lidj  ‘/oji  Lt//j  rn  7 


0/  ///^/,/ 


^/uyy  y/  y v/.  r //y. 


yy/// 


/yf/ 


■ *-4' 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 
in  2017  with  funding  from 
Boston  Public  Library 


k 


https://archive.org/details/fiftycomediestra00beau_0 


:s 

EP^SC  OPJ' 


TKAdOtBlA 


(Ui  11*^2111115  fiatuj;  Ccrrnt6 
'._^i[u  biceps 

un<vm  m r-rarn  tda  furra/  aa 

lid  s in^/dini  (\y^  i fc^  0u  'i/xir 

:'ncc  uffuin  tnni/ttiftf 
Au : Q rcunatiwi  ^cfervn 

',  Ozui,  dipi,  , 

i^acicj  ad'ji  ’ji. 
ihr5.vti  cn'i'iMt  lU’tfio  t'uni. 


i^uhelf 

^MarJIialL 


FIFTY 


COMEDIES 


AND. 


TRAGEDIES 


# 


Written  by 


FRANCIS  BEAUMONT 

And 

JOHN  FLETCHER, 


Gentlemen. 


All  in  one  Volume 


Publiflied  by  the  Authors  Original  Copies,  the  Songs 
to  each  Play  being  added. 


Si  quid  habent  veri  Vatum  pr^fagia,  vivam. 


Hi 


lill 


06 


L 0 3\C.V  0 3^, 

Printed  by  f.  Macoc\,  for  John  Martyn,  Henry  Herringman, 
^chnrd  Marriot,  M DC  LXXIX. 


^ V’- 


0 


■F/ 


• //  ' 


i . 4^  • 


\ 


. U>  i 


,.  'A.-, 

* V 


THE 


BOOKSELLE 

T O T H E 

REA 

Courteous  Reader, 

TH  E Firjl  Edition  of  thefe  Plays  in  this  Volume  having 
found  that  Acceptance  as  to  give  m Encouragement  to  mah^ 
a Second  Impreffion^  we  were  very  defirous  they  might  come 
forth  as  CorreB  as  might  be.  And  we  were  very  opportunely  informed 
of  a Copy  which  an  ingenious  and  worthy  Gentleman  had  tal^n  the  pains 
(or  rather  the  pleajure^  to  read  over ; wherein  he  had  all  along  CorreBed 
I fever al  faults  ( fome  very  grojs^  which  had  crept  in  by  the  frequent  imprint- 
tng  of  them.  His  CorreBions  were  the  more  to  be  valued^  becaufe  he  had  an 
intimacy  with  both  our  Authors  ^ and  had  been  a SpeBator  of  mofl  of  them 
j when  they  were  ABed  in  their  life-time.  This  therefore  we  rejolved  to  pur - 
chafe  at  any  Rate'^  and  accordingly  with  no  fmall  cojl  obtain  d it.  From  the 
, i fame  hand  alfo  we  received  fever  al  Prologues  and  Epilogues^  with  the  Songs 
\ appertaining  to  each  Vlay^  which  were  not  in  the  former  Edition^  but 
\ are  now  inferted  in  their  proper  places.  Befides^  in  this  Edition  you  have 
\the  addition  of  no  fewer  than  Seventeen  Plays  more  than  were  in  the  for- 
'\mer^  which  we  have  ta}\en  the  pains  and  care  to  CotleB^  and  Print  out  of 
\in  this  Volume.^  which  for  dijlinBion  fah^  are  marh^  with  a Star  in  the 
\Catalogue  of  them  facing  the  frji  Page  of  the  Bool^  And  whereas  in\ 
f fever aJ  of  the  Plays  there  were  wanting  the  Names  of  the  Perfons  re-  i 
Iprefented  therein^  in  this  Edition  you  have  them  all  prefixed^  with  their 
Qualities  \ which  will  he  a great  eafe  to  the  Trader.  I hm  every  way 
perfeB  and  compleat  have  you^  all  both  Tragedies  and  Comedies  that^^ 
i A were  * 


The  Book-fellers  to  the  Reader. 

tP6T6  cveir  WTit  by  out  Authovs^  u ^ciiy  oJ'  the  gTCdtoJi  Visits  utid  7Uojl  in- 
genious ^oBts  oj'  theiY  Age  j jrotn  whofe  worth  we  Ihould  but  detrnSf  by 
our  moji  fludied  Commendations, 

If  our  care  and  endeavours  to  do  our  (^Author^fujright  (jn  an  incorrupt 
and ‘ genuine  Edition  of  their  IVorhf)  and  thereby  to  gratife  and  oblige 
the  Header-,  he  but  requited  with  a fuitable  entertainment ^ we  jhall  be  en- 
couragd to  hringE>Qw,  JohnfonV  two  Volumes  into  one^  and'^ublijh  them 
in  this  formj  and  alfo  to  reprint  Old  Shakelpear.*  both  which  are  de- 
fgned  by 


Ready  to  ferve  you^, 

John  Marty  n. 
Henry  Herringman. 
Richard  Mario  t. 


Tours ^ 


4 


f 

Upon  Mr.  John  FletcherV 


Fletcher,  to  thee,  we  do  not  only  owe 

All  thefegood  Plays,  but  thofe  of  others  too  \ 

Thy  Wit  repeated,  does  fupport  the  Stage, 
fr  edits  the  la  ft,  and  entertains  this  Age  ; 
iVo  Worthies  form’d  by  any  Mufe  but  thine 
Could  purchafe  Robes  to  make  themfelves  fo  fine. 

What  brave  Commander  is  hot  proud  to  fee 
Thy  brave  Melantius  in  his  Gallantry? 

Our  great  eft  Ladies  love  to  fee  their  fcorn 
Out-done  by  Thine,  in  what  themfelves  have  worn  j 
7 h'  impatient  Widow  e're  the  year  be  done 
Sees  thy  Afpafia  weeping  in  her  Gown  ; 

/ never  yet  the  Tragick^Strain  affay'd, 

T)et err'd  by  that  inimitable  Maid  .•  i 

And  when  I venture  at  the  CovtickcStile, 

' Thy  Scornful  Lady  feems  tomock^my  toil 

Thus  has  thy  Mufe,  at  once,  improv'd  and  marr'd 
Our  fport  in  Plays,  by  r endring  it  too  hard. 

So  when  a fort  of  lufiy  Shepherds  throw 
The  Bar  by  turns,  and  none  the  reft  out-go 
So  far,  but  that  the  beft  are  meafuringcajls. 

Their  emulation  andtheir  pafiime  lajfs  •, 

But  if  fame  brawny  Teaman  of  the  Guard 
Step  in,  and  to f the.  Axle-tree  a yard, 

Or  more,  beyond  the  farthefi  Mark,  the  rejt 
T)ejpatring  ft  and,  their  Sport  is  at  the  bejt. 

EDW.  WALLER. 


On  SHAKESPEARE  S gentler  MHfe,in  thee  fuU grown 
Their  Graces  both  appear,  yet  fo,  that  none 
Can  fay  here  Tfature  ends,  and  Art  begins 
But  mixt  like  th  Elements,  and  born  like  twins, 

Sointerweav'd,  folike,  fo  much  the  fame. 

None  this  meer  nature,  that  meer  Art  can  name  : 

'Twas  this  the  Ancients  meant,  nature  and  skill 
Are  the  two  tops  of  their  Pemafliis  Hill. 

J.  DENHAM. 


To  Mr.  FrancisBeaumont 

(Then  living.) 

HOWI  do  love  thee  B E A U M O N T,  Mufe, 

That  unto  me  do'fl  fuch  religion  ufe  ! 

How  I do  fear  my  felf,  that  am  not  worth 
The  lea  ft  indulgent  thought  thy  pen  drops  forth  ! 

At  once  thou  mak^fi  me  happie,  and  unmak^  , 

And  giving  largely  tome,  more  thou  tak^fi. 

What  fate  is  mine,  tlSoi^fo  it  felf  bereaves  ? 

What  art  is  thine,  that  fo  thy  friend  deceives  ? 

When  even  there  where  mofi  thou  praifefl  me, 

F or  Writing  better,  I mujl  envy  thee. 

BEN.  JOHNSON. 


On  Mr.  FrancisBeaumont 

(Then  newly  Dead.) 


On  Mr.  John  FletcherV  i 
Works. 

So  fhall  we  joy,  when  all  whom  Beafis  and  Worms 
Had  turn'd  to  their  own  fubfiances  and  forms. 

Whom  Earth  to  Earth,  or  Fire  hath  chang'd  to  Fire, 

We  fjaV  behold  morexhan  at  f rfi  intire 
As  now  we  do,  to  fee  all  thine,  thine  own 
In  this  thy  (tJMufes  Refurrefiion, 

Whofe  Jcatter'd  parts,  from  thine  own  Race, more  Wounds 
Hath  Juffer'd  than  AfteoQ  from  his  Hounds  ; 

Which  firjl  their  Brainy,  and  then  their  Bellies  fed. 

And  from  their  Exarements  new  Poets  bred. 

But  now  thy  Mufe  enraged,  from  her  'Urn 
Like  Ghofis  of  murder'd  Bodies  doth  return 
To  accuje  the  Murderers,  to  right  the  Stage, 

And  undeceive  the  long  abufed  Age, 

Which  calls  thy  praife  on  them,  to  whom  thy  Wit 
Gives  not  more  (yold  than  they  givedrofs  to  it  j 
Who  not  content,  like  Felons,  to  purloin, 

AddTreafonto  it,  anddebafethy  Coin. 

But  whither  am  I fir  ay' d ? I need  not  raife 
Trophies  to  Thee  from  other  mens  dijpraife  j 
Nor  is  thy  Fame  oti  leffer  ruins  built, 

'Ifor  needs  thy  jufier  Title  the  foul  guilt 
Of  Eafiern  Kings,  who  to  fecure  their  Tijign,  '■ 

Mufi  have  their 'Brothers,  Sons,  and  Kindred  flain^ 

Then  was  Wits  Er^re  at  the  fatal  height. 

When  labouring  and  finking  with  its  weight,  ’ 

From  thence  athoufmdltffer  Poets  fprung. 

Like  petty  Primes  ftom  the  Fall  of  Roiue. 

When  Johnfon,  Shakefpeare,  and  thy  felf  did  fit. 

And  fway'd  in  the  Triumvirate  of  Wit- 

Tetwha^  from  Johnfon’j  Oi/,  and  Sweat  did  flow, 

Or  what  more  eafle  Nljiture  did  beflow 


He  that  hath  fuch  acutenefs,  and  fuch  wit. 

As  would  ask^  ten  good  heads  to  husband  it  j 
He  that  can  write  fo  Well  that  no  man  dare 
Ref  ufe  it  for  the  befi,  let  him  beware  : 

BEAUMONT  « dead,  by  whofe file  death  appears. 

Wit's  a Difeafi  confumes  men  in  few  years. 

RICH.  CORBET.  D.D. 


On  Mr.  Beaumont. 

( VVritten  thirty  years  fince, 
prefently  after  his  Death.) 

Eaumont  lyes  here ; and  where  now  fhall  we  havi 
A Mu  fe  like  his  to  figh  upon  his  grave  ? 

Ah  ! none  to  weep  this  with  a worthy  tear. 

But  he  that  cannot,  Beaumont  that  lies  here. 

Who  now  fhall  pay  thy  Tomb  with  fuch  a Kerfe 
As  thou  that  Ladies  didfi,fair  Rutlands  Herfi  ? 

A Monument  that  will  then  lafling  be. 

When  all  her  AParble  is  more  dufi  than  fhe. 

In  thee  all's  lofi  : a fudden  dearth  and  want 
Hath  feiz'd  on  Wit,  good  Epitaphs  are  fiant ; 

We  dare  not  write  thy  Elegie,  whilfi  each  fears 
He  n^re  flail  match  that  copy  of  thy  tears. 

Scarce  in  an  Age  a Poet,  and  yet  he 
Scarce  lives  the  third  part  of  his  age  to  fie. 

But  quickly  taken  ojf  and  only  known. 

Is  in  a minute  flut  as  fion  as  flown. 

Why  flould  weakJSIature  tire  her  felf  in  vaitt 
In  fuch  apiece,  dodafl)  itflraight  again! 

Why  fisould  fle  take  fuch  workfleyondher  skill. 

Which  when  fle  cannot  perfeU,  fle  mufi  kill  I 
Alas,  what  is't  to  temper  flime  or  mire  ? 

But  Nature's  puzled  when  fle  works  in  fire : 

A z . Gre^^\ 


Great  Brains  (likebrightefigUfs)  crack^flraighty  while  thofe 
Of  Stone  or  Wood  hold  outy  and  fear  not  hlowes. 

And  we  their  Ancient  hoary  heads  can  fee 
Whofe  Wit  was  never  their  mortalitie : 

dies  youngyfo  Sidney  didbeforcy 
There  wa^  not  Poetry  he  could  live  to  morcy 
j He  could  not  grow  up  higher,  1 fcarce  know 
; If  tl-P  art  It  felf  unto  that  pitch  could  grow, 
t Were' t not  in  thee  that  hadjl  arriv'd  the  bight 
Of  all  that  wit  could  reach,  or  Nature  might. 

0 when  I read  thofe  excellent  things  of  thine, 
i Such  strength,  fuch  fweetnefs  coucht  in  every  line, 

Such  life  of Fancy,  fuch  high  choice  of  brain. 

Nought  of  the  Vulgar  wit  or  borrowed  ftrain, 

. Such  paffion,  fuch  expreffions  meet  my  eye. 

Such  Wit  untainted  with  obfeenity, 

Andthefe  fo  unaffeBedly  exprefi. 

All  in  a language  purely  flowing  drefii 
And  all flu  born  within  thy  felf,  thine  own, 

So  new,  fo  fi-ejh,  jo  nothing  trod  upon  j 

1 grieve  not  new  that  old  Menanders  vein 
Is  ruin'd  to  furvive  in  thee  again  ■, 

Such  in  his  time  was  he, of  the  fame  piece. 

The  fnooth,  even  natural  Wit,  and  Love  o/Greece, 

Thofe  few  fententious  fragments  jlsew  more  worth, 

■ Than  all  the  Poets  Athens  e're  brought  forth-, 
j And  I am  forry  we  have  lojl  thofe  hours 
1 On  them,  whofe  ^'deknefs  comes  far  flsort  of  ours, 
j And  dwell  not  more  on  thee,  whofe  every  Tage 
I May  be  a pattern  for  their  Scene  and  Stage. 

I / Will  not  yield  thy  Wo-rkg  fi>  niean  a Praife 
i More  pure,  more  chafe,  more  fainted  than  are  PlayeSf 
i Nor  with  that  dull  fupinenefs  to  be  read, 
j To  pafs  a fire,  or  laugh  an  hour  in  bed. 

I How  do  the  Mitfes  fuffer  every  where, 
i Takgn  in  fuch  mouths  cenfure,  in  fuch  ears. 

That  'twixt  a whiffe,  a Line  or  two  rehear fe. 

And  with  their  ‘fheurne  together  fpaule  a Verfe  ? 

This  all  a Poems  leijure  after  Play, 

Drinks  or  Tabaco,  it  maykeep  the  Day. 

Whilfl  even  their  very  idlenejs  they  thinks 
Is  lofl  in  thefe,  that  lofe  their  time  in  drinks 
Pity  then  dull  we,  we  that  better  know. 

Will  a more  ferious  hour  on  thee  befiow. 

Why  fnouldnot  Beaumont  in  the  Morning  pleaje. 

As  well  as  Plautus,  Arillophanes  ? 

Who  if  my  Pen  may  as  my  thoughts  be  free,  \ 

Were  jcurril  wits  and  Buffons  both  to  thee  ; 

Tet  thefe  our  Learned  of  fever  eft  brow 
I Will  deign  to  loak^on,  and  to  note  them  too, 
j That  Will  difie  our  own,  'tisEnglifh  flujfe. 

And  th'  Author  is  not  rotten  long  enough. 

Alas  what  flegm  are  they,  compar'd  to  thee. 

In  thy  Philalter,  and  Maids-Tragedy  ? 

Where's  fuch  an  humour  as  thy  Bclfus  ? pray 
Let  them  put  all  their  Thrafoes  in  one  Play, 

He  jhall  out  bid  them  *,  their  conceit  was  poor, 

All  in  A Circle  of  a Bawd  or  Whore  j 
A coz.ening  dance,  take  the  fool  away, 

And  not  a good  jefi  extant  in  a Play. 

Tet  thefe  a-re  Wits,  becaufe  they're  old,  and  now 
Being  Greek,  and  Latine,  they  are  Learning  too  ; 

But  thofe  their  own  times  were  content  t'  allow 
Athirfiyfame,  and  thine  is  lowefi  now . 

But  thou  jhalt  live,  and  when  thy  name  is  grown 
Six  Ages  older,  ^ fhall  be  better  kriown. 

When  th'  art  of  Chaucers  fiandJng  in  the  tombe. 

Thou  Jhalt  not  fare,  but  take  up  all  his  room. 

' JOH.  EARLE. 


I 

/ 


Upon  the  Report  of  the  printing  of  the  Dra- 
matical Poems  of  Mr.  John  Fletch- 
E R , colleded  before,  and  now  let  forth 
in  one  Volume. 

T Hough  when  all  Fletcher  writ,  and  the  entire 
Man  was  iiid  .Ig  d unto  that  f acred  fire, 

Hts  thought  s,and  his  thoughts  drefs,appear  d both  fuch 
That  'twas  hts  happy  fault  to  do  too  much  j 
Who  therefore  wifely  did  fubmit  each  birth 
T 9 knowing  Beaumont,  e're  it  did  come  forth. 

Working  again,  until  he  fatd  'twas  fit , 

And  made  him  the  Jobriety  of  his  Wit ; 

Though  thus  he  call'd  hts  Judge  into  his  fame. 

And  for  that  aid  allow'd  him  half  the  name, 

'Tis  known,  that  fometimes  he  did  ft and  alone, 

That  both  the  Spitnge  and  Pencil  were  his  own  * 

That  himfelf  judg'd  himfelf,  could  ftngly  do. 

And  was  at  lafl  Beaumont  atjd  Fletcher  too  -, 

Fife  we  had  loft  his  a Piece, 

Even  and  fmooth,  [pun  from  a finer  Fleece, 

Where  foftnefs  reigns,  where  pajfions  paffwns greet. 

Gentle  and  hij^h,  as  Floods  of  Balfam  meet : 

Where  drefs'd  in  white  expreffions,  fit  bright  Loves, 

Drawn,  like  their  fair  eft  Queen,  by  milkie  Doves  ; 
vA  Tiece,  which  ]ohnfon,  in  a rapture  bid 
Come  up  a glorify  d Work.,  urid  fo  it  did. 

Fife  had  hts  tJMuJe  fet  with  his  Friend,  the  Stage 
Had  mtfs'd  thofe  Poems,  which  yet  take  the  Age  j 
The  World  had  loft  thofe  rich  exemplars,  where 
Art,  Language,  Wit  fit  ruling  in  one  Sphere, 
where  the  fr efts  matters  foar  above  old  The ams. 

As  Trophets  l^aptures  do  above  our  Dreams  -, 

Where,  in  a worthy  jeorn,  he  dares  refufe 
All  other  gods,  and  makes  the  thing  hts  Mufe ", 

Where  he  calls  paffions  up,  and  lays  them  fo. 

As  fptrits,  aw'd  by  him  to  come  and  go  ’, 

Where  the  free  Authour  did  whate'er  he  would. 

And  nothing  will'd,  but  what  a Poet  fhould. 

Tfo  vaft  uncivil  bulk  fwells  any  Scene, 

The  firength's  ingenious,  and  the  vigour  clean ", 

Tfone  can  trevent  the  Fancy,  and  fee  through 
At  the  firfl  opening  all  ft  and  wondring  how 
The  thing  will  be  untill  it  is ; which  thence 
With  frefh  delights  fill  cheat  s,  ftill  takes  the  fence’. 

The  whole  dejign,  the  fhadows,  the  lights  fuch 
That  none  can  fay  he  flews,  or  hides  too  much 
Bufinefs  grows  up  ripened  by  juft  encreafe. 

And  by  as  juft  degrees  again  doth  ceafe. 

The  heats  and  minutes  of  affairs  are  watcht. 

And  thefe  nice  points  of  time,  are  met  and  fnatcht ; 

Nought  later  than  it  (hould,  nought  comes  before, 

(fhymifls,  and  Calculators  do  err  more  , 

Sex,  Age,  Degree,  Affeflions,  Country,  Place, 

The  inward  fubftance,  and  the  outward  face  ; 

All  kept  precifely,  all  exaflly  fit. 

What  he  would  write,  he  was  before  he  writ. 

'Twixt  JohnfonV^r^w,  and  Shakefpears  lighter  found 
His  Mufe  fo  fleer'd  that  fomethingftill  was  found. 

Nor  this,  nor  that,  nor  both,  hut  fo  his  own. 

That  'twas  his  mark:,  and  he  was  by  it  known. 

Hence  did  he  take  true  judgments,  hence  did  Jhrike 
All  Palates  fame  way,  though  not  all  alike  ’, 

The  god  of  numbers  might  his  numbers  crown, 
vAnd  liftning  to  them  wifl  they  were  his  own. 

Thus  welcome  forth,  what  Eafe,  or  Wine,  or  Wit 
Durfi  yet  produce,  that  is,  what  Fletcher  writ. 

WILLIAM  CARTWRIGHT. 

j 


^*1 


Mr.  John  Fletcher  his 

Dramatical  works  now  at  laft  printed. 

r Conld  fraife  Hey  wood  now  : or  tell  how  long^ 
i Falftaffe  from  crocking  Nuts  bath  kept  the  throng  : 

"But  for  a Fletcher,  I mu  ft  tak^  an  Age, 

And  fcarce  invent  the  title  for  one  Page. 

Gocb  mu  ft  create  new  Spheres.,  that  (ho  Ad  exprefs 
The  Jev'ral  accents,  Fletcher,  of  thy  Drejs: 

The  Pen  of  Fates  fhoitld  only  write  thy  Pratfe  : 

And  all  Elyzium  for  thee  turn  to  Bayes. 

T houfeltft  no  pangs  of  Poetry,  fuch  as  they, 

Who  the  Heavns  quarter  ftill  before  a Tlaf, 
t^ndfearch  the  Ephemerides  to  find. 

When  the  AfpeSl  for  Poets  will  be  kind. 

Thy  Poems  (facredfpring)  did  from  thee  flow. 

With  as  much  pleafure,  as  we  reade  them  now. 

Nor  need  we  only  take  them  up  by  fits. 

When  love  or  Phyftck^  hath  difeas^d  our  wits 
Or  conftr-e  Fnglijh  to  untye  a knot,  ^ 

Hid  in  a line,  far  fubtler  than  the  Plot. 

With  thee  the  Page  may  clofe  his  Ladies  eyes. 

And  yet  with  thee  the  fertous  ftudent  rife : 

The  Eye  at  fev'ral  angles  darting  rayes, 

M.'tkes,  and  then  fees,  new  Colours fo  thy  Plays 
To  ev'‘ry  under  ft  anding  ftill  appear. 

As  if  thou  only  meanPft  to  take  that  Ear 
The  Phrafe  fo  terfe  and  free  of  a juft  Poife, 

Where  ev^ry  word  has  weight  and  yet  no  Noife, 

The  matter  too  fo  nobly  fit,  no  lefs 
Than  fuch  as  on  ly  could  deferve  thy  Drefs : 

Witnefs  thy  Comedies,  Pieces  of  fuch  worth. 

All  Ages  (liall ftill  like,  but  ne're  bring  forth. 

Other  in  feajon  laft  Jcarce  Jo  long  time,  ^ 

As  CO  ft  thi  Poet  but  to  make  the  Rime : 

Where,  if  a Lord  a new  Way  do' s but  fpit. 

Or  change  his  Jhrugge,this  antiquates  the  wit. 

That  thou  didft  live  before,  nothing  would  tell 
Pofterity,  could  they  but  write  fo  well. 

Tljy  Cat h' lick^F ancy  will  acceptance  find. 

Not  whilft  an  humour's  living,  but  Man  kind. 

Thou,  like  thy  writings,  Innocent  and  Clean, 

Ne'repra'HiP  d anew  Vice,  to  make  one  Scene, 

None  of  thy  Jnkhad  gall,  and  Ladies  can 
Securely  hear  thee  fport  without  a Fan. 

But  when  thy  T ragick^Mufe  would  pleafe  to  rife 
In  Majeftie,  and  call  tribute  from  our  eyes  *, 

! Like  Scenes,  we  finfted  Paffions,  and  that  fo. 

Who  only  came  to  fee,  turn'd  ASlors  too. 

How  didft  thou  fway  the  Theatre  ! make  us  feel 
The  Players  wounds  were  true,  and  their fwords,  fteel ! 

Nay,  ftr anger  yet,  how  often  did  I know 
When  the  fpeciators  ran  to  fave  the  blow  ? 

Froz.cn  with  grief  we  could  not  ftir  away 
ZJntil  the  Epilogue  told  us  'twos  a Play. 

What  fhall  I do}  all  Commendations  end. 

In  faying  only  thou  wert  BEAllMONTSF  riend  I 
(five  me  thyfpirit  quickly,  for  I fwell, 
tiAnd  like  a raving  Prophetefs  cannot  tell 
Howto  receive  thefullgodinmybreaft: 

Oh!  Imuftfteep,  and  then  Vie  fing  the  reft. 

F R ANC’IS  Palmer;  of  Ch.  Ch.  Oxon. 


On  the  Works  of  Beaumont  and 

Fletcher,  now  at  length  printed. 

GReat  pair  of  Authors,  whon  one  equal  (bar 
Begot  fo  like  in  Genius,  that  you  are 
In  Fame,  as  well  as  writings,  both  fo  knit, 

That  no  man  ktiows  where  to  divide  your  wit. 

Much  lefs  your  pratfe',  you,  who  had  equal  fire, 

And  did  each  other  mutually  injpire  j 
Whether  o>ie  did  contrive,  the  other  write. 

Or  one  fram'd  the  plot,  the  other  did  indite  ; 

Whether  one  found  the  matter,  th' other  drefs. 

Or  th'  one  dtjpos'd  what  th' other  did  exprefs ; 

Where  e'reyour  parts  between  your  felves  lay,  we 
In  all  things  which  you  did  butane  thread  fee, 

So  evenly  dr  awn  out,  fo  gently  {pun. 

That  art  with  nature  ne're  did  fmoother  run. 

Where  {ball  I fix  my  praife  then  ? or  what  part 
Of  aU  your  numerous  Labours  hath  defer t 
More  to  be  fam'd  than  other  I {hall  I fay, 
r ve  met  a lover  fo  drawn  in  your  Play, 

So  pajfionately  written,  fo  inflam'd. 

So  jealoufty  inrag' d,  then  gently  tam'd. 

That  I in  reading  have  the  Perfon  feen, 

Andyour  Pen  hath  part  ft  age  and  Ablor  been  ? 

Or  {hall  I Jay,  that  I can  fcarce  forbear 
To  clap,  when  / a Captain  do  meet  there. 

So  lively  in  his  own  vain  humour  dr  eft. 

So  braggingly,  and  like  himfelf  expreft, 

That  modern  fowards,  when  they  faw  him  plaid. 

Saw,  blujht,  departed  guilty,  andbetraid} 

Tou  wrote  all  parts  right',  what  foe' re  the  ft  age 
Had from  you,  was  feen  there  as  in  the  age. 

And  had  their  equal  life : Vices  which  were 
Manners  abroad,  did  grow  correEled  there  : 

They  who  po{feft  a Box,  and  half  Crown  {pent 
To  learn  obfcenenefs,  return'd  innocent, 

Andthanktyoufor  this  coz.'nage,whofe  chaft  Scent 
Taught  Loves  fo  noble,  fo  reform'd,  fo  clean, 

That  they  who  brought  foul fires,  and  thither  came 
To  bargain,  went  thence  with  a holy  flame. 

Be'ttoyour  praife  too,  that  your  ft  ockjind  Vein 
Held  both  to  Tragick,  nnd  to  Comick,ftrain ; 

Where  e' re  you  lifted  to  be  high  and  grave. 

No  Buskin  jhew'd  more  folemn,  no  quill  gave 
Such  feeling  objebls  to  draw  tears  from  eyes. 

Spell  at  or  s fate  part  in  your  Tragedies. 

And  where  you  lifted  to  be  low,  and  free, 

Mirth  turn'd  the  whole  houfe  into  Comedy 
So  piercing  (where  you  pleas'd)  hitting  a fault. 

That  humours  from  your  Pen  ijfued  all  fait . 

Nor  were  you  thus  in  works  and  Poems  knit. 

As  to  be  but  two  halfs,  and  make  one  wit ', 

But  as  fome  things  we  fee,  have  double  cai  fe. 

And  yet  the  ejfebl  it  felf  from  both  whole  draws 
So  though  you  were  thus  twifted  and  combin'd 
As  two  bodies,^o  have  but  one  fair  mind ', 

Tet  if  we  praife  you  rightly,  we  muft  fay 
Bothjoyn  d,  and  both  did  wholly  make  the  Plny^ 

For  that  you  could  write  fingly,  wemayguefs 
By  the  divided  pieces  which  the  Prefs 
Hath  fever  ally  fent  forth nor  were  gone  fo 
( Like  fome  our  Modern  Authors)  made  to  go 
One  meerly  by  the  help  of  th' other,  who 
To  purchafe  fame  do  come  forth  one  of  two ', 

Nor  wrote  you  fo,  that  ones  part  was  to  lick^ 

The  other  intojhape,  nor  did  one  flick. 

The  others  cold  inventions  with  fuch  wit. 

As  ferv'd  like  fpice,  to  make  them  quick^  and  fit ', 


! 

Nor  oHt  of  mutual  want-t  or  emptinefs, 

Did  yon  confpire  to  go  (liWTvfins  to  th*T*refst, 

But  what  thus  joined  you  wrote^  might  have  come  forth 
jds  ggg^  from  eachf  and  fior'd  with  the  fame  worth 
That  thus  united  them^  you  did  join  fence 
In  you'tw as  League,  in  others  impotence'. 

And  the  Pr eft  which  both  thus  amongst  us  fends. 

Sends  us  one  Toet  in  a pair  of  friends. 

JASPER  MAINE. 


On  the  happy  ColJedion  of  Mr. 

F L E T c H E rV  Works,  never 
before  printed. 

Fletcher,  arife,  Vfurpers  fhare  thy  Bays, 

They  Canton  thy  vaft  Wtt  to  build  Plays.* 

He  comes ! his  f^olnme  breaks  through  (flonds  and  Duji, 

Down,  little  Wits,  Te  mufl  refund,  Temufi. 

Nor  comes  he  private,  here^s  Great  BEAUMONX  too. 
How  could  one  fingle  World  encompafs  Two  f 
For  thcfe  Co  heirs  had  equal  power  to  teach 
All  that  all  Wits  both  can  and  cannot  reach. 

Shakefpear  was  early  up,  and  went  fodrejl 
As  for  thofe  dawning  hours  he  k»ew  was  befi  *, 

But  when  the  Sun  (Itone  forth,  YouTvfO  thought  fit 
To  wear  jufi  Robes,  and  leave  off  Trunkjsofe-Wit. 

Now,  now  ^twas  perfell,  none  muft  lookffor  New, 

Manners  and  Scenes  may  alter,  but  not  You  : 

For  Yours  are  not  meer  humours,  gilded  Stratus ; 
j The  fajlsionlofi,  Four  maffy  Sence  remains. 

Some  thinkJC our  Wits  of  two  Complexions  frarnd 
! That  One  the  Sock,  th'  Other  the  Buskin  claim'd ; 

That  fhould  the  Stage  embattail  all  its  ^orce,  ( Horfe. 

FLETCHER  would  lead  the  Foot , BEAUMONT  the 
But  you  were  Both  for  Both  not  Semi  wits. 

Each  Piece  is  wholly  Two,  yet  never  fplits  *, 

T' are  net  twoVacxAtiZS,  fandoneSoMl  fill) 

Underllanding,  Thou  the  quicks  free  Will; 

Tut,  as  two  V oycts  in  one  Sono  embrace,  Safe) 

(FLETCHER’/  %f«Trebble,  and  deep  BEAUMONT’/ 
Two,  full.  Congenial  Souls  •,  fill  Both  prevail'd'. 

His  Mufe  and  Thine  Were  Charter’d,  not  Impal’d  *, 

Both  brought  Tour  Ingots,  Both  toil'd  at  the  Mint, 

Beat,  melted,  fifted,  till  no  drofs  fiuck^  int. 

Then  in  each  Others  Scales  weigh'd  every  Grain,  ^ 

Then  fmooth  and  burnifh'd,  then  weigh'd  all  a^ain, 

Stampt  both  your  Names  upon't  at  one  bold  Hit, 

Then,  then  'twas  (foin,  as  well  as  Bullion-Wit . 

Thus  Twins But  as  when  Fate  one  Eye  deprives. 

That  other  firives  to  double  which  furvives 
So  BEAUMONT  dy'd ; yet  left  in  Legacie 
His  Rules  and  Standard-wit,  FLETCHER,  Thee. 

Still  the  fame  Planet,  though  not  fill'd  fo  foon, 

A two  horn'd  Crefcent  then,  now  one  Full-moon. 

Joynt  Love  before,  now  Honour  doth  provoke 
So  the  old  Twin-G'iantS  forcing  a huge  Oaff, 

One  [lipt  his  footing,  tW Other  fees  him  fall, 

Grafpt  the  whole  Tree,  and  fingle  held  up  all. 

Imperial  FLETCHER!  here  begins  thy  Reign, 

Scenes  flow  like  Sun-betims  from  thy  glorious  Brain 
Thy  fwift  difpatcbing  Soul  no  more  ^th  ftay 
Than  he  that  built  two  (fities  in  one  day 
Ever  brim  full,  and  fometimes  running  o'r 
To  feed  poor  languid  Wits  that  wait  at  door. 

Who  creep  and  creep,  yet  ner  above  ground  flood, 

(For  Creatures  have  mofi  feet,  which  have  leafl  Blood} 

But  thou  art  fltll  that  Bird  of  Paradife, 

Which  hath  no  FcQt,  and  ever  nobly  flies.* 


Rich,  lufly  fence,  fuch  as  the  Poets  ought. 

For  Poems,  if  npt  excellent,  are  naught 
Low  Wit  in  Scenes , in  State  a Peafant  goes  ; 

If  mean  and  fiat,  let  it  foot  Teoman-Profe, 

That  fuch  may  fpell  as  are  net  Readers  grown, 

T 0 whom  he  that  writes  Wit,  Jhews  he  hath  none. 

Shakefpear  fiow'd,  yet  had  his  Ebbingtoo, 

Often  above  Himfelf,  fometimes  below 
Thou  always  befi,  if  ought  feem'd  to  decline, 

'Twas  the  unjudging  Rout's  mtfiake,  not  Thine ; 

Thus  thy  fair  SHEPHERDESS,  which  the  bold  Heap 
(Falfe  tothemfelves,  and  Thee)  did  prtzx  fo  cheap. 

Was  found  (when  under  flood)  fit  to  be  Clown'd, 

At  worfi  'twM  worth  two  hundred  thoufand  Pound. 

Someblafl  thy  Works,  leflwe  fhould  trackjheir  walk. 

Where  they  fleal  all  thofe  few  good  things  they  talk,'. 

Wit-  Burglary  mufl  chide  thofe  it  feeds  on. 

For  plunder'd  Folks  ought  to  be  rail'd  upon ; 

But  (4/  floln  goods  go  off  at  half  their  worthy 
Thy  flrong  Sence  palls  when  they  purloin  it  forth. 

When  didfi  Thou  borrow  ? where's  the  Man  e'r  read 
Ought  beg'd  by  Thee,  from  thofe  alive  or  dead  I 
Or  from  dry  Goddefles,  as  fome,  who  when 
They  Huff  their  Page  with  gods,  write  worfethan  men. 

Thou  wert  thine  own  Mufe,  and  hadfi  fuch  vafl  odds, 

Thou  out  writ' It  him  whoje  Terfe  made  all  thofe  Gods 
Surpajfing  thofe,  our  dwarfifh  Age  up-rears^ 

As  much  as  Greeks  or  Latines  thee  in  years : 

, Thy  Ocean  Fancy  knew  nor  Banks  nor  Damms, 

We  ebb  down  dry  to  pebble- KnagCATns ', 

Dead  and  tnfiptd,  alldefpairing  fit. 

Loft  to  behold  this  great  Relapfe  of  Wit  ; 

What  Strength  remains,  is  like  that  (wild  and  fierce) 

Till  Johnfon  made  good  Poets  and  right  Terfe. 

Such  boyfl'rous  Trifles  thy  Mufe  would  not  brook. 

Save  when  fhe'd  (how  how  feurvily  they  lookj, 

No  favage  zJT/etaphors  ( things  rudely  Great ) 

Thou  dofl  dijplay,  not  butcher  a Conceit ', 

Thy  Nerves  have  Beauty,  which  invades  and  charms ; 

Looks  like  a Princefs  harnefs'd  in  bright  Arms. 

Nor  art  thou  loud  and  cloudy ',  thofe  that  do 
Thunder  fo  much,  do't  without  Lightning  too  : 

Tearing  themfelves,  and  almoSt  fplit  their  Brain 
To  render  harfh,  what  thou  fpeal^SI  free  and  clean  ', 

Such  gloomy  Sence  may  pafs  for  High  and  Proud, 

But  true-born  wit  Still  flies  above  the  Cloud  ; 

Thou  know' Si  'twas  Impotence  what  they  call  Height ; 

Who  bluflers  flrong  i'th'  Dark^  but  creeps  i'th'  Light. 

And  as  thy  thoughts  were  clear,  fo,  innocent ; 

Thy  Fancy  gave  no  unfwept  Language  vent ', 

Slander  Si  not  Laws,  prophan'Si  holy  Page, 

C As  if  thy  Fathers  Crofier  aw'd  the  Stage',) 

High  Crimes  were  Still  arraign'd,  though  they  made  fhift 
To  profper  out  four  Aits,  Were  plagu'd  i'th' Fifth  ; 

All's  fafe  and  wife,  no  Stiff  affetied  Scene, 

ATiprfwoln,  flat,  a tr  ue  full  natural  Tein', 

Thy  Sence  ( like  Well-drefi  Ladies ) cloath'd  as  skin'd. 

Not  all  unlac'd,  nor  City  flarchtand  pin'd’. 

Thou  hadfl  no  Sloth,  no  Rage,  no  fallen  Fit, 

But  Strength  and  Mirth,  FLETCHER’/ Sanguine  Wit. 

Thus,  two  great  Coniul- Poets  all  things  fway'd, 

Till  all  was  Englifh  Born,  or  Englifh  Made : 

Mitre  and  Coyfe,  here  into  one  Piece  fpun, 

BEAUMONT  Judge’/,  this  a Prelate's  Son. 

What  flrange  ProduStjon  is  at  lafhdtfplay'd 
( (fotby  two  Fathers  without  Female  aid) 

Behold,  two  Mafculines  efpeus'd  each  ether, 

andthe  World  were  born  without  a Mother. 

J.  BERKENHEAD. 

On! 

I 


On  the  Edition  of  Mr.  Francis 

(Beaumont'sy  and  Mr.  John  Fletchers  Plays 
never  printed  before. 

{Am  amazed  \ and  this  fame  Ecfiafe 
Is  both  my  Glory  and  ApoJogie. 

Sober  Joys  are  dull  Pajfions ; they  mufl  bear 
Proportion  to  the  SitbjeEi  : if  fo  *,  where 
‘Beaumont  and  'Fletcher  fhall  vouchfafe  to  be 
That  fubjeSl  ^ That  Joy  mufl:  be  Ecfiafie. 

Fury  is  the  Complexion  of  great  Wits  ; 

The  Fools  Distemper : He,  that’s  mad  by  ftSj 
Is  wife  fo  too.  It  is  the  Toets  Mufe  j 
The  Prophets  Cjod:  the  Fools^  and  myexcufe. 

For  (in  Me)  nothing  lefs  than  Fletchers  name 
Could  have  begot^  or  jujiifyd  this  flame. 

Beaurnonty^^^^^^^_^ methinks  it  fliould  not  be. 

Fletcher  j 

A7b,  not  in’s  Work^ : are  as  dead  as  He. 

The  Palate  of  this  agegufts  nothing  High  ^ ^ 

ThathasnotC/^M^in’tor^^Wery.  - ' ^ 

Folly  and  Madnefs  fill  the  Hage  : The  Scene  p 

Is  Athens ; wherey  the  Guiltyy  and  the  meany 
The  well  enough-,  LearnedantX  Greati-  \ ' 

Suffer  an  Ojtracifmy  fland  Exulatei  , . ^ 

Mankind 

A fiep  below  his  very  Apofiafie.  . •. 

Nature  hen  Jelf  IS  out  ot  Tune  y and  fick,  , ' • ' ^ 

Of  Tumult  and  Diforder,  Lunatickc, 

YctwhatworldvionldnotcbQQdully  etidnre 

The  Torture,  or  Dtjeafe,  t’  enjoy  the  Cure  ? 

This  Boolfs  the  Balfamy ' and  the  Hellebore, 

^Anitpreferve  bleeding  naturcy  and  refiore 

Our  Craz.y  fiupor  to  a juf  quicks  Senfe 
Both  of  Ingratitudey  and  Providence. 

That  teaches  us  (at  Once)  to  feely  and  know.y 
Two  deep  Points : what  we  wanty  and  what  we  owe. 

Yet  Great  Goods  have  their  Ills : Should  we  tranfmie 
To  FutureTimesy  the  Pow\  of  Love  and  Wity 
In  this  Example : would  they  not  combine 
To  make  Our  ImperfeSlions  their  Defign  ? 

They’d  fiudy  our  Corruptions  and  take  more 
Gtrf  to  be  Illy  than  to  be  Goody  before. 

For  nothing  but  Jo  great  Infirmity  y 
Could  make  them  worthy  offuch  Remedy. 

Have  you  not  feen  the  Suns  almighty  Ray 
Refeue  th"  afrightedworldy  and  redeem  Day 
From  black  defpair  : how  his  viSlorious  Beame 
Scatters  the  jlormy  and  drowns^  the  petty  flame 
Of  Lightningy  in  the  glory  of  his  eye : 

How  fulloi  powVy  how  full  of  ejnajefly'} 

When  to  us  Mortalsy  nothing  elfe  was  knowuy 
Eutthe  fad  doubt y whether  to  hum y or  drown. 

Cholery  and  Phlegm,  Heaty  and  dull  Ignorance y 
Have  call  r/jf  pfop/e  into  fuchaTrancCy 
That  fears  and  danger  feem  Great  equally. 

And  no  difpute  left  now,  but  how  to  dy. 

Juft  in  this  nick^y  Fletcher  fets  the  world  clear 
Of  all  diforder,  and  reforms  us  here. 


The  Credulous,  bright  Girly  that  believes  all 
Language,  (in  Oaths)  il  Good,  Canonical, 
s fortifi’d,  and  taught,  here,  to  beware 
Of  ev'ry  fpecious  bait,  of  ev'ry  fnare 
Save  one : and  that  fame  Caution  takes  her  more, 
Than  ^// the  flattery  Ihe  felt  before. 

She  finds  her  Boxes,  and  her  thoughts  betray'd 
By  the  Corruption  of  the  Chambermaid. : 

Then  throws  her  wajhes  and  dtjjemblings  by  ■, 

And  rows  nothing  but  Ingenuity. 

The  fever  e States-man  quits  his  fallen  form 
Of  Gravity  and  bus'‘ncjs  The  Luke  warm 
Religious  his  Ifeutrality  \ The  hot 
Brain- flek  Illuminate  his  z.eal ; the  fot 
Stupidity  -y  The  foulciier  his  Arrears  , 

The  Court  its  Confidence -y  The  Plebstheit  fears  ^ 
Gallants  their  Apifhnefs  and  Perjurie, 

Women  their  Pleafure  and  Inconfl ancle , 

Poets  their  wine'y  the  'Ufurer  his  Pelf 
Th^  world  its  Vanity  y and  I my  felf. 

Roger  L’ 


On  the  Edition. 

FLETCHER(  whofefame  no  age  can  ever  wafl  j 
Envy  of  Ours,  and  glory  of  the  lajl  ) 

Is  now  alive  again  and  with  his  name 
His  facred  AJhes  walfd  into  a Flame', 

Such  as  before  did  by  a fecret  charm 

The  wildejl  Heart  fub due,  the  coldefl  w.trmy 

Andlendthe  Lady's  eyes  a power  more  bright, 

Difpenfing  thus  to  either,  heat  and  Light. 

He  to  a fympathie  thoje  fouls  betr at  d 
Whom  Love  or  Beauty  never  could  perfwade  j 
And  in  each  mov'd  fpelhatour  could  beget 
A real  pajfion  by  a Counterfeit. 

When  fir fi  Eodatio  bled,  what  Lady  there 
Did  not  for  every  drop  let  Jail  a tear  ? 

And  when  Afpafia  wept,  not  any  eye 
But  feem'd  to  wear  the  fame  fad  liverie. 

By  him  infpir'd  the  feign  d Lucina  drew 
More  Jlreams  of  melting  forrrow  than  the  true ; 

But  then  the  Scornful  Lady  did  beguile 
Their  eafle griefs  and  teach  them  all  to  fmile. 

T hus  he  Affeclions  could,  or  ratfe  or  lay 
Love,  grief  and  mirth  thus  did  his  charms  obey  : 

He  Nature  taught  her  pajfions  to  out-  do. 

How  to  refine  the  old,  and  create  new  , 

Which  fuch  a happy  hkenefs  feem'd  to  bear. 

As  if  that  Nature  Art,  Art  Nature  vij^re. 

Tet  all  had  nothing  been,  obfcurelyktpt 
In  the  f tme  'Urn  wherein  his  duft  hath flept , 

Norhadheris'  theDelphickjwreath  to  clainiy 
Had  not  the  dying  feene  expir'd  his  name  ; 

Defpair  our  joy  hath  doubled,  he  is  come. 

Thrice  welcomby  this  Poll  liminium. 

His  lofs  preferv'd  him they  that  filenc'd  Wit, 

Are  now  the  Aut hours  to  Sternizx  it ; 

Thus  Poets  are  in  fpight  of  Fate  reviv'd. 

And  Plays  by  Intermiffion  longer  liv'd. 

THO.  STANL 


TYiQ  formal  Youth,  that  knew  no  other  Grace, 
Ox  Value,  huthisTitle,  and  his  Lace, 

Glajfes  himfelf'.  and  in  this  faithful  Mirronr, 
Views,  difipproveSy  reforms,  repents  h'lS  Errour. 
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THE 


MAIDS  TRAGEDY 


Perfons  Reprefer 

Kii^. 

Lyl^pus,  brother  to  the  King, 

Amintor,  a Noble  Gentleman* 

\ Evadne,  IVife  to  Amintor. 

Kphilm  *0  Evadne. 

Alpatia,  troth- plight  wife  to  AmintX)r. 

Calianax,  an  old  humorous  Lord^  and  Father  to 
Afpatia.  ' 

•* 

■ I f 

ited  in  the  Play. 

Cleon\ 

Diagoras,  a Servant, 

Antiphila  "1 

Olympias  Gentlewomen  to  Afpada. 

Dula,  a Lady, 

Night  1 

Cynthia  ( , . , 

Neptune! 

Eolus  j 

ASitis  primus,  Scenaprima. 

Enter  Ckon,  Strata^ 

^^"^kLeon.  The  reft  are  making  ready  Sir. 

■ ^ ^ Strat.  So  let  them,  there’s  time  enough. 

'Difh.  Y ou  are  the  brother  to  the  King, my  Lord, 
we’l  take  your  word. 

Lyf  Strata,  thou  haft  fome  skill  in  Poetry,  What  thinkft 
thou  of  a Mask  ? will  it  be  well  ? 

Strat.  As  well  as  Mask  can  be. 

Lyf.  As  Mask  can  be? 

Strat.  Yes,  they  muft  commend  their  King,  and  fpeak 
in  praile  of  the  Aflembly,  blefs  the  Bride  and  Bridegroom,  in 
perfon  of  fome  God ; th’  are  tyed  to  rules  of  flattery. 

Cle.  See,  good  my  Lord,  who  is  return’d ! 

Lyf.  NohlQ  Alelantita ! Enter  Melantms, 

The  Land  by  me  welcomes  thy  vertues  home  to  Rhodes,  thou 
that  with  blood  abroad  buyeft  us  our  peace  j the  breath  of 
Kings  is  like  the  breath  of  Gods ; My  brother  wiflit  thee 
here,  and  thou  art  here ; he  will  be  too  kind,  and  weary 
thee  with  often  welcomes ; but  the  time  doth  give  thee  a 
welcome  above  this  or  all  the  worlds. 

Mel.  My  Lord,  my  thanks*,  but  thefe  fcratcht  limbs  of 
mine  have  fpoke  my  love  and  truth  unto  my  friends,  more 
than  my  tongue  ere  could  .*  my  mind’s  the  fame  it  ever  was  to 
you ; where  I find  worth,  I love  the  keeper,  till  he  let  it  go. 
And  then  I follow  it.  Diph.  Hail  worthy  brother ! 

He  that  rejoyces  not  at  your  return 

In  fafety,  is  mine  enemy  for  ever. 

Mel.  I thank  thee  : but  thou  art  faulty*, 

I fent  for  thee  to^xercile  thine  armes 

With  me  at  Pama^  ?:lfe^cam’ftnot  T>iphilns : ’Twas  ill. 

Dtph.  Mylioble  brother,  myexcule 

Is  my  King’s  ftridt  command,  which  you  my  Lord 

Cap  witnefs  with  me.  Lyf  ’Tis  true  Melantms, 

He  might  not  come  till  the  folemnity 

Of  this  great  match  were  paft.  Diph.  Have  you  heard  of  it  ? 

Mel.  Yes,  I have  given  caufe  to  thole  that 
, Envy  my  deeds  abroad,  to  call  me  gamefome ; 

I have  no  other  bulinefs  here  at  Rhodes. 

Lyf  We  have  a Mask  to  night. 

And  you  muft  tread  a Soldiers  meafure. 

Mel.  Thefe  fbft  and  filken  wars  are  not  for  me  *, 

-- 

LyJippuj,  Diphilus, 

The  Mufick  muft  be  ftirill,  and  all  confus’d. 

That  ftirs  my  blood,  and  then  1 dance  with  armes : 

But  is  Amintor  Wed  ? Diph.  This  day. 

Mel.  All  joyes  upon  him,  for  he  is  my  friend ; 

Wonder  not  that  I call  a man  fo  young  my  friend. 

His  worth  is  great  •,  valiant  he  is,  and  temperate, 

And  one  that  never  thinks  his  life  his  own. 

If  his  friend  need  it : when  he  was  a boy. 

As  oft  as  I return’d  (as  without  boaft) 

I brought  home  conqueft,  he  would  gaze  upon  me. 

And  view  me  round,  to  find  in  what  one  limb 

The  vertue  lay  to  do  thofe  things  he  heard ; 

Then  would  he  wifli  to  fee  my  Sword,  and  feel 

The  quicknefs  of  the  edge,  and  in  his  hand 

Weigh  it ; he  oft  would  make  me  fmile  at  this ", 

His  youth  did  proraife  much,  and  his  ripe  years 

Will  fee  it  all  perform’d.  Enter  AJpatia, 

Melan,  Hail  Maid  and  Wife ! p^f^'og  by. 

Thou  fair  AJpatia,  may  the  holy  knot 

That  thou  haft  tyed  to  day,  laft  till  the  hand 

Of  age  undo’t  may’ft  thou  bring  a race 

Unto  Amintor  that  may  fill  the  world 

Succeflively  with  Souldiers.  AJp.  My  hard  fortunes 

Delerve  not  fcorn  ^ for  I was  never  proud 

When  they  were  good.  Mel.  How’s  this?  Exit  AJpatia. 
Lyf.  You  are  miftaken,  for  Ihe  is  not  married, 

Mel.  You  laid  was.  Diph.  ’Tis true;  but 

Mel.  Pardon  me,  I did  receive 

Letters  at  from  Amintor, 

That  he  Ihould  marry  her.  Diph.  And  fo  it  ftood. 

In  all  opinion  long;  but  your  arrival 

Made  me  imagine  you  had  heard  the  change. 

Mel.  Who  hath  he  taken  then?  Lyf.  A Lady  Sir, 

That  bears  the  light  above  her,  and  ftrikes  dead 

With  flafiies  of  her  eye ; the  fair  Evadne  your  vertuousSifter . 
Mel.  Peace  of  heart  betwixt  them ; but  this  is  ftrange. 

Lyf.  The  King  my  brother  did  it 

To  honour  you;  and  thefe  folemnities 

Are  at  his  charge.  Mel.  ’Tis  Royal,  likehimfelf; 

But  I am  lad,  mv  fpeech  bears  fo  unfortunate  a found 
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To  beautiful  •,  there  is  rage 

Hid  in  her  fathers  breaft;  Caltnnax 

Bent  long  againft  me,  and  he  fhould  not  thinit, 

IfJ  could  call  it  back,  that  I would  take  _ ^ 

So  bafe  revenges,  as  to  fcorn  the  ftate 
Of  his  ncglecfted  daughter ; holds  he  Hill  his  gri^tnefs  iS^th 
Yes  V but  this  Lady  . " 

Walks difcontefiTc^,*  with  her  watry  eyes 

Bent  on  the  earth  ; the  unfrequented  woods 

Are  her  delight  '^  and  when  IheTees  a bank 

Stuck  full  of  flowers,  fhe  with  a fighvvill  tell  • 

Her  fei  vants  what  a pretty  place  it  were 

Tobury  lovers  in,  and  make  her  maids 

Pluck’em,  and  flrow  her  over  like  a Corfe.  . ' :;c . ■ 

She  carries  with  her  an  infeiftious  grief  O ' 

That  ftrikes  all  her  beholders,  flie  wilHing  . r . 

The  mournful’fl;  things  that  ever  ear  hathhcaid, 

Andfigh,  and  fin^  again,  and  when  the  reft  " ' ‘ 

Of  our  young  Ladies  in  their  wanton  blood,  ' - 

Tell  mirthful  tales  in  courfe  that  fill  the  room.»  Y . c* 
With  laughter,  Ihe  will  with  fo  fad  a look  St 

Bring  forth  a ftory  of  the  filent  death  _ ' • . 

Offomeforfaken  Virgin,  which  her  grief 
Will  put  in  fuch  a phrafe,  that  ere  (lie  end, 

She’l  fend  them  weeping  one  by  one  away.' 

Mel.  She  has  a brother  under  my  command 
Like  her,  a face  as  womanilh  as  hers. 

But  with  a fpirit  that  hath  much  out-grown 
The  number  of  his  years.  Etiter  (Mmintor. 

Cle.  My  Lord  the  Bridegroom ! 

Mel.  I might  run  fiercely,  not  more  haftily 
Upon  my  foe : I love  thee  w'ell  Amintor., 

My  mouth  is  much  too  narrow  for  ray  heart ; 

I joy  to  look  upon  thofe  eyes  of  thine  •, 

Thou  art  my  friend,butmydiforder’d  Ipeech  cuts  offmy  love. 

Amin.  Thou  art  Melnntms  •, 

All  love  is  fpoke  in  that,  a facrificc 

Tothank  the  gods,  Melantms  is  return’d 

In  fafety ; vidory  fits  on  his  fword 

As  (he  was  wont ; may  (he  build  there  and  dwell, 

And  may  thy  Armour  be  as  it  bath  been,  : 

Only  thy  valour  and  thy  innocence. 

What  endlefs  treafures  would  our  enemies  give. 

That  I might  hold  thee  ftill  thus ! 

Mel.  I am  but  poor  in  words,  but  credit  me  young  iban, 
Thy  Mother  could  no  more  but  Vvieep,  for  joy  to  fee  thee 
After  long  abfence*,  all  the  wounds  I have, 

Fetch  not  lb  much  away,  nor  all  the  cryes 
Of  Widowed  Mothers ; but  this  is  peace  \ 

And  Miat  was  War  ? Amin.  Pardon  thou  holy  God 
Of  Marriage  bed,  and  frown  not,  1 am  forc’t 
In  anfwer  of  fuch  noble  tears  as  thofe. 

To  weep  upon  my  Wedding  day. 

Mel.  I fear  thou  art  grown  too  fick  *,  for  I hear 
A Lady  mourns  for  thee,  men  fay  to  death, 
Forfakcnofthee,  on  what  terms  I know  not. 

tAmin.  She  had  my  promife,  but  the  King  forbad  it. 

And  made  me  make  this  worthy  change,  thy  Sifter 
Accompanied  with  graces  above  her. 

With  whom  I long  to  lofe  my  lufty  youth. 

And  grow  old  in  her  arms.  Mel.  Be  profperous. 

Enter. Me ffenger. 

Mejjen.  My  Lord,  the  Maskers  rage  for  you. . 

Lyf.  We  are  gone.  Cleon^  Strata^  Diphilw. 

Amin.  Wee’l  all  attend  you,  we  (hall  trouble  you 
With  our  folemnities.  Mel.  Not  fo  Amintor. 

But  if  you  laugh  at  my  rude  carriage 
In  peace.  Tie  do  as  much  for  you  in  War 
When  you  come  thither ; yet  I have  a Miftrels 
To  bring  to  your  delights  •,  rough  though  I am, 

I have  a Millrefs,  and  (he  has  a heart, 

Shelaies,  buttruftme,  it  is  done,  no  better. 

There  is  no  place  that  I can  challenge  in’t. 

But  you  ftand  ftill,  and  here  my  way  lies.  Exit. 


Enter  Cdianax  with  Diagorru . 

Cal.  Diagoras,  look  to  the  doors  better  for  (hame,  you  let 
in  all  the  world,  and  anon  the  King  will  rail  at  me  ^ why  ve- 
.ry  well  faid,  by  Jovelhe  Kmg  will  havx  the  (liow  i’tb’  Coig^ 

zjlS.  'Why  doyoiifwearfomyLord  ? • \ 

You  iSow  he’l  have  it  here.  ’ . ^ 

Ca^^y  this  light  ifhe  he  wife  he  will  not. 

Diag.  And  if  he  will  not  be  wife,  you  are  foriworn. 

Cal^ One  may  wear  his  heart  out  with  fwearing,  and  get 
thanks  on  no  fide,  rreT)e  gone,  look  to’t  who  will. 

Dtag.  My  Lord,  I will  never  keep  them  out. 

Pray  ftay, -your  looks  will  terrifie  them. 

Cal.  "My  looks  terrifie  them,  you  Coxcombly  Afs  you ! 
Tie  be  judg’d  by  all  the  company  whether  thou  haft  not  a 
worfe  face  than  I 

Dug.  I mean,  becaufe  they  know  you  and  your  Office. 

CaLO^ce ! I would  I could  put  it  off,  I am  fure  1 fweat 
quite  through  my  Office,  Lmight  have  made  room  at  my 
Daughters  Wedding,  theffi^ear  kill’d  her  among  them. 
And  now  I muft  do  fcrvice tor  him  that  hath  forfaken  her ; 
ferve  that  will.  ' ■ S.vit  Caltanax. 

Diag.  He’s  fo  humourous  fince  his  daughter  was  forfaken : 
hark,  hark,  there,  there,  lb,  fo,  codes,  codes. 

What  now?  Within.  knock^within. 

A/f/.Open  the  door.  Who’s  there  ? Afel.Melanitus. 

Diag.  I hope  your  Lordfliip  brings  no  troop  with  you,  for 
if  you  do,  I muft  return  them.  Enter  Melant ins. 

. cA/cl.  None  but  this  Lady  Sir.  And  a Lady. 

’ ' Diag.  The  Ladies  arc  all  plac’d  above,  fave  thofe  that 
come  in  the  Kings  Troop,  the  beft  of  Rhodes  lit  there,  and 
there’s  room. 

MeL  I thank  you  Sir : when  I have  fecn  you  plac’d  Ma- 
dam, I muft  attend  the  King ; but  the  Mask  done,  I’le 
wait  on  you  again, 

Diag.  Stand  back  thcre,room  for  my  Lord  Melantius,  pray 
bear  back,  this  is  ilo  place  for  fuch  youths  and  their  Truls, 
let  the  doors  fliut  agen ; I,  do  your  heads  itch  ? I’le  fcratch 
them  for  you : fo  now  thruft  and  hang : again,  who  is’t 
now  ? I cannot  blame  my  Lord  Calianax  for  going  away  *, 
would  he  were  here,  he  would  run  raging  among  them,  and 
break  a dozen  wilcr  heads  than  his  own  in  the  twinkling  of 
an  eye : what’s  the  news  now  ? Within. 

I pray  can  you  help  me  to  the  fpecch  of  the  Maftcr  Cook  ? 

Diag.  If  I open  the  door  Tie  cook  fome  of  your  Calves- 
Peace  Rogues. again, who  is’t  ? (heads. 

Mel.  Melantms  within..  Enter  Caliana.v  to  Milantins. 

Cal.  Let  him  not  in. 

Diag.  O my  Lord  I muft  ^ make  room  there  for  my 
Lord  •,  is  your  Lady  plac’t  ? 

nJMel.  Yes  Sir,  1 thank  you  my  Lord  Calianax : well  met, 
Your  cauflefs  hate  to  me  I hope  is  buried. 

Cal.  Yes,  I do  lervice  for  your  Sifter  here. 

That  brings  my  own  poor  Child  to  timelefs  death 

She  loves  your  friend  Amintor,  fuch  another  falft-heartcd 

Lord  as  you.  Mel.  You  do  mewrong, 

A moft  unmanly  one,  and  I am  flow 
In  taking  vengeance,  but  be  well  advis’d. 

Cal.  It  may  be  fo:  who  placed  the  Lady  there  fonear 
thcprcfence  oftheKing  ? Mtl.  1 did. 

['al.  My  Lord  (he  muft  not  fit  there.  Mcl.  Why  ? 

Cal.  The  place  is  kept  for  women  of  morc’vvorth. 

Mel.  More  worth  than  (he  ? it  mif  becomes  your  Age 
And  place  to  be  thus  womaniffi  ; forbear  -, 

What  you  have  fpoke,  I am  content  to  think 
The  Palley  fliook  your  tongue  to. 

Cal.  Why  ’tis  well  if  I ftand  here  to  place  mens  wenches. 

Mel.  I (hall  forget  this  place,  thy  Age,  my  fafety,  and 
through  all,  cut  that  poor  fickly  week  thou  haft  to  live, 
away  from  thee. 

Cal.  Nay,  I know  you  can  fight  for  your  Whore. 

Mel.  Bate  the  King,  and  be  he  fleffi  and  blood. 

He  lyes  that  faies  it,  thy  mother  at  fifteen 
Was  black  and  linful  to  her.  Diag.  Good  my  Lord ! 

Some  god  pluck  threeftorc  yearsfrom  that  fond  man, 
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That  I may  kill  him,  and  not  ftain  mine  honour  j 
ItisthecurfeofSouIdiers,  that  in  peace 
They  lhall  be  brain’d  by  fuch  ignoble  men. 

As  (if  the  Land  were  troubled)  would  with  tears 
And  knees  beg  fuccour  from  ’em : would  that  blood 
(That  fea  of  blood)  that  I have  loft  in  fight, 

Were  running  in  thy  veins,  that  it  might  make  thee 
Apt  to  fay  lefs,  or  able  to  maintain, 

Shouldft  thou  fay  more, This  Rhodes  I fee  is  nought 

But  a place  priviledg’d  to  do  men  wrong. 

Cul.  I,  you  may  fty  your  pleafure.  {_Emer  Amintor. 
Amint.  What  vilde  injury 
Has  ftirr’d  my  worthy  friend,  who  is  as  flow 
To  fight  with  words,  as  he  is  quick  of  hand  ? 

Mel.  That  heap  of  age  which  I Ihould  reverence 
If  it  were  temperate ; but  tefty  years 
Are  moft  contemptible.  Amint.  Good  Sir  forbear. 

Cal.  There  is  juft  fuch  another  as  your  felf. 

Amint.  He  will  wrong  you,  or  me,  or  any  man, 

And  talk  as  if  he  had  no  life  to  lole 
Since  this  our  match : the  King  is  coming  in, 
would  not  for  more  wealth  than  I enjoy, 
de  l^uld  perceive  you  raging,  he  did  hear 
You  were  at  difference  now,  which'haftned  him. 

Cd.  Make  room  there. 

Hohoyes  flay  within. 

Enter  Kingy  Svadney  AJpatiay  Lords  and  Ladies. 

King.  Melantiusy  thou  art  welcome,  and  my  love 
Is  with  thee  ftill ; but  this  is  not  a place  ^ 

To  brabble  in;  (^alianaxy  joyn  hands. 

Cal.  He  fliall  not  have  my  hand-.  King.  This  is  no  time 
To  force  you  to’t,  I do  love  you  both : 

Caliana.Xy  you  look  Well  to  your  Office ; d 
And  you  Melantms  are  welcome  home  •,  begin  the  Mask. 

Mel.  Sifter,  I joy  to  fee  you,  and  your  choice. 

You  lookt  with  my  eyes  when  you  took  that  man ; 

Be  happy  in  him.  [Kjeorders. 

Evad.  O my  deareft  brother ! 

Your  prefence  is  more  joyful  than  this  day  can  be  unto  me. 


The  Mas^. 

Night  rifes  in  mijls. 

Nigh.  Our  raign  is  come  *,  for  in  the  raging  Sea 
The  Sun  is  drown’d,  and  with  him  fell  the  day ; 

Bright  Cinthia  hear  my  voice,  I am  the  Night 
For  whom  thou  bear’ft  about  thy  borrowed  light  •, 

Appear,  no  longer  thy  pale  vifage  fhrowd. 

But  ftrike  thy  filver  horn  through  a cloud. 

And  fend  a beam  upon  my  fwarthy  face. 

By  which  I may  difeover  all  the  place 
And  perfons,  and  how  many  longing  eyes 
Are  come  to  wait  on  our  folemnities.  {Enter  Qnthia. 
How  dull  and  black  am  I ? I could  not  find 
This  beauty  without  thee,  I am  fo  blind ; 

Methinks  they  fhew  like  to  thofe  Eaftern  ftreaks 
That  warn  us  hence  before  the  morning.brcaks ; 

Back  my  pale  fervant,  for  thefe  eyes  know  how 
To  fhoot  far  more  and  quicker  rayes  than  thou. 

Qnth.  Great  Queen,  they  be  a Troop  for  whom  alone 
One  of  my  deareft  moons  I have  put  on  •, 

A Troop  that  looks  as  if  thy  felf  and  I 
Had  pluckt  our  rains  in,  and  our  whips  laid  by 
To  gaze  upon  theft  Mortals,  that  appear 
Brighter  than  we. 

Night.  Then  let  us  keep  ’em  here. 

And  never  more  our  Chariots  drive  away, . 

But  hold  our  places,  and  out-fliine  the  day. 

(^inth.  Great  Queen  of  lhadows,  you  are  pleas’d  to  Ipeak 
Of  more  than  may  be  done ; we  may  not  break 
The  gods  decrees,  but  when  our  time  is  come. 


Muft  drive  away  and  give  the  day  our  room. 

Yet  whil’ft  our  raign  la fts,  let  us  ftretch  our  power 
To  give  our  fervants  one  contented  hour, 

With  fuch  unwonted  foleran  grace  and  irate, 

As  may  for  ever  after  force  them  hate 

Our  brothers  glorious  beams,  and  wifh  the  night 

Crown’d  with  a thoufand  liars,  and  our  cold  light : 

For  almoft  all  the  world  their  fervice  bend 
To  Phaebasy  and  in  vain  my  light  1 lend. 

Gaz’d  on  unto  my  fetting  from  my  rift 
Almoft  of  none,  but  of  unquiet  eyes. 

Nigh.  Then  Ihine  at  full,  fair  Qu^een,  and  by  ^y  power 
Produce  a birth  to  crown  this  happy  hour  ^ 

Of  Nymphs  and  Shepherds  let  their  fongs  diftover, 

Fade  and  fweet,  who  js  a happy  Lover  *, 

Or  if  thou  woot,  then  call  thine  own  Endymibn 
From  the  fweet  flowry  bed  he  lies  upon. 

On  Latmus  top,  thy  pale  beams  drawn  away. 

And  of  this  long  night  let  him  make  a day.  (mine, 

Cinth.  Thou  dream’ft  dark  Queen,  that  fair  boy  was  not 
Nor  went  I down  to  kifs  him ; eafe  and  wine 
Have  bred  thefe  bold  tales ; Poets  when  they  rage. 

Turn  gods  to  men,  and  make  an  hour  an  age ; 

But  1 will  give  a greater  ftate  and  glory. 

And  raife  to  time  a noble  memory 
Ofwhat  thefe  Lovers  are  i rift,  rife,  I fay, 

Thou  power  of  deeps,  thy  furges  laid  away, 

T^ftnne  great  King  of  waters,  and  by  me 
Be  proud  to  be  commanded.  \_NeftHne  rifes. 

Nep.  Cinthia,  fee. 

Thy  word  hath  fetcht  me  hither,  let  me  know  why  I afeend. 

Gnth.  Doth  this  majeftick  Ihow 
Give  thee  no  knowledge  yet .?  Nep.  Yes,  now  I fee. 
Something  intended  (Gnthia')  w'orthy  thee ; 

Go  on,  I’le  be  a helper.  Cmth.  Hie  thee  then. 

And  charge  the  wind  flie  from  his  Rockie  Den. 

Let  loofe  thy  fubjeds,  only  Boreas 
Too  foul  for  our  intention  as  he  w'as ; 

Still  keep  him  fall  chain’d ; we  muft  have  none  here 
But  vernal  blafts,  and  gentle  winds  appear. 

Such  as  blow  flowers,  and  through  the  glad  Boughs  fing 
Many  foft  welcomes  to  the  lufty  fpring. 

Thefe  are  our  mufick : next,  thy  watry  race 
Bring  on  in  couples we  are  pleas’d  to  grace  ^ 

This  noble  night,  each  in  their  richeft  things 
Your  own  deeps  or  the  broken  veflel  brings  j 
Be  prodigal,  and  I lhall  be  as  kind, 

And  Ihine  at  full  upon  you, 

Njp-  Ho  the  wind  {Enter  EoIhs  out  of  a Rock. 

Commanding  Eolus!  Eol.  Neptun4 ! Nep.  He. 

Eol.  What  is  thy  will  ? Nep.  We  do  command  thee  free 
Favonius  and  thy  milder  winds  to  wait 
Upon  our  Cinthia,  buttye5orf<i^ftraight*, 

He’s  too  rebellious.  Eol.  1 lhall  do  it. 

Ney.  Do,  great  mailer  of  the  flood,  and  all  below. 

Thy  full  command  has  taken.  Sol.  Ho!  themain’, 
Neptune.  Nep.  Here.  Eol.  has  broke  his  chain, 

And  ftruggling  with  the  reft,  has  got  away. 

Nep.  Let  him  alone.  Tie  take  him  up  at  fca-, 

He  will  not  long  be  thence  •,  go  once  again 
And  call  out  of  the  bottoms  of  the  Main, 

Blew  Proteus,  and  the  reft  *,  charge  them  put  on 
Their  greateft  pearls,  and  the  moft  fparklingftone 
The  bearing  Rock  breeds,  till  this  night  is  done 
By  me  a folemn  honour  to  the  Moon  •, 

Flie  like  a full  fail.  Eol.  I am  gone.  On.  Dark  night. 

Strike  a full  filence,  do  a thorow  right 

To  this  great  Chorus,  that  our  Mufick  may 

Touch  high  as  heaven,  and  make  the  Eaft  break  day 

At  mid-might.  {Mufek. 
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SONG. 

■ Cinthia  to  thy  power,  and^hm 

we  obey. 

Joy  to  this  great  company,  \ 

and  no  day 

Come  to  fieal  this  night  away. 

Till  the  rites  of  love  are  ended, 

And  the  Infiy  Bridegroom  fay. 

Welcome  light  of  all  befriended.  ^ 
Tace  out  you  watry  powers  below, 

T,  let  your  feet 

Like  the  G allies  when  they  row, 
even  beat. 

Let  your  unknown  meafures  fet 
To  the  fill  Winds,  tell  to  all  j- 
That  Gods  are  come  immortal  great. 

To  honour  this  great  Nuptial. 


The  day  grows  on  I muft  no  more  be  leen. 

On.  Heave  up  thy  drowfie  head  agen,  and  fee 
A greater  light,  a greater  Majeftie, 

Between  our  fed  and  us  j whip  up  thy  t^m ; 

The  day  breaks  here^  and  you  fome  flalhing  flxeam 
Shot  from  the  South  *,  fay,  which  way  wilt  thou  go? 

Nigh.  Tie  vanifli  into  mills.  [Exeunt. 

Cm.  I into  day.  ' . UwU  Mask., 

King.  Take  lights  there  Ladies,  get  the  Bride  to  bed 
We  will  not  fee  you  laid,  good  night  Amintor, 

WeT  eafe  you  of  that  tedious  ceremony 
Were  it  may  cafe,  I Ihould  think  time  run  flow. 

If  thou  beeft;  noble,  youth,  get  me  a boy. 

That  may  defend  my  Kingdom  from  my  foes. 

Amin.  All  happinefs  to  you. 

King.  CoQ^vix^t  zATelantius.  [Exeunt, 


The  Meafure.  Second  Song.'!  * 

Hold  back,  thy  hours  dark..night,  till  we  have  donCy 
T he  day  will  come  too  foon ; ^ 

Toung  Maids  will  curfe  thee  if  thou  feaffi 

And  leav'fl  their  blujhes  open  to^the  day. 

Stay,  ftay,  and  hide 
the  blujhes  of  the  Bride. 

Stay  gentle  night,  and  with  thy  darknefs  cover 
The  kiffes  of  her  Lover. 

Stay,  and  confound  her  tears,  and  her  firill  cryings. 

Her  weak.denials,  vows,  and  often  dyings'. 

Stay  and  hide  all, 

^ but  help  not  though  fhe  call. 

Tfep.  Great  Queen  of  us  and  Heaven,  , 

Hear  what  I bring  to  make  this  hour  a full  one. 

If  not  her  meafure.  Gnth.  Speak  Seas  King. 

Nep.  Thy  tunes  my  Amphitrite  joyes  to  have. 

When  they  will  dance  upon  the  rifing  wave. 

And  court  me  as  the  fails,  my  Trytons  play 
Mufick  to  lead  a ftorm,  Tie  lead  the  way. 

^ Song.  Meafure. 

To  ked,  to  bed come  Hymen,  lead  the  Bride, 

' And  Igy  her  by  her  Husbands  fide  : 

Bring  in  the  Virgins  every  one 
That  grieve  to  lie  alone  : 

1 That  they  may  kjfs  while  they  may  fay,  a maid, 

To  morrow  ^ twill  be  other,  ki]t  and  jaid  : 

Hefperus  be  long  a Jldning, 

I WhiVfi  thefe  Lovers  are  a twining. 

Eol.  Ho ! Neptune ! Nept.  Eolus ! 

Eol.  The  Seas  go  hie, 

Boreas  hath  rais’d  a florm ; go  and  applie 
Thy  trident,  elfe  I prophefie,  ere  day 
Many  a tall  fliip  will  be  call  away : (call. 

Defcend  with  all  the  Gods,  and  all  their  power  to  ftrike  a 
On.  A thanks  to  every  one,  and  to  gratulate 
So  great  a fervice  done  at  my  delire. 

Ye  (hall  have  many  floods  fuller  and  higher 
Than  you  have  wiiht  for ; no  Ebb  (ball  dare 
To  let  the  day  fee  where  your  dwellings  are : 

Now  back  unto  your  Government  in  hafle. 

Left  your  proud  charge  Ihould  fwell  above  the  wafle, 

And  win  upon  the  Ifland . Nep.  We  obey. 

[Neptune  defeends,  and  the  Sea-gods . 
Cinth.  Hold  up  thy  head  dead  night feefl  thou  not  day  ? 
The  Eall  begins  to  lighten,  I mull  down  ^ ' 

And  give  my  brother  place.  Nigh.  Oh!  IcoulAfrown 
To  fee  the  day,  the  day  that  flings  his  light 
Upon  my  Kingdoms,  and  contemns  old  Night  j 
Let  him  go  on  and  flame,  I hope  to  fee 
Another  wild-fire  in  his  Axletree 
. And  all  falfe  drencht  *,  but  I forgot,  f^ak  Queen.' 


SecHtjdHS, 


Enter  Alpatia,  Dula,  and  other  Ladies. 


DV L.  Madam,  lhall  we  undrefs  you  for  this  fight  ? 

The  Wars  arc  nak’d  that  you  muft  make  tonight. 
Evad.  You  are  very  merry 

Dul.  I Ihould  be  far  merrier  Madam,  if  it  were  with  me 
as  it  is  with  you.  Eva.  Why  how  now  wench? 

Dul.  Come  Ladies  will  you  help  ? 

Eva.  I am  foon  undone. 

Dul.  And  as  foon  done ; 

Good  ftore  of  Cloaths  will  trouble  you  at  both. 

Evad.  Art  thou  (^runk  Dula  ? 

Dul.  Why  here’s  none  but  we. 

Evad.  Thou  think’ft  belike,  thereisnomodefty 
When  we  are  alone. 

Dul.  I by  my  troth  you  hit  my  thoughts  aright. 

Evad.  You  prick  me  Lady.  Dul.  ^Tis  againft  my  will, 

Anon  you  muft  endure  more,  and  lie  ftill. 

You’re  beft  to  pradife.  Evad.  Sure  this  wench  is  mad. 

Dul.  No  faith,  this  is  a trick  that  I have  had 
Since  I was  fourteen. 

Evad.  ’Tis  high  time  to  leave  it. 

Dul.  Nay,  now  Tie  keep  it  till  the  trick  leave  me  5 
A dozen  wanton  words  put  in  your  head. 

Will  make  you  lively  in  your  Husbands  bed. 

Evad.  Nay  faith,  then  take  it. 

Dul.  Take  it  Madam,  where? 

We  all  I hope  will  take  it  that  are  here. 

Evad.  Nay  then  Tie  give  you  o’re.  Dul.  So  will  I make 
The  ableft  man  in  Rhodes,  or  his  heart  to  ake. 

Evad.  Wilt  take  my  place  to  night  ? 

Dul.  Tie  hold  your  Cards  againft  any  two  I know. 

Evad.  What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Dul.  Madam,  we’ldo’t,  and  make’m  leave  play  too. 
Evad.  AJpatia,  take  her  part.  Dul.  I will  refulcit. 
She  will  pluck  ^wn  a fi4y>  Ae  does  not  ufe  it. 

Evad.  Why^oo/i-^  You  will  find  the  play 
Quickly,  becaufe  your  head  lies  well  that  way. 

Evad.  I thank  thee  Dula,  would  thou  could’ft  inftill 
Some  of  thy  mirth  into  AJpatia : 

Nothing  but  fad  thoughts  in  her  breaft  do  dwell, 

Methinks  a mean  betwixt  you  would  do  well. 

Dul.  She  is  in  love,  hang  me  if  1 were  fo. 

But  I could  run  my  Country,  I love  too 
To  do  thofe  things  that  people  in  love  do. 

eyfjp.  It  were  a timelefs  fmile  Ihould  prove  my  cheek. 

It  were  a fitter  hour  for  me  to  laugh. 

When  at  the  Altar  the  Religious  Prieft 
Were  pacifying  the  offended  powers 
With  facrifice,  than  now,  this  fhould  have  been 
My  night,  and  all  your  hands  have  been  imployed 
In  giving  me  a fpotlefs  offering 
To  young  Amintor s bed,  as  we  are  now 
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For  you : pardon  Evadne,  would  my  worth 
Were  great  as  yours,  or  that  the  King,  or  he. 

Or  both  thought  fo,  perhaps  he  found  me  worthlels, 

But  till  he  did  fo,  in  thefe  ears  of  mine, 

(Thefe  credulous  ears)  he  pour’d  the  fvveetell  words 
That  Art  or  Love  could  frame  \ if  he  were  falfe, 

Pardon  it  heaven,  and  if  I did  want 
Vertue,  you  fafely  may  forgive  that  too. 

For  I have  left  none  that  I had  from  you. 

Evad.  Nay,  leave  this  fad  talk  Madam. 

A[l>.  Would  I could,  then  Ihould  I leave  the  caule. 

Evad.  See  if  you  have  not  (poll’d  all  Dulat  mirth. 

.Afp.  Thou  think’ft  thy  heart  hard,  but  if  thou  beeft 
caught,  remember  me ; thou  (halt  perceive  a fire  (hot  fud- 
denly  into  thee. 

Dtd.  That’s  not  fo  good,  let’ra  (hoot  any  thing  but  fire,  I 
fear’m  not. 

Jjp.  Well  wench,  thou  mayft  be  taken. 

Evad.  Ladies  good  night,  I’le  do  the  reft  my  felf. 

'Bid.  Nay,  let  .your  Lord  do  fome. 

Afp.  Lay  a Garland  on  my  Hearle  of  the  difmal  Yew. 

Evad.  That’s  one  of  your  fad  fongs  Madam. 

Afp.  Believe  me,  ’tis  a very  pretty  one. 

Evad.  Tiow  is  it  Madam  ? 

SONG. 

A(p.  Lay  a Garland  on  my  Hearfe  of  the  difmal yeW ; 
Maidens^  Willow  branches  bear ; fay  I died  true : 

My  Love  was  falfe.,  but  I was  firm  from  my  hour  of  birth ; 
TJyon  my  buried  body  lay  lightly  gentle  earth. 

Evad.  Fie  on’t  Madam,  the  words  arc  (b  ftrange,  they 
arc  able  to  make  one  Dream  of  Hobgoblins ; / could  never 
have  the  power.  Sing  that  Bula. 

Dula . I could  never  have  the  power 
To  love  one  above  an  hour, 

But  my  heart  would  prompt  mine  eye 
On  fome  other  man  to  flie ; 

Venus,  fix  mine  eyes  fajb. 

Or  if  not,  give  me  all  that  I fisall  fee  at  lafi. 

Evad.  So,  leave  me  now. 

Bula.  Nay,  we  mu  ft  fee  you  laid. 

Afi?.  Madam  good  night,  may  all  the  marriage  joys 
That  longing  Maids  imagine  in  their  beds. 

Prove  fo  unto  you ; may  no  dilcontent 

Grow  ’twixt  your  Love  and  you  but  if  there  do, 

Enquire  of  me,  and  I will  guide  your  moan. 

Teach  you  an  artificial  v^ay  to  grieve. 

To  keep  your  forrow  waking ; love  your  Lord  ' ' 

No  worfe  than  I ; but  if  you  love  fo  well, 

Alas,  you  may  difpleale  him,  lb  did  I. 

This  is  the  laft  time  you  (hall  look  on  me : 

Ladies  farewel  •,  as  foon  as  I am  dead. 

Come  all  and  watch  one  night  about  my  Hearfe*, 

Bring  each  a mournful  ftory  and  a tear 
To  offer  at  it  when  I go  to  earth : 

With  flattering  Ivie  clafp  my  Coffin  round. 

Write  on  my  brow  my  fortune,  let  my  Bier 
Be  born  by  Virgins  that  (hall  fing  by  courfe 
The  truth  of  maids  and  perjuries  of  men. 

Evad.  Alas,  I pity  thee.  . [^Exit  Evadne. 

Omnes.  Madam,  goodnight. 

I Lady.  Come,,  we’l  let  iii  the  Bridegroom. 

Bui.  Where’s  my  Lord  ? 

I Lady.  Here  take  this  light.  \Eater  Amintor. 

yBtd.  Y ou’l  find  her  in  th^dark. 

. i Lady.  Your  Lady’s  fcarce  a bed  yet,  you  muft  help  her. 

Afp.  Go  and  be  happy  in  your  Ladies  love ; 

May  all  the  wrongs  that  you  have  done  to  me. 

Be  utterly  forgotten  in  my  death. 

Tie  trouble  you  no  more,  yet  I will  take 
A parting  kifs,  and  will  not  be  denie'd. 

Y ou’l  come  my  Lord,  and  fee  the  Virgins  weep 


When  I am  laid  in  earth,  though  you  your  (elf 
Can  know  no  pity ; thus  I wind  my  (elf 
Into  this  willow  Garland,  and  am  prouder 
That  I was  once  your  Love  (though  now  refus’d) 

Than  to  have  had  another  true  to  me. 

So  with  my  prayers  I leave  you,  and  muft  try 
Some  yet  unpradis’d  way  to  grieve  and  die. 

Bui.  Come  Ladies,  will  you  go?  [Exit  Afpatia. 

Om.  Goodnight  my  Lord.  JP  - 

Amin.  Much  happinefs  unto  you  alL  [Exeunt'Ladies. 

I did  that  Lady  wrong  •,  methinks  I feel 
Her  grief  fhoot  fuddenly  through  ail  my  veins  j 
Mine  eyes  run;  this  is  ftrange  at  fuch  a time. 

It  was  the  King  firft  mov’d  me  to’t,  but  he 

Has  not  my  will  in  keeping why  do  I 

Perplexmy  felf  thus?  fomethingwhifpersme. 

Go  not  to  bed  *,  my  guilt  is  not  fo  great 
As  mine  own  confcience  (too  fenfible) 

W^ould  make  me  .think ; I only  brake  a promife. 

And  ’twas  the  King  that  forc’t  me : timorous  fleffi. 

Why  (hak’ft  thou  fo  ? away  my  idle  fears.  [Enter  Evadne. 

Yonder  (he  is,  the  luftre  of  whofe  eye 

Can  blot  away  the  fad  remembrance 

Of  all  thefe  things : Oh  my  Evadne,  (pare 

That  tender  body,  let  it  not  take  cold. 

The  vapours  of  the  night  will  not  fall  here. 

To  bed  my  Love  i /(ywe«will  punilh  us 
For  being  flack  performers  of  his  rites. 

Cam’ft  thou  to  call  me  ? Evad.  No. 

Amin.  Come,  come  ray  Love, 

And  let  us  lofe  our  felves  to  one  another. 

Why  art  thou  up  fo  long  ? Evad.  I am  not  v/ell. 

Amint.  To  bed  then  let  me  wind  thee  in  thefe  arms, 

Till  I have  baniffit  (icknefs. 

Evad.  Good  my  Lord,  I cannot  deep, 

Amin.  Evadne,  we’l  watch,  I mean  no  fleeping. 

Evad.  I’le  not  go  to  bed.  Anna.  1 prethee  do, 

Evad.  I will  not  for  the  world. 

Amin.  Why  my  dear  Love  ? 

Evad.  Why?  I have  fworn  I will  not. 

Amin.  Sworn  ! Evad.  I. 

Amint.  How  ? Sworn  Evadne  ? . - ' 

Evad.  Yes,  Svtom  Amintor,  and  will  fwear  again  ^ 
If  you  will  wiffi  to  hear  me.  . . 

Armn.  To  whom  have  you  Sworn  this  ? 

Evad.  If  I (hould  name  him,  the  matter  were  not  great. 
Amin.  Come,  this  is  but  the  coynefs  of  a Bride. 

Evad.  The  coynefs  of  a Bride  ? 

Amin.  How  prettily  that  frown  becomes  thee ! 

Evad.  Do  you  like  it  fo  ? 

Amin.  Thou  canft  not  drefs  thy  face  in  fuch  a look 
But  I ffiall  like  it.  Evad.  What  look  likes  you  bell? 
Amin.  Why  do  you  ask  ? 

Evad.  That  I may  (hew  you  one  lefs  pleafing  to  you. 
Amin.  How’s  that  ? 

Evad.  That  I may  (hew  you  one  lefs  pleafing  to  you. 
zAmint.  I prethee  put  thy  jefts  in  milder  looks. 

It  fliews  as  thou  wert  angry. 

Evad.  So  perhaps  I am  indeed. 

Amint.  Why,  who  has  done  thee  wrong  ? 

Name  me  the  man,  and  by  thy  felf  I fwear. 

Thy  yet  unconquer’d  felf,  I will  revenge  thee. 

Evad.  Now  1 (hall  try  thy  truth ; if  thou  doft  love  me. 
Thou  weigh’d  not  any  thing  compar’d  with  me  j 
Life,  Honour,  joyes  Eternal,  all  Delights 
This  world  can  yield,  or  hopeful  people  feign. 

Or  in  the  life  to  come,  are  light  as  Air 
To  a true  Lover  when  his  Lady  frowns,  ^ 

And  bids  him  do  this : wilt  thou  kill  this  man  ? 

Swear  ray  Amintor,  and  Tie  ki(s  the  fin  off  from  thy  lips. 

zAmin.  I will  not  fwear  fweet  Love, 

Till  I do  know  the  caule.  Evad.  I would  thou  wouldft ; 
Why,  it  is  thou  that  wronged  me,  I hate  thee, 

Thou  ffiouldft  have  kill’d  thy  felf. 

cAmint. 
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in  Oiould  know  that,  1 Ihould  quickly  kiU 
The  man  you  hated.  Eiiad.  Know  it  then,  and  do  c. 

(tAminr.  Oh  no,  what  look  foc’rc  thou  (halt  put  on. 

To  try  ray  faith,  I (hall  not  think  thee  falfe  *, 

I cannot  find  one  blemifh  in  thy  face. 

Where  fahhood  fliould  abide ; leave  and  to  bed  •, 

If  you  have  fwornto  any  of  the  Virgins 
That  were  your  old  companions,  to  prelerve 
YourMaidenhead  a night, it  may  be  done  without  this  means. 
• Evind.  A Maidenhead  Amintor  at  my  years  ? 
ruAmint.  Sure  file  raves,  this  cannot  be 
Thy  natural  temper  fnall  I call  thy  maids? 

Either  thy  healthful  fleep  hath  left  thee  long, 

Orelfc  fome  Fever  rages  in  thy  blood. 

Evad.  Neither  think  you  I am  mad, 

Becaufe  1 fpeak  the  truth  ? 

Amint.  Will  you  not  lie  with  me  to  night? 

Eva  K To  night  ? you  talk  as  if  1 would  hereafter. 

Amvf.  Hereafter  ? yes,  I do.  (ence  mark 

Evjd.  You  are  deceiv’d, put  off  amazement, and  with  pati- 
What  I fiiall  utter,  for  the  Oracle 
Knows  nothing  truer,  ’tis  not  lor  a riigr.t 
Or  two  that  I forbear  thy  bed,  but  for  ever. 

Amsf.  I dream , awake  Amint  or ! 

You  hear ’•ight, 

i ioor  I will  find  out  the  beus  of  Snakes, 

And  -v  tn  nr/  vou.hful  blood  warm  their  cold  flelh, 

Lt’ttmg  r on  cu’ ic  themfelves  about  my  Limbs, 

T;.an  I'le  mght  with  thee  ^ this  is  not  feign’d, 

Nu*  rounds  itlike  the  coynefs  ofa  Bride. 

Amin.  Is  flefhfo  earthly  to  endure  all  this? 

Are  thele  the  joyes  of  Marriage  ? Hymen  keep 
This  ftory  (that  will  make  fucceeding  youth 
Ncglcd  thy  Ceremonies)  from  all  cars. 

Let  it  not  rife  up  for  thy  fhame  and  mine 
To  after  ages  •,  we  will  fcorn  thy  Laws, 

1 f thou  no  better  blcfs  them  •,  touch  the  heart 
Of  her  that  thou  haft  lent  me,  or  the  world 
Shall  know  there’s  not  an  Altar  that  will  fmoak 
In  praife  of  thee ; we  will  adopt  us  Sons  \ 

Then  vertue  lliall  inherit,  and  not  blood : 

If  we  do  luft,  we’l  take  the  next  we  meet, 

Serving  our  felves  as  other  Creatures  do. 

And  never  take  note  of  the  Female  more. 

Nor  of  her  iftiic,  I do  rage  in  vain. 

She  can  but  jeft;,  Oh!  pardon  me  my  Love ; 

So  dear  the  thoughts  are  that  I hold  of  thee, 

That  I muft  break  forth ; fatisfie  my  fear ; 

It  is  a pain  beyond  the  hand  of  death. 

To  be  in  doubt  •,  confirm  it  with  an  Oath,  ifthisbetrue. 

Evad.  Do  you  invent  the  form  ; 

Let  there  be  in  it  all  the  binding  words 
D:vils  and  Conjurers  can  put  together. 

And  I will  take  it  •,  I have  fworn  before, 

And  here  by  all  things  holy  do  again, 

Never  to  be  acquainted  with  thy  bed . 

Is  your  doubt  over  now  ? 

Amint.  1 know  too  much,  would  I had  doubted  ftill  \ 
Was  ever  fuch  a marriage  night  as  this  I 
You  powers  above,  if  you  did  ever  mean 
Man  Ihould  be  us’d  thus,  you  have  thought  a way 
How  he  may  bear  himfelf,  and  fave  his  honour ; 

Inftrudt  me  in  it ; for  to  my  dull  eyes 
There  is  no  mean,  no  moderate  courle  to  run, 

I rauft  live  fcorn’d,  or  be  a murderer : 

Is  there  a third  ? why  is  this  night  lb  calm  ? 

Why  does  not  Heaven  fpeak  in  Thunder  to  us, 

And  drown  her  voice? 

Evad.  Thisrage  will  donogood. 

Amint.  Evadne,  hear  me,  thou  haft  ta’ne  an  Oath, 

But  fuch  a ralh  one,  that  to  keep  it,  were 
Worfe  than  to  fwear  it  •,  call  it  back  to  thee  ^ 

Such  vows  as  thofe  never  afeend  the  Heaven ; 

A tear  or  two  will  walh  it  quite  away : 


I Have  mercy  on  my  youth,  my  hopeful  youth, 

If  thou  be  pitiful,  for  (without  boaft) 

This  Land  was  proud  of  me : what  Lady  w’as  there 
That  men  call’d  fair  and  vertuous  in  this  Ifle, 

That  would  have  ftiun’d  my  love  ? It  is  in  thee 

To  make  me  hold  this  worth Oh ! we  vain  men 

That  truft  out  all  our  reputation, 

To  reft  upon  the  weak  and  yielding  hand 
Of  feeble  Women ! but  thou  art  not  ftone  ^ 

Thy  flelh  is  foft,  and  in  thine  eyes  doth  dwell 
The  fpirit  of  Love,  thy  heart  cannot  be  hard. 

Come  lead  me  from  the  bottom  ofdefpair, 

To  all  the  joyes  thou  haft  5 I know  thou  wilt ; 

And  make  me  careful,  left  the  fudden  change 
O’re-comc  my  Ipirits.  (ron  me. 

Evad.  When  I call  back  this  Oath,  the  pains  of  hell  invi- 

Amin.  I fleep,  and  am  too  temperate ; come  to  bed,  or  by 
Thofe  hairs,  which  if  thou  haft  a foul  like  to  thy  locks. 
Were  threads  for  Kings  to  wear  about  their  arms. 

Svad.  Why  fo  perhaps  they  are. 

Amint.  Tie  drag  thee  to  my  bed,  and  make  thy  tongue 
Undo  this  wicked  Oath,  or  on  thy  flelh 
Tie  print  a thoufand  wounds  to  let  out  life. 

Evad.  I fear  thee  not,  do  what  thou  dar’ft  tome  j 
Every  ill-founding  word,  or  threatning  look 
Thou  Ihew’ft  to  me,  will  be  reveng’d  at  full. 

Amint.  It  will  not  fure  Evadne. 

Evad.  Do  not  you  hazard  that. 

Amint.  Ha’  ye  your  Champions  ? 

Evad.  Ahs  Amintor,  thinkft  thou  1 forbear 
To  fleep  with  thee,  becaufe  I have  put  on 
A maidens  ftri(flners  ? look  upon  thefe  cheeks. 

And  thou  fhaltflnd  the  hot  and  rifing  blood 
U napt  for  fuch  avow  ^ no,  in  this  heart 
There  dwels  as  much  defire,  and  as  much  will 
To  put  that  wilht  ad  in  pradice,  as  ever  yet 
Was  known  to  woman,  and  they  have  been  fliown 
Both  ; but  it  was  the  folly  of  thy  youth. 

To  think  this  beauty  (to  what  Land  foe’re 
It  lhall  be  call’d)  lhall  ftoop  to  any  fecond. 

I do  enjoy  the  beft,  and  in  that  height 
Have  fworn  to  ftand  or  die : you  guefs  the  man. 

Amint.  No,  let  me  know  the  man  that  wrongs  me  fb. 
That  I may  cut  his  body  into  motes, 

And  fcatter  it  before  the  Northern  wind. 

Evad.  You  dare  not  ftrike  him. 

Amint.  Do  not  wrong  me  fo ; 

Yes,  if  his  body  were  a poyfonous  plant. 

That  it  were  death  to  touch,  I have  a Ibul 

Will  throw  me  on  him.  Evad.  Why  ’tis  the  King. 

Amint.  The  King!  E-vad.  What  will  you  do  now.? 

Amint.  ’Tis  not  the  King, 

Evad.  What,  did  he  make  this  match  for  dull  Amintor  ? 

Amint.  Oh!  thou  haft  nam’d  a word  that  wipes  away 
All  thoughts  revengeful ; in  that  facred  name. 

The  King,  there  lies  a terror : what  frail  man 
Dares  lift  his  hand  againft  it  ? let  the  Gods 
Speak  to  him  when  they  pleafe  ^ 

Till  when  let  us  fulfcr  and  wait. 

Evad.  Why  Ihould  you  fill  your  felf  fo  full  of  heat. 

And  hafte  fo  to  my  bed  I am  no  V irgin. 

Amint.  What  Devil  put  it  in  thy  fancy  then 
To  marry  me  ? Evad.  Alas,  I muft  have  one 
To  Father  Children,  and  to  bear  the  name 
Of  Husband  to  me,  that  my  fin  may  be  more  honourable. 

Amint.  What  a ftrange  thing  am  I ? 

Evad.  A miferable  one  •,  oae  that  my  fclfam  forry  fm.  [ 

Amint.  Why  ftiew  k then  in  this, 

If  thou  haft  pity,  though  thy  love  be  none, 

Kill  me,  and  all  true  Lovers  that  lhall  live 
In  after  ages  croft  in  their  defires. 

Shall  blefsthy  memory,  and  call  thee  good, 

Becaufe  fuch  mercy  in  thy  heart  was  found, 

Toridalingring  Wretch.  Evad.  1 muft  have  one 
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To  fill  thy  room  again,  if  thou  wert  dead, 

Elfe  by  this  night  I would I pity  thee. 

Amint.  Thele  ftrange  and  fudden  injuries  have  fain 
So  thick  upon  me,  that  I lofe  all  fenfe 
Of  what  they  are ; mcthinks  I am  not  wrong’d. 

Nor  is  it  ought,  if  from  the  cenfuring  World 

I can  but  hide  it Reputation, 

Thou  art  a word,  no  more ; but  thou  hafl:  fhown 
An  impudence  fo  high,  that  to  the  World 
I fear  thou  wilt  betray  or  fhame  thy  felf. 

. Evad.  To  cover  fhame  I took  thee,  never  fear 
That  I would  blaze  my  felf. 

Amint.  Nor  let  the  King- 

Know  I conceive  he  wrongs  me,  then  mine  honour 
Will  thrufl:  me  into  acftion,  that  my  flefh 
Could  bear  with  patience and  it  is  fbrae  eafe 
To  me  in  thefe  cxtreams,  that  I knew  this 
Before  I toucht  thee  •,  elfe  had  all  the  fins 
Of  mankind  flood  betwixt  me  and  the  King, 

I had  gone  through  ’em  to  his  heart  and  thine, 

I have  Idfl:  one  detire,  ’tis  not  his  crown 
Shall  buy  me  to  thy  bed : now  I rcfolve 
He  has  difhonour’d  thee  •,  give  me  thy  hand. 

Be  careful  of  thy  credit,  and  fin  clofe, 

’Tis  all  I wifh',  upon  thy  Chamber- floore 
I’le  refl  to  night,  that  morning  viliters 
May  think  we  did  as  married  people  ufe. 

And  prethee  fmile  upon  me  when  they  come. 

And  leem  to  toy,  as  if  thou  hadfl  been  pleas’d 
With  what  we  did..  Evad.  Fear  not,  I will  do  this. 

Amint.  Come  let  us  pracflife,  and  as  wantonly 
As  ever  loving  Bride  and  Bridegroom  met. 

Lets  laugh  and  enter  here.  Evad,  I am  content. 

Amint.  Down  all  the  fwellings  of  my  troubled  heart. 
When  we  walk  thus  intwin’d,  let  all  eyes  fee 
If  ever  Lovers  better  did  agree.  {Exit. 

Enter  Afpatia,  Antiphila  and  Olympias. 

<^fp:  'Away,  you  are  not  fad,  force  it  no  further  •, 

Good  Gods,  how  well  you  look ! fuch  a full  colour 
Young  bafhful  Brides  put  on : fure  you  are  new  married. 

Ant.  Yes  Madam,  to  your  grief. 

Ajp.  Alas!  poor  Wenches. 

Go  learn  to  love  firfl,  learn  to  lofe  your  fclyes. 

Learn  to  be  flattered,  and  believe,  and  blcfs 
The  double  tongue  that  did  it  ^ 

Make  a Faith  out  of  the  miracles  of  Ancient  Lovers. 

Did  you  ne’re  love  yet  Wenches  ? fpeak  Olympoi, 

Such  as  fpeak  truth  and  dy’d  in’t. 

And  like  me  believe  all  faithful,  and  be  miferable  *, 

Thou  haft  an  cafie  temper,  fit  foe  ftamp. 

Olymf.  Never.  ^(p.  Nor  you  Antiphila  ? 

Ant.  Nor  I. 

Ajp.  Then  my  good  Girles,  be  more  than  Women,  wife. 
Atleaft  be  more  than  1 was*,  and  be  fure  you  credit  any 
thing  the  light  gives  light  to,  before  a man ; rather  believe 
the  Sea  weeps  for  the  ruin’d  Merchant  when  he  roars  *,  ra- 
ther the  wind  courts  but  the  pregnant  fails  when  the  ftrong 
cordage  cracks ; rather  the  Sun  comes  but  to  kifs  the  Fruit 
in  wealthy  Autumn,  when  all  falls  blafted ; if  you  needs 
muft  love  (forc’d  by  ill  fate ) take  to  your  maiden  bofoms 
two  dead  cold  afpicks,  and  of  them  make  Lovers,  they  can- 
not flatter  nor  forfwear  *,  one  kifs  makes  a long  peace  for  all ; 
but  man.  Oh  that  beaft  man ! Come  lets  be  fad  my  Girles  *, 
That  down  caft  of  thine  eye,  Olympias^ 

Shews  a fine  forrow  ^ mark  AntiphiUj 
Juft  fuch  another  was  the  Nymph  Oemne., 

When  Earis  brought  home  Helen : now  a tear. 

And  then  thou  art  a piece  expreffing  fully 
The  ('arthage  Queen,  when  from  a cold  Sea  Rock, 

Full  with  her  forrow,  fhe  tyed  fall;  her  eyes 
To  the  fair  Trojan  fhips,  and  having  loft  them. 

Juft  as  thine  eyes  do,  down  ftole  a tear,  Antiphila ; 

What  would  this  Wench  do,  if  Ihe  were 


Here  flie  would  ftand,  till  fome  more  pitying  God 
Turn’d  her  to  Marble : ’tis  enough  my  Wench  • 

Snew  me  the  piece  of  Necdlc-wark  you  wrought. 

Ant.  OfAriadne,  Madam?  Afp.  Yes  that  piece. 

This  fhould  be  Thefeni,  h’as  a coufcning  face. 

You  meant  him  for  a man.  Ant.  He  was  fo  Madam. 

AJp.  Why  then ’tis  well  enough,  never  look  back. 

You  have  a full  wind,  and  a falfe  heart  Tljefeas ; 

Does  not  the  ftory  fay,  his  Keel  was  fpl it. 

Or  his  Mafts  fpent,  or  forae  kind  rock  or  other 
Met  with  his  Veflel  ? Ant.  Not  as  I remember. 

Ajp.  It  fhould  ha’  been  fo  *,  could  the  Gods  know  this. 
And  not  of  all  their  number  raife  a ftorm  ? 

But  they  are  all  as  ill.  This  falfe  fmile  was  well  expreft  *, 

Juft  fuch  another  caught  me  *,  you  fhall  not  go  fo  Antiphila 
In  this  place  work  a quick-fand,  * 

And  over  it  a fhalJow  fmiling  Water. 

And  his  fhip  ploughing  it,  and  then  a fear. 

Do  that  fear  to  the  life  Wench. 

Ant.  ’Twiil  wrong  the  ftory. 

Ajp.  ’Twill  make  the  ftory  wrong’d  by  wanton  Poets, 
Live  long  and  be  believ’d  ^ but  where’s  the  Lady  ? 

Ant.  There  Madam. 

Ajp.  Fie,  you  have  mift  it  here  Antiphila, 

You  are  much  miftaken  Wench  j 

Thefe  colours  are  not  dull  and  pale  enough, 

To  fhew  a foul  fo  full  of  mifery 
As  this  fad  Ladies  was ; do  it  by  me. 

Do  it  again  by  me  the  loft  Afpatia, 

And  you  fnall  find  all  true  but  the  wild  Ifland ; 

I ftand  upon  the  Sea  breach  now,  and  think 
Mine  arms  thus,  and  mine  hair  blown  with  the  wind, 

Wild  as  that  defart,  and  let  all  about  me 
Tell  that  I am  forlaken,  do  my  face 
(If  thou  hadft  ever  feeling  of  a forrow') 

Thus,  thus,  Antiphila  ftrive  to  make  me  look 
Like  forrows  monument and  the  trees  about  me. 

Let  them  be  dry  and  ieavelefs*,  let  the  Rocks 
Groan  with  continual  furges,  and  behind  me 
Make  all  a defolation  look,  look  Wenches, 

A miferable  life  of  this  poor  Pidure. 

Olym.  Dear  Madam ! 

Afp.  I have  done,  fit  down,  and  let  us 
Upon  that  point  fix  al!  our  eyes,  that  point  there ; 

Make  a dull  filence  till  you  feel  a fudden  fadnefs 

Give  us  new  fouls.  {Enter  Caliana.\'. 

Cal.  The  King  may  do  this,  and  he  may  not  do  it 
My  child  is  wrong’d,  dilgrac’d : well,  how  now  Hufwives  ? 
What  at  your  eafe  ? is  this  a time  to  fit  ftill  ? up  you  young 
Lazie  Whores,  up  or  I’lefweng  you. 

Olym.  Nay,  good  my  Lord. 

Cal.  You’l  lie  down  Ihortly,  get  you  in  and  work  *, 

What  are  you  grown  fo  refty  ? you  want  jc^cy 

We  fliall  have  forae  of  the  Court  boys  do  that  Office.  _ 

Ant.  My  Lord  we  do  no  mo-e  than  we  are  charg’d ; 

It  is  the  Ladies  pleafure  we  be  thus  in  grief*, 

She  is  forfaken. 

Cal.  There’s  a Rogue  too, 

A young  diflembling  Have  *,  well,  get  you  in. 

Tie  have  a bout  with  that  boy ; ’tis  high  time 
Now  to  be  valiant ; I confefs  my  youth 
Was  never  prone  that  way : what,  made  an  Afs  ? 
ACourtftale?  well  I wdll  be  valiant, 

And  beat  fome  dozen  of  thefe  Whelps  y I will ; and  there  s 
Another  of ’em,  a trim  cheating  fouldier. 

Tie  maul  that  Rafcal,  h’as  out-brav’d  me  twice  *, 

But  now  I thank  the  Gods  I am  valiant ; 

Go.  get  you  in , Tie  take  a courlc  witha  11. 

' ^ {Exeunt  Omnes. 
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Enter  Cleon,  Sttato,  Diphilus. 

(^LE.  Your  filler  is  not  up  yet.  ' 

V-V  Difh.  Oh,  Brides  mult  take  their  mornings  rell. 

The  night  is  troublefome.  Stra.  But  not  tedious. 

Difh.  What  odds,  he  has  not  my  Sillers  maiden  head  to 
night 

Stra.  No,  it’s  odds  againll  any  Bridegroom  living , he 
ne’re  gets  it  while  he  lives. 

^ifh.  Y’are  merry  with  my  Siller,  you’l  pleafe  to  allow 
> me  the  fame  freedom  with  your  Mother. 

Stra.  She’s  at  your  fervice. 

Diph.  Then  Ihe’s  merry  enough  of  her  felf,  flie  needs  no 
tickling  •,  knock  at  the  door. 

Stra.  We  lhall  interrupt  them. 

Dtph.  No  matter,  they  have  the  year  before  them. 

Good  morrow  Siller  ^ fpare  your  felf  to  day,  the  night  will 
come  again.  tenter  Amintor. 

<LAmint.  Who’s  there,  my  Brother  ? I am  no  readier  yet, 
your  Siller  is  but  now  up. 

Diph.  You  look  as  you  had  loll  your  eyes  to  night;  I 
think  you  ha’  not  flept.  Amint.  I faith  1 have  not. 

Diph.  You  have  done  better  then. 

Amint.  We  ventured  for  a Boy ; when  he  is  Twelve, 

He  lhall  command  againll  the  foes  Rhodes. 

Stra.  You  cannot,  you  want  lleep.  Z^Jide. 

Amint.  ’Tistrue-,  butlhe 

As  if  Ihe  had  drunk  Lethe.,  or  had  made 

Even  with  Heaven,  did  fetch  fo  fill  a llcep. 

So  fweet  and  found.  Dtph.  What’s  that? 

Amint.  Your  Sifer  frets  this  morning,  and  does  turn  her 
eyes  upon  me,  as  people  on  their  headfman;  Ihe  does  chafe, 
and  kifs,  and  chafe  again,  and  clap  my  cheeks-,  Ihe’s  in 
another  world. 

Diph.  Then  I had  lof ; I was  about  to  lay,  you  had  not 
got  her  Maiden-head  to  night. 

c^Lmint.  Ha ! he  does  not  mock  me  •,  y’ad  lof  indeed  ^ 

I do  not  ufe  to  bungle.  Cleo.  You  do  deferve  her. 

Amint.  I laid  my  lips  to  hers,  and  what  wild  breath 

That  was  rude  and  rough  to  me,  laf  night  [_Afide. 

Was  fweet  as  April ; Tie  be  guilty  too, 

If  thefe  be  the  effedls.  Enter  Melantins. 

Mel.  Good  day  Amintor,  for  to  me  the  name 

Of  Brother  is  too  dif  ant  -,  we  are  friends, 

And  that  is  nearer.  Amint.  Dear  Melantins ! 

Let  me  behold  thee ; is  it  polTible  ? 

Mel.  What  fudden  gaze  is  this  ? 

Amint.  ’Tis  wonderous  f range. 

Mel.  Why  does  thine  eye  delire  fo  f ridl  a view 

Of  that  it  knows  fo  well  ? 

There’s  nothing  here  that  is  not  thine. 

oyfmint.  I wonder  much  Melantins, 

To  fee  thofe  noble  looks  that  make  me  think 

How  vertuous  thou  art ; and  on  the  fudden 

’Tis  f range  to  me,  thou  fiiouldf  have  worth  and  honour. 

Or  not  be  bafe,  and  falfe,  and  treacherous. 

And  every  ill.  But 

Mel.  Stay,  fay  my  Friend,  (brace  me. 

I fear  this  found  will  not  become  our  loves  i no  more,  cm- 

Amint.  Oh  mif  ake  me  not; 

I know  thee  to  be  full  of  all  thofe  deeds 

That  we  frail  men  call  good : but  by  the  courle 

Of  nature  thou  Ihouldf  be  as  quickly  chang’d 

As  are  the  winds,  diflembling  as  the  Sea, 

That  now  wears  brows  as  fmooth  as  Virgins  be. 

Tempting  the  Merchant  to  invade  his  face. 

And  in  an  hour  calls  his  billows  up. 

And  fioots  ’em  at  the  Sun,  def  roying  all 

He  carries  on  him.  O how  near  am  I [Mde, 

To  utter  my  fick  thoughts ! 

Mcl.  But  why,  my  Friend,  Ihould  I be  fo  by  Nature  ? 

crLmin.  I have  wed  thy  Sifer,  who  hath  vertuous  thoughts 

Enough  for  one  whole  family,  and  it  is  f range 

That  you  fiiould  feel  no  want. 

Mel.  Believe  me,  this  complement’s  too  cunning  for  me. 
Diph.  What  fiould  I be  then  by  the  courfe  of  nature, 
They  having  both  robb’d  me  of  fo  much  vertue  ? 

Strat.  O call  the  Bride,  my  Lord  Amintor,  that  we  may 
fee  her  blulh, and  turn  her  eyes  down;  itis  the  prettief  Iport. 
Amin.  Evadnel  Evad.  My  Lord!  [iVithin. 

Amint.  Come  forth  my  Love, 

Your  Brothers  do  attend  to  wift  you  joy.  . 

Evad.  I am  not  ready  yet. 

Amint.  Enough,  enough. 

Evad.  They’l  mock  me. 

Amint.  Faith  thpu  Ihalt  come  in.  [Enter  EvenUt^^ 

Mel.  Good  morrow  Sifer ; he  that  underitands 

Whom  you  have  wed,  need  not  to  wilh  you  joy. 

You  have  enough,  take  heed  you  be  not  proud. 

Diph.  O Sifer,  what  have  you  done  1 

Evad.  I done  1 why,  what  have  I done  ? 

Strat.  My  Lord  Amintor  fwears  you  are  no  Maid  now. 

' Evad.  Pufli ! Strat.  I feith  he  does, 

Evad.  I knew  I fliould  be  mockt. 

Diph.  With  a truth. 

Evad.  If’tweretodoagain,  in  faith  I would  not  marry. 
Amint.  Not  I by  Heaven.  \_Afide. 

Dtph.  Sif  er,D«/<»  fwears  fhe  heard  you  cry  two  rooms  off. 
Evad.  Fie  how  you  talk  I Diph.  Let’s  fee  you  walk. 
Evad.  By  my  trothy’arefpoil’d.  Mel.  Amintor  \ 

Amint.  Ha!  Mel.  Thouartfad. 

Amint.  Who  I ? I thank  you  for  that,  fall  Diphilus, 
thou  and  I fing  a catch  ? Mel.  How ! 

Amint.  Prethee  let’s. 

Mel.  Nay,  that’s  too  much  the  other  way. 

Amint.  1 am  fo  lightned  with  my  happinefs:  howdof 
thou  Love  ? kifs  me. 

Evad.  1 cannot  love  you,  you  tell  tales  of  me. 

Amint.  Nothing  but  what  becomes  us:  Gentlemen, 
Would  you  had  all  fuch  Wives,  and  all  the  world. 

That  1 might  be  no  wonder ; y’are  all  fad ; 

What,  do  you  envie  me  ? 1 walk  methinks 

On  water,  and  ne’re  fink,  1 am  fo  light. 

Mel.  ’Tis  well  you  are  fo. 

Amint.  Well  ? how  can  I be  other,  when  Ihe  looks  thus  ? 

Is  there  no  mufick  there?  let’s  dance. 

Mel.  Why?  this  is  f range,  (.Amintor  \ 

(sAmint.  1 do  not  know  my  felf; 

Yet  I could  wilh  my  joy  were  lefs. 

Dtph.  rie  marry  too,  iff  will  make  one  thus. 

Evad.  Amintor,  hark.  [AJide. 

Amint.  What  fiys  my  Love  ? I muf  obey. 

Svad.  You  do  it  feurvily,  ’twill  be  perceiv’d. 

Cle.  My  Lord  the  King  is  here.  [Enter  King  and  Lyji. 

Amint.  Where  ? Stra.  And  his  brother. 

King.  Good  morrow  all. 

Amintor,  joy  on,  joy  fall  thick  upon  thee ! 

And  Madam,  you  are  alter’d  fince  I fawyou, 

I muf  falute  you ; you  arc  now  anothers; 

How  lik’t  you  your  nights  ref  ? Evad.  Ill  Sir. 

(sAmint.  I k?deed  Ihe  took  but  little. 

Lyj^.  You’l  let  her  take  more,  and  thank  her  too  f ortly. 
King.  Amintor,  wert  thou  truly  honef 

Till  thou  wert  Married  ? 

Amint.  Yes  Sir. 

King.  Tell  me  then,  how  (hews  the  Iport  unto  thee  ? 

Amint.  Why  well.  King.  What  did  you  do  ? 

Amint.  No  more  nor  left  than  other  couples  ufe  j 

You  know  what  ’tis ; it  has  but  a courfe  name. 

King.  But  prethee,  I Ihould  think  by  her  black  eye, 
Andherred(±eek,  Ihe  Ihould  be  quick  and  firring 

In  this  fame  bufinefs,  ha? 

Amint.  I cannot  tell,  1 ne’re  try’d  other  Sir,  but  I perceive 
She  is  as  quick  as  you  delivered. 

King.  Well,  you’l  truf  me  then  Amintor, 
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To  choofe  a Wife  for  you  agen  ? Amint.  No  never  Sir. 
King.  Why?  like  you  this  fo  ill  ? 

Amtnt.  So  well  I like  her. 

For  this  1 bow  my  knee  in  thanks  to  you. 

And  unto  Heaven  will  pay  my  grateful  tribute 
Hourly,  and  to  hope  we  lliall  draw  out 
A long  contented  life  together  here. 

And  die  both  full  of  gray  hairs  in  one  day ; 

For  which  the  thanks  is  > ours ; but  if  the  powers 
That  rule  us,  pleafe  to  call  her  firft  away. 

Without  pride  fpoke,  this  World  holds  not  a Wife 
W'orthy  to  take  her  room. 

King.  I do  not  like  this;  all  forbear  the  room 
But  you  Amintor  and  your  Lady.  I have  fome  fpecch  with 
Y^,  that  may  concern  yeur  after  living  well. 

ylmint.  He  will  not  tell  me  that  he  lies  with  her : if  he  do, 
Something  Heavenly  ftay  my  heart,  for  I lhall  be  apt 
Tothruft  this  arm  of  mine  to  adts  unlawful. 

King.  You  will  fuller  me  to  talk  with  her  Amintor, 

And  not  have  a jealous  pang ! 

Amint.  Sir,  1 dare  truft  my  Wife 
W’ith  whom  Ihc  dares  to  talk,  and  not  be  jealous. 

King.  How  do  you  like  Amintor  ? 

Evad.  As  I did  Sir.  King.  How’s  that^ 

Evad.  As  one  that  to  fulfil  your  will  and  pleafure, 

I have  given  leave  to  call  me  Wife  and  Love. 

King.  I fee  there  is  no  lulling  Faith  in  Sin 
They  that  break  word  with  Heaven,  w’ill  break  again 
With  all  the  World,  and  fo  doll  thou  with  me. 

Evad.  How  Sir? 

King.  This  fubtile  Womans  ignorance 
Will  not  excufe  you  *,  thou  haft  taken  Oaths 
So  great,  methought  they  did  not  well  become 
A Womans  mouth,  that  thou  wouldft  ne’re  enjoy 
A man  but  me. 

Evad.  1 never  did  fwear  fo  *,  you  do  me  wrong. 

King.  Day  and  night  have  heard  it. 

Evad.  I fwore  inaeed  that  I would  never  love 
A man  of  lower  place ; but  if  your  fortune 
Should  throw  you  from  this  height,  I bade  you  truft 
I would  forfake  you,  and  would  bend  to  him 
That  won  your  Throne ; I love  with  my  ambition. 

Not  with  mine  eyes ; but  if  I ever  yet 

Toucht  any  other,  Leprofie  light  here 

Upon  my  face,  which  for  your  Royalty  I would  not  ftain. 

King.  Why  thou  difl'embleft,and  it  is  in  me  topunilhthee 

Evad.  Why,  it  is  in  me  then  not  to  love  you,  which  will 
More  afflid  your  body,  than  your  punilhment  can  mine. 

King.  But  thou  haft  let  Amintor  lie  with  thee. 

Evad.  lha’not.  Impudence ! hefaieshimlelffo. 

Evad.  He  lyes.  King.  He  docs  not. 

Evad.  By  this  light  he  does,  ftrangely  and  bafely,  and 
Tie  prove  it  fo  \ I did  not  fnun  him  for  a night. 

But  told  him  1 would  never  clofe  with  him. 

King.  Speak  lower,  ’tisfalfe. 

Evad.  I’m  no  man  to  anfwer  with  a blow  *, 

Or  rl  I were, you  are  the  King;buturge  me  not,  ramoft  true. 

King.  Do  not  I know  the  uncontrouled  though^ 

That  youth  brings  with  him,  when  his  bloud  is  high 
With  expedation  and  defires  of  that 
He  long  hath  waited  for?  isnothisfpirit, 

Though  he  be  temperate,  of  a valiant  ftrain. 

As  this  our  age  hath  known  ? what  could  he  do, 

If  fuch  a hidden  fpeech  had  met  his  blood, 

Futruine  thee  for  ever?  if  he  had  not  kill’d  thee. 

He  could  not  bear  it  thus  •,  he  is  as  we. 

Or  any  other  wrong’d  man.  Evad.  It  is  diflembling. 

King.  Take  him , farewel  •,  henceforth  I am  thy  foe  •, 
And  what  difgraces  I can  blot  thee,  look  for. 

Evad.  Stay  Sir  •,  Amintor,  you  fiiall  hear,  Amintor. 

Amint.  What  my  Love? 

Evad.  Amintor,  thouhaft  an  ingenious  look. 

And  lliouldft  be  vertuous  *,  it  amazeth  me. 

That  thou  canft  make  fuch  bafe  malicious  lyes. 


tyfmint.  What  my  dear  Wife  ? 

Evad.  Dear  Wife!  Idodefpifbthee^ 

Why,  nothing  can  be  bafer,  thantofow 
DifTentionamongft Lovers.  Amint.  Lovers!  who? 

Evad.  The  King  and  me.  Amint.  O Heaven  ! 

Evad.  Who  fhould  live  long,  and  love  without  diftafte, 
Were  it  not  for  fuch  pickthanks  as  thy  felf ! 

Did  you  lie  with  me?  fwear  now,  and  be  punilht  in  hell 
For  this.  Amint.  The  faithlefs  Sin  1 made 
To  fair  Ajpatia,  is  not  yet  reveng’d. 

It  follows  me*,  I will  not  lofe  a w^ord 
To  this  wild  Woman  •,  but  to  you  my  King, 

The  anguifn  of  my  foul  thrufts  out  this  truth, 

Y’are  a Tyrant ; and  not  fo  much  to  wrong 
An  honeft  man  thus,  as  to  take  a pride 
In  talking  with  him  of  it. 

Evad.  Now  Sir,  fee  how  loud  this  fellow  lyed. 

Amint.  You  that  can  know  to  wrong,  fhould  know  how 
Men  muft  right  themfelves;  what  punilhment  is  due* 

From  me  to  him  that  lhall  abufe  my  bed .' 

It  is  not  death  ; nor  can  that  fatisfie, 

Unlefs  I fend  your  lives  through  all  the  Land, 

To  fhew  how  nobly  I have  freed  my  felf. 

King.  Draw  not  thy  Sword,  thou  knoweft  I cannot  fear 
A fubjeifts  hand ; but  thou  lhalt  feel  the  weight  of  this 
■f  thou  doft  rage.  Amint.  The  weight  of  that  ? 

f you  have  any  worth,  for  Heavens  fake  think 
fear  not  Swords  •,  for  as  you  are  meet  man, 

I dare  as  eafily  kill  you  for  this  deed. 

As  you  dare  think  to  do  it ; but  there  is 
Divinity  about  you,  that  ftrikes  dead 
My  riling  paflions , as  you  are  my  King, 

1 fall  before  you,  and  prefent  my  Sword 
To  cut  mine  own  flelh,  if  it  be  your  will. 

Alas ! I am  nothing  but  a multitude 
Of  walking  griefs  •,  yet  Ihould  I murther  yen, 

I might  before  the  world  take  the  excufe 
Of  madnefs : for  compare  my  injuries. 

And  they  will  well  appear  too  fad  a weight 
For  reafon  to  endure ; but  fall  I firft 
Amongft  my  forrows,  ere  my  treacherous  hand 
Touch  holy  things ; but  why  ? I know  not  what 
I have  to  fay ; why  did  you  choofe  out  me 
To  make  thus  wretched  ? there  were  thoufand  fools 
Eafie  to  work  on,  and  of  ftate  enough  within  the  Ifland. 

Evad.  I would  not  have  a fool,  it  were  no  credit  for  me. 

Amint.  Worfe  and  worfe ! 

Thou  that  dar’ft  talk  unto  thy  Husband  thus, 

Profefs  thy  lelf  a Whore ; and  more  than  fo, 

Refolve  to  be  fo  ftill ; it  is  my  fate 
To  bear  and  bow  beneath  a thoufand  griefs. 

To  keep  that  little  credit  with  the  World. 

But  there  were  wife  ones  too,  you  might  have  ta’ne  another. 

King.  No  •,  for  I believe  thee  honeft,  as  thou  wert  valiant. 

Amint.  All  the  happinefs 
Bellow’d  upon  me,  turns  into  difgrace  *, 

Gods  take  your  honefty  again,  for  I 

Am  loaden  with  it  ■,  good  my  Lord  the  King,  be  private  in  it. 

King.  Thou  may’ll  live  Amintor, 

Free  as  thy  King,  if  thou  wilt  wink  at  this. 

And  be  a means  that  we  may  meet  in  fecret. 

Amint.  A Baud ! hold  my  breaft,  a bitter  curfe 
Seize  me,  if  I forget  not  all  refpeefts 
That  are  Religious,  on  another  word 
Sounded  like  that,  and  through  a Sea  of  fins 
Will  wade  to  my  revenge,  though  I Ihould  call 
Pains  here,  and  af ter  life  upon  my  foul . 

King.  Well  I am  refolute  you  lay  not  with  her. 

And  fo  leave  you . [_Ex-it  King. 

Evad.  You  muft  be  prating,  and  ftc  what  follows. 

Amint.  Prethee  vex  me  not. 

Leave  me,  I am  afraid  fomefudden  ftart 
Will  pull  a murther  on  me. 

Evad.  lam  gone;  I lave  my  life  well.  {ExitEvadne. 

^ Q Amint. 
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jdmint.  1 hate  mine  as  much. 

This  ’tis  to  break  a troth ; I fhould  be  gla^d 
If  all  this  tide  of  griefwould  make  me  mad. 

Snter  zJTlelnntiHi. 

Mel  Tic  know  the  caufe  of  all  Atnintcr s griefs, 

Or  friendlhip  fhall  be  idle.  {Enter  C^hanax. 

Cal.  O MelantiHS,  my  DavightQV  mil  die. 

McUiv&.  me, I am  forry ; would  thou  hadft  ta  neher  room. 

Cal.  Thou  art  a Have,  a cut-throat  flave,  a bloody  trea- 
cherous flave. 

Melan.  Take  heed  old  man,  thou  wilt  be  heard  to  rave, 

I And  lofe  thine  Offices.  Cal.  lam  valiant  grown 
At  all  thefe  years,  and  thou  art  but  a flave. 

Mel.  Leave,  fome  company  will  come,  andirelpec: 

Thy  years,  not  thee  fo  much,  that  I could  wilh 
To  laugh  at  thee  alone.  • u v. 

Cal.  rie  fpoil  your  mirth,  I mean  to  fight  with  thee  *, 
There  lie  my  Cloak,  this  was  my  Fathers  Sword, 

And  he  durfl:  fight  •,  are  you  prepar’d  ? 

Mel.  Why?  wilt  thoudoatthy  felfoutofthylite.'’ 

Hence  get  thee  to  bed,  have  careful  looking  to,  eat 
warm  things , and  trouble  not  me : my  head  is  lull  or 
thoughts  more  weighty  than  thy  life  or  death  can  be. 

Cnl.  You  have  a name  in  War,  when  you  ftand  fafe 
Amongfl:  a multitude  •,  but  I will  try 
What  you  dare  do  unto  a weak  old  man 
In  lingle  fight;  you’l  ground  I fear ; Come  draw. 

Mel.  I will  not  draw,  unlefs  thou  pul’fl:  thy  death 
Upon  thee  with  a ftroke  *,  there’s  no  one  blow 
That  thou  canfl:  give,  hath  ftrength  enough  to  kill  me. 
Tempt  me  not  fo  far  then  ^ the  power  of  earth 
Shall  not  redeem  thee.  Cal.  I mull  let  him  alone. 

He’s  flout  and  able ; and  to  fay  the  truth. 

However  I may  fet  a face,  and  talk, 

I am  not  valiant : when  I was  a youth, 

1 kept  my  credit  with  a teftie  trick  I had, 

Amongfl  cowards,  but  durfl  never  fight. 

Mel.  I will  not  promife  to  preferve  your  life  ifyou  QO  flay. 

Cal.  I would  give  half  my  Land  that  I durfl:  fight  with  that 
proud  man  a little : if  I had  men  to  hold,  1 would  beat  him, 
till  he  ask  me  mercy. 

Mel.  Sir,  will  you  be  gone? 

Cal.  I dare  not  flay,  but  I will  go  home,  and  beat  my 
flrvants  all  over  for  this.  {Exit  Cahanax. 

Mel.  This  old  fellow  haunts  me. 

But  the  diflradted  carriage  of  mine  Amintor 
Takes  deeply  on  me,  I will  find  the  caufe ; 

I fear  his  Gonfcience  cries,  he  wrong’d  (yffpatia. 

Enter  Amintor. 

Amint.  Mens  eyes  are  not  fo  fubtil  to  perceive 
My  inward  mifery  *,  I bear  my  grief 
Hid  from  the  World  •,  how  art  thou  wretched  then  ? 

For  ought  I know,  all  Husbands  are  like  me  ^ 

And  every  one  I talk  with  of  his  Wife, 

Is  but  a well  diflembler  of  his  woes 

As  I am  •,  would  I knew  it,  for  the  rarenefs  afflids  me  now. 

Mel.  Amintor,  We  have  not  enjoy’d  our  friendlhip  o 
late,  for  we  were  wont  to  charge  our  fouls  in  talk. 

Amint.  MclantiHs,  I can  tell  thee  a good  jeftofStr-iefoanc. 
a Lady  the  laft  day.  CMel.  How  wall 
cMmint.  Why  fuch  an  odd  one. 
eJMel.  I have  long’d  to  fpeak  with  you,  not  of  an  idle  jel 
that’s  forc’d,  but  of  matter  you  are  bound  to  utter  to  me. 
Amint.  What  is  that  my  friend  ? 
nAfel.  I have  obferv’d,  your  words  fall  from  your  tongue 
Wildly  •,  and  all  your  carriage, 

Like  one  that  flrove  to  ffiew'  his  merry  mood. 

When  he  were  ill  difpos’d  ; you  were  not  wont 
To  put  fuch  fcorn  into  your  fpeech,  or  wear 
Upon  your  face  ridiculous  jollity : 

Some  fadnefs  lits  here,  which  your  cunning  would 
Cover  o’re  with  fmiles,  and  ’twill  not  be.  What  is  it? 


Amint.  A fadnefs  here  1 what  caufe 
Canfateprovid^forme,  to  make  me  fo? 

Am  I not  lov’d  through  all  this  Ifle  ? the  King 
i^ains  greatnels  on  me : have  I not  received 
A Lady  to  my  bed,  that  in  her  eye 
^eeps  mounting  fire,  and  on  her  tender  cheek* 
nevitable  colour,  in  her  heart 
A prifon  for  all  vertue  ? are  not  you. 

Which  is  above  all  joyes,  my  conflant  friend  ? 

What  fadnefs  can  I have  ? no,  I am  light. 

And  feel  the  courfts  of  my  blood  more  warm 
And  flirring  than  they  were  *,  faith  marry  too. 

And  you  will  feel  fo  unexpreft  a joy 
In  chaft  embraces,  that  you  will  indeed  appear  another. 

Mel.  Youmayffiape,  Amintor,  ^ ^ 

Caufes  to  cozen  the  whole  world  withal. 

And  your  felf  too  •,  but  ’tis  not  like  a friend, 

To  hide  your  foul  from  me ; ’tis  not  your  nature 
To  be  thus  idle  •,  I have  feen  you  ftand 
As  you  were  blafted ; midfl:  of  all  your  mirth. 

Call  thrice  aloud,  and  then  ftart,  feigning  joy 
So  coldly:  World!  what  do  I here?  a friend 
Is  nothing , Heaven ! I would  ha’  told  that  man 
My  fecret  fins ; Tie  fearch  an  unknown  Land, 

And  there  plant  friendlhip,  all  is  withered  here  *, 

Come  with  a complement,  I would  have  fought. 

Or  told  my  friend  he  ly’d,  ere  footh’d  him  fo ; 

Out  of  my  bofom.  Amint.  But  there  is  nothing. 

eJlTel.  Worfe  and  worfe  *,  farewel; 

From  this  time  have  acquaintance,  but  no  friend. 

Amint.  eJMelantius,  flay,  you  lhall  know  what  that  is. 
Mel.  See  how  you  play’d  with  friendlhip  •,  be  advis’d 
How  you  give  caufe  unto  your  felftofay,You  ha’loft  a friend. 

Amint.  Forgive  what  I have  done ; 

For  I am  fo  ore-gone  with  injuries 
Unheard  of,  that  I lofe  confidcration 
Of  what  I ought  to  do — oh — oh. 

Mel.  Do  not  weep ; what  is’t  ? 

May  I once  but  know  the  man 
Hath  turn’d  my  friend  thus  ? 

Amint.  I had  fpoke  at  firlt,  but  that. 

Amint.  I held  it  molt  unfit 
For  you  to  know  •,  faith  do  not  know  it  yet. 

Mel.  Thou  feeft  my  love,  that  will  keep  company 
With  thee  in  tears  •,  hide  nothing  then  from  me ; 

For  when  I know  the  caufe  of  thy  diflemper. 

With  mine  own  armour  Tie  adorn  my  felf. 

My  refolution,  and  cut  through  thy  foes. 

Unto  thy  quiet,  till  I place  thy  heart 
As  peaceable  as  fpotlcfs  innocence.  What  is  it  ? 

Amint.  Why,  ’tis  this it  is  too  big 

To  get  out,  let  my  tears  make  way  a while. 

Mel.  Punifh  me  ftrangely  heaven,  ifheefcape 
Of  life  or  fame,  that  brought  this  youth  to  this. 

Armnt.  Your  Sifter.  Mel.  Well  faid. 

Amint.  wilh’t  unknown,  when  you  have  heard  it. 

Mel.  ]fo.  Amint.  Is  much  to  blame. 

And  to  the  King  has  given  her  honour  up. 

And  lives  in  Whoredom  with  him.  Mel.  Howithis! 
Thou  art  run  mad  with  injury  indeed, 

Thou  couldfl:  not  utter  this  elle  fpeak  again. 

For  I forgive  it  freely ; tell  thy  griefs. 

Amint.  She’s  wanton ; I am  loth  to  fay  a Whore, 
Though  it  be  true. 

Mel.  Speak  yet  again,  before  mine  anger  grow 
Up  beyond  throwing  down  *,  what  are  thy  griefs  ? 

Amint.  By  all  our  friendlhip,  thefe. 

^del.  What  ? am  I tame  ? 

After  mine  actions,  lhall  the  name  of  friend 
Blot  all  our  family,  and  ftrike  the  brand 
Of  Whore  upon  my  Sifter  unreveng’d  ? 

My  lhaking  flelh  be  thou  a Witnefs  for  me. 

With  what  unwillingnefs  I go  tofeourge 
This  Rayler,  whom  my  folly  hath  call’d  Friend  ; 


Mel.  But  what? 


I will 
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1 U'ill  not  take  thee  bafely ; thy  fword 
Hangs  near  thy  hand,  draw  it,  that  1 may  whip 
Thy  raihiiels  to  repentance ; draw  thy  fword. 

zAinim.  Not  on  thee,  did  thine  anger  fvvell  as  high 
As  the  wild  furges  •,  thou  fl]ouldft  do  me  eafe 
Here,  and  Eternally,  if  thy  noble  hand 
Would  cut  me  from  my  forrows. 

tjlid.  This  is  bafe  arid  fearful ! they  that  ufe  to  utter  lyes. 
Provide  not  blows,  but  words  to  qualifie 
The  men  they  wrong’d ; thou  halt  a guilty  caufe. 

Amnt.  Thou  plcafelt  me ; for  fo  niiich  more  like  this, 
Will  raife  my  anger  up  above  my  griefs. 

Which  is  a palhon  caller  to  be  born. 

And  I lhall  then  be  happy. 

zAdel,  Take  then  more  to  raife  thine  anger.  ’Tismeer 
Cowardize  makes  thee  not  draw ; and  1 will  leave  thee  dead 
However but  if  thou  art  fo  much  preft 
With  guilt  and  fear,  as  not  to  dare  to  fight, 

Tie  make  thy  memory  loath’d,  and  fix  a fcandal 
Upon  thy  name  for  ever.  Am  'm.  Then  1 draw. 

As  juflly  as  our  Magiftrates  their  Swords, 

To  cut  offenders  oft  •,  I knew  before 
Twould  grate  your  ears  •,  but  it  was  bafe  in  you 
To  urge  a weighty  fecret  from  your  friend. 

And  then  rage  at  it  •,  I lhall  be  at  eafe 
Ifl  be  kill’d^  and  if  you  fall  by  me, 

I lhall  not  long  out-live  you.  zJMcl.  Stay  a while. 

The  name  of  friend  is  more  than  family, 

Or  all  the  world  befides  •,  I was  a fool. 

Thou  fearching  humane  nature,  that  didfl  w'ake 
To  do  me  wrong,  thou  art  inquifitive. 

And  thrufts  me  upon  queflions  that  will  take 
My  fleep  away^  would  I had  died  ere  known 
This  lad  dilhonour  •,  pardon  me  my  friend  \ 

If  thou  wilt  Hrike,  here  is  a faithful  heart. 

Pierce  it,  for  I will  never  heave  my  hand 
To  thine ; behold  the  power  thou  haft:  in  me! 

I do  believe  my  Sifter  is  a Whore, 

A Leprous  one,  put  up  thy  fword  young  man. 

How  Ihould  I bear  it  then,  Ihe  being  fo  ? 

I fear  my  friend  that  you  will  lofe  me  fliortly  •, 

And  1 lhall  do  a foul  adlon  my  felf 

Through  thefe  difgraces.  Mel.  Better  half  the  Land 

Were  buried  quick  together  \ no,  Amintor^ 

Thou  lhalt  have  eafe ; O this  Adulterous  King 
That  drew  her  to’t ! where  got  he  the  fpirit 
To  wrong  me  fo?  Amint.  What  is  it  then  to  me. 

If  it  be  wrong  to  you ! 

Mel.  Why,  not  fo  much;  the  credit  of  our  houle 
Is  thrown  away  ^ 

But  from  his  Iron  Den  Tie  waken  death. 

And  hurle  him  on  this  King  •,  my  honefty 
Shall  fteel  niy  fword,  and  on  its  horrid  point 
Tie  wear  my  caufe,  that  lhall  amaze  the  eyes 
Of  this  proud  man,  and  be  too  glittering 
For  him  to  look  on. 

Amint.  I have  quite  undone  my  fame. 

Mel.  Dry  up  thy  watry  eyes. 

And  call  a manly  look  upon  my  face  *, 

For  nothing  is  fo  wild  as  I thy  friend 

Till  1 have  freed  thee  i ftill  thisfwelling  breaft; 

I go  thus  from  thee,  and  will  never  ceale 
My  vengeance,  till  I find  my  heart  at  peace. 

Amtnt.  It  rtiuft  not  be  fo  ^ ftay,  mine  eyes  would  tell 
How  loth  I am  to  this but  love  and  tears 
Leave  me  a while,  for  I have  hazarded 
All  this  world  calls  happy  •,  thou  haft  wrought 
A fecret  from  me  under  name  of  Friend, 

Which  Art  could  ne’re  have  found,  nor  torture  wrung 
From  out  ray  bofom ; give  it  me  agen. 

For  I will  find  it,  wherefbe’re  it  lies 

Hid  in  the  mortal’ll  part  •,  invent  a way  to  give  it  back. 

Mel.  Why,  would  you  have  it  back  ? 

I will  to  death  purfue  him  with  revenge. 
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Amtnt . Therefore  I call  It  back  from  thee-,  for  1 know 
Thy  blood  fo  high,  that  thou  wilt  ftir  in  this,  and  lhame  me 
Topofterity:  take  to  thy  Weapon. 

Mel.  Hear  thy  friend,  that  bears  more  years  than  thou. 

Amtnt.  I will  not  hear ; but  draw,  or  I Mel.  Amtnt  or 

Amtnt.  Draw  then,  for  I am  full  as  refolute 
As  fame  and  honour  can  inforce  me  be  -, 

I cannot  linger,  draw.  tj^^el.  Ido but  is  not 

My  ftiare  of  credit  equal  with  thine  if  I do  ftir  ? 

Amint.  No  for  it  will  be  cal’d 
Honour  in  thee  to  fpill  thy  Sillers  blood, 

If  Ihe  her  birth  abufc,  and  on  the  King 
A brave  revenge : but  on  me  that  have  walkt 
With  patience  in  it,  it  will  fix  the  name 
Of  fearful  Cuckold O that  word!  be  quick. 

<tMel.  Then  joyn  with  me. 

Amint . I dare  notdoa  fin,  or  elle  1 would : be  Ipcedy. 

zJAfel.  Then  dare  not  fight  with  me,  for  that’s  a fin. 

His  grief diftradls  him ; call  thy  thoughts  agen. 

And  to  thy  felf  pronounce  the  name  of  friend. 

And  fee  what  that  will  work-,  I will  not  fight. 

Amint.  You  mult. 

Mel.  I win  be  kill’d  firft,  though  my  palfions 
Offred  the  like  to  you ; ’tis  not  this  earth 
Shall  buy  my  reafon  to  it ; think  a while. 

For  you  are  (I  mull  weep  when  I fpeak  that) 

Almoft  belides  your  felf.  Amint,  Oh  my  loft  temper ! 

So  many  fweet  words  from  thy  Sillers  mouth, 

I am  afraid  would  make  me  take  her 
To  embrace,  and  pardon  her.  I am  mad  indeed, 

And  know  not  what  I do yet  have  a care 

Of  me  in  what  thou  doeft.  (to  fave 

Mel.  Why  thinks  my  friend  I will  forget  his  honour,  or 
The  bravery  of  our  houfe,  will  lofe  his  fame. 

And  fear  to  touch  the  Throne  of  Majefty  ? 

Amint.  A curie  will  follow  that,  but  rather  live 
And  fufter  with  me. 

Mel.  I will  do  what  worth  lhall  bid  me,  and  no  more. 

Amint.  Faith  I am  lick,  and  defperately  I hope. 

Yet  leaning  thus,  I feel  a kind  of  eafe. 

Mel.  Come  take  agen  your  mirth  about  you. 

Amint.  I lhall  never  do’t. 

Mf/.  I warrant  you,  look  up,  wee’l  walk  together, 

Put  thine  arm  here,  all  lhall  be  well  agen. 

Amint.  Thy  Love,0  wretched,  I thy  LoyeyMeUntiits ; why, 
I have  nothing  elfe. 

Me/.  Be  merry  then.  \_SxeHnt.  Enter  MeLmtins  agen. 

Mel.  This  worthy  young  man  may  do  violence 
Upon  himfelf,  but  I havecherilht  him 
To  my  beft  power,  and  fent  him  fmiling  from  me 
To  counterfeit  again ; Sword  hold  thine  edge. 

My  heart  will  never  fail  me  : Divhilns^ 

Thou  corn’ll  as  fent.  [Snter  Difhihis. 

Diph.  Yonder  has  been  fuch  laughing. 

Mel.  Betwixt  whom? 

T>iph.  Why,  .our  Sifter  and  the  King, 

I thought  their  fpleens  would  break. 

They  laught  us  all  out  of  the  room. 

Mf/.  They  mull  weep,  Diphtlas.  Diph.  Mull  they? 

Mel.  They  mull;  thou  art  my  Brother,and  if  1 did  believe 
Thou  hadft  a bafe  thought,  I would  rip  it  out. 

Lie  where  it  durft.  (find  it. 

Diph.  You  Ihould  not,  I would  firft  mangle  my  felf  and 

Mel.  That  was  fpoke  according  to  our  llrain ; come 
Joyn  thy  hands  to  mine. 

And  fweaf  a firmnefs  to  what  projeeft  I lliall  lay  before  thee. 

Diph.  You  do  wrong  us  both; 

People  hereafter  lliall  not  fay  there  pall 
A bond  more  than  our  loves,  to  tic  our  lives 
And  deaths  together. 

Mel.  It  is  as  nobly  faid  as  I would  wilh  j 
Anon  Tie  tell  you  wonders ; wc  are  wrong’d . 

Diph.  But  I will  tell  you  now,  wee’l  right  our  felvcs. 

Mel.  Stay  not,  prepare  the  armour  in  my  houfe  ^ 
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And  what  fr  iends  you  can  draw  unto  our  fide, 

Not  knowing  of  the  caufe,  make  ready  too ; 

Hafie  Diphilus^  the  time  requires  it,  hafte.  [£xit  Di^ihts. 
I hope  my  caufe  is  juft,  I know  my  blood 
Tells  me  it  is,  and  I will  credit  it : 

To  take  revenge,  and  lofe  my  felf  withal, 

Were  idle  •,  and  to  fcape  impolfible. 

Without  1 had  the  fort,  which  mifery 

Remaining  in  the  hands  of  my  old  enemy 

Cilianax^  but  I muft  have  it,  fee  'i_Ente-r  Culiarntx. 

Where  he  comes  fiiaking  by  me : good  my  Lord, 

Forget  your  fplcen  to  me,  I never  wrong’d  you. 

But  would  have  peace  with  every  man.  Cd.  ’Tis  well  *, 

ff  I durft  fight,  your  tongue  would  lie  at  quiet. 

Me/.  Y’are  touchie  without  all  caule. 

Cd.  Do,  mock  me. 

Me/.  By  mine  honour  I fpeak  truth. 

Cd.  Honour  ? where  is’t  ? 

Me/.  See  What  ftarts  you  make  into  your  hatred  to  my 

love  and  freedom  to  you. 

I come  with  refolution  to  obtain  a luit  of  you. 

Cd.  A fuit  of  me ! ’tis  very  like  it  fiiould  be  granted,  Sir. 

Me/.  Nay,  go  not  hence  i 
Tis  this  •,  you  have  the  keeping  of  the  Fort, 

And  I would  wifh  you  by  the  love  you  ought 
To  bear  unto  me,  to  deliver  it  into  my  hands.  ^ 

Cd.  I am  in  hope  that  thou  art  mad,  to  talk  to  me  thus. 

Me/.  But  there  is  a reafon  to  move  you  to  it.  I would 
kill  the  King  that  wrong’d  you  and  your  daughter. 

Cd.  Out  Traytor ! 

Me/.  Nay  but  ftay  *,  I cannot  fcape,  the  deed  once  done. 
Without  1 have  this  fort. 

Cd.  And  Ihould  I help  thee  ? now  thy  treacherous  mind 
betrays  it  fclf.  Me/.  Come,  delay  me  not  j 
Give  me  a fudden  anfwer,  or  already 
Thy  laft  is  fpoke  •,  refuFe  not  offered  love, 

V\^hcn  it  comes  clad  in  fecrets. 

Cd.  If  I fay  I will  not,  he  will  kill  me,  Idofee’twrit 
In  his  looks  ^ and  Ihould  I fay  I will,  he’l  run  and  tell  the 
King : I do  not  Ihun  your  fricndfhip  dear  MeUntuts^ 
i But  this  caufe  is  weighty,  give  me  but  an  hour  to  think. 

Me/.  Take  it 1 know  this  goes  unto  the  King, 

But  I am  arm’d.  [E.v.  Melam. 

Cd.  Me  tyinks  I feel  my  lelf 
But  twenty  now  agen  this  fighting  fool 
Wants  Policy,  I lhall  revenge  my  Girl, 

And  make  her  red  again ; I pray,  my  legs 
Will  laft  that  pace  that  I will  carry  them, 

1 ftiall  want  breath  before  I find  the  King. 


A Sim  Onartm. 

Enter  Melantius,  Evadne,  and  a Lady. 

Mel.  Save  you. 

Evad.  Save  you  fweet  Brother. 

Md.  In  my  blunt  eye  methinks  you  look  Evadne. 

Evnd.  Come,  you  would  make  me  blulh. 

Md.  I would  Svadne.^  I fhall  difpleafe  my  ends  elfe. 
Evnd.  You  lliall  if  yon  command  me ; lam  bafliful  • 
Come  Sir,  how  do  I look  ? 

Mel.  I Would  not  have  your  women  hear  tn'e 
Break  into  commendation  of  you,  ’tis  not  leemly. 

Svad.  Go  wait  meinthe  Gallery — now  fpeak. 

Md.  rie  lock  the  door  firft.  {Exeunt  Ladies. 

Evad.  Why  ? 

Md.  I will  not  have  yont  guilded  things  that  dance  in  Vi. 
fitation  with  their  Millan  skins  choke  up  my  bufinefs. 

Evad.  You  are  ftrangely  dilpos’d  Sir. 

Md.  Good  Madam,  not  to  make  you  merry. 

Evad.  No,  ifyoupraifeme,  ’twill  make  me  fad. 

Md.  Such  a fad  commendationi  have  for  you. 


Evad.  Brother,  the  Court  hath  made  you  witty, 

And  learn  to  riddle.  (tfimg  ? 

Md.  I praife  the  Court  for’t  *,  has  it  learned  you  no- 

Evad.  Me  ? 

Mel.  I Evadne.,  thou  art  young  and  handfom, 

A Lady  of  a fweet  complexion. 

And  fuch  a flowing  carriage,  that  it  cannot 

Chufe  but  inflame  a Kingdom.  Evad.  Gentle  Brother ! 

Mel.  ’Tis  yet  in  thy  remembrance,  foolilh  woman, 

To  make  me  gentle.  Evad.  How  is  this? 

Md.  ’Tis  bafe. 

And  I could  blufh  at  thefe  years,  thorough  all 
My  honour’d  fears,  to  come  to  fuch  a parly. 

Evad.  I underftand  you  not.  Mel.  You  dare  not,  Fool  ^ 
They  that  commit  thy  faults,  fly  the  remembrance. 

Evad.  My  faults.  Sir ! 1 would  have  you  know  I care  not 
If  they  were  written  here,  here  in  my  forehead. 

Mel.  Thy  body  is  too  little  for  the  ftory, 

The  lufts  of  which  would  fill  another  w'oman. 

Though  fhe  had  Twins  within  her.  Evad.  This  is  fancy ; 
Look  you  intrude  no  more,  there  lies  your  way. 

Md.  Thou  art  my  way,  and  I will  tread  upon  thee. 

Till  I find  truth  out. 

Evad.  What  truth  is  that  you  look  for  ? 

Mel.  Thy  long-loft  honour : would  the  Gods  had  fet  me 
One  of  their  loudeft  bolts ; come  tell  me  quickly, 

Do  it  without  enforcement,  and  take  heed 
You  fwell  me  not  above  my  temper. 

Evad.  How  Sir  ? where  got  you  this  report  ? 

Mel.  Where  there  was  people  in  every  place. 

Evad.  They  and  the  feconds  of  it  are  bafe  people  y 
Believe  them  not,  they  lyed. 

Md.  Do  not  play  with  mine  anger,  do  not  Wretch, 

I come  to  know  that  delperate  Fool  that  drew  thee 
From  thy  fair  life  •,  be  wife,  and  lay  him  open. 

Evad.  Unhand  me,  and  learn  manners,  fuch  another 
Forgetfulnefs  forfeits  your  life. 

Md.  Quench  me  this  mighty  humour,  and  then  tell  me 
Whofe  Whore  you  are,  for  you  are  one,  I know  it. 

Let  all  mine  honours  perilh  but  I’le  find  him. 

Though  he  lie  lockt  up  in  thy  blood  i be  fudden  ; 

There  is  no  facing  it,  and  be  not  flattered  ^ 

The  burnt  air,  when  the  L>o^  raigns,  is  not  fouler 
Than  thy  contagious  name,  till  thy  repentance 
(If  the  Gods  grant  thee  any)  purge  thy  ficknefs. 

Evad.  Be  gone,  you  are  my  Brother,  that’s  your  fafety. 

Md.  rie  be  a Wolf  firft  ^ ’tis  to  be  thy  Brother 
An  infamy  below  the  fin  of  a Coward  : 

I ana  as  far  from  being  part  of  thee, 

As  thou  art  from  thy  vertue : feck  a kindred 
’Mongft  fenfual  beafts,  and  make  a Goat  thy  Brother, 

A Goat  is  cooler ; will  you  tell  me  yet  ? 

Evad.  If  you  ftay  here  and  rail  thus,  I fliall  tell  you, 
rie  ha’  you  whipt  ^ get  you  to  your  command, 

And  there  preach  to  your  Sentinels,  (you. 

And  tell  them  what  a brave  man  you  arc I fliall  laugh  at 

Md.  Y’are  grown  a glorious  Whore  *,  where  be  your 
Fighters  .<*  what  mortal  Fool  durft  raife  thee  to  this  daring. 
And  I alive?  by  my  juft  Sword,  h’ad  fafer 
Beftride  a Billow  when  the  angry  North 
Plows  up  the  Sea,  or  made  Hcavens  fire  his  food ; 

Work  me  no  higher*,  will  you  difeover  yet? 

Evad.  The  Fellow’s  mad,  fleej)  and  fpeak  lenfe. 

Md.  Force  my  fwollen  heart  no  further  j 1 would  fave 
thee  \ your  great  maintainers  are  not  here , they  dare  not, 
would  they  were  all,  and  armed,!  would  fpeak  loud  •,  here’s 
one  Ihould  thunder  to  ’em ; will  you  tell  me  ? thou  haft  no 
hope  to  fcape ; he  that  dares  moft,  and  damns  away  his  foul 
to  do  thee  fervice , will  fboner  fetch  meat  from  a hungry 
Lion , than  come  to  refeue  thee  ^ thou  haft  death  about 
thee:  h’as undone  thine  honour,  poyfon’d  thy  vertue , and 
of  a lovely  rofe,  left  thee  a canker. 

Evad.  Let  me  confider.  Mel.  Do,  whofe  child  thou  vvert, 
Whofe  honour  thou  haft  murdered,  whofe  grave  open’d, 

And 
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And  To  pull’d  on  the  Gods,  that  in  their  juftice 
They  mult  rcftorc  him  flelh  again  and  life, 

And  raife  his  dry  bones  to  revenge  his  fcandal. 

Evnd.  The  gods  are  not  of  my  mind ; they  had  better  let 
’em  lie  Tweet  llill  in  the  earth  •,  they’l  ftink  here. 

Akl.  Do  you  raife  mirth  out  of  my  eafinefs  ? 

Forlake  me  then  all  weaknefles  of  Nature, 

That  make  men  women  : S'peak  you  whore,  fpeak  truth. 

Or  by  the  dear  foul  of  thy  deeping  Father, 

This  fword  (hall  be  thy  lover : tell,  or  Tie  kill  thee; 

And  when  thou  haft  told  all,  thou  wilt  deferve  it. 

EvAd.  You  will  not  murder  me ! 

Mcl.  No,  ’tis  a juftice,  and  a noble  one, 

To  put  the  light  out  of  fuch  bafe  offenders. 

Evad.  Help ! 

Mel.  By  thy  foul  felf,  no  humane  help  diall  help  thee. 

If  thou  cried: : when  I have  kill’d  thee,  as  I have 
Vow’d  to  do,  if  thou  confefs  not,  naked  as  thou  haft  left 
Thine  honour,  will  1 leave  thee. 

That  on  thy  branded  flelh  the  world  may  read 
Thy  black  ihame,  and  my  juftice  •,  wilt  thou  bend  yet  ? 

£vad.  Yes.  Mel.  Up  and  begin  your  dory. 

Evad.  Oh  I am  miferable. 

Mel.  ’Tis  true,  thou  art,  fpeak  truth  ftill. 

Evad.  I have  oftended,  noble  Sir  : forgive  me. 

Mel.  With  what  fecure  dave  ? Evad.  Do  not  ask  me  Sir. 
Mine  own  remembrance  is  a miftry  too  mightic  for  me. 

Mel.  Do  not  fall  back  again  •,  my  fword’s  unlheath’d  yet. 

Evad.  Whatlhallldo? 

Mel.  Be  true,  and  make  your  fault  lefts. 

Evad.  I dare  not  tell. 

Mel.  Tell,  or  Tie  be  this  day  a killing  thee. 

Evad.  Will  you  forgive  me  then  ? 

Mel.  Stay,  I muft  ask  mine  honour  firfl:,  I have  too  much 
foolilh  nature  in  me ; fpeak.  Svad.  Is  there  none  elfte  here  ? 

Mel.  None  but  a fearful  confcience,that’s  too  many.  Who 

Evad.  O hear  me  gently  *,  it  was  the  King.  (is’t  ? 

Mcl.  No  more.  My  worthy  father’s  and  my  fervices 
Are  liberally  rewarded ! King,  I thank  thee. 

For  all  my  dangers  and  my  wounds,  thou  haft  paid  me 
In  my  own  metal  : Thefeare  Souldiers  thanks. 

How  long  have  you  liv’d  thus  Evadne  ? Svad.  Too  long. 

Mel.  Too  late  you  find  it  ; can  you  be  forry  ? 

Evad.  Would  I were  half  as  blamelefts. 

Mel.  Evadne,  thou  wilt  to  thy  trade  again. 

Evad.  Firft  to  my  grave. 

Mel.  Would  gods  th’hadft  been  To  bleft : 

Doft  thou  not  hate  this  King  now  ? prethee  hate  him : 
Couldft  thou  not  curfe  him  ? I command  thee  curfte  him, 
Curfte  till  the  gods  hear,  and  deliver  him 
To  thy  juft  wilhes  : yet  1 fear  Evadhe, 

You  had  rather  play  your  game  out.  ' 

Evad.  No,  I feel  (after. 

Too  many  fad  confufions  here  to  let  in  any  loofe  flame  here- 

Mel.  Doft  thou  not  feel  amongft  all  thofe  one  brave  anger 
That  breaks  out  nobly , and  dire^s  thine  arm  to  kill  this  bafe 

Evad.  All  the  gods  forbid  it.  (King? 

Mel.  No,  all  the  gods  require  it,  they  are  difhonoured  in 

Evad.  ’Tis  too  fearful.  (him. 

Mel.  Y’are  valiant  in  his  bed,  and  bold  enough 
To  be  a ftale  whore,  and  have  your  Madams  name 
Difcourfte  for  Grooms  and  Pages,  and  hereafter 
When  his  cool  Majeftie  hath  laid  you  by. 

To  be  at'penlion  with  Tome  needy  Sir 

For  meat  and  courier  clothes,  thus  far  you  know  no  fear. 

Come,  you  (hall  kill  him.  Evad.  Good  Sir ! 

Mcl.  And ’twere  to  kifts  him  dead,  thou’d  ftmother  him*, 
Be  wife  and  kill  him  : Canft  thou  live  and  know 
What  noble  minds  (hall  make  thee  fee  thy  felf 
Found  out  with  every  finger,  made  the  fhame 
Of  all  ftuccefTions,  and  in  this  great  ruine 
Thy  brother  and  thy  noble  husband  broken  ? 

Thou  (halt  not  live  thus  kneel  and  ftwear  to  help  me 
When  I fhall  call  thee  to  it,  or  by  all 


Holy  in  heaven  and  earth,  thou  (halt  not  live 
To  breath  a full  hour  longer,  not  a thought : 

Come  ’tis  a righteous  oath  •,  give  me  thy  hand. 

And  both  to  heaven  held  up,  fwear  by  that  wealth 
This  luftful  thief  ftole  from  thee,  when  I fay  it 
To  let  his  foul  foul  out.  Evad.  Here  I fwear  it 
And  all  you  ftpirits  of  abufed  Ladies  * 

Help  me  in  this  performance. 

Mel.  Enough^  this  muft  be  known  to  none 
But  you  and  1 Evadne  •,  not  to  your  Lord, 

Though  he  be  wife  and  noble,  and  a fellow 
Dares  ftep  as  far  into  a worthy  adtion, 

As  the  moft  daring,  I as  far  as  Juftice. 

Ask  me  not  why.  Farew'ell.  Mel. 

Evad.  Would  I could  fay  fo  to  my  black  difgrace. 

Oh  where  have  I been  all  this  time ! how  friended,' 

That  I fhould  lofe  my  lelf  thus  deftperately. 

And  none  for  jnty  Ihcw  me  how  I wandred  ? 

There  is  not  in  the  compafs  of  the  light 
A more  unhappy  creature  : fture  I am  monftrous. 

For  I have  done  thofe  follies,  thofe  mad  mifehiefs, 

Would  dare  a woman.  O my  loaden  foul. 

Be  not  fb  Ciuel  to  me,  choak  not  up  ^Enter  Arnintox. 
The  way  to  my  repentance.  O my  Lord. 

Amin.  How  now  ? 

Evad.  My  much  abufed  Lord  ! \Kneels. 

Arran.  This  cannot  be. 

Evad.  I do  not  kneel  to  live,  I dare  not  hope  it  j 
The  wrongs  I did  are  greater  look  upon  me 
Though  I appear  with  all  my  faults.  Amin.  Stand  up. 
This  is  no  new  way  to  beget  more  ftorrow 
Heaven  knows  I have  too  many  ^ do  not  mock  me  j 
Though  I am  tame  and  bred  up  vv'ith  my  wrongs, 

Which  are  my  fofter- brothers,  I may  leap 
Like  a hand-wolf  into  my  natural  wilde^efs. 

And  do  an  out  rage  : pray  thee  do  not  mock  me. 

Evad.  My  whole  life  is  fto  leprous,  it  infeds 
All  my  repentance  : I would  buy  your  pardon 
Though  at  the  higheft  ftet,  even  with  my  life : 

That  flight  contrition,  that’s  no  facrifice 

For  what  I have  committed.  Amin.  Sure  I dazle : 

There  cannot  be  a faith  in  that  foul  woman 

That  knows  no  God  more  mighty  than  her  mifehiefs ; 

Thou  doft  ftill  worft,  ftill  number  on  thy  faults, 

To  prefs  my  poor  heart  thus.  Can  I believe 
There’s  any  feed  of  Vertue  in  that  woman 
Left  to  flioot  up,  that  dares  go  on  in  fin 
Known,  and  fo  known  as  thine  is,  O Evadt^e ! 

Would  there  were  any  ftafety  in  thy  fex. 

That  I might  put  a thouftand  ftorrows  off, 

And  credit  thy  repentance  ^but  I muft  not  ^ 

Thou  haft  brought  me  to  ^^ull  calamity, 

To  that  ftrange  misbelief  ^ all  the  world, 

And  all  things  that  are  in  it,  that  I fear 
I (hall  fall  like  a tree,  and  find  my  grave, 

Only  remembring  that  I grieve.  Evad.  My  Lord, 

Give  me  your  griefs ; you  are  an  innocent, 

A (bul  as  white  as  heaven ; let  not  my  fins 
Perilh  your  noble  youth  : I do  not  fall  here 
To  (hadow  by  diftembling  with  my  tears. 

As  all  fay  women  can,  or  to  make  lefs 
What  my  hot  will  hath  done,  which  heaven  and  you 
Knows  to  be  tougher  than  the  hand  of  time 
Can  cut  from  mans  remembrance ; no  I do  not  *, 

I do  appear  the  fame,  the  fame  Evadne, 

Dreft  in  the  fhames  I liv’d  in,  the  fame  monftcr. 

But  thefe  are  names  of  honour,  to  what  I am , 

I do  preftent  my  felf  the  fouled:  creature, 

Moft  poyfonous, dangerous,  and  defpis’d  of  men, 

Lerna  e’re  bred,  or  Niltu ; I am  hell, 

Till  you,  my  dear  Lord,  (hoot  your  light  into  me, 

The  beams  of  your  forgivenefs ; 1 amfoul-fick, 

And  whither  with  the  fear  of  one  condernn’d , 

Till  I have  got  your  pardon.  Amin.  Rife  Evadne. 
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Thofe  heavenly  powers  that  put  this  good  into  thee, 
Grant  a continuance  of  it  : 1 forgive  thee 
Make  thy  felf  worthy  of  it,  and  take  heed, 

Take  heed  Evadne  this  be  ferious  ^ 

Mock  not  the  powers  above,  that  can  and  dare 
Give  thee  a great  example  of  their  julfice 
To  all  enfuingeyes,  if  thouplai’ft 
With  thy  repentance,  the  bell  facrifice. 

Evad.  1 have  done  nothing  good  to  win  belief, 

My  life  hath  been  fo  faithlcfs  •,  all  the  creatures 
Made  for  heavens  honours  have  their  ends,  and  good  ones, 
All  but  the  coufening  Crocodiles.,  falfe  women  ; 

They  reign  here  like  thole  plagues,  thofe  killing  fores 
Men  pray  againft  and  when  they  die,  like  tales 
III  told,  and  unbeliev’d,  they  pafs  away. 

And  go  to  dud;  forgotten  : But  my  Lord, 

Thofe  Ihort  dayes  1 lhall  number  to  my  reft, 

(As  many  raufc  not  fee  me)  fnall  though  too  late. 

Though  in  my  evening,  yet  perceive  a will. 

Since  I can  do  no  good  bccaufe  a woman. 

Reach  conllantly  at  fome  thing  that  is  near  it  •, 

1 w 11  redeem  one  minute  of  my  age. 

Or  like  another  T^iohe  Tie  w^eep  till  I am  water. 

jdmin.  I am  now  dilToIved  : 

My  frozen  foul  melts  : may  each  fin  thou  halt. 

Find  a new  mercy  ; Rile,  I am  at  peace : 

Hadlt  thou  been  thus,  thus  excellently  good. 

Before  that  devil  King  tempted  thy  frailty. 

Sure  thou  hadft  made  a ftar : give  me  thy  hand  j 
From  this  time  I will  know  thee,  and  as  far 
As  honour  gives  me  leave,  be  thy  Annntor : 

When  we  meet  next,  I will  falute  thee  fairly, 

And  pray  the  gods  to  give  thee  happy  dayes  ; 

My  char^lty  lhall  go  along  with  thee. 

Though  my  embraces  mull  be  far  from  thee. 

I Ihould  ha’  kill’d  thee,  but  this  fwcet  repentance 
Locks  up  my  vengeance,  for  which  thus  I kifs  thee. 

The  lall  kifs  we  mull  take ; and  would  to  heaven 
The  holy  Fried  that  gave  our  hands  together. 

Had  given  us  equal  Vertues  : go  Evadncy 
The  gods, thus  part  our  bodies,  have  a care 
My  honour  falls  no  farther,  I am  well  then. 

Evad.  All  the  dear  joyes  here,  and  above  hereafter 
Crown  thy  fair  foul ; thus  I take  leave  my  Lord, 

And  never  lhall  you  fee  the  foul  Evadne 
Till  Ufave  tryed  all  honoured  means  that  may 
Set  her  in  red,  and  waOi  her  itains  away.  [E.>:eum. 

Banejuct.*  Enter  KingyCaliana.v,  ffohoyes  play  within. 

King.  I cannot  tell  how  I Ihould  credit  this 
From  you  that  are  his  enemy. 

Cd.  I am  lure  he  laid  It  to  me,  and  Tie  judifie  it 
What  way  he  dares  oppole,  but  with  my  Rvord. 

King.  But  did  he  break  without  all  circumdance 
To  you  his  foe,  that  he  would  have  the  Fort 
To  kill  me,  and  then  efcape  ? 

Oil.  If  he  deny  it.  Tie  make  him  blulh. 
dCi.ng.  It  founds  incredibly. 

Cal.  I,  fo  does  every  thing  I fay  of  late. 

Ting.  HotCo^aliana-v.  Cal.  Yes,  I fhould  lit 
Mute,  whild  a Rogue  with  droiig  arms  cuts  your  throat. 

King.  Weil,  I will  try  him,  and  if  thisbe  true 
Tic  pawn  my  life  Tie  find  it  •,  if’t  be  falfe. 

And  that  you  clothe  your  hate  in  fuch  a lie, 

You  lhall  hcrealter  doat  in  your  own  houfe,  notin  theCourt 
Cal.  Why  if  it  be  a lie. 

Mine  ears  are  falfe*,  for  Tie  be  fworn  I heard  it : 

Old  men  are  good  for  nothing  ^ you  were  bed 

Flit  me  to  death  forbearing,  and  free  him 

For  meaning  of  it  •,  you  would  ha’  truded  me 

Once,  but  the  time  is  altered.  (world* 

d^ing.  And  will  dill  where  I may  do  with  judice  to  the  ^ 

You  haveno  witnefs.  Cul.  Yes,  my  felf. 

King,  No  more  I mean  there  were  that  heard  it. 


Cal.  How  no  more  ? would  you  have  more  ? why  am 
Not  I enough  to  hang  a thoufand  Rogues  ? 

. King.  But  fo  you  may  hang  honed  men  too  if  you  pleafe. 
Cal.  I may,  ’tis  like  I will  do  fo  j there  are  a hundred  will 
fwear  it  for  a need  too,  if  1 fay  it. 

Ktng.  Such  witnedes  we  need  not.  (knave. 

Cal.  And  ’tis  hard  if  my  Word  cannot  hang  a boyderous 
King.  Enough  y where’s  Strata  ? Stra.  Sir ! 

Enter  Strata. 

King.  Why  where’s  all  the  company  ? call  Anmtor  in. 
Evadney  where’s  my  Brother,  and  Melamim  ? 

Bid  him  come  too,  and  Diphdns ; call  all  f£A7>  Strata. 
That  are  without  there  : if  he  Ihould  dellre 
The  combat  of  you,  ’tis  not  in  the  power 
Of  all  our  Law’S  to  hinder  it,  unlefs  we  mean  to  quit  ’em. 

Cal.  Why  if  you  do  think 
’Tis  fit  an  old  Man  and  a Counfellor, 

To  fight  for  what  he  fayes,  then  you  may  grant  it. 

Enter  Amin.  Evad.  Mel.  Diph.  Lipfi.  Cle.  Stra.  Diag. 

King.  Come  Sirs,  Amintar  thou  art  yet  a Bridegroom, 
And  I will  ufe  thee  fo  : thou  lhalt  fit  down ; 

Evadne  fit,  and  you  Amintar  too  *, 

This  Banquet  is  for  you,  fir : Who  has  brought 
A merry  Tale  about  him,  to  raife  a laughter 
Amongd  our  wine  ? why  Strata,  where  art  thou  ? 

Thou  wilt  chop  out  with  them  unfcafonably 
When  I defire  ’em  not. 

Strata.  ’Tis  my  ill  luck  Sir,  fo  to  fpend  them  then. 

Eing.  Reach  me  a boul  of  wine  .*  Adelantim,  thou  art  lad. 
Amtn.  I Ihould  be  Sir  the  merried  here. 

But  I ha’  ne’re  a dory  of  mine  own 
Worth  telling  at  this  time. 

King.  Give  me  the  Wine. 

Melantim,  I am  now  confidering 
How  cafie  ’twere  for  any  man  we  trud 
To  poyfon  one  of  us  in  fuch  a boul. 

Mel.  I think  it  were  not  hard  Sir,  for  a Knave. 

Cal.  Such  as  you  arc. 

King.  T faith ’twere  eafie,  it  becomes  us  well 
To  get  plain  dealing  men  about  our  felvcs, 

Such  as  you  all  arc  here  ; Amintar,  to  thee 
And  to  thy  fair  Evadne. 

Mel.  Have  you  thought  of  this  Caliana.v  ? lAftde. 

Cal.  Yes  marry  have  I. 

Mel.  And  what’s  your  refol«tion  ? 

Cal.  Ye  fhall  have  it  foundly  ? 

King.  Reach  to  Amintcr,  Strata.  Amin.  Here  my  love, 
This  Wine  will  do  thee  wrong,  for  it  will  fet 
Blufhes  upon  thy  cheeks, and  till  thou  dod  a fault,’twere  pity. 

King.  Yet  I wonder  much 
Of  the  drange  defperation  of  thefe  men. 

That  dare  attempt  fuch  aids  here  in  our  State  j 
He  could  not  efcape  that  did  it. 

Mel.  Were  he  known,  unpoilible. 

King.  It  would  be  known,  Melantnu. 

Mel.  It  ought  to  be,  if  he  got  then  away 
He  mud  wear  all  our  lives  upon  his  fword. 

He  need  not  fly  the  Ifland,  he  mud  leave  no  one  alive. 

King.  No,  I fliould  think  no  man 
Could  kill  me  and  feape  clear,  but  that  old  man. 

Cal.  But  I ! heaven  bids  me : I,  Ihould  I my  Liege  ? 
iiT/w'*  I do  notthink  thou  wouldd,  but  yet  thou  might’d, 
For  thou  had  in  thy  hands  the  means  to  feape,  (well. 

By  keeping  of  the  Fort , he  has,  Melantim,  and  he  has  kept  it 
Mel.  From  cobwebs  Sir, 

’Tis  clean  fwept : I can  find  no  other  Art  (ed. 

In  keeping  of  it  now,  ’twas  ne’re  befieg’d  fincc  he  command- 
Cal.  I lhall  be  fure  of  your  good  word. 

But  I have  kept  it  fafe  from  fuch  as  you. 

Mel.  Keep  your  ill  temper  in,  (much. 

I fpeak  no  malice  ^ had  my  brother  kept  it  I Ihould  ha’faid  as 
King.  You  are  not  merry,  brother drink  wine. 

Sit  you  all  dill!  Calianax,  lAfidc. 

— I c-annot 
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I cannot  trufi:  thus ; 1 have  thrown  out  words 

That  would  have  fetcht  warm  ^ood  upon  the  cheeks 

Of  guilty  men, and  he  is  never  mWd, he  knows  noluch  tning. 

Cd.  Impudence  may  fcape,  when  feeble  vertuc  is  accus’d. 

King.  He  mult,  if  he  were  guilty,  feel  an  alteration 
At  this  our  whifptr,  whillt  wfe'pointat  him, 

You  fee  he  does  not.  Cal.  Let  him  hang  himfelf, 

What  care  I what  he  does  *,  this  he  did  fay. 

King,  Melantim^  you  cannot  eafily  conceive 
What  I have  meant  \ for  men  that  are  in  fault 
Can  fubtly  apprehend  when  others  aime 
At  what  they  do  amifs ; but  I forgive 
Freely  before  this  man  *,  heaven  do  fo  too  : 

I will  not  touch  thee  fo  much  as  with  fhame 
Of  telling  it,  let  it  be  fo  no  more. 

Cd.  Why  this  is  very  fine.  Mel.  I cannot  tell 
What  ’tis  you  mean,^t  I am  apt  enough 
■ - Rudely  to  thrull  int^noraot  fault. 

But  let  me  know  it ^SSS^ily  ’tis  nought 

But  mifconllrucftion,  and  where  I am  clear 

I will  not-take  forgivenefs  of  the  gods,  much  lefs  of  you. 

King.  Nay  if  you  Rand  fo  ftiff,  1 lhall  call  back  my  mercy. 

Mcl.  I want  fmootbnefs 

To  thank  a man  for  pardoning  of  a crime  I never  knew. 

King.  Not  to  inftrudl:  your  knowledge,  but  to  fliew  you 
my  cars  are  every  where,  you  meant  to  kill  me,  and  get  the 
, Fort  to  fcape. 

Mel,  Pardon  me  Sir ; my  bluntnefs  will  be  pardoned : 
You  preferve 

A race  of  idle  people  here  about  you, 

Eaters,  and  talkers,  to  defame  the  worth 

Of  thofe  that  do  things  worthy  *,  the  man  that  uttered  this 

Had  periflit  without  food,  be’t  who  it  will. 

But  for  this  arm  that  fenc’t  him  from  the  foe. 

And  if  I thought  you  gave  a faith  to  this, 

The  plainnefs  of  my  nature  would  fpeak  more ; 

Give  me  a pardon  (for  you  ought  to  do’t) 

To  kill  him  that  fpake  this. 

Cal.  I,  that  will  be  the  end  of  all. 

Then  I am  fairly  paid  for  all  my  care  and  fervice. 

Mel.  That  old  man  who  calls  me  enemy,  and  of  whom  I 
(Though  I will  never  match  my  hate  fo  low) 

Have  no  good  thought,  would  yet  I think  excule  me, 

And  fwear  he  thought  me  wrong’d  in  this. 

Cal.  Who  I,  thou  lhamelefs  fellow ! didfl:  thou  not  fpeak 
to  me  of  it  thy  felf  ? 

Mel.  O then  it  came  from  him. 

Cal.  From  me ! who  Ihould  it  come  from  but  from  me  ? 

Mel.  Nay,  I believe  your  malice  is  enough. 

But  1 ha’  loft  my  anger.  Sir,  I hope  you  are  well  fatisfied. 

King.  Li/ip.  Chear  Amintor  and  his  Lady^there’s  no  found 
Comes  from  you  *,  I will  Come  and  do’t  my  felf. 

Amin.  You  have  done  already  Sir  for  me,  I thank  you. 

King.  Melantim^  I do  Credit  this  from  him. 

How  flight  fo  e’re  you  mak’t. 

Mel.  ’Tis  flrange  you  Ihould. 

Cal.  ’Tis  ftrange  he  Ihould  believe  an  old  mans  word. 
That  never  lied  in  his  life. 

Mel.  I talk  not  to  thee  *, 

Shall  the  wild  words  of  this  diftempered  man, 

Frantick  with  age  and  forrow,  make  a breach 
Betwixt  your  Majefty  and  me  ? ’twas  wrong 
To  hearken  to  him but  to  credit  him 
As  much,  at  leaft,  as  I have  power  to  bear. 

But  pardon  me,  whilfl:  I Ipeak  only  truth, 

I may  commend  my  felf 1 have  bellow’d 

My  carelefs  blood  with  you,  and  Ihould  be  loth 
To  think  an  adion  that  would  make  me  lofe 
That,  and  my  thanks  too : when  I was  a boy, 

•I  thrull  my  felf  into  my  Countries  caule. 

And  did  a deed  that  pluckt  five  years  from  time. 

And  fcil’d  me  man  then  : And  for  you  my  King, 

Your  fubjeds  all  have  fed  by  vertue  of  my  arm. 

. This  fword  of  mine  hath  plow’d  the  ground. 
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And  reapt  the  fruit  in  peace ; 

And  your  felf  have  liv’d  at  home  in  eafe : 

So  terrible  I grew,  that  without  fwords  ' 

My  name  hath  fetcht  you  conquell,  and  my  heart 
And  limbs  are  Ilill  the  lame  j my  will  is  great 
To  do  you  fervice  : let  me'  not  be  paid 
With  fuch  a Ilrange  diftruft. 

P»g.  Melantiui,  I held  it  great  injufiice  to  believe 
Thine  Enemy,  and  did  not ; if  I did, 

I do  not,  let  that  latisfie  : what  Ilruck 
With  fadnefs  all  ? More  Wine ! 

Cal.  A few  fine  words  have  overthrown  my  truth  • 

Ah  th’art  a Villain. 

Mel.  Why  thou  wert  better  let  me  have  the  Fort, 
Dotard,  I will  difgrace  thee  thus  for  ever ; p Afde. 

There  lhall  no  credit  lie  upon  thy  words ; 

Think  better  and  deliver  it. 

Cal.  ^ My  Liege,  he’s  at  me  now  agen  to  do  it ; Ipeak, 
Deny  it  if  thou  canll ; examine  him 
Whim  he’s  hot,  for  he’l  cool  agen,  he  will  forfwcar  it. 

King.  This  is  lunacy  I hope,  Mclantm. 

Mel.  He  hath  loll  himfelf 
Much  fince  his  Daughter  mill  the  happinefs 
My  Siller  gain’d  •,  and  though  he  call  me  Foe,  I pity  him. 

Cal.  I^lxy ! a pox  upon  you. 

King.  Mark  his  difordered  words,  and  at  the  Mask. 

Mel.  knows  he  raged,  and  rail’d  at  me, 

And  cal’d  a Lady  Whore,  fo  innocent 
Slie  underllood  him  not ; but  it  becomes 
Both  you  and  me  too,  to  forgive  dillradion, 

Pardon  him  as  I do. 

Cal.  Tie  not  Ipeak  for  thee,  for  all  thy  cunning, if  you  will 
be  lafe  chop  off  his  head,  for  there  was  never  known  fo  im- 
pudent a Rafcal.  w 

King.  Some  that  love  him,  get  him  to  bed  : Why,  pity 
Ihould  not  let  age  make  it  felf  contemptible ; we  mult  be 
all  old,  have  him  away. 

Mel.  Caliana.Vy  the  King  believes  you  •,  come,  you  lhall  go 
Home,  and  rell  *,  you  ha’  done  well  ^ you’l  give  it  up 
When  I have  us’d  you  thus  a moneth  I hope. 

Cal.  Now,  now,  ’tis  plain  Sir,  he  does  move  me  Hill  ^ 

He  fayes  he  knows  I’le  give  him  up  the  Fort, 

When  he  has  us’d  me  thus  a moneth ; I am  mad. 

Am  I not  Hill  ? Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Cal.  I lhall  be  mad  indeed,  if  you  do  thus  •, 

Why  would  you  trull  a fturdy  fellow  there 
(That  has  no  vertue  in  him,  all’s  in  his  fword) 

Before  me  ? do  but  take  his  weapons  from  hyn. 

And  he’s  an  Afs,  and  I am  a very  fool. 

Both  with  him,  and  without  him,  as  you  ufe  me. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

King.  ^T'iS  Vi tWedianax'^  but  if  you  ufe 
This  once  again,  I lhall  intreat  fome  other 
To  lee  your  Offices  be  well  difeharg’d. 

Be  merry  Gentlemen,  it  grows  fomewhat  late. 

thou  wouldell  be  abed  again.  Amin.  Yes  Sir. 

King.  And  you  Evadne ; let  me  take  thee  in  my  arms, 
Melantim.,  and  believe  thou  art  as  thou  defervell  to  be,  my 
friend  Hill,  and  for  ever.  Good  Cahanax.^ 

Sleep  foundly,  it  will  bring  thee  to  thy  felf. 

\^Sxeunt  omnes.  Manent  Aid.  and  Cal. 

Cal.  Sleep  foundly ! I II cep  foundly  now  1 hope, 

I could  not  be  thus  elfe.  How  dar’Il  thou  Hay 
Alone  with  me,  knowing  how  thou  hall  ufed  me  ? 

Mel.  You  cannot  blall  me  with  your  tongue. 

And  that’s  the  Ilrongell  part  you  have  about  you. 

Cal.  I do  look  for  fome  great  puniffiment  for  this. 

For  I begin  to  forget  all  my  hate. 

And  tak’t  unkindly  that  mine  enemy 
Should  ufc  me  fo  extraordinarily  feurvily. 

Mel.  Imall  melt  too,  if  you  begin  to  take 
Unkindnelles  : I never  meant  you  hurt. 

Cal.  Thou’lt  anger  me  again ; thou  wretched  rogue. 
Meant  me  no  hurt ! dilgrace  me  with  the  King-, 

Lofc 
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Lofc  all  my  Offices  1 this  is  no  hurt. 

Is  it  ? I prethee  what  doit  thou  call  hurt  ? 

Mel.  To  poyfon  men  bccaufc  they  love  me  not  *, 

To  call  the  credit  of  mens  Wives  in  queftion ; 

To  murder  children  betwixt  me  and  land  ; this  is  all  hurt. 

Cal.  All  this  thou  think’It  is  fport  •, 

For  mine  is  worfe  : but  ufethy  will  with  me-, 

For  betwixt  grief  and  anger  I could  cry, 

Aiel.  Be  wife  then,  and  be  fafe  *,  thou  may’ll  revenge. 

Ct/.  I o’th’King?  I would  revenge  of  thee. 

Mel.  That  you  mull  plot  your  felf. 

Cal.  lama  fine  plotter. 

Mel.  The  ffiort  is,  I will  hold  thee  with  the  King 

In  this  perplexity,  till  pceviffinefs 

And  thy  dilgrace  have  laid  thee  in  thy  grave : 

But  if  thou  wilt  deliver  up  the  Fort, 
i’le  take  thy  trembling  body  in  my  arms,  (Hate. 

And  bear  thee  over  dangers  *,  thou  ffialt  hold  thy  wonted 
Cal.  If  I fnould  tell  the  King,  can’ll  thou  deny’t  again  ? 
Adel.  Try  and  believe. 

Cal.  Nay  then,  thou  can’ll  bring  any  thing  about : 

Thou  ffialt  have  the  Fort. 

Mel.  Why  well,  here  let  our  hate  be  buried,  and 

This  hand  ffiall  right  us  both  j give  me  thy  aged  breaft  to 
compafs. 

Cal.  Nay,  I do  not  love  thee  yet : 

I cannot  well  endure  to  look  on  thee : 

And  if  I thought  it  were  a courtefie, 

Thou  ffiould’ft  not  have  it  : but  I am  dilgrac’d 

My  Offices  arc  to  be  ta’ne  away 

And  if  I did  but  hold  this  Fort  a day, 

I do  believe  the  King  would  take  it  from  me. 

And  give  it  thee,  things  are  lb  llrangely  carried ; 

Nere  thank  me  for’t  i but  yet  the  King  ffiall  know 

There  was  fomc  fiich  thing  in’t  I told  him  of  ^ 

And  that  I was  an  honeft  man. 

Mtl.  Hee’l  buy  that  knowdedge  very  dearly. 

Eater  Difh:lns. 

What  news  with  thee  ? 

‘Dtph.  This  were  a night  indeed  to  do  it  in ; 

The  King  hath  fent  for  her. 

Mel.  She  ffiall  perform  it  then go  Dlphilusy 

And  take  from  this  good  man,  my  worthy  friend, 

1 he  Fort  ; he’l  give  it  thee. 

Dtph.  Ha’  you  got  that  ? 

Cal.  A-i  t thou  of  the  fame  breed  ? canll  thou  deny 

This  to  the  King  too  ? 

Diph.  \,\hth  a confidence  as  great  as  his. 

Cal.  Faith,  like  enough. 

^Mcl.  Away,  and  ufc  him  kindly. 

Cal.  Touch  not  me,  I hate  the  whole  (train  : if  thou  fol- 
low me  a great  way  off',  Tic  give  thee  up  the  Fort  5 and  hang 
your  fclves. 

Mel.  Begone. 

Diph.  He’s  finely  wrought.  [_Exeuat  Cal.  Diph. 

Mel.  This  is  a night  in  fpite  of  Allronomers 

To  do  the  deed  in 1 W'ill  waffi  the  Itain 

That  lefts  upon  our  Houfe,  off  with  his  blood. 

Enter  Amihtor. 

Amin.  7i'Ielantins,  now  affiff:  me  if  thou  beeft 
; That  which  thou  lay’ll,  affiff;  me  ; I have  loll  (me. 

j All  my  di  (tempers,  and  have  found  a rage  fo  plcafing  \ help 
i Mel.  Who  can  fee  him  thus, 
i And  not  fwear  vengeance  ? what’s  the  matter  friend  ? 

Amtn.  Out  w'ith  thy  fword  ^ and  hand  in  hand  with  me 
Ruffi  to  the  Chamber  of  this  hated  King, 

And  link  him  with  the  weight  of  all  his  fins  to  hell  forever. 

Md.  ’Tw-ere  a raffi  attempt. 

Not  to  be  done  with  fafety  : let  your  reafon 

Plot  your  revenge,  and  not  your  paffion. 

Amint.  If  thou  refulell  me.in  thefe  extreams, 

Thou  art  no  friend  : he  fent  for  her  to  me ; 

By  Heaven  to  me ; my  felf*,  and  I mult  tell  ye 

I love  her  as  a (Iranger  ^ there  is  worth 

1 In  that  vile  woman,  worthy  things,  MeUntins  j 

And  Ihe  repents.  Tie  do’t  my  felf  alone, 

1 Though  I be  (lain.  Farewell. 

Mel.  He’l  overthrow  my  whole  defign  with  madnels : 
Amint  or  y think  what  thou  doell  I dare  as  much  as  valour 
But  ’tis  the  King,  the  King,  the  King,  Amintor^ 

With  whom  thou  fighteff:  ^ I know  he’s  honell,  ZAJide. 

And  this  will  work  with  him. 

Amint.  I cannot  tell 

What  thou  haft  faid  ^ but  thou  haft  charm’d  my  fword 

Out  of  my  hand,  and  left  me  (baking  here  defencelefs. 

Mel.  I will  take  it  up  for  thee. 

Amint.  What  a wild  bead  is  uncolleded  man ! 

The  thing  that  we  call  Honour,  bears  us  all 

Headlong  unto  fin,  and  yet  it  (elf  is  nothing. 

Mel.  Alas,  how  variable  are  thy  thoughts ! 

Amint.  Juft  like  my  fortunes : I was  run  to  that 

I purpos’d  to  have  chid  thee  for. 

Some  Plot  I did  diftruft  thou  hadll  againft  the  King 

By  that  old  fellows  carriage  : but  take  heed. 

There  is  not  the  lead  limb  growing  to  a King, 

But  carries  thunder  in  it. 

Mel.  I have  none  againft  him. 

Amint.  Why  ? come  then,  and  (till  remember  we  may 
not  think  revenge. 
cjhfel.  I will  remember. 

ABus  Onifttus, 

Enter  Evadne  and  a Gentleman. 

AD.  Sir,  is  the  King  abed  ? 
jUj  ^ent.  Madam,  an  hour  ago. 

Evad.  Give  me  the  key  then,  and  let  none  be  near ; 

’Tis  the  Kings  pleafure. 

Cent.  I underftand  you  Madam,  would ’twerc  mine. 

I mud  not  wifli  good  reft  unto  your  Ladifliip. 

Evad.  You  talk,  you  talk. 

Gent.  ’Tis  all  I dare  do,  Madam  ^ but  the  King  will  wake, 
and  then. 

Evad.  Saving  your  imagination,  pray  good  night  Sir. 

Cjent.  A good  night  be  it  then,  and  a long  one  Madam  ^ 

I am  gone. 

Evad.  The  night  grows  horrible,  and  all  about  me 

Like  my  black  purpofe  : O the  Confcience  LKingabed. 

Of  a loft  Virgin  \ whither  wilt  thou  pull  me  ? 

To  what  things  difmal,  as  the  depth  of  Hell, 

Wi(t  thou  provoke  me?  Let  no  man  dare 

From  this  hour  be  difloyal  : if  her  heart 

Be  fleffi,  if  (he  have  blood,  and  can  fear,  ’tis  a daring 

Above  that  defperate  fool  that  left  his  peace. 

And  went  to  Sea  to  fight : ’tis  fo  many  (ins 

An  age  cannot  prevent ’em  : and  fo  great, 

The  gods  want  merq?  for  ; yet  1 mud  through  ’em. 

1 have  begun  a (laughter  on  my  honour, 

And  I mult  end  it  there  : he  deeps,  good  heavens ! 

Why  give  you  peace  to  this  untemperate  bead 

That  hath  fo  long  tranfgrefled  you  ? I mud  kill  him, 

And  1 will  do’t  bravely  : the  meet  joy 

Tells  me  1 merit  in  it  ; yet  1 mull  not 

Thus  tamely  do  it  as  he  deeps  ; that  were 

To  rock  him  to  another  world  : my  vengeance 

Shall  take  him  waking,  and  then  lay  before  him 

The  number  of  his  wrongs  and  puniffiments. 

Tie  (hake  his  fins  like  furies,  till  I waken 

His  evil  Angel,  his  fick  Confcience ; 

And  then  I’le  (Irike  him  dead : King,  by  your  leave : his 

I dare  not  trud  your  drength ; your  Grace  and  I 

Mull  grapple  upon  even  terms  no  more-: 

So,  if  he  rail  me  not  from  my  refolution, 

I ffiall 

I /hall  be  Urong  enough. 

My  Lord  the  King,  my  Lord  •,  he  fleeps 
As  if  be  meant  to  wake  no  more,  my  Lord  j 
Is  he  not  dead  already  ? Sir,  my  Lord. 

King.  Who’s  that  ? 

Evad.  Oyonfleepfoundly Sir! 

Kincr.  My  dear  Evadne, 

I have"^ been  dreaming  of  thee  ; come  to  bed. 

Evad.  I am  come  at  length  Sir,  but  how  welcome  ? 
Kmcr.  What  pretty  new  device  is  this  Svad/H  ? 

VV’hatclo  you  tie  me  to  you  by  my  love  ? 

This  is  a quaint  one  : Come  my  dear  and  kifs  me  •, 

Tie  be  thy  Mars  to  bed  my  Queen  of  Love  : 

Let  us  be  caught  together,  that  the  Gods  may  fee, 

And  envy  our  embraces. 

Svad.  Stay  Sir,  flay. 

You  are  too  hot,  and  1 have  brought  you  Phyfick 
To  temper  your  high  veins. 

King.  Prethee  to  bed  then  ^ let  me  take  it  w'arm, 

There  you  lhall  know  the  ftate  of  my  body  better. 

Svad.  I know  you  have  a furfeited  foul  body, 

And  you  mu  ft  bleed. 

King.  Bleed ! 

Evad.  I,  you  lhall  bleed  : lieflill,  and  if  the  Devil, 
Your  lull  will  give  you  leave,  repent ; this  (teel 
Comes  to  redeem  the  honour  that  you  Hole, 

King,  my  fair  name,  which  nothing  but  thy  death 
Can  anf.vcr  to  the  world. 

King.  How’s  this  Evadne  ? 

Svad.  I am  not  /he  ; nor  bear  I in  this  breafb 
So  much  cold  Spirit  to  be  call’d  a Woman : 

I am  a Tyger  : I am  any  thing 

That  knows  not  pity ; llir  not,  if  thou  dolt, 

ric  take  thee  unprepar’d ; thy  fears  upon  thee, 

That  make  thy  /ins  look  double,  and  lo  fend  thee 
(By  my  revenge  I will)  to  look  thofe  torments 
Prepar’d  for  fuch  black  fouls. 

King.  Thou  do/1:  not  mean  this ; ’tis  impoffible : 

Thou  art  too  fweet  and  gentle. 

Evad.  No,  I am  not; 

I am  as  foul  as  thou  art,  and  can  number 
As’ many  fuch  hells  here ; I was  once  fair. 

Once  I was  lovely,'  riot  a blowing  Rofe 

More  charily  fweet,  tjH  thon,  thou,  thou,  foul  Canker, 

(Stir  not)  didft  poyfon  me  ; I was  a world  of  vertue, 

Till  your  curri  Court  and  you  (hell  blefs  you  for’t) 

With  your  temptations  on  temptations 

Made  me  give  up  mine  honour  •,  for  which  (King) 

1 am  come  to  kill  thee.  ' /' 

King.  No.  Evad.  lam. 

King.  Thou  art  not. 

I prethee  fpeak  not  the/e  things  •,  thou  art  gentle. 

And  wert  not  meant  thus  rugged. 

Evad.  Peace  and  hear  me. 

Stir  nothing  but  your  tongue,  and  that  for  mercy 
To  tho/e  above  us ; by  whofe  lights  I vow, 

Tho/e  ble/Ted  fires  that  /hot  to  fee  our  fin. 

If  thy  hot  foul  had  fubriance  with  thy  blood, 

I would  kill  that  too,  which  being  pari  my  rieel. 

My  tongue  /hall  teach  ; Thou  art  a lhamelefs  Villain, 

A thing  out  of  the  overchange  of  Nature ; 

Sent  like  a thick  cloud  to  difperfe  a plague 
Upon  weak  catching  women ; fuch  a tyrant 
That  for  his  Lull  would  fell  away  his  Subjedls, 

I,  all  his  heaven  hereafter. 

King.  Wt'd.x  Evadne .y 

Thou  loul  of  fweetnefs ! hear,  I am  thy  King.  (you, 
Evad.  Thou  art  my  fhame-,  lie  ftill,  there’s  none  about 
Within  your  cries  *,  all  promifes  of  fafety 
Are  but  deluding  dreams : thus,  thus  j thou  foul  man. 

Thus  I begin  my  vengeance.  [^Stals  him. 

King.  Hold  Evadne  ! 

I do  command  thee  hold. 

Evad.  I do  not  mean  Sir, 
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To  part  fo  fairly  with  you ; we  muri  chanee 
More  of  thcfe  love-tricks  yet. 

King.  What  bloody  villain 
Provok’t  thee  to  this  murther  ? 

Evad.  Thou,  thoumonrier.  King.  Oh' 

Thou  kept’ri  me  brave  at  Court,  and  Whor’d  me; 
1 hen  married  me  to  a young  noble  Gentleman  • 

And  Whor’d  me  riili. 

King.  Evadncy  pity  me. 

Svad.  Hell  take  me  then  ; this  for  my  Lord  Amimor : 

\ his  for  my  noble  brother ; and  this  ftroke 
For  the  nmri  wrong’d  of  women.  {Kills  him 

King.  Oh  I Idle. 

Evad.  Die  all  our  faults  together  •,  I forgive  thee.  ISxit. 
Snter  two  of  the  Bed-Chamber, 

1.  Come  now /he’s  gone,  let’s  enter,  the  Kingexpefes 
It,  and  will  be  angry. 

2.  Tis  a fine  wench,  we’l  have  a fnap  at  her  one  of  thefe 
nights  as  ilie  goes  from  him. 

I.  Content;  how  quickly  he  had  done  with  her!  I fee 
Kings  can  do  no  more  that  way  than  other  mortal  people. 

^ How  fall;  he  is ! 1 cannot  hear  him  breathe.  (pale 
Either  the  Tapersgive  a feeble  light,  or  he  looks  very 
And  fo  he  does,  pray  Heaven  he  be  well. 

Let’s  look:  Alas!  he’s  riirie,  wounded  and  dead  : 

Treafon,  Treafon! 

1.  Run  forth  and  call.  lExit  qm. 

2.  Treafon,  Treafon! 

j.  This  will  be  laid  on  us;  who  can  believe 
A Woman  could  do  this  ? 

Enter  Cleon  and  Lifippus. 

Cleon.  How  now,  where’s  the  Tray  tor  ? 

I . Fled,  fled  away  •,  but  there  her  woful  ad  lies  ftill. 

Cle.  Her  ad  ! a \Voman  ! 

Lif.  Where’s  the  body  ? 

I.  There. 

Lif.  Farewel  thou  w’orthy  man  •,  there  were  tw’ o bonds 
Thattyed  our  loves,  a Brother  and  a King*, 

The  leariof  which  might  fetch  a flood  of  tears : 

But  fuch  the  mifery  of  greatnefs  is, 

They  have  no  time  to  mourn  *,  then  pardon  me. 

Sirs,  which  way  went  flie  ? [^Enter  Strato. 

Strat.  Never  follow  her. 

For  file  alas ! was  but  the  inrirument. 

News  is  now  brought  in,  that  Melantim. 

Has  got  the  Fort,  and  /lands  upon  the  wall ; 

And  with  a loud  voice  calls  thole  few  that  pafs 
At  this  dead  time  of  night,  delivering 
The  innocent  of  this  ad. 

Ltf.  Gentlemen,  I am  your  King. 

Strat.  We  do  acknowledge  it. 

Lif  I would  I were  not : follow  all ; for  this  muri  have 
a fudden  flop.  {^E.xeunt. 

Enter  Mdant.  Diph.  and  Cal.  on  the  wall. 

Mel.  If  the  dull  people  can  believe  I am  arm’d, 

Be  conriant  Diphilm  *,  now  we  have  time, 

Either  to  bring  our  baniflit  honours  home, 

Or  create  new  ones  in  our  ends. 

Ldiph.  I fear  not ; 

My  /pirit  lies  not  that  way.  Courage  Caliana.v. 

Cal.  Would  I had  any,  you  Ihould  quickly  know  it. 

Mel.  Speak  to  the  people  ; thou  art  eloquent. 

Cal.  ’Tis  a fine  eloquence  to  come  to  the  gallows ; 

You  were  born  to  be  my  end  *,  the  Devil  take  you. 

Now  muri  I hang  for  company ; ’tis  ftrange 
/hould  be  old,  and  neither  wife  nor  valiant. 

Enter  Li/ip.  Diag.  Cleon,  Strat.  Guard.. 

Lifip.  See  where  he  /lands  as  boldly  confident, 

As  if  he  had  his  full  command  about  him. 

Strat.  He  looks  as  if  he  had  the  beter  caufe  j Sir, 

D Under 
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Under  your  gracious  pardon  let  me  fpeak  it^ 

Though  he  be  mighty-fpirited  and  forward 
To  alJ  great  things',  to  all  things  of  that  danger 
Worfc  men  (hake  at  the  telling  of ; yet  certainly 
I do  believe  him  noble,  and  this  adion 
Rather  pull’d  on  than  fought  •,  his  mind  was  ever 
As  worthy  as  his  hand. 

Lif.  ’Tis  my  fear  too  •, 

Heaven  forgive  all ; fummon  him  Lord  Cleon. 

Cleon.  Ho  from  the  walls  there. 

Mel.  Worthy  Cleon.,  welcome  •, 

We  could  have  wifht  you  here  Lord  ^ you  are  honeft. 

Cal.  Well,  thou  art  as  flattering  a knave,  though  I dare 
not  tell  you  fo. 

Ltf.  Melantitu  ! 

Mel.  Sir. 

Ltf.  I am  forry  that  we  meet  thus  i our  old  love 
Never  requir’d  fuch  diftance  *,  pray  Heaven 
You  have  not  left  your  felf,  and  fought  this  fafety 
More  out  of  fear  than  honour  ^ you  have  loft 
A noble  Mailer,  which  your  faith  Melantms, 

Some  think  might  have  prefer v’d  •,  yet  you  know  heft. 

Cal.  When  time  was  I was  mad  ^ fome  that  dares 
Fight  1 hope  will  pay  this  Rafcal. 

Mel.  Royal  young  man,  whofc  tears  look  lovely  on  thee ; 
Had  they  been  flied  for  a defer ving  one. 

They  had  been  lafting  monuments.  Thy  Brother, 
Whil’fthe  was  good,  I call’d  him  King,  and  ferv’d  him 
With  that  ftrong  faith,  that  mod  unwearied  valour  *, 

Pul’d  people  from  the  fartlieftSun  to  feek  him-. 

And  ^his  friendfliip,  1 was  then  his  fouldier-, 

But  lince  his  hot  pride  drew  him  to  dilgrace  me. 

And  brand  my  noble  aftions  with  his  lull, 

(That  never  cur’d  dilhonour  of  my  Sifter, 

Bafe  ftain  of  Whore ; and  which  is  worle, 

The  joy  to  make  it  ftill  fo)  like  my  felf-, 

Thus  have  1 flung  liim  off  with  my  allegiance. 

And  Hand  here  mine  own  juftice  to  revenge 
What  I have  fuftered  in  him  and  this  old  man 
Wrong’d  almoft  to  lunacy. 

C'al.  Who  1 ? you’d  draw'  me  in : I have  had  no  wrong, 

I dadifclaimye  all. 

Atcl.  The  Ihort  is  this  -, 

’Tis  no  ambition  to  lift  up  my  felf, 

Urgeth  me  thus  ^ I do  delire  again 
To  be  a fubjeeft,  fo  I may  be  freed  ^ 

If  not,  1 know  my  ftrength,  and  will  unbuild 

This  goodly  Town  -,  be  Ij^eedy,  and  be  wile,  in  a reply. 

Strat.  Be  hidden  Sir  to  tie 
All  again  ^ what’s  done  is  paft  recal. 

And  paft  you  to  revenge  •,  and  there  are  thoufands 
That  wait  for  fuch  a troubled  hour  as  this ; 

Throw  him  the  blank. 

Lif  Mclantins,  write  in  that  thy  choice , 

My  Seal  is  at  it. 

Mel.  It  was  our  honour  drew  us  to  this  ad. 

Not  gain-,  and  we  will  only  work  our  pardon. 

Cal.  Put  my  name  in  too. 

Diph.  You  difclaim’d  us  but  now,  Calianav. 

Cal.  That’s  all  one  ^ 
rie  not  be  hanged  hereafter  by  a trick ; 
riehaveitin. 

Mel.  You  lhall,  you  lhall*. 

Come  to  the  back  gate,  and  we’I  call  you  King, 

And  give  you  up  the  Fort. 

Lf  Away,  away.  lExemtOmnes. 

Enter  Alpatia  in  mans  apparel. 

Afp.  This  is  my  fatal  hour  i heaven  may  forgive 
My  rafii  attempt,  that  caufelefly  hath  laid 
Griefs  on  me  that  will  never  let  me  reft ; 

And  put  a Womans  heart  into  my  breft  j 
It  is  more  honour  for  you  that  I die 
For  Ihe  that  can  endurethe  milery 


That  I have  on  me,  and  be  patient  too, 

May  live,  and  laugh  at  all  that  you  can  do. 

God  fave  you  Sir.  {.Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  And  you  Sir  ^ what’s  your  bufmefs  ? 

Ajp.  With  you  Sir  now,  to  do  me  the  Office 
To  help  me  to  you  Lord. 

Ser.  What,  would  you  ferve  him  ? 

Ajp.  Tie  do  him  any  fervice  -,  but  to  hafte. 

For  my  affairs  are  earneft,  I delirc  to  fpeak  with  him. 

Ser.  Sir,  becaufe  you  are  in  fuch  hafte,  1 would  be  loth 
delay  you  any  longer : you  cannot. 

Ajp.  It  fliall  become  you  tho’  to  tell  your  Lord. 

Ser.  Sir,  he  will  Ipeak  with  no  body. 

Afp.  This  is  moft  ftrange : art  thou  gold  proof?  there’s 
for  tnee  help  me  to  him. 

Ser.  Pray  be  not  angry  Sir,  Tie  do  my  beft.  {E.xit. 

Ajp.  How'  ftubbornly  this  fellow  anfwer’d  me ! 

There  is  a vile  difhoneft  trick  in  man. 

More  than  in  women : all  the  men  I meet 
Appear  thus  to  me,  are  harlh  and  rude, 

And  have  a fubtilty  in  every  thing, 

Which  love  could  never  know  *,  but  we  fond  women 
Harbor  the  eafieft  and  fmootheft  thoughts, 

And  think  all  fhall  go  fo ; it  is  unjuft 

That  men  and  women  fliould  be  matcht  together. 

Enter  Amintor  and  his  man. 

Amint.  Where  is  he ! 

Ser.  There  my  Lord. 

Amint.  What  would  you  Sir  ? 

A/p.  Pleafe  it  your  Lordfliip  to  command  your  man 
Out  of  the  room ; I fhall  deliver  things 
Worthy  your  hearing. 

Amint.  Leave  us. 

Ajp.  O that  that  lhape  fhould  bury  fallhood  in  it.  {Afide. 

Amint.  Now  your  will  Sir. 

A/p.  When  you  know  me,  my  Lord,  you  needs  muft  guefs 
My  bufinefs ! and  I am  not  hard  to  know  ^ 

For  till  the  change  of  War  mark’d  this  fmooth  face 
With  thefe  few  blemiflies,  people  would  call  me 
My  Sifters  Pidlure,  and  her  mine  •,  in  ffiort, 

1 am  the  brother  to  the  wrong’d  A/patia. 

Amint.  Tht  wrong’d  A/patial  would  thou  wert  fo  too 
Unto  the  wrong’d  Amintor  -,  let  me  kifs 
That  hand  of  thine  in  honour  that  I bear 
Unto  the  wrong’d  A/patia ; here  1‘ftand 
That  did  it ; would  he  could  not ; gentle  youth. 

Leave  me,  for  there  is  fomething  in  thy  looks 
That  calls  my  fins  in  a moft  hideous  form 
Into  my  mind  ^ and  I have  grief  enough 
Without  thy  help. 

A/p.  I would  I could  with  credit : 

Since  I was  twelve  years  old  I had  not  feen 
My  Sifter  till  this  hour ; I now  arriv’d  ^ 

She  fent  for  me  to  fee  her  Marriage, 

A woful  one : but  they  that  are  above, 

Have  ends  in  every  thing ; fhc  us’d  few  words. 

But  yet  enough  to  make  me  imdcrftand 
The  bafenefs  of  the  injury  you  did  her  •, 

That  little  training  I have  had,  is  War  ^ 

1 may  behave  my  felf  rudely  in  Peace 
1 would  not  though ; I fhall  not  need  to  tell  you 
I am  but  young  -,  and  ywi  would  be  loth  to  lofe 
Honour  that  is  not  ealily  gain’d  again ; 

Fairly  I mean  to  deal  the  age  is  ftridt 
For  fingle  combats,  and  we  fhall  be  Ilopt 
If  it  be  publifh’t : if  you  like  your  fword, 

Ufe  it  \ if  mine  appear  a better  to  you. 

Change;  for  the  ground  is  this,  and  this  the  time 
To  end  our  difference. 

Amint.  Charitable  youth. 

If  thou  be’ft  fuch,  think  not  I will  maintain 
So  ftrange  a wrong ; and  for  thy  Sifters  fake. 

Know  that  I could  not  think  that  defperate  diing 
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I durft  not  do ; yet  to  enjoy  this  world 
I would  not  fee  her  j for  beholding  thee, 

1 am  I know  not  what  *,  if  f have  ought 
That  may  content  thee,  take  it  and  be  gone*. 

For  death  is  not  fo  terrible  as  thou  j 
Thine  eyes  Hioot  guilt  into  me. 
y^(p.  Thus  fhe  fvvore 

Thou  wouIdTc  behave  thy  felf,  and  give  me  words 
That  would  fetch  tears  into  mine  eyes,  and  fo 
Thou  doft  indeed  •,  but  yet  (he  bade  me  watch, 

Left  I were  coufen’d,  and  be  lure  to  fight  ere  I return’d. 

Amint.  That  muft  not  be  with  me  j 
For  her  Tie  die  dire(ftly,but  againft  her  will  never  hazard  it. 

J(p.  You  mull  be  urg’d;  I do  not  deal  uncivilly  with  thofe 
Dare  to  fight  *,  but  fuch  a one  as  you  (that 

Mult  be  us’d  thus.  . {jShe  firikes  him. 

Amint.  Prethee  youth  take  heed ; 

Thry  Sifter  is  a thing  to  me  fo  much 
Above  mine  honour,  that  I can  endute 
All  this ; good  gods- — a bl^  I can  endure  *, 

But  (lay  not,  left  thou  draw  utimely  death  upon  thy  felf. 

A[^.  Thou  art  fome  prating  fellow, 

One  that  hath  ftudyed  out  a trick  to  talk 

And  move  foft-hearted  people ; to  be  kickt,  [^She  kicks  him. 

Thus  to  be  kickt why  Ihould  he  be  fo  flow  [_Afide. 

In  giving  me  my  death  ? Amwt.  A man  can  bear 
No  more  and  keep  his  flefh  *,  forgive  me  then  *, 

I would  endure  yet  if  I could ; now  Ihew 

The  fpirit  thou  pretended,  and  underftand 

Thou  haft  no  honour  to  live : {They  fight. 

What  doft  thou  mean  ? thou  canft  not  fight : 

The  blows  thou  mak’ft  at  me  are  quite  belides  ^ 

And  thofe  I offer  at  thee,  thou  fpread’ft  thine  arms, 

And  tak’ft upon  thy  bread,  Alas!  dcfencelefs.  . 

Aif.  I have  got  enough, 

And  my  defire ; there’s  no  place  fo  fit  for  me  to  die  as  here. 
Snter  Evadne. 

Evad.  Amintor ; I am  loaden  with  events 
That  flie  to  make  thee  happy  •,  Ihavejoyes  {m  hands 

That  in  a moment  can  call  back  thy  wrongs,  bloody  with 
And  fettle  thee  in  thy  free  date  again  ^ 

It  is  Evadne  dill  that  follows  thee,  but  not  her  mifchiefs. 

Amint.  Thou  canft  not  fool  me  to  believe  agen ; 

But  thou  haft  looks  and  things  fo  full  of  news  that  1 am  ftaid. 

Evad.  Noble or,  put  off  thy  amaze  ^ 

Let  thine  eyes  loofe,  and  fpeak,  am  I not  fair  ? 

Looks  not  Evadne  beauteous  with  thefe  rites  now  ? 

Were  thofe  hours  half  lb  lovely  in  thine  eyes. 

When  our  hands  met  before  the  holy  man  ? • 

I was  too  foul  within  to  look  fair  then ; 

Since  I knew  ill,  I was  not  free  till  now. 

<LAmintk  There  is  prefage  of  fome  important  thing 
About  thee,  which  it  feems  thy  tongue  hath  loft : 

Thy  hands  are  bloody,  and  thou  haft  a knife. 

Evad.  In  this  confifts  thy  happinefs  and  mine*, 

Joy  to  Amintor,  for  the  King  is  dead. 

Amint.  Thofe  have  mod:  power  to  hurt  us  that  we  love, 
W’e  lay  our  fleeping  lives  within  their  arms. 

Why  ? . thou  haft  rais’d  up  mifchief  to  this  height, 

And  found  oht  one  to  out-name  thy  other  faults  *, 

Thou  haft  no  intermiffionofthy  fins, 

But  all  thy  life  is  a continual  ill  *, 

Black  is  thy  colour  now,  difeafe  thy  nature. 

Joy  to  Amintor  1 thou  haft  touch’t  a life, 

The  very  name  of  which  had  power  to  chain 
Up  all  my  rage,  and  calm  my  wildeft  wrongs. 

Evad.  ’Tis  done  y and  fince  I could  not  find  a way 
To  meet  thy  love  fo  clear,  as  through  his  life, 

I cannot  now  repent  it. 

(iAmint.  Could’ft  thou  procure  the  Gods  to  fpeak  to  me. 
To  bid  me  love  this  woman,  and  forgive, 

I think  1 fliould  fall  out  with  them  *,  behold 
Here  lies  a youth  w'hofe  wounds  bleed  in  my  breft’. 
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Sent  by  his  violent  Fate  to  fetch  his  death 
From  my  flow  hand : and  to  augment  my  woe 
You  now  are  prefent  ftain’d  with  a Kings  blood 
Violently  (lied : this  keeps  night  here. 

And  throws  an  unknown  wildernefs  about  me, 

Asf.  Oh,  oh,  oh  I Amint.  No  more,  purfuem.enbt 
Evad.  Forgive  me  then,  and  take  me  to  thy  bed. 

We  may  not  parf, 

Amint.  Forbear,  be  wife,  and  let  my  rage  go  this  way 
£vad.  ’Tis  you  that  I would  ftay,  not  it. 

Amint.  Take  heed,  it  will  return  with  me. 

Evad.\{'\x.  muft  be, I (liall  not  fear  to  meet  it ; take  me  home. 
Amynt.  Thou  monfter  of  cruelty,  forbear. 

Evad.  For  heavens  fake  look  more  calm  \ 

Thine  eyes  arc  (liarper  than  thou  canft  make  thy  fword,  . 

Away,away,thy  knees  are  more  to  me  than  violence. 
I am  w'orle  than  fick  to  lee  knees  follow  me 
For  that  1 muft  not  grant ; for  heavens  fake  ftand^ 

Evad.  Receive  me  then. 

Amint.  I dare  not  ftay  thy  language  *, 

In  midft  of  all  my  anger  and  my  grief, 

Thou  doft  awake  fomething  that  troubles  me. 

And  fay^  I lov’d  thee  once ; I dare  not  ftay  ; 

There  is  no  end  of  womens  reafoning.  { Leaves  her. 

Evad.  Amintor.,  thou  (halt  love  me  once  again ; 

Go,  lam  calm ; farewell*,  and  peace  for  ever. 

Evadne  whom  thou  hat’ft  will  die  far  thee.  {Kills  her  felf. 

Amint.  I have  a little  humane  n^ure  yet 
That’s  left  for  thee,  that  bids  me  ftay  thy  hand.  {Returns. 

Evad.  Thy  hand  w'as  welcome,  but  came  too  late  *, 

Oh  1 am  loft ! the  heavy  fleep  makes  hafte.  {She  dies. 
Aff.  Oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

Amint.  This  earth  of  mine  doth  tremble,  and  I feel 
A ftark  a(fi*ighted  motion  in  my  blood ; 

My  foul  grows  weary  of  her  houfe,  and  I 
All  over  am  a trouble  to  my  felf  ^ 

There  is  fome  hidden  power  in  thefe  dead  things 
That  calls  my  fle(h  into’em ; I am  cold  ; 

Berefolute,  and  bear’em  company : 

There’s  fomething  yet  which  I am  loth  to  leave. 

There’s  man  enough  in  me  to  meet  the  fears 
That  death  can  bring,  and  yet  would  it  were  done  y 
I can  find  nothing  in  the  w'hole  difeourfe 
Of  death,  I durft  not  meet  the  bolded  way ; 

Y et  (till  betwixt  the  reafon  and  the  aft,  ^ 

The  wrong  I to  Affatia  did  (lands  up,  ^ 

I have  not  fuch  a fault  to  anfwer. 

Though  (he  may  juftly  arm  with  fcorn 

And  hate  of  me,  my  foul  will  part  lefs  troubled, 

When  I have  paid  to  her  in  tears  my  forrow : 

1 will  not  leave  this  aft  unfatisfied, 

If  all  that’s  left  in  me  can  anfwer  it. 

AsJ.  Was  it  a dream  ? there  (lands  Amintor  ftill : 

Or  I dream  ftill. 

Amint.  Wovi  doft  thou  ? fpeak,  receive  my  love,  and  help  ; 
Thy  blood  climbs  up  to  his  old  place  again : 

There’s  hope  of  thy  recovery. 

Aff.  Did  you  not  name  zA^atia  ? zAmint.  I did. 
Alf.  And  talkt  of  tears  and  forrow  unto  her? 

Amint.  ’Tis  true,  and  till  thefe  happy  figns  in  thee 
Did  ftay  my  courfe,  ’twas  thither  I was  going. 

Afp.  Th’art  there  already,  and  thefe  wounds  are  hers : 
Thofe  threats  I brought  with  me,fought  not  revenge,  (yet. 
But  came  to  fetch  this  bleiling  from  thy  hand,  I am  Affatia 
Amint.  Dare  my  foul  ever  look  abroad  agen  ? 

(^sp.  I (hall  live  Amintor ; I am  w^ell ; 

A kind  of  healthful  joy  w'anders  within  me. 

Amint.  The  world  wants  lines  to  excufe  thy  lofs : 

Come  let  me  bear  thee  to  fome  place  ot  help. 

Afp.  Amintor  thoii  muft  ftay,  1 muft  reft  here. 

My  ftrength  begins  to  difobey  my  will. 

How  doft  thou  my  bed  foul  ? I would  fain  live, 

Now  if  I could : would’ft  thou  have  loved  me  then  ? 

Amint.  Alas ! all  that  I am’s  not  worth  a hair  from  thee. 

^ D 2 Asp. 
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u^fp.Give  me  thy  hand, mine  hands  grope  up  and  down, 
And  cannot  find  thee  ^ I am  wondrous  fick : 

Have  I thy  hand  Amintor  ? 

Amint.  Thou  greateft  blefiing  of  the  world,  thou  haft. 

Aff.  I do  believe  thee  better  than  my  lenle.  , . 

Oh ! 1 muft  go,  farewell.  ^ 

Amint. She  fwounds  :Afpatia  help, for  Heavens  lake  water  *, 
Such  as  may  chain  life  for  ever  to  this  frame, 

Afpatia,  fpeak ; what  no  help  ? yet  I fooi,  ' • 

Tie  chafe  her  temples,  yet  there’s  nothing  ftirs  j 
Some  hidden  Power  tell  her  that  Amintor  calls. 

And  let  her  anfwer  me : Afpatia,  Ipeak. 

1 have  heard,  if  there  be  life,  but  bow 
The  body  thus,  and  it  will  Ihew  it  felf. 

Oh  Ihe  is  gone ! I will  not  leave  her  yet. 

Since  out  of  juftice  we  muft  challenge  nothing  •, 

Tie  call  it  mercy  if  you’l  pity  me. 

You  heavenly  powers,  and  lend  for  Ibme  few  years, 

The  blefled  foul  to  this  fair  feat  agen. 

No  comfort  comes,  the  gods  deny  me  too. 

I’le  bow  the  body  once  agen : Afpatia ! • 

The  foul  is  fled  for  ever,  and  I wrong 

My  felf,  fo  long  to  lole  her  company.  • * 

Muft  I talk  now  ? Here’s  to  be  with  thee  love.  [_Kills  himfelf. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  This  is  a great  grace  to  my  Lord,  to  have  the  new 
King  come  to  him  i I muft  tell  him,  heisentring.  O Hea- 
ven help,  help-, 

Enter  Lyfip.  Melant.  Cal.  Cleon.  Diph.  Strato. 

LyJ.  Where’s  Amintor  ? 

Strut.  O there,  there. 

Lyf.  How  ftrange  is  this ! 

Cal.  What  fliould  we  do  here  ? 

Mel.  Thefe  deaths  are  fuch  acquainted  things  with  me. 
That  yet  my  heart  dilTolves  not.  May  I ftand 
Stiff  here  for  ever  eyes,  call  up  your  tears  j 
This  is  (LAmintor : heart  he  was  my  friend  j 
Melt,  now  it  flows  \ Amintor y give  a word 
To  call  me  to  thee. 

Amint.  Oh! 


Mel.  Melantim  calls  his  friend  Amintor  y Oh  thy  arms 
Are  kinder  to  me  than  thy  tongue  ^ 

Speak,  Ipeak. 

(Amint.  What  ? 

Mel.  That  little  word  was  worth  all  the  founds 
That  ever  I fhall  hear  agen, 

'Diph.  O brother  1 here  lies  your  Sifter  flain ; 

You  lofe  your  felf  in  Ibrrow  there. 

aj^el.  Why  DiphUttSy  it  is 
A thing  to  laugh  at  in  refped  of  this , 

Here  was  my  Sifter,  Father,  Brother,  Son  ^ 

All  that  1 had  ^ fpeak  once  again , 

What  youth  lies  flain  there  by  thee  ? 

Amint.  ’Tis  Afpatia. 

My  fenfes  fade,  let  me  give  up  my  foul 
Into  thy  bofom.  /ttV 

Cal.'  What’s  that  ? what’s  that  ? Afpatia  1 
Mel.l  never  did  repent  the  greatnefs  of  my  heart  till  now 
It  will  not  b'urft  at  need.  ^ 

Ce/.My  daughter  dead  here  too ! and  you  have  all  fine  new 
tricks  to  grieve , but  I ne’re  knew  any  but  dired  crying. 
Mel.  I am  a pratler,  but  no  more. 

Diph.  Hold  Brother, 

Ly/ip.  Stop  him. 

Dtph.  Fie  -y  how  unmanly  w’as  this  offer  in  you ! 

Does  this  become  our  ftrain  ? 

Cal.  I know  not  what  the  mater  is,  but  I am 
Grown  very  kind,  and  am  friends  with  you  ; 

You  have  given  me  that  among  you  will  kill  me 
Quickly^  but  Tie  go  home,  and  live  as  long  as  I can. 

Mel.  His  fpirit  is  but  poor  that  can  be  kept 
From'death  for  want  of  weapons. 

Is  not  my  hand  a weapon  goo^  enough 
To  flop  my  breath  ? or  if  you  tie  down  thole, 

I vow  Amintor  1 will  never  eat. 

Or  drink,  orfleep,  or  have  to  do  with  that 
That  may  prelerve  life  *,  this  I fwear  to  keep. 

Lyftp.  Look  to  him  tho’,  and  bear  thofe  bodies  in. 

May  this  a fair  example  be  to  me, 

To  rule  with  temper : for  on  luftfiil  Kings 
Unlookt  for  fudden  deaths  from  heaven  are  fent ! 

But  curft  is  he  that  is  their  inftrument. 


P HILASTER 

OR,  ^ 

Love  lies  a Bleedins. 


*rhe  Scene  being  in  Cicilie. 

Perfbns  Reprefci 

The  King. 

Philafter,  Heir  to  the  Crovon, 

Pharamond,  Prince  <j/Spain. 

Dion,  a Lord* 

hk  Ajfociates. 

Arethula,  the  Kings  Daughter. 

Galatea,  a wife  modefi  Lady  attending  the  Prin'cefs. 
Megra,  a lafcivious  Lady* 

tited  in  the  Play. 

An  old  wanton  Lady,  or  Croan. 

Another  Lady  attending  the  Princefs. 

Eufrafia,  Daughter  <?/Dion,  but  difguifed  like  a 
Page-i  and  called  Bellario. 

An  old  Captain, 

Five  Citizens. 

A Countrey  fellow* 

Two  iVoodmen, 

The  Kings  Guard  and  Train, 

>: ) ASlus  primm  • Scenu  yfima. 

Enter  Dion,  Qerem 

TTEre’s  norLords  nor  Ladies. 

^ **  ||mJ|  Dion.  Credit  me  Gentlemen,  I wonder 

B B at  it.  They  receiv’d  ftrict  charge  from  the 
attend  here : Befidesit  was  bold- 
ly publiihed,  Li.Ic  no  OiRcer  fliould  forbid  any  Gentlemen 
that  defire  to  attend  and  hear. 

Cle.  Can  you  ghefs  the  caufe  ? 

Di.  Si:,  it  is  plain  about  the  Prince,  that’s  come 

to  niarry  our  Kingdoms  Heir,  and  be  our  Soveraign. 

Thra.  Many  (that  will  feem  to  know  much)  fay,fhe  looks 
not  on  him  like  a Maid  in  Love. 

Di.  O Sir,  the  multitude  (that  feldom  know  any  thing 
but  their  own  opinions)  fpeak  that  they  would  have  •,  but  the 
Prince,  before  his  own  approach,  receiv’d  fo  many  confident 
melTages  from  the  State,that  I think  (he’s  refolv’d  to  be  rul’d. 

Cle.  Sir,  it  is  thought,  with  her  he  fhall  enjoy  both  thefe 
Kingdoms  of  CciUe  and  Calabria. 

Di.  Sir,  it  is  (without  controverfie)  fo  meant.  But  ’twill 
be  a troublefome  labour  for  him  to  enjoy  both  thefe  King- 
doms,-with  fafetie,  the  right  Heir  to  one  of  them  living, 
and  living  fo  vertuoufly,  efpecially  the  people  admiring  the 
bravery  of  his  mind,  and  lamenting  his  injuries. 

Cle.  Who,  Philafier  ? 

Di.  Yes,  whofe  Father  we  all  know,  was  by  our  late 
King  of  Calabria,  unrighteoufly  depofed  from  his  fruitful  Ci- 
cilte.  My  felf  drew  iome  blood  in  thofe  Wars,  which  I 
would  give  my  hand  to  be  walked  from. 

Cle.  Sir,  my  ignorance  in  State-policy,  will  not  let  me 
know  why  PhUafter  being  Heir  to  one  of  thefe  Kingdoms, 
the  King  fhould  fuffer  him  to  walk  abroad  with  fuch  free 
liberty.  , 

Di.  Sir,  it  feems  your  nature  is  more  conllant  than  to  en- 
quire after  State  news.Butthe  King  (of  late)  made  a hazard 

ont,  and  Thrafiline. 

of  both  the  Kingdoms,  o^Cicilie  and  his  own,  with  offering 
but  to  imprifon  Philafier.  At  which  the  City  was  in  arms, 
not  to  be  charm’d  down  by  any  Star'Vorder  or  Proclamation, 
till  they  faw  Philafier  ride  through  the  fireets  pleas’d,  and 
without  a guard  ^ at  which  they  threw  their  Hats,  and  their 
arms  from  them  •,  fome  to  make  bonefires,  fome  to  drink, 
ail  for  his  deliverance.  Which  (wife  men  fay)  is  the  caufe, 
the  King  labours  to  bring  in  the  power  of  a Foreign  Nation, 
to  aw  his  own  with. 

Enter  Galatea,  Megra,  and  a Lady. 

Thra.  See,  the  Ladies,  what’s  the  firfi: .?  (Princefs. 

Di.  A wife  and  modell  Gentlwoman  that  attends  the 

Cle.  Thefecond? 

Di.  She  is  cme  that  may  Hand  Hill  difcreetly  enough,  and 
ill  favour’dly  Dance  her  Meafure ; limper  when  Ihe  is  Court- 
ed by  her  Friend,  and  flight  her  Husband.  ^ 

Cle.  The  laft? 

Di.  Marry  I think  Ihc  is  one  whom  the  State  keeps  for 
the  Agents  of  our  confederate  Princes;  Ihe’il  cog  and  lie 
with  a whole  Army  before  the  League  lhall  break ; her  name 
is  common  through  the  Kingdom,  and  the  Trophies  of  her 
dilhonour,  advanced  beyond  //fmi/ej  pillai  s.  She  loves  to 
try  the  feveral  conftitutions  of  mens  bodies;  and  indeed 
has  deflroyed  the  worth  of  her  own  body,  by  making  expe- 
riment upon  it,  for  the  good  of  the  Common- wealth. 

Cle.  She’s  a profitable  member.  j 

La.  Peace,  if  you  love  me ; you  lhall  fee  thefe  Gentle- 
men Hand  their  ground,  and  not  Court  us. 

Gal.  What  if  they  Ihould  ? 

Meg.  What  if  they  Ihould.? 

Nay,  let  her  alone;  what  if  they  Ihoukl  ? why,  if 
they  (hould,  I fay,  they  were  never  abroad ; what  Foreigner 

would 
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would  do  fo  ? in  writes  them  diredtly  untravel’d. 

Gal.  VViiy,  what  if  they  be  ? 

Meg.  What  if  they  be  ? 

La.  Good  Madam  let  her  go  on  *,  what  if  they  be  ? Why 
if  they  be  I Will  juftifie,  they  cannot  maintain  difcourfe  with 
a judicious  Lady,  nor  make  a Leg,  nor  fay  Excufe  me. 

Cjal.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  La.  Do  you  laugh  Madam  ? 

hi.  Your  defires  upon  you  Ladies.  *'■ 

La.  Then  you  mull  fit  befide  us. 

Di.  I fliall  fit  near  you  then  Lady. 

La.  Near  me  perhaps:  But  there’s  a Lady  induces  no 
ftranger  ^ and  to  m_e  you  appear  a.very  Itrange  fellbvy. 

Meg.  Me  thinks  he’s  not  fo  itrange,  he  would  quickly  be 
acquainted.  Thra.  Peace,  the  King. 

Enter  Pharamond,  Arethufa,  andTrain. 

King.  To  give  a ilr^nger  teftimony  of  love 

Than  fickly  promifes  (which  commonly 

In  Princes  find  both  birth  and  burial 

In  one  breath)  we  have  drawn  you  worthy  Sir, 

To  make  your  fair  indearments  to  your  daughter, 

And  worthy  fervices  known  to  our  fiibjcds, 

Now  lov’d  and  wondered  at.  Next,  our  intent, 

To  plant  you  deeply,  our  immediate  Heir, 

Both  to  our  Blood  and  Kingdoms.  For  this  Lady, 

(The  bell  part  of  your  life,  as  you  confirm  me, 

And  I believe)  though  her  few  years  and  fex 

Yet  teach  her  nothing  but  her  fears  and  blulhes, 

Defires* without defire,  difcourle  and  knowledge 
Only^fwhat  her  fell  is  to  her  felf. 

Make  her  feel  moderate  health  : and  whenihe  fleeps, 

In  making  no  ill  day,  knov/s  no  ill  dreams. 

Think  not  (dear  Sir)  thefc  undivided  parts, 

That  muH  mould  up  a Virgin,  are  put  on 

To  fiicw  her  fo,  as  borrowed  ornaments. 

To  fpcak  her  perfedl  love  to  you,  or  add 

An  Artificial  lhadow  to  her  nature : 

No  Sir I boldly  dare  proclaim  her,  yet 

No  Woman.  But  woo  her  Hill,  and  think  her  modelly 

A fvveetcr  miilrefs  than  the  ofier’d  Language 

OfanyDamc,  were  fhe  a Queen  whofe  eye 

Speaks  common  loves  and  comforts  to  her  fervants. 

Lall,  noble  fon,  (for  fo  I now  mull  call  you) 

What  I have  done  thus  fublick,  is  not  only 

To  add  a comfort  in  part\cular 

To  you  or  me,  but  all  and  to  confirm 

The  Nobles,  and  the  Gentry  of  thefe  Kingdoms, 

By  oath  to  your  fucceflioii,  which  lhall  be 

VVithin  this  month  at  molt. 

Thra.  This  will  be  hardly  done. 

C'e.  It  mull  be  ill  done,  if  it  be  done. 

Di.  When  ’tis  at  bell,  ’twill  be  but  half  done. 

Whim  fo  brave  a Gentleman’s  wrong’d  and  flung  off 

Thra.  I fear.  Me.  Who  does  not  ? 

Di.  I fear  not  for  my  felf,  and  yet  I fear  too: 

Well,  we  lliall  fee,  we  lhall  lee : rib  more. 

Fha.  Killing  your  white  hand  (Miilrefs)  I lake  leave. 

To  thank  your  Royal  Fatjrer:  and  thus  far, 

T 0 be  my  own  free  Trumpet.  Undcrlland 

Great  King-,  and  thefc  your  fubjedts,  mine  that  raufl  be, 

(For  fode£rvingyou  havefpoke  me  Sir, 

And  fodeterving  1 dare  fpcak  my  felf) 

To  what  a perfon,  of  what  eminence, 

R ipe  expectation  of  what  faculties, 

Manners  and  vertues  you  would  wed  your  Kingdoms  ? 

You  in  me  have  ypur  willies.  Qh  this  Country, 

By  more  than  all  rriyhop^s  I hol^  ir 

Happy,  in  their  dear  mer^ries  that  have  been 

Kings  great  and  good,  happy  in  yours,  that  is. 

And  ti  om  you  (as  a Chronicle  to  keep 

Your  Noble  nam^from  eating  age)  do  I 

Opine  my  felf  moH  happy.  Gentlemen, 

Believe  me  in  a word,  a Princes  word, 

Tliere  lhall  be  nothing  to  make  up  a Kingdom 

Mighty,  and  flourilhing,  defenced,  fear’d, 

Equall  to  be  commanded  and  obey’d. 

But  through  the  travels  of  my  life  Tie  find  it. 

And  tye  it  to  this  Country.  And  I vow 

My^reigri  lhall  be  fo  eafic.to  the  fubjeCl, 

That  every  man  lliall  be  his  Prince  him  felf, 

And  his  own  law  (yet  I his  Prince  and  law.J 

And  dearellLady,  to  your  deareft  felf 

(Dear,  in  the  choice  of  him,  whofe  name  and  luftre 

Mult  make  you  more  and  mightier)  let  me  fay. 

You  are  the  blelled’lt  livings  for  fweetPrincefs, 

You  fhall  enjoy  a man  of  men,  to  be 

Your  fervant  j you  lhall  make  him  yours,  for  whom 

Great  Queens  mull  die.  Thra.  Miraculous. 

Cle.  This  fpeech  calls  him  Spaniard,  being  nothing  but 

A large  inventory  of  his  own  commendations. 

Enter  Philaller, 

Di.  I wonder  what’s  his  price?  For  certainly  he’ll  /ell 
himfelf  he  has  fo  prais’d  his  fliape : But  here  comes  one 
more  worthy  thofe  large  fpeeches,  than  the  large  fpeaker 
of  them  ? let  me  be  fwallowed  quick,  if  I can  find,  in  all 
the  Anatomy  of  yon  mans  vertues,  one  Anew  found  enough 
to  promife  for  him,  he  lhall  be  Conllablc.  By  this  Sun,  he’ll 
ne’re  make  King  unlefs  it  be  for  triflcs,in  my  poor  judgment. 

Phi.  Right  Noble  Sir,  as  low  as  my  obedience. 

And  with  a heart  as  Loyal  as  my  knee, 

I beg  your  favour. 

King.  Rife,  you  have  it  Sir. 

Di.  M.;rk  but  the  King  how  pale  he  looks  with  fear. 

Oh ! this  fame  whorfon  Confeknee,  how  it  jades  us ! 

Ktng.  Speak  your  intents  Sir. 

Phi.  Shall  I fpeak  ’um  freely  ? 

Be  11,11  my  royal  Soveraign.  King.  AsalubjeCb 

We  give  you  freedom.  Di.  Now  it  heats. 

Phi.  Then  thus ! turn 

My  language  to  you  Prince,  you  foreign  man. 

Ne’'-e  Itare  nor  put  on  wonder,  for  you  mult 

Injure  me,  ano  you  lhall.  This  earth  you  tread  upon 
(A  dowry  as  you  hope  with  this  fair  Princefs, 

Whofe  memory  I bow  to)  was  not  left 

By  my  dead  Father  (Oh,  I had  a Father ) 

To  your  inheritance,  and  1 up  and  living,  ( | 

Having  my  lelf  about  me  and  my  fword. 

The  fouls  of  all  my  name,  and  memories, 

Thefe  arms  and  fome  few  friends,  bcMi^  lI.:  gods, 

To  part  fo  calmly  with  it,  andfitllill. 

And  fay  I might  have  been  ! 1 tell  thee  Phar,.^wud, 

W hen  thou  art  King,  look  I be  dead  and  rotten. 

And  my  name  allies  i For,  hear  me 

This  very  ground  thou  goelt  on,  this  fat  caith. 

My  Fathers  friends  made  fertile  with  their  faiths. 

Before  that  day  of  lliame,  lhall  gape  and  fwallow 

Thee  and  thy  Nation,  like  a hungry  grave. 

Into  her  hidden  bowels ; Prince,  it  lliall ; 

By  Tlemefij  it  lhall.  Pha.  He’s  mad  beyond  cure,  mad. 

Di.  Here’s  a fellow  has  fome  fire  in’s  veins  : 

The  outlandilh  Prince  looks  like  a Tooth  drawer. 

Phi.  Sir,  Prince  of  Poppingjayes,  I’le  make  it  well  appear 

To  you  I am  not  mad.  Ting.  You  difpleafe  us. 

You  are  too  bold.  Phi.  No  Sir,  I am  too  tame. 

Too  much  a Turtle,  a thing  born  without  paflion, 

A faint  lhadow,  that  every  drunken  cloud  fails  over. 

And  makes  nothing.  Twg.  I do  not  fancy  this, 

Call  our  Phyficians : furehe  is  Ibmewhat  tainted. 

Thra.  I do  not  think  ’twill  prove  fo. 

Di.  H’as  given  him  a general  purge  already,  lor  all  the 
right  he  has,  and  now  he  means  to  let  him  blood : Be  con- 
llant  Gentlemen ; by  thele  hilts  I’le  run  his  hazard, although 

I run  my  name  out  of  the  Kingdom. 

Cle.  Peace,  we  are  one  foul. 

Pha.  What  you  have  feen  in  me,  to  llir  offence, 

I cannot  find,  unlefs  it  be  this  Lady 

Offer’d  into  mine  arms,  with  the  fucctflion, 

Which 

alter. 


Which  I muft  keep  though  it  hath  pleas’d  your  fury 
To  mutiny  within  you ; without  difputing 
Your  Genealogies,  or  taking  knowledge 
Whofe  branch  you  are.  The  King  will  leave  it  me  *, 

And  I dare  make  it  mine ; you  have  your  anfwer. 

Phi.  If  thou  wert  foie  inheritor  to  him, 

That  made  the  world  his ; and  couldfb  fee  no  fun 
Shine  upon  any  but  thine : were  Pharamond 
As  truly  valiant,  as  I feel  him  cold, 

And  ring’d  among  the  choiceft  of  his  friends, 

Such  as  would  blulli  to  talk  fuch  ferious  follies. 

Or  back  fuch  bellied  commendations, 

And  from  this  prefent,  fpight  of  all  thefe  bugs, 

You  Ihould  hear  further  from  me. 

King.  Sir,  you  wrong  the  Prince : 

I gave  you  not  this  freedom  to  brave  our  belt  friends, 

Y ou  delerve  our  frown : go  to,  be  better  temper’d. 

Phi.  It  mull;  be  Sir,  when  1 am  nobler  us’d. 

Gal.  Lad  yes. 

This  would  have  been  a pattern  of  fuccelTion, 

Had  he  ne’rc  met  this  mifchief.  By  my  life. 

He  is  the  worthieft  the  true  name  of  man 
This  day  within  my  knowledge. 

Meg.  I cannot  tell  what  you  may  call  your  knowledge, 

But  tile  other  is  the  man  let  in  mine  eye ; 

Oh!  ’tis  a Prince  of  wax.  Gd.  A Dog  it  is. 

King.  PhiUfler,  tell  me. 

The  injuries  you  aim  at  in  your  riddles. 

Phi.  If  you  had  my  eyes  Sir,  and  fuRerance, 

My  griefs  upon  you  and  my  broken  fortunes. 

My  want’s  great,  and  now  nought  but  hopes  and  fears. 

My  wrongs  would  make  ill  riddles  to  be  laught  at. 

Dare  you  be  Hill  my  King  and  right  me  not  ? 

King.  Give  me  your  wrongs  in  private.  whijper. 

Phi.  Take  them,  and  eafe  me  of  a load  would  bow  Hi  ong 

Cle.  He  dares  not  Hand  the  Ihock.  {^Atlas. 

Di.  I cannot  blame  him,  there’s  danger  in’t.  Every  man 
in  this  age,  has  not  a foul  of  CryHal  for  all  men  to  read 
their  adions  through : mens  hearts  and  faces  are  fo  far  afun- 
der,  that  they  hold  no  intelligence.  Do  but  view  yon  Hran- 
ger  well,  and  you  Hiall  fee  a Feaver  through  all  his  bravery, 
and  feel  him  llrake  like  a true  Tenant-,  if  he  give  not  back 
his  Crown  again,  upon  the  report  of  an  Elder  Gun,  I have 
no  augury.  King.  Goto: 

Be  more  your  felf,  as  you  refped  our  favour : 

You’l  Hir  us  elfe : Sir,  I muH  have  you  know 

That  y’are  and  fliall  be  at  our  pleafure,  what  fafhion  we 

Will  put  upon  you ; fmooth  your  brow,  or  by  the  gods. 

Phi.  I am  dead  Sir,  y’are  my  fate : it  was  not  I 
Said  I was  not  wrong’d : I carry  all  about  me. 

My  weak  Hars  led  me  to  all  my  weak  fortunes. 

Who  dares  in  all  this  prefence  fpeak  (that  is 
But  man  of  flefn  and  may  be  mortal)  tell  me 
I do  not  moH  intirely  love  this  Prince, 

And  honour  his  fiill  vertues  1 King.  Sure  he’s  pofleH. 

Phi.  Yes,  with  my  Fathers  fpirit:  It’s  here  O King ! 

A dangerous  fpirit ; now  he  tells  me  King, 

I was  a Kings  heir,  bids  me  be  a King, 

And  whifpers  to  me,  thefe  be  all  my  Subjeds. 

’TisHrange,  he  willnotletmeflcep,  but  dives 
Into  my  fancy,  and  there  gives  meiliapes 
That  kneel,  and  do  me  fervice,  cry  me  King: 

But  I’le  fupprefs  him,  he’s  a fadious  Ipirit, 

And  will  undo  me : noble  Sir,  hour  hand,  I am  your  fervant. 

King.  Away,  I do  not  like  this : 

I Tie  make  you  tamer,  or  I’ledifpofTefs  you 
j Both  of  life  and  fpirit : For  this  time 
I pardon  your  wild  fpeech,  without  fo  much 
As  your  hnprifonment,  \_Ex.  King,  Phe.  and  Are. 

‘Di.  I thank  you  Sir,  you  dare  not  for  the  people. 

Gal.  Ladies,  what  think  you  now  of  this  brave  fellow  ? 

Meg.  A pretty  talking  fellow,  hot  at  hand;  but  eye  yon 
Hranger,  is  not  he  a fine  compleat  Gentleman  ? O thefe 
HrangerSjl  do  affed  them  Hrangely : they  do  the  rareH  home 
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things,  and  pleafe  the  fulleH ! as  I live,|  could  love  all  the 
Nation  over  and  over  for  his  fake. 

Gal.  Pride  comfort  your  poor  head-piece  Lady:  ’tis  a 
weak  one,  and  had  need  of  a Night-cap.  j 

Di.  See  how  his  fancy  labours,  has  he  not  fpoke  ! 

Home,  and  bravely?  what  a dangerous  train  j 

Did  he  give  fire  to  I How  he  Ihook  the  King,  i 

Made  his  foul  melt  within  him,  and  his  blood 
Run  into  whay!  it  Hood  upon  his  brow, 

Like  a cold  winter  dew.  Thi.  Gentlemen, 

You  have  no  fuit  to  me  ? I am  no  minion: 

You  Hand  (methinks)  like  men  that  would  be  Courtiers^ 

If  you  could  well  be  llatter’d  at  a price, 

Not  to  undo  your  Children : y’are  all  honeH : 

Go  get  you  home  again,  and  make  your  Country 
A vertuous  Court,  to  which  your  great  ones  may. 

In  their  Difeafed  age,  retire,  and  live  reclufe. 

Cle.  How  do  you  worthy  Sir  ? Phi.  Well,  very  well; 
And  fo  well,  that  if  the  King  pleafe,  I find 
I may  live  many  years. 

Di.  The  King  muH  pleafe, 

WhilH  we  know  what  you  are,  and  who  you  are. 

Your  wrongs  and  juiuries:  flirinknot,  worthy  Sir, 

But  add  your  Father  to  you : in  whofe  name, 

We’ll  waken  all  the  gods,  and  conjure  up 
The  rods  of  vengeance,  the  abuftd  people. 

Who  like  to  raging  torrents  lhall  fwell  high. 

And  fo  begirt  the  dens  of  thefe  Male-dragons, 

That  through  the  HrongeH  fafety,  they  Hall  beg 
For  mercy  at  your  fwords  point.  Phi.  Friends,  no  more, 
Our  years  may  be  corrupted : ’Tis  an  age 
We  dare  not  tr uH  our  wills  to : do  you  love  me  ? 

Thra.  Do  we  love  Heaven  and  honour  ? 

Phi.  My  Lord  Dion,  you  had 
A vertuous  Gentlewoman,  call’d  you  Father ; 

Is  Ihe  yet  alive  ? Di.  MoH  honour’d  Sir,  Ihe  is : 

And  for  the  penance  but  of  an  idle  dream. 

Has  undertook  a tedious  Pilgrimage. 

Enter  a Lady. 

Phi.  Is  it  to  me,  or  any  of  thefe  Gentlemen  you  come  ? 
La.  To  you,  brave  Lord-,  the  Princefs  would  intreat 
Your  prefent  company. 

Thi.  The  Princefs  fend  for  me ! y’are  miHaken, 

La.  If  you  be  call’d  Thtlafier,  ’tis  to  you. 

Phi.  Kifs  her  hand,  and  fay  1 will  attend  her. 

Di.  Do  you  know  what  you  do  ? 

Phi.  Yes,  go  to  fee  a woman. 

Cle.  But  do  you  weigh  the  danger  yod  are  in  ? 

Phi.  Danger  in  a fweet  face  ? 

By  Jupiter  I muH  not  fear  a woman. 

Thra.  But  are  you  Hire  it  was  the  Princefs  fent  ? 

It  may  be  fome  foul  train  to  catch  your  life. 

Phi.  I do  not  think  it  Gentlemen;  He’s  noble. 

Her  eye  may  Hoot  me  dead, or  thofe  true  red 
And  white  friends  in  her  face  may  Heal  my  foul  out : 
There’s  all  the  danger  in’t : but  be  what  may,  [Ex.  Phil. 

Her  fingle  name  hath  arm’d  me.  Di.  Go  on : 

And  be  as  truly  happy  as  thou  art  fearlefs ; 

Come  Gentlemen,  let’s  make  our  friends  acquainted, 

LeH  the  King  prove  falfe.  [E^Gentlemen. 

Enter  Arethufa  and  a Lady. 

Are.  Comes  he  not  ? La.  Madam  ? 

Are.  Will  Thilafler  come  ? 

La.  Dear  Madam,  you  were  wont 
To  credit  me  at  firH. 

Are.  But  didH  thou  tell  me  fo? 

I am  forgetful,  and  my  womans  Hrcngth 
Is  fo  o’recharg’d  with  danger  like  to  grow 
About  my  Marriage  that  thefe  under-things 
Dare  not  abide  in  fuch  a troubled  fea  .- 
How  look’t  he,  when  he  told  thee  he  would  come .? 

La.  Why,  well.  Are.  And  not  a little  fearful  ? 
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La.  Fear  Madam?  fure  he  knows  not  what  it  is. 

Are.  YouareallofhisFadion;  thewhoIeCourt 
Isbold  in  praifeofhim,  whilft  I 
May  live  neglecfted;  and  do  noble  things, 

•As  fools  in  ftrife  throw  gold  into  the  Sea,  • 

Drown’d  in  the  doing;  but  I know  he  fears. 

La.  Fear?  Madam  (me  thought)  his  looks  hid  more 
Of  love  than  fear. 

Are.  Of  love?  To  whom?  to  you? 

Did  you  deliver  thofe  plain  words  Ifent, 

With  fnch  a winning  gefture,  and  quick  look 
That  you  have  caught  him  ? 

La.  Madam,  1 mean  to  you. 

Are.  Of  love  to  me  ? Alas ! thy  ignorance 
Lets  thee  not  fee  the  crolTes  of  our  births : 

Nature,  that  loves  not  to  be  queftioned 
Vv'hy  file  did  this,  or  that,  but  has  her  ends. 

And  knows  fhe  does  well  •,  never  gave  the  world 
Two  things  fo  oppofite,  fo  contrary, 

Asheajidlam:  If  a bowl  of  blood 

Di'awn  from  this  arm  of  mine,  would  poy  Ton  thee, 

A draught  of  his  would  cure  thee.  Of  love  to  me  ? 

La.  Madam,  I think!  hear  him. 

Are.  Bring  him  in ; 

You  gods  that  would  not  have  your  dooms  withftood, 
Whofe  holy  wifdoms  at  this  time  it  is, 

To  make  the  pafiion  of  a feeble  maid 

The  way  unto  your  juftice,  I obey.  [_E>7ter  Phil. 

La.  Hereis  my  Lord  Are.  Oh!  ’tiswell: 

Withdraw.your  felf.  Phi.  Madam,  your  mcllengcr 
Made  me  believe,  you  wilht  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Arc.  ’Tis  true  Philafier,  but  the  words  are  fuch, 

I have  to  fay,  and  do  fo  ill  befeem 

The  mouth  of  woman,  that  I wilh  them  laitl. 

And  yet  am  loth  to  fpeak  them.  Have  you  known 
That  I have  ought  detracted  from  your  worth  ? 

Have  I in  perfon  wrong’d  you  ? or  have  fet 
My  bafer  inllruments  to  throw  difgrace 
Upon  your  vertues  ? Phi.  Never  Madam  you. 

Are.  Why  then  Ihould  you  in  fuch  a publick  place. 

Injure  a Princefs  and  a fcandal  lay 
Upon  my  fortunes,  fam’d  to  be  fo  great : 

Calling  a great  part  of  my  dowry  in  queftion. 

Phi.  Madam,  this  truth  which  I fhall  fpeak,  will  be 
Foolifli ; but  for  your  fair  and  vertuous  felf, 

I could  afford  my  felf  to  have  no  right 

To  any  thing  you  wifh’d.  Are.  Philafier^  know 

I muff  enjoy  thefe  Kingdoms,  Phi.  Madam,  both? 

Are.  Both  or  I die : by  Fate  I die  Philafier., 

If  I not  calmly  may  enjoy  them  both. 

Phi.  I would  do  much  to  favethat  Noble  life : 

Yet  would  be  loth  to  have  pofterity 
Find  ill  our  ftories,  that  Thtlafier  gave 
His  right  unto  a Scepter,  and  a Crown, 

To  fave  a Ladies  longing.  Are.  Nay  then  hear ; 

I mull,  and  will  have  them,  and  more. 

Phi.  What  more  ? 

Are.  Or  lofe  that  little  life  the  gods  prepared. 

To  trouble  this  poor  piece  of  earth  withall. 

Phi.  Madam,  what  more 

Arc.  turn  then  away  thy  face. 

Phi.  No.  Are.  Do. 

Phi.  I cannot  endure  it:  turn  away  my  face  ? 

I never  yet  faw  enemy  that  lookt 
So  dreadful,  but  that  I thought  my  felf 
As  great  a Bafilisk  as  he  ; or  Ipake 
So  horribly,  but  that  I thought  my  tongue 
Bore  Thunder  underneath,  as  much  as  his: 

Nor  bcall  that  I could  turn  from : fhall  I then 
Begin  to  fear  fweet  founds?  a Ladies  voice, 

W'hom  I do  love  ? Say  you  would  have  my  life. 

Why,  I will  give  it  you-,  foritisofme 
A thing  fo  loath’d,  and  unto  you  that  ask 
Of  fo  poor  life,  that  I fliall  make  no  price 


If  you  intreat,  I willunmov’dly  hear. 

Are.  Yet  for  my  fake  a little  bend  thy  looks. 

Phi.  I do.  <iAre.  Then  know  I mull  have  them  and  thee. 

Phi.  And  me  ? 

Are.  Thy  love:  without  which,  all  the  Land 
Difeovered  yet,  will  ferve  me  for  no  ufe. 

But  to  be  buried  in.  Phi.  Is’t  poflible  ? 

Are.  With  it,  it  were  too  little  to  bellow 
On  thee : Now,  though  thy  breath  doth  llrike  me  dead 
(Which  kno«*^may)  I have  unript  my  breafl. 

Phi.  Madam,  you  are  too  full  of  noble  thoughts. 

To  lay  a train  forth  is  contemned  life. 

Which  you  may  have  for  asking : to  fufped" 

Were  bafe,  where  I deferve  no  ill : love  you ! 

By  all  my  hopes  I do,  above  my  life : 

But  how  this  paiTion  lliould  proceed  from  you 
So  violently,  would  amaze  a man,  that  would  be  jealous. 

Are.  Another  foul  into  my  body  fliot. 

Could  not  have  fill’d  me  with  more  ftrength  and  fpirit. 
Than  this  thy  breath : but  fpend  not  hally  time. 

In  feeking  how  I came  thus : ’tis  the  gods. 

The  gods,  that  make  me  fo  •,  and  fure  our  love 
Will  be  the  nobler,  and  the  better  blell. 

In  that  the  fecret  julliccofthe  gods 
Is  mingled  with  it.  Let  us  leave  and  kifs. 

Left  forae  unwelcome  guell  fhould  fall  betwixt  us, 

And  we  lliould  part  without  it.  Phi.  ’Twill  be  ill 
I fliould  abide  here  long.  Are.  ’Tis  true,  and  worfc 
You  fliould  come  often : How  fhall  we  devife 
To  hold  intelligence?  That  our  true  love/s, 

On  any  new  occafion  may  agree,  what  path  is  bcfl  to  tread  ? 

Phi.  1 have  a boy  font  by  the  gods,  1 hope  to  this  intent, 
Not  yet  feen  in  the  Court ; hunting  the  Buck, 

I found  him  fitting  by  a Fountain  fide. 

Of  which  he  borrow’d  fomc  to  quench  histhirll, 

And  paid  the  Nymph  again  as  much  in  tears 
A Garland  lay  him  by,  made  by  himfclf. 

Of  many  fevcral  flowers,  bred  in  the  bay. 

Stuck  in  that  myfljck  order,  that  the  rarenefs 
Delighted  me:  but  ever  when  he  turned 
His  tender  eyes  upon  ’urn,  he  would  weep. 

As  if  he  meant  to  make  ’um  grow  again. 

Seeing  fuch  pretty  helplefs  innocence 
Dwell  in  his  face,  1 ask’d  him  all  his  flory  -, 

He  told  me  that  his  Parents  gentle  dyed. 

Leaving  him  to  die  mercy  of  the  fields. 

Which  gave  him  roots  ^ and  of  the  Cryflal  fprings, 

Which  did  not  flop  their  courfes:  and  the  Sun, 

Which  Hill,  he  thank’d  him,  yielded  him  his  light, 

Then  took  he  up  his  Garland  and  did  fhew. 

What  every  flower  as  Country  people  hold. 

Did  fignifie : and  how  all  ordered  thus, 

Exprcfl  his  grief : and  to  my  thoughts  did  read 
The  pretticfl  Iciflure  of  his  Country  Art 
That  could  be  wifht : fothat,  me  thought,  I could 
Have  Iludicd  it.  1 gladly  entertain’d  him. 

Who  was  glad  to  follow  *,  and  have  got 
The  trufliefl,  loving’It,  and  the  gentlcfl  boy. 

That  ever  Mailer  kept : Him  will  I fend 
To  wait  on  you,  and  bear  our  hidden  love. 

Enter  Lady. 

Are.  ’Tiswell,  no  more. 

La.  Madam,  the  Prince  is  come  to  do  his  fervice. 

Are.  What  will  you  do  Philafier  with  your  felf?  (me. 

Phi.  Why,  that  which  all  the  gods  have  appointed  out  for 

Are.  Dear,  hide  thy  felf.  Bring  in  the  Prince. 

Phi.  Hide  me  from  Pharamond  I 
When  Thunder  fpeaks,  which  is  the  voice  oijovcy 
Though  I do  reverence,  yet  I hide  me  not ; 

And  fhall  a Ilranger  Prince  have  leave  to  brag 

Unto  a forreign  Nation, that  he  made  L'hilafier  hideliirafelf  ? 

Are.  He  cannot  know  it. 

'Thi.  Though  it  fhould  Ileep  for  ever  to  the  world. 


It  is  a fimple  fin  to  hide  my  felf, 

Which  will  for  ever  on  my  confcience  lie. 

Are.  Then  good  Thilafier^  give  him  fcope  and  way 
In  what  he  faies : for  he  is  apt  to  fpeak. 

What  you  are  loth  to  hear:  for  my  fake  do.  Phi.  I will. 

S?7ter  Pharamond. 

Tha.  My  Princely  Miftrcfs,  as  true  lovers  ought, 

I come  to  kifs  thefe  fair  hands  ^ and  to  Ihew 
In  outward  Ceremonies,  the  dear  love 
Writ  in  my  heart. 

Phi.  If  I lhall  have  an  anfwer  no  direftlier, 

I am  gone.  Pha.  To  what  would  he  have  an  anfwer  ? 

Are.  To  his  claim  unto  the  Kingdoifi. 

Pha.  Sirrah,  I forbB«E.you  before  the  King. 

Phi.  Good  Sir,  do  fo  Hill,  I would  not  talk  with  you. 

Pha.  But  now  the  time  is  fitter,  do  but  offer 
To  make  mention  of  right  to  any  Kingdom, 

Though  it  be  fcarce  habitable.  Pht.  Good  Sir,  let  me  go. 

Pha.  And  by  my  fword. 

Phi.  Peace  ‘Pharamorid : if  thou 

Are.  Leave  us  Philafttr.  Pht.  I have  done. 

7ha.  You  are  gone,  by  heaven  Tie  fetch  you  back. 

Phi.  You  lhall  not  need.  Pha.  What  now? 

Phi.  Know  Pharamondy 
1 loath  to  brawl  with  fuch  a blaff:  as  thou, 

Who  art  nought  but  a valiant  voice:  But  if 
Thou  lhalt  provoke  me  furtherj  men  lhall  fay 
Thou  wert,  and  not  lament  it. 

Pha.  Do  you  flight 

My  greatnefs  fo,  and  in  the  Chamber  of  the  Princefs  I 

Phi.  It  is  a place  to  which  I mult  confels 
I owe  a revferefite : but  wer’t  the  Church, 
li  at  the  Altar,  there’s  no  place  lb  fafe, 

Where  thou  dar’ft  injure  me,  but  I dare  kill  thee : 

And  for  your  greatnefs  •,  know  Sir,  1 can  grafp 
You,  and  your  greatnefs  thus,  thus  into  nothing  : 

Give  not  a word,  not  a word  back  : Farewell,  Phi. 

Pha.  ’Tisan  odd  fellow  Madam,  we  tnuft  Hop 
His  mouth  with  fome  Office,  when  we  are  married. 

Are.  You  were  belt  make  him  your  Controuler. 

Pha.  I think  he  would  difchaige  it  well.  But  Madam, 

1 hope  our  hearts  are  knit-,  and  yet  lb  flow 
The  Ceremonies  of  Slate  are,  that ’twill  be  long 
Befote  our  hands  befo:  If  then  you  pleafe, 

Being  agreed  in  heart,  let  us  not  wait 
For  dreaming  for  me,  but  take  a little  ftoln 
Delights,  and  fp  prevent  our  joyes  to  come. 

Are.  If  you  dare  fpeak  fuch  thoughts, 

I mufl:  withdraw  in  honour.  {Exit  Are. 

Pha.  The  conftitution  of  my  body  will  never  hold  out  till 
the  wedding  1 mult  feek  elfewhere.  {Exit  Pha. 


ABffs  Sectinduf,  Seen  a Prmet. 

Enter  Philafter  and  Bellarib. 

Phi.  and  thou  lhalt  find  her  honourable  boy. 

Full  of  regard  unto  thy  tender  youth, 

For  thine  own  modefty ; and  for  my  fake, 

Apter  to  give,  than  thou  wilt  be  to  ask,  I,  or  delerve. 

Beil.  Sir,  you  did  take  me  up  when  I was  nothing  *, 
And  only  yet  am  fomething,  by  being  yours  *, 

You  trufted  me  unknown  and  that  which  you  arc  apt 
To  confter  a fimple  innocence  in  me. 

Perhaps,  might  have  been  crafty  the  cunning  of  a boy 
Hardened  in  lies  and  thefty  yet  Ventur’d  yofi, 

T 0 part  my  miferies  and  me : for  which, 

I never  can  expe(fl;  to  ferve  a Lady 

That  bears  more  honour  in  her  breaft  than  you. 

Phi.  But  boy,  it  will  prefer  thee;  thou  art  youngs’ 
And  beareft:  a childilh  overflowing  love 
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To  them  that  clap  thy  cheeks,  and  fpeak  thee  fair  yet ; 

But  when  thy  judgment  comes  to  rule  thofe  paflions, 

Thou  wilt  remember  bell  thofe  careful  friends 
That  plac’d  thee  in  the  nobleft  way  of  life ; 

She  is  a Princefs  I prefer  thee  to. 

Be/l.  in  that  fmall  time  that  I have  feen  the  worlds 
I never  knew  a man  hafty  to  part 
With  a fervant  he  thought  trufty  -,  I remember 
My  Father  would  prefer  the  boys  he  kept 
To  greater  men  than  he,  but  did  it  not. 

Till  they  were  grown  too  fawey  fbr  himfelf. 

Phi.Why  gentle  boy,I  find  no  fault  at  all  in  thy  behaviour. 

Bell.  Sir,  if  I have  made 
A fault  of  ignorance,  inflruift  my  youth 
I ffiall  be  willing,  if  not  apt  to  learn  ; 

Age  and  experience  will  adorn  my  mind 
With  larger  !mowledge : And  if  I have  done 
A wilful  fault,  think  me  not  pall;  all  hope 
For  once ; what  Mailer  holds  fo  Arid  a hand 
Over  his  boy,  that  he  wifi  part  with  him 
Without  one  warning?  Let  me  becorrcdled 
To  break  my  ftubbornnefs  if  it  be  fo. 

Rather  than  turn  me  off,  and  1 lhall  mend! 

Phi.  Thy  love  doth  plead  fo  prettily  to  flay. 

That  (trull  me)  I could  weep  to  part  with  thee. 

Alas ! I do  not  turn  thee  off'-,  thou  knowell 
It  is  my  biifinefs  that  doth  call  thee  hence, 

And  wheh  thoii  art  with  her  thou  dwel’ll  with  me: 

Think  fo,  and  ’tis  lb  y and  w-hen  time  is  full, 

That  thou  haft  well  difeharged  this  heavy  trull. 

Laid  on  fo  weak  a one,  I will  again 
With  joy  receive  thee ; as  I live,  I will ; 

Nay  weep  not,  gentle  boy ; ’Tis  more  than  time 
Thou  didft  attend  the  Princefs.  Be^.  I ani  gone  • 

But  fin'ce  l am  to  part  with  you  my  Lord, 

And  none  knows  whether  1 fliall  live  to  do 
More  fervice  for  you ; take  this  little  prayer ; 

Heaven  blcfs  your  loves,  your  fights,  all  your  defigns. 

May  fick  men,  if  they  have  your  wilh,  be  well ; 

And  Heavens  hate  thofe  you  curfe,  though  I be  one.  {E.xit. 

Phi.  The  love  of  boyes  unto  their  Lords  is  ftrange, 

I have  read  wonders  of  it ; yet  this  boy 
For  my  fake  (if  a man  may  judge  by  looks. 

And  fpeech)  would  out  do  ftbry.  I may  fee 
A day  to  pay  him  for  his  loyalty.  fiEv/f  Phi. 

Enter  Pharamond. 

pha.  Why  (hbuld  thefe  Ladies  flay  fo  long?  They  mull 
come  this  way -,  I know  the  Queen  imployes  ’em  not,  for 
the  Reverend  Mother  fent  me  word  they  would  all  be  for  the 
Garden.  If  they  Ihould  all  prove  honeft  now,  I were  in  a 
fair  taking ; I was  never  fo  long  without  fport  in  my  life,aiKl 
in  my  confcience  ’tis  not  my  fault : Oh,  for  our  Country  La- 
dies! Here’s  one  boulted.  Tie  hound  at  her. 

Enter  Galatea. 

gal.  Ybur  Grace!  Pha.  Shall  I not  be  a trouble? 

gal.  Not  to  me  Sir. 

Pha.  Nay,  nay,  you  are  too  quick;  by  this  fweet  hand. 

gal.  You’l  be  forfworn  Sir,  ’tis  but  an  old  glove.  Ifyou 
will  talk  at  diftance,  1 am  for  you : but  good  Prince,  be  not 
bawdy,  nor  db  not  brag ; thefe  two  I bar,  and  then  I think, 

I lhall  have  fence  enough  to  anfwer  all  the  weighty 
fwfr  your  Royal  blood  lhall  manage. 

T^ha.  Dear  Lady,  can  ybu  love? 

Gal.  Dear,  Prince,  how  dear ! 1 neVe  coft  you  a Coachjet, 
nor  put  you  to  the  dear  repentance  of  a Banquet ; here  s no 
Scarlet  Sir,  to  blufn  the  fin  out  it  was  given  for : Thiswycr 
mine  own  hair  covers : and  this  face  has  been  fo  far  from  be- 
ing dear  to  any,  that  it  ne’re  coft  penny  painting : And  for 
the  reft  of  my  poor  Wardrobe,  fuch  as  you  fee,  it  leaves  nb 
hand  behind  it,  to  make  the  jealous  Mercers  wife  curfe  our  ■ 
gooddbings.'  7ha.  You  niiftake  me  Lady. 

Pha.  Lord,'  I do  fo ; Would  you  or  I could  help  it. 

E Pha.  I 
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Pha.  Do  Ladies  of  this  Country  ufe  to  give  no  more  re- 
fped  to  men  of  my  full  being  ? 

Gal.  Full  being ! I underftand  you  not,  unlefs  your  Grace 
means  growing  to  fatnefs  ^ and  then  your  only  remedy  (up- 
on my  knowledge,  Prince)  is  in  a morning  a Cup  of  neat 
W hite- wine  brew’d  with  then  fall  till  lupper,  a- 

bout  eight  you  may  eat ; ufe  exercile,  and  keep  a Sparrow- 
hawk,  you  can  fhoot  in  a Tiller  •,  but  of  all,  your  Gmce  muft: 
flie  Phlehotomie,  frefh  Pork,  Conger,  and  clarified  Whay  •, 
They  are  all  dullers  of  the  vital  fpirits. 

Pha.  Lady,  you  talk  of  nothing  all  this  while. 

^al.  ’Tis  very  true  Sir,  I talk  of  you. 

Pha.  This  is  a crafty  wench,  I like  her  wit  well,  ’twill  be 
rare  to  ftir  up  a leaden  appetite,  file’s  a Daaae,  and  muft  be 
courted  in  a fliowr  of  gold.  Madam,  look  here,  all  theft, 
and  more,  than , 

Gal.  What  have  you  there,  my  Lord?  Gold?  Now,  asl 
live  ’tis  fair  gold  ^ you  would  have  filver  for  it  to  play  with 
the  Pages  ^ you  could  not  have  taken  me  ina  worft  time;, 
But  if  you  have  prefent  ufe  my  Lord,  Tie  fend  my  man  with 
filver  and  keep  your  gold  for  you. 

Pha.  Lady,  Lady. 

Gal.  She’seomingSir  behind,  will  take  white  mony.  Yet 
for  all  this  I’le  match  ye.  [Exit  Gal.  behind  the  hangings. 

Pha.  If  there  be  but  two  fuch  more  in  this  Kingdom,  and 
near  the  Court,  we  may  even  hang  up  our  Harps ; ten  fuch 
Cam^hire  conftitutions  as  this,  would  call  the  golden  age 
again  in  queftion,  and  teach  the  old  way  for  every  ill  fac’t 
Husband  to  get  his  own  Children,  and  what  a milchief  that 
will  breed,  let  all  confider. 

Enter  Megra. 

Here’s  another  •,  if  file  be  of  the  fame  laft,  the  Devil  fliall 
pluck  her  on.  Many  fair  mornings.  Lady. 

Meg.  As  many  mornings  bring  as  many  dayes, 

Fair,  fweet,  and  hopeful  to  your  Grace. 

Pha.  She  gives  good  words  yet  •,  Sure  this  wench  is  free. 
If  your  more  ferious  bufinefs  do  not  call  you. 

Let  me  hold  quarter  with  you,  we’ll  take  an  hour 
Out  quickly.  Meg.  What  would  your  Grace  talk  of? 

Pha.  Of  fome  fuch  pretty  fubjedl  as  your  ftlf. 
rie  go  no  further  than  your  eye,  or  lip. 

There’s  theme  enough  for  one  man  for  an  age. 

Meg.  Sir,  they  ftand  right,  and  my  lips  are  yet  even, 
Smooth,  young  enough,  ripe  enough,  red  enough. 

Or  my  glafs  wrongs  me. 

Pha.  O they  are  two  twin’d  Cherries  died  in  bluflies, 
Which  thoft  fair  funs  above,  with  their  bright  beams 
Reflcdl  upon,  and  ripen : fweeteft  beauty. 

Bow  dovyn  thoft  branches,  that  the  longing  tafte, 

Of  the  faint  looker  on,  may  meet  thoft  bleflings, 

And  tafte  and  live.  Meg.  O delicate  fweet  Prince ; 

She  that  hath  fnow  enough  about  her  heart. 

To  take  the  wanton  fpring  of  ten  fuch  lines  off, 

May  be  a Nun  without  probation. 

Sir,  you  have  in  fuch  neat  poetry,  gathered  a kifs, 

That  if  I had  but  five  lines  of  that  number, 

Such  pretty  begging  blanks,  I fiiould  commend 
Your  fore- head,  01  your  cheeks,  and  kifs  you  too. 

Tha.  Do  it  in  proft ; you  cannot  mifs  it  Madam. 

Meg.  I fiiall,  I fiiall.  Pha.  By  my  life  you  fiiallnot. 

’le  prompt  you  firft : Can  you  do  it  now  ? 

Meg.  Methinks’tiseafic,  now  1 ha’ don’t  before  y ‘ 

But  yet  I fliould  ftick  at  it.  Pha.  Stick  till  to  morrow. 

I le  ne’r  part  you  fweeteft.  But  we  loft  time, 

Can  you  love  me  ? (you  ? 

A4eg.  Love  you  my  Lord  ? How  would  you  have  me  love 

Pha.  rie  teach  you  in  a fiiort  ftntcncc,  caufe  I will  not  load 
your  memory,  this  is  all : love  me,  and  lie  with  me. 

J^ieg.  Was  it  lie  with  you  that  you  laid  ? ’Tis  impofiible. 

Pha.  Not  to  a willing  mind,  that  will  endeavour;  if  I 
do  not  teach  you  to  do  it  as  eafily  in  one  night,  as  you’l  go  to 
bed,  rie  loft  ray  Royal  blood  for’t. 

Meg.  Why  Prince,  you  have  a Lady  of  your  own,  that 


yet  w’ants  teaching. 

Pha.  Tie  Iboner  teach  a Mare  the  old  meafures,  than  teach 
her  any  thing  belonging  to  the  funiftion ; flic’s  afraid  to  lie 
with  her  felf,  if  file  have  but  any  mafeuline  imaginations  a- 
bout  her ; I know  when  we  are  married,  I muft  ravifh  her. 

Meg.  By  my  honour,  that’s  a foul  fault  indeed,  but  time 
and  your  good  help  will  wear  it  out  Sir. 

Pha.  And  for  any  other  I fee,  excepting  your  dear  felf, 
deareft  Lady,  I had  rather  be  Sir  Tim  the  Schoolmafter,  and 
leap  a Dairy-maid. 

Meg.  Has  your  Grace  feen  the  Court-ftar  Galatea  ? 

Pha.  Out  upon  her  ; file’s  as  cold  of  her  favour  as  an 
apoplex  ? file  lail’d  by  but  now. 

Meg.  And  how  do  you  hold  her  wit  Sir  ? 

Pha.  I hold  her  wit  ? The  ftrength  of  all  the  Guard  can- 
not hold  it,  if  they  were  tied  to  it,  file  would  blow  ’em  out 
of  the  Kingdom,  they  talk  of  Jupiter,  he’s  but  a fquib  crack- 
er to  her:  Look  well  about  you,  and  you  may  find  a tongue- 
bolt.  But  fpeak  fweet  Lady,  fiiall  1 be  freely  welcome  ? 

Meg.  Whither.? 

Pha.  To  your  bed;  if  you  mifiruft  my  faith,  you  do  me 
the  unnobleft  wrong.  Meg.  I dare  not  Prince,  1 dare  hot. 

Tha.  Make  your  own  conditions,  my  purfe  fiiall  fcal  ’em, 
and  what  you  dare  imagine  you  can  w^ant,  Tie  furnifii  you 
withal : give  two  hours  to  your  thoughts  every  morning  a- 
bout  it.  Come,  I know  you  are  bafiiful,  fpeak  in  my  car, 
will  you  be  mine?  keep  this,  and  with  itmc;  foon  1 will 
Vihtyou. 

Aftg.  My  Lord,  my  Chamber’s  moft  unfafe,  but  when, 
’tis  nigcit  I’le  find  fome  means  to  Hip  into  your  lodging : till 
when- 

Pha.  Till  when,  this,  and  my  heart  go  with  thee. 

[Ex.  fever  al  vpays. 

Enter  Galatea  from  behind  the  hangings. 

Gal.  Oh  thou  pernicious  Petticoat  Prince,  are  thefe  your 
vertues  ? U’ell,  if  I do  not  lay  a train  to  blow  your  fport  up, 

I am  no  woman  •,  and  Lady  Towfabel  Tie  fit  you  for’t. 

[Exit  Gal. 

Enter  Arcthufa  and  a Lady. 

yfre.  Where’s  the  boy .?  La.  Within  Madam. 

ylre.  Gave  you  him  gold  tobuy  himcloaths  ? 

La.  I did.  Are.  And  has  he  don’t? 

La.  Yes  Madam. 

Are.  ’Tis  a pretty  fad  talking  boy,  is  it  not  ? 

, Askt  you  his  name  ? La.  No  Madam. 

Enter  Galatea. 

Are.  O you  are  welcome,  w’hat  good  news  ? 

Gal.  As  good  as  any  one  can  tell  your  Grace, 

That  faies  (he  hath  done  that  you  would  have  vvifii’d. 

Are.  Haft  thou  difeovered  ? 

Cjal.  I have  ftrained  a point  of  modefty  for  you. 

Are.  I prethee  how  ? 

Gal.  In  liftning after  bawdery,  I fee,  let  a Fady  live  ne- 
ver fo  modeftly,  fiie  (hall  be  fure  to  find  a lawful  time,  to 
harken  after  bawdery ; your  Prince,  brave  w'as  I 

fohoton’t.  cMre.  With  whom?  (place.  1 

Gal.  Why,  with  the  Lady  I fufpcift ; I can  tell  the  ti  me  and  [ 

Are.  O when,  and  w'herc  ? 

Gal.  To  night,  his  Lodging. 

Are.  Run  thy  felf  into  the  prcfcncc,  mingle  there  again 
With  other  Ladies,  leave  the  reft  to  me : 

If  deftiny  (to  whom  we  dare  not  fay. 

Why  thou  didft  this)  have  not  decreed  it  fo 
In  lafting  leaves  (whoft  fmalleft  Charafters 
Were  never  altered :)  yet,  this  match  lhall  break 
Where’s  the  boy  ? La.  Here  Madam. 

♦ 

Enter  Bcllario.  i 

f 

Are.  Sir,  you  are  fad  to  change  your  fei  vice,  is’tnotfo?' 

Bell.  Madam,  I have  not  chang’d  p 1 wait  on  you, 

To  do  him  fervicc.  Are.  Thou  difclaim’lt  in  me ; 

Tell 


1 mlajter. 


Tell  me  thy  name.  Bell.  Bellario. 

Are.  Thou  canft  ling,  and  play  ? 

Bell.  If  grief  will  give  me  leave,  Madam,  I can. 

Are.  Alas ! what  kind  of  grief  can  thy  years  know  ? 
Hadft  thou  a curft  mailer,  when  thou  went’Il  to  School  ? 
Thou  art  not  capable  of  other  grief-. 

Thy  biOws  and  cheeks  arc  fmooth  as  waters  be, 

When  no  dieath  troubles  them believe  me  boy. 

Care  leeks  out  A-rinkled  brows,  and  hollow  eyes. 

And  builos  himfeif  caves  to  abide  in  them. 

Come  Sir,  tell  me  truly,  does  your  Lord  love  me  ? 

Bell.  Love  Madam?  I know  not  what  it  is. 

Are.  Canlt  thou  know  grief,  and  never  yet  knew’ft  love  ? 
Thou  art  deceiv’d  boy does  he  fpeak  of  rue 
As  if  he  wilh’d  me  well  ? Bell.  If  it  be  love. 

To  forget  all  refped:  ofhis  own  friends. 

In  thinking  of  your  face  if  it  be  love 
To  fit  crofs  arm’d  and  figh  away  the  day. 

Mingled  with  Harts,  crying  your  name  as  loud 
And  hallily,  as  men  i’theftreets  do  fire : 

If  it  be  love  to  weep  himfeif  away. 

When  he  but  hears  of  any  Lady  dead. 

Or  kill’d,  becaufe  it  might  have  been  your  chance ; 

If  when  he  goes  to  reft  (which  will  not  be) 

’Twixt  every  prayer  he  faies,  to  name  you  once 
As  others  drop  a bead,  be  to  be  in  love  *, 

Then  Madam,  I dare  fwear  he  loves  you. 

Are.  O y’are  a cunning  boy,  and  taught  to  lie, 

For  your  Lords  credit but  thou  knoweft,  a lie, 

That  bears  this  found,  iswelcomer  tome, 

Than  any  truth  that  faies  he  loves  me  not. 

Lead  the  way  Boy : Do  you  attend  me  too ; 

’Tis  thy  Lords  bufinefs  hafts  me  thus  ^ Away.  [^^xenrit. 

Enter  Dion,  Clereniont,  Thrafilin,  Megra  and  Galatea. 


Is  up  ftiJl,  fee,  he  comes,  a Guard  along 

With  him.  ° 

Enter  King,  Arethufa  W Guard 

King,  Look  your  intelligence  be  true 
Upon  my  life  it  is : and  I uo  hope. 

Your  Highnefs  will  not  tye  me  to  a man, 

That  in  the  heat  of  wooing  throws  me  off 
Asd  takes  another.  ‘Oi.  What  inouid  this  mean  ? 
Awj^.  It  It  be  true. 

That  Lady  had  been  better  have  embrac’d 

Curelefs  Difeafes^  get  you  to  your  reft,  [f.v.  Are  rjWRel 

You  ftiall  be  righted : Gentlemen  draw  near 

^ e Ihall  imploy  you : Is  young  Tharamond  ’ 

Come  to  bs  lodging .?  7),.  I faw  him  enter  there 

If  ^ome  ofyou,  and  cunningly  difeover. 

It  be  in  her  lodging.  Qe.  Sir, 

She  parted  hence  but  now  with  other  Ladies. 

Ktng.  imt  be  there,  we  fliall  not  need  to  make 
A vain  difcovery  of  our  fufpicion. 

You  gods  I fee,  that  whe  unrighteoufty 
Holds  wealth  or  Hate  froli  others,  fiiall  be  curft 

In  that,  which  meaner  men  are  bleft  witha'l : * 

Ages  to  come  Ihall  know  no  male  of  him 
Left  to  inherit,  and  his  name  Ihall  be 
Blotted  from  earth  If  he  have  any  child. 

It  Ihall  be  crofsly  matched : the  gods  themfelves 
Shall  fow  wild^ftrife  betwixt  her  Lord  and  her. 

Yet,  if  it  be  your  wills,  forgive  the  fin  * 

I have  committed,  let  it  not  fall 
Upon  this  underftanding  child  of  mine, 

She  has  not  broke  your  Laws , but  how  can  I, 

Look  to  be  heard  of  gods,  that  muftbe  juft. 

Praying  upon  the  ground  1 hold  by  wrong  ? 


Di.  Come  Ladies,  Ihall  we  talk  a round  ? Asn^en 
Do  walk  a mile,  women  Ihould  take  an  hour 
After  fupper ; ’Tis  their  exercile.'^  Gal.  ’Tis  late. 

Meg.  ’Tis all 

My  eyes  will  do  to  lead  me  to  my  bed. 

Gal.  I fear  they  are  fo  heavy,  you’l  Icarce  find 
The  way  to  your  lodging  with  ’em  to  night. 

Enter  Pharamond. 

Thra.  The  Prince. 

Tha.  Not  a bed  Ladies  ^ y’are  good  fitters  up  j 
^ What  think  you  of  a pleafant  dream  to  laft 
Till  morning? 

Meg.  1 fhould  choole,  my  Lord,  a pleafing  wake  before  it. 

Enter  Arethufa  and  Bellario. 

Are.  ’Tis  well  my  Lord  y’are  courting  of  Ladies. 

Is’t  not  late  Gentlemen  ? 

Ce.  Yes  Madam. 

Are.  Wait  yoii  there.  {Exit  Arethufa. 

Meg.  She’s  jealous,  as  I live  *,  look  you  my  Lord, 

The  Princefs  has  a HHas.,  an  Adonis. 

Pha.  His  form  is  Angel-like. 

Meg.  Why  this  is  he,  muft,  when  you  are  wed, 

Sit  by  your  pillow,  like  young  eMpolloy  with 

His  hand  and  voice,  binding  your  thoughts  in  fleep  ^ 

The  Princefs  does  provide  him  for  you,  and  for  her  felf. 

Pha.  I find  no  mufick  in  thefe  boys.  Meg.  Nor  I. 
They  can  do  little,  and  that  fmall  they  do, 

They  have  not  wit  to  hide. 

7}i.  Serves  he  the  Princefs  ? Thra.  Yes. 

Di.  ’Tis  a fweet  boy,  how  brave  file  keeps  him! 

I'ha.  Ladies  all  good  reft^  I mean  to  kill  a Buck 
To  morrow  morning,  ere  y’ave  done  your  dreams,  f reft, 

Meg.  All  happinels  attend  your  Grace,  Gentlemen  good 
Come  (hall  we  to  bed  ? 

Gal.  Yes,  all  good  night.  {Ex.G^d.andM^^. 

Di.  May  your  dreams  be  true  to  you  ^ 

What  Ihall  wc  do  Gallants  ? ’Tis  late,  the  King 


Enter  Dion. 

Di.  Sir,  I have  asked,  and  her  women  fwear  Ihe  is  within, 
but  they  1 think  are  bawds  ^ I told  ’em  1 muft  fpeak  with 
her : they  laught,  and  faid  their  Lady  lay  fpeechlefs.  I 
faid,  my  bufinefs  was  important  ^ they  faid  their  Lady'was 
about  it : I grew  hot,  and  cryed  my  bufinefs  w;as  a matter 
that  concern’d  life  and  death ; they  anfwered,  fo  was  Ileep- 
ing,  at  which  their  Lady  was  ^ I urg’d  again,  Ihe  had  fcaice 
time  to  be  fo  fince  laft  I faw  her  they  frail’d  again,  and 
feem’d  to  inftrud  me,  that  Ileeping  was  nothing  but  lying 
down  and  winking:  Anfwers  more  direT  I could  not  get : 
in  fiiort  Sir,  I think  Ihe  is  not  there. 

King.  ’Tis  then  no  time  to  dally : you  o’th’ Guard, 

Wait  at  the  back  door  of  the  Princes  lodging. 

And  fee  that  none  pafs  thence  upon  your  lives. 

Knock  Gentlemen : knock  loud ; louder  yet : 

What,  has  their  pleafure  taken  off  their  hearing  ? 

I’le  break  your  meditations  ? knock  again : 

Not  yet  ? I do  not  think  he  fleeps,  having  this 
Larum  by  him  j once  more,  Pharamond^  Prince. 

Pharamond  above. 

Tha.  What  fa  wey  groom  knocks  at  this  dead  of  night? 
Where  be  our  waiters  ? By  my  vexed  foul, 

He  meets  his  death,  that  meets  me,  for  this  boldnefs, 

K.  Prince,  you  wrong  your  thoughts,  w'e  are  your  friends, 
Comedown.  Pha.  The  King 

King.  The  fame  Sir,  come  down. 

We  have  caufe  of  prelent  Counfel  with  you. 

Pha.  If  your  Grace  pleafe  to  ufe  me,  i’ic,  attend  you 
To  your  Chamber.  [Pha.  beldve. 

King.  No,  ’tis  too  late  Prince,  Tic  make  bold  with  yours. 

Pha.  I have  fome  private  realbns  to  my  felf. 

Makes  me  unmannerly,  and  fay  you  cannot ; 

Nay,  prefs  not  forward  Gentlemen,  he  muft  come 
Through  my  life,  that  comes  here.  Enter. 

King.  Sir  be  refolv’d,  I muft  and  will  come. 

Pha.  1 will  not  be  difiionour’d  ^ 

He  that  enters,  enters  upon  his  death . 

E 3 _ . Sir, 


2§  ^bilafier. 


Sir,  ’tis  a Hgii  you  make  no  ftranger  of  me. 

To  bring  thefe  Renegados  to  my  Chamber, 

'At  thefe  onfeafon’d  hours.  King.  Why  do  you 
Chafe  your  felf  fo  ? you  are  not  wrong’d,  nor  (hall  be ; 
Onely  Tie  fearch  your  lodging,  for  fome  caufe 
To  our  felf  known : Enter  I fay. 

Fha.  I fay  no.  iMeg.Jbove. 

Meg.  Let ’em  enter  Prince, 

Let ’em  enter,  I am  up,  and  ready ; I know  their  bufinefs, 
’Tis  the  poor  breaking  of  a Ladies  honour. 

They  hunt  fo  hotly  after ; let  ’em  enjoy  it. 

You  have  your  bulinefs  Gentlemen,  I lay  here. 

O my  Lord  the  King,  thi?  is  not  noble  in  you 
Toma'ke  publick  the  weaknefs  of  a Woman. 

King.  Comedown. 

Meg.  I dare  my  Lord ; your  whootings  and  your  cUmors, 
Your  private  whifpers,  and  your  broad  fleerings, 

Can  no  more  vex  my  foul,  than  this  bafe  carriage ; 

But  I have  vengeance  yet  in  ftore  for  fome. 

Shall  in  the  moft  contempt  you  can  have  of  me. 

Be  joyand  nourilhment.  % 

King.  Will  you  come  down  ? i . 

' Meg.  Yes,  to  laugh  at  your  worjf : but  1 Ihalhvrfng  you, 
If  my  skill  fail  me  not.  Y 

King.  Sir,  I mull  dearly  chide  you  for  this  loofenefs, 

You  have  wrong’d  a worthy  Lady  but  no  more, 

Conduft  him  to  my  lodging,  and  to  bed.  ^ (deed. 
Cle.  Get  him  another  wench,  and  you  brin^hini  to  bed  in 
Di.  ’Tis  ftrange  a man  cannot  ride  a Staggs 
Or  two,  to  breath  himfelf,  without  a warrant : 

If  this  geer  hold,  that  lodgings  be  fearch’d  thus. 

Pray  heaven  we  may  lie  with  our  own  wives  in  lafety, 
Thatthey  be  not  by  fome  trick  of  State  miftaken. 

Enter  with  Mcgra. 

King.  Now  Lady  of  honour , where’s  your  honour  now } 
No  man  can  lit  your  palat,  but  the  Prince. 

Thou  moft  ill  Ihrowded  rottennefs ; thou  piece 
Made  by  a Painter  and  a Pothecary  ; 

Thou  troubled  fea  of  lull-,  thou  vvildcrnels. 

Inhabited  by  wild  thoughts ; thou  fwoln  cloud 
Of  Infection thou  ripe  Mine  of  all  Difeafes-, 

Thou  all  Sin,  all  Hell,  and  laft,  all  Devils,  tell  me, 

Had  you  none  to  pull  on  with  your  courtehes. 

But  he  that  mult  be  mine,  and  wrong  my  Daughter  ? 

By  all  the  gods,  all  thefe,  and  all  the  Pages, 

And  all  the  Court  lhall  hoot  thee  through  the  Court, 

Fling  rotten  Oranges,  make  ribald  Rimes, 

And  fear  thy  name  with  Candles  upon  walls  .• 

Do  you  laugh  Lady  V'enus  s 

Meg.  Faith  Sir,  you  mull  pardon  me; 

I cannot  chufe  but  laugh  to  Ice  you  merry. 

If  you  do  this,  OKing^  nay,  if  you  dare  do  it ; 

By  all  thefe  gods  you  fwore  by,  and  as  many 
More  of  my  own  •,  I w'iil  have  fellows,  and  fuch 
Fellows  in  it,  as  fliall  rriikc  noble  mirth  ^ 

The  Princefs,  your  deal'  Daughter,  lhall  Hand  by  me 
On  w’alls,  and  fung  in  ballads,  any  thing : 

Urge  me  no  more,  J know  her,  and  her  haunts. 

Her  layes,  leaps,  and  outlayes,  and  will  dilcover  all ; 

Nay  will  dihionour  her.  I know  the  boy 
She  keeps,  a handfome  boy ; about  eighteen : 

Know  what  Hie  does' with  him,  where,  and  when. 

Come  Sir,  you  put  me  to  a womans  madnefs. 

The  glory  of  a fury ; and  if  I do  not 
Do  it  to  the  hei^lit  ? 

King.  What  boy  is  this  Ihe  raves  at  ? 

Aff^.Alaslgood  minded  Prince, you  know  not  thefe  things? 

I am  loth  to  reveal  ’em.  Keep  this  fault 
As  you  would  keep  your  health  from  the  hot  air 
Of  the  corrupted  people,  or  by  heaven, 

I will  not  fall  alone ; what  I have  known, 

Shall  be  as  publick  as  a print ; all  tongues 
Shall  Ipeak  it  as  they  do  the  language  they 


Are  born  in,  as  free  and  commonly  ^ Tie  fet  it 

Like  a prodigious  ftar  for  all  to  gaze  at,  (teign 

And  fo  high  and  glowing,  that  other  Kingdoms  far  and  For- 

Shall  read  it  there,  nay  travel  with  it,  till  they  find 

No  tongue  to  make  it  more,  nor  no  more  people ; 

And  then  behold  the  fall  of  your  fair  Princefs. 

King.  Has  Ihe  a boy? 

Cle.  So  pleafe  your  Grace  I have  Teen  a boy  wait 
On  her, a fair  boy. 

King.  Go  get  you  to  your  quarter : 

For  this  time  Tleftudy  to  forget  you. 

Meg.  Do  you  ftudy  to  forget  me,  and  Tleftudy 
To  forget  you.  f ^’.v.  King,  Meg.  and  Guard. 

Cle.  Why  here’s  a Male  fpirit  for  Hercules.^  if  ever  there 
be  nine  worthiesof  women,this  wench  lhall  ride  aftride,  and 
be  their  Captain. 

Bi.  Sure  Ihe  hath  a garrifon  of  Devils  in  her  tongue,  Ilie 
uttereth  fuch  balls  of  wild-fire.  She  has  fo  netled  the  King, 
that  all  the  Dodors  in  the  Country  will  fcarce  cure  him. 
That  boy  was  a ftrange  found  out  antidote  to  cure  her  in- 
fedion : that  boy,  that  Princefs  boy : that  brave,  chaft,  ver- 
tuous  Ladies  boy : and  a fair  boy,  a well  fpoken  boy : All 
thefe  confideredjcan  make  nothing  elfe — . but  there  1 leave 
you  Gentlemen. 

Thra.  Nay  we’J  go  wander  with  you.  \E.\cunt. 


A^hs  Tertius.  Scena  Frima. 

Enter  Cle.  Di.  and  Thra. 

Cle.  'VT  A Y doubtlefs ’tis true. 

INI  Di.  I,  and ’tis  the  gods 
That  rais’d  this  Punilhment  to  Itourge  the  King 
With  his  own  illuc : Isitnotalhame 
For  us,  that  Ihould  w rite  noble  in  the  land  ; 

For  us,  that  Ihould  be  freemen,  to  behold 
A man,  that  is  the  bravery  of  his  age, 

Thilafier^  preft  dow  n from  his  Royal  right. 

By  this  regardlefs  King-,  and  only  look. 

And  fee  the  Scepter  ready  to  be  call: 

Into  the  hands  of  that  lafeivious  Lady, 

That  lives  in  lull  with  a Imooth  boy,  now  to*be 
Married  to  yon  ftrange  Prince,  who,  but  that  people 
Pleafe  to  let  him  be  a Prince,  is  born  a Have, 

In  that  which  Ihould  be  his  moft  noble  part. 

His  mind  ? Thra.  That  man  that  would  not  ftir  witli  you, 
To  aid  Thilafiery  let  the  gods  forget, 

That  fuch  a Creature  walks  upon  the  earth. 

de.  Philafter  is  too  backward  in’t  himfelf  j 
The  Gentry  do  await  it,  and  the  people 
Againft  their  nature  are  all  bent  for  him, 

And  like  a field  of  Handing  Corn,  that’s  mov’d 
With  a ftilfgale,  their  heads  bow  all  one  way. 

Di.  The  only  caule  that  draws  PhtUfter  back 
From  this  attempt,  is  the  fair  Princels  love, 

Which  he  admires  and  we  can  now  confute. 

Thra.  Perhaps  he’l  not  believe  it. 

Di.  Why  Gentlemen,  ’tis  without  queftion  fo. 

Qe.  I ’tis  pall  Ipeech,  Ilic  lives  dilhoncftly. 

But  how  lhall  we,  if  he  be  curious,  work 
Upon  his  faith  ? 

Thra.  We  all  arc  latisfied  within  our  lelvcs. 

Dt.  Since  it  is  true;  and  tends  to  his  own  good. 

Tie  make  this  neyv  report  to  be  my  knowledge. 

Tie  fay  I know  it,  nay,  Tie  fwcar  I faw  it. 

de.  It  will  be  bell.  Thra.  ’Twill  move  him. 

Enter  Philafter. 

Di.  Here  he  comes.  Good  morrow  to  your  honour. 
We  have  fpent  fome  time  in  Peeking  you. 

Phi.  My  worthy  friends, 

Y ou  that  can  keep  your  memories  to  know 

Your 
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Your  friend  iu  iniieries,  and  cannot  frown 

On  men  difgrac’d  for  vertue ; A good  day  (tion  ? 

Attend  you  all.  What  fervice  may  I do  worthy  your  accepta- 

‘Di.  My  good  Lord, 

We  come  to  urge  that  vertue  which  we  know 

Lives  in  your  breall,  forth,  rife,  and  make  a head, 

TiiC  Nobles,  and.  the  people  are  all  dull’d 
\\dth  this  ufurping  King ; and  not  a man 

That  ever  heard  tnc  word,  or  knew’  fuch  a thing 

As  vertue,  but  v.  ill  fccond  your  attempts. 

Phi.  How  honourable  is  this  love  in  you 

To  me  that  have  defcrv’d  none  ? Know  my  friends 
(You  that  were  born  to  Ihame  your  poor  Philajhr^ 

With  too  mucli  courteGe)  1 could  afford 

To  melt  myfelf  in  thanks  •,  but  my  dcGgns 

Arc  not  yet  ripe,  fuffice  it,  that  ere  long  (would 

I lhall  imploy  your  loves : but  yet  the  time  is  Ihort  of  what  1 

Di.  The  time  is  fuller  Sir,  than  you  expert  •, 

That  which  hereafter  will  not  perhaps  be  reach’d 

By  violence,  may  now  be  caught^  As  for  the  King, 

You  know  the  people  have  long  hated  him  j 

But  now  the  Princefs,  whom  they  lov’d. 

Phi.  Why,  what  of  her? 

Di.  Is  loath’d  as  much  as  he. 

Phi.  By  what  ftrange  means  ? 

Di.  She’s  known  a Whore.  Phi.  Thoulyeft. 

Di.  My  Lord — 

Phi.  Thou  lyeft,  {Offers  to  draw  and  is  held. 

And  thou  lhalt  feel  if,  I had  thought  thy  mind 

Had  been  of  honour  j thus  to  rob  a Lady 

Of  her  good  name,  is  an  infedious  Gn, 

Not  to  be  pardon’d ; be  it  falfe  as  hell, 

’Twill  never  be  redeem’d,  if  it  be  fowm 

Amongftthe  people,  fruitful  to  increale 

All  evil  they  lhall  hear.  Let  me  alone. 

That  I may  cut  offfalfhood,  whilft  it  fprings. 

Set  hills  on  hills  betwixt  me  and  the  man 

That  utters  this,  and  I will  fcale  them  all, 

And  from  the  utmolt  top  fall  on  his  neck. 

Like  Thunder  from  a Cloud.  Di.  This  is  mofl:  ftrange  j 
Sure  he  docs  love  her.  Phi.  I do  love  fair  truth : 

She  is  my  Miftrefs,  and  who  injures  her. 

Draws  vengeance  from  me  Sirs,  let  go  ray  arms. 

Thra.  Nay,  good  my  Lord  be  patient. 

Cle.  Sir,  remember  this  is  your  honour’d  friend, 

That  comes  to  do  his  fervice,  and  will  Ihew  you 

Why  he  utter’d  this.  Phi.  I ask  you  pardon  Sir, 

My  zeal  to  truth  made  me  unmannerly  : 

Should  I have  heard  diflionour  fpoke  of  you, 

Behind  your  back  untruly,  I had  been 

As  much  diftemper’d,  and  enrag’d  as  now. 

Di.  But  this  ray  Lord  is  truth. 

Phi.  O fay  not  fo,  good  Sir  forbear  to  fay  fo, 

’Tis  the  truth  that  all  womenkind  is  falfe  •, 

Urge  it  no  more,  it  is  impofllble ; 

Why  ftiould  you  think  the  Princefs  light? 

Di.  Why,  fhe  was  taken  at  It. 

Phi.  Tis  falfe,  0 Heaven ’tis  falfe ; it  cannot  be. 

Can  it?  Speak  Gentlemen,  for  love  of  truth  fpeak  j 

Is’t  poflible  ? can  women  all  be  damn’d  ? 

Di.  Why  no,  my  Lord. 

Phi.  Why  then  it  cannot  be, 

Di.  And  fhe  was  taken  with  her  boy. 

Phi.  What  boy?  Di.  A Page,  a boy  that ferves her. 

Phi.  Oh  good  gods,  a little  boy 

Di.  I,  know  you  him  my  Lord. ^ 

Phi.  Kell  and  Gn  know  him  ? Sir,  you  are  deceiv’d  ^ 

I’le  reafon  it  a little  coldly  with  you  \ 

If  ftie  w’ere  luftful,  would  fne  take  a boy, 

That  knows  not  yet  deGre  ? flie  would  have  one 

Should  meet  her  thoughts  and  knows  the  Gn  he  afts, 

Which  is  the  great  delight  of  wickednels  •, 

You  arc  abus’d,  and  fo  is  (he,  and  I, 

Di.  How  you  my  Lord.? 

Phi.  Why  all  the  world’s  abus’d 

In  an  unjuft  report  TO  Oh  noble  Sir  your  vertucs 
Cannot  look  into  the  fubtii  thoughts  of  woman. 
InJhortmyLord,  I took  them;  I myfelf 

Phi  Now  all  the  Devils  thou  didft  Gic  from  my  rage, 

^ ould  tnou  uadft  t;i’nc  devils  ingendring  plagues  • 

When  thou  didit  take  them,  hide  thee  Sem  my  eyes. 
Would  t!iou  haddrak-m  Tnunder  on  thy  bread; 

When  thou  didit  tane  them,  or  been  ftrucken  dumb 

For  ever ; tnat  this  foul  deed  migi.r  have  Dept  ,n  lllence. 
Thra.  Have  you  known  him  fo  ill  temper’d  ? 

Cle.  Never  before. 

Phi.  The  winds  that  are  let  loofe. 

From  the  four  feveral  corners  of  the  earth, 

And  fpread  thcmfelves  all  over  fea  and  land, 

Kift  not  a chafte  one.  What  friend  bears  a fword 

To  run  me  through.? 

Di.  Why,  my  Lord,  are  you  fo  mov’d  at  this.? 

Phi.  When  any  falls  from  vertue  I am  diftraa;, 

I have  an  intcreft  in’t. 

Di.  But  good  ray  Lord  recal  your  felf, 

And  think  what’s  belt  to  be  done. 

Phi.  I thank  you.  I will  do  it; 

Pleafe  you  to  leave  me,  I’ie  conlider  of  it ; 

Tomorrow  I will  Gnd  your  lodging  forth. 

And  give  you  anfwer 

The  readieft  way.  Di.  All  the  gods  dired  you. 

Thra.  He  was  extream  impatient. 

Cle.  It  was  his  vertue  and  his  noble  mind. 

Di.Cle.  WThra. 

Phi.  I had  forgot  to  ask  him  where  he  took  them, 

Tie  follow  him,  O that  I had  a fea 

Within  my  breaft,  to  quench  the  Gre  I feel ; 

More  circumftances  will  but  fan  this  Gre  ^ 

It  more  affli(fts  me  now,  to  know  by  whom 

This  deed  is  done,  than  Gmply  that  ’tis  done : 

And  he  that  tells  me  this  is  honourable. 

As  far  from  lies,  aslheisfar  fromtrutL 

0 that  like  beafts,  we  could  not  grieve  our  felves,  ‘ 

With  that  we  fee  not;,  Bulls  and  Rams  will  Gght,* 

To  keep  their  Females  ftanding  in  their  Gght  ^ 

But  take  ’em  from  them,  and  you  take  at  once 

Their  fpleens  away  •,  and  they  will  fall  again 

Unto  their  Paftures,  growing  frefti  and  fat, 

And  tafte  the  waters  of  the  Iprings  as  fw’cet, 

As  ’twas  before,  Gnding  no  ftart  in  fleep. 

But  miferable  man ; See,  fee  you  gods, 

Snter  Bellario, 

He  walks  ftill  ^ and  the  face  you  let  him  wear 

When  he  was  innocent,  is  ftill  the  fame, 

Notblafted*,  isthisjuftice.?  Do  you  mean 

To  intrap  mortality,  that  you  allow 

Treafon  fo  fmooth  a brow .?  I cannot  now 

Think  he  is  guilty.  'Bell.  Health  to  you  my  Lord  •, 

The  Princefs  doth  commend  her  love,  her  life, 

And  this  unto  you.-  Phi.  Oh  Bellario., 

Now  I perceive  (he  loves  me,  Gie  does  Grew  it 

In  loving  thee  ray  boy,  Ihe  has  made  thee  brave. 

Bell.  My  Lord  flie  has  attired  me  paft  my  wifli, 

Paft  my  defert,  more  ftt  for  her  attendant, 

Though  far  unfit  for  me,  who  do  attend. 

Phi.  Thou  art  grown  courtly  boy.  0 let  all  women 

That  love  black  deeds,  learn  to  dillemble  here, 

Here,  by  this  paper  Die  does  write  to  me, 

As  if  her  heart  were  Mines  of  Adamant 

To  all  the  world  beGdes,  but  unto  me, 

A maiden  fnow  that  melted  with  my  looks. 

Tell  me  my  boy  how  doth  the  Princefs  ufe  thee .? 

For  I fliallguefs  her  love  to  me  by  that. 

Bell.  Scarce  like  her  fervant,  but  as  if  I were 

Something  allied  to  her ; or  had  preferv’d 

Her  life  three  times  by  my  Gdelity. 

As  mothers  fond  do  ufe  their  only  fons  *, 

As 
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As  I’de  ufe  one,  that’slefc  unto  my  truft, 

For  whom  my  life  Ihould  pay,  if  he  met  harm, 

So  fhe  docs  ule  me.  Phi.  Why,  this  is  wondrous  well: 
But  what  kind  language  does  fhe  feed  thcQ  with  ? 

'Pell.  Whyjflie  does  tell  me,  Ihe  will  trufl;  my  youth 
With  all  her  loving  fecrets ; and  does  call  me 
Her  pretty  fervant,  bids  hie  weep  no  more 
For  leaving  you  : fhee’l  fee  my  lervices 
Regarded  j and  fuch  words  of  that  foft  ftrain, 

That  1 am  nearer  weeping  when  Ihe  ends 

Than  ere  flie  fpake.  Phi.  This  is  much  better  ftill. 

Bell.  Are  you  ill  my  Lord  ? 

‘Phi.  Ill  ? No  Bellario. 

Bell.  Me  thinks  your  words 
Fall  not  from  off  your  tongue  fo  evenly. 

Nor  is  there  in  your  looks  that  quietnels, 

That  1 was  wont  to  fee. 

Phi.  Thou  art  deceiv’d  boy : 

And  Ihe  Itroakes  thy  head  ? Belt.  Yes. 

Phi.  And  hre  does  clap  thy  cheeks  ? 

Bell.  She  does  my  Lord. 

Phi,  And  (he  does  kifs  thee  boy  ha  ! 

Bell.  How  my  Lord  ? 

Phi.  She  kilTes  thee  Bell.  Not  lb  my  Lord, 

Phi.  Come,  come,  I know  Ihe  dees. 

Pell.  No  by  my  life. 

Phi.  Whythen  Ihe  does  not  love  me  ^ come,  (he  does, 

I bad  her  do  it  j I charg’d  her  by  all  charms 
Of  love  between  us,  by  the  hope  of  peace 
U’e  Hiorrld  enjoy,  to  yield  thee  all  delights 
Naked,  as  to  her  bed  : 1 took  her  oath 
Thou  Ihould’ft  enjoy  her : Tell  me  gentle  boy. 

Is  (he  not  parallelels  ? Is  not  her  breath 
Sweet  as  Arabian  wnnds,  when  fruits  are  ripe  ? 

Are  not  her  breafts  two  liquid  Ivory  balls.? 

Is  (he  not  all  a lafting  Mine  of  joy  ? 

Bell.  I,  now  1 lee  why  my  dillurbed  thoughts 
Were  fo  perple.xt.  Whenfirft  I went  to  her. 

My  heart  held  augnry you  are  abus’d. 

Some  villain  has  abus’d  you  ; I do  fee 
Whereto  you  tend ; fall  Rocks  upon  his  head,] 

That  put  this  to  you , ’tis  fome  fubtil  train. 

To  bring  that  noble  frame  of  yours  to  nought. 

Phi.  Thou  think’ll  I will  be  angry  with  thee ; Come 
Thou  llralt  know  all  my  drift,  1 hate  her  more. 

Than  I love  happinels,  and  plac’d  thee  there. 

To  pry  with  narrow  eyes  into  her  deeds ; 

Haft  thou  difeover’d  ? Is  file  fain  to  luH, 

As  I would  wifii  her  ? Speak  fome  comfort  to  me. 

Bell.  My  Lord,  you  did  millake  the  boy  youfent : 

Had  flic  the  lull  of  Sparrows,  or  of  Goats ; 

Had  (he  a fin  that  way,  hid  from  the  world, 

Beyond  the  name  of  lull,  I would  not  aid 
Her  bafe  defires  ^ but  what  I came  to  know 
As  fervant  to  her, I would  not  rcveal,to  make  my  lifelall  ages 
Phi.Oh  my  heart; this  is  a falve  worle  than  the  main  difeafe. 
Tell  me  thy  thoughts ; for  I will  know  the  leall 
That  dwells  within  thee,  or  will  rip  thy  heart 
To  know  it  •,  I w’ill  lee  thy  thoughts  as  plain. 

As  1 do  know  thy  face.  Bell.  Why,  fo  you  do. 

She  is  (for  ought  I know)  by  all  the  gods, 

As  challe  as  Ice  ^ but  were  file  foul  as  Hell 
And  I did  know  it,  thus;  the  breath  of  Kings, 

The  points  of  Swords,  Tortures  nor  Bulls  of  Brafs, 

Should  draw  it  from  me. 

Phi.  Then  ’tis  no  time  to  dally  with  thee  *, 

I will  take  thy  life, for  I do  hate  thee  *,  I could  curfe  thee  now. 

Pell.  If  you  do  hate  you  could  not  curfe  me  worfe  j 
The  gods  have  not  a punifiiment  in  liorc 
Greater  for  me,  than  is  your  hate. 

Pht.  Fie,  fie,  fo  young  and  fodillerabling^ 

Tell  me  when  and  where  thou  dill  enjoy  her. 

Or  let  plagues  fall  on  me,  if  I dellroy  thee  not,' 

Bell.  Heaven  knows  I never  did : and  when  I lie 


To  fave  my  life,  may  I live  long  and  loath’d. 

Hew  me  afunder,  and  whilll  I can  think 
I’le  love  thofe  pieces  you  have  cut  aw^ay. 

Better  than  thofe  that  grow : and  kifs  thofe  limbs, 

Becaule  you  made  ’em  fo. 

Phi.  Fearell  thou  not  death  ? 

Can  boys  contemn  that  ? Bell.  Oh,  what  boy  is  he 
Can  be  content  to  live  to  be  a man 
That  fees  the  bell  of  men  thus  paflionate,thus  without  reafon? 
Phi.  Oh,  but  thou  doll  not  know  what  ’tis  to  die. 

Bell.  Yes,  Ido  know  my  Lord  ^ 

’Tis  lefs  than  to  be  born a lalling  lleep, 

A quiet  relting  from  all  jealoufie ; 

Athingweallpurfue^  I knowbefides. 

It  is  but  giving  over  of  a game  that  mult  be  loll. 

Phi.  But  there  are  pains,  falle  boy. 

For  perjur’d  fouls ; think  but  on  thele,  and  then 
Thy  heart  will  melt,  and  thou  wilt  utter  all. 

Bell.  May  they  fall  all  upon  me  whilll  I live. 

If  I be  perjur’d,  or  have  ever  thought 
Of  that  you  charge  me  with ; if  I be  falfe, 

Send  me  to  fuller  in  thofe  punilhraentsyoulpeak  of  •,  kill  me. 

Phi.  Oh,  what  Ihould  I do  ? 

Why,  who  can  but  believe  him  ? He  docs  fwear 
So  earnellly,  that  if  it  were  not  true, 

The  gods  would  not  endure  him.  Rife  Bellariof 
Thyprotellations  are  fo  deep  *,  and  thou 
Doll  look  fo  truly,  when  thou  utterell  them, 

That  though  I know|  ’em  falle,  as  were  my  hopes, 

I cannot  urge  thee  further ; but  thou  wert 
To  blame  to  injure  me,  for  I mull  love 
Thy  honcll  looks,  and  take  no  revenge  upon 
Thy  tender  youth  j A love  from  me  to  thee 
Is  firm,  what  ere  thou  doll : It  troubles  me 
Tiiat  1 have  call’d  the  blood  out  of  thy  cheeks. 

That  did  fo  well  become  thee : but  good  boy 
Let  me  not  fee  thee  more  ^ fomething  is  done, 

That  will  dillra(fl  me,  that  will  make  me  mad. 

If  I behold  thee  : if  thou  tender’ll  me. 

Let  me  not  fee  thee.  Pell.  I will  fly  as  far 
As  there  is  morning,  ere  I give  dillafle 
To  that  moll  honour’d  mind.  But  through  thefe  tears 
Shed  at  my  hopelefs  parting,  I can  fee 
A world  of  Treafon  practis’d  upon  you. 

And  her  and  me.  Farewel  for  evermore  ^ 

If  you  lhall  hear,  that  forrow  Ilruck  me  dead. 

And  after  find  me  Loyal,  let  there  be 
A tear  (hed  from  you  in  my  meinorie. 

And  I fhall  reft  at  peace.  {Exit  Bel. 

Phi.  Blefling  be  with  thee. 

What  ever  thou  deferv’ft.  Oh,  where  lhall  I 
Go  bath  body  ? Nature  too  unkind, 

That  made  no  medicine  for  a troubled  mind ! [^£.v.  Phi. 

Enter  Arethufe. 

Are.  I marvel  my  boy  comes  not  back  again  *, 

But  that  I know  my  love  will  queftion  him 
Over  and  over ; how  I flept,  wak’d,  talk’d  *, 

How  I remembred  him  when  his  dear  name 
Waslalllpoke,  andhow,  when  1 figh’d,  wept,  fung. 

And  ten  thouland  fuch  j I Ihould  be  angry  at  his  ftay. 

Enter  King. 

King.  What  are  your  meditations  ? who  attends  you  ? 
Are.  None  but  my  Angle  felf,  I need  no  Guard, 

I do  no  wrong,  nor  fear  none. 

King.  Tell  me:  have  you  not  a boy  ? Are.  Yes  Sir. 
King.  What  kind  of  boy? 

Are.  A Page,  a waiting  boy. 

King.  A handfome  boy  ? 

Are.  I think  he  be  not  ugly : 

Well  qualified,  and  dutiful,  I know  him, 

I took  him  not  for  beauty. 

Kmg.  He  fpeaks,  and  lings  and  plays  ? 

Are. 
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Are,  Yes  Sir.  King.  About  Eighteen  ? 

Are.  I never  askM  his  age.  King.  Ishefulloffervice? 

Are.  By  your  pardon  why  do  you  ask 

King.  Put  him  away.  Are.  Sir? 

King.  Put  him  away,  h’as  done  you  that  good  fervice, 
Shames  me  to  fpcak  of. 

<^re.  Good  Sir  let  me  underltand  you. 

Kwig.  If  you  fear  me,  (hew  it  in  duty  ^ put  away  that  boy. 

Are.  Let  me  have  realbn  for  it  Sir,  and  then 
Your  will  is  my  command. 

King.  Do  not  you  blufh  to  ask  it  ? Gaft  him  off^ 

Or  I fhall  do  the  fame  to  you.  Y’are  one 
Shame  with  me,  and  fo  near  unto  my  felf. 

That  by  my  life,  I dare  not  tell  my  felf, 

What  you,  my  felf  have  done. 

Are.  What  have  I done  my  Lord  ? 

King.  ’Tis  a new  language,  that  all  love  to  learn^ 

The  common  people  fpeak  it  well  already, 

They  need  no  Grammer ; underltand  me  well. 

There  be  foul  whifpers  ftirring ; call  him  off! 

And  fuddenly  do  it : Farewel.  C£-«>King. 

Are.  Where  may  a Maiden  live  fecurely  free. 

Keeping  her  Honour  fafe  ? Not  with  the  living. 

They  feed  upon  opinions,  errours,  dreams. 

And  make  ’em  truths : they  draw  a nourifhment 
Out  ofdefamings,  grow  upon  difgraces, 

And  when  they  fee  a vertue  fortified 
Strongly  above  the  battery  of  their  tongues^ 

Oh,  how  they  call  to  fink  if,  and  defeated 
(Soul  lick  with  Poyfon)  flrike  the  Monuments 
Where  noble  names  lie  fleeping : till  they  fweatj 
And  the  cold  Marble  melt. 

Enter  Philafler. 

rhi.  Peace  to  your  fairefl:  thoughts,  dearefl  Miflrefs, 

Are.  Oh,  my  dearefl  fervant  I have  a War  within  me. 

Phi.  He  muff  be  more  than  man,that  makes  thefe  Cryftals 
Run  into  Rivers  •,  fweeteft  fair,  the  caufe  ^ 

And  as  I am  your  Have,  tied  to  your  goodnefs. 

Your  creature  made  again  from  what  I was, 

And  newly  fpirited,  Tie  right  your  honours. 

Are.  Oh,  my  bell  love ; that  boy  I What  boy? 

Are.  The  pretty  boy  you  gave  me,  P/;/.What  of  him  ? 

Are.  Muft  be  no  more  mine.  Phi.  Why  ? 

Are.  They  are  jealous  of  him.  Phi.  Jealous,  who? 

Are.  The  King.  Phi.  Oh,  my  fortune. 

Then  ’tis  no  idle  jealoufie.  Let  him  go. 

Are.  Oh  cruel,  are  you  hard  hearted  too  ? 

Who  fhall  now  tell  you,  how  much  I lov’d  you ; 

Who  fhall  fwear  it  to  you,  and  weep  the  tears  I fend? 

Who  fhall  now  bring  you  Letters,  Rings,  Bracelets,  • 

Lofe  his  health  in  fervice  ? wake  tedious  nights 
In  flories  of  your  praife  ? Who  fhall  fing 
Y our  crying  Elegies  ? And  flrike  a fad  foul 
Into  fenfelefs  Pidures,  and  make  them  mourn  ? 

Who  fhall  take  up  his  Lute,  and  touch  it,  till 
He  crown  a filent  fleep  upon  my  eye-lid, 

Making  me  dream  and  cry.  Oh  my  dear,  dear  Philafier. 

Phi.  Oh  my  heart ! 

Would  he  had  broken  thee,  that  made  thee  know 
This  Lady  was  not  Loyal.  Miflrefs,  forget 
The  boy,  I’le  get  thee  a far  better. 

Are.  Oh  never,  never  fuch  a boy  again,  as  my  BelUrio. 

Bell.  ’Tis  butyoUr  fond  affeeftion. 

Are.  With  thee  my  boy,  farewel  for  ever. 

All  fecrecy  in  fervants : farewel  faith. 

And  all  defire  to  do  well  for  it  felf: 

Let  all  that  fhall  fucceed  thee,  for  thy  wrongs. 

Sell  and  betray  chafl  love. 

Phi.  And  all  this  paflion  for  a boy  ? 

Are.  He  was  your  boy,  and  you  put  him  to  me. 

And  the  lofs  of  fuch  muff  have  a mourning  for. 

Phi.  O thou  forgetful  woman ! c^re.  How,  my  Lord  ? 

Phi.  Falfe  Arethufa  I 
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Hafl  thou  a Medicine  to  reflore  my  wits 

When  I have  loft ’em .?  If  not,  leave  to  talk,  and  do  thus 

Are.  Do  what  Sir?  would  you  fleep  ? 

Phi.  PorevcT  Arethnfa.  Oh  you  god's, 

Give  me  a worthy  patience  •,  Have  1 flood 
Naked,  alone  the  fhock  of  many  fortunes  ? 

Have  I feen  mifehiefs  numberlefs,  and  mighty 
Grow  li]*e  a fea  upon  me  ? Have  I taken 
Danger  as  flern  as  death  into  my  bofom. 

And  laught  upon  it,  made  it  but  a mirth, 

And  flung  it  by  ? Do  I live  now  like  him. 

Under  this  Tyrant  King,  that  languifhing 
Hears  his  fad  Bell,  and  fees  his  Mourners  ? Do  I 
Bear  all  this  bravely,  and  mufl  fink  at  length 
Under  a womans  falfbood  ? Oh  that  boy. 

That  cui  fed  boy  ? None  but  a villain  boy,\oeafe  your  lufl  ^ 

c^re.  Nay,  then  I am  betray’d, 

I feel  the  plot  call  for  my  overthrow  j Oh  I am  wretched. 

rPhi.  Now  you  may  take  that  little  right  Ilhave 

T 0 this  poor  Kingdom  ^ give  it  to  your  Joy, 

For  I have  no  joy  in  it.  Some  far  place, 

Where  never  womankind  durfl  fet  her  foot, 

For  burfling  with  her  poifons,  mufl  1 feek. 

And  live  to  curie  you  *, 

There  dig  a Cave,  and  preach  to  birds  and  beads, 

What  woman  is,  and  help  to  fave  them  from  you. 

How  heaven  is  in  your  eyes,  but  in  your  hearts. 

More  hell  than  hell  has^  how  your  tongues  like  Scorpions, 
Both  heal  and  poylbn ; how  your  thoughts  are  woven 
With  thoufand  changes  in  one  lubtle  webb. 

And  worn  fo  by  you.  How  that  foolifh  man. 

That  reads  the  Itory  of  a womans  fact. 

And  dies  believing  it,  is  loll  for  ever. 

How  all  the  good  you  have,  is  but  a fliadow, 

I’th’  morning  with  you,  and  at  night  behind  you, 

Pall  and  forgotten.  How  your  vows  are  frofls, 

Fall  for  a night,  and  with  the  next  fun  gone. 

How  you  are,  being  taken  all  together, 

A meet  confufion,  and  fo  dead  a Chaos, 

That  love  cannot  diflinguifh.  Thefe  fad  Texts 
Till  my  lafl  hour,  I am  bound  to  utter  of  you. 

So  farewel  all  my  wo,  all  my  delight.  ^ L^xit  Phi. 

Are.  Be  merciful  ye  gods  and  flrike  me  dead ; 

What  way  have  I deferv’d  this  ? make  my  breafl 
Tranfparent  as  pure  Cryflal,  that  the  w'orld 
Jealous  of  me,  may  fee  the  foulefl  thought 
My  heart  holds.  Where  fhall  a woman  turn  her  eyes, 

To  find  out  conflancy  ? Save  me,  how  black,  [^Snter  Bell. 
And  guilty  (me  thinks)  that  boy  looks  now  ? 

Oh  thou  di^mbler,  that  before  thou  fpak’ft 
Wert  in  thy  cradle  falfe?  fent  to  make  lies. 

And  betray  Innocents*,  thy  Lord  and  thou. 

May  glory  in  the  afhes  of  a Maid 
FooPd  by  her  paflion ; but  the  conqucfl  is 
Nothing  fo  great  as  wicked.  Fly  away, 

Let  my  command  force  thee  to  that,  which  fliame 
Would  do  without  it.  If  thou  underftoodll 
The  loathed  Office  thou  hafl  undergone. 

Why,  thou  wouldfl  hide  thee  under  heaps  of  hills, 

Left  men  fhould  dig  and  find  thee.  Bell.  Oh  what  God 

Angry  with  men,  hath  fent  this  ftrange  difeafe 

Into  the  noblefl  minds  ? Madam  this  grief 

You  add  unto  me  is  no  more  than  drops 

To  feas,  for  which  they  are  not  feen  to  fwell  *, 

My  Lord  had  flruck  his  anger  through  my  heart, 

And  let  out  all  the  hope  of  future  joyes, 

You  need  not  bid  me  fly,  I came  to  part. 

To  take  my  lateft  leave,  Farew'el  for  ever  V 
I durfl:  not  run  away  in  honefty, 

From  fuch  a Lady,  like  a boy  that  ftole, 

Or  made  fbme  grievous  fault  ^ the  power  of  gods 
Aflift  you  in  your  fufferings ; hafty  time 
Reveal  the  truth  to  your  abufed  Lord, 

And  mine;  That  he  may  know  your  worth ; whilft  I 
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Go  feek  out  fome  forgotten  place  to  die.  Extt  BelJ, 

Are.  Peace  guide  thecjth’afl:  overthrown  me  diice. 

Yet  if  I had  another  Troy  to  lofe, 

Thou  or  another  villain  with  thy  looks, 

Might  talk  me  out  of  it,  and  fend  me  naked. 

My  hair  diflievel’d  through  the  fiery  ftreets. 

Enter  a Lady. 

La.  Madam,  the  King  would  hunt,  and  calls  for  you 
With  earneftnefs.  Are.  I am  in  tune  to  hunt ! 

Diana  ifthou  canft  rage  with  a maid. 

As  with  a man,  let  me  dilcover  thee 
Bathing,  and  turn  me  to  a fearful  Hind, 

That  I may  die  purfu’d  by  cruel  Hounds, 

And  have  my  flory  written  in  my  wounds.  {E.-teUnt. 


ABifS  Quarttis.  ScenaFrima. 

Enter  King,  Pharamond,  Arethufa,  Galatea,  Megra, 
Dion,  Cleremont,  Thrafilin,  and  Attendants. 

K.  T THat,are  the  Hounds  before, and  all  the  woodmen  ? 

VV  Our  horfcs  ready,  and  our  bows  bent  ? 

Di.  All  Sir. 

King.  Y’are  cloudy  Sir,  cOme  we  have  forgotten 
Your  venial  trefpafs,  let  not  that  fit  heavy 
Upon  your  Ipirir ; none  dare  utter  it. 

Di.  He  looks  like  an  old  forfeited  Stallion  after  his  leap- 
ing, dull  as  a Dormoufe  .•  fee  how  he  finks ; the  wench  has 
/hot  him  between  wind  and  water,  and  I hope  fprung  a leak. 

Thra.  He  needs  no  teaching,  he  ftrikes  furc  enough  •,  his 
greatcll  fault  is,  he  Hunts  too  much  in  the  Purlucs,  would 
he  would  leave  ofFPoaching. 

Dt.  And  for  his  horn,  has  left  it  at  the  Lodge  where  he 
lay  late-,  Oh,  he’s  a precious  Lime-hound-,  turn  himloo/c 
upon  the  purfuit  of  a Lady,  and  if  he  lofe  her,  hang  him 
up  i’th’  /lip.  When  my  Fox-bitch  Beauty  grows  proud.  Tie 
borrow  him.  King.  Is  your  Boy  turn’d  away? 

Are.  You  did  command  Sir,  and  I obey  you. 

King.  ’Tis  well  done  -.  Hark  ye  further. 

Cle.  Is’t  po/lible  this  fellow  Ihould  repent?  Me  thinks 
that  were  not  noble  in  him : and  yet  he  looks  like  a mortifi- 
ed member,  as  if  he  had  a lick  mans  Salve  in’s  mouth.  If  a 
worfe  man  had  done  this  fault  now,  fome  Phyfical  Jullice 
or  other,  would  prefently  (without  the  help  of  an  Almanack) 
have  opened  the  ob/trudtions  of  his  Liver,  and  let  him  bloud 
with  a Dog-whip. 

Di.  See,  lee,  how  mode/tly  yoiVf  Lady  looks,  as  if  fije 
came  froni  Churching  with  her  Neighbour  -,  why,  wliat  a 
Devil  can  a man  fee  in  her  face,  but  that  /he’s  hone/l  ? 

Eha.  Troth  no  great  matter  to  fpeak  of,  a fooli/h  twink- 
! ling  with  the  eye,  that  fpoils  her  Coat  j but  he  mull  be  a 
cunning  Herald  that  finds  it. 

Dt.  See  how  they  Mufter  one  another ! O there’s  a Rank 
Regiment  where  the  Devil  carries  the  Colours,  and  his  Dam 
Drum  major,  now  the  world  and  the  flelh  come  behind  with 
the  Carriage. 

Ge.  Sure  this  Lady  has  a good  turn  done  her  agaln/t  her 
will : before  /he  was  common  talk,  now  none  dare  fay,  Can- 
tharides  can  ftir  her,  her  face  looks  like  a Warrant,  willing 
and  commanding  all  Tongues,  as  they  will  anfwer  it,  tobc 
tied  up  and  bolted  when  this  Lady  means  to  let  her  felf  loofe. 
As  I live  /he  has  got  her  a goodly  protcdion,and  a gracious-, 
and  may  ufe  her  body  difcreetly,  for  her  healths  fake,  once 
a week,  excepting  Lent  and  Dog-days : Oh  if  they  were  to 
be  got  for  mony,  what  a great  fum  would  come  out  of  the 
City  for  thefe  Licences  ? 

To  horfc,  to  horfc,we  loTe  the  morning,Gentlcmen. 

\^SxeHnt. 

Enter  two  Woodmen. 

1 Wood.  What’,  have  you  lodged  the  Deer  ? 


2 Wood.  Yes,  they  are  ready  for  the  Bow, 

1 Wood.  Who  /hoots  ? 

2 Wood.  The  Princefs. 

1 Wood.  No  /he’l  Hunt. 

2 Wood.  She’l  take  a Stand  I /ay. 

1 Wood.  Who  el/e? 

2 Wood.  Why  the  young  /Iranger  Prince. 

I Wood.  He  /hall  Shoot  in  a Stone-bow  for  me.  I never 
lov’d  his  beyond-fea  /hip,  fince  he  forfook  the  Say,  for  pay- 
ing Ten /hillings ; he  w'as  there  at  the  fall  of  a Deer,  and 
would  needs  (out  of  his  mightinefs)  give  Ten  groats  for  the 
Dowcers  ^ marry  the  Steward  would  have  had  the  Velvet- 
head  into  the  bargain,  to  Turf  his  Hat  v/ithal : I think  he 
Ihould  love  Venery,  he  is  an  old  Sir  Triftram  -,  for  if  you  be 
remembred,  he  forfook  the  Stagg  once,  to  llrike  a Rafcal 
Milking  in  a Medow,  and  her  he  kill’d  in  Che  eye.  Who 
/hoots  elfe?  zWood.  ThcL&dy  Galatea. 

1 Wood.  That’s  a good  wench,  and  flic  v\  ould  not  chide 
us  for  tumbling  ofher  women  in  the  Brakes.  She’s  liberal, 
and  by  my  Bow  they  fay  /he’s  honeft,  and  whether  that  be 
a fault,  I have  nothing  to  do.  There’s  all? 

2 Wood.  No,  one  more,  Megra. 

I Wood.  That’s  a firker  1’  faith  boy  -,  there’s  a wench  will 
Ride  her  Haunces  as  hard  after  a Kennel  of  Hounds,  as  a 
Hunting-faddle and  when /he  comes  home,  get’emciapr, 
and  all  is  well  again.  I have  known  her  lole  her  felf  three 
times  in  one  Afternoon  (if  the  Woods  had  been  anfwei  able) 
and  it  has  been  work  enough  for  one  man  to  find  her,  and 
he  has  fweat  fot  it.  She  Rides  well,  and  /he  paves  well. 
Hark,  let’s  go.  [Lxttinti 

Enter  Phila/lcr. 

Phi.  Oh,  that  I had  been  nouri/hed  in  the/e  woods 
With  Milk  of  Goats,  and  Acorns,  and  not  known 
The  right  of  Crowns,  nor  the  diflembling  Trains 
Of  Womens  looks ; but  dig’d  my  Iclf  a Cave, 

Where  I,  myFire,  my  Cartel,  and  my  Bed 
Might  have  been  fhut  together  in  one  Hied ; 

And  then  had  taken  me  fome  Mountain  Girl, 

Beaten  with  Winds,  chall  as  the  hardened  Rocks 
Whereon  /he  dwells ; that  might  have  11  rewed  my  Bed 
With  leaves,  and  Reeds,  and  with  the  Skins  of  bcalls 
Our  Neighbours  -,  and  have  born  at  her  big  brea/ts  (on. 
My  large  courfe  ilTuc.  This  had  been  a li/cfrccfiomvcxati- 

Enter  Bcllario. 


BeU.  Oh  wicked  men ! 

An  innocent  man  may  walk  /afe  among  beafis. 
Nothing  a/Taults  me  here.  Sec,  my  griev’d  Lord 
Sits  as  his  foul  were  fcarchingout  a way. 

To  leave  his  body.  Pardon  me  that  mu/l 
Break  thy  laft  commandment  For  I mu/t  fpeak  ^ 
You  that  are  griev’d  can  pity  -,  hear  my  Lord. 

Phi.  Is  there  a Creature  yet  fo  miferable, 

That  I can  pity  ? 'Bell.  Oh  my  Noble  Lord, 

View  my  ftrange  fortune,  and  be/tow  on  me. 

According  to  your  bounty  (if  my  fervice 

Can  merit  nothing)  fomuch  as  may  ferve 

To  keep  that  little  piece  I hold  of  life 

From  cold  and  hunger.  Phi.  Is  it  thou  ? be  gone : 

Go  /ell  thofe  fnisbefeeming  Cloaths  thou  wear’ll. 

And  feed  thy  felf  with  them. 

Bell.  Alas ! my  Lord,  I can  get  nothing  for  them 
The  filly  Country  people  think  ’tis  Treafon 
To  touch  fuch  gay  things. 

Dhi.  Now  by  my  life  this  is 
Unkindly  done,  to  vex  me  with  thy  fight, 

Th’ait  fain  again  to  thy  dilfembling  trade  .* 

How  fhould’lt  thou  think  to  cozen  me  again? 
Remains  there  yet  a plague  untri’d  for  me  ? 

Even  fo  thou  wept’/l  and  fpok’/l  when  firfb 
I took  thee  up  ^ curfe  on  the  time.  If  thy 
Commanding  tears  can  w’ork  on  any  other, 
life  thy  art,  I’le  not  betray  it.  W’hich  way 
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Wilt  thou  take,  that  I may  fhtin  thee 

For  thine  eyes  are  poyfon  to  mine ; and  I 

Am  loth  to  grow  in  rage.  This  way,  or  that  way  ? 

'Bell.  Any  will  ferve.  But  I will  chufe  to  have 
That  path  in  chafe  that  leads  unto  my  grave. 

^Sxemt  Phil.  ^q\\.  fever  ally. 

Enter  Dion  and  the  Woodmen. 

Bi.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  fudden  change ! You  Woodman. 

1 Wood.  My  Lord  Bton. 

Di.  Saw  you  a Lady  come  this  way  on  a Sable-horfe  flub- 
bed with  ftars  of  white  ? 

2 Wood.  Was  flie  not  young  and  tall  ? 

Dt.  Yes ",  Rode  fhe  to  the  wood,  or  to  the  plain  ? 

2 Wood.  Faith  my  Lord  we  faw  none.  [^Exeunt  Wood. 

Enter  Cleremont. 

Di.  Pox  of  your  queflions  then.  What,  is  Ihe  found  ? 

Cle.  Nor  will  be  I think. 

Di.  Let  him  feek  his  Daughter  himfelf  •,  fne  cannot  flray 
about  a little  neceflary  natural  bufinefs,  but  the  whole 
Court  muft  be  in  Arms  •,  when  flie  has  done,  we  lhall  have 
peace. 

Cle.  There’s  already  a thoufand  fatherlefs  tales  amongft 
us ; fome  fay  her  Horfe  run  away  with  her-,  fome  a Wolf 
purfued  her  j others,  it  was  a plot  to  kill  her  ^ and  that 
Armed  men  were  feen  in  the  Wood : but  queftionlefs,  flie 
rode  away  willingly. 

Enter  King,  and  Thrafiline. 

King.  Where  is  flie.?  Cle.  Sir,  I cannot  tell. 

King.  How  is  that  ? Anfwer  me  fo  again. 

Cle.  Sir,  fliall  I lie? 

King.  Yes,  lie  and  damn,  rather  than  tell  me  that  j 
I lay  again,  where  is  flie .?  Mutter  not 
Sir,  fpeak  you  where  is  Ihe .?  Di.  Sir,  I do  not  know. 

King.  Speak  that  again  fo  boldly,  and  by  Heaven 
It  is  thy  laft.  You  fellows  anfwer  me. 

Where  is  flie  ? Mark  me  all,  I am  your  King. 

I wilh  to  fee  my  Daughter,  fliew  her  me ; 

I do  command  you  all,  as  you  are  fubjefts, 

To  fliew  her  me,  what  am  I not  your  King  ? 

If  I,  then  am  I not  to  be  obeyed  ? 

Di.  Yes,  if  you  command  things  pofllble  and  honefl. 

King.  Things  pofllble  and  honefl!  Hear  me,  thou,  ‘ ' 
Thou  Traytor,  that  dareft  confine  thy  King  to  things 
Pofllble  and  honefl  fliew  her  me. 

Or  let  me  perifli,  if  I cover  not  all  Ctcily  with  bloud. 

Di.  Indeed  I cannot,  unlefs  you  tell  me  where  fli’e  is, ' 

King.  You  have  betray’d  me,  y’have,  let  me  lofe  . ! 

The  Jewel  of  my  life,  go-,  bring  her  me,  > 

And  fet  her  before  me  ^ ’tis  the  Ring 

Will  have  it  fo,  whofe  breath  can  flill  the  winds, 

Uncloud  the  Sun,  charm  down  the  fwelling  Sea,  ^ ' ‘ 

And  flop  the  Flouds  of  Heaven  i fpeak,  can  it  not 

Di.  No.  King.  No,  cannot  the  breath  of  Kings  do  this? 

Di,  No nor  fmell  fweet  it  felf,  if  once  the  Lungs 
Be  but  corrupted.  King.  Isitfo.?  Take  heed. 

Di.  Sir,  take  you  heed  ; how  you  dare  the  powers 
Thatmuflbejufl.  King.  Alas!  what  are  we  Kings  ? 
Why  do  you  gods  place  us  above  the  reft-. 

To  be  ferv’d,  flatter’d,  and  ador’d  till  we 
Believe  we  hold  within  our  hands  your  Thunder, 

And  when  we  come  to  try  the  power  we  have. 

There’s  not  a leaf  fhakes  at  our  threatnings. 

I have  fin’d  ’tis  true,  and  here  ftand  to  be  punifli’d  y 
Yet  would  not  thus  be  punifli’d  ^ let  me  chufe 
My  way,  and  lay  it  on. 

. Di.  He  Articles  with  the  gods*,  would  fome  body  would 
draw  bonds,  for  the  performance  of  Covenants  betwixt 
them. 

Enter  Pha.  Galatea,  and  Megra. 

King.  What,  is  flie  found  ? 

Pha.  No,  we  have  ta’ne  her  Horle. 
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He  gallopt  empty  by : there’s  fome  Treafon  -, 

You  CF^Wrode  with  her  into  the  wood ; why  left  you  her  > 

Cal.  She  did  command  me. 

Command ! you  ftiould  not. 

*r  become  my  Fortunes  and  my  Birth 

1 0 difobey  the  Daughter  ofmy  King. 

King.  Y’are  all  cunning  to  obey  us  for  our  hurt 
But  1 will  have  her.  Pha.  If  I have  her  not, 

By  this  hand  there  fliall  be  no  more  Ctcily. 

Di.  V^^hat  will  he  carry  it  to  S^am  in’s  pocket  ? 

Pha.  I will  not  leave  one  man  alive,  but  the  Kins 
A Cook  and  a Taylor. 

Di.  Yet  you  may  do  well  to  fpare  your  Ladies  Bed-fellow, 
and  her  you  may  keep  for  a Spawner. 

King.  I fee  the  injuries  I have  done  muft  be  reveng’d. 

Di.  Sir,  this  is  not  the  way  to  find  her  out. 

AW.Run  all,difperfe  your  felves : the  man  that  finds  her,  t 
Or  (if  fhe  be  kill’d)  the  Traytor  -,  Tie  mt^him  great, 

Di.  I know  fome  would  give  five  thoufand  pounds  to  find 

Pha.  Come  let  us  feek. 

King.  Each  man  a feveral  way,  here  I my  felf. 

Di.  Come  Gentlemen  we  here. 

Cle.  Lady  you  muft  go  fearch  too. 

Megi  I had  rather  be  learch’d  my  fllf.  fSxeunt  onwes. 

Enter  Arethufa. 

Are.  Where  am  I now?  Feet  find  me  out  a way, 

Without  the  counfel  of  my  troubled  head, 

I’le  follow  you  boldly  about  thefe  woods, 

O’re  mountains,  thorow  brambles,  pits,  andflouds: 

Heaven  1 hope  will  eafe  me.  I am  fick. 

Enter  Bellario. 

Bell.  Yonder’s  my  Lady ; Heaven  knows  I want  nothing-, 
Becaule  I do  not  wiih  to  live,  yet  I 
Will  try  her  Charity.  O hear,  you  that  have  plenty. 

From  that  flowing  ftore,  drop  fome  on  dry  ground  • Vee 
The  lively.rei^  is-gone  to  guard  her  heart  ^ ’ 

I fear  fhe  faints.  Madam  look  up,  flie  breaths  not  ^ 

Open  once  more  thofe  rode  twins,  and  fend 
Unto  my  Lord,  your  lateft  farewell  ^ Oh,  fhe  ftirs ; 

How  is  it  Madam  ? Speak  comfort. 

Are.  ’Tis  not  gently  done. 

To  put  me  in  a miferable  life, 

And  hold  me  there  -,  I pray  thee  let  me  go, 

I fliall  do  belt  without  thee  ^ I am  well. 

Enter  Philafler. 

^ . Phil.  I am  to  blame  to  be  fo  much  in  rage, 

I’le  tell  her  coolely,  when  and  where  I heard 
This  killing' truth.  I will  be  temperate 
Infpeaking,  and  as  juft  in  hearing, 
ph  monftrous  1 Tempt  me  not  ye  gods,  good  gods 
Tempt  not  a frail  man,  what’s  he,  that  has  a heart 
^ut  he  muft  eafe  it  here  ? 

Bed.  My  Lord,  help  the  Princefs. 

Are.  I am  well,  forbear. 

Phi.  Let  me  love  lightning,  let  me  be  embrac’d 
And  kill  by  Scorpions,  or  adore  the  eyes 
Of  Bafilisks,  rather  than  truft  to  tongues, 

And  flirink  thefe  veins  up  -,  flick  me  here  a ftonc 
Lafting  to  ages  in  the  memory 
Of  this  damn’d  ad.  Hear  me  you  wicked  ones, 

You  have  pnt  the  hills  on  fire  into  this  breaft. 

Not  to  be  quench’d  with  tears,  for  which  may  guilt 
Sit  on  your  bofoms ; at  your  meals,  and  beds, 

Defpair  await  yon  : what,  before  my  face .? 

Poyfon  of  Afpes  between  your  lips  -,  Difeafes, 

Be  your  beft  iflues  ^ .Nature  make  a Curfe 
And  throw  it  on  you.  Are.  Dear  leavfe 

To  be  enrag’d,  and  hear  me.  Phi.  I have  done  j 
Forgive  my  pafllon,  not  the  calm’d  fca. 

When  JEolw  locks  up  his  windy  brood, 
is  lefs  difturb’d  than  Ll’le  make  you  know  it. 

..  F . . b’ra^ 
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Dear  Jrethufa,  do  but  take  this  fword, 

And  fearch  how  temperate  a heart  I have ; 

Then  you  and  this  your  boy,  may  live  and  raign 
In  lull  without  control  •,  Wilt  thou  'Bellario  ? 

I prethee  kill  me ; thou  art  poor,  and  maift 
Nourilh  ambitious  thoughts,  when  I am  dead : 

This  way  were  freer  •,  Am  I raging  now  ? 

If  I were  mad  I fhould  defire  to  live ; 

Sirs,  feel  my  pulfe  \ whether  have  you  known 
A man  in  a more  equal  tu  nc  to  d ie  ? 

^el.  Alas  my  Lord,  your  pulfe  keeps  madmans  time. 

So  does  your  tongue.  Phi.  Y ou  will  not  kill  me  then  ? 

Kill  you  ? Not  for  a world. 

Pha.  I blame  not  thee, 

Pellarioj  thou  haft  done  but  that,  which  gods 
Would  have  transform’d  themfelves  to  do ; be  gone. 

Leave  me  without  reply ; this  is  the  laft 
Of  all  our  meeting.  Kill  me  with  this  fword  ; 

Be  wife,  or  worfe  will  follow ; we  are  two 

Earth  cannot  bear  at  once.  Refolve  to  do,  or  fuffer. 

Are.  If  my  fortunes  be  fo  good  to  let  me  fall 
Upon  thy  hand,  I fhall  have  peace  in  death. 

Yet  tell  me  this,  will  there  be  no  danders, 

Nojealoufies  in  the  other  world,  no  ill  there?  ^ Phi.  No. 

Shew  me  then  the  way.  ^hi.  Then  guide 
My  feeble  hand,  you  that  have  power  to  do  it. 

For  I mufl:  perform  a piece  of  jultice.  If  your  youth 
Have  any  w’ay  offended  Heaven,  let  prayers 
Short  and  efledual  reconcile  you  to  it. 

Are.  I am  prepared. 

Enter  a Couiitry-fellow',. 

Conn.  Tie  fee  the  King  if  he  be  in  the  Foreft,  I have  hunt- 
ed him  thefe  tw'o  hours , if  I fhould  come  home  and  not  fee 
him  my  Sillers  w’ould  laugh  at  me*,  lean  fee  nothing  but 
people  better  horfl  than  my  felf,  that  outride  me;  I can 
hear  nothing  but  fliouting.  Thefe  Kings  had  need  of  good 
brains,  this  whooping  is  able  to  put  a mean  man  out  of 
his  wits.  There’s  a Courtier  with  his  fword  drawn,  by  this 
hand  upon  a w'oman,  1 think. 

Phi.  Are  you  at  peace  ? 

Arc.  With  Heavens  and  Earth. 

Phi.  May  they  divide  thy  foul  and  body  ? 

Com.  Hold  dallard,  flrike  a Woman ! th’art  a craven  1 
warrant  thee,  thou  wouldfl  be  loth  to  play  half  a dozen  of 
venies  at  wallers  with  a good  fellow  for  a broken  head. 

Phi.  Leave  us  good  friend. 

Are.  What  ill  bred  man  art  thou,  to  intrude  thy  felf 
Upon  our  private  Iports,  our  recreations  ? 

Com.  God  ’uds,  I underfland  you  not,  but  1 know  the 
Rogue  has  hurt  you. 

’'Phi.  Purfue  thy  own  affairs : it  will  be  ill  (to. 

To  multiply  bloud  upon  my  head  ; which  thou  wilt  force  me 
Cotoi.  I know  not  your  Rhetorick,  but  1 can  lay  it  on  if 
you  touch  the  woman.  {They  fight. 

Phi.  Slave,  take  what  thou  defervcfl. 

Are.  Heavens  guard  ray  Lord. 

Coun.  Oh  do  you  breath? 

Phi.  I hear  the  tread  of  people : I am  hurt. 

The  gods  take  part  againfl  me,  could  this  Boor 
Have  held  me  thus  elfe  ? 1 mufl  fhift  for  life. 

Though  I do  loath  it.  I would  find  a courfe. 

To  lofe  it,  rather  by  my  will  than  force.  Exit  Phil. 

Cotm.  I cannot  follow  the  Rogue.  I pray  thee  wencfi 
come  and  kifs  me  now. 

Enter  Phara.  Dion,  Cle.  Thra.  and  Woodmen. 

Pha.  What  art  thou  ? 

Com.  Alnvofl  kil’d  I am  for  a foolifh  woman  *,  a knave 
has  hurt  her.  dam  ? 

Pha.  The  Princefs  Gentlemen ! Where’s  the  wound  Ma- 
Is  it  dangerous  ? Are.  He  has  not  hurt  me. 

Com.  I’faith  fhe  lies,  has  hurt  her  in  the  breall,  look  elfe. 
Pha.  O facred  fpring  of  innocent  blood! 


Di.  ’Tis  above  wonder ! who  fhould  dare  this. ^ 

Are.  I felt  it  not. 

Pha.  Speak  villain,  who  has  hurt  the  Princefs  ? 

Conn.  Is  it  the  Princefs  ? Di.  I. 

CoH?i.  Then  I have  feen  fomething  yet. 

Pha.  But  who  has  hurt  her  ? 

Com.  I told  you  a Rogue  I ne’re  faw  him  before,  I. 

Pha.  Madam  who  did  it  ? 

Are.  Some  difhonefl  wretch,  Alas  I know  him  not, 

And  do  forgive  him. 

0)un.  He’s  hurt  too,  he  cannot  go  far,  I made  my  Fa- 
thers old  Fox  flie  about  his  ears. 

Pha.  How  will  you  have  me  kill  him  ? 

Are.  Not  at  all,  ’tis  fome  diflracfted  fellow. 

Pha.  By  this  hand,  I’leleavene’er  a piece  of  him  bigger 
than  a Nut,  and  bring  him  all  in  my  Han. 

Are.  Nay,  good  Sir ; 

If  you  do  take  him,  bring  him  quick  to  me, 

And  I will  fludy  for  a punifliment. 

Great  as  his  fault.  Pha.  I will. 

Are.  Butfvvear. 

Pha.  By  all  my  love  I will ; Woodmen  condud  the  Pi  in- 
cefs  to  the  King,  and  bear  that  wounded  fellow  to  drefling: 
Come  Gentlemen,  we’l  follow  the  chafe  clofe. 

P£a*.  Are.  Pha.  Di.  Cle.  Thra.  and  i U’oodman. 
Conn.  I pray  you  friend  let  me  fee  the  King. 

2 Wood.  That  you  fliall,  and  receive  thanks.  {Exeunt. 
Com.  If  I get  clear  with  this.  Pie  go  fee  no  more  gay  fights 

Enter  Bellario. 

'Bell.  A heavinefs  near  death  fits  on  my  brow. 

And  1 mufl  fleep : Bear  me  thou  gentle  bank. 

For  ever  if  thou  wilt : you  fweet  ones  all, 

Let  me  unworthy  prefs  you : I could  wilh 
I rather  were  a Coarfe  flrewed  o’re  with  you, 

Than  quick  above  you.  Dulncfs  fhuts  mine  eyes. 

And  1 am  giddy ; Oh  that  I could  take 
So  found  a fleep,  that  I might  never  wake. 

Enter  Philafler. 

Phi.  I have  done  ill,  my  confciencc  calls  me  falfe. 

To  flrike  at  her,  that  would  not  flrike  at  me  : 

When  1 did  fight,  me  thought  1 heard  her  pray 
The  gods  to  guard  me.  She  may  be  abus’d. 

And  I a loathed  villain : if  flie  be. 

She  will  conceal  who  hurt  her  *,  He  has  wounds. 

And  cannot  follow,  neither  knows  he  me. 

Who’s  this  *,  Bellario  fleeping  ? If  thou  beeft 

Guilty,  there  is  no  juflice  that  thy  fleep  {Cry  within. 

Should  be  fo  found,  and  mine,  whom  thou  hafl  wrong’d. 

So  broken ; Hark  1 am  purfued  : you  gods 
rie  take  this  offer’d  means  of  my  efcape : 

They  have  no  mark  to  know  me,  but  my  wounds. 

If  fhe  be  true  *,  iffalfc,  let  mifehief  light 

On  all  the  world  at  once.  Sword,  print  my  wounds 

Upon  this  fleeping  boy ; I ha’  none  I think 

Are  mortal,  nor  would  I lay  greater  on  thee.  {Womdjhim. 

Bell.  Oh  death  I hope  is  come,  blefl  be  that  hand. 

It  meant  me  well  *,  again,  for  pities  fake. 

Phi.  I have  caught  my  felf,  fPhi.  falls. 

The  lofs  of  bloud  hath  flayed  my  flight.  I lerc,  here, 

Is  he  that  flroke  thee : take  thy  full  revenge, 

Ufe  me,  as  1 did  mean  thee,  worfe  than  death : 

Tie  teach  thee  to  revenge  this  lucklefs  hand 
Wounded  the  Princefs,  tell  my  followers 
Thou  didfl  receive  thefe  hurts  in  flaying  me. 

And  I will  fecond  thee : Get  a reward. 

Bell.  Fly,  fly  my  Lord  and  favc  your  felf. 

Pht.  How’s  this  .•* 

Wouldfl  thou  1 fhould  be  fafe  ? 

Bell.  Elfe  it  were  vain 

For  me  to  live.  Thefe  little  wounds  I have, 

Ha’  not  bled  much,  reach  me  that  noble  hand, 

I’le  help  to  cover  you.  Pht.  Art  tlioutiuc  tome? 

. BcU. 


'Bell.  Or  let  me  perifli  loath’d.  Gome  my  good  Lord, 
Creep  in  amongfl;  thole  bullies : who  does  know 
But  that  the  gods  may  fave  your  (much  lov’d)  breath  ? 

Fhi.  Then  I lhall  die  for  grief,  if  not  for  this. 

That  I have  wounded  thee ; what  wilt  thou  do  ? 

'Bell.  Shift  for  my  felf  well : peace,  I hear ’em  come. 

Within.  Follow,  follow,  follow  y that  way  they  went. 

Bell.  With  my  own  wounds  Tie  bloudy  my  own  fword. 
i I need  not  counterfeit  to  fall  ^ Heaven  knows, 

' That  I can  Hand  no  longer, 

{ Enter  Pha.  Dion,  Cle.  and  Thra. 

I Bha.  To  this  place  we  have  tracft  him  by  his  bloud. 

I Cle.  Yonder,  my  Lord,  creeps  one  away. 

' Di.  Stay  Sir,  what  are  you  ? 

! Bell.  A wretched  creature  wounded  in  thefe  Woods 
j By  Bealls  *,  relieve  me,  if  your  names  be  men, 
j Or  I lhall  perilh.  T>i.  This  is  he  my  Lord, 

Upon  my  foul  that  hurt  her  ^ ’tis  the  boy, 

That  wicked  boy  that  ferv’d  her. 

Tha.  O thou  damn’d  in  thy  creation ! 

What  caufe  could’ft  thou  lhape  to  hurt  the  Princefs? 

Bell.  Then  I am  betrayed. 

Di.  Betrayed ! no,  apprehended. 

Bell.  I confefs ; 

Urge  it  no  more,  that  big  with  evil  thoughts 
I fet  upon  her,  and  did  take  my  aim 
Her  death.  For  charity  let  fall  at  once 
The  punilhment  you  mean,  and  do  not  load 
This  weary  flelh  with  tortures. 

Fha.  I will  know  who  hir’d  thee  to  this  deed  ? 

Bell.  Mine  own  revenge.  Bha.  Revenge,  for  what  ? 

Bell.  It  pleas’d  her  to  receive 
Me  as  her  Page,  and  when  my  fortunes  ebb’d. 

That  men  Hr  id  o’re  them  carelelly,  Ihe  did  Ihowr 
Her  welcome  graces  on  me,  and  did  fwell 
My  fortunes,  till  they  overflow’d  their  banks, 
Threatning  the  men  that  croft  ’em  \ when  as  fwifc 
As  ftorms  arife  at  fea,  Ihe  turn’d  her  eyes 
To  burning  Suns  upon  me,  and  did  dry 
The  ftreams  Ihe  had  bellowed,  leaving  me  worfe 
And  more  contemn’d  than  other  little  brooks, 

Becaufe  I had  been  great:  Infliort,  I knew 

I could  not  live,  and  therefore  did  delire 

To  die  reveng’d.  Pha.  Iftortures  can  be  found. 

Long  as  thy  natural  life,  refolve  to  feel 

The  utmoft  rigour.  ‘ f Philafter  creeps  out  of  a 

Cle.  Help  to  lead  him  hence. 

Phi.  Turn  back  you  ravilhers  of  Innocence, 

Know  ye  the  price  of  that  you  bear  away  fo  rudely  ? 

Pha.  Who’s  that?  1)1.  ’Tis  the  Lord 

Phi.  ’Tis  not  the  treafure  of  all  Kings  in  one. 

The  wealth  of  Taguty  nor  the  Rocks  of  Pearl, 

That  pave  the  Court  of  Neptme,  can  weigh  down 
That  vertue.  It  was  1 that  hurt  the  Princefs. 

Place  me,  fomegod,  upon  a 

Higher  than  hills  of  earth,  and  lend  a voice 

Loud  as  your  Thunder  to  me,  that  from  thence, 

I may  difeourfe  to  all  the  under-world. 

The  worth  that  dwells  in  him.  Pha.  How’s  this? 

Bell.  My  Lord,  fomeman 
Weary  of  life,  that  would  be  glad  to  die. 

Bhi.  Leave  thefe  untimely  courtefies  Bellario. 

Bell.  Alas  he’s  mad,  come  will  you  lead  me  on? 

Phi.  By  all  the  Oaths  that  men  ought  moft  to  keep : 
And  Gods  do  punilh  moft,  when  men  do  break. 

He  toucht  her  not.  Take  heed  Bellario., 

How  thou  doft  drown  the  vertues  thou  haft  Ihown 
With  perjury.  By  all  that’s  good  ’twas  I : 

You  know  Ihe  Hood  betwixt  me  and  my  right* 

Bha.  Thy  own  tongue  be  thy  judge. 

Cle.  It  was  Philafier.  B)i.  Is’t  not  a bravc  boy  ? 
Well  Sirs,  I fear  we  were  all  deceived. 

Phi.  Have  I no  friend  here  ? Di.  Yes. 
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Phi.  Then  Ihew  it  •, 

Some  good  body  lend  a hand  to  draw  us  nearer. 

Would  you  have  tears  Hied  for  you  when  you  die  ? 

Then  lay  me  gently  on  his  neck  that  there 
I may  weep  flouds,  and  breath  out  my  fpirit : 

’Tis  not  the  wealth  of  Blatm,  nor  the  gold 
Lockt  in  the  heart  of  earth,  can  buy  away 
This  arm-full  from  me,  this  had  been  a ranfom 
To  have  redeem’d  the  great  Juguftas  c^ar. 

Had  he  been  taken ; you  hard-hearted  men. 

More  ftony  than  thefe  Mountains,  can  you  fee 
Such  clear  pure  bloud  drop,  and  not  cut  your  flefh 
To  flop  his  life  ? To  bind  whole  better  wounds, 

Queens  ought  to  tear  their  hair, and  with  their  tears,  (lafler. 
Bath ’em.  Forgive  me,  thou  that  art  the  wealth  of  poor 

Enter  King,  Arethufa  and  a Guard. 

King.  Is  the  villain  ta’ne  (kfier. 

Pha.  Sir,,  here  be  two  confefs  the  deed  ^ but  fay  it  was  Phi- 
Phi.  Queftion  it  no  more,  it  was. 

Ki-ng.  The  fellow  that  didfight  with  him  will  tell  us. 

.Are.  Ay  me,  I know  he  will. 

King.  Did  not  you  know  him  ? 

Are.  Sir,  ifitwashe,  he  wasdifguifed. 

Bhi.  Iwasfo.  Ohmyftars!  that  I fhould  live  ftill. 

King.  Thou  ambitious  foo4 

Thou  that  haft  laid  a train  for  thy  own  life  ^ 

Now  I do  mean  to  do,  I’le  leave  to  talk,  bear  him  to  prifon. 

Are.  Sir,  they  did  plot  together  to  take  hence 
This  harmlefs  life •,  fliould  it  pafs  Unreveng’d, 

I ftiould  to  earth  go  weeping : grant  me  then 
(By  all  the  love  a Father  bears  his  Child) 

Their  cuftodies,  and  that  I may  appoint 
Their  tortures  and  their  death. 

Dz.Death  l folt,our  Law  will  not  reach  that, for  this  fault. 
King.  ’Tis  granted,  take ’em  to  you,  with  a Guard. 
Come  Princely  Phar amend,  this  bufinefs  paft, 

We  may  with  more  fecurity  go  on  to  your  intended  match. 

Cle.  I pray  that  this  adion  lofe  not  Philafier  the  hearts  of 
the  people. 

X>«.Fear  it  not, their  overwife  heads  will  think  it  but  atriek. 

{Exeunt  Omnes. 


ASlm  Ojiintm.  Seen  a frima. 

Enter  Dion,  Cleremont,  and  Thrafiline. 

Thra.  T T A S the  King  fent  for  him  to  death  ? 

XJL  Di.  Yes,  but  the  King  muft  know,  ’tis  not  in 
his  power  to  war  with  Heaven. 

Cle.  We  linger  time*,  the  King  fent  for  and  the 

Headfman  an  hour  ago. 

Thra.  Are  all  his  wounds  well? 

Di.  All  they  were  but  icratches  j but  the  lofs  of  bloud 
made  him  faint.  Cle.  We  dally  Gentlemen. 

Thra.  Away. 

Di.  We’lfcuffle  hard  before  he  perifli.  {Exemt. 

Pwtfr  Philafier,  Arethufa,  rt»z7Bellajio. 

Are.  NaydearP/jz/^r/er  grieve  not,  We  are  well. 

Bell.  Nay  good  my  Lord  forbear,  wc  are  wondrous  well. 
Phi.  Oh  Arethufa ! O Bellario ! leave  to  be  kind  : 

I lhall  be  (hot  from  Heaven,  as  now  from  Earth, 

If  you  continue  fo  •,  I am  a man, 

Falfe  to  a pair  of  the  moft  trufty  ones 
Thatever  earth  bore,  can  it  bear  us  all  ? 

Forgive  and  leave  me,  but  the  King  hath  fent 
To  call  me  to  my  death.  Oh  fhew  it  me, 

And  then  forget  me : And  for  thee  my  boy, 

I fhall  deliver  words  will  mollifie 

The  hearts  of  bcafts,  to  fpare  thy  innocence. 

Bell.  Alas  my  Lord,  my  life  is  not  a thing 

F 2 _ Worthy  f 
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Worthy  your  noble  thoughts  *,  ’tis  not  a life, 

’Tis  but  a piece  of  child-hood  thrown  away ; 

Should  I out-livc,  I fiwll  then  out- live 
V ertue  and  honour.  And  when  that  day  conies, 

If  ever  I Ihould  dole  thefe  eyes  but  once, 

May  I live  fpotted  for  my  perjury, 

And  walle  my  limbs  to  nothing. 

^re.  And  I (the  woful’ft  maid  as  ever  was, 

Forc’d  with  my  hands  to  bring  my  Lord  to  death) 

Do  by  the  honour  of  a Virgin  fwear, 

To  tell  no  hours  beyond  it. 

Fhi.  Make  me  not  hated  fo. 

Arc.  Come  from  this  prifon,  all  joyful  to  our  deaths. 

Phi.  People  will  tear  me  when  they  find  you  true 
To  liich  a wretch  as  I •,  I lhall  die  loath’d. 

Injoy  your  Kingdoms  peaceably,  whil’H;  I 
For  ever  fieep  forgotten  with  my  faults, 

Every  juft  fervant,  every  maid  in  love 
Will  have  a piece  of  me  if  you  be  true, 

<iyfre.  My  dear  Lord  fay  not  fo. 

Bell.  A piece  of  you  ? 

He  was  not  born  of  women  that  can  cut  it  and  look  on. 

Phi.  Take  me  in  tears  betwixt  you, 

For  my  heart  will  break  with  lhame  and  forrow. 

Are.  Why ’tis  well.  Bell.  Lament  no  more. 

Phi.  What  would  you  have  done 
If  you  had  wrong’d  me  bafely,  and  had  found 
My  life  no  price,  compar’d  to  yours?  For  love  Sirs, 

Deal  with  me  truly. 

Tell.  ’Tvvasmiftaken,  Sir.  Phi.  Why  if  it  were? 

Bell.  Then  Sir  we  would  have  ask’d  you  pardon. 

Phi.  And  have  hope  to  enjoy  it?  Are.  Injoyit?  L 

Phi.  Would  you  indeed  ? be  plain. 

Bell.  We  would  my  Lord. 

Phi.  Forgive  me  then.  Are.  So,  fo. 

Bell.  ’Tis  as  it  fhould  be  now. 

Phi.  Lead  to  my  death.  b£.vf««f. 

Enter  King,  Dion,  Clcrcmont,4K<^Tlirafiline. 

Ktfig.  Gentlemen,  who  faw  the  Prince? 

Cle.  So  pleafe  you  Sir,  he’s  gone  to  fee  the  City, 

And  the  new  Platform,  with  fome  Gentlemen 
Attending  on  him.  Is  the  Princefs  ready 

To  bring  her  prifoner  out  ? Thra.  She  waits  your  Grace. 

King.  Tellher  weltay. 

2)«.  King,  you  may  be  deceiv’d  yet.- 
The  head  you  aim  at  coll  morefetting  on 
Than  to  be  loft  fo  llightly : If  it  muft  off 
Like  a wild  overflow,  that  loops  before  iiim 
A golden  Stack,  and  with  it  fhakes  down  Bridges, 

Cracks  the  ftrong  hearts  of  Tines.,  whofe  Cable  roots 
Held  out  a thoufand  Storms,  a thoufand  Thunders, 

And  fo  made  mightier,  takes  whole  Villages 
Upon  his  back,  and  in  that  heat  of  pride, 

Charges  ftrong  Towns,  Towers,  Caftles,  Palaces, 

And  layes  them  dcfolate : fo  fhall  thy  head. 

Thy  noble  head,  bury  the  lives  of  thoufands 
That  muft  bleed  with  thee  like  a facrifice. 

In  thy  red  ruines. 

Enter  Phil.  Ars.  and  Bell,  in  a Robe  and  Garland. 

King.  How  now,  what  Mask  is  this? 

Bell.  Right  Royal  Sir,  I fhould 
Sing  you  an  Epithalamium  of  thefe  lovers. 

But  having  loft  my  belt  ayres  with  my  fortunes. 

And  wanting  a fieleftial  Harp  to  ftrike 
This  blelfed  union  on  3 thus  in  glad  ftory 
I give  you  all,  Thefe  two  fair  Cedar-branches, 

1 he  nobleft  of  the  Mountain,  where  they  grew 
Straighteft  and  talleft,  under  whofe  ftill  fhades 
The  worthier  beafts  have  made  their  layers,  and  flept 
Free  from  the  Syrian  Star,  and  the  fell  Thunder-ftroke, 

Free  from  the  Clouds,  when  they  were  big  with  humour. 
And  delivered  in  thoufand  fpouts,  their  ifliies  to  the  earth : 


0 there  was  none  but  filent  quiet  there ! 

Till  never  pleas’d  fortune  fhot  up  flirubs, 

Bafe  under  brambles  to  divorce  thefe  branches  3 
And  for  a while  they  did  fo,  and  did  raign 
Over  the  Mountain,  and  choakt  up  his  beauty 
With  Brakes,  rude  Thornes  and  Thiftles,  till  thy  Sun 
Scorcht  them  even  to  the  roots,  and  dried  them  there ; 

And  now  a gentle  gale  hath  blown  again 

That  made  thefe  branches  meet,  and  twine  together. 

Never  to  be  divided  ; The  god  that  fings 
His  holy  numbers  over  marriage  beds. 

Hath  knit  their  noble  hearts,  and  here  they  ftand 
Your  Children  mighty  King,  and  I have  done. 

King.  How,  how? 

Are.  Sir,  if  you  love  it  in  plain  truth, 

For  there  is  no  Masking  in’f.  This  Gentleman 
The  prifoner  that  you  gave  me  is  become 
My  keeper,  and  through  all  the  bitter  throws 
Your  jealoufies  and  his  ill  fate  have  wrought  him. 

Thus  nobly  hath  he  ftrat»gled,-  and  at  length 
. Arriv’d  here  my  dear  Hifsband. 

King.  Your  dear  Husband!  call  in 
The  Captain  of  the  Cittadel , There  you  fliall  keep 
Your  Wedding.  Tie  provide  a Mask  fhall  make- 
Your  Hymen  turn  his  Salfron  into  a fullcn  Coat, 

And  flng  fad  Requiems  to  your  departing  fouls : 

Bloud  fliah  put  out  your  Torches,  and  inllead  ^ 

Of  gaudy  flowers  about  your  w'anton  necks. 

An  Ax  fhall  hang  like  u prodigious  Meteor 
Ready  to  crop  your  loves  fweets.  Hear  you  gods ; 

From  this  t'me  do  1 fliake  all  title  off. 

Of  Father  fo  tins  woman,  this  bafe  woman. 

And  w'hat  there  is  of  vengeance,  in  a Lion 
CaftamoUj,'  Dogs,  or  rob’d  of  his  dear  young. 

The  fame  iuforc’t  more  terrible,  more  mighty, 
Expcdthoi.^  me.  Are.  Sir, 

By  t.:at  iittle  iiP.  I have  left  to  fwear  by, 

Theie’s  nor’iing  that  can  ftir  me  from  my  fclf. 

What  I have  aonc,  I have  done  without  repentance. 

For  death  can  be  no  Bug-bcar  unto  me, 

So  long  as  Pharamond  is  not  my  headfman. 

£>;.  Sweet  peace  upon  thy  foul,  thou  worthy  maid 
When  ere  thou  dyeft  j for  this  time  Tie  cxcufe  thee. 

Or  be  thy  Prologue.  Thi.  Sir,  let  me  fpeak  next. 

And  let  my  dying  words  be  better  with  you 
Than  my  dull  living  actions ; ifyou  aime 
At  the  dear  iifeofthisfweet  Innocent, 

Y’are  a Tyrant  and  a favage  Monftcr  3 
Your  memory  fhall  be  as  foul  behind  you 
As  you  arc  living,  all  your  better  deeds 
Shall  be  in  water  writ,  but  this  in  Marble : 

No  Chronicle  fhall  fpeak  you,  though  your  own, 

But  for  the  lhame  of  men.  No  Monument 
(Though  high  and  big  as  Pdian)  fhall  be  able 
To  cover  this  bafe  murther  •,  make  it  rich 
With  Brafs,  with pureft  Gold,  and  fhining  jafper. 

Like  the  Pyramids,  lay  on  Epitaphs, 

Such  as  mak6  great  men  gods  3 my  little  marble 
(That  only  cloaths  my  alhes,  not  my  faults) 

Shall  far  out  fhine  it ; And  for  after  ifliies 
Think  not  fo  madly  of  the  heavenly  wifdoms. 

That  they'will  give  you  more,  for  your  mad  rage 
To  cut  off,  unlefs  it  be  fome  Snake,  or  fomething 
Like  your  felf,  that  in  his  birth  fhall  ftrangle  you. 
Remember,  my  Father  King  3 there  was  a fault, 

But  I forgive  it : let  that  fin  perfwade  you 
To  love  this  Lady.  Ifyou  have  a foul. 

Think,  faveher,  andbefaved,  for  my  felf, 

1 have  fo  long  cxpeifted  this  glad  hour  , 

Solanguifht  under  you,  and  daily  withered. 

That  heaven  knows  it  is  my  joy  to  dye, 

I find  a recreation  in’t. 

Enter 
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Enter  a Meflenger. 

Mejf.  Where’s  the  King?  King.  Here. 

Mef.  Get  you  to  your  ftrength, 

And  refcue  the  Prince  Pharnmond  from  danger, 

He’s  taken  prifoner  by  the  Citizens, 

Fearing  the  Lord  Philafier.  Di.  Oh  brave  followers  j 
Mutiny,  my  fine  dear  Country-men,  mutiny, 

Now  my  brave  valiant  foremen,  Ihew  your  weapons 
In  honour  of  your  MiftrelTes. 

Enter  another  Meflenger. 

Me([.  Arm,  arm,  arm. 

King.  A thoufand  devils  take ’em. 

A thoufand  bleflings  on  ’em. 

Mejf.  Arm  O King,  the  City  is  in  mutiny. 

Led  by  an  old  Gray  Ruffin,  who  comes  on 

In  refcue  of  the  Lord  Philafier.  \_Exit  with  Are.  Phi.  Bell. 

King.  Away  to  the  Cittadel,  Pie  fee  them  fafe. 

And  then  cope  with  thefe  Burgers ; Let  the  Guard 
And  all  the  Gentlemen  give  ftrong  attendance.  [Ex. King. 

[Manent  Dion,  Cleremont,  Thrafiline. 

Cle.  The  City  up ! this  was  above  our  wilhes. 

Dt.  I and  the  Marriage  too ; by  my  life. 

This  noble  Lady  has  deceiv’d  us  all,  a plague  upon  my  felf  ^ 
a thoufand  plagues,  for  having  fuch  unworthy  thoughts  of 
her  dear  honour : O I could  beat  my  felf,  or  do  you  beat  me 
and  Tie  beat  you,  for  we  had  all  one  thought. 

Cle.  No,  no,  ’twill  but  lofe  time. 

Di.  You  fay  true,  are  your  fwords  fliarp  ? Well  my  dear 
Country-men,  what  ye  lack,  if  you  continue  and  fall  not 
back  upon  the  firlt  broken  Ihin,  Tie  have  you  chronicled, 
and  chronicled,  and  cut  and  chronicled  and  all  to  be  prais’d, 
and  fung  in  Sonnets,  and  bath’d  in  new  brave  Ballads,  that 
all  tongues  fliall  troule  you  in  Sacida  Saculorum  my  kind 
Can-carriers. 

Thra.  What  if  a toy  take  ’em  i’th’  heels  now,  and  they 
run  all  away,  and  cry  the  Devil  take  the  hindmofl;  ? 

Di.  Then  the  fame  Devil  take  the  foremoft  too,  and 
fowce  him  for  his  breakfafl: ; if  they  all  prove  Cowards,  my 
curfes  fly  amongfl;  them  and  be  fpeeding.  May  they  have 
Murreins  raign  to  keep  the  Gentlemen  at  home  unbound  in 
eafie  freez : May  the  Moths  branch  their  Velvets,  and  their 
Silks  only  be  worn  before  fore  eyes.  May  their  falfe  lights 
undo ’em,  and  difeover  prefles,  holes,  fhains,  andoldnefs 
in  their  Stuffs,  and  make  them  Ihop-rid : May  they  keep 
Whores  and  Horfes,  and  break;  and  live  mued  up  with 
necks  of  Beef  and  Turnips ; May  they  have  many  children, 
and  none  like  the  Father : May  they  know  no  language  but 
that  gibberilh  they  prattle  to  their  Parcels,  unlefs  it  be  the 
go^fi:fh  Latine  they  write  in  their  bonds,  and  may  they 
write  that  falfe,  and  lofe  their  debts. 

Enter  the  King. 

King.  Now  the  vengeance  of  all  the  gods  confound  them 
how  they  fwarm  together ! what  a hum  they  raife  •,  Devils 
choak  your  wilde  throats^  If  a man  had  need  to  ufe  their 
valours,  he  mufl  pay  a Brokage  for  it,  and  then  bring  ’em 
on,  they  will  fight  like  Iheep.  ’Tis  Philafier,  nonehut  Phi- 
lafier muff;  allay  this  heat ; They  will  not  hear  me  fpeak,  but 
fling  dirt  at  me,  and  call  me  Tyrant.  Oh  run  dear  friend, 
and  bring  the  Lord  Philafier:  fpeak  him  fair,  call  him 
Prince,  do  him  all  the  courtefie  you  can,  commend  me  to 
him.  Oh  my  wits,  my  wits!  [£A*?fCle. 

Di.  Oh  my  brave  Countrymen ! as  I live,  I will  not  buy 
a pin  out  of  your  walls  for  this ; Nay,  you  fhall  cozen  me, 
and  rie  thank  you  •,  and  fend  you  Brawn  and  Bacon,  and 
foil  you  every  long  vacation  a brace  of  foremen,  that  at  AE- 
chaelmas  (hall  come  up  fat  and  kicking. 

King.  What  they  will  do  with  this  poor  Prince,  the  gods 
know,  and  I fear. 

Di.  Why  Sir:  they ’1  flea  him,  and  make  Church  Buck- 
ets on’s  skin  to  fquench  rebellion,  then  clap  a rivet  in’s 
fconce,  and  hang  him  up  for  a fign. 


Enter  Cleremont  with  Philafier. 

King.  O worthy  Sir  forgive  me,  do  not  make 
Your  miferies  and  my  faults  meet  together. 

To  bring  a greater  danger.  Be  your  felf,  ' 

Still  found  amongfl  Difeafls,  I have  wrong’d  you 
And  though  I find  it  lafl,  and  beaten  to  it,  * 

Let  firfl  your  goodnefs  know  it.  Calm  the  people. 

And  be  what  you  were  born  to  : take  your  love. 

And  with  her  my  repentance,  and  my  wiflies. 

And  all  my  prayers,  by  the  gods  my  heart  fpeaks  this : 

And  if  the  leafl;  fall  from  me  not  perform’d. 

May  I be  ftiuck  with  Thunder. 

Phi.  Mighty  Sir, 

I will  not  do  your  greatnefs  fo  much  wrong. 

As  not  to  make  your  word  truth  ; free  the  Princefs, 

And  the  poor  boy,  and  let  me  Hand  the  fliock 
Of  this  mad  Sea  breach,  which  Tie  either  turn 
Or  perilh  with  it. 

King.  Let  your  own  word  free  them. 

Phi.  Then  thus  I take  my  leave  kilfingyour  hand, 

And  hanging  on  your  Royal  word ; be  Kingly, 

And  be  not  moved  Sir,  I fhall  bring  your  peace. 

Or  never  bring  my  felf  back. 

King.  All  the  gods  go  with  thee.  [Exeunt  Omnes. 

Enter  tin  old  Captain  and  Citiz.ens  with  Pharamond. 

Cap.  Come  my  brave  Mirmidons  let’s  fall  on,  let  our  caps 
Swarm  my  boys, and  you  nimble  tongues  forget  your  mothers 
Gibberifh,  of  what  do  you  lack,  and  fet  your  mouths 
Up  Children,  till  your  Pallats  fall  frighted  half  a 
Fathom,  pall  the  cure  of  Bay-falt  and  grofs  Pepper. 

And  then  cry  Philajler,  brave  ‘Philafier, 

Let  Philafier  be  deeper  in  requefl,  my  ding-dongs. 

My  pairs  of  dear  Indentures,  King  of  Clubs, 

Than  your  cold  water  Charablets  or  your  paintings 
Spitted  with  Copper ; let  not  your  hafty  Silks, 

Or  your  branch’d  Cloth  of  Bodkin,  or  your  Tifliucs, 

Dearly  belov’d  of  fpiced  Cake  a.nd  Cuftard, 

Your  Robin-hoods  fcarlets  and  Johns,  tie  your  affedions 
In  darknefs  to  your  (hops no,  dainty  Duckers, 

Up  with  your  three  pil’d  fpirits,  your  wrought  valours: 

And  let  your  un-cut  Coller  make  the  King  feel 
The  meafure  of  your  mightinefs  Philafier. 

Cry  myRofenobl'es,  cry.  Philafier,  Philafier. 

Cap.  How  do  you  like  this  my  Lord  Prince,  thefe  are  mad 
boys,  I tell  you,  thefe  are  things  that  will  not  firike  their 
top-faylestoa  Foifi.  And  let  a man  of  war,  an  Argofie 
hull  and  cry  Cockles. 

Pha.  Why  you  rude  flave,  do  you  know  what  you  do  ? 

Cap.  My  Pretty  Prince  of  Puppets,  we  do  know. 

And  give  your  greatnefs  warning;  that  you  talk 
No  more  fuch  Bugs-words,  or  that  foldred  Crown 
Shall  be  fcratch’d  with  a Musket : Dear  Prince  Pippen, 
Down  with  your  noble  bloud  ; or  as  I live. 

Tie  have  you  codied : let  him  lofe  my  fpirits,  iotrpaiu 
Make  us  a round  Ring  w’ith  your  Bills  my  HedorSj 

And  let  us  fee  what  this  trim  man  dares  do. 

Now  Sir,  have  at  you  *,  here  1 if,  ’ 

And  with  this  fwafliing  blow,'  do  you  fwear  Prince 
I could  hulk  your  Grace,  and  hang  you  up  crofs-lcg’d, 

Like  a Hare  at  a Poulters,  and  do  this  with  this  wiper. 

Pha.  You  will  not  fee  me  murder’d  wicked  V illains  ? 

I Cit.  Yes  indeed  will  we  Sir,  we  have  not  feen  one  foe  a 
great  while. 

Capt.  He  w'ould  have  weapons  would  he  ? give  him  a 
Broad-fide  my  brave  boyes  with  your  pikes,  branch  me  his 
skin  in  Flowers  like  a Satin,  and  between  every  Flower  a 
mortal  cut,your  Royalty  fhall  ravel,  jag  him  Gentlemen,!  le 
have  him  cut  to  the  kell,then  down  the  feames,  oh  for  a whip 
To  make  himGaloone-Laccs, 

Tie  have  a Coach- whip. 

Phi.  Ofpare  me  Gentlemen. 

Cap.  Hold,hold,the  man  begins  to  fear  and  know  himlclt. 


5 8 ¥hilafler. 


He  fliall  for  this  time  only  be  feal’d  up 
With  a Feather  through  his  nofe,  that  he  may  only  lee 
Heaven,  and  think  whither  he’s  going,  (Kii^g 

Nay  beyond-Sea  Sir,  we  will  proclaim  you,  you  would  be 
Thou  tender  Heir  apparent  to  a Church- Ale, 

Thou  Height  Prince  of  lingle  Sarcenet  ^ 

Thou  Royal  Ring-tail,  fit  to  fly  at  nothing 
But  poor  mens  Poultry,  and  have  every  Boy 
Beat  thee  from  that  too  with  his  Bread  and  Butter. 

I'ha.  Gods  keep  me  from  thefe  Hell-hounds. 

2  Gt.  Shah’s  geld  him  Captain? 

Cap.  No,  you  lhall  fpare  his  dowcets  my  dear  Donfels, 

As  you  refpe^  the  Ladies  let  them  flourifh  ^ (Boys. 

The  curfes  of  a longing  woman  kill  as  Ipeedy  as  a Plague, 

1 Gt.  Tie  have  a Leg  that’s  certain. 

2 Gt.  rie  have  an  Arm. 

3 Gt.  I’le  have  his  Nofe,  and  at  mine  own  charge  build 
a Colledge,  and  clap’t  upon  the  Gate. 

4 Gt.  Tie  have  his  little  Gut  to  firing  a Kit  with. 

For  certainly  a Royal  Gut  will  found  like  lilver.  (once. 

Pha.  Would  they  were  in  thy  belly,  and  Ipaft  my  pain 

5 Cit.  Good  Captain  let  me  have  his  Liver  to  feed  Ferrets. 
Cap.  W ho  will  have  parcels  elfe  ? fpeak. 

Pha.  Good  godsconfider  me,  1 fhall  be  tortur’d. 

1 Gt.  Captain,  rie  give  you  the  trimming  of  your  hand- 
fword,  and  let  me  have  his  Skin  to  make  falfe Scabbards. 

2 He  had  no  horns  Sir  had  he?  (horns? 

C'lp.  No  Sir,  he’s  a Pollard,  what  would’ftthou  do  with 
Ct.  O if  he  had,  I would  have  made  rare  Hafts  am 

W hifrltsof ’em,  but  his  Shin  bones  if  they  be  found  fhal 
ferve  me. 

£fiter  Philafter. 

u^!l.  Long  live  PhiUJler^  the  brave  Prince  Thilafier. 

Phi,  I thank  you  Gentlemen,  but  why  are  thefe 
Rude  weapons  brought  abroad,  to  teach  your  hands 
Uncivil  Trades  ? Cap.  My  Royal  Roficlear, 

VVe  arc  thy  Mirmidons,  thy  Guard,  thy  Rorers, 

And  when  thy  noble  body  is  in  durance, 

Thus  do  we  clap  our  mully  Murrionson, 

And  trace  the  Hreets  in  terrour  : Is  it  peace 
Thou  Mars  of  men  ? Is  the  King  fociabie. 

And  bids  thee  live  ? Art  thou  above  thy  foemen. 

And  free  as  Pheebas  ? Speak,  if  not,  this  Hand 
Of  Royal  blood  fhall  be  abroach,  atilt,  and  run 
Even  to  the  lees  of  honour. 

Phi.  Hold  and  be  fatisfied,  I am  my  felf 
Free  as  my  thoughts  are,  by  the  gods  I am. 

Cap.  Art  thou  the  dainty  darling  of  the  King  ? 

Art  thou  the  Hylas  to  our  Hercules  ? 

Do  the  Lords  bow,  and  the  regarded  fcarlcts, 

Kifs  their  Gumd-gols,  and  cry,  we  are  your  fervants  ? 

Is  the  Court  Navigable,  and  the  prefence  flruck 
With  Flags  of  friendfhip?  if  not,  we  are  thy  Caflle 
And  this  man  fleeps. 

Phi.  1 am  what  I defire  to  be,  your  friend, 

I am  what  I was  born  to  be,  your  Prince. 

Pha.  Sir,  there  is  fome  humanity  in  you, 

You  have  a noble  foul,  forget  my  name, 

And  know  my  mifery,  fet  me  fafe  aboard 
From  thefe  wild  Cauibalsy  and  as  I live. 

Tie  quit  this  Land  for  ever:  there  is  nothing. 

Perpetual  prifonment,  cold,  hunger,  ficknefs 
Of  all  forts,  all  dangers,  and  all  together 
The  vvorfl  company  of  the  workmen,  madnefs,  age, 

To  be  as  many  Creatures  as  a woman, 

And  do  as  all  they  do,  nay  to  defpair; 

But  I would  rather  make  it  a new  Nature, 

And  live  with  all  thofe  than  endure  one  hour 
Amongft  thefe  wild  Dogs. 

Phi.  I do  pity  you:  Friends  difeharge  your  fears, 

Deliver  me  the  Prince,  Pie  warrant  you 
fhall  be  old  enough  to  find  my  fafety. 

3  Gt.  Good  Sir  take  heed  he  does  not  hurt  you, 


He’s  a fierce  man  I can  tell  you  Sir. 

Cap.  Prince,  by  your  leave  Tie  have  a Surfingle, 

And  Male  you  like  a Hawke.  f/Ze  fiirs. 

Phi.  Away,  away,  there  is  no  danger  in  him: 

Alas  he  had  rather  fleep  to  lhake  his  fit  off. 

Look  you  friends,  how  gently  he  leads,  upon  my  word 
He’s  tame  enough,  he  need  no  further  watching. 

Good  my  friends  go  to  your  houfes  and  by  me  have  your  par- 
dons, and  my  love, 

And  know  there  fhall  be  nothing  in  my  power 
You  may  deferve,  but  you  lhall  have  your  wiflies. 

To  give  you  more  thanks  were  to  flatter  you. 

Continue  flill  your  love,  and  for  an  earncfl 

Drink  this.  ^//.Long  maifl  thou  live  brave  Prince,  brave 

Prince,  brave  Prince.  [_Sxeuut  Phi.  atH  Pha. 

Cap.  Thou  art  the  King  of  Courtefie : 

Fall  off  again  my  fweet  youths,  come  and  every  man 
Trace  to  his  houfe  again,  and  hang  his  pewter  up,  then  to 
The  Tavern  and  bring  your  wives  in  Muffes : we  will  have 
Mufick  and  the  red  grape  fhall  make  us  dance, and  rife  Boys. 

Cf.vf/wr. 

Enter  King,  Are.  Gal.  Meg.  Cle.  Dion,  Thra.  Beilario, 
and  Attendants. 

King.  Is  it  appeas’d  ? 

Di.  Sir,  all  is  quiet  as  this  dead  of  night. 

As  peaceable  as  fleep,  my  Loid  Phtla^er 

Brings  on  the  Prince  himfelf.  Kind  Gentlemen ! 

I will  not  break  the  leafh  word  1 have  given 
In  promife  to  him,  I have  heap’d  a world 
Of  grief  upon  his  head,  which  yet  1 hope 
To  wafli  away. 

Enter  Philafter  and  Pharamond. 

Cle.  My  Lord  is  come.  King.  My  Son ! 

Bleft  be  the  time  that  I have  leave  to  call 
Such  vertue  mine  3 now  thou  art  in  mine  arms. 

Me  thinks  1 have  a falve  unto  my  breaft 
For  all  the  flings  that  dwell  there,  ftreams  ofgrief 
That  1 have  wrought  thee,  and  as  much  of  joy 
That  I repent  it,  ilTue  from  mine  eyes : 

Let  them  appeafe  thee,  take  thy  right ; take  her, 

She  is  thy  right  too,  and  forget  to  urge 
My  vexed  foul  with  that  I did  before. 

Phi.  Sir,  is  it  blotted  from  my  memory, 

Pall  and  forgotten : For  you  Prince  of  Spaw, 

Whom  I have  thus  redeem’d,  you  have  full  leave 
To  make  an  honourable  voyage  home. 

And  if  you  would  go  furnifh’d  to  your  Realm 
With  fair  provifion,  I do  fee  a Lady 
Me  thinks  would  gladly  bear  you  company  ;• 

How  like  you  this  piece  ? 

Meg.  Sir,  he  likes  it  well. 

For  he  hath  tried  it,  and  found  it  worth 
His  princely  likings  we  wxre  ta’ne  a bed, 

I know  your  meaning,  I am  not  the  firft 
That  Nature  taught  to  feek  a fellow  forth : 

Can  fhame  remain  perpetually  in  me. 

And  not  in  others  ? or  have  Princes  falves 
To  cure  ill  names  that  meaner  people  want  ? 

Phi.  What  mean  you  ? 

Meg.  You  mull  get  another  fhip 
To  clear  the  Princefs  and  the  boy  together. 

Di.  How  now ! 

Meg.  Others  took  me,  and  I took  her  and  him 
At  that  all  women  may  be  ta’ne  fometimes : 

Ship  us  all  four  my  Lord,  wc  can  endure 
Weather  and  wind  alike. 

Eing.  Clear  thou  thy  felf,  or  know  not  me  for  Father. 

Are.  This  earth.  How  falfe  it  is  ? what  means  is  left  for  me 
To  clear  my  felf?  It  lies  in  your  belief, 

^y  Lords  believe  me,  and’lct  all  things  clfe 
Struggle  together  to  difhonour  me. 

Pell.  O flop  your  ears  great  King,  that  I may  fpeak 


^bilafler. 


As  freedom  would,  then  I will  call  this  L ady 

As  bafe  as  be  her  adions,  hear  me  Sir, 

Believe  hour  hated  bloud  when  it  rebels 

Againft  your  reafon  fooner  than  this  Lady. 

Me^.  By  this  good  light  he  bears  it  hanibmely. 

PhK  This  Lady?  I will  fooner  truft  the  wind 

With  Feathers,  or  the  troubled  Sea  with  Pearl, 

Than  her  with  any  thing  ^ believe  her  not ! 

Why  think  you,  if  I did  believe  her  words  •, 

I would  outlive  ’em : honour  cannot  take 

Revenge  on  you,  then  what  were  to  be  known 

But  death  ? King.  Forget  her  Sir,  lince  all  is  knit 

Between  us : but  1 muft  requefl:  of  you 

One  favour,  and  will  fadly  be  denied. 

^hi.  Command  what  ere  it  be. 

King.  Swear  to  be  true  to  what  you  promife. 

Phi.  By  the  powers  above. 

Let  it  not  be  the  death  of  her  or  him. 

And  it  is  granted.  King.  Bear  away  the  boy 

To  Torture,  1 will  have  her  clear’d  or  buried. 

^hi.  O let  me  call  my  words  back,  worthy  Sir, 

Ask  fomething  elfe,  bury  my  life  and  right  (once. 

In  one  poor  grave,  but  do  not  take  away  my  life  and  fame  at 
King.  Away  with  him,  it  ftands  irr^oqable. 

Phi.  Turn  all  your  eyes  on  me,  hereftandsaman  ^ 

The  falfeft  and  the  bafeft  of  this  world : • 

Set  fwords  againft  this  breaft  Lome  honeft  man, 

For  I have  liv’d  till  I am  pitied, 

My  former  deeds  are  hateful,  but  this  laft 

Is  pitifull,  for  I unwillingly 

Have  given  the  dear  preferver  of  my  life 

Unto  his  Torture : is  itin  the  power  [Oferstohillhimfelf. 
Of  flelh  and  blood,  to  carry  this  and  live  ? 
jire.  Dear  Sir  be  patient  yet,  or  ftay  that  hand. 

King.  Sirs,  ftrip  that  boy. 

Di.  Come  Sir,  your  tender  flelh  will  try  your  conftancie. 
Bell.  O kill  me  gentlemen.  Di.  No,  help  Sirs. 

Bell.  Will  you  Torture  me  ? 

King.  Haft  there,  why  ftay  you.? 

Bell.  Then  I lhall  not  break  my  vow, 

You  know  juft  gods,  though  I difeover  all’ 

King.  How’s  that  ? Will  he  confefs  ? 

Dk  Sir,  fo  he  fays.  Ktng.  Speak  then. 

Bell.  Great  King  if  you  command 

This  Lord  to  talk  with  me  alone,  my  tongue 

Urg’d  by  my  heart,  lhall  utter  all  the  thoughts 

My  youth  hath  known,  and  ftranger  things  than  thelb 

You  hear  not  often.  King.  Walk  afide  with  him, 

Di.  Why  fpeak’ft  thou  not  ? 

Bell.  Knowyou  this  face  my  Lord? 

Di.  No,  Bell.  Have  you  not  feen  it,  nor  the  like  ? 

Di.  Yes,  I have  feen  the  like,  but  readily 

I know  not  where.  Bell.  I have  been  often  told 

In  Court,  of  one  Enphraftaj  a Lady 

And  Daughter  to  you  *,  betwixt  whom  and  me 
(They  that  would  flatter  my  bad  face  would  fwear) 

There  was  fuch  ftrange  refemblance,  that  we  two 

Could  not  be  known  afunder,  dreft  alike. 

Di.  By  Heaven  and  fo  there  is.' 

Bell.>  For  her  fair  lake. 

Who  now  doth  Ipend  the  Ipring  time  of  her  life 

In  holy  Pilgrimage,  move  to  the  King, 

That  I may  fcape  this  Torture.  Di.  But  thou  Ipeak’ft 

As  like  Enphrajta  as  thou  doft  look. 

How  came  it  to  thy  knowledge  that  file  lives  in  Pilgrimage  ? 

Bell.  I know  it  not  my  Lord, 

But  I have  heard  it,  and  do  ftarce  believe  it. 

Di.  Ohmyfliame,  is’tpoITible?  Draw  near. 

That  I may  gaze  upon  thee,  art  thou  fne  ? 

Or  elfe  her  Murderer  ? where  wert  thou  born? 

Bell.  In  Sir acufa.  Di.  What’s  thy  name? 

Bell.  Enph^fia.  (hadftdied 

Dt.  O ’tis  juft,  ’tis  Ihe  now,  I do  know  thee.  Oh  that  thou 
And  I had  never  feen  thee  nor  my  fliame. 

How  fliall  I own  thee  ? fliall  this  tongue  of  mine 

E’re  call  thee  Daughter  more .? 

Bell.  Would  I had  died  indeed,  Iwufliittoo, 

And  fo  I muft  have  done  by  vow,  e’re  publilhed’ 

What  I have  told,  but  that  there  was  no  means 

To  hide  it  longer,  yet  I joy  in  this. 

The  Princefs  is  all  clear. 

King.  What  have  you  done  ? 

Di.  All  isdifcovered.  Phi.  Why  then  hold  you  me  > 

Dt.  All  IS  difcovered,  pray  you  let  me  go.  ) He  offers  to 

King.  Stay  him.  Are.  What  is  difcovered  ? 1 fteb  himfiif. 

Di.  Why  my  lhame,  it  is  a w^oman,  let  her  fpeak  the  reft. 

Bhi.  How!  that  again.  Di.  It  is  a woman. 

Phi.  Bleft  be  you  powers  that  favour  innocence. 

King.  Lay  hold  upon  that  Lady. 

Dhi.  It  is  a woman  Sir,  hark  Gentlemen! 

It  is  a woman.  Arethufa  take 

My  foul  into  thy  breaft,  that  would  be  gone 

With  joy : it  is  a woman,  thou  art  fair, 

And  vertuous  ftill  to  ages,  in  defpight  of  malice. 

King.  Speak  you,  where  lies  his  lhame? 

Bell.  I am  his  Daughter.  Phi.  The  Gods  are  juft. 

Du  I dare  accufe  none,  but  before  you  two 

The  vertue  of  our  age,  Fbend  my  knee 

For  mercy.  P/7?.,^Take  it  freely;  for  I know 

Though  what  thou  didft  were  undifcreetly  done^ 

Twas  meant  well.  Are.  And  for  me, 

I have  a power  to  pardon  fins  as  oft 

As  any  man  has  power  to  wrong  me. 

Cle.  Noble  and  worthy.  Phi.  But  Bellarie, 

'(For  I muft  call  thee  ftill  fo)  tell  me  why 

Thou  didft  conceal  thy  Sex,  it  was  a fault, 

A fault  Bellario.j  though  thy  other  deeds 

Oftruth  outweigh’d  it;  Allthefe  Jealoufies 

Had  flown  to  nothing,  if  thou  hadft  difcovered, 

What  now  we  know. 

Bell.  My  Father  would  oft  fpeak 

Your  worth  and  vertue,  and  as  I did  grow 

More  and  more  apprehenlive,  I did  thirft 

To  fee  the  man  fo  rais’d,  but  yet  all  this 

Was  but  a Maiden  longing  to  be  loft 

As  foon  as  found,  till  fitting  in  my  window. 

Printing  my  thoughts  in  Lawne,  1 faw  a God 

I thought  (but  it  was  you)  enter  our  Gates, 

My  bloud  flew  out,  and  back  again  as  fall 

As  I had  puft  it  forth,  and  fiick’t  it  in 

Like  breath,  then  was  1 call’d  away  in  haft 

To  entertain  you.  Never  was  a man 

Heav’d  from  a Sheep-coat  to  a Scepter  rais’d 

So  high  in  thoughts  as  I,  you  left  a kifs 

Upon  thefelips  then,  which  I mean  to  keep 

From  you  for  ever,  I did  hear  you  talk 

Far  above  finging  ^ after  you  were  gone, 

I grew  acquainted  with  my  heart,  and  fearch’d 

What  Hir’d  it  fo,  Alas  I found  it  love, 

Yet  far  from  luft,  for  could  I have  but  liv’d 

In  prefence  of  you,  I had  had  my  end. 

For  this  I did  delude  my  noble  Father 

With  a feign’d  Pilgrimage,  and  dreft  my  felf 

In  habit  of  a boy,  and,  for  I knew 

My  birth  no  match  for  you,  I was  paft  hope 

Of  having  you.  And  underftanding  well 

That  when  I made  difeovery  of  my  Sex, 

1 could  not  ftay  with  you,  I made  a vow 

By  all  the  moft  religious  things  a Maid 

Could  call  together,  never  to  be  known, 

Whilft  there  was  hope  to  hide  me  from  mens  eyes, 

For  other  than  I feem’d  \ that  1 might  ever 

Abide  with  you,  then  fate  I by  the  Fount 

Where  firft  you  took  me  up. 

King.  Search  out  a match 

Within  our  Kingdom  where  and  when  thou  wilt, 

And  I will  pay  thy  Dowry,  and  thy  fclf 

Wilt  well  deferve  him. 

BeH 

Thikfter. 

'Bell.  Never  Sir  will  I 

Marry,  it  is  a thing  within  my  vow,  ^ 

But  i/ 1 may  have  leave  to  ferve  the  Princefs, 

To  fee  the  vertues  of  her  Lord  and  her, 

I lhall  have  hope  to  live.  j^re.  I Thilajler, 

Cannot  be  jealous,  though  you  had  a Lady 

Drefl:  like  a Page  to  ferve  you,  nor  will  1 

Sufpedher  living  here;  come  live  with  me, 

Live  free,  as  I do,  file  that  loves  my  Loi  d, 

Curft  be  the  wife  that  hates  her. 

Phi.  I grieve  fuch  vertues  Ihould  be  laid  in  earth 

Without  an  Heir ; hear  me  my  Royal  Father, 

Wrong  not  the  freedom  of  our  fouls  fo  much. 

To  think  to  take  revenge  of  that  bafe  woman, 

Her  malice  cannot  hurt  us ; fet  her  free 

As  flie  was  born,  faving  from  lhame  and  fin. 

King.  Set  her  at  liberty,  but  leave  the  Court^ 

This  is  no  place  for  fuch ; you  Pharammd 

Shall  have  free  palTage,  and  a condud  home 

Worthy  fo  great  a Prince,  when  you  come  there, 

Remember  ’twas  your  faults  that  loft  you  her. 

And  not  my  purpos’d  will.  Pha.  I do  confefs. 

Renowned  Sir. 

King.  Laftjoyn  your  hands  in  one,  enjoy 

This  Kingdom  which  is  yours,  and  after  me 

Whatever  I call  mine,  my  blelTingon  you, 

All  happy  hours  be  at  your  Marriage  joyes, 

, That  you  may  grow  your  felves  over  all  Lands, 

And  live  to  fee  your  plenteous  branches  fpring 

Where  ever  there  is  Sun.  Let  Princes  learn 

By  this  to  rule  the  paffions  of  their  blood. 

For  what  Heaven  wills,  can  never  be  withftood . 

^Exenut  Omnes. 

■ 

A 

KING,  and  no  KING. 

1 

Perfons  Reprefei 

Arbaccs,  Kiftg  0/ Iberia. 

Tigranes,  King  of  Armenia.  / 

Gobrias,  Lord  ProteCtor^  and  Father  oj  Arbaces. 
Bacurius,  another  Lord. 

Mardonius,  Captain 

Beflus,  3 

Ligoces,  Father  of  S^3.coiLii2i. 

Two  Gentlemen. 

Three  Men  and  a Woman. 

Philip,  a fervanty  and  two  Citiz,ens  Wives. 

ited  in  the  Play. 

A Mejfenger. 

A Servant  to  Bacurius. 

Two  Sword-men. 

A Boy. 

Arane,  "yrhe  ^eens  Mother. 

Panthea,  \ Her  Daughter. 

Spaconia,  ^A  Lady  Daughter  of  L\goncs. 

Mandane,  waiting  woman^  and  other  attendants. 

AEius  primus.  Scena  prim  a. 

Enter  Mardonius  and 

Mar.  the  King  has  made  a fair  hand  on’t,  he 

B ^ has  ended  the  Wars  at  a blow,  would  my 
fword  had  a clofe  basket  hilt  to  hold  Wine, 
and  the  blade  would  make;  knives,  for  we 
lhall  have  nothing  but  eating  and  drinking. 

Bef.  We  that  are  Commanders  lhall  do  well  enough. 

Mar.  Faith  fuch  Commanders  as  thou  may  \ I had 

as  lieve  fet  thee  Perdue  for  a pudding  i’th’  dark,  as  /llexan. 
der  the  Great. 

Bc^.  I love  thefe  jefts  exceedingly. 

Mar.  I think  thou  lov’ft ’em  better  than  quarrelling 
/?«,  Tie  fay  fo  much  i’thy  behalf,  and  yet  thou  ’rt  v^iant 
enough  upon  a retreat,  I think  thou  wouldfl  kill  any  man 
that  ftopt  thee  if  thou  couldft. 

Bej.  But  was  not  this  a brave  Combate  Mardonim  ? 

Mar.  Why,  didft  thou  lee’t? 

. Bep.  You  flood  wi’me. 

Mar.  I did  fo,  but  me  thought  thou  wink’dfl:  every  blow 
they  llrook. 

Be[.  Well,  I believe  there  are  better  fbuldiers  than  1, 
that  never  faw  two  Princes  fight  in  lifts. 

klTus,  two  Captains. 

Mar.  By  troth  I think  lb  too  Beffus.,  many  a thou- 

fand,  but  certainly  all  that  are  worle  than  thou  have  fecn  as 
much.  Bef.  ’Twas  bravely  done  of  our  King. 

Mar.  Yes,  if  he  had  not  ended  the  wars:  I’mc  glad 
thou  dar’ft  talk  of  fuch  dangerous  bufineffes. 

Bef.  To  take  a Prince  priftner  in  the  heart  of ’s  own  Coun- 
try in  fingle  combat. 

Mar.  See  how  thy  blood  curdles  at  this,  1 think  thou 
couldft  be  contented  to  be  beaten  i’this  paffion. 

Bef.  Shall  I tell  you  truly  ? Mar.  I. 

Bf.  I could  willingly  venture  for’t. 

Mar.  Urn,  no  venture  neither 

Bef.  Let  me  not  live,  if  I do  not  think  ’tis  a braver  piece 
of fervice  than  that  I’me  fo  fam’d  for. 

Mar.  Why,  art  thou  fam’d  for  any  valour  ? 

Bef.  Fam’d!  I,  1 warrant  you. 

Ma.  I’me  e’en  heartily  glad  on’t,  I have  been  with  thee 
e’re  fince  thou  cam’ft  to  th’wars,  and  this  is  the  firft  word 
that  ever  I heard  on’t,  prethee  who  fames  thee. 

Bef.  The  Chriftian  world. 

Mar.  ’Tis  heathenilhly  done  of’em  in  my  conlciencc,thou 

dcfcrv’ft 

<S>i  Jiing,  and  no  King. 
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deferv’ft  it  not.  Bef.  Yes,  I ha’ don  good  fervice. 

Mar.  I do  not  know  how  thou  mayft  wait  of  a man  in’s 
Chamber,  or  thy  agility  of  fhifting  of  a Trencher,  but  0- 
therwife  no  fervice  good  Se{fus. 

Bef.  You  faw  me  do  the  fervice  your  felf. 

Mar.  Not  fo  hafty  fweet  where  was  it,  is  the 

place  vanifh’d  ? 

Bef  At  Bejfiu  defp’rate  redemption. 

Mar.  At  defp’rate  redemption,  where’s  that? 

Bef.  There  where  1 redeem’d  the  day,  the  place  bears  my  j 
name.  Mir.  Pray  thee,  who  Chriltened  it? 

'Bef  TheSouidie'-s. 

Mir. If  I were  not  a very  merrily  dilpos’d  man,what  would 
become  of  thee  ? one  that  had  but  a grain  of  choler  in  the 
whole  compofition  ot  his  body, would  lend  thee  of  an  errand 
to  the  worms  for  putting  thy  name  upon  that  field  : did  not 
I beat  thee  there  i’th’  head  o’th’  Troops  with  a Trunchion, 
becaufe  thou  wouldft  needs  run  away  with  thy  company, 
when  we  fliould  charge  the  enemy  ? 

Bef  True,  but  I did.  not  run. 

Mar.  Right  I beat  thee  out  on’t. 

Bef  But  camel  not  up  when  the  day  was  gone,  and  re- 
deem’d all  ? 

Mar.  Thou  knoweft,  and  fo  do  I,  thou  meanedft  to  flie, 
and  thy  fear  making  thee  mifl;ake,thou  ranftupon  theenemy, 
and  a hot  charge  thou  gav’ft,  as  I’le  do  thee  right,  thou  art 
furious  in  running  away,  and  I think,  we  owe  thy  fear  for 
our  viftory  •,  If  1 were  the  King,  and  were  fure  thou  wouldft 
miftake  alwaiesand  run  away  upon  th’  enemy,  thou  fhouldft 
be  General  by  this  light. 

4 1 Bef.  You’l  never  leave  this  till  I fall  foul. 

Mar.  No  more  fuch  words  dear  Beffm^  for  though  I have 
ever  known  thee  a coward,  and  therefore  durft  never  ftrike 
thee,  yet  if  thou  proceedeft,  I will  allow  thee  valiant,  and 
beat  thee. 

Bef  Come,  our  King’s  a brave  fellow. 

Mar.  He  is  fo  Bejfus,  I wonder  how  thou  cam’ft  to  know 
it.  But  if  thou  wer’t  a man  of  underftanding,  I would  tell 
thee,  he  is  vain-glorious,  and  humble,  and  angry,  and 
patient,  and  merry  and  dull,  and  joyful  and  forrowful  in 
extremity  in  an  hour : Do  not  think  me  thy  friend  for  this, 
for  if  I car’d  who  knew  it,  thou  fhouldft  not  hear  it  Befas. 
Here  he  is  with  his  prey  in  his  foot. 

Enter  &c.  Senet  Flourifh. 

Enter  Arbaces  and  Tigranes,  two  Kings  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Arb.  Thy  fadnefs  brave  Tigranes  takes  away 
From  my  full  viftory,  am  I become 
Of  fo  fmall  fame,  that  any  man  Ihould  grieve 
When  I o’recome  him  ? They  that  plac’d  me  here. 

Intended  it  an  honour  large  enough,  (though  he 

For  the  moft  valiant  living,  but  to  dare  oppofe  me  fingle, 
Loft  the  day.  What  fhould  afflidt  you,  you  are  as  free  as  I, 
To  bemy  prifoner,  is  to  be  more  free 
Than  you  were  formerly,  and  never  think 
The  man  I held  worthy  to  combate  me 
Shall  be  us’d  fervilely : Thy  ranfom  is 
To  take  my  only  Sifter  to  thy  Wife. 

A heavy  one  Tigranes^  for  Ihe  is 
A Lady,  that  the  neighbour  Princes  fend 
Blanks  to  fetch  home.  I have  been  too  unkind 
To  her  Thanes,  fhe  but  nine  years  old 
I left  her,  and  ne’refaw  her  fince,  your  wars 
Have  held  me  long  and  taught  me  though  a youth. 

The  way  to  viftory,  fhe  was  a pretty  child. 

Then  I was  little  better,  but  now  fame 
Cries  loudly  on  her,  and  my  meflengers 
Make  me  believe  fhe  is  a miracle  ^ 

She’l  make  you  flirink,  as  I did,  with  a ftroak 
But  of  her  eye  Tigranes. 

Tigr.  Is’t  the  courfe  of  Iberia  to  ufe  their  prifoners  thus  ? 
Had  fortune  thrown  my  name  above  Arbace^ 

I fhould  not  thus  have  talk’d  Sir,  in  Armenia, 

We  hold  it  bafe,  you  fhould  have  kept  your  temper 


Till  you  faw  home  again,  where  ’tis  the  fafhion 
Perhaps  to  brag. 

Arb.  Be  you  my  witnefs  earth,  need  I to  brag, 

Doth  not  this  captive  Prince  fpeak 
Mefufficiently,  and  all  theadls 

That  I have  wrought  upon  his  fuffering  Land  •,  I 

Should  I then  boaft ! where  lies  that  foot  of  ground 
Within  his  whole  Realm,  that  I have  not  paft, 

Fighting  and  conquering  - Far  then  from  me  ' 

Be  oftentation.  I could  teli  the  world 
How  I have  laid  bis  Kingdom  defolate 
3y  this  foie  Arm  prop  t by  divinity, 

Stript  him  out  o.f  his  glories,  and  have  fent 
The  pride  of  all  his  youth  to  people  graves, 

And  made  his  Virgins  languifli  for  their  Loves, 
f I would  brag,  fhould  I that  have  the  power 
To  teach  the  Neighbour  world  humility, 

Vlix  with  vain-glory  ? 

Mar.  Indeed  this  is  none. 

Arb.  Tigranes,  Nay  did  I but  take  delight  j 

To  ftretch  my  deeds  as  others  do,  on  words,  i 

I could  amaze  my  hearers.  Mar.  So  you  do. 

Arb.  Buthefhall  wronghisandmymodefty, 

That  thinks  me  apt  to  boaft  after  any  ad 
Fit  for  a good  man  to  do  upon  his  foe. 

A little  glory  in  a fouldiers  mouth 
Is  well-becoming,  be  it  far  from  vain. 

Mar.  ’Tis  pity  that  valour  fhould  be  thus  drunk. 

Arb.  l ofler  you  my  Sifter,  andyouanfwer 
I do  infult,  a Lady  that  no  fuite 
Nor  treafure,  nor  thy  Crown  could  purchafe  thee, 

But  that  thou  fought’ft  with  iile. 

Tigr.  Though  this  be  worfe 
Than  that  you  Ipake  before,  it  ftrikes  me  not 
But  that  you  think  to  overgrace  me  with 
The  marriage  of  your  Sifter,  troubles  me. 

I would  give  worlds  for  ranfoms  were  they  mine, 

Rather  than  have  her.  Arb.  See  if  I infult 
That  am  the  Conquer  our,  and  for  a ranfom 
Offer  rich  trealiire  to  the  Conquered, 

Which  he  refufes,  and  1 bear  his  fcorn  l 
It  cannot  be  felf. flattery  to  fay, 

The  Daughters  of  your  Country  let  by  her. 

Would  fee  their  fhame,  run  home  and  bluflito  death. 

At  their  own  foulncfs ; yet  fhe  is  not  fair. 

Nor  beautiful,  thofe  w’ords  exprefs  her  not. 

They  fay  her  looks  have  fomething  excellent. 

That  wants  a name : yet  were  fhe  odious, 

Her  birth  deferves  the  Empire  of  the  world. 

Sifter  to  fuch  a brother,  that  hath  ta’ne 
Vidory  prifoner,  and  throughout  the  earth, 

Carries  her  bound,  and  fhould  he  let  her  loofe. 

She  durft  not  leave  him  •,  Nature  did  her  wrong. 

To  Print  continual  conqueft  on  her  cheeks. 

And  make  no  man  worthy  for  her  to  tafte 
But  me  that  am  too  near  her,  and  as  ftrangely 
She  did  for  me,  but  you  will  think  I brag. 

Mir.  I do  Tie  be  fworn.  Thy  valour  and  thy  pafllons  fc- 
ver’d,would  have  made  two  excellent  fellow's  in  their  kinds ; 
I know  not  whether  I fhould  beforry  thou  art  fo  valiant,  of 
fo  pafTionate,  wou’d  bne  of  ’em  were  away. 

Tigr.  Do  I refufe  her  that  I doubt  her  worth  ? 

Were  fhe  as  vertuous  as  fhe  would  be  thought, 

So  perfed  that  no  one  of  her  own  fex 
Could  find  a want,  had  fhe  fo  tempting  fair. 

That  fhe  could  wifh  it  off  for  damning  fouls, 

I would  pay  any  ranfom,  twenty  lives 
Rather  than  meet  her  married  in  my  bed. 

Perhaps  I have  a love,  where  I have  fixt 
Mine  eyes  not  to  be  mov’d,  and  fhe  on  me, 

I am  not  fickle.  Arb.  Isthatall  thecaufe? 

Think  you,  youcanfo  knit  your  felf  in  love 
To  any  other,  that  her  fearching  fight 
Cannot  diflblve  it  ? So  before  you  tri’d, 
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You  thought  your  felf  a match  for  me  in  fight, 

Triift  me  Ktgranes.,  file  can  do  as  much 
In  peace,  as  I in  war,  flie’l  conquer  too, 

You  fliall  fee  if  you  have  the  power  to  ftand 
The  force  ofher  fwift  looks,  if  you  dillike, 

Tie  fend  you  home  with  love,  and  name  your  ranfoni 
Some  other  way,  but  if  fhe  be  your  choice. 

She  frees  you  : To  Iberia  you  mull:. 

Tigr.  Sir,  I have  learn’d  a prifoners  fufferance. 

And  will  obey,  but  give  me  leave  to  talk 
In  private  with  fonie  friends  before  I go. 

<LArb.  Some  to  await  him  forth,  and  lee  him  fafe. 

But  let  him  freely  fend  for  whom  he  pleale, 

And  none  dare  to  difturb  his  conference, 

I will  not  have  him  know  what  bondage  is,  {_E.xit  Tigra'ries. 
Till  he  be  free  from  me.  This  Prince,  MardoniHs^ 

Is  full  of  wifdom,  valour,  all  the  graces 

Man  can  receive.  Mar.  And  yet  you  conquer’d  him.  ■ 

adrb.  And  yet  I conquer’d  him,  and  could  have  don’t 
Hadfl  thou  joyn’d  with  him,  though  thy  name  in  Arms 
Be  great ; mull  all  men  that  are  vertiious 
Think  fiaddenly  to  match  themfelves  with  me  ? 

I conquered  him  and  bravely,  did  1 not? 

Bef.  And  pleafe  your  Majefty,  I was  afraid  at  firfl:. 

ABar.  When  wert  thou  other  ? Arb.  Of  what? 

B(j’.  That  you  would  not  have  fpy’d  your  belt  advan- 
tages, for  your  Majefty  in  my  opinion  lay  too  high,  me- 
thinks,  under  favour,  you  Ihould  have  lain  thus. 

<iJMar.  Like  a Taylor  at  a wake. 

Be^.  And  then,  if  pleafe  your  Majefty  to  remember,  at 
one  time,  by  my  troth  I wilht  my  felf  wi’you. 

Mar.  By  my  troth  thou  wouldfi:  ha’  ftunk  ’em  both  out 
o’th’ Lifts.  Arb.  What  to  do? 

Bef.  To  put  your  Majefty  in  mind  of  an  occafion',  you 
lay  thus,  and  Ttgranes  falfificda  blow  at  your  Leg,  which 
you  by  doing  thus  avoided  •,  but  if  you  had  whip’d  up  your 
Leg  thus,  and  reach’d  him  on  the  ear,  you  had  made  the 
Blood-Royal  run  down  his  head. 

Mar.  What  Country  Fencc-fchool  leai  n’fl  thou  at  ? 

Arb.  Pilli,  did  not  I take  him  nobly? 

Alar.  Why  you  did,  and  you  have  talked  enough  on’t. 

Arb.  Talktenough? 

W’ill  you  confine  my  wordy’  by  heaven  and  earth, 

I were  much  better  be  a King  of  beafts 
Than  fuch  a people : if  I had  not  patience 
Above  a God,  1 fliould  be  call’d  a Tyrant 
Throughout  the  world.  They  will  oflend  to  death 
Each  minute ; Let  me  hear  thee  fpeak  again. 

And  thou  art  earth  again ; why  this  is  like 
Tigra.nes  fpeech  that  needs  would  fay  I brag’d. 
hefaidibrag’d,  Bef.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Arb.  Why  dofl  thou  laugh  ? 

By  all  the  w'orld.  I’m  grown  ridiculous 
To  my  own  Subjefts : Tie  me  in  a Chair 
And  jell:  at  me,  but  I fhall  make  a Hart, 

And  punifh  fomc  that  others  may  take  heed 
How  they  are  haughty ; who  will  anfwer  me  ? 

He  laid  I boafled,  fpeak  Mardonius., 

Did  I ? He  will  not  anfwer,  O my  temper  1 
I give  you  thanks  above,  that  taught  my  heart 
Patience,  I can  endure  his  filence ; what  will  none 
Vouchfafe  to  give  me  anfwer  ? am  I grown 
To  fuch  a poor  refped,  or  do  you  mean 
To  break  my  wind?  Speak,  fpeak,  fome  one  of  you, 

Or  elfe  by  heaven.  i Gent.  So  pleafe  your. 

Arb.  Monftrous, 

I cannot  be  heard  out,  they  cut  me  off. 

As  if  I were  too  faucy,  I will  live 
Inw’oods,  and  talk  to  trees,  they  will  allow  me 
To  end  what  I begin.  ThemeaneflSubjed 
Can  find  a freedom  to  difeharge  his  foul 
And  not  I,  now  it  is  a time  to  fpeak, 

I hearken.  i^ent.  May  it  pleafe. 

eMrb.  I mean  not  you. 


Did  not  I Itop  you  once  ? but  I am  grown 

To  balk,  but  I defie,  let  another  fpeak, 

2 Gent.  I hope  your  Majefty. 

Arb.  Thou  draweft  thy  words. 

That  I mull  wait  an  hour,  where  other  men 
Can  hear  in  inftants ; throw  your  words  away. 

Quick,  and  topurpofe,  I have  told  you  this. 

Bef.  And  pleafe  your  Majefty. 

Arb.  Wilt  thou  devour  me  ? this  is  fuch  a rudenefs 
As  you  never  fhew’d  me,  and  I want 
Povver  to  command  too,  elfe  Mardonins 
Would  fpeak  at  my  requeft-,  were  you  my  King, 

I would  have  anfwered  at  your  word  Mardonins., 

I pray  you  fpeak,  and  truely,  did  I boaft  ? 

Mar,  Truth  will  offend  you. 

Arb.  You  take  all  great  care  what  will  offend  me, 

When  you  dare  to  utter  fuch  things  as  thefe. 

Mar.  You  told  you  had  won  his  Land, 

With  that  foie  arm  propt  by  Divinity : 

W as  not  that  bragging,  and  a wrong  to  us, 

That  daily  ventured  lives? 

Arb.  O that  thy  name 

Were  as  great,  as  mine,  would  I had  paid  my  wealth. 

It  were  as  great,  as  I might  combate  thee, 

I would  through  all  the  Regions  habitable 

Search  thee,  and  having  found  thee,  wi’my  Sword 

Drive  thee  about  the  world,  till  I had  met 

Some  place  that  yet  mans  curiofity 

Hath  miftof-,  there,  there  would  I ftrike  thee  dead  : 

Forgotten  of  mankind,  fuch  Funeral  rites 

As  beafts  would  give  thee,  thou  Ihouldft  have. 

Bef.  The  King  rages  cxtreanily,  fhall  we  flink  away  ? 
He’l  ftrike  us.  2 Gent.  Content. 

Arb.  There  I would  make  you  know  ’twas  this  foie  arm. 
I grant  you  w'cre  my  inftruments,  and  did 
As  I commanded  you,  but  ’twas  this  arm 
Mov’d  you  like  wheels,  it  mov’d  you  as  it  pleas’d. 

Whither  fli])  you  now  ? what  are  you  too  good 
To  wait  on  me  (puffef)  I had  need  have  temper 
That  rule  fuch  people  •,  I have  nothing  left 
At  my  own  choice,  I would  I might  be  private : 

Mean  men  enjoy  themfelves,  but  ’tis  our  curfe, 

To  have  a tumult  that  out  of  their  loves 
Will  wait  on  us,  whether  we  will  or  no^ 

Go  get  you  gone : Why  here  they  ftand  like  death. 

My  words  move  nothing.  i Gent.  Muff:  we  go  ? 

Bef.  I know  not. 

Arb.  I pray  you  leave  me  Sirs,  Fmc  proud  of  this. 

That  you  will  be  intreated  from  my  fight : \ Exeunt  all  but 
W'hy  now  th^lcave  me  all : Alardonins.  f Arb.  and  Mar. 

tJMar.  Sir. 

Arb.  Will  you  leave  me  quite  alone  ? me  thinks 
Civility  fhould  teach  you  more  than  this. 

If  I were  but  your  friend ; Stay  here  and  wait. 

Mar.  Sir  fliall  I fpeak  ? 

Arb.  Why,  you  would  now  think  much 
To  be  denied,  but  I can  fcare  intreat 
What  I would  have : do,  fpeak. 

Mar.  But  will  you  hear  me  out  ? 

Arb.  With  me  you  Article  to  talk  thus  .•  well, 

I will  hear  you  out. 

Mar.  Sir,  that  I have  ever  lov’d  you,  my  fword  hath 
fpoken  for  me  ; that  I do,  if  it  be  doubted,  I dare  call  an 
oath,  a great  on^o  my  witnefs and  were  you  not  my  King, 
from  amongft  men,  I fhould  have  chofc  you  out  to  love  a- 
bove  the  reft:  nor  can  this  challenge  thanks,  for  my  own 
fake  I fhould  have  done  il,  becaufe  i would  have  lov’d  the 
moll  deferving  man,  for  fo  you  are. 

eMrb.  Alas  fJMardomns,  rifeyou  fhall  not  kneel. 

We  all  are  fouldicrs,  and  all  venture  lives : 

And  where  there  is  no  difference  in  mens  worths, 

Titles  are  jefts,  who  can  outvalue  thee  ? 

<!jMardoniusxA\ovL  haft  lov’d  me,  and  haft  wrong. 

Thy  love  is  not  rewarded,  but  believe 

It 
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It  fliall  be  better,  more  than  friend  in  arms, 
j My  Father,  and  my  Tutor,  good  Mar donim. 

Mar.  Sir,  you  did  promife  you  would  hear  me  out. 

Arb.  And  lo  I will;  fpeak  freely,  fur  from  thee 
Nothing  can  come  but  worthy  things  and  true. 

Mar.  Though  you  have  all  this  worth,  you  hold  fbme 
qualities  that  do  Eclipfe  your  vertues. 

Arb.  Eclipfe  my  vertues? 

Mar.  Yes,  your  paflions,  which  are  fo  manifold,  that 
they  appear  even  in  this:  when  I commend  you,  you  hug 
me  for  that  truth  : but  when  I fpeak  your  faults,  you  make 
a ftart,  and  flie  the  hearing  but. 

Arb.  When  you  commend  me  ? O that  I fhould  live 
To  need  fuch  commendations : If  my  deeds 
Blew  not  my  praife  themfelves  about  the  earth, 

I were  moft  wretched  : fpare  your  idle  praife : 

If  thou  didfl  mean  to  flatter,  and  fhouldll:  utter 
Words  in  my  praife,  that  thou  thoughtft:  impudence. 

My  deeds  fliould  make  ’em  modefl: : when  you  praife  I hug 
you  ? ’tis  fo  wert  thou  worthy  thou  fhouldfl  re- 

ceive a death,  a glorious  death  from  me : but  thou  fhalt  un- 
derftand  thy  lies,  for  fhouldft  thou  praife  me  into  Heaven, 
and  there  leave  me  inthron’d,!  would  defpife  thee  though  as 
much  as  now,  which  is  as  much  as  dull  beespife  I fee  thy  envie. 

Mar.  However  you  will  ufe  me  after,  yet  for  your  own 
promife  fake,  hear  me  the  reft. 

Arb.  I will,  and  after  call  unto  the  winds,  for  they  fhall 
lend  as  large  an  ear  as  I to  what  you  utter : fpeak. 

Mar.  Would  you  but  leave  thefe  hafty  tempers,  which 
I do  not  fay  take  from  you  all  your  worth,  but  darken  ’em, 
then  you  will  fhine  indeed.  Arb.  Well. 

Mar.  Yet  I would  have  you  keep  fome  paflions,  left  men 
fhould  take  you  for  a God,  your  vertues  are  fuch. 

Arb.  Why  now  you  flatter. 

Mar.  1 never  underftood  the  word,  were  you  no  King, 
and  free  from  thefe  moods,  fhould  I choofe  a companion 
for  wit  and  pleafure,  it  fhould  be  you  •,  or  for  honefty  to 
enterchange  my  bofom  with,  it  fliould  be  you  *,  or  wifdom 
to  give  me  counfel,  I would  pick  out  you  •,  or  valour  to 
defend  my  reputation,  ftill  I fhould  find  you  out , for  you 
are  fit  to  fight  for  all  the  world,  if  it  could  come  in  quefti- 
on : Now  I have  fpoke,  confider  to  your  felf,  find  out  a ufe  •, 
if  fo,  then  what  fhall  fall  to  me  is  not  material. 

Arb.  Is  not  material  ? more  than  ten  fuch  lives,  as  mine, 
MardoniiU'.  it  was  nobly  faid,  thou  haft  fpoke  truth,  and 
boldly  fuch  a truth  as  might  offend  another.  I have  been  too 
paffionate  and  idle,  thou  fhalt  fee  a fwift  amendment,  but 
1 want  thofe  parts  you  praife  me  for : I light  for  all  the 
world  ? Give  me  a fword,  and  thou  wilt  go  as  far  beyond 
me,  as  thou  art  beyond  in  years,  I know  thou  dar’ft  and 
wilt  j it  troubles  me  that  I fhould  ufe  fo  rough  a phrafe  to 
thee.  Impute  it  to  my  folly,  what  thou  wilt,  fo  thou  wilt 
paron  me : that  thou  and  1 fhould  differ  thus ! 

iJMar.  Why  ’tis  no  matter  Sir. 

Arb.  Faith  but  it  is,  but  thou  doft  ever  take  all  things  I 
do,  thus  patiently,  for  which  I never  can  requite  thee,  but 
with  love,  and  that  thou  fhalt  be  fure  of.  Thou  and  I have 
not  been  merry  lately : pray  thee  tell  me  where  hadft  thou 
that  fame  jewel  in  thine  ear? 

Mar.  Why  at  the  taking  of  a Town. 

Arb.  A wench  upon  my  life,  a wench  Mardonim  gave 
thee  that  jewel. 

Mar.  Wench!  they  refped  not  me,  I’m  old  and  rough, 
and  every  limb  about  me,  but  that  which  fhould,  grows 
ftiffer,  Tthofe  bufineffes  I may  fwear  I am  truly  honeft;  for 
I pay  juftly  for  what  I take,  and  would  be  glad  to  be  at 
a certainty. 

Arb.  Why,  do  the  wenches  encroach  upon  thee? 

Mar.  I by  this  light  do  they. 

Arb.  Didft  thou  fit  at  an  old  rent  with  *em  ? 

Mar.  Yes  faith. 

Arb.  And  do  they  improve  themfelves  ? 

Mar.  I ten  fhillings  to  me,  every  new  young  fellow  they 
come  acquainted  with. 
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Arb.  How  canft  live  on’t  ? 

Mar.  Why  I think  I muft  petition  to  you. 

Arb.  Thou  flialt  take  them  up  at  my  price. 

Enter  two  Gcntlewen  and  Befliis. 

Mar.  Your  price?  Arb.  I at  the  Kings  price. 

Mar.  That  may  be  more  than  I’me  W'orth. 

2 (^ent . Is  he  not  merry  now  ? 

I ^ent.  I think  not. 

’Bef.  He  is,  he  is : w’e’l  fhew  our  felves. 

^ thought  you  had  been  in  Iberia  by  this,  I 
bad  you  haft  ^ Gobriat  will  want  entertainment  for  me. 

Bef.  And  pleafe  your  Majefty  I have  a fute. 

(Mrb.  Is’t  not  loufie  Bejfns.f  what  is’t  ? 

Bef.  I am  tocarry  a Lady  with  me. 

Arb.  Then  thou  haft  two  futes. 

Bef.  And  if  I can  prefer  her  to  the  Lady  BeMha-youv  Ma- 
jefties  Sifter , to  learn  fafhions,  as  her  friend  term  it,  it 
will  be  worth  fomething  to  me. 

Arb.  So  many  nights  lodgings  as ’tis  thither,  wilt  not  ^ 

Bef.  I know  not  that  Sir,  but  gold  I (hall  be  fure  of. 

iMrb.  Why  thou  fhalt  bid  her  entertain  her  from  the,  fo 
thou  wiltrefolve  me  one  thing.  Bef  If  I can. 

y€rb.  Faith  ’tis  a very  dilputable  queftion,  and  yet  I 
think  thou  canft  decide  it. 

Bef,  Your  Majefty  has  a good  opinion  of  my  under- 
ftanding. 

zMrb.  I have  fo  good  an  opinion  of  it : ’tis  whether  thou 
be  valiant. 

fBef  Some  body  has  traduced  me  to  you ; do  you  fee 
this  fword  Sir  ? Arb.  Yes. 

Bef  If  I do  not  make  my  back-biters  eat  it  to  a knife 
within  this  week,  fay  I am  not  valiant. 

Enter  a iJMejfenger. 

Mef  Health  to  your  Majefty. 

Arb.  From  Gobrioi?  Mef.  Yes  Sir. 

Arb.  How  does  he,  is  he  well 

Mef.  In  perfed  health. 

Arb.  Take  that  for  thy  good  news.  Atruftier  fervant 
to  his  Prince  there  lives  not,  than  is  good  (johnas. 

1 Gent.  The  King  ftarts  back. 

Mar.  His  blood  goes  back  as  faft, 

2 Gent.  And  now  it  comes  again. 

Mar.  He  alters  ftrangely. 

Arb.  The  hand  of  Heaven  is  on  me,  be  it  far  from  me  to 
ftruggle,  if  my  fecret  fins  have  pull’d  this  curie  upon  me, 
lend  me  tears  now  to  wafh  me  white,  that  I may  feel  a 
child-like  innocence  within  my  breaft ; which  once  per- 
form’d, O give  me  leave  toftandas  fix’d  as  conftancy  her 
felf,  my  eyes  fet  here  unmov’d,  regardlefs  of  the  world 
though  thoufand  miferies  incompafs  me. 

Mar.  This  isftrange,  Sir,  how  do  you? 

Arb.  Mardonins.,  my  mother.  Mar.  Is  file  dead? 

Arb.  Alas  fhe’s  not  fo  happy,  thou  doft  know  hov/  fhe 
hath  laboured  fince  my  Father  died  to  take  by  treafon  hence 
this  loathed  life,  that  would  but  be  to  feivc  her,  1 have 
pardoned,  and  pardoned,  and  by  that  have  made  her  fit  to 
pradile  new  fins,  not  repent  the  old  : fiie  now  had  ftiri ’d  a 
flave  to  come  from  thence,  and  ftrike  me  here,  whom  Go- 
hriof  lifting  out,  took  and  condemn’d  and  executed  there, 
the  carefulft  fervant:  Heaven  let  me  but  live  to  pay  that 
man  ^ Nature  is  poor  to  me,  that  will  not  let  me  have  as 
many  deaths  as  are  the  times  that  he  hath  fav’d  my  life,  that 
I might  dye  ’em  over  all  for  him, 

eJMar.  Sir  let  her  bear  her  fins  on  her  own  head, 

Vex  not  your  felf.  Arb.  What  will  the  w'orld 
Conceive  of  me?  with  what  unnatural  fins 
Will  they  fuppofe  me  loaden,  when  my  life 
Is  fought  by  her  that  gave  it  to  the  world  ? 

But  yet  he  writes  me  comfort  here,  my  Sifter, 

He  faies,  is  grown  in  beauty  and  in  grace. 

In  all  the  innocent  vertues  ^t  become 
A tender  fpotlefs  maid,;.  ftWains  her  cheeks 
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With  morning  tears  to  purge  her  mothers  ill, 

And  ’mongft  that  facred  dew  (he  mingles  Prayers 
Her  pure  Oblations  for  my  fafe  return : 

If  I have  loft  the  duty  of  a Son, 

If  any  pomp  or  vanity  of  ftate 
Made  me  forget  my  natural  offices. 

Nay  farther,  if  I have  not  every  night 
Expoftulated  with  my  wandring  thoughts, 

If  ought  unto  my  parent  they  have  err’d, 

And  call’d  ’em  back ; do  you  diredl  her  arm 
Unto  this  foul  diffiembling  heart  of  mine : 

But  if  I have  been  juft  to  her,  fend  out 
Your  power  to  compafs  me,  and  hold  me  fafe 
From  fearching  treafon ; I will  ufe  no  means 
But  prayer ; for  rather  ffiffer  me  to  fee 
From  mine  own  veins  iftue  a deadly  flood. 

Than  waffi  my  danger  off  with  mothers  blood. 

Mar.  I n’ere  favv  fuch  fuddain  extremities.  {E.xeiirtt. 

Enter  Tigranes  and  Spaconia. 

Ttgr.  Why  ? wilt  thou  have  me  die  Spaconia, 

What  Ihould  I do  ? Spa.  Nay  let  me  ftay  alone, 

And  when  you  fee  Armenia 

You  (hall  behold  a Tomb  more  worth  than  I ■, 

Some  friend  that  ever  lov’d  me  or  my  caufe. 

Will  build  mefomething  to  diftinguifhme 
From  other  women,  many  a weeping  verfe 
He  will  lay  on,  and  much  lament  thofe  maids. 

That  plac’d  their  loves  unfortunately  high. 

As  I have  done,  where  they  can  never  reach  •, 

But  why  (hould  you  go  to  Iherta  ? 

Eigr.  Alas,  that  thou  wilt  ask  me,  ask  the  man 
That  rages  in  a Fever  why  he  lies 
Diftempered  there,  when  all  the  other  youths 
Are  courfing  o’re  the  (Meadows  with  their  Loves  ? 

Can  I refill:  it?  am  I not  a Have 
To  him  that  conquer’d  me.? 

Spa.  That  conquer’d  thee  Tigranes ! he  has  won 
But  half  of  thee,  thy  body,  but  thy  mind 
May  be  as  free  as  his,  his  will  did  never 
Combate  thine,  and  take  it  priloner. 

Tigr.  But  if  he  by  force  convey  my  body  hence. 

What  helps  it  me  or  thee  to  be  unwilling  ? 

Spa.  O Tigranes,  I know  you  are  to  fee  a Lady  there. 

To  fee,  and  like  I fear : perhaps  the  hope 
Of  he^make  you  forget  me,  ere  we  part. 

Be  happier  than  you  know  to  wi(h  farewel, 

Ttgr.  Spaconia,  ftay  and  hear  me  what  I fay : 

In  Ihort,  deftrudion  meet  me  that  I may 

See  it,  and  not  avoid  it,  when  I leave 

To  be  thy  faithful  lover : part  with  me 

Thou  lhalt  not,  there  are  none  that  know  our  love. 

And  I have  given  gold  unto  a Captain 
That  goes  unto  Iberia  from  the  King, 

That  he  will  place  a Lady  of  our  Land 
With  the  Kings  Sifter  that  is  offered  me  •, 

Thither  fliall  you,  and  being  once  got  in 
Perfwade  her  by  what  lubtil  means  you  can 
To  be  as  backward  in  her  love  as  I. 

Spa.  Can  you  imagine  that  a longing  maid 
When  (he  beholds  you,  can  be  pull’d  away 
With  words  from  loving  yon  ? 

Ttgr.  Difpraife  my  health,  my  honefty,  and  tell  her 
I am  jealous. 

Spa.  Why,  I had  rather  lofc  you : can  my  heart 
Confent  to  let  my  tongue  throw  out  fuch  words, 

And  I that  ever  yet  fpoke  what  I thought, 

Shall  find  it  fuch  a thing  at  fiift  to  lie  ? 

Ttgr.  Yet  do  thy  belt. 

Enter  Beffus. 

BeJ.  What,  is  your  Majefty  ready  ? 

Ttgr.  There  is  the  Lady,  Ojtotain. 

Bef.  Sweet  Lady,  by  yourle^,  I conld  wlffi  my  felf 


more  full  of  Courtffiip  for  your  fair  fake. 

Spa.  Sir  I fhall  feel  no  want  of  that. 

Bef.  Lady,  you  muff:  haft,  I have  received  new  letters 
from  the  King  that  require  more  haft  than  I expeded, 
he  will  follow  me  fuddenly  himfelf,  and  begins  to  call  for 
your  Majefty  already. , 

Ti<tr.  He  (hall  not  do  fo  long. 

Tef  Sweet  Lady,  fhall  1 call  you  my  Charge  hereafter  ? 

Spa.  I will  not  take  upon  me  to  govern  your  tongue  Sir, 
you  fhall  call  me  what  you  pleafe. 


SecHfiduf, 
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Enter  Gobrias,  Bacurius,  Arane,  Panthe,  and  Mandane, 
Waiting-women  with  AttencDints. 

gob.  A /T  Y Lord  Bacurius,  you  muft  have  regard  unto  the 
IVl  Queen,  (he  is  your  prifoner,  ’tis  at  your  peril  if 
fhe  make  efcape. 

Bac.  My  Lord,  I know’t,  (he  is  my  prifoner  from  you 
committed",  y^fhe  is  a woman,  and  fb  I keep  her  fafe, 
you  will  not  urge  me  to  keep  her  clofe,  I fliall  not  fharae  to 
fay  I forrow  for  her. 

Gob.  So  do  I my  Lord  ; I forrow  for  her,  that  fo  little 
grace  doth  govern  her : that  flie  fhould  ftretch  her  arm  a- 
gainft  her  King,  fo  little  womanhood  and  natural  goodnefs, 
as  to  think  the  death  of  her  own  Son. 

Ara.  Thou  knowft  the  reafon  why,  diffembling  as  thou 
art,  and  wilt  not  fpeak. 

gob.  There  is  a Lady  takes  not  after  you. 

Her  Father  is  within  her,  that  good  man 

VVffiofe  tears  weigh’d  down  his  fins,  mark  how  fhe  weeps. 

How  well  it  does  become  her,  and  if  you 

Can  find  no  difpofition  in  your  felf 

To  forrow,  yet  by  gracefuincfs  in  her 

Find  out  the  way,  and  by  your  reafon  weep : 

All  this  fhe  does  for  you,  and  more  fhe  needs 
When  for  your  felf  you  will  not  lofe  a tear. 

Think  how  this  want  of  grief  diferedits  you. 

And  you  will  weep,  becaufe  you  cannot  weep. 

Ara.  You  talk  to  me  as  having  got  a time  fit  for  your 
purpofe-,  but  you  know  I know  you  fpeak  not  what  you 
think.  be  urg’d 

Tan\  would  my  heart  were  Stone,before  my  foftnefs  Ihould 
Againftmy  mother,  a more  troubled  thought 
No  Virgin  bears  about  •,  fhould  I excufe 
My  Mothers  fault,  I fliould  fet  light  a life 
In  lofing  which,  a brother  and  a King 
Were  taken  from  me,  if  I feek  to  fave 
That  life  fo  lov’d,  I lofe  another  life 
That  gave  me  being,  I fhall  lofe  a Mother, 

A word  of  fuch  a found  in  a childs  ears 

That  it  ftrikes  reverence  through  it ; may  the  will 

Of  heaven  be  done,  and  if  one  needs  muft  fall, 

Take  a poor  Virgins  life  to  anfwer  all. 

Ara.  But  gobrias  let  US  talk,  you  know  this  fault 
Is  not  in  me  as  in  another  Mother. 

Cob.  I know  it  is  not. 

Ara.  Yet  you  make  it  fo. 

Cob.  \A^hy,  is  not  all  that’s  paft  beyond  your  help  ? 

Ara.  I know  it  is. 

Gob.  Nay  Ihould  you  publilh  it  before  the  world. 

Think  you  ’twould  be  believ’d  ? 

Ara.  I know  it  would  not. 

gob.  Nay  Ihould  I joyn  with  you,  Ihould  we  not  both  be 
torn  and  yet  both  die  uncredited .? 

Ara.  I think  we  fhould. 

Cob.  Why  then  take  you  fuch  violent  courfes  ? As  for 
me  I do  but  right  in  faving  of  the  King  from  all  your  plots. 

Ara.  The  King? 

Gob.  I bad  you  reft  with  patience,  and  a time 
Would  come  for  me  to  reconcile  all  to 
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Your  own  content,  but  by  this  way  you  take 
Away  my  power,  and  what  was  done  unknown. 

Was  nor  by  me  but  you  .*  your  urging  being  done 
I muft  prelerve  my  own,  but  time  may  bring 
All  this  to  light,  and  happily  for  all. 

Ara.  Accurfed  be  this  over  curious  brain 
That  gave  that  plot  a birth,  accurfl:  this  womb 
That  after  did  conceive  to  my  difgrace. 

Bac.  My  Lord  Protestor, they  fay  there  are  divers  Letters 
come  from  Armenia.^  that  Bejfpts  has  done  good  fervice,  and 
brought  again  a day,  by  his  particular  valour,  receiv’d  you 
any  to  that  effed  ? Gob.  Yes,  ’tis  moll:  certain. 

Bac.  I'm  forry  for’t,  not  that  the  day  was  won. 

But  that  ’twas  won  by  him : we  held  him  here 
A Coward,  he  did  me  wrong  once,  at  which  I laugh’d. 

And  fo  did  all  the  world,  for  nor  I, 

Nor  any  other  held  him  worth  my  fword. 

Et2ter  BelTus  and  Spaconia.  ^ 

Bef.  Health  to  my ^^tedor  j from  the  King 
Thele  Letters  •,  and  to  your  grace  Madam,  tliefe. 

Cob.  How  does  his  Majefty  ? 

Bef.  As  well  as  conquell  by  his  own  means  and  his  valiant 
Cemnianders  can  make  him  •,  your  letters  will  tell  you  all. 

Ban.  I will  not  open  mine  till  I do  know 
My  Brothers  health:  good  Captain  is  he  well  ? 

Bef.  As  the  reft  of  us  that  fought  are. 

Pan.  But  how’s  that  ? is  he  hurt  ? 

Bef.  He’s  a ftrange  fouldier  that  gets  not  a knock. 

Pan.  I do  not  ask  how  ftrange  that  fouldier  is 
That  gets  no  hurt,  but  whether  he  have  one. 

Bef.  He  had  divers.  Pan.  And  is  he  well  again  ? 

Bef.  Well  again,  an’t  plea fe  your  Grace : why  I was  run 
twice  through  the  body,  and  Ihot  i’th’  head  with  a crofs- 
arrow,  and  yet  am  well  again. 

Pan.  Ido  not  care  how  thou  do’ft,  is  he  well? 

Bef  Not  care  how  Ido?  Let  a man  out  of  the  mightinefs 
ofhislpirit,  frudifie  Foreign  Countries  with  his  blood  for 
the  good  of  his  own,  and  thus  he  lhall  be  anfwered : Why 
I may  live  to  relieve  with  fpear  and  Ihield,  fuch  a Lady 
as  you  diftrelTed. 

Pan.  Why,  I will  care,  I’me  glad  that  thou  art  well, 

I prethee  ishefo? 

Gob.  The  King  is  well  and  will  be  here  to  morrow. 

Pan.  My  prayer  is  heard,  now  will  I open  mine. 

(job.  Bacurifu,  I muft  eafe  you  of  your  charge : 

Madam,  the  wonted  mercy  of  the  King, 

That  overtakes  your  faults,  has  met  with  this. 

And  ftruck  it  out,  he  has  forgiven  you  freely. 

Your  own  will  is  your  law,  be  where  you  pleafe. 

Ara.  I thank  him.  (tow  ? 

Gob.  You  will  be  ready  to  wait  upon  his  Majefty  to  mor- 

Ara.  I will.  Arane. 

Bac.  Madam  be  wife  hereafter  ^ I am  glad  I have  loft 
this  Office. 

(fob.  Good  Captain  Beffu,  tell  us  the  difcourfe  betwixt 
Tigranes  and  our  King,  and  how  we  got  the  vidory. 

Pan.  I prethee  do,  and  if  my  Brother  were 
In  any  danger,  let  not  thy  tale  make 
Him  abide  there  long  before  thou  bring  him  off. 

For  all  that  while  my  heart  will  beat. 

Bef.  Madam  let  what  will  beat,  1 muft  tell  the  truth, 
and  thus  it  was  •,  they  fought  fingic  in  lifts,  but  one  to  one  ^ 
as  for  my  own  part,  I was  dangeroufly  hurt  but  three  days 
before,  elle,  perhaps,  we  had  been  two  to  two,  I cannot 
tell,  fome  thought  we  had,  and  the  occafion  of  my  hurt 
was  this,  the,  enemy  had  made  Trenches. 

Gob.  Captain,  without  the  manner  of  your  hurt  be  much 
material  to  this  bufinefs,  we’l  hear’t  fome  other  time. 

Pan.  I pphthee  leave  it,  and  go  on  with  my  Brother. 

Bef.  I will,  but  ’twould  be  worth  your  hearing ; To  the 
Lifts  they  came, and  fingle-fword  and  gantlet  was  their  fight 

Ban.  Alas! 

Bef.  Without  the  Lifts  there  ftood  fome  dozen  Captains 


of  either  fide  mingled,  all  which  were  fworn,  and  one  of 
thofewasl:  and ’twas  my  chance  to  ftand  next  a Captain 
oth  enemies  fide,  called  Tmbafur.,  Valiant  they  faid  he 
? thefe  two  Kings  were  ftreaching  themfelves, 
this  T^nbafus  call:  fomething  a fcornful  look  on  me,and  ask’^ 
me  who  I thought  would'Svercome : 1 fmil’d  and  told  him 
if  he  would  fight  with  me,  he  (hould  perceive  by  the  event 
ot  that  whofe  King  w'ould  win : fomething  he  anfwered 

and  a Icuffle  was  like  to  grow,  when  one  Zipetas  offered 
to  help  him,  1 

Pan.  AW  this  is  of  thy  felf,  1 pray  thee  Bejfus  tell  fome- 
thing of  my  Brother,  did  he  nothing  ? 

Bef  fWhy  yes,  I’le  tell  your  Grace,  they  were  not  to 
fight  till  the  word  given,  which  for  my  own  part,  by  mv 
troth  1 confefs  1 was  not  to  give.  ^ ^ 

Pan.  See  for  his  own  part. 

Bac.  1 fear  yet  this  fellow’s  abus’d  with  a good  report 

Bef  Bul  l—  Still  of  himfelf. 

Bef.  Cri’d  give  the  word,  when  as  fome  of  them  fay,  Ti- 
granes  \vas  Wooding,  but  the  word  was  not  given  then,  yet 
one  Cofroes  of  the  enemies  part,  held  up  his  finger  to  me 
which  is  as  much  with  us  Martialifts,  as  I will  fight  with 
you:  I faid  not  a word,  nor  made  fign  during  thtcombate, 
but  that  once  done. 

Pan.  He  flips  o’re  all  the  fight. 

Bef.  I call’d  him  to  me,  cfroesfaldl. 

Pan.  1 will  hear  no  more. 

Bef  No,  no,  1 lie. 

Bac.  I dare  be  fworn  thou  doft. 

Bef.  Captain  faid  1,  fo  it  was. 

Pan.  I tell  thee,  1 will  hear  no  further.  ^ 

Bef.  No  ? Your  Grace  will  wilb  you  had. 

Pan.  I will  not  wilh  it,  what  is  this  the  Lady 
My  brother  writes  to  me  to  take  ? 

Bef.  And  pleafe  your  Grace  this  is  ffie : Charge,  will  you 
come  near  the  Princefs  ? 

Pan.  You’r  welcome  from  your  Country,  and  this  land 
lhall  (hew  unto  you  all  the  kindnefs  that  I can  make  it  ^ 
what’s  your  name  ? Spa.  italeSlrif. 

Ban.  Y’are  very  welcome,  you  have  got  a letter  to  put 
you  to  me,  that  has  power  enough  to  place  mine  enemy 
here  *,  then  much  more  you  that  are  fo  far  from  being  fo  to 
me  that  you  ne’re  law  me. 

Bef  Madam,  1 dare  pafs  my  word  for  her  truth. 

Spa.  My  truth  ? 

Pan,  Why  Captain,  do  you  think  lam  afraid  Ihe’lfteal.^ 

Bef  1 cannot  tell,  fervants  are  flippery,  but  1 c^are  give 
my  word  for  her,  and  for  honefty,  flie  came  along  with  me, 
and  many  favours  fhe  did  me  by  the  way,  but  by  this  light 
none  but  what  fhe  might  do  with  modefty,  to  a man  of  my 
rank. 

Pan.  Why  Captain,  here’s  no  body  thinks  otherwife. 

Bef.  Nay,  if  you  fhould,  your  Grace  may  think  your  plea- 
fure ; but  I am  fure  1 brought  her  from  Armenia.,  and  in  SA 
that  way,  if  ever  I touch’d  any  bare  of  her  above  her  knee,  1 
pray  God  I may  fink  where  I ftand. 

Spa.  Above  my  knee  ? 

Bef.  No,  you  know  I did  not,  and  if  any  man  will  fay , 1 did, 
this  fword  fhall  anfwer  ^ Nay,  Tie  defend  the  reputation  of 
my  charge  whilft  I live,  your  Grace  fhall  underftand  I am 
fecret  in  thefe  bufineffes,  and  know  how  to  defend  a Ladies 
honour. 

Spa.  I hope  your  Grace  knows  him  fo  well  already,  1 
fhall  not  need  to  tell  you  he’s  vain  and  foolifh. 

Bef.  I you  may  call  me  what  you  pleafe,  but  Tie  defend 
your  good  name  againft  the  world ; and  fo  I take  my  leave 
of  your  Grace,  and  of  you  my  Lord  Proteeftor  ^ 1 am  like- 
wife  glad  to  fee  your  Lordfhip  well. 

Bac.  O Captain  Bejfus,  I thank  you,  I would  fpeak  with 
you  anon. 

Bef.  When  you  pleafe,  1 will  attend  your  Lordfhip. 

Bac.  Madam,  Tie  take  my  leave  too. 

Ban.  Good  Bac uriHs.  \_ExeuntBzW  andBzz. 

Cob.  Madam  what  writes  his  Majefty  to  you  ? 

Pan. 


King^  and  m King. 

Pan.  O my  Lordjthekindefl  words,  Tie  keep ’em  whilft 
I live,  here  in  my  bofom,  there’s  no  art  in  ’em,  they  lie 
difordered  in  this  paper,  juft  as  hearty  nature  fpeaks ’em. 

Coh.  And  to  me  he  writes  what  tears  of  joy  he  Ihed  to 
hear  liow  you  were  grown  in  every  vertues  way,  and  yields 
all  thanks  to  me,  for  that  dear  care  which  I was  bound  to 
have  in  training  you,  there  is  no  Princefs  living  that  enjoys 
a brother  of  that  worth. 

Pan.  My  Lord,  no  maid  longs  mote  for  any  thing, 

, And  feels  more  heat  and  cold  within  her  breaft, 

■ Than  I do  now,  in  hopes  to  lee  him. 

Qob.  Yet  I wonder  much 

At  this  he  writes,  be  brings  along  with  him 

A husband  for  you,  that  lame  Captive  Prince, 

And  if  he  loves  you  as  he  makes  a Ihew, 

He  will  allow  you  freedom  in  your  choice. 

Pan.  And  lb  he  will  my  Lord,  I warrant  you,  he  will 
but  offer  and  give  me  the  power  to  take  or  leave. 

qob.  Truft  me,  were  I a Lady,  I could  not  like  that  man 
were  bargain’d  with  before  I choofe  him. 

Pan.  But  1 am  not  built  on  fuch  wild  humours,  if  I find 
him  worthy,  he  is  not  lefs  becaufe  he’s  offer’d.  . 

Spa.  ’Tis  true,  he  is  not,  would  he  would  feem  lefs. 

gob.  I think  there’s  no  Lady  can  affed 

Another  Prince,  your  brother  ftanding  by  j 

He  doth  Eclipfe  mens  vertues  fo  with  his.  ^ 

Spa.  I know  a Lady  may,  and  more  I fear 

Another  Lady  will.  Pan.  Would  I might  fee  him. 

Gob.  Why  fo  you  fliall,  my  bufineftes  are  great, 

I will  attend  you  when  it  is  his  pleafure  to  fee  you. 

Tan.  I thank  you  good  my  Lord. 

Gob.  You  will  be  ready  Madam.  [_Exit  Gob. 

Pan.  Yes. 

Spa.  I dobefeech  you  Madam,  lend  away 

Your  other  women,  and  receive  from  me 

A few  fad  words,  which  fet  againft  your  joyes 

May  make  ’em  ffiine  the  more. 

Pan.  Sirs,  leave  me  all.  \iExennt  Women. 

Spa.  I kneel  a ftranger  here  to  beg  a thing 

Unlit  for  me  to  ask,  and  you  to  grant, 

’Tis  fuch  another  ftrange  ill  laid-requeft. 

As  if  a begger  ffiould  intreat  a King 

To  leave  his  Scepter,  and  his  Throne  tg  him 

And  take  his  rags  to  wander  o’re  the  world 

Hungry  and  cold.  , 

Pan.  That  were  a ftrange  requeft. 

Spa.  As  ill  is  mine.  Pan.  Then  do  not  utter  it. 

Spa.  Alas’tisof  that  nature,  thatitmuft 

Be  utter’d,  I,  and  granted,  or  I die ; 

I amalham’d  tofpeakit;  but  where  life 

Lies  at  the  ftake,  I cannot  think  her  woman 

That  will  not  take  fomething  unreafonably  to  hazard  fav- 
ing  of  it : I ffiall  feem  a ftrange  Petitioner,  that  wilh  all  ill 
to  them  I beg  of,  e’re  they  give  me  ought ; yet  fo  I muft : 

I would  you  were  not  fair,  nor  wife,  for  in  your  ill  conlifts 
my  good : if  you  were  foolilh,  you  would  hear  my  prayer, 
if  foul,  you  had  not  power  to  hinder  me : he  would  not 
love  you. 

Tan.  What’s  the  meaning  of  it. 

Spa.  Nay,  my  requeft  is  more  without  the  bounds 
Ofreafon  yet:  for ’tis  not  in  the  power 

Of  you  to  do,  what  I would  have  you  grant. 

Pan.  Why  then  ’tis  idle,  pray  thee  Ipeak  it  out. 

Spa.  Your  brother  brings  a Prince  into  this  land, 

Of  fuch  a noble  fhape,  fb  fwcet  a grace,  1 

So  full  of  worth  withal,  that  every  maid 

That  looks  upon  him,  gives  away  her  felf 

To  him  for  ever ; and  for  you  to  have 

He  brings  him : and  fo  mad  is  my  demand 

That  I defire  you  not  to  have  this  man. 

This  excellent  man,  for  whom  you  needs  muft  die, 

If  you  fliould  mils  him.  I do  now  expert 

You  Ihould  laugh  at  me. 

Pan.  Truft  me  I could  weep  rather,  for  I have  found 

In  all  thy  words  a ftrange  disjoynted  forrow.  (him. 

Spa.  ’Tis  by  me  his  own  defire  fo,  that  you  would  not  love 

Pan.  His  own  defire ! why  credit  me  ThaUfiris, 

I am  no  common  wooer : if  he  Ihall  wooe  me,  his  worth  may 
be  fuch,  that  I dare  not  fwear  I will  not  love  him;  but  if  he 
will  ftay  to  have  me  wooe  him,  I will  promile  thee,  he  may 
keep  ail  his  graces  to  himfelf,  and  fear  no  ravilhing  from  me. 

Spa.  ’Tisyet  hisown  defirc,  but  when  he  fees  your  face, 
I fear  it  will  not  be  ^ therefore  I charge  you  as  you  have  pity, 
flop  thefe  tender  ears  from  his  enchanting  voice,  dole  up 
thofe  eyes,  that  you  may  neither  catch  a dart  from  him, 
nor  he  from  you  ; I charge  you  as  you  hope  to  live  in  quiet  ^ 
for  when  I am  dead,  for  certain  I will  walk  to  vifit  him  if  he 
break  promife  with  me : for  as  faft  as  Oaths  without  a for- 
mal Ceremony  can  make  me,  I am  to  him. 

Pan.  Then  be  fearlefs  •,  % 

For  if  he  were  a thing  ’cvvixt  God  and  man, 

I could  gaze  on  him ; .if  I knew  it  fin 
^0  love  him  without  pallion : Dry  your  eyes, 

I fwear  you  Ihall  enjoy  him  ftill  for  me, 

I will  not  hinder  you  •,  but  I perceive 

You  are  not  what  you  feem,  rife,  rife  Th.'ileftris, 

If  your  right  nam.e  be  fo. 

Spa.  Indeed  it  is  not,  SpaconialsmY  name-,  but  I defirc 
not  to  be  known  to  other. 

Pan.  Why,  by  me  you  ffiall  not,  I will  never  do  you 
wrong,  what  good  I can,  I will,  think  not  my  birth  or  edu- 
cation fuch,  that  I Ihould  injure  a ftranger  Virgin  -,  you  are 
welcome  hither,  in  company  you  wifli  to  be  commanded, 
but  when  we  arc  alone,  I ffiall  be  ready  to  be  your  fervant. 

[_E.veiint. 

Enter  three  Afen  and  a Woman, 

1 Come,  come,  run,  run,  run. 

2 Wcfnalhoutgoher. 

3 One  were  better  be  bang’d  than  carry  out  w'omen 
fidling  to  thefe  fnews.  JVem.  Is  the  King  hard  by  ? 

1 You  heard  he  with  the  Bottles  laid,  he  thought  wc 
Ihould  come  too  late : What  abundance  of  people  here  is? 

Worn.  But  what  had  he  in  thole  Bottles  ? 

3 1 know  not. 

2 Why,  Ink  goodman  fool. 

3 Ink,  what  to  do  ? 

1 Why  the  King  look  you,  will  many  times  call  for 
thcle  Bottles,  and  break  his  mind  to  his  friends. 

Worn.  Let’s  take  our  places,  we  ffiall  have  no  room  elfe. 

2 The  man  told  us  he  would  w alk  o’  foot  through  the 

people.  3 I marry  did  he. 

1 Our  (hops  are  well  look’t  to  now, 

2 ’Slife,  yonder’s  my  Mafter,  I think. 

I No ’tis  not  he. 

Enter  a man  with  two  Citiz.ens  wives. 

1 Cit.  Lord  how  fine  the  fields  be,  what  fwcet  living ’tis 
in  the  Country ! 

2 Cit.  I poor  Ibuls,  God  help  ’em  3 they  live  as  content- 
edly as  one  of  us. 

1 Cit.  My  husbands  Coufin  would  have  had  me  gone  into 
the  Country  laft  year,  wert  thou  ever  there  ? 

2 Ctt.  I,  poor  fouls,  I was  amongft  ’em  once. 

1 Gr.  And  what  kind  of  creatures  arc  they, for  love  of  God  ? 

2 Cit.  Very  good  people,  God  help ’em. 

1 Cit.  Wilt  thou  go  down  with  me  this  Summer  when  I 
am  brought  to  bed  ? 

2 Cit.  Alas,  it  is  no  place  for  us. 

1 Cit.  Why,  pray  thee  ? 

2 Cit.  Why  you  can  have  nothing  there,  there’s  no  body 

cryes brooms.  i Gt.  No? 

2 Cit.  No  truly,  nor  milk. 

1 Cit.  Nor  milk,  how  do  they  ? 

2 Cit.  They  are  fain  to  milk  themfclvcsi’th’ Country. 

1 Gt.  Good  Lord  ! but  the  people  there,  I think,  will 
be  very  dutiful  to  one  of  us. 

2 Cit.  I God  knows  will  they,  and  yet  they  douiot  greatly 

caic, 
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King^  and  no  King, 

care  for  our  husbands. 

I Ctt.  Do  they  not  ? Alas ! I’good  faith  I cannot  blame 
them ; for  we  do  not  greatly  care  for  them  our  felves.  Phi- 
lip, I pray  choofe  us  a place. 

Thu.  There’s  the  bell  forfooth. 

1 Qt.  By  your  leave  good  people  a little. 

3 What’s  the  matter  ? 

Phil.  I pray  you  my  friend,  do  not  thrufl:  my  Miftrefs  fo, 
flie’s  with  Child. 

2 Let  her  look  to  her  felf  then,  has  flie  not  had  Ihowing 
enough  yet  ? if  fhe  ftay  fliouldring  here,  fhe  may  haps  go 
home  with  a cake  in  her  belly. 

3 How  now,  goodman  fquitter-breech,  why  do  you  lean 
on  me  ? Phi.  Becaufe  I will. 

3 Will  you  Sir  fawce-box  ? 

I Qt,  Look  if  one  ha’not  ftruck  Philip.^  come  hither 
Philip.,  why  did  he  ftrike  thee  } 

Phil.  For  leaning  on  him. 

I Qt.  Why  didlt  thou  lean  on  him? 

Phil.  I did  not  think  he  would  have  ftruck  me. 

I Qt.  As  God  fave  me  la  thou’rt  as  wild  as  a Buck,  there’s 
no  quarel  but  thou’rt  at  one  end  or  other  on’t. 

3 It’s  at  the  firft  end  then,  for  he’l  ne’r  ftay  the  laft. 

I Qt.  Well  flip-ftring,  I lhall  meet  with  you. 

3 When  you  will. 

I Qt.  Tie  give  a crown  to  meet  with  you. 

3 At  a Bawdy-houfe. 

1 Qt.  I you’re  full  of  your  Roguery ; but  if  I do  meet  you 
it  ftiall  coft  me  a fall. 

FlouriJJ},  Enter  one  running. 

4 The  K ing,  the  King,  the  King.  Now,  now,  now,  now. 

Flourish.  Enter  Arb.  Tigr.  the  two  Kings  and  Mardonius. 

y4ll.  God  preferve  your  Majefty. 

Arb.  I thank  you  all,  now  are  my  joyes  at  full,  when  I 
behold  you  fafe,  my  loving  Subjeds  *,  by  you  I grow,  ’tis 
your  united  love  that  lifts  me  to  this  height : all  the  account 
that  I can  render  you  for  all  the  love  you  have  beftowed  on 
me,  all  your  expences  to  maintain  my  war,  is  but  a little 
word,  you  will  imagine  ’tis  flender  paiment,  yet  ’tis  fuch 
a word,  as  is  not  to  be  bought  but  with  your  bloods,  ’tis 
Peace. 

All.  God  preferve  your  Majefty. 

Arb.  Now  you  may  live  fecurely  i’your  Towns, 

Y our  Children  round  about  you ; may  lit 

Under  your  Vines,  and  make  the  miferies 

Of  other  Kingdoms  a difcourfe  for  you, 

And  lend  them  forrows ; for  your  felves,  you  may 

Safely  forget  there  are  fuch  things  as  tears, 

And  you  may  all  whofe  good  thoughts  I have  gain’d. 

Hold  me  unworthy,  where  I think  my  life 

A facrifice  too  great  to  keep  you  thus 

In  fuch  a calm  eftate. 

All.  God  blefs  your  Majefty. 

Arb.  See  all  good  people,  I have  brought  the  man  whofe 
very  name  you  fear’d,  a captive  home*,  behold  him,  ’tis 
Tigranesj  in  your  heart  ling  fongs  of  gladnefs,  and  deliver- 
ance. I Cit.  Out  upon  him. 

2 Cit.  How  he  looks. 

3 Worn.  Hang  him,  hang  him. 

(JdPar.  Thefe  are  fweet  people. 

Tigr.  Sir,  you  do  me  wrong,  to  render  me  a fcorned 
fpedacle  to  common  people. 

Arb.  It  was  fo  far  from  me  to  mean  it  fo : ifl  have  ought 
deferv’d,  my  loving  Subjects,  let  me  beg  of  you,  not  to  re- 
vile this  Prince,  in  whom  there  dwells  all  worth  of  which 
the  name  of  a man  is  capable,  valour  beyond  compare,  the 
terrour  of  his  name  has  ftretcht  it  felf  where  ever  there  is 
fun ; and  yet  for  you  I fought  with  him  fmgle,  and  won  him 
too ; I made  his  valour  ftoop , and  brought  that  name 
foar’d  to  fo  unbeliev’d  a height,  to  fall  beneath  mine : this 
inlpir’d  with  all  your  loves,  I did  perform,  and  will  for 
your  content,  be  ever  ready  for  a greater  work. 

All.  The  Lord  blefs  your  Majefty. 

Tigr.  So  he  has  rnade  me  amends  now  with  a foeech  in 
commendatmn  of  himfelf : I would  not  be  fo  vain-glorious. 

Arb.  If  there  be  any  thing  in  which  I may 

Do  good  to  any  creature,  here  fpeak  out ; 

For  I muft  leave  you : and  it  troubles  me, 

That  my  occafions  for  the  good  of  you. 

Are  filch  as  call  me  from  you ; elfe,  my  joy 

Would  be  to  fpend  my  days  among  you  all. 

You  fliew  your  loves  in  thefe  large  multitudes 

That  come  to  meet  me,  I will  pray  for  you, 

Heaven  profper  you,  that  you  may  know  old  years. 

And  live  to  fee  your  childrens  children  lit 

At  your  boards  with  plenty : when  there  is 

A want  of  any  thing,  let  it  be  known 

To  me,  and  I will  be  a Father  to  you  : 

God  keep  you  all. 

Klottrijh.  Exeunt  Kings  and  their  Train. 

All.  God  blefs  your  Majefty,  God  blefs  your  Majefty. 

1 Come,  (hall  we  go?  all’s  done. 

Worn.  I for  God  fake,  I have  not  made  a fire  yet. 

2 Away,  away,  all’s  done. 

3 Content,  farewel  Philip. 

1 Ctt.  Away  you  halter-fack  you^ 

2 will  not  fight,  he’s  afraid  on’s  face. 

Phil.  I marry  am  1 afraid  of  my  face. 

3 Thou  wouldft  be  Philip  if  thou  fawft  it  in  a glafs  ^ it 

looks  fo  like  a V ifour.  lExeunr  2, 3 , and  Woman. 

1 Ctt.  you’l  be  hang’d  firra : Come  Philip  walk  before  us 
homewards*,  did  not  his  Majefty  fay  he  had  brought  us 
home  Peafe  for  all  our  money  ? 

2 Qt.  Yes  marry  did  he. 

1 Ctt.  They’re  the  firft  1 heard  of  this  year  by  my  troth,  1 
longed  for  fome  of ’em : did  he  not  fay  we  ftiould  have  fome  ? 

2 Cit.  Yes,  and  fo  we  ftiall  anon  I warrant  you  have  every 
one  a peck  brought  home  to  our  houfes. 

ABhs  Tertitps, 

Enter  Arbaces  and  Gobrias. 

Arb.  A /r  Y Sifter  take  it  ill  ? 

i.Vx  Not  very  ill, 

Something  unkindly  Ihe  does  take  it  Sir  to  have 

Her  Husband  cholen  to  her  hands. 

Arb.  Why  Gobrias  let  her,  I muft  have  her  know,  my  will 
and  not  her  own  muft  govern  her : what  will  ihe  marry  with 
fome  flave  at  home  ? 

Gob.  0 ftie  is  far  from  any  ftubbornnefs,  you  much  miftake 
her,  and  no  doubt  will  like  where  you  would  have  her,  but 
when  you  behold  her,  you  will  be  loth  to  part  with  fuch  a 
jewel. 

Arb.  To  part  with  her?  why  Gobrias,  art  thou  mad  ? llie 
is  my  Sifter. 

Gob.  Sir,  I know  flie  is ; but  it  were  pity  to  make  poor 
our  Land,  with  fuch  a beauty  to  enrich  another. 

Arb.  Pifh  will  fhe  have  him  ? 

Gob.  I do  hope  fhe  will  not,  1 think  fhe  will  Sir. 

Arb.  Were  fhe  my  Father  and  my  Mother  too,  and  all  the 
names  for  which  we  think  folks  friends,  flie  fliould  be  forc’t 
to  have  him  when  I know  ’tis  fit ; I will  not  hear  her  fay 
flie’s  loth. 

Gob.  Heaven  bring  my  purpofe  luckily  to  pafs,  you  know 
’tis  juft,  fhe  will  not  need  conftraint  fhe  loves  you  fo. 

Arb.  How  does  file  love  me,  fpeak? 

Gob.  She  loves  you  more  than  people  love  their  health, 
that  live  by  labour ; more  than  I could  love  a man  that  died 
for  me,  if  he  could  live  again. 

Arb.  She  is  not  like  her  mother  then. 

Gob.  0 no,  when  you  were  in  Armenia.^ 

I durft  not  let  her  know  when  you  were  hurt : 

For  at  the  firft  on  every  little  fcratcb, 

King,  and  no  King. 
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She  kept  her  Chamber,  wept,  and  could  not  eat. 

Till  you  were  well,  and  many  times  the  news 
Was  fo  long  coming,  that  before  we  heard 
She  was  as  near  her  death,  as  you  your  health. 

jdrb.  Alas  poor  foul,  but  yet  Ihe  muft  be  rul’d  * 

I know  not  how  1 (hall  requite  her  well. 

1 long  to  lee  her,  have  you  fent  for  her. 

To  tell  her  I am  ready  Gob.  Sir  1 have; 

Enter  i Gent,  nnd  TigraneS. 

I Cjent.  Sir,  here  is  the  Armenian  King. 

Arh.  He’s  welcome. 

I Geni.  And  the  Queen  mother,  and  the  Princefs  wait 
without,  Arh.  Good  (^obrias  bring  ’em  in. 

Ttgranes,  you  will  think  you  are  arriv’d 

In  a ftrange  Land,  where  Mothers  caft  to  poyfon 

Their  only  Sons^  think  you  you  lhall  be  fafe  ? . 

Tt^r.  Too  fafe  I am  Sir. 

Enter  Gohrins.,  Arane,Panthea,  Spaconia,  Baciirius, 
Mardonius  Befliis,  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Ara.  As  low  as  this  I bow  to  you,  and  would 
As  low  as  is  my  grave,  tolhcwamind 
Thankful  for  all  your  mercies.  Arb.  O Hand  up, 

And  let  me  kneel,  the  light  will  be  afham’d 
To  fee  obfervance  done  to  me  by  you. 

Ara.  You  are  my  King. 

Arb.  You  are  my  Mother,  rife  *, 

As  far  be  all  your  faults  from  your  own  foul, 

As  from  my  memory  •,  then  you  lhall  be 
As  white  as  innocence  her  lelf.  Ara.  1 came 
Only  to  fhew  my  duty,  and  acknowledge 
My  forrows  for  my  fins  ^ longer  to  flay 
Were  but  to  draw  eyes  more  attentively 
Upon  my  lliame , that  power  that  kept  you  fafe 
From  me,  preferve  you  ftill. 

Arb.  Your  own  delires  lhall  be  your  guide.  {JExit  Arane. 

Pan.  Now  let  me  die,  fince  I havefeen'my  Lord  the  King 
Return  in  fafetie,  I have  feen  all  good  that  life 
Can  Ihew  me  \ I have  ne’re  another  wilh 
For  Heaven  to  grant,  nor  were  it  fit  I fhould 
For  I am  bound  to  fpend  my  age  to  come. 

In  giving  thanks  that  this  was  granted  me. 

Gob.  Why  does  not  your  Majefty  fpeak.? 

Arb.  To  whom  Gob.  To  the  Princefs. 

Pan.  Alas  Sir,  I am  fearful,  you  do  look 
On  me,  as  ifl  were  fome  loathed  thing 
That  you  were  finding  out  a way  to  fnun. 

Gob.  Sir,  you  fhould  fpeak  to  her.  Arb.  Ha  ? 

Pan.  1 know  I am  unworthy,  yet  not  ill  arm’d,  with  which 
innocence  here  I will  kneel,  till  I am  one  with  earth,  but  I 
will  gain  fome  words  and  kindnefs  from  you. 

Tigr.  Will  you  fpeak  Sir? 

Arb.  Speak,  am  I what  I was? 

What  art  thou  that  doft  creep  into  my  breaft. 

And  dar’ft  not  fee  my  face  ? ihew  forth  thy  felf : 

I feel  a pair  of  fiery  wings  difplai’d 
Hither,  from  hence ; you  fhall  not  tarry  there. 

Up,  and  be  gone,  if  thou  beefl  Love  be  gone : 

Or  I will  tear  thee  from  my  wounded  breaft. 

Pull  thy  lov’d  Down  away,  and  with  thy  Quill 
By  this  right  arm  drawn  from  thy  wonted  wing. 

Write  to  thy  laughing  Mother  i’thy  bloud. 

That  you  are  powers  bely’d,  and  all  your  darts 
Aretobe  blownaway,  by  men  refolv’d, 
i^e  duft  ^ I know  thou  fear’ft  my  words,  away, 
t;' '7%r.  O mifery ! why  fhould  he  be  fo  flow  ? 

There  can  no  falfliood  come  of  loving  her  ^ 

Though  1 have  given  my  faith ; fhe  is  a thing 
Both  to  be  lov’d  and  ferv’d  beyond  my  faith ; 

1 would  he  would  prefent  me  to  her  quickly. 

Pan.  Will  you  not  fpeak  at  all  ? are  you  fo  far 
From  kind  words yet  to  lave  my  modefty. 

That  muft  talk  till  you  anfwer,  do  not  ftand 


As  you  were  dumb,  fay  fomething,  though  it  be 
Poyfon’d  with  anger,  that  it  may  ftrike  me  dead. 

Mar.  Have  you  no  life  at  all  for  man  hood  fake 
{ Let  her  not  kneel,  and  talk  negleded  thus ; 

A tree  would  find  a tongue  to  anfwer  her. 

Did  fne  but  give  it  fuch  a lov’d  refpeft. 

Arb.  You  mean  this  Lady : lift  her  from  the  earth  ^ why 
do  you  let  her  kneel  fo  long  ? Alas,  Madam,  your  beauty 
ulcs  to  command,  and  not  to  beg.  What  isyourfute  to 
me  ? it  lhall  be  granted,  yet  the  time  is  Ihort,  and  my  affairs 
are  great : but  where’s  my  Sifter  ? I bade  Ihe  fhould  be  brought. 

Mar,  What,  is  he  mad  ? 

Arb.  Gobrioi,  where  is  Ihe? 

Gob.  Sir.  Arb.  Where  is  Ihe  man  ? 

Gob.  Who,  Sir  ? 

Arb.  Who,  haft  thou  forgot  my  Sifter.^ 

Gob.  Your  Sifter,  Sir? 

Arb.  Your  Sifter,  Sir  ? fome  one  that  hath  a wit,  an- 
fwer, where  is  fhe  ? Gob.  Do  you  not  fee  her  there  ? 

Arb.  Where?  Gob.  There. 

Arb.  There,  where? 

Mar.  S’light,  there,  are  you  blind  ? 

Arb.  Which  do  you  mean,  that  little  one  ? 

Gob.  No  Sir. 

Arb.  No  Sir  ? why,  do  you  mock  me  ? I can  fee 
No  other  here,  but  that  petitioning  Lady. 

Gob.  That’s  fhe.  Arb.  Away. 

^ob.  Sir,  it  is  fhe. 

Arb.  ’Tisfalle.  Gob.  Is  it? 

Arb.  As  hell,  by  Heaven,  as  falfe  as  hell. 

My  Sifter : is  fhe  dead  ? if  it  be  fo, 

Speak  boldly  to  me  •,  for  I am  a man, 

And  dare  not  quarrel  with  Divinity  •, 

And  do  not  think  to  cozen  me  with  this : 

I fee  you  all  are  mute  and  ftand  amaz’d. 

Fearful  to  anfwer  me  ^ it  is  too  true, 

A decreed  inftant  cuts  offev’ry  life, 

For  which  to  mourn,  is  to  repine;  IhedyM 
A Virgin,  though  more  innocent  than  ftiecp, 

As  clear  as  her  own  eyes,  and  bleffedncfs 
Eternal  waits  upon  her  vyhere  Ihe  is: 

I know  fhe  could  not  make  a wifh  to  change 
Her  ftate  for  new,  and  you  fhall  fee  me  bear 
My  crolfes  like  a man ; we  all  muft  die, 

And  fhe  hath  taught  us  how. 

Gob.  Donotmiftake, 

And  vex  your  felf  for  nothing ; for  her  death 
Is  a long  life  off,  I hope:  ’Tisfhe, 

And  if  my  fpeech  deferve  not  faith,  lay  death 
Upon  me,  and  my  latcft  words  /hall  force 
A credit  from  you. 

Arb.  Which,  good  Gobriaa  ? that  Lady  doft  thou  mean  ? 

Gob.  That  Lady  Sir, 

She  is  your  Sifter,  and  fhe  is  your  Sifter 
That  loves  you  fb,  ’tis  fhe  for  whom  I weep. 

To  fee  you  ufe  her  thus.  Arb.  It  cannot  be. 

Ttgr.  Pilh,  this  is  tedious, 

I cannot  hold,  I muft  prefent  my  felf. 

And  yet  the  light  of  my  Spaconia 
Touches  me,  as  a hidden  thunder-clap 
Does  one  that  is  about  to  fin.  Arb.  Away, 

No  more  of  this-,  here  I pronounce  him  Traytor, 

The  diredt  plotter  of  my  death,  that  names 
Or  thinks  her  for  my  Sifter,  ’tis  a lie. 

The  moft  malicious  of  the  world,  invented 
To  mad  your  King ; he  that  will  fay  fo  next. 

Let  him  draw  out  his  fword  and  fheath  it  here, 

It  is  a fin  fully  as  pardonable  : 

She  is  no  kin  to  me,  nor  lhall  Ihe  be ; 

If  fhe  were  ever,  I create  her  none ; 

And  which  of  you  can  queftion  this  ? My  power 
Is  like  the  Sea,  that  is  to  be  obey’d. 

And  not  difputed  with : I have  decreed  her 
As  far  from  having  part  of  blood  with  me. 
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As  the  nak’d  Indians  •,  come  and  anfwer  me. 

He  that  is  boldeft  now  j is  that  my  Sifter  ? 

Mar.  O this  is  fine. 

"Bef.  No  marry,  ftie  is  not,  an’t  plcafe  your  Majefty,  I 
never  thought  fhe  was,  fhe’s  nothing  like  you. 

Arh.  No’tistrue,  fhe  is  not. 

Mar.  Thou  IhouMft  be  hang’d. 

Pan.  Sir,  I will  fpeak  but  once  *,  by  the  fame  power 
You  make  my  blood  a ftranger  unto  yours , 

You  may  command  me  dead,  and  fo  much  love 
A ftranger  may  importune,  pray  you  do  ^ 

If  this  requeft  appear  too  much  to  grant. 

Adopt  me  of  fome  other  Family, 

By  your  unqueftion’d  word ; elle  I Ihall  live 
Like  finfull  iflues  that  are  left  in  ftreets 
By  their  regardlefs  Mothers,  and  no  name 
Will  be  found  for  me. 

Arh.  I will  hear  no  more. 

Why  fhould  there  be  fuch  mufick  in  a voyce. 

And  fin  for  me  to  hear  it?  All  the  world 
May  take  delight  inthis,  and  ’tis  damnation 
For  me  to  do  fo : You  are  fair  and  wife 
And  vertuous  I think,  and  he  is  bleft 
That  is  fo  near  you  as  Hi^,brother  is  \ 

But  you  are  nought  to  me  but  a difeafe ; 

Continual  torment  without  hope  of  eafe  •, 

Such  an  ungodly  ficknefs  I have  got. 

That  he  that  undertakes  my  cure,  muft  firft 
O’rethrow  Divinity,  all  moral  Laws, 

And  leave  mankind  as  unconfin’d  as  beafts. 

Allowing  ’em  to  do  all  aftions 
As  freely  as  they  drink  when  they  defire. 

Let  me  not  hear  you  fpeak  again  •,  yet  fee 
I fhall  but  langifh  for  the  want  of  that. 

The  having  which,  would  kill  me : No  man  here 
Offer  to  fpeak  for  her  *,  for  I confider 
As  much  as  you  can  fay  \ I will  not  toil 
My  body  and  my  mind  too,  reft  thou  there, 

Here’s  one  within  will  labour  for  you  both. 

^an.  I would  I were  paft  Ipeaking, 

(job.  Fear  not  Madam,  i 

The  King  will  alter,  ’tis  fome  fudden  rage. 

And  you  Ihall  fee  it  end  fome  other  way. 

'Pan.  Pray  heaven  it  do. 

Tig,  Though  fhe  to  whom  I fwore,  be  here,  I cannot 
Stifte  my-paffion  longer  ^ if  my  father 
Should  rife  again  dilquieted  with  this. 

And  charge  me  to  forbear,  yet  it  would  out. 

Madam,  a ftranger,  and  a pris’ner  begs 
To  be  bid  welcome.  Pan.  Y ou  are  welcome,  Sir, 

I think,  but  if  you  be  not,  ’tis  paft  me 
To  make  you  fo : for  I am  here  a ftranger. 

Greater  than  you  ^ we  know  from  whence  you  come. 

But  I appear  a loft  thing,  and  by  whom 
Is  yet  uncertain,  found  here  i’th’  Court, 

I And  onely  fuffer’dto  walk  up  and  down, 

As  one  not  worth  the  owning.  Spa.  O,  I fear 
' Ttgranes  will  be  caught,  he  looks,  me-thinks, 
j As  he  would  change  his  eyes  with  her  •,  fome  help 
There  is  above  for  me,  I hope. 

Tigr.  Why  do  you  turn  away,  and  weep  fo  faft, 
j And  utter  things  that  mif  become  your  looks. 

Can  you  want  owning  ? Spa.  O ’tis  certain  fo. 

Tigr.  Acknowledge  your  felf  mine.  . 

Arb.  How  now  ? 

Tigr.  And  then  fee  if  you  want  an  owner. 

Arb.  They  are  talking. 

Tigr.  Nations  Ihall  owne  you  for  their  Queen. 

Arb.  Ttgranes,  art  not  thou  my  prifoner  ? 

Tigr.  lam.  Arb.  And  who  is  this  ? 

Ttgr.  She  is  your  Sifter.  Arb.  She  is  fo. 

Mar.  Is  Ihe  fo  again  ? that’s  well.  (her? 

Arb.  And  then  how  dare  you  offer  to  change  words  with 

Tigr.  Dare  do  it ! Why  ? you  brought  me  hither  Sir, 


To  that  intent.  A'b.  Perhaps  I told  you  fo, 

Iflhadfworn  it,  had  you  fo  much  folly 
To  credit  it  ? The  leaft  word  that  fhe  Ipeaks 
Is  worth  a life rule  your  dilbrdered  tongue. 

Or  I will  temper  it.  Spa.  Bleft  be  the  breath. 

Ttgr.  Temper  my  tongue ! fuch  incivilities 
As  thefe,  no  barbarous  people  ever  knew ; 

You  break  the  lawesof  Nature,  and  of  Nations, 

You  calk  to  me  as  if!  were  a prifoner 

For  theft : my  tongue  be  temper’d  ? I muft  fpeak 

If  thunder  check  me,  andiwili. 

Arb.  You  will?  Spa.  Alas  my  fortune. 

Ttgr.  Do  not  fear  his  frown,  dear  Madam,  hear  me. 

Arb.  Fear  not  my  frown  ? but  that  ’twere  bafe  in  me 
To  fight  with  one  I know  I can  o’recome. 

Again  thou  ffiouldft  be  conquer’d  by  me. 

Mar.Wt  has  one  ranfome  with  him  already  *,  me-thinks 
’T  were  good  to  fight  double,  or  quit. 

Arb.  Away  with  him  to  prifon;  Now  Sir,  fee 
If  my  frown  be  regardlefs  j Why  delay  you  ? 

Seife  him  BacHrius,  you  (lialf  know  my  w'ord 
Sweeps  like  a wind,  and  all  it  grapples  with. 

Are  as  the  chaffe  before  it.  Tigr.  Touch  me  not. 

Arb.  Help  there.  Tigr.  Away. 

I Gent.  It  is  in  vain  to  ftruggle. 
zGent.  You  muft  be  forc’d. 

Bac.  Sir,  you  muft  pardon  us,  we  muft  obey. 

Arb.  Why  do  you  dally  there  ? drag  him  away 
By  any  thing.  Bac.  Come  Sir. 

Ttgr.  Juftice,thou  ought’ft  to  give  me  ftrength  enough 
To  ffiake  all  thefe  olf-,  This  is  tyrannie, 

Arbaces,iut\er  than  the  burning  Bulls, 

Or  that  fam’d  T/mwj  bed.  Thou  mightft  as  well 
Search  i’th’  deep  of  Winter  through  the  fnow 
For  half  ftarv’d  people,  to  bring  home  with  thee, 

To  fiiew  ’em  fire,  and  fend  ’em  back  again, 

As  ufe  me  thus. 

Arb. Let  him  be  dok^Baenrius.  {Exeunt  Ti^v.and  Bac. 
Spa.  I ne’re  rejoye’d  at  any  ill  to  him. 

But  this  imprifonment ; what  fiiall  become 
Of  me  forfaken  ? Cjob.  Y ou  will  not  let  your  Sifter 
Depart  thus  difeontented  from  you.  Sir  ? 

Arb.  By  no  means  Gobrias,  I have  done  her  wrong, 

And  made  my  felf  believe  much  of  my  felf. 

That  is  not  in  me  .•  You  did  kneel  to  me, 

Whileft  I flood  ftubborn  and  regardlefs  by. 

And  like  a god  incenfed,  gave  no  ear 
To  all  your  prayers : behold,  I kneel  to  you, 

Shew  a contempt  as  large  as  was  my  own. 

And  I will  fuffer  it,  yet  at  the  laft  forgive  me. 

Pan.  O you  wrong  me  more  in  this. 

Than  in  your  rage  you  did : you  mock  me  now. 

Arb.  Never  forgive  me  then,  which  is  the  worft 
Can  happen  to  me.  Pan.  Ifyoubeinearneft, 

Stand  up  and  give  me  but  a gentle  look. 

And  two  kind  words,  and  I Ihall  be  in  heaven. 

Arb.  Rife  you  then  to  hear  ^ I acknowledge  thee 
My  hope,  the  only  jewel  of  my  life, 

The  beft  of  Sifters,  dearer  than  my  breath, 

A happinefs  as  high  as  I could  think ; 

And  when  my  aftions  call  thee  otherwise,  . 

Perdition  light  upon  me.  Pan.  This  is  better 
Than  if  you  had  not  frown’d,  it  comes  to  me. 

Like  mercie  at  the  block,  and  when  1 leave 
To  lerve  you  with  my  life,  your  curfe  be  with  me< 

Arb.  Then  thus  I do  falute  thee,  arid  again. 

To  make  this  knot  the  ftronger,  Paradife 
Is  there : It  may  be  you  are  yet  in  doubt, 

This  third  kifs  blots  it  out,  I wade  in  fin, 

And  foolifhly  intice  my  felf  along  ^ 

Take  her  away,  fee  her  a prifoner 
In  her  own  chamber  dok\y ,(jobriaf* 

Pan.  Alas  Sir , why  ? 
tyArb.  1 muft  not  flay  the  anfwer, 
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Cob.  Good  Sir.  c^rb.  No  more,  doe  it  I fay. 

Mard.  This  is  better  and  better. 

Pa?7.  Yet  hear  me  fpeak. 

u4rb.  I will  not  hear  you  fpeak,  ^ 

Away  with  her,  let  no  man  think  to  fpeart 
For  fuch  a creature  ^ for  file  is  a witch, 

Aprifoner,  and  a Traitor. 

Gob.  Madam,  this  office  grieves  me. 

Tan.  Nay,  ’tis  well  the  king  is  pleafed  with  it. 

Arb.  Befiis,  go  you  along  too  with  her  •,  I will  prove 
All  this  that  I have  faid,  if  1 may  live 
So  long  •,  but  I am  defperately  lick, 

For  ffie  has  given  me  poifon  in  a kils ; 

Shehad’tbetwixther  lips,  and  with  her  eyes 

She  witches  people : go  without  a word.  ^ 

Gob.  Pan,  Bef.  4w^Spaconia, 
Why  ffiould  you  that  have  made  me  ftand  in  war 
Like  fate  it  felf,  cutting  what  threds  I pleas  d, 

Decree  fuch  an  unworthy  end  of  me. 

And  all  my  glories  ? What  am  I,  alas. 

That  you  oppofe  me  ? if  my  fecret  thoughts 
Have  ever  harbour’d  fwellingsagainlfyou, 

They  could  not  hurt  you,  and  it  is  in  you 
Togive  me  forrow,  that  will  render  me 
Apt  to  receive  your  mercy ; rather  fo. 

Let  it  be  rather  fo,  thanpuniffi  me 
With  fuch  unmanly  fins ; Inceft  is  in  me 
Dwelling  already,  and  it  mull:  be  holy 
That  pulls  it  thence,  where  art  (JMardomiis  ? 

Mai-.  Here  Sir. 

Arb.  I pray  thee  bear  me,  if  thou  canlt, 

Am  I not  grown  a ftrange  weight } 

Mar.  As  you  were.  Arb,  No  heavier  ? 

Afar.  No  Sir-.  ^r^.-Why,  my  legs 
Refufe  to  bear  my  body  •,  O Mardomufy 
Thou  hall  in  field  beheld  me,  when  thou  knowll 
I could  have  gone,  though  I could  never  run. 

Mar.  And  fo  I lhall  again. 

Arb.  O no,  ’tis  pall. 

Mar.  Pray  you  go  reft  your  felf. 

Arb.  Wilt  thou  hereafter  when  they  talk  of  me, 

As  thou  ffialt  hear  nothing  but  infamy, 

Remember  fome  of  thole  things  ? 

Mar.  Yes  I will. 

Arb.  I pray  thee  do ; for  thou  llialt  never  fee  me  fo  again. 

\_Exeitnt 

Enter  Bejfm  alone. 

Bef.  They  talk  of  fame,  I have  gotten  it  in  the  wars  7 
and  will  afibrd  any  man  a reafonabie  penny-worth-:  foms 
will  fay,  they  could  be  content  to  have  it,  but  that  it  is  to 
be  atchiev’d  with  danger-,  but  my  opinion  is  othervvife: 
for  if  I might  Hand  ftillin  Cannon  proof,  and  have  fame 
fall  upon  me,  I would  refufe  it ; my  reputation  came  prin- 
cipally by  thinking  to  run  away,  which  no  body  knows 
but  Mardo-ninsy  and  I think  he  conceals  it  to  anger  me. 
Before  I went  to  the  warfs,  I came  to  the  Town  a young 
fellow-,  without  means  or  parts  to  deferve  friends;,  and 
my  empty  guts  perfwaded  me  to  lie,  and  abufe  people  for 
my  meat,  which  I did,  and  they  beat  me;  then  would  1 
fall  two  days,  till  my  hunger  cri’d  out  on  me,  rail  Hill, 
then  me-thought  I had  a monllrous  flomach  to  abule’em 
again,  and  did  it.  this  Hate  I continu’d  till  they  bung 
me  up  by  th’  heels,  and  beat  me  wi’  hafii  fticks , as  if  they 
would  have  baked  me,  and  have  coulenM  fome  body  wi’me 
forVenifon;  After  this  I rail’d,  and-cat  quietly:  for  the 
whole  Kingdom  took  notice  of  me  for  a baffl’d  whipt  fel- 
low, and  what  I faid  wasremembred  in  mirth  but  never  in 
anger,  of  which  I was  glad;  1 would  it  were  at  that  pafs 
again.  After  this,  heaven  calls  an  Auht  of  mine,  that  left 
two  hundred  pound  in  a coufins  hand  for  me, who  taking  me 
to  be  a gallant  young  fpirit,  raifed  a -company  for  me  with 
the  money  and  lent  me  into  t^rmenia  WxtWcm  : AWay  I 
would  have  run  from  them,  but  that  I could  get  no  com- 


pany, and  alone  I durfl  not  run.  I was  never  at  battail 
but  once,  and  there  I was  running,  but  Mardenitts  cudgePd 
me;  yet  I got  loofe  at  lafl,  but  was  lb  fraid,  that  I fawno 
more  than  my  Ihoulders  doe,  but  fled  with  my  whole  com- 
pany amongit  my  Enemies,  and  overthrew  em  . Now  the 
report  of  my  valour  is  come  over  before  me,  and  they  lay  I 
was  a raw  young  fellow,  but  now  lam  improvd,  a Plague 
on  their  eloquence,  ’twill  coll  me  many  a beatings  And 
Mardonipti  might  help  this  too,  if  he  would  j for  now  they 
think  to  get  honour  on  me,  and  all  the  men  I have  abus’d 
call  me  Ireffily  worthily , as  they  call  it  by  the  way  of 
challenge. 

Enter  a Gent. 

3 gent.  Good  morrow.  Captain  Bejfus. 

Bef.  Good  morrow  Sir. 

3 gent.  1 come  to  Ipeak  with  you. 

Bef.  You’re  very  welcome. 

3 Gent.  From  one  that  holds  himfelf  wrong’d  by  you 
Ibme  three  years  fince : your  worth  he  lays  is  fam’d,  ant 
doth  nothing  doubt  but  you  will  do  him  right,  as  befeems  a 
fouldier.  Bef  A poxon’em,  fo  they  cry  all. 

r^Gent.  And  a flight  note  I have  about  me  for  you,  for 
the  delivery  of  which  you  mufl  cxcufc  me it  is  an  office 
that  friend Ihip  calls  upon  me  to  do,and  no  way  offcnfive  to 
you  3 fince  1 defire  but  right  on  both  fides. 

Bef  ’Tis  a challenge  Sir,  is  it  not  ? 

3 Gent.  ’Tis  an  inviting  to  the  field. 

Bef.  An  inviting  ? O Sir  your  Mercy ,what  a Complement 
he  delivers  it  with  ? he  might  as  agreeable  to  my  nature 
prelent  me  poifon  with  fuch  a fpeech  ;um  urn  um  reputation, 
um  um  um  call  you  to  account,  um  um  um  forc’d  to  this, 
um  um  um  with  my  Sword,  um  um  um  like  a Gentleman, 
um  um  um  dear  to  me , um  um  um  fatisfadlion  ; ’Tis  very 
well  Sir,  I do  accept  it,  but  he  mull  await  an  anfwer  this 
thirteen  weeks. 

3 Qent.  Why  Sir,  he  would  be  glad  to  wipe  off  his  ftain 
as  Ibon  as  he  could. 

Bef  Sir  upon  my  credit  I am  already  in^g’d  to  two.hun- 
dred,  and  twelve,  all  which  mult  have  their  Itains  wip’d  off, 
if  that  be  the  word,bcfore  him. 

3 gent.  Sir,  if  you  be  truly  ingag’dbut  to  one,  hcfiiall 
flay  a competent  time. 

Bef.  Upon  my  faith  Sir,  to  two  hundred  and  twelve,  and 
I have  a fpent  body,  too  much  bruis’d  in  battel,  fothat  i 
cannot  fight,  I mult  be  plain,  above  three  combSts  a day : 
All  the  kindnefs  1 canlhewhim,  is  tolct  him  refolvedly  in 
myrovvle,  thet./o  hundred  and  thirteenth  man,  which  is 
fomething,  for  I tell  you,  1 think  there  will  be  more  after 
him,  than  belbre  him,  1 think  fo  ; pray  you  commend  me  to 
him,  and  tell  him  this. 

3 Gent.  1 will  Sir,  good  morrow  to  you. 

{Exit  3 Gent. 

Btf  Good  morrow  good  Sir.  Certainly  my  fafelt  way 
were  to  print  my  felf  a coward,  with  a difeovery  how  I 
came  by  my  credit,  and  clap  it  upon  every  poll  3 1 have  re- 
ceived above  thirty  challenges  within  this  two  hours,  marry 
all  but  the  firll  I put  off  with  ingagement,  and  by  good  for- 
tune,the  firll  is  no  madder  of  fighting  than  I,fo  that  that’s  re- 
ferred, the  place  where  it  mull  be  ended, is  four  days  journey 
off,  and  our  arbitratours  arethele:  He  has  chofen  a Gen- 
tleman in  travel,  and  I have  a fpccial  friend  with  a quar- 
tain  ague,lilce  to  hold  him  this  five  years, for  mine:  and  when 
his  man  comes  home,  we  arc  to  cxpcdl  my  friends  health  ; 
If  they  would  findeme  challenges  thus  thick,  as  long  as  I 
liv’d, I would  have  noothcr  ]iving3l  can  make  Icvcn  fhillings 
a dayo’th’  paper  to  the  Grocers;  yet  I learn  nothing  by 
all  thefe  but.a  little  skill  in  comparing  of  fliles.  I do  findc 
evidently,  that  there  is  fome  one  Scrivener  in  this  Town, 
that  has  a great  hand  in  writing  of  Challenges,  for  they 
are  all  ofa  cut,  and  fix  of  ’em  in  a hand  3 and  they  a’l  end, 
my  reputation  is  dear  to  me,  and  I mult  require  faiisfadlion; 
Who’s  there  ? more  paper  I hope,  no,  ’tis  my  Lord  Bacunnsy 
I fear  all  is  not  well  betwixt  us. 
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Enter  Bacurius. 

Bac.  Now  Captain  I come  about  a frivolous  mat- 

ter , caus’d  by  as  idle  a report you  know  you  were  a 
coward.  ^Bef.  Very  right. 

"Bac.  And  wronged  me. 

BeJ.  True  iiiy  Lord. 

Bac.  But  now  people  will  call  you  valiant,  defertlefly  I 
think,  yetfor  their  fatisfad ion,  I will  have  you  iighc  with 

Bef.  O my  good  Lord,  my  deep  Engagements.  (me. 

Bac.  Tell  not  me  of  your  Engagements,  Captain  Bejjia., 
it  is  not  to  be  put  off  with  an  excufe : for  my  own  part,  I 
am  none  of  the  multitude  that  believe  your  converfion  from 
Coward. 

Bef.  My  Lord,  I feek  not  (parrels,  and  this  belongs  not 
to  me,  I am  not  to  maintain  it. 

Bac.  Who  then  pray .? 

Bef.  the  Coward  wrong’d  you.  Bac.  Right. 

Bef  And  lhall  BejfM  the  Valiant,  maintain  what  Bejfas 
the  Coward  did  ? 

Bac.  I pray  thee  leave  thefe  cheating  tricks,  I fwear  thou 
(halt  fight  with  me,  or  thou  lhalt  be  beaten  extreamly, 
and  kick’d. 

Bef.  Since  you  provoke  me  thus  far,  my  Lord,  I will 
fight  with  you,  and  by  my  Sword  it  fliall  coll  me  twenty 
pound,  but  I will  have  my  Leg  well  a week  Iboner  purpofely. 

Bac.  Your  Leg?  Why,  what  ailes  your  Leg.?  i’ledoa 
cure  on  you,  Hand  up. 

Bef.  My  Lord,  this  is  not  Noble  in  you. 

Bac.  What  doll  thou  with  fuch  a phrafe  in  thy  mouth  ? 

I will  kick  thee  out  of  all  good  words  before  1 leave  thee. 

Bef.  My  Lord,  1 take  this  as  a pimilhment  for  the  of 
fence  I did  when  I was  a Coward. 

Bac.  When  thou  wert  ? Confefs  thy  felf  a Coward  Rill, 
or  by  this  light,  I’le  beat  thee  into  Spunge. 

Bef  Why  I am  one. 

Bac.  Are  you  fo  Sir?  And  why  do  you  wear  a Sword 
then.?  Come  unbuckle.  Bef  My  Lord. 

Bac.  Unbuckle  I fay,  and  give  it  me,  or  as  I live,  thy 
head  will  ake  extreamly. 

Bef.  It  is  a pretty  Hilt,  and  if  your  Lordfhip  take  an 
affedion  to  it,  with  all  my  heart  I prefent  it  to  you  for  a 
New-years-gift. 

Bac.  I thank  you  very  heartily,  fweet  Captain,  farewel. 

Bef.  One  word  more,  I befeech  your  Lordfliip  to  render 
me  my  knife  again. 

Bac.  Marry  by  all  means  Captain  •,  cherilh  your  felf  with 
it,  and  eat  hard,  good  Captain  •,  we  cannot  tell  whether  we 
fliall  have  any  more  fuch : Adue  dear  Captain.  {_E^cit  Bac. 

Bef.  I will  make  better  ufe  of  this,  than  of  my  Sword : 
A bafe  Ipirit  has  this  vantage  of  a brave  one,  it  keeps  al- 
wayes  at  a flay,  nothing  brings  it  down,  not  beating.  I 
remember  I promis’d  the  King  in  a great  Audience,  that  1 
would  make  my  back-biters  eat  myfword  toaHtnife^  how 
to  get  another  fword  I know  not,  nor  know  any  means  left 
for  me  to  maintain  my  credit,  but  impudence : therefore  I 
will  out-fwear  him  and  all  his  followers,  that  this  is  all 
that’s  left  uneaten  of  my  fword.  Cf.v/f  BelTus. 

Enter  Mardonius. 

Mar.  I’le  move  the  King,  he  is  moll  llrangely  alter’d  j 
I guefs  the  caufe  I fear  too  right,  Heaven  has  fome  fecret 
end  in’t,  and  ’tis  a fcourge  no  queftion  juftly  laid  upon 
him : he  has  followed  me  through  twenty  Rooms ; and 
ever  when  I flay  to  wait  his  command,he  blulhes  like  a Girl, 
and  looks  upon  me,  as  if  modefty  kept  in  his  bulTnefs : fo 
turns  away  from  me,  but  if  I go  on,  he  follows  me  again. 

Enter  Arbaces. 

See,  here  he  is.  I do  not  ufe  this,  yet  I know  not  how, 
I cannot  chufe  but  weep  to  fee  him  ^ his  very  Enemies  I 
think,  whofe  wounds  have  bred  his  fame,  if  they  lliould 
fee  him  now,  would  find  tears  i’their  eyes. 

Arb.  I cannot  utter  it,  why  fliould  I keep 




A breaft  to  harbour  thoughts?  I dare  not  Iptak,  j 

Darknefs  is  in  my  bofom,  and  there  lie  i 

A thoufand  thoughts  that  cannot  brook  the  liehr : ! 

How  wilt  thou  vex  ’em  when  this  deed  is  done  i 

Conlcience,  that  arc  afraid  to  let  me  name  it  ^ | 

Mar.  How  do  you  Sir?  ' j 

Arb.  Wdiy  very  well  Afo'rdomns^  how  deft  thou  do 
Mar.  Better  than  you  I fear, 

1 hope  thou  art  ^ for  to  be  plain  with  thee, 

Thou  art  in  Hell  die,  lecrct  fcorching  flames 
That  far  tranfeend  earthly  material  fires 
Arc  crept  into  me,  and  there  is  no  cure.  [ 

Is  it  not  itrange there’s  no  cure?  j 

Mar.  Sir,  either  { miflake,  or  thereislbmetliing  hid 
That  you  would  utter  to  me. 

Arb.  So  there  is,  but  yet  I cannot  do  it. 

Mar.  Out  with  it  Sir,  if  it  be  dangerous,  I will  not 
flirink  to  do  you  fervice,  1 fliail  not  efleem  my  life  a weigh- 
tier matter  than  indeed  it  is,  I know  it  is  lubjeifl  to  more 
chances  than  it  has  hours,  and  1 were  better  lofe  it  in  my 
Kings  caule , than  with  an  ague,  or  a fall,  or  deeping, 
to  a Thiefy  as  all  thefe  are  probable  enough  ; let  me  but 
know  what  I lhall  do  for  you. 

Arb.  It  will  not  out:  were  you  with 
And  bad  him  give  my  Sifter  all  content 
The  place  affords,  and  give  her  leave  to  fend 
And  fpeak  to  whom  fiie  pleafe .? 

Mar.  Yes  Sir,  I was. 

cy4rb.  And  did  you  to  lay  as  much 

About  ? Mar. 

Arb.  That’s  all  my  buli'nefs.  j 

Mar.  O fay  not  fo, 

You  had  an  anfwer  of  this  before  ^ 

Befides  I think  this  bullnefs  might 
Be  utter’d  more  cardefiy. 

Arb.  Come  thou  flialt  have  it  out,  I do  befeech  thee 
By  all  the  love  thou  haft  profeft  to  me, 

To  fee  my  Sifter  from  me. 

Mar.  Well,  and  what?  Arb.  That’s  all. 

Mar.  That’s  ftrange,  1 lhall  fay  nothing  to  her  ? 

Arb.  Not  a wordy 

But  if  thou  loveft  me,  find  fome  fubtil  way 
To  make  her  underftand  by  figns. 

Mir.  But  what  lhall  I make  her  underftand  ? 

Arb.  O Mardonius y for  that  1 mull  be  pardon’d. 

Mar.  You  may,  but  I can  only  fee  her  then. 

Arb.  ’Tis  true  y 
Bear  her  this  Ring  then,  and 
One  more  advice,  thou  llialt  fpeak  to  her: 

Tell  her  I do  love  My  kindred  all : wilt  thou  ? 
zJdiar.  Is  there  no  more  ? 

Arb.  O yes  and  her  the  belt  y 
Better  than  any  Brother  loves  his  Sifter : That’s  all. 

Mar.  Methinks  this  need  not  have  been  delivered  with 
fuch  a caution ; I’le  do  it. 

zArb.  There  is  more  yet, 

Wilt  thou  be  faithul  to  me  ? 

Mar,  Sir,  if  I take  upon  me  to  deliver  it,  after  I hear  if, 
rie  pafs  through  fire  to  do  it. 

Arb.  I love  her  better  than  a Brother  ought ; 

Doft  thou  conceive  me  ? 

(iJAiar.  I hope  you  do  not  Sir. 

<Arb.  No,  thou  art  dull,  kneel  down  before  her, 

And  ne’r  rife  again,  till  fhe  will  love  me. 
zJMar.  Why,  I think  file  does. 

Arb.  But  better  than  fhe  does,  another  way  y 
As  wives  love  Husbands. 

Mar.  Why,  I think  there  are  few  Wives  that  love  their 
Husbands  better  than  fhe  does  you. 

Arb.  Thou  wilt  not  underftand  me;  is  it  fit 
Thisfhould  be  uttered  plainly?  take  it  then 
Naked  as  it  is;  I would  delire  her  love 
Lalcivioiifty,  lewdly,  inceftuoufly, 

To  do  a fin  that  heeds  niuft  damn  us  both,' 
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and  no  King, 


King,  and  no.  King. 


And  thee  too : doll  thou  underhand  me  now  ? 

Ad,7r.  Yes,  there’s  your  Ring  again  ^ what  have  I done 
Dinioneflly  in  my  whole  life,  name  it, 

That  you  lliould  put  fo  bafe  a bufinefs  to  me  ? 

.Jrh.  Didfl  thou  not  tell  me  thou  wouldft  do  it  ? 

Mar.  Yes;  if  I undertook  it,  butifall 
My  hairs  were  lives,  I would  not  be  engag’d 
In  fuch  a cafe  to  fave  my  lalt  life. 

cMrb.  O guiit ! ha  how  poor  and  weak  a thing  art  thou  ? 
This  man  that  is  my  fervant,  whom  my  breath 
Might  blow  upon  the  world,  might  beat  me  here 
Having  this  caufe,  whil’ft  I prefl  down  with  fin 
Could  not  refill:  him  : hear  Mardomits, 

It  was  a motion  mif  befeeming  man. 

And  I am  forry  for  it. 

Mar.  Heaven  grant  you  may  be  fo : you  mufl:  under- 
Itand,  nothing  that  you  can  utter,  can  remove  my  love 
and  lervice  from  my  Prince.  But  otherwife  , I think  I 
lliall  not  love  you  more.  For  you  are  linful,  and  if  you  do 
this  crime,  you  ought  to  have  no  Laws,  for  after  this,  it 
will  be  great  injuftice  in  you  to  punilh  any  offender  for  any 
crime.  For  my  felf  I find  my  heart  too  big : I feel  I have 
not  patience  to  look  on  whilft  you  run  thefe  forbidden 
courfes.  Means  I have  none  but  your  favour,  and  I am 
rather  glad  that  I lhall  lofe  ’em  both  together,  than  keep 
’em  with  fuch  conditions ; I flrall  find  a dwelling  amonglt 
fomc  people,  where  though  our  Garments  perhaps  be  cour- 
fer,  we  flrall  be  richer  far  within,  and  harbour  no  fuch  vices 
in  ’em : the  Gods  prelcrve  and  mend, 

yirb.  Mardonins,  flay  Mardomiis^  for  though 
My  prelent  ftate  requires  nothing  but  knaves 
To  be  about  me,  fuch  as  are  prepar’d 
For  every  wicked  aft,  yet  who  docs  know 
But  that  my  loathed  Fate  may  turn  about, 

And  I have  ule  for  honefl;  men  again  ? 

I hope  I may,  1 prethee  leave  me  not. 

Snter  Beflus. 

Bef.  Where  is  the  King?  ^ijldar.  There. 

Bef.  An’t  pleafe  your  Majeffy,  there’s  the  knife. 

Arb.  What  knife? 

Bef.  The  Sword  is  eaten. 

Mar,  Away  you  fool,  the  King  is  ferious, 

And  cannot  now  admit  your  vanities. 

Bef.  Vanities!  I’me  no  honefl:  man,  if  my  enemies  have 
not  brought  it  to  this,  what,  do  you  think  I lie? 

Arb.  No,  no,  ’tis  well  Bef'ns.,  ’tis  very  well  I’m  glad  on't. 

(Jd/ar.  If  your  enemies  brought  it  to  this,  your  enemies 
are  Cutlers,  come  leave  the  King. 

"Bef  Why,  may  not  valour  approach  him  ? 

tAifar.  Yes,  but  he  has  affairs,  depart,  or  I lhall  be 
fomething  unmannerly  with  you. 

Arb.  No,  ^Jipfardonius.^  let  him  flay, 

I have  occafion  with  him  very  weighty. 

And  I can  fpare  you  now.  eAlar.  Sir  ? 

Arb.  Why  I can  fpare  you  now. 

Bef.  Cd'Iardonius  give  way  to  thefe  State  affairs. 

tJMar.  Indeed  you  are  fitter  for  this  prefent  purpofe. 

f£.vz>  Mar. 

Arb.  Be^ns.,  I Ihould  imploy  thee,  wilt  thou  do’t? 

Bef.  Do’t  for  you?  by  this  Air  I will  do  any  thing  with- 
out exception,  be  it  a good,  bad,  or  indifferent  thing. 

Arb.  Do  not  fwear. 

Bef.  By  this  light  but  I will,  any  thing  whatlbever. 

Arb.  But  I fliall  name  the  thing. 

Thy  Confcience  will  not  fuffer  thee  to  do. 

Bef  I would  fain  hear  that  thing. 

Arb.  Why  I would  have  thee  get  my  Sifler  for  me  ? 

Thou  underflandft  me,  in  a wicked  manner. 

BeJ.  O you  would  have  a bout  with  her  ? 
rie  do’t,  Tie  do’t,  I’faith. 

Arb.  Wilt  thou,  do’fl  thou  make  no  more  on’t  ? 

BeJ.  More  ? no,  why  is  there  any  thing  elfe  ? if  there 
be,  it  lhall  be  done  too. 


Arb.  Ha^  thou  no  greater  fenfe  of  fuch  a fin  ? 

Thou  art  too  v^icked  for  my  company, 

Though  I have  hfcll  within  me,  thou  may’ll  yet 
Corrupt  me  further : pray  thee  anfwer  me, 

How  do  I Ihew  to  thee  after  this  motion  ? 

Bef  Why  your  Majefty  looks  as  well  in  my  opinion,  as 
ever  you  did  fince  you  were  born. 

Arb.  But  thou  appear’fl  to  me  after  thy  grant. 

The  uglieft,  loathed  detellable  thing 

That  I ever  met  with.  Thou  halt  eyes 

Like  the  flames  of  Sulphur ^ which  me  thinks  do  dart 

Infeftion  on  me,  and  thou  hall  a mouth 

Enough  to  take  me  in  where  there  do  fland 

Four  rows  of  Iron  Teeth. 

Bef.  I feel  no  fuch  thing,  but ’tis  no  matter  how  I look. 
Tie  do  my  bufinefs  as  w'ell  as  they  that  look  better,  and 
when  this  is  dilpatch’d,  if  you  have  a mind  to  your  Mo- 
ther, tell  me,  and  you  fliall  fee  I’le  fet  it  hard. 

Arb.  My  Mother ! Heaven  forgive  me  to  hear  this, 

I am  inlpir’d  with  horrour ; npw  I hate  thee 
Worfl  than  my  fin,  which  if  I could  come  by 
Should  fuffer  death  Eternal  ne’re  to  rife 
In  any  breaft  again.  Know  1 wdll  die 
Languilhingmad,  asircfolve,  I fliall, 

E’re  I will  deal  by  fuch  an  inflrumcnt : 

Thou  art  too  finful  to  imploy  in  this  •, 

Out  of  the  World,  away. 

Bef  What  do  you  mean.  Sir? 

Arb.  Hung  round  with  Curfes,  take  thy  fearful  flight 
Into  the  Defarts,  where  ’mongfl  all  the  Monflers 
If  thou  find’fl  one  fo  bcaftly  as  thy  felf. 

Thou  lhalt  be  held  as  innocent.  Bef  Good  Sir. 

Arb.  If  there  were  no  fuch  inflruments  as  thou, 

We  Kings  could  never  aft  fuch  wicked  deeds : 

Seek  out  a man  that  mocks  Divinity, 

That  breaks  each  precept  both  of  God  and  man. 

And  natures  too,  and  docs  it  without  lufl, 

Meerly  becaufc  it  is  a law,  and  good. 

And  live  with  him ; for  him  thou  canfl  not  fpoil. 

Away  I fay,  I will  not  do  this  fin.  [_Exit  Beffus. 

Tie  prefsit  here,  till  it  dobreak  my  breafl. 

It  heaves  to  get  out,  but  thou  art  a fin, 

And  fpight  of  torture  I will  keep  thee  in. 


ASlus  Quart  US. 

Enter  GohnsSj  Panthca,  WSpaconia. 

Gob.T  TAve  you  written  Madam  ? 
jn  Pan.  Yes,  good  Gobrias. 

Gob.  And  with  a kindnefs,  and  fijch  winning  words 
As  may  provoke  him,  atoncinllant  feel 
His  double  fault,  your  wrong,  and  hisow'nraflincfs.? 

Pan.  I have  fent  words  enough,  if  words  may  win  him 
From  his  difpleafure  ^ and  fuch  words  I hope. 

As  fliall  gain  much  upon  his  goodnefs,  Gobrias. 

Yet  fearing  they  are  many,  and  a womans, 

A poor  belief  may  follow,  I have  woven 
As  many  truths  within  ’em  to  fpcak  for  me. 

That  if  he  be  but  gracious,  and  receive  ’em 

gob.  Good  Lady  be  not  fearful,  though  he  fliould  not 
Give  you  your  prefent  end  in  this,  believe  it, 

You  fliall  feel,  if  your  vertue  can  induce  you 
To  labour  on’t,  this  terapefl  which  1 know, 

Is  but  a poor  proof  ’gainfl  your  patience : 

All  thole  contents,  your  fpirit  will  arrive  at. 

Newer  and  fweetcr  to  you  ^ your  Royal  brother, 

When  he  fliall  once  collcft  himlelf,  and  fee 
How  far  he  has  been  afundcr  from  himfllf; 

What  a meet  flranger  to  his  golden  temper : 

Mufl  from  thofe  roots  of  vertue,  never  dying. 

Though  fomewhat  flopt  with  humour,  (hoot  again 
Into 
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Into  a thoirfand  glories,  bearing  his  fair  branches 
High  as  our  hopes  can  look  at,  ftraight  as  juftice, 

Loaden  with  ripe  contents ; he  loves  you  dearly, 

I know  it,  and  I hope  I need  not  farther 
Win  you  to  underhand  it.  Pan.  I believe  it. 

But  howfoever,  I am  fure  I love  him  dearly : 

So  dearly,  that  if  any  thing  I write 
For  my  enlarging  fliould  beget  his  anger, 

Heaven  be  a witnefs  with  me  and  my  faith, 

I had  rather  live  intomb’d  here. 

Gob.  You  (hall  not  feel  a worle  ftroke  than  your  grief, 

I am  forry  ’tis  fo  fharp,  I kifs  your  hand, 

And  this  night  will  deliver  this  true  ftory, 

With  this  hand  to  your  Brother. 

Pan.  Peace  go  with  you,  you  are  a good  man.  {8xit  Gob, 
My  Spaconia,  why  are  you  ever  fad  thus  ? 

Spa.  O dear  Lady. 

Pan.  Prethee  difeover  not  a way  to  fadnefs. 

Nearer  than  I have  in  me,  our  two  forrows 
Work  like  two  eager  Hawks,  who  fhall  get  highell 
How  lhall  I lelTen  thine  ? for  mine  I fear 
Is  eafier  known  than  cur’d. 

Spa.  Heaven  comfort  both. 

And  give  you  happy  ends,  however  I 
Fall  in  my  ftubborn  fortunes. 

Tan.  This  but  teaches 
How  to  be  more  familiar  with  our  forrows. 

That  are  too  much  our  mailers : good  Spaconia 
How  lhall  I do  you  fervice  ? 

Spa.  NoblellLady, 

You  make  me  more  a flave  flill  to  your  goodnefs. 

And  only  live  to  purchafe  thanks  to  pay  you. 

For  that  is  all  the  bufinefs  of  my  life : now 
I will  be  bold,  fince  you  will  have  it  fo, 

To  ask  a noble  favour  of  you. 

Pan.  Speak  it,  ’tis  yours,  for  from  fo  fweet  a vertue, 

No  ill  demand  has  ilTue. 

Spa.  Then  ever  vertuous,  let  me  beg  your  will 
In  helping  me  to  fee  the  Prince  Tigranes^ 

With  whom  I am  equal  prifoner,  if  not  more. 

Pan.  Refer ve  me  to  a greater  end  Spaconia  5 
Bacurias  cannot  want  fo  much  good  manners 
As  to  deny  your  gentle  vilitation. 

Though  you  came  only  with  your  own  command. 

Spa.  I know  they  will  deny  me  gracious  Madam, 

Being  a ftranger,  and  fo  little  fam’d. 

So  utter  empty  of  thofe  excellencies 

That  tame  Authority^  but  in  you  fweetLady, 

All  thefe  are  natural ; befide,  a power 
Deriv’d  immediate  from  your  Royal  brother, 

Whofe  leall  word  in  you  may  command  the  Kingdom. 

Pan.  More  than  my  word  Spaconia^  you  fhall  Carry, 

For  fear  it  fail  you. 

Spa.  Dare  you  trull  a Token  ? 

Madam  I fear  I am  grown  too  bold  a begger. 

Pan.  You  are  a pretty  one,  and  truft  me  Lady 
It  joyes  me,  I lhall  do  a good  to  you, 

Though  to  my  felf  I never  fhall  be  happy ; 

Here,  take  this  Ring,  and  from  me  as  a Token 
Deliver  it ; I think  they  will  not  flay  you : 

So  all  your  own  defires  go  with  you  Lady. 

Spa.  A nd  fweet  peace  to  your  Grace. 

Pan.  Pray  Heaven  I find  it.  XSxeum:. 

Enter  Tigranes,  in  prifon. 

Tigr.  Fool  that  I am,  I have  undone  my  lelf. 

And  with  my  own  hand  turh’d  my  fortune  round. 

That  was  a fair  one : I have  childilhly 

Plaid  with  my  hope  fo  long,  till  I have  broke  it. 

And  now  too  late  I mourn  for’t  *,  O Spaconia ! 

Thou  hall  found  an  even  way  to  thy  revenge  now. 

Why  didll  thou  follow  me  like  a faint  lhadow. 

To  wither  my  defires?  But  wretched  fool, 

Why  did  I plant  thee  ’twixt  the  Sun  and  me, 
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To  make  me  freeze  thus  ? Why  did  I prefer  her 
Tothefair  Princefs?  O thou  fool,  thou  fool. 

Thou  family  of  fools,  live  like  a Qave  fcill. 

And  in  thee  bear  thine  own  hell  and  thy  torment 
Thou  halt  deferv’d ; Couldll  thou  find  no  Lady  * 

But  fne  that  has  thy  hopes  to  put  her  to. 

And  hazard  all  thy  peace  ? None  to  abufe. 

But  Ihe  that  lov’d  thee  ever?  poor  Spaconia, 

And  fo  much  lov’d  thee,  that  in  honelly 
And  honour  thou  art  bound  to  meet  her  vertues : 

She  that  forgot  the  greatnefsof  her  grief 
And  miferies,  that  mull  follow  fuch  mad  paiTions, 

Endlefs  and  wild  as  women  *,  Ihe  that  for  thee 
And  with  thee  left  her  liberty,  her  name, 

And  Country,  you  have  paid  me  equal.  Heavens, 

And  fent  my  own  rod  to  corrcifl  me  with ; 

A woman ; for  inconllancy  Tie  fuller. 

Lay  it  on  jullice,  till  my  foul  melt  in  me 
For  my  unmanly,  beallly,  fudden  doting 
Upon  a new  face:  after  all  my  oaths 
Many  and  llrange  ones, 

I feel  my  old  fire  flame  again  and  burn 
So  llrong  and  violent,  that  Ihould  I fee  her 
Again,  the  grief  and  that  would  kill  me. 

Enter  Bacurius  and  Spaconia. 

Tac.  Lady,  your  token  I acknowledge,  you  may  pafs  j 
There  is  the  King. 

Spa.  I tha  your  Lordlbip  for  it.  \^Exit  Bac. 

Tigr.  She  comes,  Ihe  comes,  fliame  hide  me  ever  from  her. 
Would  I were  buried,  or  fo  far  remov’d 
Light  might  not  find  me  out,  I dare  not  fee  her. 

Spa.  Nay  never  hide  your  felf ; or  were  you  hid 
Where  earth  hides  all  her  riches,  near  her  Center ; 

My  wrongs  without  more  day  would  light  me  to  you: 

I mull  fpeak  e’re  1 die  *,  were  all  your  greatnefs 
Doubled  upon  you,  y’are  a perjur’d  man. 

And  only  mighty  in  your.wickednefs 
Of  wronging  women.  Thou  art  falfe,  falfe  Prince  ^ 

I live  to  lee  it,  poor  Spaconia  lives 

To  tell  thee  thou  art  falfe  ^ and  then  no  more  •, 

She  lives  to  tell  thee  thou  art  more  unconllant, 

Than  all  ill  women  ever  were  together. 

Thy  faith  is  firm  as  raging  over- Howes, 

That  no  barik  can  command',  as  lafting 
As  boyes  gay  bubbles,  blown  i’th’  Air  and  broken ; 

The  wind  is  fixt  to  thee ; and  fooner  lhall 
The  beaten  Mariner  with  his  Ihrill  whillle 
Calm  the  loud  murmur  of  the  troubled  main. 

And  llrike  it  fmooth  again  ^ than  thy  foul  fall 
To  have  peace  in  love  with  any : Thou  art  all 
That  all  good  men  mull  hate  ; and  if  thy  llory 
Shall  tell  fucceeeding  ages  what  thou  wert, 

0 let  it  fpare  me  in  it,  left  true  lovers 

In  pity  of  my  wrong,  burn  thy  black  Legend, 

And  with  their  curfes,  lhake  thy  lleeping  allies. 

Tigr.  Oh!  oh! 

Spa.  Thedellinies,  I hope,  have  pointed  out 
Our  ends,  that  thou  maift  die  for  love, 

Though  not  for  me  *,  for  this  aflure  thy  felf. 

The  Princefs  hates  thee  deadly,  and  will  fooner  * 

Be  won  tomarr^^  with  a Bull,  and  lafer 
Than  fuch  a beall  as  thou  art : I have  ftruck, 

1 fear,  too  deep  belhrow  me  for’t ; Sir, 

This  forrow  works  me  like  a cunning  triendlliip, 

Into  the  fame  piece  with  it  ’tis  alham’d, 

Alas,  I have  been  too  rugged : pear  my  Lord, 

I am  forry  I have  fpoken  any  thing. 

Indeed  I am,  that  may  add  more  repaint 
To  that  too  much  you  have : good  Sir,  be  pleas  d 
To  think  it  was  a fault  of  love,  not  malice-. 

And  do  as  I will  do,  forgive  it  Prince. 

I do,  and  can  forgive  the  greateft  fins 
To  me  you  can  repent  of  ^ pray  believe. 


(jy/  King,  and  no  King. 
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; i^r.  O rny  Spacoma ! O thou  vcituous  woman  1 
'^Sp.i.  Nay,  more,  the  King  Sir. 

Enter  Arbaccs,  Bacurius,  Mardonius. 

) 

ylrb.  Have  you  been  carefull  of  our  noble  Prifoner, 
j That  he  want  nothing  fitting  for  his  greatnefs  ? 

: B,tc.  I hope  his  grace  will  quit  me  for  my  care  Sir. 

ylrb.  ’Tis  well,  royal  Etgrmes.,  health. 

I T/>r.  More  than  the  ftri^nefs  of  this  place  can  give  Sir, 
I oifer  back  again  to  great  t^rbaces. 

Arb.  We  thank  you  worthy  Prince,  and  pray  excule  us. 
We  have  not  feen  you  fince  your  being  here, 
i hope  your  noble  ufage  has  been  equall 
With  ^our  own  perfon ; your  imprifonment, 

If  it  be  any,  I dare  fay  iseafie. 

And  lhall  not  laft  too  dayes. 

Tigr.  I thank  you  ^ 

My  ufage  here  has  been  the  fame  it  was, 

Vv  orthy  a royal  Conqueror.  For  my  rellraint, 

It  came  unkindly,  bccaufe  much  unlock’d  for  y 
But  1 mu  ft  bear  it. 

Arb.  What  Lady’s  that  ? ’Bacurm  ? 

Bac.  One  of  the  Princefs  women.  Sir. 

Arb.  I fear’d  it,  why  comes  Ihe  hither  ^ 

Bm.  Tofpeak  with  the  Prince  Tigranes, 

Arb.  From  whom  , 'Bacurku  ? 

Bac.  From  the  Princefs,  Sir. 

Arb.  I knew  I had  feen  her. 

A^ar,  His  fit  begins  to  take  him  now  again, 

’Tisaftrange  Feaver,  and  ’twill  fiiake  us  all  anon,  I fear. 
Would  he  were  w^eli  cur’d  of  this  raging  folly  : 

Give  me  the  warrs,  w'here  men  are  mad,  and  may  talk 
what  they  liU,  and  held  the  bravelt  fellows ; Tfiis  pelting 
prating  peace  is  good  for  nothing : drinking’s  a vertue  to’t. 

Arb.  I lee  there’s  truth  in  no  man,  nor  obedience. 

But  for  his  own  ends,  why  did  you  let  her  in  ? 

Bac.  It  was  your  own  command  tobarr  none  from  him, 
Befides,  the  Princefs  fent  her  ring  Sir,  for  my  warrant. 

Arb.  A token  to  Tigranes,  did  Ihe  not  ? 

Sir  tell  truth.  Bac.  1 do  not  ufe  to  lie  Sir, 

’Tis  no  way  I eat  or  live  by,  and  I think, 

This  is  no  token  Sir. 

Mar.  This  combat  has  undone  him : if  he  had  been  well 
beaten,  he  had  been  temperate  v I lhall  never  fee  him  hand- 
fome  again,  till  he  have  a Horfe  mans  ftaffe  yok’d  thorow 
his  Ihoulders,  or  an  arm  broken  with  a bullet. 

Arb.  I am  trifled  with.  Bac.  Sir? 

Arb.  I know  it,  as  I know  thee  to  be  falfe. 

Mar.  Now  the  clap  comes. 

Bac.  You  never  knew  me  fo.  Sir  I dare  fpeak  it. 

And  durfl:  a worfe  man  tell  me,  though  my  better 

Mar.  ’Tis  well  faid,  by  my  foul. 

Arb.  Sirra,  you  anfwer  as  you  had  no  life. 

Bac.  That  I fear  Sir  to  lofe  nobly. 

Arb.  I fay  Sir,  once  again. 

Bac.  You  may  fay  what  yon  pleafe.  Sir, 

Would  I might  do  fb. 

Arb.  1 wiIl,Sir,and  fay  openly,this  woman  carries  letters, 
By  my  life  I know  flie  carries  letters,this  woman  does  it. 

Mar.  Would  Bejjks  were  here  to  take  her  afide  and  fearch 
her.  He  would  quickly  tell  you  what  (he  carried  Sir. 
cArb.  I have  found  it  out, this  woman  carries  letters. 
cA/ar.  If  this  hold,  ’twill  be  an  ill  world  for  Bawdes, 
Chamber-maids  and  Poft-boyes,  I thank  heaven  I have  none  . 
but  his  letters  patents,  things  of  his  own  enditing. 

Arb.  Prince,  this  cunning  cannot  do’t. 

Tigr.  Doe,  What  Sir  ? I reach  you  not. 

Arb.  It  (hall  not  ferve  your  turn.  Prince. 

Tigr.  Serve  my  turn  Sir  ? 

Arb.  I Sir,  it  lhall  not  ferve  your  turn. 

Tigr.  Be  plainer,  good  Sir. 

Arb.  This  woman  lhall  carry  no  more  letters  back  to  your 
Love  Panthea,  by  Heaven  Ihe  lhall  not,  I fay  Ihe  lhall  not. 
M.zr.  This  would  make  a Saint  fwear  like  a fouldier. 


I Tigr.  This  beats  me  more,  King  , than  the  blowes 

you  gave  me. 

Arb.  Take’em  away  both, and  together  let  them  prifoners 
be,  flridly  and  clofely  kept,  or  Sirra,  your  life  lhall  anfw^er 
it,  and  let  no  body  fpeak  with’em  hereafter. 

Tigr.  Well,  I am  fubjecfl  to  you, 

And^mufl:  indure  thefe  pallions  : 

This  is  the  imprifonment  I have  look’d  for  always. 

And  the  deare;rfplace  I would  choole. 

[Exeunt  Tigr.  Spa.  Bac. 

tJMar.  Sir,  you  have  done  well  now. 

Arb.  Dare  you  reprove  it  ? No. 

Arb.  You  mull  be  crolTing  me. 

Mar.  I have  no  letters  Sir  to  anger  yon, 

But  a dry  fonnet  of  ray  Corporals 
ToanoldSuttlerswife,  and  that  I’ll  burn.  Sir. 

’Tis  like  to  prove  a fine  age  for  the  Ignorant. 

iArb.  How  darft  thou  fo  often  forfeit  thy  life .? 

Thou  know’ll: ’tis  in  my  power  to  take  it. 

Mar.  Yes,  and  I know  you  wo’not,  or  if  you  doe,  you’ll 
mifs  it  quickly.  Arb.  Why  ? 

Mar.  Who  lhall  tell  you  of  thefe  childilh  follies 
When  I am  dead  ? who  lhall  put  to  his  power 
To  draw  thofe  vertues  out  of  a flood  of  humors. 

When  they  are  drown’d,  and  make’em  Ihine  again  ? 

No,  cut  rny  head  off: 

Then  you  may  talk,  and  be  believed,  and  grow  worfe. 

And  have  your  too  felf  glorious  temper  rot 
Into  a deep  fleep,  and  the  Kingdom  with  you, 

Till  forraign  fwords  be  in  your  throats,  and  flaughter 
Be  every  where  about  you  like  your  flatterers. 

Do,  kill  me. 

Arb.  Prethee  be  tamer,  good  Mardonius, 

Thouknow’fc  I love  thee,  nay  I honour  thee. 

Believe  it  good  old  Souldier,  I am  thine ; 

But  I am  rack’d  clean  from  my  felf,  bear  with  me, 

Woot  thou  bear  with  me  my  Mardonius  ? 

Enter  Gobrias. 

Mar.  There  comes  a good  man,Iove  him  too, he’s  tempe- 
You  may  live  to  have  need  of  fuch  a vertue,  (rate, 

Rage  is  not  ftill  in  falhion. 

^Arb.  Welcome  good  Gobrias. 

Cob.  My  fervice  and  this  letter  to  your  Grace. 

Arb.  From  whom  ? 

^ob.  From  the  rich  Mine  of  vertue  and  beauty. 

Your  mournfull  Sifter. 

Arb.  She  is  in  prifon,  Gobrias,  is  Ihe  not  ? 

Gob.  She  is  Sir,  till  your  pleafureio  enlarge  her. 

Which  on  my  knees  I beg.  Oh  ’tis  not  fit, 

That  all  the  fweetnefs  of  the  world  in  one. 

The  youth  and  vertue  that  would  tame  wild  Tygers, 

And  wilder  people,  that  have  known  no  manners, 

Should  live  thus  cloiftred  up ; for  your  loves  fake,  > 

If  there  be  any  in  that  noble  heart. 

To  her  a wretched  Lady,  and  forlorn. 

Or  for  her  love  to  you,  which  is  as  much 
As  nature  and  obedience  ever  gave. 

Have  pity  on  her  beauties, 

Arb.  Pray  thee  Hand  up  j ’Tis  true,  fhe  is  too  fair. 

And  all  thefe  commendations  but  her  own, 

Would  thou  had’ft  never  fo  commended  her, 

Or  I nere  liy’d  to  have  heard  it  gobrias ; . 

If  thou  butknfw’ft  the  wrong  her  beautie  does  her. 

Thou  wouldft  in  pity  of  her  b^e  a lyar. 

Thy  ignorance  has  drawn  me  wretched  man, 

Whither  my  lelf  nor  thou  canft  well  tell : O my  fate  I 
I think  Ihe  loves  me,  but  I fear  another 
Is  deeper  in  her  heart : How  thinkft  thou  Gobrias  ? 

Gob.  I dobefeech  your  Grace  believe  it  not. 

For  let  me  perifli  if  it  be  not  falfe.  Good  Sir,  read  her  Letter. 

Mar.  This  Love,  or  what  a devil  it  is  I know  not, begets 
more  mifehiefthan  a Wake.  I had  rather  be  well  beaten, 
ftarv’d,  or  lowfie,  than  live  within  the  Air  on’t.  He  that 
' had 
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A ad  feen  this  brave  fellow  Charge  through  a grove  of  Pikes 
bVt  t’other  day,  and  look  upon  him  now,  will  ne’r  believe 
hi\eyes  again:  if  he  continue  thus  but  two  days  more,  a 
Taylor  may  beat  him  with  one  hand  tied  behind  him. 

Arb.  Alas,  llie  w’ould  be  at  liberty. 

And  there  be  a thoufand  reaibns  (jobrias^ 

Thoufands  that  will  deny ’t : 

Which  if  Hie  knew,  (he  would  contentedly 
Be  where  (he  is : and  blefs  her  vertues  for  it. 

And  me,  though  (lie  were  clofer,  fhe  would,  Cobrus^ 

Good  man  indeed  (he  would. 

gob.  Then  good  Sir,  for  her  fatisfadion. 

Send  for  her  and  with  reafon  make  her  know 
W’ hy  Ihe  muft  live  thus  from  you. 

Arb.  I will ; go  bring  her  to  me.  \_Exeu»t  all. 

Enter  Bedus,  and  two  Sword-men^  and  a Boy. 

Bef.  Y’are  very  welcome  both  ^ fome  (tools  boj^. 

And  reach  a Table  •,  Gentlemen  o’th’  Sword, 

Pray  (it  w’ithout  more  complement;  be  gone  child. 

I have  been  curious  in  the  (earching  of  you, 

Becaufe  I underftand  you  wife  and  valiant  perfons. 

1 We  underhand  our  felves  Sir. 

Bef.  Nay  Gentlemen,  and  dear  friends  o’th’  Sw'ord, 

No  complement  I pray,  but  to  the  caofe 
i hang  upon,  which  in  few,  is  my  honour. 

2 You  cannot  hang  too  much  Sir,  for  your  honour. 

But  to  your  caufe. 

Bef.  Be  wife,  and  fpeak  truth,  my  firft  doubt  is. 

My  beating  by  my  Prince, 

1 Stay  there  a little  Sir,  do  you  doubt  a beating  ? 

Or  have  you  had  a beating  by  your  Prince  ? 

"Bef.  Gentlemen  o’th’  Sword,  my  Prince  has  beaten  me. 

2 Brother,  what  think  you  of  this  cafe? 

1 If  he  has  beaten  him,  the  cafe  is  clear. 

2 If  he  have  beaten  him,  I grant  the  cafe  ; 

But  how.?  we  cannot  be  too  fubtil  in  this  bufinels, 

I fay,  but  how  ? 

Bef  Even  with  his  Royal  hand. 

1 Was  it  a blow  of  love,  or  indignation  ? 

Bef  ’Twas  twenty  blows  of  indignation.  Gentlemen, 
Befides  two  blows  o’th’  face. 

2 Thofe  blows  o’th’  face  have  made  a new  caufe  on’t, 
The  reft  were  but  an  liorriWc  rudenefs. 

1 Two  blows  o’th’  fac^  and  given  by  a worfe  man,  I 
mult  confefs,  as  tire  Sword  men  fay,  had  turn’d  the  bufinefs : 
Markmebrother,  by  a worle  man-,  but  being  by  his  Prince, 
had  they  been  ten,  and  thofe  ten  drawn  teeth,  befides  the 
hazard  of  his  nofe  for  ever  -,  all  this  had  been  but  favours : 
this  is  my  flat  opinion,  which  Tie  die  in. 

2 The  King  may  do  much  Captain,  believe  if,  forbad 
he  crackt  your  Scull  through,  like  a bottle,  or  broke  a Rib 
or  tw'o  with  tofling  of  you,  yet  you  had  lolt  no  honour; 
This  is  (Irange  you  may  imagine,  but  this  is  truth  now 
Captain. 

Bef.  I will  be  glad  to  embrace  it  Gentlemen  ; 

But  how  far  may  he  flrike  me  ? 

1 There  is  another:  a new  caufe  riling  from  the  time 
and  diftance,  in  which  I will  deliver  my  opinion ; he  may 
(trike,  beat,  or  caufe  to  be  beaten;  for  thefe  are  natural 
to  man  ; your  Prince,  I fay,  may  beat  you,  fo  far  forth  as 
his  dominion  reacheth,  that’s  for  the  diltance;  the  time, 
ten  miles  a day,  I rake  it. 

2 Brother,  j^ouerr,  ’tis  fifteen  miles  a da}’’, 
Kisftageist^  his  beatings  are  fifteen.' 

Bef  ’Ti^ne longed,  but  wc  fubjedts  mud — . 

1 Be  fubjccft  to  it  you  are  wife  and  vertuous. 

Bcj.  Obedience  ever  makes  that  noble  ufe  on’t, 

To  which  (dedicate  my  beaten  body  ^ 

I mud  trouble  you  a little  further,  Gentlemen  o’th’  Sword. 

2 No  trouble  at  all  to  us  Sir,  if  we  may 
Profit  your  underdanding,  we  arc  bound  ^ ■ 

By  vertue  ofour chlling  to  uttetour  opinions, 

Shortly,  and  difcreetly.  • 
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Bef  My  fored  bufinefs  is,  I have  been  kick’d. 

2 How  far  Sir  ? 

Bef  Not  to  flatter  my  (elf  in  it,  all  over,  my  fword 
forc’d  but  not  lod  -,  for  difcreetly  I rendred  it  to  fave  that 
imputation. 

1 It  (hew  d dilcretion,  the  bed  part  of  valour. 

2 Brother , this  is  a pretty  caufe,  pray  ponder  on’t  *, 

Our  friend  here  has  been  kick’d. 

1 Hehasfo,  bi-other. 

2 Sorely  he  faies : Now,  had  he  fet  down  here  : 

Upon  the  meer  kick,  ’t  had  been  Cowardly.  | 

1 I think  it  had  been  Cowardly  indeed.  j 

2 But  our  friend  has  redeem’d  it  in  delivering 
His  fword  without  compulfion ; and  that  man 
That  took  it  of  him,  I pronounce  a weakohe, 

And  his  kicks  nullities. 

He  fhould  have  kick’d  him  after  the  delivering 
Which  is  the  confirmation  of  a Coward. 

^Brother,  I take  it,  you  midake  the  quedion  j 
For,  fay  that  I were  kick’d. 

2 I mud  not  fay  fo ; 

Nor  I mud  not  hear  it(})oke  by  the  tongue  of  man. 

You  kick’d,  dear  brother  1 you’re  merry. 

1 But  put  the  cafe  I were  kick’d? 

2 Let  them  put  it  that  are  things  weary  of  their  lives, 
and  know  not  honour } put  the  cafe  you  were  kick’d  ? 

1 I do  not  lay  I was  kickt. 

2 Nor  no  filly  creature  that  wears  his  head  without  a 
Cafe,  his  foul  in  a Skin-coat ; You  kickt  dear  brother  ? 

Bef  Nay  Gentlemen,  let  us  do  what  we  (hall  do, 

Truly  and  honed;|^  good  Sirs  to  the  quedion. 

1 Why  then  I (Sy,  fuppofe  your  Boy  kick’t.  Captain  ? 

2,  The  Boy  may  be  fuppos’d  is  liable. 

I A foolilh  forward  zeal  Sir,  in  my  friend*, 

But  to  the  Boy,  fuppofe  the  Boy  were  kickt. 

Bef  I do  fuppofe  it. 

I Has  your  Boy  a fword  ? 

Bef.  Surely  no’,  I pray  fuppofe  a fword  too. 

1 I do  fuppofe  it}  you  grant  your  Boy  was  kick’t  then. 

2 By  no  means  Captain,  let  it  be  fuppofed  dill ; the 
word  grant,  makes  not  for  us. 

1 I fay  this  mud  be  granted. 

2 This  mud  be  granted  brother? 

1 I,  this  mud  be  granted. 

2 Still  this  mud .? 

1 I fay  this  mud  be  granted. 

2 I,  give  me  the  mud  again,  brother,  you  palter. 

1 I will  not  hear  you,  wafp. 

2 Brother,  1 fay  you  palter,  the  mud  three  times  toge- 
ther ; I wear  as  (harp  Steel  as  another  man,  and  my  Fox 
bites  as  deep,  muded , ray  dear  brother. 

But  to  the  caufe  again. 

Bef.  Nay  look  you  Gentlemen. 

2 In  a word,  1 ha’ done. 

I A tall  man  but  intemperate,  ’tis  great  pity } 

Once  more  fuppole  the  Boy  kick’d.  2 Forward. 

1 And  being  thorowly  kick’d,  laughs  at  the  kicker. 

2 So  much  for  us ; proceed. 

1 And  in  this  beaten  fcorn,  as  I may  call  it. 

Delivers  up  his  weapon  -,  where  lies  the  error? 

Bef  It  lies  i’th’  beating  Sir,  I found  it  four  dayes  fince. 

2 The  error,  and  a fore  one  as  I take  it. 

Lies  in  the  thing  kicking. 

Bef  I underdand  that  well,  ’tis  fo  indeed  Sir. 

1 That  is  according  to  the  man  that  did  it. 

2 There  (prings  a new  branch,  whofe  was  the  foot  ? 

Bef  A Lords. 

1 The  caufe  is  mighty,  but  had  it  been  two  Lords, 

And  both  had  kick’d  you,  if  you  laugh,  ’tis  clear. 

Bef.  I did  laugh. 

But  how  will  that  help  me.  Gentlemen  ? ji. 

2 Yes,  it  (hall  help  you  if  you  laught  aloud. 

Bef  As  loud  as  a kick’d  man  could  laugh,  I laught  Sir. 

I My  reafon  now,  the  valiant  man  is  known 

Bv 
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By  fuffering  and  contemning  •,  you  have 
Enough  of  both,  and  you  are  valiant. 

2 If  he  be  furehe  has  been  kick’d  enough : 

For  that  brave  fufferance  you  fpeak  of  brother, 

Confilts  not  in  a beating  and  away, 

But  in  a cudgell’d  body,  from  eighteen 
To  eight  and  thirty ; in  a head  rebuk’d 
With  pots  of  all  fize,  degrees,  (tools,  and  bed-fla  ves, 

This  fnowes  a valiant  man. 

Bef.  Then  I am  valiant,  as  valiant  as  the  proudeft. 

For  thefe  are  all  familiar  things  to  me  •, 

Familiar  as  my  deep,  or  want  of  money. 

All  my  whole  body’s  but  one  bruife  with  beating, 

I think  I have  been  cudgell’d  with  all  nations, 

And  almoll  all  (Religions. 

2 Embrace  him  brother,  this  man  is  valiant, 

1 know  it  by  my  felf,  he’s  valiant. 

I Captain,  thou  art  a valiant  Gentleman, 

To  bide  upon,  a very  valiant  man . 9 

Bef.  My  equall  friends  o’th’Sword,  I muftrequeftyour 
hands  to  this.  2 ’Tis  fit  it  fhould  be. 

Bef.  Boy,  get  me  fome  winc,and  pen  and  Ink  within : 

Am  I clear.  Gentlemen? 

1 Sir,  the  world  has  taken  notice  what  we  have  done, 
Make  much  of  your  body,  for  I’ll  pawn  my  fteel. 

Men  will  be  coyer  of  their  legs  hereafter. 

Bef.  I mult  requeft  you  goe  along  and  teftife  to  the  Lord 
BacHrm.,vihok  foot  has  ftruck  me,how  you  find  my  caufe. 

2 We  will,  and  tell  that  Lord  he  muft  be  rul’d. 

Or  there  are  thofe  abroad,will  rule  his  Lordlhip.  [^E.veunt. 

Enter  Arbaces  at  one  doovy  andGoh.and  Panthea  at  another. 

Cob.  Sir,  here’s  the  Princefs. 
ydrb.  Leave  us  then  alone. 

For  the  main  caufe  of  her  imprifbnment 

Muft  not  be  heard  by  any  but  her  felf.  [^E.vit  Gob. 

You’re  welcome  Sifter, and  would  to  heaven 

I could  fo  bid  you  by  another  name : 

If  you  above  love  not  fuch  fins  as  thefe, 

Circle  my  heart  with  thoughts  as  cold  as  fnow 
To  quench  thefe  riling  flames  that  harbour  here. 

Ban.  Sir,  does  it  plcafe  you  I fhould  (peak  ? 
cyfrb.  Pleafe  me? 

, I, more  than  all  the  art  of  mufick  can, 

Thy  fpeech  doth  pleafe  me,  for  it  ever  founds. 

As  thou  brought’!!  joyfull  unexpeded  news-, 

And  yet  it  is  not  fit  thou  fhouldlt  be  heard. 

I pray  thee  think  fp.  Pan.  Beitfo,  I will. 

Am  I the  firfl  that  ever  had  a wrong 
; So  far  from  being  fit  to  have  redrefs. 

That  ’twas  unfit  to  hear  it  ? I will  back 
To  prifon,  rather  than  difquiet  you. 

And  wait  till  it  be  fit.  .^rb.  No,  do  not  goej 
For  I will  hear  thee  with  a ferious  thought : 

I have  colleded  all  that’s  man  about  me 
Together  ftrongly,  and  I am  refolv’d 
To  hear  thee  largely,  but  I do  befeech  thee. 

Do  not  come  nearer  tome,  for  there  is 
Something  in  that,  that  will  undoe  us  both. 

Pan.  Alas  Sir,  amivenome?  ylrb.  Yes,  to  me  ^ 
Though  of  thy  felf  I think  thee  to  be 
In  equall  degree  of  heat  or  cold. 

As  nature  can  make : yet  as  unfound  men 
Convert  thefweeteft  and  the  nourifhing’fl  meats 
Into  difeafes  ^ fofball  1 diftemper’d, 

Do  thee,-  I pray  thee  draw  no  nearer  to  me. 

Pan.  Sir,  thisis  that  I would;  lam  of  late 
Shut  from  the  world,  and  why  it  fliould  be  thus. 

Is  all  I wifh  to  know. 

.^4rb.  Why  credit  me  Pantheay 
Credit  me  that  am  thy  brother, 

Thy  loving  brother,  that  there  is  a caufe 
Sufficient,  yet  unfit  for  thee  to  know. 

That  might  undoe  thee  everlaflingly. 


Only  to  hear,  wilt  thou  but  credit  this  ? 

By  Heaven  ’tis  trjje,  believe  it  if  thou  canfL 

Tan.  Children  and  fools  are  ever  credulous, 

And  I am  both,  I think,  for  I believe -, 

If  you  diffemble,  be  it  on  your  head  *, 

I’le  back  unto  my  prifon ; yet  me-thinks 
I might  be  kept  in  feme  place  where  you  are 
For  in  my  felf,  I find  I know  not  what 
To  call  it,  but  it  is  a great  defire 
To  fee  you  often. 

u^rb.  Fie,  you  come  in  a flep,  whatdo you  mean? 
Dear  filter,  do  not  fo : Alas  Pantheay 
Where  I am  would  you  be  ? Why  that’s  the  caufe 
You  are  imprifon’d,  that  you  may  not  be 
Where  I am. 

Fan.  Then  I muft  indure  it  Sir,  Heaven  keep  you^ 

Arb.  Nay,  you  fhall  hear  the  cafe  in  Ihort  Panthea, 
And  when  thou  hear’fl  it,  thou  wilt  blulh  for  me. 
And  hang  thy  head  down  like  a Violet 
Full  of  the  mornings  dew ; There  is  a way 
To  gain  thyfreedome,  but ’tis  fuch  a one 
As  puts  thee  in  worfc  bondage,  and  I know. 

Thou  wouldft  encounter  fire,  and  make  a proof 
Whether  the  gods  have  care  of  innocence, 

Rather  than  follow  it : Know  that  I have  loft. 

The  only  difference  betwixt  manandbeaft, 
Myreafon.  Pan.  Heaven  forbid. 

Arb.  Nay  ’tis  gone  ; 

And  I am  left  as  far  without  a bound. 

As  the  wild  Ocean,  that  obeys  the  winds  •, 

Each  fodain  paflion  throwes  me  where  it  lifts, 

And  overwhelms  all  that  oppofe  my  will ; 

I have  beheld  thee  with  a luftfull  eye  ; 

My  heart  is  fet  on  wickednefs  to  ad 
Such  fins  with  thee,  as  I have  been  afraid 
To  think  of,  ifthoudar’ftconfenttothis. 

Which  I befeech  thee  do  not,  thou  maift  gain 
Thy  liberty,  and  yield  me  a content 
If  not,  thy  dwelling  muft  be  dark  and  clofe. 

Where  I may  never  fee  thee  For  heaven  knows 
That  laid  this  punifhment  upon  my  pride, 

Thy  fight  at  fome  time  will  enforce  my  madnefs 
To  make  a ftart  e’ne  to  thy  ravifhing ; 

Now  fpit  upon  me,  and  call  all  reproaches 
Thou  canft  devife  together,  and  at  once 
Hurle  ’em  againft  me : for  I am  a ficknefs 
As  killing  as  the  plague,  ready  to  feize  thee. 

Pan.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  revile  the  King : 

But  it  is  true,  that  1 fhall  rather  choofe 
To  fearch  out  death,  that  elfe  would  fearch  out  me, 
And  in  a grave  fleep  with  my  innocence. 

Than  welcome  fuch  a fin : It  is  my  fate, 

To  thefe  crofs  accidents  I was  ordain’d, 

And  muft  have  patience  and  but  that  my  eyes 
Have  more  of  woman  in  ’em  than  my  heart, 

I would  not  weep:  Peace  enter  you  again. 

Arb.  Farwell,  and  good  pray  for  me. 

Thy  prayers  are  pure,  that  I may  find  a death 
However  foon  before  ray  paflions  grow 
That  they  forget  what  1 defire  is  fin  j 
for  thither  they  are  tending ; if  that  happen. 

Then  I fhall  force  thee  tho’  thou  wert  a Virgin 
By  vow  to  Heaven,  and  fhall  pull  a heap 
Of  ftrangeyet  uninvented  fin  upon  me. 

Pan.  Sir,  I will  pray  for  you,  yet  you  fhall  know 
It  is  a fullen  fate  that  governs  us. 

For  I could  wife  as  heartily  as  you 
I were  no  lifter  to  you,  I fliould  then 
Imbrace  your  lawfull  love,  fooner  than  health. 

Arb.  Couldft  thou  affeeft  me  then  ? 

Pan.  So  perfe(ftly, 

That  as  it  is , I ne’re  fhall  fway  my  heart. 

To  like  another.  Arb.  Then  I curfe  my  birth, 
Muft  this  be  added  to  my  miferies 
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That  thou  art  willing  too  ? is  there  no  ftop 
To  our  full  happinefsj  but  thefe  meer  foundV 
Brother  and  Sifter  ? 

Pan.  There  is  nothing  elfe, 

But  thefe  alas  will  feparate  us  more 
Than  twenty  worlds  betwixt  us. 
jirb.  I have  liv’d 

To  conquer  men  and  now  am  overthrown 
Only  by  words  Brother  and  Sifter  : where 
Have  thofe  words  dwelling  ? I will  find  ’em  out. 

And  utterly  deftroy  ’ein  •,  but  they  are 
Not  to  be  grafp’d : let  ’em  be  men  or  beafts. 

And  I will  cut  ’em  from  the  Earth, or  Towns, 

And  I will  raze  ’em,  and  thet^  blow  ’em  up : 

Let  ’em  be  Seas,  and  1 will  drink,  ’em  off. 

And  yet  have  unquencht  fire  left  in  my  breaft : 

Let  ’em  be  any  thing  but  meerly  voice. 

Pan.  But  ’tis  not  in  the  power  of  any  force, 

Or  policy  to  conquer  them. 

Arb.  Panthea.  Whatfliall  we  do? 

Shall  we  ftand  firmly  here,  and  gaze  our  eyes  out  ? 

Pan.  Would  I could  do  fo, 

But  I lhall  weep  out  mine. 

Arb.  Accurfed  man, 

Thou  bought’ft  thy  reafon  at  too  dear  a rate. 

For  thou  haft  all  thy  adions  bounded  in 
W’ith  curious  rules,  when  every  beaft  is  free : 

What  is  there  that  acknowledges  a kindred 
But  w'retched  man  ? Who  ever  faw  the  Bull 
Fearfully  leave  the  Heifer  that  he  lik’d 
Becaufe  they  had  one  Dam  ? 

Pan.  Sir,  I difturb  you  and  my  felf  too  j 
’Twere  better  I were  gone. 

Arb.  I will  not  be  lo  foolilh  as  I was, 

Stay,  we  will  love  juft  as  becomes  our  births, 

No  otherwife ; Brothers  and  Sifters  may 
Walk  hand  in  hand  together  i fo  will  we, 

Come  nearer : is  there  any  hurt  in  this  ? 

Pan.  I hope  not. 

Arb.  Faith  there  is  none  at  all : 

And  tell  me  truly  now,  is  there  not  one 
You  love  above  me  ? 

Pan.  No  by  Heaven. 

Arb.  Why  yet  you  lent  unto  Tigranesy  Sifter. 

Pan.  True,  but  for  another : for  the  truth 

Arb.  No  more, 

I’le  credit  thee,  thou  canft:  not  lie. 

Thou  art  all  truth. 

Pan.  But  is  there  nothing  elfe. 

That  we  may  do,  but  only  walk  ? methinks 
Brothers  and  Sifters  lawfully  may  kifs. 

Arb.  And  fo  they  m^y  Parnhea,  fo  will  we, 

And  kils  again  too  *,  we  were  too  fcrupulous, 

And  foolilh,  but  we  will  be  lo  no  more. 

Tan.  If  you  have  any  mercy,  let  me  go 
To  prifon,  to  my  death,  to  any  thing; 

I feel  a fin  growing  upon  my  blood, 

Worfe  than  all  thefe,  hotter  than  yours, 

Arb.  That  is  impolTible,  what  Ihou’d  we  do  ? 

Tan.  Flie  Sir,  for  Heavens  fake. 

Arb.  Sowemuftaway, 

Sin  grows  upon  us  more  by  this  delay. 

^Exeunt  feveral  vtayes. 


ABhs  Quinttps. 

Enter  Mardonius  and  Lygones. 

QlR,  the  King  has  feen  your  Commiftion,  and 
O believes  it,  and  freely  by  this  warrant  gives 
you  power  to  vifit  Prince  Tigranesy  your  Noble  Mafter. 

Lyg.  I thank  his  Grace  and  kifs  nis  hand . 
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Mar.  But  is  the  main  ofall  your  bulinefs  ended  in  this? 

Lyg.  I have  another,  but  a worfe,  1 am  a.tham’d,  it  is 
a bulinefs. 

Mar.  You  ferve  a worthy  perfon,and  a ftranger  I am  fure 
you  are;  you  may  imploy  me  if  you  pleafe  without  your 
purlc,li]ch  Offices  Ihould  ever  be  their  own  rewards. 

Lyg.  1 am  bound  to  your  Noblenefs. 

Mur.  I may  have  need  of  you,  and  then  this  courtefic. 

Ifit  be  any,  is  not  ill  bellowed; 

But  may  1 civilly  defire  the  reft  ? 

I /hall  not  be  a hurter  if  no  helper. 

Lyg.  Sir  you  lliall  know  1 have  loft  a foolilh  Daughter, 

And  with  her  all  my  patience,  pilfer’d  away 
By  a mean  Captain  of  your  Kings. 

(JPfar.  Stay  there  Sir  .• 

If  he  have  reacht  the  Noble  worth  of  Captain, 

He  may  well  claim  a worthy  Gentlewoman, 

Though  lire  were  yours,  and  Noble. 

^ grant  all  that  too ; but  this  wretched  fellow 
Reaches  no  further  than  the  empty  name 
That  lerves  to  feed  him  ; were  he  valiant. 

Or  had  but  in  him  any  noble  nature 

That  might  hereafter  promife  him  a good  man, 

My  cares  were  fo  much  lighter,  and  my  grave 
A fpan  yet  from  me. 

APar.  I confefs  fuch  fellows 
Be  in  all  Royal  Camps, and  have  and  muft  be, 

To  make  the  fin  of  Coward  more  detefted 

In  the  mean  fouldier  that  with  fuch  a foil 

Sets  off  much  valour.  By  defeription 

I fliould  now  guefs  him  to  you,  it  was  TcjfaSy 

I dare  almoft  with  confidence  pronounce  it.  (he. 

Lyg.  ’Tis  fuch  a feurvie  name  as  BejfaSyiiwA  now'  I think  ’tis 

tiAfar.  Captain  do  you  call  him 
Believe  me  Sir,  you  have  a mifery 
Too  mighty  for  your  age : A pox  upon  him, 

For  that  muft  be  the  end  of  all  his  fervice : 

Your  Daughter  was  not  mad  Sir  ? 

Lyg.  No,  would  (he  had  been, 

The  fault  had  had  more  credit : 1 would  doforaethingi 

Mar.  1 would  fain  counfel  you,  but  to  what  1 know  not, 
he’s  fo  below  a beating,  that  the  Women  find  him  not 
worthy  of  their  Diftaves,  and  to  hang  him  were  to  caft  a- 
wayaRope-,  he’s  fuch  an  Airie,  thin  unbodyed  Cow'ard, 
that  no  revenge  can  catch  him:  Tie  tell  you  Sir,  and  tel! 
you  truth  •,  this  Rafcal  fears  neither  God  nor  man,  he  has 
been  fo  beaten:  fuflerance  has  made  him  VVainfeot;  he 
has  had  fince  he  was  firft  a Have,  at  leaft  three  hundred 
Daggers  fet  in’s  head,  as  little  boys  do  new  Knives  in  hot 
meat,  there’s  not  a Rib  in’s  body  o’  my  Confcience  that 
has  not  been  thrice  broken  with  dry  beating  ; and  now  his 
fides  look  like  two  Wicker  Taigets,  every  way  bended-, 
Children  will  flmrtly  take  him  for  a Wail,  and  fet  their 
Stone-bows  in  his  forehead,  he  is  of  fo  bale  a /enfe,  I can- 
not in  a week  imagine  what  ftiall  be  done  to  him. 

Lyg.  Sure  I have  committed  fome  great  fin 
That  this  fellow  Ihould  be  made  my  Rod, 

I would  fee  him,  but  I /hall  have  no  patience. 

<iAfar.  ’Tis  no  great  matter  if  you  have  not : if  a Lam- 
ing of  him,  or  fuch  a toy  may  do  you  pleafure  Sir,  he  has 
it  for  you,  and  I’le  help  you  to  him:  lis  no  news  to  him 
to  have  a Leg  broken,  or  Shoulder  out,  with  being  turn’d 
o’th’ftones  like  a Tanfic ; draw  not  your  Sword  if  you  love 
it ; for  on  ray  Confcience  his  head  will  break  it : vve  ufe 
him  i’th’  Wars  like  a Ram  to  /hake  a wall  withal.  Here 
comes  the  very  perfon  of  him,  do  as  you  fhall  find  your 
temper,  I muft  leave  you:  but  if  you  do  not  break  him  like 
a Bisket,  you  are  much  to  blame  Sir.  \_Exit  Mar. 

Enter  Be/Tus  and  the  Sword  men. 

Lyg.  Is  your  name  BeffM  ? 

Bef.  Men  call  me  Captain  Beffn^. 

Lyg.  Then  Catain  BejfaSy  youaie  a rank  rafcall,  with- 
out  more  exordiums,  a durty  frozen  flave ; and  with  the 
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favor  of  your  friends  here  I will  beat  you. 

2 Smrd.  Pray  ufe  your  pleafure  Sir, 

You  feem  to  be  a Gentleman. 

Lyg.  Thus  Captain  thus-,  thus  twing  your  nole, 

thus  kick,  thus  tread  you.  _ 

'Bef.  I do  befeech  you  yield  your  caufe  Sir  quickly. 

Lyg.  Indeed  I Ihould  have  told  that  firft. 

Bef.  I take  it  fo.  . -a  i 

I Smrd.  Captain,  he  Ihould  indeed,  he  is  miltaicen. 

Lyg.  Sir,  you  (hall  have  it  quickly , and  more  beating, 
you  have  lloln  away  a Lady,  Captain  coward,  and  fuch 
an  one. 

Bef.  Hold,  I befeech  you,  hold  Sir,  I never  yet  ftole  any 
living  thing  that  had  a tooth  about  it. 

Lyg.  I know  you  dare  lie. 

Bef.  With  none  but  Summer  Whores  upon  my  life  Sir, 
my  means  and  manners  never  could  attempt  above  a hedge 
or  hay-cock. 

Lyg.  Sirra,  that  quits  not  me,  where  is  this  Lady  ? do 
that  you  do  not  ule  to  do  j tell  truth,  or  by  my  hand,  I le 
beat  your  Captains  brains  out,  wafc’em,  and  put ’em  m 
again,  that  will  I. 

Bef.  There  was  a Lady  Sir,  I mull  confefs,  once  in  my 
charge : the  Prince  Tigranes  gave  her  to  my  guard  for  her 
fafety,  how  I us’d  her,  Ihe  may  her  felf  report,  (he’s  with 
the  Princejmow : I did  but  wait  upon  her  like  a groom, 
which  lhe‘  wdll  teftife  I am  fure ; if  not,  my  brains  are  at 
your  fervice  when  you  pleafe  Sir , and  glad  I have  ’em 
for  you. 

Lyg.  This  is  moll  likely.  Sir,  I ask  you  pardon,  and  am 
forty  I was  fo  intemperate. 

Bef.  Well  I can  ask  no  more,  you  will  think  it  ftrange 
not  to  have  me  beat  you  at  firll  light. 

Lyg.  Indeed  I would,  but  I know  your  goodnefs  can  for- 
get twenty  beatings,  you  muft  forgive  me. 

Bef.  Yes  there’s  my  hand,  go  where  you  will,  I lhall 
think  you  a valiant  fellow  for  all  this. 

Lyg.  My  daughter  is  a Whore,  I feel  it  now  too lenfiblci 
yet  I will  fee  her,  difeharge  my  felf  from  being  father  to 
her,  and  then  back  to  my  Country, and  there  die,  farwell 
Captain.  \ifxit  Lygo. 

Bef  Farwell  Sir,  farwell,  commend  me  to  the  gentle- 
woman I pray. 

1 Sword.  How  now  Captain  ? bear  up  man. 

Bef.  Gentlemen  o’th’fword , your  hands  once  more ; I 
have  been  kickt  agen,  but  the  foolifh  fellow  is  penitent,  has 
askt  me  Mercy,  and  my  honour’s  fafe. 

2 Sword.  We  knew  that,  or  the  foolilh  fellow  had  better 
have  kickt  his  grandlir. 

Bef  Confirm,  confirm  I pray. 

I Sword.  There  be  our  hands  agen,  now  let  him  come 
and  lay  he  was  not  forry,and  he  fleeps  for  it. 

Bef.  Alas  good  ignorant  old  man,  let  him  go,  let  him 
go,  thefe  courfes  will  undo  him.  {^E.xeitnt  clear. 


Enter  Lygones  and  Bacurius. 


Bac.  My  Lord,your  authority  is  good,  and  I am  glad  it  is 
fo,  for  my  conlent  would  never  hinder  you  from  leeing your 
own  King,  I am  a Minifler,  but  not  a governor  of  this  State, 
yonder  is  your  King,  Tie  leave  you.  {_Exit. 


Enter  Tigranes  and  Spaconia. 


Lyg.  There  he  is  indeed,  and  with  him  my  difloyal  child. 

Tigr.  I do  perceive  my  fault  fo  much,  that  yet  me  thinks 
thou  fhouldffc  not  have  forgiven  me. 

Lyg.  Health  to  your  Majefty. 

Tigr.  What?  good  Lygones  welcome,  what  bufinefs 
brought  thee  hither  ? 

Lyg.  Several  bufinefles.  My  publick  bufinelfes  will  ap- 
pear by  this,  I have  a meflage  to  deliver,  which  if  it  pleale 
you  fo  to  authorize,  is  an  eiflbalTage  from  the  A^rmenian 
State,  unto  Arbaces  for  your  liberty  ; the  offer’s  there  let 
down,  pleafe  you  to  read  it. 

Tigr. There  is  no  alteration  happened  fince  I came  thence? 


Lyg.  None  Sir,  all  is  as  it  was. 

Ttgr.  And  all  our  friends  are  well  ? 

Lyg.  All  very  well. 

Spa.  Though  I have  done  nothing  but  what  was  good,  I 
dare  not  fee  my  Father,  it  was  fault  enough  not  to  acquaint 
him  with  that  good. 

Lyg.  Madam  I Ihould  have  feen  you. 

Spa.  O good  Sir  forgive  me. 

Ly?.  Forgive  you,  why  ? I am  no  kin  to  you,  am  I ? 

Spa.  Should  it  be  meafur’d  by  my  mean  deferts,  indeed 
you  are  not. 

Lyg.  Thou  cobldefl:  prate  unhappily  ere  thou  could  ft  go, 
would  thou  couldftdo  as  well,  and  how  does  your  cuflome 
hold  out  here  ? Spa.  Sir  ? 

Lyg.  Are  you  in  private  Hill,  or  how? 

Spa.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Lyg.  Do  you  take  mony?  are  you  come  to  fell  fin  ye  t ? 
perhaps  I can  help  you  to  liberal  Clients:  or  has  nort  . 
King  caff:  you  ofl'  yet  ? O thou  vile  creature,  whofe  cell 
commendation  is,  that  thou  art  a young  whore,  1 would 
thy  Mother  had  liv’d  to  fee  this , or  rather  that  1 had  died 
ere  I had  feen  it  *,  why  didff:  not  make  me  acquainted  when 
thou  wert  firlt  refolv’d  to  be  a whore,l  would  have  feen  thy 
hot  luff  fatisfied  more  privately : I would  have  kept  a dancer 
and  a whole  confort  of  muficians  in  my  own  houlc  only  to 
fiddle  thee.  Spa.  Sir,  I was  never  whore. 

Lyg.  If  thou  couldfl  not  fay  fomuch  for  thy  felf,  th'.u 
ffiouldll  be  carted. 

Tigr.  Lygones.^  I have  read  it,  and  I like  it,  you  lhall 
deliver  it. "" 

Lyg.  Well  Sir,  I will : but  I have  private  bufinefs  with 
you.  Tigr.  Speak,  what  is’t  ? 

Lyf.  How  has  my  age  deferv’d  fo  ill  of  you,  that  you  can 
pick  no  ftrumpets  i’th’  land,  but  out  of  my  breed  ? 

Tigr.  Strumpets,  good  Lygones  f 

Lyg.  Yes, and  I wilh  to  have  you  know,  1 fcorn  to  get  a 
whore  for  any  prince  alive,  and  yet  fcorn  will  not  help  mc- 
thinks : my  Daughter  might  have  been  fpar’d,  there  were 
enow  befides. 

Tigr.  May  I not  profper  but  Ihe’s  innocent  as  morning 
light  for  me,  and  I dare  fwcar  for  all  the  world. 

Lyg.  Why  is  Ihc  with  you  then?  can  Ihc  wait  on  you 
better  than  your  man,  has  Ihe  a gift  in  plucking offy our 
ftockings,  can  Ihe  make  Cawdles  well  or  cut  your  comes? 
Why  do  you  keep  her  with  you  ? For  a Queen  I know  you 
do  contemn  her,  fo  Ihould  I,  and  every  lubjccff:  elfc  think 
much  at  it. 

Ttgr.  Let ’em  think  much,  but’tis  more  firm  than  earth: 
thou  fcc’ff:  thy  Queen  there. 

Lyg.  Then  have  I made  a fair  hand,  I call’d  her  Whore. 
If  I lhall  fpeak  now  as  her  Father,  I cannot  chufc  but  greatly 
rejoyce  that  Ihe  lhall  be  a Queen : but  if  I lhall  fpeak  to 
you  as  a States-man,lhc  were  more  fit  to  be  your  whore. 

Tior.  Get  you  about  your  bufinefs  to  Arbaces.  now  you 
talk  idlely. 

Lyg.  Yes  Sir,  I will  go,  and  ffialllhcbe  a Qncen?  Ihe 
had  more  wit  than  her  old  Fathcr,when  Ihc  ran  away : lhall 
Ihe  be  Queen?  now  by  my  troth  ’tisfinc.  Tic  dance  out  of 
all  meafure  at  her  wedding ; lhall  I not  Sir  ? 

Tigr.  Yes  marry  lhalt  thou. 

Lyg.  Tie  make  thefe  withered  kexes  bear  my  body  two 
hours  together  above  ground. 

Tigr.  Nay  go, my  bufinefs  requires  haff. 

Lyg.  Good  Heaven  preferve  you,  you  are  an  excellent 
King.  Spa.  Farwell  good  Father. 

Lyg.  Farwell  fweet  vertuous  Daughter,  I never  was  fo 
joyfull  in  all  my  life, that  I remember : lhall  Ihe  be  a Queen  ? 
Now  1 perceive  a man  may  weep  for  joy,  I had  thought  they 
had  lyed  that  faid  fo.  ^Exit  Lygones. 

Ttgr.  Come  my  dear  love. 

Spa.  But  you  may  fee  another  may  alter  that  again. 

Tigr.  Urge  it  no  more,  I have  made  up  a new  ftrong  con- 
llancy,not  to  be  Ihook  with  eyes:  1 know  1 have  the  j^allions 
of  a man,  but  if  I meet  with  any  fubjedt  that  Ihould  hold  my 
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eyes  more  firmly  than  is  fit,  Tie  think  of  thee,  and  run 
away  from  it ; let  that  fuffice.  {Exeunt  all. 

Enter  Bacurius  and  his  Servant, 

Bac.  Three  Gentlemen  without  to  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Ser.  Yes  Sir. 

'Bac.  Let  them  come  in. 

Enter  Beflus  with  the  two  Sword  men. 

Ser.  They  are  entred  Sir  already. 

Bac.  Now  fellows  your  bufinefs  ? are  thefe  the  Gentlemen? 

Bef.  My  Lord,  I have  made  bold  to  bring  thefe  Gen- 
tlemen, my  friends  o’th’  Sword  along  with  me. 

Bac.  I am  afraid  youT  fight  then. 

Bef.  My  good  Lord,  I will  not,  your  Lordfhip  is  much 
miftaken,  fear  not  Lord. 

Bac.  Sir,  I am  forry  for’t. 

Bef.  I ask  no  more  in  honour.  Gentlemen  you  hear  my 
Lord  is  forry. 

Bac.  Not  that  I have  beaten  you,  but  beaten  one  that 
will  be  beaten : one  whofe  dull  body  will  require  a laming, 
as  Surfeits  do  the  diet,lpring  and  fall , now  to  your  Sword- 
men  i what  come  they  for,  good  Captain  Stock-filh  ? 

Bef.  It  feems  your  Lordlhip  has  forgot  my  name. 

Bac.  No , nor  your  nature  neither , though  they  are 
things  fitter  i muftconfefsforany  thing,  than  my  remem- 
brance, or  any  noneft  mans : what  lliall  thefe  Billets  do  •, 
be  pii*G  up  in  my  wood-yard  ? 

Bef.  Your  Lordfhip  holds  your  mirth  ftill,  Heaven  con- 
tinue it  .•  but  for  thefe  Gentlemen,  they  come 

Bac.  To  fwear  you  are  a Coward,  fpare  your  book,  I 
do  believe  it. 

Bef.  Your  Lordlhip  ftill  draws  wide,  they  come  to  vouch 
under  their  valiant  hands  I am  no  Coward. 

Bac.  That  would  be  a fhow  indeed,  worth  feeing : firra 
be  wile,  and  take  Mony  for  this  motion,  travel  with  it, 
and  where  the  name  of  Bejfus  has  been  known  or  a good 
Coward  ftirring,  ’twill  yield  more  than  a tilting.  This  will 
prove  more  beneficial  to  you,  if  you  be  thrifty,  than  your 
Captainihip,  and  more  natural;  men  ofmoft  valiant  hands 
is  this  true  ? 

2 Sword.  It  is  lb,  moft  renowned. 

Bac.  ’Tis  Ibmewhat  ftrange. 

1 Sword.  Lord,  it  is  ftrange,  yet  true*,  we  have  examin- 
ed from  your  Lordfliips  foot  there,  to  this  mans  head,  the 
nature  of  the  beatings ; and  we  do  find  his  honour  is  come 
off  clean  and  fulficient : this  as  our  fwords  fliall  help  us. 

Bac.  You  are  much  bound  to  your  Bil-bow-men,  I am 
glad  you  are  ftraight  again  Captain-,  ’twere  good  you 
would  think  on  fome  way  to  gratifie  them, they  have  under- 
gone a labour  for  you,  Beffasy  would  have  puzl’d  Hercules 
with  all  his  valour. 

2 Sword.  Your  Lordlhip  muft  underftand  we  are  no  men 
o’th’  Law,  that  take  pay  for  our  opinions : it  is  fulficient  we 
have  clear’d  our  friend. 

Bac.  Yet  there  is  fomething  due,  which  I as  toucht  in 
Conicience  will  dilcharge  Captain  *,  Tie  pay  this  Rent  for 
you. 

Bef.  Spare  your  felf  my  good  Lord  j my  brave  friends 
aim  at  nothing  but  the  vertue. 

Bac.  That’s  but  a cold  difeharge  Sir  for  the  pains. 

2 Sword.  OLord,  my  good  Lord. 

Bac.  Benotforaodeft,  I will  give  you  fomething. 

Bef.  They  lhall  dine  with  your  Lordfhip,  that’s  fulficient. 

Bac.  Something  in  hand  the  while , you  Rogues,  you 
Apple-lquires : do  you  come  hither  with  your  botled  valour, 
your  windy  froth,  to  limit  out  my  beatings 

1 Sword.  I do  befeech  your  Lordlhip. 

2 Sword.  O good  Lord. 

Bac.  S’footwhata  heavy  of  beaten  flavesare  here.?  get 
me  a Cudgel  firra,  and  a tough  one. 

2 Sword.  More  of  your  foot,  I do  beleech  your  Lordlhip. 

Bac.  You  fhall,  you  fliall  dog,  and  your  fellow-beagle. 

I Sword.  O’  this  fide  good  my  Lord. 
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Bac.  Off  with  your  fwords,  for  if  you  hurt  ray  foot.  Tie 
have  you  flead  you  Rafcals.  ^ 

1 Sword.  Mine’s  off  my  Lord . 

2 Sword.  I befeech  your  Lordfliip  flay  a little,  my  flrap’s 
tied  to  my  Cod  piece-point : now  when  you  pleafe. 

Bac.  Captain  thefe  are  your  valiant  friends,  you  lone 
for  a little  too  ? ^ = 

Bef  I am  very  well,  I humbly  thank  your  Lordfliip. 

What’s  that  m your  pocket,  hurts  my  Toe  von 

Mungril?  rhy  Buttocks  cannot  be  fo  hard,  out  with  it 
quickly. 

2 Sword.  Here ’tis  Sir,  a fmall  piece  of  Artillery,  that  a 

entleraan  a dear  friend  of  your  Lordfliips  lent  me  with, 
to  get  it  mended  Sir,  for  if  you  mark,  the  nofe  is  fomewhat 
loole. 

Bac.  A friend  of  mine  you  Rafcal .?  I w’as  never  vvearicr 
of  doing  any  thing,  than  kicking  thefe  two  Foot-balls. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Here  is  a good  Cudgel  Sir. 

Bac.  It  comes  too  late  i’me  wear)*,  pray  thee  do  thou 
beat  them. 

2 Sword.  My  Lord,  this  is  foul  play  i’faith,  to  put  a 
frefh  man  upon  us,  men  are  but  men  Sir. 

Bac.  That  jell  fliall  fave  your  bones  ^ Captain,  Rally  up 
your  rotten  Regiment  and  be  gone;  I had  rather  thrafh 
than  be  bound  to  kick  thefe  Rafcals,  till  they  cry’d  ho ; 
Bejfm  you  may  put  your  hand  to  them  now*,  and  then  you 
are  quit.  Farewel,  as  you  like  this,  pray  vifit  me  again, 
’twill  keep  me  in  good  health.  {Exit^zc. 

2 Sword.  H’asadevilifh  hard  foot,  I never  felt  the  like. 

1 Sword.  Nor  I,  and  yet  I am  fure  I have  felt  a hundred. 

2 Sword.  If  he  kick  thus  i’tli’  Dog-daies,  he  will  be  dry 
foundred : what  cure  now  Captain  befides  Oyl  of  Baies  ? 

Bef.  Why  well  enough  I warrant  you,  you  can  go. 

2 Sword.  Yes,  heaven  be  thanked  *,  but  I feel  a flirowd 
ach,  fure  h’as  fprang  my  huckle-bone. 

1 Sword.  I ha’  loft  a lianch. 

Bef.  A little  butter,  friend  a little  butter,  butter  and 
parfeleyanda  foveraign  matter ; frobatum  ejl. 

2 Sword.  Captain  we  muft  requeft  your  hand  now  to  our 
honours. 

Bef  Yes  marry  lhall  ye,  and  then  let  all  the  world  come, 
we  are  valiant  to  our  felves,  and  there’s  an  end. 

1 Sword.  Nay  then  we  muft  be  valiant  *,  O my  ribs. 

2 Sword.  O my  fmall  guts,  a plague  upon  thefe  Iharp- 

toedlhooes,  they  are  murtherers.  {^Exeunt  clear. 

Enter  Arbaces  with  his  fword  drawn. 

aArb.  It  is  refolv’d,  I bare  it  whilft  I could,  lean  no 
more,  I muft  begin  with  murther  of  my  friends,,  and  fo  go 
on  to  that  inceltuous  ravilhing,  and  end  my  life  and  fins 
with  a forbidden  blow,  upon  my  lelf. 

Enter  Mardonius. 

tjd'lar.  What  Tragedy  is  near.?  That  hand  was  never 
wont  to  draw  a fword,  but  it  cry’d  dead  to  fomething. 

eArb.  Mardoniniy  have  you  bid  Gobrias  come .? 

Mar.  How  do  you  Sir  ? 

Arb.  Well,  is  he  coming? 

Mar.  Why  Sir,  are  you  thus?  why  do  your  hands  pro- 
claim a lawlefs  War  againft  your  felf.? 

Arb.  Thou  anfwereft  me  one  queftion  with  an  other,  is 
gobrias  coming  ? zMar.  Sir  he  is. 

Arb.  ’Tis  well,  I can  forbear  your  queftions  then,  be  gone. 

Mar.  Sir,  I have  mark’t. 

Arb.  Mark  lefs,  it  troubles  you  and  me. 

Mar.  You  are  more  variable  than  you  were. 

cArb.  It  may  be  fo. 

Mar.  To  day  no  Hermit  could  be  humbler  than  you  were 
to  us  all. 

Arb.  And  whatoftnis? 

^ar.  And  now  you  take  new  rage  into  your  eyes, as  you 
would  look  us  all  out  of  the  Land. 

I 2 y^rb. 
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j4rb.  I do  confefs  it,  will  that  fatisfie  ? I prethee  get  thee 
gone. 

aJMar.  Sir,  I will  Ipeak. 

Arb.  Will  ye? 

ttJMar.  It  is  my  duty.  I fear  you  will  kill  your  felf : I am 
a fubjedt,  and  you  (hall  do  me  wrong  in’t : ’tis  my  caufe,  and 
I may  fpeak. 

Arb.  Thou  art  not  train’d  in  (in,  it  feems  Mardomm : kill 
my  felf!  by  Heaven  I will  not  do  it  yet ; and  when  I will, 
rietell  thee1;hen:  I (hall  be  fuch  a creature,  that  thou  wilt 
give  me  leave  without  a word.  There  is  a method  in  mans 
wickednefs,  it  grows  up  by  degrees  .•  I am  not  come  fo  high 
as  killing  of  my  felf,  there  are  a hundred  thoufand  fins 
’twixt  me  and  it,  which  I muftdoe,  and  I (hall  come  to’t  at 
laft  ^ but  take  my  oath  not  now,  befatisfied,  and  get  thee 
hence. 

Mar.  I am  forry  ’tis  fo  ill. 

Arb.  Be  forry  then,  true  forrow  is  alone,  gdeve  by  thy 
felf. 

<JMar.  I pray  you  let  me  fee  your  Sword  put  up  before  I 
go  : rie  leave  you  then. 

Arb.  Why  fo  ? what  folly  is  this  in  thee,  is  it  not  as  apt 
to  mifchief  as  it  was  before  ? can  I not  reach  it  thinklt 
thou  ? thefe  are  toyes  for  Children  to  be  pleas’d  with,  and 
not  men,  nowl  am  (afe  you  think;  I would  the  book  of  fate 
were  here,  my  Sw'ord  is  not.fo  fure  but  I would  get  it  out 
and  mangle  that,  that  all  the  deftinies  Ihould  quite  forget 
their  fix't  decrees , and  hafi:  to  make  us  new , for  other  for- 
tunes, mine  could  not  be  worlc,  wilt  thou  now  leave  me  ? 

Mar.  Heaven  put  into  your  bofome  temperate  thoughts, 
I’le  leave  you  though  I fear. 

Arb.  Go,  thou  art  honeft,  why  fiiould  the  hafiy  error  of 
my  youth  be  fo  unpardonable  to  draw  a fin  helplefs  upon 
me  ? 

E>:ter  Gobrias. 

Gob.  There  is  the  King,  now  it  is  ripe. 

Arb.  Draw  near  thou  guilty  man,  that  art  the  authour  of 
the  loathedft  crime  five  ages  have  brought  forth,  and  hear 
me  fpeak-,  curfes  more  incurable,  and  all  the  evils  mans 
body  or  his  Spirit  can  receive  be  with  thee. 

Gob.  Why  Sir  do  you  curfe  me  thus  ? 

Arb.  Why  do  I curfe  thee  if  there  be  a manfubtil  in 
curfes,  .that  exceeds  the  reft,  his  worft  wifh  on  thee,  thou 
haft  broke  my  heart. 

gob.  How  Sir,  have  I preferv’dyou  from  a child,  from 
all  the  arrows,  malice,  or  ambition  could  (lioot  at  you,  and 
have  I this  for  my  pay  ? 

(Mrb.  ’Tis  true,  thou  didftpreferve  me,  and  in  that  wert 
crueller  than  hardiied  murtherers  of  infants  and  their 
Mothers?  thoudidftfaveme  only  till  thou  hadft  ftudied 
out  a way  how  to  deftroy  me  cunningly  thy  felf : this  was  a 
curious  way  of  torturing. 

Gob.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Arb.  Thou  knovvft  the  evils  thou  haft  done  to  me ; doft 
thou  remember  all  thofe  witching  letters  thou  fcnt’ft  unto 
me  to  (Mrmenia.,  fill’d  with  the  praife  of  my  beloved  Sifter, 
where  thou  extol’ft  her  beauty,what  had  I to  do  with  that  ? 
what  could  her  beauty  be  to  me  ? and  thou  didft  write  how 
well  (he  lov’d  me,  doft  thou  remember  this  ? fo  that  I 
doted  fomething  before  1 law-  her. 

Gob.  This  is  true. 

Arb.  Is  it  ? and  when  I was  return’d  thou  knov/ft  thou 
didft  purfue  it,  till  thou  woundft  me  into  fuch  a ftrange  and 
unbeliev’d  affedfion,  as  good  men  cannot  think  on. 
gob.  This  I grant,  I think  I was  the  caufe. 

<Mrb.  Wert  thou  ? Nay  more,  I think  thou  meant’ft  it. 
Gob.  Sir,  I hate  to  lie,  as  I love  Heaven  and  honefty,  I 
did,  It  was  my  meaning, 

Arb.  Be  thine  own  fad  judge, a further  condemnation  will 
not  need,  prepare  thy  felf  to  dy. 

Gob.  Why  Sir  to  dy  ? 

Arb.  Why  (houldft  thou  live  ? was  ever  yet  offender  fo 


impudent,  that  had  a thought  of  Mercy  after  confeffion  of 
a crime  like  this  ? get  out  1 cannot  where  thou  hurl’ft  me 
in, but  I can  take  revenge, that’s  all  the  fwcetnefs  left  for  me. 
Gob.  Now  is  the  time,  hear  me  but  fpeak. 

Arb.  No,  yet  I will  be  far  more  mercifull  than  thou 
wert  to  me  ^ thou  didft  fteal  into  me  and  never  gav’ft  me 
warning;  fo  much  time  as  I give  thee  now,  had  prevented 
thee  for  ever.  Notwithftanding  all  thy  fins,  if  thou  haft 
hope , that  there  is  yet  a prayer  to  lave  thee, turn  and  (peak 
it  to  thy  felf. 

Gob.  Sir,  you  (hall  know  your  fins  before  you  do ’em,  if 
you  kill  me. 

Arb.  1 will  not  ftay  then. 

Gob.  Know  you  kill  your  Father, 

Arb.  How  ? 

gob.  You  kill  your  Father. 

Arb.  My  Father.^  though  1 know’t  for  a lie,  made  out 
of  fear  to  fave  thy  ftained  life  -,  the  very  reverence  of  the 
word  comes  crofs  me,  and  ties  mine  arm  down. 

Gob.  I will  tell  you  that  (hall  heighten  you  again,  I am 
thy  Father,  I charge  thee  hear  me. 

iMrb.  If  it  fhould  be  fo,  as  ’tis  moftfalfc,  and  that  I 
(liould  be  found  a Baftard  ilTue,  the  defpifed  fruit  of  lawlcfs 
luft,  1 (hould  no  more  admire  all  my  wild  palfions  ; but  ano- 
ther truth  (hall  be  wrung  from  thee  ; if  I could  come  by  the 
Spirit  of  pain,  it  (liould  be  poured  on  thee,  till  thou  allow’ft 
thy  felf  more  full  of  lies  than  he  that  teaches  thee. 

Enter  Aranc. 

Ara.  Turn  thee  about,  I come  to  fpeak  to  thee  thou 
wicked  man,  hear  me  thou  tyrant. 

Arb.  1 will  torn  to  thee, hear  me  thou  Strumpet  *,  I have 
blotted  out  the  name  of  Mother,  as  thou  haft  thy  (hame. 

Ara.  My  (liame!  thou  haft  lefs  fiiamc  than  anything; 
why  doft  thou  keep  my  Daughter  in  a prifon?  w hy  dolt 
thou  call  her  Sifter,  and  do  this  ? 

Arb.  Ceafe  thy  ftrange  impudence,  and  anfwer  quickly 
if  thou  contemned  me,  this  will  ask  an  anfwer,  and  have 
it. 

Help  me  Gentle 

Arb.  Guilt  oc^not  help  guilt  though  they  grow  toge- 
ther in  doing  illTyct  at  thepunilhnment  they  lever,and  each 
flies  the  noile  of  other,  think  not  of  help,  anfwer. 

Ar.i.  I will,  to  what? 

Arb.  To  (uch  a thing,  as  if  it  be  a truth  think  what  a 
creature  thou  haft  made  thy  felf,that  didft  not  (hame  to  do, 
what  I mult  blufli  only  to  ask  thee ; tell  me  wiio  I am, 
whofe  (bn  1 am  without  all  circumllancc,  be  thou  as  hafty  as 
my  Sword  will  be  if  thou  refufeft. 

Ara.  Why,you  are  his  fon. 

Arb.  His  Son  ? fwear,  fwear,  thou  worfe  than  woman 
damn’d. 

Ara.  By  all  that’s  good  you  are. 

Arb.  Then  art  thou  all  that  ever  was  known  bad,  now  is 
the  caufe  of  all  my  ftrange  mif  fortunes  come  to  light ; what 
reverence  expeifteft  thou  from  a child,  to  bring  forth  which 
thou  haft  oflended  heaven,  thy  husband,  and  the  Land  ? 
adulterous  witch,  I know  now  why  thou  wouldft  have  poy- 
fon’d  me,  I was  thy  luft  which  thou  wouldft  have  forgot ; 
then  wicked  Mother  of  my  fins,'  and  me,  (how  me  the  way 
to  the  inheritance  1 have  by  thee ; which  is  a Ipacious  world 
of  impious^a(fts,that  I may  foon  poflefs  it ; plagues  rot  thee, 
as  thou  liv’d,  and  fuch  difeafes,  as  ufc  to  pay  luft,  rccom- 
pence  thy  deed. 

Gob.  You  do  not  know  why  you  curfe  thus. 

Arb.  Too  well;  you  are  a pair  of  Vipers*,  and  behold 
theSerpent  you  have  got ; there  is  no  bead  but  if  he  knew 
it,  has  a pedigree  as  brave  as  mine,  for  they  have  more 
defeents,  and  1 am  every  way  as  beaftly  got,  as  far  with- 
out the  compafs  of  Law  as  they. 

Ara.  You  fpend  your  rage  and  words  in  vain,  and  rail 
upon  a guefs  hear  us  a little. 

Arb.  No,  I will  never  hear,  but  talk  away  my  breath. 
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and  die. 

^ob.  Why,  but  you  are  no  Ballard. 

Arb.  How’s  that  ? 

Ara.  Nor  child  of  mine. 

Arb.  Still  you  go  on  in  wonders  tome. 

^ob.  Pray  you  be  more  patient,  I may  bring  comfort  to 
you. 

cArb.  I will  kneel,  and  hear  with  the  obedience  of  a 
child  i good  Father  fpeak,  I do  acknowledge  you,  fo  you 
bring  comfort. 

Cob.  Firll  know,  our  lalt  King , your  fuppofed  Father 
was  old  and  feeble  when  he  married  her,  and  almoU  all 
the  Land  thought  Ihe  was  pall  hope  of  ilTue  from  him. 

Arb.  Therefore  (he  took  leave  to  play  the  whore,  becaufe 
the  King  was  old  ; is  this  the  comfort  ? 

Ara.  What  will  you  find  out  to  give  me  fatisfadion, 
when  you  find  how  you  have  injur’d  me  let  fire  confume 
me,  if  ever  I were  a whore. 

Gob.  For-bear  thefe  Harts,  or  I will  leave  you  wedded  to 
defpair,  as  you  are  now : if  you  can  find  a temper,  my 
breath  lhall  be  a pleafant  wellern  wind  that  cools  and 
blafts  not. 

Arb.  Bring  it  out  good  Father.  Tie  lie,  and  lilten  here 
as  reverently  as  to  an  Angel : if  I breath  too  loud,  tell  me  ^ 
for  I would  be  as  Hill  as  night. 

Gob.  Our  King  I fay,  was  old,  and  this  our  Queen  defir’d 
to  bring  an  heir,  but  yet  her  husband  Ihe  thought  was  pall 
it,  and  to  be  dilhonell  1 think  (he  would  not : if  Ihe  would 
have  been,  the  truth  is,  Ihe  was  watcht  fo  narrowly,  and  had 
fo  (lender  opportunities,fhe  hardly  could  have  been.-  but  yet 
her  cunning  found  out  this  way  ^ Ihe  feign’d  her  felf  with 
child,  and  polls  were  fent  in  hall  throug’nout  the  Land,  and 
humble  thanks  was  given  in  everyChurch,and  prayers  were 
made  for  her  fafe  going  and  delivery ; Ihe  feign’d  now  to 
grow  bigger,  and  perceiv’d  this  hope  of  ifiue  made  her 
fear’d,  and  brought  a far  more  large  relpedl  from  every 
man,  and  faw  her  power  increafe,  and  was  refolv’d,  fince  Ihe 
believ’d,  (lie  could  not  hav’t  indeed,  at  lead  Ihe  would  be 
thought  to  have  a child. 

Arb.  Do  I not  hear  it  well  ? nay  1 will  make  no  noife  at 
all  ^ but  pray  you  to  the  point,  quickly  as  you  can. 

^ob.  Now  when  the  time  was  full,  Ihe  Ihould  be  brought 
to  bed,  I had  a Son  born , which  was  you , this  the  Queen 
hearing  of  mov’d  me  to  let  her  have  you  •,  and  fuch  realbns 
Ihe  (hewed  me,  as  Ihe  knew  would  tie  my  fecrecie,  Ihe  fwore 
you  Ihould  be  King,  and  to  be  Ihort,  1 did  deliver  you  unto 
her,  and  pretended  you  were  dead,  and  in  mine  own  houfe 
kept  a funeral,  and  had  an  empty  coffin  put  in  Earth,  that 
night  this  Queen  feign’d  haltily  to  labour  and  by  a pair  of 
women  of  her  own,  which  Ihe  had  charm’d,  (he  made  the 
world  believe  Ihe  was  delivered  of  you.  You  grew  up  as 
the  Kings  Son,  till  you  were  fix  years  old  •,  then  did  the  King 
dye,  and  did  leave  to  me  Protecfcion  of  the  Realm  j and 
contrary  to  his  own  expedlation,  left  this  Queen  truely  with 
child  indeed,  of  the  fair  Princefs  Panthea : then  Ihe  could 
hav«^4i-iier  hair  and  did  alone  to  me,  yet  durll  not  fpeak 
in  publick,  for  (lie  knew  Ihe  Ihould  be  found  a traytor : and 
her  tale  would  have  been  thought  madnefs,  or  any  thing  ra- 
ther than  truth.  This  was  the  only  caufe  why  (he  did  feek 
topoyfonyou,  and  I to  keep  you  fafe  ^ and  this  the  reafon, 
why  I fought  to  kindle  fome  fparks  of  love  in  you  to  fair 
Panthea,  that  Ihc  might  get  part  of  her  right  again. 

Arb.  And  have  you  made  an  end  now  ? is  this  all  ? if 
not,  1 will  be  (till  till  I be  aged,  till  all  my  hairs  be  Silver. 

Gob.  This  is  all. 

Arb.  And  is  ittrue  fay  you  too  Madam  ? 

Ara.  Yes  heaven  knows  it  is  mod  true. 

Arb.  Pamhea  then  is  not  my  Siller  ? 

(job.  No. 

Arb.  ’feut  can  you  prove  this  ? 

Gob.  If  you  will  give  confent,  elfe  who  dares  go  about  it  ? 

Arb.  Give  confent  ? why  1 will  have  ’em  all  that  know  it 
rackt,  to  get  this  from  ’em,  all  that  wait  without,  come  in, 
what  ere  you  be,  come  in  and  be  partakers  of  my  joy,  O 
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you  are  welcome. 

Enter  Beffils, Gentlemen,  ^lAvdoulus,  and  other  attendants. 

Arb.  The  bed  news,  nay  draw  no  nearer,  tney  all  (hall 
hear  it,  I am  found  no  King. 

(iJdlar.  Is  that  fo  good  news  ? 

Arb.  Yes  the  happielt  news  that  ere  was  heard. 

zJMar . Indeed  ’ewere  well  for  you  if  you  misht  be  a 
little  lefs  obey’d. 

Arb.  One  call  the  Queen. 

eJMar.  Why  fhe  is  there. 

Arb.  The  Queen  <tJMardomui , Panthea  is  the  Queen  and 
I am  plain  Arbaces-,  go  fome  one,  fne  is  in  Gobnas  houfe, 
fince  I faw  you  there  are  a thouland  things  delivered  to  me, 
you  1 ittle  dream  of  ^Exit  a Gent. 

Mar.  So  it  Ihould  feem  my  Lord,  v^hat  fury’s  this  ? 

(job.  Believe  me  ’tis  no  fury,  all  that  he  laies  is  truth. 

Mar.  ’Tis  very  Hrange. 

Arb.  Why  do  you  keep  your  hats  off  Gentlemen  ? is 
it  to  me  I fwear  it  muft  not  be  •,  nay,  trull  me,  in  good 
faith  it  mull  not  be , I cannot  now  command  you,  but  I 
pray  you  for  the  refpedt  you  bare  me,  when  you  took  me  for 
your  King,  each  man  clap  on  his  hat  at  my  defire. 

Mar.  We  will,  you  are  not  found  fo  mean  a man,  but 
that  you  may  be  cover’d  as  well  as  we,  may  you  not  ? 

<Arb.  O not  here,  you  may,  but  not  I,  for  here  is  my 
Father  in  prefence. 

Mar.  Where  ? 

Arb.  Why  there : O the  whole  (lory  would  be  a wilder- 
nefsto  lofe  thyfelf  for  ever;  O pardon  me  dear  Father  for 
all  the  idle  and  unreverent  words  that  I have  fpoke  in  idle 
moods  to  you : I am  eArbaces.^  we  all  fellow-fubjecfts, 
nor  is  the  Ql^een  T^anthea  now  my  Sifter. 

Bef.  Why  if  you  remember  fellow-fubjefl  Arbaces'^  I 
told  you  once  (he  was  not  your  Spier : I,  and  Ihe  lookt  no- 
thing like  you. 

Arb.  I think  you  did,  good  Captain  BeffHs. 

Bef.  Here  will  arife  another  queltion  now  amongll  the 
Sword-men,  whether  1 be  to  call  him  to  account  for  beating 
me,  now  he  is  proved  no  King. 

Enter  Lygones. 

ejhiar.  Sir  here’s  Lygones.^  the  agent  for  the  Armenian 
State. 

Arb.  Where  is  he  ? I know  your  bufinefs  good 
Lygones. 

Lyg.  We  mud  have  our  King  again,  and  will. 

Arb.  I knew  that  was  your  bufinefs : you  lhail  have  your 
King  again,  and  have  him  fo  again  as  never  King  was  had, 
go  one  of  you  and  bid  Bacunm  bring  Ttgranes  hither  •, 
and  bring  the  Lady  with  him,  that  Panthea,  the  Queen 
Panthea  lent  me  word  this  morrning,  was  brave  Ttgranes 
millrels.  ffw.  two  Cent. 

Lyg.  ’Tis  Spaconia. 

Arb.  I,  I,  Spaconia. 

Lyg.  She  is  my  Daughter. 

Arb.  She  is  fo : I could  now  tell  any  thing  I never  heard : 
your  King  lliall  go  fo  home,  as  never  man  went. 

Mar.  Shall  he  go  on’s  head  ? 

Arb.  He  fhall  have  chariots  caller  than  air  that  I will 
have  invented  ; and  ne’re  think  one  ffiall  pay  any  ranfonie, 
and  thy  felf  that  art  the  melfenger,  (halt  ride  before  him 
on  a horle  cut  outof  an  intire  Diam.ond,  thatfiiallbe  made 
to  go  with  golden  wheeles,  I know  not  how  yet. 

Lyg.  Why  I lhall  be  made  for  ever?  they  beli’d  this  King 
with  us,  and  faid  he  was  unkind. 

Arb.  And  then  thy  Daughter,  Ihe  ffiall  have  fome  Hrange 
thing,  wee’l  have  the  Kingdom  fold  utterly,  and  put  into  a 
toy  which  (he  ffiall  wear  about  her  carelefly  fome  where  or 
other.  See  the  vertuous  Queen  •,  behold  the  humblefl  lubjedl 
. that  you  have  kneel  here  before  you. 

^ Enter 
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Enter  Panthea  and  i Cent, 

Pan.  Why  kneel  you  to  me  that  am  your  VafTal  ? 

.Arb.  Grant  me  one  requeft-. 

Pan.  Alas  what  can  I grant  you  ? what  I can,  I will. 

u4rb.  That  you  will  pleafe  to  marry  me  if  I can  prove  it 
lawfull. 

Pan.  Is  that  all  ? more  willingly  than  I would  draw  this 
air. 

j4rb.  I’le  kifs  this  hand  in  earnelt. 

2 Gent.  Sir,  Tigranes  is  coming  though  he  made  it 
flrange  at  firft,  to  fee  the  Princefs  any  more. 

Enter  Tigranes  and  Spaconia. 

cyirb.  The  Queen  thoumeanell,  O my  Tigrmes.  Pardon 

me,  tread  on  my  neck,  I freely  offer  it,  and  if  thou  beeft  fo 
given  take  revenge,  for  I have  injur’d  thee. 

Tigr.  No,  I forgive,  and  rejoyce  more  that  you  have 
found  repentance,  than  I my  liberty. 

oArb.  Mayeft  thou  be  happy  in  thy  fair  choice,  for  thou 
art  temperate,  Youowenoranfomtotlieftate,  know  that 

I have  a thoufand  joyes  to  tell  you  of,  which  yet  I dare  not 
utter  till  I pay  my  thanks  to  Heaven  for  ’em : Will  you  go 
with  me  and  help  Tne  ? pray  you  do. 

Tigr.  I will. 

Arb.  Take  then  your  fair  one  with  you ; and  j^ou  Queen 
of  goodnefs  and  of  us , 0 give  me  leave  to  take  your 
arm  in  mine:  come  every  one  that  takes  delight  in 
goodnefs,  help  to  fiog  loud  thanks  for  me,  that  I am  prov’d 
no  King. 

• 
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THE 


SCORNFUL  LADY 


A 


COMEDY 


M.I 


Elder  Lovelefi,  a Shtor  to  the  Lady. 
rfl»»^'Lovele(s,  a Prodigal. 

Savil,  steward  to  Elder  Lovelefi. 

Younglove,  or  Abigal,  a waiting  Gentlewoman* 
Welford,  a Sutor  to  the  Lady. 

Sir  Roger,  Curate  to  the  Lady. 


Perfbns  R eprefented  in  the  Play. 


f Captain, 
jTravailer, 


CTabaco-nian,j 
IVenchet. 

Fidlers. 

Morecraft,  an  Vfirer. 
A Rich  IVidow. 
Attendants. 


^Hangers  on  to  Toung  Lovelefi 


Elder  Love. 


B 


Enter  the  two  Lovelefles,  Savil  the  Steward^  and  a Page* 


Rother,is  your  laft  hope  pall  to  mollifie 
Morecrafts  heart  about  your  Morgage? 
Toung  Love.  Hopeleflypafti  Phave 
prefented  the  Ufurer  with  a richer 
draught  than  ever  CUopatra  fwallowed  •,  he  hath  fuckt  in  ten 
thoufand  pounds  worth  of  my  Land,  more  than  he  paid  for 
at  a gulp,  without  Trumpets. 

El.  Lo.  I have  as  hard  a task  to  perform  in  this  hdufe.  • 

To.  Lo.  Faith  mine  was  to  make  an  Ufurer  hoileft,  or  to 
lole  my  Land. 

£1.  Lo.  And  mine  is  toperfwade  a pafTionate  woman,  or 
to  leave  the  Land.  Make  the  boat  ftay,l  fear  I lhall  begin  ray 
unfortunate  journey  this  night,  though  the  darknefs  of  the 
night  and  the  roughnefs  of  the  waters  might  eafily  dilTwade 
an  unwilling  man. 

Savil.  Sir,  your  Fathers  old  friends  hold  it  the  founder 
courfe  for  your  body  and  eftate  to  ftay  at  home  and  marry, 
and  propagate  and  govern  in  our  Country,  than  to  Travel 
and  die  without  ilTue. 

El.  Lo.  Savilj  you  fliall  gain  the  opinion  of  a better 
fervant,  in  feekihg  to  execute,  not  alter  my  will,  howfoe- 
ver  my  intents  fucceed. 

To.  Lo.  Yonder’s  Miftres  Brother,  the  grave 

rubber  of  your  MiflxefTes  toes. 

Enter  Mi  fires  Younglove  the  waiting  woman. 

El.  Lo.  lAi^tt%Tojinglove. 

Toung.  Mafter  Lovelefs^  truly  We  thought  your  fails  had 
beenhoift:  rayMiftres  is  perfwaded  you  are  Sea-fick  ere 
this.  ^ 

El.  Lo.  Loves  Ihe  her  ill  taken  up  refolution  fo  dearly  ? 
Didfl  thou  move  her  from  me  ? 

Toung.  By  this  lightthat  Ihines,  there’s  no  removing  her, 
iflhegeta  0ifFe  opinion  by  the  end.  I attempted  her  to  day 


when  they  fay  a woman  can  deny  nothing. 

£1.  Lo.  What  critical  minute  was  that  ? 

Toung.  When  her  fraock  was  ovar  her  ears:  but  flie  Was 
no  more  pliant  than  if  it  hung  about  her  heels. 

• El.  Lo.  I prethee  deliver  my  fervice,  and  fay,  I defire  to 
fee  the  dear  caule  of  my  banifhment and  then  for  France. 

Toung.  rie  do’t : hark  hither,  is  that  your  Brother  ? 

El.  Lo.  Yes,  have  you  loft  your  memory  t 

Toung.  As  I live  he’s  a pretty  fellow.  [Exit. 

To.  Lo.  O this  is  a fweet  Brache. 

El.  Lo.  Why  fhe  knows  not  you. 

To.  Lo.  No,  but  fhe  offered  me  once  to  know  her ; to  this 
day  (he  loves  youth  of  Eighteen  •,  fhe  heard  a tale  how  Cupid 
flf  uck  her  in  love  with  a great  Lord  in  the  Tilt-yard,  but 
he  never  faw  her ; yet  fhe  in  kindnefs  would  needs  wear  a 
Willow-garland  at  his  Wedding.  She  lov’d  all  the  Players 
in  the  laft  Queens  time  once  over : fhe  was  (truck  when  they 
a<fted  Lovers,  and  forfook  fome  when  they  plaid  Murthersm 
She  has  nine  Spur-royals.,  and  the  fervants  fay  (he  hoards  old 
gold  *,  and  (he  her  felf  pronounces  angerly,  that  the  Far- 
mers eldeft  fbn,  or  her  Miftres  Husbands  Clerk  (hall  be, 
that  Marries  her,  (hall  make  her  a joynture  of  fourfeore 
pounds  a year ; fhe  tells  tales  of  the  ferving-  men. 

El.  Lo.  Enough,  Lknow  her  Brother.  1 (hall  intreat  you 
only  to  falute  my  Miftres,  and  take  leave,  we’l  part  at  the 
Stairs. 

Enter  Lady  and  waiting  worn  en. 

Lady.  Now  Sir,  this  firft  part  of  yoUr  will  is  performed : 
what’s  the  reft  ? 

El.  Lo.  Firft,  let  me  beg  your  notice  for  this  Gentleman 
my  Brother. 

Lady.  I fnall  take  it  as  a favour  done  to  me,  though  the 
Gentleman  hath  received  but  an  untimely  grace  from  you, 

yet 
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yet  rny  charitable  difpofition  would  have  been  ready  to 
done  him  freer  courtelies  as  a ftranger,  than  upon  thofe  cold 


Elder  Lov.  Your  own  eyes  were 


commendations.  . 

To.  Lo,  Lady,  my  falutations  aave  acquaintance  and 

leave  at  once. 

Lady.  Sir  I hope  you  are  the  mafter  of  your  own  dccali- 

[_£xit.  Yo.  Lo.  and  Savil. 
El  Lo.  Would  I were  fo.  Miftris,  for  me  to  praife  o- 
ver  again  that  worth,  which  all  the  world,  and  you  yoiy: 
felfcanfee. 

Lady.  It’s  a cold  room  this , Servant. 

El  Lo.  Miftris. 

La.  What  think  you  if  I have  a Chimney  for’f,  out  here  ? 
El  Lo.  Miftris,  another  in  my  place,  that  were  not  tyect 
to  believe  all  your  acftions  juft,  would  apprehend  himlelf 
wrong’d : But  I whole  vertues  are  conftancy  and  obedience. 
La.  Toanglove^  make  a good  fire  above  to  warm  me  after 

my  £xordtHm\ 

El.  Lo.  I have  heard  and  feen  your  affability  to  be  fuch, 
that  the  fervants  you  give  wages  to  may  fpeak. 

La.  ’Tistrue,  ’tistrue*,  butthey  fpeak  toth’purpofe. 
El.Lo.  Miftris,  your  will  leads  my  fpeeches  from  the  pur- 
pofe.  But  as  a man 

La.  A Simile  fervant?  This  room  w as  built  for  honeft 
meaners,  that  deliver  themfelves  haftily  and  plainly, and  are 
gone.  Is  this  a time  or  place  (or  Exordiums y and  Similes 
and  Metaphors}  If  you  have  ought  to  fay,  break  into’t: 
my  anfwers  Ihall  very  reafonably  meet  you. 

El.  Lo.  Miftris  I came  to  fee  you. 

La.  That’s  happily  dilpatcht,  the  next. 

El.  Lo.  To  take  leave  of  you. 

La.  To  begone.^ 

ElLo.  Yes. 

La.  You  need  not  have  defpair’d  of  that,  nor  have  us’d 
fo  many  circumftances  to  win  me  to  give  you  leave  to  per- 
form my  command  *,  is  there  a third  ? 

£1.  Lo.  Yes,  I had  a third  had  you  been  apt  to  hear  it. 

La.  I.?  Never apter.  Fall: (good fervant) faft. 

£1.  Lo.  ’Twas  to  intreat  you  to  hear  reafon. 

La.  Moft  willingly,  have  you  brought  one  can  fpeak  it? 
El.  Lo.  Laftly,  it  is  to  kindle  in  that  barren  heart  love 
and  forgivenefs. 

La.  You  would  ftay  at  home  ? 

El.  Lo.  Yes  Lady. 

La.  Why  you  may,  and  doubtlefly  will,  when  you  have 
debated  that  your  commander  is  but  your  Miftris,  a woman, 
aw’eak  one,  wildly  overborn  withpalfions;  but  the  thing 
by  her  commanded,  is  to  fee  Do-yerj  dreadful  cli fie,  palling 
in  a poor  Water-houfe  ^ the  dangers  of  the  mercilefs  Chan- 
nel ’twixt  that  and  Calhsy  five  long  hours  fail,  with  three 
poor  w’eeks  viduals. 

£l  Lo.  You  wrong  me. 

La.  Then  to  land  dumb,  unable  to  enquire  for  an  Eng- 
lilh  hoaft,  to  remove  from  City  to  City,  by  moft  charge- 
able Poft-horfe,  like  one  that  rode  in  queft  of  his  Mother 
tongue. 

El.  Lo.  You  wrong  me  much. 

La.  And  all  thefe  (almoft  invincible  labours)  performed 
for  your  Miftris,  to  be  in  danger  to  forfake  her,  and  to  put ' 
on  new  allegeance  to  fonie  French  Lady,  who  is  content  to 
change  language  with  your  laughter,  and  after  your  whole 
year  fpent  in  Tennis  and  broken  Ipeech,  to  Hand  to  the  ha- 
zard of  being  laught  at,  at  your  return,  and  have  tales 
made  on  you  by  the  Chamber-maids. 

ElLo.  You  wrong  me  much. 

La.  Louder  yet. 

El.Lo.  You  know  your  leaft  word  is  of  force  to  make 
me  feek  out  dangers,  move  me  not  with  toyes:  but  in 
this  banifhment,  Imufttake  leave  to  fay,  you  are  unjuft: 
w'as  one  kifs  forc’t  from  you  in  publick  by  me  fo  unpardon- 
able ? Why  all  the  hours  of  day  and  night  have  feen  us 
kifs. 

La.  ’Tis  true,  and  fo  you  told  the  company  that  heard 
nae  chide. 


not  dearer  to  you 

than  1. 

Lady.  And  fo  you  told  ’em. 

Elder  Lo.  I did,  yet  no  fign  of  difgrace  need  to  have 
ftain’d  your  cheek : you  your  felf  knew  your  pure  and 
limple  heart  to  be  moft  unfpotted,  and  free  from  the  leaft 
bafenefs. 

Lady.  I did : But  if  a Maids  heart  doth  but  once  think 
that  Ihe  is  fufpeded,  her  own  face  will  write  her  guilty. 

Elder  Lo.  But  where  lay  this  difgrace?  The  world  that 
knew  us,  knew  our  relblutions  well : And  could  it  be  hop’d 
that  I Ihould  give  away  my  freedom  ; and  venture  a perpe- 
tual bondage  with  one  I never  kift  ? or  could  1 in  ftriift  wif 
dom  take  too  much  love  upon  me,  from  her  that  chofe  me 
for  her  Husband  ? 

Lady.  Believe  me  •,  if  my  Wedding-fmbek  were  on. 
Were  the  Gloves  bought  and  given,  the  Licence  come. 
Were  the  Rol^mary-branches  dipt,  and  all^ 

The  Hipochrift  and  Cakes  cat  and  drunk  off^ 

Were  thele  two  armesincompaft  with  the  hands 
Of  Bachelors  to  lead  me  to  the  Church, 

Were  my  feet  in  the  door,  were  I John,  laid. 

If  John  Ihould  boaft  a favour  done  by  me, 

I would  not  wed  that  year  .•  And  you  I hope. 

When  you  have  fpent  this  year  commodioufly, 

In  atchieving  Languages,  will  at  your  return 
Acknowledge  me  more  coy  of  parting  with  mine  eyes, 

Than  fuch  a friend : More  talk  I hold  not  now 
If  you  dare  go. 

Elder  Lo.  I dare,  you  know : Firft  let  me  kifs. 

Lady.  Farcwcl  fwcet  Servant,  your  task  perform’d. 

On  a new  ground  as  a beginning  Sutor, 

I (hall  be  apt  to  hear  you. 

Elder  Le.  Farcwel  cruel  Miftres.  fE.vif  Lady. 

Enter  Young  Lovclcfs,  Savil. 

Tonng  Lo.  Brother  you’l  hazard  the  lofing  your  tide  to 
(jravejend".  you  have  a long  half  mile  by  Land  to<jreene- 
wich  ? 

Elder  Lo.  I go : but  Brother,  what  yet  unheard  ofcourfc 
to  live,  doth  your  imagination  flatter  you  with?  Yoiu:  or- 
dinary means  are  devour’d. 

Tonng  Lo.  Courfe  ? why  Horle-courfing  I think.  Con- 
fume  no  time  in  this : I have  no  Eftatc  to  be  mended  by  me- 
ditation : he  that  bufics  himfclfabout  my  fortunes  may  pro- 
perly be  faid  to  bufic  himfclfabout  nothing. 

Elder  Lo.  Yet  fomc  courfe  you  muft  take,  which  for  my 
fatisfadtion  rcfolvc  and  open  ; if  you  will  lhape  none,  I muft 
inform  you  that  that  man  but  pcrfwadcshimfelf  he  means 
to  live,  that  imagines  not  the  means. 

ToHug  Lo.  Why  live  upon  others,  as  others  have  lived 
upon  me. 

Elder  Lo.  I apprehend  not  that : you  have  fed  others,  and 
confcquently  dispos’d  of  ’em : and  the  fame  meafure  muft 
you  expedt  from  your  maintainers,  which  will  be  too  heavy 
an  alteration  for  you  to  bear. 

Tonng  Lo.  Why  I’le  purfe  •,  if  that  raife  me  not,  I’lebct 
at  Bowling-allcyes,  or  man  Whores;  I would  fain  live  by 
others : but  I’lc  live  whilft:  I amunhang’d,  and  after  the 
thought’s  taken. 

Elder  Love.  I fee  you  arc  ty’d  to  no  particular  imploiment 
then? 

Tonng  Lo.  Faith  I maychoofe  my  courfe  : they  fay  na- 
ture brings  forth  none  but  Ihc  provides  for  them : I’le  try 
her  liberality. 

Elder  Lo.  Well,  to  keep  your  feet  out  of  bafe  and  dange- 
rous paths,  I have  refolved  you  Ihall  live  as  Maftcrof  my 
Houle.  It  Ihall  be  your  care  Savil  to  fee  him  fed  and  cloath- 
ed,  not  according  to  his  prefent  Eftatc,  but  to  his  birth  and 
former  fortunes. 

Tonng  Lo.  If  it  be  refer’d  to  him,  if  I be  not  found  in  Car- 
nation Jearfie-ftockins,  blew  devils  breeches,  with  the  gards 
down, and  my  pocket  i’th’fleevesjl’lc  n’er  look  you  i’th’  face 
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Sa.  A comelier  wear  I wufs  it  is  than  thoie  dangling  | 
flops. 

Elder  Lo.  To  keep  you  readie  to  do  him  all  fervice  peace- 
ably, and  him  to  command  you  reafonably,  I leave  thefe  fur- 
ther directions  in  writing,  which  at  your  bell  leafure  toge- 
ther open  and  read. 

Enter  Younglove  to  them  with  a Jewell. 

jihig.  Sir,  my  Miftrefs  commends  her  love  to  you  in  this 
token,  and  thefe  words  *,  it  is  a lewell  ((he  fayes)  which  as 
a favour  from  her  Ihe  would  requefl:  you  to  wear  till  your 
years  travel  be  performed : which  once  expired,  Ihe  will 
haltily  expeCt  your  happy  return. 

Elder  Lo.  Return  my  fervice  with  fuch  thanks,  as  fhe  may 
imagine  the  heart  of  a fuddenly  over-joyed  man  would  wil- 
lingly utter,  and  you  I hope  1 fhall  with  flender  arguments 
perfwade  to  wear  this  Diamond,  that  when  my  Miftris  fhall 
through  my  long  abfcuce,  and  the  approach  of  new  Suitors, 
offer  to  forget  me  •,  you  may  call  your  eye  down  to  your 
finger,  and  remember  and  fpeak  of  me : She  will  hear  thee 
better  than  thofe  allied  by  birth  to  her  j as  we  fee  many  men 
much  fwayed  by  the  Grooms  of  their  Chambers,  not  that 
they  have  a greater  part  of  their  love  or  opinion  on  them, 
than  on  others,  but  for  that  they  know  their  fecrets.  * 

Ahi.  O’  my  credit  I fwear,  I think  ’twas  made  for  me : 
Fear  no  other  Suitors. 

Elder  Love.  I fhall  not  need  to  teach  you  how  to  difcre- 
dit  their  beginning,  you  know  how  to  take  exception  at 
their  fhirts  at  wafhing,  or  to  make  the  maids  fwear  they 
found  plafters  in  their  beds. 

Ahi.  I know,  I know, and  do  not  you  fear  the  Suitors. 

Elder  Lo.  Farewell, be  mindfull,  and  be  happie  •,  the  night 
calls  me.  {Exeum  omnes^r^ter  Toanglove. 

Ahi.  The  Gods  of  the  Winds  befriend  you  Sir*,  a con- 
ftant  and  a liberal  Lover  thou  art,  more  fuch  God  fend  us. 

Enter  Welford. 

Wei.  Let  ’em  not  ftand  flill,  we  have  ■ 

Ahi.  A fuitor  I know  by  his  riding  hard,rie  not  be  feen. 

Wei.  A prettie  Hall  this,  no  Servant  in’t  ? I would  look 
frefhly. 

Ahi.  You  have  delivered  your  errand  to  me  then:  there’s 
no  danger  in  a hanfome  young  fellow ; Tie  fhew  my  felf. 

Wei.  Lady,  may  it  pleafe  you  to  bellow  upon  a ftranger 
the  ord,inary  grace  of  falutation : Are  you  the  Lady  of  this 
houfe  j? 

Ahi.  Sir,  I am  worthily  proud  to  be  a Servant  of  hers. 

W el.  Lady,  I Ihould  be  as  proud  to  be  a Servant  of  yours, 
did  not  my  fo  late  acquaintance  make  me  defpair. 

Ahi.  Sir,  it  is  not  fo  hard  to  atchieve,  but  nature  may 
bring  it  about. 

Wei  For  thefe  comfortable  words,  I remain  your  glad 
Debtor.  Is  your  Lady  at  home  ? 

Ahi.  She  is  no  llragler  Sir. 

Wei.  May  her  occafions  admit  me  to  fpeak  with  her  J 

Ahi.  If  you  come  in  the  way  of  a Suitor,  No. 

Wei.  I know  your  affable  vertue  will  be  moved  to  per- 
fwadcher,  that  a Gentleman  benighted  and  ftrayed,  offers 
to  be  bound  to  her  for  a nights  lodging. 

i^bi.  I will  commend  this  raelfage  to  h^butT  you  aim 
at  her  body,  you  will  be  deluded  : other  wmn^oTOie  houfe- 
hold  of  good  carriage  and  government;  upon'any  of  which 
if  you  can  cafllyour  affeCtion,  they  will  perhaps  be  found  as 
faithfull  and  riot  lb  coy.  [^E.vit  Younglove. 

Wei.  What  a skin  full  of  lull  is  this  ? I thought  I had 
cornea  wooing,  and  I am  the  courted  partie.  This  is  right 
Court  fafhion : Men,  Women,  and  all  woo,  catch  that  catch 
may.  If  this  foft  hearted  woman  have  infufed  any  of  her 
tendernefs  into  her  Lady,  there  is  hope  fhe  will  be  plyant. 
But  who’s  here  ? 

Enter  Sir  Roger  the  Curate. 

Linger.  Gad  fave  you  Sir.  My  Lady  lets  you  know  fhe  dc- 
fires  to  be  acquainted  with  your  name,  before  fhe  confer 
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with  you  ? 

Wei.  Sir,  my  name  calls  me  Welford. 

Jioger.  Sir,  you  are  a Gentleman  of  a good  name.  Tie 
try  his  wit. 

Wei.  I will  uphold  it  as  good  as  any  of  my  Anceftors  had 
this  two  hundred  years  Sir. 

Roger.  I knew  a worlliipfull  and  a Religious  Gentleman 
of  your  name  in  the  Bifhoprick  of  Durham.  Call  ’'  ou  him 
Coufen  ? ‘ 

Wei.  I am  only  allyed  to  his  vertues  Sir. 

Roger.  It  is  modeftly  faid  : I fhould  carry  the  badge  of 
your  Chriflianity  with  me  too. 

Wei.  What’s  that,  a Crofs  ? there’s  a tefler.  | 

Roger.  I mean  the  name  v/hich  your  God-fathers  and  1 
God  mothers  gave  you  at  the  Font.  / 

Wei.  ’Tis  Harry : but  you  cannot  proceed  orderly  now  ! 
in  your  Catechifm;  for  you  have  told  me  who  gave  me 
that  name.  Shall  1 beg  your  name  ? 

Roger.  Roger. 

Wei.  What  room  fill  you  in  this  houfe  ? 

Roger.  More  rooms  than  one. 

Wei.  The  more  the  merrier : but  may  my  boldnefs  know, 
why  your  Lady  hath  fent  you  to  decypher  my  name  ? 

Roger.  Her  own  words  were  thefe ; To  know  whether 
you  were  a formerly  denyedSuitor,difguifcd  in  this  meffage: 
for  I can  affure  you  file  delights  notin  Thalame  .*  Hymen  and 
fhe  are  at  variance,  I fliall  return  with  much  hafl. 

HExit  Roger. 

Wei.  And  much  fpeed  Sir,  I hope  *.  certainly  I am  arri- 
ved amongft  a Nation  of  new  found  fools,  on  a Land  where 
no  Navigator  has  yet  planted  wit^  if  I had  forefecn  it,  I 
would  have  laded  my  breeches  with  bells,  knives,  copper,  ; 
andglafles,  to  trade  with  women  for  their  virginities ; yet  j 
I fear,  I fhould  have  betrayed  my  felf  to  a needlefs  charge 
then : here’s  the  walking  night  cap  again. 

Enter  Roger. 

Roger.  Sir,  my  Ladies  pleafure  is  to  fee  you;  who  hath 
commanded  me  to  acknowledge  her  forrow,  that  you  muft 
take  the  pains  to  come  up  for  fo  bad  entertainment. 

Wei.  I fhall  obey  your  Lady  that  fent  it, and  acknowledge 
you  that  brought  it  to  be  your  Arts  Mailer. 

Rog.  I am  but  a Batchelor  of  Art,  Sir;  and  I have  the 
mending  of  all  under  this  roof,  from  my  Lady  on  her  down- 
bed,  to  the  maid  in  the  Peafe-llraw. 

Wei.  A Cobler,  Sir  ? 

Ro^er.  No  Sir , I inculcate  Divine  Service  within  thefe 
Walls. 

lYf/.But  the  Inhabitants  of  this  houfe  do  often  imploy  you 
on  errands  without  any  fcruple  of  Confcience. 

Rog.  Yes,  1 dotake  the  air  many  mornings  on  foot,  three 
or  four  miles  for  eggs : but  why  mdve  you  that } 

Wei.  To  know  whether  it  might  become  your  funcfhion  to 
bid  my  man  to  negled  his  horlca  little  to  attend  on  me. 

Roger.  Mofl  properly  Sir. 

Wei.  I pray  you  doe  fo  then : the  whilfl  I will  attend  your 
Lady.  You  dired  all  this  houfe  in  the  true  way } 

Roger.  I doe  Sir. 

VVel.  And  this  door  I hope  conduds  to  your  Lady  ? 

Rog.  Your  underllanding  is  ingenious.  [Ex.feveraliy 

Enter  young  Lovelefs  and  Savil,  with  a writing. 

Sa.  By  your  favour  Sir,  you  fhall  pardon  me  ? 

To.  Lo.  1 fliall  beafyour  favour  Sir,  crofs  me  no  more  j I 
fay  they  fhall  come  in. 

Savil.  Sir,  you  forget  who  lam? 

To.  Lo.  Sir,  I do  not  ^ thou  art  my  Brothers  Steward,  his 
call  off  mill-money,  his  Kitchen  Arithmetick. 

Sa.  Sir,  I hope  you  will  not  make  fo  little  of  me  ? 

To.  Lo.  1 make  thee  not  fo  little  as  thou  art : for  indeed 
there  goes  no  more  to  the  making  of  a Steward,  but  a fair 
/wpn'wfef,  and  then  a reafonable  Item  infus’d  into  him,  and 
the  thing  is  done. 

Sa.  Nay  then  you  flir  my  duty,  and  I mufltell  you  ? 

K To. 
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Tomg  Lo.  What  vvouldft  thou  tell  me,  how  Hopps 
grow,  or  hold  Ibme  rotten  difcourfe  of  Sheep,  or  when 
our  Lady-day  falls?  Prethee  farewel,  and  entertain  my 
friends,  be  drunk  and  burn  thy  Table-books : and  my  dear 
(park  of  velvet,  thou  and  1. 

Sa.  Good  Sir  remember? 

ToungLo.  I do  remember  thee  a foolilh  fellow,  one  that 
did  put  his  trull;  in  Almanacks,  and  Horfe-fairs,  and  role 
by  Hony  and  Pot-butter.  Shall  they  come  in  yet  ? 

Sa.  Nay  then  I mait  unfold  your  Brothers  pleafiirc,  thefe 
be  the  lelfons  Sir,  he  left  behind  him. 

Tomg  Lo.  Prethee  expound  the  fiiTt. 

S.^.  1 leave  to  maintain  my  houfe  three  hundred  pounds 
a year  \ and  my  Brother  to  difpofe  of  it. 

Tomg  Lo.  Mark  that  my  wicked  Steward,  and  I difpofe 
of  it? 

Sav.  Whileft  he  bears  himfelf  like  a Gentleman,  and 
my  credit  falls  not  in  him.  Mark  that  my  good  young  Sir, 
mark  that. 

Tomg  Lo.  Nay,  if  it  be  no  more  I lhall  fulfil  it,  whillt  my 
Legs  will  carry  me  I’le  bear  my  felf  Gentleman-like,  but 
when  I am  drunk,  let  them  bear  me  that  can.  Forward 
dear  Steward. 

Sav.  Next  it  is  my  will,  that  he  be  furniHied  (as  my  Bro- 
ther) with  Attendance,  Apparel,  and  the  obedience  of  my 
people. 

Tomg  Lo.  Steward  this  is  as  plain  as  your  old  Minikin- 
breeclies.  Your  wifdom  will  relent  now,  will  it  not?  Be 

mollified  or you  underlhand  me  Sir,  proceed  ? 

Sav.  Ne.\t,that  my  Steward  keep  his  place,  and  power, 
and  bound  my  Brother’s  wildnefs  with  his  care. 

Tomg  Lo.  Tie  hear  no  more  of  this  Jpocryploay  bind  it  by 
it  felfSteward. 

Sav.  This  is  your  Brothers  will,  and  as  I take  it,  he  makes 
no  mention  of  liich  company  as  you  would  draw  unto  ou. 
Captains  of  Gallyfoills,  fuch  as  in  a clear  day  have  feen 
CalUs.,  fellows  that  have  no  more  of  God,  than  their  Oaths 
come  to:  they  wear  fwords  to  reach  fire  at  a Play,  and  get 
there  the  oyl’d  end  of  a Pipe,  for  their  Guerdon : then  the 
remnant  of  your  Regiment,  are  wealthy  Tobacco-Mar- 
chants,  that  fet  up  with  one  Ounce, and  break  for  three : to- 
gether with  a Forlorn  hope  of  Poets,  and  all  thefe  look  like 
Carthufians,  things  without  linnen : Are  thefe  fit  company 
for  my  Mailers  Brother  ? 

Tonng  Lo.  1 will  either  convert  thee  (O  thou  Pagan  Ste- 
ward) or  prefently  confound  thee  and  thy  reckonings,  who’s 
there  ? Call  in  the  Gentlemen. 

Sav.  Good  Sir. 

Tomg  Lo.  Nay,  you  fliall  know  both  who  I am , and 
where  1 am. 

Sav.  xYre  you  my  Mafiers  Brother  ? 

Tonng  Lo.  Are  you  the  fage  Mailer  Steward,  with  a face 
like  an  old  Sphemerides  ? 

Enter  his  Comrades,  Captain,  Traveller,  d c. 

Sav.  Then  God  help  us  all  I fay. 

Tonng  Lo.  I,  and  ’tis  w'ell  faid  my  old  peer  of  France-. 
welcome  Gentlemen,  welcome  Gentlemen  , mine  own  dear 
Lads  y’are  richly  welcome.  Know  this  old  Harry  Groat. 
Cap.  Sir  I will  take  your  love. 

Sav.  Sir,  you  will  take  my  Purfe. 

Cap.  And  fludy  to  continue  it. 

Sav.  I do  believe  you. 

Tray.  Your  honorable  friend  and  Mafiers  Brother, 
lath  given  you  to  us  for  a worthy  fellow,  and  fo  we  hugg  | 
you  Sir.  ° i 

Sav.  Has  given  himfelf  into  the  hands  of  Varkts,  not  to  ■ 
3e  carv  d out.  Sir,  are  thefe  the  pieces  ? 

Tomg  Lo.  They  are  the  Morals  of  the  Age,  thevertucs, 
men  made  of  gold, 

Sav.  Of  your  gold  you  mean  Sir. 

Tomg  Lo.  This  is  a man  of  War,  and  cryes  go  on,  and 
wears  his  colours. 

Sav.  In’snofe. 


Tomg  Lo.  In  the  fragfant  field.  This  is  a Traveller 
Sir,  knows  men  and  manners,  and  has  plow’d  up  the  Sea 
fo  far  till  both  the  Poles  have  knockt,  has  feen  the  Sun  take 
Coach,  and  can  diftingailli  the  colour  of  his  Horfes,  anc 
their  kinds,  and  had  a F landersTA^st  leapt  there. 

Sav,  ’Tismuch. 

Tra.  I have  feen  more  Sir. 

Sav.  ’Tis  even  enough  o’  Confcicnce  •,  fit  down,  and  ref : 
you,  you  are  at  the  end  of  the  world  already.  Would  you 
had  as  good  a Living  Sir,  as  this  fellow  could  lie  you  out  of, 
he  has  a notable  gift  in’t. 

TomgLo.  This  miniflers  the  fmoak,  and  this  the  Mufes. 
Sav.  And  you  the  Cloaths,  and  Meat,  and  Money,  you 
have  a goodly  generation  of ’em,  pray  let  them  multiply, 
your  Brothers  houfe  is  big  enough,  and  to  fay  truth,  h’as 
too  much  Land,  hang  it  durt. 

TomgLo.  Why  now  thou  art  a loving  flinkard.  Fireof' 
thy  Annotations  and  thy  Rent-books,  t-hou  hall  a weak 
brain  Savil,  and  with  the  next  long  Bill  thou  wilt  run  mad. 
Gentlemen,  you  are  once  more  w'elcome  to  three  hundrec 
pounds  a year  •,  we  will  be  freely  merry,  fhall  we  not  ? 

Capt.  Merry  as  mirth  and  wine,  my  lovely  Lovelefs. 

Toer.  A ferious  look  fliall  be  a Jury  to  excommunicate 
any  man  from  our  company. 

Tra,  We  will  not  talk  wilely  neither  ? 

Tomg  Lo.  What  think  you  Gentlemen  by  all  this  Reve- 
nue in  Drink  ? 

C.ipt.  I am  all  for  Drink. 

Tra.  1 am  dry  till  it  be  fo. 

Toet.  He  that  will  not  cry  Amen  to  this,  let  him  live  fo- 
ber,  feem  wife,  and  dye  o’th’  Coram. 

TomgLo.  It  lhall  be  fo,  we’l  have  it  all  in  Drink,  let 
Meat  and  Lodging  go,  they  are  tranlitory,  and  file  w men 
meerly  mortal : then  we’l  have  Wenches,  every  one  his 
Wench,  and  every  week  a frefii  one ; we’l  keep  no  powder- 
ed flefii : all  thefe  we  have  by  warrant,  under  the  title  of 
things  neceflary.  Flerc  upon  this  place  I ground  it.  The 
obedience  of  my  people,  and  all  necellaries .-  your  opinions 
Gentlemen  ? 

Capt.  ’Tis  plain  and  evident  that  he  meant  Wenches. 

Sav.  Good  Sir  let  me  expound  it  ? 

Cipt.  Here  be  as  found  men,  as  your  fcIfSir. 

Poet.  This  do  I hold  to  be  the  iuterpretation  of  it: 
In  this  word  Neceflary,  is  concluded  all  that  be  helps  to 
Man  \ Woman  was  made  the  firlt,  and  therefore  here  the 
cliiefefl. 

Tomg  Lo.  Believe  me  ’tis  a learned  one  •,  and  by  thefe 
words,  file  obedience  of  my  people, you  Steward  being  one, 
are/bound  to  fetch  us  Wenches. 

Capt.  He  is,  he  is. 

Tomg  Lo.  Steward,  attend  us  for  infirudlions  ? 

Sav.  But  will  you  keep  no  houfe  Sir  ? 

TomgLo.  Nothing  but  drink  Sir,  three  hundred  pounds 
in  drink. 

Sav.  O miferable  houfe, and  miferable  I that  live  to  fee  it ! 
Good  Sir  keep  fome  meat. 

Tomg  Lo.  Get  us  good  Whores,  and  for  your  part, 
rie  board  you  in  an  Alehoufe,  you  fliall  have  Cheefe  and 
Onions. 

Sav.  What  fliall  become  of  me,  no  Chimney  fmoaking? 
Well  Prodigal,  your  Brother  will  come  home.  t^xu. 

Tomg  Lo.  Come  Lads,  I’le  warrant  you  for  Wenches, 
three  hundred  pounds  in  drink.  omnts. 
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Secunctus^  Seen  a Trim  a. 

fw^f'rLady,  her  Stfier  Welford,  Younglove, 

and  others. 

Lady.  QlR,  now  you  fee  your  bad  lodging,  I mufl:  bid  you 
O goodnight. 

Wd.  Lauy  if  there  be  any  want,  ’tis  in  want  of  you. 

Lady.  A little  fleep  will  eafe  that  complement.  Once 
more  good  night. 

Wei.  Once  more  dear  Lady,  and  then  all  fweet  nights. 

Lady.  Dear  Sir  be  Ihort  and  fweet  then. 

Wei.  Shai!  the  morrow  prove  better  to  me,  fliall  I hope 
my  fute  happier  by  this  nights  reft.? 

Lady.  Is  your  fute  fo  fickly  that  reft  will  help  it?  Pray 
ye  let  it  reft  then  till  I call  for  it.  Sir  as  a ftranger  you  have 
had  all  my  welcome : but  had  I known  your  errand  ere  you 
came,  your  palfage  had  been  ftraiter.  Sir,  good  night. 

Welford.  So  fair,  and  cruel,  dear  unkind  good  night. 

[Exit  Lady. 

Nay  Sir,  you  (hall  ftay  with  me.  Tie  prefs  your  zeal  fo  far. 

O Lord  Sir. 

Wei.  Do  you  love  Tobacco  ? 

Rog.  Surely  1 lOve  it,  but  it  loves  not  me  ^ yet  with  your 
reverence  Tie  be  bold. 

Wei.  Pray  light  it  Sir.  How  do  you  like  it  ? 

Rog.  1 promife  you  it  is  notable  ftinging  geer  indeed.  It 
is  wet  Sir,  Lord  how  it  brings  down  Rheum? 

Wei.  Handle  it  again  Sir,  you  have  a warm  text  of  it. 

Rog.  Thanks  ever  promifed  for  it.  I promife  you  it  is 
very  powerful,  and  by  a Trope,  fpirituali  for  certainly  it 
moves  in  fundry  places. 

Wei.  I,  it  does  fo  Sir,  and  me  efpecially  to  ask  Sir,  why 
you  wear  a Night-cap. 

Rog.  Afl'uredly  1 will  fpeak  the  truth  unto  you : you  fnall 
underftand  Sir,  that  my  head  is  broken,  and  by  whom  ^ e- 
ven  by  that  vifible  beaft  the  Butler. 

Wei.  The  Butler  ? certainly  he  had  all  his  drink  about 
him  when  he  did  it.  Strike  one  of  your  grave  Cafibek? 
The  offence  Sir? 

Rog.  Reproving  him  at  Tra-tripSir,  for  fwearing;  you 
have  the  total  furely. 

Wei.  You  told  him  when  his  rage  was  fet  a tilt,  and  fo  he 
crackt  your  Canons.  1 hope  he  has  not  hurt  your  gentle 
reading ; But  Ihall  we  fee  thefe  Gentlewomen  to  night. 

Rog.  Have  patience  Sir  until  our  fellow  Nicholas  be  de- 
ceaft,  that  is,  afleep : for  fo  the  word  is  taken : to  fleep  to 
dye,  to  dye  to  fleep,  a very  figure  Sir. 

Wei.  Cannot  you  call  another  for  the  Gentlewomen  ? 

Rog.  Not  till  the  man  be  in  his  bed,  his  grave;  his  grave, 
his  bed ; the  very  fame  again  Sir.  Our  Comick  Poet  gives 
the  reafon  fweetly  •,  Plenm  rimaram  efi^  he  is  full  of  loope- 
holes,  and  will  dilcover  to  our  Patronefs. 

Wei.  Your  comment  Sir  has  made  me  underftand  you. 

Enter  Martha  Ladies  Sifter,  Younglove, 
to  them  with  a Tojjet. 

Rog.  Sir  be  addreft,  the  graces  do  falute  you  with  the  full 
bowl  of  plenty.  Is  our  old  enemy  entomb’d  ? 

Abig.  He’s  fafe  ? ^ , 

Rog.  And  does  he  fnore  out  fupinely  with  tlW  Poet  ? 

Mar.  No,  he  out-fnores  the  Poet.  ' 

Wei.  Gentlewoman,  this  courtefie  lhail  bind  a ftranger 
to  you,  ever  your  fervant. 

Marl  Sir,  my  Sifters  ftriflnefs  make  not  us  forget  you 
are  a ftranger  and  a Gentleman. 

Abig.  In  footh  Sir,  were  I chang’d  into  my  Lady,  a 
Gentleman  fo  well  indued  with  parts,  fhould  not  be  loft. 

Wei.  I thank  you  Gentlewoman,  and  reft  bound  to  you. 
See  how  this  foul  familiar  chewes  the  Cud : From  thee,  and 
three  and  fifty  good  Love  deliver  me. 

Mar.  Will  you  fit  down  Sir,  and  take  a fpoon  ? 

Wei.  I take  it  kindly.  Lady. 
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Mar.  It  is  our  beft  banquet  Sir. 

Rog.  Shall  we  give  tnanks .? 

Wei.  1 have  fo  the  Gentlewomen  already  Sir. 

Mar  Good  Sir  Roger,  keep  that  breath  to  cool  your 
part  o th  Polfet,  you  may  chance  have  a i'calding  zeal  elle  1 
and  you  will  needs  be  noing,  pray  cell  your  twenty  to  your 
leJt.  Wouluyoii  could  li.ce  tins  Sir  ? 

W l.  \ would  your  Sifter  would  like  me  as  well  Lady. 

Mar.  Sure  Sir,  the  would  not  eat  you;  but  banifh  that 
nnagmationj  flje’s  only  wedded  to  hcrfelf,  lyes  with  her 
fell,  and  lov.s  her  felt  ^ andfor  another  Husband  than  ncr- 
feif,  he  may  knock  at  the  gate,  but  ne’re  come  in  ; be  wife 
Sir,  file  s a Woman,  and  a trouble,  and  has  her  many  faults, 
the  leaft  of  which  is,  flie  cannot  love  you. 

Abig.  God  pardon  her,  Ihe’l  do  worfe , would  I were 
worthy  his  leaft  grief,  Miitris  Martha. 

Wei.  Now  I muft  over-hear  her. 

Mar.  Faith  would  thou  hadft  them  all  with  all  my  heart  ^ 

I do  not  think  they  w'ould  make  thee  a day  older. 

Abig.  Sir,  will  you  put  in  deeper,  ’tis  the  fweeter. 

Aiar.  Well  faid  old  fayings. 

Wei.  She  looks  like  one  indeed.  Gentlewoman  yon 
keep  your  word , your  fweet  felf  has  made  the  bottom 
fweeter. 

Abig.  Sir,  I begin  a frolick,  dare  you  change  Sir.? 

Wei.  My  felf  for  you,  fo  pleafe  you.  That  fmile  has 
turn’d  my  ftomach  ; this  is  right  the  old  Embleme  of  the 
Moyle  cropping  of  Thiftles ; Lord  what  a hunting  head  Ihe 
carries,  fure  Ihe  has  been  ridden  with  a Martingale.  Now 
love  deliver  me. 

Rog.^  Do  I dream,  or  do  I w’ake  ? furely  I know  not ; am 
Irub’doff?  Is  this  the  way  of  all  my  morning  Prayers?  Oh 
Rooer,  thou  art  butgrafs,  and  woman  as  a flower.  Did  I for 
this  confume  my  quarters  in  Meditation,  V’owcs,  and  wooed 
her  in  Heroical  tpiftles?  Did  I expound  the  Owl,  and  un- 
dertook with  labour  and  expcnce  the  rccolledion  of  thofe- 
thoufand  Pieces,  confum’d  in  Cellars,  and  Tabacco  fliops  of 
that  our  honour’d  Englijhman  Ni.  Br.  Have  1 done  this, 
and  am  I done  thus  too  ? I will  end  with  the  wife  man,  and 
fay,  He  that  holds  a Woman,  has  an  Eel  by  the  tail. 

Mar.  Sir  ’tis  fo  late,  and  our  entertainment  (meaning 
our  Poflet)  by  this  is  grovvn  fo  cold,  that ’twerc  an  unman- 
nerly part  longer  to  hold  you  fiom  your  reft : let  what  the 
hoiife  has  be  at  your  command  Sir. 

Wei.  Sweet  reft  be  with  you  Lady  j and  to  you  what  you 
delire  too.  [Exeim. 

Abig.lt  (hould  be  fome  fiich  good  tiling  like  your  iclf  then. 

Wei.  Heaven  keep  me  from  that  curfe,  and  all  my  illlie. 
Good  night  Antiquity. 

Rog.  Solamen  Miferis  focios  habitijfe  Dolor  is : but  I alonc. 

Wei.  Learned  Sir,  will  you  bid  my  man  come  to  me  ? and 
requefting  a greater  meafure  of  your  learning,  goodnight, 
good  Mafter  Roger. 

Rog.  Good  Sir,  peace  be  with  you.  [Sxit  Roger. 

Wei.  Adue  dear  Domtne.  Half  a dozen  fuch  in  a King- 
dom would  make  a man  forfwear  confellion : for  who  that 
had  but  half  his  wits  about  him,  would  commit  the  Counld 
of  a ferious  fin  to  fuch  a cruel  Night-cap  ? Why  how  now 
fhall  w'e  have  an  Antick  ? Enter  Servant. 

Whofe  head  do  you  carry  upon  your  flioulders,  that  you 
jole itfoagainftthc  Poft  ? Is’tfor  your  eafe?  Or  have  you 
feen  the  Celler  ? Where  are  my  flippers  Sir  ? 

Ser.  Here  Sir. 

Wei,  Where  Sir?  have  you  got  the  pot  V’erdugo?  have 
you  feen  the  Horfes  Sir  ? 

Ser.  Yes  Sir. 

Wcl.  Have  they  any  meat  ? 

Ser.  Faith  Sir,  they  have  a kind  of  wholefome  Rufhes, 
Hay  I cannot  call  it. 

Wei.  And  no  Provender  ? 

Ser.  Sir,  fo  I take  it. 

Wei.  You  are  merry  Sir,  and  why  fo? 

Ser.  Faith  Sir,  here  are  no  Oats  to  be  got,  imlefs  yen  ! 

' have ’em  inPorredge:  the  people  arc  fo  mainly  given  to 
‘ . K fp'^on-  I 
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Ipoon-meat ; yonder’s  a caftof  Coach-mares  of  the  Gentle- 
womans, the  ftrangeft  Cattel.  Wei.  Why  ? 

Ser.  Why,  they  are  tranfparentSir,  you  may  fee  through 
them:  and  fiich  a houfe  / 

Wei.  Come  Sir,  the  truth  of  your  dilcovery. 

Ser.  Sir,  they  are  in  tribes  like  Jewes:  the  Kitchin  and 
the  Dayrie  make  one  tribe,  and  have  their  fac^fion  and  their 
fornication  within  themfelves  ^ the  Buttery  and  the  Landry 
are  another,  and  there’s  no  love  loll ; the  chambers  are  in- 
tire, and  what’s  done  there , is  fomewhat  higher  than  my 
knowledge : but  this  I am  fure,  between  thefe  copulations, 
a ftranger  is  kept  vertuous,  that  is,  falling.  But  of  all  this 
the  drink  Sir. 

Wei.  What  of  that  Sir  ? 

Ser.  Faith  Sir,  I will  handle  it  as  the  time  and  your  pati- 
ence will  give  me  leave.  This  drink,  or  this  cooling  Julip, 
of  which  three  fpoonfuls  kills  the  Calenture,  a pint  breeds 
the  cold  Pallie. 

Wei.  Sir,  you  bely  the  houfe. 

Ser.  I would  I did  Sir.  But  as  I am  a true  man,  if ’twcre 
but  one  degree  colder,  nothing  but  an  Afles  hoof  would 
hold  it. 

Wei.  I am  glad  on’t  Sir,  for  if  it  had  proved  ftronger,  you 
had  been  tongue  ti’d  of  thefe  commendations.  Light  me 
the  candle  Sir,  Tie  hear  no  more.  [E.veHfit. 

Enter  young  Lovelefs  and.  his  Comrades,  with  wencUs, 
and  two  F idler s. 

TiJ.Lo.Comemybravemanofwar,  trace  out  thy  darling, 
And  you  my  learned  Council,  lit  and  turn  boyes, 

Kifs  till  the  Cow  come  home,  kifs  clofe,  kifs  dole  knaves. 
My  Modern  Poet,  thou  (halt  kifs  in  couplets. 

Enter  with  Wine. 

Strike  up  you  merry  varlets,  and  leave  your  peeping, 

This  is  no  pay  for  Fidlers. 

Capt.  O my  dear  boy,  thy  Hercules,  thy  Captain 
Makes  thee  his  his  delight,  hisfolace. 

Love  thy  brave  man  of  war,  and  let  thy  bounty 

Clap  him  in  Shamois : Let  there  be  deduded  out  of  our  main 

Five  Marks  in  hatchments  to  adorn  this  thigh,  (potation 

Crampt  with  this  relt  of  peace,  and  1 will  fight 

Thy  battels. 

To.  Lo.  Thou  llialt  hav’t  boy,  and  fly  in  Feather, 

Lead  on  a March  you  Michers. 

Enter  Savill. 

Savill.  O my  head,  O my  heart,  what  a noyfe  and  change 
is  here .'  would  I had  been  cold  i’th’  mouth  before  this  day, 
and  ne’re  have  liv’d  to  fee  this  dilTolution.  He  that  lives 
within  a mile  of  this  place,  had  as  good  deep  in  the  perpe- 
tual noyfe  of  an  Iron  Mill.  There’s  a dead  Sea  of  drink  i’th’ 
Seller,  in  which  goodly  vellels  lye  wrackt,  and  in  the  middle 
of  this  deluge  appear  the  tops  of  flagons  and  black  jacks, 
like  Churches  drown’d  i’th’  marllies. 

To.  Lo.  What,  art  thou  come?  My  fweet  Sir  wel- 
come to  Troy.  Come  thou  (halt  kifs  my  Helen,  and  court 
her  in  a dance. 

Sav.  Good  Sir  confider 

To.  Lo.  Shall  we  conlider  Gentlemen  ? How  fay  you? 

Capt.  Confider  ? that  were  a Ample  toy  i’faith, conlider  ? 
whofe  moral’s  that  ? The  man  that  cryes  confider  is  our  foe : 
let  my  Heel  know  him. 

Tomg  Lo.  Stay  thy  dead  doing  hand,he  mull  not  die  yet ; 
prethee  be  calm  my  HeLlor  i 

Capt.  Pcafant  Have,  thou  groom  compos’d  of  grudgings, 
live  and  thank  this  Gentleman,  thou  hadlt  feen  Pluto  efle. 
The  next  confider  kills  thee. 

Trav.  Let  him  drink  down  his  word  again  in  a gallon  of 
Sack  ? 

Poet.  ’Tisbut  a fnu.fle,  make  it  two  gallons,  and  let  him 
doe  it  kneeling  in  repentance. 

Savil.  Nay  rather  kill  me, there’s  but  a lay-man  loll.  Good 
Captain  doe  your  office  ? 


T oung  Lo.  Thou  llialt  drink  Steward,  drink  and  dance  my 
Steward.  Strike  him  a horn-pipe  fqueakers,take  thy  driver, 
and  pace  her  till  fhe  flew. 

Savil.  Sure  Sir,  I cannot  dance  with  your  Gentlewomen, 
they  are  too  light  for  me,  pray  break  my  head,  and  let 
me  gpe  ? 

Capt.  He  (hall  dance,  he  lliall  dance. 

ToungLo.  He  lhall  dance,  and  drink,  and  be  drunk  and 
dance,  and  be  drunk  again,  and  fliall  fee  no  meat  in  a 
year. 

Poet.  And  three  quarters  ? 

ToungLo.  And  three  quarters  be  it. 

('apt.  Who  knocks  there  ? let  him  in. 

Enter  Elder  Lovelefs  difgitifed. 

Savill.  Some  to  deliver  me  1 hope. 

Elder  Lo.  Gentlemen,  God  favc  you  all,  mybulinefs  is 
to  one  Mailer  Lovelefs  ? 

Capt.  This  is  the  Gentleman  you  mean ; view  him,  and 
take  his  Inventor ic,  he’s  a right  one. 

Elder  Lo.  He  promifcs  no  lefs  Sir. 

ToungLo.  Sir,  your bufinefs? 

Elder  Lo.  Sir,  I Ihould  let  you  know,  yeti  am  loth,  yet 
I amfworn  to’t,  would  fome  other  tongue  would  fpcak 
it  for  me. 

ToungLo.  Out  with  it  i’  Gods  name. 

Elder  Lo.  All  1 dclirc  Sir  is,  the  patience  and  fufferance  of 
a man,  and  good  Sir  be  not  mov’d  more. 

Toung  Lo.  Then  a pottle  of  lack  will  doe,  here’s  my  hand, 
prethee  thy  bufinefs.? 

Elder  Lo.  Good  Sir  excufe  me,  and  whatfoever  you  hear, 
think  mull  have  been  known  unto  you,  and  be  your  felf  di- 
fereet,  and  bear  it  nobly. 

Toung  Lo.  Prethee  difpatch  me  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Your  Brother’s  dead  Sir  ? 

Toung  Lo.  Thou  doll  not  mean  dead  drunk  ? 

Elder  Lo.  No,  no,  dead  and  drown’d  at  fca  Sir. 

Toung  Lo.  Art  fure  he’s  dead  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Too  fure  Sir. 

ToungLo.  I but  art  thou  very  certainly  fure  of  it.? 

Elder  Lo.  As  fure  Sir,  as  1 tell  it. 

Toung  Lo.  But  art  thou  fure  he  came  not  up  again .? 

Elder  Lo.  He  may  come  up,but  ne’re  to  call  you  Brother.? 

ToungLo.  But  art  fure  he  had  water  enough  to  drown 
him  .? 

Elder  Lo.  Sure  Sir,  he  wanted  none. 

ToungLo.  I would  not  have  him  w’anf,  I lov’d  him  b«t- 
ter  ^ here  1 forgive  thee : and  i’faith  be  plain  , how  do  1 
bear  it .? 

Elder  Lo.  Very  wifely  Sir. 

Toung  Lo.  Fill  him  fome  wine.  Thou  doll  not  fee  me 
mov’d,  thefe  tranfitorie  toyes  ne’rc  trouble  me,  he’s  in  a 
better  place,  imy  friend  1 knovv’t.  Some  fellows  would 
have  cryed  now,  and  have  curll  thee,  and  fain  out  with  their 
meat,  and  kept  a pudder but  all  this  helps  not,  he  was 
too  good  for  us,  and  let  God  keep  him  ; there’s  the  right 
ufe  on’t  friend.  Off  with  thy  drink,  thou  hall  a fpice  of 
forrow  makes  thee  dry.-  fill  him  another.  Savill,  your 
Mailer’s  dfcwd,and  who  am  I now  Savill?  Nay,  let’s  all  bear 
it  well,  wipe  Savill  wipe,  tears  are  but  thrown  away  : wc 
fliall  have  wenches  nowqlhall  we  not  Savill  ? 

Savill.  Yes  Sir. 

Toung  Lo.  And  drink  innumerable. 

Savil.  Yes  forlboth. 

Toung  Lo.  And  yt  '’11  llraincurtfie  and  be  drunk  a little  .? 

SavU.  I would  be  gi  ld, Sir,  to  doe  my  weak  endeavour. 

To.Lo.  Youmay  be  brought  in  time  to  love  a wench  too. 

Savil.  In  time  the  llurdie  Oak  Sir. 

Toung  Lo.  Some  more  wine  for  my  friend  there. 

Elder  Lo.  I lhall  be  drunk  anon  for  my  good  news : but 
I have  a loving  Brother,  that’s  my  comfort. 

Toun  Lo.  Here’s  to  you  Sir,  this  is  the  worll  I wilh  you  for 
your  news:  and  if  I had  another  elder  Brother,  anifayit 
were  his  chance  to  feed  Haddocks,  I Ihould  be  lllll  the  lame 
vou 


The  Scornful  Lady. 


you  fee  me  now,  a poor  contented  Gentleman.  More  wine 
for  my  friend  there,  he’s  dry  again. 

Elder  Lo.  I fiiall  be  if  I follow  this  beginning.  Well  my 
dear  Brother,  if  I fcape  this  drowning,  ’tis  your  turn  ne.xt  to 
fink,  you  (hall  duck  twice  before  I help  you.  Sir  I cannot 
drink  more  *,  pray  let  me  have  your  pardon. 

Toting  Lo.  O Lord  Sir,  ’tis  your  modeftic : more  wine, 
give  him  a bigger  glals  •,  hug  him  my  Captain,  thou  (halt 
be  my  chief  mourner. 

Capt.  And  this  my  pennon : Sir,  a full  caroufe  to  you, and 
to  my  Lord  of  Land  here. 

Elder  Lo.  I feel  a buzzing  in  my  brains,  pray  God  they 
bear  this  out, and  I’le  ne’re  trouble  them  lb  far  again.  Here’s 
to  you  Sir  i 

Tomg  Lo.  To  my  dear  Steward,  down  o’  your  knees  you 
infidel,  you  Pagan  ^ be  drunk  and  penitent. 

SaviI.  Forgive  me  Sir,  and  I’le  be  any  thing. 

TomgLo.  Then  be  a Baud,l’le  have  thee  a brave  Baud. 

Elder  Lo.  Sir,  I mull  take  my  leave  of  you, my  buiinefs  is 
fo  urgent. 

Toting  Lo.  Let’s  have  a bridling  caft  before  you  go.  Fill’s  a 
new  ftoupe. 

Elder  Lo.  I dare  not  Sir,  by  no  means. 

Toung  Lo.  Have  you  any  mind  to  a wench?  I w’ould  fain 
gratifie  you  for  the  pains  you  took  Sir. 

Elde^  Lo.  As  little  as  to  the  t’other. 

Totine  Lo.  ff  you  find  any  ftirring  do  but  fay  fo. 

Elaer  L(?.Sir,you  are  too  bounteous, when  I feel  that  itch- 
ing, you  (hall  affwage  it  Sir,  before  another  : this  only  and 
Farewell  Sir.  Your  Brother  when  the  Itorm  was  moftex- 
tream,  told  all  about  him,  he  left  a will  which  lies  clofe  be- 
hind a Chimney  in  the  matted  Chamber;  andfo  as  well 
Sir,  as  you  have  made  me  able,  I take  my  leave. 

Tottng  Lo.  Let  us  imbrace  him  all ; if  you  grow  drie  before 
you  end  your  bulinefs,  pray  take  a baite  here,  1 have  a frefli 
hogfhead  for  you. 

Savil.  You  (hall  neither  will  nor  chufe  Sir.  My  Matter  is 
a wonderfull  fine  Gentleman,has  a fine  ftate,  a very  fine  ftate 
Sir,  I am  his  Steward  Sir,  and  his  man. 

Elder  Lo.  Would  ypu  w’ere  your  owm  fir,  as  1 left^ou. 
Well  I niufl  caft  about,  or  all  finks. 

Savil.  Farewell  Gentleman,  Gentleman,  Gentleman. 

Elder  Lo.  What  would  you  with  me  fir  ? 

Sarjil.  Farewell  Gentleman. 

Elder  Lo.  O fleep  Sir,  fleep.  [^Exit  Elder  Lo. 

Tomg  Lo.  Well  boyes,  you  fee  what’s  fain,  let’s  in  and 
drink,  and  give  thanks  for  it. 

Capt.  Let’s  give  thanks  for  it. 

TomgtLo.  Drunk  as  I live. 

o 

Savil.  Drunk  as  I live  boyes. 

Tomg  Lo.  Why,now  thou  art  able  to  difeharge  thine  of- 
fice,and  call  up  a reckoning  of  fome  weighty  I will  be  knigh- 
ted, for  my  ftate  will  bear  it,  ’tis  fixteen  hundred  boyes ; off 
with  your  husks,  I’le  skin  you  all  in  Sattin. 

Capt.  Ofweet  Lovelefs .' 

Savil.  All  in  Sattin  ? O fweet  Lovelefs'. 

TomgLo.  March  in  my  noble  Compeeres;  and  this  my 
CounteYs  (hall  be  led  by  twoiand  fo  proceed  we  to  the  Will.  1 

\_Exemt. 

Enter  Morecraft  the  Ufurer,  and  Widow. 

itJMorec.  And  Widow  as  I fay  be  your  own  friend  ; 
your  husband  left  you  w^ealthy,!  and  wife,continuefo  fweet 
duck,  continue  fo.  Take  heed  of  young  fmoorh  Varlets, 
younger  Brothers : they  are  worms  tha"  will  eat  through 
your  bags;  they  are  very  Lightning,  tnatwith  a flafnor 
two  will  melt  your  money,  and  never  finge  yourpurfe- 
firings ; they  are  Colts,  wench  Colts, heady  and  dangerous,  I 
till  we  take  ’em  up,  and  make  ’em  fit  for  Bonds ; look  uppn 
me,  I have  had,  and  have  yet  matter  of  moment  girle, 
matter  of  moment  i you  may  meet  with  a worfe  back, 
I’le  not  commend  it. 

Wid.  Nor  I neither  Sir  ? 

Mor.  Yet  thus  far  by  your  favour  Widow,  ’tis  tuffe. 


Wid.  And  therefore  not  for  my  dyct,  for  I love  a tender 
one.  j 

<JlUr.  Sweet  Widow  leave  your  frumps,  and  be  edified  • > 
you  know  my  ftate,  i fell  no  PerlpeTives,  ScaTs,  Gloves,  ■ 
nor  Hangers,  nor  put  my  truft  in  Snoc-ties  •,  and  where’  ‘ 
your  Husband  in  an  age  W’as  rifing  by  burnt  figs,  dreg'd  . 
vviin  m.al  and  powdered  fugar,  faunders,  and  grains,  I 
woimefe-d  and  lotten  Raifins,  and  fuch  vile  Tobacco, 
thatm  ide  the  footmen  mangier  I in  a year  have  put  up 
l undr-.ds  inclos’d,  my  Widow,  thofe  pleafant  Meadows,  i 
by  a forfeit  morgage  ; for  which  the  poor  Knight  takes  a ; 
lone  chamber,  owes  for  his  Ale,  and  dare  nQ^  beat  his 

Hoftefs : nay  more ; 

Wtd.  Good  Sir  no  more,  what  ere  my  Husband  was,  I 
know  what  1 am,  and  if  you  marry  me,  youmuft  bear  it  ’ 
bravely  ofi'  Sir.  j 

iJl'ior.  Not  with  the  head,  fweet  Widow. 
ma/.No  fweet  Sir,but  with  your  (houlders;!  muft  haveyou 
dub’d,for  under  that  1 will  not  ftoop  a feather.  My  husband 
was  a fellow  lov’d  to  toylc,fed  ill, made  gain  his  exercife,and 
fogrew  coftive,  which  for  that  I was  his  wife, I gave  way  to, 
and  fpun  mine  own  fmocks  courfe,  and  fir,  fo  little ; but  let 
that  pafs,  time,  that  wears  all  things  out,  wore  out  this 
husband,  w.,o  in  penitence  of  fuch  fruitlefs  five  years  mar- 
riage, left  me  great  with  his  wealth,  which  if  you’lebe  a 
worthie  golfip  to,  be  knighted  Sir  ? '[_Enter  Savil. 

tJMorec.  Now,  Sir,  from  whom  come  you  ? whofe  man 
are  you  Sir  ? 

Savil.  Sir,  I come  from  young  Maftcr  Lovelefs. 

Mor.  Be  filent  Sir,  1 have  no  money,  not  a penny  for  you,  \ 
he’s  funk,  your  Mailer’s  funk, a pcrifiit  man  Sir.  i 

Savil.  Indeed  his  Brother’s  funk  fir,  G(.«l  be  with  h!m,a  j 
pcrifht  man  indeed,  and  drown’d  at  Sea.  [ 

zJTforec.  How  faidft  thou,  good  my  fiiend,  his  Brother 
Savil.  Untimely  fir,  at  Sea.  (drown’d? 

CMorec.  And  Uiy  young  Mailer  left  foie  Heir  ? } 

Savil.  Yes  Sir.  j 

Morec.  And  he  wants  money  ? j 

54uYes,  and  lent  me  to  you, for  he  is  new  to  be  knighted,  } 
Mor.  Widow  be  wife,  there’s  more  Land  coming,  wi,-  ! 
dow  be  very  wife,  and  give  thanks  for  me  widow.  ! 

Widow.  Be  you  very  wife,  and  be  knighted,  and  then  give 
thanks  for  me  Sir  ? I 

S.tvil.  What  fayes  your  worfhip  to  this  mony?  i 

i>JMor.  I fay  he  may  have  mony  if  he  pleale.  1 

Savil.  A thoufand  Sir  ? 

(JdTor.  A thouland  Sir,provided  any  wife  Sir, his  Land  lye 
for  the  payment,  othervvife 

EnterYoviiig  Lovelefs  and  Comrades  to  them. 

Savil.  He’s  here  himfclf  Sir,  and  can  better  tell  you. 
zjnor.  My  notable  dear  friend,and  w^orthy  Mailer  Love- 
lefs., and  now  right  worfhipfull,  alljjoy  and  welcom. 

To.Lo.  Thanks  to  my  dear  indofcr  Mailer  cJTforetraft., 
pretheeold  Angel  goId,falute  my  family.  Tie  do  as  much  for 
yours  ^ this,  and  your  own  defires,  fair  Gentlewoman. 

Wtd.  And  yours  Sir,  if  you  mean  w'cll ’tis  a hanfomc 
Gentleman. 

Tomg  Lo.  Sirrah,  my  Brother’s  dead. 
eJMore.  Dead  ? 

To.  Lo.  Dead,  and  by  this  time  fouft  for  Ember  W'eek. 
eJMorccraft.  Dead  ? 

TomgLo.  Drown’d, drown’d  at  fea  man, by  the  next  frefli 
Conger  that  comes  we  fhall  hear  more.  « 

T/or.Now  by  my  faith  ofmy  body  it  moves  me  much, 
Tff.Lo.  What, wilt  thou  bean  Afs,  ana  wetp  for  the  dead? 
why  I thought  nothing  but  a general  inundation  would  have 
mov’d  thee,prethe  be  quiet, he  hath  left  his  land  behind  him. 
ATorccraft.  O has  he  lb  ? 

Tomg  Lo.  Yes  faith, 1 thank  him  for’t,  I h.avc  all  boy, hall  j 
any  ready  mony  ? 

Morecraft.  Willvou  fell  Sir  ? 

Toung  Lo.  No  not  out  light  good  Gripe-,  marry,  amor- 

gage  or  fuch  a (light  fecuritie.  ' 

Aiorccr.-ft.  j 
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aJMore.  1 have  no  mony,  Sir,  for  Morgage  \ if  you  will 
fell,  and  all  or  none,  Tie  work  a new  Mine  for  you. 

Sav.  Good  Sir  look  before  you,  he’l  work  you  out  of  all 
elle ; if  you  fell  all  your  Land,  you  have  fold  your  Country, 
and  then  you  mun:  to  Sea,  to  leek  your  Brother,  and.  there 
lye  pickled  in  a Powdering  tub,  and  break  your  teeth  with 
Biskets  and  hard  Beef,  that  muft  have  watering  Sir : and 
where’s  your  300  pounds  a year  in  drink  then  ? If  you’l  tun 
up  the  Straights  you  may,  for  you  have  no  calling  for  drink 
there,  but  with  a Canon,  nor  no  fcoring  but  on  your  Ships 
fidcs,  and  then  if  you  fcape  with  life,  and  take  a Faggot 
boat  and  a bottle  of  Vf^Achaugh,  come  home  poor  men, 
likeatipeofThames-llreet  (linking  of  Pitch  and  Poor-John. 
I cannot  tell  Sir,  I would  be  loth  to  lee  it. 

Capt.  Steward,  you  are  an  Afs,  a meazelM  mungril,  and 
were  it  not  again  the  peace  of  my  foveraign  friend  here,  I 
would ireak  your  fore-cafting  Coxcomb,  dog  I would  even 
withtfiy  ftaffe  of  Office  there.  Thy  Pen  and  InkhoraNoble 
boy,  the  God  of  gold  here  has  fed  thee  well,  take  mony  for 
thy  durt : hark  and  believe,  thou  art  cold  of  confl;itution,thy 
leat  unhealthful,  fell  and  be  wile  j we  are  three  that  will 
adorn  thee,  and  live  according  to  thine  own  heart  child  3 
mirth  fliall  be  only  ours,  and  only  ours  lhall  be  the  black 
eyed  beauties  of  the  time.  Mony  makes  men  Eternal. 

Poet.  Do  what  you  will,  ’tis  the  noblelt  courle,  then 
you  may  live  without  the  charge  of  people,  only  we  four 
will  make  a Family,  I and  an  Age  that  will  beget  new 
fja/s^  in  which  fie  write  thy  life  my  fon  of  pleafure,  equal 
with  Nero  and  CAhgtda. 

Tomg  Lo.  What  men  were  they  Captain  P 

Cupt.  T wo  roaring  Boys  of  Romcy  that  made  all  Iplit. 

ToimgLo.  CimeSir,  what  dare  you  give? 

Sav,  You  will  not  fell  Sir  ? 

Toufjg  Lo.  Who  told  you  fo  Sir  ? 

Sav.  Good  Sir  have  a care. 

Toting  Lo.  Peace,  or  Tie  tack  your  Tongue  up  to  your 
Roof.  What  money?  fpeak. 

More.  Six  thoufand  pound  Sir. 

Capt.  Take  it,  h’as  overbidden  by  the  Sun : bind  him  to 
his  bargain  quickly. 

Toung  Lo.  Come  Itrike  me  luck  with  earneft,  and  draw 
the  writings. 

oJVlore.  There’s  a Gods  peny  for  thee. 

Sav.  Sir  for  my  old  Mailers  lake  let  my  Farm  be  except- 
ed,  if  I become  his  Tenant  I am  undone,  my  Children  beg- 
gers,  and  my  Wife  God  knows  what:  confider  me  dear 
Sir.  More.  Tie  have  all  or  none. 

TomgLo.  All  in,  all  in:  difpatch  the  writings. 

\_Exit  with  Com. 

Wid.  Go,  thou  art  a pretty  forehanded  fellow,  would 
thou  wert  wifer. 

Sav.  Now  do  I fenfibly  begin  to  feel  my  lelf  a Rafcal  •, 
would  I could  teach  a School,  or  beg,  or  lye  well,  I am 
utterly  undone  3 now  he  that  taught  thee  to  deceive  and 
coufen,  take  thee  to  his  mercy  3 fobeit.  {ExitS  /il. 

More.  ComQ  Widow  come,  never  Hand  upon  a Knight- 
hood, ’tis  ameer  paper  honour,  and  not  proof  enough  for 

a Serjeant.  Come,  Come,  Tie  make  thee- 

Wid.  To  anfwer  in  ffiort,  ’tis  this  Sir.  No  Knight  no 
Widow,  if  you  make  me  any  thing,  it  mud  be  a Lady,  and 
fo  I take  my  leave. 

More.  Farewelfweet  Widow,  and  think  of  it.  {^Ex.  Wid. 
Wid.  Sir,  I do  more  than  think  of  it,  it  makes  me  dream 
Sir. 

More.  She’s  rich  and  fober,  if  this  itch  were  from  her  : 
and  fay  I be  at  the  charge  to  pay  the  Footmen,  and  the 
Trumpets,  I and  tbeHorfemen  too,  and  be  a Knight,  and 
file  refufe  me  then  ; then  am  I hoilt  into  the  fubfidy,  and 
fo  by  confcquence  ffiould  prove  a Coxcomb : I’le  have  a care 
of  that.  Six  thoufand  pound,  and  then  the  Land  is  mine. 


there’s  fome  refreffiing  yet. 


Exit. 


ASliis  Tertins.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Abigal,  and  drops  her  Clove. 

eMbigal.  TF  he  but  follow  me,  as  all  my  hopes  tell  me, 
X he’s  man  enough,  up  goes  my  reft,  and  I know 
I lhall  draw  him. 

Enter  Welford. 

Wei.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  pampered  piece  of  fleffi  towards 
fifty,  thatever  frailty  copt  withal,  what  a trim here 
Qie  has  put  upon  me  3 thefe  women  are  a proud  kind  of  Car- 
tel, and  love  this  whorfon  doing  fo  directly,  that  they  will 
not  Hick  to  make  their  very  skins  Bawdes  to  their  flefi  , 
Here’s  Dogskin  and  Storax  fufficient  to  kill  a Hawk : what  ' 
to.  do  with  it,  befides  nailing  it  upamongft  Irifh  heads  of 
"^eere,  to  lliew  the  mightinefs  of  her  Palm,  I know  not : 
there  ffie  is.  1 muft  enter  into  Dialogue.  Lady  you  have 
loft  your  Glove. 

jibig.  Not  Sir,  if  you  have  found  it. 

Wei.  It  was  my  meaning  Lady  torelloreit. 

Abig.  ’Twill  be  uncivil  in  me  to  take  back  a favour.  For- 
tune hath  fo  well  bellowed  Sir,  pray  wear  it  for  me. 

Wei.  I had  rather  wear  a Bell.  But  hark  you  Miftres, 
what  hidden  vertuc  is  there  in  this  Glove,  that  you  would 
have  me  wear  it  ? Is’t  good  againll  fore  eyes,  or  will  it 
charm  the  Toothach  ? Or  theft  red  tops  3 being  fteept  in 
white  wine  foIuble,wil’t  kill  the  Itch  ? Or  has  it  fo  conceal’d 
a providence  to  keep  my  hand  from  Bonds  ? If  it  have  none 
of  theft  and  prove  no  more  but  a bare  Glove  of  half  a Crown 
a pair,  ’twill  be  but  half  a courtefie,  I wear  two  alwayes, 
faith  let’s  draw  cuts,  one  will  do  me  no  pleafure. 

Abig.  The  tendernefs  of  his  years  keeps  him  as  yet  in  ig- 
norance, he’s  a well  moulded  fellow,  and  1 wonder  his 
bloud  ffiould  llir  no  higher  but  ’tis  his  want  of  company : 

I muft  grow  nearer  to  him. 

Enter  Elder  Lovclefs  difguifed. 

Elder  Lo.  God  fave  you  both.  ^ 
eMbtg.  And  pardon  you  Sir  3 this  is  fomewhatrude,  how 
came  you  hither  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Why  through  the  doors,  they  are  open. 

Wei.  What  are  you  ? And  what  bufinels  have  you  here  ? 
Elder  Lo.  More  1 believe  than  you  have. 

Abig.Vdho  would  this  fellow  fpeak  with  ? Art  thou  fober? 
Elder  Lo.  Yes,  I come  not  here  to  fleep. 

Wei.  Prethee  what  art  thou  ? 

Elder  Lo.  As  much  (gay  man)  as  thou  art,  I am  a Gcntlc- 
IPf/.  Art  thou  no  more?  (man. 

Elder  Lo.  Yes  more  than  thou  dai ’ll  be ; aSouIdicr. 

Abig.  Thou  doll  not  come  to  quarrel  ? 

Elder  Lo.  No,  not  with  women  3 1 come  to  fpeak  here 
with  a Gentlewoman. 

Abig.  Why,  1 am  one. 

Elder  Lo.  But  not  with  one  fo  gentle, 

Wei.  This  is  a fine  fellow. 

Elder  Lo.  Sir,  I am  not  fine  yet.  1 am  but  new  come 
over,  diredl  me  with  your  ticket  to  your  Taylor,  and  then  I 
lhall  be  fine  Sir.  Lady  if  there  be  a better  of  your  Sex  with- 
in this  houfe,  fay  I would  fee  her. 

Abig.  Why  am  not  I good  enough  for  you  Sir  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Your  way  you’l  be  too  good,  pray  end  my  bu- 
finels. This  is  another  Sutor,  O frail  Woman/ 

This  fellow  with  his  bluntnefs  hopes  to  do  more 
than  the  long  futes  of  a thouland  could  3 though  he  be  fowrc 
he  s quick,  I muft  not  trull  him.  Sir,  this  Lady  is  not  to 
(peak  with  you,  ffie  is  more  ferious;  you  fmell  as  if  you 
were  new  calkt  3 go  and  be  hanfomc,  and  then  you  may  fit 
with  her  Servingmen.  El.  Lo.  What  are  you  Sir  ? 

Wei.  Guefs  by  my  outfide. 

E’lder  Lo.  Then  I take  you  Sir,  for  fome  new  filken  thing 
wean  d from  the  Country,  that  ffiall  (when  you  come  to 
keep  good  company)  be  beaten  into  better  manners.  Pray 
good 
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good  proud  Gentlewoman,  help  me  to  your  Miftrefs. 

How  many  lives  haft  tlioh,  that  thou  talk’ll:  thus 

rudely  ? 

Elder  Lo.  But  one,  one,  I am  neither  Cat  nor  Woman, 
Wei.  And  will  that  one  life,  Sir,  maintain  you  ever  in 
fuch  bold  fawcinefs  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Yes,  amongft  a Nation  of  fuch  men  as  you  are, 
and  be  no  worfe  for  wearing,  lhali  I Ipeak  with  this  Lady  ? 
ylbig.  No  by  my  troth  lhali  you  not. 

Elder  Lo.  I muft  ftay  here  then? 

Wei.  That  }OU  11  lall  not  neither. 

Elder  Lo.  Good  fine  thing  tell  me  why? 

Wei.  Good  angry  thing  Tie  tell  you : 

This  is  no  place  for  fuch  companions, 

Such  loulie  Gentlemen  lhali  find  their  bullnefs 
Better  i’th’  Suburbs,  there  your  ftrong  pitch  perfume, 
Mingled  with  lees  of  Ale,  lliall  reek  in  falhion : 

This  is  no  Thames-ftreet,  Sir. 

This  Gentleman  informs  you  truly : 

Prethee  be  fatisfied,  and  feek  the  Suburbs, 

Good  Captain,  or  what  ever  title  elfe. 

The  Wai  like  Eele  boats  have  bellowed  upon  thec^ 

Go  and  reform  thy  felf,  prethee  be  Tweeter,  r 
And  know  my  Lady  fpeaks  with  no  Swabbers. 

Elder  Lo.  You  cannot  talk  me  out  with  your  tradition 
Of  wit  you  pick  from  Flays,  go  to,  I have  found  ye : 

And  for  you.  Sir,  whofe  tender  gentle  blood 
Runs  in  your  Nofe,  and  makes  you  fnulTat  all, 

But  three  pil’d  people,  I do  let  you  know. 

He  that  begot  your  worfhips  Sattin-fute, 

Can  make  no  men  Sir : I will  fee  this  Lady, 

And  with  the  reverence  of  your  filkenlhip. 

In  thefc  old  Ornaments. 

Wei.  You  will  not  fure? 

Elder  Lo.  Sure  Sir  I lhali  ? 
jibig.  You  would  be  beaten  out? 

Elder  Lo.  Indeed  I would  not,  or  if  I would  be  beaten. 
Pray  who  lliall  beat  me  ? this  good  Gentleman 
Looks  as  he  were  o’th’  peace. 

Wei.  Sir  you  fliall  fee  that ; will  you  get  you  out  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Yes,  that,  that  lhali  corred  your  boys  tongue. 
Dare  you  fight,  I will  ftay  here  ftill.  [They  draw. 

Abtg.  O their  things  are  out,  help,  help  for  Gods  lake. 
Madam  j Jefus  they  foin  at  one  another. 

Enter  Lady. 

Madam,  why,  who  is  within  there? 

Lady.  Who  breeds  this  rudenefs  ? 

Wei.  This  uncivil  fellow  ; 

He  faies  he  comes  from  Sea,  where  I believe, 

H’as  purg’d  away  his  manners. 

Lady.  Why  what  of  him.? 

Wei.  Why  ae  will  rudely  without  once  God  blefs  you, 
Prels  to  your  privacies,  and  no  denial 
Muft  Hand  betwixt  your  perlbn  and  his  bullnefs  •, 

I let  go  his  ill  Language. 

Lady.  Sir,  have  you  bullnefs  with  me  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Madam  fame  I have. 

But  notlb  lerious  to  pawn  my  life  for’t : 

I f you  keep  this  quarter,  and  maintain  about  you 
Such  Knights  o’th’  Sun  as  this  is,  to  defie 
Men  of  imployment  to  ye,  you  may  live, 

But  in  what  fame  ? 

Lady.  Pray  ftay  Sir,  who  has  wrong’d  you  ? 

Elder  I.o.  Wrong  me  he  cannot,  though  uncivilly 
He  flung  his  wild  words  at  me : but  to  you 
I think  he  did  no  honour,  to  deny 
The  haft  I come  withal,  a paflage  to  you, 

‘Though  I feerh  courfe. 

Lady.  Excufe  me  gentle  Sir,  ’twas  from  my  knowledge, 
And  lhali  have  no  protedion.  And  to  you  Sir, 

You  have  fliew’d  more  heat  than  wit,  and  from  your  felf 
Have  borrowed  power,  I never  gave  you  here, 

To  do  thefe  vile  unmanly  things : my  houfe 
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Is  no  blind  ftreet  to  fwagger  in  •,  and  my  favours 

Not  doting  yet  on  your  unknown  defects 

So  far,  that  I Ibould  make  you  Mailer  of  ray  bufincls  * 

My  credit  yet  hands  fairer  with  the  people  ’ 

Than  to  be  tried  with  Ivvoi  ds  ■,  and  they  that  come 
To  do  me  fervice,  mull  not  think  to  w'in  me 
With  hazard  ofa  murther*,  if  your  love 
Conllll  in  fiiry,  carry  it  to  the  Camp : 

And  there  in  honour  of  fome  common  Miftrefs, 

Shorten  your  youth,  I pray  be  better  temper’d : 

And  give  me  leave  a wiiile  Sir. 

Wei.  Y ou  m uft  h a ve  i t.  rp xit  Wei  fnrri 

Lady.  Now  Sir,  your  bullnefs .? 

El.  Lo.  Firft,  I thank  you  for  fchooling  this  young  fellow 
Whom  his  own  follies,  which  lie’s  prone  enough  ^ 

Daily  to  fall  into,  if  you  but  frown. 

Shall  level  him  a w'ay  to  his  repentance  : 

Next,  I fliould  rail  at  you,  but  you  are  a Woman, 

And  anger’s  loft  upon  you. 

Lady.  Why  at  me  Sir  ? 

I never  did  you  wrong,  for  to  my  knowledge 
This  is  the  firft  light  of  you. 

Elder  Lo.  You  have  done  that, 

I muft  confefs  I have  the  leaft  curfe  in 
Becaufe  the  leaft  acquaintance : But  there  be 
(If  there  be  honour  in  the  minds  of  men) 

Thoufands  when  they  fliall  know  what  I deliver, 

(As  all  good  men  mull  lhare  in’t)  will  to  fliame 
Blaft  your  black  memory. 

Lady.  How  is  this  good  Sir  ? 

Elder  Lo.  ’Tis  that,  that  if  you  have  a foul  will  choak  it : 
Y’ave  kill’d  a Gentleman. 

Lady.  I kill’d  a Gentleman ! 

Elder  Lo.  You  and  your  cruelty  have  kill’d  him  Woman, 
And  fuch  a man  (let  me  be  angry  in’t) 

Whole  leaft  worth  weighed  above  all  womens  vertues 
That  are  ^ I fpare  you  all  tacome  too : guefs  him  now'  ? 

Lady.  1 am  fo  innocent  I cannot  Sir; 

Elder  Lo.  Repent  you  mean,  you  area  perfcift  Woman, 
And  as  the  firft  was,  made  for  mans  undoing. 

Lady.  Sir,  you  have  milt  your  way,  I am  not  fhc. 

Elder  Lo.  Would  he  had  mill  his  way  too,  though  he  had 
Wandered  farther  than  Women  are  ill  Ipoken  of. 

So  he  had  milt  this  mifery,  you  Lady. 

La  y.  How  do  you  do,  Sir  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Well  enough  I hope. 

While  I can  keep  my  felf  out  from  temptations. 

Lady.  Leap  into  this  matter,  whither  would  ye  ? 

Elder  Lo.  YoU  had  a Servant  that  your  peeviihnefs 
Injoined  to  Travel. 

Lady.  Such  a one  I have 
Still,  and  lhali  be  griev’d  ’twere  otherwnfe. 

El.  Lo>  Then  have  your  asking,  and  be  griev’d  he’s  dead  ^ 
How  you  will  anfwer  for  his  worth,  I know  not, 

But  this  I am  fure,  either  he,  or  you,  or  both 
Were  ftark  mad,  elfe  he  might  have  liv’d 
To  have  given  a ftronger  teftimony  to  th’  world 
Of  what  he  might  have  been.  He  w'as  a man 
I knew  but  in  his  evening,  ten  Suns  after. 

Forc’d  by  a Tyrant  ftorm  our  beaten  Bark 
Bulg’d  under  us ; in  which  fad  parting  blow, 

He  call’d  upon  his  Saint,  but  not  for  life. 

On  you  unhappy  U^oman,  and  whilell  all 
Sought  to  preferve  their  Souls,  he  defpcrately 
Imbrac’d  a Wave,  crying  to  all  that  faw  it, 

If  any  live,  go  to  my  Fate  that  forc’d  me 
To  this  untimely  end,  and  make  her  happy  : 

His  name  was  Lovelefs : And  I fcap’t  the  llorm, 

And  nov^  you  have  my  bulinefs. 

Lady.  ’Tis  too  much. 

Would  I had  been  that  ftorm,  he  had  not  perilht. 

Ifyou’l  rail  now  I will  forgive  you  Sir  .? 

Or  if  you’l  call  in  more,  if  any  more 
Come  from  tflis  ruine,  I lhali  juftlyfufler 
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What  they  can  fay,  I do  confefs  my  felf 

A guiltie  caufe  in  this.  I would  fay  more, 

But  grief  is  grown  too  great  to  be  delivered. 

Elder  Lo.  I like  this  well : thele  women  are  ftrange 
things. 

’Tis  fomewhat  of  the  latefl:  now  to  weep, 

You  fhould  have  wept  when  he  was  going  from  you. 

And  chain’d  him  with  thole  tears  at  home. 

La.  Would  you  had  told  me  then  fo,  thefe  two  arms  had 
been  his  Sea. 

£ Ider  Lo.  T ruft  me  you  move  me  much : but  fay  he  lived, 
thcle  were  forgotten  things  again. 

1 Lady.  I,  lay  you  fo  'i  Sure  I fliould  know  that  voice  : this 
is  knavery.  Tie  lit  you  for  it.  Were  he  living  Sir,  I would 
perfwade  you  to  be  charitable,  I,  and  confels  we  are  not  all 
fo  ill  as  your  opinion  holds  us.  0 my  friend,  what  penance 
lhall  I puli  upon  my  fault,  upon  my  moll  unworthy  felf  for 
this  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Leave  to  love  others,  ’twas  fome  jealoufie 

That  turn’d  him  defperate. 

Lady,  rie  be  with  you  llraight : are  you  wrung  there  ? 

Elder  Lo.  This  works  amain  upon  her. 

Lady.  I do  conlcfs  there  is  a Gentleman 

Has  born  me  long  good  will. 

Elder  Lo.  I do  not  like  that. 

Lady.  And  vow’d  a thoufand  fervices  to  me  ^ to  me,  re- 
gardlefs  of  him:  But  lince  Fate  ,that  no  power  can  withlland, 
has  taken  from  me  my  firll,  and  bed  love,  and  to  weep 
away  my  youth  is  a mere  folly,  I will  Ihew  you  what  I de- 
termine fir ; you  lhall  know  all : Call  M.  Welford  there  : 
That  Gentleman  1 mean  to  make  the  model  of  my  Fortunes, 
and  in  his  chad  imbraceskeep  alive  the  memory  of  ray  loll 
lovely  Lovelefs : he  is  fomewhat  like  him  too. 

Elder  Lo.  Then  you  can  love. 

Lady.  Yes  certainly  Sir? 

Though  it  plcale  you  to  think  me  hard  and  cruel, 

I hope  I fiiall  perfwade  you  otherwile. 

Elder  Lo.  1 have  made  my  felf  a fine  fool. 

Enter  Welford. 

Wei.  Would  you  have  fpoke  with  me  Madam? 

Lady.  Yes  M.  Welford,  I ask  your  pardon  before  this 
Gentleman  for  being  froward : this  kifs , and  henceforth 
more  alfedion. 

Elder  Lo.  So, ’tis  better  I were  drown’d  indeed. 

Wei.  This  is  a fudden  pallion,  God  hold  it. 

This  fellow  out  ol  his  fear  fure  has 

Pei  fwadcd  her.  Tie  give  him  a newfuiton’t. 

La.  A parting  kifs,  and  good  Sir,  let  me  pray  you 

To  wait  me  in  theGallerie. 

Wei.  I am  in  another  world.  Madam  where  you  pieafe. 

lE.xit  Welford! 

Elder  Lo.  I will  to  Sea,  and ’t  lhall  goe  hard  but  Tie  be 
drown’d  indeed. 

La.  Now  Sir  you  fee  I am  no  fuch  hard  creature. 

But  time  may  win  me. 

Elder  Lo.  You  have  forgot  your  loll  Love. 

La.  Alas  Sir,  what  would  you  have  me  do  ? I cannot 
call  him  back  again  with  forrow ; I’le  lave  this  man  as 
dearly,  and  beflirow  me  Tie  keep  him  farenough  from  Sea, 
and  ’twas  told  me,  now  I remember  me,  by  an  old  wife 
woman,  that  my  firll  Love  fhould  be  drown’d,  and  fee ’tis 
come  about. 

Elder  Lo.  I would  Ihe  had  told  you  your  fecond  Ihould  be 
bang’d  too,and  let  that  come  about:  but  this  is  very  flrange. 

La.  Faith  Sir,confider  all, and  then  I kno  w you’lebe  of  my 
mind  .•  ifweeping  would  redeem  him,  I would  weep  llill. 

Elder  Lo.  But  fay  that  1 were  Lovelefs, 

And  fcap’d  the  llorm,  how  would  you  anfwer  this  ? 

Lady.  Why  for  that  Gentleman  I would  leave  all  the 
world. 

Eider  Lo.^  This  young  thing  too  ? 

Lady.  That  young  thing  too, 

Or  any  young  thing  elfe ; why,  I would  lofe  my  Hate. 

Elder  Lo.  Why  then  he  lives  Hill,  I am  he,  your  Lovelefs. 

Lady.  Alas  I knew  it  Sir,  and  for  that  purpofe  prepared 
this  Pageant : get  you  to  your  task.  And  leave  thele  Players 
tricks,  or  I lhall  leave  you,  indeed  I lhall.  Travel,  or  know 
me  not. 

Elder  Lo.  Will  you  then  marry  ? 

Lady.  *I  will  not  promife,take  your  choice. Farewell. 

Elder  Lo.  There  is  no  other  Purgatorie  but  a Woman. 

I mull  doe  fomething.  Lovelefs. 

Enter  Welford. 

Wei.  Millrefs  I am  bold. 

Lady.  You  are  indeed. 

Wei.  You  fo  overjoyed  me  Lady. 

Lady.  Take  heed  you  furfeit  not, pray  fafe  and  welcom. 

Wei.  By  this  light  you  love  me  cxtreamly. 

Lady.  By  this,  and  to  morrows  light,  I care  not  for  you. 

Wei.  Come,  come,  you  cannot  hide  it. 

Lady.  Indeed  I can,  where  you  lliall  never  find  it. 

Wei.  I like  tnis  mirth  well  Lady. 

Lady.  You  lhall  iiave  moreon’t. 

Wei.  I mull  kifs  you. 

Lady.  No  Sir. 

Wei.  Indeed  I mull. 

Lady.  What  mull  be,  mull  be  •,  I’le  take  my  leave,  you 
have  your  parting  blow : Ipray  commend  metothofe  few 
friends  you  have,  that  fent  you  hither,  and  tell  them  when 
you  travel  ne.xt , ’twere  fit  you  brought  lefs  bravery  with 
you,  and  more  wit,  you’le  never  get  a wife  elfe. 

Wei.  Are  you  in  earnell  ? 

Lady.  Yes  faith.  Will  you  eat  Sir,*  your  horfes  will  be 
readie  llraight,  you  lhall  have  a napkin  laid  in  the  butter ie 
for  ye. 

Wei.  Do  not  you  love  me  then  f 

J.ady.  Yes,  for  that  face. 

Wei.  It  is  a good  one  Ladic. 

Lady.  Yes,  if  it  were  not  vvarpt,  the  fire  in  time  may 
mend  it. 

Wei.  Me  thinks  yours  is  noneof  the  belt  Ladic. 

Lady.  No  by  my  troth  Sir  ^ yet  o’my  confciencc. 

You  would  makclhift  with  it. 

Wei.  Come  pray  no  more  of  this  ? 

Lady.  I will  not:  Fare  you  well.  Ho,who’s  within  there? 
bring  out  the  Gentlemans  horfes,  he’s  in  halle ; and  fet 
fome  cold  meat  on  the  Table. 

Wei.  I have  too  much  of  that  I thank  youLadie:  take 
your  Chamber  when  you  pieafe,  there  goes  a black  one 
with  you  Ladie. 

Lady.  Farewell  young  man.  {Exit  Ladie. 

Wei.  You  have  made  me  one,  Farewell : and  may  the 
curfe  of  a great  houfe  fall  upon  thee,  I mean  the  Butler.  The 
devil  and  all  his  works  are  in  thele  women,  would  all  of  my 
fex  were  of  my  mind,  I would  make ’em  a new  Lent,  and  a 
long  one,  that  flefh  might  be  in  more  reverence  with  them. 

Enter  Abigal  to  him. 

e^Ahig.  I am  forry  M.  Welford. 

Wei.  So  am  I,  that  you  are  here. 

tAbig.  How  docs  my  Ladie  wfe  you  ? 

Wei.  As  I would  ufe  you,  feurvilie. 

eAbig.  I Ihould  have  been  more  kind  Sir  ? 

Wei.  I Ihould  have  been  undone  then.  Pray  leave  me,  and 
look  to  your  fweet-meats  •,  hark,  your  Ladie  calls  ? 

aibig.  Sir,  I lhall  borrow  fo  much  time  without  offence. 

Wei.  Y’are  nothing  but  offence,  for  Gods  love  leave  me. 

Abig.  ’Tis  Ilrange  my  Ladie  Ihould  be  fuch  a tyrant  f 

Wei.  Tolendyou  to  me, ’Praygoellitch,gooddoe,  y’are 
more  trouble  to  me  than  a Terra. 

Abig.  I do  not  know  how  my  good  will,  if  1 faid  love  I 
lied  not,  Ihould  any  way  deferve  this  ? 

Wei.  A thoufand  waies,  a thoufand  waies  •,fwect  creature 
let  me  depart  in  peace. 

Abig.  What  Creature  Sir  ? I hope  I am  a woman. 

Wei.  A hundred  I think  by  your  noife. 

ilfe. 
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Since  you  are  aiigrie  Sir,  I am  bold  to  tell  you  that 
lama  woman, and  a rib. 

Wei.  Of  a roafted  horfe. 

Abig.  Confter  me  that ;? 

WeL  A Dog  can  doe  it  better ; Farwell  Countefs,  and 
commend  me  to  your  Ladie,tell  her  fhe’s  proud, and  fciirvie, 
and  fo  I commit  you  both  to  your  tempter. 

j4btg.  Sweet  Welford. 

Wei.  Avoid  old  Satanus : Go  daub  your  ruines,  your 
face  looks  fouler  than  a ftorm ; the  Foot-man  flayes  for  you 
in  the  Lobby  Lady. 

Abi/y.  If  you  were  a Gentleman,  I Ihould  know  it  by  your 
gentle"^ conditions  ? are  thefe  fit  words  to  give  a Gentle- 
woman ? 

WeL  As  fit  as  they  were  made  for  ye:  Sirrah,  my  harfcs. 
Farwell  old  Adage,  keep  your  nofe  warm,  the  Rheum  will 
make  it  horn  elfe \_8xix  Welford. 

Abig.  The  bleffings  of  a Prodigal  young  heir  be  thy 
companions  Welford^  marry  come  up  my  Gentleman,  are 
your  gums  grown  fo  tender  they  cannot  bite .?  A skittilh 
Filly  will  be  your  fortune  Welford,  and  fair  enough  for  fuch 
apackfaddle.  And  I doubt  not  (if  my  aim  hold)  to  fee 
her  made  to  amble  to  your  hand.  \_Exit  Abigal. 

Enter  Young  Lovelefs,  and  Comrades,  Morecraft,  Widow, 
Savil,  and  thereji. 

Captain.  Save  thy  brave  Ihoulder , my  young  puilTant 
Knight, and  may  thy  back  Sword  bite  them  to  the  bone  that 
love  thee  not,  thou  art  an  errant  man,  go  on.  The  circum- 
cis’d lhall  fall  by  thee.  Let  Land  and  labour  fill  the  man 
that  tills,  thy  fword  mull  be  thy  plough,  and  fo'Ve  it  fpeed. 
ALecha  lhall  fweat,  and  Mahomet  lhall  fall,  and  thy  dear 
name  fillup  his  monument. 

To.  L.  It  lhall  Captain,  I mean  to  be  a Worthy. 

Cap.  One  Worthy  is  too  little,  thou  lhalt  be  all. 

Mor.  Captain  I lliall  deferve  fome  of  your  love  too. 

Capt.  Thou  lhalt  have  heart  and  hand  too,  noble  More- 
craft,  if  thou  wilt  lend  me  mony.  I am  a man  of  Garrifon, 
be  rul’d,  and  open  to  me  thofe  infernal  gates,  whence  none 
of  thy  evil  Angels  pafs  again,  and  I will  Itile  thee  noble,  nay 
Don  Diego.  Tie  woo  thy  Infanta  for  thee,  and  my  Knight 
lhall  feaft  her  with  high  meats,  and  make  her  apt. 

Mor.  Pardon  me  Captain,  y’are  befide  my  meaning. 

Toting  Lo.  No  Mr.  Morecraft,  ’tis  the  Captains  meaning 
I Ihould  prepare  her  for  ye. 

Capt.  Or  provok  her.  Speak  my  modern  man,  I fay  pro- 
voke her. 

Poet.  Captain,  I fay  fo  too , or  Itir  her  to  it.  So  fay 
the  Criticks. 

TomgLo.  But  howfoever  you  expound  it  fir,  Hie’svery 
weIcom,and  this  lliallferve  for  witnefs.  And  Widow,  lince 
y’are  come  fo  happily,  you  lliall  deliver  up  the  keyes,  and 
free  polTeflionof  this  houfe , whillll  Hand  by  to  ratifie. 

Wid.  I had  rather  give  it  back  again  believe  me, 
’Tisamiferie  to  fay  you  had  it.  Take  heed  ? 

ToangLo.  ’Tis  paft  that  Widow,  come,  lit  down,  fome 
wine  there,  there  is  a feurvie  banquet  if  we  had  it.  All  this 
fair  houle  is  yours  Sir.  SatJU  ? 

SavU.  Yes  Sir. 

Toung  Lo.  Are  your  keyes  readie,!  mull  eafe  your  burden. 

Sav.  1 am  readie  Sir  to  be  undone, when  you  lhall  call  me 
to’r. 

Toang  Lo.  Come  come,  thou  lhalt  live  better. 

Sav.  I lhall  have  lefs  to  doe, that’s  all, there’s  half  a dozen 
of  my  friends  i’th’ fields  funning  againll  a bank,  withhalfa 
breech  among  ’em,  1 lhall  be  with  ’em  Ihortly.  The  care 
and  continuali  vexation  of  being  rich,  eatup  this  rafcall. 
What  lhall  become  of  my  poor  familie,  they  are  no  llieep, 
and  they  mull  kccpthemfelvcs. 

Toung  Lo.  Drink  Mailer  Morecraft,  pray  be  merrie  all : 
Nay  and  you  will  not  drink  there’s  nofocietie, 

Captain  fpeak  loud,and  drink  ; widow,  a word. 

Cap.  Ex'pouud  her  throughly  Knight.  Here  God  o’ gold, 
here’s  to  thy  fair  pollellionsj  Be  a Baron  and  a bold  one  : 


leave  off'your  tickling  of  young  heirs  like  Trouts,  and  let 
thyChimniesfmoke.  Feed  men  of  war,  live  and  be  honell 
and  be  laved  yet.  ■ ' ’ 

Mor.  I thank  you  worthie  Captain  for  your  counfel.  You 
keep  your  Chimnies  fmoking  there,  your  nollrils,  and  when 
you  can,  you  feed  a man  of  War,  this  makes  you  not  a Ba- 
ron, but  a bare  one  : and  how  or  when  you  lhall  be  faved, 
let  the  Clark  o’th’eompanie  (you  have  commanded)  have' 
a juft  care  of. 

Poet.  The  man  is  much  moved.  BenotangrieSir,  but  as 
the  Poet  lings,  let  your  difpleafure  be  a Ihort  furie,  and 
goeout.  You  have fpoke home,  and  bitterly,  tome  Sir.^ 
Captain  take  truce,  the  Miler  is  a tart  and  a wittie  wher- 
fon 

Cap.  Poet,  you  feign  perdie,the  wit  of  this  man  lies  in  his 
fingers  ends,he  mull  tell  all  •,  his  tongue  fills  his  mouth  like  a 
neats  tongue, and  only  ferves  to  lick  his  hungric  chaps  after  a 
purchafe  : his  brains  and  brimftone  are  the  devils  diet  to  a 
fat  ufurers  head:  To  her  Knight,  to  her:  clap  her  aboard, 
and  flow  her.  Where’s  the  brave  Steward  ? 

Savil.  Here’s  your  poor  friend,  and  Savil  Sir  ? 

Capt.  Away,  th’art  rich  in  ornaments  of  nature.  Fir  ft  in 
thy  face,thouhaftaferiousface,  a betting,  bargaining,  and 
faving  face,  a rich  face,  pawn  it  to  the  Ufurer a face  to 
kindle  the  compalfion  of  the  moll  ignorant  and  frozen 
Juftice. 

Savil.  ’Tis  fuch  I dare  not  Ihew  it  Ihortly  fir. 

Capt.  Be  blithe  and  bonny  ftev/ard  : Mailer  Morecraft, 
Drink  to  this  man  of  reckoning  ? 

Mor.  Here’s  c’ne  to  him. 

Savil.  The  Devil  guide  it  downward : would  there  were 
in’c  an  acre  of  the  great  broom  field  he  bought,  to  fweep 
your  durtie  Confcience , or  to  choak  ye , ’tis  all  one  to 
me,'Ururer. 

TotinoLo.  Confidcr  what  I told  you,  you  are  young, 
unapt  for  worldly  bufinefs : Is  it  fit  one  of  fuch  tendernefs, 
fo  delicate,  focontrarie  to  things  of  care,  lliould  ftir  and 
break  her  better  meditations,  in  the  bare  brokage  of  a brace 
of  Angels?  or  a new  Kirtel,  though  it  be  Satten?  eat  by 
the  hope  of  forfeits,  and  lie  down  only  in  expedation  of  a 
morrow’,  that  may  undo  fome  ealie  hearted  fool,  or  reach 
a widows  curies  ? Let  out  mony,  whole  ufe  returns  the 
principal?  and  get  out  of  thefe  troubles,  a confuming  heir : 
For  fuch  a one  mull  follow  necelTarily,  you  fhalj  die  hated,  if 
not  old  and  miferable  •,  and  chat  polleft  wealth  that  you  got 
with  pinihg,live  to  fee  tumbled  to  anothers  hands-,  that  is  no 
more  a kin  to  you,  than  you  to  his  couzenage. 

Widow.  Sir  you  fpeak  well,  would  God  that  charity  had 
firft  begun  here  ? 

Toung  Lo.  ’Tis  yet  time.  Be  merrie,  me  thinks  you  want 
wine  there,  there’s  more  i’th’ houfe.  Captain,  where  reils 
the  health  ? 

Captain.  It  lhall  goe  round  boy  ? 

Toung  Lo.  Say  you  can  lulTer  this,  becaufe  the  end  points 
at  much  profit,  can  you  fo  far  bow  below  your  blood,  below 
your  too  much  beautie,  to  be  a partner  of  this  fellowesbed, 
and  lie  with  his  difeales  ? if  you  can,  I will  nor  prefs  you 
further : yet  look  upon  him : there’s  nothing  in  that  hide- 
bound Ufurer , that  man  of  mar,  that  all  decai’d,but  aches , 
foryoutolove,  unlefs  his  perilht  lungs,  his  drie  cough,  or 
his  feurvie.  This  is  truth,  and  fo  far  I dare  fpeak  yet:  he 
has  yet  pall  cure  of  Phyfick,  fpaw,  or  any  diet,  a primitive 
pox  in  his  bones  *,  and  o’  my  Knowledge  he  has  been  ten 
times  rowell’d : ye  may  love  him;  he  had  a baftard,  his 
own  toward  illiic,  whipt,  and  th:n  cropt  for  w’alhing  out 
the  rofes,  in  three  farthings  to  make  ’em  pence. 

Widow.  I do  not  like  thefe  Morals  ? 

Toung  Lo.  You  mull  not  like  him  then  ? 

Enter  Elder  Love. 

Elder  Lo.  By  your  leave  Gentlen^n  ? 

Toun^  Lo.  By  my  troth  fir  you  are#elcom,  wclcom  faith : 
Lord  w"hat  a llranger  you  are  grown  ■ pray  know  tins  Gen- 
tlewoman,and  ifyoupleafe  thefe  friends  here:we  are  merry, 
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you  fee  the  worft  on’t  \ your  houfe  has  been  kept  warm  Sir  ? 

Elder  Lo.  1 am  glad  to  hear  it  Brother,  pray  God  you  are 
wife  too. 

Toung  Lo.  Pray  M‘'  Morecraft  know  my  elder  Brother, 
and  Captain  do  you  complement.  Savtl  I dare  fwear  is 
glad  at  heart  to  fee  youf  Lord,  we  heard  Sir  you  were 
drown’d  at  Sea,  and  lee  how  luckily  things  come  about  f 
More.  This  mony  mull;  be  paid  again  Sir. 

TonngLo.  No  Sir,  pray  keep  the  Sale,  ’twill  make  good 
Tailors  mcafures*,  I am  well  1 thank  you. 

Wid.  By  my  troth  the  Gentleman  has  ftew’d  him  in  his 
own  Sawce,  I Hiall  love  him  for’t. 

Sav.  I know  not  where  lam,  I am  fo  glad:  yourwor- 
Ihip  is  the  welcom’d:  man  alive ; upon  my  knees  I bid  you 
welcome  home : here  has  been  fuch  a hurry,  fuch  a din,  fach 
difmal  Drinking,  Swearing  and  Whoring,  ’thas  almoft 
made  me  mad  : we  have  all  liv’d  in  a continual  Turnbal- 
ftrcet  j Sir,  blefl  be  Heaven,  that  fent  you  fafe  again,  now 
(hall  I eat  and  go  to  bed  again. 

Elder  Lo.  Brother  difmifs  thefe  people. 

Totmg  Lo.  Captain  be  gone  a while,  meet  me  at  my  old 
in  the  evening,  take  your  fmall  Poet  with  you. 
M'^  Aiorecraft  you  were  bed:  go  prattle  with  your  learned 
Counfel,  I lhall  preferve  your  mony,  I was  couzen’d  when 
time  was,  we  are  quit  Sir. 

Wtd.  Better  and  better  ftill. 

Elder  Lo.  What  is  this  fellow.  Brother  ? 

Toung  Lo.  The  thirlty  Ufurer  that  fupt  my  Land  off! 

Elder  Lo.  What  does  he  tarry  for  ? 

Tonng  Lo.  Sir  to  be  Landlord  of  your  Houfe  and  State : I 
was  bold  to  make  a little  fale  Sir. 

More.  Am  I overreach’d  ? if  there  be  Law  I’le  hamper  ye. 
Elder  Lo.  Prethce  be  gone,  and  rave  at  home,  thou  art 
fo  bafe  a fool  I cannot  laugh  at  thee ; Sirrah,  this  comes  of 
couzening,  home  and  fparc,  eat  Reddilli  till  you  raife  your 
fums  again.  If  you  dir  far  in  this,  I’le  have  you  whipt,your 
cars  nail’d  for  intelligencing  o’the  Pillory,  and  your  goods 
forfeit:  you  are  a dale  couzener,  leave  my  houfe : no  more. 

More.  A pox  upon  your  houfe.  Come  Widow,  I lhall 
yet  hamper  this  young  Gamefter. 

JVtd.  Good  twelve i’th’ hundred  keepyour  way,  lam  not 
for  your  diet,  marry  in  your  own  Tribe  Jfw,  and  get  a 
Broker. 

Tonng  to.  ’Tis  well  laid  Widow ; will  you  jog  on  Sir  ? 
More.  Yes,  I will  go,  but ’tis  no  matter  whither : 

But  when  I truft  a wild  Fool,  and  a Woman, 

May  I lend  Gratis,  and  build  Hofpitals. 

Toung  Lo.  Nay  good  Sir,  make  all  even,  here’s  a Widow 
wants  your  good  word  for  me,  flic’s  rich,  and  may  renew 
me  and  my  fortunes. 

Elder  Lo.  1 am  glad  you  look  before  you.  Gentlewoman, 
here  is  a poor  dillrefled  younger  Brother. 

Wid.  You  do  him  wrong  Sir,  he’s  a Knight. 

Elder  Lo.  I ask  you  mercy : yet  ’tis  no  matter,  his  Knight- 
hood is  no  inheritance  I take  it : whatfoever  he  is, he  is  your 
Servant,  or  would  be,  Lady.  Faith  be  not  mercilefs,  but 
make  a man-,  he’s  young  and  handfome,  though  he  be  my 
Brother,  and  his  obfervances  may  deferve  your  Love : he 
fliall  not  fail  for  means. 

Wid.  Sir  you  fpeak  like  a worthy  Brother  : and  fo  much 
I do  credit  your  fair  Language,  that  I fliall  love  your  Bro- 
ther : and  fb  love  hifn,  but  I fliall  blufli  to  fay  more. 

Elder  Ao.Stop  her  mouth.  I hope  you  fliall  not  live-  to  know 
that  hour  when  this  fliall  be  repented.  Now  Brother  I fliou Id 
chide,  but  I’le  give  no  diffafte  to  your  fair  Miftrefs.  I will 
inftruft  her  in’t  and  file  fliall  do’t ; you  have  been  wild  and 
ignorant,  pray  mend  it. 

Toung  Lo.  Sir,  every  day  now  Spring  comes  on. 

Elder  Lo.  To  you  good  Wi'^Savil  and  your  Office,  thus 
much  I have  to  lay : Y’are  from  my  Steward  become,  firfl 
your  own  Drunk^,  then  his  Bawd  : they  fay  y’are  excellent 
grown  in  both,  aR  perfect : give  me  your  keys  Sir  Savil? 
Sav'd.  Good  Sir  coiilider  W'honi  you  left  me  to. 

Elaer  Lo  I left  you  as  a curb  for,  not  to  provoke  my  Bro- 


thers follies : where’s  tliebefl  drink,  now  ? come,  tell  me 
Sav:l\  where’s  the  fouudeft  Whores  ? Ye  old  he  Goat,  ye 
dried  Ape,  ye  lame  Stallion,  myft  you  be  leading  in  my 
houfe  your  Whores,  like  Fairies  dance  their  night  rounds, 
without  fear  either  of  King  or  Conflable,  within  my  w'alls  ? 
Are  all  my  Hangings  fafe  *,  my  Sheep  unfold  yet  ? I hope  my 
Plate  is  currant,  I ha’  too  much  on’t.  What  fay  you  to 
300  pounds  in  drink  now  ? 

Sav.  Good  Sir  forgive  me,  and  but  hear  me  Ipeak  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Me  thinks  thou  fhouldfl:  be  drunk  ftill,  and  not 
fpeak,’tis  the  more  pardonable. 

Sav.  I will  Sir,  if  you  will  have  it  fo. 

Elder  Lo.  I thank  ye:  yes,  e’ne  purfue  it  Sir:  do  you 
hear  ? get  a Whore  foon  for  your  recreation : go  look  out 
Captain  Broken-breech  your  fellow , and  Quarrel  if  you 
dare ; I lhall  deliver  thefe  Keys  to  one  fliall  have  more  ho- 
nefty,  though  not  fo  much  fine  wit  Sir.  You  may  walk  and 
gather  fit  to  cool  your  Liver  3 there’s  fomethirgfor 
you  to  begin  a Diet,  you’l  have  the  Pox  elfe.  Speed  you 
well,  Sir  Sav'd : you  may  eat  at  my  houfe  to  preferve  life  3 
but  keep  no  Fornication  in  the  Stables.  [.Ex.  orn.  fr.  Savil. 

Sav.  Now  mult  1 hang  my  felf,  ray  friends  will  look  for’t. 
Eating  and  fleeping,  I do  defpife  you  both  now : 

I will  run  mad  firfl,  and  if  that  get  not  pitty, 

I’le  drown  my  felf,  to  a moft  difmal  ditty.  Qf’.vif  Savil. 


A^hs  OjiartHS.  Seen  a Trim  a. 

Enter  Abigal  fola. 

Abigal.  \ Las  poor  Gentlewoman,  to  what  a mifery  hath 
Age  brought  thee : to  what  a feurvy  Fortune? 
Thou  that  haft  been  a Companion  for  Noblemen,  and  at  the 
worft  of  thole  times  for  Gentlemen  .*  now  like  a broken 
Servingman,  mult  beg  for  favour  to  thofe,  that  would 
have  crawl’d  like  Pilgrims  to  my  Chamber  but  for  an  Ap- 
parition ofme.  You  that  be  coming  on,  make  much  of  fif- 
teen, and  fo  till  five  and  twenty : ufeyour  time  with  rever- 
ence, that  your  profits  may  arile : it  will  not  tarry  with  you, 
Ecce  fignum : here  was  a face, but  time  that  like  a furfeit  cats 
our  youth,  plague  of  his  iron  teeth,  and  draw  ’em  for’t,  has 
been  a little  bolder  here  than  welcome : and  now  to  fay  the 
truth,  I am  fit  for  no  man.  Old  men  i’th’ houfe  of  fifty,  call 
me  Granum ; and  when  they  are  drunk,e’ne  then,when  Jone 
and  my  Lady  are  all  one,  not  one  willdomercafon.  My  lit- 
tle Levite  hath  forlaken  me,  his  filver  found  of  Cittern  quite 
abolirn,this  doleful  hynuis  under  myChamber  windovr,digefl:- 
ed  into  tedious  learning;  w’ell  fool,  you  leapt  a Haddock 
when  you  left  him  : he’s  a clean  man,  and  a good  edifier,  and 
twenty  nobles  is  his  ffate  de  claroj  befides  his  pigs  in  pojfe.  To 
this  good  Elomdtft  1 have  been  ever  ftubborn,  which  God  for- 
give  me  for,  and  mend  my  manners .-  and  Love,  if  ever  thou 
hadfl:  care  of  forty,  of  fuch  a piece  of  lape  ground,  hear  my 
prayer,  and  fire  his  zeal  fo  far  forth  that  my  faults  in  this  rc- 
nued  impreflion  of  my  love  may  Ihcw  correfted  to  our  gen- 
tle reader. 

Enter  Roger. 

See  how  negligently  he  pafles  by  me:  with  what  an  Equipage 
Canonical,  as  though  he  had  broken  the  heart  of  'Bellar- 
mine.,  or  added  fomething  to  the  finging  Brethren.  ’Tis 
fcorn,  I know  it,  and  deferve  it,  M^  Roger. 

Rog.  Fair  Gentlewoman,  my  name  is  Roger. 

Abig.  Then  gentle  Roger  ? 

Rog.  UngQiitlQ  Abigal.  (mans.? 

Abig.  Why  will  you  fet  your  wit  to  a weak  wo- 

^0^.  You  are  weak  indeed  : for  fo  the  Poet  lings. 

Abig.  I do  confefs  my  weaknefs,  fweet  Sir  Roger. 

Rog.  Good  my  Ladies  Gentlewoman,  or  my  good  Ladies 
Gentlewoman  (this  trope  is  loft  to  you  now)  leave  your  pra- 
ting, you  have  a feafon  of  your  firft  mother  in  ye ; and  furely 
had  the  Devil  been  in  love,  he  had  been  abufed  too : go 
Daltlah,  you  make  men  fools,  and  wear  Fig  breeches. 


ihe  Scornful  Lady. 
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ylbi.  Well, well, hard  hearted  man  *,  dilate  upon  the  weak 
infirmities  of  women ; thefe  are  fit  texts,  but  once  there 
was  a time,  would  1 had  never  feen  thofe  eyes,  thofe  eyes, 
thofe  orient  eyes. 

Rotr.  I they  were  pearls  once  with  you. 

Abi.  Saving  your  reverence  Sir,  fo  they  are  ftill. 

Rog.  Nay,  nay,  I do  befeech  you  leave  your  cogging , 
what  they  are,  they  are,  they  ferve  me  without  Spedacies 
I thank  ’em. 

Ahig.  O will  you  kill  me  ? 

Rog.  I do  not  think  I can, 

Y’are  like  a Copy  hold  with  nine  lives  in’t. 

Abig.  You  were  wont  to  bear  a Chriltian  fear  about  you: 
For  your  own  worlhips  fake. 

Rog.  I was  a Chriftian  fool  then : Do  you  remember 
what  a dance  you  led  me  ? how  I grew  qualm’d  in  lovc,and 
was  a dunce  ? could  expound  but  once  a quarter,  and  then 
was  out  too:  and  then  out  of  the  ftinking  ftir  you  put  me 
in,  I prayed  for  my  own  ifliie.  You  do  remember  all  this  ? 

Abig.  O be  as  then  you  were  ? 

Rog.  I thank  you  for  it,  furely  I will  be  wifer  Abigd  -.  and 
as  the  Ethnick  Poet  fings,  I will  not  lofe  my  oy  I and  labour 
too.  Y’are  for  the  worlbipfull  I take  it  Abigal. 

Abtg.  O take  it  fo,  and  then  I am  for  thee  ? 

Rog^!  I like  thefe  tears  well,  and  this  humbling  alfo,  they 
are  Symptomes  of  contrition.  Ifllhould  fall  into  my  fit  a- 
gain,  would  you  not  lhake  me  into  a quotidian  Coxcombe  ? 
Would  you  not  ufe  me  fcurvily  again,  and  give  mepoflets 
with  purging  Confers  in’t  ? I tell  thee  Gentlewoman,  thou 
haft  been  harder  to  me,  than  a long  pedigree.  ^ 

i^big.  O Curate  cure  me : I will  love  thee  better,dearer, 
longer  : I will  do  any  thing,  betray  the  fecrets  of  the  main 
houfe-hold  to  thy  reformation. My  Ladie  lhall  look  lovingly 
on  thy  learning,  and  when  true  time  fliall  point  thee  for  a 
Parfon,  I will  convert  thy  egges  to  penny  cuftards,  and  thy 
tith  goofe  lhall  graze  and  multiply. 

Rog.  I am  mollified,  as  well  lhall  teftifie  this  faithfull  kifs, 
and  have  a great  care  Miftris  Abigal  how  you  deprefs  the 
Spirit  any  more  with  your  rebukes  and  mocks;  for  certainly 
the  edge  of  fuch  a follie  cuts  it  felf. 

Abigal.  O Sir,  you  have  pierc’d  me  thorow.  Here  I vow 
a recantation  to  thofe  malicious  faults  1 ever  did  againft  you. 
Never  more  will  I delpife  your  learning,  never  more  pin 
cards  and  cony  tails  upon  yourCalTock,  never  again  re- 
proach your  reverend  nightcap,  and  call  it  by 
name  of  murrin,  never  your  reverend  perfon  more,  andmy, 
you  look  like  one  of  Baals  Priefts  in  a hanging,n^er  again 
when  you  fay  grace  laugh  at  you,  nor  put  you  out  at  prayers: 
never  cramp  you  more,  nor  when  you  ride,  get  Sope  and 
Thiftles  for  you.  No  my  thefe  faults  lhall  be  correded 
and  amended,  as  by  the  tenour  of  my  tears  appears. 

'Rjg.  Now  cannot  I hold  if  I Ihould  behang’d,  I muftcrie 
too.  Come  to  thine  own  beloved,  and  do  even  what  thou 
wilt  with  me  fweet,  fweet  Abigal.  I am  thine  own  for  ever  ; 
here’s  my  hand, when  proves  a recreant,  hang  him  i’th’ 

Bel-ropes. 

Bmer  Lady,  Martha. 

Lady.  Why  how  now  Mailer  Roger,  no  prayers  down 
with  you  to  night?  Did  you  hear  the  bell  ring  ? You  are 
courting : your  flock  lhall  fat  well  for  it. 

Rog.  I humbly  ask  your  pardon  : I’le  clap  up  Prayers,  but 
j ftay  a little, and  be  with  you  again.  [Exit  Roger. 

Enter  Elder  Love. 

Lady.  How  dare  you,  being  fo  unworthie  a fellow. 
Prefume  to  come  to  move  me  any  more  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lady.  What  ails  the  fellow  ? 

Elder  Lo.  The  fellow  comes  tolaughat  you,  I tell  you 
Ladie  I would  not  for  your  Land, be  fuch  a Coxcomb,fuch  a 
whining  Afs,  as  you  decreed  me  for  when  I was  laft  here. 

Lady.  1 joy  to  hear  you  arc  wife,  ’tis  a rare  Jewel 
In  an  Elder  Brother : pray  be  wifer  yet  ? 


Lider  Lo.  Me  thinks  I am  very  wile:  Ido  not  come  a 
wooing.Indeed  Pie  move  no  more  love  to  your  Ladilhip. 

Lady.  What  makes  you  here  then  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Only  to  fee  you  and  be  merry  Ladie  : that’s  all 
my  bufinefs.  Faith  let’s  be  very  merry.  Where’s  little  Roger f 
he  s a good  fellow : an  hour  or  two  well  Ipcnt  in  wholfome 
mirth,  is  worth  a thoufand  of  thefe  puling  pallions.  ’Tis  an 
ill  world  for  Lovers. 

Lady.  They  were  never  fewer. 

Elder  Lo.  I thank  God  there’s  one  lefs  for  me  Ladie  ? 

Lady.  You  were  never  any  Sir. 

Elder  Lo.  Till  now,  and  now  I am  the  prettieft  fellow. 

Lady.  You  talk  like  a Tailor  Sir. 

Elder  Lo.  Me  thinks  your  faces  are  no  fuch  fine  things 
now. 

Lady.  Why  did  you  tell  me  you  were  wife  ? Lord  what  a 
lying  age  is  this,  where  will  you  mend  thefe  faces  ? 

Elder  Lo.  A Hogs  face  fouft  is  worth  a hundred  of’em.. 

Lady.  Sure  you  had  a Sow  to  your  Mother. 

Elder  Lo.  She  brought  fuch  fine  white  Pigs  as  you,  fit  for 
none  but  Parfons  Ladie.? 

Lady.  ’Tis  well  you  will  allow  us  our  Clergie  yet. 

Elder  Lo.  That  fliall  not  fave  you.  O that  I were  in  love 
again  with  a wifli. 

Lady.  By  this  light  you  are  a feurvie  fellow, pray  be  gone. 

Elder  Lo.  You  know  I am  a clean  skin’d  man. 

Lady.  Do  I know  it  .? 

£/i^fr.Lo.Come,come,you  would  know  it  *,  that’s  as  good; 
but  not  a fnap,  never  longfor’t,  not  a fnapdear  Ladie. 

Lady.  Hark  ye  Sir,  hark  ye,  get  ye  to  the  Suburbs, there’s 
horfe  iiefli  for  fuch  hounds : will  yougoe  Sir .? 

Elder  Lo.  Lord  how  I lov’d  this  woman,  how  I worfhipt 
this  prettie  calf  with  the  white  face  here : as  I live,you  were 
the  prettieft  fool  to  play  w'ithall,  the  wittieft  little  varlet,  it 
would  talk;  Lord  how  it  talk’t  1 and  when  1 angred  it,  it 
would  cry  out,  and  fcratch,  and  eat  no  meat,  and  it  would 
:ay,  goe  hang. 

Lady.  It  will  fay  fo  ftill,  if  you  anger  it. 

Elder  Lo.  And  when  1 askt  it,  if  it  would  be  married,  it 
fent  me  of  an  errand  into  France,  and  would  abufe  me,  and 
be  glad  it  did  fo. 

Lady.  Sir  this  is  moftunmanly,pray  bygon. 

Elder  Lo.  And  fwcar  (even  when  it  twitter’d  to  be  at  me) 

I was  unhanfome. 

Lady.  Have  you  no  manners  in  you  ? 

Elder  Lo.  And  fay  my  back  was  melted,  when  God  he 
knows,  I kept  it  at  a charge : Four  F launders  Marcs  would 
have  been  caller  to  me,  and  a Fencer. 

Lady.  You  think  all  this  is  true  now .? 

Elder  Lo.  Faith  whether  it  be  or  no,  ’tis  too  good  for  you. 
But  fo  much  for  our  mirth : Now  have  at  you  in  earneft. 

Lo.  There  is  enough  Sir,  I defire  no  more. 

El.  Lo.  Yes  faith, wee’I  have  a caft  at  your  beft  parts  now'. 
And  then  the  Devil  take  the  worft. 

Lady.  Pray  Sir  no  more,  I am  not  fo  much  affected  with 
your  commendations,  ’tis  almoft  dinner,  1 know  they  ftay 
for  you  at  the  Ordinary. 

Elder  Lo.  E’ne  a Ihort  Grace,  and  then  I am  gone  •,  Y^ou 
are  a woman,  and  the  proudeft  that  ever  lov’d  a Coach : the 
fcornfulleft,  feurvieft,  and  moll  fencelefs  w'oman  •,  tiie  grec- 
dieft  to  be  prais’d,  and  never  mov’d  though  it  be  grol's  and 
open-,  the  moll  envious,  that  at  the  poor  fame  (Tanothers 
face,  would  cat  your  own,  and  more  than  is  your  own, 
the  paint  belonging  to  it : of  fuch  a felf  opinion,  that  you 
think  none  can  deferve  your  glove : and  for  your  malice,you 
are  fo  excellent,  you  might  have  been  your  Tempters  tutor  : i 
nay,  never  cry. 

Lady,  Your  own  heart  knows  you  wrong  me;  I cry  for 
ye  ? 

Elder  Lo.  You  (hall  before  1 leave  you. 

Lady.  Is  all  this  fpoke  in  earneft.? 

Elder  Lo.  Yes  and  more  as  foon  as  I can  get  it  out. 

Lady.  Well  out  with’t. 

Elder  Lo.  You  are,let  me  fee. 
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Lady.  One  that  has  us’d  you  with  too  much  refpec!!. 

Elder  Lo.  One  that  hath  Us’d  me  (fmceyou  will  have  it 
fb  ) the  baleft,  the  moft  Foot-boy -like,  without  refpecft  of 
what  1 was,  or  what  you  might  be  by  me ; you  have  us’d 
me,  as  I would  ufe  a jade,  ride  him  off’s  legs,  then  turn  him 
to  the  Commons ; you  have  us’d  me  with  difcretion,  and  I 
thank  ye.  If  you  have  many  more  fuch  pretty  Servants, pray 
build  an  Hofpital,  and  when  they  are  old,  pray  keep  ’em 
for  fhame, 


Lady.  I cannot  think  yet  this  is  lerious. 
Elder  Lo.  Will  you  have  more  on’t  ? 


Lady.  No  faith,  there’s  enough  if  it  be  true : 

Too  much  by  all  my  part  •,  you  are  no  Lover  then  ? 

Elder  Lo.  No,  1 had  rather  be  a Carrier. 

Lady.  Why  the  Gods  amend  all. 

eider  Lo.  Neither  do  1 think  there  can  be  fuch  a fellow 
found  i’th’  world,  to  be  in  love  with  fuch  a froward  woman, 
if  there  be  fuch,  they’re  mad,  Jove  comfort ’em.  Now  you 
have  all,  and  I as  new  a man,  as  light,  and  fpirited,  that  1 
feel  my  felf  clean  through  another  creature.  O ’tis  brave 
to  be  ones  own  man,  I can  fee  you  now  as  I would  fee  a 
Picture,  fit  all  day  by  you  and  never  kifs  your  hand:  hear 
youfing,  and  never  fall  backward:  but  with  as  feta  tem- 
per, as  I would  hear  a Fidler,  rife  and  thank  you.  I can 
now  keep  my  mony  in  my  purfe,  that  ftill  was  gadding  out 
for  Scarfes  and  Waffcoats:  and  keep  my  hand  from  Mercers 
ffeep  skins  finely.  I can  eat  mutton  now,  and  feaft  my  fcif 
with  my  two  fhilUngs,  and  can  fee  a play  for  eighteen  pence 
again  : 1 can  my  Ladie. 

Lidy.  The  carriage  of  this  fellow  vexes  me.  Sir,  pray  let 
me  fpeak  a little  private  with  you, I muff  not  fuller  this. 

Eldtr  Lo.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  what  would  you  with  me  ? 

You  will  not  ravilh  me  ? Now,  your  fet  Ipcech  ? 

Lady.  Thou  perjur’d  man. 

Eldtr  Lo.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  this  is  a fine  e.vordiim. 

And  why  I pray  you  perjur’d? 

Lady.  Did  you  not  fwear  a thoufand  thoufand  times  you 
lov’d  me  beft  of  all  things  ? 

Elder  Lo.  1 do  confefs  it : make  your  beft  of  that. 

Lady.  Wftiy  do  you  fay  you  do  not  then  ? 

Elder  L o.  Nay  Tie  fwear  it. 

And  give  fufficient  reafon,your  own  ufage. 

Lady.  Do  you  not  love  me  then  ? 

Elder  Lo.  No  faith. 

Lady.  Did  you  ever  think  I lov’d  you  dearly  ? 

Elder  Lo  Yes,  but  I fee  but  rotten  fruits  on’t. 

Lady.  Do  not  denie  your  hand  for  I muft  kifs  it,  and  take 
my  laft  farewell , now  let  me  die  fo  you  be  happy. 

El.  Lo.  I am  too  foolilh  : Ladie  fpeak  dear  Ladie. 

Lady.  No  let  me  die.  She  [wounds. 

^Jhfar.  Oh  my  Sifter ! 

Abi.  O my  Ladie  help,  help. 

tA'lar.  Run  for  fome  Rofalu  ? 

Eldtr  Lo.  1 have  plaid  the  fine  afs : bend  her  bodic,Lady, 
beft,  deareft,  worthieft  Ladie,  hear  your  Servant,  I am  not 
as  I fhew’d  : O wretched  fool,  to  fling  away  the  Jewel  of 
thy  life  thus.  Give  her  more  air,  fee  fne  begins  to  ftir,  fweet 
Miftris  hear  me  ? 

Lady.  Is  my  Servant  rvell  ? 

Elder  Lo.  In  being  yours  1 am  fo. 

Lady.  Then  I care  not. 

Elder  Lo.  How  do  ye,  reach  a chair  there  i I confefs  my 
fault  not  pardonable,  in  purfuing  thus  upon  fuch  tendernefs 
my  vvilfull  error ; but  had  I knowm  it  would  have  wrought 
thus  with  ye,  thus  ftrangely  , not  the  W’orld  had  won  me 
to  it,  and  let  not  (my  beft  Ladie)  any  word  fpoke  to  my 
end  difturb  your  quiet  peace:  for  foonerfliall  you  know  a 
general  ruine,  than  my  faith  broken.  Do  not  doubt  this 
Vliftris,  for  by  my  life  I cannot  live  wdthoutyou.  Come, 
come,  you  fhall  not  grieve, 'rather  be  angrie,  and  heap  in- 
flieftion  upon  me  : I will  fuffer.  O I could  curfe  my  felf, 
3ray  (mile  upon  me.  Upon  my  faith  it  w'as  but  a trick 
to  trie  you, knowing  you  lov’d  me  dcarlie,  and  yet  ftrangely 
that  you  would  never  fliew  it  , though  my  means  was 


all  humilitie. 

All.  Ha,  ha. 

Elder  Lo.  How  now  ? 

Lady.  I thank  you  fine  fooI  for  your  moft  fine  plot  ^ this 
was  afubtile  one,  a ftiffdevice  to  have  caught  Dottrels  with. 
Good  fencelefs  Sir,  could  you  imagine  I ftiould  fwound  for 
you,  and  know  your  felf  to  be  an  arrant  afs  ? I,  a difeovered 
one.  ’Tis  quit  1 thank  you  Sir.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Mar.  Take  heed  Sir,  fhe  may  chance  to  fwound  again  ? 
All.  Ha,  ha,  ha, 

Ahi.  Step  to  her  Sir,  fee  how  fhe  changes  colour . 

Elder  Lo.  Tie  goe  to  hell  firft,  and  be  better  welcom.] 

I am  fool’d,  I do  confefs  it,finely  fool’d, 

Ladie,  fool’d  Madam,  and  I thank  you  for  it. 

Lady.  Faith ’tis  not  fo  much  worth  Sir : 

But  iff  knew  when  you  come  next  a burding, 

Tie  have  a ftronger  noofeto  hold  the  M’oodcock. 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Elder  Lo.  I am  glad  to  fee  you  merry , pray  laugli  on. 
iJMar.  H’ad  a hard  heart  that  could  not  laugh  at  you  Sir, 
ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lady.  Pray  Sifter  do  not  laugii,  you’le  anger  him. 

And  then  hee’l  rail  like  a rude  Coftermonger. 

That  Schoolboys  had  couzened  of  his  Apples, 

As  loud  and  fencelefs  ? 

Elder  Lo.  I w ill  not  rail. 
eJMar.  Faith  then  let’s  hear  him  Sifter  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Yes,  you  fliall  hear  me. 

Lady.  Shall  we  be  the  better  by  it  then  ? 

Eld.L.  No, he  that  makes  a woman  better  by  his  words. 
Tie  have  him  Sainted : blows  will  not  doe  it. 

Lady.  By  this  light  hee’ll  beat  us. 

Elder  Lo.  You  do  deferve  it  richly. 

And  may  live  to  have  a Beadle  doe  it. 

Lady.  Now  he  rails? 

Elder  Lo.  Come  fcornfull  Folly, 

If  this  be  railing,  youfhall  hear  me  rail. 

Lady.  Pray  put  it  in  good  words  then. 

Eider  Lo.  The  worft  are  good  enough  for  fuch  a trifle. 

Such  a proud  piece  of  Cobweblawn. 

Lady.  You  bite  Sir  ? 

Elder  Lo.  1 would  till  the  bones  crackt,  and  I had  my 
will. 

Mar.  We  had  beft  muzzel  him,  he  grows  mad. 

Elder  Lo.  I would  ’twere  lawfull  in  the  next  great  ficknefs 
to  have  the  Dogs  fpared , thole  harmlefs  creatures , and 
knock  i’th’  head  thefe  hot  continual  plagues,  women,  that 
are  more  infectious.  I hope  the  State  will  think  on’t. 

Lady.  Are  you  well  Sir  ? 

CMar.  Fie  looks  as  tl¥)ugh  he  had  a grievous  fit  o’th’ 
Colick. 

Elder  Lo.  Green-ginger  will  cure  me. 

Abtg.  I’le  heat  a trencher  for  him. 

Elder  Lo.  Durty  December  doe,  Thou  with  a face  as  old 
as  Err  a Eater.,  fuch  a Prognollicating  nofe : thou  tiling  that 
ten  years  fince  has  left  to  be  a woman , outworn  the  ex- 
pectation of  a Baud  •,  and  thy  dry  bones  can  reach  at  no- 
thing now,  but  gords  or  ninepins,  pray  goe  fetch  a 
trencher  goe. 

Lady.  Let  him  alone,  he’s  crackt. 

Abig.  Pie  fee  him  hang’d  firft,  is  a bcaftly  fellow  to  ufe  a 
woman  of  my  breeding  thus  > 1 marry  is  he ; would  I were  a 
man,  I’de  make  him  eat  his  Knaves  words  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Tic  your  fhe  Otter  up,  good  Lady  folly,  flie 
ftinksworfe  than  a Bear-baiting. 

Lady.  Why  will  you  be  angry  now  ? 

E derLo.  Goe  paint  and  purge,  call  in  your  kennel  with 
you  ; you  a Lady  ? 

Abi.  Sirra,  look  to’t  againft  the  quarter  Seffions,  if  there 
be  good  behaviour  in  the  world, I’lc  have  thee  bound  to  it. 

Elder  Lo.  You  muft  not  feek  it  in  your  Ladies  houfc 
then^  pray  fend  this  Ferret  home,  and  fpin  good  Abigal. 
And  Madam,  that  your  Ladifliip  may  know,  in  what  bale 
manner  you  have  us’d  my  fervicc,  I do  from  this  hour  hate 
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thee  heartily  j and  though  your  folly  Ihould  whip  you  to 
repentance,  and  waken  you  at  length  to  fee  my  wrongs,  ’tis 
not  the  endeavour  of  your  life  fliall  win  me  ; not  all  the 
friends  you  have,  infercefllon,  nor  your  fubmiflive  letters, 
though  they  fpoke  as  many  tears  as  words  •,  not  your  knees 
grown  to  th’ground  in  penitence,  hor  all  your  Hate,  tokifs 
you,  normypardon,  nor  will  to  give  you  Chrifcian  burial, 
if  you  dye  thus  y fo  farewellAVhen  1 am  married  and  made  | 
fure,  rie  come  and  vifit  you  again,  and  vex  you  Ladie.  By 
all  my  hopes  Tie  be  a torment  to  you  , worfe  than  a tedious 
winter.  1 know  you  will  recant  and  fue  to  me,  but  fave  that 
labour : Tie  rather  love  a fever  and  continual  thirll,  rather 
contrad  my  youth  to  drink  and  facerdote  upon  quarrels,  or 
take  a drawn  whore  from  an  Holpital,  tnattime,  difeafes, 
and  Mercury  had  eaten,  than  to  be  drawn  to  love  you. 

Lady.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  pray  do,  but  take  need  though. 

Elde-r  Lo.  From  thee,  falfe  dice,  jades.  Cowards,  and 
plaguy  Summers,  good  Lord  deliver  me. 

{Exit  Elder  Love. 

Lady,  But  hark  you  Servant,  hark  ye:  ishegon.^  call 
him  again. 

lyibigal.  Hang  him  Paddock. 

Lady.  Art  thou  here  ftill  ? flic,  flie, and  call  my  Servant, 
flie  or  ne’r  fee  me  more. 

Ahigal.  1 had  rather  knit  again  than  fee  that  rafcall,  but  1 
mult  Qoe  it.  { Exit  Abigal. 

Lady,  i would  be  loth  to  anger  him  too  much  y what 
fine  foolery  is  this  in  a woman,  to  ufe  thofe  meft  molt  fro- 
wardiy  they  love  moll?  If  I Ihould  lofe  him  thus,  I were 
rightly  ferved.  I hope  he’s  not  fo  much  himfelf,  to  take  it 
to  th’heart : how  now  ? wiil  he  come  back .? 

Enter  Abigal. 

Ahig.  Never,he  fwears,whilll  he  can  hear  men  lay  there’s 
any  woman  living ; he  fwore  he  would  ha’  me  firft. 

Lady.  Didlt  thou  intreat  him  wench  ? 

tMbigal.  As  well  as  I could  Madam.  But  this  is  Hill  your 
way,  to  love  being  abfent,  and  when  he’s  with  you,  laugh 
at  him  and  abule  him.  There’s  another  way  if  you 
could  hit  on’t. 

Lady.  Thou  faift  true,  get  me  paper,  pen  and  ink,  Tie 
write  to  him,  I’de  be  loth  he  Ihould  fleep  in's  anger. 

Women  are  molt  fools  when  they  think  th’are  wilell. 

{Ex  Omnes. 

tAdufek..  Enter  Young  Lovelefs,  an d'^Midovj.y going  to  he 
f!_Married.^  With  them  his  Comrades. 

Widow.  Pray  Sir  call  off  thefe  fellows,  as  unfitting  for 
your  bare  knowledge,  and  far  more  your  companie .-  is’t 
fit  fuch  Ragamuffins  as  thefe  are  ffiould  bear  the  name  of 
friends  ? and  furniffi  out  a civil  houfe  ? ye’re  to  be  married 
now,  and  men  that  love  you  mull  exped  a courfe  far  from 
your  old  carrier ; if  you  will  keep  ’em,  turn  ’em  toth’ 
liable,  and  there  make  ’em  grooms : and  yet  now  con- 
fider  it,  fuch  beggars  once  fet  o’  horfe  back,  you  have  heard 
will  ride,  how  far  you  had  bell  to  look. 

Caftain.  Hear  you,  you  that  mull  be  Ladie,  pray  content 
your  felf  and  think  upon  your  carriage  foon  at  night,  what 
dreffing  will  bell  take  your  Knight,  what  wallcote,  what 
cordial  will  do  well  i’th’  morning  for  him , what  triers 
have  you? 

Widow.  What  do  you  mean  Sir  ? 

Cayt.  Thofe  that  mull  fwitch  him  up ; if  he  Hart  well, fear 
not  but  cry  Saint  George.,  and  bear  him  hard : when  you  per- 
ceive his  wind  growes  hot  and  wanting,  let  him  a little 
down,  he’s  fleet,  ne’re  doubt  him,and  ftands  found. 

Widow.  Sir,  you  hear  thefe  fellows  ? 

Tomg  Love.  Metric  companions,  wench.  Merry  com- 
panions. 

Widow.  To  one  another  let  ’em  be  companions , but 
good  Sir  not  to  you  ; you  fliall  be  civil  and  flip  offthefebafe 
trappings. 

Cay.  He  fnali  not  need,  my  mofl:  fwee^Ladie  Grocer,  if 
he  be  civil,  not  your  powdered  Sugar,  nor  your  Raifins 
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fnall  perfvvade  the  Captain  to  live  a Coxcomb  with  him  • 
let  him  be  civil  and  eat  i’tli’  (iArches.^  and  fee  what  will 
come  on  t. 

Poet.  Let  him  be  civil,  doe ; undo  him  T,  that’s  the 
next  way.  I will  not  take  (if  he  be  civil  once)  two  hundred 
pound  a year  to  live  with  him  ^ be  civil  ? there’s  a trim 
periwafion. 

C^^yt.  Ifthou  bceft  civil  Knight,  as  Jove  defendHt,  get 
thee  another  nofe,  that  will  be  pull’d  offby  the  angry  boyes  j 
for  thy  converfion : the  children  thou  ffialt  get  on  tliis  Civil-  j 
lian  cannot  inherit  by  the  Jaw,  th’are  Ethnicks,  and  all  thy  ; 
Iport  meer  Moral  leacheric : when  they  are  grown,  having  i 
but  little  in ’em,  they  may  prove  Haberdaffiers,  or  grols 
Grocers,  like  their  dear  Damm  there : prethce  be  civil 
Knight,  in  time  thou  maifl:  read  to  thy  houffiold,  and  be 
diunk  once  a year : this  would  fliew  finely. 

Tomg  Lo.  I wonder  fweet  heart  you  will  offer  this,  you  do 
not  underfland  thefe  Gentlemen : I will  be  fhort  and  pithy ; 

I had  rather  cafe  you  off  by  the  way  of  charge : thefe  are 
Creatures,  that  nothing  goes  to  the  maintenance  of  but 
Corn  and  Water.  I will  keep  thefe  fellows  jufe  in  thecom- 
petencie  of  two  Hens. 

Wid.  If  you  can  cafe  it  fo  Sir,  you  have  my  liking  ? If  they 
eat  lefs,  I Ihould  not  be  offended;  But  how  thefe  Sir,  can 
live  upon  lb  little  as  Corn  and  Water,  I am  unbelieving. 

Toung  Lo.  Why  prethee  fweet  heart  what’s  your  Ale  ? is 
not  that  Corn  and  Water,  my  fwxet  Widow  ? 

Wid.  1 but  my  fweet  Knight  where’s  the  meat  to  this, and 
cloaths  that  they  muff:  look  for  ? 

Tonng  Lo.  In  this  Ihort  fentence  Ale,  is  all  included  : 
Meat,  Drink,  and  Cloth ; Thefe  are  no  ravening  Footmen, 
no  fellows,  that  at  Ordinaries  dare  eat  their  eighteen  pence 
thrice  out  before  they  rife,  and  yet  goe  hungry  to  play, and 
crack  more  nuts  than  would  fuffice  a dozen  Squirrels  *,  be- 
licesthedin,  which  is  damnable:  I had  rather  rail,  and 
be  confin’d  to  a Boatmaker,  than  live  amongfe  fuch  rafcals 
thefe  are  people  of  fuch  a clean  diferetion  in  their  diet,  of 
fuch  a moderate  fufeenance,that  they  fw'eat  it  they  but  fmell 
hot  ment. Per r edge  is  poifon,they  hate  a Kitchin  as  they  hate 
a Counter, and  ffiow  ’em  but  a Feather-bed  they  fwound.Ale 
is  their  eating  and  their  drinking  furely,  which  keeps  their 
bodies  clear,  and  foluble.  Bread  is  a binder,  and  for  that 
abqlilht  even  in  their  Ale,  whofe  lofe  room  fills  an  apple, 
which  is  more  airy  and  of  fubtiler  nature.  The  refe  they  take 
is  little,  and  that  little  is  little  eafie : For  like  ftrid  men  of 
order,  they  do  corred  their  bodies  with  a bench,  or  a poor 
ftubborn  table  ^ if  a chimny  offer  it  felf  w'ith  fome  few  bro- 
ken ruffles,  they  are  in  down;  when  they  are  lick,  that’s 
drunk,  they  may  have  frefh  feraw,elfe  they  do  defpife  thefe 
worldly  pamperings.  For  their  poor  apparel,  ’tis  worn  out 
to  the  diet  j new  they  feek  none,  and  if  a man  Ihould  offer, 
they  are  angrie,  fcarce  to  be  reconcil’d  again  with  him ; 
you  (hall  not  hear  ’em  ask  one  a cafe  doublet  once  in  a year, 
which  is  modefey  befitting  my  poor  friends : you  fee  their 
Wardrobe,  though llender,  competent:  Forfliirtsltake  it, 
they  are  things  worn  out  of  their  remembrance.  Loufie 
they  will  be  when  they  lift,  and  mangie,  which  ffiows  a fine 
variety : and  then  to  cure  ’em,  a Tanners  limepit,  which 
is  little  charge,  two  dogs,  and  thefe  j thefe  two  may  be 
cur’d  for  5.  pence. 

Wtd.  You  have  half  per fvvaded  me,pray  ufe  your  pleafure : 
and  my  good  friends  fince  I do  knowjourdiet,  I’letakean 
order,  meat  fliall  not  offend  you,  you  lhall  have  Ale. 

Cayt.  We  ask  no  more,  let  it  be,mighty  Lady  : and  if  we 
perilh,  then  our  own  fins  on  us. 

Toitng  Lo.  Come  forward  Gentlemen , to  Church  my 
boys,  when  w’e  have  done, Tie  give  you  cheer  in  bowles. 

C Exeunt. 
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ASltfs  OnintHS.  Seen  A frima. 


you,  I cannot  keep  her  out,  Ihe’s  entredSir. 

Slder  ho.  It  is  the  waiting  woman,pray  be  not  feen  : firrah 
hpr  in  flifrnnrip  51  while  * hark  in  vour  Car-  20  and  diH 


hnter  Elder  Lovelefs. 

Elder  Lo,  TpHis  fenfelefs  woman  vexes  me  to  th’  heart, 
i fhe  will  not  from  my  memory : would  me 
were  a man  for  one  two  hours,  that  I might  beat  her.  If  I 
had  been  unhanfome,  old  or  jealous,  ’thad  been  an  even 
lay  Ihe  might  have  Icorn’d  me-,  but  to  be  young,  and  by 
this  light  I think  as  proper  as  the  proudell:  \ made  as  clean, 
as  ftraight,  and  Ilrong  backt  means  and  manners  equal 
with  the  bell:  cloth  of  lilverSir  iW  kingdom : But  thefe 
are  things  at  Ibme  time  of  the  Moon,  below  the  cut  of  Can- 
vas : fure  Ihe  has  fome  Meeching  Rafcal  in  her  houfe,  fome 
Hind,  that  Ihe  hath  feen  bear  (like  another  M/o)  quarters 
of  Malt  upon  his  back,  and  fing  with’t,  Thrafh  all  day,  and 
i’th’  evening  in  his  Itockings,  ftrike  up  a Hornpipe,  and 
there  ftink  two  hours,  and  ne’re  a whit  the  worfe  man ; 
thefe  are  they,  thefe  fteel  chin’d  Rafca Is  that  undo  us  all. 
Would  I had  been  a Carter,  or  a Coachman,  I had  done 
the  deed  e’re  this  time. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  there’s  a Gentleman  without  would  fpeak  with 

Elder  Lo.  Bid  him  come  in.  (you. 

Enter  Welford. 

Wei.  By  your  leave  Sir. 

Elder  Lo.  You  are  welcome,  what’s  your  will  Sir.? 

Wei.  Have  you  forgotten  me  ? 

Elder  Lo.  I do  not  much  remember  you. 

Wei.  You  mull:  Sir.  I am  that  Gentleman  you  pleas’d  to 
wrong,  in  your  difguife,  1 have  inquired  you  out. 

Elder  Lo.  I was  difguifed  indeed  Sir  if  I wrong’d  you,  pray 
where  and  when  ? 

Wei.  In  fuch  a Ladies  houfe,  I need  not  name  her. 

Elder  Lo.  I do  remember  you,  you  feem’d  to  be  a Sutor 
to  that  Lady? 

Wei.  If  you  remember  this,  do  not  forget  how  fcurvily 
you  us’d  me : that  was  no  place  to  quarrel  in,  pray  you 
think  of  it  j if  you  be  honeft  you  dare  fight  with  me,  without 
more  urging,  elfe  I mult  provoke  ye. 

Elder  Lo.  Sir  I dare  fight,  but  never  for  a woman,  I will 
not  have  her  in  my  caufe,  fhe’s  mortal,  and  fo  is  not  my  an- 
ger : if  you  have  brought  a nobler  fubjedf  for  our  Swords, 

I am  for  you  ^ in  this  I would  be  loth  to  prick  my  Finger. 
And  where  you  lay  I wrong’d  you,  ’tis  fo  far  from  my  pro- 
felfion,  that  amongfl;  my  fears,  to  do  wrong  is  the  greateft : 
credit  me  we  have  been  both  abufed,  (not  by  our  felves, 
for  that  I hold  a fpleen,  no  fin  of  malice,  and  may  with  man 
enough  be  befl  forgoten,)  but  by  that  willfull,  fcornful 
piece  of  hatred,  that  much  forgetful  Lady:  for  whofe  fake, 
rf  we  fhould  leave  our  realbn,  and  run  on  upon  our  fenfc, 
like  RAtns , the  little  world  of  good  men  would  laugh  at  us, 
and  defpife  us,  fixing  upon  our  defperate  memories  the  ne- 
ver-worn out  names  of  Fools  and  Fencers.  Sir  ’tis  not  fear, 
but  reafon  makes  me  tell  you  ^ in  this  I had  rather  help  yon 
Sir,  than  hurt  you,  and  you  fhall  find  it,  though  you  throw 
your  fclf  into  as  many  dangers  as  fhe  offers,  though  you 
redeem  her  loft  name  everyday,  and  find  her  out  new 
honours  with  your  Sword,  you  fhall  but  be  her  mirth  as  I 
have  been. 

Wei.  I ask  you  mercy  Sir,  you  haveta’ne  my  edge  off; 
yet  I would  fain  be  even  with  this  Lady. 

Elder  Lo.  In  which  Tie  be  your  helper : we  are  two,  and 
they  are  two:  two  Sifters,  rich  alike,  only  the  elder  has 
the  prouder  Dowry : In  troth  I pity  this  difgrace  in  you, 
yet  of  mine  own  lam  fencelefs:  do  but  follow  my  Coun- 
, fel,  and  I’le  pawn  rny  fpirit,  we’l  overreach ’em  yet  j the 
i means  is  this 

J 

i Enter  Servant. 

! Scr.  Sir  there’s  a Gentlewomau  will  needs  fpeak  with 


patch  it  quickly,  when  I come  in,  I’Je  tell  you  all  thepro- 
jeeft. 

Wei.  I care  not  which  I have.  {.Exit  Welford. 

Elder  Lo.  Away,  ’tis  done,  fhe  muft  not  fee  you : now 
Lady  (fniniver  what  news  with  you .? 

Enter  Abigal. 

Abig.  Pray  leave  thefe  frumps  Sir,  and  receive  this  letter. 

Elder  Lo.  From  whom  good  vanity  ? 

Abig.  ’Tis  from  my  Lady  Sir : Alas  good  foul,  flie  cries 
and  takes  on ! 

Elder  Lo.  Do’s  Ihe  fo  good  Soul.?  wou’dfhenot  have  a 
Cawdle?  do’s  fhe  fend  you  with  your  fine  Oratory  goody 
Tully  to  tye  me  to  believe  again  ? bring  out  the  Cat-hounds, 
rie  make  you  take  a tree  Whore,  then  \\J^,my  tiller 
bring  down  your  Cibpip,  and  then  have  you  tStfj'^nd  hung 
up  i’th’  Warren. 

cy^big.  I am  no  bcaft  Sir,  would  you  knew  it. 

Elder  Lo.  Wou’d  1 did, for  1 am  yet  very  doubtful ; what 
will  you  fay  now  ? 

Abig.  Nothing  not  1. 

Eldier  Lo.  Art  thou  a woman,  and  fay  nothing? 

Abtg.  Unlefsyou’l  hear  me  with  more  moderation,  lean 
fpeak  wife  enough. 

Elder  Lo.  And  loud  enough  ? will  your  Lady  love  me? 

Abig.  It  feems  fo  by  her  letter,  and  her  lamentations  -,  but 
you  are  fuch  another  man. 

Elder  Lo.  Not  fuch  another  as  I was.  Mumps  ^ nor  will 
not  be : Tie  read  her  fine  Epiftle : ha,  ha,  ha,  is  not  thy 
Miftrefs  mad  ? 

Abig.  For  you  fhe  will  be,  ’tis  a fhame  you  fhould  ufc  a 
poor  Gentlewoman  fo  untowardly  fhe  loves  the  ground 
you  tread  on  and  you  (hard  heart)  becaufe  fhe  jefted  with 
you,  mean  to  kill  her-,  ’tis  a fine  conqueft  as  they  fay. 

Elder  Lo.  Haft  thou  fo  much  moifture  in  the  Whitleather 
hide  yct,that  thou  canft  cry  ? I wou’d  have  fworn  thou  hadft 
been  touchwood  five  year  fince^  nay  let  it  rain,  thy  face 
chops  for  a fliower  like  a dry  Dunghil. 

eyibig.  Tie  not  indurc  this  Ribauldry ; farewcl  i’th’ De- 
vils name;  if  my  Lady  die.  Tie  be  fworn  before  a Jury, 
thou  art  the  caufe  on’t. 

Elder  Lo.  Do  Maukin  do,  deliver  to  your  Lady  from  me 
this:  I mean  to  fee  her,  if  I have  no  other  bufinefs:  which 
before  Tie  want  to  come  to  her,  1 mean  to  go  feek  birds 
nefts:  yet  I may  come  too:  but  if  I come,  from  this  door 
till  I fee  her,  will  I think  how  to  rail  vildly  at  her-,  how  to 
vex  her,  and  make  her  cry  fo  much,  that  the  Phyfician  if 
fhe  fall  fick  upon’t,  fhall  find  the  caufe  to  be  want  of  Urine, 
and  fhe  remedilefs  dye  in  her  Hcrefie  -.  Farewell  old  Adage, 

I hope  to  fee  the  Boys  make  Potguns  on  thee. 

Abig.  Th’art  a vile  man,  God  bids  my  iffuc  from  thee. 

Elder  Lo.  Thou  haft  but  one , and  that’s  in  thy  left 
crupper,  that  makes  thee  hobble  fo-,  you  muft  be  ground 
i’th’  breech  like  a Top,  you’I  nc’re  fpin  well  elfe : Farewell 
Fytchock.  {Exeunt. 

Ente-f  Lady  alone. 

Lady.  Is  it  not  ftrangethat  every  womans  will  fhould 
track  out  new  wayes  to  difturb  her  felf  ? if  I fhould  call 
my  reafon  to  account,  it  cannot  anfwer  why  I keep  my 
felf  from  mine  own  wifh , and  flop  the  man  I love  from 
his-,  and  every  hour  repent  again,  yet  ftill  go  on;  I 
know  ’tis  like  a man,  that  wants  his  natural  flcep,  and 
growing  dull  would  gladly  give  the  remnant  of  his  life  for 
two  hours  reft;  yet  through  his  frowardnefs,  will  rather 
choofe  to  watch  another  man,  drowfie  as  he,  than  take 
his  own  repofe.  All  this  I know : yet  a ftrange  pccviflinefs 
and  anger,  not  to  have  the  power  to  do  things  unexpeded, 
carries  me  away  to  mine  own  mine : I had  rather  die 
fbmetimes  than  not  difgrace  in  publick  him  whom  people 
think  I love,  and  do’t  with  oaths,  and  am  in  carnclt  then : 


The  Scornful  Lady, 


O what  are  we ! Men,  you  muft  anfwer  this,  that  dare  obey 
fuch  things  as  we  command.  How  now.?  whatnewesi? 

Emer  Abigal. 

Faith  Madam  none  worth  hearing. 

Lady.  Is  he  not  come  ? 

Jbi.  No  truly. 

Lady.  Nor  has  he  writ  ? 

Abigal.  Neither.  I pray  God  you  have  not  undone  your 
felf. 

Lady.  Why,  but  what  faies  he  ? 

Ahi.  Faitli  he  talks  ftrangely. 

Lady.  How  ftrangely  ? 

Abi.  Firft  at  your  Letter  he  laught  extremely  ? 

Lady.  What,  in  contempt? 

Abi.  He  laught  monftrous  loud,  as  he  would  die,  and 
when  you  wrote  it  I think  you  were  in  no  fuch  merry  mood, 
to  provoke  him  that  way : and  having  done  he  cried  Alas 
for  her,  and  violently  laught  again. 

Lady.  Did  he  ? 

Abi.  Yes, till  I was  angry. 

Lady.  Angry,  why?  why  wert  thou  angry  ? he  did  doe 
but  well,  I did  deferve  it,  he  had  been  a fool,  an  unfit  man 
for  any  one  to  love, had  he  not  laught  thus  at  me ; you  were 
angry,  that  Ihow’d  your  folly  ^ I flrall  love  him  more  for 
that,  than  all  that  ere  he  did  before:  butfaid  he  nothing 
elfe  ? 

Abi.  Many  uncertain  things : he  faid  though  you  had 
mockt  him,  becaufe  you  were  a woman,  he  could  wilh  to  do 
you  fo  much  favour  as  to  fee  you : yet  he  faid,  he  knew  you 
ralh,and  was  loth  to  offend  you  with  the  fight  of  one,  whom 
now  he  was  bound  not  to  leave. 

Lady.  What  one  was  that  ? 

Abi.  I know  not,  but  truly  I do  fear  there  is  a making 
up  there.-  for  I heard  the  fervants,  as  I paft  by  fome,  whi- 
Iper  fuch  a thing ; and  as  I came  back  through  the  hall,there 
were  two  or  .three  Clarks  writing  great  conveyances  in  haft, 
which  they  faid  were  for  their  Miftris  joynture. 

Lady.  ’Tis  very  like,  and  fit  it  Ihould  be  fo,  for  he  does 
think,  and  reafonably  think,  that  I Ihould  keep  him  with  my 
idle  tricks  for  ever  ere  he  be  married. 

Abi.  At  laft  he  faid,  it  ihould  go  hard  but  he  would  fee 
you  for  your  fatisfadlion. 

Lady.  All  we  that  are  call’d  Women,  know  as  well  as 
men,  it  were  a far  more  noble  thing  to  grace  where  we  are 
grace’t,and  give  refpecfb  there  where  we  are  reipe<ft:ed  : yet 
we  pradife  a wilder  courfe,  and  never  bend  our  eyes  on  men 
with  pleafure,  till  they  find  the  way  to  give  us  a negled : 
then  we,  too  late,  perceive  the  lofs  of  what  we  might  have 
had,  and  dote  to  death. 

Enter  Martha. 

aJMar.  Sifter,yonder’s  your  Servant, with  a Gentlewoman 
with  him.  Lady.  Where  .? 

fJMar.  Clofe  at  the  door. 

Lady.  Alas  I am  undone,  1 fear  he  is  berroth’d. 

What  kind  of  woman  is  ihe  ? 

Mar.  A moft  ill  favoured  one,with  her  Mafque  on : 

And  how  her  face  ihould  mend  the  reft:  1 know  not. 

^La.  But  yet  her  mind  was  of  a milder  ftuifthan  mine  was. 

Enter  Elder  Lovelefs,  and  Welford  in  IVo  mans  apparel. 

Lady.  Now  I fee  him,  if  my  heart  fwell  not  again  (away 
thou  womans  pride)  fothat  1 cannot  fpeak  a ge.ntleword 
to  him,  let  me  not  live. 

Elder  Lo.  By  your  leave  here. 

Lady.  How  now, what  new  trick  invites  you  hither  ? 
Ha’you  a fine  device  again  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Faith  this  is  the  fineft  device  1 have  now : 

How  doft  thou  fweet  heart  ? 

Wei.  Why  very  well,  fo  long  as  I may  pleafe . 

You  my  dear  Lover.  I nor  can,  nor  will 
Be  ill  when  you  are  well,  well  when  you  are  ill. 

Elder  Lo.  O thy  fweet  temper ! what  would  1 have  given, 
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that  Lady  had  been  like  thee:  feeft  thou  her?  that  face 
(my  love)  join’d  with  thy  humble  mind,  had  made  a wench 
indeed. 

Wei.  Alas  my  love,  what  God  hath  done,  I dare  not  think 
to  mend.  1 ufe  no  paint,  nor  any  drugs  of  Art,  my  hands  and 
face  will  Ihew  it,  o j j 

La.  Why  wiiat  thing  have  you  brought  to  fhew  us  there.? 
do  you  take  mony  for  it  ? 

^ Elder  Lo.  A Godlike  thing,  not. to  be  bought  for  mony ; 
tis  my  Miftris : in  whom  there  is  no  paffion,  nor  no  ftorn : 
what  1 will  is  for  law ; pray  you  falute  her. 

Lae^.  Salute  her?  by  this  good  light,  I would  not  kifs 
her  for  half  my  wealth. 

Elder  Lo.  Why?  why  pray  you? 

You  Ihall  fee  me  do’t  afore  you  ; look  you. 

Lady.  Now  fie  upon  thee,  a beaft  would  not  have  don’t.  I 
would  not  kifs  thee  of  a month  to  gain  a Kingdom. 

Elder  Lo.  Marry  you  Ihall  not  be  troubled. 

Lady.  Why  was  there  ever  fuch  a Meg  as  this .? 

Sure  thou  art  mad. 

Elder  Lo.  I was  mad  once,  when  I lov’d  pidures  ^ for 
what  are  lhape  and  colours  elfe, but  pidures  ? in  that  tawnie 
hide  there  lies  an  endlefs  mafs  of  vertues,  when  all  your  red 
and  white  ones  want  it. 

Lady.  And  this  is  flie  you  are  to  marry, is’t  not  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Yes  indeed  is’t. 

Lady.  God  give  you  joy.  Elder  Lo.  Amen. 

Wei.  I thank  yon,  as  unknown  for  your  good  wilh. 

The  like  to  you  when  ever  you  Ihall  wed. 

Elder  Lo.  O gentle  Spirit ! 

LeMy.  You  thank  me?  I pray 
Keep  your  breath  nearer  you,  I do  not  like  it. 

Wei.  I would  not  willingly  offend  at  all, 

Much  lefs  a Lady  of  your  worthie  parts. 

Elder ^0.  Sweet,  Sweet! 

La.  I do  not  think  this  woman  can  by  .nature  be  thus, 
Thus  ugly ; fure  fhe’s  fome  common  Strumpet, 

Deform’d  with  exercife  of  fin .? 

Wei.  O Sir  believe  not  this,  for  Heaven  fo  comfort  me  as 
I am  free  from  foul  pollution  with  any  man  -,  my  honour 
ta’ne  a way, I am  no  woman. 

Elder  Lo.  Arife  my  deareft  Soul  I do  not  credit  it.  Alas, 

I fear  her  tender  heart  will  break  with  this  reproach  •,  fie 
that  you  know  no  more  civility  to  a weak  Virgin.  ’Tis  no 
matterSweet,  let  her  fay  what  Ihe  will,  thou  artnotworfe 
to  me,  and  therefore  not  at  all  ^ be  carelefs. 

Wei.  For  all  things  elfe  I would,  but  for  mine  honor  j Me 
thinks. 

Elder  Lo.  Alas,  thine  honour  is  not  ftain’d. 

Is  this  the  bufinels  that  you  fent  for  me  about  ? 

iJMar.  Faith  Sifter  you  are  mu^  to  blame,  to  ufe  a 
woman,  whatfoe’re  fhe  be,  thus^  Ik  falute  her:  You  are 
welcom  hither. 

Wei.  I humbly  thank  you. 

Elder  Lo.  Milde  yet  as  the  Dove,  for  all  theft  injuries. 
Come  fliall  we  goc,  I love  thee  not  fo  ill  to  keep  thee  here  a 
jefting  ftock. 

Adue  to  the  worlds  end. 

Lady.  Why  whither  now  ? ' 

Elder  Lo.  Nay  you  fliall  never  know,  becaufe  you  Ihall 
not  find  me. 

Lady.  J pray  let  me  fpeak  with  you. 

Elder  Lo.  ’Tis  very  well : come. 

Lady.  1 pray  you  let  me  Ipeak  with  you. 

Elder  Lo.  Yes  for  another  mock. 

Lady.  By  Heaven  I have  no  mocks : good  Sir  a word. 

Elder  Lo.  Though  you  deferve  not  fo  much  at  my  hands, 
yet  if  you  be  in  fuch  earneft,  I’le  Ipeak  a word  with  y(m ; 
but  I beftech  you  be  briet : for  in  good  faith  there  s a Parlon 
and  a licence  ftay  for  us  i’th’  Church  all  this  while . and  you 

know  ’tis  night.  ^ , i r t 

Lady.  Sir,  give  me  hearing  patiently,  and  whatfoever  1 

have  heretofore  fpoke  jeftingly,  forget : for  as  I hope  ror 
,’hat  I fliall  utter  now  is  from  my  heart, 

and 


mercy  any  where,  wl 


So 


The  Scornful  Lady. 


I dijci  as  I mean. 

I Elder  Lo.  Well,  well,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Lady.  Was  not  1 once  your  Miftrefs,and  you  my  Servant  ? 

Elder  Lo.  O ’tis  about  the  old  matter. 

Lady.  Nay  good  Sir  flay  me  out*,  I would  but  hear  you 
excufe  your  leJf,  why  you  Ihould  take  this  woman,  and 
leave  me. 

Elder  Lo.  Prethee  why  not,  deferves  fhe  not  as  much 
as  you  ? 

Lady.  I tiiink  not,  if  you  will  look 
With  an  indilTerency  upon  us  both. 

Elder  Lo.  Upon  your  faces,  ’tis  true : but  if  judicioufly 
we  fliall  call  our  eyes  upon  your  minds,  you  are  a thoufand 
women  of  her  in  worth  : Ihe  cannot  fwound  in  jeft,  nor  let 
her  lover  tasks,  to  fhew  herpeevilhnefs,  and  his  affection, 
nor  crofs  what  he  faies,  though  it  be  Canonical.  She’s  a 
good  plain  wench,  that  will  do  as  I will  have  her,  and 
bring  me  lufty  Boys  to  throw  the  Sledge,  and  lift  at  Pigs 
of  Lead  : and  for  a Wife,  fhe’s  far  beyond  you : what  can 
you  do  in  a houlhold  to  provide  for  your  iflue,  but  lye  i’ 
bed  and  get ’em  ? your  bufinefs  is  to  drefs  you,  and  at  idle 
hours  to  eat  ^ when  Ihe  can  do  a thouland  profitable  things : 
fhe  can  do  pretty  well  in  the  Paflry,  and  knows  how  Pullen 
fhould  be  cram’d,  fliecuts  Cambrick  at  a thread,  weaves 
Bone-lace,  and  quilts  Balls  •,  and  what  are  you  good  for  ? 

Lady.  Admit  it  true,  that  fhe  were  far  beyond  me  in  all 
refpeUs,  does  that  give  you  a licence  to  forfwcar  your  felf  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Forfwear  my  felf,  how  ? 

Lady.  Perhaps  you  have  forgotten  the  innumerable  oaths 
you  have  utter’d  in  difclaiming  all  for  Wives  but  me : I’le 
not  remember  you : God  give  you  joy. 

Elder  Lo.  Nay  but  conceive  me,  the  intent  of  oaths  is 
ever  underflood : Admit  I fhould  protefl  to  fuch  a friepd, 
to  fee  him  at  his  Lodging  to  morrow.-  Divines  would  never 
hold  me  perjur’d  if  1 were  ftruck  blind , or  he  hid  him 
where  my  diligent  fearch  could  not  find  him : fo  there  were 
no  crofs  adl  of  mine  own  in’t.  Can  it  be  imagined  I mean 
to  force  you  to  Marriage,  and  to  have  you  whether  you 
will  or  no? 

Lady.  Alas  you  need  not.  I make  already  tender  of  my 
felf,  and  then  you  are  forfworn. 

Elder  Lo.  Some  fin  1 fee  indeed  mufl  neceffarily  fall  upon 
me,  as  whofoever  deals  with  Women  fhall  never  utterly 
avoid  it;  yet  1 would  chufe  the  Icaft  ill^  which  is  tofor- 
fake  you,  that  have  done  me  all  the  abufes  of  a malignant 
Woman,  contemn’d  myfervice,  and  would  have  held  me 
prating  about  Marriage,  till  I had  been  pafl  getting  of  Chil- 
dren: then  her  that  hath  forfaken  her  Family,  and  put  her 
tender  body  in  my  hand,  upon  my  word 

Lady.  Which  of  us  fwore  you  firfl  to  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Why  A)  you. 

Lady.  Which  is  to  be  kept  then  ? 

E'der  Lo.  I prethee  do  not  urge  my  fins  unto  me, 
Without  I could  amend  ’em. 

Lady.  Why  you  may  by  wedding  me. 

Elder  Lo.  How  will  that  fatisfie  my  word  to  her  ? 

Lady.  ’Tis  not  to  be  kept,  and  needs  no  fatisfadlion, 
’Tis  an  error  fit  for  repentance  only. 

Elder  Lo.  Shall  I live  to  wrong  that  tender  hearted  Vir- 
gin fo  ? It  may  not  be. 

Lady.  Why  may  it  not  be  ? 

Elder  Lo.  I fwear  I had  rather  marry  thee  Aan  her ; but 
yet  mine  honefly  ? 

Lady.  What  honefly  ? ’Tis  more  preferv’d  this  way  ; 
Come,  by  this  light,  fervant,  thou  fhalt.  Tie  kifs  thee  on’t. 

Elder  Lo.  This  kifs  indeed  is  fweet,  pray  God  no  fin  lie 
under  it. 

Lady.  There  is  no  fin  at  all,  try  but  another. 

Wei.  O my  heart ! 

Mar.  He^  Sifter,  this  Lady  fwounds. 

Elder  Lo.  How  do  you  ? 

Wei.  Why  very  well,  if  youbefo. 

I Elder  Lo.  Since  a quiet  mind  lives  not  in  any  W’oraan, 

I I fhall  do  a moft  ungodly  thing.  Hear  me  one  word  more, 


which  by  all  my  hopes  I will  not  alter,  I did  make  an 
oath  when  you  delai’d  me  fo,  that  this  very  night  I would 
be  married.  Now  if  you  will  go  without  delay,  fuddenly, 
as  lace  as  it  is,  with  your  own  Minifter  to  your  own  Chap- 
pel,  Tie  wed  you  and  to  bed. 

Lady.  A match  dear  fervant. 

Elder  Lo.  For  if  you  fhould  forfakc  me  now,  I care  not, 
file  would  not  though  for  all  her  injuries,  fuch  is  her  fpirit. 
If  I be  not  afliamed  to  kifs  her  now  I part,  may  1 not  live. 

Wei.  I fee  you  go,  as  flily  as  you  think  to  ftealaway: 
yet  I will  pray  for  you  \ all  bleflings  of  the  world  light  on 
you  two,  that  you  may  live  to  be  an  aged  pair.  All  curfes 
on  me  if  1 do  not  fpeak  what  I do  wifh  indeed. 

Elder  Lo.  If  lean  fpeak topurpofe  to  her,  I am  a villain. 

Lady.  Servant  away. 

Mar.  Sifter,  will  you  Marry  that  inconftant  man.? 
think  you  he  will  not  call  you  ofT to  morrow,  to  wrong  a 
Lady  thus,  lookt  file  like  dirt,  ’twas  bafely  done.  May 
you  ne’re  profper  with  him. 

Wei.  Now  God  forbid.  Alas  I was  unworthy, fo  I told  him. 

Afar.  That  was  your  modefty,too  good  for  him. 

I would  not  lee  your  wedding  for  a world. 

Lady.  Chufc  chufe,  come  Tounglove. 

{E.xit  La.  Elder  Lo.  and  Young. 

Mar.  Dry  up  your  eyes  forfooth,  you  fhall  not  think  we 
are  all  fuch  uncivil  bcafts  as  thefe.  Would  1 knew  how 
to  give  you  a revenge. 

Wei.  So  would  not  1:  Noletmefuficrtruly,  thatidefire. 

Mar.  Pray  walk  in  with  me,  ’tis  very  late,  and  you  fliall 
flay  all  night : your  bed  fliall  be  no  worfe  than  mine  j 1 wifli 
I could  but  do  you  right.  • 

Wei.  my  humble  thanks ; 

God  grant  I may  but  live  to  quit  your  love.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Young  Lovelcfs  and  Savil. 

Toung  Lo.  Did  your  Mafter  fend  for  me  Savil? 

Sav.  Yes,  he  did  fend  for  your  worfhip  Sir. 

Toung  Lo.  Do  you  know  the  bufinefs  ? 

Sav.  Alas  Sir,  I know  nothing,  nor  am  imployed  beyond 
my  hours  of  eating.  My  dancing  days  arc  done  Sir. 

Toung  Lo.  What  art  tliou  now  then  ? 

Sav.  If  you  confider  me  in  little,  1 am  with  your  wor- 
fhips  reverence  Sir,  aRafcal:  one  that  upon  the  next  anger 
of  your  Brother,  muft  raife  a fconce  by  the  high  way,  and 
fell  fwitches ',  my  wife  is  learning  now  Sir,  to  weave  inkle. 

Toung  Lo.  V\’hat  dolt  thou  m*an  to  do  with  thy  Chil- 
dren Savil? 

Sav.  My  cldeft  boy  is  half  a Rogue  already,  he  was  born 
burften,  and  your  worfliip  knows,  that  is  a pretty  ftep  to 
mens  companions.  My  youngeft  boy  I purpofe  Sir  to  bind  for 
ten  years  to  a Goaler,  to  draw  under  him,  that  he  may  fhew 
us  mercy  in  his  fundtion. 

Toung  Lo.  Your  family  is  quartered  with  diferetion : you 
are  refolved  to  Cant  then : where  Savil  fhall  your  feene 
lie? 

Sav.  Beggers  muft  be  no  chufers. 

In  every  place  (I  take  it)  but  the  flocks. 

Toung  Lo.  This  is  your  drinking,  and  your  whoring  Savilj 
1 told  you  of  it,  but  your  heart  was  hardened. 

Sav.  ’Tis  true,  you  were  the  firft  that  told  me  of  it  I 
do  remember  yet  in  tears,  you  told  me  you  would  have 
\Vhores,  and  in  that  paffion  Sir,  you  broke  out  thus  *,  Thou 
miferable  man,  repent,  and  brew  three  Strikes  more  in  a 
Hogfhead.  'Tis  noon  e’re  we  be  drunk  now,  and  the  time 
can  tarry  for  no  man. 

Toung  Lo.  Y’are  grown  a bitter  Gentleman.  1 fee  mife- 
ry  can  clear  your  head  better  than  Muftard,  I’le  be  a futor 
for  your  Keys  again  Sir. 

Sav.  Will  you  but  be  fo  gracious  to  me  Sir  ? I fliall  be 
bound. 

Toung  Lo.  You  fhall  Sir 
To  your  bunch  again,  or  I’le  mifs  foully. 

Enter 


The  Scornful  Lady. 
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Enter  Morecrafc. 

ijrlor.  Save  you  Gentleman,  faveyou. 

Now  Polecat,  what  young  Rabets  neft  have 
aw  ? 


Tonng  J o. 


you 


to 


nJ'ixor.  Come^prethee  be  familiar  Knight. 

Young  Lo.  Away  Fox,  Tie  fend  for  Terriers  for  you. 
xlYor.  Thou  art  wide  yet:  Tie  keep  thee  companie. 

Young  Lo.  lamaboutfome  bullnefs  i Indentures, 

Ifye  follow  me  Tie  beat  you  ; take  heed, 

A I live  Tie  cancel  your  Coxcomb. 

iJiuor.  Thou  art  cozen’d  now,  I am  no  ufurer : 

What  poor  fellow’s  this  ? 

Suvil.  I am  poor  indeed  Sir. 
ijnor.  Give  him  mony  Knight. 

Young  Lo.  Do  you  begin  the  offering, 

<JMor.  There  poor  fellow,  here’s  an  Angel  for  thee. 

Young  Lo.  Art  thou  in  earn  eft  tJJlTcrecraft  ? 

<tJldor.  Yes  faith  Knight,  Tie  follow  thy  example ; thou 
hadft  land  and  thoufands,  thoufpendft,  and  flungft  away,  ' 
and  yet  it  flows  in  double:  Ipurchafed,  wrung,  andwier- 
draw’d,  for  my  wealth,  loft,  and  w'as  cozen’d : for  which  I 
make  a vow,  to  trie  all  the  waies  above  ground,  but  Tie  find 
a conftant  means  to  riches  without  curfes. 

Young  Lo.  I am  glad  of  your  converfion  Mafter  Morecraft  : 
Y’are  in  a fair  courfe,  pray  purfue  it  ftill. 

cJ^or,  Come, we  are  all  gallants  now, Tie  keep  thee  com- 
pany ^ Here  honeft  fellow,for  this  Gentlemans  fake, there’s 
two  Angels  more  for  thee. 

Suvil.  God  quite  you  Sir,  and  keep  you  long  in  this  mind. 
toungLo.  Wilt  thou  perfevere? 

CMor.  Till  I have  a penny.  I have  brave  cloathes  a ma- 
king, and  two  horles canft  thou  not  help  me  to  a match 
Knight,  Tie  lay  a thoufand  pound  upon  my  crop-ear. 

Yo.Lo.  Foot, this  is  ftranger  than  an  Africk^  monfter, 

There  will  be  no  more  talk  of  the  Cleve  wars 
Whilft  this  lafts,  come.  Tie  put  thee  into  blood. 

Sav.  Would  all  his  damn’d  tribe  w'ere  as  tender  hearted. 
I befeech  you  let  this  Gentleman  join  with  you  in  the  re- 
covery of  my  Keyes  ^ I like  his  good  beginning  Sir,  the 
whilft  Tlepray  for  both  your  worlhips. 

Young  Lo.  He  fhall  Sir. 

Mor.  Shall  we  goe  noble  Knight  ? I would  fain  be  ac- 
quainted. 

Young  Lo.  Tie  be  your  fervant  Sir. 


C Exeunt. 


Enter  Welford,  and  Martha. 


Enter  Elder  Lovelefs,  and  Lady. 

Elder  Lo.  Faith  myfweetLady,  I have  caught  you  now, 
maugre  your  fubtilties,  and  fine  devices,  be  coy  again  now. 

Lady.  Prethee  fweet-hcart  tell  true. 

Elder  Lo.  By  this  light,  by  all  the  pleafures  I have  had 
this  night,by  your  loft  maidenhead,  you  are  cozened  meer- 
ly.  I have  call  beyond  your  wit.  That  Gentleman  is  your 
retainer  Welford.  Lady.  It  cannot  be  fo. 

Elder  Lo.  Your  Sifter  has  found  it  fb,  or  I miftake,  mark 
hoW  fhe  blufhes  when  you  fee  her  next.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  llhall 
not  travel  now,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lady.  Prethee  fweet  heart  be  quiet,thou  haft  angredme 
at  heart. 

Elder  Lo.  Tie  pleafe  you  foon  again.  La.  Welford  ? 

Elder  Lo.  I Welford,  hee’s  a young  handfome  fellow,  well 
bred  and  landed,  your  Sifter  can  inftrud  you  in  his  good 
parts,  better  than  I by  this  time. 

Lady.  Uds  foot  am  1 fetcht  over  thus  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Yes  i’faith. 

And  over  fliall  be  fctcht  again,  never  fear  it. 

Lady.  I muft  be  patient,  though  it  torture  me  : 

You  have  got  the  Sun  Sir. 

Edder  Lo.  And  the  Moon  too,  in  w'hich  Tie  be  the  man. 

Lady.  But  had  1 known  this,  had  I but  furmiz’d  it,  you 
fnould  have  hunted  three  trains  more,  before  you  had  come 
toth’ courre,you  fliould  have  hankto’th’ bridle.  Sir,  i’faith. 

El.Lo.  I knew  it,and  min’d  with  you,  and  foblew  you  up. 
No  w you  may  fee  the  Gentlew’oman ; ftand  clofe. 


Mar.  For  Gods  fake  Sir, be  private  in  this  bufinefs. 

You  have  undone  me  clfe.  O God,  what  have  I done  ? 

Wei.  No  harm  I warrant  thee. 

Mar.  How  fhall  I look  upon  my  friends  again  ? 

With  what  face  ? 

Wei.  Why  e’ne  with  that ; ’tis  a goo one,  thou  canft  flot 
find  a better  ; look  upon  all  the  faces  thou  Ihalt  fee  there, 
and  you  fhall  find  ’em  fmooth  ftill,  fair  ftill,  fweet  ftill,  and 
to  your  thinking  honeft  ^ thofe  have  done  us  much  as  you 
have  yet,  or  dare  doe  Miftris,  and  yet  they  keep  no  ftir. 

Mar.  Good  Sir  goe  m,and  put  your  w’omans  deaths  on  ; 

If  you  be  feen  thus,  I am  loft  for  ever. 

Wei.  Tie  watch  you  for  that  Miftris : I am  no  fool,  here 
will  I tarry  tili  the  houfe  be  up  and  witnefs  with  me. 

Mtr.  Good  dear  friend  goe  in. 

Wcl.  To  bed  again  if  you  pleafe,  elfe  I am  fixt  here  i;ill 
there  be  notice  taken  what  1 am,  and  v\  hat  I have  done  : if 
you  could  juggle  me  into  my  woman-hood  again,  and  fo  ccg 
me  out  of  your  company,  all  this  would  be  fori  worn,  and 
I again  an  afinego,  m your  Sifter  left  me.  No,  Tie  have  it 
known  and  publiflit  •,  then  ifyou’lebe  a whore, forfake  me 
and  be  afliamM  ; and  when  you  can  hold  no  longer,  marry 
feme  caft  Cleve  Captain,  and  fell  Bottle-ale. 

Mar.  I dare  not  ftay  Sir,ufe  me  modeftly,!  am  your  wife. 
Wei.  Goe  in.  Tie  make  up  all. 

Elder  Lo.  Tie  be  a witnefs  of  your  naked  truth  Sir ; this  is 
the  Gentlewoman,  prethee  look  upon  him,  this  is  he  that 
made  me  break  my  faith  fw'eet  .•  but  thank  your  Sifter,  fhe 
hath  foder’d  it. 

Lady.  What  a dull  afs  was  I,  I could  not  fee  this  wencher 
from  a wench : twenty  to  one,  if  I had  been  but  tender  like 
niy  Sifter,  he  had  ferved  mefuch  a flippery  trick  too. 

Wei.  Twenty  to  one  I had. 

Elder  Lo.  I would  have  watcht  you  Sir,  by  your  good  pati- 
ence, for  ferreting  in  my  ground. 

Lady.  You  have  been  with  my  Sifter. 

Wei.  Yes  to  bring. 

Elder  Lo.  An  heir  into  the  world  he  means. 

Lady.  There  is  no  chafing  now. 

Wei.  I have  had  my  part  on’t:  I have  been  chafe  this 
three  hours,  that’s  the  leaft,  1 am  reafonable  cool  now. 
Lady.  Cannot  you  fare  W'ell,butyou  muft  cryroaft-ineat  ? 
Wei.  He  that  fares  well,  and  will  not  blefs  the  founders, is 
either  furfeited,  or  ill  taught.  Lady,  for  mine  own  part,  I 
have  found  fo  fweet  a diet,  I can  commend  it,  though  1 
cannot  fpareit. 

Elder  Lo.  How  like  you  this  difh,TTe^or<^,  I made  a flip- 
per on’t,  and  fed  fo  heartily,  I could  not  fleep. 

Lady.  By  this  light,  had  Ibutfcented  outyour  tr  ,y  e 
had  flept  with  a bare  pillow  in  your  arms  and  kilt  that,  or 
elfe  the  bed-poft,  for  any  wife  ye  had  got  this  twelve- month 
yet  .•  I would  have  vext  you  more  than  a try’d  p ft  horfe  ; 
and  been  longer  bearing,  than  ever  after-game  at  Irifl)  was. 
Lord,  that  I w'ere  unmarried  again. 

Elder  Lo.  Lady  I would  not  undertake  ye-were  you  again 
a Haggard,  fot  the  beft  caft  of  four  Ladys  i’th’  Kingdom  : 
you  were  ever  tickle- footed,  and  would  not  trufs  round. 

Wei.  Is  fhe  fall  ? 

Elder  Lo.  She  was  all  night  lockt  here  boy. 

Wei.  Then  you  may  lure  her  without  fear  of  lofing;  take 
off  her  Cranes.  You  have  a delicate  Gentlewoman  to  your 
Sifter  : Lord  what  a prettie  furie  fhe  was  in,^  when  ihe  per- 
ceived I w'as  a man ; but  I thank  God  I fatisfied  h^r  ftruplc, 
without  the  Parfon  o’th’  town. 

Elder  Lo.  What  did  ye? 

Wei.  Madam,  can  you  tell  what  we  did  ? 

Elder  Lo.  She  has  a fhrewd  guefs  at  it  I fee  it  by  her. 
Lady.Wdl  you  may  mock  ustbut  my  largeGentlewoman, 
my  Mary  Ambre,  had  1 but  feen  into  you,  you  fhould  have 
had  another  bed-fellow,  fitter  a great  dea  I for  your  itch. 

Wei.  I thank  you  Lady,  me  thought  it  was  wcl), 

You  are  fo  curious. 
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Enter  Young  Lovelefs,  his  Lady,  Morecraft,  Savil, 
and  two  Servingmen. 

El.  Lo.  Get  On  your  doublet,  here  comes  my  Brother. 

To.  Lo.  Good  morrow  Brother, and  all  good  to  your  Lady. 
Mor.  God  fave  you  and  good  morrow  to  you  all. 

El.  Lo.  Good  morrow.  Here’s  a poor  brother  of  yours. 
Lady,  fie  how  this  lliames  me. 

Mor.  Prethee  good  fellow  help  me  to  a cup  of  beer. 

Str.  I will  Sir. 

To.  Lo.  Brother  what  makes  you  here.?  will  this  Lady  do  ? 
Will  Ihe  ? is  Ihe  not  nettl’d  ftill  ? 

Elder  Lo.  No  I have  cur’d  her. 

Mr.  Wclford,  pray  know  this  Gentleman  is  my  Brother. 

IVel.  Sir  1 lhall  long  to  love  him. 

To.Lo.l  lhall  notbeyour  debter  Sir. But  how  is’t  with  you? 
Elder  Lo.  As  well  as  may  be  man ; I am  married : your 
new  acquaintance  hath  her  Siller, and  all’s  well. 

To.  Lo.  I am  glad  on’t.  Now  my  prettie  Lady  Siller, 

How  do  you  find  my  Brother  ? 

Lady.  Almodas  wild  as  you  are. 

To.  Lo.He  will  make  the  better  husband:you  have  tried  him? 
Lady.  Againll  my  will  Sir. 

To.  Ao.Hee’l  make  your  will  amends  foon,  do  not  doubt  it. 
But  Sir  I mull  intreat  you  to  be  better  known 
To  this  converted  Jew  here. 

Ser.  Here’s  Beer  for  you  Sir. 
eJMor.  And  here’s  for  you  an  Angel : 

Pray  buy  no  Land,  ’twill  never  profper  Sir. 

Elder  Lo.  How’s  this  ? 

To.  Lo.  Blefs  j^ou,  and  then  I’le  tell;  He’s  turn’d  Gallant. 
Elder  Lo.  Gallant  ? 

To.Lo.  I Gallant,  andis  now  called.  Cutting  Morecraft : 
Therealbnl’Ie  inform  you  at  more  leifure. 

Wei.  O good  Sir  let  me  know  him  prefently. 

ToungLo.  You  lhall  hug  one  another. 

Mor.  Sir  I mull  keep  you  company. 

E'der  Lo.  And  reafon. 

Tonng  Lo.  Cutting  Morecraft  faces  about,  I mult  prefent 
another. 

Mor.  As  many  as  you  will  Sir,  I am  for  ’em. 

Wei.  Sir  I (hall  do  youlervice. 

Mor.  I lhall  look  for’t  in  good  faith  Sir. 

Elder  Lo.  Prethee  good  fweet  heart  kifs  him. 

Lady.  Who,  that  fellow  ? 

Savil.  Sir  will  it  pleafe  you  to  remember  me  : mv  keys 
good  Sir. 

ToungLo.  Tie  doe  it  prefently. 

El.  Lo.  Come  thou  lhalt  kifs  him  for  our  fport  lake. 

La.  Let  him  come  on  then  i and  do  you  hear,  donotin- 
llru(fl  me  in  thefe  tricks,  for  you  may  repent  it. 

£1.  Lo.  That  at  my  peril.  Lully  M*”.  Morecraft.^ 

Here  is  a Lady  would  falute  you. 

Mor.  She  lhall  not  lofe  her  longing  Sir : what  is  Ihe  ? 

Elder  Lo.  My  wife  Sir. 

Mor.  She  mud  be  then  my  Midres. 

Lady.  Mud  I Sir  ? Elder  Lo.  O yes,  you  mud. 

Mor.  And  you  mud  take  this  ring,  a poor  pawn 


Of  fome  liftie  pound. 

El.  Lo.  Take  it  by  any  means,’tis  lawfull  prize. 

Lady.  Sir  I fliall  call  you  fervant. 

Mor.  I lhall  be  proud  onT : what  fellow’s  that  ? 
ToungLo.  My  Ladies  Coachman. 

Mor.  There’s  fomething,(my  fricnd)for  you  to  buy  whips, 
And  for  you  Sir,  and  you  Sir. 

Elder  Lo.  Under  a miracle  this  is  the  dranged 
I ever  heard  of. 

Mor.  What, lhall  we  play,  or  drink  ? what  lhall  we  doe  i 
Who  will  hunt  with  me  for  a hundred  pounds  ? 

Wei.  Stranger  and  Stranger  ! 

Sir  you  lhall  find  fport  after  a day  or  two. 

Toung  Lo.  Sir  I have  a fute  unto  you 
Concerning  your  old  fervant  Savil. 

Elder  Lo.  O,  for  his  keys,  I know  it. 

Savil.  Now  Sir,  dr  ike  in. 

Mor.  Sir  I mud  have  you  grant  me. 

Elder  Lo.  ’Tis  done  Sir,  take  your  keys  again : 

But  hark  you  Savif  leave  off  the  motions 
Of  the  fleih,  and  be  honed,  or  elfe  you  lhall  graze  again : 

I’le  try  you  once  more.  ' 

Savil.  If  ever  I be  taken  drunk,  or  whoring, 

Take  off  the  bigged  key  i’tlT  bunch,  and  open 
My  head  with  it  Sir:  I humbly  thank  your  worfhips. 

Elder  Lo.  Nay  then  I fee  we  mud  keep  holiday. 

Enter  Roger,  and  Abigal. 

Here’s  the  lad  couple  in  hell. 

Roger.  Joy  be  among  you  all. 

Lady.  Why  how  now  Sir,  what  is  the  meaning  of  this 
emblem  ? 

Roger.  Marriage  an’t  like  your  worlhip. 

Lady.  Are  you  married  .? 

Roger.  As  well  as  the  ne.xt  Pried  could  doe  it.  Madam. 
Elder  Lo.  I think  the  lign’s  in  Gemini,  here’s  fuchcou 
pling. 

Wei.  Sir  Roger,  what  will  you  take  to  lie  from  your 
fweet  heart  to  night? 

Roger.  Not  the  bed  benifice  in  your  worfhips  gift  Sir. 

Wei.  A whorlbn,  how  hefvvclls. 

Toung  Lo.  How  many  times  to  night  Sir  Roger  ? 

Roger.  Sir  you  grow  fcurrilous: 

What  I lhall  do,  1 lhall  do : I lhall  not  need  your  help. 
ToungLo.  For  horfe  fleih  Roger. 

Elder  Lo.  Come  prethee  be  not  angry,  ’tis  a day 
Given  wholly  to  our  mirth.  / 

Lady.  It  lhall  be  fo  Sir ; Sir  Roger  and  his  Bride, 

We  lhall  intreat  to  be  at  our  charge. 

El.  Lo.  Welford  get  you  to  the  Church : by  this  light. 

You  lhall  not  lie  with  her  again,  till  y’are  married. 

Wei.  I am  gone. 

Mor.  To  every  Bride  I dedicate  this  day 
Six  healths  a piece,  and  it  lhall  goe  hard. 

But  every  one  a jewell : Come  be  mad  boys. 

£1.  Lo.  Th’art  in  a good  beginning : come  who  leads  ? 

Sir  Roger,  you  lhall  have  the  y'an : lead  the  way ; 

Would  every  dogged  wench  had  fuch  a day.  \_£xtm. 
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1-’;;  :i  f r.y.i  i . . 1 , 

Rutilio, 

R/a.y^  "H"  thy  do  you  grieve-thus  flill  ? 

\J\/  Arn.  ’Twould  melt  a Marble, 

\ V And  tame  a Savage  man, to  feel  my  fortune. 
Rut.  What  fortune  ? I have  liv’d  this  thirty  years. 

And  run  through  all  thefe  follies  you  call  fortunes. 

Yet  never  fixt  on  any  good  and  conftant, 

But  what  I made  my  felf : why  fliould  I grieve  then 

At  that  I may  mould  any  way  ? ^ 

Am.  You  are  wide  ftill.  ' 

Rut,  You  love  a Gentlewoman,  a young  handfom  woman, 

I have  lov’d  athofand,  not  fo  few.  , 

Arn.  You  aredifpos’d. 

Rut.  You  hope  to  Marry  her  •,  ’tis  a lawful  calling 

And  prettily  efteem’d  of,  but  take  heed  then, 

Take  heed  dear  Brother  of  a flranger  fortune 

Than  e’re  you  felt  yet ',  fortune  my  foe  is  a friend  to  it. 

Arn.  Tis  true  I love,  dearly,  and  truly  love, 

I A noble,  vertuous,  and  molt  beauteous  Maid,  . 

And  am  belov’d  again. 

^ Rut.  That’s  too  much  o’  Confcience, 

, To  love  all  thefe  would  run  me  out  o’  my  wits. 

' 
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Arn.  Prkhee  give  ear,  I am  to  Marry  her. 

Rut.  Difpatch  it  then,  and  Tie  go  call  the  Piper. 

Arn.  But  O the  wicked  Cuftom  of  this  Country, 

The  barbarous,  molt  inhumane,  damned  Cuftom. 

Rut.  ’Tis  true,  to  marry  is  a Cuftom 

T the  world  for  look  you  Brother, 

Wou’danyman  ftand  pluckingforthe  Ace  of  Harts, 

With  one  pack  of  Cards  all  dayes  on’s  life  ? 
t^rn.  You  do  not 

Or  elfe  you  purpofe  not  to  underftand  me. 

Rut.  Proceed,  I will  give  ear. 

Arn.  They  have  a Cuftom 

In  this  moft  beaftly  Country,  out  upon’t. 

Rut.  Let’s  hear  it  firft. 

Arn.  That  when  a Maid  is  contraded 

And  ready  for  the  tye  o’th’  Church,  the  Governour, 

He  that  commands  in  chief,  muft  have  her  Maiden-head^ 

Or  Ranfom  it  for  mony  at  his  pleafure. 

^«r.How  might  a man  atchieve  that  place?  a rare  Cuftom ! 
An  admirable  rare  Cuftom  : and  none  excepted  ? 

Arn.  None,  none< 
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Rut.  The  rarer  ftill : how  could  I lay  about  me, 

In  this  rare  Office?  are  they  born  to  it,  orchofen? 

' j4rn.  Both  equal  damnable. 

Rut.  Me  thinks  both  excellent, 

Would  I were  the  next  heir. 

Jrn.  To  this  mad  fortune 
Am  I now  come,  my  Marriage  is  proclaim’d , 

And  nothing  can  redeem  me  from  this  raifchief.  \ 

Rut.  She’s  very  young. 
jirn.  Yes. 

Rut.  And  fair  I dare  proclaim  her, 

Elle  mine  eyes  fail. 

Arn.  Fair  as  the  bud  unbiased. 

T{Ht.  I cannot  blame  him  then,  if  ’twere  mine  own  cafe, 
I would  not  go  an  Ace  lels. 

Arn.  Y'jQRutilio., 

Why  do  you  make  your  brothers  mifery 
Your  fport  and  game .? 

Rut.  There  is  no  paflime  like  it. 

Jrn.  I look’d  for  your  advice,  your  timely  Counfel, 
How  to  avoid  this  blow,  not  to  be  raockt  at. 

And  my  afflidions  jeer’d. 

Rut.  I tell  thee  Jhrnoldo., 

An  thou  wert  my  Father,  as  thou  art  but  my  Brother, 

My  younger  Brother  too,  I mult  be  merry. 

And  where  there  is  a wench  yet  can,  a young  wench, 

A handfome  wench,  and  fooner  a good  turn  too. 

An  I were  to  be  bang’d,  thus  muft  I handle  it. 

But  yon  ffiall  fee  Sir,  I can  change  this  habit 
To  do  you  any  fervice  ^ advife  what  you  plcale. 

And  fee  with  what  Devotion  Tie  attend  it? 

But  yet  me  thinks,  I am  taken  with  this  Cuftom,  , 

Enter  Charino  and  Zenocia. 

And  could  pretend  to  th’  place. 

Am.  Draw ofTa little*, 

Here  comes  my  Miltrefs  and  her  Father. 

Rut.  A dainty  wench  1 
Wou’d  1 might  farm  his  Cuftom. 

Char.  My  dear  Daughter, 

Now  to  bethink  your  felf  of  new  advice 
Will  be  too  late,  later  this  timelefs  forrow. 

No  price,  nor  prayers,  can  infringe  the  fate 

Your  beauty  hath  call;  on  yon,  my  belt  Zenocia,  \ 

Be  rul’d  by  me, a Fathers  care  direds  ye. 

Look  on  the  Count,  look  chcarfully  and  fweetly  *, 

What  though  he  have  the  power  to  poffiefs  ye. 

To  pluck  your  Maiden  honour,  and  then  flight  ye 
By  Cuftom  unreflflible  to  enjoy  you  *, 

Yet  my  fweet  Child,  fo  much  your  youth  and  goodnefs. 
The  beauty  of  your  foul,  and  Saint-like  Modelty, 

Have  won  upon  his  mild  mind,  fo  much  charm’d  him. 
That  all  power  laid  afide,  what  Law  allows  him. 

Or  fudden  fires,  kindled  from  thofe  bright  eyes, 
Hefuestobe  yourfervant,  fairly,  nobly 
For  ever  to  be  tyed  your  faithful  Hnsband ; 

Confider  my  belt  child. 

Zeno.  Ihaveconfidered. 

Char.  The  bleflednefs  that  this  breeds  too,  confider 
Befides  your  Fathers  Honour,  your  own  peace, 

The  banifhment  for  ever  of  this  Cullom, 

This  bafe  and  barbarous  ufe,  for  after  once 
He  has  found  the  happinefs  of  holy  Marriage, 

And  what  it  is  to  grow  up  with  one  Beauty, 

How  he  will  fcorn  and  kick  at  fuch  an  heritage 
Left  him  by  lull  and  lewd  progenitors. 

All  Virgins  too,  lhall  blefs  your  name,  lhall  Saint  it, 

And  like  fo  many  Pilgrims  go  to  your  fhrine, 

VVlien  time  has  turn’d  your  beauty  into  afhes. 

Fill’d  with  your  pious  memory. 

Zeno.  Good  Father 

Hide  not  that  bitter  Pill  I loath  to  fwallow 
In  fuch  fweet  wo-  ds. 

Char.  The  Count’s  a handfome  Gentleman, 


And  having  him,  y’are  certain  of  a fortune, 

A high  and  noble  fortune  to  attend  you : 

Where  if  you  fling  your  Love  upon  this  ftranger 
This  young  Arnoldo,  not  knowing  from  what  place 
Or  honourable  ftrain  of  blood  he  is  fprung,  you  venture 
All  your  own  fweets,  and  my  long  cares  to  nothing, 

Nor  are  you  certain  of  his  faith  *,  why  may  not  that 
Wander  as  he  does,  every  where  ? 

Zen.  No  more  Sir  j 

I muft  not  hear,  I dare  not  hear  him  wrong’d  thus, 

Vertue  is  never  wounded,  but  I fuffer. 

’Tis  an  ill  Office  in  your  age,  a poor  one. 

To  judge  thus  weakly : and  believe  your  felf  too, 

A weaker,  to  betray  your  innocent  Daughter,- 
To  his  intemp’rate,  rude,  and  wild  embraces, 

She  hates  as  Heaven  hates  fallhood. 

Rut.  A good  wench, 

She  flicks  clofc  to  you  Sir, 

Zeno.  His  faith  uncertain  ? 

The  noblenefs  bis  vertue  fprings  from,  doubted  ? 

D’ye  doubt  it  is  day  now  ? or  wlKn  your  body’s  perfe<ft. 
Your  ftomach’s  well  difpos’d,  your  pulfe’s  temperate, 

D’ye  doubt  you  are  in  health  ? I tell  you  Father, 

One  hour  of  tliis  mans  goodnefs,  this  mans  Noblenefs 
Put  in  the  Scale,  againft  the  Counts  whole  being. 

Forgive  his  lulls  too,  which  arc  half  his  life. 

He  could  no  more  endure  to  hold  weight  with  him  j 
Arnoldo’s  very  looks,  are  fair  examples ; 

His  common  and  indificrent  adioiis. 

Rules  and  ftrong  tics  of  vertue ; he  has  my  firft  love, 

To  him  in  facred  vow  I have  given  this  body. 

In  him  my  mind  inhabits. 

Rut.  Good  wench  ftill. 

Zeno.  And  till  he  fling  me  off,  as  undeferving, 

Which  I confefs  I am,  of  fuch  a bltffing, 

But  would  be  loth^to  find  it  fo 

Am.  O never  *, 

Never  my  happy  Miftrefs,  never,  never, 

Wffien  your  poor  fervant  fives  but  in  your  favour, 

One  footi’th*  grave  the  other  fliall  not  linger. 

What  facrifice  of  thanks,  what  age  of  fervice. 

What  danger,  of  more  dreadful  look  than  death. 

What  willing  Martyrdom  to  crown  me  conftant 
May  merit  fuch  a goodnefs,  fuch  a fweetnefs  ? 

A love  fo  Nobly  great,  no  power  can  ruine  *, 

Moll  blefled  Maid  go  on,  the  Gods  that  gave  this, 

This  pure  unfpotted  love,  the  Child  of  Heaven, 

In  their  own  goodnefs,  muft  preferve  and  fave  it. 

And  raife  you  a reward  beyond  our  recompencc. 

Zeno.  I ask  but  you,  a pure  Maid  to  poffiefs, 

And  then  they  have  crown’d  my  wiffies ; If  1 fall  then^ 

Go  feei  fome  better  love,  mine  will  debafe  you. 

Rut.  A pretty  innocent  fool ; well,  Governour, 

Though  I think  well  of  your  cuftom,  and  could  wiffi  my  felf 
For  this  night  in  your  place,  heartily  wifh  it ; 

Yet  if  you  play  not  fair  play  and  above  board  too, 

I have  a foolilh  gin  here,  I fay  no  more  *, 

rie  tell  you  what, and  if  your  honours  guts  are  not  inchanted. 

Arn.  I fhould  now  chide  you  Sir,  for  fo  declining 
The  goodnefs  and  the  grace  you  have  ever  fhew’d  me, 

And  your  own  vertue  too,  in  feeking  ralhly 
To  violate  that  love  Heaven  has  appointed. 

To  wreft  your  Daughters  thoughts,  part  that  aflcdlion 
That  both  our  hearts  have  tyed,  and  feek  to  give  it 
Rut.  To  a wild  fellow,  that  would  wovy  her  *, 

A Cannibal,  that  feeds  on  the  heads  of  Maids, 

Then  flings  their  bones  and  bodies  to  the  Devil, 

Would  any  man  ofdifcrction  venture  fuch  a grillle. 

To  the  rode  clawes  of  fuch  a Cat-amountain  ? 

You  had  better  tear  her  between  two  Oaks,  a Town  Bull 
Is  a meer  Sfoj^to  this  fellow,  a grave  Philofopher, 

And  a Spanijh  Jennet,  a moil  vertuous  Gentleman. 

Arn.  Does  this  feem  handfome  Sir  ? 

Rut.  Though  I confefs 

’ Any 
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Any  man  would  defire  to  have  her,  and  by  any  means, 

At  any  rate  too,  yet  that  this  common  Hangman, 

That  hath  whipt  off  the  headsofathoufand  maids  already, 
That  he  Ihould  glean  the  Harveft,  fticks  in  my  ftomach : 
This  Rogue  breaks  young  wenches  to  the  Saddle, 

And  teaches  them  to  (tumble  ever  after 

That  he  fliould  have  her  ? for  my  Brother  now 

That  is  a handfome  young  fellow ; and  well  thought  on. 

And  will  deal  tenderly  in  the  bufinefs  *, 

Or  for  my  felfthat  have  a reputation, 

And  have  (tudie  J the  conclufions  of  thefecaufes. 

And  know  the  perfect  manage,  I’le  tell  you  old  Sir, 

If  I (hould  call  you  wile  Sir,  I Ihpuld  bely  you. 

This  thing,  youftudy  to  betray  your  child  to, 

This  Maiden-monger.  When  you  have  done  your  belt. 
And  think  you  have  fixt  her  in  the  point  of  honour, 

Who  do  you  think  you  have  tyed  her  to  ? a Surgeon, 

I mult  confefs  an  excellent  dilfedor. 

One  that  lias  cut  up  more  young  tender  Lamb-pies 

Char.  What  1 fpake  Gentlemen,was  meer  compulfion, 
No  Fathers  free-will,  nor  did  I touch  your  perfon 
With  any  edge  of  fpight  ^ or  drain  your  loves 
Vvfith  any  bafe,  or  hir’d  perfwafions  i 
Witnefs  thefe  tears,how  well  I willit  your  fortunes.  \_Exit. 

Rut.  There’s  fome  grace  in  thee  yet,you  are  determined 
To  marry  this  Count,  Lady. 

Ze>?.  Marry  him  Rutilio  ? 

Rut.  Marry  him,  and  lye  with  him  I mean. 

Zen.  You  cannot  mean  that. 

If  you  be  a true  Gentleman,  you  dare  not. 

The  Brother  to  this  man,  and  one  that  loves  him  j 
Tie  marry  the  Devil  fird. 

'Rat.  A better  choice 

And  Jay  his  horns  by,  a handforaer  bed-fellow, 

A cooler  o’  my  confcience. 

Arn.  Pray  let  me  ask  you ; 

And  my  dear  Midris,  be  not  angry  with  me 
For  what  I (hall  propound,  I am  confident. 

No  promife,  nor  no  power,  can  force  your  love, 

I mean  in  way  of  marriage,  never  dir  you. 

Nor  to  forget  my  faith,  no  date  can  wound  you. 

But  for  this  Cudom,  which  this  wretched  country 
Hath  wrought  into  a law,  and  mud  be  fatisfied ; 

Where  all  the  pleas  of  honour  are  but  laught  at, 

And  modedy  regarded  as  a may-game. 

What  (hall  be  here  confidered  ? power  we  have  none. 

To  make  refidance,  nor  policie  tocrofs  it ; 

Tis  held  Religion  too,  to  pay  this  duty. 

Zeno.  Tie  dye  an  aAtheiJl  then. 

<tyTrn.  My  nobled  Midris , 

Not  that  I wi(h  it  fo,  but  fay  it  were  fo. 

Say  you  did  render  up  part  of  your  honour, 

For  whild  your  will  is  clear,  all  cannot  perifh  ^ 

Say  for  one  night  you  entertain’d  this  monder. 

Should  I edeem  you  worfe,  forc’d  to  this  render  f 
Your  mincfl  know  is  pure,  and  full  as  beauteous  •, 

After  this  (liort  eclipfe,  you  would  rife  again. 

And  (baking  off  that  cloud,  fpread  all  your  ludre. 

Zeno.  Who  made  you  witty,  to  undoe  your  felf,  Sir.^ 
Or  are  you  Ioaden,with  the  love  I bring  you. 

And  fain  would  fling  that  burthen  on  another  ? 

Am  I grown  common  in  your  eyes  Arnddo? 

Old,  or  unworthy  of  your  fellowfliip.? 

D’ye  think  becaufe  a woman,  I mud  err. 

And  therefore  rather  wifh  that  fall  before  hand 
Coloured  with  Cudom,  not  to  be  refided  ? 

D’ye  love  as  pa  inters  doe,  only  fome  pieces. 

Some  certain  handfome  touches  of  your  Midris, 

And  let  the  mind  pafsbyyou,  unexamined? 

Be  not  abus’d  ; with  what  the  maiden  veiTel 
Is  fealoned  fird,  you  underdand  the  proverb. 

Rut.  I am  afraid,  this  thing  will  make  me  vertuous. 

Zeno.  Should  you  lay  by  the  lead  part  of  that  love 
Y’ave  fworn  is  mine,  your  youth  and  faith  has  given  me. 


To  entertain  another,  nay  a fairer. 

And  make  the  cafe  thus  defp’rate,  (he  mud  dy  elfe ; 

D’ye  think  I would  give  way,  or  count  this  honed  ? 

Be  not  deceiv’d,  thefe  eyes  Ihould  never  (ee  you  more. 

This  tongue  forget  to  name  you,  and  this  heart 
Hate  you,  as  if  you  were  born,  my  full  zAnttputhU. 

Empire  and  more  imperious  love,  alone 
Rule,  and  admit  no  rivals : the  pured  (prings 
When  they  are  courted  by  lafeivious  land-floods. 

Their  maiden  purenefs,  and  their  coolnefs  perifh. 

And  though  they  purge  again  to  their  fird  beauty, 

The  fweetnefs  of  their  taltc  is  clean  departed. 

I mud  have  all  or  none  ^ and  am  not  worthy 
Longer  the  noble  name  of  wife,  ^ArnoUoy 
Than  I can  bring  a whole  heart  pure  and  hand(bm. 

Arnol.  I never  (hall  deferve  you ; not  to  thank  you  •, 

You  are  (o  heavenly  good,  no  man  can  reach  you : 

I amforrie  I (pake  fo  rafhly,  ’twas  butto  try  you. 

Rut.  You  might  have  tryed  a thoufand  women  (b,  (fel. 
And  900,  fourlcore  and  1 9 Ihould  ha’followed  your  coun- 
Take  heed  o’  clapping  fpurrs  to  fuch  free  cattell. 

Am.  We  mult  bethink  us  fuddenly  and  condantly. 

And  wifely  too,  we  expeid  no  common  danger. 

Zeh.  Be  mod  allur’d.  Tie  dye  fird.  • 

Enter  Clodio,  and  Guard. 

Rut.  An’t  come  to  that  once, 

The  Devil  pick  his  bones,  that  dyes  a coward. 

Tie  jog  along  with  you,  here  comes  the  Stallion, 

How  (rnug  he  looks  upon  the  imagination 
Of  what  he  hopes  toad?  pox  on  your  kidneys  y 
How  they  begin  to  melt .?  how  big  he  bears,  i 

Sure  he  will  leap  before  us  all : what  a fweet  company  | 

Of  rogues  and  panders  wait  upon  his  lewdnefs  ? 1 

Plague  of  your  chops,  you  ha’more  handfome  bitts,  \ 

Than  a hundred  honeder  men, and  more  deferving. 

How  the  dogg  leers. 

Clod.  You  need  not  now  be  jealous,  (done, 

I fpeak  at  didance  to  your  wife,  but  when  the  Pried  has 
We  (hall  grow  nearer,  and  more  familiar. 

Rut.  I’le  watch  you  for  that  trick,  baboon.  Tie 
Smoke  you : the  rogue  fweats,  as  if  he  had  eaten 
Grains,  he  broyles , if  I do  come  to  the 
Bading  of  you.  ; 

Arno.  Your  Lordlbip 

May  happily  fpeak  this,  to  fright  a dranger. 

But  ’tis  not  in  your  honour,  to  perform  it ; 

The  Cudom  of  this  place,  if  fuch  there  be. 

At  bed  mod  damnable,  may  urge  you  to  it. 

But  if  you  be  an  honed  man-you  hate  it. 

However  I will  prefently  prepare 
To  make  her  mine,  and  mod  undoubtedly 
Believe  you  are  abus’d,  thiscudome  feign’d  too. 

And  what  you  now  pretend, mod  fair  and  vertuous. 

Clod.  Go  and  believe,  a good  belief  does  well  Sir^ 

And  you  Sir,  clear  the  place,  but  leave  her  here. 

Arn.  Your  Lordlhips  pleafiire. 

Clod.  That  anon  Arnoldoj 
This  is  but  talk. 

Rut,  Shall  we  goe  off  ? 

Arn.  By  any  means, 

I know  (he  has  pious  thoughts  enough  to  guard  her  : 

Befides,  here’s  nothing  due  to  him  till  the  tye  be  done, 

Nor  dare  he  offer. 

Rut.  Now  do  I long  to  worry  him : 

Pray  have  a care  to  the  main  chance.  [,Exit.  Ar.  and  Rut. 
Zen.  Pray  Sir,  fear  not 
Clod.  Now,  what  fay  you  to  me  ? 

Zen.  Sir  it  becomes 

The  modedie,  that  maids  are  ever  born  with. 

To  ufe  few  words. 

Clod.  Do  you  fee  nothing  in  me.? 

Nothing  to  catch  your  eyes,  nothing  of  wonder 
The  common  mould  of  men,  come  (hort,  and  want  In  ? 

Do  ' 
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Do  you  read  no  future  fortune  for  youc  felf  here  ? 
Andwhatahappinefs  it  may  be  to  you. 

To  have  him  honour  yon,  all  women  aim  at  ? 

To  have  him  love  you  Lady,  that  man  love  you, 

The  belt,  and  the  moft  beauteous  have  run  mad  for  ? 

Look  and  be  wile,  you  have  a favour  offer’dyou 
I do  not  every  day  propound  to  women  ; 

Youare  aprettie  one  ; and  though  each  hour 
I am  glutted  with  the  facrifice  of  beautie, 

I may  be  brought,  as  you  may  handle  it. 

To  call  lb  good  a grace  and  liking  on  you. 

You  underftand,  come  kifs  me,  and  bejoyfull, 

I give  you  leave. 

Zen.  Faith  Sir,  ’twill  not  fhew  handfome  •, 

Our  fex  is  blufhing,  full  offear,  unskil’d  too 
In  thefe  alarms. 

Clod.  Learn  then  and  be  perfe(ft. 

Zen.  I do  befeech  your  honour  pardon  me. 

And  take  fome  skilfull  one  can  hold  you  play, 

I am  a fool. 

, Clod.  I tell  thee  maid  I love  thee. 

Let  that  word  make  thee  happie,  fo  far  love  thee. 

That  though  I may  enjoy  thee  without  ceremony, 

I will  deftend  fo  low,  to  marry  thee, 

Me  thinks  I lee  the  race  that  lhall  fpring  from  us, 

Some  Princes,  fome  great  Souldiers. 

Zen.  I am  afraid 

Your  honour’s  couzen’d  in  this  calculation-. 

For  certain,  I lhall  ne’rehave  a child  by  you. 

Clod.  Why  ? 

Zen.  Becaufe  I muH  not  think  to  marry  you, 

I dare  not  Sir,  the  Ifcp  betwixt  your  honour, 

And  my  poor  humble  State. 

Clod.  I will  defeend  to  thee. 

And  buoy  thee  up. 

Zen.  rie  fink  to  th’ Center  firlf.  ( furc 

Why  would  your  Lordlliip  marry,  and  confine  thatplea- 
You  ever  have  had  freely  call:  upon  you  ? 

Take  heed  my  Lord,  this  marrying  is  a mad  matter. 

Lighter  a pair  of  lhackles  will  hang  on  you. 

And  quieter  a quartane  feaver  find  you. 

If  you  wed  me  I mull  enjoy  you  only. 

Your  eyes  mull  be  called  home, your  thoughts  in  cages. 

To  ling  to  no  ears  then  but  mine  -,  your  heart  bound, 
Thecullom,  that  your  youth  v;as  ever  nurlt  in. 

Mull  be  forgot,  I (liall  forget  my  duty  elfe. 

And  how  that  will  appear . 

Clod.  Wee’l  talk  of  that  more. 

Zen.  Befides  I tell  ye,  I am  naturally. 

As  all  young  women  are,  that  Ihew  like  handfome. 
Exceeding  proud,  being  commended,  monllrous. 

Of  an  unquiet  temper,  feldom  pleas’d, 

Unlefs  it  be  with  infinite  obfervance, 

Which  you  v^ere  never  bred  to ; once  v/ell  angred. 

As  every  crols  in  us,  provokes  that  pafiion. 

And  like  a Sea,  I roule,  tofs,and  chafe  a week  after. 

And  then  ail  mifehief  I can  think  upon, 

Abufingof  your  bed  the  lealland  poorell, 

I tell  you  what  you’le  finde,  and  in  thefe  fitts, 

This  little  beauty  you  are  pleafed  to  honour. 

Will  befo  chang’d, fo  alter’d  to  an  uglinefs. 

To  fuch  a vizard,  ten  to  one,  1 dye  too, 

Take’t  then  upon  my  death  you  murder ’cT  me. 

Clod.  Away,  away  fool,  why  doll  thou  proclamc  thele 
To.prevcnt  that  in  me, thou  hall  cholen  in  another  ? 

Zen.  Him  I have  chofen,  I can  rule  and  mailer. 

Temper  to  what  I pleafe,  you  are  a great  one 
Ofallrong  will  to  bend,  I dare  not  venture. 

Be  wife  my  Lord, and  fay  you  were  well  counfel’d. 

Take  mony  for  my  ranfom,  and  forget  me, 

’Twill  be  both  fafe,  and  noble  for  your  honour. 

And  wherefoever  my  fortunes  lhall  condudlme, 

So  worthy  mentions  I lhall  render  of  you. 

So  vertuous  and  fo  fair. 


Clod.  You  will  not  marrie  me  ? 

Zen.  I do  befeech  your  honour,  be  not  angry 
At  what  I fay,  I cannot  love  ye,  dare  not  -, 

But  fet  a ranlbm,  for  the  llovvr  you  covet. 

Clod.  No  mony,  nor  no  prayers,  lhall  redeem  that, 

Not  all  the  art  you  have. 

Zen.  Set  your  own  price  Sir. 

Qod.  Goe  to  your  wedding,  never  kneel  to  me, 

When  that’s  done,  you  are  mine,  I will  enjoy  you : 

Your  tears  do  nothing,  I will  not  lole  my  cullom 
Tocall  upon  my  felf  an  Empires  fortune.  ff  Ar/>. 

Zen.  My  mind  lhall  not  pay  this  cullom,  cruel  man. 

(flod.  Your  body  will  cofttent  me;  I’le  look  for  you.  Q£.v. 

Enter  Charino,  and  fervants  in  blacky,  (fovering  the 
place  with  blacky. 

(har.  Strew  all  your  withered  flowers,  your  Autumn 
^By  the  hot  Sun  ravillit  of  bud  and  beauty  (fweets 

"Thus  round  about  her  Bride  bed,hangthofe  blacks  there 
The  emblemes  of  her  honour  loll  ^ all  joy 
That  leads  a Virgin  to  receive  her  lover. 

Keep  from  this  place,  all  fellow  maids  that  blcfshcr. 

And  blufhing  do  unloofehcr  Zone,  keep  from  her : 

No  merry  noife  nor  lully  fongs  be  heard  here. 

Nor  full  cups  crown’d  with  wine  make  the  rooms  giddy ; 
This  is  no  mafque  of  mirth,  butjmurdered  honour. 

Sing  mournfully  that  fad  Epithalamion 
I gave  thee  now : and  jirethce  let  thy  lute  weep. 

Song,  Dance.  Enter  Rutilio. 

Rut.  How  now,  what  livery’s  this.?  do  you  call  this  a 
This  is  more  like  a funeral.  (wedding  ? 

Qjar.  It  is  one, 

And  my  poor  Daughter  going  to  her  grave. 

To  his  moil  loath’d  embraces  that  gapes  for  her. 

Make  the  Earles  bed  readie,  is  the  marriage  done  Sir  ? 

Rut.  Yes  they  are  knif,  but  mull  this  llubberdegullion 
Have  her  maiden-head  now  ? 

Arn.  There’s  no  avoiding  it  ? 

Rut.  And  there’s  the  fcaflold  where  flic  mull  lofc  it. 

Arn.  The  bed  Sir. 

Rut.  No  way  to  wipe  his  mouldy  chaps  ? 

Ooar.  That  we  know. 

Rut.  To  any  honcfl  wcll-deferving  fellow, 

And  ’twere  but  to  a merry  Cobler,  1 could  fit  flill  now, 

I love  the  game  fo  well  ^ but  that  this  puckfill, 
Thisuniverfal  rutter — fare  ye  well  Sir-,  t 

And  if  you  have  any  good  prayers,  put ’em  forward. 

There  may  be  yet  a remedie. 

C/7.^r.  I wifh  it,  C^-v/fRut. 

And  all  my  bell  devotions  offer  to  it. 

Enter  Clodio,  and  Guard. 

C.od.  Now  is  this  tye  difpatch’d  ? 

Char.  I think  it  be  Sir. 

Clod.  And  my  bed  ready  ? [^winc 

Char.  There  you  may  quickly  find  Sir, 

Such  a loath’d  preparation. 

Clod.  Never  grumble. 

Nor  fling  a difeontent  upon  my  pleafurc, 

It  mufl  and  fhall  be  done  -.  give  me  fome  wine. 

And  fill  it  till  it  leap  upon  my  lips : 

Here’s  to  the  foolifh  maidenhead  you  wot  of^ 

The  toy  I mull  take  pains  for. 

Char.  I befeech  your  Lordfnip 
Load  not  a Fathers  love. 

Clod.  Pledge  it  (fharino, 

Or  by  my  life  I’lc  make  thee  pledge  thy  lall. 

And  be  lure  Ihc  be  a maid,  a perfedl  Virgin, 

( 1 will  not  have  my  expedation  dull’d  ) 

Or  your  old  pate  goes  off  I am  hot  arid  fiery. 

And  mybloud  beats  alarms  through  my  body, 

And  fancie  high.  You  of  my  guard  retire. 

And  let  me  hear  no  noife  about  the  lodging 
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! Biitmufickandfweeta5’res,  now  fetch  your  Daughter, 
j And  bid  the  coy  wench  put  on  all  her  beauties, 
j All  her  enticements,  out-blufh  damask  Roles, 

> And  dim  the  breaking  Eafi:  with  her  bright  Cryltals. 

I am  all  on  fire,  away. 

Char.  And  I am  frozen.  fExit. 

I Enter  Zenocia  with  Bow  and  Q^ver^  an  Arrow  hent.^ 
j Arnoldo  Rutilio  after  her,  arrnd. 

I Zen.  Come  fearlefs  on. 

Rut.  Nay  an  1 budge  from  thee 
Beat  me  with  durty  fticks. 

Clod.  What  Mafque  is  this  ? 

What  pretty  fancy  to  provoke  me  high  ? 

The  beauteous  Huntrefs,  fairer  far,  and  Rveeter^ 

^Diana  fliewes  an  Ethiop  to  this  beauty 
Proteded  by  two  Virgin  Knights. 

Rut.  That’s  a lye, 

A loud  one,  if  you  knew  as  much  as  I do, 

The  Guard’s  difpers’d. 

Arn.  Fortune  I hope  invites  us. 

Cbd.  I can  no  longer  hold,  Ihe  pulls  my  heart  from  me. 
Zen.  Stand,  and  ftand  fixt,  move  not  a foot,  nor  fpeaknot, 
For  if  thou  doeft,  upon  this  point  thy  death  fits. 

Thou  milerable,  baft,  and  fordid  lecher. 

Thou  feum  of  noble  blood,  repent  and  fpeedily, 

Repent  thy  thoufand  thefts,  from  helplefs  Virgins, 

Their  innocence  betrayed  to  thy  embraces. 

aArn.  The  baft  dilhonour,  that  thou  doeft  to  ftrangers. 
In  glorying  to  abufe  the  Laws  of  Marriage, 

Thy  Infamy  thou  haft  flung  upon  thy  Country, 

In  nourilhing  this  black  and  barbarous  Cuftom.  ' 

Clod.  My  Guard. 

cArn.  One  word  more,  and  thou  dieft. 

Rut.  Onefyllable 

That  tends  to  any  thing,  but  I beftech  you. 

And  as  y’are  Gentlemen  tender  my  cafe. 

And  rie  thruft  my  Javeling  down  thy  throat. 

Thou  Dog- whelp,  thou,  pox  upon  thee,  what 
Should  I call  thee,  Pompion, 

Thou  kifs  my  Lady  ? thou  fcour  her  Chamber-pot : 

Thou  have  a Maiden-head  ? a mottly  Coat, 

You  great  blind  fool,  farcwel  and  be  bang’d  to  ye, 

Loft  no  time  Lady. 

Arn.  Pray  take  your  pleafure  Sir, 

And  fo  we’l  take  our  leaves. 

Zen.  We  are  determined, 

Dye,  before  yield, 

Arn.  Honour,  and  a fair  grave. 

Zen.  Before  a luftful  Bed,  fo  for  our  fortunes. 

Rut.  Du  cat  a whee,  good  Count,  cry,  prethee  cry, 

O what  a wench  haft  thou  loft  ? cry  you  great  booby.  {Exe. 

Enter  Charino. 

Clod.  And  is  Ihe  gone  then,  am  I dilhonoured  thus. 
Cozened  and  baffl’d  ? my  Guard  there,  no  man  anfwer  ? 
My  Guard  I fay,  firrah  you  knew  of  this  plot  •, 

Where  are  ray  Guard  ? Tie  have  your  life  you  villain, 

^ You  politick  old  Thief, 
j Char.  Heaven  fend  her  far  enough, 

{ Enter  (fuard. 

And  let  me  pay  the  ranfom. 

Guard.  Did  your  honour  call  us  ? 

Clod.  Poft  every  way,  and  prefently  recover. 

The  two  ftrange  Gentlemen,  and  the  fair  Lady. 

Guard.  This  day  was  Married  Sir  ? 
i Clod.  The  fame, 
i Cjuard.  We  law ’em 
Making  with  all  main  fpeed  to  th’  Port. 

God.  Away  villains.  fExit  Guard. 

Recover  her,  or  I fliall  dye ; deal  truly, 

Didft  not  thou  know  ? 

Char.  By  all  that’s  good  1 did  not. 


If  your  honour  mean  their  flight,  to  fay  I grieve  for  that, 
Will  be  to  lye ; you  may  handle  me  as  you  pleaft. 

Clod.  Be  lure,  with  all  the  cruelty,  with  all  the  rigor. 
For  thou  haft  rob’d  me  villain  of  a treafure. 

Enter  Guard. 

How  now.? 

Guard.  They’re  all  aboard,  a Bark  rode  ready  for  ’em. 
And  noware  under  Sail,  and  paft  recovery. 

Clod.  I\ig  me  a Ship  with  all  the  fpeed  that  may  be, 

I will  not  loft  her  : thou  her  moft  falft  Father, 

Shalt  go  along  ^ and  if  I mifs  her,  hear  me, 

A whole  day  will  I ftudy  to  deftroy  thee. 

Char.  I fhall  be  joyful  of  it  *,  and  fo  you’l  find  me. 

\^ExeHnt  omnes. 


ASlff4  Secundm.  Seen  a Prim  a. 

Enter  Manuel  du  fofa,  and  Guiomar. 

Man.l^  Hearandftetoo  muchofhim,  and  that 
1 Compels  me  Madam,  though  unwillingly, 

To  wilh  I had  no  Uncles  part  in  him. 

And  much  I fear,  the  comfort  of  a Son 
You  will  not  long  enjoy. 

Gui.  ’Tis  not jny  fault. 

And  therefore  from  his  guilt  my  innocence 
Cannot  be  tainted,  fince  his  Fathers  death, 

(Peace  to  his  Ibul)  a Mothers  prayers  and  care 
Were  never  wanting,  in  his  education. 

His  Child  hood  I pals  o’re,  as  being  brought  up 
Under  my  wing  and  growing  ripe  for  ftudy, 

I overcame  the  tendernefs,  and  joy 
I had  to  look  upon  him,  and  provided. 

The  choiceft  Mafters,  and  of  greateft  name 
Of  Salamanca,  in  all  liberal  Arts. 

Man.  To  train  his  youth  up. 

I muft  witnefs  that. 

Gui.  How  there  he  profpered  to  the  admiration 
Of  all  that  knew  him,  for  a general  Scholar, 

Being  one  of  note,  before  he  was  a man, 

Is  Hill  remembred  in  that  Academy, 

From  thence  I Pent  him  to  the  Emperours  Court, 

Attended  like  his  Fathers  Son,  and  there 
Maintain’d  him,  in  fuch  bravery  and  height. 

As  did  become  a Courtier. 

Man.  ’Twas  that  fpoil’d  him, my  Nephew  had  been  happy. 
The  Court’s  a School  indeed,  in  which  Ibme  few 
Learn  vertuous  principles,  but  moft  forget 
Whatever  they  brought  thither  good  and  honeft. 

Trifling  is  there  in  practice,  ferious  adbions 
Are  obfolete  and  out  of  uft,  my  Nephew 
Had  been  a happy  man,  had  he  ne’re  known 
What’s  there  in  grace  and  falhion. 

Gui.  I have  heard  yet, 

That  while  he  liv’d  in  Court,  the  Emperour 
Took  notice  of  his  carriage  and  good  parts, 

The  Grandees  did  not  fcorn  his  company. 

And  of  the  greateft  Ladies  he  was  held 
A compleat  Gentleman. 

Alan.  He  indeed  Daunc’d  well  y 
A turn  o’th’  Toe,  with  a lofty  trick  or  two, 

To  argue  nimblenefs,  and  a ftrong  back. 

Will  go  far  with  a Madam : ’tis  moft  true. 

That  he’s  an  excellent  Scholar,  and  he  knows  it  *, 

An  exaift  Courtier,  and  he  knows  that  too 
He  has  fought  thrice,  and  come  off  ftill  with  honour, 

Which  he  forgets  not. 

Gui.  Nor  have  I muchreafon, 

To  grieve  his  fortune  that  way. 

Man.  You  are  miftaken, 

Profperity  does  ftarch  a Gentlemans  temper, 

More 
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More  than  his  adverfe  fortune : I have  known 
Many,  and  of  rare  parts  from  their  fuccefs 
In  private  Duels,  rais’d  up  to  fuch  a pride, 

And  fo  transform’d  from  what  they  were,  that  all 

That  lov’d  them  truly,  wifh’dthey  had  fallen  in  them. 

I need  not  write  examples,  in  your  Son 

’Tis  too  apparent ; fore’re  Don  Duarte 

Made  tryal  of  his  valour,  he  indeed  was 

Admired  for  civil  courtefie,  but  now 

He’s  fwoln  fo  high,  out  of  his  own  aflurance. 

Of  what  he  daresdo,  that  he  feeks  occafions, 

Unjuft  occafions,  grounded  on  blind  paffion, 

.Ever  to  be  in  quarrels,  and  this  makes  him 
Shunn’d  of  all  fair  Societies. 

Ghu  Would  it  were 
In  my  weak  power  to  help  it:  I will  ufe 
With  my  entreaties  th’  Authority  of  a Mother, 

As  you  may  of  an  Uncle,  and  enlarge  it 
With  your  command,  as  being  a Governour 
To  the  great  King  in  Lisbon. 

Enter  Duarte  and  his  L^age. 

Man.  Here  he  comes. 

We  are  unfeen,  obferve  him. 

Dua.  Boy. 

Tage.  My  Lord, 

Dm.  What  faith  the  S^aniflt  Captain  that  I Ilruck, 
To  my  bold  challenge  ? 

Page.  He  refus’d  to  read  it. 

Dua.  Why  didft  not  leave  it  there  ? 

Page.  I did  my  Lord, 

But  to  no  purpofe,  for  he  leems  more  willing 
To  fit  down  with  the  wrongs,  than  to  repair 
His  honour  by  the'fword  *,  he  knows  too  well. 

That  from  your  Lordfhip  nothing  can  be  got 
But  more  blows,  ancf^lifigraces. 

Dua.  He’s  a wretch, 

A miferable  wretch,  and  all  my  fury 
Is  loft  upon  him  holds  the  Mask,  appointed 
I’th’  honour  of  Hippolyta  ? 

Page.  ’Tis  broke  on..  • ' 

Dua.  The  reafon  ? 

Page.  This  was  one,  they  heard  your  Lord fliip 
Was  by  the  Ladies  choice  to  lead  the  Dance, 

And  therefore  they,  too  well  affur’d  how  far 
You  would  outfhine  ’em,  gave  it  o’reand  faid, 

They  would  not  ferve  for  foiles  to  fet  you  off. 

Dua.  They  at  their  bell  are  fuch,  and  ever  fhall  be 
Where  I appear. 

Man.  Do  you  note  his  modelly  ? 

Dua.  But  was  there  nothing  elfe  pretended  ? 

Page.  Yes, 

Young  Don  Alonz.o.,  the  great  Captains  Nephew, 

Stood  on  comparifons. 

Dua.  With  whom? 

Page.  With  you, 

And  openly  profefs’d  that  all  precedence, 

Tis  birth  and  flate  confider’d,  was  due  to  him, 

Nor  were  your  Lordfliipto  contend  with  one 
So  far  above  you. 

Dua.  I look  down  upon  him 
With  fuch  contempt  and  fcorn,  as  on  my  Have,. 

He’s  a name  only,  and  all  good  in  him 
He  muft  derive  from  his  great  grandfires  Afhes, 

For  had  not  their  viftorious  ads  bequeath’d 
His  titles  to  him,  and  wrote  on  his  forehead. 

This  is  a Lord,  he  had  liv’d  unobferv’d 
By  any  man  of  mark,  and  died  as  one 
Amongll  the  common  route.  Compare  with  me  ? 

’Tis  Gyant-like  ambition-,  I know  him. 

And  know  my  felf,  that  m.an  is  truly  noble, 

And  he  may  juftly  call  that  worth  his  own. 

Which  his  delerts  liave  purchas’d,  I could  wifli 
My  birth  were  more  obfc'ure,  my  friends  and  kinfmen 


Of  lefier  power,  or  that  my  provident  Father 
Had  been  like  to  that  riotous  Emperour  ^ 

That  chofe  his  belly  for  his  only  heir  i 
For  being  of  no  family  then,  and  poor 
My  vertues  wherefoe’r  I liv’d,  fliould  make 
That  kingdom  my  inheritance. 

Gui.  Strange  felf  Love! 

Dua.  For  if  I ftudied  the  Countries  Laws, 

I Ihould  fo  eafiiy  found  all  their  depth. 

And  rife  up  fuch  a wonder,  that  the  pleaders. 

That  now  are  in  moll  practice  and  efteem, 

Should  ftarve  for  want  of  Clients ; if  I travell’d, 

Like  wife  Vlyjfes  to  fee  men  and  manners, 

I would  return  in  aft,  more  knowing,  than 
Homer  cou\^  fancy  him  ; if  a Phyfician, 

So  oft  I would  reltore  death-wounded  men. 

That  where  I liv’d,  (jalen  fhould  not  be  nam’d. 

And  he  that  joy  n’d  again  the  fcatter’d  limbs 
Of  torn  Htppolytm  Ihould  be  forgotten. 

I could  teach  Ovid  courtlhip,  how  to  win 
A Julia,  and  enjoy  her,  though  her  Dower 
Were  all  the  Sun  gives  light  to  : and  for  arms 
Were  the  Perftan  holt  that  drank  up  Rivers,  added 
To  the  T urks  prefent  powers,  I could  direft. 

Command,  and  Marlhal  them. 

Man.  And  yet  you  know  not 
To  rule  your  felf,  you  would  not  to  a boy  elfe 
Like  Dlautus  Braggart  boalt  thus. 

Dua.  All  I fpcak. 

In  aft  I can  make  good. 

Cjui.  Why  then  being  Mailer 
Of  fuch  and  fo  good  parts  do  you  dcltroy  them. 

With  felf  opinion,  or  like  a rich  mifer. 

Hoard  up  the  treafures  you  pofiefs,  imparting 
Nor  to  your  felf  nor  others,  the  ufe  of  them  ? 

They  are  to  you  but  like  inchanted  viands. 

On  which  you  feem  to  feed,  yet  pine  with  hunger*. 

And  thofe  forarc  perfeftions  in  my  Son 
Which  would  make  others  happy,  render  me 
A wretched  Mother. 

M.tn.  Youaretqo  infolent. 

And  thofetoomany  excellencies,  that  feed 
Your  pride,  turnto  aPleurifie,  and  kill 
That  which  Ihould  nourilh  vertue  dare  you  think 
All  blelTings  are  confer’d  on  you  alone  ? 

Y’aregrofly  coufen’d-,  there’s  no  good  in  you. 

Which  others  have  not:  are  you  a Scholar  ? fo 
Are  many,  and  as  knowing:  areyou  valiant  ? 

Walle  not  that  courage  then  in  braules,but  fpend  it 
In  the  Wars,  in  fervice  ofyour  King  and  Country. 

Dua.  Yes,  fo  I might  be  General,  no  man  lives 
That’s  worthy  to  command  me. 

Man.  Sir,  in  Lisbon 
I am : and  you  lhall  know  it ; every  hour 
I am  troubled  with  complaints  of  your  behaviour 
-rom  men  of  all  conditions,  and  all  fexes. 

And  my  authority,  which  you  prefume 
Will  bear  you  out,  in  that  you  are  my  Nephew, 

To  longer  lhall  proteft  you,  for  I vow 
Though  all  that’s  pall  I pardon,  I will  punilh. 

The  next  fault  with  as  much  leverity 
As  if  you  were  a llranger,  reft  alTur’d  on’t. 

Gui.  And  by  that  love  you  Ihould  bear,  or  that  duty 
You  owe  a Mother,  once  more  I command  you 
To  call  this  haughtinefs  olF-,  which  if  you  do. 

All  that  is  mine,  is  yours,  if  not,  expeft 

Vly  prayers,  and  vows,  for  your  converfion  only,  ' 

But  never  means  nor  favour,  {Ex.  Manuel  and  Guionvar. 

Dua.  I am  Tutor’d 
As  if  I were  a child  Hill,  the  bafe  Pealants 
That  fear,  and  envy  my  great  worth,  have  done  this; 

3iit  I will  find  them  out,  I will  o’  boord 
Get  my  dilguife  -,  I have  too  long  been  idle. 

Tor  will  I curb  my  fpirit,  1 was  born  free. 

And 
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And  will  puifue  the  courfe  beft  liketh  me.  {JExeunt. 

Leopold,  Sailers,  <«WZcnocia. 

Leof.  Divide  the  fpoilamongfl;  you,  this  fair  Captive 
I only  challenge  for  my  felf. 

Sail.  You  have  won  her 

And  well  deferve  her ; twenty  years  I have  liv’d 
A Burgefs  of  the  Sea,  and  have  been  prefent 
At  many  a defperate  fight,  but  never  faw 
So  fmall  a Bark  with  fucli  incredible  valour 
So  long  defended,  and  againft  fuch  odds. 

And  by  two  men  fcarce  arm’d  too. 

Lcof.  ’T'was  a wonder. 

And  yet  the  courage  they  exprefl  being  taken, 

And  their  contempt  of  death  wan  more  upon  me 
Than  all  they  did,  when  they  were  free;  me  thinks 
I fee  them  yet  when  they  were  brought  aboard  us, 

Difarm’d  and  ready  to  be  put  in  fetters 
How  on  the  fuddain,  as  if  they  had  fworn 
Never  to  tafte  the  bread  of  fervitude, 

Both  fnatching  up  their  fwords,  and  from  this  Virgin, 
Taking  a farewelonly  with  their  eyes, 

They  leapt  into  the  Sea. 

Sail.  Indeed  ’twas  rare. 

Leap.  It  wrought  fo  much  on  mt,  that  but  I fear’d 
The  great  fliip  that  purfued  us,  our  own  fafety 
Hindring  my  charitable  purpofe  to  ’em, 

I w'ould  have  took  ’em  up,  and  with  their  lives 
They  Ihould  have  had  their  liberties. 

Zen.  O too  late. 

For  they  are  loll,  for  ever  loH. 

Leop.  Take  comfort 

’T'-s  not  impoflible,  but  that  they  live  yet, 

For  when  they  left  the  Ihips,  they  were  within 
A League  o’th’’fhore,  and  with  fuch  ftrengthand  cunning 
They  fvvimming,  did  delude  the  riling  Billows, 

With  one  hand  making  way,  and  with  the  other. 

Their  bloudy  fwords  advanced,  threatning  the  Sea-gods 
With  war,  urilefs  they  brought  them  fafely  off, 

That  I am  almofl;  confident  they  live, 

And  you  again  may  fee  them. 

Zett.  In  that  hope 
I brook  a wretched  being,  till  I am 
Made  certain  of  their  fortunes ; but  they  dead, 

Death  hath  fo  many  doors  to  let  out  life, 

I will  not  long  furvivc  them. 

Leop.  Hope  the  belt, 

And  let  the  courteous  ufage  you  have  found. 

Not  ufual  in  men  of  War  perfwade  you 
To  tell  me  your  condition. 

Zen.  You  know  it, 

! A Captive,  my  fate  and  your  power  have  made  me. 

Such  I am  now,  but  what  I was  it  skills  not; 

For  they  being  dead,  in  whom  I only  live, 

I dare  not  challenge  Family,  or  Country, 

And  therefore  Sir  enquire  not,  let  it  fuffice, 

1 am  your  fervant,  and  a thankful  fervant 
(If  you  will  call  that  fo,  which  is  but  duty) 

I ever  will  be,  and  my  honour  fafe. 

Which  nobly  hitherto  ye  have  preferv’d. 

No  flavery  can  appear  in  fuch  a form, 

Which  with  a mafeuline  conftancy  I will  not 
Boldly  look  on  and  fuffer. 

Leop.  You  miftake  me ; 

That  you  are  made  my  prifoner,  may  prove 
The  birth  of  your  good  fortune.  I do  find 
A winning  language  in  your  tongue  and  looks  j 
Nor  can  a fuit  by  you  mov’d  be  deni’d. 

And  therefore  of  a prifoner  you  mult  be 
The  Vidors  advocate. 

Zen.  To  whom? 

Leop.  A Lady ; 

In  whom  all  graces  that  can  perfed  beauty 
Are  friendly  met.  I grant  that  you  are  fair ; 


And  had  I not  feen  her  before,  perhaps 
I might  have  fought  tp  you. 

Zen.  This  I hear  gladly. 

Leop.  To  this  incomparable  Lady  I will  give  von, 

(Yet  being  minej  you  are  already  hers) 

And  to  ferve  her  is  more  than  to  be  free, 

At  leaft  I think  fo  •,  and  when  you  live  with  her. 

If  you  will  pleafe  to  think  on  him  that  brought  you 
To  fuch  a happinels,  for  lb  her  bounty 
Will  make  you  think  her  fervice,  you  fliall  ever 
Make  me  at  your  devotion. 

Zen.  All  I can  do, 

Reff:  you  affur’d  of. 

Leop.  At  night  Tie  prefent  you, 

Till  when  I am  your  Guard. 

Zen.  Ever  your  fervant.  [^Exeunt. 

Enter  Arnoldo  and  Rutilio. 

Zrn.  To  what  arc  we  referv’d  ? 

Rut.  Troth  ’tis  uncertain. 

Drowning  we  have  Rap’d  miraculouffy,  and 
Stand  fair  for  ought  I know  for  hanging  •,  mony 
We  have  none,  nor  e’re  are  like  to  have, 

’Tis  to  be  doubted  ; befides  we  are  ftrangers. 

Wondrous  hungry  ftrangers  •,  and  charity 
Growing  cold,  and  miracles  ceafing. 

Without  a Conjurers  help,  cannot  find 
When  we  lhall  eat  again. 

Zrn.  Theft  are  no  wants 
If  put  in  ballance  mthZenocias  lofs; 

In  thatalone  all  miferies are  fpoken : 

Omy  Rutilio.,  when  I think  on  her. 

And  that  which  file  may  fuffer,  being  a Captive, 

Then  I could  curft  my  felf,  almoft  thoft  powers 
That  fend  me  from  the  fury  of  the  Ocean. 

Rut.  You  have  loft  a wife  indeed,  a fair  and  chaft  one, 
Two  bleffings,  not  found  often  in  one  woman  •, 

But  file  may  be  recovered,  queftionlefs 
The  fiiip  that  took  us  was  of  Por^tugaf 
And  here  in  Lisbon.,  by  fome  means  or  other 
We  may  hear  of  her. 

Am.  In  that  hope  I live. 

Rut.  And  fo  do  1,  but  hope  is  a poor  Sallad 
To  dine  and  fup  with,  after  a two  dayes  faff;  too, 

Have  you  no  mony  left  ? 

Am.  Not  a Denier. 

Rut.  Nor  any  thing  to  pawn  ? ’tis  now  in  fafiiion^ 
Having  a Miftrefs,  lure  you  Ihould  not  be 
Without  a neat  Hiftorical  Ihirt. 

Arn.  For  fiiame 
Talk  not  fo  poorly. 

Rut.  I muff;  talk  of  that 
NecelTity  prompts  us  to,  for  beg  I cannot. 

Nor  am  I made  to  creep  in  at  a window. 

To  filch  to  feed  me,  fomething  muft  be  done, 

And  fuddenly  refolve  on’t. 

Enter  Zabulon  and  a Ser'Vant. 

Arn.  What  are  thefe  ? 

Rut.  One  by  his  habit  is  a Jew. 

Zab.  No  more; 

Thou  art  fure  that’s  he. 

Ser.  Moft  certain. 

Zab.  How  long  is  it 
Since  firft  file  faw  him  ? 

Ser.  Some  two  hours. 

Zab.  Be  gone- — let  me  alone  to  work  him. 

Rut.  How  he  eyes  you ! 

Now  he  moves  towards  us,  in  the  Devils  name 
What  would  he  with  us  ? 

Arn.  Innocence  is  bold : 

Nor  can  I fear. 

Zab.  That  you  are  poor  and  ftrangers, 

I eafily  perceive.  ^ 


{Exit  Ser. 
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Rut.  But  that  you’l  help  us, 

Or  a ny  of  your  tribe,  we  dare  not  hope  Sir. 

Zab.  Why  think  you  fo? 

Rut.  Becaufe  you  are  a Jevo  Sir, 

And  courtefies  come  fooner  from  the  Devil 
Tuan  any  of  your  Nation. 

Zab.  We  are  men. 

And  have  like  you,  companion  xvhen  we  find 
Fit  fubjeds  for  our  bouncy,  and  for  proof 
That  we  dare  give,  and  freely,  not  to  you  Sir, 

Pray  fpare  your  pains,  there’s  gold,  ftand  not  amaz’d, 

’Tis  current  I alTure  you. 

Rut.  Take  it  man, 

Sure  thy  good  Angel  is  a Jew,  and  comes 
In  his  own  fhape  to  help  thee:  I could  widi  now 
Mine  xvould  appear  too  like  a Turk^ 

Am.  I thank  you. 

But  yet  mull  tell  you,  if  this  be  the  Prologue 
To  any  bad  ad,  you  would  have  me  pradife, 

I mult  not  take  it. 

Zah.  This  is  but  the  carnefb 
Of  what  which  is  to  follow,  and  the  bond 
Which  you  mull;  feal  to  for’t,  is  your  advancement. 
Fortune  with  all  that’s  in  her  power  to  give, 

Ohers  her  felf  up  to  you  .•  entertain  her, 

And  that  which  Princes  have  kneel’d  for  in  vain 
Prefents  it  felf  fo  you. 
tArn.  ’Tis  above  wonder. 

Zah.  But  far  beneath  the  truth,  in  my  relation 
Of  what  you  fliall  polTefs,  if  you  embace  it. 

There  is  an  hour  in  each  mans  life  appointed 
To  make  his  happinefs  if  then  he  feize  it. 

And  this,  (in  which,  beyond  all  expedation. 

You  are  invited  to  your  good)  is  yours, 

If  you  dare  foHow  me,  fo,  if  not,  hereafter 
Exped  not  the  like  offer. 

Am.  ’Tisnovifion.  Rut.  ’Tis  gold  I’m  fure. 

Arn.  We  mud  like  brothers  fharc  •, 

There’s  for  you. 

Rut.  By  this  light  Tm  glad  I have- it : 

There  are  few  Gallants,  (for  men  may  be  fuch 
And  yet  want  gold,  yea  and  fometimes  filver) 

But  would  receive  fuch  favours  from  the  Devil, 

Though  he  appear’d  like  a Broker,  and  demanded 
Si.xty  i’th’  hundred. 

‘ Am.  Wherefore  fhould  I fear 
Some  plot  upon  my  life  ? ’tis  now  to  me 
Not  worth  the  keeping.  I will  follow  him, 

Farewel,  wifn  me  good  fortune,  we  (hall  meet 
Again  I doubt  not. 

R'it.  Or  Tie  ne’re  trud  Jew  more,  {E.xit  Arnoldo. 

Nor  Chridian  for  his  fake plague  o’ my  dars, 

How  long  might  I have  waikt  without  a Cloak, 

Before  I iliculd  have  met  with  fuch  a fortune  ? 

We  elder  Brothers,  though  we  are  proper  men, 

Hrt  not  the  luckjt  ha’ too  much  beard,  that  fpoils  us  ^ 

I The  fmooth  Chin  carries  all : what’s  here  to  do  now? 

fManet  Rutilio. 

Enter  Dual  tc,  Alonzo,  and  a Page. 

T)n{i.  rie  take  you  as  I find  you. 

Alon.  That  were  bafe — you  fee  I am  unarm’d. 

T)ua.  Out  with  your  Bodkin 
Your  Pocket-dagger,  your  Steletto,  out  with  it. 

Or  by  this  hand  Tie  kill  you : fuch  as  you  are 
Have  dudied  the  undoing  of  poor  Cutlers, 

And  made  all  manly  weapons  out  offafliion : 

You  carry  Poniards  to  murder  men. 

Yet  dare  not  wear  a fword  to  guard  your  Honour. 

.^/.'t.That’strue  indeed : upon  my  life  this  gallant 
Is  brib’d  to  repeal  banifht  fwords. 
jOiia  rie  liicw  you 

I The  difference  now  between  a Spanift  Rapier 
1 And  your  pure  Pifa. 


Alon.  Let  me  fetch  a fword. 

Upon  mine  honour  Tie  return. 

Dita.  Not  fo  Sir. 

Alon.  Or  lend  me  yours  I pray  you,  and  take  this. 

Rut.  To  be  difgrac’d  as  you  are,  no  I thank  you 
Spight  of  the  falhion,  while  I live,  I am 
Indrudled  to  go  arm’d  : what  folly  ’tis 
For  you  that  are  a man,  to  put  your  felf 
Into  your  enemies  mercy. 

Dua.  Yield  it  quickly 

Or  Tie  cut  off  your  hand,  and  now  difgrace  you, 

Thus  kick  and  baffle  you : as  you  like  this. 

You  may  again  prefer  complaints  againd  me 
To  my  Uncle  and  my  Mother,  and  then  think 
To  make  it  good  with  a Poniard. 

Alon.  1 am  paid 
For  being  ofthefafh'ion. 

Dua.  Get  a fword. 

Then  if  you  dare  redeem  your  reputation : 

You  know  I am  eafily  found : I’le  add  this  to  it 
To  put  you  in  mind. 

Rut.  You  are  too  infolent. 

And  do  infult  too  much  on  the  advantage 
Of  that  which  your  unequal  weapon  gave  you. 

More  than  your  valour. 

7)na.  This  to  me,  you  Peafant  ? 

Thou  art  not  worthy  of  my  foot  poor  fellow, 

’Tis  fcorn,  not  pity,  makes  me  give  thee  life : 

Kneel  down  and  thank  me  for’t : how,  do  you  dare  ? 

Rut.  I have  a fword  Sir,  you  fliall  find,  a good  one*. 
This  is  no  dabbing  guard . 

Diut.  Wert  thou  thrice  arm’d. 

Thus  yet  I durd  attempt  thee. 

Rut.  Then  have  at  you,  . CF/V/ft. 

I fcorn  to  take  blows. 

Dhu.  O I am  llain.  \E alls. 

'Ea^e.  FIclp!  murthcr,  murther! 

Alon.  Shift  for  your  felf  you  are  dead  cllc, 

You  have  kill’d  the  Governous  Nephew. 

Page.  Raife  the  drects  there. 

Alon.  If  once  you  are  befet  you  cannot  Rape, 

Will  you  betray  your  felf? 

Rut.  Undone  for  ever.  {Exit  Rut.  and  Alonzo. 

Enter  Offlccrs. 

1 Offi.  Who  makes  this  out  cry  ? 

Page.  O my  Lord  is  murdered  ; 

This  way  he  took,  make  after  him. 

Help  help  there.  {Exit  Page. 

2 OJfi.  ’Tis  Don  Duarte. 

I Ojfi.  Pride  has  got  a fall. 

He  was  dill  in  quarrels,  fcorn’d  us  Peace-makers, 

And  all  our  Bill-authority,  now  h’as  paid  for’t. 

You  ha’  met  with  your  match  Sir  now,  bring  off* his  body 
And  bear  it  to  the  Governour.  Some  purfue 
The  murderer;  yctifhefcapc,  it  skills  not*, 

Were  I a Prince,  I would  reward  him  for’t, 

He  has  rid  the  City  of  a turbulent  bead. 

There’s  few  will  pity  him : but  for  his  Mother 
I truly  grieve  indeed,  fhe’s  a good  Lady.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Guiomar  and  Servants. 

Cut.  He’s  not  i’th’  houfe  ? 

Ser.  No  Madam. 

Cui.  Hade  and  feek  him, 

Go  all  and  every  where.  Tie  not  to  bed 
Till  you  return  him,  take  away  the  lights  too. 

The  Moon  lends  me  too  much,  to  find  my  fears 
And  thofe  devotions  I am  to  pay 

Are  written  in  my  heart,  not  in  this  book.  Kneel. 

And  I lhall  read  them  there  without  a Taper.  {Ex.  Ser. 

Enter  Rutilio. 

Rut.  I am  purfued  ; all  the  Ports  are  dopt  too ; 

Not 
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I Ser.  Sure  her  heart  is  broke. 
Of.  Madam. 


Rot  any  hope  to  efca^,  behind,  before  me, 

On  either  fide  I am  befet,  curfed  fortune 
My  enemie  on  the  Sea,  and  on  the  Land  too, 

Redeem’d  from  one  affliction  to  another  : 

Would  I had  made  the  greedy  waves  my  tomb 
And  dyed  obfcure,  and  innocent,  not  as  Nero  ( me  ? 

Smear’d  o’re  with  blood.  Whither  have  my  fears  brought 
I am  got  into  a houle,  the  doors  all  open, 

This,  by  the  largenefs  of  the  room,  the  hangings, 

And  other  rich  adornments,  gliitring  through 
The  fable  mafque  of  night,  fayes  it  belongs 
To  one  of  means  and  rank : no  fervant  ftirring  ? 

Murmur  nor  whifper  ? 

CjHto.  Who’s  that  ? 

Rut.  By  the  voice. 

This  is  a woman. 

Guio.  Stephanoj  Jnfpe^  Julia j 
Who  waits  there  ? 

’Tis  the  Lady  of  the  houfe , 

Tie  flie  to  her  protection. 

^uio.  Speak,  what  are  you  ? 

Rut.  Ofall  that  ever  breath’d,  a manmofi:  wretched. 

Guio.  I am  fure  you  are  a man  of  moft  ill  manners. 

You  could  not  with  fo  little  reverence  elfe 
Prefs  to  my  private  chamber.  Whither  would  you, 

Or  what  do  you  feekfor/ 

Rut.  Gracious  woman  hear  me  *, 

I am  a ftranger,  and  in  that  I anfwer 
All  your  demands,  a mofl: unfortunate  ftranger. 

That  call’d  unto  it  by  my  enemies  pride, 

Have  left  him  dead  i’th’  ftreets, Juftice  purfues  me, 

And  for  that  life  I took  unwillingly. 

And  in  a fair  defence,  I muft  lofe  mine, 

Unlefs  you  in  your  charity  proteCt  me. 

Your  houfe  is  now  my  fanCtuary,  and  the  Altar, 

I gladly  would  take  hold  of  your  fweet  mercy. 

By  all  that’s  dear  unto  you,  by  your  vertues. 

And  by  your  innocence,  that  needs  no  forgivenefs. 

Take  pity  on  me. 

^ttio.  Are  you  a CaflilUanl 

Rut.  No  Madam,  Italy  claims  my  birth. 

Guio.  I ask  not 

With  purpofe  to  betray  you,  if  you  were 
Ten  thoufand  times  a Spaniard,  the  nation 
We  Portugals  moft  hate,  I yet  would  fave  you 
If  it  lay  in  my  power : lift  up  thefe  hangings  *, 

Behind  my  Beds  head  there’s  a hollow  place. 

Into  which  enter  •,  fo,  but  from  this  ftir  not 
If  the  Officers  come,  as  you  expeCl  they  will  doe, 

I know  they  owe  fuch  reverence  to  my  lodgings, 

That  they  will  eafily  give  credit  to  me 
And  fearch  no  further. 

Rut.  The  bleft  Saints  pay  forme 
The  infinite  debt  I owe  you. 

Guio.  How  he  quakes  ? 

Thus  far  I feel  his  heart  beat,  be  of  comfort. 

Once  more  I give  my  promife  for  your  fafety. 

All  men  are  lubjeCt  to  fuch  accidents, 

Efpecially  the  valiant-,  and  who  knows  not, 

But  that  the  charity  I afford  this  ftranger 
My  only  Son  elfe-where  may  ftand  in  need  of? 

Enter  Officers,  and  Servants,  with  the  body  o/Duarte—P<*j^f. 

iSer.  Now  Madam,  ifyourwifedom  ever  could 
Raife  up  defences  againft  floods  of  forrow 
That  hafte  to  overwhelm  you,  make  true  ufe  of 
Your  great  difcretion. 

2 Ser.  Your  only  fon 
My  Lord  Duarfs  flain. 

I Of.  His  murtherer,  purfued  by  us 
Was  by  a boy  difcovered 
Entring  your  houfe,  and  that  induced  us 
To  prels  into  it  for  his  apprehenfion/ 

Guio.  Oh  ? 


Guio.  Stand  off. 

My  forrow  is  fo  dear  and  pretious  to  me. 

That  you  muft  not  partake  it,  fuffer  it 

Like  wounds  that  do  breed  inward  to  difpatch  me* 

O my  fuch  an  end  as  this 

Thy  pride  long  fince  did  prophefie ; thou  art  dead. 

And  to  encreafe  mymifery,  thy  fad  Mother 
Muft  make  a wilfull  fhipwrack  of  her  vow 
Or  thou  fall  unreveng’d.  My  Soul’s  divided. 

And  piety  to  a fon,  and  true  performance 
Of  hofpitable  duties  to  my  gueft. 

That  arc  to  others  Angels,  are  my  furies. 

Vengeance  knocks  at  my  heart,  but  my  word  given 
Denies  the  entrance,  is  no  eJMeduum  left, 

But  that  I muft  proted  the  murderer. 

Or  fuffer  in  that  faith  he  made  his  altar  ? 

Motherly  love  give  place,  the  fault  made  this  way. 

To  keep  a vow,  to  which  high  Heaven  is  withefs. 

Heaven  may  be  pleas’d  to  pardon. 

Enter  Manuel)  Dodors,  Surgeons, 

eJHan.  ’Tis  too  late, 

Hee’s  gone,  paft  all  recovery : now  reproof 

Were  but  unfeafonable  when  I fliould  give  comfort,  , 

And  yet  remember  Sifter. 

Guio.  O forbear , 

Search  for  the  murtherer,  and  remove  the  body. 

And  as  you  think  fit,  give  it  burial. 

Wretch  that  i am,  uncapable  of  all  comfort. 

And  therefore  I intreat  my  friends  and  kinsfolk. 

And  you  my  Lord,  for  fome  Ipace  to  forbear 
Your  courteous  vifitations. 

Man.  We  obey  you.  \Exeutrt  omnes  with  the  body. 

Manet  Guiomar. 

Rut.  My  Spirits  come  back,  and  now  defpair  refigns 
Her  place  again  to  hope. 

<juio.  What  ere  thou  art 
To  whom  I havd  given  means  oflife,  to  witnefs 
With  what  Religion  I have  kept  my  promife. 

Come  fearlefs  forth,  but  let  thy  face  be  cover’d. 

That  I hereafter  be  not  forc’t  to  know  thee. 

For  motherly  affedion  may  return 

My  vow  once  paid  to  heaven.  Thou  haft  taken  from  me 

The  refpiration  of  my  heart,  the  light 

Of  my  fwoln  eyes,  in  his  life  that  fuftain’d  me  t 

Yet  my  word  given  to  fave  you,  1 make  good,  _ 

Becaufe  what  you  did,  was  not  done  with  malice, 

You  are  not  known,  there  is  no  mark  about  you 
That  can  difeover  you  let  not  fear  betray  you. 

With  all  convenient  fpeed  you  can,  file  from  me 
That  I may  never  fee  you ; and  that  waiit 
Of  means  may  be  no  let  unto  your  journie, 

There  are  a hundred  Crownes : you  are  at  the  door  how. 
And  fo  Farewell  for  ever. 

Rut.  Let  me  firft  fall 

Before  your  feet,  and  on  them  pay  the  duty 
I owe  your  goodnefs  ^ next  all  blelfings  to  you. 

And  Heaven  reftore  the  joyes  I have  bereft  yoh. 

With  full  increafe  hereafter,  living  be 
The  Goddefs  ftil’d  of  Hofpitalitie. 


ASIhs  Tertius.  Scena  Trimai 

Enter  Leopold,  and  Zenoda. 

Leo.TfLmg  offthefe  fullen  clouds,  you  areenter’d  hov? 
Jr*  Into  a houfe  of  joy  and  happinefs, 

I have  prepar’d  a bleffing  for  ye*  , r 

Zen.  Thank  ye,  my  ftate  would  rather  ask  a curie. 

Leo:  You  are  peevilh  ^ 
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And  know  not  when  ye  are  friended,!  have  us’d  thofe  means, 
The  Lady  of  this  houfe,  the  noble  Lady, 

Will  take  ye  as  her  own,  and  ufe  ye  gracioufly  : ^ 

Make  much  of  what  you  are,Mill:ris  of  that  beautie, 

And  expofe  it  not  to  fuch  betraying  forrows , ^ 

When  ye  are  old, and  all  thofe  fweets  hang  wither  d. 

Enter  Servant. 

Then  fit  and  figh. 

Zen.  My  Autumn  is  not  far  off. 

Leo.  Have  you  told  your  Lady  ? 

Ser.  Yes  Sir,  I have  told  her 
Both  of  your  noble  fervice,  and  your  prefent, 

Which  Ihe  accepts. 

Leo.  I fhouldbebleft  tofee  her. 

Ser.  That  now  you  cannot  doe : flie  keeps  the  Chamber 
Not  well  difpos’d  i and  has  denied  all  vifits, 

The  maid  I have  in  charge  to  receive  from  ye. 

So  pleafe  you  render  her. 

Leo.  With  all  my  fervice, 

But  fain  I would  have  feen. 

Ser.  ’Tis  but  your  patience  ; 

! No  doubt  fhe  cannot  but  remember  nobly. 

Leo.  Thefe  three  years  I have  lov’d  this  fcornfull  Lady, 
And  follow’d  her  with  all  the  truth  of  fervice, 

; In  all  which  time,  but  twice  flie  has  honour’d  me_ 

With  light  of  her  blefc  beauty  : when  you  pleafe  Sir , 

You  may  receive  your  charge, and  tell  your  Lady  \ 

A Gentleman  whofe  life  is  only  dedicated 
To  her  commands,  killes  her  beauteous  hands ; 

And  Faire-one,  now  your  help,you  may  remember 
The  honeft  courtefies,  fince  you  are  mine, 

I ever  did  your  modeflie ; you  lhall  be  near  her. 

And  if  fometimes  you  name  my  fervice  to  her. 

And  tell  her  with  what  noblenefs  I love  her, 

’Twill  be  a gratitude  I lhall  remember. 

Zen.  What  in  my  poor  power  lyes,fo  it  be  honcft. 

Leo.  I ask  no  more. 

Ser.  You  mull:  along  with  me  (Fair.) 

Leo.  And  fo  I leave  you  two : but  a fortune 
Too  happy  for  ray  fate .-  you  lhall  enjoy  her. 

Scena  Secunda. 


Enter  Zabulon  and  Servants. 

Zab.  Be  quick,  be  quick,  out  with  the  banquet  there, 
Theft'  feents  are  dull  ; call  richer  on,  and  fuller  ^ 

Scent  every  place,  where  have  you  plac’d  the  mulick  ? 

Ser.  Here  they  Hand  ready  Sir. 

Zab.  ’Tis  well,  be  fure 
The  wines  be  lulty,  high,  and  full  of  Spirit, 

And  Amber’d  all. 


Ser.  They  are. 

Zab.  Give  fair  attendance. 

In  the  belt  trim,  and  Hate,  make  ready  all. 

I lhall  come  prefently  again. 

2 Ser.  We  fhall  Sir, 

What  preparation’s  this  ? 

Some  new  device 
My  Lady  has  in  hand. 

1 Ser.  O,  prolper  it 

As  long  as  it  carries  good  wine  in  the  mouth , 
And  good  meat  with  it,  where  arc  all  the  reft 

2 Ser.  They  are  ready  to  attend. 

1 Ser.  Sure  fome  great  perfon. 

They  would  not  make  this  hurry  elfe. 

2 Ser.  Hark  the  Mulick. 


f^anquet  fet 
forth.  Exit. 


> 

cJT/ufck^ 


Enter  Zabuloa,  and  Arnoldo. 

It  will  appear  now  certain,  here  it  comes. 
Now  to  our  places. 

tArn.  Whither  will  he  lead  me  ? 

What  invitation’s  this  ? to  what  new  end 
Are  thefe  fair  preparations  ? a rich  Banquet, 
Mulick,  and  every  place  ftuck  with  adornment, 


Fit  for  a Princes  welcome ; what  new  game 

Has  Fortune  now  prepar’d  to  Ihew  me  happy  ? 

And  then  again  to  link  me?  ’tis  no  illulion, 

Mine  eyes  are  not  deceiv’d,  all  thefe  are  reall  % 

What  wealth  and  ftate  ! 

Zab.  Will  you  lit  down  and  eat  Sir  ? 

Thefe  carry  little  wonder,  they  are  ufual  *, 

But  you  lhall  fee,  if  you  be  wife  to  obferve  it, 

That  that  will  ftrike  dead , ftrike  with  amazement, 

Then  if  you  be  a man : this  fair  health  to  you. 

What  fliall  I fee  ? I pledge  ye  Sir,  I was  never 

So  buried  in  amazement 

Zab.  You  are  fo  ftilT* 

Drink  freely. 

Ar.  The  very  wines  are  admirable : 

Good  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  ask  this  queftion. 

For  what  great  worthy  man  are  thefe  prepar’d  ? 

And  why  do  you  bring  me  hither  ? 

Zab.  They  are  for  you,  Sir^ 

And  under-value  not  the  worth  you  carry. 

You  are  that  worthy  man ; think  well  of  thde. 

They  lhall  be  more,  and  greater. 
tAr.  WAll,  blind  fortune 

Thou  haft  the  prettieft  changes  when  thou  art  pleas’d. 

To  play  thy  game  out  wantonly  — ^ 

Z(d;.  Come  be  lufty. 

And  awake  your  Spirits.  ^J^Euftek^ 

c/Yr.  Good  Sir,  do  not  wake  me.  (Servants 

For  willingly  I would  dye  in  this  dream , pray  whole 
Arc  all  thefe  that  attend  here  i 
Zab.  They  are  yours ; 

They  wait  on  you. 

Ar.  I never  yet  remember 
I kept  fuch  faces,  nor  that  I was  ever  able 
To  maintain  fo  many. 

Zab.  Now  you  are,  and  lhall  be. 

Ar.  You’l  fay  this  houfe  is  mine  too? 

Zab.  Say  it  ? fwear  it. 

Ar.  And  all  this  wealth  ? 

Zab.  This  is  the  leaft  you  fee  Sir. 

Ar.  Why,  where  has  this  been  hid  thefe  thirtie  years  ? 
For  certainly  1 never  found  Iwaswealthie 
Till  this  hour,  never  dream’d  of  houfe,  and  Servants. 

I had  thought  I had  been  a younger  Brother,  a poor  Gent. 

I may  eat  boldly  then. 

Zab.  ’Tis  prepar’d  for  ye. 

Ar.  The  tafte  is  perfect,  and  moft  delicate : 

But  why  for  me  ? givemefome  wine,  I dodrink  j 
I feel  it  fenlibly,  and  I am  here. 

Here  in  this  glorious  place : I am  bravely  us’d  too, 

Good  Gentle  Sir, give  me  leave  to  think  a little, 

For  either  I am  much  abus’d  — 

Zab.  Strike  Mulick 

And  ling  that  lufty  Song.  Muftek^  Sen^. 

<iAr.  Bewitching  harmony  ! 

Sure  I am  turn’d  into  another  Creature. 


Enter  Hippolyta. 


Happy  and  bleft,  Arnoldo  was  unfortunate ; 

Ha ! blefs  mine  eyes ; what  pretious  piece  of  nature 
To  pofe  the  world  ? 

Zab.  I told  you,  you  would  fee  that 
Would  darken  thefe  poor  preparations*. 

What  think  ye  now  ? nay  rife  not,  ’tis  no  vifion. 

Ar.  ’Tis  more;  ’tis  miracle. 

Hi^,  You  are  welcom  Sir. 

Ar.  It  fpeaks,  and  entertains  me  ftill  more  glorious  •, 
She  is  warm,  and  this  is  fielh  here .-  how  Ihe  ftirs  me  1 
Blefs  me  what  ftars  are  there  ? 

Hip.  May  I fit  near  ye  ? 

Ar.  No,  you  are  too  pure  an  objed  to  behold. 

Too  excellent  to  look  upon,  and  live  i 
I muft  remove. 

Zab.  She  is  a woman  Sir, 
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Fy,  what  faint  heart  is  this? 

Am.  Thehoufe  of  wonder. 

Zah.  Do  not  you  think  your  feif  now  truly  happy  ? 

You  have  the  abftrad  of  all  fweetnefs  by  ye. 

The  precious  wealth  youth  labours  to  arrive  at*, 

^or  is  fhe  lefs  in  honour,  than  in  beauty, 

Ferrarci\  Royal  Duke  is  proud  to  call  her 
^is  belt,  his  Nobleft,  and  moll  happy  Sifter, 

'ortune  has  made  her  Miftrefsof  herfelf. 

Wealthy,  and  wife,  without  a power  to  fway  her. 

Wonder  of  Italv,  of  all  hearts  Miftrefs. 

Am.  And  all  this  is — 

Zab.  Htppolyta  the  beauteous. 

Hip.  You  are  a poor  relator  of  my  fortunes. 

Too  weak  a Chronicle  to  fpeak  my  bleffings. 

And  leave  out  that  eflential  part  of  ftory 
I am  molt  high  and  happy  in,  moft  fortunate. 

The  acquaintance,  and  the  noble  fellowfhip 
Of  this  fair  Gentleman : pray  ye  do  not  wonder. 

Nor  hold  it  ftrange  to  hear  a handfome  Lady 
Speak  freely  to  ye:  with  your  fair  leave  andcourtefie 
I will  fit  by  ye. 

c^m.  I know  not  what  to  anfwer. 

Nor  where  I am,  nor  to  what  end  confider  •, 

Why  do  you  ufe  me  thus  ? 

Hip.  Are  ye  angry  Sir, 

Becaufe  ye  are  entertain’d  with  all  humanity  ? 

Freely  and  nobly  us’d  ? 

Am.  No  gentle  Lady , 

That  were  uncivil,  but  it  much  amazes  me 
A ftranger,  and  a man  of  no  defert 
Should  find  fuch  floods  ofcourtefie. 

Hip.  I love  ye, 

I honour  ye,  the  firfl:  and  beft  of  all  men. 

And  where  that  fair  opinion  leads,  ’tis  ufual 
Thefe  trifles  that  but  ferve  to  fet  off,  follow.  » 

I would  not  have  you  proud  now,  nor  difdainful 
Becaufe  I fay  I love  ye,  though  1 fwear  it. 

Nor  think  it  a ftale  favour  I fling  on  ye. 

Though  ye  be  handfome,  and  the  only  man 
I muft  confefs  I ever  fixt  mine  eye  on. 

And  bring  along  all  promifes  thatpleafc  us, 
Yetllhouldhateyethen,  defpifeye,  fcornye. 

And  with  as  much  contempt  purfue  your  perfon. 

As  now  I do  with  love.  But  you  are  wifer. 

At  leaf!:  I think,  more  matter  of  your  fortune. 

And  fo  I drink  your  health. 

Am.  Hold  fall  good  honefly, 

I am  a loll  man  elfe. 

Hip.  Now  you  may  kifs  me, 

’Tis  the  firfl  kifs,  levcraskt,  I fwear  to  ye. 

Am.  That  I dare  do  fweet  Lady. 

Hip.  You  do  it  well  too  ^ 

You  are  a Mailer  Sir,  that  makes  you  coy. 

Am.  Would  you  would  fend  your  people  off. 

Htp.  Well  thought  on. 

Wait  all  without.  [^Exk  Zab.  and  Servant i. 

Zab.  I hope  fhe  is  pleas’d  throughly. 

Hip.  Why  Hand  ye  llill  ? here’s  no  man  to  deted  ye. 
My  people  are  gone  off:  come,  come,  leave  conjuring. 
The  Spirit  you  would  raife,  is  here  already. 

Look  boldly  on  me. 

Am.  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Hip.  O moll  unmanly  queflion ! have  you  do? 
Is’tpoffible  your  years  fhould  want  a Tutor  ? 

Tie  teach  ye : come,  embrace  me. 

Am.  Fyeltandoff^ 

And  give  me  leave,  more  now  than  e’rc,to  wonder, 

A building  of  fo  goodly  a proportion, 

Outwardly  all  exad,  the  frame  of  Heaven, 

Should  hide  within  fo  bafe  inhabitants  ? 

You  are  as  fair,  as  if  the  morning  bare  ye. 

Imagination  never  made  a fweeter  ^ 

Can  it  be  poffible  this  frame  fhould  fuffer. 
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And  built  on  flight  affedions,  fright  the  viewer  ? 

Be  excellent  in  all,  as  you  are  outward. 

The  worthy  Miftrefs  of  thofe  many  blcllings 
Heaven  has  bellowed,  make  ’em  appear  llill  nobler, 

Becaufe  they  are  trufled  to  a weaker  keeper. 

Would  ye  have  me  love  ye  ? 

Htp.  Yes. 

Arn.  Not  for  your  beauty  *, 

Though  I confefs,  it  blowes  the  firfl  fire  in  us, 

Time  as  he  paffes  by,  puts  out  that  fparkle  j 
Nor  for  your  wealth,  although  the  world  kneel  to  it, 

And  make  it  all  addition  to  a woman, 

Fortune  that  mines  all,  makes  that  his  conqueft  j 
Behonell,  and  be  vertuous,  Tie  admire  ye. 

At  leafl  be  wife,  and  where  ye  lay  thefe  nets, 

Strow  over  ’em  a little  modefly, 

’Twill  well  become  your  caufe,  and  catch  more  Fools. 

Hip.  Could  any  one  that  lov’d  this  wholefome  counfcl 
But  love  the  giver  more  ? you  make  me  fonder : 

You  have  a vertuous  mind,  1 want  that  ornament  \ 

Is  it  a fin  I covet  to  enjoy  ye  ? 

If  ye  imagine  I am  too  free  a Lover, 

And  ad  that  part  belongs  to  you,  I am  filent : 

Mine  eyes  fhall  fpeak  my  blulhes,  parly  with  ye^ 

I will  not  touch  your  hand,  but  with  a tremble 
Fitting  a Veflal  Nun  *,  not  long  to  kifs  ye, 

But  gently  as  the  Air,  and  undifeern’d  too. 

Tie  Ileal  it  thus : I’le  walk  your  fhadow  by  ye. 

So  flill  and  filent  that  it  fhall  be  equal,  I 

Toputmeoffj  as  that,  and  when  1 covet. 

To  give  fuch  toyes  as  thefe 

Am.  A new  temptation 

Hip.  Thus  like  the  lazie  minutes  will  I drop  ’em, 

Which  pafl  once  are  forgotten. 

Am.  Excellent  vice  1 

Hip.  Will  ye  be  won?  look  fledfaflly  upon  me, 

Look  manly,  take  a mans  affedions  to  you ; 

Young  women,  in  the  old  world  were  not  wont,  Sir, 

T o hang  out  gaudy  bufhes  for  their  beauties. 

To  talk  themfelves  into  young  mens  affedions  *, 

How  cold  and  dull  you  are ! 

Arn.  How  I flagger? 

She  is  wife,  as  fair ; but  ’tis  a wicked  wifdom ; 
riechoak  before  1 yield. 

Hip.  Who  waits  within  there  ? FZabulon  mthin. 

Make  ready  the  green  Chamber. 

Zab.  It  fhall  be  Madam. 

Arn.  I am  afraid  fhe  will  injoy  me  indeed. 

Hip.  What  Mufick  do  ye  love .? 

Am.  A modell  tongue. 

Hip.  We’l  have  enough  of  that  .•  fye,  fye,  how  lumpifh  ? 
In  a young  Ladyes  arms  thus  dull  ? 

Am.  For  Heaven  fake 
Profefs  a little  goodnefs. 

Hip.  Of  what  Country  ? 

Am.  \2^VC\.o^Ron^e. 

Hip.  Nay  then  I know  you  mock  me. 

The  Italians  are  not  frighted  with  fuch  bug- bears,’ 

Prethee  go  in. 

Arn.  I am  not  well. 

Hip.  Tie  make  thee, 
rie  kifs  thee  well. 

Arn.  I am  not  fick  of  that  fore. 

Hip.  Upon  my  Confcience,  I mufl  ravifh  thee^ 

I fhall  be  famous  for  the  firfl  example : 

With  this  rie  tye  ye  firfl,  then  try  your  flrength  Sir. 

Am.  My  flrength  ? away  bafe  woman,  I abhor  thee, 

I am  not  caught  with  flales,  difeafe  dwell  with  thee.  \^Exit. 

Hip.  Are  ye  fo  quick  ? and  have  I loft  my  wifhes  ? 

Hoe,  Zahulon’^  myfervants. 

enter  Za:buIon  and  Servants. 

Zab.  Call’d  ye  Madam  ? 

Hip.  Is  all  that  beauty  (corned,  fo  many  fil’d  for  5” 
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So  many  Princes  ? by  a ftranger  too  ? 

Muft  I endure  this? 

Zab.  Where’s  the  Gentleman  ? 

Hip.  Go  prefently,  purfue  the  ftranger,  Zabidon. 

He  has  broke  from  me,  Jewels  I have  given  him : 

Charge  him  with  theft : he  has  ftoln  my  love,  my  freedome. 
Draw  him  before  the  Governour,  imprifon  him, 

Why  doft  thou  ftay  ? 

Zab.  I’le  teach  him  a new  dance, 

For  playing  fall  and  loofe  with  fuch  a Lady. 

Come  fellows.  Come : Tie  execute  your  anger. 

And  to  the  full. 

Hip.  His  fcorn  fliall  feel  my  vengeance Exemit 

Seen  A Tsrtia. 

Sitter  Sulpicia  and  Jaques. 

Std.  Shall  I never  fee  a lufty  man  again  ? 

Ja.  Faith  Miftreft 

You  do  fo  over-labour  ’em  when  you  have  ’em. 

And  fo  dry-founder  ’em,  they  cannot  laft. 

ShI.  Where’s  the  Fr^wc/j-man  ? 

Ja.  Alas,  he’s  all  to  fitters. 

And  lyes,  taking  the  height  ofhis  fortune  with  a Syringe. 
He’s  chin’d,  he’s  chin’d  good  man,  he  is  a mourner. 

Sul.  What’s  become  of  the  T)ane  ? ' 

Ja.  V/ho?  goldy-locks? 

He’s  foul  i’th’  touch-hole  ^ and  recoils  again. 

The  main  Springes  weaken’d  that  holds  up  his  cock, 

He  lies  at  the  fign  of  the  to  be  new  breech’d. 

Sul.  The  Rutter  too,  is  gone. 

Ja.  O that  was  a brave  Rafcal, 

He  would  labour  like  a Thrafher : but  alas 
What  thing  can  ever  laft  ? he  has  been  ill  mew’d, 

And  drawn  too  foon  ^ I have  feen  him  in  the  Hofpital.  ’ 

Sid.  There  was  an  £«^/j’Jl;.man. 

Ja.  I there  was  an  EniUjh-man  *, 

You’l  fcant  find  any  now,  to  make  that  name  good : 

There  w'erc  thofe  Englijlt  that  were  men  indeed. 

And  would  perform  like  men,  but  now  they  are  vanifht ; 
They  are  fo  taken  up  in  their  own  Country, 

And  fo  beaten  of  their  fpeed  by  their  own  women. 

When  they  come  here,  they  draw  their  legs  like  Hackneys : 
Drink,  and  their  own  devices  have  undone  ’em. 

Std.  I muft  have  one  that’s  ftrong,  no  life  in  Lisbon  elfc, 
Perfed  and  young ; my  Cuftom  with  young  Ladies, 

And  high  fed  City  dames,  will  fall,  and  break  elfe. 

I want  my  felf  too,  in  mine  age  to  nourifh  me : 

They  are  all  funk  I mantain’d:  now  what’s  this  bufinefs, 
What  goodly  fellow’s  that  ? 

Enter  Rutilio  and  Officers. 

Rut.  Why  do  you  drag  me  ? 

Poxo’ your  juftice-,  let  me  loofe. 
t Offi.  Not  fo  Sir. 

Rut.  Cannot  a man  fall  into  one  of  your  drunken  Cellars, 
And  venture  the  breaking  on’s  neck,  your  trap-doors  open, 
But  he  muft  be  us’d  thus  rafcally  ? 

1 Off.  W’hat  made  you  wandring 

So  late  i’th’  night  ? you  know  that  is  imprifonment. 

Rut.  May  be  I walk  in  my  fleep.  r 

2 Offi.  May  be  wc’i  w^k  ye. 

What  made  you  wandririgSir,  into  that  vault 
Where  all  the  City  ftore,  and  the  Munition  lay  ? 

R>.t.  I fell  into  it  by  chance,  I broke  my  ftiins  for’t ; 

Your  worfhips  feel  not  that : I knockt  my  head 
Againft  a hundred  polls,  would  you  had  had  it. 

Cannot  I break  my  neck  in  my  own  defence  ? 

2 OJfi.  This  will  not  ferve  ; you  cannot  put  it  offfo, 

Your  coming  thither  was  to  play  the  villain. 

To  fire  the  Powder,  to  blow  up  that  part  o’th’  City. 

Rut.  Yes,  with  ray  nofe : why  werethe  trap  doors  open  ? 
Might  not  you  fall,  or  you,  had  you  gone  that  way  ? 

I thought  your  City  had  funk. 

1 Ojj.  You  did  your  beftSir, 


We  muft  prefume,  to  help  it  into  th’  Air, 

If  you  call  that  linking : we  have  told  you  what’s  the  law 
He  that  is  taken  there,  unlefs  a Magiftrate, 

And  have  command  in  that  place,  prefently 
If  there  be  nothing  found  apparent  near  him 
Worthy  his  torture,  or  his  prefent  death, 

Muft  eitheir  pay  his  fine  for  his  prefumption, 

(Which  is  fix  hundred  Duckets)  or  for  fix  years 
Tug  at  an  Oar  i’th’  Gallies : will  ye  walk  Sir, 

For  we  prefume  you  cannot  pay  the  penalty. 

Rut.  Row  in  the  Gallies,  after  all  this  mifehief.? 

2 Offi.  May  be  you  w^ere  drunk, they’I  keep  you  fober  there. 
Rut.  Tug  at  an  Oar  ? you  are  not  arrant  rafcals, 

To  catch  me  in  a pit  fall,  and  betray  me? 

Sul.  A lufty  minded  man. 

Ja.  A wondrous  able. 

Sul.  Pray  Gentlemen,  allow  me  but  that  liberty 
To  fpeak  a few  words  with  your  prifoner. 

And  I fhall  thank  you. 

I Offi.  Take  your  picafure  Lady. 

Sul.  What  would  you  give  that  woman  fhould  redeem  ye. 
Redeem  ye  from  this  flavcry  ? 

Befides  my  lervice 

I would  give  her  my  whole  felf,  1 would  be  her  vaflal, 

Sul.  Sire  has  reafon  to  exped  as  much,  confidering 
The  great  fum  ftie  pays  for’t,  yet  take  comfort. 

What  ye  fliall  do  to  merit  this,  is  eafie, 

And  I will  be  the  woman  ffiall  befriend  ye, 

’Tis  but  to  entertain  fome  handfome  Ladies, 

And  young  fair  Gentlewomen : you  guefs  the  way ; 

But  giving  of  your  mind — 

Rut.  1 am  excellent  at  it : 

You  cannot  pick  out  fuch  another  living. 

I underftand  ye : is’t  not  thus  ? 

Std.  Ye  have  it. 

Rut . Briijg  me  a hundred  of ’em ; Tie  difpatch  ’em. 

I will  be  none  but  yours : fhould  another  offer 
Another  way  to  redeem  me,  I ftiould  fcorn  it. 

What  women  you  ffiall  picale : I am  raonftrous  lufty : 

Not  to  be  taken  down : would  you  have  Children  ? 

I’le  get  you  thofe  as  faft,  and  thick  as  flic-blows. 

Sul.  i admire  him : wonder  at  him ! 

Rut.  Hark  ye  Lady, 

You  may  require  fometimes 

Sul.  I by  my  faith. 

Rut.  And  you  ftiall  have  it  by  my  faith,  and  handfomly ; 
This  old  Cat  will  fuck  ffirewdly : you  have  no  Daughters  ? 

I flyc  at  all : now  am  I in  my  Kingdom. 

Tug  at  an  Oar?  no,  tug  in  a Feather-bed, 

With  good  warm  Caudles  j hang  your  bread  and  water, 

1 le  make  you  young  again,  believe  that  Lady, 

1 will  fb  frubbiffi  you. 

Sul.  Come,  follow  Officers, 

This  Gentleman  is  free : Tie  pay  the  Duckets. 

Ri  t.  And  when  you  catch  me  in  your  City-powdring-tub 
Again,  boil  me  with  Cabbidge. 

1 Offi.  You  are  both  warn’d  and  arm’d  Sir.  \_Exeunt. 

Scena  quarta.  Enter  Leopold,  Hippolyta,  Zcnocia. 

Zen.  Will  your  Ladyffiip  wear  this  Dreffing  ? 

Hip.  Leave  thy  prating : 

I care  not  what  I wear. 

Zen.  Yet  ’tis  my  duty 
To  know  your  pleafure,  and  my  w'orft  affli<ftion 
To  fee  you  difeontented. 

Hip.  U^eeping  too  ? 

Prethee  forgive  me : I am  much  diftemper’d. 

And  fpeak  1 know  not  what ; to  make  thee  amends 
The  Gown  that  I wore  yefterday,  is  thine  \ 

Let  it  alone  awhile. 

Leo.  Now  you  perceive. 

And  tafte  her  bounty. 

Zen.  Much  above  my  merit. 

Leo.  But  have  you  not  yet  found  a happy  time 
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To  move  for  me. 

Zen.  I have  watched  all  occafions, 

Bnc  hitherto,  without  fuccefs : yet  doubt  not 
But  rie  embrace  the  firft  means. 

Leo.  Do,  and  proiper : 

Excellent  creature,  whofe  perfections  make 
Even  forrow  lovely,  if  your  frowns  thus  take  me, 

What  would  your  fmiles  doe  ? 

Hi^.  Pox  o’  this  ftale  Courtfhip  : 

If  I have  any  power, 

Leo.  I am  commanded  , 

Obedience  is  the  Lovers  facrifke 
Which  1 pay  gladly. 

Hif.  To  be  forc’d  to  wooe, 

Being  a woman,  could  not  but  torment  me. 

But  bringing  for  my  advocates,  youth  and  beauty. 

Set  off  with  wealth , and  then  to  be  deni’d  too 
Do’s  comprehend  all  tortures.  They  flatter’d  me. 

That  faid  my  looks  were  charms, my  touches  fetters, 

My  locks  foft  chains,  to  bind  the  arms  of  Princes, 

And  make  them  in  that  wilh’d  for  bondage,  happy. 

I am  like  others  of  a courier  feature. 

As  weak  to  allure,  but  in  my  dotage,  llronger : 

I am  no  Grce  *,  he,  more  than  Vlyjfes., 

Scorns  all  my  offer’d  bounties,  flights  my  favours. 

And,  as  I werefome  new  Egyptian,  flyes  me. 

Leaving  no  pawn,  but  my  own  lhame  behind  him. 

But  he  (hall  finde,  that  in  my  fell  revenge, 

I am  a woman  : one  that  never  pardons 
The  rude  contemner  of  her  proffered  fweetnefs. 

Enter  Zabulon. 

Zab.  Madam,  ’tis  done. 

Hip.  What’s  done  ? 

Zab.  The  uncivill  ftranger 
Is  at  your  fuite  arrefted. 

Hip.  ’Tis  well  handled. 

Zab.  And  under  guard  lent  to  the  Governour, 

With  whom  my  teftimony,  and  the  favour 
He  bears  your  Ladifhip,  have  fo  prevail’d 
That  he  is  fentenc’d. 

Hip.  How  ? 

Zab.  To  lole  his  head. 

Hip.  Is  that  the  means  to  quench  the  Icorching  heat 
Of  my  inrag’d  defires  ? mull  innocence  fuffer, 

’Caufe  I am  faulty  or  is  my  Love  fo  fatall 

That  of  neceflity  it  muftdeltroy 

The  object  it  moll  longs  for  ? dull  Hippolyta, 

To  think  that  injuries  could  make  way  for  love, 

When  courtefies  were  defpis’d:  that  by  his  death 
Thou  Ihouldfl:  gain  that,  which  only  thou  canlt  hope  for 
While  he  is  living ; My  honour’s  at  the  flake  now. 

And  cannot  be  preferv’d,  unlefs  he  perilh. 

The  enjoying  of  the  thing  I love,  1 ever 

Have  priz’d  above  ray  fame- : why  doubt  I now  then  ? 

One  only  way  is  left  me,  to  redeem  all : 

Make  ready  my  Caroch. 

Leo.  What  will  you  Madam  .«* 

. Htp.  And  yet  I am  impatient  of  fuch  flay : 

Bind  up  my  hair  : fye,  fye,  while  that  is  doing 
The  Law  may  feife  his  life ; thus  as  I am  then. 

Not  like  Hippolyta,  but  a Bacchanall 

My  frantique  Love  tranfports  me.  f Exit 

Leo.  Sure  fhe’s  diflraded. 

Zab.  Pi  ay  you  follow  her : I will  along  with  you  : 

I more  than  ghefs  the  caufe : w^omen  that  love 
Are  mofl  uncertain,  and  one  minute  crave. 

What  in  another  they  refule  to  have.  C Exit. 

Scena  Qmnta. 

Enter  Clodio,  Charino. 

Go.  Aflure  thy  felf  Charwo^  I am  alter’d 
From  what  I was  the  tempefts  we  have  met  with 
In  our  uncertain  voyage,  were  fmooth  gales 
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Compr’d  to  thofe,  the  memory  of  my  lufls 
Rais  d in  my  Conflience : and  if  ere  again 
I live  to  lee  Zenocia^  I will  fue. 

And  leek  to  her  as  a Lover,  and  a Servant 
And  not  command  affection,  like  a Tyrant 

hearing  tills,  you  make  mt  youngagain. 

And  Heaven  it  feerns,  favouring  thisgood  cLnge  in  you 
In  fetting  of  a period  to  our  dangers 
Gives  us  fair  hopes  to  find  that  herein  Lisbon 
Which  hitherto  in  vain  we  long  have  fought  for. 

I have  receiv  d allur’d  intelligence. 

Such  flrangers  have  been  leen  here : and  though  yet 
1 cannot  learn  their  fortunes,  nor  the  place 
Of  their  abode,  I have  a Soul  prelages 
A fortunate  event  here. 

Go.  There  have  pafs’d 
A mutual  enterchange  of  courtefies 
Between  me,  and  the  Governour  ^ therefore  boldly 
We  may  prefume  of  him,  and  of  his  power 
If  we  finde  caufe  to  ufe  them,  otherwife 
I would  not  be  known  here,  and  thefe  difeuifes 
Will  keep  us  from  dilcovery. 

Enter  Manuel,  DoCtor,  Arnoldo,  Guard. 

Gsar.  What  arc  thefe  ? 

Go.  The  Governour : with  him  my  Rival,  bound. 

Goar.  For  certain  ’tis  Arnoldo. 

Go.  Let’s  attend 
What  the  fucccls  will  -be. 

Mar.  Is’t  poflible 

There  Ihould  be  hope  of  his  recovery, 

His  wounds  lb  many  and  lb  deadly  ? 

L)o[i.  So  they  appear’d  at  firft,  but  the  blood  Hop’d, 

His  trance  forfook  him,  and  on  better  fearch 
We  found  they  were  not  mortal. 

<iJWan.  Ufe  all  care 

To  perfect  this  unhop’d  for  cure  : that  done 
Propofe  your  own  rewards : and  till  you  fliall 
Hear  farther  from  me,  for  feme  ends  I have, 

Conceal  it  from  his  Mother. 

DoEl.  Wce’l  not  fail  Sir.  \_£xit 

Man.  You  ftill  Hand  confident  on  your  innocence. 

Arn.  It  is  my  bell  and  laft  guard,  which  I will  not 
Leave,  to  relye  on  your  uncertain  mercy. 

Hippolyta,  Zabulon,  Leopold,  Zenocia,  2 Servants, 

Hip.  Who  bad  you  follow  me ! Goe  home,  and  you  Sir, 
As  you  refpeCt  me,  goe  with  her. 

Arn.  Zenocia  ! 

And  in  her  houfe  a Servant/ 

Char.  ’Tis  my  Daughter, 

Qo.  My  love  ? Contain  your  joy,  obferve  the  fequel.  Zen. 

Man.  Fye  Madam,  how  undecent  ’tis  for  you,  {p^ffes 
So  far  unlike  your  felf  to  bee  feen  thus 
In  th’open  ftreets  ? why  do  you  kneel  ? pray  you  rife, 

I am  acquainted  with  the  wrong,  and  lofs 
You  havefuftain’d,  and  the  Delinquent  now 
Stands  ready  for  his  punilhment. 

Hip.  Let  it  fall,  Sir , 

On  the  offender : he  is  innocent, 

And  mofl  unworthy  of  thefe  bonds  he  wears, 

But  I made  up  of  guilt. 

Man.  What  ftrange  turn’s  this  ? 

Leo.  This  was  my  prifoner  once. 

Hip.  If  chaflity 

In  a young  man,  and  tempted  to  the  height  too 
Did  ere  delerve  reward,  or  admiration. 

He  juftly  may  claim  both.  Love  to  his  perlbn 
( Or  if  you  pleafe  give  it  a fouler  name  ) 

Compel’d  me  firft  to  train  him  to  my  houfe, 

All  engines  I rais’d  there  to  lhake  his  vertue,  ^ , 

Which  in  the  affault  were  ufelefs-,he  unmov’d  ftill 
As  if  he  had  no  part  of  humane  frailty.  r 

Againft  the  nature  of  my  Sex,  almoft  ■ | 
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In  the  mean  time  ferve  you. 
Clod.  You  out-doe  me  Sir. 


^Sxetint. 


ASisM  OnartHS.  Scena  Frima. 


I plaid  the  Ravifher;  You  might  have  feen 
In  our  contention , young  Afollo  fly 
And  love-fick  Dafhne  follow,  all  arts  failing, 

By  flight  he  wan  the  vidory,  breaking  from 
My fcorn’d embraces : therepulfe  (in women 
Unfuflerable  ) invited  me  to  pradife^ 

A means  to  be  reveng’d : and  from  this  grew 

His  Accufation,  and  the  abufe 

Of  your  ftill  equall  juftice : My  rage  ever 

Thanks  heaven, though  wanton,  I found  not  my  felf 

So  far  engag’d  to  Hell,  to  profecute 

To  the  death  what  I had  plotted,  for  that  love 

That  made  me  firfl:  delire  him,  then  accufe  him. 

Commands  me  with  the  hazard  of  my  ftlf 
Firft  to  entreat  his  pardon,  then  acquit  him. 

Man.  What  ere  you  are,fo  much  1 love  your  vertue. 

That  I delire  your  friendfhip : doyouunloofe  him 
From  thofe  bonds,  you  are  worthy  of:  your  repentance 
Makes  part  of  fatisfadion  ; yet  I mull 
Severely  reprehend  you. 

Leo.  I am  made 

A Hale  on  all  parts ; But  this  fellow  fhall 
Pay  dearly  for  her  favour. 

Arn.  My  life’s  fo  full 
Of  various  changes,  that  I now  defpair 
Of  any  certain  port  ^ one  trouble  ending, 

A new,  and.worfc  fucceeds  it : what  fhould  Zenocia 

Do  in  this  womans  houfe?  Can  chaftity 

And  hot  Lull  dwell  together  without  infedion  ? 

I would  not  be  or  jealous,  or  fecure, 

Yet  fomething  mult  be  done,  to  found  the  depth  on’t : 

That  flie  lives  is  my  blils,  but  living  there, 

A hell  of  torments ; therc’sno  way  toher 
In  whom  I live,  but  by  this  door,  through  which 
To  mg  ’tis  death  to  enter,  yet  I mull. 

And  will  make  tryal. 

ALan.  Let  me  hear  no  more 
Of  thefe  devices,  Lady:  this  I pardon-, 

And  at  your  interceflion  I forgive 
Your  inftrument  the  Jew  too : get  you  home. 

The  hundred  thoufand  crowns  you  lent  the  City 
Towards  the  letting  forth  of  the  lafl:  Navy 
Bound  for  the  Iflands,  was  a good  then,  which 
I ballance  w’ith  your  ill  now. 

Otar.  Now  Sir,  to  him. 

You  know  my  Daughter  needs  it. 

/ii'p.  Let  me  take 

A farewell  v/ith  mine  eye.  Sir,  though  my  lip 
Be  barr’d  the  Ceremonie,  courtefic- 
And  Cuftom  too  allows  of. 

. Arn.  Gentle  Madam, 

I neither  am  fo  cold,  nor  fo  ill  bred 

But  that  I dare  receive  it : you  are  unguarded. 

And  let  me  tell  you  that  I am  afnam’d 
Of  my  late  rudenefs,  and  would  gladly  therefore 
If  you  pleafe  to  accept  my  ready  lervice 
Wait  on  you'to  your  houfe. 

Hif.  Above  my  hope : 

Sir,  if  an  Angel  were  to  be  my  convoy. 

He  fliould  not  be  more  welcom. Arn.  andHip. 

Clo.  Now  you-  know  me. 

Man.  Yes  Sir,  and  honour  you:  ever  remembring 
Your  many  bounties,  being  ambitious  only 
To  give  you  caufe  to  lay  by  fome  one  fervice 
That  I am  not  ungratefull. 

Clod.  ’Tis  now  offer’d  : 

I have  a fuit  to  you,  and  an  eafie  one. 

Which  e’re  long  yonlhall  know. 

Man.  Whenvyou  think  fit  Sir, 

And  then  as  a command  I will  receive  it. 

Till  when,  mofl;  v/elcom  : you  are  w’eJcom  too  Sir, 

'■s  fpoken  from  the  heart,  and  therefore  needs  not 
\ :h  proteftation  : at  your  better  leifure 
. '1  enquire  the  caufe  that  brought  you  hither  ; 


Enter  Duarte,  Do(ftor. 

Daa.'^^O  U have  bellow’d  on  me  a fecond  life, 

JL  For  whic  h I live  your  creature, and  have  better’d 
What  nature  fram’d  unperfeft,  my  fir!]:  being 
Infolent  pride  made  monllrous  ^ but  this  later 
In  learning  me  to  know  my  felf,  hath  taught  me 
Not  to  wrong  others. 

Dohh.  Then  we  live  indeed. 

When  we  can  goe  to  reft  without  alarm 
Given  every  minute  to  a guilt-lick  conlciencc 
To  keep  us  w'aking,  and  rife  in  the  morning 
Secure  in  being  innocent : but  when 
In  the  remembrance  ofour  worferadions 
We  ever  bear  about  us  whips  and  furies. 

To  make  the  day  a night  of  forrow  to  us. 

Even  life’s  a burthen. 

Dita.  I have  found  and  felt  it; 

But  will  endeavour  having  firft  made  peace 
With  thofe  inteftine  enemies  my  rude  paffions, 

To  be  fo  with  man  kind : but  worthy  Do(ftor, 

Pray  if  youcanrcfolveme-,  was  the  Gentleman 
That  left  me  dead,  ere  brought  unto  his  tryal  ? 

Bold.  Nor  known,  nor  apprehended. 

‘Bua.  That's  my  grief. 

Dod.  Why, do  you  wifli  he  had  been  punilhed 
Dua.  No, 

The  ftream  of  my  fw’oln  forrow  runs  not  that  way : 

For  could  1 find  him,  as  I vow  to  Heaven 
It  lhall  be  my  firft  care  to  feek  him  out, 

I would  with  thanks  acknowledge  that  his  fword, 

In  opening  my  veins,  which  proud  bloudpoifon’d. 

Gave  the  firft  fymptoms  of  true  health. 

Docl.  ’Tis  in  you 

A Chnftian  refolution  : that  you  live 
Is  by  the  Governours,  your  Uncles  charge 
As  yet  conceal’d.  And  though  a fons  lofs  never 
Was  folemniz’d  with  more  tears  of  true  forrow 
Than  have  been  paid  by  your  unequal’d  Mother 
For  your  fuppofed  death,  Ihe’s  not  acquainted 
With  your  recovery. 

Dm.  For  fome  few  dayes 
Pray  let  her  fo  continue  .•  thus  difguis’d 
I may  abroad  unknown. 

DoEl.  Without  fufpicion 
Of  being  difeovered 
Daa.  I am  confident 

No  moifture  fooncr  dies  than  womens  tears, 

And  therefore  though  I know  my  Mother  vertuous, 

Yet  being  one  of  that  frail  fex  I purpofe 
Her  farther  tryal. 

DoH.  That  as  you  think  fit — Tie  not  betray  you. 

Baa.  To  find  out  this  ftranger 
This  true  Phylician  of  my  mind  and  manners 
Were  fuch  a blelTing.  He  feem’d  poor,  and  may 
Perhaps  be  now  in  want  •,  would  1 could  find  him. 

The  innes  I’le  fearch  firft,  then  the  publick  Stewes ; 

He  was  of  Italy.,  and  that  Country  breeds  not 
Preci flans  that  way,  but  hot  Libertines  *, 

And  fuch  the  moft  are : ’tis  but  a little  travail : 

1 amunfurniflittoo,  pray  M^  Do(n;or, 

Can  you  fupply  me  ? 

Boll.  With  what  fumm  you  pleafe. 

Baa.  I will  not  be  long  abfent. 

Bool.  That  I wilh  tooi^ 

For  till  you  have  more  ftrength,!  would  not  have  you 
To  be  too  bold. 
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Dua.  Fear  not,  1 will  be  careful!.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Leopold,  Zabulon,  Bravo. 

Zah.  I have  brought  him  Sir,  a fellow  that  will  do  it 
Though  Hell  flood  in  his  way,  ever  provided 
You  pay  him  for’t. 

Leo^.  He  has  a flrange  afped. 

And  looks  much  like  the  figure  of  a hang-man 
n a table  of  the  Paffion. 

Zav.  He  tranfcends 

All  precedents,  believe  it,a  flefh’d  ruffian. 

That  hath  fo  often  taken  the  Strappado, 

That  ’tis  to  him  but  as  a lofty  trick  ■ 

Is  to  a tumbler  : he  hath  perufed  too 

All  Dungeons  in  Portualy  thrice  feven  years 

Rowed  in  the  Galleys  for  three  feveral  murthers,  • 

Though  I prefume  that  he  has  done  a hundred, 

And  fcap’t  unpuniflit. 

Leop.  He  is  much  in  debt  to  you, 

You  fethim  offfo  well.  VVhat^l  you  take  Sir 
T 0 beat  a fellow  for  me,  that  thus  wrong’d  me  ? 

Bra.  To  beat  him  fay  you?  ^ 

Leap.  Yes,  beat  him  to  lamenels. 

To  cut  his  lips  or  nofe  off^  any  thing. 

That  may  disfigure  him. 

Bra.  Let  me  confider  ? 

Five  hundred  piflolets  for  fuch  a fervice 
I think  were  no  dear  penniworth. 

Zab.  Five  hundred  ! 

Why  there  are  of  your  Brother-hood  in  the  City, 

Tie  undertake, fhall  kill  a man  for  twenty. 

Tra.  Kill  him  ? 1 think  fo  •,  Tie  kill  any  man 
For  half  the  mony. 

Leop.  And  will  you  ask  more 
For  a found  beating  than  a murther  ? 

Bra.  I Sir, 

And  with  good  reafon,  for  a dogthat’s  dead. 

The  Spanifh  proverb  fays,  will  never  bite : 

But  fhould  I beat  or  hurt  him  only,  he  may 
Recover,  and  kill  me. 

Leo.  A good  conclufion, 

The  obduracie  of  this  rafeal  makes  me  tender. 

I’le  run  fome  other  courfe,  there’s  your  reward 
Without  the  employment. 

Bra.  For  that  as  you  pleafe  Sir  *, 

When  you  have  need  to  kill  a man,  pray  ufc  me. 

But  I am  out  at  beating.  { Exit. 

Zab.  What’s  to  be  done  then? 

Leap,  rie  tell  thee  Zabulony  and  make  thee  privy 
Tomy  moftneardefigns:  this  flranger,  which 
Hippolyta  fo  dotes  on,  was  my  prifoner 
When  the  lafl  Virgin,  I bellowed  upon  her. 

Was  made  my  prize  ^ how  he  efcaped,  hereafter 
Tie  let  thee  know  •,  and  it  may  be  the  love 
He  bears  the  fervant,  makes  him  fcorn  the  Miflris. 

Zab.  ’Tis  not  unlike  ^ for  the  firfl  time  he  fa  w her 
His  looks  exprefl  fo  much,  and  for  more  proof 
Since  he  came  to  my  Ladys  houfe,  though  yet 
He  never  knew  her,  he  hath  pradis’d  with  me 
To  help  him  to  a conference,  without 
The  knowledge  of  Hippolyta  •,  which  I promis’d. 

Leop.  And  by  all  means  perform  it  for  their  meeting. 
But  work  it  fo,  that  my  difdainful  Miflris 
(Whom,  notwithflanding  all  her  injuries, 

Tis  my  hard  fate  to  love)  may  fee  and  hear  them. 

Zab.  To  what  end  Sir 

Leop.  This  Zabulon:  when  file  fees 
Who  is  her  rival,  and  her  Lovers  bafenefs 
To  leave  a Princeft  for  her  bondwoman. 

The  fight  will  make  her  fcorn,  what  now  Ihe  dotes  on. 

Tie  double  thy  reward. 

Zab.  You  are  like  to  fpeed  then : 

For  I confefs  what  you  will  foon  believe, 

We  ferve  them  bell  that  are  mofl  apt  to  give. 
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For  you,rie  place  you  where  you  (hall  fee  all,  and  yet  be  un- 
obferv  d.  Leop.  That  I defire  too.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Arnoldo.  [ 

Zrn.  I cannot  fee  her  yet,  how  it  afflids  me 
The  poyfon  of  this  place  Ihouid  mix  it  fclf 
With  her  pure  thoughts .?  Twas  Ihe  that  vvascommanded  , 
Or  my  eyes  failed  me  grofly  ^ that  youth,  that  face  I 

And  all  chat  n _ blc  fweetnels.  May  ihe  not  live  here. 

And  yet  be  honell  Ilia  ? 

Enter  Zenocia. 

Zen.  It  is  ArnoUoy 

From  all  liis  clangers  freej  fortune'  I blefs  thee. 

My  noole  husb  and  / how  my  joy  fwells  in  me. 

But  why  in  this  place  ? what  bufinefs  hath  he  here  ? 

He  cannot  hear  of  me,  lam  not  known  here. 

I left  him  vertuous  how  I ffiajke  to  think  now  ? 

And  how  that  joy  I had,  cools,  and  forfakes  me  ? 

Enter  above  Hippolyta  and  Zabulon. 

This  Lady  is  but  fair,  I have  been  thought  fo 
Without  compare  admired  j She  has  bewitched  him 

And  he  forgot 

Arn.  ’Tis  fhe  again,  the  fame the  fame 

Zab.  There  they  are  together Now  you  may  mark,  ’ 

Hip.  Peace,  let  ’em  parly. 

Arn.  That  you  are  well  Zenocia , and  once  more 
Blefs  my  defpairing  eyes,  with  your  wiffit  prefence, 

I thank  the  gods  5 but  that  I meet  you  here 

Hip.  They  are  acquainted. 

Zab.  I found  that  fecret  Madam, 

When  you  comanded  her  go  home : pray  hear  ’em. 

Zen.  That  you  meet  me  here,  ne’re  blufn  at  that  Arnoldo. 
Your  coming  comes  too  late ; I am  a woman. 

And  one  woman  with  another  may  be  trulled  ^ 

Do  you  fear  the  houfe  ? 

Arn.  More  than  a fear,  I know  it. 

Know  it  not  good,  not  honefl. 

Zen.  What  do  you  here  then  ? 

I’th’  name  of  vertue  why  do  you  approach  it  ? 

Will  you  confefs  the  doubt  and  yet  purfue  it  ? 

Where  have  your  eyes  been  w’andring,my  Arnoldo  ? 

What  conllancy,  what  faith  do  you  call  this  ? Fie, 

Aim  at  one  wanton  mark,  and  wound  another  ? 

I do  confefs,  the  Lady  fair,  molt  beauteous, 

And  able  to  betray  a flrong  mans  liberty. 

But  you  that  have  a love,  a wife — you  do  w'cll 
Todealthus  wifely  with  me : yet  Arnoldoy 
Since  you  are  pleas’d  to  lludy  a new  beauty, 

And  think  this  old  and  ill,  beaten  with  mifery. 

Study  a nobler  way  for  lhame  to  love  me, 

VVrong  not  her  honefly. 

Arn.  You  have  confirm’d  me.  ( you, 

Zen.  Who  though  llie  be  your  wife,  will  never  hinder 
So  much  1 reft  a fervant  to  your  w'ilhes. 

And  love  your  Loves,  though  they  be  my  deftrueftions, 

No  man  fliall  know  me,  nor  the  fhare  I have  in  thee. 

No  eye  fufped  I am  able  to  prevent  you. 

For  fince  I am  a Have  to  this  great  Lady, 

Whom  I perceive  you  follow, 

Arn.  Be  not  blinded. 

Zfff.Fortune  fhall  make  me’ufeful  to  your  fervice, 

I will  fpeak  for  you. 

Arn.  Speak  for  me  ? you  wrong  me. 

Zen.  I will  endeavour  all  the  wayes  I am  able 
To  make  her  think  well  of  you ; will  that  pleafe  ? 

To  make  her  dote  upon  you,  dote  to  madnefs , 

So  far  againft  my  felf  I will  obey  you. 

But  when  that’s  done,  and  I have  fhewed  this  duty, 

This  great  obedience,  few  will  buy  it  at  my  price. 

Thus  will  I fhake  hands  with  you,  wilh  you  well. 

But  never  fee  you  more,  nor  receive  comfort 
From  any  thing,  cyLrnoldo. 

O Arn. 
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Am.  You  are  too  tender  ; 

I neither  doubt  you,  nor  dehre  longer 
To  be  a man,  and  live,  than  I am  honefl 
And  only  yours ; our  infinite  affedions 
Abus’d  us  both. 

Zab.  Where  are  your  favours  now  ? 

The  courtefies  you  fhew’d  this  ftranger,  Madam  t 
Hi^.  Have  I now  found  the  caufe  ? 

Zab.  Attend  it  further. 

Zen,  Did  fhe  invite  you,  do  you  fay  ? 

Am.  Moll  cunningly, 

And  with  a preparation  of  that  flate 
I was  brought  in  and  welcom’d. 

Zin.  Seem’d  to  love  you  ? . . . 

Arn.  Molt  infinitely,at  firft  fight, moll:  dotingly. 

Zen.  She  is  a goodly  Lady. 

Arn.  Wondrous  handfom 
At  firll:  view,  being  taken  nnprepar’d, 

Your  memory  not  prefent  then  to  alfilt  me. 

She  feem’d  fo  glorious  fweet,  and  fo  far  Hir’d  me. 

Nay  be  not  jealous,  there’s  no  harm  done. 

Zen.  Prethee didft  thou  not  kifs,  tArnolAo  ? 

Arn.  Yes  faith  did  I. 

Zen.  And  then 

Arn.  I durfl;  not,  did  not — ^ — 

Zen.  I forgive  you , 

Come  tell  the  truth. 

Arn.  May  be  I lay  with  her. 

Hi^.  He  mocks  me  too,  mofl:  bafely. 

Zen.  Did  ye  faith  ? did  ye  forget  fo  far  ? 

Arn,  Come,  come,  no  weepings 
I would  have  lyen  firll:  in  my  grave,  believe  that. 

Why  will  you  ask  thofe  things  you  would  not  hear  ? 

She  is  too  untemperate  to  betray  my  vertues, 

Too  openly  lafcivious:  had  (he  dealt 
But  with  that  feeming  medefty  fhe  might. 

And  Pung  a little  Art  upon  her  ardor. 

But  ’twas  forgot, and  I forgot  to  like  her. 

And  glad  f was  deceiv’d.  No  my  Zenocia, 

My  firft  love  here  begun,  rclts  here  unreapt  yet. 

And  here  for  ever. 

Zen.  You  have  made  me  happy. 

Even  in  the  midft  of  bondage  blelt. 

Zab.  You  fee  now 
What  rubs  are  in  your  way. 

//<p.  And  quickly  ZA^ulon 
rie  root  ’em  out. — Be  fure  you  do  this  nrefently. 

Zab.  Do  not  you  alter  then.  ^ 

Hi^.  I am  refolute.  ’ C Exit  Zabulon. 

Am.  To  fee  you  only  I came  hither  lafl. 

Drawn  by  no  love  others,  nor  bafe  allurements, 

For  by  this  holy  light  I hate  her  heartily. 

Leap.  I am  glad  of  that,  you  have  fav’d  me  fo  much  ven- 
And  fo  much  fear,  ( geance 

From  this  hour  fair  befal  you. 

Arn.  Some  means  I (hall  make  fhortly  to  redeem  you. 
Till  when,  obferve  her  well,  and  fit  her  temper. 

Only  her  lull  contemn. 

Zen.  When  fliall  I fee  you? 

tArn.  I will  live  hereabouts,  and  bear  her  fair  Hill, 

Till  1 can  find  a fit  hour  to  redeem  you. 

Hip.  Shut  all  the  doors. 

(iy4rn.  Who’s  that  ? 

Zen.  We  are  betray’d , 

The  Lady  of  the  houfe  has  heard  our  parly. 

Seen  us,  and  feen  our  Loves. 

Hip.  You  courteous  Gallant, 

You  that  fcorn  all  I can  beftow,  that  laugh  at 
The  afRieftions,  and  the  groans  I fuller  for  you. 

That  flight  and  jeer  my  love,  contemn  the  fortune 
My  favours  can  fling  on  you,  have  I caught  you  ? 

Have  I now  found  the  caufe  ? ye  fool  my  wiihes ; 

1 Is  mine  own  flave,  my  bane  ? I nourifh  that 
! That  fucks  up  my  content.  Tic  pray  no  more, 
i 


Nor  wooe  no  more  \ thou  (halt  fee  fooiifli  man. 

And  to  thy  bitter  pain  and  anguifh,  look  on 
The  vengeance  i (hall  take,  provok’d  and  flighted ; 
Redeem  her  then,  and  Heal  her  hence ; ho  Zabulon. 

Now  to  your  work. 

Enter  Zabulon,  and  Servants,  feme  holding  Arnoldo, 
form  ready  with  a cord  to  fir  angle  Zenocia. 

Arn.  Lady,  but  hear  me  fpeak  firlt. 

As  you  have  pity. 

Hip.  I have  none.  You  taught  me. 

When  I even  hung  about  your  neck,  you  fcorn’d  me. 
Zab.  Shall  we  pluck  yet  ? 

Hip.  No,  hold  a little  ZabuloUf 
Tie  pluck  his  heart-firings  firft : now  am  I worthy 
A little  of  your  love  ? 

iiyfrn.  I’le  be  your  Servant , 

Command  me  through  what  danger  you  fliall  aime  at. 
Let  it  be  death. 

Hip.  Be  fure  Sir,  I fhall  fit  you. 

Am,  But  fpare  this  Virgin. 

Hip.  I would  fpare  that  villain  firft. 

Had  cut  my  Fathers  throat. 

Arn.  Bounteous  Lady, 

If  in  your  fc.v  there  be  that  noble  foftnefs, 

That  tendernefs  of  heart,  wmmen  are  crown’d  for  iTT  ; 

Zen.  Kneel  not  Arnoldo^  doe  her  not  that  honour. 
She  is  not  worthy  fuch  fubmiffion  , 

I fcorn  a life  depends  upon  her  pity. 

Proud  woman  do  thy  worft,  and  arm  thy  anger 
With  thoughts  as  black  as  Hell,  as  hot  and  bloody, 

I bring  a patience  here,  lhall  make  ’em  blufh, 

An  innocence , fliall  outlook  thee,  and  death  too. 

Arn.  Make  me  your  flave,  I give  my  freedom  to  ye, 
For  ever  to  be  fetter’d  to  your  fervice  •, 

’Twas  I offended,  be  not  fo  unjuft  then, 

To  ftrike  the  innocent,  this  gentle  maid 
Never  intended  fear  and  doubt  againft  you  : 

She  is  your  Servant,  pay  not  her  obfervance 
With  cruel  looks,  her  duteous  faith  with  death. 

Hip.  Am  1 fair  now  ? now  am  I worth  your  liking  ? 
Zen.  Not  fair,  not  to  be  liked,  thou  glorious  Devil, 
Thou  vernilht  piece  of  lull,  thou  painted  fury. 

Arn.  Speak  gently  fweet,  fpcak  gently. 

Zen.  Tie  fpcak  nobly. 

’Tisnotthe  laving  of  a life  I aim  at, 

Mark  me  lafcivious  woman,  mark  me  truly. 

And  then  confider,  how  I weigh  thy  anger. 

Life  is  no  longer  mine,  nor  dear  unto  me. 

Than  ufefull  to  his  honour  I prelerve  it. 

If  thou  hadfl  ftudied  all  the  courtefies 
Humanity  and  noble  blood  are  linkt  to. 

Thou  couldft  not  have  propounded  fuch  a benefit, 

Nor  heapt  upon  me  fuch  unlookt  for  honour 
As  dying  for  his  fake,  to  be  his  Martyr, 

’Tis  fuch  a grace. 

Htp.  You  lhall  not  want  that  favour. 

Let  your  bones  work  miracles. 
tArn.  Dear  Lady 

By  thofe  fair  eyes 

Hip.  There  is  but  this  way  ye 

To  fa  VC  her  life 

Arn.  Speak  it,  and  I embrace  it. 

Hip.  Come  to  my  private  chamber  prefcntly, 

And  there,  what  love  and  I command 

Arn.  I’le  doe  it, 

Be  comforted  Zenocia. 

Zen.  Do  not  do  this 

Tofaveme,  do  not  lofe  your  felf  I charge  you, 

I charge  you  by  your  love,  that  love  your  bear  me; 

That  love,that  conftant  love  you  have  twin’d  to  me. 

By  all  your  promifes,  take  heed  you  keep  ’em. 

Now  is  your  conflant  tryal.  If  thou  dolt  this, 

Or  mov’ft  one  foot,  to  guide  thee  to  her  lull, 
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My  curfes  and  eternal  hate  purliie  tliee’. 

' ?^.edeem  me  at  the  bafc  price  of  dif-loyalty  i’ 

Mud  my  undoubted  honefty  be  thy  Bawd  too  ? 

Go  and  intwine  tli^  felf  about  that  body  ^ 

• Tell  her,  for  my  life  thou  hall  loll  thine  honour, 

Pull’d  all  thy  vows  from  heaven,  bafely,mofl:  bafely 
Stoop’d  to  the  fervile  flames  of  that  foul  woman, 

To  add  an  hour  to  me  that  hate  thee  for  it, 

Know  thee  not  again,nor  name  thee  for  a Husband, 

Arn.  What  fhall  I do  to  fave  her  ? 

Hip.  How  now,  what  haft  there  ? 

Erncr  a Servant. 

Ser.  The  Governour,  attended  with  fome  G-^ntlcmen, 
Are  newly  entred,  to  fpeak  with  your  Ladifliip. 

Hip.  Pox  o’  their  bufinefs,  reprieve  her  for  this  hour, 

I fliall  have  other  time. 

Arn.  Now  fortune  help  us. 

Hip.  I’le  meet ’em  prefently  ; retire  awhile  all. 

Zab.  You  rife  to  day  upon  your  right  fide  Lady ; 

You  know  the  danger  too,  and  may  prevent  it, 

And  if  you  fuffer  her  to  perilh  thus. 

As  (he  muft  do,  and  fuddenly,  believe  it, 

Unlefs  you  ftand  her  friend  •,  you  know  the  way  qn’t, 

I guefs  you  poorly  love  her,  Icfs  your  fortune.  » 

Let  her  know  nothing,  and  perform  this  matter, 

There  are  hours  ordained  for  feveral  bufinelfes, 

You  underftand. 

Arn.  I underftand  you  Bawd  Sir, 

And  fuch  a Counfellour  I never  car’d  for. 

Enter  the  Governour,  Clodio,  Leopold,  Charino  and 
Attendants  at  one  door,  Hippolyta  at  the  other. 

Hip.  Your  Lordlhip  does  me  honour. 

Cover.  ¥2lIV  Hippolyta^ 

I am  come  to  eafe  you  of  a charge. 

Hip.  I keep  none 

I count  a burthen  Sir  : and  yet  I lye  too. 

Cover.  Which  is  the  Maid  *,  is  Hie  here  ? 

Clod.  Yes  Sir, 

This  is  ftie,  this  is  Zenocia, 

The  very  fame  I fued  to  your  Lordlhip  for. 

Zen.  CWw  again?  moremifery?  more  ruin? 

Under  what  angry  ftar  is  my  life  govern’d  ? 

C/oz;.Gome  hither  Maid,you  are  once  more  a fr*ee  woman. 
Here  I difcharge  your  bonds. 

Arn.  Another  fmile, 

Another  trick  offortune  to  betray  us ! 

Hip.  Why  does  your  Lordlhip  ufe  me  fo  unnobly  ? 
Againft  my  will  to  take  away  my  bond-woman  ? 

(yov.  She  was  no  lawful  prize,  therefore  no  bond-woman : 
She’s  of  that  Country  we  hold  friendlhip  with, 

And  ever  did,  and  therefore  to  be  ufed 
With  entertainment,  fair  and  courteous. 

The  breach  of  League  in  us  gives  foul  example. 

Therefore  you  muft  be  pleas’d  to  think  this  honeft  •, 

Did  you  know  what  Ihe  was  ? 

Leap.  Not  till  this  inftant  j 
For  had  I known  her,  Ihe  hadfieen  noprifoner. 

Gw.  There, take  the  Maid,  Hie  is  at  her  own  difpofe  now. 
And  if  there  be  ought  elle  to  do  your  honour 

Any  poor  fervice  in 

Clod.  I am  vowed  your  fervant. 

Arn.  Your  Father’s  here  too,  that’s  our  only  comfort. 
And  in  a Country  now,  we  ftand  free  people, 

Where  Clodio  has  no  power,  be  comforted. 

Zen.  1 fear  fome  trick  yet. 

Arn.  Benot  fodejecftcd. 

Cover.  You  muft  not  be  dilpleas’d  ^ fo  farewcl  Lady. 
Come  Gentlemen/,  Captain,  you  muft  with  me  too, 

I have  a little  bufinefs. 

Leop.  I attend  your  Lordlhip: 

Now  my  way’s  free,  and  my  life’s  Lord  again. 

^Exeunt  all  but  Hip.  and  Zab. 
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Hip.  D’ye  jeer  me  now  ye  are  going  ? 

I may  live  yet—  to  make  you  howl  botii. 

Zab.  You  might-  havedonc^  youhad  power  then, 

But  now  the  chains  are  olT,  the  cc.nmand  loft. 

And  fuch  a ftory  they  will  make  of  this 
To  laugh  out  lazie  time 
Ehp.  Ncm-’irusyetleftme? 

For  now  I bu:  with  anger : none  to  fatisfie  me  ? 

No  comfort  ? no  revenge  ? 

Zab.  You  fpeak  too  late:, 

You  might  have  had  ail  thefe,  your  ufcful  fervants. 

Had  you  been  wife,  and  fuddain  : what  power,  or  will 
Over  her  beauty,  have  you  now  ? by  violence  ’ 
Toconftrain  his  love^  Ihe  is  as  free  as  you  are. 

And  no  law  can  impeach  her  liberty. 

And  whilft  Ihe  is  fo,  Arnoldo  will  defpife  you. 

Hip.  Either  my  love  or  anger  muft  be  fatisfied. 

Or  I muft  dye.  ' 

Zab.  I have  a way  wou’d  do  it, 

W'ou’d  do  it  yet,  proted  me  from  the  Law. 

Hip.  From  any  thing ; thou  knoweft  what  power  I have, 
What  mony,  and  what  friends. 

Zab.  ’Tis  a devililh  one : 

But  Ijich  muft  now  be  us’d : walk  in,  I’le  tell  you  •, 

And  if  you  like  it,  if  the  Devil  can  do  any  thing 

Hip.  Devil,  or  what  thou  wilt,  fo  I be  fatisfied.  ffjv. 

Enter  Sulpitia,  and  Jaques. 

Snip.  This  is  the  rareft  and  the  luftieft  fellow, 

And  lb  beftirs  himfelf 

Jacj.  Give  him  breath  Miftrefs, 

You’l  melt  him  elfe. 

Snip.  He  does  perform  fuch  wonders 

Tne  women  are  mad  on  him. 

Ja^.  Give  him  breath  I fay, 

The  man  is  but  a man,  he  muft  have  breath. 

Snip.  Howmany  had  heyefterday.? 

And  they  paid  bravely  too. 

Jaq.  About  foui  teen, 

But  ftill  I cry  give  breath,  fpare  him  and  have  him; 

Snip.  Five  Dames  to  day ; this  was  a fmall  ftage. 

He  may  endure  five  more. 

Jacj.  Breath,  breath  I cry  ftill  •, 

Body  o’  me  give  breath,  the  man’s  a loft  man  elfe. 

Feed  him  and  give  him  breath. 

Enter  2 Gentlewomen. 

Snip.  Welcome  Gentlewomen, 

Y’are  very  welcome.  . (fellow 

I Cen.  We  hear  you  have  a lufty  and  well  complexion’d 
That  does  rare  tricks ; my  Sifter  and  my  felf  here, 

Would  trifle  out  an  hour  or  two,  fo  pleafe  you. 

Snip.  Jaynes.,  condudt ’em  in. 

Both.  There’s  for  your  courtefie.  Jaq.  and  Gent. 

Snip.  Good  pay  ftill,  good  round  pay,  this  happy  fellow 
Will  let  me  up  again  ^ he  brings  in  gold 
Fafter  than  I have  leifure  to  receive  it. 

0 that  his  body  were  not  flelh  and  fading ; 

But  I’le  fo  pap  him  up — nothing  too  dear  for  him ; 

What  a fweet  feent  he  has? — Now  what  news  Jaques  f 
Jaq.  He  cannot  laft,  1 pity  the  poor  man, 

1 fuffer  for  him  ^ two  Coaches  of  young  City  dames, 

And  they  drive  as  the  Devil  were  in  the  wheels, 

Are  ready  now  to  enter : and  behind  thefe 

An  old  dead-palfied  Lady  in  a Litter, 

And  fhe  makes  aH  the  hafte  flie  can ; the  man’s  loft, 

Y$u  may  gather  up  his  dry  bones  to  make  Nine  pins, 

But  for  his  flefh. 

Snip.  Thefe  are  but  eafie  labours 
Yet,  for  I know  he  muft  have  reft. 

Ja.  He  muft—  you’ll  beat  him  offhis  legs  elfe  prefently. 
Snl.  Go  in,  and  bid  him  pleafe  himfelf,  I am  pleas’d  too ; 
To  morrow’s  a new  day  ^ but  if  he  can 
I would  have  him  take  pity  o’  the  old  Lady. 

O 2 Alas 
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Alas  ’tis  charity. 

Ja^.  rie  tell  him  all  this, 

And  if  he  be  not  too  fool  hardy. 

Enter  Zabulon. 

Sulf.  How  now  ? 

What  news  with  you  ? 

Zab.  Youmuftprefently 
Shew  all  the  art  you  have,  and  for  my  Lady. 

Snip.  She  may  command. 

Zab.  You  muft  not  dream  nor  trifle. 

Snip.  Which* way? 

Zab.  A fpell  you  muH  prepare,  a powerful  one, 

Perufe  but  thefe  diredtions,  you  lhall  find  all  *, 

There  is  the  pidture  too,  be  quick,  and  faithful. 

And  do  it  with  that  ftrength — when  ’tis  perform’d, 

Pitch  your  reward  at  w’hat  you  pleafe,  you  have  it. 

Sul.  Tie  do  my  bell;,  and  fuddenly : but  hark  ye. 

Will  you  never'lye  at  home  again? 

Zab.  Exxufe  me, 

I  have  too  much  bufinefs  yet. 

Snip.  I am  right  glad  on’t. 

Zab.  Think  on  your  bufinefs,  fofarewel. 

Snip.  Tie  do  it. 

Zab.  Within  this  hour  Tie  vifit  you  again 
And  give  you  greater  lights. 

Snip.  I lhall  obferve  ye ; 

This  brings  a brave  reward,  bravely  Tie  do  it, 

And  all  the  hidden  art  1 have,  exprefs  in’t. 

at  both  doors. 

Enter  Rutilio  with  a Ni^ht~cap. 

Rut.  Now  do  I look  as  if  I were  Crow-trodden, 

Fye,how  my  hams  Ihrink  under  me ! O me, 

I am  broken  winded  too ; is  this  a life  ? 

Is  this  the  recreation  I have  aim’d  at  ? 

I had  a body  once,  a handfome  body, 
j And  wholefomc  too.  Now  I appear  like  a rafeal, 

I That  had  been  hung  a year  or  two  in  Gibbets. 

I Fye  how  I faint ! women  ? keep  me  from  women  j 
Place  me  before  a Cannon,  ’tis  a pleafure  *, 

Stretch  me  upon  a Rack,  a recreation ; 

But  women  ? women  ? O the  Devil ! women  ? 

Qtrtim  Gulf  was  never  half  fo  dangerous. 

Is  there  no  way  to  find  the  Trap-door  again. 

And  fall  into  the  Cellar,  and  be  taken  ? 

No  lucky  fortune  to  dired  me  that  way  ? 

No  Gallies  to  be  got,  nor  yet  no  Gallows  ? 

For  I fear  nothing  now,  no  earthly  thing 
But  thefe  unfatisfied  Men  leeches,  women. 

How  devililhly  my  bones  ake ! O the  old  Lady ! 

I have  a kind  of  waiting- woman  lyes  crofs  my  back  too, 

O how  (he  Rings ! no  treafon  to  deliver  me  ? 

Now  what  are  you  ? do  you  mock  me  ? 

Enter  3.  with  Nightcaps  very  faintly. 

1 No  Sir,  no ; 

We  were  your  Predeceflbrs  in  this  place. 

2 And  come  to  fee  you  bear  up. 

Rut.  Good  Gentlemen-, 

1 You  ftem  to  havea  fnuffing  in  your  head  Sir, 

■ A parlous  fnulfing,  but  this  fame  dampilh  air 

2 A dampifn  air  indeed. 

: Rut.  Blow  your  face  tenderly, 

' Your  nofe  will  ne’re  endure  it ; mercy  o’  me, 

I What  are  men  chang’d  to  here  ? ismy  nofe TaR  yet? 

. Me  thinks  it  lhakes  i’th’  hilts : pray  tell  me  gentlemen, 

; How  long  is’t  fince  you  flour ilht  here  ? 
j 3 Not  long  lincc. 

j Rut.  Move  your  felf  cafily,  I fee  you  are  tender, 
j Nor  long  endured. 

! 2 The  labour  was  fo  much  Sir, 

And  fo  few  to  perform  it 

Rut.  MuR  I come  to  this? 


And  draw  my  legs  after  me  like  a lame  Dog  ? 

I cannot  run  away,  I am  too  feeble : j 

Will  you  fne  for  this  place  again  Gentlemen  ? (plexions.  j 

1 No  truly  Sir,  the  place  has  been  too  warm  for  our  com.  | 

2 We  have  enough  on’t,  reR  you  merry  Sir,  ■ 

We  came  but  to  congratulate  your  fortune. 

You  have  abundance. 

3 Bear  your  fortune  foberly. 

And  fo  we  leave  you  to  the  next  fair  Lady.  C£.v.  the  3 . 

Rut.  Stay  but  a little,  and  Tie  meet  you  Gentlemen, 

At  the  next  Hofpital : there’s  no  living  thus, 

Nor  am  I able  to  endure  it  longer. 

With  all  the  helps  and  heats  that  can  be  given  me, 

I am  at  my  trot  already : they  are  fair  and  young 
MoR  of  the  women  that  repair  unto  me. 

But  they  Rick  on  like  Burs,  fliake  me  like  Feathers. 

Enter  Sulpitia. 

More  Women  yet.? 

Would  I were  honeRly  married 
To  any  thing  that  had  but  half  a face, 

And  not  a groat  to  keep  her,  nor  a Iniock, 

That  I might  be  civilly  merry  when  I pleafed. 

Rather  thanJabouring  in  thele  Fulling  mills. 

5///.By  this  the  fpell  begins  to  work : you  areluRy, 

I fee  you  bear  up  bravely  yet. 

Rut.  Do  you  hear  Lady, 

Do  not  make  a game-bear  of  me,  to  play  me  hourly. 

And  fling  on  all  your  whelps  3 it  would  not  hold  3 
Play  me  with  fome  diferetion  3 to  day  one  couife. 

And  two  dayes  hence  another. 

Snip.  If  you  be  fo  angry 
Pay  back  the  mony  I redeem’d  you  at 
And  take  your  courfe,  1 can  have  men  enough  ; 

You  have  coR  me  a hundred  crowns  fince  you  came  hither. 

In  Broths  and  Rrengthing  Caudles  3 till  you  do  pay  me, 

If  you  will  eat  and  live,  you  fliall  endeavour, 
rie  chain  you  to’tcllc. 

Rut.  Make  me  a Dog  kennel. 

Tie  keep  your  houfe  and  bark,  and  feed  on  bare  bones. 

And  be  whipt  out  o’  doors. 

Do  you  mark  me  Lady  ? whipt. 

Tie  cat  old  Riocs. 

Enter  Duarte. 

Bua.  In  this  houfe  I am  told 
There  is  a Rrangcr,  of  a goodly  perfon, 

And  Rich  a one  there  was  3 if  I could  fee  him, 

1 yet  remember  him. 

Snip.  Your  bufinefs  Sir, 

If  it  be  for  a woman,  ye  are  couzen’d, 

I keep  none  here.  [_Exit. 

SDua.  Certain  this  is  the  Gentleman  3 
The  very  fame. 

Rut.  Death,  if  I had  but  mony. 

Or  any  friend  to  bring  me  from  this  bondage, 

I would  Threlh,  fet  up  a Coblers  Ihop,  keep  Hogs, 

And  feed  with  ’em,  fell  Tindef-boxes, 

And  Knights  of  Gingerbread,  Thatch  for  three 
Halfpence  a day,  and  think  it  Lordly, 

From  this  bafe  Stallion  trade : why  does  he  eye  me. 

Eye  me  fo  narrowly  ? 

Dua.  It  feems  you  are  troubled  Sir, 

I heard  you  fpeak  of  want. 

Rut.  ’Tis  better  hearing 
Far,  than  relieving  Sir. 

Dua.  I do  not  think  fo,  you  know  me  not. 

Rut.  Not  yet  that  I remember. 

JJua.  You  lhall,and  for  your  friend ; 1 am  beholding  to  yc. 
Greatly  beholding  Sir  3 if  you  remember. 

You  fought  with  fuch  a man,  they  call’d  Duarte, 

A proud  diRemper’d  man ; he  was  my  enemy. 

My  mortal  foe,  you  flew  him  fairly,  nobly. 

Rut.  Speak  foftly  Sir,  you  do  not  mean  to  betray  me. 
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I wifht  the  Gallows,  now  th’are  coming  fairly. 

Be  confident,  for  as  I live,  I love  you, 

And  now  you  lhall  perceive  it ; for  thatfervice. 

Me,  and  my  purfe  command  : there,  take  it  to  ye, 

■’Tisgold,  and  no  finall  fuin,  a thoufand  Duckets, 

Supply  your  want. 

Rut.  But  do  you  do  this  faithfully  ? 

T:>hci.  If  I mean  jll,  Ipit  in  my  face  and  kick  me : 

In  what  elfe  I may  ferve  you.  Sir 

Rut.  I thank  you. 

This  is  as  llrange  to  me  as  Knights  adventures. 

I have  a project,  ’tis  an  honeft  one, 

And  now  Tie  tempt  my  fortune. 

Dha.  Trull  me  with  it. 

Rut.  You  are  fo  good  and  honelt  I mult  trull  ye, 

’Tis  but  to  carry  a letter  to  a Lady 
That  fav’d  my  life  once. 

Bua.  That  will  be  moll  thankful, 

I will  do’t  wuth  all  care. 

Rut.  Where  are  you,  white-broth? 

Now  lully  blood. 

Come  in,  and  tell  your  mony : 

’Tis  ready  here,  no  threats,,  nor  no  orations, 

Nor  prayers  now. 

S«//).  You  do  not  mean  to  leave  me. 

Rut,  rie  live  in  Hell  fooner  than  here,  and  cooler. 

Come  quickly  come,  difpatch,  this  air’s  unwhofom : 

Quickly  good  Lady,  quickly  to’t. 

Snip  Well,  fince  it  mull  be. 

The  next  Tie  fetter  faller  fure,  and  clofer. 

Rut.  And  pick  his  bones,  as  y’have  done  mine, pox  take  ye. 
Bua.  At  my  lodging  for  a while,  you  lhall  be  quartered. 
And  there  take  Phyfick  for  your  health. 

Rut.  I thank  ye, 

I have  found  my  Angel  now  too,  if  I can  keep  him. 

\Exemt  omneu 


And  now  i have  it : but  faith  did  this  Lady 
(For  do  not  gull  your  felf ) for  certain  know. 

You  kill’d  her  Son  ? 

Rut.  GivemeaBookl’lefwear’f, 

3enyed  me  to  the  Officers,  that  purfued  me. 
Brought  me  her  felf  to  th*  door,  then  gave  me  gold 
To  bear  my  charges,  and  ffiall  I make  doubt  then 
But  that  ffie  lov’d  me?  I am  confident 
Time  having  ta’ne  her  grief  off,  that  I ffiall  be 
Vloll  welcome  to  her : for  then  to  have  wooed  her 
Tad  been  unfeafonable. 

Bua.  Well  Sir,  there’s  more  mony. 

To  m^you  handfome-,  Tie  about  your  bufinefs  ; 
You  know  where  you  mull  flay  ? 

Rut.  There  you  ffiall  find  me ; 

Would  I could  meet  ray  Brother  now,  to  know. 
Whether  the  Jew,  his  Genius,  or  my  Chriilian, 
Has  prov’d  the  better  friend. 

Bua.  O who  would  trull 
Deceiving  woman ! or  believe  that  one 
The  befl,  and  molt  Canoniz’d  ever  was 
More  than  a feeming  goodnefs  ? I could  rail  now 
Againlt  the  fex,  and  curfe  it  •,  but  the  theam 
And  way’s  too  common ; yet  that  guiomar 
My  Mother  •,  (nor  let  that  forbid  her  to  be 
The  wonder  of  our  nation)  ffie  that  was 
Vlark’d  out  the  great  example,  for  all  Matrons 
Both  Wife  and  Widow  ^ .ffie  that  in  my  breeding 
Exprell  the  utmoll  of  a Mothers  care. 

And  tendernefs  to  a Son^  ffie  that  yet  feigns 
Such  forrow  for  me  •,  good  God,  that  this  mother, 
After  all  this,  ffiould  give  up  to  a llranger. 

The  wreak  ffie  ow’d  her  Son  •,  I fear  her  honour. 
That  he  was  fav’d,  muchjoyesme,  and  grieve  only 
That  ffie  was  his  preferver.  I’le  try  further. 

And  by  this  Engine,  find  whether  the  tears, 

Of  which  ffie  is  fo  prodigal,  are  for  me. 

Or  us’d  to  cloak  her  bafe  hypocrifie. 


Exit. 
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Enter  Rutilio  and  Duarte. 

Rut.  O U like  the  Letter  ? 

X Bua.  Yes,  but  I mull  tell  you 
You  tempt  a defperate  hazard,  tofollicite 
The  mother, (and  the  grieved  one  too,  ’tis  rumor’d) 

Of  him  you  flew  fo  lately.  . 

Rut.  I have  told  you 

Some  proofs  of  her  affedion,  and  I know  not 
A nearer  way  to  make  her  fatisfadion 
For  a loll  Son,  than  fpeedily  to  help  her 
To  a good  Husband  •,  one  that  will  beget 
Both  Sons  and  Daughters,  if  flie  be  not  barren. 

I have  had  a breathing  now,  and  have  recovered 
What  I loll  in  my  late  fervice,  ’twas  a hot  one : 

It  fired  and  fired  me  ^ but  all  thanks  to  you  Sir, 

Y ou  have  both  freed  and  cool’d  me. 

Bua.  What  is  done  Sir, 

I thought  well  done,  and  was  in  that  rewarded. 

And  therefore  fpare  your  thanks. 

Rut.  rie  no  more  Whoring ; 

This  fencing  ’twixt  a pair  of  ffieets,  more  wears  one 
Than  all  the  exercife  in  the  world  befides. 

To  be  drunk  with  good  Canary,  a meer  Julip 
Or  like  goUrd-w’ater  to’t ; twenty  Surfeits 
Come  ffiort  of  one  nights  work  there.  If  I get  this  Lady 
As  ten  to  one  I ffiall,  I was  ne’re  denied  yet, 

I will  live  wondrous  honellly  w'alk  before  her 

Gravely  and  demurely 

And  then  inflrudl  my  family  *,  you  are  fad. 

What  do  you  mule  on  Sir  ? 

Bua.  Truth  I was  thinking 
What  courfe  to  take  for  the  delivery  of  youiTetter, 


Enter  Hippolyta  and  Sulpitia, 

Hif.  Are  you  alTur’d  the  charm  prevails  ? 

Sulv.  Do  1 live  ? 

Or  do  you  fpeak  to  me  ? Now  this  very  inllant 
Health  takes  its  lall  leave  of  her  i meager  palenels 
Like  winter,  nips  the  Rofes  and  the  Lilies, 

The  Spring  that  youth,  and  love  adorn’d  her  face  with. 

T o force  affedtion,  is  beyond  our  art,  j 

For  1 have  prov’d  all  means  thathell  has  taught  me, 

Or  the  malice  of  a woman,  which  exceeds  it. 

To  change  y^rwoWo’s  love,  but  to  no  purpofe  *, 

But  for  your  bond-woman 

Hi^.  Let  her  pine  and  dye 
She  remov’d,  v;hich  like  a brighter  Sun, 

Obfeures  my  beams,  I may  ffiine  out  again, 

And  as  I have  been,  be  admir’d  and  fought  to: 

How  long  has  ffie  to  live  ? 

Sulp.  Lady,  before 

The  Sun  twice  rife  and  let,  be  confident. 

She  is  but  dead  *,  I know  my  Charm  hath  found  her. 

Nor  can  the  Governours  Guard  •,  her  lovers  tears  j 
Her  Fathers  forrow,  or  his  power  that  freed  her,- 
Defend  her  from  it. 

Enter  Zabulon. 

Zah.  All  things  have  fucceeded. 

As  you  could  wiffi  •,  I faw  her  brought  lick  home ; 

The  image  of  pale  death,  llampt  on  her  fore-head. 

Let  me  adore  this  fecond  Hecate, 

This  great  Commandrefs,  of  the  fatal  Sillers, 

That  as  ffie  pleafes,  can  cut  ffiort,  or  lengthen 
The  thread  of  life. 

Htp.  Where  was  flie  when  the  inchantment 
Firll  feis’d  upon  her  ? 

Zah.  Taking  the  freffi  air, 

‘ _ In 


102 


The  Cujldm  of  the  Country. 


In  the  company  of  the  Governour,and  Count  Clodhy 
Afmldo  too,  was  prefent  with  her  Father, 

When,  in  a moment  (ib  the  fervants  told  me) 

As  Ihe  was  giving  thanks  to  the  Governour, 

And  Clodioy  for  her  unexpected  freedom, 

As  if  fhe  had  been  blafted,  flie  funk  down, 

To  their  amazement. 

Hip.  ’Tis  thy  mafter  piece 
Which  I will  fo  reward,  that  thou  Ihalt  fix  here, 

And  with  the  hazard  of  thy  life,  no  more 
Make  tryal  of  thy  powerful  Art ; which  known 
Our  Laws  call  death : off  with  this  Magical  Robe, 

And  be  thy  felf. 

Enter  Governour,  Clodio,  and  Charino. 

Sii’p.  Stand  clofe,  you  lha  11  hear  more. 

Man.  You  mull:  have  patience  ^ all  rage  is  vain  now. 
And  piety  forbids,  that  we  Ihould  queftion 
What  is  decreed  above,  or  ask  a reafon 
Why  heaven  determines  this  or  that  way  of  us. 

Clod.  Heaven  has  no  hand  in’t  ^ ’tis  a work  of  hell. 

Her  life  hath  been  fo  innocent,  all  her  adions 
So  free  from  the  fufpicion  of  crime. 

As  rather  Ihe  deferves  a Saints  place  here. 

Than  to  endure,  what  now  her  fweetnefs  liiflers. 

Char.  Not  for  her  fault,  but  mine  Sir,  Zenocia  h]?[krs: 
The  fin  I made,  when  I fought  to  rale  down 
Arnoldo's  love,  built  on  a Rock  of  truth. 

Now  to  the  height  is  punifn’d . I profefs. 

Had  he  no  birth,  nor  parts,  the  prefent  forrow 
He  now  ex'prefles  for  her,  does  delerve  her 
Above  all  Kings,  though  fuch  had  been  his  rivals. 

Clod.  All  ancient  ftories,  of  the  love  of  Husbands 
To  vertuous  Wives,  be  now  no  more  remembred. 

Char.  The  tales  of Tm/fj,  ever  be  forgotten, 

Or,  for  his  fake  believ’d. 

Man.  I have  heard,  there  has  been 
Between  fome  married  pairs,  fuch  fympathy. 

That  th’  Husband  has  felt  really  the  throws 
His  Wife  then  teeming  fuffers,  this  true  grief 
Confirms,  ’tis  not  impolTible. 

Clod.  We  lhall  find 
Fit  time  for  this  hereafter ; let’s  ule  now 
All  poffible  means  to  help  her. 

Man.  Care,  nor  coll. 

Nor  what  Phyficians  can  do,  lhall  be  wanting  5 
Make  ufe  of  any  means  or  men. 

Char.  Y ou  are  noble.  {_E.xeunt  Man.  Clod . and  Char, 

Snip.  Ten  Colledgesof  Dodors  lhall  not  fave  Iier. 

Her  fate  is  in  your  hand. 

Hip:  Can  I rellore  her  ? 

Snip.  If  you  command  my  Art. 

Hip.  Tie  dye  my  felf  firll. 

And  yet  I’le  go  vifit  her,  and  fee 
This  miracle  of  Ibrrow  in  Arnoldo : 

And  ’twere  for  me, I Ihould  change  places  with  her, 

And  dye  moll  happy,  fuch  a lovers  tears 
Were  a rich  monument,  but  too  good  for  her, 

Whofe  mifery  I glory  in  : come  Sulpitia, 

You  lhall  along  with  me,  good  Zahnlon 
Be  not  far  off. 

Zah.  I will  attend  you  Madam.  {^E.xeum. 

Enter  Duarte,  and  a Servant. 

Ser.  I have  ferv’d  you  from  my  youth,  and  ever 
You  have  found  me  faithful : that  you  live’s  a treafure 
Tie  lock  up  here  nor  lhall  it  be  let  forth. 

But  when  you  give  me  warrant. 

Dua.  I rely 

Upon  thy  faith  ; Hay,  nomore  proteflations. 

Too  many  of  them  will  call  that  in  queftion. 

Which  now  I doubt  not ; Ihe  is  there  ? 

Ser.  Alone  too, 

But  take  it  on  my  life,  your  entertainment. 


Appearing  as  you  are,  will  be  but  courfe. 

For  the  difpleafure  I lhall  undergo 
I am  prepar’d. 

Dua.  Leave  me,  Tie  Hand  the  hazard.  f £.v/f  Servant. 

The  filence  that’s  oblerv’d,  her  dole  retirements. 

No  vifitants  admitted,  not  the  day ; 

Thefe  fable  colours,  all  figns  of  true  forrow. 

Or  hers  is  deeply  counterfeit.  Tie  look  hearer. 

Manners  give  leave Ihe  fits  upon  the  ground  ; 

By  heaven  flie  weeps  •,  my  pidure  in  her  hand  too  j 
She  kilfes  it  and  weeps  again. 

Enter  Guiomar. 

^iti.  Who’s  there? 

‘Dua.  There  is  no  ftarting  back  now  Madam. 

C id.  Ha,  another  murderer ! Tie  not  proted  thee. 

Though  I have  no  more  Sons. 

‘Dh.i.  Your  pardon  Lady,  * 

There’s  no  fuch  foul  fad  taints  me. 

Cm.  VV'hat  makes  thou  here  then  ? 

Where  are  my  fervants,  do  none  but  my  forrows 
Attend  upon  me?  fpeak,  what  brought  Li.cchither  ? 

Dim.  A will  to  give  you  comfort. 

Cm.  Thou  art  but  a man. 

And  ’tis  beyond  a humane  reach  todo  if. 

If  thou  could  raife  the  dead  out  of  their  graves, 

Bid  time  run  back,  make  me  now  what  I was, 

A happy  Mother  *,  gladly  I would  hear  thee, 

But  that’s  impoftible. 

Dua.  Pleafe  you  but  read  this  •, 

You  fhall  know  better  there,  why  I am  fent, 

Than  if  I Ihould  deliver  it. 

Cut.  From  whom  comes  it  ? 

'Dim.  That  will  inftrud  you.  I fufped  this  flrangcr. 

Yet  Ihe  Ijiakc  fomething  that  holds  fuch  alliance  ’ 

With  his  reports  \ I know  not  what  to  think  on’t ; 

What  a frown  was  there?  llie  looks  me  through,  6c  through. 
Now  reads  again,  now  paufes,  and  now-  fmilcs 
And  yet  there’s  more  of  anger  in’t  than;nirth,  ’ 
riicfe  are  llrange  changes  •,  oh  1 underlland  it. 

She’s  full  of  furious  thoughts. 

Ciii.  You  arc  juft,  you  Heavens, 

And  never  do  forget  to  hear  their  prayers, 

That  truly  pay  their  vows,  the  defer’d  vengeance, 

For  you,  and  my  words  fake  fo  long  defer’d. 

Under  which  as  a mountain  my  heart  groans  yet 
When  ’twas  defpair’d  of,  now  is  offer’d  to  me ; 

And  if  I lofe  it,  1 am  both  wayes  guilty. 

The  womans  mask,  diflimulation  help  me. 

Come  hither  friend,  I am  fure  you  know  the  Gentleman 
That  font  thefe  charms.  ’ 

Dim.  Charms  Lady  ? 

Cut.  Thefe  charms^ 

I well  may  call  them  fo,  they’ve  won  upon  me. 

More  than  ere  letter  did , thou  art  his  friend, 

(The  confidence  he  has  in  thee,  confirms  it) 

And  therefore  Tie  be  open  brcafled  to  thee  •, 

To  hear  of  him,  though  yet  1 never  law  him. 

Was  moft  defir’d  of  all  men  •,  let  me  blufli. 

And  then  Tie  fay  I love  him. 

Dim.  All  men  fee. 

In  this  a womans  vertue. 

Cui.  I expected 

For  the  courtefie  1 did,  long  fince  to  have  feen  him. 

And  though  I then  forbad  it,  you  men  know, 

Between  our  hearts  and  tongues  there’s  a large  diftance  y 
But  Tie  excufe  him,  may  be  hitherto 
He  has  forborn  it,  in  refpcift  my  Son 
Fell  by  his  hand. 

Dua.  And  reafon  Lady. 

No,  he  did  me  a pleafure  in’t,  a riotous  fellow, 

And  with  that  infolent,  not  worth  the  owning  y 
I have  indeed  kept  a long  folemn  forrow, 

[or  my  friends  fake  partly ; but  efpecially 
“^or  his  long  abfence. 
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Dua.  O the  Devil. 

Cjifio.  Therefore 

Bid  him  be  fpeedy ; a Pried  fhall  be  ready 
To  tye  the  holy  knot  this  kifs  I fend  him, 

Deliver  that  and  bring  him. 

Dhu.  I am  dumb  : 

A good  caufe  I have  now,  and  a good  fvvord, 

And  fcpmething  I lhall  do,"  I wait  upon  you.  \_Exeunt^ 

Enter  Manuel,  Charino,  Arnoldo,  Zenocia,  ho-rn 
in  a chair.  2 Dodors,  Clodio. 

DoB.  Give  her  more  air,  flie  dyes  elle. 

Arn.  O thou  dread  power, 

That  mad’ft  this  all,  and  of  thy  workmanlhip 

This  virgin  wife,  the  Mailer  piece,  look  down  on  her  ; 

Let  her  minds  virtues,  cloth’d  in  this  fair  garment, 

That  worthily  deferves  a better  name 

Than  flefh  and  bloud,  now  fue,  and  prevail  for  her. 

Or  ifthofearedenyed,  let  innocence, 

To  which  all  paiTages  in  Heaven  Hand  open, 

Appear  in  her  white  robe,  before  thy  throne  ; 

And  mediate  for  her : or  if  this  age  of  fin 
Be  worthy  of  a miracle,  the  Sun 
In  his  diurnal  progrefs  never  faw 
So  fweet  a fubjed  to  imploy  it  on. 

Man.  Wonders  are  ceas’d  Sir,  we  muil  work  by  means. 
Arno.  ’Tis  true, and  fuch  reverend  Phyficians  are*, 

To  you  thus  low  I fall  then  ^ fo  may  you  ever 
Be  ftil’d  the  hands  of  Heaven,  natures  reilorers ; 

Get  wealth  and  honours',  and  by  your  fuccefs. 

In  all  your  undertakings,  propagate 

Your  great  opinion  in  the  world,  as  now 

You  ufe  your  faving  art  •,  for  know  good  Gentlemen, 

Befides  the  fame,  and  all  that  I poifefs. 

For  a reward,  pollerity  lliall  ftand 
Indebted  to  you,  for  ( as  Heaven  forbid  it ) 

Should  my  Zenocia  dye,  robbing  this  age 
Of  all  that’s  good  or  gracefull,  times  fucceeding , 

The  ftory  of  her  pure  life  not  yet  perfecfl. 

Will  fuller  in  the  want  of  her  example. 

ZJoi?.  Were  all  the  world  to  perjlh  with  her,  we 
Can  do  no  more,  than  what  art  and  experience 
Give  us^  aflurance  of,  we  have  us’d  all  means 
T 0 find  the  caufe  of  her  difeafe,  yet  cannot  •, 

How  Ihould  we  then,  promife  the  cure  ? 

(Mrn.  Away, 

I did  bely  you,  when  I charg’d  you  with 
The  power  of  doing , ye  are  meer  names  only. 

And  even  your  bell  perfeftion,  accidental  j 
What  ever  malady  thou  art,  or  Spirit, 

As  fome  hold  all  difeafes  that  afflid  us. 

As  love  already  makes  me  lenfible 
Of  half  her  fufierings,  eafe  her  of  her  part. 

And  let  me  ftand  the  butt  of  thy  fell  malice, 

And  I will  fwear  th’art  mercifull. 

^DoEh.  Your  hand  Lady  ^ 

What  a ftrange  heat  is  here  ? bring  fome  warm  water. 

Arn.  She  ftiall  ule  nothing  that  is  yours my  forrow 
Provides  her  of  a better  bath,  my  tears 
Shall  do  that  office. 

Zeno.  O my  bell  ayfrnoldo  ! 

The  trueft  of  all  lovers ! I would  live 

Were  heaven  fo  pleas’d,  but  to  reward  your  forrow 

With  ray  true  fervice  •,  but  lince  that’s  denied  me. 

May  you  live  long  and  happy ; do  not  fuffer 
(Byyour  affediontome  1 conjure  you) 

My  ficknefs  to  infed  you  j though  much  love 
Makes  you  too  fubjed  to  it. 

Arn.  In  this  only 

Zenocia  wrongs  ha'  fervant  \ can  the  body 
Subfift,  the  Soul  departed  ? ’tis  as  eafie 
As  I to  live  without  you  •,  I am  your  husband. 

And  long  have  been  fo, though  our  adverfe  fortune. 
Bandying  us  from  one  hazard  to  another, 


Would  never  grant  me  fo  much  happinefs, 

As  to  pay  a husbands  debt  ^ defpite  of  fortune, 

A j ^ follow  you,  and  guard  mine  own  •, 

And  there  enjoy  what  here  my  fate  forbids  me. 

Clod.  So  true  a forrow,  and  fb  feelingly 
Exprell,  I never  read  of. 

^-lan.  I am  ftruck 
With  wonder  to  behold  it,  as  with  pity. 

aar.  Ifyou  that  are  a ftranger,  fuffer  for  them, 
Being  tied  no  further  than  humanity 
Leads  you  to  fbft  companion ; chinK  great  Sir, 
vVhat  of  neceffity  I muft  endure. 

That  am  a father  ? 

Hippolyta,  Zabulon,  and  Sulpitia  at  the  door. 

Zab.  Waft  me  there,  i hold  it 
Unfit  to  have  you  ften  ^ as  I find  caufe. 

You  lhall  proceed. 

liJhfan.  You  are  vvelcom  Lady. 

Hip.  Sir,  I come  to  do  a charitable  office, 

How  does  the  patient  ? 

Clod.  You  may  enquire 

Of  more  than  one  •,  for  two  are  fick,  and  deadly 
Helanguiffiesin  her,  her  health’s  defpair’dof, 

And  in  hers , his. 

Hip.  ’Tis  a ftrange  fpectacle, 

With  what  a patience  they  fit  unraov’d  ^ 

Are  they  not  dead  already  ? 

Doll.  By  her  pulfe, 

She  cannot  laft  a day. 

Arn.  Oh  by  that  fumraons, 

I know  my  time  too ! 

Hip.  Look  to  the  man. 

Clod.  Apply 

Your  Art,  to  fave  the  Lady,  preferveher, 

A town  is  your  reward. 

Hip.  Tie  treble  it , 

In  ready  gold,  if  you  reftore  Arnoldo } 

For  in  his  death  I dye  too. 

Clod.  Without  her 
I am  no  more. 

Arn.  Are  you  there  Madam  ? now 
You  may  feaft  on  my  miferies  *,  my  coldnefs 
In  anfwering  your  affedlions , or  hardnefs, 

Give  it  what  name  you  pleafe,  you  are  reveng’d  oft 
For  now  you  may  perceive,  our  thred  of  life 
Was  fpun  together,  and  tffi  poor  Arnoldo 
Made  only  to  enjoy  the  beft  Zenocia^ 

And  not  to  ferve  the  ufe  of  any  other ; 

And  in  that  Ihe  may  equal  \ ray  Lord  Clodio 
Had  long  fince  elfe  enjoyed  her, nor  could  I 
Have  been  fo  blind,  as  not  to  fee  your  great 
And  many  excellencies  far,  far  beyond 
Ormy  defervings,  or  my  hopes-,  we  are  now 
Going  our  lateft  journey,  and  together. 

Our  only  comfort  we  deCre,  pray  give  it. 

Your  charity  to  our  afhes,  fuch  we  muft  be. 

And  not  to  curie  our  memories. 

Hip.  I am  much  mov’d. 

Clod.  I am  wholly  overcome,  all  love  to  women 
Farewell  for  ever  j ere  you  dye,  your  pardon  j 
And  yours  Sir  j had  Ihe  many  years  to  live. 

Perhaps  I might  look  on  her,  as  a Brother, 

But  as  a lover  never  •,  and  fince  all 
Your  fad  misfortunes  had  original 
From  the  barbarous  Cullom  praeftis’d  in  my  Country, 
Heaven  witnefs,  for  your  fake  I here  releafe  it 
So  to  your  memory,  chafte  Wives  and  Virgins 
Shall  ever  pay  their  vowes.  I give  her  to  you  j 
And  wiQ],  Ihe  were  fo  now,  as  when  my  lull 
Forc’d  you  to  quit  the  Country. 

Hip.  It  is  in  vain 

To  ftrive  with  deftiny,  here  my  dotage  ends. 

Lookup  Zenocia^  health  in  me  Ipeaks  to  you-, 
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She  gives  him  to  you,  that  by  divers  waysy 
So  long  has  kept  him  from  you  : and  repent  not, 

That  you  were  once  my  fervant,  for  which  health 
In  recompence  of  What  I made  you  fuffer. 

The  hundred  thoufand  Crowns, the  City  owes  me. 

Shall  be  your  dower. 

<jna?i.  ’Tis  a magnificent  gift. 

Had  it  been  timely  given. 

Hip.  It  is  believe  it , Sulpitia. 

Enter  a Servant,  and  Snlpitia. 

Snip.  Madam. 

. Htp.  Quick,  undoe  the  charm  ^ 

Ask  not  a reafon  w'hy ; let  it  fuffice. 

It  is  my  will. 

Snip.  Which  I obey  and  gladly.  C T.v/f. 

tjkan.  Is  to  be  married,  fayeft  thou  ? 

Ser.  So  Ihe  layes  Sir, 

And  does  defire  your  prelence.  They  are  born 

tJMan.  And  tell  her  Tie  come.  off  in  chairs. 

Hip.  Pray  carry  them  to  their  refi:;  for  though  already. 
They  do  appear  as  dead,  let  my  life  pay  for’t, 

If  they  recover  not. 

eJMan,  What  you  have  warranted, 

AITure  your  felf,  will  be  expcded  from  you  *, 

Look  to  them  carefully  *,  and  till  the  tryal, 

Hip.  Which  lhall  not  be  above  four  hours. 
tJdfan.  Let  me 

Intreat  your  companies : there  is  fbmething 
Of  weight  invites  me  hence. 

All.  We’ll  wait  upon  you.  f Exeunt. 

Enter  Guiomar,  and  Ser\^nts. 

fjuio.  You  underlland  what  my  diredions  are. 

And  what  they  guide  you  to  •,  the  faithfull  promife 
You  have  made  me  all. 

All.  We  do  and  will  perform  it. 

Gnio.  The  Governour  will  not  fail  to  be  here  prefcntly  *, 
Retire  a while,  till  you  lhall  find  occafion. 

And  bring  ipe  word  , when  they  arrive. 

All.  Wee  lhall  Madam. 

Guio.  Only  fray  you  to  entertain. 

I Ser.  L am  ready. 

Guio.  I wonder  at  the  bold,and  pra(fris’d  malice, 

Men  ever  have  o’  foot  againft  our  honours. 

That  nothing  wc  can  do,  never  lb  vertuous, 
Nolhapeputonfopious,  no  not  think 
What  a good  is,  be  that  good  ne’re  fo  noble. 

Never  fo  laden  with  admir’d  example. 

But  frill  we  end  in  lull:  ^ our  aims,  our  aeflions, 

Nay,  even  our  charities,  with  luft  are  branded  •, 

Why  Ihould  this  ftranger  elfe,  this  wretched  ftranger, 
Whole  life  I fav’d  at  what  dear  price  fricks  here  yet , 

Why  fhould'he  hope  ? he  was  not  here  an  hour. 

And  certainly  in  that  time,  I may  fwear  it 
I gave  him  no  loofr  look,  I had  no  realbn  ; 

Llnlefs  my  tears  were  flames,  my  curies  courtfiiips; 

The  killing  of  my  Son,  a kindnefs  to  me. 

Why  Ihould  he  fend  to  me,  or  with  what  fafety 
( Examining  the  mine  he  had  wrought  me  ) 

Though  at  that  time,  my  pious  pity  found  him, 

And  my  word  fixt ; I am  troubled,  ftrongly  troubled. 

Enter  a Servant, 

Ser.  The  Gentlemen  are  come. 

Guio.  Then  bid  ’em  wclcom — I mufr  retire.  \iexit. 

Enter  Rutilio,  and  Duarte. 

Ser.  Youarewelcom  Gentlemen. 

Rut . I thank  you  friend,  I would  jpeak  with  your  Lady. 
Ser.  rie  let  her  underlland. 

Rut.  It  lhall  befit  you. 

How  do  I look  Sir,  in  this  handfome  trim  ? {Exit  Servant. 
Me  thinks  I am  w'^ondrous  brave. 


T)uar.  You  are  very  decent. 

Rut.  Thefe  by  themfelves,  without  more  he  Ips  of  nature. 
Would  fet  a woman  hard  •,  I know  ’em  all. 

And  where  their  firfr  aims  light ; I’le  lay  my  head  on’t, 
rie  take  her  eye, as  foon  as  fhe  looks  on  me, 
j And  if  I come  to  Ipeak  once,  woe  be  to  her, 

1 I have  her  in  a nooze,  Ihe  cannot  Rape  me  *, 

I have  their  feveral  lafts. 

Dua.  You  are  throughly  ftudied. 

But  tell  me  Sir,  being  unacquainted  with  her, 

As  you  confefs  you  are 

Rut.  That’s  not  an  hours  work, 
rie  make  a Nun  forget  her  beads  in  two  hours. 

Dua.  She  being  let  in  years,  next  none  ofthofe  lufrers 
Appearing  in  her  eye,  that  warm  the  fancy  •, 

Nor  nothing  in  her  face,  but  handfom  ruines. 

Rut.  I love  old  ftories : thofe  live  believ’d,  Authentique, 
When  20,  of  your  modern  faces  are  call’d  in. 

For  new  opinion, paintings,  and  corruptions-. 

Give  me  an  old  confirm’d  face-,  befidcs  Ihe  fav’d  me. 

She  fav’d  my  life,  have  I not  caufe  to  love  her  i 
She’s  rich  and  ofa  conftant  frate,  a fair  one. 

Have  I not  caule  to  vvooe  her  ? 1 have  tryed  fufficient 
All  your  young  Phillies,  I think  this  back  has  try’d  ’em, 

And  fmarted  lor  it  too  : they  run  away  with  me, 

Take  bitt  between  the  teeth,  and  play  the  Devils  \ 

A llaicd  pace  now  becomes  my  years  -,  a furc  one. 

Where  I may  lit  and  crack  no  girths. 

Dua.  How  miferable. 

If  my  Mother  Ihould  confirm,  what  I fufpeeft  now'. 

Beyond  all  humane  cure  were  my  condition ! 

Then  I fliall  wilh,  this  body  had  been  fo  too. 

Here  comes  the  Lady  Sir. 

Enter  Guiomar. 

Rut.  Excellent  Lady, 

To  Ihe  w I am  a preature,  bound  to  your  fervice. 

And  only  yours 

(juio.  Keep  at  that  difrance  Sir  -, 

For  if  you  frir 

Rut.  I am  obedient. 

She  has  found  already,  I am  for  her  turn  *, 

With  what  a greedy  hawks  eye  fhc  beholds  me  ? 

Mark  how  Ihe  mufters  all  my  parts. 

CJuio.  A goodly  Gentleman, 

Of  a more  manly  let,  I never  look’d  on.  (of ’em. 

Rut.  Mark,  mark  her  eyes  frill ; mark  but  the  carriage 
Guio.  How  happy  am  I now , lince  my  Son  fell , 

He  fell  not  by  a bale  unnoble  hand  ? 

As  that  frill  troubled  me ; how  far  more  happy 
Shall  my  revenge  be,  lince  the  Sacrifice, 

I offer  to  his  grave,  fliall  be  both  worthy 
A Sons  untimely  lols,  and  a Mothers  forrow  ? 

Rut.  Sir,  I am  made  believe  it ; Ihe  is  mine  own, 

I told  you  what  a fpell  I carried  with  me. 

All  this  time  does  Ihe  fpend  in  contemplation 
Ofthat  unmatch’d  delight;  I lhall  be  thankfull  to  ye-, 

And  if  you  pleafe  to  know  ray  houfe,  to  ufe  it ; 

To  take  it  for  your  own. 

Guto.  Who  waits  without  there  ? 

Enter  Guard,  and  Servants,  they  feiz.eupon  Rut.  and  bind  him. 

Rut.  How  now  ? what  means  this.  Lady  ? 

Guio.  Bind  him  fall. 

Rut.AvQ  theft  the  bride-laces  you  prepare  for  me? 

The  colours  that  you  give.^ 

Dua.  Fye  Gentle  Lady , 

This  is  not  noble  dealing. 

guio.  Be  you  fatisfied , 

If  ftems  you  are  a ftranger  to  this  meaning. 

You  lhall  not  be  fo  long.  (mens  perfecutions  ? 

Rut.  Do  you  call  this  wooing Is  there  no  end  of  wo- 

Muft  I needs  fool  into  mine  own  deftrudlion  ? 

Have  I not  had  fair  warnings,  and  enough  too  ? 

Still 
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Sciil  pick  the  Devils  teeth  ? you  are  not  mad  Lady  •, 

Do  1 come  fairly,  and  like  a Gentleman, 

To  offer  you  that  honour  ? 

(^uio.  You  are  deceiv’d  Sir, 

You  come  beiotted,  to  your  own  deltrudion  : 

I fent  not  for  you  \ what  honour  can  ye  add  to  me. 

That  brake  that  Itaff  of  honour,  my  age  loan’d  on  ? 

That  rob’d  me  of  that  right,  made  me  a Mother  ? 

Hear  me  thou  wretched  man,  hear  me  with  terrour, 

And  let  thine  own  bold  folly  fbake  thy  Soul , 

Hear  me  pronounce  thy  death,  that  now  hangs  o’re  thee, 
Thou  defperatc  fool ; who  bad  thee  feek  this  ruiue  ? 

What  mad  unmanly  fate,  made  thee  difeover 
Thy  curfed  face  to  me  again  ? was’t  not  enough 
To  have  the  fair  protedion  of  my  houfe , 

When  mifery  and  jullice  clofe  purfued  thee .? 

When  thine  own  bloudy  fword,cryed  out  againfl  thee, 
Hatcht  in  the  life  of  him  ? yet  I forgave  thee. 

My  holpitable  word,  even  when  I faw 

The  goodlielt  branch  of  all  my  blood  lopt  from  me. 

Did  I not  feal  ftill  to  thee  ? 

Kiit.  I am  gone. 

Gnio.  And  w^hen  thou  went’!!,  to  Imp  thy  miferie, 

Didl  not  give  thee  means  ? but  hark  ungratefull , 

Was  it  not  thus  ? to  hide  thy  face  and  fly  me  ? 

To  keep  thy  name  for  ever  from  my  memory  ? 

Thy  curfed  blood  and  kindred  ? did  I not  fwear  then, 

If  ever,  ( in  this  wretched  life  thou  haft  left  me. 

Short  and  unfortunate, ) I faw  thee  again , 

Or  came  but  to  the  knowledge,  where  thou  wandredft. 

To  call  my  vow  back,and  purfue  with  vengeance 
With  all  the  miferies  a Mother  fuffers? 

Kut.  I was  born  to  be  hang’d,  there’s  no  avoiding  it. 
Gnio.  And  dar’ft  thou  with  this  impudence  appear  here  ? 
Walk  like  the  winding  flieet  my  Son  was  put  in, 

Stand  with  thofe  wounds  ? 

Dha.  I am  happy  now  again ; 

Happy  the  hour  I fell,  to  find  a Mother, 

So  pious,  good,  and  excellent  in  forrows. 

'E.nter  a , Servant. 

Ser.  The  Governour’s  come  in. 

Guio.  O let  him  enter. 

Rut\  have  fool’d  my  felf  a fair  thred  of  all  my  fortunes, 
This  ftrikes  me  molt  •,  not  that  I fear  to  perifli. 

But  that  this  unmannerly  boldnefs  has  brought  me  to  it. 

Enter  Governour,  Clodio,  Charino. 

Gov.  Are  thefe  fit  preparations  for  a wedding  Lady  ? 

I came  prepar’d  a gueft. 

Gmo.  O give  me  juftice^ 

As  ever  you  will  leave  a vertuous  name, 

Do  juftice , juftice , Sir. 

Gove.  You  need  not  ask  it, 
lam  bound  to  it. 

Ghw.  juftice  upon  this  man 
That  kill’d  my  Son. 

Gove.  Do  you  confefs  the  a<ft  ? 

Rut.  Yes  Sir. 

Clod.  Rntilio  ? 

Char.  *Tis  the  fame. 

Clod.  How  fell  he  thus? 

Here  wfill  be  forrow  for  the  good  Arnoldo. 

Gove.  Take  heed  Sir  what  you  fay. 

Rut.  1 have  weigh’d  it  well, 

I am  the  man,  nor  is  it  life  I ftart  at  \ 

Only  I am  unhappy  I am  poor. 

Poor  in  expence  of  lives,  there  I am  wretched. 

That  I have  not  two  lives  lent  me  for  his  facrifice  ^ 

One  for  her  Son,  another  for  her  Ibrrows. 

Excellent  Lady,  now  rejoyce  again. 

For  though  1 cannot  think,  y’are  pleas’d  in  blood, 

Nor  with  that  greedy  thirft  purfue  your  vengeance  ^ 

The  cendernefs,  even  in  thofe  tears  denies  that ; 


105  ' 

Yet  let  the  world  believe,  you  lov’d  Duarte'^ 

The  unmatcht  courtelies  you  have  done  my  miferies, 

Without  this  forfeit  to  the  law,  would  charge  me 
To  tender  you  this  life,  and  proud  ’twould  pleafe  you. 

Guio.  Shall  1 have  juftice  .<* 

<^over.  Yes.  A 

Rut.  rie  ask  it  for  ye , 

’le  follow  it  my  felf,.  againft  my  felf. 

Sir,  ’Tis  moft  fit  I dve  difpatch  it  quickly, 

' Te  menftrous  bur  ^uen  of  that  grief  (he  labourswith 
Will  kill  her  elfe,  then  blood  on  blood  lyes  on  me  •, 

Tad  I a thoufand  lives.  I’d  give  ’em  all, 

13efore  I would  draw  one  tear  more  from  that  vertue. 

Guw.  Be  not  too  cruel  Sir,  and  yet  his  bold  fword — — 

3ut  his  life  cannot  i eftore  that,  he’s  a man  too 

Of  a fair  promile,  but  alas  my  Son’s  dead  ; 

Ifl  have  juftice,  muft  it  kill  him?  Gov.  Yes. 

(juioXil  have  not, it  kills  me,ftrong  and^oodly  .' 

Why  fnould  he  perifli  too  ? 

Gover.  It  lies  in  your  power, 

You  only  may  accufe  him,  or  m^'  quit  him. 

Clod.  Be  there  no  other  witnefles .? 

Guio.  Not  any. 

And  if  I fave  him,  will  not  the  world  proclaim, 
have  forgot  a’Son,  to  lave  a murderer  ? 

And  yet  he  looks  not  like  one,  he  looks  manly. 

Hif.  Pity  fo  brave  a Gentleman  Ihould  perilh. 

She  cannot  be  fo  hard,  fo  cruel  hearted. 

Guio.  Will  you  pronounce  ? yet  ftay  a little  Sir. 

Rut.  Rid  your  felf.  Lady,  of  this  mifery ; 

And  let  me  go,  I do  but  breed  more  tempefts. 

With  which  you  are  already  too  much  (haken. 

Guio.  Do  now,  pronounce ; I will  not  hear. 

Dua.  You  fliall  not, 

Yet  turn  and  fee  good  Madam. 

Gove.  Do  not  wonder. 

’Tis  he,  reftor’d  again,  thank  the  good  Doftor, 

Pray  do  not  ftand  amaz’d,  it  is  Duarte  •, 

Is  well,  is  fafe  again. 

Cjuio.  O my  fweet  Son, 

I will  not  prels  my  wonder  now  with  queftidns  — 

Sir,  I am  forty  for  that  cruelty, 

I urg’d  againft  you. 

Rut.  Madam,  it  was  but  juftice. 

DuaXTxs  rrue,the  Dodtor  heal’d  this  body  again, 

But  this  man  heal’d  my  foul,  made  my  minde  perfed, 

The  good  (harp  lelfons  his  fword  read  to  me,  fav’d  me ; 

For  which,  if  you  lov’d  me,  dear  Mother, 

Honour  and  love  this  man. 

Guio.  You  fent  this  letter.? 

Rut.  My  boldnefs  makes  me  blulh  now. 

^uio.  Tie  wipe  off  that , 

And  with  this  kifs,  I take  you  for  my  husband. 

Your  wooing’s  done  Sir  •,  I believe  you  love  me. 

And  that’s  the  wealth  I look  for  now. 

Rut.  You  have  it. 

T>ua.  You  have  ended  my  defire  to  all  my  wifties. 

Gov.  Now ’tis  a wedding  again.  Hif  ply  t a 

Make  good,  what  with  the  hazard  of  her  life. 

She  undertook,  the  evening  will  fet  clear 

Enter  Hippolyta,  leading  Leopold,  Arnoldo^  Zenocia, 
in  either  handj  Zabulon,  Sulpitia. 

After  a ftormy  day. 

Char.  Here  comes  the  Lady. 

Cod.  With  fair  Zenocia., 

Health  with  life  again 
Reftor’d  unto  her. 

Zen.  The  gift  of  her  goodnefs. 

Rut.  Let  us  embrace,  i am  ofyour  order  too. 

And  though  I once  ddpair’d  of  women,  now 
I find  they  relilh  much  of  Scorpions, 

For  both  have  ftings,  and  both  can  hurt,  and  cure  too ; 

But  what  have  been  your  fortunes  ? 

p Arn. 


I o6  The  Cujlom  of  the  Country, 

Arn.  Wee’J  defer 

Our  ftory,  and  at  time  more  fit,  relate  it. 

Now  all  that  reverence  vertue,  and  in  that 

Zemcias  conftancy,  and  perfect  love, 

Or  for  her  lake  Amoldo,  join  with  us 

In  th’honour  of  i#is  Lady. 
doar.  She  deferves  it. 

Hif.  Htppolytas  life  fliall  make  that  good  hereafter. 

Nor  will  I alone  better  my  felf  but  others : 

For  thefe  whofe  wants  perhaps  have  made  their  adions 
Not  altogether  innocent,  fhall  from  me 

Be  fo  fupplied , that  need  fhall  not  compel  them, 
Toanycourfeoflife,  but  what  the  law 

Shall  give  allowance  to. 

Zab.  Stilpitta,  Your  Ladifhips  creatures. 

Rut,  Befo,  and  no  more  you  man-huckfter. 

Hip.  And  worthy  Leopold^  you  that  with  fuch  fervour, 

So  long  have  fought  me,  and  in  that  deferv’d  me, 

Shall  now  find  full  reward  for  all  your  travels, 

Which  you  have  made  more  dear  by  patient  fufFerance. 

And  though  my  violent  dotage  did  tranfport  me. 

Beyond  thofe  bounds,  my  modefty  fhould  have  kept  in. 
Though  my  defires  were  loofe,  from  unchafl:  art 

Heaven  knows  1 am  free. 

Leop.  The  thought  of  that’s  dead  to  me  j 

1 gladly  take  your  offer. 

Rut.  Do  fo  Sir  , 

A piece  of  crackt  gold  ever  will  weigh  down 

Silver  that’s  whole. 

Gov.  You  fhall  be  all  my  guefts, 

I mull  not  be  denyed. 

Arn.  Come  my  Zenocia. 

Our  bark  at  length  has  found  a quiet  harbour  j 

And  the  unfpotted  progrefs  of  our  loves 

Ends  not  alone  in  fafety,  but  reward, 

To  inflriidt  others,  by  our  fair  example  *, 

That  though  good  purpofes  are  long  withllood, 
j The  hand  of  Heaven  ftill  guides  fuch  as  are  good.  {jFsc.omnes. 

The  B 

^Ofree  this  workJs^Getttlemettjfrom  offence., 

That  We  are  confident,  it  needs  no  defence 

From  us, or  from  the  ‘Toets we  dare  lool^ 

On  any  man that  brings  his  Table-book^ 

To  write  down,  what  again  he  may  repeat 

At  fome great  Table,  to  deferve  his  meat. 

Let  fitch  come  fwelRd  with  malice,  to  apply 

What  ts  mirth  here,  therefor  aninjurie. 

Nor  Lord,nor  Lady  we  have  tax^d',nor  State, 

Nor  any  private  perfon,  their  poor  hate 

Will  be  fiarv'd  here,  for  envy  jhall  not  finde 

One  touch  that  may  be  wrefled  to  her  nunde. 

And  yet  defpair  not,  Gentlemen,  The  play 

Is  ^uick^  and  witty ; fo  the  Poets  fay. 

And  we  believe  them  •,  the  plot  neat , and  new, 

Fafhion^d  like  thofe,t  hat  are  approv'd  by  yon. 

Another  Prologue  for  the 

TT  T E wifh,  if  it  werepojfible,  you  k’eew 

V V What  we  wohldgivefor  this  nights  look  fif  new. 

It  being  our  ambition  to  delight 

Our  kind  fpeliators  with  what^s  good,  and  right. 

Tet  fo  far  know,  and  credit  me,  Uwas  made 

By  fuch,  as  were  held  workjnen  in  their  Trade, 

At  a time  toe,  when  they  as  I divine, 

Were  truly  merrie,  and  drank  lufiy  wine. 

The  nellar  of  the  Mufes ',  Some  are  here 

I dare  prefume,  to  whom  it  did  appear 

A well-drawn  piece,  which  gave  a lawfull  birth 

To  pajfionate  Scenes  mixt  with  no  vulgar  mirth. 

But  unto  fuch  to  whom  'tis  known  by  fame 

From  others,  perhaps  only  by  the  name, 

I am  a fuitor,  that  they  would  prepare 

Sound  palats,  and  then  judge  their  bill  of  fare. 

It  were  injufitce  to  decry  this  now 

rologue. 

Only  'twill crave  attention,  in  the  mofi ", 

Bccaufe  one  point  unmarl^d,  the  whole  is  lofi. 

Hear  firfi  then, and  judge  after,  and  be  free. 

And  as  our  caufe  is,  let  our  cenfure  be. 

Epilogue. 

TT  T HT  there  fisould  be  an  Epilogue  to  a play, 

V V I know  no  caufe  : the  old  and  ufuall  way. 

For  which  they  were  made,  was  to  entreat  the  grace 

Of  fuch  as  were  fpeclators  in  this  place. 

And  time,  'tis  to  no  purpofe  •,  for  I know 

What  you  refolve  alreaefy  to  beftow,  I 

Will  not  be  alter'd,  what  fo  e're  I fay. 

In  the  behalf  of  us,  and  of  the  Piay 

Only  tc  quit  our  doubts,  if  you  thinkjit, 

Tou  may,  or  cry  it  up , or  filence  it. 

Cuftora  of  the  Country. 

For  being  like' d before  , you  may  allow 
(Tour  candor  fafe ) what's  taught  in  the  old  fchools. 

All  fuch  as  liv'd  before  you,  were  not  fools. 

The  Epilc^e. 

T Spake  much  in  the  Prologue  for  the  Play, 

1 To  its  defert  I hope,  yet  you  might  Jay 

Should  I change  now  from  that,  which  then  WM  meant. 

Or  in  a fyllable  grow  lefs  confident, 

I were  wea^heartea.  I am  ftill  the  fame 

In  my  opinion,  and  forbear  to  frame 

Qualification,  or  excufe : If  yon 

Concur  with  me,  and  hold  my  judgement  true. 

Shew  it  with  any  fign,  and  from  this  place, 

Or  fend  me  off  exploded,  or  with  grace. 
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Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Lewis,  a Lord. 

Miramont,  a.  Gentleman. 

Brilac,  a Juftice,  Brother  to  Miramont. 
Charles,  1 a Scholar,  1 „ . - 

Euftace,  U CoHrtier,r’>‘  *“ 

y C<7»r/zer/,  friends  to  Euftace.^ 

Andrew,  Servant  to  Charles. 

Cook, 

Butler 


.'■'0  jl 


Servants  to  Brilac. 


Prieft.  ‘ 

Notary. 

Servants. 

Officers. 

Angeliina,  Daughter  to  Lewis. 
Sylvia,  her  IVoman. 

Lilly,  Wife  to  Andrew. 

Ladies. 


LECTORI 

Would^ji  thou  all  Wit^  all  Comic^Art  furvey  ? 
Read  here  and  wonder ; Fletcher  writ  the  Play. 
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^ ABhs  primifs.  Scenaprima. 


Lewis. 
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Enter  Lewis,  Angeliina,  and  Sylvia. 


A Y,  I mufl;  walk  you  farther,  •. 

Ang.  I am  tir’d,  Sir,  and  ne’er  fhall  foot 
it  home. 

Lew.  ’Tis  for  your  health;  the 'want 
of  exercife  takes  from  your  Beauties,  and  floth  dries  up 
your  fweetnefs : That  you  are  my  only  Daughter  and  my 
Heir,  is  granted ; and  you  in  thankfulnefs  mufl;  needs  ac- 
knowledge , you  ever  find  me  an  indulgent  Father,  and 
open  handed. 

Ang.  Nor  can  you  tax  me.  Sir,  I hope,  for  want  of  duty 
to  deferve  thefe  favours  from  you. 

Lew.  No,  my  Angeliina.,  1 love  and  cherifli  thy  obedi- 
ence torric,  which  my  care  to  advance  thee  lhall  confirm : 
all  that  I aim  at,  is,  to  win  thee  from  the  pradice  of  an  idle 
foolilh  ftate,  us’d  by  great  Women,  who  think  any  labour 
(though  in  the  fervice  of  themfelves)  a blemilh  to  their  fair 
fortunes. 

Ang.  Make  meunderfiand.  Sir,  what  ’tis  you  point  at. 

Lew.  Atthecuftom,  how  Virgins  of  wealthy  Families 
wafte  their  youth  ^ after  a long  deep,  when  you  wake,  your 
Woman  prefents  your  Breakfafl,  then  you  fleep  again,  then 
rift,  and  being  trimm’d  up  by  other  hands,  y’are  led  to 
Dinner,  and  that  ended,  either  to  Cards  or  to  your  Couch, 
(as  if  you  were  born  without  motion)  after  this  to  Supper,- 
and  then  to  Bed  ; and  fo  your  lift  runs  round  without  va- 


riety or  adion.  Daughter. 

Syl.  Here’s  a learned  Ledure ! 

Lew.  Frowfthis  idlenefs,  Diftafes,  both  in  body  and  in 
mind , grow  ftrong  upon  you  •,  w'here  a ftirring  nature, 
with  wholefome  exercife,  guards  both  from  danger:  I’d 
have  thee  rife  with  the  Sun,  walk,  dance,  or  hunt,  vifit 
the  Groves  and  Springs,  and  learn  the  vertue  of  Plants  and 
Simples:  Do  this  moderately,  and  thou  lhalt  not^  with 
eating  Chalk,  or  Coles,  Leather  and  Oatmeal, and  fuch  other 
trafh,  fall  into  the  Green-ficknefs. 

Syl.  With  your  pardon  (were  you  but  pleas’d  to  minifter 
it)  I could  preferibe  a Remedy  for  my  Lady’s  health,  and 
her  delight  too,  far  tranfeending  thole  yourLordlhip  but 
now  mention’d. 

Lew.  What  is  it,  Sylvia? 

Syl.  Whatis’t!  a noble  Husband*,  in  that  w’ord,  a no- 
ble Husband,  all  content  of  Woman  is  wholly  comprehen- 
ded j He  will  rouft  her,  as  you  fay,  with  the  Sun  *,  and  fo 
pipe  to  her,  as  Ihe  will  dance,  ne’er  doubt  it  ^ and  hunt 
with  her,  upon  occafion,  until  both  be  weary  *,  and  then 
the  knowledge  of  your  Plants  and  Simples,  as  I take  it,' 
were  fuperfluous,  A loving,  and,  but  add  to  it,  agame- 
fome  Bedfellow',  being  the  fure  Phyfician. 

Lew.  Well  faid.  Wench. 

Ang.  And  who  gave  you  Commilfion  to  deliver  your 

P Verdidi 


io8 


The  Elder  Brother, 


VerdicH:,  Minion? 

Syl.  I deferve  a Fee,  and  not  a frown,  dear  Madam : I 
but  Ipeak  her  thoughts,  my  Lord,  and  what  her  raodefty 
refufts  to  give  voice  to.  Shew  no  mercy  to  a Maidenhead 
of  fourteen,  but  off  with’t;  let  her  lofe  no  time,  Sir ; 
Fathers  that  deny  their  Daughters  lawful  pleafures,  when 
ripe  for  them,  in  fome  kinds  edge  their  appetites  to  tafte  of 
the  fruit  that  is  forbidden. 

Lew,  ’Tis  well  urg’d,  and  I approve  it:  No  more  blufh- 
ing.  Girl,  thy  Woman  hath  fpoke  truth,  and  fo  prevent- 
ed what  I meant  to  move  to  thee.  There  dwells  near  us  a 
Gentleman  of  bloud , Monfieur  Brifac,,  of  a fair  Eltatc, 
li.x  thoufand  Crowns  pfr the  nappy  Father  of  two 
hopeful  Sons,  of  different  breeding*,  the  Elder,  a meer 
Scholar*,  the  younger,  a quaint  Courtier. 

iAng.  Sir,  I know  them  by  publickfame,  though  yet  i 
never  law  them  *,  and  that  oppos’d  antipathy  between  their 
various  difpofitions , renders  them  the  general  difcourfe 
and  argument ; one  part  inclining  to  the  Scholar  Citarles^  the 
other  fide  preferring  £«/?rf£-e,  as  a mancompleat  inCourt- 
fhip. 

Lew.  And  which  way  (if  of  thefe  two  you  were  to  chufe 
a Husband)  doth  your  afredion  fway  you  ? 

Aug.  To  be  plain  Sir,  (fince  you  will  teach  me  boldnefs) 
as  they  are  fimply  themfelves,  to  neither  *.  let  a Courtier 
be  never  fo  exaft,  let  him  be  blefs’d  with  all  parts  that  yield 
him  to  a Virgin  gracious ; if  he  depend  on  others,  and  ftand 
not  on  his  own  bottoms,  though  he  have  the  mcafis  to  bring 
his  Miftris  to  a Mafque,  or  by  conveyance  from  fomc  great 
ones  lips,  to  tafte  fuch  favour  from  the  King : or.grant  he 
purchafe  precedency  in  the  Court,  to  be  fvvorn  a fervant 
Extraordinary  to  the  Queen*,  nay,  though  he  live  in ex- 
gpdtation  of  fome  huge  preferment  in  reverlion  *,  if  he  want 
a prefent  fortune,  at  the  belt  thofe  are  but  glorious  dreams, 
and  only  yield  him  a happinefs  in  fojfcj  not  in  efje  \ nor  can 
they  fetch  him  Silks  from  the  Mercer,  nor  dilcharge  a Tai 
lors  Bill,  nor  in  full  plenty  (which  Hill  preferves  a quiet 
Bed  at  home)  maintain  a Family. 

Lew.  Aptly  confider’d,  andto  mywilh;  But  what’s  thy 
confute  of  the  Scholar? 

Ang.  Troth  (if  he  be  nothing  elfc)  as  of  the  Courtier, ‘all 
his  Songs  and  Sonnets,  his  Anagrams,  Acrofticks,  Epigrams, 
his  deep  and  Philofophical  Difcourfe  of  Nature’s  hidden  Se- 
crets, makes  not  up  a perfetfl  Husband;  he  can  hardly  bor- 
row the  Stafs  of  the  Celeftial  Crown  to  make  me  a Tire  for 
my  Head,  nor  Charles's  Wain  for  a Coach,  nor  Ganymede 
for  a Page,  nor  a rich  Gown  from  Juno's  Wardrobe,  nor 
w'ould  I lie  in  (for  I defpair  not  once  to  be  a Mother)  under 
Heaven’s  fpangled  Canopy,  or  Banquet  my  Guefts  and 
Goffips  with  imagin’d  Nectar  *,  pure  Orleans  would  do 
better:  No,  no.  Father,  though  I could  be  w'ell  pleas’d  to 
have  my  Husband  a Courtier,  and  a Scholar,  young,  and 
valiant  ^ thefe  are  but  gawdy  nothings,  if  there  be  not 
fomething  to  make  a fubltance. 

Lew.  And  what  is  that  ? 

Ang.  AfullEftate,  and  that faid.  I’ve  faid all;  and  get 
me  fuch  a one  with  thefe  Additions,  farewel  Virginity, 
and  welcome  Wedlock. 

Lew.  But  where  is  fuch  a one  to  be  met  with.  Daughter  ? 

A black  Swan  is  more  common  *,  you  may  wear  grey  Trefles 
e’re  we  find  him. 

Ang,  I am  not  fo  punctual  in  all  Ceremonies,  I will  ’bate 
two  or  three  of  thefe  good  parts,  before  I’ledwell  too  long 
upon  the  choice. 

Syl.  Only,  my  Lord,  remember,  that  he  be  rich  and 
adive,  for  without  thefe,  the  others  yield  norelifh,  but 
thefe  perfed.  You  rnufl  bear  with  fmall  faults.  Madam. 
Lew.  Merry  Wench,  and  it  becomes  you  well  *,  Pie  to 


ACTUS  I.  S CEN  A II. 


Andrew,  Cook,  W Butler. 

And.  Unload  part  of  the  Library,  and  make  room  for 
til ’other  dozen  of  Carts  *,  Tie  ftraight  be  with  you. 

Cook.  Why,  hath  he  more  Books  ? 

And.  More  than  ten  Marts  fend  over. 

But.  Andean  he  tell  their  names? 

And.  Their  names ! he  has  ’em  as  perfed  as  his  Tater 
Nofier-.y  but  that’s  nothing,  h’as  read  them  over  leaf  by 
leaf  three  thouland  times ; but  bere’^^the  wonder,  though 
thefr  weight  would  fink  a Spanrfli  Cai^ck,  without  other 
e carrieth  them  all  in  his  head,  and  yet  he  walks 
u|ii^t.'  . 

Silt.  Surely  he  has  a ftrong  brain. 

And.  If  all  thy  pipes  of  Wine  were  fill’d  with  Books, 
made  of  the  Barks  of  Trees,  or  Myfteries  writ  in  old  moth- 
eaten  Vellam,  he  would  fip  thy  Cellar  quite  dry,  and  Hill  be 
thirfly':  Then  for’s  Diet,  he  eats  and  digefts  more  Volumes 
at  a meal,  than  there  would  be  Larks  (though  the  Sky 
fiiould  fall)  devoured  in  a month  in  Parts.  Yet  fear  not 
Sons  o’the  Buttery  and  Kitchin,  though  his  learn’d  ftora,^ph 
cannot  be  appeas’d ; he’ll  fcldoni  trouble  you,  his  know* 
ingflomach  contemns  your  Black-Jacks,  and  your 

Flagons;  and  thy  Boil’d,  thyRoH,  thy  Bak’d. 

(ooki  liveth  he  ? ' • 

(^nd.  Not  as  other  men  do,  few  Pr^nce^  fare  like  him  | 
he  breaks  his  fafl  with  dines  with  T;///y,  takJCSvhii 

waterii,g  with  the  fiipswitii then  w alks  a turn 
or  two  in  Kia  LaSlea,  and  (after  fix  hours  conference  with 
the  Stars)  fleeps  with  old  Erra  Pater.  , _ 

Hut.  This  is  admirable.  ' ’ ' 

And.  Tie  tell  you  more  hereafter.  Here’s  my  old  Ma- 
iler, and  another  old  ignorant  Elder;  Tie  upon ’em, 

^ - Enter  Brifac,  Lewis. 

Bri.  What,  Andrew?  welcome;  where’s  my  Charles? 
fpeak,  where  did’ft  thou  leave  tby  Maftcr? 

And.  Contemplating  the  number  of  the  Sands  in  the 
High-way,  and  fromT:haT,  purpofes  to  make  a Judgment 
of  the  remainder  in  the  Sea:  he  is,  Sir,  in  ferious  Itudy, 
and  will  lole  iw  minute,  nor  out  of ’s  pace  fo  knowledge. 
Lew.  Thisisflrangc. 

And.  Yet  he  hath  fent  his  duty.  Sir,  before  him  in  this 
fair  Manufeript. 

Bn.  What  have  we  here?  Pot-hooks  and  Andirons  I 
And.  I much  pity  you,  it  is  the  Syrian  Charaiftcr,  or 
thcArabick.  V\  ould  you  have  it  faid,  fo  great  and  deep 
a Scholar  as  M’’  Charles  is,  fhould  ask  blefiing  in  any  Chrilli- 
an  Language  ? W'ere  it  Greek  I could  interpret  for  you,  but 
indeed  I’m  gone  no  farther. 

Bn.  And  in  Greek  you  can  lie  with  your  fmug  Wife  Lilly. 
And.  If  1 keep  her  from  your  French  Dialed,  as  1 ho]^ 
Ifliall,  Sir;  however  fhe  is  your  Landrefs,  fhc  fhall  put 
you  to  the  charge  of  no  more  Soap  than  ufual  for  th’wafliing 
of  your  Sheets. 

Bn.  Take  in  the  Knave,  and  let  him  cat. 

And.  And  drink  too,  Sir. 

Bri.  And  drink  too  Sir,  and  fee  your  Mailers  Chamber 
ready  for  him. 

But.  Como,  Andrew.,  without  Difputation  thou  Ihalt 
Commence  i’the  Cellar. 

c^nd.  1 had  rather  Commence  on  a cold  Bak’d  meat. 

Cook.  Thou  flialt  ha’t.  Boy. 

Bri.  Good  Monfieur  Lewis,  I eltecm  my  felf  much  ho 
nour’d  in  your  clear  intent,  to  joyn  our  ancient  flkiilics, 
and  make  them  one  ;and  ’twill  take  from  my  age  and  cares, 


Brifac,  and  try  what  may  be  done;  i’th’  mean  time  home,  to  live  and  fee  what  you  have  purpos’d  but  in  ad,  of  which 
and  feall  thy  thoughts  with  th’pleafures  of  a Bride.  your  vifit  at  this  prefent  is  a hopeful  Omen  *,  1 each  minute 

Sy.  Thoughts  are  but  airy  food,  Sir,  let  her  tafte  them. 


expeding  the  arrival  of  my  Sons  *,  I have  not  w tong’d  their 
Birth  for  want  of  Means  and  Education,  to  Ihape  them  to 
that  courfe  each  was  addided  ; and  therefore  tl.at  we  may 
'.proceed  difcreetly,  fince  what’s  concluded  lalhly  feldcni 

pro 


The  Elder  Brother, 


profpers,  you  firft  fhall  take  a ftridt  perufal  of  them,  and 
then  from  your  allowance,  your  fair  Daughter  my  falhion 
her  affedion* 

Levs/.  Monfieur  you  offer  fair  and  nobly^  and  Tie 

meet  you  in  the  fame  line  of  Honour ; and  I hope,  being 
bleft  but  with  one  Daughter,  I ftiall  not  appear  imperti- 
nently curious,  though  with  my  utmoft  vigilance  and  lludy, 

I labour  to  beftow  her  to  her  worth : Let  others  fpeak  her 
form , and  future  Fortune  from  me  defcending  to  her  i 
I in  that  fit  down  with  filence. 

Bri.  You  may,  my  Lord,  fecurely,'  fince  Fame  aloud 
proclaimeth  her  perfections,  commanding  all  mens  tongues 
to  fing  her  praifes  ^ ffiould  I fay  more,  you  well  might  cen- 
fure  me  (what  yet  I never  was)a  Flatterer.  What  trarapling’s 
that  without  of  Horfes  ? 

Enter  Butler. 

But  Sir,my  young  Mafters  are  newly  alighted. 

2?r#,  Sir,  now  obferve  their  feveral  difpofitions. 

Enter  Charles. 

char.  Bid  my  Supfifer  carry  my  Hackney  to  the  Butt’ry, 
and  give  him  his  Bever  ^ it  is  a civil  and  fober  Beall,  and 
will  drink  moderately,  and  that  done,  turn  him  into  the 
Quadrangle. 

Bri.  He  cannot  out  of  his  Univerfity  tone. 

I Enter  Euftace,  Egremont,  Cowfy. 

Estfi.  Lackey,  take  care  6ur  Courfers  be  well  rubb’d,  and 
cloath’d  i they  have  out-ftripp’d  the  Wind  in  fpeed. 

Lew.  I marry.  Sir,  there’s  metal  in  this  young  Fellow  1 
I What  a Sheep’s  look  his  elder  Brother  has ! 

Char.  Your  blelfing.  Sir. 

I Bri.  Rife,  Charles,  thou  haft  it. 

Eufi.  Sir,  though  it  be  unufual  in  the  Court,  (fince  ’tis 
the  Courtiers  garb  ) I bend  my  knee,  and  do  expeCt  what 
follows. 

I Bri.  Courtly  begg’d.  Myblefllng,  take  it. 

I Enfi.  ( to  Lew.')  Your  Lordftiip’s  vow’d  adorer.  What 
I a thing  this  Brother  is ! yet  Tie  vouchlafe  him  the  new 
Italian  Ihrug 

How  clownilhly  the  Book- worm  does  return  it  ? 

Char.  1 ’m  glad  ye  are  well.  f \eads. 

Eufi.  Pray  you  be  happy  in  the  knowledge  of  this  pair  of 
accomplilh’d  Monfieurs^  they  are  Gallants  that  havefeen 
both  Tropicks. 

Bri.  I embrace  their  love. 

Egr.  Which  we’ll  repay  with  fervulating. 

Cow.  And  will  report  your  bounty  in  the  Court. 

Bri.  1 pray  you  make  defervingule  on’t  firft.  Eufiace, 

1 give  entertainment  to  your  Friends ; what’s  in  my  houfe  is 
1 theirs. 

Eufi.  Which  we’ll  make  ufe  of;,  let’s  warm  our  brains 
with  half  a dozen  Healths,  and  then  hang  cold  difcourfe,  for 
we’ll  fpeak  Fire-works.  {,Ex. 

Lew.  What,  at  his  Book  already.? 

Bri.  Fie,  fie,  Charles,  no  hour  of  interruption  ? 

Char.  Plato  differs  from  Socrates  in  this. 

Bri.  Come,  lay  them  by  ^ let  them  agree  at  leifure. 

(^har.  Man’s  life.  Sir,  being  fo  fiiort,  and  then  the  way 
that  leads  unto  the  knowledge  of  our  felves,  fo  long  and 
tedious , each  minute  Ihould  be  precious. 

Bri.  In  our  care  to  manage  worldly  bufinefs,  you  muft 
part  with  this  Bookilh  contemplation,  and  prepare  your 
felf  for  action  ^ to  thrive  in  this  Age  is  held  the  blame  of 
Learning : You  muft  ftudy  to  know  what  part  of  my  Land’s 
good  for  the  Plough,  and  w'hat  for  Pafture  ; how  to  buy 
and  fell  to  the  belt  advantage  *,  how  to  cure  my  Oxen  when 
they’re  o’er-grown  with  labour. 

doar.  Imaydothisfromwhati’veread,  Sir*,  for,  what 
concerns  Tillage,  who  better  can  deliver  it  than  Virgil  in 
his  Georgicki?  and  to  cure  your  Herds,  his  Bncolicks  is  a 
Mafter-piece*,  but  when  he  doe«  deferibe  the  Common- 
wealth of  Bees,  their  induftry,  and  knowledge  of  the  herbs 


Horn  which  they  gather  Honey,  with  their  care  to  place  it 
with  decorum  in  the  Hive  ^ their  Government  among  them- 
J elves,  their  order  in  going  forth,  and  coming  loaden 
home*,  their  obedience  to  their  King,  and  his  rewards  to 
fuch  as  labour,  with  his  punilhments  only  inflicted  on  the 
ftothful  Drone  ^ I’m  ravifh’d  with  it,  and  there  reap  my 
Harveft,  and  there  receive  the  gain  my  Cattle  bring  me, 
and  there  find  Wax  and  Honey. 

Bri.  And  grow  rich  in  your  imagination  ; heyday,  Hey- 
day ! Georgicki,  Bucolicki,  and  Bees  ! art  mad  ? 

Char.  No,  Sir,  the  knowledge  of  thefe  guards  the 
from  it. 

Bri.  But  can  you  find  among  your  bundle  of  Books  (arid 
put  in  all  your  Dictionaries  that  fpeak  all  Tongues)  what 
plcafurc  they  enjoy,  that  do  embrace  a well-ihap’d  wealthy 
Bride  ? Anfwer  me  that. 

Char.  ’Tis  frequent.  Sir,  in  Story,  there  I read  of  all 
kind  of  virtuous  and  vitious  women  *,  the  antient  Spartan 
Dames,  and  Roman  Ladies,  their  Beauties  and  Deformi- 
ties; and  when  I light  upon  a Portia  or  Cornelia,  crown’d 
with  ftill  flourilhing  leaves  of  truth  and  goodnefs*,  with 
fuch  a feeling  I perufe  their  Fortunes,  as  if  1 then  had  liv’d, 
and  freely  tafted  their  ravlfhing  fweetnefs ; at  the  prefent 
loving  the  whole  Sex  for  their  goodnefs  and  example.  But 
on  the  contrary,  when  1 look  on  a Cyttrwefira,  or  a Tullta  *, 
the  firft  bath’d  in  her  Husband  bloud  *,  the  latter,  without 
a touch  of  piety,  driving  on  her  Chariot  o’er  her  Father’s 
breathlefs  Trunk,  horr our  invades  my  faculties  *,  and  com- 
paring the  multitudes  o’th’  guilty,  with  the  few  that  did 
die  Innocents,  I deteft:  and  loath  ’em  as  Ignorance  or 
Atheifm. 

Bri.  You  refolve  then  ne’er  to  make  payment  of  the  debt 
you  owe  me. 

(^har.  What  debt,  good  Sir .? 

Bri.  A debt  I paid  my  Father  when  I begat  thee,  and 
made  him  a Grandfire,  which  I expeCt  from  you. 

{har.  The  Children,Sir,which  I will  leave  to  all  pollerity, 
begot  and  brought  up  by  my  painful  Studies,  lhall  be  my 
living  Iffue. 

Bri.  Very  well  ^ and  I fhall  have  a general  Collection  of 
all  the  quidditsfrom  uddam  to  this  time,  to  be  my  Gran- 
child. 

Char.  And  fuch  a one,  I hope.  Sir,  as  fliall  not  fliarae  the 
Family. 

Bri.  Nor  will  you  take  care  of  my  Eftate  ? 

P/ar.  But  inmy  wifhes;,  for  know.  Sir,  that  the  wings 
on  which  my  Soul  is  mounted,  have  long  fince  bornher  too 
high,  to  ftooptoany  Prey  that  foars  not  upwards.  Sordid 
and  dunghil  minds,  compos’d  of  earth,  in  that  grofs  E- 
lement  fix  all  their  happinefs;,  but  purer  Spirits,  purged 
and  refin’d,  fhake  offthat  clog  of  humane  frailty  ^ give  me 
eave  t’enjoy  my  felf*,  that  place  that  docs  contain  my 
Books  (the  bell  Compaions)  is  to  me  a glorious  Court, 
where  hourly  I converfe  with  the  old  Sages  and  Philofo- 
phers,  and  fometimes  for  variety,  I confer  with  Kings  and 
Emperors,  and  weigh  their  Counfels,  calling  their  Victories 
(ifunjuftlygot)  unto  a ftriCt  accompt,  and  in  my  phancy, 
deface  their  ill-plac’d  Statues  can  I then  part  with  fuch  con- 
ftant  pleafures,  to  embrace  uncertain  vanities?  No,  be  it 
your  care  t’augment  your  heap  of  wealth*,  it  lhall  be  mine 

t’  increafe  in  knowledge Lights  there  for  my  Study 

ZExit. 

Bri.  Was  ever  man  that  had  rcafon  thus  tranf|)orted 
from  all  fenfe  and  feeling  of  his  proper  good  ? It  vexes  me, 
and  if  I found  not  comfort  in  my  young  Eufiace,  I might 
well  conclude  my  name  were  at  a period ! 

Lew.  He  is  indeed,  Sir,  the  furer  bafe  to  build  on. 

Enter  Euftace,  Egremont,  Cowfy,  and  Andrew. 

Bri.  Eufiace. 

Eufi.  Sir. 

Bri.  Your  ear  ift  private.  ^ 

Jnd.  I fufpeCl  my  Mailer  has  found  har  fh  welcome,  he  s 

gone  Snpperlefs  into  his  Study  *,  could  I find  out  the  caufe,it 


no 


The  Elder  Brother. 


may  be  borrowing  of  his  Books,  or  fo,I  (hall  be  fatisfied. 

Enfi.  My  duty  (hall,  Sir,  take  any  form  yoiyileafe-,  and 

in  your  motion  to  have  me  married,  you  cut  ott  all  dangers 
the  violent  heats  of  youth  might  bear  me  to. 

ifiv.  It  is  well  anfwer’d. 

Eiih.  Nor  Oiall  you,  my  Lord,for  your  fair  Daughter  ever 
find  juft  caufe  to  mourn  your  choice  of  me;  the  name  or 
Husband,  nor  the  authority  it  carries  in  it,  flrall  ever  teacn 
me  to  forget  to  be,  as  I am  now,  her  Servant,  ami  youi 
Lordfhip’s ; and  but  that modefty  forbids, that  1 (liould  found 
the  Trumpet  of  my  own  defects,  I could  fay , my  choice  man- 
ners have  been  fuch,  as  render  me  lov’d  and  remarkable  to 
the  Princes  of  the  Blood. 

Cow.  Nay,  to  the  King. 

Nay  to  the  King  and  Council. 

And  Thefe  are  Court-admirers,  and  ever  echo  him  that 

bears  the  Bag.  Though  I be  dull-ey’d,  I fee  through  this 
jugling. 

Then  for  my  hopes. 

Cow.  Nay  certainties. 

Eufl.  They  ftand  as  fair  as  any  mans.  What  can  there 
fall  in  compafsof  her  wifties,  which  Ihe  fltall  not  be  fuddenly 
pofTefs’d  of  ? Loves  (he  Titles  ? by  the  grace  and  favour  of 
my  Princely  Friends,  I am  what  (lie  would  have  me. 

£rji.  He  fpeaks  well,  and  I believe  him.  • tt  . 

Lew.  I could  wflbld id  fo.  Pray  you  a word.  Sir.  He  sa 
properGentleman,and  promifesnothing,but  what  ispoftiblc. 
So  far  I will  go  with  you  •,  nay,  I add,  he  hath  won  much 
upon  me  ^ and  were  he  but  one  thing  that  his  Brother  is,  the 
bargain  were  foon  ftruck  up. 

Bri.  What’s  that,  my  Lord  ? 

Lew.  The  Heir. 

And.  Which  he  is  not,  and  I truft  never  iliall  be. 

Bri.  Come,  that  (hall  breed  no  difference ; you  fee  Charles 
has  given  o’er  the  world;  I’lc  undertake,  and  with  much 
cafe,  to  buy  his  Birth  right  of  him  for  a DrjTat  of  new 
Books  •,  nor  (hall  my  (late  alone  make  way  for  him,  but  my 
elder  Brothers,  who  being  illlielefs,  to  advance  our  name,  I 
doubt  not  will  add  his.  Yourrefolution? 

Lew.  I’lefirft  acquaint  my  Daughter  with  the  proceed- 
ings ; on  thefe  terms  I am  yours,  as  (he  (liall  be,  make  you 
no  fcruple.  Get  the  W ritings  ready,  (he  (hal  1 be  traiftable  ^ 
to  morrow  we  will  hold  a fecond  conference.  Farewell  noble 
Euflace-^  and  you  brave  Gallants. 

EhJI.  Full  increafe  of  honour  wait  ever  on  your  Lord- 
(hip. 

<^)id.  The  Gout  rather,  and  a perpetual  Mcagnm. 

Brt.  You  fee,  Enfiaccy  how  1 travel  to  pofiefs  you  of  a 
Fortune  you  were  not  born  to be  you  worthy  of  it : I’le  fur- 
nifh  you  for  a Suitor ; vifit  her,  and  profper  in’t. 

Enfi.  She’s  mine,  Sir,  fear  it  not ; in  all  my  travels,  1 
ne’er  met  a Virgin  that  could  refill:  my  Courtfnip.  . 

If  it  take  now,  we’re  made  for  ever,  and  will  revel  it. 

C£.v. 

z^nd.  In  tough  WeKh  Parfly , which,  in  our  vulgar 
Tongue,  is  ftrong  Hempen  Halters  i my  poor  Mafter  co- 
zen’d, and  I a looker  on  ! If  we  have  ftudi’d  our  Majors  and 
our  Minors,  Antecedents  and  Confequents,to  be  concluded 
Coxcombs,  w’have  made  a fair  hand  on’t.  1 am  glad  I have 
found  out  all  their  plots,  and  their  Confpiracies;  this  (hall 
t’old  Monfieur  (•Jd'Itramonty  one,  that  though  he  cannot  reqd 
a Proclamation, yet  dotes  on  Learning,  and  loves  my  Mafter 
Charles  for  being  a Scholar  ; I hear  he’s  coming  hither,  1 fhall 
meet  him and  if  he  be  that  old  , rough,  tefty  blade  he 
always  us’d  to  be.  Tie  ring  him  fuch  a peal,  as  fhall  go  near 
to  fhake  their  Belroom,  peradventure  beat’m,  for  he  is  fire 
and  flax ; and  fo  have  at  him.  f E.xit. 


ASliM  SeHtidns-  Scena  PriMa. 

Enter  Miramount,  Brifac. 

Brother,  Brother. 

Bri.  PFa)^,  Sir,  be  not  moved,  I meddle  with 
no  bufinefs  but  mine  own,  and  in  mine  own  ’tis  rcafon  I 
fhould  govern. 

zJMtr.  But  how  to  govern  then,  and  underftand.  Sir,  and 
be  as  wife  as  y’are  hafty;  thopgh  you  be  my  Brother,  and’ 
from  one  bloud  iprung,.I.inuft  tell  ye  heartily  and  home 
too.  j ■ e - . 

Bri.  What,  Sir?  - ' 

zJEJir.  What  I grieve  to  find,  you  arc  a fool,  and  an  old 
fool,  and  that’s  two.  ' 

Bn.  We’D  part’em,if  you  pleafe.  . ^ 

Mir.  No,  they’re  entail’d  to  l^fiSC’^Seck  to  deprive  an  ho- 
neft  noble  Spirit,  your  eldcft  Son, '^ir,  and  your  very  Image, 
( but  he’s  fo  like  you,  that  he  fares  the  worfe  for’t ) bccaufe 
he  loves  his  Book,  and  dotes  on  that,  and  only  ftudies  how 
to  know  things  excellent,  above  the  reach  of  fuch  courle 
Brains  as  yours,  fuch  muddy  Fancies,  that  never  will  know* 
farther  than  when  to  cut  your  Vines,  and  cozen  McrcfaantSj 
and  choak  your  hide-bound  Tenants  with  mufty  Harvefts. 

Bri.  You  go  too  faft. 

zjilir.  I’am  not  come  to  my  pace  yet.  Bccaufc  h’  has 
made  his  ftudy  all  hisplcafurc,  and  is  retir’d  into  his  Con- 
templation, not  medling  with  the  dirt  and  chaff'of  Nature, 
that  makes  the  fpirit  of  the  mind  mud  too  \ therefore  mult 
he  be  flung  from  his  inheritance  ? muft  he  bc'dilpoffefs’d, 
and  Monlicur  Gingle  boy  his  younger  Brother 

Bn.  You  forget  yourfclf. 

Mar.  Becaufe  h’has  been  at  Court,  and  learn’d  new 
Tongues,  and  how  tofpeak  a tedious  piece  of  nothing  •,  to 
vary  his  face  as  Sea-men  do  their  compafs,  to  worffiip  Ima- 
ges of  gold  and  filver,  and  fall  before  the  She  calves  of  the 
feafon ; therefore  muft  he  jump  into  his  Biother’s  Land  ? 

Bn.  Have  you  done  yet,  and  have  you  fpoke  enough  in 
praife  of  Lcaining,  Sir  ? 

CMir.  Never  enough. 

Bri.  But,  Brother,  do  you  know  what  Learning  is  ? 

Mir.  It  is  not  to  be  a Juftice  of  Peace  as  you  are,  and 
palter  out  5 our  time  i’th’  penal  Statutes.  To  hear  the 
curious  Tenets  controverted  between  a Protellant  Con- 
ftable,  and  jefuite  Cobler ; to  pick  Natural  Philofophy  out 
of  Bawdry,  w'hcn  your  Worfliiii’s  pleas’d  to  corrcTific  a 
Lady,  nor ’tis  not  the  main  Moial  of  blind  lullice,  (which 
is  deep  Learning)  when  your  Worfhips  T;.nants  bring  a 
light  caufe,  and  heavy  Hens  lieforc  ye,  both  fat  and  feeWc, 
a Goofe  or  Pig  •,  and  then  you’ll  lit  like  equity  with  both 
hands  weighing  indifferently  the  ftate  o’th’  queftion.  Thefe 
are  your  C^odlibets,  but  no  Learning,  Brother. 

Bn.  You  are  fo  parloufly  in  love  with  Learning,  that  I’d 
be  glad  to  know  what  you  undci  ftand,  Brother*,  I’mfurc 
you  have  read  all  Anflotle. 

Mir.  Faith  no*,  but  I believe!  have  a learned  faith.  Sir, 
and  that’s  it  makes  a Gcntlcmah  of  my  fort ; though  I can 
fpeak  no  Greek,  I love  the  found  of ’t,  it  goes  (b  thund’ring 
as  it  conjur’d  Devils;  [larks  fpcaks  it  loftily,  and  ifthou 
wert  a man,or  had’ft  but  ever  heard  of  Homers  JliadsyHefody 
and  the  Greek  Poets,  thou  wouldlt  run  m.ad,  and  hang  thy 
fclf  for  joy  th’hadft  fuch  a Gentleman  to  be  thy  Son  : O he 
has  read  fuch  things  to  me ! 

Bri.  And  you  do  underftand  ’em,  Brother  ? 

tJMir.  I tell  thee.  No,  that’s  not  material  y the  found’s 
fufficient  to  confirm  an  honeftman*.  Good  Brother  Bnfncy 
does  your  young  Courtier,  that  wears  the  fine  Cloaths,  and 
is  the  excellent  Gentleman,  (the  Traveller,  the  Soldier,  as 
you  think  too)  underftand  any  other  power  than  his  Tailor  ? 
or  knows  what  motion  is  more  than  ail  Horfe  race  ? What 
the  Moon  means,  but  to  light  him  home  from  Taverns  ? or 
the  comfort  of  the  Son  is,  but  to  wear  flalh’d  clothes  in? 

■And 


T^he  Elder  Brother, 
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And  mull:  this  piece  of  iguorance  be  popt  up,  becaufe ’t  can 
kifs  the  hand,  and  cry,  fweet  Lady?  Say  it  had  been  at 
Rome^  and  feen  the  Reliques,  drunk  your  rerdea  Wine, 
and  rid  at  Naples^  brought  home  a Box  of  renice  Treacle 
with  it,  to  cure  young  Wenches  that  have  eaten  Allies ; 
Mull  this  thing  therefore  ? 

Bri.  Yes  Six,  this  thing  mull-,  I will  not  trull  ray  Land 
toonefo  fotted,  fo  grown  like  a Difeafe  unto  his  Study, 
he  that  will  fling  off  all  occafions  and  ’cares,  to  make  him 
underlland  what  Hate  is,  and  how  to  govern  it,  muft,  by 
that  reafon,  be  flung  himfelf  alide  from  managing.  My 
younger  Boy  is  a fine  Gentleman. 

Mtr.  He  is  an  A^,  a piece  of  Ginger-bread,  gilt  over  to 
pleafe  foolifli  Girls  puppets. 

Bri.  You  are  niy  elder  Brother. 

Mir.  So  I had  need,  and  have  an  elder  Wit,  thou’dft 
fliame  us  all  elfe.  Go  to,  I fay,  Charles  Ihall  inherit. 

Bri.  I fay,  no,  lutlefs  Charlethsid  a Soul  to  underlland  iti 
can  he  manage  fix  thoufand  Crowns  a year  out  of  the  Me- 
taphyfics  ? or  can  all  his  learn’d  Allronomy  look  to  my 
Vineyards?  Can  the  drunken  old  Poets  make  up  my  Vines? 
(I  know  they  can  drink  ’em)  or  your  excellent  Humanills 
lell  ’em  the  Merchants  for  my  belt  advantage  ? Can  Hillo- 
rycut  my  Hay,  or  get  ray  Corn  in?  And  can  Geometry 
vend  it  in  the  Market  ? Shall  1 have  my  flieep  kept  with  a 
Jacobs-flajf  now  ? I wonder  you  will  magnifie  this  mad- 
man, you  that  are  old,  and  Ihould  underlland. 

Mir.  Should,  fay’ll  thou?  thou  monllrous  pie(^  of  ig- 
norance in  Office ! thou  that  hall  no  more  knowlt^e  than 
thy  Clerk  infufes,  thy  dapper  Clerk,  larded  with  ends  of 
Latin,  and  he  no  more  than  cullom  of  ofiences.  Thou  un- 
reprieveable  Dunce ! that  thy  formal  Bandllrings , thy 
Ring,  nor  pomander  cannot  expiate  for,  doll  thou  tell  me  I 
Ihould  ? Tie  pofe  thy  Worffiip  in  thine  own  Library  an</  Al- 
manack, which  thou  art  daily  poring  on,  to  pick  out  days 
of  iniquity  to  cozen  fools  in,  and  Full  Moons  to  cut  Cat- 
tle : doll  thou  taint  m.e,  that  have  run  over  Story,  Poetry, 
Humanity  ? 

Bri.  As  a cold  nipping  fhadow  does  o’er  ears  of  Corn, 
and  leave  ’em  bJafted,  put  up  your  anger,  what  I’ll  do, 
I’ll  do. 

Mir.  Thoulhaltnotdo. 

Bri.  I will. 

Mir.  Thou  art  an  Afs  then,  a dull  old  tedious  Afs-,  th’ 
art  ten  times  worfe,  and  of  iefs  credit  than  DU  iCe  HolUng- 
Jhead  the  Englilhman,  that  writes  of  Shows  and  Siiei  illL 

Enter  Lewis. 

Bri.  Well,  take  your  pleafure,  here’s  one  I mull  talk 
with. 

Lew.  Good-day,  Sir. 

Bri.  Fair  to  you.  Sir. 

Lew.  May  I fpeak  w’ye  ? 

Bri.  With  all  my  heart,  I was  waiting  on  your  goodnefs. 

Lew.  Good  morrow,  Miramont. 

Mir.  O fweet  Sir,  keep  your  good  morrow  to  cool  your 
Worlhips  pottage  •,  a couple  of  the  worlds  fools  met  toge- 
ther to  raife  up  dirt  and  dunghils. 

Lew.  Are  they  drawn  ? 

Bri.  They  Ihall  be  ready.  Sir,  within  thefe  two  hours 
and  Charles  fet  his  hand. 

Lew.  ’Tis  neceflary,  for  he  being  a joint  purchafer, 
though  your  Ellatc  was  got  by  your  own  indutlry,  unlefs 
he  leal  to  the  Conveyance,  it  can  be  of  no  validity. 

Bri.  He  lliall  be  ready  and  doit  willingly. 

Mtr.  He  Ihall  be  hang’d  firll. 

Bri.  I hope  your  Daughter  likes. 

Lew.  She  loves  him  well.  Sir  *,  young  Eaftace  is  a bait  to 
catch  a Woman,  a budding  fpritely  Fellow^  y’are  refolv’d 
then,  that  all  lliall  pals  from  Charles  ? 

Bri.  All,  all,  he’s  nothing  •,  a bunch  of  Books  Ihall  be 
his  Patrimony,  and  more  than  he  can  manage  too. 

Lew.  Will  your  Brother  pafs  over  his  Land  to  your 
fon  EiiftaQc?  you  know  he  has  no  Heir. 


pJMir.  He  will  be  Head  firll,  and  Horfe-collars  made  of ’s 
skin. 

Bri.  Let  him  alone,  a wilful  man ; my  Ellate  fliall  ferve 
tne  turn,  Sir.  And  how  docs  your  Daughter  ? 

Lew.  Ready  for  the  hour,  and  like  a blulhing  Role  that 
Hays  the  pulling. 

Bri.  To  morrow  then’s  the  day. 

Lew.  V\ffiy  then  to  morrow  F’ii  bring  the  Girl ; set  vou 
the  Writings  ready.  ^ ^ 

iJMir.  But  hark  you,  Monfieur,  have  you  the  virtuous 
confcienceto  help  to  rob  an  Heir,  an  Elder  Brother,  of 
that  which  Natui e and  the  Law  flings  on  him?  You  were 
your  Father  s eldell  Son, I take  it,  and  had  his  Land ; would 
you  had  had  his  wit  too,  or  his  diferetion,  to  confider  no- 
bly, what ’tis  to  deal  unworthily  in  thefe  things;  you’ll 
fay  hesnone  ofyouis,  he’s  his  Son;  and  he  will  lay,  he 
IS  no  Son  to  inherit  above  a Ihelf  of  Books : Why  did  he 
get  him?  w'hyw'as  he  brought  up  to  write  and  read,  and 
know  thcle  things?  why  was  he  not  like  his  Father,  a 
dumbjuflice?  aflat  dull  piece  of  phlegm,  fliap’d  like  a 
man,  a reverend  Idol  in  a piece  of  Arras?  Can  you  lay 
dilbbedience,  vt^ant  of  manners,  or  any  capital  crime  to 
his  charge  ? 

Lew.  I do  not,  nor  do  weigh  your  words,  they  bite  not 
me.  Sir-,  this  man  mull anfwer. 

Bri.  I have  don’t  already,  and  given  fufficient  reafon 
to  lecure  me : and  lb  good  morrow.  Brother,  to  your  pa- 
tience. 

Lew.  Good  morrow,  Monfieur  Mirament. 
eJJ/rr.  Good  Night  caps  keep  brains  warm,' or  Maggots 
will  breed  in  ’em.  Well,  Charles.,  thou  lhalt  not  want  to 
buy  thee  Books  yet,  thefairell  in  thy  Study  are  my  gift, 
and  the  Univerlity  of  Lovain,  for  thy  fake,  hath  tailed 
of  my  bounty  j and  to  vex  the  old  doting  Fool  thy  Father, 
and  thy  Brother,  they  Ihall  not  lhare  a Solz.  of  mine  between 
them  5 nay  more.  I’ll  give  thee  eight  thoufand  Crowns  a 
year,  in  fome  high  llrain  to  write  my  Epitaph. 

ACTUS  II.  SCENA  II. 

Enter  Eullace,  Egremont,  Cowfy. 

£h^.  How  do  1 look  now,  my  Elder  Brother  ? Nay, ’tis 
a.handfome  Suit. 

Cow.  All  Courtly,  Courtly. 

Eit(i:.  I’ll  allbre  ye,  Gentlemen,  my  Tailor  has  travel’d, 
and  fpeaks  as  lofty  Language  in  his  Bills  too ; the  cover  of  an 
old  Book  would  not  Ihew  thus.  Fie,  fie what  things  thefe 
Academicks  are ! thefe  Book- worms,  how'they  look ! 

Egre.  They’re  meer  Images,  no  gentle  motion  or  behavi- 
our in  ’em  ; they’ll  piattle  ye  of  Primum  Mobile,  and  tell  a 
llory  of  the  Hate  of  Heaven,  wffiat  Lords  and  Ladies  go- 
vern in  fuch  Houfes,  and  what  wonders  they  do  when  they 
meet  together,  and  how  they  fpit  Snow, Fire,  and  Haiflikea 
jugler,  and  makea  poife  when  they  are  drunk,  which  we 
call  Thunder. 

Cow.  They  are  the  fneaking’ll  things,  and  thecontempti- 
blell-,^ fuch  Small-beer  brains,  but  ask  ’em  any  thing  out 
of  the  Element  of  their  underllanding,  and  they  Hand  ga- 
ping like  a roalled  Pig : do  they  know  what  a Court  is,  or  a 
Council,  or  how  the  affairs  of  Chrillendom  are  manag’d? 
Do  they  know  any  thing  but  a tired  Hackney?  and  they 
cry  abfurd  as  the  Horfe  underflood  ’em.  They  have  made 
a fair  Youth  of  your  Elder -Brother,  a pretty  piece  of  flefli ! 

Eiifi.  1 thank ’em  for’t,  long  may  he  lludy  to  give  me 
his  Ellate.  Saw  you  my  Millris  ? 

Egre.  Yes,  fhe’s  a fweet  young  Woman  but  be  fure  you 
keep  her  from  Learning. 

Enft.  Songs  Ibe  may  have , and  read  a little  unbak’d 
Poetry,  fuch  as  the  Dablers  of  our  time  contrive,  that  has 
no  weight  nor  wheel  to  move  the  mind,  nor  indeed  nothing 
but  an  empty  found  *,  Ihe  lliall  have  cloaths,  but  not  made 
by  Geometry  Horfes  and  Coach,  but  of  no  immortal  Race  .- 
I will  not  have  a Scholar  in  my  houfe  above  a gentle  Rea- 
der j they  corrupt  the  foolilh  Women  with  their  fubtle 

Problems ; 
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'Problems;  Tie  have  my  houfe  call’d  ignorance,  to  fright 
; prating  Philofophers  from  Entertainment. 

Cow.  It  will  do  well,  love  thofe  that  love  good  faihions, 
good  cloaths , and  rich  •,  they  invite  men  to  admire  ’em, 
that  Ipeak  the  lifp  of  Court.  Oh  ’tis  great  Learning ! to 
Ride  well,  Dance  well.  Sing  well,  or  Whillle  Courtly, 
they’re  rare  endowments  •,  that  they  have  leen  far  Coun- 
treys, and  can  fpeak  ftrange  things,  though  they  fpeak  no 
truths,  for  then  they  make  things  common.  When  are 

you  marri’d?  • 

Euft.  To  morrow,  I think ; we  mult  have  a Mafque, 
Boys,  and  of  our  own  making. 

Rare.  ’Tis  not  halfan  hours  work,  a Cupid,  and  a Fiddle, 
and  the  thing’s  done ; but  let’s  be  handfbme , (hall  s be 
Gods  or  Nymphs? 

Eufl.  What,  Nymphs  with  Beards 

Cow.  That’s  true,  we’ll  be  Knights  then  ^ fome  wandring 
Knights,  that  light  here  on  a fudden. 

Ehfi.  Let’s  go,  let’s  go,  I mull:  go  vifit.  Gentlemen, 
and  mark  what  fweet  lips  I mull  kifs  to  morrow. 

Exennt. 

ACTUS  II.  SCENA  III. 

Enter  Cook,  Andrew,  Butler. 

Cool^  And  how  do’s  my  Mailer  f 

And.  He’s  at’s  Book ; peace.  Coxcomb,  that  fuch  an  un- 
learned tongue  as  thine  Ihould  ask  for  him  I 

Co.  Do’s  he  not  hudy  conjuring  too  ? 

And.  Have  you  loll  any  Plate,  Butler  ? 

But.  No,  but  1 know  I lhall  to  morrow  at  dinner. 

And.  Then  to  morrow  you  lhall  be  turn’d  out  of  your 
place  for’t ; we  meddle  with  no  fpirit  o’th’  Buttery,  they 
talle  too  fmall  for  us ; keep  me  a Pie  in  Folto,  I bcfeech  thee, 
and  thou  lhalt  fee  how  learnedly  I’le  tranllate  him.  Shall’s 
have  good  cheer  to  morrow  i 

Co.  Excellent  good  cheer,  Andrew. 

And.  The  fpight  on’t  is, that  much  about  that  time,I  lhall  be 
arguing,or  deciding  rather,  which  are  the  Males  or  Females 
of  Red  Herrings,  and  whether  they  be  taken  in  the  Red  Sea 
only  •,  a quellion  found  out  by  Copernicw,  the  learned  Mo- 
tion maker. 

(^0.  1 marry,  Butler,  here  are  rare  things ; a man  that 
look’d  upon  him,  would  fwear  he  underllood  no  more  than 
we  do. 

But.  Certain,  a learned  Andrew. 

And.  I’ve  fo  much  on’t,  and  am  fo  loaden  with  llrong 
underltanding,  I fear, they’ll  run  me  mad.  Here’s  a new 
Inllrument,a  Mathematical  Gliller  to  purge  the  Moon  with 
when  fne  is  laden  with  cold  phlcgmatick  humours  ■,  and 
here’s  another  to  remove  the  Stars,  when  they  grow  too 
thick  in  the  Firmament. 

Co.  O Heavens!  why  do  I labour  out  my  life  in  a Beef- 
pot  ? and  only  fearch  the  lecrets  of  ^ Sallad,  and  know 
no  farther  ? 

And.  They  are  not  reveal’d  to  all  heads  •,  thele  are  far  a- 
bove  your  Element  of  Fire,  Cook:  1 could  tell  you  of  Ar- 
chimedes Glafs,  to  fire  your  Coals  with ; and  of  the  Pirdofo- 
phers  Turf,  that  ne’er  goes  out : and,  Gilbert  Butler,  1 could 
ravilh  thee  with  two  rare  inventions. 

But.  What  are  tTiey,  Andrew  ? , 

And.  The  one  to  blanch  your  Bread  fwmchippingsbafe, 
and  in  a moment,  as  thou  wouldll  an  Alniond  ; the  Sed  of 
the  Epicureans  invented  that ; The  other  for  thy  Trenchers, 
that’s  a llrong  one,to  cleanfe  you  twenty  dozen  in  a minute, 
and  no  noife  heard,  which  is  the  wonder,  Gilbert-,  and  this 
was  out  of  Pluto’s  new  Idea’s. 

But.  Why,  what  a learned  Mailer  do’ll  thou  fervc, 
'.Andrew  ? 

And.  Thele  are  but  the  fcrapings  of  his  underltanding , 
Gilbert ; with  gods  and  goddelles,  and  fuch  llrange  people 
he  deals,  and  treats  with  in  fo  plain  a falhion,  as  thou  do’ll 
with  thy  Boy  that  draws  thy  drink,  or  Ralph  there, with  his 
Kitchin-Boysand  Scalders. 


(^0.  But  why  Ihould  he  not  be  familiar,  and  talk  fome- 
times,  as  other  Chrillians  do,  of  hearty  matters,  and  come 
into  the  Kitchin,  and  there  cut  his  Breakfalt  ? 

But.  And  then  retire  to  the  Buttery,  and  there  eat  it,and 
drink  a hilly  Bowl  to  my  young  Mailer,  that  mult  be  now 
the  Heir,  he’ll  do  all  thefe,  1 and  be  drunk  too  *,  thefe  are 
mortal  things. 

(And.  My  Mailer  lludies  immortality. 

Co.  Now  thou  talk’ll  of  immortality,  how  do’s  thy  Wife, 
Andrew  ? my  old  Mailer  did  you  no  fmall  Pleafure  when  he 
procur’d  her,  andltock’dyouinaFarm.  If  he  Ihould  love 
her  now,  as  he  hath  a Colts  tooth  yet,what  fays  your  learn- 
ing and  your  llrange  Inllruments  to  that,  my  Andrew  ? Can 
any  of  your  learned  Clerks  avoid  It?  can  ye  put  by  his  Ma- 
thematical Engine? 

And.  Yes,  or  I’le  break  it  .•  thou  awaken’d  me,  and 
rie  peep  i’th’  Moon  this  month  but  I’le  watch  for  him.  My 
Mafter  rings,  1 mud  go  make  him  a fire,  and  conjure  o’er 
his  Books.  • 

Co.  Adieu,  good  Andrew,  and  fend  thee  manly  patience 
with  thy  learning.  £ E.vennt. 

ACTUS  II.  SCENA  IV. 

Enter  Charles. 

Cha.  I have  forgot  to  eat  and  lleep  with  reading,  and  all 
my  faculties  turn  into  lludy  ■,  ’tis  meat  and  lleep  •,  what  need 
I outwaj^ garments,  when  1 cancloath  myfelfwith  undcr- 
llandin^  The  Stars  and  glorious  Planets  have  no  Tailors, 
yet  ever  new  they  are, and  Ihine  like  Courtiers.  The  Scafons 
of  rhe  year  find  no  fond  Parents,  yet  fome  are  arm’d  in  fil- 
ver  Ice  that  gliders,  and  fome  in  gavvdy  Green  come  in 
like  Mafquers.  The  Silk  worm  fpins  her  own  fuit  and  lodg- 
ing , and  has  no  aid  nor  partner  in  her  Lbours.  Why 
Ihould  we  care  for  any  thing  but  knowledge,  or  look  upon 
the  World  but  to  contemn  it  ? 

Enter  Andrew. 

And.  Would  you  have  any  thing  ? 

Char.  Andrew,  1 find  f here  is  a fiic  grown  o’er  the  Eye 
o’th’  Bull,  which  will  go  near  to  blind  the  Condellution. 

And.  Put  a Gold-ring  in’s  nofe,  anu  that  will  cute  him. 

C'har.  Ariadne’s  Crown’s  away  too ; two  main  Stars  that 
held  it  fad  are  flip  out. 

And.  Send  it  prefcntly  to  gaUteo,  the  Italian  Star- 
wright,  he’ll  fet  it  right  again  with  little  labour. 

Cfe.tr.  Thou  art  a pretty  Scholar. 

And.  I hope  I lhall  be  j have  I fwept  Books  fo  often  to 
know  nothing? 

Char.  1 hear  thou  art  married. 

And.  It  hath  pleas’d  your  Father  to  match  me  to  a Maid 
of  his  own  chufing ; I doubt  her  Condellation’s  loofe  too, 
and  wants  nailing  •,  and  a fweet  Farm  he  has  given  us  a mile 
off.  Sir. 

Char.  Marry  thy  felf  to  underdanding,  Andrew,  thefe 
Women  are  Errata  in  all  Authors,  they’re  fair  to  fee  to,  and 
bound  up  in  Vellam,  fmooth,  white  and  clear,  but  their 
contents  are  monllrous  ^ they  treat  of  nothing  but  dull  age 
and  difcales.  Thou  had  not  fo  much  wit  in  thy  head, as  there 
is  on  thofe  Ihelves,  Andrew. 

And.  I think  1 have  not.  Sir. 

C'har.  No,  if  thou  had’d,  thou’ld’d  ne’er  married  a 
Woman  in  thy  bofom, they’re  Cataplafms  made  o’th’  deadly 
fins : I ne’er  faw  any  yet  but  mine  own  Mother  •,  or  if  I 
did,  I did  regard  them  but  as  lhadows  that  pafs  by  of  under 
creatures. 

And.  Shall  I bring  you  one  / I’letrudyou  with  my  own 
Wife;  I would  not  have  your  Brother  go  beyond  ye;  they’re 
the  prettied  Natural  Philolbpherstoplay  with. 

Char.  No,no,  they’re  Opticks  to  delude  mens  eyes  with. 
Does  my  younger  Brother  fpeak  any  Greek  yet,  Andrew  ? 

And.  No,  but  he  fpeaks  High  Dutch , and  that  goes 
daintily. 

Char.  Reach  me  the  Books  down  I read  yederflay,  and 

make 
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make  a little  fire,  and  get  a manchet ; make  clean  thofe  In- 
ftniments  of  Brafs  I fhew’d  you, and  fet  the  great  Sphere  by  *, 
then  take  the  Fox  tail,  and  purge  the  Books  from  duft  j lalt, 
take  your  Lilly ^ and  get  your  part  ready. 

yind.  Shall  I go  home,  Sir?  my  Wife’s  name  is  Lilly, 
there  my  befl:  part  lies,  Sir. 

Charles.  I mean  your  Grammar , O thou  Dunderhead 
would’ft  thou  be  ever  in  thy  Wife’s  Syntaxis  ? Let  me  have 
no  nolle,  nor  nothing  to  difturb  me  ^ I am  to  find  a fecret. 

And.  So  am  I too;  which  if  I find,  I lhall  makefome 
^mart  for’t C Exeunt. 

And.  Shall  Mailer  Eufiace  have  all  ? 

Bri.  All,  all;  he  knows  how  to  ufe  it,  he’s  a man  bred 
in  the  world,  th’other  i’th’  Heavens.  My  Mailers,  pray 
be  wary,  andferviceablc;  andCoo)^,  feeailyourSawcesbe 
lharp  and  poynant  in  the  palate,  that  they  may  commend 
you  -,  look  to  your  Roall  and  Bak’d  meats  handiomely,  and 
what  new  Kicklhawsand  delicate  made  things  Is  th’ 

Mufick  come .? 

But.  Yes,  Sir,  they’re  here  at  Breakfaft. 

. Bri.  There  will  be  a Mafque  too-,  you  mufl  fee  this  Room 
clean,  and,  Butler,  your  door  open  to  all  good-fellows-,  but 
have  an  eye  to  your  Plate,  for  there  be  Furies ; my  > 

welcome  you  are  for  the  Linen,  fort  it,  and  fee  it  read}  lor 
the  Table,  and  fee  the  Bride-bed  made,  and  look  the  cords 
be  not  cut  afunder  by  the  Gallants  too,  there  be  fuch 
knacks  abroad.  Hark  hither,  Lilly,  to  morrow  niglu  at 
twelve  a clook  I’le  fup  w’ye  : your  husband  fliall  be  fafe, 
rie  fend  ye  meat  too  -,  before  I cannot  well  flip  from  my 
company. 

zAnd.  Will  you  fo,  will  you  fo.  Sir .?  I’le  make  one  to  eat 
it,  1 may  chance  make  you  flagger  too. 

Bn.  No  anfwer,  Lilly} 

Ltl.  One  word  about  the  Linen ; Tie  be  ready,  and  reft 
your  Worfhips  ftill.  1 

And.  And  I’le  reft  w’ye,  you  fhall  fee  what  reft  ’twill  be. 
Are  ye  fo  nimble  ? a man  had  need  have  ten  pair  of  ears  to 
watch  you. 

Bri.  Wait  on  your  Mailer,  for  I know  he  wants  ye,  and 
keep  him  in  his  Study,  that  the  noife  do  not  moleft  him.  1 

will  not  fail  my  Lilly Come  in,  fweet-hcarts,all  to  their 

feveral  duties.  {_Sxemt. 

And.  Are  you  kiffing  ripe,Sir  ? Double  but  my  Farm, and 
kifs  her  till  thy  heart  ake.  Thefe  Smock- vermine,  how 
eagerly  they  leap  at  old  mens  kifles,  they  lick  their  lips  at 
profit,  not  at  pleafure -,  and  if’c  were  not  for  the  feurvy 
name  of  Cuckold,  he  fhould  lie  with  her.  I know  fhe’ll  la- 
bour at  length  with  a good  Lordfhip.  If  he  had  a Wife 
now,  but  that’s  all  one,  I’le  fit  him.  I mufl  up  unto  my 
Mailer,  he’ll  be  mad  with  Study  [Exit. 

ACTUS  III.  SCENA  HI. 

Enter  Charles. 

Char.  What  a noife  is  in  this  houfe  ? my  head  is  broken, 
within  a Parenthefis,  in  every  corner,  as  if  the  Earth  were 
fhaken  with  fome  ftrangeColWft, there  are  ftirsand  motions.  i 
What  Planet  rules  this  houfe'l' 

Enter  Andrew. 

Who’s  there  .? 

And.  ’Tis  I,  Sir,  faithful  Andrew. 

Char.  Come  near,  and  lay  thine  ear  down  hear’ft  no 
noife  ? 

And.  The  Cooks  are  chopping  herbs  and  mince  meat  to 

make  Pies,  and  breaking  Marrow-bones 

Char.  Can  they  fet  them  again  ? 

And.  Yes,  yes,  in  Broths  and  Puddings,  and  they  grow 
ftronger  for  the  ufe  of  any  man.  _ 

Char.  What  fpeaking’s  that  ? lure  there’s  a MafTacre.  . 
And.  Of  Pigsand  Geefe, Sir, and  Turkeys, for  the  fpit.The 

Cooks  are  angry  Sirs,  and  that  makes  up  the  medley. 

Char.  Do  they  thus  at  every  Dinner .?  1 ne’re  mark’d 
them  yet,  nor  know  who  is  a Cook. 

■And.  They’re  fometimes  fober,  and  then  they  beat  as 
gently  as  a Tabor. 

doar.  What  loads  are  thefe?  _ . . , . 

And.  Meat,meat,Sir,  for  the  Kitchen,and  ftinking  Fowls 
the  Tenants  have  fent  in  -,  they’ll  nc’r  be  found  out  at  a gene- 
ral eating;  and  there’s  fat  Venifon,  Sir. 

Char.  What’s  that .?  ^ . 

And.  Why  Deer,  thofe  that  men  fatten  for  their  private 
pleafures,  and  let  their  Tenants  ftarve  upon  the  Commons. 
Cfjar.  I’ve  read  of  Deer,  but  yet  I ne’er  eat  any.  ; 

And.  There’s  a Fifhmongers  boy  with  Caviar , Sir , 

. . Q - Anchoves,  ’ 

AEius  ~ierXiHS.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Lewis,  Angellina,  Sylvia,  Notary. 

Lems.  "l^His  is  the  day,  my  Daughter  AngelUna,t\{t  hap- 
X py,  that  mufl  make  you  a Fortune,  a large  and 
full  one,  my  care  has  wrought  it,  and  yours  muft  be  as  great 
to  entertain  it.  Young  Eufiacc  is  a Gentleman  at  all  points, 
and  his  behaviour  affable  and  courtly,  his  perfon  excellent , 

I know  you  find  that,  I read  it  in  your  eyes,  you  like  his 
youth  •,  young  handfome  people  fhould  be  match’d  together, 
then  follows  handfome  Children,  handfome  fortunes ; the 
moftpartof  his  Father’s  Ellate,  my  Wench,  is  ti’d  in  a 
Jointure,  that  makes  up  the  harmony  ; and  when  ye  are 
married,  he’s  of  that  foft  temper,  and  fo  far  will  be  chain’d 
to  your  obfervance , that  you  may  rule  and  turn  him  as 
you  pleafe.  What,  are  the  Writings  drawn  on  your  fide. 
Sir? 

Not.  They  are,  and  here  1 have  fo  fetter’d  him,  that  if 
the  Elder  Brother  fet  his  hand  to,  not  all  the  power  of  Law 
fhall  e’er  releafe  him. 

Lew.  Thefe  Notaries  are  notable  confident  Knaves,  .and 
able  to  do  more  mifchief  than  an  Army.  Are  all  your  Claufes 
lure  ? 

Not.  Sure  as  proportion  ^ they  may  turn  Rivers  fooner 
than  thefe  Writings. 

Lew.  Why  did  you  not  put  all  the  Lands  in,  Sir  ? 

Not.  ’Twas  not  condition’d ; if  it  had  been  found,  it 
had  been  but  a fault  made  in  the  Writing  *,  if  not  found,  all 
the  Land. 

Lew.  Thefe  are  fmall  Devils,  that  care  not  who  has  mif- 
chief, fo  they  make  if,  they  live  upon  the  meet  fcentof 
diffention.  ’Tiswell,  ’tis  well-,  are  you  contented,  Girl.? 
for  your  will  muft  be  known. 

Ang.  A Husband’s  welcome,  and  as  an  humble  Wife  Tie 
entertain  him ; no  Sovereignty  I aim  at,  ’tis  the  man’s,Sir , 
for  fhe  that  feeks  it,  kills  her  husbands  honour : The  Gen- 
tleman I have  feen,  and  well  obferv’d  him,  yet  find  not  that 
grac’d  excellence  you  promife  *,  a pretty  Gentleman,  and 
he  may  pleafe  too,  and  fome  few  flafhes  I have  heard  come 
from  him,  but  not  to  admiration  as  to  others : He’s  young, 
andmaybegood,yethemuftmakeit,  and  1 may  help,  and 
help  to  thank  himalfo.  It  is  your  pleafure  I fhould  make  him 
mine,  and ’t  has  been  ftill  my  duty  to  obferve  you. 

Lew.  Why  then  let’s  go,  and  1 fhall  love  yourmodefly. 
To  Horfe,  and  bring  the  Coach  out,  Angellina  \ tomorrow 
you  will  look  more  womanly. 

Ang.  So  1 look  honeftly,  I fear  no  eyes.  Sir.  'iSxemt. 

ACTUS  III.  SCENA  II. 

Enter  Brifac,  Andrew,  Cook,  Lilly. 

Brif.  Wait  on  your  Mailer,  he  fhall  have  that  befits 
him. 

And.  No  Inheritance,  Sir  ? 

Bri.  You  fpeak  like  a fool,  a coxcomb  he  fhall  have  an- 
nual means  to  buy  him  Books,  and  find  him  cloathes  and 
meat,  what  would  he  more  ? Trouble  him  with  Land .?  ’tis 
fiat  againfl  his  nature.  I love  him  too^  and  honour  thofe 
gifts  in  him. 
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^ Anchoves,  and  Potargo,  to  make  ye  drink. 

Char.  Sure  thefe  are  modern,  very  modern  meats,  tor  1 
underftand  ’em  not. 

And.  No  more  does  any  man  from  Caca  merda,  or  a lub- 
ftancc  worle,  till  they  be  greas’d  with  Oyl,  and  rubb  d with 
Onions, and  then  flung  out  ofdoors,they  are  rare  Sallads. 

Char.  And  why  is  all  this,  prethee  tell  me,  Andrew^  are 
there  any  Princes  to  dine  here  to  day  ? by  this  abundance 
fure  there  fiiould  be  Princes ; I’ve  read  of  entertainment  for 
the  gods  at  half  this  charge  will  not  fix  Dilhes  fei  ve  ’em  . 
I never  had  but  one,  and  that  a fmall  one.  _ 

And.  Your  Brother’s  marri’d  this  day  *,  he’s  marri  d 
your  younger  Brother  Euftace. 

Cioar.  What  of  that 

Ard.  And  all  the  Friends  about  are  bidden  hither  ^ there  s 
not  a Dog  that  knows  the  houle,  but  comes  too. 

Char.  Marri’d ! to  whom  ? 

Atjd.  Why  to  a dainty  Gentlewoman,  young,  fweet, 
and  modeft. 

char.  Are  there  modeft  women  how  do  they  look . ^ 

Aftd.  O you’ll  blefs  your  felf  to  Ice  them.  He  parts  with  s 
Books,  he  ne’er  did  fo  before  yet. 

Char.  What  does  my  Father  for  ’em  ? 

Afjd.  Gives  all  his  Land,  and  makes  your  Brother  heir. 
^har.  Muft  I have  nothing  ? 

i^tid.  Yes,you  muft  ftudy  ftill,  and  he’ll  maintain  you. 
Char.  I am  his  eldeft  Brother. 

<LAnd.  True,  you  were  fo  \ but  he  has  leap  d o er  your 
flioulders,  Sir. 

Char.  ’Tis  well  ^ he’ll  not  inherit  my  underftanding  too  ? 
And.  I think  not  j he’ll  fcarce  find  Tenants  to  let  it  out 
to. 

Char.  Hark ! hark ! 

And.  The  Coach  that  brings  the  fair  Lady. 

Enter  Lewis,  Angellina,  Ladles,  Notary,  &c. 

And.  Now  you  may  fee  her. 

Otar.  Sure  this  fhould  be  modeft,  but  I do  not  truly  know 
what  women  make  of  it,  Andrew  \ fhe  has  a face  looks  like 
a ftory,  the  ftory  of  the  Heavens  looks  very  like  her. 

And.  She  has  a wide  face  then. 

Char.  She  has  a Cher^bin’s,  cover’d  and  vail’d  with 
modeft  blulhcs  Euftace,  be  happy,  whiles  ^oov  Charles  is 
patient.  Get  me  my  Books  again,  and  come  in  with  me — 

ft  Exennt. 

Enter  Brifac,  Euft:ace,Egrcmont’,  Cowfy,  Miramont. 

Bri.  Welcome,  fweet  Daughter  •,  welcome,  noble  Bro- 
ther^ and  you  are  welcome.  Sir,  with  all  your  Writings  ^ 
Ladys,  moft  welcome : What,  my  angry  Brother  / you 
muft  be  welcome  too,  the  Fcaft  is  flat  elfe. 

eJrliir.  I am  not  come  for  your  welcome,  I expe<ft  none  ^ 

I bring  no  joys  to  blefs  the  l)ed  withall ; nor  Song^  nor 
Mafques  to  glorifie  the  Nuptials , 1 bring  an  angry  mind  to 
fee  your  folly,a  ftiarp  one  too,to  reprehend  you  for  it. 

Bri.  You’ll  ftay  and  dine  though. 

Mrr.  All  your  meat  fmells  mufty,  your  Table  will  ftiew 
nothing  to  content  me. 

Bri.  Tie  anfwer  you  here’s  good  meat. 

A/ir.  But  your  fauce  is  feurvie,  it  is  not  fcafon’d  with  the 
iharpnefs  of  diftretion. 

Snft.  It  feems  your  anger  is  at  me,  dear  Uncle. 
zJhfir,  Thou  art  not  worth  my  anger,  th’arta  Boy,  a 
lump  o’thy  Father’s  lightnefs,  made  of  nothing  but  antick 
cloathes  and  cringes-,  look  in  thy  head,  and ’twill  appear 
a foot-ball  full  of  fumes  and  rotten  fmoke.  Lady,l  pity  you  ^ 
you  are  a handfome  and  a fweet  young  Lady,  and  ought  to 
i have  a handfom  man  yok’d  t’ye,an  underftanding  too, this  is 
j a Gimcrack,  that  can  get  nothing  but  new  falhions  on  you  ; 
lor  fay  he  have  a thing  lhap’d  like  a child,  ’twill  cither 
prove  a Tumbler  or  a Tailor* 

Enft.  Thefe  are  but  harlh  words.  Unde. 
ftJhdir.  So  I mean  ’em.  Sir,  you  play  harflier  play  w’your 
cider  Brother. 


Enft.  I would  be  loth  to  give  you.  I . . 

Mir.  Do  not  venture,  I’le  make  your  wedding  deaths  fit 
clofer  t’ye  then  *,  I but  difturb  you.  Tie  go  fee  my  Nephew. 

Lew.  Pray  take  a piece  of  Rofemary. 

Tie  wear  it,  but  for  the  Ladys  fake,  and  nbne  of 
yours  5 may  be  Tie  lee  your  Table  too. 

Bn.  Pray  do.  Sir. 

An^.  A mad  old  Gentleman. 

BrC  Yes  faith,  fweet  Daughter,  he  has  been  thus  his 
wlioleage,  to  my  knowledge  j he  has  made  his  Heir, 

I know  that  certainly  i then  why  Ihould  he  grudge  Euflace 
any  thing  ? 

Ang.  1 would  not  have  a light  head,  nor  one  laden  with 
too  much  learning,  as,  they  fay,  this  ^ is,  that  makes 
his  Book  his  Miftris  ^ Sure  there’s  fomething  hid  in  this  old 
man’s  anger,  that  declares  him  not  a meer  lot. 

Bri.  Come,  lhall  we  go  and  leal,  Brother  i all  things  are 
ready,  and  the  Prieft  ishere.  When  Charles  has  fet  his  hand 
unto  the  Writings,  as  he  lhall  inftantly,  then  to  the  Wed* 
ding,  and  fo  to  dinner. 

Lew.  Come,  let’s  feal  the  Book  firft  for  my  Daughters 
Jointure. 

Bn.  Let’s  be  private  in’t.  Sir.  [^E.xeunt. 

ACTUS  III.  SCENA  IV. 

Enter  Charles,  Miramont,  Andrew. 

A'ftr.  Nay,  y’are  undone. 

Char.  Hum. 

Mtr.  Ha’ye  no  greater  feeling  ? 

And.  You  were  fenlible  of  the  great  Book,  Sir,  when  it 
fell  on  your  head,  and  now  the  houfc  is  ready  to  fall,  do  you 
fear  nothing  ? 

Char.  Will  he  have  my  Books  too. 

Mtr.  No,  he  has  a Book,  a fair  one  too,  to  read  on,  and 
read  wonders ; I would  thou  hadft  her  in  thy  Study,  Ne- 
phew, and ’t were  but  to  new  firing  her. 

Char.  Yes,  I faw  her,  and  me  thought ’twas  a curious 
piece  of  Learning , handfomely  bound , and  of  a dainty 
Letter. 

And.  He  flung  away  his  Book. 

Altr.  I like  that  in  him  would  he  had  flung  away  his 
dulnefs  too,  and  fpoke  to  her. 

Char.  And  muft  my  Brother  have  all } 

Mtr.  All  that  your  Father  has. 

Char.  And  that  fair  woman  too  ? 

Mtr.  That  woman  alfo. 

Char.  He  has  enough  then.  May  I not  fee  her  fometimes, 
and  call  her  Sifter  ? I will  do  him  no  wrong. 

eALr.  This  makes  me  mad,  1 could  now  cry  for  anger  ; 
thefe  old  Fools  are  the  moft  ftubborn  and  the  wiJfulleft  Cox- 
combs ■,  Farewell,  and  fall  to  your  Book,  forget  your  Bro- 
ther : you  are  my  Heir,  and  Tie  provide  y’a  Wife : Pic 
look  upon  this  marriage, though  I hate  it.  [Exit. 

Enter  Brifac. 

Bri.  Where  is  my  Son  ? 

And.  There,  Sir,  calling  a Figure  what  chopping  chil- 
dren his  Brother  lhall  have. 

Bri.  He  does  well.  How  do’ft,Cfc4r/«  ? ftill  at  thy  Book  ? 

And.  He’s  ftudying  now,  Sir,  who  lhall  be  his  Father. 

Bri.  Peace,  you  rude  Knave Come  hither,  Charles, 

be  merry. 

Ci^  ar.  I thank  you,  I am  bufie  at  my  Book,  Sir. 

Bri.  You  muft  put  your  hand,  my  Charles,  as  I would 
have  you,  unto  a little  piece  of  Parchment  here : only  your 
name  •,  you  wtite  a reafonable  hand. 

Char.  But  I may  do  unreafonably  to  write  it.  What  is 
it.  Sir  ? 

Bri.  Topafs  the  Land  1 have.  Sir,  unto  your  younger 
Brother. 

Char.  Is’t  no  more  ? 

.ffn.No,no,  ’tis  nothing-.you  lliall  be  provided  for, and  new 
Books  you  lhall  have  ftill , and  new  Studies,  and  have  your 

means 
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means  brought  in  without  thy  care,  Boy,  and  one  ftill  to 
attend  you. 

This  (hews  your  love.  Father. 

Bri.  I’m  tender  to  you. 
ty4nd.  Like  a ftone,  I take  it. 

Char.  Why  Father,  I’ll  go  down,  an’t  pleafe  you  let 
me,  becaufe  I’d  fee  the  thing  they  call  the  Gentlewoman  ^ 

I fee  no  Woman  but  through  contemplation,  and  there  I’ll 
do’t  before  the  company,  and  wifh  my  Brother  fortune. 

Bri.  Do,  Iprethee. 

Char.  I mufl  not  flay,  for  I have  things  above  require  my 
fludy. 

Bri.  No,  thou  fhalt  not  flay  •,  thou  fhalt  have  a brave 
dinner  too. 

And.  Now  has  he  o’erthrown  himfelf  for  ever ; I will 
down  into  the  Cellar,  and  be  flark  drunk  for  anger.  {E-xeant. 

ACTUS  III.  SCENAV. 

Enter  Lewis,  Angellina,  Euflace,  Prieft,  Ladies,  Cowfy, 
Notary,  and  Miramont. 

Come,  let  him  bring  his  Sons  hand,  and  all’s  done, 
s your’s  ready  ? 

Pri.  Yes,  I’ll  difpatch  ye  prefently,  immediately,  for 
in  truth  I am  a hungry. 

£«/?.  Do,  fpeak  apace,  for  we  believe  exadly : do  not 
we  flay  long,  Miflrefs  ? 

Ang.  I find  no  fault,  better  things  well  done,  than  want 
time  to  do  them.  Uncle,  why  are  you  fad  ? 

Mir.  Sweet  fmelling  bloflbm,  would  I were  thine  Unde 
to  thine  own  content , I’d  make  thy  Husband’s  flate  a 
thoufand  better,  a yearly  thoufand.  Thou  hall  mill  a man, 
(but  that  he  is  addided  to  his  fludy,  and  knows  no  other 
Vlillrefs  than  his  mind)  would  weigh  down  bundles  of  thefe 
empty  kexes. 

Ang.  Can  he  fpeak.  Sir? 

<!jddtr.  Faith  yes,  but  not  to  Women ; his  language  is 
to  Heaven,  and  heavenly  wonder  *,  to  Nature,  and  her  dark 
and  fecret  caufes. 

Ang.  And  does  he  fpeak  well  there  ? 
eJMir.  O admirably ! but  he’s  too  bafhful  to  behold  a 
Woman,  there’s  none  that  fees  him,  aud  he  troubles  none. 
Ang.  He  is  a man. 

Mir.  Faith  yes,  and  a dear  fweet  fpirit. 

Ang.  Then  converfation  me  thinks 

Mir.  So  think  I ^ but  it  is  his  rugged  Fate , and  fo  I 
leave  you. 

Ang.  I like  thy  noblenefs. 

£«/.  See  my  mad  Uncle  is  courting  my  fair  Miflrefs. 

Lew.  Let  him  alone-,  there’s  nothing  that  allays  an  an- 
gry mind  fo  foon  as  a fweet  Beauty : he’ll  come  to  us. 

Enter  Brifac,  and  Charles. 

Eafi.  My  Father’s  here,  my  Brother  too ! that’s  a won- 
der, broke  like  a Spirit  from  his  Cell. 

Bri.  Come  hither , come  nearer,  Charles ; ’twas  your 
defire  to  fee  my  noble  Daughter,  and  the  company,  and 
give  your  Brother  joy,  and  then  to  Seal,  Boy  j you  do,  like 
a good  Brother. 

Lew.  Marry  does  he,  and  he  fhall  have  my  love  for  ever 
for’t.  Put  to  your  hand  now. 

Not.  Here’s  the  Deed,  Sir,  ready. 

Char.  No,  you  mufl  pardon  me  a while,  I tell  ye,  I am 
in  contemplation,  do  not  trouble  me. 

'Bri.  Come,  leave  thy  Study,  Charles. 

Char.  I’ll  leave  my  life  firfl^  1 fludy  now  to  be  a man, 
I’ve  found  it.  Before  what  Man  was,  was  but  my  Argument. 

Mir.  I like  this  befl  of  all,  he  has  taken  fire^  his  dull 
mill  flies  away. 

Eufi.  Will  you  write,  Brother  ? 

Char.  No,  Brother,  no  -,  I have  no  time  for  podr  things. 
I’m  taking  the  height  of  that  bright  Conflellation. 

"Bri.  I fay  you  trifle  time.  Son. 

Char.  I will  hot  feal,  Sir  I am  your  Eldefl,  and  I’ll  keep 


my  Birth-right,  for  Heaven  forbid  I fhoU Id  become  exam- 
ple; Had  y’only  fhew’d  me  Land,  I had  deliver’d  it,  and 
been  a proud  man  to  have  parted  with  it  j ’tis  dirt,  and  la- 
bour. Do  I fpeak  right.  Unde  ? 

Mir.  Bravely,  my  Boy,  and  blefs  thy  tongue. 

Char.  I’ll  forward:  but  you  have  open’d  tome  fuch  a 
treafore,  I find  my  mind  free  ^ Heaven  aired  my  fortune. 
Mir.  Can  he  fpeak  now  ? Is  this  a fon  to  facnfice  ? 

Char.  Such  an  inimitable  piece  of  Beauty,  that  I have 
ftudied  long,  and  now  found  only,  that  I’ll  part  fooner  with 
my  foul  ofReafon,  and  be  a Plant,  a Beall,  aFilh,  a Flie, 
and  only  make  the  number  of  things  up,  than  yield  to  one 
foot  of  Land,  ifflie  be  ti’d  to’t. 

Lew.  He  fpeaks  unhappily. 

Ang.  And  raethinks  bravely.  This  the  meer  Scholar? 

Eujl.  You  but  vex  your  felf,  Brother,  and  vex  your 
fludy  too. 

Char.  Go  you  and  fludy,  for  ’tis  time,  young  Euflace 
you  want  both  man  and  manners  I’ve  Ihidy’d  both,  al- 
though I made  no  fhew  on’t.  Go  turn  the  Volumes  over 
I have  read,  eat  and  digefl  them,  that  they  may  grow  in 
thee  ; wear  out  the  tedious  night  with  thy  dim  Lamp,  and 
fooner  lofe  the  day,  than  leave  a doubt.  Diftil  the  fweet- 
nefs  from  the  Poets  Spring,  and  learn  to  love-,  thou 
know’ll  not  what  fair  is : Traverfe  the  flories  of  the  great 
Heroes,  the  wife  and  civil  lives  of  good  men  walk  through  ^ 
thou  hafl  feen  nothing  but  the  face  of  Country's,  and  brought 
home  nothing  but  their  empty  words : why  fhouldfl  tnou 
wear  a Jewel  of  this  worth,  that  hafl  no  worth  within  thee 
to  preferve  her  ? 

Beauty  clear  and  fair. 

Where  the  Air 

Rather  like  a perfume  dwells. 

Where  the  P^iolet  and  the  Rofe 
The  blew  Veins  in  blujh  dijclofe, 

And  come  to  honour  nothing  elfe. 

Where  to  live  near. 

And  planted  there. 

Is  to  live,  and  ft  ill  live  new 
Where  to  gain  a favour  is 
More  than  light,  perpetual  bltft, 

Make  me  live  by  ferving you'. 

Dear  again  bacl^  recall 
To  this  light, 

A ft  ranger  to  himfelf  and  all  y 
Both  the  wonder  and  the  ftory 
Shall  be  yours,  and  eke  the  glory  { 

I am  your  fervant  and  your  thrall. 

Mir.  Speak  fuch  another  Ode,  and  take  all  yet.  What 
fay  ye  to  the  Scholar  now  ? 

Ang.  I wonder  -,  is  he  your  Brother,  Sir  ? 

Euft.  Yes,  would  he  were  buried  y I fear  he’ll  make  an 
Afs  of  me  a younger. 

Ang.  Speak  not  fo  foftly.  Sir,  ’tis  very  likely. 

Bn.  Come,  leave  your  finical  talk,  and  let’s  difpatch, 
Charles. 

Char.  Difpatch,  what? 

Bri.  Why  the  Land. 

Char.  You  are  deceiv’d,  Sir.  Now  I perceive  what  ’tis 
that  wooes  a woman,  and  what  maintains  her  when  flic’s 
woo’d : I’ll  flop  here.  A wilful  poverty  ne’er  made  a 
Beauty,nor  want  of  means  maintain’d  it  vertuoufly : though 
land  and  moneys  be  no  happinefs,  yet  they  are  counted 
good  additions.  That  ufe  I’ll  make  y he  that  neglefls  a 
blefling,  though  he  want  a prefent  knowledge  how  to  ule 
it,  negledls  himfelf.  May  be  I have  done  you  wrong.  La- 
dy, whofo  love  and  hope  went  hand  in  hand  together; 
may  be  my  Brother,  that  has  long  expelled  the  happy  hour, 
and  blefs’d  my  ignorance  -,  pray  give  me  leave.  Sir,  I fhall 
clear  all  doubts  -,  why  did  they  fnew  me  you  ? pray  tell.me 
-that-? ...  - Q,  ^ 
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{Mir.  He’ll  talk  thee  into  a penfion  for  thy  knavery.) 
Char.  You,  happy  you,  why  did  you  break  unto  me  ? 
The  Rofie  fugred  morn  ne’er  broke  fo  fweetly  : I am  a man, 
and  have  delires  within  me,  affedions  too,  though  they 
were  drown’d  a while,and  lay  dead,  till  the  Spring  of  beau- 
ty rais’d  them ; till  1 faw  thofe  eyes,  I was  but  a lump,  a 
chaos  of  confufcdnefs  dwelt  in  me*,  then  from  thofe  eyes 
Ihot  Love , and  he  diftinguilli’d,  and  into  form  he  drew 
my  faculties  ^ and  now  I know  my  Land,  and  now  I love 
too. 

Bri.  VVe  had  bell  remove  the  Maid. 

Char.  It  is  too  late.  Sir.  I have  her  figure  here.  Nay 
frown  not,  Sitfiace^  there  are  lefs  worthy  Souls  for  younger 
Brothers  ^ this  is  no  form  of  Silk,  but  Sandity,  which  wild 
lafcivious  hearts  can  never  dignifie.  Remove  her  where 
you  will,  I walk  along  ftill,  for,  like  the  light,  we  make 
no  feparation  *,  you  may  fooner  part  the  Billows  of  the  Sea, 
and  put  a barr  betwixt  their  fellowfhips,  than  blot  out  my 
remembrance*,  fooner  Ihut  old  Time  into  a Den,  and  flay 
his  motion,  walh  off  the  fwift  hours  from  his  downy  wings, 
or  Real  Eternity  to  Hop  his  glafs,  than  (hut  the  fweet  Idea 
I have  in  me.  Room  for  an  Elder  Brother,  pray  give 
place,  Sir. 

U^/ir.  H’as  lludied  duel  too  *,  take  heed,  he’ll  beat  thee. 
H’as  frighted  the  old  Jullice  into  a Feaver  •,  I hope  he’ll  dif 
inherit  him  too  for  an  Afs^  for  though  he  be  grave  with 
years,  he’s  a great  Baby.  | 

Char.  Do  not  you  think  me  mad  ? 

No  certain.  Sir,  I have  heard  nothing  from  you 
but  things  excellent. 

Char.  You  look  upon  my  cloaths,  and  laugh  at  me,  my 
feurvy  cloaths  / 

Ang.  They  have  rich  linings.  Sir.  I would  your  Bro- 
ther   

Char.  His  are  gold  and  gawdie. 

Ang.  But  touch  ’em  inwardly,  they  fmell  of  Copper. 

Char.  Can  ye  love  me  ? lam  an  Heir,  fweet  Lady,  how 
ever  I appear  a poor  dependent  *,  love  you  with  honour,  I 
flialllove  fo  ever.  Is  your  eye  ambitious?  I may  be ’a 
great  man  ^ is’t  wealth  or  lands  you  covet?  my  Father 
mull  die. 

Alir.  That  was  well  put  in,  I hope  he’ll  take  it  deeply. 
Ch.vr.  Old  men  are  not  immortal,  as  I take  it  *,  is  it  you 
look  for,  youth  and  handfomnefs?  I do  confefs  my  Bro- 
ther’s a handfome  Gentleman,  but  he  fliall  give  me  leave 
to  lead  the  way.  Lady.  Can  you  love  for  love,  and  make 
that  the  reward  f The  old  man  fliall  not  love  his  heaps  of 
Gold  with  a more  doting  fuperRition,  thanl’le  love  you. 
The  young  man  his  delights,the  Merchant,when  he  ploughs 
the  angry  Sea  up,  and  fees  the  mountain  billows  falling  on 
him, as  if  all  the  Elements,  and  all  their  angers,  were  turn’d 
into  one  vow’d  deftrudlion  fliall  not  with  greater  joy 
embrace  his  fafety.  We’ll  live  together  like  two  wanton 
V’ines,  circling  our  fouls  and  loves  in  one  another,  we’ll 
l|)ring  togethcr,and  we’ll  bear  one  fruit ; one  joy  fliall  make 
us  fniile,  and  one  grief  mourns  one  age  go  with  us,  and 
one  hour  of  death  fliall  fliut  our  eyes,  and  one  grave  make 
us  happy. 

Ang.  And  one  hand  leal  the  Match,  I’m  yours  for  ever. 
Lew.  Nay,  flay,  llay.  Hay. 

Ang.  Nay  certainly,  ’lis  done,  Sir. 

'Bri.  There  was  a contradb. 

Ang.  Only  conditional,  that  if  he  had  the  Land,  he  had 
my  love  too;  this  Gentleman’s  the  Heir,  and  he’ll  main- 
tain it.  Pray  be  not  angry.  Sir,  at  what  I fay*,  or  if  you 
be,  ’tis  at  your  own  adventure.  You  have  the  out-fide  of 
a pretty  Gentleman,  but  by  my  troth  your  infide  is  but  bar- 
ren;, ’tis  not  a face  1 only  am  in  love  with,  nor  will  I fay 
your  face  is  excellent,  a reafonable  hunting  face  to  court 
the  wind  with  i nor  they’re  not  words,  unlefs  they  be  well 
plac’d  too,  nor  your  fweet  Dam-mes,  nor  your  hired 
Verfes,  nor  telling  me  of  Clothes,  nor  Coach  and  Horfes, 
no  nor  your  vifits  each  day  in  new  Suits,  nor  your  black 
Patches  you  wear  varioufly,  feme  cut  like  Stars,  fomc  in 


Half  moons,  fome  Lozenges,  (all  which  but  Ihew  you  Hill 
a younger  Brother.) 

Mir.  Gramercy,  Wench,  thou  hall  a noble  Soul  too. 
Ang.  Nor  your  long  travels,  nor  your  little  knowdedge, 
can  make  me  doat  upon  you.  Faith  go  Iludy,  and  glean 
fome  goodnefs,  that  you  may  fliew  manly;  your  Brother 
atmyfuitl’m  fure  will  teach  you*,  or  only  ftudy  how  to 
get  a Wife,  Sir.  Y’are  call  far  behind,  ’tis  good  youfhould 
be  melancholy,  itfliewslike  a GameHerthat  had  loll  his 
mony ; and  ’tis  the  fafliion  to  wear  your  arm  in  a skarf,  Sir, 
for  you^  have  had  a Ihrewd  cut  o’er  the  fingers. 

Lew.  But  are  y’in  earneft  ? 

Aag.  Yes,  believe  me.  Father,  you  fliall  ne’er  choolc  for 
me;  y’are  old  and  dim.  Sir,  and  th’  fliadow  of  the  earth 
Eclips’d  your  judgment.  Y’have  had  your  time  without 
control,  dear  Father,  and  you  inuH  give  me  leave  to  take 
mine  now,  Sir. 

Bri.  This  is  the  laH  time  of  asking,  will  you  fet  your 
hand  to? 

Char.  This  is  the  lafl  time  of  anfw'ering,  I will  never. 

Bn.  Out  of  my  doors. 

Char.  Molt  willingly. 

Mir.  He  fliall,  Jew,  thou  of  the  Tribe  of  Afanyajfes., 
Coxcomb,  and  never  trouble  thee  more  till  thy  chops  be 
cold,  fool. 

Ang.  Mull  I be  gone  too  ? 

Lew.  I will  never  know  thee. 

Ang.  Then  this  man  will;  what  Fortune  he  fliall  run, 
Father,  be’tgood  or  bad,  I mult  partake  it  with  him. 

Enter  Egremoiit. 

Egre.  When  fliall  the  Mafquc  begin  ? 

Eafl.  ’Tis  done  already*,  all,  all  is  broken  off,  I am  un- 
done, Friend,  my  Brother’s  wife  again,  and  haslpoil’dall, 
will  not  releafe  the  Land,  has  won  the  Wench  too. 

Sgre.  Could  he  not  Hay  till  the  Mafque  was  pall  ? w’are 
ready.  What  a feurvy  trick’s  this? 

Mtr.  Oyou  may  vanifli,  perform  it  at  fome  Hall,  where 
the  Citizens  Wives  may  fee’t  for  Six  pence  a piece,  and  a 
cold  Supper.  Come , let’s  go , (diaries.  And  now,  my 
noble  Daughter,  I’le  fell  the  Tiles  of  my  Houle,  e’rethou 
flialt  want.  Wench.  Rate  up  your  Dinner,  Sir,  and  fell 
it  cheap : fome  younger  Brother  will  take’t  up  in  Commo- 
dities. Send  you  joy.  Nephew  Eaftace  *,  if  you  Hudy  the 
Law,  keep  your  great  Pippin  pies,  they’ll  go  far  with  ye. 
Char.  I’d  have  your  blcfling. 

Bri.  No,  no,  meet  me  no  more.  Farewcl,  thou  wilt 
blaH  mine  eyes  elfe. 

Char.  I will  not. 

Lew.  Nor  fend  not  you  for  Gowns. 

An£.  I’ll  wear  courfe  Flannel  firH. 

Bri.  Come,  let’s  go  take  fome  counfel. 

Lew.  ’Tis  too  late. 

Bri.  Then  Hay  and  dine ; it  may  be  we  fliall  vex ’em. 

\_Exeitnt. 


ABhs  OjiaYtm.  Scena  Prima. 


Enter  Brifac,  EuHace,  Egremont,  Cowfy. 

Brtfac,  X 1 E’er  talk  to  me,  you  arc  no  men  but  Mafquers ; 

fliapes,  fliadows,  and  the  figns  of  men,  Court 
bubbles,  that  every  breath  or  breaks  or  blows  away.  You 
have  no  fouls,  no  metal  in  your  bloods,  no  heat  to  Hir  yc 
when  ye  have  occafion : frozen  dull  things,  that  muH  be 
turn’d  W'ith  Leavers.  Are  you  the  Courtiers,  and  the 
travell’d  Gallants  ? the  fpritcly  Fellows  that  the  people  talk 
of  Ye  have  no  more  fpirit  than  three  fleepy  fopcs. 

Enft.  W hat  would  ye  have  me  do,  Sir  ? 

Bri.  Follow  your  Brother,  and  get  yc  out  of  doors,  and 
feek  your  Fortune.  Stand  Hill  becalm’d,  and  let  an  aged 
Doiard,  a hair-brain’d  Puppy,  and  a Bookilh  Boy,  that 

never 


The  Elder  Brother* 


1 1 


never  knew  a Blade  above  a Pen-knife,  and  how  to  cut 
his  meat  in  Charaders,  crofs  my  delign^  and  take  thine  own 
Wench  from  thee,  in  mine  own  houfe  too  ? Thou  defpis’d 
poor  fellow ! 

Enfi.  The  reverence  that  I ever  bare  to  you,  Sir,  then 
to  my  Uncle,  with  whom ’t  had  been  but  fawcinefs  t’  have 
been  fo  rough 


7 


Egre.  And  we  not  feeing  him  drive  in  his  own  caufe, 
that  was  principal,  and  fhould  have  led  us  on,  thought  it  ill 
manners  to  begin  a quarrel  here. 

Bri.  You  dare  do  nothing.  Do  you  make  your  care  the 
excufe  of  your  Cowardife  ? Three  Boys  on  Hobby-horfes, 
with  three  penny  Halberds,  would  beat  you  all. 

Cow.  You  mult  not  fay  lo. 

'Bri.  Yes,  and  fing  it  too. 

Cow.  You  are  a man  of  peace,  therefore  we  mull  give 
way. 

Bri.  ril  make  my  way,  and  therefore  quickly  leave  me, 
or  I’ll  force  you  ^ and  having  firft  torn  off  your  flanting 
feathers,  Pll  trample  on  ’em  *,  and  if  that  cannot  teach  you 
to  quit  my  houfe  I’ll,  kick  ye  out  of  my  gates ; you  gawdy 
Glow-worms,  carrying  feeming  fire,  yet  have  no  heat  with- 


ACTUS  IV.  SCENA  II. 


in  ye. 


Cow.  O bled  travel ! how  much  we  owe  thee  for  our 
power  to  fuller  ? 

Egre.  Some  fplenetive  Youths  now,  that  had  never  feen 
more  than  thy  Country  fmoak,  will  grow  in  choler  ^ it 
would  Ihew  fine  in  us. 

Eufi.  Yes  marry  would  it,  that  are  prime  Courtiers,  and 
mud  know  no  angers,  but  give  thanks  for  our  injuries,  if 
we  purpofe  to  hold  our  places. 

Bri.  Will  you  find  the  door?  and  find  it  fuddenly .?  you 
lhall  lead  the  way.  Sir,  with  your  perfum’d  retinue,  and 
recover  the  now  lod  Angellinay  or  build  on  it , I will  adopt 
fome  beggar’s  doubtful  ilTue,  before  thou  flialt  inherit. 

Eufl.  We’ll  to  counfel,  and  Vvhat  may  be  done  by  man’s 
wit  or  valour,  we’ll  put  in  Execution. 

Bri.  Do,  or  never  hope  I fliall  know  thee.  \_Exemt. 


Enter  Lewis. 


Lew.  O Sir,  have  I found  you  ? 

Bri.  I never  hid  my  felf  •,  whence  flows  this  fury,  with 
which,  as  it  appears,  you  come  to  fright  me  ? 

Lew.  I fmella  plot,  meer  confpiracy  amongd  ye  all  to 
defeat  me  of  my  Daughter ; and  if  file  be  not  fuddenly  de- 
liver’d, untainted  in  her  reputation  too,  the  bed  of  France 
lhall  know  how  I am  jugled  with.  She  is  my  Heir,  an  i if 
Ihe  may  be  ravilh’d  thus  from  my  care,  farewel  Nobility  •, 
Honour  and  Blood  are  meer  negleded  nothings. 

Bri.  Nay  then,  my  Lord,  you  go  too  far,  and  tax  him, 
whofe  innocency  underdands  not  what  fear  is.  If  your 
uncondant  Daughter  will  not  dwell  on  certainties,  mud 
you  thenceforth  conclude  that  I am  fickle  ? what  have  I 
omitted,  to  make  good  my  integrity  and  truth  ? nor  can 
her  lightnefs,  nor  your  fuppofition,  cad  an  afperfion  on  me. 

Lew.  I am  wounded  in  fad,  nor  can  words  cure  it ; do 
not  trifle,  but  fpeedily,  once  more  I do  repeat  it,  redore 
my  Daughter  as  I brought  her  hither,  or  you  lhall  hear 
from  me  in  fuch  a kind,  as  you  will  blulh  to  anfwer. 

Bri.  All  the  wiorld,  I think,  confpires  to  vex  me,  yet  I 
will  not  torment  my  felf;  fome  fprightful  mirth  mud  ba- 
nifh  the  rage  and  melancholy  which  hath  almodchoak’d  me; 
t’  a knowing  man  ’tis  Phyfick,  and  ’tis  thought  on  •,  one 
merry  hour  I’ll  have  in  fpight  of  Fortune,  to  chear  my 
heart,  and  this  is  that  appointed  ^ this  night  I’ll  hug  my 
Lilly  in  mine  arms,  provocatives  are  fent  before  to  chear 
me,  we  old  men  need  ’em , and  though  we  pay  dear  for 
our  doln  pleafures,  fo  it  be  done  fecurely,  the  charge  much 
like  a fliarp  fauce,  gives  ’em  relilh.  Well,  honed  Andrew-, 
I gave  you  a Farm , and  it  lhall  have  a Beacon,  to  give 
warning  to  my  other  Tenants  when  the  Foe  approaches-, 
and  prefently,  you  being  bedowed  elfe-where,  I’legraffit 
with  dexterity  on  your  forehead  indeed  I will,  Lilly.,  I 
come,  poor  Andrew. 


Enter  Miramont,  Andrew. 

eJHir.  Do  they  chafe|-'  roundly  ? 

And.  As  they  were  rubb’d  with  Soap,  Sir,  and  now  they 
fwear  aloud,  now  calm  again  • like  a Ring  of  Bells,  whofe 
found  the  wind  dill  alters,  and  then  they  fit  in  counfel  what 
to  do,  and  then  they  jar  again  what  fhall  be  done  they 
talk  of  Warrants  from  the  Parliament,  Complaints  to  the 
King,  and  Forces  from  the  Province  ^ they  have  a thoufand 
heads  in  a thoufand  minutes,  yet  ne’er  a one  head  worth  a 
head  of  Garlick. 

tJMir.  Long  may  they  chafe,  and  long  may  we  laugh  at 
em ; a couple  of  pure  Puppies  yok’d  together.  But  what 
fayes  the  young  Courtier  Mafter  Eiifiace  ■,  and  his  two 
warlike  Friends  ? 

cyi'nd.  They  fay  but  little,  how  much  they  think  I know 
not  they  look  ruefully,  as  if  they  had  newly  come  from  a 
vaulting  houfe, and  had  been  quite  fhot  through  ’tw-een  wind 
and  water  by  a fhe  Dunkirk.^.,  and  had  fprung  a Leak,  Sir. 
Certain  my  Mader  was  to  blame. 

<iJF/ir.  Why,  Andrew  ? 

tAnd.  To  take  away  the  Wench  o’th’  fudden  from  him, 
and  give  him  no  lawful  warning  ^ he  is  tender,  and  of  a 
young  Girls  conditution,  Sir,  ready  to  get  the  Green  fick- 
nefs  with  conceit.  Had  he  but  ta’ne  his  leave  in  availing 
Language,  or  bought  an  Elegy  ofhiscondolement,  that  the 
world  might  have  ta’ne  notice,  he  had  been  an  Afs,  ’t  had 
been  fome  favour. 

tJAtr.  Thou  fay’d  true,  wife  Andrew ; but  thefe  Scholars 
are  fuch  things,  when  they  can  prattle. 

And.  And  very  R^ous  things.  Sir. 

Mir.  And  when^J^^i  the  liberty  to  didinguifh  the  dif- 
ference ’twixt  a Father  and  a Fool,  to  look  below,  and  fpie  a 
younger  Brother  pruning  up, and  drefling  up  his  expedations 
in  a rare  glafs  of  beauty,  too  good  for  him thofe  dreaming 
Scholars  then  turn  Tyrants,  Andrew,  and  fhew  no  mercy. 
And.  The  more’s  the  pity.  Sir. 

Mir.  Thou  told’d  me  of  a trick  to  catch  my  Brother, and 
anger  him  a little  farther,  Andrew.  It  fhall  be  only  anger,  I 
affurethee,  and  little  fhame. 

And.  And  I can  fit  you.  Sir.  Hark  in  your  car. 

Mir.  Thy  Wife.^ 

And.  So  I affure  ye ; this  night  at  twelve  a clock. 

AFir.  ’Tis  neat  and  handfome ; there  are  twenty  Crowns 
due  to  thy  projeft,  Andrew'.,  I’vetimeto  vifit  and 

fee  whatLe(fture  he  reads  to  his  Midris.  That  done,  I’le 
not  fail  to  be  with  you. 

zAnd.  Nor  I to  watch  my  mader f E.xeunto 


ACTUS  IV.  SCENA  III. 


Enter  Angellia,  Sylvia,  with  a Taper. 
zAng.  I’m  worfe  than  e’er  I was ; for  now  I fear,  that 


that  I love,  that  that  I only  dote  on  he  follows  me  through 
every  room  I pafs,  and  with  a drong  fet  eye  he  gazes  on  me, 
as  ifhisfpark  of  innocence  wejre  blowm  into  a flame  oflud. 
Virtue  defend  me.  His  Uncle  too  is  abfent,  and  ’tis  night 

and  what  thefe  opportunities  may  teach  him What 

fear  and  endlefs  care  ’tis  to  be  honed ! to  be  a Maid  what 
mifery  , what  mifehief  / V\  ould  I were  rid  of  it,  fo  it 
were  fairly. 

Syl.  You  need  not  fear  that,  will  you  be  a child  dill  ? 
follows  you,  but  dill  to  look  upon  you 


He 

or  if  he  did  defirc  tO 

lie  with  yc,  ’tis  but  your  own  defire,  you  love  for  that  end  *, 

I’le  lay  my  life,  if  he  were  now  a bed  w’ye,  he  is  fo  moded, 
he  w'ould  fall  afleep  draight. 

Ang.  Dare  you  venture  that? 

Syl.  Let  him  confent,  and  have  at  ye  I fea*  him  not,  he 
knows  not  what  a woman  is,  nor  how  to  find  the  mydery 
iTien  aim  at.  Are  you  afraid  of  your  own  fhadow,  Madam  ?£^  ^ 
Ang.  He  follows  dill, yet  with  a fober  face ; would  I might 
know  the  v‘?0rd,  add  then  I were  fatisfied.  I 




Jig  ^ The  Elder  Brother. 

ISyl.  Ye  may  both, and  let  him  but  go  with  ye. 

Char.  Why  do  you  flie  me  ? what  have  I fo  ill  about  me, 
or  within  me,  to  deferve  it  ? 

tiAng.  I am  going  to  bed,  Sir.  • 

(^ar.  And  lam  come  to  light  ye;  lamaMaid,  and’tis 
a Maidens  office. 

Ang.  You  may  have  me  to  bed.  Sir, without  a fcruple,and 
yet  1 am  chary  too  who  comes  about  me.  Two  Innocents 
ffiould  not  fear  one  another. 

Syl.  The  Gentleman  fays  true*  Pluck  up  your  heart , 
Madam.  _ ' 

Char.  The  glorious  Sun  both  riling  and  declining  we  bold- 
ly look  upon  •,  even  then,  fweet  Lady,  when,  like  a modeft 
Bride,  he  draws  nights  curtains,  even  then  he  bluffies,  that 
men  ffiould  behold  him. 

Aiig.  I fear  he  will  perfwade  me  to  miftake  him. 

Syl.  ’Tis  eafily  done,  ifyou  will  give  your  mind  to’t. 

Afig.  Pray  ye  to  your  bed. 

Char.  Why  not  to  yours,  dear  Miftris?  one  heart  and 
one  bed. 

Avg.  True,  Sir,  when  ’tis  lawful : but  yet  you  know 

Char.  I would  not  know,  forget  it;  thofe  arebutlickly 
loves  that  hang  on  Ceremonies,  nurs’d  up  with  doubts  and 
fears  •,  ours  high  and  healthful,  full  of  belief,  and  fit  to 
teach  the  Priefl ; Love  ffiall  feal  firft,  then  hands  confirm 
the  bargain. 

Ang.  I ffiall  be  a Heretick  if  this  continue.  What  would 
you  do  a bed  ? you  make  me  bluffi.  Sir. 

Char.  I’d  fee  you  fleep,  for  hire  your  flccps  are  excellent, 
you  that  are  waking  fuch  a noted  wonder,  muft  in  your  flum- 
ber  prove  an  admiration.  I would  behold  your  dreams  too, 
if ’t  were  poffiblei  thofe  were  rich  ffiowes. 

Ang.  I am  becoming  Traitor. 

Ch.tr.  Then  like  blew  Neftune  courting  of  an  I (land, 
where  all  the  perfumes  and  the  precious  things  that  wait  up- 
on great  Nature  are  laid  up.  I’d  clip  it  in  my  arms,  and 
chaftly  kifs  it,  dwell  in  your  bofome  like  your  deareft 
thoughts,  and  figh  and  weep. 

Ang.  I’ve  too  much  woman  in  me. 

Char.  And  thofe  true  tears  falling  on  your  pure  Cryflals, 
ffiould  turn  to  armelets  for  great  Queens  t’adore. 

Ang.  I mufl:  be  gone. 

Char.  Do  not,  I will  not  hurt  ye  •,  this  is  to  let  you  know, 
my  worthiefl: Lady,  y’have  clear’d  my  mind, and  lean  fpeak 
oflovetoo:  Fear  not  my  manners,  though  I never  knew, 
before  thefe  few  hours,  what  a Beauty  was,  and  fuch  a one 
that  fires  all  hearts  that  feel  it  •,  yet  1 have  read  of  vertuous 
Temperance,  and  fludy’d  it  among  my  other  Secrets ; and 
fooner  would  I force  a feparation  betwixt  this  fpirit  and 
the  cafe  of  fieffi,  than  but  conceive  one  rudenefs  againfl: 
Chaftity. 

Ang.  Then  we  may  walk. 

C^oar.  And  talk  of  any  thing,  any  fit  for  your  cars,  and 
my  language  ; though  I was  bred  up  dull,  I was  ever  civil  ^ 
’tis  true,  I have  found  it  hard  to  look  on  you,  and  not  de- 
fire,’twill  prove  a wife  mans  task',  yet  thofe  defires  I have 
Tom’ingled  ftill,  and  tempered  with  the  quality  of  honour, 
that  if  you  ffiould  yield,  I ffiould  hate  you  for’t.  I am  no 
Courtier  of  a light  condition,  apt  to  take  fire  at  every  beau- 
teous face ; that  only  ferves  his  will  and  wantonnefs,  and 
lets  the  ferious  part  run  by  as  thin  negle(flcd  fand.Whitenefs 
of  name,  you  mufl  be  mine;  why  ffiould  I robmyfelf  of 
that  that  lawfully  mufl  make  me  happy  ? why  ffiould  I 
feek  to  cuckold  my  delights,  and  widow  all  thole  fweets  I 
aim  at  in  you  ? \Ve’ll  lofe  our  felves  in  V'enm  Groves  of 
Myrtle,  where  every  little  Bird  ffiall  be  a Cupids  and  fing 
of  love  and  youth,  each  wind  that  blows,  and  curls  the 
velvet-leaves,  ffiall  breed  delights,  the  wanton  Springsffiall 
call  us  to  their  banks,  and  on  the  perfum’d  flowers  we’ll 
feafl  our  fenfes ; yet  we’ll  walk  by  untainted  of  their  plea- 
fures,  and  as  they  were  pure  Temples  we’ll  talk  in  them. 

Ang.  To  bed,  and  pray  then,  we  may  have  a fair  end  of 
our  fair  loves ; would  1 were  worthy  of  you,  or  of  fuch  pa- 
j rents  that  might  give  you  thanks : But  I am  poor  in  all  but 

in  your  love.  Once  morej  good  night. 

{"har.  A good  night  t’ye,  and  may  the  dew  of  fleep  fall 
gently  on  you,  fweet  one,  and  lock  up  thofe  fair  lights  in 
pleafing  {lumbers ; no  dreams  but  chafle  and  clear  attempt 
your  fancy,  and  break  betimes  fweet  morn.  I’ve  loll  my 
light  elfe. 

Ang.  Let  it  be  ever' night  when  I lofe  you. 

Syl.  This  Scholar  never  went  to  a Free-School,  he’s  fo 
fimple. 

Enter  a Servant. 

Serv.  Your  Brother,  with  two  Gallants,  is  at  door.  Sir, 
and  they’re  fo  violent,  they’ll  take  no  denial. 

Ang.  This  is  no  fit  time  of  night. 

Char.  Let  ’em  in,  Miflris. 

Serv.  They  flay  no  leave ; ffiall  I raife  the  houfe  on  ’em  ? 

Cnar.  Not  a man,  nor  make  no  murmur  of ’t  I charge 
ye. 

Enter  Euflace,  Egremont,  Cowfy. 

Eufl.  They’re  here,  my  Uncle  abfent.  Hand  dole  to  me. 
How  do  you.  Brother,  with  your  curious  flory.^  have  you 
not  read  her  yet  fufficiendy  ? 

Char.  No,  Brother,  no',  I flay  yet  in  the  Preface.*  the 
flyle’s  too  hard  for  you. 

Euft.  I mufl  entreat  her  *,  ffic’s  parcel  of  my  goods. 

Char.  She’s  all  when  you  have  her. 

Ang.  Hold  offyour  liands,  unmannerly,  rude  Sir;  nor  I, 
nor  what  I have  depend  on  you. 

Oiar.  Do,  let  her  alone,  ffie  gives  good  counfel ; do  not 
trouble  your  felf with  Ladies,  they  arc  too  light.*  Let  out 
your  Land,  and  get  a provident  Steward. 

Ang.  I cannot  love  ye,  let  that  fatisfie  you ; fuch  va- 
nities as  you,  arc  to  be  laugh’d  at. 

Eitfi.  Nay,  then  you  mull  go ; I mufl  claim  mine  own. 

Both.  Av.’ay,  away  with  her. 

Char.  Let  her  alone,  pray  let  her  alone,  r She  ftrikes  off 
and  take  your  Co.vcomb  up  .*  Let  me  talk  L Euflace’^  hat. 
civilly  a while  with  you,Brother.  It  may  be 
on  fome  terms  I may  part  with  her. 

Enf.  0,  is  your  heart  come  down  ? what  ^Snatches  avtay 
arc  your  terms.  Sir  ? Put  up,  put  up.  ^his  [word. 

Char.  This  is  the  firfl  and  chicfcfl ; let’s 
walk  a turn.  Nowfland  off',  fools,  I advife  ye.  Hand  as  far 
offas  you  would  hope  for  mercy  : this  is  the  firfl  Iword  yet 

1 ever  handled,  and  a fword’s  a beauteous  thing  to  look  up- 
on; and  if  it  hold,  I ffiall  fo  hunt  your  inlblcnce:  ’tis 
ffiarp,*  I’m  furc,  and  if  1 put  it  home,  ’tis  ten  to  one  1 ffiall 
new  pink  your  Sattins;  I find  I have  fpirit  enough  todif- 
pofeofit,  and  will  enough  to  make  ye  all  examples;  let  me 
tofs  it  round,  I have  the  full  command  on’t.  Fetch  me  a 
native  Fencer,  1 defie  him  ; I feel  the  fire  of  ten  flrong  fpi- 
rits  in  me.  Do  you  watch  me  when  my  Uncle  is  abfent  ? 
this  is  my  grief,  I ffiall  be  fleffi’d  on  Cowards ; teach  me  to 
fight,  1 willing  am  to  learn.  Are  ye  all  gilded  flics,  nothing 
but  ffiew  in  ye?  why  fland  ye  gaping  ? who  now  touches  her  ? 
who  calls  her  his,  or  who  dares  name  her  to  me.?  but  name 
her  as  his  own ; who  dares  look  on  her  ? that  ffiall  be  mor- 
tal too;  but  think,  ’tis  dangerous.  Art  thou  a fit  man  to  in- 
herit Land,  and  hafl  no  wit  nor  fpirit  to  maintain  it?  Stand 
flill,  thou  fign  of  a man,and  pray  for  thy  friends,  pray  hear- 
tily, good  prayers  may  reflorc  ye. 

Ang.  But  do  not  kill  ’em.  Sir. 

Char.  You  fpeak  too  late.  Dear;  it  is  my  firfl  fight,  and 

I mufl  do  bravely,  I mufl  not  look  with  partial  eyes  on  any ; 

I cannot  fpare  a button  of  thefe  Gentlemen ; did  life  lie  in 
their  heel,  Achilles  like,  I’d  ffioot  my  anger  at  thofe  parts, 
and  kill’em.  Who  waits  within  ? 

Ser.  Sir. 

Char.  View  all  thefe,  view  ’em  well,  go  round  about  ’em, 
and  flill  view  their  faces ; round  about  yet,  lee  how  death 
waits  upon  ’em,  for  thou  flialt  never  view  ’em  more. 

Sufi.  Pray  hold,  Sir. 

Char.  I cannot  hold,  you  Hand  fo  fair  before  me;  I muft 

not 
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not  hold  i ’twill  darken  all  my  glories.  Go  to  my  Unde, 
bid  him  poll  to  the  King,  and  get  my  pardon  inftantly,  1 
have  need  on’t. 

Eitfi.  Are  you  fo  unnatural  ? 

Char.  You  fliall  die  laft.  Sir,  I’ll  ts^  thee  dead,  thou 
art  no  man  to  fight  with.  Come,  will  ye  come  ? Me  thinks 
I I’ve  fought  whole  Battels. 

{^ow.  We  have  no  quarrel  to  you  that  we  know  on.  Sir. 

E^rei  We’ll  quit  the  houfe,  and  ask  ye  mercy  too.  Good 
Lady,  let  no  murther  be  done  here ; we  came  but  to  parly. 

Char,  How  my  fword  thirfts  after  them  ? Stand  away. 
Sweet. 

Eufik  Pray,  Sir,  take  my  fubmiflion,  and  I difclaim  for 
ever. 

Char,  Away,  ye  poor  things,  ye  defpicable  creatures ! 
do  you  come  pofte  to  fetch  a Lady  from  me  ? from  a poor 
School-boy  that  ye  fcorn’d  of  late,  and  grow  lame  in  your 
hearts  when  you  fiiould  execute?  Pray  take  her,  take  her, 

I am  weary  of  her : What  did  you  bring  to  carry  her  ? 

E^re.  A Coach  and  four  Horfes. 

But  are  they  good.? 

E^re.  As  good  as  Fr^ince  can  fhew  Sir. 

Char.  Are  you  willing  to  leave  thofe,  and  take  your  fafe- 
ties .?  Speak  quickly. 

Eiifi.  Yes  with  all  our  hearts. 

Char.  ’Tis  done  then.  Many  have  got  one  Horfej  I’ve 
got  four  by  tli’  bargain. 

Enter  Miramont. 

Mir.  How  now,  who’s  here.? 

Ser.  Nay,  now  y’are  gone  without  bail. 

Mir.  What,  drawn,  my  Friends  ? Fetch  me  my  two- 
hand  Sword ; I will  not  leave  a head  on  your  Ihoulders, 
Wretches. 

Safi.  In  troth.  Sir,  I came  but  to  do  my  duty. 

Both.  And  we  to  renew  Our  loves. 

Mir.  Bring  me  a Blanket.  What  came  they  for  ? 

cyEng.  To  borrow  me  a while.  Sir ; but  one  that  never 
fought  yet,  has  fo  curri’d,  fo  baftinado’d  them  with  manly 
carriage,  they  Hand  like  things  Gorgon  had  turn’d  to  ftone; 
they  watch’d  your  being  abfent,  and  then  thought  they 
might  do  wonders  here,  and  they  have  done  fo*,  for  by  my 
troth  I wonder  at  their  coldnefs,  the  nipping  North  or  Froft 
never  came  near  them } George  upon  afign  would  grow 
more  fenfible.  If  the  name  of  Honour  were  for  ever  to 
be  loft,  thefe  were  the  moft  fufficient  men  to  (I9  it  in  all 
the  world ; and  yet  they  are  but  young,  what  will  they  rife 
to?  They’re  as  full  of  fire  as  a frozen  Glow-worms  rattle, 
and  Ihine  as  goodly : Nobility  and  patience  are  matcb’d 
rarely  in  thefe  three  Gentlemen,  they  have  right  ufe  on’t  *, 
they’ll  ftand  ftill  for  an  hour  and  be  beaten.  Thefe  are  the 
Anagrams  of  three  great  Worthies. 

Mir.  They  will  infeft  my  houfe  with  cowardize,  if  they 
breath  longer  in  it  *,  my  roof  covers  no  baffl’d  Monfieurs, 
walk  and  air  your  felves , as  I live  they  ftay  not  here. 
White-liver’d  wretches,  without  one  word  to  ask  a reafon 
why.  Vanilh,  ’tis  the  laft  warning,  and  with  fpeed*,  for 
if  I take  ye  in  hand,  I (hall  dilTed  you,  and  read  upon  your 
flegmatick  dull  Carcafes.  My  Horfe  again  there : I have 
other  bufinefs,  which  you  fhall  hear  hereafter,  and  laugh 
at  it.  Good-night  Charles,  fair  goodnefs  to  your  dear  Lady  *, 
. ’tis  late,  ’tis  late. 

^ng.  Pray,  Sir,  be  careful  of  us. 

zJ^ir.  It  is  enough,  my  beft  care  fhall  attend  ye. 

^Exeunt, 

ACTUS  IV.  SCENA  IV. 

Enter  Andrew. 

And.  Are  you  come,  old  Mafter  ? Very  good,  your  Horfe 
is  well  fet  up  v but  ere  you  part.  I’ll  ride  you,  and  fpur  your 
Reverend  Jufticefliip  fiich  a queftion,as  I fflall  make  the  fides 
of  your  Reputation  bleed,  truly  I will.  Now  muft  I play 
at  Bo-peep A Banquet v/ell,  Potatoes  and 


Eringocs,  and,  as  I take  it,  Cantharides Excellent, 

a Priapifm  follows,  and  as  I’JI  handle  it,  itfflall,  old  U- 
cherous  Goat  in  Authority.  Now  they  begin  to  Bill  •,  how 
he  flavers  her ! Gramercy  L.-Y/y,  flic  fpits  his  kifils  out,  and 
now  he  offers  to  fumble,  flie  falls  off, (that’s  a good  Wench) 
and  cries  fair  play  above  board.  .Who  are  they  in  the  cor- 
ner? As  I live,  a covy  of  Fidlcrs;  I fliall  have  Ibme  Mu- 
rick yet  at  ray  making  free  o'th’  Company  of  Homers  • 

there  s the  comfort,  and  a Song  too ! He  beckons  for  one 

Sure  ’tis  no  Anthem,  nor  no  borrow’d  Rhymes 

out  of  tile  School  of  Vertue*,  I will  liften Song. 

This  vyas  never  penn’d  at  Geneva,  the  Note’s 
too  fprightly.  So,  fo,  the  Muflek’s  paid  for,  and  now  what 
follows .?  O th^t  Monfieur  tiAdirawont  would  but  keep  his 
word ; here  were  a Feaft  to  make  him  fat  with  laughter  -,  at 
the  moft ’tis  not  fix  minutes  riding  from  his  houfe,  nor  will 

he  break,  I hope— O are  you  come.  Sir  ? the  prey  is 

in  the  Net,  and  will  break  in  upon  occafion. 

tJEftr.  Thou  flialt  rule  me,^«.Yrcw.  Oth’infinite  fright 
that  will  afflail  this  Gentleman ! the  Quartans,  Tertians, 
and  Quotidians  that  will  hang  like  Serjeants  on  his  Worfliips 
flioulders ! the  humiliation  of  the  flefh  of  this  man,  this 
grave,  auftere  man  will  be  wondred  at.  How  will  thofe 
fblemn  looks  appear  to  me*,  and  thatfevere  face,  that  fpeaks 
chains  and  fliackles?  Now  I take  him  in  the  nick,  e’re  I 
have  done  with  him,  he  had  better  have  flood  between  two 
panes  of  Wainfeot,  and  made  his  recantation  in  the  Mar- 
ket, than  hear  me  conjure  him. 

And.  He  muft  pafs  this  way  to  th’ only  Bed  I hav^*,  he 
comes,  ftand  clofe. 

Bri.  Well  done,  well  done,  give  me  my  night-cap.  So. 
Quick,  quick,  untriifs  me  •,  I will  trufs  and  trounce  thee. 
Come,  Wench,  a kifs  between  each  point  *,  kifs  clofe,  it  is 
a fweet  Parenthelis. 

Lil.  Y’are  merry,  Sir. 

Bri.  Merry  I will  be  anon,  and  thou  flialt  feel  it,  thou 
flialt,  my  Lilly. 

Lil.  Shall  I air  your  Bed,  Sir  ? 

Bri.  No,  no  j I’ll  ufe  no  Warming  pan  but  thine.  Girl, 
that’s  all.  Come  kifs  me  again. 

Lil.  Ha’ye  done  yet  ? , 

■ Bri.  No  but  I will  do,  and  do  wonders,  Lilly.  Shew 
me  the  way. 

Lil.  You  cannot  mifs  it.  Sir;  you  fliall  have  a Cawdle  in 
the  morning  for  your  Worlhip’s  breakfaft. 

Bri^  How,  i’th’  morning,  Lilly?  th’art  fuch  a witty 
thing  to  draw  me  on.  Leave  fooling,  Lilly,  1 am  hungry 
now,  and  th’haft  another  Kicklhaw,  I muft  t^fte  it. 

Lil.  ’T  will  make  you  forfeit,  I am  tender  of  you ; y’have 
all  y’are  like  to  have. 

And.  And  can  this  be  carneft  ? 

fJMir.  It  feems  fo,  and  file  honeft. 

Bri.  Have  I not  thy  promife,  Lilly  ? 

Lil.  Yes,  and  I have  performed  enough  to  a man  of  your 
years,  this  is  truth;  and  you  fliall  find.  Sir,  you  have  kifs’d 
and  tous’d  me,  handl’d  my  leg  and  foot ; what  would  you 
more.  Sir  ? As  for  the  reft,  it  requires  youth  and  ftrength, 
and  the  labour  in  ah  old  man  would  breed  Agues,  Sciatica’s, 
and  Cramps:  You  fliall  not  curfe  me  for  taking  from 
you  what  you  cannot  fpare.  Sir.  Be  good  unto  your  felf, 
y’have  ta’ne  already  all  you  can  take  with  eafe*,  you  are 
paft  threfliing,  it  is  a work  too  boifterousfor  you,  leave  fuch 
drudgery  to  Andrew. 

zJMir.  How  fhe  jeers  him  ? 

Lil.  Let  Andrew  alone  with  his  own  tillage,  he’s  tough, 
and  can  manure  it. 

Bri.  Y’are  a quean,  a fcoffing,  jeering  quean. 

Lil.  It  may  be  fo,  but  I’m  fore  I’ll  ne’r  be  yours. 

Bri.  Do  not  provoke  me,  if  thou  do’ft  TH  have  my  Farm 
again,  and  turn  thee  out  a begging. 

Lil.  Though  you  have  the  will,  and  want  of  honefty  to 
deny  your  deed.  Sir ; yet  I hope  Andrew  has  got  fo  much 
learning  from  my  young  Mafter,  as  to  keep  his  own;  at 
the  worft  TH  fell  a ftiort  tale  to  the  Judges,  for  what  grave 
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^nds  you  fign’d  your  Leafe,  and  on  what  terms  you  would 
revoke  it. 

Bri.  Whore,  thou  dar’fl:  not.  Yield,  or  I’ll  have  thee 
whipt:  how  my  Bloud  boils,  asif’twereo’reaFUrnace! 

I fhall  cool  it. 

'Bri.  Yet,  gentle  Lilly,  pity  and  forgive  me.  I’ll  be  a friend 

t’ye,  fuch  a loving  bountiful  friend 

Lil.  To  avoid  Suits  in  Law,  I would  grant  a little  ^ but 
Ihould  fierce  (Andrew  know  it,  what  would  become  of  me  ? 
j4nd.  A Whore,  a Whore ! 

Bri.  Nothing  but  well  Wench,  I fhall  put  fuch  a ftrong 
Bit  in  his  mouth,  as  thou  fhalt  ride  him  how  thou  wilt,  my 
Lilly  •,  nay,  he  fhall  hold  the  door,  as  I will  work  him,  and 
thank  thee  for  the  Office. 

Mir.  Take  heed,  Andrew,  thefe  are  fhrcwd  temptations. 
y4>7d.  Pray  you  know  your  Cue,  and  fecond  me.  Sir.  By 
your  Worfhip’s  favour. 

Bri.  jindrew ! 

A/id.  I come  in  time  to  take  poffeOlon  pf  th’Office  you 
aflignme-,  hold  the  door  / alas,  ’tis  nothing  fora  fimple 
man  to  flay  without,  when  a deep  underflanding  holds  con 
ference  within,  fay  with  his  Wife:  a trifle.  Sir.  I know 
hold  my  Farm  by  Cuckolds  Tenure  •,  you  are  Lord  o’th’ 
Soil,  Sir.  Lilly  is  a Weft,  a ftray,  ffie’s  yours  to  ufe,  Sir, 
I claim  no  interefl  in  her. 

Bri.  Art  thou  ferious  ? fpeak,  honefl  Andrew,  fince  thou 
haft  o’erheard  us,  and  wink  at  fmall  faults,  man I’m  but 
a pidlar,  a little  will  ferve  my  turn  thou’lt  find  enough 
when  I’ve  my  belly  full : Wilt  thou  be  private  and  filent  ? 

And.  By  all  means,  I’ll  only  have  a Ballad  made  of ’t, 
fung  to  fome  lewd  Tune,  and  the  name  of  it  fhall  be  Jufike 
Trap’,  it  will  fell  rarely  with  your  Worfhips  name,  and 
Lilly's  on  the  top. 

Bri.  Seek  not  the  mine  o’  my  reputation,  Andrew. 

And.  Tis  for  your  credit,  Monfieur  Brifac,  printed  in 
Capital  Letters,  then  pafted  upon  all  the  pofts  in  Park. 

Bri.  No  mercy,  Andrew} 

And.  O,  it  will  proclaim  you  from  the  City  to  the  Court, 
and  prove  Sport  Royal. 

Bri.  Thou  fhalt  keep  thy  Farm. 

Mir.  He  does  afflid  him  rarely.  ^ 

eMnd.  You  trouble  me.  Then  his  intent  arriving,  the 
vizard  of  his  hypocrifie  pull’d  of  to  the  Judge  criminal. 

Bri.  O I am  undone. 

And.  He’s  put  out  of  Commiffion  with  difgrace,'  and 
held  uncapable  of  bearing  Office  ever  hereafter.  This  is 
my  revenge,  and  this  I’ll  put  in  pradice. 

Bri.  Do  but  hear  me. 

And.  To  bring  me  back  from  ray  Grammar  to  my  Horn- 
book, it  is  unpardonable. 

Bri.  Donotplay  the  Tyrant-,  accept  of compofition. 

Lil.  Hear  him,  Andrew. 

And.  What  compofition  ? 

Bri.  I’ll  confirm  thy  Farm,  and  add  unto  it  a hundred 
Acres  more,  adjoyning  to  it. 

And.  Umb,  this  mollifies ; but  y’are  fo  fickle,  and  will 
again  deny  this,  there  being  no  witnefs  by. 

Bri.  Call  any  witnefs.  I’ll  prefently  affure  it. 

And.  Say  you  fo?  troth  there’s  a friend  of  mine.  Sir, 
within  hearing,  that’s  familiar  with  all  that’s  paft,  his  tefti- 
mony  will  be  authentical. 

Bri.  Will  he  be  fecret  ? 

And.  You  may  tie  his  tongue  up,  as  you  would  dovour 
'purfe-ftrings.  b v j j 

Bri.  eJPliiramont ! 
tJMtr.  Ha-ha-ha! 

And.  This  is  my  witnefs.  Lord  how  you  are  troubled! 
fure  you  have  an  Agne,  youfliakefo  with  choler:  Here’s 
your  loving  Brother,  Sir,  and  will  tell  no  body  but  all  he 
meets,  that  you  have  eat  a Snake,  and  are  grown  young, 
gamefome,  and  rampant. 

Bn.  Caught  thus? 

And.  If  he  were  one  that  would  make  jefts  of  you,  or  j 
plague  ye,  with  making  your  Religious  gravity  ridiculous 


to  your  Neighbours,  then  you  had  fome  caUfe  to  be  per- 
plex’d. 

Bri.  I fliall  become  difeourfe  for  Clowns  and  Tapfters. 

And.  Quick,  Lilly,  quick,  he’s  now  paft  killing,  between 
point  and  point.  He  fwounds,  fetch  him  fome  Cordial-^ 
Now  put  in,  Sir. 

Mr.  W'homay  this  be?  fure  this  is  fome  miftake  ; let 
me  fee  his  face,  wheats  he  not  a falfe  beard  ? it  cannot  be  Bri- 
fac that  worthy  Gentleman,  the  Pillar  and  the  Patron  of  his 
Country^  he  is  too  prudent,  and  too  cautelous,  experience 
hath  taught  him  t’avoid  thefe  fooleries,  he  is  the  punifher, 
and  not  the  doer  j befides  he’s  old  and  cold,  unfit  for  Wo- 
man : This  is  fome  counterfeit,  he  fliall  be  whipt  for’t, 
fome  bafe  abufer  of  my  worthy  Brother. 

Bri.  Open  the  doors ; will  ye  imprifon  me  ? ate  ye  my 
Judges  ? 

aA/ir.  The  man  raves!  this  is  not  judicious  : yet 
now  I think  on’t,  h’has  a kind  of  Dog  look  like  my  Brother, 
a guilty  hanging  face. 

Bri.  I’ll  fuffer  bravely,  do  your  worft,  do,  do. 

(•A/k.  Why,  it’s  manly  in  you. 

Bri.  Nor  will  I rail  nor  curfc,  you  flave,  you  whore,  I 
will  not  meddle  with  you-,  but  all  the  torments  thatc’re 
fell  on  men,  that  fed  on  mifehief,  fall  heavily  on  you  all. 

Cf xk. 

Lil.  You  have  given  him  a heat.  Sir. 

Mir.  He  will  ride  you  the  better,  Lilly. 

And.  We’ll  teach  him  to  meddle  with  Scholars. 

Mir.  He  fhall  make  good  his  propiiffi  t’increafe  thy 
Farm,  Andrew,  or  I’ll  jeer  him  to  death.  Fear  nothing, 
Lijly,  lam  thy  Champion.  This  jeaft  goes  to  and 

then  I’ll  hunt  him  out,  and  Monfieur  Eufiace  the  gallant 
Courtier,  and  laugh  heartily  to  fee  ’em  mourn  together. 

And.  ’Twill  be  rare.  Sir.  f^Exeiinr. 


ABh<s  Quintus.  Scena  frima. 

Enter  Euftace,  Egremont,  Cowfy. 

EhJI.  lim’d  out  of  doors  and  baffled ! 

X Egre.  We  fliare  with  you  in  tjic  affront. 

Cow.  Yet  bear  it  not  like  you  with  fuch  dejedion. 

Sufi.  My  Coach  and  Horfes  made  the  ranfom  of  our 
Cowardice ! 

Cow.  Ptfh,  that’s  nothing,  ’tis  damnum  reparabile,  and 
foon  recover’d. 

Egre.  It  is  but  feeding  a Suitor  with  falfe  hopes,  and  af- 
ter fqueeze  him  with  a dozen  of  Oaths,  You  arc  new  rigg’d, 
and  this  no  more  remembred. 

Eafl.  And  does  the  Court,  that  ffiould  be  the  Example 
and  Oracle  of  the  Kingdom,  read  to  us  no  other  Dodrine  ? 

Egre.  None  that  thi  ives  fo  well  as  that,  within  my  know- 
ledge. 

Cow.  Flattery  rubs  out ; but  fince  great  men  learn  to  ad- 
mire themfelves,  ’tis  fomething  creft-faln. 

Egre.  To  be  of  no  Religion,  argues  a fubtle,  moral  un- 
derftanding,  and  it  is  often  cheriffi’d. 

Eafl.  Piety  then,  and  valour,  nor  to  do  and  fuffer  wrong, 
are  they  no  virtues  ? 

Egre.  Rather  vices,  Fighting .' what’s  fighting  ? 

it  may  be  in  fafliion  among  provant  fwords,  and  Buff-jerkin 
men : But  w’us  that  fwim  in  choice  of  Silks  and  Tiffues  ; 
though  in  defence  of  that  word  Reputation,  which  is  indeed 
a kind  of  glorious  nothing,  to  lofc  a dram  of  blood  muft 
needs  appear  as  coarfe  as  to  be  honeft. 

Eafl.  And  all  this  you  ferioufly  believe  ? 

Cow.  It  is  a faith  that  we  will  die  in,  fince  from  the  black 
Guard  to  the  grim  Sir  in  Office,  there  are  few  hold  other 
Tenets. 

Eafl.  Now  my  eyes  are  open,  and  I behold  a ftrongne- 
ceffity  that  keeps  me  knave  and  coward. 

Cow*  Y’are  the  wifer. 

Eafl.  1 


T'hc  Elder  Brotheri 


B'ifi.  Nor  can  I change  my  copy, if  I purpofe  to  be  of  your 
fociety. 

Egre.  By  no  means. 

Eufi.  Honour  is  nothing  with  you? 

(^nv.  A meer  bubble  j for  what’s  grown  common,  is  no 
more  regarded. 

Enfi.  My  fword  forc’d  from  me  too,  andftill  detain’d, 
you  think  ’dsnoblemilh. 

E^re.  Get  me  a Batton,  ’tis  twenty  times  more  Court- 
like, and  lefs  trouble. 

Eitfi.  And  yet  you  wear  a fword. 

Cow.  Yes,  and  a good  one,  a AElafi  hilt,  and  a Damajeo 
blade  for  ornament,  not  uie,  the  Court  allows  it. 

Eu^.  Will’tnot  hght  of  itfclf? 

Cow.  I ne’er  tri’d  this,yet  I have  worn  as  fair  as  any  man  •, 
I’m  fure  I’ve  made  my  Cutler  rich,  and  paid  for  feveral 
weapons,  Turkifl]  and  Toledo's,  tw'o  thoufand  Crowns,  and 
yet  could  never  light  upon  a fighting  one. 

Enfi.  ric  borrow  this,  I like  it  well. 

Cow.  ’Tis at  your  fer vice, Sir,  a Lath  in  a Velvet  Scabbard 
will  ferve  my  turn. 

Eiifi.  And  now  I have  it,  leave  me ; y’are  infetftious,  the 
plague  and  leprolle  of  your  bafenefs  fpreading  on  all  that  do 
come  near  you fuch  as  you  render  the  Throne  of  Majefty, 
the  Court,  fufpeded  and  contemptible  *,  you  are  Scarabee’s 
that  batten  in  her  dung,  and  have  no  palats  to  tafte  her 
curious  Viands ; and  like  Ovvles,  can  only  fee  her  night  de- 
formities, but  with  the  glorious  fplendor  of  her  beauties, 
you  are  ftriick  blind  as  Moles,  that  undermine  the  fum- 
ptuous  Building  that  allow’d  you  fhelter:  you  (tick  like 
running  ulcers  on  her  face,  and  taint  the  purenefs  of  her  na- 
tive candor,  and  . being  bad  Servants,  caufe  your  Mailers 
goodnefs  to  be  difputedof*,  you  make  the  Court,  that  is 
the  abitracft  of  all  Academies,to  teach  and  pradife  noble  un- 
dertakings, ( where  courage  fits  triumphant  crown’d  with 
Lawrel,  and  wifdom  loaded  with  the  weight  of  honour)  a 
School  of  Vices. 

Egre.  What  fudden  rapture’s  this  ? 

Eufl.  A heavenly  one,  that  railing  me  from  lloth  and 
ignorance,  (in  which  your  converfation  long  hath  charm’d 
,me)  carries  me  up  into  the  airofadion,  and  knowledge  of 
myfelf^  even  now  I feel,  but  pleading  only  in  the  Court’s 
defence  (though  far  Ihort  of  her  merits  and  bright  lullre)  a 
happy  alteration,  and  full  llrength  to  Hand  her  Champion 
againll  all  the  world,  that  throw  afperfions  on  her. 

Cow.  Sure  he’ll  beat  us,  I fee  it  in  his  eyes. 

Egre.  A fecond  (Charles ; pray  look  not,  Sir,  fo  furioufly. 
Eiift.  Recant  what  you  have  faid,  yeMungrils,  and  lick 
up  the  vomit  ye  have  call  upon  the  Court,  where  you  un- 
worthily have  had  warmth  and  breeding,  and  fwear  that 
you,  like  Spiders,  have  made  poifon  of  that  which  was  a 
laving  Antidote. 

Egre.  We  will  fwear  any  thing. 

C'ow.  We  honour  the  Court  as  a moll  facred  place. 

Egre.  And  will  make  oath,  if  you  enjoyn  us  to’t,  nor 
knave,  nor  fool,  nor  coward  living  in  it. 

. Enfi.  Except  you  two,  you  Rafcals. 

Cow.  Yes,  we  are  all  thefe,  and  more,  if  you  will  have 
it  fo. 

Eitfi.  And  that  until  you  are  again  reform’d  and  grown 
new  men,  you  ne’ere  prefume  to  name  the  Court,  or  prefs 
into  the  Porter’s  Lodge  but  for  a penance,  to  be  difeiplin’d 
for  your  roguery,  and  this  done  with  true  contrition. 

Both.  Yes,  Sir. 

Sufi.  You  again  may  cat  feraps,  and  be  thankful. 

Cow.  Here’s  a cold  breakfall  after  a lliarp  nights  walking. 
Eufi.  Keep  your  oaths,  and  without  grumbling  vanifn. 
Both.  Wc  arc  gone.  Sir.  f Exeunt. 

Eufi.  May  ail  the  poornefs  of  my  fpirit  go  with  you  : the 
fettersofmy  thraldom  are  fil’d  off,  and  I at  liberty  to  right 
my  lelf ; and  though  my  hope  in  Angellinas  little,  my 
honour  (unto  which  compar’d  Ihe’s  nothing)  lliall,  like  the 
Sun,  difperle  thofc  lowring  Clouds  that  yet  obfeure  and  dim 
it;  not  the  name  of  Brother  lhall  divert  me,  but  from  him, 
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that  in  the  world’s  opinion  ruin’d  me, I will  feek  reparation 
andcallhimuntoallriaaccompt.  Ha!  ’tisnearday  and 
if  the  Mufes  friend,  Rofe-check’d  Aurora,  invite  him  to  this 
fohtary  Grove,  as  I much  hope  Ihe  will,  he  IHdorae  milling 
to  pay  his  vows  he  re  to  her,  I lhall  hazard  to  hinder  his  de 

votions The  door  opens,  ’tis  he  moll  certain,  and  by’s 

fide  my  Sword.  Blell  opportunity.  ^ 

Eater  Charles. 

Char.  I have  o’er-flept  my  Hlf,  and  loll  part  of  the  morn, 
but  I’le  recover  it ; Before  1 went  to  bed  , I wrote  fomc 
Notes  within  my  Table-book, which  I will  now  confider.Ha  ! I 
what  means  this  ? What  do  I with  a Sword  ? Learn’d  1 
zjdrhrcury  needs  notth’aid  of  iMars,  and  innocence  is  to  it 
felf  a guard , yet  fince  Arms  ever  protell  Arts,  I may  jullly 
wear  and  ufe  it ; for  fince  ’twas  made  my  prize,  I know  not 
how  I’m  grown  in  love  with’t,  and  cannot  eat  nor  lludy,and 
much  lefs  walk  without  it.  But  I trifle,  matters  of  more 
weight  ask  my  judgment. 

Eufi.  Now,  Sir,  treat  of  no  other  Theme,  I’le  keep  you 
to  it,  and  fee  y’expound  it  well. 

Char.  Eufiace  ! 

Eufi.  The  fame.  Sir,  your  younger  Brother,  who,  as  duty 
binds  him, hath  all  this  night  (turn’d  out  of  door)  attended, 
to  bid  Good-morrow  t’ye. 

Char.  This  not  in  fcorn,  commands  me  to  return  it. 
Would  you  ought  elfe  ? 

Eufi.  O much,Sir,here  I end  not,but  begin;  I miuT  fpeak  to 
you  in  another  llrain  than  yet  I ever  us’d  j and  if  the  lan- 
guage appear  in  the  delivery  rough  and  harlh,you(bcing  my 
Tutor)  muHcondemnyourfelf,  from  whom  1 learn’d  it. 

Char.  When  1 underlland  (be’t  in  what  llyle  you  pleafe) 
what’s  your  demand,!  fliall  endeavour,in  the  felf-lame  phrafe, 
to  make  an  anfwer  to  the  point. 

Sufi.  I come  not  to  lay  claim  to  your  birth-right,’tis  your 
own, and  ’tis  fit  you  enjoy  it ; nor  ask  I from  you  your  learn- 
ing and  deep  knowledge ; (though  1 am  not  a Scholar  as 
you  are)  1 know  them  Diamonds  by  your  Idle  induHry,  pati- 
ence and  labour,  forc’d  from  Iteep  Rocks,  and  with  much 
toil  attended,  and  but  to  few  that  prize  their  value  gran- 
ted, and  therefore  without  Rival  freely  wear  them. 

Char.  Thefe  not  repin’d  at  ( as  you  feem  t’inform  me) 
the  motion  mull  be  of  a flrange  condition,if  I refufe  to  yield 
to’t therefore,  without  this  tempefl  in  your  looks, 

propound  it,  and  fear  not  a denial. 

Eufi.  I require  then  (as  from  an  Enemy,  andnotaBro- 
ther)  the  reputation  of  a man,the  honour,  not  by  a fair  War 
won  when  I was  waking,  but  in  my  fleep  of  folly  ravilh’d 
from  me  y with  thefe,  the  rcllitution  of  my  Sword,  with 
large  acknowledgment  of  fatisfadion , my  Coach , my 
Horfesy  1 will  part  with  life,  ere  lofe  one  hair  of  them ; and, 
what  concludes  all,  my  Mihris  Angellina,  as  flie  was  before 
the  mufical  Magick  of  thy  tongue  inchanted  andfcduc’d 
her.  Thefe  perform’d,  and  with  fubmiflion,  and  done  pub- 
lickly,  at  my  Father’s  and  my  Uncle’s  interceflion,  (that  I 
put  in  too)  I perhapsmay  liften  to  terms  of  reconcilement  •, 
but  if  thefe,  in  every  circumllancc,  are  not  fubferib’d  to,  to 
the  lad  gafp  I defie  thee. 

Char.  Thefe  are  drid  conditions  to  a Brother. 

£«/?.  My  red  is  up,  nor  will  I give  lefs. 

Char.  I'm  no  Gameder,  Eufiace,  yet  I can  ghefs  your  re- 
folution  dands  to  win  or  lofc  all , 1 rejoyce  to  find  ye  thus 
tender  of  your  honour,  and  that  at  length  you  underdand 
what  a wretched  thing  you  were,  how  deeply  wounded  by 
your  llTf,  and  made  almod  incurable  in  your  own  hopes, 
the  dead  flelh  of  pale  cowardife  growing  over  your  fellrcd 
reputation,  which  no  Balm  or  gentle  Unguent  could  ever 
make  way  to  ^ and  I am  happy  that  I was  the  Surgeon  that 
did  apply  thole  burning  corrofivcs,  that  render  you  already 
fenfible  o’th’danger  you  were  plung’d  in, in  teaching  you, and 
by  a fair  gradation,  how  far,  and  with  what  curious  refpeed 
and  care  the  peace  and  credit  of  a man  within,  (which  you 
ne’er  thought  till  now)  Ihould  be  preferr’d  before  a gawdy 
outfidc ; pray  you  fix  here,  for  fo  far  I go  with  you. 

R Eu(l. 
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The  Elder  Brother. 


Eufl.  This  difcourfe  is  from  the  fubjedt. 

Char,  rie  come  to  it,  Brother  ^ but  if  you  think  to  build 
upon  my  mines,  you’ll  find  a falfe  foundation  ; your  high 
j offers,  taught  by  the  Mafters  of  dependencies,  that  by  com- 
pounding differences  ’tween  others,  fupply  their  ownne 
ceffities,  with  me  will  never  carry ’t : as  you  are  my  Bro- 
ther, I will  difpenfe  a little,  but  no  more  than  honour  can 
give  way  to  •,  nor  muff  I deftroy  that  in  my  felf  I love  in  you  ^ 
and  therefore  let  not  hopes  or  threats  perfuade  you  I will 
defcend  to  any  compofition  for  which  I may  be  cenfur’d. 

You  fhall  fight  then. 

Char.  With  much  unwillingnefs  with  you  ^ but  if  there’s 
no  evafion 

Enfi.  None. 

Char.  Hear  yet  a wmrd  ; as  for  the  Sword  and  other  frip- 
peries, in  a fair  way  fend  for  them,  you  fhall  have  ’em.  But 
rather  than  furrender  Angellma,  or  hear  it  again  mention’d, 
I oppofe  my  breafl  unto  loud  thunder,  call  behind  me  al 
tyes  ofNature. 

Eiifi.  She  detain’d,  I’m  deaf  to  all  perfuafion. 

Char.  Guard  thy  felf  then , Enjiace  ^ I ufe  no  other 
Rhetorick. 

Enter  Mirara. 

Mr.  Clafhingof  fwordsfonear  myhoufe.'  Brother  op- 
pos’d to  Brother!  here’s  no  fencing  at  halffword  j hold, 
hold,  Charles,  Enflace. 

Eufi.  Second  him, or  call  in  more  help.  Come  not  between 
us,  Tie  not  know  nor  fpare  you  , D’ye  fight  byth’book? 

Char.  ’Tis  you  that  wrong  me,  off'  Sir,  and  fuddenly.  Tie 
conjuredown  the  Spirit  thatl  have  rais’d  in  him. 

Eufi.  Never,  Charles,  ’tis  thine,  and  in  thy  death,  be 
doubled  in  me. 

<iMsr.  Tm  out  of  breath,  yet  truft  not  too  much  to’t. 
Boys  y for  if  you  paufe  not  fuddenly,  and  hear  reafon,  do, 
kill  your  Uncle,  do  but  that  I’m  patient,  and  not  a cho- 
lerick  old  teafty  fool,  like  your  Father,rd  dance  a matachiii 
with  you,  fliould  make  you  fweat  your  belt  bloud  for’t  •,  I 
would,  and  it  maybe  I will.  Charles,  I command  thee,  and 
Eifiaccy  I entreat  thee,  th’art  a brave  Spark,  atruetough- 
nietall’d  blade,  and  1 begin  to  love  thee  heartily  ^ give  me  a 
fighting  Courtier,rie  cherifh  him  for  example  ; in  our  Age 
they’re  not  born  every  day. 

Ssar.  Yonoflate,  Sir,  in  me  lov’d  learning. 

AEir.  True,  but  take  me  \v'’yCy(harlcs  ’twas  when  young 
Eufiacewoic  his  heart  in’sbreechcs,and  fought  his  Battels  in 
Complements  and  Cringes,  when’s  underllanding  wav’d  in 
a flanting  Feather,  and  his  bell  contemplation  look’d  no 
further  than  a new  fafhion’d  doublet-,  I confefs  then,  the 
lofty  noife  your  Greek  made,only  pleas’d  me ; but  now  he’s 
turn’d  an  Oliver  and  a RoveLn/d,  nay,  the  whole  dozen  of 
Peers  are  bound  up  in  him  ; Let  me  remember,  when  I was 
of  his  years,  I did  look  very  like  him;  and  did  you  fee  my 
Pidure  as  I was  then,  you  would  fwear  that  gallant  Eafiace 
(I  mean,  now  he  dares  fight)  was  the  true  iubltance,and  the 
perfeU;  figure.  Nay,  nay,  nqanger,  you  ffiall  have  enough, 
Cljarles. 

1'  Char.  Sure,  Sir,  I fhall  iiot  need  addition  from  him. 
j Eufi.  Nor  I from  any,  this  fnall  decide  ray  interefc-, 
i though  I am  loft  to  all  deferving  men,  to  all  that  men  call 
good,  for  fuffering  tamely  infiifferable  wrongs,  and  juftly 
flighted  by  yielding  to  a minute  of  delay  in  my  revenge,  and 
from  that  made  a ftrangcr  unto  my  Father’s  houfc  and  fa- 
vour, o’erwhelm’d  with  all  difgraces-,  yet  I will  mount  up- 
i ward,  and  force  my  felf  a fortune,  though  my  birth  and 
breeding  do  deny  it. 

Char.  Seek  nor,  E/fiace,  by  violence,  what  will  be  offer’d 
toyou  on  eaficr  compofition-,  though  I was  not  alli’d  unto 
your  weaknefs,  you  lhall  fin(i  me  a Brother  to  your  bravery 
offpirit,  and  one  that,  not  corapell’d  to’t  by  your  fword, 

( which  I muft  never  fear  ) will  lhare  with  you  in  all  but 
(tAnffellina. 

Mir.  Nobly  faid,Cf74?-/fj,  and  learn  from  my  ex’perience, 
you  may  hear  reafon,  and  never  maim  your  fighting  for 


your  credit,  which  you  think  you  have  loft,  fpare,  Charles, 
andfwingeme,  and  foundly ; three  or  four  walking  velvet 
Cloaks,  that  wear  no  fwords  to  guard  ’em,  yet  deferve  it, 
thou  art  made  up  again. 

Eufi.  All  this  is  Lip-falve. 

Mir.  It  fliall  be  Hearts-eafe,  Eafiace,  ere  I have  done  ; as 
for  thy  Father’s  anger, now  thou  dar’ft  fight,ne’er  fear  it,  for 
I’ve  the  dowcets  of  his  gravity  faff:  in  a firing,  I will  fo  pinch 
and  wring  him,  that,  fpight  of  his  authority,  thou  fhalc 
make  thine  own  conditions  with  him. 

Eufi.  Tie  take  leave  a little  to  confider. 

Char.  Here  comes  Andrew. 

eJMir.  But  without  his  comical  and  learned  face  *,  what 
fad  difafter,  Andrew  ? 

And.  You  m|^ead.  Sir,  a Tragedy  in  my  face. 

Mir.  Art  thOT  in  earneft  ? 

And.  Yes,  by  my  life.  Sir -,  and  if  now  you  help  not,  and 
fpeedily,  by  force,  or  by  perfuafion,  my  good  oldMafter 
(for  now  I pity  him)  is  ruin’d  for  ever. 

Char.  Ha,  my  Father  I 

And.  He,  Sir. 

<J\dir.  By  what  means?  fpeak. 

e^nd.  At  the  fuit  of  Monlieur  AfWM  j his  houfe  is  feiz’d 
upon,  and  he  iuperfon  is  under  guard,  (I  faw  it  with  thefe 
eyes.  Sir)  to  be  convey’d  to  Vans,  and  there  Sentenc’d. 

Mir.  Nay,  then  there  is  no  jefting. 

Char.  Do  1 live,  and  know  my  Father  injur’d  ? 

And.  And  what’s  worfe,  Sir,  my  Ladie  iAngellina  — — . 

Eifi.  What  of  her  ? 

And.  She’s  carri’d  away  too. 

AEir.  How  ? 

And.  While  you  w'ereabfent,  a crew  of  Monfieur  Aetr*/ 
fii.nds  and  kiufmen,  by  force,  brake  in  at  th’  back  part  of 
the  houfc,  and  took  her  away  by  violence  ; faithful  Andrew 
(asthiscan  witnefsfor  him)  did  his  belt  in  her  defence,  but 
’twould  not  do. 

(JMir.  Away,  and  fee  our  Horfes  fad  led,  ’tis  no  time  to 
talk,  but  do.  Suflace,  you  now  are  offer’d  a fpatious  field, 
and  in  a pious  War  to  exercife  your  valour  here’s  a caufe, 
and  fuch  a one,  in  which  to  fall  is  honourable, your  dutie  and 
reverence  due  to  a fathers  name  commanding  it  ^ but  thefe 
unnatural  jars  arifing  between  Brothers(fhould  you  profper) 
would  fhame  your  victory. 

Eufi.  I would  do  much,  Sir,  but  ftill  my  reptation ! 

eJMir.  Charles  fhall  give  you  all  decent  fatisfaiftion  ^ nay, 
joyn  hands,  and  heartily,  why,  this  is  done  like  Brothers  ; 
and  as  old  as  1 am,  in  this  caufe  that  concerns  the  honour 
of  our  Family,  Monfieur  Lewis  (if  reafon  cannot  work) 
lhall  find  and  feel  there’s  hot  blood  in  this  arm,  I’le  lead 
you  bravely. 

Eufi.  And  if  I follow  not,  a cowards  name  be  branded 
on  my  forehead. 

Char.  Thisfpirit  makes  you  a fharer  in  my  fortunes. 

Mir.  And  in  mine,  of  which  ( Bnfac  once  freed,  and 
'iAnqellina  again  in  our  polleffion)  you  lhall  know,  my  heart 
fpealks  in  my  tongue. 

Eufi.  1 dare  not  doubt  it.  Sir.  f Exeunt. 

ACTUS  V.  SCEN  A II. 

Enter  Lewis,  Brifac,  Angellia,  Sylvia,  Officers. 

Lew.  I’m  deaf  to  all  perfwafions. 

Bri.  1 ufe  none,  nor  doubt  I,  though  a while  my  inno 
cence  fuffers,  but  when  the  King  fhall  underftand  how  falfe 
your  malice  hath  inform’d  him,  he  in  juftice  muft  fet  me 
right  again. 

Ang.  Sir,letnotpaflionfbfartranfport  you  ,as  to  think  in 
reafon,this  violent  courfe  repairs, but  ruins  it;  that  honour 
you  would  build  up,  you  deftroy,  what  you  would  feem  to 
nouri.ff),  if  refpcift  of  my  preferment  or  my  pattern  may 
challenge  your  paternal  love  and  care,  why  do  you,  now 
good  fortune  has  provided  a better  Husband  forme  than 
V'our  hopes  could  ever  fancy,  ftrivetorob  me  of  him.?  In 
what  is  my  V^oidCharles  defective,  Sir.?  unlefs  deep  Lear- 


The  Elder  Brother.  123  ' 

ing  be  a blemifli  in  him,  or  well  proportion’d  limbs  be 
rau!<fls  in  nature,  or,  what  you  only  aim’d  at,  large  Reve- 
nues, are,  on  the  ludden,  grown  diftafteful  to  you.  Of  what 
can  youaccufe  him  ? 

Lem  Ofa  RapedonetoHonour,  which  thy  ravenous  lull 

1 made  thee  confent  to. 

Syl.  Her  lull ! you  are  her  Father. 

Lew.  And  you  her  Bawd. 

Syl.  Were  you  ten  Lords,  ’tisfalfe-,  thepurenefs  of  her 
challe  thoughts  entertains  not  fuch  fpotted  inftrumcnts. 

.Ang.  As  1 have  a Soul,  Sir. 

Lew.  1 am  not  to  be  alter’d  •,  to  fit  down  with  this  dif- 
grace,  would  argue  me  a Peafant,  and  not  born  Noble  : all 
rigour  that  the  Law,  and  that  increafe  of  power  by  favour 
yields,  lhall  be  with  all  feverity  inflidled  you  have  the 
King’s  hand  for’r,  no  Bail  will  ferve,  and  therefore  at  your 
perils.  Officers,  away  with  ’em. 

Bri.  This  is  madnefs. 

Lew.  T ell  me  fo  in  open  Court,  and  there  I’le  anfwer 
you. 

Enter  Miramont,  Charles,  Euftace,  Andrew. 

Mir.  Well  overtaken. 

Char  111  if  they  dare  refill:. 

Eufi.  He  that  advances  but  one  Hep  forward  dies. 

Lew.  Shew  the  King’s  Writ. 

Mtr  Shew  your  d iferetion,  ’twill  become  you  better. 

Char.  Y’are  once  more  in  my  power,  and  if  again  I part 
with  you,  let  me  for  ever  lofe  thee. 

£«/?.  Force  will  not  do’t,  nor  threats ; accept  this  lervice 
from  your  defpair’d  of  Euftace. 

And.  And  beware  your  Reverend  Worfhip  never  more 

attempt  to  fearch  my  Lilly  pot,  you  lee  what  follows. 

Lew.  Is  the  King’s  power  contemn’d  ? 

Mir.  No,  but  the  torrent  o’ your  wilful  folly  flopp’d. 
And  for  you,  good  Sir,  if  you  would  but  be  fcnfible,  what 
can  you  wi(h,but  the  fatisfadlion  of  an  obllinate  will,  that 
is  not  endear’d  to  you  ? rather  than  be  crofs’d  inwhatyou 
purpos’d,  you’ll  undo  your  Daughter’s  fame,  the  credit  of 
your  judgment,  and  your  old  fooliffi  Neighbour  ■,  make 
your  Eflates,and  in  a Suit  not  worth  a Cardecue,  a prey  to 
Advocates,  and  their  buckram  Scribes,  and  after  they  have 
plum’d  ye,  return  home  like  a couple  of  naked  Fowles 
without  a feather. 

'Char.  This  is  a mod  ftrong  truth.  Sir. 

_ ^^ir.  No,  no,  Monfieur,  let  us  be  right  Frenchmen, 
violent  to  charge*,  but  when  our  follies  are  repell’d  by 
reafon,  ’tis  fit  that  we  retreat,  and  ne’er  come  on  more; 
Obferve  my  learned  Charles,  he’ll  get  thee  a Nephew  on 
(^ngelhna  fhall  difpute  in  her  belly,  and  fuck  theNurfeby 
Logick  : and  here’s  Euftace,  he  was  an  Afs,  but  now  is 
grown  an  (iMmadii-,  nor  fhall  he  want  a Wife,  if  all  my 
Land,  for  a Joynture,  caneffed:  Y’are  a good  Lord,  and 
ofa  gentle  nature,  in  your  looks  I fee  a kind  confent,  and 
it  fhews  lovely  .*  and  do  you  hear,  old  Fool  ? but  I’le  not 
chide,  hereafter, like  me,  ever  doat  on  Learning,  the  meer 
belief  is  excellent,  ’twill  fave  you  and  next  love  Valour, 
though  you  dare  not  fight  your  felf,  or  fright  a foolifn  Of- 
ficer, young  Euftace  can  do  it  to  a hair.  And, to  conclude, 
let  Andrew's  Farm  b’  encreas’d,  that  is  your  penance,  you 
know  for  what,  and  fee  you  rut  no  more ; you  underftand 
me.  So  embrace  on  all  fides. 

Tie  pay  thofe  Bilmen,  and  make  large  amends, 

Trovtded  we preferve you  ftill  our  Friends f Exeunt, 

Prologue. 

T)  r that  it  would  take  from  our  modefty 
t#  To  praife  the  Writer,  or  the  Comedy, 

Till  your  fair  faffrage  crown  it,  I jhouldfay, 

Tare  all  moft  welcome  to  no  vulgar  Play  *, 

And  fo  far  w'  are  confident  : And  if  he 

That  made  it,  ft  ill  lives  in  your  memorie, 

Tou  will  expeli  what  we  prefent  to  night. 

Should  be  judged  worthy  of  your  ears  and  fight. 

Tou  fhall  hear  Fletcher  in  it,  his  true  ftrain,  ' 

And  neat  expreffions  v living  he  did  gain 

Tour  good  opinions but  now  dead  commends 

This  Orphan  to  the  care  of  Noble  Friends  ; 

And  may  it  raife  in  you  content  and  mirth, 

And  be  received  for  a legitimate  birth. 

Tour  grace  ereSls  new  Trophies  to  his  fame, 

And  fhall,  to  after-times,  preferve  his  name. 

Epilogue. 

1 

j ’ Is  not  the  hands,or [miles, or  common  way 

X Of  approbation  to  a well  liJCd  Play, 

1 We  only  hope  but  that  you  freely  would 
\ To  th*  Author* s memory  fo  far  unfold, 
i And fhew  your  loves  and  liking  to  his  Wit, 
j Not  in  your  praife,  but  often  feeingif, 

1 That  being  the  grand  affurance  that  can  give 

The  Poet  and  the  Player  means  to  live. 
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Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Don  Henriquc,  an  uxorious  Lordy  cruel  to  his 
Brother. 

Don  Jamie,  younger  Brother  to  Don  Henrique. 
Bartolus,  a covetous  Lawyer  Husband  to  Amaranta. 
Leandro,  a Gentleman  who  wantonly  loves  the 
Lawyers  Wife. 

Angelo, 

Milanes,  \Three  Gentlemen  Friend  to  Leandro. 
Arlenio, ) 

Afcanio,  Son  to  Don  Henrique. 

Oftavio,  fuppofed  Husband  to  Jacintha. 

Lopez,  the  SpaniOi  Curate. 

Diego,  his  Sexton. 


AfSftant,  which  we  call  a Judge. 

Algaziers,  whom  we  call  Serjeants. 

4 Paridiioners. 

Apparitor. 

Singers. 

Servants. 

WOMEN. 

Violante,  fuppofed  Wife  to  Don  Henrique. 
Jacintha,  formerly  contraHed  to  Don  Henrique. 
Amaranta,  Wife  to  Bartolus. 

A Woman  Moor,  Servant  to  Amaranta. 


The  Scene  Spain. 


The  principal  Adors  were^ 


Jofe]fh  Taylor,  "j  \WiUiam  Egleflone. 
John  howin.  ><  Thomas  Tolar d. 
Nicholas  Toolie.l  [Robert  Benfeild. 


primus.  Scenaprima. 


Enter  Angek),  Milanes,  and  Arfenio. 


u4rfc/iio.\r  EaKdro'pd\(\  d\\. 

I Mil.  ’Tis  his  ufual  cuflom, 

J— y And  requifite  he  fhould : he  has  now  put  off 
The  Funeral  black,  (yoor  rich  heir  wears  with  joy. 

When  he  pretends  to  weep  for  his  dead  Father) 

Your  gathering  Sires,  fo  long  heap  muck  together, 

That  their  kind  Sons,  to  rid  them  of  their  care, 

Willi  them  in  Heaven , or  if  they  take  a tafte 
Of  Purgatory  by  the  way,  it  matters  not. 

Provided  they  remove  hence ; what  is  befain 
To  his  Father,  in  the  other  world,  I ask  not  •, 

I am  fure  his  prayer  is  heard : would  I could  ufe  one 
For  mine,  in  the  fame  method. 

Arf.  Fie  upon  thee. 

This  is  prophane. 

Mil.  Good  Dodlor,  do  not  fchool  me 
For  a fault  you  are  not  free  from ; On  my  life 


Were  all  Heirs  in  Corduba,  put  to  their  Oaths, 

They  would  confefs  with  me,  ’tis  a found  Tenet : 

I am  fure  Leandro  do’s. 

Arf.  He  is  th’owner 
Of  a fair  Eftate. 

MU.  And  fairly  he  deferves  it. 

He’s  a Royal  Fellow  : yet  obferves  a mean 
In  all  his  courfes,  careful  too  on  whom 
He  Ihowers  his  bounties .-  he  that’s  liberal 
To  all  alike,  may  do  a good  by  chance, 

But  never  out  of  Judgment : This  invites 
The  prime  men  of  the  City  to  frequent 
All  places  he  reforts  to,  and  are  happy 
In  his  fweet  Converfe. 

Arf.  Don  Jamie  the  Brother 
To  the  Grandee  Don  appears  much  taken 

\\'ith  his  behaviour. 

__  Md. , 
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j ejlltl.  There  is  fomcthing  more  in’t: 
i He  needs  his  Purfe,  and  knows  how  to  make  ufe  on’t. 
j ’Tis  now  in  fafhion  for  your  'Dot?,  that's  poor, 

I To  vow  all  Leagues  of  friendlhip  with  a Merchant 
! That  can  fiipply  his  wants,  and  howfoc’re 
‘Don  Jamie's  noble  born,  his  elder  Brother 
Don  Henriqmuch,  and  his  Revenues  longfince 
Encreas’d  by  marrying  with  a wealthy  Heir 
Call’d,  Madam  he  yet  holds 

A hard  hand  o’re  allowing  him 
A bare  annuity  only. 

Arf.  Yet’tisfaid 

He  hath  no  child,  and  by  the  Laws  of  Spin 
If  he  die  without  ifliie,  Don  Jamie 
Inherits  his  Eftate. 

Mil.  Why  that’s  the  realbn 
Of  their  fo  many  jarrs : though  the  young  Lord 
Be  fick  of  the  elder  Brother,  and  in  reafon 
Should  flatter,  and  obferve  him,  he’s  of  a nature 
Too  bold  and  fierce,  to  ftoop  fo,  but  bears  up, 
Prefuming  on  his  hopes. 

Arf.  What’s  the  young  Lad 
That  all  of ’em  make  fo  much  of? 

Mil.  ’Tis  a fweet  one. 

And  the  bell  condition’d  youth,  I ever  faw  yet, 

So  humble,  and  fo  affable,  that  he  wins 
The  love  of  all  that  know  him,  and  fo  modell. 

That  (in  defpight  of  poverty)  he  would  flarve 
Rather  than  ask  a courtefie : He’s  the  Son 
Of  a poor  cafl-Captain,  one  Oclavio  ^ 

And  She,  that  once  was  call’d  th’fair  Jacinta, 

Is  happy  in  being  his  Mother  : for  his  fake, 

Jamie,  Leandro,  Afeanio. 

(Though  in  their  Fortunes  fain)  they  are  efteem’d  of, " 
And  cherifh’d  by  the  bell.  O here  they  come. 

I now  may  fp^e  his  Charader,  but  obferve  him, 

He’l  juftifie  my  report. 

Jam.  My  good  Afeanio, 

Repair  more  often  to  me : above  Women 
Thou  ever  fhalt  be  welcome. 

Afc.  My  Lord  your  favours 
May  quickly  teach  a raw  untutour’d  Youth 
To  be  both  rude  and  fawey. 

Lean.  You  cannot  be 

Too  frequent  where  you  are  lb  much  defir’d : 

And  give  me  leave  (dear  friend)  to  be  your  Rival 
In  part  ofhis  affedion ; I will  buy  it 
At  any  rate. 

Jam.  Stood  I but  now  polfefs’d 
Of  what  my  future  hope  prefages  to  me, 

I then  would  make  it  clear  thou  hadfl;  a Patron 
That  would  not  fay  but  do:  yet  as  I am, 

Be  mine.  Tie  not  receive  thee  as  a fervant. 

But  as  my  Son,  (and  though  I want  my  felf ) 

No  Page  attending  in  the  Court  of  Spain 
Shall  find  a kinder  mailer. 

Afc.  Ibefeechyou 
That  my  refufal  of  fo  great  an  offer 
May  make  no  ill  conllrudion,  ’tis  not  pride 
(That  common  vice  is  far  from  my  condition) 

I That  makes  you  a denyal  to  receive 
A favour  I fhould  fue  for : nor  the  fafliion 
Which  the  Country  follows,  in  which  to  be  a fervant 
In  thofe  that  groan  beneath  the  heavy  weight 
Of  poverty,  is  held  an  argument 
Ofa  bafe  abjed  mind,  Iwifhmyyears 
Were  fit  to  do  you  fervice  in  a nature 
That  might  become  a Gentleman  (give  me  leave 
To  think  my  felf  one)  My  Father  ferv’d  the  King 
As  a Captain  in  the  field  i and  though  his  fortune 
Return’d  him  home  a poor  man,  he  was  rich 
In  Reputation,  and  wounds  fairly  taken. 

Nor  am  I by  liis  ill  fuccefs  deterr’d, 


I rather  feel  a Itrong  defire  that  fways  me  I 

To  follow  his  profeflion,  andifHeaven  I 

Hath  mark  d me  out  to  be  a man,  how  proud  ( 

In  the  fervice  of  my  Country,  fliould  I be,  ’ 1 

To  trail  a Pike  under  your  brave  command  ! j 

There,  I vvould  follow  you  as  a guide  to  honour,  ! 

Though  all  tue  horrours  of  the  VV  ar  made  up  I 

Tofiopmy  paflage.  I 

Jam.  Thou  art  a hopeful  Boy, 

And  it  was  bravely  fpoken : For  this  anfwer, 

I love  thee  more  than  ever. 

Mil.  Pity  fuch  feeds 

Of  promifing  courage  fnould  not  grow  and  profper, 

Ang.  Whatever  his  reputed  Parents  be. 

He  hath  a mind  that  Ipcaks  him  right  and  noble. 

Lean.  \ ou  make  him  blulh : it  needs  not  fweet  Afeanio. 
We  may  hear  praifes  when  they  are  deferv’d, 

Our  modelly  unwourided.  By  my  life 
I would  add  fomething  to  the  building  up 
So  fair  a mind,  and  if  till  you  are  fit 
To  bear  Arms  in  the  Field,  you’l  Ipend  fome  years 
In  Salamanca,  Tie  fupply  your  Rudies 
With  all  conveniences. 

Afc.  Your  good nefs  (Signiors) 

And  charitable  favours  overwhelm  me. 

If  I were  of  your  blood,  you  could  not  be 
More  tender  of  me : what  then  can  I pay 
(A  poor  Boy  and  a Rranger)  but  a heart 
Hound  to  your  fervice  ? with  what  willingnefs 
I would  receive  (good  Sir)  your  noble  offer. 

Heaven  can  bear  witnefs  for  me  : but  alas, 

Should  I embrace  the  means  to  raife  my  fortunes, 

I muR  deRroy  the  lives  of  my  poor  Parents 

(To  whow  I ow  my  being)  they  in  me 

Place  all  their  comforts,  and  (as  if  1 were 

The  light  of  their  dim  eyes)  are  fo  indulgent 

They  cannot  brook  one  fliort  dayes  abfence  from  me  •, 

And  (what  will  hardly  win  belief)  though  young, 

I am  their  Steward  and  their  Nurfe : the  bounties 
Which  others  beRow  on  me  ferves  to  fuRain  ’em, 

And  to  forfake  them  in  their  age,  in  me 
Were  more  than  Murther. 

Enter  Henrique. 

Ang.  Tnisis  a kind  ofbegging 
Would  make  a Broker  charitable. 

aA'Iil.  Here,  (fweet  heart) 

I wiib  it  were  more. 

Lean.  When  this  is  fpent, 

Seek  for  fupply  from  me. 

Jam.  Thy  piety 

For  ever  be  remembred : nay  take  all. 

Though  ’twere  my  exhibition  to  a Royal 
For  one  whole  year. 

Afc.  High  Heavens  reward  your  goodnefs. 

Hen.  So  Sir,  is  this  a flip  of  your  own  grafting, 

You  are  fo  prodigal  ? 

Jam.  A flip  Sir  ? 

Hen.  Yes, 

A flip  j or  call  it  by  the  proper  name. 

Your  BaRard. 

Jam.  You  are  foul-mouth’d  J do  not  provoke  me, 

I fhall  forget  your  Birth  if  you  proceed. 

And  ufe  you,  (as  your  manners  do  delerve)  uncivilly. 

Hen.  So  brave!  pray  you  give  me  hearing. 

Who  am  I Sir? 

Jam.  My  elder  Brother  : One 
That  might  have  been  born  a fool,  and  fo  reputed, 

But  that  you  had  the  luck  to  creep  into 
The  world  a year  before  me. 

Lean.  Be  more  temperate. 

Jam.  I neither  can  nor  will,  unlefs  I learn  it 
By  his  example : let  him  ufe  his  harlh 
llnfavoury  reprehenfions  upon  thofe 
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' That  are  his  Hinds,  and  not  on  me.  The  Land 
Our  Father  left  to  him  alone  rewards  him, 

For  being  twelve  months  elder,  let  that  be 
Forgotten,  and  let  his  Parafites  remember 
One  quality  of  worth  or  vertue  in  him 
That  may  authorize  him,  to  be  a cenfurer 
Of  me,  or  my  manners,  and  I will 
Acknowledge  him  for  a Tutor,  till  then,  never. 

Hen.  From  whom  have  you  your  means  Sir  ? 

Jam.  From  the  will 

Of  my  dead  Father  ^ I am  fure  I Ipend  not 
Nor  give’t  upon  your  purfe. 

Hen.  But  will  it  hold  out  ' 

Without  my  help? 

Jam.  I am  fure  it  fhall,  Tie  fink  elfe, 

For  fboner  I will  feek  aid  from  a Whore, 

Than  a courtefie  from  you. 

Hen.  Tiswell*,  you  are  proud  of 
Your  new  Exchequer,  when  you  have  cheated  him 
And  worn  him  to  the  quick,  I may  be  found 
In  the  Lift  of  your  acquaintance. 

Lean.  Pray  you  hold 

And  give  me  leave  (ray  Lord)  to  fay  thus  much 
(And  in  mine  own  defence)  I am  no  Gull 
To  be  wrought  on  by  perfwafion : nor  no  Coward 
To  be  beaten  out  of  my  mean  s,  but  know  to  whom 
And  why  I give  or  lend,  and  will  do  nothing 
But  what  my  reafon  warrants  \ you  may  be 
As  Iparing  as  you  pleafe,  I muft  be  bold 
Tomakeufe  of  my  own,  without  your  licence. 

Jam.  ’Pray  thee  let  him  alone,  he  is  not  worth  thy  anger. 
All  that  he  do’s  (^Leandro)  is  for  my  good, 

I think  there’s  not  a Gentleman  of  Spain^ 

That  has  a better  Steward,  than  1 have  of  him. 

Hen.  Your  Steward  Sir? 

Jam.  Yes,  and  a provident  one ; 

Why,  he  knows  I am  given  to  large  expence. 

And  therefore  lays  up  for  me ; could  you  believe  clfe 
That  he,  that  fixteen  years  hath  worn  the  yoke 
Of  barren  wedlock,  without  hope  of  ilfue 
(His  Coffers  full,  his  Lands  and  Vincyardsfruitful) 

Could  be  fo  fold  to  bale  and  fordid  thrift, 

»As  almoft  to  deny  himfelf,  the  means 
And  necelfariesof  life?  Alas,  he  knows 
The  Laws  of  Spam  appoint  me  for  his  Heir, 

That  all  muft  come  to  me,  if  I out-live  him, 

Which  fure  I muft  do,  by  the  courfe  of  Nature, 

And  theaffiftanceofgood  Mirth,  and  Sack, 

How  ever  you  prove  Melancholy. 

Hen.  If  I live. 

Thou  dearly  lhalt  repent  this. 

Jam.  When  thou  art  dead, 
lam  fure  I lhall  not. 

MU.  Now  they  begin  to  burn 
Like  oppos’d  Meteors. 

tArf.  Give  them  line,  and  way, 

My  life  for  Don  Jamie. 

Jam.  Continue  ftill 

The  excellent  Husband,  and  joyn  Farm  to  Farm, 

Suffer  no  Lordlhip,  that  in  a clear  day 
Falls  in  the  profped  of  your  covetous  eye 
To  be  anothers  ^ forget  you  are  a Grandee ; 

Take  ufe  upon  ufe,  and  cut  the  throats  of  Heirs 
With  cozening  Mortgages:  rack  your  poor  Tenants, 

Till  they  look  like  fo  many  Skeletons 
For  want  of  Food  ^ and  when  that  Widows  curfes, 
Theruinesof  ancient  Families,  tears  of  Orphans 
Have  huri'ied  you  to  the  Devil,  ever  remember 
All  was  rak’d  up  for  me  (your  thankful  Brother) 

That  will  dance  merrily  upon  your  Grave, 

And  perhaps  give  a double  Pifiolet 
Tofomepoor  needy  Frier,  tolayaMafs 
To  keep  your  Ghoft  from  walking. 

Hen.  That  the  Law 


Should  force  me  to  endure  this ! 

Jam.  Verily, 

When  this  fnall  come  to  pals  (as  fure  it  will) 

If  you  can  find  a loop-hole,  though  in  Hell, 

To  look  on  my  behaviour,  you  lhall  fee  me 
Ranfack  your  Iron  Chefts,  and  once  again 
Pluto's  flame-colour’d  Daughter  lhall  be  free 
To  domineer  in  Taverns,  Mafques,  and  Revels 
As  Ihe  was  us’d  before  Ihe  was  your  Captive. 

Me  thinks  the  meer  conceipt  of  it,  Ihould  make  you 
Go  home  lick,  and  diftemper’d  ^ ifitdo’s. 

Tie  fend  you  a Dodor  ofmineown,  and  after 
Take  order  for  your  Funeral. 

Plen.  You  have  faid.  Sir, 

I will  not  fight  with  wwds,  but  deeds  to  tame  you, 
Reft  confident  1 will,  and  thou  flialt  wilh 
This  day  thou  hadft  been  dumb.- 


{_E.xit 


CMtl.  You  have  given  him  a heat. 

But  with  your  own  dillempcr. 

Jam.  Not  a whit. 

Now  he  is  from  mine  eye,  I can  be  merry, 

Forget  thecaufeand  him : all  plagues  go  with  him, 

Let’s  talk  of  fomething  clfe : what  news  is  ftirring  ? 
Nothing  to  pafs  the  time  ? 

MU.  ’Faith  it  is  laid 

That  the  next  Summer  will  determine  much 
Of  that  we  long  have  talk’d  of,  touching  the  W’ars. 

Lean.  What  have  wc  to  do  with  them?  Let  usdilcourfe 
Of  what  concerns  our  fclvcs.  ’Tis  now  in  fafiiion 
To  have  your  Gallants  let  down  in  a Tavern, 

What  the  Arch-Dukes  purpofe  is  the  next  fpring,  and  what 
Defence  my  Lords  (the  States)  prepare : what  courfc 
The  Emperour  takes  againft  the  encroaching  Turk, 

And  whether  his  Moony  ftandards  arc  defign’d 
For  Perfta  or  Polonia  : and  all  this 
The  wifer  fort  of  State- Worms  feem  to  know 
Better  than  their  own  affairs : this  is  difeourfe 
Fit  for  the  Council  it  concerns  \ wc  are  young. 

And  if  that  I might  give  the  Theme,  ’twcrc  better 
To  talk  of  handlbme  Women. 

tJAtl.  And  that’s  one, 

Almoft  as  general. 

ylrf.  Yet  none  agree 
Who  are  the  faireft. 

Lean.  Some  prefer  the 

For  their  conceited  Drellings : forae  the  plump 
Italian  Bona-Robas.^  fome  the  State 
That  ours  oblerve ; and  I have  heard  one  fwcar, 

(A  merry  friend  of  mine)  that  once  in  London.^ 

He  did  enjoy  the  company  of  a Gamcftcr, 

(A  common  Gamefter  too)  that  in  one  night 
Met  him  iW  Italian.,  Fm/cl?, and  Spanifii  wayes, 

And  ended  in  the  Dutch  •,  for  to  cool  her  fclf. 

She  kifs’d  him  drunk  in  the  morning. 

Jam.  Wemayfpare 

The  travel  of  our  tongues  in  forraign  Nations, 

When  in  (ordnba,  if  you  dare  give  credit 
To  my  report  (for  I have  feen  her.  Gallants) 

There  lives  a Woman  (of  a mean  birth  too, 

And  meanly  match’d)  whole  all-excelling  Form 
Difdains  comparilbn  with  any  She 
That  puts  in  for  a fair  one,  and  though  you  borrow 
From  every  Country  of  the  Earth  the  beft 
Of  thofe  perfedlions,  which  the  Climat  yields 
To  help  to  make  her  up,  if  put  in  Ballance, 

This  will  weigh  down  the  Scale. 

Lean.  You  talk  of  wonders. 

Jam.  She  is  indeed  a wonder,  and  fo  kept. 

And,  as  the  world  deferv’d  not  to  behold 
What  curious  Nature  made  without  a pattern, 

Whofe  Copy  Ihe  hath  loft  too,  Ihe’s  Ihut  up, 

Sequeftred  from  the  world. 

Lean.  Who  is  the  owner 
Of fuch  a Jem  ? I am  firc’d. 
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Jam.  One  'Hartdlm., 

A wrangling  Advocate. 

Arf.  A knave  on  Record. 

Mil.  I am  fure  he  cheated  me  of  the  bell  part 
Of  my  Eftate. 

Jam.  Some  Bullnefs  calls  me  hence, 

(And  of  importance)  which  denies  me  leifure 
To  give  you  his  full  charadter : In  few  words 
(Though  rich)  he’s  covetous  beyond  expreflion. 
And  toencreafe  his  heap,  will  dare  the  Devil, 

And  all  the  plagues  of  darknefs ; and  to  thefe 
So  jealous,  as  if  you  would  parallel 
Old  ^r^?«tohim,  youmuft  multiply 
His  Eyes  an  hundred  times ; of  thefe  none  fleep. 

He  that  would  charm  the  heavieft  lid  , mull  hire 
A better  than  Jove  made  ufe  ot : 

Blefsyour  felves  from  the  thought  of  him  and  her. 
For  ’twill  be  labour  loll ; So  farewel  Signiors.- 


Arf.  Leandro  ? ill  a dream  ? wake  man  forlhame. 

Mil.  Trained  into  a fools  paradife  with  a tale 
Of  an  imagin’d  Form. 

Lea.  Jamie  is  noble. 

And  with  a forg’d  Tale  would  not  wrong  his  Friend, 

Nor  am  I fo  much  fir’d  with  lull  as  Envie, 

That  fuch  a churl  as  Bartolm  Ihould  reap 
So  fweet  a harvefl,  half  my  State  to  any 
To  help  me  to  a fhare. 

Arf  Tufh  do  not  hope  for 
Impoflibilities. 

Lea.  I mull  enjoy  her. 

And  my  prophetique  love  tells  me  I lhall. 

Lend  me  but  your  allillance. 

Arf  Give  it  o’re. 

Mtl.  I would  nor  have  thee  fool’d. 

Lea.  I have  ftrange  Engines 
Falhioning  here : and  Bartolm  on  the  Anvil, 

DifTwademe  not,  but  help  me. 

Mil.  Take  your  fortune, 

Ifyou  come  off  well,  praife  your  wit  •,  if  not, 

Ej^ed  to  be  the  fubjed  of  our  Laughter.  {jS.veitnt. 

SCENA  If. 

Enter  Odtavio,  and  Jacinta. 

Jac.  You  met  Don  Henriaue  ? 

Oa.  Yes. 

Jac.  What  comfort  bring  you? 

Speak  cheerfully ; how  did  my  letter  work 
On  his  hard  temper  ? I am  fure  I wrote  it 
So  feelingly,  and  with  the  pen  of  forrow. 

That  it  muft  force  Compundion. 

OCl.  You  are  cozen’d  ^ 

Can  you  with  one  hand  prop  a falling  Tower  ? 

Or  with  the  other  flop  the  raging  main , 

When  it  breaks  in  on  the  ufurped  Ihore  ? 

Or  any  thing  that  is  impolfible 

And  then  conclude  that  there  is  fome  way  left, 

To  move  him  to  compalTion. 

Jac.  Is  there  a Juflice 
Or  thunder  (my  Oblavto ) and  he 
Not  funk  unto  the  center  ? 

OCi.  Good  Jacinta.^ 

With  your  long  pradiled  patience  bear  afflidions. 

And  by  provoking  call  not  on  Heavens  anger, 

He  did  not  only  fcorn  to  read  your  letter. 

But  (moll  inhumane  as  he  is)  he  curfed  you, 

Curfed  you  moft  bitterly. 

Jac.  The  bad  mans  charity. 

Oh  that  I could  forget  there  were  a Tye, 

In  me,  upon  him.'  or  the  relief  I feck, 

(Ifgivcn)  were  bounty  in  him,  and  not  debt, 

Debt  of  a dear  accompt ! 

OB-.  Touch  not  that  firing, 

’Twill  but  encrcafe  your  forrow : and  tame  filence. 


(The  Balm  of  the  oppreffed)  which  hitherto 
Hath  eas’d  your  griev’d  foul,  and  preferv’d  your  fame 
Mull  be  your  Surgeon  ftill . ’ 

Jac.  If  the  contagion 
Of  my  misfortunes  had  not  fpread  it  felf 
Upon  my  Son  liAf canto,  though  my  wants 
Were  centupli’d  upon  my  felf,  I could  be  patient : 

But  he  is  fo  good,  1 fo  miferable. 

His  pious  care,  his  duty,  and  obedience, 

And  all  that  can  be  vvilh’d  for  from  a Son, 

Difcharg’d  to  me,  and  I,  barr’d  of  all  means 
To  return  any  fcruple  of  the  debt 
I owe  him  as  a Mother,  is  a Torment, 

Too  painfull  to  be  born. 

OCl.  I fuffer  with  you. 

In  that yet  find  in  this  afllirance  comfort. 

High  Heaven  ordainsf whole  purpofes  cannot  alter^ 

Enter  Afeanio. 

Children  that  pay  obedience  to  their  Parents, 

Shall  never  beg  their  Bread. 

Jac.  Here  comes  our  joy. 

Where  has  my  dearefl  been  ? 

Afc.  I have  made.  Mother, 

A fortunate  voyage  and  brought  home  rich  prize, 

In  a few  hours ; the  owners  too  contented. 

From  whom  I took  it.  See  here’s  Gold,good  {tore  too. 
Nay,  pray  you  take  it. 

Jac.  Mens  Charities  are  fo  cold. 

That  if  I knew  not, thou  wert  madeofGoodnefs, 
Twould  breed  a jealoufie  in  me  by  what  means, 

Thou  cam’fl  by  fuch  a fum. 

Afc.  Were  it  ill  got, 

I am  fure  it  could  not  be  employed  fo  well, 

As  to  relieve  your  wants.  Some  noble  friends, 

(Rais’d  by  heavens  mercy  to  me,  not  my  merits^) 
Bellow’d  it  on  me. 

OlE.  It  were  a facriledge 
To  rob  thee  of  their  bounty,  fince  they  gave  it 
To  thy  ufe  only. 

Jac.  Buy  thee  brave  Cloathes  with  it 
And  fit  thee  for  a fortune,  and  leave  us 
To  our  neceffities  •,  why  do’ll  thou  weep  ? 

Afc.  Out  of  my  fear  I have  offended  you , 

For  had  I not,Iam  fure  you  are  too  kind,  * 

Not  to  accept  the  offer  of  my  fervice. 

In  which  I am  a gainer  •,  I have  heard 

My  tutor  fay, of  all  aereal  fowl 

The  Stork’s  theEmblemeoftruepietie, 

Becaufe  when  age  hath  feiz’d  upon  her  dam. 

And  made  unfit  for  flight,  the  gratefull  young  one 
Takes  her  upon  his  back , provides  her  food, 
Repaying  fo  her  tender  care  of  him, 

E’re  he  was  fit  to  fly,  by  bearing  her : 

Shall  I then  that  have  reafon  and  difeourfe 
That  tell  me  all  I can  doe  is  too  little, 

Be  more  unnatural  thaji  a filly  bird  ? 

Or  feed  or  cloath  my  felf  fuperfluoufly. 

And  iknow,  nay  fee  you  want  ? holy  Saints  keep  me. 

Jac.  Can  I be  wretched. 

And  know  my  felf  the  Mother  to  fuch  Goodnefs  ? 

Oc?.  Come  let  us  drie  our  eyes,  we’ll  have  a feafl. 
Thanks  to  our  little  Steward. 

Jac.  And  in  him. 

Believe  that  we  are  rich. 

Afc.  I am  fure  I am. 

While  I have  power  to  comfort  you,  and  ferve  yon. 

SCENA  III. 

Enter  Hcnrique,  and  Violante. 

y’iol.  Is  it  my  fault,  Don  Henrique,  or  my  fate  ? 
What’s  my  offence  ? I came  young  to  your  bed, 

I had  a fruitfull  Mother,  and  you  met  me 
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With  equall  ardour  in  your  May  of  blood  , 

And  why  then  am  I barren  ? 

Hen.  ’Tis  not  in  Man 
To  yielda  reafon  for  the  will  of  Heaven, 

Which  is  infcrutable. 

Viol.  To  what  ufe  ferve 
Full  fortunes,  and  the  meaner  fort  of  bleffings. 

When  that, which  is  the  Crown  of  all  our  wiihes, 
Theperiod  of  humane  happinefs. 

One  only  Child  that  may  polfefs  what’s  ours, 

Is  cruelly  deni’d  us  ? 

• Hen.  ’Tis  the  curfe 
Of  great  Eftates  to  want  tliofe  Pledges, which 
The  poor  are  happy  in : They  in  a Cottage, 

With  joy,  behold  the  Models  oftheir  youth. 

And  as  their  Root  decaies,  thofe  budding  Branches 
Sprout  forth  and  flourifn,  to  renew  their  age  •, 

But  this  is  the  beginning,  not  the  end 
Of  milery  to  me,  that  ’gainft  my  will 
• f Since  Heaven  denies  us  Iflue  of  our  own ) 

Mult  leave  the  fruit  of  all  my  care  and  travel 
To  an  unthankfull  Brother  that  infults 
On  my  Calamity. 

VioK  1 will  rather  choofe 
A Ballard  from  the  Hofpital  and  adopt  him, 

And  nourilh  him  as  mine  own. 

Hen.  Such  an  evalion 
F'wUnte)  is  forbid  to  us  ; 

Happy  the  Romane  State,  where  it  was  lawfull, 
f If  our  own  Sons  were  vicious ) to  choofe  one 
Out  of  a vertuous  Stock,  though  of  poor  Parents, 

And  make  him  noble.  But  the  laws  of  Spain, 

( Intending  to  preferve  all  ancient  Houfes J 
, Prevent  fuch  free  elcdions  •,  with  this,my  Brother’s 
Too  well  acquainted,  and  this  makes  him  bold  to 
Reign  o’rc  me,  as  a Mailer. 

Ktol.  I will  fue  ' 

The  Portion  I brought  with  me,  e’re  he  fpend 
A Royal  of  it:  no  Qnirckleft.^  noQuiddit 
That  may  defeat  him  ? 

Hen.  Were  I but  confirmed, 

That  you  would  take  the  means  I ufc  with  patience. 

As  I mufl  pradife  it  with  my  dilhonour, 

1 could  lay  level  wpth  the  earth  his  hopes 
That  foar  above  the  clouds  with  expedation 
To  fee  me  in  my  grave. 

Effcd  but  this, 

And  our  revenge  (hall  be  to  us  a Son 
That  fliall  inherit  for  us. 

Hen.  Do  not  repent 
When  ’tis  too  late. 

Fio!.  I fear  not  what  may  fall 

He  difpoHefs’d  that  docs  ufurp  on  all.  J^Exemt. 


ASlfts  SecHficius.  ScenaPr/ma. 

Enter  Leandro,  ( with  a letter  writ  out J Milanes,  afid  Arlenio. 

Ml.  /^An  any  thing  but  wonder? 

Lea.  Wonder  on, 

lam  asyefce,and,  what  will  follow,  Gentlemen  ? 

Arf.  Why  dolt  thou  put  on  this  form  ? what  can  this  do? 
Tiiou  looked  mod  fillily. 

ALL  Like  a young  Clerk, 

A halfpin’d-puppy  that  would  write  for  a Royal. 

Is  this  a commanding  fiiape  to  win  a beauty.? 

Tow'hatufe,  what  occallon  ? 

Ixan.  Peace,  ye  are  fools. 

More  filly  than  my  oiit-fide  reems,ye  are  ignorant ^ 

They  that  pi  etend  to  wonders  mud  weave  cunningly. 

Arf.  What  manner  of  accefs  can  this  get  ? or  if  gotten 
What  credit  in  her  eyes  ? 


1 Lean.  Will  ye  but  leave  me  ? 

1 Mil.  Me  thinks  a young  man  and  a handfom  Gentleman 
f But  fure  thou  art  lunatick)  me  thinks  a brave  man 
Thatwouldcatchcunningly  the  beams  of  beauty,  • • 
And  fo  didribute  ’em  unto  his  comfort. 

Should  like  hiinfelf  appear,young,high,and  bux’om. 

And  in  the  brighted  form.  ^ 

Lean.  Ye  are  cozen’d  ("Gentlemen) 

Neither  do  I believe  this,  nor  will  follow  it. 

Thus  as  I am,  I will  begin  my  voyage. 

W’hen  you  love,  lanch  it  out  in  filks  and  velvets. 

Tie  love  in  Serge,  and  will  outgo  your  Sattins. 

To  get  upon  my  great  horfe  and  appear 

The  fign  of  fuch  a man,  and  trot  my  meafures,/  ’ 

Orfiddleout  whole  frody  nights  ("my  friends)!'^'  • 

Under  the  window,  while  my  teeth  keep  tune, 

I hold  no  handfomnefs.  Let  me  get  in, 

There  trot  and  fiddle  where  I may  have  fair  play. 

Arf.  But  how  get  in  f 

Lean.  Leave  that  to  me,  your  patience, 

I have  fome  toyes  here  that  I dare  well  trud  to  : 

I have  fmelt  a Vicar  out,  they  call  him  LopetL.  ' 

You  are  ne’re  the  nearer  now.  ' I 

Md.  We  do  confefs  it. 

Z-M.  Weak  fimple  men, this  Vicar  to  this  Lawyer 
Is  the  mod  inward  Damon. 

Arf  What  can  this  do  ? 

MU.  We  know  the  fellow, and  he  dwells  there. 

Lean.  So. 

Arf.  A poor,  thin  thief;  he  help?  he.?  hang  the  Vicar,  _ 

Can  reading  of  an  prefer  thee  ? 

Thou  artdead-fick  in  love,  and  hee’l  pray  for  thee. 

Lean.  Have  patience(Gcntlemcn)l  fay  thisVicar, 

This  thing  I fay  is  all  one  with  the  dole  Bartolns 
(For  fo  they  call  the  Lawyer)  or  his  nature 
Which  I have  dudied  by  relation  .- 
And  make  no  doubt  I fliall  hit  handfomly. 

Will  I work  cunningly,  and  home : underltand  me. 

Enter  Lopez,  and  Diego. 

Next  I pray  leave  me,  leave  me  to  my  fortune 
Difficilia  pulchra,  that’s  my  Motto  ( Gentlemen ) 

Tie  win  this  Diamond  from  the  rock  and  wear  her. 

Or 

MU.  Peace,  the  Vicar : fend  ye  a full  fail.  Sir. 

There’s  your  Confeflbr,  but  what  (hall  be  your  jx:- 
Lean.  A fools  head  if  I fail,and  lb  forfake  me.  ( nance .? 
You  (hall  hear  from  me  daily. 

MU.  We  will  be  ready.  \_SxenntMi\.P^t^. 

Lop.  Thin  world  indeed .' 

, Lean.  I’le  let  him  breath  and  mark  him : 

No  man  would  think  a drangcr  as  I am 
Should  reap  any  great  commodity  from  hispigbelly. 

Aop.  Poor  dirring  for  poor  Vicars. 

Dic?o.  And  poor  Sextons. 

Lop.  We  pray  and  pray, but  to  nopurpofe. 

Thole  that  enjoy  our  lands,  choak  our  Devotions. 

Our  poor  thin  dipends  make  us  arrant  dunces, 

Diego.  Ifyoulive  miferably,how(hallwedo  (Matter^ 
That  are  fed  only  with  the  found  of  prayers  ? 

Wc  rife  and  ring  the  Bells  to  get  good  doraachs. 

And  mud  be  fain  to  eat  the  ropes  with  reverence. 

Lop.  When  was  there  a Chriflning,  Diego  ? 

Diego.  Not  this  ten  weeks ; 

Alas,  they  have  forgot  to  get  children  (Mader ) 

The  Wars,  the  Seas,  and  ufurie  undoe  us, 

Takes  off  our  minds,  our  edges,  blunts  our  plough- (hares. 
They  eat  nothing  here,but  herbs, and  get  nothing  but  green 
There  are  fome  poor  Labourers,  that  perhaps  ffauce  ; 
Once  in  leven  year,  with  helping  one  another. 

Produce  fome  few  pin’d-Butter  prints, that  fcarce  hold 
The  chriflning  neither. 

Lop.  Your  Gallants,  they  get  Honour, 

A flrange  fantaflical  Birth,  to  defraud  the  Vkar, 

And 
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And  the  Camp  Ghriftens  their  nfucs^or  the  Curtizans, 

’Tis  a lewd  time. 

T)iV.  They  are  fo  hard-hearted  here  too. 

They  will  not  dye,  there's  nothing  got  by  Burials. 

Lof.  the  Air’s  too  pure, they  cannot  perifh. 

To  have  a thin  Stipend,  and  an  everlalting  Parifh, 

Lord  what  a torment  ’tis  / 

Die.  Good  lenfible  Mafter, 

You  are  allow’d  to  pray  againft  all  weathers. 

(Both  foul,  and  fair,  as  you  lhall  find  occafion ) 

Why  not  againfe  all  airs  ? 

Lop.  That’s  not  i’tlT  Canons. 

I would  it  had,  ’tis  out  of  our  way  forty  pence.  (here, 
Di.  ’Tis  ftrangCjthey  are  ftarv’d  too  yet  they  will  not  die 
They  will  not  earth  : a good  fiout  plague  amongft’em, 

Or  Haifa  dozen  new  fantallical  Fevers 
That  would  turn  up  their  heels  by  whole-fale  (Mafter) 

And  take  the  Doctors  too,  in  their  grave  Counfels, 

That  there  might  be  no  natural  help  for  mony : 

How  merrily  would  my  Bells  goe  then? 

Lop.  Peace  Diego, 

The  Doftors  are  our  friends,  let’s  pleafe  them  well. 

For  though  they  kill  but  fiow,they  are  certain  , Diego, 

We  mud:  remove  into  a muddy  Air, 

A moft  contagious  Climate. 

Die.  VVe  mull  certain. 

An  air  that  is  the  nurfery  of  agues, 

Such  agues  (Mailer)  that  will  lhake  mens  fouls  out, 

Ne’re  Itay  for  Poffets,  nor  good  old  wives  plallers. 

Lop.  Gowts  and  dead  Palfies. 

Die.  The  dead  do’s  well  at  all  times. 

Yet  Gowts  will  hang  an  arfe  a long  timefMaller ) 

The  Pox',  or  Englilh  Surfeits  if  w- e had  ’em 
Thole  are  rich  marie,  they  make  a Church-yard  fat. 

And  make  the  Sexton  ling,  they  never  mils.  Sir. 

Lop.  Then  Wills  and  Funeral  Sermons  come  in  feafon. 

And  Fealls  that  make  us  frolick. 

Die.  Would  1 could  fee ’em. 

Lop.  And  though  I weep  i’th’  Pulpit  for  my  Brother, 

Yet  ( Diego  ) here  I laugh. 

Die.  The  caufe  requires  it. 

Lop.  Since  people  left  to  die  I am  dunce , Diego. 

Die.  ’Tis  a fhrange  thing,  I have  forgot  to  dig  too. 

Lea.  A pretious  pair  of  youths ! I mull  make  toward’em. 
Lop.  Who’s  that  ? look  it  feems  he  would  fpeak  to  us. 

I hope  a Marriage,  or  fome  Will  to  make,  Diego. 

Die.  My  friend  your  bufinefs  ? 

Lea.  ’Tis  to  that  grave  Gentleman  ; 

Blefs  your  good  learning,  Sir. 

Lop.  And  blefs  you  alfo. 

He  bears  a prorailIng  face,  there’s  fome  hope  toward. 

Lea.  I have  a Letter  to  your  worlhip. 

Lop.  Well  Sir, 

I From  whence  I pray  you  ? 

I . Lea.  From  Nova  Hifpania,  Sir, 

And  from  an  ancient  friend  of  yours. 

Lop.  ’Tis  well.  Sir  , 

’Tis  very  well ; the  devil  a one  I know  there 
Die.  Take  heed  of  a Snap,  Sir,  h’as  a 
I do  not  like  his  way. 

Lop.  Let  him  goe  forward. 

Cantahit  vacma.  They  that  have  nothing  fear  nothing, 

All  I have  to  lofe,  Diego,  is  my  learning. 

And  when  he  has  gotten  that,  he  may  put  it  in  a Nut  fliell. 

'LETTER  READ. 

Sl^piior  Lopez,  Since  my  arrival  from  Cordova  tothefe  parts, 
J have  written  divers  Letters  unto  you,  hut  as  yet  received 
no  <eAnfwcr  of  any  (Good  and  verv  good)  And  although  fo 
great  a for  get  fain  efs  might  caufe  a want  in  my  due  correfpondence, 
yet  the  defire  / have  fiillto  ferve  you  mnfi  more  prevail  with  me 
(Better  and  better ; the  devil  a man  know  I yet)  and  there- 
fore with  the  prefent  occafion  offered  I am  willing  to  crave  a con- 
tinuance of  the  favours,  which  I have  heretofore  received  from 


(tenance, 
cozening  coun- 


yoH,  and  do  recommend  my  Son  Leandro  the  Bearer  to  you  with 
recjuefi  that  he  may  be  admitted  in  that  Vmverfitie  till  fuch  time 
as  Ijhall  arrive  at  home  •,  hisfludies  he  will  make  you  acquainted 
withall:  This  kindnefs  fiall  fupply  the  want  of  your  flackncfs  : 
odfo  heaven  keep  you . T ours 

„ Alonzo  Tiveria. 

Alonzjo  Ttverta,  very  well, 

A very  ancient  friend  of  mine,  I take  it. 

For  till  this  hour  I never  heard  his  name  yet. 

Lea.  You  look.  Sir,  as  if  ye  had  forgot  my  Father. 

Lop.  No,  no,  I look,  as  I would  remember  him. 

For  that  I never  remerabred,  I cannot  forget,  Sir, 

Alonzjo  Tiveria  ? 

Lea.  The  fame.  Sir. 

Lop.  And  now  i’th’  Indies  ? 

Lea.  Yes.  v 

Lop.  He  may  be  any  where. 

For  ought  that  I confider. 

Lea.  Think  again.  Sir, 

You  were  Students  both  at  one  time  in  Salamanca, 

And,  as  I take  it,  Chamber-fellows. 

Lop.  Ha  ? 

Lea.  Nay,  fure  you  mull  remember. 

Lop.  Would  I could. 

Lea.  I have  heard  him  fay, you  were  Goffips  too. 

Lop.  V’ery  likely. 

You  did  not  hear  him  fay,  to  whom  ? for  we  Students 
May  oft-times  over-reach  our  memories. 

Do’ll  thou  remember , Diego,  this  fame  Signiour  } 

Thou  hall  been  mine  thefe  twenty  years. 

Die.  Remember.^ 

Why  this  Fellow  would  make  ye  mad  : Nova  Hijpania  ? 
And  Signiour  Tiveria}  what  are  thefe 
He  may  as  well  name  ye  Friends  out  of  Cataya. 

Take  heed  I befeech  your  worlhip  : do  you  hear , fmy 
You  have  no  Letters  for  me  ? friend  ? ) 

Lea.  Not  any  letter. 

But  I was  charged  to  doe  m.y  Fathers  love 
To  the  old  honell  Sexton  Diego',  are  you  he.  Sir  ? 

Dig.  Ha  ? have  I friends,  and  know  ’em  not  ? my  name  is 
But  if  either  I remember  you  or  your  Father, 

Or  Nova  Hifpania  (\  was  never  there  Sir ) 

Or  any  kindred  that  you  have — for  heaven-fake,  Mafter, 
Let’s  call  about  a little,  and  confider, 

We  may  dream  out  our  time. 

Lea.  It  leems  I am  deceiv’d.  Sir, 

Yet,  that  you  are  Don  Lopez,  all  mentell  me. 

The  Curate  here,and  have  been  fome  time,Sir, 

And  you  the  Sexton  Diego,  fuch  I am  fent  to, 

The  letter  tells  as  much ; may  be  they  are  dead. 

And  you  of  the  like  names  focceed ; I thank  ye  Gentlemen 
Ye  have  done  honeftly,  in  telling  truth, 

I might  have  been  forward  elfe.  For  to  that  Lopez., 

That  was  my  Fathers  friend,  1 had  a charge, 

(A  charge  of  mony)  to  deliver  (Gentlemen) 

Five  hundred  Duckets,  a poor  fmall  gratuity, 

But  fince  you  are  not  he 


Lop.  Good  Sir,  let  me  think, 

I pray  ye  be  patient. 

Pray  ye  ftay  a little, 

Nay,  let  me  remember,  I befeech  ye  ftay.  Sir. 

Di.  An  honell  noble  friend, that  fends  fo  lovingly*, 

An  old  friend  too I lliall  remember  fure.  Sir. 

Lop.  Thou  fayft  true  Diego. 

Die.  ’Pray  ye  confider  quickly. 

Doe,  doe,  by  any  means,  me  thinks  already 
A grave  ftaid  gentleman  comes  to  my  memory. 

Lea.  He’s  old  indeed,  fir. 

Die.  With  a goodly  white  Beard, 

(For  now  he  mult  be  fo  : I know  he  mull  be) 

Signior  Alonzjr,  Mafter. 

Lop.  I begin  to  have  him. 

Die.  H’as  been  from  hence, about  fome  twenty  years,fir. 

Lea.  Some  five  and  twenty,  fir. 

S Die. 
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Die.  You  fay  raolt  true,  Sir, 

Juft  to  an  hour  *,  ’tis  now  juft  five  and  twenty, 

A fine  ftraight  timber’d  man, and  a brave  foldiei:, 

He  married : let  me  fee, 

Lea.  DeCafiro's  Daughter. 

Die.  The  very  fame. 

Lea.  Thou  art  a very  Rafcal, 

De  {afiro  is  the  Turk  to  thee,  orany  thing; 

The  Mony  rubbs  ’em  into  ftrange  remembrances. 

For  as  many  Duckets  more  they  would  remember  Adam. 

Lop.  Give  me  your  hand , you  are  welcome  to  your 
Now  I remember  plainly,  manifeftly,  ( country, 

As  frellily,  as  if  yeftcrdy  I had  feen  him, 

Moft  heartily  welcome : finfull  that  I am, 

Moll  finfull  man  1 why  Ihould  I lofe  this  Gentleman  ? 

This  loving  old  Companion?  we  had  all  oneToul,  fir. 

He  dwelt  here  hard  by,  at  a handfomc 

Lea.  Farm  fir. 

You  fay  moft  true. 

Lop.  Alonzff  Tiveria  ! ( thus  ? 

Lord,  Lord  that  time  Ihould  play  the  treacherous  knave 
Why,  he  was  the  only  friend  I had  in  Spain,  fir, 

I knew  your  Mother  too,  a handlbme  Gentlewoman, 

She  was  married  very  young  : I married  ’em  : 

I do  remember  now  the  Maskesand  Sports  then. 

The  Fire- works,  and  the  fine  delights  •,  good  faith,  fir. 
Now  I look  in  your  face,  whofe  eyes  are  thofc,  Die^o  ? 

Nay,  ifhebenotjuft  Alonz.oh  pidure 

Lea.  Lord,  how  I blulh  for  thele  two  impudents ! 

Die.  WeH  Gentleman,  I think  your  name’s  Leandro. 

Lea.  It  is*  indeed,  fir, 

Gra’-mercy  letter ,thou  hadft  never  known  elfe. 

Die.  I have  dandled  ye,  and  kill  ye  and  plaid  with  j’e 
Ahundred,  and  a hundred  times,  and  danc’d  ye, 

And  fwong  ye  in  my  Bell-ropes,  ye  lov’d  fwinging. 

Lop.  A fweet  Boy. 

Lea.  Sweet  lying  knaves. 

What  would  thefe  doe  for  thoufands  ? 

Lop.  A wondrous  fweet  Boy  then  it  was, fee  now 
Time  that  confumes  us,  (hoots  him  up  (till  fweeter. 

How  do’s  the  noble  Gentleman  ? how  fares  he 
When  (hall  we  fee  him  ? when  will  he  blefs  his  Country 
Lea.  O,  verylhortly.  Sir,  till  his  return 
He  has  fent  me  over  to  your  charge. 

Lop.  And  welcome. 

Nay,  you  (hall  know  you  arc  welcome  to  your  friend,  fir. 

Lea.  And  to  my  Study,  Sir,  which  muft  be  the  Law. 

To  further  which,  he  would  entreat  your  care 
To  plant  me  in  the  favour  of  fome  man 
That’s  expert  in  that  knowledge : for  his  pains 
I have  three  hundred  Duckets  more ; For  my  Diet, 

Enough,  Sir,  to  defray  me ; which  1 am  charged 
Totakeftill,  aslufeit,  from  your  cuftodie, 

I have  the  mony  ready,  and  I am  weary.  ( come, 

Lop.  Sit  down,  fit  down,  and  once  more  ye  are  moft  wel- 
The  Law  you  have  hit  upon  moft  happily, 

Here  is  a Matter  in  that  art,  Bartolm, 

A neighbour  by,  to  him  I will  prefer  ye, 

A learned  man,  and  my  moft  loving  neighbour. 

Tie  doe  ye  faith  full  fervice,  Sir. 

Die.  He’s  an  Afs, 

And  fo  wee’ll  ufe  him  he  (hall  be  a Lawyer. 

Zo. But  if  ever  he  recover  thismony  again — bcfore,DrV/(?, 
And  get  fome  pretty  pittance ; my  Pupill’s  hungry. 

Lea.  Pray  ye  Sir,  unlade  me. 

Lop.  rie  refrelh  ye  Sir*, 

When  ye  want,  yob  know  your  Exchequer. 

Lea.  If  all  this  get  me  but  accefs,  I am  happy. 

Lop.  Come,  I am  tender  of  ye. 

Lea.  Tie  go  with  ye. 

To  have  this  fort  betray’d  thefe  fools  rauft  fleece  me. 

f Exeunt. 
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SCENA  II. 

Enter  Bartolus,  and  Amaranta. 

Bar.  ayfmaranta,  a retir’d  fwect  life, 

Private  and  clofe,  and  ftill,  and  houfwifely. 

Becomes  a Wife,  fets  off  the  grace  of  woriian. 

At  home  to  be  believ’d  both  youn^  and  handlbme. 

As  Lilies  that  are  cas’d  in  cryftall  Glades, 

Makes  up  the  wonder : (hew  it  abroad  ’tis  ftalc. 

And  ftill  the  more  eyes  cheapen  it  ’tis  more  flubber’d. 

And  what  need  windowes  open  to  inviting  ? 

Or  evening  Tarrafles,  to  take  opinions  ? 

When  the  moft  whollomeair  (my  wife)  blows  inward. 
When  good  thoughts  are  the  nobleft  Companions, 

And  old  chaft  (lories,  wile,  the  bed  dilcourles 
But  why  do  I talk  thus,  that  know  thy  nature  ? 

Ama.  You  know  your  own  difeafe;  diftruft,and  jealoufie. 
And  thofe  two,  give  thefe  Lcflbns,  not  good  meaning, 
What  trial  is  there  of  my  honeftic. 

When  I am  mew’d  at  home  ? to  what  end  Husband, 

Serves  all  the  vertuous  thoughts,  and  chaft  behaviours 
Without  their  ufes  ? Then  they  are  known  moft  excellent 
When  by  their  contraries  they  arc  fet  off',  and  burnilh’d. 

If  ye  both  hold  me  fair,  and  chaft,  and  vertuous, 

Let  me  goe  fearlels  out,  and  win  that  greatnefs : 

Thefe  feeds  grow  not  in  (hadcs,and  conceal’d  places.* 

Set ’em  i’th’ heat  of  all,  then  they  rife  glorious. 

Bar.  Peace,  ye  arc  too  loud. 

Ama.  You  arc  too  covetous. 

If  that  be  rank’d  a vertue,  you  have  a rich  one. 

Set  me  (like  other  Lawyers  wives)  olfhandfomcly. 
Attended  as  I ought,  and  as  they  have  it. 

My  Coach,  my  pcoplc,and  my  handfomc  women, 

My  will  in  honell  things. 

Bar.  Peace  Amaranta.  (cures ’em, 

Ama.  They  have  content,  rich  clothes,  and  that  fc- 
Binds,  to  their  carefull  husbands,  their  obfervance, 
They  are  merry,  ride  abroad,  meet,  laugh. 

Bar.  Thou  (halt  too. 

Ama.  And  freely  may  converfe  with  proper  Gentlemen, 
Suffer  temptations  daily  to  their  honour. 

Enter  Woman  More. 

Bar.  You  arc  now  too  far  again  .*  thou  (halt  have  any 
Let  me  but  lay  up  for  a handfomc  Office,  (thing, 

And  then  my  Amaranta 

Ama.  Here’s  a thing  now, 

Ye  place  as  plcafure  to  me ; all  my  retinue. 

My  Chamber-maid,  my  Kitchin-maid,  my  friend. 

And  what  (he  fails  in,  I muft  doe  my  fclf. 

A foyle  to  fet  my  Beauty  o(f,  I thank  ye. 

You  will  place  the  Devil  next  for  a Companion. 

Bar.  No  more  fuch  words,  good  wife, 

What  v/ould  you  have,  Maid  ? 

Moor.  Mailer  Curate,and  the  Sexton,  and  a (Iranger,  fir. 
Attend  to  fpeak  with  your  worlhip. 

Bar.  A llranger  ? 

Ama.Yovi  had  bed  to  be  jealous  of  the  man  you  know  not. 
'Bar.  ’Pray  thee  no  more  of  that. 

Ama.  ’Pray  ye  goe  out  to  ’em. 

That  will  be  fafeft  For  ye,  I am  well  here, 

I only  love  your  pcace,and  ferve  like  a (lave  for  it. 

Z4r.No,no,thou  (halt  not^’tis  fome  honed  Client, 

Rich,  and  litigious,  the  Curate  has  brought  to  me, 

Prc’thee  goe  in  (my  Duck)  I’le  but  fpeak  to  ’em, 

And  return  inftantly. 

Ama.  I am  commanded. 

One  day  you  will  know  my  fufferance.  f Exit. 

Bar.  And  reward  it. 

So,  fo,  faff:  bind,faft  find ; Come  in  my  neighbours. 

My  loving  neighbours  pray  ye  come  in,  ye  are  welcome. 
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Enter  Lopez,  Leandro,  WDiegO; 

» 

Lop.  Blefsyour  good  reverence. 

Bar.  Good-day,  good  Matter  Curate, 

And  neighbour  Diego.,  welcom : what’s  your  bufinefs  ? 

And  ’pray  ye  be  Hiort  ( good  friends)  the  time  is  pretious, 
Welcom,  good  Sir. 

Lop.  To  be  fliort  then  with  your  Mafterfhip, 

(For  1 know  your  feveral  hours  are  full  of  bufinefs) 

We  have  brought  ye  this  young-man,  of  honett  parents, 
And  of  an  honett  face. 

Bar.  It  feems  fo,  NeighbourSj 
But  to  what  end  ? 

Lop.  To  be  your  Pupil,  Sir, 

Your  Servant,  ifyoupleafe. 

Lea.  I have  travell’d  far.  Sir, 

To  feek  a worthy  man. 

Bar.  Alas,  good  Gentleman, 

I am  a poor  man,  and  a private  too, 

Unfit  to  keep  a Servant  of  your  Reckoning ; 

My  houfe  a little  Cottage,  and  fcarce  able 
To  hold  my  felf,and  thofe  poor  few  live  under  it  •, 

Befides,  you  mutt  not  blame  me  Gentlemen, 

If  I were  able  to  receive  a Servant, 

To  be  a little  fcrupulous  of  his  dealing. 

For  in  thele  times 

Lop.  ’Pray  let  me  anfwer  that,  fir, 

Here  is  five  hundred  Duckets,  to  fecure  him, 

He  cannot  want,  Sir,  to  make  good  his  credit, 

Good  gold,  and  coin. 

Bar.  And  that’s  an  honett  pledge  •, 

Yet  fure,that  needs  not,  for  his  face,  and  carriage, 

Seem  to  declare  an  in-bred  honefty* 

Lea.  And  (for  I have  a ripe  mind  to  the  Law,  fir, 

In  which  I underftand  you  live  a Matter) 

The  Icatt  poor  corner  in  your  houfe, poor  Bed, fir, 

(Let  me  not  feem  intruding  to  your  worlhip ) 

With  fome  Books  to  inttrud  me,  and  yourcounfel. 

Shall  I reft  moft  content  with ; other  Acquaintance 
Than  your  grave  prefence,  and  the  grounds  of  Law 
I dare  not  covet,  nor  I will  not  feek,  fir. 

For  furely  mine  own  nature  defires  privacy. 

Next,for  your  monthly  pains  ( to  Ihew  my  thanks, ) 

I do  proportion  out  lome  twenty  Duckets 
As  I grow  riper,more : three  hundred  now,  fir. 

To  fhew  my  love  to  learning,  and  my  Matter, 

My  diet  I’le  defray  too,  without  trouble. 

Lop.  Note  but  his  mind  to  learning.  ( mony 

Bar,  I do  ttrangely,  yes,  and  1 like  it  too,  thanks  to  his 
Die.  Would  he  would  live  with  me,and  learn  to  dig  too 
Lop.  A wondrous  modeft  man,  fir. 

Bar.  So  it  feems. 

His  dear  love  to  his  Studie  mutt  be  nourifh’d. 

Neighbour,  he’slike  to  prove. 

Lop.  With  your  good  counfel. 

And  with  your  diligence,  as  you  will  ply  him  *, 

His  Parents,  when  they  know  your  care 

Bar.  Come  hither. 

Die.  An  honefter  young  man,  your  worlhip  ne^re  kept 

But  he  is  fo  balhfull 

Bar.  O I like  him  better. 

Say  I fhould  undertake  ye,  which  indeed, iTr, 

Will  be  no  little  ftraitnefs  to  my  living, 

Confidering  my  Affairs,  and  my  fmall  houfe,  fir^ 

For  I lee  fome  promifes  that  pull  me  to  ye  •, 

Could  you  content  your  felf,  at  firft  thus  meanly. 

To  lie  hard,  inanout-partofmyhoufe,  fir? 

For  I have  not  many  Lodgings  to  allow  ye  ^ 

And  ftudie  Ihould  be  ftill  remote  from  company } 

A little  fire  fometimes  too,  to  refrefh  ye  3 
A Student  mutt  be  frugal  : fometimes  Lights  too, 
According  to  your  labour.  Lea.  Any  thing,  Sir, 

That’s  dry,  and  wholfome : I am  no  bred-wanton. 

Bar.  Then  I receive  you ; but  I mutt  defire  ye 


To  keep  within  your  confines.  Lea.  Ever  Sir, 

1 here’s  the  Gold,  and  ever  be  your  fervant. 

Take  it  and  give  me  Books : may  I but  prove,  fir, 
According  to  my  wiffi,  and  thefe  Ihall  multiply. 

Lop.  Do,  ftudy  hard,  pray  ye  take  him  in,  and  fettle  him, 
He’s  only  fit  for  you  ; Shew  him  his  Cell,  fir.  (yer, 

Die.  Take  a good  heart , and  when  ye  are  a cunning  Law- 
’le  fell  my  Bells,  and  you  ffiall  prove  it  lawfull. 
^^•Come,fir,with  me ; neighbours  i thank  your  diligence. 
Lop.  rie  come  fometimes,  and  cra<  ’ 


Bar.  Welcom 


crack  a cafe  with  yc. 

Q Exit, 


ZofHere’s  mony  got  with  cafe : here,  fpend  that  jovially. 
And  pray  for  the  fool,  the  Founder. 

Die.  Many  more  fools 
1 heartily  pray  may  follow  his  example, 

Lawyers,  or  Lubbers,  or  of  what  condition, 

And  many  fuch  fweet  friends  in  Nova  Hifpania. 

Lop.  It  will  do  well  ^ let  ’em  but  fend  their  monys. 

Come  from  what  quarter  of  the  world,  I care  not, 
rie  know  ’eminttantly  •,  nay  Tie  be  kin  to  ’em  ^ 

I cannot  mifs  a man,  that  fends  me  mony  .• 

Let  him  law  there,  long  as  his  Duckets  laft,  Boy, 

Tie  grace  him,  and  prefer  him. 

Die.  I’le  turn  Trade,  Matter,  and  now  live  by  the  living. 
Let  the  dead  ttink,  ’tis  a poor  ftinking  Trade; 

Lop.  If  the  young  fool  now 
Should  chance  to  chop  upon  his  fair  Wife,  Diego  ? 

Die.  And  handle  her  Cafe,  Matter,  that’s  a law  point, 

A point  would  make  him  ttart,  and  put  on  his  Spedacles, 

A hidden  point,  were  worth  the  canvafling. 

Lop.  Now  furely,  furely,  I (hould  love  him,?D/Vj(?, 

And  love  him  heartily  ; nay,  I ffiould  love  my  fel^ 

Or  any  thing  that  had  but  that  good  fortune. 

For  to  fay  truth,  the  Lawyer  is  a dog-bolt,  , 

An  arrant  worm : and  though  1 call  him  vvorflupfull, 

1 wilh  him  a canoniz’d  Cuckold,  Diego^ 

Now,  if  my  youth  do  dub  him 

Di.  He  is  too  demure,Sir.  Lop.  If  he  do  feing  her  home^ 

Dieg.  There’s  no  fuch  matter. 

The  woman  was  not  born  to  fo  much  bleflednefs. 

He  has  no  heat : ftudy  confumes  his  oyl.  Matter. 

Lop.  Let’s  leave  it  to  the  will  of  Fate,  and  prefently 
Over  acup  of luftie  Sack,  let’s  prophefie. 

1 am  like  a man  that  dreamt  he  was  an  Emperour, 

Come  Z)/e^o,hope,and  vvhilft  he  lafts  jwe’ll  lay  it  on.  {Ex. 

SCENA  III. 

Enter  Jamy,  Milanes,  Arfenid. 

Jam.  Angelo,  Milanes,  did  you  fee  this  wonder  ? 

Mil.  Yes,  yes.  Jam.  AndyouArfenio} 

Arf.  Yes  he’s  gone.  Sir, 

Strangely  difguis’d,  he’s  fet  upon  his  voyage. 

Love  guide  his  thoughts ; he’s  a brave  honett  fellow. 

Sit  clofe  Don  Lawyer,  O that  arrant  knave  now, 

How  he  will  ttink,  will  fmoak  again,  will  burft ! 

He’s  the  nlott  arrant  Beaft. 

Mil.  He  may  be  more  beaft. 

Ja.Ltt  him  bear  fix,and  fix, that  all  may  blaze  him. 

The  villany  he  has  fowed  into  my  Brother, 

And  from  his  State,  the  Revenue  he  has  reach’d  at : 

Pay  him,  my  good  take  my  prayers.  _ _ 

Arf.  And  all  our  wilhes  plough  with  his  fine  white  heifer. 
Ja.  Mark  him  (my  dear  friend ) for  a famous  Cuckold, 
Let  it  out-live  his  Books,  his  pains,  and  hear  me. 

The  more  he  fecks  to  fmother  it  with  Juftice, 

’ Enter  a Servant. 

Let  it  blaze  out  the  more ; what  news 

Andr.  News  I am  loth  to  teil  ye : but  1 am  charg’d,  fir, 
Your  Brother  layes  a ftri(n:  command  upon  yc. 

No  more  to  know  his  houfe,  upon  your  danger, 

I am  forry,  Sir. 

Jam'  Faith  never  be  : I am  glad  on’tf 
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' He  keeps  the  Jioufe  of  pride,  and  foolery : 

I mean  to  fhun  it fb  return  my  Anfwer, 

’Twill  fhortlyfpew  him  out  *,  Come,  let’s  be  merr}’, 

And  lay  our  heads  together,  carefully 

How  w’e  may  help  our  friend ; and  let’s  lodge  near  him, 

Be  (till  at  hand  : I would  not  for  my  patrimony, 

But  he  Hiould  crown  his  Lawyer,  a learned  Monfter ; 
Come,  let’s  away,  I am  ftark  mad  till  I fee  him.  {Exeunt. 

SCENA  IV. 

Bartolus,  Amaranta. 

Amar.  Why  will  ye  bring  men  in;  and  yet  be  jealous  ? 
Why  will  ye  ledge  a young  man,  a man  able. 

And  yet  repine  ? 

Bar.  He  ihall  not  trouble  thee,  fweet, 

A modeft  poor  flight  thing,  did  I not  tell  thee 
He  was  only  given  to  the  Book,  and  for  that 
How  Royally  he  paies.?  finds  his  own  meat  too, 

Amar.  I will  not  have  him  here : I know  your  courfes, 
And  what  fits  you  will  fall  into  of  madnefs. 

Bar.  ’Faith,  I will  not.  Wife. 

Amar.  I will  not  try  ye. 

Bar.  He  comes  not  near  thee : fliall  not  dare  to  tread 
Within  thy  Lodgings ; in  an  old  out-Room 
Where  Logs,  and  Coles  were  laid. 

Amar.  Now  ye  lay  fire  •,  fire  to  confurae  your  quiet. 

Bar.  Didlr  thou  know  him. 

Thou  wouldfl:  think  as  I do : he  difquiet  thee  ? 

Thou  may%wear  him  next  thy  heart,  and  yet  not  warm  him. 
His  mind  (poor  man) ’so’th’ Law,  how  to  live  after. 

And  not  on  levvdnefs : on  my  Confcience 
He  knows  not  how  to  look  upon  a W’oman 
More  than  by  reading  what  Sex  flie  is. 

Amar.  I do  not  like  it.  Sir. 

Bar.  Do’lt  thou  not  fee  (Fool) 

Whatprefents  he  fends  hourly  in  his  gratefulnefs  ? 

What  delicate  meats  ? 

Amar.  You  had  befl;  truft  him  at  your  Table, 

Do,  and  repent  it,  do. 

Bar.  If  thou  be’fl:  willing. 

By  my  troth,  1 think  he  might  come,  he’s  fo  modefl. 

He  never  fpcaks ; there’s  part  of  that  he  gave  me. 

He’ll  eat  but  half  a dozen  bits,  and  rife  immediately. 

Even  as  he  eats,  he  fludies : he’ll  not  difquiet  thee. 

Do  as  thou  pleafeft,  Wife. 

Amar.  \Vhat  means  this  Wood  cock  ? {Knockjvithin. 
Bar,  Retire, Sweet, there’s  one  knocks ; come  in,  your  bu- 

Enter  Servant.  (finefs. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  DonHenricjue.,  would  entreat  ye.  Sir, 
Tocome  immediately,  and  fpeak  with  him, 

He  has  bufinefs  of  fome  moment. 

Bar.  rie  attend  him, 

1 mult  be  gone : I pre’thee  think  the  belt.  Wife, 

At  my  return,  Tie  tell  thee  more,  good  morrow ; 

Sir,  keep  ye  cldfe,  and  fludy  hard  ; an  hour  hence 

Tie  read  a new  Cafe  to  ye. Exit.  f Leandro  voithin. 

Lean.  I’le  be  ready. 

Amar.  So  many  hundred  Duckets,  to  ly  Icurvily  ? 

And  learn  the  pelting  Law  ? this  founds  but  flenderly. 

But  very  poorly : I would  fee  this  fellow. 

Very  fain  fee  him,  how  he  looks : 1 will  find 
T 0 what  end,  and  what  fludy : there’s  the  place : 

I’le  go  o’th’  other  fide,  and  take  my  Fortune. 

I think  there  is  a window.  {Exit. 

Enter  Leandro, 

Lean.  He’s  gone  out 

Now,  if  I could  but  fee  her ; flie  is  not  this  way ; 

How  naflily  he  keeps  his  houfe?  my  Chamber, 

[f  Icontinue  long,  will  choak  me  up, 

It  is  fo  damp : I lhall  be  mortified 


For  any  woman,  if  I flay  a month  here ; 

Tie  in,  and  ftrike  my  Lute,  th^t  found  may  caliber.  {Exit. 

. Lute  and  Song. 

I 

Dsarefi  do  not  you  delay  me., 

Since  thou  knowefi  / miifi  i>e gone ; 

Wind  and  Tide  'tu  thought  doth  flay  me. 

But  ^tis  Wind  that  mufi  be  blown 
From  that  breath,  whofe  native  fmell 
Indian  Odours  far  excel. 

2 

oh  then  fpeak^thou  fairefl  fair. 

Kill  not  him  that  vows  to  ferve  thee. 

But  perfume  this  neighbouring  Air  ; ^ 

Elfe  dull  flence  fare  will  jlarve  me  : 

’Tis  a word  that’s  quickly  fpoken. 

Which  being  refrain’d  a heart  ts  broken. 

Enter  Amaranta. 

Amar.  He  keeps  very  clofe:  Lord,  how  I long  to  fee  him ! 
A Lute  ftrook  handfomely,  a voice  too  •,  Tie  hear  that ; 
Theft  Verft'sare  no  Law,  they  found  too  fweetly. 

Now  I am  rnore  defirous.  {Uaadro peeping. 

Lean.  ’Tis  flie  certain. 

Am.er.  W'hat’s  that  that  pceps.^ 

Lean.  O admirable  face ! 

Amar.  Sure ’tis  the  man. 

Lean.  I will  go  out  a little. 

Amar.  He  looks  not  like  a fool,  his  face  is  noble : 

How  flill  he  Hands ! 

Lean.  lam flruckcn dumb  with  wonder, 

Sure  all  the  Excellence  of  Earth  dwells  here. 

Amar.  How  pale  he  looks!  yet,  how  his  eyes  like  torches, 
Fling  their  beams  round ; how  manly  his  face  flicws! 

He  comes  on:  furely  he  will  fpeak:  he  is  made  niofl  hand- 
This  is  no  Clerk  behaviour;  now  I have  feen  ye,  (fomly : 
Tie  take  my  time : Husband,  ye  have  brought  home  tinder! 

{Exit. 

Lean.  Sure  Ihe  has  transform’d  me, 

I had  forgot  my  tongue  clean, 

I never  faw  a face  yet,  but  this  rare  one. 

But  I was  able  boldly  to  encounter  it, 

And  Qx'ak  my  mind,  my  lips  were  lockt  up  here. 

This  is  divine,  and  only  ftrv’d  with  reverence  ; 

O moft  fair  cover  of  a hand  far  fairer. 

Thou  bleflcd  Innocence,  that  guards  that  whitenefs, 

Live  next  my  heart.  I am  glad  I have  got  a relick,  S a noifi 
A relick  when  I pray  to  it,  may  work  wonders,  froithin. 
Hark,  there’s  fome  noift:  I mufl  retire  again. 

Thisblefled  Apparition  makes  me  happy; 

Tie  fufftr,  and  Tie  facrifice  my  fubflance. 

But  Tie  enjoy : now  foftly  to  my  Kennel.  {Exit. 


Tertim.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Henrique,  and  Bartolus. 

Hen.  O U know  my  cauft  fufficiently  ? 

X Bar.  I do  Sir. 

Hen.  And  though  it  will  impair  my  honefly, 

And  flrike  deep  at  my  Credit,  yet,  my  Bartolus, 

There  being  no  other  evafion  left  to  free  me 
From  the  vexation  of  my  Ipightful  Brother, 

That  mofl  infultingly  raigns  over  me, 

I mufl  and  will  go  forward. 

Bar.  Do,  my  Lord, 

And  look  not  after  credit,  we  lhall  cure  that. 

Your  bended  honefly  we  lhallfet  right,  Sir, 

We  Surgeons  of  the  Law  do  defperatc  Cures,  Sir, 

And 
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And  you  fhall  fee  how  heartily  I’le  handle  it ; 

Mark  how  Tie  knock  it  hbme : be  of  good  chear,  Sir^ 

You  give  good  Fees,  and  thole  bcgc  good  Caufes, 

The  Prerogative  of  your  Crowns  will  carry  the  matter, 
(Carry  it  flieer)  the  Affiflant  fits  to  morrow. 

And  he’s  your  friend,  your  monyed  men  love  naturally, 
And  as  your  loves  are  clear,  fo  are  your  Caufes. 

Hen.  He  (hall  not  want  for  that. 

Bar.  No,  no,  he  mult  not. 

Line  your  Caufe  warmly,  Sir,  the  times  are  Aguifh, 

That  holds  a Plea  in  heart  ^ hang  the  penurious. 

Their  Caufes  (like  their  purfes)  have  poor  Ifliies. 

Hen.  That  way,  I was  ever  bountiful. 

Bar.  ’Tistrue,  Sir, 

That  makes  ye  fear’d,  forces  the  Snakes  to  kneel  to  ye. 

Live  full  of  mony,  and  fupply  the  Lawyer, 

And  take  your  choice  of  what  mans  lands  you  pleafe,  Sir, 
What  pleafures,  or  what  profits  ^ what  revenges. 

They  are  all  your  own ; I mull  have  witnefles 
Enough,  and  ready. 

Hen.  You  fhall  not  want,  my  Bartolus. 

Bar.  Subftantial  fearlefs  fouls,  that  will  fwear  fuddenly. 
That  will  fwear  any  thing. 

Hen,  They  lhall  fwear  truth  too. 

Bar.  That’s  no  great  matter : for  variety 
They  may  fwear  truth,  eife  ’tis  not  much  look’d  after : 

I  will  ferve  Procefs,  prefently,  and  ftrongly. 

Upon  your  Brother,  andO^?rfwV, 

Jacintha,  and  the  Boy ; provide  your  proofs,  Sir, 

And  fet  ’em  fairly  off,  be  fure  of  Witneffes, 

Though  they  coll  mony,  want  no  (lore  of  witneffes, 

1  have  feen  a handlbme  Caufe  fo  foully  loll.  Sir, 

So  bealtly  call  away  for  want  of  Witneffes. 

Hen.  There  lhall  want  nothing. 

"Bar.  Then  begone,  be  provident. 

Send  to  the  Judge  a fecret  way : you  have  me, 

And  let  him  dnderftand  the  heart. 

Hen.  I lhall,  Sin 

Bar.  And  feel  the  pulfes  ftrongly  beat,  Pie  ftudy. 

And  at  my  hour,  but  mark  me,  go,  be  happy. 

Go  and  believe  i’th’  I,,aw. 

Hen.  I hope  ’twill  help  me.  \Exeunt. 

S C E N A II. 

Enter  Lopez,  Diego,  and  four  Parifiiioners  and  Singers. 

Ne’re  talk  to  me,  I will  not  ftay  amongft  ye, 
Debaulh’d  and  ignorant  lazie  knaves  I found  ye, 

And  fools  I leave  ye.  I have  taught  thefe  twenty  years, 
Preacht  fpoon-meat  to  ye,  that  a Child  might  fwallow. 

Yet  ye  are  Block-heads  frill : what  Ihould  I fay  to  ye  ? 

Ye  have  neither  faith,  nor  mony  left  to  fave  ye. 

Am  I a fit  companion  for  fuch  Beggcrs  ? * 

1 If  the  Shepheard  will  fuffer  the  Iheep  to  befcab’d,  Sir — 

Xb/>.  No,  no  ye  are  rotten. 

Die.  Would  they  were,  for  my  lake. 

Lo^.  I have  Nointed  ye,  and  Tarr’d  ye  with  my  D9<fl:rine, 
And  yet  the  Miirren  flicks  to  ye,  yet  ye  are  Mangy, 

I  will  avoid  ye. 

2 Pray  ye,  Sir^  be  not  angry. 

In  the  pride  of  your  new  Caffock,  do  not  part  with  us. 

We  do  acknowledge  ye  are  a careful  Curate, 

And  one  that  leldom  troubles  us  with  Sermons, 

A Ihort  nice  of  a Reading  ferves  us,  Sir, 

We  do  acknowledge  ye  a quiet  Teacher, 

Before  you’ll  vex  your  Audience,  you’ll  fleep  with  ’em, 
And  that’s  a loving  thing. 

3 We  grant  ye.  Sir, 

The  only  beriefarftor  to  our  Bowling, 

To  all  our  merry  Sports  the  firft  provoker, 

And  at  our  Feafts,  we  know  there  is  no  reafon, 

But  you  that  edifie  us  moft,  lliould  eat  molt. 

Lof.  1 will  not  ftay  for  all  this,  ye  fhall  know  me 
A man  born  to  amore  befeeming  fortune 


^33  ! 

Than  ringing  all  in,  to  a rout  of  Ounces. 

4  We  will  increalc  your  Tichcs,  you  .^hall  have  Eggs  too. 
Though  they  may  prove  moft  uangeVous  to  our  IQues, 

1 lama  Smith ; yet  thus  far  out  of  mv  love. 

You  lhall  have  the  tenth  Horfe  I prick,  to  pray  for, 

I am  fure  I prick  five  hundred  in  a year,  Sir. 

2 I am  a Cook,  a man  of  a dri’d  Confciencei 
Yet  thus  far  I relent : you  lhall  have  tith  Pottage. 

3 Your  ftipcnd  lhall  be  rais’d  too,  good  Neighbour  Diego. 
Die.  Would  ye  have  me  fpeak  for  ye  ? I ammoreanpry, 

Ten  times  more  vex’d,  not  to  be  pacified ; 

No,  there  be  other  places  for  poor  Sextons, 

Places  of  profit.  Friends,  fine  ftirring  places. 

And  people  that  know  how  to  ufe  our  Offices, 

Know  what  they  were  made  for : I fpeak  for  fuch  Capons  ? 1 
Ye  lhall  find  the  Key  o’th’  Church 
Linder  the  door.  Neighbours, 

You  may  go  in,  and  drive  away  the  Dawes. 

Z/og.  My  Surplefs,  with  one  fleeve,  you  lhall  find  there, 
For  to  that  dearth  of  Linnen  you  have  driven  me  ; 

And  the  old  Cutwork  Cope,  that  hangs  by  Geometry : 

’Pray  ye  turn  ’em  carefully,  they  are  very  tender ; 

The  remnant  of  the  Books,  lie  where  they  did,  Neighbours, 
Halfpuft  away  with  the  Church- wardens  pipings, 

Such  fmoaky  zeals  they  have  againft  hard  places. 

The  Poor-mans  Box  is  there  too : if  ye  find  any  thing 
Befide  the  Pofie,  and  that  half  rub’d  out  too> 

For  fear  it  Ihould  awake  too  much  charity, 

Give  it  to  pious  ufes,  that  is,  fpend  it. 

Die.  The  Bell-ropes,  they  are  ftrong  enough  to  hang  ye, 
So  we  bequeath  ye  to  your  deftiny. 

1 ’Pray  ye  be  not  fo  hafty. 

Die.  Tie  fpeak  a proud  word  to  ye^ 

Would  ye  have  us  ftay  ? 

2 We  do  moft  heartily  pray  ye. 

3 Tie  draw  as  mighty  drink,  Sir. 

Lof.  A ftrong  motive. 

The  ftronger  ftill,  the  more  ye  come  unto  me. 

3 And  I’le  fend  for  my  Daughter; 

Loo.  This  may  ftir  too ; 

The  Maiden  is  of  age,  and  muft  be  edified. 

4 You  lhall  have  any  thing:  lofe  our  learned  Vicar  ? 

And  our  moft  conftant  friend  ^ honeft  dear  Diego  ? 

Die.  Yet  all  this  will  not  do;  I’le  tell  ye.  Neighbours, 

And  tell  ye  true : if  ye  will  have  us  ftayj 
If  you  will  have  the  comforts  of  our  companies, 

You  lhall  be  bound  to  do  us  right  in  thefe  points. 

You  Hiall  be  bound,  and  this  the  obligation, 

Dye  when  ’tis  fit,  that  we  may  have  fit  duties. 

And  do  not  feek  to  draw — out  our  undoings, 

Marry  try’d  Women,  that  are  free,  and  fruitful^ 

Get  Children  in  abundance,  for  your  Chriftnings, 

Or  fuffer  to  be  got,  ’tis  equal  juftice, 

Lof.  Let  Weddings,  Chriftnings,  Churchings,  Funerals, 
And  merry  Gofllppings  go  round,  go  round  ftill, 

Round  as  a Pig,  that  we  may  find  the  profit. 

Dte.  And  let  your  old  men  fall  fick  handfomely, 

And  dye  immediately,  their  Sons  may  Ihoot  up : 

Let  Women  dye  o’th’  Sullens  too,  ’tis  natural, 

But  be  fure  their  Daughters  be  of  age  firft. 

That  they  may  ftock  us  ftill : your  queazie  young  Wives 
That  perilh  undeliver’d,  I am  vext  with. 

And  vext  abundantly,  it  much  concerns  me. 

There’s  a Childs  Burial  loft,  look  that  be  mended. 

Zo/j.Let’em  be  brought  to  Bed, then  dye  when  they  pleafe. 
Thefe  things  confidered.  Country-men,  andfwornto, 

2 All  thefe,  and  all  our  Sports  again,  and  Gambols. 

3 We  muft  dye,  and  wemuft  live,  and  we’ll  be  merry, 
Every  man  lhall  be  rich  by  one  another. 

2 We  are  here  to  morrow  and  gone  to  day,  for  my  part 
If  getting  Children  can  befriend  my  Neighbours, 
rie  labour  hard  but  I’le  fill  your  Font,  Sir. 

1 I have  a Mother  now,  and  an  old  Father, 

They  are  as  fare  your  own,'  within  thefe  two  months 

4  Mv'. 
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, ' 4 My  Sifter  mull  be  pray’d  for  too,  file  is  defperate, 

Defperate  in  love. 

Die.  Keep  defperate  men  far  from  her, 

Then  ’twill  go  hard : do  you  fee  how  melancholy  ? 

Do  you  mark  the  man  ? do  you  profefs  ye  love  him  ? 

And  would  do  any  thing  to  ftay  his  fury  ? 

And  are  ye  unprovided  to  refrefh  him, 

To  make  him  know  your  loves  ? fie  Neighbours. 

2 We’ll  do  any  thing. 

We  have  brought  Mufick  to  appeafe  his  fpirit, 

And  the  beft  Song  we’ll  give  him. 

Die.  ’Pray  ye  lit  down,  Sir, 

They  know  their  duties  now,  and  they  ftand  ready 
To  tender  their  beft  mirth. 

Lop.  ’Tis  well,  proceed  Neighbours, 

I am  glad  I have  brought  ye  to  underftand  good  manners. 
Ye  had  Puritan  hearts  a-while,  fpurn’d  at  all  paftimes, 
But  I fee  fome  hope  now. 

Die.  We  are  fet,  proceed  Neighbours. 

SONG. 

• I 

Let  the  'Bells  rirtg.,  and  let  the  Boys  fitigy 
The  young  Lajfes  skip  and  play^ 

Let  the  Caps  go  roundy  till  round  goes  the  ground, 

Oht  Learned  old  f^icar  mil  flay. 

2 

Let  the  Tig  turn  merrily,  merrily  ah, 

And  let  the  fat  Goofe  fwim. 

For  verily,  verily,  verily  ah. 

Our  Ficar  this  day  Jhall  be  trim. 

5 

The  flexed  Cock_  Jhall  Croxv,  ■Cochjt-loodle-loo, 

A loud  Cock^a-loodle  Jhall  he  Croxv 
The  Duck_  and  the  Drake,  Jhall  fwim  in  a lake 
OJ  Onions  and  Claret  below. 

4- 

Our  Wives  Jhall  be  neat,  to  bring  in  our  meat } 

To  thee  our  mofl  noble  advifer. 

Our  pains  flail  be  great,  and  Bottles  Jhall  fvcat. 

And  xve  our  fclves  Will  be  xviftr. 

5 

We'll  labour  and  fxvinck.^,  we’ll  kjfs  and  we'll  drwikj, 

And  Tithes  jhall  come  thicker  and  thicker'. 

We'll  fall  to  our  Plow,  and  get  Children  enough. 

And  thou  fult  be  learned  old  Ficar. 

Enter  Arfenio  and  Milanes. 

Arf.  What  ails  this  Prieft.?  how  highly  the  thing  takes  it  ? 
MU.  Lord  how  it  looks  ? has  he  not  bought  fome  Prebend? 
Leandro's  mony  makes  the  Rafcal  merry. 

Merry  at  heart  *,  he  fpies  us. 

Lop.  Be  gone  Neighbours, 

Here  are  fome  Gentlemen : be  gone  good  Neighbours, 

Be  gone,  and  labour  to  redeem  my  favour. 

No  more  words,  but  be  gone : thefe  two  are  Gentlemen, 
No  company  for  crufty-handed  fellovys. 

Die.i  We  will  ftay  for  a year  or  two,  and  try  ye. 

Lop.  Fill  all  your  hearts  with  joy,  we  will  ftay  with  ye. 
Be  gone,  no  more ; 1 take  your  paftimes  gracioufly.  [_Sxeunt 
Would  ye  with  me,  my  friends.^  LPanflioners. 

Arf.  We  would  look  upon  ye, 

For  me  thinks  ye  look  lovely. 

Lop.  Ye  have  no  Letters  ? , 

Nor  any  kind  Remembrances  ? 
iTkfU.  Remembrances? 

Lop.  From  T(ova  Hifpania,  Or  forhe  part  remote,  Sir, 
You  look  like  Travel’d  men ; may  be  fome  old  friends 
I'hat  happily  I have  forgot  •,  fome  Signiours 


In  (Joina  or  Cataya  *,  fome  Companions 

Die.  In  the  Court,  or  el fe- where. 

Arf.  They  are  mad  fure. 

Lop.  Ye  came  not  from  Bern?  do  they  look,  Diego, 

As  if  they  had  fome  myftery  about  ’em  ? 

Another  Don  Alonzjo  now  ? 

Die.  I marry, 

And  fo  much  mony,  Sir,  from  one  you  know  not. 

Let  it  be  who  it  will. 

Lop.  They  have  gracious  favours. 

Would  ye  be  private  ? 

eJMil.  There’s  no  need  on’t,  Sir, 

We  come  to  bring  ye  a Remembrance  from  a Merchant. 
Lop.  ’Tis  very  well,  ’tis  like  I know  him. 
sMrf.  No,  Sir, 

I do  not  think  ye  do. 

Lop.  A new  miftake,  Diego, 

Let’s  carry  it  decently. 

cMrf.  We  come  to  tell  ye. 

You  have  received  great  fums  from  a young  Fa(flor 
They  call  Leandro,  that  has  rob’d  his  Mailer, 

Rob’d  him,  and  run  away. 

Die.  Let’s  keep  clofe,  Maftef, 

This  news  comes  from  a cold  Country. 

Lop.  By  my  faith  it  freezes, 

MU.  Is  not  this  true  ? do  you  fhrink  now  good-man  Curat? 
Do  I not  touch  ye  ? 

Lop.  W'e  have  a hundred  Duckets 

Yet  left,  we  do  befcech  ye.  Sir - 

tJFil.  You’ll  hang  both. 

Lop.  Onemayfuffice. 

Die.  I will  not  hang  alone.  Mailer, 

I had  the  lead  part,,  you  fhall  hang  the  highell. 

Plague  o’  this  Ttveria,  and  the  Letter, 

The  Devil  fent  it  poft,  to  pepper  us, 

From  NovaHifpama,  we  fhall  hang  at  home  now. 

Arf.  1 fee  ye  are  penitent,  and  I have  companion ; 

Ye  are  fecurc  both  ■,  do  but  what  we  charge  ye, 

Ye  fhall  have  more  gold  too,  and  he  fhall  give  it. 

Yet  ne’re  indanger  ye. 

Lop.  Command  us.  Matter, 

Command  us  prefently,  and  fee  how  nimbly 

Die.  And  if  wc  do  not  handfomely  endcavour- 


Arf.  Go  home,  and  till  ye  hear  more,  keep  private, 

Till  we  appear  again,  no  words,  Vicar, 

There’s  fomething  added. 

eJMU.  For  you  too. 

Lop.  We  are  ready. 

eJMtl.  Go  and  exped  us  hourly,  if  ye  falter. 

Though  ye  had  twenty  lives 

Die.  We  are  fit  to  lofe ’em. 

Lop.  ’Tis  mofl  expedient  that  we  fhould  hang  both. 

Dte.  If  we  be  hang’d,  we  cannot  blame  our  fortune. 
Mil.  Farewel,  and  be  your  own  friends. 

Lop.  Weexpedl  ye. 'iExeunt. 

SCEN  A III. 

Enter  Odavio,  Jacintha,  and  Afeanio. 

O^la.  VVe  cited  to  the  Court ! r ^ BaT,TabLe-beok,  a Chairs 
Jac.  It  is  my  wonder.  { and  Paper,  (landi(hfet  tut. 

O^a.  But  not  OUT  fcAT,  Jacintha-,  wealthy  men. 

That  have  Eftates  to  lofe ; whofe  confeious  thoughts 
Are  full  of  inward  guilt,  may  fhake  with  horrour 
To  have  their  Adions  fifted,  or  appear 
Before  the  Judge.  But  we  that  know  our  felvcs 
As  innocent,  as  poor,  that  have  no  Fleece 
On  which  the  Talons  of  the  griping  Law 
Can  take  fure  hold,  may  fmile  with  fcorn  on  all 
That  can  be  urg’d  againfl  us. 

Jac.  I am  confident 

There  is  no  man  fo  covetous,  that  defires 
To  ravifh  our  wants  from  us,  and  lefs  hope 
There  can  be  fo  much  Juftice  left  on  earth. 


(Though 
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(Tough  fued,  and  call’d  upon)  to  eafe  us  of 
The  burthen  of  our  wrongs. 

OEla.  What  thinks  ? 

Should  we  be  call’d  in  queftion,  or  accus’d 
Unjulfly,  what  would  you  do  to  redeem  us 
From  tyrannous  oppreffion  ? 

Jfc.  I could  pray 
To  him  that  ever  has  an  open  ear, 

To  hear  the  innocent,  and  right  their  wrongs ; 

Nay,  by  my  troth,  I think  I could  out-plead 
An  Advocate,  and  fweat  as  much  as  he 
Do’s  for  a double  Fee,  ere  you  firould  fufler 
In  an  honeft  caule. 

Enter  Jamie  ^w^Bartolus. 

OEta,  Happy  fimplicitie ! 

Jac.  My  deareft  and  my  belt  one,  T)on  Jamie. 

Otia.  And  the  Advocate,  that  caus’d  us  to  be  fummoii’d. 
jifc.  My  Lord  is  mov’d,  I fee  it  in  his  looks, 

I And  that  man,  in  the  Gown,  in  my  opinion 
Looks  like  a proguing  Knave. 

Jac.  Peace,  give  them  leave. 

Jam.  Serve  me  with  Proccfs  ? 

Bar.  My  Lord,  you  are  not  lawlefs. 

Jam.  Nor  thou  honeft  *, 

One,  that  not  long  fince  was  the  buckram  Scribe, 

That  would  run  on  mens  errands  for  an  Afper, 

And  from  fuch  bafenefs,  having  rais’d  a Stock 
To  bribe  the  covetous  judge,  call’d  to  the  Bar. 

So  poor  in  pradlice  too,  that  you  would  plead 
A needy  Clyents  Caufe,  for  a ftarv’d  Hen, 

Or  half  a little  Loin  of  Veal,  though  fly-blown. 

And  thefe,  the  greateft  Fees  you  could  arrive  at 
For  juft  proceedings^  but  fince  you  turn’d  Raftal — 

Bar.  Good  words,  my  Lord. 

Jam.  And  grew  my  Brothers  Bawd, 

In  all  his  vitious  courfes,  foothing  him 

In  his  diftioneftpradifes,  you  are  grown 

The  rich,  and  eminent  Knave,  in  the  Devils  name, 

What  am  I cited  for  ? 

Bar.  You  fliall  know  anon, 

And  then  too  late  repent  this  bitter  language, 

Or  I’ll  mifs  of  my  ends. 

Jam.  Were’t  not  in  Court, 

I would  beat  that  fat  of  thine,  rais’d  by  the  food 
Snatch’d  from  poor  Clyents  mouths,  into  a jelly : 

I w'ould  (my  man  of  Law)  but  I am  patient. 

And  would  obey  the  judge. 

Bar.  ’T-is  your  belt  courfe : 

Would  every  enemy  I have  would  beat  me, 

I would  wilh  no  better  Adion. 

Oita.  ’Save  your  Lordlhip. 

Afc.  My  humble  fervice. 

Jam.  My  good  Boy,  how  doft;  thou  ? 

Why  art  thou  call’d  into  the  Court  ? 

Enter  Afliftant,  Henrique,  Officer,  Witneftes. 

Afc.  I know  not. 

But  ’cis  my  Lord  the  Affiftants  pleafure 
I Ihould  attend  here. 

Jam.  He  will  foon  refolveus. 

Ofi.  Make  way  there  for  the  Judge. 

Jam.  How?  my  kind  Brother? 

Nay  then  ’tis  rank  : there  is  fome  villany  towards. 

Ajfifi.  This  Seffions  purchas’d  at  your  fuit,  Don  Henrique-, 
Hath  brought  us  hither,  to  hear  and  determine 
Of  what  you  can  prefer. 
flen.  Idobefeech 

The  honourable  Court,  I may  be  heard 
In  my  Advocate. 

, ’Tis  granted. 

'Bar.  Humh,  humh. 

Jam.  That  Preface, 

If  left  outin  a Lawyer,  fpoiis  the  Caufe, 
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Though  ne’re  fo  good,  and  honeft. 

Bar.  If  I ftood  here. 

To  plead  in  the  defence  of  an  ill  man, 

(Moll  equal  Judge)  or  to  accufc  the  innocent 
(To  both  which,  1 profels  my  lelf  a ftranger) 

It  would  be  requifite  I fnould  deck  my  Language 
With  Tropes  and  Figures,  and  all  flourifties 
That  grace  a Rhetorician,  ’tis  confefs’d 
Adulterate  Metals  need  the  GoldTmiths  Art, 

To  fet  ’em  off ^ what  in  it  felf  is  perfed 
Contemns  a borrowed  glofs : this  Lord  (my  Client) 

Whole  honeft  caufe,  when  ’tis  related  truly. 

Will  challenge  juftice,  finding  in  his  Confcience 
A tender  fcruple  of  a fault  long  fince 
By  him  committed,  thinks  it  not  fufficient 
To  be  ablblv’d  of ’t  by  his  Confellbr, 

If  that  in  open  Court  he  publifti  not 
What  was  fo  long  conceal’d. 

Jam.  To  what  tends  this? 

Bar.  In  his  young  years  (it  is  no  miracle 
That  youth, and  heat  of  blood, Ihould  mixtogether) 

He  look’d  upon  this  woman,  cn  whofe  face 
The  mines  yet  remain,  of  excelloat  form. 

He  look’d  on  her,  and  lov’d  her. 

Jac.  You  good  Angels, 

What  an  impudence  is  this  ? 

Bar.  And  us’d  all  means 

Of  Service,  Courtlhip,Prefents,  that  might  win  her 
To  be  at  his  devotion  ; but  in  vain  ^ 

Her  Maiden  Fort,  impregnable  held  out. 

Until  he  promis’d  Marriage  \ and  before 
Thefe  Witneftes  a folemn  Contrad  pafs’d 
To  take  her  as  his  Wife. 

AJfifi.  Give  them  their  Oath. 

Jam.  They  are  incompetent  Witneires,his  own  Creatures, 
And  will  fvvear  any  thing  for  half  a Royal. 

Offi.  Silence. 

Ajftft.  Proceed. 

Bar.  Upon  this  ftrong  aflurance 
He  did  enjoy  his  wiffies  to  the  full, 

Which  fatisfied,  and  then  with  eyes  of  Judgement 
(Hood  wink’d  with  Lull  before)  confidering  duly 
The  inequality  of  the  Match,  he  being 
Nobly  defeended,  and  allyed,  but  ftie 
Without  a name,  or  Family,  fecretly 
He  purchas’d  a Divorce,  to  difanul 
hi  is  former  Contrad,  Marrying  openly 
The  Lady  V'iolante. 

Jac.  As  you  fit  here 
The  Deputy  of  the  great  King,  who  is 
The  Subftitute  of  that  impartial  Judge, 

With  whom,  or  wealth,  or  titles  prevail  nothing, 

Grant  to  a much  wrong’d  Widow,  or  a Wife 
Your  patience,  with  liberty  to  fpeak 
In  her  own  Caufe,  and  let  me  face  to  face 
To  this  bad  man,  deliver  what  he  is : 

And  if  my  wrongs,  with  his  ingratitude  ballanc’d, 

Move  not  compaffion,  let  me  die  unpitied  •, 

His  Tears,  his  Oaths,  his  Perjuries,  Ipafso’re-, 

To  think  of  them  isadifeafe-,  but  death 
Should  1 repeat  them.  1 dare  not  deny, 

(For  Innocence  cannot  juftifie  what’s  falfe) 

But  all  the  Advocate  hath  alledged  concerning 
His  fallhood,  and  my  ffiame,  in  my  confent. 

To  be  moft  true : But  now  I turn  to  thee. 

To  thee  Don  Henrique,  add  if  impious  Afts 
Have  left  thee  blood  enough  to  make  a blulb, 

Tie  paint  it  on  thy  cheeks.  Was  not  the  wrong 
Sufficient  to  defeat  me  of  mine  honour. 

To  leave  me  full  of  forrow,  as  of  want, 

The  witnefs  of  thy  luft  left  in  my  womb, 

Toteftifie  thy  falfliood,  and  my  ftiame  ? 

But  now  fo  many  years  I had  conceal’d 
Thy  moft  inhumane  wickednefs,  and  vioti 
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I This  Gentleman,  to  hide  it  from  the  world , 

To  Father  what  was  thine  ( for  yet  by  Heaven, 

Though  in  the  City  he  pafs’d  for  my  husband, 

He  never  knew  me  as  h is  wife. ) 

’Tis  ftrange; 

Give  him  an  Oath. 

OEh.  I gladly  fwear,  and  truly. 

Jm.  After  all  this  (I  fay)  when  I had  born 
Thefe  wrongs,with  Saint-like  patience,faw  another 
Freely  enjoy,  what  was  (in  Juftice)  mine. 

Yet  ftillfo  tender  of  thy  reft  and  quiet, 

I never  would  divulge  it,  to  dillurb 

Thy  peace  at  home  ; yet  thou  molt  barbarous, 

To  be  fo  carelels  of  me,  and  my  fame, 

Tor  all  relpe<fl  of  thine  in  the  firft  ftep 
To  thy  bafe  lull:,  was  loll)  in  open  Court 
Topublilhmy  difgrace/’  and  on  record, 

To  write  me  up  an  eafie-yielding  wanton  ? 

I think  can  find  no  precedent : In  my  extreams. 

One  comfort  yet  is  left,  that  though  the  Law 
Divorce  me  from  thy  bed,  and  made  free  way 
To  the  unjuft  embraces  of  another. 

It  cannot  yet  deny  that  this  thy  Son 
( Look  up  Afeanio  fince  it  is  come  out ) 
is  thy  legitimate  heir. 

Jam.  Confederacie 

A trick  (my  Lord ) to  cheat  me ; e’re  you  give 
Your  Sentence,  graiit  me  hearing. 

Affiji.  New  Chimera’s? 

Jam.  I am  ( my  Lord)  fince  he  is  without  IlTue, 

Or  hope  of  any,  his  undoubted  heir. 

And  this  forg’d  by  the  Advocate, to  defeat  me 
Of  what  the  laws  of  Sjtain  confer  upon  me, 

A meet  Impofture,  and  confpiraciT 
Againft  my  future  fortunes. 

Affifl.  You  are  too  bold. 

Speak  to  the  caufe  Don  Hennc^ne. 

Hen.  I confefs, 

(Though  the  acknowledgment  muft  wound  mine  honour, ) 
That  all  the  Court  hath  heard  touching  this  Caufe, 

(Or  with  me,  or  againft  me ) is  molt  true : 

The  later  part  my  Brother  urg’d,  excepted : 

For  what  1 now  doe,  is  not  out  of  Spleen 
(.As  he  pretends)  but  from  remorfe  of  confcience 
And  to  repair  the  wrong  that  I have  done 
To  this  poor  woman  : And  I befeech  your  Lordlliip 
To  think  I have  not  fo  far  loft  my  rcafon. 

To  bring  into  my  familie,  to  fucceed  me. 

The  ftranger IlTue  of  anothersBed, 

By  proof,  this  is  my  Son,  I challenge  him. 

Accept  him,  and  acknowledge  him,  and  defire 
By  a definitive  Sentence  of  the  Court, 

Hemay  be  fo  recorded,  and  full  power 
Tome,  to  take  him  home. 

Jac.  A fecond  rape 

To  the  poor  remnant  of  content  that’s  left  me, 

If  this  be  granted : and  all  my  former  wrongs 
Were  but  beginnings  to  my  miferies. 

But  this  the  height  of  all ; rather  than  part 
With  my  ayjfcamo^  Tie  deny  my  oath, 

Profefs  my  felfa  Strumpet,  and  endure 
Whatpiinilhment  foc’rethe  Court  decrees 
Againft  a wretch  that  hath  forfworn  her  felf, 

Or  plai’d  the  impudent  whore. 

AJfiJl-.  This  taftes  ofpaflion. 

And  tnat  muft  not  divert  the  courfe  of  Juftice  *, 

Don  Henrit]!!e.,  take  your  Son,  with  this  condition 
You  give  him  maintenance,  as  becomes  his  birth, 

And’twill  Hand  with  your  honour  to  doefomething 
For  this  wronged  woman ; I will  compel  nothing, 

But  leave  it  to  your  will.  Break  up  the  Court : 

It  is  in  vain  to  move  me  j my  doom’s  pafs’d. 

And  cannot  be  revok’d. [j  E.xtt. 

Hen.  There’s  your  reward. 


Bar.  More  caufes,  and  fuch  Fees.  Now  to  my  Wife, 

I have  too  long  been  abfent  .•  Health  to  your  Lordlhip. 

C Exit. 

Afc.  You  all  look  ftrangely,and  I fear  believe 
This  unexpeded  fortune  makes  me  proud. 

Indeed  it  do’s  not ; I lhall  ever  pay  you 
The  duty  of  a fon,  and  honour  you 
Next  to  my  Father : good  my  Lord,  for  yet 
I dare  not  call  you,  uncle,  be  not  fad, 

I never  ihall  forget  thofe  noble  favours 
You  did  me  being  a ftranger,  and  if  ever 
I live  to  be  the  mailer  of  a fortune. 

You  lhall  command  it. 

Since  it  was  determin’d 
I Ihould  be  cozen’d,  I am  glad  the  profit 
Shall  fall  on  thee,  I am  too  tough  to  melt. 

But  fomething  I will  do. 

Hen.  ’Pray  you  take  leave 
Of  your  fteward(gentleBrother)the  good  husband 
That  takes  up  all  for  you. 

Jam.  Very  well,  mock  on. 

It  is  your  turn : I may  have  mine 

oil.  But  do  not 
Forget  us,  dear  Afeanio. 

Afc.  Do  not  fear  it, 

I every  day  will  fee  you  .•  every  hour 
Remember  you  in  my  prayers. 

OCl.  My  grief’s  too  great 

To  be  e.xprclled  in  words [_E.xit. 

Hen.  Take  that  and  leave  us,  to  Jacinta 

Leave  us  without  reply,  nay  come  back  firrah 
And  ftudy  to  forget  fuch  things  as  thefe 
As  are  not  worth  the  knowledge.  ^ A^cdL.offers  to  follow. 

Afc.  O good  Sir , 

Thele  arc  bad  principles 

Hen.  Such  as  you  muft  learn 
Now  you  are  mine,  for  wealth  and  poverty 
Can  hold  no  friendlhip ; and  what  is  my  will 
You  muft  obferve  and  do,  though  good  or  ill.  Exeunt. 

SCENA  IV. 

Enter  Bartolus. 

Bar.  Where  is  my  wife  ? ’fore  heaven,  I have  done  won- 
Done  mighty  things  to  day,  my  Amaranta,  fders, 

My  heart  rcjoyccs  at  my  wealthy  Gleanings, 

A rich  litigious  Lord  I love  to  follow, 

A Lord  that  builds  his  happiriefs  on  brawlings, 

0 ’tis  a blelfed  thing  to  have  rich  Clyents, 

Why,  wife  I fay,  how  fares  my  ftudious  Pupil  ? 

Hard  at  it  Hill  ? ye  are  too  violent. 

All  things  muft  have  their  refts,  they  will  not  laft  elfe. 

Come  out  and  breathe.  ^Leandro  within. 

Lean.  I do  befeech  you  pardon  me, 

1 am  deeply  in  a fwcet  point  Sir. 

Bar.  I’Je  inftruift  ye : 

Enter  Amaranta. 

I fay  take  breath,  feek  health  firft,  then  your  ftudy. 

0 my  fweet  foul,  I have  brought  thee  golden  birds  home, 
Birds  in  abundance : I have  done  ftrange  wonders : 

There’s  more  a hatching  too. 

Am.  Have  ye  done,  good  husband  ? 

Then  ’tis  a good  day  fpent. 

Bar.  Good  enough  chicken, 

1 have  fpread  the  nets  o’th’  law,  to  catch  rich  booties, 

And  they  come  fluttering  in  : how  do’s  my  Pupil  ? 

My  modeft  thing,  haft  thou  yet  fpoken  tohim  t 

Am.  As  I paft  by  his  chamber  I might  fee  him. 

But  he  isfobookilh. 

Bar.  And  fo  bafhfull  too, 

r faith  he  is,  before  he  will  fpeak,  he  will  ftaive  there. 

Am.  Ipitichimalittle. 

Bar.  So  do  I too. 

Am. 
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And  if  he  pleafe  to  take  the  air  o’th’  gardens,  • 

Or  walk  i’th’  inward  rooms,  fo  he  moleft  not 

'Bar.  He  fhall  not  trouble  thee,  he  dare  not  fpeak  to  thee. 

Enter  Moor,  mtb  Chejfe-board. 

Bring  out  the  Chefle-board, — come  let’s  have  a game  wife? 
rie  try  your  mafterie,  you  fay  you  are  cunning 
As  learned  as  ye  are.  Sir,  I fhall  beat  ye. 

Enter  Leandro. 

Bar.  Here  he  fteals  out,  put  him  not  out  of  countenance, 
Prethee  look  another  way,  he  will  be  gone  elfe 
Walk  and  refrefh  your  felf,  I’U  be  with  you  prefently. 

Lean.  Tie  take  the  air  a little.  Play  at  chefs. 

Bar.  ’Twill  be  healthfull. 

Will  ye  be  there  ? then  here  ? I’lefpare  ye  that  man. 
Lea.  Would  I were  fo  near  too,  and  a mate  fitting. 

What  think  ye,  Sir,  to  this?  have  at  your  Knight 

now. 

Bar.  ’Twas  lubtilly  play’d:  your  Queen  lies  at  my  fervice. 
Prethee  look  off,  he  is  ready  to  pop  in  again, 

Look  off  I fay,  do’fl  thou  not  fee  how  he  Wufhes  ? 
u4nt.  I do  not  blafl:  him. 

Lean.  But  ye  do,  and  burn  too, 

What  killing  looks  fhe  fteals  ? 

^ Bar.  I have  you  now  clofe, 

Now  for  a Mate. 

Lean.  You  are  a blcfled  man  that  may  fo  have  her. 

Oh  that  I might  play  with  her C kaock,  within. 

Bar.  Who’s  there.?  I come,you  cannot  fcape  me  now  wife. 

I come,  I come. 

Lean.  Moft  blefled  hand  that  calls  him. 

Bar.  Play  quickly  wife. 
ylm.  ’Pray  ye  give  leave  to  think,  Sir. 

Enter  Moor. 

Moor.  An  honeftneighbourthat  dwells  hard  by,  Sir, 
Would  fain  fpeak  with  your  worfhip  about  bufinefs. 

Lean.  The  devil  blow  him  off. 

Bar.  Play. 

I will  ftudy  : 

I For  if  you  beat  me  thus,  you  will  ftill  laugh  at  me — 

Bar.  He  knocks  again I cannot  ftay.  Leandro, 

’Pray  thee  come  near. 

Lean.  I am  well.  Sir,  here. 

Bar.  Come  hither: 

Be  not  afraid, but  come. 

Am.  Here’s  none  will  bite, Sir. 

Lean.  God  forbid  Lady. 

Am.  ’Pray  come  nearer. 

Lean.  Yes  forfooth.  ^ 

Bar.  ’Prethee  obferve  thefe  men : juft  as  they  ftand  here. 
And  fee  this  Lady  do  not  alter  ’em, 

And  be  not  partial,  Pupil. 

Lean.  No  indeed  Sir. 

Bar.  Let  her  not  move  a pawn,  I’le  come  back  prefently, 
1 Nay  you  fhall  know  I am  a Conquerour. 

; Have  an  eye  Pupil C Exit. 

Am,  Can  ye  play  at  Chefs  Sir  ? 

Lean.  A little,  Lady. 

Am.  But  you  cannot  tell  me 
I How  to  avoid  this  Mate,  and  wdn  the  Game  too ; 

H’as  noble  eyes : ye  dare  not  friend  me  fo  far. 

Lean.  I dare  do  any  thing  that’s  in  mans  power  Lady, 
To  be  a friend  to  fuch  a noble  beauty.' 

Am.  This  is  no  Lawyers  language  : I pray  ye  tell  me. 
Whither  may  I remove.  Ye  fee  I am  fet  round , 

To  avoid  my  husband  ? 

Lean.  I fhall  tell  ye  happily. 

But  happily  you  will  not  be  inftruefted. 

Am.  Ycs,and  thank  ye  too,fhall  I move  this  man? 
Lean.Thok  are  unfeemlyimove  one  can  ferve  ye. 

Can  honour  ye,  can  love  ye. 

Am.  ’Pray ) e tell  quickly. 


He  will  return , and  then . 

Lean.  I’ie  tell  ye  inftantly. 

Move  me,  and  I w'ill  move  any  way  to  ferve  ye. 

Move  your  heart  this  way,  Lady. 

Am.  How  ? 

Lean.  ’Pray  ye  hear  me. 

Behold  the  fport  of  love,  when  he  isimperious, 

Behold  the  fla  /e  of  love. 

Am.  Move  my  Queen  this  way  ? 

Sure,  he’s  lome  wortny  man ; then  if  he  hedge  me. 

Or  here  to  open  him. 

Lean.  Do  but  behold  me  , 

If  there  be  pity  in  you,  do  but  view  the. 

But  view  the  mifery  I have  undertaken 
For  you,  thepovertie. 

Am.  He  will  come  prefently. 

Now  play  your  beft  Sir,  though  I lofe  this  Rook  here, 

Yet  I get  libertie. 

Lean.  I’le  feifeyour  fair  hand. 

And  warm  it  with  a hundred,  hundred  kifles. 

The  God  of  love  warm  your  defires  but  equal , 

That  fhall  play  my  game  now. 

Am.  What  do  you  mean  Sir .? 

Why  do  you  ftop  me  ? 

Lean.  That  ye  may  intend  me. 

The  time  has  bleft  us  both  : love  bids  us  ufe  it 
I am  a Gentleman  nobly  defeended. 

Young  to  invite  your  love,  rich  to  maintain  it. 
bridg  a whole  heart  to  ye,  thus  I give  it. 

And  to  thofe  burning  altars  thus  I offer. 

And  thus,  divine  lips,  where  perpetual  Spring  grows 

Am.  Take  that,  yeare  toofaucy. 

Lean.  How,  proud  Lady .? 

Strike  my  delerts? 

Am.  1 was  to  blame. 

Enter  Bartolus. 

Bar.  What  wife,  there  ? 

Heaven  keep  my  houfe  from  thieves. 

Lean.  I am  wretched : 

Opened,  difeovered,  lofttomy  wifnes. 

I fhall  be  whooted  at. 

Bar.  What  nolle  was  this,  wife  ? 

Why  doft  thou  fmile  ? 

Lean.  This  proud  thing  will  betray  me. 

Bar.  Why  thefe  lie  here .?  what  angry,  dear  ? 

Am.  No,  Sir, 

Only  a chance,  your  pupil  faid  he  plaid  well, 

And  fo  indeed  he  do’s : he  undertook  for  ye, 

Becaufe  I would  not  fit  fo  long  time  idle, 

I made  my  liberty,  avoided  your  mate. 

And  he  again  as  cunningly  endangered  me. 

Indeed  he  put  meftrangelyto  it.  When  prefently 
Hearing  you  come,  & having  broke  his  ambufh  too. 

Having  the  fecond  time  brought  off  my  Queen  fair, 

I rofe  o'th’  fudden  fmilingly  to  Ihew  ye, 

My  apron  caught  the  Chefle-board,  and  the  men, 

And  there  the  noifewas. 

Bar.  Thou  art  grown  a Mafter, 

For  all  this  1 fhall  beat  ye. 

Lean..  Or  I,  Lawyer, 

For  now  I love  her  more,  ’tw'as  a neat  anfwer. 

And  by  it  hangs  a mighty  hope,  I thank  her. 

She  gave  my  pate  a found  knock  that  it  rings  yet. 

But  you  fhall  have  a founder  if  I live  lawyer, 

My  heart  akes  yet,  I would  not  be  in  that  fear- 

Bar.  I am  glad  ye  are  a gamefter.  Sir,  fometimes 
For  recreation  we  two  fliall  fight  hard  at  it. 

Am.  He  will  prove  too  hard  for  me. 

Lean.  1 hope  he  fhall  do,  ( good  Lady. 

But  your  Chefs-board  is  too  hard  for  my  head,  line  that, 
Bar.  I have  been  attoning  two  moft  wrangling  neigh- 
They  had  no  mony,  therefore  I made  even.  (hours, 

Come,  let’s  go  in  and  eat,  truly  1 am  hungry. 

T Lean. 
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^ Lean.  I have  eaten  already,  I mull:  intreat  your  pardon* 
Bar.  Do  as  ye  pleale,  we  (hall  expert  ye  at  fupper. 

He  has  got  a little  heart,  now  it  feems  handfomly. 

You’I  get  no  little  head,  if  I do  not  look  to  ye. 

Lean,  Ifever  I do  catch  thee  again  thou  vanity 

cxf»i.  I was  to  blame  to  be  fo  ralh,  I am  forry 

f Exemt 


ASlm  Quartm.  ScenaTrima, 

Enter  Don  Henrique,  Violante,  Afcanio. 

Hne.  T TEar  but  my  reafons. 

Xi  VwL  O my  patience,  hear ’em! 

Can  cunning  falfhood  colour  an  excufe 
With  any  fceming  lhape  of  borrowed  truth  ? 
Extenuate  this  wofull  wrong,  not  error  ? 

Hen.YoM  gave  confent  that, to  defeat  my  brother 
I /hould  take  any  courle. 

V'lo.  But  not  to  make 

The  cure  more  loathfom  than  the  foul  dileafe : 
Was’t  not  enough  you  took  me  to  your  bed. 

Tir’d  witn  loofe  dalliance, and  with  emptie  veins, 
All  thofe  abilities  fpent  before  and  wafted. 

That  could  confer  the  name  of  mother  on  me  ? 

But  that  ( to  pcrfe(ftmy  account  of  Ibrrow 
For  my  long  barrnenefs)  you  muft  heighten  it 
By  Hiewing  to  my  face,  that  you  were  truitfull 
Hug’d  in  the  bale  embraces  of  another  ? 

If  Solitude  that  dwelt  beneath  my  roof, 

And  want  of  children  was,a  torment  to  me, 

. What  end  of  my  vextion  to  behold 
A baftard  to  upbraid  me  with  my  wants  ? 

And  hear  the  name  of  father  paid  to  ye. 

Yet  knowmyfelf  no  mother. 

What  can  I fay? 

//f«.Shall  I coiifcfs  my  fault  and  ask  your  pardon? 
Will  that  content  ye  ? 

Vto.  If  it  could  make  void. 

What  is  confirm’d  in  Court : no,  no,  Don  Henrique, 
You  lhall  know  that  I find  my  fell  abus’d, 

And  adde  to  that,  I have  a womans  anger. 

And  while  I look  upon  this  Balilisk, 

Whofe  envious  eyes  have  blaftcd  all  my  comforts 
Reft  confident  I’le  ftudy  my  dark  ends, 

And  not  your  pleafures. 

j4fc.  Noble  Lady,  hear  me. 

Not  as  my  Fathers  fon,  but  as  your  fervant, 
Vouchfafe  to  hear  me,  for  fuch  in  my  duty, 
lever  will  appear;  and  far  be  it  from 
My  poor  ambition,  ever  to  look  on  you. 

But  with  that  reverence, which  a Have  ftands  bound 

To  pay  a worthy  Miftris : 1 have  beard 

That  Dames  of  higheft  place,  nay  Queens  themfelves 

DifJain  not  to  be  ferv’d  by  fuch  asare 

Of meaneft  Birth : and  1 lhall  be  moft  happie. 

To  be  emploi’d  when  you  pleafe  to  command  me 
Even  in  the  courfeft  office,  as  your  Page, 

I can  wait  on  your  trencher  , fill  your  wine. 

Carry  your  pantofles,  and  be  fometimesblefs’d 
j In  all  humilitie  to  touch  your  feet : 

Or  if  that  you  efteem  that  too  much  grace, 

I can  run  by  your  Coach : oblerve  your  looks, 

And  hope  to  gain  a fortune  by  my  fervice. 

With  your  good  favour,  which  now,  as  a Son, 

I dare  not  challenge. 

Fio.  As  a Son  ? 
yife.  Forgive  me, 

I w’ill  forget  the  name,  let  it  be  death 
For  me  to  call  you  Mother. 

Fio.  Still  upbraided  ? 

Hen.  No  way  left  to  appeafe  you  f 


Fw.  None : now  hear  me : 

H«ar  what  I vow  before  the  face  of  Heaven, 

And  if  I break  it,  all  plagues  in  this  life, 

And  thofe  that  alter  death  are  fear’d  fall,  on  me, 

While  that  this  Baftard  ftaies  under  my  r(X)f, 

Look  for  no  peace  at  home,  for  I renounce 
All  Offices  of  a wife. 

Hen.  What  am  I fain  to  ? 

FL.^  will  not  eat,  nor  fl:cp  with  you,  and  thole  hours. 
Which  I Ihould  fpend  in  prayers  for  your  health, 

Shall  be  emploi’d  in  Curies. 

Hen.  Terrible. 

Fio.  All  the  day  long,  Tie  be  as  tedious  to  you 
As  lingring  fevers,  and  I’le  watch  the  nights, 

To  ring  aloud  your  lhame,  and  break  your  fleeps. 

Of  if  you  do  but  Humber,  Tie  appear 
In  the  lhape  of  all  my  wrongs,  and  like  a fury 
Fright  you  to  madnefs,  and  if  all  this  fail 
To  work  out  my  revenge,  1 have  friends  and  kinfmen. 

That  will  not  lit  down  tame  with  the  difgrace 
That’s  offer’d  to  our  noble  familie 
In  what  I fuffer. 

Hen,  How  am  I divided 
Between  the  duties  I owe  as  a Husband, 

And  pietie  of  a Parent  / 
j4fc.  1 am  taught  Sir 
3ythe  inftind  ofnature  that  obedience 
Which  bids  me  to  prefer  your  peace  of  rain  d, 

Before  thole  pleafures  that  arc  dcarcll  to  me. 

Be  wholly  hers  (my  Lord)  I quit  all  parts. 

That  I may  challenge : may  you  grow  old  together, 

And  no  diftafte  e’re  find  you,  and  before 
The  Charaefters  of  age  are  printed  on  you 
Vlay  you  fee  many  Images  of  your  felvcs, 

'hough  I,like  fome  falfe  glafs,that’s  ncverlook’d  in. 

Am  call  afidc,  and  broken  •,  from  this  hour 
(Unlels  invited,  which  I dare  not  hope  for ) 

I never  will  fet  my  forbidden  feet 
Over  your  threlhold  : only  give  me  leave 
Though  caff:  off'to  the  world  to  mention  you 
In  my  devotions,’tisall  1 fue  for 
And  fo  I take  my  laft  leave. 

Hen.  Though  1 am 
Devoted  to  a wife,  nay  almoft  fold 
A Have  to  ferve  her  pleafures,  yet  I cannot 
So  part  with  all  humanity,  but  I mult 
Shew  fomething  of  a Father : thou  lhalt  not  goc 
Unfurnilh’d  and  unfriended  too : take  that 
To  guard  thee  from  necclTities  ^ may  thy  goodnefs 
Meet  many  favours,  and  thine  innocence 
Deferveto  be  the  heir  of  greater  fortunes, 

Than  thou  wer’t  born  to.  Scorn  me  not  Fiolante, 

This  banilhment  is  a kind  of  civil  death. 

And  now,  as  it  were  at  his  funeral 
To  Ihed  a tear  or  two,  is  not  unmanly. 

And  fo  farewel  for  ever : one  word  more, 

Though  I muft  never  fee  thee  (my  Afcanio) 

When  this  is  fpent  (for  fo  the  Judge  decreed) 

Send  to  me  for  fupply  : are  you  pleas’d  now  ? 

Fto.  Yes : I have  caufe : to  fee  you  howl  and  blubber 
At  the  parting  of  my  torment,  and  your  lhame. 

’Tis  well : proceed : fupply  his  wants : doe  doe : 

Let  thegreat  dower  I brought  ferve  to  maintain 
Y our  fiaftards  riots : fend  my  Clothes  and  Jewels, 

To  your  old  acquaintaince,  your  dear  dame  his  Mother.  . 
Now  you  begin  to  melt,  I know  ’twill  follow. 

Hen.  Is  all  I doe  mifeonftru’d  ? 

Fiol.  I will  take 

A courle  to  right  my  felf,  a fpeeding  one : 

By  the  blefs’d  Saints,  I will  •,  if  I prove  cruel , 

The  lhame  to  fee  thy  foolilh  pity,  taught  me 
T o lofe  my  natural  foftnefs,  keep  olffrora  me. 

Thy  flatteries  are  infe(ftious,  and  I’le  flee  thee 
As  I would  doe  a Leper. 

Hen. 
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Hen.  Let  not  fury 

Tranfport  you  fo:  you  know  I ani  your  Creature, 

All  love,  but  to  your  felf,  with  him,  hath  left  me. 
rie  joyn  with  you  in  any  thing. 

Vtol.  In  vain, 

rie  take  mine  own  waies,and  will  have  no  partners. 

Hen.  I will  not  crofs  you. 

Viol.  Do  not,  they  fhall  find 
That  to  a Woman  of  her  hopes  beguil’d 
A Viper  trod  on,  or  an  Afpick’s  mild.  [Exeunt. 

SC  ENA  II. 

Lopez,  Milanes,  Arfenio. 

Zop.  Sits  the  game  there?  I have  you  by  mine  order, 

I love  Leandro  for’t. 

MU.  But  you  muft  Ihew  it 
In  lending  him  your  help,  to  gain  him  means 
And  opportunity. 

Lof.  He  lhall  want  nothing, 

I know  my  Advocate  to  a hair,  and  what 
Will  fetch  him  from  his  Prayers,  if  he  ule  any, 

I am  honyed  with  the  project : I would  have  him  horn’d 
For  a moll  precious  Beaft. 

Arf.  But  you  lofe  time. 

Lof.  I am  gone,  inftrudt  you  Diego.,  you  will  find  him 
A lharp  and  fubtle  Knave,  give  him  but  hints 
And  he  will  amplifie.  See  all  things  ready, 

rie  fetch  him  with  a vengeance [Exit. 

Arf.  If  he  fail  now. 

We’ll  give  him  over  too. 

Mil.  Tufh,  he  is  flelh’d. 

And  knows  what  vein  to  ftrike  for  his  own  credit. 
tArf.  All  things  are  ready. 

Mtl.  Then  we  lhall  have  amerry  Scene,  ne’re  fear  rt. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEN  A III. 

Enter  Amaranta,  with  a note.,  and  Moor. 

Amar.  Is  thy  Mafter  gone  out  ? 

Moor.  Even  now,  the  Curate  fetch’d  him, 

About  a ferious  bufinefs  as  it  feem’d. 

For  hefnatch’d  up  his  Cloak,  and  brufii’d  his  Hat  firaight^ 
Set  his  Band  handfomely,  and  out  he  gallop’d. 

Amar.  ’Tiswell,  'tis  very  well,  he  went  out,  Egla^ 

As  luckily,  as  one  would  fay,  go  Husband, 

He  was  call’d  by  providence : fling  this  Ihort  Paper 
Into  Leandro*s  Cell,  and  waken  him, 

He  is  monfbrous  vexed,  andmufty,  atmy  Chefs-play, 

But  this  lhall  fupple  him,  when  he  has  read  it: 

Take  your  own  Recreation  for  two  hours, 

And  hinder  nothing. 

zAfoor.  If  I do.  I’ll  hang  for’t.  [Exeunt. 

SCENA  IV. 

Enter  Octavio,  Jacintha. 

OSta.  If  that  you  lov’d  for  himfelf^ 

And  not  your  private  ends,  you  rather  Ihould 
Blefs  the  fair  opportunity,  thatreftores  him 
To  his  Birth-right,  and  the  Honours  he  was  born  to. 

Than  grieve  at  his  good  Fortune. 

fac.  Grieve,  OHavio  ? 

I would  refign  my  Ellence,  that  he  were 
As  happy  as  my  love  could  falhion  him. 

Though  every  blefling  that  Ihould  fall  on  him, 

Might  prove  a curfe  to  me ; my  forrow  fprings 
Out  of  my  fear  and  doubt  he  is  not  fafe. 

I am  acquainted  with  Don  Henrii^ue's  nature, 

And  I have  heard  too  much  the  fiery  temper 
Of  Madam  Volante:  canyon  think 
Thatlhe,  thatalmoll  is  at  war  with  Heaven 
For  being  barren,  will  with  equal  eyes 
Behold  a Son  of  mine  ? 
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On:a.  His  Father’s  care, 

That  for  the  want  of  Ifliie,  took  him  home, 

(Though  with  the  forfeiture  of  his  own  fame) 

Will  look  unto  his  fafety.  ' 

Jac.  Step-mothers 

Have  many  eyes,  to  find  a way  to  mifchief 
Though  blind  to  goodnefs.  ’ 

Enter  Jamie  and  Afcanio, 

OE:a.  Hfere  comes  Don  Jamie., 

And  with  him  our  Afcanio. 

Jam.  Good  youth  leave  me, 

I know  thou  art  forbid  my  company. 

And  only  to  be  feen  with  me,  will  call  on 
Thy  Fathers  anger. 

Arf.  Sir,  ifthattolerveyou 
Could  lofe  me  any  thing  (as  indeed  it  cannot) 

I ftill  would  follow  you.  Alas  I was  born 
To  do  you  hurt,  but  not  to  help  my  felf, 

I was,  for  fome  particular  end,  took  home, 

But  am  call  off  again. 

Jam.  Is’t  poflible  ? 

Afc.  The  Lady,  whom  my  Father  calls  his  Wife, 

Abhors  my  fight,  isfickofnie,  and  forc’d  him 
To  turn  me  out  of  doors. 

Jac.  By  my  befl  hopes 
I thank  her  cruelty,  for  it  comes  near 
A faving  Charity. 

Afc.  I am  only  happy 
That  yet  I can  relieve  you,  ’pray  yoti  lhare : 

My  Father’s  wondrous  kind,  and  promifes 
That  I Ihould  be  fupplied : but  fure  the  Lady 
Is  a malicious  Woman,  and  I fear 
Means  me  no  good. 

Enter  Servant. 

Jam.  I am  turn’d  a Hone  with  wonder, 

And  know  not  what  to  think. 

Ser.  From  my  Lady, 

Your  private  ear,  and  this 

Jam.  New  Miracles  ? 

Ser.  She  fays,  if  you  dare  makeyour  felf  a Fortune, 

She  will  propofe  the  means  •,  my  Lord  Don  Hennc^ue 
Is  now  from  home,  and  Ihe  alone  experts  you. 

If  you  dare  trull:  her,  fo,  if  not  defpair  of 
A fecond  offer.  [Exit. 

Jam.  Though  there  were  an  Ambufh 
Laid  for  my  life,  I’le  on  and  found  this  fecret. 

Retire  thee,  my  Afcanio,  with  thy  Mother : 

But  fiir  not  forth,  fome  great  defign’s  on  foot; 

Fall  what  can  fall,  if  e’re  the  Sun  be  let 
I fee  you  not,  give  me  for  dead. 

Af:.  We  will  exped  you. 

And  thofe  blefs’d  Angels,  that  love  goodnefs,  guard  you. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENA  V. 

Enter  Lopez  and  Bartolus* 

"Bar.  Is’tpolfiblehelhouldberich.P 
Lop.  Molt  poflible. 

He  hath  been  long, though  he  had  but  little  gettingSjj 
Drawing  together,  Sir. 

Bar.  Accounted  a poor  Sexton, 

Honefl:  poor  Diego. 

Lop.  lalfureye,  a clofe  Fellow, 

Both  clofe, and  feraping,  and  that  fills  the  Bags,  Sir, 

Bar.  A notable  good  fellow  too  ? 

Lop.  Sometimes,  Sir, 

When  he  hop’d  to  drink  a man  into  a Surfeit, 

That  he  might  gain  by  his  Grave. 

Bar.  So  many  thoufands? 

Lop.  Heaven  knows  what. 

Bar.  ’Tis  ftrange, 

’Tis  very  ftrange  ^ but  we  lee  By  endeavour,' 
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And  honefl;  labour 

Lop.  Milo,  by  continuance 
Grew  from  a filly  Calf  (with  your  worfhips  reverence) 

To  carry  a Bull,  from  a penny,  to  a pound,  Sir, 

And  from  a pound,  to  many : ’tis  the  progrefs. 

Bar.  Ye  fay  true,  but  he  lov’d  to  feed  well  alfo. 

And  that  me-thinks 

Lop.  From  another  mans  Trencher,  Sir, 

Andvjrhere  he  found  it  fcafon’d  with  fmall  charge : 

There  he  would  play  the  Tyrant,  and  would  devour  ye 
More  than  the  Graves  he  made ; at  home  he  liv’d 
Like  a Camelion,  fuckt  th’Air  of  mifery,  { table  out , Stan- 
And  grew  fat  by  the  Brewis  of  an  Egg-ftiell,  \dijh,Paper, stools. 
Would  fmcll  a Cooks-lhop,  and  go  home  and  furfeit. 

And  be  a month  in  fading  out  that  Fever. 

Bar.  Thefe  are  good  Symptoms : do’s  he  lyc  fo  fick  fay  ye? 
Lop.  Oh,  very  fick. 

Bar.  And  chofen  me  Executor  ? 

Lop.  Only  your  Worlhip. 

"Bar.  No  hope  of  his  amendment  ? 

Lop.  None,  that  we  find. 

Bar.  He  hath  no  Kinfmeii  neither  ? 

Lop.  ’Truth,  very  few, 

Bar.  His  mind  will  be  the  quieter. 

What  Doctors  has  he  ? 

Lop.  There’s  none.  Sir,  he  believes  in. 

Bar.  They  are  but  needlefs  things,  in  fuch  extremities. 
Who  draws  the  good  mans  Wfill  ? 

Lop.  Marry  that  do  I,  Sir, 

And  to  my  grief. 

Bar.  Griefvvill  do  little  now.  Sir, 

Draw  it  to  your  comfort.  Friend,  and  as  I counfel  ye, 

An  honed  man,  but  fuch  men  live  not  always : 

Who  are  about  him  ? 

Lop.  Many,  now  he  is  palTing, 

That  would  pretend  to  his  love,  yes,  and  fome  Gentlemen 
That  would  fain  counfel  him,  and  be  of  his  Kindred  ■, 

Rich  men  can  want  no  Heirs,  Sir. 

Bar.  They  do  ill. 

Indeed  they  do,  to  trouble  him  *,  very  ill,  Sir. 

But  we  lhall  take  a care. 

Eister  Diego,  in  a Bed,  Milancs,  Arfenio,  and  Parilhioners. 

Lop.  Will  ye  come  near.  Sir  ? 

’Pray  ye  bring  him  out  j now  yc  may  fee  in  what  date : 
Give  him  frelh  Air. 

Bar.  I am  forty.  Neighbour  Die^o, 

To  find  ye  in  fo  weak  a date. 

Die.  Ye  are  welcome. 

But  I am  fleeting.  Sir. 

Bar.  Mc-thinks  he  looks  well. 

His  colour  frelh,  anddrong,  hiseycsarechcarful. 

Lop.  A glimmering  before  death,  ’tis  nothing  elfc.  Sir, 
Do  you  lee  how  he  fumbles  with  the  Sheet  ? do  ye  note  that  ? 

Di.  My  learned  Sir,  ’pray  ye  fit ; I am  bold  to  dnd  for  ye, 
To  take  a care  of  what  I leave. 

Lop.  Do  ye  hear  that? 

A/  f.  Play  the  Knave  finely. 

Die.  So  I will,  I warrant  yc. 

And  carefully. 

Bar.  ’Pray  ye  do  not  trouble  him. 

You  fee  he’s  weak  and  has  a wandring  fancy. 

Di.  My  honed  Neighbours,  weep  not,  1 mud  leave  ye, 

I cannot  always  bear  ye  company. 

We  mud  drop  dill,  there  is  no  remedy  .• 

’Pray  ye  Mader  Curate,  will  ye  write  my  Tedament, 

And  write  it  largely  it  may  beremembred, 

And  be  witnefs  to  my  Legacies,  good  Gentlemen  •, 

Your  Worlhip  I dp  make  my  full  Executor, 

You  are  a man  of  wit  and  underdanding : 

Give  me  a cup  of  Wine  to  raife  my  Spirits, 

I For  I fpeak  low .-  I would  before  thefe  Neighbours 
i Have  ye  to  fwcar.  Sir,  that  you  will  fee  it  executed, 

I And  what  I give  let  equally  be  rendred 


For  my  fouls  health. 

Bar.  I vow  it  truly.  Neighbours, 

Let  not  that  trouble  ye,  before  all  thefe. 

Once  more  I give  my  Oath. 

Die.  Then  fet  me  higher. 

And  pray  ye  come  near  me  all. 

Lop.  We  are  ready  for  ye. 

Mil.  Now  fpur  the  Afs,  and  get  out  friend  time. 

Die.  Firdthen, 

After  1 have  given  my  body  to  the  worms, 

(For  they  mud  be  lerv’d  fird,  they  are  feldom  cozen’d.) 
Lop.  Remember  your  Parilh,  Neighbour. 

Die.  You  fpeak  truly, 

I do  remember  it,  a lewd  vile  Parilh, 

And  pray  U may  be  mended : To  the  poor  of  it, 

(Which  is  to  all  the  Parilli)  I give  nothing, 

For  nothing,  unto  nothing,  is  mod  natural. 

Yet  leave  as  much  fpacc,  as  wdll  build  an  Holpital, 

Their  Children  may  pray  for  me. 

Bar.  What  do  you  give  to  it  ? 

Die.  Set  down  two  thoufand  Duckets. 

Bar.  ’Tis  a good  gift. 

And  will  be  long  remembred. 

Die.  Toyourworfliip, 

(Becaufe  you  mud  take  pains  to  fee  all  finilh’d) 

1 give  two  thoufand  more,  it  may  be  three.  Sir, 

A poor  gratuity  for  your  pains-taking. 

Bar.  Thefe  are  large  fums. 

Lop.  Nothing  to  him  that  has  ’em. 

Die.  To  my  old  Mader  Vicar,  1 give  five  hundred, 
(Five  hundred  and  five  hundred  are  too  few.  Sir) 

But  there  be  more  to  ferve. 

Bar.  This  fellow  coins  fure.  (Books, 

Die.  Give  me  fome  more  drink.  Pray  ye  buy  Books,  buy 
You  have  a learned  head,  duff'  it  with  Libraries, 

And  underdand  ’em,  when  ye  have  done,  ’tis  Judice. 

Run  not  the  Parilli  mad  with  Controvcrfics, 

Nor  preach  Abdinence  to  longing  Women, 

’Twill  buige  the  bottoms  of  their  Conlcienccs: 

I would  give  the  Church  new  Organs,  but  1 prophefie 
TheChurch-wardens  would  quickly  pipe’em  out  o’th’Parilh, 
Two  hundred  Duckets  more  to  mend  the  Chancel, 

And  to  paint  true  Orthographie,  as  many, 

They  write  Sunt  with  a C,  which  is  abominable, 

’Pray you  fet  that  down-,  to  poor  Maidens  Marriages. 

Lop.\  that’s  well  thoughtof, what’s  your  will  in  that  point? 
A meritorious  thing. 

Bar.  Noendofthis  Will  ? 

Die.  1 give  per  annum  two  hundred  Ells  of  Lockram, 

That  there  be  no  drait  dealings  in  their  Linnens, 

But  the  Sails  cut  according  to  their  Burthens. 

To  all  Bell-ringers,  1 bequeath  new  Ropes, 

And  let  them  ulc  ’em  at  their  own  difcrctions. 
eyLrf.  You  may  remember  us. 

Die.  I do  good  Gentlemen, 

And  I bequeath  you  both  good  careful  Surgions, 

A Legacy,  you  have  need  of,  more  than  mony, 

1 know  you  want  good  Diets,  and  good  Lxitions, 

And  in  your  pleafures,  good  take  heed. 

Lop.  He  raves  now. 

But ’twill  be  quickly  off. 

Di(.  I do  bequeath  ye 

Commodities  of  Pins,  Brown-papers,  Pack-threads, 

Rod  Pork,  and  Puddings,  Ginger-bread,  and  Jews-tiumps, 
Of  penny  Pipes,  and  mouldy  Pepper,  take  ’em, 

Take’em  even  where  you  plcafe  and  be  cozen’d  with  ’em, 

I fhould  bequeath  ye  Executions  alfo. 

But  thofe  Tie  leave  to  th’  Law. 

Lop.  Now  he  grows  temperate. 

Bar.  You  will  give  no  more? 

Die.  1 am  loth  to  give  more  from  ye, 

Becaufe  I know  you  will  have  a care  to  execute. 

Only,  to  pious  ufes,  Sir,  a little. 

Bar.  If  he  be  worth  all  thefe,  1 am  made  for  ever. 

Die. 
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Die.  I give  to  fatal  Dames,  that  fpin  mens  threads  out, 
And  poor  diftrefled  Damfels,  that  are  militant 
As  members  of  our  own  Atfli(ftions, 

A i.undred  Crowns  to  buy  warm  Tubs  to  work  in, 

I give  five  hundred  pounds  to  buy  a Church  yard, 

A fpacious  Church  yard,  to  lay  Thieves  and  Knaves  in, 

Rich  men  and  honeft  men  take  all  the  room  up. 

Lop  Are  ye  not  weary  ? 

Du.  Never  of  well  doing. 

'Bar.  Thefe  are  mad  Legacies. 

Die.  Tiiey  were  got  as  madly  *, 

My  Sheep,  and  Oxen,  and  my  moveables. 

My  Plate,  and  Jewels,  and  five  hundred  Acres*, 

I have  no  heirs. 

Bar.  This  cannot  be,  ’tis  monflrous. 

Die.  Three  Ships  at  Sea  too. 

Bar.  You  have  made  me  full  Executor  ? 

Die.  Full,  full,  and  total,  would  1 had  more  to  give  ye. 
But  theft  may  ftrve  an  honeft  mind. 

Bar.  Ye  fay  true, 

A very  honeft  mind,  and  make  it  rich  too ; 

Rich,  wondrous  rich,  but  where  lhall  I raife  thefe  moneys. 
About  your  houft  ? 1 fee  no  fuch  great  promifts ; 

Where  IhaJl  I find  thefe  fums.? 

Die.  Even  where  you  pkaft,  Sir, 

You  are  wift  and  provident,  and  know  bufinefs, 

Ev’n  raife  ’em  where  you  lhall  think  good,  I am  reafonable. 

Bar.  Think  good  ? will  that  raife  thoufands  ? 

What  do  you  make  me? 

Dte.  You  have  fworn  to  fee  it  done, that’s  all  my  comfort. 
Bar.  Where  1 pleafe  ? this  is  pack’d  fure  to  difgrace  me. 
Die.  Ye  are  juft,  and  honeft,  and  I know  you  will  do  it, 
Ev’n  where  you  pleafe,  for  you  know  where  the  w’ealth  is. 

Bar.  lamabuftd,  betrayed,  I am  laugh’d  at,  ftorn'd. 
Baffl’d, -and  boared,  it  ftems. 

ArJ.  No,  no,  ye  are  fooled. 

Lop.  Moft  finely  fooled,  and  handfomely,  and  neatly. 
Such  cunning  Mailers  mull  be  fool’d  fometimes.  Sir, 

And  have  their  Worlhips  nofts  wiped,  ’tis  healthful, 

W’e  are  but  quit ; you  fool  us  of  our  moneys 
In  every  Cauft,  in  every  Quiddit  wipe  us.  (men. 

Die.  Ha,ha,ha,ha,fome  more  drink,  for  my  heart,  Gentle- 

This  merry  Lawyer ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  this  Scholar 

I think  this  fit  will  cure  me : this  Executor 

I fflall  laugh  out  my  Lungs. 

Bar.  This  is  derilion  above  fulftrance,  villany 
Plotted  and  fet  againft  me. 

Lie.  Taith  ’tis  Knavery, 

In  troth  I mull  conftfs,  thouart  fool’d  indeed,  Lawyer. 

Mil.  Did  you  think,  had  this  man  been  rich 

Bar.  ’Tis  well.  Sir. 

Mil.  He  would  have  chofen  fuch  a W’dII,  a Canker, 

A Maggot-pate,  to  be  his  whole  Executor  ? 

Lop.  A Lawyer,  that  entangles  all  mens  honefties. 

And  lives  like  a Spider  in  a Cobweb  lurking. 

And  catching  at  all  Flics,  that  pafs  his  pit-falls  ? 

Puts  powder  to  all  States,  to  make  ’em  caper  ? 

Would  he  truft  you  ? Do  you  deftrve  ? 

Die.  I find.  Gentlemen, 

ThisCataplafm  of  a well  cozen’d  Lawyer 
Laid  to  my  fromach,  lenifies  my  Feaver, 

Methinks  I could  eat  now,  and  walk  a little. 

Bar.  I am  alham’d  to  feel  how  flat  I am  cheated, 
Howgrofsly,  and  malicioufly  made  a May-game, 

A damned  trick;  my  Wife,  my  Wife,  fomeRafcal: 

My  Credit,  and  my  Wife,  fomeluftful  Villain, 

Some  Bawd,  fome  Rogue. 

^rf.  Some  crafty  Fool  has  found  ye : 

This  ’tis.  Sir,  to  teach  ye  to  be  too  hufic. 

To  covet  all  the  gains,  and  all  the  rumours, 

To  have  a ftirring  Oare  in  all  mcnsaifticns. 

Lop.  We  did  this,  but  to  vex  your  fine  officioulhefs. 
Good  yield  ye,  and  good  thank  ye:  I am  fooled,  Gen- 
The  Lawyer  is  an  Afs,  1 do  confefs  it,  (tlcmen ; 


A weak  dull  fljallow  Afs : good  even  to  your  Worlhips ; 

Vicar,  remember  Yficar,  Rafcal,  remember, 

Thou  notable  rich  Rakal. 

Die.  I do  remember.  Sir, 

’Pray  ye  ftay  a little,  I have  ev’n  two  Legacies 
To  make  your  mouth  up.  Sir. 

Bar.  Remember  Varlets, 

Qjake  and  remember.  Rogues ; 

1 have  brine  for  your  Buttocks. 

Lop.  Oh  how  he  frets,  and  fumes  now  like  a Dunghil ! 

Die.  His  gall  contains  fine  fluff  now  to  make  poyfons. 

Rare  damned  fluff 

y^rf.  Let’s  after  him,  and  flill  vexhim. 

And  take  my  Friend  off:  by  this  time  he  hasprofper’d. 

He  cannot  loft  this  dear  time  : ’tis  impoffible. 
eJMil.  Well  Diego.,  thou  haft  done. 

Lop.  Haft  done  it  daintily. 

itJl'Itl.  And  fhalt  be  as  well  paid.  Boy 

Arf.  Go,  let’s  crucifie  him.  fiE.vfwwt. 

SC  ENA  VI. 

Enter  Amaranta,  Leandro. 

Lean.  I have  told  ye  all  my  flory,  and  how  defperately. 
Ama.  I do  believe : let’s  w'alk  on,  time  is  pretious, 

Not  to  be  fpent  in  words,  here  no  more  wooing, 

T ne  open  Air’s  an  enemy  to  Lovers, 

Do  as  1 tell  ye. 

Lean.  I’le  do  any  thing, 

I am  fo  over-joyn’d,  I’le  fly  to  ftrve  ye. 

Am.  Take  your  joy  moderately,  as  it  is  miniftred, 

And  as  the  cauft  invites : that  man’s  a fool 
That  at  the  fight  o’th’  Bond,  dances  and  leaps, 

Then  is  the  true  joy,  when  the  mony  comes. 

Lean.  You  cannot  now  deny  me. 

Ama.  Nay,  you  know  not, 

Women  have  crotchets,  and  ftrange  fits. 

Lean.  You  fliall  not. 

Ama.  Hold  ye  to  that  and  fwear  it  confidently, 

Then  I fliall  make  a fcruple  to  deny  ye : 

’Pray  ye  let’s  flep  in,  and  fee  a friend  of  mine, 

The  weather’s  fliarp : w’e’ll  ftay  but  half  an  hour. 

We  may  be  mifs’d  elfe ; a private  fine  houft  ’tis, Sir, 

And  we  may  find  many  good  welcomes. 

Lean.  Do  Lady, 

Do  happy  Lady. 

Ama.  All  your  mind’s  of  doing. 

You  mufl  be  modefter. 

Lean.  I will  be  any  thing.  \^6xeiint, 

SCENA  VII. 

Enter  Bartolus. 

Buff'.  Open  the  doors,  and  give  me  room  to  chafe  in 
Mine  own  room,  and  my  liberty  : why  Maid  thcre^ 

Open  I fay,  and  do  not  anger  me, 

I am  fubjedto  much  fury ! when,  yeDifh  clout? 

When  do  ye  come  ? afleep  ye  lazie  Hell-hound  ? 

Nothing  intended,  but  your  cafe,  and  eating? 

No  body  here?  why  Wife,  why  VVife?  why  Jewel? 

No  tongue  to  anfwer  me  ? pre’thee,  good  Pupil, 

Difpenfe  a little  with  thy  careful  lludy, 

And  ftep  to  th’  door,  and  let  me  in-,  nor  he  neither  ? 

Hal  not  at’s  ftudy  ? nor  afleep?  nornobody? 

Tie  make  ye  hear : the  houft  of  ignorance. 

No  found  inhabits  here : I have  a Key  yet 
That  commands  all : I fear  I am  Metamorphiz’d . ' 

£wffr  Lopez,  Arftnio,  Milanes,  Ditgo. 

Lop.  He  keeps  his  fury  flill,  and  may  do  mifehief. 

Mil.  He  ftiall  be  hang’d  firft,  we’ll  be  fticklers  there,  boys. 
Die.  The  hundred  thoufand  Di  cams  now, that  poffefs  him 
Of  jcaloufic,  and  of  revenge,  and  frailtie, 

Of  drawing  Bills  againft  us,  and  Pet.tions.  { 
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Lop.  And  calling  What  his  credit  fhall  recover. 

ALL  Let  him  call  till  his  Maw  come  up,  we  care  not. 
You  fliall  be  Hill  fecured.  great  noife  vpahw. 

Lie.  We’ll  pay  him  home  then  •, 

Hark  what  a noife  he  keeps, within ! 

Lop.  Certain 

H’as  let  his  Chimneys  o’  fire,  or  the  Devil  roars  there. 

Lie.  The  Codixes  o’th’  Law  are  broke  loofe,  Gentlemen. 
Arf.  He’s  fighting  fure. 

Lie.  l*le  tell  ye  that  immediately — — HExit. 

ejh'il.  Or  doing  fome  Itrange  out  rage  on  himfelf. 

Arf.  Hang  him,  he  dares  not  be  fo  valiant. 

Ettter  Diego, 

Die.  There’s  no  body  at  home, and  he  chafes  like  a Lyon, 
And  {links  withal.  \js!oifefitll. 

Lop.  No  body  ? 

Lie.  Not  a Creature, 

Nothing  within,  but  he  and  his  Law-tempefl, 

The  Ladles,  Difhes,  Kettles,  hpw  they  Hie  all ! 

And  how  the  Glaffes  through  the  Rooms ! 

Enter  Bartolus, 

Arf.  My  friend  fure 

Has  got  her  out,  and  now  he  has  made  an  end  on’t. 

Lop.  See  where  the  Sea  comes?  how  it foams,and  bruflles? 
The  great  Leviathan  o’th’  Law,  how  it  tumbles  ? 

'Bar.  Made  every  way  an  Afs?  abus’d  on  all  fides  ? 

! And  from  all  quarters,  people  come  to  laugh  at  me  ? 

I Rife  like  a Comet,  to  be  wonder’d  at  ? 

I A horrid  Comet,  for  Boys  tongues,  and  Ballads  ? 

{ I will  run  from  my  wits. 

Enter  Amaranta,  Leandro. 

i Arf,  Do,  do,  good  Lawyer, 

And  from  thy  mony  too,  then  thou  wilt  be  quiet. 

ALiL  Here  fhe  comes  home : now  mark  thefalutations ; 
How  like  an  Afs  my  friend  goes? 
ttArf.  She  has  pull’d  his  ears  down. 

Bar.  Now,  what  fwcet  voyage  ? to  what  Garden,  Lady  ? 

, Or  to  what  Coullns  houfe  ? 

Ama.  Is  this  my  welcome  ? 

1 cannot  go  to  Church,  but  thus  I am  fcandal'd, 

Ui'c  no  devotion  for  my  foul,  but  Gentlemen — • 

Bar.  To  Church? 

Arnar.  Yes,  and  ye  keep  fwcet  youths  to  wait  upon  me, 
Swett  bred-up  youths,  to  be  a credit  to  me. 

There’s  your  delight  again,  pray  take  him  to  yc, 

He  never  comes  near  me  more  to  debafe  me.  (ye  L 

.g.tr. How’s  this?how’s  this?good  wife,how,has  he  wrong’d 
Amn.  I was  fain  to  drive  him  like  a fheep  before  me, 

I blufh  to  think  how  people  fleer’d,  and  fcorn’d  me. 

Others  have  handfomemen,  that  know  behaviour. 

Place,  and  oblervance : this  filly  thing  knows  nothing. 
Cannot  tell  ten  ; let  every  Rafcal  juflle  me, 

And  Hill  I pufh’d  him  on  as  he  had  been  coming. 

Bar.  Ha!  did  ye pufhhim on?  ishefoHupid? 

Ama.  When  others  were  attentive  to  the  Prieft, 

Good  devout  Gentleman,  then  fell  hefaH, 

FaH,  found  afleep:  then  firH  began  the  Bag-pipes, 

The  feveral  Hops  on’s  nofe  made  a rare  mufick, 

A rare  and  loud,  and  thofe  plaid  many  an  Anthem. 

Put  out  of  that,  he  fell  Hraight  into  dreaming. 

Arf  As  cunning,  asfheisfweef,  I like  this  carriage. 

Bar.  What  did  he  then  ? 

Ama.  Why  then  he  talked  in  his  Sleep  too. 

Nay,  rie  divulge  your  moral  vertucs  ((beeps  face) 

I And  talk’d  aloud,  that  every  ear  was  fixt  to  him: 
i Did  not  I fuffer  (do  you  think)  in  this  time  ? 

: Talk  of  your  bawling  Law,  of  appellations 
I Of  Declarations,  and  Excommunications : 

Warrants,  and  Executions : and  fuch  Devils 

That  drove  all  the  Gentlemen  out  o’th’  Church,  by  horryes. 

With  execrable  oaths,  they  would  never  come  there  again. 


Thus  am  I ferved  and  man’d. 

Lean.  I pray  ye  forgive  me, 

I mull  confefs  I am  not  fit  to  wait  upon  ye  t 

Alas,  I was  brought  up 

Ama.  TobeanAffe, 

A Lawyers  Alfe,  to  carry  Books,  and  Buckrams. 

Bar.  But  what  did  you  at  Church  ? 

Lop.  At  Church,  did  you  ask  her  ? 

Do  you  hear  Gentlemen,  do  you  mark  that  queHion  ? 
Becaufe  you  are  half  an  Hcretick  your  felf,  Sir, 

Would  ye  breed  her  too  ? this  (hall  to  the  Inquifition, 

A pious  Gentlewoman  reproved  for  praying  ? 
rie  fee  this  filed,  and  you  (hall  hear  further,  Sir. 

Arf  Ye  have  an  ill  heart. 

Lop.  It  (hall  be  found  out.  Gentlemen, 

There  be  thofe  youths  will  learch  it. 

Die.  You  are  warm  Signiour, 

But  a Faggot  will  warm  ye  better : we  are  witnelTes. 

Lop.  Enough  to  hang  him,  do  not  doubt. 
iJlLtl.  Nay  certain, 

I do  believe  h’as  rather  no  Religion.  (Sir  ? 

Lep.^h^t  muH  be  known  too,  bccaufe  fhe  goes  to  Church, 

0 nionfirnm  infortne  ingens  / 

Die.  Let  him  go  on.  Sir, 

His  wealth  will  build  a Nunnery,  a fair  one, 

And  this  good  Lady,  when  he  is  hang’d  and  rotten. 

May  there  be  Abbels. 

Bar.  You  are  cozen’d,  honeft  Gentlemen, 

1 do  not  forbid  the  ufe  but  the  form,  mark  me. 

Lop.  Form  ? what  do  you  make  of  form .? 

Bar.  They  will  undo  me. 

Swear,  as  1 oft  have  done,  and  fo  betray  me  ^ 

I mull  make  fair  way,  and  hereafter.  Wife, 

You  arc  welcome  home,  and  henceforth  take  your  plcafure. 
Go  when  yc  Hiall  think  fit,  I will  not  hinder  yc. 

My  eyes  are  open  now,  and  I lee  my  errour, 

My  Hiamc,  as  great  as  that,  but  1 muH  hide  it. 

T he  whole  conveyance  now  I fmcll,  but  Bafia., 

Another  time  mull  ferve  .■  you  lee  us  friends,  now 
Heartily  fi  lends,  and  no  more  chiding,  Gentlemen, 

I have  been  toofoolifli,  I confefs,  no  more  words, 

No  more,  fwcet  Wife. 

Ama.  You  know  myeafie  nature. 

Bar.  Go  get  yc  in:  you  fee  Ihe  has  been  angry: 

Forbear  her  light  a while  and  time  will  pacify  j 
And  learn  to  be  more  bold. 

Lean.  I would  I could, 

I W'ill  do  all  I am  able.  • \_Exit, 

Bar.  Do  Leandroy 

We  will  not  part,  but  friends  of  all  hands. 

Lop.  WelJfaid, 

Now  ye  are  reafonable,  we  can  look  on  ye. 

Bar.  Ye  have  jerkt  me : but  for  all  that  I forgive  yc. 
Forgive  ye  heartily,  and  do  invite  ye 
To  morrow  to  a Breakfall,  I make  but  feldom. 

But  now  we  will  be  merry. 

Arf.  Now  ye  are  friendly. 

Your  doggednefs  and  niggardize  flung  from  yc. 

And  now  we  will  come  to  ye. 

Bar.  Give  me  your  hands,  allj 
You  {hall  be  welcome  heartily. 

Lop.  We  will  be. 

For  we’ll  eat  hard. 

Bar.  The  harder,  the  more  welcome, 

And  till  the  morning  farewell  •,  1 have  bufinefs.  XExit. 

Aid.  Farewel  good  bountiful  Bartolasy  ’tis  a brave  wench, 
A fuddain  witry  thief,  and  worth  all  fervice : 

Go  we’ll  all  go,  and  crucifie  the  Lawyer. 

Lie.  Tie  clap  four  tire  of  teeth  into  my  mouth  more 
But  I will  grind  his  fubHance. 

Arf.  '^eWLeandrOy 

Thou  haH  had  a Hrangc  Voyage,  but  I hope 
Thou  rid ’ll  now  in  lafe  harbour. 
tJLfU.  Let’s  go  drink.  Friends, 
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And  laugh  aloud  at  all  our  merry  may  games. 

Lop,  A match,  a match,  ’twill  whet  our  ftoraachs  better. 


QHintUi*  Scena  Frima. 

Enter  Violante  and  Servant. 

Sfr.  /T  Adam,  he’s  come.  \jchair  and fiools  oHt> 

iVJL  ’Tis  well,  how  did  he  look,  (led? 
When  he  knew  from  whom  you  were  fent  ? was  he  not  ftart- 
Or  confident?  or  fearful? 

. Ser.  As  appear’d 

Like  one  that  knew  his  fortune  at  the  worll, 

And  car’d  not  what  could  follow. 

VtoL  ’Tis  the  better, 

Reach  me  a Chair : fo,  bring  him  in,  be  careful 
That  none  difturb  us : I will  try  his  temper, 

And  if  I find  him  apt  for  ray  employments. 

Enter  Jamie,  Servant. 

rie  work  him  to  my  ends ; if  not^  I Ih^l 
Find  other  Engines. 

Ser.  There’s  my  Lady. 

Viol.  Leave  us. 

Jam.  You  lent  for  me?  , 

Viol.  I did,  and  do’s  the  favour. 

Your  prefent  ftate  confidered  and  my  poV/er^ 

Deferve  no  greater  Ceremony  ? 

Jam.  Ceremonic? 

I ufe  to  pay  that  where  I owe  a duty. 

Not  to  my  Brothers  wife : I cannot  fawn. 

If  you  expert  it  from  me,  you  are  cozen’d, 

And  fo  farewel. 

Vtol.  Hebearsupflill;  I like  it. 

Pray  you  a word. 

Jam.  Yes,  I will  give  you  hearing 
On  equal  terms,  and  fit  by  you  as  a friend , 

But  not  ftand  as  a Sutor : Now  your  pleafure  ? 

Vtol.  You  are  very  bold. 

Jam.  ’Tis  fit:  fince  you  are  proud, 

I was  not  made  to  feed  that  foolilh  hhmour. 

With  flattery  and  obfervance. 

Vtol.  Yet,  with  your  favour, 

A little  form  joyn’d  with  refpert  to  her, 

That  can  add  to  your  wants,  or  free  you  from  ’em 
(Nay  raife  you  to  a fate,  beyond  your  hopes) 

Might  well  become  your  wifdom. 

Jam.  It  would  rather 
Write  me  a Fool,  fhould  I but  only  think 
That  any  good  to  me  could  flow  from  you. 

Whom  for  fo  many  years  1 have  found  and  prov’d 
My  greateft  Enemy : I am  ftill  the  fame. 

My  wants  have  not  transform’d  me ; 1 dare  tell  you, 

To  your  new  cerus’d  face,  what  I have  fpoken 
Freely  behind  your  back,  what  I think  of  you, 

You  are  the  proudeft  thing,  and  have  the  leaft 
Reafon  to  be  fo  that  I ever  read  of. 

In  flature  you  are  a Giantefs : and  your  Tailor 
Takes  meafure  of  you  with  a Jacobs  Staff, 

Or  he  can  never  reach  you,  this  by  the  way 
For  your  large  fize:  now,  in  a word  or  two, 

To  treat  of  your  Complexion  were  decorum : 

You  are  fo  far  from  fair,  I doubt  your  Mother 
Was  too  familiar  with  the  Moor  that  ferv’d  her. 

Your  Limbs  and  Features  I pafs  briefly  over. 

As  things  not  worth  defeription^  and  come  roundly 
To  your  Soul,  if  you  have  any  ^ for ’tis  doubtful. 

Vtol.  I laugh  at  this,  proceed. 

Jam.  This  SoUl  I fpeak  of. 

Or  rather  Salt  to  keep  this  heap  of  flefh 
From  being  a walking  ftench,  like  a large  fnu,' 


Stands  open  for  the  entertainment  of 

All  impious  prartices : but  there’s  no  Corner 

An  honefh  thought  can  take  up : and  as  it  were  not 

Sufficient  in  your  felf  to  comprehend 

All  wicked  plots,  you  have  taught  the  Fool,  my  Brother, 

3y  your  contagion,  almoff;  to  put  off 
Thenatureoftheman,  and  turn’d  him  Devil, 

3ecaufe  he  fhould  be  like  you,  and  I hope 
Will  march  to  Hell  together : I have  fpoken, 

And  if  the  Limning  you  in  your  true  Colours 
Can  make  the  Painter  gracious,  1 ffand  ready 
'or  my  reward,  or  if  my  words  diftafte  you,  > 
weigh  it  not,  for  though  your  Grooms  were  ready 
To  cut  my  Throat  for’t,  be  affur’d  I cannot 
die  other  Language.. 

Viol.  You  think  you  have  faid  now, 

-ike  a brave  fellow : in  this  Womans  War 
You  ever  have  been  train’d : fpokebig,  butfuffer’d 
Like  a tame  Afs^  and  when  moll:  fpur’d  and  gall’d 
Were  never  Mailer  of  the  Spleen  or  Spirit, 

That  could  raife  up  the  anger  of  a man. 

And  force  it  into  artion. 

Jam.  Yes,  vile  Creature, 

Wer’t  thou  a fubjert  worthy  of  my  Sword, 

Or  that  thy  death,  this  moment,  could  call  horiie  , , , 

My  baniffi’d  hopes,  thou  now  wer’t  dead*,  dead,  woi^an  *, 
But  being  as  thou  art,  it  is  fufficient 
I fcorn  thee,  and  contemn  thee. 

Vtol.  This  Ihew's  nobly, 

I mull  confefs  it : I am  taken  with  it. 

For  had  you  kneel’d  and  whin’d  and  fhew’d  a bafe 
And  low  dejerted  mind,  I had  defpis’d  you. 

This  bravery  (in  your  adverfe  fortune)  conquers 
And  do’s  command  me,  and  upon  the  fuddain 
I feel  a kind  of  pity,  growing  in  me. 

For  your  misfortunes,  pity  fome  fay’s  the  Parent, 

Of  future  love,  and  I repent  my  part 
So  far  in  what  you  have  fuffered,  that  I could 
(But  you  are  cold)  do  fomething  to  repair 
What  your  bafe  Brother  (fuch  Jamie  1 think  him) 

Hath  brought  to  ruine. 

Jam.  Ha? 

Viol.  Be  not  amaz’d. 

Our  injuries  are  equal  in  his  Ballard, 

You  are  familiar  with  what  I groan  for. 

And  though  the  name  of  Husband  holds  a tyc 
Beyond  a Brother,  I,  a poor  weak  Woman, 

Am  fenfible,  and  tender  of  a wrong. 

And  to  revenge  it  would  break  through  all  lets, 

That  durll  oppofe  me. 

Jam,  Is  it  polfiblc  ? 

Viol.  By  this  kifs : Hart  not : thus  much,  as  a llranger 
You  may  take  from  me  5 but,  if  you  were  pleas’d, 

I Ihould  felert  you  as  a bofom  friend, 

1 would  print ’em  thus,  and  thus. 

Jam.  Keep  off 
Viol.  Come  near. 

Near  into  the  Cabinet  of  my  Counfels : 

Simplicity  and  patience  dwell  with  Fools, 

And  let  them  bear  thole  burthens,  which  wife  men’ 

Boldly  lhake  off;  be  mine  and  joyn  with  me. 

And  when  that  I have  rais’d  you  to  a fortune, 

(Do  not  deny  your  felf  the  happy  means) 

You’ll  look  on  me  with  more  judicious  eyes 
And  fwear  I am  moll  fair. 

Jam.  What  would  this  Woman.?  ^ : 

The  purpole  of  thele  words  ? fpeak  not  in  riddles. 

And  when  I underlland,  what  you  would  counfel, 

My  anfwer  lhall  be  fuddain. 

Viol.  Thus  then 

Theobjerts  of  our  fury  are  the  fame,  • , < , - 
For  young  Ajcanioj  whom  you  Snake-like  hug’d 
(Frozen  with  wants  to  death)  in  your  warm  bofom, 

^ Lives  to  fupplant  you  in  your  certain  hopes, 

And 
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And  kills  in  me  all  comfort. 

Jam.  Now  ’tis  plain, 

I apprehend  you  : and  were  he  remov’d 

Ftol.  You,  once  again,werethe  undoubted  heir. 

Jam.  ’Tis  not  to  b^e  deny’d  ^ I was  ice  before, 

But  now  ye  have  fir’d  me.  

Ftol.  Tie  add  fuel  to  it, 

And  by  a nearer  cut,  do  you  but  fleer 
As  I diredt  you,  wce’l  bring  our  Bark  into 
The  Port  of  happinefs. 

Jam.  How  ? 

Ftol.  By  Henriqiie!  death  ; 

But  you’f^y  he’s  your  Brother  j in  great  fortunes 
(Which  are  epitomes  of  States  and  Kingdoms) 

The  politick*  brook  no  Rivals. 

Jam.  Excellent/ 

For  fure  I think  out  of  a fcrupulous  fear, 

To  feed  in  cxpe<ftation,  when  I may 
(Difpenfing  but  a little  with  my  confcience) 

Come  into  full  pofleflion,  would  not  argue 
One  that  defir’d  to  thrive. 

Ftol.  Now  you  fpeak  like 
A man  that  knows  the  World. 

Jam.  I needs  mufl:  learn 
ThathavefogoodaTutrefs;  and  what  think  you, 

(JDon  Henriqne  and  Afcanio  cut  off) 

That  none  may  live,  that  fliall  defire  to  trace  us 
In  our  black  paths,  if  that  OUavio 
j His  foftcr  Father,  and  the  fad  Jachtta., 
j (Faith  pitie  her,  and  free  her  from  her  Sorrows) 

Should  fall  companions  with  ’em?  When  we  are  red 
With  murther,  let  us  often  bath  in  blood. 

The  colour  will  be  fcarlet. 

Ftol.  And  that’s  glorious. 

And  w'ill  proted  the  facH:. 

Jam.  Suppofe  this  done  : 

( If  undifeovered  ) we  may  get  for  mony, 

( As  that  you  know  buyes  any  thing  \nRome ) 

A difi)enfetion. 

Ftol.  And  be  married? 

Jam.  True. 

Or  if  it  be  known,  trufs  up  our  Gold  and  Jewels, 

And  fly  to  fbmc  free  State, and  there  wdth  fcorn 

Ftol.  Laugh  at  the  laws  of  Spain. 

’Twere  admirable. 

Jam.W't;  fhall  beget  rare  children.  lam  rapt  with 

The  mecr  imagination. 

Ftol.  Shall  it  be  done.? 

Jam.  Shall  ? ’tis  too  tedious : furnifh  me  with  means 
To  hire  the  inftruments,  and  toyour  fclf 
Say  it  is  done  already ; I will  fhew  you, 

E’re  the  Sun  fet,  how  much  yon  have  wrought  upon  me, 
Your  province  is  only  to  ufe  fome  means, 

To  fend  my  Brother  to  the  Grove  that’s  neiglrbour 
To  the  weft  Port  of  th’  City leave  the  reft 
To  my  own  pradlice  I have  ta  Ik’d  too  long. 

But  now  will  doe  ; this  kifs,  w ith  myConfeflion, 

To  work  a fell  revenge;  a man’s  a fool , 

If  not  inftru(fted  in  a W omans  School.  [_E.vcnnt. 

SCENA  II. 

Enter  Bartolus,  Alga2:cirs,  andaVaratovr. 

The  Table  fet  out  and  flools. 

Bar.  You  are  well  enough  difguiz’d,  furnifh  the  Table, 
Make  no  fliew  what  ye  are,  till  I difeover : 

Not  a foul  know’s  ye  here  .*  be  quick  and  diligent , 

Thefe  youths  I liave  invited  to  a Breakfaft, 

But  what  the  Savvee  will  be,  lam  ofopinion 
I fhall  take  off  the  edges  of  their  Appetites, 

And  greafe  their  gums  for  eating  heartily 
This  month  or  two, they  have  plaid  their  prizes  with  me. 
And  with  their  feveral  flurts  they  have  lighted  dangeroufly, 
But  fure  I fhall  be  quit : I hear  ’em  coming. 


Go  off  and  wait  the  bringing  in  your  fervice. 

And  do  it  handfomely : you  know  where  to  have  it. 

Enter  Milanes,  Arfenio,  Lopez,  Diego. 
Welcom  i’  Faith i 

ArJ.  That’s  welHaid,  honeft  Lawyer. 

Lop.  Said  like  a neighbour. 

Bar.  Welcom  all : all  over, 

And  let’s  be  merry. 

Mil.  To  that  end  we  came  Sir, 

An  hour  of  freedome’s  worth  an  age  of  juglings. 

Die.  I am  come  too  Sir,  to  fpecifie  my  Stomach 
A poor  reteiner  to  your  worfhips  bountie. 

Bar.knd  thou  fhalthave  it  fill’d  my  merry  DH^o, 

My  liberal,  and  my  bonny  bounteous  Diego ^ 

Even  fill’d  till  it  groan  again. 

Die.  Let  it  have  fair  play. 

And  if  it  founder  then. 

Bar.  rie  tell  ye  neighbours, 

Though  I were  angry  yefterday  with  ye  all , 

And  very  angry,  for  methought  ye  bob’d  me. 

Lop.  No,  no,  by  no  means. 

Bar.  No,  when  I confidered 
It  was  a jeft,  and  carried  off  fb  quaintly. 

It  made  me  merry : very  merry.  Gentlemen, 

I do  confefs  I could  not  deep  to  think  on’t. 

The  mirth  lo  tickled  me,  1 could  not  flumber. 

Lcp.Good  mil  th  do’s  work  fo  ; honeft  mirth. 

Now,  fnould  we  have  mv.ant  in  carneft 

Bar.  You  fay  true  neighbour. 

Lop.  It  might  have  bred  fuch  a diftaft  and  fowrnefs. 

Such  fond  imaginations  in  your  Brains,  Sir, 

For  things  tnruft  home  in  earneft. 

Bar.  Very  certain. 

But  I know  ye  all  for  merry  waggs,  and  ere  long 
You  fhall  know  me  too  in  another  fafhion. 

Though  y’arc  pamper’d, ye  fhall  bear  part  o’th’  burthen. 

Enter  Amaranta,  and  Leandro. 

Come  wife  ^ Come  bid  ’em  welcom  •,  Come  my  Jewel  : 
And  Pupil,  you  fliall  come  too  •,  nc’re  hang  backward. 
Come,  come  the  woman’s  pleas’d, her  anger’s  over, 

Come,  be  not  baflifull. 

Am.  What  do’s  he  prepare  here  ? 

Sure  there’s  no  meat  i’th’  houfc,  at  Icaft  not  dreft, 

Do's  he  mean  to  mock  ’em  ? or  fome  new  bred  crotchet 
Come o’re his  brains*,  I donotlikehiskindnefs; 

But  filcnce  beft  becomes  me  .*  if  he  mean  foul  play. 

Sure  they  are  enough  to  right  themfdves,and  let  ’em. 

Pie  fit  by,  fb  they  beat  him  not  to  powder,  ( hour. 

Bar.  Bring  in  the  meat  there,  ha?  Sit  down  dear  neigh- 
A little  meat  needs  little  Complement, 

Sit  down  I fay. 

zyfm.  What  do  you  mean  by  this  Sir  ? 

Bar.  Convey  away  their  weapons  handfomely. 

Am.  You  know  there’s  none  i’th’  houfe  to  an  Aver  ye. 

But  the  poor  Girle ; you  know  there’s  no  meat  neither. 

Tar.  Peace  and  be  quiet ; 1 fhall  make  you  fmoak  elfc. 
There’s  men  and  meat  enough,  fet  it  down  formally. 

Enter  Algazcirs,  with  difltet. 

Am.  I fear  fome  lewd  trick,  yet  I dare  not  fpeak  on’t. 
Tar.  I have  no  dainties  for  ye  Gentlemen, 

Nor  loads  of  meat,  to  make  the  room  fraell  of ’em. 

Only  adifh  toevery  man  I have  dedicated, 

And  if  I have  pleas’d  his  appetite. 

Lop.  O,  a Capon, 

A Bird  of  grace,  and  be  thy  will,  I honour  it. 

Die.  For  me  fome  fortic  pound  of  lovely  Beef, 

Plac’d  in  a mediterranean  fca  of  Brewds. 

Bar.  Fall  to,  fall  to,  that  we  may  drink  and  laugh  after. 
Wait  diligently  knaves. 

eJlfil.  What  rare  bit’s  this  ? 

An  execution / blefs  me/ 

Bar.^ 
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‘Bur.  Na-;  tai^e  it  to  ye, 

Thert’s  no  avoiding  it,  ’tis  fomewhat  tough  Sir, 

But  a good  riomacti  will  endure  it  eafiiy, 

The  lum  is  but  a thoufand  duckets  Sir. 

Arf.  A Capias  from  my  Surgeon,  and  my  Silk-man ! 
Bar.Xowr  carefuil  makers, but  tliey  have  mar’d  your  diet. 
Stir  not,  your  Swords  are  gone ; there’s  no  avoiding  me^ 
And  thefe  arc  Algazeirs,  do  you  hear  that  palfing  bell  ? 

Lof.  A ftrong  Citation,  blefs  me  ! 

Bar.  Out  with  your  Beads,  Curate, 

The  Devil's  in  your  difh : bell,  book,  and  Candle.  • 

Lof.  A warrant  to  appear  before  the  Judges! 

I muft  needs  rife,  and  turn  to  th’  wail. 

Bar.  Ye  need  net, 

Your  fear  I hope  will  make  ye  find  your  Breeches. 

.J//.  We  are  betrai’d. 

Bar.  Invited  do  not  wrong  me, 

Fall  to,  good  Guefts,  you  have  diligent  men  about  yc, 

Ye  fhall  want  nothing  that  may  perfecute  ye , 

Thefe  will  not  fee  ye  dart  5 Have  I now  found  ye  ? 

Have  I requited  ye  ? You  fool’d  the  Lawyer, 

And  thought  it  meritorious  toabufehim, 

A thick  ram-headed  knave ; you  rid,  you  fpur’d  him, 

And  glorified  your  wits,  the  more  ye  wronged  him ; 
Within  this  hour  ye  (hall  have  all  your  Creditours,  ■ - 
A fecond  dilh  of  new  debts,  come  upon  ye, 

' And  new  invitements  to  the  whip,  Don  Diego., 

And  Excommunications  for  the  learned  Curate, 

A Mafque  of  all  your  furies  (hall  dance  to  ye. 

Arf.  You  dare  not  ufe  us  thus  ? ‘ 

Bar.  You  (hall  be  bob’d.  Gentlemen, 

Stir,  and  as  I have  a life,  yegoe  to  prifon, 

Toprifon,  without  pitie  indantly. 

Before  ye  fpeak  another  word  to  prifori. 

I have  a better  Guard  without,  that  waits*. 

Do  you  fee  this  man,  Don  Curate  ? ’tis  a Paratour 
That  comes  to  tell  ye  a delight  full  ftory 
Of  an  old  whore  ye  have,  and  then  to  teach  ye 
What  is  the  penaltie  ^ Laugh  at  me  now  Sir, 

What  Legacie  would  ye  bequeath  me  now, 

(And  pay  it  on  the  nail  ? ) to  fly  my  fury  ? 

Lof.  O gentle  Sir. 

Bar.  Do’ft  thou  hope  I will  be  gentle,  • 

Thou  fbolilh  unconfid crate  Curate  ? 

Lef.  Let  me  goe  Sir. 

Bar.  rie  fee  thee  hang  firft. 

Lop.  And  as  I am  a true  Vicar, 

Hark  in  your  ear,  harkfoftly— - — — ' 

Bar.  No,  no  bribery. 

rie  have  my  fwindge  upon  thee ; Sirra.?  Rafcal? 

You  Lenten  Chaps,you  that  lay  fick,  and  mockt  me, 

Mockt  me  abominably , abufed  me  lewdly, 
rie  make  thee  fick  at  heart,  before  I leave  thee. 

And  groan,  and  dye  indeed,  and  be  worth  nothing. 

Not  worth  a blelTing,  nor  a Bell  to  knall  for  thee, 

A (heet  to  cover  thee,  but  that  thou  flealeft, 

Stealeft  from  the  Merchant, and  the  Ring  he  was  buried  with 
Stealeft  from  his  Grave,  do  you  fmell  me  now  ? 

Die.  Have  mercy  on  me  1 

Bar.  No  Pfalm  of  mercy  (liall  hold  me  from  hanging  thee. 
How  do  ye  like  your  Breakfaft  ? ’tis  but  (hort,  Gentlemen, 
But  fweet  and  healthfull  *,  Your  punifhment,  and  yours,  Sir, 
For  fome  near  reafons  that  concern  ray  Credit, 

I will  take  to  my  felf 
iAm.  Doe  Sir,  and  fpare  not : 

I have  been  too  good  a wife,  and  too  obedient. 

But  fince  ye  dare  provoke  me  to  be  fooli(h 

Lea.  She  has,  yes,  and  too  worthie  of  your  ufage, 

Before  the  world  I juftifie  her  goodnefs,  ’ 

And  turn  that  man,  that  dares  but  taint  her  virtues, 

To  my  Swords  point  •,  that  lying  man,  that  bafe  man, 
Turn  him,  but  face  to  face,  that  I may  know  him. 

Bar.  What  have  1 here  ? 

Lea.  A Gentleman,  a free  man, 


One  that  made  trial  of  tins  Ladies  confrancie. 

And  found  it  (Irong  as  fate  \ leave  off  you.  fooling,. 

For  if  you  follow  this  courfe,  you  will  be  Chronicled 

Enter  Jamy  and  Airifiant. 

For  a devil,  whilft  a Samt  (lie  is  mentioned. 

You  know  my  name  inaeed  ; 1 am  now  no  Lawyer. 

‘Z)/>.Some comfort  liow,!  hope, or  elfe  would  i were  hang- 
Ar.d  yet  the  Judg--,  he  makes  me  fweat.  ( cd  up. 

Bar.  What  news  now,'' 

Jam.  1 will  jultiiie  upon  ray  life  and  credit 
What  you  iiave  heard,  for  truth,  and  will  make  proof  of. 

AJji.  I vvill  be  ready  at  the  appointed  hour  there, 

And  fo  1 leave  ye. 

Bar.  Stay  1 beleech  your  worihip, 

And  do  but  hear  me. 

Jam.  Good  Sir,  intend  this  bujlnefs, 

And  let  this  bawling  fool,  no  more  words  lawyer^ 

And  no  more  angers,  for  1 guefs  your  reafons, 

This  Gentleman,  I’le  juftifie  in  all  places. 

And  that  fair  Ladies  worth  ^ let  who  dare  crofs  it. 

The  Plot  was  call  by  me,  to  make  thee  jealousy 
Rut  not  to  wrong  your  wife,  (he  is  fair  and  vertuous. 

Die.  Take  us  to  mercy  too,  we  befeech  your  honour, 

We  lhall  be  jufiified  the  way  of  all  flefh  die. 

Jam.  No  more  talk,  nornomore  difTentionlawycr^ 

I know  your  anger,  ’tis  a vain  and  flight  one. 

For  if  you  doe.  Tie  lay  your  whole  life  open, 

A life  that  all  the  world  Oiall I’lc  bring  witnels, 

And  rip  before  a judge  the  ulcerousvillanies, 

You  know  I know  ye,  and  I can  bring  witnefs. 

Bar.  Nay  good  Sir,  noble  Sir. 

Jam.  Be  at  peace  then  prefently, 

Immcdiatlcy  take  honcltand  fair  truce  (tleman 

With  your  good  wife,  and  (hake  hands  with  that  Gen- 
H’as  honour’d  yfe  too  much,  and  doe  it  cheerfully. 

Lop.  Take  ns  along,  for  Heaven  fake  too. 

Bar.  I am  friends, 

There  isnoremedie,  I miiftputupall, 

And  like  my  neighbours  1 ub  it  out  byth’  (houlders, 

And  perfefl  friends-,  Leandro  now  1 thank  ye. 

And  there’s  ray  hand,  1 have  no  more  grudge  to  ye. 

But  I am  too  mean  henceforward  for  your  Companie. 

Lea.  I (liall  not  trouble  ye. 

Af.  We  will  be  friends  too. 

Mil.  Nay  Lawyer,  you  (liall  dot  fright  us  farther. 

For  all  your  devils  we  will  bolL 
Bar.  I grant  ye. 

The  Gentleman’s  your  Bail,  and  thank  his  coming. 

Did  not  he  know  me  too  well,  you  (hould  fmart  for’t ; 

Goe  all  in  peace,  but  when  ye  fool  next.  Gentlemen, 

Come  not  to  me  to  Brcakfalf. 

Die.  Tie  be  bak’d  firft. 

Bar.kndi  pray  ye  remember,when  ye  are  bold  and  merry. 
The  Lawyers  Banquet,  and  the  Sawce  he  gave  yc. 

Jam.  Come:  goe  along  ^ I have  employment  for  ye, 
Employment  for  your  lewd  brains  top,  to  cool  yc , 

For  all,  for  every  one. 

All.  We  are  all  your  Servants. 

Die.  All,  all  for  any  thing,  from  this  day  forward 
rie  hate  all  Breakfafts,  and  depend  on  dinners. 

Jam.  I am  glad  you  come  off  fair. 

Lea.  The  fair  has  bleft  me.  f 

SCENA  III. 

Enter  Oitavia,  Jacinta,  Arfenio. 

OSl.  This  is  the  place,  but  why  we  are  appoinftp 
By  Don  Jamie  to  Itay  here,  is  a depth 
I cannot  found. 

Afc.  Belicv’t  he  is  too  noble 
To  purpofe  any  thing  but  for  our  good. 

Had  I aflurance  of  a thoufand  lives, 

And  with  theril  perpetuitie  of  pleafure,- 
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And  fhould  lofe  all,  if  he  prov’d  only  falfe, 

Yet  I durfl  run  the  hazard. 

Jac.  Tis  our  comfort, 

We  cannot  be  more  wretched  than  we  are. 

And  death  concludes  all  mifery. 

OU:.  Undiicovered 

Enter  Henrique,  Jamie. 

We  mufl  attend  him. 

Our  ftay  is  not  long. 

With  him  Don  Henrique  f 
Jac,  Now  I fear^ 

Be  filent. 

Hen.  Why  doH  thou  follow  me  ? 

Jam.  To  fave  your  life, 

A plot  is  laid  for’t,  all  my  wrongs  forgot, 

I have  a Brothers  Love. 

Hen.  But  thy  falfe  felf 
I fear  no  enemy. 

Jam.  You  have  no  friend. 

But  what-breathes  in  me  r If  you  move  a ftep 
Beyond  this  ground  you  tread  on  , you  are  loft. 

Hen.  ’Tis  by  thy  pradice  then : I am  lent  hither 
To  meet  her,  that  prefers  my  life  and  fafetie 
Before  her  own. 

Jam.  That  you  fhonld  be  abus’d  thus 
With  weak  credulitie  / She  for  whole  lake 
You  have  forgot  we  had  one  noble  Father, 

Or  that  one  Mother  bare  us,  for  whofe  love 
You  brake  a contraft  to  which  heaven  was  witnefs. 

To  latisfie  whole  pride  and  wilfull  humour 
You  have  expos’d  a fweet  and  hopefull  Son 
To  all  the  miieries  that  want  can  bring  him. 

And  fueh  a Son,  though  you  arc  moll  obdurate. 

To  give  whom  entertainment  Savages 

Would  quit  their  Caves  themfelves,  to  keep  him  from 

Bleak  cold  and  hunger  ; This  dillembling  woman, 

This  Idol,  whom  youworfhip,  all  your  love 
And  fcrvice  trod  under  her  feet,  defigns  you 
To  fill  a grave,  or  dead  to  lye  a prey 
For  Wolves  and  Vulturs. 

Hen.  ’Tis  falle  ^ I defie  thee. 

And  Hand  upon  ray  Guard. 

Enter  Leandro,  Milanes,  Arlenio,  Bart.  Lopez,  Diego, 
(Xlavio,  Jacinta,  Afeanio,  and  Servants. 

Jam.  Alas,  ’tis  weak: 

Come  on,fince  you  will  teach  me  to  be  cruel. 

By  haviqg  no  faith  in  me,  take  your  fortune. 

Bring  the  reft  forth,  and  bind  them  faft. 

0[h.  My  Lord. 

AJc.  In  what  have  we  ofiended  ? 

Jam.  I am  deaf, 

And  following  my  will,  I do  not  Hand 
Accomptable  to  reafon  : See  her  Ring 
(The  firft  pledge  of  your  love,  and  lervice  to  her  ) 
Deliver’d  as  a Warrant  for  your  death : 

Thefe  Bags  of  gold  you  gave  up  to  hertruft, 

(The  ufe  of  which  you  did  deny  your  felf ) 

Bellow’d  on  me,  and  with  a prodigal  hand. 

Whom  Ibe  pick’d  forth  to  be  the  Architeift 
Of  her  molt  bloudy  building  •,  and  to  fee 
Thefe  Inllruments,  to  bring  Materials 
To  raile  it  up,  Ihe  bad  me  fpare  no  coft. 

And  (as  a furplufage)  offer’d  her  felf 
To  be  at  my  devotion. 

Hen.  O accurs’d  ! 

J^w.Butbe  incredalons  Hill  ^ think  this  my  plot  j 
Falhion  excufes  to  your  lelf,  and  fwear 
That  Ihe  is  innocent,  that  (he  doats  on  ye ; 

Believe  this,  as  a fearfull  Dream,  and  that 
You  lie  not  at  my  mercy,  which  in  this 
I will  Ihew  only  : She  her  felf  lhall  give 
The  dreadfull  Sentence,  -to  remove  all  fcruple 


Who ’tis  that  fends  you  to  the  other  world. 

Enter  Violante. 

Appears  my  Violante}  fpeak  (mydeareft) 

Do’s  not  the  objed  pleale  you  ? 

Viol.  More  than  if 

All  treafure  that’s  above  the  earth,  with  that, 
That  lyes  conceal’d  in  both  the  Indian  Mines, 
Were  laid  down  at  my  feet : O bold  Jamy.^ 

Thou  only  canft  deferve  me. 

Jam.  I am  forward. 

And  (as  you  ealily  may  perceive, ) I Deep  not 
On  your  commands. 

Enter  AlTiftant,  and  Officers. 

Viol.  But  yet  they  live : I look’d 
To  find  them  dead. 

Jam.  That  was  deferr’d,  that  you 
Might  triumph  in  their  mifery,  and  have  the  power 
To  fay  they  arc  not. 

Vtol.  ’Twas  well  thought  upon : 

This  kils , and  all  the  pleafures  of  my  Bed 
This  night,  lhalJ  thank  thee. 

Hen.  Monller! 

Vtol.  You  Sir,  that 

Would  have  me  Mother  Baftards,  being  unable 
To  honour  me  with  one  Child  of  mine  own, 

That  underneath  my  roof,kept  your  caft-Stnimpet, 
And  out  of  my  Revenues  would  maintain 
Her  riotous  illuc  : now  you  find  what  ’tis 
To  tempt  a woman : with  as  little  feeling 
Asl  turnoffaflave,  that  is  unfit 
To  doe  me  fervice  \ or  a horfe,  or  dog 
That  have  out-liv’d  their  ufe,  I fhakc  thee  ofl^ 

To  make  thy  peace  with  heaven. 

Hen.  I do  deferve  this. 

And  never  truly  felt  before,  what  forrow 
Attends  on  wilfull  dotage. 

Viol.  For  you,  Miftris, 

That  had  the  pleafure  of  his  youth  before  me. 

And  triumph’d  in  the  fruit  that  you  had  by  him, 

But  that  I think,  to  have  the  Baftard  ftrangled 
Before  thy  face,  and  thou  with  fpeed  to  follow 
The  way  he  leads  thee,  is  fuffictent  torture, 

I would  cut  off  thy  nofe,  put  out  thine  eyes. 

And  let  my  foot  on  thefe  bewitching  lips. 

That  had  the  ftart  of  mine ; but  as  thou  art, 

Goe  to  the  grave  unpitied. 

Ajftft.  Who  would  believe] 

Such  rage  could  be  in  woman  ? 

Vtol.  For  this  fellow. 

He  is  not  worth  my  knowledge. 

Jam.  Let  him  live  then. 

Since  you  efteem  him  innocent. 

Viol.  No  Jamyy 

He  lhall  make  up  the  mels : now  ftrike  together. 

And  let  them  fall  fo. 

Unheard  of  crueltie  I 
I can  endure  no  longer : feife  on  her. 

Viol.  Am  1 betrai’d  ? 

Is  this  thy  faith,  Jamy  ? 

Jam.  Could  your  defires 
Challenge  performance  of  a deed  fo  horrid  f 
Or,  though  that  you  had  fold  your  felf  to  hell, 

I Ihould  make  up  the  bargain  ? Live  (dear  Brother) 
Live  long,  and  happy : I forgive  you  freely  \ 

To  have  done  you  this  fervice,  is  to  me 
A fair  Inheritance  : and  how  e’re  harlh  language 
(Call’d  on  by  your  rough  ufage)  pafs’d  my  lips. 

In  my  heart  iyever  lov’d  you : all  my  labours 
Were  but  to  lhew,how  much  your  love  was.cozen’d. 
When  it  beheld  it  felf  in  this  falle  Glafs, 

That  did  abufe  you ; and  I am  fo  far 
From  envying  young  Afeanio  his  good  fortune. 


That 


That  if  your  State  were  mine,  I would  adopt  him, 
Thefe  are  the  Murtherers  my  noble  friends, 
Which  (to  make  trial  of  her  bloudy  purpofe) 

I won,  to  come  difguis’d  thus. 

Hen.  I am  too  full 

Of  grief,  and  lhame  to  fpeak  .•  but  what  Tie  doe. 
Shall  towthe  world  proclaim  my  penitence  \ 
Andhowfoever  I have  liv’d,  I’ledie 
A much  chang’d  man. 

Jttm.  Were  it  but  poflible 
You  could  make  fatisfaftion  to  this  woman. 

Our  joyes  were  perfect. 

Hen.  That’s  my  only  comfort. 

That  k is  in  my  power : I ne’re  was  married 
To  this  bad  woman,  though  I doted  on  her. 

But  daily  did  defer  it,  ftill  expecting 
When  grief  would  kill  Jadntha. 

All  is  come  out. 

And  finds  a fair  fuccefs  : take  her  Don  HenrieiHe, 
And  once  again  embrace  your  Son. 

Hen.  Molt  gladly. 

Ajftfi.  Your  Brother  hath  defer v’d  all. 

Hen.  And  fhall  fhare 
The  moitie  of  my  State. 
uijfili.  I have  heard,  advocate. 
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What  an  ill  lnftrument  you  have  been  to  him 
riom  tills  time  fticngthen  him  with  honefl  counfels , 

As  yoH'le  deieiTe  my  pardon. 

Snr.  Tie  change  my  Copy : 

But  I am  punifii’d,  ioi  I f.ar  I haVe  had 
A frnart  blow,  tnoiigii  unfeen. 

Curate,  and  Sexton, 

l^ave  heard  of  you  too,  let  me  hear  no  more. 

And  wiiat’s  paft,  is  forgotten  •,  For  this  woman. 

Though  her  intent  were  bloody,  yet  our  Law 
Ca.ls  It  not  death : yet  that  her  punilhment 
May  deter  others  from  fuch  bad  attempts, 

T.iedowry  flie  broughc  with  her,  lhali  be  emploi’d 
lo  build  a Nunnery,  where  Ihe  lhall  fpend 
The  remnant  of  her  life. 

r ’.ol.  Since  I have  mifs’d  my  ends, 

I fcorn  what  can  fall  on  me. 

The  ftriifl;  dilcipline 

Of  the  Church,  will  teach  you  better  thoughts.  And  Sig 
You  that  are  Batcheloiyrs,  if  you  ever  marry,  (niors 

In  B^olm  you  may  behold  the  ilTue 
Of  Covetoufnefsand  Jealoufie ; and  ofdotage, 

And  fallhood  in  Don  Henricjne:  keep  a mean  then  y 
For  be  affur'dy  that  Weakjnan  meets  all ;//,  y 

That  gives  himf elf  up  to  a womans  will.  {jSxennt 


Prologue. 

To  teU  ye  (Gentlemen^)  we  have  a Play ^ 

A new  one  too.,  and  that  *ti‘s  launched  to  dayj 
The  Name  ye  knoWy  thaFs  nothing  to  my  Story  , 
To  tell  ye,  ^tis  familiar,  void  of  Glory, 

Of  State,  of  Bitternefs  : of  wit  yen’ll  fay,  ' „ 

For  that  is  now  held  wit,  that  tends  that  way, 
Which  we  avoid:  To  tell  yetoo  ’tis  merry. 

And  meant  to  make  ye  pleafant,  and  not  weary  .• 
The  Stream  that  guides  ye,  eafie  to  attend : 

To  tell  ye  that  ’tis  good,  is  to  no  end. 

If  you  believe  not.  Nay,  togoe  thus  far. 

To  fwear  it,  if  you  fwear  againfi,  is  war. 

To  affure  you  any  thing  , unlefsyou fee,- 
And  fo  conceive , is  vanity  in  me  \ 

Therefore  I leave  it  to  it  felf,  and  pray 
Like  a good  Bark,,  it  may  work,  out  to  day. 


Andfem  all  doubts  ‘,  ’twos  built  for  fuch  a proof, 
And  We  hope  highly  : if  fie  lye  aloof 
For  her  own  vantage,  to  give  win^at  will 
Why  let  her  work,  only  be  you  but  fill,  ’’ 

Andjweet  opinion  d,  and  we  are  bound  to  fay, 
Tou  are  worthy  Judges,  andyon  crown  the  Play. 


Epilogue. 

TH  £ Play  is  done,  yet  our  Suit  never  ends. 

Still  when  you  part,  you  would  fill  part  our  friends, 
Our  noble f friends-,  if  ought  have  fain  amtfs, 

0 let  it  be  fufficient , that  it  is, 

And  you  have  pardon’d  it.  In  Buildings  great 
All  the  whole  Body  cannot  be  fo  neat, 
f But  fomething may  be  mended-,  Thofe are  fair, 

1 And  wort  hy^love,  that  may  defroy,  but  far  el 
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Perfons  Repreftnted  in  the  Play. 


Valentine,  aGallantthAt  will  not  be  pcrfwaded  to  Shorthofe,  the  Clown,  and  fervant  to  the  Widow. 

l{eep  his  Ejiate,  . : Roger,  Ralph,  and  Humphrey,  three  fervants  to 

Francifco,  hk yeungenBr other,  1 /iie  Widow. 

Mafier  Lovegood  their  Vncle.  ' Three  Servants. 

A Merchant,  Friend  to  Mafier  Lovegood.  j Muficians, 

M ‘’/Valentine,  a„d  Sutors  to  ; Hamvel,  4 Wido«>. 

Hairbrain  5 Widow.  , ,£(,0!,  her  Sifter. 

Lance,  a Falkner,  and  an  ancient  fervant  to  Va-  j Luce,  a waiting  Centlewontetn.io  the  Widow. 
lentines  Father.  . I 


Enter  Uncle  and  Merchant. 


Merc. 


w 


Hen  faw  you  raloitine  ? 

Vnde.  Not  fince  the  Horfc-race, 
he’s  taken  up  with  thofe  that  woo 
the  Widow. 

zJMer.  How  can  he  live  by  fnatches  from  fuch  people? 
he  bore  a worthy  mind, 

Vncle.  Alas,  he’s  funk,  his  means  are  gone,  he  wants, 
and  which  is  worfc, 

Takes  a delight  in  doing  fo. 

tj^ler.  That’s  ftrange. 

Vnc.  Runs  Lunatick,  if  3’ou  but  talk  of  Hates,  he  can- 
not be  brought  (now  he  has  fpent  his  own)  to  think  there’s 
inheritance,  or  means,  but  all  a common  riches,  all  men 
bound  to  be  his  Bailitfs. 

Mer.  This  is  fomething  dangerous. 

Vncle.  No  Gentleman  that  has  cHate  to  ufe  it  in  keep- 
ing houfe,  or  followers,  for  thofe  wayes  he  cries  againlt, 
for  Eating  fins,  dull  Surfeits,  cramming  of  Serving  men, 
muftering  of  Beggars,  maintaining  Hofpitals  for  Kites,  and 
Curs,  grounding  their  fat  faiths  upon  old  Country  proverbs, 
Godblefsthe  Founders-,  thefe  he  would  have  ventured  in- 
to more  manly  ufes.  Wit,  and  carriage,  and  never  thinks 
of  Hate,  or  means,  the  ground-works:  holding  it  mon- 
flrous,  men  fhould  feed  their  bodies,  and  ftarve  their  un- 
derflandines. 

Mer.  That’s  moll  certain. 

Vncle.  Yes,  if  he  could  Hay  tliere*  * 


Mer.  Why  let  him  marry,  and  that  way  rife  again. 

Vncle.  It’s  moftimpofliblc,  he  will  not  look  with  any 
handfomenefs  upon  a Woman. 

Mer.  Is  he  fo  llrange  to  Women  ? 

Vncle.  I know  not  what  it  is,  a foolilh  glory  he  has  got, 
I know  not  where,  to  balk  thofe  benefits,  and  yet  he  will 
converfe  and  flatter  ’em,  make  ’em,  or  fair,  or  foul,  rug- 
ged, or  fmooth,  as  his  impreflion  ferves,  for  he  affirms, 
they  are  only  lumps,  and  undigefted  pieces,  lickt  over  to 
.a/prm  by  our  afledions,  and  then  they  Ihow.  The  Lo- 
vers let  ’em  pafs. 

Stiter  Fountain,  Bellamorc,  Hairbrain. 

Mer.  He  might  be  one,  he  carries  as  much  promilc  *,  they 
are  wondrous  merry. 

Vncle.  O their  hopes  are  high.  Sir. 

Fount.  Is  V dentine  come  to  Town  ? 

Bella.  Lafl:  night,  I heard. 

Fount.  We  mifs  him  monHroufly  in  our  directions,  for 
this  Widow  is  as  ftately,  and  as  crafty,  and  ftauds  1 war- 
rant you 

Hair.  Let  her  Hand  Hire,  fhc  falls  before  us  elfe,  come 
let’s  go  feek  Valentine. 

Mer.  This  Widow  feems  a Gallant. 

Vncle.  A goodly  Woman,  and  to  her  handforanefs  fhe 
bears  her  Hate,  referved,  and  great  Fortune  has  made  her 
MiHrefs  of  a full  means,  and  well  flie  knows  to  ufe  it. 

Mer. 
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Mar.  I would  Valentine  had  her. 

Vncle.  There’s  no  hope  of  that,  Sir. 

Mer.  O’  that  condition,  he  had  his  Mortgage  in  again. 

Vncle.  I would  he  had. 

tJMer.  Seek  means,  and  fee  what  Tie  do,  however  let 
the  Money  be  paid  in,  I never  fought  a Gentlemans  undo- 
ing, nor  eat  the  bread  of  other  mens  vexations,  you  told 
me  of  another  Brother. 

Vncle.  Yes  Sir,  more  rndferable  than  he,  for  he  has  eat 
him,  and  drunk  him  up,  a handfome  Gentleman,  and  fine 
Scholar. 

Enter  three  Tenants. 

iJMer.  What  are  thefe  ? 

Vnc.  The  Tenants,  they’ll  do  what  they  can. 

^JMer.  It  is  well  pr€pared,be  earneft,  honelt  friends,  and 
loud  upon  him,  he  is  deaf  to  his  own  good. 

Lance.  We  mean  to  tell  him  part  of  our  minds  an’t  pleafe 
you. 

^Mer.  Do,  and  do  it  home,  and  in  what  my  care  may 
help,  or  my  perfwafions  when  we  meet  next. 

Vnc.  Do  but  perfwade  him  fairly ; and  for  your  money, 
mine,  and  thefe  mens  thanks  too,  and  what  we  can  be  able. 

tjver.  Y’aremolt  honeft,  you  fhall  find  me  no  lefs,  and 
fo  I leave  you,  profper  your  bulinefs  my  friends.  \iEx.  Mer. 

Vnc.  Pray  Heaven  it  may.  Sir. 

Lance.  Nay  if  he  will  be  mad,  I’le  be  mad  with  him,  and 
tell  him  that  I’le  not  fpare  him,  his  Father  kept  good  Meat, 
good  Drink,  good  Fellows,  good  Hawks,  good  Hounds, 
and  bid  his  Neighbours  welcome^  kept  him  too,,  and  fup- 
plied  his  prodigality,  yet  kept  his  ftate  Hill  *,  muft  we  turn 
Tenants  now,  after  we  have  lived  under  the  race  of  Gentry, 
and  maintained  good  Yeomantry,  to  fome  of  the  City,  to 
a great  Ihoulder  of  Mutton  and  a Cuftard,  and  have  our 
ftate  turned  into  Cabbidge  Gardens,  muft  it  be  fo  ? 

Vnc.  You  muft  be  milder  to  him. 

Lance.  That’s  as  he  makes  his  game. 

Vnc.  Intreat  him  lovingly,  and  make  him  feel. 

Lance.  I’le  pinch  him  to  the  bones  elfe. 

[JValen.  Within.'}  And  tell  the  Gentleman,  Tie  be  with 
him  prefently,  fay  I want  money  too,  I muft  not  fail  boy. 

Lance.  You’l  want  Cloaths,  I hope. 

Enter  Valentine. 

Fal.  Bid  the  young  Courtier  repair  to  me  anon,  I’Jeread 
to  him. 

Vnc.  He  comes,  de  diligent,  but  not  too  rugged,  ftart 
him,  but  affright  him  not. 

Val.  Phew,  are  you  there  ? 

Vnc.  We  come  to  fee  you  Nephew,  be  not  angry. 

Val.  Why  do  y(5u  dog  me  thus,  with  thefe  ftrange  peo- 
I pie.-*  w'hy,  all  the  world  fhall  never  make  me  rich  more, 
nor  mafter  of  thefe  troubles. 

T enants.  We  befeech  you  for  our  poor  Childrens  fake. 

Val.  Who  bid  you  get ’em?  have  you  not  threfhing  work 
i enough,  but  Children  muft  be  bang’d  out  o’th’  ftieaf  too  ? 

I other  men  with  all  their  delicates,  and  healthful  diets,  can 
get  but  wind  eggs:  you  with  a clove  of  Garlick,  a piece  of 
; Cheele  would  break  a Saw,  and  fowre  Milk,  can  mount 
j like  Stallions,  and  I muft  maintain  thefe  tumblers. 

Lance.  You  ought  to  maintain  us,  we  have  maintained 
I you,  and  when  you  flept  provided  for  you  •,  who  bought  the 
Silk  you  wear?  I think  our  labours-,  reckon,  you’ll  find  it 
I fo : who  found  your  Horle^  perpetual  pots  of  Ale,  main- 
tain’d your  Taverns, and  who  extol’d  you  in  the  Half-crown- 
boxes,  where  you  might  fit  and  mufter  all  the  Beauties  ? we 
had  no  hand  in  thefe  \ no,  we  arc  all  puppies  ? 

Your  Tenants  bafe  vexations. 

Val.  Very  well,  Sir. 

Lance.  Had  you  Land,  Sir,  and  honeft  men  to  ferve  your 
purpofes,  hon^  and  faithful,  and  will  you  run  away  from 
’em,  betray  your  fell,  and  your  poor  Tribe  to  mifery  •,  mort- 
gage all  us,  like  old  Cloaks ; where  will  you  hunt  next  f you 
had  athoufand  Acres,  fair  and  open : "Yhe  Kings-Bench  is 


enclofed,  there’s  no  good  riding,  the  Counter  is  full  of 
thorns  and  brakes,  take  heed  Sir,  andboggs,  you’l  quick- 
ly find  what  broth  they’re  made  of. 

V «/.  Y’are  flrort  and  pithy. 

Lance.  They  fay  y’are  a fine  Gentlenian,  and  of  excellent 
judgement,  they  report  you  have  a wit  ^ keep  your  lelf  out 
o th  Rain,  and  take  your  Cloak  with  you,  which  by  in- 
terpretation is  your  State,  Sir,  or  I fhall  think  your  tame 
belied  you,  you  have  money,  and  may  have  means. 

Val.  I prethee  leave  prating,  docs  my  good  lye  within 
thy  brain  to  further,  or  my  undoing  in  thy  pity?  go,  go, 
get  you  home,  there  whiffle  to  your  Horfes,  and  let  them 
edifie*,  away,  fbw  Hemp  to  hang  your  felvcs  withal:  what 
am  I to  you,  or  you  to  me  \ am  1 your  Landlord,  puppies  ? 

Vnc.  This  is  uncivil. 

Vul.  More  unmerciful  you,  to  vex  me  with  thefe  Bacon 
Broth  and  Buddings,  they  are  the  walking  fhapes  of  all  my 
Borrows. 


3 Tenants.  Your  Fathers  Worfhip  would  have  ufed  u§ 
better. 

Val.  My  Fathers  Vorfliip  was  a Fool.  , 

Lance.  Hey,  hey  boys,  old i’faith,  the  old  boy 
ftill. 

Vnc.  FicCoufin. 

V d.  I mean  befotted  to  his  ftate,  he  had  never  left  me 
the  mifery  of  fo  much  means  elfe,  which  till  1 fold,  was  a 
meer  nieagrim  to  me.*  If  you  will  talk,  turn  out  thefe 
Tenants,  they  areaskillingtomy  nature  Uncle,  as  water 
toaFeaver. 

Lance.  We  will  go,  but  it  is  like  R^ms,  to  come  again  the 
ftronger,  and  you  fhall  keep  your  ftate. 

Val.  Thou  lyeft,  I will  not. 

Lance.  Sweet  Sir,  thou  lyeft,  thou  fhalt,  and  fo  good 
morrow'.  \_Exeunt  Tenants, 

Val.  This  was  niy  man,  and  of  a noble  breeding : now 
to  your  bulinefs  Uncle. 

Vnc.  To  your  ftate  then. 

Val.  ’Tisgone,  and  I am  glad  bn’t,  name  it  no  more.  Vis 
thatipray  againft,  and  Heaven  has  heard  me,  I tell  you, 
Sir,  I am  more  fearful  of  it,  I mean,  of  thinking  of  more 
lands,  or  livings,  than  fickly  men  are  travelling  o’  Sundays, 
for  being  quell’d  with  Carriers  *,  out  upon’t,  caveat  emptor^ 
let  the  fool  out-fweat  it,  that  thinks  he  has  got  a catch  on’t, 

Vnc.  Thisismadnefstobea  wilfulbegger. 

Val.  I am  mad  then,  and  fo  I mean  to  be,  will  that  con- 
tent you?  How  bravely  now  I live,  howjocuhd,  how  near 
the  firft  inheritance,  without  fears,  how  free  from  title- 
troubles! 

Vnc.  And  from  means  too. 

Val.  Means?  why  all  good  men’s  my  means*,  my  wit’s 
my  PloiVjthe  Town’s  my  ftock,  Tavern’s  my  ftanding  houfe, 
and  aft  the  world  knows  there’s  no  want  ; aft  Gentlemen 
that  love  Society,  love  me  3 aft  Purfes  that  wit  and  pleafure 
opens,  are  my  Tenants ; every  mans  Cloaths  fit  me,  the 
next  fair  lodging  is  but  my  next  remove,  and  when  I picale 
to  be  more  eminent,  and  take  the  Air,  a piece  is  levied, 
and  a Coach  prepared,  and  I go  I care  not  whither,  what 
need  ftate  here  ? 

Vnc.  But  fay  theft  means  were  honeft,  will  they  laft.  Sir  ? 

Val.  Far  longer  than  your  jerkin,  and  wear  fairer,  ffiould 
I take  ought  of  you,  ’tis  true,  I beg’d  now,  or  which  i| 
worfe  than  that,  I ftole  a kindnefs,  and  which  is  vyorft  of 
aft,  I loft  my  way  in’t  3*  your  mind’s  enclofed,  nothing  lies 
open  nobly,  your  very  thoughts  are  Hinds  that  work  on 
nothing  but  daily  fwcat  and  trouble:  were  my  way  Pj 
full  of  dirt  as  this, ’tis  true  I’d  niiltit3  are  my  acquaintance 
Grafiers?  but  Sir,  know,  no  man  that  I am  allied  to,  in 
my  living,  but  makes  it  equal,  whether  his  own  ufe,,or 
my  neceffity  pull  firft,  nor  is  this  forc’d,  but  the  meer  qua- 
lity and  poifure  of  goodnefs,  and  do  you  think  I venture 
nothing  equal  ? 

Vnc.  YoupofemeCoufin. 

Val.  What’s  my  knowledge  Uncle,  is’t  not  worth  mony  ?„ 
what’s  rny  underftanding,  travel,  reading,  wit,  aft  theft 
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digelled,  my  daily  making  men,  fome  to  fpeak,  that  too 
much  flegm  had  frozen.'up,  fome  that  fpoke  too  much,  to 
hold  their  peace,  and  put  their  tongues  to  penfionsjfomc  to 
wear  their  cloaths,  and  fome  to  keep  ’em,  thefe  are  nothing 
Uncle ; befid^s  thefe  wayes,  to  teach  the  way  of  nature,  a 
manly  love,  community  to  all  that  are  delervers,  not  exami- 
ning how  much,  or  w’hat’s  done  for  them,  ’tis  wicked,  and 
fuch  a one  like  you,  chews  his  thoughts  douh^  making  ’em 
only  food  for  his  repentance. 

Enter  two  Servants.  « 

I Ser.  This  cloak  and  hat  Sir,  and  my  Mailers  love. 

Fal.  Commend’s  to  thy  Mailer,  and  take  that,  and  leave 
’em  at  my  lodging. 

I Ser.  I lhall  do  it  Sir. 

Fal.  I do  not  think  of  thefe  things. 

• 2 Ser.  Pleafe  you  Sir,  I have  gold  here  for  you. 

Fal.  Give  it  me,  drink  that  and  commend  me  to  thy  Ma- 
iler ^ look  you  Uncle,  do  I beg  thele  ? 

Vnc.  No  fure,  ’tis  your  worth,Sir. 

Wal.  ’Tis  like  enough,  but  pray  fatisfie  me,  are  not  thefe 
ways  as  honell  as  perfecuting  the  llarved  inheritance,  with 
mully  Corn,  the  very  rats  were  fain  to  run  away  from,  or 
felling  rotten  wood  by  the  pound,  like  Ipices, which  Gentle- 
men do  after  burn  by  th’  ounces?  do  not  1 know  your  way  of 
feeding  bealls  with  grains,  and  windy  fluff,  to  blow  up 
Butchers  ? your  racking  Failures, that  have  eaten  up  as  many 
linging  Shepherds,  and  their ilTues,  as  ey^ndelnzSa  breeds? 
thefe  are  authentique,  I tell  you  Sir,  I would  not  change 
. ways  with  you,  unlefs  it  were  to  fell  your  Hate  that  hour, 
and  if  it  were  polfibJe  to  fpend  it  then  too,for  all  your  Beans 
in  Rummlloy  now  you  know  me. 

Vnc.  I would  you  knew  your  felf,but  lince  you  are  grown 
fuch  a llrange  enemy  to  all  that  fits  you,  give  me  leave  to 
make  your  Brothers  fortune. 

Fal.  How? 

Vnc.  From  your  mortgage,  which  yet  you  may  recover, 
rie  find  the  means. 

Fal.  Prayfave  your  labour  Sir,  my  Brother  and  my  felf 
will  run  one  fortune,  and  I think  what  I hold  a meet 
ve.xation,  cannot  be  fafe  for  him,  I love  him  better,  he  has 
wit  at  will,  the  world  has  means,  he  lhall  live  without  this 
trick  of  Hate,  we  are  heirs  both,  and  all  the  world  before 
us. 

Vnc.  My  lall  offer,  and  then  I am  gone. 

Fal.  Whatis’t,  and  then  I’le  anfwer. 

Vnc.  What  think  you  of  a wife  yet  to  reltore  you,  and 
tell  me  ferioufly  without  thefe  trifles. 

F d.  And  you  can  find  one,  that  can  pleafe  my  fancy,  you 
lhall  not  find  me  llubborh. 

Vnc.  Speak  your  Woman. 

Fal.  One  without  eyes,  that  is,felf  commendations,  for 
when  they  find  they  are  handfom,  they  are  unwholfome , 
one  without  ears,  not  giving  time  to  flatterers,  for  fhe  that 
hears  her  felf  commended,  wavers,  and  points  men  out  a 
way  to  make  ’em  wicked  •,  one  without  fubllance  of  her  leif  ^ 
that  woman  without  the  pleafure  of  her  life,  that’s  wanton  •, 
though  fhe  be  young,  forgetting  it,  though  fair,making  her 
glals  the  eyes  of  honell  men,  not  her  own  admiration,  all 
her  ends  obedience,all  her  hours  new  bleflings,  if  there  may 
be  fuch  a woman. 

Vnc.  Yes  there  may  be. 

Fal.  And  without  llate  too. 

Vnc.  You  are  difpofed  to  trifle,  well,  fare  you  well  Sir, 
when  you  want  me  next,  you’l  feek  me  out  a better  fence. 

Fal.  Farewell  Uncle,  and  as  you  love  your  eUate,  let  not 
me  hear  on’t.  f Exit. 

Vnc.  !t  (hall  not  trouble  you, Tie  watch  him  Hill, 

And  when  his  friends  fall  off  then  bend  his  will.  {E.xit. 

Enter  Ifabella,  and  Luce. 

Litce.  I know  the  caufe  of  all  this  fadnefs  now, your  filter 
has  ingroll  all  the  brave  Lovers. 

Ifab.  She  has  wherewithal!, much  good  may’t  do  her,pre- 


thee  Ipeak  foftly,  we  are  open  to  mens  cars. 

Luce.  Fear  not,  we  are  fafe,we  may  fee  all  that  pafs,hear 
all,  and  make  our  felves  merry  with  their  language,  and 
yet  Hand  undifeovered,  be  not  melancholy,  you  arc  as  fair 
as  Ihe. 

Ifab.  Who  I ? I thank  you,  I am  as  halle  ordain’d  me,  a 
thing  llubber’d,  my  filler  is  a goodly  portly  Lady,  a woman 
of  a prelence,  Ihe  fpreads  fattens,  as  the  Kings  /hips  do 
canvas  every  where,  fhe  may  fpare  me  her  milen,  and  her 
bonnets,  llrike  her  main  Petticoat,  and  yet  outfkil  me,  I 
am  a Carvel  to  her. 

Luce.  But  a tight  one. 

Ifab.  She  is  excellent,  well  built  too. 

Luce.  And  yet  Ihe’s  old. 

Ifab.  She  never  faw  above  one  voyage  Lwc,  and  credit 
me  after  another,  her  Hull  wdll  ferve  again,  a right  good 
Merchant:  Iheplaies,  and  lings  too,  dances  and  dilcourles, 
comes  very  near  Eirays,a  pretty  Poet,  begins  to  piddle  with 
Philofophie,  a fubtil  Chymick  Wench  , and  can  extradl 
the  Spirit  of  mens  Ellate^  flie  has  the  light  before  her,  and* 
cannot  mils  her  choice  forme,  ’tisreafon  I wait  my  mean 
fortune. 

Luce.  You  are  lb  balhfull. 

Ifab.  It  is  not  at  firll  word  up  and  ride,  thou  art  cozen’d, 
that  would  Ihew  mad  i’  faith : bclides,  we  lofe  the  main  part 
of  our  politick  government : if  we  become  provoKcrs,  then 
we  arc  fair,  and  fit  for  mens  imbraccs,  w hen  like  towns 
they  lie  before  us  ages,  yet  not  carried , hold  out  their 
Urongell  batteries,  then  compound  too  without  the  lofs 
of  honour,  and  march  off  with  our  fair  wedding  , Colours 
flying.  Who  arc  thefe? 

Eftter  Franc,  and  Lance. 

Luce.  I know  not,  nor  I care  not. 

Ifab.  Prethec  peace  then,  a well  built  Gentleman. 

Luce.  But  poorly  thatcht. 

Lance.  Has  he  devour’d  you  too  ? 

Fran.  H’as  gulp’d  me  down  Lrfwe. 

Lance.  Left  you  no  means  to  Hudy  ? 

Fran.  Not  a farthing : difpatcht  my  poor  annuity  I thank 
him,  here’s  all  the  hope  1 have  left,  one  bare  ten  fliillings. 
Lon.  Y ou  arc  fit  for  great  mens  fcrvices. 

Fran.  I am  fit, but  who’le  take  me  thus?mens  miferies  are 
now  accounted  llains  in  their  natures.  I have  travelled,  and  I [ 
have  fiudied  long,  obferved  all  Kingdoms,  know  all  tlie 
promiles  of  Art  and  manners,  yet  that  I am  not  bold,  nor 
cannot  flatter,!  lhall  not  thrive,all  thele  are  but  vain  Studies, 
art  thou  fo  rich  as  to  get  me  a lodging  Lance  ? 

Lan.  rie  fell  the  titles  ofmyhoufe  elfe,  my  Horle,  my 
Hawk,nay’s  death  I’le  pawn  my  wife  .•  Oh  M^.  Fr/r;c«,that 
niiould  lee  your  Fathers  houle  fall  thus! 

Ifd;.  An  honell  fellow. 

Lan.  Your  Fathers  houfc,  that  fed  me,  that  bred  up  all 
my  name! 

Ifab.  A gratcfull  fellow. 

Lan.  And  fall  by 

Fran.  Peace,  1 know  you  are  angry  Lance,  but  I muft  i 
not  hear  with  whom,  he  is  my  Brother,  and  though  you 
hold  him  flight,  my  molt  dear  Brother : A Gentleman,  ex- 
cepting fome  few  rubs,  he  were  too  excellent  to  live  here 
elfe,fraughted  as  deep  with  noble  and  brave  parts,  the  iflucs 
of  a noble  and  manly  Spirit,  as  any  he  alive.  I mull  not  hoar 
you^  though  I am  raiferable,  and  he  made  me  fo,  yet  Hill 
he  is  my  Brother,  Hill  1 love  him,  and  to  that  tye  of  blood 
link  my  affeeflions. 

Ifab.  A noble  nature ! doll  thou  know  him  Luce  ? 

Luce.  No,  Miflrefs. 

Ifab.  Thou  IhouldeH  ever  know  fuch  good  men,  what  a 
fair  body  and  mind  arc  married ! did  he  not  fay  he 
wanted  ? 

Luce.  What’s  that  to  you  ? 

Ifab.  ’Tis  true,  but ’tis  great  pity.  I 

Luce.  How  Ihc  changes ! ten  thoufand  more  than  he,  as  ' 
handfom  men  too.  j 

Ifab.  ; 


IVit  without  Wlomy, 


Jfab.  ’Tis  like  enough,  but  as  I live,  this  Gentleman 
among  ten  thoufand  thoufandlis  there  no  knowing  him 
why  (hould  he  want  ? fellows  of  no  merit,  flight  and  pull 
fouls,  that  walk  likefnadows,  by  leaving  no  print  of  what 
they  are,  or  poife,  let  them  complain. 

Luce.  Her  colour  changes  ftrangely. 

Ifab.  This  man  was  made,  to  mark  his  wants  to  waken 
us  i alas  poor  Gentleman,  but  will  that  keep  him  from  coin 
and  hunger,  believe  me  he  is  well  bred,  and  cannot  be  but  of 
a noble  linage,  mark  him,  mark  him  well. 

Ltice.  ’Is  a handfom  man. 

Ifub.  The  fweetnefs  of  his  fuflerance  fets  him  off,  O Luce., 
but  whither  go  I ? 

Luce,  You  cannot  hide  it. 

Ifab.  I would  he  had  what  I can  fpare. 

Luce.  ’Tis  charitable. 

Lance.  Come  Sir,  Tie  fee  you  lodg’d,  you  have  tied  my 
tongue  faft,  rie  fteal  before  you  want,  ’tis  but  a hanging. 

Jfab.  That’s  a good  fellow  too,  an  honefl  fellow,  why,this 
would  move  a ftone,  I muft  needs  know ; but  that  fome 
other  time.  {Exit  Lance,  and  Franc. 

Luce.  Is  the  wind  there  ? that  makes  lor  me. 

Ifab.  Come,  I forgot  a bufmefs. 


Scena  Frima, 


Enter  Widow,  and  Luce. 


T Y lifter, and  a woman  of  fo  bale  a pity ! what  was 
iV J.  the  fellow.^ 

Luce.  Why,  an  ordinary  man.  Madam. 

Wid.  Poor.? 

Luce.  Poor  enough,  and  no  man  knows  from  whence 
neither.  j 

^Wid.  What  could  Ihe  fee  ? 

Luce.  Only  his  mllery,for  elfe  flie  might  behold  a hundred 
handfomer. 

Wid.  Did  ftie  change  much  ? 

Luce.  Extrearnly,  when  he  Ipoke,  and  then  her  pity,  like 
an  Orator,  1 fear  her  love  framed  fuch  a commendation, and 
followed  it  lb  far,  as  made  me  wonder. 

Wid,  Is  Ihe  fo  hot,  or  fuch  a want  of  lovers,  that  Ihe  muft 
doat  upon  afflictions  ? why  does  Ihe  not  go  romage  all  the 
prifons,  and  there  bellow  her  youth,  bewray  her  wanton- 
nefs,  and  flie  her  honour,common  both  to  beggery : did  (he 
fpeak  to  him  ? 

Luce.  No,  he  faw  us  not,  but  ever  lince,  Ihe  hath  been 
mainly  troubled. 

Wtd.  Was  he  young .? 

Luce.  Yes,  young  enough. 

Wtd.  And  looked  he  like  a Gentleman  ? 

Luce.  Like  fuch  a Gentleman, th^  would  pawn’teii  odths 
for  twelve  pence. 

Wid.  My  lifter,  and  link  balely  I this  muft  not  be,  does 
Ihe.ufe  means  to  know  him  ? 

Luce.  Yes  Madam,  and  has  employed  a Squire  called 
Shorthofe. 

Wid.  O that’s  a precious  Knave;  keepall  this  private, but 
ftill  bq  near  her  lodging^:  Luce,  what  you  can  gather  by  any 
means,  let  me  underftand : I’le  ftop  her  heat,  and  turn  her 
charity  another  way,  toblefs  herfelf  firftij  be  ftill  clofe  to 
her  counfels  •,  a begger  anda  ftranger/  there’s  a blefs  ’dnefs! 
I’le  none  of  that ; I have  a toy  yet,  After,  fliall  tell  you  this 
is  foul,  and  make  you  find  it, and  for  your  pains  take  you  the 
laft  gown  f wore  j this  makes  me  mad,  but  I lhall  force  a 
remedy.  - 

Enter  Fountain,  Bellamore,  Harebrain,  Valentine. 

Fount.  Sirra,  we  have  fo  lookt  for  thee,  and  long’d  for 
thee  ^ this  widow  is  the  ftrangeft  thing,  the  ftatelieft,  and 
(lands  fo  much  upon  her  excellencies. 

Bel.  She  hath  put  us  off, this  month  now, for  an  anfwer. 


Hare.  No  man  muft  vifit  her,  nor  look  upon  her,  no,  not , 
iay,  good  morrow,  nor  good  even,  till  that’s  part. 

E^al.  She  has  found  what  dough  you  are  made  of,  and  fo  ! 
Kneads  you  : are  you  good  at  nothing , but  thefe  afeer- 
gamts .?  1 have  told  you  often  enough  what  things  they  are, 

wnat  precious  things,  thefe  widows 

Hare.  If  We  had  tm. 

b^al.  Why  tiie  U vil  has  not  craft  enough  to  wcoe  ’em, 
there  be  three  kiu'.ls  of  fools,  mark  this  note  Gentlemen, 
mark  it,  and  underllaud  it. 
fount.  Well,  go  forward. 

f^al.  An  Innocent,  a knave  fool,  a fool  politick ; thelaft 
or  which  aie  lovers,  widow  lovers. 

Bell.  W'iJl  you  allow  no  fortune .? 
a/.  No  fuch  blind  one. 

Fount.  We  gave  you  rcafons,  why  ’twas  needful  for  us. 
f^al.  As  you  are  thofc  fools,  I did  allow  thole  reafons,but 
as  my  Scholars  and  companions  damn’d  ’em ; do  you  know 
what  it  is  to  wooe  a widow  anfwer  mecoolely  now,  and 
underllandingly. 

Flare,  Why  to  lie  with  her,  and  to  enjoy  her  wealth. 

Fal.  Why  there  you  are  fools  ftill,  crafty  to  catch  your 
felves,  pure  politick  fools,  I lookt  for  fuch  an  anfwer  i once 
more  hear  me,  it  is,  to  wed  a widow,  to  be  doubted  mainly, 
whether  the  ftate  you  have  be  yours  or  no, or  thofe  old  boots 
you  ride  in.  Mark  me,  widow's  are  long  extents  in  Law 
upon  news,  livings  upon  their  bodies  winding-flieets,  they 
that  enjoy  ’em,  lie  but  with  dead  mens  monuments,  and 
I beget  only  their  own  ill  Epitaphs : Is  not  this  plain  now .? 

Tiell.  Plain  fpoken. 

Fal.  And  plain  truth’,  but  if  you’le  needs  do  things  of 
danger,  do  but  lole  your  felves,’  not  any  part  concerns  your 
underftandings,  for  then  you  are  Meacocks,  fools,  and  mi-  ‘ 
ferable,  march  offamain,  within  an  inch  of  aFircug,  turn 
me  o’th’  toe  like  a Weather-cock,  kill  every  day  a Sergeant 
for  a twelve  month,  rob  the  Exchequer,  and  burn  all  the 
Rolls,  and  thefe  will  make  a (hew. 

Hare.  And  thefe  are  trifles. 

Val.  Confidered  to  a Widow,  empty  nothings,  for  here 
you  venture  but  your  perfons, there  the  varniilrofyour  per- 
Ibns,  your  diferetions ; why  ’tis  a monftrous  thing  to.matry  i 
at  all,  efpecially  as  now  ’tis  made  *,  me  thinks  a man,  an 
underftanding  man,  is  more  wife  to  me,  and  of  a nobler  tic, 
than  all  thefe  trinkets  ; what  do  we  get  by  w'omen,  but  our 
fenfes,  which  is  the  ranked  part  about  us,ratisfied,and  when 
that’s  done,  what  are  we  ? Creft-fallen  Cowards.  What 
benefit  can  children  be , but  charges  and  difobedience  ? 
What’s  the  love  they  render  atone  and  twenty  years?  I 
: pray  die  Father : whenthey  are  young,  they  are  like  bells 
: rung  backwards,  nothing  but; noife  and  giddinefs ^ and 
come  to  years  once,  there  drops  a fon  byth’fword  in  his 
Miftrefles  quarel,  a great  joy  to  his  parents:  A Daughter 
ripe  too,  grows  high  and  lufty  in  her  blood,  muft  have  a 
heating,  runs  away  with  a fupple  ham’d  Servingman ; his 
twenty  Nobles  fpent,  takes  to  a trade,  and  learns  to  fpin 
mens  hair  off;  there’s  another,  and  moll  are  of  this  nature, 
will  you  marry  ? 

Fount.  For  my  part  yes,  for  any  doubt  I feel  yet. 

Fal.  And  this  lame  widow  ? 

Fount.  If  I may,  and  me  thinks,  however  you  are  pleafcd 
to  difpute  thefe  dangers,  fuch  a warm  match,  and  for  you. 
Sir,  were  not  hurtfoll. 

F'al.  Not  half  fo  killing  as  for  you,  for  me  flic  cannot 
with  all  the  Art  flie  has,  make  me  more  milerable,  or  much 
more  fortunate,  I have  no  ftate  left,  a benefit  that  none  of 
you  can  brag  of,  and  there’s  the  Antidote  againft  a W idow, 
nothing  to  lofe,  but  that  my  foul  inherits,  which  (he  can 
neither  law  nor  claw  away  •,  to  that,  but  little  flcfli,  it  were 
too  much  elfe  *,  and  that  unwholfom  too,  it  w'cre  too  rich 
elfe;  and  to  all  this  contempt  of  what  (he  do’s  I can  laugh 
at  her  tears,  negleft  her  angers,  hear  her  without  a faith, 
fo  pity  her  as  if  (he  were  a Traytour,  moan  her  perlbn,  but 
deadly  hate  her  pride  •,  if  you  could  do  thefe,  and  had  but 
this  difcretion,and  like  fortune, it  were  but  an  equal  venture. 

.Fount. 
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Wit  without  (^Adoney, 


Fount.  This  is  malice. 

\ Fal.  When  ihe  lies  with  your  land,  and  not  with  you, 
grows  great  with  joyntures,  and  is  brought  to  bed  with  all 
the  ftate  you  have,  you’le  find  this  certain  5 but  is  it  come 
to  pafs  you  muft  marry,  is  there  no  buff  will  hold  you  ? 

Bel.  Grant  it  be  fo. 

Fal.  Then  chufe  the  tamer  evil,  take  a maid,  a maid  not 
worth  a penny  ^ make  her  yours,  knead  her,  and  mould 
her  yours,  a maid  worth  nothing,  there’s  a vertuous  fpell  in 
that  word  nothing^  a maid  makes  confcience  of  half  a 
Crown  a week  for  pins  and  puppits,  a maid  will  be  content 
with  one  Coach  and  two  Horfes,  not  falling  out  becaule 
they  are  not  matches  \ with  one  man  fatisfied,  with  one  rein 
guided,  with  one  faith,  one  content, one  bed, aged  fhe  makes 
the  wife,  preferves  the  fame  and  iffuc ; a widow  is  a Chrift- 
mas  box  that  fweeps  all. 

Fomt.  Yet  all  this  cannot  fink  us. 

Val.  You  are  my  friends, and  all  my  loving  friends,!  fpend 
yourmony,  yet  I deferve  it  too,  you  are  my  friends  ftill,  I 
ride  your  horfe^  when  I want  I fell’em  •,  I eat  your  meat, 
help  to  wear  )y5%nhen,  fometimes  I make  you  drunk,  and 
; then  you  feal,'^for  which  Tie  do  you  this  commodity,  be 
ruled, and  let  me  try  her,!  will  dilcover  her,the  truth  is,!  will 
never  leave  to  trouble  her,  till  I fee  through  her,  then  if  ! 
find  her  worthy. 

Hare.  This  was  our  meaning  Valentine. 

V ^l.  ’Tis  done  then, ! mufl  want  nothing. 

Hare.  Nothing  but  the  woman. 

Val.  Nojealoulie^  for  when  1 marry,  the  Devil  mull  be 
vvifer  than  1 take  him  ^ and  the  fielh  foolifher : come  let’s  to 
dinner,  and  when  ! am  well  whetted  with  wine,  have  at 
her.  ^Exeunt. 


Short.  Francifeo. 

JJah.  Where  lies  this  learning.  Sir.? 

Short.  !n  Pauls  Church  yard  forlboth. 

Ifab.  I mean  the  Gentleman,  fool. 

Short.  O that  fool,  he  lies  in  looie  fheets  every  where, 
tliat’s  no  where. 

Luce.  Y ou  have  glean’d  fince  you  came  to  London : in  the 
Country,  Shorthofe^  you  were  an  arrant  fool,  a dull  cole 
coxcombe,  here  every  Tavern  teaches  you,  the  pint  pot  has 
fo  belaboured  you  with  wit,  your  brave  acquaintance  that 
gives  you  Ale,  fo  fortified  your  mazard,  that  now  there’s  no 
talking  to  you. 

Ifab.  ’is  much  improved,  a fellow,  a finedifeourfer. 

Short.  I hopefo,  ! have  not  waited  at  the  tail  of  wit  fo 
long  to  be  an  Afs. 

Lace.  But  fay  now,  Shorthofej  my  Lady  ihould  remove 
into  the  Country. 

Short.  ! had  as  lieve  fhe  fhould  remove  to  Heaven,  and  as 
foon  ! would  undertake  to  follow  her. 

Luce.  Where  no  old  Charnico  is,  nor  no  Anchoves,  nor 
Matter  fuch-a  one,  to  meet  at  the  Rofe,  and  bring  my  Lady, 
fuch-a-ones  chief  Chamber-maid. 

Ifab.  No  bouncing  healths  to  this  brave.Lad,  dear  Short- 
hofe,  nor  down  o’th’ knees  to  that  illuflrious  Lady. 

L fce.  No  fiddles,  nor  noluflynoifeof  drawer,  carry  this 
pottle  to  my  Father  Shorthofe. 

Ifab.  No  plays,  nor  gaily  foifls,  noftrange  Embafladors 
to  run  and  wonder  at,  till  thou  beeftoyl,  and  then  come 
home  again,  and  lye  byth’  Legend. 

Luc.  Say  fhe  fhould  go. 

Short.  If!  fay,  I’lc  be  hang’d,  or  if  I thought  Ihe 
would  go. 


Enter  Ifabella^  and  Luce. 

Ifab.  But  art  thou  fure  ? 

Luce.  No  furer  than  ! heard. 

That  it  was  that  flouting  fellows  Brother  ? 
iLitce.  Yes,  Shorthofe  told  me  lb. 

He  did  fearce  out  the  truth  ? 
li^uce.  It  feeras  he  did. 

Prethee  Luce  call  him  hither,  if  he  be  no  worfe,  ! 
never  repent  my  pity,  now  firra,  what  was  he  we  lent  you 
after,thc  Gentleman  i’th’  black  ? 


Luce.  What  f 

Short.  I would  go  with  her. 

Luce.  But  Shorthofe.,  where  thy  heart  is  ? 

Ifab.  Do  not  fright  him. 

Luce.  By  this  hand  Miftris  ’tis  a noife,  a loud  one  too, 
and  from  her  own  mouth,  prefcntly  to  be  gone  too,  bht 
why,  or  to  what  end  } 

Short.  May  not  a mandrefirfl?  fhe’l  give  him  fo  much 
time. 

Ifab.  Gone  o’th’  fudden  ? thou  dolt  but  jefl:,  fhe  mufl:  not 
mock  the  Gentlemen. 


£>:ter  Shorthofe. 

Short.  !’th’  torn  black  ? 

Ifab.  Yes,  the  fame  Sir. 

Short.  What  would  your  Worfliip  with  him  ? 

Ifab.  Why , my  Worlhip  would  know  his  name,  and 
what  he  is. 

Short.  ’Is  nothing,  he  is  a man,  and  yet  he  is  no  man. 

Ifab.  You  mufl  needs  play  the  fool. 

Short.  ’Tis  my  profeflion. 

Ifab.  How  is  he  a man,  and  no  man  ? 

Short.  He’s  a begger,  only  the  fign  of  a man,  the  bufh 
pull'd  down,which  flows  the  houfe  Hands  omptie. 

Ifab.  What’s  his  calling? 

Short.  They  call  him  begger. 

Ifab.  What’s  his  kindred? 

Short.  Beggers. 

Ifab.  His  worth  ? 

Short.  A learned  begger,  a poor  Scholar. 

Ifab.  How  does  he  live  ? 

Short.  Like  worms,  he  eats  old  Books. 

Ifab.  Is  Valentine  his  Brother. 

Short.  His  begging  Brother. 

Ifab.  What  may  his  name  be  ? 

Short.  Orfon. 

Ifab.  Leave  your  fooling. 

Short.  You  had  as  good  fay,  leave  your  living. 

Ifab.  Once  more  tell  me  his  name  diredlly. 

Short.  I’lebe  hang’d  firfl,  unlefs  I heard  him  Chriftned, 
but ! can  tell  what  foolifl  people  call  him. 

Ifab.  What? 


Luce.  She  has  put  them  off  a month,  thy  dare  not  fee 
her,  believe  me  Mifiris,what ! hear  1 tell  you. 

ifab.  Is  this  true,  wench  ? gone  on  fo  flort  a w’arning! 
what  trick  is  this  ? fle  never  told  me  of  it,  it  mufl  not  be, 
firra,  attend  me  prefently,  you  know  I have  been  a carcfull 
friend  unto  you,  attend  me  in  the  Hall,  and  next  be  faithful, 
cry  not,  we  flail  not  go. 

Short.  Her  Coach  may  crack. 

Enter  Valentine,  Francifeo,  and  Lance. 

Val.  Which  way  to  live  ! how  darefl  thou  come  totown, 
to  ask  fuch  an  idle  queftion  ? 

Fran.  Me  thinks  ’tis  ncceflary,  unlefs  you  could  reftorc 
that  Annuitie  you  have  tipled  up  in  Taverns. 

^4/. Where  haft  thou  been,and  how  brought  up  Francifeo, 
that  thou  talkeft  thus  out  of  Frante  ? thou  wert  a pretty  fel- 
Iow,and  of  a handfom  knowledge  5 who  has  fpoiled  thee  ? 

Lan.  He  that  has  fpoil’d  himlelf,  to  make  him  fport,  and 
by  Copie,  will  fpoil  all  comes  near  him;  buy  butaGlafs,  if 
you'bc  yet  fo  wealthy,  and  look  there  who  ? 

Val.  Well  faid,old  Copihold. 

Lan.  My  heart’s  good  Freehold  Sir,  and  fo  you’!  find  it, 
this  Gentleman’s  your  Brother,  your  hopeful  Brother,  for 
there  is  no  hope  of  you,  ufe  him  thereafter. 

Val.  E’ne  as  well  as  1 ufe  my  fclf,what  wouldft  thou  have 
FranbJ 

Fran.  Can  you  procure  me  a hundred  pound  ? 

Lan.  Hark  what  he  fairs  to  you,  O try  your  wits,  they 
fay  you  are  excellent  at  it,  for  your  Land  has  lain  long  bed- 
rid, and  unfenfible. 

Fran.  And  I’le  forget  all  wrongs, you  fee  my  ftate,  and  to 
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what  wretchednefs  your  will  has  brought  me  ^ but  what  it 
maybe,  by  this  benefit,  if  timely  done,  and  like  a noble 
Brother,  both  you  and  I may  feel,  and  to  our  comforts. 

Fal  (A  hundred  pound ! ) doll:  thou  know  what  thou  hafl; 
faid  Boy  ? 

Fran.  I faid  a hundred  pouad. 

Fal.  Thou  hafl:  faid  more  than  any  man  can  juftifie,  be- 
lieve it : procure  a hundred  pounds ! I fay  to  thee  there’s  no 
fuch  fum  in  nature,  forty  fhillings  there  may  be  now  i’th’ 
Mint  and  that’s  a Treafure,!  have  feen  fivepound,but  let  me 
tell  it,  and  ’tis  as  wonderful  as  Calves  v^ith  five  Legs  ^ here’s 
five  fhillings,  Franl^^  the  harvefl  of  five  w’eeks,  and  a good 
crop  too,  take  it,  and  pay  thy  firfl  fruits,  Tie  come  down 
and  eat  it  out. 

Fran.  ’Tis  patience  mufl:  meet  with  you  Sir,  not  love. 
Lane.  Deal  roundly,  and  leave  thefe  fiddle  faddles. 

F'al.  Leave  thy  prating,  thou  thinkell  thou  art  a notable 
wife  fellow,  thou  and  thy  rotten  Sparrow  Hawk tw^o  of 
the  reverent. 

Lane.  1 think  you  are  mad,  or  if  you  be  not,  will  be, 
with  the  next  moon,  what  would  you  have  him  do  ? 

Wal.  How? 

Lane.  To  get  money  firfl,  that’s  to  live,  you  have  fliew- 
ed  him  how  to  want. 

Fal.  ’Slife  how  do  I live  ? why,  what  dull  fool  would  ask 
that  queflion  ? three  hundred  three  pilds  more,  I and  live 
bravely:  the  better  half  o’th’  Town  live  mofl: glorioufly, 
and  ask  them  what  (fates  they  have,  or  what  Annuities, 
or  when  they  pray  for  feafbnable  Harvefts:  thou  hafl  a hand- 
fbme  Wit,  flir  into  the  world,  Franks,  llir,  Itir  for  fliame, 
thou  art  a pretty  Scholar ; ask  how  to  live?  write,  write, 
write  any  thing,  the  World’s  a fine  believing  World,  write 
News. 

Lan.  Dragons  in  Suffex.^  Sir,  or  fiery  Battels  feen  in  the 
Air  at  Affurge. 

Fal.  There’'S  the  way  Frankj^  and  in  the  tail  of  thefe, 
fright  me  the  Kingdom  with  a fharp  Prognofiication,  that 
(hall  fcowr  them.  Dearth  upon  Dearth,  like  leven  Tatties, 
predidlions  of  Sea-breaches,  Wars,  and  want  of  Her- 
rings on  our  Coafl,  with  bloudy  Nofes. 

Lan.  Whirl-winds,  that  (hall  take  off  the  top  of  (^ran- 
Steeple,  and  clap  it  on  and  after  thefe,  a Len- 
voy  to  the  City  for  their  fins. 

Fal.  Frobatim  eft , thou  canft  not  want  a penfion , go 
fwitch  me  up  a Covey  of  young  Scholars,  there’s  twenty  no- 
bles, and  two  loads  of  Coals,  are  not  thefe  ready  wayes  ? 
Cofmography  thou  art  deeply  read  in,  draw  me  a Map 
from  the  Mermaid,  I mean  a midnight  Map  tofeape  the 
Watches,  and  fuch  long  fenllefs  examinations,  and  Gen- 
tlemen fhall  feed  thee,  right  good  Gentlemen,  1 cannot  flay 
long. 

Lan.  You  have  read  learnedly,  and  would  you  have  him 
follow  thefe Megera’s,  did  yon  begin  with  Ballads? 

Fran.  Well,  1 will  leave  you,  I fee  my  wants  are  grown 
ridiculous,  yours  may  be  fo,  1 will  not  curfe  you  neither ; 
you  may  think,  when  thefe  wanton  fits  are  over,  who  bred 
me,  and  who  ruined  me,  look  to  your  felf.  Sir,  a provi- 
dence I wait  on. 

Fal.  Thou  art  paffionate,  hafl;  thou  been  brought  up  with 
Girls? 

Enter  Shorthofe  mth  a bag. 

Short.  Refl  you  merry.  Gentlemen. 

Fal.  Not  fo  merry  as  you  fuppofe.  Sir. 

Short.  Pray  (lay  a while,  and  let  me  take  a view  of  you, 
I may  put  my  Spoon  into  the  wrong  Pottage-pot  elfe. 

Fal.  Why,  wilt  thou  mufter  us  ? 

Short.  No,  you  are  not  he,  you  are  a thought  too  hand- 
fome. 

Lan.  Who  wouldfl  thou  fpeak  withal,  why  deft  thou 
peep  fo  ? 

Short.  I am  looking  birds  nefts,  I can  find  none  in  your 
bufh  beard,  I would  fpeak  with  you,  black  Gentleman. 
Fran.  With  me,  my  friend  ? 


Short.  Yes  fure,  and  the  bsfli  friend,  Sir^  it  feems  you 
fpakc  withal  this  twelve-month,  Gentleman,  there’s  mo- 
ney for  you. 

Fal.  How? 

Short.  There’s  none  for  you,  Sir,  be  not  fo  brief,  not  a 
penny  ; law  hoW  he  itches  at  it, (land  off,  you  flir  my  colour. 
Lan.  Take  it,  ’tis  money. 

Short.  You  are  tdo  quick  too,  firfl  be  fure  you  have  it, 
you  feem  to  be  a Faulkoncr,  but  a foolilh  one.  ’ 

Lan.  Take  it,  and  fay  nothing. 

Short.  You  are  cozen’d  too,  ’tis  take  it,  and  fpend  it. 

Fran.  From  w'hom  came  it,  Sir.^ 

Shor  t . Such  another  word,  and  you  (hall  have  none  on’t. 
Fran.  1 thank  you.  Sir,  I doubly  thank  you. 

Short.  Well,  Sir,  then  buy  you  better  Cloaths,  and  get 
yourHat  drcfl:,and  your  Laundrefs  to  walh  your  Boots  white. 
Fran.  Pray  flay  Sir,  mayyounotbemiflaken. 

Short.  I think  1 am,  give  me  the  money  again,  come 
quick,  quick,  quick, 

Fran.  1 would  be  loth  to  render,  till  I am  fure  it  be  fo. 
Short.  Hark  in  your  car,  is  not  your  name  Franeifco  ? 

Fran.  Yes. 

Short.  Be  quiet  then,  it  may  Thunder  a hundred  times, 
before  fuch  ftones  fall : do  you  not  need  it  ? 

Fran.  Yes. 

Short.  And ’tis  thought  you  have  it. 

Fran.  I think  I have. 

Short.  Then  hold  it  fall,  ’tis  not  fly-blown,  you  may  pay 
for  the  poundage,  you  forget  your  felf,  I have  not  feen  a • 
Gentleman  fo  backward,  a wanting  Gentleman. 

Fran.  Tour  mercy,  Sir. 

Short.  Friend,  you  have  mercy,  a whole  bag  full  of  mer- 
cy, be  merry  with  it,  and  be  wile. 

Fran.  1 would  fain,  if  itpleafe  you,  but  know 

Short.  It  does  not  pleafe  me,  tell  over  your  money,  and 
be  not  mad,  Boy. 

PW.  Y ou  have  no  more  fuch  bags  ? 

~ Short.  More  fuch  there  are,  Sir,  but  few  I fear  for.  you, 

I have  call  your  water,  you  have  wit,  you  need  no  money. 

[_Exit. 

Lan.  Be  not  amazed,  Sir,  ’tis  good  gold,  good  old  gold, 
this  is  reflorative,  and  in  good  time,  it  comes  to  do  you 
good,  keep  it  and  ufe  it,  let  honefl  fingers  feel  it,  yours  be 
too  quick  Sir.  ^ 

Fran.  He  named  me,  and  he  gave  it  me,  but  from  whom. 
Lan.  Let  ’em  fend  more,  and  then  examine  it,  this  can 
be  but  a Preface. 

Fran.  Being  a flranger,  of  whom  can  I deferve  this  ? 

Lan.  Sir,  of  any  man  that  has  but  eyes,  and  manly  unde'r- 
flanding  to  find  mens  wants,  good  men  arc  bound  to  do  lb. 

Fal.  Now  you  fee,  Franl^y  there  are  more  wayes  than 
certainties,  now  you  believe : What  Plow  brought  you  this 
Harvefl,  w'hat  fale  of  Timber,  Coals,  orw'hat  Annuities? 
Thefe  feed  no  Hinds,  nor  w'ait  the  expectation  ol  ^artcr- 
daies,  youfeeitlhowersintoyou,  youareanAfs,  lie  plod- 
ding, and  lie  fooling,  about  this  Blazing  Star,  and  that  bo- 
peep,  whining,  and  fading,  to  find  the  natural  reafon  why 
a Dog  turns  twice  about  before  he  lie  down,  what  ufe  of 
thefe,  or  what  joy  in  Annuities,  where  every  man’s  thy 
ftudy,  and  thy  Tenant,  I amafliamed  onthee. 

Lan.  Yes,  Ihave  feen  this  fellow,  there’s  a wealthy  Wi- 
dow hard  by. 

Fal.  Yes  marry  is  there, 

Lan.  I think  he’s  her  fervant,  or  I am  couzen’d  elfe,  I 
am  fure  on’t.  ^ 

Fran.  I am  glad  on’t. 

Lan.  She’s  a good  Woman. 

Fran.  I am  gladder. 

Lan.  And  young  enough  believe. 

Fran.  I am  gladder  of  all,  Sir. 

Fal.  Franks  ^ you  (hall  lye  with  me  foon. 

Fran.  I thank  my  money. 

Lan.  His  money  fliall  lie  with  me,  three  in  a Bed,  Sir, 
will  be  too  much  this  weather. 
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Fd.  Meet  me  at  the  Mermaid,  and  thou  (halt  fee  what 

things  — 

Lan.  Truft  to  your  felf  Sir. 

L Exeum  Fran,  and  V aJ. 

Enter  Fount.  Bella,  Valentine. 

Fount.  O Fdentine  ! 

Fd.  How  now,  why  do  you  look  (b  ? 

'Bella.  The  Widow’s  going,  man. 

Fd.  Why  let  her  go,  man. 

Hai  e.  She’s  going  but  o’th’  Town. 

Fal.  The  Town’s  the  happier,!  would  they  were^all  gone. 
Fount.  We  cannot  come  to  (peak  with  her. 

Fd.  Nottofpeaktoher  ? 

Bel.  She  will  be  gone  within  this  hour, either  now  Fd. 
Fount.  Hare.  Now,  now,  now,  good  Fal. 

Fal.  I had  rather  march  i’th’  mouth  o’th’  Cannon,  but 
adiew,if  (he  be  above  ground, go, away  to  your  prayers, away 
I lay,  away,  (he  (hall  be  (poken  withall.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Shorthole  withone  hoot  on^  Roger,  ^WHumphrey. 

Rog.  She  will  go,  Shorthofe. 

Short.  Who  can  help  it  Roger  ? 

Ra^h.  [mthin."}  Help  down  with  the  hangings. 

Rog.  By  and  by  Rafh.  1 am  making  up  o’th’  trunks  here, 
Rafh.  Shorthofe. 

Short.  Well. 

Raph.  Who  looks  to  my  Ladys  wardrobe.?  Humphrey. 
Hum.  Here. 

Raph.  Down  with  the  boxes  in  the  gallery,and  bring  av/ay 
the  Coach  culhions. 

Short.  Will  it  not  rain,  no  conjuring  abroad,  nor  no  devi- 
ces to  Hop  this  journey  ? 

%og.  V\^hy  go  now,  why  now , why  o’th’  fudden  now  ? 
what  preparation,  what  horles  have  we  ready,  whatpro- 
vificn  laid  in  i’th’Country.? 

Hum.  Not  an  egge  I hope. 

Rog.  No  nor  one  drop  of  good  drink  boycs,  there’s  the 
devil. 

Short.  I heartily  pray  the  malt  be  mun:y,and  then  we  mult 
come  up  again. 

Hum.  What  fayes  the  Steward  / 

Rog.  He’s  at’s  wits  end,  for  fome  four  hours  fince,  out  of 
his  haite  and  providence,  he  miltook  the  Millars  mangie 
mare,  for  his  own  nagge. 

Short.  And  (he  may  break  his  neck,  and  fave  the  journy. 
Oh  London  how  I love  thee! 

Hum.  I have  no  boots  nor  none  Tie  buy  : or  if  I had  , 
refule  me  if  I would  venture  my  ability, before  a Cloak-Bag, 
men  are  men. 

Short.  For  my  part,  if  I be  brought,  as  I know  it  will  be 
aimed  at,  to  carry  any  durty  dairy  Cream-pot,  or  any  gentle 
Lady  of  the  Laundry,  Chambring,  or  wantonnefs  behind  my 
Gelding,  with  all  her  Streamers,  Knapfacks,  Glalles,  Gu- 
gawes,  as  if  I were  a running  flippery,  I’iegive  ’em  leave  to 
cut  my  girts,  and  flay  me.  Tie  not  be  troubled  with  their 
Diftibations,  at  every  half  miles  end,  I underlland  my  felf, 
and  am  refolved. 

Hum.  To  morrow  night  at  Olivers  I who  (hall  be  there 
boys,  who  fliall  meet  the  wenches  1 
Rog.  The  well  brew’d  Hand  of  Ale,  we  Ihonld  have 
met  at ! 

Short.  Thefe  griefs  like  to  another  Tale  of  Troy,  would 
mollifie  the  hearts  of  barbarous  people,  and  Tom  Butcher 
weep,  ^/£neas  enters,  and  now  the  town’s  lofl:. 

Raph.  Well  whither  run  you,  my  Lady  is  mad. 

Short.  I would  (lie  were  in  Bedlam. 

Raph.Thc  carts  are  come, no  hands  to  help  to  load  ’em?the 
(luff  lies  in  the  hall,  the  plate. 

[iVithin  HVdow.J  Why  knavcs  there,  where  be  thefe  idle 
Short.  Shall  I ride  with  one  Boot  ? ( fellows  ? 

1V/d.  Why  wheie  I fay.? 

Raph.  Away,  away, it  mnfl:  be  fo. 

Short.  O for  a tickling  (l'orm,to  lad  but  ten  days.[Exeunt. 
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A^h<5  'Tettijis*  Seen  a Trim  a. 

Enter  Ifabella,  and  Luce. 

By  my  troth  Miftris  I did  it  for  the  belt. 

Jfah.  It  may  be  fo,but  Luce,  you  have  a tongue , 
a di(h  of  meat  in  your  mouth, which  if  it  were  minced  Luce, 
would  do  a great  deal  better. 

Luce.  I proteft  Miftrefs. 

Ifab.  It  will  be  your  own  one  time  or  other  : IVdter. 
Walter  [rvtthin.2  Anon  forfooth. 

Jfah.  Lay  my  hat  ready,  my  fan  and  cloak,  you  are  fo  full 
of  providence-,  and  Wdter,  tuck  up  my  little  box  behind 
the  Coach,  and  bid  my  maid  make  ready,  my  fweet  fervice 
to  your  good  Lady  Miftrefs;  and  my  dog,  good  let  tJie 
Coachman  carry  him. 

Luce.  But  hear  me. 

Jfah.  I am  in  love  fweet  Luce,  and  you  are  fo  skilfull,  that 
I mud  needs  undo  my  felf;  and  hear  me,  let  Oliver  pack  up 
my  Glafs  difcrectly,  and  fee  my  Curies  well  carried.  O 
fweet  Luce,  you  have  a tongue, and  open  tongues  have  open 
you  know  what.  Luce. 

Luce.  Pray  yoube  fatisfied. 

Jfah.  Yes  and  contented  too,  before  I leave  you : there’s 
a Roger,  which  fome  call  a Butcher,  I (^eak  of  certainties,  I 
do  not  fi(h  Luce,  nay  do  not  ftare,  I have  a tongue  can  talk 
too : and  a Green  Chamber  Luce,  a back  door  opens  to  a 
long  Galleric  there  was  a night  Luce,  do  you  perceive,  do 
you  perceive  me  yet .?  O doyoublufli  ? a Friday  night 
I faw  your  Saint,  Luce ; (or  t’other  box  of  Marmalade,  all’s 
thine  fweet  Roger,  this  1 heard  and  kept  too. 

Luce.  E’neas  you  are  a woman  Miltrefs. 

Jfah.  This  I allow  as  good  and  Phyfical  lbmetiinc,thefc 
meetings,  and  for  the  cheering  of  the  heart,  but  Luce,  to 
have  your  own  turn  ferved,  and  to  your  friend  to  be  a 
dogbolt. 

Luce.  I confefs  it  Miftrefs. 

Jfah.  As  you  have  made  my  lifter  jealous  of  me,  and 
foolilhly,  and  childilhly  purfuedit,  1 have  found  out  your 
haunt,  and  traced  your  purpofes ; for  which  mine  honour 
fuffers ; your  bed  waies  muft  be  applied  to  bring  her  back 
again,  and  ferioufly  and  fuddenly,  that  fo  I may  have  a 
means  to  clear  my  felf,  and  (he  a fair  opinion  of  me,  clfc 

you  peevKh  

Luce.  My  power  and  prayers  Miftrefs. 

Jfah,  What’s  the  matter  J 


Enter  Shorthofe,  and  Widow. 

Short.  I have  been  with  the  Gentleman,  he  has  it,  much 
good  may  do  him  with  it. 

Wid.  Come, are  you  ready?  you  love  fo  to  delay  time,  the 
day  grows  on. 

Jfah.  I have  fent  for  a few  trifles,  when  thofe  are  come ; 
And  now  I know  your  reafon. 

Wtd.  Know  your  own  honour  then, about  your  bunnefs,fee 
the  Coach  ready  prefently,  Tie  tell  you  more  then  . 

C Ex.  Luce,  and  Shorthofe. 
And  underftand  it  well,  you  muft  not  think  your  lifter  lo 
tender  eyed  as  not  to  fee  your  follies, alas  I know  your  heart, 
and  muft  imagine,  and  truly  too ; ’tis  not  your  charitie  can 
coin  fuch  fums  to  give  away  as  you  have  done,  in  that  you 
have  no  wifdom  Jfahel,  no  nor  modefty,  where  nobler  ufes 
are  at  home;  I tell  you,  I am  afhamed  to  find  this  in  your 
years,  far  more  in  your  dilcretion,  none  to  chufe  but  things 
for  pity,  none  to  leal  your  thoughts  on,  but  one  of  no  abi- 
ding, of  no  name  nothing  to  bring  you  to  but  this,  cold 
and  hunger  -.  A jolly  Joynture  lifter,  you  are  happy,  no 
mony,  no  not  ten  (hillings. 

Jfah.  You  fearch  nearly. 

Wid.  I know  it  as  I know  your  folly,  ond  that  knows  not 
where  he  (hall  eat  his  next  meal,  take  his  reft,  unlefsit  be 
i’th’  (locks;  what  kindred  has  he,  but  a more  wanting 
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Brother,  or  what  vertues. 

Jfab.  You  have  had  rare  intelligence,  I fee, filler. 

Wid.  Or  fay  the  man  had  vertue , is  vertue  in  this  age  a 
full  inheritance  ? what  Joynture  can  he  make  you^PlHtarchs 
Morals^  or  fo  much  penny  rent  in  the  fraall  Poets  ^ this  is  not 
well,  ’tis  weak,  and  I grieve  to  know  it. 

Ifab.  And  this  you  quit  the  town  for  ? 

Wid.  Is’t  not  time.^ 

Ifab.  You  are  better  read  in  my  affairs  than  I am,  that’s 
all  1 have  to  anfwer.  Tie  go  with  you,  and  willingly,  and 
what  you  think  moll  dangerous.  Tie  fit  laugh  at. 

For  lifter  ’tis  not  folly  but  good  diferetion  governs  our  main 
fortunes. 

Wid.  I am  glad  to  hear  you  fay  fo. 

Ifa.  I am  for  you.  ' 

Enter  Shorthofe,  Humphrey,  mrh  riding  rods. 

Hum.  The  Devil  cannot  ftay  her,  flie’I  on’t,  eat  an  egg 
now,  and  then  we  mult  away. 

Short.  I am  gaul’d  already,  yet  I will  pray,  may  London 
wayes  from  henceforth  be  full  of  holes,  and  Coaches  crack 
their  wheels,  may  zealous  Smiths  fo  houfel  all  our  Hack- 
neys, that  they  may  feel  corapuneflion  in  their  feet, and  tire 
at  High-gate.,  may  it  rain  above  all  Almanacks  till  Carriers 
fail,  and  tne  Kings  Fifli-monger  ride  like  Bike  carton  upon 
a Trout  to  London. 

Ham.  At  S.Albanes^  let  all  the  Inns  be  drunk, not  an  Hoft 
fober  to  bid  her  worlliip  welcom. 

Short.  Not  a Fiddle,  but  all  prcach’t  down  with  Puri- 
tans •,  no  meat  but  Legs  of  Beef. 

Hum,  No  beds  but  Wool-Packs. 

Short.  And  thofe  fo  crammed  with  Warrens  of  ftarved 
Fleas  that  bite  like  Bandogs ; let  Mims  be  angry  at  their  S. 
Bel  Swagger^?ind  we  pafs  in  theheat  on’t  and  be  beaten, beaten 
abominabIy,beaten  horfe  and  man, and  all  my  Ladies  linnen 
fprinkled  with  fuds  and  difh- water. 

Short.  Not  a wheel  but  out  of  joynt. 

Enter  Roger  Imgh-ing. 

Hum.  Why  doll  thou  laugh  ? 

Rog.  There’s  a Gentleman,  and  the  rareft  Gentleman, 
and  makes  the  rareft  fport. 

Short.  Where,  where? 

Rog.  Within  here,  h’as  made  the  gayeft  Iport  with  Tom 
the  Coachman,  lb  tewed  him  up  with  Sack  that  he  lies 
lalhing  a But  of  Maimfie  for  his  Mares. 

Short.  ’Tis  very  good. 

Rog.  And  talks  and  laughs,  and  fings  the  rareft  fongs,  and 
Shorthofe.,  he  has  fo  maul’d  the  Red  Deer  pies,  made  fuch  an 
alms  i’th’  butterie. 

Short.  Better  ftill. 

Enter  Val.  Widow. 

Hum.  My  Lady  in  a rage  with  the  Gentleman  ? 

Short.  May  he  anger  her  into  a feather.  f Exeunt. 

Wid.  I pray  tell  me,  who  fent  you  hither  ? for  I imagine 
it  is  not  your  condition,  you  look  fo  temperately,  and  like  a 
Gentleman,  to  ask  me  thefe  milde  queftions. 

F d.  Do  you  think  1 ufe  to  walk  of  errands,  gentle  Lady, 
or  deal  with  women  out  ofdreams  from  others  ? 

Wtd.  You  have  not  know  me  fur e.? 

Val.  Not  much. 

Wid.  What  reafon  have  you  then  to  be  fo  tender  of  my 
credit,  you  are  no  kinfman  ? 

V d.  If  you  take  it  fo,  the  honeft  office  that  I came  to  do 
you,is  not  fo  heavy  but  I can  return  it ; now  I perceive  you 
are  too  proud,  not  worth  my  vifit. 

Wtd.  Pray  ftay,  a little  proud. 

V d.  Monftrous  proud,  1 griev’d  to  hear  a woman  of  your 
value,  and  your  abundant  parts  ftung  by  the  people,  but 
now  1 lee  ’tis  true,  you  look  upon  me  as  if  I were  a rude  and 
faucie  fellow  that  borrowed  all  my  breeding  from  a dunghil, 
or  fuch  a one,  as  Ihould  now  fall  and  worlhip  you  in  hope  of 
pardon ; you  are  cozen’d  Lady,  1 came  to  prove  opinion  a 
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loud  liar,to  fee  a woman  only  great  in  goodnefs,andMiftrcfs 

of  a greater  fame  chan  fortune,  but 

Wid.  You  are  a ftrange  Gentleman, if  1 were  proud  now, 

I fhould  be  monftrous  angry,  which  1 am  not,  and  Ihew  the 
effedts  of  pride  ; I fiiould  defpife  you,  but  you  are  welcom 
Sir;  To  think  well  of  our  fdves,  if  we  deftrveit,  it  is  a 
luftre  in  us,and  every  good  we  have, drives  to  lliew  gracious, 
what  ufe  is  it  elfe  ? old  age  like  Seer  trees,  is  leldom  feen  af- 
fedted,  ftirs  fometimes  at  rcheaifal  of  fuch  adts  as  his  daring 
youth  endeavour’d. 

Val.  This  is  well,  and  now  you  fpcak  to  the  purpofe,  you 
pleafe  me,  but  to  be  place  proud  ? 

Wid.  If  it  be  our  own,  why  arc  we  fi.  there  with  diftindli- 
onelfe,  degrees,and  orders  given  us  ? In  you  men, ’tis  held  a 
coolnefs,  if  you  lofe  your  rig':t,afrrouts  and  lofs  of  honour : 
ftreets,and  w’ai]s,and  upper  ends  of  tables,  had  they  tongues 
could  tell  what  blood  has  followed,  and  what  feud  about 
your  ranks ; are  we  fo  much  below  you,  that  till  you  have  us, 
are  the  tops  of  nature,  to  be  accounted  drones  without  a dif- 
ference ? you  will  make  us  beads  indeed. 

Val.  Nay  w orfe  than  this  too,  proud  of  your  cloaths,  they 
fwear  a Mercers  Lucifer,  a tumour  tackt  together  by  a Tay- 
lour,  nay  yet  worfe,  proud  of  red  and  white,  a varnifn  tuat 
butter  milk  can  better. 

Wtd.  Lord,  how  little  will  vex  thefe  poor  blind  people  I 
if  my  cloaths  be  fometimes  gay  and  glorious,  does  it  fol- 
low', ray  mind  mud  be  my  Mercers  too  I or  fay  my  beauty 
pleafe  fome  weak  eyes,  mud  it  pleafe  them  to  chink,  that 
blows  me  up,  that  every  hour  blows  off .?  this  is  an  Infants 
anger. 

Val.  Thusthey  fay  too,  what  though  you  have  a Coach 
lined  through  with  velvet,  and  four  fair  Flanders  mares,  why 
ffiould  the  ftreets  be  troubled  continually  w'ith  you,  till  Car- 
men curfe  you  ? can  there  be  ought  in  this  but  pride  of  Ibew 
Lady,and  pride  of  bum  beating, till  the  learned  lawyers  w'ith 
their  fat  bags,  are  thruftagainltthe  bulks  till,  all  their  caufes 
crack?  why  Ihould  this  Lady,  and  t’other  Lady,  and  the 
third  fweetLady,  and  Madam  at  be  daily  vifited, 

and  your  poorer  neighbours,  with  courfe  napfes  negledled, 
falhions  conferr’d  about,  pouncings,  and  paintings,  and 
young  mens  bodies  read  on  like  Anatomies. 

Wid.  You  are  very  credulous,  and  fomewhat  defperate, 
to  deliver  this  Sir, to  her  you  know  not, but  you  ffiall  confefs 
me,  and  find  I will  not  dart ; in  us  all  meetings  lie  open 
to  theft  lewd  reports,  and  our  thoughts  at  Church,  our 
very  meditations  fome  will  fw'ear,  which  all  Ihould  fear  to 
judge,  at  lead  uncharitably,  are  mingled  with  your  me- 
mories, cannot  deep,  but  this  fw'eet  Gentleman  fwims  in 
our  fancies , that  fcarlet  man  of  w'ar , and  chat  fmooth 
Senior  •,  not  drefs  our  heads  without  new  ambufhes,  howto 
furprize  that  greatnefs,  or  thatglorie  ^ our  very  limlcsare 
fubjefl  to  conftruflions •,  nay  Sir,  it’s  come  to  this  we 
cannot  piffi,  but 'tis  a favour  for  fome  fool  or  other  .•  Ihould 
wc  examine  you  thus,  wer’c  not  poflible  to  take  you  without 
Perfpedives  ? 

Wtd.  It  may  be,  but  thefe  excufe  not. 

Wid.  Nor  yours  force  no  truth  Sir,  what  deadly  tongues 
you  have,  and  to  thofe  tongues  what  licarts,  and  what  inven- 
tions.^ O’  ray  confcience,  and’twere  notfor  fhai  pjuftice, 
you  would  venture  to  aim  at  your  own  mothers,  and  account 
it  glorie  to  fay  you  had  done  fo  : all  you  think  are  counfels, 
and  cannot  erre,  ’tis  we  ftill  that  fiiew  double,  giddy,  or 
gorg’d  with  paffion  •,  we  that  build  Babels  for  mens  conclu- 
fions,  we  that  fcatter,  as  day  does  his  w'arm  light  •,  our 
killing  curfes  over  Gods  creatures,next  to  the  devils  malice : 
lets  intreat  your  good  words. 

Val.  Well,  this  woman  has  a brave  foul. 

Wtd.  Are  not  we  gaily  bled  then,  and  much  beholding  to 
you  for  your  fubftance you  may  do  what  you  lift,  wc  what 
befeeras  us,  and  narrowly  do  that  too,  and  precifely,  our 
names  are  ftrved  in  elft  at  Ordinaries,  and  belchtabroad  in 
Taverns. 

Val.  O mod  brave  Wench,  and  able  to  redeem  an  age  of 
women, 

X 2 Wid. 


Wid.  You  are  no  Whoremafters?  Alas,  no.  Gentlemen, 
it  were  an  impudence  to  think  you  vicious : you  are  fo  ho- 
ly, handfome  Ladies  fright  you,  you  are  the  cool  things  of 
the  time,  the  temperance,  meer  Emblems  of  the  Law,  and 
veils  of  Vertue,  you  are  not  daily  mending  like  Dutch 
Watches,  and  plaftering  like  old  Walls-,  they  are  not 
Gentlemen,  that  with  their  fecret  fins  increafe  our  Surge- 
ons, and  lie  in  Foraign  Countries,  for  new  forest  Women 
are  all  thefe  Vices  ^ you  are  not  envious,  falfe,  covetous, 
vain-glorious,  irreligious,  drunken,  revengeful,  giddie- 
eyed  like  Parrots,  eaters  of  others  honours. 

Val.  You  are  angry. 

Wid.  No  by  my  troth,  and  yet  I could  lay  more  too,  for 
when  men  make  me  angry,  I am  miferable. 

ral.  Sure  ’tis  a man,  Ihe  could  not  bear  it  thus  bravely 
elfe,  it  may  be  I am  tedious. 

Wid.  Not  at  all.  Sir,  I am  content  at  this  time  you  Ihould 
trouble  me. 

Fal.  You  are  dillruftful. 

Wid.  Where  I find  no  truth.  Sir. 

Fal.  Come,  come,  you  are  full  of  palTion. 

Wid.  Some  1 have,  I were  too  near  the  nature  clfe. 

Fal.  You  are  monftrous  peevilh. 

Wid.  Becaufe  they  are  monftrous  foolifh,  and  know  not 
how  toufe  riiat  Ihould  try  me. 

Fal.  I was  never  anfwered  thus  *,  were  you  never  drunk 
Lady  ? 

Wid.  No  fure,  not  drunk.  Sir ; yet  I love  good  Wine,  as 
I love  health  and  joy  of  heart , but  temperately , why 
do  you  ask  that  quellion  ? 

Fal.  For  that  fin  that  they  mofi:  charge  you  with , is  this 
fin’s  fervant,  they  fay  you  are  monftrous 

Wid.  What,  Sir,  what.^ 

Fal.  Moftftrangely. 

Wid.  It  has  a name  fure  ? 

Fal.  Infinitely  luftful,  without  all  bounds,  they  fwear 
you  kill’d  your  Husband. 

Wid.  Let  us  have  it  all  for  Heavens  fake,  ’tis  good  mirth. 
Sir. 

Fal.  They  fay  you  will  have  four  now,  and  thofe  four 
ftuck  in  four  quarters,  like  four  winds  to  cool  you : will  fhe 
not  cry  nor  curfe  ? 

Wtd.  On  with  your  ftory. 

Fal.  And  that  you  are  forcing  out  of  difpenfations  with 
fums  of  money  to  that  purpofe. 

Wid.  Four  Husbands ! fhould  not  I be  bleft.  Sir,  for  ex- 
ample ? Lord,  what  fhould  I do  with  them  ? turn  a Malt- 
mill,  or  Tithe  them  out  like  Town-bulls  to  my  Tenants, 
you  come  to  make  me  angry,  but  you  cannot. 

Fal.  rie  make  you  merry  then,  you  are  a brave  Woman, 
and  in  defpite  of  envy  aright  one,  go  thy  wayes,  truth  thou 
art  as  good  a Woman,  as  any  Lord  of  them  all  can  lay  his 
Leg  over,  I do  not  often  commend  your  Sex. 

Wid.  It  feems  fo,  your  commendations  are  fo  ftudied  for. 

Fal.  I came  to  fee  you  and  lift  you  into  Flowrto  know 
your  purenefs,  and  I have  found  you  excellent,  I thank  you ; 
continue  fo,  and  fhew  men  how  to  tread,  and  women  how 
to  follow:  get  an  Husband,  an  honeft  man,  you  are  a good 
woman,  and  live  hedg’d  in  from  fcandal,  let  him  be  too 
anunderftanding  man,  and  to  that  ftedfaft  ^ ’tis  pity  your 
fair  Figure  fhould  mifcarry,  and  then  your  are  fixt : fare- 
wel. 

Wid.  Pray  ftay  a little,  I love  your  company  now  you  are 
fo  pleafant,  and  to  my  difpofition  fet  fo  even. 

Fal.  I can  no  longer.  [Exit. 

Wid.  As  I live  a fine  fellow,  this  manly  handfome  blunt- 
nefs  fhews  him  honeft  ^ what  is  he , or  from  whence  ? 
blefs  me,  four  Husbands ! how  prettily  he  fooled  me  into 
Vices,  to ftir  my  jealoufie,  and  find  my  nature;  a proper 
Gentleman : I am  not  well  o’th’  fudden,  fuch  a companion 
I could  live  and  dye  with,  his  angers  are  meer  mirth. 

Enter  likholh. 

Ifa.  Come,  come,  I am  ready. 


Wid.  Are  you  fo? 

Jfa.  What  ails  fhe  ? the  Coach  ftaies,  and  the  peo  pie,  the 
day  goes  on,  I am  as  ready  now  as  you  defire,Sifter ; fie,  who 
ftaysnow,  why  do  you  fit  and  pout  thus? 

Wid.  Prethee  be  quiet,  lam  not  well. 

Jja.  For  Heav’ns  fake  let’s  not  ride  ftaggering  in  the 
night,  come,  pray  you  take  fome  Sweet-meats  in  your 
pocket,  ifyourftomach 

Wid.  I have  a little  bufinefs. 

Jfab.  To  abufe  me,  you  fliall  not  find  new  dreams,  and 
new  fufpicions,  to  hor'fe  withal. 

Wid.  Lord  who  made  you  a Commander  ! hey  ho,  my 
heart. 

I fab.  Is  the  wind  comle  thither,  and  Coward  like,  do  you 
lofe  your  Colours  to  ’em  ? are  you  fick  o’th’  Falentine  ? fweet 
Sifter,  come  let’s  away,  the  Country  will  fo  quicken  you, 
and  we  fhali  live  fo  fweetly : Lnccy  my  Ladies  Cloak ; nay, 
you  have  put  me  into  fuch  a gog  of  going,  I would  not  ftay 
for  all  the  world ; if  I live  here,  you  have  fo  knock’d  this 
love  into  my  head,  that  I fhall  love  any  body,  and  I find 
my  body,  I know  not  how,  fo  apt — pray  let’s  be  gone, 
Sifter,  I ftand  on  thorns. 

Wtd.  I prethee  Ifabella^  i’faith  I have  fome  bufinefs  that 
concerns  me,  I will  fufped  no  more,  here,  wear  that  for 
me,  and  I’le  pay  the  hundred  pound  you  owe  your  Taylor. 

fv/er  Shorthofe,  Roger,  Humphrey,  Ralph. 

Jfab.  I had  rather  go,  but 

Wid.  Come  walk  in  with  me,  we’ll  go  to  Cards,  unfad- 
dle  the  Horfes. 

Short.  A Jubile,  a Jubile,  wc  ftay,  boys. 

Enter  Uncle,  Lan.  Foun.  Bella.  Harcbrain/(?//«ivv;;^. 

Vnc.  Are  they  behind  us  ? 

Lan.  Clofe,  clofe,  fpcak  aloud.  Sir. 

Vnc.  I am  glad  my  Nephew  has  fo  much  difcrction,  at 
length  to  find  his  wants : did  flic  entertain  him  ? 

Lance.  Moft  bravely,  nobly,  and  gave  him  fuch  a wel- 
come ! 

Vnc.  For  his  own  fake  do  you  think  ? 

Lance.  Moft  certain.  Sir,  and  in  hisown  caufc  beftir’d 
himfelf  too,  and  wan  fuch  liking  from  her,  fhe  dotes  on 
him,  h’as  the  command  of  all  the  houfe  already. 

Vnc.  He  deals  not  well  with  his  friends. 

Lance.  Let  him  deal  on,  and  be  his  own  friend,  he  has 
moft  need  of  her. 

Vnc.  I wonder  they  would  put  him 

Lan.  You  are  in  the  right  on’t,  a man  that  muft  raife 
himfelf,  I knew  he  would  couzen  ’em,  and  glad  I am  he  has : 
he  watched  occafion,  and  found  it  i’th’  nick. 

Vnc.  He  has  deceived  me. 

Lan.  I told  you  howfoever  he  wheel’d  about,  he  would 
charge  home  at  length : how  I could  laugh  now,  to  think  of 
thefe  tame  fools ! 

Vnc.  ’Twas  not  well  done,  becaufe  they  trufted  him,  yet. 

Bel.  Hark  you  Gentlemen. 

Vnc.  VVe  are  upon  a bufinefs,  pray  excufe  us,  they  have 
it  home. 

Lane.  Come  let  it  work  good  on  Gentlemen. 

\_ExeMnt  Uncle,  Lance. 

Font.  ’Tis  true,  he  isa  knave,  I ever  thought  it. 

Hare.  And  we  are  fools,  tame  fools. 

Bell.  Come  let’s  go  feek  him,  he  fhall  be  hang’d  before 
he  colt  us  bafely.  iSxeHnt. 

Enter  Ifabclla,  Luce. 

Jfab.  Art  fure  fhe  loves  him  ? 

Luce.  Am  I fure  I live  ? and  I have  clapt  on  fuch  a com- 
mendation on  your  revenge. 

Jfab.  Faith,  he  is  a pretty  Gentleman. 

Luce.  Handfome  enough,  and  that  her  eye  has  found  out. 

Jfa.  He  talks  the  beft  they  fay,  and  yet  the  maddeft. 

Luce.  H’as  the  right  way. 

Jfa.  How  is  fhe? 


J.Hce. 


Wit  without  Money* 


Luce.  Bears  it  well,  as  if  flie  cared  not,  but  a man  may 
fee  with  half  an  eye  through  all  her  forced  behaviour,  and 
find  who  is  her  Valentine. 

Jfa.  Come  let’s  go  fee  her,  I long  to  profecute. 

Luce.  By  no  means  Miltrefs,  let  her  take  better  hold 
firft. 

Jfab.  I could  bur  ft  now.  [_E.xennt. 

Valentine,  Fountain,  Bcllamore,  Harebrain. 

Val.  Upbraid  rne  with  your  benefits,  you  Pilchers,  you 
Ihotten,  fold,  flight  fellows?  was’t  not  I that  undertook 
you  firft  from  empty  barrels,  and  brought  thofe  barking 
mouths  that  gaped  like  bung-holes  to  utter  fence  ? where 
got  you  underftanding  ? who  taught  you  manners  and  apt 
carriage  to  rank  your  fclves  ? who  filled  you  in  fit  Taverns  ? 
were  thofe  born  with  your  worlhips  when  you  came  hither  ? 
what  brought  you  from  the  Univerfities  of  moment  matter 
to  allow  you,  befides  yoUr  fmall  bafe  fehtences  ? 

Bell.  ’Tiswell,  Sir. 

Val.  Long  Cloaks  with  two-hand-rapiers,  boot-hofes 
with  penny- pofes,  and  twenty  fools  opinions,  who  looked 
on  you  but  piping  rites  that  knew  you  would  be  prizing, 
and  Prentices  in  Taul's  Church-yard, that  fcented  your  w'ant 
oiBritains  Books. 

Enter  Widow,  Luce,  Hairbrain. 

Font.  This  cannot  fave  you. 

Val.  Tauntmyintegrity  you  Whelps? 

BeU.  You  may  talk  the  ftock  we  gave  you  out,  but  fee  no 
further. 

Hair.  You  tempt  our  patience,  we  have  found  you  out, 
and  what  your  truft  comes  to,  ye’re  well  feathered,  thank 
us,  and  think  now  of  an  honeft  courfe,  ’tis  time  ^ men  now 
begin  to  look,  and  narrowly  into  your  tumbling  tricks, 
they  are  ftale. 

Wtd.  Is  not  that  he  ? 

Luce.  ’Tis  he. 

Wid.  Be  ftill  and  mark  him. 

Val.  How  miferable  will  thefe  poor  wretches  be  when  I 
forfake  ’em ! but  things  have  their  neceffities,  I am  forty, 
to  what  a vomit  muft  they  turn  again,  now  to  their  own 
dear  Dunghil  breeding  •,  never  hope  after  I caft  you  off,  you 
men  of  Motley.^  you  moft  undone  things  below  pity,  any 
that  has  a foul  and  fix  pence  dares  relieve  you,  my  name 
lhall  bar  that  blelTing,  there’s  your  Cloak,  Sir,  keep  it 
clofetoyou,  it  may  yetpreferve  you  a fortnight  longer 
from  the  fool  *,  your  Hat,  pray  be  covered , and  there’s 
the  Sattin  that  your  Worlhip  fent  me,  will  ferve  you  at  a 
Sizes  yet. 

Fount.  Nay,  faith  Sir,  you  may  e’ne  rub  thefe  out  now. 

Val.  Nofuch  relique,  nor  the  leaft  rag  of  fuch  a fordid 
weaknefs  lhall  keep  me  warm , thefe  Breeches  are  mine 
own,  purchafed,  and  paid  for,  without  your  compalfion, 
aChriftian  Breeches  founded  in  Black-Friers,  and  foT’le 
maintain  ’em. 

Hare.  So  they  feem.  Sir. 

Val.  Only  the  thirteen  Ihillings  in  thefe  Breeches,  and 
the  odd  groat,  I take  it,  lhall  be  yours.  Sir,  a mark  to 
know  a Knave  by,  pray  preferve  it,  do  notdifpleale  more, 
but  take  it  prefentlj^,  now  help  me  olf  with  my  Boots. 

Hare.  We  are  no  Grooms,  Sir. 

Val.  For  once  you  lhall  be,  do  it  willingly,  or  by  this 
hand  I’le  make  you. 

’Bell.  To  our  own,  Sir,  we  may  apply  our  hands. 

Val.  There’s'your  Hangers,  you  may  deferve  a ftrong 
pair,  and  a girdle  will  hold  you  without  buckles*,  now  lam 
perfed,  and  now  the  proudeft  of  your  Worlliips  tell  me  1 
am  beholding  to  you. 

Fount.  No  fuch  matter. 

Val.  And  take  heed  how  you  pity  me,  ’tis  dangerous, 
exceeding  dangerous,to  prate  of  pity,  which  are  the  poorer? 
you  are  now  puppies*,  I without  you,  or  you  without  my 
knowledge  ? be  Rogues,  and  fo  be  gone,  be  Rogues  and  re- 
ply not,  for  if  you  do 


Bell.  Only  thus  much,  and  then  wee’ll  leave  you  : the 
Air  is  far  lharper  than  our  anger.  Sir,  and  thefe  you  may 
referve  to  rail  in  warmer. 

Hare.  Pray  have  a care,  Sir,  of  your  health.  [E.x.  Lovers. 

Val.  Yes  Hog-hounds,  more  than  you  can  have  of  your 
wits;  ’tis  cold,  and  1 am  very  fenfible,  extreamly  cold 
too,  yet  I will  not  off,  till  1 have  lhamed  thefe  Rafcals^  I 
have  induced  as  ill  heats  as  another,  and  everyway  if  one 
could  perifh  my  body,  you’ll  bear  the  blame  on’t*,  I am 
colder  here,  not  a poor  penny  left. 

F'/itcr  Uncle  vtith  a Bag. 

Vnc.  ’Thas  taken  rarely,  and  now  he’s  Head  he  will  be 
ruled. 

La-n.  To  him,  tew  him,  abufe  him,  and  niphimclofe. 

Vnc.  Why  how  now,  Coufin,  funning  your  felf  this 
weather  ? 

V d.  As  you  fee.  Sir,  in  a hot  fit,  1 thank  my  friends. 

Vnc.  But  Coufin,  where  are  your  Cloathsman?  thofe 
are  no  inheritance,  your  fcruple  may  compound  with  thoft 
I take  it,  this  is  nofafhion,  Coulin, 

Val.  Not  much  followed,  I muft  confefs*,  yet  Uncle  I 
determine  to  try  what  may  be  done  next  Term. 

Lance.  How  came  you  thus.  Sir,  for  you  are  ftrangely 
moved. 

Val.  Rags,  toys  and  trifles,  fit  only  for  thofe  fools  that 
firft  pollelled ’em,  aud  to  thofe  Knaves  they  are  rendred. 
Freemen,  Uncle,  ought  to  appear  like  innocents,  old  Adam, 
a fair  Fig-leaf  fufficient. 

Vnc.  Take  me  with  you,  were  thefe  your  friends,  that 
clear’d  you  thus? 

Va!.  Hang  friends,  and  even  reckonings  that  make 
friends. 

Vnc.  I thought  till  now,  there  had  been  no  fuch  living, 
no  fuch  purchafe,  for  all  the  reft  is  labour,  as  a lift  of  ho- 
nourable friends*,  do  fuch  men  as  you.  Sir,  in  lieu  of  all 
your  underftandings,  travels,  and  thofe  great  gifts  of  na- 
ture, aim  at  no  more  than  calling  off  your  Coats?  I am 
ftrangely  cozen’d. 

Lance.  Should  not  the  Town  fliakeat  the  cold  you  feel 
now,  and  all  the  Gentry  fuffer  interdiUion,  no  more  fenfe 
fpoken,  all  things  (joth  and  Vandal,  till  you  be  fummed  a- 
gain,  Velvets  and  Scarlets,  anointed  with  gold  Lace,  and 
Cloth  of  filver  turned  into  Spanijh  Cottens  for  a penance, 
wits  blafted  with  your  Bulls,  and  Taverns  withered,  as 
though  the  Term  lay  at  S^  Albans  ? 

Val.  Gentlemen,  you  have  fpoken  long  and  level,  Ibe- 
feech  you  take  breath  awhile  and  hear  me;,  you  imagine 
now,  by  the  twirling  of  your  firings,  that  I am  at  the  Taft, 
as  alfo  that  my  friends  are  flown  like  Swallow's  after  Sum- 
mer. 

Vnc.  Yes,  Sir. 

Val.  And  that  I have  no  more  in  this  poor  Pannier,  to 
raife  me  up  again  above  your  rents.  Untie. 

Vnc.  All  this  I do  believe. 

Val.  You  have  no  mind  to  better  me. 

Vnc.  Yes,  Coufin,  and  to  that  end  I come,  and  once 
more  offer  you  all  that  my  power  is  mailer  of. 

Val.  A match  then,  lay  me  down  fifty  pounds  there. 

Vnc.  There  it  is.  Sir. 

Val.  And  on  it  write,  that  you  are  pleafed  to  give  this, 
as  due  unto  my  merit,  without  caution  of  land  redeeming, 
tedious  thanks,  or  thrift  hereafter  to  be  hoped  for. 

Vnc.  How  ? fiLuce  lays  a Smt  and  Letter  at  the  door. 

Val.  Without  daring,  when  you  are  drunk,  to  relifh  of 
revilings,  towhich  you  are  prone  in  Sack,  Unde. 

Vnc.  I thank  you.  Sir. 

Lance.  Coffie,  come  away,  let  the  young  wanton  play 
a while,  away  I fay.  Sir,  let  him  go  forward  with  his  naked 
fafhion,  he  will  feek  you  too  morrow  goodly  w'cather,  ful- 
try  hot,  fultry,  how  I fweat ! 

Vnc.  Farewel,  Sir.  HExeunt  Unde  and  Lance. 

Val.  Would  I fweat  too,  I am  monftrous  vext,  and 
cold  too ; and  thefe  are  but  thin  pumps  to  walk  the 
- 
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ftreets  in  \ clothes  I mull  get,  this  fafiiion  will  not  fadge 

with  me;  befides,  ’tis  an  ill  winter  wear, What 

art  thou  ? yes,  they  are  clothes,  and  rich  ones.  Tome  fool 

has  left  ’em : and  if  I Ihould  utter what’s  this  paper 

here  ? Let  thefe  be  only  worn  by  the  molt  noble  and  defer- 

ving  Gentleman  y'alentine^ , dropt  out  o’th’ clouds  1 

I think  they  are  full  of  gold  too  *,  well,  fie  leave  my  won- 
der, and  be  warm  again,  in  the  next  houfe  I’lefliift. 

f Exit. 


AEins  Quartm,  ScenaPrima. 

Enter  Francifco,  Uncle,  and  Lance. 

Fr<*»,T'T’ TH  Y do  you  deal  thus  with  him  t ’tis  unnobly. 

W Vnc.  Peace  Coufin  peace,you  are  too  tender 
of  him,  he  mufl:  be  dealt  thus  with,  he  muft  be  cured  thus, 
the  violence  of  his  difeale  Francifco^  mult  not  be  jelled  with, 
’tis  grown  infectious,  and  now  ftrong  Corrofives  muft  cure 
him. 

Lance.  H’as  had  a {linger,  has  eaten  off  his  clothes,  the 
next  his  skin  comes. 

Vnc.  And  let  it  fearch  him  to  the  bones,  ’tis  better,  ’twill 
make  him  feel  it. 

Lance.  Where  be  his  noble  friends  now  ? will  his  fantalli- 
cal  opinions  cloath  him,  or  the  learned  Art  of  having  no- 
thing feed  him? 

Vnc.  It  muft  needs  greedily,  for  all  his  friends  have  flung 
him  off,  he  is  naked,  and  where  to  skin  himfelf  again,  if 
I know,  or  can  devifehowhe  Ihould  get  himlelf  lodging, 
lis  Spirit  muft  be  bowed,  and  now  we  have  him,  have  him 
at  that  we  hoped  for. 

Lance.  Next  time  we  meet  him  cracking  of  nuts,  with 
lalf  a cloak  about  him,  for  all  means  are  cut  off,  or  bor- 
rowing fix-pence,  to  Ihew  his  bounty  in  the  pottage  Ordi- 
nary? 

Fran.  Which  way  went  he  ? 

Lance.  Pox,why  Ihould  you  ask  after  him,  you  have  been 
trimm’d  already,  let  him  take  his  fortune,  fomfpunitout 
limfelf,  Sir,  there’s  no  pitie. 

Vnc.  Befides  fome  good  to  you  now,from  this  miferie. 
Fran.  I rife  upon  his  ruines  / lie,  fie.  Uncle,  fie  honeft 
Lance.  Thofe  Gentlemen  were  bafe  people,  that  could  fo 
foon  take  fire  to  his  deftruClion. 

Vnc.  You  are  a fool,  you  are  fool,  a young  man. 

Enter  Valentine. 


’ Vnc.  I am  amazed. 

Lan.  rie  fell  my  Copyhold,  for  fince  there  are  fuch  excel- 
lent new  nothings,  why  fliould  I labour?  is  there  no  Fairy 
haunts  him,  no  Rat,  nor  no  old  woman  ? 

Vnc.  You  are  Valentine. 

Val.  I think  fo,  I cannot  tell,  I have  been  call’d  fo,  anc 
fome  lay  Chriftened,why  do  you  wonder  at  ine,  and  fwell,as 
if  you  bad  met  a Sergeant  falling,  did  you  ever  know  defert 
want  ? y’are  fools,  a little  ftoop  there  may  be  to  allay  him, 
he  would  grow  too  rank  elfe,  a fmall  eclipfe  to  ffiadow  him, 
but  out  he  muft  break,  glowingly  again,  and  with  a great 
luftre,  look  you  uncle,  motion  and  majefty. 

Vnc.  1 am  confounded. 

Fran.  I am  of  his  faith. 

Val.  Walk  by  his  carelefs  kinfman,  and  turn  again  anc 
walk,  and  look  thus  Uncle,  taking  fome  one  by  the  hand, 
he  loves  bell,  leave  them  to  the  mercy  of  the  hog-market, 
come  Frank^^  Fortune  is  now  my  friend,  let  me  inftruCt 
thee. 

Fran.  Good  morrow  Uncle,  I muft  needs  go  with  him. 

Val.  Flay  me, and  turn  me  out  where  none  inhabits,within 
two  hours  1 fnall  be  thus  again,  now  wonder  on,  and  laugh 
at  your  own  ignorance.  fi£A-.  V'al.  and  Franc. 

Vnc.  1 do  believe  him. 

Lan.  So  do  I,  and  heartily  upon  my  confcicncc,burie  him 
ftark  naked,  he  would  rife  again,  within  tw'o  hours  im- 
broidered  : fow  muftard-feeds,  and  they  cannot  come  up  fo 
thick  as  his  new  fattens  do,  and  clothes  of  lilver,  there’s  no 
ftriving. 

Vnc.  Let  him  play  a while  then  .and  let’s  fearch  out  what 
hand ; — - 

Lan.  I, there  the  game  lies.  CExeunt. 

Enter  Fountain,  Bellamorc,  and  Harcbrain. 

Fonn.  Come, let's  fpcak  for  our  fclvcs,we  have  lodg’d  him 
fure  enough,  his  nakednefs  dare  nor  peep  out  to  crofs  us. 

'Bel.  We  can  have  no  admittance. 

Hare.  Let’s  in  boldly, and  ufe  our  beft  arts, who  Ihc  deigns 
to  favour,  we  are  all  content. 

Foun.  Much  good  may  do  her  with  him,  no  civil  wars. 

Bel.  By  no  means,  now  do  1 wonder  in  what  old  tod  Ivic 
he  lies  whiftling  for  means,  nor  clothes  he  hath  none,  nor 
none  will  trnft  him,  we  have  made  tliat  fide  fure,  teach  him 
a new  wooing. 

Hare.  Say  it  is  his  Uncles  fpite. 

Fonn.  It  is  all  one  Gentlemen, ’thas  rid  us  of  a fair  incum- 
brance,and  makes  us  look  about  to  our  own  fortunes.  Who 
are  thefe  ? 


Val.  Morrow  Uncle , morrow  Frankly  fweet  Frank , 
and  how,  and  howd’ee,  think  now,  how  Ihew  matters? 
morrow  Bandog. 

Vnc.  Flow  ? 

Fran.  Is  this  man  naked,  forfaken  of  his  friends  ? 

Val.  Th’art  handfom,  Franks , a pretty  Gentleman,i’faith 
thou  lookeftwell,  and  yet  here  may  be  thofe  that  look  as 
handfom. 

Lance.  Sure  he  can  conjure,  and  has  the  Devil  for  his 
Tailor. 

Vnc.  New  and  rich ! ’tis  moil  impoffible  he  Ihould  re- 
cover. 

Lan.  Give  him  this  luck,  and  fling  him  into  the  Sea. 

Vnc.  ’Tis  not  he,  imagination  cannot  work  this  mi- 
racle. 

Val.  Yes,  yes,  ’tis  he,  I will  aflure  you  Uncle,  the  very 
he,  the  he  your  wifdora  plaid  withall,  I thank  you  for’t, 
neighed  at  his  nakednelTe,  and  made  his  cold  and  poverty 
your  paftime  *,  you  fee  I live,  and  the  beft  can  do  no  more 
Uncle,  and  though  I have  no  ftate,  I keep  the  ftreets  Hill, 
andtakemypleafureintheTown,  like  a poor  Gentleman, 
wear  clothes  to  keep  me  warm,  poor  things  they  ferve  me, 
can  make  a Ihew  too  if  I lift,  yes  uncle,  and  ring  a peal  in 
my  pockets,  ding  dong,  uncle,  thefe  are  mad  foolilh  wayes, 
but  who  can  help  ’em  / 


Enter  Ifabei  and  Luce. 

Ifah.  Not  fee  this  man  yct!wcll,I  Ihall  be  wifer:  but  Laccy 
didft  ever  know  a woman  melt  fo  ? Ihe  is  finely  hurt  to  hunt. 

Lace.  Peace,  the  three  Suitors. 

Ifab.  I could  fo  titter  now  and  laugh,I  was  loft  Lncey  and  I 
muft  love,  I know  not  what ; O Capid,  what  pretty  gins  thou 
haft  to  halter  Woodcocks!  and  we  muft  into  the  Country  in 
all  hafte,  Luce. 

Luce.  For  Heavens  fake,  Miftris. 

Ifab.  Nay,I  have  done,  I muft  laugh  though  but  Scholar, 
I fliall  teach  you. 

Fonn.  ’Tis  her  lifter, 

Bel.  Save  you  Ladies. 

Ifab.  Fair  met  Gentlemen,  you  are  vifiting  my  After,  1 
aflure  my  felf. 

Hare.  We  would  fain  blefs  our  eyes. 

Ifab.  Behold  and  welcom,  you  would  fee  her  ? 

Fonn.  ’Tis  our  bufinefs. 

Ifab.  You  Ihall  fee  her,  and  you  Ihall  talk  with  her. 

Lace.  She  will  not  fee ’em,  nor  fpend  a word. 

If^.  rie  make  her  frat  a thoufand,  nay  now  1 have  found 
thel^,  I will  fofcratch  her. 

if^e.  She  cannot  endure ’em. 

Ifa.She  loves’em  but  too  dearly, come  follow  me,l’lc  bring 
you  toth’  party  Gentlemen, then  make  your  own  conditions. 

Lace. 
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Lttce.  She  is  fick  you  know. 

Oah.  rie  make  her  well,  or  kill  her,  and  take  no  idlean- 
fwer,you  are  fools  then, nor  ftand  ofFfor  her  ftate,  flie’l  fcorn 
you  all  then,  but  urge  her  ftill,  and  though  (he  fret,  ftill  fol- 
low her,  a widow  mufl:  be  won  lb. 

Bd.  She  fpeaks  bravely. 

Ifah.  I would  fain  have  a Brother  in  law,  I love  mens 
company, and  if  fhe  call  for  dinner  to  avoid  you,  be  fure  you 
Hay  •,  follow  her  into  her  chamber,  if  Ihe  retire  to  Pray,  pray 
with  her,  and  boldly,  like  honeft  lovers. 

Luce.  This  will  kill  her. 

f oww.You  have  Ihewed  us  one  way, do  but  lead  the  tother. 

Ifab.  I know  you  ftand  o’thoms,  come  Tie  difpatch  you. 

Luce.  If  you  live  after  this. 

Jfab.  I have  loft  my  aim. 

Enter  Valentine,  and  Francifeo. 

Fran.  Did  you  not  fee  ’em  fince. 

FaU  No  hang  ’em,  hang  ’em. 

Fran.  Nor  will  you  not  be  feen  by  ’em  / 

Val.  Let  ’em  alone  Frank,,  Tie  make  ’em  their  own 
juftice,  and  a jerker. 

Fran.  Such  bafe  diftourteous  Dog-whelps. 

Fal.  I lhall  dog  ’em, and  double  dog  ’em,ere  I have  done. 

Fran.  Will  you  go  with  me,  for  I would  fain  find  out 
this  piece  of  bountie,  it  was  the  Widows  raan,that  I am  cer- 
tain of. 

y d.  To  what  end  would  you  go  ? 

Fran,  To  give  thanks. 

Val.  Hang  giving  thanks,haft  not  thou  parts  deferve  it?it 
includes  a further  will  to  be  beholding,  beggers  can  do  no 
more  at  door,  if  you  will  go,  there  lies  your  way* 

Fran.  I hope  you  will  go. 

Val.  No  not  in  ceremony,  and  to  a woman,  with  mine 
own  Father , were  he  living  Franks-^  I would  toth’  Court 
with  Bears  firft,  if  it  be  that  wench,  I think  it  is,  for  t’other’s 
wifer,  I would  not  be  fo  lookt  upon,  and  laught  at,  fo  made 
a ladder  for  her  wit,  to  climb  upon,  for  ’tis  the  tarteft  tit  in 
Chriftendom,  I know  her  well  Franks,  and  have  buckled 
with  her,  folickt,  and  ftroaked,  flear’d  upon,  and  flouted, 
and  Ihown  to  Chambermaids,  like  a ftrange  beaft,  fhe  had 
purchaled  with  her  penny. 

Fran.  You  are  a ftrange  man,  but  do  you  think  it  was  a 
woman  ? 

y d.  There’s  no  doubt  on’t,who  can  be  there  to  do  it  elfe  ? 
befides  the  manner  of  the  circumftances. 

Fran.  Then  fuch  courtefies,  who  ever  does  ’em  fir,  faving 
your  own  wifdom,  muft  be  more  lookt  into,  and  better  an- 
fwered,than  with  deferving  flights,of  what  we  ought  to  have 
conferred  upon  us,  men  may  ftarve  elfe,  means  are  not  got- 
ten now  with  crying  out  I am  a gallant  fellow,  a good  Soul- 
dier,  a man  of  learning,  or  fit  to  be  employed,  immediate 
blefllngs  ceafe  like  miracles,  and  we  muft  grow  byfecond 
means,  I pray  go  with  me,  even  as  you  love  me  Sir. 

y d.  I will  come  to  thee,but  Franks,  I will  not  flay  to  hear 
your  fopperies,  difpatch  thole  e’re  I come. 

Fran.  You  will  not  fail  me. 

yal.  Some  two  hours  hence  expedt  me. 

Fran.  I thank  you,  and  will  look  for  you.  {_ExeMnt. 

Enter  Widow,  Shorthofe,  and  Roger. 

Wid.  Who  let  in  thefe  puppies  ? you  blind  rafcals,  you 
drunken  Knaves  feveral. 

Short.  Yes  forfooth,  I’k  let  ’em  in  prefently. 
Gentlemen. 

Wid.  Sprecious,  you  blown  Pudding,  bawling  Rogue. 

Short . I bawl  as  loud  as  I can,  would  you  have  me  fetch 
’em  upon  my  back. 

Wid.  Get  ’em  out  rafeal,  out  with  ’em,  out,  I fweat  to 
have  ’em  near  me. 

Short.  I fliould  fweat  more  to  carry  ’em  out. 

Ro^er.  They  are  Gentlemen  Madam. 

Short.  Shall  we  get  ’em  into  th’  butterie,  and  make’em 
drunk  ? 

Wid.  Do  any  thing,  Ibibeeafed. 

Snter  Ifabel,  Fount.  Bella.  Hare. 

Ffab.  Now  to  her  Sir,  fear  nothing. 

Rog.  Slip  afide  boy,  I know  fhe  loves  ’em,  howfoever  fhe 
carries  it, and  has  invited  ’em, my  young  Miftrefs  told  me  fo. 

Short.  Away  to  tables  then.  {Exeunt. 

Ifab.  I fhall  burft  with  the  fport  on’t. 

Fount.  You  are  too  curious  Madam,  too  full  of  prepara- 
tion, we  expedt  it  not. 

Bella.  Me  thinks  the  houfe  is  handfbm,  every  place  de- 
cent, what  need  you  be  vext  ? 

Hare.  We  are  no  ftrangers. 

Fount.  What  though  we  come  e’re  you  expedted  US,  do 
not  we  know  your  entertainments  Madam  are  free,  and  full 
at  all  times? 

Wid.  You  aremerry,Gentlemen. 

Bel.  We  come  to  be  merry  Madam,  and  very  merry,  men 
love  to  laugh  heartily,  and  nov/  and  then  Lady  a little  of 
our  old  plea. 

Wtd.  I am  bufie,  and  very  bufle  too,will  none  deliver  me. 

Hare.  There  is  a time  for  all, you  may  be  bufie,  but  when 
your  friends  come,  you  have  as  much  power  Madam. 

Wid.  This  is  a tedious  torment. 

F oun.  How  hanfbraly  this  little  piece  of  anger  fhews  upon 
her  .'well  Madam  well,  you  know  not  how  to  grace  your  felf. 

Bel.  Nay  every  thing  fhe  does  breeds  a new  fweetnefs. 

Wtd.  I muft  go  up,  I muft  go  up,  I have  a bufinefs  waits 
upon  me,  fome  wine  for  the  Gentlemen. 

Hare.  Nay,  we’l  go  with  you,  we  never  faw  your  cham- 
bers yet.  J[ab.  Hold  there  boyes. 

Wid.  Say  I go  to  my  prayers  ? 

Foun.  We’l  pray  with  you,  and  help  your  meditations. 

Wid.  This  isboyfterous,orfayIgotofleep,  will  you  go 
to  fleep  with  me  ? 

Bel.  So  fuddenly  before  meat  will  be  dangerous, we  know 
your  dinner’s  ready  Lady,  you  will  not  fleep. 

Wid.  Give  me  my  Coach,  I will  take  the  air. 

Harei  We’l  wait  on  you,  and  then  your  meat  after  a 
quickned  ftomach. 

Wid.  Let  it  alone, and  call  my  Steward  to  me, and  bid  him 
bring  his  reckonings  into  the  Orchard,  thefe  unmannerly 
rude  puppies {£xit  Widow. 

Foun.  We’l  walk  after  you  and  view  thepleafure  of  the 
place. 

Ifab.  Let  her  not  reft,  for  if  you  give  her  breathj  fhe’I 
fcorn  and  flout  you,  feem  how  file  will, this  is  the  way  to  win 
her,  be  bold  and  profper. 

Bel.  Nay  if  we  do  not  tire  her. {Exeunt. 

Jfab.  rie  teach  you  to  worm  me,  good  Lady  After,  and 
peep  into  my  privacies  to  fufped  me.  Tie  torture  you,  with 
that  you  hate,  raoft  daintily,  and  when  I have  done  that, 
laugh  at  that  you  love  moft. 

Enter  Luce. 

Luce.  What  have  you  done,  fhe  chafed  and  fuhies  outra- 
giouflyj  and  ftill  they  perfecute  her. 

JfaL  Long  may  they  do  fo,  Tie  teach  her  to  declaim  a- 
gainft  my  pities,  why  is  fhe  not  gone  out  o’th’  town,  but  gi- 
ves occafion  for  men  to  run  mad  after  her  ? 

Luc.  I fhall  be  hanged. 

Jfab.  This  in  me  had  been  high  treafon,  three  at  a time, 
and  private  in  her  Orchard .'  I hope  fhe’l  caft  her  reckonings 
right  now. 

Enter  Widow. 

Wid.  Well,  I fhall  find  who  brought ’em. 

Jfab.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  . . 

Wtd.  Why  do  you  laugh  lifter  ? I fear  rtfe ’tis  your  trick; 
’twas  neatly  done  of  you,  and  well  becomes  your  pleafure. 

Jfab.  What  have  you  done  with ’em.? 

Wid.  Lockt  ’em  i’th’  Orchard,  there  I’le  make  ’em  dance 
and  caper  too',  before  they  get  their  liberty,  unmannerly 
; rude  puppies. 

. , Jjab.  1 

_ y 
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Jfab. T\\cy  are  fomewhat  faucy,but  yet  I’le  let’em  out, and 
once  more  found  ’em,  why  were  they  not  beaten  out? 

Wid.  I was  about  it,  but  becaufe  they  came  as  fuiters. 
Jfib.  Why  did  you  not  anfwer  ’em  ? 

Wtd.  They  are  fo  impudent  they  will  receive  none : More 
yet ! how  came  thefe  in  ? 

Bnter  FrancKco  Lance. 

L^tH.  At  the  door,  Madam. 

Ifub.  It  is  that  face. 

Luce.  This  is  the  Gentleman. 

Wid.  She  fent  the  moiiey  to  ? 

Luce.  The  lame. 

Ifab.  Tie  leave  you,  they  have  fome  bufinefs. 

Wid.  Nay,  you  lliall  flay.  Sifter,  they  are  Grangers  both 
to  me  how  her  face  alters ! 

Ifnb.  I am  forry  he  comes  now. 

Wid.  I am  glad  he  is  here  now  though.  Who  would  you 
Ipeak  with.  Gentlemen  ? 

Lnn.  You  Lady,  or  your  fair  Sifter  there,  here’s  a Gen- 
tleman that  has  received  a benefit. 

Wid.  From  whom.  Sir  ? 

Lan.  from  one  of  you,  as  he  fuppofes,  Madam,  your 
man  delivered  it. 

Wid.  I pray  go  forward. 

Lan.  And  of  fo  great  a goodnefs,  that  he  dares  not,  with- 
out the  tender  of  his  thanks  and  fervice,  pafs  by  the  houfe. 
Wid.  Which  is  the  Gentleman  ? 

Layi.  This,  Madam. 

Wid.  What’s  your  name.  Sir  ? 

Fran.  They  that  know  me  call  me  Lady,  one 

not  fo  proud  to  fcorn-  fo  timely  a benefit,  nor  fo  wretched 
to  hide  a gratitude. 

Wid.  It  is  well  bellowed  then. 

Fran.  Your  fair  felf,  or  your  Sifter  as  it  feems,  for  what 
defeit  I dare  not  know,  unlefs  a handfome  fubjeft  for  your 
charities,  or  aptnefs  in  your  noble  will  to  do  it,  have  lliowr- 
ed  upon  my  wants  a timely  bounty,  which  makes  me  rich 
in  thanks,  my  bell  inheritance. 

Wid.  I am  forry  ’twas  not  mine, this  is  the  Gentlewoman, 
fie,  donotblufli,  go  roundly  to  the  matter,  the  man  is  a 
pretty  man. 

/fab.  You  have  three  fine  ones. 

Fran.  Then  to  you,  dear  Lady  ? 

/fib.  I pray  no  more.  Sir,  if  I may  perfwade  you,  your 
only  aptnefs  to  do  this  is  recompence,  and  more  than  1 
expeded. 

Fran.  But  good  Lady. 

,/fab.  And  for  me  further  to  be  acquainted  with  it  befides 
the  imputation  of  vain  glory,  were  greedy  thankings  of  my 
felf,  I did  it  not  to  be  more  afledcd  to  ; 1 did  it,  and  if  it 
happened  where  I thought  it  fitted,  I have  my  end;  more 
to  enquire  is  curious  in  either  of  us,  more  than  that  fufpi- 
cious. 

Fran.  But  gentle  Lady,  ’twill  be  necelfary. 

/fab.  About  the  right  way  nothing,  do  not  fright  it,  be- 
ing to  pious  ufe  and  tender  lighted,  with  the  blown  face  of 
Complements,  it  Walls  it^  had  you  not  come  at  all,  but 
thought  thanks,  it  had  been  too  much,  Twas  not  to  fee 
your  perfon. 

Wid.  A brave  dilfembling  Rogue,  and  how  llie  carries  it ! 
/fa.  Though  I believe  few  handfomer^  or  hear  you, 
though  I afletft  a good  tongue  well  ^ or  try  you,  though 
my  years  defire  a friend,  that  I relieved  you. 

Wid.  A plaguie  cunning  quean. 

/fab.  For  fo  I carried  it,  my  end’s  too  glorious  in  mine 
eyes,  and  bettered  the  goodnefs  I propounded  v/ith  opinion. 
Wid.  Fear  her  not.  Sir. 

/fa.  You  cannot  catch  me.  Sifter. 

Fran.  Will  you  both  teach,  and  tie  my  tongue  up  Lady  ? 
/ft.  Let  it  fuffice  you  have  it,  it  was  never  mine,  whileft 
good  men  wanted  it. 

Lan.  This  is  a Saint  fure. 

/fa.  And  if  you  be  not  fuch  a one,  rellore  it. 


Fran.  To  commend  my  felf,  were  more  officious  than 
you  think  my  thanks  are,  to  doubt  I may  be  worth  your  gift 
a treafon,  both  to  mine  own  good  and  underllanding,  I 
know  my  mind  clear,  and  though  modefty  tells  me,  he  that 
intreats  intrudes ; yet  I mull  think  Ibmething,  and  of  Ibme 
fealbn,  met  with  your  better  tafte,  this  had  not  been  clle. 
Wid.  What  ward  for  that,  wench?  I 

/fa.  Alas,  it  never  touched  me.  > i 

Fran.  Well,  gentle  Lady,  yours  is  the  firll  money  I ever  ; 
took  upon  a forced  ill  manners.  i 

/fa.  Thelaftofme,  ifever  you  ufe  other.  I 

Fran.  How  may  I do,  and  your  way  to  be  thought  a I 
grateful  taker 

/fa.  Spend  it,  and  fay  nothing,  your  modefty  may  de-  ' 
ferve  more. 

Wid.  O Sifter  will  you  bar  thankfulnefs  ? 

/ft.  Dogs  dance  for  meat,  would  ye  have  men  do  worfe? 
for  they  can  fpeak,  cry  out  like  Wood-mongers,  good  i 
deeds  by  the  hundreds,  I did  it  thaCmy  bell  friend  lliould 
not  know  it,  wine  and  vainglory  does  as  much  as  I elle,  if 
you  will  force  my  merit,  againll  my  meaning,  ufe  it  in  well 
bellowing  it,  in  llievving  it  came  to  be  a benefit,  and  was 
fo^  and  not  examining  a Woman  did  it,  or  to  what  end, 
in  not  believing  fometimes  your  felf,  when  drink  and  Itir- 
ring  converfation  may  ripen  ftrange  perfvvafions. 

Fran.  Gentle  Lady,  1 were  a bafe  receiver  of  a cqurtclic, 
and  you  a worle  difpofer,  were  my  nature  unlurnilhcd  ot 
thefe  fore-fights.  Ladies  honours  were  ever  in  my  thoughts, 
unfpotted  Crimes,  their  good  deeds  holy  Temples,  where 
the  incenfe  burns  not to  common  eyes  your  fears  arc  ver- 
tuous,  and  fo  I lhall  preferve ’em.  j 

/ft.  Keep  but  this  way,  and  from  this  place  to  tell  me  fo,  ■ 
you  have  paid  me  •,  and  fo  I wifti  you  lee  all  fortune.  f£.v/r.  1 
Wid.  Fear  not,  the  Woman  will  be  thanked,  I do  not  j 
doubt  it.  Are  you  fo  crafty,  carry  it  fo  prccifely  / this  is  to 
wake  my  fears,  or  to  abufe  me,  I lhall  look  narrowly : de- 
fpair  not  Gentlemen,  there  is  an  hour  to  catch  a Woman 
in,  ifyoubewife,  fo,  I mull  leave  you  too ; Now  will  1 go 
laugh  at  my  Suitors.  [_Exit. 

Lan.  Sir,  what  courage  ? 

Fran.  This  Woman  is  a founder,  and  cites  Statutes  to 
all  her  benefits. 

Lan.  I never  knew  yet,  fo  few  years  and  fo  cunning,  yet 
believe  me  Ihe  has  an  itch,  but  how  to  make  her  confefs  it, 
for  it  is  a crafty  Tit,  and  plays  about  you,  will  not  bite 
home,  Ihe  would  fain,  but  Ihe  dares  not ; carry  your  felf 
but  fo  difcreetly.  Sir,  that  want  or  wantonnefs  Iccm  not  to 
fearch  you,  and  you  lhall  fee  her  open. 

Fran.  I do  love  her,  and  were  I rich,  would  give  two 
thoufand  pound  to  wed  her  wit  but  one  hour,  oh  ’tis  a Dra- 
gon, and  fuch  a fpritely  way  ofplcafure,  ha  Lance. 

Lan.  Your  ha  Lance  broken  once,  you  would  cry,  ho, 
ho,  Lance. 

Fran.  Some  leaden  landed  Rogue  will  have  this  wench  ■ 
now,  when  all’s  done,  fome  fuch  youth  will  carry  her,  and 
wear  her,  greafie  out  like  Huff,  fome  Dunce  that  knows  no 
more  but  Markets,  and  admires  nothing  but  a long  charge 
at  Sizes .-  O the  fortunes ! 

Enter  Ifabel  and  Luce. 

Lan.  Comfort  your  felf. 

Luce.  They  are  here  yet,  and  alone  too,  boldly  upon’t*, 
nay,  Miftrefs,  I Hill  told  you,  how  ’twould  find  your  truft,  . 
this  ’tis  to  venture  your  charity  upon  a boy, 

Lan.  Now,  what’sthe  matter  ? Hand  fall,  and  like  your 
felf 

/fa.  Prethee  no  more  Wench. 

Luce.  What  was  his  want  to  you  ? 

/fa.  ’Tis  true. 

Lace.  Or  mifery,  or  fay  he  had  been  i’th*  Cage,  was  there 
no  mercy  to  look  abroad  but  yours  ? 

/fa.  I am  paid  for  fooling. 

Lu.  Mull  every  flight  companion  that  can  purchafe  a flicw 
of  poverty  and  beggcrly  planet  fall  under  your  companion  ? 
/..ancc. 
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Lane.  Here’s  a new  matter. . 

Luce.  Nay,  you  are  ferved  but  too  well,  here  he  ftaies 
yet,  yet  as  I live. 

Lran.  How  her  face  alters  on  me ! 

Luce.  Out  of  a confidence  I hope. 

Jfab.  I am  glad  on’t. 

Fran.  How  do  you  gentle  Lady  ? 

J[ah.  Much  afhamed  Sir,  (but  firft  Hand  further  off  me, 
y’are  infedious)  to  find  fuch  vanitie,nay  almofl:  impudence, 
y?here  I believM  a worth : is  this  your  thanks,  the  grati- 
tude you  were  fo  mad  to  make  me,  yonr  trim  counfel  Gen- 
tlemen ? 

Lane.  What,  Lady? 

Jfab.  Take  your  device  again,  it  will  not  ferve  Sir,  the 
Woman  will  not  bite,  you  are  finely  cozened,  drop  it  no 
more  for  fhame. 

Luce.  Do  you  think  you  are  here  Sir  amongfl  your  wafl:- 
coateers,  your  bafe  wenches  that  fcratch  at  fuch  occafions  ? 
you  are  deluded : This  is  a Gentlewoman  ol  a noble  houfe, 
born  to  a better  fame  than  you  can  build  her,  and  eyes  a- 
bove  your  pitch. 

Fran.  I do  acknowledge otne. 

Jfab.  Then  I befeech  you  Sir, what  could^lee,(lpeak  boldly, 
and  Ipeak  truly,  fhame  the  Devil,)  in  my'behaviour  of  fuch 
eafinefs  that  you  durft  venture  to  do  this  J 

Fran.  You  amaze  me,  this  Ring  is  none  of  mine,  nor  did 
I drop  it. 

Luce.  I faw  you  drop  it,  Sir. 

Jfab.  I took  it  up  too,  ftill  looking  when  your  modefty 
fhould  mifs  it,  why,  what  a childilh  part  was  this  ? 

Fran.  I VOW. 

Jfab.  Vow  menovowes,  he  that  dares  do  this,  has  bred 
himfelf  to  boldnefs,  to  forfwear  too there  take  your  gew- 
gaw, you  are  too  much  pampered,  and  I repent  my  part, 
as  you  grow  older  grow  wifer  if  you  can, and  fo  farewel  Sir. 

\_Exeunt  Ifabella,  and  Luce. 

Lan.  Grow  wifer  if  you  can  ? Ihe  has  put  it  to  you,  ’tis  a 
rich  Ring,  did  you  drop  it  ? 

Fran.  Never,ne’re  faw  it  afore,  Lance, 

Lan.  Thereby  hangs  a tail  then:  what  flight  fhe  makes 
to  catch  her  felf!  lookup  Sir,  you  cannot  lofe  her  if  you 
wonld,  how  daintily  (he  flies  upon  the  Lure,  and  cunningly 
fhe  makes  her  flops  ! whiftle  and  Ihe’l  comejto  you. 

Fran.  I would  I were  fo  happy. 

Lan.  Maids  are  Clocks,  the  greatefl  Wheel  they  Ihow, 
goes  floweft  to  us,  and  make’s  hang  on  tedious  hopes ; the 
lefler,  which  are  concealed,  being  often  oyl’d  with  wilhes, 
flee  like  defires,  and  never  leave  that  motion,  till  the 
tongue  ftrikes ; Iheisflelh,  blood  and  marrow,  young  as 
her  purpofe,  and  foft  as  pity ; no  Monument  to  worlhip, 
but  a mould  to  make  men  in,  a neat  one,  and  I knowhow 
e’re  file  appears  now,  which  is  near  enough,  you  are  ftark 
blind  if  you  hit  not  foon  at  night ; fhe  would  venture  forty 
pounds  more  but  to  feel  a Flea  in  your  fhape  bite  her : drop 
no  more  Rings  forfooth,  this  was  the  prettieR  thing  to 
know  her  heart  by. 

Fran.  Thou  putft  me  in  much  comfort. 

Lan.  Put  your  felf  in  good  comfort,  if  fhe  do  not  point 
you  out  the  way,  drop  no  more  Rings,  fhe’l  drop  her  felf 
into  you. 

Fran,  I wonder  my  Brother  comes  not. 

Lan.  Let  him  alone,  and  feed  your  felf  on  your  own  for- 
tunes ; come  be  frolick , and  let’s  be  monftrous  wife  and 
full  of  counfel, drop  no  more  Rings.  \_Exeunt. 

Enter  Widow,  Fountain,Bellamore,Harebrain. 

JVtd.  If  you  will  needs  be  foolifh  you  muft  be  ufed  fo : 
whofent  for  you?  who  entertained  you  Gentlemen  ? who 
bid  you  welcom  hither  you  came  crowding,  and  impu- 
dently bold  •,  prefs  on  my  patience,  as  if  I kept  a houfe  for 
all  Companions, and  of  all  forts : will  ’have  your  wills,  will 
vex  me  and  force  my  liking  from  you  I ne’re  ow’d 
you  .? 

Fount.  For  all  this  Vve  will  di.ue  with  you. 


'Bel.  And  for  all  this  will  have  a better  anfwer  from  you. 
Wid.  You  fliall  never,  neither  have  an  anfwer  nor  dinner, 
unlefs  you  ufe  me  with  a more  Raid  refped,  and  Ray  your 
time  too. 

Enter  Ilabella,  Shorthole,  Roger,  Humphrey, 

Ralph,  with  dijhes  of  meat. 

Jfab.  Forward  with  the  meat  now. 

Rog.  Come  Gentlemen,  march  fairly. 

Short.  “Ro^erj  you  are  a weak  Serving-man,  your  white 
broath  runs  from  you  •,  fie,  how  I fweat  under  this  Pile  of 
Beef-,  an  Elephant  can  do  more ! Oh  for  fuch  a back  now, 
and  in  thele  times,what  might  a man  arrive  at ! Goofe,grafe 
you  up,  and  Woodcock  march  behinde  thee,  I am  almoR 
foundred. 

Wid.  Who  bid  you  bring  the  meat  yet  ? away  you.  knaves, 

I will  not  dine  thele  two  hours : how  am  I vext  and  chafed  ! 
go  carry  k back  and  tell  the  Cook,  he’s  an  arrant  Rafcal, 
to  fend  before  I called. 

Short.  Face  about  Gentlemen,  beat  a mournfull  march 

then,  and  give  fome  fupporters,  or  elfe  I perilh 

f Exeunt  Servants. 

Jfab.  It  does  me  much  good  to  fee  her  chafe  thus. 

Hare.  We  can  Ray  Madam,  and  will  Ray  and  dwell  here, 
’tis  good  Air. 

Fount.  I know  you  have  beds  enough,  and  meat  you 
never  want. 

Wid.  You  want  a little. 

'Bel.  We  dare  to  pretend  no.  Since  you  arc  churlilh,  we’l 
give  youPhyfickj  you  mnft  purge  this  anger,  it  burns  you 
and  decays  you. 

Wid.  If  I had  you  out  once,  I would  be  at  the  charge  of  a 
portcullis  for  you. 

Enter  Valentine. 

Fal.  Good  morrow  noble  Lady. 

Wid.  Good  morrow  Sir.  How  fweetly  now  he  looks,  and 
how  full  manly ! what  Haves  were  thefc  to  ufe  him  fo ! 

Fal.  1 come  to  look  a young  man  I call  Brother. 

Wid.  Such  a one  was  here  Sir,  as  I remember  your  own 
Brother,  but  gone  almoR  an  hour  agoe. 

Val.  Good  ee’n  then. 

Wid.  You  muR  not  fo  foon  Sir,  here  be  fome  Gentlemen, 
it  may  be  you  are  acquainted  with  ’em. 

Hare.  Will  nothing  make  him  miferable  J 
Fount.  How  glorious ! 

Bel.  It  is  the  very  he,  docs  it  rain  fortunes,  or  has  he  a 
familiar.? 

Hare.  How  doggedly  he  looks  too  ? 

Fount.  I am  beyond  my  faith,  pray  let’s  be  going. 

Val.  Where  are  thefe  Gentlemen  ^ 

Wid.  Here. 

Val.  Yes  I know  ’em,  and  will  be  more  familiar, 

Bel.  Morrow  Madam. 

Wid.  Nay  fray  and  dine.  , . 

Val.  You  ftiall  Ray  till  I talk  with  you,  and  not  dine 
neither,  but  faRingly  my  fury,  you  think  you  have  undone 
me,  think  lb  Rill,  and  fwallow  that  belief,  till  you  be  com- 
pany for  Court-hand  Clarks,  and  Rarved  Atturnies,  till  you 
break  in  at  playes  like  Prentices  for  three  a groat,  and  Crack 
Nuts  with  the  Scholars  in  peny  Rooms  again,  and  fight  fet 
Apples,  till  you  return  to  what  I found  you,  people  betrai  d 
into  the  hands  of  Fencers,  Challengers;  Tooth-drawers 
Bills,  and  tedious  Proclamations  in  Meal-markets  , with 
throngings  to  Re  Cutpurfes : Rir  not,  but  hear,  and  mark^ 
rie  cut  your  throats  clR,  till  Waterworks,  and  rumours  Oi 
New  Rivers  rid  you  again  and  run  you  into  queRions  who 
built  Thames,  till  you  run  mad  for  Lotteries,  and  Rand 
there  with  your  Tables  to  glean  the  golden  Sentences,  and 
cite  ’em  fecrely  to  Servingmen  for  found  Eflayes,  till  Ta- 
verns allow  you  but  a Towel  room*  to  Tipple  Wine  in,  that 
the  Bell  ha'th  gone  for  twice,  and  Glafies  that  look  like 
broken  promifes,  tied  up  with  wicker  proteRations,Englilh 
I Tobacco’  v/kh  hal^  Pipes,'  nor  in  half  a year  once  burnt^ 
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j and  Biskct  that  Bawds  have  rubb’d  their  gums  upon  lik 
Corals  to  bring  the  mark  again,  tell  thefe  hour  Rafcals  fo 
this  moll  fatal  hour  will  come  again,  think  I fit  down  th< 
loofcr. 

Wtd.  Will  you  flay  Gentlemen,  a piece  of  Beef  and  a cok 
Capon,  that’s  all,  you  know  you  are  w'elcom. 

Hn7n.  That  was  call  to  abufeus. 

Bel.  Steal  off^  the  Devil  is  in  his  anger. 

Wid.  Nay  I a m fure  you  will  not  leave  me  lb  dilcourteoufly, 
now  i have  provided  for  you. 

Fal.  What  do  you  here  why  do  ye  vex  a woman  of  her 
goodnefs^  her  ftate  and  worth  ? can  you  bring  a fair  certifi- 
cate that  you  delerve  to  be  her  footmen  ? husbands,  yoi 
puppies  ? husbands  for  Whores  and  Bawds,  away  you  wind 
fuckers,  do  not  look  big,  nor  prate,  nor  flay,  nor  grumble, 
and  when  you  are  gone,  leem  to  laugh  at  my  fury, and  flight 
this  Lady,  I fhall  hear,  and  know  this:  and  though  1 am 
not  bound  to  fight  for  women,  as  far  they  are  good  I dare 
preferve  ’em  : be  not  too  bold,  for  if  you  be,  I’le 
you  monftroufly  without  all  pity,  your  honours  now^oe, 
avoid  me  mainly.  C £^eunt. 

Wid.  Well  Sir,  you  have  delivered  me,  I thank  you,  and 
with  your  noblencfs  prevented  danger,  their  tongues  might 
utter,we’ll  all  go  and  eat  Sir. 

ral.  No,  no,  I dare  not  trufl  my  fclf  with  women,  goto 
your  meat,  eat  little,  take  lefseafe,  and  tie  your  body  to  a 
daily  labour,  you  may  live  honellly,  and  fo  I thank  you. 

f Exit. 

Wid,  Well  go  thy  ways,thou  art  a noble  fellow, and  fome 
means  I mull  work  to  have  thee  know  it.  {Exit. 

e Vnc.  Good  joy  and  fortune. 

Wtd.  Thefe  are  good  things,  and  worth  my  thanks,  I 
; thank  you  Sir. 

Mer.  Much  joy  I hope  you’l  find,  we  came  to  gratulate 
i your  new  knit  marriage- band. 

Wid.  How  ? 

Vnc.  He’s  a Gentleman,  although  he  be  my  kinfraan, 
my  fair  Niece. 

Wtd.  Niece,  Sir  ? 

Vnc.  Yes  Lady,  now  I may  fay  fo,  ’tj|  no  fhame  to  you,  I 
fay  a Gentleman,  and  wdnking  at  fome  light  fancies,  which 
you  moft  happily  may  afieifl:  him  for,  as  bravely  carried,  as 
nobly  bred  and  managed. 

Wid. . What’s  all  this  ? I underftand  yoii  not,  what  Niece, 
what  marriage-knot? 

Vnc.  Tie  tell  plainly,  you  are  my  Niece,and  V (dentine  the 
Gentleman  has  made  you  lb  by  marriage. 

Wtd.  Marriage  ? 

Vnc.  Yes  Lady,  and  ’twas  a noble  and  vertuous  part,  to 
take  a falling  man  to  your  protection,  and  buoy  him  up  a- 
gain  to  all  his  glories. 

Wid.  The  men  are  mad. 

eJt/er.  What  thougn  he  wanted  thefe  outward  things, 
that  flie  away  like  lhadows,  was  not  his  mind  a full  one, 
and  a brave  one?  You  have  wealth  enough  to  give  him 
glofs  -and  outfide,  and  he  wit  enough  to  give  way  to  love 
a Lady. 

Vnc.  1 ever  thought  he  w’ould  do  well. 
eJ^/er.  Nay , I knew  how  ever  he  wheel’d  about  like 
a loofe  Cabine,  he  would  charge  home  at  length,  like  a 
brave  Gentleman  •,  Heavens  blefling  0’  your  heart  Lady , 
we  are  fo  bound  to  honour  you , in  all  your  fcrvicc  fo 
devoted  to  you. 

Vnc.  Do  not  look  fo  ftrange  Widow,  it  muft  be  known, 
better  a general  joy  ^ noftirringhereyct,  come,  come,  you 
cannot  hide  ’em. 

Wtd.  Pray  be  not  impudent, thefe  arc  the  fineft  toyes,  be- 
like I am  married  then  ? 

Mer.  You  are  in  a miftrable  eftate  in  the  worlds  account 
elfe,  1 would  not  for  your  wealth  it  cainc  to  doubting. 

Wid.  And  I am  great  with  child 

Vnc.  No,  great  they  fay  not, but  ’tis  a full  opinion  you  arc 
with  child,  and  great  joy  among  the  Gentlemen,  your  hus- 
band hath  beftirred  himfelf  fairly. 

Mer.  Alas,  we  know  his  private  hours  of  entrance,  how 
long,  and  when  he  flayed,  could  name  the  bed  too,  where  he 
paid  down  his  firft-fruits. 

Wtd.  I lhall  believe  anon. 

Vnc.  And  we  conlider  for  fome  private  reafons,you  would 
have  it  private,  yet  take  your  own  pleafurc ; and  fo  good 
morrow,  my  beft  Niece,  my  fwceteft. 

Wtd.  No,  no,  pray  flay.  ; 

Vnc.  1 know  you  would  be  with  him,  love  him,  and  love  , 
him  well. 

Mer.  You’l  find  him  noble,  this  may  beget 

Vnc.  It  muft  needs  work  upon  her. 

\_Exit  Uncle,  and  Mer. 

Wid.  Theft  are  fine  bobs  i’faith,  married,  and  with  child 
too ! how  long  has  this  been,  I trow  ? they  ftem  grave  fel- 
lows, they  ftiould  not  come  to  flout  ^ married,  and  bedded, 
the  world  takes  notice  too  ! where  lies  this  May-game?  I 
could  be  vext  extrcamly  now,  and  rail  too,  but  ’tis  to  no  , 
end, though  I itch  a little,muft  1 be  fcratcht  1 know  not  how, 
who  waits  there 

Enter  Humphrey,  a Servant. 

Hum.  Madam.  U 

Wtd.  Make  ready  my  Coach  quickly,  and  wait  you  only,  I 
ind  hark  you  Sir,  be  fecret  and  fpeedy,  inquire  out  where 
le  lies. 

Hum.  I fhall  do  it,  Madam. 

ITiW.  Married,  and  got  with  child  in  a dream  1 ’tis 
ine  i’faith,  fure  he  that  did  this,  would  do  better  waking. 

\_Exit. 

Enter 

A St  US  Quint  tfs.  Seen  a Frima, 

1 Enter  Uncle,  and  Merchant. 

Vnc.  TV  yr  oft  certain  ’tis  her  hands  that  hold  him  up,  and 
ivX  her  lifter  relieves  Frank. 

Mer.  I am  glad  to  hear  it : but  wherefore  do  they  not 
purfue  this  fortune  to  fome  fair  end  ? 

Vnc.  The  women  are  too  craftie,  Vahntine  too  coy,  and 
FrankjioohaMwWy  had  any  wife  man  hold  offuch  a blefling, 
they  would  ftrike  it  out  o’th’  flint  but  they  would  form  it. 

Enter  Widow,  and  Shorthofe. 

Mer.  The  Widow  fure,  why  does  Ihe  ftir  lb  early  ? 

Wid.  ’Tis  ftrange,  1 cannot  force  him  to  under ftand  me, 
and  make  a benefit  of  what  1 would  bring  him : tell  my 
lifter  Tie  ufe  my  devotions  at  home  this  morning,  fhe  may 
if  file  pleafe  go  to  Church. 

Short.  Hey  ho. 

Wtd.  And  do  you  wait  upon  her  with  a torch  Sir. 

Short.  Hey  ho. 

Wid.  Youlazie  Knave. 

Short.  Here  isfuch  a tinkle  tanklings  that  we  can  ne’re 
lie  quiet,  and  fleepour  prayers  out.  Ralph.,  pray  emptie  my 
right  fhooe  that  you  made  your  Chamber  pot,  and  burn  a 
little  Rofemariein’t,  I muft  wait  upon  my  Lady.  This  mor- 
ning Prayer  has  brought  me  into  a confumption,  I have  no- 
thing left  but  flefh  and  bones  about  me. 

Wtd.  Youdroufie  flave,  nothing  but  fleep  and  fwilling  ? 
Short.  Had  you  been  bitten  with  Bandog  fleas,  as  1 have 
been,  and  haunted  with  the  night  Mare. 

Wid.  With  an  Ale-pot. 

Short.  You  would  have  little  lift  to  morning  Prayers, 
pray  take  my  fellow  Ra'ph,  he  has  a Pfalm  Book,  I am  an 
ingrum  man. 

Wid.  Get  you  rearly  quickly,  and  when  fhe  is  ready  wait  £ 
upon  her  handfomely  ^ no  more,  begone.  ] 

Short.  If  i do  mo: e my  part  out— ^ Cf.vif  Short. 

Vnc.  Now  to  our  purpofes. 

Mer.  Good  morrow.  Madam. 

Wtd.  Good  morrow.  Gentlemen. 

I 


Wit  without  Money, 


Enter  Valentine,  Fran.  Lance^^w^/ a Boy  with  a Torch. 

Vd.  Hold  thy  Torch  handfomely : how  doll  thou  Fr^inkJ 
Peter  Bajfely  bear  up. 

Fran.  You  have  fried  me  foundly,  Sack  do  you  call  this 
drink  ? 

VaL  A Ihrewd  dog.  Frankly  will  bite  abundantly. 

Lan.  Now  could  1 fight,  and  fight  with  thee. 

Wal.  With  me,  thou  man  of  Memphis  ? 

Lan.  But  that  thou  art  mine  own  natural  mailer,  yet 
my  fack  fays  thou  art  no  man,  thou  art  a Pagan,  and  pawn- 
eft  thy  land,  which*^  noble  caufe. 

Val.  No  arms,  nof  arms,  good  Lancelot y dear  Lanccy 
no  fighting  here,  we  will  have  Lands  boy.  Livings,  and 
Titles,  thou  (halt  be  a Vice-Roy,  hang  fighting,  hang’t’tis 
out  of  fafhion. 

Lan.  I would  fain  labour  you  into  your  lands  again,  go 
to,  it  is  behoveful. 

Fran.  Fie  Lancey  fie. 

Lan.  I muft  beat  fome  body,  and  why  not  my  Mafter, 
before  a ftranger  ? charity  and  beating  begins  at  home. 

Vd.  Come,  thou  (halt  beat  me. 

Lan.  I will  not  be  compel’d,  and  you  were  two  Mafters, 
I fcorn  the  motion. 

Val.  Wilt  thou  fleep  ? 

Lan.  I fcorn  fleep. 

Val.  Wilt  thou  go  eat  ? 

Lan.  I fcorn  meat,  I come  for  rompering,  I come  to 
wait  upon  my  charge  difcreetly  *,  for  look  you,  if  you  will 
not  take  your  Mortgage  again,  here  do  I lie  Ceorgey  and 
fo  forth. 

Val.  And  here  do  I S*  beftride  the  Dragon,  thus 

with  my  Lance. 

Lan.  I fling,  I fling  with  my  tail. 

Val.  Do  you  fo,  do  you  fo.  Sir  ? I fhall  tail  you  prefently. 

Fran.  By  no  means,  do  not  hurt  him. 

Val.  Take  this  iVf//o«,and  now  rife,  thou  Maiden  Knight 
of  MalhgOy  lace  on  thy  Helmet  of  inchanted  Sack,  and 
charge  again. 

Lan.  I’le  play  no  more,  youabufeme,  will  you  go? 

Fran.  I’le  bid  you  good  morrow,  Brother,  for  fleep  I 
cannot,  I have  a thoufand  fancies. 

Val.  Now  thou  art  arrived,  go  bravely  to  the  matter, 
and  do  fomething  of  worth,  Franks 

Lan.  You  fhall  hear  from  us.  \_Exeunt  Lance  and  Franks 

Val.  This  Rogue,  if  he  had  been  fober,  fure  had  beaten 
me,  tis  the  moft  tettifh  Knave. 

Enter  Uncle  and  Merchant,  Boy  with  a Torch. 
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and  then  in  ftatc  PlC  render 


at  all  the  miferies  of  Mortgag 
thee  an  anfwcr. 

eJTUr.  What  fay  you  to  this  ? 

Vnc.  rdarenoefay,  nor  think  neither. 

iJVcr.  Will  you  redeem  your  ftate,  fpcak  to  the  point, 
Sir  ? 

V d.  Not,  not  if  it  were  mine  heir  in  the  T ttrks  Gaiiies. 

Mer.  Then  1 muft  take  an  order  ? 

V d.  Take  a thoufand,  I will  not  keep  it,  nor  thou  (halt 
not  have  it,  becaufe  thou  cameft  i'ch’  nick,  thou  (halt  not 
have  it,  go  take  pofFeflion,  and  be  fure  you  hold  it,  hold  i 
fall  with  both  hands,  for  there  be  thofe  hounds  uncoupled,  j 
will  ring  you  fuch  a knell,  go  down  in  glory,  and  maren  up  } 
on  my  land,  and  cry.  All’s  mine-,  cry  as  the  Devil  did,  1 
and  be  the  Devil,  mark  what  an  Echo  follows,  build  fine  j 
March-panes,  to  entertain  Sir  Silk-worm  and  his  Lady,  and  1 
pull  the  Chappel  down,  and  raife  a Chamber  for  Miftrefs  j 
Silver-pin,  to  lay  her  belly  in,  mark  what  an  Earthquake  } 
comes.  Then  fooliflr  Merchant  my  Tenants  are  no  Subjects,  j 
they  obey  nothing,  and  they  are  people  too  never  Cuii 
ftened,  they  know  no  Law  nor  Confcience,  they’ll  devour 
thee-,  and  thou  mortal,  th.e  flopple,  they’ll  confound  thee 
within  three  days  •,  no  bit  nor  memory  of  what  thou  vvert, 
no  not  the  Wart  upon  thy  Nofe  there,  fhall  be  e’re  heard 
of  more  •,  go  take  poireflion,  and  bring  thy  Children  down, 
to  roft  like  Rabbets,  they  love  young  Toafts  and  Butter, 
Bow  bell  Suckers as  they  love  mifehief,  and  hate  Law,  they 
are  Cannibals  -y  bring  dowm  thy  kindred  too,  that  be  not 
fruitful,  there  be  thofe  Mandrakes  that  will  molline  ’em,  ' 
gotakepofTeflion,  Tie  go  to  my  Chamber,  afore  Boy  go. 

]^E.vennt. 

fjner.  He’s  mad  fure. 

Vnc.  He’s  half  drunk  fure:  and  ^Tt  I like  this  unwilling- 
nefs  to  lofe  it,  this  looking  back. 

eJUer.  Yes,  if  he  did  it  handfomely,  but  he’s  fo  harfli 
and  ftrange.  ' j 

Vnc.  Believe  it  ’tis  his  drink,  Sir,  and  I am  glad  his 
drink  has  thrull  it  out. 

<iJMer.  Cannibals  ? if  ever  I come  to  view  his  Regiment, 
if  fair  terms  may  be  had . 

Vnc.  He  tells  you  true,  Sir,  they  are  a bunch  of  the 
moftboifterous  Rafcalsdiforder  ever  made,  let  ’em  be  mad 
once,  thepower  of  the  whole  Country  cannot  cool’cm,  be 
patient  but  a while. 

<^Fer.  As  long  as  you  will.  Sir,  before  I buy  a bargain 
of  fuch  Runts,  I’ie  buy  a Colledge  for  Bears,  and  live  a- 
mong  ’em. 

Francifeo,  Lance,  Boy  with  a Torch. 


Vnc.  ’Tis  he. 

<>JWer.  Good  morrow. 

Val.  Why,  Sir,  good  morrow  to  you  too,  and  you  be 
fo  lufty. 

Vnc.  You  have  made  ypur  Brother  a fine  man,  we  met 
him. 

Val.  I made  him  a fine  Gentleman,  he  was  a fool  before, 
brought  up  amongfl  the  midfl  of  Small-Beer-Brew-houfes, 
what  would  you  have  with  me  ? 

Mer.  I come  to  tell  you,  your  lateft  hour  is  come. 

Val.  Are  you  my  fentcnce  ? 

Mer.  The  fentence  of  your  ftate. 

Vd.  Let  it  be  hang’d  then,  and  let  it  be  hahg’d  high 
enough,  I may  not  fee  it. 

Vnc.  A gracious  refolution. 

Val.  What  would  you  haveelfe  with  me,  will  you  go 
drink,  and  let  the  world  Aide,  Uncle?  Ha,  ha,  ha,  boyes, 
drink  Sack  like  Whey,  boyes. 

Mer.  Have  you  no  feeling.  Sir  ? 

V d.  Come  hither  Merchant : make  itie  a fupper,  thou 
moft  reverent  Land-catcher,  a fupper  of  forty  pounds. 

Mer.  What  then,  Sir? 

Val.  Then  bring  thy  Wife  along,  and  thy  fair  Sifters, 
thy  Neighbours  and  their  Wives,  and  all  their  trinkets, 
let  me  have  forty  Trumpets,  and  fuch  Wine,  we’ll  laugh 


Fran.  How  doft  thou  noW?  , 

Lan.  Better  than  I was,  and  ftraighter,  but  my  head’s 
a Hogfhead  ftill,  it  rowls  and  tumbles. 

Fran.  Thou  wert  cruelly  paid. 

Lan.  1 may  live  to  requite  it,  put  a Snaffle  of  SSek  in 
my  mouth  and  then  ride  melvery  well.' 

Fran.  ’Twas  all  but  fport,  I’le  tell  thee  what  I mean  new, 

I mean  to  fee  this  Wench. 

Lan.  Where  a Devil  is  fire  ? and  there  were  two,  ’twere 
better. 

Fran.  Doft  thou  hear  the  Bell  ring? 

Lan.  Yes,  yes. 

Fran.  Then  Ihe  comes  to  prayers,  early  each  morni.u 
(hither : Now  if  1 could  but  meet  her,  for  I am  of  another 
mettle  now. 

Enter  Ifabel,  and  Shorthofe  with  a Torch. 

Lan.  What  light’s  yon? 

Fran.  Ha,  ’tis  a light,  take  her  by  the  hand  and  court  her. 

Lan.  Take  her  below  the  girdle,  you’l  never  fpeed  etfe, 
it  comes  on  this  way  ftill,  oh  that  I had  but  fuch  an  oppor- 
tunity in  a Saw-pit,  how  it  comes  on,  comes  on  ! ’tis  here.  > 

Fran.  ’Tislhe:  fortune  I kifs  thy  hand Good  mor-  ^ 

row  Lady. 

Jfa:  What  voice  is  that,  Sirra,  do  vou  fleep  as  you  go,  , 
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IVit  withojil  a^^oney. 


’tis  he,  I am  glad  on’t.  Why,5^or/-fco/f  f 

Short.  Yes  forfooth,!  was  dreamt,  I was  going  to  Church 

Laft.  She  fees  you  as  plain  as  I do. 

Jfab.  Hold  the  torch  up. 

Short.  Here’s  nothing  but  a flail,  and  a Butchers  Dog  a- 
fleep  in’t,  where  did  you  fee  the  voice  ? 

Fran:  She  looks  ftill  angry. 

Fan.  To  her  and  meet  Sir. 

Ifab.  Here,  here. 

Fran.  Yes  Lady, never  blefs  your  felf,  I am  but  a man, and 
like  an  honeft  man,  now  I will  thank  you 

Ifab.  What  do  you  mean,  who  Lent  for  you,  who  de- 
fired  you  ^ 


Short.  Shall  I put  out  the  Torch  forfooth  ? 

Iftb.  Can  I not  go  about  my  private  meditations,  Ha,  but 
fuch  companions  as  you  mud;  ruffle  me?  you  had  belt  go  with 
me  Sir? 

Fran.  ’Tvvas  my  purpofc. 

Jfib.  Why,  what  an  impudence  is  this ! you  had  beft, 
being  fo  near  the  Church,  provide  a Priefl,  and  perfwade 
me  to  marry  you. 

Fran.  It  was  my  meaning,  and  fuch  a husband,  fo  loving, 
and  focarefull,  my  youth,  and  all  my  fortunes  lliall  arrive 
at- Hark  you  .? 

Ifab.  ’Tis  ftrange  you  fnould  be  thus  unmannerly,  turn 
home  again  firra,  you  had  belt  now  force  my  man  to  lead 
your  way. 

Lan.  Yes  marry  fflall  he  Lady,  forward  my  friend. 

Ifab.  This  is  a pretty  Riot,  it  may  grow  to  a rape. 

Fran.  Do  you  like  that  better  ? I can  raviffl  you  an  hun- 
dred times,  and  never  hurt  you'. 

Short.  I fee  nothing,  I am  afleep  flill,when  you  have  done 
tell  me,  and  then  Tie  wake  Miflris. 

Ifab.  Are  you  in  earnefl  Sir, do  you  long  to  be  hang’d  ? 
Fran.  Yes  by  my  troth  Lady  in  thefe  fair  Treffes. 

Ifab.  Shall  I call  out  for  help  ? 

Fran.  No  by  no  means,  that  were  a weak  trick  Lady, 

Tie  kifs,  and  flop  your  mouth. 

Ifab.  You’lanfwer  all  thefe? 

Fran.  A thoufand  kiffles  more. 

Ifab.  I was  never  abufed  thus,  you  had  bcfl  give  out  too, 
that  you  found  me  willing,  and  fay  I doted  on  you  ? 

Fran.  That’s  known  already, and  no  man  living  fliall  now 
carry  you  from  me. 

Ifab.  This  is  fine  i’faith. 

Fran.  It  fhail  be  ten  times  finer. 

Ifab.  Well,  feeing  you  are  fo  valiant,  keep  your  way,  I 
will  to  Church. 

Fran.  And  I will  wait  upon  you. 

Jfab.  And  it  is  mofl;  likely  there’s  a Prieft,  if  you  dare 
venture  as  you  profefs,  I would  wifh  you  look  about  you,  to 
do  thefe  rude  tricks,  for  you  knew  the  recompences,  and 
truH:  not  to  my  mercy. 

Fran.  But  I will  Lady. 

Ifab.  For  rie  fo  handle  you. 

Ft  'an.  That’s  it  I look  for. 

Lan.  Afore  thou  dream. 

Shor.  Have  you  done.^ 

Ifab.  Go  on  Sir,  and  follow  if  you  dare. 

Fran.  If  I do  not,  hang  me. 

Lan.  ’Tis  all  thine  own  boy,  an’twere  a million,  god  a 
mercy  Sack,  when  would  fmall  Beer  have  done  this  ? 

Knocking  vpithin.  Enter  Valentine. 

K d.  Whofe  that  that  knocks  and  bounces,  what  a Devil 
ails  you, is  hell  broke  loofe,or  do  you  keep  an  Iron  mill  ? 

Enter  a Servant. 

Ser.  ’Tis  a Gentlewoman  Sir  that  mull  needs  fpeak  with 
you. 

Ka!.  A Gentlewoman  ? what  Gentlewoman,  what  have  I 
to  do  with  Gentlewomen  ? 

Ser.  She  will  not  be  anfwered  Sir. 

Fal.  Fling  up  the  bed  and  let  her  in.  Tie  try  how  gentle 


(]ie  is C Servant. 

This  Sack  has  fill’d  my  head  fo  full  of  babies,  I am  almoft 
mad;  what  Gentlewoman  fliould  this  be ? I hope  fliehas 
brought  me  no  butter  print  along  with  her  to  lay  to  my 
charge,  if  fhe  have  ’tis  all  one.  Tie  forfwear  it. 

Enter  Widow. 


Wid. 
pray. 


O you’re  a noble  Gallant,  fend  off  your  Servant 

n E.xit  Servant 

Fal.  She  will  not  raviffl  me  by  this  light  fhe  looks  as 
fflarp  fet  as  a Sparrow  hawk,  what  wouldft  thou  woman  ? 

Wtd.  O you  have  ufed  me  kindly,  and  like  a Gentleman, 
this  |is  to  trull;  to  you. 

Fal.  Trull  to  me,  for  what? 

Wtd.  Becaiife  I faid  in  jell  once,you  were  a handfom  man, 
one  I could  like  well,  and  fooling,  made  you  believe  I loved 
you,  and  might  be  brought  to  marrie. 

Kal.  The  widow  is  drunk  too. 

Wtd.  You  outof  this,  which  is  a fine  dilcrction,  give  out 
the  matter’s  done,  you  have  won  and  wed  me,  and  that 
you  have  put,  fairly  put  for  an  heir  too,  thefe  are  fine  ru- 
mours to  advance  my  credit:  i’th’nanie  of  mifehief  what 
did  you  mean? 

Fal.  That  you  loved  me,  and  that  yon  might  be  brought 
to  marrie  me  ? vvhy,what  a Devil  do  you  mean, widow  ? 

Wid.  ’Twas  a fine  trick  too,  to  tell  the  world  though  you 
had  enjoyed  your  firll  wiffl  you  wiffled,  the  wealth  you 
aimed  at,  that  I was  poor,  which  is  mod  true,  I am,  have 
fold  my  lands,  becaule  I love  not  tbofe  vexations,  yet  for 
mine  honours  fake,  if  you  mud  be  prating,  and  for  my  cre- 
dits fake  in  the  Town. 

Kal.  I tell  thee  widow,  I like  thee  ten  times  better,  now 
thou  had  no  Lands,  for  now  thy  hopes  and  cares  lye  on  thy 
husband,  if e’re  thou  marryed  more. 

Wid.  Have  not  you  married  me,  and  for  this  main  caufe, 
now  as  you  report  it,  to  be  your  Nurfc  ? 

Kal.  My  Nurfe  ? why,  what  am  I grown  to,  give  me  the 
Glafs,  my  Nurfe. 

Wid.  You  n’er  faid  truer,  I mudeonfefs  I did  a little  fa- 
vour you,  and  with  forae  labour  might  have  been  perfwa- 
ded,  but  when  I found  I mud  be  hourly  troubled,  with  mak- 
ing broths,  anddawbing  yourdecayes  with  fw^adling,  and 
wifh  ditching  up  your  ruines,  for  the  world  fo  reports. 

Fal.  Do  not  provoke  me. 

Wid.  And  half  an  eye  may  fee, 

F d.  Do  not  provoke  me,  the  world’s  a lying  world,  and 
thou  fflalt  find  it,  have  a good  heart,  and  take  a drong  faith 
to  thee,  and  mark  what  follows,  my  Nurfe,  yes,  you  fflall 
rock  me : Widow  I’le  keep  you  waking. 

Wtd.  You  are  difpofed  Sir. 

Fal.  Yes  marry  am  I Widow,  and  you  fflall  feel  it,  nay 
and  they  touch  my  freehold,  I am  a Tiger. 

Wid.  I think  fo. 

Fal.  Come. 

Wid.  Whither? 

FM.  Any  whither.  H Sings. 

The  fit’s  upon  me  now,  the  fit’s  upon  me  now. 

Come  quickly  gentle  Ladie,  the  fit’s  upon  me  now, 

The  world  fflall  know  they’re  fools. 

And  fo  fflalt  thou  do  too. 

Let  the  Cobler  meddle  with  his  tools. 

The  fit’s  upon  me  now. 

Take  me  quickly,  while  I am  in  this  vein,  away  with  me, 
for  if  I have  but  two  hours  to  confidcr,all  the  widows  in  the 
world  cannot  recover  me. 

Wid.  If  you  will,  go  with  me  Sir. 

Fal.  Yes  marrie  will  I,  but 'tis  in  anger  yet,  and  I will 
marrie  thee,  donotcrofsme*,  yes,  and  1 will  lie  with  thee, 
and  get  a whole  bundle  of  babies,  and  I will  kifs  thee,  dand 
ftill  and  kifs  me  handfomeJy,  but  do  not  provoke  me,  dir 
neither  hand  nor  foot,  for  I am  dangerous,  I drunk  fack 
yefternight,  do  not  allure  me Thou  art  no  widow  of  this 
world, come  in  pitie,  and  in  fpite  I’le  marrie  thee, not  a word 
more,  and  I may  be  brought  to  love  thee.  [iE.vrMnt . 

Enter 
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Enter  Merchant,  and  Uncle,  at  fever al  doors. 

Mer.  Well  met  again,  ^ what  good  news  yet  ? 

Vnc.  Faith  nothing. 

Mer.  No  fruits  of  whatwefowed? 

Vnc.  Nothing  I hear  of. 

Mer.  No  turning  in  this  tide  yet  ? 

Vnc.  ’Tis  all  flood,  and  till  that  fall  away,  there’s  no 
expeding. 

Enter  Fran.  Ifab.  Lance,  Shorthofe,  a torch. 

Mer.  Is  not  this  his  younger  Brother? 

V71C.  With  a Gentlewoman  the  widow’s  lifter,  as  I live 
he  fmiles,  he  has  got  good  hold, why  well  faid  Franks  i’faith, 
let’s  ftay  and  mark. 

Ifab.  Well,  you  are  the  prettieft  youth,  and  fo  you  have 
handled  me,  think  you  ha’  me  fure. 

Fran.  As  fure  as  wedlock. 

Jfab.  You  had  beft  lie  with  me  too. 

Fran.  Yes  indeed  will  I,  and  get  fuch  black  ey’d  boyes. 

Vnc.  God  a Mercy,  Frank. 

Jfab.  This  is  a mcrrie  world,  poor  Ample  Gentlewomen 
that  think  no  harm,  cannot  walk  about  their  bulinefs,  but 
they  m.uft  be  catcht  up  I know  not  how. 

Fran.  Tie  tell  you,  and  Tie  inftruft  ye  too,  have  I caught 
you,  Miftrefs.? 

Jfab.  Well,  and  it  were  not  for  pure  pity,  I would  give 
you  the  flip  yet,  but  being  as  it  is. 

Fran.  It  lhall  be  better. 

Enter  Valentine,  Widow,  and  Ralph,  with  a torch. 

Ifab.  My  lifter,  as  I live,  your  Brother  with  her ! fUre,  I 
think  you  are  the  Kings  takers. 

Vnc.  Now  it  works. 

Fal.  Nay,  you  lhall  know  I am  a man. 

Wid.  I think  fo. 

ral.  And  fuch  proof  you  lhall  have. 

Wid.  i pray /peak  foftly*  _ 


ral.  I’le  fpeak  it  out  Widow,  yes  and  you  lhall  confefs 
too,  I am  no  Nurle-child,  I went  for  a man,  agoodone,  if 
you  can  beat  me  out  o’th’  pit. 

Wid.  1 did  but  jeft  with  you. 

Kal.  rie  handle  you  in  earneft,  and  fo  handle  you : Nay; 
when  my  credit  calls. 

Wid.  Are  you  niad  ? 

Val.  I am  mad,  I am  mad. 

Fran.  Good  morrow.  Sir,  I like  your  preparation! 

Val.  Thou  haft  been  at  it,  Franks 

Fran.  Yes  faith,  ’tis  done  Sir. 

Fd.  Along  with  me  then,  never  hang  an  arfe;  widow. 

Ifab.  ’Tis  to  no  purpofe,  lifter. 

Fal.  Well  faid  Black-brows,  advance  your  torches 
Gentlemen. 

Vnc.  Yes,  yes  Sir. 

Val.  And  keep  your  ranks. 

Mer.  Lance.,  carrie  this  before  him. 

Vnc.  Carrie  it  in  ftate. 

Enter  Mullcians,  Fount.  Hare.  Bel. 

Val.  What  are  you,  Muficians?  I know  your  coming,  and 
what  are  thofe  behind  you  ? 

MhCi.  Gentlemen  thatfentusto  give  the  Lady  a good 
morrow. 

Val.  O I know  them,come  boy  ling  the  long  I taught  you, 
And  ling  it  luftily,come  forwardGentlemen,you’re  welcom, 
Welcom,  now  we  are  all  friends,  go  get  the  Prieft  ready. 
And  let  him  not  be  long,  we  have  much  bulinels : , 

Come  Fr4«i^,re]oyce  with  me, thou  haft  got  the  ftart  boy^ 
But  rie  fo  tumble  after,  come  my  friends  lead. 

Lead  cheerfully,  and  let  your  Fiddles  ring  boy  es. 

My  follies  and  my  fancies  have  an  end  here, 

Difplay  the  morgage  Lance.,  Merchant  I’le  pay  you, 

And  every  thing  lhall  be  in  joynt  again. 

Vnc.  Afore,  afore. 

Val.  And  now  confefs,  and  know, 

Wit  without  Money,  fometimes  gives  the  blow.  ^Ekednt, 
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Perfbns  Reprefcnted  in  the  Play. 


Wolfort,  an  ufnrper  of  the  Earldom  <7/Flanders. 
Gerrard,  falfily  called  Claufe,  King  of  the  Beggars^ 
Father  in  Law  to  Florez. 

Hubert,  an  honeji  Lord^  a friend  to  Gerrard. 
Florez,  falfely  called  Gofwin,  a rich  Merchant  of 
Bruges. 

Herapskirke,  a Captain  under  Wolford. 

Herman  Courtier.?  . j t ' . /-r'l  j 

^ , ^>jnhabttants  <7f,Flanders. 

Merchant,  \ 

Vandunke,  a drunkyn  Merchant  friend  to  Gerrard, 
falfely  Called  Father  to  Bertha. 

Vanlock,  V 

4Merchants,  p/Bruges.  ' ' 

Higgen,^  - 

Frigg,  yThree  Knavifj  Beggars,  ’ 

Snapp,  3 
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Ferret, Gentlemen  difguifed  under  thofe 
Ginkes,]"  names  of  Gcrmrd’s party. 

Clown. 

Boores. 

Servants. 

Guard. 

Sailor. 

IV  0 M E N. 

\ 

Jaculin,  Daughter  to  Gerrard,  beloved  ^»/Hubert. 
Bertha  called  Gertrude,  Daughter  to  the  Dnkp  of 
Brabant,  Mijirefs  to  Florez. 

Margaret,  Wife  /i)  Vandunke. 

M''^  Frances,  afrow  Daughter  to  Vanlock. 


The  Scene  Flanders. 


ASiifs  primm.  Scenaprima. 


Enter  a Merchant  and  Herman. 


Mcr. 


S he  then  taken?  _ . _ 

Her.  And  brought  back  even  now,  Sir. 

Mer.  He  Vv’as  not  in  difgrace  ? 

Her.  No  man  more  lov’d, 

Nor  more  deferv’d  it,  being  the  only  man 
That  durh;  be  lioneH:  in  this  Court. 

Mcr.  Indeed 

We  have  heard  abroad,  Sir,  that  the  State  hath  fufTcred 
gr^e^t  change,  fince  tlic  C^untefles  death. 

Hef  Itt!a!tij>'Su'.’  d \ 

ejtler.  My  five  years  abfence  hath  kept  me  a ftranger 
So  much  to  all  the  occurents  of  my  Country, 

As  you  fhall  bind  me  for  fome  Ihort  relation 
To  make  me  underftand  the  prefent  times. 

Her.  I mull;  begin  then  with  a War  was  made 
And  feven  years  with  all  cruelty  continued 
Upon  our  f 4?Werrby  the  Duke  of  Brabant., 

The  caufe  grew  thus ; during-our  feirls  minority, 

Wolfort,  (who  now  ufurps)  was  employed  thither 

To  treat  about  a match  between  our  Earl 

And  the  Daughter  and  Heir  of  Brabant ; during  which  treaty 

The  Brabander  pretends,  this  Daughter  was 

Stolu  from  his  Court,  by  practice  of  our  State, 

T hough  we  are  all  confirm’d,  ’twas  a fought  quarrel 
To  lay  an  unjufi;  gripe  upon, this  Earldom, 

It  being  here  believ’d  the  Duke  Brabant 


Had  no  fuch  lofs. . This  War  upon’t  proclaim’d. 
Our  Earl,  being  then  a Child,  although  his  Father 
Good  Gerrard  liv’d,  yet  in  refped  he  was 
Chofen  by  the  CountelTes  favour,  for  her  Husband, 
And  but  a Gentleman,  and  Florez,  holding 
His  right  unto  this  Country  from  his  Mother, 

The  State  thought  fit  in  this  defenfive  War, 

Wolfort  being  then  the  only  man  of  mark. 

To  make  him  General. 

Mer.  Which  place  we  have  heard 
He  did  difeharge  with  honour. 

Her.  I,  folong. 

And  with  fo  blefl;  fucceffes,  that  the  'Brabander 
Was  forc’t  (his  treafures  wafted,  and  the  choice 
Of  hisbeftmenof  Armestyr’d,  or  cut  off) 

To  leave  the  field,  and  found  a bafe  retreat 
Back  to  his  Country ; but  fo  broken  both 
In  mind  and  means,  er’e  to  make  head  again. 

That  hitherto  he  fits  down  by  his  lofs. 

Not  daring,  or  for  honour,  or  revenge 
Again  to  tempt  his  fortune.  But  this  Vidlory 
More  broke  our  State,  and  made  a deeper  hurt 
In  Flanders,  than  the  greateft  overthrow 
She  ever  receiv’d : ¥qt  Wolfort,  now  beholding 
Himfelf,  and  actions,  in  the  flattering  glafs 
Offelfdefervings,  and  that  cherifn’t  by 


The 


Beggars  Bujh,  167 

A - - - 


The  ftrong  aflurance  of  his  power,  for  then 
All  Captains  of  the  Army  were  his  creatures. 

The  common  SouHier  too  at  his  devotion. 

Made  fo  by  full  indulgence  to  their  rapines 
And  fecret  bounties,  this  ftrength  too  well  known 
And  what  it  could  effedl,  foon  put  in  pradtice. 

As  further’d  by  the  Child-hood  of  the  Earl ; 

And  their  improvidence,  that  might  have  pierc’t 
The  heart  of  his  defigns,  gave  him  occ^on 
To  feizc  the  whole,  and  in  that  plight  you  find  it. 

Mer.  Sir,  I receive  the  knowledge  of  thus  much. 

As  a choice  favour  from  you. 

Her.  Only  I mull  add, 

BrugeshoXd^s  out. 

Mer.  Whither^  Sir,  I am  going. 

For  there  lafl;  night  I had  a Ihip  put  in. 

And  my  Horfe  waits  me.  \_Exit . 

Her.  I wifh  you  a good  journey. 

. Wolfort,  Hubert. 

Wol.  What  ? Hubert  Healing  from  me  ? who  difarm’d  himi’ 
It  was  more  than  I commanded ; take  your  fword, 

I am  belt  guarded  with  it  in  your  hand, 

I have  feen  you  ufe  it  nobly. 

Hub.  And  will  turn  it 
On  my  own  bofom,  ere  it  fliall  be  drawn 
Unworthily  or  rudely. 

Wol.  Would  you  leaye  me 
Without  a farewel,  Hubert  ? flie  a friend 
Unwearied  in  his  ftudy  to  advance  you? 

What  have  I e’re  poflefs’d  which  was  not  yours  ? 

Or  either  did  not  court  you  to  command  it  ? 

Who  ever  yet  arriv’d  to  any  grace. 

Reward  or  truft  from  me,  but  his  approaches 
Were  by  your  fair  reports  of  him  prefer’d  ? 

And  what  is  more  I made  my  felf your  Servant, 

In  making  you  the  Mafter  of  thofe  fecrets 

Which  not  the  rack  of  Confcience  could  draw  from  me, 

Nor  I,  when  I askt  mercy,  truft  my  prayers  with  ^ 

Yet  after  theft  afl'urances  of  love, 

Theft  tyes  and  bonds  of  friendlhip,  to  forfake  me  ? 

Forfake  me  as  an  enemy  ? come  you  muft 
Give  me  a reafon. 

Hub.  Sir,  and  fo  I will, 

If  I may  do’t  in  private ; and  you  hear  it. 

Wol.  All  leave  the  room ; you  have  your  will,  fit  down 
And  ufe  the  liberty  of  our  firft  friendlhip.  (nifh’d, 

Hub.  Friendlhip?  whenyouprov’dTraitor  firft,  that  va- 
Nor  do  1 owe  you  any  thought,  but  hate, 

I know  my  flight  hath  forfeited  my  head  ^ 

And  fo  I may  make  you  firft  underftand 
What  a ftrange  monfter  you  have  made  your  felf, 

I welcome  it. 

Wol.  To  me  this  is  ftrange  language. 

To  you?  why  what  are  you? 

WoL  Your  Prince  and  Mafter, 

The  Earl  of  Flanders. 

Hub.  By  a proper  title ! 

Rais’d  to  it  by  cunning,  circumvention,  force, 

Blood,  and  proferiptions. 

Wol.  And  in  all  this  wifdom , 

Had  I not  reafon  ? when  by  CJerrards  plots 
I ftiould  have  firft  been  call’d  to  a ftridl  accompt 
How,  and  which  way  I had  confum’d  that  mafs  . 

Of  money,  as  they  term  it,in  the  War, 

Who  underhand  had  by  his  Minifters 
Detradhed  my  great  aftion,  made  my  faith 
And  loyalty  fufpedted,  in  which  failing 
He  fought  my  life  by  pradlice. 

Hub.  With  what  fore-head  • 

Do  you  fpeak  this  to  me  ? who  (as  I know’t) 

Muft,  and  will  fay  ’tis  falfe. 

Wol  My  Guard  there. 

Hub.  Sir,  you  bad  me  fit,  and  promis’d  you  would  hear. 


Which  I now  lay  ybu  lhall  ^ not  a found  more. 

For  I that  am  contemner  of  mine  own^ 

Am  Mafter  of  your  life ; then  here’s  a Sword 
Between  you,  and  all  aids.  Sir,  though  you  blind 
The  credulous  beaft,  the  multitude,  youpafsnot 
Theft  grofs  untruths  on  me. 

Wol.  How?  grofs  untruths? 

Hub.  1,  and  it  is  favourable  language. 

They  had  been  in  a mean  man  lyes,  and  foul  ones, 

Wol.  You  take  ftrange  Licence. 

Hub.  Yes,  were  not  thofe  rumours 
Of  being  called  unto  your  anfwer,  fpread 
By  your  own  followers  and  weak  Gerrardmow^t 
(But  by  your  cunning  pradlice)  to  believe 
That  you  were  dangerous  ^ yet  not  to  be 
Punifh’d  by  any  formal  courfe  of  Law, 

But  firft  to  be  made  fure,  and  have  your  crimes 
Laid  open  after,  which  your  quaint  train  taking 
You  fled  unto  the  Camp,  and  their  crav’d  humbly 
Proteeftion  for  your  innocent  life,  and  that. 

Since  you  had  fcap’d  the  fury  of  the  War, 

Y ou  might  not  fall  by  treafon  ••  and  for  proof. 

You  did  not  for  your  own  ends  make  this  danger  *, 

Some  that  had  been  before  by  you  fuborn’d. 

Came  forth  and  took  their  Oaths  they  had  been  hir’d 
By  Gerrard to  your  Murther,  This  once  heard. 

And  eafily  believ’d,  th’  inraged  Souldier 
Seeing  no  further  than  the  outward-man. 

Snatch’d  haftily  his  Arms,  ran  to  the  Court, 

Kill’d  all  that  made  refiftance,  cut  in  pieces 

Such  as  were  Servants,  or  thought  friends  to  Gerrard, 

Vowing  the  like  to  him. 

Wol.  Will  you  yet  end  ? 

Hub.  Which  he  forefeeing,  with  his  Son,  the  Earl, 
Forfook  the  City  ^ and  by  fecret  wayes 
As  you  give  out,  and  we  would  gladly  have  it, 

Efcap’d  their  fury : though  ’tis  more  than  fear’d 
They  fell  amongll  the  reft , Nor  Hand  you  there 
To  let  us  only  mourn  the  impious  means 
By  which  you  got  it,  but  your  cruelties  fince 
So  far  tranfeend  your  former  bloody  ills. 

As  if  compar’d,  they  only  would  appear 
ElTays  of  mifehief ; do  not  ftop  your  ears, 

More  are  behind  yet. 

Wol.  O repeat  them  not, 

’Tis  Hell  to  hear  them  nam’d . 

Hub.  You  Ihould  have  thought. 

That  Hell  would  be  your  punilhment  when  you  did  them, 
A Prince  in  nothing  but  your  princely  lufts. 

And  boundlefs  rapines, 

Wol.  No  more  I befeech  you. 

Hub.  Who  was  the  Lord  of  houfe  or  land,  that  ftood 
Within  the  proTpeft  of  your  covetous  eye? 

Wol.  You  are  in  this  to  me  a greater  Tyrant, 

Than  e’re  I was  to  any. 

Hub.  I end  thus 

The  general  grief : now  to  my  private  wrong  j 
The  lofs  of  Cjerrards  Daughter  Jaqueline : 

The  hop’d  for  partner  of  my  lawful  Bed , ' 

Your  cruelty  hath  frighted  from  mine  arms ; 

And  her  I now  was  wandring  to  recover. 

Think  you  that  I had  reafon  now  to  leave  you. 

When  you  are  grown  fo  juftly  odious. 

That  ev’n  my  ftay  here  with  your  grace  and  favour. 
Makes  my  life  irkfome?  here,  fur ely  take  it. 

And  do  me  but  this  fruit  of  all  your  friendlhip, 

That  I may  dye  by  you,  and  not  your  Hang-man. 

Wol.  Oh  Hubert,  thefe  your  words  and  reafons  have 
As  well  drawn  drops  of  blood  from  my  griev’d  heart, 

As  theft  tears  from  mine  eyes  •, 

Defpife  them  not. 

By  allthat’sfacred,  I amferious,  Hubert, 

You  now  have  made  me  fenfible,  what  furies. 

Whips,  Hangmen,  and  Tormentors  a bad  m^an 
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■ Do’s  ever  bear  about  him : let  the  good 
That  you  this  day  have  done,  be  ever  number’d 
The  firfh  of  your  belt  adlions ; 

Can  you  think. 

Where  Gofmn  is  or  Gerrard^  or  your  love, 

Or  any  elfe,  or  all  that  are  profcrib’d  ? 

I  will  relign,  what  I ufurp,  or  have 
llnjullly  forc’d  ^ thedayesi  have  to  live 
Are  too  too  few  to  make  them  fatisfaiftion 
With  any  penitence : yet  I vow  to  pradife 
All  of  a man. 

Hub.  O that  your  heart  and  tongue 
Did  not  now  differ  1 

iVoL  By  my  griefs  they  do  not. 

Take  the  good  pains  to  fearch  them  out ; ’tis  worth  it, 
You  have  made  clean  a Leper  ; trull  me  you  have. 

And  made  me  once  more  fit  for  the  fociety, 

I  hope  of  good  men. 
i Hub.  Sir,  do  not  abufe 
My  aptnefs  to  believe. 

Wol.  Sufped  not  you 
A faith  that’s  built  upon  fo  true  a forrow,  ^ 

Make  your  own  fafetys : ask  them  all  the  tics 
Humanity  can  give,  Hentskirkj-oo  lhall 
Along  with  you  to  this  fo  wiffi’d  difcovery. 

And  in  my  name  profefs  all  that  you  promife  j 
And  I will  give  you  this  help  to’t ; I have 
Of  late  receiv’d  certain  intelligence. 

That  fome  of  them  are  in  or  about  Bruges 
To  be  found  out : which  I did  then  interpret, 
Thecaufeof  that  Towns  Handing  out  againll  me  ^ 

But  now  am  glad,  it  may  dired  your  purpofe 
Ofgiving  them  their  fafety,  and  me  peace. 

Hub.  Be  conffant  to  your  goodnefs,  and  you  have  it. 


I mean  a good  one  i and  fo  loves  his  Hate 
He  will  not  hazard  it  at  play  ^ nor  lend 
Upon  the  affiirance  of  a well  pen’d  Letter, 
Although  a challenge  fecond  the  denial 
From  fuch  as  make  th’  opinion  of  their  valour 
Their  means  of  feeding. 

1 Thefe  are  wayes  to  thrive. 

And  the  means -not  curs’d. 

2 What /bllows,  this 

Makes  many  venturers  with  him, in  their  willies, 
For  his  prolperity : for  when  delert 
Or  reafon  leads  him  to  be  liberal. 

His  noble  mind  and  ready  hand  contend 
Which  can  add  moll  to  his  free  com  tefies. 

Or  in  their  worth,  or  Ipeed  to  make  them  fo. 

Is  there  a Virgin  of  good  fame  wants  dower  ? 

He  is  a Father  to  her  i oraSouldier 

That  in  his  Countreys  fervice,  from  the  war 

Hath  brought  home  only  fears, and  want  i his  houfc 

Receives  him,  and  relieves  him,  vyith  that  care 

As  if  what  he  pollefs’d  had  been  laid  up 

For  fuch  good  ules,  and  he  Iheward  of  it. 

But  I Ihould  lofe  my  felf  to  fpeak  him  further 
And  Hale  in  my  relation,  the  much  good 
You  may  be  witnefs  of,  if  your  remove 
From  Bruges  be  not  fpeedy. 

1 eJMer.  This  report 

I do  alfure  you  will  not  hallen  it, 

Nor  would  I wilh  a better  man  to  deal  with 
For  what  I am  to  part  with. 

3 ejiler.  Never  doubt  it. 

He  is  your  man  and  ours,  only  I wifii 

His  too  muchiorwardnefs  to  embrace  all  bargains 

Sink  him  not  in  the  end. 

2 zSMer.  Have  better  hopes. 

For  my  part  1 am  confident  ^ here  he  comes. 


SCENA  II. 


Enter  Gofwin,  and  the  fourth  Merchant. 


Enter  3.  Merchants. 

1 Mer.  ’Tis  much  that  you  deliver  of  this  Gofvin. 

2 Mir.  But  lliort  of  what  I could,  yet  have  the  Country 
Confirm^  it  true,  and  by  a general  oath. 

And  not  a man  hazard  his  credit  in  it  .* 

He  bears  himfclf  with  fuch  a confidence 
As  if  he  were  the  Mailer  of  the  Sea, 

And  not  a wind  upon  the  Sailers  compafs. 

But  from  one  part  or  other  was  hisfadlor. 

To  bring  him  in  the  belt  commodities, 

Merchant  e’re  ventur’d  for. 

1.  ’Tis  llrange. 

2.  And  yet 

This  do’s  in  him  deferve  the  leall  of  wonder, 

Compared  with  other  his  peculiar  fathions, 

Which  all  admire ; he’s  young,  and  rich,  at  leall 
Thus  far  reputed  fo,  thatfincehe  liv’d 
In  'Bruges,  there  was  never  brought  to  harbour 
So  rich  a Bottom,  but  his  bill  would  pals 
Unquellion’d  for  her  lading. 

3 H^fer.  Yet  he  Hill 
Continues  a good  man. 

> 2 (Hlfer.  So  good,  that  but 

To  doubt  him,  would  be  held  an  injury 

Or  rather  malice,  with  the  belt  that  traffique  ; 

But  this  is  nothing,  a great  llock,  and  fortune, 

Crownirrg  his  judgement  in  his  undertakings 
May  keep  him  upright  that  way  ; But  that  wealth 
Should  want  the  power  to  make  him  dote  on  it. 

Or  youth  teach  him  to  wrong  it,  bell  commends 
His  conffant  temper ; for  his  outv;ard  habit 
’Tis  fuitable  to  his  prefent  courfe  of  life ; 

I lis  table  furnilh’d  well,  but  not  with  dainties 
That  pleafe  the  appetite  only  for  their  rarenefs. 

Or  their  dear  price ; nor  given  towine  or  women. 

Beyond  his  he^tlth,  or  warrant  of  a man, 


Gof.  Itake  it  at  your  own  rates , your  wine  of  Cyfrue, 
But  for  your  Candy  fugars,  they  have  met 
With  fuch  foul  weather,  and  arc  priz’d  fo  high 
I cannot  fave  in  them. 

4.  cJMrr.  I am  unwilling 
To  feek  another  Chapman : make  me  offer 
Of  foraething  near  price,  that  may  alfure  me 
You  can  deal  for  them. 

Gof.  I both  can,  and  will. 

But  not  with  too  much  lofs  3 your  bill  of  lading 
Speaks  of  two  hundred  chefts,  valued  by  you 
At  thirty  thouland  gilders,  I will  have  them 
At  twenty  eight  3 fo,  in  the  payment  of 
Three  thoufand  fterling,  you  fall  only  in 
Two  hundred  pound. 

4  Mer.  You  know,  they  are  fo  cheap.  

Gof  Why  look  you  3 Tie  deal  farily,  there’s  in  prifun, 
And  at  your  fuit,  a Pirat,  but  unable 
To  make  you  fatisfadion,  and  pall  hope 
To  live  a week,  if  you  Ihould  profecute 
What  you  can  prove  againll  him : fet  him  free, 

And  you  lhall  have  your  mony  to  a Stiver, 

And  prefent  payment. 

4  Mer.  This  is  above  wonder, 

A Merchant  of  your  rank,  that  have  at  Sea 

So  many  Bottoms  in  the  danger  of 

Thefe  water-Thieves,  Ihould  be  a means  to  lave  ^cra. 

It  more  importing  you  for  your  own  fafety 
To  be  at  charge  to  Icour  the  Sea  of  them 
Than  Hay  the  fword  of  juffice,  that  is  ready 
To  fall  on  one  fo  confeious  of  his  guilt 
That  he  dares  notfdeny  it. 

Gof  You  miftake  me. 

If  you  think  I would  cherilh  in  this  Captain 
The  wrong  he  did  to  you,  or  any  man  3 
I was  lately  with  him,  (having  firff,  from  others 
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True  teftimony  been  alTured  a man 
Of  more  defert  never  put  from  the  fhore) 

1  read  his  letters  of  Mart  from  this  State  granted 
For  the  recovery  of  fuch  Ioffes,  as 
He  had  receiv’d  in  Spain^  ’twas  that  he  aim’d  at, 

Not  at  three  tuns  of  wine,  bisket,  or  beef. 

Which  his  necefllty  made  him  take  from  you. 

If  he  had  pillag’d  you  near,  or  funk  your  fhip. 

Or  thrown  your  men  o’r- board,  then  he  deferv’d 
The  Laws  extreamefl  rigour . But  lince  want 
Of  what  he  could  not  Jive  without,  compel’d  him 
To  that  he  did  (which  yet  our  State  calls  death) 

1  pity  his  misfortune  •,  and  to  work  you 
To  fome  compaffion  of  them,  I come  up 
To  your  own  price ; Jave  him,  the  goods  are  mine  ^ 
f not,  feek  elfe- where,  Tie  not  deal  for  them. 

4 Well  Sir,  for  your  love,  I will  once  be  led 
To  change  my  purpofe. 

Cof.  For  your  profit  rather. 

4 Mer.  Tie  prefently  make  means  for  his  difcharge. 

Till  when,  I leave  you, 

2  Mer.  What  do  you  think  of  this  ? 

1 Mer.  As  of  a deed  of  noble  pity : guided 
By  a ftrong  judgement. 

2 Mer.  Save  you  Mailer  Gofmn. 

Gofivin.  Good  day  to  all. 

2 Mer.  We  bring  you  the  refufall 
Of  more  Commodities. 

Gof.  Are  you  the  owners 
Of  the  fhip  that  laft  night  put  into  the  Harbour? 
i Mer.  Both  of  the  fhip,  and  lading, 

^of.  What’s  the  fraught? 

I Mer,  Indico^  Cochineel,  choife  Chyfia  Huffs. 

3 Mer.  And  cloath  of  Gold  brought  from  Cambal. 

Gof.  Rich  lading  , 

For  which  I were  your  Chapman,  but  I am 
Already  out  of  cafb. 

I tAfer.  Tie  give  you  day 
For  the  moiety  of  all. 

Gof  How  long,? 

3  tJMer.  Six  months. 

Gof.  ’Tis  a fair  offer : which  (if  we  agree 
About  die  prices)  I,  with  thanks  accept  of. 

And  will  make  prefent  payment  of  the  reft  3 
Some  two  hours  hence  Tie  come  aboard. 

I Mer.  The  Gunner  fhall  fpeak  you  welcom. 

(}of.  Tie  not  fail. 

3  Mer.  Good  morrow.  C Ex.  Merch 

Gof.  Heaven  grant  my  Ships  a fafe  return,  before 
The  day  of  this  great  payment : as  they  are 
Expefled  three  months  fooner : and  my  credit 
Stands  good  with  all  the  world. 

Eriter  Gerrard. 

Ger.  Blefs  my  good  Mafter, 

The  prayers  of  your  poor  Beadf  man  ever  fhall 
Be  fent  up  for  you. 

(fof  God  o’ mercy 

There’s  fomething  to  put  thee  in  mind  hereafter 
To  think  of  me. 

Ger.  May  he  that  gave  it  you 
Reward  you  for  it,  with  encreafe,  good  Mafter. 

Cof  I thrive  the  better  for  thy  prayers. 

(yet.  I hope  fo. 

This  three  years  have  I fed  upon  your  bounties, 

And  by  the  fire  of  your  bleft  charity  warm’d  me. 

And  yet,  good  Mafter,  pardon  me,  that  mull. 

Though  I have  now  receiv’d  your  alms,  prefume 
To  make  one  fute  more  to  you. 

^of  Whatis’t  (flaufe} 

Ger,  Yet  do  not  think  me  impudent  I beleech  you. 
Since  hitherto  your  charity  hath  prevented 
My  begging  your  relief,  ’tis  not  for  mony 
Nor  deaths  (good  Mafter)  but  your  good  word  for  me. 


Gof  That  thou  fhalt  have,  Clmfe^  for  I think  thee  honeft. 
Ger.  To  morrow  then  (dear  Mr.)  take  the  trouble 

Of  walking  early  unto  "Beggars  Bnj% 

And  as  you  fee  me,  among  others  (Brethren 
In  my  afflidion)  when  you  are  demanded 
Which  you  like  beft  among  us,  point  ont  me. 

And  then  pafs  by,  as  if  you  knew  me  not. 

Gof.  But  what  will  that  advantage  thee  ? 

Ger.  O much  Sir, 

’Twill  give  me  the  preheminence  of  the  reft. 

Make  me  a King  among  ’em,  and  proted  me 
From  all  abufe,  fuch  as  are  ftronger,  might 
Offer  my  age  3 Sir,  at  your  better  leifure 
I will  inform  you  further  of  the  good 
ft  may  do  to  me. 

(jof  ’Troth  thou  mak’ft  me  wonder  3 
Have  you  a King  and  common  wealth  among  you.? 

Ger.  We  have, and  there  are  States  are  govern’d  worfe. 
(yo/.  Ambition  among  Beggars .? 

<^er.  Many  great  ones 
Would  part  with  half  their  Hates,  to  have  the  place. 

And  credit  to  beg  in  the  firft  file,  Mafter  : 

But  fhall  I be  fo  much  bound  to  your  furtherance 
In  my  Petition  ? 

Gof.  That  thou  fhalt  not  mifs  of. 

Nor  any  worldly  care  make  me  forget  it, 

I will  be  early  there. 

Ger.  Heaven  blefs  my  Mafter.  JfExeuttt. 


ASltfs  Secundffs.  ScenaPrima, 

Enter  Higgen,  Ferret,  Prig,  Claufe,  Jaculine, 

Snap,  Ginks,  and  other  beggars.\ 

HIg. Princes  of  the  ragged  regiment, 

v_7  You  o’  the  blood.  Png  my  moll  upright  Lord, 

And  thefe  (what  name  or  title,  e’re  they  bear) 
or  Patrico,  Cratike,  or  dapper  dudgeon, 

Prater,  or  (tAhramman  \ I fpeak  to  all 
That  Hand  in  fair  Eledion  for  the  title 
Of  King  of  Beggars,With.  the  command  adjoyning, 

Higgen,  yony  Orator,  in  this  Inter-regnum, 

That  whilom  was  your  Dommerer, doth  beleech  you 
All  to  Hand  fair,  and  put  your  felves  in  rank, 

That  the  firft  Comer,  may  at  his  firft  view 
Make  a free  choice,  to  fay  up  the  queftion. 

Per.  Pr.  ’Tis  done  Lord  Higgen. 

Hig.  Thanks  to  Prince  Prig,  Prince  Perret. 

Per.  Well,  pray  my  Mailers  all, Ferrer  be  chofeH, 

Y’are  like  to  have  a mercifull  mild  Prince  of  me. 

Prig.  A very  tyrant,  I,  an  arrant  tyrant, 

If  e’re  I come  to  reign  3 therefore  look  to’t. 

Except  you  do  provide  me  hum  enough 

And  Lour  to  bouze  with  .•  I muft  have  my  Capons 

And  Turkeys  brought  me  in,  with  my  green  Geefe, 

And  Ducklings  i’th’  feafon : fine  fat  chickens, 

Or  if  you  chance  where  an  eye  of  tame  Phefants 
Or  Partridges  are  kept,  fee  they  be  mine. 

Or  ftraight  I feize  on  all  your  priviledge. 

Places,  revenues,  offices,  as  forfeit. 

Call  in  your  crutches,  wooden  legs,  falfe  bellyes, 

Forc’d  eyes  and  teeth,  with  your  dead  arms  3 notleaVe  you 
A durty  clout  to  beg  with  0’  your  heads. 

Or  an  old  rag  with  Butter,  Frankincenfe, 

Brimfton  and  Rozen,  birdlime,  blood,  and  cream. 

To  make  you  an  old  fore  3 not  fo  much  foap 
As  you  may  fome  with  i’th’  Falling-ficknefs } 

The  very  bag  you  bear,  and  the  brown  difh 
Shall  be  eftheated.  All  your  daintieft  Dells  too 
I will  deflower,  and  take  your  deareft  Doxyes 
From  your  warm  fides  3 and  then  fome  one  cold  night 
Tie  watch  you  what  old  barn  you  go  to  rooft  in, 
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And  there  Tie  fmother  you  all  iW  ihully  hay. 

Hig.  This  is  tyrantlike  indeed:  But  what  would  (Ginki 
Or  Clattfe  be  here,  if  either  of  them  fhould  raign  ? 

CUh.  Beftask  an  Afs,  if  he  were  made  a Camel, 

What  he  would  be  ^ or  a dog,  and  he  were  a L^n. 

Ginks.  I care  not  what  you  are.  Sirs,  I Ihallbe 
A Begger  ilill  I am  fore,  I find  my  felf  there. 

£nter  Gofwin. 

Snaf.  O here  a Judge  comes. 

Htg.  Cry,  a Judge,  a Judge. 

CoJ;  What  aii  you  Sirs  ? what  means  this  outcry  ? 

Htg.  Mafter, 

A fort  of  poor  fouls  met : Gods  fools,  good  Maiter, 

Have  had  Ibme  little  variance  amongfl:  our  felves 
Who  fhould  be  honefteft  of  us,  and  which  lives 
Uprightefi:  in  his  calling:  Now,  ’caufe  we  thought 
We  ne’re  fhould  ’gree  on’t  our  felves, becaufe 
Indeed  ’tis  hard  to  fay  : we  all  diffolv’d,  to  put  it 
To  him  that  fhould  come  next, and  that’s  your  Mafter-fhip, 
Who,  I hope,  will  ’ter mine  it  as  your  mind  fcrves  you, 
Right,  andnootherwile weaskit:  which? 

Which  does  your  worfhip  think  is  he  ? fweet  Mafter 
Look  over  us  all,  and  tell  us  ^ we  are  feven  of  us. 

Like  to  the  feven  wife  Matters,  or  the  Planets. 

gof.  I fhould  judge  this  the  man  with  the  grave  beard, 
And  if  he  be  not 

Clm.  Blefs  you,  good  Mafter,  blefs  you . ( you 

Gof.  I would  he  were : there’s  fomething  too  amongft 
To  keep  you  all  honeft.  C£.v/f. 

Snap.  King  of  Heaven  go  with  you, 

Qmn.  Now  good  reward  him,  (hour. 

May  he  never  want  it,  to  comfort  ftill  the  poor,  in  a good 

Fer^  What  is’t  ? fee ; Snap  has  got  it. 

Snap.  A good  crown,  marry. 

A crown  of  gold. 

Fer.  For  our  new  King ; good  luck. 

Ginks.  To  the  common  treafury  with  it  ^ if ’t  be  gold. 
Thither  it  muft. 

Prig.  Spoke  like  a Patriot,  Ferret 

King  I bid  God  fave  thee  firft,firft,  Clanfcj 
After  this  golden  token  of  a crown  ; 

Where’s  oratour  Higgen  with  his  gratuling  fpcech  now 
In  all  our  names  ? 

Fer.  Here  he  is  pumping  for  it. 

Gin.  H’has  cough’d  the  fecond  time,’tis  but  once  more 
And  then  it  comes. 

Fer.  So,  out  with  all ; exped  now 

Hig.  That  thou  artchofen,  venerable 
Our  King  and  Soveraign  Monarch  o’th’Maunders, 

Thus  we  throw  up  our  Nab-cheats,  firft  for  joy. 

And  then  our  filches  \ laft,  we  clap  our  fambles. 

Three  fiftjed  figns,  we  do  it  without  envy ; 

For  who  is  he  here  did  not  wifh  thee  chofen. 

Now  thou  art  chofen  ? ask  ’em  ; all  will  fay  fo. 

Nay  fwear’t : ’tis  for  the  King,  but  let  that  pafs. 

When  laft  in  conference  at  the  bouzing  ken 
This  other  day  we  fat  about  our  dead  Prince 
Of  famous  itiemory : ( reft  go  with  his  rags ;) 

And  that  I faw  thee  at  the  tables  end. 

Rife  mov’d,  and  gravely  leaning  on  one  Crutch, 

Lift  the  other  like  a Scepter  at  my  head, 

I then  prefag’d  thou  fhortly  wooldft  be  King,  , 

And  now  thou  art  fo : but  what  need  prefage 
To  us,  that  might  have  read  it  in  thy  beard 
As  well,  as  he  that  chofe  thee  ? by  that  beard 
Thou  wert  found  out,and  mark’d  forSoveraignty. 

O happy  beard  ! but  happier  Prince,  whofe  beard 
Was  fo  remark’d,  as  marked  out  our  Prince, 

Not  bating  us  a hair.  Long  may  it  grow. 

And  thick,  and  fair,  that  who  lives  under  it. 

May  live  as  fafe,  asunder  'Beggars  Bafliy 
Of  which  this  is  the  thing,  that  but  the  type. 

Om.  Excellent,  excellent  orator,  forward  good  Higgen, 


Give  him  leave  to  fpit : the  fine,  well-fpoken  Higgeti. 

Hig.  This  is  the  beard,  the  bufh,  or  bufhy-beard. 

Under  whofe  gold  and  filver  raign  ’twas  faid 
So  many  ages  fince,  we  all  fhould  fmile 
On  impoficions,  taxes,  grievances. 

Knots  in  a State,  and  whips  unto  a Subject, 

Lye  lurking  in  this  beard,  butallkemb’d  out: 

If  now,  the  Beard  be  fuch,  what  is  the  Prince 
That  owes  the  Beard  ? a Father  no,  a Grand-father  j 
Nay  the  great  Grand-father  of  you  his  people. 

He  will  nPt  force  away  your  hens,  your  bacon. 

When  you  have  ventur’d  hard  for’t,nor  take  from  yoH 

The  fatteft  of  your  puddings : under  him 

Each  man  fhall  eat  his  own  ftolen  eggs,  and  butter, 

Inhisownfhade,  orfun-lhine,  and  enjoy 

His  own  dear  Dell,  Doxy,  or  Mort,  at  night 

In  his  own  ftraw,  with  his  own  fhirt,  or  fheet. 

That  he  hath  filch’d  that  day,  I,  andpoflefs 
What  he  can  purchafe,  back,  or  belly-cheats 
T o his  own  prop : he  will  have  no  purveyors 
For  Pigs,  and  poultry. 

dan.  TThat  we  muft  have,  my  learned  oratour, 

It  is  our  will,  and  every  man  to  keep 

In  his  own  path  and  circuit.  Hig.  Do  you  hear  ? 

You  muft  hereafter  maund  on  your  own  pads  he  faies. 

Clan.  And  what  they  get  there,  is  their  own,  befidcs 
To  give  good  words. 

Hig.  Do  you  mark  ? to  cut  been  whids, 

That  is  the  fecond  Law.  Clan.  And  keep  a foot 
The  humble,  and  the  common  phrafe  of  begging. 

Left  men  difgover  us. 

Hig.  Yes,  and  cry  fometimes. 

To  move  compaffion : Sir,  there  is  a tabic. 

That  doth  command  all  thefe  things,  and  enjoyns  ’em, 

Be  perfeeft  in  their  crutches,  their  feign’d  plaifters. 

And  their  torn  paffports,  v/ith  the  ways  to  ftammer. 

And  to  be  dumb,  and  deaf,  and  blind,  and  lame. 

There,  all  the  halting  paces  arc  fet  down, 

Tth’  learned  language. 

Clan.  Thither  I refer  them, 

Thofe,  you  at  leifure  fhall  interpret  to  them. 

We  love  no  heaps  of  laws,  where  few  will  ferve. 

Om.  O gracious  Prince,  ’fave,  ’fave  the  good  King  Qaufe. 

Hig.  A Song  to  crown  him. 

Fer.  Set  a Ccntinel  out  firft. 

Snap.  The  word  ? 

Hig.  A Cove  comes,  and  fumbumbis  to  it. — Strike. 

The  SON  g. 

C.Afi  our  Caps  and  cares  away : this  is  Beggar:  Holy- day. 

At  the  (frowning  of  our  King,  thus  we  ever  dance  and  fing. 
In  the  world  lookout  and  fee : whereas  fo  happy  a Prince  as  he} 
Where  the  Nation  live  fo  free,  and  fo  merry  as  do  we  } 

Be  it  peace,  or  be  it  war,  here  at  liberty  we  are, 

And  enjoy  our  eafe  and  reft To  the  field  we  are  not  preft  • 

N or  are  call d into  the  Town,  to  be  troubled  with  the  Gown. 

Hang  all  Officers  we  cry,  and  the  Magiftrate  too,  by  ‘, 

When  the  Subfidie^s  encreaft,  we  are  not  a penny  Seft. 

Nor  will  any  go  to  Law,  with  the  Beggar  for  a ftraw. 

All  which  happinefs  he  brags,  he  doth  owe  unto  his  rags. 

Enter  Snap,  Hubert,  and  Hemskirke. 

Snap.  A Cove  comes : Fumbumbis. 

Prig.  To  your  poftures*,  arm. 

Hub.  Yonder’s  the  Town : I fee  it. 

Hemsk^  There’s  our  danger 
Indeed  afore  us,  if  our  fhadows  fave  not. 

Hig.  Blefs  your  good  Worfhips. 

Fer.  One  fmall  piece  of  mony. 

Prig.  Amongft  us  all  poor  wretches. 

(flau.  Blind,  and  lame. 

Ginks.  For  his  fake  that  gives  all. 

Hig.  Pitifull  Worfhips. 
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Sfjap.  One  little  doyt. 

Enter  Jaculin. 

Jac.  King,  by  your  leave,  where  are  you? 

Fer.  To  buy  a little  bread. 

To  feed  fo  many 
Mouths,  as  will  ever  pray  for  you. 

Pri?.  Here  be  feven  of  us. 

Seven,  good  Mafter,  O remember  feven, 

Seven  bleflings. 

Fer.  Remember,  gentk  Worfliip. 

Hig.  'Gainfl:  feven  deadly  fins; 

Png.  And  feven  fleepers. 

Hig.  If  they  be  hard  of  heart,  and  will  give  nothing 

Alas,  we  had  not  a charity  this  three  dayes. 

Hub.  There’s  amongfl:  you  all. 

Fer.  Heaven  reward  you. 

Prig.  Lord  rewardiirou. 

Hig.  The  Prince  o^ity  blefsthce. 

Hub.  Do  I fee  ? or  is’t  my  fancy  that  would  have  it  fo  ? 
Ha?  ’tis  her  face:  come  hither  maid. 

Jac.  What  ha’  you. 

Bells  for  my  fquirrel  ? 1 ha’  giv’n  bun  meat. 

You  do  not  love  me,  do  you  ? catch  me  a butterfly. 

And  I'ie  love  you  again , when  ? can  you  tell  ? 

Peace,  we  go  a birding : I ihall  have  a fine  thing.  C ^xit. 

Hub.  Her  voyce  too  fayes  the  fame  ^ but  for  my  head 
I would  not  that  her  manners  were  fo  chang’d. 

Hear  me  thou  honeft  fellow what’s  this  maiden, 

That  lives  amongfl:  ^ou  here.? 

Cm.  Ao,  ao,  ao,  ao. 

Hub.  How.?  nothing  butfigns? 

^in.  Ao,  ao,  ao,  ao. 

Hub.  This  is  firange, 

I would  fain  have  it  her,  but  not  her  thus.  (dumb  Sir. 

Hig.  He  is  de-de-de-de-de-de-deaf,  and  du-du-dude 

Hub.  Slid  they  did  all  fpeak  plain  ev’n  now  me  thought. 
Do’fl:  thou  know  this  fame  maid  ? ( fool 

Snap.  Why,  why,  why,  why,  which,  gu,  gu, gu,  gu,  Gods 
Shewasbo-bo-bo-bo  born  at  the  barn  yonder, 
By-be-be-be-be-Beggars  Bulh-bo-bo-Bufh 
Her  name  is,  My-my-my-my-my-match : fo  was  her  Mo- 

(mo-mo-Mothers  too  too 
Hub.  I underftand  no  word  he  fays ; how  long 
Has  (he  been  here .?  (go-go  go  good  luck. 

Snap.  Lo-lo-long  enough  tabe  ni-ni-nigled , and  fne  ha’ 
Hub.  I mull  be  better  inform’d,  than  by  this  way. 

Here  was  another  face  too,'  that  I mark’d 
Of  the  old  mans : but  they  are  vanifh’d  all 
Mofl;  fuddenly : I will  come  here  again, 

O,  that  I were  fo  happy,  as  to  find  it, 

What  I yet  hope  .•  it  is  put  on. 

Hem.  What  mean  you  Sir, 

. To  Itay  there  with  that  ftammerer .? 

Hub.  Farewell  friend, 

It  will  be  worth  return,  to  fearch  : Come, 

Proted  us  our  dil^ife  now,'pre’thee  Hemskirk, 

If  we  be  taken,  how  do’ft  thou  imagine 
This  town  will  ufe  us,  that  hath  flood  fo  long 
Out  againfl:  Wolfort  ? 

Hem.  Ev’n  to  hang  us  forth 
Upon  their  walls  a funning,  to  make  Crows  meat. 

If  I were  notaflur’d  o’  the  Burgomafier, 

And  had  a pretty  excufe  to  fee  a niece  there, 

I Ihould  fcarce  venture. 

Hub.  Come  ’tis  now  too  late 

To  look  back  at  the  ports .-  good  luck,  and  enter.  {^Exeunt. 

SC  ENA  II. 

Enter  Gofwin. 

Gof.  Still  blow’ft  thou  there  ? and  from  all  other  parts. 
Do  all  my  agents  fleep , t hat  nothing  comes  ? 

There’s  a confpiracy  of  windes,  and  fervants , 


’ If  not  of  Elements,  to  ha’  me  break  ^ 

What  fnould  I think  unlcfs  the  Seas,  and  Sands 
Had  fwallow’d  up  my  Ihips  ? or  fire  had  fpoil’d 
My  waredioufes  ? or  death  devour’d  my  Faftors? 

1 mufl:  ha’  had  fome  returns. 

Enter  Merchants. 

I Afer.  ’Save  you  Sir. 

Cof.  ’Save  you. 

1 Mer.  No  news  yet  o’ your  Ships? 

(jof.  Not  any  yet  Sir. 

t AFcr.  ’Tis  itiangc.  \_Exit. 

Cof.  ’Tis  true^ir : what  a voyce  W’as  here  now’  ? 

This  was  one  palling  bell,  a thoufand  ravens 
Sung  in  that  man  now,  toprefage  my  ruins. 

2.  Mer.  Gofwin,  good  day,  thefe  winds  are  very  conflant, 

Gof  They  are  fo  Sir ; to  hurt . 

2 Afer.  Ha’  you  had  no  letters 
Lately  from  England,  nor  from  T>enmark] 

Gof.  Neither. 

2 Afer.  This  wind  brings  them ; nor  no  news  over  land. 
Through  Spain,  from  the  Straights  ? 

Gof.  Not  any.. 

2 zJlfer.  I am  forry  Sir.  \^Exit. 

Gof  They  talk  me  down  : and  as ’tis  faid  ofViilturs 
They  Rent  a field  fought,  and  do  fmell  the  carkafles 
By  many  hundred  miles : So  do  thefe,  my  wracks 
At  greater  diftances.  Why,  thy  wdll  Heaven 
Come  on,  and  be ; yet  if  thou  pleafe,  preferve  me  •, 

But  in  my  ov;n  adventure,  here  at  home. 

Of  my  chaft  love,  to  keep  me  worthy  of  her. 

It  fliall  be  put  in  fcale  ’gainfl:  all  ill  fortunes : 

I am  not  broken  yet  .•  nor  fliould  1 fall. 

Me  thinks  with  lefs  than  that,  that  ruins  all.  [_Exit. 

SCENA  III. 

Enter  Van-dunck,  Hubert,  Hemskirk,  and 
Margaret,  Boors. 

ran.  Captain,  you  are  welcom  ; fo  is  this  your  friend 
Mofl:  fafely  welcom,  though  our  Town  ftand  out 
Againfl:  your  Mailer , you  Ihall  find  good  .quarter : 

The  troth  is,  we  not  love  him : Afargaret  fome  wine. 

Let’s  talk  a little  treafon,  if  we  can 

Talk  treafon,’gainfl:  the  traitors  •,  by  your  lcave,GentIcmen, 

W’c,  herein  Bruges,  think  he  do’s  ufurp. 

And  therefore  I am  bold  with  him. 

Hub.  Sir,  your  boldnefs 
Happily  becomes  your  mouth,  but  not  our  ears. 

While  we  are  his  fervants  ■,  And  as  we  come  here, 

Not  to  ask  queftions,  walk  forth  on  yourw'alls, 

Vifit  your  courts  of  guard,  view  your  munition, 

Ask  of  your  corn  provifions,  nor  enquire 
Into  the  leaft,  as  fpiesupon  your  ftrengths. 

So  let’s  entreat,  we  may  receive  from  you 
Nothing  in  pallage  ordilcourle,  but  what 
We  may  with  gladnefs,  and  our  honefties  here. 

And  that  fliall  feal  our  welcom. 

Van.  Good:  let’s  drink  then. 

Fill  out,  I keep  mine  old  pearl  flill  Captain. 

Afarg.  I hang  fall  man. 

Hen.  Old  Jewels  commend  their  keeper.  Sir. 

Van.  Here’s  to  you  with  a heart, my  Captains  fiifncl, 
With  a good  heart,  and  if  this  make  us  fpeak 
Bold  words,  anon , ’tis  all  undg:  the  Rofe 
Forgotten : drown  all  memory,  when  we  drink. 

Hub.  ’Tis  freely  Ipoken  noble  Burgomafier, 

Tie  do  you  right. 

Hem.  Nay  Sir  mine  heer  Van-duncl^ 

Is  a true  Statefman.  ( iVolfctt 

Van.  Fill  my  Captains  cup  there,  O that  your  Malter 
Had  been  an  honelt  man. 

Hub.  Sir  ? 

Van.  Under  the  Rofe, 
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Hem.  Here’s  to  you 
Mar^.  Welcome,  welcome  Captain. 

Fan.  Well  laid  my  pearl  ftill. 

Hem.  And  how  does  my  Niece  ? 

Almoft  a Woman,  I think  ? This  friend  of  mine, 

I drew  along  with  me,  through  fo  much  hazard, 

Only  to  fee  her : (he  was  my  errand. 

Fan.  I,  a kind  Uncle  you  are  (fill  him  his  glafs) 

That  in  feven  years,  could  not  find  leifure 

Hem.  No, 

It’s  not  fo  much. 

Fan.  rie  bate  you  ne’r  an  hour  on’t, 

It  was  before  the  ’gan  his  War, 

For  moon-lhine,  i’the  water  there,  his  Daughter 
That  never  was  loll : yet  you  could  not  find  time 
To  fee  a Kinfwoman ; but  fhe  is  worth  the  feeing.  Sir, 

Now  you  are  come,  you  ask  if  Ihe  were  a Woman  ? 

She  is  a Woman,  Sir,  fetch  her  forth  Market.  [,Exit  Marg. 
And  a fine  Woman,  and  has  Suitors. 

Hem.  How? 

Wha  t Suitors  are  they  ? 

Fan.  Bachellors-,  young  Burgers : 

And  one,  a Gallant,  the  young  Prince  of  Merchants 
W’e  call  him  here  in  Bruges. 

Hem.  How  ? a Merchant  ? 

I thought,  Fandun^^  you  had  underllobd  me  better. 

And  my  Niece  too,  fo  trulled  to  you  by  me. 

Than  t’admit  of  fuch  in  name  of  Suitors. 

Fan.  Such  ? he  is  fuch  a fuch,  as  were  Ihe  mine 
I’d  give  him  thirty  thoufand  crowns  with  her. 

Hem.  But  the  fame  things.  Sir,  fit  not  you  and  me.  CEa;. 
Fan.  Why,  give’s  fome  wine,  then-,  this  will  fit  us  all : 
Here’s  to  you  ftill,  my  Captains  friend  : All  out: 

And  ftill,  would  Wolfort  were  an  honeft  mao. 

Under  the  Rofe,  Ifpeakit:  but  this  Merchant 
Is  a brave  boy : he  lives  fo,  i’the  Town  here. 

We  know  not  what  to  think  on  him ; at  fome  times 
We  fear  he  will  be  Bankrupt ; he  do’s  ftretch 
Tenter  his  credit  fo-,  embraces  all. 

And  to’t,  the  winds  have  been  contrary  long. 

But  then,  if  he  Ihould  have  all  his  returns. 

We  think  he  would  be  a King,  and  are  half  fure  on’t. 

Your  Mafter  is  a Traitor,  for  all  this, 

Under  the  Role : Here’s  to  you  •,  and  ufurps 
The  Earldom  from  a better  man. 

Hub.  I marry,  Sir, 

Where  is  that  man  ? 

Fan.  Nay  foft : and  I could  tell  you 
’Tis  ten  to  one  I would  not : here’s  my  hand, 

I love  not  Wolfort : fit  you  ftill,  with  that : 

Here  comes  my  Captain  again,  and  his  fine  Niece, 

And  there’s  my  Merchant  -,  view  him  well : fill  wine  here. 

Enter  Hemskirk,  Gertrude,  and  Gofwin. 

Hem.  You  muft  not  only  know  me  for  your  Uncle 
Now,  but  obey  me:  you,  gocaftyourfelf 
Away,  upon  a Dunghil  here?  a Merchant  ? 

A petty  fellow  ? one  that  makes  his  Trade 
With  Oaths  and  perjuries  ? 

Gof.  What  is  that  you  fay,  Sir? 

Ifitberaeyou  fpeak  of,  as  your  eye 

Stems  to  direeft,  I wi(h  you  would  fpeak  to  me.  Sir. 

Hem.  Sir,  I do  fay,  ftie  is  no  Merchandize, 

Will  that  fuffice  you? 

Gof.  Merchandize  good  Sir  ? 

Though  ye  be  Kinfman  to  her , take  no  leave  thence 
To  life  me  with  contempt : I ever  thought 
Your  Niece  above  all  price. 

Hem.  And  do  fo  ftill,  Sir, 

I alfure  you,  her  rates  are  more  than  you  are  Worth. 

Gof  You  do  not  know,  what  a Gentleman’s  worth,  Sir, 
Nor  can  you  value  him. 
i Hab.  Well  faid  Merchant, 
j Fan.  Nay, 


Let  him  alone,  and  ply  your  matter. 

Hem.  A Gentleman? 

What  o’the  Wool- pack  ? or  the  Sugar  cheft  ? 

Or  lifts  of  Velvet?  which  is’t  pound,  or  yard. 

You  vent  your  Gentry  by  ? 

Hub.  O Hemskirk^y  fye. 

Fan.  Come,  do  not  mind ’em,  drink,  h^hTioWolforty 
Captain,  ladvileyou. 

Hem.  Alas,  my  pretty  man, 

I think’t  be  angry,  by  its  Ipok : Come  hither, 

Turn  this  way,  a little : if  it  were  the  blood 
Oi Charlemaincy  as’t  may  (for  ought  I know) 

Be  fome  good  Botchers  ifl'ue,  here  in  ^Bruges. 

Gof.  How? 

Hem.  Nay:  t’me  not  certain  of  that ; ofthislam. 

If  it  once  buy,  and  fell,  its  Gentry  is  gone. 

Gof.  Ha,  ha. 

Hem.  You  are  angry,  though  ye  laugh. 

Gof.  No,  now  ’tis  pity  , 

Of  your  poor  argument.  Do  not  you,  the  Lords 
Of  Land  (if  you  be  any)  fell  the  grafs. 

The  Corn,  the  Straw,  the  Milk,  theCheefe? 

Fan.  And  Butter; 

Remember  Butter , do  not  leave  out  Butter.  (with  ? 

Gof.  The  Beefs  and  Muttons  that  your  grounds  are  ftor’d 
Swine,  with  the  very  maft,  befide  the  Woods  ? 

Hem.  No,  for  thofe  fordid  ufes  we  have  Tenants, 
Orelfeour  Bailifis. 

Gof.  Have  not  we.  Sir,  Chap-men, 

And  Fadors,  then  to  anfwcr  thefe  ? your  honour 
Fetch’d  from  the  Heralds  ABCy  and  laid  over 
With  your  Court  faces,  once  an  hour,  Ihall  never 
Make  me  miftake  my  felf.  Do  not  your  Lawyers 
Sell  all  their  practice,  as  your  Priefts  their  prayers  ? 

What  is  not  bought,  and  fold  i The  company 
That  you  had  laft,  what  had  you  for’t,  i’faith  ? 

Hem.  You  now  grow  fawey. 

Gof.  Sure  1 have  been  bred 
Still,  with  my  honeft  liberty,  and  muft  ufc  it. 

Hem.  Upon  your  equals  then. 

Gof  Sir,  he  that  will 

Provoke  me  firft,  doth  make  himfelf  my  equal. 

Hem.  Do  ye  hear  .«*  no  more. 

Gof.  Yes,  Sir,  this  little,  I pray  you, 

And’t  Ihall  be  afide,  then  after,  asyoupleafe. 

You  appear  the  Uncle,  Sir,  to  her  I love 

More  than  mine  eyes  ^ and  I have  heard  your  fcorns 

With  fo  much  fcoffing,  and  fo  much  Ihamc, 

As  each  ftrive  which  is  greater  -.  But,  believe  me, 

I fuck’d  not  in  this  patience  with  my  milk. 

Do  not  prefume,  becaufe  you  fee  me  young, 

Or  caft  defpights  on  my  profeflion 
For  the  civility  and  tamenefs  of  it. 

A good  man  bears  a contumely  worfe 
Than  he  would  do  an  injury.  Proceed  not 
To  my  offence .-  wrong  is  not  ftill  fuccefsful. 

Indeed  it  is  not  -.  I would  approach  your  Kinf- woman 
With  all  refped,  done  to  your  felf  and  her. 

Hem.  Away  Companion : handling  her?  take  that. 

\iStrikfs  him. 

(jof  Nay,  I do  love  no  blows.  Sir,  there’s  exchange. 
Hub.  Hold,  Sir.  s^e  gttsHcvmWitVifvrord 

Mar.  O murther.  cuts  him  on  the  head. 

Ger.  Help  my  Gofwin. 
zJ^ar.  Man. 

Fan.  Let’em  alone ^ my  life  for  one. 

^of.  Nay  come, 

If  you  have  will. 

Hub.  None  to  offend  you,  I,  Sir. 

^of.  He  that  had,  thank  himfelf:  not  hand  her  ? yes  Sir, 
And  clalp  her,  and  embrace  her  ^ and  (would  Ihe 
Now  go  with  me)  bear  her  through  all  her  Race, 

Her  Father,  Brethren,  and  her  Uncles,  arm’d. 

And  all  their  Nephews,  though  they  ftood  a wood 
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of  Pikes,  and  wall  of  Canon : Yik^xitGertrudef 
Quake  not,  but  kift  me.  > 
y'an.  Kifshim,  Girl,  I bid  you; 

My  Merchant  Royal  j fear  no  Uncles : hang ’em, 

Hang  up  all  Uncles : Are  not  we  in  'Bruges  ? 

Under  the  Rofe  here  ? 

Coj.  In  this  circle.  Love, 

Thou  art  as  lafe,  as  in  a Tower  of  Brafs  •, 

Letfuch  as  do  wrong,  fear. 

V'an,  I,  that’s  good, 

Let  Wolfort  look  to  that. 

Gof.  Sir,  here  flie  ftand§, 

Your  Niece,  and  my  beloved.  One  of  thefe  titles 
She  raufl:  apply  to  *,  if  unto  the  lall, 

Not  all  the  artger  can  be  fent  unto  her. 

In  frown,  or  voyce,  or  other  art,  fhall  force  her. 

Had  Hercules  a hand  in’t : Come,  my  Joy, 

Say  thou  art  mine,  aloud  Love,  and  profefs  it. 

Van.  Doe:  and  I drink  to  it. 

Go^.  Prethee  fay  fo.  Love. 

Ger.  Twould  take  away  the  honour  from  my  blulhes : 

Do  not  you  play  the  tyrant, fweet : they  fpeak  it. 

Hem.  I thank  you  niece. 

Go^.  Sir,  thank  her  for  your  life,  ' ' 

And  fetch  your  fword  within.  ‘ ■ 

Hem.  You  infult  too  much 

With  your  good  fortune,  Sir.  {Exeunt  Gof.  and  Ger. 

Huk  A brave  clear  Spirit  j 
Hemikirk,y  you  were  to  blame : a civil  habit 
Oft  covers  a good  man : and  you  may  meet 
In  perlbn  of  a Merchant,  with  a foul 
As  refolute,  and  free,  and  all  wayes  worthy, 

As  elfe  in  any  file  of  man-kind : pray  you. 

What  meant  you  fo  to  flight  hini  ? 

Hem.  ’Tis  done  now. 

Ask  no  more  of  it  ^ I mufb  fuffer.  {Exit  Hemskirk. 

Hub.  This 

Is  ftill  the  punilhment  of  raflinefs,  Ibrrow. 

Well I mult  to  the  woods,  for  nothing  here 
Will  be  got  out.  There,  I may  chance  to  learn 
Somewhat  to  help  my  enquiries  further. 

Van,  Ha  ? 

A Looking-glafs  ? ,, 

Hub.  How  now,  brave  Burgomafier? 

Van.  1 love  no  WolfortSyUrsA  my  name’s  Vandunk^, 

Hub.  Van  dr  unk^it' slather:  come,  go  fleep  within. 

Van.  Earl  Florez,  is  right  heir,  and  this  fame  Wolfort 

Under  the  Role  I fpeak  it 

Hub.  Very  hardly. 

Van-d.  Ufurps : and  a rank  Traitor,  as  ever  breath’d, 
And  all  that  do  uphold  him.  Let  me  goe. 

No  man  Ihall  hold  me,  that  upholds  him ; 

. Do  you  uphold  him  ? 

Hub.  No. 

Van.  Then  hold  me  up.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Gofwin,  and  Hemskirk. 

Hem.  Sir,  I prefume,  youhaveafwordofyo'urbwn. 
That  can  fo  handle  anothers. 

Gof.  Faith  you  may  Sir.  (of you 

Hem.  And  ye  have  made  me  have  fo  much  better  thoughts 
As  I am  bound  to  call  you  forth. 

Gof.  For  what  Sir  ? 

Hem.  To  the  repairing  of  mine  honour,  and  hurt  here. 
(^of.  Exprefs  your  way. 

Hem.  By  fight,  and  fpeedily. 

Gof  You  have  your  will : Require  you  any  more .? 

Hem.  Thatyoubefecret:  and  come  Angle. 

Gof  I will.  ^ 

Hem.  As  you  are  the  Gentleman  you  would  be  thought. 
Cjof  Without  the  Conjuration : and  Tie  bring 
Only  my  fword,  which  I will  fit  to  yours, 
rie  take  his  length  within. 

Hem.  Your  place  now  Sir? 


Cjof  By  the  Sand-hills. 

Hem.  Sir,  nearer  to  the  woods. 

If  you  thought  fo,  were  fitter. 

Gof.  There , then. 

Hem.  Good. 

Your  time? 

Gof  ’Twixt  feven  and  eight. 

Hem.  You’l  give  me  Sir 
Caufe  to  report  you  worthy  of  my  Niece, 

If  you  come,  like  your  prbmife. 

Gof.  If  I do  not. 

Let  no  man  think  to  call  me  unworthy  firft, 

rie  do’t  my  lelf , and  juftly  wilh  to  want  her. — {Exeunt. 


ASiffs  TertiHS>  Seen  a Prima, 

Enter  three  or  four  Boors. 

I B.r^OmeyEngUfh  beer  Hoftefs,  Englifj  beer  by  ’th’  belly. 

2 B.  Sthrk  beer  boy,  flout  and  ftrong  beer : fo,  fit 
And  drink  me  upfey- Dutch : (down  Lads, 

Frolick,  and  fear  not,  i 

Enter  Higgen  Uki  a Sow-geldery  fnging. 

Hig.  Han)'e ye  any  workfor  the  SoVp~geldery  hoa^ 

My  horn  goes  too  high  too  loWj  too  high  too  low. 

Have  ye  any  Biggs y CalveSy  or  (^oltSy 
Have  ye  any  Lambs  in  your  holts 
Bo  cut  for  the  Stoncy 
Here  comes  a dinning  one. 

Have  ye  any  br aches  to  fpadCf 
Or  c’re  a fair  maid 
That  would  be  a Nuny 
Come  kifs  mCy  ^tis  done. 

Hark^hoW  my  merry  horn  doth  bloWy 
Too  high  too  loWy  too  high  too  low. 

( piece, 

I B.  O excellent!  twopence  apieceboyes,  twopence  a 
Give  the  boys  fome  drink  there.  Piper,  wet  your  whiflle, 
Canft  tell  me  a way  now,  how  to  cut  off  my  wifes  Con- 
Hig.  rie  fingyeaSongfor’t,  (cupifcence? 

the  SONG. 

T.Ake  hery  and  hug  hery 

jind  turn  her  and  tug  hery^ 
tyfnd  turn  her  again  boyy  againy 
Then  if  jhe  mumblcy 
Or  if  her  tail  tumblcy 
Kifs  her  atHain  hoyy  amain. 

Do  thy  endeavour y 
To  take  off  her  feaveTy 
Then  her  difeafe  no  longer  will  raign. 

Jf  nothing  will ferve  hery 
Then  thus  to  preferve  hery 
Swinge  her  amain  boy  amain. 

Give  her  cold  jelly 
to  take  up  her  bellgy 
iy4nd  once  a day  fwinge  her  again, 

If  fhe  fiand  ail  thefe  pains, 
then  kgiock^out  her  brains. 

Her  difeafe  no  longer  will  reign. 

I Bo.  More  excellent,  more  excellent,  fweet  Sov;-gelder. 

2 Bo.  Three-pence  a piece,  three-pence  a piece. - 

Hig.  Will  you  hear  a Song  how  the  Devil  was  gelded  ? 

I Bo.  I,  I,  let’s  hear  the  Devil  roar,  Sbw-gelder, 

SONG. 
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SONG. 


fie  ran  at  me  frjl  in  the  Jhape  of  a f^^amy 

jind  over  and  over  the  Sow-G elder  came ^ ^ 

I rife  and  1 halter  d him  faft  by  the  horn, 

J pliickt  out  his  Stones  as  you'd  pick  oat  a Corn. 

Baa,  cjHoththe  Devil,  and  forth  he  flanks. 

And  left  Hi  a Carcafe  of  Mutton  that  flanks 

'The  next  time  1 rode  a good  mile  and  a half , 

Where  / heard  he  did  live  in  dtfgaife  of  a Calf, 

I bound  and  I gelt  him,  ere  he  did  any  evil  '. 

He  was  here  at  his  befi , bat  a fucking  Devil. 
tJMda,  yet  he  cry  d,  and  forth  he  did  fteal. 

And  this  was  fold  after,  for  excellent  T sal. 

3- 

Some  half  a yetvr  after  in  the  form  of  a Pig, 

J met  with  the  Bpgne,  and  he  loohfd  very  big 
• J patch'd  at  his  leg,  laid  him  down  on  a log, 

£re  a man  could  fart  twice,  I had  made  him  a Hog. 
Owgh,  <]uothghe  Devil,  and  forth  gave  a Jerk, 
That  a Jew  was' converted,  and  eat  of  thePt/rki 

I  Bp.  Groats  apiece.  Groats  apiece.  Groats  apiece, 
There  fweet  Sow-Gelder. 


And  move  not  any  ways  your  eyes  from  this  place, 

This  Button  here?  pow,  whir,  w'hifs,  Jfhake  your  pockets. 
I *2.  By  th’Maft  ’tis  here  again,  boys. 

Prig.  Reft  ye  merry  *, 

My  firft  trick  has  paid  me. 

All  T.  I,  take  it,  take  it. 

And  take  fome  drink  too. 

Prig.  Not  a drop  now  I thank  you  ', 

Away,  we  are  difeover’d  elfe.  , ffArir. 

Enter  Gerrard  like  a blind  Aqua  vita:  man,  and  a 
Toy,  finging  the  Song. 

Bring  out  your  (fony-skins,  fair  maids  to  me. 

And  hold  'em  fair  that  I may  fee  *, 

Grey,  black_,  and  blue : for  your  f mailer  skins, 
r II give  ye  looking-glajfes , pins: 

And  for  your  whole  Coney,  here's  ready,  ready  Money. 
Come  Cjentle  Jone,  do  thou  begin 
With  thy  black,  blacky,  blacky  Coney-skin. 
cAnd  Mary  then,  andyan^will  follow. 

With  their  fiver  hair'd  skins,  and  their  yellow. 

T he  white  Cony-skin,  I Will  not  lay  by. 

For  though  it  be  faint,  'tis  fair  to  the  eye ; 

The  grey,  it  is  warm,  but  yet  for  my  Money, 

Give  me  the  bonny,  bonny  black,Cony. 

Come  away  fair  Alaids,  your  sl^ins  Will  decay: 

Come,  and  take  money,  maids, put  yourware  away. 
Cony-skins,  Cony-sktns,  have  ye  any  Cony-skins, 

I have  fine  bracelets,  and  fine  fiver  pins. 


Enter  Ferret. 

Prig.  Will  ye  fee  any  feats  of  adivity. 

Some  Sleight  of  hand.  Legerdemain  ? hey  pals, 

Prelto,  be  gone  there*? 

2  Bo.  Sit  down  Jugler. 

Prig.  Sirrah,  play  you  your  art  well  •,  draw  near  Piper : 
Look  you,  my  honeft  friends,  you  fee  my  hands; 

Plain  dealing  is  no  Devil : lend  me  fome  Money, 
Twelve-pence  a piece  will  ferve. 

'i.  2.  B.  There,  there. 

Prig.  1 thank  you,  j 

Thank  ye  heartily  : when  (hall  I pay  ye?  - ) 

All's.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  by  th’ Mafs  this  was  a fine  trick.  ‘ 
Prig.  A merry  fleight  toy:  but  now  ITI  fhow  your  Wor- 
A trick  indeed.  (Ihips 

Hig.  Mark  him  well  now  my  Mafters.  ’ 

Prig.  Here  are  three  balls, 

Thefe  balls  (hall  be  three  bullets, 

One,  two,  and  three : afeentibus,  malentihus. 

Prefio,  begone:  they  are  vanifh’d:  fair  play.  Gentlemen. 
Now  thefe  three,  like  three  Bullets,'  from  your  three  Nofes 
Will  I pluck  prefently:  fear  not,  no  harm  Boys, 

Tit  ere,  tu  patule. 

1 B.  Oh,  oh,  oh. 

Prig.  Reaibans  fub  jermwe  fagi. 

2 B.  Ye  pull  too  hard;  ye  ^lltoohard. 

Prig.  Stand  fair  then : 

Silvertr  amtrim-tram. 

3 B.  Hold,  hold,  hold.  \ 

Prig.  Come  aloft,  bullets  three,  with  a whim- wham. 
Have  ye  their  Moneys? 

Hig.  Yes,  yes. 

1 'B.  Oh  rare  Jugler! 

2 B.  Oh  admirable  Jugler! 

Prig.  One  trick  more  yet ; 

Hey,  come  aloft ; fa,  fa,  flim,  flum,  taradimbis  ? 

Eaft,  Weft,North,  South,  now  fly  like  Jackjfiith  a bumbis. 
Nowall  your  money’s  gone;  prayfearch  your  pockets. 

1 B.  Humh. 

2 'B.  He. 

3 B.  The  Devil  a penny’s  here ! 

Prig.  This  was  a rare  trick. 

I  B.  But  ’twould  be  a far  rarer  to  reftore  it. 

Prig.  I’ll  do  ye  that  too ; look  upon  me  earneftly,  ' 


Ger.  Buy  any  Brand  Wine,  buy  any  Brand  Wine  ? 
'Boy.  Have  ye  any  Cony  skins  ? (fhip. 

2 Boy.  My  fine  Canary  bird, there’s  a Cake  for  thy  Wor- 
I B.  Come  fill,  fill,  fill,  fill  fuddenly:  let’sfceSir, 

What’s  this  ? 

Ger.  A penny.  Sir. 

I  B.  Fill  till’t  be  fi.x-pencc. 

And  there’s  my  Pig. 

Boy.  This  is  a Counter,  Sir. 

1 B.  A Counter ! ftay  ye,  what  are  thefe  then  ? 

O execrable  Jugler!  O damn’d  Jugler! 

Look  in  your  hofe,  hoa,  this  comes  of  looking  forward. 

3 B.  Devil  a Dunkirk!  what  a Rogue’s  this  Jugler ! 
This  hey  pafs,  repafs,  h’as  repaft  us  fweetly. 

2 B.  XIo  ye  call  thefe  tricks. 

Enter  Higgcn. 

Hig.  Have  ye  any  Ends  of  Gold,  or  Silver?  (Copper. 
2 B.  This  Fellow  comes  to  mock  us;Gold  or  Silver  ? cry 
I B.  Yes,  my  good  Friend, 

We  have  e’n  an  end  of  all  we  have. 

Hig.  ’Tis  well  Sir, 

You  have  the  lefs  to  care  for : Gold  and  Silver.  {Exit. 

Enter  Prigg.  (tofcH? 

Pr.  Have  ye  any  old  Cloaks  to  fell, have  ye  any  old  Cloaks 

1 'B.  Cloaks ! Look  about  ye  Boys : mine’s  gone ! 

2 B.  A juggle ’em? 

O they’re  Preftoes : mine’s  gone  too ! 

3 B.  Here’s  mine  yet. 

I B.  Come,  come  let’s  drink  then  more  Brand  Wine. 
Boy.  Here  Sir.  him : 

iB.  If  e’r  I catch  your  Sow-gelder,  by  this  hand  I’ll 
Were  ever  Fools  fo  ferkt  ? We  have  two  Cloaks  yef. 

And  all  our  Caps ; the  Devil  take  the  Flinchcr. 

All  B.  Yaw,  yaw,  yaw,  yaw. 

Enter  Hcmskirk. 

Hem.  Good  do’n  my  honeft  Fellows, 

You  arc  merry  here  I fee. 

3  B.  ’Tis  all  we  have  left.  Sir. 

Hem.  What  haft  thou?  Aquavits? 

Boy.  Yes. 

Hem.  Fill  out  then ; 
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And  give  thefe  honeft  Fellows  round, 
c^//  B.  We  thank  ye. 

Hem.  May  I fpeak  a w'ord  in  private  to  ye  ? 
j4!l  B.  Yes  Sir. 

Hem.  I have  a bufinels  for  you,  honeft  Friends, 

If  you  dare  lend  your  help,  lhall  get  you  crowns. 

Ger.  Ha ! 

Lead  me  a little  nearer,  Boy. 

I B.  What  is’t  Sir? 

If  it  be  any  thing  to  purchafe  moneys 

Which  is  our  want,  command^  us. 

Boors.  All,  all,  ail.  Sir. 

Hem.  You  know  the  young  Ipruce  Merchant  in 
zB  Who?  MiHer  Gofivin  ? 

Hem.  That  he  owes  me  money. 

And  herein  town  there  is  no  ftirrinrof  him. 

Ger.  S&Y  ye  fo  ? 

Hem.  This  day,  upon  a fure  a:)poiRtment, 

He  meets  me  a mile  hence,  by  tnt  c.>hafe  fide. 

Under  the  row  of  Oaks*,  do  you  know  it? 

^// 5.  Yes  Sir.  fture 

Hem.  Give  ^em  more  drink : there  if  you  dare  but  ven- 
When  I (hall  give  the  word  to  feize  upon  him 

Here’s  twenty  pound, 

3 B.  Beware  the  Jugler. 

Hem.  If  he  refift,  down  with  him,  have  no  mercy. 

I 'B.  I warrant  you,  we’ll  hamper  him, 

Hem.  To  difcharge  you, 

I have  a Warrant  here  about  me. 

3 B.  Here’s  our  Warrant, 

This  carries  fire  i’th’  Tail. 

Hem.  Away  with  me  then. 

The  time  draws  on, 

I muft  remove  fo  infolent  a Suitor, 

And  if  he  be  fo  rich,  make  him  pay  ranlbme 

Ere  he  fee  Bruges  Towers  again.  Thus  wife  men 

Repair  the  hurts  they  take  by  a difgrace, 

And  piece  the  Lions  skin  with  the  Foxes  cafe. 

Gfr.  I am  glad  I have  heard  this  fport  yet.  (Boys, 

Hem,  There’s  for  thy  drink,  come  pay  the  houfe  within 
And  lofe  no  time. 

Ger.  ^way  with  all  our  hafte  too.  E.xeum. 

SCENE  11. 

Enter  Gofwin. 

Gof.  No  wind  blow  fair  yet?  no  return  of  moneys? 
Letters  ? nor  any  thing  to  hold  my  hopes  up  ? 

Why  then  ’tis  deftin’d,  that  I fell,  fall  miferably  I 

My  credit  I was  built  on,  finking  with  me. 

Thou  boyftrous  North-wind,  blowing  my  misfortunes, 

And  frofting  all  my  hopes  to  cakes  of  coldnefsj 

Yet  ftay  thy  fury  *,  give  the  gentle  South 

Yet  leave  to  court  thofe  fails  that  bring  me  fafety. 

And  you  aulpicious  fires,  bright  twins  in  heaven 

Daunce  on  the  ihrowds ; he  blows  ftill  ftubbornly, 

And  on  his  boyftrons  Rack  rides  my  fad  ruin  *, 

There  is  no  help,  there  can  be  now  no  comfort. 

To  morrow  with  the  Sun-fet,  fets  my  credit. 

Oh  mifery ! thou  cnrfe  of  man,  thou  plague. 

In  the  midft  of  all  our  ftrength  thou  ftrik’ft  us  •, 

My  vertuous  Love  is  loft  too : all,  what  I have  been. 

No  more  hereafter  to  be  feen  than  lhadow  -, 

To  prifon  now?  well,  yet  there’s  this  hope  left  me  ; 

I may  fink  fairly  under  this  days  venture. 

And  lb  to  morrow’s  crofs’d,  and  all  thofe  curfes: 

Yet  manly  I’ll  invite  my  Fate,  bafe  fortune 

Shall  never  fay,  fiie  has  cut  my  throat  in  fear. 

This  is  the  place  his  challenge  call’d  me  to, 

And  was  a happy  one  at  this  time  for  me. 

For  let  me  fall  before  my  Foe  i’th’  field. 

And  not  at  Bar,  before  my  Creditors*, 

H’as  kept  his  word:  now  Sir,  your  fwords  tongue  only 
Loud  as  you  dare,  all  other  language 

Enter  Hemskirke. 

Hfw.  Well  Sir, 

You  fhall  not  be  long  troubled:  draw. 

Gof.  ’Tis  done  Sir, 

And  now  have  at  ye. 

Hem.  NoW^ 

Enter  BoorS- 

Gof  Betray’d  to  Villains! 

Slaves  ye  lhall  buy  me  bravely. 

And  thou  bafe  coward. 

Enter  Gcrrardand  Beggars. 

Ger.  Now  upon  ’em  bravely. 

Conjure  ’em  foundly  Boys. 

Boors.  Hold,  hold. 

Ger.  Lay  on  Itill, 

Down  with  that  Gentleman  rogue,  fwinge  him  to  firrup. 
Retire  Sir,  and  take  Breath:  follow,  and  take  him, 

Take  all,  ’tis  lawful  prize. 

Boors.  We  yield. 

Ger.  Down  with ’em 

Into  the  Wood,  and  rifle  ’em,  tew  ’em,  fwinge  ’em. 

Knock  me  their  brains  into  their  Breeches.  Exeunt. 

Boors.  Hold,  hold. 

Gof  What  thefe  men  are  I know  not,  nor  for  what  caufe 
They  lliou’d  thus  thruft  themfelves  into  my  danger , 

Can  I imagine.  But  fure  Heavens  hand  was  in’t ! 

Nor  why  this  coward  Knave  Ihould  deal  fo  bafely 

To  ^at  me  up  with  Slaves : but  Heaven  I thank  thee, 

I hi^e  thou  haft  referv’d  me  to  an  end 

Fit  for  thy  creature,  and  worthy  of  thine  honour: 

Would  all  my  other  dangers  here  had  luflered. 

With  what  a joyful  heart  fliould  I go  home  then  ? (fence. 
Where  now.  Heaven  knows,  like  him  that  waits  his  fen- 
Or  hears  his  palTing  -Bell  *,  but  there’s  my  hope  ftill. 

Enter  Gerrard. 

Ger.  Bleflingupon  you  Mafter. 

Gof  Thank  ye^  leave  me. 

For  by  my  troth  I have  nothing  now  to  give  thee. 

Ger.  Indeed  I do  not  ask  Sir,  only  it  grieves  me 

To  lee  3^e  look  fofad^  now  goodnefs  keep  ye 

From  troubles  in  your  mind. 

Gof.  If  I were  troubled. 

What  could  thy  comfort  do  ? prithee  CUufcy  leave  me. 

^er.  Good  Mafter  be  not  angry  ^ for  what  I fay 

Is  out  of  true  love  to  ye. 

Gof  I know  thou  lov’ft  me. 

Ger.  Good  Mr.  blame  that  love  then,  if  I prove  fo  fawey 
To  ask  ye  why  ye  are  fad. 

Gof.  Moft  true,  I am  fo. 

And  fuch  a fadnefs  I have  got  will  fink  me. 

Ger.  Heaven  lliield  it.  Sir. 

Gof.  Faith,  thou  muft  lofe  thy  Mafter. 

Ger.  I had  rather  lole  my  neck,  Sir  : would  I knew 

Gof  What  would  the  knowledg  do  thee  good  fo  mile- 
Thoucanft  not  help  thy  felf?  when  all  my  ways  (table. 
Nor  all  the  friends  I have 

Ger.  You  do  not  know  Sir, 

What  I can  do ; cures  fometimes,  for  mens  cares 

Flow,  where  they  leaft  expedt  ’em. 

Gof  I know  thou  wouldft  do. 

But  farewell  Qaufe.,  and  pray  for  thy  poor  Mafter. 

Cjer.  I will  not  leave  ye. 

Gof  How  ? 

Ger.  I dare  not  leave  ye,  Sir,  I muft  not  leave  ye, 

And  till  ye  beat  me  dead , I will  not  leave  ye. 

By.  what  ye  hold  moft  precious,  by  Heavens  goodnefs. 

As  your  fair  youth  may  profper,  good  Sir  tell  me : 

My  mind  believes  yet  fomething’s  in  my  power 

May  eafe  you  of  this  trouble. 

Gof 
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i Gof.  I will  tell  thee, 
j For  a huodred  thoufand  crowns  npon  my  credit, 

I T aken  up  of  Merchants  to  fupply  my  traffiques, 

The  winds  and  weather  envying  of  my  fortune, 

And  no  return  to  help  me  off^  yet  {hewing 
To  morrow,  to  morrow,  which  muft  come, 

In  prifon  thou  {halt  find  me  poor  and  broken. 

Cer.  I cannot  blame  your  grief  Sir. 

^of.  Now,  what  fay’it  thou 

Ger.  I fay  you  fhould  not  fhrink,  for  he  that  gave  ye, 

. Can  give  you  more  ^ his  power  can  bring  ye  on  Sir, 

When  friends  and  all  forfakeyc,  yet  he  fees  you. 

<jof.  There’s  all  my  hope. 

Ger.  Hope  ftill  Sir,  are  you  ty’d 
_ Withinthecompafsofaday,  good  Matter, 

To  pay  this  mafs  of  mony  ? 

Gof.  Ev’n  to  morrow : 

But  why  do  1 ftand  mocking  of  my  milery  ? 

Is’t  not  enough  the  floods,  and  friends  forget  me  ? 

Cer.  Will  no  lefs  ferve  ? 

(jof.  What  if  it  w’ould  ? 

Ger.  Your  patience, 

I do  not  ask  to  mock  ye:  ’tisagreatfum, 

A fum  for  mighty  men  to  ttart  and  flick  at  •, 

But  not  for  honefi: : have  ye  no  friends  left  ye, 

None  that  have  felt  your  bounty  ? worth  this  duty 
(fof.  Duty.^"  thou  know’ll  it  not. 

Ger.  It  is  a duty, 

And  as  a duty,  from  thole  men  have  felt  ye. 

Should  be  return’d  again : I have  gain’d  by  ye, 

A daily  alms  thefe  feven  years  you  have  fhowr’d  on  me. 
Will  half  fupply  your  want  ? 

Gof.  Why  do’It  thou  fool  me.? 

Can’ll  thou  work  miracles  ? 

Ger.  To  fave  my  Mailer, 

I can  work  this. 

Gof.  Thou  wilt  make  me  angry  with  thee.  • 

Ger.  For  doing  good  x* 

Gof  What  power  halt  tlrou? 

Ger.  Enquire  not ; 

So  I can  do  it,  to  preferve  my  Matter  *, 

Nay  if  it  be  three  parts. 

Gof.  O that  I had  it. 

But  good  flmfe^  talk  no  more,  1 feel  thy  charity. 

As  thou  has  felt  mine : but  alas! 

Cjer.  Dittrutt  not, 

’Tis  that  that  quenches  yc  : pull  up  your  Spirit, 

Your  good,  your  honett,  and  your  noble  Spirit  y 
For  if  the  fortunes  of  ten  thoufand  people 
Can  fave  ye,  reft  alTur’d  •,  you  have  forgot  Sir, 

The  good  ye  did,  which  was  the  power  you  gave  me  j 
Ye  fhall  now  know  the  King  of  Beggars  treafure : 

And  let  the  winds  blow  as  they  lift,  the  Seas  roar. 

Yet,  here  to  morrow,  you  fhall  find  your  harbour. 

Here  fail  me  not,  for  if  1 live  Tie  fit  ye. 

Gof.  How  fain  1 would  believe  thee ! 

Ger.  If  I ly  Mailer, 

Believe  no  man  hereafter. 

^of.  I will  try  thee. 

But  he  knows,  that  knows  all. 

Ger.  Know  me  to  morrow. 

And  if  I know  not  how  to  cure  ye,  kill  me  *, 

So  pafs  in  peace,  my  bell,  my  worthieft  Mailer.  JfExeum. 

SCENA  111. 

Enter  Hubert,  like  a Huntfman. 

Hub.  Thus  have  I ftoln  away  difguiz’d  from  Hemshirk. 
To  try  thefe  people,  for  my  heart  yet  tells  me 
Some  of  theie  Beggars,  are  the  men  I look  for : 

Appearing  like  my  fclf,  they  have  no  reafon 
(Though  my  intent  is  fair,my  main  end  honeft) 

But  to  avoid  me  narrowly,  that  face  too. 

That  womans  face,  how  near  it  is ! O may  it 
I, .. 


But  prove  the  fame, and  fortune  how  Tie  blefs  thee ! 

Thus,  lure  they  cannot  know  me,  orfufpedme, 

Ifto  my  habit  I but  change  my  nature;  _ 

As  I muft  do  ^ this  is  the  wood  they  live  in, 

A place  fit  for  concealment : where,  till  fortune 
Crown  nle  with  that  I feck,  I’le  live  amongft  ’em.  [Tv/V. 

Enter  Higgen,  Prigg,  Ferret,  Ginks,  atid 
the  reft  of  the  Boors. 

Hig.  Come  bring  ’em  out,  for  here  we  fit  in  juftice : 

Give  to  each  one  a cudgel,  a good  cudgel  .* 

And  now  attend  your  fentence.  That  you  are  rogues. 

And  mifehievous  bafe  raicalls,  (there’s  the  point  now) 

I take  it,  is  confefs’d. 

Prig.  Deny  it  if  you  dare  knaves. 

Boors.  We  are  Rogues  Sir. 

Hig.To  amplify  the  matter  then,rogues  as  ye  are, 

And  lamb’d  ye  fhall  be  e’re  we  leave  yc. 

Boors.  Yes  Sir. 

Hig.  And  to  the  open  handling  of  our  juftice. 

Why  did  ye  this  upon  the  proper  perfon 
Of  our  good  Mailer  ? w’ere  you  drunk  when  you  did  it  ? 
Boors.  Yes  indeed  were  we. 

Prig.  You  fhall  be  beaten  fober. 

Htg.  Was  it  for  want  you  undertook  it  ? 

Boors.  Yes  Sir. 

Hig.  You  fliall  be  Twing’d  abundantly. 

Prig.  And  yet  for  all  that, 

You  fhall  be  poor  rogues  Hill. 

Htg.  Has  not  the  Gentleman, 

Pray  mark  this  point  Brother  Prig.,  that  noble  Gentleman 
Reliev’d  ye  often,  found  ye  means  to  live  by. 

By  im ploying  fome  at  Sea,  fome  here , fome  there  •, 
According  to  your  callings  ? 

Boors.  ’Tis  moft  true  Sir.  • 

Hig.  Is  not  the  man,  an  honeft  man  ? 

Boors.  Yes  truly. 

Hig.  A liberal  Gentleman.?  and  as  ye  arc  true  rafcals 
Tell  me  but  this, have  ye  not  been  drunk, and  often. 

At  his  charge  ,? 

Boors.  Often,  often. 

Htg.  There’s  the  point  then. 

They  have  caft  themfelves,  Brother  Prig. 

Prig.  A fhrewd  point.  Brother. 

///^.Brother, proceed  you  now;  the  caufe  is  open, 

I am  fome  what  weary. 

Prig.  Can  you  do  thefe  things .? 

You  moft  abhominable  Tanking  RaTcals , 

You  turnip  eating  Rogues. 

Boors.  We  are  truly  Torry. 

Png.  Knock  at  your  hard  hearts  Rogues,  and  prefcntly 
Give  us  a fign  you  feel  compunction. 

Every  man  up  with’s  cudgel,  and  on  his  neighbour 
Bellow  Tuch  alms,  ’till  we  fhall  fay  fnfficient. 

For  there  your  fentence  lyes  without  partiality ; 

Either  of  head,  or  hide  Rogues,  without  fparing. 

Or  we  fhall  take  the  pains  to  beat  you  dead  elfe ; 

You  fhall  know  your  doom. 

Hig.  One,  two,  and  three  about  it. 

Prig.  That  fellow  in  the  blue,  has  true  Compun(ftion, 

T Beat  one  another. 

He  beats  his  fellows  bravely,  oh,  well  ftruck  boyes. 

Enter  Gerrard. 

Hig.  Up  with  that  blue  breech,  now  playes  he  the  Devil. 
So  get  ye  home,  drink  fmall  beer,  and  be  honeft  j 
Call  in  the  Gentleman. 

Ger.  Do,  bring  him  prefently. 

His  caufe  I’lc  hear  my  felf. 

Enter  Hemskirk. 

Hig.  Prig.  With  all  due  reverence, 

VJe  do  refign  Sir. 

Ger.  Now  huffing  Sir,  what’s  your  name  f 
Hew. 
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Hem.  What’s  that  to  you  Sir  ? 

Ger.  It  fliail  be  ere  we  part. 

Hem.  My  name  is  Hemskirk^ , 

I follow  the  Earl,  which  you  lhall  feel, 

Ger.  No  threatning. 

For  we  (hall  cool  you  Sir  ^ why  did’ft  thou  bafely 
Attempt  the  murder  of  the  Merchant  Gofwin .? 

Hem.  What  power  had;  thou  to  ask  me  ? 

Ger.  I will  know  it. 

Or  fley  thee  till  thy  pain  difeover  it. 

Hem.  He  did  me  wrong,  bafe  wrong. 

Ger.  Tiat  cannot  fave  ye, 

Who  fent  ye  hither  ? and  what  further  viflaiiies 
Have  you  in  hand  ? ^ 

Hem.  Why  would’ft  thou  know  ? what  profit, 

If  I had  any  private  way,  could  rife 

Out  of  my  knowledge,  to  do  thee  commodity? 

Be  forry  for  what  thou  haft  done,  and  make  amends  fool, 
rie  talk  no  further  to  thee , nor  thefe  Rafcals. 

Ger.  Tye  him  to  that  tree. 

Hem.  I have  told  you  whom  I follow. 

Ger.  The  Devil  you  fhould  do,  by  your  villanies. 

Now  he  that  has  the  beft  way,  wring  it  from  him. 

Hig.  I undertake  it ; turn  him  to  the  Sun  boyes  •, 

Give  me  a fine  (harp  rulh,  will  yeconfefs;yet  ? 

Hem.  Ye  have  rob’d  me  aIready,now  you’le  murder  me. 
Htg.  Murder  your  nofe  a little : does  your  head  purge  Sir? 
To  it  again,  ’twill  do  ye  good. 

Hem.  Oh  , 

I cannot  tell  you  any  thing. 

Ger.  Proceed  then. 

Hi?.  There’s  maggots  in  your  nofe,  I’le  fetch  ’em  out  Sir. 
Hem.  O my  head  breaks. 

Hig.  The  beft  thing  for  the  rheum  Sir, 

That  falls  into  your  worfhips  eyes. 

Hem.  Hold,  hold. 

Ger.  Speak  then. 

Hem.  I know  not  what. 

Hig.  It  lyes  in’s  brain  yet, 

In  lumps  it  lyes,  Tie  fetch  it  out  the  fineft  *, 

What  pretty  faces  the  fool  makes  ? heigh  / 

Hem,  Hold , 

Hold,  and  Tie  tell  ye  all,  look  in  my  doublet ; 

And  there  within  the  lining  in  a paper. 

You  fhall  find  all. 

Ger.  Go  fetch  that  paper  hither. 

And  let  him  loofe  for  this  time. 

Ef7ter  Hubert. 

Hnb.  Good  ev’n  my  honeft  friends. 

Ger.  Good  ev’n  good  fellow. 

Hub.  May  a poor  huntfman,  with  a merry  heart, 

A voice  fhall  make  the  foreft  ring  about  him. 

Get  leave  to  live  amongft  ye  ? true  as  fteel,  boyes  ? 

That  knows  all  chafes,  and  can  watch  all  hours, 

And  with  my  quarter  ftaff,  though  the  Devil  bid  Hand, 
Deal  fuch  an  alms,  fhall  make  him  roar  again  ? 

Prick  ye  thefearfull  hare  through  crofs  wayes,  fheep- walks, 
And  force  the  crafty  Reynard  climb  the  quickfetts  ^ 

Roufe  ye  the  lofty  Stag,  and  with  my  bell-horn, 

Ring  him  a knel,  that  all  the  woods  (hall  mourn  him, 

’Till  in  his  funeral  tears,  he  fall  before  me 
The  Polcat,  Marterrie.,  and  the  rich  skin’d  Lucerne 
I know  to  chafe,  the  Roe,  the  wind  out  ftripping 
b^grin  himfelf,  in  all  his  bloody  anger 
I can  beat  from  the  bay,  and  the  wild  Sounder 
Single, and  with  my  arm'd  ftg/T,  turn  the  Boar, 

Spight  of  his  foamy  tufhes,  and  thus  ftrike  him  ^ 

’Till  he  fall  down  my  feaft. 

Ger.  A goodly  fellow. 

Hub.  What  mak’ft  thee  here,  ha  ? {.afde 

Cjer.  We  accept  thy  fellowlhip. 

Hub.  Hem<kir^j  thou  art  not  right  I fear,  I fear  thee. 

ft  ajide. 


Enter  Ferret,  with  a Letter. 


Per.  Here  is  the  paper ; andashefaidvv'cfoundit. 

Ger.  Give  me  it,  I (hall  make  a fhift  yet, old  as  I am, 

To  find  your  knavery : you  are  fent  here,  Sirra, 

To  difeover  certain  Gentlemen,  a fpy-knave. 

And  if  ye  find  ’em,  if  not  by  perfwaficn 
To  bring  ’em  back,  by  poyfon  to  difpatch  ’em. 

Hub.  By  poyfon,  ha  ? 

<^er.  Here  is  another,  Hubert  \ 

What  is  that  Hubert  Sir  ? 

Hem.  You  may  perceive  there. 

Ger.  I may  perceive  a villany  and  a rank  one, 

Was  he  joyn’d  partner  of  thy  knavery  ? 

Hem.  No. 

He  had  an  honeft  end,  would  I had  had  fo. 

Which  makes  him  fcape  fuch  cut-throats. 

Ger.  So  it  feems. 

For  here  thou  art  commanded,  when  that  Hubert 
Has  done  his  beft  and  worthieft  fervice,  this  way 
To  cut  his  throat,  for  here  he’s  fet  down  dangerous. 

Hub.  This  is  moft  impious. 

Ger.  I am  glad  w’e  have  found  ye, 

Is  not  this  true  ? 

Hem.  Yes^  what  are  you  the  better  ? 

(^er.  You  fhall  perceive  Sir,  ere  you  get  your  freedom ; 
Take  him  afide,  and  friend,  we  take  thee  to  us. 

Into  our  company,  thou  dar’ft  be  true  unto  us  ? 

Hig.  I,  and  obedient  too  ? 

Hub.  As  you  had  bred  me. 

Ger.  Then  take  our  hand  ; thou  art  now  a fervant  to  us,  i 
Welcom  him  all. 

Hig.  Stand  off,  (land  off:  Tie  do  it,  [ 

We  bid  ye  welcom  three  wayes  ; firft  for  your  perfon, 
Which  is  a promifing  perfon,  next  for  your  quality,  i 

Which  is  a decent,  and  a gentle  quality,  ! 

Laft  for  the  frequent  means  you  have  to  feed  us, 

You  can  ftcal  ’tis  to  be  prefum’d. 

Hub.  Yes,  venifon,  and  if  you  want 

Htg.  ’Tis  well  you  underftand  right, 

And  lhall  pra<ftife  daily : you  can  drink  too  ? 

Hub.  Soundly. 

Htg.  And  ye  dare  know  a woman  from  a weathercock  t 
Hub.  If  I handle  her. 

Ger.  Now  fwear  him. 

Hig.  I crown  thy  nab,  with  a gag  of  benboufe^ 

And  y/^// thee  by  the  Salmon  into  the  clows, 

To  mand  on  tht^ad,  and firike  all  the  cheats  ■, 

T 0 Mill  from  the  Ritffmans,  commifion  and  fates, 

Twang  deltas,  i’  the  firomell,  and  let  the  Qnre  Cuffin: 

And  Herman  Beck^flrine,  and  trine  to  the  Ruffn, 

(fer.  Now  interpret  this  unto  him. 

Hig.  I pour  on  thy  pate  a pot  of  good  ale, 

And  by  the  Rogues  o^h’  a Rogue  thee  inftal  t 

To  beg  on  the  way,  to  rob  all  thou  meets 

To  fteal  from  the  hedge,  both  the  (hirt  and  the  (beets : 

And  lye  with  thy  wench  in  the  ftraw  til'  fhe  twang. 

Let  the  Conftable,  Juftice,  and  Devil  go  hang. 

Hig.  You  are  welcom  Brother.  (keeping 

All.  Welcom,  w^elcom,  welcom,  but  who  (hall  have  the 
Of  this  fellow  ? 

Hub.  Sir,  if  you  dare  but  truft  me  i 
For  if  I. have  kept  wild  dogs  and  beads  for  wonder, 

And  made  ’em  tame  too  : give  into  my  cuftody 
This  roaring  Ralcal,!  (hall  hamper  him. 

With  all  his  knacks  and  knaveries,  and  I fear  me 
Difeover  yet  a further  villany  in  him  , 

O he  fmells  ranck  o’th’  Rafcal. 

Ger.  Take  him  to  thee, 

But  if  he  fcape 

Hub.  Let  me  be  ev’n  bang’d  for  him. 

Come  Sir,  Tie  tye  ye  to  my  lea(h. 

Hem.  Away  Rafcal. 

Hub.  Be  not  fo  ftnbborn  : I (hall  fwindge  ye  foundly, 
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And  ye  play  tricks  with  me. 

Cer.  So,  now  come  in, 

But  ever  have  an  eye  Sir,  to  your  Prifoners 

fJitb.  He  muft  blind  both  mine  eyes,  if  he  get  from  me. 
Ger.  Go  get  fome  vidtuals,  and  fome  drink,  fome  good 
For  this  day  we’ll  keep  holy  to  good  fortune,  (drink 
Come,  and  befrolick  with  us. 

Htg.  You  are  a Stranger,  Brother,  I pray  lead, 

You  muft,  you  muft,  Brother.  SxsmG 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Gofwin  aj7d  Gertrude. 

Ger.  Indeed  you’re  welcome ; I have  heard  your  fcape, 
And  therefore  give  her  leave,  that  only  loves  you ; 

(Truly  and  dearly  loves  you)  give  her  joy  leave 
To  bid  you  welcome ; what  is’t  makes  you  fad  man  ? 

Why  do  you  look  fo  wild  ? Is’t  1 offend  you? 

Bellirew  my  heart,  not  willingly. 

Gof.  No,  Gertrude. 

Ger.  Is’t  the  delay  of  that  ye  long  have  look’d  for, 

A happy  marriage  ? now  I come  to  urge  it. 

Now  when  you  pleafe  to  finifh  it  ? 

Goj.  No  News  yet  ? 

Ge-r.  Do  you  hear  Sir  ? 

Gof.  Yes. 

Ger.  Do  you  love  me  ? 

Gof.  Have  I liv’d 

In  all  the  happinefs  Fortune  could  feat  me, 

In  all  mens  fair  opinions  ? 

Ger.  I have  provided 
A Prieft,  that’s  ready  for  us. 

Gof  And  can  the  Devil, 

. In  one  ten  days,  that  Devil  Chance  devour  me  ? 

Ger.  VVe’Il  fly  to  what  place  you  pleafe. 

Gof  No  Star  profperous! 

All  at  a fwoop? 

Ger.  You  do  not  love  me  Gojwin  ? 

You  will  not  look  upon  me? 

Gof  Can  mens  Prayers 

Sh  ot  up  to  Heaven,  with  fuch  a zeal  as  mine  are , 

I  Fall  back  like  lazy  mifts,  and  never  profper  ? 

Jives  I muft  wear,  and  cold  muft  be  my  comfort  •, 
barknefs,  and  want  of  meaf,  alas  fhe  weeps  too, 

Which  is  the  top  of  all  my  forrows,  Gertrude. 

Ger.  No,  no,  you  will  not  know  me  ■,  my  poor  beauty, 
Which  has  been  worth  your  eyes. 

Gof.  The  time  grows  on  ftill  ^ 

And  like  a tumbling  wave,  I fee  my  ruine 
Come  rowling  over  me. 

Ger.  Yet  will  ye  know  me.? 

Gof  Fora  hundred  thoufand  Crowns. 

Gf?-.  Yet  will  ye  love  me  ? 

Tell  me  but  how  I have  deferv’d  your  flighting 
^of  For  a hundred  thoufand  Crowns.^ 

Ger.  Farewel  Diflembler. 

Gof.  Of  which  I have  fcarce  ten : O how  it  ftarts  me ! 
Ger.  And  may  the  next  you  love,  hearing  my  ruine. 
Gof.  I had  forgot  my  felf,  O my  beft  (fer trade. 

Crown  of  my  joys  and  comforts. 

Ger.  Sweet  what  ails  ye  ? 

I thought  you  had  been  vext  with  me. 

Gof  My  mind.  Wench, 

My  mind  o’rflow’d  with  forrow,  funk  my  memory. 

Ger.  Am  I not  worthy  of  the  knowledg  of  it  ? 

And  cannot  I as  well  affedl:  your  forrows. 

As  your  delights  you  love  no  other  Woman.? 

Gof  No,  I proteft. 

Ger.  You  have  no  fliips  loft  lately .? 

Gof  None,  that  I know  of 

Ger.  I hope  you  have  fpilt  no  blood,  whofe  innocence 
May  lay  this  on  your  confcience. 

Gof.  Clear,  by  Heaven, 
j Ger.  Why  fiiould  you  be  thus  then? 


Gof  Good  Gertrude  ask  not, 

Ev’n  by  the  love  you  bear  me. 

Ger.  I am  obedient. 

Gof  Go  in,  my  fair,  I will  not  be  long  from  ye, 

Nor  long  I fear  me  with  thee.  At  my  return 
Difpofe  me  as  you  pleafe. 

Ger.  The  good  gods  guide  ye.  fE.xit. 

Gof  Now  for  my  felf,  which  is  the  leaft  I hope  for. 

And  when  that  fails,  for  mans  worft  fortune,  pity.  fE.vit. 


ABhs  quartus,  Sccua  prima. 

Enter  Gofwin  and  4.  Merchants. 

V 

Goj.  TTTHy  gentlcmcn,’tisbuta  week  more, I intreatyou 
W But  7.  fiiort  days,  1 am  not  running  from  ye ; 
Nor,  if  you  give  me  patience,  is  it  pofTible 
All  my  adventures  fail  you  have  fliips  abroad 
Endure  the  beating  both  of  Wind  and  Weather : 

I am  fure  ’twould  vex  your  hearts,  to  be  protefted  j 
Ye  are  all  fair  Merchants. 

1 Mer.  Yes,  and  muft  have  fair  play : 

There  is  no  living  here  elfe^  one  hour’s  failing 
Fails  us  of  all  our  friends,  of  all  our  credits : 

For  my  part,  I would  ftay,  but  my  wants  tell  me, 

I muft  wrong  others  in’t. 

Gof.  No  mercy  in  ye ! 

2 Mer.  ’Tis  foolifh  to  depend  on  others  mercy : 

Keep  your  felf  right,  and  even  cut  your  cloth.  Sir, 
According  to  your  calling,  you  have  liv’d  here. 

In  Lord-like  Prodigality , high,  and  open. 

And  now  ye  find  what  ’tis ; the  liberal  fpending 
I'hc  Summer  of  your  Youth,  which  yon  Ihould  glean  in. 
And  like  the  labouring  Anr,  makeufe  and  gain  of. 

Has  brought  this  bitter,  ftormy  Winter  on  ye. 

And  now  you  cry. 

3 Mer.  Alas,  before  your  Poverty, 

We  were  no  men,  of  no  mark,  no  endeavour; 

You  flood  alone,  took  up  all  trade,  all  bufinefs 
Running  through  your  hands,  fcarce  a Sail  at  Sea, 

But  loaden  w'ith  your  Goods : we  poor  weak  Pcdlcrs ; 
When  by  your  leave,  and  much  intreaty  to  it. 

We  could  have  ftowage  for  a little  Cloath, 

Or  a few  W'ines,  put  off,  and  thank  your  Worfhip. 

Lord,  how  the  World’s  chang’d  with  ye  ? now  1 hope.  Sir, 
We  fliall  have  Sea-room. 

Gof.  Is  my  mifery 

Become  my  fcorn  too ! have  ye  no  humanity  ? 

No  part  of  men  left  ? are  all  the  Bounties  in  me 
To  you,  and  totheTown,  turn’d  my  reproaches? 

4.  Mer.  Well,  get  your  moneys  ready : ’tis  but  2 hours*, 
We  fliall  proteft  yeelfe,  and  fuddenly. 

Gof.  But  two  days. 

I Mer.  Not  an  hour,  ye  know  the  hazard.  fExeunt. 
Gof.  How  foon  my  light’s  put  out ! hard  hearted  Bruges ! 
Within  thy  Walls  may  never  honefl  Merchant 
Venture  hjs  fortunes  more : O my  poor  Wench  too. 

Enter  Gerrard. 

Ger.  Good  fortune,  Maftcr. 

Gof  Thou  miflak’ft  me,  CUufe, 

I am  not  worth  thy  Blcffing. 

Ger.  Still  a fad  man! 

Enter  Higgcn  and  Prigg,  like  Porters. 

No  belief  gentle  Mafter  ? come  bring  it  in  then , 

And  now  believe  your  Beadfman. 

Gof  Is  this  certain  ? 

Or  doft  thou  work  upon  my  troubled  fenfe  ? 

(jer.  ’Tis  gold.  Sir, 

Take 
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Take  it  and  try  it. 

Gof.  Certainly  ’tis  treafure  ; 

Can  there  be  yet  this  Bieffing  ? 

Gcr.  Ceafe  your  wonder, 

You  lhall  not  fink,  for  neY  a fowft  Flap-dragon, 

For  ne’r  a pickl’d  Pilcher  of  ’em  all,  Sir, 

’Tis  there,  your  full  fum,  a hundred  thoufand  crowns : 
And  good  Tweet  Mafler,  now  be  merry ; pay  ’em. 

Pay  the  poor  pelting  Knaves,  that  know  nogoodnefs: 

And  cheat  your  heart  up  handfomely. 

Gof.  Good  CUnfcy 

How cam’fl: thou  by  this  mighty  Sum?  if  naughtily, 

I mull  not  take  it  of  thee,  ’twill  undo  me. 

Ger.  Fear  not,  you  have  it  by  as  honed  means 
As  though  your  father  gave  it : Sir,  you  know  not 
To  what  a mafs,  the  little  we  get  daily, 

Mounts  in  (even  years ; we  beg  it  for  Heavens  charity, 

And  to  the  fame  good  we  are  bound  to  render  it. 

Gof.  What  great  fecurity  ? 

G ev.  Away  with  that,  Sir, 

Were  not  ye  more  than  all  the  men  in  Bruges  j 

And  all  the  money  in  my  thoughts 

Gof.  But  good 
I may  dye  prefently. 

Ger,  Then  this  dies  with  yet 
Pay  when  you  can  good  Mailer,  I’ll  no  Parchments, 

Only  this  charity  I fliall  entreat  you:^ 

Leave  me  this  Ring. 

Gof  Alas',  it  is  too  poor,  Qaufe. 

Ger.  ’Tis  all  1 ask,  and  this  withal,  that  when 
I lhall  deliver  this  back,  you  fliall  grant  me 
Freely  one  poor  petition. 

Gof  There,  I confirm  it,  , [jgives  the  %tng. 

And  may  my  faith  forfake  me  when  I (hun  it. 

Ger.  Away,  your  time  draws  on.  Take  up  the  money, 

^ And  follow  this  young  Gentleman. 

Gof.  Farewell  Claufe^ 

And  may  thy  honed  memory  live  for  ever. 

Ger.  Heaven  blefs  you, and  dill  keep  you,  farewel  Mader. 

{Exeim. 

S C E N E II. 

Ente-r  Hubert. 

Bub.  I have  lockt  my  Youth  up  clofe  enough  for  gad- 
In  an  old  Tree,  andfet  watch  over  him.  (d'^g, 

Efiter  Jaculin. 

Now  for  my  Love,  for  fure  this  Wench  mud  be  flie. 

She  follows  me  ^ Come  hither,  pretty  zJhfiwloe. 

Jac.  No,  no,  you’ll  kifs. 

Hub.  So  I will. 

Jac.  Y’ded  law? 

How  will  ye  kifs  me,  pray  you  ? 

Hub.  Thus,  Toft  as  my  loves  lips.  c 

Jac.  Ohl  ' • 

Hub.  What’s  your  Father’s  name  ? 

Jac.  He’s  gone  to  Heaven. 

Hub.  Is  it  not  Gerrardy  Sweet? 

Jac.  I’ll  day  no  longer^ 

My  Mother’s  an  old  Woman,  and  my  Brother 
Was  drown’d  at  Sea,  with  catching  Cockles.  OLove! 

O how  my  heart  melts  in  me : how  thou  fir’d  me ! 

Hub.  ’Tis  certain  Ihe ; pray  let  me  fee  your  hand,Sweet  ? 
Jac.  No,  no,  you’l  bite  it. 

Bub.  Sure  I fliould  know  that  Gymmal ! 

Jac.  ’Tis  certain  he ; I had  forgot  my  Ring  too. 

O Hubert ! Hubert ! 

Hub.  Ha ! methought  (he  nam’d  me 

Do  you  know  me.  Chick  ? 

Jac.  No  indeed,  I never  faw  ye  5 
But  methinks  you  kifs  finely. 

Hub.  Kifs  again  then-. 

By  Heaven  ’tis  (he. 

^ Jac.  O what  a joy  he  brings  me! 


Hub.  You  arc  not  eJdlinche  ? ; 

. Jac.  Yes,  pretty  Gc.ntleman, 

And  I mud  be  marry’d  to  morrow  to  a Capper. 

Hub.  Mud  ye  my  Sweet,  and  does  the  Capper  love  ye? 
Jac.  Ycs,yes,he’i  give  me  pie, and  look  in  mine  eyes  thus. 
’Tis  he ; ’tis  my  dear  Love  : O bled  Fortune. 

Hub.  How  fain  flie  would  conceal  her  felf,  yetfheWit! 
Will  you  love  me,  and  leave  that  man  f I’ll  ferve. 

Jac.  O I (hall  lole  my  feif .' 

Hub.  I’ll  wait  upon  you, 

And  make  you  dainty  Nofe-gays. 

Jac.  And  where  will  you  (tick  ’em  ? 

Hub.  Herein  my  borom,Svveet, and  make  a crown  of  Lilies 
For  your  fair  head. 

Jac.  And  will  you  love  me  deed-law 
Hub.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Jac.  ^Call  me  to  morrow  then. 

And  we  11  have  brave  cheat,  and  go  to  Church  together : 

Give  you  good  ev’n  Sir. 

Hub.  But  one  word  fair  ajbfmche. 

Jac,  I mud  begone  a milking. 

Hub.  Ye  fliall  prefently. 

Did  you  never  hear  of  a young  maid  called  Jaculin  ? 

Jac.  I am  difeover’d  ; hark  in  your  ear.  I’ll  tell  ye : 

You  mud  not  know  me,  kifs  and  be  condant  ever. 

Hub.  Heaven  curfe  me  elfe ’tis  (he,  and  now  I am  certain 
They  are  all  here : now  for  my  other  projed: — fExeunt. 

% 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Gofwin,  4.  Merchants,  Higgen,  and  Prigg. 

1 Mer.  Nay,  if’twould  do  youcourtefie. 

Gof  None  at  all.  Sir ; 

Take  it,’tis  yours,  there’s  your  ten  thoufand  for  ye. 

Give  in  my  Bills.  Your  dvreen. 

3 ijlder.  Pray  be  pleas’d  Sir 
To  make  a further  ufe. 
gof  No. 

3 zJ^sder.  What  I have.  Sir, 

You  may  command  3 pray  let  me  be  your  Servant. 

Gof  Put  your  Hats  on;  I care  not  for  yourcourtefies,. 
They  are  mod  untimely  done,  and  no  truth  in  ’em. 

2 Mer.  I have  a frought  of  Pepper. 

(fof  Rot  your  Pepper, 

Shallltrud  you  again  there’s  your  feven  thoufand. 

4 Mer.  Or  if  you  want  fine  Sugar,  ’tis  but  fending. 

Gof  No,  I can  fend  to  Barbary y thofe  people 

That  never  yet  knew  faith,  have  nobler  freedoms  ; ! 

Thtkczny  to  Fanlock^y  and  take  my  Bills  in,  ^ ’ 

To  Peter  Zuten  thefe  : bring  back  my  Jewels  , 

Why  are  thefe  pieces  ? 

Enter  Sayler. 

Sayler.  Health  to  the  noble  Merchant, 

The  Sufan  is  return’d. 

Gof.  Well  ? 

Say.  Well,  and  rich  Sir, 

And  now  put  in. 

Gof.  Heaven  thou  had  heard  my  prayers. 

Say.  The  brave  Rebeccah  too,  bound  from  the  Straits, 
With  the  next  Tide  is  ready  to  put  after. 

Goj.  What  news  o’th’  fly-boat.^ 

Say.  If  this  Wind  hold  till  midnight. 

She  will  be  here,  and  wealthy,  ’fcap’d  fairly, 
fyo/.  How,  prithee,  Sayler  .? 

Say.  Thus  Sir,  (he  had  fight 
Seven  hours  together,  with  fix  Turkifli  Gallic?, 

And  (he  fought  bravely  -,  but  at  length  was  boarded 
And  overlaid  with  drength : when  prefently 
Comes  boring  up  the  wind  Captain  Vannokcy 
That  valiant  &ntleman,you  redeem’d  from  prifonj 
He  knew  the  Boat,  fet  in,  and  fought  it  bravely : 

Beat  all  the  Qallies  off,  lunk  three,  redeem’d  her, 

And  as  a fervice  to  ye  fent  her  home  Sir.  ^ 
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Cof.  All  lioneJl  noble  Captain,  and  a thankfull  i 

There’s  for  thy  news : go  drink  the  Merchants  health, 

Say.  I thank  your  bounty,  and  Tie  do  it  to  a doyt,  Sir, 

[ Sxit  Saylor 

1 Mer.  What  miracles  are  pour’d  upon  this  fellow ! 

CjoJ.  Thisyerc  I hope,  my  Iriends,  1 lliall  fcapc  prifon. 

For  all  your  caies  to  catch  me. 

2 zJlfcr.  You  may  pleafeSir 

To  think  of  your  poor  fcrvantsin  difpleafure, 

Whofe  all  they  have,  goods,  moneys,  are  at  your  fervice. 
Ccf.  I thank  you, 

\^Ticn  I have  need  ofyou  I lliall  forget  you  : 

You  are  paid  I hope. 

.AIL  We  joy  in  your  good  fortunes. 

Emer  Van  duiick. 

' Come  Sir,  come  take  your  eafe,you  mull  go  home 

With  me,  yonder  is  one  weeps  and  howls. 

Gof.  Alas  how  does  Ihe .? 

ran  d.  She  will  be  better  foon  I hope. 

Gof.  Why  foon  Sir  ? 

Fati-d.  VVhy  vrhen  you  have  her  in  your  arms,  this 
My  boy  llie  is  thy  wife.  ( night 

(fof  With  all  my  heart  I take  her. 
ran-d.  We  have  pi'epar’d,  all  thy  friends  will  be  there, 
And  all  my  Rooms  (hall  fmoak  to  fee  the  revel ; 

Thou  hall  been  wrong’d,  and  no  moie  lhall  ray  fervice 

W'ait  on  the  knave  her  Uncle,  I have  heard  all,  • 

All  his  baits  for  my  Boy,  but  thou  llialt  have  her  ^ 

Hall  thou  difpatch’t  thy  bufinefs  ? 

Gof  Molt. 

Fan-d.  By  the  mafs  Boy, 

■ Thou  tumblefl  now  in  wealth,  and  I joy  in  it. 

Thou  art  the  bell  Boy,  that  Bruges  ever  nourilh’d. 

Thou  hall  been  fad.  Tie  cheer  thee  up  with  Sack, 

And  when  thou  art  lulty  Tie  fling  thee  to  thyMillris. 

She’]  hug  thee,  firrah. 

Gof  I long  to  fee  ir, 

1 had  forgot  you  ; there’s  for  you  my  friends  : 

You  had  but  heavy  burthens  •,  commend  my  love 

T^niy  bell  love,  all  the  love  I have 

To  honefc  C/.'///-,(hortly  1 will  thank  him  better.  [_Exit. 

Hio.  By  the  mafs  a royal  Merchant, 

Gold  by  the  handfull,  here  will  be  Iport  foon.  Prig. 

Prig.  It  partly  feemsfo,  and  here  will  i be  in  a trice. 

Hig.  And  I boy, 

Away  apace,  we  are  look’d  for. 

Png.  Oh  thelc  bak’d  meats, 

Me  thinks  I fmell  them  hither. 

Htg.  Thy  mouta  waters.  {,Exetint. 

SCENA  IV. 

Enter  Hubert,  and  Hemskirk. 

El lib.  I Mufl;  not. 

Hem.  Why  ? ’tis  in  thy  power  to  do  it,  and  in  mine 

To  reward  thee  to  thy  wiflies. 

Hub.  I dare  not,  nor  I will  not. 

Him.  Gentle  Huntfman, 

Tliough  thou  had  kept  me  hard;  though  in  thy  duty. 

Which  is  requir’d  to  do  it,  th’  haft  ufed  me  ftubbornly  *, 

I can  forgive  thee  freely. 

Hub.  You  the  Earls  fervant  ? 

Hem.  I fwear  I am  near  as  his  own  thoughts  to  him  •, 

Able  to  doe  thee 

Hub.  Come,  come,  leave  your  prating. 

Hem.  If  thou  dar’ft  but  try. 

Hub.  I thank  you  heartily,  you  will  be 

Tiie  firft  man  that  will  hang  me, a fweet  recompence, 

I could  do,  but  I do  not  fay  I will. 

To  any  honeft  fellow  that  would  think  on’t , 

And  be  a benefactor. 

Hem.  If  it  be  not  recompenc’d,  and  to  thy  own  dellres. 

If  Within  thefe  ten  days  I do  not  make  thee  . 

Hub.  What,  a falfe  knave ! 

Hem.  Prethee,  prethee  conceive  me  righty,  anything 
Of  profit  or  of  place  that  may  advance  thee. 

Hub.  Why  w’haf;  a.Goofecap  would’ft  thou  make  me. 

Do  not  I know  that  men  in  mifery  will  promife 

Any  thing,  more  than  their  lives  can  reach  at  ? 

Hem.  Believe  me  Huntfman, 

There  fliall  not  one  fnort  fyllable 

That  comes  from  me,  pafs 

Without  its  full  performance. 

Hub.  Say  you  lb  Sir  ? 

Have  ye  e’re  a good  place  for  my  quality  ? 

Hem.  A thoufand  Chafes,  Forelts,  Parks : I’le  make  thee 
Chief  ranger  over  all  the  games. 

Hub.  When.^ 

Hem.  Prefently.  ( too. 

Hub.  This  may  provoke  me : and  yet  to  prove  a knave 
Hem.  ’Tis  to  prove  honeft ; ’tis  to  do  good  fervice, 
Service  for  him  thou  artfworn  to,  for  thy  Prince, 

Then  for  thy  felf  that  good  ; what  tool  would  live  here. 
Poor,  and  in  mifery,  fubjeCt  to  all  dangers, 

Law,  and  lewd  people  can  infli(fl:,  when  bravely 

And  to  himfelf  he  may  be  law  and  credit.^ 

Hub.  Shall  I believe  thee? 

Hem.  As  that  thou  holdft  moft  holy. 

Hub.  Ye  may  play  tricks. 

Hem.  Then  let  me  never  live  more. 

EJub.  Then  you  fliall  fee  Sir,  I will  do  a fervice 

That  lhall  dclerve  indeed. 

Hem.  ’Tis  well  faid,  Huntfman, 

And  thou  flialt  be  well  thought  of.  (meet  nothing, 

EJtib.  I w'illdoit:  ’tis  not  your  fcttingfrec,  for  that’s 
But  fuch  a fervice,  if  the  Earl  be  noble. 

He  fliall  for  ever  love  me. 

Elcm.  What  is’t  Huntfman.? 

EEnb.  Do  you  know  any  of  thefe  people  live  here .? 

Hem.  No. 

Hub.  You  are  a fool  then : here  be  thofc,to  have  ’em, 

I know  the  Earl  fo  well,  would  make  him  caper. 

Hem.  Any  of  the  old  Lords  that  rebel’d .? 

Hub.  Peace,  ail, 

I know  ’em  every  one,  and  can  betray  ’em. 

Hem.  But  wilt  thou  doe  this  fervice .? 

Hem.  If  yoifl  keep 

Your  faith,  and  free  w’ordtome. 

Hem.  Wilt  thou  fwear  me  ? 

Hub.  No,no,I  will  believe  ye : more  than  that  too, 

Here’s  the  right  heir. 

Hem.  O honeft,  honeft  huntfman ! 

Hub.  Now,  how  to  get  thefe  Gallants,there’s  the  matter, 
You  will  be  conftant,  ’tis  no  work  for  me  elfc. 

Hem.  Will  the  Sun  fhine  again .? 

Hub.  The  way  to  get ’em. 

Hem.  Propound  it,  and  it  fliall  be  done. 

Hub.  No  Height  •, 

(For  they  are  Deviiifli  crafty,  it  concerns  ’em,) 

Nor  reconcilement,(for  they  dare  not  truft  neither) 

Muft  doe  this  trick. 

Hem.  By  force  .? 

Hub.  I,  that  muft  doe  it. 

And  with  the  perfon  of  the  Earl  himfelf, 

Authority  (and  mighty)  muft  come  on  ’em  : 

Or  elfe  in  vain : and  thus  I would  have  ye  do  it. 

To  morrow-night  be  here ; a hundred  men  will  bear  ’em, 

(So  he  be  there,  for  he’s  both  wife  and  valiant. 

And  with  histerrour  will  ftrike  dead  their  forces) 

The  hour  be  twelve  a Clock,  now  for  a guide 

To  draw  ye  without  danger  on  thefe  perfons. 

The  woods  being  thick,  and  hard  to  hit,  my  felf 

With  fome  few  with  me,  made  unto  our  purpofc. 

Beyond  the  wood^upon  the  plain,  will  wait  ye 

By  the  great  Oak. 

Hem.  I know  it : keep  thy  faith  huntfman, 

And  fuch  a fhowr  of  wealth 

Hub 
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Hub.  I warrant  ye  : 

Mifs  nothii>g  that  1 tell  ye. 

Hem.  No. 

Hub.  Farewell 

You  have  your  liberty,  now  ufe  it  wifely ; 

And  keep  your  hour,  goe  clofer  about  the  wood  there, 

For  fear  they  fpy  you. 

Hem.  Well. 

Hub.  And  bring  no  noife  with  ye.  \_Exit. 

Hem.  All  ihall  be  done  toth’  purpofe:  farewelhuntf  man. 

E7iter  Gerrard,  Higgen,  Prig,  Ginks,  Snap,  Ferret. 

Ger.  Now,  what’s  the  news  in  town  ? 
ginks.  No  news,  but  joy  Sir  •, 

Every  man  wooing  of  the  noble  Merchant^ 

Who  has  his  hearty  commendations  to  ye. 

Per.  Yes  this  is  news,  this  night  he’s  to  be  married. 

Ginks.  Byth’  mafs  that’s  true,  he  marrys  Fandunki 
The  dainty  black-ey’d  bell.  (Daughter, 

Hi^.  Ipwould  my  clapper 
Hung  in  bt^aldrick,  a what  a peal  could  I Ring  ? 

Ger.  M^ried  ? 

Ginks.  ’Tis  very  true  Sir,  O thepyes. 

The  piping-hot  mince-pyes ! 

Prig.  O the  Plum-pottage ! (boys, 

Htg.  For  one  leg  of  a goofe  now  would  I venture  a limb 
I love  a fat  goofe,  as  I love  allegiance. 

And upon  the  Boors,  too  well  they  know  it. 

And  therefore  ftarve  their  poultry. 

Ger.  To  be  married 
To  P'andanks  Daughter  ? 

Htg.  O this  pertious  Merchant ; 

What  fport  he  will  haverbut  hark  you  brother  Prig^^ 

Shall  we  do  nothing  in  the  forefaid  wedding  ? 

There’s  mony  to  be  got,  and  meat  I take  it. 

What  think  ye  of  a morife  ? 

Prig.  No,  by  no  means, 

That  goes  no  further  than  the  ftreet,there  leaves  us, 

Now  we  muft  think  offomething  that  mull  draw  us 
Into  the  bowels  of  it,  intoth’  buttery. 

Into  the  Kitchin,  into  the  Cellar,  fotnething 
That  that  old  drunken  Burgo  mailer  loves, 

’What  think  ye  of  a walfel  ? 

Hig.  I think  worthily. 

Png.  And  very  fit  it  Ihould  be,  thou,  and  Ferrety 
And  Gmks  to  fing  the  Song ; I for  the  ftrudure. 

Which  is  the  bowl. 

Hig.  Which  mull  be  up-fey  Fxgltjh, 

Strong,  lufiy  London  beer  ^ let’s  think  more  of  it. 
ger.  He  muft  not  marry. 

Enter  Hubert. 

Hub.  By  your  leave  in  private. 

One  word  Sir,  with  ye  ^ gerrard:  do  not  ftart  me, 

I  know  ye,  and  he  knows  ye,  that  beft  loves  ye : 

Hubert  fpeaks  to  ye,  and  you  muft  be  Gerrard. 

The  time  invites  you  to  it. 

Ger.  Make  no  Ihow  then, 
lam  glad  to  fee  you  Sir ; and  I am  Gerrard. 

How  ftand  affairs  ? 

Hub.  Fair,  if  ye  dare  now  follow, 

Hemskirkl  have  let  goe,  and  thefe  my  caufes, 
i’le  tell  ye  privately,  and  how  I have  wrought  him, 

And  then  to  prove  me  honeft  to  my  friends,  ’ 

Look  upon  theft  directions,  you  have  ften  his. 

//*^.Then  will  I fpeak  a fpeech,and  a brave  fpeech 
Inpraife  of  Merchants,  where’s  the  Ape  ? 

Prig Take  him, 

A gowty  Bear- ward  ftole  him  the  other  day. 

Hig.  May  his  Bears  worry  him,  that  Ape  had  paid  it. 
What  dainty  tricks  ? - — O that  burfen  Bear- ward : 

In  his  French  doublet,  with  his  blifter’d  bullions,' 

In  a long  ftockty’d  up ; O how  daintily 
Would  1 have  made  him  wait,  arid  Ihift  a trenther,' 


Carry  a cup  of  wine  ? ten  thoufand  ftinks 
Wait  on  thy  mangy  hide,tiiou  lowzy  Bear- ward. 

Ger.  ’Tis  paffing  well,  1 both  believe  and  joy  in’t. 

And  will  be  ready : keep  you  here  the  mean  while. 

And  keep  in,  1 muft  a while  forfake  ye. 

Upon  mine  anger  no  man  ftir,  this  two  hours. 

Hig.  Not  to  the  wedding  Sir. ^ 
ger.  Not  any  whither. 

Hig.  The  wedding  muft  be  feeft  fir  ^ we  want  meat  too. 

We  are  horrible  out  of  meat. 

Prig.  Shall  it  be  fpoken. 

Fat  Capons  fhak’t  their  tails  at’s  in  defiance.^ 

And  turkey  tombs  fuch  honorable  monuments. 

Shall  piggs,Sir,  that  the  Parfons  felf  would  envy, 

And  dainty  Ducks 

Ger.  Not  a word  more,  obey  me.  [^ExitGoT. 

Hig.  Why  then  come  dolefull  death, this  is  flat  tyranny, 

And  by  this  hand 

Hub.  What .? 

Hig.  Tie  goe  fleep  upon’t.  [_Exit  Hig. 

Prig.  Nay,  and  there  be  a wedding,  and  we  wanting, 
Farewel  our  happy  days ; we  do  obey  Sir.  C Exeunt . 

SCENA  V. 

Enter  Wo  young  Merchants. 

1 MeY.  Well  met  Sir,  you  are  for  this  lufty  weddirig. 

2 Mer.  I am  fo,  fo  are  you  I take  it. 

1 zJUFer.  Yes, 

And  it  much  glads  me,  that  to  doe  him  fervice 
Who  is  the  honour  of  our  trade,  and  luftre, 

We  meet  thus  happily. 

2 Mer.  He’s  a noble  fellow. 

And  well  becomes  a bride  of  fuch  a beauty. 

I Mer.  She  is  palfing  fair  indeed,  long  may  their  loves 
Continue  like  their  youths,  in  fpring  of  fweetnefs, 

All  the  young  Merchants  will  be  here 
No  doubt  on’t. 

For  he  that  comes  not  to  attend  this  wedding. 

The  curfe  of  a moft  blind  one  fall  upon  him, 

A loud  wife,  and  a lazie : here’s  Fanlocki 

Enter  Vanlock  and  Francis. 

Vanl.  Well  overtaken  Gentlemen  : fave  ye,  , 

I Mer.  The  fame  to  you  fir  •,  fave  ye  fair  Miftris  Francis, 
I would  this  happy  night  might  make  you  blufh  too. 
f^anl.  She  dreams  apace. 

Fran.  That’s  but  a drowfie  fortune. 

3  Mer.  Nay  take  us  with  ye  too  3 we  come  to  that  efld, 

I am  fure  ye  are  for  the  wedding. 

Fanl.  Hand  and  heart  man: 

And  what  their  feet  can  doe,  I could  have  tript  it 
Before  this  whorfon  gout. 

Enter  ClaUfe. 

^lau.  Blefs  ye  Mailers.  (Mafter, 

Fanl.  Caufe  ? how  now  Claufe  r thou  art  come  to  fee  thy 
(And  a good  mafter  he  is  to  all  poor  people) 

In  all  his  joy,  ’tis  honeftly  done  of  thee. 

Clau.  Long  may  he  live  fir,  but  my  bufinefs  now  is 
If  you  would  pleafe  to  doe  it,  and  to  him  too. 

Enter  Gofwin. 

F'anl.  He’s  here  himfelf. 

Gof.  Stand  at  the  door  my  friends  ? 

I pray  walk  in  : welcom  fair  Miftris  Francis, 

See  what  the  houft  affords,  there’s  a young  Lady 
Will  bid  you  welcom. 

V'anl.  We  joy  your  happinefs.  \Fxeunt. 

Gof.  I hope  it  will  be  fo ; Caufe  nobly  welcom. 

My  honeft,  my  beft  friend,  I have  been  carefull 
To  fee  thy  monys 


Can.  Sir,  that  brought  not  me, 
Do  you  knov/  this  Ring  again  ? 


Gof 
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Gof,  Thou  hadftitof  me. 

Oa.  And  do  you  well  remember  yet, the  boun  you  gave  me 
Upon  the  return  of  this/’ 
gof.  Yes,  and  I grant  it, 

Be  it  what  it  will : ask  what  thou  canfl.  Tie  doit*. 

Within  my  power. 

Cla.  Ye  are  not  married  yet  ? 

Gof.  No. 

Cla.  Faith  I fliall  ask  you  that  that  will  difturb  ye. 

But  I mud  put  ye  to  your  promife. 

Gof  Do, 

And  if  I faint  and  flinch  in’t 

Cla.  Well  faid  Mader, 

And  yet  it  grieves  me  too : and  yet  it  mud  be. 

Gof  Prethee  didrud  me  not. 

Cla.  You  mud  not  marry, 

That’s  part  of  the  power  you  gave  me : which  to  make  up. 
You  mud  prefently  depart,  and  follow  me. 

Gof.  Not  marry,  Clanfe  ? 

CU.  Not  if  you  keep  your  promife, 

And  give  me  power  to  ask. 

Gof  Pre’thee  think  better, 

I will  obey,  by  Heaven. 

Qa.  1 have  thought  the  bed,  Sir. 

Gof.  Give  methy  reafon,  do’d  thou  fear  her  honedy? 
Ga.  Chade  as  the  ice,  for  any  thing  I know.  Sir.  (pofe  ? 
Gof.  Why  fliould’d  thou  light  on  that  then  ? towhatpur- 
Cla.  I mud  not  now  difcover. 
gcj.  Mud  not  marry  ? 

Shall  I break  now  when  my  poor  heart  is  pawn’d  ? 

When  all  the  preparation  ? 

Cla.  Now  or  never.  (me. 

6’o/Come,’tisnotthat  thou  would’d : thou  do’d  but  fright 
Qa.  Upon  my  foul  it  is,  Sir,  and  I bind  ye. 

Gof  Ciaitfe^  can’d  thou  be  fo  Cruel  ? 

Cla.  You  may  break,  Sir, 

But  never  more  in  my  thoughts  appear  honed. 

Gof  Did’d  ever  fee  her  ? 

Cla.  No. 

Gof.  She  is  fuch  a thing, 

0 Clanfe,  die  is  fuch  a wonder,  fuch  a mirror. 

For  beauty,  aud  fair  vertue,  Europe  h^s  not: 

Why  had  thou  made  me  happy,  to  undo  me  ? 

But  look  upon  her  ^ then  if  thy  heart  relent  not, 
rie  quit  her  prefently  .-  who  waits  there  ^ j 

Scr.  {\vithw2  Sir. 

Gof.  Bid  my  fair  love  come  hither,  and  the  Company. 
Pretiiee  be  good  unto  me  ^ take  a mans  heart 
And  look  upon  her  truly;  take  a friends  heart 
And  feel  what  mifery  mud  follow  this. 

Cla.  Take  you  a noble  heart  and  keep  your  promife  *, 

1 forfbok  all  I had,  to  make  you  happy. 

Gertrude,  Vandunk,  arid  the  rcfi  Merchants. 

Can  that  thing  call’d  a Woman,  dop  your  goodnefs  ? 

Gof.  Look  there  fne  is,  deal  with  me  as  thou  wilt  now, 
Did’d  ever  fee  a fairer  .f” 

Ca.  She  is  mod  goodly. 

Gof  Pray  ye  dand  dill. 

Ger.  Wltatailsmy  love.? 
gof.  Did'd  thou  ever. 

By  the  fair  light  of  Heaven,  behold  a fweeter .? 

O that  thou  knew’d  but  love,  or  ever  felt  him. 

Look  well,  look  narrowly  upon  her  beauties. 

1 Mer.  Sure  h’as  Lome  drangedefign  in  hand,  he  darts  fo. 

2 Mer.  This  Beggar  has  a drong  power  over  his  pleafure. 
gof.  View  all  her  body. 

i ’Tis  exaft  and  excellent, 

j gof  Is  fhe  a thing  then  to  be  lod  thus  lightly .? 
i Hei*  mind.is  ten  times  fweeter,  ten  times  nobler, 

I And  but  to  hear  her  fpeak,  a Paradile, 

I And  fuch  a love  fne  bears  to  me,  a chade  love, 
i A vertuous,  fair,  and  fruitful  love ; ’tis  now  too 
! 1 am  ready  to  enjoy  it  the  Pried  ready,  CUt  fe., 


To  fay  the  holy  words  (hall  make  us  happy, 

This  is  a cruelty  beyond  mans  dudy. 

All  thefe  are  ready,  all  our  joyes  are  ready. 

And  all  the  expedation  of  our  friends, 

’Twill  be  her  death  to  do  it. 

Cia.  Let  her  dye  then. 

GoJ.  Thou cand  not:  ’tis impolTible. 

Cla.  It  mud  be. 

Gof  ’Twill  kill  me  too,  ’twill  murder  me;by  heaven  Claufe 
I’le  give  thee  half  I have  ^ come  thou  fhalt  fave  me. 

CL-i.  Then  you  mud  go  with  me : I can  day  no  longer, 
If  ye  be  true,  and  noble. 

Gof.  Hard  heart.  Tie  follow  : 

Pray  ye  all  go  in  again,  and  pray  be  merry, 

I have  a weighty  bulinefs,  (give  my  Cloak  there,) 

Enter  Servant  (with  a Cloalf) 

Concerns  my  life,  and  date,  (make  no  enquiry,) 

This  prefent  hour  befaln  me : with  the  fooned 
I fhall  be  here  again : nay  pray  go  in.  Sir, 

And  take  them  with  you,  ’tis  but  a night  lod.  Gentlemen. 

Fan.  Come,  come  in,  we  will  not  lofe  our  meat  yet. 
Nor  our  good  mirt.h,  he  cannot  day  long  from  her, 

I am  fure  of  that. 

Gof.  I will  not  day  *,  believe.  Sir.  £Exit. 

Gertrude^  a wold  with  you. 

Gcr.  Why  is  this  dop.  Sir  ? 

Gof.  I have  no  more  time  left  me,  but  to  kifs  thee, 

And  tell  thee  this,  I am  ever  thine : farewcl  wench.  {Exit. 

Ger.  And  is  that  all  your  Ceremony.?  Is  this  a wedding.? 
Arc  all  my  hopes  and  prayers  turn’d  to  nothing .? 

Well,  I will  fay  no  more,  nor  figh,  nor  forrow. 

Till  to  thy  face  1 prove  thee  falfc.  Ah  me ! {Exit. 


ASIhs  Quintus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Gertrude,  andaBoor. 

Ger.T  Ead,  if  thou  thinkd  we  are  right;why  dod  thou  make 
Thefe  often  da  nds.?thou  faidd  thou  knewdtheway. 
Bo.  Fear  nothing,  I do  know  it : would  ’twere  homeward. 
Ger.  Wrought  from  me  by  a Beggar .?  at  the  time 
That  mod  fliould  tye  him .?  ’tis  fomc  other  Love 
That  hath  a more  command  on  his  affeedions. 

And  he  that  fetcht  him,  a difguifed  Agent, 

Not  what  he  perfonated  j for  his  fafliion 
Was  more  familiar  with  him,  and  more  powerful 
Than  one  that  ask’d  an  alms : I mud  find  out 
One,  ifnotboth:  kind  darknefs  be  my  fhrowd. 

And  cover  loves  too  curious  fcarch  in  me. 

For  yet,  fulpicion,  I would  not  name  thee. 

Bo.  Midris,  it  grows  fomewhat  pretty  and  dark. 
ger.  What  then .?' 

Bo.  Nay,  nothing-,  do  not  think  I am  afraid. 

Although  perhaps  you  are. 

Ger.  I am  not,  forward. 

Bo.  Sure  but  you  arc .?  give  me  your  hand,  fear  nothing. 
There’s  one  leg  in  the  wood,  do  not  pull  me  backward : 
What  a fweat  one  on’s  are  in,  you  or  I .? 

Pray  God  it  do  not  prove  the  plague  ^ yet  fure 
It  has  infeded  me  -,  for  I fweat  too. 

It  runs  out  at  my  knees,  feel,  feel,  I pray  you- 
Ger.  What  ails  the  fellow .? 

Bo.  Hark,  hark  I befeech  you, 

Do  you  hear  nothing  ? 

Ger.  No. 

Bo.  Lid:  a wild  Hog, 

He  grunts  : now ’tis  a Bear : this  wood  is  full  of ’em. 

And  now,  a Wolf,  Midrefs,  a Wolf,  a Wolf, 

It  is  the  howling  of  a Wolf. 

Gcr.  The  braying  of  an  Afs,  is  it  not? 

"Bo.  Oh,  now  one  has  me ; 

Qfi, 
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oh  my  left  haunch,  farewcl. 

Ger.  Look  to  your  Shanks, 

Your  Breech  is  fafe  enough,  the  Wolfs  a Fern-brake. 

Bo.  But  fee,  fee,  fte,  there  is  a Serpent  in  it  j 
It  has  eyes  as  broad  as  Platters  j it  fpits  fire*, 

Now  it  creeps  towards  us,  help  me  to  lay  my  Prayers : 

It  hath  fwallowed  me  almoft,  my  breath  is  ftopt  ^ . , 

I cannot  fpeak : do  I fpeak  Miftrefs  ? tell  me. 

Ger.  Why,thou  ftrange  timerous  Sot,canIl;  thou  perceive 
Any  thing  f th’  Bulh  but  a poor  Glo-worm  ? 

Bo.  It  maybe  ’tis  but  a Glo-worm  now,  but ’twill 
Grow  to  a Fire-drake  prefently. 

Ger.  Come  thou  from  it : 

I have  a precious  guide  of  you,  and  a courteous. 

That  gives  me  leave  to  lead  my  felf  the  way  thus, 

To.  It  thunders,  you  hear  that  now  ? 

(jer.  I hear  one  hollow. 

Bo.  ’Tis  thunder,  thunder ; 

See,  a Flalh  of  Lightning : 

Are  you  not  blafted  Miftrels  ? pull  your  Mask  ofl^ 

It  has  plaid  the  Barber  with  rue  here:  I have  loft 
My  Beard,  my  Beard,  pray  God  you  be  not  Ihaven, 

’Twill  fpoil  your  Marriage  Miftrefs. 

Ger.  What  ftrange  Wonders 
Fear  fancies  in  a Coward ! 

Bo.  Now  the  Earth  opens. 

Ger.  Prithee  hold  thy  peace. 

Bo.  Will  you  on  then  ? 

Ger.  Both  love  and  jealoufie  have  made  me  bold, 

Where  my  Fate  leads  me,  Imuftgo.  \_E.vit. 

Bo.  Godbe  with  you  then. 

, Smr  Woolfort,  Hemskirk,  md  Attendants. 

Hem.  It  was  the  Fellow  fure,  he  that  Ihould  guide  me, 

The  Hunts  man  that  did  hollow  us. 

Woolf.  Beft  make  a ftand, 

And  liften  to  his  next:  Hal 
Hem.  Who  goes  there  ? 

Bo.  Miftrefs,  I am  taken. 

Hem.  Miftrefs  ? Look  forth  Souldiers. 

Woolf.  What  are  you  Sirrah  ? 

Bo.  Truly  all  is  left 

Of  a poor  Boor,  by  day-light,  by  night  no  body. 

You  might  have  fpar’d  your  Drum, and  Guns,  and  Pikes  too 
For  I am  none  that  will  ftand  out  Sir,  L 
You  may  take  me  in  with  a walking  Stick, 

Even  when  you  pleafe,  and  hold  me  with  a packthred. 
Hem.  What  woman  was’t  you  call’d  to  ? 

Bo.  Woman!  none  Sir. 

Woolf.  None ! did  you  not  name  Miftrefs  ? 

Bo.  Yes,  but  Ihe’s 

No  woman  yet  .•  Ihe  Ihould  have  been  this  night, 

But  that  a Beggar  ftole  away  her  Bridegroom, 

Whom  we  were  going  to  make  hue  and  cry  after  *, 

I tell  you  true  Sir,  ftie  fhould  ha’  been  married  to  day  •, 

And  was  the  Bride  and  all  •,  but  in  came  Claufe , 

The  old  lame  Beggar,  and  whips  up  Mi^  Gpfmn 
Under  his  arm  •,  away  with  him  as  a Kite, 

Or  an  old  Fox  would  fwoop  awayia  Gofling. 

Hem.  ’Tis  Ihe,  ’tis  Ihe,  ’tis  (he : Niece  ? 

Cjer.  Ha! 

Hetp.  She  Sir, 

This  was  a noble  entrance  to  your  fortune. 

That  being  on  the  point  thus  to  be  married , 

Upon  her  venture  here , you  Ihould  furprife  her. 

Woolf.  1 htgm,  Hemskirkj^  to  believe  my  fate. 

Works  to  my  ends. 

Hem.  Yes  Sir,  and  this  adds  truft 
Unto  the  fellow  our  guide,  who  alfur’d  me  Florez, 

Liv’d  in  forae  Merchants  fliape,  as  Gerrard  did 

P the  old  Beggars,  and  that  he  would  ufe 

Him  far  the  train,  to  call  the  other  forth  •,  (^apfain 

All  which  we  find  is  done That’s  he  again HolU 

Woolf.  Good,  we  fent  out  to  meet  him. 


Hem.  Here’s  the  Oak. 

Ger.  I am  miferably  loft-,  thus  fain 
Into  my  Uncles  hands  from  all  my  hopes. 

Can  I not  think  away  my  felf  and  dye  ? 

enter  Hiibcrt,  Higgen,  Prig,  Ferret,  Snap,  Ginks%  Boors. 

Hub.  I like  your  habits  well : they  are  fafe,  ftand  clofe. 
Hig.  But  what’s  the  acftion  we  are  for  now  ? Ha ! 
Robbing  a Ripper  of  his  Fifh, 

Frig.  Or  taking 

A Poulterer  Prifoner,  without  ranfome,  BuIIyes? 

Hig.  Or  cutting  off  a Convoy  of  Butter 

Fer.  Or  furprizing  a Boors  ken,  for  cheat  j.' 

Prig.  Or  cackling  Cheats? 

Hig.  Or  Mergery-pratersj  Rogers, 

And  Tibs  o’th’  Buttery  ? 

Prig.  O I could  drive  a P\.egiment 
Of  Geefe  afore  me,  fuch  a night  as  this. 

Ten  Leagues  with  my  Hat  and  Stafi^  and  not  a hifs 
Heard,  nor  a wing  of  my  Troops  difordered. 

Hig.  Tell  us, 

If  it  be  milling  of  a lag  of  duds. 

The  fetching  of  a back  of  cloaths  or  fo  ^ 

We  are  horribly  out  of  linnen. 

Hub.  No  fuch  matter. 

Hig.  Let  me  alone  with  the  Farmers  dog, 

If  you  have  a mind  to  the  cheefe-loft  •,  ’tisb^ut  thus, 

And  he  is  a filenc’d  Maftiff^  during  pleafure. 

Hub.  Would  it  would  pleafe  you  to  be  filent. 

Hig.  Mum.  Woolf.  Who’s  there? 

Hub.  A friend,  the  Hunts-man. 

Hem.  O ’tis  he. 

Hub.  I have  kept  touch  Sir,  which  is  the  Earl  of  thefe  ? 
Will  he  know  a man  now.? 

Hem.  This  my  Lord’s  the  Friend, 

Hath  undertook  the  fervice. 

Hub.  If ’t  be  worth 

His  Lordihips  thanks  anon,  when  ’tis  done 
Lording,  I’ll  look  for’t,  a rude  Wood-man, 

I know  how  to  pitch  my  toils,  drive  in  my  game : 

And  I have  don’t,  both  Florez.,  and  his  Father 
.OldGerrardy  with  Lord  zy^rnoldof  Benthnifen^ 

"S^^and  Jaculiny  young  f/orf2:’s  Sifter  : 

I h^e  ’em  all. 

Woolf.  Thou  fpeak’ft  too  much,  too  happy. 

To  carry  faith  with  it. 

Hub.  I can  bring  you 
Where  you  ftiall  fee,  and  find  ’em. 

Woolf.  We  will  double 
VVhat  ever  Hemskirk  then  hath  promis’d  thee. 

Hnb.  And  I’ll  deferve  it  treble  : what  horfeha’you? 
Woolf.  A hundred.  That’s  well : ready  to  take 
Upon  furprife  of  ’em. 

Hem.  Yes.  Huh.  Divide  then 
Your  force  into  five  Squadrons^  forthereare 
So  many  out-lets,  ways  through  the  wood 
That  iftlie  from  the  place  where  they  are  lodg’d : 

Five  feveral  ways,  of  all  which  Paftages, 

We  muft  poftefs  our  felves,  to  round  ’em  in ; 

For  by  one  ftarting  hole  they’ll  all  efcape  elfe  .• 

I and  4.  Boors  here  to  me  will  be  guides, 

The  Squadron  where  you  arc,  my  felf  will  lead  .• 

And  that  they  may  be  more  fecure.  I’ll  ufe 
My  wonted  whoops,  and  hollows,  as  I were 
A hunting  for  ’em ; which  will  make  them  reft 
Carelefsof  anynoife,  and  be  a diredion 
To  the  other  guides,  how  we  approach  ’emftill. 

Woolf.  ’Tis  order’d  well,  and  relifheth  the  Souldier  3 
Make  the  dmfionHemskir^y  you  are  my  charge. 

Fair  One,  I’ll  look  to  you. 

Boo.  Shall  no  body  need 
To  look  to  me  ? I’ll  look  unto  my  felf. 

Hub.  ’Tis  but  this,  remember. 

Hig.  Say,  ’tis  done.  Boy.  - Exeunt . 

SCENE 
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SCENA  II. 

Enter  Gerrard  and  Florez. 

Ger,  By  this  time  Sir  I hope  you  want  no  reafons 
Why  I broke  offyour  marriage,  for  though  I 
Should  as  a Subjeft  ftudy  you  my  Prince 
In  things  indifferent, it  will  not  therefore 
Difcredit  you,  to  acknowldge  me  your  Father, 

By  harkning  to  my  neceffary  counfels. 

Fb.  Acknowledge  you  my  Father  ? Sir  I do, 
And  may  impjety,  confpiring  with 
My  other  Sins,  link  me,  and  fuddenly 
When  I forget  to  pay  you  a Sons  duty 
In  my  obedience,  and  that  help’d  forth 
With  all  the  cheerfulnefs. 

Cer.  I pray  you  rife. 

And  may  tnofe  powers  that  fee  and  love  this  in  you. 
Reward  you  for  it : Taught  by  your  example 
Having  receiv’d  the  rights  due  to  a Father, 

I tender.you  th’  allegeance  of  a Subject : 

Which  as  my  Prince  accept  of. 

Flo.  Kneel  to  me  ? 

May  mountains  firfl:  fall  down  beneath  their  valleys. 
And  fire  no  more  mount  upwards,  when  I fuffer 
An  adt  in  nature  fo  prepofterous  •, 

I mult  o’recome  in  this,  in  all  things  elfe 
The  vidfory  be  yours : could  you  here  read  me. 

You  Ihould  perceive  how  all  my  faculties 
Triumph  in  my  bleft  fate,  to  be  found  yours  j 
I am  your  fon,  your  fon  Sir,  and  am  prouder 
To  be  fo,  to  the  Father,  to  fuch  goodnefs 
(Which  heaven  be  pleas’d,  I may  inherit  from  you) 
Than  1 fliall  ever  of  thofe  fpecious  titles 
That  plead  for  my  fucccffion  in  the  Earldom 
(Did  I poffcfs  it  now)  left  by  my  Mother. 

Cjer.  I do  believe  it:  but , 

Flo.  O my  lov’d  Father, 

Before  I knew  you  were  fo,  by  inftindl. 

Nature  had  taught  me,  to  look  on  your  wants, 

Not  as  a ftrangcr’s ; and  I know  not  hov/, 

What  you  call’d  charity,  I thought  the  payment 
Of  fomc  religious  debt,  nature  Rood  bound  for  j 
And  laft  of  all,  when  your  magnificent  bounty 
In  my  low  ebb  of  fortune,  had  brought  in 
A flood  of  bleffings,  though  my  threatning  wants 
And  fear  of  their  effedls,  ftill  kept  me  ftupid, 

I foon  found  out,  it  was  no  common  pity 
That  led  you  to  it. 

Ger.  Think  of  this  hereafter 
When  we  with  joy  may  call  it  to  remembrance. 
There  will  be  a time,  more  opportune,  than  now 
Toend  ourftory,  with  all  circumftances, 

I add  this  only : when  we  fled  from  Wolfort 
I fentyou  into  England.,  and  there  placed  you 
With  a brave  Flanders  Merchant,caird  rich  Gofwin, 
A man  fupplyed  by  me  unto  that  purpole, 

As  bound  by  oath  never  todifeover  you, 

Who  dying,  left  his  name  and  wealth  unto  you 
As  his  reputed  Son,  and  yet  receiv’d  fo  •, 

But  now,  as  Florez^  and  a Prince,  remember 
The  countreys,  and  the  fubjeds  general  good 
Mult  challenge  the  firft  part  in  your  affedtion  : 

The  fair  maid,  whom  you  chofe  to  be  your  wife. 
Being  fo  far  beneath  you,  that  your  love 
Mull  grant  Ihe’s  not  your  equal. 

Flo.  In  defeent 

Or  borrowed  glories  from  dead  Ancefcors, 

But  for  her  beauty,  chaRity,  and  all  vertues 
Ever  remembred  in  the  belt  of  women, 

A Monarch  might  receive  from  her,  not  give. 
Though  fhe  were  his  Crowms  purchafe  *,  in  this  only 
Be  an  indulgent  Father:  in  all  elfe, 

Ufeyour  authority. 


Enter  Hubert,  Hemskirk,  Wolfort, 

Bertha,  and  Souldiers. 

Huh.  Sir,  here  be  two  of  ’em, 

The  Father  and  the  Son,  the  reft  you  lhall  have 
Asfaftas  I can  rouze  them. 

Ger.  Who’s  this?  Wolfort} 

Wol.  I Criple,your  feigned  crutches  will  not  help  you, 
Nor  patch’d  difguife  that  hath  fo  long  conceal’d  you. 

It’s  now  no  halting ; I muft  here  find  Gerrard^ 

And  in  this  Merchants  habit,  one  call’d  Florez. 

Who  would  be  an  Earl. 

Gir.  And  is,  wert  thou  a fubjedt. 

Flo.  Is  this  that  Traitor  Wolfort  ? 

Wol.  Yes,  but  you  * 

Are  they  that  are  l^trai’d  : Hemshirk^. 

Her.  My  Gofwtn  . 

Turn’d  Prince  ? O I am  poorer  by  this  greatnels. 

Than  all  my  former  jealoufies  or  misfortunes. 

Florez..  Gertrude  ? 

Wol.  Stay  Sir,  you  were  to  day  too  near  her, 

You  muft  no  more  aim  at  thofe  eafie  accefles, 

Lefs  you  can  do’t  in  air,  without  a head. 

Which  Ihall  be  fuddenly  tri’d. 

Ber.  O take  my  heart,  firft. 

And  fince  I cannot  hope  now  to  enjoy  him. 

Let  me  but  fall  a part  of  his  glad  ranlbm. 

Wol.Yovi  know  not  your  own  value, that  entreat. 

Ger.  So  proud  a fiend  as  Wolfort. 

Wol.  For  fo  loft 
A thing  as  Florez.. 

Flo.  And  that  would  be  fo 
Rather  than  fhe  fhould  ftoop  again  to  thee  *, 

There  is  no  death,  but’s  fweeter  than  all  life. 

When  Wolfort  is  to  give  it : O my  Gertrude, 

It  is  not  that,  nor  Princedom  that  I goe  from, 

It  is  from  thee,  that  lofs  includeth  all.  ( fay  fo, 

Wol.  I , if  my  young  Prince  knew  his  lofs , he  would 
Which  that  he  yet  may  chew  on,  I will  tell  him 
ThWis  no  Gertrude,  nox  no  Hemskirkt  Niccc, 

Nor  F andnnks  Daughter : this  is  Bertha,  Bertha, 

The  heir  o^ Brabant,  fhe  that  caus’d  the  war. 

Whom  I did  fteal,  during  my  treaty  there, 

In  your  minority,  to  raife  my  felf 
I then  fore-feeing  ’twould  beget  a quarel, 

Thar,  a neceftity  of  my  employment, 

The  lame  employ ment,make  me  maftcrof  ftrength. 

That  ftrength,  the  Lord  of  Flanders  fo  of  Brabant, 

By  marrying  her : which  had  not  been  to  doe  Sir, 

She  come  of  years,  but  that  the  expedtation 
Firft  of  her  Fathers  death,  retarded  it. 

And  fince  the  ftanding  out  of  Bruges,  where 
Hemsl^rk^  had  hid  her,  till  fhe  was  near  loft : 

But  Sir, we  have  recover’d  her  .-  your  Merchant  ftiip 
May  brcak,for  this  was  one  of  your  beft  bottoms 
I think. 

Ger.  Infolent  Devil.' 

Enter  Hubert,  with  Jaqueline,  Ginks, 
and  Coftin. 

Wol.  Who  are  thefe,  Hemskirk^  ? 

Hem.  More,  more.  Sir. 

Flo.  How  they  triumph  in  their  treachery ! 

Hem.  Lord  Arnold  of  Benthuftn,  this  Lord  Coflin, 

This  JacjueUne  the  lifter  unto  Florez..  (royall, 

Wol.  All  found why  here’s  brave  game,  this  was  fpoi  t 
And  puts  me  in  thought  of  a new  kind  of  death  for  ’em. 
Huntf  man,  your  horn : firft  wind  me  Florez,  fall, 

Next  gerrards,  then  his  Daughter  Jaquelrnf, 

Thofe  ralcals,they  lhall  dye  without  their  rights : 

Hang  ’em  Hemskirk^on  thefe  trees ; I’le  take 
The  allay  of  thefe  my  felf. 

Hub.  Not  here  my  Lord, 

Let  ’em  be  broken  up  upon  a fcaffold, 

’Twill 
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’Twill  fhew  the  better  when  their  arbour’s  made. 

Ger.  Wretch,  art  thou  not  content  thou  haft  betrai’d  us, 

But  mock  us  too  ? 

Ginks.  Falfe  Hubert.,  this  is[monftrous. 

Wol.  Hubert  ? Hem.  VVho,  this  ? 

Cjer.  Yes  this  is  Hubert.,  Wolf  art, 

I hope  he  has  helpt  himfelf  to  a tree. 

Wol.  The  fiift, 

The  firft  of  any,  and  moft  glad  I have  you  Sir, 

I let  you  goe  before,  but  for  a train  ^ 

Is’t  you  have  done  this  fervice  ? 

Hub.  As  your  Huntf-nlan, 

But  now  as  Hubert  •,  fave  your  felves,  I will. 

The  Wolfs  afoot,  let  flip  •,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill. 

Sntervfith  a drum  Van-dunk,  Merchants, 

Higgen,  Prig,  Ferret,  Snap. 

Wol.  Betray’d  .> 

Hub.  No,  but  well  catch’d ; and  1 the  Huntfman. 
ym-d.  Flow  do  you  Wolfort  ? Rafcal,good  knave  Wolfort, 

I fpeak  it  now  without  the  Rofe,  and  Hemskirk^, 

Rogue  Hemskirk.,  you  that  have  no  niece, this  Lady 
Was  ftoln  by  you,  and  ta’ne  by  you,  and  now 
Refign’d  by  me,  to  the  right  owner  here : 

Take  her  my  Prince. 

Flo.  Can  this  be  poflible, 

Welcom  my  love,  my  fweet,  my  worthy  love.  (thank 
yan-d.  I ha’  giv’n  you  her  twice;  now  keep  her  better, and 
Lord  Hubert, that  came  to  me  in  Gerrards  name. 

And  got  me  out,  with  my  brave  Boyes,  to  march 
Like  fefar,  when  he  bred  his  Commentaries, 

So  I,  to  bread  my  Chronicle,  came  forth 
fafar  yan-dunk,,  & veni,  vidi,  'vici. 

Give  me  my  Bottle,  and  fet  down  the  drum  j 
You  had  your  tricks  Sir,had  you  ? we  ha’  tricks  too, 

You  ftole  the  Lady  ? 

Hig.  And  we  led  your  Squadrons, 

Where  they  ha’  fcratch’d  their  leggs  a little, with  brambles, 

If  not  their  faces. 

Prig.  Yes,  and  run  their  heads 
Againft  trees. 

Hig.  ’Tis  Captain  Prig,  Sir. 

Prig.  And  Coronel  Higgen.  (leggs, 

Hig.  We  have  fill’d  a pit  with  your  people,  fome  with 
Some  with  arms  broken,  and  a neck  or  two 
I think  be  loofe. 

’Ptig.  The  reft  too,  that  efcap’d, 

Are  not  yet  out  o’the  briars, 

Hig.  And  your  horfes  , Sir, 

Are  well  fet  up  in  Bruges  all  by  this  time ; 

You  look  as  you  were  not  well  Sir,  and  would  be 
Shortly  let  blood  •,  do  you  want  a fcarf  ? 
ym  d.  A halter. 

Ger.  ’Twas  like  your  lelf,  honeft,  and  noble  Hubert ; 

Can’ll  thou  behold  thefe  mirrors  all  together. 

Of  thy  long,  falfe,  and  bloody  ufurpation  ? 

“"hy  tyrrannous  profcription,  and  frelh  treafon : 

And  not  fo  fee  thy  felf,  as  to  fall  dowm 
And  finking,  force  a grave,  with  thine  own  guilt. 

As  deep  as  hell,  to  cover  thee  and  it  ? 

Wol.  No,  I can  Hand ; and  praile  the  toyles  that  took  me 
And  laughing  in  them  dye,  they  were  brave  fnares. 

Flo.  ’Twere  truer  valour,  if  thou  durft  repent 
The  wrongs  th’  haft  done,  and  live. 

Wol.  Who,  I repent? 

And  fay  I am  forty  ? yes,  ’tis  the  fool’s  language 
And  not  for  Wolfort. 

yan-d.  Wolfort,  thou  art  a Devil, 

And  fpeakft  his  language, oh  that  I had  my  longing 
Under  this  row  of  trees  now  would  I hang  him. 

Flo.  No  let  him  live,  until  he  can  repent. 

But  banilh’d  from  our  State,  that  is  thy  doom.  (skirl^ 
yan  d.  Then  hang  his  worthy  Captain  here,  this  Hem- 
For  profit  of  th’  example. 


Flo.  No  let  him 

Enjoy  his  lhaitie  too ; with  his  confcidus  life. 

To  lliew  how  much  our  innocence  contemns 
All  praflice  from  the  guiltieft,  to  moleft  us. 
yan-d.  A noble  Prince. 

(jer.  Sir,  you  muft  help  to  join 
Apair  of  hands, as  they  have  done  their  hearts  here, 

And  to  their  loves  with  joy. 

Flo.  As  to  mine  own. 

My  gracious  Sifter,  worthieft  Brother. 

yan.  Tie  go  afore,  and  have  the  bon-fire  made. 

My  fire-works,  & flap  dragons,and  good  backrack, 

With  a peck  of  little  filhes,  to'drink  down 
In  healths  to  this  day. 

Hig.  ’Slight,  here  be  changes. 

The  Bells  ha’  not  fo  many,  nor  a dance.  Prig. 

Prig.Om  Company’s  grown  horrible  thin  by  it, 

W'hat  think  you  Ferret  ? 

Fer.  Marry  I do  think, 

That  we  might  all  be  Lords  now,if  we  could  Hand  for’t. 

Hig.  Not  I if  they  fliould  offer  it : Tie  diflodge  firft, 
Remove  the  Buffi  to  another  climat. 

Ger.  Sir,  you  muft  thank  this  worthy  'Burgomafler, 

Here  be  friends  ask  to  be  look’d  on  too , 

And  thank’d,  who  though  their  trade,  and  courfe  oflife 
Be  not  fo  perfed,  but  it  may  be  better’d. 

Have  yet  us’d  me  with  courtefy,and  been  true 
Subjeds  unto  me,  while  I was  their  King, 

A place  I know  not  well  how  to  refign  , 

Nor  unto  whom ; But  this  I will  entreat 

Your  grace,  command  them  follow  you  to  Bruges  *, 

Where  I will  take  the  care  on  me,  to  find 
Some  manly,  and  m.ore  profitable  courfe 
To  fit  them,  as  a part  of  the  Republique. 

Flo.  Do  you  hear  Sirs  ? do  fo./ 

Hig.  Thanks  to  ycur  good  grace. 

Png.  To  your  good  Lordfhip. 

Fer.  May  you  both  live  long.  ( all  but  Beggars 

Ger.  Attend  mQ  at  yan-dunk;,  the  3 urgornajters.  lEx 
Fiig.  Yes,  to  beat  hemp,  and  be  whipt  twice  a week, 

Or  turn  the  wheel,  for  Crab  the  Rope  maker; 

Or  learn  to  go  along  with  him,  his  courfe  *, 

That’s  a fine  courfe  now,  T the  common-wealth,  Prig, 
What  fay  you  to  it  ? 

Prig.  It  is  the  backwardft  courfe, 

I know  i’the  world. 

Hig.  Then  Higgen  will  fcarce  thrive  by  it. 

You  eft)  conclude  ? 

Png.  ’Faith  hardly,  very  hardly. 

Hig.Tioth  I am  partly  of  your  mind,Prince  Prig ; 

And  therefore  farewel  Flanders,  Higgen  will  feek 
Some  fafer  Ihelter,  in  fome  other  Climat , 

With  this  his  tatter’d  Colony ; Let  me  fee 
Sna^,  Ferret,  Prig,  and  Higgen,  all  are  left 
O’  the  true  bloodi  what  ? lhall  we  into  England'^ 

Prig.  Agreed. 

Hig.  Then  bear  up  bravely  with  your  Brute  my  lads, 
Higgenhzth prig’d  the  prancers  in  hisdayes. 

And  fold  good  penny- worths;,we  will  have  a courfe, 

The  Spirit  of  Bottom,  is  grown  bottomlefs. 

Prig.  Tlemandno  more,  nor  cant. 

Hig.  Yes,  your  fixpenny  worth 
In  private.  Brother,  fixpence  is  a fuiri 
Tie  fteal  you  any  mans  Dogg  for. 

Prig.  For  fixpence  more 
You’l  tell  the  owner  where  he  is. 

Hig.  ’Tis  right, 

Higgen  muft  pradife,  fo  muft  Prig  to  eat 
And  write  the  Letter ; and  gi’  the  word.  But  now 
No  more,  as  either  of  thefe. 

Prig.  But  as  true  Beggars, 

As  e’re  we  were. 

Hig.  We  ftand  here,  for  an  Epilogue ; 

Ladies,  your  bounties  firft  the  reft  will  follow 
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For  womens  favours  are  a leading  alms, 

If  you  be  pleas’d  look  cheerly,  throw  your  eyes 
Out  at  your  masks. 

Prig.  And  let  your  beauties  fparkle. 

Hfg.  So  may  you  ne’er  want  drelTings,  Jewels,  gowns 
Still  i’  the  fefhion. 

Prig.  Nor  the  men  you  love, 

Wealth  nor  difcourfe  to  pleafe  you. 

Hig.  May  you  Gentlemen, 

Never  want  good  frelh  fuits  nor  liberty. 

Trig.  May  every  Merchant  here  fee  fafe  his  ventures. 
PJig.  And  every  honeft  Citizen  his  debts  in. 

Prig.  The  Lawyers  again  good  Clyents. 

Hig.  And  the  Clyents  good  Counfel. 


Prig.  All  the  Gamefters  here  good  fortune. 
Hig.  The  Drunkards  too  good  wine. 

Prtg.  The  eaters  meat 
Fit  for  their  taftes  and  palats. 

Hig.  The  good  wives  kind  Husbands. 

Prig.  The  young  maids  choyce  of  Sutors. 
Hig.  The  Midwives  merry  hearts. 

Prig.  And  all  good  cheer. 

Hig.  As  you  are  kind  unto  us  and  our  Bufli, 
We  are  the  Beggars  and  your  daily  Beadfmen, 
And  have  your  raony,  but  the  Alms  we  ask 
And  live  by,  is  your  Grace,  give  that, and  then 
We’l  boldly  fay  our  word  is,  Ome  again. 
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t H E 

Humourous  Lieutenant, 

TRAGICOMEDY 

Perfbns  Reprefen 

King  AntigonuSj  an  old  Man  with  young  dejires. 
Demetrius,  Son  to  Antigonus,  in  love  with  Celia. 
Seleucus,  Three  Kings  equal  JJoarers  with  Anti- 

Lyfimachus,>  gonus  Alexander  had^  with 

Ptolomie,  3 united  powers  oppofng  Antigonus. 
Leontius,  a brave  old  merry  Souldier,  ajfijiant  to 
Demetrius. 

Timon,  1 

Charinthus,  Wert/tfw/x  to  Antigonus,  and  his  vices, 
Menippus,  3 

The  Humourous  Lieutenant. 

Gentlemen^  Friends  andfol/owersofDGmQtnus. 

3 Embajfadors^  from  the  three  Kings, 
Gentlemen-Vjljers, 

Grooms, 

Citizens,  ' * 

ted  in  the  Play. 

Phyjicians, 

Herald. 

Magician, 

Souldiers. 

Hoft. 

WOMEN, 

Celia  alias  Evanthe,  Daughter  to  Seleucus,  Mifiris 
to  Demetrius. 

Leucippe,  a Bawd^  Agent  for  the  Kings  luji. 
Ladies, 

Citizens  Wives, 

Gov  erne Jfe  to  Celia. 

A Country-Woman. 

Phoebe,  her  Daughter. 

2 Servants  of  the  game. 

The  Scene  Greece. 

The  principal 

c Henry  Condel, 

, John  Lowin, 

Richard  Sharl^e, 
Robert  Benfeild. 

Adors  were^ 

'Jofeph  Taylor. 

William  Eglejlone, 

I John  ZJnderwood, 

1 Thomas  Polar d, 

t V- 

„ ■ ABits  primus,  Scena  prima. 

Enter  2 Ulhers,  and 

1 ZJ(her, 

% Ound,  round,  perfume  it  round,  quick,  look  ye 
Diligently  the  ftate  be  right, are  thefe  the  richeft 
Cufhionsf  Fie,  fie,  who  waits  iW  wardrobe 

2 But  pray  tell  me,  do  you  think  for  certain 

Thefe  Embaffadours  fhall  have  this  morning  audience  ? 

I Vjlj.  They  fiiall  have  it : Lord  that  you  live  at  Court 
And  underhand  not ! I tell  you  they  muft  have  it. 

2Vjh.  Upon  what  necelTity ; 

I Vjb.SiiW  you  are  out  of  the  trick  of  Court, fell  your  place. 

Crooms  with  perfumes. 

Emer  Ladies  and  Gentlemen. 

And  fow  your  grounds,  you  are  not  for  this  tillage. 
Madams,  the  bell  way  is  the  upper  lodgings, 

There  you  may  fee  at  eafe. 

Ladies.  We  thank  you.  Sir.  . '[Ex.  Ladies,  Gent. 

I Would  you  have  all  thefe  flighted.^vvholhould  report 

The  Embafladors  were  handfome men.?  his  beard  ^ (then, 
A neat  one .?  the  fire  of  his  eyesquicker  than  lightn’mg, 

And  when  it  breaks,  asblafting?  hislegs,  though  litlc  ones, 
Yet  movers  of  a mafs  of  underftanding  ? 

Bb  2 ..  ..  ....  Who 
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Who  fhall  commend  their  Cloaths  ? who  (hall  take  notice 
Of  the  mofl:  wife  behaviour  of  their  Feathers  ? 

Ye  live  a raw  man  here. 

2 Vjf}.  I think  I do  fo. 

Ertter  2 Citizjens,  and  Wives. 

I Vjh.  Why,  whither  would  ye  all  prelB  ? 

1 Of.  GoodMzQieiVjher.  , (here. 

2 Of.  My  wife,  and  fome  few  of  my  honeft  neighbours, 

1 Vjb.  Prethee  begone  thou  and  thy  honeft  Neighbours, 
Thou  lookft  like  an  Afs,  why,  whither  would  you  filh  face  ? 

2 Of.  If  I might  have 

But  the  honour  to  you  at  my  poor  houlCj  Sir, 

A Capon  bridled  and  fadled,  I’le  alTure  your  worlhip, 

A Ihoulder  of  Mutton  and  a pottle  of  Wine,  Sir, 

I know  your  Brother,  he  was  as  like  ye, 

And  /hot  the  belt  at  Buts 

1 Vjh.  A upon  thee. 

2 Of.  Some  Mufick  Tie  afliire  you  too, 

My  toy,  Sir,  can  play  o’th’  Virginals. 

I Vjh.  Prethee  good  toy. 

Take  away  thy  Ihoulder  of  Mutton,  itis  flie-blown, 

And  Ihoulder  take  thy  flap  along,  here’s  no  place  for  ye  *, 
Nay  then  you  had  belt  be  knock’d . [Ex.  Of  ■ 

Enter  Celia. 

Cel.  I wou’d  fain  fee  him. 

The  glory  of  this  place  makes  me  remember, 

But  dye  thofe  thoughts,  dye  all  but  my  defires, 

Even  thofe  to  death  are  fick  too ; he’s  not  here. 

Nor  how  my  eyes  may  guide  me 

I What’s  your  bufmefs.^ 

Who  keeps  the  outward  door  there here’s  fine  fiiu/fling. 
You  waftcoateer  you  muH  go  back. 

Cel  There  is  not, 

There  cannot  be,  fix  days  and  never  fee  me? 

There  mult  not  be  defire-,  Sir,  do  you  think 

That  if  you  had  a Miltris 

I Death,  /he  is  mad. 

Cel.  And  were  your  fclf  an  honeft  man  ? it  cannot 

1 Vflh  What  a Devil  hall  thou  to  do  with  me  or  my  ho- 

Will  you  be  jogging,  good  nimble  tongue,  (nelly  / 

' My  fellow  door-keeper. 

2 Vjh.  Prethee  let  her  alone. 

I Vjh.  The  King  is  coming. 

And  /hall  we  have  an  agent  from  the  Suburbs 
Come  to  crave  audience  too  ? 

Cel.  Before  I thought  ye 
To  have  a little  breeding,  fome  tang  of  Gentry 
But  now  I take  ye  plainly. 

Without  the  help  of  any  perfpedive. 

For  that  ye  cannot  alter. 

1 Vj).  What’s  that.? 

Cel.  An  Afs,  Sir,  you  bray  as  like  ode, 

And  by  my  troth,  me  thinks  as  ye  Hand  now, 

Confidering  who  to  kick  next,  you  appear  to  me 
Jufl  with  that  kind  of  gravity,  and  wifdom  \ 

Your  place  may  bear  the  name  of  Gentleman, 

But  if  ever  any  of  that  butter  flick  to  your  bread 

2 Vjh.  You  mull  be  modeller. 

Cel.  Let  him  ule  me  nobler. 

And  wear  good  Cloaths  to  do  good  Offices-, 

They  hang  upon  a fellow  of  his  vertue, 

As  though  they  hung  on  Gibbets. 

2 Vf).  Aperillous  wench. 

1 Vp.  ThruH  her  into  a corner,  I’le  no  more  on  her. 

2 Vp.  You  have  enough,  go  pretty  Maid,  Hand  clofe. 
And  ufe  that  little  tongue,  with  a little  more  temper. 

Cel.  I thank  ye,  Sir. 

2 Vjj.  When  the  fhow’s  pall, 
rie  have  ye  into  the  Cellar,  there  we’ll  dine. 

A very  pretty  wench,  a witty  Rogue, 

And  there  we’ll  be  as  merry  j can  ye  be  merry  ? 

Cel.  O very  merry. 


2 Vp.Onlyour  felves  -,  this  churlifh  fellow  (hall  not  know. 
Cei.  By  no  means. 

2 Vp.  And  can  you  love  a little  ? 

Cel.  Love  exceedingly : 

I have  caule  to  Jove  you,  dear  Sir. 

2 Vp.  Then  I’le  carry  ye, 

And  /hew  you  all  the  piftures,  and  the  hangings. 

The  Lodgings,  Gardens,  and  the  walks : and  then,  fweet. 
You  /hall  tell  me  where  you  lye. 

Cel.  Yes  marry  will  I. 

2 Vp.  And’t  /hall  go  hard  but  Tie  fend  ye  a Venifon  Pally, 
And  bring  a bottle  of  wine  along. 

1 Vjt.  Make  room  there. 

2 Vp.  Room  there  afore,fland  clofe,  the  train  is  coining. 

Enter  King  Tiraon,'Charinthus,  Menippus. 

Cel.  Have  I yet  left  a beauty  to  catch  fools  ? 

Yet,  yet,  I fee  him  not.  O what  a mifery 
Is  love,  expedled  long,  deluded  longer 
Afit.  Conduct  in  the  Emballadors. 

I Vp.  Make  room  there. 

Ant.  They  lhall  not  wait  long  anfwer [floitrip. 

Ck.  Yet  he  comes  not. 


Enter  3 Embajfadors. 

Why  are  eyes  fet  on  thefe,  and  multitudes 
Follow  to  make  thefe  wonders.?  O good  gods! 

What  w-ould  thefe  look  like  if  my  love  were  here  ? 

But  1 am  fond,  forgetful. 

Ant.  Now  your  grievance. 

Speak  Ihort,  and  have  as  lliort  difpatch. 

1 Emb.  Then  thus.  Sir  .- 

In  all  our  Royal  Mailers  names,  We  tell  you, 

Ye  have  done  injullicc,  broke  the  bonds  of  concord. 

And  from  their  equal  lhares,  from  Alexander 
Parted,  and  fo  polfefs’d,  not  like  a Brother, 

But  as  an  open  Enemy,  Ye  have  hedged  in 
Whole  Provinces,  man’d  and  maintain’d  thefe  injuries  3 
And  daily  with  your.fword  (though  they  Hill  honour  yc) 
Make  bloudy  inroads,  take  Towns,  and  ruin  Callles, 

And  Hill  their  fuflerance  feels  the  weight, 

2 Em.  Think  of  that  love  great,Sir,that  honor’d  friendlhip 
Your  felf  held  with  our  Mailers,  think  of  that  flrcngth 
When  you  were  all  one  body,  all  one  mind  -, 

When  all  your  fwords  llruck  one  way,  when  your  angers, 
Like  fo  many  brother  Billows  rofe  together, 

And  curling  up  your  foaming  Crells,  defied 
Even  mighty  Kings,  and  in  their  falls  entomb’d  ’em  s 
O think  of  thefe  3 and  you  that  have  been  Conquerours, 
That  ever  led  your  Fortunes  open  ey’d. 

Chain’d  fall  by  confidence  3 you  that  fame  courted, 

Now  yc  want  Enemies  and  men  to  match  yc. 

Let  not  your  own  Swords  feck  your  ends  to  lhame  yc. 

Enter  Demetrius  wirfe  a Javelin,  and  Gentlemen. 

3 Em.  Choofe  which  you  will,  or  Peace  or  War, 

We  come  prepar’d  for  either. 

1 Vp.  Room  for  the  Prince  there. 

Cel.  Was  it  the  Prince  they  faid  ? how  my  heart  trembled ! 
’Tis  he  indeed  3 what  a fweet  noble  fiercenefs 
Dwells  in  his  eyes ! young  Meleager  like. 

When  he  return’d  from  llaughter  of  the  Boar, 

Crown’d  with  the  loves  and  honours  of  the  people. 

With  all  the  gallant  youth  of  Crwe,  he  looks  now. 

Who  could  deny  him  love  ? 

Dem.  Hail  Royal  Father.  (Gent. 

Ant.  Ye  are  welcome  from  your  fport,  Sir,  do  you  fee  this 
You  that  bring  Thunders  in  your  mouths,  and  Earthquakes 
To  /hake  and  totter  my  defigns .?  can  you  imagine 
(You  men  of  poor  and  common  apprehenlions) 

VVhile  I admit  this  man,  my  Son,  this  nature 
That  in  one  look  carries  more  fire,  and  fiercenefs. 

Than  all  your  Mailers  in  their  lives  3 dare  I admit  him, 
Admit  him  thus,  even  to  my  fide,  mybofom. 

When 
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When  he  is  fit  to  rule,  when  all  men, cry  him,  , 

And  all  hopes  hang  about  his  head  j thus  place  him, 

His  weapon  hatched  in  blond,  all  thefe  attending 
When  he  fhall  make  their  fortunes,  all  as  fudden 
In  any  expedition  he  lhall  point  ’em. 

As  arrows  from  a Tartars  bow,  and  fpeeding 
Dare  I do  this,  and  fear  an  enemy  ? 

Fearyour great  Mafter?  yours?  or  yours? 

Dem.  O Hercules ! 

Who  faies  you  do,  Sir  ? Is  there  any  thing 
In  thefe  mens  faces,  or  their  Mailers  adliocs. 

Able  to  work  fuch  wonders  ? 

Cel.  Now  he  fpeaks : " 

O I could  dwell  upon  that  tongue  for  ever. 

Drw.You  call ’em  Kings,they  never  wore  thofe  Royalties, 
Nor  in  the  progrefs  of  their  lives  arriv’d  yet 
At  any  thought  of  King ; Imperial  dignities. 

And  powerful  God-like  adions,  lit  for  Princes 
They  can  no  more  put  on,  and  make  ’em  fit  right, 

Than  I can  with  this  mortal  hand  hold  Heaven : 

Poor  petty  men,  nor  have  I yet  forgot 

The  chiefell  honours  time,  and  merit  gave  ’em ; 

Lifimachm  your  Mailer,  at  the  bell. 

His  highell,  and  his  hopeful’ll  Dignities 
Was  but  grand-maller  of  the  Elephants  ^ 

Seleuchm  of  the  Treafure  •,  and  for  Ptolomey, 

A thing  not  thought  on  then,  fcarce  heard  of  yet, 

Some  Mailer  of  Ammunition : and  mull  thefe  men— 

Cel.  What  a brave  confidence  flows  from  his  fpirit ! 

0 fweet  young  man ! 

Dem.  Mult  thefe  hold  pace  with  us, 

And  on  the  fame  file  hang  their  memories  ? 

Muft  thele  examine  what  the  wills  of  Kings  are  ? 

Preferibe  to  their  defigns,  and  chain  their  adions 
‘To  their  rellraints?  befriends,  andfoes  when  they  plea  fe? 
Send  out  their  Thunders,  • and  their  menaces. 

As  if  the  fate  of  mortal  things  were  theirs? 

Go  home  good  men,  and  tell  your  Mailers  from  us, 

We  do  ’em  too  much  honour  to  force  from  ’em 
Their  barren  Countries,  ruin  their  vail  Cities, 

And  tell  ’em  out  of  love,  we  mean  to  leave  ’em 
(Since  they  will  needs  be  Kings)  no  more  to  tread  on, 

Than  they  have  able  wits,  and  powers  to  manage, 

And  fo  we  lhall  befriend ’em.  Ha!  what  does  Ihe  there 
Emh.  This  is  your  anfwer  King? 
vH'nt.  ’Tis  like  to  prove  fo. 

Dem.  Fie,  fweet,  what  makes  you  here  ? 

Cel.  Pray  ye  db  not  chide  me. 

Dem.  You  do  your  felf  much  wrong  and  me; 

Cel.  Pray  you  pardon  me, 

1 feel  my  fault  which  only  was  committed 
Through  my  dear  love  to  you ; I have  not  feen  ye, 

And  how  can  I live  then  ? 1 have  not  fpoke  to  ye 

Dem.  I know  this  week  ye  have  not  •,  I will  redeem  all. 
You  are  fo  tender  now  *,  think  where  you  are,  fweet. 

(f/.  What  other  light  have  I left  ? 

Dem.  Prethee 
Indeed  Tie  fee  you  prefently. 

Cel.  r have  done.  Sir: 

You  will  not  mifs? 

Dem.  By  this,  and  this,  I will  not. 

Cel.  ’Tis  in  your  will  and  I mull  be  obedient. 

Dem.  No  more  of  thefe  allemblies. 

Cel.  I am  commanded. 

I Vfls.  Room  for  the  Lady  there : Madam,  ray  fervice — 

1 Cjent.  My  Coach  an’tpleafe  you  Lady. 

2 Vjh.  Room  before  there. 

2  ^ent.  The  honour.  Madam,  but  to  wait  upon  you 

My  fervantsand  my  Hate. 

Cel.  Lord,  how  they  flock  now  ? 

Before  I was  afraid  they  would  have  beat  me  •, 

How  thefe  flies  play  i’th’  Sun-lhine  ? pray  ye  no  fervices, 

Or  if  ye  needs  muH  play  the  Hobby-horfes, 

Seek  out  fome  beauty  that  affeds  ’em : farewel, 


Nay  pray  ye  fpare : Gentlemen  I am  old  enough 

To  go  alone  at  thefe  years,  without  crutches.  '{E.xit. 

iVJJ}.  Well  I could  curfe  now .-  but  that  will  not  help  me, 
I made  as  fure  account  of  this  wench  now,  immediately. 
Do  but  confider  how  the  Devil  has  croft  me. 

Meat  for  my  Mailer  Ihe  cries,  well 

3 Em.  Once  more.  Sir, 

We  ask  your  refolutions : Peace  or  War  yet  ? 

Dem.  War,  War,  my  noble  Father. 

1 Em.  Thus  I fling  it: 

And  fair  ey’d  peace,  farewel. 

Hnt.  Y'ou  have  your  anfwer  3 
Condudl  out  the  EmbalTadours,  and  give  ’em  Convoyes. 

Dern.Tt]!  your  high  hearted  Mallers,they  lhall  not  feek  us. 
Nor  cool  i’th’  field  in  expedation  of  us, 

We’l  eafe  your  men  thofe  marches : In  their  llrengths, 

And  full  abilities  of  mind  and  courage, 

We’J  find  ’em  out,  and  at  their  belt  trim  buckle  v; ith  ’em. 

3 Em.  You  will  find  lb  hot  a Souldler’s  welcome.  Sir, 
Your  favour  fhall  not  freeze. 

2 Em.  A forward  Gentleman, 

Pity  the  Wars  fliould  bruife  fuch  hopes 

Ant.  Condudl  ’em {Ex,  Em 

Now,  for  this  preparation:  where’s  ? 

Call  him  in  prefently : for  I mean  in  perfonGentlemer 

My  felf,  with  my  old  fortune 

Dem.  Royal  Sir : 

Thus  low  I beg  this  honour : fame  already 
Hath  every  where  rais’d  Trophies  to  your  glory, 

And  Conquefl  now  grown  old,  and  weak  with  folio v* 

The  weary  marches  and  the  bloody  fhocks 
You  daily  fet  her  in : ’tis  now  fcarce  honour 
For  you  that  never  knew  to  fight,  but  conquer^ 

To  fparkle  fuch  poor  people : the  Royal  Eagle 
When  Ihe  hathtri’d  yer  young  ones  ’gainfl  the  Surij 
And  found  ’em  right next  teacheth  ’em  to  prey. 

How  to  command  on  wing,  and  check  below  her 
Even  Birds  of  noble  plume ; I am  your  own.  Sir, 

You  have  found  my  fpirit,  try  it  now,  and  teach  it 
To  floop  whole  Kingdoms : leave  a little  for  me : 

Let  not  your  glory  be  fo  greedy,  Sir, 

To  eat  up  all  my  hopes  3 you  gave  me  life, 

If  to  that  life  you  add  not  what’s  more  lafling 
A noble  name,  for  man,  you  have  made  a lhadow  .• 

Blefs  me  this  day : bid  me  go  on,  and  lead. 

Bid  me  go  on,  no  lefs  fear’d,  than  Antigonus.^ 

And  to  my  maiden  fword,  tye  fall  your  fortune  *. 

I know  ’twill  fight  it  felf  then:  dear  Sir,  honour  nie ; 
Never  fair  Virgin  long’d  fo. 

Ant.  Rife,  and  command  then, 

And  be  as  fortunate,  as  lexped  ye : 

■ I love  that  noble  will  5 your  young  companions 
Bred  up  and  fofler’d  with  ye,  I hope  Demetrius, 

You  will  make  fouldiers  too ; they  mult  not  leave  ye. 

Enter  Leontius. 

2 Gent.  Never  till  life  leave  us,  Sir. 

Ant.  O Leontius, 

Here’s  work  for  you  in  hand* 

Leon.  I am  ev’n  right  glad,  ^ir. 

For  by  my  troth,  I am  now  grown  old  with  idlenefs  5 
I hear  we  fliall  abroad.  Sir. 

Ant.  Yes,  and  prefently, 

But  who  think  you^ommands  now  ? 

Leon.  Who  commands.  Sir? 

Methinks  mine  eye  fhould  guide  me : can  there  be 
(If  you  your  lelf  will  fpare  him  fo  much  honour) 

Any  found  out  to  lead  before  your  Armies, 

So  full  of  faith,  and  fire,  as  brave  Demetrius  ? ^ 

King  Dhilips  Son,  at  his  years  was  an  old  Souldier, 

’Tis  time  his  Fortune  be  o’  wing,  high  time,  Sir, 

So  many  idle  hours,  as  here  he  loyters, 

So  many  ever- living  names  he  lofes, 

I hope  ’tis  he. 
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i^nt.  ’Tis  he  indeed,  and  nobly 
He  fliall  fet  forward : draw  you  all  thofe  Garrifons  . 
Upon  the  frontiers  as  you  pals : to  thofe 
Joyn  thefe  in  pay  at  home,  our  ancient  fouldiers, 

And  as  you  go  prefs  all  the  Provinces. 

Leo.  U'e  lhall  not  ned ; 

Believe,  this  hopefull  Gentleman 
Can  want  no  fwords,nor  honefl:  hearts  to  follow  him, 

We  lhall  be  full,  no  fear  Sir. 

You  Leotniniy 

Becaufe  you  are  an  old  and  faithfull  lervant, 

And  know  the  wars,  with  all  his  vantages. 

Be  near  to  his  inltrudions,  left  his  youth 
Lofe  valours  beft  companion,  ftaid  difcretion. 

Shew  where  to  lead,to  lodge,to  charge  with  fafetie^ 

In  execution  not  to  break,  nor  fcatter. 

But  with  a provident  anger,  follow  nobly : 

Not  covetous  of  blood,  and  death,  buthonour. 

Be  ever  near  his  watches  •,  cheer  his  labours, 

And  where  his  hope  Hands  fair,provoke  his  valour; 

Love  him,and  think  it  no  diftionour(my  Demetritii) 

To  wear  this  Jewel  near  thee  •,  he  is  a tri’d  one. 

And  one  that  even  in  fpight  of  time,  that  funk  him. 

And  frofted  up  his  ftrength,  will  yet  Hand  by  thee, 

And  with  the  proudeft  of  thine  Enemies 
Exchange  forbloud,and  bravely  .•  take  his  Counfel. 

Leo.  Your  grace  hath  made  me  young again,and  wanton. 
Am.  She  mull  be  known  and  fuddenly: 

Do  ye  know  her  ? £to  MmippHi. 

Gem.  ^W.  No,  believe  Sir. 

Am.  Did  you  obferve  her,  Ttmon  ? 

Ttm.  I look’d  on  her, 

But  what  die  is 

Am.  I mull  have  that  found. 

Come  in  and  take  your  leave. 

Tim.  And  fome  few  Prayers  along. 

Deyn.  I know  my  duty,  {Exit  Ant. 

You  lhall  be  half  my  Father. 

Leo.  All  your  Servant : 

Come  Gentlemen,  you  are  refolv’d  I am  furc 
To  lee  thefe  wars. 

I Gent.  We  dare  not  leave  his  fortunes. 

Though  moft  aftur’d  death  hung  round  about  us. 

Leo.  That  bargain’s  yet  to  make  j 
Be  not  too  hafty,  when  ye  face  the  Enemie, 

Nor  too  ambitious  to  get  honour  inftantly. 

But  charge  within  your  bounds,  and  keep  clofe  bodies. 

And  you  lhall  fee  what  fport  we’l  make  thefe  mad  caps  j 
You  fliall  have  game  enough,  1 warrant  ye, 

Every  mans  Cock  fliall  fight. 

Dem.  I mull  go  fee  Sir: 

Brave  Sir,  asfoonas  I have  taken  leave. 

Tie  meet  you  in  the  park  j 
Draw  the  men  thither. 

Wait  you  upon  Leontuu. 

Cjen.  We’l  attend  Sir. 

Leo.  But  I beleech  your  Grace,  with  fpeed  j the  fooner 
We  are  i’th’  field. 

Dem.  You  could  not  pleafe  me  better.  ^ {Exit, 

Leo.  You  never  faw  the  wars  yet  ? 

Cjent.  Not  yet  Colonel. 

Leo.  TJiefe  foolifli  Miftrefles  do  fo  hang  about  ye. 

So  whimper,  and  fo  hug,  I know  it  Gentlemen, 

And  fo  intice  ye,  now  ye  are  i’th’  bud  •, 

And  that  fweet  tilting  war,  with  eyes  and  killes, 

Th’  alarms  of  foft  vows,  and  llghs,  and  fiddle  faddles. 

Spoils  all  our  trade : you  muft  forget  thefe  knick  knacks, 

A woman  at  fome  time  of  year,  I grant  ye 
She  is  neceftarie  *,  but  make  no  bufinefs  of  her. 

How  now  Lieutenant? 

Enter  Lieutenant. 

Lien.  Oh  Sir,  as  ill  as  ever  ^ 

We  fliall  have  wars  they  fay  •,  they  are  muftring  yonder : 


f Would  we  wrere  at  it  once : fie,  how  it  plagues  me. 

I Leo.  Here’s  one  has  ferved  now  under  Captain  C*^pid^ 

1 And  crackt  a Pike  in’s  youth  : you  fee  what’s  come  on’e. 

I Lieu.  No,  my  difeale  will  never  prove  fo  honourable. 

j Leo.  Why  fore,  thou  haft  the  beft  pox. 
j Lieu.  If  1 have  ’em, 
i I am  fure  I got  ’em  in  the  beft  company ; 

They  arc  pox  of  thirty  Coats. 

Leo.  Thou  haft  mewed  ’em  finely : 

Here’s  a ftrange  fellow  now,  and  a brave  fellow. 

If  we  may  fay  fo  of  a pocky  fellow, 

(Which  I believe  we  may)  this  poor  Lieutenant  j 
Whether  he  have  the  fcratches,  or  the  Icabs, 

Or  what  a Devil  it  be.  Tie  fay  this  for  him. 

There  fights  no  braver  fouldier  under  Sun,  Gentlemen  j 
Show  him  an  Enemie,  his  pain’s  forgot  ftraight ; 

And  where  other  men  by  beds  and  bathes  have  cafe. 

And  eafie  rules  of  Phyfick-,  fet  him  in  a danger, 

A danger,  that's  a fearful  I one  indeed, 

Ye  rock  him,  and  he  will  fo  play  about  ye. 

Let  it  be  ten  to  one  he  ne’er  comes  ofTagain, 

Ye  have  his  heart : and  then  he  works  it  bravely. 

And  throughly  bravely : not  a pang  remembred : 

I havefeen  himdofuch  things,  belief  would  flirinkat. 

Gem.  ’Tis  ftrange  he  fliould  do  all  this,  and  difeas’d  fo. 
Leo.  1 am  fure  ’tis  true : Lieutenant, canft  thou  drink  well? 
Lieu.  Would  I were  drunk,  dog-drunk,  I might  not  feel 
Gent.  I would  take  Phyfick.  (this. 

Lieu.  But  I would  know  my  dileafe  firft.  (backward  ? 
Leon.  Why  ? it  may  be  the  Colique;  canlt  thou  blow 
Lieu.  There’s  never  a bag  pipe  in  the  Kingdom  better. 
Cjey/t.  Is’t  not  a picurclic  ? 

Lieu.  ’ Tis  any  thing 
That  has  the  Devil,  and  death  iii’t ; will  yc  march  Gcntlc- 
Tiie  Prince  has  taken  leave.  (men? 

Leo.  How  know  yc  that  ? 

Lteu.  I faw  him  leave  the  Court,difpatch  his  followers 
And  met  him  after  in  a by  ftrcct : I think  ^ 

He  has  fome  wench,  or  fuch  a toy,  to  lick  over 
Before  he  go : would  I had  fuch  another 
To  draw  this  foolilh  pain  down. 

Leo.  Let’s  away  Gentlemen, 

For  furc  the  Prince  will  ftay  on  us. 

Gem.  We’l  attend  Sir.  {Exeunt. 

SCEN  A II. 

Enter  Demetrius,  and  Celia. 

Cel.  Muft  ye  needs  go? 

Dem.  Or  ftay  with  all  diflionour. 

Cel.  Are  there  not  men  enough  to  fight  ? 

Dem.  Fie  Celia. 

This  ill  becomes  the  noble  love  you  hear  me  j 
Would  you  have  your  love  a coward  ? 

Cel.  Noj  believe  Sir, 

I would  have  him  fight,  but  not  Ib  far  off  from  me. 

Dem.  Wouldft  have  it  thus  ? or  thus  ? 

Cel.  If  that  be  fighting — 

Dem.  Ye  wanton  fool : when  I come  home  again 
I’lc  fight  with  thee,  at  thine  own  weapon  Ce/»4, 

And  conquer  thee  too. 

Cel.  That  you  have  done  already, 

Y ou  need  no  other  Arms  to  me,  but  thefe  Sir  j 
But  will  you  fight  your  felf  Sir  ? 

Dem.  Thus  deep  in  bloud  wench. 

And  through  the  tnkkcft  ranks  of  Pikes. 

Cel.  Spur  bravely 

Your  firic  Courfer,  beat  the  troops  before  yc, 

And  cramb  the  mouth  of  death  with  executions. 

Dem.  I would  do  more  than  thefe  ; But  prethce  tell  me, 
Tell  me  my  fair,  where  got’ft  thou  this  male  Spirit  ? 

I wonder  at  thy  mind. 

Cel.  Were  I a man  then, 

You  would  wonder  more. 


Dem. 


The  Humourous  Lieuiehahh 


9^ 


Dem.  Sure  thou  wouldft  prove  a Souldier, 

And  fome  great  Leader. 

Cel.  Sure  I fhould  do  foroewhat  ^ 

And  the  firfl;  thing  I did,  I fhould  grow  envious, 

Extreamly  envious  of  your  youth,  and  honour. 

‘Dem.  And  fight  againft  me  ? 

Cel.  Ten  to  one,  I fhould  do  it. 

Dem.  Thou  wouldft  not  hurt  me? 

Cel.  In  this  mind  I am  in 
I think  I fhould  be  hardly  brought  to  ftrike  ye, 

Unlefs  ’twere  thus ; but  in  my  mans  mind 

Dem*  What? 

Cel.  I fhould  be  friends  with  you  too. 

Now  I think  better. 

Dem.  Ye  are  a tall  Souldier : 

Here,  take  thefe,  and  thefe  j 
This  gold  to  furnifh  ye,  and  keep  this  bracelet  *, 

Why  do  you  weep  now.? 

You  a mafculinc  Spirit  ? 

Cel.  No,  I confefs,  1 am  a fool,  a woman  : 

And  ever  when  I part  with  you  

Dem.  You  fhall  not, 

Thefe  tears  are  like  prodigious figns,  my  fweet  one, 

I fliall  come  back,  loaden  with  fame, to  honour  thee. 

CeL  I hope  you  fhall : ; 

But  then  my  dear  Demetrius., 

When  you  ftand  Conquerour,  and  at  your  mercy 
All  people  bow,and  all  things  wait  your  fentence ; 

Say  then  your  eye  (furveying  all  your  conqueft) 

Finds  out  a beautie,  even  in  forrow  excellent, 

A conftant  face,  that  in  the  midft  of  ruine 
With  a forc’d  fmile,both  fcornsatfate,and  fortune; 

Say  you  find  fuch  a one,  fo  nobly  fortified. 

And  in  her  figure  all  the  fweets  of  nature  ? 

Dem.  Prethee, 

No  more  of  this,  I cannot  find  her. 

Ce/.That  fhe ws  as  far  beyond  my  wither’d  beauty  j 
And  will  run  mad  to  love  ye  too. 

Dem.  Do  you  fear  me, 

And  do  you  think,  befides  this'face,  this  beauty. 

This  heart,  where  all  my  hopes  are  lock’d 

Cel.  I dare  not: 

No  fure,  I think  ye  honed  *,  wondrous  honed. 

Pray  do  not  frown.  Tie  fwear  ye  are. 

Dem.  Ye  may  choofe. 

Cel.  But  how  long  will  ye  be  away  ? 

Dem.  I know  not. 

Cel.  I know  you  are  angry  now  ; pray  look  upon  me : 

Tie  ask  no  more  fuch  queftions. 

Dem.  The  Drums  beat, 

I can  no  longer  day. 

Cel.  They  do  but  call  yet ; 

How  fain  you  would  leave  my  Company  ? 

Dem.  I wou’d  not, 

Unlefs  a greater  power  than  love  commanded. 

Commands  my  life,  mine  honour. 

Cel.  Buf  a little. 

Dem.  Prethee  farewel,  and  be  not  doubtfull  of  me. 

Cel.  I would  not  have  ye  hurt : and  ye  are  fo  ventrous — 
But  good  fweet  Prince  preferve  your  felf,  fight  nobly. 

But  do  not  thrud  this  body,  ’tis  not  yours  now, 

’Tismine,  ’tis  only  mine;  do  not  feek  wounds.  Sir, 

For  every  drop  of  blood  you  bleed 

Dfm.  I will  Cel^y 
I will  be  carefull. 

Cel.  My  heart,  that  loves  ye  dearly. 

Dem.  Prethee  no  more,  we  mud  part : r Drums  a 

Hark,  they  march  now.  \March. 

Cel.  Pox  on  thefe  bawling  Drums ; I am  fiire  you’l  kifs 
But  one  kifs  ? what  a parting’s  this  ? (me, 

Dem.  Here  take  me, 

And  do  what  thou  wilt  with  me,  fmother  me  j 
But  dill  remember,  if  your  fooling  with  me. 

Make  me  forget  the  trud 


Cel.  I have  done ; farewel  Sir, 

Never  look  back,  you  fhall  not  day,  not  a minute. 
Dem.  I muft  have  one  farewel  more. 

Cel.  No,  the  Drums  beat  ^ 

I dare  not  flack  your  honour  ; not  a hand  more. 
Only  this  look  i the  gods  preferve,  and  fave  ye. 


AcIhs  Semndu'S . Scena  Trima. 

Tnter  Antigonus,  Carinthus,  Timon. 

'VXTHat,haveyc  found  her  out .? 

V V Char.  We  have  hearkncd  after  her, 

Hnt.  What’s  tliat  to  my  defire  ? 

Char.  Your  grace  muft  give  us  time. 

And  a little  means. 

Tim.  She  is  fure  a ftranger. 

If  file  were  bred  or  known  here 

Ant.  Your  dull  endeavours 

Enter  Menippus. 

Should  never  be  employ’d.  Welcom  Menippm. 

Men.  I have  found  her  Sir, 

I mean  the  place  fhe  is  lodg’d  in her  name  is  Celia; 

And  much  adoe  I had  to  purchafe  that  too. 

Ant.  Doft  think  Demetrius  loves  her .? 
eJTlen.  Much  I fear  it. 

But  nothing  that  way  yet  can  win  for  certain. 

Tie  tell  your  grace  within  this  hour. 

Ant.  A ftranger  ? 

Men.  Without  all  doubt. 

Ant.  But  how  fhould  he  come  to  her  ? 

Men.  There  lies  the  marrow  of  the  matter  hid  yeL 
Ant.  Haft  thou  been  with  thy  wife  ? 

Men.  No  Sir,  1 am  going  to  her. 

Ant.  Go  and  difpatch,  and  meet  me  in  the  garden, 

And  get  all  out  ye  can.  Q Exit. 

Men.  Tie  doe  my  bed  Sir.  Exit. 

Tim.  Bleft  be  thy  wife,  thou  wert  an  arrant  afs  elfe. 

Char.  I,  fhe  is  a ftirring  woman  indeed  : 

There’s  a brain  Brother. 

Tim.  There’s  not  a handfom  wench  of  any  mettle 
Within  an  hundred  miles,  but  her  intelligence 
Reaches  her,  and  out-reaches  her,  and  brings  her 
As  confidently  to  Court,  as  to  a fandtuary : 

What  had  his  mouldy  brains  ever  arriv’d  at. 

Had  not  fhe  beaten  it  out  o’th’  Flint  to  faften  him  s 
They  fay  fhe  keeps  an  office  of  Concealments : 

There  is  no  young  wench,  let  her  be  a Saint, 

Unlefs  fhe  live  i’th’ Center,  but  fhe  finds  her, 

And  every  way  prepares  addrefles  to  her  : 

If  my  wife  would  have  followed  her  courfe  Charinthus, 

Her  lucky  courfe,  I had  the  day  before  him  : 1 

0 what  might  I have  been  by  this  time.  Brother.?  i 

But  fhe  (forfooth)  when  I put  thefe  things  to  her, 

Thefe  things  of  honed  thrift,  groans,  O my  confcience, 

The  load  upon  my  confcience,  when  to  maKe  us  cuckolds. 
They  have  no  more  burthen  than  a brood-groofe.  Brother  •, 
But  let’s  doe  what  we  can,  though  this  wench  fail  us, 

Another  of  a new  way  will  be  lookt  at ; 

Come,  let’s  abroad,  and  beat  our  brains,  time  may 
For  all  his  wifdom,  yet  give  us  a day.  Z,Exeunt. 

SCENA  II. 

Drum  within.  Alarm,  Enter  Demetrius,  and  Leontius^ 

Dem.  I will  not  fee  ’em  fall  thus,  give  me  way  Sir, 

1 fhall  forget  you  love  me  elfe. 

Leo.  Will  ye  Ibfe  all .? 

For  me  to  be  forgotten,  to  be  hated,  ^ . 

Nay  never  to  have  been  a man,  is  nothing, 

So 
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So  you,  and  thofe  we  have  preferv’d  from  flaughter 
Come  fafely  off  Dem.  I haveloltmy  lelf. 

Leo.  You  are  cozen’d. 

Dem.  And  am  molt  miferable. 

Leo.  There’s  no  man  fo,  but  he  that  makes  himfelf  fo. 
Dem.  I will  goe  on. 

Leo.  You  muftjpt:  I fhall  tell  you  then. 

And  tell  you  true,  that  man’s  unfit  to'govern, 

That  cannot  guide  himfelf;  you  lead  an  Army  ^ 

That  have  not  fo  much  manly  fuff’rance  left  ye, 

T 0 bear  a lofs  ? 

Dem.  Charge  but  once  more  Leontius.^ 

My  friends  and  my  companions  are  engag’d  all, 

Leo.  Nay  give  ’em  loft,  I faw  ’em  off  their  horles, 

And  the  enemy  mafter  of  their  Arms  j nor  could  then 
The  policie,  nor  ftrength  of  man  redeem  ’em. 

Dem.  And  iliall  I knaw  this,  and  ftand  fooling  ? 

Leo.  By  my  dead  Fathers  foul  you  ftir  not,  Sir, 

Or  if  you  doe, you  make  your  way  through  me  firft, 

Dem.  Thou  art  a Coward. 

Leo.  To  prevent  a Madman. 

None  but  your  Fathers  Son,  durft  call  me  fo, 

’Death  if  lie  did Muft  I be  fcarldal’d  by  ye. 

That  hedg’d  in  all  the  helps  I had  to  fave  ye  } 

Thar,  where  there  was  a valiant  weapon  ftirring, 

Both  fearch’d  it  out,  and  fingl’d  it,  unedg’d  it. 

For  fear  it  fliould  bite  you,  am  I a coward.^ 

Go,  get  ye  up,  and  tell  ’em  ye  are  the  Kings  Son  y. 

Hang  all  your  Ladys  favours  on  your  Creft, 

And  let  them  fighttheirfhar?s fpurtodeftcudlion, 

You  cannot  mifs  the  w'ay  ; be  bravely  defpcrate. 

And  your  young  friends  before  ye,  that  loft  this  battel, 
Your  honourable  friends,  that  knew  no  order, 

Cry  out,  AfJtigoms^  the  old  Antigor.us.^ 

The  wife  and  fortunate  Amigorms.^ 

The  great,  the  valiant,  and  the  fear’d  Antigonui., 

Has  lent  a defpcrate  fon,  without  difcrction 
Tobury  in  an  hour  his  age  of  honour. 

Dem.  I am  afliamed. 

Leo.  ’Tis  ten  to  one,  I die  with  yc: 

The  coward  wifi  not  long  be  after  ye  y 
I fcorn  to  fay  I faw  you  fall,  figh  for  ye. 

And  tell  a whining  tale,  fome  ten  years  after 
To  boyes  and  girics  in  an  old  chimney  corner. 

Of  what  a Prince  we  had,  how  bravely  fpirited  y 
How  young  and  fair  he  fell ; we’l  all  go  with  ye, 

And  ye  fhall  fee  us  all,  like  facrifices 
In  our  beft  trim,  fill  up  the  mouth  ofruine. 

Will  this  faith  fatisfie  your  folly  ? can  this  fhow’  ye 
’Tis  not  to  die  we  fear,  but  to  die  poorly. 

To  fall,  forgotten,  in  a multitude.^ 

If  you  will  needs  tempt  fortune  now  flie  has  held  ye. 

Held  ye  from  finking  up. 

Dem.  Pray  do  not  kill  me, 

Thefe  words  pierce  deeper  than  the  wounds  I fuller, 
Thefmarting  wounds  oflofs. 

Leo.  Ye  are  too  tender  y 
Fortune  has  hours  of  lofs,  and  hours  of  honour. 

And  the  moft  valiant  feel  them  both ; take  comfort, 

The  next  is  ours,  I have  a foul  deferies  it : 

The  angry  bull  never  goes  back  for  breath, 

But  when  he  means  to  arm  his  fury  double.  • 

Let  this  day  fet,  but  not  the  memorie. 

And  we  lhall  find  a time : Flow  now  Lieutenant  ? 

Enter  Lieutenant. 

Lien.  I know  not ; I am  mail’d ; we  are  bravely  beaten, 
All  our  young  gallants  loft. 

Leo.  Thou  art  hurt.  Lien.  I am  pepper’d, 

I was  i’th’  midft  of  all : and  bang’d  of  all  hands  .* 

They  made  an  anvile  of  my  head,  it  rings  yet ; 

Never  fo  threfh’d  : do  you  call  this  fame  ? 1 have  fam’d  it  y 
I have  got  immortal  fame,  but  Tie  no  more  on’ty 
I’le  no  fuchjTcratching  Saint  to  ferve  hereafter  y 


O’  my  confcierice  I was  kill’d  above  twenty  times,- 
And  yet  I know  not  what  a Devil’s  in’t, 

I crawled  away,and  lived  again  ftill ; I am  hurt  plaguily. 
But  now  I have  nothing  near  fo  much  pain  Colonel, 

They  have  fliced  me  for  that  maladie. 

Dem.  All  the  young  men  loft  f 
Lie.  I am  glad  you  are  here:but  they  are  all  i’th’pound  fir. 
They’]  never  ride  o’re  other  mens  corn  again,  I take  it, 

, Such  frisking,  and  fuch  flaunting  with  their  feathers. 

And  fuch  careering  with  their  Miftres  favours  j 
And  here  muft  he  be  pricking  out  for  honour, 

And  there  got  he  a knock,  and  down  goes  pilgarlick’. 
Commends  his  Ibiil  to  his  flie-faint,  and  Exit. 

Another  fpurs  in  there,  cryes  make  room  villains, 
lama  Lord,  fcarce  fpoken,  but  with  reverence 
A Rafcal  takes  him  o’re  the  face,  and  fells  him  y 
There  lyes  the  Lord,  the  Lord  be  wi  thhim'. 

Leo.  Now  Sir, 

Do  you  find  this  truth  ? 

Dem.  1 would  not.  Lien.  Pox  upon  it. 

They  have  fuch  tender  bodies  too ; fucli  Culiffes, 

That  one  good  handfom  blow  breaks  ’em  a pieces. 
l.co.  How  ftands  the  Enemy.? 

Lien.  Even  cool  enough  too : 

For  to  fay  truth  he  has  been  Ihrewdly  heated. 

The  Gentleman  no  doubt  will  fall  to  his  jewlips. 

I.eo.  He  marches  not  i’th’  tail  on’s. 

Lten.  No,  plague  take  him, 

He’l  kifs  our  tails  as  foon  y he  looks  upon  us. 

As  if  he  would  fay,  if  ye  will  turn  again,  friends. 

We  will  belabor  you  a little  better. 

And  beat  a little  more  care  into  your  coxcombs. 

Now  fhall  wc  have  damnable  Ballads  out  againft  us, 

Moft  wicked  madrigals  :and  ten  to  onc,Colouel, 

Sung  to  fuch  lowfie,  lamentable  tunes. 

Leo.  Thou  art  merry. 

How  e’re  the  game  goes : good  Sir  be  not  troubled, 

A better  day  will  draw  this  back  again. 

Pray  go,  and  cheer  thofe  left,  and  lead ’em  of!^ 

They  are  hot,  and  weary. 

Dem.  riedoe  anything. 

Leo.  Lieutenant,  fend  one  prefently  away 
Toth’  King,  and  let  him  know  our  ftatc ; and  hark  yc, 

Be  fure  the  meflenger  advife  his  Majeftic 
To  comfort  up  the  Prince : he’s  full  of  fadnefs. 

lAen.  When  fliall  1 get  a Surgeon  ? this  hot  weather, 
Unlefs  I be  well  pepper’d,  I fhall  ftink,CoIoncI. 

Leo.  Go,  I’lc  prepare  thee  one. 


Lieu.  If  ye  catch  me  then  , 
Fighting  again.  Tie  cat  hay  wit 


with  a horfe. 
SCENA  III. 


J^Exit. 


Enter  Lcucippe  (re.tdtng')  and  two  ADids  at  a Table  writing. 

Leu.  Have  ye  written  to  Aierione  ? 

1 CAIa.  Yes,  Madam. 

I.eu.  And  let  her  underftand  the  hopes  fhe  has, 

If  fhe  come  fpeedilie 

t Al.'i.  All  thefe  are  fpecified. 

L.eii.  And  of  the  chain  is  fent  her. 

And  the  rich  fluff  to  make  her  fliew  more  handfom  here? 

\ Maid.  All  this  is  done.  Madam. 

Leu.  What  have  you  difpatcht  there? 

2 Maid.  A letter  to  the  Country  maid,  and’t  pleafe  ye. 
Leu.  A pretty  girle,  but  peevifh,  plaguy  peevifh  : 

Have  ye  bought  the  embroydered  gloves,  and  that  purfe  for 
And  the  new  Curie  ? (her, 

2 Maid.  They  are  ready  packt  up  Madam . 

Leu.  Fler  maiden  head  will  yield  me  y let  me  fee  now  y 

She  is  not  fifteen  they  fay  .•  for  her  complexion 

C/of,  C/of,  {^loe,  here,  1 have  her, 
doe,  the  Daughter  of  a Country  Gentleman  y 
Her  age  upon  fifteen : now  her  complexion. 


A lovely  brown  y here  ’tis  y eyes  black  and  rolling. 


The 
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The  body  neatly  built : fhe  ftrikes  a Lute  well, 

Sings  mofl:  inticingly , thefe  helps  confider’d. 

Her  maiden-head  will  amount  to  fome  three  hundred, 
Orthree  hundred  and  fifty  Crowns,’twilI  bear  it  handfomly. 
Her  Father’s  poor,  fome  little  fiiare  deducted. 

To  buy  him  a hunting  Nag ; I,  ’twill  be  pretty. 

Who  takes  care  of  the  Merchants  Wife  ? 

I I have  wrought  her. 

Len.  You  know  for  whom  Ihe  is? 

I Ma.  Very  well,  Madam, 

Though  very  much  ado  I had  to  make  her 
Apprehend  that  happinefs. 

Leii.  Thefe  Kind  are  fubtile  ^ 

Did  file  not  cry  and  blubber  when  you  urg’d  her  ? (perifh. 

I Ma.  O moft  extreamly,  and  fwore  fhe  would  rather 
Lea.  Good  figns,  very  good  figns. 

Symptoms  of  eafie  nature. 

Had  fhe  the  Plate  ? 

I Ma.  She  lookt  upon’ t,  and  left  it. 

And  turn’d  again,  and  view’d  it. 

Lea.  Very  v/ell  ftill. 

I Ma.  At  length  fhe  was  content  to  let  it  lye  there. 

Till  I call’d  for’t,  or  fo. 

Lea.  She  will  come  ? 

I Ma.  Do  you  take  me 

For  fuch  a Fool,  I would  part  without  that  promife  ? 

Lea.  The  Chamber’s  next  the  Park. 

1 Ma.  The  Widow,  Madam, 

You  bad  me  look  upon. 

Leu.  Hang  her,  fheismufly:  ^ 

She  is  no  mans  meat  ^ befides,  fhe’s  poor  and  fluttifh : 
Where  lyes  old  Thitbe  now,  you  are  fb  long  now 

2 Ma.  ThisbejThisbejThiibef^gQntThtsbejOlh^vehcr^ 
She  lyes  now  in  Nkopolis. 

Difpatch  a Packet, 

And  tell  her,  her  Superiour  here  commands  her 
The  next  month  not  to  fail,  but  fee  deliver’d 
Here  to  our  ufe,  fome  twenty  young  and  handfom, 

As  alfo  able  Maids,  for  the  Court  fervice, 

As  (he  will  anfwer  it ; we  are  out  of  beauty. 

Utterly  out,  and  rub  the  time  away  here 
With  fuch  blown  fluff,  1 am  afham’d  to  fend  it.  K Knocks 
Who’s  that?  lookout^  to  your,  bufinefs.  Maid,  \withm. 
There’s  nothing  got  by  idlenefs:  there  is  a Lady, 

Which  if  I can  but  buckle  with,  Jltea, 

Jy  Ay  Ay  Ay  Altca  young,  and  married. 

And  a great  lover  of  her  husband,  well, 

Not  to  be  brought  to  Court!  fayyefo?  lamforry,  (is’t? 
The  Court  fhall  be  brought  to  you  then  5 how  now,  who 

1 Ma.  An  ancient  woman,  with  a maid  attending, 

A pretty  Girl,  but  out  of  Cloaths  •,  for  a little  money. 

It  feems  fhe  would  put  her  to  your  bringing  up,  Madam. 

Enter  Woman  and  Phebe. 

Leu.  Let  her  come  in.  Would  you  ought  with  us,  good 
1 pray  be  fhort,  we  are  full  of  bufinefs.  (woman  ? 

Wo.  1 have  a tender  Girl  here,  an’tpleafe  your  honour. 
Leu.  Very  well. 

Worn.  That  hath  a great  deflre  to  ferve  your  worfhip. 
Leu.  It  may  be  fo  i I am  full  of  Maids, 

Worn.  She  is  young  forfooth 

And  for  her  truth ; and  as  they  fay  her  bearing.  (pulfe, 
Leu.  Yefay  well;  come  ye  hither  maid,  let  me  feel  your 
’Tis  fomewhat  weak,  but  Nature  will  grow  ftronger, 

Let  me  fee  your  leg,  Ihe  treads  but  low  i’th’  Paflerns. 

Worn.  A cork  Heel,  Madam. 

Leu.  We  know  what  will  do  it. 

Without  your  aim,good  woman  5 what  do  you  pitch  her  at  ? 

She’s  but  a flight  toy cannot  hold  out  long. 

Worn.  Even  what  you  think  is  meet. 

Leu.  Give  her  ten  Crowns,  we  are  full  of  bufinefs,- 
She  is  a poor  Woman,  let  her  take  a Cheefe  home. 

Enter  the  wench  i’  th’  Office.  Worn,  and  1 Ma. 

2 Ma.  What’s  your  name.  Sifter? 


Fhe.  Phebey  forfooth. 

Leu.  A pretty  nam.e  ^ ’twill  do  well : * 

Go  in,  and  let  the  other  Maid  inftrud  you,  Phebe.  Fhe. 

Let  my  old  Velvet  skirt  be  made  fit  for  her. 

I’ll  put  her  into  adion  for  a Waft-coat ; 

And  when  1 have  rigg’d  her  up  once,  this  fmall  Pinnace 
Shall  fail  for  Gold, and  good  ftore  too-,  who’s  there? 

Lord,  fhall  we  hever  have  any  eafe  in  this  world ! ijpithin 
Still  troubled ! ftill  molefted ! what  would  you  have  ? 

Enter  Menippe. 

I cannot  furnifh  you  fafter  than  I am  able, 

And  ye  were  my  Husband  a thoufand  times,  I cannot  do  it. 

At  leaft  a dozen  polls  are  gone  this  morning 
For  feveral  parts  of  the  Kingdom : I can  do  no  more 
But  pay  ’em,  and  inftrudl’em. 

Men.  Prithee,  good  fweet  heart, 

I come  not  to  difturb  thee,  nor  dilcourage  thee, 

I know  thou  labour’ll  truly : hark  in  thine  ear. 

Leu.  Ha  ! 

What  do  you  make  fo  dainty  on’t  ? look  there 
I am  an  Afs,  I can  do  nothing. 

Men.  Celia. ^ 

I,  this  is  fhe;  aftranger  born. 

Leu.  What  would  you  give  for  more  now  ? 

Men.  Prithee,  ray  befl  Leucippey  there’s  much  hangs  cn’t, 
Lodg’d  at  the  end  of  Marses  ftreet  ? that’s  true  too 
At  the  fack  of  fuch  a Town,  by  fuch  a Souldier 
Preferv’d  a Prifoner ; and  by  Prince  Demetrius 
Bought  from  that  man  again,  maintain’d  and  favour’d : 

How  came  you  by  this  knowledg  ? 

Leu.  Poor,  weak  man, 

I have  a thoufand  eyes,  when  thou  art  fleeping. 

Abroad,  and  full  of  bufinefs. 

Men.  You  never  try’d  her?  ' 

Leu.  No,  fhe  is  beyond  my  level;  fo  hedg’d  iii 
By  the  Princes  infinite  Love  and  Favour  to  her — ■ 
nJJEen.  She  is  a handfome  Wench. 

Leu.  A delicate,  and  knows  it ; 

And  out  of  that  proof  arms  her  felf. 

Men.  Come  in  then ; 

I have  a great  defign  from  the  King  to  you, 

And  you  muft  work  like  wax  now. 

Leu.  On  this  Lady? 

Men.  On  this,  and  all  your  wits  call  home. 

Leu.  I have  done 

Toys  in  my  time  of  fome  note ; old  as  I am, 

I think  my  brains  will  work  without  barm ; 

Take  up  the  Books, 

zA^en.  As  we  go  in.  I’ll  tell  ye.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  i V. 

Enter  Antigonus,  Timon,  Lords  and  a Souldier, 

Ant.  No  face  of  forrow  for  this  lofs , ’twill  choak  him, 
Nor  no  man  mifs  a friend,  I know  his  nature 
So  deepimprefl  with  grief,  for  what  he  has  fuller’d, 

That  the  leaft  adding  to  it  adds  to  his  mine ; 

His  lofs  is  not  fo  infinite,  I hope,  Souldier. 

Soul.  Faith  neither  great,  nor  out  of  indiferetion. 

The  young  men  out  of  heat. 

Pnter  Demetrius,  Leontius,  and  Lieutenant. 

<tAnt.  I guefs  the  manner. 

Lord.  The  Prince  and’t  like  your  Grace s. 

zyAnt.  You  are  welcome  home.  Sir : 

Come,  no  more  forrow,  I have  heard  your  fortune, 

And  I my  felf  have  try’d  the  like : clear  up  man, 

I will  not  have  ye  take  it  thus ; if  I doubted.  ^ 

Your  fear  had  loft,and  that  you  had  turn’d  your  back  to  ’em, 

Bafely  befought  their  mercies 

Leo.  No,  no,  by  this  hand.  Sir, 

We  fought  like  honefl  and  tall  men.  I 

Antk.  I kno#’t  Leontius : or  if  I thought  - • 
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Negledt  of  rule,  having  his  counfel  with  ye, 

Or  too  vain  glorious  appetite  of  Fame, 

Your  men  forgot  and  fcatter’d. 

Leo.  None  of  thefe,  Sir, 

He  fhew’d  himfelf  a noble  Gentleman, 

Every  way  apt  to  rule. 

y4f7t.  Thefe  being  granted  *, 

Why  fliould  you  think  you  have  done  an  aft  lb  hainous, 
That  nought  but  diftontent  dwells  round  about  ye  i 
I have  loft  a Battel, 

Leo.  I,  and  fought  it  hard  too. 

With  as  much  means  as  man 

Leo.  Or  Devil  could  urge  it. 
u4Nt.  T wenty  to  one  of  our  fide  now. 

Leo,  Turn  Tables, 

Beaten  like  Dogs  again,  like  Owls,  you  take  it 
To  heart  for  flying  but  a mile  before  ’em ; 

And  to  fay  the  truth,  ’twasno  flight  neither.  Sir, 

’Twas  but  a walk,  a handfome  walk, 

I have  tumbl’d  with  this  old  Body,  beaten  like  a Stock-fifh, 
And  ftuck  with  Arrows,  like  an  arming  Quiver, 

Blouded  and  bang’d  almoft  a day  before  ’em. 

And  glad  I have  got  off  then.  Here’s  a mad  Shaver, 

He  fights  his  (hare  I am  fure,  when  e’r  he  comes  to’t  •, 
Yet  I havefeen  him  trip  it  tithly  too, 

And  cry  the  Devil  take  the  hindmoft  ever. 

Lieu.  I learnt  it  of  my  Betters. 

Leo.  Boudge  at  this  ? 

Has  Fortune  but  one  Face  ? 

Lien.  In  herbeft  Vizard 
Methinks  (he  looks  but  lowzily. 

Ant.  Chance,  though  (he  faint  now. 

And  fink  below  our  expeftations, 

Is  there  no  hope  left  ftrong  enough  to  buoy  her  ? 

Dem.  ’Tis  not,  this  day  I fled  before  the  Enemy, 

And  loft  my  People,  left  mine  Honour  murder’d , 

My  maiden  Honour,  never  to  be  ranfom’d, 

(Which  to  a noble  Soul  is  too  too  fenfible)  " 

Afflifts  me  with  this  fadnefs-,  moft  of  thefe. 

Time  may  turn  ftraight  again,  experience  perfeft, 

And  new  Swords  cut  new  ways  to  nobler  Fortunes. 

0 I have  loft 

Ant.  ks,  you  are  mine  forget  it : 

1 do  not  think  it  lofs. 

Dem.  O Sir,  forgive  me, 

1 have  loft  my  friends,  4;hofe  worthy  Souls  bred  with  me, 

I have  loft  my  felf,  they  were  the  pieces  of  me : 

1 have  loft  all  Arts,  my  Schools  are  taken  from  me. 
Honour  and  Arms,  no  emulation  left  me; 

I liv’d  to  fee  thefe  men  loft,  look’d  upon  it; 

Thefe  men  that  twin’d  their  loves  to  mine,  their  vertues ; 

0 (hamc  of  (hames ! I faw  and  could  not  lave  ’em. 

This  carries  Sulphur  in’t,  this  burns,  and  boils  me, 

And  like  a fatal  Tomb,  beftrides  my  memory. 

Ant,  This  was  hard  fortune,  but  if  alive,  and  taken. 
They  fliall  be  ranfom’d : let  it  be  at  Millions. 

Dem.  They  are  dead,  they  arc  dead. 

Lieu.  Whenwou’dhe  weep  for  me  thus? 

1 may  be  dead  and  powder’d. 

Leo.  Good  Prince,  grieve  not ; 

We  are  not  certain  of  their  deaths : the  Enemy, 

Though  he  be  hot,  and  keen, 

Yet  holds  good  Quarter. 

What  Noife  is  this  ? 

Great  Shout  within : Enter  Gentlemen. 

Lieu.  He  does  not  follow  us  ? 

Give  me  a Steeple  top  ? 

Leo.  They  live,  they  live.  Sir. 

Ant.  Hold  up  your  manly  face. 

They  live,  they  are  here.  Son. 

Dem.  Thefe  are  the  men.  ' 

1 Gent.  They  are,  and  live  to  honour  ye. 


Dem.  How  ’fcap’d  ye  noble  friends  ?■  methought  I faw  ye 
Even  in  the  Jaws  of  Death. 

2 Gent.  Thanks  to  our  folly. 

That  (pur’d  us  on  *,  we  were  indeed  hedg’d  routidin’t ; 
And  ev’n  beyond  the  hand  of  fuccour,  beaten, 

Unhors’d,  difarm’d ; and  what  we  lookt  for  then.  Sir, 
Let  fuch  poor  weary  Souls  that  hear  the  Beil  kholl. 

And  fee  the  Grave  a digging,  tell. 

Dem.  For  Heavens  fake 

Delude  mine  Eyes  no  longer ! how  came  ye  off? 

I Gent.  Againft  all  expeftation , the  brave  Seleucut, 

I think  this  day  enamour’d  on  your  Vertue, 

When,  through  the  Troops,  he  law  ye  (hoot  like  lightning ; 
And  at  your  manly  courage  all  took  fire ; 

And  after  that,  the  mifery  wc  fell  to 
The  never. certain  Fate  of  War,  confidering. 

As  we  ftood  all  before  him,  Fortunes  ruines. 

Nothing  but  Death  expefting,  a (hort  time 
He  made  a ftand  upon  our  Youths  and  Fortunes. 

Then  with  aneyeof  mercy  inform’d  his  Judgment, 

How  yet  unripe  we  were,  unblown,  unharden’d. 

Unfitted  for  fuch  fatal  ends  ^ he  cryed  out  to  us. 

Go  Gentlemen,  commend  me  to  your  Mafter, 

To  the  moft  High,  and  Hopeful  Prince,  T^emetriHs-, 

Tell  him  the  Valour  that  he  (bowed  againft  me 
This  day,  the  Virgin  Valour,  and  true  fire, 

Deferves  even  from  an  Enemy  this  courtefie; 

Your  Lives,  and  Arms  freely  I’ll  give ’em:  thank  him. 
And  thus  we  are  return’d,  Sir. 

Leo.  Faith,  ’tw'as  well  done  •, 

’Twas  bravely  done  ^ was’tnot  a noble  part.  Sir? 

Lttu.  Had  1 been  there,  up  had  I gone,  I am  fure  on’t  ■, 
Thefe  noble  tricks  I never  durft  truft  ’em  yet. 

Leo.  Let  me  not  live,  and’t  were  not  a famed  honefty  *, 

It  takes  me  fuch  a tickling  way:  now  would  I wilhHea- 
But  e’n  the  happinefs,  c’n  that  poor  blefting  (ven. 

For  all  the  (harp  affliftions  thou  haft  fent  me, 

But  c’n  i’th’ head  o’th’  lield,  to  take  ScUhchs. 

I (hoiild  do  fomething  memorable : fie,  lad  ftill  ? 

1 (jent.  Do  you  grieve,  we  are  come  off? 

Dem.  Unranfom’d,  was  it  ? 

2 Gent.  It  was,  Sir. 

Dem.  And  with  fuch  a fame  to  me  ? 

Said  ye  not  fo  ? ' .w- 

Leo.  Ye  have  heard  it. 

Dem.  O Leontiui  ! 

Better  I had  loft  ’em  all : my  felf  had  pcrifticd, 

And  all  my  Fathers  hopes. 

Leo.  Mercy  upon  you^ 

What  ails  you,  Sir?  Death,  do  not  make  fools  on’s,’ 

Neither  go  to  Church,  nor  tarry  athomc^ 

That’s  a fine  Horn  pipe  ? 

Ant.  What’s  now  your  grief,  Demetrius? 

Dem.  Did  he  not  beat  us  twice  ? 

Leo.  He  beat,  a E’udding  ^ 

Beat  us  but  once. 

Dem.  H’ as  beat  me  twice,  andbeatmetoaCow’ard. 

Beat  me  to  nothing. 

Lieu.  Is  not  the  Devil  in  him  ? 

Leo.  I pray  it  be  no  worfe. 

Dem.  Twice  conquer’d  me. 

Leo.  Bear  witnels  all  the  world,  lam  a Dunce  here. 

Dem.  With  valour  firft  he  (truck  me,  then  with  honour, 
That  ftroak  Leontius.,  that  ftroak , doft  thou  not  feel  it  ? 

Leo.  Whereabouts  was  it?  for  I remember  nothing  yet. 
Dem.  All  thefe  Gentlemen 

That  were  his  Pnfoners 

Leo.  Yes,  he  fet  ’em  free.  Sir, 

With  Arms  and  honour. 

Dem.  There,  there,  now  thou  haft  It; 

At  mine  own  weapon,  Courtefie  has  beaten  me. 

At  that  I was  held  a Mafter  in,  he  has  cow’d  me. 

Hotter  than  all  the  dint  o’th’  Fight  he  has  charg’d  me: 

Am  I not  now  a wretched  fellow  ? think  on’t ; 
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And  when  thou  hafl:  examin’d  all  wayes  honorable, 

And  find’fl:  no  door  left  open  to  requite  this, 

Conclude  I am  a wretch,  and  was  twice  beaten. 

Ant.l  have  oblerv’d  your  way, and  underltand  it. 

And  equal  love  it  as  ‘jbemetrius. 

My  noble  child  thou  lhalt  not  fall  in  vertue, 

I and  my  power  will  fink  firfl: : you  Leontinsy 
Wait  for  a new  CommilTion,  ye  lhall  out  again. 

And  inftantly  : you  lhall  not  lodge  this  night  here, 

Not  fee  a friend,  nor  take  a blefllng  with  ye. 

Before  ye  be  i’th’  field : the  enemy  is  up  ftill. 

And  ftill  in  full  defign : Charge  him  again,  Son, 

And  either  bring  home  that  again  thou  haft  loft  there. 

Or  leave  thy  body  by  him. 

Bern.  Ye  raife  me. 

And  now  I dare  look  up  again,  Leontim. 

Leo.  I,  I,  Sir,  I am  thinking  who  we  lhall  take  of ’em. 

To  make  all  ftraight-,  and  who  we  lhall  give  toth’  Devil. 
What  faift  thou  now  Lieutenant  ? 

Lien.  I fay  nothing. 

Lord  what  ail  I,  that  I have  no  mind  to  fight  now  ? 

1 find  ray  conftitution  mightily  alter’d 
Since  I came  home  .•  I hate  all  noifes  too, 

Efpecially  the  noife  of  Drums  \ I am  now  as  well 
As  any  living  man  •,  why  not  as  valiant?  * 

To  fight  now,  is  a kind  ofvomittome, 
it  goes  againft  my  ftomach. 

Bern.  Good  Sir,  prefently; 

You  cannot  doe  your  Son  fo  fair  a favour. 

Ant.  ’Tis  my  intent : I’le  lee  ye  march  away  too. 

Come,  get  your  men  together  prefently,  Leommsy  ^ 
And  prefs  where  pleale  you,  as  you  march. 

Leo.  We  goe  Sir. 

Ant.  Wait  you  on  me.  Tie  bring  ye  to  your  command. 
And  then  to  fortune  give  you  up. 

Bern.  Ye  love  me.  . {_E.xit. 

Leo.  Goe,  get  the  Drums,  beat  round.  Lieutenant. 

Lten.  Hark  ye.  Sir, 

I have  a foolilh  bufinefs  they  call  marriage. 

Leo.  After  the  wars  are  done. 

Lieu.  The  partie  ftaies  Sir, 

I have  giv’n  the  Prieft  his  mony  too : all  ray  friends  Sir, 

My  Father,  and  my  Mother.  j 

Leo.  Will  you  goe  forward  ? 

Lien.  She  brings  a pretty  matter  with  her. 

Leo.  Half  a dozen  Baftards. 

Lien.  Some  fortie  Sir. 

Leo.  A goodly  competency. 

Lien.  X mean  Sir,  pounds  a year  ^ I’le  dilpatch  the  matter, 
’Tis  but  a night  or  two  \ I’le  overtake  ye  Sir. 

Leo.  The  2 old  legions, yes : where  lies  the  horfe- quarter? 
Lien.  And  if  it  be  a boy,  I’le  even  make  bold  Sir. 

Leo.  Away  with  your  whore, 

A plague  o’  your  whore,  you  damn’d  Rogue, 

Now  ye  are  cur’d  and  well ; muft  ye  be  clicketing  ? 

LieuX  have  broke  my  mind  to  my  Ancient, in  my  abfence, 
He’s  a fufficient  Gentleman. 

Leo.  Get  forward. 

Lieu.  Only  receive  her  portion. 

Leo.  Get  ye  forward 
Elfe  Tie  bang  ye  forward. 

Lien.  Strange  Sir , 

A Gentleman  and  an  officer  cannot  have  the  liberty 
To  doe  the  office  of  a man. 

Leo.  Shame  light  on  thee. 

How  came  this  whore  into  thy  head  ? 

Lien.  This  whore  Sir  ? 

’Tis  ftrange,  a poor  whore. 

Leo.  Do  not  anfwer  me, 

Troop,Troop  away;  do  not  name  this  whore  again, 

Or  think  there  is  a whore. 

Lien.  That’s  very  hard  Sir. 

Leo.  For  if  thou  doft,  look  to’t,  I’le  have  thee  guelded, 
rie  walk  ye  out  before  me : not  a word  more.  C Exemt , 


SCENA  V, 

Enter  Leucippe,  and  Governefs. 

Len.  Ye  are  the  Miftris  of  the  houfe  ye  fay, 

Where  this  young  Lady  lies. 

Gov.  For  want  of  a better. 

Len.Yon  may  be  good  enough  for  fuch  a purpofe.- 
When  was  the  Prince  with  her?  anfwer  me  diredlly. 

(^ov.  Not  fince  he  went  a warring. 

Leii.  Very  well  then  : 

What  carnal  copulation  are  you  privie  to 
Between  thefe  two  ? be  not  afraid, we  are  women. 

And  may  talk  thus  amongft  our  felves,no  harm  in’t. 

Gov,  No  fure,  there’s  no  harm  in’t,  I conceive  that  *, 

But  truly,  that  I ever  knew  the  Gentlewoman 

Otherwifb  given, than  a hopefull  Gentlewoman 

Len.  You’l  grant  me  the  Prince  loves  her  ? 

Gov.  There  I am  with  ye. 

And  the  gods  blefs  her,  promifes  her  mightily. 

Len.  Stay  there  a while.  And  gives  her  gifts 
Gov.  Extreamly^ 

And  truly  makes  a very  Saint  of  her. 

Len.  1 ffiould  think  now, 

(Good  woman  let  me  have  your  judgement  with  me, 

I fee  ’tis  none  of  the  worft ; Come  fit  down  by  me) 

That  thefe  two  cannot  love  fo  tenderly. 

^ov.  Being  fo  young  as  they  are  too. 

Leu.  You  fay  well 

But  that  methinks  fome  further  promiles 

Gov.  Yes,  yes, 

I have  heard  the  Prince  fwear  he  would  marry  her. 

Leu.  Very  well  ftill : they  do  not  ufe  to  fall  out? 

Gov.  The  tendereft  Chickens  to  one  another. 

They  cannot  live  an  hour  afunder. 

Leu.  1 have  done  then  •, 

And  be  you  gone^  you  know  your  charge, and  do  it. 

You  know  whofe  will  it  is-,  if  you  tranfgrefs  it 

That  is,  if  any  have  accels,  or  fee  her. 

Before  the  Kings  will  be  fulfill’d 

Gov.  Not  the  Prince,  Madam? 

Len.  You’l  be  hang’d  if  you  doe  it,that  I’le  alTure  ye. 
Gov.  But  ne’rethelefs.  Tie  make  bold  to  obey  ye. 

Leu.  Away,  and  to  your  bufinefs  then. 

gov.  ’Tis  done,  Madam.  {^Exeunt. 


A5lfi<s  Tertius.  Scena  Frima. 

Enter  Antigonus,  and  Menippus. 

Ant.  *^Hou  haft  taken  wondrous  pains  -,  but  yet  Menipputy 
1 You  underltand  not  of  what  bloud  and  country. 

Men.  I labour’d  that,  but  cannot  come  to  know  it. 

A Greek  I am  fure  Ihe  is,  ffie  fpeaks  this  language. 

Ant.  Is  (he  fo  excellent  handfom  ? 

Men.  Moft  inticing. 

Ant.  Sold  for  a prifoner  ? 

Men.  Yes  Sir, 

Some  poor  creature.  - , 

Ant.  And  he  loves  tenderly  ? 

Men.  They  fay  extreamly. 

Ant.  ’Tis  well  prevented  then;yes,I  perceiv’d  it : 

When  he  took  leave  now,he  made  a hundred  Hops, 

Defir’d  an  hour,  but  half  an  hour,  a minute, 

Which  I with  anger  crofs’d  i I knew  his  bufinels, 

I knew  ^twas  ffie  he  hurlted  on  this  journey,  man, 
Ibeatoutfuddenly  for  her  caufe  intended, 

And  would  not  give  him  time  to  breath.  When  comes  ffie  f 
fjl^en.  This  morning  Sir. 
eMnt.  Lodge  her  to  all  delight  then : 

For  I would  have  her  try’d  toth’  teft : I know. 

She  muft  be  fome  crackt  coyn,  not  fithistraffique,  ^ 
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Which  when  we  have  found,  the  fhame  will  make  him  leave  . 
Or  we  fliall  work  a nearer  way  : Tie  bury  him,  her, 

And  with  him  all  the  hopes  I have  call  upon  him, 

E’re  he  fhall  dig  his  own  grave  in  that  woman : 

You  know  which  way  to  bring  her : Pie  ftand  dole  there, 

To  view'  her  as  (he  palTes : and  do  you  hear  Meniffusj 
Obferve  her  with  all  fweetnefs : humour  her, 

’T will  make  her  lie  more  carekfs  to  our  purpofes. 

Aw'ay,  and  take  what  helps  you  pleafe. 

dJMen.  I am  gone  Sir.  C Exeunt. 

S GEN  A II. 

r,nter  Celia,  and  Governels. 

Cd.  Governefs,  from  v^honi  was  this  Gown  Tent  me  ? 
Prethee  be  ferious  true  •,  1 will  not  wcar’t  elfe ; 

*Tis  a handfom  one. 
gov.  As  though  you  know  not  ? 

Cd.  No  faith : 

But  1 believe,  for  certain  too,  yet  I wonder, 

Becaufeitwas  his  caution,  this  poor  way, 

Still  to  prcferve  me  from  the  curious  fearchings 
Of  greedy  eyes. 

Cov.  You  have  it ; does  it  pleafe  you  ? 

Cd.  Tis  very  rich,  methinks  too,  prethee  tell  me  f 
Cov.  From  one  that  likes  you  well, never  look  coy,Lady^ 
Thefe  are  no  gifts,  to  be  put  off  with  powtings. 

Cd.  Powtings,  and  gifts  ? is  it  from  any  ftranger  ? 

Gov.  You  are  fo  curious,  that  there  is  no  talk  to  ye. 

What  if  it  be  I pray  ye  ? 

Cd.  Unpin  good  Governefs, 

Quick,  quick. 

Gov.  W hy,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Cd.  Quick,  good  Governefs; 

Fie  on’t,  now  bcaftly  it  becomes  me  ? poorly  ? 

A trick  put  in  upon  me  ? well  faid  Governefs : 

1 vow  1 would  not  wear  it out,  itfmells  mully. 

Arc  thefe  your  tricks  ? now  1 begin  to  fmcll  it , 

Abominable  miifty  ^ will  you  help  me } 

The  Prince  will  ‘come  again 

-Gov.  You  are,not  mad  fure  ? 

Cd.  As  I live  I’le  cut  it  off;  a pox  upon  it ; (ries  f 
For  fure  it  was  made  for  that  ufe*,  do  you  bring  me  Live- 
Stales  to  catch  Kites  dolt  thou  laugh  too,  thou  bafe  wo- 
Gov.  1 cannot  chufc,  if  I fhould  be  hang’d.  (man  ? 
Cet.  Abufe  me, 

And  then  laugh  at  me  too? 

Cov.  I do  not  abufe  ye  ; 

Is  it  abufe,  to  give  him  drink  that’s  thirlly  ? 

You  want  cloaths  •,  is  it  fuch  a hainous  fin  I befccch  ye, 

To  fee  you  ftor’d  ? 

Cd.  There  is  no  greater  wickednefs 
Than  this  way. 
gov.  What  way? 

Cd.  I fliall  curfe  thee  fearfully, 

If  thou  provok’ft  me  further and  take  heed,  W’oman  j 
My  curfes  never  mifs. 
gov.  Curfe  him  that  fent  it. 

Cd.  Tell  but  his  name 

Cov.  You  dare  not  curfe  him. 

Cd.  Dare  not 

By  this  fair  light 

gov.  You  are  fo  full  of  pafTion 

Cd.  Dare  not  be  good  ? be  honeft  ? dare  not  curfe  Iriiti  ? 
Gov.  I think  you  dare  not ; I believe  fo. 

Cd.  Speak  him. 

Cov.  lip  with  your  valour  then,  up  with  it  bravely. 

And  take  your  full  charge. 

Cd.  If  I do  not , hang  me  y 
Tell  but  his  name. 

Gov.  ’Twas  Prince  'Demetrius  fent  it : 

Now,  now,  give  fire,  kill  him  i’th’  eye  now  Lady. 

Cd.  Is  he  come  home.^ 

Gov.  It  Teems  lb  *,  but  your  curfe  now. 


Cel.  You  do  not  lie,  I hope. 

Gov.  You  dare  not  curfe  him. 

Cel.  Prethee  do  not  abufe  me  .*  is  he  come  home  indeed  ? 
For  I would  now  with  all  my  heart  believe  thee. 

Gov.  Nay,  you  may  chufe : alas,  I deal  for  ftrangers, 
That  fend  ye  feurvie  mufty  Gowns,  ftale  Liveries : 

I have  ray  tricks. 

Cd.  ’Tis  a good  gown,  a handfome  one ; 

I did /but  jefty  where  is  he  ? 

Cov.  He  that  fent  it 

Cd.  How  ? he  that  fent  it  ? is’c  come  to  that  again  ? 
Thou  canfl;  not  be  fo  foolilh : prethee  Ipeak  out, 

I may  miftake  thee. 

Gov.  1 faid  he  that  fent  it. 

Cd.  Curie  o’  my  life ; why  dofl:  thou  vex  me  thus  ? 

I know  thou  meaneft  DemttritiSy  dolt  thou  not  ? 

I charge  thee  fpeak  truth : if  it  be  any  other, 

Thou  knowfl;  the  charge  he  gave  thee,  and  the  juflice 
His  anger  will  inflid,  if  e’re  he  know  this. 

As  know  he  fliall,  he  fliall,  thou  fpightfull  woman. 

Thou  beaftly  w'oman  •,and  thon  fliaJt  know  too  late  too. 
And  feel  toofenfiblc,  I am  no  ward. 

No  lale  fluff  for  your  money  Merchants  that  lent  it  f 

Who  dareTend  me, .or  how  durfl  thou,  thou 

Gov.  What  you  pleafe : 

For  this  is  ever  the  reward  of  fervioc. 

The  Prince  fliall  bring  the  next  himfclf. 

Cd.  ’Tis  flrangc 

That  you  Ihould  deal  lo  peeviflily  : bcflircw  ye. 

You  have  put  me  in  a heat. 

Cov.  I am  fure  ye  have  kill’d  me : 

I nc’re  receiv’d  fuch  language ; 1 can  but  wait  upon  ye. 

And  be  your  drudge  ; keep  a poor  life  to  ferve  ye. 

Cd.  You  know  my  nature  is  too  eafic,  Governefs, 

And  you  know  now,  I am  forry^too : how  does  he  ? 

Gov.  O God,  my  head. 

CeL  Prethee  be  well,  and  tell  me, 

Did  he  fpeak  of  me,  lince  he  came  ? nay, fee  now. 

It  thou  wilt  leave  this  tyranny  ? good  fwcet  governefs, 

. Did  he  but  name  his  Celia  ? look  upon  me. 

Upon  my  faith  1 meant  lio  harm : here,  take  this, 

And  buy  thy  felf  fome  trifles ; did  he  good  wench  ? 

Gov.  He  loves  ye  but  too  dearly. 

Cd.  That’s  my  good  Governefs. 

Cov.  There’s  more  cloaths  making  for  ye. 

Ctl.  More  cloaths  ? 

Gov.  More  : 

Richer  and  braver  *,  I can  tell  ye  that  news  i 
And  twenty  glorious  things. 

Cel.  To  what  ufe  Sirrah  ? ( wretches 

Cov.  Ye  arc  too  good  for  our  houfe  now:  wv  poor 
Shall  iofe  the  comfort  of  ye. 

Cd.  No,  I hope  not. 

Cov.  For  ever  lofe  ye  Lady. 

Cd.  Lofe  me  ? wherefore  } 

I hear  of  no  fuch  thing. 

Cov.  ’Tis  fure  it  muft  be  fo : 

You  mufl  Ihine  now  at  Court ; fuch  preparation. 

Such  hurry,  and  fuch  hanging  rooms 

Cel.  Toth’  Court  wench  ? 

Was  it  toth’  Court  thou  faidfl  ? 

Gov.  You’l  find  it  fo. 

Cd.  Stay,  flay,  this  cannot  be.  * 
gov.  I fay  it  mufl  be ; 

I hope  to  find  ye  flill  the  fame  good  Lady.  (wench. 

Cel.  Toth’  Court thisflurables  me;  art  fure  for  me 
This  preparation  is.? 

Gov.  She  is  perilous  crafty  : 

I fear  too  honeft  for  us  all  too.  Am  1 fure  I live  ? 

Cel.  Toth’  Court .?  this  cannot  down ; what  Ihould  I do 
Why  fhould  he  on  a fuddain  change  his  mind  thus,  (there  ? 
And  not  make  me  acquainted  f fure  he  loves  me  *, 
Hisvowwasmadeagainftit,  and  mine  with  him: 

At  leaft  while  this  King  liv’d : he  will  come  hither, 

And^ 


The  Humourous  Lieut encint. 


And  fee  me  e’re  I goe  ? 

Gov.  Wou’d  fome  wife  woman 
Had  her  in  working.  That  I think  he  will  not, 

Becaufe  he  means  with  all  joy  there  to  meet  ye. 

Ye  fliall  hear  more  within  this  hour. 

Cel.  A Courtier  ? 

What  may  that  meaning  be  ? fore  he  will  fee  me 
If  he  be  come,  he  mufl: Hark  ye  good  Governefs, 

What  age  is  the  King  of? 

Gov.  He’s  an  old  man,  and  full  of  bufinels. 

Cel.  I fear  too  full  indeed  : what  Ladys  are  there  ? 

I would  be  loth  to  want  good  company. 

Gov.  Delicate  young  Ladys,  as  you  would  defire  ^ 

And  when  you  are  acquainted,  the  bell  company. 

Cel.  ’Tisvery  well : prethee  goe  in,  let’s  talk  more. 

For  though  I fear  a tricky  Tie  bravely  try  it. 

Gov.  I fee  he  mult  be  cunning, 

Knocks  this  Doe  down.  \_Exennt. 

scEN  A in. 

Enter  Lieutenant,  and  Leontius,  Drums  within. 

Leo.  You  lhall  not  have  your  will,  firrah,  are  ye  running  ? 
Have  ye  gotten  a toy  in  your  heels  ? Is  this  a feafon. 

When  honour  pricks  ye  on,  to  prick  your  ears  up,  . 

After  your  whore,  your  Hobby-horfe  ? 

Lieu.  Why  look  ye  now  : 

What  a ftrange  man  are  you  ? would  you  have  a man  fight 
At  all  hours  all  alike  ? 

Leo.  Do  but  fight  fomething  ^ 

But  half  a blow,  and  put  tjt^ftoraach  to’t : 

Turn  but  thy  face,  and  dam^e  mouths  at  ’em. 

Lieu.  And  have  my  teeth  knockt  out  \ I thank  ye  heartily, 
Ye  are  my  dear  friend. 

Leo.  What  a Devil  ails  thee  ? 

Doft  long  to  be  hang’d  ? 

Lieu.  Faith  Sir,  I make  no  fuit  for’t : 

But  rather  than  I would  live  thus  out  of  charity. 

Continually  in  brawling  

Leo.  Art  thou  not  he  ? 

I may  be  cozen’d 

Lieu.  I fiiall  be  difeover’d. 

Leo.  That  in  the  midll;  of  thy  mofl:  hellifii  pains. 

When  thou  wert  crawling  lick,didfi;  aim  at  wonders, 

When  thou  wert  mad  with  pain  ? 

Lieu.  Y e have  found  the  caufe  out  ^ 

I had  ne’re  been  mad  to  fight  elle  : I confefs  Sir, 

The  daily  torture  of  my  fide  that  vext  me, 

Made  me  as  daily  carelefs  what  became  of  me, 

Till  a kind  fword  there  wounded  me,and  eas’d  me  ^ 

’T  was  nothing  in  my  valour  fought  i I am  well  now, 

And  take  fome  pleafure  in  my  life,  methinks  now, 
it  fhews  as  mad  a thing  to  me  to  fee  you  feuffle. 

And  kill  one  another  foolilhly  for  honour. 

As ’twastoyou,  fo  fee  me  play  the  coxcomb. 

Leo.  And  wilt  thou  ne’re  fight  more  ? 

Lieu.  I’th’  mind  I am  in. 

Leo.  Nor  never  be  fick  again  ? 

Lieu.  I hope  I fhall  not. 

Leo.  Prethee  be  fick  again-,  prethee,  I befecch  thee. 

Be  juft  fo  fick  again. 

Lieu,  rie  juft  be  hang’d  firft. 

Leo.  If  all  the  Arts  that  are  can  make  a Colique, 
Therefore  look  to’t : or  if  impofthumes,  mark  me. 

As  big  as  foot  balls 

Lieu  Deliver  me. 

Leo.  Or  ftones  of  ten  pound  weight  i’th^  kidneys, 
Through  cafe  and  ugly  dyets  may  be  gather’d 
rie  feed  ye  up  my  felf  Sir,  I’le  prepare  ye. 

You  cannot  fight,  unlefsthe  Devil  tear  yc. 

You  lhall  not  want  provocations,  Pie  fcratch  ye, 

I’ie  have  thee  have  the  tooth-ach,  and  the  head-ach. 

Ltcu.  Good  Colonel,  Tie  doe  any  thing. 

Leo.  No,  no,  nothing 
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Then  mil  I have  thee  blown  with  a pair  of  Smiths  bellows, 
bccaufc  ye  fhall  be  fure  to  have  a round  sale  with  ve 
Fill  d full  of  oyle  o Devil,  and  cy^qua-fortis^ 

And  let  thefe  work,  thefe  may  provoke. 

Lieu.  Good  Colonel, 

^ '■>  prethee  be  plain  with  me. 

Will  roafting  doe  thee  any  good 

Lieu.  Nor  balling  neither,  Sir. 

Leo.  Marry  that  goes  hard. 

Enter  i Gentleman. 

I gent.  Where  are  you  Colonel  ? 

The  Prince  expeds  ye  Sir ; h’as  hedg’d  the  enemy 
Within  a ftreiglit,  where  all  the  hopes  and  valours 
Of  all  men  living  cannot  force  a palfage. 

He  has  ’em  now. 

Leo.  I knew  all  this  before  Sir, 

I chalk’d  him  out  his  way ; but  do  you  fee  that  thing  there  ? 
Lieu.  Nay  good  fweet  Colonel,  I’le  fight  a little. 

Leo.  That  thing  ^ 

1 Gent.  What  thing  ? I fee  the  brave  Lieutenant. 

Leo.  Rogue,  what  a name  haft  thou  ioft? 

Lieu.  You  may  help  it, 

Yet  you  may  help’t : Pie  doe  ye  any  courtefie ; 

I know  you  love  a wench  well. 

Enter  2 Gentlemen. 

Leo.  Look  upon  him  ; 

Do  you  look  too. 

2 Gent.  What  Ihould  I look  on  ? 

I come  to  tell  ye,  the  Prince  ftayes  your  direcTtioh, 

We  have  ’em  now  i’th’  Coop,  ^r. 

Leo.  Let  ’em  reft  there. 

And  chew  upon  their  miferies : but  look  firft 

Lieu.  I cannot  fight  for  all  this. 

Leo.  Look  on  this  fellow. 

2 Gent.  I know  him ; ’tis  the  valiant  brave  Lieutenant. 
Leo.  Canft  thou  hear  this,  and  play  the  Rogue  ? fteal  off 
Behind  me  quickly,  neatly  do  it,  ( quickly, 

And  rufli  into  the  thickeft  of  the  enemy, 

And  if  thou  kill’ll  but  two. 

Lieu.  You  may  excufe  me, 

’Tis  not  my  fault ; I dare  not  fight. 

Leo.  Be  rul’d  yet, 

Pie  beat  thee  on  -,  goe  wink  and  fight : a plague  upon  your 
zGent.  What’s  all  this  matter  • ((heeps  heart, 

1 Gent.  Nay  I cannot  Ihew  ye. 

Leo.  Here’s  twenty  pound,  goe  but  fmell  to  ’em. 

Lieu.  Alas  Sir, 

I have  taken  fuch  a cold  I can  fmell  nothing. 

Leo.  I can  fmell  a Rafcal,  a rank  Rafcal : 

Fye,  how  he  ftinks,  ftinks  like  a tyred  Jade. 

2 gent.  What  Sir  ? 

Leo.  Why,  that  Sir,  do  not  you  fmell  him? 

2 Gent.  Smell  him  ? Lieu.  I muft  endure. 

Leo.  Stinks  like  a dead  Dog,  Carrion 

There’s  no  fuch  damnable  fmell  under  Heaven, 

As  the  faint  fweat  of  a Coward ; will  ye  fight  yet  ? 

Lieu.  Nay,  now  I defie  ye  ^ ye  have  fpoke  the  worft  ye  can 
Of  me,  and  if  every  man  Ihould  take  what  you  fay 

Tothe  heart. Leo.  God  ha’ Mercy, 

God  ha’  Mercy  with  all  my  heart  \ here  I forgive  thee  ^ 

And  fight,  or  fight  not,  do  but  goe  along  with  tis. 

And  keep  my  Dog. 

Lieu.  I love  a good  Dog  naturally. 

I Gent.  What’s  all  thisftir.  Lieutenant? 

Lieu.  Nothing  Sir, 

But  a flight  matter  of  argument.  Leo.  Pox  take  thee. 

Sure  1 fliall  love  this  Rogue,  he’sfo  pretty  a Coward. 

Come  Gentlemen,  let’s  up  now,  and  if  fortune 
Dare  play  the  flut  again,  I’le  never  more  Saint  her. 

Come  play-fellow,  come,  prethee  come.up  j come  chicken, 

1 have  a way  fliall  fit  yet ; A tame  knave. 

Come,  look  upon  us. 


Licpt.  rie  tell  ye  who  does  beft  boyes. 

' SCEN  A IV. 

Enter  Antigonus,  and  Menippus,  above. 

Men.  I faw  her  coming  out. 

Jim.  Who  waits  upon  her? 

Men.  Ttmon.,  Charinthm,  and  fome  Other  Gentlemen, 

By  me  appointed. 

Jnt.  Where’s  your  wife  ? 
cJMen.  She’s  ready 

To  entertain  her  here  Sir and  fome  Ladies 
Fit  for  her  lodgings. 

Jnt.  How  Ihews  fire  in  her  trim  now  ? 

Men.  Oh  inofc  divinely  fweet. 
tMnt.  Prethee  fpeak  foftly. 

How  docs  file  take  her  coming? 

Men,  She  bears  it  bravely , 

But  what  file  thinks — For  Heaven  fake  Sir  preferve  me  — 
If  the  Prince  chance  to  find  this. 

Jnt,  Peace  ye  old  fool  ^ 

She  thinks  to  meet  him  here. 
aJMen.  That’s  all  the  Projeft. 
tMnt.  Was  (he  hard  to  bring  ? 
fJMen.  No  fhe  believ’d  it  quickly, 

And  quickly  made  herfelffit,  the  Gown  a little, 

And  thofe  new  things  file  has  not  been  acquainted,with, 

At  leaft  in  this  place,  where  file  liv’d  a prifoner. 

Troubled  and  Itirr’d  her  mind.  But  believe  me  Sir, 

She  has  worn  as  good,  they  fit  fo  apted  to  her-, 

And  (lie  is  fo  great  A Miftris  of  difpofure : 

Here  they  come  now ; but  take  a full  view  of  her. 

Enter  Celia,  Timon,  Charintlius,  and  Gent. 

Jm.  How  cheerfully  fhe  looks  ? how  (lie  falutes  all  ? 
And  how  flic  views  the  place  ? (he  is  very  young  fure : 

That  was  an  admirable  (mile,  a catching  one. 

The  very  twang  of  Cupids  bow  fung  in  it : 

She  has  two-edg’d  eyes,  they  kill  o’  both  (ides. 

Men.  She  makes  a Hand,  as  though  (lie  would  fpeak. 

Jm.  Be  (till  tlien. 

{'el.  Good  Gentlemen,  trouble  your  felves  no  further, 

I had  thought  fure  to  have  met  a noble  friend  here. 

Tmt.  Ye  may  meet  many  Lady. 

Cel.  Such  as  you  are 
I covet  few  or  none.  Sir. 

Char.  Will  you  walk  this  way, 

And  take  the  fweets  o’th’  garden  ? cool  and  clofe.  Lady. 

Cel.  Methinks  this  open  air’s  far  better,  tend  ye  that 
Pray  where’s  the  woman  came  along  ? ( way. 

Osar.  What  woman  ? 

Ccl.  The  woman  of  the  houfe  I lay  at. 

Ttm.  Woman? 

Here  was  none  came  along  fure. 

Cel.  Sure  I am  catcht  then  : 

Pray  where’s  the  Prince  ? 

Char.  He  will  not  be  long  from  ye^ 

We  are  his  humble  Servants. 

Cel.  I could  laugh  nov/. 

To  fee  how  finely  I am  cozen’d : yet  I fear  not, 

For  fure  I know  a way  to  (cape  all  dangers. 

Tim.  Madam,  your  lodgings  lye  this  way. 

Cel.  My  Lodgings? 

For  Fleaven  fake  Sir,  what  office  do  1 bear  here  ? 

Tim.  The  great  commander  of  all  hearts. 

Enter  Leucippe,  and  Ladies. 

Cel.  You  have  hit  it. 

I thank  your  fweet  heart  for  it.  Whoarethefenow? 

Char.  Ladies  that  come  to  ferve  ye. 

Cel.  Well  confider’d. 

Are  you  my  Servants  ? 

Lady.  Servants  to  your  pleafures. 

Ccl.  I dare  believe  ye,  but  I dare  not  trull  ye : 


[Exeunt.  Catch’d  with  a trick.?  well,  I m oft  bear  it  patiently  ; 
Methinks  this  Court’s  ^ neat  place : all  the  people 
Of  fo  refin’d  a fize— — 

Tm.  This  is  ho  poor  Rogue. 

Leu.  Were  it  a Paradife  to  pleafe  your  fancy, 

And  entertain  the  fweetnefs  you  bring  with  ye. 

Cel.  Take  breath  ^ 

You  are  fat,  and  many  words  may  melt'ye. 

This  is  three  Bawdes  beaten  into  one blefs  me  Heaven, 
What  (hall  become  of  me  ? I am  i’th’  pitfall ; ( ones 

O’  my  conlcience,  this  is  the  old  viper,  and  all  thefe  little 
Creep  every  night  into  her  belly  j do  you  hear  plump  Icr- 
And  you  my  little  fucking  Ladies, you  mufl:  teach  me,  (tant 
For  I know  you  are  excellent  at  carriage. 

How  to  behave  my  felf,  for  I am  rude  yet: 

But  you  fay  the  Prince  will  come  ? 

Lady.  Will  (lie  to  fee  you.. 

Cf/.For  look  you  if  a great  man,f,jy  the  King  now 
Should  come  and  vifit  me .? 

Men.  She  names  yc. 
eMnt.  Peace  fool. 

Cel.  And  offer  me  a kindnefs,  fuch  a kindnefs. 

Leu.  1,  luch  a kindnefs. 

Cel.  True  Lady  (uch  a kindnefs, 

What  (hail  that  kindnefs  be  now  ? 

Lett.  A witty  Lady, 

Learn  little  ones,  icarn. 

Cel.  Say  it  be  all  his  favour. 

Leu.  And  a fweet  faying  ’tis. 

Ccl.  And  1 grow  pccvifii  ? 

Leu.  You  mufl  not  be  ncglccTfulI. 

C'cl.  There’s  the  matter. 

There’s  themaindoclrine  now, and  1 may  mifs  it, 

Or  a kind  handlbm  Gentleman  ? 

Leu.  You  fay  well. 

Cel.  Thcy’l  count  us  bafely  bred.  ' 

Leu.  Not  freely  nurtur’d. 

Cel.  Tie  take  thy  counfcl. 

Leu.  ’Tis  an  excellent  woman. 

Cel.  1 find  a notable  volum  here,  a learned  one  ; 

Which  way  ? for  I would  fain  be  in  my  chamber  \ 

In  truth  Ivveet  Ladies,  Igrow  weary  ; fie. 

How  hot  the  air  beats  on  me  ? 

Lady.  This  way  Madam. 

Cel.  Now  by  mine  honour,  I grow  wondrous  faint  too. 

Leu.  Your  fans  fweet  Gentlewomen,  your  fans. 

Cel.  Since  I am  fool’d, 

rie  make  my  fclffome  fport,  though  I pay  dear  for’t.  f f-t. 
Men.  You  fee  now  what  a manner  of  woman  flieisSir. 
tMnt.  Thou  art  an  afs. 
iTlien.  Is  this  a fit  love  for  the  Prince  ? 
eMnt.  A coxcombe : 

Nowby  mycrowna  daintie  wench,  a (harp  wench, 

And  a match lefs  Spirit : how  fhe  jter’d  ’em  ? 

How  carelefly  file  fcoff’d  ’em .?  ufc  her  nobly  ; 

I would  I had  notfeen  her  : wait  anon. 

And  then  you  fhall  have  more  to  trade  upon.  [Exeunt. 

SCENA  V. 

Enter  Leontius,  and  the  z Gentlemen. 

Leo.  We  mufl  keep  a round,  and  a flrong  watch  to  night, 
The  Prince  will  not  charge  the  Enemy  till  the  morning : 

But  for  the  trick  I told  ye  for  this  Rafcal, 

This  rogue,  that  health  and  flrong  heart  makes  a coward. 

I Gent.  I,  if  it  take. 

Leo.  Ne’re  fear  it,  the  Prince  has  it. 

And  if  he  let  it  fall,  I mufl  not  know  it; 

He  will  fufpeift  me  prefently : but  you  two 
May  help  the  plough. 
z Gent.  That  he  is  fick  again. 

Leo.  Extreamly  fick  -.  his  difeafe grown  incurable, 

Never  yet  found,  nor  touch’d  at. 

Enter 
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enter  Lieutenant. 

2 Gent.  Well,  we  have  it, 

And  here  he  comes. 

Leo.  The  Prince  has  been  upon  him. 

What  a flatten  face  he  has  now  ? it  takes,  believe  it 
How  like  an  Afs  he  looks  ? 

Lien.  I feel  no  great  pain, 

Atleaft,  I think  I do  not;  yet  I feel  lenfibly 
I grow  extreamly  faint : how  cold  I fweat  now  ? 

Leo.  So,  lb,  fo. 

Lieu.  And  now  ’tis  ev’n  too  true,  I feel  a pricking, 

A pricking,  a ftrange  pricking : how  it  tingles  ? 

And  as  it  were  a flitch  too : the  Prince  told  me, 

And  every  one  criM  out  I was  a dead  man  j 

I had  thought  I had  been  as  well 

Leo.  Upon  him  now  Boys, 

And  do  it  moll:  demurely. 

I (jent.  ]:{oyi  no^N  Lieutenant  ? 

Lieu.  I thank  ye  Gentlemen. 

1 gent.  ’Life,  how  looks  this  man  ? 

How  dolt  thou  good  Lieutenant  ? 

2 Gent.  I ever  told  ye 

This  man  was  never  cur’d,  I fee  it  too  plain  now ; 

How  do  you  feel  your  felf ? you  look  not  perfect. 

How  dull  his  eye  hangs  ? 

1 Gent.  That  may  be  difcontent. 

2 Gent.  Believe  me  friend,  I would  not  luffer  now 
The  tith  of  thofe  pains  this  man  feels  j mark  his  forehead 
What  a cloud  of  cold  dew  hangs  upon’t  ? 

Lieu.  I have  it. 

Again  I have  it ; how  it  grows  upon  me  ? 

A miferable  man  I am. 

Leo.  Ha,  ha,  ha, 

A miferable  man  thou  flialt  be, 

This  is  the  tameft  Trout  I ever  tickl’d. 

Enter  2Phyficians. 

1 7*hy.  This  way  he  went. 

2 Thy.  Pray  Heaven  we  find  him  living. 

He’s  a brave  fellow,  ’tis  pity  he  fliould  perilh  thus.  , 

I Phy.  A ftrong  hearted  man,  and  of  a notable  fufferance. 
Lieu.  Oh,  oh. 

1 Gent.  How  now?  how  is  it  man? 

Lieu.  Oh  Gentlemen, 

Never  fo  full  of  pain. 

2 gent.  Did  I not  tell  ye  ? 

Lieu.  Never  fo  full  of  pain,  Gentlemen. 

1 Phy.  He  is  here ; 

How  do  you.  Sir? 

2 Thy.  Be  of  good  comfort,  Souldier, 

The  Prince  has  fent  us  to  you. 

Lieu.  Do  you  think  I may  live  ? 

2 Thy.  He  alters  hourly,  Itrangely. 

I Phy.  Yes,  you  may  live : but 

Leo.  Finely  butted,  Dodtor. 

I Gent.  Do  not  difcourage  him. 

1 Phy.  He  mufl:  be  told  truth, 

’Tis  now  too  late  to  trifle. 

Enter  Demetrius,  and  Gent. 

2 Gent.  Here  the  Prince  comes. 

L>ent.  How  now  Gentlemen  ? 

2 Gent.  Bewailing,  Sir,  a Souldier, 

And  one  I think,  your  Grace  will  grieve  to  part  with. 

But  every  living  thing 

T)em.  Tis  true,  mufl:  perilh, 

Our  lives  are  but  our  marches  to  our  graves^ 

How  doll:  thou  now  Lieutenant  ? 

Lieu.  Faith ’tis  true,  Sir, 

We  are  but  fpans,  and  Candles  endl 
Leo.  He’s  finely  mortified. 

E>em.  Thou  art  heart  whole  yet  I fee,*  he  alters  flrangely. 
And  that  apace  too ; i faw  it  this  morning  in  him, 


When  he  poor  man,  I dare  fwear 

Lieu.  Nobeliev’t,  Sir, 
never  felt  it. 

Dem.  Here  lies  the  pain  now;  how  he  is  fwet’d  ? 

1 Phy.  The  Impoflume 

red  with  a new  malignant  humour  now, 

Will  grow  to  fuch  a bignefs,  ’tis  incredible. 

The  compafs  of  a Bulhel  will  not  hold  it. 

And  with  fuch  a Hell  of  torture  it  will  rife  too — 

Dem.  Can  you  endure  me  touch  it  ? 

Lieu.  Oh,  Ibeleechyou,  Sir: 
feel  you  fenfibly  ere  you  come  near  me. 

Dem.  He’s  finely  wrought,  he  mull  be  cut,  noCureelfe, 
And  fuddenly,  you  lee  how  fall  he  blows  out. 

Lieu.  Good  Mailer  Dodtors,  let  me  be  beholding  to  you, 
feel  I cannot  Jail. 

2 Phy.  PovTuh?!  Lieutenant  f 

Lieu.  But  ev’n  for  half  a dozen  Cans  of  good  Wine, 

That  I may  drink  my  will  out : I faint  hideoufly.  (men,  • 
Dfw  Fetch  him  fome  Wine  j and  fince  he  mull  go  Gentle- 
Why  let  him  take  his  journey  merrily. 

Enter  Servant  with  Wine. 

Lieu.  That’s  ev’n  the  nearefl:  way. 

Leo.  I could  laugh  dead  now. 

Dem.  Here,  olf  with  that. 

Lieu:  Thefe  two  I giVe  your  Grace, 

A poor  remembrance  of  a dying  man,  Sitj 
And  I belecch  you  wear  ’em  out. 

Dem.  I will  Souldier, 

Thefe  are  line  Legacies. 

Lieu.  Among  the  Gentlemen, 

Even  all  I have  left  *,  I am  a poor  man,  naked, 

Yet  fomething  for  remembrace ; fcnr  a piece  Gentleinen, 
And  fo  my  body  where  you  pleafe. 

Leo.  It  will  work. 

Lteu.  I make  your  Grace  my  Executor,  and  I befeech  ye 
See  my  poor  Will  fulfill’d : fure  I lhall  walk  elfe. 

Dem.  As  full  as  they  can  be  fill’d,  here’s  my  hand, Souldier. 
t Gent.  The  Wine  will  tickle  him. 

Lieu.  I would  hear  a Drum  beat. 

But  to  fee  how  I could  endure  it.  - 

Dem.  Beat  a Drum  there.  \iDrum  within. 

Lieu.  Oh  Heavenly  Mufick,  I would  hear  one  ling  to’t  5 
I am  very  full  of  pain. 

Dem.  Sing?  ’tis impoflible. 

Lieu.  Why,  then  I would  drink  a Drum  full ; 

Where  lies  the  Enemy  ? 

2 Gent.  Why,  here  dole  by. 

Leo.  Now  he  begins  to  mufter. 

Lieu.  And  dare  he  fight  ? 

Dare  he  fight  Gentlemen  ? 

I Phy.  You  mufl:  not  cut  him : 

He’s  gone  then  in  a moment  ^ all  the  hope  left,  is 
To  work  his  weaknefs  into  fuddain  anger. 

And  make  him  raife  his  paflion  above  his  pain, 

And  fo  difpofe  him  on  the  Enemy  5 
His  body  then,  being  flir’d  with  violence^ 

Will  purge  it  felf  and  break  the  fore. 

Dem.  ’Tis  true.  Sir. 

1 Phy.  And  then  my  life  for  his. 

Lieu.  I will  not  dye  thus. 

Dem.  But  he  is  too  weak  to  do ’ 

Lieu.  Dye  like  a Dog  ? 

2 Thy.  I,  he’s  weak,  but  yet  he’s  heart  whole. 

Lieu.  Hem. 

Dem.  An  excellent  fign; 

Lieu.  Hem. 

Dem.  Stronger  (till,  and  better.  f • ' 

Lieu.  Hem,  hem ; ran,  tan,  tan,  tan,  tan.  lExit. 
i Phy.  Now  he’s  i’th’  way  on’t. 

Dem.  Well  go  thy  waies,  thou  wilt  do  fomething  certaim 
. Leo.  And  foriie  brave  thing,  or  let  mine  ears  be  cut  off. 

1 He’s  finely  Wrought, 

- Dem. 
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Bern.  Let’s  after  him.  ^ 

Leo.  I pray,  Sir^ 

But  how  this  Rogue,  when  this  cfoud’s  melted  in  him, 

And  all  difcover’d— ■ 

Dem.  That’s  for  an  after  mirth,  away,  away^  awayj  \_Ex. 

' ' SCENE  VI.  • 

Enter  Seleucus,  Lyfimachus,  Ptolomie,  Sonldiers, 

Sel.  Let  no  mail  fear  to  dye : we  love  to  fleep  all, 

And  death  is  but  the  founder  fleep  ^ all  ages, 

And  all  hours  call  us ; ’tis  fo  common,  eafie, 

That  little  Children  tread  thofe  paths  before  us  *, 

We  are  not  Tick,  nor  our  fouls  prefl  with  forrows. 

Nor  go  wc  out  like  tedious  tales,  forgotten  •, 

High,  high  we  come,  and  hearty  to  our  Funerals, 

And  as  the  Sun  that  fets,  in  bloud  let’s  fall. 

Lyfi.  ’Tis  true,  they  have  us  fafl;,  we  cannot  fcape  ’em, 
Nor  keeps  the  brow  of  fortune  one  fmile  for  us, 
Difiionourable  ends  we  can  fcape  though. 

And  (worfe  than  thofe  Captivities)  wc  can  die, 

And  dying  nobly,  though  we  leave  behind  us 
Thefe  clods  of  flelh,  that  are  too  maffie  burthens, 

Our  living  fouls  hie  crown’d  with  living  conquefts. 

Etol.  They  have  begun,  fight  bravely,  and  fall  bravely  \ 
And  may  that  man  that  feeks  to  fave  his  life  now 
By  price,  or  promife,  or  by  fear  fails  from  us. 

Never  again  be  bleft  with  name  of  Souldier. 

Enter  ^ Souldier. 

Sel.  How  now?  who  charged  firft?  I feek  a brave  hand 
To  fet  me  offin  death. 

Soul.  We  are  not  charg’d.  Sir, 

I The  Prince  lies  ftill. 

Sel.  How  comes  this  Larum  up  then  ? 

Soul.  There  is  one  defperate  fellow,  with  the  Devil  in  him 
(He  never  durfl  do  this  elfe)  has  broke  into  us. 

And  here  he  bangs  ye  two  or  three  before  him, 

There  five  or  fix  •,  ventures  upon  whole  Companies. 

Ptol.  And  is  not  feconded  ? 

Soul.  Not  a man  follows. 

Sel.  Nor  cut  i’ pieces  ? 

Sod.  Their  wonder  yet  has  flaid  ’em. 

Sel.  Let’s  in,  and  fee  this  miracle? 

Etol.  I admire  it.  C£a*. 

£//rcr  Leontius,  Gentlemen. 

Leon.  Fetch  him  off,  fetch  him  off;  I am  fure  he’s  clouted 
Did  I not  tell  you  how  ’twould  take? 

I (jent.  ’Tis  admirable. 

Enter  lulCUtCUcLUt  with  Colours  in  his  hand,  purfdng 
3 or  4 Souldier s. 

Lie.  Follow  that  blow,my  friend,there’s  at  your  coxcombs, 

I fight  to  fave  me  from  the  Surgions  miferies. 

Leo.  How  the  Knave  curries  ’em  ? 

Lieu.  You  cannot  Rogues, 

Till  you  have  my  Difeafes,  flie  my  fury. 

Ye  Bread  and  Butter  Rogues,  do  ye  run  from  me  ? 

And  my  fide  would  give  me  leave,  I would  fo  hunt  ye. 

Ye  Porridg  gutted  Slaves,  ye  Veal-broth  Boobies. 

Enter  Demetrius,  and  Phyficians,  Gentlemen. 

Leo.  Enough,  enough  Lieutenant.,  thou  halt  done  bravely. 
Dem.  Mirrour  of  man. 

Lteu.  There’s  a Flag  for  ye,  Sir, 

I took  it  out  o’th’  fhop,  and  never  paid  for’t, 

ITe  to  ’em  again,  I am  not  come  to  th’text  yet. 

-Df. No  more  my  Souldier-.belhrew  my  heart  heishUrtfore, 
Leo.  Hang  him,  he’l  lick  all  thofe  whole. 

I Phy.  Now  will  we  take  him. 

And  Cure  him  in  a trice, 
i)em.  Be  careful  of  him. 

Lteu.  Let  me  live  but  two  years. 


And  do  what  ye  will  with  me  •, 

I never  had  but  two  hours  yet  of  happinefs  •, 

Pray  ye  give  me  nothing  to  provoke  my  valour. 

For  I am  ev’n  as  weary  of  this  fighting 

2 Phy.  Ye  fliall  have  nothing  3 come  to  the  Printes  Tent 
And  there  the  Surgions  prefently  fliall  fearch  ye. 

Then  to  your  reft. 

Lteu.  A little  handfome  Litter 
To  lay  me  in,  and  I fliall  fleep. 

Leo.  Look  to  him. 

Dem.  I do  believe  a Horfe  begot  this  fellow, 

He  never  knew  his  ftrength  yet ; they  are  our  own. 

Leo.  I think  fo,  I am  cozen’d  elfe  3 I would  but  fee  now 
A way  to  fetch  thefe  oft',  and  fave  their  honours. 

Dem.  Only  their  lives. 

Leo.  Pray  ye  take  no  way  of  peace  now, 

Unlefs  it  be  w’ith  infinite  advantage. 

Dem.  I fhall  be  rul’d  3 
Let  the  Battels  now  move  forward, 

Our  felf  will  give  thefignal; 

Enter  Trumpet  and  Herald. 

Now  Herald,  what’s  your  meflage  ? 

Her.  From  my  Mafters, 

This  honourable  courtefie,  a Parley 
For  half  an  hour,  no  more.  Sir. 

Dem.  Let ’em  come  on. 

They  have  my  Princely  word. 

Enter  Seleucus,  Lyfimacus,  Ptolomie,  Attendants,  Soulditrs. 

Her.  They  are  here  to  attend  ye. 

Dem.  Now  Princes,  your  demands? 

Sel.  Peace,  ifitmaybe 
Without  the  too  much  tainture  of  our  honour : 

Peace,  and  we’l  buy  it  too. 

Dem.  At  what  price? 

Lyfi.  Tribute. 

Ptol.  At  all  the  charge  of  this  War. 

Leo.  That  will  not  do. 

Sel.  Leonttm,  you  and  I have  ferv’d  togetherj 
And  run  through  many  a Fortune  with  our  fwords, 

Brothers  in  Wounds  and  Health  3 one  meat  has  fed  us. 

One  Tent  a thoufand  times  from  cold  night  cover’d  us: 

Our  loves  have  been  but  one  3 and  had  we  died  then. 

One  Monument  had  held  our  names,  and  adions : 

Why  do  you  fet  upon  your  friends  fuch  prices  ? 

And  facrifice  to  giddy  chance  fuch  Trophies  ? ' 

Have  we  forgot  to  dye?  or  areourvcrtucs 
Left  in  a/ftidions  conftant,  than  our  fortunes  ^ 

Ye  are  deceiv’d  old  Souldier. 

■ Leo.  1 know  your  worths, 

And  thus  low  bow  in  reverence  to  your  vertues : 

Were  thefe  my  Wars,  or  led  my  power  in  chief  here, 
i knew  then  how  to  meet  your  memories : 

They  are  rny  Kings  imployments  3 this  man  fights  now. 

To  whotn  I ow  all  duty,  faith,  and  fcrvice  3 
This  man  that  fled  before  ye  3 call  back  that. 

Tha  t bloudy  day  again,  call  that  difgrace  home. 

And  then  an  eafie  Peace  may  flieath  our  Swords  up. 

I am  not  greedy  of  your  lives  and  fortunes 
Nor  do  I gape  ungratefully  to  fwallow  ye.  ’ 

Honour,  the  fpur  of  all  illuftrious  natures. 

That  made  you  famous  Souldicrs,  and  next  Kings, 

And  not  ambitious  envy  ftrikes  me  forward, 
ill  ye  unarm,  and  yield  your  felves  his  prifoners  ? 

cr.  n * f?sver  knew  whatthat  found  meant : no  Gyves 
Shall  ever  bind  this  body,  but  embraces  3 
Nor  weight  offorrow  here,  till  Earth  fall  on  me. 

Leo.  Exped  our  charge  then. 

Lyfi.  ’Tis  the  nobler  courtefie  : 

And  fo  we  leave  the  hand  of  Heaven  to  blefs  us. 

Dem.  Stay,  have  you  any  hope  ? 

Sel.  We  have  none  left  us. 

But  that  one  comfort  of  our  deaths  together  3 
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Give  lis  but  room  to  fight. 

Leo.  Win  it,  and  wear  it. 

Ptol.  Call  from  the  hills  thofe  Companies  hang  o’re  us^ 
Like  burfting  Clouds  *,  and  then  break  in,  and  take  us. 

Dem.  Find  fuch  a Souldier  will  forfake  advantage. 

And  we’ll  draw  off to  fhew  I dare  be  noble. 

And  hang  a light  out  to  ye  in  this  darknefs. 

The  light  of  peaces  give  up  thofe  Cities,  Forts, 

And  all  thofe  Frontier  Coontries  to  our  ufes. 

Stl.  Is  this  the  Peace  ? Traitors  to  thofe  that  feed  us, 
Our  Gods  and  people  ? give  bur  Countries  from  us  ? 

Lyft.  Begin  the  Knell,  it  founds  a great  dealfweeter. 

Ttol.  Let  loofe  your  fervant,  death. 

Sel.  Fall  fate  upon  us. 

Our  memories  lhall  never  Itink  behind  us. 

Dem.  SeleHCWf  great  Seleucm.  , 

Sol.  The  Prince  calls.  Sir. 

Dim.  Thou  flock  of  noblenefs,  and  tourtefie. 

Thou  Father  ofthe  War 

Leo.  What  means  the  Prince  now? 

Dem.  Give  me  my  Standard  here. 

Lyft.  His  anger’s  melted. 

Dem.  You  Gentlemen  that  were  his  prifoners. 

And  felt  the  bounty  of  that  noble  nature, 

Lay  all  your  hands,  and  bear  thefe  Colours  to  him, 

The  Standard  of  the  Kingdom  ^ take  it  Souldier. 

Ptol.  What  will  this  mean  ? 

Dem.  Thou  hall  won  it,  bear  it  off. 

And  draw  thy  then  home  whilefl  we  wait  upon  thee, 

Sel.  You  lhall  have  all  ourCountries. 

Lyft.  ‘Ptol.  All  by  Heaven,  Sir. 

Dem.  I willnot  havea  ftone,  abulh,  a bramble, 

No,  in  the  way  of  courtefie.  Tie  flart  ye  *, 

Draw  off^  and  make  a lane  through  all  the  Army, 

That  thefe  that  have  fubdu’d  us,  may  march  through  us. 

Sel.  Sir,  do  not  make  me  furfeit  with  fuch  goodnefs, 

Tie  bear  your  Standard  for  ye  •,  follow  ye. 

Dem.  I fwear  it  lhall  be  fo,  march  through  me  fairlyj 
And  thine  be  this  days  honour,  great  Seleuctu. 

Ptol.  Mirrour  of  noble  minds. 

Dem.  Nay  then  ye  hate  me. 

Leo.  I cannot  fpeak  now : ^Ex.  with  Drums j and  Shouts. 
Well,  go  thy  wayes ; at  a fure  piece  of  bravery 
Thou  art  the  bell,  thefe  men  are  won  by  th’ necks  now ; 

Tie  fend  a Poll  away. 


A^hs  Quartus.  Scena  Frima. 

Enter  Antigonus,  and  Menippus. 

-Alt.  O aptnefs  in  her  ? 

L\I  . Men.  Not  an  immodefl  motion, 

And  yet  when  Ihe  is  courted. 

Makes  as  wild  witty  anfwers. 

Ant.  This  more  fires  me, 

I mufl  not  have  her  thus. 

Cd4en.  We  cannot  alter  her. 

Ant.  Have  ye  put  the  youths  upon  her? 

Men.  All  that  know  any  thing. 

And  have  been  fludied  how  to  catch  a beauty. 

But  like  fo  many  whelps  about  an  Elephant 

The  Prince  is  coming  home.  Sir. 

Ant.  I hear  that  too. 

But  that’s  no  matter  ^ am  I alter’d  well  ? 
iJMen.  Not  to  be  known  I think.  Sir. 

Ant.  I mull  lee  her. 

2 Gentlemen,  or  Lords. 

1 (yent.  I offered  all  I had,  all  I could  think  of, 

I tri’d  her  through  all  the  points  o’th’  compafs,  I think. 

2 Gent.  She  fludies  to  undo  the  Court,  to  plant  here 
The  Enemy  to  our  Age,  Chaflity  *, 


She  is  the  firft,  that  e’re  bauk’d  a dole  Arbour, 

And  the  fweet  contents  within : She  hates  curl’d  heads  too. 
And  fettingup  of  beards  Ihe  fvvears  is  Idolatry, 
t (y  'ent.  I never  knew  fo  fair  a face  fo  froze  j 

Yet  Ihe  would  make  one  think 

xCyent.  True  by  her  carriage. 

For  file’s  as  wanton  as  a Kid  to  th’  out  fide. 

As  full  of  Mocks  and  Taunts : I kifs’d  her  hand  tooj 
Walkt  with  her  half  an  hour. 

1 Gent.  She  heard  me  fing. 

And  fling  her  felftoo;  Ihe fings admirably- 
But  ftill  when  ahy  hope  was,  as  ’tis  her  trick 
To  miniller  enough  of  thofe,  then  prefently 
With  fome  new  flam  or  other,  nothing  to  the  matter, 

And  fuch  a frown,  as  would  fink  all  before  her. 

She  takes  her  Chamber  ^ come, we  fliall  not  be  the  lafl  fools. 

2 Gent.  Not  by  a hundred  1 hope  •,  ’tis  a flrange  wench. 
Ant.  This  ferews  me  up  flill  higher. 

[Sntcr  CeVvAy  Ladies  behind  her. 

(•pUen.  Here  fhe  comes.  Sir. 

Ant.  Then  be  you  gone  j and  take  the  Women  with  ye, 
And  lay  thofe  Jewels  in  her  way. 

Cel.  If  I flay  longer 

I lhall  number  as  many  Lovers  as  Lais  did  5 
How  they  flock  after  me  ? upon  my  Confcience, 

I have  had  a dozen  Horfes  given  me  this  morning. 

Tie  ev’n  fet  up  a Troop,  and  turn  She-fouldier, 

A good  difereet  wench  now,  that  were  not  hidebound 
Might  raile  a fine  eflate  here,  and  fuddenly : (where 

For  thefe  warrn  things  will  give  their  Souls lean  go  no 

Without  a world  of  offerings  to  my  Excellence : 

I am  a Queen,  a Goddefle,  I know  not  what 

And  no  conflellation  in  all  Heaven,  but  I out-fhine  it  5 
And  they  have  found  out  now  I have  no  eyes 
Of  mortal  lights,  but  certain  influences. 

Strange  vertuous  lightnings,  humane  nature  flarts  at, 

And  I can  kill  my  twenty  in  a morning. 

With  as  much  eafe  now 

Ha ! what  are  thefe  ? new  projedls  ? 

Where  are  my  honourable  Ladies  ? are  you  out  too  ? 

Nay  then  I mull  buy  the  flock,  fend  me  good  Carding : 
j I hope  the  Princes  hands  be  not  in  this  fport^ 
j I have  not  feen  him  yet,  cannot  hear  from  him. 

And  that  troubles  me : all  thefe  were  recreations 
Had  1 but  his  fweet  company  to  laugh  with  me : 

What  fellow’s  that?  another  Apparition  ? 

This  is  the  lovinglt  Age : I fhould  know  that  face, 

Sure  I have  feen’t  before,  not  long  fince  neither. 

Ant.  She  fees  me  now : O Heaven,  a moll  rare  creature! 
Cel.  Yes,  ’tis  the  fame  : I will  take  no  notice  ofye. 

But  if  I do  not  fit  ye,  let  me  fry  for’t ; 

Is  all  this  Cackling  for  your  egg  ? they  are  fair  ones, 
Excellent  rich  no  doubt  too  ^ and  may  flumble 
A good  fldid  mind,  but  I can  go  thus  by  ’em 
My  houefl  friend  do  you  fet  off  thefe  Jewels  ? 

Ant.  Set  ’em  off.  Lady  ? 

Cel.  I mean,  fell  ’em  here.  Sir  ? 

Ant.  She’s  very  quick  , for  fa le  they  are  not  meant  fure. 
Cel.  For  fandlity  I think  much  lefs : good  even  Sir. 

Ant.  Nay  noble  Lady,  flay ; ’tis  you  mull  wear  ’em : 
Never  lobk  fltange,  they  are  worthy  your  bell  beauty. 

Cel.  Did  you  fpeak  to  me  ? 

Ant.  To  you  or  to  none  living: 

To  you  they  are  lent,  to  you  they  are  facrificed. 

Cel.  I’le  never  look  a Horle  i’th’  mouth  that’s  given : 

I thank  ye,  Sir : Tie  fend  one  to  reward  ye, 
zAnt.  Do  you  never  ask  who  fent  ’em  ? 

Cel.  Never  I: 

Nor  never  care,  ifit  beanhonellend,  , 

That  end’s  the  full  reward,  and  thanks  but  flubber  it  j 
If  it  be  ill,  I vvill  not  urge  the  acquaintance. 

eMnt.  This  has  a foul  indeed : pray  let  me  tell  ye 

fel.  I care  n'ot  if  ye  do,  fo  you  do  it  hanfomly, 

ad  And 
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And  not  ftand  picking  of  your  words. 

Am.  The  King  fent ’em. 

Cel.  Away,  away,  thou  art  fome  foolifh  fellow. 

And  now  I think  thou  haft  ftole  ’em  too ; the  King  fent  ’etn  ? 
Alas  good  man,  wouldft  thou  make  me  believe 
He  has  nothing  to  do  with  things  of  thefe  worths. 

But  wantonly  to  fling  ’em  ? he’s  an  old  man, 

A good  old  man,  they  fay  too : I dare  fwear 
Full  many  a year  ago  he  left  thefe  gambols : 

Here,  take  your  trinkets. 

Ant.  Sure  I do  not  lye.  Lady. 

Cel.  I know  thou  lycft  extreamly,  damnably : 

Thou  haft  a lying  face. 

Ant.  I was  never  thus  ratled. 

Cel.  But  lay  I fliould  believe : why  are  thefe  fent  me  ? 

And  why  art  thou  the  Meflcnger  ? who  art  thou  ? 

Am.  Lady,  look  on  ’em  wifely,  and  then  confider 
Who  can  lend  fuch  as  thefe,  but  a King  only  ? 

And,  to  what  beauty  can  they  be  oblations. 

But  only  yours  ? For  me  that  am  the  carrier, 

’Tis  only  fit  you  know  I am  his  fervant, 

And  have  fulfil’d  his  will. 

Cel.  You  are  Ihort  and  pithy ; 

What  muft  my  beauty  do  for  thefe  ? 

Ant.  Sweet  Lady, 

You  cannot  be  fo  hai  d of  underftanding, 

When  a King’s  favour  fliincs  upon  ye  glorioufly, 

And  fpeaks  his  love  in  thefe 

Cel.  O then  love’s  the  matter  \ 

Sir  reverence  love ; now  I begin  to  feel  ye ; 

And  I Ihould  be  the  Kings  Whore,  a brave  title ; 

And  go  as  glorious  as  the  Sun,  O brave  Hill : 

The  chief  Commandiefs  of  his  Concubines, 

Hurried  from  place  to  place  to  meet  his  pleafures. 

Am.  Adevililh  fubtil  wench,  buta  rare  fpirit.  (dry. 
Cel.  And  when  the  good  old  fpunge  had  fuckt  my  youth 
And  left  fome  of  his  Royal  aches  in  my  bones  .- 
When  time  lhall  tell  me  1 have  plough’d  my  life  up. 

And  call  long  furrows  in  my  face  to  fink  me. 

Ant.  You  muft  not  think  fo.  Lady. 

Cel.  Then  can  thefe,  Sir, 

Thcle  precious  things,  the  price  of  youth  and  beauty  ^ 

This  Ihop  here  of  fin-offerings  fet  me  off" again 
Can  it  reftore  me  chafte,  young,  innocent  ? 

Purge  me  to  what  1 was  ? add  to  my  memory 
An  honeft  and  a noble  fame  ? The  Kings  device  j 
The  fin’s  as  univerfal  as  the  Sun  is. 

And  lights  an  everlafting  Torch  to  fhame  me. 

.,^;7r.Do  you  hold  fo  Height  account  ofa  great  Kings  favour. 
That  all  knees  bow  to  purchafe  I 
Cel.  Prethee  peace : 

If  thou  knewft  how  ill  favouredly  thy  tale  becomes  thee. 

And  what  ill  root  it  takes 

Ant.  You  will  be  wi for. 

Cel.  Could  the  King  find  no  fhape  to  (hift  his  pander  into. 
But  reverend  Age  ? and  one  fo  like  himfelf  too  ? 

Am.  She  has  found  me  out. 

Ccl.  Cozen  the  world  with  gravity  ? 

Prethee  refolve  me  one  thing,  do’s  the  King  love  thee? 

Am.  I think  he  do’s. 

Cel.  1 1 feems  fo  by  thy  Office : 

He  loves  thy  life,  and  when  that’s  ended,  hates  thee : 

Thou  feemeft  to  me  a Souldier. 

Am.  Yes,  I am  one. 

CeL  And  haft  fought  for  thy  Country  ? 

Ant.  Many  a time. 

Cel.  Maybe,  commanded  too? 

(LAm.  I have  done.  Lady. 

Ccl.  O wretched  man,  below  the  ftate  of  pity ! 

Canft  thou  forget  thou  vvert  begot  in  honour  ? 

A free  Companion  for  a King?  a Souldier? 
j WhofcNoblenefs dare  feel  no  want,  but  Enemies? 

I Canft  thou  forget  this,  and  decline  fo  wretchedly, 
j To  cat  the  Bread  of  Bawdry,  of  bafe  Bawdry  ? 


Feed  on  the  feum  of  Sin  ? fling  thy  Sword  from  thee  ? 
Dilhonour  to  the  noble  name  that  nurfed  thee? 

Go,  beg  difeafes ; let  them  be  thy  Armours, 

Thy  fights,  the  flames  of  Luft,  and  their  fouliflhes. 

<LAnt.  V\Hiy  then  I am  a King,  and  mine  own  Speaker. 

Cel.  And  I as  free  as  you,  mine  own  Dilpofer : 

There,  take  your  Jewels^  let  them  give  them  luftres 
Thathave  dark  Lives  and  Souls  j wear’em  your  felf,  Sir, 
You’l  feem  a Devil  elfe. 

Am.  I command  ye  ftay. 

Cel.  Be  juft,  I am  commanded. 

Ant.  I will  not  wrong  ye. 

Cel.  Then  thus  low  falls  my  duty. 

Ant.  Can  ye  love  me.? 

Say  I,  and  all  I have 

Cel.  I cannot  love  ye*. 

Without  the  breach  of  faith  1 cannot  hear  ye ; 

Ye  hang  upon  my  love,  like  frofts  on  Lilies ; 

I can  dye,  but  1 cannot  love  .*  you  arc  anfwcr’d.  fii'.Wf. 
Ant.  I muft  find  apter  means,  I love  her  truly.  f^Exlt. 

SCENE  II. 

£wtfrDemctr.  Leon.  Lieu.  Gent.  Sould.  andHof}:. 

Dent.  Hither  do  you  fay  flic  is  come  ? 

Hofi.  Yes  Sir,  lamfurcon’t: 

For  whilcft  I waited  upon  yc,  putting  my  Wife  in  truft, 

I know  not  by  what  means,  but  the  King  found  her, 

And  hither  fhe  was  brought  *,  how,  or  to  what  eud 

Dcm.  My  Father  found  her .? 

Hofl.  So  my  Wife  informs  me. 

Dem.  Leontius,  pray  draw  off  the  Souldicrs, 

I would  a while  be  private. 

Leon.  Fall  off  Gentlemen, 

The  Prince  would  be  alone.  f £.r.  Leo.  atid  Soul. 

Dem.  Is  he  fo  cunning  ? 

There  is  fome  trick  in  this,  and  you  muft  know  it. 

And  be  an  agent  too:  which  if  it  prove  fo 

Hoft.  Pull  me  to  pieces.  Sir. 

Dem.  My  Father  found  her  ? 

My  Father  brought  her  hither .?  went  Ihe  willingly  ? 

Hofl.  My  Wife  fayes  full  of  doubts. 

Dem.  I cannot  blame  her. 

No  more:  there’s  no  truft,  no  faith  in  mankind. 

£wtfr  Antigonus,  Menippus,  Leontius,  <^«^/Souldicr8. 

Am.  Kcepher  up  clofe,  he  muft  not  come  to  fee  her: 

You  are  welcome  nobly  now,  welcome  home  Gentlemen  *, 

You  have  done  a courteous  fervice  on  the  Enemy 
Has  tycd  his  Faith  for  ever ; you  lhall  find  it ; 

Ye  are  not  now  in’s  debt  Son : ftill  your  fad  looks? 

Leommt,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Leo,  Truth  Sir,  I know  not. 

We  have  been  merry  fince  wc  went. 

Lieit.  I feel  it. 

Am.  Come,'what’s  the  matter  now.?  doyouwantmony.? 
Sure  he  has  heard  o’th’  wench. 

Dem.  Is  that  a want.  Sir.? 

I would  fain  fpeak  to  your  Grace. 

Am.  You  may  do  freely. 

Dem.  And  not  delcrve  your  anger .? 

Am.  That  ye  may  too.  (foner, 

Dem.  There  was  a Gentlewoman,  and  fometimes  my  pri- 
Which  1 thought  well  of  Sir : your  Grace  conceives  me. 

Am.  I do  indeed,  and  with  much  grief  conceive  ye  *, 

With  full  as  much  grief  as  your  Mother  bare  you. 

There  was  fuch  a Woman : would  I might  as  well  fay, 

There  was  no  fuch,  Demetrim.  | 

Dcm.  She  was  vertuous. 

And  therefore  not  unfit  my  youth  to  love  her : 

She  was  as  fair 

e^m.  Her  beauty  I’le  proclaim  too, 

To  be  as  rich  as  ever  raign’d  in  Woman  j 
But  how  Ihe  made  that  good,  the  Devil  knows. 
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Bern.  She  was O Heaven! 

Ant.  The  Hell  to  all  thy  glories, 

Swallow’d  t;hy  youth,  ihade  fliipwrack  of  thine  honour : 

She  was  a Devil. 

Bern.  Ye  are  my  Father,  Sir. 

Ant.  And  fince  ye  take  a pride  to  Ihew  your  follies. 

Tie  mufter  ’em,  and  all  the  world  fhall  view  ’em. 

Leo.  What  heat  is  this. ^ the  Kings  eyes  fpeak  his  anger. 
Ant.  Thou  haft  abus’d  thy  youth,  drawn  to  thy  fellowfliip 
Infteadof  Arts  and  Arms,  a Womans  kifles. 

The  fubtilties,  and  foft  heats  of  a Harlot. 

Bern.  Good  Sir,  miftake  her  not. 

Ant.  A Witch,  aSbrcerefs: 

I tell  thee  but  the  truth  ; and  hear  Be'metrm^ 

Which  has  fo  dealt  upon  thy  bloud  with  charms, 

Devililh  and  dark  % fo  lockt  up  all  thy  vertues 

So  pluckt  thee  back  frqni  what  thou  fprungft  from,  glorious. 

Bern.  O Heaven,  that  any  tongue  but  his  durft  fay  this  1 
That  any  heart  durft  harbour  it!  Dread  Father, 

If  for  the  innocent  the  gods  allow'  us 

To  bend  our  knees 

Ant.  Away,  thou  art  bewitch’d  ftill  *, 

Though  ftie  be  dead,  her  power  ftill  lives  upon  thee. 

Bern.  Dead?  O facred  Sir:  dead  did  you  fay 
Ant.  She  is  dead,  fool. 

Bern.  It  is  not  poflible ; be  not  fo  angry. 

Say  Ihe  is  fain  under  your  fad  difpleafure. 

Or  any  thing  but  dead,  fay  fhe  is  banifhed. 

Invent  a crime,  and  Tie  believe  it.  Sir. 

Ant.  Dead  by  the  Law ; we  found  her  Hell,  and  her,. 

I mean  her  Charms  and  Spells,  for  which  fhe  perilh’d  j 
And  Ihe  confeft  fhe  drew  thee  to  thy  ruine. 

And  purpos’d  it,  purpos’d  my  Empires  overthrow. 

Bern.  But  is  fhe  dead  ? was  there  no  pity  Sir  s' 

If  her  youth  err’d,  was  there  no  mercy  (hown  her  ? 

Did  ye  look  on  her  face,  when  ye  condemn’d  her  ? 

Ant.  I look’d  into  her  heart,  and  there  fhe  was  hideous. 
Bern.  Can  fhe  be  dead  ? can  vertue  fall  untimely  ? 

Ant.  She  is  dead,  defervingly  flie  died. 

Bern.  I have  done  then. 

O  matchlefs  fweetnefs,  whither  art  thou  vanilhed.<’ 

O thou  fair  foul  of  all  thy  Sex,  what  Farad  ife 
Haft  thou  inrich’d  and  bleft  ? I am  your  fon.  Sir, 

And  to  all  you  fliall  command  ftand  moft  obedient, 

Only  a little  time  I muft  intreat  you 
To  ftudy  to  forget  her  ’twill  not  be  long,  Sir, 

Nor  I long  after  it : art  thou  dead  (^eltay 

Dead  my  poor  wench  ? my  joy,  pluckt  green  with  violence : 

0 fair  fweet  flower,  farewel:^  Come,  th^ou  deftroyer 
Sorrow,  thou  melter  of  the  foul,  dwell  with  me  ^ 

Dwell  with  me  folitary  thoughts,  tears,  cryings. 

Nothing  that  loves  the  day,  love  me,  or  feek  me, 

Nothing  that  loves  his  own  life  haunt  about  me : 

And  Love,  I charge  thee,  never  charm  mirie  eyes  more, 
Nor  ne’re  betray  a beauty  to  my  curfes : 

For  I lhall  curfe  all  now,  hate  all,  forfwear  all. 

And  all  the  brood  of  fruitful  nature  vex  at. 

For  fhe  is  gone  that  was  all,  and  I nothing — \^Ex.  & Gent. 
Am.  This  opinion  muft  be  maintained. 

Men.  It  fhall  be,  Sir. 

Ant.  Let  him  go  •,  I can  at  mine  own  pleafure 
Draw  him  to  th’  right  again  .•  wait  your  iriftrudions, 

And  fee  the  fouldier  paid,  Leontiia : 

Once  more  ye  are. welcome  home  all. 

All.  Health  to  your  Majefty.  X.^xit  Antig.  &c. 

Leo.  Thou  wenteft  a long  the  journey,  how  canft  thou  tell.^ 
Hofl.  I did,  but  I am  fure ’tis  fo : had  I ftaid  behind, 

1 think  this  had  not  proved. 

Leo.  A Wench  the  rea  fon.? 

Lieu.  Who’s  that  talks  of  a Wench  there? 

Leo  All  this  difcontent 
About  a Wench  ? 

Lieu.  Where  is  this  Wench,  good  Colonel? 

Leo.  Prithee  hold  thy  Peace:  who  calls  thee  tocounfel? 
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Lieu.  Why,  if  there  be  a Wench 

Leo.  ’Tis  fit  thou  know  her : 

2 Gentlemen. 

That  rie  fay  for  thee,  and  as  fit  thou  art  for  her,  . 

Let  her  be  mewed  or  ftopt : how  is  it  Gentlemen? 

1 Cjent.  He’s  wondrous  difcontent,  he’l  fpeak  to  no  man. 

2 Gent.  H’as  taken  his  Chamber  dole, admits  no  entrance ; 
Tears  in  liis  eyes,  and  cryings  out. 

Hofl.  ’Tisfo,  Sir, 

And  now  I wifh  my  felf  half  hang’d  ere  I went  this  journey. 
Leo.  What  is  this  Woman .? 

Lieu.  I. 

Hofl.  I cannot  tell  ye. 

But  handfome  as  Heaven. 

Lieu.  She  is  not  fo  high  I hope,  Sir. 

Leo.  Where  is  fhe? 

Lieu.  I,  that  would  be  known. 

Leo.  Why,  Sirrah. 

Hofl.  I cannot  fliow  ye  neither ; 

The  King  has  now  difpos’d  of  her. 

Leo.  T here  lyes  the  matter : 

Will  he  admit  none  to  come  to  comfort  him  ? 

I Gent.  Not  any  near,  nor,  let  ’em  knock  their  hearts  out, 
Will  never  fpeak. 

Lieu.  ’Tis  the  beft  way  if  he  have  her ; 

For  look  you,a  nlan  would  be  loth  to  be  difturb’d  in’s  paftimej 
’Tis  every  good  mans  cafe. 

Leo.  ’Tis  all  thy  living. 

We  muft  not  fuffer  this,  we  dare  not  fuffer  it  t 
For  when  thefe  tender  fouls  meet  deep  afflidions. 

They  are  not  ftrong  enough  to  ftruggle  with’em. 

But  drop  away  as  Snow  does,  from  a mountain, 

And  in  the  torrent  of  their  own  fighs  fink  themfelves ; 

I will,  and  muft  fpeak  to  him. 

Lieu.  So  muft  I too : 

He  promifed  me  a charge. 

Leo.  Of  what?  of  Children 
Upon  my  Confcience,  thou  haft  a double  company. 

And  all  of  thine  own  begetting  already. 

Lieu.  That’s  all  one, 

rie  raife  ’em  to  a Regiment,  and  then  command 
When  they  turn  difobedient,  unbeget  ’em : 

Knock  ’em  o’th’  head,  and  put  in  new. 

Leo.  A rare  way  •, 

But  for  all  this,  thou  art  not  valiant  enough 
To  dare  to  fee  the  Prince  now  ? 

Lieu.  Do  ye  think  he’s  angry  ? 

1 ^ent.  Extreamly  vext. 

2 gent.  To  the  endangering  of  any  man  comes  near  him. 
iGent.  Yet,  ifthoucouldftbut  winhimoiit, 

What  e’re  thy  fuit  were. 

Believe  it  granted  prefently. 

Leo.  Yet  thou  muft  think  though. 

That  in  the  doing  he  may  break  upon  ye> 

And 

tieu.  If  he  do  not  kill  rile. 

Leo.  T here’s  the  queftion. 

Lieu.  For  half  a dozen  hurts. 

Leo.  Art  thou  fo  valiant  ? 

Lteu.  blot  abfolutely  fo  neither : no  it  caniiot  bei 
I want  my  impoftumes,  and  my  things  about  me, 

Yet  Pie  make  danger.  Colonel. 

Leo.  ’Twill  be  rare  fport, 

HoWe’re  it  take  j give  me  thy  hand  ; if  thou  doft  this,' 

I’le  raife  thee  tip  a horfe  Troop,  take  my  w'ord  for’t. 

Lieu.  What  may  be  done  by  humane  man. 

Leo.  Let’s  go  then. 

1 Gent.  Away  before  he  cool : he  willrelapfeelfe.  {Ex. 
SCENE  III. 

Enter  Antigonus,  Menippus,  and  Leucippe. 

Ant.  Will  fhe  not  yield? 

. . Dd  i t.eu. 
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Leii.  For  all  we  can  urge  to  her; 

I fwore  you  would  marry  her,  (he  lailgh’d  extrcainly, 

And  then  flie  rail’d  like  thunder. 

Arit.  Call  in  the  tAdagkim. 

Enter  Magician  va'ith  a Bm!. 

I rnufl:,  and  will  obtain  her,  1 am  afhes  elfe. 

Are  all  tjie  Philters  in  ? Charms,  Powder,  Roots  ? 

They  are  all  in  •,  and  now  I only  ftay 
The  invocation  of  fome  helping  Spirits. 

Ant.  To  your  work  then,  and  difpatch. 

Mag.  Sitftill,  and  fear  not. 

LeZ  I lhall  ne’r  endure  thefe  fights. 

Ant.  Away  with  the  Woman .-  go  wait  without. 

Leu.  When  the  Devil’s  gone,  pray  call  me.  [Exit. 
Ant.  Be  fure  you  make  it  powerful  enough. 

Mag.  Pray  doubt  not He  Conjures. 

A SONG. 

T^fe  from  the  Shades  below, 

All  you  that  prove 
The  helps  of  loojer  Love 
Rife  and  beflow 

Vpon  this  Cup,  what  ever  may  compel 
By  powerful  Charm,  and  unrefifled  Spell. 

A Heart  un  warmed  to  melt  in  Loves  dcfircs, 

Diflill  into  this  Liquor  all  your  fires  : 

Heats,  longings,  tears. 

But  keep  ba^  froz.en  fears  ’, 

That  jhe  may  krsow,  that  has  all  power  defied. 

Art  is  a power  that  will  not  be  denied. 

The  ANSWER. 

1 Obey,  J Obey, 

And  am  come  to  view  the  day, 

Brought  along,  all  may  compel. 

Ail  the  Earth  has,  andour  Hell: 

Hrre's  a little,  little  Flower, 

This  will  make  her  fweat  an  hour, 

Then  unto  finch  flames  arifie, 

A t ho; f and  joys  Will  not  ftfilce. 

Here's  the  powder  of  the  Moon, 

With  which  file  caught  Endymion  , 

The  powerful  tears  that  Venus  cryed, 
when  the  Boy  Adonis  dyed. 

Here's  Medea’j  Charm,  with  which 
Jafons  heart  Jhe  did  bewitch, 

. Omphale  this  Spell  put  in, 

'When  Jhe  made  the  Libyan  fpin. 

This  dull  root  pfuckt  from  Lethc  flood. 

Purges  all  pure  thoughts,  and  good. 

Ihefe  I flir  thus,  round,  round,  round, 

W'hilji  our  light  feet  beat  the  ground. 

Mag.  Now  Sir,  ’tis  full,  and  whofoever  drinks  this 
Shall  violently  doat  upon  your  perfon, 

And  never  deep  nor  eat  unfatisfied  : 

So  many  hours  ’twill  work,  and  work  with  Violence*, 

And  thofe  expired,  ’tis  done.  You  have  my  art,  Sir^ 

C - 

Enter  Lcucippc. 

Ant.  See  him  rewarded  liberally Lcucippe. 

Here,  take  this  bowj,  and  when  fhe  calls  for  Wine  next, 

Be  fure  you  give  her  this,  and  fee  her  drink  it  ■, 

D;Iay  no  time  when  flie  calls  next. 

Leu.  I lhall.  Sir. 

Ant.  Let  none  elfe  touch  it  on  your  life. 

Leu.  I am  charg’d,  Sir. 

Ant.  Now  if  fhe  have  an  antidote  art  let  her  ’fcape  me- 

[Exeunt- 

Enter  Leontius,  Lieutenant,  Gent.  (thing 
I Gent.  There’s  the  door,  Lieutenant,  if  you  dare  do  any 


Leo.  Here’s  no  man  waits. 

I Cjent.  H’  as  given  a charge  that  none  fhall. 

Nor  none  fhall  come  within  the  hearing  of  him  : 

Dare  ye  go  forward .? 

Lieu.  Let  me  put  on  my  Skull  firft. 

My  head’s  almoft  beaten  into  th’  pap  of  an  Apple. 

Are  there  no  Guns  i’th’  door  ? 

Leo.  The  Rogue  will  do  it. 

And  yet  1 know  he  has  nb  Stomach  to’t.  (flones, 

Lieu.  What  loop  holes  are  there  when  1 knock  for 
For  thofe  may  pepper  me  ? I can  perceive  none. 

Leo.  How  he  views  the  Fortification. 

L’eu.  Farewel  Gentlemen, 

If  I be  kill’d 

Leo.  We’ll  fee  thee  buried  bravely.  (foftly. 

Lieu.  Away,  how  fhould  I know  that  then?  I’ll  knock 
Pray  heaven  he  fpeak  in  h low  voice  now  to  comfort  me  .• 

I feel  I have  no  heart  to’t: Is’twell,  Gentlemen? 

Colonel,  my  Troop 

Leo.  A little  louder. 

Lieu.  Stay,  flay  •, 

Here  is  a window,  I will  fee,  fland  wide. 

By — ^ — he’s  charging  of  a Gun. 

Leo.  There’s  no  fuch  matter. 

There’s  no  body  in  this  room. 

Lieu.  O ’tw^s  a fire  fhovcl : 

Now  I’ll  knock  louder-,  if  he  fay  who’s  there  ? 

As  fure  he  has  fomuch  manners,  then  willlanfwer  him 
So  finely &demurcly-,  my  Troop  Colonel — kknockj  louder. 
I Gent  Knock  louder.  Fool,  he  hears  not. 

Lteu.  You  fool,  do  you. 

Do  and  you  dare  now. 

1 ^ent.  I do  not  undertake  it.  (matters. 

Lieu.  Then  hold  yourpeacc,  and  meddle  with  your  own 
Leo.  Now  he  will  knock.  [Knocks  louder. 

Lieu.  Sir,  Sir,  will’t  jileafc  you  hear  Sir  ? 

Your  Grace,  I’ll  look  again,  what’s  that 
Leo.  He’s  there  now. 

Lord!  How  he  flares!  I nc’r  yet  faw  him  thus  alter’d  .* 
Stand  now,  and  take  the  Troop. 

Lieu.  W^ould  I were  in’t, 

And  a good horfe  under  me:  I mufl  knock  again. 

The  Devil’s  at  my  fingers  ends:  becomes  now. 

Now  Colonel,  if  I live 

Leo.  The  Troop’s  thine  own  Boy. 

Enter  Demetrius,  aPifiol. 

Dem.  What  defperate  fool,  ambitious  of  his  mine? 
Lieu.  Your  Father  would  defire  ye,Sir,to  come  to  dinner. 
Bern.  Thou  art  no  more. 

Lieu.  Now,  now,  now,  now. 

Dem.  Poor  Coxcomb : 

Why  do  I aim  at  thee?  [Exit. 

Leo.  His  fear  has  kill’d  him. 

Enter  Leucippe  with  a Bowl. 

2 ^fwt.Jproteflhe’salmofl  fliff:  bend  him  and  rub  him. 
Hold  hisNofeclofe , y6u,  if  you bca  woman, 

Help  us  a little':  here’s  a man  near  perifh’d. 

Leu.  Alas  alas,  I have  nothing  here  about  me. 

Look  to  my  Bowl-,  I’ll  run  in  prefently 

And'fetch  fbme  water:  bend  him,  and  fet  him  upwards. 

Leo.  A goodly  man [E.xit, 

Here’s  a bravedieart:  he’s  warm  again : you  (hall  not 
Leave  us  i’  th’  lurch  fo.  Sirrah. 

2 gent.  Now  he  breaths  too. 

Leo.  If  we  had  but  any  drink  to  raife  his  Spirits. 

What’s  that  i’  th’  Bowl  ? upon  my  life,  good  Liquor, 

She  would  not  own  it  elfe. 

1 Gent.  He  fees. 

Leo.  Look  up  Boy. 

And  take  this  Cup,  and  drink  it  o.T ; I’ll  pledge  thee. 
Guide  it  to  his  mouth,  hefwallows  heartily. 

2 Gent.  Oh ! fear  and  forrow’s  dry  -,  'tis  off 

. - Lea. 
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Leo.  Stand  up  man. 

Am  I not  {hot  ? 

Leo.  Away  with  him,  and  cheat  him  : 

Thou  haft  won  thy  Troop. 

Lteu.  I think  I won  it  bravely, 

Leo.  Go,  I muft  fee  the  Prince,  he  muft  not  live  thus ; 
And  let  me  hear  an  hour  hence  from  ye. 

Well,  Sir ff’Aww/- Gent.  Lieu. 

Enter  Leucippe  with  water. 

Len.  Here,  here : where’s  the  lick  Gentleman  ? 

Leo.  He’s  up,  and  gone.  Lady. 

Leu.  Alas,  that  I came  fo  late. 

Leo.  He  muft  ftill  thank  ye  •, 

Ye  left  that  in  a Cup  here  did  him  comfort. 

Leu.  That  in  the  Bowl? 

Leo.  Yes  truly,  very  much  comfort. 

He  drank  it  off,  and  after  it  fpoke  luftily. 

Leu.  Did  he  drink  it  all  ? 

Leo.  All  off! 

Leu.  The  Devil  choak  him  •, 

I am  undone : h’  as  twenty  Devils  in  him  ^ 

Undone  for  ever,  left  he  none  ? 

Leo.  I think  not. 

Leu.  No,  not  a drop : what  fhall  become  of  me  now  ? 
Had  he  no  where  elfe  to  fwound  ? a vengeance  fwound 
Undone,  undone,  undone;  flay,  I can  lye  yet  (him; 
And  fwear  too  at  a pinch,  that’s  all  my  comfort. 

Look  to  himjl  fay  look  to  him,&but  mark  what  follows.  Exr 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Leo.  What  a Devil  ails  the  Woman  ? here  comes  the 
With  fuch  a fadnefs  on  his  face,  as  forrovv,  (Prince  again. 
Sorrow  her  felf  but  poorly  imitates. 

Sorrow  of  Sorrows  on  that  heart  that  caus’d  it. 

Dem.  Why  might  fhe  not  be  falfe  and  treacherous  to  me? 
And  found  fo  by  my  Father  ? file  was  a,  Woman, 

And  many  a one  of  that  Sex,  young  and  fair, 

As  full  of  faith  as  fhe,  have  fallen,  and  foully. 

Leo.  It  is  a Wench ! O that  I knew  the,  circumftance. 
Dent.  Why  might  not , to  preferve  me  from  this  ruine, 
She  having  loft  her  honour,  and  abufed  me, 

My  father  change  the  forms  o’th’ coins,  and  execute 
His  anger  on  a fault  flie  ne’r  committed, 

Only  to  keep  me  fafe  ? why  fhould  I think  fo? 

She  never  was  to  me,  but  all  obedience, 

Sweetnefs,  and  love. 

Leo.  How  heartily  he  weeps  now  ? 

I have  not  wept  this  thirty  years,  and  upward  ^ 

But  now,  if  I fiiould  be  hang’d  I cannot  hold  from’t ; 

It  grieves  me  to  the  heart. 

Dem.  Who’s  that  that  mocks  me  ? 

Leo.  A pfague  of  him  that  mocks  ye:  I grieve  truly, 
Truly,  and  heartily  to  fee  yon  thus,  Sir; 

And  if  it  lay  in  my  power,  gods  are  my  witnefs, 

Who  e’r  he  be  that  took  your  fweet  peace  from  you  j 

I am  not  fo  old  yet,  nor  want  I fpirit 

Deril.  No  more  of  that,  no  more  Leontiusy 
Revenges  are  the  gods;  our  part  is  fufferance: 

Farewell,  I fhall  not  fee  thee  long.  (in’t  •, 

Leo.  Good  Sir,  tell  me  the  caufe,I  know  there  is  a woman 
Do  you  hold  me  faithful  ? dare  you  truft  your  Souldier  ? 
Sweet  Prince,  the  caule  ? 

Dem.  I muft  not,  dare  not  tell  it. 

And  as  thou  art  an  honeft  man,  enquire  not. 

Leo.  Will  ye  be  merry  then  ? . 

Dem.  I am  wondrous  merry. 

Leo.  ’Tis  wondrous  well:  you  think  now  this  becomes  ye, 
Shame  on’t,  it  does  not.  Sir,  itfliewsnothandfomely^ 

If  I were  thus ; you  would  fwear  I were  an  Afs  ftraight  j 
A wooden  afs ; whine  for  a Wench  ? 

Dem.  Prithee  leave  me. 

Leo.  I will  not  leaVe  ye  for  a tit. 

Dem.  Leontius? 


Leo.  For  that  you  may  have  any  where  for  fix  pence. 

And  a dear  penny-worth  too. 

Dem.  Nay,  then  you  are  troublefome. 

Leo.  Not  half  fo  troublefom  as  you  are  to  your  felf,  Sir ; 
Was  that  brave  Heart  made  to  pant  for  a placket ; 

And  now  i’th’  dog-days  too,  when  nothing  dare  love ! 

That  noble  Mind  to  melt  away  and  moulder 
For  a hey  nonny,  nonny ! Would  I had  a Glafs  here, 

To  ffiew  ye  what  a pretty  toy  ye  are  turn’d  to. 

Dem.  My  wretched  Fortune. 

Leo.  Will  ye  but  let  me  know  her  ? 

I’ll  once  turn  Bawd : go  to,  they  are  good  mens  offices. 

And  not  fo  contemptible  as  we  take  ’em  for ; 

And  if  Ihe  be  above  ground,  and  a Woman ; 

I ask  no  more  •,  I’ll  bring  her  o’  my  back.  Sir, 

By  this  hand  1 will , and  I had  as  lieve  bring  the  Devil , 

1 care  not  who  fhe  be,  nor  v/here  I have  her ; 

And  in  your  arms,  or  the  next  Bed  deliver  her,  (galliard. 
Which  you  think  fitteft,  and  when  you  have  danc’d  your 
Dem.  Away,  and  fool  to  them  are  fo  affeded : 

0 thou  art  gone,  and  all  my  comfort  with  thee  I 
Wilt  thou  do  one  thing  for  me  ? 

Leo.  All  things  i’  th’  World,  Sir, 

Of  all  dangers. 

Dem.  Swear.  • Leo.  I will. 

Dem.  Come  near  me  no  more  then. 

Leo.  How  ? 

Dem.  Come  no  more  near  me : 

Thou  art  a plague-fore  to  me  ' [^Sxit. 

Leo.  Give  you  good  ev’n  Sir ; 

If  you  be  fuffer’d  thus,  we  fhall  have  fine  fport. 

1 will  be  forry  yet. 

Enter  z Gentlemen. 

1 Gent.  How  now,  how  does  he  ? 

Leo.  Nay,  if  I tell  ye,  hang  me,  or  any  man  elfe 

That  hath  his  nineteen  wits  •,  he  has  the  boxs  I think. 

He  groans,  and  roars,  and  kicks. 

2 Gent.  Will  he  fpeak  yet  ? 

Leo.  Not  v/illingly; 

Shortly  he  will  not  fee  a man  ; if  ever 
I look’d  upon  a Prince  fo  metamorphos’d, 

So  juggl’d  into  I know  not  what,  fhametakemej 
This  ’tis  to  be  in  love. 

I Gent.  Is  that  the  caufe  on’t?- 
Leo.  What  is  it  not  the  caufe  of  but  bear-baitings? 

And  yet  it  ftinks  much  like  it ; out  upon’t ; 

What  giants,  and  what  dwarffs,  what  owls  and  apes,  (it. 
What  dogs,  arid  cats  itmakes  us  ? men  that  are  poffeft  with 
Live  as  if  they  had  a Legion  of  Devils  in ’em. 

And  every  Devil  of  a feveral  nature  ^ 

Nothing  but  Hey.pafs,  re-pafs ; where’s  the  Lieutenant  ? 

Has  he  gather’d  up  the  end  on’s  wits  again  ? 

1 Gent.  He  is  alive ; but  you  that  talk  of  wonders, 
Shew  me  but  fuch  a wonder  as  he  is  now. 

Leo.  Why?  he  was  ever  at  the  worft  a wonder. 

2 Gent.  He  is  now  moft  wonderful  ^ a Blazer  now,  Sir. 
Leo.  What  ails  the  Fool  ? and  what  Star  reigns  now 

We  have  fuch  Prodigies?  (Gentlemen 

2  Gent.  ’Twill pofe  your  heaven-hunters*. 

He  talks  now  of  the  King,  no  other  language. 

And  with  the  King  as  he  imagines,  hourly. 

Courts  the  King,  drinks  to  the  King,  dies  for  the  King, 
BuysallthePidfuresof  the  King,  wears  the  Kings  colours. 
Leo.  Does  he  not  lye  i’th’  King  ftreet  too  ? 

1 Gent.  He’s  going  thither. 

Makes  prayers  for  the  King,  in  fundry  languages, 

T urns  all  his  Proclamations  into  metre  ^ 

Is  really  in  love  with  the  King,  moftdotingly, 

And  fwears  Adonis  was  a Devil  to  him  .* 

A fweet  King,  a moft  comely  King,  and  fuch  a King— 

2 Gent.  Then  down  on’s  marrow-bones  *,  O excellentKing 
Thus  he  begins.  Thou  Light,  and  Life  of  Creatures, 
Angel-ey’d  King,  vouchfafeat  length  thy  favour ; 
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And  fo  proceeds  to  incifion ; what  think  ye  of  this  forrow  ? 

I GeNt.  Will  as  familiarly  kifs  the  King  horfes 
As  they  pafs  by  him  .•  ready  to  ravilb  his  footmen. 

Leo.  Why,  this  is  above  Ela  ? 

But  how  comes  this? 

1 gem.  Nay  that’s  to  underfband  yet, 

But  thus  it  is,  and  this  part  but  the  poorefl:,  (thefe. 

’Twould  make  a man  leap  over  the  Moon  to  lee  him  aft 

2 Gem.  With  lighs  as  though  his  heart  would  break: 
Cry  like  a breech’d  boy,  not  eat  a bit. 

Leo.  I mull  go  fee  him  prefcntly, 

For  this  isfuch  a gig,  for  certain, Gentlemen, 

The  Fiend  rides  on  a Fiddle-ltick. 

2 gm.  I think  fo. 

Leo.  Can  ye  guide  me  to  him  for  half  an  hour  ? I am  his 
To  fee  the  miracle. 

I Gent.  V\^e  fure  lliall  ftart  him.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Antigonus  and  Leucippe. 
c^«r.  Are  you  lure  Ihe  drank  it? 

Leii.  Now  mult  1 lye  molt  confidently. 

Yes  Sir,  flic  has  drunk  it  off 
zyLnt.  How  works  it  with  her  ? 

Leu.  I fee  no  alteration  yet.  Ant.  There  will  be, 
For  he  is  the  greatelt  Artifl  living  made  it. 

Where  is  flic  now  ? 

Leu.  She  is  ready  to  walk  out.  Sir. 

Ant.  Stark  mad,  I know  file  will  be. 

Let;.  So  I hope,  Sir. 

Ant.  She  knows  not  of  the  Prince  ? 

Leu.  Of  no  man  living 

Ant.  How  do  I look?  how  do  my  deaths  become  me? 

I am  not  very  grey. 

Leu.  A very  youth,  Sir, 

Upon  niry  maiden-head  as  filing  as  Aj^ril-. 

Heaven  blefs  that  fweetface,  ’twill  undo  a thoufaiid  *, 
Many  a foft  heart  mult  fob  yet,  c’r  that  wither, 

Your  Grace  can  give  content  enough. 

Enter  Celia  with  a Eook^ 

Ant.  I think  fo.  ^ 

Leu.  Here  flic  comes,  Sir. 

Ant.  How  fliall  I keep  her  off  me  ? 

Go,  & perfume  the  room:  make  all  things  ready.  {Ex.  Leu 
Cel.  No  hope  yet  of  the  Prince ! no  comfort  of  him ! 

They  keep  me  mew’d  up  here,  as  they  mew  mad  folks, 

No  company  but  my  afflidions. 

This  royal  Devil  again!  firange,  how  he  haunts  me! 

How  like  a poyfon’d  potion  his  eyes  fright  me ! 

Has  made  himfelf  handfomc  too. 

^ Ant.  Do  you  look  now,  Lady? 

You  will  leap  anon. 

Cel  Curl’d  and  perfum’d  ? I fiiiell  him  •, 

He  looks  on’s  legs  too,  fure  he  will  cut  a caper  ; 

God -a  mercy,  dear  December. 

Ant.  O do  you  fmile  now 

I knew  it  would  work  with  you  y come  hither  pretty  one. 

Cel.  Sir. 

Ant.  1 like  thofecourtefies  well-,  come  hither  and  kifs  me. 

^ CeL  I am  reading,  Sir,  of  a fiiortTrcatife  here, 
l.hat’s  call’d  the  Vanity  of  Liift:  has  your  Grace  feen  it  ? 
Hc_  fays  here,  that  an  Old  Mans  loofe  defire 
Is  like  the  Glow-worms  light,  the  Apes  fo  wonder’d  at : 
Which  when  they  gather’d  flicks,  and  laid  upon’t. 

And  blew,  and  blew,  turn’d  tail,  and  went  out  prefently : 
And  in  another  place  he  calls  their  loves. 

Faint  Smells  of  dying  Flowers,  carry  no  comforts  y 
They’re  doting,  ftinking  foggs,  fo  thick  and  muddy, 
Reafon  with  all  his  beams  cannot  beat  through  ’em. 

Ant.  How’s  this  ? is  this  the  potion  ? you  but  fool  flill  • 

I know  you  love  me. 

Cel.  As  you  arc  jufi:  and  honefl  y 
I know  I love  and  honour  you.-  admire  you.  , 


Ant.  This  makes  againfl:  me,  fearfully  againfl  me. 

Cel.  But  as  you  bring  your  power  to  perfccuteme. 

Your  traps  to  catch  mine  innocence  to  rob  me. 

As  you  lay  out  your  lulls  to  overwhelm  me , 

Hell  never  hated  good,  aS  I hate  you>  Sir  y 
And  I dare  tell  it  to  your  face:  What  glory 
Now  after  all  your  Conquefls  got,  your  Titles, 

The  ever-living  memories  rais’d  to  you. 

Can  my  defeat  be  ? my  poor  wrack,  what  triumph  ? 

And  when  you  crown  your  fwelling  Cups  to  fortune. 
What  honourable  tongue  can  fing  my  ftory.? 

Be  as  your  Emblem  is,  a gorious  Lamp 
Set  on  the  top  of  all,  to  light  all  perfectly: 

Be  as  your  office  is,  a god-like  Juftice, 

Into  all  fhedding-  equally  your  Vertues.  (nefs^ 

Ant.  She  has  drenchtme  now -,  now  I admire  hergood- 
So  young,  fo  nobly  ftrong,  I never  tailed : 

Can  nothing  in  the  power  of  Kings  perfvvade  yc  ? 

Cel.  No,  nor  that  power  command  me. 
e^nt.  Say  I flioiild  force  yc  ? 

I have  it  in  my  will.  Cel.  Your  will’s  a poor  one  ^ 

And  though  it  be  a King’s  Will,  a dcQ)ifed  one. 

Weaker  man  Infants  legs,  your  will’s  in  fwadling  Clouts, 
A thoufand  ways  my  will  has  found  to  check  yc; 

A thoufand  doors  to  ’Icape  yc,  1 dare  dye,  Sirj 
As  fuddenly  I dare  dye,  as  you  can  oficr : 

Nay,  fay  you  had  your  Will,  fay  you  had  ravifh’d  me , 
Perform’d  your  lull,  what  had  you  purchas’d  by  it 
What  Honour  won  I do  you  know  vvIiq  dwells  above.  Sir, 
And  what  they  have  prepar’d  for  men  turn’d  Devils 
Did  you  never  hear  their  thunder.^  flart  and  tremble. 
Death  fitting  oh  your  bloud,  when  their  fires  vifit  us. 

Will  nothing  wring  you  then  do  you  think  fit  hard  here, 
And  like  a Snail  curl  round  about  your  Confcicnce, 

Biting  and  flinging:  will  you  not  roar  too  late  then. «* 

Then  when  you  fhake  in  horrour  of  this  Villainy, 

Then  will  1 rile  a Star  in  Heaven,  and  fcorn  yc.  (nefs! 

Ant.  Lull,  how  I hate  thee  how!  and  love  this  fweet- 
Willyoubemy  Queen  can  that  price  purchafe  ye? 

Cel.  Not  all  the  World,  I am  a Queen  already. 
Crown’d  by  his  Love,  I muflnot  lofe  for  Fortune ; g 
I can  give  none  away,  fell  none  aw'ay.  Sir,  • 

Can  lend  no  love,  am  not  mine  own  Exchequer  -, 

For  in  anothers  heart  my  hope  and  peace  lies.  (nough 
Ant.  Yodr  fair  hands,  Lady.'  for  yeti  am  not  pure  c- 
To  touch  thefe  Lips,  inthatfweet  Peace  ye  fpokc  of. 

Live  now  for  ever,  and  I to  ferve  your  Vertues 

^el.  Why  now  you  fhovv  a god  I now  I kneel  to  yc 
This  Sacrifice  of  Virgins  Joy  fend  to  ye.* 

Thus  1 hold  up  my  hands  to  Heaven  that  touch’d  ye, 

And  pray  eternal  Bleffings  dwell  about  ye.  (f»c-, 

Ant.  Vertuc  commands  the  Stars.-  rife  more  thanVer- 
Your  prelent  comfort  Ihall  be  now  my  bufinefs. 

Cel.  All  my  obedient  fervice  wait  upon  yc.  {Ex.Jeverally. 

SCENE  VT. 

Leontius,  Gentlemen,  4;/^/ Lieutenant. 

Leo.  Hall  thou  clean  forgot  the  W’ars  ? 

Lien.  Prithee  hold  thy  peace. 

I gent.  His  mind’s  much  elevated  now. 

Leo.  It  feems  fo. 

Sirrah. 

Lieu.  I am  fo  troubled  with  this  Fellow’. 

Leo.  He  will  call  me  Rogue  anon. 

I Gent.  ’Tis  ten  to  one  elfe.  fthee. 

Lien.  O King  that  thou  knew’fl  I lov’d  thee,  how  I lov’d 
And  where  O King,  I barrel  up  thy  beauty. 

Leo.  He  cannot  leave  his  Sutlers  trade,  he  woos  in’t. 

Lieu.  O never.  King. 

Leo.  By  this  hand,  when  I confidcr 

Lieu.  My  honefl  friend,  you  arc  a little  fawey. 

I Gent.  I told  you  you  would  have  it. 

Lieu.  When  mine  own  worth 


Leo.  Is 
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Leo.  Is  flung  into  the  ballance,  and  found  nothing. 

Lieu.  And  yet  a Soldier. 

Leo.  And  yet  a fawey  one. 

Lieu.  One  that  has  followed  thee. 

Leo.  Fair  and  far  off. 

Lien.  Fought  for  thy  grace. 

Leo.  ’Twas  for  fome  grief,  you  lye  Sir, 

' Lieu.  He’s  the  fon  of  a whore  denies  this:  will  that  fa- 
Leo.  Yes,  very  well.  (tisfieyej* 

Lieu.  Shall  then  that  thing  that  honours  thee  ? 

How  miferable  a thing  foever,  yet  a thing  ftill  ^ 

And  though  a thing  of  nothing,  thy  thing  ever. 

Leo.  Here’s  a neW  thing, 

zGent.  He’s  in  a deep  now,  ' 

Leo.  rie  fetch  him  out  on’t.When’s  the  Kings  birth-day? 
Lteu.  When  e’re  it  be,  that  day  Tie  dye  with  ringing. 

And  there’s  the  r efolution  of  a Lover.  L • 

Leo.  A goodly  refolution  fure  I take  it. 

He  is  bewitch’d,  ormoop’d,  or  his  brains  melted. 

Could  he  find  no  body  to  fall  in  love  with  j but  the  King, 

The  good  old  King,  to  doat  upon  him  too  ? 

Stay,  now  I remember,  what  the  fat  woman  warn’d  me. 

Bad  me  remember,  and  look  to  him  too : 

rie  hang  if  flie  have  not  a hand  in  this : he’s  conjured, 

Goe  after  him,  I pity  the  poor  Rafcai, 

In  the  meantime  I’le  wait  occafion  i 

To  work  upon  the  Prince. 

zQent.  Pray  doe  that  ferioufly,  S.^x.fevtrally. 

SCENA  Vll. 

Smer  Antigonus,  Menippus,  Lords. 

Lord.  He’s  I very  ill. 

Ant.  I am  very  forry  for’t. 

And  much  afharaed  I have  wronged  her  innocence, 
zJflemppHi.^  guide  her  to  the  Princes  lodgings, 

There  leave  her  to  his  love  again. 

Men.  I am  glad  Sir. 

Lord.  He  will  fpeak  to  none. 

' Ant.  O I lhall  break  that  filence  •, 

Be  quick,  take  fair  attendance.  ♦ 

dAfen.  Yes  Sir  prefently.  C £xii. 

Ant. He  will  find  his  tongue,  I warrant  ye  •,  his  health  too  ^ 
I fend  a phyfick  will  not  fail. 

Lord.  Fair  work  it. 

Ant.  We  hear  the  Princes  mean  to  vifit  us 
' In  way  of  truce. 

Lord.  ’Tis  thought  fo. 

Ant.  Come:  let’s  in  then, 

And  think  upon,  the  noblefl:  wayes  to  meet  ’em.  £ Exeunt . 

SCENA  VIII.‘  ' 

Enter  Leontius. 

Leo.  There’s  no  way  now  to  get  in  .•  all  the  light  ftopt 
Nor  can  I hear  a found  of  him, pray  Heaven  (too ; 

He  ufe  no  violence : I think  he  has  more  Soul, 

Stronger,  and  I hope  nobler : would  I could  but  fee  once 
This  beauty  he  groans  under,  or  come  to  know 
But  any  circumflance.  What  noife  is  that  there  ? 

I think  I heard  him  groan : here  are  fome  coming  ^ 

A woman  too,  I’le  Hand  aloof,  and  view  ’em. 

Enter  Menippus,  Celia,  Lords. 

Cel.  Well, fome  of  ye  have  been  to  blame  in  this  point. 
But  I forgive  ye : The  King  might  have  pickt  out  too 
Some  fitter  woman  to  have  tri’d  his  valour. 

Men.  ’Twas  all  to  the  bell:  meant.  Lady. 

Cel.  I mull  think  fo. 

For  how  to  mend  it  now : he’s  here  you  tell  me  ? 

Men.  He’s  Madam,  and  the  joy  to  fee  you  only 
Will  draw  him  out. 

Leo.  I know  that  womans  tongue,  - 

I think  I have  feen  her  face  too : Me  goe  nearer : 


If  this  be  Ihe,  he  has  fome  caufe  of  forrow : 

Tis  the  fame  face ; the  fame,  mofl  excellent  woman. 

Cel.  This  fhould  be  Lord  Leomms : I remember  him. 

Leo.  Lady,  I think  ye  know  me. 

Cel.  Speak  fofc,  good  Sou  Idler: 

Ido,  and  know  ye  worthy,  know  ye  noble  ^ 

Know  not  me  yet  openly^  as  you  love  me  ^ 

But  let  me  fee  ye  again.  Tie  fatisfie  ye : 

I am  wondrous  glad  to  fee  thofe  eyes. 

Leo.  You  have  charged  me. 

Cel.  You  fliall  know  where  I am, 

Leo.  I will  not  off  yet  : 

She  goes  to  knock  at’s  door;  This  muft  be  fhe 
The  fellow  told  me  of ; right  glad  I am  on’t. 

He  will  bolt  now  for  certain. 

Cel.  Are  ye  within  Sir.? 
rie  trouble  you  no  more : I thank  your  courtefie. 

Pray  leave  me  now.  ; 

We  reft  your  humble  fervants.  {Sx.yie.^c. 

Cel.  So  now  my  jives  are  off:  pray  Heaven  he  be  here/ 
Mafl:er,my  royal  Sir : do  you  hear  who  calls  ye  ? 

; Love,  my  Demetrim. 

\ Leo.  Thefe  are  pretty  quail-pipes, 

; The  Cock  will  Crow  anon, 
i Cel.  Can  ye  bedrowfie. 

When  I call  at  your  Window  ? 

Leo.  I hear  him  flirting : 

Now  he  comes  wondring  out. 

Enter  Demetriul 
Dem.  ’Tis  Celias  found  fure : 

The  fweetnefs  of  that  tongue  draws  all  hearts  to  it  *, 

There  Hands  the  fhape  too. 

Leu.  How  he  flares  upon  her .? 

Bern.  Ha.?  domine eyesabiife me? 

’Tis  (he,  the  living  Celia : your  hand  Lady  ? 

Gl.  What  fhould  this  mean  ? 

Dem.  The  very  felf fame 
Cel.  How  do  ye  Sir  ? 

Bern.  Only  turn’d  brave. 

I heard  you  were  dead  my  dear  one,compIeat, 

She  is  wondrous  brave,  a wondrous  gallant  Courtier. 

Cel.  How  he  furveyes  me  round  ? here  has  been  foul  play. 
Bern.  How  came  fhe  thus  ? 

Cel.  It  was  a kind  of  death  Sir, 

I fuffered  in  your  abfence,  mew’d  up  here. 

And  kept  conceal’d  I know  not  how. 

Dem.  ’Tis  likely: 

How  came  you  hither  Celia>  wondrous  gallant : 

Did  my  Father  fend  for  ye .? 

Cel.  So  they  told  me  Sir, 

And  on  command  too. 

Bern.  I hope  you  were  obedient  ? 

Cel.  I was  fo  ever. 

Bern.  And  ye  were  bravely  us’d  ? 

Cel.  I wanted  nothing; 

My  maiden-head  to  a mote  i’th’  Sun,he’s  jealous ; 

I mufl  now  play  the  knave  with  him,  though  1 dye  for’t, 

’Tis  in  my  nature. 

Bern.  Her  very  eyes  are  alter’d  : 

Jewels,  and  rich  ones  too,  I never  faw  yet  — ■ 

And  what  were  thofe  came  for  ye .? 

Cel.  Monftrous  jealous  : 

Have  I liv’d  at  the  rate  of  thefe  fcorn’d  quefliohs  ? 

They  feem’d  of  good  fort,  Gentlemen, 

Bern.  Kind  men .? 

Cel.  They  were  wondrous  kind ; 

I was  much  beholding  to  ’em  ^ 

There  was  one  eJMenippus  Sir, 

Dem.  Ha  ? 

Cel.  Olik  dALenippus  , 

A notable  merry  Lord,  and  a good  companion^ 

Bern.  And  one  too  .? 

A/.  Yes,  there  was  fuch  a one.  I 

Bern.  1 
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Dem.  And  Timon  ? 

Cel.  ’Tis  nioft  true. 

Dem.  And  thou  mofl:  treacherous : 

My  Fathers  bawds  by^ — they  never  mifs  courfe 
And  were  thefe  daily  with  ye  ? 

Cel.  Every  hour  Sir. 

Dem.  And  was  there  not  a Lady,  a fat  Lady  ? 

Cel.  Oyes;  a notable  good  wench. 

Dem.  The  Devil  fetch  her. 

Cel.  ’Tis  ev’n  tlie  merrieft  wench 

Dem.  Did  file  keep  with  ye  too  ? 

Ctl.  She  was  all  in  all my  bed-fellow^eat  with  me, 
Brought  me  acquainted. 

Dem.  Tou  are  well  know  here  then  ? 

Cel.  There  is  no  living  here  a ftranger  I think. 

Dem.  How  came  yc  by  this  brave  gown  ? 

Cel.  This  is  a poor  one : 

Alas,  I have  twenty  richer ; do  you  fee  thefe  jewels  ? 

Why,  they  are  the  pooreft  things,  to  thofe  are  fent  me, 
And  fent  me  hourly  too. 

Dem.  Is  there  no  modellie  ? 

No  faith  in  this  fair  Sex  ? 

Leo.  What  will  this  prove  too  ? 

For  yet  with  all  my  wits,  I underftand  not. 

Dem.  Come  hither ; thou  art  dead  indeed,  loll,  tainted  { 
All  that  I left  thee  fair,  and  innocent, 

Sweet  as  thy  youth,  and  carrying  comfort  In’t  ^ 

All  that  I hoped  for  vertuous,  is  fled  from  thee, 

Turn’d  back,  and  bankrupt. 

Leo.  By’r  Lady,  this  cuts  fhrewdly. 

Dem.  Thou  art  dead, for  ever  dead  •,  fins  furfeit  flew  thee  j 
The  ambition  of  thofe  wanton  eyes  betrai’d  thee ; 

Go  from  me,  grave  of  honour go  thou  foul  one, 

Thou  glory  of  thy  fin ; go  thou  defpis’d  one. 

And  where  there  is  no  vertue,  nor  no  virgin  *, 

Where  Chaftity  was  never  known,  nor  heard  of ; 

Where  nothing  reigns  but  impious  luft,  and  looler  faces, 

Go  thither,  child  of  bloud,  and  ling  my  doating. 

Cel.  You  do  not  fpeak  this  ferioufly  1 hope  Sir  •, 

I did  but  jell  with  you. 

Dem.  Look  not  upon  me. 

There  is  more  hell  in  thofe  eyes, than  hell  harbours  •, 

And  when  they  flame,  more  torments. 

Cel.  Dare  ye  truft  me  ^ 

You  durft  once  even  with  all  you  hadiyour  love  Sir/* 

By  this  fair  light  I am  honeft. 

Dem.  Thou  fubtle  C/rcf, 

Gaft  not  upon  the  maiden  light  eclipfes : 

Curfe  not  the  day. 

Cel.  Come,  come,  you  fhall  not  do  this: 

How  fain  you  would  leem  angry  now,  to  fright  me  j 
You  are  not  in  the  field  among  your  Enemies  j 
Come,  1 mufl;  cool  this  courage. 

Dem.  Out  thou  impudence. 

Thou  ulcer  of  thy  Sex-,  when  1 fiiH  faw  thee, 

I drew  into  mine  eyes  mine  own  deftrudion, 

I pull'd  into  my  heart  that  fudden  poyfon, 

That  now  confumes  my  dear  content  to  cinders : 

I am  not  now  Demetrius,  thou  hafl;  chang’d  me; 

Thou, woman,  with  thy  thoufand  wiles  haft  chang’d  me ; 

Thou  Serpent  with  thy  angel-eyes  haft  flain  me  *, 

And  where,  before  I touch’d  on  this  fair  mine, 

I was  a man,  and  reafon  made,  and  mov’d  me. 

Now  one  great  lump  of  grief,  1 grow  and  wander. 

Cel.  And  as  you  are  nobIe,do  you  think  1 did  this  ? 

Dem.  Put  all  the  Devils  wings  on,  and  flie  from  me. 

Cel.  I will  go  from  ye,  never  more  to  fee  ye : 

I will  flie  from  ye,  as  a plague  hangs  o’re  me  ^ 

And  through  the  progrefs  of  my  life  hereafter  j 
Where  ever  1 fhall  find  a fool,  a falfe  man, 

One  that  ne’re  knew  the  worth  of  polifh’d  vertue  •, 

A bafe  fufpeder  of  a virgins  honour, 

A child  that  flings  away  the  wealth  he  cri’d  for, 

I Him  will  1 call  Demetrius : that  fool  Demetrius 
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That  mad  man  a Demetytus  * and  that  falfe  man. 

The  Prince  of  broken  faiths,  even  Prince  Demetrius. 

You  think  now,I  fhould  cry, and  kneel  down  to  ye. 

Petition  for  my  peace  ; let  thole  that  feel  here 
The  weight  of  evil,  wait  for  fuch  a favour^ 

1 am  above  your  hate,  as  far  above  it. 

In  all  the  actions  of  an  innocent  life, 

As  the  pure  Stars  are  from  the  muddy  meteors, 

Cry  when  you  know  your  folly : howl  and  curie  then. 

Beat  that  unmanly  breaft,  that  holds  a falfe  heart 
When  ye  fliall  come  to  know,  whom  ye  have  flung  from  ye. 
Dem.  Pray  ye  flay  a little. 

Cel.  Not  your  hopes  can  alter  me. 

Then  let  a thoufand  black  thoughts  mufter  in  ye, 

And  with  thofe  enter  in  a thoufand  doatings  -, 

Thole  eyes  be  never  fliut,  but  drop  to  nothing : 

My  innocence  for  ever  haunt  and  fright  ye : 

Thole  arms  together  grow  in  folds ; that  tongue. 

That  bold  bad  tongue  that  barks  outtheledifgraccs. 

When  you  lhall  come  to  know  how  nobly  vertuous 
I have  preferv’d  my  life,  rot,  rot  within  ye. 

Dem.  What  lhall  I doe  ? 

Cel.  Live  a loft  man  for  ever. 

Go  ask  your  Fathers  confcience  what  I fullered, 

And  through  what  leas  of  hazards  1 fay  I’d  through  : 

Mine  honour  ftill  advanced  in  fpight  oftempefts, 

Then  take  your  leave  of  love ; and  confefs  freely. 

You  were  never  worthy  of  this  heart  that  ferv’d  yc, 

And  fo  farewel  ungratefull 

Dem.  Is  file  gone  ? 

Leo,  rie  follow  her, and  will  find  out  this  matter. — \iExit 

Enter  Antigonus,  and  Lords. 

Ant.  Are  ye  pleas’d  now  ? have  you  got  your  heart  a- 
Have  1 reftor’d  ye  that  ? gain  ^ 

Dem.  Sir  even  for  Heaven  fake. 

And  facred  truth  fake,  tell  me  how  ye  found  her. 

Ant.  1 will,  and  in  few  words.  Before  1 tri’d  her, 

’Tis  true,  1 thought  her  moft  unfit  your  fellowlhip. 

And  fear’d  her  too ; which  fear  begot  that  ftory 
1 told  ye  firft : but  fince,  like  gold  1 toucht  her. 

Dem.  And  how  dear  Sir  ? 

Ant.  Heavens  holy  light’s  not  purer  : 

The  conftancy  and  goodnefs  of  all  women 
That  ever  liv’d,  to  win  the  names  of  worthy. 

This  noble  Maid  has  doubled  in  her : honour. 

All  promifes  of  wealth,  all  art  to  win  her. 

And  by  all  tongues  imploy’d,  wrought  as  much  on  her 
As  one  may  doe  upon  the  Sun  at  noon  day 
By  lighting  Candles  up ; her  lliape  is  heavenly. 

And  to  that  heavenly  lhape  her  thoughts  arc  angels. 

Dem.  Why  did  you  tell  me  Sir  ? 
tyTnt.  ’Tis  true,  I err’d  in’t : 

But  fince  1 made  a full  proof  of  her  vertue, 

1 find  a King  too  poor  a fervant  for  her. 

Love  her,  and  honour  her-,  in  all  obferve  her. 

She  muft  be  fomething  morg^p  time  yet  tells  her : 

And  certain  I believe  him  bwt^enjoyes  her : 

I would  not  lole  the  hope  ofTuch  a Daughter, 

To  adde  another  Empire  to  my  honour. {Exit. 

Dem.  O wretched  ftate ! to  what  end  fhall  I turn  rae? 

And  where  begins  my  penance  ? now,  what  fervice 
Will  win  her  love  again  ? my  death  muft  doe  it : 

And  if  that  facrifice  can  purge  my  follies. 

Be  pleas’d,  O mightie  Love,  I dye  thy  fervant {Exit. 
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Enter  Leontius,  and  Celia. 


Leo.  I know  it 
There’s  no  way  left* 

Ctl.  For  Heavens  fake  do  not  name  him, 

Do  not  think  on  him  Sir,  he’s  fo  far  from  me  . . 

In  all  ray  thoughts  now,  methinks  I never  knew  him^ 

Leo.  But  yet  I would  fee  him  again. 

Cel.  No,  never,  never. 

Leo.  I do  not  mean  to  lend  him  any  comfort  ^ 

But  to  afflidt  him,  fo  to  torture  him  *, 

That  even  his  very  Soul  may  lhake  within  him : 

To  make  him  know,  though  he  be  great  and  powerfull, 

’Tis  not  within  his  aim  to  deal  difhonourably. 

And  carry  it  off,  and  with  a maid  of  your  fort. 

Cel.  I mufl:  confefs,  I could  molt  fpightfully  afflift  him  *, 
Now,  now,  I could  whet  my  anger  at  him; 

Now,  arm’d  with  bitternefs,  I could  Ihoot  through  him ; 

I long  to  vex  him. 

Leo.  And  doe  it  home,  and  bravely. 

Cel.  Were  I a man  ? 

Leo.  rie  help  that  weaknefs  in  ye ; 

I honour  ye,  and  ferve  ye. 

Ctl.  Notonlyto  difclaimme. 

When  he  had  feal’d  his  vowes  in  Heaven,  fworn  to  me, 

And  poor  believing  I became  his  fervant ; 

But  moft  malicioufly  to  brand  ray  credit. 

Stain  my  pure  name. 

Leo.  I would  not  fuffer  it ; 

See  him  I would  again,  and  to  his  teeth  too : 

Od’s  precious,  I would  ring  him  luch  a leflbn 

Cel.  I have  done  that  already. 

Leo.  Nothing , nothing  : 

It  was  too  poor  a purge  •,  befides,  by  this  time 

He  has  found  his  fault,  and  feels  the  hells  that  follow  it. 

That,  and  your  urg’d  on  anger  to  the  higheft. 

Why,  ’twill  be  fuch  a ftroak 

Cel.  Say  he  repent  then , 

And  feek  with  tears  to  foften,  I am  a woman*, 

A woman  that  have  lov’d  him.  Sir,  have  honour’d  him  : 

I am  no  more. 

Leo.  Why,  you  may  deal  thereafter. 

Cel.  If  I forgive  him,  I am  loft. 

Leo.  Hold  there  then, 

The  fport  will  be  to  what  a poor  ftibmilTion 

But  keep  you  ftrong. 

Cel.  I would  not  fee  him. 

Leo.  Yes , 

You  lhall  Ring  his  knell. 

Cel.  How  if  I kill  him  ? 

Leo.  Kill  him?  why,  let  him  dye. 

Cel.  I know  ’tis  fit.fo. 

But  why  fhould  I that  lov’d  him  once,deftroy  him  ? 

O had  he  fcap^t  this  fin,whata  brave  Gentleman — 

Leo.  I muft  confefs,  had  this  not  fain,  a nobler, 

A handfomer,thc  whole  world  had  not  ftiow’d  ye  .• 

And  to  his  making  fuch  a mind 

Cel.  ’Tis  certain: 

But  all  this  I muft  now  forget. 

Leo.  You  lhall  not 
If  I have  any  art:  goe  up  fweet  Lady, 

And  truft  my  truth. 

Cel.  But  good  Sir  bring  him  not. 

Leo.  I would  not  for  the  honour  ye  arc  born  to. 

But  you  lhall  fee  him,  and  negled  him  too,  and  fcorn  him. 
Cel.  You  will  be  near  me  then. 

Leo.  I will  be  with  ye  ^ 

Yet  there’s  fome  hope  to  ftop  this  gap,l’l€  work  hard. 
SCENA  II. 

Enter  Antigonus,  Menip.  two  Gent.  Lieutenant,  and  Lords 

Jint.  But  is  it  poITiblc  this  fellow  took  it 
2 Gent.  It  feems  fo  by  the  violence  it  wrought  with, 

Yet  now  the  fits  ev’n  off. 

aJPfen.  I befeech  your  Grace* 

o 


Arit.  Nay,  I forgive  thy  wife  with  all  my  heart. 

And  am  right  glad  Ihe  drank  it  not  her  felf. 

And  more  glad  that  the  yertupus  maid  efcap’t  it, 
would  not  for  the  world  ’thad  hit : but  that  this  Souldier, 
..ord  how  he  looks,  that  he  Ihould  take  this  vomit  ^ 

Can  he  make  rimes  too  ? 

2 gent.  H’as  made  a thoufand  Sir, 

And  plaies  the  burthen  to ’em  on  a Jews-trump; 

Ant.  He  looks  as  though  he  were  bepift : do  you  love 
Lien.  Yes  furely  even  with  all  my  heart.  (me  Sir? 
Ant.  I thank  ye  *, 

am  glad  I have  fo  good  a fubjed  : but  pray  ye  tell  me; 

Tow  much  did  ye  love  me,  before  ye  drank  this  matter  ? 

Lten.  Even  as  much  as  a fober  man  might  •,  and  a Souldier 
' 'hat  your  grace  owes  juft  half  a years  pay  to. 

Ant.  Well  remembred ; 

And  did  I feem  fo  young  and  amiable  to  ye  ? 

Lien.  Methought  you  were  the  fweeteft  youth — 

Ant.  That’s  excellent. 

Lien.  I truly  Sir : and  eVer  as  I thought  on  yCj 

wilhed,  and  wifhed 

Ant.  What  didft  thou  wilh  prethee  ? 

Lien.  Ev’n,  that  I had  been  a wench  of  fifteen  for  ye, 

A handfom  wench  Sir. 

Ant,  Why  ? God  a Mercy  Souldier : 

: feem  not  fo  now  to  thee. 

Liea.  Not  all  out : 

And  yet  I have  a grudging  to  your  grace  ftill. 

Ant.  Thou  waft  never  in  love  before 
Lieu.  Not  with  a King , 

And  hope  I lhall  never  be  again : Truly  Sirj 
' have  had  fuch  plunges,  and  fuch  bickrings. 

And  as  it  were  fuch  runnings  atilt  within  me, 

'or  whatfoever  it  was  provok’t  me  toward  ye. 

Ant.  God  a-mercy  ftill. 

Lieu.  I had  it  with  a vengeance. 

It  plaid  his  prize. 

Ant.  I would  not  have  been  a wench  then. 

Though  of  this  age. 

Lieu.  No  fure,  I Ihould  have  fpoil’d  ye. 

Ant.  Well,  goe  thy  waies,  of  all  the  lufty  lovers 

That  e’re  I faw wilt  have  another  potion  ? 

Lieu.  If  you  will  be  another  thing,  have  at  ye. 

Ant.  Ha, ha, ha : give  me  thy  hand,  from  henceforth  thou 
Do  bravely,  I’le  love  thee  as  much.  ( art  my  fouldier, 
Lieu.  I thank  ye  ; 

But  if  you  were  mine  enemy,  I would  not  wilh  it  ye : 

I befecch  your  Grace,  pay  me  ray  charge. 

2 gent.  That’s  certain  Sir ; 

H’as  bought  up  all  that  e’re  he  found  was  like  ye. 

Or  any  thing  you  have  lov’d,  that  he  could  purchafe ; 

Old  horfes,that  your  Grace  has  ridden  blind,  and  foundr’d  •, 
Dogs,  rotten  hawks,  and  which  is  more  than  all  this. 

Has  worn  your  Graces  Gauntlet  in  his  Bonnet. 

Ant.  Bring  in  your  Bills .-  mine  own  love  lhall  be  fatisfi’d ; 
And  firrah,  for  this  potion  you  have  taken, 
rie  point  ye  out  a portion  ye  lhall  live  on. 

< Men.  ’Twas  the  bell:  draught  that  e’re  ye  drunk. 

Lieu.  I hope  fo. 

<iMnt.  Are  the  Princes  come  toth’  Court  ? 

Men.  They  are  all,  and  lodg’d  Sir. 

Ant.  Come  then,  make  ready  for  their  entertainment. 
Which  prefently  we’l  give : wait  you  on  me  Sir. 

Lieu.  I lhall  love  drink  the  better  whilft  I live  boyes. 

f S.xeum. 

SCENA  III. 

Enter  Demetrius,  and  Leontius. 

Dem.  Let  me  bucfee  her,  dear  Leontiw ; 

Let  me  but  dye  before  her. 

Leo.  Would  that  would  doe  it: 

If  I knew  where  Ihe  lay  now,  with  what  honeftie. 

You  having  flung  lo  main  a mifchiefon  her. 

And  on  fo  innocent  and  fweet  a Beauty, 

- -~E  e Dare  ^ 
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Dare  I prefent  your  vifit  ? 

Dem.  I’le  repent  all : 

And  wit  h the  greatefl:  lacrifice  of  (brrow. 

That  ever  Lover  made. 

Leo.  ’Twill  be  too  late  Sir: 

I know  not  what  will  become  of  you. 

Dem.  You  can  help  me. 

Leo.  It  may  be  to  her  fight : what  are  you  nearer  ? 

She  has  fworn  fhe  will  not  fpeak  to  ye, look  upon  ye, 

And  to  love  ye  again,  O (lie  cries  out,  and  thunders. 

She  had  rather  love -there  is  no  hope 

Dem.  Yes  Leontius 

There  is  a hope,  which  though  it  draw  no  love  to  it, 

At  leafl;  will  draw  her  to  lament  my  fortune. 

And  that  Iiope  lliall  relieve  me. 

Leo.  Hark  ye  Sir,  hark  ye : 

Say  I fhould  bring  ye 

Dem.  Do  not  i^trifle  with  me  ? 

Leo.  I will  not  trifle  y both  together  bring  ye, 

You  know  the  wrongs  ye’  done. 

Dem.  I do  confefs  ’em. 

Leo.  And  if  you  fhould  then  jump  into  your  fury, 

And  have  another  querk  in  your  head. 

Dem.  rie  dye  firfl. 

Leo.  You  mull  fay  nothing  to  her ; for  ’tis  certain. 
The  nature  of  your  crime  will  admit  toexcufe. 

Dem.  I will  not  fpeak,  mine  eyes  (ball  tell  my  penance. 
Leo.  You  mufl;  look  wondrous  fad  too. 

Dem.  • I need  not  look  fo, 

I am  truly  fadnefs  fclf. 

Leo.  That  look  will  do  it ; 

Stay  here,  fie  bring  her  to  you  inflantly; 

But  take  heed  how  you  bear  your  felf:  fit  down  there. 

Tile  more  humble  you  are,  the  more  (heT  take  compalfion. 
Women  are  per’ious  thing  to  deal  upon.  C 

Dem.  Wfliat  fliall  become  of  me  ? to  curfe  my  fortune, 
Were  but  to  curfe  my  Father  •,  that’s  too  impious ; 

But  under  whatfbever  fate  I fuffer, 

Blefs  I befeech  thee  heaven  her  harmlefs  goodnefs. 

Enter  Leontius,  and  Celia. 

Leo.  Now  arm  your  felf. 

Cel.  You  have  not  brought  him  ? 

Leo.  Yes  faith , 

And  there  he  is ; you  fee  in  what  poor  plight  too, 

Now  you  may  doe  your  will,  kill  him,  or  lave  hbn. 

Cel.  I will  goe  back. 

Leo.  I will  be  hang’d  then  Lady, 

Are  ye  a coward  now? 

Cel.  I cannot  fpeak  to  him. 

Dem.  O me. 

Leo.  There  was  a ligh  to  blow  a Church  down  ^ 

So,  now  their  eyes  are  fixt,  the  fmall  (hot  playes, 

They  will  come  toth’  batterie  anon. 

Cel.  He  weeps  extrcamly. 

Leo.  Rail  at  him  now. 

Cel.  I dare  not. 

Leo.  I am  glad  on’t. 

Cel.  Nor  dare  believe  his  tears. 

Dem.  You  may, blefl;  beauty. 

For  thofe  thick  ftreams  that  troubled  my  repentance, 

Are  crept  out  long  agoe. 

Leo.  You  fee  how  he  looks. 

Cel.  What  have  I to  doe  how  he  looks  ? how  lookt  he 
When  with  a poifoned  tooth  he  bit  mine  honour  ? (then, 
It  was  your  counfel  too,  to  fcorn  and  flight  him 
Leo.  I,  if  ye  faw  fit  caufe  •,  and  you  confeft  too. 

Except  this  fin,  he  was  the  bravefl  Gentleman, 

The  fweetefl,  noblefl::  I take  nothing  from  ye, 

Nor  from  your  anger ; ufe  him  as  you  pleafe ; 

For  to  fay  truth,  he  has  deferved  your  juftice  ; 

But  dill  confider  what  he  has  been  to  you. 

Cel.  Pray  do  not  blind  me  thus. 

Dem.  O Gentle  Miftris , 


If  there  were  any  way  to  expiate 
A fin  fo  great  as  mine,  by  intercelTion, 

By  prayers,  by  daily  tears,  by  dying  for  ye : 

0 what  a joy  would  clofe  thefc  eyes  that  love  ye. 

Leo.  They  fay  women  have  tender  hearts,  I know  not, 

1 am  fure  mine  melts. 

Cel.  Sir,  I forgive  ye  heartily, 

And  all  your  wrong  to  me  I cad  behind  me, 

And  wilh  ye  a fit  beauty  to  your  vertues : 

Mine  is  too  poor,  in  peace  I part  thus  from  you  •, 

I mud  look  back : gods  keep  your  grace : he’s  here  dill.  [_Ex. 
Dem.  She  has  forgiven  me. 

Leo.  She  has  direfted  ye  : 

Up,  up,  and  follow  like  a man:  away  Sir, 

She  lookt  behind  her  twice : her  heart  dwells  here  Sir, 

Ye  drew  tears  from  her  too:  (he  cannot  freeze  thus  •, 

The  door’s  fet  open  too,  are  ye  a man  ? 

Are  ye  alive  ? do  ye  underdand  her  meaning  ? 

Have  ye  bloud  and  fpirit  in  ye  ? 

Dem.  I dare  not  trouble  her. 

Leo.  Nay,  and  you  will  be  nipt  i’th’  head  with  nothing, 
Walk  whining  up  and  down  ^ I dare  not,  I cannot: 

Strike  now  or  never : faint  heart,  you  know  what  Sir- 

Be  govern’d  by  your  fear,  and  quench  your  fire  out. 

A Devil  on’t,  dands  this  door  ope  for  nothing  ? 

So  get  ye  together,  and  be  naught : now  to  fecurc  all. 

Will  I go  fetch  out  a more  foveraign  plaider.  {Exeunt. 

SCENA  IV. 

Efjter  Antigonus,  Seleucus,  Lyfimachus,  Ptolomy, 
Lieutenant,  Gentlemen,  Lords. 

ayLnt.  This  peace  is  fairly  made, 

Seleu.  Would  your  Grt^c  wilh  us 
To  put  in  more : take  what  you  picafe,  we  yield  it ; 

The  honour  done  us  by  your  fon  condrains  ic, 

Your  noble  fon. 

e.Ant.  It  is  fufficient.  Princes ; 

And  now  we  arc  one  again,  one  mind,  one  body. 

And  one  fword  (hall  drike  for  us. 

Lyf.  Let  Prince  Demetrius 
But  lead  us  on : for  we  are  his  vowed  fervants  i 
Againd  the  drength  of  all  the  world  we’l  buckle. 

Ptol.  And  even  from  all  that  drength  we’l  catch  at  vi- 
Sel.  O had  I now  recover’d  but  the  fortune  (<ftory. 

I lod  in  Antiochy  v/hen  mine  UnckJc  perilh’d  ^ 

But  that  were  buttofurfeit  me  with  blelfings. 

Lyf.  You  lod  a fwcet  child  there. 

Sel.  Name  it  no  more  Sir ; 

This  is  no  time  to  entertain  luch  forrows ; 

Will  your  Majedy  do  us  the  honour, wc  may  fee  the  Prince, 
And  wait  upon  him  ? 

Enter  Leon. 

Ant.  I wonder  he  dayes  from  us : 

How  now  Leontiusy  where’s  my  Ion  ? 

Sel.  Brave  Captain. 

Lyf.  Old  valiant  Sir. 

Leo.  Your  Graces  are  welcom : 

Your  fon  and’t  picafe  you  Sir,  is  new  calhiercd  yonder. 

Cad  from  his  Midris  favour ; and  fuch  a coil  there  is  •, 

Such  fending,  and  fuch  proving  \ (he  dands  off, 

And  will  by  no  means  yield  to  compofition : 

He  offers  any  price  ^ his  body  to  her. 

Sel.  She  is  a hard  Lady,  denies  that  caution. 

Leo.  And  now  they  whine, and  now  they  rave : faith  Prin- 
’Twere  a good  point  of  charity  to  piece  ’em  \ (ccs, 

For  lefs  than  fuch  a power  will  doe  jud  nothing : 

And  if  you  mean  to  fee  him,  there  it  mud  be. 

For  there  will  he  grow,  till  he  be  tranfplanted, 

Sel.  Befeech  your  grace,  let’s  wait  upon  you  thither, 

That  I may  fee  that  beauty  dares  deny  him. 

That  fcornfull  beauty. 

Dtol.  I fhould  think  it  worfe  now ; 

^ III 
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III  brought  up  beauty. 

Ant.  She  has  too  much  reafon  for’t ; 

Which  with  too  great  a grief,  I fliame  to  think  of, 

But  we’ll  go  fee  this  game. 

Lyf.  Rather  this  wonder. 

! Ant.  Be  you  our  guide  Leontim^  here’s  a new  peace,  ^Ex. 
SCENE  V. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Celia. 

Cel.  Thus  far  you  lhall  perfwade  me,  ftill  to  honour  ye, 

Still  to  live  with  ye,  Sir,  or  near  about  ye ', 

For  not  tolye,  you  have  my  firfl:  and  lafl:  love  : 

But  fince  you  have  conceiv’d  an  evil  againfl:  me. 

An  evil  that  fo  much  concerns  your  honour. 

That  honour  aim’d  by  all  at  for  a pattern : 

And  though  there  be  a falfe  thought, and  confeft  too^ 

And  much  repentance  fain  in  fhowrs  to  purge  it  *, 

Yet,  whilell  that  great  refpedt  I ever  bore  ye. 

Dwells  in  my  bloud,  and  in  my  heart  that  duty ; 

Had  it  but  been  a dream,  I muft  not  touch  ye. 

Dent.  O you  will  make  fome  other  happy  ? 

Cel.  Never, 

Upon  this  hand  I’le  feal  that  faith. 

Dent.  We  may  ki(3, 

Put  not  thofe  out  o’th’  peace  too. 

Ql.  Thofe  I’le  give  ye, 

So  there  you  will  be  pleas’d  to  pitch  your  ne  nltra^ 

I will  be  merry  with  ye  ^ fing,  difcourfe  with  ye. 

Be  your  poor  Miftris  ftill : in  truth  I love  ye. 

fartr  Leontius,  Antigonus,  Seleucus,  Lyfimachus, 
Ptolomie,  Lieutenant,  Gentleman. 

Dent.  Stay,  who  are  thefe  ? 

Lyf.  A very  handfom  Lady. 

Leo.  As  e’re  you  faw. 

Sel.  Pity  her  heart’s  fo  cruel. 

Lyf.  How  does  your  Grace  ? he  ftands  ftill,vvill  not  hear  us. 
Ttol.  We  come  to  ferve  ye.  Sir,  in  all  our  fortunes. 

Lyf  He  bows  a little  now  ^ he’s  ftrangely  alter’d. 

Sel.  Ha  ? pray  ye  a word  Leontius.,  pray  ye  a word  with  ye, 
Lyfimachus  ? you  both  knew  mine  Snanthe, 

I loft  in  Antioch,  when  the  Town  was  taken. 

Mine  Uncle  flain,  Antigonus  had  the  fack  onft  ? 

Lyf  Yes,  I remember  well  the  Girl. 

Sel.  Methinksnow 

That  face  is  wondrous  like  her:  I haveher  pidure. 

The  fame,  but  more  years  on  her ; the  very  fame. 


Lyf.  ACherry  toaCheryisnotliker. 

Sel.  Look  on  her  eyes. 

Leo.  f^loft  certain  /lie  is  like  her : 

Many  a time  have  I dandled  her  in  thefe  arms.  Sir, 

And  I hope  who  will  more. 

Ant.  What’s  that  ye  look  at,  Prnices  ? 

Sel.  ThisPidurc,  and  that  Lady,  Sir. 

Ant.  Ha ! they  are  near : 

They  only  err  in  time. 

Lyf  Did  you  mark  that  blufti  there  ? 

That  came  the  neareft. 

Sel.  I muft  (peak  to  her. 

Leo.  You’ll  quickly  be  relblved. 

Sel.  Your  name  fweet  Lady  ? 

fel.  fnanthe.  Sir:  and  this  to  beg  your  blelTing. 

Sel.  Do  you  know  me  ? 

Cel.  If  you  be  the  King  Seleucus, 

I know  you  are  my  Father. 

Sel.  Peace  a little, 

Where  did  I lofe  ye  ? 

Cel.  At  the  Sack  of  Antioch, 

Where  my  good  Unckledi’d,  and  I was  taken,  . 

By  a mean  Souldier  taken : by  this  Prince, 

This  noble  Prince,  redeem’d  from  him  again, 

Where  ever  fince  I have  remain’d  his  Servant. 

Sel.  Myjoys  are  now  too  full:  welcome  Enanthe, 

Mine  own,  my  deareft,  and  my  belt  En'anthe. 

Dem.  And  mine  too  delperatc. 

Sel.  You  lhall  not  think  fo. 

This  is  a peace  indeed.  ^ . ' • » . 

Ant.  1 hopeitftiall  be,  ♦ , 

And  ask  it  firft.  _ 

Cel.  Moft  Royal  Sir,  ye  have  it.'.  ‘ ' 

Dem.  I once  more  beg  it  thus.  ^ - 

Sel.  You  muft  not  be  deny’d.  Sir. 

Cel.  By  me,  I am  fure  he  muft  not : fure  he  ftiaJl  not  5 
kneeling  I give  it  too  •,  kneeling  I take  it 
\nd  from  this  hour,  no  envious  fpight  e’re  part  us. 

All.  The  gods  give  happy  joyes  all  comforts  to  ye. 

Dem,  My  new  Enanthe. 

Ant.  Come,  beat  all  the  Drums  up, 

Aid  all  the  noble  inftruments  of  War : 

L\  ’em  fill  all  the  Kingdom  with  their  founds  j 
Anl  thofe  the  brazen  Arch  of  Heaven  break  through, 

Wile  to  the  Temple  we  conduct  thefe  two. 

Leo.  May  they  be  ever  loving,  ever  young. 

Ad  ever  worthy  of  thole  lines  they  Iprung  j 
My  their  fair  ilTues  walk  with  time  along. 

Aeu.  And  hang  a Coward  now  *,  and  there’s  my  fong. 

fExeunt, 


E e : 


Prologue. 


j —JL 


Prologue. 

Would  fame  man  would  inftru&  nit  what  to  fay: 

For  this  fame  Prologue,  ufual  to  a Play, 

Is  tiedtofuch  an  old  form  of  Pet  it  ion 
Men  muft  fay  nothing  now  beyond  commijjion  : 
The  Cloaks  we  wear,  the  Leggs  we  make,  the  pace 
IVe  Jiand  in,  muji  be  one  5 and  one  the  face. 

Nor  alter  d nor  exceeded  j if  it  be, 

A general  hijfe  hangt  on  our  levitie  . 
tVe  have  a Play,  a new  Play  to  play  now. 

And  thus  low  in  our  Playes  behalf  we  bow'^ 

IVe  bow  to  beg  your  fufrage,  and  kind  ear  j 
If  it  were  naught,  or  that  it  might  appear, 

A thing  buoyd  up  by  prayer.  Gentlemen-, 

Believe  my  faith,  you  fsould  not  fee  me  then. 

Let  them  fpeak.  then  have  power  to  flop  a form  ( 

I never  lov'd  to  feel  a Houfe  fo  warm  : 

But  for  the  Play  if  you  dare  credit  me, 

I think  it  well:  All  new  things  youfliallfee^ 

And  thefe  difpos'd  to  aU  the  mirth  that  may-, 

And  fjort  enough  we  hope  : andfuch  a 

Ton  were  wont  to  like  : ft  nobly  then,  and  fee . 
If  it  mifcarry,  pray  loo\f^ot  for  me. 


Epilogue, 

Spoke  by  the  Lieutenant. 

T Am  not  curd  yet  throughly  5 for  believe 
j I feel  another  pajfion  that  may  grieve, 

AU  over  me  I feel  it  too:  and  now 
It  takes  me  cold,  cold,  cold,  I not  how  : 
As  you  are  good  men  help  me,  a Carowfe 
May  make  me  love  you  all,  all  here  i'th'  houfe. 
And  all  that  come  to  fee  me  doatingly  : 

Now  lend  your  hands'-,  and  for  your  court  efie. 
The  next  imployment  I am  fent  upon,  ^ 
tie  /wear  you  are  Phyfcians,  the  Wars  none. 
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THE 


Faithful  Shepherdefs. 


ABhs  primt^.  Scenaprima, 


Enter  Gorin  a shepherdefs^  having  buried  her 
Love  in  an  Arbour. 

Ail,  holy  Earth,  whofe  cold  Arms  do  imbrace 
The  truefl;  man  that  ever  fed  his  flocks 
By  the  fat  plains  of  fruitful  Thejfaly^ 

Thus  I falute  thy  Grave,  thus  do  1 pay 
My  early  vows,  and  tribute  of  mine  eyes 
To  thy  ftill  loved,  aflies ; thus  I free 
My  felf  from  all  infuing  heats  and  fires 
Of  love;  allfports,  delights  and  jolly  games 
That  Shepherds  hold  full  dear,  thus  put  1 off. 

Now  no  more  fhall  thefe  fmooth  brows  be  begirt 
With  youthful  Coronals,  and  lead  the  Dance  •, 

No  more  the  company  of  frelh  fair  Maids 
And  wanton  Shepherds  be  to  me  delightful. 

Nor  the  fhrill  pleafing  found  of  merry  pipes 
Under  Ibme  lhady  dell,  when  the  cool  wind 
Plays  on  the  leaves : all  be  far  away. 

Since  thoU  art  far  away  *,  by  whofe  dear  fide- 
How  often  have  I fat  Crown’d  with  frefh  flowers 
For  fummers  Queen,  whil’ft  every  Shepherds  Boy 
Puts  on  his  lufty  green,  with  gaudy  hook. 

And  hanging  ferip  of  fineftCordevan.  • 

But  thou  art  gone,  and  thefe  are  gone  with  thee. 

And  all  are  dead  but  thy  dear  memorie  ^ 

That  (hall  out-live  thee,  and  (hall  ever  fpring 
Whileft  there  are  pipes,  or  jolly  Shepherds  ling. 

And  here  will  I in  honour  of  thy  love. 

Dwell  by  thy  Grave,  forgeting  all  thofe  joys, 

That  former  times  made  precious  to  mine  eyes. 

Only  remembring  what  my  youth  did  gain 
In  the  dark,  hidden  vertuousufe  of  Herbs : 

That  will  1 pradife,  and  as  freely  give 
All  my  endeavours,  as  I gain’d  them  free. 

Of  all  green  wounds  I know,  the  remedies 
In  Men  or  Cartel,  be  they  ftung  with  Snakes, 

Or  charm’d  with  powerful  words  of  wicked  Artj 
Or  be  they  Love-fick,  or  through  too  much  heat 
Grown  wild  or  Lunatick,  their  eyes  or  ears 
Thickned  with  mifty  filmeof  dulling  Rheum, 

Thefe  1 can  Cure,  fuch  fecret  vertue  lies 
In  Herbs  applyed  by  a Virgins  hand : 

My  meat  (hall  be  what  thele  wild  woods  aiford. 

Berries,  and  Chefnuts,  Plantanes,  on  whofe  Cheeks, 

The  Sun  (its  fmiling,  and  the  lofty  fruit 

Pull’d  from  the  fair  head  of  the  ftraight  grown  Pine  5 

On  thefe  I’le  feed  with  free  content  and  reft. 

When  night  (hall  blind  the  world,  by  thy  fide  bleft. 

Enter  a Satyr. 

Satyr.  Through  yon  fame  bending  plain 
That  flings  his  arms  down  to  the  main. 

And  through  thefe  thick  woods  have  I run, 

Whofe  bottom  never  kift  the  Sun 
Since  the  lulty  Spring  began. 

All  to  pleafe  my  mafter  Party 
Have  I trotted  without  reft 
To  gethimFruitj  forataFeaft 


l^He  flands  amazjsd. 


He  entertains  this  coming  night 
His  Paramour,  the  Syrinx  bright : 

But  behold  a fairer  fight ! 

By  that  Heavenly  form  of  thine, 

Brighteft  fair  thou  art  divine. 

Sprung  fronl  great  immortal  race 
Of  the  gods,  for  in  thy  face  ^ 

Shines  more  awful  Majefty, 

Than  dull  weak  mortalitie 
Dare  with  mifty  eyes  behold. 

And  live : therefore  on  this  mold 
Lowly  do  I bend  my  knee. 

In  worlhip  of  thy  Deitie-, 

Deign  it  Goddefs  from  my  hand. 

To  receive  what  e’re  this  land 
From  her  fertil  Womb  doth  fend 
Of  her  choice  Fruits ; and  but  lend 
Belief  to  that  the  Satyre  tells. 

Fairer  by  the  famous  wells. 

To  this  prefent  day  ne’re  grew. 

Never  better  nor  more  true. 

Here  be  Grapes  whofe  lufty  bloud 
Is  the  learned  Poets  good. 

Sweeter  yet  did  never  crown 
The  head  of  'Bacchusy  Nuts  hiore  brown 
Than  the  Squirrels  Teeth  that  g:ack  them  *, 

Deign  O faireft  fair  to  take  them. 

For  thefe  black  ey’d  Driope 
Hath  oftentimes  commanded  me^ 

With  my  clalped  knee  to  clime  •, 

See  how  well  the  lufty  time 
Hath  deckt  their  riling  checks  in  red. 

Such  as  on  your  lips  is  fpred. 

Here  be  Berries  for  a Queen, 

Some  be  red,  fome  be  green,  » 

Thefe  are  of  that  lufcious  meat. 

The  great  God  Pan  himfelf  doth  eat : 

All  thefe,  and  what  the  woods  can  yield, 

The  hanging  mountain  or  the  field, 

I freely  offer,  and  ere  long 
Will  bring  you  more,  more  fweet  and  ftrong. 

Till  when  humbly  leave  I take. 

Left  the  great  Tan  do  awake. 

That  deeping  lies  in  a deep  glade. 

Under  a broad  Beeches  (hade, 

I muft  go,  1 muft  run 
Swifter  than  the  fiery  Sun. 

do.  And  all  my  fears  go  with  thee. 

What  greatnefs  or  what  private  hidden  povver. 

Is  there  in  me  to  draw  fubmilTion 

From  this  rude  man,  and  bead  ? lure  I am  mortal : 

The  Daughter  of  a Shepherd,  he  was  mortal ; 

And  (he  that  bore  me  mortal : prick  my  hand 
And  it  will  bleed;  a Feaver  (hakes  me,  _ 

And  the  felf  fame  wind  that  makes  the  young  Lambs  ftirink. 
Makes  me  a cold : my  fear  fays  1 arn  mortal ; 

Yet  I have  heard  (my  Mother  told  it  me) 

And  now  I do  believe  it,  if  I keep  ^ 

My  Virgin  Flower  uncropt,  pure,  chafte,  and  fair, 

, No  Goblin,  Wob’d-god,  Fairy,' Elfe,  or  Fiend, 

• **  tyr  ^ ^ 
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Satyr  or  other  power  that  haunts  the  Groves, 

Shall  hurt  my  body,  or  by  vain  illuflon 
Draw  me  to  wander  after  idle  fires  ^ 

Orvoyces  calling  me  in  dead  of  night. 

To  make  me  follow,  and  fo  tole  me  on 
; Through  mire  and  ftanding  pools,  to  find  my  mine: 

^ Elfe  why  fhould  this  rough  thing,  who  never  knew 
Manners,  nor  fmooth  humanity,  whofe  heats 
: Are  rougher  than  him felf,  and  more  milhapen. 

Thus  mildly  kneel  to  me  ? fure  there  is  a power 
In  that  great  name  of  Virgin,  that  binds  fall 
. All  rude  Uncivil  bloods,  all  appetites 
That  break  their  confines : then  flrong  Chafcity, 

Be  thou  my  flrongeft  guard,  for  here  Tie  dwell 
In  oppofition  againft  Fate  and  Hell. 

Enter  m old  Shepherd,  with  him  four  couple  of  Shepherds 
' and  ShepherdelTes. 

Old  Shep.  Now  we  have  done  this  holy  Fellival 
In  honour  of  our  great  God,  and  his  rites 
Perform’d,  prepare  your  felves  for  chafle 
And  uncorrupted  fires : that  as  the  Prieft, 

With  powerful  hand  fhall  fprinkle  on  yours  Brows 

His  pure  and  holy  water,  ye  may  be 

Fiom  all  hot  flames  of  lull,  and  loofe  thoughts  free. 

Kneel  Shepherds,  kneel,  here  comes  the  Prieft  of  Pan. 

Enter  Prieft. 

Priefl.  Shepherds,  thus  I purge  away, 

VVhatfocver  this  great  day, 

Or  the  paft  hours  gave  not  good. 

To  corrupt  your  Maiden  blood ; 

From  the  high  rebellious  heat 
Ofthe  Grapes,  and  ftrength  ofmeat; 

From  the  wanton  quick  defircs, 

They  do  kindle  by  their  fires, 

I do  walh  you  with  this  w'ater, 

Be  you  pure  and  fair  hereafter. 

From  your  Liver  and  your  Veins, 

Thus  1 takeaway  the  ftains. 

All  your  thoughts  be  fmooth  and  fair, 

, Be  ye  frefh  and  free  as  Air. 

Never  more  let  luftful  heat 
Through  your  purged  conduits  beat. 

Or  a plighted  troth  be  broken. 

Or  a wanton  verfe  be  fpoken 
In  a Shepherdeftes  ear  \ 

Goyourwayes,  ye  are  all  clear. 

[They  rife  and fing  in  praife  of  Pan 

The  SONG. 

Sin^  hi6  praifes  that  doth  keep 
0;ir  blocks  from  harm, 

Pan  the  Father  of  our  Sheep j 
j4nd  arm  in  arm 
Tread  xve  foftly  in  a round, 

IVhtleft  the  hollow  neighbouring  ground 
Fills  the  Afiijick^  with  her  foutid. 

Pan,  O great  God  Pan,  to  thee 
Thus  do  we  fing: 

Thou  that  keep']}  us  chafe  and  free 
As  the  young  fpring, 

Evef  be  thy  honour  fpoke, 

From  that  place  the  morn  is  broke. 

To  that  place  Day  doth  unyoke. 

{^Exeunt  omnes  but  Perigot  and  Amoret. 
P eri.  Stay  gentle  r^moret,  thou  fair  brow’d  Maid, 

Thy  Shepherd  prays  thee  ftay,  that  holds  thee  dear, 

Equal  with  his  fouls  good, 

Amo.  Speaks  Igive 

Thee  freedom  Shepherd,  and  thy  tongue  be  ftill 
The  fame  it  ever  wasj  as  free  from  ill. 


As  he  whofe  converfation  never  knew 
The  Court  or  City  be  thou  ever  true. 

Teri.  When  I fall  ofTfrom  my  afieftion, 

Or  mingle  my  clean  thoughts  with  foul  dellres, 

Firft  let  our  great  God  ceafe  to  keep  my  flocks, 

That  being  left  alone  without  a guard. 

The  Wolf,  or  Winters  rage.  Summers  great  heat. 

And  want  of  W’ater,  Rots^  or  what  to  us 
Of  ill  is  yet  unknown,  full  Ipeedily, 

And  in  their  general  mine  let  me  feel.  ' • — 

Amo.  I pray  thee  gentle  Shepherd  wifli  not  fo, 

I do  believe  thee : ’tis  as  hard  for  me 
To  think  thee  falfe,  and  harder  than  for  thee 
To  hold  me  foul.  Peri.  O you  are  fairer  far 
Than  thechalle  blufhing  morn,  or  that  fair  ftar 
ThatguidcsthewandringSea  men  through  the  deep, 
Srraighter  than  IhaightellPinc  upon  the  ftcep 
Head  of  an  aged  mountain,  and  more  white 
Than  the  new  Milk  we  ftrip  before  day  light 
From  the  full  fraighted  bags  of  our  fair  flocks : 

Your  hair  more  beauteous  Uian  thofe  hanging  locks  _ 

Of  young  Apollo. 

Amo.  Shepherd  be  not  loft, 

Y’are  fail’d  too  far  already  from  the  Coa.ft 
Of  our  diftourfe. 

Per  t.  Did  you  not  tell  me  once 
I fhould  not  love  alone,  I fhould  not  lofe 
Thofe  many  paftions,  vows,  and  holy  Oaths, 

I ’ve  Pent  to  Heaven  ? did  you  not  give  your  hand. 

Even  that  fair  hand  in  hoftage  ? Do  not  then 
Give  back  again  thofe  fweers  to  other  men. 

You  your  felf  vow’d  were  mine. 

Arno.  Shepherd,  fo  far  as  Maidens  modefty 
Maygivc  alfurance,  1 am  once  more  thine, 

Once  more  1 give  my  hand  ; be  ever  free 
From  that  great  foe  to  faith,  foul  jcaloufie. 

Peri.  I take  it  as  my  beft  good,  and  defite 
For  llronger  confirmation  of  our  love, 

To  meet  this  happy  night  in  that  fair  Grove, 

Where  all  true  Shepherds  have  rewarded  been 
For  their  long  fci  vice:  fay  fweet,  fhall  it  hold? 

Amo.  Dear  friend,  you  muft  not  blame  me  if  I make 
A doubt  of  what  the  lilent  night  may  do. 

Coupled  with  this  dayes  heat  to  move  your  bloud  : 

Maids  muft  be  fearful  •,  fure  you  have  not  been 
Walh’d  white  enough  •,  for  yet  I fee  a ftain 
Stick  in  your  Liver,  go  and  purge  again. 

Peri.  O do  not  wrong  my  honell  limplc  truth. 

My  felf  and  my  afieiftious  are  as  pure 
As  thofe  chafle  flames  that  burn  before  the  ftirinc 
Ofthe  great  Di.tn\  only  my  intent 
1 0 draw  you  thither,  was  to  plight  our  troths. 

With  enterchange  of  mutual  chafle  embraces. 

And  ceremonious  tying  of  our  felves : 

For  to  that  holy  wood  is  confccrate 
A vertuous  w'cll,  about  whofe  flowry  banks, 

1 he  nimble-footed  Fairies  dance  their  rounds, 

By  the  pale  moon-ftiinc,  dipping  oftentimes 
Their  ftolen  Children,  fo  to  make  them  free 
From  dying  flefh,  and  dull  mortalitie-, 

By  this  fair  Fount  hath  many  a Shepherd  fworn, 

And  given  away  his  freedom,  many  a troth 
Been  plight,  which  neither  envy,  nor  old  time 
Could  ever  break,  with  many  a chafle  kifs  given, 

In  hope  of  coming  happinefs;  by  this 

Frefh  Fountain  many  a blufhing  Maid 

Hath  crown’d  the  head  ofher  long  loved  Shepherd 

With  gaudy  flowers,  whileft  he  happy  fling 

Layes  of  his  love  and  dear  Captivities 

There  grows  all  Herbs  fit  to  cool  loofer  flames 

Our  fenfual  parts  provoke,  chiding  our  bloods. 

And  quenching  by  their  power  thofe  hidden  fparks 
That  elfe  would  break  our,  and  provoke  our  fenfe 
To  open  fires,  fo  vertuous  is  that  place: 

Then 
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Then  gentle  Shepherdefs,  believe  and  grant, 

In  troth  it  fits  not  with  that  face  to  fcant 
Your  faithful  Shepherd  of  thofe  chafle  defires 
He  ever  aim’d  at,  and 

ylmo.  Thou  haft  prevail’d,  farewel,  this  coming  night 
Shall  crown  thy  chaft  hopes  with  long  wifli’d  delight. 

Feri.  Our  great  god  Pan  reward  thee  for  that  good 
Thou  haft  given  thy  poor  Shepherd  ; fairefl  Bud 
Of  Maiden  Vertucs,  when  1 leave  to  be 
The  true  Admirer  of  thy  Challitie, 

Let  me  deferve  the  hot  polluted  Name 
Of  the  wild  Woodman,  oraffedtfomc  Dame, 

Whofe  often  Proflitution  hath  begot 
More  foul  Difeafes,  than  ever  yet  the  hot 
Sun  bred  through  his  burnings,  whilfltheDog 
Purfues  the  raging  Lion,  throwing  Fog, 

And  deadly  Vapour  from  his  angry  Breath, 

Filling  the  lower  World  with  Plague  and  Death.  {^£a*.  Am 

Enter  Amaryllis. 

Jma.  Shepherd,  may  I defirc  to  be  believ’d, 

What  I fhall  blufliing  tell  ? 

Peri.  Fair  Maid,  you  may. 

Then  foftly  thus,  I love  thee.  Peridot, 

And  would  be  gladder  to  be  lov’d  again. 

Than  the  cold  Earth  is  in  his  frozen  arms 
To  clip  the  w'anton  Spring : nay  do  not  ftart. 

Nor  wonder  that  I woo  thee,  thou  that  art 
The  prime  of  our  young  Grooms,  even  the  top 
Of  all  our  lufly  Shepherds ! what  dull  eye 
That  never  was  acquainted  with  defire, 

Hath  feen  thee  wraflle,  run,  or  call  the  Stone 
With  nimble  ftrength  and  fair  delivery. 

And  hath  not  fparkled  fire,  and  fpeedily 
Sent  fecret  heat  to  all  the  neighbouring  Veins? 

Who  ever  heard  theefing,  that  brought  again 
That  freedom  back,  was  lent  unto  thy  Voices 
Then  do  not  blame  me  (Shepherd)  if  lbs 
One  to  be  numbred  in  this  Companie, 

Since  none  that  ever  faw  thee  yet,  were  free. 

Peri.  Fair  Shepherdefs,  much  pity  I can  lend 
To  your  Complaints;  butfure  I fhall  not  love; 

All  that  is  mine,  my  felf,  and  my  beft  hopes 
Are  giv^  already  ^ do  not  love  him  then 
That  cannot  love  again  : on  other  men 
Beflow  thofe  heats  more  free,  that  may  return 
You  fire  for  fire,  and  in  one  flame  equal  burn. 

^ma.  Shall  I rewarded  be  lb  flenderly 
For  my  affedtion,  mofl  unkind  of  men ! 

If  I were  old,  or  had  agreed  with  Art 
To  give  another  Nature  to  my  Cheeks, 

Or  were  I common  Miftrefs  to  the  love 
Of  every  Swain,  or  could  I with  fuch  cafe 
Call  back  my  Love,  as  many  a Wanton  doth 
Thou  might’fl  refufe  me,  Shepherd;  but  to  thee 
I am  only  fixt  and  fet,  let  it  not  be 
A Sport,  thou  gentle  Shepherd  to  abufe 
The  love  of  Ally  Maid. 

Peri.  Fair  Soul,  ye  ufe 
Thefe  w'ords  to  little  end : for  know,  I may 
Better  call  back  that  time  was  Yefterday, 

Or  ftay  the  coming  Night,  than  bring  my  Love 
Home  to  my  felf  again,  or  recreant  prove. 

I will  no  longer  hold  you  with  delays, 

This  prefent  night  I have  appointed  been 
To  meet  that  chafte  Fair  (that  enjoys  my  Soul) 

In  yonder  Grove,  there  to  make  up  our  Loves. 

Be  not  deceiv’d  no  longer,  chufe  again, 

Thefe  neighbouring  Plains  have  many  a comely  Swain, 
Frefher,  and  freer  far  than  I c’r  was, 

Beflow  that  love  on  them,  and  let  me  pafs. 

Farewel,  be  happy  in  a better  Choice.  l_E.vit. 

Ama.  Cruel,  thou  haflftruck  me  deader  with  thy  Voice 
Than  if  the  angry  Heavens  with  their  quick  flames 
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Had  fhot  me  through : I m.ufl  not  leave  to  love,  ! 

I cannot,  no  1 mufl  enjoy  thee.  Boy,  j 

Though  thegreat  dangers  ’twixtmy  hopes  and  that  ! 

Be  infinite  ; there  is  a Shepherd  dwells  ! 

Down  by  the  Moor,  whole  life  hath  ever  fhown  1 

Morefullen  Difeontent  than  Satarns  Brow.,  ! 

When  he  fits  frowning  on  the  Births  of  Men  : ! 

One  that  doth  wear  himfelf  away  in  lonenefs ; 

And  never  joys  unlefs  it  be  in  breaking 
The  holy  plighted  troths  of  mutual  Souls: 

One  that  lulls  after  ever  feveral  Beauty, 

But  never  yet  was  known  to  love  or  like,  • 

Were  the  face  fairer,  or  more  full  of  truth,  j 

Than  Pheeh  in  her  fulnefs,  or  the  youth  | 

Of  fmooth  Lyajis-.,  whofe  nigh  flarved  flocks  i 

Are  always  fcabby,  andinfeQall  Sheep  1 

They  feed  withal  •,  Vv^hofe  Lambs  are  ever  lafl, 

And  dye  before  their  w^aining,  and  whofe  Dog 
Looks  like  hfs  Mailer,  lean,  and  full  of  feurf. 

Not  caring  for  the  Pipe  or  WhiHle ; this  man  may 
(If  he  be  well  wrought)  do  a deed  of  wonder, 

^ Forcing  me  paflage  to  my  long  defires  .- 
And  here  he  comes,  as  fitly  to  my  purpofe. 

As  my  quick  thoughts  could  wifh  for. 

Enter  Shepherd. 

Shep.  Frefli  Beauty,  let  me  not  be  thought  uncivil,  ] 
Thusto  be  Partner  of  your  lonenefs ; ’twas 
My  Love  (that  ever  w'orking  pafllon)  drew 
Me  to  this  place  to  feek  fome  remedy 
For  my  fick  Soul .-  be  not  unkind  and  fair, 

For  fuch  the  mighty  Cupid  in  hi^  doom 
Hath  fworn  to  be  aveng’d  on  . then  give  room 
To  my  confuming  Fires,  that  fo  1 may 
Enjoy  my  long  Defires,  and  fo  allay 
Thofe  flames  that  elfe  would  burn  my  life  away. 

Ama.  Shepherd,  were  I but  furc  thy  heart  were  found 
As  thy  w’ords  feem  to  be,  means  might  be  found 
To  cure  thee  of  thy  long  pains  •,  for  to  me  , 

That  heavy  youth-confumingMiferie 

The  love-fick  Soul  endures,  never  w'as  pleafing; 

I could  be  w'ell  content  with  the  quick  eafing 
Of  thee,  and  thy  hot  fires,  might  it  procure 
Thy  faith  and  farther  fcrvice  to  be  lure. 

Shep.  Name  but  that  great  work,  danger,  of  what  can 
Be  compafs’d  by  the  Wit  or  Art  of  Man, 

And  if  1 fail  in  my  performance,  may 
I nevermore  kneel  to  the  riling  Day. 

Ama.  Then  thus  I try  thee,  Shepherd, this  fame  night. 
That  now  comes  Healing  on,  a gentle  pair 
Have  promis’d  equal  Love,  and  do  appoint 
To  make  yon  Wood  the  place  where  hands  and  hearts 
j Are  to  be  ty’d  for  ever;  break  their  meeting 
And  their  Itrong  Faith,  and  I am  ever  thine. 

Shep.  Tell  me  their  Names,  and  if  1 do  not  move 
(By  my  great  power)  the  Centre  of  their  Love 
From  his  fixt  being,  let  me  never  more 
Warm  me  by  thofe  fair  Eyes  I thus  adore. 

Ama.  Come,  as  we  go,  I’ll  tell  thee  what  they  are. 
And  give  thee  fit  directions  for  thy  work.  [^Exeim. 

Enter  Cloe. 

doe.  How  have  I wrong’d  the  times,  or  men,  that  thus 
After  this  holy  Feall  I pals  unknown 
And  unfaluted  ? ’twas  not  wont  to  be 
Thus  frozen  with  the  younger  companie 
Of  jolly  Shepherds  ; ’twas  not  then  held  good, 

For  lully  Grooms  to  mix  their  quicker  blood 
With  that  dull  humour,  moHunfit  to  be 
The  friend  of  man,  cold  and  dull  Challitie. 

Sure  I am  held  not  fair,  cr  amtooold. 

Or  elfe  not  free  enough,  or  from  my  fold 
Drive  not  a flock  fulficient,  great  to  gain 
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The  greedy  eyes  df  wealth-allnring  Swain : 
Yet  if  I may  believe  what  others  fay, 

My  face  has  foil  enough  •,  ndr  can  they  lay 
Jnftly  tooftrid  a Coynefs  to  my  Charge ; 

My  Flocks  ^re  many,  and  the  Downs  as  large 
They  feed  upon ; then  let  it  ever  be 
Their  Coldnefs,  not  my  Virgin  Modeftie 
Makes  me  complain. 

Enter  Thenot. 


The.  Was  ever  Man  but  I 
Thus  truly  taken  with  uncertainty  ? 

Where  (hall  that  Man  be  found  that  loves  a mind  , 

Made  up  in  Conltancy,  and  dare  not  find 
His  Love  rewarded  ? here  let  all  men  know 
A Wretch  that  lives  to  love  his  Miftrefs  fo. 

Clo.  Shepherd,  I pray  thee  flay,  where  haft  thou  been? 
Or  whither  go’ft  thou  ? here  be  Woods  as  green 
As  any,  air  likewife  as  frefh  and  fweet, 

As  wher^  fmooth  Zephyrns  plays  on  the  fleet 
Face  of  the  curled  Screams,  with  Flowers  as  many 
As  the  young  Spring  gives,  and  as  choife  as  any:, 

Here  be  all  ne^  Delights,  cool  Streams  and  Wells, 

Arflors  o’rgrowrftvith  Woodbinds,  Caves,  and  Dclls^ 
Cfiufe  where  thou  wilt,  whilfti  fit  by,  and  fing, 

Pr  gather  Rufhes  to  make  many  a Ring 
For  thy  long  fingers  ^ tell  thee  tales  of  Love, 

How  the  pale  Pheebe  hunting  in  a Grove, 

Firft  faw  the  Boy  Sndymion^  from  whofc  Eyes 
She  took  eternal  fire  that  never  dyes  ^ 

How  file  convey’d  himfoftly  in  a deep. 

His  temples  bound  with  poppy  to  the  Itecp 
Head  of  old  Lntmus,  where  (lie  ftoops  each  night, 
Gilding  the  Mountain  with  her  Brothers  light, 

Tokifs  her  fweeteft.  The.  Far  from  me  arethele 
Hot  flaflics,  bred  from  wanton  heat  and  cafe  j 
I have  forgot  what  love  and  loving  meant : 

Rhimes,  Songs,  and  nierry  Rounds,  that  oft  are  fent 
To  the  foft  Ears  of  Maids,  are  ftrange  to  me  *, 

Only*I  live  t’  admire  a Chaftitie, 

That  neither  picafing  Age,  (mooth  tongue,  or  Gold, 
Could  ever  break  upon,  fopurea  Mold 
Is  that  her  Mind  was  call  in  ; ’tis  to  her 
1 only  am  referv’d-,  fhc  is  my  form  I ftir 
By,  breath  and  move,  ’tis  flie  and  only  (he 
Can  make  me  happy,  or  give  miferie. 

Clo.  Good  Shepherd,  may  a Stranger  crave  to  know 
To  whom  this  dear  obfervance  you  do  ow? 

The.  You  may,  and  by  her  Vertue  learn  to  fquare 
And  level  out  your  Life-,  for  to  be  fair 
And  notiling  vertuous,  only  fits  the  Eye 
Of  gaudy  Youth,  andfwelling  Vanitie. 

Then  know,  flic’scaU’dthe  Virgin  of  the  Grove, 

She  that  hath  long  fince  bury’d  her  chaftc  Love, 

And  now  lives  by  his  Grave,  for  whofe  dear  Soul 
She  hath  vow’d  her  felf  into  the  holy  Roll 
Of  ftrid  Virginity;  ’tis  her  I fo  admire. 

Not  any  loofer  Blood,  or  new  defire. 

Clo.  Farevvcl  poor  Swain,  thou  art  not  for  my  bend, 

I mull:  have  quicker  Souls,  whofe  works  may  tend 
To  fome  free  adion  : give  me  him  dare  love 
At  firft  encounter,  and  as  foon  dare  prove. 


The  SO  NO. 

Come  Shepherds,  come, 

Come  away  without  delay 
Whi  ft  the  gentle  time  do  ft  ftny. 

Green  VVoods  are  dumb, 

<LAr,d  will  never  tell  to  any 
Thofe  dear  Kiffes,  and  thofe  many 
Sweet  'Embraces  that  arc  given 
Dainty  Pleafures  that  would  even 
Raife  in  ccldeft  j4ge  a fire. 

And  give  Virgin  Blood  defire. 


Then  if  ever. 

Now  or  never. 

Come  and  have  tt, 

Thtnk^  not  /, 

Dare  deny. 

If  you  crave  it. 

Enter  Daphnis. 

Here  comes  another : better  be  my  fpeed, ' 
Thou  god  of  Blood  : but  certain,  if  I read 
Not  falfe,  this  is  that  modeft  Shepherd,  he 
That  only  dare  falute,  but  ne’r  could  be 
Brought  to  kifsany,  hold  difeourfe,  or  fing, 
Whilper,  or  boldly  ask  that  wifhed  thing 
We  all  are  born  for  *,  one  that  makes  loving  Faces, 
And  could  be  well  content  to  covet  Graces, 

Were  they  not  got  by  boldUefs  ; in  this  thing 
My  hopes  are  frozen ; and  but  Fate  doth  bring 
Him  hither,  I would  fooner  chufe 
A Man  made  out  of  Snow,  and  freer  ufe 
An  Eunuch  to  my  ends  .•  but  fince  he’s  here. 

Thus  I attempt  him.  Thou  of  men  moft  dear, 
U'elcome  to  her,  that  only  for  thy  fake. 

Hath  been  content  to  live ; here  boldly  take 
My  hand  inpledg,  this  hand,  that  never  yet 
V\’as  given  away  to  any : and  but  fit 
Down  on  this  rufliy  Bank,  whilft  I go  pull 
Fre.Ti  Bloflbms  from  the  Boughs,  or  quickly  cull 
The  choiccft  dclicates  from  yonder  Mead, 

To  make  thee  Chains,  or  Chaplets,  or  to  fpread 
Under  our  fainting  Bodies,  when  delight 
Shall  lock  up  all  our  fcnlcs.  How  the  fight 
Of  thofe  fmooth  riling  Cheeks  renew  the  ftory 
Of  young  Adonis,  when  in  Pride  and  Glory 
He  lay  infolded  ’twixt  the  beating  arms 
Of  willing  Venus:  methinks  ftionger  Charms 
Dwell  in  thofe  fpcaking  eyes,  and  on  that  brow 
More  fweetnefs  than  the  Painters  can  allow 
T 0 their  belt  pieces : not  T(arcijfits,  he 
That  wepthimfelf  away  inmemorie 
Of  his  own  Beauty,  nor  Silvanus  Boy, 

Nor  the  twice  ravifh’d  Maid,  for  whom  old  T roy 
Fell  by  the  hand  of  Pirrhus,  may  to  thee 
Be  otherwife  compar’d,  than  fome  dead  Tree 
To  a young  fruitful  Olive.  Daph.  I can  love. 

But  I am  loth  to  fay  fo,  left  1 prove 
Too  foon  unhappy. 

Clo.  Happy  thou  would’ft  fay. 

My  deareft  Daphnis,  blufli  not,  if  the  day 
To  thee  and  thy  foft  heats  be  enemic. 

Then  take  the  coming  Night,  fair  youth  ’tis  free 
To  all  the  World,  Shepherd,  I’ll  meet  thee  then 
When  darknefs  hath  (hut  up  the  eyes  of  men. 

In  yonder  Grove : fpeak,  (hall  our  Meeting  hold  ? 
Indeed  you  are  too  balhful,  be  more  bold. 

And  tell  me  I.  Daph,  I’m  content  to  fay  fo, 
And’would  be  glad  to  meet,  might  I but  pray  fo 
Much  from  your  Fairnefs,  that  you  would  be  true. 

Clo.  Shepherd,  thou  haft  thy  Wi(h. 

Daph.  Frefli  Maid,  adieu : 

Yet  one  word  more,  fince  you  have  drawn  me  on 
To  come  this  Night,  fear  not  to  meet  alone 
That  man  that  will  not  offer  to  be  ill, 

Though  your  bright  felf  would  ask  it,  for  his  fill 
Of  this  Worlds  goodnefs:  do  not  fear  him  then, 
But  keep  your ’pointed  time-,  let  other  men 
Set  up  their  Bloods  to  fale,  mine  fiiall  be  ever 
Fair  as  the  Soul  it  carries,  and  unchaft  never. 

Clo.  Yet  am  I poorer  than  I was  before. 

Is  it  not  ftrange,  among  fo  many  a fcore 
Of  lufty  Bloods,  I (hould  pick  out  thefe  things 
Whofe  Veins  like  a dull  River  far  from  Springs, 

Is  ftill  the  fame,  flow,  heavy,  and  unfit 
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For  llream  or  motion,  though  the  ftrong  winds  hit 
With  their  continual  power  upon  his  fides  ? 

O happy  be  your  names  that  have  been  brides, 

And  tailed  thofe  rare  fwcets  for  which  I pine : 

And  far  more  heavy  be  thy  grief  and  time, 

Thou  lazie  fwaiii,  that  maift  relieve  my  needs. 

Than  his,  upon  whofe  liver  alwayes  feeds 
A hungry  vultur. 

Enter  Alexis. 

J!e.  Can  fuch  beauty  be 
Safe  in  his  own  guard,  and  not  draw  the  eye 
Of  him  that  palTeth  on,  to  greedy  gaze, 

Or  covetous  defire,  whilft  in  a maze 
The  better  part  contemplates,  giving  rein 
And  wilhcd  freedom  to  the  labouring  vein  ? 

Faireft  and  v^^hitell , may  I crave  to  know 
The  caufe  of  your  retirement,  why  ye  gbe 
Thus  all  alone?  methinks  the  downs  are  fweeter, 

And  the  young  company  of  fwains  far  meeter. 

Than  thofe  forfaken  and  untroden  places. 

Give  not  your  felf  to  lonenefs,  and  thofe  graces 
Hid  from  the  eyes  of  men,  that  were  intended 
Toliveamongft  us  fwains. 

Coe.  Thoii  art  befriended. 

Shepherd,  in  all  my  life  I have  not  feen 
A man  in  whom  greater  contents  have  been 
Than  thou  thy  fclf  art : I could  tell  thee  more. 

Were  there  but  any  hope  left  to  rellore 
My  freedom  loft.  O lend  me  all  thy  red. 

Thou  Ihamefall  morning,  when  from  Tithonsh^^ 

Thourifeft  ever  maiden. 
ii^lex.  If  for  me. 

Thou  fweeteft  of  all  fweets,  thefe  flalhes  be. 

Speak  and  be  fatislied.  O guide  her  tongue. 

My  better  angel  •,  force  my  name  among 
Her  modeft  thoughts,  that  the  firft  word  may  be  — — 

Cloe.  Alexis.,  when  the  fun  lhall  klfs  the  Sea, 

Taking  his  reft  by  the  white  Thetis  fide, 

Meet  in  the  holy  wood,  where  Tie  abide 
Thy  coming,  Shepherd. 

(iAlex.  If  1 ftay  behind, 

An  everlafting  dulnefs,  and  the  wind. 

That  as  he  palleth  by  flints  up  the  ftream 
Of  Rhine  or  V'olga,  whilft  the  funs  hot  beam 
Beats  back  again,  feife  me,  and  let  me  turn 
T 0 coldnefs  more  than  ice : oh  how  I burn 
And  rife  in  youth  and  fire ! I dare  not  ftay. 

Cloe.  My  name  lhall  be  your  word. 

Alex.  Fly,  fly  thou  day.  X_Exit. 

Coe.  My  grief  is  great  if  both  thefe  boyes  fliould  fail : 

He  that  will  ufe  all  winds  muft  Ihift  his  fail.  C Exit. 


ASlm  Secundfis,  ScenaTrima. 

Enter  anoldSh^'^V^xA.,  with  a bell  ringing.,  and  the 
Priefi  of  Pan  following. 

Fm/.QHephcrds  all,  and  maidens  fair. 

Fold  your  flocks  up,  for  the  Air 
’Gins  to  thicken,  and  the  fun 
Already  his  great  courfe  hath  run. 

See  the  dew-drops  how  they  kifs 
Every  little  flower  that  is : 

Hanging  on  their  velvet  heads. 

Like  a rope  of  cryftal  beads. 

See  the  heavy  clouds  low  falling. 

And  bright  Hefperw  down  calling 
The  dead  night  from  under  ground, 

At  whofe  rifing  mifts  unfound. 

Damps,  and  vapours  fly  apace, 

Hovering  o’re  the  wanton  face 
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Of  theft  paftures,  where  they  come. 

Striking  dead  both  bud  and  bloom  j 
Therefore  from  fuch  danger  lock 
Every  one  his  loved  flock. 

And  let  your  Dogs  lye  loofe  without. 

Left  the  Wolf  come  as  a fcout 
From  the  mountain,  and  c’re  day 
Bear  a Lamb  or  kid  away. 

Or  the  crafty  tlieevilh  Fox, 

Break  upon  your  Ample  flocks: 

To  fecure  your  felves  from  thefe,  - ^ ' 

Be  not  too  fecure  in  eafe 
Let  one  eye  his  watches  keep, 

Whilft  the  t’other  eye  doth  deep  ^ 

So  you  lhall  good  Shepherds  prove, 

(And  for  ever  hold  the  love 
Of  our  great  god . S weeteft  flumbers 
And  foft  filence  fall  in  numbers 
On  your  eye-lids : fo  farewel. 

Thus  I end  my  evenings  knei.  []  Exeunt. 

Enter  Clorin,  the  Shepherdefs,  forting  of  herbs, 
and  telling  the  natures  of  them. 

Cor.  Now  let  me  know  what  my  beft  Art  hath  done, 
Helpt  by  the  great  power  of  the  vertuous  nioon 
In  her  full  light  •,  O you  fons  of  Earth, , 

You  only  brood,  unto  whofe  happy  birth 

Vertue  was  given,  holding  more  of  nature 

Than  man  her  firft  born  and  moft  perfeft  creaturcj 

Let  me  adore  you  ^ you  that  only  can 

Help  or  kill  nature,  drawing  out  that  fpan 

Of  life  and  breath  even  to  the  end  of  time 

You  that  thefe  hands  did  crop,  long  before  prime 

Of  day give  me  your  names,  and  next  your  hidden  power. 

This  is  the  Cote  bearing  a yellow  flower. 

And  this  black  Horehound,  both  are  very  good 
For  fheep  or  Shepherd,  bitten  by  a wood- 
Dogs  venom’d  tooth  •,  thefe  Ramuns  branches  are. 

Which  ftuck  in  entries,  or  about  the  bar 

That  holds  the  door  faft,  kill  all  inchantments,  charfns,’ 

Were  they  Medeas  verfesthat  doe  harms 

To  men  or  cartel ; thefe  for  frenzy  be 

A fpeedy  and  a foveraign  remedie. 

The  bitter  Worniwbpd,  Sage,  and  Marigold, 

Such  fympathy  with  mans  good  they  do  hold  5 
This  Tormentil,  whofe  vertue  is  to  part 
All  deadly  killing  poyfon  from  the  hearty 
And  here  Narcijfus  toots  for  fwellings  be : 

Yellow  Lyfimacm,  to  give  fweet  reft 
To  the  faint  Shepherd,  killing  where  it  comes 
All  bufie  gnats,^and  every  fly  that  hums : 

For  leprofie.  Darnel,  and  Sellondine, 

With  Calamint,  whofe  vertues  do  refine 
The  blood  of  man,  making  it  free  and  fair 
As  the  firft  hour  it  breath’d,  or  the  beft  air. 

Here  other  two,  butyouf  rebellious  ufe 
Isnotfor  me,  whofe  good  nefs  is  abufe;  _ . 

Therefore  foul  Standergrafs,  from  me  and  mine 
1 banilh  thee,  with  luftful  Turpentine, 

You  that  intice  the  veins  and  ftir  the  heat 
To  civil  mutiny,  fcaling  the  feat 
Our  reafon  moves  in,  and  deluding  it 
With  dreams  and  wanton  fancies,  till  the  fit 
Of  burning  lull  be  quenchf,  by  appetite. 

Robbing  the  foul  of  bleflednefs  and  light : 

And  thou  light  K arvin  too,  thou  muft  go  after. 

Provoking  eafie  fouls  to  mirth  and  laughter  j 
No  more  ftiall  I dip  thee  in  water  now. 

And  fprinkle  every  poll,  and  every  bough 
With  thy  well  pleafing  juyee,  to  make  the  grooms 
Swell  with  high  mirth,  as  with  joy  all  the  rooms. 

Enter  Thenot. 

The.  This  is  the  Cabin  where  the  beft  of  all 

F f ..  Her 
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Her  Sex,  that  ever  breath’d,  or  ever  fhall 
Give  heat  or  happinefs  to  the  Shepherds  fide, 

Doth  only  to  her  worthy  felf  abide. 

Thou  blefled  har,  I thank  thee  for  thy  light, 

Thou  by  vvhofe  power  the  darknefsof  fad  night 
Is  baniiht  from  the  Earth,  in  whofe  dull  place 
Thy  chalter  beams  play  on  the  heavy  face 
Of  all  the  world,  making  the  blue  Sea  fmile , 

Tofee  how  cunningly  thou  doll:  beguile 
Thy  Brother  of  his  brightnefs,  giving  day 
Again  from  Chaos^  whiter  than  that  way 
That  leads  to  Joves  high  Court,  and  chafter  far 
Than  challity  it  felf,  yon  blelfed  ftar 
That  nightly  Ihines  ; Thou,  all  the  conftancie 
That  in  all  women  was,  or  e’re  lhall  be, 

From  whole  fair  eye-balls  flyes  that  holy  fire, 

That  Poets  llile  the  Mother  of  defire, 

Infufing  into  every  gentle  breft 
A foul  of  greater  price,  and  far  more  blefl: 

Than  that  quick  power,  which  gives  a difference, 

’Twixt  man  and  creatures  of  a lower  fenfe. 

dor.  Shepherd,  how  canTfl  thou  hither  to  this  place  ? 
No  way  is  troden,  all  the  verdant  grafs 
The  fpring  fliot  up,  Hands  yet  unbruifed  here 
Of  any  foot,  only  the  dapled  Deer 
Far  from  the  feared  found  of  crooked  horn 
Dwelsinthis  faftnefs.  Th.  Chafter  than  the  morn, 

1 have  not  wandred,  or  by  ftrong  illufion 
Into  this  vertuous  place  have  made  intrufion : 

But  hither  am  I come  ( believe  me  fair  ) 

Tofeekyouout,  of  whofe  great  good  the  air 
Is  full,  and  ftrongly  labours,  whilft  the  found 
Breaks  againft  Heaven,  and  drives  into  a ftound 
The  amazed  Shepherd,  that  fuch  vertue  can 
Berefidentin  lelJerthan  a man, 
dor.  If  any  art  I have,  or  hidden  skill 
May  cure  thee  of  difeafe  or  feftred  ill, 

Whofe  grief  or  greennefs  to  anotherseye 
May  feem  unpoflible  of  remedy, 

I dare  yet  undertake  it. 

The.  ’Tisno  pain 

I fuller  through  difeafe,  no  beating  vein 
Conveyes  infcCiion  dangerous  to  the  heart, 

No  part  impoftum’d  to  be  cur’d  by  Art, 

This  body  holds,  and  yet  a feller  grief 
Than  ever  skilfull  hand  did  give  relief 
D -veils  on  my  foul,  and  may  be  heal’d  by  you, 

Fair  beauteous  Virgin. 

dor.  Then  Shepherd,  let  me  fue 
To  know  thy  grief ; that  man  yet  never  knew 
Tne  way  to  health,  that  durft  not  Ihe  w his  fore. 

Then.  Then  faireft,  know,  I love  you. 
door.  Swain,  no  more. 

Thou  haft  abus’d  the  ftridnefs  of  this  place, 

And  offred  Sacrilegious  fouldifgrace 
To  the  fweet  reft  of  thefe  interred  bones. 

For  fear  of  whofe  afeending,  fly  at  once. 

Thou  and  thy  idle  paffions,  that  the  fight 
j Of  death  and  fpeedy  vengeance  may  not  fright 
Thy  very  foul  with  horror. 

Then.  Let  me  not 

(Thou  all  perfection)  merit  fuch  a blot 
I For  my  true  zealous  faith. 
dor.  Dar’ft  thou  abide 
To  fee  this  holy  Earth  at  once  divide 
And  give  her  body  up  ? for  fure  it  will. 

If  thou  purfu’ft  with  wanton  flames  to  fill 
This  hallowed  place  *,  therefore  repent  and  goe, 

Whilft  I with  praife  appeale  his  Ghoft  below, 

That  elfe  would  tell  thee  what  it  were  to  be 
A rival  in  that  vertuous  love  that  he 
Imbraces  yet. 

Then.  ’Tis  not  the  white  or  red 
Inhabits  in  your  cheek  that  thus  can  wed 


My  mind  to  adoration nor  your  eye. 

Though  it  be  full  and  fair,  your  forehead  high, 

And  fmooth  as  Pelop  flioulder ; not  the  fmile 
Lies  watching  in  thofe  dimples  to  beguile 
The  eafie  foul,  your  hands  and  fingers  long 
With  veins  inamel’d  richly,  nor  your  tongue. 

Though  it  fpoke  fweeter  than  Arions  Harp, 

Your  hair  wove  into  many  a curious  warp, 

Able  in  endlefs  errour  to  infold 
The  wandring  foul,  nor  the  true  perfeCl  mould 
Of  all  your  body,  which  as  pure  doth  fhow 
In  Maiden  whitenefs  as  the  Alplian  fnovv. 

All  thefe,  were  but  your  conftancie  away. 

Would  pleafe  me  lefs  than  a black  ftormy  day 
The  wretched  Seaman  toy  ling  through  the  deep. 

But  whilft  this  honour’d  ftriCtnels  you  dare  keep. 

Though  all  the  plagues  that  e’re  begotten  were 
In  the  great  womb  of  air,  were  fetled  here, 

In  oppofition,  I would,  like  the  tree. 

Shake  offthofe  drops  of  wcaknefs,  and  be  free 
Even  in  the  arm  of  danger. 

C'lor.  Wouldft  thou  have 
Me  raife  again  (fond  man)  from  filent  grave, 

Thofe  fparks  that  long  agoe  were  buried  here, 

With  my  dead  friends  cold  afhes  ? 

Then.  Dearcft  dear, 

I dare  not  ask  it,  nor  you  muft  not  grant ; 

Stand  ftrongly  to  your  vow,  and  do  not  faint; 

Remember  how  he  lov’d  ye,  and  be  ft  ill 
The  fame  Opinion  fpeaks  ye*,  let  not  will. 

And  that  great  god  of  women,  appetite. 

Set  up  your  blood  again ; do  not  invite 
Defire  and  fanciefrom  their  long  exile, 

Tofet  them  once  more  in  a pleafing  fmile : 

Belike  a rock  made  firmly  up ’gainft  all 

The  power  of  angry  Heaven,  or  the  ftrong  fall 

Of  Neptunes  battery  ^ if  ye  yield,  I die 

To  all  affedion ; ’lis  that  loyaltic 

Ye  tie  unto  this  grave  1 fo  admire 

And  yet  there’s  fomething  elfe  Iwoulddefirc, 

If  you  would  hear  me,  but  withall  deny. 

O Pan.f  what  an  uncertain  deftiny 
Hangs  over  all  my  hopes ! I will  retire, 

For  if  I longer  ftay,  this  double  fire 
Will  lick  my  life  up. 

dor.  Doe,  let  time  wear  out 
What  Art  and  Nature  cannot  bring  about. 

Then.  Farewel  thou  foul  of  vertue,  and  be  bleft 
For  ever,  whilft  that  here  I wretched  reft 
Thus  to  my  felf’,  yet  grant  me  leave  to  dwell 
In  kenning  ofthis  Arbor;  yon  fame  dell 
O’retopt  with  morning  Cyprefs  and  fad  Yew 
Shall  be  my  Cabin,  where  I’le  early  rew, 

Before  the  Sun  hath  kift  this  dew  away, 

The  hard  uncertain  chance  which  Fate  doth  lay 
Upon  this  head. 

^'/or.  The  gods  give  quick  releafe 
And  happy  cure  unto  thy  hard  difeafe.  C extant. 

Enter  Sullen  Shepherd. 

Sullen.  I do  not  love  this  wench  that  I fhould  meet. 

For  ne’rdid  myunconftanteye  yet  greet 
That  beauty,  were  it  fweeter  or  more  fair. 

Than  the  new  bloflbms,  when  the  morning  air 
Blows  gently  on  then,  or  the  breaking  light. 

When  many  maiden  blufhes  to  our  fight 
Shoot  from  his  early  face : • were  all  thefe  fet 
Infomeneat  form  before  me,  ’twould  not  get 
The  leaft  love  from  me  -,  fome  defire  it  might. 

Or  prefent  burning  : all  to  me  in  fight 
Are  equal,  be  they  fair,  or  black,  or  brown, 

Virgin,  or  carelefs  wanton,  I can  crown 
Myappetite  with  any,  fwear  as  oft 
And  weep,  as  any,  melt  my  words  as  fofc 
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Into  a maiden  ears,  and  tell  how  Jong 

My  heart  has  been  her  fervant,  and  how  Ilrong 

My  palTiotis  are  : call  her  unkind  and  cruel, 

Offer  her  all  1 have  to  gain  the  Jewel 

Maidens  fo  highly  prize : then  loath,  and  fly : 

This  do  I hold  a biclled  deftiny. 

Enter  Amaryllis. 

Amar.  Hail  Shepherd,  Pan  blefs  both  thy  flock  and  thee, 
For  being  mindful  of  thy  word  to  me. 

Sul.  Weicom  fair  Shepherdefs,  thy  loving  fwain 

Gives  thee  the  felf  fanie  wifhcs  back  again, 

Who  till  this  prelent  hour  nc’re  knew  that  eye, 

Could  make  me  crofs  mine  arms,  or  daily  dye 

With  frefli  confumings : boldly  tell  me  then, 

How  (hall  we  part  their  faithful  loves,  and  when  ? 

Shall  1 bely  him  to  her,  lhall  1 fwcar 

His  faith  is  falfe,  and  he  loves  every  where  ? 
rie  fay  he  mockt  her  th’  other  day  to  you. 

Which  will  by  your  confirming  Ihew  as  true, 

For  he  is  of  fo  pure  an  honefty, 

To  think  (becaufe  he  will  not)  none  will  lye ; 

Orelfe  to  him  rie  Hander  ^moret., 

And  fay,  Ihe  but  feems  chafle  ^ Tie  fwear  fhe  met 

Me’mongfl:  the  fliady  Sycamores  lafl:  night 

And  loofely  offred  up  her  flame  and  fpright 

Into  my  bofom,  made  a wanton  bed 

Of  leaves  and  many  flowers,  where  fhe  Ipread 

Her  willing  body  to  be  prcft  by  me  ^ 

There  have  I carv’d  her  name  on  many  a tree. 

Together  with  mine  own  \ to  make  this  fliow  • 

More  full  of  Teeming,  Hobinall  you  know. 

Son  to  the  aged  Shepherd  of  the  glen. 

Him  I have  forted  out  of  many  men,  ^ > , 

To  fay  he  found  us  at  our  private  fport. 

And  rouz’d  us  Tore  our  time  by  his  refort : 

This  to  confirm,  I haveproniis’dto  theboy  • 

Many  a pretty  knack,  and  many  a toy. 

As  gins  to  catch  him  birds,  wfith  bow  and  bolt, 

To  Ihoot  at  nimble  Squirrels  in  the  holt  j 

A pair  of  painted  Buskins,  and  a Lamb, 

Soft  as  his  own  locks,  or  the  down  offwan  ; 

This  I have  done  to  win  ye,  which  doth  give 

Me  double  pleafure.  Difcord  makes  me  live. 

Amar.  Lov’d  fwain, I thank  ye,  thefe  tricks  might  prevail 
With  other  ruftick  Shepherds,  but  will  fail 

Even  once  to  ftir,  much  more  to  overthrow 

His  fixed  love  from  judgement,  who  doth  know 

Your  nature,  my  end,  and  his  chofens  merit ; 

Therefore  fome  ftranger  way  mult  force  his  fpirit, 

Which  I have  found  : give  fecond,  and  my  love  ^ 

Is  everlafting  thine.  ' ■ 

Sul.  Try  me  and  prove.  • 

Amar.  Thefe  happy  pair  of  lovers  meet  flraightwayj 

Soon  as  they  fold  their  flocks  up  with  the  day. 

In  the  thick  grove  bordering  upon  yon  Hill, 

In  whofe  hard  fide  Nature  hath  carv’d  a well, 

And  but  that  matchlcls  fpring  which  Poets  know, 

Was  ne’re  the  like  to  this  : by  it  doth  grow 

About  the  fides,  all  herbs'  which  Witches  ufe, 

All  fimples  good  for  Medicine  or  abufe, 

All  fweetsthat  crown  the  happy  Nuptial  day, 

With  all  their  colours,  there  the  month  of  May 

Is  ever  dwelling,  all  is  young  and  green. 

There’s  not  agrafs  on  which  was  ever  feen 

The  falling  Autumn.,  or  cold  Winters  hand. 

So  full  of  heat  and  vertue  is  the  land. 

About  this  fountain,  which  doth  flowly  break 

Below  yon  Mountains  foot,  into  a Creek 

That  waters  all  the  vally,  giving  Filh 

Of  many  forts,  to  fill  the  Shepherds  difb. 

This  holy  well,  my  grandam  that  is  dead. 

Right  wife  in  charms,  hath  often  to  me  faid. 

Hath  power  to  change  the  form  of  any  creature. 

Being  thrice  dipt  o’re  the  head,  into  what  feature. 

Or  fliape  twould  pleale  the  letter  down  to  crave. 

Who  mult  pronounce  this  charm  too,  which  flie  gave 

Me  on  her  death-bed  ^ told  me  what,  and  how,  ! 

1 fhould  apply  unto  the  Patients  brow,  j 

That  would  be  chang’d,  calling  them  thrice  afleep,  ! 

Before  I trufted  them  into  this  deep.  } 

All  this  Ihe  Ihew’d  me,  and  did  charge  me  prove 

This  fecret  of  her  Art,  if  crofl;  in  love. 

I’Je  this  attempt ; now  Shepherd,  I have  here 

All  her  preferiptions,  and  1 will  not  fear 

To  be  my  felf  dipt;  come,  my  temples  bind 

With  thefe  fad  herbs,  and  when  I fleep  you  find. 

As  you  do  fpeak  your  charm,  thrice  down  me  let, 

And  bid  the  water  rai  fe  me  ^Amoret ; 

Which  being  done,  leave  me  to  my  affair. 

And  e’re  the  day  (hall  quite  it  felf  out- wear, 

I will  return  unto  my  Shepherds  arm. 

Dip  me  again,  and  then  repeat  this  chairm, 

And  pluck  me  up  my  felf,  whom  freely  take, 

And  the  hotllfire  of  thine  affedion  flake. 

Sul.  And  ifl  fit  thee  not,  then  fit  not  me : 

I long  the  truth  of  this  wells  power  to  fee.  [^Exeunt- 

Enter  Daphr.is. 

Dafh.  Here  will  I flay, for  this  the  covert  is 

Where  I appointed  Cloc  *,  do  not  mifs. 

Thou  bnght-ey’d  virgin,  come,  O come  my  fair, 

Be  not  abus’d  with  fear,  nor  let  cold  care 

Of  honour  flay  thee  from  the  Shepherds  arm, 

Who  would  as  hard  be  won  to  offer  harni 

To  thy  chaff:  thoughts,  as  whitenefs  from  the  day, 

Or  yon  great  round  to  move  another  way. 

My  language  fliall  be  honefl,  full  of  truth. 

My  flames  as  fmooth  and  fpotlefs  as  my  youth : 

I will  not  entertain  that  wandring  thought, 

Whofe  eafie  current  may  at  length  be  brought 

To  a loofe  vaflnefs.  Alexis  Min.  Cloe ! 

Dafh.  ’Tis  her  voyce. 

And  I raufl  anfwer,  Cloe ! Oh  the  choice 

Of  dear  embraces,  chaff:  and  holy  fltains 

Our  hands  fliall  give ! I charge  you  all  rny  veins 

Through  which  the  blood  and  fpirit  take  their  way^’ 

Lock  up  your  difobedient  heats,  and  flay 

Thofe  mutinous  defires  that  elfe  would  grow 

To  flrong  rebellion : do  not  wilder  Ihow 

Than  blufliing  modefly  may  entertain, 

Alexis  within.  Cloe  ! 

‘Daph.  There  Iburids  that  blefleds  name  again, 

Enter  Alexis. 

And  I will  meet  it : let  me  not  miflake. 

This  is  fome  Shepherd ! fure  I am  awake  j 

What  may  this  riddle  mean  ? I will  retire. 

To  give  my  felf  more  knowledg. 

Alex.  Oh  my  fire. 

How  thou  confum’ft  me C/^e,  anfwer  me,- 
Alexis,  flrong  Alexis,  high  and  free. 

Calls  upon  Cloe.  See  mine  arms  are  full 

Of  entertainment,  ready  for  to  pull 

That  golden  fruit  which  too  too  long  hath  hung 

Tempting  the  greedy  eye : thou  flayeft  too  long, 

I am  impatient  of  thefe  mad  delayes  *, 

1 muff  not  leave  unfought  thefe  many  ways 

That  lead  into  this  center,  till  I find 

Quench  for  my  burning  luft.  I come,  unkind. 

{^Exit  Alexis. 

Daph.  Can  my  imagination  work  me  fo  much  ill, 

That  1 may  credit  this  for  truth,  and  flill 

Believe  mine  eyes  ? or  fhall  I firmly  hold 

Her  yet  untainted,  and  thefe  fights  but  bold 

Illufion  Sure  fuch  fancies  oft  have  been 

Sent  to  abufe  true  love,  and  yet  are  feen, 
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Ddnng  to  blind  the  vercuous  thought  with  errour. 

But  be  they  far  from  me  with  their  fond  terrour ; 

[ am  relblv’d  niy  Cloe  yet  is  true.  l^Cloe  within. 

Cloe^  hark,  C/oe.-  Sure  this  voyce  is  new, 

Whofe  Ihriinefs  like  the  founding  of  a Bell, 

Tells  me  it  isa  Woman:  Cloe^  tell 
Thy  blelfed  name  again.  Cloe. 

Oh  what  a grief  is  this  to  be  fo  near, 

And  not  incounter  ? 


Errter  Cioe, 

Clo.  Shepherd,  w'earemet, 

Draw  clofe  into  the  covert,  left  the  wet 

Which  falls  like  lazy  mills  upon  the  ground 

Soke  through  your  Startups.  Dafh.  Faireft  are  you  found  ? 

How  have  w'e  wandred,  that  the  befer  part 

Of  this  good  night  is  perilht  ? Oh  my  heart ! 

How  have  I long’d  to  meet  ye,  how  to  kifs 
Thofe  lilly  hands,  how  to  receive  the  blifs 
That  charming  tongue  gives  to  the  happy  ear 
Of  him  that  drinks  yonr  language ! but  I fear 
1 am  too  much  unmanner’d,  far  too  rude, 

And  alnloll  grown  lafcivious  to  intrude 
Thefe  hot  behaviours  ^ where  regard  of  fame, 

Honour,  and  modefty,  a vertuous  name, 

And  fuch  difeourfe  as  one  fair  Sifter  may 
Without  ofience  unto  the  Brother  fay, 

Should  rather  have  been  tendred ; but  believe, 

Here  dwells  a better  temper  •,  do  not  grieve 
Then,  ever  kindtft,  that  my  firft  falute 
Seafons  fo  much  of  fancy,  I am  mute 
Henceforth  to  all  difeourfes,  but  lhall  be 
Suiting  to  your  fweet  thoughts  and  modeftie. 

Indeed  I w-ill  not  ask  a kifs  of  you, 

No  not  to  wring  your  fingers,  nor  to  fue 
To  thofe  blcft  pair  of  fi.ved  ftars  for  Imiles, 

All  a young  lovers  cunning,  all  his  wiles. 

And  pretty  wanton  dyings,  fliall  to  me 
Be  ftrangers  •,  only  to  your  chaftitie 
I am  devoted  ever.  Clo.  Honeft  Swain, 

Firlt  let  me  thank  you,  then  return  again 
As  much  of  my  love:  no  thou  art  too  cold, 

.Unhappy  Boy,  not  tempred  to  my  mold, 

Thy  blood  falls  heavy  dowmward,  ’tis  not  fear 
To  offend  in  boldnefs  wins,  they  never  wear 
Defei  ved  favours  that  deny  to  take 
When  they  are  offered  freely : Do  I wake 
To  fee  a man  of  his  youth,  years  and  feature, 

And  fuch  a one  as  we  call  goodly  creature, 

Thus  backward  ? What  a world  of  precious  Art 
U’ere  meerly  loft,  to  make  him  do  his  part  ? 

But  1 will  fhake  him  off,  that  dares  not  hold, 

Let  men  that  hope  to  be  belov’d  be  bold. 

D.3phf}is,  I do  delire,  fince  weare  met 
So  happily,  our  lives  and  fortunes  fet 
Upon  one  ftake,  to  give  affurance  now, 

By  interchange  of  hands  and  holy  vow. 

Never  to  break  again : walk  you  that  way 
Whileft  I in  zealous  meditation  ftray 
A little  this  way : when  we  both  have  ended 
TTiefe  rites  and  duties,  by  the  woods  befriended. 

And  fecrelie  of  night,  retire  and  find 
An  aged  Oak,  whofe  hollownefs  may  bind 
Us  both  within  his  body,  thither  go. 

It  Hands  within  yon  bottom.  Daph.  Be  it  fo.  [_Ex.  Daph. 

Clo.  And  1 will  meet  there  never  more  with  thee, 

Thou  idle  lhamefaftnefs.  yilex.  [ypithifi^Cloe ! C/o. ’Tishe 
That  dare  1 hope  be  bolder.  Akx.  Cloe!  Clo.  Now 
Great  Van  for  Syrinx  fake  bid  fpeed  our  Plow.  C£.vt>  Cloe. 


TertiHS.  ScenaTrima. 

Enter  Sullen  Shepherd  rvlth  Amaryllis  in  a jleep. 


5/<//.l^Rom  thy  forehead  thus  I take 

Jr  Thefe  herbs,  and  charge  thee  not  awake 
Till  in  yonder  holy  Well, 

Thrice  with  powerful  Magick  fpell, 

Fill’d  with  many  a baleful  word. 

Thou  haft  been  dipt ; thus  with  my  cord 
Of  blafted  Hemp,  by  Moon-light  twin’d, 

I do  thy  fleepy  body  bind  •, 

I turn  thy  head  into  the  Eaft, 

And  thy  feet  into  the  Weft, 

Thy  left  arm  to  the  South  put  forth. 

And  thy  right  unto  the  North : 

I take  thy  body  from  the  ground. 

In  this  deep  and  deadly  fwound. 

And  into  this  holy  fpring 
1 let  thee  Aide  down  by  my  ftring. 

Take  this  Maid  thou  holy  pit. 

To  thy  bottom,  nearer  yet, 

In  thy  water  pure  and  fweet, 

By  thy  leave  1 dip  her  feet  j 
Tnus  I let  her  lower  yet. 

That  her  ankles  may  be  wet  -, 

Yet  down  lower,  let  her  knee 
In  thy  waters  wafhed  be  j 
There  flop : Fly  away 
Every  thing  that  loves  the  day. 

Truth  that  hath  but  one  face. 

Thus  I charm  thee  from  this  place. 

Snakes  that  call  your  coats  for  new, 

Camelions  that  alter  hue. 

Hares  that  yearly  Sexes  change. 

Protein  alt’ring  oft  and  ftrange, 

Hecate  with  lhapes  three, 

Let  this  Maiden  changed  be. 

With  this  holy  water  wet. 

To  the  fhape  of  Amoret ; 

Cynthia  work  thou  with  my  charm. 

Thus  I draw  thee  free  from  harm 
Up  out  of  this  blelled  Lake, 

Rife  both  like  her  and  awake.  {^She  awAket 

Amar.  Speak  Shepherd,  am  I Amoret  to  fight } 

Or  haft  thou  mift  in  any  Magick  rite  ^ 

For  want  of  which  any  defed  in  me. 

May  make  our  pradices  dilcovered  bd 
Sul.  By  yonder  Moon,  but  that  1 here  do  Hand, 

Whofe  breath  hath  thus  transform’d  thee,  and  whole  hand 
Let  thee  down  dry,  and  pluckt  thee  up  thus  wet, 

I fhould  my  felf  take  thee  for  iy^moret  j 
Thou  art  in  cloths,  in  feature,  voice  and  hew 
So  like,  that  fenfe  cannot  diftinguilh  you. 

Amar.  Then  this  deceit  which  cannot  crofted  be. 

At  once  lhall  lofe  her  him,  and  gain  thee  me. 

Hither  Ihe  needs  muft  come  by  promife  made, 

And  fure  his  nature  never  was  fo  bad. 

To  bid  a Virgin  meet  him  in  the  wood. 

When  night  and  fear  are  up/  but  underftood, 

’Twas  his  part  to  come  firlt:  being  come,  I’lcfay, 

My  conftant  love  made  me  come  mft  and  ftay. 

Then  will  I lead  him  further  to  the  grove, 

But  ftay  you  here,  and  if  his  own  true  love 
Shall  feek  him  here,  fet  her  in  fome  wrong  path. 

Which  fay,  her  lover  lately  troden  hath  •, 
rie  not  be  far  from  hence,  if  need  there  be. 

Here  is  another  charm,  whole  power  will  free 
Thedazeled  fenfe,  read  by  the  Moons  beams  clear. 

And  in  my  own  true  map  make  me  appear. 

' Enter  \ 
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Enter  Perigot. 

ShU.  Stand  clofe,  here’s  Pengot^  vvhofe  conftant  heart 
Longs  to  behold  her  in  whofe  fhape  thou  art. 

Per.  This  is  the  place  (fair  the  hour 

Is  yet  fcarce  come ; Here  every  Sylvan  power 
Delights  to  be  about  yon  facred  Well, 

Which  they  have  bleft  with  many  a powerful  Spell  \ 

For  never  Traveller  in  dead  of  Night, 

Nor  ftrayed  Beafts  have  fain  in,  but  when  light 
Hath  fail’d  them,  then  their  right  way  they  have  found 
By  help  of  them,  fo  holy  is  the  ground : 

But  1 will  farther  feek,  left 

Should  be  firft  come,  and  fo  Itray  long  unmet. 

My  zAmoret.,  Amoret.  [_Ex.  Amaryllis,  Perigot. 

Per.  My  Love. 

Amur.  I come  my  Love.  {Exit. 

ShU.  Now  (lie  has  got 
Her  own  defires,  and  1 lhall  gainer  be 
Of  my  long  lookt  for  hopes  as  well  as  (he. 

How  bright  the  moon  Ihines  here,  as  if  Ihe  flrove 
To  fhow  her  Glory  in  this  little  Grove, 

Enter  Amoret. 

To  fome  new  loved  Shepherd.  Yonder  is 
Another  Where  differs  this 

From  that.?  but  that  (he  Perigot  hath  met, 

1 (hould  have  ta’n  this  for  the  counterfeit : 

Herbs,  Woods,  and  Springs,  the  power  that  in  you  lies, 

If  mortal  men  could  know  your  Properties ! 

Amo.  Methinks  it  is  not  Night,  1 have  no  fear, 

Walking  this  Wood,  of  Lions,  or  the  Bear, 

Whofe  Names  at  other  times  have  made  me  quake. 

When  any  Shepherdefs  in  her  tale  fpake 
Of  fome  of  them,  that  underneath  a Wood 
Have  torn  true  Lovers  that  together  flood. 

Methinks  there  are  no  Goblins,  and  mens  talk, 

That  in  thefe  Woods  the  nimble  Fairies  walk, 

Are  fables  •,  fuch  a llrong  heart  I have  got, 

Becaute  1 come  to  meet  with  Perigot. 

M'j  Perigot'.  who’s  that,  my  Perigot? 

ShU.  Fair  maid.  Amo.  Ay  me,  thou  art  not 
ShU.  But  1 can  tell  ye  news  of  Perigot : 

An  hour  together  under  yonder  tree 

He  fate  with  wreathed  arms  and  call’d  on  thee. 

And  faid,  why  Amoret  flayefl  thou  fo  long? 

Then  ftarting  up,  down  yonder  path  he  flung. 

Left  thou  hadft  mifs’d  thy  way : were  it  day  light. 

He  could  not  yet  have  born  him  out  of  fight. 

Amor.  Thanks,  gentle  Shepherd,  and  belhrew  my  flay, 
That  made  me  fearful  1 had  loft  my  way : 

As  faff;  as  my  weak  Legs  (that  cannot  be 
Weary  with  feeking  him)  will  carry  me. 

I’ll  feek  him  out ; and  for  thy  Courtefie 

Pray  Pan  thy  Love  may  ever  follow  thee.  {Exit. 

ShU.  How  bright  fhe  was,  how  lovely  did  Ihe  fhow ! 

Was  it  not  pity  to  deceive  her  fo  ? 

She  pluckt  her  Garments  up,  and  tript  away, 

And  with  her  Virgin-innocence  did  pray 
For  me  that  perjur’d  her.  Whilft  fhe  was  here, 
Methought  the  Beams  of  Light  that  did  appear 
Were  (hot  from  her  ; methought  the  Moon  gave  none, 

But  what  it  had  from  her .-  fhe  was  alone 
With  me,  if  then  her  prefence  did  fo  move. 

Why  did  not  1 efiay  to  win  her  Love  ? 

She  would  not  fure  have  yielded  unto  me  j 
Women  love  only  Opportunitie, 

And  not  the  Man-,  or  if  fhe  had  deny’d. 

Alone,  I might  have  forc’d  her  to  have  try’d 
Who  had  been  ftronger : O vain  Fool,  to  let 
Such  bleft  Occafion  pafs  ^ I’ll  follow  yet. 

My  Blood  is  up,  I cannot  now  forbear. 

Enter  Alex,  and  Cloe.'' 

I come  fweet  : Soft  who  is  here  ? -r 


A pair  of  Lovers  ? He  fhall  yield  her[me  3 
Now  Lull  is  up,  alike  ail  Women  be. 

Alex.  Where  fhall  we  reft  ? but  for  the  love  of  me, 

Cloe.,  I know  ere  this  would  weary  be. 

do.  Alexis,  let  us  reft  here,  if  the  place 
Be  private,  and  out  of  the  common  trace 
Of  every  Shepherd .-  for  I underftood 
This  Night  a number  are  about  the  Wood ; 

Then  let  us  chufe  fome  place,  where  out  of  fight 
We  freely  may  enjoy  our  ftoln  delight. 

Alex.  Then  boldly  here,  where  we  fhall  ne’re  be  found, 

No  Shepherds  way  lies  here,  ’tis  hallow’d  ground : 

No  Maid  feeks  here  her  ftrayed  Cow,  or  Sheep, 

Fairies,  and  Fawns,  and  Satyrs  do  it  keep : 

Then  carelefly  reft  here,  and  clip  and  kifs. 

And  let  no  fear  make  us  our  pleafures  mifs. 

do.  Then  lye  by  me,  the  fooner  we  begin, 

The  longer  ere  the  day  defery  our  fin. 

ShU.  Forbear  to  touch  my  Love,  or  by  yon  flame, 

The  greateft  power  that  Shepherds  dare  to  name. 

Here  where  thou  fit’ft  under  this  holy  tree 
Her  to  difhonour,  thou  (halt  buried  be. 

zAlex.  If  Tan  himfelf,  fhould  come  out  of  the  lawns, 

With  all  his  Troops  of  Satyrs  and  of  Fawns, 

And  bid  me  leave,  I fwear  by  her  two  eyes, 

A greater  Oath  than  thine,  I would  not  rife. 

ShU.  Then  from  the  cold  Earth  never  (halt  thou  mbve, 

But  lofeat  one  ftroke  both  thy  Life  and  Love. 

do.  Hold  gentle  Shepherd.  ShU.  Faireft  Shepherdefs, 
Come  you  with  me,  I do  not  love  you  lefs 
Than  that  fond  man,  that  would  have  kept  you  there 
From  me  of  more  defert.  Alex.  O yet  forbear 
To  take  her  from  me  -,  give  me  leave  to  dye 
By  her. 

{The  Satyr  enters,  he  rnns  one  xvay,  and  Jbe  another. 
Sat.  Now  whilft  the  Moon  doth  rule  the  Skie, 

And  the  Stars,  whole  feeble  light 
Give  a pale  Shadow  to  the  night. 

Are  up,  great  Pan  commanded  me 
To  walk  this  Grove  about,  whilft  he 
In  a corner  of  the  Wood, 

Where  never  mortal  foot  hath  flood. 

Keeps  dancing,  mufick,  and  a feaft 
To  entertain  a lovely  Gueft  , 

Where  he  gives  her  many  a Rofe, 

Sweeter  than  the  breath  that  blows 
The  leaves-.  Grapes,  Berries  of  the  beft,' 

I never  faw  fo  great  a feaft. 

But  to  my  Charge  -.  here  muft  I flay. 

To  fee  what  mortals  lofe  their  way, 

And  by  a falfe  fire  feeming  bright. 

Train  them  in  and  leave  them  right. 

Then  muft  I watch  if  any  be 
Forcing  of  a Chaftitie: 

If  I find  it,  then  in  hafte 
Give  my  wreathed  horn  a Blaft, 

And  the  Fairies  all  will  run. 

Wildly  dancing  by  the  Moon, 

And  will  pinch  him  to  the  bone. 

Till  his  luftful  thoughts  be  gone. 

Alex.  O Death ! Sat.  Back  again  about  this  grotod, 
Sure  I hear  a mortal  found  3 
I bind  thee  by  this  powerful  Spell, 

By  the  Waters  of  this  Well, 

By  the  glimmering  Moon  beams  bright. 

Speak  again,  thou  mortal  wight. 

Alex.  Ohi  Sat.  Here  the  foolifh  mortal  lies. 

Sleeping  on  the  ground  ; arife. 

The  poor  wight  is  almoll  dead. 

On  the  ground  his  wounds  have  bled. 

And  his  cloaths  foul’d  with  his  blood  ; 

To  my  Goddefs  in  the  Wood 
Will  I lead  him,  whofe  hands  pure, 

i Will  help  this  mortal  wight  to  cure.  | 

i Ent.er~\ 
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Enter  Cloe  again. 

do.  Since  I beheld  yon  fhaggy  man,  my  Breafl: 

Doth  panti  each  bulh,  methinks,  fhould  hide  a Beait  : 

Yet  my  defire  keeps  ftill  above  my  fear, 

I would  fain  meet  fome  Shepherd,  knew  I where  .• 

For  from  one  caule  of  fear  I am  moll:  free, 

It  is  impofllble  to  ravifli  me, 

I am  fo  willing.  Here  upon  this  ground 
I left  my  Love  all  bloody  with  his  wound  ^ 

Yet  till  that  fearful  lhape  made  me  be  gone, 

Though  he  were  hurt,  I lurnifht  was  of  one. 

But  now  both  loH.  Alexis,  fpeakormove. 

If  thou  haft  any  life,  thou  art  yet  my  Love. 

He’s  dead,  orelfeis  with  his  little  might  _ 

Crept  from  the  Bank  for  fear  of  that  ill  Spright. 

Then  where  art  thou  that  ftruck’ft  my  love  ? O ftay. 
Bring  me  thy  felf  in  change,  and  then  I’ll  fay 
Thou  haft  fome  juftice,  I will  make  thee  trim 
With  Flowers  and  Garlands  that  were  meant  for  him  ^ 

I’ll  clip  thee  round  with  both  mine  arms,  as  fall: 

As  I did  mean  he  fiiould  have  been  embrac’d : 

But  thou  art  fled.  What  hope  is  left  for  me  ? 

I’ll  run  to  Dafhnis  in  the  hollow  tree, 

Whom  I did  mean  to  mock,  though  hope  be  fmaU, 

To  make  him  bold  •,  rather  than  none  at  all, 

I’ll  try  him  ; his  heart,  and  my  behaviour  too 
Perhaps  may  teach  him  what  he  ought  to  do.  {Exit. 

£//rfr  Sullen  Shepherd. 

Sul.  This  was  the  place,  ’twas  but  my  feeble  fight, 

Mixt  with  the  horrour  of  my  deed,  and  night. 

That  fhap’t  thefe  fears,  and  made  me  run  away, 

And  lofe  my  beauteous  hardly  gotten  prey. 

Speak  gentle  Shephcrdcfs,  I am  alone. 

And  tender  love  for  love .-  but  ftie  is  gone 
From  me,  that  having  ftruckher  Lover  dead, 

For  filly  fear  left  her  alone  and  fled. 

And  fee  the  wounded  botly  is  remov’d 
By  her  of  whom  it  wasfo  well  bclov’d. 

Enter  Perigot  and  Amaryllis  in  the  fiape  of  Amoret. 

But  thefe  fancies  muft  be  quite  forgot, 

I muft  lye  clofe.  Here  comes  young  Perigot 
With  fubtile  Amaryllts  in  the  lhape 
Of  Amoret.  Pray  Love  he  may  not  ’fcape. 

Amur.  Beloved  (hew  me  fome  place, 

Wherelmay  reft  my  limbs,  weak  with  the  Chace 
Of  thee,  an  hour  before  thou  cam’ll  at  leaft. 

Per.  Belhrew  my  tardy  fteps:  here  (halt  thou  reft 
Upon  this  holy  bank,  no  deadly  Snake 
Upon  this  turf  her  felf  in  folds  doth  make. 

Here  is  no  poyfon  for  the  Toad  to  feed  ^ 

Here  boldly  fpead  thy  hands,  no  venom’d  Weed 
Dares  blifter  them,  no  flimy  Snail  dare  creep 
Over  thy  face  when  thou  art  fall  afleep  , 

Here  never  durft  thebabling  Cuckow  fpit, 

No  flough  of  falling  Star  did  ever  hit 
Upon  this  bank;  let  this  thy  Cabin  be. 

This  other  fet  with  Violets  for  me. 

Ama.  Thou  doft  not  love  me  Perigot.  Per.  Fair  maid. 
You  only  love  to  hear  it  often  faid ; 

You  do  notdoubt.  Amur.  Believemebut  I do. 

Per.  What  (hall  we  now  begin  again  to  woo? 

’Tis  the  beft  way  to  make  your  Lover  laft, 

Toplay  with  him,  when  you  have  caught  him  fall. 

Amur.  By  Pan  I fwear,  I loved  Perigot, 

And  by  yon  Moon,  I think  thou  lov’ft  me  not. 

Per.  By  Pan  I fwear,  and  if  I falfely  fwear, 

Let  him  not  guard  my  flocks,  let  Foxes  tear 
My  earlieft  Lambs,  and  Wolves  whilft  I do  fleep 
Fall  on  the  reft,  a Rot  among  my  Sheep. 

I love  thee  better  than  the  careful  Ewe 


The  new-yean’d  Lamb  that  is  of  her  own  hew  -, 

I dote  upon  thee  more  than  the  young  Lamb 
Doth  on  the  bag  that  feeds  him  from  his  Dam. 

Were  there  a fort  of  Wolves  got  in  my  Fold, 

And  one  ran  after  thee,  both  young  and  old 
Should  be  devour’d,  and  it  fhould  be  my  ftrife 
To  fave  thee,  whom  I love  above  my  life. 

Ama.  Howfliall  I truft  thee  when  I fee  thee  chufe 
Another  Bed,  and  doft  my  fide  refufe  ? 

Ter.  ’Twas  only  that  the  chafe  thoughts  might  be  fliewn 
’Twixt  thee  and  me,  although  we  were  alone, 

Ama.  Come,  Perigot  will  fliew  his  power,  that  he 
Can  make  his  Amoret,  though  Ihe  weary  be. 

Rife  nimbly  from  her  Couch,  and  come  to  his. 

Here  take  thy  Amoret,  embrace  and  kifs.  (fliou’d. 

Per.  What  means  my  Love  ? Ama.  To  do  as  lovers 
That  are  to  be  enjoy’d,  not  to  be  woo’d. 

There’s  nc’r  a Shepherdefs  in  all  the  plain 
Can  kifs  thee  with  more  Art,  there’s  none  can  feign 
More  wanton  tricks.  Per.  Forbear,  dear  Soul,  to  trie 
Whether  my  Heart  be  pure-,  I’ll  rather  die 
Than  noorilh  one  thought  to  diflionour  thee. 

Amar.  Still  think’ftthou  fuch  athingas  Chaftitie 
Is  amongft  Women  ? Perigot  there’s  none, 

That  with  her  Love  is  in  a Wood  alone. 

And  would  come  home  a maid  be  not  abus’d 
With  thy  fond  firft  Belief,  let  time  be  us’d ; 

Why  doft  thou  rife?  Per.  My  true  heart  thou  haft  flain. 

Ama.  Faith  Perigot,  I’ll  pluck  thee  down  again. 

Per.  Let  go,  thou  Serpent,  that  into  my  breft 
Haft  with  thy  cunning  div’d ; art  not  in  Jeft? 

Ama.  Sweet  love,lye  down.  Per.  Since  this  I live  td  fee, 
Some  bitter  North-wind  blaft  my  flocks  and  me. 

Ama.  Youfwore  you  lov’d,  yet  will  not  domy  vVill. 

Per.  Obe  as  thou  w'ert  once.  I’ll  love  thee  ftill. 

Ama.  I am,  as  ftill  I was,  and  all  my  kind. 

Though  other  Ihows  we  have  poor  men  to  blind. 

Per.  Then  here  I end  all  Love,  and  left  my  vain 
Belief  Ihould  ever  draw  me  in  again. 

Before  thy  face  that  haft  my  Youth  milled, 

I end  my  life,  my  blood  be  on  thy  head. 

Ama.  O hold  thy  hands,  thy  Amoret  dNth  cry. 

Ter.  Thou  counfel’lt  well,  firft  Amoret  lhall  dye. 

That  isthecaufeof  my  eternal  fmart.  {He  runs  after  her. 

Ama.O  hold.  Trr.This  fteel  lhall  pierce  thy  luftful  heart. 

{The  Sullen  Shepherd  ftps  out  and  untharms  her. 

Bull.  Up  and  down  every  where, 

I ftrew  the  herbs  to  purge  the  air : 

Let  your  Odour  drive  hence 
All  mills  that  dazel  Icnce. 

Herbs  and  Springs  whofe  hidden  might 
Alters  Shapes,  and  mocks  the  fight. 

Thus  1 charge  you  to  undo 
All  before  I brought  ye  to  .- 
Letherflye,  lether  Teape, 

Give  again  her  own  lhape. 

Enter  Amaryllis  tn  her  oven  (hape. 

Amar.  Forbear  thou  gentle  Swain,  thou  doftmiftake, 
She  whom  thou  follow’dft  fled  into  the  brake. 

And  asl  croft  thy  way,  1 met  thy  wrath. 

The  only  fear  of  which  near  flain  me  hath. 

Per.  Pardon  fair  Shepherdefs,  my  rage  and  night 
Were  both  upon  me,  and  beguil’d  my  light  j 
But  far  be  it  from  me  to  fpill  the  blood 
Of  harralefs  Maids  that  wander  in  the  Wood.  £r.  Ama. 

Enter  Amoret. 

Amor.  Many  a weary  ftep  in  yonder  path 
Poor  hopelefs  Amoret  twice  trodden  hath 
Tofeekher  yet  cannot  hear 

His  Voice-,  myTerigot,  Ihe  loves  thee  dear 
That  calls.  Per.  See  yonder  where  (he  is,  how  fair 
She  Ihows,  and  yet  her  breath  infedls  the  air. 

Amo, 
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zAtno.  My  Perigot.  Ter.  Here. 

^mo.  Happy.  Per.  Haplefs  firft ; 

It  lights  on  thee,  the  next  blow  is  the  worft. 

Amo.  Stay  Perigot,  my  love,  thou  art  unjuft. 

Peri.  Death  is  the  beft  reward  that’s  due  to  luft. 

\^Exit  Perigot. 

Sul.  Now  fnall  their  love  be  croft,  for  being  ftruck. 

Pie  throw  her  in  the  Fount,  left  being  took  i 

By  fome  night-travaller,  whofe  honeft  care 
May  help  to  cure  her.  Shepherdels  prepare 
Your  felf  to  die.  ^ ^ ' 

Amo.  No  Mercy  I do  crave. 

Thou  canft  not  give  a worfe  blow  than  I have  *,  . .. 

Tell  him  that  gave  me  this,  who  lov’d  him  too, 

He  ftruck  my  foul,  and  not  my  body  through. 

Tell  him  when  I am  dead,  my  foul  lhall  be 
At  peace,  if  he  but  think  he  injur’d  me. 

Sul.  In  this  Fount  be  thy  grave,  thou  wert  not  meant 
Surefor  a woman,  thou  art  fo  innocent.*  . r flings  her  in- 

She  cannot  fcape,  for  underneath  the  ground,  the  mll. 

In  a long  hollow  the  clear  fpring  is  bound,  , _ : 

Till  on  yon  fide  where  the  Morns  Sun  doth  look,  - ' ! 
The  ftrugling  water  breaks  out  in  a Brook.  C Exit . 

[The  God  of  the  River  rifeth  with  Amoret  in  his  arm.  ^ 
God.  What  powerfull  charms  my  itreams  do  brii)g  i " ! 
Back  again  unto  their  fpring,  | 

With  fuch  force,  that  1 their  god,  - ri  » 1 

Three  times  ftriking  with  my  Rod, 

Could  not  keep  them  in  their  ranks:  , 

Vly  Filhes  fhoot  into  the  banks,  'i 

There’s  not  one  that  ftayes  and  feeds,  • iv  ‘ ' 

All  have  hid  them  in  the  weeds.  i ’ ~ 

Here’s  a mortal  alraoft  dead,  V j 

Fain  into  my  River  head,  ■ i ^ : ' 

Hallowed  fo  with  many  a fpell,  , 

That  till  now  none  ever  fell.  { 

’Tis  a Female  young  and  clear,  i ^ ^ • . i r 

CaftinbyfomeRavilher.  ^ - 

See  upon  her  breaft  a wound,  ^ 

On  which  there  is  no  plailter  bound.  _ 

Yet  Ihe’s  warm,  her  pul fes beat,  1..  ' 

’Tis  a fign  of  life  and  heat.  * j ; . 

If  thou  be’ft  a Virgin  pure,  - . 

I can  give  a prelent  cure:  ' 

Take  a drop  into  thy  wound  ; ’ : 

From  my  watry  locks  more  round  i 

Than  Orient  Pearl,  and  far  more  pure  ' 

Than  unchaft  fielh  may  endure.  ,, 

See  Ihe  pants,  and  from  her  flefli  '\. 

The  warm  blood  guflieth  out  afrelh. 

She  is  an  unpolluted  maid ; 

I muft  have  this  bleeding  ftaid. 

FrommybanksI  pluck  this  flower 
With  holy  hand,  whofe  vertuous  power 
Is  at  once  to  heal  and  draw. 

The  blood  returns.  I never  faw 
A fairer  Mortal.  Now  doth  break 
Her  deadly  (lumber:  Virgin,  fpeak.  ^ 

Amo.  Who  hath  reftor’d  my  fenfc,given  me  new  breath 
And  brought  me  back  out  of  the  arms  of  death  ? 

God.  I have  heal’d  thy  wounds.  o/^mo.  Ay  me ! 
god.  Fear  not  him  that  fuccour’d  thee : 

I am  this  Fountains  god^  below,  ; 

My  waters  to  a River  grow. 

And  ’twixt  two  banks  with  Ofiers  fet. 

That  only  profper  in  the  wet. 

Through  the  Meadows  do  they  glide, 

Wheeling  (till  on  every  fide, 

Sometimes  winding  round  about, 

To  find  the  evened  channel  out. 

And  if  thou  wilt  go  with  me, 

Leaving  mortal  companie. 

In  the  cool  (breams  (halt  thou  lye. 

Free  from  harm  as  well  as  I : 


I will  give  thee  for  thy  food, 

No  Filh  that  ufeth  in  the  mud. 

But  Trout  and  Pike  that  love  to  fwim 
Where  the  gravel  from  the  brim 
Through  the  pure  (breams  may  befeen: 

Orient  Pearl  fit  for  a Queen, 

Will  I give  thy  love  to  win, ' 

And  a Ihell  to  keep  them  in : 

Not  a Filh  in  all  my  Brook 
That  lhall  difobcy  thy  look. 

But  when  thou  wilt,  come  Aiding  by. 

And  from  thy  white  hand  take  a fly. 

And  to  make  thee  underftand. 

How  I can  my  weaves  command. 

They  lhall  bubble  whilft  I fing  > 

Sweeter  than  the  filver  fpring. 

The  SONG. 

Do  not  fear  to  put  thy  feet 
Naked  in  the  River  fweet  ^ 

Thinly  not  Leach,  or  Newt  or  Toad 
Will  bite  thy  foot,  wh.n  thou  hafl  troad  i 
Nor  let  the  water  rifing  high. 

As  thou  wau’ji  in,  make  thee  crie 
And  fob,  but  ever  live  with  me  , 

And  not  a wave  fliall  trouble  thee. 

Amo.  Immortal  power ,t  at  rul’ft  this  holy  flood, 
I know  my  felfunw'orthy  ro  be  woo’d 
By  thee  a god:  for  e’re  this,  but  for  thee 
I ihould  liave  Ihown  my  weak  Morcalitie ; 

Befides,  by  holy  Oath  betv/ixt  us  twain, 

I am  betroath’d  unto  a Shepherd  (wa;n, 

Whofe  comely  face,  1 know  the  gods  above 
May  make  me  leave  to  fee,  but  not  to  love. 

God.  May  he  prove  to  thee  as  true. 

Faired  Virgin,  now  adieu, 

I muft  make  my  wac>.fs  fly. 

Left  they  leave  their  Channdsdry, 

And  beads  that  come  unto  the  i'prmg 
Mils  their  mornings  watering, 

Which  I would  not , for  of  late 
All  the  neighbour  people  fate 
On  ray  banks,  and  from  the  fold, 

Two  white  Lambs  of  three  weeks  old 
Offered  to  my  Dcitie  ; 

For  which  this  year  they  fliall  be  free 
From  raging  floods,  that  as  they  pafs 
Leave  their  gravel  in  the  grafs : 

Nor  lhall  their  Meads  be  overflown. 

When  their  grafs  is  newly  mown. 

Amo.  For  thy  kindnefs  tomelhown, 

Never  from  thy  banks  be  blown 
Any  tree,  with  wdndy  force, 

Crofs  thy  (breams,  to  (bop  thy  courfe : 

May  no  bead  that  comes  to  drink. 

With  his  horns  caft  down  thy  brink ; 

May  none  that  for  thy  filh  do  look. 

Cut  thy  banks  to  damm  thy  Brook*, 

Bare  foot  may  no  Neighbour  wade 
In  thy  cool  (breams, wife  nor  maid. 

When  the  fpawns  on  (bones  do  lye, 

To  walh  their  Hemp,  and  fpoil  the  Fry._ 

God.  Thanks  Virgin,  I muft  down  again, 

Thy  wound  will  put  thee  to  no  pain : 

Wonder  not  fofoon  ’tis  gone: 

A holy  hand  was  laid  upon. 

cAmo.  And  I unhappy  born  to  be, 

Muft  follow  him  that  flies  from  me. 


C Exit. 
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AEius  QuartHf.  Sctna  Frima, 

Enter  Perigot. 

Per.  (^He  is  untrue,  unconflant,  and  unkind, 

O She’s  gone,  (he’s  goae,blow  high  thou  North-weft 
And  raife  the  Sea  to  Mountains,  let  the  Trees  (wind 
That  dare  oppofe  thy  raging  fury,  leefe 
Their  firm  foundation,  creep  into  the  Earth, 

And  lhake  the  world,  as  at  the  inonftrous  birth 
Of  fome  new  Prodigy,  whilfl:  I conftant  Hand, 

Holding  this  truftie  Boar-lpear  in  my  hand. 

And  falling  thus  upon  it. 

Enter  Amaryllis,  running. 

Amur.  Stay  thy  dead-doing  hand,  thou  art  too  hot 
Againft  thy  felf,  believe  me  comely  Swain, 

If  that  thou  dyefl,  notallthelhowersofRain 
The  heavy  clods  fend  down  can  wa(h  away 
That  foul  unmanly  guilt,  the  world  will  lay 
Upon  thee.  Yet  thy  love  untainted  Hands ; 

Believe  me,  Ihe  is  conftant,  notthefands 
Can  be  fo  hardly  numbred  as  (he  won : 

I do  not  trifle,  Shefherdy  by  the  Moon, 

And  all  thofe  lefler  lights  our  eyes  do  view. 

All  that  I told  thee  Perigot.,  is  true : 

Then  be  a free  man,  put  away  defpair. 

And  will  to  dye,  fmooth  gently  up  that  fair 
Dejedted  forehead  .•  be  as  when  thofe  eyes 
Took  the  firft  heat.  Per.  Alas  he  double  dyes. 

That  would  believe,  but  cannot;  ’tis  not  well 
Ye  keep  me  thus  from  dying,  here  to  dwell 
With  many  worfe  companions  .•  but  oh  death, 

I am  not  yet  inamour’d  of  this  breath 
So  much,  but  I dare  leave  it,  ’tis  not  pain 
In  forcing  of  a wound,  nor  after  gain 
Of  many  dayes,  can  hold  me  from  my  will : 

’Tis  not  my  felf,  but  Amoret,  bids  kill. 

Ama.  Stay  but  a little,  little,  but  one  hour. 

And  if  I do  not  Ihow  thee  through  the  power 
Of  herbs  and  words  I have,  as  dark  as  night. 

My  felf  turn’d  to  thy  Amoret.,  in  fight. 

Her  very  figure,  and  the  Robe  Ihe  wears. 

With  tawny  Buskins,  and  the  hook  fhe  bears 
Of  thine  own  Carving,  where  your  names  are  fet. 

Wrought  underneath  with  many  a curious  fret. 

The  Prim-%ofe  Chaplet,  taudry-Iace  and  Ring, 

Thou  gaveft  her  for  her  finging,  with  each  thing 
Elfe  that  fhe  wears  about  her,  let  me  feel 
The  firft  fell  ftroke  of  that  Revenging  fteel. 

Per.  I am  contented,  if  there  be  a hope 
T 0 give  it  entertainment,  for  the  fcope 
Of  one  poor  hour  *,  goe,you  fhall  find  me  next 
Under  yon  fliady  Beech,  even  thus  perplext, 

And  thus  believing.  Ama.  Bind  before  I goe. 

Thy  foul  by  Pan  unto  me,  not  to  doe  ^ 

Harm  or  outragious  wrong  upon  thy  fife. 

Till  my  return. 

Per.  By  Pan,  and  by  the  ftrife 
He  had  with  Phoehta  for  the  Maftery, 

When  Golden  Midas  judg’d  their  Minflrelcy, 

I will  irot.  I £.veunt. 

Enter  Satyr,  vcith  Alexis,  hurt. 

Satyr.  Softly  gliding  as  1 goe. 

With  this  burthen  full  of  woe, 

Through  ftill  filence  of  the  night. 

Guided  by  the  Gloe-worms  light, 

Hither  am  I come  at  laft. 

Many  a Thicket  have  I paft 
Not  a twig  that  durft  deny  me. 

Not  a bufh  that  durft  defery  me. 


To  the  little  Bird  that  fleeps 

On  the  tender  fpray ; nor  creeps 
That  hardy  worm  with  pointed  tail. 

But  if  I be  under  fail. 

Flying  fafter  than  the  wind. 

Leaving  all  the  clouds  behind. 

But  doth  hide  her  tender  head 
In  fome  hollow  tree  or  bed 
Of  feeded  Nettles  : not  a Hare 
Can  be  ftarted  from  his  fare. 

By  my  footing,  nor  a wifti 
Is  more  Hidden,  nor  a fifh 
Can  be  found  with  greater  eafe, 

Cut  the  vaft  unbounded  feas. 

Leaving  neither  print  nor  found. 

Than  I,  when  nimbly  on  the  ground, 

I meafuremany  a league  an  hour: 

But  behold  the  happy  power. 

That  muft  eale  me  of  my  charge. 

And  by  holy  hand  enlarge 
The  foul  of  this  fad  man,  that  yet 
Lyes  fall  bound  in  deadly  fit  *, 

Heaven  and  great  Pan  fuccour  it ! 

Hail  thou  beauty  of  the  bower, 

Whiter  than  the  Paramour 
Of  my  Mailer,  let  me  crave 
Thy  vertuous  help  to  keep  from  Grave 
This  poor  Mortal  that  here  lyes. 

Waiting  when  the  deftinies 
Will  cut  offhis  thredof  life  : 

View  the  wound  by  cruel  knife 
Trencht  into  him. 

Clor.  What  art  thou  call’ll  me  from  my  holy  rites. 

And  with  thy  feared  name  of  death  affrights 
My  tender  Ears  ? fpeak  me  thy  name  and  will. 

Satyr.  I am  the  Satyr  that  did  fill 
Your  lap  with  early  fruit,  and  will, 

When  I hap  to  jather  more. 

Bring  ye  better  and  more  ftore : 

Yet  I come  not  empty  now. 

See  a bloflbm  from  the  bow, 

But  belhrew  his  heart  that  pull’d  it. 

And  his  perfedl  fight  that  full’d  it 
From  the  other  fpringing  blooms ; 

For  a fweeter  youth  the  Grooms 
Cannot  Ihow  me,  nor  the  downs. 

Nor  the  many  neighbouring  towns  ^ 

Low  in  yonder  glade  1 found  him. 

Softly  in  mine  Arms  I bound  him, 

Hither  have  I brought  him  deeping 
In  a trance,  his  wounds  frelh  weeping , 

In  remembrance  fuch  youth  may 
Spring  and  perilh  in  a day. 

Clor.  Satyr,  they  wrong  thee,  that  do  term  thee  rude, 
Though  thou  beeft  outward  rough  and  tawny  hu’d  , 

Thy  manners  are  as  gentle  and  as  fair 
As  his,  who  brags  himfelf,  born  only  heir 
To  all  Humanity : let  me  fee  the  wound  : 

This  Herb  will  (lay  the  current  being  bound 
Fall  to  the  Orifice,  and  this  rcllrain 
Ulcers,  and  fwellings,  and  fuch  inward  pain, 

As  the  cold  air  hath  forc’d  into  the  fore : 

This  to  draw  out  fuch  putrifying  gore 
As  inward  falls. 

Satyr.  Heaven  grant  it  may  doe  good. 

Clor.  Fairly  wipe  away  the  blood : 

Hold  him  gently  till  I fling 
Water  of  a vertuous  fpring 
On  his  temples ; turn  him  twice 
To  the  Moonbeams,  pinch  him  thrice. 

That  the  labouring  foul  may  draw 

From  his  great  eclipfe.  Satyr.  I faw 

His  eye-lids  moving.  Go.  Give  him  breath, 

All  the  danger  of  cold  death 

Now 
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Now  is  vanifht  ^ with  this  PJafter, 

And  this  undion,  do  I raafter 
All  the  feftrcd  ill  that  may 
Give  him  grief  another  day. 

Satyr.  See  he  gathers  up  his  fpright 
And  begins  to  hunt  for  light ; .4 

Now  he  gapes  and  breaths  again  : 

How  the  blood  runs  to  the  vein, 

That  erfi;  was  empty ! Alex.  O my  heart, 

My  deareft,  deareft  Coe,  O the  fmart 
Runs  through  my  fide : I feel  Tome  pointed  thing 
Pafs  through  my  Bowels,  fnarper  than  the  Ring 
Of  Scorpion. 

Pan  preferve  me,  what  are  you  ? 

Do  not  hurt  me,  I am  true 
To  my  C/oe,  though  fhe  flye, 

And  leave  me  to  thy  deftiny. 

There  (he  (lands,  and  will  not  lend 
Her  fmooth  white  hand  to  help  her  friend ; 

But  I am  much  miftaken,  for  that  face 
Bears  more  Aufterity  and  modeft grace, 

More  reproving  and  more  awe 
Than  thefe  eyes  yet  ever  faw 
In  my  Cloe.  Oh  my  pain 
Eagerly  renews  again. 

Give  me  your  help  for  hisfake  you  love  bed, 

Clor.  Shepherd,  thou  cand  not  polTibly  take  red, 

Till  thou  had  laid  afide  all  hearts  defires 
Provoking  thought  that  dir  up  ludy  fires. 

Commerce  with  v/antoneyes,  drong  blood,  and  will 
To  exeente,  thefe  mud  be  purg’d,  untill 
The  vein  grow  whiter ; then  repent,  and  pray 
Great  T^an  to  keep  you  from  the  like  decay,- 
And  I diall  undertake  your  cure  with  eafe. 

Till  when  this  vertuous  Plader  will  difpleafe 
Your  tender  fides  ^ give  me  your  hand  and  rife  ; 

Help  him  a little  Satyr.,  for  his  thighs 
Yet  are  feeble. 

Alex.  Sure  I have  lod  much  blood. 

Satyr.  ’Tis  no  matter,  ’twas  not  good. 

Mortal  you  mud  leave  your  wooing, 

Though  there  be  a joy  in  doing. 

Yet  it  brings  much  grief  behind  it. 

They  bed  feel  it,  that  do  find  it. 

Clor.  Come  bring  him  in,  I will  attend  his  (ore 
A\^hen  you  are  well,  take  heed  you  lud  no  more. 

Satyr.  Shepherd,  fee  what  comes  of  kilTing, 

By  my  head  ’twere  better  mifling. 

Brighted,  if  there  be  remaining 
j Any  fervice,  without  feigning 
I will  do  it  ^ were  Ket 
To  catch  the  nimble  wind,  or  get 
Shadows  gliding  on  the  green. 

Or  to  deal  from  the  great  Queen 
Of  Fayries,  all  her  beauty, 

I would  do  it,  fo  much  duty 
Do  I owe  thofe  precious  Eyes. 

Cior.  I thank  thee  honed  ifthecryes 
Of  any  other  that  be  hurt  or  ill, 

Draw  thee  unto  them,  prithee  do  thy  will 
■ To  bring  them  hither. 

Satyr.  I will,  and  when  the  weather 
Serves  to  Angle  in  the  brook, 

I will  bring  a (liver  hook. 

With  a line  of  fined  (ilk, 

And  a rod  as  white  as  milk, 

To  deceive  the  little  fi(h; 

So  I take  my  leave,  and  wifli, 

On  this  Bower  may  ever  dwell 

Spring,  and  Summer.  Clor.  Friend  farewel.  HSxit. 

Enter  Amoret,  [eeking  her  Love. 

iAmor.  This  place  is  Ominous,  for  here  I lod 
My  Love  and  almod  life,  and  fince  have  crod 


225 

All  thefe  Woods  over,  never  a Nook  or  Dell, 

Where  any  little  Bird,  or  Bead  doth  dwell,  I 

But  I have  fought  him,  never  a bending  brow 

Ofany  Hill  or  Glade,  the  wind  fings  through,  [ 

Nor  a green  bank,  nor  (hade  where  Shepherds  ufe 

To  lit  and  Riddle,  fweetly  pipe,  or  chu(e 

Their  Valentines,  that  I have  mid,  to  find 

My  love  in.  Perigot,  Oh  too  unkind, 

Why  had  thou  (led  me  ? whither  art  thou  gone  ? 

How  have  1 wrong’d  thee  ? was  my  love  alone 
To  thee  worthy  this  (corn’d  recompence?  ’tis  well, 

I am  content  to  feel  it:  but  I tell 

Thee  Shepherd,  and  thefe  ludy  woods  (liall  hear, 

Forfaken  Amoret  is  yet  as  clear 

Of  any  drariger  fire,  as  Heaven  is  I 

From  foul  corruption,  or  the  deep  Abylfe  j 

From  light  and  happinefs  y and  thou  mayd  know  I 

All  this  for  truth,  and  how  that  fatal  blow  I 

Thou  gav’d  me,  never  from  defect  of  mine. 

Fell  on  my  life,  but  from  fufpeft  of  thine. 

Or  fury  m.oi  e than  madnefs ; therefore,  here, 

Since  I have  lod  my  life,  my  love,  my  dear, 

Upon  this  curfed  place,  and  on  this  green. 

That  fird  divorc’d  us,  fliortly  (hallbefeen 

A fight  of  fo  great  pity,  that  each  eye 

Shall  dayly  fpend  his  fpring  in  memory  i 

Of  my  untimely  fall.  I 

Enter  Arharyllis. 

Amar.  I am  not  blind, 

Nor  is  it  through  the  working  of  my  mind, 

Tnat  this  (hows  Amoret  *,  forfake  me  all 
That  dwell  upon  the  foul,  but  what  men  call 
Wonder,  or  more  than  wonder,  miracle. 

For  fure  fo  drange  as  this  the  Oracle 
Never  gave  anfwer  of,  it  pafleth  dreams. 

Or  mad- mens  fancy,  when  the  many  dreams 
Of  new  imaginations  rife  and  fall : 

’Tis  but  an  hour  fince  thefe  Ears  heard  her  call 
For  pity  to  young  ‘Perigot  ^ whiled  he, 

Diredled  by  his  fury  bloodily 

Lanc’t  up  her  bred,  which  bloodlefs  fell  and  cold  y 

And  if  belief  may  credit  what  was  told. 

After  all  this,  the  Melancholy  Swain 
Took  her  into  his  arms  being  almod  flain, 

And  to  the  bottom  of  the  holy  well 
Flung  her,  for  ever  with  the  waves  to  dwell, 

’Tis  (he,  the  very  fame,  *tis  Amoret., 

And  living  yet,  the  great  pow'ers  will  not  let 
Their  vertuous  love  be  crod.  Maid,  wipe  away 
Thofe  heavy  drops  of  forrow,  and  allay 
The  dorm  that  yet  goes  high,  which  not  depred. 

Breaks  heart  and  life,  and  all  before  it  red : 

Thy  Pertgot Amor.  Where,  which  is  Perigot  ? 

Amar.  Sits  there  below,  lamenting  much,  god  wot, 
Thee  thy  and  fortune,  go  and  comfort  him. 

And  thou  (halt  find  him  underneath  a brim 
Of  (ailing  Pines  that  edge  yon  Mountain  in. 

Amo.  I go,  1 run.  Heaven  grant  me  I may  win 
His  foul  again.  {Exit  Amoret. 

Enter  Sullen, 

ShU.  Stay  Amaryllit,  dav, 

Y e arc  too  fleet,  ’tis  two  hours  yet  to  day. 

I have  perform’d  my  promife,  let  us  fit 

And  warm  our  bloods  together  till  the  fit 

Come  lively  on  us.  Amar.  Friend  you  are  too  keen, 

The  morning  rifeth  and  we  (hall  be  feen. 

Forbear  a little.  Sull.  1 can  day  no  longer. 

Amar.  Hold  Shepherd  hold,’  learn  not  to  be  a wronger 
Of  your  word,  was  not  your  promife  laid. 

To  break  their  loves  fird  ? 

Sail.  I have  done  it  Maid. 

Amar.  No,  they  are  yet  unbroken,  met  again, 

G g Aad_ 
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Ana  are  as  hard  to  part  yet  as  the  ftain 
Is  from  the  fineft  Lawn.  Sail.  I fay  they  are 
Now  at  this  prefent  parted,  and  fo  far, 

That  they  (hall  never  meet. 

Jmar.  Swain  ’tis  not  fo, 

For  do  but  to  yon  hanging  Mountain  go, 

And  there  believe  your  eyes. 

ShIL  You  do  but  hold 
Offwithdelayes and  trifles;  farewell  cold 
And  frozen  balhfulnefs,  unfit  for  men  ^ 

Thus  I falute  thee  Virgin. 

Amar,  And  thus  then,  . 

I bid  you  follow,  catch  me  if  you  can.  \_txit. 

ShU.  And  if  I ftay  behind  I am  no  man.  _ 

[^Exh  rmmng  after  her. 

Enter  Perigot. 

Fer.  Night  do  not  fteal  away : I woo  thee  yet 
To  hold  a hard  hand  o’re  the  rully  bit 
That  guides  the  lazy  Team : go  back  again, 

Bootes^  thou  that  driv’ft  thy  frozen  Wain 
Round  as  a Ring,  and  oring  a fecond  Night 
To  hide  my  forrows  from  the  coming  light  •, 

Let  not  the  eyes  of  men  Rare  on  my  face. 

And  read  my  falling,  give  me  fome  black  place 
Where  never  Sun-beam  fhot  his  wholefome  light, 

That  I may  fit  and  pour  out  my  fad  fpright 
Like  running  water,  never  to  be  known 
After  the  forced  fall  and  found  is  gone. 

Enter  Pi.moict  looking  for  Perigot. 

Amo.  This  is  the  bottom : fpcakifthoubeherc, 

My  Perigot.,  thy  Amoret.,  thy  dear 
Calls  on  thy  loved  Name. 

Per.  What  art  thou  darell 
Tread  thefe  forbidden  paths,  where  death  and  care 
Dwell  on  the  face  of  darknefs  ? 

Amo.  ’Tis  thy  friend, 

Thy  Amoret.,  come  hither  to  give  end 
T 0 thefe  conl'umings  •,  look  up  gentle  Boy, 

I have  forgot  thofe  Pains  and  dear  annoy 
I fuffer’d  for  thy  fake,  and  am  content  ■ 

To  be  thy  love  again why  hall  thou  rent 
Thole  curled  locks,  where  I have  often  hung 
Riband  and  Damask-rofes,  and  have  flung 
Waters diltifd  to  make  thee  frelh  and  gay. 

Sweeter  than  the  Nofegayes  on  a Bridal  day  ? 

Why  dolt  thou  crofs  thine  Arms,  and  hang  thy  face 
Down  to  thy  bofom,  letting  fall  apace 
From  thole  two  little  Heavens  upon  the  ground 
Showers  of  more  price,  more  Orient,  and  more  round 
Than  thofe  that  hang  upon  the  Moons  pale  brow  ? 

Ceale  thele  complainings,  Shepherd,  1 am  now 
The  fame  I ever  was,*  as  kind  and  free, 

And  can  forgive  before  you  ask  of  me. 

Indeed  I can  and  will 

Per.  So  fpoke  my  fair. 

O you  great  w'orking  powers  of  Earth  and  Air, 

Water  and  forming  fire,  why  have  you  lent 
Your  hidden  vertues  of  fo  ill  intent  ? 

Even  fuch  a face,  fol'air,  fo  bright  of  hue 
Had  Amoret ; fuch  words  fo  fmooth  and  new. 

Came  flying  from  her  tongue  •,  fuch  was  her  eye. 

And  fuch  the  pointed  fparkle  that  did  flye  , 

Forth  like  a bleeding  fhaff,  all  is  the  fame. 

The  Robe  and  Buskins,  painted  Hook,  and  frame 
Of  all  her  Body.  O me,  Amoret 

Amo.  Shepherd,  what  means  this  Riddle?  who  hath  fet 
So  ftrong  a difference  ’twixt  my  felf and  me 
That  I am  grown  another?  look  and  fee 
The  Ring  thou  gav’lt  me,  and  about  my  wriR 
That  curious  Bracelet  thou  thy  felf  didfl:  twill: 

From  thofe  fair  Trelfes : knowfl  thou  Amoret  ? 

Hath  not  Ibme  newer  love  forc’d  thee  forget 


Thy  Ancient  faith  ? 

Per.  Still  nearer  to  my  love  ^ 

Thefe  be  the  very  words  fhe  oft  did  prove 
Upon  my  temper,  fo  Ihe  ftill  would  take 
VVonder  into  her  face,  and  filent  make 
Signs  with  her  head  and  hand,  as  who  would  fay. 
Shepherd  remember  this  another  day. 

Amo.  Am  I not  Amoret  ? where  was  I loll  ? 

Can  there  be  Heaven,  and  time,  and  men,  andmoR 
Of  thefe  unconRant  ? Faith  where  art  thou  fled  ? 

Are  all  the  vows  and  proteRations  dead. 

The  hands  help  up,  thewilhes,  and  the  heart, 

Is  there  not  one  remaining,  not  a part 
Of  all  thele  to  be  found  ? why  then  I fee 
Men  never  knew  that  vertue  ConRancie. 

Per.  Men  ever  were  inoR  bleffcd,  till  crafs  fate 
Brought  Love  and  Women  forth,  unfortunate 
T o all  that  ever  taRed  of  their  fmiles, 

Whofe  actions  are  all  double,  full  of  wiles : 

Like  to  the  fubtil  Hare,  that  ’fore  the  Hounds 
Makes  many  turnings,  leaps  and  many  rounds. 

This  way  and  that  way,  to  deceive  the  feent 
Ofherpurfuers.  , 

Amo.  ’Tis  but  to  prevent 
Their  Ipeedy  coming  on  that  feek  her  fall, 

The  hands  of  cruel  men,  more  BcRial, 

And  of  a nature  more  refufing  good 

Than  BeaRs  themfelves,  or  Fifhes  of  the  Flood. 

Per.  Thou  art  all  thefe,  and  more  than  nature  meant. 
When  fhe  created  all,  frowns,  joys,  content  j 
Extream  fire  for  an  hour,  and  prcfcntly 
Colder  than  fleepy  poyfon,  or  the  Sea, 

Upon  whofe  face  fits  a continual  froR : 

Your  adions  ever  driven  to  the  moR, 

Then  down  again  as  low,  that  none  can  find 
The  rile  or  falling  of  a Womans  mind. 

Amo.  Can  there  be  any  Age,  or  dayes,  or  time, 

Or  tongues  of  men,  guilty  lb  great  a crime 
As  wronging  fimple  Maid  ? O Perigot., 

Thou  that  wait  yeRcrday  without  a blot, 

Thou  that  wait  every  good,  and  ^very  thing 
That  men  call  blefled  *,  thou  that  waft  the  fpring 
From  whence  our  loofer  grooms  drew  all  their  beR ; 

Thou  that  waR  alwayes  juR,  and  alwayes  bleR 
In  faith  and  promife  •,  thou  that  hadR  the  name 
OfV  ertuous  given  thee,  and  made  good  the  fame 
Ev’en  from  thy  Cradle thou  that  waR  that  all 
That  men  delighted  in  j Oh  what  a fall 
Is  this,  to  have  been  fo,  and  now  to  be 
The  only  beR  in  wrong  and  infamie. 

And  I to  live  to  know  this!  and  by  me 
That  lov’d  thee  dearer  than  mine  eyes,  or  that 
Which  we  cReem’d  our  honour.  Virgin  Rate*, 

Dearer  than  Swallows  love  the  early  morn. 

Or  Dogs  of  Chace  the  found  of  merry  Horn*, 

Dearer  than  thou  canR  love  thy  new  Love,  if  thou  haR 
Another,  and  far  dearer  than  the  laR  •, 

Dearer  than  thou  canR  love  thy  felf,  though  all 
The  felf  love  were  within  thee  that  did  fall 
With  that  coy  Swain  that  now  is  made  a flower. 

For  whole  dear  fake.  Echo  weeps  many  a Ihowcr. 

And  am  I thus  rewarded  for  my  flame  ? 

Lov’d  worthily  to  get  a wantons  name  ? 

Come  thou  forfaken  Willow,  wind  my  head, 

And  noife  it  to  the  world  my  Love  is  dead : 

1 am  forfaken,  1 am  caR  away. 

And  left  for  every  lazy  Groom  to  fay, 

I was  unconRant,  light,  andfoonerloR 
Than  the  quick  Clouds  we  fee,  or  the  chill  FroR 
When  the  hot  Sun  beats  on  it.  Tell  me  yet, 

CanR  thou  not  love  again  thy  Amoret  f 

P er.  Thou  art  not  worthy  of  that  blcfTed  name, 

I muR  not  know  thee,  fling  thy  wanton  flame 
Upon  fome  lighter  blood,  that  may  be  hot 
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With  words  and  feigned  paflions : Perigot 
Was  ever  yet  unitain’d,  and  fhall  not  now 
Stoop  to  the  meltings  of  a borrowed  brow. 

Amo.  Then  hear  me  heaven,  to  whom  I call  for  rights 
And  you  fair  twinkling  ftars  that  crown  the  night  *, 

And  hear  me  woods,  and  filence  of  this  place. 

And  ye  fad  hours  that  move  a fullen  pace  ^ 

Hear  me  ye  lhadows  that  delight  to  dwell 
In  horrid  darknefs,  and  ye  powers  of  Hell, 

Whilfl:  I breath  out  my  lafl:  ^ 1 am  that  maidj 
That  yet  untainted  Amoret.,  that  plaid 
The  carelefs  prodigal,  andgave  away 
My  foul  to  this  young  man,  that  now  dares  fay 
I am  a ftranger,  not  the  fame,  more  wild*. 

And  thus  with  much  belief  I was  beguil’d. 

I am  that  maid,  that  have  delaid,  deny’d. 

And  almofl:  fcorn’d  the  loves  of  all  that  try’d 
To  win  me,  but  this  fwain,  and  yet  confefs 
I have  been  woo’d  by  many  with  no  lefs 
Soul  of  alfecflion,  and  have  often  had 
Rings, Belts,and  Cracknels  fent  me  from  the  lad 
That  feeds  his  flocks  down  weflward  *,  Lambs  and  Doves 
By  young  Alexis  ^ Daphms  fent  me  gloves, 

All  which  I gave  to  thee : nor  thefe,  nor  they 
That  fent  them  did  I fmile  on,  or  e’re  lay 
Up  to  my  after-memory.  But  why 
Do  I refolve  to  grieve,  and  not  to  dye  ? 

Happy  had  been  the  ftroke  thou  gav’ft,  if  home  j 
By  this  time  had  I found  a quiet  room 
U^here  every  Have  is  free,  and  every  brefl 
That  living  breeds  new  care,  now  lies  at  tefl. 

And  thither  will  poor  Amoret. 

Per.  Thou  muft. 

Was  ever  any  man  fd  loth  to  trull 
His  eyes  as  I ? or  was  there  ever  yet 
Any  lo  like  as  this  to  Amoret  ? 

For  whofe  dear  fake,  .1  promife  if  there  be  ^ 

A living  foul  within  thee,  thus  to  free 
Thy  body  frorp  it,  _ . . hurts  her  again 

cyAmo.  So,  this  work  hath  end  i 
Farewel  and  live,  be  conftant  to  thy  friend 
That  loves  thee  next. 

Pnter  Satyr,  Perigot  rms  off. 

Satyr.  See  the  day  begins  to  break. 

And  the  light  Ihoots  like  a ftreak 
Of  fubtil  fire,  the  wind  blows  cold, 

Whilfl  the  morning  doth  unfold  *,  ' ^ ‘ 

Now  the  Birds  begin  to  roufe. 

And  the  Squirril  from  the  boughs 
Leaps  to  get  him  Nuts  and  fruit  *, 

The  early  Lark  that  erfl  was  mute, 

Carrolstothe  rifingday 
Many  a note  and  many  a lay : 

Therefore  here  I end  my  watch, 

Left  the  wandring  fwain  (hould  catch 
Harm,  or  lofe  himfelf.  tAmo.  Ah  me  ! 

Satyr.  Speak  again  what  e’re  thou  be, 

I am  ready,  fpeak  I fay  : 

By  the  dawning  of  the  day. 

By  the  power  of  night  and  Pan^ 

I inforce  thee  fpeak  again. 

Amo.  O I am  moft  unhappy. 

Satyr.  Yet  more  blood  1 
Sure  thefe  wanton  Swains  are  wode. 

Can  there  be  a hand  or  heart 
Dare  commit  fo  vile  a part 
As  this  Murthcr  ? By  the  Moon 
That  hid  her  felf  when  this  was  done. 

Never  was  a fweeter  face  ; 

I will  bear  her  to  the  place 

Where  my  Goddefs  keeps;  and  crave 

Her  to  give  her  life,  or  grave.  Sxennt 


Enter  Clorin, 

Clor.  Here  whilfl  one  patient  takes  his  reft  fecure 
I fteal  abroad  to  doe  another  Cure. 

Pardon  thou  buryed  body  of  my  love. 

That  from  thy  fide  I dare  fo  foon  remove, 

1 will  not  prove  unconftant,  nor  will  leave 
Thee  for  an  hoar  alone.  When  I deceive 
My  firft  made  vow,  the  wildeft  of  the  wood 
Tear  me,  and  o’re  thy  Grave  let  out  my  blood ; 

I goeby  wit  to  cure  a lovers  pain 
Which  no  herb  can ; being  done.  Tie  come  again. 

Enter  Thenot. 

The.  Poor  Shepherd  in  this  fhade  for  ever  lye, 

And  feeing  thy  fair  Clorins  Cabin,  dye  : 

0 haplcfs  love,  which  beings  anfv.fer’d,  ends  j 
And  as  a little  infant  cryes  and  bends 
His  tender  Brows,  when  rowling  of  his  eye 
He  hath  efpy’d  fome  thing  that  glifters  nigh 
Which  he  would  have,  yet  give  it  him,  away 
He  throws  it  ftraight,  and  cryes  afrelh  to  play 
With  fomething  elfe : fuch  my  affeftion,  fet 
On  that  which  J ihould  loath,  if  I could  get. 

Enter  Clorin. 

Clor.  See  where  he  lyes*,  did  ever  man  but  he 
Love  any  woman  for  her  Conftancie 
To  her  dead  lover,  which  fhe  needs  muft  end 
Before  fhe  can  allow  him  for  her  friend. 

And  he  himfelf  muft  needs  the  caufe  deftroy. 

For  which  he  loves,  before  he  can  enjoy  ? 

Poor  Shepherd,  Heaven  grant  I at  once  may  fre6 
Thee  T orn  thy  pain,  ^nd  keep  my  loyaltie ; 

Shepherd,  look  up. 

The.  Thy  brightnefs  doth  amaze .' 

So  Thaebm  may  at  noon  bid  mortals  gaze. 

Thy  glorious  conftancie  appears  fo  bright, 

‘ dare  not  meet  the  Beams  with  my  weak  fight. , • . 

Clor.  Why  doll  thou  pine  away  thy  felf  for  me  ? 

The.  Why  doll  thou  keep  fuch  fpotlefs  conftancie  ? 

C/or.,  Thou  holy  Shepherd,  fee  what  for  thy  fake 
Clorin,  thy  Clorin,  now  dare  under  take.  [_He  fiaris  Up. 

The.  Stay  there,  thou  conftant  Clorin,  if  there  be 
Yet  any  part  of  woman  left  in  thee. 

To  make  thee  light : think  yet  before  thou  fpeak 
Clor.  See  what  a holy  vow  for  thee  I break. 

1 that  already  have  my  fame  far  fpread 
"or  being  conftant  to  my  lover  dead. 

The.  Think  yet,  dear  Clorin,  of  your  love,  how  true. 

If  you  had  dyed,  he  would  have  been  to  you. 

Clor.  Yet  all  Tie  lofe  for  thee. 

The.  Think  but  howbleft 
A conftant  woman  is  above  the  reft. 

Clor.  And  offer  up  my  felf,  here  on  this  ground, 

To  be  difpos’d  by  thee. 

The.  Why  doll  thou  wound 
His  heart  with  malice,  againft  woman  more, 

That  hated  all  the  Sex,  but  thee  before  ? 

How  much  more  pleafant  had  it  been  to  me 
To  dye,  than  to  behold  this  change  in  thee? 

Yet,  yet,  return,  let  not  the  woman  fway. 

Clor.  Infult  not  on  her  now,  nor  ufe  delay. 

Who  for  thy  fake  hath  ventur’d  all  her  fame. 

The.  Thou  haft  not  ventur’d,  but  bought  certain  fhame. 
Your  Sexes  curfe,  foul  falfhood  muft  and  fhall, 

I fee,  once  in  your  lives,  light  on  you  all. 

I hate  thee  now  *.  yet  turn. 

Clor.  Be  juft  to  me  : 

Shall  I at  once  both  lofe  my  fame  and  thee  ? 

The.  Thou  hadft  no  fame,that  which  thou  didft  like  good,- 
Was  but  thy  appetite  that  fway’d  thy  blood 
For  that  time  to  the  beft  *.  for  as  a blaft 
That  through  a houfe  comes,'  ufually  doth  call 
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Things  out  of  order,  yet  by  chance  may  come, 

And  blow  fome  one  thing  to  his  proper  room ; 

So  did  thy  appetite,  and  not  thy  zeal,  _ 
j Sway  thee  be  chance  to  doe  (bme  one  thing  well. 

Yet  turn. 

dor.  Thou  dolt  but  try  me  if  I would 

Forfake  thy  dear  imbraces,  for  my  old  > 

Love’s,  though  he  were  alive ; but  do  not  fear. 

Th  \ I do  contemn  thee  now, and  dare  come  near. 

And  gaze  upon  thee  •,  for  me  thinks  that  grace, 

Aufteritie,  which  fate  upon  that  face 

Is  gone,  and  thou  like  others : falfe  maid  fee,  rrv 

This  is  the  gain  of  foul  inconftancie. 

dor.  Tisdone,  great  1 give  thee  thanks  tor  it, 

What  art  could  not  have  heal’d,  is  cur’d  by  wit. 

£mer  Thenot,  again. 

The.  Will  ye  be  conftant  yet will  ye  remove 
Into  the  Cabin  to  your  buried  Love  ? 

Clor.  No  let  me  die,  but  by  thy  fide  remain. 

The.  There’s  none  lhall  know  that  thou  didll  ever  ftain 
Thy  worthy  ftridnefs,  but  lhall  honour’d  be. 

And  I will  lye  again  under  this  tree. 

And  pine  and  dye  for  thee  withjmore  delight. 

Than  I have  forrow  now  to  know  the  light. 
dor.  Let  me  have  thee,  and  I’le  be  where  thou  wilt. 

The.  Thou  art  of  womens  race,  and  full  of  guilt. 
Farewel  all  hope  of  that  Sex,  whilft  I thought 
There  was  one  good,  I fear’d  to  find  one  naught : 

Butfince  their  minds  I all  alike  efpie. 

Henceforth  Tie  choofe  as  others,by  mine  eye. 

dor.  Bleft  be  ye  powers  that  give  fuch  quick  redrefs. 

And  for  ray  labours  fent  fo  good  fuccefs. 

I rather  choofe,  though  I a woman  be. 

He  Ihould  fpeak  ill  of  all,  than  die  for  me. 


ABhs  QiiintHs.  Sana  ftima. 

Enter  Prieft,  and  old  Shepherd. 

Hepherds,  rife  and  diake  ofTfleep,  . f 
O See  the  blulhing  Morn  doth  peep 
Through  the  window,  whillltheSun 
To  the  mountain  tops  is  run. 

Gilding  all  the  Vales  below 
With  his  riling  flames,  which  grow 
Greater  by  his  climbing  Hill. 

Up  ye  lazie  grooms,  and  fill 
Bagg  and  Bottle  for  the  field  ; 

Clafpyour  cloaks  fait,  left  they  yield 
To  the  bitter  North-eall  wind. 

Call  the  Maidens  up,  and  find 
Who  lay  longeft,  that  Ihe  may 
Goe  without  a friend  all  day  •, 

Then  reward  your  Dogs,  and  pray 
Pan  to  keep  you  from  decay ; 

So  unfold  and  then  away. 

What  not  a Shepherd  ftirring  ? fure  the  grooms 
Have  found  their  beds  too  ealie,  or  the  rooms 
ill’d  with  fuch  new  delight,  and  heat,  that  they 
daveboth  forgot  their  hungry  Iheep,  and  day  *, 

•Cnock,  that  they  may  remember  what  a lhame 
Sloath  and  iiegledl  layes  on  a Shepherds  name. 

OldShep.  It  is  to  little  purpofe,  notafwain 
This  night  hath  known  his  lodging  here,  or  lain 
Within  thefe  cotes : the  woods,  or  fome  near  town, 
hat  is  a neighbour  to  the  bordering  Down, 

■lath  drawn  them  thither,  ’bout  fome  luftie  fport. 

Or  fpiced  WalTel-Boul,  to  which  refort 
All  the  young  men  and  maids  of  many  a cote , 

Whilft  the  trim  Minftrel  ftrikes  his  merry  note. 

Priefi.  God  pardon  fin,  Ihow  me  the  way  that  leads 


To  any  of  their  haunts. 

Old  Shep.  This  to  the  meads, 

And  that  down  to  the  woods. 

Priefi.  Then  this  for  me^ 

Come  Shepherd  let  me  crave  your  companie. 


ZE.vei!nt. 


Enter  Clorin,  in  her  Cabifty  Alexis,  with  her. 

dor.  Now  your  thoughts  are  almoft  pure. 

And  your  wound  begins  to  cure : 

Strive  to  banilh  all  that’s  vain. 

Left  it  Ihould  break  out  again. 

Jlex.  Eternal  thanks  to  thee,  thou  holy  maid : 

I find  my  former  wandring  thoughts  well  ftaid 
Through  thy  wife  precepts,  and  my  outward  paia 
By  thy  choice  herbs  is  almoft  gone  again : 

Thy  fexes  vice  and  vertue  are  reveal’d 
At  once,  for  what  one  hurt,  another  heal’d. 

^or.  May  thy  grief  more  appeafe, 

Relaples  are  the  worft  diftafe. 

Take  heed  how  you  in  thought  offend. 

So  mind  and  body  both  will  mend. 

Enter  Satyr,  with  Amoret. 

jdmo.  Beeft  thou  the  wildeft  creature  of  the  woo(|. 
That  bearft  me  thus  away,  drown’d  in  ray  blood. 

And  dying,  know  I cannot  injur’d  be, 

1 am  a maid,  let  that  name  fight  for  me. 

Satyr.  Faireft  Virgin  do  not  fear 
Me,  that  do  thy  body  bear. 

Not  to  hurt,  but  heard  to  be  *, 

Men  are  ruder  far  than  we. 

See  fair  Goddefs  in  the  wood. 

They  have  let  out  yet  more  blood. 

Some  favage  man  hath  ftruck  her  breaft 
So  foft  and  white,  that  no  wild  beaft 
Durft  ha’  toucht  afleep , or  wake  : 

So  fweet,  that  tyTddery  Newte^  or  Snake^ 

Would  have  Iain  from  arm  to  arm. 

On  her  bofom-  to  be  warm 
All  a night,  and  being  hot. 

Gone  away  and  flung  her  not. 

Qujckly  clap  herbs  to  her  breaft  ^ 

A man  fure  is  a kind  of  beaft. 

(flor.  With  fpotlefs  hand,  on  fpotleft  Iwcft 
I put  thefe  herbs  to  give  thee  reft  : 

Which  till  it  heal  thee,  will  abide. 

If  both  be  pure,  if  not,  off  Aide. 

See  it  falls  off  from  the  wound, 

Shepherdefs  thou  art  not  found. 

Full  of  lull. 

Satyr.  Who  would  have  thought  it, 

So  fair  a face  ! 

dor.  Why  that  hath  brought  it. 

Amo.  For  ought  I know  or  think,  theft  words,  my  laft ; 
Yet  Tan  fo  help  me  as  my  thoughts  are  chaft. 

dor.  And  fo  may  Pan  blefs  this  my  cure. 

As  all  my  thoughts  are  juft  and  pure ; 

Some  uncleannefs  nigh  doth  lurk. 

That  will  not  let  my  Medicines  work. 

Satyr  fearch  if  thou  canft  find  it. 

Stayr.  Here  away  me  thinks  1 wind  it. 

Stronger  yet : Oh  here  they  be. 

Here,  here,  in  a hollow  tree. 

Two  fond  mortals  have  I found. 
dor.  Bring  them  out,  they  are  unfound. 

Enter  Cloe,  and  Daphnis. 

Satyr.  By  the  fingers  thus  I wring  ye. 

To  my  goddefs  thus  1 bring  ye  •, 

Strife  is  vain,  come  gently  in, 

I feented  them,  they’re  full  of  fin. 

dor.  Hold  SatyTy  take  this  Glaft, 

Sprinkle  over  all  the  place, 

Purge  the  Air  from  luftfuU  breath. 


To 


The  Faithful  Shefherdefs. 


To  fave  this  Shepherdefs  from  death. 

And  lliand  you  ftill  whilft  I do  drefs 
Her  wound  for  fear  the  pain  encreaft. 

Sat.  From  this  giafs  1 throw  a drop 
Of  Cryftal  water  on  the  top 
Of  every  grafs,  on  flowers  a pair ; 

Send  a fume  and  keep  the  air 
Pure  and  wholfom,  fweet  and  bleft, 

Till  this  Virgins  wound  be  dreft. 

Clor.  Sntyr^  help  to  bring  her  in. 

Sat.  By  Patty  1 think  fhe  hath  np  fm, 

She  is  fo  light : lye  on  thefe  leaves. 

Sleep  that  mortal  fenfe  deceives, 

Crown  thine  Eyes,  and  eafe  thy  pain, 

Maift  thou  loon  be  well  again. 

(^lor.  Satyr y bring  the  Shepherd  near. 

Try  him  if  his  mind  be  clear. 

Sat.  Shepherd  come. 

Daph.  My  thoughts  are  pure. 

Sat.  The  better  trial  to  endure. 

Clor.  In  this  flame  his  finger  thraft. 

Which  will  burn  him  if  he  luft  j 
But  if  not,  away  will  turn. 

As  loth  unfpotted  flelh  to  burn : 

See,  it  gives  back,  let  him  go, 

Farewel  mortal,  keep  thee  fo. 

Sat.  Stay  fair  Nymph,  flye  not  fo  f^. 

We  muft  try  if  you  be  chafte : 

Here’s  a hand  that  quakes  for  fear. 

Sure  Ihe  will  not  prove  fo  clear. 

Clor.  Hold  her  finger  to  the  flame, 

That  will  yield  her  praile  or  fliame. 

Sat.  To  her  doom  Ihe  dares  not  Hand, 

But  plucks  away  her  tender  hand. 

And  the  Taper  darting  fends 
His  hot  beams  at  her  fingers  ends  .• 

O thou  art  foul  within,  and  haft 
A mind,  if  nothing  elfe,  iinchafte. 

Alex.  Is  not  that  Cloe  ? ’tis  my  Love,  ’tis  fhe ! 
doe,  fair  Cloe. 

do.  My  Alexis.  Alex.  He. 

do.  Let  me  embrace  thee.  Clor.  Take  her  hence. 

Left  her  fight  difturb  his  fence. 

Alex.  Take  not  her,  take  my  life  firft. 

Clor.  See,  his  wound  again  is  burft ; 

Keep  her  near,  here  in  the  Wood, 

Till  1 ha’  ftopt  thefe  Streams  of  Blood, 

Soon  again  he  eafe  lhall  find. 

If  I can  but  ftill  his  mind : 

This  Curtain  thus  I do  difplay. 

To  keep  the  piercing  air  away. 

Snter  old  Shepherd,  and  Prieft. 

PriePl.  Sure  they  are  loft  for  ever ; ’tis  in  vain 
To  find  ’em  out  with  trouble  and  much  pain, 

That  have  a ripe  defire,  and  forward  will 
To  flye  the  Company  of  all  but  ill. 

What  (hall  be  counfel’d  now  ? fhall  we  retire  ? 

Or  conftant  follow  ftill  that  firft  defire 
We  had  to  find  them  ? 

Old.  Stay  a little  while  ; 

For  if  the  Morning  mift  do  not  beguile 
My  fight  with  lhadows,  fure  I fee  a Swain 
One  of  this  jolly  Troop’s  come  back  again. 

Enter  Thenot. 

Pri.  Doft  thou  not  blufli  young  Shepherd  to  be  known, 
Thus  without  care,  leaving  thy  flocks  alone. 

And  following  what  defire  and  prelent  blood 
^apes  out  before  thy  burning  fenfe,  for  good, 

Having  forgot  what  tongue  hereafter  may 
Tell  to  the  World  thy  falling  off,  and  fay 
Thou  art  regardlefs  both  of  good  and  lhame. 

Spurning  at  Vertue,  and  a vertuous  Name, 


And  like  a glorious,  delperate  man  that  buys 
A poyfon  of  much  price,  by  which  he  dies, 

Doft  thou  lay  out  for  Luft,  whofe  only  gain 
Is  foul  difeafe,  with  prefent  age  and  pain. 

And  then  a Grave  ? Thefe  be  the  fruits  that  grow 
In  fuch  hot  Veins  that  only  beat  to  know 
Where  they  may  takemoft  eafe, and  grow  ambitious 
Through  their  own  wanton  fire,  and  pride  delicious. 

'The.  Right  holy  Sir,  1 have  not  knovyn  this  night. 
What  the  fmooth  face  of  Mirth  was,  or  the  fight 
Of  any  loofenefs mufick,  joy,  and  eafe. 

Have  been  to  me  as  bitter  drugs  to  pleafe 
A Stomach  loft  with  weaknels,  not  a game 
That  1 am  skill’d  at  throughly ; nor  a Dame, 

Went  her  tongue  fmoother  than  the  feet  of  Time, 

Her  beauty  ever  living  like  the  Rime 
Our  blefled’  Tttyrus  did  ling  of  yore. 

No,  were  fhe  more  enticing  than  the  ftore 
Of  fruitful  Surnmer,  when  the  loaden  Tree 
Bids  the  faint  Traveller  be  bold  and  free, 

’Twere  but  to  me  like  thunder  ’gainft  the  bay, 

Whofe  lightning  may  enclofe  but  never  flay 
Upon  his  charmed  branches fuch  am  I 
Againft  the  catching  flames  of  Womans  eye. 

Priefi.  Then  wherefore  haft  thou  wandred  ? 

The.  ’Twas  a Vow 

That  drew  me  out  laft  night,  which  I have  now 
Strnftly  perform’d,  and  nomewards  go  to  give 
Frelh  pafture  to  my  Sheep,  that  they  may  live. 

Pri.  ’Tis  good  to  hear  ye.  Shepherd,  if  the  heart 
In  this  well  founding  Mufick  bear  his  part. 

Where  have  you  left  the  reft  ? 

The.  I have  not  feen. 

Since  yefternight  we  met  upon  this  green 
To  fold  our  Flocks  up,  any  of  that  train 
Yet  have  I waikt  thefe  Woods  round,  and  have  lain 
All  this  lame  night  under  an  aged  Tree, 

Yet  neither  wandring  Shepherd  did  I fee, 

Or  Shepherdefs,  or  drew  into  mine  ear 
The  found  of  living  thing,  unlefs  it  were 
The  Nightingale  among  the  thick  leav’d  fpring 
That  fits  alone  in  forrow,  and  doth  fing 
Whole  nights  away  in  mourning,  or  the  Owl^ 

Or  our  great  enemy  that  ftill  doth  howl 
Againft  the  Moons  cold  beams. 

Priefi.  Go  and  beware 
Of  after  falling. 

The.  Father  ’tis  my  care. 

l^Exit  Thenot. 

Enter  Daphnis. 

Old.  Here  comes  another  Stragler,  fure  I fee 
A Shame  in  this  young  Shepherd.  Daphnis! 

Daph.  He. 

Prt.  Where  haft  thou  left  the  reft,  that  Ihould  have  been 
Long  before  this,  grazing  upon  the  green 
Their  yet  imprifon’d  flocks? 

DapL  Thou  holy  man, 

Give  me  a little  breathing  till  I can 
Be  able  to  unfold  what  I have  feen ; 

Such  horrour  that  the  like  hath  never  been 
Known  to  the  ear  of  Shepherd : Oh  my  heart 
Labours  a double  motion  to  impart 
So  heavy  tidings!  You  all  know  the  Bower 
Where  the  chaft  (florin  lives, by  whofe  great  power 
Sick  men  and  Cattel  have  been  ofren  cur’d, 

There  lovely  Amortt  that  was  allur’d 
To  luRy  Perigot,  bleeds  out  her  life. 

Forc’d  by  feme  Iron  hand  and  fatal  knife  j 
And  by  her  young  ey^lexis. 

Enter  Amaryllis  running  from  her  Sullen  Shepherd. 

Amar.  If  there  be 
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Ever  a Neighbour  Brook,  or  hollow  tree, 

Receive  my  Body,  dole  me  up  frorti  luft 

Tnat  follows  at  my  heels  •,  be  ever  juft,  _ 

Thou  god  of  Shepherds,  for  her  dear  fake 

That  loves  the  Rivers  brinks,  and  ftill  doth  (hake 

In  cold  remembrance  of  thy  quick  purfuit ; 

Let  me  be  made  a reed,  and  ever  mute, 

Nod  to  the  waters  fall,  whilft  every  blalt 

Sings  through  my  flender  leaves  that  I was  chaft. 

Fri.  This  is  a night  of  wonder,  yimaryll 

Be  comforted,  the  holy  gods  are  ftill 

Revengers  of  theft  wrongs. 

Amar.  Thou  biefled  man. 

Honour’d  upon  theft  plains,  and  lov’d  of  Van^ 

Hear  me,  and  fave  from  endlefs  infamie 

My  yetunblafted  Flower,  Virginitie: 

Byall  the  Garlands  that  have  crown’d  that  head. 

By  the  chafte  office,  and  the  Marriage  bed 

That  ftill  is  bleft  by  thee,  by  all  the  rights 

Due  to  our  gods  •,  and  by  thoft  Virgin  lights 

That  burn  before  his  Altar,  let  me  not 

Fall  from  my  former  ftate  to  gain  the  blot 

That  never  ffiall  be  purg’d ; I am  not  now 

That  wanton  Amaryllis',  here  I vow 

To  Heaven,  and  thee  grave  Father,  if  I may 
’Scape  this  unhappy  Night,  to  know  the  Day, 

To  live  a Virgin,  never  to  endure _ 

The  tongues,  or  Company  of  men  impure. 

I hear  him  come,  fave  me. 

Pri.  Retire  a while 

Behind  thjs  Buffi-,  till  we  have  known  that  vile 

Abufer  of  young  Maidens. 

Eater  Sullen. 

ShI.  Stay  thy  pace, 

Moll  loved  Amaryllis,  let  the  Chaft 

Grow  calm  and  milder,  flye  me  not  fo  faft, 

1 fear  the  pointed  Brambles  have  unlac’d 

Thy  golden  Buskins-,  turn  again  and  fee 

Thy  Shepherd  follow,  that  is  ftrong  and  free. 

Able  to  give  thee  all  content  and  eafe. 

I am  not  baffiful,  Virgin,  Icanpleafe 

At  firft  encounter,  hug  thee  in  mine  arm. 

And  give  thee  many  Killh,  foft  and  warm 

As  thoft  the  Sun  prints  on  the  fmiling  Cheek 

Of  Plums,  or  mellow  Peaches-,  I am  fleek 

And  fmooth  as  when  ftern  EoIhs 

Locks  up  his  furly  Winds,  and  nimbly  thus 

Can  Ihew  my  adive  Youth  ; why  doft  thou  flye  ? 

Amaryllis,  itwasi 

That  kill’d  Alexis  for  thy  fake,  and  fet 

Aneverlafting  hate’twixt  Amoret 

And  her  beloved  Perigot ; ’twas  I 

That  drown’d  her  in  the  Well,  where  ffie  muft  lye 

Till  Time  ffiall  leave  to  be  -,  then  turn  again, 

Turn  with  thy  open  arms,  and  clip  the  Swain 

That  hath  perform’d  all  this,  turn,  turn  I fay  .- 
I muft  not  be  deluded. 

Pri.  Monfter  ftay, 

Thou  that  art  like  a Canker  to  the  State 

Thou  liv’ft  andbreath’ft  in,  eating  with  debate 

Through  every  honeft  bofome,  forcing  ftill 

The  Veins  of  any  that  may  ferve  thy  Will, 

Thou  that  haft  offer’d  with  a finful  hand 

To  feize  upon  this  Virgin  that  doth  ftand 

Yet  trembling  here. 

ShU.  Good  holinefs  declare. 

What  had  the  danger  been,  if  being  bare 

I had  embrac’d  her,  tell  me  by  your  Art, 

What  coming  wonders  would  that  fight  impart?* 

Pri.  Luft,  and  a branded  Soul. 

ShU.  Yet  tell  me  more. 

Hath  not  our  Mother  Nature  for  her  ftore 

And  great  encreafe,  faid  it  is  good  and  juft. 

And  wills  that  every  living  Creature  muft 

Beget  his  like.? 

Pri.  Ye  are  better  read  than  I, 

I muft  confefs,  in  blood  and  Lechery. 

Now  to  the  Bower,  and  bring  this  Beaft  along. 

Where  he  may  fufier  Penance  for  his  wrong.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  with  his  hands  bloody. 

Per.  Here  will  I waffi  it  in  this  mornings  dew, 

Which  ffie  on  every  little  grafs  doth  ftrew 

In  filver  drops  againft  the  Sun’s  appear : 

’Tisholy  water,  and  will  make  me  clear. 

My  hands  will  not  be  cleans’d.  My  wronged  Love, 

If  thy  chafte  fpirit  in  the  air  yet  move, 

Look  mildly  down  on  him  that  yet  doth  ftand 

All  full  of  guilt,  thy  blood  upon  his  hand, 

And  though  I ftruck  thee  undefervedly. 

Let  my  revenge  on  her  that  injur’d  thee 

Make  lefs  a fault  which  I intended  not, 

And  let  theft  dew  drops  waffi  away  my  fpot. 

It  will  not  cleanfe.  O to  what  facred  Flood 

Shall  I refort  to  waffi  away  this  blood  .? 

Amid’ft  theft  Trees  the  holy  Clorin  dwells 

In  a low  Cabin  of  cut  Boughs,  and  heals 

All  Wounds ; to  her  I will  my  felf  addrefs. 

And  my  raffi  faults  repentantly  confefs ; 

Perhaps  ffie’ll  find  a means  by  Art  or  Prayer, 

To  make  my  hand  with  chafte  blood  ftained,  fair: 

That  done,  not  far  hence  underneath  fomeTrec, 

I’ll  have  a little  Cabin  built,  fince  (he 

Whom  I ador’d  is  dead,  there  will  I give 

My  felf  to  ftriftnefs,  and  like  (lorin\\\t.  {Exit. 

The  Curtain  is  drawn,  Clorin  appears  fitting  in  the  Cabin., 
Amoret  fitting  on  the  one  fde  of  her,  Alexis  and  Cloc 
on  the  other,  r/??  Satyr  funding  by. 

Clo.  Shepherd,  once  more  your  blood  is  ftaid, 

Take  example  by  this  Maid, 

Who  is  heal’d  ere  you  be  pure. 

So  hard  it  is  lewd  luft  to  cure. 

Take  heed  then  how  you  turn  your  eye 

On  each  other  luftfully; 

And  Shepherdefs  take  heed  left  you 

Move  his  willing  eye  thereto  -, 

Let  no  wring,  nor  pirtch,  nor  fmile 

Of  yours  his  weaker  ftnfe  beguile. 

Is  your  Love  yet  true  and  chafte, 

And  for  ever  fo  to  laft .? 

iAlex.  1 have  forgot  all  vain  defires, 

AH  loofer  thoughts,  ill  tempted  fires, 

True  Love  I find  a pleafant  fume, 

Whofe  moderate  heat  can  ne’r  confume. 

Clo.  And  I a new  fire  feel  in  me, 

Whofe  chafte  flame  is  not  quencht  to  be. 

dor.  Join  your  hands  with  modeft  touch. 

And  for  ever  keep  you  fuch. 

Enter  Perigot. 

Per.  Yon  is  her  Cabin,  thus  far  off  I’ll  ftand> 

And  call  her  forth  -,  for  my  unhallowed  hand  • 

1 dare  not  bring  fo  near  yx>n  facred  place. 

C7m«come  forth,  and  do  a timely  grace 

To  a poor  Swain. 

Clo.  What  art  thou  that  doft  call  /* 

Oorin  is  ready  to  do  good  to  all : 

Come  near. 

Peri.  I dare  not. 

(for.  Satyr,  fte 

Who  it  is  tnat  calls  on  me. 

Sat.  There  at  hand,  fome  Swain  doth  ftand. 

Stretching  out  a bloudy  hand. 

Peri.  Come  Clorin,  bring  thy  holy  waters  clear, 

To  waffi  my  hand. 

Clo.  What  wonders  have  been  here 

To 
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To  night  ? ftretch  forth  thy  hand  young  Swain, 

Walh  and  rub  it  whileft  I rain 
Holy  water. 

Ten.  Still  you  pour, 

But  ray  hand  will  never  fcower. 

Cor.  Satyr,  bring  him  to  the  Bower, 

We  will  try  the  Soveraign  power 
Of  other  waters. 

Satyr.  Mortal,  fure 
’Tis  the  Blood  of  Maiden  pure 
That  ftains  thee  fo. 

[the  Satyr  leadeth  him  to  the  Bowery  where  he  fpieth 
Araoret,  aad  kneeling  down,  Jhe  knoweth  him. 

Teri.  What  e’re  thou  be, 

Be’ft  thou  her  fpright,  or  forae  divinitie. 

That  in  her  fhape  thinks  good  to  walk  this  grove, 

Pardon  poor  Ferigot. 

Amor.  1 am  thy  love. 

Thy  Amorety  for  evermore  thy  love  : 

Strike  once  more  on  my  naked  breafl:.  Tie  prove 
As  conftant  ftill.  O could  ft  thou  love  me  yet  •, 

How  foon  fnould  I my  former  griefs  forget ! 

Peri.  So  over-great  with  joy,  that  you  live,  now 
I am,  that  no  defire  of  knowing  how 
Doth  feize  me  3 haft  thou  ftill  power  to  forgive  ? 

Amo.  Whileft  thou  haft  power  to  love,  or  I to  live? 
More  welcome  now  than  hadft  thou  never  gone 
Aftray  from  me. 

Pen.  And  when  thou  lov’ft  alone 
And  not  I,  death,  or  fome  lingring  pain 
That’s  worle,  light  on  me. 

Clor.  Now  your  ftain 
This  perhaps  will  cleanfe  again ; 

See  the  blood  that  erft  did  ftay. 

With  the  water  drops  away. 

All  the  powers  again  are  pleas’d. 

And  with  this  new  knot  appeas’d. 

Joyn  your  hands,  and  rife  together. 

Tan  be  bleft  that  brought  you  hither. 

Prieft,  andOl^  Shephered. 

Cor.  Go  back  again  what  ere  thou  art,  unlefs 
Smooth  Maiden  thoughts  poflefs  thee,  do  not  prefs 
This  hallowed  ground.  Go  Satyr,  take  his  hand, 

And  give  him  prefent  trial. 

Satyr.  Mortal  ftand. 

Till  by  fire  1 have  made  known 

Whether  thou  be  fuch  a one,  ^ 

That  mayft  freely  tread  this  place. 

Hold  thy  hand  up  *,  never  was 
More  untainted  flefh  than  this. 

Faireft,  he  is  full  of  blifs. 

Cor.  Then  boldly  fpeak,  why  doft  thou  feekt'his  place  ? 

Priefi.  Firft,  honour’d  Virgin,  to  behold  thy  face 
Where  all  good  dwells  that  is : Next  for  to  try 
The  truth  of  late  report  was  given  to  me : 

Thofe  Shepherds  that  have  met  with  foul  mifchance, 
Through  much  negled,  and  more  ill  governance. 
Whether  the  wounds  they  have  may  yet  endure 
The  open  Air,  or  ftay  a longer  cure. 

And  laftly,  what  the  doom  may  be  (hall  light 
Upon  thole  guilty  wretches,  through  whole  fpight 
All  this  confufion  fell ; For  to  this  place. 

Thou  holy  Maiden,  have  1 brought  the  race 
Of  thefe  offenders,  who  have  freely  told. 

Both  why,  and  by  what  means  they  gave  this  bold 
Attempt  upon  their  lives. 

Cor.  Fume  all  the  ground. 

And  fprinkle  holy  water,  for  unfound 
And  foul  infedtion  ’gins  to  fill  the  Air : 

It  gathers  yet  more  ftrongly ; take  a pair 
Of  Cenfors  fill’d  with  Frankincenfe  and  Mirrh, 

Together  with  cold  Camphyre : quickly  ftir 
Thee,  gentle  for  the  place  begins 


To  fweat  and  labour  with  the  abhorred  fins 
Of  thofe  offenders,  *,  let  them  not  come  nigh. 

For  full  of  itching  flame  and  leprofie 

Their  very  fouls  are,  that  the  ground  goes  back, 

And  fhrinksto  feel  the  fullen  weight  of  black 
And  fo  unheard  of  venome ; hie  thee  fall 
Thou  holy  man,  and  banifhfromthechaft 
Thefe  manlike  monfters,  let  them  never  more 
Be  known  upon  thefe  downs,  but  long  before 
The  next  Suns  riling,  put  them  from  the  fight 
And  memory  of  every  honeft  wight. 

Be  quick  in  exTedition,  left  the  fores 

Of  thele  weak  Patients  break  into  new  gores,  f £a:.  Prief!:. 

Ter.  My  dear,  Amor et,  how  happy  are 

Thofe  blefled  pairs,  in  whom  a little  jar 
Hath  bred  an  everlafting  love,  tooftrong 
For  time,  or  fteel,  or  envy  to  do  wrong  ? 

How  do  you  feel  your  hurts  ? Alas  poor  heart. 

How  much  I was  abus’d  3 give  me  the  fmart 
For  it  isjuftlymine. 

Amo.  I do  believe. 

It  is  enough  dear  friend,  leave  off  to  grieve, 

And  let  us  once  more  in  defpight  of  ill 
Give  hands  and  hearts  again. 

Per.  With  better  will 
Than  e’re  I went  to  find  in  hotteft  day 
Cool  Cryftal  of  the  Fountain,  to  allay  I 

My  eager  thirft : may  this  band  never  break,  I 

Hear  us  O Heaven, 

Amo.  Beconftant. 

Per.  Fife  wreak. 

With  bouble  vengeance,  my  difloyalty ; 

Let  me  not  dare  to  know  the  company 
Of  men,  or  any  more  behold  thofe  eyes. 

Amo.  Thus  Shepherd  with  a kifs  all  envy  dyes. 

Enter  Priefi. 

Priefi.  Bright  Maid,  I have  perform’d  your  will,  the  Swain 
In  whom  fuch  heat  and  black  rebellions  raign 
Hath  undergone  your  fentence,  and  difgrace ; 

Only  the  Maid  I have  referv’d,  whole  face 
Shews  much  amendment,  many  a tear  doth  fall 
In  forrow  of  her  fault,  great  fair  recal 
Your  heavy  doom,  in  hope  of  better  daies. 

Which  I dare  jromife ; once  again  upraife 
Her  heavy  Spirit  that  near  drowned  lyes 
In  felf  confuming  care  that  never  dyes, 
flor.  I am  content  to  pardon,  call  her  in  5 
The  Air  grows  cool  again,  and  doth  begin 
To  purge  it  felf,  how  bright  the  day  doth  Ihow 
After  this  ftormy  Cloud  ? go  Satyr,  go. 

And  with  this  Taper  boldly  try  her  hand, 

If  Ihe  be  pure  and  good,  and  firmly  ftand 
To  be  fo  ftill,  we  have  perform’d  a work 
Worthy  the  Gods  themfelves.  ZSatyr  brings  Amaryllis 

Satyr.  Come  forward  Maiden,  do  not  lurk 
Nor  hide  your  face  with  grief  and  lhame. 

Now  or  never  get  a name 
That  may  raife  thee,  and  recure 
All  thy  life  that  was  impure : 

Hold  your  hand  unto  the  flame. 

If  thou  beeft  a pcrfed  dame. 

Or  haft  truely  vow’d  to  mend. 

This  pale  fire  will  be  thy  friend. 

See  the  Taper  hurts  her  not. 

Go  thy  wayes,  let  never  fpot 
Henceforth  feize  upon  thy  blood. 

Thankthe  Gods  and  ftill  be  good. 

Clor.  Young  Shepherdefs  now  ye  are  brought  again 
To  Virgin  ftate,  be  fb,  and  lb  remain 
To  thy  laft  day,  unlefs  the  faithful  love 
Of  fome  good  Shepherd  force  thee  to  remove  j 
Than  labour  to  be  true  to  him,  and  live 
As  fuch  a one,  that  ever  ftrives  to  give 
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Move  your  feet 
To  our  found, 
Whtlefi  vee  greet 
All  this  ground., 
With  his  honour  and  his  name 


The  Faithful  Shepherdefy. 


A blelled  memory  to  after  time. 

Be  famous  for  your  good,  not  for  your  crime. 

Now  holy  man,  I offer  up  again  ' 

Thefe  patients  full  of  health,  and  free  from  pain : 

Keep  them  from  after  ills,  be  ever  near 
Unto  their  acftions,  teach  them  how  to  clear 
The  tedious  way  they  pafs  through,  from  fufpcd, 

Keep  them  from  wronging  others,  or  negled 
Of  duty  in  themfelves,  corretT  the  bloud 
With  thrifty  bits  and  labour,  let  the  fioud. 

Or  the  next  neighbouring  fpring  give  remedy 

To  greedy  thirit,  and  travel  not  the  tree 

That  hangs  with  wanton  clufte^rs,  let  let  not  wine, 

Unlefs  in  facrifice,  or  rites  divine. 

Be  ever  known  of  Shepherd,  have  a care 
Thou  man  of  holy  life.  Now  do  not  fpare 
Their  faults  through  much  remilfnefs,  nor  forget 
To  cherilfi  him,  vvhofe  many  pains  and  fwet 
Hath  giv’n  increafe,  and  added  to  the  downs. 

Sort  all  your  Shepherds  from  the  lazy  clowns 
That  feed  their  Heifers  in  the  budded  Brooms : 

Teach  the  young  Maidens  Hr  iUnefs, that  the  grooms 
May  ever  fear  to  tempt  their  blowing  youth  3 
Banilh  all  complements,  but  fugle  truth 
From  every  tongue,  and  every  Shepherds  heart, 

Let  them  Hill  ufe  perfwading,  but  no  Art : 

Thus  holy  Priefi,  1 wifh  to  thee  and  thefe. 

All  the  bell  goods  and  comforts  that  may  plealc. 

Alex.  And  all  thofe  blelTings  Heaven  did  ever  give, 

We  pray  upon  this  Bower  may  ever  live. 

Prtefi.  Kneel  every  Shepherd,  whilcft  with  powerful  hand 
I blefs  your  after  labours,  and  the  Land 
You  feed  your  flocks  upon.  Great  Pan  defend  you 
From  misfortune,  and  amend  you. 

Keep  you  from  thofe  dangers  ftill. 

That  are  followed  by  your  will, 

Give  ye  means  to  know  at  length 
All  your  riches,  all  your  ftrength, 

Cannot  keep  your  foot  from  falling 
To  lewd  lull,  that  ftill  is  calling 
At  your  Cottage,  till  his  power 
Bring  again  that  golden  hour 
Of  peace  and  reft  to  every  foul. 

May  his  care  of  you  controul 
All  difeafes,  fores  or  pain 
That  in  after  time  may  raign 
Either  in  your  flocks  or  you. 

Give  ye  all  affedlions  new. 

New  defires,  and  tempers  new. 

That  ye  may  be  ever  true. 

Now  rife  and  go,  and  as  ye  pafs  away 
Sing  to  the  God  of  Sheep,  that  happy  lay. 

That  honeft  Doras  taught  ye,  Dorus,  he 
That  was  the  foul  and  god  of  melodic. 

The  SONG.  [They  all  Sing^ 

All  ye  woods,  and  trees  and  bowers. 

All  you  vertues  and  ye  powers 
That  inhabit  in  the  lakfs, 

Inthepleajant  fpringsor  brakes. 


That  dejends  our  flocks  from  blame. 

He  is  great,  and  he  is  jufl. 

He  is  ever  good,  and  niujl 
Thus  be  honour  d : ‘Daffadillies, 

Rofes,  Tinks,  atid  loved  Lillies, 

Let  us  fling, 

Whilefl  we  fing. 

Ever  holy, 

Ever  holy, 

£ ve  r honour'd  ever  young. 

Thus  great  Pan  is  ever  fung.  [Exeunt 

Satyr.  Thou  divineft,  faireft,  brighteft. 

Thou  muft  powerful  Maid,  and  whiteft. 

Thou  moft  vertuous  and  molt  blelled. 

Eyes  of  ftars,  and  golden  trefled 
Like  Apollo,  tell  me  fweeteft 
What  new  fervice  now  is  meeteft 
For  the  Satyr  ? fliall  1 ftray 
In  the  middle  Air,  and  ftay 
The  fayling  Rack,  or  nimbly  take 
Hold  by  the  Moon,  and  gently  make 
Sute  to  the  pale  Queen  of  night 
For  a beam  to  give  thee  light  ? 

Shall  1 dive  into  the  Sea, 

And  bring  thee  Coral,  making  way 
Through  the  riling  waves  tliat  fall 
In  fnowie  fleeces  j deareft,  fliall 
I catch  the  wanton  Fawns,  or  Flyes, 

Wnofc  woven  wings  the  Summer  dyes 
Of  many  colours .?  get  thee  fruit  ? 

Or  fteal  from  Heaven  old  Orpheus  Lute  ? 

All  thefe  Tic  venture  for,  and  more. 

To  do  her  fervice  all  thefe  woods  adore. 

Clor.  No  otiier  fervice.  Satyr,  but  thy  watch 
About  thefe  thickets,  left  harmlefs  people  catch 
Mifchief  or  fad  mifchancc. 

Saiyr.  Holy  Virgin,  I will  dance 
Hound  about  thefe  woods  as  quick 
As  the  breaking  light,  and  prick 
Down  the  Lawns,  and  down  the  vails 
Fafter  than  the  Wind-mill  fails. 

So  I take  my  leave,  and  pray 
All  tJie  comforts  of  the  day. 

Such  as  Phoebus  heat  doth  fend 
On  the  earth,  may  ftill  befriend 
Thee,  an d.th is  arbour.  , 

Cie.  And  to  thee. 

All  thy  Mafters  love  be  free. 

[Exeunt. 


The  Faithful  Shepherdefs. 


to  my  Friend  Mafier  John  Fletch 
upon  his  Faithful  I Shepherdefs, 

I Know  too  well,  yifat,  no  mWe  than  the'mm 
That  travels  thfengh  the  batning  Defarts^  can 
When  he  is  beaten  with  the  raging  Sun, 

Half  [mothered  in  the  dafi,  have  power  to  ran 
From  a cool  River,  which  himjelf  doth  find, 

E’re  he  be  flacked  ; no  more  can  he  whofe  mind 
Joyes  in  the  ^J^dfes,  ^holdfrom  that  delight, 

When  thtture,  and  his  full  thoughts  bid  him  Write  : 

Tet  wijh  I thofe  whom  I for  friends  have  known. 

To  fi?tg  their  thoughts  to  no  ears  hut  their  own. 

Why  fhould  the  man,  whofe  wit  ne’r  had  a flain, 

Vfon  the  ptthliek^  Stage  prefent  his  vain. 

And  make  a thoufand  men  in  judgment  fit. 

To  call  in  queflion  his  undoubted  wit. 

Scarce  two  of  which  can  underfiand  the  laws 
Which  they  fiwuld  judge  by,  nor  the  parties  caufe  f 
Among  the  rout  there  is  not  one  that  hath 
In  his  own  cenfiure  an  e xp licit e faith 
One  company  knowing  they  judgement  lackj 
Ground  their  belief  on  the  next  maninblackj 
Others,  'on  him  that  makes  figns,  and  is  mute. 

Some  like  as  he  does  in  the  fairefi  fute. 

He  as  his  fjrh/ifirefs  doth,  and  fise  by  chance  : 

Nor  want  there  thofe,  who  as  the  Boy  doth  dance 
Between  the  AUs,  Will  cenfure  the  whole  Play  ^ 

Some  if  the  Wax-lights  be  not  new  that  'day  •, 

But  multitudes  there  are  whofe  judgement  goes 
Headlong  according  to  the  Actors  cloathes. 

For  this,  thefepublickjhings  andl,  agree 
So  tU,  that  but  to  do  a right  for  thee, 

I had  not  been  perfwaded  to  have  hurl'd 
Thefe  few,  ill  fpoken  lines,  into  the  world, 

Both  to  be  read,  and  cenfur’d  of,  by  thofe, 

Whofe  very  reading  makes  V erfe  Jenfelefs  Profe  : 

Such  as  muft  fpend  above  an  hour,  to  fpell 
A Challenge  on  a Pofir,  to  know  it  well : 

But  fince  it  was  thy  hap  to  throw  away 
iJHuchwit,  for  which  the  people  did  not  pay, 

Becauje  they  faw  it  not,  I not  diflike 
This  fecond  publication,  which  may  firike 
Their  confidences,  to  fee  the  thing  they  fcorn’ a. 

To  be  with  fo  much  wit  and  Art  adorned. 

Befides  one  vantage  more  in  this  / fee, 

Your  cenfurers  now  muft  have  the  qualitie 
Of  reading,  which  I am  afraid  is  more 
Than  half  your  jhrewdejb  Judges  had  before. 

Fr.  Beaumont. 
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To  the  YPOfthy  Author  Jo.  Fletcher. 

T He  wife,  and  many  headedP>tX\.ch.,  that  fits 

Upon  the  Life,  and  Death  of  Playcs,  and  WitS, 
(Compos'd  of  Gamefter,  Captain,  Knight,  Knight’s  man, 


Lady,  or  Pufill,  that  wears  mask,  or  fan. 

Velvet,  or  Taffata  cap,  ranlf^d  m the  dark. 

With  the  fijops  Foreman,  or  fomefuch  brave  Ipark, 
That  may  judge  for  his  fix-pence  j had,  before 
They  faw  it  half , damn'd  thy  whole  Play,  andmore. 
Their  motives  were,  fince  it  hid  not  to  doe 
With  vices,  which  they  lookfd  for,  and  came  to, 

I,  that  am  glad,  thy  Innocence  Was  thy  Cjuilt, 
And  wiJh  that  all  the  Mules  blood  were  Jpilt 
In  fuch  a Martyrdome,  to  vex  their  eyes. 

Do  crown  thy  murdred  Poeme : which  Jhall  rife 
cyY  glorified  work,  to  Time,  when  Fire, 

Or  mothes  Jhall  eat,  what  all  thefe  Fools  admire. 


BEN.  JONSON. 


This  Dialogue  newly  added  , was  fpoken 
' by  way  of  Prologue  to  both  their  Ma  jefties,  at 
the  firft  aftingofthis  Paftoral  at  Somerfet- 
htnje  on  Twelfth-night,  1635. 

Prieft. 

A Broiling  Lamb  on  Pans  chief  <!^ltar  lies, 

tAdy  Wreath,  my  Cenf or,  fTrge,  and  Incenfe  by; 

But  I delay'd  the  pretious  Sacrifice, 

To  Jhew  thee  here,  a Gentle  Deity. 

Nymph. 

Nor  was  1 to  thy  facred  Summons  fiow , 

Hither  I came  as  fiwift  as  th'  Eagles  wing  ^ 

Or  threatning  fhaft  from  ve.xt  Dianaes  bow , 

To  fee  this  Jflands  God  j the  worlds  bejb  King, 

Prkfl:. 

Blefs  then  that  Q^en,  that  doth  his  eyes  invite 
^nd  ears , t' obey  her  Scepter  , half  this  night. 

Nymph.  ^ 

Let's  fing  finch  Welcomes , as  Jhall  make  Her  fway 
Seem  eafie  to  Him , though  it  lafi  till  day. 

Welcom  as  Peace  t' unwalled  Cities , when 

Famine  and  Sword  leave  them  more  graves  than  men. 

As  Spring  to  Birds,  or  Noon-dayes  Sun  to  th'  old 
Poor  mountain  cJdfufcovite  conceal'd  with  cold. 

As  Shore  toth'  Pilot  in  a fafe  known  Coafi 
When's  Card  is  broken  and  his  Rudder  lofi. 


MAD  LOVER 

TRAGICOMEDY 


Perlbns  Reprefet 

Aftorax,  King  Paphos. 

Memnon,  the  General  and  the  Mad  Lover. 

Polydor,  Brother  Memnon,  beloved  of  Calis. 

Eumenes,'!  . ^ 

Polybius  tminent  Souldier s. 

Chilax,  an  old  merry  Souldier. 

Syphax,  a Souldier  in  love  xoiththe  Princefs. 
Stremon,  a Souldier  that  can  jing. 

Demagoras,  Servant  to  the  General. 

Chirurgion. 

Fool. 

ited  in  the  Play. 

Page. 

Courtiers. 

IV  0 M E N. 

Calis,  Sijler  to  the  King,  and  Mijiris  /i?  Memnon. 
Cleanthe,  Sijler  to  Syphax. 

Lucippe,  one  ofthePrinceJfeslVomen. 

Prieji  t?/ Venus,  an  old  wanton. 

A Nun. 

Cloe,  a Camp  Baggage. 

The  Scene  Pap 

lOS. 

The  principal 

■Richard  Burbadge. 
Robert  Benfeild. 
Nathanael  Fetid. 
Henry  Condel. 

Adors  were, 

John  Lowin. 

William  Eglejlone. 

Richard  Sharpe. 

L. 

Acih^  friwHS.  Scenafrima. 

FloHriJJ),  Enter  Aftorax  King  (?/Paphos,  his  Sijler 
Calls,  Trainy  and  Cleanthe,  Lucippe  Gentlewomeny  at 
one  door  ^ at  the  other  Eumenes  a Sonldier. 

Eiime.  ''TSakli  to  my  Soveraign. 

H I iH  King.  EameneSy  welcome : 

■ M ^'comeroP<?p/io/,SouIdier,toourlove, 
And  that  fair  health  ye  wifh  us,  through 
May  it  difperfe  it  felf,  and  make  all  happy  •,  (the  Camp 
Hovv  does  the  General,  the  valiant  Memnon, 

And  how  his  Wars,  Enmenes  ? 

Eume.  The  Gods  have  giv’n  you  (Royal  Sir)  a Souldier, 
Better  ne’rc  fought  a danger,  more  approv’d 
In  way  of  War,  more  mafter  of  his  fortunes, 

Expert  in  leading  ’em  ^ in  doing  valiant, 

In  following  all  his  deeds  to  Vidories, 

And  holding  fortune  certain  there. 

I King.  O Souldier, 

I Thou  fpeak’ft  a man  indeed  a Generals  General, 


A foul  conceiv’d  a Souldier. 

Eumsn.  Ten  fet  Battels 
Againll  the  ftrong  ufurper  Diodet 
(Whom  long  experience  had  begot  a Leader, 

Ambition  rais’d  too  mighty)  hath  your  Cdjemnon 
Won,  and  won  glorioufly,  diltreft  and  fhook  him 
Even  from  the  head  of  all  his  hopes  to  nothing : 

In  three,  he  beat  the  Thunder-bolt  his  Brother, 

Forc’d  him  to  wall  himfelf  up : there  not  fafe. 

Shook  him  with  warlike  Engins  like  an  Earthquake, 

Till  like  a Snail  he  left  his  fhell  and  crawl’d 
By  night  and  hideous  darknefs  to  deftrudlion : 

Difarm’d  for  ever  riling  more  : Twelve  Cafllcs, 

Some  thought  impregnable  •,  Towns  twice  as  many 

Countries  that  like  the  wind  knew  no  command 

But  ravage  wildncfs,  hath  this  General 

With  lofs  of  blood  and  youth, through  Storms  and  Tempefts 

Call’d  to  your  fair  obedience. 

King.  O my  Souldier 


That 


That  thou  wert  now  within  my  arms*,  v/hat  drums 
Are  thofe  that  beat  Enmenes  > 

Eumen.  His , my  Soveraign 
Himfelf  I’ch’  head  of  conquelt  drawing  home. 

An  old  man  now  to  offer  up  his  glories,  /• 

And  endlefs  conqueft  at  your  fhrine. 

King.  Goe  all, 

And  entertain  him  with  all  Ceremonie, 

WeT  keep  him  now  a Courtier. 

Eumen.  Sir,  aftrangeone. 

Pray  God  his  language  bear  it  j by  my  life.  Sir 
rie  knows  no  complement,  nor  curious  calling 
Of  words  into  fit  places  e’re  he  fpeak  ’em, 

Te  can  fay  fight  well  fellow,  and  I’le  thank  thee  : 

^e  that  mull  eat,  mull  fight ; bring  up  the  rear  there. 
Dr  charge  that  wing  of  horfe  home.  [_Flourijh. 

King.  Goe  too,  goe^too. 

Enter  Memnon,  nnd  a train  of  Cowriters.,  and 
Souldiers,  two  Captains,  Chilax. 

Valiant  and  wile  are  twins  Sir : welcom,  welcom, 

Welcom  my  fortunate  and  famous  General, 

High  in  thy  Princes  favour,  as  in  fame, 

Welcom  to  Peace,  and  Taphos. 

eJF!em.  Thank  your  Grace, 

And  would  to  God  my  dull  tongue  had  that  fweetnefs 
To  thank  you  as  I lliould  but  pardon  me, 

My  fword  and  I fpeak  roughly  Sir:  your  battels 
I dare  well  fay,  1 have  fought  well  •,  for  I bring  ye 
That  lazie  end  you  wilh  for  Peace,  fo  fully. 

That  no  more  name  of  war  is : who  now  thinks 
Sooner  or  fafer  thefe  might  have  been  ended. 

Begin ’em  if  he  dare  again  ^ I’le  thank  him. 

Souldier  and  Souldiers  Mate  thefe  twenty  five  years, 

At  length  your  General,  (as  one  whole  merit 
Durll  look  upon  no  lefs, ) I have  waded  through  i 
Dangers  would  damp  thefe  foft  fouls,  but  to  hear  of. 

The  maidenheads  of  thoufand  lives  hang  here  Sir, 

Since  which  time  Prince,  I know  no  Court  but  MarOial, 

No  oylie  language,  but  the  Ihock  of  Arms, 

No  dalliance  but  with  death  No  lofty  raeafures 
But  weary  and  fad  marches,  cold  and  hunger, 

Larums  at  midnight  Valours  felf  would  lhakeat, 

Yet  I ne’re  Ihrunk : Balls  of  confuming  Wildfire, 

That  lickt  men  up  like  lightning,  have  I laught  at. 

And  toll ’em  back  again  like  childrens  trifles. 

Upon  the  edges  of  my  Enemies  fwords 
I have  marcht  like  whirle-winds,  fury  at  this  hand  waiting, 
Death  at  my  right  5 Fortune  my  forlorn  hope. 

When  I have  grapled  with  dellrudtion. 

And  tug’d  with  pale  fac’d  Ruine,  Night  and  Mifchicf, 
Frighted  to  fee  a new  day  break  in  bloud ; 

And  every  where  I conquer’d ; and  for  you  Sir,* 

Mothers  have  wanted  wombs  to  make  me  famous, 

And  blown  ambition,  dangers  ■,  Thofe  that  griev’d  yCj 
I have  taken  order  for  i’th’  earth : thofe  fools 

That  lhall  hereafter 

King.  No  more  wars  my  Souldier : S K.  takes  Mem*  afde 
We  mull  now  treat  of  peace  Sir.  Land  talks  with  him. 

Clean.  How  he  talks, 

How  glorioully. 

Cal.  A goodly  timber’d  fellow. 

Valiant  no  doubt. 

Cle.  If  valour  dwell  in  vaunting ; 

In  what  a phrafe  he  fpeaks,  as  if  his  adions 
Could  be  fet  offin  nothing  but  a noife  *, 

Sure  h’as  a drum  in’s  mouth. 

Cal.  I wonder  wenches 
How  he  would  fpeak  to  us. 

Clean.  Nothing  butLarum, 

Tell  us  whole  throat  he  cut,  Ihew  us  his  fword. 

And  blefs  it  for  fure  biting. 

Lucippe.  And ’t  like  your  Grace, 

I do  not  think  he  knows  us  what  we  are, 


Or  to  what  end  ; for  I have  heard  his  followers 
Affirm  he  never  faw  a woman  that  exceeded 
A Sutlers  wife  yet,  or  m execution 
Old  bedrid  Beldames  without  teeth  or  tongues, 

That  would  not  flie  hisfurie  ? how  he  looks. 

Clea.  This  way  devoutly. 

Cal.  Sure  his  Lordfliip’s  viewing 
Our  fortifications. 

Lneip.  if  he  mount  at  me, 

I may  chance  choak  his  Battery. 

Cal.  Still  his  eye 

Keeps  quarter  this  way : Venm  grant  his  valour 
Be  not  in  love. 

Clean.  If  he  be,  prefently 
Expect  a Herald  and  a Trumpet  with  ye 
To  bid  ye  render  ■,  w'c  two  Perdu’s  pay  for’t  elfe. 

King.  Tie  leave  ye  to  my  filler,  and  thefe  Ladies 
To  make  your  welcom  fuller : my  good  fouldier 
We  mull  now  turn  your  fternnefs  into  Courtlhip;, 

When  ye  have  done  there  , to  your  fair  repofe  Sir ; Flourip. 

1 know  you  need  it  Memnon  *,  welcom  Gentlemen. 

f Exit  King. 

Lnci.  Now  he  begins  to  march:  Madam  the  r^w’s  yours, 
Keep  your  ground  fure  \ ’tis  for  your  Ipurrs. 

^Jddem.  QVenm.  c Fie  kneels  amazed,  and 

Cal.  How  he  flares  on  me.  \forgets  to  fpeak^ 

Clean.  Knight  him  Madam,  knight  him. 

He  will  grow  toth’  ground  elfe. 

Eamenes.  Speak  Sir,  ’tis  the  Princefs. 

I Cap.  Ye  fliame  your  felf,  fpeak  to  her. 

Cal.  Rife  and  fpeak  Sir. 

Ye  are  welcome  to  the  Court,  to  me,  to  all  Sir. 

^Lucip.  Is  he  not  deaf? 

Cal.  The  Gentleman’s  not  well. 

Eumen.  Fie  noble  General. 

Lneip.  Give  him  frelh  air,  his  colour  goes,  how  do  ye  ? 

The  Princefs  wdll  be  glad  Sir. 
aJMein.  Peace,  and  hear  me. 

Clean.  Command  a filence  there. 

Mem.  I love  thee  Lady. 

Cd.  I thank  your  Lordlhip  heartily:  proceed  Sir, 

Lucip.  Lord  how  it  ftuck  in’s  llomach  like  a furfeit. 

Clean.  It  breaks  apace  now  from  him,  God  be  thanked, 

What  a fine  fpoken  man  he  is. 

Lucip.  A choice  one,  of  lingular  variety  in  carriage. 

Clean.  Yes  and  I warrant  you  he  knows  his  dillance. 

Mem.  With  all  my  heart  1 love  thee. 

Cal.  A hearty  Gentleman, 

And  I were  e’en  an  arrant  bealt,  my  Lord, 

But  I lov’d  you  again. 

Mem.  Good  Lady  kifs  me.  '' 

Clean.  I marry,  Mars,there  thou  cam’ll  clofe  up  to  her. 

Cal.  Kifs  you  at  firll  my  Lord  ? ’tis  no  fair  falliion, 

Our  lips  are  like  Rofe  buds,  blown  with  mens  breaths. 

They  lofe  both  fap  and  favour  j there’s  my  hand  Sir. 

Eumen.  Fie,  fie,  my  Lord,  this  is  too  rude. 
fJMem.  Unhand  me, 

Confume  me  if  1 hurt  her  ^ good  fweet  Lady 
Let  me  but  look  upon  thee. 

Cal.  Doe. 

ijdiem.  Yet- 

Cal.  Well  Sir, 

Take  your  full  view. 

Lneip.  Blefs  your  eyes  Sir. 

Cal.  Mercy, 

Is  this  the  man  they  taikt  of  for  a Souldier, 

So  abfolute  and  Excellent : O the  Gods, 

If  I were  given  to  that  vanitie 
Of  making  fport  with  men  for  ignorance. 

What  a moft  precious  fubjed  had  1 purchas’d  ? 

Speak  for  him  Gentlemen : fome  one  that  knows. 

What  the  man  ails;  and  can  fpeak  fenfe. 

Clean.  Sure  Madam, 

This  fellow  has  been  a rare  Hare  finder. 

H h 2 See  \ 
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See  how  his  eyes  are  fet. 

Cal.  Some  one  goe  with  me, 

I’le  fend  him  fomething  for  his  head,  poor  Gentleman, 

He’s  troubled  with  the  flaggers. 

Lucif.  Keep  him  dark. 

He  will  run  March  mad  elfe,  the  fumes  of  Battels 
Afcend  into  his  brains. 

Clean.  Clap  to  his  feet 

An  old  Drum  head,  to  draw  the  thunder  downward. 

(^d.  Look  to  him  Gentlemen  .•  farewel,  Lord  I amforry 
We  cannot  kifs  at  this  time,  but  believe  it 
Wc’l  find  an  hour  for  all : God  keep  my  Children, 

From  being  fuch  fweet  Sonldiers  ^ Softly  wenches, 

Left  we  diflurb  his  dream.  [_6xemt  Calls  Ladies. 
Eamen.  Why  this  is  Monflrous. 

1 Capt.  Aftrangeforgetfulnefsj  yetftill  he  holdsit. 

2 Capt.  Though  he  ne’re  faw  a woman  of  great  falhion 
Before  this  day,  yet  methinks  ’tis  polTible 

He  might  imagine  what  they  are,  and  what 
Belongs  unto ’em : meer  report  of  others. 

Eamen.  Pilh,  his  head  had  other  whimfies  in’t : my  Lord, 
Death  I think  y’are  flruck  dumb  ^ my  good  Lord  General. 

1 Capt.  Sir. 

Mem.  That  I do  love  ye  Madam  *,  and  fo  love  ye 
An’t  like  your  grace. 

2 Capt.  He  has  been  ftudying  this  fpeech. 

Eumen.  Who  do  ye  fpeak  to  Sir  ? 

Mem.  Why  where’s  the  Lady, 

The  woman,  the  fair  woman? 

I Capt.  Who  ? 

Mem.  The  Princefs, 

Give  me  the  Princefs^ 

Eumen,  Give  ye  counfel  rather 
To  ufe  her  like  a Princefs : Fy  my  Lord, 

How  have  you  born  your  felf,  how  nakedl 
Laid  your  foul  open,  and  your  ignorance 
To  be  a {port  to  all . Report  and  honour 
Drew  her  to  doe  you  favours,  and  you  bluntly, 

Without  confidering  what,  or  who  fire  was, 

Neither  collecting  reafon,  nor  diftinCtion. 

Mem.  Why,  what  did  I my  Mafters  ? 

Eumen.  All  that  ftiews 
A man  unhandfom,  undigefted  dough. 

Mem.  Did  not  1 kneel  unto  her  ? 

Eumen.  Dumb  and  fenflefs. 

As  though  ye  had  been  cut  out  for  your  fathers  tomb. 

Or  ftuck  a land- mark  when  fiie  fpoke  unto  you. 

Being  the  excellence  of  all  our  Ifland, 

Ye  flar’d  upon  her,  as  ye  had  feen  a monfter. 

Men.  Was  I fo  foolifh  ? I confefs  EumeneSy 
never  faw  before  fo  brave  an  outfidc, 

But  did  I kneel  fo  long  ? 

Eumen.  Till  they  laught  at  ye. 

And  when  you  fpoke,  I am  afham’d  to  tell  ye 
What  ’twas  my  Lord  \ how  far  from  order  5 
Blefs  me,  is’t  poflible  the  wild  noife  of  war 
And  what  fhe  only  teaches  fliould  pofiefs  ye  ? 

Knowledge  to  treat  with  her,and  fulldifcretion 
Being  at  flood  ftill  in  ye .-  and  in  peace. 

And  manly  converfation  fmooth  and'civil. 

Where  gracefulnefs  and  glory  twyn  together , 

Thruflyour  felf  out  an  exile  ? 

Do  you  know  Sir,  what  ftate  Ihe  carries  f 
What  great  obedience  waits  at  her  beck  continually  ? 

Mem.  She  ne’re  commanded 
A hundred  thoufand  men,  as  I have  done. 

Nor  ne’re  won  battel  ^ Say  I would  have  kift  her. 

Eumen.  There  was  a dainty  offer  too,  a rare  one. 

Mem.  Why,  fhe  is  a woman,  is  fhe  not? 

Eumen.  She  is  fb, 

Mem.  Why,very  well  •,  what  was  fhe  made  for  then  ? 

Is  fhe  not  young,  and  handfom,  bred  to  breed? 

Do  not  men  kifs  fair  women  ? if  they  doe. 

If  lips  be  not  unlawfull  ware ; Why  a Princefs 


Is  got  the  fame  way  that  we  get  a begger 
Or  I am  cozen’d  ^ and  the  felf-fame  way 
She  muft  be  handled  e’re  fhe  get  another, 

That’s  rudenefs  is  it  not  ? 

2 ^apt.To  her ’tis  held  fo,&  rudenefs  in  that  high  degree— 
tJd^em.  ’Tis  reafon, 

But  I will  be  more  punctual  ^ pray  what  thought  fhe  ? 

Earn.  Her  thoughts  were  merciful,  but  fhe  laught  at  ye. 
Pitying  the  poornefs  of  your  complement. 

And  fo  fhe  left  ye.  Good  Sir  fhape  your  felf 
To  underftand  the  place,  and  noble  perfons 
You  live  with  now. 

I Capt.  Let  not  thofe  great  defects 
The  King  hath  laid  up  of  ye,  and  the  people. 

Be  blafted  with  ill  bearing. 

Same.  The  whole  name  offouldicr  then  will  fuller. 
^/em.  She’s  a fweet  one. 

And  good  firs  leave  your  exhortations, 

They  come  untimely  to  me,  I have  brains 
That  beat  above  your  reaches : She’s  a Princefs, 

That’s  all:  I have  killed  a King,  that’s  greater. 

Come  let’s  to  dinner,  if  the  Wine  be  good. 

You  fl’.all  perceive  ftrange  wifdom  in  my  blood. 

[^  E.veunt  all  but  Chilax. 
ChU.  Well,  would  thou  wert  i’  the  wars  again 
Old  Memnon.,  there  thou  wouldft  talk  toth’ purpofe, 

And  the  proudefl  of  all  thefe  Court  Camelions 
Would  be  glad  to  find  it  fenfe  too  : plauge  of  this 
Dead  peace,  this  Baftard  breeding,  lowzie,  lazie  idlenefs, 
Now  we  muft  learn  to  pipe,  and  pick  our  livings 
Out  of  old  rotten  ends : thefe  twenty  five  years 
I have  ferv’d  my  Country,  loft  my  youth  and  bloud, 
Expos’d  my  life  to  dangers  more  than  dayes  •, 

Yet  let  me  tell  my  wants,  I know  their  anfwers, 

The  King  is  bound  to  right  me,  they  good  people 
Have  but  from  hand  to  mouth.  Look  to  your  wives 
Your  young  trim  wives,  your  high-day  wives,  your  march- 
For  if  the  fouldiers  find  not  recompence,  (panes. 

As  yet  there’s  none  a hatching-,  1 believe 
You  men  of  wares,  the  men  of  wars  will  nick  yc, 

For  ftarve  nor  beg  they  muft  not ',  my  fmall  means 
Are  gone  in  fumo:  heretoraife  a better 
Unlefs  it  be  with  lying,  or  Dog  flattering. 

At  which  our  Nation’s  excellent  obferving  Dog-days, 
When  this  good  Lady  broyles  and  would  be  bailed 
By  that  good  Lord,  or  fuch  like  moral  learnings. 

Is  hereimpoflible  i Well;  I will  rub  among ’em 
If  any  thing  for  honeftie  be  gotten, 

Though’t  be  but  bread  and  cheefe  I can  be  fatisfied  : 

If  otherwife  the  wind  blow,  ftiff  as  I am 
Yet  1 fliall  learn  to  fhuflle : There’s  an  old  Lafs 
That  fhall  be  namelefs  yet  alive,  my  laft  hope. 

Has  often  got  me  my  pocket  full  of  crowns. 

If  all  fail  — Jack-Dawes,  arc  you  alive  ftill  ? ( per. 

Then  1 fee  the  coaft  clear,  when  fools  and  boyes  can  prof- 

Enter  Fool,  and  Page. 

Page.  Brave  Lieutenant. 

Fool.  Hail  to  the  man  of  worfhip. 

Chi.  You  are  fine  firs, 

Moft  pafting  fine  at  all  points. 

Fool.  As  ye  fee  Sir, 

Home-bred  and  handfome,  we  cut  not  out  our  clothes  Sir 
At  halffword  as  your  Taylors  doe,  and  pink ’em 
With  Pikes  and  Partizans , w-e  live  retir’d  Sir 
Gentlemen  like,  and  jealous  of  our  honours. 

Chi.  Very  fine  Fool,  and  fine  Boy,  Peace  playes  with  you, 
As  the  wind  playes  w’ith  Feathers,  dances  ye, 

You  grind  with  all  gufts,  gallants. 

Page.  We  can  bounce  Sir , 

When  you  Soldadosbend  i’th’  hams,  and  frisk  too. 

Fool.  When  twenty  of  your  trip  coats  turn  their  tippets, 
And  your  cold  fallets  without  fait  or  vineger 
Be  wambling  in  yourftomachs ; hemp  and  hobnails 

Will 
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Will  bear  no  price  now,  hangings  and  old  harnefs 
Are  like  to  over-run  us.  Ta.  Whores  and  hot  houfes. 

Fool.  Surgeons  and  Syringes  ring  out  your  fance-bells. 

Pa^e.  Your  Jubile,  your  Jubile. 

Fool.  Proh  Deim. 

How  our  St.  Qeorges  will  beflride  the  Dragons, 

The  red  and  ramping  Dragons. 

Page.  Advanc’t  fool 

Fool.  But  then  the  fling  i’th’tail  boy. 

Page.  Tanto  <J4Felior. 

For  fo  much  the  more  danger,  the  more  honour. 

Chi.  You’re  very  pleafant  with  our  occupation  Gent. 
Which  very  like  amongfl  thefe  fierie  Serpents 
Maylightupon  a Blind-worm  of  your  blood, 

A Mother  or  a Sifter. 

Fool.  Mine’s  paftfaddle, 

You  fliould  be  fure  of  her  ellc ; but  fay  Sir  Haoay 
Now  the  Drums  dubbs,  and  the  flicks  turn’d  bed-ftaves, 
All  the  old  Foxes  hunted  to  their  holes, 

The  Iron  age  return’d  to  ErebiiSy 

And  Homrificabilitudimtatibas 

Thruft  out  o’th’  Kingdom  by  the  head  and  fhoulders. 

What  trade  do  you  mean  to  follow  ? 

Chi.  That’s  a queftion. 

Fool.  Yes  and  a learned  queftion  if  ye  mark  it^ 

Confider  and  fay  on. 

C'ht.  Fooling  as  thou  doft,  that’s  the  bell  trade  I take  it. 

Fool.  Take  it  ftraight  then 
For  fear  your  fellows  be  before  ye,  hark  ye  Lieutenant 
Pooling’s  the  thing,  the  thing  worth  all  your  fightings. 
When  all’s  done  ye  muft  fool  Sir. 

Chi.  Well,  I muft  then. 

Fool.  But  do  you  know  what  fooling  is  ? true  fooling. 
The  circumftances  that  belong  unto  it  ? 

For  every  idle  knave  that  Ihowes  h is  teeth. 

Wants  and  would  live,  can  juggle,  tumble,  fiddle. 

Make  a dog  face,  or  can  abufe  his  fellow. 

Is  not  a fool  at  firftdafh  ; you  fhall  find  Sir 
Strange  turnings  in  this  trade  ; to  fool  is  nothing 
As  fooling  has  been,  but  to  fool  the  fair  way. 

The  new  way,  as  the  bell  men  fool  their  friends. 

For  all  men  get  by  fooling,  meerly  fooling^ 

Defert  does  nothing,  valiant,  wife,  vertuous. 

Are  things  that  walk  by  without  bread  or  breeches. 

Chi.  1 partly  credit  that. 

Fool.  Fine  wits , fine  wits  Sir, 

There’s  the  young  Boy,  he  does  well  in  his  way  too. 

He  could  not  live  elfe  in  his  Mailers  abfenee  *, 

(Hetyes  a Ladyes  garters  fo,  fo  prettily. 

Say  his  hand  flip,  but  fay  fo. 

Chi.  Why  let  it  flip  then. 

Fool.  ’Tis  ten  to  one  the  body  fhall  come  afters 
And  he  that  works  deferves  his  wages. 

Chi.  That’s  true. 

Fool.  He  riddles  finely  to  a waiting  Gentlewoman, 
Expounds  dreams  like  a Prophet,  dreams  himfelf  too. 
And  wifhes  all  dreams  true  •,  they  cry  Amen, 

And  there’s  a Memorandum : he  can  fing  too 
Bawdy  enough  to  pleafe  old  Ladies : he  lies  rarely, 
'Pawnsye  a fute  of  clothes  at  all  points,  fully. 

Can  pick  a pocket  if  ye  pleafe,  or  casket  y 
Lilps  when  he  lifts  to  catch  a Chambermaid, 

And  calls  his  Hoftefs  mother,  thefe  are  things  now, 

If  a man  mean  to  live : to  fight  and  fwagger. 

Beaten  about  the  Ears  with  bawling  fheepskins, 

Cut  to  the  foul  for  Summer : here  an  arm  loft, 

And  there  a leg  •,  his  honourable  head 
Seal’d  up  in  falvcs  and  cereclothes,  like  a packet, 

And  fo  fent  over  to  an  Hofpital,  Hand  there,  charge  there, 
Swear  there,  whore  there,  dead  there. 

And  all  this  fport  for  cheefe,  and  chines  of  dog-fiefb. 

And  mony  when  two  wednefdayes  meet  together. 

Where  to  be  lowzie  is  a Gentleman, 

And  he  that  wears  a clean  fhirc  has  his  flirowd  on. 


Chi.  Tie  be  your  fcholar,  come  if  I like  fooling. 

Fool.  Y ou  cannot  choofe  but  like  it,  fight  you  one  day 
rie  fool  another,  when  your  Surgeon’s  paid. 

And  all  your  leaks  ftopt,  fee  whofe  flops  are  heavieft, 

I’le  havea  flnllingfor  a can  of  wine. 

When  you  fhall  have  two  Sergeants  for  a Counter. 

Boy.  Come  learn  of  us  Lieutenant,  hang  your  Iron  up, 
We’l  find  you  cooler  wars. 

Chi.  Come  let’s  together, 

rie  fee  your  tricks,  and  as  1 like  ’em. [Exeim, 

Enter  Memnon,  Eumenes,  and  Captains. 

Afen.  Why  was  there  not  fuch  women  in  the  camp  then 
Prepar’d  to  make  me  know  ’em  ? 

Earn.  ’Twas  no  place  Sir.  (tures 

1 C^f^’  ^Vhy  fliould  they  live  in  Tumults  ? they  are  crea- 
Soft  and  of  fober  natures. 

Mem.  Cou’d  not  your  wives. 

Your  Mothers,  or  your  Sifters  have  been  fent  for 
To  exercife  upon  ? 

Eame.  We  thank  your  Lordfliip. 

2 Capt.  But  do  you  mean  ? 

Mem.  I do  mean. 

2 Capt.  What  Sir? 

Mem.  To  fee  her. 

And  fee  thee  hang’d  too  an  thou  anger'll  me, 

And  thoufands  of  your  throats  cut,  get  ye  from  me, 

Ye  keep  a prating  of  your  points  of  manners, 

And  fill  my  head  with  lowzie  circumftances. 

Better  have  Ballads  in’t,  your  courtly  worfhips, 

How  to  put  offmy  hat,  you,how  to  turn  me. 

And  you  (forfooth)  to  blow  my  nofe  difcreetly  5 
Let  me  alone,  for  I will  love  her,  fee  her. 

Talk  to  her,  and  mine  own  way. 

Eame.  She’s  the  Princefs. 

Mem.  Why  let  her  be  the  Devil,  I havefpoke 
When  Thunder  durft  not  check  me,  I muft  love, 

1 know  file  was  a thing  kept  for  me. 

Fume.  And  I know  Sir, 

Though  file  were  born  yours,  yet  your  ftrange  behaviour 

And  want ^ 

Mem.  Thou  heft. 

Earn.  I do  not. 

Mem.  Ha  ! 

Eume.  I do  not  lye  Sir, 

I fay  you  want  fair  language,  nay  ’tis  certain 
You  cannot  fay  good  morrow.  ’ 

Mem.  Ye  Dog- whelps  , 

The  proudeft  of  your  prating  tongues — ^ 

Fame.  Doe,  kill  us. 

Kill  us  for  telling  truth : for  my  part,  General, 

I would  not  live  to  fee  men  make  a may-game 
Of  him  I have  made  a Mailer,  kill  us  quickly, 

Then  ye  may 

Mem.  What  ? 

Eume.  Doe  what  you  lift,  draw  your  fword  childifhly 
Upon  your  Servants  that  are  bound  to  tell  ye  j 
I am  weary  of  my  life. 

1 C^f^' 

2Capt.  And  all  Sir. 

Eume.  Goe  to  the  Princefs,  make  her  fport j cry  to  her 
I am  the  glorious  man  of  war. 

Mem.  Pray  ye  leave  me, 

I am  forry  I was  angry,  I’le  think  better,' 

Pray  no  more  words. 

Eume.  Good  Sir. 

Mem.  Nay  then. 

2 C^pf-  We  are  gone  Sir.  [Exeunt  Eume,  and  Capt. 

Enter  Princefs,  Calis,  Lucippe,  Cleanthe. 

Cal.  How  came  he  hither?  fee  for  Heavens  fake  wenches. 
What  face,  and  what  poftures  he  puts  on,  CMem.  walks 
I do  not  think  he  is  perfed.  "s  a/ide  full  of 

Cle.  If  your  love  ^ f range  geftures. 

Have 
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Have  not  betray’d  his  iittle  wits,  he’s  well  enough. 

As  well  as  he  will  be. 

Cal.  Mark  how  he  mufes. 

Lncif.  H’as  a Batalia  now  in’s  brains,  he  draws  out,now 
Have  at  ye  Harpers. 

Qe.  See,  fee,  there  the  fire  fails. 

Lucip.  Look  what  an  Alphabet  of  faces  he  runs  through. 
Cle.  O love,  love,  how  amoroufly  thou  look’d: 

In  an  old  rufty  armour. 

■ Cle.  I’ll  away,  for  by  my  troth  I fear  him. 

Liicip.  Fear  the  gods,  Madam, 

And  never  care  what  man  can  do,  this  fellow 
With  all  his  frights  about  him  and  his  furies  , 

His  Laruras,  and  his  Launces,  Swords,  and  Targets, 

May  cafe  him  up  in  armour  Cap  a-pe. 

Yet  durd  I undertake  within  two  hours, 

If  he  durll;  charge,  to  give  him  fuch  a fiiake. 

Should  lhake  his  Valour  off',  and  make  his  flianks  to  ake. 
Cle.  For  lhame  no  more. 

Cal.  He  mufes  dill. 

Cle.  The  Devil 

Why  fliould  this  old  dryed  timber  chopt  with  thunder— 
['al.  Old  Wood  burns  quicked. 

Lucip.  Out,  you  would  fay  Madam, 

Give  me  a green  dick  that  may  hold  me  heat. 

And  fmoak  me  found ly  too^He  turns, and  fees  ye.fMemnon 
Cle.  There’s  no  avoiding  now,  have  at  ye.  \comestoh(r. 
Mem.  Lady. 

The  more  I look  upon  ye.  . 

Cle.  The  more  you  may.  Sir. 

Cal.  Let  him  alone. 

Mem.  I would  defire  your  patience. 

The  more  I fay  I look,  the  more [.Stays  her. 

Lacip.  My  Fortune, 

’Tis  very  apt.  Sir. 

Mem.  Women,  let  my  Fortune 
And  me  alone  I wilh  ye,  pray  come  this  way, 

And  dand  you  dill  there  Lady. 

['al.  Leave  the  words  Sir,  and  leap  into  the  meaning. 
Mem.  Then  again  : 

I tell  you  I do  love  ye. 

Cal.  Why? 

<JMem.  No  quedions:  pray  no  more  quedions. 

I do  love  you,  infinitely why  do  you  Imile  ? 

Am  I ridiculous  ? 

Cal,  I am  mondrous  fearful,  no,  I joy  you  love  me. 
zJMem.  Joy  on  then,  and  be  proud  on’t,  I do  love  you. 
Stand  dill,  do  not  trouble  me  you  Women. 

He  loves  you  Lady  at  whofe  feet  have  kneel’d 
Princes  to  beg  their  freedoms,  he  whofe  valour 
Has  overrun  whole  Kingdoms. 

Cal.  That  makes  me  doubt,  Sir, 

’Twill  overrun  me  too. 
iMlem.  He  whofe  Sword. 

Cle.  Talk  not  fo  big,  Sir,  you  will  fright  the  Princefs, 
Mem.  Ha.  Lucippe.  Noforfooth. 

Cal.  I know  ye  have  done  w'onders. 

Mem.  I have  and  will  do  more  and  greater,  braver ; 
And  for  your  beauty  miracles,  name  that  Kingdom 
And  take  your  choice. 

Cal.  Sir  I am  not  ambitious. 

tJMcm.  Ye  (hall  be,  ’tis  the  Child  of  Glory:  fhe  that  I love 
Whom  my  defires  fnall  magnifie,  time  dories, 

And  ail  the  Empires  of  the  Earth. 

Cle.  I would  fain  ask  him 

Lucip.  Prithee  be  quier,  he  will  beat  us  both  elfe. 

Cle.  What  will  ye  make  me  then,  Sir  ? 

Aiem.  I will  make  thee 

Stand  dill  and  hold  thy  peace ; I have  a heart,  Lady. 

Cal.  Ye  were  a monder  elfe. 
eJd'Iem.  A loving  heart, 

\ truly  loving  heart. 

Cal.  Alas,  how  came  it? 

eJVlem.  I vvoold  you  had  it  in  your  hand,fweet  Lady, 


To  fee  the  truth  it  bears  you. 

Cal.  Do  you  give  it. 

Lucip.  That  was  well  thought  upon. 

Cle.  ’Twill  put  him  to’t  Wench. 

Cal.  And  you  (hall  fee  1 dare  accept  it.  Sir, 

Tak’t  in  my  hand  and  view  it;  if  I find  it 
A loving  and  a fweet  heart,  as  you  call  it, 

I am  bound,  I am. 

Mem.  No  more.  I’ll  fend  it  to  ye, 

As  I have  honour  in  me,  you  fhall  have  it. 

Cle.  Handfomly  done.  Sir,  and  perfum’d  by  all  means, 
The  Weather’s  warm.  Sir. 

Mem.  With  all  circumdance. 

Limp.  A Napkin  wrought  mod  curioufly. 

Mem.  Divinely. 

Cle.  Put  in  a Goblet  of  pure  Gold. 

Mem.  Yes  in  Jacinth 
That  fhe  may  fee  the  Spirit  through. 

Lucip.  Ye  have  greas’d  him 
For  chewing  love  again  in  hade. 

Cle.  If  he  fhould  do  it. 

Cal.  If  Heaven  fhould  fall  we  fhould  have  larks  j he  do  it ! 

Cle.  See  how  he  thinks  upon’t. 

Cal.  He  will  think  thefe  three  years 
Ere  he  prove  fuch  an  Afs,  I lik’t  his  offer. 

There  was  no  other  way  to  put  him  off  elJe. 

Mem.  I will  doit 

Lady  exped  my  heart. 

Cat.  1 do.  Sir. 

Mem.  Love  it,  for  ’tis  a heart  that — and  fo  1 leave  ye. 

£.\it  Mem. 

Cle.  Either  he  is  dark  mad. 

Or  elfe  I thinks  he  means  it. 

Cal.  He  mud  be  dark  mad 
Or  elfe  he  will  never  do  it,  ’tis  vain  Glory, 

And  want  of  judgment  that  provokes  this  in  him  •, 

Sleep  and  Society  cures  all:  his  heart? 

No,  no,  good  Gentleman  there’s  more  belongs  to’t. 
Hearts  are  at  higher  prices,  let’s  go  in 
And  there  examine  him  a little  better. 

Shut  all  the  doors  behind  for  fear  he  follow, 

I hope  1 have  lod  a lover,  and  am  glad  on’t.  []£.v.  Lady. 


ABtis  Secuncliis,  Seen  a Printa, 

Enter  Memnon  alone. 

Mem.  ’ "I'fs  but  to  dye.  Dogs  doit,  Ducks  with  dabling, 
j|  Birds  fing  away  their  Souls,  & Babies  deep  ’em. 
Why  do  I talk  of  that  is  treble  vantage  ? 

For  in  the  other  World  fhe  is  bound  to  have  me^ 

Her  Princely  word  is  pad : my  great  defert  too 
Will  draw  her  to  come  after  prefently, 

’Tis  judice,  and  the  gods  mud  fecit  done  too.  , 

Befides,  no  Brother,  Father,  Kindred  there 
Can  hinder  us,  all  languages  are  alike  too. 

There  love  is  evcriading,  ever  young. 

Free  from  Difeafes,  ages,  jealoufies. 

Bawds,  Beldames,  Painters,  Purgers: dye? ’tis nothing, 
Men  drown  themfelves  for  joy  to  draw  in  Juleps 
When  they  are  hot  with  Wine:  In  dreams  we  do  it. 

And  many  a handfom  Wench  that  loves  the  fport  well. 
Gives  up  her  Soul  fo  in  her  Lovers  bofome-. 

But  I mud  be  incis’d  fird,  cut  and  open’d. 

My  heart,  and  handfomely,  ta’n  from  me  •,  day  there. 
Dead  once,  day,  let  me  think  again,  who  do  1 know  there  ? 
For  elfe  to  wander  up  and  down  unwaited  on 
And  unregarded  in  my  place  and  projed, 

Is  for  a Sowters  Soul,  not  an  old  Souldiers. 

My  brave  old  Regiments 1 there  it  goes, 

That  have  been  kill’d  before  me,  right. 

Enter 
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Enter  Chi  lax. 

Chil.  He’s  here,  and  I mult  trouble  him. 

Mem.  Then  thofe  I have  conquer’d 
To  make  my  train  full. 

Chi.  Sir. 

^'lem.  My  Captains  then— - 
Chi.  Sir,  t befeech  ye. 

Mttu.  For  to  meet  her  there 
Being  a Princefs  and  a Kings  foie  Sifter 
With  great  accommodation  muft  be  cared  for, 

(^hi.  Weigh  but  the  Souldiers  poverty. 
zJddem.  Mine  own  Troop  firft 
For  they  lhall  die. 

Chi,  How,  what’s  this? 

eJliem.  Next 

Chi.  Shall  I fpeak  louder,  Sir  ? 

Mem.  A fquare  Battalia 

Chi.  You  do  not  think  of  US. 

Mem.  Their  Armours  gilded 

fhi.  Good  noble  Sir. 

Mem.  And  round  about  fuch  Engines 
Shall  make  Hell  (hake. 

Chi.  Ye  do  not  mock  me. 

Mem.  For,  Sir, 

I will  be  ftrong,  as  brave 

Chi.  Yemay  confider, 

You  know  wehave  ferv’d  you  long  enough.  . 

Mem.  No  Soul  diet 
That  ever  landed  on  the  bleft  ElyzJam 
Did  or  lhall  march,  as  fwill. 

Chi.  Would  ye  would  march,  Sir, 

Up  to  the  King  and  get  us — 

Mem.  King  nor  Keifer 
Shall  equal  me  in  that  world. 

Chi.  What  a Devil  ails  he  ? 
eJMem.  Next,  the  rare  beauties  of  thofe  T owns  I fir’d. 

Cht.  I fpeak  of  money,  Sir. 

CMem.  Ten  thoufand  Coaches 

Chi.  O pounds.  Sir,  pounds  I befeech  your  Lordlhip, 

Let  Coaches  run  out  of  your  remembrance. 

Mem.  In  which  the  wanton  Cupids,  and  the  Graces 
Drawn  with  the  Weftern  winds  kindling  defires, 

And  then  our  Poets 

Chi.  Then  our  pay. 

Mem.  For  ChtUx  when  the  triumph  comes  j the  Princefs^ 

Then,«for  1 will  have  a Heaven  made 

Osi.  Blefs  your  Lordlhip ! 

Stand  ftill,  Sfr. 

Mem.  So  I do,  and  in  it 

Chi.  Death  Sir, 

You  talk  you  know  not  what. 

oJMem.  Such  rare  devices  l 
Make  me  1 fay  a Heaven. 

Chi.  I fay  fo  too.  Sir. 

Mem.  For  here  (hall  run  a Conftellation. 

Chi.  And  there  a piffing  Conduit. 

Mem.  Ha! 

Chi.  With  wine,  Sir. 

Mem.  A Sun  there  in  his  height,  there  fuch  a Planet  ■ 
Chi.  But  where’s  our  money,  where  runs  that  ? 

Mem.  Ha  ? 

Chi.  Money, 

Money  an’t  like  your  Lordlhip^ 

Mem.  Why  all  the  carriage  lhall  come  behind,  the  ftuff^ 
Rich  hangings,  treafure  3 
Or  fay  we  have  none. 

Chi.  I may  fay  fo  truly, 

For  hang  me  if  I have  a Groat ; I have  ferv’d  well 

And  like  an  honeft  man ; I fee  no  reafon 

Mem.  Thou  muft  needs  die  good  (^'hila.x. 

Chi.  Very  well.  Sir. 

<iMem.  1 will  have  honeft,  valiant  fouls  about  me, 

I cannot  mifs  thee. 


Cfji.  Dye  ? 

ACem.  Yes  die,  and  Peliies, 

Eumcnes  and  Polybim ; I fiiall  think 
Of  more  within  thefe  two  hours. 

Chi.  Dye  Sir? 

Mem.  I,  Sir, 

And  ye  fliall  dye. 

Qn.  When,  I befeech  your  Lordfliip  ? 

ATem.  To  morrow  fee  ye  do  dye. 

Cnt.  A ftiOit  warning. 

Troth,  Sir,  I am  ill  prepar’d. 
eJMem.  I dye  my  lelf  then, 

Belide  there’s  reafon 

Chi.  Oh ! 

Mem.  I pray  thee  tell  me. 

For  thou  art  a great  Dr  earner. 

' Chi.  I can  dream.  Sir, 

If  1 eat  well  and  fleep  well. 
eJMem.  Was  it  never 

By  Dream  or  Apparition  open’d  to  thee 

Chi.  He’s  mad. 

Mem.  What  the  other  world  was,  or  Slyzjum  ? 

Didft  never  travel  in  thy  fleep  ? 

Chi.  To  Taverns, 

When  I was  drunk  o’re  night ; or  to  a Wench, 

There’s  an  Elyz.tum  for  ye,  a young  Lady 
Wrapt  round  about  ye  like  a Snake:  is  that  it? 

Or  if  that  ftrange  ElyzSitm  that  you  talk  of 
Be  where  the  Devil  is,  I have  dream’t  of  him. 

And  that  I have  had  him  by  the  l|prns,  and  rid  him, 

He  trots  the  Dagger  out  o’th’  Iheath. 

Mem.  Elyxjum.^ 

The  blelled  fields  man. 

Chi.  I know  no  fields  blelled,  but  thoft  I have  gain’d  by. 

I have  dream’t  I have  been  in  Heaven  too. 

Mem.  There,  handle  that  place  •,  that’s  Elyunmi 
Chi.  Brave  finging,  and  brave  dancing, 

And  rare  things. 

Mem.  All  full  of  flowers. 

Chi.  And  Pot-hqrbs; 

M-.m.  Bowers  for  lovers, 

And  everlaflingages  of  delight. 

Chi.  I flept  not  fo  far. 

Afem.  Meet  me  on  thofe  banks 
Some  two  days  hence. 

Chi.  In  Dream,  Sir? 

Mem.  No  in  death.  Sir. 

And  there  I Mufter  all,  and  pay  the  Souldier, 

Aw'ay,  no  more,  no  more. 

Chi.  God  keep  your  Lordlhip; 

This  is  fine  dancing  for  us. 

Enter  Siphax. 

Si.  Where’s  the  General? 

Chi.  There’s  the  old  fign  of  Memnon,  where  the  foul'  is 
You  may  go  look  as  I have. 

Si.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Chi.  Why  queftionhimand  fee;  he  talks  of  Devils, 
Hells,  Heavens,  Princes,  Powers,  and  Potentates, 

You  muft  to  th’  pot  too. 

St.  How  ? (chafe  of. 

Chi.  Do  you  know  a tale  h^  talks  the  VVild  goole 

Si.  SlyiSum?  I have  read  of  fuch  a place. 

Chi.  Then  get  ye  to  him. 

Ye  arc  as  fine  company  as  can  be  fitted.  {.£xit  Chilax. 
Your  Worlhips  fairly  met. 

Si.  Mercy  upon  us, 

What  ails  this  Gentleman  ? 

Mem.  Provillon ^ 

Si.  How  his  head  works? 

Mem.  Between  two  Ribbs, 

If  he  cut  lliort  or  mangle  me  •,  Tie  take  him 
And  twirle  his  neck  about. 

Si.  Now  Gods  defend  us. 


Mem.\ 
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Mem.  In  a pure  Cup  tranfparent,  with  a writing 

To  fignifie 

Si.  I never  knew  him  thus : 

Sure  he’s  bewitch’d,  or  poyfon’d. 

Mem.  Who’s  there  ? 

Si.  I Sir. 

Mem.  Come  hither,  Sifhax. 

Si.  Yes,  how  does  your  Lordihip? 

Meryt.  Well,  God  a mercy  Souldier,  very  well, 

But  prithee  tell  me 

Si.  Any  thing  I can,  Sir. 

Mem.  What  durft  thou  do  to  gain  the  rareft  Beauty 
The  World  has  ? 

Si.  That  the  World  has  ? ’tis  worth  doing. 

Mem.  Is  it  fo^  but  what  doing  bears  it  ? 

Si.  Why  ? any  thing  all  danger  it  appears  to, 
Mem.  Name  Tome  of  thole  things ; do. 

Si.  I would  undertake.  Sir, 

A Voyage  round  about  the  World. 

Mem.  Short,  Siphax. 

A Merchant  does  it  to  fpice  pots  of  Ale. 

Si.  I wou’d  fwim  in  Armour. 

Mem.  Short  ftill*,  a poor  Jade 
Loaden  will  take  a ftream  and  Item  it  ftrongly 
To  leap  a Mare. 

Si.  The  plague,  I durft, 

Mem.  Still  Ihorter, 
ril  cure  it  with  an  Onion. 

Si.  Surfeits. 

ALem.  Short  ftill : # 

They  are  often  Phyficks  for  our  healths,  and  help  us. 
St  I wou’d  ftand  a breach. 
fjifem.  Thine  honour  bids  thee,  Souldier.- 
’Tis  fliame  to  find  a fecond  caufe. 

Si.  I durft,  Sir, 

Fight  with  the  felleft  Monfter. 

Mem.  That’s  the  pooreft, 

Man  w’as  ordain’d  their  Mafter  •,  durft  ye  dye.  Sir  ? 

Si.  How  ? dye  my  Lord  ! 

zJtfem.  Dye  Siphax take  thy  Sword, 

And  come  by  that  door  to  her  j there’s  a price 
To  buy  a iuftv  love  at. 

Si.  I am  content,  Sir, 

To  piove  no  Purchafer. 

Mem.  Away  thou  World-worm, 

Thou  win  a matchlcfs  Beauty  ? 

Si.  ’Tis  to  lofe’t  Sir, 

For  being  dead,  where’s  the  reward  I reach  at  ? 

The  love  I labour  for  .? 

Mem.  There  it  begins  Fool, 

Thou  art  meerJy  cozen’d  for  the  loves  we  now  know 
Are  but  the  heats  of  half  an  hour , and  hated 
Defires  ftir’d  up  by  nature  to  encreafe  her  -, 

Licking  of  one  another  to  a lull-, 

Courfeand  bafe  appetites,  earths  meet  inheritoufs 
And  Heirs  of  Idlenefs  and  blood  ^ Pure  Love, 

That,  that  the  foul  affeds,  and  cannot  purchafe 
While  Ihe  is  loaden  with  our  flefli,  that  Love,  Sir, 
Which  is  the  price  of  honour,  dwells  not  here, 

Your  Ladies  eyes  are  lamplefs  to  that  Vertue, 

That  beauty  fmilesnot  on  a cheek  wafht  over. 

Nor  feents  the  fwcet  bf  Ambers  below,  Siphax 
Below  us,  in  the  other  World  Elyzjam., 

Where’s  no  more  dying,  no  defpairing,  mourning. 
Where  all  defires  ?.re  full,  defarts  down  loaden. 

There  Siphax.,  there,  where  loves  are  ever  living. 

Si.  Why  do  we  love  in  this  World  then  ? 
vJAfem.  To  preferve  it. 

The  maker  loft  his  workelfe*,  but  mark  Siph.ix, 

What  iflues  that  love  bears. 

Si.  Why  Children,  Sir. 

I never  heard  him  talk  thus;  thus  divinely 
I And  lenfiblc  before. 

1 Mem.  It  does  fo,  Siphaxj 


Things  like  ourfelves,  asfenfual,  vain,  unvented 
Bubbles,  and  breaths  of  air,  got  with  an  itching 
As  blifters  are,  and  bred,  as  much  corruption 
Flows  from  their  lives,  forrow  conceives  and  lhapes  ’em, 
And  oftentimes  the  death  of  thole  we  love  raoft. 

The  breeders  bring  them  to  the  World  to  curfe  ’em. 
Crying  they  creep  amongft  us  like  young  Cats. 

Cares  and  continual  Crofles  keeping  with  ’em. 

They  make  Time  old  to  tend  them,  and  experience 
An  afs,  they  alter  fo  y they  grow  and  goodly. 

Ere  we  can  turn  our  thoughts,  like  drops  of  water 
They  fall  into  the  main,  are  known  no  more ; 

This  is  the  love  of  this  World  j I muft  tell  thee 
For  thou  art  underftanding. 

Si.  What  you  pleafe.  Sir. 

Mem.  And  as  a faithful  man.- 
Nay  I dare  truft  thee, 

I love  the  Princefs. 

Si.  There  ’tis,  that  has  fired  him, 

I knew  he  had  fome  infpiration. 

But  does  file  know  it.  Sir  ? 

Alem.  Yes  marry  does  Ihe, 

I have  given  my  heart  unto  her. 

Si.  If  ye  love  her. 

Mem.  Nay,  underftand  me,  my  heart  taken  from  me. 
Out  of  my  Body,  man,  and  fo  brought  to  her. 

How  lik’ft  thou  that  brave  offer  ? there’s  the  love 
I told  thee  of-,  and  after  death,  the  living-, 

She  muft  in  jultice  come  Boy,  ha  ? 

Si.  Your  heart.  Sir  ? 

tJPfcm.  I,  fo  by  all  means,  Siphax. 

St.  He  loves  roaft  well 
That  eats  the  Spit. 

Mem.  And  lince  thou  art  come  thus  fitly. 

I’ll  do  it  prefently  and  thou  ftialt  carry  it. 

For  thou  canft  tell  a ftory  and  delcribe  it. 

And  I conjure  thee,  Siphax , by  thy  gentry. 

Next  by  the  glorious  Battels  we  have  fought  in, 

By  all  the  dangers,  wounds,  heats,  colds,  diftreffes. 

Thy  love  next,  and  obedience,  nay  thy  life. 

Si.  But  one  thing,  firft.  Sir,  if  Ihe  pleas’d  to  grant  it, 
Could  ye  not  love  her  here  and  live  ? confider. 

Mem.  Ha  ? Yes,  I think  I could. 

Si.  ’Twould  be  far  nearer, 

Befides  the  fweets  here  would  induce  the  laft  love 
And  link  it  in. 

Mem.  Thou  fayeft  right,  but  our  ranks  here 
And  bloods  are  bars  between  us,  ftie  muft  ftand  off  too 
As  I perceive  Ihe  does. 

Si.  Defert  and  Duty 
Makes  even  all.  Sir. 

Mem.  Then  the  King,  though  I 
Have  merited  as  ihuch  as  man  can,  muft  not  let  her. 
So  many  Princes  covetous  of  her  beauty ; 

I wou’d  with  all  my  heart,  but  ’tis  impoflible. 

Si.  Why,  fay  Ihe  marry  after. 

Mem.  No,  Ihe  dares  not-, 

The  gods  dare  not  do  ill  -,  come. 

Si.  Do  you  mean  it  ? 

Mem.  Lend  me  thy  knife,  and  help  me  off. 

Si.  For  heaven  fake. 

Be  not  fo  ftupid  mad,  dear  General. 

Mem.  Difpatch,  I fay. 

Si.  As  ye  love  that  ye  look  for. 

Heaven  and  the  blefled  life. 

Afem.  Hell  take  thee.  Coxcomb , 

Why  doft  thou  keep  me  from  it  ? thy  knife  I fay. 

Si.  Do  but  this  one  thing,  on  my  knees  1 beg  it. 

Stay  but  two  hours  till  1 return  again. 

For  I will  to  her,  tell  her  all  your  merits. 

Your  moft  unvalu’d  love,  and  laft  your  danger ; 

If  flic  relent,  then  live  ftill,  and  live  loving. 

Happy,  and  high  in  favour  .-  if  llie  frown 

Atcm.  Shall  I be  fure  to  know  it? 


Si.  As 
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Si.  As  I live.  Sir, 

My  quick  return  fliall  either  bring  ye  fortune, 

Or  leave  yon  to  your  own  fate. 

Two  hours? 

Si.  Yes,  Sir. 

Mtm.  Let  it  be  kept, away,  I will  expefl  it.  {Ex.  Meni.  Si, 

Enter  Chilax,  Fool  and  Boy. 

Chi.  You  dainty  wits  ? two  of  ye  to  a Cater, 

To  cheat  him  of  a dinner  ? 

Boy.  Ten  at  Court,  Sir, 

Are  few  enough,  they  are  as  wife  as  we  are. 

0n.  Hang  ye,  I’le  eat  at  any  time,  and  any  where, 

I never  make  that  part  of  want,  preach  to  me 

What  ye  can  do,  and  when  ye  lilt. 

Fool.  Your  patience, 

’Tis  a hard  day  at  Court,  afiOiday. 

Chi.  So  it  fcems.  Sir, 

The  fins  grow  out  of  thy  face. 

Fool.  And  to  purchafe 

This  day  the  company  of  one  dear  CuHard, 

Or  a raefs  of  Rice  ap  Tljomai,  needs  a main  wit  *, 

Beef  we  can  bear  before  us  lined  with  Brewes 

And  tubs  of  Pork-,  vociferating  Veals, 

And  Tongues  that  ne’re  told  lye  yet. 

Chi.  Line  thy  mouth  with  ’em. 

Fool.  Thou  haft  need,  and  great  need. 

For  thele  finny  filli-dayes. 

The  Officers  underftandings  are  fo  flegmatick. 

They  cannot  apprehend  us.  • 

Chi.  Tnat’s  great  pity. 

For  you  defcrve  it,  and  being  apprehended 

The  whip  to  boot ; Boy  what  do  you  fo  near  me  ? 

I dare  not  truft  your  touch  Boy. 

E^nter  Stremon  and  his  Boy. 

Boy.  As  I am  vertuous, 

What,  thieves  amoDgft  our  felves? 

Chi.  Stremon.  * ...  ^ 

Stre.  Lieutenant. 

Chi.  Welcome  a fhore,  affiore. 

Fool.  'What  Mo  an  fie  nr  Mnfick  ? 

Stre.  My  fine  Fool. 

Boy.  Fellow  Crack^^  why  what  a confcrt 

Are  we  now  bleft  withal  ? 

Fool.  Fooling  and  fidling. 

Nay  and  we  live  not  now  boys ; what  new  fongs,  Sirra  f 
Stre.  A thoufand,  man,  athoufand. 

Fool.  Itching  Airs 

Alluding  to  the  old  fport.  ‘ 

Stre.  Of  all  fizes. 

Fool.  And  how  doesfmall  Tym  Trehle.hctQ ; the  heart  on’t? 
2 Boy.  To  do  you  fervice. 

Fool.  0 73'w  the  times,  the  times'7}'?». 

Stre.  How  does  the  General, 

And  next  what  money’s  ftirring? 

Chi.  For  the  General 

He’s  here,  but  fucli  a General ! 

The  time’s  chang’d,  Stremon, 

He  was  the  liberal  General,  and  the  loving. 

The  feeder  of  a Souldier,  and  the  Father, 

But  now  become  the  ftupid’ft. 

Stre.  Why,  what  ails  he? 

Chi.  Nay,  ifa  Horfe  knew,  and  his  head’s  big  enough, 

I’le  hang  for’ti^  did’ft  thou  ever  fee  a Dog 

Run  mad  o’th’  tooth- ache,  fuch  another  toy 

Is  he  now,  fo  he  glotes  and  grins,  and  bites. 

Fool.  Why  hang  him  quickly. 

And  then  he  cannot  hurt  folks. 

Chi.  One  hour  raving, 

Another  fmiling,  not  a word  the  third  hour, 
f tell  thee  Stremon  h’as  a ftirring  foul. 

What  ever  it  attempts  or  labours  at 

Would  wear  out  twenty  bodies  in  another. 

^ Fool.  Tie  keep  it  out  of  me,  for  mine’s  but  Biickram, 

He  would  bownce  that  out  in  two  hours. 

Chi.  Then  he  talks 

The  ftrangeft  and  the  maddeftftuff  from  reafon, 

Or  any  thing  ye  offer  *,  Hand  thou  there, 
rie  ffiow  thee  how  he  is,  for  I’le  play  <jMemnon 

The  ftrangeft  General  that  ere  thou  heard  ft  of,  Stremon. 

Stre.  My  Lord. 

Ooi.  Gopr  fently  and  find  me 

A black  Horlc  with  a blew  tail ; bid  the  blank  Cornet 
Charge  throug."i  the  Sea,  and  link  the  Navy ; foftly, 

Our  Ibuls  are  things  not  to  be  waken’d  in  us 

Withlarums,  and  loud  bawlings,  fot  in  ElyzJnm 

Stiinefs  and  quietnels,  and  fweetnels,  Sirra, 

I will  have,  for  it  much  concerns  mine  honour. 

Such  a ftrong  reputation  for  my  welcome 

As  all  the  world  lhall  fay : for  in  the  forefront 

So  many  on  white  Unicorns,  next  them 

My  Gentlemen,  my  Cavaliers  and  Captains, 

Ten  deep  and  trapt  with  Tenter-hooks  to  take  hold 

Or  all  occafions : for  Friday  cannot  filh  out 

The  end  I aim  at  ^ tell  me  of  Diodes, 

And  what  he  dares  do  ? dare  he  meet  me  naked  ? 

Thunder  in  this  hand?  in  his  left  —Fool 

Fool.  Yes,  Sir. 

Coi.  Fool,  I would  have  thee  fly  i’th’  Air,  fly  fwiftly 

To  that  place  where  the  Sun  lets,  there  deliver. 

Fool.  Deliver?  vvhat.  Sir? 

Chi.  This  Sir,  this  ye  Have,  Sir,  {/iillaUyh. 

Death  ye  rude  Rogues,  ye  Scarabe’s. 

Fool.  Hold  for  Heav’nsfakc,Lieutenant,rvveet  Lieutenant. 
Chi.  I have  done,  Sir. 

Boy.  Y ou  have  wrung  his  neck  offi 

Chi.  No  Boy,  ’tis  the  nature 

Of  this  ftrange  paffion  when’t  hits  to  hale  people 

Along  by  th'hair,  to  kick  ’em,  break  their  heads. 

Fool.  Do  ye  call  this  Afting,  was  your  part  to  beat  me? 
Chi.  Yes,  I muftaftall  that  he  does. 

Fool.  Plague  ad  ye, 
rie  ad  no  more. 

Stre.  ’Tis  but  to  ffiew  man. 

Fool.  Then  man 

He  ffiould  have  fliew’d  it  only,  and  not  done  it, 

I am  fure  he  beat  me  beyond  Adion, 

Gouts  0’  your  heavy  fill. 

Chi.  I’le  have  thee  to  him, 

Thou  haft  a fine  wit,  fine  fool,  and  canft  play  rarely. 

He’l  hug  thee.  Boy,  and  ftroke  thee. 

Fool,  i’le  to  the  flocks  firft, 

E’re  I be  ftrok’t  thus. 

Strem.  But  how  came  he,  Chilax  ? 

Chi.  I know  not  that. 

Strem.  I’letohim. 

Chi.  He  loves  thee  well. 

And  much  delights  to  hear  thee  ling  *,  much  taken 

He  has  been  with  thy  battel  fongs. 

Stre.  IfMufick 

Can  find  his  madnefs ; I’le  fo  fiddle  him, 

That  out  it  ffiall  by  th’  (boulders. 

Chi.  MyfineFidler, 

He’l  firk  you  and  ye  take  not  heed  too : ’trvill  be  rare  fport 
To  fee  his  own  trade  triumph  over  him 

His  Lute  lac'd  to  his  head,  for  creeping  hedges  •, 

For  mony  there’s  none  ftirring  try  good  Stremon 

Now  what  your  filver  found  can  do  -,  our  voices 

Are  but  vain  Echoes. 

Stre.  Something  ffiall  be  done 

Shall  make  himunderftand  all  -,  let’s  toth’ Tavern, 

I have  fome  few  Crowns  left  yet : my  whiftle  wet  oncc 

I’le  pipe  him  fuch  a Paven ^ 

Chi.  Hold  thy  head  up, 

rie  cure  it  with  a cjuart  of  wine  come  Coxcomb, 

Come  Boy  take  heed  of  Napkins. 

Fool.  Youl’d  no  more  ading  ? 
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Chi.  No  more  Chicken. 

Fool.  Go  then.  [Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  Siphax  at  one  door,  and  a gentleman  at  the  other. 

Si.  God  fave  you  Sir ; pray  how  might  I fee  the  Princefs? 
Gent.  Why  very  fitly.  Sir,  (he’s  even  now  ready 
To  walk  out  this  way  intoth’  Park  j ftand  there, 

Ye  cannot  mifs  her  fight,  Sir. 

St.  I much  thank  ye.  [Exit  Gentleman. 

Enter  CdXiS,  Lucippe,  Cleanthe. 

Cal.  Let’s  have  a care,  for  Tie  afiure  ye  Wenches 
I wou’d  not  meet  him  willingly  again  ^ 

For  though  I do  not  fear  him,  yet  his  falhion 
I wou’d  not  be  acquainted  much  with.  ; 

Cle.  Gentle  Lady, 

Ye  need  not  fear,  the  walks  are  view’d  and  empty, 

But  me  thinks.  Madam,  this  kind  heart  of  his— > 

Lucif.  He’s  flow  a coming. 

Si.  Keep  me  ye  blefl:  Angels, 

What  killing  power  is  this  ? 

Cal.  Why,  dofl:  thou  look  for’t  ? 

Doft  think  he  fpoke  in  earnefl:  ? 

Luci^.  Methinks,  Madam, 

A Gentleman  fliould  keep  his  word  j and  to  a Lady, 

A Lady  of  your  excellencies. 

Cal.  Out  Fool ! 

Send  me  his  heart?  whatlhould  wedo  with’t?  dance  it? 
Luctf.  Dry  it  and  drink  it  for  the  Worms. 

Cal.  Who’s  that? 

What  man  ftands  there  ? 

Qean.  Where? 

CaL  There. 

Cle.  A Gentleman, 

Which  I beleech  your  grace  to  honour  fo  much, 

As  know  him  for  your  fervants  Brother. 

Cal.  Siphax  ? 

Cle.  The  fame  an’t  pleafe  your  grace  •,  what  does  he  here  ? 
Upon  what  bufinefs  ? and  I ignorant  ? 

Cal.  He’s  grown  a handfome  Gentleman : good  Siphax 
Y’are  welcome  from  the  Wars ; wou’d  ye  with  us.  Sir  ? 
Pray  fpeak  your  will : heblulhes,  be  not  fear  full, 

I can  afllire  ye  for  your  Sifters  fake,  Sir, 

There’s  my  hand  on  it. 

Cle.  Do  you  hear,  Sir  ? 

Cl/.  Sure  thefe  Souldiers 
Are  all  grown  fenfelefs. 

Cle.  Do  ye  know  where  ye  ate.  Sir? 

Cal.  Tongue-tyed, 

He  looks  not  well  too,  by  my  life,  I think 

Cle.  Speak  for  fliame  fpeak. 

Lucip.  A man  wou’d  fpeak 

Cal.  Thefe  Souldiers 

Are  all  dumb  Saints : confider  and  take  time,  Sir, 

Let’s  forward  Wenches,  come,  his  Paiat’s  down. 

Luc.  Dare  thefe  men  charge  i’th’  face  of  fire  and  bullets  i 
And  hang  their  heads  down  at  a handfome  Woman  ? 

Good  mailer  Mars.,  that’s  a foul  fault.  [Sx.  Prin.  Lu«ippe. 

Cle.  Fye  beafl,  ‘ ‘ 

No  more  my  Brother. 

Si.  Sifter,  honoured  Sifter. 

Cle.  Difhonoured  fool.  . . 

Si.  I do  confefs.  ■' 

Cle.  Fye  on  thee. 

Si.  But  flay  till  I deliver. 

Cle.  Let  me  go, 

I am  afham’d  to  own  thee. 

St.  Fare  ye  well  then, 

Ye  mull  ne’re  fee  me  more.  . 

Cle.  Why  flay  dear  Siphax, 

My  anger’s  pafl  •,  1 will  hear  ye  fpeak. 

5/.  O Sifter! 

Cle.  Out  with  it  Man. 

Si.  0 1 have  drunk  my  mifehief; 


Cle.  Ha  ? what  ? 

Si.  My  deflrudtion. 

In  at  mine  eyes  I have  drunk  it O the  Princefs, 

The  rare  fweet  Princefs  ! 

Cle.  How  fool?  the  rare  Princefs ? 

Was  it  the  Princefs  that  thou  faid’fl  ? 

Si.  The  Princefs. 

Cle.  Thou  doft  not  love  her  fure,  thou  darfl  not. 

Si.  Yes  by  Heaven. 

Cle.  Yes  by  Heaven  ? I know  thou  darft  not. 

The  Princefs?  ’tis  thy  life  the  knowledge  of  it, 

Prefumption  that  will  draw  into  it  all  thy  kindred. 

And  leave  ’em  flaves  and  fuccourlefs  the  Princefs  ? 

Why  fhe’s  a facred  thing  to  fee  and  worfliip, 

Fixt  from  us  as  the  Sun  is,  high,  and  glorious. 

To  be  ador’d  not  doted  on  defire  things  pofTible, 

Thou  foolifh  young  man,  nourifli  not  a hope 
Will  hale  thy  heart  out. 

Si.  ’Tis  my  deftinie. 

And  I know  both  difgrace  and  death  will  quit  it, 

If  it  be  known. 

Cle.  Purfue  it  not  then,  Siphax, 

Get  thee  good  wholefome  thoughts  may  nourifh  thee, 

Go  home  and  pray. 

Si.  I cannot. 

Qe.  Sleep  then,  Siphax, 

And  dream  away  thy  doting. 

Si.  1 muft  have  her. 

Or  you  no  more  your  Brother*,  work  Clcanthe, 

Work,  and  work  fpeedily,  or  I fhall  die  Wench. 

Cic.  Dye  then,  1 dare  forget  *,  farewel. 

Si.  Farewel  Sifter. 

Farewel  for  ever,  fee  me  buried. 

(^le.  Stay. 

Pray  flay  .•  he’s  all  my  brothers : no  way  Sipha.x, 

No  other  Woman  ? 

Si.  None,  none,  fhc  or  finking. 

Ce.  Go  and  hope  well,  my  life  Tie  venture  for  thec 
And  all  my  art,  a Woman  may  work  miracles  *, 

No  more,  pray  heartily  againfl  my  fortunes. 

For  much  I fear  a main  one. 

Si.  Iflialldoit.  [Exeunt. 


'Tertias.  Scena  Prima, 

Enter  a Priefiejs  of  Vcnus  and  a Boy. 

Pr/.'Tj'Ind  him  by  any  means  *,  and  good  child  tell  him 
.r  Fie  has  forgot  his  old  friend,  give  him  this. 

And  fay  this  night  without  excufe  or  bufinefs. 

As  ever  he  may  find  a friend,  come  to  me, 

He  knows  the  way  andhow,  begon. 

Boy.  I gallop.  [Exit  Boy. 

Enter  Cleanthe. 

Cle.  I have  been  looking  you. 

Pri.  The  fair  C/fnwf/if, 

What  may  your  bufinefs  be  ? 

Cle.  O holy  Mother 

Such  bufinefs,  of  fuch  ftrangc  weight,  now  or  never. 

As  ye  have  loved  me,  as  ye  do  or  may  do. 

When  1 fhall  find  a fit  time. 

Pri.  Ifby  my  means 

Your  bufinefs  may  befitted^  ye  know  me, 

And  how  I am  tyed  unto  you ; be  bold  Daughter 
To  build  your  belt  hopes. 

Cle.  O but  ’tis  a ftrange  one. 

Stuck  with  as  many  dangers 

Pri.  There’s  the  working. 

Small  things  perform  themfelves  and  give  no  pleafures  j 
Be  confident,  through  death  I’le  ferve. 

Clea.  Here.  Pn.  Fye  no  corruption. 

Cle.  Takeitj  ’tis  yours, 

Be 


The  fS^ad  Lover. 


243 


And  goodnefs  is  no  gall  to  th’ Confcience, 

; know  ye  have  ways  to  vent  it ; ye  may  hold  it. 

Pr.  I’ll  keep  it  for  ye  •,  when  ? 

Cle.  To  morrow  morning 
’ll  vifit  ye  again;  and  when  occafion 
offers  it  felf — • 

Pr.  Inffruiff:  me,  and  have  at  ye. 

Cle.  Farewel  till  then ; be  fure. 

'Pri.  As  your  own  thoughts,  Lady. 

Cle.  ’Tis  a main  work,  and  full  of  fear.  {Exit  Cle. 

Tri.  Fools  only 

Make  their  effeds  feem  fearful,  farewell  daughter. 

This  gold  was  well  got  for  my  old  tuff  Souldier, 

Nowl  lhall  be  his  fweet  again*,  what  bufinefs 
s this  Ihe  has  a foot  ? fome  lufhy  lover 
3eyond  her  line,  the  young  Wench  would  fain  piddle, 

A little  to  revive  her  muff:  be  thought  of, 

’Tis  even  fo,  (he  muff:  have  it  ^ but  how  by  my  means , 

A Devil,  can  Ihe  drive  it  ? I that  wait  ftiJl 
before  the  Goddefs,'  giving  Oracle, 
dow  can  I profit  her  ? ’tis  her  own  projed. 

And  if  Ihe  caff;  it  falfc,  her  own  fault  be  it.  {Sxit  Priefl:. 

Enter  Polydore,  Eumenes,  CaptainSy  Stremon. 

Pol.  Why,  this  is  utter  madnefs. 

Eum.  Thus  it  is.  Sir. 

Pol.  Only  the  Princefs  fight  ? 

1 Cap.  All  we  can  judge  at. 

Pol.  This  muff:  be  lookt  to  timely. 

Earn.  Yes,  and  wifely. 

Pol.  He  does  not  offer  at  his  life  ? 

£«w.  Not  yet.  Sir, 

That  we  can  hear  of.  , 

Pol.  Noble  Gentlertien, 

Let  me  entreat  your  watches  over  him, 

Ye  cannot  do  a worthier  work. 

2 Cap.  Weeanie,  Sir; 

Provided  for  that  fervice. 

Pol.  Where  is  Chilax  ? 

Strem.  A little  bufie.  Sir. 

Pol.  Is  the  Fool  and  Boy  here  ? 

Strew.  They  are,  Sir. 

Enter  Memnori. 

Pol.  Let  ’em  be  Hill  fo  ^ and  as  they  find  his  humours. 

Eimen.  Now  ye  may  behold  him. 

Pol.  Stand  clofe,  and  make  no  noife  j 
By  his  eyes  now.  Gentlemen, 

Ipuefshimfull  of  anger. 

Ernnen.  Be  not  feen  there.  , 

Mem.  The  hour’s  pall  long  ago,  he’sfalfe  and  fearful, 
Coward,  go  with  thy  Caitive  foul,  thou  Cur  Dog. 

Thou  cold  Clod,  wildfire  warm  thee,  monffxous  fearful, 

I know  the  Slave  lhakes  but  to  think  on’t. 

Pol.  Who’s  that  ? 

Eumen.  I know  not.  Sir. 

Mem.  But  I fhall  catch  ye,  Rafcal, 

Your  mangy  Soul  is  not  immortal  here,  Sir, 

Ye  muff:  dye,  and  we  muff:  meet  *,  we  muff:,  maggot. 

Be  fure  we  muff:,  for  not  a Nook  of  Hell, 

Not  the  moff:  horrid  Pit  lhall  harbour  thee  *, 

The  Devils  tail  lha’n’t  hide  thee,  but  I’ll  have  thee. 

And  how  I’ll  ufe  thee?  whips  and  firebrands: 

Tolling  thy  tail  againfi;  a flame  of  wild  fire. 

And  bafeing  it  with  Brirallone,  lhall  be  nothing, 

Nothing  at  all  y I’ll  teach  ye  to  be  treacherous : 

Was  never  Slave  fo  fwing’d  fince  Hell  was  Hell 
As  I will  fwinge  thy  Slaves  Soul  •,  and  be  fure  on’t. 

Pol.  Is  this  imagination,  or  fome  circumllance  ? 

For  ’tis  extream  ftrange. 

Eumen.  So  is  all  he  does.  Sir.  (Surgeon  ? 

Mem.  Till  then  I’ll  leave  ye*,  who’s  there?  where’s  the 
Demagoras  ? 


Dem.  My  Lord. 
fiJMem.  Bring  the  Surgeon : 

And  wait  you  too. 

Enter  Surgeon. 

Pol.  What  wou’d  he  with  a Surgeon  ? 

Bum.  Things  mullring  in  his  head  *.  pray  mark, 

Mem.  Come  hither, 

Have  you  brought  your  Inllruments.? 

Sur.  They  are  within.  Sir. 

Mem.  Put  to  the  doors  a while  there ; ye  can  incile 
To  a hairs  breadth  without  defacing. 

Sur.  Yes  Sir. 

Mem.  And  take  out  fairly  from  the  flelh. 

Sur.  The  leal!  thing. 

eJMem.  Well  come  hither;  take  olfmy  doublet. 

For  look  ye  Surgeon,  I mult  have  ye  cut 
My  Heart  out  here,  and  handfomly  *.  Nay,  Itare  not. 

Nor  do  not  Hart  *,  I’ll  cut  your  throat  elfe.  Surgeon, 

Come  fwear  to  do  it. 

Sur.  Good  Sir 

Mem.  Sirrah,  hold  him. 

I’ll  have  but  one  blow  at  his  head, 

Sur.  I’ll  do  it,  , - . 

Why  what  (hould  we  do  living  after  you.  Sir? 

We’ll  dye  before  if  ye  pleafe. 

Mem.  No,  no. 

Sur.  Living?  hang  living. 

Is  there  ne’r  a Cat  hole  where  I may  creepthrough  ? 

Would  I were  in  the  Indies.  {(tyf/id'e. 

z^em.  Swear  then,  and  after  my  death  prefentiy 
To  kill  your  felves  and  follow,  as  ye  are  honeft. 

As  ye  have  faiths,  and  loves  to  me. 

JDem.  We’ll  do  it. 

Eum.  Pray  do  not  ffir  yet,  we  are  near  enough 
To  run  between  all  dangers. 

Mem.  Here  I am,  Sir;^ 

Come,  look  upon  me,  view  the  bell  way  boldly. 

Fear  nothing,  but  cut  home  *,  if  your  hand  (hake.  Sirrah, 

Or  any  way  deface  my  heart  i’th’  cutting. 

Make  the  leaff;  fcratch  upon  it  *,  but  draw  it  whole. 

Excellent  fair,  (hewing  at  all  points.  Surgeon,- 
The  Honour  and  the  Valour  of  the  Owner, 

Mixt  with  the  moff:  immaculate  love  I fend  it, 

Look  to’t.  I’ll  (lice  thee  to  the  Soul. 

Sur.  Ne’r  fear.  Sir, 

I’ll  do  it  daintily , would  I were  out  once. 

Mem.  I will  not  have  ye  fmile.  Sirrah,  when  ye  do  it, 

As  though  ye  cut  a Ladies  Corn  ^ ’tis  feurvy : 

Do  me  it  as  thou  doff:  thy  Prayers,  ferioufly. 

Sur.  I’ll  do  it  in  a dump,  Sir. 

Mem.  In  a Dog,  Sir, 

I’ll  have  no  dumps,  nor  dumplins ; fetch  your  tools, 

And  then  I’ll  tell  ye  more. 

Sur.  If  I return 

To  hear  more,  I’ll  be  hang’d  for’t. 
eJMem.  Quick,  quick, 

^em.  Yes  Sir, 

With  all  the  heels  we  have.  {Exeunt  Surgeon,  Deihagoras. 
Eumen.  Yet  (land. 

Pol.  He’l  do  it.  . 

Bum.  He  cannot,  and  we  here. 

Mem.  Why  when  ye  Ralcals, 

Ye  dull  Slaves  *.  will  ye  conie.  Sir  ? Surgeon,  fyringe. 
Dog-leach,  (hall  I come  fetch  ye  ? 

Pol.  Now  I’ll  to  him. 

God  fav^e  honour’d  Brother.  ij 

eJMem.  My  dear  Polydore, 

Welcome  from  travel,  welcome;  and  how  do  ye?  1 

Pol.  Well  Sir,  would  you  were  fo. 

Mem.  I am,  I thank  ye. 

You  are  a better’d  man  much,  I the  fame  (lill. 

An  old  rude  Souldier,  Sir.  ' 
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Tol.  Pray  be  plain,  Brother , . 

And  tell  ttie  but  the  meaning  of  this  Vifion  , 

For  to  me  it  appears  no  more:  fofar 
From  common  Courfe  and  Reafon. 

Mem.  Thank  thee,  Fortune, 

At  length  1 have  found  the  man : the  man  mull  do  it, 

The  man  in  honour  bound. 

Pol.  To  do  what? 

Mem.  Hark,  for  I will  blefs  ye  with  the  circumHance 
Of  that  weak  fhadow  that  appear’d. 

Pol.  Speak  on,  Sir.  {Walks  with  him. 

Mem.  It  is  no  Story  for  all  ears. 

Pol.  The  Princefs  ? {Whiffers. 

Mem.  Peace  and  hear  all. 

Tot.  How  ? 

Eum.  Sure  ’tis  dangerous 
Heftarts  fo  at  it. 

Pol.  Your  heart  ? do  you  know.  Sir  ? 

Mem.  Yes,  Pray  thee  be  fofter. 

Pol.  Metodo.it? 

Mem.  Only  referv’d,  and  dedicated. 

Pol.  For  fhame,  Brother, 

Know  what  ye  are,  a man. 

Mem.  None  of  your  .Athens, 

Good  fweet Sir,  no  Philofophy,  thoufeel’ft  not 
The  honourable  end,  fool. 

Pol.  lamfure  Ifeel 

The  fhame  and  fcorn  that  follows  have  ye  ferv’d  thus  long 
The  glory  of  your  Country,  in  your  Conquefts  ? 

The  envy  of  your  Neighbours,  in  your  Vertues? 

Rul’d  Armies  of  your  own,  given  Laws  to  Nations, 
Belov’d  and  fear’d  as  far  as  Fame  has  travell’d, 

Call’d  the  moll  fortunate  and  happy  Memnon, 

Tolofeall  here  at  home,  poorly  to  lofe  it? 

Poorly,  and  pettifhly,  ridiculoufly 

Toiling  away  your  fortune?  where’s  your  Wifedom? 

Where’s  that  you  govern’d  others  by,  diferetion? 

Do’s  your  Rule  laltly  hold  upon  your  fclf  ? fie  Brother, 
How  ye  are  fain  ? Get  up  into  your  honour. 

The  top  branch  of  your  bravery,  and  from  thence, 

Look  and  behold  how  little  Memnon  {ttms  now. 

Mem.  Hum ! ’tis  well  fpoken  j but  doft  thou  think  young 
The  tongues  of  Angels  from  my  happinefs  (Scholar, 
Could  turn  the  end  I aim  at?  no,  they  cannot. 

This  is  no  Book-cafe,  Brother;  will  ye  do  it? 
life  no  more  art,  I am  refolv’d. 

Pnl.  Ye  may  Sir 

Command  me  to  do  any  thing  that’s  honell. 

And  for  your  noble  end  : but  this,  it  carries  ■ - ■ 

Mem.  Ye  fhall  not  be  fo  honour’d  ; live  an  Afs  ftillj 
And  learn  to  Ipell  for  profit  .•  go,  go  fludy. 

Eum.  Yemuft  not  hold  him  up  fo,  he  is  loft  then. 

Mem.  Get  thee  to  School  again,  and  talk  of  turnips, 
And  find  the  natural  Caufe  out,  why  a Dog 
Turns  thrice  about  e’re  he  lyes  down:  there’s  Learning. 

Pol.  Come,  I will  doit  now  j ’tis  brave,  I find  it, 

And  now  allow  the  reafon. 

Mem.  O do  you  fo,  Sir  ? 

Do  yc  find  it  currant  ? 

Pol.  Yes,  yes,  excellent. 
tJMem.  I told  ye. 

Pol.  I was  foolifh : I have  here  too 
The  rareft  way  to  find  the  truth  out*,  hark  ye  ? 

Yefliallbe  rul’d  by  me. 

Mem.  It  will  be : but 

Pol.  1 reach  it, 

If  the  worft  fall,  have  at  the  word  ^ we’II  both  go. 
Buttwodays,  and  ’tis  thus;  ha? 
eJMem.  ’Twill  do  well  fo. 

Tol.  Then  is’t  not  excellent,  do  ye  conceive  it  ? 

Mem.  ’Twill  work  for  certain. 

Pol.  O ’twill  tickle  her, 

And  you  fhall  know  then  by  a line. 

Me.m  I like  it , 


But  let  me  not  be  fool’d  again. 

Pol.  Doubt  nothing. 

You  do  me  wrong  then,  get  ye  in  there  private 
As  I have  taught  ye^  Ta^a. 

tjMem.  Work.  Memnon. 

Pol.  I will  do. 

Eum.  Have  ye  found  the  caufe  ? 

Pol.  Yes,  and  the  ftrangeft,  Gentlemen, 

That  e’r  I heard  of,  anon  I’ll  tell  ye  ••  Strmon 
Be  you  ftill  near  him  to  affedl  his  fancy. 

And  keep  his  thoughts  off:  let  the  Fool  and  Boy 
Stay  him,  they  may  do  fome  pleafure  too : Eumenes 
What  if  he  had  a Wench,  a handfome  Whore  brought. 
Rarely  dreft  up,  and  taught  to  ftate  it  ? 

Eum.  Well  Sir. 

Pol.  His  caufe  is  meerly  heat:  and  made  believe 
It  were  the  Princefs  mad  for  him. 

Sum.  I think 
’Twere  not  amifs. 

1 Cap.  And  let  him  kifs  her. 

Pol.  What  clfe  ? (fome 

2 Cap.  Tube  his  Bawd  an’tplcafe  you, young  and  whole- 
I can  allure  ye  he  fliall  have. 

Eum.  Faith  let  him. 

Pol.  He  fhall,  I hope  ’twill  help  him,walk  a little 
I’ll  tell  you  how  his  cafe  ftands,  and  my  projed 
In  which  you  may  be  mourners,  but  by  all  means 
Stir  not  you  from  him,  Stremon. 

Strem.  On  our  lives.  Sir.  {Sxeutif. 

£«ffr  Prielhfs,  and  Chilax. 

Pri.  O y’tre  a precious  man  ? two  days  in  town 
And  never  fee  your  old  Friend  ? 

Chi.  Prithee  pardon  me. 

Tri  And  in  my  Confcience  if  I had  not  fent. 

Cht.  No  more,  I would  ha’ come ; 1 muft. 

Pri.  1 find  ye, 

God  z mercy  want,  ye  never  care  for  me 
But  when  your  Slops  arc  empty. 

Chi.  Ne’r  fear  that.  Wench 

Shall  find  good  currant  Coin  ftill , Is  this  the  old  Houfe  ? 
Pri.  Have  ye  forgot  it  ? 

Chi.  And  the  door  ftill  Handing 
That  goes  into  the  Temple  ? 

Pri.  Still. 

Chi.  The  Robes  too. 

That  I was  wont  to  fliiftin  here? 

Tr/.  All  here  ftill.  (through? 

Chi.  O ye  tuff  Rogue , what  troubles  have  I trotted 
What  fears  and  frights?  every  poor  Moufe  a Monftcif  * 
That  I heard  ftir,  and  every  ftick  1 trod  on, 

A fharp  fling  to  my  Confcience. 

Pri.  ’Las  poor  Confcience. 

fhi.  And  all  to  liquor  thy  old  Boots,  Wench. 

Pri.  Out  Beaft ; 

How  you  talk? 

Chi.  I am  old.  Wench, 

And  talking  to  an  old  man  is  like  a ftomacher, 

It  keeps  his  blood  warm. 

Pri.  But  pray  tell  me  ? 

Chi.  Any  thing. 

Pri.  Where  did  the  Boy  meet  with  ye  ? at  a Wench  fure? 
At  one  end  of  a Wench,  a Cup  of  Wine,  fure  ? 

Chi.  Thou  know’ll  I am  too  honefl. 

Tri.  That’s  your  fault, 

And  that  the  Surgeon  knows. 

Chi.  Thenfarewel, 

I will  not  fail  ye  fbon. 

Pri.  Ye  fhall  flay  Supper; 

Ihavefworn  ye  fhall,  by  this  ye  fhall. 

Chi,  I will.  Wench ; 

But  after  Supper  for  an  hour,  ray  bufmefs. 

Pri.  And  but  an  hour? 

■ Chi.  No 
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Chi.  No  by  this  kifs,  that  ended 

I will  return  and  all  night  in  thine  Arms  wench.  (time 

Pr.  No  more,  Pie  take  your  meaning ; come  ’tis  Supper 

P Exemt. 

Enter  Calis,  Cleanthe,  Lucippe. 

Calls.  Thou  art  not  well. 

Clean.  Your  grace  fees  more  a great  deal 

Than  I feel,  (yet  I lye)  O Brother .' 

Cal.  Mark  her, 

Is  not  the  quicknefs  of  her  eye  confiimed,  wench  ? 

The  lively  red  and  white  ? 

Lucif.  Nay  fhe  is  much  alter’d, 

That  on  my  underftanding,  all  her  fleeps  Lady 

Which  were  as  found  and  fweet 

Cle.  Pray  do  not  force  me. 

Good  Madam,  where  I am  not,  to  be  ill. 

Conceit’s  a double  ficknefs  ^ on  my  faith  your  highnefs 

Is  meer  millaken  in  me.  f*  A Dead  March  within 

Cal.  I am  glad  on’t.  \ of  Drum  and  Sagbutts 

Yet  this  I have  ever  noted  when  thou  wait  thus, 

It  (till  forerun  fome  ftrange  event : my  Siller 

Died  when  thou  waft  thus  lalt : hark  hark,  ho. 

What  mournfull  noife  is  this  comes  creeping  forward  ? 

Still  it  grows  nearer,  nearer,  do  ye  hear  it  ? 

Enter  Px)lydor,  and  Captains^  Eumenes  mourning. 

Lncip.  It  feems  fome  Souldiers  funeral : lee  it  enters. 

Cul.  What  may  it  mean? 

Pol.  The  Gods  keep  ye  fair  Calis. 

^iu/.This  man  can  fpeak,  and  well  ^ he  Hands  and  views  us; 
Wou’d  I were  ne’r  worfe  look’t  upon : how  humbly 

His  eyes  are  call  now  to  the  Earth ! pray  mark  him 

And  mark  how  rarely  he  has  rankt  his  troubles;' 

See  now  he  weeps,  they  all  weep  ^ a fweeter  forrow 

I never  look’t  upon,  nor  one  that  braver 

Became  his  grief *,  your  will  with  us? 

Po/.  Great  Lady,  LPlucktouttheCup. 

Excellent  beauty. 

Cal.  He  Ipeaks  handfomely. 

What  a rare  rhetorician  his  grief  plaies  ! 

That  Hop  was  admirable. 

Pol.  See,  fee  thou  Princefs, 

Thou  great  commander  of  all  hearts. 

Cal.  I have  found  it. 

Oh  how  my  foul  lhakes  ! 

Pol.  See,  fee  the  noble  heart 

Ofhim  that  was  the  noblell:  lee  and  glory 

(Like  the  proud  God  himlelf)  in  what  thou  haft  purchas’d, 

Behold  the  heart  of  Memnon : does  it  ftart  ye  ? 

Cal.  Good  gods,  what  has  his  wildnefs  done 

Pol.  Look  bold  lie. 

You  boldlie  laid  you  durft,  look  wretched  woman. 

Nay  flie  not  back  fair  follie,  ’tis  too  late  now, 

Vertue  and  blooming  honour  bleed  to  death  here, 

Take  it,  the  Legacic  of  Love  bequeath’d  ye. 

Of  cruel  Love  a cruel  Legacie  •, 

What  was  the  will  that  wrought  it  then  ? can  ye  weep  ? 
Imbalm  it  in  your  trueft  tears 

If  women  can  weep  a truth,  or  ever  Ibrrow  funk  yet 

Into  the  foul  of  your  fex,  for  ’tis  « Jewel 

The  worlds  worth  cannot  weigh  down. 

Take  it  Lady,  And  with  it  all  (1  dare  not  curie)  my  for  rows, 
And  may  they  turn  to  Serpents. 

Eumen.  How  ftie  looks 

Still  upon  him ! fee  now  a tear  Heals  from  her. 

2Capt.  Butftill  Ihc  keeps  her  eye  firm. 

Pol.  Next  read  this. 

But  fince  I fee  your  fpirit  fomewhat  troubled 

I’le  doe  it  for  ye. 
iCapt.  Still  (he  eyes  him  mainlie. 

Coe  happy  heart  for  thou  [Isalt  lye 

I ntonwd  in  her  for  whom  I dye 

Example  of  her.  jcraielry^ 

Tell  her  if  fhe  chance  to  chide 

Me  for  flownefs  in  her  pride 

That  it  was  for  her  I died. 

If  a tear  efcape  her  eye 
’Tis  not  for  my  memory 

Tut  thy  rights  of  ohfecpuy. 

The  Altar  was  my  loving  breafi^ 

My  heart  the  facrificed  beafly 

And  / was  my  felf  the  Priefi. 

Your  body  was  the  facred  fhrine. 

Tour  cruel  mind  the  power  divine 

P leas’d  With  hearts  of  men^  not  kine. 

Eumen.  Now  it  pours  dovvn. 

Pol.  I like  it  rarelie : Ladie. 

Eumen.  How  greedily  Ihe  fwallows  up  his  language  f 

2 Capt.  Her  eye  inhabits  on  him. 

Pol.  Cruel  Ladie, 

Great  as  your  beautie  Icornfull  •,  had  your  power  ‘ 

But  equal  poife  on  all  hearts,  all  hearts  perilh’t  *, 

But  bas  more  (hafts  than  one, more  flames  tooj 

And  now  he  mull  be  open  ey’d,  ’tis  Juftice : 

Live  to  injoy  your  longing ; live  and  laugh  at 

The  lofles  and  the  miferies  we  fuffer  5 

Live  to  be  fpoken  when  your  crueltie 

Has  cut  off  all  the  vertue  from  this  Kingdom, 

Turn’d  honour  into  earth,  and  faithful  fervice. 

Cal.  I fwear  his  anger’s  excellent. 

Pol.  Truth,  and  moft  tried  love 

Into  difdain  and  downfall. 

Calis.  Still  more  pleafing. 

Pol.  Live  then  I fay  famous  for  civil  llaughters, 

Live  and  lay  out  your  triumphs,  gild  your  glorieSj 

Live  and  be  Ipoken  this  is  (he,  this  Ladie, 

This  goodly  Ladie,  yet  moft  killing  beautie  \ 

This  with  the  two  edg’d  eyes,  the  heart  for  hardneli 
Outdoing  rocks  ; and  coldnefs,  rocks  of  Cryftal, 

This  with  the  fwelling  foul,  more  coy  of  Courtlhip 

Than  the  proud  fea  is  when  the  (hores  embrace  him  v 

Live  till  the  mothers  find  ye , read  your  ftory, 

And  fow  their  barren  curfes  on  your  beauty. 

Till  thofe  that  have  enjoy’d  their  loves  defpife  ye, 

Till  Virgins  pray  againft  ye,  old  age  find  ye. 

And  even  as  wafted  coals  glow  in  their  dying. 

So  may  the  Gods  reward  ye  in  your  alhes : 

But  y’are  the  Sifter  of  my  King  •,  more  prophecies 

Elfe  I fhould  utter  of  ye,  true  loves  and  loyal 

Blefs  themfelves  ever  from  ye : fo  I leave  ye. 

Cal.  Prethee  be  angry  ftill  young  man : good  fair  Sir 

Chide  me  again,  what  wou’d  this  man  doe  pleas’d,' 

That  in  his  palfion  can  bewitch  fouls  ? ftay. 

Eumen.  Upon  my  life  (he  loves  him. 

Calis.  Pray  ftay.  Pol,  No. 

(fd.  I do  command  ye. 

Pol.  No,  ye  cannot  Ladie, 

I have  a (pell  againft  ye.  Faith  and  Reafbn, 

Ye  are  too  weak  to  reach  me : I have  a heart  too, 

But  not  for  hawks  meat  Ladie. 

Cal.  Even  for  Charity 

Leave  me  not  thus  afflided ; you  can  teach  me. 

Pol.  How  can  you  Preach  that  Charity  to  others 

That  in  your  own  foul  are  an  Atheift, 

Believing  neither  power  nor  fear  ? 1 trouble  ye. 

The  Gods  be  good  unto  ye. 

Cal.  Amen. 

Lucip.  Ladie.  tShe  Swounds 

Cel.  0 royal  Madam,  Gentlemen  for  heaven  fake,  r They 

Pol.  Give  her  frefh  air, (he  comes  again ; away  firsS  come 
And  here  Hand  clofe  till  we  perceive  the  working.  . ^ back. 

Eumen.  Ye  have  undone  all. 

Pol.  So  I fear. 

2 Capt. 

•J 
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zCupt.  Sue  loves  ye,  - 

Swneu.  And  then  311  hopes  loft  this  wsy. 

ToL  Peace  file  rifes. 

Clean.  Now  for  my  purpofe  Fortune. 

Calls,  Where’s  the  Gentleman? 

Lficip,  Gone  Madam. 

Calrs.  Why  gone  ? 

Lacip.  H’asdifpatch’thisbulinefs. 

Cahs.  He  came  to  fpeak  with  me, 

He  did. 

Clean.  He  did  not. 

Calts.  For  1 had  many  qiieftions. 

Lucip.  On  my  Faith  Madam,  he 
Talk’t  a great  while  to  ye. 

Galls.  Tliou  conceiv’d:  not, 

He  talk’t  not  as  he  fliould  doe  •,  O my  heart 
Away  with  that  fad  fight  ^ d idft  thou  e i e love 

Lucip.  Why  do  you  make  that  queftion  ? 

Cahs.  If  thou  didft  . ^ 

Run,  run  wench,  run : nay  fee  how  thou  ftir’ft. 

Lucip.  Whither  f 

Cahs.  If  ’twere  for  any  thing  to  pleafe  thy  felf 
Thou  woud’ft  run  toth’  devil : but  I am  grown 

Clean.  Fie  Lady. 

Cal.  I ask  none  of  your  fortunes,  nor  your  loves. 

None  of  your  bent  defires  i flack,  ye  are  not 

In  love  with  all  men,  are  ye  ? one  forfhame 

You  will  leave  your  honour’d  miftris  ? why  do  ye  ftarefo.^ 

What  is  that  ye  fee  about  me , tell  me  .^ 

Lord  what  am  1 become  ? 1 am  not  wilde  fure. 

Heaven  keep  that  from  me  : O Cleanthe  help  me. 

Or  I am  funk  to  death.  (gainft  ye, 

Cle.  Ye  have  offended  and  mightily,  love  is  incenft  a- 
And  therefore  take  my  Counfel,  to  the  Temple, 

For  that’s  the  fpeedieft  phyfick : before  the  Goddefs 
Give  your  repentant  prayers : ask  her  will, 

And  from  the  Oracle  attend  your  fentence, 

She  is  milde  and  mcrcifull. 

Cahs.  I wdll  ; O Venm 
Even  as  thou  lov’ft  thy  felf  I 

Clean.  Now  for  my  fortune.  {^Exeunt  Cal.  and  women. 

Pol.  What  fliall  I doe 

I Cape.  Why  make  your  felf. 

Pol.  1 dare  not, 

No  Gentlemen,  1 dare  nqt  be  a villain. 

Though  her  bright  beauty  would  entice  an  Angel. 

I will  toth’  Ring  my  laft  hope : get  him  a woman 
As  we  before  concluded : and  as  ye  pals 
Give  out  the  Spartans  are  in  arms ; and  terrible  *, 

And  let  fomc  letters  to  that  end  be  feign’d  too 
And  fent  to  you,  fome  Polls  too, to  the  General  j 
'And  let  me  w;ork : be  ne’re  him  ftill. 

Etmen.  We  will  Sir. 

Pol.  Farewel : and  pray  for  all : what  e’re  I will  ye 
Doe  it,  and  hope  a fair  end. 

Eumen,  The  Godsfpeed  ye.  ^Exeunt. 

Enter  Stremon,  Fool,  Boy,  and  Servants. 

Servants.  He  lies  quiet. 

Strem.  Let  him  lye,  and  as  I told  ye 
Make  ready  for  this  Ihew : h’as  divers  times 
Been  calling  upon  Orpheus  to  appear 
And  (hew  the  joyes ; now  1 will  be  that  Orpheus, 

And  as  1 play  and  ling,  like  bcafts  and  trees 
1 wou’d  have  you  fhap’t  and  enter:  thou  a Dog,fool, 

I have  fent  about  your  futes;  the  Boy  a bulh, 

An  Afs  you,  you  a Liorr. 

Fool.*  1 a Dog  ? 

rie  fit  you  for  a Dog.  Bow  wow. 

Strem.  ’Tis  excellent, 

Steal  in  and  make  no  nolle. 

Fool.  Bow  wow. 

Strem.  Away  Rogue.  ZE.xeunt. 


Enter  Prleflefs,  and  Chilax. 

Priefl.  Good  fweet  friend  be  not  long. 

Chi.  Thou  think’ft  each  hour  ten 
Till  I be  ferreting. 

Trie.  You  know’  I love  ye. 

(hi.  I will  not  be  above  an  hour  *,  let  thy  robe  be  readie 
And  the  door  be  kept.  1 Knock.^  Cleanthe 

Erie.  Who  knocks  there  } ^ knocks  within.  ' 

Yet  more  bufinefs  ? 

Enter  Cleanthe. 

Chi.  Have  ye  more  penfiouers  ? the  Princels  woman  ? 
Nay  then  I’ie  ftay  a little,  what  game’s  a foot  now 
Clean.  Now  is  the  time. 

Cm.  A rank  bawd  by  this  hand  too, 

She  grinds,  o’  both  fides : hey  boyes. 

Prieft.  HeV/,  your  Brother  Stphax  ? 

Loves  he  the  Princefs  ? 

('le.  Deadlic,  and  you  know 
He  is  a Gentleman  delccnded  noblie. 

Chi.  But  a rank  knave  as  ever  pift. 

Cle.  Hold  Mother, 

Here’s  more  gold  and  fome  jev)ells. 

Chs.  Here’s  no  villanyi 
I am  glad  I came  toth’  hearing. 

Priejl.  Alas  Daughter, 

What  would  ye  have  me  doe  ? 

Chi.  Hold  olT  ye  old  whore , , . 

There’s  more  gold  coming ; all’s  mine,  all. 

Qe.  Do  ye  Ihrink  now, 

Did  ye  not  promife  faithfully,  and  told  me 
Tnrough  any  danger  ? 

Pri.  Any  1 can  wade  through. 

Cle.  Yc  lhall  and  eafily,  the  fin  not  feen  neither, 

Here’s  for  a better  Hole  and  a new  vail  mother  .- 
Conie,  ye  lhall  be  my  friend. 

Cm.  If  all  hit,  hang  me, 
rie  make  ye  richer  than  the  Goddefs. 

Pri.  Say  then, 

I am  yours,  what  muft  I doe? 

Cle.  Tth’  morning 

But  very  early,  will  the  Princefs  vifit  / 

The  Temple  of  the  Goddefs,  being  troubled 
With  ftrange  things  that  diftrad  her:  from  the  Oracle 
( Being  ftrongly  too  in  love)  fhe  will  demand 
The  Goddefs  pleafure,  and  a Man  to  cure  her, 

Tiiat  Oracle  you  give : deferibe  my  Brother, 

You  know  him  perfcdtly. 

Pri.  I have  feen  him  often.  ( with 

Cle.  And  charge  her  take  the  next  man  flie  fliall  meet 
When  (he  comes  out : you  underftand  me. 

Priefl.  Well. 

Cle.  Which  lhall  be  he  attending-,  this  is  all. 

And  eafily  without  fulpicion  ended. 

Nor  none  dare  difobey,  ’tis  Heaven  that  docs  it. 

And  who  dares  crofs  it  then,  or  once  fufpeift  it  ? 

The  venture  is  moft  eafie. 

Pri.  I will  doe  it. 

Cle.  As  yc  fliall  profper  ? 

Pri.  As  I lhall  profper. 

Cle.  Take  this  too,  and  farewel  but  firft  hark  hither. 

(hi.  What  a young  whore’s  this  to  betray  her  Miftris  f 
A thoufand  Cuckolds  lhall  that  Husband  be. 

That  marries  thee,  thou  art  fo  mifehievous. 

I’le  put  a fpoakiimong  your  wheels. » 

Clean.  Be  conftant. 

Priefl.  ’Tis  done. 

Chi.  rie  doe  no  more  at  drop  ftiot  then.  ff  x/r  Chilax. 
Pri.  Farewel  wench.  [^Exeunt  Prieft  and  Ckznttie. 
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ABits  Quartus.  Sccna  Prima. 

Enter  a Servant and  Stremon,  at  the  door. 

Servant. T JE  flirs,  he  ftirs. 

Strem.  Let  him,  I am  ready  for  him, 

He  fhall  not  this  day  periih,  if  his  paflions 
May  be  fed  with  Mufick  are  they  ready  ? 

Enter  Memnon. 

Ser.  All,  all : fee  where  he  comes. 

Strem.  Tie  be  ftraight  for  him.  Stremon. 

Enter  Eumenes,  and  Captains. 

Ser.  How  fad  he  looks  and  fulien  ! f Stand  clofe. 

Here  are  the  Captains  ; my  fear’s  paft  now. 

Mem.  Put  cafe  i’th’  other  world 
She  do  not  love  me  neither  ? I am  old ’tis  certain. 

Sitmen.  His  fpirit  is  a little  quieter. 

Mem.  My  blood  loft,  and  limbs  ftiff ; my  embraces 
Like  the  cold  ftubborn  bark,  hoarie,  and  heatlefs, 

My  words  worfe : my  fame  only  and  atchievements 
Which  are  my  ftrength,  my  blood,  my  youth,  my  falhion, 
Muft  wooe  her,  win  her,  wed  her  •,  that’s  but  wind, 

And  women  are  not  brought  to  bed  with  Ihadows : 

I do  her  wrong,  much  wrong ; flie  is  young  and  blefled, 
Sweet  as  the  fpring,  and  as  his  blolToms  tender. 

And  1 a nipping  North-wind,  my  head  hung 
With  hails,  and  froftie  Ificles : are  the  fouls  fo  too 
When  they  depart  hence,  lame  and  old,  and  lovelefs  ? 
Nofure,  ’tis  ever  youth  there ; Time  and  Death 
Follow  our  flelh  no  more : and  that  forc’d  opinion 
That  fpirits  have  no  fexes,  1 believe  not. 

Enter  Stremon,  like  Orpheus. 

There  muft  be  love,  there  is  love : what  art  thou 

SONG. 

Stre.  Orpheus  I am , come  from  the  deeps  below, 

T 0 thee  fond  man  the  plagues  of  love  to  jhow  : 

To  the  fair  fields  where  loves  eternal  dwell 
7 here^s  none  that  come,  but firfi  they  pafs  through  hell: 
Hark^and  beware  unlefs  thou  hafi  lov'd  ever, 

Belov' d again,  thou  fitalt  fee  thofe  joyes  never. 

Hat  khow  they  groan  that  dyd  defpairing, 

0 take  heed  then  : 

Hark^  how  they  howl  for  over'daring, 

(Mil  thefe  were  men. 

They  that  be  fools,  and  dye  for  fame 
They  leje  their  name  j 
fiMnd  they  that  bleed 
Hark^  how  they  fpeed. 

Now  in  cold  frofis,  now  fcorching  fires 
They  fit,  and  curfe  their  lofi  defires : 

Nor  Jhallthefie  fouls  be  free  from  pains  and  fears. 

Till  Women  waft  them  over  in  their  tears. 

Mem.  How  filould  I know  my  paflage  is  deni’d  me 
Or  which  of  all  the  Devils  dare  ? 

Eumen.  This  Song 
Was  rarely  form’d  to  fit  him. 

SONG. 

Orph.  Charon  0 Charon, 

Thou  wafter  of  the  fouls  to  blifs  or  bane. 

Cha.  Who  calls  the  Ferry- man  of  Hell? 

Orph.  Come  near. 


cy^nd  fay  who  lives  in  joy,  and  who  in  fear. 

Cha.  Thofe  that  dye  well,  £ternaT,oy  jhall  follow ',  i 

Thofe  that  dye  til , their  own  foul  fate  fhall fwallow.  j 

Orph.  Shall  thy  blackJBarkjhofe  guilty  fpirits  flow 
That  kill  themfelves  for  love? 

Cha.  O no,  no, 

zJMy  cordage  crackj  when  fitch  great  fins  are  near, 

JSto  wind  blows  fair,  nor  I my  felf  can  /tear. 

Orph.  What  lovers  pafs  and  in  Elyz.ium  raign  ? 

Cha.  Thofe  G ent le  loves  thatjlre  ielov'd  again. 

Orph.  This  Sculdier  loves,  and  fain  wottd  dye  to  win, 

Shall  he  goe  on  ? 

Cha.  No  'tis  too  joul  a fin.  - ■, 

He  mufi  not  come  aboard:  I dare  not  row. 

Storms  of  defpair , and  guilty  blood  will  blow. 

Orph.  shall  time  releafe  him,  fay  ? 

Cha.  No,  no , no,  no. 

Nor  time  nor  death  can  alter  us,  nor  prayer 
eJTfy  boat  is  defiinie,  and  who  then  dare 
But  thofe  appointed  come  aboard?  Live  fitll, 
yindlove  by  reafon,  Mortaf  not  by  will. 

Orph.  adnd  when  thy  Mifiris  fhall  clofe  up  thine  eyes, 

Cha.  Then  come  aboard  and  pafs, 

Orph.  Till  when  be  wife. 

Cha.  Till  when  be  wife. 

Eumen.  How  ftill  he  fits : I hope  this  Song  has  fetled  him. 

1 Capt.  He  bites  his  lip,  and  rowles  his  fiery  eyes,  yet 

I fear  for  all  this 

2 f'apt.  Stremon  ftill  apply  to  him. 

Strem.  Give  me  more  room,  fweetly  ftrike,  divinely 
Such  ftrains  as  old  earth  moves  at. 

Orph.  The  power  I have  over  both  beaft  and  plant. 

Thou  man  alone  feelft  miferable  want.  iJMufick, 

Strike  you  rare  Spirits  that  attend  my  will. 

And  lofe  your  favage  wildnefsby  my  skill. 

Enter  a Mask  of  Beafts. 

ThisLion  was  aman  ofWar  that  died, 

As  thou  wouldft  do,  to  gild  his  Ladies  pride ; 

This  Dog  a fool  that  hung  himfelf  for  love : 

This  Ape  with  daily  hugging  of  a glove, 

Forgot  to  eat  and  died.  This  goodly  tree. 

An  uOier  that  ftill  grew  before  his  Ladie, 

Wither’d  at  root.  This,  for  he  could  not  wooe, 

A grumbling  Lawyer : this  pyed  Bird  a page, 

That  melted  out  becaufe  he  w^anted  age. 

Still  thefe  lye  howling  on  the  Stygian  fliore, 

O love  no  more,  O love  no  more.  ffArit  Memnon, 

Eumen.  He  fteals  off  filently,  as  though  he  would  fleep. 
No  more,  but  all  be  near  him,  feed  his  fancie 
Good  Stremon  ftill this  may  lock  up  his  follie. 

Yet  Heaven  knows  I much  fear  him ; away  foftly. 

Q Exeunt  Captains. 

Fool.  Did  I notdoemoft  doggedly? 

Strem.  Moft  rarelie. 

Fool.  He’s  a brave  man,  when  fhall  we  dog  again  ? 

Boy.  Unty  me  firft  for  Gods  fake,  ( hony  Stremon 

Fool.  Help  the  Boy ; he’s  in  a wood  poor  child  ; good 
Let’s  have  a bear-baiting  , ye  (hall  fee  me  play 
The  rareft  for  a fingle  Dog : at  head  all  •, 

And  if  I do  not  win  immortal  glorie, 

Play  Dog  play  Devil. 

Strem.  Peace  for  this  time. 

Fool.  Prethee 

Let’s  fing  him  a black  Santis,  then  let’s  all  howl 
In  our  own  beaftly  voices  tree  keep  your  time, 

Untye there-,  bow,  wow,  wow. 

Strem.  Away  ye  Afle,  away. 

Fool.  Why  let  us  doe  fomething 
Tofatisfiethe  Gentleman,  he’s  mad*, 

A Gentleman-like  humour,  and  in  falhion, 

And  muft  have  men  as  mad  about  him^ 

Strem.  Peace, 

And 
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And  come  in  quicklie,  ’tis  ten  to  one  elle 

He’I.findaftafftobeatadog^  no  more  words, 

rie  get  ye  all  imployment ; fofr,  foft  in  all.  \_Exenm. 

Enter  Chilax  and  Cloe. 

Ooi.  When  cameft  thou  over  wench  ? 

.do.  But  now  this  evening. 

And  have  been  ever  fince  looking  out  Siphaxj 
I’[h’  wars  he  would  have  lookt  me : fure  h’as  gotten 
Some  other  Miftris  ? 

Chi.  A thoufand, wench,  athoufand, 

They  are  as  common  here  as  Caterpillers 
Among  the  corn,  they  eat  up  all  the  Souldiers, 

Clo.  Are  they  To  hungry  ? yet  by  their  leave  Philaxy 
rie  have  a fnatch  too.  - 

Chi.  Doft  thou  love  him  ftill  wench? 

Co.  Why  fliould  1 not  ? he  had  my  Maiden-head 
And  all  ray  youth. 

dn.  Thou  art  come  the  happiefl: , 

In  the  mofl;  blclled  time,  fweet  wench  the  nttelr, 

If  thou  darft  make  thy  fortune  ; by  this  lights 
And  fo  rie  kifs  thee  : and  if  thou  wilt  but  let  me, 

For  ’tis  well  worth  a kindnefs. 

do.  What  fliou’d  l let  ye? 
dot.  Enjoy  thy  miniken. 

do.  Thou  art  ftill  old  (^hilax.  ^ 

Chi.  Still  ftill,  and  ever  fhall  be ; if,  1 fay,  (wench. 
Thou  wo’t  ffrike  the  ftroke : I cannot  do  much  harm 
do.  Nor  much  good. 

Chi.  Siphax  lliall  be  thy  Husband, 

Thy  very  Husband  woman,  thy  fool,  thy  Cuckold, 

Or  what  thou  wilt  make  him : 1 am  over  joy’d, 

Ravilht,  clean  ravifht  with  this  fortune  j kifs  me. 

Or  I fhall  lofe  my  felf, 

Clo.  My  Husband  faid  ye  ? 

Chi.  Said  I ? and  will  fay,  Cloe : nay  and  do  it 
And  do  it  home  too  •,  Peg  thee  as  clofc  to  him 
As  birds  are  with  a pin  to  one  another  •, 

1 have  it,  I can  do  it ; thou  wantft  clothes  too, 

And  hee’l  be  bang’d  unlcfs  he  marry  thee 

E’re  he  maintain  thcemow  he  has  Ladies,  Courtiers 

More  than  his  back  can  bend  at , multitudes  •, 

W’c  are  taken  up  for  threfhers,  will  ye  bite  ? 

Clo.  Yes. 

Chi.  And  let  me 

Clo.  Yes  and  let  ye 

Chi.  WMiat  ! 

Clo.  Why  that  ye  wote  of. 

Chi.  I cannot  flay,  take  your  inflruftions 
And  fomething  toward  houlhold,  come,  what  ever 
I (liall  advife  ye,  follow  it  exadlie. 

And  keep  your  times  I point  ye  ; for  I’le  tell  yc 
A ftrange  way  you  mull  wade  through. 

(lo.  Fear  not  me  Sir. 

Ciji.  Come  then,and  let’s  difpatch  this  modicum, 

For  I have  but  an  hour  to  flay,  a fliort  one, 

Beildesmore  water  for  another  mill, 

An  old  weak  over-fhot  I mull  provide  for, 

There’s  an  old  Nunnerie  at  hand. 

Clo.  What’s  that  ? 

Chi.  A bawdie  houfe. 

Clo.  A pox  confume  it. 

Chi.  If  the  flones  ’tis  built  on 
Were  but  as  brittle  as  the  flefh  lives  in  it. 

Your  curfe  came  handfomlie-.fear  not,there’s  ladies, 

And  other  good  fad  people ; your  pinkt  Citizens 
Think  it  no  fhame  to  fhake  a fheet  there : Come  wench. 

[.Exeunt 

Enter  Cleanthe  and  Siphax. 

Clean.  ASouldierand  fo  fearfull  ? 

Siph.  Can  ye  blame  me  ; 

When  fuch  a weight  lies  on  me  ? 

Conn.  Fye  upon  ye, 


I tell  ye,  ye  fhall  have  her  : have  her  fafelie. 

And  for  your  wife  with  her  own  will. 

Siph.  Good  Sifter 

de.  What  a diftruftfull  man  are  you.To  morrow, 

To  morrow  morning 

Stph.  Is  it  poffible? 

Can  there  be  fuch  a happinefs  ? 

Clean.  Why  hang  me  _ 

If  then  ye  be  not  married  : if  to  morrow  night, 

Ye  doe  not 


Siph.  O dear  Sifter 

Clean.  W’hat  ye  wou’d  doe. 

What  ye  defIre  to  doe  ; lie  with  her  : Devil, 

What  a dull  man  are  you  ? 

Siph.  Nay  I believe  now. 

And  fhall  flie  love  me  ? 

Clean.  As  her  life,  and  ftroke  ye. 

Siph.  O I w'ill  be  her  Servant. 

Clean.  ’Tis  your  dutie. 

Siph.  And  fhe  fhall  have  her  whole  will. 

Clean.  Yes  ’tis  reafon. 

She  is  a Princefs,  and  by  that  rule  boundlefs. 

Si.  What  woud’you  be?  for  1 wou’d  have  ye  Sifter 
Chule  fome  great  place  about  us : as  her  woman 
Is  not  fo  fit. 

Clean.  No,  no,  I fhall  find  places. 

Eiph.  And  yet  to  be  a Ladie  of  her  bed  chamber, 

I hold  not  fo  fit  neither, 

Some  great  title,  believe  it,  fliall  be  look’t  out. 

Clean.  Yc  may,  a Dutchefs 
Or  fuch  a toye,  a fmall  thing  picafes  me  Sir. 

Sip.  What  you  will  Sifter : if  a neighbour  Prince, 

When  we  fhall  come  toraign 

Clean.  We  fhall  think  on’t. 

Be  ready  at  the  time,  and  in  that  place  too, 

And  let  me  workthe  reft,within  this  halt  hour 
The  Princefs  will  be  going,  ’tis  almoft  morning, 

Away  and  mind  your  bufinefs. 

Siph.  Fortune  blcfs  us.  [E-xeunt. 

Enter  Kingy  Polydor  and  Lords, 

Pol.  I do  bcfeechTour  grace  tobanifh  me. 

King.  Why  Gentleman,  is  fhe  not  worthy  marriage  > 

Pol.  Moft  worthy, Sir,whcre  worth  again  fhall  meet  her. 
But  1 like  thick  clouds  failing  flow  and  heavy. 

Although  by  her  drawn  higher,  yet  fiiall  hide  her, 

I dare  not  be  a traitor  *,  and  ’tis  treafon, 

But  to  imagine  : as  you  love  your  honour 

King.  ’Tis  her  firft  maiden  doting,  and  if  croft, 

I know  it  kills  her. 

1 Lord.  How  knows  your  grace  file  loves  him  ? 

King.  Her  woman  told  me  all  (befidc  his  ftory) 

Her  maid  LucippCy  on  what  reafon  coo. 

And  ’tis  beyond  all  but  enjoying. 

T^olydor.  Sir , 

Even  byyour  wifdom-,  by  that  great  diferetion 
Ye  owe  to  rule  and  order 

2 Lord.  This  man’s  mad  firre, 

To  plead  againft  his  fortune  ■ 


1 Lord.  And  the  King  too, 

Willing  to  have  it  fo? 

Pol.  By  thofe  dead  Princes 
From  whofedefeents  ye  Hand  a ftar  admir’d  at, 
Lay  not  fb  bafe  a lay  upon  your  vertues  ^ 

Take  heed,for  honours  fake  take  heed  ; the  bramble 
No  wife  man  ever  planted  by  the  rofe, 
ft  cankers  all  her  beauty  •,  nor  the  vine 
When  her  full  blufhes  court  the  fun,  dares  any 
Choke  up  with  wanton  Ivy:  good  my  Lords, 

Who  builds  a monument,  the  Bafis  Jafjper, 

And  the  main  body  Brick  ? 

2 Lord.  Ye  wrong  your  worth. 

Ye  are  a Gentleman  defeended  nobly. 

I Lord.  In  both  bloods  truly  noble. 


King. 
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King.  Say  ye  were  not, 

My  will  can  make  ye  fo. 

Tol.  No,  never,  never-, 

’Tis  not  defeent,  nor  will  of  Princes  does  it,I 
’Tis  Vertue  which  1 want,  ’tis  Temperance, 

Man,  honeftman;  is’t  fit  your  Majefty 
Should  call  my  drunkennefs,  my  rafhnefs,  Brother  ? 

Or  fuch  a blefled  Maid  my  breach  of  faith, 

(For  I am  mofi:  lafeivious)  and  fell  angers 
In  which  I am  alfo  mifehievous,  her  Husband  ? 

0 Gods  preferve  her ! 1 am  wild  as  Winter, 

Ambitious  as  the  Devil : out  upon  me, 
lhatemyfelf.  Sir,  if  ye  dare  bellow  her 
UponaSubjed,  ye  have  one  deferves  her. 

Kmg.  But  him  Ihe  does  not  love : I know  your  meaning. 
This  young  mans  love  unto  his  noble  Brother 
Appears  a mirrour ; what  mult  now  be  done  Lords  ? 

For  1 am  gravel’d,  if  Ihe  have  not  him. 

She  dies  for  certain,  if  his  Brother  mifs  her, 

Farewel  to  him,  and  all  our  honours. 

I  Lord.  He  is  dead,  Sir, 

Your  Grace  has  heard  of  that,  and  ftrangely. 

King.  No, 

1 can  afliire  you  no,  there  was  a trick  in’t. 

Read  that,  and  then  know  all  what  ails  the  Gentleman? 
Hold  him  how  do  ye  Sir  ? fPolydor  is  ficky  th’’  fndden. 

FoL  Sick  o’th’  fudden, 

Extreamly  ill,  wondrous  ill. 

King.  Where  did  it  take  ye  ? 

PoLHere  in  my  head,  Sir,and  my  heart,  for  Heaven  fake. 
King.  Condud:  him  to  his  Chamber  prefently. 

And  bid  my  Doeftors _ 

Pol.  No,  I lhall  be  well.  Sir, 

I do  befeech  your  Grace,  even  for  the  Gods  fake 
Remember  my  poor  Brother,  I lhall  pray  then.  ^ 

King.  Away,  he  grows  more  weak  Itill : I will  do  it. 

Or  Heaven  forget  me  ever.  Now  your  Counfels,  {Ex.  Pol. 
For  I am  at  my  wits  end-,  what  with  you  Sir? 

Enter  Meflenger  with  a Letter. 

Mejf.  Letters  from  warlike  Pelitts. 

King.  Yet  more  troubles  ? 

The  Spartans  are  in  Arms,  and  like  to  win  all : 

Supplies  are  fent  for,  and  the  General  -, 

This  is  more  crofs  than  t’other  -,  come  let’s  to  him. 

For  he  mull  have  her,  ’tis  necefllty. 

Or  we  mull  lofe  our  honours,  let’s  plead  all. 

For  more  than  all  is  needful,  Ihew  all  reafon 

If  love  can  hear  o’ that  fide,  if  Ihe  yield 

We  have  fought  bell,  and  won  the  nobleR  field . {Exeunt. 

Enter  Eumenes,  Caftainsj  Stremon. 

1 Cap.  I have  brought  the  wench,  a lufly  wench, 

And  fomewhat  like  the  Princefs. 

Eiimen.  ’Tis  the  better,  let’s  fee  her, 

And  go  you  in  and  tell  him,  that  her  Grace 
Is  come  to  vifit  him  : how  lleeps  he  Stremon  ? 

Stre.  He  cannot,  only  thinks,  and  calls  on  Polydor, 

Swears  he  will  not  be  fool’d ; fometimes  he  rages, 

And  fometimes  fits  and  mules.  {Exit  Stremon. 

Enter  Whore,  andQicgtZxn. 

Eime.  He’s  pall  all  help  fure  ? 

How  do  ye  like  her  ? ’ 

2 Capt.  By  th’  mafs  a good  round  V irgin. 

And  at  firR  light  refembling, Ihe  is  wellcloath’d  too. 

Eume.  But  is  Ihe  found  ? 

2 Cap.  Of  wind  and  limb,  I warrant  her. 

Eitme.  You  are  inllrudled  Lady  ? 

Who.  Yes,  and  know.  Sir, 

How  to  behave  my  felf,  ne’re  fear. 

Eume.  ‘Polybius.^ 

Where  did  he  get  this  Vermin? 

I Capt.  Hang  him  Badger, 


There’s  not  a hole  free  from  him,  whores  and  whores  mates  r 
Dp  all  pay  him  obedience.  j 

Eume.  Indeed  i'th’  War,  i 

His  quarter  was  all  Where,  Whore  upon  Whore,  - | 

And  lin’d  with  Whore;  belhrew  me  ’tis  a fair  Whore.  . • 

1 Capt.  She  has  fmockt  away  her  blood ; but  fair  or  foul 

Or  blind  or  lame,  that  can  but  lift  her  leg  up,  ’ 

Comes  not  amifs  to  him,  he  rides  like  a night  Mare,' 

All  Ages,  all  Religions. 

Same.  Can  ye  Rate  it  ? 

Who.  Tie  make  a Ihift. 

Eume.  He  muR  lie  with  ye.  Lady. 

Who,  Let  him,  ne’s  not  the  firR  man  I have  lain  with. 

Nor  lhall  not  be  the  laR. 

Enter  Memnon. 

2 Capt.  He  conies,  no  more  words,  • .= 

She  has  her  lelibn  throughly  ^ how  he  views  her  ? 

Eumen.  Go  forward  now,  fo,  bravely,  Rand ! 

APem.  Great  Lady, 

How  humbly  I am  bound- 

Who.  You  lhall  not  kneel.  Sir, 

Come,  I have  done  you  wrong  • Rand  my  Souldier, 

And  thus  I make  amends tEiitTes  him 

Eumen.  A Plague  confound  ye. 

Is  this  your  Rate.^ 

2 Capt.  ’Tis  well  enough. 

Mem.  O Lady,  # ; , 

Your  Royal  hand,  your  hand  my  deareR  beauty 
Is  more  than  I m.uR  purchafe : here  divine  one, 

1 dare  revenge  my  wrongs : ha  ? 

1 Capt.  A damn’d  foui  one.  - , 

Eume.  The  Lees  of  Baudy  prewns ; mourning  Gloves  ? 

All  Ipoil’d  by  Heaven. 
eJMem.  Ha!  who  art  thou  ? 

2 Capt.  A lharae  on  ye, 

Ye  clawing  fcabby  Whore. 

<iJMem.  1 fay,  who  art  thou  ? 

Eumen.  Why  ’tis  the  Princefs,  Sir. 
eJMem.  The  Devil,  Sir, 

’Tis  fome  Roguey  thing. 

Who.  Ifthisabufebe  love.  Sir, 

Or  I that  laid  afide  my  modeRy 

Eumen.  So  far  thou’t  never  find  it. 
eJMem.  Do  not  weep. 

For  if  ye  be  the  Princefs,  I will  love  ye. 

Indeed  I will,  and  honour  ye,  fight  for  ye, 

Come,  wipe  your  eyes-,  by  Heaven  Ihe  Rinks  \ who  art  thou  ? 
Stinks  like  a poyfon’d  Rat  behind  a hanging  ? 

Womanj  who  art  ? like  a rotten  Cabbage. 

2 Capt.  Y’are  much  to  blame.  Sir,  ’tis  the  Princefs, 
eJMem.  How.? 

She  the  Princefs  ? 

Eumen.  And  the  loving  Princefs. 

1 Capt.  Indeed  the  doating  Princefs. 

Mem.  Come  hither  once  more. 

The  Princefs  fmells  like  mornings  breath,  pure  Amber, 
Beyond  the  courted  Indies  in  her  fpices. 

Still  a dead  Rat  by  Heaven  v thou  a Princefs  f 
Eumen.  What  a dull  Whore  is  this? 

Mem.  Tie  tell  ye  prefently, 

For  if  Ihe  be  a Princefs,  as  file  may  be 
And  yet  Rink  too,  and  Rrongly,  I lhall  find  her; 

Fetch  the  Numidian  Lyon  I,  brought  over, 

If  file  be  Iprungfrom  the  Royal  blood,  the  Lyon, 

He’l  do  you  reverence,  elfe 

Who.  I befeech  your  Lordlhip 

Eumen.  He’l  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 

Who.  1 am  no  Princefs,  Sir. 

Mem.  Who  brought  thee  hither? 

2 Capt.  If  ye  confefs,  we’ll  hang  ye. 

Who.  Good  my  Lord 

Mem.  Who  art  thou  then  ? 

Who.  A poor  retaining  Whore,  Sir, 
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'To  one  of  your  Lordfhips  Captains. 

Mem.  Alas  poor  Whore, 

Go,  be  a Whore  ftill,'and  flink  worfe : Ha^hayha.  \i€x.C\oe. 
What  fools  are  thefe,  apd  Coxcombs  ? C^xit  Memnon. 

Eimcn.  I aTii  right  ^d  jet. 

He  takes  it  with  fuch  li^tnefs. 

i Cap.  Me  thinks  his  face  too 
Is  not  fo  clouded  as  it  was ; how  he  looks  ? 

Eume.  Where’s  your  dead  Rat? 
z Cap.  The  Devil  dine  upon  her  ” *. 

Loins  •,  why  what  a Medicine  had  begotten 
To  try  a Whore? 

Enter  Strcmon. 

Stre.  Here’s  one  from  Polydor  flays  to  fpeak  with  ye. 
Etime.  With  whom  ? 

Stre.  With  all  y where  has  the  General  been  ? 

He’s  laughing  to  hirafelfextreamly, 

Eitmen,  Come, 

rie  tell  thee  how ; I am  glad  yet  he’s  fo  merry.  \Exeimt. 


A&hs  QuintHS.  Scena  Frima. 

Enter  ChWax  aad  Priefiefsy  Calls,  Lady  and  Nun. 

Chi.  T'TTHat  lights  are  thofe  that  enter  there,  flill  nearer  ? 

VV  fiague  0’  you^otten  itch, do  you  draw  me  hither 
Into  the  Temple  to  betray  m^,  ? was  there  no  place 
To  fatisfie  your  fin  in  ? Gods  forgive  me. 

Still  they  come  forwarjl. 

Prieft.  Peace  ye  fool,  I have  found  it, 

Tis  the  young  Princefs  Calk. 

Chi.  ’Tis  the  Devil, 

To  claw  us  for  our  catterwawling. 

Prieft.  Retire  foftly, 

1 did  not  look  for  you  thefe  two  hours,  Lady, 

Befhrew  your  haft : that  way.  {To  Chilax. 

On.  That  goes  to  the  Altar  ? 

Ye  old  blind  Beafl. 

Priefi.  I know  not,  any  way ; 

Still  they  come  nearer, 

Tie  in  to  th’  Oracle. 

Chi.  That’s  well  rementbred  Tie  in  with  ye. 

Priefi.  Do.  {Exeunt  Priefi.  and  Q\\\\2lX. 

Enter  OxWs  and  her  Train  with  lights  j finding: 
Lucippe,  Cleanthe."* 

SONG. 

O fair  fxect  Cjoddefs  Q^en  of  Loves.y 
Soft  and  gentle y ai  thy  ‘Doves y 
Humble  ey’dy  and  ever  ruing 
Thofe  poor  heart Sy  their  Loves  purfuin?  : 

O thou  Mother  of  delights  y 
Crowner  of  all  happy  night Sy 
Star  of  dear  content y and  pleafurey 
Of  mutual  loves  the  endlefs  treafurey 
Accept  this  faertfee  we  hringy 
Thou  continual  youth  and  Springy 
Grant  this  Lady  her  defireSy 
And  every  hour  we'll  crown  thy  fires. 

Enter  a Nun. 

Nun.  You  about  her  all  retire y 

Whilefi  the  Princefs  feeds  the  fire. 

When  your  Devotions  ended  be 
To  the  Oracle  I will  attend  ye. 

{Exit  Nun  and  draws  the  Curtain  clofe  to  Calk. 

Enter  Stremon  and  Eumenes. 

Strem.  He  will  abroad. 

Eumen.  How  does  his  humour  hold  him  ? 


Stre.  He  is  now  grown  wondrous  fad,  weeps  often  too. 
Talks  of  his  Brother  to  himfelf,  ftarts  ftrangely. 

Eumen.  Does  he  not  curfe  ? 

Strem.  No. 

Eumen.  Nor  break  out  in  fury, 

Oflering  fome  new  attempt  ? . 

Strem.  Neither-,  to  th’ Temple 

Is  all  w'e  hear  of  now : what  there  he  will  do 

Eumen.  I hope  repent  hisfolly,  let’s  be  near  him. 

Strem.  Where  are  the  reft  ? 

Eumen.  About  a bufinefs 

Concerns  him  mainly,  il  Heav’n  cure  his  madnefs. 

He’s  made  for  ever,  Stremon. 

Strem.  Does  the  King  know  it  ? 

Eumen.  Yes,  and  much  troubled  with  it,  he’s  now  gone 
To  leek  his  Sifter  out. 

Strem.  Come  let’s  away  then.  {Exeunt  Eumen,Srrem.Cal. 

Enter  Nuny  fite  opens  the  fhrt.iin  to  Calis. 

Caiis  at  the  Oracle. 

Nun.  Peace  to  your  Prayers  Lady,  will  it  pleafe  yc 
To  pafs  on  to  the  Oracle  ? 

Cal.  Moft  humbly.  f Chilax  and  Priefi.  in  the  Oracle. 

Chi.  Do  ye  hear  that  ? 

Triefi.  Yes,  lie  dole. 

Chi.  A wildfire  take  yc. 

What  lhall  become  ofme  ? I fhall  be  hang’d  now ; 

Is  this  a time  to  ihake  ? a halter  Ihake  ye, 

Come  up  and  juggle,  come. 

Priefi.  I am  mor.ftrous  fearful. 

Chi.  Up  yc  old  gaping  Oyfter,  up  and  anfwcr ; 

A mouldy  Mange  upon  your  chops,  yc  told  me 
I was  lafe  here  till  the  Bell  rung.  ' ^ 

Priefi.  I was  prevented, 

And  did  not  look  thefe  three  hours  for  the  Princefs. 

Chi.  Shall  we  be  taken  ? 

Priefi.  Speak  for  loves  fake,  C/7^4a:-, 

I cannot,  nor  1 dare  not. 

Chi.  I’le  fpeak  Treafon,for  I had  as  lieve  be  l^ang’d  for  that. 
Priefi.  Good  Chilax. 

Chi  Muft  it  be  fung  or  faid  ? what  lhall  I tell  ’em  ? 

They  ai  c here ; here  now  preparing. 

Priefi.  O my  Confcience! 

G,7.Plague  o’  yourfpurgall’d  Confcience,doesit  tire  pow? 

Now  when  it  Ihould  be  tuffefl  ? 1 could  make  thee 

Priefi.  Save  us,  we  are  both  undone  elfe. 

Chi.  Down  ye  Dog  then. 

Be  quiet,  and  be  ftanch  to  no  inundations. 

Nun.  Here  kneel  again,  and  Fentu  grant  your  wiflies. 

Calis.  O Divine  Star  of  Heaveny 

Thou  in  power  above  the  feven  : 

Thou  fweet  kindler  of  depreSy 
Till  they  grow  to  mutual  fires  : 

ThoUy  O gentle  i^ueeny  that  art 
Curer  of  each  wounded  heart : 

Thou  the  fuely  and  the  flame  y 
Thou  in  Heaveny  and  here  the  fame  : 

Thou  the  wooer y and  the  woo'd : 

Thou  the  hunger y and  the  food : 

Thou  the  prayery  and  the  pray'd  -, 

Thou  what  ky  or  fhall  be  faid: 

Thou  fiill  youngy  and  golden  trejfedy 
Make  me  by  thy  Anfwer  bleffed. 

Chi.  When? 

Priefi.  Now  fpeak  handfomly,  and  fmall  by  all  means, 

I have  told  ye  what.  {Thunder. 

Chi.  But  Tie  tell  you  a new  tale. 

Now  for  my  Neck-verle ; I have  heard  thy  prayers, 

And  mark  me  well. 

Mufick:  Venus  defeends . 

Nun.  TheGoddefsisdifplcafedmuch, 
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The  temple  (hakes  and  totters ; (lie  appears. 

Bow,  Lady,  bow. 

Venus.  Purge  me  the  Temple  rounds 

Ai^d  live  by  this  example  henceforth  found. 

Virgin j I have  feen  thy  tears^ 

Heard  thy  xvijhes,  and  thy  fears  j 
Thy  holy  Incenfe  flew  above., 

Hark,  therefore  to  thy  doom  in  Love  ^ 

Had  thy  heart  been  foft  at  firfi. 

Now  thou  had'fi  allay'd  thy  thirf. 

Had  thy  ftubborn  will  but  bended. 

All  thy  forrows  here  had  ended ; 

Therefore  to  be  jufl  in  hove, 

A f range  Fortune  thou  muFt  prove. 

And,  for  thou  hafi  been  fern  and  coy, 

A dead  Love  thou  (Ijalt  enjoy. 

Cal.  O gentle  goddefs! 

Ven.  Rife,  thy  doom  is  (aid. 

And  fear  not,  I will  pleale  thee  with  the  dead.  (^Venus  afctnds. 

Go  up  into  the  Temple  and  there  end 
Your  holy  Rites,  the  Goddefs  fmiles  upon  ye. 

\^6xeunt  (Z?X.  ^WNun. 

Enter  Chilax  in  his  Robe. 

Chi.  I’ll  no  more  Oracles,  nor  Miracles  , 

Nor  no  more  Church  work.  Til  be  drawn  and  hang’d  firll. 
Am  not  1 torn  a pieces  with  the  thunder  ? 

Death,  Icanfcarce  believe  I live  yet. 

It  gave  me  on  the  buttocks,  a cruel,  a huge  bang, 

I had  as  lieve  ha’  had ’em  (cratcht  with  Dog- whips : 

Be  quiet  henceforth,  now  ye  feel  the  end  on’t, 

I would  advife  ye  my  old  friends,  the  good  Gentlewoman 
Isftruckendumb,  and  there  her  Grace  (its  mumping 
Like  an  old  Ape  eating  a Brawny  fure  the  good  Goddels 
Knew  m.y  intent  was  honell,  to  fave  the  Fi  incels. 

And  how  we  young  men  are  entic’d  to  wickednefs. 

By  thefe  lewd  Women , I had  paid  for’t  elfe  too. 

I am  monftrous  holy  now,  and  cruel  fearful, 
O’twasaplaguey  thump,  charg’d  with  a vengeance. 

Enter  Siphax,  walks  foftly  ever  the  ft  age,  and  goes  in. 

Would  1 were  well  at  home  ; the  bell  is,  ’tis  not  day : 
Who’s  that?  ha.?  Siphax!  I’ll  be  with  you  anon.  Sir  *, 

Ye  (hall  be  oracled  I warrant  ye. 

And  thunder’d  too,  as  well  as  I ■,  your  Lordlhip 

Enter  Memnon,  Eumenes,  Stremon,  and  two 
carrying  Torches. 

Mud  needs  enjoy  the  Princefs,  yes;  ha’ ! Torches? 

And  cJkfemnon  coming  this  way  ? he’s  E)og-mad, 

And  ten  to  one  appearing  thus  unto  him, 

He  worries  me,  I mud  go  by  him. 

Eum.  Sir  ? 

Mem.  Ask  me  no  further  quedions*,  what  art  thou? 
How  dod  thou  dare?  dand  offj  nay  look  upon  me, 

I do  not  (hake,  nor  fear  thee \ji)raws  his  Sword. 

Chi.  He  will  kill  me. 

This  is  for  Church  work. 

Mem.  Why  dod  thou  appear  now  ? 

Thou  wert  fairly  (lain  ; I know  thee,  Diodes* 

And  know  thine  envy  to  mine  honour : but 

Chi.  Stay  zJMemnon, 

I am  a Spirit,  and  thou  cand  not  hurt  me. 

Eum.  This  isyhe  voice  of  Chilax. 

Strem.  What  makes  him  thus  ? 

Chi.  ’Tk  true, that  I was  (lain  in  (ield,  but  foully, 

By  multitudes,  not  manhood : therefore  mark  me, 

I do  appear  again  to  quit  mine  honour. 

And  on  thee  (ingle. 

Mem.  I accept  the  challenge. 

Where  > 

Chi  .On  the  Stygian  Banks. 

Mem.  When.? 
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Chi.  Four  days  lunce. 

Mem.  Go  noble  Ghod,  I will  attend. 

Chi.  I thank  ye. 

Stre.  Ye  have  fav’d  your  throat,and  handfomly:  * 
Farewel,  Sir.  ^ ^Extt  Chilax. 

Mem.  Sing  me  the  Battles  of  Telufium, 

In  which  this  Worthy  dyed. 

Eum.  This  will  fpoilall,  and  make  him  woife 
Thane’r  he  was.*  (it  down,  Sir, 

And  give  your  felf  to  red. 

SONG. 

Arm,  arm,  arm,  arm,  the  Scouts  are  all  come  in. 

Keep  your  “ftanks  cloje,  and  new  your  honours  win. 

Behold  from  yonder  Hill,  the  Foe  appears. 

Bows,  Bills,  G laves.  Arrows,  Shields,  and  Spears, 

Like  a dark^  Wood  he  comes,  or  tempeft  pouring  *, 

O view  the  Wings  of  Horfe  the  Meadows  jeowring. 

The  V ant  guard  marches  bravely,  hark,,  the  Drums— — dub. 
They  meet,  they  meet,  and  now  the  Battel  comes:  dub. 

See  how  the  cA^rrows  fly. 

That  darken  all  the  Skye  ; 

Harkjoow  the  Trumpets  found, 

Harkjoow  the  Hills  rebound. Tara,  tara,  tara. 

Hark,  how  the  Horjes  charge : in  Boys,  Boys  in tara,  tara. 

The  Battel  totters',  now  the  wounds  begin  j 
O how  they  cry, 

O how  they  dy  ! 

Room  for  the  valiant  Memno^  arrnd  with  thunder. 

See  how  he  breaks  the  Ranks  afunder : 

They  fiye,  they  flye,  Eumenes  has  the  Chace, 

And  brave  PoIybius  makes  good  his  place. 

To  the  Plains,  to  the  Woods, 

To  the  7{o^kl->  ^Ise  Floods, 

They  ftie  for  (uccour  : Follow,  follow,  follow,  Hey,  hey. 
Ha'  k how  the  Soiddiers  hollow 
Brave  Diocks  is  dead. 

And  all  his  Souldiers  fled, 

T he  'Battel* s Won,  and  loft. 

That  many  a life  hath  coft. 

Mem.  Now  forward  to  the  Temple.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Chilax. 

Chi.  Are  ye  gone  ? 

How  have  I ’fcap’d  this  morning!  by  what  miracle! 

Sure  I am  ordain’d  for  fome  brave  end. 

Enter  Cloe. 

Clo.  How  is  it  ? 

Chi.  Come,  ’tis  as  well  as  can  be. 

Co.  But  isitpodible 
Thislhould  be  true  you  tell  me  ? 

Chi.  ’Tis  mod  certain. 

Clo.  Such  a grofs  Afs  to  love  the  Princefs  ? 

Chi.  Peace, 

Pull  your  Robe  clofe  about  ye:  you  areperfefB 
In  all  I taught  ye .? 

Cle.  Sure. 

Chi.  Gods  give  thee  good  luck. 

’Tisdrange  my  Brains  (hould  dill  be  beating  Kravery 
For  all  thele  dangers,  but  they  are  needful  miithiefs. 
And  fuchare  Nuts  to  me  ^ and  I mud  do  ’em. 

You  will  remember  me- 

Clo.  By  this  ki Is,  Chilax. 

Chi.  No  more  of  that,  I fear  another  thunder. 

Clo.  We  are  not  i’th’ Temple,  man. 

Enter  Siphax, 

Cdoi.  Peace,  here  he  comes,  {and  Che. 

Now  to  our  bulinefs  handfomly away  now.  Ex.  Chilax, 
Si.  ’Twaslhre  the  Princefs,  forhekneel’d  unto  her. 
And  (he  lookt  every  vv'ay  : 1 hope  the  Oracle 
Has  hiade  fne  happy  j me  I hope  (he  lookt  for, 
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£«ffrChiIax,  and  C\oz  at  the  other  door. 


Fortune,  I will  To  honour  thee, Love,  fo  adore  thee. 

She  is  here  again,  looks  round  about  her,  again  too, 
Tisdone,  I know  ’tis  done^  ’tis  Chda.x  with  her, 

And  I lhail  know  of  him  ^ who’s  that  ? 

Chi.  Speak  foftly, 

The  Princefs  from  the  Oracle. 

Si.  She  views  me. 

By  Heaven  (he  beckons  me. 

Chi.  Come  near,  fire  wou’d  have  ye. 

Si.  O royal  Lady.  iKifes  her  hand. 

Chi.  She  wills  ye  read  that,  for  belike  Ihe’s  bound  to  fi- 
Forfuch  atime-,  fhe  is  wondrous  gracious  to  ye.  (lence 
Si.  H^av’n  make  me  thankful. 

, Chi.  She  would  have  ye  read  it.  Lf^e  reads. 

Si.  Stpbax.,  the  will  of  Heaven  hath  call;  me  on  thee 
To  be  thy  Wife,  vvhofe  Will  mufl:  be  obey’d : 

Life  me  with  honour,  I lhalllove  thee  dearly. 

And  make  thee  underftand  thy  worths  hereafter  •, 

Convey  me  to  a fccret  Ceremony, 

That  both  our  hearts  and  loves  may  be  united, 
i And  ufe  no  Language,  till  before  my  Brother 
We  both  appear,  where  I willlhew  the  Oracle, 

For  till  that  time  I am  bound,  1 muft  not  anfwer. 

Si.  O happy  I ! 

Chi.  Ye  are  a made  man. 

Si.  But  Chilax,  « 

Where  are  her  Women  ? 

Chi.  None  but  your  Graces  Sifter, 

Becaufe  ftie  would  have  it  private  to  the  World  yet, 

Knows  of  this  bufinefs. 

Si.  1 lhail  thank  thee,  fhilaxy 
Thou  art  a careful  man. 

Chi.  Your  Graces  Servant. 

Si.  ril  find  a fit  place  for  thee. 

Chi.  If  you  will  not, 

There’s  a good  Lady  will,  fhe  points  ye  forward, 

^way  and  take  your  fortune-,  not  a word.  Sir.- 

So,  you  are  greas’d  I hope.  f^Ar.  Si.  WCloe,w^>;ffChilax. 

Enter  Stremon,  Fool,  and  Boy, 

Chi.  Stremony  Fool , PicuSy 
Where  have  you  left  your  Lord  ? 

Strem.  T th’  Temple,  ChiUx. 

Chi.  Why  are  ye  from  him  f 
Strem.  VV’hy,  the  King  is  with  him, 

A.nd  all  the  Lords. 

Che.  Is  not  the  Princefs  there  too  ? 

Strem.  Y es. 

And  the  ftrangeft  Coil  amongft  ’em ; She  weeps  bitterly : 
The  King  entreats,  and  frowns,  my  Lord  like  Autumn 
f Drops  oiT  his  hopes  by  handfulls,  all  the  Temple 
Sw-eats  with  this  Agony. 

Chi.  Where’s  young  l^olydore? 

Strem.  Dead,  as  they  faid,  o’th’fudden. 

Chi.  Dead  ? 

Strem.  For  certain, 
j But  not  yet  known  abroad. 

I Chi.  There’s  a new  trouble, 

; A brave  young  man  he  was;  but  we  muft  all  dye. 
j ' Strem.  Did  not  the  General  meet  you  this  morning 
1 Like  a tall  Stallion  Nun? 

Chi.  No  more  o’ that.  Boy. 

Strem.  You  had  been  ferretting. 

Chi.  That’s  all  one.  Fool  -, 

My  Mailer  Fool  that  taught  my  witstotraffick, 

What  has  your  Wifedom  done?  how  have  you  profited? 
Outw'ith  your  Audit.-  come,  you  are  not  empty. 

Put  out  mine  eye  with  twelve-pence?  do  you  ITiaker? 
What  think  you  of  this  flraking?  here’s  wit.  Coxcomb, 
j Ha  Bo  ;s?  ha  my  fine  Rafcals,  here’s  a Ring,  y Tulls  om 
j How  right  they  go  ! . Piirfe. 

Fool.  O let  me  ring  the  fore  Bell. 


And  here  are  thumpers,  Chiqueens,  golden  rogues, 

Wit,  wit,  ye  Rafcals. 

Fool.  I have  a Stye  here,  (^hilax. 

Chi.  I have  no-GoId  to  cure  it,  not  a penny. 

Not  one  crofs,  , Cavalier ; we  are  dull  Souldiers, 

Grofs  heavy-headed  fellow's  -,  fight  for  Viduals? 

Fool.  Why,  ye  are  the  Spirits  of  the  time. 

Chi.  By  no  means. 

Fool.  The  valiant  firie. 

Chi.  Fie,  fie,  no. 

Fool.  Be- lee  me.  Sir. 

Chi.  I wou’d  I cou’d.  Sir. 

Fool.  I willfatisfie  ye. 

Chi.  But  I will  not  content  you  -,  alas  poor  Boy, 

Thou  Ihew  ’ftanhoneft:  Nature,  weepft  for  thy  Mafter, 
There’s  a red  Rogue  to  buy  thee  Handkerchiefs. 

Fool.  He  was  an  honeft  Gentleman,  1 have  loft  too. 

Chi.  You  have  indeed  your  labour.  Fool  ^ hut  Stremon  j 
Doft  thou  want  money  too  ? no  V'ertue  living  ? 

No  firking  out  at  fingers  ends? 

Strem.  Itiecnisfo. 

ChH  Will  yc  allferveme? 

Strem  Yes,  when  yc  are  Lord  General, 

For  Ids  I will  not  go. 

Chi.  There’s  Gold  for  thee  then, 

Thou  haft  a Souldiers  mind.  Fool 

Fool.  Here,  your  firlt  man. 

Chi.  I will  give  thee  for  thy  Wit,  for ’tis  a fine  wit, 

A dainty  diving  Wit,  hold  up,  juft  nothing. 

Go  graze  i’  th’  Commons,  yet  I am  merciful 

There’s  fi.x-pencc;  buy  a Saucer,  fteal  an  old  Gown, 

And  beg  i’th’  Temple  for  a Prophet,  come  away  Boys, 
Let’s  fee  how  things  arc  carried,  Fool,  up  Sirrah, 

You  may  chancv.  get  a dinner:  Boy,  your  preferment 
I’ll  undertake,  for  your  brave  Matters  fake. 

You  lhail  not  perifh. 

Fool.  Chtlax. 

Chi.  Pleale  me  well.  Fool. 

And  you  lhail  light  my  pipes ; away  to  the  Temple. 

But  ftay,  the  King’s  here,  fport  upon  fport,  Boys. 

Enter  King,  Lordsy  Siphax  kneelingy  Cloe  with  a Vail. 

King.  What  would  you  have.  Captain  ? 

Speak  fuddenly,  for  1 am  wondrous  bufie. 

St.  A pardon.  Royal  Sir. 

King.  For  what? 

Si.  For  that 

Which  was  Heaven’s  Will,  fhould  not  be  mine  alone,  Sir; 
My  marrying  with  this  Lady. 

King.  It  needs  no  pardon, 

For  Marriage  is  no  Sin. 

Si.  Notin  it  felf,  Sir  ; 

But  in  prefuming  too  much : yet  Heaven  knows. 

So  does  the  Oracle  that  call  it  on  me. 

And the  Princefs,  royal  Sir. 

King.  What  Princefs  ? 

Si.  O be  not  angry  my  dread  King,  your  Sifter. 

King.  JSIy Sifter;  Ihe’s  i’th’ Temple,  Man. 

Si.  She  is  here,  Sir. 

Lord.  The  Captain’s  mad,  Ihe’s  kneeling  at  the  Altar. 
King.  I know  fhe  is ; with  all  my  heart  good  Captain, 

I do  forgive  ye  both .-  be  unvail’d.  Lady.  {^Puts  off  her  Vast. 
Will  ye  have  more  forgivenefs  ? the  man’s  frantick. 

Come  let’s  go  bring  her  out;  God  give  ye  joy.  Sir. 

Si.  How,  Cloe  ? my  old  Cloe  ? {_£x.  Kingy  Lords. 

Clo.  Even  the  fame,  Sir. 

Chi.  Gods  give  your  manhood  much  content. 

Strem.  The  Princefs 

Looks  fomething  mufty  fince  her  coming  over. 

Fool.  ’Twere  good  you’d  brulh  her  over. 

Si.  Fools  and  Fid  lers 
Make  fport  at  my  abufe  too  ? 

Fool.  O ’tis  the  Nature 
Of  us  Fools  to  make  bold  with  one  another, 

But 
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But  you  are  wife,  brave  firs. 

Chs.  Cheer  up  your  Princefs, 

Believe  it  Sir,  the  King  will  not  be  angry, 

Or  fay  he  were  ^ why,  ’twas  the  Oracle. 

The  Oracle,  an’tliKe  your  Grace,  the  Oracle. 

Strem.  And  who,  moft  mighty  Siphax  ? 

Sfph.  With  mine  own  whore.  (fcience, 

Cloe.  With  whom  elfe  Ihould  ye  marry,  fpeak  your  con- 
Will  ye  tranfgrefs  the  law  of  Arms,  that  ever 
Rewards  the  Souldier  with  his  own  fins  ? 

Sifh.  Devils. 

Cloe.  Ye  had  my  maiden-head,  my  youth,  my  fweetnefs. 

Is  it  not  juftice  then  ? Siph.  I fee  it  mult  be. 

But  by  this  hand,  Pie  hang  a lock  upon  thee. 

Cloe.  You  Ihall  not  need,  my  honefty  Ihall  doe  it. 

Siph.  If  there  be  wars  in  all  the  world 

Cloe.  Pie  with  ye. 

For  you  know  1 have  been  a Souldier, 

Come,  curfeon:  when  I need  another  Oracle. 

Chi.  S^ndfoc  vnQ  Siphaxy  Pie  fit  ye  with  a Princefs, 

And  fo  to  both  your  honours.  Fool.  And  your  graces. 

Siph.  The  Devil  grace  ye  all. 

Cloe.  God  a mercy  Chilax. 

Chi.  Shall  we  laugh  halfan  hour  now? 

Strem.  No  the  King  comes, 

And  all  the  train. 

Chi.  Away  then,  our  Ad’s  ended.  [^Exeurn. 

Enter  King^  Calls,  Memnon,  (ind  Cleanthe,  Lords. 

King.  You  know  he  do’s  deferve  ye,  loves  ye  dearly. 

You  know  what  bloody  violence  had  us’d 
Uponhimfelf,  butthathis  Brother  crofl;  it. 

You  know  the  fame  thoughts  ftiil  inhabit  in  him 
And  covet  to  take  birth : Look  on  him  Lady, 

The  wars  have  not  fo  far  confum’d  him  yet. 

Cold  age  difabled  him,  or  ficknefs  funk  him  ._ 

To  be  abhorr’d  : look  on  his  Honour  Siller, 

That  bears  no  ftamp  of  time,  no  wrinkles  on  it. 

No  fad  deraolilhment,  nor  death  can  reach  it : 

Look  with  theeyes  of  Heaven  that  nightly  waken. 

To  view  the  wonders  of  the  glorious  Maker, 

And  not  the  weaknefs  .•  look  with  your  vertuous  eyes. 

And  then  clad  royaltie  in  all  his  conquells , 

His  matchlcfs  love  hung  with  a thoufand  merits, 

Eternal  youth  attending,  Fame  and  Fortune, 
TimeandOblivion  vexing  at  hisvertues. 

He  Ihall  appear  a miracle : look  on  our  dangers. 

Look  on  the  publick  ruin.  Cdis.  O,  dear  Brother. 

King.  Fie,  let  us  not  like  proud  and  greedy  waters 
Gain  to  give  off  again : this  is  our  Sea, 

And  you  his  Cynthia,  govern  him,  take  heed. 

His  fiouds  have  been  as  high,  and  full  as  any. 

And  glorioully  now  is  got  up  to  the  girdle. 

The  Kingdomes  he  hath  purchas’d  y noble  Sifter, 

Take  not  your  vertue  from  him,  O take  heed 
We  ebbe  not  now  to  nothing,  take  heed  Calis. 

Calls.  The  will  of  Heaven  not  mine,  which  mull  not  alter. 
And  my  eternal  doom  for  ought  I know 
Is  fixt  upon  me  •,  alas,'  I muft  love  nothing. 

Nothing  that  loves  again  mull  I be  bleftwith: 

The  gentle  Vine  climbs  up  the  Oke  and  clips  him. 

And  when  the  ftroke  comes,  yet  they  fall  together ; 

Death,  death  muft  I enjoy,  and  live  to  love  him, 

0 noble  Sir  ! Mem.  Thofe  tears  are  forae  reward  yet. 
Pray  let  me  wed  your  forrows. 

Calls.  Take  ’em  Souldier, 

They  are  fruitfull  ones,  lay  but  a figh  upon  ’em. 

And  ftraight  they  will  conceive  to  infinites  y 

1 told  ye  what  ye  would  find  ’em. 

Enter  Funeral,  Captains  following,  and  T^umenes. 

King.  How  now, what’s  this  ? more  drops  to  th’  Ocean  ? 
Whole  body’s  this  ? Estm.  The  noble  Polydor, 

This  fpeaks  his  death.  Mem.  My  Brother  dead  ? 


Cal’S.  O Goddefs ! 

0 cruel,  cruel  I'^enm,  here’s  my  fortune. 

King,  Read  Captain. 

Mem.  Read  aloud.-  farewcl  my  follies. 

[^Eumen.  reads  to  the  Excellent  Princefs  Calis. 
Earn.  Be  wife,  as  you  are  beauteous, love  with  judgement, 
And  look  with  clear  eyes  on  my  noble  Brother, 

Value  defert  and  vertue,  they  are  Jewels, 

Fit  foi  your  worth  and  wearing ; take  heed  Lady, 

The  Gods  reward  ingratitude  moft  grievous  y 
Remember  me  no  more,  or  if  you  muft, 

Seeie  mo  in  noble  Memnons  love,  I dwell  there  : 

1 durft  not  live,  becaufe  I durft  not  wrong  him, 

1 can  no  more,  make  me  eternal  happy 
Withjlooking  down  upon  your  loves.  Farewel. 

iJMem.  Anddid’ft  thoudieforme.? 

King.  Excellent  vertue ! 

What  will  ye  now  doe  ? 

Calls.  Dwell  for  ever  here  Sir. 

Mem.  For  me  dear  Polydor  ? O worthy  young  man ! 

0 love,  love,  love,  love  above  recompence ! 

Infinite  love,  infinite  honefty! 

Good  Lady  leave,  you  muft  have  no  (hare  here. 

Take  home  your  forrows : here’s  enough  to  ftore  me. 

Brave  glorious  griefs ! was  ever  fuch  a Brother  ? 

Turn  all  the  ftories  over  in  the  world  yet. 

And  fcarch  through  all  the  memories  of  mankind. 

And  find  me  fuch  a friend  y h’as  lOut  done  all, 

Outftript ’em  Iheerly,  all,  all,  thou  haft  Polydor, 
Todie^^ormey  why,  as  I hope  for  happinefs, 

’T  was  one  of  the  rareft  thought  on  things, 

The  bravelc,  and  carried  beyond  compafs  of  our  atftions, 

1 wonder  how  he  hit  it,  a young  man  too, 

In  all  the  bloffomes  of  his  youth  and  beautie, 

In  all  the  fulnefs  of  his  veins  and  wifnes 
Woo’d  by  that  Paradife,  that  would  catch  Heaven ; 

It  ftarts  me  exticamly,  thou  bleft  Allies, 

Thou  faithful!  monument,  where  love  and  friendfhip 
Shall  while  the  world  is,  work  new  miracles. 

Calls.  O / let  me  fpeak  too. 

Mem.  No  not  yety  thou  man, 

( For  we  are  but  mans  (hadows,  ) only  man, 

I have  not  words  to  utter  him  y fpeak  Lady, 

Pie  think  a while. 

Calis.  The  Goddefs  grants  me  this  yet, 

I fiiall  enjoy  the  dead ; no  tomb  (hall  hold  thee 
But  thefe  two  arms,  no  Trickments  but  my  tears 
Over  thy  Hearfe,  my  forrows  like  fad  arms 
Shall  hang  for  ever  : onthetuffeft  Marble 
Mine  eyes  (hall  weep  thee  out  an  Epitaph, 

Love  at  thy  feet  Ihall  kneel,  his  fniart  bow  broken  y 
Faith  at  thy  head,  youth  and  the  Graces  mourners  y 

0 fweet  young  man  ! 

King.  Now  I begin  to  melt  too. 

Mem.  Have  ye  enough  yet  Lady .?  room  for  a garnefter 

To  my  fond  Love,  and  all  thoie  idle  fancies 
A long  farewel,  thou  diedft  for  me  dear  Polydor, 

To  give  me  peace,  thou  haft  eternal  glory, 

1 ftay  and  talk  here  y I will  kifs  thee  firft, 

And  now  Pie  follow  thee. 

Pol.  Hold,  for  Heavens  fake  / Mem. 

Does  he  live? 

Doft  thou  deceive  me  ? Pol.  Thus  far, 

Yet  for  your  ^ood,  and  honour. 

King.  Now  dear  Sifter. 

Calls.  The  Oracle  is  ended,  noble  Sir, 

Difpofe  me  now  as  you  pleafe. 

Pol.  You  are  mine  then? 

Calis.  With  all  the  joyes  that  may  be. 

Pol.  Your  confent  Sir  ? King.  Ye  have  it  freely. 

Pol.  Walk  along  with  me  then. 

And  as  you  love  me,  love  my  will.  Calis.  I will  fo. 

Pol.  Here  worthy  Brother,  take  this  vertuous  Princefs, 
Ye  have  deferv’d  her  nobly,  fire  will  love  ye, 

And 
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And  when  my  life  (hall  bring  ye  peace,  as  (he  does, 
Command  it,  ye  (hall  have  ir.  Mem.  Sir,  I thank  ye. 

King.  I never  found  fuch  goodnefs  in  fuch  years. 

Mem.  Thou  (halt  not  over-doe  me,  though  I die  for’t, 

O how  I love  thy  goodnefs,  my  belt  Brother, 

Y oil  have  given  me  here  a treafure  to  enrich  me, 

Would  make  the  worthieft  King  alive  a begger, 

What  may  1 give  you  back  again  ? 

Pd.  Your  love  Sir. 

Mem.  And  you  (hall  have  it,  even  my  dearefl:  love, 

My  firll,  my  nobleft  love,  take  her  again,  Sir, 

She  is  yours,  your  honefty  has  over-run  me. 

She  loves  ye,  lofe  her  not : excellent  Princelr, 

Injoy  thy  wilh,  and  now  get  Generals. 

Pol,  As  ye  love  heaven,  love  him,  (he  is  only  yours,  Sir. 

Mem.  As  ye  love  heaven,  love  him,  Ihe  is  only  yours,Sir  *, 
My  Lord, the  King.  Pol.  He  will  undoe  himfelfSir, 

And  mull  without  her  peridi ; who  lhall  fight  then  ? 

Who  inall  protedf  your  Kingdom 

eJMem.  Give  me  hearing. 

And  after  that,  belief,  were  (he  ray  foul 
( As  I do  love  her  equal  ) all  my  vidories. 

And  all  the  living  names  I have  gain’d  by  war. 

And  loving  him  that  good,  that  vertuous  good  man, 

That  only  worthy  of  the  name  of  Brother, 

1 would  refign  all  freely,  ’tis  all  love 
Tome,  all  marriage  rites,  the  joy  of  ilTues 
To  know  him  fruitfull,  that  has  been  fo  faithfull.  ( ller- 
King.  This  is  the  nobleft  differenceftake  your  choice  Si- 
Cahs.  I fee  they  are  fo  brave,  and  noble  both, 

I know  not  which  to  look  on.  Pol.  Cliufe  difcreetly. 

And  vertue  guide  ye,  there  all  the  world  in  one  man 
Stands  at  the  mark.  Mem.  There  all  mans  honeftie. 


The  fvveetnefs  of  all  youth Cd.  O God’s  ! 

eJMem.  My  Armour, 

By  all  the  God’s  (lie’s  yours-,  my  Arms,  I fay. 

And  I beleech  your  Grace,  give  me  imployment. 

That  (hall  be  now  my  Miltrefs,  there  my  Coui  tdiip. 

King.  Ye  (hall  have  any  thing. 
eJMem.  Vertuous  Lady, 

Remember  me,  your  Servant  now  ^ Young  man. 

You  cannot  over-reach  me  in  your  goodnefs  *, 

0 love  ' how  fweet  thou  look’d  now } and  how  gentle  ? 

1 (hould  have  flubber’d  thee,  and  ftain’d  thy  beauty  j 
Your  hand,  your  hand  Sir.^ 

King.  Take  her,  and  Heaven  blels  her. 
cJdfem.  So. 

Tol.  ’Tis  your  will  Sir,  nothing  of  my  merit; 

And  as  your  royal  gift,  I take  this  blefting. 

Cd.  And  1 from  heaven  this  gentleman : thanks  Goddefs. 
Mem.  So  ye  are  pleas’d  now  Lady  ? 

Cdts.  Now  or  never. 

ftJMem.  My  cold  ftiffc  carkafs  would  have  frozen  ye. 
Wars , wars. 

King.  Ye  (hall  have  wars. 
eJMem.  My  ncx't  brave  battel 
I dedicate  to  your  bright  honour.  Sifter, 

Give  me  a favour,  that  the  world  may  know 
1 am  your  Souldier. 

Cdis.  This,  and  all  fair  Fortunes. 

Mem.  And  he  that  bears  this  from  me,mun:  ftrike  boldly. 

fClcanthc  kneelino. 

Cdis.  I do  forgive  thee : he  honeft  no  more  wench. 
¥ung.  Come  now  to  Revels,  this  bicft  day  (hall  prove 
The  happy  crown  of  noble  Faith  and  Love. 


Prologue. 

To pleafe  dl's  impojfible,,  and  to  dcfpair 

Tiuins  our  [elves  ^ and  damps  the  Writer  s care  : 
Would  xveknevovthat  to  doe,,  or  fay,  or  when 
To  find  the  mindes  here  equal  with  the  men : 

But  we  mufi  venture  ■,  now  to  Sea  we  goe, 

Faire  fortune  with  us,  givens  room,  and  blow'. 
Remember  ye^re  all  venturers ; andtn  this  Play 
How  many  twelve-pencesye  have  ^ flowed  this  day  : 
Remember  for  return  of  your  delight, 

We  launch,  and  plough  through  forms  of  fear^  and  fpight : 
Give  m your  fore-winds  faTrly,  fill  our  wings, 
tMnd  fleer  us  right,  and  as  the  Saylor  fings, 

Loaden  with  We.tlth,on  wanton  feas,fo  we 
Shall  make  our  home-bound-voyage  chear fully  • 
eMnd  you  our  noble  Merchants,  for  your  treafure 
Share  equally  the  fraught,  we  run  for  pleafure. 


Epilogue. 

HEre  lyes  the  doubt  now,  let  our  Playes  be  good, 
Our  own  care  failing  cquall  in  this  Flood 
Our  preparations  new,  mw  our  jLttire, 

Pet  here  we  are  becalm’d  fill,  fill  i’th’  mire. 

Here  we  flick._fafl  -,  Is  there  no  way  to  clear 
This  paffage  of  your  judgement,  and  our  fear, 

PIo  mitigation  of  that  law?  'Brave  friends, 
fonfider  we  are  yours,  made  for  your  ends, 
ylnd  every  thing  preferves  it  felf,  each  will 
If  not  perverje,  and  crooked,  utter  ft  ill 
The  befl  of  that  it  ventures  in:  have  care 
8v  n for  your  pleafures  fake,  of  what  we  are, 
yind  do  not  ruine  all,  Tou  may  frown  ftill. 

But  tis  the  nobler  way,  to  checks  the  Will. 
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Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Great  Duke  ij/Mofcovia.  i 

Archas,  tke  Loyal General  of  theyAoy\x.ts. 
Theodore,  Son  to  Archas^  valorous^  but  impatient'. 
Putskie  <{//(« j Briskie,  a Captain^  Brother  to  AvchsLS. 
Alinda  alias  Archas,  Son  to  Archas. 

Burris,  an  honejl  Lord,  the  Dukes  Favourite* 
Boroskie,  a malicious  /educing  Councellor  to  the 
Dukc>  * . 

Enjfgn  to  Archas,  ajiout  merry  Souldier. 

Souldiers. 

Gentlemen, 


Guard- 

Servants, 


IV  0 M E hi. 


Olympia,  Sijierto  the  Duke, 
^^^^^^^^Daughters  <?/ Archas. 

to  Olympia. 
Bawd,  a Court  Lady. 


The  Scene  Mofco. 


The  principal  Adors  were^ 

Kichard  Bur  badge  A ’’Nathanael  F eild. 
Henry  Condel,  \ John  ZJnderwood* 
John  howin,  Nicholas  Toolie, 

Richard  Sharfe.  William  Egleflone 


ASim  primus.  Scenaprima. 


Enter  Theodor  and  Putskie. 

(her, 

The  \ptain,your  friend’s prefer’d, the  Princefs  has 

■ ' vVho,  I afTure  my  felf,  will  ufe  her  nobly 

j A pretty  fweet  one  ’tis  indeed. 

Put.  Well  bred,  Sir, 

I do  deliver  that  upon  my  credit, 

And  of  an  honefi;  ftock. 

The.  It  feems  fo,  Captain, 

And  no  doubt  will  do  well. 

Put.  Thanks  to  your  care,  Sir; 

But  tell  me  Noble  Colonel,  why  this  habit 
Of  difcontent  is  put  on  through  the  Army  ? 

And  why  your  valiant  Father,  our  great  General, 

The  hand  that  taught  to  ftrike,  the  Love  that  led  all  *, 

Why  he,  that  was  the  Father  of  the  War, 

He  that  begot,  and  bred  the  Souldier, 

Why  he  fits  lhaking  of  his  Arms,  like  Autumn, 


His  Colours  folded,  and  his  Drums  cas’d  up, 

The  tongue  of  War  for  ever  ty’d  within  us  ? 

The.  It  mult  be  fo : Captain  you  are  a Hr  anger. 

But  of  a fmall  time  here  a Souldier,  . v 

Yet  that  time  fliews  ye  a right  good,  and  great  one, 

Fife  I could  tell  ye  hours  are  ftrangely  altci’d  : 

The  young  Duke  has  too  many  eyes  upon  him. 

Too  many  fears  ’tis  thought  too,  and  to  nourilh  thofe. 
Maintains  too  many  Inllruments. 

Put.  Turn  their  hearts, 

Or  turn  their  heels  up.  Heaven : ’Tis  flirange  it  Ihould  be : 
The  old  Duke  lov’d  him  dearly. 

The.  He  deferv’d  it  -, 

And  were  he  not  my  Father,  I durft  tell  ye. 

The  memorable  hazards  he  has  run  through 
Deferv’d  of  this  man  too  •,  highly  deferv’d  too  j 
Had  they  been  lefs,  they  had  been  lafe  Putskie, 

And  fooner  reach’d  regard. 

Put. 
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Let.  There  you  fcruck  fure,  Sir. 

The.  Did  i never  tell  thee  of  a vow  he  made 
Some  years  before  the  old  Duke  dyed  ? 

Tilt.  1 have  heard  ye 
Speak  often  of  that  vow  ^ but  how  it  was, 

Or  to  what  end,  I never  underftood  yet. 

The.  I’ie  tell  thee  then ; and  then  thou  wilt  find  the  reafon ; 
The  lafi  great  Mufter,  (’twas  before  ye  ferv’d  here, 

Before  the  lall  Dukes  death,  whofe  honour’d  bones 
Now  reft  in  peace)  this  young  Prince  had  the  ordering, 

(To  Crown  his  Fathers  hopes)  of  all  the  Army : 

Who  (to  be  Ihort)  put  all  his  power  to  pradife  •, 

Fafhion’d,  and  drew ’em  up/  butalas,  fopoorly, 

So  raggedly  and  loofely,  fo  unlbuldier’d, 

The  good  Duke  biulh’d,  and  call’d  unto  my  Father, 

Who  then  was  General : Go,  fpeedily. 

And  chide  the  Boy,  before  the  Souldiers  find  him. 

Stand  thou  between  his  ignorance  and  them, 

Fafiiion  their  bodies  new  to  thy  dire(ftion ; 

Then  draw  thou  up,  and  drew  the  Prince  his  errours. 

My  Sire  obey’d,  and  did  fo  •,  with  all  duty 
Inform’d  the  Prince,  and  read  him  alldireiftions: 

This  bred  diftafte,  diftaftegrew  up  to  anger. 

And  anger  into  wild  words  broke  out  thus ; 

Well,  Jrchoi,  ifl  live  but  to  command  here. 

To  be  but  Duke  once,  I Ihall  then  remember. 

I fliail  remember  truly,  truft  me,  I fiiall. 

And  by  my  Fathers  hand the  i eft  hjs  eyes  Ipoke. 

To  which  my  Father  anfwer’d  (fomcvvhat  mov’d  too) 

And  with  a vow  he  feal’d  it : Royal  Sir, 

Since  for  my  faith  and  fights,  your  fcorn  and  anger 
Only  purfue  me ; if  I live  to  that  day. 

That  day  fo  long  expected  to  reward  me. 

By  his  fo  ever  noble  hand  you  fwore  by. 

And  by  the  hand  of  Juftice,  never  Arms  more 
Shall  rib  this  body  in,  nor  fword  hang  here.  Sir : 

The  Conflidts  I will  do  youfervice  then  in,  , 

Shall  be  repentant  prayers;  So  they  parted. 

The  time  is  come-,  and  now  ye  know  the  wonder. 

Put.  I find  a fear  too,  which  begins  to  teli  me, 

I The  Duke  will  have  but  poor  and  flight  defences, 

1 If  his  hot  humour  raign,  and  not  his  honour ; 

I How  ftand  you  with  him,  Sir  .<* 

The.  A perdue  Captain,  ^ 

Full  of  my  Fathers  danger. 

Pet.  He  has  rais’d  a young  man,  * 

They  fay  a flight  young  man,  I know  him  not. 

For  what  defert  ? 

The.  Believe  it,  a brave  Gentleman, 

Worth  the  Dukes  refpedt,  a clear  fweet  Gentleman, 

And  of  a noble  foul;  Come  let’s  retire  us. 

And  wait  upon  my  Father,  who  within  this  hour 
You  will  find  an  alter’d  man. 

Put.  I am  furry  for’t,  Sir.  \Exemt. 

SCENE  n. 

Entrr  Olympia,  andtveo  (^entlex^omen. 

Olym.  Is’t  not  a handfome  Wench  ? 

2 Worn.  She  is  well  enough.  Madam; 

I have  feen  a better  face,  and  a ftraighter  body. 

And  yet  Ihe  is  a pretty  Gentlewoman. 

Olym.  What  thinkft  thou  Petefca  ? 

Pet.  Alas,  Madam,  1 have  no  skill,  flie  has  a black  eye. 
Which  is  of  the  leaft  too,  and  the  dulleft  water ; 

And  when  her  mouth  was  made,  for  certain  Madam, 

Nature  intended  her  a right  good  ftomach. 

Olym.  She  has  a good  hand. 

2 Worn.  ’Tis  good  enough  to  hold  faft. 

And  ftrong  enough  to  ftrangle  the  neck  of  a Lute. 

Olym.  What  think  ye  of  her  colour.'’  • 

Pet.  If  it  be  her  own 

’Tis  good  black  blood : right  weather-proof 
I warrant  it. 


2 Worn.  What  a ftrange  pace  flie  has  got  ? 

Olym.  That’s  but  her  breeding. 

Pet.  And  what  a manly  body me  thinks /he  looks 
As  though  file  would  pitch  the  Bar,  or  go  to  Buffets. 

2 Worn.  Yet  her  behaviour’s  utterly  againfl:  it, 

For  me  thinks  fhe  is  too  bafhful. 

Olym.  Is  that  hurtful? 

2 Worn.  Even  equal  to  too  bold:  either  of ’em.  Madam, 
May  do  her  injury  when  time  Ihall  ferve  her. 

0/yw.You dilcourfe  learnedly,call  in  the  wench.  {_E.x.Gcnt. 
What  envious  fools  are  you  ? Is  the  rule  general. 

That  Women  can  fpeak  handfomly  of  none, 

But  thofe  they  are  bred  withal  ? 

Pet.  Scarce  well  of  thofe.  Madam, 

If  they  believe  they  may  out  lhine  ’em  any  way : 

Our  natures  are  likeOyl,  compound  us  with  any  thing. 
Yet  ftill  we  Itrive  to  fwim  o’  th’  top ; 

Suppofe  there  were  here  now. 

Now  in  this  Court  of  Mofto.,  a ftranger  Princefs, 

Of  bloud  and  beauty  equal  to  your  excellence. 

As  many  eyes  and  fervices  ftuck  on  her  j 
What  would  you  think  ? 

Olym.  I would  think  fhe  might  deferve  it. 

Pet.  Your  Grac«  fhall  give  me  leave  not  to  believe  ye  ^ 

I know  you  arc  a Woman,  and  fo  humour’d : 

rie  tell  ye  Madam,  I could  then  get  more  Gowns  on  ye, 

MoreCapsand  Feathers,moreScarfs,and  more  Silk- ftockings 

With  rocking  you  afleep  with  nightly  railings 

Upon  that  Woman,  than  if  I had  nine  lives 

I could  wear  out : by  this  hand  ye’ would  fcratch  her  cyesout. 

Olym.  Thou  art  deceiv’d  fool  *, 

Now  let  your  own  eye  mock  ye. 

Enter  Gentlewoman  and  Alinda. 

Come  hither  Girl ; hang  me  and  fhe  be  not  a handfom  one. 
Pet.  I fear  it  will  prove  indeed  fo. 

Oiym.  Did  you  ever  ferve  yet 
In  any  place  of  worth  ? 

No,  Royal  Lady. 

Per.  Hold  up  your  head  *,  fie. 

Oym.  Let  her  alone,  ftand  from  her. 
y^ltn.  It  fhall  be  now. 

Of  all  the  bleffings  my  poor  youth  has  pray’d  for, 

Tlie  greateft  and  the  happieft  to  ferve  you ; 

And  might  my  promife  carry  but  that  credit 
To  be  believ’d,  becaufelamyetaftranger. 

Excellent  Lady,  when  I fall  from  duty, 

From  all  the  fervice  that  my  life  can  lend  me, 

May  evcriafting  mifery  then  find  me. 

Olym.  What  think  ye  now?  I do  believe,  and  thank  yc*, 
And  fure  I fliall  not  be  fo  far  forgetful. 

To  fee  that  honeft  faith  die  unrewarded : 

Whatmuft  I call  your  narae.^ 
yitin.  ylUnduy  Madam. 

Olym.  Can  ye  fing  ? 

jilin.  A little,  when  my  grief  will  give  me  leave.  Lady. 
O^m.  What  grief  canft  thou  have  W ench  ? 

Thou  art  not  in  love  ? 

Aim.  If  I be  Madam,  ’tis  only  with  your  goodnefs  *, 

For  yet  I never  faw  that  man  I fighed  for. 

Olym.  Of  what  years  are  you 
Aim.  My  Mother  oft  has  told  me. 

That  very  day  and  hour  this  land  was  bleft 
With  your  moft  happy  birth,  I firft  faluted 
This  worlds  fair  light:  Nature  was  then  fo  bufie, 

And  all  the  Graces  to  adorn  your  goodnefs, 

I ftole  into  the  world  poor  and  ncgle(fted. 

Olym.  Something  there  was,  when  I firft  look’d  upon  thee. 
Made  me  both  like  and  love  thee : now  I know  it ; 

And  you  fhall  find  that  knowledge  Ihall  not  hurt  you: 

I hope  ye  are  a Maid  ? 

Alin.  I hope  Ib  too.  Madam  ^ 

I am  fure  for  any  man : and  were  I otherwife. 

Of  all  the  fervices  my  hopes  could  point  at, 
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I durft  not  touch  at  yours. 

FloHrijh.  Enter  Duke,  Burris,  and  Gent. 

Tet.  The  great  Duke,  Madam. 

D^ik.  Good  morrow,  Sifter. 

Olym.  A good  day  to  your  highnefs. 

I am  come  to  pray  you  ufe  no  more  perfwafions 
For  this  old  ftubborn  man ; nay  to  command  ye : 

His  fail  isfweirdtoofuJl.-  he  is  grown  too  infolent. 

Too  felf-affeded,  proud : thofe  poor  flight  fervices 
He  has  done  my  Father,  and  my  felf,  has  blown  him 
To  fuch  a pitch,  heflyestoftoop  our  favours. 

Olym.  I am  forry  Sir ; I ever  thought  thofe  fervices 
Both  great  and  noble. 

Bar.  However,  may  it  pleafe  ye 
But  to  confider  ’em  a true  hearts  Servants, 

Done  out  of  faith  to  you,  and  not  felf-fame  : 

C)o  but  confider  royal  Sir,  the  dangers ; 

When  you  have  flept  fecure,  the  mid-night  tempefts, 

That  as  he  marcht  fung  through  his  aged  locks  *, 

When  you  have  fed  at  full,  the  wants  and  famins  ^ 

The  fires  of  Heaven,  when  you  haye  found  all  temperate, 

Death  with  his  thoufand  doors 

Duk.  I have  confider’d  \ V 

No  more : and  that  I will  have,  lhall  be. 

Olym.  For  the'  beft, 

I hope  all  ftill. 

Duk.  What  handfom  wench  is  that  there  ? 

Olym.  My  Servant,  Sir. 

Prethee  obferve  her  Burrisy 
Is  Ihe  not  wondrous  handfom  ? fpeak  thy  freedom. 

Bur.  She  appears  no  lefs  to  me  Sir. 

Duki  Of  whence  is  Ihe  ? 

01.  Her  Father  I am  told  is  a good  Gentleman, 

But  far  offdwelling : her  defirc  to  ferve  me 

Brought  her  to  th’  Court,  and  here  her  friends  have  left  her. 

Du.  She  may  find  better  friends : 

Ye  are  welcom  fair  one, 

I have  not  feen  a fweeter  : By  your  Ladies  leave : 

Nay  ftand  up  fweet,  we’ll  have  no  luperftition : 

You  have  got  a Servant  •,  you  may  ule  him  kindly. 

And  he  may  honour  ye.-  Duke  W Burris. 

Good  morrow  Sifter.  (fhes^ 

01.  Good  morrow  to  your  Grace.  How  the  wench  blu- 
How  like  an  Augel  now  ftie  looks  ? 

I Worn.  At  firft  jump 

Jump  into  the  Dukes  arms  ? we  muft  look  to  you. 

Indeed  we  muft,  the  next  jump  we  are  journeymen. 

Bet.  I fee  the  mine  of  our  hopes  already. 

Would  (he  were  at  home  again, milking  her  Fathers  Cows. 

I Worn-.  I fear  (he’l  milk  all  the  great  Courtiers  firft. 

Olym.  This  has  not  made  ye  proud  ? 
tyil.  No  certain,  Madam. 

Olym.  It  was  the  Duke  that  kill  ye. 

M.  ’Twas  your  Brother, 

And  therefore  nothing  can  be  meant  but  honour. 

01.  But  fay  he  love  ye  ? 

Al.  That  he  may  with  fafety : 

A Princes  love  extends  to  all  his  fubjeds. 

01.  But  fay  in  more  particular  ? 

Al.  Pray  fear  not : 

For  vertues  fake  deliver  me  from  doubts.  Lady  : 

I ’Tis  not  the  name  of  King,  nor  all  his  proraifes, 
i His  glories, and  hisgfeatnefs  Ituck  about  me. 

Can  make  me  prove  a Traitor  to  your  fervice  : 

You  are  my  Miftris,  and  my  noble  Mafter, 

Your  vertues  my  ambition,  and  your  favour 
The  end  of  all  my  Iove,and  all  my  fortune : 

And  when  I fail  in  that  faith  

01.  I believe  thee. 

Come  wipe  your  eyes ; Ido:  take  you  example — • 

Detf.  I would  her  eyes  were  out. 

1 Worn.  If  the  wind  ftand  in  this  door. 

We  (hall  have  but  cold  cuftome  ; fome  trick  or  other,- 


And  Ipeedily. 

Pet.  Let  me  alone  to  think  on’t. 

01.  Come,  be  you  near  me  ftill. 

Al.  With  all  my  duty.  {Exeunt. 

SCENA  III. 

Enter  Archas,  Theodor,  Putskie,  Ancienty  and  Souldisrsy 
carrying  his  armour  pece-meaky  his  Colours  wound  upy 
and  his  Drums  in  Cafes. 

Theod.  This  is  the  heavieft  march  we  e’re  trod  Captain. 

Putf.  This  was  not  wont  to  be : thefe  honour’d  pieces 
The  fierie  god  of  war  himfelf  would  fmile  at. 

Buckl’d  upon  that  body,  were  not  wont  thus, 

Like  Reliques  to  be  o^r’d  to  long  ruft. 

And  heavy-ey’d  oblivion  brood  upon  ’em. 

Arch.  There  fet  ’em  down : and  glorious  war  farewel ; 

Thou  child  of  honour  and  ambitious  thoughts,  , 

Begot  in  bloud,  and  nurs’d  with  Kingdomes  ruines  j 
Thou  golden  danger,  courted  by  thy  followers 

Through  fires  and  famins,  for  one  title  from  thee 

Prodigal  man-kind  fpending  all  his  fortunes  j 
A long  farewel  I give  thee:  Noble  Arms,  ‘ 

You  ribs  for  mighty  minds,  you  Iron  houfts. 

Made  to  defie  the  thunder-claps  of  Fortune, 

Ruft  and  confuming  time  mu(t  now  dwell  with  ye : 

And  thou  good  Sword  that  knewft  the  way  to  conqueft. 

Upon  whofe  fatal  edgedefpair  and  death  dwelt. 

That  when  I (hook  thee  thus,  forc-(hew’d  deftrudion. 

Sleep  now  from  bloud,  and  grace  my  Monument : 

Farewel  my  Eagle  ^ when  thou  flew’ft,whole  Armies 
Have  ftoopt  below  thee : At  Palfage  I have  leen  thee. 

Ruffle  the  Tartarsy  as  they  fled  thy  furie ; 

And  bang  ’em  up  together,  as  a TaflU, 

Upon  the  ftreach,  a flock  of  fearfull  Pigeons. 

I yet  remember  when  the  rolga  curl’d. 

The  aged  rolgay  when  he  heav’d  his  head  up, 

And  rais’d  his  waters  high,  to  fee  the  riiinsj 
The  ruines  our  Swords  made,  the  bloudy  ruins. 

Then  flew  this  Bird  of  honour  bravely,Gentlemen; 

But  thefe  muft  be  forgotten  : fo  muft  thefe  too. 

And  all  that  tend  to  Arms,  by  me  for  ever. 

Take  ’em  you  holy  men  -,  my  Vow  take  with  ’em. 

Never  to  wear  ’em  more : Trophies  I give  ’em. 

And  facred  Rites  of  war  to  adorn  the  Temple 
There  let  ’em  hang,  to  tell  the  world  their  mafter 
Is  now  Devotions  Souldier,  fit  for  prayer. 

Why.do  ye  hang  your  heads  ? why  look  you  fad  friends  ? 

I am  not  dying  yet. 

Theod.  Ye  are  indeed  to  us  Sir. 

Putf.  Dead  to  our  fortunes,  General. 

Arch.  You’I  find  a better, 

/A  greater,  and  a ftrongerman  to  lead  ye, 

And  to  a ftronger  fortune : I am  old,  friends. 

Time,  and  the  wars  together  make  me  ftoop,  Gentlenem, 
Stoop  to  my  grave : my  mind  unfurnilh’d  too, 

Emptie  and  weak  as  I am : my  poor  body. 

Able  for  nothing  now  but  contemplation. 

And  that  will  be  a task  too  to  a Souldier  : 

Yet  had  they  but  encourag’d  me,  or  thought  well 
Of  what  I have  done,  I think  I (hould  have  ventur’d 
For  one  knock  more,  I fhould  have  made  a Ihift  yet 
To  have  broke  one  ftaff  more  handfomly,  and  have  died 
Like  a good  fellow,  and  an  honeft  Souldier, 

In  the  head  of  ye  all,  with  my  Sword  in  my  hand. 

And  fo  have  made  an  end  of  all  with  credit. 

Theod.  Well,  there  will  come  an  hour,  when  all  thefe 

Thefe  fecure  flights (injuries, 

Ar.  Ha ! no  more  of  that  firrah^ 

Not  one  word  more  of  that  I charge  ye. 

Theod.  I muft  fpeak  Sir. 

And  may  that  tongue  forget  to  found  your  feryice, 

That’s  dumb  to  your  abufes. 

Ar.  Underftand  fool, 

L I__ That^ 
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That  voluntary  I fit  down. 

Theod.  You  are  forced,  Sir, 

Forced  for  your  fafety : I too  well  remember 
The  time  and  caufe,  and  I may  live  to  curfe  ’em : 

You  made  this  V^ow,  and  whole  unnoblenels. 

Indeed  forgetfulnefs  of  good 

No  more, 

As  thou  art  mine  no  more. 

The.  Whofe  doubts  and  envies 

But  the  Devil  will  have  his  due. 

Pnef.  Good  gentle  Colonel. 

The.  And  though  difgraces,  and  contempt  of  Honour 
Reign  now,  the  Wheel  mull  turn  again. 

Pc3cc  Sirrsh 

Your  tongue’s  too  faucy ; do  you  Itare  upon  me  ? 

Down  with  that  heart,  down  fuddenly,  down  with  it, 
Down  with  that  difobedience  •,  tye  that  tongue  up. 

Theod.  Tongue? 

Jr.  Do  not  provoke  me  to  forget  my  Vow,  Sirrah. 

And  draw  that  fatal  Sword  again  in  anger. 

Tatf.  For  Heavens  fake.  Colonel, 

Jr.  Do  not  let  me  doubt 
Whofe  Son  thou  art,  becaufe  thou  canll  not  fuffer  .• 
Donotplay  with  mine  anger ; if  thou  doll. 

By  all  the  Loyalty  my  heart  holds 

Theod.  I have  done,  Sir, 

Pray  pardon  me. 

Jr.  I pray  be  worthy  of  it : 

Bellirew  your  heart,  you  have  vextme. 

The.  I am  forry.  Sir, 

Jr.  Goto,  no  more  of  this ; be  true  and  honell, 

I know  ye  are  man  enough,  mould  it  to  juft  ends, 

And  let  not  my  difgraces,  then  I am  miferable, 

■When  I have  nothing  left  me  but  thy  angei  s. 

Fiourijh.  Enter  Duke.,  Burris,  Boroskie,  Jttend.  and  Cent. 

Putf.  And’t  pleafe  ye.  Sir,  the  Duke. 

Duk^  Now,  what’s  all  this  ? 

The  meaning  of  this  ceremonious  Emblem  ? 

Jr.  Your  Grace  Ihould  firft  remember 

Borof.  There’s  his  Nature. 

Dh^  I do,  and  lliall  remember  ftill  that  injury, 

That  at  the  Muller,  where  it  pleas’d  your  Grcatnefs 
To  laugh  at  ray  poor  Souldierlhip,  to  ftorn  it  *, 

And  more  to  make  me  feem  ridiculous, 

Took  from  my  hands  my  charge. 

Bnr.  O think  not  fo,  Sir. 

Duk,  And  in  my  Fathers  light. 

Jr.  Heaven  be  my  witnefs, 

I did  no  more,  (and  that  w-ith  modefty. 

With  Love  and  Faith  to  you)  than  was  my  warrant. 

And  from  your  Father  feal’d ; nor  durft  that  rudcnefs, 

And  impudence  o^ fcorn  fall  from  my  ’haviour, 

I ever  yet  knew  duty. 

X>«.  We  lhall teach  ye, 

I well  remember  too,  upon  fome  words  I told  ye. 

Then  at  that  time,  fome  angry  words  yeanfwer’d. 

If  ever  I were  Duke,  you  were  no  Souldier. 

You  have  kept  your  word,  and  fo  it  lhall  be  to  you. 

From  henceforth  I difmifs  you  i take  your  eafe.  Sir. 

Jr.  I humbly  thank  your  Grace  ; this  wafted  Body, 
Beaten  and  bruis’d  with  Arms,  dry’d  up  with  troubles, 

Is  good  for  nothing  elfe  but  quiet,  now  Sir, 

And  holy  Prayers*,  in  which,  when  I forget 
To  thank  Heaven  for  all  your  bounteous  favours. 

May  that  be  deaf,  and  my  Petitions  perilh.  (pride  in’? 
Borof.  What  a fmooth  humble  Cloak  he  has  cas’d  his 

And  how  he  has  pull’d  his  Claws  in  ? there’s  no  trufting 

Bur.  Speak  for  the  bell. 

Bor.  Believe  I lhall  do  ever. 

Du.  To  make  yeunderftand,  we  feel  not  yet 
Such  dearth  of  Valour,  and  Experience, 

Such  a declining  Age  of  doing  Spirits, 

That  all  Ihould  be  confin’d  within  your  excellence, 


And  you,  or  none  be  honour’d,  take  Boroskie^ 

The  place  he  has  commanded,  lead  the  Souldier 
A little  time  will  bring  thee  to  his  honour. 

Which  has  been  nothing  but  the  Worlds  opinion, 
TheSouldiers  fondnefs,  and  a little  fortune,  ^ 

Which  I believe  his  Sword  had  the  leaft  lhare  in. 

Theod.  O that  I durft  but  anfwer  now. 

Putf  Good  Colonel. 

Theod.  My  heart  will  break  elfe : Royal  Sir,  I know  not 
What  you  efteem  mens  lives,  whole  hourly  labours, 
Andlofs  of  Blood,  confumptionsin  yourfervice, 

Whofe  Bodies  are  acquainted  with  more  miferies. 

And  all  to  keep  you  fafe,  than  Dogs  or  Slaves  are. 

His  Sword  the  leaft  ftare  gain’d  ? 

Dh.  You  will  not  light  with  me  ? 

TTjeod.  No  Sir,  I dare  not. 

You  are  my  Prince,  but  I dare  fpeak  to  ye. 

And  dare  fpeak  truth,  which  none  of  their  ambitions 
That  be  informers  to  you,  dare  once  think  of^ 

Yet  truth  will  now  but  anger  ye  ^ I am  forry  for’t,- 
And  fo  I take  my  leave.  C £xir. 

Du.  Ev’n  when  yon  plealc.  Sir. 
tJr.  Sirrah,  fee  me  no  more. 

Du.  And  fo  may  you  too : 

You  have  a houfe  i’th’  Country,  keep  you  there.  Sir, 

And  when  you  have  rul’d  your  felf,  teach  your  Son  man- 
For  this  time  1 forgive  him,  (ners, 

Jr.  Heaven  forgive  all  j 
And  to  your  Grace  a happy  and  long  Rule  here. 

And  you  Lord  General,  may  your  fights  be  profperous. 

In  all  your  Courfe  may  Fame  and  Fortune  court  you. 
Fight  for  your  Country,  and  your  Princes  fafety  j 
Boldly,  and  bravely  face  your  Enemy, 

And  when  you  ftrike,  ftrike  with  that  killing  Vertue, 

As  if  a general  Plague  had  feiz’d  before  ye  *, 

Danger,  and  doubt,  and  labour  call  behind  ye  \ 

And  then  come  home  an  old  and  noble  Story. 

Bur.  A little  comfort.  Sir. 

Du  As  little  as  may  be  .• 

Farewel,  you  know  your  limit.  Q£a:.  Dtdesy  &C. 

Bur.  Alas,  brave  Gentleman. 

Jr.  I do,  and  will  obferve  it  fuddenly , 

My  Grave*,  I,  that’s  my  limit *,  ’tisnonew  thing. 

Nor  that  can  make  me  ftart,  or  tremble  at  it,’ 

To  buckle  with  that  old  grim  Souldier  now: 

I have  feen  him  in  his  fowreft  lhapes,  and  dreadfuH’ft ; 

I,  and  I thankmy  honefty,  have  flood  him  : 

That  audit’s  call farewel  my  honeft  Souldicrs, 

Give  me  your-  hands  *,  farewel,  farewel  good  Jncient, 

A flout  man,  and  a true,  thou  art  come  in  forrow. 
Bkllingsupon  your  Swords,  may  they  ne’r  fail  yc^ 

You  do  but  change  a man;  your  fortune’s  conftant  ^ 

That  by  your  ancient  Valours  is  ty’d  fall  ftill ; 

Be  valiant  ftill,  and  good  .*  and  when  ye  fight  next. 
When  flame  and  fury  make  but  one  face  of  horrour. 

When  the  great  reft  of  all  your  honour’s  up, 

When  you  would  think  a Spell  to  (hake  the  enemy, 
Remember  me,  my  Prayers  lhall  be  with  ye  .• 

So  once  again  farewel. 

Putf  Let’s  wait  upon  yc. 

Jr.  No,  no,  it  mull  not  be  *,  I have  now  left  me 
A fingle  Fortune  to  my  felf,  no  more. 

Which  needs  no  train,  nor  complement  *,  good  Captain, 

You  are  an  honell  and  a fober  Gentleman, 

And  one  I think  has  lov’d  me. 

Putf  I am  fure  on’t. 

Jr.  Look  to  my  Boy,  he’s  grown  too  headftrong  for  me. 
And  if  they  think  him  fit  to  carry  Arms  ftill. 

His  life  is  theirs  *,  I have  a houfe  i’th’  Country, 

And  when  your  better  hours  will  give  you  liberty. 

See  me:  you  lhall  be  welcome.  Fortune  to  ye.  [Exit. 

Aw.  I’ll  cry  no  more,  that  will  do  him  no  good. 

And  ’twill  but  make  me  dry,  and  I have  no  money ; 

I’ll  fight  no  more,  and  that  will  do  them  harm ; 

And 
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And  if  I can  do  that,  I care  not  for  money  (luck  too 

I could  have  curft  reafonablo  well , and  I have  had  the 
To  have  ’em  hit  fometimes.  Whofoever  thou  art, 

That  like  a Devil  didft  polTefs  the  Duke 

With  thefe  malicious  thoughts^  mark  what  I fay  to  thee, 

A Plague  upon  thee,  that’s  but  the  Preamble. 

SoU.  O take  the  Pox  too. 

They’ll  cure  one  another  •, 

I mull:  have  none  but  kills,  and  thofe  kill  {linking : 

Or  look  ye,  let  the  Angle  Pox  poflefs  them, 

Or  Pox  upon  Pox. 

Ftaf.  That’s  but  ill  i’th’  arms.  Sir. 

’Tis  worfe  i’th’  Legs,  I would  not  willi  it  elfe : 
And  may  thofe  grow  to  fcabs  as  big  ais  Mole-hills, 

And  twice  a day,  the  Devil  with  a Curry  Comb 
Scratch  ’em,  and  fcrub  ’em : I warrant  him  he  has ’em. 
Sold.  May  he  be  ever  lowzie. 

Aic.  That’s  a pleafure. 

The  Beggar’s  Lechery,  fometimes  the  Souldiers.* 

May  he  be  ever  lazie,  Itink  where  he  Hands, 

And  Maggots  breed  in’s  Brains. 

2 Sold.  I,  marry  Sir, 

May  he  fall  mad  in  love  with  his  Grand-mother, 

And  killing  her,  may  her  teeth  drop  into  his  mouth, 

And  one  fall  crols  his  throat,  then  let  him  gargle. 

Enter  a Poll. 

Put/.  Now,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Pofi.  Where’s  the  Duke,  pray, Gentlemen  ? 

Tutf.  Keep  on  your  way,  you  cannot  mifs. 

Pofl.  I thank  ye.  \_Exit. 

j4nc.  If  he  be  married,  may  he  dream  he’s  cuckol’d, 
And  when  he  wakes  believe,  and  fwear  he  law  it , 

Sue  a Divorce,  and  after  find  her  honell : 

Then  in  a pleafant  Pigllye,  with  his  own  garters, 

And  a fine  running  knot,  ride  to  the  Devil. 

Tntf.  If  thele  would  do 

Anc,  I’ll  never  trull  my  mind  more. 

If  all  thefe  fail. 

1 Sold.  What  lhall  we  do  now,  Captain  ? 

For  by  this  honell  hand  I’ll  be  torn  in  pieces, 

Unlefs  my  old  General  go,  or  Ibrae  that  love  him, 

And  love  us  equal  too,  before  I fight  more : 

I can  make  a Shooe  yet,  and  draw  it  on  too. 

If  I like  the  Leg  vrdl. 

Anc.  Fight  ?.^tis  likely : 

No,  there  will  be  the  Iport  Boys,  when  there’s  need  on’s. 
They  think  the  other  Crown  will  do,  will  carry  us, 
And  the  brave  golden  Coat  of  Captain  Cankro 
Boroskie.  What  a noife  his  very  name  carries  ? 

’Tis  Gun  enough  to  fright  a Nation, 

He  needs  no  Souldiers  *,  if  he  do,  for  my  part, 

I promife  ye  he’s  like  to  feek  ’em  •,  fo  I think  you  think  too, 
And  all  the  Army  •,  No,  honell,  brave  old  Archas, 

We  cannot  lb  foon  leave  thy  memory. 

So  loon  forget  thy  goodnefs .-  he  that  does, 

The  fcandal  and  the  feumm  of  Arms  be  counted. 

Ptitf.You  much  rejoice  me  now  you  have  hit  my  meaning. 
I durll  not  prefs  ye,  till  I found  your  fpirits : 

Continue  thus. 

Anc.  I’ll  go  and  tell  the  Duke  on’t. 

Enter  z Pojl. 

Pntf.  No,  no,  he’ll  find  it  foon  enough,  and  fear  it^ 
When  once  occafion  comes : Another  Packet ! 

From  whence.  Friend,  come  you  > 

2 Pofi.  From  the  Borders,  Sir. 

PutJ.  What  news,  Sir,  I befeech  you? 

2 Pofi.  Fire  and  Sword,  Gentlemen  ; 
j The  Tartar's  up,  and  with  a mighty  force, 
j Comes  forward,  like  a tempell,all  before  him 
Burning  and  killing. 

' Anc.  Brave  Boys,  brave  news.  Boys, 
i 2 Pofi.  Either  we  mull  have  prefent  help 


fiy^nc.  Still  braver. 

2 ‘Pofi.  Where  lies  the  Duke.-* 

Sold.  He’s  there. 

2 Pofi.  ’Save  ye.  Gentlemen.  {Exit. 

Anc.  We  are  fafe  enough,  I warrant  thee : 

Now  the  time’s  come. 

Pntf.  I,  now  ’tis  come  indeed,  and  now  Hand  firm,  Boys, 
And  let  ’em  burn  on  merrily. 

Anc.  This  City  would  make  a fine  marvellous  Bone- fire: 
’Tis  old  dry  timber,  and  fuch  Wood  has  no  fellow. 

2 Sold.  Here  will  be  trim  piping  anon  and  whining. 
Like  fo  many  Pigs  in  a ftorm, 

When  they  hear  the  news  once. 

Enter  Boroskie,  and  Servant, 

Pntf.  Here’s  one  has  heard  it  already  *, 

Room  for  the  General. 

Borof.  Say  I am  fain  exceeding fick  o’th’fudden. 

And  am  not  like  to  live. 

Pktf.  If  ye  go  on,  Sir, 

For  they  will  kill  ye  certainly  • they  look  for  ye. 

Anc.  I fee  your  Lordlhip’s  bound,  take  a fuppofitdry, 

’Tis  I,  Sir  •,  a poor  call  Flag  of  yours.  The  foolilh  T mars 
They  burn  and  kill,''and’t  like  yoUr  honour,  kill  us. 

Kill  with  Guns,  with  Guns  my  Lord,  with  Guns,  Sir. 
What  fays  j'our  Lordlhip  to  a chick  in  forrel  fops  ? 

Patf.  Go,  go  thy  ways  old  true-penny  , 

Thou  hall  but  one  fault : thou  art  ev’n  too  valiant,  (ted. 
Come,to’Th’Army  Gentlemen, and  let’s  make  them  acquain- 
Sold.  Away,  we  are  for  ye.  {Exeunt'. 

SCENE  IV. 

Alinda,  and  two  Gentlewomen. 

Alin.  W’hy,whither  run  ye  Fools ; will  ye  leave  my  Lady? 
Petef.  The  Tartar  comes,  the  Tartar  comes. 

Aim.  Why,  let  him, 

I thought  you  had  fear’d  no  men : upon  my  confcience 
You  have  try’d  their  llrengths  already  *,  Hay  for  lhame. 

Pet.  Shift  forthyfelf,  Alinda.  {Exit, 

Alin.  Beauty  blefs  ye  : 

Into  what  Grooms  Feather-Bed  will  you  creep  now? 

And  there  millake  the  enemy  ■,  fweet  youths  ye  are, 

And  of  a conllant  courage  \ are  you  afraid  of  foining  ? 

Enter  Olympia. 

Olym.  O my  good  Wench,  what  (hall  become  of  us  ? 

The  Polls  come  hourly  in,  and  bring  new  danger ; 

The  enemy  is  pall  the  f^olga,  and  bears  hither 
With  all  the  blood  and  cruelty  he  carries. 

My  Brother  now  will  find  his  fault. 

Alin.  I doubt  me , 

Somewhat  too  late.  Madam.  But  pray  fear  not. 

All  will  be  well,  I hope.  Sweet  Madam,  (hake  not. 

Olym.  How  cam’ll  thou  by  this  Spirit  ? our  Sex  trembles. 
Aim.  I am  not  unacquainted  with  thefe  dangers 
And  you  lhall  know  my  truth  •,  for  ere  you  perifh, 

A hundred  Swords  (hall  pafs  through  me : ’tis  but  dying, 
And  Madam  wemuHdoit;  the  manner’s  all : 

You  have  a Princely  Birth,  take  Princely  thoughts  to  youj 
And  take  my  counfel  too ; go  prefently, 

With  all  the  halle  ye  have,  (1  will  attend  ye) 

With  all  the  pofiible  fpeed,  to  old  Lord  Archas., 

He  honours  yei^  with  all  your  art  perfwade  him, 

(’Twill beadifmaltimeelfe)  woohim  hither, 

But  hither  Madam,  make  him  fee  the  danger 
For  your  new  General  looks  like  an  Afs ; 

There’s  nothing  in  his  face  butlofs.  ‘ 

Olym.  I’ll  do  it. 

And  thank  thee,  fweet  Alinda ; O my  Jewel, 

How  much  I’m  bound  to  love  thee.'  by  this  hand.  Wench, 

If  thou  werta  irian 

I would  I were  to  fight  for  you. 

But  halle  dear  Madam.  , 

...  L I 2 - Olym. 
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Olym.  I need  no  Spurs 

SCENE  V. 

enter  Dukcy  2 Pofis,  Attendant;^  gentlemen. 

Dh.  The  Lord  General  fick  now  ? is  this  a time 
For  men  to  creep  into  their  Beds  ? What’s  become,  Poll:, 
Of  my  Lieutenant? 

‘Wfh.  Beaten,  and’tpleafe  your  Grace, 

And  all  his  Forces  fparkled. 

Enter  a gentleman. 

Dh.  That’s  but  cold  news: 

How  now,  what  good  news  ? are  the  Souldiers  ready  ? 

Yes  Sir, but  fight  they  will  not, nor  ftir  from  that  place 
They  ftand  in  now,  unlefs  they  have  Lord  zArchAs 
To  lead  ’em  out  •,  they  rail  upon  this  General, 

And  fing  Songs  of  him,  feurvy  Songs,  to  worfe  tunes  .• 
And  much  they  fparenot  you,  Sir.-  here  they  fwear  _ 
They’ll  Hand  and  fee  the  City  burnt,  and  dance  about  it, 
Unlefs  Lord  Arclms  come  before  they  fight  for’t : 

It  mult  be  fo.  Sir. 

Ba.  1 could  wilh  it  fo  too ; 

And  to  that  end  I have  feat  Lord  Burris  to  him  j 
But  all  I fear  will  fail ; we  mult  dye,  Gentlemen, 
Andoneftroke  we’ll  have  for’t. 

Enter  Burris. 

What  bring’ft  thou,  'Burr/s  ? 

Bur.  That  I am  loth  to  tell  ^ he  will  not  come.  Sir  •, 

I found  him  at  his  Prayers,  there  he  tells  me, 

The  Enemy  lhall  take  him,  fit  for  Heaven: 

! urg’d  to  him  all  our  dangers,  his  own  worths, 

The  Countries  ruine  5 nay  1 kneel’d  and  pray’d  him-, 

He  fliook  his  head,  let  fall  a tear,  and  pointed 
Thus  with  his  finger  to  the  Ground  a Grave 
I think  he  meant  and  this  was  all  he  anfwer’d. 

Your  Grace  was  much  to  blame : 

Where’s  the  new  General? 

Du,  He  is  Tick,  poor  man. 

Buy.  He’s  a poor  man  indeed.  Sir  .- 
Your  Grace  mull: needs  goto  theSouldier. 

Dh.  They  have  ftnt  me  word 
They  will  not  llir,  they  rail  at  me. 

And  all  the  fpight  they  have {Shout  within. 

What  fhout  is  that  there  ? 

Is  the  Enemy  come  fonear  ? 

Enter  Archas,  Olympia,  WAlinda. 


( And  what  you  faid  your  felf  forgive,  you  were  angry. 

I If  men  could  live  without  their  faults,  they  were  gods,  Ar^ 
1 He  w eeps,  and  holds  his  hands  up : to  him,  Burns,  (chas. 

Bur.  You  have  Ihew’d  the  Prince  his  faults  ; 

And  like  a good  Surgeon  you  have  laid 
That  to  ’em  makes  ’em  fmarf,  he  feels  it. 

Let  ’em  not  feller  now.  Sir  j your  own  honour, 

The  bounty  of  that  mind,  and  your  allegiance, 

’Gainll  which  1 take  it.  Heaven  gives  no  Command,  Sir, 
Nor  feals  no  Vow,  can  better  teach  ye  now 
What  ye  have  to  do,  than  I,  or  this  necellicy  y 
Only  this  little’s  left  would  yedo  nobly. 

And  in  the  Eye  of  Honour  truly  triumph  ? 

Conquer  that  mind  firll,  and  then  men  are  nothing. 

Ahn.  Lall,  a poor  Virgin  kneels  y for  loves  fake  General, 
If  ever  you  have  lov’d for  her  fake.  Sir', 

For  your  own  honefty,  which  is  a Virgin, 

Look  up,  and  pity  us,  be  bold  and  fortunate. 

You  are  a Knight,  a good  and  noble  Souldier, 

And  when  your  Spurs  were  given  ye,  your  Sword  buckl’d, 
Then  were  youfwornfor  Vertues  Caufe,  for  Beauties, 
For  Challity  to  Itrike  y Ilrike  now,  they  fuffer  y 
Now  draw  your  Sword,  or  elfe  you  are  recreant. 

Only  a Knight  i’th’  Heels,  i’th’  Heart  a Coward  y 
Your  firll  Vow  honour  made,  your  laft  but  anger,  (too  f 

Ar.  How  like  my  vertuous  Wife  this  thing  looks,  (peaks 
So  would  file  chide  my  duincfs.-  fair  one,  I thank  ye. 

My  gracious  Sir,  your  pardon,  next  your  hand.* 

Madam,  your  favour,  and  your  prayers  .*  Gentlemen, 
your  willies,  and  your  loves  .-  and  pretty  fweet  one, 

A favour  for  your  Souldier. 

0/ywp.  Give  him  this.  Wench. 

zAlm.  Thusdoltyeon  Viftory. 

Arc.  My  Armour,  ' 

MyHorfe,  my  Sword,  my  tough  Staff,  and  my  Fortune, 
And  Olm  now  I come  to  fliake  thy  glory. 

Go,  brave  and  profperous,  our  loves  go  with  thee. 

Olym^.  Full  of  thyvertue,  and  our  Prayers  attend  rhec. 

B:.r.  &c.  Loaden  with  Vi(ftory,  and  wc  to  honour  thee. 

(Alin.  Come  home  the  Son  of  Honour, 

And  I’ll  ferve  ye.  {Exeunt. 


ASlus  SecHndtLS.  ScenaFriwa, 

Enter  Duks.,  Burris,  nnd  two  Gentlemen. 


Olym.  1 have  brought  him,  Sir, 

At  length  I have  woo’d  him  thus  far. 

Dh.  Happy  Siller , 

Oblefied  U’oman! 

Olym.  life  him  nobly,  Brother  y 
You  never  had  more  need  .*  And  Gentlemen, 

All  the  bell  powers  ye  have,  to  tongues  turn  prcfently, 

To  winning  and  pcrfvvading  tongues : all  my  art. 

Only  to  bring  him  hither,  I have  utter’d  ; 

Let  it  be  yours  to  arm  him  *,  And  good  my  Lord, 

Though  I exceed  Ihe  limit  you  allow’d  me, 

Which  was  the  happinefs  to  bring  ye  hither, 

And  not  to  urge  ye  farther  yet,  fee  your  Country, 

I Out  of  your  own  fweet  Spirit  now  behold  it : 

I Turn  round,  and  look  upon  the  miferies, 

On  every  fide  the  fears  y O fee  the  dangers ; 

We  find  ’em  foonelt,  therefore  hear  me  firll.  Sir. 

Dh.  Next  hear  your  Prince: 

You  have  faid  you  lov’d  him,  Archas, 

And  thought  your  life  too  little  for  his  lervice  ; 

Think  not  your  vow  too  great  now,  now  the  time  is, 

! And  now  you  are  brought  to  th’  tell,  touch  right  nowSoul- 
I Now  fiiew  the  manly  purenefs  of  thy  mettle  y (dier, 

[Now  if  thou  beell  that  valued  man,  that  vertue, 

I That  great  obedience  teaching  all,  now  Hand  it. 

I What  I have  laid  forget,  my  youth  was  halty. 


Duke.  "V  T O news  of  Archas  yet  ? 

Bur.  But  now,  and’t  plcafe  yc, 

A Poll  came  in,  Letters  he  brought  none  with  him, 

But  this  deliver’d  .*  He  law  the  Armies  join. 

The  game  of  Blood  begun,  and  by  our  General, 
Whenever  was  acquainted  but  with  Conqueft, 

So  bravely  fought,  hefaw  the  T ^rr^rjlhakcn. 

And  there  he  faid  he  left  ’em. 

Du.  Where’s  Boroskie? 

1 Qent.  He’s  up  again,  and’tpleafe  yc. 

Bur.  Sir,  methinks 

This  News  fiiould  make  ye  lightfome,  bring  joy  to  ye. 

It  ftrikes  our  hearts  with  general  Comfort.  C£.v;>  Duke. 
Gone  ? What  Ihould  this  mean,  fo  fuddcnly 
He’s  well? 

z Gent.  We  fee  no  Other. 

1 Gent.  Would  the  reft  were  well  too. 

That  put  thefc  ftarts  into  him. 

Bur.  I’ll  go  after  him. 

2 ^ent.  ’Twill  not  befit.  Sir : h’as  fome  fecret  in  him 
He  would  not  be  difturb’d  in  .*  know  you  any  thing 
Has  croft  him  fince  the  General  went  ? 

Bur.  Not  any  .* 

If  there  had  been,  I am  fure  I fiiould  have  found  it.* 

Only  I have  heard  him  oft  complain  for  money  .* 

Money  he  fays  he  wants. 

I Gent. 


> 
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I qent.  It  may  be  that  then, 

'Bur.  To  him  that  has  fo  may  wayes  to  raife  it, 

And  thofe  fo  honeft,  it  cannot  be. 

Enter  Duke  and  Boroskie. 

1 (jent.  He  comes  back. 

And  Lord  Boroskie  with  him. 

Bur.  There  the  game  goes, 

I fear  fome  new  thing  hatching. 

Duke.  Come  hither  Burris. 

Go  fee  my  Sifter,  and  commend  me  to  her, 

And  to  my  little  Miftrifs  give  this  Token  •, 

Tell  her  He  fee  her  fhortly. 

Bur.  Yes,  Iftiall,  Sir.  [_Ex.  Bur.  and  Gent. 

Duke.  Wait  you  without : I would  yet  try  him  further. 

Bor.  Twill  not  be  much  amifs : has  your  Grace  heard  yet 
Of  what  he  has  done  i’th’  Field  ? 

Duke.  A Poll  but  now 

Came  in,  who  faw ’em  joyn,  and  has  delivered, 

The  iinemy  gave  ground  before  he  parted. 

Bor.  ’Tis  well. 

Duke.  Come,  fpeak  thy  mind  man : ’tis  not  for  fighting, 

A noife  of  War,  I keep  thee  in  my  bofom ; 

Thy  ends  are  nearer  to  me  •,  from  my  Childhood  , , 

Thou  brought’ft  me  up  .*  and  like  another  nature, 

Made  good  all  my  neceflities : fpeak  boldly. 

Bor.  Sir,  what  I utter,  will  be  thought  but  envy 

Though  I intend,  high  heaven  knows,  but  your  honour. 

When  vain  and  empty  people  Ihall  proclaim  me 

Good  Sir  excufe  me. 

Duke.  Do  you  fear  me  for  your  Enemy .? 

Speak  on  your  duty. 

Bor.  Thenimuft,  and  dare,  Sir: 

When  he  comes  home,  take  heed  the  Court  receive  him  not. 
Take  heed  he  meet  not  with  their  loves  arid  praifes. 

That  Glafs  will  Ihew  him  ten  times  greater,  Sir, 

(And  make  him  ftrive  to  make  good  that  proportion,) 

Than  ere  his  fortune  bred  him,  he  is  honourable, 

At  leaft  I ftrive  to  underftand  him  fo, 

And  of  a nature,  if  not  this  way  poyfon’d,  (Sir ; 

Perfeft  enough,  eafie,  and  Tweet,  but  thofe  are  foon  feduc’d, 
He’S  a great  man,  and  what  that  Pill  may  work. 

Prepar’d  by  general  voices  of  the  people. 

Is  the  end  of  all  my  Counfel , only  this.  Sir, 

Let  him  retire  a while,  there’s  more  hangs  by  it 

Than  you  know  yet : there  if  he  ftand  a while  well. 

But  till  the  Souldier  cool,  whom,  for  their  fervice 

You  muft  pay  now  moft  liberally,  moft  freely. 

And  Ihowre  your  felf  into ’em  ^ ’tis  the  bounty 

They  follow  with  their  loves,  and  not  the  bravery. 

Enter  wo  Gent. 

Duke.  But  where’s  the  Money  ? how  now? 

2 Gent.  Sir,  the  Colonel, 

Son  to  the  Lord  Jrchas,  with  moft  happy  news 

Of  the  Tartars  overthrow,  without  here 

Attends  your  Graces  pleaiure. 

Bor.  Be  not  feen.  Sir, 

He’s  a bold  fellow,  let  me  ftand  his  Thunders, 

Toth’ Court  he  muft  not  come:  no  blefling  here,  Sir, 

No  face  of  favour,  if  you  love  your  honour. 

Enter  Theodore. 

Duke.  Do  what  you  think  is  meeteft  •,  Tie  retire,  Sir.  [_Ex. 
Bor.  Condud  him  in.  Sir  welcome  noble  Colonel. 

The.  That’s  much  from  your  Lordlhip:  pray  where’s  the 
Bor.  We  hear  you  have  beat  the  T artar,  (Duke  ? 

The.  Is  he  bufie.  Sir  ? 

Bor.  Have  ye  taken  OUn  yet  ? 

The.  I would  fain  fpeak  with  him. 

Bor.  How  many  men  have  ye  loft  ? 

The.  Do’s  he  lye  this  way  ? 

Bor.  I am  fure  you  fought  it  bravely. 

The.  I muft  fee  him. 

.Sor.You  cannot  yet,ye  muft  not, what’s  your  Commillion  ? 
The.  No  Gentleman  o’th’  ChambeNjerc 

Bor.  Why,  pray  ye,  Sir  ? 

Am  not  I fit  to  entertain  your  bufinefs  ? 

The.  I think  you  are  nor.  Sir ; I am  fure  y^al!  not. 

I bring  no  tales,  nor  flatteries : in  my  tongue.  Sir, 

I carry  no  fork’d  ftings. 

Bor.  You  keep  your  bluntnefs. 

The.  You  are  deceiv’d : it  keeps  me:  Ihadfeltclfe 

Some  of  your  plagues  ere  this : but  good  Sir  trifle  not, 

I have  bufinefs  to  the  Duke. 

Bor.  He’s  not  well.  Sir, 

And  cannot  now  be  fpoke  withal. 

The.  Not  well.  Sir? 

How  would  he  ha’been,  if  we  had  loft  ? not  well,  Sir  ? 

1 bring  him  news  to  make  him  well : his  enemy 

That  would  have  burnt  his  City  here,  and  your  Houfe  too, 
Your  brave  gilt  houle,  my  Lord,  your  honours  hangings, 
Where  all  your  Anceftors,  and  all  their  Battels, 

Their  filk  and  golden  Battels  are  decipher’d : 

That  would  not  only  have  abus’d  your  buildings,  (ries, 

Your  goodly  buildings,  Sir,  and  have  drunk  dry  yourbutte- 
Purloin’d  your  Lordfliips  Plate,  the  Duke  beftow’d  on  you. 
For  turning  handfomly  o’th’  toq,  and  trim’d  your  Virgins, 
Trim’d  ’em  of  a new  cut,  and’t  like  your  Lordlhip, 

’Tis  ten  to  one,  your  Wife  too,  and  thecurfeis 

You  had  had  no  remedy  againft  thefe  Raftals, 

No  Law, and’t  like  your  Honour*,  would  have  kill’d  you  too 
And  roafted  ye,  and  eaten  ye,  ere  this  time  : 

Notable  Knaves  my  Lord,  unruly  Rafcals: 

Thefe  youths  have  we  ty’d  up,  put  muzzels  on.’em. 

And  par’d  their  Nails,  that  honeft  civil  Gentlemen, 

And  fuch  moft  noble  perfons  as  your  felf  is, 

May  live  in  peace,  and  rule  the  land  with  a twine  thread. 
Theft  news  I bring. 

Bor.  And  were  they  thus  deliver’d  ye  ? 

The.  My  Lord,  I am  no  pen-man,  nor  no  Orator, 

My  tongue  was  never  Oyl’d  with  Hereand’tlike  ye, 

There  I befeech  ye,  weigh,  I am  a Souidier, 

And  truth  I covet  only,  no  fine  terms,  Sir  ^ 

I come  not  to  ftand  treating  here  *,  my  bufinefs 

Is  with  the  Duke,  and  of  fuch  general  blelTing 

Bor.  You  have  overthrown  the  enemy,  we  know  it. 

And  we  rejoyce  in’t  ye  have  done  like  honeft  Subjeds, 

You  have  done  handfomely  and  well. 

Theo.  But  well,  Sir? 

But  handfomely  and  well  ? what  are  we  juglers  ? 

Tie  do  all  that  in  cutting  up  a Capon. 

But  handfomely  and  well  ? does  your  Lordlhip  take  us 

For  the  Dukes  Tumblers  ? we  have  done  bravely.  Sir, 
Ventur’d  our  lives  like  men. 

Bor.  Then  bravely  be  it. 

Theo.  And  for  as  brave  rewards  we  look,  and  graces. 

We  have  fweat  and  bled  for’t,  Sir. 

Bor.  And  ye  may  have  it. 

If  you  will  ftay  the  giving.  Men  that  thank  thcmfelVes  firft 
For  any  good  they  do,  take  olfthe  luftre, 

And  blot  the  benefit. 

Theo.  Are  thefe  the  welcomes, 

The  Bells  that  ring  out  our  rewards?  pray  heartily, 

Early  and  late,  there  may  be  no  more  Enemies : 

Do  my  good  Lord,  pray  ftrioufly,  and  ligh  too, 

For  if  there  be 

Bor.  They  muft  be  met,  and  fought  with. 

Theo.  By  whom  ? by  you  ? they  muft  be  met  and  flatter’d. 
Why,  what  a Devil  ail’d  ye  to  do  theft  things  ? 

With  what  allurance  dare  ye  mock  men  thus  ? 

You  have  but  Angle  lives,  and  thofe  1 take  it 

A Sword  may  find  too : why  do  ye  dam  the  Duke  up  ? 

And  choak  that  courfe  of  love,  that  like  a River 

Should  fill  our  empty  veins  again  with  comforts  ? 

But  if  ye  uft  thefe  knick  knacks. 

This  fall  and  looft,’  with  faithful  men  and  honeft, 

Y ou’l  be  the  fir  ft  will  find  it. 

Enter 
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Enter  Archas,  Sonldiers,  Putskey,  Ancient^  and  others. 

‘Borof.  You  are  too  untemperate. 

Theo.  Better  be  fo,  and  thief  too,  than  unthankful : 

Pray  ufe  this  old  man  fo,  and  then  we  are  paid  all.  (ye. 
The  Duke  thanks  ye  for  your  fervice,  and  the  Court  thanks 
And  wonderful  defirous  they  are  to  lee  ye , 

Pray  Heaven  we  have  room  enough  to  march  for  May- games, 
Pageants,  and  Bone-fires  for  your  welcome  home.  Sir. 

Here  your  moll  noble  friend  the  Lord  Boroskie^ 

A Gentleman  too  tender  of  your  credit. 

And  ever  in  the  Dukes  ear,  for  your  good,  Sir, 

Crazie  and  lickly,  yet  to  be  your  fervant, 

Has  leapt  into  the  open  air  to  meet  ye.  (home,  Sir  *, 

Bor.  The  bell  is,  your  words  wound  not,  you  are  welcome 
Heartily  welcome  home,  and  for  your  fervice. 

The  noble  overthrow  you  gave  the  Enemy, 

The  Duke  faiutes  ye  too  with  all  his  thanks.  Sir. 

Anc.  Sure  they  will  now  regard  us. 

Phtj.  There’s  a reafon : 

But  by  the  changing  of  the  Colonels  countenance. 

The  rolling  of  his  eyes  like  angry  Billows  •, 

I fear  the  wind’s  not  down  yet,  Ancient. 

Arch.  Is  the  Duke  well,  Sit? 

Borof.  Not  much  unhealthy, 

Only  a little  grudging  of  an  Ague, 

Which  cannot  lall : he  has  heard,  which  makes  him  fearful. 
And  loth  as  yet  to  give  your  worth  due  welcome. 

The  ficknefs  hath  been  fomcwhat  hot  i’th’  Army, 

Which  happily  may  prove  more  doubt  than  danger. 

And  more  his  fear  than  fate  •,  yet  howfoever. 

An  honeft  care- 

Arch.  Ye  fay  right,  and  it  fliall  be  •, 

For  though  upon  my  life  ’tis  but  a rumor, 

A meet  opinion,  without  faith  or  fear  in’t  ^ 

For  Sir,  1 tl.ank  tleaven,  we  never  flood  more  healthy, 
Nevcr'more  high  and  lufty,  yet  to  fatisfie. 

We  cannot  be  too  curious,  or  too  careful 
Ofwhat  concerns  his  flate,  we’ll  draw  away.  Sir, 

And  lodge  at  further  diflance,  and  lefs  danger. 

Borof.  It  will  be  well. 

Anc.  It  will  be  very  feurvy : 

I fmcllitout,  it  flinks  abominably. 

Stir  it  no  more. 

Borof.  The  Duke,  Sir,  would  have  you  too, 

For  a fhort  day  or  two,  retire  to  your  own  houfc. 

Whither  himfelf  will  come  to  vifit  ye. 

And  give  ye  thanks. 

Anh.  I (hall  attend  his  pleafure. 

z^nc.  A trick,  a loufie  trick : fo  ho,  a trick  Boys. 

A'ch.  How  now,  what’s  that? 

Anc.  I thought  I had  found  a Hare,  Sir  , 

But ’tis  a Fox,  an  old  Fox,  fhaliwehunthim? 

Arch.  No  more  fuch  words. 

Borof.  The  Souldier’s  grown  too  fawey, 

You  mufl  tie  him  flraiter  up. 

Arch.  Idomybefl,  Sir-, 

But  men  of  free-born  minds  fometiraes  will  flie  out. 

Anc.  May  not  we  fee  the  Duke  ? 

Borof  Not  at  this  time.  Gentlemen, 

Your  General  knows  the  caufe. 

Anc.  We  have  no  Plague,  Sir, 

Unlefs  it  be  in  our  pay,  nor  no  Pox  neither  -, 

Or  if  we  had,  I hope  that  good  old  Courtier 
Will  not  deny  us  place  there. 

Pittf  Certain  my  Lord, 

Confidering  what  we  are,  and  what  we  have  done ; 

If  not,  what  need  ye  may  have,  ’twould  be  better, 

A great  deal  nobler,  and  tafte  honefter 
T o ufe  us  with  more  fvveetnefs  ^ men  that  dig 
, .'^nd  lafh  away  their  lives  at  the  Carts  tail. 

Double  our  comforts ; meat,  and  their  Mafters  thanks  too. 
When  they  work  well,  they  have  Men  of  our  quality. 
When  they  do  well,  and  venture  for’t  with  valour, 


Fight  hard,  lye  hard,  feed  hard,  when  they  come  home.  Sir, 
And  know  thefe  are  deferving  things,  things  worthyj 
Can  you  then  blame ’em  if  their  minds  a little 
Be  Hir’d  with  glory  ? ’tis  a pride  becomes  ’em, 

A little  feafon’d  w'ith  ambition, 

Toberefpea:ed,  reckon’d  well,  and  honour’d 

For  what  they  have  done ; when  to  come  home  thus  poorly, 

And  met  with  fuch  unjointed  joy,  fo  looked  on. 

As  if  we  had  done  no  more  but  dreft  a Horfe  well 
So  entertain’d,  as  if,  1 thank  ye  Gentlemen, 

Take  that  to  drink,  had  pow’r  to  pleafe  a Souldier  ? 

Where  be  the  fhouts,  the  Bells  rung  out,  the  people  .> 

The  Prince  himfelf? 

Arch.  Peace:  I perceive  your  eye,  Sir, 

Is  fixt  upon  thi^  Captain  for  his  freedom, 

And  happily  you  find  his  tongue  too  forward  j 
As  I am  Mailer  of  the  place  1 carry,  . 

’Tis  fit  I think  fo  too  *,  but  were  I this  man. 

No  ftronger  tie  upon  me,  than  the  truth 
And  tongue  to  tell  it,  I ihould  fpeak  as  he  do’s,] 

And  think  with  modefty  enough,  fuch  Saints 

That  daily  thrufl  their  loves  and  lives  throughjhazards. 

And  fearlefs  for  their  Countries  peace,  march  hourly 
Through  all  the  doors  of  death,  and  know  the  darkeft. 
Should  better  be  canoniz’d  for  their  fervice : 

What  labour  would  thefe  men  neg'efl,  what  danger 
Where  honour  is,  though  feated  in  a Billow, 

Rifiug  as  high  as  Heaven,  would  not  thefe  Souldiers, 

Like  to  fo  many  Sea  gods  charge  up  to  it  ? 

Do  you  fee  thefe  fwords  ? times  Sy  the  was  ne’er  fo  lharp,Sir  ^ 
Nor  ever  at  one  harveft  mow’d  fuch  handfuls : 

Thoughts  ne’er  fo  fudden,  nor  belief  fo  fure 
When  they  are  drawn,  and  were  it  not  fometimes 
1 fwim  upon  their  angers  to  allay  ’em, 

And  like  a calm  deprefs  their  fell  intentions-. 

They  are  fo  deadly  fure,  nature  would  fuller 

And  whofe  are  all  thefe  glories  ? why,  their  Princes, 

Their  Countries,  and  their  Friends  ? Alas,  of  all  thefe, 
And  all  the  happy  ends  they  bring,  the  blclTings, 

They  only  (hare  the  labours : A little  joy  then. 

And  outlidc  ofa  welcome,  atanuplhot 
Would  not  have  done  amifs.  Sir  -,  but  howfoever 
Between  me  and  my  duty,  no  crack.  Sir, 

Shall  dare  appear : I hope  by  my  example 
No  difeontent  in  them  : without  doubt  Gentlemen, 

The  Duke  will  both  look  fuddenly  and  truly 

On  your  deferts : Methinks’twerc  good  they  were  paid.  Sir. 

Bor.  They  lhall  be  immediately  •,  I flay  for  money ; 

And  any  favour  elfe 

Arch.  W'c  are  all  bound  to  ye  ^ 

And  fo  I take  my  leave.  Sir  -,  v/hen  the  Duke  pleafls 
To  make  me  worthy  of  his  eyes 

Bor.  Which  will  be  fuddenly, 

I know  his  good  thoughts  to  ye. 

Arch.  With  all  duty. 

And  all  humility,  I lhall  attend.  Sir.  (tisfied. 

Bor.  Once  more  you  are  welcome  home ; thefe  fliJiII  be  fa- 

The.  Be  fure  we  be : and  handfomly. 

Arch.  Wait  you  on  me.  Sir. 

The.  Andhoneflly:  nojugling. 

Arch.  Will  ye  come.  Sir?  {^Exit. 

Bor.  Pray  do  not  doubt. 

The.  We  are  no  Boys.  jfExit. 

Enter  a Gent,  and  Z or  i with  Mony. 

Bor.  Well  Sir.  (Lordihip. 

Cent.  Here’s  mony  from  the  Duke,  and’t  pleafe  your 

Bor.  ’Tis  well. 

Gent.  How  fowre  the  Souldiers  look  ? 

Bor.  Is’t  told  ? 

Gent.  Yes,  and  for  every  company  a double  pay. 

And  the  Dukes  love  to  all. 

Anc.  That’s  worth  a Ducket. 

Bor.  You  that  be  Officers,  fecit  difeharg’d  then, 

Why  do  not  you  take  it  up  ? 

Anc. 
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Jkc.  ’Tis  too  heavy  ; 

’Bodyo’me,  I have  ftrain’d  mine  arm. 

'Bor.  Do  ye  fcorn  it  ? 

j4nc.  Has  your  Lorfhip  any  dice  about  ye?  lit  round 
And  come  on  feven  for  my  fhare.  (Gentlemen, 

Put.  Do  you  think  Sir, 

This  is  the  end  we  fight  ? can  this  durt  draw,  us 
To  fuch  a flupid  tamenefs , that  our  fervice 
Negleded,  and  look’d  lamely  on,  and  skew’d  at 
With  a few  honourable  words,  and  this,  is  righted? 

Have  not  we  eyes  and  ears,  to  hear  and  fee  Sir, 

And  minds  to  underfiand  the  flights  we  carry  ? 

I come  home  old,  and  full  of  hurts, men  look  on  me 
As  if  I had  got  ’em  from  a whore,  and  Ihun  me  *, 

I tell  my  griefs,  and  fear  my  wants,  I am  anfwer’d, 

Alas ’tis  pity ! pray  dine  with  me  on  Sunday: 

Thele  are  the  fores  we  are  lick  of,  the  minds  maladies. 

And  can  this  cure  ’em  ? you  Ihould  have  us’d  us  nobly, 

And  for  our  doing  well,  as  well  proclaim’d  us 
To  the  worlds  eye,have  Ihew’d  and  fainted  us. 

Then  ye  had  paid  us  bravely:  then  we  had  Ihin’d  Sir, 

Not  in  this  gilded  fluffbut  in  our  glory : 

You  may  take  back  your  mony. 
gent.  This  I fear’d  ftill. 

Bor.  Confider  better  Gentlemen. 

Anc.  Thank  your  Lordlhip: 

And  now  Tie  put  on  my  confidering  cap : 

My  Lord,  that  1 am  no  Courtier,  you  may  guels  it 
By  having  no  fute  to  you  for  this  mony : 

For  though  I want,  I want  not  this,  nor  lhall  not, 

Whillt  you  want  that  civility  to  rank  it 

With  thole  rights  we  expeded  i mony  grows  Sir, 

And  men  mult  gather  it,  all  is  not  put  in  one  purfe. 

And  that  I am  no  Carter,  I could  never  whiftle  yet : 

But  that  I am  a Souldier,  and  a Gentleman, 

And  a fine  Gentleman,  and’t  like  your  honour. 

And  a molt  pleafant  companion : all  you  that  are  witty. 
Come  lift  to  my  ditty  : comefet  in  boyes. 

With  your  Lordlhips  patience.  L^ong. 

How  do  you  like  my  Song,  my  Lord?  (better, 

Bor.  Even  as  I like  your  lelf,  but  ’twould  be  a great  deal 
You  would  prove  a great  deal  wifer,  and  take  this  mony. 

In  your  own  phrale  1 fpeak  now  Sir,  and  ’tis  very  well 
You  have  learn’d  to  ling  j for  fince  you  prove  fo  liberal. 

To  refufe  fuch  means  as  this,  maintain  your  voice  ftill, 

’Twill  prove  your  bell  friend. 

Anc.  ’Tis  a finging  age  Sir, 

A merry  moon  here  now : Tie  follow  it : 

Fidling,  and  fooling  now,  gains  more  than  fighting. 

'Bor.  What  is’t  you  blench  at.'  what  would  you  ask?  fpeak 
Sol.  And  fo  we  dare : a triumph  for  the  General,  (freely. 
Put.  And  then  an  honour  fpecial  to  his  vertue. 

Anc.  That  we  may  be  prefer’d  that  have  ferv’d  for  it. 

And  cram’d  up  into  favour  like  the  worlhipfiil. 

At  Icafl;  upon  the  Cities  charge  made  drunk 

For  one  whole  year  *,  we  have  done  ’em  ten  years  fervice ; 

That  we  may  enjoy  our  lechery  without  grudging. 

And  mine,  or  thine  be  nothing,  all  things  equal. 

And  catch  as  catch  may,  be  proclaim’d : that  when  we  bor- 
And  have  no  will  to  pay  again,  no  Law  ( row. 

Lay  hold  upon  us,  nor  no  Court  controule  us. 

'Bor.  Some  of  thefe  may  come  to  pafs ; the  Duke  may  do 
And  no  doubt  will : the  General  will  find  too,  ( ’em, 
And  fo  will  you,  if  you  but  ftay  with  patience : 1 have  no 
Put.  Nor  will;  come  fellow  Souldiers.  (power, 

Bor.  Pray  be  not  fo  diftruftfull. 

Put.  There  are  waies  yet. 

And  honeft  waies ',  we  are  not  brought  up  Statues. 

Anc.  If  your  Lordlhip 

Have  any  filk  frockings,  that  have  holes  i’th’  heels, 

Or  ever  an  honourable  CalTock  that  wants  buttons, 
j I could  have  cur’d  fuch  maladies ; your  Lordlhips  cuftome 
i And  my  good  Ladies,  if  the  bones  want  fetting 
In  her  old  bodies 

I ' 


Bor.  This  is  dilbbedience. 

Anc.  Eight  pence  a day,  and  hard  Eggs. 

Put.  Troop  off  Gentlemen, 

Some  Coin  we  have,  whilftthislafts,  or  our  credits, 

We’l  never  fell  our  Generals  worth  for  fix-pence. 

Ye  are  beholding  to  us. 

Anc.  Fare  ye  well  Sir, 

And  buy  a pipe  with  that : do  ye  fee  this  skarf  Sir  ? 

By  this  hand  i’le  cry  Brooms  in’t,  birchen  Brooms  Sir, 

Before  I eat  one  bit  from  your  benevolence. 

Now  to  our  old  occupations  again. 

By  your  leave  Lord.  ( Sxeum. 

. Bor.  You  wiil  bite  when  ye  are  lharper  5 take  up  the 
This  love  I muft  remove, this  fondnefs  to  him,  (mony. 

This  tendernefs  of  heart  ^ I have  loft  my  way  elfe. 

There  is  no  fending  man,  they  will  not  take  it. 

They  are  yet  too  full  of  pillage, 

They’l  dance  for’t  ere’t  be  long  .* 

Come,  bring  it  after. 

Enter  Duke. 

Duke.  How  now,  refus’d  their  mony  ? 

'Bor.  Very  bravely. 

And  ftand  upon  fuch  terms  ’tis  terrible. 

Duke.  Where’s  Archoi  ? 

'Bor.  He’s  retir’d  Sir,  to  his  houfe. 

According  to  your  pleafure,  full  of  dutie 

To  outward  Ihew : but  what  within  - 

Duke.  Refufe  it  ? 

Bor.  Moft  confidently : ’tis  not  your  revenues 
Can  feed  then)Sir,and  yet  they  have  found  a General 
That  knows  no  ebbe  of  bountie  : there  they  eat  Sir, 

And  loath  your  invitations. 

Duke.  ’Tis  not  polTible, 

He’s  poor  as  they. 

Bor.  You’l  find  it  otherwile. 

Pray  make  your  journey  thither  prefently. 

And  as  ye  goe  I’lc  open  ye  a wonder. 

Good  Sir  this  morning. 

Duke.  Follow  me.  Pie  doe  it. 

SCENA  II. 

Enter  Olympia,  Alinda,  Burris,  and  Gentlevto^. 

Olym.  But  do  you  think  my  Brother  loves  her  ? 

'Bur.  Certain  Madam, 

He  fpeaks  much  of  her,  and  fometimes  with  wonder. 

Oft  wilhes  Ihe  were  nobler  born. 

Olym.  Do  you  think  him  honeft  ? 

Bur.  Your  Grace  is  nearer  to  his  heart,  than  I am. 

Upon  my  life  I hold  him  fo. 

Olym.  ’Tis  a poor  wench, 

I would  not  have  her  wrong’d : methinks  ray  Brother-=—  . 
But  I muft  not  give  rules  to  his  afieftions  j 

Yet  if  he  weigh  her  worth 

Bur.  You  need  not  fear  Madam. 

Olym.  I hope  1 lhall  not : Lord  'Burris 
I love  her  well ; I know  not,  there  is  fomething 
Makes  me  beftow  more  than  a care  upon  her ; 

I do  not  like  that  ring  from  him  to  her ; 

I mean  to  women  of  her  way,  luch  tokens 
Rather  appear  as  baits,  than  royal  bounties ; 

I would  not  have  it  fo. 

Bur.  You  will  not  find  it. 

Upon  my  troth  I think  his  moft  ambition 

Is  but  to  let  the  world  know  h’asa  handfom  Miftris: 

Will  your  grace  command  me  any  fervice  to  him  ? 

Olym.  Remember  all  my  duty. 

Bur.  Bleflings  crown  ye  : 

What’s  your  will  Lady  ? 

Al.  Any  thing  that’s  honeft 
And  if  you  think  it  fit,  lb  poor  a fervice. 

Clad  in  a ragged  vertue,  may  reach  him , 

I do  befeech  your  Lordlhip  fpeak  it  humbly. 

. . 
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^nr.  Fair  one  I will : inthe  belt  phrafel  have  too, 

And  I'o  I kifs your  hand.  , ^ ■ . {.Exit. 

JL  Your  Lordfhips  Servant. 

Olym.  Come  hither  wench,  what  art  thou  doing  with  thai: 
M.  I am  looking  on  the  pofie,  Madam.  (Ring  ? 

Olym.  What  is’t  ? 

(lAI.  The  Jewel’s  fet  within. 

Olym.  But  where  the  joy  wench, 

When  that  invifible  Jewel’s  loft  ? why  doft  thou  finile  fo  ? 
What  unhappy  meaning  haft  thou  ? 
nAl.  Nothing  Madam, 

But  only  thinking  what  Itrange  fpells  theft  Rings  have, 

And  how  they  work  with  fome. 

^et.  I fear  with  you  too. 

Al.  This  could  not  coft  above  a Crown. 

Pet.  ’T will  coft  you 

The  (having  of  your  crown,  if  not  the  walking. 

Olym.  But  he  that  lent  it,  makes  the  vertue  greater. 

Al.  I and  the  vice  too  Madam:  goodnefs  blefs  me  .* 

How  fit  ’tis  for  my  finger 
2 IV.  No  doubt  youT  find  too 
A finger  fit  for  you. 

Al.  Sirrah,  Petefca^ 

What  wilt  thou  give  me  for  the  good  that  follows  this  ? 

But  thou  haft  Rings  enough,  thou  art  provided  : 

Heigh  ho,  what  muft  I doemow  ? 

Pet.  You’!  be  taught  that. 

The  eafieft  part  that  e're  you  learn’t,  I warrant  you. 

Al.  Ay  me,  ay  me. 

Pet.  You  will  divide  too,  Ihortly, 

Your  voice  comes  finely  forward. 

Olym.  Come  hither  wanton. 

Thou  art  not  furely  as  thou  faift. 

Al.  I would  not : 

But  fure  there  is  a witchcraft  in  this  Ring,  Lady, 

Lord  how  my  heart  leaps ! 

Pet.  ’T will  goe  pit  a pat  Ihortly. 

Al.  And  now  methinks  a thoufand  of  the  Dukes  lhapes. 

2 W.  Will  no  left  ftrve  ye  ? 

• cAl.  In  ten  thoufand  fmiles. 

Olym.  Heaven  blefs  the  wench. 

Al.  With  eyes  that  will  not  be  deni’d  to  enter  j 
And  fuch  foft  fweet  embraces  •,  take  it  from  me, 

I am  undone  elft  Madam : I ’m  loft  el  ft. 

Olym.  What  ailes  thegirle? 

Al.  How  fuddenly  I ’m  alter’d  I 
And  grown  my  ftlf  again ! do  not  you  feel  it  ? 

Olym.  Wear  that,  and  I’le  wear  this  : 
rie  try  the  ftrength  on’t. 

Al.  How  cold  my  bloud  grows  now  1 
Here’s  lacred  vertue : 

When  I leave  to  honour  this, 

Every  hour  to  pay  a kifs. 

When  each  morning  I arift. 

Or  I forget  a facrifice : 

When  this  figure  in  my  faith, 

And  the  pureneft  that  it  hath, 

I purfue  not  with  my  will. 

Nearer  to  arrive  at  ftill : 

When  I loft,  or  change  this  Jewel, 

Flie  me  faith,  and  heaven  be  cruel. 

Olym.  You  have  half  confirm’d  me. 

Keep  but  that  way  fure. 

And  what  this  charm  can  doe,  let  me  endure. 


Ar.  What’s  that  to  you  ? 
Let  him  bring  what  pleafe  him. 
And  whom,  and  how. 

The.  So  they  mean  well  
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SCENA  III. 


Archas,  Theodore,  iDmghters  HonoraW  Viola. 

Ar.  Carry  your  ftlf  difcreetly,  it  concerns  me. 

The  Duke’s  come  in,  none  of  your  froward  paflions, 
Nornodiftaftsto  any:  Prethee  Theodor, 

By  my  life,  boy,  ’twill  ruine  me. 

The.  I have  done  Sir, 

So  there  be  no  foul  play  he  brings  along  with  him. 


Ar.  Is’t  fit  you  be  a Judge  firrah  ? 

The.  ’Tis'fit  I feel  Sir. 

Ar.  Get  9 banquet  ready. 

And  trim  your  felves  up  handfomly. 

The.  To  what  end 
Do  you  mean  to  make  ’em  whores } 

Hang  up  a fign  then. 

And  ftt  ’em  out  to  Livery. 

Ar.  Whoft  fon  art  thou  ? 

The.  Yours  Sir,  I hope : but  not  of  your  dilgraces. 

Ar.  Full  twenty  thouland  men  I have  commanded. 

And  all  their  minds,  with  this  calm’d  all  their  angers  • 

And  lhall  a boy  of  mine  own  breed  too,  of  mine  own  blood 

One  crooked  ftick ’ 

The.  Pray  take  your  way,  and  thrive  in’t. 

Vie  quit  your  houft  •,  if  taint  or  black  dilhonour 
Light  on  ye,  ’tis  your  own,  I have  no  lhare  in’t. 

Yet  if  it  do  fall  out  fo,  as  1 fear  it. 

And  partly  find  it  too  

Ar.  Haft  thou  no  reverence  ? 

No  dutie  in  thee 
The.  This  lhall  fliew  I obey  ye  ; 

1 dare  not  ftay : I would  have  Ihew’d  my  love  too, 

And  that  you  ask  as  duty,  with  my  life  Sir, 

Had  you  but  thought  me  worthy  of  your  hazards, 

Which  heaven  preftrve  ye  from,  and  keep  the  Duke  too  .* 
And  there’s  an  end  of  my  wilhes,  God  be  with  ye.  [^Ex/t. 
eAr.  Stubborn,  yet  full  of  that  we  all  love,  honefty. 

Enter  Burris. 

Lord  'Burris,  where’s  the  Duke  ? 

Bur.  In  the  great  chamber  Sir, 

And  there  ftayes  till  he  fee  you,  ye  ’have  a fine  houft  here. 

Ar.  A poor  contented  lodge,  unfit  for  his  prefence. 

Yet  all  the  joy  it  hath. 

Bur.  I hope  a great  one,  and  for  your  good,  brave  Sir. 

Ar.  I thank  ye  Lord: 

And  now  my  fervice  to  the  Duke. 

Bur.  rie  wait  on  ye.  £ Extm. 


Enter  Duke,  Boroskcy,  Cent,  and  Attendants. 

Duke.  May  this  be  credited  ? 

Bor.  Difgrace  me  clfe. 

And  never  more  with  favour  look  upon  me.  , 

Duke.  It  feems  impolfible.  ' % 

Bor.  It  cannot  chuft  Sir, 

Till  your  own  eyes  behold  it ; but  that  it  is  fo, 

And  that  by  this  means  the  too  haughtie  Souldier 
das  been  fo  cramm’d  and  fed,he  cares  not  for  ye*. 

Believe,  or  let  me  perifh : Let  your  eyes 
As  you  obftrve  the  houft,  but  where  1 point  it, 

Vlake  ftay,  and  take  a view,  and  then  you  have  found  it. 

Enter  Archas,  Burris,  a Daughters,  and  Servant. 

-D«.  rie  follow  your  direftion:  welcome  Archas, 

You  are  welcome  home  brave  Lord,  we  are  come  to  vilit  ye, 
And  thank  ye  for  your  ftrvice. 

Ar.  ’Twas  fo  poor  Sir, 
n true  relpedJ  of  what  I owe  your  Highneft, 

It  merits  nothing. 

Du.  Are  theft  fair  ones  yours,  Lord  ? 

Ar.  Their  Mother  made  me  think  fo  Sir. 

Du.  Stand  op  Ladies ; 

Belhrew  my  heart  they  are  fair  ones methinks  fitter 
The  luftre  of  the  Court,  than  thus  live  darken’d  : 

I would  fee  your  houft  Lord  Archas,  it  appears  tome 
A handfom  pile. 

^ Ar.  ’Tis  neat  but  no  great  ftrudbirc  *, 
rie  be  your  Graces  guide,  give  me  the  keyes  there. 

Du.  Lead  on,  we’l  follow  ye ; begin  with  the  Gallery, 
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think  that’s  one. 

Arc.  ’Tis  fo,  and’t  pleafe  ye,  Sir, 

The  reft  above  are  lodgings  all. 

Dit.  Goon,  Sir.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Theodore,  Putskey,  and  d/fncient. 


Above  the  reft,  unlefs  it  contain’d  fomething 
More  excellent,  and  curious  of  keeping? 
Open’t,  for  I will  fee  it. 

Arc.  The  Keys  are  loft,  Sir ; 

Does  your  Grace  think  if  it  were  fit  for  you, 

1 could  be  fo  unmannerly  ? 

Du.  1 will  fee  it,  and  either  fliew  it 

Arc.  Good  Sir 


Putf.  The  Duke  gone  thither,  do  you  fay  ? 

The.  Yes  marry  do  I, 

And  all  the  Ducklings  too^  but  what  they’ll  do  there 

Tutf.  I hope  they’ll  crown  his  fervice. 

The.  WithaCuftardi 

This  is  no  weather  for  rewards ; they  crown  his  fervice  ? 
lather  they  go  to  (have  his  Crown : I was  rated 
As  if  I had  been  a Dog  had  worried  Sheep,  out  of  doors, 

■or  making  but  a doubt. 

They  muft  now  grace  him. 

The.  Mark  but  the  end.  (him. 

Anc.  I amfurethey  fhould  reward  him,  they  cannot  want 
The.  They  that  want  honefty,  want  any  thing. 

Putf.  The  Duke  is  fo  noble  in  his  own  thoughts. 

The.  That  I grant  ye, 

If  thofe  might  only  fway  hitn ; but  ’tis  moft  certain. 

So  many  new  born  Flies  his  light  gave  life  to, 

Buzze  in  his  beams,  Flelh-flics,  and  Butterflies, 

Hornets,  and  humming  Scarabs,  that  not  one  honey  Bee 
That’s  loaden  with  true  labour,  and  brings  home 
Encreafe  and  Credit,  can  ’fcape  rifling. 

And  what  fhe  fucks  for  fweet,they  turn  to  bltternefs.  (’em.? 
Anc.  Shall  we  go  fee  what  they  do,  and  talk  our  mind  to 
Putf  That  we  have  done  too  much,  and  to  no  purpofe. 
Anc.  Shall  we  be  hang’d  for  him  ? 

I have  a great  mind  to  be  hang’d  now  (take  me. 

For  doing  Ibrac  brave  thing  for  him  *,  a worle  end  will 
And  for  an  adlion  of  no  worth  *,  not  honour  him  ? 

Upon  my  Conlcience,  even  the  Devil,  the  very  Devil 
(Not  to  belie  him)  thinks  him  an  honeft  man,  (years, 

1 am  fure  he  has  fent  him  fouls  any  time  thefe  twenty 
Able  to  furnifli  all  his  Fifli-markets. 

The.  Leave  thy  talking. 

And  come,  let’s  go  to  dinner  and  drink  to  him. 

We  lhall  hear  more  ere  fupper  time  .•  if  he  be  honour’d, 
He  has  deferv’d  it  well,  and  we  lhall  fight  for’t ; 

If  he  be  ruin’d,  fo,  we  know  the  worftthen, 

And  for  my  felf.  I’ll  meet  it. 

Putf  I ne’r  fear  it.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Duke-,  Archas,  Boroskey,  Burris,  Gentlemen, 
and  Attendants. 

Du.  They  are  handfome  rooms  all,  well  contriv’d  and 
[ml I of  convenience,  the  prolped’s  excellent.  (fitted, 
Arc.  Now  will  your  Grace  pafs  down,  and  do  me  but 
To  tafte  a Countrey  Banquet .?  (the  honour 

Du.  What  room’s  that? 

I would  fee  all  now  •,  what  conveyance  has  it  ? 

I fee  you  have  kept  the  beft  part  yet  *,  pray  open  it. 

Arc.  Ha  1 I mifdoubted  this : ’tis  of  no  receipt.  Sir, 

For  your  eyes  moft:  unfit 

Du.  I long  to  fee  it,  (lent  painting, 

Becaufe  I would  judge  of  the  whole  piece : fome  excel- 
Or  Ibme  rare  fpoils  you  would  keep  to  entertain  me 
Another  time,  1 know. 

Aac.  In  troth  there  is  not, 

Nor  any  thing  worth  your  fight  j below  I have 
Some  Fountains,  and  fome  Ponds. 

Du.  I would  fee  this  now. 

Ar.  Boroskie,  thou  art  a Knave  it  contains  nothing 
But  rubbilh  from  the  other  rooms  and  unncceflaries : 

VVill’t  pleafe  you  lee  a ftrange  Clock  ? 

Du.  This  or  nothing ; {Little  Trunk^ready. 

V V hy  Ihould  you  bar  it  up  thus  with  defences 


Du.  Thank  ye,  Archas, 

You  fhew  your  love  abundantly, 

Do  I ufe  to  entreat  thus  ? forCe  it  open. 

Bur.  That  were  inhofpitable;,  you  are  hisGueft,  Sir, 

And  with  his  greateft  joy,  to  entertain  ye. 

Du.  Hold  thy  peace,  fool  ■,  will  ye  open  it  ? 

Arc.  Sir,  1 cannot. 

I muft  not  if  1 could. 

J :t  (jo,  break  it  open.  (tlemen. 

Arc.  I mult  withltand  that  force ; Be  not  too  rafli,  Gen- 
Du.  Unarm  him  firft,  then  if  he  be  not  obftinate 
Preferve  his  life. 

Arc.  I tnank  your  Grace,  I take  it ; 

And  now  take  you  the  Keys,  go  in,  and  fee.  Sir  •,  (tor, 
There  feed  your  eyes  with  wonder,  and  thank  that  Tray- 
That  thing  that  fells  his  faith  for  favour.  {Exit  Di 
Bur.  Sir,  what  moves  ye?  (dasA 

Arc.  1 have  kept  mine  pure : Lord  Burris,  there’s  a Ju- 
Thatfor  afmile  will  fell  ye  all.-  a Gentleman? 

The  Devil  has  more  truth,  and  has  maintain’d  itj 
A Whores  heart  more  belief  in’t. 

Enter  D^  ke. 

Du.  What’s  all  this,  Archas? 

I cannot  blame  you  to  conceal  it  fo, 

This  moft  ineftimable  Treafure.  Ar.  Yours  Sir. 

Du.  Nordo  I wonder  now  the  Souldier  Heights  me.. 

Arc.  Be  not  deceiv’d  •,  he  has  had  no  favour  here,  Sir, 

Nor  had  you  known  this  now,  but  for  that  Pick-thank, 

The  loft  man  in  his  faith,  he  has  reveal’d  it, 

To  fuck  a little  honey  from  ye  has  betray’d  it, 

1 fwear  he  fmiles  upon  me,  and  forfworn  too, 

Thou  crackt,  uncurrant  Lord  : I’ll  tell  ye  all.  Sir  .• 

Your  Sire,  before  his  death,  knowing  your  temper,- 
To  be  as  bounteous  as  the  air,  and  open. 

As  flowing  as  the  Sea  to  all  that  follow’d  ye, 

Your  great  mind  fit  for  War  and  Glory,  thriftily 
Like  a great  Husband  to  preferve  your  adions, 

Collected  all  this  treafure to  our  trufts. 

To  mine  I mean,  and  to  that  long-tongu’d  Lord’s  there, 
Hegavethe  knowledg  and  the  charge  of  all  this, 

Upon  his  death  Bed  too ; And  on  the  Sacrament 
He  fwore  us  thus , never  to  let  this  Treafure 
Part  from  our  fecret  keepings,  till  no  hope 
Of  Subjedf  could  relieve  ye,  all  your  own  wafted, 

No  help  of  thofe  that  lov’d  ye  could  fupply  ye. 

And  then  fome  great  exploit  a foot  ^ my  honefty 
I would  have  kept  till  I had  made  this  uleful  5 
I Ihew’d  it,  and  1 ftood  it  to  the  tempeft, 

And  ufeful  to  the  end  ’twas  left : I am  cozen’d. 

And  fo  are  you  too,  if  you  fpend  this  vainly  9 
This  Worm  that  crept  into  yc  has  abus’d  ye, 

■ Abus’d  your  fathers  care,  abus’d  his  Faith  too  « 

Nor  can  this  mafs  of  money  make  him  man  more, 

A flea’d  Dog  has  more  foul,  an  Ape  more  honefty  y 
All  mine  ye  have  amongft  it,  farewel  that, 

I cannot  part  with’t  nobler ; my  heart’s  clear. 

My  Confcience  fmooth  as  that,  no  rub  upon’t : 

But  O thy  Hell ! 

Bor.  1 feek  no  Heaven  from  you.  Sir. 

Arc.  Thy  gnawing  Hell,  Boroskey,  it  will  find  thee: 
Would  ye  heap  Coalsuponhis  head  has  wrong’d  ye^ 

Has  ruin’d  your  eftate  ? give  him  this  money, 

Melt  it  into  his  mouth. 

Du.  What  little  Trunk’s  that? 

That  there  o’th’  top,  that’s  lockt  ? 

Bor.  You’ll  find  it  rich,  Sir, 
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Richer  I think  than  all. 

Jrc.  You  were  not  covetous, 

Nor  wont  to  weave  your  thoughts  with  fuch  a courienels  *, 
Pray  rack  not  Fionefty.  _ 

Bor.  Be  fur  e you  fee  it. 

Dh.  Brir,g  out  the  Trunk. 

Enter  with  the 

Jrc.  You’ll  find  that  treafure  too, 

All^x  have  left  me  now. 

Dh.  What’s  this,  a poor  Gown? 

And  this  a piece  of  Seneca  ? 

Arc.  Yes  fur  e,  Sir,  , 

More  worth  than  al]  your  Gold,  yet  ye  have  enough  on  t, 
And  of  a Mine  far  purer,  and  more  precious  ^ 

This  fells  no  friends,  nor  fearches  into  counfels,  _ 

And  yet  all  counlel,  and  all  friends  live  here,  Sir^ 

Betrays  no  Faith,  yet  handles  all  that  s trully : 

Will’t  pleafe  you  leave  me  this  ? 

Dh.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir. 

Ar.  What  fays  your  Lordlhip  to’t  ? 

Bor.  I dare  not  rob  ye.  (both; 

Arc.  Poor  miferable  men,  you  have  rob’d  your  felves 
This  Gown,  and  this  unvalu’d  Treafure,  your  brave  Father, 
Found  me  a Child  at  School  with,  in  his  progrefs. 

Where  fuch  a love  he  took  to  fome  few  anfwers. 

Unhappy  Boyilhtoys  hit  in  my  head  then. 

That  fuddenly  I made  him,  thus  as  I was, 

(For  here  was  all  the  Wealth  1 brought  his  Hlghnefs) 

He  carried  me  to  Court,  there  bred  me  up. 

Bellow’d  his  favours  on  me,  taught  me  the  Arms  firlt. 
With  thofe  an  honelt  mind  ; 1 fcrv’d him  truly. 

And  where  he  gave  me  trull,  I think  I fail’d  not ; 

Let  the  World  fpeak.-  I humbly  thank  your  Highnefs, 

You  have  done  more,  and  nobler,  cas’d  mine  age,  Sir  ^ 

And  to  this  care  a fair  Quietus  given , 

Now  to  my  Book  again. 

Dh.  You  have  your  wifh,  Sir, 

Let  fome  bring  off  the  treafure. 

Bor.  Some  is  his.  Sir. 

Arc.  None,  none,  a poor  unworthy  reaper. 

The  Harvelt  is  his  Graces. 

Dit.  Thank  you,  Archas. 

Arc.  But  will  not  you  repent,  Lord?  when  this  is  gone 
Where  will  your  Lordlhip? 

Bor.  Pray  take  you  no  care.  Sir. 

Arc.  Does  your  Grace  like  my  Houfe  ? 

Dh.  Wondrous  well,  Archas., 

Vou  have  made  me  richly  welcome. 

Arc.  I did  my  bell,  Sir. 

Is  there  any  thing  elfe  may  pleafe  your  Grace? 

T)h.  Your  Daughters 
I had  forgot,  fend  them  to  Court. 

Arc.  How’s  that,  Sir  ? 

Dh.  I faid' your  Daughters-,  fee  it  done:  I’ll  have ’em 
Attend  my  Siller,  t^rchas. 

Arc.  Thank  your  Highnefs. 

Dh.  And  fuddenly.  {_Exit. 

Arc.  Through  all  the  ways  I dare, 

I’ll  lerve  yoijr  temper,  though  you  try  me  far..  {Exit. 


ABfM  TertilfS.  ScenaVrima. 

Theodore,  Putskey,  Ancient  and  Servant. 

The.  I wonder  we  hear  no  news. 

Tntf.  Here’s  your  fathers  fervant. 

He  comes  in  halte  too,  now  we  lhall  know  all,  Sir. 

The.  How  now? 

Ser.  I am  glad  I have  met  you.  Sir  ^ your  father 
Intreats  you  prefently  make  halle  unto  him. 

The.  What  news  ? 


Ser.  None  of  the  bell.  Sir,  I am  alham’d  to  tell  it. 

Pray  ask  no  more. 

The.  Did  not  I tell  ye.  Gentlemen  ? 

Did  not  I prophefie  ? he’s  undone  then. 

Ser.  Not  lb.  Sir,  butasnearit 

Futf.  There’s  no  help  now  ^ 

The  Army’s  fcatter’d  all,  through  difcontent. 

Not  to  be  rallied  up  in  halle  to  help  this. 

Anc.  Plague  of  the  Devil;  have  ye  watch’d  your  feafons  ? 
We  lhall  watch  you  ere  long. 

The.  Farewel,  there’s  no  cure. 

We  mull  endure  all  now:  1 know  what  I’ll  do. 

{Exeunt  Theodore  and  Servant. 
Pntf.  Nay,  there’s  no  Itriving,  they  have  a hand  upon  us, 
A heavy  and  a hard  one. 

Anc.  Now  I have  it. 

We  have  yet  fome  Gentlemen,  fome  Boys  of  mettle, 
(What,  are  webob’d  thus  Hill,  coltcd,  and  carted  ?) 

And  one  mad  trick  we’ll  have  to  lhame  thefe  Vipers ; 

Shall Iblefs  ’em? 

Pntf.  Farewel;  I have  thought  my  way  too.  {Exit. 
Anc.  Were  never  fuch  rare  Cries  in  ChriHendome, 

As  cAfofco  lhall  afford : we’ll  live  by  fooling 

Now  fighting’s  gone,  and  they  fliail  find  and  feel  it.  {Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Archas,  Honora,  and  Viola. 

y/r.No  more,  it  mull  befoido  you  think  I would  fend  ye. 

Your  father  and  your  friend 

E'tol.  Pray  Sir,  be  good  to  us, 

Alas,  we  know  no  Court,  nor  feek  that  knowledge  ; 

We  are  content  with  harmlefs  things  at  home, 

Children  of  your  content,  bred  up  in  quiet. 

Only  to  know  our  felves,  to  feck  a Wifedome 
From  that  we  underlland,  calle  and  honelt; 

To  make  our  ajflions  worthy  of  your  Honour, 

Their  ends  as  innocent  as  we  begot  ’em ; 

Whatlliall  we  look  for  Sir,  what  lhall  we  learn  there. 
That  this  more  private  fwectnefs  cannot  teach  us  ? 
Veitucwas  never  built  upon  ambition. 

Nor  the  Souls  Beauties  bred  out  of  Bravery : 

What  a terrible  Father  would  you  feem  to  us. 

Now  you  have  moulded  us,  and  wrought  our  tempers 
Toealie  and  obedient  ways,  uncrooked. 

Where  the  fair  mind  can  never  lofe  nor  loiter. 

Now  to  divert  our  Natures,  now  to  Hem  us 
Roughly  againll  the  tide  of  all  this  treafure  ? 

Would  ye  have  us  proud  ? ’tis  fooncr  bred  than  buried ; 
Wickedly  proud  ? for  fuch  things  dwell  at  Court,  Sir. 

fJon.  Would  ye  have  your  Children  learn  to  forget  their 
And  when  he  dies  dance  on  his  Monument  ? (father, 
Shall  we  ftek  Verfue  in  a Sattin  Gown ; 

Embroider’d  Vertue?  Faith  ina  well-curl’d  Feather? 

And  fet  our  Credits  to  the  tune  of  green  fleeves  ? 

This  may  be  done ; and  if  you  like,  it  lhall  be. 

You  Ihould  have  fent  us  thither  when  we  were  younger. 

Our  maiden  heads  at  a higher  rate ; our  Innocence 
Able  to  make  a Mart  indeed : we  arc  now  too  old,  Sir, 
Perhaps  they’ll  think  too  cunning  too,  and  flight  us ; 

Befides,  we  are  altogether  unprovided, 

Unfurnilht  utterly  of  the  rules  Ihould  guide  us  .* 

This  Lord  comes,  licks  his  hand,  and  protefts  to  me ; 
Compares  my  Beauty  to  a thoufand  fine  things ; 
Mountains,  and  Fountains,  Trees,  and  Stars,  and  Goblins; 
Now  have  not  1 the  faith  for  to  believe  him  ; 

He  offers  me  the  honourable  courtefie. 

To  lye  with  me  all  night,  what  a mifery  isthis?  * 

I am  bred  up  fo  foolilhly,  alas,  I dare  not. 

And  how  madly  thele  things  will  Ihew  there. 

Arc.  I lend  ye  not, 

Like  parts  infedled,  to  draw  more  corruption  ; 

Like  Spiders  to  grow  great,  with  growing  evil: 

With  your  own  Vertues  feafon’d,  and  my  prayers. 
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The  Card  of  goodnefs  in  your  minds,  that  (hows  ye 

When  ye  fail  falfe ; the  needle  toucht  with  honour, 

That  through  theblackefhftorms,  ftill  points  at  happinefs  •, 
Your  Bodies  the  tall  barks,  rib’d  round  with  goodnefs, 

Your  Heavenly  Souls  the  Pilots,  thus  I fend  you  ^ 

Thus  1 prepare  your  Voyage-,  found  before  ye. 

And  ever  as  you  fail  through  this  Worlds  Vanity, 

Difc^ver  Sholes,  Rocks,  Qnickfands,  cry  out  to  ye. 

Like  a good  Mailer  tack  about  for  Honour : 

The  Court  is  Vertue’s  School,  at  lead  it  (hould  be 

Nearer  the  Sun  the  Mine  lies,  the  metal’s  purer  : 

Be  it  granted,  if  the  fpring  be  once  infedled, 

Thofe  Branches  that  flow  from  him  mud  run  muddy  ^ 

Say  you  find  fome  Sins  there,  and  thofe  rio  fmall  ones. 

And  they  likelazie  fits  begin  to  (hake  ye  ; 

Say  they  afffc'd  your  drengths,  my  happy  Children,  . . 

(jreat  things  through  greated  hazards  are  atchiev’d  dill, 
And  then  they  fhine,  then  goodnefs  has  his  glory, 

His  Crown  fad  rivetted,  then  time  moves  under. 

Where,  through  the  mid  of  errors,  like  the  Sun, 

Through  thick  and  pitchy  Clouds^  he  breaks  out  nobly. 

Hom.  I thank  you  Sir,  you  have  made  me  half  a Soul- 
I will  to  Court  mod  willingly,  mod  fondly.  (dier, 

And  if  there  be  fuch  dirring  things  amongd  ’em, 

Such  Travellers  into' f^irginia 
^ Fame  reports,  if  they  can  win  me,  take  me ; 

^Riink  I have  a clofe  Ward,  and  a lure  one  j 

An  honed  mind  I hope,  ’tis  petticoat-proof, 

Chain  proof,  and  Jewel-proof  ^ I know  ’tis  Gold  proof, 

A Coach  and  four  Horfes  cannot  draw.me  from  it: 

As  for  your  handfome  Faces,  and  filed  Tongues, 

Curl’d  Millers  heads,  I have  another  word  for  them, 

And  yet  I’ll  flatter  too,  as  fad  as  they  do. 

And  lye,  but  not  as  lewdly,  Come,  be  valiant,  Sider, 

She  that  dares  not  dand  the  pufh  o’th’  Court,  dares  nothing. 
And  yet  come  off  ungfaced  Sir,  like  you, 

We  both  affedt  great  da.ugers  now,  and  the  World  fnall  fee 
All  glory  lies  not  in  Mans  Vidtorie. 

Arc.  Mine  own  Honora.  * 

Viol.  I am  very  fearful. 

Would  I were  dronger  built : you  would  have  me  honed  ? 
Arc.  Or  not  at  all  my  VtoU. ' 

Viol.  I’ll  think  on’t. 

For ’tis  no  ea  fie  prom  ife,  and  live  there: 

Do  you  think  we  fhall  do  well  ? 

Hon.  Why,  whatfhould aliens? 

Vtol.  Certain  t-hey’ll  tempt  us  drongly ; be^de  the  glory 
Which  Women  may  affedt , they  are  handfom  Gentlemen, 
Every  part  fpeaks : nor  is  it  one  denial. 

Nor  two,  nor  ten  from  every  look  we  give  ’em. 

They’ll  frame  a hope-,  even  from  our  prayers,  promifes. 

Hon.  Let  ’em  feed  fo,  and  be  fat ; there  is  no  fear,  wench. 
Is  thoubeedfad  tothy  felf. 

Viol.  I hope  I fhall  be-. 

And  your  example  will  work  more. 

Enter  Theodore. 

Hon.,  Thou  (halt  not  want  it. 

The.  How  do  you.  Sir  ? can  you  lend  a man  an  Angel  ? 

I hear  you  let  out  money. 

Ar<x  Very  well.  Sir, 

Youare  pleafantly  difpos’d  I am  glad  to  fee  it. 

Can  you  lend  me  your  patience,  and  be  rul’d  by  me  ? 

The.  Is’t  come  to  patience  now  ? 

<tyTrc.  Is’tnota  Vertue? 

The.  I know  not.-  I ne’r  found  it  fo. 

Arc.  That’s  becaufe 

Thy  anger  ever  knows,  and  ndt  thy  judgment. 

' I know  you  have  been  rifl’d. 

Arc.  Nothing  lefs.  Boy  -, 

Lord,  what  opinions  thele  vain  People  publifh ! 

Rifl’d  of  what  ? 

The.  Study  your  Vertue,  Patience, 

It  may  get  Mudard  to  your  Meat.  Why  in  fuch  hade.  Sir. 

Sent  ye  for  me  ? 

zArc.  For  this  end  only,  Theodore, 

To  wait  upon  your Siders to  th?  Court-,  ' ' 

I am  commanded  they  live  there. 

The.  To  th’  Court,  Sir  ? 
u4rc.  To  th’  Court  I fay. 

The.  And  mud  1 wait  upon ’em? 

Arc.  Yes,  ’tis  mod  fit  you  fhould,  you  are  their  Brother. 

The.  Is  this  the  bufinefs  ? I had  thought  your  mind.  Sir, 

Had  been  fet  forward  on  fome  noble  adJion, 

Something  had  truly  dir’d  ye.  To  th’  Court  with  thefe  ? 
Why,  they  are  your  Daughters,  Sir. 
zArc.  All  this  I know.  Sir. 

The.  The  good  old  Woman  on  a Bed  he  threw  .- 
Toth’ Court? 

Arc.  Thou  art  mad. 

The.  Nordrunkas  youare.- 
Drunk  with  your  duty.  Sir.-  do  you  call  it  duty.? 

A pox  of  duty,  what  can  thefe  do  there .? 

What  fhould  they  do?.  Can  ye  look  Babies,  Siders, 

In  the  young  Gallants  eyes,  and  twirl  their  Band-drings  ? 

Can  ye  ride  out  to  air  your  felves?  Pray  Sir, 

Be  feriops  with  me,  do  -you  fpeak  this  truly  ? 1 

Arc.  Why,  didd  thou  never  hear  of  Women 

Yet  at  Court,  Boy? 

The.  Yes,  and  good  Women  too,  very  good  Women,  1 
Excellent  honed  Women:  but  are  you  fure,  Sir, 

That  thefe  will  prove  fo  ? 

Hon.  There’s  the  danger.  Brother.  • 

God  a-mercy  Wench,  thou  had  a grudging  of  it. 

Arc'.  Now  be  you  ferious,  Sir,  and  obferve  what  I fay, 

Do  it,  and  do  it  handfomly  go  with  ’em. 

The.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir  -,  I am  in  no  fault  now 

If  they  be  thought  Whores  for  being  in  my  Company  ^ 

Pray  write  upon  their  Backs,  they  are  my  Siders, 

And  where  1 fhall  deliver  ’em. 

Arc.  Ye  are  wondrous  jocund. 

But  prithee  tell  me,  art  thou  fo  lewd  a Fellow? 

I never  knew  thee  fail  a truth. 

The.  lama Souldier, 

And  Ipell  you  what  that  means. 

Arc.  A Souldier? 

What  dod  thou  make  of  me?  ^ 

The.  Your  Palate’s  down.  Sir. 

Arp.  I thank  ye.  Sir. 

Thes  Come,  fhall  we  to  this  matter  ? 

You  will  to  Court? 

Hon.  If  you  will  pleafe  to  honour  us. 

The.  I’ll  honour  ye,  I warrant-,  I’ll  fet  ye  off 

With  fuch  a ludre.  Wenches  -,  alas  poor  VtoU, 

Thou  art  a fool,  thou  cried  for  eating  white  bread  .- 
Be  a good  Hufwifeof  thy  tears,  and  fave  ’em. 

Thou  wilt  have  time  enough  to  fhed ’em,  Sider. 

Do  you  weep  too  ? nay,  then  I’ll  fool  no  more.  • 

Come  worthy  Siders,  fince-it  mud  be  lb. 

And  fince  he  thinks  it  fit  to  try  your  Vertues, 

Be  you  as  drong  to  truth,  as  1 to  guard  ye. 

And  this  old  Gentleman  fhall  have  joy  of  ye.  \_Sxeiim. 

SCENE  nr. 

Enter  Duke,  and  Burris. 

T)n.  Burris  take  you  ten  thoufand  of  thofe  Crowns, 
j And  thofe  two  Chains  of  Pearl  they  hold  the  richeft, 

I give  ’em  ye. 

Bur.  I humbly  thank  your  Graces 

And  may  your  great  example  work  in  me 

That  noble  Charity  tomcn  more  worthy. 

And  of  more  wants. 

Du.  You  bear  a good  mind,  Turris  -,  ’ 

Take  twenty  thoufand  now  .-  be  not  fo  moded. 

It  fhall  be  fo,  I give  ’em : go,  there’s  my  ring  for’t. 

Titr.  Heaven  blefs  your  Highnefs  ever. 

Du.  You  are  honed.  | 

Mm2  Enter  j 
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E-der  Alinda,  and  Putskey  at  door. 

Em.  They’re  coming  now  to  Court,  as  fair  as  vertue  *. 
Two  brighter  Stars  ne’eixofe  here. 

.Peace,  I have  it. 

And  what  my  Art  can  do ; the  Duke 

Pm.  1 am  gone, 

Remember.  . {_Exit. 

Jim.  I am  counfell’d  tothe  full,  Sir. 

Duke.  My  pretty  Mi ftr is,  whither  lyes  your  bufinefs .? 
How  kindly  I ihould  take  this,  were  it  to  me  now  ? 

Jlin.  I muft  confefs  immediately  to  your  Grace, 

At  this  time. 

Duke.  You  have  no  addrefs,  I do  believe  ye, 

I vrould  ye  had. 

’Twere  too  much  boldnefs,  Sir, 

Upon  fo  little  knowledge,  lefs  deferving. 

Duke.  You’ll  make  a perfed  Courtier. 
t^lm.  A very  poor  one. 

Duke.  Avery  fair  one,  fweet-,  come  hither  to  me. 

What  killingeyesthis  Wench  has?  in  his  glory 
Not  the  bright  Sun,  when  the  Sirian  Star  reigns, 

Shines  half  fo  fiery. 

Jim.  Why  does  your  Grace  fo  view  me? 

Nothing  but  common  handfomnefs  dwells  here,  Sir, 

Scarce  that : your  Grace  is  pleas’d  to  mock  my  meannefs. 
Duke.  Thou  (halt  not  go : I do  not  lie  unto  thee. 

In  my  eye  thou  appear’!!; = — 

Jim.  Dim  not  the  fight.  Sir, 

I am  too  dull  ai!  objed. 

Duke.  Canfl  thou  love  me  ? 

Canft  thou  love  him  will  honour  thee  ? 

Jim.  I can  love. 

And  love  as  you  do  too ; but  ’twill  not  fhew  well : 

Or  if  it  do  fhew  here  where  all  light  luftres, 

Tinfel  affedions  make  a glorious  gliltering, 

’T will  halt  i’th’  handfom  way. 

Duke.  Are  ye  fo  cunning  ? 

Doll  think  I love  not  truly  ? 

Jim.  No,  ye  cannot, 

You  never  travel’d  that  way  yet : pray  pardon  me, 

I prate  fo  boldly  to  you. 

Duke.  There’s  no  harm  done : 

But  what’s  your  reafou,  fweet  ? 

Jim.  1 would  tell  your  Grace, 

But  happily 

Dfil^.  It  lhall  be  pleafing  to  me. 

Jim.  I fhould  love  you  again,  and  then  you  would  hate  me. 
With  all  my  fervice  1 Ihould  follow  ye, 

And  through  all  dangers. 

Duke.  This  would  more  provoke  me. 

More  make  me  fee  thy  worths. 

More  make  me  meet  ’em. 

Jlin.  You  Ihould  do  fo,  if  ye  did  well  and  truly  ; 

But  though  ye  be  a Prince,  and  have  power  in  ye. 

Power  of  example  too,  ye  have  fail’d  and  falter’d. 

Duke.  Give  me  example  where  ? 

Jlin.  You  had  a Miftris, 

Oh  Heaven,  fo  bright,  fo  brave  a dame,  fo  lovely. 

In  all  her  life  fo  true ! , 

Duke.  A Miftris  ? 

Jlin.  That  ferv’d  you  with  that  conltancy,  that  care. 
That  lov’d  your  will,  and  woo’d  it  too. 

Duke.  What  Miftris? 

Jlin.  That  nurs’d  your  honour  up,  held  faft  your  vertue. 
And  when  (he  kill  encreas’d,  not  ftole  your  goodnefs. 

Duke.  And  I neglecfted  her  ? 

Jlin.  Loft  her,  forfookher, 

Wantonly  flung  her  off. 

Duke.  What  was  her  name  ? 

Jim.  Her  name  as  lovely  as  her  felf,  as  noble. 

And  in  it  all  that’s  excellent. 

Duke.  What  was  it? 

Jim.  Her  name  was  'Beau-defert : 


Do  you  know  her  now.  Sir .? 

Duke.  Beau-defert?  1 do  not  remember 

Jlin.  Fknow  you  do  not ; , 

Yet  fhe  has  a plainer  name  •,  Lord  Jrchas  fervice  •, 

Do  you  yet  remember  her  ? there  was  a Miftris 
Fairer  than  Woman,  far  fonder  to  you,  Sir, 

Than  Mothers  to  their  firft-born  jqyes .-  Can  you  love  ? 

Dare  you  profefs  that  truth  to  me  a ftranger,  ^ 

A thing  of  no  regard,  no  name,  noluftre, 

When  your  moft  noble  love  you  have  negleded, 

A beauty  all  the  world  would  woo  and  honour  ? 

Would  you  have  me  credit  this?  think  you  can  love  me. 
And  hold  ye  conftant,  when  I have  read  this  ftory  ? 

Is’t  poflible  you  fhould  ever  favour  me. 

To  a flight  pleafure  prove  a friend,  and  faft  too. 

When,  where  you  were  moft  ty’d,  moft  bound  to  benefit, 
Bound  by  the  chains  of  honefty  and  honour,  > 

You  have  broke  and  boldly  too  ? I am  a weak  one. 

Arm’d  only  with  my  fears ; 1 befcech  your  Grace 
Tempt  me  no  further. 

Du.  Who  taught  you  this  Leftbn  ? 

Jlin.  Woful  expel  ience,  Sir ; if  you  feek  a fair  one, 
Worthy  your  love,  if  yet  you  have  that  perfed, 

Two  Daughters  of  his  ruin’d  vertue  now 
Arrive  at  Court,  excellent  fair  indeed,  Sir, 

But  this  will  be  the  Plague  on’t,  they’re  excellent  honelL 

Enter  Olympia  and  Pctefca  frivately.  ” 

Du.  I love  thy  face. 

Jim.  Upon  my  life  ye  cannot ; 

Idonotloveitray  felf,  Sir,  ’tisa  lewd  one, 

So  truly  ill  Art  cannot  mend  it  *,  but  if  ’twere  handfome, 
Atleaftifithoughtfo,  you  fnould  hear  me  talk,  Sir, 

In  a new  ftrain  •,  and  though  ye  are  a Prince, 

Make  ye  Petition  to  me  too,  and  wait  my  anfwers  •, 

Yet  o’  my  Confcience  I Ihould  pity^e. 

After  fome  ten  years  ficge. 

Du.  Prethee  do  now. 

Jlin.  What  would  ye  do? 

Du.  Why  I would  lye  with  ye. 

Jim.  I do  not  think  ye  would. 

Du.  In  troth  I would  Wench. 

Here,  take  this  Jewel. 

Jim.  Out  upon’t,  that’s  feurvy. 

Nay,  if  we  do,  fure  we’ll  do  for  good  fellowftiip. 

For  pure  love,  or  nothing:  thus  you  fliall  be  fure.  Sir, 

You  (hall  not  pay  too  dear  for’t. 

Du.  Sure  I cannot. 

/ Jim.  By’r  Lady  but  ye  may '.when  ye  have  found  me  able 
To  do  your  work  well,  ye  may  pay  my  wages. 

Bet.  Why  does  your  Grace  ftart  back  ? 

Olym.  I ha’  feen  that  lhakes  me ; 

Chills  all  my  bloud  : O where  is  faith  or  goodnefs  ? 

thou  art  falfe,  falfe,  falfe  thou  fair  one, . • 

Wid^nefs  falfe  *,  and  (wo  is  me)  1 fee  it. 

For  e^r  falfe. 

Pet.  I am  glad ’t  has  taken  thus  right.  [Exeunt. 

Jlin.  rie  go  ask  my  Lady,  Sir. 

Du.  What  ? (ling 

Jim.  Whether  I fliall  lye  with  ye,  or  no : I f I find  her  wil- 
For  look  yc  Sir,  I have  fworn,  while  1 am  in  her  fervice — 
(’Twas  a rafh  Oath  I muft  confefs.) 

Du.  Thou  mockft  me. 


Jim.  Why,  would  ye  lye  with  me,  if  I were  willing? 
Would  you  abufe  my  weaknefs  ? 

Du.  I would  piece  it,  ' 

And  make  it  ftronger. 

Jlin.  I humbly  thank  your  highnefs. 

When  you  piece  me,  you  muft  piece  me  to  my  Coffin ; 
When  you  have  got  my  Maiden  head,  I take  it, 

’Tis  not  an  inch  of  an  Apes  tail  will  reftore  it, 

I love  ye,  and  I honour  ye,  but  this  way 
Tie  neither  love  nor  ferve  ye. 

Heaven  change  your  mind.  Sir.  [Exit. 

Duke 
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Duke-  And  thine  too : 

For  it  muft  be  chang’d,  itlhallbe.  {Exit. 


S C E N E IV. 

£«rifr  Boroskie,  Burris,  Theodore,  Viola  WHonora. 

Bor.  They  are  goodly  Gentlewomen. 

Bur.  They  are. 

Wondrous  fweet  Women  both. 

Theo.  Does  your  Lordfhip  like  ’em  ? 

They  are  my  Sifters,  Sir ; good  lufty  Lalles, 

They’ll  do  their  labour  well,  I warrant  ye, 

You’ll  find  no  Bed-flraw  here.  Sir. 

Hon.  Thank  ye  Brother. 

The.  This  is  not  fo  flrongly  built ; but  Ihe  is  good  mettle. 
Of  a good  (birring  (train  too : ihe  goes  tith.  Sir. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

Here  they  be.  Gentlemen,  mult  make  ye  merry. 

The  toyes  you  wot  of : do  you  like  their  complexions  ? 
They  be  no  Moors:  what  think  ye  of  this  hand, Gentlemen  ? 
Here’s  a white  Altar  for  your  facrifice : 

A thoufand  kiffes  here.  Nay,  keep  ofTyet  Gentlemen, 
Let’s  (tart  firft,  and  have  fair  play : what  would  ye  give  now 
To  turn  the  Globe  up,  and  find  the  rich  MoIhccm  ? 

To  pafs  the  llraights  ? here  (do  ye  itch)  by  S‘  Nkholoi., 
Here’s  that  will  make  ye  fcratch  and  claw. 

Claw  my  fine  Gentlemen,  move  ye  in  divers  forts : 

Pray  ye  let  me  requeft  ye,  to  forget 

To  fay  your  prayers,  whilelt  thefe  are  Courtiers ; 

Or  if  ye  needs  will  think  of  Heaven,  let  it  be  no  higher 
Than  their  eyes. 

Bor.  How  will  ye  have  ’em  beltow’d,  Sir  ? 

Theo.  Even  how  your  Lordfhip  pleafb, 

So  you  do  not  bake  ’em. 

Bor^  Bake ’em.? 

Theo.  They  are  too  high  a meat  that  way, they  run  to  gelly. 
But  if  you’ll  have  ’em  for  your  own  diet,  take  my  counlel, 
Stew ’em  between  two  F&ather-beds. 

Bur.  Pleafe  you  Colonel  ^ 

To  let  ’em  wait  upon  the  Princefs? 

Theo.  Yes,  Sir, 

And  thank  your  honour  too : but  then  happily, 

Thefe  noble  Gentlemen  (hall  have  no  accefs  to  ’em, 

And  to  have  ’em  buy  new  Cloaths,  (tudy  new  faces. 

And  keep  a (linking  dir  with  themfelves  for  nothing, 

’Twill  not  be  well  i’faith  : they  have  kept  their  bodies. 

And  been  at  charge  for  Bathes : do  you  fee  that  diirt  there  ? 
Weigh  but  the  moral  meaning,  ’twill  be  grievous : 

Alas,  I brought  ’em  to  delight  thefe  Gentlemen, 

I weigh  their  wants  by  mine ; I broughj:  ’em  wholefome, 
Wholefome,  and  young  my  Lord,  and  two  fuch  blelTings 
They  will  not  light  upon  again  in  ten  years. 

Bor.  ’Tis  fit  they  wait  upon  her. 

TW  They  are  fit  for  any  thing: 

They’ll  wait  upon  a man,  they  are  not  bafhful. 

Carry  his  Cloak,  or  unty  his  points,  or  any  thing, 

Drink  drunk,  and  take  Tobacco;  the  familiar’ll  fools 

This  wench  will  leap  over  Stools  too,  and  found  a Trumpet, 
Wraftle,  and  pitch  the  Bar  \ they  are  finely  brought  up. 

Bor.  Ladies,  ye  are  bound  to  your  Brother, 

And  have  much  caufe  to  thank  him : 

rie  eafe  ye  of  this  charge,  and  to  the  Princefs, 

So  pleafe  you.  Tie  attend ’em., 

Theo.  Thank  your  Lordfhip: 

If  there  be  e’re  a private  corner  as  ye  go,  Sir, 

A foolifh  lobbie  out  o’th’  way,  make  danger,  . 

Try  what  they  are,  try 

Bor.  Yearea  merry  Gentlerhan. 

The.  I would  fain  be  your  honours  kinfman. 

Bor.  Ye  are  too  curd.  Sir.  (elfe. 

The.  Farewel  wenches,  keep  dole  your  ports,  y’are  wafht 
Hon.  Brother,  bedow  your  fears  where  they  are  needful. 

* {Exit  Borof.  Honor.  Viol. 
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The.  Honor  thy  name  is,  and  I hope  thy  Nature. 

Go  after.  Gentlemen,  go,  get  a fnatch  if  you  can, 

Yond’  old  Erra  Pater  will  never  pleafe  ’em.  • 

Alas  I brought  ’em  for  you,  but  fee  the  luck  on’t* 

I fwear  I meant  as  honedly  toward  ye 

Nay  do  not  cry  good  Gentlemen ; a little  counfel 
Will  do  no  harm : they’ll  walk  abroad  i’th’  Evenings, 

Ye  may  furprize  ’em  eafily,  they  wear  no  Pidols. 

Set  down  your  minds  in  Metre,  flowing  Metre, 

And  get  fome  good  old  linnen  Woman  to  deliver  it. 

That  has  the  trick  on’t : you  cannot  fail : 

Farewel  Gentlemen.  {Exeunt  Gent. 

Bur.  You  have  frighted  off  thefe  flefh  flies. 

The.  Flefh-flies  indeed  my  Lord. 

Enter*  a Servant. 

And  it  mud  be  very  dinking  flefh  they  will  notfeize  on, 

Serv.  Your  Lordfhip  bid  me  bring  this  Casket. 

Bur.  YQS,  Good  Colonel 

Commend  me  to  your  worthy  Father,  and  as  a pledge 
He  ever  holds  my  love,  and  fervice  to  him. 

Deliver  him  this  poor,  but  hearty  token, 

And  where  I may  be  his ^ 

The.  Ye  are  too  noble; 

A wonder  here  my  Lord,  that  dare  be  honed. 

When  all  men  hold  it  vitious:  I fliall  deliver  it,,  ' , , - - 
And  with  it  your  modnoble  love.  Your  fervant.  {Ex.  Bur. 
Were  there  but  two  more  fuch  at  Court,  ’twere  Sainted,  . 
This  will  buy  Brawn  this  Chridmas  yet,  and  Mufeadine.  {Ex. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Ancient^  crying  Brooms.^  and  after  him  fever  ally, 
four  Souldiers,  crying  other  things.  Boroskic 
and  (fent.  over  the  Stage  obferving  them. 

I.  S O N G. 

Anc.  Broom.^  Broom.,  the  bonnie  Broom, 

Come  buy  my  Birchen  Broom., 

PtW  Wars  we  have  no  more  room. 

Buy  all  my  bonnie  Broom, 

For  a kjfs  take  two  j 
Ifthofewill  not  do. 

For  a little,  little  yleafure, 

Take  all  my  whole  treafure : 

If  all  thefe  will  not  do*t. 

Take  the  Broom-man  to  boot. 

Broom,  Broom,  the  bonnie  Broom. 

II.  SONG. 

1 Soul.  The  Wars  are  done  andgone. 

And  Souldiers  now  negUEted,  Pedlers  ate. 

Come  Maidens,  come  alone. 

For  I can  fhow  you  handfome,  handfome  ware  > 

Powders  for,  for  the  head. 

And  drinks  for  your  bed. 

To  make  ye  blith  and  bonney. 

As  well  in  the  night  we  Souldiers  can  fight, 

And  pleafe  a young  wench  as  any. 

2 Soul.  I have  fine  Potatoes, 

Ripe  Potato's. 

Ill  SONG. 

3 Soul.  Will  ye  buy  any  Honefty,  come  away, 

I fell  it  openly  by  day, 

/ bring  no  forced  light,  nor  no  Candle 
To  cozjenye ; come  buy  and  handle : 

This  will  Jhew  the  great  man  good. 

The  Tradefman  where  he  [wears  and  lyes, 

. Each  Lady  of  a noble  bloud. 

The  City  dame  to  rule  her  eyes  : 

Te  are  rich  men  now : come  buy,  and  then 
Vie  make  \e  richer,  honed  men. 

IV  S ONG. 
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IV.  SONG. 

^ Sol.  Have  ye  any  crackt  maiden-heads,  to  new  leach  or  mend  ? 
Have  ye  any  oldmaiden  heads  to  fell  or  to  change  ? 

Bring  'em  to  me  with  a little  'pretty  gin. 

Pie  clout  'em.  Pie  mend  'em.  Pie  knocks  in  a fin. 

Shall  make  'em  as  good  maids  agen, 
j4s  ever  they  have  been, 

Bor,  What  means  all  this, why  do  y’fell  Brooms  Ancient  ? 
Is  it  in  wantonnefs,  or  want-? 

An.  The  only  reafon  is,  ( nonce. 

To  fweep  your  Lordfhips  confcience ; here’s  one  for  the 

Gape  Sir,  you  have  fwallowed  many  a goodlier  matter 

The  only  calling  for  a crazie  coplcience. 

3 Sol.  Will  your  Lord/hip  buy  any  honeftie  ? ’twill  be 
Bur.  How  is  this  ? ( worth  your  mony. 

3 Sol.  Honeftie  my  Lord,  ’tis  here  in  a quill. 

An.  Take  heed  you  open  it  not,  for  ’tis  fo  fiibtle. 

The  leaft  puffe  of  wind  will  blow  it  out  o’th’  Kingdom. 

2 Sol.  Will  your  Lordlhip  pleafe  to  tafte  a fine  Potato  ? 
’Twill  advance  your  wither’d  ftate. 

Anc.  Fill  your  honour  full  of  moft  noble  itches, 

And  make  Jack  dance  in  your  Lordfhips  breeches. 

I Sol.  If  your  daughters  on  their  beds. 

Have  bow'd,  or  cracky  their  maiden-heads 
If  in  a foach  with  two  much  tumbling. 

They  chance  to  crie,  fie,  fo,  what  fumbling » 

If  her  foot  flip,  and  down  fall  (he , 

And  breaks  her  leg  'bove  the  knee. 

The  one  and  thirtieth  of  Februarie  let  this  beta  ne. 

And  they  fhall  be  arrant  maids  again. 

Bor.  Ye  are  brave  Souldicrs  •,  keep  your  wantonnefs, 

A winter  will  come  on  to  fliake  this  wilfulnefs. 

Difport  your  felves,  and  when  you  want  your  mony- 


Anc.  Broom,  Broom,  &c. 


F Exit. 
Exeunt  Singing. 


SCENA  VI. 


Enter  Alinda,  Honora,  Viola. 

'Al.  Youmuft  notbefofearfull,  little  one, 

Nor  Lady  you  fo  fad,  you  will  ne’re  tnake  Courtiers 
With  thefe  dull  fullen  thoughts  3 this  place  is  pleafure, 
Preferv’d  to  that  ufe,  fo  inhabited'; 

And  thofe  that  live  here,  live  del ightfnll,  joyfull : 

Thefe  are  the  Gardens  of  Adonis,  Ladies, 

Where  all  fweets  to  their  free  and  noble  ufes, 

Grow  ever  young  and  courted. 

Hon.  Blefs  me  Heaven, 

Can  things  of  her  years  arrive  at  thefe  rudiments  ? 

By  your  leave  fair  Gentlewoman,  how  long  have  you  been 
Al.  Faith  much  about  a week.  (heref 

Hon.  You  have  ftudied  hard, 

And  by  my  faith  arriv’d  at  a great  knowledge. 

Viol.  Were  not  you  bafhfull  at  firft  ? 
i Al.  I,  I,  for  an  hour  or  two: 

But  when  I faw  people  laugh’d  at  me  for  it, 

And  thought  it  a dull  breeding 

Hon.  You  are  govern’d  here  then 
Much  after  the  mens  opinions. 

Al.  Ever  Lady. 

Hon.  And  what  they  think  is  honourable. 

Al.  Moft  precifely 
We  follow  with  all  faith. 

Hon.  A goodly  Catechifme. 

Viol.  But  bafnfull  for  an  hour  or  two  ? 

Al.  Faith  to  fay  true, 

I do  not  think  I was  fo  long : for  look  ye,  • 

’Tis  to  no  end  here,  put  on  what  fhape  ye  will. 

And  foure  your  felf  with  he’re  fomuch  aufteritie, 

Y ou  fhall  be  courted  in  the  fame,  and  won  too, 


’Tis  but  fome  two  hours  more  3 and  fo  much  time  loft, 
Which  we  hold  pretious  here : In  fo  much  time  now 
As  I have  told  you  this,  you  may  lofe  a Servant, 

Your  age,  nor  all  your  Art  can  e’re  recover. 

Catch  me  occafion  as  fhe  comes,  hold  faft  there,  • • 

Till  what  you  do  affedt  is  ripn’d  to  ye. 

Has  the  Duke  feen  ye  yet  ? 

Hon.  What  if  he  have  not  ? 

Al.  You  do  your  beauties  too  much  w'rong,  appearing 
So  full  of  fweetnefs,  newnefs  3 fet  fo  richly, 

As  if  a Counfel  beyond  nature  fram’d  ye. 

Hon.  If  we  were  thus , fay  heaven  had  given  thefe  blef- 
Muft  we  turn  thefe  to  (in  oblations  ? ( fings, 

Al.  How  foolifhly  this  Countrey  way  (hews  in  ye  ? 

How  full  of  flegm  ? do  you  come  here  to  pray,  Ladies  ? 

You  had  beft  cry,  ftand  away,  let  me  alone  Gentkmen, 
rie  tell  my  Father  elfe. 

. Viol.  This  woman’s  naught  fure, 

A very  naughtie  woman. 

Hon.  Come,  fay  on  friend, 

Tie  be  inftrudted  by  ye. 

Al.  You’l  thahk  me  for’t.  (king of. 

Hon.  Either  I or  the  devil  fliall:  The  Duke  you  were  Ipca- 
Al.  ’Tis  well  remembred  : yes,  let  him  firft  fee  you, 
Appear  not  openly  till  he  has  view’d  ye. 

Hon.  He’s  a very  noble  Prince  they  fay.  ^ 

Al.  O wondrous  gracious  3 
And  as  you  may  deliver  your  felf  at  the  firft  viewing. 

For  look  ye,  you  muft  bear  your  felf  3 yet  take  heed 
It  be  lb  feafon’d  wdth  a fweet  humilitie. 

And  grac’d  with  fuch  a bountie  in  your  bcautic 

Hon.  But  I hope  he  will  offer  me  no  ill  ? . 

Al.  No,  no: 

’Tis  like  he  will  kifs  ye;  and  play  with  ye. 

Hon.  Play  with  me,  how.^ 

Al.  Why,  good  Lord,  that  you  arc  fuch  a fool  now  •! 

No  harm  allure  your  (elf. 

Viol.  Will  he  play  with  me  too  ? 

Al.  Look  babies  in  your  eyes,  my  prettie  fweet  one : 
JThere’s  a fine  fport : do  you  know  your  lodgings  yet  ? 

Hon.  1 hear  of  none. 

Al.  I do  then,  they  arc  handfom. 

Convenient  for  accefs. 

Viol.  Accefs? 

Al.  Yes  little  one, 

For  vifitation  o(  thofb  friends  and  Servants, 

Your  beauties  (hall  make  choice  of : friends  and  vifits : 

•Do  not  you  know  thofe  ufes?  Alas  poor  novice  3 
There’s  a clofe  Cowch  or  two,  handfomcly  placed  too. 

Viol.  What  are  thole  I pray  you  ? (are  to  lie  upon, 
Al.  Who  would  be  troubled  with  fuch  raw  things.^  they 
And  your  love  by  ye  3 and  difeourfe,  and  toy  in. 

Viol.  Alas  r have  no  love. 
cy^l.  You  muft  by  any  means  : 

You’l  have  a hundred,  fear  not. 

Viol.  Honeftie  keep  me : 

What  (hall  1 doe  with  all  thofe  ? 
cx^/.  You’l  find  ufes: 

Ye  are  ignorant  yet,  let  time  work  3 you  muft  learn  too, 
To  lie  handfomly  in  your  bed  a mornings,  neatly  dreft 
In  a moft  curious  Waftcoat,  to  fet  ye  off  well. 

Play  with  your  Bracelets,  fing : you  muft  learn  to  rhime  too. 
And  riddle  neatly ; ftudie  the  hardeft  language. 

And  ’tis  no  matter  whether  it  be  fenfe,  or  no, 

So  it  go  feemlie  off  Be  fure  ye  profit 

In  kiffing,  kilTing  fweetly : there  lies  a main  point, 

A key  that  opens  to  all  pra<ftick  pleafure ; 
rie  help  ye  to  a friend  of  mine  (hall  teach  yc. 

And  fuddenlie : your  Country  way  is  Iblfome. 

Hon.  Have  ye  fchools-  for  all  thefe  myfteries  / 
tx^/.  O yes. 

And  feveral  hours  prefix’d  to  ftudie  in : 

Ye  may  have  Kalenders  to  know  the  goo(^hour. 

And  when  to  take  a jewel : for  the  ill  too. 

When 
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When  to  refufe,  with  obfervations  on  ’em ; 

Under  what  Sign  ’tis  beft  meeting  in  an  Arbor, 

And  in  what  Bower,  and  hour  it  works  •,  a thoufand, 

When  in  a Coach,  when  in  a private  lodging, 

With  all  their  vertues. 

Hon.  Have  ye  ftudied  thefe  ? 

How  beaftly  they  become  your  youth  > how  bawdily  ? 

A woman  of  your  tendernefs,  a teacher. 

Teacher  of  thefe  lewd  Arts  > of  your  full  beauty  .<* 

A man  made  up  in  lull  would  loath  this  in  ye  : 

The  rankeft  Leacher,  hate  fuch  impudence. 

They  fay  the  Devil  can  afliime  heavens  brightnefs, 

And  fo  appear  to  tempt  us : fure  thou  art  no  woman. 

I joy  to  find  ye  thus. 

Hon.  Thou  hall:  no  tendernefs. 

No  reludtation  in  thy  heart : ’tis  mifchief. 

Jl.  All’s  one  for  that-,  read  thefe  and  then  be  fatisfi’d, 

A few  more  private  rules  I have  gather’d  tor  ye. 

Read  ’em,  and  well  obferve  ’em : fo  I leave  ye. 

Viol.  A wondorus  wicked  woman : thame  go  with  thee. 
Hon.  What  new  Pandoras  box  is  this/’  I’lefeeit, 
Though  prelently  I tear  it.  Read  Thine  Viola, 

’Tis  in  our  own  w’iils  to  believe  and  follow. 

Worthy  Honora,  as  ycm  have  began 
In  vertaes  fpotlefs  jchool,  fo  forward  run  : 

Parfue  that  noblenefs,  and  chafie  defire 
Tou  ever  had,  barn  in  that  holy  fire  ^ 
j4nd  a white  Martyr  to  fair  memorie 
Give  up  your  name , unfoU'd  of  infamy. 

How’s  this  ? Read  yours  out  Siller : this  amazes  me. 

Vio.  Fear  not  thou  yet  unblafied  Violet, 

Nor  let  my  wanton  words  a doubt  beget. 

Live  in  that  peace  and fweetnefs  of  thy  bud. 

Remember  whofe  thou  art,  and  grow  ftillgood. 

7{emember  what  thou  art,  and ft  and  a ftorie 
Fit  for  thy  noble  Sex , and  thine  own  glorie. 

Hon.  I know  not  what  to  think. 

Viol.  Sure  a good  woman, 

An  excellent  woman,  Sifter. 

Hon.  It  confounds  me 
Let  ’em  ufe  all  their  arts,  if  thefe  be  their  ends. 

The  Court  1 fay  breeds  the  beft  foes  and  friends. 

Gome,  let’s  be  honeft  wench,  and  doe  our  beft  fervice. 

Viol.  A moft  excellent  woman,  I will  love  her. 

12  S.veant. 


ABhs  Quartus,  Scena  Frima. 

Enter  Olympia,  with  a Casket,  and  Alinda. 

/r  Duke  has  fent  for  the  two  Ladies. 

iVx  0/yw.  I prethee  go : I know’ thy  thoughts  are 
Go,  go  AUnda,  do  not  mock  me  more.  ( with  him. 

I have  found  thy  heart  wench,  do  not  wrong  thy  Miftris, 
Thy  too  much  loving  Miftris : do  not  abufe  her. 
tMl.  By  your  own  fair  hands  I underftand  ye  not. 

Olym.  By  thy  own  fair  eyes  I underftand  thee  too  much. 
Too  far,  and  built  a faith  there  thou  haft  ruin’d. 

Goe,  andenjoy  thy  wilh,  thy  youth,  thypleafure. 

Enjoy  the  greatnefs  no  doubt  he  has  promifed. 

Enjoy  the  fervice  of  all  eyes  that  fee  thee. 

The  glory  thou  haft  aim’d  at,  and  the  triumph  : 

Only  this  laft  love  I ask,  forget  thy  Miftris. 

Al.  Oh,  who  has  wrong’d  me?  who  has  ruin’d  me. ^ 
Poor  wretched  Girle,  what  poyfon  is  flung  on  thee  ? 
Excellent  vertue,  from  whence  flows  this  anger  ? 

01.  Go,  ask  my  Brother,  ask  the  faith  thou  gav’ft  me. 


Ask  all  my  favours  to  thee,  ask  my  love, 

Laft,  thy  forgettulnefs  ofgood ; thenflyerae. 

For  we  mull  part  Alinda. 

Al.  Youare  weary  ofrae; 

I mull  confefs,  I was  never  worth  your  fervice. 

Your  bounteous  favours  lefs  ■,  but  that  my  duty. 

My  ready  will,  and  all  I had  to  ferve  ye 

0 Heaven  thou  know'll  my  honeftie. 

Olym.  No  more : 

Take  heed,  heaven  has  a juftice:  take  this  ring  with  ye, 

This  doting  fpell  you  gave  me : too  well  Alinda, 

Thou  knew’ft  the  vertue  in’t  too  well  I feel  it : 

Nay  keep  that  too,  it  may  fometimes  remember  ye, 

When  you  are  willing  to  forget  who  gave  it, 

And  to  what  vertuous  end. 

Al.  Mull  I goe  from  ye  ? 

Of  all  the  forrows  forrow  has mull  I part  with  ye  ? 

Part  with  my  noble  Miftris  ? 

Olym.  Or  1 with  thee  wench. 

Al.  And  part  ftain’d  with  opinion  ? Farewel  Lady^ 

Happy  and  blelled  Lady,  goodnefs  keep  ye  : 

Thus  your  poor  Servant  full  of  grief  turns  from  ye^ 

For  ever  full  of  grief,  for  ever  from  ye. 

1 have  no  being  now,  no  friends,  no  Country, 

I wander  heaven  knows  whither,  heaven  knows  how. 

No  life,  now  youare  loft ; only  mine  innocence, 

That  little  left  me  of  my  felf,  goes  with  me. 

That’s  all  my  bread  and  comfort.  I confefs  Madam, 

Ti  uely  confefs,  the  Duke  has  often  courted  me. 

Olym.  And  pour’d  his  Soul  into  thee,  won  thee. 

Al.  Do  you  think  fo.? 

Well,  time  that  told  this  tale,  will  tell  my  truth  too. 

And  fay  ye  had  a faithfull,  honeft  Servant : 

The  bufinefs  of  my  life  is  now  to  pray  for  ye. 

Pray  for  your  vertuous  loves  •,  Pray  for  your  children, 

When  Heaven  lhall  make  ye  happy. 

Olym.  How  Ihe  wounds  me  ! 

Either  I am  undone,  or  (he  mull  go : take  thefe  with  ye^ 
Some  toyes  may  doe  ye  fervice  and  this  mony  •, 

And  when  ye  want,  I love  ye  not  fo  poorly. 

Not  yet  Alinda,  that  I would  fee  yeperilh. 

Prethee  be  good,  and  let  me  hear : look  on  me, 

I love  thofe  eyes  yet  dearly  I have  kifs’d  thee, 
Andnow’I’ledoe’t  again;  Farewel  Alinda, 

I am  too  full  to  fpeak  more,  and  too  wretched.  C Exit. 
Al.  You  have  my  faith, 

And  all  the  world  my  fortune,  C Exih 

SCENA  II. 

Enter  Theodor. 

The.  I would  fain  hear 
What  becomes  of  thefe  two  Wenches : 

And  if  I can,  I will  doe  ’em  good. 

Enter  Gentleman,  pajfing  over  the  Stage. 

Do  you  hear  my  honeft  friend  ? 

He  knows  no  fuch  name : 

What  a world  of  bufinefs , 

Which  by  interpretation  are  meer  nothings, 

Thefe  things  have  here  ? ’Mafs  now  I think  on’t  better,- 
1 wilh  he  be  not  fent  for  one  of  them 
To  fome  of  thefe  by-lodgings:  me  thought  I law 
A kind  of  reference  in  his  face  to  Bawderie. 

Enter  Gentleman,  with  a Gentlewoman,  pajfing 
over  the  Stage. 

He  has  her,  but  ’tis  none  of  them : hold  fall  thief; 

An  excellent  touzing  knave.  Miftris 

You  are  to  fuffer  your  penance  fome  half  hour  hence  now. 

How  far  a fine  Court  Cuftard  with  Plums  in  it 

Will  prevail  with  one  of  thefe  waiting  Gentlewomen, 

They  are  taken  with  thefe  foluble  things  exceedingly  v 
This  is  fome  yeoman  o’th’  bottles  nov/  that  has  fent  for  her, 
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That  (he  calls  Father  t now  woe  to  this  Ale  incenfe. 

By  your  leave  Sir. 

Enter  a Servant. 

Ser.  Well  Sir;  what’s  your  pleafure  with  me  ? 

The.  You  do  not  know  the  way  to  the  maids  lodgings  ? 
Ser.  Yes  indeed  do  I Sir. 

The.  But  you  will  not  tell  me 

Ser.  No  indeed  will  not  I,  becaufe  you  doubt  it.  {^Exit. 
Enter  z Servant. 

The.  Thefe  are  fine  gim-cracks : hey, here  comes  another, 
A Flagon  full  of  wine  in’s  hand,  I take  it. 

Well  met  my  friend,  is  that  wine  ? 

2 Ser.  Yes  indeed  is  it. 

The.  Faith  Tie  drink  on’t  then. 

2 Ser.  Ye  may,  becaufe  ye  have  fworn  Sir. 

The.  ’Tis  very  good,  Tie  drink  a great  deal  now  Sir. 

2 Ser.  I cannot  help  it  Sir. 

The.  rie  drink  more  yet. 

2 Ser.  ’Tis  in  your  own  hands. 

The.  There’s  your  ]^t,  I thank  ye. 

Pray  let  me  drink  again. 

2 Ser.  Faith  but  ye  (hall  not. 

Now  have  1 fworn  1 take  it.  Fare  ye  well  Sir.  ZExit. 

Enter  Lady. 

The.  This  is  the  fin’ll  place  to  live  in  I e’re  enter’d. 

Here  comes  a Gentlewoman,  and  alone  *,  I’le  to  her. 
Madam,  my  Lord  my  Mafter. 

Lady.  Who’s  your  Lord  Sir  > 

The.  The  Lord  Boroskey^  Lady. 

Lady.  Pray  excufe  me  : 

Here’s  fomething  for  your  pains : within  this  hour  Sir, 

One  ofthe  choice  young  Ladies  (hall  attend  him: 

Pray  let  it  be  in  that  Chamber  juts  out  to  the  water ; 

’Tis  private  and  convenient : doe  my  humble  fervice 
To  my  honourable  good  Lord,  1 befeech  ye  Sir  *, 

If  it  pleafe  you  to  vifit  a poor  Lady  

You  Carrie  the  ’haviour  of  a noble  Gentleman. 

The.  I (hall  be  bold. 

Lady.  ’Tis  a good  aptnefs  in  ye. 

I lye  here  in  the  Wood-yard,  the  blue  lodgings  Sir; 

They  call  me  merrily  the  Lady  of  the Sir  •, 

A little  I know  what  belongs  to  a Gentleman, 

And  if  it  pleafe  you  take  the  pains.  [ Exit. 

The.  Dear  Lady,  take  the  pains  ? ( now. 

Why  a horfe  would  not  take  the  pains  that  thou  requir’ft 
To  cleave  old  crab-tree : one  of  the  choice  young  Ladies  'i 
I would  I had  let  this  Bawd  goe,  (lie  has  frighted  me  •, 

I am  cruelly  afraid  of  one  of  my  Tribe  now  ; 

But  if  they  will  doe,  the  Devil  cannot  (top  ’em. 

Why  (hould  he  have  a young  Lady  ? are  women  now 
O’th’  nature  of  Bottles,  to  be  ftopt  with  Corks  ? 

0 the  thoufand  little  furies  that  flye  here  now  ? 

How  now  Captain^ 

Enter  Putsky. 

PHtf.  I come  to  feek  you  out  Sir, 

And  all  the  Town  I have  travell’d. 

The.  What’s  the  news  man.? 

Putf.  That  that  concerns  us  all,  and  very  nearly : 

The  Duke  this  night  holds  a great  feall  at  Court, 

To  which  he  bids  for  guefts  all  his  old  Counfellors, 

And  all  his  favourites : your  Father’s  fent  for. 

The.  Why  he  is  neither  in  council,  nor  in  favour. 

Ph.  That’s  it : have  an  eye  now, or  never,and  a quick  one, 
An  eye  that  mull  nol  wink  from  good  intelligence. 

1 heard  a Bird  fin^  they  mean  him  no  good  office. 

Enter  Ancient. 

The.  Art  fure  he  fups  here 
Putf.  Sure  as  ’tis  day. 

The.  ’Tis  like  then : 


How  now,  where  haft  thou  been  Ancient  ? 

Anc.  Meafuring  the  City : 

I have  left  my  Brooms  at  gate  here  •, 

By  this  time  the  Porter  has  ftole  ’em  to  fweep  out  Rafcals. 
Theod.  Broms  ? 

Anc.  I have  been  crying  Brooms  all  the  town  over. 

And  fuch  a Mart  I have  made,  there’s  no  tread  near  it. 

0 the  young  handfom  wenches,  how  they  twitter’d, 

When  they  but  faw  me  (hake  my  ware,  and  fing  too  *, 

Come  hither  Mafter  Broom-man  1 befeech  ye : 

Good  Mafter  Broom-man  hither,cries  another. 

The.  Thou  art  a mad  fellow. 

Anc.  They  are  all  as  mad  as  I : they  all  have  traeds  now*, 
And  roar  about  the  ftreets  like  Bull-beggers. 

The.  What  company  of  Souldiers  are  they  ? 

Anc.  By  this  means  I have  gather’d 
Above  a thoufand  tall  and  hardy  Souldiers, 

If  need  be  Colonel. 

The.  That  need’s  come  Ancient, 

And  ’twas  diftreetly  done : goe,  draw  ’em  prefently, 

But  without  fulpicion : this  night  we  (hall  need  ’em ; 

Let  ’em  be  near  the  Court,  let  Putskte  guide  ’em  j 
And  wait  me  for  occafion  : here  I’le  flay  (till. 

Putf.  If  it  fall  out  we  are  ready  •,  if  not  we  are  fcatter’d : 
I’le  wait  ye  at  an  inch. 

The.  Doe,  Farewel.  L Exeunt. 

SCENA  111. 

Enter  Duke,  Borosky. 

Duke-  Are  the  Souldiers  ftill  fo  mutinous  ? 

Bor.  More  than  ever. 

No  Law  nor  Juftice  frights ’em : all  the  Town  over  * 
They  play  new  pranks  and  gambols : no  mans  perfon, 

Of  what  degree  foever,  free  from  abufes : 

And  durft  they  doe  this,  (let  your  grace  confider) 

Thefe  monftrous,  mod  offenfive  things,  thefe  villanies, 

Ifnotfeton,  and  fed?  ifnotbyone 

They  honour  more  than  you  ? and  more  aw’d  by  him  ? 

Di  ke.  Happily  their  own  wants. 

Torof  I offer  to  fupply ’em. 

And  every  hour  make  tender  of  their  moneys : 

They  fcorn  it,  laugh  at  me  that  offer  it : 

1 fear  the  next  device  will  be  my  life  Sir  •, 

And  willingly  fie  give  it,  fo  they  (lay  there. 

Duke.  Do  you  think  Lord  Archat  privie  ? 

Bor.  More  than  thought, 

I know  it  Sir,  I know  they  durft  not  doe 
Thefe  violent  rude  things,  abufe  the  State  thus. 

But  that  they  have  a hope  by  his  ambitions 

Duki.  No  more  .•  he’s  fent  for .? 

Borof.  Yes,  and  will  be  here  fure. 

Duke.  Let  me  talk  further  with  you  anon. 

Borof.  I’le  wait  Sir. 

Duke.  Did  you  fpeak  to  the  Ladies  > 

Borof.  They’I  attend  your  grace  prefently. 

Duke.  How  do  you  like  ’em  ? 

Borof  My  eyes  are  too  dull  Judges. 

They  wait  here  Sir.  Exk. 

Enter  Honor  a,  and  Viola. 

Duke.  Be  you  gone  then ; Come  in  Ladies, 

Welcom  toth’  court  fweet  beauties ; now  the  court  (bines, 
When  fuch  true  beams  of  beauty  ftrike  amongft  us : 
Welcom,  welcom,  even  as  your  own  joyes  welcom. 

How  do  you  like  the  Court  ? how  feems  it  to  you  ? 

Is’t  not  a place  created  for  all  fweetnefs  ? 

Why  were  you  made  fuch  ftrangers  to  this  happinefi  ? 

Barr’d  the  delights  this  holds  ? the  richeft  jewels 
Set  nc’re  fo  well,  if  then  not  worn  to  wonder, 

By  judging  eyes  not  fet  off,  iofe  their  luftre : 

Y our  Country  (hades  are  faint ; blafters  of  beauty 
The  manners  like  the  place,  obfeure  and  heavic 
The  Rofe  buds  of  the  beauties  turn  to  cankers. 
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Eaten  with  inward  thoughts  .•  whilft  there  ye  wander. 

Here  Ladies,  here,  you  were  not  made  for  Cloifters, 

Here  is  the  Sphere  you  move  in  here  (hinc  nobly, 

1 And  by  your  powerfull  influence  command  all : 
j What  a fweet  modeftie  dwells  round  about  'em, 

' ^nd  like  a nipping  morn  pulls  in  their  bloffoms  .•* 

I /*«.  Your  grace  fpeaks  cunningly,  you  doe  not  this, 

' I hope  Sir,  to  betray  us  •,  we  are  poor  triumphs  ^ 

1 Nor  can  our  lofs  of  honour  adde  to  you  Sir ; 

I Great  men,  and  great  thoughts,  feek  things  great  and  wor- 
I Subjeds  to  make  ’em  live,  and  not  to  lofe  ’em  ^ ( thy, 

t Conquefts  fo  nobly  won,  can  never  pcrilh  •, 

We  are  two  fimple  maids,  untutor’d  here  Sir  ^ 

T wo  honeft  maids,  is  that  a fm  at  Court  Sir  > 

Our  breeding  is  obedience,  but  to  good  things, 

To  vertuous  and  to  fair : what  wou’d  you  win  on  us  ? 

Why  do  I ask  that  queftion,  when  I have  found  ye  > 

Your  Preamble  has  pour’d  your  heart  out  to  us  •, 

You  would  difhonour  us ; which  in  your  tranflation 
Here  at  the  Court  reads  thus,  your  grace  would  love  us, 
Mofl;  dearly  love  us ; ftick  us  up  for  mifcrellb : 

Moll:  certain,  there  are  thoufands  of  our  fex  Sir 
That  would  be  glad  of  this,  and  handfom  women. 

And  crowd  into  this  favour,  fair  young  women. 

Excellent  beauties  Sir : when  ye  have  enjoy’d  ’em,  (then  ? 
And  fuckt  thofe  fweets  they  have,  what  Saints  are  thefe 
What  wordiip  have  they  won  > what  name  you  ghefs  Sir, 
What  ftorie  added  to  their  time,  a fweet  one  ? 

T>uke.  A brave  fpirited  wench. 

Hon.  rie  tell  your  grace. 

And  tell  ye  true ; ye  are  deceiv’d  in  us  fwo, 

Extreamly  cozen’d  Sir : And  yet  in  my  eye 
You  are  the  handfomft  man  I ever  lookt  on, 

The  goodlieft  Gentleman  \ take  that  hope  with  ye  •, 

And  were  I fit  to  be  your  wife  ( fo  much  ,I  honour  ye  ) 

Trufl:  me  I would  fcratch  for  ye  but  I woulld  have  ye. 

I would  wooe  you  then.  » 

Duke.  She  amazes  me  : 

But  how  am  I deceiv’d  ? 

Han.  ‘O  we  are  too  honeft,  c . • - 

Believe  it  Sir,  toohoneft,  far  too  hon^fl. 

The  way  that  you  propound  too  ignorant. 

And  there  is  no  medling  with  us  •,  for  we  are  fools  too, 
i Obfiinate,  peevifh  fools : if  I would  be  ill, 

And  had  a wantons  itch,  to  kick  my  heels  up, 

I would  not  leap  into  th’  Sun,  and  doe’t  there, 

That  all  the  world  might  fee  me : an  obfeure  lhade  Sir, 

Dark  as  the  deed,  there  is  no  trufting  light  with  it. 

Nor  that  that’s  lighter  far,  vain  glorious  greatnefs.  k 
Duke.  You  will  love  me  as  your  friend  ? 

Hoa.  I will  honour  ye. 

As  your  poor  humble  handmaid  ferve,  and  pray  for  ye. 

Dll.  What  fayes  my  little  one ; you  are  not  fo  obrtinate  ? 
Lord  how  Ihe  bluflies : here  are  truly  fair  fouls : 

Come  you  will  be  my  love  > 

Ftdl.  Good  Sir  be  good  to  me, 

Indeed  I’le  doe  the  beft  I can  to  pleafe  ye ; 

I do  befeech  your  grace : Alas  I fear  ye. 

Duke.  What  (liouldll  thou  fear } 

Hon.  Fie  Sir,  this  is  not  noble. 

Duki.  Why  do  I Hand  entreating,  where  my  power 

Hon.  You  have  no  power,  at  lead  you  ought  to  have  none 
In  bad  and  beaftly  things : arm’d  thus.  Tie  dye  here. 
Before  (he  fuffer  wrong. 

Dhke.  Another  zArchoi} 

Hon.  His  child  Sir,  and  his  fpirit. 

Duke.  I’le  deal  with  you  then. 

For  here’s  the  honour  to  be  won  : fit  down  fweet, 

Prethee  Honora  fit. 

Hon.  Now  ye  intreat  I will  Sir. 

Duke.  I doe,  and  will  deferve  it. 

Hon.  That’s  too  much  kindnefs. 

Duke.  Prethee  look  on  me. 

I Hon.  Yes ; 1 love  to  fee  ye. 


And  could  look  on  an  age  thus,  and  admire  ye ; 

Whilft  ye  are  good  and  temperate  1 dare  touch  ye, 
iiifs  your  white  hand. 

Duke.  Why  not  my  lips  ? 

Hon.  I dare  Sir., 

Duke.  I do  not  think  ye  dare, 

Hon.  I am  no  coward. 

Dou  you  believe  me  now  ? or  now  r or  now  Sir  ? 

Y ou  make  me  blulh : but  fure  I mean  no  ill  Sir ; 

It  had  been  fitter  you  had  kifs’d  me. 

Du.  That  rie  doe  too. 

What  haft:  thou  wrought  into*  me  f 
Hon.  I hope  all  goodnefs: 

Whilft  ye  are  thus,thus  honeft,  I dare  do  any  thing, 

Thus  hang  about  your  neck,  and  thus  doat  on  ye  •, 

Blefs  thofe  fair  lights;  hell  take  me  if  I durftnot 

But  good  Sir  pardon  me.  Sifter  come  hither. 

Come  hither,  fear  not  wench : come  hither,  blulh  not, 

Come  kifs  the  Prince,  the  vertuous  Prince,  the  good  Prince ; 
Certain  he  is  excellent  honeft. 

Du.  Thou  wilt  make  me 

Hon.  Sit  down,  and  hug  him  foftly. 

Du.  Fie  Honora^ 

Wanton  Honor is  thisthemodefty. 

The  noble  challity  your  on-let  fliew’d  me. 

At  firft  charge  beaten  back  ? Away. 

Hon.  Thank  ye  : 

Upon  my  knees  I pray,  heaven  too  may  thank  ye  ^ 

Ye  have  deceiv’d  me  cunningly,  yet  nobly 
Ye  have  cozen’d  me  : In  all  your  hopcfull  life  yet, 

A Scene  of  greater  honour  you  ne’re  aded : 

I knew  fame  was  a Iyar,too  Iong,and  loud  tongu’d, 

And  now  I have  found  it : O my  vertuous  Mafter. 

KtoL  My  vertuous  Mafter  too. 

Hon.  Now  you  are  thus. 

What  fliall  become  of  me  let  fortune  call  for’t. 

Unter  Alinda. 

Du.  Tie  be  that  fortune,  if  I live  Honora., 

Thou  haft  done  a cure  upon  me,  counfel  could  not. 

AU  Here  take  your  ring  Sir,  and  whom  ye  mean  to  tuine, 
Give  it  to  her  next-,  I have  paid  for’t  dearly. 

Hon.  A Ring  to  her  ? 

Du.  Why  frowns  my  fair  iAlinda  ? 

I have  forgot  both  thefe  again.  Al.  Stand  ftill  Sir, 

Ye  have  that  violent  killing  fire  upon  ye, 

Confumesall  honour,credit,faith.  Hon.  How’s  this? 

Al.  My  Royal  Miftris  favour  towards  me. 

Woe-worth  ye  Sir,  ye  have  poyfon’d,  blafted. 

Duke.  I fweet  ? 

Al.  You  have  taken  that  unmanly  liberty. 

Which  in  a worfe  man,  is  vain  glorious  feigning, 

And  kill’d  my  truth. 

Du.  Upon  my  life  ’tis  falfe  wench. 

Al.  Ladies, 

Take  heed,  ye  have  a cunning  gameftef, 

A handfom,  and  a high  Come  ftor’d  with  Antidotes, 

He  has  infedions  elfe  will  fire  your  blouds. 

Du.  Prethee  Alinda  hear  me. 

Al.  Words  fteept  in  hony. 

That  will  fo  melt  into  your  minds,  buy  Chaftity, 

A thoufand  wayes,  a thoufand  knots  to  tie  ye 
And  when  he  has  bound  ye  his,  a thoufand  rUineS. 

A poor  loft  woman  ye  have  made  me. 

Du.  Tie  maintain  thee, 

And  nobly  too. 

Al.  That  Gin’s  too  weak  to  take  met  : 

Take  heed,  take  heed  young  Ladies ; ftill  take  heed. 

Take  heed  of  promifes,  take  heed  of  gifts. 

Of  forced  feigned  forrows,  fighs,  take  heed. 

Du.  By  all  that’s  mine,  Almda 

Al.  Swear 
By  your  mifehiefs: 

O whither  lhall  I goe  ? 
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Dnkf.  Go  back  again, 

Tie  force  her  take  thee,  love  thee. 

Fare  ye  well,  Sir, 

I will  not  curfe  ye^  only  this  dwell  with  ye. 

When  ever  ye  love,  a falfe  belief  light  on  ye.  ^Exit. 

Hon.  We’ll  take  our  leaves  too,  Sir. 

Duke.  Part  all  the  world  now, 

Since  llie  is  gone. 

Hon.  You  are  crooked  yet,  dear  Mailer, 

And  Hill  I fear \_ExeHnt. 

Duke.  I am  vext, 

And  fome  (hall  find  it.  {E.xit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Archas  and  a Servant. 

Ar.  ’TisHrange 

To  me  to  fee  the  Court,  and  welcome: 

0 Royal  place,  how  have  1 lov’d  and  ferv’d  thee  ? 

Who  lies  on  this  fide,  know’ll  thou  ? 

Ser.  The  Lord  "Burris. 

Ar.  Thou  hall  nam’d  a Gentleman 

1 Hand  much  bound  to : 

I think  he  fentthe  Casket,  Sir  ? 

Ser.  The  fame,  Sir. 

Ar.  An  honclt  minded  man,  a noble  Courtier: 

The  Duke  made  perfed  choice  when  he  cook  him. 

Go  you  home,  1 lhall  hit  the  way  ‘ 

Without  aguide  now. 

Scr.  You  may  want  fomething,  Sir. 

Ar.  Only  my  Horfes, 

Which  after  Supper  let  the  Groom  wait  with ; 

Tie  have  no  more  attendance  here. 

Ser.  Your  will.  Sir. 

£mer  Theodore. 

Theo.  You  are  well  met  here,  Sir. 

Ar.  How  now  boy. 

How  dolt  thou  ? 

Thi.  Ifnouldask 

You  that  quellion : how' do  you.  Sir? 

How  do  you  fed  your  felf? 

Ar.  Why  well,  and  lully. 

The.  What  do  you  here  then  ? 

Ar.  Why  I am  lent  for 
To  Supper  with  the  Duke. 

The.  Have  you  no  meat  at  home  ? 

Or  do  you  long  to  feed  as  hunted  Deer  do. 

In  doubt  and  fear 

I Ar.  I hare  an  e.xcdlent  Itomach, 

And  can  1 ule  it  better 

Than  among  my  friends,  Boy  ? , 

How  do  the  Wenches  ? 

The.  They  do  well  enough,  Sir, 

They  know  the  worlt  by  this  time : pray  be  rul’d,Sir, 

Go  home  again,  anil  if  ye  have  a Supper, 

Eat  it  in  quiet  there  : this  is  no  place  for  ye, 

Efpecially  at  this  time. 

Take  my  word  for’t. 

Ar.  May  be  they’ll  drink  hard  j 
I could  have  drunk  my  (hare,  Boy. 

Though  I am  old,  I will  not  out. 

The.  I hope  you  will. 

Hark  in  your  ear ; the  Court’s 
' Too  quick  of  hearing. 

Ar.  Not  mean  me  well  ? 

Thou  art  abus’d-and  cozen’d. 

Away,  away. 

The.  To  that  end  Sir,  I tell  ye. 

Away,  if  you  love  your  felf. 

Ar.  Who  dare  do  thefe  things. 

That  ever  heard  of  honelly  ? 

The.  Old  Gentleman, 

Take  a fools  counfel. 
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Ar.  ’Tis  a fools  indeed  ; '' 

A very  fools ; thou  hall  more  of 
Thefe  flams  in  thee,  thefe  mully  doubts : 

Is’t  fit  the  Duke  fend  for  me. 

And  honour  me  to  eat  within  his  prefence. 

And  I,  like  a talfc  fellow,  play  at  bo  peep 
With  his  plealure? 

The.  Take  heed 

Ofbo-peep  with  your  pate,  your  pate.  Sir, 

I fpeak  plain  language  now'. 

Ar.  If ’twere  not  here. 

Where  reverence  bids  me  hold, 

I would  fo  fwinge  thee,  thou  rude, 

Unmanner’d  Knaves  take  from  his  bounty. 

His  honour  that  he  gives  me,  to  beget 
Sawc)',  and  fullen  fears  ? 

The.  You  are  not  mad  fure: 

By  this  fair  light,  I fpeak 
But  what  is  whilper’d, 

And  whifper’d  for  a truth. 

Ar.  A Dog:  drunken  people. 

That  in  their  Poijfee  vifions. 

And  turn  Hates,  mad  men  and  Children : 

Prethee  do  not  follow  me^ 

I Cell  thee  I am  angry : ^ 

Do  not 'follow  me. 

The.  I am  as  angry 
As  you  for  your  heart, 

I and  as  wilful  too : go,  like  a Wood-cock, 

And  tliiull  your  neck  i’th’  noofe. 

Ar.  I’le  kill  thee. 

And  thou  fpeakll  but  three  words  more. 

Do  not  follow  me. 

The.  A Hrange  old  foolilh  fellow : I lliall  hear  yet. 

And  if  I do  not  my  part,  hil's  at  me.  {E.xit. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  two  Servants  preparing  a Bafnfuet. 

1 Serv.  Believe  me  fellow  here  will  be  lully  drinking. 
Many  a wallit  pate  in  Wine  I warrant  thee,  ^ (fciencc 

2 Ser.  I am  glad  the  old  General’s  come:  upon  my  Con- 
That  joy  will  make  half  the  Court  drunk. Hark  CheTrumpets, 
They  are  coming  on ; away. 

I Ser.  We’ll  have  a rowlc  too,  \_ExeHnt. 

Enter  Duke^  Archas,  Burris,  Boroskie,  Attend.  Cent. 

Come  feat  your  felvcs:  Lord  lit  you  there. 
Ar.  ’Tis  far  above  my  worth. 

Duke.  Tic  have  it  lb: 

Arc  all  things  ready  ? 

Bor.  All  the  Guards  are  fet. 

The  Court  Gates  are  fhut. 

Duke.  Then  do  as  I preferib’d  ye. 

Be  fure  no  further. 

Bor.  I lhall  well  obferve  ye.  (men  •, 

Z)«.  Come  bring  fome  wine:  here’s  to  my  Siller,  Ckntle- 
A health,  and  mirth  to  all. 

Ar.  Pray  fill  it  full.  Sir. 

’Tis  a high  health  to  vertue : here  Lord  Burriiy 
A maiden  health  : you  arc  moll  fit  to  pledge  it. 

You  have  a maiden  foul  and  much  I honour  it. 

PalTion  o’  me,  ye  are  fad  man. 

"Duke.  How  now,  Burris? 

Go  to,  no  more  of  this. 

.Ar.  Take  the  rowfe  freely, 

’Twill  warm  your  bloud,  and  make  ye  fit  for  Jollity. 

Your  Graces  pardon:  when  we  get  a cup.  Sir, 

We  old  men  prate  a pace. 

Du.  Mirth  makes  a Banquet  •, 

As  you  love  me  no  more. 

Bur.  I thank  your  Grace. 

Give  me  it ; Lord  "Boroskie. 

Borof.  1 have  ill  brains,  Sir. 
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Bur.  Damnable  ill,  I know  it.  | 

'Borof.  But  rie  pledge,  Sir,  | 

This  vertuous  health.  ! 

Bht^  The  more  unfit  for  thy  mouth. 

Enter  two  Servants  with  Cloaks. 

Du.  Come, bring  out  Robes,  and  let  my  guefts  look  nobly  j 
Fit  for  my  love  and  prefence : begin  downward. 

Off  with  your  Cloaks,  take  new. 

t>4r.  Your  grace  deals  truly. 

Like  a munificent  Prince,  with  your  poor  fubjefts, 

Who  would  not  fight  for  you?  what  cold  dull  coward 

Durfl;  feck  to  fave  his  life  when  you  would  ask  it  ? 

Begin  a new  health  in  your  new  adornments. 

The  Dukes,  the  Royal  Dukes:  ha!  what  have  I got 

Sir  ? ha  1 the  Robe  of  death  ? 

Dh.  You  have  deferv’dit. 

Ar.  The  Livery  of  the  Grave  ? do  you  Hart  all  from  me  ? 
Do  I fmell  of  earth  already  ? Sir,  look  on  me, 

And  like  a man ; is  this  your  entertainment  ? 

Do  you  bid  your  worthiefl:  guefts  to  bioudy  Banquets  ? 

Enter  a Gaard. 

A Guard  upon  me  too  ? this  is  too  foul  play 

Boy  to  thy  good,  thine  honour  j thou  wretched  Ruler, 

Thou  Son  of  fools  and  flatterers,  Heir  of  hypocrites, 

Am  I ferv’d  in  a Hearfe  that  ftrv’d  ye  all  ? / ■ 

Are  ye  men  or  Devils  ? Do  ye  gape  upon  me,  f 

Wider,  and  fwallow  all  my  fervicesl’  z j. 

Entomb  them  firft,  my  faith  next,  then  my  integrity. 

And  let  thefe  ftruggle  with  your  mangy  minds,  i , 

Your  fear’d,  and  feal’d  up  Confciences,  till  they  burft. 

Boroj.  Thefe  words  are  death. 

No  thofe  deeds  that  want  rewards,  Sirrah,  ; • 

Thole  Battels  1 have  fought,  thofe  horrid  dangers, 

Leaner  than  death,  and  wilder  than  deftrudion, 

I have  march’d  upon,  thefe  honour’d  wounds,  times  ftory. 
The  bloud  I have  loft,  the  youth,  the  forrows  fuffer’d, 

Thefe  are  ray  death,  thefe  that  can  ne’re  be  recompenced, 
Thefe  that  ye  fit  a brooding  on  like  Toads, 

Sucking  from  my  deferts  the  fweets  and  favours, 

And  render  me  no  pay  again  but  poyfons. 

Bor.  The  proud  vain  Souldier  thou  haft  fet-i 

Ar.  Thou  lyeft. 

Now  by  my  little  time  of  life  lyeft  bafely, 

Malitioufly  and  loudly : how  ifeorn  thee! 

Iflhadfwel’dthe  Souldier,  or  intended 

An  ad  in  perfon,  leaning  to  diflionour. 

As  ye  would  fain  have  forced  me,  witnefs  Heaven, 

Where  cleareft  underftanding  of  all  truth  is,  , 

(For  theft  are  fpightful  men,  and  know  no  piety) 

When  Olin  came,  grim  when  his  marchet,' 

Hisdaftincurfions  made, the  Cityjfweat, 

And  drove  before  him,  as  a ftorm  drives  Hail, 

Such  Ihowrs  of  frofted  fears,  fhook  all  your  heart-firings-. 
Then  when  the  Folga  trembled  at  his  terrour. 

And  hid  his  ftven  curl’d  heads,  afraid  of  bruifing. 

By  his  arm’d  Horfes  hoofs  had  I been  falfe  then. 

Or  blown  a treacherous  fire  into  the  Souldier, 

Had  but  one  Ipark  of  villany  liv*d  within  me, 

Ye’ad  had  fome  fhadow  for  this  black  about  me. 

Where  was  your  Souldierlhip  ? why  went  not  you  out  ? 

And  all  your  right  honourable  valour  with  ye  ? 

Why  met  ye  not  the  Tartar.^  and  defi’d  him  ? 

Drew  your  dead  doing  fword,  and  buckl’d  with  him  ? 

Shot  through  his  Squadrons  like  a fiery  Meteor  ? 

And  as  we  fee  a dreadful  clap  of  Thunder 

Rend  the  ftiffhearted  Oaks,  and  tofs  their  foots  up : 

Why  did  not  you  fo  charge  him  ? you  were  fick  then, 

You  that  dare  taint  my  credit  flipt  to  bed  then. 

Stewing  and  fainting  with  the  fears  ye  had, 

A whorfon  (baking  fit  oppreft  your  Lordfhip : 

; Blulh  Coward,  Knave,  and  all  the  world  hifs  at  thee. 

Dii.  Exceed  not  my  command.  [Exit. 

Bor.  llhallobftrveit. 

c^r.  Are  you  gone  too  ? Come  weep  not  honeft  Burris, 
Good  loving  Lord,  no  more  tears:  ’tis,  not  his  malice, 

This  fellows  malice,  nor  the  Dukes  difpleafure. 

By  bold  bad  men  crowded  into  his  nature, 

Can  ftartle  me ; fortune  ne’re  raz’d  this  Fort  yet : 
lamthefame,  thefameman,  living,  dying-, 

The  fame  mind  to  ’em  both,  I poize  thus  equal  -, 

Only  the  jugling  way  that  toll’d  me  to  it, 

The  Jitdoj  way,  to  kifs  me,  bid  me  welcome. 

And  cut  my  throat,  a little  flicks  upon  me. 

Farewel,  commend  me  to  his  Grace,  and  tell  him; 

The  world  is  full  of  lei  vants,  he  may  have  many : 

And  fome  I wilh  him  hon^  ft : he’s  undone  elfe : 

But  fuch  another  floating  Arch  is  never, 

Sotry’o  and  touch’u  a laid) .-  farewell  for  ever. 

Bur.  Be  ftiong  my  Lord : you  muft  not  go  thus  lightly. 

Ar.  Now,  what’s  to  do?  what  fayes  the  Law  unto  me? 
Give  me  my  great  ofience  that  fpeaks  meguily. 

Bor.  Laying  afiJe  a thoufand  petty  matters, 

As  fcorns,  and  infolenciesboth  from  your  felfand  followers, 
Which  you  put  firft  fire  to,  and  thefe  are  deadly, 

1 come  to  one  main  cauft,  which  though  it  carries 

A ftrangenefs  in  the  Circumftance,  it  carries  death  too. 

Not  to  be  pardon’d  neither : ye  have  done  a facriledge. 

Ar.  High  Heaven  defend  me  man  -.  how,  how'  Boroskie  ? 
Bor.  Ye  have  took  from  the  Temple  thofe  vow’d  Arms, 
The  holy  Ornament  you  hung  up  there, , 

Noabfolurionof  your  vow,  no  order 

From  holy  Church  to  give  ’em  back  unto  you 

A^er  they  were  purified  from  War,  and  relied 

From  bloud,  made  clean  by  ceremony : from  the  Altar 
YouTnatch’d  ’em  up  again,  again  ye  wore  ’em. 

Again  you  Rain’d  ’em,  ftaiu’d  your  vow,  the  Church  too, 
And  rob’d  it  of  that  right  was  none  of  yours,  Sir, 

For  which  the  Law  requires  your  head,  ye  know  it. 

Ar.  Thofe  arms  1 fought  in  laft  ? 

Bor.  The  fame. 

Ar.  God  a mercy, 

Ti:ou  h.aft  hunted  out  a notable  cauft  to  kill  me : 

Afubtleone:  1 dye,  for  fa  v ingall  you-, 

Good  Sir,  remember  if  you  can,  the  neceffity. 

The  fuddennefs  of  time,  the  ftate  all  flood  in ; 

I was  entreated  to,  kneel’d  to,  and  pray’d  to, 

T he  Duke  himftlf,  the  Princes,  all  the  Nobles, 

The  cries  of  Infants,  Bed-rid  Fathers,  Virgins  j 

Prethee  find  out  a better  cauft,  a handfomer, 

This  will  undo  thee  too : people  will  fpic  at  thee, 

The  Devil  himftlf  would  be  afham’d  of  this  cauft  j 

Becaufe  my  hafte  made  me  forget  the  ceremony, 

The  prefent  danger  every  where,  muft  my  life  fatisfie  ? 

Bor'.  It  muft,  and  fhall . 

Ar;  0 baft  ungrateful  people. 

Have  ye  no  other  Swords  to  cut  my  throat  with 

But  mine  own  noblenefs  ? I confefs,  I took  ’em, 

The  vow  not  yet  abfo!  v’d  1 hung  ’em  up  with : 

W’ore  ’em,  fought  in  ’em,  gilded  ’em  again 

In  the  fierce  Tartars  blouds  -,  for  you  I took  ’em, 

For  your  peculiar  fafety.  Lord,  for  all, 

I wore  ’em  for  my  Countries  health,  that  groan’d  then : 
Took  from  the  Temple,  topreferve  the  Temple^ 

That  holy  place,  and  all  the  facred  monuments,  ^ 

The  reverent  Ihrines  of  Saints,  ador’d  and  honour’d, 

Had  been  confum’d  to  allies,  their  own  facrifice  j 

Had  I been  flack,  or  Raid  that  abfblution. 

No  Priefl  had  liv’d  to  give  it ; my  own  honour , 

Cure  of  my  Country  murder  me? 

Bor.  No,  no  Sir, 

I fhall  force  that  from  ye,  will  make  this  cauft  light  too, 
Away  with  him : I fhall  pluck  down  that  heart.  Sir. 

Ar.  Break  it  thou  mayeft-,  but  if  it  bend,  for  pity, 
Doggs,  and  Kites  eat  it : come  I am  honours  Martyr.  [Ex. 
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SCENE  VI. 

Enter  DufiCy  W Burris. 

D«.  Exxeed  my  Warrant? 

Bur.  You  know  he  loves  him  not. 

Du.  He  dares  as  well  eat  death,  as  do  it,  eat  wild-nre, 
Through  a few  fears  I mean  to  try  his  goodnefs, 

That  I may  find  him  fit,  to  wear  here,  Bnrris ; 

I know  Boroskje  hates  him,  to  death  hates  him, 

I know  he’s  a Serpent  too,  afwolnone,  {^T^ife  within. 
But  I have  pull’d  his  fting  out : what  noife  is  that.? 

The.  within.  Down  with  ’em , down  with  ’em,  down 
Sold,  withm.  Stand,  Hand,  ftand.  (with  the  gates. 

Tutf.  within.  Fire  the  Palace  before  ye. 

Bur.  Upon  my  life  the  Souldier,  Sir,  the  Souldier, 

A miferable  time  is  come. 

Enter  Gentleman. 

gent.  Oh  fave  him. 

Upon  my  knees,  my  hearts  knees,  fave  Lord  e^rchas^ 

We  are  undone  elfe. 

Du.  Dares  he  touch  his  Body  ? 

gent.  He  racks  him  fearfully,  molt  fearfully. 

Away  Burris y 

Take  men,  and  take  him  from  him-,  dap  him  up. 

And  if  1 live,  I’ll  find  a Ilrange  death  for  him.  Tx.  Bur. 
Are  the  Souldiers  broke  in  ? 

Gent.  By  this  time  fure  they  are.  Sir, 

They  beat  the  Gates  extreamly,  beat  the  people. 

Du.  Get  me  a guard  about  me  make  fure  the  lodgings, 
Andfpeak  the  Souldiers  fair. 

GetJt.  Pray  Heaven  that  take.  Sir.  [Exeunt 

Enter  Putskic,  Ancient .y  Souldiers,  with  Torches. 

Putf,  Give  us  the  General,  we’ll  fire  the  Court  elfe. 
Render  him  fafe  and  well. 

Anc.  Do  not  fire  the  Cellar,  (wcathci 

There’s  excellent  Wine  in’t.  Captain,  and  though  ir  be  cold 
I do  not  love  it  mull’d  bring  out  the  General, 

We’lllight  yefucha  Bone-fireellc:  where  are  ye? 

Speak,  or  we’ll  tofs  your  Turrets,  peep  out  of  your  Hives, 
We’ll  fmoak  ye  elfe ; Is  not  that  a Nofe  there  ? 

Put  out  that  Nofe  again,  and  if  thou  dar’ft 

But  blow  it  before  us:  now  he  creeps  out  on’s  Burrough. 

Enter  gentleman. 

FutJ.  Give  us  the  General. 

Gent.  Yes,  Gentlemen  j 
Or  any  thing  ye  can  defire. 

Anc.  You  musk-cat, 

Cordevant-skin  we  will  not  take  your  anfwer.  hither. 
Putf.  Where  is  the  Duke?  fpeak  fuddenly,  and  fend  him 
Anc.  Or  we’ll  fo  frye  your  Buttocks. 

Gent.  Good  fweet  Gentlemen 

Anc.  We  are  neither  good  nor  fweet,  we  are  Souldiers, 
And  you  mifereants  that  abufe  the  General. 

Give  fire  my  Boys,  ’tis  a dark  Evening, 

Let’s  light  ’em  to  their  lodgings. 

Olympia,  Honora,  Viola,  Theodore,  Women, 

Hon.  Good  Brother  be  not  fierce. 

The.  I will  not  hurt  her. 

Fear  not  fweet  Lady. 

Olym,  Nay,  do  what  you  pleafe.  Sir, 

Ihaveaforrow  that  exceeds  all  yours, 

And  more,  contemns  all  danger. 

Enter  Duke,  above. 

The.  Where  is  the  Duke  ? 

Du.  He’s  here  what  would  ye  Souldiers  ? wherefore 
Like  mutinous  mad-men  thus  ? (troop  ye 

The.  Give  me  my  Father. 

Putf.  <sAnc,  Give  us  our  General. 


The.  Set  him  here  before  us. 

Ye  fee  the  pledge  we  have  got ye  fee  the  Torches  j 
Alllhalltoalhes,  as  I live,  immediately, 

A thoufand  lives  for  one. 

Du.  But  hear  me  ? 

Piit^.  No,  we  come  not  to  difpute. 

Enter  Archas,  and  Burris. 

The.  By  Heaven  I fwear  he’s  rackt  and  whipt. 

Hon.  Oh  my  poor  Father  I 
Tutf.  Burn,  kill  and  burn. 

Arc.  Hold,  hold,  1 fay  : hold  Souldiers, 

On  your  allegiance  hold. 

The.  We  mull  not. 

Arc.  Hold: 

I fwear  by  Heaven  he  is  a barbarous  Traitor  Itirs  firft, 

A Villain,  and  a ftranger  to  Obedience, 

Never  my  Souldier  more,  nor  Friend  to  Honour: 

Why  did  you  ufe  your  old  Man  thus  ? thus  cruelly 
Torture  his  poor  weak  Body  ? I ever  lov’d  ye. 

Du.  Forget  me  in  thefe  wrongs,  moft  noble  Archas. 

Arc.  I have  balm  enough  for  all  my  hurts : weep  no  more 
A fatisfadion  for  a thoufand  forrows  ■,  (Sir, 

I do  believe  you  innocent,  a good  man. 

And  Heaven  forgive  that  naughty  thing  that  wrong’d  me  ; 
Why  look  ye  wild,  my  friends  ? why  llare  ye  on  me  ? 

1 charge  ye,  as  ye  are  men,  my  men,  my  lovers. 

As  ye  are  honelt  faithful  men,  fair  Souldiers, 

Let  down  your  anger : Is  not  this  our  Soveraign  > 

The  head  of  mercy,  and  of  Law  ? who  dares  then, 

But  Rebels,  fcorningLaw,  appear  thus  violent.? 

Is  this  a place  for  Swords  ? for  threatning  fires  ? 

The  Reverence  of  this  Houfe  dares  any  touch. 

But  with  obedient  knees,  and  pious  duties? 

Are  we  not  all  his  Subjeds  ? all  fworn  to  him  ? 

Has  not  he  power  to  punilh  our  offences  ? 

And  do  we  not  daily  fall  into  ’em  ? affure  your  felvcs 
I did  offend,  and  highly,  grievoufly. 

This  good,  fweet  Prince  I offended,  my  life  forfeited. 
Which  yet  his  mercy  and  his  old  love  met  with. 

And  only  let  me  feel  his  light  rod  this  way : 

Ye  are  to  thank  him  for  your  General, 

Pray  for  his  life  and  fortune;  fwear  your  bloods  for  him. 
Ye  are  offenders  too,  daily  offenders. 

Proud  infolcncies  dwell  in  your  hearts,  and  ye  do ’em, 

Do ’em  againft  his  Peace,  his  Law,  hisPerfon; 

Ye  fee  he  only  forrows  for  your  fins. 

And  where  his  power  might  perfecute,  forgives  ye : 

For  fliame  put  up  your  Swords,  for  honefly. 

For  orders  lake,  and  whofe  ye  are,  my  Souldiers, 

Be  not  fo  rude. 

The.  They  have  drawn  blood  from  you,  Sir. 

Arc.  That  was  the  blood  rebcll’d,  the  naughty  blood. 
The  proud  provoking  blood ; ’tis  well ’tis  out.  Boy; 

Give  you  example  fir fl:;  draw  out,  and  orderly. 

Hon.  Good  Brother,  do. 

Arc.  Honeft  and  high  example. 

As  thou  wilt  have  my  Bleffing  follow  thee. 

Inherit  all  mine  honours  : thank  ye  Theodore., 

My  worthy  Son. 

The.  If  harm  come,  thank  your  felf,  Sir, 

I mult  obey  ye.  [Exit 

Arc.  Captain,  you  know  the  way  now : 

A good  man,  and  a valiant,  you  were  ever. 

Inclin’d  to  honeft  things ; I thank  ye,  Captain.  [Ex.SouL 
Souldiers,  I thank  ye  all.-  and  love  mcftill, 

But  do  not  love  me  Ib  you  lofe  Allegiance, 

Love  that  above  your  lives .-  once  more  I thank  yc. 

Du.  Bring  him  to  reft,  and  let  our  cares  wait  on  him ; 
Thou  excellent  old  man,  thou  top  of  honour. 

Where  Juftice,  and  Obedience  only  build. 

Thou  ftock  of  Vertue,  how  am  I bound  to  love  thee ! 

In  all  thy  noble  ways  to  follow  thee  ! 

Btw . Remember  him  that  vext  him.  Sir. 

Du. 
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Du.  Remember? 

When  I forget  that  Villain,  and  to  pay  him 
For  all  his  mifchiefs,  may  all  good  thoughts  forget  me. 
(lAtc.  I am  very  fore. 

Du.  Bring  him  to  Bed  with  eale,  Gentlemen, 

For  every  ftripe  I’ll  drop  a tear  to  walh  ’em. 

And  in  my  fad  Repentance 

Arc.  ’Tis  too  much, 

I have  a life  yet  left  to  gain  that  love.  Sir.  {Exeunt. 


ABus  Quintus,  Seen  a Trim  a. 

Enter  Duke,  Burris,  and  Gentlemen. 

Duke.  T TOw  does  Lord  cArchas? 

JLj.  Bur.  But  weak,  and’tpleafe  ye; 

Yet  all  the  helps  that  art  can,  are  applied  to  him ; 

His  heart’s  untoucht,  and  whole  yet;  and  no  doubt,  Sir, 
His  mind  being  found,  his  body  foon  will  follow.  (too ; 

Du.  O that  bale  Knave  that  wrong’d  him,  without  leave 
But  1 fhall  find  an  hour  to  give  him  thanks  ifor’t ; 

He’s  fall,  1 hope. 

Bur.  As  fad  as  irons  can  keep  him 

But  the  mod  fearful  Wretch 

Du.  He  has  a Confcience, 

A cruel  dinging  one  I warrant  him, 

A loaden  one : But  what  news  of  the  Souldier  ? 

1 did  not  like  their  parting,  ’twas  too  fullen. 

Bur.  That  they  keep  dill,  and  1 fear  a worfe  clap  • 
They  are  drawn  out  of  the  Town,  and  dand  in  counfels, 
Hatching  unquiet  thoughts,  and  cruel  purpofes: 

I went  my  felf  unto  ’em  , talkt  with  the  Captains, 

Whom  I found  fraught  with  nothing  but  loud  murmurs. 
And  defperate  curfes,  founding  thele  words  often 
Like  Trumpets  to  their  angers : we  are  ruin’d, 

Our  fervices  turn’d  to  difgraces,  mifchiefs ; 

Our  brave  old  General,  like  one  had  pilfer’d. 

Tortur’d,  andwhipc:  the  Colonels  eyes,  like  torches, 
Blaze  every  where  and  fright  fair  peace. 

Gent.  Yet  worle.  Sir  ; 

The  news  is  currant  now,  they  mean  to  leave  ye. 

Leave  their  Allegiance ; and  under  OUns  Charge 
The  bloody  Enemy  march  draight  againd  ye. 

Bur.  I have  heard  this  too.  Sir. 

Du.  This  mud  be  prevented, 

And  fuddenly,  and  warily. 

■ Bur.  *Tistime,  Sir, 

But whattominider,  or  how? 

Du.  Go  in  with  me. 

And  there  we’ll  think  upon’t : fuch  blows  as  thefe, 

Equal  defences  ask,  elfe  they  difpleafe.  ' {Exeunt. 

SCENE  11. 

Enter  Petelca,  and  Gentlewoman. 

Bet.  Lord , what  a coil  has  here  been  with  thefe  Soul* 
They  are  cruel  fellows.  (diers ! 

Worn.  And  yet  methought  we  found  ’em 
Handfome  enough ; I’ll  tell  thee  true,  Betefca, 

I lookt  for  other  manner  of  dealings  from  ’em, 

And  had  prepar’d  my  felf:  but  where’s  my  Lady  ? 

Bet.  In  her  old  dumps  within  .*  mondrous  melancholy ; 
Sure  flie  was  mad  of  this  Wench. 

IVom.  And  fhe  had  been  a man,  (is  fliifted. 

She  would  have  been  a great  deal  madder,  I am  glad  fhe 
Bet.  ’Twas  a wicked  thing  fot  me  to  betray  her. 

And  yet  I mud  confefs  fhe  dood  in  our  lights. 

• Enter  Alinda. 

What  young  thing’s  this  ? 

Alin.  Good  morrow,  beauteous  Gentlewomen  * 

’Pray  ye  is  the  Princefs  dirring  yet  ? 

IVom,  He  has  her  face. 

Bet.  Hervery  tongue, and  tone  too:  her  youth  u]^oh him. 
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Alin.  I guefs  ye  to  be  the  Princefs  Women.  . , 

Pet.  Yes,  we  are.  Sir.  (Grace, 

Alin.  Pray  is  there  not  a Gentlewoman  waiting  on  her 
Yeca]\  cAlinda  ? 

Pet.  The  Devil  fure  in  her  fhape. 

Worn.  I have  heard  her  tell  my  Lady  of  a Brother, 

An  only  Brother  that  fhe  had : in  travel 

Pet.  ’Mafs,  I remember  that : this  may  be  he  too  : 

I would  this  thing  would  ferve  her. 

Enter  Olympia. 

Worn.  So  would  I Wench,  , . • , ■ 

We  fhould  love  him  better  fure  .*  Sir,  here’s  the  Princefs, 

She  bed  can  fatisfie  ye. 

Alin.  How  I love  that  prefence  ! = . 

0 blefled  Eyes,  how  nobly  fhine  your  comforts ! ' 

Olym.  What  Gentleman  is  that  ? 

Worn.  We  know  not.  Madam : - 

He  ask’d  us  for  your  Grace : and  as  we  guefs  it, 

He  is  Alinda^s  Brother. 

Olym.  Ha ! let  me  mark  him : 

My  grief  has  almod  blinded  me : her  Brother  ? 

By  Fenus.,  he  has  all  her  fweetnefsupon  him  : 

Two  filver  drops  of  dew  were  never  liker. 

Alin.  Gracious  Lady 

Olym.  That  pleafant  pipe  he  has  too. 

Aim.  Being  my  happinefs  to  pafs  by  this  way , 

And  having  as  I underdand  by  Letters, 

A Sider  in  your  vertuous  fervice.  Madam 

Olym.  O now  my  heart,  my  heart  akes. 

Alin.  All  the  comfort 

My  poor  youth  has,  all  that  my  hopes  have  built  me, 

1 thought  it  my  fird  duty,  ray  bed  fervice. 

Here  to  arrive  fird,  humbly  to  thank  your  Grace 
For  my  poor  Sider,  humbly  to  thank  your  Nobleaefs, 

That  bounteous  Goodnefsin  ye. 

Olym.  ’Tis  he  certainly.  , 

Alin.  That  fpring  of  favour  to  her ; with  my  life,Madanii, 
If  any  fuch  mod  happy  means  might  meet  me. 

To  fhew  my  thankfulnefs. 

Olym.  What  have  I done.  Fool ! 

Alin.  She  came  a dranger  to  your  Grace,  no  Courtier ; 
Nor  of  that  curious  breed  befits  your  fervice. 

Yet  one  I dare  adurc  my  Soul,  that  lov’d  ye 
Before  fhe  faw  ye;  doted  on  your  Vertues; 

Before  fhe  knew  thofe  fair  eyes,  long’d  to  read  ’em. 

You  only  had  her  prayers,  you  her  wifhes ; 

And  that  one  hope  to  be  yours  once,  preferv’d  her. 

Olym.  I have  done  wickedly. 

Alin.  A little  Beauty,  ■ 

Such  as  a Cottage  breeds,  flie  brought  along  with  her  j 
And  yet  our  Country- eyes  edeem’d  it  much  too : 

But  for  her  beauteous  mind,  forget  great  Lady, 

I am  her  Brother,  and  let  me  fpeak  a dranger. 

Since  fhe  was  able  to  beget  a thought,  ’twas  honed.. 

The  daily  dudy  howto  fit  your  fervices, 

Truly  to  tread  that  vertuous  path  you  walk  in, 

So  fir’d  her  honed  Soul,  we  thought  her  Sainted  ; 

I prefume  fhe  is  dill  the  fame:  I would  fain  fee  her. 

For  Madam,  ’tis  no  little  love  I owe  her. 

Olym.  Sir,  fuch  a maid  there  was,  I had 

Alin.  There  was.  Madam? 

Olym.  O my  poor  Wench:  eyes,  I will  ever  curfe  ye 
For  your  Credulity,  Alinda.  \ 

Alin.  That’s  her  name.  Madam. 

Olym.  Give  me  a little  leave,  Sir,  to  lament  her. 

Alin.  Is  fhe  dead.  Lady  ? 

Olym.  Dead  Sir,  to  my  fervice. 

She  is  gone,  pray  ye  ask  no  further. 

Aim.  I obey  Madam  .* 

Gone  ? now  mud  I lament  too  •*  fald  ye  gone  Madam  ? 
Olym.  Gone,  gone  for  ever. 

Aim  That’s  a cruel  faying : 

Her  honour  too  ? 

OlyM.  Prithee  look  angry  on  me, 

And 
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And  if  thou  ever  lovedfl:  her,  fpit  upon  me ; 

Do  Ibmething  like  a Brother,  like  a friend, 

And  do  not  only  fay  thou  lov’ft  her 

u4L  Ye  amaze  me. 

Oly.  I ruin’d  her,  I wrong’d  her,  I abus’d  her ; 

Poor  innocent  foul,  I flung  her;  fweet 

Thou  vertuous  maid,  my  foul  now  calls  thee  vertuous. 

Why  do  ye  not  rail  now  at  me  ? 

For  what  Lady  ? 

" Oly.  Call  me  bafe  treacherous  woman. 

Al.  Heaven  defend  me. 

Oly.  Rafhly  I thought  her  falfe,  and  put  her  from  me, 
Ralhly,  and  madly  1 betrai’d  her  modefty. 

Put  her  to  wander,  heaven  knows  where  : nay,  more  Sir, 
Stuck  a black  brand  upon  her, 

AL  ’Twas  not  well  Lady, 

Oly.  ’Twas damnable:  Ihe loving  me  fo dearly. 

Never  poor  wench  lov’d  lb : Sir  believe  me, 

’Twas  the  molt  dutious  wench,  the  bell  companion. 
When  I was  pleas’d,  the  happieft,  andthegladdeft, 

The  modeftell  fweet  nature  dwelt  within  her ; 

I faw  all  this,  I knew  all  this,  I lov’d  it, 

I doated  on  it  too,  and  yet  1 kill’d  it : 

0 what  have  I forfaken  ? what  have  I loft  ? 

AL.  Madam,  I’le  take  my  leave,  lincc  (he  is  wandring, 
’Tis  fit  I know  no  reft. 

Oly.  Will  you  go  too  Sir  ? 

1 have  not  wrong’d  you  yet,  if  you  dare  truft  me. 

For  yet  I love  Aiinda  there,  I honour  her, 

I love  to  look  upon  thofe  eyes  that  fpeak  her. 

To  read  that  face  again,  (modefty  keep  me, ) 

Alinday  in  that  fliape : but  why  Ihould  you  truft  me , 

’Twas  I betray’d  your  Sifter,  1 undid  her ; 

And  believe  me,  gentle  youth,  ’tis  I weep  for  her : 

Appoint  what  penance  you  pleafe : but  ftay  then. 

And  fee  me  perform  it : ask  what  honour  this  place 
Is  able  to  heap  on  ye,  or  what  wealth 
If  following  me  will  like  yy,  my  care  of  ye, 

Which  for  your  fifters  fake,  for  your  own  goodnefs 1 

Al.  Not  all  the  honour  earth  has,  now  fhe’s  gone  Lady, 
Not  all  the  favour  •,  yet  if  I fought  preferment, 

Under  your  bounteous  Grace  I would  only  take  it. 

Peace  reft  upon  ye : one  fad  tear  every  day 

For  poor  AUndas  fake,  ’tis  fit  ye  pay.  f Exit. 

Oly.  A thoufand  noble  youth,  and  when  I deep, 

Even  in  my  filver  (lumbers  ftill  Pie  weep.  \iExit. 

SCENA  III. 

Efiter  Duke,  and  Gentlemen. 


As  if  they  were  to  force  the  Enemy, 

I befeech  your  grace  to  give  me  leave. 

Du.  Pray  go  Sir, 

And  look  to  the  old  man  well  *,  take  up  all  fairly; 

And  let  no  bloud  be  fpilt ; take  general  pardons. 

And  quench  this  fury  with  fair  peace. 

'Sitr.  I fhall  Sir, 

Or  feal  it  with  my  fervice  j they  are  villains : 

The  Court  is  up : good  Sir,  go  ftrengthen  ’em, 

Your  Royal  fight  will  make  ’em  fcorn  all  dangers ; 

The  General  needs  no  proof. 

Duke.  Come  Ict’sgo  view ’em.  Z Exeunt. 

SCENA  IV. 

Enter  Theodore,  Putskie,  Ancient^  SouldierSy  Drum, 
and  (Colours., 

The.  ’Tis  known  we  are  up,and  marching : no  fubmiflion, 
No  promife  of  bafe  peace  can  cure  our  maladies. 

We  havefuffer’d  beyond  all  repair  of  honour : 

Your  valiant  old  man’s  whipt ; vvhipt  Gentlemen, 

Whipt  like  a flave ; that  flelh  that  never  trembled. 

Nor  Ihrunk  one  finew  at  a thoufand  charges,  ; 

Thatnoblebodyrib’d  inarms,  the  Enemy 
So  often  fhook  at,  and  then  ftiun’d  like  thunder. 

That  body’s  torn  with  lalhes.  . • 

Anc.  Let’s  turn  head. 

Tut.  Turn  nothing  Gentlemen,  let’s  march  on  fairly, 
Unlds  they  charge  us. 

Tie.  Think  ftill  of  his  abufes, 

And  keep  your  angers. 

Anc.  He  was  whipt  like  a top, 

I never  faw  a whore  fo  lac’d : Court  fchool-buttcr  ? 

Is  this  their  diet  ? Pie  drefs  ’em  one  running  banquet : 

What  Oracle  can  alter  us  ? did  not  we  fee  him  ? 

See  him  we  lov’d  ? 

The.  And  though  we  did  obey  him. 

Forc’d  by  his  reverence  for  that  time ; is’t  fit  Gentlemen.^ 
My  noble  friends,  is’t  fit  we  men,  and  Souldicrs, 

Live  to  endure  this,  and  look  on  too  ? 

Put.  Forward : 

They  may  call  back  the  Sun  as  foon,  ftay  time, 

Prclcribc  a Law  to  death,  as  we  endure  this. 

The.  They  will  make  ye  all  fair  promifes. 

Anc.  \Vt  care  not. 

The.  life  all  their  arts  upon  ye. 

Anc.  Hang  all  their  arts. 

Put.  And  happily  thcy’I  bring  him  with  ’em. 

Anc.  March  apace  then. 

He  is  old  and  cannot  overtake  us. 


Duke.  Have  ye  been  with  ’em  ? 

Gent.  Yes,  and’t  pleafe  your  Grace, 

But  no  perfwafion  ferves  ’em,  nor  no  promife. 

They  are  fearfull  angry,  and  by  this  time  Sir, 

Upon  their  march  to  the  Enemy. 

Du.  They  muft  be  ftopt. 

Enter  Burris. 

Gent.  I,  but  what  force  is  able  > and  what  leader — 

T)u.  How  now,  have  you  been  with  Archas  ? 

Bur.  Yes,  and’t  pleafe  ye,  ^ 

And  told  him  all : he  frets  like  a chaPd  Lyon,  \ 

And  calls  for  his  Arms : and  all  thole  honeft  Courtiers 
That  dare  draw  Swords. 

Du.  Is  he  able  fo  do  any  thing  ? 

Bur.  His  mind  is  well  enough ; and  where  his  charge  is, 
Let  him  be  ne’re  fo  fore,  ’tis  a full  Army. 

Du.  Who  commands  the  Rebels  ? 

Bur.  The  young  Colonel , 

That  makes  the  old  man  almoft  mad : he  fwears  Sir, 

He  will  not  (pare  his  Sons  head  for  the  Dukedom. 

Du.  Is  the  Court  in  Arms  ? 

Bur.  As  fall  as  they  can  buftle, 

Every  man  mad  to  goe  now  : infpir’d  ftrangely. 


Put.  Say  he  doe. 

Anc.  We’l  run  away  with  him ; they  (hall  never  fee  him 
The  truth  is,  we’l  hear  nothing,  flop  at  nothing,  (more : 
Confider  nothing  but  our  way  •,  believe  nothing,  (thing. 
Not  though  they  fay  their  prayers : be  content  with  no- 
But  the  knocking  out  their  brains : and  laft,  do  nothing 
But  ban  ’em  and  curfe  ’em,  till  we  come  to  kill  ’em. 

The.  Remove  then  forwards  bravely  •,  keep  your  minds 
And  the  next  time  we  face  ’em,  (hall  be  fatal.  ( whole, ; 

ZExeunt. 

SCENA  V. 

£«rer  Archas,  Z)«i^,  Burris,  (jetit.  andSould. 

Ar.  Peace  to  your  Graces  take  reft  Sir , they  are  before  us- 
(jent.  They  are  Sir,  and  upon  the  march.  Q£A:/fDuke. 

^r.  Lord  Bums , , ( tage. 

Take  you  thofe  horfe  and  coaft  ’em : upon  the  firft  advan- 
If  they  will  not  flake  their  march,charge  ’em  up  roundly. 

By  that  time  I’le  come  in. 

Bur.  rie  do  it  truly.  Z ^xit. 

Gent.  How  do  you  feel  your  felf  Sir  ? 
eyPr.  Well,  I thank  ye*, 

A little  weak,  but  anger  fhall  fupply  that  j 
You  will  all  ftand  bravely  to  it  ? 
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cyfll.  Whilfl:  we  have  lives  Sir. 

Jr.Yc  fpeak  like  Gentlemen;  Tie  make  the  knaves  know, 
The  proudeH:,and  the  ftrongeft  hearted  Rebel, 

They  have  a law  to  live  in,  and  they  lhall  have-, 

Beat  up  a pace, by  this  time  he  is  upon  ’em,  within- 

And  fwordjbut  hold  me  now,thou  fhalt  play  ever.  [^Exeunt. 

Enter  Drums  beating,  Theodore,  Putskie,  Ancient^ 
and.  their  Souldiers. 

The.  Stand,  ftand,  ftand  clofe,  and  Pure ; 

Enter  Burris,  and  i or  z Souldiers. 

The  horfe  will  charge  us. 

Anc.  Let  ’em  come  on,  we  have  provender  fit  for  ’em. 
Put.  Here  comes  Lord  Sir,  I think  to  parly. 

The.  You  are  welcom  noble  Sir,  I hope  to  our  part. 

Bur.  No,  valiant  Colonel,  I am  come  to  chide  ye. 

To  pity  ye  -,  to  kill  ye,  if  thefe  fail  me  \ 

Fie,  what  dilhonour  Peek  ye ! what  black  infamy ! 

►Why  do  ye  draw  out  thus  ? draw  all  (hame  with  ye  ? 

Are  thePe  fit  cares  in  Pubjefts  ? 1 command  ye 
Lay  down  your  arms  again,  move  in  that  peace, 

That  fair  obedience  you  were  bred  in. 

Put.  Charge  us; 

We  come  not  here  to  argue. 

The.  Charge  up  bravely. 

And  hotly  too,  we  have  hot  fpleens  to  meet  ye. 

Hot  as  the  lhames  are  offer’d  us. 

Enter  Archas,  Gent,  and  Souldiers. 

'Bur.  Look  behind  ye. 

Po  you  Pee  that  old  man  ? do  you  know  him  Souldiers  ? 

Put.  Your  Father  Sir,  believe  me 

Bur.  You  know  his  marches. 

You  have  Peen  his  executions : is  it  yet  peace  ? 

The.  We’l  dye  here  firff:. 

Bur.  Farewel : you’l  hear  on’s  prePently. 

Ar.  Stay  Burris : this  is  too  poor,  too  beggerly  a body 
To  bear  the  honour  of  a charge  from  me, 

A fort  oj tatter’d  Rebels  -,  go  provide  Gallowfes ; 

Ye  are  troubled  with  hot  heads.  Tie  cool  ye  prelently ; 
ThePe  look  like  men  that  were  ray  Souldiers 
Now  I behold  ’em  nearly,  and  more  narrowly. 

My  honcff;  friends : where  got  they  thePe  fair  figures  ? 
Where  did  they  fteal  thefe  lhapes 
Bur.  They  are  (truck  already. 

Ar.  Do  you  Pee  that  fellow  there,  that  goodly  Rebel  ? 

He  looks  as  like  a Captain  1 lov’d  tenderly: 

A fellow  of  a faith  indeed. 

Bur.  He  has  lham’d  him. 

Ar.  And  that  that  bears  the  Colours  there,  moff:  certain 
So  like  an  Ancient  of  mine  own,  a brave  fellow, 

A loving  and  obedient,  that  believe  me  Burris., 

I am  amaz’d  and  troubled ; and  were  it  not 
I know  the  general  good nePs  of  my  people. 

The  duty,  and  the  truth,  the  ftedfalt  honeftie, 

And  am  allur’d  they  would  as  Poon  turn  Devils 
As  rebels  to  allegeance,  for  mine  honour. 

Bur.  Here  needs  no  wars. 

Put.  I pray  forgive  U5  Sir. 

Anc.  Good  General  forgive  os, or  ule  your  Pword, 

Your  words  are  double  death. 

All.  Good  noble  General. 

Bur.  Pray  Sir  be  mercifull. 
eyfr.  Weep  out  your  fhames  firlt. 

Ye  make  me  fool  for  companie : fie  Souldiers, 

My  Souldiers  too,  and  play  thefe  tricks  ? what’s  he  there  ? 
Sure  I have  ften  his  face  too  -,  yes,  moll  certain 
IhaveaPon,  but  I hope  he  is  not  here  now, 

’Would  much  referable  this  man,  wondrous  near  him, 

Jufl;  of  his  height  and  making  too,  you  Peem  a Leader, 

The.  Good  Sir,  do  not  lhame  me  more : I know  your  an- 
Andiefs  than  death  1 look  not  for.  (get, 

Ar.  You  lhall  be  my  charge  Sir,  it  Peems  you  want  foes. 


^19  I 

When  you  would  make  your  friends  your  Enemies. 

A running  bloud  ye  have,  but  I lhall  cure  ye. 

Bur.  Good  Sir 

An.  No  more  good  Lord  .•  beat  forward  Souldiers ; 

And  you,  march  in  the  rear,  you  have  loft  your  places. 

C Exeunt. 

SCENA  VI. 

Enter  Duke,  Olympia,  Honora,  Viola. 

Du.  You  lhall  not  be  thus  Pullen  Hill  with  me  Sifter, 

You  do  the  molt  unnobly  to  be  angry, 

For  as  I have  a foul,  I never  touch’d  her, 

I never  yet  knew  one  unchaft  thought  in  her : 

I mult  confePs,  I lov’d  her : as  who  would  not  ? 

1 mull  confePs  I doated  on  her  Itrangely, 

I offer’d  all,  yet  Po  ftrong  was  her  honour. 

So  fortifi’d  as  fair,  no  hope  could  reach  her. 

And  whilll  the  world  beheld  this,  and  confirm’d  it. 

Why  would  you  be  Po  jealous.? 

Oly.  Good  Sir  pardon  me, 

I feelPufficiently  my  follies  penance. 

And  am  alham’d,  that  lhame  a thoufand  Ibrrows 
Feed  on  continually,  would  I had  never  leen  her. 

Or  with  a clearer  judgement  look’d  upon  her. 

She  was  too  good  for  me,  Po  heavenly  good  Sir, 

Nothing  but  Heaven  can  love  that  foul  fufficientlyi 
Where  I lhall  Pee  her  once  again. 

Enter  Burris. 

Du.  No  more  tears. 

If  Ihe  be  within  the  Dukedom,  we’l  recover  her : 

Welcom  Lord  Burris,  fair  news  I hope. 

Bur.  Moll  fair  Sir, 

Without  one  drop  of  bloud  thefe  wars  are  ended. 

The  Souldier  cool’d  again,  indeed  alham’d  Sir, 

And  all  his  anger  ended.  Du.  Where’s  Lord  Archas  ? 

Bur.  Not  far  off  Sir ; with  him  his  valiant  Pon, 

Head  of  this  fire,  but  now  a priPoner, 

And  if  by  your  fweet  mercy  not  prevented, 

I fear  Pome  fatal  llroke.  [^Drims. 

Enter  Archas,  Theodore,  Gentlemen,  Souldiers. 

Du.  I hear  the  Drums  beat, 

Welcom,  my  worthy  friend. 

Ar.  Stand  where  ye  are  Sir, 

Even  as  you  love  your  country,  move  not  forward, 

Nor  plead  for  peace  till  I have  done  a jullice, 

A jullice  on  this  villain  none  of  mine  now, 

A jullice  on  this  Rebel.  Hon.  O my  Brother. 

Ar.  This  fatal  firebrand 

Du.  Forget  not  old  man. 

He  is  thy  fon,of  thine  own  bloud. 
o-Yr.  In  thefe  veins 

No  trcacherie  e’re  harbour’d  yet,  no  mutinie, 

I ne’re  gave  life  to  lewd  and  headllrong  Rebels. 

Du.‘  ’Tis  his  firll  fault. 

Ar.  Not  of  a thoufand  Sir, 

Or  were  it  Po,  it  is  a fault  Po  mightie. 

So  Itiong  againll  the  nature  of  all  mercy, 

His  Motlioi'  were  Ihe  living,  would  not  weep  for  him. 

He  dare  not  Pa.yj|he  would  live.  The.  I mull  not  Sir, 

Whilfl  you  Pay  ^tis  not  fit : your  Graces  mercy 
Not  to  my  life  appli’d,  but  to  my  fault  Sir, 

The  worlds  forgivenels  next,  lall,  on  my  knees  Sir, 

I humbly  beg. 

Do  not  take  from  me  yet  the  name  of  Father, 

Strike  me  a thoufand  blows,  but  let  me  dye  yours. 

Ar.  He  moves  my  heart : I mull  be  Puddain  with  him, 

1 lliall  grow  faint  elfe  in  my  execution  •,  (bravely. 

Come,  come  Sir,  you  have  leen  death ; now  meet  him 
Du.  Hold,  hold  I Pay,  a little  hold,  confider 
Thou  had  no  more  Pons  Archas  to  inherit  thee. 

Ar.  Yes  Sir,  I have  another,  and  a nobler; 

No  treafon  fhall  inherit  me  .•  young  Archas  j 

A boy,  j 
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.A  boy,  as  fwect  as  young,  my  Brother  breeds  him, 

My  noble  Brother  BrLkie  breeds  him  nobly, 

Him  let  your  favour  find  .•  give  him  your  honour. 

ENtcr  Putskie  f Briskie ) and  Alinda,  ( alias  Archas.  jl 

Pit.  Thou  haft  no  child  left  Archas ynont  to  inherit  thee 

If  thou  ftrikft  that  ftroke  now : behold  young  Archas  j 
Behold  thy  Brother  here,  thou  bloudy  Brother, 

As  bloody  to  this  facrifice  as  thou  art  ; 

Heave  up  thy  fword,  and  mine’s  heav’d  up ftrike  Archasy 
And  I’le  ftrike  too  as  fuddenly,  as  deadly  : 

Have  mercy,  and  I’lc  have  mercy  ; the  Duke  gives  it. 

Look  upon  all  thefe,  how  they  weep  it  from  thee, 

Choofe  quickly,  and  begin.  Dk.  On  your  obedience,  - 
On  your  allegeance  fave  him. 

Ar.  Take  him  to  )^e,  [_SohL  jlwM. 

And  firrah,  be  an  honeft  man,  ye  have  reafon : 

I thank  ye  worthy  Brother : welcom  child. 

Mine  own  fweet  child. 

'Da.  Why  was  this  boy  conceal’d  thus  ? 

Pat.  Your  graces  pardon  : 

Fearing  the  vow  you  made  againft  my  Brother, 

And  that  your  anger  would  not  only  light 

On  him,  but  find  out  all  his  familie. 

This  young  boy,  to  preferve  from  after  danger, 

Like  a young  wench,  hither  I brought  j my  felf 

In  the  habit  of  an  ordinarie  Captain 

Dilguis’d,  got  entertainment,  and  ferv’d  here 

That  I might  ftill  be  ready  to  all  fortunes : 

That  boy  your  grace  took,  nobly  entertain’d  him, 

But  thought  a Girle,  AUndayM&Anm.  01.  Stand  away. 

And  let  me  look  upon  him.  T>a.  My  young  Miftiis? 

This  is  a ftrange  metamorphofis,  iyAUnda  ? 

Al.  Your  graces  humble  fervant. 

T)h.  Come  hither  Sifter : 

I dare  yet  fcarce  believe  mine  eyes  .-how  they  view  one  ano- 
Doft  thou  not  love  this  boy  well  ? (ther  ? 

Oly.  I Ihould  lye  elfe , 

Truft  me,  extreamly  lye  Sir. 

Da.  Didftthou  never  wifh  Olympiay 

It  might  be  thus  ? Oly.  A thoufand  times. 

1 Du.  Here  take  him  ; 

Nay,  donotblulh:  1 do  not  jeft^  kifs  fvveetly  : 

Boy,  ye  kifs  faintly  boy  •,  Heaven  give  ye  comfort  ■, 

Teach  him,  he’l  quickly  learn  : there’s  two  hearts  eas’d  now. 

Ar.  You  do  me  too  much  honour  Sir.  Du.  No  Archas, 
But  all  I can,  I will-,  can  you  love  me  ? fpeak  truly. 

Hon.  Yes  Sir , dearly. 

Du.  Come  hither  rtola,  can  you  love  this  man  ? 

Fio.  rie  do  the  beft  I can  Sir.  Du.  Seal  it  Burris, 

We’l  all  to  Church  together  inftantly ; 

And  then  a vie  for  boyes ; ftay,  bring  Boroskie. 

Enter  Boroskie. 

I had  almoft  forgot  that  lump  of  mifehief. 

There  aArchas,  take  the  enemie  to  honour, 

The  knave  to  worth  : do  with  him  what  thou  wilt. 

Ar.  Then  to  my  fword  again ; you  to  your  prayers 

Wa(h  off  your  villanies,  you  feel  the  burthen. 

Bor.  Forgive  me  e’re  I die,  moft  honeft 
’Tis  too  much  honour  that  1 perilh  thus ; *’ 

O ftrike  my  faults  to  kill  them,  that  no  memorie. 

No  black  and  blafted  infamy  hereafter 

Ar.  Come,  arc  ye  ready  ? Tor.  Yes. 

Ar.  And  truly  penitent,  to  make  your  way  ftraight? 

Bor.  Thus  I wafh  efi'  my  fins. 

Ar.  Stand  up,  and  live  then, 

And  live  an  honeft  man  1 ftorn  mens  ruines : 

Take  him  again,  Sir,  trie  him:  and  believe 

This  thing  will  be  a perfe<ft  man.  Du.  I take  him. 

Bor.  And  when  1 fail  thofc  hopes, heavens  hopes  fail  me, 
Du.  You  are  old ; no  more  wars  Father : 

take  you  the  charge,  be  General. 

The.  All  good  blcfs  ye.  v. 

Du.  And  my  good  Father,  you  dwell  in  my  bofom,\ 
From  you  rife  all  my  good  thoughts : when  I would  think ; 
And  examine  time  lor  one  that’s  fairly  noble. 

And  the  fame  man  through  all  the  ftreights  of  vertue,  v 
Upon  this  Silver  book  I’lc  look,  and  read  him.  _ . 

Now  forward  merrily  to  Hymens  rites, 

Tojoyes,  and  revels,  iports,  and  he  that  can 

Moft  honour  Archas,  is  the  nobleft  man.  C Exeunt. 

Prologue. 

E need  not  noble  gentlemen  to  invite 

VV  Attentiony  preinftraEl  you  who  did  write 

This  worthy  Story,  being  confident 

The  mirth  join'd  with  grave  matter,  and  Intent 

To  yield  the  hearers  profit , with  delight. 

Will fpeak^the  maker:  and  to  do  him  right. 

Would  ask^a  Genius  like  to  his-,  the  aq^e 
cJTfoarning  his  lofs,  and  oar  now  widdowed  fiage 

In  vain  lamenting.  I could  adde , fo  far 

Behind  him  the  mofi  modern  writers  are. 

That  when  they  would  commend  him,  their  befi  praife 

Trains  the  buildings  which  they  ftrive  to  raife 

To  his  befi  memory.^  fo  much  a friend 

Prefumes  to  write  , fecure  'twill  not  of  end 

The  living  that  are  modefi , with  the  refi 

That  may  repine  he  cares  not  to  contefi. 

f — — 

This  debt  to  Fletcher  paid  it  is  prof  efi 

By  us  the  Afters,  we  will  do  our  befi 

To  Jend  fuch  favouring  friends,  as  hither  come 

To  grace  the  Scene  , pleas'd,  and  contented  home. 

Epilogue, 

1'^ Hough  fomething  well  afur'd,  few  here  repent 

1 Three  hours  of  pretious  time,  or  money  fpent 

On  our  endeavours , Tet  not  to  relye 

Too  much  upon  our  care , and  indufirie, 

Tis  fit  we  Jhould  ask_,  but  a modefi  way 

How  you  approve  our  aftion  in  the  play. 

If  you  vouchfafe  to  crown  it  with  applaufe. 

It  is  your  bountie , and  you  give  us  catife 

Hereafter  with  a general  confent 

To  fiudy,  as  becomes  us,  your  content. 

RULE 
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Shter  Juan  de  Caftro,  and  Michael  Perez. 

Mch.  A RE  your  Companies  full.  Colonel? 

/%  Jnan,  No,  not  yet.  Sir:  (kon-, 

Nor  will  not  be  this  month  yet , as  1 rec- 
^ -^How  riles  your  Comm.and  ? 

Mich.  We  pick  up  Hill,  and  as  our  monies  hold  out. 

We  have  men  come,  about  that  time  I think 
We  lhall  be  full  too,  many  young  Gallants  go. 

Jnan.  And  unexperienced. 

The  Wars  are  dainty  dreams  to  young  hot  fpirits. 

Time  and  Experience  will  allay  thofe  Villons, 

We  have  llrange  things  to  fill  our  numbers. 

There’s  one  Don  Leonj  a llrange  goodly  fellow, 
Recommended  to  me  from  fome  noble  Friends, 

'or  my  Alferesy  had  you  but  feen  his  Perfon, 

And  what  a Giants  promife  it  protelleth.  (too. 

Mich.  I have  heard  of  him, and  that  he  hath  ferv’d  before 

Juan.  But  no  harm  done,  nor  never  meant,  Don  Michael^ 
That  came  to  my  ears  yet,  ask  him  a quellion, 

He  blulhes  like  a Girl,  and  anfwers  little, 

To  the  point  lefs,  he  wears  a Sword,  a good  one. 

And  good  Cloaths  too,  he  is  whole  skin’d,  has  no  hurt  yet, 
Good  promillng  hopes,  I never  yet  heard  certainly 
Of  any  Gentleman  thatfaw  him  angry. 

Mtch.  Prefer  ve  him,  he’ll  conclude  a peace  if  need  be. 
Many  as  Itrong  as  lie  will  go  along  with  us. 

That  fwear  as  valiantly  as  heart  can  wilh,  (ones. 

Their  mouths  charg’d  with  fix  oaths  at  once,  and  whole 
That  make  the  drunken  Dutch  creep  into  Mole-hills. 

7uan.  ’Tis  true,  fuch  we  mull  look  for  ; but  Mich.  Perez.y 
M^en  heard  you  oiDonna  Margaritay  the  great  Heirefs  ? 

Mich.  I hear  every  hour  of  her,  though  I never  faw  her. 
She  is  the  main  difeourfe : noble  Don  Juan  de  Caflroy 
How  happy  were  that  man  could  catch  this  Wench  up , 

And  live  at  eafe ! Iheisfair,  and  young,  and  wealthy, 
Infinite  wealthy,  and  as  gracious  too 
In  all  her  entertainments,  as  men  report. 

Juan.  But  Ihe  is  proud,  Sir,  that  I know  for  certain, 

And  that  comes  feldome  without  wantonnefs. 

He  that  fliall  marry  her,  molt  have  a rare  hand. 

Mch.  Would  I were  married,!  would  find  that  Wifdom, 
With  a light  rein  to  rule  my  Wife : if  ever  Woman 
Of  the  moft  fubtile  mould  went  beyond  me, 

I would  give  the  Boys  leave  to  whoot  me  out  o’th’  Parifh.  , 

enter  a Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  there  be  two  Gentlewomen  attend  to  fpeak 
With  you. 

Juan.  Wait  on  ’em  in. 

Mich.  Are  they  two  handfome  Women  ? 

Ser.  They  feem  fo,very  handfom,but  they  are  vaird,Sir. 

Mtch.  Thou  put’fl:  fugar  in  my  mouth,  how  it  melts  with 
1 love  a fweet  young  Wench.  (me ! 

Juan.  Wait  on  them  in  I fay.  [_Exit  Servant. 

tMich.  Don  Juan. 

Juan.  How  you  itch,  ejldichael\  howyouburnifii ! 


Will  not  this  Souldiers  heat  out  of  your  bones  yet. 

Do  your  Eyes  glow  now  ? 
rJMich.  There  be  two. 

Juan.  Say  honell,  what  fhame  have  you  then  ? 

Mich.  I would  fain  fee  thats 

I have  been  in  the  Indies  twice,  and  have  feen  llrange  things. 

But  two  honell  Women-,  one  I read  of  once. 

Juan.  Prithee  be  modell. 

Mich.  I’ll  be  any  thing. 

Enter  Servant y Donna  Clara,  and  Eltifania  vaWd. 

Juan.  You  are  welcome  Ladies. 

zMteh.  Both  hooded,  1 like  ’em  well  though, 

They  come  not  for  advice  in  Lawfure  hither  j 
May  be  they  would  learn  to  raife  the  Pike, 

I am  for ’em:  they  arC  very  rnodell,  ’tis  a fine  Preludiunii 
Juan.  With  me,  or  with  this  Gentleman, 

Would  you  fpeak,  Lady  ? 

Clara.  With  you.  Sir,  asl  guefs,  JuandeCafiro. 

Mich.  Her  Curtain  opens,  Ihc  is  a pretty  Gentlewoman^ 
Juan.  I am  the  Man,  and  lhall  be  bound  to  Fortune, 

I may  do  any  fervice  to  your  Beauties.  (Flanders, 

Clara.  Captain,  I hear  yoti  are  inarching  down  to 
Tofervethe  Catholick  King. 

Juan.  lam  fweetLady. 

Clara.  I have  a Kinfinan,  and  a noble  Friend, 

Imploy’d  in  thofe  Wars,  may  be.  Sir,  you  know  him, 

Don  ^ampujano  Captain  of  Carbines, 

To  whom  I would  requelt  your  Noblenefs, 

To  give  this  poor  Remembrance.  Letter. 

Juan.  1 lhall  do  it, 

I know  the  Gentleman,  a moll  worthy  Captain. 

Clara.  Something  in  private. 

Juan.  Stepafide.-  I’ll  ferve  thee.  Juan,  Clara. 

Mich.  Prithee  let  me  fee  thy  face. 

Eflif.  Sir,  you  mult  pardon  me. 

Women  of  our  fort,  that  maintain  fair  memories. 

And  keep  fufped  off  from  their  Chaftitles, 

Had  need  wear  thicker  Vails. 

Mkh.  lam  no  blafter  of  a Ladies  Beauty, 

Nor  bold  intruder  on  her  fpccial  favours, 

I knowhow  tender  Reputation  is, 

And  with  what  guards  it  ought  to  be  preferv’d.  Lady, 

You  may  tome. 

£/?</.  You  mult  excufe  me.  Seignior,  I come 
Not  here  to  fell  my  felf. 

Mich.  As  I am  a Gentleman,by  the  honour  of  a Souldier. 
Eflif.  I believe  you, 

I pray  you  be  civil,  I believe  you  would  fee  me. 

And  when  you  have  feen  me  I believe  yon  will  like  ma, 

But  in  a llrange  place,  to  a ftranger  too. 

As  if  I came  on  purpole  to  betray  you. 

Indeed  1 will  not. 

zMich.  1 lhall  love  you  dearly, 

And  ’tis  a fin  to  fling  away  affc<ftion, 

I have  no  Millrefs,  no  defire  to  honcoir 
Any  but  you,  will  not  this  Oyller  open  ? 

O o 1 know 
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I  know  not,  you  have  ftruck  me  with  your  modefty  ^ 

She  will  draw  fure  •,  fo  deep,  and  taken  from  me 
All  the  defire  i might  bellow  on  others , 

Quickly  beforejhey  come. 

Indeed.  I dare ;not; 

But  fince  I fee  yo\i^rej^  defirous,  Sir, 

To  view  a poor  face  that  can  merit  nothing 
But  your  Repentance. 

cJMich.  It  mull  needs  be  excellent. 

Eftf.  And  with  what  honelty  you  ask  it  of  me, 

When  I am  gone  let  your  man  follow  me, 

And  view  what  houle  I enter,  thither  come. 

For  there  1 dare  be  bold  to  appear  open : 

And  as  I like  your  vertuous  carriage  then, 

Enter  Juan,  Clara,  a Servant, 

I  fhall  be  able  to  give  welcome  to  you  *, 

She  hath  done  her  bufinefs,  1 mufi:  take  my  leave.  Sir. 

Mich.  I’ll  kifs  yoQr  fair  white  hand  and  thank  you.  Lady. 
My  man  lhall  wait,  and  I fhall  be  your  Servant  j 
Sirrah,  come  near,  hark. 

Serv.  I fhall  do  it  faithfully.  [^Exit. 

Jum.  Y’ou  will  command  me  no  more  fervices  ? 

CU.  To  be  careful  of  your  noble  health,  dear  Sir, 

That  1 may  ever  honour  you. 

Jnan.  I thank  you, 

And  kifs  your  hands,  wait  on  the  Ladies  down  there. 

\_Exennt  Ladies.,  and  Servants. 
Mi.  You  had  the  honour  to  fee  the  face  that  came  to  you? 

And’twas  a fair  one ; what  was  yours,Z)o«  Michael? 
Adi.  Mine  was  i’ch’clipfe,and  had  a Cloud  drawn  over  it. 
But  1 believe  well,  and  I hope  ’tis  handlbmc. 

She  had  a hand  would  Itir  a holy  Hcrmite. 

Juan.  You  know  none  of  ’em  ? 

Mich  No. 

faan.  Tiien  I do,  Captain, 

But  ril  fay  nothing  till  I fee  the  proof  on’t, 

Sit  dok  Don  Terez.,  or  your  Worfhip’s  caught. 

I fearaFlye. 

aJMich.  Were  thofe  fhe  brought  Love-Letters  ? 

Jnan.  A Packet  to  a Kinfman  now  in  Flanders , 

Yoiu  s was  very  modeft  methought. 

tJAdich.  Some  young  unmanag’d  thing , 

But  I may  live  to  lee- 

Juan.  ’Tis  worth  experience. 

Let’s  walk  abroad  and  view  our  Companies.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Sancliio,  and  Alonzo. 

Sanch.  What,  are  you  for  the  Wars,  Alonz.o? 

Aion.  It  may  be  I, 

It  may  be  no,  e’n  as  the  humour  takes  me. 

If  I find  peace  amongft  the  female  Creatures, 

. And  eafie  entertainment.  I’ll  flay  at  home, 

1 am  not  fo  far  obliged  yet  to  long  Marches 
And  mouldy  Biskets,to  run  mad  for  Honour, 

When  you  are  all  gone  I have  my  choice  before  me. 

Sanch.  Of  which  Hofpital  thou  wilt  fweat  in  j w'ilt  thou 
Never  leave  whoring  ? 

Alon.  There  is  left  danger  i n’t  than  gunning,  Sanchio, 
Though  we  be  fhot  fometimcs,the  fhot’s  not  mortal, 

Befides,  it  breaks  no  limbs. 

Sanch.  But  it  difables  ’em, 

Doft  thou  fee  how  thou  pull’fl  thy  legs  after  thee,  as  they 
Hung  by  points. 

Alon.  Better  to  pull  ’em  thus  than  walk  on  wooden  ones, 
Serve  bravely  for  a Billet  to  fupport  me.  ^ 

Sanch.  Fye,  fye,  ’tis  baft. 

Alon.  Doft  thou  count  it  baft  to  fuffer  ? 

Suffer  abundantly  ? ’tis  the  Crown  of  Honour ; 

You  think  it  nothing  to  lie  twenty  days 
Under  a Surgeons  hands  that  has  no  mercy. 

Sanch.  As  thou  haft  done  I am  fure,  but  I perceive  now 
Why  you  defire  to  ftay,  the  orient  Heirefs, 

The  ^largarita.  Sir. 


Alonz..  I would  1 had  her.  ! 

Sanch.  They  fay  fbe  will  marry. 

Alonz..  I think  fhe  will. 

Sanch.  And  marry  fuddenly,  as  report  goes  to(^-  ; 

She  fears  her  Youth  will  not  hold  out,  (.Alonz*,  ' 

Alonz..  I would  I had  the  flieWhing  on’t.  ’ v c 
Sanch.  They  fay  too 
She  has  a greedy  eye  that  muft  be  fed 
With  more  than  one  mans  meat. 

Alonz..  Would  file  were  mine, 

1 would  cater  for  her  well  enough  •,  but  Sanchio, 

There  be  too  many  great  men  that  adore  her. 

Princes,  and  Princes  fellows,  that  claim  priviledge. 

Sanch.  Yet  thofe  ftandoffi’th’ way  of  marriage. 

To  be  tyed  to  a mans  pleafure  is  a fecond  labour. 

Alon.  She  has  bought  a brave  houfe  here  in  town. 

Sanch.  1 have  heard  fo. 

Alonz,.  If  file  convertit  now  to  pious  ufts, 

And  bid  poor  Gentlemen  welcome. 

Sanch.  When  comes  file  to  it  ? 

Alonz..  Within  theft  two  days,  fiie  is  in  the  Country  yet,  j 
And  keeps  the  nobleft  Houft. 

Sanch.  Then  there’s  fome  hope  of  her. 

Wilt  thou  go  my  way  ? 

Alonz..  No,  no,  I muft  leave  you. 

And  repair  to  an  old  Gentlewoman 
That  has  credit  with  her,  that  can  fpeak  a good  word,  (firft. . 
Sanch.  Send  thee  good  fortune,  but  make  thy  Body  found  '■ 
Alonz..  I am  aSouIdier, 

And  too  found  a Body  becomes  me  not  j 

Farewel,  Sanchto.  {Exeunt, 

Enter  a Servant  of  Michael  Perez. 

Serv.  ’Tis  this  or  that  houfe,or  I have  loft  my  aim. 

They  are  both  fair  buildings,  (he  walked  plaguy  fall. 

Enter  Eftifania.  • 

And  hereabouts  1 loft  her  •,  ftay,  that’s  flic,  ! 

’Tis  very  fhe, — fhe  makes  me  a low  court’fic, 

Let  me  note  the  place,  the  ftreet  I well  remember.  {Exk. 
She  is  in  again,  certain  fome  noble  Lady. 

How  happy  fhould  I be  if  fhe  love  my  mafter : 

A wondrous  goodly  houfe,  here  are  brave  lodgings, 

And  I fhall  fleep  now  like  an  Emperour, 

And  eat  abundantly : 1 thank  ray  fortune, 

I’ll  back  with  fpeed,  and  bring  him  happy  tidings.  {Exk, 

Enter  three  old  Ladies. 

1 Lady.  What  fhould  it  mean,  that  in  fuch  haftc 
We  are  fent  for  ? 

2 Lady.  Belike  the  Lady  has  fome  bufineft 

She  would  break  to  us  in  private. 

3 Lady.  It  fhould  ftem  fo. 

’Tis  a good  Lady,  and  a wife  young  Lady. 

2 Lady.  And  vertuous  enough  too  I warrant  ye 
Fora  young  Woman  of  her  years;  ’tis pity 

To  load  her  tender  Age  with  too  much  Vertue.  (with. 

3 Lady.  ’Tis  more  fometimes  than  we  can  well  away 

Enter  Altea. 

Alt.  Good  morrow.  Ladies. 

All.  ’Morrow  my  good  Madam.  {yet  ? 

r Lad.  How  does  the  fweet  young  Beauty,  Lady 
2 Lady.  Has  fhe  flept  well  after  her  walk  laft  night  ? 

1 La^.  Are  her  dreams  gentle  to  her  mind  ? 

Alt.  All’s  well. 

She’s  very  well,  fhe  fent  for  you  thus  fuddenly 
To  give  her  counfel  in  a bufinefs 
That  much  concerns  her. 

2 Lady,  She  does  well  and  wifely, 

To  ask  the  counfel  of  the  ancientft,  Madam, 

Our  years  have  run  through  many  things  fhe  knows  not. 

Alt.  She  would  fain  marry. 

I Lady.  ’Tis  a proper  calling. 

' And 


Kule  a mfe^  and  have  a wife. 


And  well  befeems  her  years, who  would  Ihe  yoke  with  ? 

iiAit.  That’s  left  to  argue  on,  I pray  come  in 
And  break  your  fad,  drink  a good  cup  or  two, 

To  ftrengthen  your  underftandings,  then  flieT  tell  ye. 

2.  And  good  wine  breeds  good  counfeJ, 

We’l  yield  to  ye.  C Exeunt. 

Enter  JUan  de  ^afiroj  and  Leon. 

Juan.  Have  you  feen  any  fervice  ? 

Leon.  Yes. 

Juan.  Where? 

Leon.  Every  where. 

Juan.  What  office  bore  ye.? 

Leon.  None,  I was  not  worthy. 

Juan.  What  Captains  know  you  ? 

Leon.  None,  they  were  above  me. 

Juan.  Were  you  never  hurt  ? 

Leon.  Not  that  1 well  remember, 

But  once  I ftole  a Hen,  and  then  they  beat  me  ^ 

Pray  ask  me  no  long  queftions,!  have  an  ill  memory . 

Juan.  This  is  an  Aire,did  you  never  draw  your  fword  yet.? 
Leon.  Not  to  do  any  harm  I thank  Heaven  for’t. 

Juan.  Nor  ne’r  ta’ne  prilbner  ? 

Leon.  No,  I ran  away. 

For  I had  nc’r  no  mony  to  redeem  me. 

Juan.  Can  you  endure  a Drum  .? 

Leon.  It  makes  my  head  ake. 

Juan.  Are  you  not  valiant  when  you  are  drunk  ? 

Leon,  I think  not,  but  I am  loving  Sir. 

Juan.  What  a lump  is  this  man, 

Was  your  Father  wife? 

Leon.  Too  wife  for  me  I’mfure, 

For  he  gave  all  he  had  to  my  younger  Brother. 

Juan.  That  was  no  fooliffi  part  Tie  bear  you  witnefs.  v 
Canfl:  thou  lye  with  a woman  ? 

Leon.  I think  I could  make  ffiift  Sir, 

But  I am  baffifull. 

Juan.  In  the  night  ? 

“ Leon.  I know  not, 

Darknefs  indeed  may  do  fome  good  upon  me. 

Juan.  W hy  art  thou  fent  to  me  to  be  my  officer, 

I,  and  commended  too,  when  thou  darlt  not  fight  ? 

Leon.  There  be  more  officers  of  my  opinion, 

Or  I am  cozen’d  Sir,men  that  talk  more  too. 

Juan.  How  wilt  thou  Icape  a bullet .? 

Leon.  Why  by  chance, 

They  aim  at  honourable  men,  alas  I am  none  Sir. 
Juan.ThX^  fellow  has  fome  doubts  in’s  talk  that  ftrike  me, 

Enter  Alonzo. 

He  cannot  be  all  fool : welcom  Alonz.o.  (company .? 

Alon.  What  have  you  got  there,  temperance  into  your 
The  fpirit  of  peace .?  we  lhall  have  wars. 

Enter  Cacafogo. 

By  th’ounce  then.  O here’s  another  pumpion. 

Let  him  loofe  for  luck  fake,  the  cram’d  fon 

Of  a Itav’d  Ufurer,Cic-^/<7^e,  both  their  brains  butter’d. 

Cannot  make  two  fpoonfulls. 

Caca.  My  Father’s  dead ; I am  a man  of  war  too, 

Monyes,  demefns  •,  Ihaveffiipsatfea  too. 

Captains.  ( elle. 

Juan.  Take  heed  o’th’  Hollanders,  your  ffiips  may  leak 
Caca.  I fcorn  the  Hollanders,  they  are  my  drunkards. 
Alon.  Put  up  your  gold  Sir,  I’le  borrow  it  elfe. 

Caca.  I am  fatisfied,  you  lhall  not. 

Come  out,  I know  thee,  meet  mine  anger  inflantly. 

Leon.  I never  wrong’d  ye. 

C'aca.  Thou  haft  wrong’d  mine  honor. 

Thou  look’dft  upon  my  Miftris  thrice  lafeivioufly, 
ric  make  it  good. 

Juan.  Do  not  hear  your  felf,  you  will  furfeit. 

Caca.Thow  wan’ft  my  mony  too, with  a pair  of  bale  bones, 
In  whom  there  was  no  truth,  for  which  I beat  thee. 
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I beat  thee  much,  now  I will  hurt  thee  dangeroully. 

This  lhall  provoke  thee.  Jlrikes. 

Alon.  You  ftruck  too  low  by.a  foot  Sir. 

Juan.  You  muft  get  a ladder  when  you  would  beat 
This  fellow. 

Leon.  I cannot  chufe  but  kick  again,  pray  pardon  me. 

Caca.  Hadft  thou  not  ask’d  my  pardon,  I had  kill’d  thee, 

I leave  thee  as  a thing  defpis’d,  ajfoles  manus  a vofira  ftniare 
aMaiftre.  \_Sxit  Cac. 

Alon.  You  have  fcap’d  by  miracle,  there  is  not  in  all  Spain, 

A fpirit  of  more  fury  chan  chis  fire  drake. 

Leon.  I fee  he  is  hafty,  and  I would  give  him  leave 
To  beat  me  foundly  if  he  would  take  my  bond. 

Juan.  What  lhall  I do  with  this  fellow  ? 
e^lon.  Turn  him  off^ 

He  will  infe(fb  the  camp  with  cowardife , 

If  he  goe  with  thee. 

Juan.  About  fome  week  hence  Sir^ 

If  I can  hit  upon  no  abler  officer. 

You  ihall  hear  from  me. 

Leon.  I defire  no  better.  \^Exit. 

Enter  Eftifania,  an^  Perez. 

Per.  You  have  made  me  now  too  bountifull  amends, Lady 
For  your  ftrid  carriage  when  you  faw  me  firft, 

Thefe  beauties  were  not  meant  to  be  conceal’d, 

It  was  a wrong  to  hide  fo  fweet  an  obje<ft, 

I cou’d  now  chide  ye,  but  it  ffiall  be  thus, 

No  other  anger  ever  touch  your  fweetnefs. 

Efiif.  Yom  appear  to  me  fo  hontft,  and  fo  civil, 

Without  a blufn  Sir,  I dare  bid  ye  welcom. 

Per.  Now  let  me  ask  your  name. 

’Tis  Sfitfanie,  the  heir  of  this  poor  place. 

T^er.  Poor  do  you  call  it .? 

There’s  nothing  that  I call:  mine  eyes  upon. 

But  Ihews  both  rich  and  admirable,  all  the  rooms 
Are  hung  as  if  a Princefs  were  to  dwell  here. 

The  Gardens,  Orchards,  every  thing  fo  curious ; 
s all  that  plate  your  own  too .? 

Eflif.  ’Tis  but  little. 

Only  for  prefent  ufe,  I have  more  and  richer. 

When  need  ffiall  call, or  friends  compel  me  ufe  it. 

The  futes  you  fee  of  all  the  upper  chamber. 

Are  thofe  that  commonly  adorn  the  houle, 

' think  I have  befides,  as  fair,  as  civil. 

As  any  town  in  Spain  can  parallel. 

Tfr.  Now  if  Ihe  be  not  married,  I have  fonle  hopes. 

Are  you  a maid  ? 

Sfitf.  You  make  me  bluffi  to  anfwer, 

I ever  was  accounted  fo  to  this  hour. 

And  that’s  the  reafon  that  I live  retir’d  Sir. 

Per.  Then  would  I counfel  you  to  marry  prefently, 

(If  I can  get  her,  I am  made  for  ever) 

For  every  year  you  lofe,  you  lofe  a beauty, 

A Husband  now,  an  honeft  careful  Husband, 

W’ere  Inch  a comfort : will  ye  walk  above  ftairs .? 

Eflif.  Thi s place  w ill  fit  our  talk, ’tis  fitter  far  Sir,- 
Above  there  are  day-beds,  and  fuch  temptations 
I dare  not  truft  Sir. 

Per.  She  is  excellent  wife  withal  too. 

Eflif.  You  nam'd  a husband,  1 am  not  fo  ftrid;  Sir, 

Nor  ti’d  unto  a Virgins  folitarinefs. 

But  if  an  honeft,  and  a noble  one. 

Rich,  and  a fouldier,  for  fo  I have  vowed  he  ffiall  be, 

Were  offer’d  me,  I think  1 fliould  accept  him. 

But  above  all  he  muft  love, 

Perez..  He  were  bafe  elfe, 

There’s  comfort  miniftred  in  the  word  fouldier. 

How  fweetly  ffiould  I live! 

Efltf.  I am  not  fo  ignorant,  but  that  I know  well,’ 

How  to  be  commanded. 

And  how  again  to  make  my  felf  obey’d  Sir, 
i wafte  but  little,  I have  gather’d  much. 

My  rial  not  the  lefs  worth,  when  ’tis  (pent, 

O o 2 If 
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1 Lady,  Yes  marry,  but  how  to  bring  ’em  to  this  rare 
Perfedion. 

2 Lady.  They  mufl;  be  chofcn  fo,  things  of  no  honour, 
Nor  outward  honefty. 


If  fpcnt  by  mydiredion,  to  pleafe  my  Husband, 

I hold  it  as  indifferent  in  my  duty. 

To  be  his  maid  i’th’ kitdiin,  or  his  Cook, 

As  in  thoHall  to  know  my  felfthe  Miftris. 

Per.  Sweet,  rich,  and  provident,  now  fortune  llick 
To  me ; 1 am  a Souldier,  and  a bacheIour,Lady, 

And  fuch  a wife  as  you,  I cou’d  love  infinitely. 

They  that  ufe  many  words,  Ibme  are  deceitfull,  ^ 

I long  to  be  a Husband,  and  a good  one. 

For  'tis  moft  certain  I fhall  make  a prefident 
For  all  that  follow  me  to  love  their  Ladies, 

I am  young  you  fee, able  I would  have  youthink  too, 
If’tpleafe  you  know,  try  me  before  you  take  me. 

’Tis  true  I (hall  not  meet  in  equal  wealth 
With  ye,  but  Jewels,  Chains,  fuch  as  the  war 
Has  given  me,  a thoufand  Duckets  I dare 
Prelume  on  in  ready  gold,  now  as  your 
Care  may  handle  it,  as  rich  cloths  too,  as 
Any  he  bears  arms  Lady. 

Eflif.  You  are  a true  gentleman,  and  fair,  1 lee  by  ye. 
And  fuch  a man  I had  rather  take;  _ 

Perez..  Pray  do  fo,  I’le  have  a Prieft  o’th  ludden. 

ffiif.  And  as  fuddenly  you  will  repent  too. 

Perez..  Tie  be  hang’d  or  drown’d  firft,  ^ 

By  this  and  this,  and  this  kifs. 

Efltf.  You  are  a Flatterer, 

But  1 mufl  fay  there  was  fomething  when  I (aw  you 
Firft,  in  that  moft  noble  face,  thatftirr’d  my  fancy. 

Per.  rie  ftir  it  better  e’re  you  deep  fweet  Lady, 

I’le  fend  for  all  my  trunks  and  give  up  all  to  ye, 
into  your  own  dilpofe,  before  I bed  ye, 

And  then  fweet  wench. 

Efiif.  You  have  the  art  to  cozen  me.  L Exeunt. 


ABiis  Secundus,  Scena  Pri»2a. 

Enter  Margarita,  and  two  Ladies.,  and  Altea. 

Margar  Q ! T down  and  give  me  your  opinions  ferioufly. 

O  I Lrt.  You  (ay  you  iiavc  a mind  to  marry  Lady. 
Marg.  ’ fis  true,  1 have  for  to  prefet  ve  my  credit, 
V’etnot  fo  much  for  that  as  for  my  ftate  Ladies, 

Conceive  me  right,  there  lies  the  main  o’th’  queftion, 

■Jli edit  i can  redeem,  mony  will  imp  it. 

Jut  when  my  monie’s  gone,  when  the  law  (liall 
Seize  that,  and  for  incontincncy  (trip  me 
Of  all. 

• I La.  Do  you  find  your  body  fo  malitious  that  way  ? 

Marg.  I find  it  as  all  bodies  are  that  are  young  and  lufty, 
Lazy,  and  high  fed,  I defire  my  pleafure. 

And  pleafure  I muft  have. 

2 Lady.  ’Tis  fit  you  fhould  have, 

Your  years  require  it,  and  ’tis  necellary. 

As  nccellary  as  meat  to  a young  Lady, 

Sleep  cannot  nourilh  more. 

1 La.  But  might  not  all  this  be, and  keep  ye  (ingle. 

You  take  away  variety  in  marriage, 

The  abundance  of  the  pleafure  you  are  bar’d  then, 

Is’t  not  abundance  that  you  aim  at  ? 

Marg.  Yes  why  was  I made  a woman  ? 

2 Lady.  And  every  day  a new  ? 

Marg.  Why  fair  and  young  but  to  ufe  it  ? 

1 Lady.  Y ou  are  (till  i’th’r ight,why  would  you  marry  then? 
Alte.  Becauie  a husband  ftops  all  doubts  in  this  point, 

And  clears  all  paffages. 

2 Lady.  What  Husband  mean  ye  ? 

Alte.  A Husband  of  an  eafy  faith,  a fool, 

Made  by  her  wealth,  and  moulded  to  her  pleafure. 

One  though  he  (ee  himfelf  become  a monfter, 

[Shall  hold  the  door,  and  entertain  the  maker. 

2  Lady.  You  grant  there  may  be  fuch  a man. 


eJJEarga.  No  ’tis  no  matter, 

I care  not  what  they  are,  (b  they  be  lufty. 

2 La.  Me  thinks  now  a rich  Lawyer,  fome  fuch  fellow. 
That  carries  credit,  and  a face  of  awe. 

But  lies  with  nothing  but  his  clients  bufinefs. 

Marg.  No  there’s  no  trufting  them,  they  are  too  fubtil, 
The  Law  has  moulded  ’em  of  natural  raifehief. 

I Lady.  Then  fome  grave  governor. 

Some  man  of  honour,  yet  an  eafy  man. 

Marg.  If  he  have  honour  I am  undone.  Tie  none  fwch, 
rie  have  a lufty  man,  honour  will  cloy  me. 

’Tisfitye  Ihould  Lady; 

And  to  that  end,  with  fearch  and  wit  and  labour, 

I have  found  one  out,  a right  one  and  a perfe<ft. 

He  is  made  as  ftrong  as  brafs,  is  of  brave  years  too. 

And  doughty  of  complexion. 
eJP/arga.  Is  he  a Gentleman  ? 

Alt.  Yes  and  a fouldier,  as  gentle  as  you  would  wi(h  him, 
A good  fellow,  wears  goodcloaths. 

eJMarga.  Thofe  I’le  allow  him, 

They  are  for  my  credit,  docs  heunderftand 
But  little.^ 

Altea.  Very  little. 

CMarga.  *Tis  the  better. 

Have  not  the  wars  bred  him  up  to  anger  ? 

Al.  No,he  will  not  quarrel  with  a dog  that  bites  hin, 

Let  him  be  drunk  or  (ober,  is  one  filencc. 

Marg.  H’as  no  capacity  what  honor  is.^ 

For  that’s  the  Souldiers  god. 

Alt.  Honoui ’s  a thing  too  fubtil  for  his  wifdom,  • 

If  honour  lye  in  eating,  he  is  right  honourable. 

Marg.  Is  he  fo  goodly  a man  do  you  fay  ? 
zAltea.  AsyoulhjlKecLady, 

But  to  all  this  is  but  a trunk. 

eJMarg.  I would  have  him  fo, 

1 (hall  adde  branches  to  him  to  adorn  him, 

Goe,  find  me  out  this  man,  and  let  me  fee  him. 

If  he  be  that  motion  that  you  tell  me  of. 

And  make  no  more  noife,  1 (hall  entertain  him. 

Let  him  be  here.- 

ty^ltea.  He  ftiall  attend  your  Ladiftiip.  [.Cxenm. 

Enter  Juan,  Alonzo,  and  Perez. 

Juan.  ' Why  thou  art  not  married  indeed  ? 

Perez.  No,  no,  pray  think  fo, 

Alas  I am  a fellow  of  no  reckoning, 

Not  worth  a Ladies  eye. 

Alon.  Wou’dft  thou  fteal  a fortune, 

And  make  none  of  all  thy  friends  acquainted  with  it. 

Nor  bid  us  to  thy  wedding  ? 

Perez.  No  indeed. 

There  was  no  wifdom  in’t,  to  bid  an  Artift, 

An  old  feducer  to  a femal  banquet, 

I can  cut  up  my  pye  without  your  inftrudtions. 

Juan.  Was  it  the  wench  i’th’  veil  ? 

Perez.  Bafto  ’twas  (he. 

The  prettieft  Rogue  that  e’re  you  look’d  upon, 

The  lovingft  thief. 

Juan.  And  is  (he  rich  withal  too  ? 

Perez.  A mine, a mine,there  is  no  end  of  wealth  CoroncI, 
lamanafle,  a baftifullfool,  prethee  Coronel, 

How  do  thy  compaines  fill  now  ? 

Juan.  You  are  merry  Sir, 

You  intend  a fafer  war  at  home  belike  now,  (nel, 

Perez.  I do  not  think  1 (hall  fight  much  this  year  Coro- 
I find  my  felf given  to  my  cafe  a little, 

I care  not  if  I fell  my  foolifti  company. 

They  are  things  of  hazard. 

Alon.  How  it  angers  me, 

This  fellow  at  firft  fight  (hould  win  a Lady, 

A rich 


I 


Rule  a wife^  and  have  a wifio 


A rich  young  wench,  and  I that  have  confutn’d 
My  time  and  art  in  fearching  out  their  fubtleties, 

Like  a fool’d  Alchymifl:  blow  up  my  hopes  ftill  ? 

When  fnall  we  come  to  thy-hpufe  and  be  freely  merry  ? 

Perez..  When  I have  manag’d  her  a little  more, 

I have  an  houfe  to  entertain  an  army. 

Alon.  If  thy  wife  be  fair,  thou  wilt  have  few  lefs  ^ 

Come  to  thee.  (Signior 

Perez..  But  where  they’l  get  entertainment  is  the  point 
I beat  no  Drum. 

Alon.  You  need  none  but  her  taber. 

May  be  Tie  march  after  a month  or  two, 

To  get  me  a frefhftomach.  I find  Coronel 
A wantonnefs  in  wealth,  methinks  I agree  not  with, 

’Tis  fuch  a trouble  to  be  married  too, 

And  have  a thoufand  things  of  great  importance. 

Jewels  and  plates,  and  fooleries  molell  me. 

To  have  a mans  brains  whimfied  with  his  wealth : 

Before  I walk’d  contentedly. 

Pmer  Servant. 

• Serv.  My  Miflris  Sir  is  fick,  becaufe  you  are  abfent, 

She  mourns  and  will  not  eat. 

Perez..  Alas  my  Jewel, 

Come  Tie  goe  with  thee.  Gentlemen  your  fair  leaves. 

You  fee  I am  ti’d  a little  to  ray  yoke. 

Pray  pardon  me  , would  ye  had  both  fuch  loving  wives. 

yuart.  I t'.iank  ye  [^ExitPeitz,  Servant. 

For  your  old  boots,  never  be  blank  Alo?iz.Oy 
Becaufe  this  fellow  has  outflript  thy  fortune, 

Tell  rne  tea  dales  hence  what  he  is,  and  how 
The  gracious  ftate  of  matrimony  ftands  with  him. 

Come,  let’s  to  dinner,  when  Margarita  comes 

We’l  vifit  both,  it  m.ay  be  then  your  fortune.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Margarita,  Altea,  and  Ladies. 
fJHarg.  Is  he  come  ? 

Aitea.  Yes  Madam,  h’as  been  here  this  half  hour, 

I have  queftion’d  him  of-ail  that  you  can  ask  him, 

And  find  him  as  fit  as  you  had  made  tlic  man, 

He  will  make  the  goodliefl  fhadow  for  iniquity. 

Marg..  Have  ye  fearcht  him  Ladies.? 

Omnes.  Is  a man  at  all  points,  a likely  man. 

Marg.  Call  him  in  Altea.  C Lady. 

Enter  Leon,  Altea. 

A man  of  a good  prefence,  pray  ye  come  this  way. 

Of  a lufty  body,  is  his  mind  fo  tame  ? 

Alt.  Pray  ye  queftion  him,  and  if  you  find  him  not 
Fit  for  your  purpofe,  (hake  him  off,  there’s  no  harm 
Done. 

Marg.  Can  you  love  a young  Lady .?  How  heblufhes! 

Ak.  Leave  twirling  of  your  hat,and  hold  your  head  up, 
And  fpeak  to’th’  Lady. 

Leon.  Yes,  I think  I can, 

I mult  be  taught,  I know  not  what  it  means  Madam. 

Marg.  Y ou  fhall  be  taught,  and  can  you  when  fhe  pleafes 
Go  ride  abroad,  and  flay  a week  or  two .? 

1 You  (hall  have  men  and  horfes  to  attend  ye. 

And  mony  in  your  purfe. 

Leon,  Yes  I love  riding. 

And  when  I am  from  home  I am  fo  merry. 

• Marg.  Be  as  merry  as  you  will : can  you  as  handfomely 
When  you  are  fent  for  back,  come  with  obedience. 

And  doe  your  dutie  to  the  Lady  loves  you  ? 

Leon.  Yes  fure,  I fhall. 

Marg.  And  when  you  fee  her  friends  here. 

Or  noble  kinfmen,  can  you  entertain 
Their  fervants  in  the  Celler,  and  be  bulled. 

And  hold  your  peace,  what  e’re  you  fee  or  hear  of? 

Leon.  ’Twere  fit  I were  hang’delfe- 
Marg.  Let  me  try  your  kifles. 

How  the  fool  fhakes,  I will  not  eat  ye  Sir, 

Befhrew  my  heart  he  kifles  wondrous  manly, 


Can  ye  'doc’any  Thing  elfe .? 

Leon.  Indeed  I know  not  *, 

But  if  your  Ladilhip  will  pleafe  to  inflrud  me. 

Sure  I fhall  learn. 

Marg.  Y ou  fhall  then  be  inftruded : 

If  I fhould  be  this  Lady  that  affeds  ye. 

Nay  fay  I marry  ye  ? 

Altea.  Hark  to  the  Lady. 

Marg.  What  mony  have  ye? 

Leon.  None  Madam,  nor  friends, 

I wou’d  doe  any  thing  to  ferve  your  Ladifhip, 

Marg.  You  mull:  not  look  to  be  my  M^  Sir, 

Nor  talk  i’th’  houfe  as  though  you  wore  the  breeches, 

No,  nor  command  in  any  thing. 

Leon.  1 will  not, 

Alas  i am  notable,  I have  no  wit  Madam, 

Marg.  Nor  do  not  labour  to  arrive  at  any, 

’Twill  fpoi!  your  head,  T take  ye  upon  charity. 

And  like  a Servant  ye  muft  be  unto  me. 

As  I behold  your  duty  I (hall  love  yc. 

And  as  you  obferve  me,  I may  chance  lye  with  yc. 

Can  you  mark  thefe  ? 

Leon.  Yes  indeed  forfooth. 

Marg.  There  is  one  thing, 

That  if  I take  ye  in  1 put  ye  from  me. 

Utterly  from  me,  you  muft  not  be  fawey, 

No,  nor  at  any  time  familiar  with  me. 

Scarce  know  me,  when  I call  ye  not. 

Leon.  I will  not, alas  I never  knew  my  felf  fufficiently. 

Marg.  Nor  mull  not  now. 

Leon,  rie  be  a Dog  to  pleafe  ye. 

Marg.  Indeed  you  muft  fetch  and  carry  as  I appoint  ye. 
Leon.  1 w'ere  to  blame  elfe. 

Marg.  Kifs  me  again  j a ftrong  fellow, 

There  is  a vigor  in  his  lips : if  you  fee  me 
Kifs  any  other,  twenty  in  an  hour  Sir, 

You  muft  not  ftart,  nor  be  offended. 

Leon.  No,  if  you  kifs  a thoufand  I (ball  be  contented, 

It  will  the  better  teach  me  how  to  pleafe  ye. 

Altea.  I told  ye  Madam, 

Marg.  ’Tis  the  man  I wifht  for  *,  the  lefs  you  fpeak. 

Leon.  Tie  never  fpeak  again  Madam, 

But  when  you  charge  me,  then  Tie  fp^ak  foftly  too. 

Marg.  Get  me  a Prieft,  Tie  wed  hiin  inftantly. 

But  when  you  are  married  Sir,  you  muft  wait 
Upon  me,  and  fee  you  obferve  my  laws. 

Leon.  Elfe  you  fhall  hang  me. 

Marg.  Tie  give  ye  better  clothes  when  you  deferve  ’em, 
Come  in,  and  ferve  for  witnefs, 

Omnes.  We  fhall  Madam. 

Marg.  And  then  away  toth’  city  prefently. 

Tie  to  my  new  houfe  and  new  company. 

Leon.  A thoufand  crowns  are  thine,  and  I am  a made  man;  ; 
Altea.  Do  not  break  out  too  foon. 

Leon.  I know  my  time  wench.  C L.xeuni.  • 

Enter  Clara,  and  Eftifania  with  a (aper, 

Clara.  What,  have  you  caught  him  ? 

Eftif.  Yes. 

Clara.  And  do  you  find  him 
A man  of  thofe  hopes  that  you  aim’d  at .? 

Eftif.  Yes  too,  ■ 

And  the  moft  kind  man,  and  the  ableft  alfb 
To  give  a wife  content,  he  is  found  as  old  wine, 

And  to  his  foundnefs  rifes  on  the  pallat, 

And  there’s  the  man ; find  him  rich  too  Clara, 

Clara.  Haft  thou  married  him  ? 

Eftif . What  doft  thou  think  I fifh  without  a bait  wench  ? 

1 bob  for  fools  ? he  is  mine  own,  I have  him, 

I told  thee  what  would  tickle  him  like  a trout. 

And  as  I caft  it  fo  I caught  him  daintily, 

And  all  he  has  I have  ’(tow’d  at  my  devotion.  (to  town, 
Clara.  Does  thy  Ladv  know  this?  fhe  is  coming  now 
. Now  to  live  here  in  this  houfe, 

» 
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3?K/e  a wife. 


Efiif  Let  her  come, 

She  (hall  be  welcom,  I am  prepar  d for  her. 

She  is  mad  fure  if  fhe  be  angry  at  my  fortune, 

For  v/hat  I have  made  bold. 

Clitra.  Doft  thou  not  love  him  ? 

Efiif  Yes,  intire  I y well, 

As  long  as  there  he  ftaies  and  looks  no  farther 
Into  my  ends,  but  when  he  doubts,  I hate  him. 

And  that  wife  hate  will  teach  me  how  to  cozen  him ; 

How  to  decline  their  wives,  and  curb  their  manners, 

To  put  a Item  and  ftrong  reyn  to  their  natures, 

And  holds  he  is  an  Alle  not  worth  acquaintance, 

That  cannot  mould  a Devil  to  obedience, 

I owe  him  a good  turn  for  thele  opinions. 

And  as  I find  his  temper  I may  pay  him, 

Enter  Perez. 

0 here  he  is,  now  you  fhall  fee  a kind  man. 

Perez..  My  Efiif antay  fiiall  we  to  dinner  lamb  ? 

1 know  thou  ftay’it  for  me. 

Efiif.  I cannot  eat  elfe. 

Perez..  I never  enter  but  me  thinks  a Paradife 
Appears  about  me. 

Efiif  You  are  welcom  to  it  Sir. 

1-erez..  1 think  I have  thefweetefl;  feat  in  Spain  wench. 
Me  thinks  the  richcft  too,  we’l  eati’th’  garden 
In  one  o’th’  arbours,  there  ’tiscool  and  pleafant, 

And  have  our  wine  cold  in  the  running  fountain. 

Who’s  that  ? 

Efiif  A friend  of  mine  Sir. 

Terez..  Of  what  breeding? 

Efiif.  A Gentlewoman  Sir. 

Perez..  What  bufinefs  has  fhe  ? 

Is  fhe  a learned  woman  i’th’  Mathematicks, 

Can  fhe  tell  fortunes  ? 

Efiif.  More  than  I know  Sir. 

Perez..  Or  has  file  e’re  a letter  from  a kinfwoman, 

That  mufl  be  delivered  in  my  abfence  wife, 

Or  comes  fhe  from  the  Doftor  to  falute  ye, 

And  learn  your  health  ? flie  looks  not  like  a confefTor. 

Efiif.  What  need  all  this,  why  are  you  troubled  Sir  ? 
What  do  you  fufpeft,  fhe  cannot  cuckold  ye, 

She  is  a woman  Sir,  a very  woman. 

Perez..  Your  very  woman  may  do  very  well  Sir 
Toward  the  matter,  for  though  fhe  cannot  perform  it 
In  her  own  perfon,  fhe  may  do  it  by  Prox'ie, 

Your  rareft  jugglers  work  Itill  by  confpiracy. 

Efiif.  Cry  ye  mercy  husband,  you  are  jealous  then, 

And  happily  fufpcft  me. 

Perez..  No  indeed  wife. 

Efiif  Me  thinks  you  fhould  not  till  you  have  more  caufe 
And  clearer  too I am  fure  you  have  heard  fay  husband, 

A woman  forced  will  free  her  felf  through  Iron, 

A happy,  calm,  and  good  wife  difcontented 
May  be  taught  tricks. 

Perez..  No,  no,  I dobut  jefl:  withye. 

Efitf.  To  morrow  friend  I.’le  fee  you. 

C'lara.  I fhall  leave  ye 

Till  then,  and  pray  all  may  goe  fweetly  with  ye.  [Exit 
Efiif.  Why  where’s  this  gir  lc,whofe  at  the  door?  [Knocks 
Terez..  Who  knocks  there  ? 

Is’t  for  the  King  ye  come,  you  knock  fo  boifteroufly  ? 

Look  to  the  door. 

Enter  Maid. 

Maid.  My  Lady,  as  I live  Miftris,  my  Ladie’s  come. 

She’s  at  the  door,  I peept  through,  and  I faw  her. 

And  a ftately  company  of  Ladies  with  her. 

Efiif.  This  was  a week  too  foon.but  I mufl  meet  with  her, 
And  fet  a new  wheel  going,  and  a fubtile  one. 

Mull  blind  this  mighty  Marsy  or  I am  ruin’d. 

'Perez.,  What  are  they  at  door  ? 

Efiif.  Such  my  Michael 
As  you  may  blefs  the  day  they  enter’d  there, 


and  have  a v^ife. 

Such  for  our  good. 

Perez..  ’Tis  well. 

Efiif  Nay,  ’twill  be  better 
If  you  will  let  me  but  difpofe  the  bufinefs. 

And  be  a ftranger  to  it,  and  not  difturb  me, 

What  have  I now'  to  do  but  to  advance  your  fortune  ? 

Pere'L.  Doe,  I dare  trufl  thee,  1 am  afham’d  I am  angry, 

I find  thee  a wife  young  wife. 

Efitf.  Tie  wife  your  worfhip 
Before  I leave  ye,  pray  ye  walk  by  and  fay  nothing, 

Only  falute  them,  and  leave  the  relt  to  me  Sir, 

I was  born  to  make  ye  a man. 

Perez..  The  Rogue  fpeaks  heartily. 

Her  good  will  colours  in  her  cheeks,  I am  born  to  love  her, 

I muft  be  gentler  to  thefc  tender  natures, 

A Souldiers  rude  harfh  words  befit  not  Ladies, 

Nor  mult  we  talk  to  them  as  we  ulk  to 

Our  Officers,  I’le  give  her  way,  for ’tis  for  me  fhe 

Works  now,  1 am  husband,  heir,  and  all  fhe  has. 

Enter  Margarita,  Eftifania,  Leon,  klt^Hy  and  Ladies, 

Who  are  thefe,  what  flanting  things,  a woman 
Ofrare  prefence  ! excellent  fair,  this  is  too  big 
For  a bawdy  houfe,  too  open  fcated  too. 

Efiif.  My  Husband,  Lady. 

Mur^.  You  have  gain’d  a proper  man. 

Perez..  What  c’re  1 am,  I am  your  fervant  Lady,  \kiffts. 

Efiif.  Sir,  be  rul’d  now. 

And  1 lhall  make  ye  rich,  this  is  my  coufin. 

That  Gentleman  dotes  on  her, even  to  death,  lee  how  he  ob- 

Perez..  She  is  a goodly  woman.  (ferves  her. 

Ejtif  She  is  a mirrour. 

But  Ihe  is  poor,  ffie  were  for  a Princes  fide  elfe. 

This  houfe  Ihc  has  brought  him  too  as  to  her  own. 

And  prefuming  upon  me,  and  upon  my  courtefie. 

Conct  I ve  me  flioi  t,  he  knows  not  but  fhe  is  wealthy. 

Or  if  he  did  know  otherwife,  ’twere  all  one, 

He  is  fo  far  gone. 

Perez.  Forward,  fhe  has  a rare  face. 

Efiif  This  we  muft  carry  with  diferetion  Husband, 

Anu  yield  unto  her  for  four  daies. 

Perez..  Yield  our  houfe  up,  our  goods  and  wealth  ? 

Efiif.  All  this  is  but  in  feeming. 

To  milk  the  lover  on,  do  you  fee  this  writing, 

200*  a year  when  they  are  married 

Has  Ihc  fealed  to  for  our  good  y the  time’s  unfit  now. 

Tie  fhew  it  you  to  morrow. 

Perez..  All  the  houfe  ? 

Efiif.  All,  all,  and  we’l  remove  too,  to  confirm  him, 
They’l  into  th’ country  fuddenly  again 
After  they  are  matcht,  and  then  Ihe’l  open  to  him, 

Perez..  The  whole  pofleffion  wife  ? look  what  you  doe, 

A part  o’th’  houfe. 

Efitf.  No,  no,  they  fhall  have  all, 

And  take  their  picafure  too,  *tis  for  our  ’vantage. 

Why,  what’s  four  daies  ? had  you  a SiRer  Sir, 

A Niece  or  Miflris  that  required  this  courtefie , 

And  fhould  I make  a fcruple  to  do  you  good  ? 

Perez..  If  eafily  it  would  come  back. 

Efiif.  I fwcar  Sir, 

Asealily  as  it  came  on , is’t  not  pity 

T 0 let  luch  a Gentlewoman  for  a little  help 

You  giveaway  no  houfe. 

Perez..  Clear  but  that  queftion. 

Efiif.  Tie  put  the  writings  into  your  hand. 

Perez..  Well  then. 

Efiif.  And  you  fhall  keep  them  fafe. 

Perez..  I am  fatisfied  •,  wou’d  I had  the  wench  fo  too. 

Efitf.  When  fhe  has  married  him. 

So  infinite  his  love  is  linktunto  her, 

You,  I,  or  any  one  that  helps  at  this  pinch 
May  have  Heaven  knows  what. 

Perez..  Tie  remove  the  goods  ftraight. 

And  take  fome  poor  houfe  by,  ’tis  but  for  four  days, 




T^le  a Wife^  and  have  a Wife'. 


Efitf.  i have  a poor  old  friend  j there  we’l  be. 

Jerez,.  ’Tis  well  then. 

Ejtif.  Goe  handfom  off,  and  leave  the  houfe  clear. 

^^erez..  Well.  " 

Efiif.  That  little  ftufT we’l  ule  lhall  follow  after  *, 

And  a boy  to  guide  ye, peace  and  we  are  made  both.  (wencT? 
AJati.  Come,  let’s  goe  in,  are  all  the  rooms  kept  fweet 
Eftif.  They  are  fweet  and  neat.  ^Exit  Perez. 

M^rg.  Why  where'’s  your  Husband  ? 

Efitf.  Gone  Madam. 

When  you  come  to  your  own  he  mull  give  place  Lady. 

Marl.  Well,  lend  you  joy,  you  would  not  let  me  know’t. 
Yet  1 lhall  not  forget  ye. 

E[iif.  Thank  your  Ladylhip.  {_Ex€nnt. 


ASlffd  'Ter  tins*  Seen  a Trim  a. 

Enter  Margarita,  Altea,  and  Boy. 

jiltea.  ARE  you  at  eale  now,  is  your  heart  at  refl, 

X\  Now  you  have  got  a lhadow,  an  umbrella 
Tok  eep  the  fcorching  worlds  opinion 
From  your  fair  credit. 

Mar£,  I am  at  peace  A4lteay 
If  he  continue  but  the  fame  he  Ihews, 

And  be  a mafler  of  that  ignorance 
He  outwardly  profelTes,  I am  happy. 

The  pleafure  I lhall  live  in  and  the  freedom 
Without  the  fquint-eye  of  the  law  upon  me, 

Or  prating  liberty  of  tongues,  that  envy. 

yJltea.  You  are  a made  woman. 

Marg.  But  if  he  fhould  prove  now 
A crafty  and  dilTembling  kind  of  Husband, 

One  read  in  knavery,  and  brought  up  in  the  art 
Of  villany  conceal’d. 

Altea.  My  life,  an  innocent. 

Marg.  That’s  it  I aim  at, 

That’s  it  I hope  too,  then  1 am  fure  I rule  him , 

For  innocents  are  like  obedient  Children 
Brought  up  under  a hard  Mother-in-law,  a cruel, 

Who  being  not  us’d  to  break-falls  and  collations. 

When  they  have  courfe  bread  offer’d  ’em,  are  thankful!, 
And  take  it  for  a favour  too.  Are  the  rooms 
Made  ready  to  entertain  my  friends  ? I long  to  dance  now 
And  to  be  wanton , let  me  have  a fong,  is  the  great  couch  up 
The  Duke  of  Medina  fent .? 

Altea.  ’Tis  up  and  ready. 

Marg.  And  day-beds  in  all  chambers? 

Altea.  In  all  Lady, 

Your  houfe  is  nothing  now  but  various  pleafures. 

The  Gallants  begin  to  gaze  too. 

ftJMarg.  Let  ’em  gaze  on, 

I was  brought  up  a Courtier,  -high  and  happy. 

And  company  is  my  delight,  and  courtlhip. 

And  handfom  fervants  at  my  will-.where’s  ray  good  husband, 
Where  does  he  wait.? 

Altea.  He  knows  his  dillance  Madam, 

I warrant  ye  he  is  bufie  in  the  celler 
Amongll  his  fellow  fervants,  or  afleep. 

Till  your  command  awake  him. 

Enter  Leon. 

Marg.  ’Tis  well  Altea. 

It  fhould  be  fo,  my  ward  I muff:  preferve  him. 

Who  fent  for  him,  how  dare  he  come  uncall’d  for, 

His  bonnet  on  too  ? 

Altea.  Sure  he  fees  you  not. 

Marg.  How  fcornfully  he  looks ! 

Leon.  Are  all  the  chambers 
Dackt  and  adorn’d  thus  for  my  Ladies  pleafure  ? 

New  hangings  every  hour  for  entertainment. 

And  new  plate  bought,  new  Jewels  togiveluflre  .? 


Ser.  They  are,  and  yet  there  mull  be  more  and  richer. 

It  is  her  will. 

Leon.  Hum,  isitfo?  ’tis  excellent. 

It  is  her  will  too,  to  have  feafls  and  banque  ts. 

Revel  Is  and  mafques. 

Ser.  She  ever  lov’d  ’em  dearly. 

And  we  lhall  have  the  bravell  houfe  kept  now  Sir, 

I mull  not  call  ye  m.aller  Ihe  has  warn’d  me. 

Nor  mull  not  put  my  hat  off  to  ye, 

Leon.  ’Tis  no  falhion, 

U^hat  though  1 be  her  husband,!  am  your  fellow, 

I may  cut  firfl. 

Ser.  That’s  as  you  fhalldeferve  Sir. 

Leon.  And  when  1 lye  with  her. 

Ser.  May  be  Tie  light  ye, 

On  the  fame  point  you  may  doe  me  that  fervice. 

Enter  i Lady. 

1 Lady.  Madam,  the  Duke  Medina  with  fome  Captains 
Will  come  to  dinner,  and  have  fent  rare  wine^ 

And  their  beft  fervices. 

Marg.  They  lhall  be  welcom, 

See  all  be  ready  in  the  noblefl:  falhion. 

The  houfe  perfum’d,  now  I lhall  take  my  pleafure, 

And  not  my  neighbour  Jullice  maunder  at  me. 

Go,  get  your  bell  cloths  on,  but  till  I call  ye. 

Be  fure  you  be  not  feen,  dine  with  the  Gentlewomen, 

.Lad  be  have  your  felf  cleanly  Sir,  ’tis  for  my  credit. 

Enter  2 Lady. 

2 Lady.  Madam,  the  Lady  JaUa. 

Leon.  That’s  a bawd  , 

A three  pil’d  bawd,  bawd  major  to  the  army. 

2 Lady.WdiS  brought  her  coach  to  wait  upon  yourLadiffiip, 
And  to  be  inform’d  if  you  will  take  the  air  this  morning. 
Leon.  The  neat  air  of  her  nunnery. 

Marg.  Tell  her  no,  i’th’  afternoon  Tie  call  on  her. 
zLady.  I will  Madam. 

Marg.  Why  are  not  you  gone  to  prepare  your  felf, 

May  be  you  lhall  be  fewer  to  the  fire  courfe, 

A portly  prefence,  Altea  he  looks  lean , 

’Tis  a waih  knave,  he  will  not  keep  his  llelh  well. 

Altea.  A willing,  Madam,  one  that  needs  no  fpurriag. 
Leon.  Faith  madam,  in  my  little  underllanding. 

You  had  better  entertain  your  honell  neighbours, 

Your  friends  about  ye,  that  may  fpeak  well  of  ye. 

And  give  a worthy  mention  of  your  bounty. 

Marg.  How  now,  what’s  this  ? 

Leon.  ’Tisonly  to  perfwadeye. 

Courtiers  are  but  tickle  things  to  deal  withal, 

A kind  of  march- pane  men  that  will  not  lall  Madam, 

An  egge  and  pepper  goes  farther  than  their  potions, 

And  in  a well  built  body,  a poor  parfnip 
Will  play  his  prize  above  their  llrong  potabiles. 

Marg.  The  fellow’s  mad. 

Leon.  Hcthatfliall  counfel  LadieS, 

That  have  both  liquorilh  and  ambitious  eyes, 

Is  either  mad, or  drunk,  let  him  fpeak  GofpeL 
Altea.  He  breaks  out  modellly. 

Leon.  Pray  ye  be  not  angry. 

My  indiferetion  has  made  bold  to  tell  ye. 

What  you’l  find  true. 

Marg.  Thou  darell  not  talk, 

Leon.  Not  much  Madam, 

You  have  a tye  upon  your  fervants  tong  ue. 

He  dares  not  be  fo  bold  as  reafon  bids  him, 

’T were  fit  there  were  a llronger  on  your  temper. 

Ne’re  look  fo  Hern  upon  me,l  am  your  Husband, 

But  what  are  Husbands  ? read  the  new  worlds  wonders, 
Such  Husbands  as  this  monllrous  world  produces. 

And  you  will  Icarce  find  fuch  deformities. 

They  are  ftiadows  to  conceal  your  venial  vertues. 

Sails  to  your  mills,  that  grind  with  all  occafions. 

Balls  that  lye  by  you,  to  walh  out  your  Itains, 
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And  billTnail’d  up  with  horn  before  your  (lories, 

To  rent  out  lad. 

Marg.  Do  you  hear  him  talk  ? 

Leon.  I have  done  Madam, 

An  oxe  once  fpoke,  as  learned  men  deliver. 

Shortly  I lhall  be  fuch,  then  Tie  fpeak  wonders. 

Till  when  I tye  my  felf  to  my  obedience.  C Extt. 

Mar.  Firft  I’le  unty  my  felf, did  you  mark  the  Gentleman, 

' How  boldly  and  how  fawcily  he  talk’d, 

And  how  unlike  the  lump  I took  him  for. 

The  piece  of  ignorant  dow,  he  flood  up  to  me 
And  mated  my  commands,  this  was  your  providence. 

Your  wifdom,  to  eledl  this  Gentleman, 

Your  excellent  forecaft  in  the  man,  your  knowledge, 

What  think  ye  now  ? 

^Itea.  I think  him  an  AlTe  (till, 

This  boldnefs  fome  of  your  people  have  blown 
V Into  him,  this  wifdom  too  with  (trong  wine, 

’Tis  a Tyrant,  and  a Philofopher  alfo,  and  finds 
Out  reafons. 

Mar.  rie  have  my  celler  lockt,  no  fchool  kept  there, 

Nor  no  difcovery.  I’le  turn  my  drunkards, 

Such  as  are  underflanding  in  their  draughts. 

And  difpute  learnedly  the  whyes  and  wherefores. 

To  grafs  immediatly.  Tie  keep  all  fools. 

Sober  or  drunk,  flill  fools,  that  fhall  know  nothing. 
Nothing  belongs  to  mankind,  but  obedience, 

And  fuch  a hand  I’le  keep  over  this  Husband, 

Altea.  He  will  fall  again,  my  life  he  cryes  by  this  time, 
Keep  him  from  drink,  he  has  a high  conflitution. 

Enter  Leon. 

Leon.  Shall  I wear  my  new  fute  Madam  ? 

Mar.  No  your  old  clothes. 

And  get  you  into  the  country  prefently. 

And  fee  my  hawks  well  train’d,  you  fhall  have  viduals. 

Such  as  are  fit  for  fawcy  palats  Sir, 

And  lodgings  with  the  hindes,it  is  too  good  too. 

Alt.  Good  Madam  be  not  fo  rough,  with  repentance, 

You  fee  now  he’s  come  round  again. 

Mar.  I fee  not  what  I exped  to  fee.  ( fhip. 

Leon.  You  (hall  fee  Madam,  if  it  fhall  pleafe  your  Lady- 

cAltea.  He’s  humbled, 

Forgive  good  Lady, 

Marg.  Well  go  getyouhandfom, 

And  let  me  hear  no  more. 

Leon.  Have  ye  yet  no  feeling.^ 

Tie  pinch  ye  to  the  bones  then  my  proud  Lady.  [E.At. 

Marg.  See  you  preferve  him  thus  upon  my  favour. 

You  know  his  temper,  tye  him  to  the  grindflone. 

The  next  rebellion  Tie  be  rid  of  him. 

Tie  have  no  needy  Rafcals  I tye  to  me, 

Difpute  my  life : come  in  and  fee  all  handfom. 

Altea.  I hope  to  fee  you  fo  too,  I have  wrought  ill  elfe. 

Exennt. 

Enter  Perez. 

Per.  Shall  I never  return  to  mine  own  houfe  again.? 

We  are  lodg’d  here  in  the  miferablefl  dog-hole, 

A Conjurers  circle  gives  content  above  it, 

A hawks  mew  is  a princely  palace  to  it. 

We  have  a bed  no  bigger  than  a basket. 

And  there  we  lie  like  butter  clapt  together. 

And  fweat  our  felvesto  fa  wee  immediately. 

The  fumes  are  infinite  inhabite  here  too  *, 

And  to  that  fo  thick,  they  cut  like  marmalet. 

So  various  too,  they’l  pole  a gold-finder. 

Never  return  to  mine  own  paradife? 

Why  wife  I fay,  why  Eftifania. 

Efiifania  I am  going  prefently. 

Terex..  Make  hafle  good  Jewel , 

I am  like  the  people  that  live  in  the  fweet  Iflands : 

I dye,I  dye,  if  I flay  but  one  day  more  here. 
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My  lungs  are  rotten  with  the  damps  that  rife. 

And  I cough  nothing  now  but  flinks  of  all  fortsi 
The  inhabitants  we  have  are  two  flarv’d  rats. 

For  they  are  not  able  to  maintain  a cat  here, 

And  thole  appear  as  fearfull  as  two  Devils, 

They  have  eat  a map  of  the  whole  world  up  already. 

And  if  we  day  a night  we  are  gone  for  company.  i 

There’s  an  old  woman  that’s  now  grown  to  marble, 

Dri’d  in  this  brick  hill,  and  (he  fits  i’th’  chimnie. 

Which  is  but  three  tiles  rais’d  like  a houfe  of  cards. 

The  true  proportion  of  an  old  fmok’d  Sibyl, 

There  is  a young  thing  too  that  nature  meant 
For  a maid-fervant,  but  ’tis  now  a monfler, 

She  has  a husk  about  her  like  a chefnut 
With  bafinefs,  and  living  under  the  line  here. 

And  thefe  two  make  a hollow  found  together. 

Like  frogs  or  winds  between  twodoors  that  murmur : 

Enter  Efiifania. 

Mercy  deliver  me.  O are  you  come  wife. 

Shall  we  be  free  again  ? 

Efiif.  I am  now  going. 

And  you  fhall  prefently  to  your  own  houfe  Sir, 

The  remembrance  of  this  fmall  vexation 
Will  be  argument  of  mirth  for  ever  : 

By  that  time  you  have  faid  your  orifons. 

And  broke  your  fall,  I fhall  be  back  and  ready. 

To  ulher  you  to  your  old  content,  your  freedom. 

Per.  Break  my  neck  rather,  is  there  any  thing  here  to  eat 
But  one  another, like  a race  of  Cannibals  ? 

A piece  of  butter’d  wall  you  think  is  excellent. 

Let’s  have  our  houfe  again  immediatly. 

And  pray  ye  take  heed  unto  the  furniture. 

None  be  imbezil’d. 

Efitf.  Not  a pin  I warrant  ye. 

Perex..  And  let  ’em  inllantly  depart. 

Eftif.  They  fhall  both, 

There’s  reafon  in  all  courtelies,  they  mud  both. 

For  by  this  time  1 know  fhe  has  acquainted  him. 

And  has  provided  too,fhefent  me  word  Sir, 

And  will  give  over  gratefully  unto  you. 

Perex..  Tie  walk  i’th’  Church-yard, 

The  dead  cannot  offend  more  than  thefe  living. 

An  hour  hence  Tie  exped  ye. 

Efiif.  Tie  not  fail  Sir. 

Perex..  And  do  you  hear,  let’s  have  a handfom  dinner. 
And  fee  all  things  be  decent  as  they  have  been. 

And  let  me  have  a flrong  bath  to  reflore  me, 

I (link  like  a flal-fifh  fhambles,  or  an  oyl-fhop. 

Efitf.  You  fhall  have  all,  which  fome  interpret  nothing. 
Tie  fend  ye  people  for  the  trunks  afore-hand. 

And  for  the  fluff 

Perex..  Let  ’em  be  known  and  honeft, 

And  do  my  fervice  to  your  niece. 

Efiif.  I fhall  Sir, 

But  if  I come  not  at  my  hour,come  thither, 

That  they  may  give  you  thanks  for  your  fair  courtefy. 

And  pray  ye  be  brave  for  my  fake. 

Perez..  I obferve  ye.  f Exeunt. 

Enter  Juan  de  Cafiro,  Sancho,  and  Cacafoga 

Sane.  Thou  art  very  brave. 

Caca.  I have  reafon,  I have  mony. 

Sane.  Is  mony  reafon  ? 

Caca.  Yes  and  rime  too  Captain, 

If  ye  have  no  mony  y’are  an  Me. 

Sane.  I thank  ye. 

Caca.  Ye  have  manners, ever  thank  him  that  has  mony. 

Sane.  Wilt  thou  lend  me  any  ? 

Caca.  Not  a farthing  Captain, 

Captains  are  cafual  things. 

Sane.  Why  fo  are  all  men,  thou  (halt  have  my  bond. 

Caca.  Nor  bonds  nor  fetters  Captain, 

My  mony  is  mine,  I make  no  doubt  on’t. 

Juan. 
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Jaun.  What  dofb  thou  do  with  it  ? 

Cue.  Put  it  to  pious  tifes, 

Buy  Wine  and  Wenches,  and  undo  young  Coxcombs 
That  would  undo  me. 

Juan.  Are  thoPe  Hofpitals  ? 

Cac.  I firft  provide  to  fill  niy  Hofpitals 
With  Creatures  of  mine  own,  that  I know  wretched, 

And  then  I build  : thofe  are  more  bound  to  pray  for  me  : 
Befides,  I keep  th’  inheritance  in  my  Nameftill. 

Jmn.  A provident  Charity  \ are  you  for  the  Wars,  Sir  ? 
Cac.  I am  not  poor  enough  to  be  a Souldier, 

Nor  have  I faith  enough  to  ward  a Bullet ; 

This  is  no  lining  for  a trench,  I take  it. 

Juan.  Ye  have  faid  wifely. 

Cac.  Had  you  but  my  money. 

You  would  fwear  it  Colonel,  1 had  rather  drill  at  home 
A hundred  thoufand  Crowns,  and  with  more  honour. 

Than  exercife  ten  thoufand  Fools  with  nothing, 

A wile  Man  lately  feeds,  Fools  cut  their  fingers. 

! Sanch.  A right  State  Ufurer',  why  doll  thou  not  marry, 
i And  live  a reverend  jullice  ? (to  be  one  ? 

j Cac.  Is’t  not  nobler  to  command  a reverend  Juftice,  than 
i And  fora  Wife,  what  need  I marry.  Captain, 

When  every  courteous  Fool  that  owes  me  money. 

Owes  me  his  Wife  too,  toappeafe  my  fury 
Juan.  Wilt  thou  go  to  dinner  with  us  ? 

Cac.  I will  go,  and  view  the  Pearl  of  Spain^  the  Orient 
Fair  One,  the  rich  One  too,  and  I will  be  reli)eded, 

1 bear  my  Patent  here,  I will  talk  to  her. 

And  when  your  Captain’s  Ships  lhall  Hand  aloof, 

And  pick  your  Nofes,  1 will  pick  the  purfe 
Of  her  alTedlion.  (dina. 

Juan.  The  Duke  dines  there  to  day  too, the  Duke  ofAft- 
Cac.  Let  the  King  dine  there. 

He  owes  me  money,  and  fo  far’s  my  Creature, 

And  certainly  I may  make  bold  with  mine  own,  Captain  ? 
Sanch.  Thou  wilt  eat  monftroufly. 

Cac.  Like  a true  born  Spaniardj 
Eat  as  I were  in  England  where  the  Beef  grows, 

And  I will  drink  abundantly,  and  then 
Talk  ye  as  wantonly  as  OWdid, 

Toftirthe  Intelleftuals  of  the  Ladies-, 
r learnt  it  of  my  Father’s  amorous  Scrivener. 

Juan.  If  we  Ihould  play  now,  you  mult  fupply  me. 

Cac.  You  mull  pawn  a Horfe  troop. 

And  then  have  at  ye  Colonel. 

Sanch.  Come,  let’s  go: 

ThisRafeal  will  makerarefport-,  how  the  Ladies 
Will  laugh  at  him  ? 

Juan.  If  I light  on  him  I’ll  make  his  Purfe  fweat  too. 

Cac.  Will  ye  lead.  Gentlemen  ? {Exeunt 

Enter  Perez,  an  old  Woman,  and  zJMaid. 

Per.  Nay,  pray  ye  come  our,  and  let  me  underlland  yc, 
And  tune  your  pipe  a little  higher,  Lady  *, 

I’ll  hold  ye  fall  .•  rub,  how  came  my  Trunks  open  ? 

And  my  Goods  gone,  what  Pick-lock  Spirit.^ 

Old  Worn.  Ha,  what  would  ye  have  ? 

Per.  My  Goods  again,  how  came  my  Trunks  all  open  ? 
Old  Worn.  Are  your  Trunks  open  ? 

Per.  Yes,  and  Doaths  gone. 

And  Chains,  and  Jewels:  howlhefmells  like  hung  Beef, 
TJie  Palfey,  and  Picklocks,  fye,  how  Ihe  belches, 

The  Spirit  of  Garlick. 

Old  Worn.  Where’s  your  Gentlewoman  ? 

The  young  fair  Woman  ? 

Pyr.  What’s  that  to  my  queltion  * 

She  is  my  wife,  and  gone  about  my  bufmefs. 

Maid.  Is  Ihe  your  Wife,  Sir  ? 

Per.  Yes  Sir,  is  that  wonder  ? 

Is  the  name  of  Wife  unknown  here  ? 

Old  Worn.  Is  Ihe  truly,  truly  your  Wife? 

Per.  I think  fo,  for  I married  her  ^ 

It  was  no  Villon  fure ! 


Maid.  She  has  the  Keys,  Sir. 

Per.  I know  flie  has,  but  who  has  all  my  goods.  Spirit  ? 

Old  Worn.  If  you  be  married  to  that  Gentlewoman, 

You  arc  a wretched  man,  file  has  twenty  Husbands. 

Maid.  She  tells  you  ti  uc. 

Old  Wont.  And  file  has  cozen’d  all.  Sir. 

Per.  The  Devil  file  has/  I had  a fair  houfe  with  her. 

That  Hands  hard  by,  and  furnifiit  royally.  (tleman,  i 

Old  Worn.  Y oil  are  cozen’d  too,  ’tis  none  of  hers,  good  Gen^  j 

Maid.  TheLady  ojddargarita,  Ihe  was  her  Servant,  1 
And  kept  the  houfe,  but  going  from  her,  Sir, 

For  fonie  lewd  tricks  Ihe  plaid.  | 

Per.  Plague  o’ the  Devil,  ! 

Am  1 i’th’  full  Meridian  of  my  Wilcdom 
Cheated  by  a Hale  Qu^ean  ! what  kind  of  Lady 
Is  that  that  owes  the  Houfe  ? 

Old  Worn.  A young  fweet  Lady. 

Per.  Of  a low  ftature  ? 

Old  Wont.  She  is  indeed  but  little, but  Ihe  is  wondrous  fair. 

Per.  1 feel  1 am  cozen’d  ; 

Now  I am  fcnfible  I am  undo.ne. 

This  is  the  i/ery  VV'oman  fure,  that  Coufin 
She  told  me  Would  entreat  but  for  four  days, 

To  make  the  houfe  hers-,  1 a ni  entreated  fweetly. 

A/atd.  When  Ihe  went  out  this  morning,  thatifaw,  Sir, 
She  had  two  Women  at  the  door  attending, 

And  thcie  (he  gave  ’em  things,  and  loaded  ’em, 

But  what  they  were i heard  your  Trunks  to  open, 

If  they  be  yours  ? 

Per.  They  w'ere  mine  while  they  were  laden, 

But  now  they  have  caft  their  Calves,  they  are  not  worth 
Owning : was  ihe  her  Miftrefs  fay  you  ? (you  lav>^ 

Old  Worn,  Her  own  Miftrefs, her  very  Miftrefs,  Sir, and  all 
About  and  in  that  houfe  was  hers. 

Per.  No  Plate,  no  Jewels,  nor  no  Hangings?  (thing. 

Maid.  Not  a farthing,  file  is  poor,  Sir,  a poorfhifting 

Ter.  No  money  ? 

Old  Worn.  Abominable  poor,  as  poor  as  we  are. 

Money  as  rare  to  her  unlefs  Ihe  fteal  it. 

But  for  one  civil  Gown  her  Lady  gave  her. 

She  may  go  bare,  good  Gentlewoman. 

Per.  lam  mad  now, 

I think  I am  as  poor  as  fhe,  I am  wide  elle, 

One  civil  Sure  1 have  left  too,  and  that’s  all, 

And  if  file  fteal  that  ihe  muft  fley  me  for  it  -, 

Where  does  fiie  ufe  ? 

Old  Worn.  You  may  find  truth  as  foon, 

Alas,  a thoufand  conceal’d  corners.  Sir,  (he  lurksin. 

And  here  file  gets  a fleece,  and  there  another. 

And  lives  in  mifts  and  fmoaks  where  none  can  find  her. 

Per.  Is  file  a Whore  too?  (Sir,  becaufe 

Old  Worn.  Little  bctter,Gentleman,  I dare  not  fay  (he  is  fo 
She  is  yours,  Sir,  thefe  five  years  (he  has  firkt 
Ap'-etty  Living, 

Until  file  came  to  ferve  ^ I fear  he  will  knock  my 
Brains  out  for  lying. 

Per.  She  has  ferv’d  me  faithfully, 

A Who.'-e  and  Thief?  two  excellent  moral  learnings 
In  one  fiie-Saint,  I hope  to  fee  her  legend. 

Have  I been  fear’d  for  my  difeoveries, 

And  courted  by  all  V\’omen  to  conceal  ’em  ? 

Have  I fo  long  ftudied  the  art  of  this  Sex, 

And  read  the  warnings  to  young  Gentlemen? 

Have  I profeft  to  tame  the  Pride  of  Ladies, 

And  make  ’em  bear  all  tefts,  and  am  I trickt  now  ? 

Caught  in  mine  own  noozc  ? here’s  a royal  left  yet. 

There’s  for  your  lodging  and  your  meat  for  this  Week. 

A filk  Worm  lives  at  a more  plentiful  ordinary, 

And  fleepsin  a fweeter  Box : farewel  great  Grandmother, - 
If  I do  find  you  were  anacceflary, 

’Tis  but  the  cutting  off  too  fmoaky  minutes. 

I’ll  hang  ye  prefently. 

Old  Worn.  Andldeferveit,ltellbuttruth, 

P p Per.  I 
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Not  I,  I am  an  Afs,  Mother.  [Exetmt. 

Enter  the  Duk?  o/Medina,  Juan  de  Caftro,  Alonzo, 
Sanchio,  Cacafogo.  Attendants. 

Duke.  Agoodly  houfe. 

Juan.  And  richly  furnifht  too,  Sir. 

Alonz..  Hung  wantonly,  I like  that  preparation, 

It  ftirs  the  blood  unto  a hopeful  Banquet, 

And  intimates  the  Miftrefsfree  and  jovial, 

I love  a houfe  where  pleafure  prepares  welcorne. 

Dn\e,  Now  Cacafogo^ho'^  like  you  this  mannon . 

’Twere  a brave  Pawn. 

faca.  Ifnallbemafterof  it, 

’Twas  built  for  my  bulk,  the  rooms  are  wide  and  fpacious. 
Airy  and  full  of  eafe,  and  that  I love  well, 
ril  tell  you  when  I tafte  the  Wine,  my  Lord, 

And  take  the  height  of  her  Table  with  my  Stomach, 

How  my  affedions  ftand  to  the  young  Lady. 

Enter  Margarita,  Altea,  Ladies,  and  Servants. 

Mar.  All  welcome  to  your  Grace,  and  to  thefe  Souldiers, 
You  honour  my  poor  houfe  with  your  fair  prefence, 

Thofe  few  flight  pleafures  that  inhabit  here,  Sir, 
Idobefeech  your  Grace  command,  they  are  yours. 

Your  fervant  but  preferves  ’em  to  delight  ye. 

Bake.  I thank  ye  Lady,  I am  bold  to  vilit  ye, 

Once  more  to  blefs  mine  eyes  with  your  fwcet  Beauty, 

’T  has  been  a long  night  flnce  you  left  the  Court, 

For  till  I law  you  now,  no  day  broke  to  me. 

Mar.  Bring  in  the  Dukes  meat. 

Sanch.  She  is  mofl  excellent. 

Juan.  Mofl  admirable  fair  as  e’r  I look’d  upon, 

I bad  rather  command  her  than  my  Regiment, 

Caca.  I’ll  have  a fling,  ’tis  buta  thoufand  Duckets, 
Which  I can  cozen  up  again  in  ten  days. 

And  fome  few  Jewels  to  juftifie  my  Knavery, 

Say,  I fhould  marry  her,  (he’ll  get  more  money 
Than  all  my  Ufury,  put  my  Knavery  to  it. 

She  appears  the  mofl  infallible  way  of  Purchafe, 

I cou’d  wifli  her  a fize  or  two  ftronger  for  the  encounter. 

For  I am  like  a Lion  where  I lay  hold. 

But  thefe  Lambs  will  endure  a plaguy  load, 

And  never  bleat  neither,  that  Sir,  time  has  taught  us, 

I amfo  vertuous  now,  1 cannot  fpeakto  her, 

The  arrant’ll:  fliamefac’d  Afs,  I broil  away  too. 

Enter  Leon. 

Mar.  Why,  where’s  this  dinner  ? 

Leon.  ’Tis  not  ready.  Madam, 

Nor  (hall  not  be  until  1 know  the  Guells  too. 

Nor  are  they  fairly  welcome  till  I bid  ’em. 

Juan.  Is  not  this  my  zydlferes'i  he  looks  another  thing ; 
Are  miracles  afoot  again  ? 

Marg.  Why, Sirrah,  why  Sirrah,  you? 

Leon.  I hear  you,  fancy  Woman, 

And  as  you  are  my  Wife,  command  your  abfence. 

And  know  your  duty,  ’tis  the  Crown  of  modelty. 

Duke.  Your  Wife? 

Leon.  Yes  good  my  Lord,  I am  her  Husband, 

And  pray  take  notice  that  1 claim  that  honour, 

And  will  maintain  it. 

Caca.  If  thou  beell  her  Husband, 

I am  determin’d  thou  fnalt  be  my  Cuckold, 
ril  be  thy  faithful  friend. 

Leon.  Peace,  dirt  and  dunghil, 

I will  not  lofe  my  anger  on  a Rafcal, 

Provoke  me  more.  I’ll  beat  thy  blown  body 
Till  thou  rebound’fb  again  like  a Tennis-Ball. 

Alonz..  This  is  miraculous. 

Sanch.  Is  this  the  Fellow 
That  had  the  patience  to  become  a Fool, 

A flurted  Fool,  and  on  a fudden  break. 

As  if  he  would  (hew  a wonder  to  the  World , 

Both  in  Bravery,  and  Fortune  too  ? 


1 much  admire  the  man,  I am  aftonilht. 

Mar.  I’ll  be  divorced  immediately. 

Leon.  You  fhall  not. 

You  (hall  not  have  fo  much  will  to  be  wicked. 

I am  more  tender  of  your  honour,  Lady, 

And  of  your  Age,  you  took  me  for  a fhadow  ^ 

You  took  me  to  glofs  over  yourdifcredit , 

To  be  your  Fool, you  had  thought  you  had  found  a Coxcomb-, 
1 am  innocent  of  any  foul  dilhonour  I mean  to  ye. 

Only  I will  be  known  to  be  your  Lord  now. 

And  be  a fair  one  too,  or  I will  fall  for’t. 

Mar.  1 do  command  ye  from  me,  thou  poor  fellow. 

Thou  cozen’d  Fool. 

Leon.  Thou  cozen’d  Fool  ? ’tis  not  lb, 

I will  not  be  commanded  I am  above  ye : 

You  may  divorce  me  from  your  favour.  Lady, 

But  from  your  (late  you  never  (hall,  I’ll  hold  that. 

And  then  maintain  your  wantonnefs.  I’ll  wink  at  it. 

(Jd-Iar.  Am  1 braved  thus  in  mine  own  houle  ? 

Leon.  ’Tis  mine.  Madam, 

You  are  deceiv’d,  I am  Lord  of  it,  I rule  it  and  all  that’s  in’t  •, 
You  have  nothing  to  do  here.  Madam  ^ 

But  as  a Servant  to  fweep  clean  the  Lodgings, 

And  at  my  farther  will  to  do  me  fervice, 

And  fo  I’ll  keep  it. 

iJMar.  As  you  love  me,  give  way. 

Leon.  It  (hall  be  better, 

1 will  give  none.  Madam, 

I Hand  upon  the  ground  of  mine  own  Honour, 

And  will  maintain  it,  you  lhall  know  me  now 
Tobe  an  underllanding  feeling  man. 

And  fenfiblcof  what  a Woman  aims  at, 

A young  proud  Woman  that  has  Will  to  fail  with, 

An  itching  Woman,  that  her  blood  provokes  too, 

I call  my  Cloud  off,  and  appear  my  felf. 

The  mailer  of  this  little  piece  of  mifehief. 

And  1 will  put  a Spell  about  your  feet.  Lady, 

They  (hall  not  w’andcr  but  where  I give  way  now. 

Duke.  Is  this  the  Fellow  that  the  People  pointed  at, 

For  the  meer  lign  of  man,  the  walking  Image? 

He  fpcaks  wondrous  highly. 

Leon.  Asa  Flusband ought.  Sir, 

In  his  own  houfe,  and  it  becomes  me  well  too, 

1 think  your  Grace  would  grieve  if  you  were  put  to  it 
To  have  a Wife  or  Servant  of  your  own, 

(For  Wives  arc  reckon’d  in  the  rank  of  Servants,) 

Linder  your  own  roof  to  command  ye. 

Juan.  Brave,  a ftrange  Converfion,  thou  (halt  lead 
In  chief  now. 

Duke.  Is  there  no  difference  betwixt  her  and  you.  Sir? 

Leon.  Not  now.  Lord,  my  Fortune  makes  me  even. 

And  as  I am  an  honelt  man,  1 am  nobler. 

Mar.  Get  me  my  Coach. 

Leon.  Let  me  fee  who  dares  get  it 
Till  I command.  I’ll  make  him  draw  your  Coach  too. 

And  eat  your  Coach,  (which  will  be  hard  diet) 

That  executes  your  Will ; or  take  your  Coach,  Lady, 

1 give  you  liberty,  and  take  your  People 

VVhich  I turnoff,  and  take  your  Will  abroad  with  ye. 

Take  all  thefe  freely,  but  take  me  no  more. 

And  fo  farewel. 

Dkk^.  Nay,  Sir,  you  lhall  not  carry  it 
So  bravely  off,  you  lhall  not  wrong  a Lady 
In  a high  huffing  ftrain,  and  think  to  bear  it, 

VVe  Hand  not  by  as  Bawds  to  your  brave  fury. 

To  fee  a Lady  weep  (worth  pity, 

Leon.  They  are  tears  of  anger,  I befecch  ye  note  ’em,  not 
Wrung  from  her  rage,  becaufe  her  Will  prevails  not, 

She  would  fwound  now  if  Ihe  could  not  cry, 

Fife  they  were  excellent,  and  I Ihould  grieve  too. 

But  falling  thus,  they  lhow,4Jor  fweet  nor  orient. 

Put  up  my  Lord,  this  is  oppfeflion  , 

And  calls  the  Sword  of  Jultice  to  relieve  me, 

The  law  to  lend  her  hand,  the  King  to  right  me, 


All  which  lhall  underftand  how  you  provoke  me, 

In  mine  own  houfe  to  brave  me,  is  this  princely  ? 

Then  w my  Guard,  and  if  I fpare  your  Grace, 

And  do  not  make  this  place  your  Monument, 

Too  rich  a Tomb  for  fuch  a rude  behaviour, 

I have  a Caufe  will  kill  a thoufand  of  ye,  mercy  forfake  me. 

Juan.  Hold,  fair  Sir,  I befeech  ye. 

The  Gentleman  but  pleads  his  own  right  nobly. 

Leon.  He  that  dares  ftrike  againft  the  husbands  freedom. 
The  Husbands  Curfe  flick  to  him,  a tam’d  Cuckold, 

His  Wife  be  fair  and  young,  but  moll  dilhonell, 

Moll  impudent,  and  have  no  feeling  of  it, 

No  confcience  to  reclaim  her  from  a Monfter, 

Let  her  lye  by  him  like  a flattering  ruine. 

And  at  one  inllant  kill  both  Name  and  Honour, 

Let  him  be  loft,  no  eye  to  weep  his  end. 

Nor  find  no  earth  that’s  bafe  enough  to  bury  him. 

Now  Sir,  fall  on,  I am  ready  tooppofe  ye. 

Du.  I have  better  thought,  I pray  Sir  ufe  your  Wife  well . 

Leon.  Mine  own  humanity  will  teach  me  that,  Sir, 

And  now  you  are  all  welcome,  all,  and  we’ll  to  dinner. 
This  is  my  Wedding-day. 

Duke.  I’ll  crofs  your  joy  yet. 

Juan.  I have  feen  a miracle,  hold  thine  own,  Souldier, 
Sure  they  dare  fight  in  fire  that  conquer  Women. 

Sanch.  H’as  beaten  all  my  loofe  thoughts  out  of  me. 

As  if  he  had  threlht  ’em  out  o’th’  husk. 

Enter  Perez. 

Per.  ’Save  ye,  which  is  the  Lady  of  thehoule? 

Leon.  That’s  (he.  Sir,  that  pretty  Lady, 

If  you  would  l^ak  with  her. 

Jmn.  Don  tJPktichael.,  Leon,  another  darer  come. 

Per.  Pray  do  not  know  me,  I am  full  of  bullnefs. 

When  1 have  more  time  I’ll  be  merry  with  ye. 

It  is  the  Woman : good  Madam,  tell  me  truly, 

Had  you  a Maid  call’d  Efitfania  ? 

Marg.  Yes  truly,  had  I. 

Per.  Was  Ihe  a Maid  do  you  think  ? 

Marg.  I dare  not  fwear  for  her. 

For  Ihe  had  but  a leant  Fame. 

Per.  Was  flie  your  Kinfwoman  ? 

Marg.  Not  that  I ever  knew,  now  I look  better 
I think  you  married  her,  ’give  you  joy.  Sir, 

You  may  reclaim  her,  ’twas  a wild  young  Girl. 

Per.  Give  me  a halter : is  not  this  houfe  mine.  Madam  ? 
Was  not  Ihe  owner  of  it,  pray  fpeak  truly  ? 

Marg.  No,  certainly,  I am  fure  my  money  paid  for  it. 
And  I ne’r  remember  yet  I gave  it  you.  Sir. 

Ter.  The  Hangings  and  the  Plate  too  ? 

Marg.  All  are  mine, Sir, 

And  every  thing  you  fee  about  the  building. 

She  only  kept  my  houfe  when  I was  abfent. 

And  fo  ill  kept  it,  I was  weary  of  her. 

Sanch.  What  a Devil  ails  he  } 

Juan.  He’s  pofleft  I’ll  aflure  you. 

Per.  Where  is  your  Maid  ? 

Marg.  Do  not  you  know  that  have  her  ? 

She  is  yours  now,  why  Ihould  I look  after  her  ? 

Since  that  firft  hour  I came  I never  faw  her. 

Per.  Ifawherlater,would  tiie  Devil  had  had  her. 

It  is  all  true  I find,  a wild-fire  take  her.  wife. 

Juan.  Is  thy  Wife  with  Child, Z}o«  Aftchael?xk\^  excellent 
Art  thou  a Man  yet  ? 

Alonz..  When  lhall  we  come  and  vifit  thee  ? (chards, 

Sanch.  And  eat  Ibme  rare  fruit  ? thou  haft  admirable  Or- 
I You  are  fo  jealous  now,  pox  o’  your  jealoufie, 

How  Icurvily  you  look ! 

Per.  Prithee  leave  fooling, 

I am  in  no  humour  now  to  fool  and  prattle, 

! Did  Ihe  ne’r  play  the  wag  with  you  ? (keep  her, 

I Marg.  Yes  many  times,  fo  often  that  I was  afnam’d  to 
I But  I forgave  her.  Sir,  in  hope  flie  would  mend  ftill, 

I And  had  not  you  o’th’inftant  married  her. 


I had  put  her  off. 

Per.  I thank  ye,  I am  bleft  ftill. 

Which  way  fo  e’r  I turn  I am  a made  man, 

Miferably  gull’d  beyond  recovery.  ' 

Juan.  You’ll  ftay  and  dine  ? 

Per.  Certain  I cannot.  Captain, 

Hark  in  thine  ear,  I am  the  arrantft  Puppy, 

The  miferableft  Afs,  but  1 muff  leave  ye, 

I am  in  hafte,  in  hafte,  blefs  you,  good  Madam, 

And  you  prove  as  good  as  my  Wife.  [iExie. 

Afow.VVill  you  come  near, Sir, will  your  Grace  but  honour 
And  tafte  our  dinner  > youare  nobly  welcome,  (me, 

All  anger’s  paft  I hope,  and  I lhall  ferve  ye. 

Juan.  Thou  art  the  ftock  of  men,and  I admire  thee.  [_Ex. 


ASlm  Quart  US.  ScenaPrima. 

Enter  Perez. 

Per.  Til  go  to  a Conjurer  but  I’ll  find  this  Pol  cat, 

This  pilfering  Whore;  a plague  of  Vails,  I cry. 

And  covers  for  the  impudence  of  Women, 

Their  fandlity  in  Ihow  will  deceive  Devils, 

It  is  my  evil  Angel,  let  me  blefs  me. 

Enter  Eftifania  with  a Casket. 

Sfiif.  ’Tishe,  lamcaught,  I mull  Hand  to  it  ftontly, 
And  Ihow  no  ffiake  of  fear,  1 fee  he  is  angry, 

Vext  at  the  uttermoft. 

Ter.  My  worthy  W'ife, 

I have  been  looking  of  your  modefty 
All  the  town  over. 

Efttf.  My  moil  noble  Husband, 

I am  glad  I have  found  ye,  for  in  truth  I am  weary. 

Weary  and  lame  with  looking  oiit  your  Lordihip. 

Per.  I have  been  in  Bawdy  Houfes. 

Eftif.  I believe  you,  and  very  lately  too. 

Per.  ’Pray  you  pardon  me. 

To  feek  your  Ladylhip,  I have  been  in  Cellars, 

In  private  Cellars,  where  the  thirllv  Bawds 
Hear  your  Confellions I have  been  at  Plays, 

To  look  you  out  amongft  the  youthful  Aiftors, 

At  Puppet  Shews,  youare  Miftrds  of  the  motions, 

At  Golfippings  I hcarkned  after  you. 

But  amongft  thofe  Confnlions  of  le  wd  Tongnes 
There’s  no  diftinguifhing  beyond  a Babel. 

1 was  amongft  the  Nfins  becaufe  you  fing  well. 

But  they  fay  yoursare  Bawdy  Songs,  they  mourn  for  ye, 
And  laft  1 went  to  Church  to  feek  you  out, 

’Tisfo  long  fince  you  were  there,  they  have  forgot  you. 

Efltf  You  have  had  a prettv  prog-efs.  I’ll  tell  mine  nov/  : 
To  look  you  out,  I went  to  twenty  Taverns. 

Per.  And  are  you  lobe  r 

Eftif.  Yes,  I reel  not  yet.  Sir, 

Where  I faw  twenty  drunk,  molt  of  ’em  Souldiers, 

There  I had  great  hope  to  find  you  difguis’d  too. 

From  hence  to  th’  dicing-houfe,  there  1 found  dlefticks. 
Quarrels  needlefs,  and  lencelefs.  Swords  and  Pots,  and  Can- 
Tables  and  Stools,  and  all  in  oneconfufion. 

And  no  man  knew  his  Friend.  I left  this  Chaos, 

And  to  the  Chirurgions  went,  he  will’d  me  ftay, 

For  fays  he  learnedly,  if  hebe  tipled, 

T wenty  to  one  he  whores,  and  then  I hear  of  him. 

If  he  be  mad,  he  quarrels,  then  he  comes  too. 

I fought  ye  where  no  fafe  thing  would  have  ventur’d, 
Amongft  difealcs,  bafe  and  vile,  vile  Women, 

For  I remembred  your  old  Roman  axiom. 

The  more  the  danger,  ftill  the  more  the  Honour. 

Laft,  to  your  Confeflor  1 came,  who  told  me, 

You  were  too  proud  to  pray,  and  here  I have  found  ye. 

Per.  She  bears  up  bravely,  and  the  Rogue  is  witty. 

But  I lhall  dafh  itinftantly  to  nothing. 
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Here  leave  we  ofToiir  wanton  languages, 

And  now  conclude  we  in  a (harper  tongue. 

' £///.  Why  am  I cozen’d? 

Why  am  I abufed  ? 

- Per.  Thou  moll  vile,  bafe,  abominable 

I Efiif.  Captain. 

Per.  Thou  ftinking,  overltew’d,  poor,  pocky 

Efiif.  Captain. 

Per.  Do  you  echo  me  ? 

Efiif  Yes  Sir,  and  go  before  ye, 

And  round  about  ye,  why  do  you  rail  at  me 
For  that  that  was  your  own  fin,  your  own  knavery . 

Per.  And  brave  me  too  ? 

Efiif  You  had  belt  now  draw  your  Sword,  Captain  ? 
Draw  it  upon  a Woman,  do  brave.  Captain, 

Upon  your  Wife,  Oh  molt  renowned  Captain. 

Per.  A Plague  upon  thee,  anfwer  me  direiftly  ^ 

Why  didfl:  thou  marry  me  ? 

efiif.  To  be  my  Husband  ^ 

I had  thought  you  had  had  infinite,  but  I’m  cozen  d. 

Per.  Why  didft  thou  flatter  me,  and  (hew  me  wonders  ? 
A houfe  and  riches,  when  they  are  but  (hadows, 

Shadows  to  me? 

£/*/■.  Why  did  you  work  on  me 
( It  was  but  my  part  to  requite  you,  Sir  ) (me 

VAhth  your  ftrong  Souldiers  wit,  and  fwore  you  would  bring 
So  much  in  Chains,  fo  much  in  Jewels,  Husband, 

So  much  in  right  rich  Cloaths  ? 

Per,  Thou  had:  ’em,  Rafcal  ^ 

I gave  ’em  to  thy  hands,  my  trunks  and  all, 

And  thou  haft  open’d  ’em,  and  fold  my  treafure. 

Efiif.  Sir,  thei-e’s  your  treafure,  fell  it  to  a Tinker 
To  m«nd  old  Kettles,  is  this  noble  U(age  ? 

Let  ail  the  World  view  here  rhe  Captain’s  treafure, 

A Man  would  think  now,  thefe  were  worthy  matters ; 
Here’s  a (hooing-horn  Chain  gilt  over,  how  it  feenteth 
Worfe  than  the  mouldy  durty  heel  it  ferved  for : 

And  here’s  another  of  a IclTer  value. 

So  little  I would  (haiiic  to  tye  my  Dog  in’t, 

Thefe  are  my  joynture,  blulh  and  fave  a labour. 

Or  thefe  clfe  will  blulh  for  ye. 

Per.  A Are  fubtle  ye,  are  ye  fo  crafty? 

Efiif.  Here’s  a goodly  jewel. 

Did  not  you  win  this  at  (foletta..  Captain, 

Or  took  it  in  the  field  from  fome  brave  Bafiiarv., 

How  it  fparkles  like  an  old  Ladies  eyes. 

And  fills  each  room,  with  light  like  a clofe  Lanthorn ! 

This  would  do  rarely  in  an  Abbey  W’indow, 

To  cozen  Pilgrims. 

Ter.  Ptithee  leave  prating. 

Efiif  And  here’s  a Chain  of  Whitings  eyes  for  pearls, 
A Mufcle  monger  would  have  made  a better. 

Per.  Nay,  prithee  wife,  my  Cloaths,  my  Cloaths. 
Efiif  I’ll  tell  ye. 

Your  Cloaths  are  parallels  to  thefe,  all  counterfeit. 

Put  thefe  and  them  on,  you  arc  a Man  of  Copper, 
Akindof  Candleftick ; thefe  you  thought,  ray  Husband, 
To  have  cozen’d  me  withall,  but  1 am  quit  with  you. 

Per.  Is  there  no  houfe  then,  nor  no  grounds  about  it  ? 
No  plate  nor  hangings  ? 

Efiif.  There  are  none,  fweet  Husband, 

Shadow  for  (hadow  is  as  equal  jufticc. 

Can  you  rail  now?  pray  put  up  your  fury.  Sir, 

Andfpeak  great  words,  youareaSouIdicr,  thunder. 

Ter.  I will  fpeak  little,  I have  plaid  the  Fool, 

And  fo  I am  rewarded. 

Efiif.  You  have  fpoke  well.  Sir, 

And  now  I fee  you  arc  fo  conformable 
I’ll  heighten  you  again,  goto  your  houfe, 

They  are  packing  to  be  gone,  you  muft  fup  there. 

I’ll  meet  ye,  and  bring  Cloaths,  and  clean  Shirts  after, 

I And  all  things  (hall  be  well,  Til  colt  you  once  more, 

I And  teach  you  to  bring  Copper. 

I Per.  Tell  me  one  thing. 


Idobefeechthee  tell  me,  tell  me  troth.  Wife, 

However  I forgive  thee,  art  thou  honeft? 

The  Beldam  fwore.  ' 

Efiif.  I bid  her  tell  you  fo.  Sir, 

It  was  my  plot,  alas  my  credulous  Husband, 

The  Lady  told  you  too. 

Per.  Moft  ftrange  things  of  thee. 

Efiif.  Still’twas  my  way,  and  all  to  try  your  fufferance, 
And  (he  denied  the  Houfe. 

Per.  She  knew  me  not. 

No,  nor  no  title  that  1 had. 

Efiif.  ’Twas  well  carried  •, 

No  more,  I am  right  and  ftraight. 

Per.  I would  believe  thee. 

But  Heaven  knows  how  my  heart  is,  will  ye  follow  me  ? 
Efiif.  Til  be  there  ftraight. 

Ter.  I am  fooled,  yet  dare  not  find  it.  {Exit  Perez. 
Efiif.  Go  filly  Fool,  thou  mayft  be  a good  Souldier 
In  open  field,  but  for  our  private  fervice 
Thou  art  an  Afs,  Til  make  thee  fo,  or  mifs  die. 

Enter  Cacafogo. 

Here  comes  another  Trout  that  1 muft  tickle, 

And  tickle  daintily,  1 have  loft  my  end  el(e. 

May  I crave  your  leave,  Sir  ? 

C'Ma.  Prithee  be  anfwcred,  thou  (halt  crave  no  leave, 

I am  in  my  meditations,  do  not  vex  me, 

A beaten  thing,  but  this  hour  a moft  bruifed  thing. 

That  people  had  compalTion  on  it,  looked  fo, 

The  next  Sir  Palmerin,  here’s  fine  proportion, 

An  Afs,  and  then  an  Elephant,  fweet  Juftice, 

There’s  no  way  left  to  come  at  her  now,  no  craving. 

If  money  could  come  near,  yet  1 would  pay  him ; 

I have  a mind  to  make  him  a huge  Cuckold, 

And  money  may  do  much,  a thoufand  Duckets, 

’Tis  but  the  letting  blood  of  a rank  Heir. 

Efiif  ’Pray  you  hear  me. 

Caca.  I know  thou  haft  fome  wedding  Ring  to  pawnnow, 
Of  Silver  and  gilt,  with  a blind  pofie  in’t. 

Love  and  a Mill  horle  (hould  go  round  together. 

Or  thy  Childs  whiftie,  or  thy  Squirrels  Chain, 

I’ll  none  of ’em,  1 would  (he  did  but  know  me. 

Or  would  this  Fellow  had  but  ufe  of  money. 

That  I might  come  in  any  way. 

Efiif.  I am  gone,  Sir, 

And  1 fliall  tell  the  beauty  fent  me  to  ye. 

The  Lady  eJ^nrgarita. 

Caca.  Stay  I prithee, 

What  is  thy  will  ? I turn  me  wholly  to  ye. 

And  talk  now  till  thy  tongue  ake,  I will  hear  yc. 

Efiif.  She  would  entreat  you.  Sir, 

Caca.  She  (hall  command.  Sir, 

Let  it  be  fo,  I befecch  thee,  my  fweet  Gentlewoman, 

Do  not  forget  thy  felf. 

Efiif.  She  docs  command  then 
This  courtcfic,  becaufe  (lie  knows  you  arc  noble. 

Cac.  Your  Miferefs  by  the  way  ? 

Efiif.  My  natural  miftrefs. 

Upon  thefe  Jewels,  Sir,  they  are  fair  and  rich. 

And  view  ’em  right. 

Caca.  To  doubt  ’em  is  an  herefic. 

Efiif  A thoufand  Duckets,  ’tis  upon  necelfity 
Of  prefent  ufe,  her  husband,  Sir,  is  (fubborn. 

Caca.  Long  may  he  be  fo.  (parts  and  perfon, 

Efiif.  She  defires  withal  a better  knowledge  of  your 
And  when  you  pleafe  to  do  her  fo  much  honour. 

Caca.  Come,  let’s  difpatch. 

E.fiif  In  troth  I have  heard  her  fay.  Sir, 

Of  a fat  man  (he  has  not  feen  a fweeter. 

But  in  this  bufinefs.  Sir. 

Cac.  Let’s  do  it  firft 

And  then  difpute,  the  Ladies  ufe  may  long  for’t. 

Efiif  All  (ecrecy  (he  would  defirc,  (he  told  me 
How  wife  you  are. 

Cac. 


r 


Knle  a Wife^  and  have  a Wife. 


Cac.  W'e  are  not  wife  to  talk  thus, 

Carry  her  the  goId,rie  look  her  out  a Jewel, 
Shall  fparkle  like  her  eyes,  and  thee  another. 
Come  prethee  come,  I long  to  ferve  thy  Lady, 
Long  monftrouHy,  now  valor  I fhall  meet  y». 
You  that  dare  Dukes. 

Sfiif.  Green  goofe  you  are  now  in  fippets. 


\^Exennt. 


Enter  the  Duksy  Sanchio,  Juan,  Alonzo. 

Vuke.  He  fliall  not  have  his  will,  I fhall  prevent  him, 

I have  a toy  here  that  will  turn  the  tide, 

And  fuddenly,  and  ftrangely,hear  Don  Juany 
Do  you  prefent  it  to  him. 

Juan,  I am  commanded.  \iExit. 

Duke.  A fellow  founded  out  of  Charity, 

And  moulded  to  the  height  contemn  his  maker, 

Curb  the  free  hand  that  fram’d  him  ? This  mull  not  be. 

Sane.  That  fuch  an  oyfter  fliell  Ihould  hold  a pearl. 

And  of  fo  rare  a price  in  prifon. 

Was  fhe  made  to  be  the  matter  of  her  own  undoing, 

To  let  a flovenly  unweildy  fellow, 

Unruly  and  felf  will’d,  difpofe  her  beauties 
We  fuller  all  Sir  in  this  fad  Eclipfe, 

She  Ihould  fhine  where  fhe  might  Ihow  like  her  felf. 

An  abfolute  fweetnefs,  to  comfort  thofe  admire  her. 

And  Ihed  her  beams  upon  her  friends. 

We  are  gull’d  all. 

And  all  the  world  will  grumble  at  your  patience. 

If  fhe  be  ravidi’t  thus. 

Duke.  Ne’r  fear  it  Sanchio, 

We’l  have  her  free  again,  and  move  at  Court 
In  her  clear  orb : but  one  fweet  handfomenefs. 

To  blels  this  part  of  Spain,  and  have  that  flubber’d  ? 

Mon.  ’Tis  every  good  mans  caufe,  and  we  mult  ftir  in  it. 
Duke.  Tie  warrant  he  fhall  be  glad  to  pleafe  us. 

And  glad  to  fhare  too,  we  fhall  hear  anon 
A new  fong  from  him,  let’s  attend  a little.  f E.veunt. 

Enter  Leon,  and  Juan,  with  a commijfion. 

Leon.  Coronel,  I am  bound  to  you  for  this  noblenefs, 

I fhould  have  been  your  officer,  ’tis  true  Sir, 

And  a proud  man  I fhould  have  been  to  have  ferv’d  you, 

’T  has  pleas’d  the  King  out  of  his  bound lefs'favours, 

To  make  me  your  companion,  this  commiffion  - 
Gives  me  a troop  of  horfe. 

Juan.  I do  rejoyce  at  it. 

And  am  a glad  man  we  fhall  gain  your  company, 

I am  fare  the  King  knows  you  are  newly  married, 

And  out  of  that  refpedt  gives  you  more  time  Sir. 

Leon.  Within  four  dales  I am  gone,fo  he  commands  me, 
And  ’tis  not  mannerly  for  me  to  argue  it, 

The  time  grows  fhorter  ftill,  are  your  goods  ready  ? 

Juan.  They  are  aboard. 

Leon.  Who  waits  there? 

Enter  Servant. 

Servant.  Sir. 

Le.  Do  you  hear  ho,  go  carry  this  unto  your  Miftris  Sir, 
And  let  her  fee  how  much  the  King  has  honour’d  me. 

Bid  her  be  lufly,  fhe  muft  make  a Souldier.  ^ Exit. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Lorenzjo,  Sir, 

Go  take  down  all  the  hangings. 

And  pack  up  all  my  cloths,  my  plate  and  Jewels, 

And  all  the  furniture  that’s  portable, 

Sir  when  we  lye  in  garrifon,  ’tis  neceffary 
We  keep  a handfom  port,  for  the  Kings  honour  •, 

And  do  you  hear,  let  all  your  Ladies  wardrobe 
Be  fafely  plac’d  in  trunks,  they  muft  along  too. 

Lor.  Whither  muft  they  goe  Sir? 

Leon.  To  the  wars,  Lorenzjo, 

And  you  and  all,  I will  not  leave  a turn-fpit. 

That  has  one  dram  of  fpleen  againft  a Dutchman. 


Lor.  Why  then  S‘  Ja^ues  hey, you  have  made  us  all  Sir, 

And  if  we  leave  ye does  my  Lady  goe  too  ? 

Leon.T\\t  ftuffmuftgoe  to  morrow  towards  the  feaSir, 
All,  all  muft  goe. 

Lor.  Why  Pedro,  f^afeo,  Dego, 

Come  help  me,  come  come  boys,  foldadoes,  comrades, 

We’l  fley  thefe  bcer-beilied  rogues,  come  away  quickly. 

Jr.  'an.  H’as  taken  a brave  way  to  fave  his  honour,  X,E.xit. 
And  crofs  the  Duke,  now  I fiiall  love  him  dearly. 

By  the  life  of  credit  thou  art  a noble  Gentleman. 

Enter  Margarita,  led  by  two  Ladies. 

Leon.  Why  how  now  wife,  what,fickat  my  preferment  ? 
This  is  not  kindly  done. 

'Marg.  No  fooner.  love  ye. 

Love  ye  uitirely  Sir,  brought  to  conflder 
The  goodnefs  of  your  mind  and  mine  own  duty, 

Butlofeyou  inftantly,  be  divorc’d  from -ye  ? 

This  is  a cruelty,  i’le  to  the  King 
And  tell  him  ’tis  unjufi;  to  part  two  fouls, 

Two  minds  fo  nearly  mixt. 

Leon.  By  no  means  fweet  heart. 

Marg.  If  he  were  married  but  four  daies  as  I am. 

Leon.  He  would  hang  himfelf  the  fifth,or  fly  his  Country. 

Mara.  He  would  make  it  treafon  for  that  tongue  that 
But  talk  of  war,  or  any  thing  to  vex  him,  (durft 

You  fhall  not  goe. 

Leon.  Indeed  I muft  fweet  wife. 

What  fhall  ( lofe  the  King  for  a few  kiffes  ? 

We’l  have  enough. 

Marg.  rie  to  the  Duke  my  coufln,  he  fliall  to  th’  King, 

Leon.  He  did  me  this  great  office, 

I thank  his  grace  for’t,  fliould  I pray  him  now. 

To  undoe’t  again  ? fye ’tvvere  a bafe  diferedit. 

Mara.  Would  I were  able  Sir  to  bear  you  company. 

How  willing  fhould  I be  then,  and  how  merry  ! 

I will  not  live  alone. 

Leon.  Be  in  peace,  you  fhall  not.  within 

Mar.  What  knocking’s  this.?  oh  Heaven  my  neaj,  why 
I thinks  the  war’s  begun  i’th’  houfe  already.  (tafeais 

Leon.  The  preparation  is,  they  are  taking  down, 
j And  packing  up  the  hangings,  plate  and  Jewels, 

And  all  thofe  furnitures  that  ffiall  befit  me 
When  I lye  in  garrifon. 

Enter  Coachman. 

Coachm.  Muft  the  Coach  goe  too  Sir  ? 

Leon.Uovi  will  your  Lady  pafstoth’feaelfeeafily  > 

We  fliall  find  fhipping  for’t  there  to  tranfport  it. 

Marg.  I goe  ? alas ! 

Leon.  Tie  have  a main  care  of  ye, 

I know  ye  are  fickly,  he  fhall  drive  the  eafler. 

And  all  accommodation  fhall  attend  ye. 

Marg.  Would  I were  able, 

Leon.  Come  1 warrant  ye, 

Am  not  I with  ye  fweet  > are  her  cloaths  packt  up. 

And  all  her  linnen  .?  give  your  maids  direiftion. 

You  know  my  time’s  but  fhort,and  I am  commanded. 

AEarg.  Let  me  have  a nurfe. 

And  all  fuch  neceffary  people  with  me, 

And  an  eafie  bark. 

Leon.  It  fliall  not  trot  I warrant  ye, 

Curvet  it  may  fometimes. 

Marg.  I am  with  child  Sir. 

Leon.  At  four  days  warning  ? this  is  fomething  fpeedy, 
Do  you  conceive  as  our  jennets  do  with  a weft  winde  ? 

My  heir  will  be  an  arrant  fleet  one  Lady, 

Tie  fwear  you  were  a maid  when  I firft  lay  with  ye. 

Mar.  Pray  do  not  fwear,  I thought  I was  a maid  too. 

But  we  may  both  be  cozen’d  in  that  point  Sir. 

Leon.  In  fuch  a ftrait  point  fure  I could  not  err  Madam. 

Juan.  This  is  another  tendernefs  to  try  him, 

Fetch  her  up  now. 

Mar.  Yovi  muft  provide  a cradle, and  what  a troubles  that  ? 

Leon. 
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^^leaWife,  and  have  a Wife. 


Leon.  The  fea  fhall  rock  it, 

’Tis  the  bed  nurfe  •,  ’twill  roar  and  rock  together, 

A fvvinging  dorm  will  fing  you  fuch  a lullaby. 

Man.  Faith  let  me  day,  I fhall  but  lhame  ye  Sir. 

Leon.  And  you  were  a thoufand  fhames  you  fhall  along 
At  home  I am  fure  you’l  prove  a million,  (with  me, 

Every  man  carries  the  bundle  of  his  fins 
Upon  his  own  back,  you  are  mine,  Tie  fweat  for  ye. 

Snter  Duke^  Alonzo,  Sanchio. 

Duke.  What  Sir,  preparing  for  your  noble  journey  ? 

’Tis  well,  and  full  of  care. 

I faw  your  mind  was  wedded  to  the  war. 

And  knew  you  would  prove  fome  good  man  for  your  coun- 
Therefore  fair  Coufin  with  your  gentle  pardon,  ( try, 

I got  this  place : what,  mourn  at  his  advancement .? 

You  are  to  blame,  he  will  come  again  fweet  coufin, 

Mean  time  like  fad  Penelope  and  fage, 

Amongdyour  maids  at  home,  and  hufwifely. 

Leon.  No  Sir,  I dare  not  leave  her  to  that  folitarinefs, 

She  is  young,  and  grief  or  ill  news  from  thofe  quarters 
May  daily  crofs  her,  fhe  fhall  goe  along  Sir. 

Duke.  By  no  means  Captain. 

Leon.  By  allmeansan’tpleafeye. 

Duke.  What  take  a young  and  tender  bodied  Lady, 

And  expofe  her  to  thofe  dangers,  and  thofe  tumults, 

A fickly  Lady  too  ? 

Leon.  ’Twill  make  her  well  Sir, 

There’s  no  fuch  friend  to  health  as  vvholfom  travel. 

Sanch.  Away  it  muft  not  be. 

^lon.  It  ought  not  Sir, 

Go  hurry  her  ? it  is  not  humane, Captain. 

Duke.  I cannot  blame  her  tears,  fright  her  with  fempefts. 
With  thunder  of  the  war. 

I dare  fwear  if  fhe  were  able.  Leon.  She  is  mofl  able. 

And  pray  ye  fwear  not,  fhe  mufl  goe, there’s  no  remedy. 

Nor  greatnefs,  nor  the  trick  you  had  to  part  us. 

Which  I fmell  too  rank,  too  open,  too  evident 
( And  I mud  tell  you  Sir,  ’tis  molt  unnoble  ) 

Shall  hinder  me;  had  fhe  but  ten  hours  life,  _ 

Nay  lefs,  but  two  hours,  I would  have  her  with  me, 

I w'ould  not  leave  her  fame  to  fo  much  ruine, 

To  fuch  a defolation  and  diferedit 

As  her  weaknefs  and  your  hot  will  wou’d  work  her  to. 

Enter  Perez. 

What  Mafquc  is  this  now  ? 

More  tropes  and  figures,  to  abufe  my  fufferance. 

What  coufin’s  this  ? 

Juan.  Michael  van  ovelcj  how  doflthou 
In  what  dark  barn  or  tod  of  aged  Ivy 
Haft  thou  lyen  hid.? 

Perez..  Things  muft  both  ebbe  and  flow,  Coronel, 

And  people  muft  conceal,  and  fhine  again. 

You  are  welcom  hither  as  your  friend  may  fay,GentIeman, 
A pretty  houfe  ye  fee  handfomely  feated. 

Sweet  and  convenient  walks,  the  waters  cryftal. 
j4lon.  He’s  certain  mad. 

Juan.  As  mad  as  a French  Tayler, 

That  has  nothing  in’s  head  but  ends  of  fuftians. 

Perez..  1 fee  you  are  packing  now  my  gentle  coufin. 

And  my  wife  told  me  I fnould  find  it  fo, 

’Tis  true  I do,  you  were  merry  when  1 was  lafl  here, 

But  ’twas  your  will  to  try  my  patience  Madam. 

I am  forr y that  my  fwift  occafions 

Can  let  you  take  your  plcafure  here  no  longer. 

Yet  I would  have  you  think  my  honour’d  coufin, 

This  houfe  and  all  I have  are  all  your  fervants. 

Leon.  What  houfe,what  pleafure  Sir,  what  do  you  mean  ? 
Perez..  You  hold  the  jeft  fo  fliff, ’twill  prove  difeourteous, 
This  houfe  I mean,  the  pleafiires  of  this  place. 

Leon.  And  v?hat  of  them  ? 

Perez..  They  are  mine  Sir,  and  yotr-know  it. 

My  wifes  I mean,  and  fo  confer’d  upon  me. 


The  hangings  Sir  I mufl:  entreat,  your  fervants, 

That  are  fo  bufie  in  their  offices. 

Again  to  minifter  to  their  right  ufes, 

I fhall  take  view  o’th’  plate  anon,  and  furnitures 
That  are  of  under  place  ^ you  are  merry  ftill  coufin. 

And  of  a pleafant  conftitution, 

Men  of  great  fortunes  make  their  mirths  at  flacitnm. 

Leon.  Prethee  good  flubborn  wife,  tell  me  dircdly. 

Good  evil  wife  leave  fooling  and  tell  me  honeftly. 

Is  this  my  kinfman  f 

Marg.  I can  tell  ye  nothing. 

Leon.  I have  many  kinfmen,  but  fo  mad  a one, 
Andfophantaflick all  the  houfe  ? 

Perez..  All  mine, 

And  all  within  it.  I will  not  bate  ye  an  ace  on’t. 

Can  you  not  receive  a noble  courtelie. 

And  quietly  and  handfomely  as  ye  ought  Couz, 

But  you  muft  ride  o’th’  top  on’t  ? 

Leon.  Canfl  thou  fight.? 

Per.  rie  tell  ye  prefently,  I could  have  done  Sir. 

Leon.  For  ye  mult  law  and  claw  before  yc  get  it. 

Juan.  Away,  no  quarrels. 

Leon.  Now  I am  more  temperate, 

I’le  have  it  prov’d  if  you  were  neveryet  in  Bedlam, 

Never  in  love,  for  that’s  a lunacy. 

No  great  fate  left  ye  that  you  never  lookt  for. 

Nor  cannot  manage,  that’s  a rank  diltemper  \ 

That  you  were  chriften’d,  and  who  anfwcr’d  for  yc, 
And’tl.en  I yield. 

Perez..  H’as  I;alf  perfwaded  me  1 was  bred  i’tli’moon, 

I have  nc’r  a buih  at  mv  b;  och,  arc  not  we  both  mad. 

And  isnotthrsan'  - : Lick  houfe  wc  arc  in. 

And  alia  dream -vt do.?  wil'  . ikoutSir, 

And  if  I do  not  beat  the  , .uiitly 
Into  a found  belief  ^ knie  can  give  thee,  _ 

Brick  mcintothatwallthercforaclf.irn  piece, 

And  fay  I was  one  o’th’  don'  by  a ical-cutter. 

Leon.  Fie  talk  no  more,  com.  .^e’i  awav  immediatly. 

Marg.  Why  then  the  houfe  is  l.ls,  and  all  that’s  in  it, 
ric  give  away  my  skin  but  I’le  iindcc  ye, 

I gave  it  to  his  wife,  you  muft  reltorc  Sir, 

And  make  a new  provifion.  (coufin, 

Perez..  Am  I mad  nov/  or  am  I chriften’d,  you  my  pagan 
My  mighty  Mahound  kinfman,  what  quirk  now .? 

You  fhall  be  welcom  all,  I hope  to  fee  Sir 
Your  Grace  here,  and  my  couz,  we  arc  all  Souldicrs, 

And  muft  do  naturally  for  one  another. 

Duks.  Arc  yc  blank  at  this .?  then  I muft  tell  ye  Sir, 

Yc  have  no  command,now  yc  may  goe  at  plcafure 
And  ride  your  afle  troop,  ’twas  a trick  I us’d 
To  try  your  jealoufic  upon  cntrcatic. 

And  faving  of  your  wife. 

Leon.  All  this  not  moves  me, 

Norftirsmy gall,  nor  altcrsmyaficdtions. 

You  have  more  furniture,  more  houfes  Lady, 

And  rich  ones  too,  I will  make  bold  with  thofe, 

And  you  have  Land  i’th’  Indies  as  I take  it, 

Thither  wc’l  goe,  and  view  a while  thofe  climats, 

Vifit  your  Fatftors  there,  that  may  betray  yc, 

’Tis  done,  we  muft  goe. 

Marg.  Now  thou  art  a brave  Gentleman, 

And  by  this  facred  light  1 love  thee  dearly. 

The  houfe  is  none  of  yours,  I did  but  jeft  Sir, 

Nor  you  are  no  couz  of  mine,  I befecch  yc  vanifh, 

I tell  you  plain,  you  have  no  more  right  than  he 
Has,  that  fenfelefs  thing,  your  wife  has  once  more  fool’d  yc : 
Goe  ye  and  confider. 

Leon.  Good  morrow  my  fweet  coufin,  I fhould  be  glad  Sir. 

Perez..  By  this  hand  fhe  dies  for’t. 

Or  any  m^n  that  fpeaks  for  her.  {E.xit  Perez. 

Juan.  Thefe  are  fine  toyes. 

Marg.  Let  me  requeft  you  flay  but  one  poor  month, 

You  fhall  have  a Commiffionand  Tie  goe  too, 

Give  me  but  will  fo  far. 

Leon. 


Rule  d Wife,  arid  have^d  Wife. 


Leon.  Well  I will  try  ye. 

Good  morrow  to  your  Grace,  we  have  private  bufinefs. 
Duke.  If  I mifs  thee  again,  I am  an  arrant  bungler. 

Juan.  Thou  fhalt  have  my  command, and  I’le  march  under 
Nay  be  thy  boy  before  thou  fhalt  be  baffled,  ( thee, 

Thou  art  fo  brave  a fellow. 

iL/Hon.  I have  feen  vifions.  \_£xeunt. 


ASius  Quintm.  Scena  Yrima, 

Enter  Leon,  mth  a letter^  and  Margarita. 

; 

Z,eo». /^Ome  hither  wife,  do  you  know  this  hand  ? 

Marg.  I do  Sir, 

’Tis  Eftifania^  that  was  once  my  woman. 

Leon.  She  writes  to  me  here,  that  one  C^cafogo 
An  ufuring  Jewellers  fbn  ( I know  the  Rafcal ) 

Is  mortally  fain  in  love  with  ye. 

Marg.  Isamonfter,  deliver  me  from  mountains. 

Leon.  Do  you  goe  a birding  for  all  forts  of  people? 

And  this  evening  will  come  to  ye  and  fhew  ye  Jewels, 

And  offers  any  thing  to  gctaccefs  to  ye. 

If  I can  make  or  fport  or  profit  on  him, 

I ( For  he  is  fit  for  botli ) (he  bids  me  ufe  him, 

And  fo  I will,  be  you  conformable, and  follow  but  my  will. 
Marg.  I fhall  not  fail.  Sir. 

Leon.  Will  the  Duke  come  again  do  you  think  ? 
nJMarg.  No  fure  Sir, 

H’as  now  no  policie  to  bring  him  hither. 

Leon.  Nor  bring  you  to  him,  if  my  wit  hold  fair  wife : 
Let’s  in  to  dinner.  C Exeunt. 

Enter  Perez. 

Perez..  Had  I but  lungs  enough  to  bawl  fufficiently. 

That  all  the  queans  in  Chriftendom  might  hear  me. 

That  men  might  run  away  from  contagion, 

I had  my  wifn  ^ would  it  were  moft  high  treafon, 

Moft  infinite  high,  for  any  man  to  marry, 

I mean  for  any  man  that  would  live  handfomely, 

And  like  a Gentleman,  in  his  wits  and  credit. 

What  torments  fhall  I put  her  to,  Phalans  bull  now? 

Pox  they  love  bulling  too  well,  though  they  fmoak  for’t. 

Cut  her  apieces  ? every  piece  will  live  ftill. 

And  every  morfel  of  her  will  do  mifchief ; 

They  have  fo  many  lives,  there’s  no  hanging  of ’em. 

They  are  too  light  to  drown,  they  are  cork  and  feathers ; 
To  burn  too  cold,  they  live  like  Salamanders  •, 

Under  huge  heaps  of  ftones  to  bury  her,  . 

I And  fo  depi  efs  her  as  they  did  the  Giants  i 
I She  will  move  under  more  than  built  old  Babel, 
j I muft  deftroy  her. 

j Enter  Cacafogo,  with  a Casket. 

! Caca.  Be  cozen’d  by  a thing  of  clouts,  a fhe  moth, 

' That  every  filkmans  fhop  breeds  ^ to  be  cheated, 

’ And  of  a thoufand  duckets  by  a whim  wham  ? 
j Perez.  Who’s  that  is  cheated,  fpeak  again  thou  vifion, 
But  art  thou  cheated  ? minifter  fbme  comfort : 

Tell  me  diredly  art  thou  cheated  bravely  ? 

Come,  prethee  come,  art  thou  fo  pure  a coxcomb 
1 To  be  undone?  donotdiflemblewithme, 

I Tell  me  I conjure  thee. 

Caca.  Then  keep  thy  circle. 

For  I am  a fpirit  wild  that  flies  about  thee. 

And  who  e’re  thou  art,  if  thou  be’fl  humane. 

Tie  let  thee  plainly  know,  I am  cheated  damnably. 

"Perez.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

^aca.  Doff  thou  laugh  ? damnably,  I fay  moll  damnably. 
Perez.  By  whom,  good  fpirit  fpeak,  fpeak  ha,  ha,  ha. 
Caca.  I will  utter,  faugh  till  thy  lungs  crack,  by  a rafcal 
A lewd,  abominable,  and  plain  woman.  ( woman, 

Dofl  thou  laugh  ftill  ? 


Perez.  I muft  laugh,  prethee  pardon  me,  ^ 

I fhall  laugh  terribly. 

Caca.  1 lhall  be  angry,  terrible  angry,  I have  caufe. 

"Perez.  That’s  it,  and’tisno  rea Ton  but  thou  fhouldft  be 
Angry  at  heart,  yet  I muft  laugh  ftill  at  thee.  (angry, 
By  a woman  cheated  ? ai  t’  furc  it  was  a woman .? 

Caca.  I lhall  break  thy  head,  my  valour  itches  at  thee. 
Perez.  It  is  no  matter,  by  a woman  cozen’d, 

A real  woman 
Caca.  A real  Devil, 

Plague  of  her  Jewels  and  her  copper  chains, 

How  rank  they  fmell. 

Per  ox.  Sweet  cozen’d  Sir  let  me  fee  them, 

I have  been  cheated  too,  I would  have  you  note  that, 

And  lewdly  cheated,  by  a woman  allb, 

A feurvie  woman,  1 am  undone  fweet  Sir, 

Therefore  I muft  have  leave  to  haugh. 

Caca.  Pray  ye  take  it. 

You  are  the  merrieft  undone  man  in  Europe. 

What  need  we  fiddles,  bawdy  fongs  and  fack, 

When  our  own  miferics  can  make  us  iperry  ? 

Perez.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

I have  leen  thefe  Jewels,  what  a notable  penniworth 
Have  you  had  next  your  heart?  you  will  not  take  Sir 
Some  twenty  Duckets  ? 

Caca.  Thou  art  deceiv’d,  I will  take. 

Perez.  To  clear  your  bargain  now. 

Caca.  Tie  take  fome  ten,  ibme  any  thing,  fome  half  ten, 
alf  a Ducket. 

Perez.  An  excellent  lapidary  fet  thefe  ftones  Jure, 

Do  you  mark  their  waters  ? 

Caca.  Quick  land  choak  their  waters. 

And  hers  that  bought  ’em  too,  but  I fhall  find  her. 

Perez.  And  fo  fhall  I,  I hope,  but  do  not  hurt  her, 

You  cannot  find  in  all  this  Kingdom, 

( If  you  had  need  of  cozening,  as  you  may  have, 

For  fuch  grofs  natures  will  defire  it  often, 

’Tis  at  fome  time  too  a fine  variety,) 

A woman  that  can  cozen  ye  fo  neatly. 

She  has  taken  half  mine  anger  off  with  this  trick.  X^Exit. 

Caca.  If  1 were  valiant  now,  I would  kill  this  fellow, 

I have  mony  enough  lies  by  me  at  a pinch 
To  pay  for  twenty  Rafcals  lives  that  vex  me, 

I’le  to  this  Lady,  there  I fhall  be  fatisfied . C Exit. 

Enter  Leon,  and  Margarita. 

Leon.  Come,  we’l  away  unto  your  country  houfe. 

And  there  we’l  learn  to  live  contently. 

This  place  is  full  of  charge,  and  full  of  hurry. 

No  part  of  fweetnefs  dwells  about  thefe  cities. 

Marg.  Whither  you  will,  I wait  upon  your  pleafurc  ♦, 
Live  in  a hollow  tree  Sir,  Tie  live  with  ye. 

Leon.  I,  now  you  ftrike  a harmony,  a true  one. 

When  your  obedience  waits  upon  your  Husband, 

And  your  fick  will  aims  at  the  care  of  honour. 

Why  now  I dote  upon  ye,  love  ye  dearly. 

And  my  rough  nature  falls  like  roaring  ftreanis, 

Clearly  and  fweetly  into  your  embraces. 

O what  a Jewel  is  a woman  excellent, 

A w'ife,  a vertuousand  a noble  woman  ! 

When  we  meet  fuch,  we  bear  our  ftamps  on  both  fides. 

And  through  the  wmrld  we  hold  our  currant  virtues, 

Alone  w'e  are  fingle  medals,  only  faces. 

And  wear  our  fortunes  out  in  ufelefs  fhadows, 

Command  you  now,  and  eafe  me  of  that  trouble, 

I’le  be  as  humble  to  you  as  a fervant. 

Bid  whom  you  pleafe,  invite  your  noble  friends, 

They  fhall  be  welcome  all,  viijt  acquaintance, 
Goeatyourpleafure,  now  experience  C 

Has  link’t  you  faft  unto  the  chain  of  goodnefs  Within, do^ 

What  noife  is  this,  what  difmal  cry  ? f with  tlnir 

^JMarg.  ’Tis  loud  too.  ^ irvmds. 

Sure  there’s  fome  mifchief  done  i’th’  ftreet,  look  out  there. 
Leon.  Look  out  and  help. 
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Enter  a Servant. 

Serv.  Oh  Sir  the  Duke  Medina. 

Leon.  What  of  the  Duke  Medina! 

Serv.  Oh  fweet  Gentleman,  is  almoft  flain. 

Mar.  Away  away  and  help  him,  all  the  houfe  help. 

f Exit  Servant. 

Leon.  How  flain  ? why  Margarita^ 

Why  wife,  fure  fome  new  device  they  have  a foot  again, 
Some  trick  upon  my  credit,  I fhall  meet  it, 

1 had  rather  guide  a fliip  Imperial 
Alone,  andinaftorm,  than  rule  one  woman. 

Enter  Duke,  Margarita,  Sanchio,  Alonzo,  Servant. 

Marg.  How  came  ye  hurt  Sir  ? 

Duke.  I fell  out  with  my  friend  the  noble  Coroncl, 

My  caufe  was  naught,  for  ’twas  about  your  honour : 

And  he  that  wrongs  the  Innocent  ne’r  profpers , 

And  he  has  left  me  thus  for  charity, 

! Lend  me  a bed  to  eafq  my  tortur’d  body, 

I That  e’re  I perilh  I Ihow  my  penitence, 
j I fear  1 am  fl^ 

I Leon.  Help  Gentlemen  to  carry  him, 

I There  lhall  be  nothing  in  this  houfe  my  Lord, 

But  as  your  own. 

Dnke.  I thank  yc  noble  Sir, 

Leon.  To  bed  with  him,  and  wife  give  your  attendance. 

Enter  Juan. 

Jnan.  Docflors  and  Surgions. 

Duke,  Do  not  difquiet  me, 

But  let  me  take  my  leave  in  peace. 

C Ex.  Duke,  Sanchio,  Alon.  Marg.  Servant. 

Leon.  Afore  me 
’Tis  rarely  counterfeited. 

Juan.  True,  it  is  fo  Sir, 

And  take  you  heed,  this  laft  blow  do  not  fpoil  ye, 

He  is  not  hurt,  only  we  made  a feuffle, 

As  though  we  purpos’d  anger  ^ that  fame  fcratch 
On’s  hand  he  took,  to  colour  all  and  draw  compaflion. 
That  he  might  get  into  your  houfe  more  cunningly. 

I mufl:  not  flay.  Hand  now,  and  y’are  a brave  fellow. 

Leon.  I thank  ye  noble  Coronel,  and  1 honour  ye.  f £a,'/V 
Never  be  quiet?  (Juan. 

E^jter  Margarita. 

Marg.  He’s  moll  defperate  ill  Sir, 

I do  not  think  thefe  ten  months  will  recover  him. 

Leon.  Docs  he  hire  my  houfe  to  play  the  fool  in. 

Or  does  it  ftand  on  Fairy  ground,  we  are  haunted. 

Are  all  men  and  their  wives  troubled  with  dreams  thus  ? 

Marg.  What  ail  you  Sir  ? 

Leon.  Nay  what  ail  you  fweet  wife. 

To  put  thefe  daily  paftimes  on  my  patience  ? 

What  dolt  thou  fee  in  me,  that  I Ihould  fuffer  thus. 

Have  not  I done  my  part  like  a true  Husband, 

And  paid  fome  defperate  debts  you  never  look’d  for  ? 

Marg.  You  have  done  handfomely  I mull:  confefs  Sir. 

Leon.  Have  I not  kept  thee  waking  like  a hawk  ? 

And  watcht  thee  with  delights  to  fatisfy  thee  } 

The  very  tithes  of  which  had  won  a Widow. 

Marg.  Alas  I pity  ye. 

Leon.  Thou  wilt  make  me  angry. 

Thou  never  faw’ft  me  mad  yet. 

Marg.  You  are  alwaies. 

You  carry  a kind  of  bedlam  ftill  about  ye. 

Leon.  If  thou  purfuefl:  me  further  1 run  ftatk  mad. 

If  you  have  more  hurt  Dukes  or  Gentlemen,^ 

To  lye  here  on  your  cure,  I lhall  be  defperate, 

I know  the  trick,  and  you  lhall  feel  I know  it. 

Are  ye  fo  hot  that  no  hedge  can  contain  ye  ? 

Tie  have  thee  let  blood  in  all  the  veins  about  thee, 

Tie  have  thy  thoughts  found  too,  and  have  them  open’d. 
Thy  fpirits  purg’d,  for  thofe  arc  they  that  fire  ye. 


Thy  maid  lhall  be  thy  Miftris,  thou  the  maid. 

And  all  thole  lervile  labours  that  Ihc  reach  at. 

And  goe  through  cheerfully,  or  elfe  fleep  empty, 

That  maid  lhall  lye  by  me  to  teach  you  duty. 

You  in  a pallet  by  to  humble  ye. 

And  grieve  for  what  you  lofe. 

Marg.  1 have  lofl:  my  felfSir, 

And  all  that  was  my  bafe  felf,  difobedience,  {jeneels 

My  W'antonnefs , my  flubbornefs  1 have  loft  too, 

And  now  by  that  pure  faith  good  wives  arc  crow'n  d with. 

By  your  own  noblencfs. 

E?iter  Altea. 

feon.  I take  ye  up,  and  wear  ye  next  my  heart. 

See  you  be  worth  it.  Now  what  with  you  ? 

iMltea.  I come  to  tell  my  Lady, 

There  is  a fulfome  fellow  would  fain  fpeak  with  her. 

Leon.  ’Tis  Cacafogo,  goe  and  entertain  him. 

And  draw  him  on  with  hopes. 

Marg.  I lhall  obferve  yc. 

Leon.  1 have  a rare  defign  upon  that  Gentleman, 

And  you  muft  work  too. 
y4ltea.  I lhall  Sir  moft  willingly. 

Leon.  Away  then  both,  and  keep  him  dole  in  fome  place 
From  the  Dukes  light,  and  keep  the  Duke  in  too. 

Make  ’em  believe  both.  Tie  find  time  to  cure  ’em.  t£xeunt. 

Enter  Perez,  and  Eftifania,  with  a Piftol,  and  a 
Dagge. 

Perez..  Why  how  darft  thou  meet  me  again  thou  rebel. 
And  knowft  how  thou  haft  ufed  me  thrice,  thou  rafeal  / 
Were  there  not  w^ics  enough  to  fly  my  vengeance. 

No  holes  nor  vau'ts  to  hide  thee  from  my  fury. 

But  thou  muft  meet  me  face  to  face  to  kill  thee? 

1 would  not  feek  thee  to  deftroy  thee  willingly. 

But  now  thou  comeft  to  invite  me. 

And  comeft  upon  me, 

How  like  a Iheep-biting  Rogue  taken  i’th’  manner. 

And  ready  for  the  halter  dolt  thou  look  now  ? 

Thou  haft  a hanging  look  thou  feurvy  thing,  haft  ne’r  a knife 
Nor  ever  a firing  to  h ad  thee  to  Elyfium? 

Bcthcrenopitifull  ’Pothccaries  in  this  town, 

That  have  compaflion  upon  wretched  women, 

And  dare  adminifter  a dram  of  ratsbane, 

But  thou  muft  fall  to  me.^ 

Ejtif.  1 know  you  have  mercy. 

Per.  I f I had  tuns  of  mercy  thou  dcferv’ft  none, 

What  new  trick  is  now  a foot,and  what  new  houfes 
Have  you  i’th’  air,  what  orchards  in  apparition. 

What  canft  thou  fay  for  thy  life  ? 

Sfttf.  Little  or  nothing, 

I know  you’l  kill  me,  and  1 know  ’tis  ufelefs 
To  beg  for  mercy,  pray  let  me  draw  my  book  out, 

And  pray  a little. 

T^erez..  Do,  a very  little. 

For  I have  farther  bufinefs  than  thy  killing, 

I have  mony  yet  to  borrow,  fpeak  when  you  arc  ready. 

Efiif.  Now  now  Sir,  now,  Zji'ews  a Piftol. 

Come  on,  do  you  ftart  off  from  me. 

Do  you  fweat  great  Captain,  have  yon  feen  a fpirit  ? 

Perez..  Do  you  wear  guns  ? 

Eftf.  1 am  a Souldiers  wife  Sir, 

And  by  that  priviledge  I may  be  ai  m’d. 

Now  w'hat’s  the  news,  and  let’s  difeourfe  more  friendly, 
And  talk  of  our  affairs  in  peace. 

Perez..  Let  me  fee, 

Prethee  let  me  fee  thy  gun,  ’tis  a very  pretty  one. 

Efiif.  No  no  Sir, you  fhall  feel. 

Perez..  Flold  ye  villain,  what  thine  own  Husband 
Efiif . Let  mine  own  Husband  then 
Be  in’s  own  wits,  there,  there’s  a thoufand  duckets. 

Who  muft  provide  for  you,  and  yet  you’l  kill  me. 

Per.  I will  not  hurt  thee  for  ten  thoufand  millions. 

Efiif.  When  will  you  redeem  your  Jewels,  I have  pawn’d 
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You  lee  for  what,  we  muft  keep  touch. 

Perez..  Tie  kifs  thee, 

And  get  as  many  more,  Tie  make  thee  famous, 

Had  we  the  houfe  now  ' 

Efitf.  Come  along  with  me. 

If  that  be  vaniih’t  there  be  more  to  hire  Sir. 

Perez..  I fee  I am  an  afle  when  thou  art  near  me, 

Enter  Leon,  Margarita,  and  Altea,  with  a Taper. 

Leon.  Is  the  fool  come  ? 
j4ltea.  Yes  and  i’th’  celler  fall. 

And  there  he  ftaies  his  good  hour  till  I call  him, 

He  will  make  dainty  mufick  among  the  fack-butts, 

I have  put  him  juft.  Sir,  under  the  Dukes  chamber. 

Lecn.  It  is  the  better. 
j4ltea.  Has  given  me  royally, 

I And  to  my  Lady  a whole  load  ofportigues. 

I Leon.  Better  and  better  ftill,  go  Margarita., 

I Now  play  your  prize,  you  fay  you  dare  be  honeft, 

! rie  put  ye  to  your 

j Marg.  Secure  your  felf  Sir,give  me  the  candle, 

I Pafs  away  in  filence.  f £.v.  Leon  atid  Altea. 

She  knocki- 

Duke.  V^^ho’s  there,  oh  oh. 

Marg.  My  Lord. 

Duke  within.  Have  ye  brought  me  comfort.^ 

Marg.  I have  my  Lord, 

Come  forth  ’tis  I,  come  gently  out  Tie  help  ye, 

Enter  Duke,  in  a gown. 

Come  foftly  too,  how  do  you  ? 

Duke.  Axe  there  none  here  ? 

Let  me  look  round  ^ we  cannot  be  too  wary,  noife  below. 
Oh  let  me  blels  this  hour,  are  you  alone  fweet  friend  ? 
Marg.  Alone  to  comfort  you,  Cacafogo  makes 

Duke.  What’s  that  you  tumble .?  a noife  below.' 

I have  heard  anoile  this  half  hour  under  me, 

A fearful!  noife. 

Marg.  The  fat  thing’s  mad  i’th’ celler, 

And  ftumbles  from  one  hogs-head  to  another. 

Two  cups  more,  and  he  ne’rlhall  find  the  way  out. 

What  do  you  fear  ? come,Titdown  by  me  chearfully. 

My  Husband’s  fafe,  how  do  your  wounds  ? 

Duke.  1 have  none  Lady, 

My  wounds  I counterfeited  cunningly,  noife  below. 

And  feign’d  the  quarrel  too,  to  injoy  you  Iweet, 

Let’s  lofe  no  time,  heark  the  fame  noife  again. 

Marg.  What  noife,  why  look  ye  pale  ? I hear  no  ftirring, 
This  goblin  in  the  vault  will  be  fo  tipled. 

You  are  not  well  1 know  by  your  flying  fancy. 

Your  body’s  ill  at  eafe,  your  wounds. 

Ditkg.  I have  none,  I am  as  lufty  and  as  full  of  health, 
High  in  my  blood. 

Marg.  Weak  in  your  blood  you  would  fay. 

How  wretched  is  my  cafe,  willing  to  pleafe  ye, 

And  find  you  fb  difable  ? 

Duke.  Believe  me  Lady. 

Marg.l  know  you  will  venture  all  you  have  to  fatisfy  me. 
Your  life  I know,  but  is  it  fit  I fpoil  ye, 

Is  it  my  love  do  you  think  ? 

Cacaf.  below.  Here’s  to  the  Duke. 

Dal^.  It  nam’d  me  certainly, 

I heard  it  plainly  found. 

Marg.  You  are  hurt  mortally. 

And  fitter  for  your  prayers  Sir  than  pleafure. 

What  ftarts  you  make  ? 1 would  not  kifs  you  wantonly, 
j For  the  worlds  wealth  •,  have  I fecur’d  ray  Husband, 

1 And  put  all  doubts  afide  to  be  deluded  ? 

I Cacaf.  below.  I come,  Icome. 
j Du^.  Heaven  blels  me. 

I Marg.  And  blefs  us  both,  for  fure  this  is  the  Devil, 
j I plainly  heard  it  now,  he  will  come  to  fetch  yc, 
j A very  fpirit,  for  he  fpoke  under  ground, 
i And  fpoke  to  you  juft  as  you  w’ould  have  fhatcht  me. 


You  are  a wicked  man,  and  fure  this  haunts  ye. 

Would  you  were  out  o’th’  houfe. 

Duke.  I would  I were, 

O’ that  condition  lhad  leapt  a window. 

Marg.  And  that’s  the  leaft  leap  if  you  mean  to  fcape  Sir, 
Why  what  a frantick  man  were  you  to  come  here. 

What  a weak  man  to  counterfeit  deep  wounds. 

To  wound  another  deeper  ? 

Duke.  Are  you  honeft  then  ? 

Marg.  Yes  then  and  now, and  ever,  and  excellent  honeft, 
And  exercife  this  paftime  but  to  Ihew  ye. 

Great  men  are  fools  fometi mesas  well  as  wretches. 

Would  you  were  well  hurt,  with  any  hope  of  life. 

Cut  to  the  brains,  or  run  clean  through  the  body, 

To  get  out  quietly  as  you  got  in  Sir, 

I wilh  It  like  a fiiend  thatioves  ye  dearly, 

For  if  my  Husband  take  ye,  and  take  ye  thus  a counterfeit. 
One  that  would  clip  his  credit  out  of  his  honour. 

He  muft  kill  ye  prefently, 

T nere  is  no  mercy  nor  an  hour  of  pity, 

And  for  me  to  intreat  in  fuch  an  agony^ 

Would  /hew  me  little  better  than  one  guilty, 

Have  you  any  mind  to  a Lady  now  ? 

D..ke.  Would  1 were  off  fair. 

If  ever  Lady  caught  me  in  a trap  more. 

Marg.  If  you  be  well  and  lufty,  fy  fy  fliake  not. 

You  fay  you  love  me,  come,  come  bravely  now, 

Defpife  all  danger,  1 am  ready  for  ye. 

Duke.  She  mocks  my  mifery,  thon  cruel  Lady. 

'Marg.  Thou  cruel  Lord,w’6uldft  thou  betray  my  honefty, 
Betray  it  in  mine  own  houfe,  wrong  my  Husband, 

Like  a night  thief,  thou  darft  not  name  by  day-light  ? 

Duke.  I am  moft  miferable. 

Marg.  You  arc  indeed. 

And  like  a foolilh  thing  you  have  made  your  felf  fo. 

Could  not  your  own  diferetion  tell  ye  Sir, 

When  I was  married  I was  none  of  yours  ? 

Your  eyes  were  then  commanded  to  look  off  me, 

And  1 now  ftand  in  a circle  and  fecure. 

Your  fpells  nor  power  can  never  reach  my  body,  j 

Mark  me  but  this,and  then  Sir  be  moft  miferable,  I 

Tis  facriledge  to  violate  a wedlock, 

You  rob  two  Temples, make  your  felf  twice  guilty, 

Ydu  ruinehers,  and  fpot  her  noble  Husbands, 

Du.  Let  me  be  gone,rie  never  more  attempt  ye. 

Mar.  You  cannot  goe,’tis  not  in  me  to  fave  ye, 

Dare  ye  do  ill,  and  poorly  then  /brink  under  it  ? 

Were  I the  Duke  Medina.,  I would  fight  now. 

For  you  muft  fight  and  bravely, it  concerns  you, 

You  do  me  double  wrong  if  you  fneak  off  Sir, 

And  all  the  world  would  fay  I lov’d  a coward. 

And  you  muft  dye  too,  for  you  will  be  kill’d. 

And  leave  your  youth,  your  honour  and  your  ftate, 

And  all  thofe  dear  delights  you  wor/hip’t  here.  Noife 

Duke.  The  noife  again  ! beloWi 

Cacaf.  below.  Some  fmall  beer  if  you  love  me. 

Mar.  The  Devil  haunts  you  fure,your  fins  are  mighty. 

A drunken  Devil  too,  to  plague  your  villany. 

Preferve  me  but  this  once. 

Marg.  There’s  a deep  well 
In  the  next  yard,  if  you  dare  venture  drowning. 

It  is  but  dealfiL- 

Duke.  I would  not  dye* fb  wretchedly. 

Marg.  Out  of  a garret  window  I’le  let  you  down  then,. 

But  fay"" the  rope  be  rotten,  ’tis  huge  high  too. 

Duke.  Have  you  no  mercy  ? 

Marg.  Now  you  are  frighted  throughly. 

And  find  what  ’tis  to  play  the  fool  in  folly, 

And  fee  with  clear  eyes  your  detefted  folly. 

Tie  be  your  guard. 

Duke.  And  rie  be  your  true  fervant, 

Ever  from  this  hour  vertuoufly  to  love  yc, 

Chaftly  and  modeftly  to  look  upon  ye. 

And  here  I feal  it. 

q Marg. 
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ALirg.  1 may  kifs  a ftranger,  for  you  muft  now  be  fo. 

Enter  Leon,  Juan,  Alonzo,  Sanchio. 

Leon.  How  do  you  my  Lord, 

Me  thinks  you  look  but  poorly  on  this  matter. 

Hasiny  wife  wounded  ye,  you  were  well  before, 

Pray  Sir  be  comforted,  I have  forgot  all, 

Truly  forgiven  too,  wife  you  are  a right  one. 

And  now  with  unknown  nations  I dare  trull:  ye. 

more  feign’d  fights  myLord,they  never  profper. 

Leon.  Who’s  this  ? the  Devil  in  the  vault  ? (died^it. 

Alt.'’Th  he  Sir, and  as  lovingly  drunk, as  though  he  had  Itu- 

Cacn.  Give  me  a cup  of  Sack,  and  kifs  me  Lady, 

Kifs  my  f weet  face,  and  make  thy  Husband  cuckold, 

An  Ocean  of  fweet  Sack,  lhall  we  fpeak  treafon  ? 

Leon.  He  is  Devililli  drunk. 

Dnk_e.  I had  thought  he  had  been  a Devil. 

He  made  as  many  noifes  ana  as  horrible. 

Leon.  Oh  a true  lover  Sir  will  lament  loudly. 

Which  of  the  butts  is  your  Millris  ? 

Cica.  Butt  in  thy  belly.  (monftrous. 

Leon.  There’s  two  in  thine  I am  lure,  ’tis  grown  fo 

Cnca.  Butt  in  thy  face. 

Leon.  Go  carry  him  to  lleep, 

A fools  love  Ihould  be  drunk,  he  has  paid  well  for’t  too. 
When  he  is  fober  let  him  out  to  rail. 

Or  hang  himfdf,  there  will  be  uo  lofsof  him. 

f Exit  Caca.  W Servant- 

Enter  Perez,  and  Eftifania. 

Leon.  Who’s  this  ? my  Mauhound  coufin  ? 

Per.  Good  Sir,  ’tis  very  good,  would  I hau  a houfe  too, 

• For  there  is  no  talking  in  the  open  air. 

My  Tarmogant  Couz,  1 would  be  bold  to  tell  ye, 

I durft  be  merry  too  I tell  you  plainly. 

You  have  a pretty  feat,  you  have  the  luck  on’t, 

A pretty  Lady  too,  I have  milt  both, 

My  Carpenter  built  in  a milt  I thank  him. 

Do  me  the  courtefie  to  let  me  lee  it. 

See  it  but  once  more.  But  I Hiall  cry  for  anger, 
rie  hire  a Chandlers  Ihop  clofe  under  ye. 

And  for  my  fooleric,  fell  fope  and  whip-cord,* 


and  have  a Wife. 

Nay  if  you  do  not  laugh  now  and  laugh  heartily. 

You  are  a fool  couz.  Leon.  1 mult  laugh  a little, 

And  now  I have  done,  couz  thou  lhalt  live  with  me. 

My  merry  couz,  the  world  fiiall  not  divorce  us. 

Thou  art  a valiant  man,and  thou  lhalt  never  want, 

Will  this  content  thee  ? 

PereT..  rie  cry,  and  then  I’le  be  thankfull. 

Indeed  1 will,  and  Tie  be  honelt  to  ye. 

I would  live  a fwallow  here  I mult  confefs. 

Wife  I forgive  thee  all  if  thou  be  honelt, 

At  thy  peril,  I believe  theeexxellent. 

Ejl'if.  If  1 prove  other waies,  let  me  beg  firlt, 

Hold,  this  is  yours,  fome  recompence  for  lervice, 
life  it  to  nobler  ends  than  he  that  gave  it. 

Dh.  And  this  is  yours, your  true  commiinon,Sir, 

Now  you  are  a Captain. 

Leon.  You  are  a noble  Prince  Sir, 

And  nowa  fouldier.  Gentleman, we  all  rejoyce  in’t. 

Juan.  Sir,l  lhall  w'ait  upon  you  through  ail  fortunes. 

a4lon.  And  I. 

rlltea.  And  I mult  needs  attend  my  Millris. 

Leon.  Will  you  goe  Sifter  ? 

Altea.  Yes  indeed  good  Brother, 

I have  two  ties,  mine  own  bloud. 

And  my  Miftris. 

Marg.  Is  Ihe  your  Sifter  > 

Leon.  Yes  indeed  good  wife, 

And  my  belt  Sifter, 

For  Ihe  prov’d  fo,  wench, 

W’hen  Ihe  deceiv’d  you  with  a loving  Husband. 

j4lt.  I wmuld  not  deal  fo  truly  for  a ftranger. 

Marg.  Well  1 could  chide  ye. 

But  it  mult  be  lovingly  and  like  a Sifter, 
rie  bring  you  on  your  way,  and  feaft  ye  nobly. 

For  now  I have  an  honelt  heart  to  love  ye, 

And  then  deliver  you  to  the  blue  Neftiwe.  ( ly, 

Juan.  Your  colours  you  muft  wear,  and  wear  *em  proud- 
W'ear ’em  before  the  bullet,  and  in  bloud  too, 

And  all  the  world  lhall  know 
We  are  Vertues  fervants. 

Duke.  a4nd  all  the  world Jliall  knoWy  a noble  mind 
Makes  women  beautifully  and  envie  blind.  fExeunt. 


Prologue. 

PLeaJure  attend  ye,  and  about  ye  fit 

The  firings  of  mirth,  fancy, delight  and  wit 
To  fiiryouup,  do  not  your  loo^  let  fall. 

Nor  to  remembrance  our  late  errors  call, 

Becaufs  this  day  w' are  Spaniards  all  again. 

The  ftory  of  our  Play,  and  our  Scene  Spain  .* 
The  errors  too,  do  not  for  this  caufe  hate, 
Nowweprefent  their  wit  and  not  their  fate. 

Nor  Ladies  be  not  angry  if  you  fee, 

tyP young  frejh  beauty,  wanton  and  too  free, 

Seek^to  abufe  her  Husband,  fill  'tis  Spain, 

No  fuch  gr of s errors  in  your  Kingdom  raign, 

W' are  Veftals  all,  and  though  we  blow  the  fire. 
We  feldom  maks  flame  up  to  deflre, 

Take  no  example  neither  to  begin, 

For  fame  by  precedent  delight  to  fin  : 

Nor  blame  the  Poet  if  he  flip  afide 
Sometimes  lafeivioufly  if  not  too  wide. 


Tut  hold  your  Fanns  clofe,  and  then  fmile  at  cafe, 
A cruel  Scene  did  never  Lady  pleafe. 

Nor  Gentlemen,  pray  be  not  you  difpleas'd, 

Though  we  prefent  fome  men  fool'd,  fome  difeas'd. 
Some  drunk  fome  mad : We  mean  not  you, you're  frte, 
We  ta.ve  no  farther  than  our  fomedie. 

Ton  are  our  friends,  fit  noble  then  and  fee. 


Epilogue. 

GOod  night  our  worthy  friends,  and  may  you  part 
Each  With  as  merry  and  as  free  a heart 
As  you  came  hither  j tothofe  noble  eyes 
That  deign  to  fmile  on  our  poor  faculties, 

Andgive  a bleffing  to  our  labouring  ends. 

At  we  hope  many,  to  fuch  fortune  fends 
Their  own  dfires,  wives  fair  as  light  as  chaft  ", 

To  thofe  that  live  by  fpight  Wives  made  in  hafl. 
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The  Laws  of  Candy 


O 


A 


tragicomedy 


Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Caffilanes,  General  of  Candy. 

Antinous,  Son  toCdm\2iX\QSj  and  his  Competitor. 
Fernando,  a Venetian  Captain^  Servant  to  Anno- 
phel. 

Philander,  Prince  of  Cyprus,  pajfionately  in  love 
vpith  Erota. 

Gonzalo,  An  ambitious  Politick^Lord  Venice. 
Gafpero,  Secretary  of  State. 
iMelitus,  a Gentleman  of  Candy. 

I Arcanes,  a noble  souldier^  Friend  to  Caffilanes. 

I Decius,  Friend  to  Antinous. 

Pojj-hycio, 

Poflenne,  j 


Paolo  Michael,  Venetian  Ambaffadour. 

Mochingo,  an  ignorant  Servant  to  Erotao 
Gentlemen, 

Sonldiers, 

Servants, 

tv  0 M E N, 

Erota,  a Prince fs^  imperious,  and  of  an  overwearing 
Beauty. 

Annophel,  Daughter  to  Caffilanes. 

Hyparcha,  Attendant  on  the  Prince^  Erota. 


The  Scene  Candy. 

The  principal  Adors  were, 

fofeph  Taylor.  1 [John  howin. 

William  Egleflone,  1 1 John  Vnderwogd. 
Nicholas  Too  lie.  f 1 Cjeorge  "[Birch. 

Kichard  Sharpe.  J IThomas  bollard. 

• • ,7  - 1 

(^Bus  Primus.  Scena  Prima.  [ 

Mel. 


s 


Gafpero,  ^w^^Melitus. 

I R,  you’re  tlievery  friend  I wifli’d  to  meet  with, 
I have  a large  diicourfe  invites  your  ear 
To  be  an  Auditor. 

Gaf.  And  what  concerns  it  ? 

Mel.  The  fadly  thriving  progrefs  of  the  loves 
Between  my  Lord,  the  Prince,  and  that  great  Lady, 

Whofe  infolence,  and  never-yet-match’d  Pride, 

Can  by  no  Charafter  be  well  expreft, 

But  in  her  only  name,  the  proud  Erota. 

Gaf.  Alas,  fJMelttus,  I.lhould  guefsthe  befl: 

Succefs  your  Prince  could  find  from  her,  to  be 
As  harfh  as  the  event  doth  prove : but  now 


’Tis  not  a time  to  pity  palTionate  griefs. 

When  a whole  Kingdom  in  a manner  lyes 
Upon  its  Death-Bed  bleeding. 

Mel.  Who  can  tell 
Whether  or  no  thefe  plagues  at  once 
Hangover  this  unhappy  Land  for  her  fake 
That  is  a Monfter  in  it  ? 

Gaf.  Here’s  the  milery 

Of  having  a Child  our  Prince  •,  elfe  I prefume 
The  bold  Venetians  had  not  dat’d  to  attempt 
So  bloody  an  invaflon. 

Mel.  Yet  I wonder 

Why  (Mailer  Secretary)  ftill  the  Senate 
Soalmollfuperftitioufly  adores 

Q^q  % Con  zalo. 
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The  Lan^s  of  Candy. 


Cjonz.alof  the  V enetiitTi  Lord,  confidering 

The  outrage  of  his  Countrymen 

Gaf.  The  Senate 


Is  wife,  and  therein  juft,  for  this  Gonz^alo^ 

Upon  a Malfacre  performed  at  Sea 

By  the  Admiral  of  Venice.,  on  a Merchant 

Of  Gwdy^  when  the  caufe  was  to  be  heard 

Before  the  Senate  there,  in  open  Court 

Profen'ed,  that  the  cruelty  the  Admiral 

Had  ftie wed , defer ved  not  only  fine,  but  d eath  ; 1 

For  Candy  then,  and  Venice  were  at  peace : 

Since  when  upon  a motion  in  the  Senate, 

For  Conqueft  of  our  Land,  ’tis  known  for  certain, 
That  only  t\\\sGonz,do  dar’d  to  oppofe  it, 

Hlsreafon  was,  becaule  it  too  much  favour  d 
Of  lawlefs  and  unjuft  ambition. 

The  Wars  were  fcarce  begun,  but  he  (in  fear 
Of  quarrels  ’gainft  his  life)  fled  from  his  Country, 
Andhit.her  came,  where  (toconfirm  his  truth) 

I know,  {(JMeUtus,)  heoutof  his  own  ftore. 

Hath  monied  Cafjilanes  the  General. 

What,  without  other  pledges  than  ^afiUnes 
Bare  promife  of  payment  ? 

Gaf.  No,  it  may  be 

He  has  fome  pretty  Lordfhip  to  retire  to  •, 

But  thus  he  hath  done  ; now  ’tis  fit,  Mehtas j 
The  Senate  fhould  be  thankful,  otherwife 
They  fhould  annihilate  one  of  thofe  Laws 
For  which  this  Kingdome  is  throughout  the  World 
Unfollowed  and  admired. 

Mel.  What  Laws  are  thofe,  Sir  ? 

Let  me  fo  much  importune  you. 

Cjaf  Youfliall,  _ , 

And  they  be  worth  your  knowledge : briefly  thus : 

Who  e’r  he  be  that  can  deteift  apparently 
Another  of  ingratitude,  for  any 
Received  Benefit,  the  Plaintifl'  may 
Require  the  Offenders  life  i unlefs  he  plcafe 
Freely  and  willingly  to  grant  remiflion. 

Mel.  By  which  ftridt  Law,  the  Senate  is  in  danger, 
Should  they  negled  Cjonzjilo  ? 

Gaf  Right,  the  Law 
Permits  a like  equality  to  Aliens,  ‘ 

As  to  a home-bred  Patriot. 

Mel.  Pray  Sir,  the  other  ? 

Gaf  Know,  eJHelitHS., 

The  elder  Cretans  flouriflied  many  years,^ 

In  War,  in  Peace  unparallel’d,  and  they 
(To  fpur  heroick  Spirits  on  to  Vertue) 

Ena(fLed  that  what  man  fo  ere  he  were. 

Did  nobleft  in  the  field  againft  his  enemy, 

So  by  the  general  voice  approv’d,  and  known. 

Might  at  his  home-return,  make  his  demand 
For  fatisfadion,  and  reward. 

Mel.  They  are 

Both  famous  Laws  indeed.  • , ’ 


Enter  a (iJMeffenger . 

Mef  Mafter  Secretary, 

The  Senate  is  about  to  fit,  and  crave 
Your  prefence. 

Gaf.  What,  fofuddenly  ? 

Mef.  Thefe  Letters 
Will  fhew  the  caufes  why. 

Gaf.  Heaven,  thou  art  great. 

And  worthy  to  be  thanked ! 

Mel.  Your  countenance,  Sir, 

Doth  promife  fome  good  tidings. 

^af.  Othebeft 

And  happieft  for  this  land  that  e’r  was  told  ! 
All  the  Venetian  Forces  are  defeated. 

Mel.  How,  Sir  ? 

Gaf.  And  what  doth  add  fome  delight  morCy 
There  is  amongft  the  Sou Idiers  a contention 


Who  fhall  be  the  triumpher,  and  it  Hands 
Doubtful  between  a Father  and  his  Son, 

Old  Cajfilanes,  arid  young  Antinotis. 

Mel.  Why  may  not  both  demand  it  ? 
Gaf  The  Law  denies  it , 

But  where  the  Souldiersdo  not  all  confent, 
The  Parties  in  contention,  are  refer’d 
To  plead  before  the  Senate-,  and  from  them 
Upon  an  open  audience  to  be  judg’d 
The  Chief,  and  then  to  make  demands. 

■ Mel.  Youravifhme 
With  wonder  and  delight. 

(jaf  Corner  as  we  walk, 

I fhall  more  fully  inform  you. 


{fExetwt. 


SCENE  11. 


Enter  Caffilanes,  Arcanes,  Antinous,  WDecius. 


Caf  Admit  no  Souldier  near  us  till  the  Senate 
Have  took  their  places. 

Jrc.  You  are  obey’d,  my  Lord. 

jint.  DeciuSy  fall  off 

Dec.  I fhall. 

Caf  Give  leave  cMrcanes : 

Young  man,  come  nearer  to  me:  who  am  I? 

a4nt.  It  were  a fin  againft  the  piety 
Of  filial  duty,  if  I fhoufil  forget 
The  debt  I owe  my  Father  on  my  knee : 

Your  pleafure? 

Caf.  What,  folow?  canft  thou  find  joints, 

Yet  be  an  Elephant?  Antinoasy  rife; 

Thou  wilt  belye  opinion,  and  rebate 
The  ambition  of  thy  gallantry,  that  they 
Whole  confidence  thou  haft  bewitch’d,  fliould  fee 
Their  little  God  of  War,  kneel  to  his  Father, 
Though  in  my  hand  I did  grafp  Thunder. 

Ant.  Sir, 

For  proof  that  I acknowledge  you  the  Author 
Of  giving  me  my  Birth,  I have  difeharg’d 
A part  of  my  Obedience.  But  if  now 
You  fhould  (as  cruel  fathers  do)  proclaim 
Your  right,  and  Tyrant-like  ufurp  the  glory 
Of  my  peculiar  honours,  not  deriv’d 
From  fucceflary,  but  purchas’d  with  my  bloud. 
Then  I muft  Hand  firft  Champion  for  my  felf 
Againft  all  interpofers. 

Caf  Boldly  urg’d. 

And  proudly,  I could  love  thee,  did  not  anger 
Confultwith  juftdifdain,  in  open  language 
To  call  thee  molt  ungrateful.  Say  freely, 

Wilt  thou  refign  the  flatteries  whereon 
The  reeling  pillars  of  a popular  breath 
Have  rais’d  thy  Giant-like  conceit,  to  add 
A fuffrage  to  thy  Fathers  merit  ? fpeak. 

Ant.  Sir,  hear  me : were  there  not  a Chronicle 
Well  pen’d  by  all  their  tongues,  who  can  report 
What  they  have  feen  you  do ; or  had  you  not 
Belt  in  your  own  performance  writ  your  felf. 

And  been  your  own  text,  1 would  undertake 
Alone,  without  the  help  of  Art,  oc  Charader, 
But  only  to  recount  your  deeds  in  Arms, 

And  you  Ihould  ever  then  be  fam’d  a Prefident 
Of  living  vidory  .•  But  as  you  are 
Great,  and  well  worthy  to  be  ftiled  Great, 

It  would  betray  a poverty  of  Spirit 
In  me  to  obftrudmy  fortunes,  or  defeent. 

If  I fhould  coward-like  furrender  up 

The  intereft  which  the  inheritance  of  your  vertue 

And  mine  own  thrifty  fate  can  claim  in  honour : 

My  Lord,  ofallthemafsof  Fame,  which  any 
That  wears  a Sword,  and  hath  but  feen  me  fight, 
Gives  me,  I will  not  fhare,  nor  yield  one  jot. 

One  tittle. 

CaJ.  Not  to  me? 


Ant. 


The  Lams 


Ant.  You  are  my  Father, 

Yet  not  to  you. 

Cnf.  Ambitious  Boy,  how  dar’ft  thou 
To  tell  me,  that  thou  wilt  contend  ? 

Ant.  Had  I 

Been  flothful,  and  not  follow’d  you  in  all 
I The  ftreightsof  death,  you  might  have juftly  then 
Reputed  me  a Baftard  : ’tis  a cruelty 
More  than  to  morther  Innocents,  to  take 
The  life  of  my  yet  infant-hono-ur  from  me. 

Caf.  AntwoKSy  look  upon  this  badge  of  age, 

Thy  Father’s  grey-hair’d  beard : full  fifty  years, 

(And  more  than  half  of  this,  ere  thou  wert  born) 

1 have  been  known  a Souldier,  in  which  time 
I found  no  difference  ’twixt  War  and  Peace, 

For  War  was  Peace  to  me,  and  Peace  was  War. 
Antinonsy  mark  me  well  •,  there  hath  not  liv’d  ' 

Thefe  fifty  years  a man  whom  (jete  prefer’d 
Before  thy  Father  •,  let  me  boldly  boaft, 

Thy  Father,  both  for  Difeipline  and  Aftion 
Hath  fo  long  been  the  firfl:  of  all  his  Nation  ^ 

Now,  canfi;  thou  think  it  honeft,  charitable, 

Nay  humane,  being  fo  young,  my  Son,  my  Child, 
Begot,  bred,  taught  by  me,  by  me  thy  father, 

For  one  days  fei  vice,  and  that  on  thy  firfl:. 

To  rob  me  of  a glory  which  I fought  for 
A half  of  hundred  years? 

Ant.  My  cafe  obferves 
Both  equity  and  prefidents  *,  for  Sir, 

That  very  day  whereon  you  got  your  Fame, 

You  took  it  from  fome  other,  who  was  then 
Chief  in  repute,  as  you  are  now,  and  has  been 
Perhaps  as  many  years  deferving  that 
Which  you  gain’d  in  a day,  as  I have  mine. 

Caf.  But  he  was  not  my  Father  then,  AntinoHS  \ 

Thou  leav’fl:  out  that. 

Ant.‘  Sir,  had  he  been  your  Father, 

He  had  been  then  immortal  ^ for  a Father 
Heightens  his  reputation  where,  his  Son  m 

Inherits  it,  as  when  you  give  us  life, 

Your  life  is  not  diminifh’d  but  renew’d 
. In  us  when  you  are  dead,  and  we  are  ftill 
Your  living  Images, 

Caf.  So  be  thou  curs’d 
In  thy  pollerity,  as  I in  thee, 

Difhonourable  Boy  ^ O (hall  that  Sun, 

Which  not  a year  yet  fince  beheld  me  mounted 
Upon  a fiery  Steed,  waving  my  Sword, 

And  teaching  this  young  Man  to  manage  Arms, 

That  was  a raw,  frelh  Novice  in  the  feats  ■ . -■ 

Of  Chivalrie , lhall  that  fame  Sun  be  witnefs 
Againfl:  this  Brat  of  his  Ingratitude  ? 

Who,  to  eclipfe  the  light  of  my  renown. 

Can  no  way  hope  to  get  a noble  Name, 

But  by  the  treading  on  his  Father’s Greatnels  i 
Thou  wilt  not  yield  ? 

Enter  Arcanes. 

Ant  My  life,  but  not  the  prize 
My  Sword  hath  purchas’d. 

Arc.  The  Senate, 

My  Lord,  are  here  at  hand,  andallthe  Souldiers 
Begin  to  throng  about  them. 

Caf  Now,  (syArcaneSy  the 

Arc.  What,  Sir  ? 

Caf  Trifles  will  aflfont  us  j that 
Fine  fighting  Stripling. 

Let  him  have  the  fhameon’tj 
’Pleafe  you  withdraw  on  this  fide. 

Caf.  My  great  heart 
Was  never  quail’d  before. 

Dec.  My  Lord,  be  confident. 

Let  not  your  Father  daunt  you. 

Alt.  ‘JDeems,  whither 


Mull:  I withdraw  ? 


Dec.  On  this  fide. — See,  the  Souldiers 

Attend  your  pleafure courage,  Sir  •,  the  Senate. 

Caf.  Way  for  the  Senate. 

Enter  Porphycio,  PofTenne,  Qhree  Senators)  Gonzalo, 
Gafpero,  Souldiers. 

My  good  Lords  I know  not 
What  tax  of  arrogance  I may  incurr. 

Should  I prefume,  though  courted  by  your  Favours, 

To  take  a place  amonglt  you  ^ I had  rather 

Give  proof  ot  my  unfeign’d  humility 

By  force,  though  mean,  yet  more  becoming  place. 

Than  run  the  hazard  of  a doubtful  cenfure. 

Pof  My  Lord,  your  wifilom  is  both  known  and  try’d  j 
We  cannot  rank  you  in  a nobler  Friendlhip 
Than  your  great  fervice  to  the  State  deferves. 

For.  Will’t  pleafe  you.  Sir  ? 

Enter  Fernando  Souldiers. 

Cjonz..  What’s  here,  my  Lord  Torphycio  .<* 

It  mull;  not  be. 

For.  My  Lord,  you  are  too  modefi. 

Gonz..  It  is  no  feafon  to  be  troublefome, 

Fife but  I have  done  .•  your  Lordlhips  are  obferv’d. 

GaJ.  Is  the  demandant  ready  ? 

Arc.  He  is  ready. 

(faf.  Produce  him  then. 

Arc.  Before  this  facred  prefence, 

I,  by  a general  conlent,  am  made 

The  Souldiers  voice,  and  to  your  gracious  Wifedoms, 

Prefentas  chief  in  Arms,  his  Countries  Champion, 

^'affilanes. 

Dec.  Mofl:  reverend  Lords,  you  hear  the  lefTer  number 
Of  thofe  who  have  been  Guardians  to  this  Countr", 
Approve  this  Champion;  I,  in  all  their  names, 

Who  fought  ioiCandyy  hereprefent  before  you 
The  mightielt  man  in  Arms,  <sy4.ttmous. 

I Speak  fellow  Souldiers. 

Sold.  AntinouSy  Antinous, 

Stand  by  all,  fave  the  two  Competitors.  (both, 

Foff.  My  Lords,  how  much  your  Countrey  owes  you 
The  due  reward  of  your  defertful  glories 
Mult  to  Poflerity  remain ; but  yet 
Since,  by  our  Law,  one  only  can  make  claim 
To  the  propoled  honours  which  you  both 
(Itfcems)  have  truly  merited,  take  leave 
Freely  to  plead  your  rights  •,  we  lhall  attend  ye. 

Tor.  Wherein  priority  of  voice  is  granted, 

Lord  to  you  i for  that  your  rare 

And  long  experience  in  the  Courfe  of  War, 

As  well  doth  challenge  it  as  the  bell  priviledge 

Of  Order  and  Civility,  for  that 

You  are  your  brave  Opponents  worthy  Father. 

Say,  Countrymen,  are  you  content 

Sold.  1,  1. 

Caff.  Flight  grave,  right  gracious  Fathers  •,  how  unfit 
It  is  for  me,  that  all  my  life  time  have 
Been  praiftis’d  in  the  School  of  Bloud,  and  Slaughter 
To  bandy  words  now  in  my  life's  lalh  farewel. 

Your  Wiledomes  will  confider  y were  there  pitcht 

Another,  and  another  field,  like  that 

Which,  not  yet  three  days  fince,  this  Arm  hath  fcatter’d, 

Defeated,  and  made  nothing,  then  the  man  ' 

That  had  a heart  to  think  he  could  but  follow 

(For  equal  me  he  Ihould  not)  through  the  lanes 

Of  danger  and  amazement,  might  in  that 

Thatonly  of  but  following  me,  be  happy. 

Reputed  worthy  to  be  made  my  Rival , 

For ’tis  not.  Lords,  unknown  to  thofe  about  me, 

(My  fellow  Souldiers)  firfl:,  with  what  a confidence 
I led  them  on  to  fight,  went  on  ftill,  and 
As  if  I could  have  been  a fccond  Nature, 

As  well  in  heartening  them  by  my  example. 


^Qo  The  Lam  of  Candy. 

As  by  my  exhortation,  I gave  lite 

To  quicken  courage,  to  inflame  revenge. 

To  heighten  refolution  ; in  a word. 

To  out-doe  adion  : It  boots  not  to  difcover, 

How  that  young  man,  who  was  not  fledg’d  nor  skilTd 

In  Martial  play,  was  even  as^  ignorant 

As  childifii ; But  1 lift  not  to  difparage 

Hisnon  ability  The  flgnal  given 

Of  Battel,  when  our  enemies  came  on, 

(Direded  more  by  fury,  than  by  warrant 

Of  Policy  and  Stratagem)  I met  them, 

I in  the  fore- front  of  the  Armies  met  them ; 

1 And  as  if  this  old  weather-beaten  body 

Had  been  compos’d  of  cannon  proof,  I flood 

The  volleys  ot  their  fliot.  I,  I myfelf 

Was  he  that  firft  difrankt  their  woods  of  Pikes  : 

But  when  we  came  to  handy- ftroaks,  as  often 

As  I lent  blows,  fo  often  1 gave  wounds. 

And  every  wound  a death.  I may  be  bold 

To  juftifle  a truth,  this  very  fword 

Ol'mine  flew  more  than  any  twain  befides : 

And,  which  is  not  the  leall  of  all  my  glqrie. 

When  he,  this  young  man,  hand  to  hand  in  fight, 

Was  by  the  General  of  the  Venetians, 

And  fuch  as  were  his  retinue,  unhors’d, 

I Itept  between,  and  refcu’d  him  my  felf, 

Or  horfes  hoofs  had  trampled  him  to  dirt  •, 

And  whillt  he  was  re-mounting,  I maintain’d 

The  combate  with  the  gallant  General, 

Till  having  taken  breath, he  throng’d  before  me, 

Renew’d  the  fight,  and  with  a fatal  blow. 

Stole  both  that  honour  from  me,  and  his  life 

From  him,  whom  I before  my  felf  alone. 

Had  more  than  full  three  quarters  kill’d : a man 

Well  worthy  only  by  this  hand  to  have  dy’d. 

Not  by  a Boys  weak  pufli : 1 talk  too  much. 

But  ’tis  a fault  of  age  ; If  to  bring  home 

Long  peace,  long  vidorie  ,even  to  your  Capitol 

If  to  fecure  your  Kingdom,  wives,  and  children, 

Your  lives  and  liberties ; if  to  renown 

Your  honours  through  the  world,  to  fix  your  names. 

Like  Blazing  ftars  admir’d,  and  fear’d  by  all 

That  have  but  heard  of  Candy  ^ or  a Cretan^ 

Be  to  deferve  the  approvement  of  my  man  hood. 

Then  thus  much  have  I done ; what  more,examine 

The  annals  of  my  life  •,  and  then  confider 

What  I have  been,  and  am.  Lords  I have  laid. 

(jonz..  With  reverence  to  the  Senate,is  it  lawfull. 

Without  your  Cuftomes  breach,  to  fay  a word  ? 

Pof.  Say  on  my  Lord  Gonzjilo. 

Gonz..  I have  heard. 

And  with  no  little  wonder,  fiich  high  deeds 

OfChivalrie  difcours’d,  that  I confefs, 

I do  not  think  the  Worthies  while  they  liv’d 

All  nine,  deferv’d  as  much  applaufe,  or  memorie. 

As  this  one : But  who  can  do  ought  to  gain 

The  crown  of  honour  from  him,  muft  be  fomewhat 

More  than  a man  \ you  tread  a dangerous  path. 

Yeti  (hall  hear  you  gladly ; for  believe  me, 

Thus  much  let  me  profefs,  in  honours  caufe, 

I would  not  to  my  Father,  nor  my  King, 

( My  Countries  Father  ) yield  : if  you  tranfcend 

What  we  have  heard,  I can  but  only  fay, 

That  Miracles  are  yet  in  ufe.  I fear 

I have  offended. 

Porp.  You  have  fpoken  nobly. 

(t/^ntimta  ufe  your  priviledge. 

Princely  Fathers, 

E’re  I begin,  one  fuit  I have  to  make, 

’Tis  juft,  and  honourable. 

Porp.  Pojf.  Speak,  and  have  it. 
j^nt.  That  you  would  pleafe  the  fouldiers  might  all  ftand 
Together  by  their  General. 

Pojf.  ’Tis  granted. 

All  fall  to  yonder  fide  : Goon,  Antinom. 

Ant.  I fhall  be  brief  and  plain ; all  what  my  Father 
(This  Countries  Patron)  hath  difcours’d,  is  true. 

Fellows  in  Arms : fpeak  you,  is’ttrue? 

Sol.  True , true. 

Ant.  It  follows,  that  the  blaze  of  my  performance 

Took  light  from  what  I favv  him  do  : and  thus 

A City  ( though  the  flame  be  much  more  dreadfull ) 

May  from  a little  fpark  be  fet  on  fire  *, 

Of  all  what  I have  done,  I fhall  give  inftancs 

Only  in  three  main  proofs  of  my  defert. 

Firft  I fought  out  ( but  tlirough  how  many  dangers 

My  Lords  judge  ye  ) the  chief,  the  great  Commander, 

The  head  of  that  huge  body,  whofe  proud  weight 

Our  Land  Ihrunk  under,  him  I found  and  fought  with, 
Fought  with,  and  flew.  Fellows  in  Arms,  fpeak  you, 

Is’t  true  or  not  ? 

Sold.  True,  true. 

i^nt.  When  he  was  fain  , 

The  hearts  of  all  our  adverfarics 

Began  to  quail,  till  young  Fernando,  Ion 

To  thelaft  Duke  of  Venice  gather’d  head. 

And  foon  renew’d  the  field,  by  whofe  example 

The  bold  Venetians  doubling  ftrength  and  courage 

Had  got  the  better  of  the  day,  our  men 

Suppofing  that  their  adverfarics  grew 

Like  Hydra^s  head,  rccoyle,  and  ’gan  to  flye : 

I follow’d  them  •,  and  what  1 laid,  they  know  j 

The  fumme  on’t  is  •,  1 call’d  them  back,  new  rankt  them  j 
Led  on,  they  follow’d,  flirunk  not  tell  the  end : 

Fellows  in  Arms  is’t  true,  or  no  ? 

Sold.  True,  true. 

Ant.  Laftly,  tofinifhall,  there  was  but  one. 

The  only  great  exploit  •,  which  was  to  take 

Fernando  prifoner,  and  that  hand  to  hand 

In  Angle  fight  I did .-  my  felf  without 

The  help  of  any  arm,  fave  the  arm  of  Heaven. 

Speak  Souldiers,  is  it  true,  or  no  ? 

Sold.  Anttnoat , Antinotu. 

Ant.  Behold  my  prifoner.  Fathers. 

Fern.  This  one  man 

Ruin’d  our  Army,  and  hath  glorifi’d 

Crete  in  her  robes  of  mightinefs  and  conqueft. 

Pof.  We  need  not  ufe  long  circumftancc  of  words, 

Antinotu  thou  art  conquerer : the  Senate, 

The  fouldiers,and  thy  valour  have  pronounc’d  it. 

All.  AntinoHS  y Antinous. 

Torp.  Make  thy  demand. 

Caf.  Pleafe  ye  ( my  Lords  ) give  leave 

That  I may  part. 

Pof  No  Cajfilane,  the  Court 

Should  therein  be  difhonour’d,  do  not  imagin 

We  prize  your  prefence  at  lb  flight  a rate. 

Demand,  Antinotu. 

Ant.  TThus  ( my  Lords)  to  witnefs 

How  far  I am  from  arrogance,  or  thinking 

I am  more  valiant,  though  more  favour’d 

Than  my  moll  matchlefs  father,  my  demand  is, 

That  for  a lafting  memorie  of  his  name. 

His  deeds,  his  real,  nay  his  royal  worth. 

You  fet  up  in  your  Capitol  in  Brafs 

My  Fathers  Statue,  there  to  ftand  for  ever 

A Monument  and  Trophy  of  his  victories. 

With  this  Infcription  to  fucceeding  ages. 

Great  Caflilanes,  Patron  of  Candy* s Peacey 

Perpetual  Triumpher. 

Por.  Pof.  It  IS  granted.  What  more? 

Ant.  No  more. 

Caf.  How  Boy? 

Gonz.  Thou  art  immortal. 

Both  for  thy  Son-like  pietie,  and  beauties 

Of  an  unconquer’d  minde. 

Ant.  My  Prifoner,  Lords, 

To  your  more  facred  wifedoms  I furrendcr : 

Fit^ 

The  La73^es  of  Candy, 


Fic  you  his  ranfom  \ half  whereof  1 give 
For  largefs  to  the  Souldiers : the  other  half 
To  the  erection  of  this  monument. 

Cuff.  Ambitious  villain. 

Gonz..  Thou  art  all  un-imitable. 

My  Lords,  to  work  a certain  peace  for  Candy 
WithKfrwce,  ufe  Fernando  like  a Prince  ^ 

His  ranfom  I’le  disburfe  what  e’re  it  be  : 

Yet  you  may  ftay  him  with  you,  till  conditions 
Of  amitie  lhall  be  concluded  on : 

Are  ye  content  ? 

Porp.  We  are,  and  ever  rell; 

Both  friends  aud  debtors  to  your  noblenefs. 

Gonz..  Souldiers  attend  me  in  the  Market-place, 
rie  thither  fend  your  largefs. 

Sold,  ^ntinoasy  Antinous.  f Exeunt. 

Caf.  I have  a fute  too,  Lords. 

Porp.  Pof.  Propofe  it, ’tis  yours,  if  fit  and  juft. 

Caf.  Let  not  my  -fervices. 

My  being  forty  years  a drudge,  a pack-horfe 
To  you,  and  to  the  State,  be  branded  now 
With  Ignominy  ne’re  to  be  forgotten : 

Rear  me  no  Monument,  unlefs  you  mean 
To  have  me  fam’d  a Coward,  and  be  ftamp’d  fo. 

Pof.  We  underftand  you  not. 

Caf  Proud  boy,  thoudoft. 

And  Tyrant  like  infult’ft  upon  my  fiiame. 

Ant.  Sir,  Heaven  can  tell,  and  my  integrity, 

What  I did,  was  but  only  to  inforce  ' 

The  Senates  gratitude.  I now  acknowledge  it* 

Caf  Obferve  it  Fathers,  how  this  haughty  boy 
Grows  cunning  in  his  envy  of  mine  honours ; 

He  knows  no  mention  can  of  me  be  made, 

But  that  it  ever  likewife  muft  be  told, 

How  I by  him  was  mafter’d  ^ and  for  fufety 
That  all  fucceeding  times  may  fo  report  it,  ’ 

He  would  have  my  diflionour,  and  his  Triumphs 
Ingrav’d  in  Brafs ; hence,  hence  proceeds  the  fallhood 
Of  his  infinuating  piety. 

Thou  art  no  child  of  mine : thee  and  thy  bloud, 

Here  in  the  Capitol,  before  the  Senate, 

I utterly  renounce : So  thrift  and  fate 
Confirm  me  ^ henceforth  never  fee  my  face. 

Be,  as  thou  art,  a villain  to  thy  Father. 

Lords  I muft  crave  your  leaves : come,  come  Arcanes*  ]iEx. 
Gonz..  Here’s  a ftrange  high-born  fpirit. 

Pof  ’Tis  but  heat 

Of  fuddain  prelent  rage ; I dare  affure 
zyAntinous  of  his  favour. 
aAnt.  I not  doubt  it. 

He  is  both  a good  man,  and  a good  Father.  ^ , 

I (hall  attend  your  Lordfhips.  - ’ " 

Poff.  Do  Antinous. 

Gonz..  Yes;  feaftthy  Triumphs  * ‘ 

With  applaufe  and  pleafures. 

Por.  Poff.  Lead  on.  f Exeunt.  Elor.  Cornets. 

Ant.  I utterly  renounce ’Twas  lb  ? 

Was’t  no^  my  T)ec%Hs  ? 

Bee.  Pilh,  you  know,my  Lord, 

Old  men  are  cholerick. 

Ant.  And  laftly  parted 
With,  never  henceforth  lee  my  face ; Ome, 

How  have  I loft  a Father  ? Such  a Father  i 
Such  a one  Deems ! I am  milerable, 

Beyond  exprellion. 

Dee.  Fie,  how  unbecoming 
This  (hews  upon  your  day  of  fame  ? 

Ant.  O mifehief! 

1 muft  no  more  come  near  him ; that  I know. 

And  am  affur’d  on’t. 

Dee.  Say  you  do  not? 

Ant.  T rue ; 

Put  cafe  I do  not : what  is  Candy  then 
To  loft  Antinous?  Malta,  I refolve 


joi 

To  end  my  dayes'  in  thee. 

Dee.  How’s  that  ? 

Ant.  rie  trie 

All  humble  means  of  being  reconcil’d, 

Which  if  deny’d,  then  I may  juftly  fay. 

This  day  has  prov’d  my  worft : Deems,  my  worft. 

C Exeunt. 


ASins  Secundns,  Sana  Prima. 

Enter  Gonzalo,  and  Gafpero. 

Gajp.  1^  Ow  to  what  you  have  heard ; as  no  man  can 
1^  Better  than  1,  give  you  her  Charader  j 
For  I have  been  both  nurs’d,  and  train’d  up  to 
Her  petulant  humours,  and  been  glad  to  bear  them. 

Her  Brother,  my  iatc  Mafter,  didnolefs; 

Strong  apprehenfioDs  of  her  beauty  hath 
Made  her  believe  that  fhe  is  more  than  woman  : 

And  as  there  did  not  want  thofe  flatterers 
’Bout  the  worlds  Conquerour,  to  make  him  think, 

And  did  perfwade  him  that  he  was  a god  •, 

So  there  be  thofe  bafe  flies,  that  will  not  ftick 
To  buzze  into  her  ears  fhe  is  an  Angel, 

And  that  the  food  fhe  feeds  on  is  Ambrofia. 

Gonz^.  She  fhould  not  touch  it  then,  ’tis  Poets  fare, 

Gaf  1 may  take  leave  to  fay,  fhe  may  as  well 
Determine  of  her  felf  to  be  a goddefs. 

With  lefTer  flatterie  than  he  a god  : 

For  fhe  does  conquer  more,  although  not  farther. 

Every  one  looks  on  her,  dyes  in  defpair. 

And  would  be  glad  to  do  it  adually. 

To  have  the  next  age  tell  how  worthily. 

And  what  good  caufe  he  had  to  perifli  fo : 

Here  beauty  is  fuperlative,  fhe  knows  it, 

And  knowing  it,  thinks  no  man  can  deferve. 

But  ought  to  perifh,  and, to  dye  for  her : 

Many  great  Princes  for  her  love  have  languifli’d. 

And  given  themfelves  a willing  facrifice. 

Proud  to  have  ended  fo : And  now  there  is 
A Prince  fo  madded  in  his  own  pallions. 

That  he  forgets  the  Royaltie  he  was  born  to. 

And  deems  it  happinefs  to  be  her  flave. 

Gonz..  You  talk  as  if  you  meant  to  winde  me  in. 

And  make  me  of  the  number. 

Gaf  Sir,  miftake  me  not,  the  fervice  that  I owe  ye 
Shall  plead  for  me : I tell  you  what  fhe  is. 

What  fhe  expeds,  and  what  fhe  will  effeifl:, 

Unlefs  you'be  the  miracle  of  men, 

Tiiat  come  with  a purpole  to  behold, 

And  goe  away  your  felf. 

Gonz..  I thank  you,  I will  do  it : But  pray  refolve  me^ 

How  is  fhe  ftor’d  with  wit  ? 

Gaf.  As  with  beauty. 

Infinite,  and  more  to  be  admired  at. 

Than  medled  with.  (feet? 

Cjonz,.  And  walks  her  tongue  the  fame  gate  with  her 
qaf  Much  beyond : what  e’re  her  heart  thinks, fhe  utters: 
And  fo  boldly,  fo  readily,  as  you  would  judge 
It  penn’d  and  ftudied. 

Enter  Erota,  Philander,  Annophil,  Hyparcha,  I 
Mochingo,  Attendants. 

Gonz..  She  comes.  , 

Gaf  I muft  leave  you  then. 

But  my  belt  wifhes  fliall  remain  with  you.  ZExif. 

Gonz..  Still  I muft  thank  you. 

This  is  the  moft  paftionate, 

IMoft  pitiful!  Prince , 

Who  in  the  Caldron  of  affeiftions. 

Looks  as  he  had  been  par-boy’Id. 
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Ph  1.  If  I offend  with  too  much  loving  you, 

It  is  .a  fault  that  I muft  ftill  commit, 

To  make  your  mercy  fhine  the  more  on  me. 

Erot.  You  are  the  felf-fame  creature  you  condemn. 

Or  e'fe  you  durft  not  follow  me  with  hope 
That  1 can  pity  you,  who  am  fo  far 
From  granting  any  comfort  in  this  kind, 

That  you  and  all  men  elfe  fhall  perifh  firfl: : 

I will  live  free  and  fingle,  till  I find 
Something  above  a man  to  equal  me  •, 

Put  all  your  brave  Heroes  into  one, 

Your  Kings  and  Emperours,  and  let  him  come 
In  perfon  of  a man,  and  I fhould  fcorn  him  : 

Mufi,  and  will  fcorn  him. 

The  god  of  love  himfelf  hath  loft  his  eyes. 

His  Bow  and  Torch  extinguilh’d,  and  the  Poets 
That  made  him  firft  a god,  have  loft  their  fire 
Since  I appear’d,  and  from  my  eyes  muft  fteal  it. 

This  I dare  /peak  ; and  let  me  fee  the  man, 

Now  I have  fpoke  it,  that  doth,  dare  deny } 

Nay,  not  believe  it. 

Mo.  He  is  mad  that  does  not. 

Erot.  Have  not  all  the  nations  of  the  Earth  heard  of  me  ? 
Moft  come  to  fee  me,  and  feeing  me,  return’d 
Full  of  my  praifes  teaching  their  Chroniclers 
To  make  their  Stories  perfed  ? for  where  the  name. 

Merely  the  word  of  fair  Erota  ftands. 

It  is  a lafting  Hiftory  to  time, 

Begetting  admiration  in  the  men. 

And  in  my  own  Sex  envie : which  glorie’s  loft, 

When  1 fhall  ftick  my  beautie  in  a cloud. 

And  clearly  fhine  through  it. 

Gonz..  This  woman’s  in  the  altitudes,  and  he  muft  be 
A good  Aftrologer  fhall  know  her  Zodiack. 

Phd.  Forany  man  to  think 
Himfelf  an  able  purchafer  of  you, 

But  in  the  bargain  there  muft  be  declar’d 
Infinite  bounty;  otherwife  I vow. 

By  all  that’s  excellent  and  gracious  in  you, 

I would  untenant  every  hope  lodg’d  in  me, 

And  yield  my  felf  up  loves,  or  your  own  Martyr. 

Erot.  So  you  fhall  pleafe  us. 

Phil.  O you  cannot  be 
I So  heavenly,  and  fo  abfolute  in  all  things. 

And  yet  retain  fuch  cruel  tyranny, 

Erot.  lean,  Ido,  I will. 

Gofiz..  She  is  in  her 

Moods, and  her  Tenfes : Tie  Crammer  with  you. 

And  make  a trial  how  I can  decline  you  : 

By  your  leave  ( great  Lady. ) 

Erot.  What  are  you  ? 

Goftz..  A man,  a good  man,  that’s  a wealthy  •, 

A Proper  man,  and  a proud  man  too  •,  one 
That  underftands  himfelf,  and  knows,  unlefs 
It  be  your  felf,  no  woman  on  the  Univerfe  deferves  him. 
Nay,  Lady,  I muft  tell  you  too  withal, 

I may  make  doubt  of  that,  unlefs  you  paint 
With  better  judgement  next  day  than  on  this ; 

For  (plain  I muft  be  with  you)  ’tis  a dull  Fucus. 

Erot.  Knowsany  one  here  what  this  fellow  is? 

' j4tten.  Heisof^fmVf  (Madam)agreatMagnifico, 

And  gracious  with  the  Senate.  ( here 

Erot.  Let  him  keep  then  among  them ; what  makes  he 

Here’s  ftate  enough  where  I am ; here’s  a do 

You,  tell  him,  if  he  have  ought  with  us,  let  him 
Look  lower,  and  give  it  in  Petition. 

Mo.  Mighty  Magnifico,  my  Miftris  bid  me  tell  you. 

If  you  have  ought  with  her,  you  muft  look  lower, 

And  yield  it  in  Petition. 

^onx..  Here  is  for  thee  a Ducket. 

Mon.  You  fay  well  Sir,  take  your  own  courfe, 

Gonz..  I will  not  grace  you 
( Lady  ) (b  much  as  take  you  by  the  hand  *, 

But  when  I ftiall  vouchfafe  to  touch  your  lip, 


It  fhall  be  through  your  Court  a holy-day 
Proclaimed  for  fo  high  favour. 

Erot.  This  is  fome 

Great  mans  Jefter : Sirrah,  begon,  here  is 
No  place  to  fool  in. 

Gonz..  Where  are  the  fools  you  talk  of? 

I do  keep  two. 

Erot.  No  queftion  -of  it ; for 
In  your  felf  you  do  maintain  an  hundred. 

Gonz..  And  befides  them  I keep  a noble  train, 

Statifts,  and  men  of  action  : my  purfe  is  large  and  deep. 
Beyond  the  reach  of  riot  to  draw  drie : 

Fortune  did  vie  with  Nature,  to  beftow 
( When  I was  born  ) her  bountie  equally : 

’Tis  not  amifs  you  turn  your  eyes  from  me-. 

For  fhould  you  ftand  and  gaze  me  in  the  face. 

You perilh  would,  like  Semele  by  Jove: 

In  E'enke  at  this  inftant  there  do  lye 
No  lefs  than  threefcore  Ladies  in  their  graves, 

And  in  their  Beds  five  hundred  for  my  love. 

Mo.\ ow  lie  more  than  they  -,  yet  it  becomes  him  bravel  • 
Would  I could  walk  and  talk  fo  ? Tie  endeavour  it. 

Erot.  Sir,  do  you  know  me  ? 

Gon.  Yes,  you  were  filler  to  the  late  Prince  of  Candy., 
Aunt  to  this  young  one : and  1 in  renke. 

Am  born  a Lord  j equall  to  you  in  fortunes. 

In  Ihape ; Tie  fay  no  more,  but  view. 

Mon.  There  needs  no  more  be  faid,  were  I a woman 

0 he  does  rarely : in  Ihape ; Tic  fay  no  more. 

But  view:  who  could  fay  more,  w'hobttter.? 

Man  is  no  man,  nor  woman  woman  is, 

Unlefs  they  have  a pride  like  one  of  theft. 

How  poor  the  Pripce  of  Cyprus  fticws  to  him ! 

How  poor  another  Lady  unto  her  I 

Carriage  and  State  makes  us  feem  demi  gods. 

Humility,  like  beafts,  worms  of  the  Earth. 

Enter  Antinous,  and  Dccius. 

j4nt.  Royal  Lady,  I kifs  your  hand. 

Erot.  Sir,  I know  you  not. 

j4nno.  O mv  noble  Brother,  welcom  from  the  wars 

Ant.  Dear  Sifter. 

Ann.  Where  is  my  Father,  that  you  come  without  him  ? 
We  have  news  of  your  fuccefs : he  has  his  health  I hope  ? 
Ant.  Yes  Sifter,- he  has  his  health,  but  is  not  well. 

Ann.  How  not  well  ? what  Riddles  do  your  utter/ 

Ant.  Tie  tell  you  more  in  private. 

Gonz..  Noble  Sir, 

1 cannot  beunmindfull  of  your  merit, 

Since  1 laft  heard  it : you  arc  a hopcfull  youth. 

And  ( indeed  ) the  Soul  of  Candy. 

I muft  fpeak  my  thoughts.. 

Ann.  The  Prince  of  Cyprus  Brother,  good  Decius. 

Ant.  I am  his  Servant. 

Phil.  Y ou  are  the  Patron  of  your  Countrie,  Sir, 

So  your  unimitable  deeds  proclaim  you, 

It  is  no  language  of  my  own,  but  all  mens. 

Gonz..  Your  Enemies  muft  needs  acknowlcdgeit ; 

Then  do  not  think  it  flatterie  in  your  friends, 

For  if  they  had  a heart,  they  could  not  want  a tongue. 
Erot.  Is  this  your  Brother  Annophil} 

Ann.  Yes  Madam. 

Erot.  Your  Antinous  1 

Ant.  lam  (Lady)  that  moft  unfortunate  man. 

Erot.  How  unfortunate  ? are  you  not  the  Souldier, 

The  Captain  of  thofe  Captains,  that  did  bring 
Conqueft  and  Vidlory  home  along  with  you 
Ant.  I had  fome  fhare  in’t  •,  but  was  the  leaft 
Of  the  leaft  worthy. 

Gonz..  O Sir,  in  your  modefty  you’ld  make 
A double  Conqueft ; I was  an  ear-witnefs 
When  this  young  man  fpoke  left'cr  than  he  aifled. 

And  had  the  Souldiers  voice  to  help  him  out ; 

I But  that  the  Law  compcll’d  him  for  his  honour, 
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To  inforce  him  make  a claim  for  his  reward, 

1 well  perceive  he  would  have  flood  the  man 
That  he  does  nov/,  buried  his  worth  kf  filence. 

Erot.  Sir,  I hearken  not  to  him,  but  look  on  you, 

And  find  more  in  you  than  he  can  relate  : 

You  lhall  attend  on  me. 

Madam,  your  pardon. 

Erot.  Deny  it  not  Sir,  for  it  is  more  honour 
Than  you  have  gotten  i’th’  field-.for  know  you  lhall. 

Upon  Srotas  asking,  ferve  Erota. 

yint.  I may  want  anfwers.  Lady, 

But  never  want  a will  to  do  you  fervice. 

1 came  here  to  my  Sifter,  to  take  leave. 

Having  enjoyn’d  my  felf  to  banilhment. 

For  fome  caufe  that  hereafter  you  may  hear, 

And  wilh  with  me  I had  not  the  occafion. 

Aim.  There  fliall  be  no  occafion  to  divide  us : 

Dear  Madam  for  my  fake  ufe  your  power. 

Even  for  the  fervice  that  he  ought  to  owe, 

Muft,and  does  owe  to  you, his  friends,  and  country. 

Erot.  Upon  your  Loy  alty  to  the  ftate  and  me, 

I do  command  you  Sir,  not  depart  Candy ; 

Am  I not  your  Princefs  ? 

(^nt.  You  are  a great  Lady. 

Erot.  Then  Ihew  your  felf  a Servant  and  a Subjecft. 

I am  your  vaffal. 

Mon.  You  are  a Coward-,  I that  dare  not  fight. 

Scorn  to  be  valfail  to  any  Prince  in  Europe  : 

Great  is  my  heart  with  pride,  which  I’le  encreafe 
When  they  are  gone,  withpradife  on  my  Valfals. 

Atten.  The  noble  Cajfilane  is  come  to  fee  you  Madam. 

Dec.  There’s  comfort  in  thofe  words,  Antinom\ 

For  here’s  the  place,  and  perfons  that  have  power. 

To  reconcile  you  to  his  love  again. 

Ant.  That  were  a fortunate  meeting. 

Enter  CalTilane,  and  Arcanes. 

Caf.  Greatnels  ftill  wait  you  Lady. 

Erot.  Good  Cajfilane,  we  do  maintain  our  greatnels, 
Through  your  valour. 

Caf.  My  prayers  pul!  daily  bleflings  on  thy  head, 

My  un-offending  child,  my  Annopbel. 

Good  Prince,  wortny  Gonzjilo .'  ha  ? art  thou  here 
Before  me  ? in  every  a(ftion  art  thou  ambitious  ? 

My  duty  ( Lady  ) firft  offered  here. 

And  love  to  thee  (my  child)  though  he  out-ftrip  me  j 
Thus  in  the  wars  he  got  the  ftart  on  me. 

By  being  forward,  but  performing  lefs  j 
All  the  endeavours  of  my  life  are  loft, 

And  thrown  upon  that  evil  of  mine  own 
Curfed  begetting,  whom  I Ihame  to  father. 

O that  the  heat  thou  rob’dft  me  of,  had  burnt 
Within  my  Entrails,  and  begot  a feaver. 

Or  Ibme  worfe  ficknefs,  for  thou  art  a difeafe 
Sharper  than  any  Phyfick  gives  a name  to. 

Anno.  Why  do  you  lay  fo  ? 

Caf.  O Annophil there  is  good  caule  my  girle : 

He  has  plaid  the  thief  with  me, and  filch’d  away 
The  richeft  jewel  of  my  life,  my  honour. 

Wearing  it  publickly  with  that  applaufe, 

As  if  he  juftly  did  inherit  it. 

Ant.  Would  I had  in  my  Infancy  been  laid 
Within  my  grave,  covered  with  your  blelTings  rather 
Than  grown  up  to  a man , to  meet  your  curfes. 

(faf.  Q that  thou  hadft. 

Then  I had  been  the  Father  of  a child, 

Dearer  than  thou  wert  ever  unto  me. 

When  hope  perfwaded  me  I had  begot 
Another  felf  in  thee  : Out  of  mine  eyes,  * 

As  far  as  I have  thrown  thee  from  my  heart, 

That  I may  live  and  dye  forgetting  thee. 

Erot.  How  has  he  deferv’d  this  untam’d  anger. 

That  when  he  might  have  ask’t  for  his  reward 
Some  honour  for  himfelf,  or  mafs  of  pelf. 
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He  only  did  requeft  to  have  erecfled 
Your  Statue  in  the  Capitol,  with  Titles 
Ingrav’d  upon’t.  The  Patron  of  his  Countrey? 

Caf.  That,  that’s  the  poifon  in  the  gilded  cup. 

The  Serpent  in  the  flowers,  that  ftings  my  honour. 

And  leaves  me  dead  in  fame : Gods  do  a juftice, 

And  rip  his  bofom  up,  that  men  may  fee. 

Seeing,  believe  the  fubtle  pradifes 
Written  within  his  heart : But  I am  heated. 

And  do  forget  this  prefence,  and  my  felf. 

Your  pardon , Lady. 

Erot.  Y ou  Ihould  not  ask,  ’lefs  you  knew  hovv  to  give. 

For  my  fake  Cajfilane,  call  out  of  your  thoughts 
All  ill  conceptions  of  your  worthy  fon. 

That  (queltionlefs)  has  ignorantly  offended. 

Declared  in  his  penitence. 

Caf.  Bid  me  dye.  Lady,  for  your  fake  Tie  do  it ; 

But  that  you’l  fay  is  nothing,  for  a man 
That  has  out-liv’d  his  honour : But  command  me 
In  any  thing  favethat,  and  Cajfilane 
Shall  ever  be  your  fervant.  Come  Annophel, 

( My  joy  in  this  world)  thou  (halt  live  with  m.e, 

( Retired  in  fome  folitarie  nook, ) 

The  comfort  of  my  age  my  dayes  are  Ihort, 

And  ought  to  be  well  Ipent : and  I defire 
No  other  witnefs  of  them  but  thy  felf. 

And  good  Arcanes. 

Anno.  I lhall  obey  you  Sir. 

(foniL.  Noble  Sir.- 

If  you  tafte  any  want  of  worldly  means. 

Let  not  that  difcontent  you .-  know  me  your  friend. 

That  hath,  and  can  fupply  you. 

Caj.  Sir,  I am  too  much  bound  to  you  already. 

And  ’tis  not  of  my  cares  the  leaft,  to  give  you 
Fair  fatisfacftion. 

Gonz...  You  may  imagine  I do  fpeak  to  that  end, 

But  truft  me,  ’tis  to  make  you  bolder  with  me. 

Caf.  Sir,  I thank  you,  and  may  make  trial  of  you. 

Mean  time  my  fervice. 

Anno.  Brother  be  comforted  -,  fo  long  as  I continue 
Within  my  Fathers  love,  you  cannot  long 
Stand  out  an  Exile : I muft  goe  live  with  him. 

And  I will  prove  fo  good  an  Orator 

In  your  behalf,  that  you  again  lhall  gain  him,' 

Or  I will  ftir  in  him  another  anger, 

And  be  loft  with  you. 

Ant.  Better  I were  neglected  : for  he  is  hafty,- 
And  through  the  Choler  that  abounds  in  him, 

( Which  for  the  time  divides  from  him  his  judgement) 

He  may  call  you  off,  and  with  you  his  life  j 
For  grief  will  ftraight  furprize  him,  and  that  way 
Muft  be  his  death ; the  fword  has  try’d  too  often. 

And  all  the  deadly  Inftruments  of  war 

Have  aim’d  at  his  great  heart,  but  ne’re  could  touch  it: 

Yet  not  a limb  about  him  wants  a fear. 

Caf.  Madam  my  duty  

Erot.  Will  you  be  gone  ? 

Caf  I muft.  Lady,  but  I lhall  be  ready, 

When  you  are  pleas’d  command  me,  for  your  lervice. 

Excellent  Prince To  all  my  heartie  love. 

And  a good  Farewel. 

Mon.  Thanks  honeft  Cajfilane. 

Caf.  Come  Annophel. 

Gonz..  Shall  I not  wait  upon  you  Sir  ? 

Caf  From  hence  you  fliall  not  ftir  a foot : 

Loving  Cjonz.alo,  it  muft  be  all  my  ftudy 
To  requite  you. 

Gonz..  If  I may  be  fo  fortunate  to  deferve 
The  name  of  friend  from  you,  I have  enough. 

Caf  You  are  fo,and  you  have  made  your  felf  fo. 

Gonz..  I will  then  preferve  it. 

Erot.  Antinous  you  are  my  fervant,  are  you  not  ? 

Ant.  It  hath  pleafed  you  to  to  grace  me. 

Erot.  Why  are  you  then  dejefted  ? you  will  fay, 
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You  have  loft  a father^  but  you  have  found  a Miftris 
Doubles  that  iofs : be  maftcr  of  your  Ipirit  ^ 

You  have  a caufe  for  it , which  is  my  favour. 

GonT:..  And  mine. 

Em.  Will  no  man  cafe  me  of  this  fool  ? 

Gonz..  Your  fellow. 

Srot.  <LAntinom  wait  upon  us. 

Ant.  I fiiall  Madam. 
gonz..  Nay  but  Ladie,  Ladie. 

Erot.  Sir,  you  are  rude : and  ifyou  be  the  Mafter 
Of  fuch  means  as  you  do  talk  of,  you  fhould 
Learn  good  manners. 

Gonz..  OLady,  you  can  find  a fault  in  me. 

But  not  perceive  it  in  your  felf : you  muft,  Ihall  hear  me  : 
I love  you  for  your  pride,  ’tis  the  belt  vertue 
In  you. 

Erot.  I could  hang  this  fellow  now:  by  whom 
Are  you  fupported,  that  you  dare  do  this  ? 

Have  you  not  example  here  in  a Prince 
Tranfcending  you  in  all  things,  yet  bears  himfelf 
As  doth  become  a man  had  feen  my  beautie? 

Back  to  your  Country,  and  your  Curtizans, 

Where  you  may  be  admired  for  your  wealth, 

Which  being  confirm’d, may  be  a means  to  gain  you 
The  opinion  of  fomc  wit.  Here’s  nothing 
Tobegotbutfeorn,  and  lofs  of  time. 

Gonz..  Which  are  things  I delight  in.- 
Erot.  follow  me. 

Gonz..  She  is  vext  to  the  foul. 

Mon.  Let  her  be  vext,  ’tis  fit  fhe  fhould  be  fo  : 

Give  me  thy  hand  Gonz.alo.,  thou  art  in  our  favour, 

For  we  do  love  to  cherilh  lofty  fpirits, 

Such  as  percufie  the  Earth,  and  bound 
With  an  ereded  countenance  to  the  clouds. 

Gonz..  ’S-foot,  what  thing  is  this? 

Mon.  I do  love  fire-works,  becaufe  they  mount : 

, An  Exhalation  I profefs  to  adore. 

Beyond  a fi.xed  ftar,  ’tis  more  illuflrious, 

As  every  thing  rais’d  out  of  fmoak  is  fo  : 

Their  vertue  is  in  adion : what  do  you  think  of  me  ? 

Gonz..  Troth  Sir, 

You  are  beyond  my  ghefs,  I know  you  not. 

Mon.  Do  you  know  your  felf  ? 

Gonz..  Yes  Sir. 

Mon.  Why  you  and  I are  one : I am  proud,  and 
Very  proud  too,  that  I muft  tell  you ; I faw 
It  did  become  you,  coufin  Gonzjtlo,  prethec 
Let  it  be  fo. 

Gonz..  Let  it  be  fo  good  coufin. 

Mon.  I am  no  great  ones  fool. 

Gonz..  Ihopefo,  for  alliance  fake.  ( nimous 

Mon.  Yet  I do  ferve  the  Mighty,  Monftrous,  and  Magna- 
Invincible  Erota.  ( your  Coat. 

^onz..  O good  coufin,  now  I have  you : I’le  meet  you  in 
Mon.  Coat/’  I have  my  horfe-mans  coat  I muftconfefs 
Lin’d  through  with  Velvet,  and  a Scarlet  out-fide  j 
If  you’ll  meet  me  in’t , Tie  fend  for’t  •, 

And  coufin  you  fhall  fee  me  with  much  comfort. 

For  it  is  both  a new  one,  and  a right  one, 

It  did  not  come  collateral.  (finefs. 

Gonz..  Adieu  good  coufin  •,  at  this  prefent  I have  fome  bu- 
Mon.  Farewel,  excellent  coufin. 


ASliis  Tertius.  Seen  a frtma, 

'Ente-f  Gonzalo,  and  Fernando. 


Gonz.. Andy,  I fay,  is  loft  already. 

Fern.  Yes, 

If  to  be  conqueror  be  to  be  loft.  ( them. 

Gonz..  You  have  it  *,  one  days  conqueft  hath  undone 
And  fold  them  to  their  vaflalage  ; for  what 


Have  1 elfe  toyl’d  my  brains,  profufely  emptied 
My  moneys,  but  to  make  them  flaves  to  Fenke, 

That  fo  in  cafe  the  fword  did  lofe  his  edge. 

Then  art  might  fharpen  hers? 

Fcr.  (fonz.alo  how? 

Gonz..  Fernando  thus : you  fee  how  through  this  Land, 
Both  of  the  beftand  bafeft  I am  honour’d  *, 

I only  gave  the  State  of  Fcnke  notice. 

When,  where,  and  how  to  land,  or  you  had  found 
A better  entertainment : I was  he 
Encourag’d  young  Antinoits  to  affront 
The  Devil  his  Father ; for  the  Devil  I think 
Dares  not  do  more  in  battel. 

Fer.  But  why  did  ye? 

I find  no  fuch  great  policie  in  that. 

Gonz..  Indeed  Fernando,  thou  canft  fight,  not  plot : 
Had  they  continu’d  one,  they  two  alone 
Were  of  fufficient  courage  and  performance 
To  beat  an  Annie. 

Fer.  Now  by  all  my  hopes,  ^ 

I rather  fhall  admire,  than  envy  vertue. 

Gonz..  Why  then  by  all  your  hopes  you’l  rather  have 
Your  Brains  knockt  out,  than  learn  how  to  be  wife ; 

You  States  man  ? Well  Sir,  I did  more  than  this. 

When  Cajfdane  crav’d  from  the  common  treafure 
Pay  for  his  Souldiers,  I ftrook  home,  and  lent  him 
An  hundred  thoufand  Duckets. 

Fer.  Marry  Sir, 

The  policy  was  little,  the  love 
And  honefty  leaft  of  all.  , ® 

Gonz..  How  fay  ye  by  that  ? 

Go  fight,  1 fay  goe  fight.  Tie  talk  no  more  with  you, 

You  are  infenlible. 

Fer.  Well,  I fhall  obferveyc. 

Gonz..  Why  look  you  Sir,  by  this  means  have  I got 
The  greateft  part  of  C.ijftlanes  eftate 
Into  my  hands,  which  he  can  ne’re  redeem, 

But  muft  of  force  fink ; do  you  conceive  me  now  ? 

Fer.  So  : 

But  why  have  you  importuned  the  Senate, 

'or  me  to  fojourn  with  them  ? 

Gonz..  There’s  the  quintelfcncc, 

The  foul,  and  grand  elixir  of  my  wit : 

'or  he  ( according  to  his  noble  nature  ) 

Will  not  be  known  to  want,  though  he  do  want. 

And  will  be  bankrupted  fo  much  the  fooner. 

And  made  the  fubjert  of  our  fcorn  and  laughter. 

Fern.  Here’s  a perfeft  plotted  ftratagem. 

Gonz..  W’hy  ? could  you 
Imagine,  that  I did  not  hate  in  heart 
My  Countryes  enemies?  yes,  yes,  Fernando, 

And  I will  be  the  man  that  fhall  undoe  them. 

Fern.  Ye  are  in  a ready  way. 

Gonz..  I was  never  out  on’t. 

Enter  GafperC. 

Cjonz..  Peace, 

Here  comes  a wife  Coxcombe,  a tame  Coward. 

Now  worthy  Gafpero,  what. 

You  come  (I  know)  to  be  my  Lord  Fernanda's 
Conduder  to  old  Cajfilane  ? 

Gaf.  To  wait  upon  him. 

Gonz..  And  my  Lords  the  Senators  fent  you .? 

Gafp.  My  noble  Lord  they  did.  ' 

Gonz..  My  Lord  Fernando, 

This  Gentleman,  ( as  humble  as  you  fee  him  ) 

Is  even  this  Kingdoms  treafure  , In  a word, 

’Tis  his  chief  glory  that  he  is  not  wifer 
Than  honeft,  nor  more  honeft  than  approv’d 
In  truth  and  faith. 

Ca^p.  My  Lord. 

Gonz..  You  may  be  bold 
To  truft  him  with  your  bofom,  he’l  not  deceive 
If  you  relie  upon  him  once. 

Fern. 
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Erot,  Your  name  is  Gafpero^  . 

Gafp.  Yourfervant. 

(jonz^  Go  commend  me 
(Right  honcfl;  Gafpero)  commend  me  heartily ' 

To  noble  CajfiUney  tell  him  my  love 
Is  vow’d  to  him. 

Gafp.  I lhall. 

Gonz,.  I know  you  will. 

My  Lord  I cannot  long  be  abfent  from  you. 

Per.  Sir,  you  are  now  my  guide.  . '[Exit. 

Gonz..  Thus  my  defigns 
Run  uncontroul’d  •,  yet  Venice  though  I be 
Intelligencer  to  thee,  in  my  brain 
Are  other  large  Projeds:  for  if  proud  Erota 
Bend  to  my  lure,  1 will  be  Candfs  King, 

And  Duke  of  njww  too.  Ha?  Venice  too} 

0 ’twas  prettily  Ihov’d  in : why  not Erota 
May  in  her  love  feal  all  fure : if  Ihe  fwallow 
The  bait,  I am  Lord  of  both  ; if  not,  yet  Candy 
. Delpight  of  all  her  power  lhall  be  ruin’d. 

Enter  CalTilane,  Arcanes,  and  Annophel. 

Caf.  Urge  me  no  farther  Annophel. 

1 Anno.  My  Lord. 

; Gi/  Thy  fathers  poverty  has  made  thee  happy  ^ 

For  though  ’tis  true,  this  folitary  life  ‘ 

Sutes  not  with  youth  and  beautie,  O my  child,  ’ 

Yet  ’tis  the  fweetefl;  Guardian  toproted 
Chafl:  names  from  Courtafperfions;  there  a Lady 
'Tender  and  delicate  in  years  and  graces, 
i That  doats  upon  the  charms  of  eafe  and  pleafure, 

Is  Ihip-wrackt  on  the  Ihore  ^ for  ’tis  much  fafer 
To  trullthe  Ocean  in  a leaking  Ihip, 

Than  follow  greatnefs  in  the  wanton  rites 
Of  luxurie  and  floth. 

Anno.  My  wilhes  Sir, 

Have  never  foar’d  a higher  flight,  than  truly 
To  find  occafion  wherein  I might  witnefs 
My  duty  and  obedience. 

Caf  ’Tis  well  faid , 

;Canlt  thou  forbear  to  laugh  Arcanes} 
tArc.  Why  Sir  ? 

Caf  To  look  upon  my  beggerie,to  look  upon 
My  patience  in  my  beggerie ; Tell  me. 

Does  it  (hew  handfom.?  bravely  .^ 

Handfom  ? thou  wilt  flatter  me. 

And  fwear  that  I am  miferable. 

Arc.  Nothing 

More  glorifies  the  noble,  and  the  valiant. 

Than  to  defpife  contempt ; if  you  continue 
But  to  enjoy  your  felf,  you  in  your  felf 
Enjoy  all  ftore  befides. 

Caf  An  excellent  change  : 

I that  forae  feven  Apprentice-lhips  Commanded 

A hundred  Minilters,  that  waited  on 

My  nod,  andfometimes  twentythoufandfouldiers. 

Am  now  retir’d,  attended  in  my  age 
By  one  poor  maid,  follow’d  by  one  old  man. 

Arc.  Sir,  you  are  lower  in  your  own  repute 
Than  you  have  reafon  for. 

Caf  The  Tinman  Captains, 

I mean  the  belt , fuch  as  with  their  blouds 
Purchas’d  their  Countreys  peace, the  Empires  glorie, 

Were  glad  at  lafl:  to  get  them  to  fome  Farmes, 

Off  from  the  clamours  of  the  ingratefull  great  ones, 

And  the  unfteady  multitude,  to  live 
As  I do  now,  and  ’twas  their  bleffing  too. 

Let  it  be  ours  c^rcanes. 

Arc.  I cannot  but 
Applaud  your  fcorn  of  injuries. 

Caf.  Of  injuries? 

Arcanes,  Annophel,  lend  both  your  hands. 

So,  what  fay  ye  now  ? 

Arc.  Why  now  my  Lord 


Caf.  I fwear  , . 

By  all  my  pall  profperities ; thus  Handing 
Between  you  two,  I think  my  felf  as  great, 

As  mighty,  as  if  in  the  Capitol 
I Hood  amidft  the  Senators,  with  all 
The  Cretan  fubjeds  proftrate  at  my  feet 
Ann.  Sir,  you  are  here  more  fafe. 

Caf.  And  more  beloved : . . 

Why  look  ye  Sirs,  I can  forget  the  weaknels 
Of  the  traduced  Souldiers,  the  negled; 

Of  the  fair-fpoken  Senate,  the  impietie 
Of  him,  the  villain,  whom  (to  my  dilhonour) 

The  World  mifcalls  my  fon. 

But  by  the  

^rc.Sir, remember  that  you  promis’d  no  occalloii 
Should  move  your  patience.  I 

Caf  Thou  do’fl:  chide  me  friendly,  / 

He  fhall  not  have  the  honour  to  be  thought  upon 
Amonglt  us. 

Enter  a Servant. 

Now  ? the  news  ? 

Serv.  The  Secrctarie, 

With  the  Venetian  prifoner,  defire 
Admittance  to  your  Lordfhip. 

Caf.  How  ? to  me  ? 

What  myfterie  is  this?  Arcanes  can  they, 

Thinklt  thou , mean  any  good  ? 

Arc.  My  Lord,  they  dare  not 
Intend  ought  elfe  but  good. 

Caf  ’Tis  true,  they  dare  not  ^ 

Arcanes  welcom  them : Come  hither  Annophel, 
Stand  clofe  to  me,  we’l  change  our  affability 
Into  a form  of  State : and  they  lhall  know 
Our  heart  is  Hill  our  own. 

Enter  Arcanes,  Fernando,  and  Galpero* 

aArc.  My  Lord 

Cafp.  Arcanes, 

I know  them  both;  Fernando,  as  you  are 
A man  of  greatnefs,  I Ihould  under-value 
The  right  my  fvvord  hath  fought  for,  to  obfervd 
Low- fawning  complements,  but'asyouare 
A Captive  and  a ftranger,  I can  love  you, 
Andmuftbekind.  You  are  welcom. 

Fern.  ’Tis  the  all 
Of  my  ambition. 

Gaf  And  for  proof  how  much 
He  truly  honours  your  heroick  vertues. 

The  Senate  on  his  importunity. 

Commend  him  to  your  Lordlhips  guard. 

Caf  For  what? 

Gaf.  During  the  time  ofhis  abode  in  Candy, 

To  be  your  houfliold  gueft. 

Per.  Wherein  my  Lord, 

You  fliail  more  make  me  debtor  to  your  noblenels,^' 
Than  if  you  had  return’d  me  without  ranfom. 

Caff.  Are  you  in  earneft  Sir  ? 

Fern.  My  fute  to  the  Senate 
Shall  bell:  refolve  you  that. 

Caff.  Come  hither  Secretarie, 

Look  that  this  be  no  trick  now  put  upon  me ; 

For  if  it  be Sirrah — ■ 

(faf.  As  I have  troth 
(My  Lord)  it  only  is  a favour  grahteef^ 

Upon  Fernanda's  motion,  from  himlelf; 

Your  Lordlhip  muff;  conceive,  I’de  not  partake 
Ought, but  what  (hould  concern  your  honour:,  Who 
Has  been  the  prop,  our  Countries  lhield,and  fafety, 
But  the  renowned  Caffilane  } 

Caff.  Applaufe? 

Is  Gafpero — puff — nothing — v/hy, young  Lord, 
Would  youTo  much  be  fequefter’d  from  thofe 
That  are  the  blazing  Comets  of  the  time, 
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ZTfe.  Lawupf  Candy, 


Toliveafolitary  lifewithme?  . 

Amanforfaken?  aUmyhofpitality 

Is  now  contraded  to  a few ; thefe  two,  ^ 

The  tcmpefc  wearied  Souldier,  and  this  Virgin  •, 

We  cannot  feaft  your  eyes  with  Mafques  and  Reyels, 

Or  Courtly  Anticks  the  fad  Sports  we  riot  in,  . 

Are  tales  of  f^oughten  fields,  of  Martial  fears, 

And  things  done  long  ago,  when  men  of  courage 
Were  held  the  belt,  not  thofe  well-fpoken  Youths, 

Who  only  carry  Conqueft  in  their  tongues : 

Now  ftories  of  this  nature  are  unfeafonable 
To  entertain  a great  Duke’s  Son  with. 

Fer.  Herein  , • r 

Shall  my  Captivity  be  made  my  happinels, 

Since  what  I lofe  in  freedom,  1 regain 
(With  int’refi:)'  by  converfing  with  a Souldier, 

So  matchldfs  for  experience,  as  great  CajfiUtie  : 

’Pray  Sir,  admit  me. 

Caf.  If  you  come  to  mock  me, 

I (hall  be  angry. 

Fer.  By  the  love  I bear 
Togoodnels,  my  intents  are  honourable. 

Caf.  Then  m a word,  my  Lord,  your  vifitations 
Shall  find  aid  due  refped:  but  I am  now 

Grown  old,  and  have  forgot  to  be  an  Holt  i 

Come  when  you  pleafe,  you  are  welcome. 

Fer.  Sir,  1 thank  you. 

Ann.  Good  Sir,  be  not  too  urgent  •,  for  my  Father 
Will  foon  be  mov’d ; yet,  in  a noble  way 
Of  courtefie,  he  is  as  eafily  conquer’d. 

Fer.  Lady,  your  words  are  like  your  beauty,  powerful-, 
I (hall  not  ftrive  more  how  to  do  him  fervicc, 

Than  how  to  be  your  fervant. 

Caf.  She’s  my  Daughter, 

And  does  command  this  Houfe. 

Fer.  So  I conceive  her. 

Caf  Do  you  hear? 

Gaf  My  honour’d  Lord. 

C'lf  Commend  me  to  them  : 

Tell  ’em  I thank  them. 

Gaf  Whom,  my  Lord  ? 

Caf  The  Senate-, 

Why,  how  come  you  fo  dull  ? O they  are  gracious. 

And  infinitely  graceful Thou  art  eloquent. 


Speak  modeftly  in  mentioning  my  fervices  ^ 

And  if  ought  fall  out  in  the  By,  that  mull 
Of  meer  necelfity  touch  any  aift 
Of  my  deferving  praifes,  blufii  when  you  talk  on’t. 
Twill  make  them  blufh  to  hear  on’t. 

Gaf  Why,  ray  Lord 


Caf  Nay,  nay,  you  are  too  wife  now-,  good,  obferve  me. 
I do  not  rail  againll  the  hopeful  Springall, 

That  builds  up  Monuments  in  Brafs  -,  rears  Trophies 
With  Mottoes  and  inferiptions,  quaint  devices 
Of  Poetry  and  FiiTion  -,  let’s  be  quiet. 

Arc.  You  mull  not  crofs  him. 

Gaf.  Not  for  Wealth. 

Fer.  You  fhall  for  ever  make  me  yours. 

Ann.  ’T were  pity  to  double  your  Captivity. 

Arc.  Who’s  here,  Dccins  ? 


Enter  Decius. 


Caf  Ha ! Decius  ? who  nam’d  Decius  ? 

Dec.  My  duty  to  your  Lordfliip,  I am  bold, 
Pfefumingon  your  noble,  and  known  goodnefs 
To 


Caf  What? 

Dec.  Prefent  you  witl]  this — 
Caf.  Letter  ? 

Dec.  Yes,  my  honour’d  Lord. 
Caf.  From  whom  ? 

Dec.  ’Pleafe  you  perufe 


The  infide,  and  you  fhall  find  a name  fubferib’d, 
Infuch  humility,  in fuch obedience. 


That  you  yourfelf  will  judge  it  tyranny 
Not  to  receive  it  favourably. 

Caf  Hey-day  ! 

Good  words  my  Mailers : this  is  Court-infedion, 
And  none  but  Cowards  ply  them : tell  me,  Decius^ 
Without  more  circumfiance , who  is  the  Sender  ? 
Dec.  Your  moft  griev’d  Son,  dAntinons. 

Caf.  On  my  life 

A Challenge;  fpeak,  asthou  art  worthy,  fpeak; 
ril  anfwer’t. 

Dec.  Honour’d  Sir. 

Caf  No  honour’d  Sirs- 
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Fool  your  young  Idol  with  fuch  pompous  Attributes. 
Say  briefly,  what  contains  it  ? 

Dec.  ’Tisalowly 
Petition  for  your  favour. 
faf  Ralh  young  man. 

But  that  thou  art  under  my  own  roof,  and  know’ll 
I dare  not  any  way  infringe  the  Laws 
OfHofpitality,  thou  fhould’ft  repent 
Thy  bold  and  rude  intrufion.  But  prefume  not 
Again  to  fhew'  thy  Letter,  for  thy  life  ; 

Decius,  not  for  thy  life. 

Arc.  Nay  then,  (my  Lord) 

I can  with  hold  no  longer  you  are  too  rough. 

And  wrefUe  againfl  nature  with  a violence 
More  than  becomes  a Father ; wherein  would  ye 
Come  nearer  to  the  likenefsof  God, 

Than  in  your  being  entreated  ? Let  not  thirft 
Of  Honour,  make  you  quite  forget  you  are 
A Man,  and  what  makes  perfedt  manhoods,  comforts 
A Father. 

Ann.  If  ^memory  remain 
Of  my  departed  Mother  ^ if  the  purity 
Of  her  unblemilh’d  faith  deferve  to  live 
In  your  remembrance,  let  me  yet  by  thefe 
Awake  your  love  to  my  uncomforted  Brother. 

?er.  I am  a Stranger,  but  fo  much  I tender 
Your  Sons  defertfiil  V'ertues,  that  I vow 
His  Sword  ne*r  conquer’d  me  fo  abfolutely. 

As  fhall  your  courtelic,  if  youvouchfafe 
At  all  our  inftanccs,  to  new  receive  him 
Into  your  wonted  favour. 

Gaf  Sir,  you  cannot 
Require  more  low  fubmiffion. 

Ann.  Ami  not 

Grown  vile  yet  in  your  eyes?  then  by  the  name 
Of  Father,  let  me  once  more  fue  for  him, 

Who  is  the  only  now  remaining  Branch 

With  me,  of  that  mofl  ancient  root,  whole  Body 

You  are,  dear  Sir. 

Caf.  ’Tiswell,  anhoftof  furies 
Could  not  have  baited  me  more  torturingly. 

More  rudely,  or  more  mofl  unnaturally. 

Decius,  I fay,  let  me  no  more  hear  from  him  -, 

For  this  time  go  thou  hence,  and  know  from  me 
Thou  art  beholding  to  me  that  I have  not 
Kill’d  thee  already,  look  to’t  next,  look  to’t. 

Arcanes  fie,  fie  Annophel. 

Arc.  He’s  gone; 

Chaf’d  beyond  fufferance;  we  mull  follow  him. 

Dec.  Lady,  this  Letter  is  to  you. 

Ann.  Come  with  me. 

For  we  muflfpeak  in  private-,  ’pleafe  you.  Sir, 

To  fee  what  entertainment  our  fad  houfe 
Can  yield  ? 

Fer.  1 fhall  attend  you,  Lady. 

Gaf  How  do  you  like 
To  fojourn  here,  my  Lord  ? 

Fer.  More  than  to  feafl 
With  all  the  Princes  of  the  Earth  befides ; 

Cjonz.alo  told  me  that  thou  wert  honeft. 

Cjaf  Yes  Sir, 

And  you  fhall  find  it. 


lExit. 
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Fer.  Shall  I? 

^af  All  my  follies 
Be  elfe  recoided  to  my  fhame. 

Fer.  Enough, 

My  heart  is  here  for  ever  lodg’d. 

^af.  The  Lady 

Fer.  Theplace  admits  no  timeto  utter  all. 

But  Gafpero  if  thou  wilt  prove  my  friend, 

ril  fay  thou  art 

Gaf.  Your  Servant-,  I conceive  ye, 

We’ll  chufe  fome  fitter  leifure. 

Fer.  Never  man 

Was  (in  a moment)  or  more  blefs’d  or  wretched.  {_ExeHm. 

Enter  Hyparcha  (placing  two  Chairs ) Antinous, 
and  Efota. 

Er.  Leave  US, 

Hyp.  I (hall.  L^^it. 

Er.  (.yFntinoas^  fit  down. 
jint.  Madam. 

Er.  I fay  fit  down,  I do  command  you  fit  -, 

For  look  what  honour  thou  doft  gain  by  me, 

I cannot  lofe  it : happy  Antinous 
The  graces  and  the  higher  Deities 
Smil’d  at  thy  Birth,  and  ftill  continue  it 
Then  think  that  I (who  fcorn  lefier  examples ) 

Mult  do  the  like:  fuch  as  do  tafte  my  power, 

And  talk  of  it  with  fear  and  reverence, 

Shall  do  the  fame  unto  the  man  I favour. 

I tell  thee  Youth,  thou  hall  a conqueft  won, 

Since  thou  cam’ft  home,  greater  than  that  lafl. 

Which  dignified  thy  Fame , greater  than  if 
Thoufliould’ftgo  out  again,  and  conquer  farther  ^ 

For  I am  notalhamed  to  acknowledge 
My  felf  fubdued  by  thee. 

Ant.  Great  Lady 

Er.  Sit  ftill,  I will  not  hear  thee  elfe ; now  fpeak, 

And  fpeak  like  my  AntmouSy  like  my  Souldier, 

Whom  Cupidy  and  not  zJ^lars  hath  lent  to  Battel. 

Ant.  I muft  (I  fee)  be  filent. 

Er.  Sothoumaift-, 

There’s  greater  acftion  in  it  than  in  clamour, 

A look  (if  it  be  gracious)  will  begin  the  War, 

A word  conclude  it  -,  then  prove  no  Coward, 

Since  thou  haft  fuch  a friendly  enemy. 

That  teaches  thee  to  conquer. 

Ant.  You  do  amaze  me.  Madam, 

I have  no  skill,  nopradice  in  this  War, 

And  whether  you  be  ferious,  or  pleafe 
To  make  your  fport  on  a dejefted  man, 

I cannot  rightly  guefs  -,  but  be  it  as  it  will. 

It  is  a like  unhappinefs  to  me ; 

My  difcontents bear thofe  conditions  in  them, 

And  lay  me  out  fo  wretched,  nodefigns 
(However  truly  promifing  a good) 

Can  make  me  relilh  ought  but  a fweet-bittcr 
Voluntary  Exile. 

Sr.  Why  an  Exile? 

What  comfort  can  there  be  in  thofe  Companions 
Which  fad  thoughts  bring  along  with  ? 

Enter  Hyparcha. 

Hyp.  Madam.  \_Muficl^ 

Er.  Whence  comes  this  well  tun’d  found  ? 

Hyp.  I know  not.  Madam. 

Er.  Liften  Wench  \ 

Whatever  friendly  hands  they  are  that  lend  it,  {Song. 
Let  ’em  play  on ; they  are  Mafters  of  their  faculty ; 

Doth  it  pleafe  you.  Sir  ? 

Ant.  According  to  the  time. 

Er.  Go  to ’em.  Wench, 

And  tell  ’em,  we  lhall  thank  ’em  -,  for  they  have  kept 
As  good  time  to  our  difpofition,  as  to  their  inftruments ; 
llnlefs  Antinous  fliallfay  he  loves. 


There  never  can  be  fweeter  accents  utter’d. 

Enter  Philander. 

Fhi.  Let  then  the  heart  that  did  employ  thofe  hands. 
Receive  Ibme  fmall  lhare  of  your  thanks  with  them, 

’Tis  happinefs  enough  that  you  did  like  it  • 

A fortune  unto  me,  that  Iftiould  fend  it  ’ 

In  fuch  a lucky  minute^  but  to  obtain 
So  gracious  welcome  did  exceed  my  hopes. 

Er.  Good  Prince,  I thank  youfor’t. 

%i.  O Madam,  pour  not  (too  fall)  joys  on  me, 
Butfprinkle  ’emfo  gently  I may  ftand  ’em; 

It  is  enough  at  firft,  you  have  laid  afide 
Thofe  cruel  angry  looks  out  of  your  eyes, 

With  which  (as  with  your  lovely)  you  did  ftrike 
All  your  Beholders  in  an  Ecftafie. 

Er.  Thilandery  you  have  long  profeft  to  love  me. 

Phi.  Have  I but  profeft  it,  Madam  ? 

Er.  Nay,  but  hear  me  ? 

Phi.  More  attentively  than  to  an  Oracle. 

Er.  And  I wjll  fpeak  more  truly,  if  more  can  be  % 

Nor  lhall  my  language  be  wrapt  up  in  Riddles, 

But  plain  as  truth  it  felf ; 1 love  this  Gentleman, 

Whofe  grief  has  made  him  lb  uncapable 
Of  Love,  he  will  not  hear,  at  leaft  not  underftand  it. 

I,  that  have  lookt  with  fcornful  eyes  on  thee. 

And  other  Princes,  mighty  in  their  ftates. 

And  in  their  friends  as  fortunate,  have  now  pray’d. 

In  a petitionary  kind  almoft. 

This  man,  this  well  deferving  man,  (that I muft  fay 
To  look  upon  this  beauty,  yet  you  lee  '' 

He  calls  hiseyes  rather  upon  the  ground, 

Than  he  will  turn  ’em  this  way  ^ '■Philander y 
You  look  pale  ^ I’ll  talk  no  more. 

Phi.  Pray  go  forward I would  be  your  Martyr, 

To  dye  thus,  were  immortally  to  live. 

Er.  Will  you  go  to  him  then,  and  fpeak  for  me  ? 

You  have  loved  longer,  but  not  ferventer. 

Know  how  to  fpeak,  for  you  have  done  it  like 
An  Orator,  even  for  your  felf-,  then  how  will  you  for  me 
Whom  you  profefs  to  love  above  yourlelf. 

Phi.  The  Curfes  of  DilTemblers  follow  me 
Unto  my  Grave,  and  if  I do  not  fo. 

Er.  You  may  (as  all  men  do)  fpeak  boldlier,  better 
In  their  friends  caufe  ftill,  than  in  your  own  -, 

But  fpeak  your  utmoft,  yet  you  cannot  feign, 

I will  ftand  by,  and  blufli  to  witnefs  it. 

Tell  him,  fince  ! beheld  him,  I have  loft 
The  happinefs  of  this  life,  food,  and  reft ; 

A quiet  bofome,  and  the  ftate  I went  with. 

Tell  him  how  he  has  humbled  the  proud. 

And  madetheiivingbut  a dead  Erota. 

Tell  him  withal,  that  !hc  is  better  pleas’d 
With  thinking  on  him,  than  enjoying  thele. 

Tell  him ThUandcry  Prince  -,  I talk  in  vain 

To  you,  you  do  not  mark  me. 

Phi.  Indeed  I do. 

Sr.  But  thou  doft  look  fo  pale. 

As  thou  wilt  fpoil  the  ftory  in  relating. 

Phi.  Not,  if  1 can  but  live  to  tell  it. 

Er.  It  may  be  you  have  not  the  heart. 

Phi.  1 have  a will  I am  fure  how  e’r  my  heart 
May  play  the  Coward,  but  if  you  pleafe.  I’ll  try. 

Er.  If  akifs  will  ftrengthen  thee,  I give  you  leave 
To  challenge  it,  nay,  Iwillgiveit  you. 

Phi.  O that  a man  fhould  tafte  fuch  heavenly  blils. 

And  be  enjoyn’d  to  beg  it  for  another  1 
Er.  Alas,  it  is  a mifery  I grieve 
To  put  you  to,  and  I willfuffer  rather 
In  his  tyranny,  than  thou  in  mine. 

Phi.  Nay  Madam,  fince  I cannot  have  your  love, 

I will  endeavour  todeferve  your  pity ; 

For  I had  rather  have  within  the  grave 
Your  love,  than  you  fliould  want  it  upon  earth; 

But 


^o8  The  Laipsof  C^ndy.  ^ 

But  how  can  I hope,  with  a feeble  tongue 

To  infl:ru(fl;  him  in  the  rudiments  of  love, 

When  your  moil  powerful  Beauty  cannot  work  it  ? 

Ey.  Do  what  thou  wilt  (Thtknder')  therequefl: 

! Is  (b  urireafonable,  that  1 quit  thee  of  it. 
j I defire  now  no  more  but  the  true  patience. 

And  fortitude  of  Lovers,  with  thqfe  helps 

Of  fighs  and  tears,  which  I think  is  all  the  Phyfick 

Fhi.  O if  he  did  but  hear  you  ’twere  enough  ^ 

And  I will  ’wake  him  from  his  Apoplexie. 

(•yintinoHS. 

Ant.  My  Lord  ? 

Thi.  Nay,  ’pray. 

No  courtefie  to  me,  you  are  my  Lord, 

(Indeed  you  are)  for  you  command  her  heart 

That  commands  mine ; nor  can  you  want  to  know  it. 

For  look  you,  file  that  told  it  you  in  words. 

Explains  it  now  more  pafiionately  in  tears ; 

Either  thou  haft  no  heart,  or  a marble  one. 

If  thofe  drops  cannot  melt  it ; prithee  look  up 

And  fee  how  forrow  fits  within  her  eyes. 

And  love  the  grief  fire  goes  with  (if  not  her) 

Of  which  thou  art  the  Parent ; and  never  yet 

Was  there  (by  Nature)  that  thing  made  fo  ftony 

But  it  would  love  what  ever  it  begot. 

Am.  He  that  begot  me  did  beget  thcfe  cares 

Which  are  good  ifiues,  though  happily  by  him 

Efteemed  Monfters ; Nay,  the  ill-judging  World 

Is  likely  enough  to  give  them  thofe  Characters. 

Fhi.  What’s  this  to  love,  and  to  the  Lady?  he’s  old, 
Wrathful,  perverfe,  felf-will’d,  and  full  of  anger. 

Which  are  his  faults ; but  let  them  not  be  thine*. 

He  thrufts  you  from  his  love,  fhe  pulls  thee  on  \ 

Me  doubts  yourVertues,  (he  doth  double  them; 

O either  ufe  thine  own  eyes,  or  take  mine, 

And  with  them  my  heart,  then  thou  wilt  love  her, 

Nay,  dote  upon  her  more  than  on  thy  duty, 

And  men  will  prai(e  thee  equally  for  it , 

Neglecting  her,  condemn  thee  as  a man 

Unworthy  fuch  a fortune : O Ammoiis., 

’Tis  not  the  friendfiiip  that  1 bear  to  thee. 

But  her  command,  that  makes  me  utter  this^ 

And  when  I have  prevail’d,  let  her  but  fay, 

Thilander,  you  muft  dye  or  this  is  nothing, 

It  fiiall  be  done  together  with  a breath, 

With  the  fame  w'illingntfs  I live  to  fei  ve  her. 

Er.  No  more,  ^Fhilnndcr. 

Fhi.  All  I have  done,  is  little  yet  to  purpofe. 

But  ere  I leave  him  I will  perceive  him  blufh  *, 

And  make  him  feel  the  palfions  that  I do. 

And  every  true  Lover  will  affift  me  in’t. 

And  lend  me  their  fad  fighs  to  blow  it  home. 

For  Q{pid  wants  a Dart  to  wound  this  bofome. 

Er.  No  more,  no  more,  FhiUnder.,\  can  endure  no  more. 
Pray  let  him  go  *,  go  good  Antinons^  make  peace 

With  your  own  mind,  no  matter  though  I perilh.  E.x. 

For  I can  call  you  Coxcomb,  Afs,  and  Puppy. 

Moch.  You  do  doe  it,  I thank  you. 

That  you’ll  lofe  a Fortune, 

Which  a Cobler  better  deferves  than  thou  doft. 

Moch.  Do  not  provoke  my  magnanimity. 

For  when  I am  incens’d  I am  infenlible , 

Go  tell  thy  Lady,  that  hath  fent  me  word 

She  will  difeard  me, that  1 difeard  her, 

And  throw  a fcorn  upon  her,  which  I would  not, 

But  that  (he  does  me  wrong. 

^’wffrErota,  and  Antinous. 

Erot.  Do  you  not  glory  in  your  Conquelt  more, 

T 0 take  fome  great  man  Prifoner,  than  to  kill  him  ? i 

And  (hall  a Lady  find  lefs  mercy  from  you. 

That  yields  her  felf  your  Captive,  and  for  her  Ranfbme, 
Will  give  the  Jewel  of  her  life,  her  heart. 

Which  (he  hath  lockt  from  all  men  but  thy  felf? 

Forfliame  {Antinons)  throw  this  dnlnels  ofT^ 

Art  thou  a man  no  where  but  in  the  field  ? 

Hyp.  He  muft  hear  Drums,  and  Trumpets  ere  he  fleeps, 
And  at  this  inftant  dreams  he’s  in  his  Armour ; 

Thefe  iron-hearted  Souldiers  arc  fo  cold, 

Till  they  be  beaten  to  a Womans  Arms, 

And  then  they  love  ’em  better  than  their  own ; 

No  Fort  can  hold  them  out. 

Ant.  What  pity  it  is  (Madam)  that  your  felf. 

Who  are  all  Excellence,  fiiould  become  fo  wretched. 

To  think  on  fuch  a Wretch  as  Grief  hath  made  me ! ! 

Seldome  defpairing  men  look  up  to  Heaven, 

Although  it  (till  fpeak  to  ’em  in  its  Glories  ^ 

For  when  fad  thoughts  perplex  the  mind  of  man, 

There  IS  a Plummet  in  the  heart  that  weighs. 

And  pulls  us  (living)  to  the  duft  we  came  from  j 

Did  you  but  fee  the  miferies  you  purfue, 

( As  I the  happinefs  that  I avoid 

That  doubles  my  aiflidtions)  you  would  flye 

Unto  (bme  Wildcrnefs,  or  to  your  Grave, 

And  there  find  better  Comforts  than  in  me. 

For  Love  a nd  Cares  can  never  d well  together.  ; 

Sr.  They  (hould,  ^ 

If  thou  hadft  but  my  Love  and  1 thy  Cares. 

Ant.  What  wild  Bead  in  the  Dcfart  but  would  be 

Taught  by  this  Tongue  to  leave  his  Cruelty, 

Though  all  the  beauties  of  the  face  were  vail’d ! 

But  I am  favager  than  any  Bcaft,  . 

And  (hall  be  fo  till  Decins  docs  arrive. 

Whom  with  fo  much  fubmifiion  1 havefent 

Under  my  hand,  that  if  he  do  not  bring 

His  Benedidtion  back,  he  muft  to  me 

Be  much  more  cruel  than  I to  you. 

Er.  Is’t  but  your  Fathers  pardon  you  defire  ? 

An.  With  his  love, and  then  nothing  next  that,Iike  yours. 

Enter  Dccius. 

Er.  is  come. 

Ant.  0 w’elcome Friend*,  if  I apprehend  not 

Too  much  of  joy,  there’s  comfort  in  thy  looks. 

Er.  There  is  indeed  ^ I prithee  Deciat  fpeak  it.  (ter’d. 

Dec.  How!  prithee  this  Woman’s  ftrangely  al-  ■ 

Ant.  Why  doft  not  fpeak  (good  friend)  and  tell  me  how 
The  reverend  Blefiing  of  my  life  receiv’d 

My  humble  lines*,  wept  he  for  joy  ? 

Dec.  No,  there’s  a Letter  will  inform  you  more  j 

Yet  I can  tell  you  what  I think  will  grieve  you , 

The  Old  Man  is  in  want  and  angry  ftill, 

And  poverty  is  the  Bellows  to  the  Coal 

More  than  diftafte  from  you  as  I imagine. 

Ant.  What’shere?  how’sthis.^  Itcannotbe!  nowfure 
My  griefs  delude  my  fenfes. 

Er.  In  his  looks 

I read  a world  of  Changes  *,  Decius.,  mark 

With  what  a fad  amazement  he  furveys 

The 

ASiiPS  Quartns.  ScenaPrima. 

Enter  Hyparcha,  and  Mochingo. 

Hy^.  T Cannot  help  it. 

1 Movh.  Nor  do  I require  it, 

The  malady  needs  no  Phyfician, 

Help  hofpital  people. 

Hyy).  1 am  glad  to  hear 

You  are  fo  valiant. 

Moch.  Valiant? 

Can  any  man  be  proud  that  is  not  valiant  ? 

Foolifh  Woman,  what  would’ft  thou  fay  ? thou— 

I know  not  what  to  call  thee. 

Hyf.  I can  you, 

The  Lams  of  fandy. 
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The  New’S  \ canft  thou  guefs  what  ’tis  ? 

^ec.  None  good,  1 fear. 

£r.  Ifear  fotoo  •,  and  then^ 

jdnt.  It  is  her  hand. 

Lr.  Are  you  not  well? 

Ant.  Too  well:  if  I v^ere  ouglit 
But  Rock,  this  Letter  would  conclude  my  miferies, 

Perufe  it  (Lady)  and  refolve  me  then, 

In  what  a cafe  I Hand. 

Dec.  Sir,  theworftis, ' 

Your  Fathers  lownefs  and  diltalte. 

A/it.  No,  Deems, 

My  Sifter  writes  Ternmdo  has  made  fuit 

For  love  to  her  •,  and  to  exprefs  fincerely 

His  conftant  truth,  hath  like  a noble  Gentleman, 

Diftovered  plots  of  treachery  ^ contriv’d 

By  falfe  Gonz.do,  not  intending  more 

The  utter  ruins  of  our  houfe,  than  generally 

Qtndies  Confufion. 

Dec.  ’Tis  a generous  part 
Of  young  Fernando. 

Ant.  ’Tis,  and  I could  wilh 
All  thrift  to  his  affections,  Decius. 

You  find  the  film  on’t,^  Madam. 

Fr.  Yes,  Ido. 

Ant.  And  can  you  now  yet  think  a heart  oppreft 
With  fuch  a throng  of  cares,  can  entertain 
An  amorous  thou^t  ? Love  frees  all  toils  but  one, 
Calamity  and  it  can  ill  agree.  » ’ 

I Ft.  Wil’tpleafe  youlpeakmydoom 
I Ant.  Alas,  great  Lady,  ' ' 

j Why  will  you  flatter  thus  a defperate  Man 
That  is  quite  call  away  ? O had  you  not 
I Procor’d  the  Senates  Warrant  to  enforce 
! My  ftay,  I had  not  heard  of  thele  fad  News. 

I What  would  ye  have  me  do  ? 
j £r.  Love  me,  or  kill  me, 

One  word  fhallfentence  either-,  for  as  Truth 
Is  juft,  if  you  refufe  me,  I am  refolute 
Not  to  out-live  my  thraldome. 

Ant.  Gentle  Lady. 

Fr.  Say,  muft  I live,  or  dye  ? • 

Dec.  My  Lord,  how  can  you  ■ - 

Be  fo  inexorable  ? here’s  Occafion 
Of  fuccouring  your  Father  in  his  wants 
Securely  profer’d,  pray  Sir,  entertain  it. 

Fr.  Whatismyfentence? 

Ant.  What  you  pleafe  to  have  it. 

Fr.  As  thou  art  gentle  fpeak  thofe  words  again. 

Ant.  Madam,  you  have  prevail’d  ; yet  give  me  leave >1 
Without  offence,  ere  I refign  the  intereft; 

Your  heart  hath  in  my  heart,  to  prove  your  fecrefie. 

Fr.  t^ntinons,  ’tis  the  greateft  argument 
Of  thy  affections  to  me.  ; 

Ant.  Madam,  thus  then, 

My  Father  ftands  for  certain  fums  engag’d  ! 

To  treacherous  Gonz.alo  -,  and  has  raorgag’d 
The  greateft  part  of  his  eftate  to  him 
If  you  receive  this  Morgage,  and  procure 
Acquittance  from  ^onz.alo  to  my  Father, 

I am  what  you  would  have  me  be. 

£r.  You’ll  love  me  then  > 

Ant.  Provided  (Madam)  that  my  Father  know  not 
I am  an  Agent  for  him. 

Fr.  If  1 fail 

In  this,  I am  unworthy  to  be  lov’d. 

Ant.  Then  (with  your  favour)  thus  I feal  my  truth, 
Today,  and  Decius  witnefs  how  unchangingly 
I lhall  ftill  love  Frota.  3 
Fr.  Thou  haft:  quickned 
A dying  heart,  zyLminous, 

Dec.  This  is  well  ^ , * 

Much  happinefs  to  both,'  : :• 


Fnter  Hyparcha. 

The  Lord  (jonz.alo 
Attends  you.  Madam. 

Fr.  Comes  as  w-e  could  wilh. 

Withdraw  here’s  a Clofet,  where 

You  may  partake  his  errand  ^ let  him  enter. 

Fnter  Gonzalo. 


Ant.  Madam  you  muft  be  wary. 

Fr.  Fear  it  not, 

I will  be  ready  for  him  to  entertain  him 
With  fmiling  Welcome.  Noble  Sir,  you  take 
Advantage  of  the  time  it  had  been  fit 
Some  notice  of  your  prefence  might  have  falhion’d 
A more  prepared  ftate. 

Gonz..  Do  you  mock  me.  Madam? 

£r.  Truftme,  you  wrong  your  judgment,  to  repute 
My  Gratitude  a fault ; 1 have  examin’d 
Your  portly  carriage,  and  will  now  confefs 
It  hath  not  llightly  won  me. 

Gonz..  The  Wind’s  turn’d', 

I thought  ’tvvould  come  to  this  -,  it  pleas’d  us,  Madaiii, 

At  our  laft  interview,  to  mention  Love  j 
Have  you  confider’d  on’t  ? 

Fr.  With  more  than  common 
Content  .•  but  Sir,  if  what  you  fpoke  you  meantj 

(As  1 have  caufe  to  doubt)  then 

Gonz.  What,  (fweet  Lady.?) 

Fr.  Methinks  we  ffiould  lay  by  this  form  of  ftatelinefs  j 
Loves  Courtlhip  is  familiar,  and  for  inftance, 

See  what  a change  it  hath  begot  in  me, 

I could  talk  humoiy  now,  as  Lovers  ufe. 

Gonz.  Andl,  and  I,  we  meet  in  one  felf-centre 
Of  blefl:  Confent. 

Fr.  I hope  my  weakncls,  Sir, 

Shall  not  deierve  negleCt  ^ but  if  it  prove  fo 
I am  not  the  firft  Lady  has  been  ruin’d 
By  being  too  credulous  you  will  fmart  for’t  one  day.’ 

Gonz.  Angel-like  Lady,  let  me  be  held  a Villain, 

If  I love  not  fincerely. 

Fr.  Would  I knew  it. 

(jonz.  Make  proof  by  any  fit  Command. 

Fr.  What , do  you  mean  to  marry  me  ? 

Gonz.  How  ! mean  ? nay  more,  I mean 
To  make  you  Emprefs  of  my  Earthly  Fortunes, 

Regent  of  my  defires,  for  did  you  covet 
To  be  a real  Queen,  I could  advance  you. 

Fr.  Now  I perceive  you  flight  me,  and  would  make  me 
More  Ample  than  my  Sexes  frailty  warrants. 

Gonz.  But  fay  your  mind,  and  you  lhall  be^Queen. 

Fr.  On  thofe  Conditions,  call  me  yours. 

Gonz.  Enough. 

But  are  wefafe? 

Fr.  Alluredly. 

Gonz.  In  fliort, 

i Yet,  Lady,  firft  be  plain -,  would  younotchufe 
i Much  rather  to  prefer  your  own  Sun-riling, 

Than  any’s  elfe  though  ne’r  fo  near  entituled  - 
By  Blood,  or  right  of  Birth  ? 

Fr.  ’Tisaqueftion 
Needs  not  a refolution. 

Gonz.  Good  what  if 
I fet  the  Crown  of  Candy  on  your  head  ? 

Fr.  I were  a Qreen  indeed  then. 

Gonz.  Madam,  know 

There’s  but  a Boy  ’twixtyou  and  it*,  fuppofehirs 
Tranlhap’d  into  an  Angel. 

Fr.  Wile  Gonzalo, 

I cannot  but  admire  thee. 

Gonz,  ’Tis  worth  thinking  on*, 

Befides,  your  Husband  lhall  ^ Duke  of  Venke^ 

Fr.  (jonzalo,  Duke  of  yenke? 

^onz.  You  ate  mine  you  fay  ? ^ 
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Er.  Pifh  : you  but  dally  with  me  ^ and  would  lull  me  ' 
In  a rich  golden  dream. 

Gonx.,  You  are  too  much  diftruflfull  of  my  truth. 

Er.  Then  you  mull;  give  me  leave  to  apprehend 
The  means,  and  manner  how. 

Cjonz..  Why  thus 

Er.  Y'ou  lhall  not, 

We  may  be  over-heard  •,  Affairs  and  counfels 
Of  fuch  high  nature,  are  not  to  be  trufted 
Not  to  the  Air  it  felf,  you  fhall  in  writing, 

Draw  out  the  full  defign  *,  which  if  effeded, 

I am  as  I profefs. 

GonTL.  O I applaud 
Your  ready  care,  and  fecrefie. 

Er.  Gonz.alo , 

There  is  a bar  yet,  ’twixt  our  hopes  and  us. 

And  that  mull  be  remov’d, 

Gonz..  What  is’t  ? 

Er.  Old  Cajfdane. 

qonz..  Ha?  fear  not  him;  I build  upon  his  mines 
Already. 

Er.  I would  find  a fmoother  courfe 
To  fhift  him  off. 

Gonz..  As  how  ? 

Er.  We’l  talk  in  private, 

I have  a ready  plot. 

Gonz..  I fhall  adore  you.  C Exetwt. 

Enter  Fernando,  aod  Annophel. 

Fer.  Madam,  although  I hate  unnoble  pradices, 

And  therefore  have  perform’d  no  more  than  what 
I ought,  for  honours  fafety : yet  Annophel, 

Thy  love  hath  been  the  fpur,  to  urge  me  forward 
For  fpeedier  diligence. 

A:nno.  Sir  your  own  fame 
And  memory  will  befl  reward  themfelves.  , 

Fer.  All  gain  is  lofs  (fweet  beauty)  ifimifs 
My  comforts  here  ; The  Brother  and  the  Sifter 
Have  double  conquer’d  me, but  thou  maift  triumph. 

Anno.  Good  Sir,  I have  a Father. 

Fern.  Yes,  a brave  one-, 

Could’ft  thou  obfcure  thy  beauty,  yet  the  happinefs 
Of  being  but  his  Daughter,  were  a dower 
Fitfor  a Prince:  what  fay  ye? 

Anno.  You  have  defcrv’d 
As  much  as  1 fhould  grant. 

Fer.  By  this  fair  hand 
I take  poffeffion. 

Anno.  What  in  words  I dare  not. 

Imagine  in  my  filence. 

Fer,.  Thou  art  all  vertue. 

Enter  Caffilanes,  WArcanes. 

Cnf.  rie  tell  thee  how : Baldwin  the  Emperour, 
Pretending  title,  more  through  tyranny. 

Than  right  of  conqueft,  ordefcent,  ufurp’d 
The  ftile  of  Lord  o’re  all  the  Grecvan  Iflands, 

And  under  colour  of  an  amity 
With  Greet.,  prefer’d  the  Marquefs  Mountferato 
To  be  our  Governor  ^ the  Crctiam  vex’d 
By  the  ambitious  Turks,  in  hope  of  aid 
From  the  Emperour,  receiv’d  for  General, 

This  Mountferato-,  he  (the wars appeafed) 

Plots  with  the  ftate  of  E' mice,  and  takes  money 
Of  them  for  they  paid  well,  he  fteals 
Away  in  fecret  ^ fince  which  time,  that  right 
The  ftate  of  Venice  claims  o’re  Candy,  is 
By  purchafe,  not  inheritance  or  Conqueft  : 

And  hence  grows  all  our  quarrel. 

Arc.  SoanUfuref 

Or  Lumbard-Jew,might  with  fome  bagsoftrafh. 

Buy  half  the  Weftern  world. 

Caf  Mony,  Arcanes, 

Is  now  a God  on  Earth .-  it  cracks  virginities, 


And  turns  a Chriftian , Turk  ^ 

Bribes  juftice,  cut-throats  honour,  does  what  not  f 
Arc.  Not  captives  Candy. 

Caf.  Nor  makes  thee  dilhoncft. 

Nor  me  a Coward Now  Sir,  here  is  homely. 

But  friendly  entertainment. 

Fer.  Sir,  I find  it. 

Arc.  And  like  it,  do  ye  not,? 

Fer.  My  repair  fpeaks  for  me. 

Caf.  Fernando  v/e  were  Ipeaking  off how  this  ? 

Enter  Gonzalo,  and  Gafpero,  with  a Casket. 

Con.  Your  friend,  and  fervant. 

Caf  Creditors,  my  Lord, 

Are  Mafters  and  no  Servants : as  the  world  goes, 

Debters  are  very  flaves  to  thofe  to  whom 
They  have  been  beholding  to  -,  in  which  refpeft, 

I fliould  fear  you  qonzjilo. 

Con.  Me,  my  Lord  ? 

You  owe  me  nothing. 

Caf  What,  nor  love,  nor  mony  ? 

Con.  Yes,  love,  I hope,  not  mony. 

Caf.  All  this  braverie 
Will  fcarcely  make  that  good. 

Gonz..  ’Tis  done  already: 

See  Sir,  your  Mortgage  which  I only  took. 

In  cafe  you  and  your  Ton  had  in  the  wars 
Mifcarried:  I yield  it  up  again : ’tis  yours. 

Caf  Are  ye  fo  confcionable  ? 

Gonz.  ’Tis  your  own. 

Caf  Pifii,pifh,  I’le  not  receive  what  is  not  mine, 

That  were  a dangerous  bufinefs. 

Con.  Sir,  I ampaidfor’t, 

Thefummes  you  borrowed,are  return’d;  The  bonds 
Cancell’d,  and  your  acquittance  formerly  fcal’d  : 

Look  here  Sir,  Gafpero  is  witnefs  to  it. 

GaJ.  My  honoured  Lord,  I am. 

Con.  My  Lord  Fernando, 

Arcanes  and  the  reft,  you  all  fhall  teftifie. 

That  1 acquit  Lord  Cajfdane  forever, 

Of  any  debts  to  me. 

Gaf.  ’Tis  plain  and  ample  : 

Fortune  will  once  again  fmile  on  us  fairly. 

Caf  But  hark  ye,  hark  ye,  if  you  be  in  carneft. 

Whence  comes  this  bounty  ? or  whole  is’t  ? 

Con.  In  fhort, 

The  great  Erota  by  this  Secretary, 

Return’d  me  my  full  due. 

Caf  Erota  ? why 
Should  fhe  do  this.'*’  . 

qon.  You  mnftaskher  thecaufe. 

She  knows  it  beft. 

Caf.  So  ho,  Arcanes,  none 
But  women  pity  us  ? foft- hearted  women  ? 

I am  become  a brave  fellow  now,  Arcanes, 

Am  I not  ? 

Arc.  Why  Sir,  if  the  gracious  Princefs 
Have  took  more  fpecial  notice  of  your  fcrvices. 

And  means  to  be  more  thankfull  than  fome  others, 

It  were  an  injury  to  gratitude, 

Todifefteem  her  favours. 

Anno.  Sir  fhe  ever 

For  your  fake  moft  refpedtively  lov’d  me. 

Caf  The  Senate,  and  the  body  of  this  Kingdom 
Are  herein  (letmefpeak  it  without  arrogance) 

Beholding  to  her : 1 will  thank  her  for  it  •, 

And  if  fhe  have  referv’d  a means  whereby  ' 

I may  repay  this  bounty  with  fome  fcrvice, 

She  fhall  be  then  my  Patronefs : come  Sirs, 

We’l  tafte  a cup  of  wine  together  now.  T 

Con.  Fernando,  I muft  fpcak  Vfith  you  in  fecret.  ' 

Fer.  You  fhall Now  all’s  well. 

Gaf.  There’s  news 
You  muft  be  acquainted  with. 

Com^ 
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Come,  there  is  no  mafter-piece  in  Art,  like  Policie. 

Extant . 

I 
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j A^hs  O^intHS.  Scena  Yrima. 

I 

j Enter  Fernando,  and.  Michael. 

1 

j Eec.  H E Senate  is  inform’d  at  full. 

1 X M%c.  Gonz.ab 
i Dreams  not  of  my  arrival  yet. 

Per.  Nor  thinks 

’Tis  poQible  his  plots  can  be  difcover’d  : 

He  fats  himlelf  with  hopes  of  Crowns,  and  Kingdoms,  .. 

And  laughs  fecurely,,  to  imagine  how 
He  means  to  gull  all  but  himfelf : when  truly. 

None  isfogrofly  gull’d  as  he.  u 

Afich.  There  was  never 
• A more  arch  villain. 

Fer.  Peace,  the  Senate  comes. 

Enter  Pofphicio,'Pof.  Senators^  and  Gafpero,  Attend. 

For.  How  clofely  Treafon  cloaks  it  felf  in  forms 
Of  Civil  honefty  ? ^ V, 

Tof.  And  yet  how  palpably 
Does  heaven  reveal  It  / , Fer.  Gracious  Lords. 

Gaf.  The  EmbafTadour, 

Lord  Paulo  Michael^  Advocate 
To  the  great  Duke  of  Femce. 

For.  You  ace  molt  welcome, 

Your  Mafter  is  a jufl;  and  noble  Prince. 

AfieMy  Lords, he  bad  me  fay,that  you  may.know 
^ How  much  he  fcorns,  and  (as  good  Princes  ought) 

Defies  bafe  indirect,  and  godlefs  treacheries ; 

To  your  more  Sacred  wifdomes  he  refers 
The  punidiment  due  to  the  falfe  gonz.alo. 

Or  elfe  to  fend  him  home  to  enitc. 

Pof.  Herein 

The  Duke  is  royal : Gafpero,  the  Prince 
Of  Cyproi  anfwer’d  he  would  come. 

Gaf.  My  Lords, 

He  will  not  long  be  abfent. 

Enter  Philander,  and  Melitus. 

Porp.  You  Fernando, 

Have  made  the  State  your  debter ; worthy  Prince, 

We  fhall  be  futors  to  you  for  your  prefence. 

In  hearing,  and  determining  of  matters 
Greatly  concern ingC<«W_y. 

Phi.  Fathers,  I am 
A ftranger. 

Pof  Why,  thecaufe,  my  Lord,  concerns 
A ftranger : pleafc  you  feat  your  felf. 

Phi.  How  e’re 

Unfit,  fince  you  will  have  it  fo , my  Lords, 

You  lhall  command  me. 

For.  You  my  Lord  Fernando, 

With  the  Ambafiador,  withdraw  a while. 

Fer.  My  Lords,  we  fhall.  f Fx. 

Pof  Mehtm,  and  the  Secretary, 

Give  notice  to  Gonaalo,  that  the  Senate 
• Requires  his  prefence.  \^Ex.  Gaf  and  Mel* 

Enter  Caflilane,  and  Area. 

Phi.  What  concerns  the  bufinefs? 

'For.  Thus  noble  Prince 

Caf  Let  me  alone,  thou  troubleft  me, 

I will  be  heard. 

Arc.  You  know  not  what  you  do. 

Pof  Forbear ; who’s  he  that  is  fo  rude  ? what’s  he  that 
To  interrupt  our  counfels  > ( dares 

Cnf.  One  that  has  guarded, 

Thofe  Purple  robes  from  Cankers  worfe  than  Moths, 


One  that  hath  kept  your  fleeces  on  your  backs, 

That  would  have  been  fnatch’d  from  you : but  I fee 
’Tis  better  now  to  be  a Dog,  a Spaniel 
In  times  of  Peace,  then  boaft  the  bruiled  fears. 

Purchas’d  with  lofsofbloud  in  noble  wars. 

My  Lords,  I fpeaktoyou. 

For.  Lord  Cajfilane, 

We  know  not  wliat  you  mean. 

Caf  Yes,  you  are  fet 
Upon  a bench  of  juftice ; and  a day 
W ill  corae(hear  this, and  quake  ye  potent  greatjones) 

When  you  your  felves  fhall  Itario  before  a judge. 

Who  in  a pair  of  fcales  will  weigh  your  aftions. 

Without  abatement  of  one  grain  : as  then 
You  would  be  found  full  weight,!  charge  ye  fathers 
Let  me  have  juftice  now. 

Pof  Lord  (fajfiLtne, 

What  ftrange  diltemperature  provokes  diftruft 
Of  our  impartiality  ? be  fure 
We’l  flatter  no  mans  injuries. 

Caf.  ’Tis  well  •, 

You  have  a Law,  Lords,  that  without  remorfe 
Dooms  fuch  as  are  belepred  with  the  curfe 
Of  foul  ingratitude  unto  death. 

For.  We  have. 

Cuf  Then  do  me  juftice. 

Enter  Antinous,  Decius,  Erota,  Hyparcha. 

Dec.  Mad  man,  whither  run’ft  thou? 

Ant.  Peace  Decius,  I am  deaf. 

Hyp.  Will  you  forget 
Your  greatnefs,  and  your  modefty 

Er.  H)parcha\QHV^,  1 will  not  hear.  ' 

Ant.  Lady ; great,  gentle.  Lady. 

Er.  Pi  ethee  young  man  forbear  to  interrupt  me, 

Triumph  not  in  thy  fortunes  *,  I will  fpeak. 

Pof  More  uproars  yet ! who  are  they  that  difturb  us  / 

Caf  The  viper’s  come  ; his  fears  have  drawn  him  hither, 
And  now,  my  Lords,  be  Chornicled  for  ever, 

And  give  me  juftice  againft  this  vile  Monfter, 

This  baftard  of  my  bloud. 

Er.  ’Tis  juftice.  Fathers, 

I fue  for  too : and  though  I might  command  it, 

(Ifyou  remember  Lords,  whofe  child  I was ) 

Yet  I will  humbly  beg  it ; this  old  wretch 
Has  forfeited  his  life  to  me. 

Caf.  Tricks,  tiicks-, 

Complots,  devices,  ’twixt  thefe  pair  of  young-ones. 

To  blunt  the  edge  of  your  well  temper’d  Swords, 

Wherewith  you  ftrike  offenders,  Lords,  but  1 
Am  not  a baby  to  be  fear’d  with  bug  bears, 

’Tis  juftice  I require. 

Er.  And  I. 

Ant.  You  fpeak  too  tenderly ; and  too  much  like  your 
To  mean  a cruelty  ; which  would  make  monftrous  (felf 
Your  Sex ; yet  for  the  loves  fake,  which  you  once 
Pleas’d  to  pretend,  give  my  griev’d  Father  leave 
To  urge  his  own  revenge ; you  havenocaufe 
For  yours : keep  peace  about  ye. 

Caf.  Will  you  hear  me? 

Phil.  Here’s  fome  ftrange  novelty. 

Pof.  Sure  we  are  mock’d. 

Speak  one  at  once  : fay  wherein  hath  your  Son 
Tranfgrefs’d  the  Law  ? 

Caf.  Othegrofsmiftsofdulnefs ! 

Are  you  this  Kingdomes  Oracles,  yet  canoe  | 

So  ignorant?  firlthear,  and  then  confider. 

That  I begot  him,  gave  him  birth  and  life. 

And  education,  were,  I muft  confefs, 

But  duties  of  a Father  : I did  more  •, 

I taught  him  how  to  manage  Arms,  to  dare 
An  Enemv  ; to  court  both  death  and  dangers  *, 

Yet  thefe  were  but  additions  to  compleat 
A well  accomplifh’d  Souldier ; I did  more  yet. 

S f I made 
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I made  him  chief  Commander  in  the  field 
Next  to  ray  Iclf,  and  gave  him  the  full  profped 
Of  honour,  and  preferment ; train’d  him  up 
In  all  perfcflions  of  a Martiallift : 

But  he  unmindful  of  his  gratitude, 

Vou  know  with  what  contempt  of  my  deferts, 

Firft  kick’d  againftraine  honour,  fcorned  all 
My  fervices ; then  got  the  palm  of  glory 
Unto  himfelf : yet  not  content  with  this. 

He  (lallly)  hath  confpir’d  my  death,  and  fought 
Means  to  engage  me  to  this  Lady’s  debt, 

Whofe  bounty  ail  ray  whole  eftate  could  never 
Give  fatisfaflion  to : now  honoured  fathers, 

For  this  caule  only,  if  your  Law  be  law. 

And  you  the  Miniiters  of  juflice  then 
Think  of  this  ftrange  ingratitude  in  him. 

?hil.  Can  this  be  fo  Antinom  ? 

Ant.  ’Tis  all  true, 

Nor  hath  my  much  wrong’d  father  limn’d  my  faults 
In  colours  half  fo  black,  as  in  themfelves. 

My  guilt  hath  dy’d  them  : were  there  mercy  left, 

Yet  mine  own  lhame  would  be  my  Executioner : 

Lords,  I am  guilty.  Er.  Tho\xht\\Q^iA)ittnoi!4y 
Thine  innocence : alas,  my  Lords,  he’s  defperate. 

And  talics  he  knows  not  what;  you  mult  not  credit 
His  lunacy  ^ I can  my  felf  dil'prove 
This  acculation  ; Cajfilane,  be  yet 
More  mercifull  ; I beg  it. 

Caf.  Time,  nor  fate. 

The  world,  or  what  is  in  it,  fliall  not  alter 
My  refolution  : hcHialldye.  Er.  The  Senats 
Prayers , or  weeping  Lovers,  fliall  not  alter 
My  refolution ; thou  ihalt  dye.  Ant.  Why  Madam, 

Are  ye  all  Marble 
Pof.  Leave  your  Hiifts  AntinoHty 
What  plead  you  to  your  Fathers  accufation  ? 

Ant.  Moll  fully  guilty. 

Pef.  You  have  doom’d  your  felf. 

We  cannot  quit  you  now. 

Cdf.  A burthen’d  confcicnce 
Will  never  need  a hang-man ; hadft  thou  dar’d 
To  have  deni’d  it,  then  this  Sword  of  mine 
Should  on  thy  head  have  prov’d  thy  tongue  a lyar. 

£r.  Thy  fword  ? wretched  old  man,  thou  hall  liv’d  too 
To  carry  peace  or  comfort  to  thy  grave  •,  ( long 

Thou  art  a man  condemn’d  ; my  Lords,  this  tyrant 
Had  peridTd  but  for  me,  1 Hill  fuppli’d 
His  miferable  wants ; 1 font  his  Daughter 
Mony  to  buy  him  food  *,  the  bread  he  eat. 

Was  from  m.y  purfe : when  he  (vain-gloriouHy) 

To  dive  into  the  peoples  hearts,  had  pawn’d 
His  birth-right,  1 redeem’d  it,  fent  it  to  him, 

And  for  requitall,  only  made  my  fuite. 

That  he  would  pleafe  to  new  receive  his  Ton 
Into  his  favour,  for  whofe  love  I told  him 
I had  been  Hill  fo  friendly ; but  then  he 
As  void  of  gratitude,  as  all  good  nature, 

Dillrafled  like  a mad  man,  poalled  hither 
To  pull  this  vengeance  on  himfelf,  and  u-s  •, 

For  why,  my  Lords,  fince  by  the  Law,  all  means 
Is  blotted  out  of  your  comniinion. 

As  this  hard  hearted  Father  hath  accus’d 
Noble  Antinom.,  his  unblemifhed  Son, 

So  I accufe  this  Father,  and  crave  judgement. 

Caf.  All  this  is  but  deceit,  meet  trifles  forg’d 
By  combination  to  defeat  the  procefs 
Of  JuHice,  I w'ill  have  Antinom  life. 

Arc.  Sir,  what  do  ye  mean.'* 

Er.  I will  have  CaffUane's. 

Ant.  Cunning  and  cruel  Lady,  runs  the  Ilream 
Of  your  afledions  this  way .?  have  you  not 
Conqueft  enough  by  treading  on  my  grave  ? 
Unlefsyoufendme  thither  inafnrowd 
Steept  in  my  fathers  bloud  ? as  you  are  woman. 


As  the  protells  of  love  you  vow’d  were  honell  j 
Be  gentler  to  my  Father,  6r.  Cajjilane\ 

Thou  hall  a heart  of  flint : let  my  intreaties, 

My  tears,  the  Sacrifice  ef  griefs  unfergrred-j; — 

Melt  it : yet  be  a Father  to  thy  fon. 

Unmask  thy  long  befotted  judgement,  fee 
A low  obedience  kneeling  at  the  feet 
Of  nature,  I befeech  you. 

Cdf.  Pilh,  you  cozen 

Your  hopes : your  plots  are  idle  ; I am  refolute. 

Er.  Antinotts,  urge  no  further. 

Ant.  Hence  thou  Sorcery 
Of  a beguiling  foftnefs,  I will  Hand, 

Like  the  earths  center,  unmov’d;  Lords  your  breath 

MuH  finilh  thefe  divifions : I confels 

Civility  doth  teach  I Ihould  not  fpcak 

Againlla  Lady  of  her  birth,  fohigh 

As  great  Erot.^i,  but  her  injuries 

And  thanklefs wrongs  tome,  urgcmetoqry 

Aloud  for  juHice,  Fathers. 

Dec.  Whither  run  you  ? 

>^/rf.For(honoured  fathers)that  you  all  may  know 
That  I alone  am  not  unmatchable 
In  crimes  of  this  condition,  left  perhaps 
You  might  conceive,  as  yet  the  cafe  appears, 

That  this  foul  ftain,  and  guilt  runs  in  a bloud  j 
Before  this  prelence,  I accufe  this  Lady 
Of  as  much  vile  ingratitude  to  me. 

Cif  Impudent  Traitor  I 
Phi.  Her  ? O fpare  Aminons  *, 

The  world  reputes  thee  valiant,  do  not  foylc 
All  thy  pall  noblenefs  with  fuch  a cowardizc. 

As  murthering  innocent  Ladies  will  ftamp  on  thee. 

Ant.  Brave  Prince,  with  what  unwillingncfs  I force 
Her  follies,  and  in  thole  her  fin,  bewitnefs. 

All  thefe  about  me : Ihe  is  bloudy  minded. 

And  turns  thejuftice  of  the  Law  to  rigor : 

It  is  her  cruelitcs,  not  1 accufc  her : 

Shall  I have  Audience  ? 

Er.  Let  him  fpeak  my  Lords. 

Dec.  Your  memory  will  rot. 

Ant.  Call  all  your  eyes 
On  this,  what  lhall  I call  her  ? truthlefs  woman, 

When  often  in  my  difeontents,  the  fway 
Of  her  unruly  bloud,  her  untam’d  palTion, 

(Or  name  it  as  you  lift)  had  hour  by  hour 
Solicited  my  love,  Ihe  vow’d  at  lall 
She  could  not,  would  not  live  unlefs  I granted 
What  Ihelong  fued  for : I in  tender  pity. 

To  fave  a Lady  of  her  birth  from  ruine. 

Gave  her  her  life,  and  promis’d  to  be  hers : 

Nor  urg’d  I ought  from  her,  but  fecrefie, 

And  then  enjoyn’d  her  to  fupply  fuch  wants 
As  I perceiv’d  my  Fathers  late  engagements 
Had  made  him  fubjedl  to  what  Ihall  I heap  up 
Long  repetitions  ? Ihc  to  quit  my  pity. 

Not  only  hath  difeover’d  to  my  Father 
What  Ihe  had  promis’d  to  conceal,  but  allb 
Hath  drawn  my  life  into  this  fatal  forfeit  *, 

For  which  fince  I mull  dye,  1 crave  a like 
Equality  of  juftice  againlt  her^ 

Not  that  I covet  bloud,  but  that  Ihe  may  not 
Pradife  this  art  of  falfehood  on  fome  other. 

Perhaps  more  worthy  of  her  love  hereafter. 

Por.  If  this  be  true 

Er.  My  Lords,  be  as  the  Law  is. 

Indifferent,  upright,  I do  plead  guilty : 

Now  Sir,  what  glory  have  you  got  by  this  ? 

’Las  man,  I meant  not  to  outlive  thy  doom, 

Shall  we  be  friends  in  death  ? 

^4-  Hear  me,  the  villain 
Scandals  her,  honour’d  Lords. 

Er.  Leave  off  to  doat. 

And  dye  a wife  man. 

Ant. 
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i^nt.  I am  over-reach’d, 

And  mafter’d  in  my  own  refolution. 

Thi.  Will  ye  be  wilful!  Madam?  here’khe  curfe 
Of  loves  difdain. 

C4:  Why  fit  you  like  dumb  Statues.? 

Demur  no  longer. 

Vof.  (^ajfilane , Erota, 

AritmoHs^  death  ye  ask  *,  and  ’tis  your  dooms. 

You  in  your  follies  liv’d,  dye  in  your  follies. 

Caf.  I am  reveng’d,  and  thank  you  for  it. 

Er.  Yes,  and  I : Antinous  hath  been  gracious. 

Ant.  Sir,  may  1 prefurae  to  crave  a blelling  from  you 
Before  we  part .? 

Caf  Yes,  fuch  a one  as  Parents 
Bellow  on  curfed  fons,  now  now  I laugh 
To  lee  how  thole  poor  younglings  are  both  cheated 
Of  life  and  comfort : look  ye,  look  ye.  Lords, 

I go  but  fome  ten  minutes  ( more  or  left  ) 

Before  my  time,  but  they  have  finely  cozen’d 
Themlelvesofmany,  manyhopefull  years 
Amidll  their  prime  of  youth  and  glory  •,  now 

Enter  Annophel. 

My  vengeance  is  made  full.  Welcom  my  joy. 

Thou  corn’ll  to  take  a feafonable  blefling 
From  thy  half  buried  Fathers  hand  *,  1 am  dead 
Already  girle,  and  fo  is  Ihe  and  he. 

We  all  are  worms-meat  now. 

Anno.  I have  heard  alT, 

Nor  lha  11  you  dye  alone : Lords  on  my  knees 
I beg  for  jullice  too. 

Porp.  ’Gainll  whom,  for  what? 

Anno.  Firll  let  me  be  refolv’d  *,  does  the  Law  favour 
None,  be  they  ne’re  fo  mighty  ? 

Porp.  Not  the  greatell. 

Anno.  Then  jullly  I accufe  of  foul  ingratitude 
My  Lords,  you  of  the  Senate  all,  not  one 
Excepted.  Pof  Porp.  Us? 

Phil.  Annophel Ann.  You  are  the  Authors 

Of  this  unthrifty  bloud-lhed  •,  when  your  enemies 
Came  marching  to  your  gates,  your  children  fuck’d  not 
Safe  at  their  Mothers  brealls,  your  very  Cloyfters 
W^ere  not  fecure,  your  llarting-holes  of  refuge 
Not  free  from  danger,  nor  your  lives  your  own : 

In  this  molt  defperate  Ecltafie,  my  Father, 

This  aged  man,  not  only  undertook 
To  guard  your  lives,  but  did  fo  9 and  beat  off 
The  daring  foe  \ for  you  he  pawn’d  his  lands. 

To  pay  your  Souldiers,  who  without  their  pay 
Refus’d  to  llrike  a blow : but,  Lords,  when  peace 
Was  purchas’d  for  you,  and  vidorie  brought  home , 
Wdiere  was  your  gratitude,  who  in  your  Coffers 
Hoarded  the  rullie  treafure  which  was  due 
To  my  unminded  Father .?  he  was  glad 
To  live  retir’d  in  want,  in  penurie, 

Whilll  you  made  fealls  of  furfeit,  and  forgot 
Your  debts  to  him : The  fum  of  all  is  this, 

You  have  been  unthankfull  to  him  •,  and  1 crave 
The  rigor  of  the  Law  againll  you  all. 

Caf.  My  Royal  Ipirited  daughter ! 

Ero.  Annophel  •, 

Thou  art  a worthy  wench  3 let  me  embrace  thee. 

Ann.  Lords,  why  do  ye  keep  your  feats.?  they  are  no 
For  fuch  as  are  offenders.  ( places 

Pof.  Though  our  ignorance 
Of  Cajfilanes  engagements  might  affwage 
Severity  of  jullice,  yet  to  Ihew 
How  no  excufe  lliould  fmooth  a breach  of  Law, 

I yield  me  to  the  trial  of  it.  Porp.  So  mull  I .• 

Great  Prince  of  Cyprta,  you  are  left 
The  only  Moderator  in  this  difference  *, 

And  as  you  are  a Prince  be  a Protedor 
I To  wofull  Candy.  Phil.  What  a Scene  of  miferio 
j Hath  thine  obdurate  fro  wardnefs  (old  man) 


Drawn  on  thy  Countries  bofom .?  and  for  that 
Thy  proud  ambition  could  not  mount  fo  high 
As  to  be  llil’d  thy  Countries  only  Patron, 

Thy  malice  hath  defeended  to  the  depth 
Of  Hell,  to  be  renowned  in  the  Title  .. 

Of  the  dellroyer  ? doll  thou  yet  perceive 
What  curfes  all  pollerity  will  brand  , 

Thy  grave  with .?  that  at  once  hall  rob’d  this  Kingdom 
Of  honour  and  of  fafety. 

Erot.  Children  yet  unborn 
Will  flop  their  ears  when  thou  art  nam’d. 

Arc.  The  world  will  be  too  little  to  contain 
The  memorie  of  this  detelled  deed  ^ 

The  Furies  will  abhorr  it. 

Dec.  What  the  fword 

Could  not  enforce,  your  pcevilh  thirfl  of  honour 
( A brave,  cold,  weak,  imaginarie  fame) 

Hath  brought  on  Candy : Candy  groans,  not  thefe 
That  are  to  die. 

ThiLfTis  happinefs  enough  . ■ 

For  theril,  that  they  lhall  not  liirvive  to  fee 
The  wounds  wherewith  thou  flab’ll  the  land  that  gave 
Thee  life  and  name. 

Dec.  ^Tis  Candy's  wrack  lhall  feel 

Gi/  The  mifchief  of  your  folly. 

Porp.  Pof  Annophel 

Ann.  I will  not  be  entreated. 

Caf.  Prethee  Annophel.  . 

Ann.  Why  would  ye  urge  me  to  a rnercy  which 
You  in  your  lelf  allow  not?  . 

Caf.  ’Tis  the  Law, 

That  if  the  party  who  complains,  remit 
The  offender,  he  is  freed  : is’t  not  fo  Lords  ? 

Porp.  Pof  ’Tis  lb. 

Caf.  ay^ntinoHs.^  By  my  lhame  oblerve 
What  a clofe  witch-craft  popular  applaufe  is ; 

I am  awak’d,  and  with  clear  eyes  behold 

TheLethargie  wherein  myreafonlong 

Hath  been  be-charmM : live,live,  my  matchlefs  fon, 

Blell  in  thy  Fathers  bleffing  •,  much  more  blcll 
In  thine  own  vertues : let  me  dew  thy  cheeks 
With  my  unmanly  tears : Rife,  I forgive  thee  .* 

And  good  Antinous,  if  I lhall  be  thy  Father 
Forgive  me:  I can  fpeak  no  more.  I 

Ant.  Dear  Sir,  I 

You  new  beget  me  now Madam  your  pardoDj  | 

I heartily  remit  you.  Srot.  I as  freely  I 

Dilcharge  thee  Cajfilane.  | 

Anno.  My  gracious  Lords,  I 

Repute  me  not  a blemilh  to  my  Sex,  1 

In  that  I llrove  to  cure  a defperate  evil 
With  a more  violent  remedy : your  lives. 

Your  honours  are  your  own. 

Phil.  Then  with  confent 
Be  reconcil’d  on  all  fides ; Pleafe  you  Fathers 
To  take  your  places. 

Tof.  Let  us  again  afeend, 

With  joy  and  thankfulneft  to  Heaven : and  now 
To  other  bufinefs  Lords. 

Enter  Gafpero,  and  Melitus,  with  Gonzalb^ 

Mel.  Two  hours  and  more  Sir, 

The  Senate  hath  been  fet. 

Gonz..  And  I not  know  it  ? , 

Who  fits  with  them  ? 

Mel.  My  Lord,  the  Prince  of  Cyprus. 

Corn..  Gafpero , 

Why  how  comes  that  to  paft  ? 

Gaf.  Some  weighty  caufe 
I warrant  you. 

Gonz,.  Now  Lords  the  bufinefs?  ha? 

Who’s  here , Erota  ? 

Dorp.  Secretarie  do  your  charge 

Upon  that  Traitor.  ; 

S f 2 , Gonz..  ( 
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Goriz,.  Traitor.^  Gaf.  Yes,  Gonz.doy  Traitor, 

Of  treafon  to  the  peace  and  ftate  of  C(ind)\ 

I do  arrefc  thee.  Go;?z..  Me?  thou  Dog? 

Enter  Fernando,  and  MichaeL 

AEch.  With  Licence 

From  this  grave  Senate,  I arreft  thee  likewife 
OftreafontotheStateof  Fenice.  (fonz.  Ha? 

Is  AEichael  here  ? nay  then  I Fee 
I am  undone. 

k -ot.  I fnall  not  be  your  Queen,  ' , 

lO’irDutchefs,  or  your  Emprefs. 

Gonz..  Dull,  dull  brain. 

O 1 am  fool’d  ? 

Gaf.  Look  Sir,  do  you  know  this  band  ? (to  Feme, 
Mic.  Do  you  know  this  Seal  ? Firft,  Lords,  he  writes 
To  make  a perfedt  league,  during  which  time 
He  would  in  private  keep  fome  I’roops  in  pay, 

Bribe  all  the  Centinels  throughout  this  Kingdom, 

Corrupt  the  Captains  ^ at  a Banquet  poyfon 
The  Prince,  and  greatell:  Peers,  and  in  conclufion  ' • 

Yield  (fandy  Have  to  Fenice. 

Cjaf.  Next,  he  contraded 
With  the  Illuf(rious  Princefs,  the  Lady  Erota, 

In  hope  of  marriage  with  her,  to  deliver 
Ail  the  Fenetian  gallantry,  and  ftrengtb, 

Upon  their  firft  arrival,  to  the  mercy 

Ot  her  and  Candy.  Erot.  This  is  true,  Gonzalo. 

Qonz..  Let  it  be  true : what  then  ? 

Pof.  My  Lord  Ambaftadour, 

What’s  your  demand  s’ 

Mich.  As  likes  the  State  of  Candy, 

Either  to  fentence  him  as  he  deferves 
Here,  or  to  fend  him  like  a Have  to  Fenice. 

Porph.  We  (hall  advile  upon  it. 

(jenz^.  O the  Devils, 

That  had  not’thruft  this  trick  into  my  pate 

A Politician  fool  ? deftrudion  plague 
Candy  and  Fenice  both. 

Pof  Porp.  Away  with  him. 

Mel.  Come  Sir,  I’le  fee  you  fafe.  \_E.vennt  Gonz.  Mel. 
Erot.  Lords,  e’re  you  part 


Be  witnefs  to  another  change  of  wonder  ; 

AnttnoHs,  now  be  bold,  before  this  prefence. 

Freely  to  fpeak,  whether  or  no  I us’d 
Thehumbleft  means  afiedion  could  contrive, 

To  gain  thy  love.  Ant.  Madam,  1 muft  conftfs  it, 

And  ever  am  your  fervant.  Erot.  Y es  Antinoits, . 

My  fervant,  for  my  Lord  thou  Ihalt  be  ne\Tr  : 

I here  difclaim  the  intereft  thou  hadft  once 

In  my  too  pafiionate  thoughts.  Moft .noble  Prince, 

If  yet  a relique  of  thy  wonted  flames 

Live  warm  within  thy  bofom,  then  I blufh  not 

To  offer  up  the  alfurance  of  my  faith. 

To  thee  that  haftdelerv’d  it  belt.  Phil.  O Madam, 

You  play  with  my  calamity.  Erot.  Let  heaven 
Record  my  truth  for  ever.  Phil.  With  more  joy 
Than  I have  words  to  utter,  I accept  it. 

I allbpawn  you  mine. 

Ero.  The  man  that  in  requital 
Of  noble  and  un-fbught  affediom 
Grows  cruel,  never  lov’d,  nor  did  eMnumsu. 

Yet  herein  (Prince)  ye  are  beholding  to  him  ^ 

For  his  negled  of  me  humbled  a pride. 

Which  to  a vertuous  wife  had  been  a Monftcr. 

Phil.  For  which  Tie  rank  him  my  deferving  friend. 

Ant.  Much  comfort  dwell  with  you,  as  I could  wifn 
To  him  I honour  moft.  Caf  O my  Antinous, 

My  own,  my  own  good  fon. 

Per.  One  fuit  I have  to  make. 

Phil.  To  whom  Fernando} 

Per.  Lord  (faffilane  to  you. 

Caf.  To  me?  Per.  This  Lady 
Hath  promifed  to  be  mine.  Ann.  Your  blelfing  Sir  •, 
Brother  your  love.  Ant.  You  cannot  Sir  beftow  her 
On  a more  noble  Gentleman. 

Caf.  Saiftthoufo? 

eMntinotu  I confirm  it.  Here  Fernando, 

Live  both  as  one ; Ihc  is  thine. 

Ant.  And  herein  Sifter, 

I honour  you  for  your  wife  fetled  love. 

This  is  a day  of  Triumph,  all  Contentions 

Arc  happily  accorded  : Candfs  peace 

Secur’d,  and  Fensce  vow’d  a w orthy  friend.  [Exeunt. 
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TRAGEDY 
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Perfbns  Repreftnted  in  the  Play.  I 

Julius  Cslar,  Ewperour  ef  Rome. 

Ptolomy,  King  of  ^Egypt. 

Achoreus,  an  honeji  Counfellor^  Prieji  of\^, 

Photinus,  a Politician^  minion  to  Ptolomy.  ^ ^ 

Achillas,  Captain  of  the  Guard  to  Ptolomy." 

Septimius,  a revolted  Roman  Villain. 

Labienus,  a Roman  Souldier^  and  Nuncio.,  1 
Apollodorus,  Guardian  to  Cleopatra. 

Antonie,  r ^ 

Dolabella  jCrfars  Capu,«f. 

J 


7'he  Scene 


The  principal  Adors  were, 

John  Lowin.  1 Taylor. 

John  Vnderwood.  - I {Nicholas  Toolie. 
df^bert  tenfold,  m John  Kice. 
Kichard  Sharpe.  J {j^eorge  dBirch. 


us  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 


Sceva,  a free  Speaker.^  alfo  Captain  to  Csefaf. 
Guard. 

Three  lame  Souldiers. 

Servants. 

* 

; tv  0 M E N. 

Cleopatra,  ^een  of  ^gypt.  Cselar  s 
Arfino,  Cleopatra’/  Sijier. 

Eros,  Cleopatra’/  waiting  Woman. 


: t 

Ent^  Achillas,  and.  Achoreus. 

j4chdudlF  Love  the  King,  nor  do  difpute  his  power, 

I (For  that  is  not  confin’d,  nor  to  be  cenfur’d 
I By  me,  thatam  his  Subjeft)  yet  allow  me 
The  liberty  of  a Man,  that  ftill  would  be 
A friend  to  Jullice,  to  demand  the  motives 
That  did  induce  young  Ttolomy^  or  Thotinns, 

(To  whole  direftions  he  gives  uphimfelf, 

And  I hope  wifely)  to  commit  his  Sifter, 

ThePrincefs  Cleopatra  (if  1 Paid 
j The  Queen  ( Achillas)  ’iwerc  (I  hope)  no  treafon, 

I She  being  by  her  Fathers  Teftament  ^ 


fWhofe  memory  I bow  to ) left  Co-heir 
In  all  he  ftood  pofleft  of. 

Ach'd.  ’Tisconfeft 

f My  good  Achoreus ) that  in  thefe  Eaftern  Kingdoms 
Women  are  not  exempted  from  the  Sceptre, 

But  claim  a priviledge,  equal  to  the  Male  ^ 

But  how  much  fuch  diviflons  have  ta’en  from 
The  Majefty  of  Egypt,  and  what  fadtions 
Have  fprung  from  thoft  partitions,  to  the  ruine 
Of  the  poor  Subjedt,  ( doubtful  which  to  follow,) 

We  have  too  many,  and  too  fad  examples, 

Therefore  the  wife  Thotinus,  to  prevent 
TheMurthers,  and  the  MafTacres,  that  attend 

On 
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On  difunited  Government,  and  to  fhew 
The  King  without  a Partner,  in  full  fplendour , 
Thought  it  convenient  the  fair  Cleopatra, 

(An  attribute  not  frequent  to  the  Climate) 

Should  be  committed  in  fafe  Cuftody, 

In  which  (he  is  attended  like  her  Birth, 

Until  her  Beauty,  or  her  royal  Dowre, 

Hath  found  her  out  a Husband. 

Jth,  How  this  may 

Stand  with  the  rules  of  policy,  I know  not  ^ 

Moftfure  I arti,  it  holds  no  correfpondence 
With  the  Rites  of  ^gypr,  or  the  Laws  of  Nature^ 

But  grant  that  Cleopatra  can  lit  down 
With  this  difgrace  (though  infupportable) 

Can  you  imagine, that  Romes  glorious  Senate 
(To  whole  charge,  by  the  will  of  the  dead  King 
This  government  was  deliver’d)  or  great  Pompey, 

(That  is  appointed  deopatra's  Guardian 

As  well  as  Ptolomies ) will  e’re  approve 

Of  this  ralh  counfel, their  confent  not  fought  for. 

That  Ihould  authorize  it  ? 

Achil.  The  Civil  war 
In  which  the  Roman  Empire  is  embarqu’d 
On  a rough  Sea  •of  danger,  does  exadt 
Their  whole  care  to  prelerve  themfelves,and  gives  them 
No  vacant  time  to  think  of  what  we  do, 

Which  hardly  can  concern  them. 

Ach.  What’s  your  opinion 
Of  the  fuccefs  ? I have  heard,  in  multitudes 
OfSouldiers,  and  all  glorious  pomp  of  war, 

Pompey  is  much  fuperiour. 

Achil.  I could  give  you 
A Catalogue  of  all  the  fevcral  Nations 
From  whence  he  drew  his  powers : but  that  were  tedious. 
They  have  rich  arms,  arc  ten  to  one  in  number. 

Which  makes  them  think  the  day  already  won  *, 

And  Pompey  being  mafter  of  the  Sea, 

Such  plenty  of  all  delicates  are  brought  in. 

As  if  the  place  on  which  they  are  entrench’d. 

Were  not  a Camp  of  Souldiers,-  but  Rome, 

In  which  LuchUus  and  Apicius  joyn’d. 

To  make  a publique  Fealb ; they  at  Dirachium 
Fought  with  fuccefs ; but  knew  not  to  make  ufe  of 
Fortunes  fair  offer ; fo  much  I have  heard 
Cefar  himfelf  confefs. 

Ach.  Where  are  they  now.^ 

Achil.  In  Theffalie,  near  the  Pharfalian  plains 
Where  C^far  with  a handfull  of  his  Men 
Hems  in  the  greater  number ; his  whole  troops 
Exceed  not  twenty  thoufand,  but  old  Souldiers 
Flefh’din  thefpoilsof  Germany  and  France, 

Inur’d  to  his  Command,  and  only  know 
To  fight  and  overcome  ^ And  though  that  Famine 
Raigns  in  his  Camp,  compelling  them  to  tall 
Bread  made  of  roots,  forbid  the  ufe  of  man, 

( Which  they  with  fcorn  threw  into  Pompeys  Camp 
As  in  derifionofhis  Delicates ) 

Or  corn  not  yet  half  ripe,  and  that  a Banquet ; 

They  ftill  befiege  him,  being  ambitious  only 
To  come  to  blows,  and  let  their  fwords  determine 
Who  hath  the  better  Caufe. 

Enter  Septinius. 

Ach.  May  Vi(flory 
Attend  on’t,  where  it  is. 

t^chtl.  We  every  hour 
Expeift  to  hear  the  iflue. 

Sep.  Save  my  good  Lords ; 

By  Ifis  and  Osiris,  whom  you  worfliip  •, 

And  the  four  hundred  gods  and  goddeffes 
Ador’d  in  Rome,  I am  your  honours  fervant. 

Ach.  Truth  needs,  Septimus,  no  oaths. 

Achil.  You  are  cruel, 

If  you  deny  himfwearing,  you  take  from  him 


Three  full  parts  of  his  language. 

Sep.  Your  Honour’s  bitter. 

Confound  me,  where  I love  I cannot  fay  it; 

But  I mull  fwear’t : yet  fuch  is  my  ill  fortune, 

Nor  vows,  nor  proteftations  win  belief, 

I think,  and  (Icanfindnootherreafon) 

Becaufe  I am  a Roman. 

Ach.  No  Septinius, 

To  be  a Roman  were  an  honour  to  you, 

Did  not  your  manners,  and  your  life  take  from  it. 

And  cry  aloud,  that  from  Rome  you  bring  nothing 
But  Roman  Vices,  which  you  would  plant  here. 

But  no  feed  of  her  vertues. 

Sep.  With  your  reverence 
I am  too  old  to  learn. 

dAch.  Any  thing  honefl:, 

That  I believe,  without  an  oath. 

Sep.  I fear 

Your  Lordlhip  has  flept  ill  to  night,  and  that 
Invites  this  fad  difeourfe ; ’twill  make  you  old 

Before  your  time  : O thefe  vertuous  Morals, 

And  old  religious  principles,  that  fool  us ! 

I have  brought  you  a new  Song,  will  make  you  laugh. 
Though  you  were  at  your  prayers. 

Ach.  What  is  the  fubjedt  ? 

Be  free  Septinius. 

Sep.  ’Tis  a Catalogue 
Of  all  the  Gamcllers  of  the  Court  and  City, 

Which  Lord  lyes  with  chat  Lady,  and  what  Gallant 
Sports  with  that  Merchants  wife ; and  does  relate 
V'Vho  fells  her  honour  for  a Diamond, 

Who,for  a tiflew  robe ; whofc  husband’s  jealous. 

And  who  fo  kind,  that,  to  fhare  with  his  wife, 

Will  make  the  match  himfelf : 

Harmlefs  conceits. 

Though  fools  fay  they  are  dangerous : I fang  it 
The  laft  night  at  my  Lord  Thormus  table. 

Ath.  How  ? as  a Fidler  ? 

Sep.  No  Sir,  asaGueft, 

A welcom  guefl:  too ; and  it  was  approv’d  of 

By  a dozen  of  his  friends,  though  they  were  touch’d  in’t : 

For  look  you,  ’tis  a kind  of  merriment. 

When  we  have  laid  by  foolilh  modelly 
( As  not  a man  of  fafhion  will  wear  it ) 

To  talk  what  we  havedone ; at  Icafl  to  hear  it ; 

If  meerily  fetdown,  it  fires  the  blood. 

And  heightens  Creft  fain  appetite. 

Ach.  New  doiftrinc  / 

Achil.  Was’t  of  your  own  compofing  ? 

Sep.  No,  I bought  it 
Of  a skulking  Scribler  for  nvo  Ptolomies : 

But  the  hints  were  mine  own  *,  the  wretoh  was  fearful! : 

But  I have  damn’d  my  felf,  Ihould  it  be  quellion’d. 

That  I will  own  it. 

Ach.  And  be  punilhed  for  it : 

Take  heed ; for  you  may  fo  long  exercife 
Your  fcurrilous  wit  againfl:  authority. 

The  Kingdoms  Counlels  *,  and  make  profane  Jells, 

(Which  to  you  (being  an  atheill)  is  nothing  ) 

Againfl  Religion,  that  your  great  maintainers 
(Unlefs  they  would  be  thought  Co-partners  with  you) 

Will  leave  you  to  the  Law  ; and  then,  Septimus, 
Remember  there  arc  whips. 

Sep.  For  whore’s  I grant  you, 

When  they  are  out  of  date,  till  then  are'fafc  too. 

Or  all  the  Gallants  of  the  Court  aretunuchs, 

And  for  mine  own  defence  I’le  only  add  this, 
rie  be  admitted  for  a wanton  tale 
To  fome  mod  private  Cabinets,  when  your  Prieft-hood 
(Though  laden  with  the  mylleries  of  your  goddefs) 

Shall  wait  without  unnoted ; fb  I leave  you 

'To  your  pious  thoughts.  [^Exir. 

Achil.  'Tis  a ftrange  impudence. 

This  fellow  does  put  on. 

Ach. 
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Jch.  The  wonder  great. 

He  is  accepted  of. 

Jchtl.  Vices , for  him  , 

Make  as  free  way  as  vertues  doe  for  others. 

’Tis  the  times  fault : yet  Great  ones  ftili  have  grace’d 
To  make  them  fport,  or  rub  them  o’re  with  flattery, 
Obfervers  of  all  kinds. 

E^lter  Photinus,  and  Septinius. 

Jch.  No  more  of  him, 

He  is  not  worth  our  thoughts : a Fugitive 
From  Pompeys  army : and  now  in  a danger 
When  he  ftiould  ufe  his  fervice. 

^chil.  See  how  he  hangs 
On  great  Photinus  Ear. 

Sep.  Hell,  and  the  furies. 

And  all  the  plagues  of  darknefs  light  upon  me : 

You  are  my  god  on  earth ; and  let  me  have 
Your  favour  here,  fall  what  can  fall  hereafter. 

Pho.  Thou  art  believ’d : doll  thou  want  raony  ? 

Sep.  No  Sir. 

Pho.  Or  haft  thou  any  fuite  ? thele  ever  follow 
Thy  vehement  proteftadons. 

Sep.  You  much  wrong  me  3 
How  can  I want,  when  your  beams  Ihine  upon  me, 

Unlefs  employment  to  exprefs  my  zeal 
To  do  your  greatnefs  fervice  ? do  butthink 
A deed  fodark,  the  Sun  would  blulhto  look  on. 

For  which  Man-kind  would  curfe  me,  and  arm  all 
The  powers  above,  and  thole  below  againft  me ; 
Command  me,  I will  on. 

Pho.  When  I have  ufe, 
rie  put  you  to  the  teft. 

Sep.  May  it  be  fpeedy. 

And  fomething  worth  my  danger : you  are  cold, 

And  know  not  your  own  powers ; this  brow  was  fafhion’d 
To  wear  a Kingly  wreath,  and  your  grave  judgment, 
Given  todifpofeof  monarchies,  not  to  govern 
A Childs  affairs,  the  peoples  eye’s  upon  you. 

The  Souldier  courtsyou : will  you  wear  a garment 
Of  fordid  loyalty  when  ’tis  out  of  falhion  ? 

Pho.  When  Pompey  was  thy  General,  Septiniusy 
Thoufaidft  as  much  to  him. 

Sep.  All  my  love  to  him. 

To  Romey  and  the  whole  world  is  loft 

In  the  Ocean  of  your  Bounties : I have  no  friend, 

Projedf,  delign,  or  Countrey,  but  your  favour. 

Which  Tie  preferve  at  any  rate. 

Pho.  No  more  •, 

When  I call  on  you,  fall  not  off;  perhaps 
Sooner  than  you  exped,  I may  employ  you. 

So  leave  me  for  a while. 

Sep.  Ever  your  Creature. 

Pho.  Good  day  Mhoreus  *,  my  belt  friend  Achillasy 
Hath  fame  deliver’d  yet  no  certain  rumour 
Of  the  great  Romm  d/TSlion  ? 

Achil.  That  we  are 

To  enquire,  and  learn  of  you  Sir : whofe  grave  care 
For  Egypts  happinefs,  and  great  Ptolomies  goody 
Hath  eyes  and  ears  in  all  parts. 

Enter  Ptolomy,  Labienus,  Guard. 

Pho.  rie  not  boaft. 

What  my  Intelligence  cofts  me : but  ’ere  long 
You  lhall  know  more.  The  King,  with  Umdi  Roman. 

Ach.  The  fcarlet  livery  of  unfortunate  war  '* 

Dy’d  deeply  on  his  face. 

Achil.  ’Tis  Labienus 
Cajars  Lieutenant  in  the  wars  of  Gaul, 

And  fortunate  in  all  his  undertakings : 

But  fince  thefe  Civil  jars  he  turn’d  to  Pompeyy 
And  though  he  followed  the  better  Caufe 
Not  with  the  like  fuccels. 

Pho.  Such  as  are  wile 


Leave  falling  buildings,  flye  to  thofe  that  rife ; 

But  more  of  that  here^ter. 

Lab.  In  a word,  Sir, 

Thefe  gaping  wounds,  not  taken  as  a Have, 

Speak  Pompey' s lofs : to  tell  you  of  the  Battailj; 

How  many  thoufand  feveral  bloody  lhapes 
Death  wore  that  day  in  triumph : how  we  bore 
The  fhock  of  Cafars  charge ; or  with  what  fury 
His  Souldiers  came  on  as  ifthey  had  been 
So  many  Cafarsy  and  like  him  ambitious 
To  tread  upon  the  liberty  of  Rome  : 

How  Fathers  kill’d  their  Sons,or  Sons  their  Fathers, 

Or  how  the  Roman  Piles  on  either  fide 
Drew  %oman  blood,  which  fpent,  the  Prince  of  weapons, 
(Thefword)  lucceeded,  which  in  Civil  wars 
Appoints  the  Tent  on  which  wing’d  vidtory 
Shall  make  a certain  Stand ; then,  how  the  Plains 
Flow’d  o’re  with  blood,  and  what  a cloud  of  vultur^ 

’And  other  birds  of  prey,  hung  o’re  both  armies, 

Attending  wh^n  their  ready  Servitors, 

( The  Souldiers,  from  whom  the  angry  gods 
Had  took  all  fenfe  of  reafon,  and  of  pity) 

Would  ferve  in  their  own  carkafles  for  a feaft, 

How  C&far  with  his  Javelin  force’d  them  on 
That  made  the  leaft  flop,  when  their  angry  hands’ 

Were  lifted  up  againft  fome  known  friends  face  3 
Then  coming  to  the  body  of  the  army 
He  fliews  the  facred  SenatCy  and  forbids  them 
To  waft  their  force  upon  the  Common  Souldier, 

Whom  willingly,  if  e’re  he  did  know  pity, 

He  would  have  fpar’d. 

Ptol.  The  reafon  Labienus  ? 

Lab.^ViW  well  he  knows, that  in  their  blood  he  was 
To  pafs  to  Empire,  and  that  through  their  bowels' 

He  mull;  invade  the  Laws  of  Romey  and  give 
A period  to  the  liberty  of  the  world. 

Then  fell  the  Lepidi,  and  the  bold  Corviniy 
The  fam’d  Torquatiy  Scipio'sy  and  Marc'elliy 
( Names  next  to  Pompeysy  moft  renown’d  on  Earth  ) 

The  Nobles,  and  the  Commons  lay  together, 

And  Pontique,  Punique,  and  Ajfyrian  blood 
Made  up  one  crimfon  Lake  : which  Pompey  feeing,' 

And  that  his, and  the  fate  of  Rome  had  left  him 
Standing  upon  the  Rampier  of  his  Camp, 

Though  fcorning  all  that  could  fall  on  himfelf. 

He  pities  them  whofe  fortunes  are  embarqu’d  . 

In  his  unlucky  quarrel  *,  cryes  aloud  too 
That  they  fhouid  found  retreat, and  fave  theftifelveS; 

That  he  defir’d  not,  fb  much  noble  blood 
Should  be  loft  in  his  fervice,  or  attend 
On  his  misfortunes : and  then,  taking  horfe 
With  fomc  few  of  his  friends,  he  came  to  LesboSy 
And  with  Corneluty  his  Wife^  and  Sons, 

He’s  touch’d  upon  your  fhore : the  King  of  ParthiUj 
(Famous  in  his  defeature  of  the  Crajji') 

Offer’d  him  his  protedion,  but  Tompey 
Relying  on  his  Benefits,  and  your  Faith, 

Hath  chofen  cyEgypt  for  his  Sanduary, 

Till  he  may  recoiled  his  ftattered  powers. 

And  try  a fecond  day  : now  Ttolomy, 

Though  he  appear  not  like  that  glorious  thing 
That  three  times  rode  in  triumph,  and  gave  laws 
To  conquer’d  Nations,and  made  Crowns  his  gift 
( As  this  of  youi  s,  your  noble  Father  took 
From  his  vidorious  hand,  and  you  ftill  wear  it 
At  his  devotion ) to  do  you  more  honour 
In  his  declin’d  eftate,  as  the  fcraightlt  Pine 
In  a full  grove  of  his  yet  flouriffiing  friends, 

He  flyes  to  yon  for  fuccuur,  and  expeds 
The  entertainment  of  your  Fathers  friend. 

And  Guardian  to  yourfelf. 

Ptol.  To  fay  I grieve  his  fortune 
As  much  as  if  the  Crown  I wear  (his  gift) 

Were  raviflTd  from  me,  is  a holy  truth, 

Our 
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Our  Gods  can  witnefs  forme : yet,  being  young, 

And  not  a free  difpofer  of  my  felf*, 

. Let  not  a few  hours,  borrowed  for  advice. 

Beget  fufpicion  of  unthankfulnefs, 

( Which  next  to  Hell  I hate  ) pray  you  retire, 

And  take  a little  reft,  and  Jet  his  wounds 
Be  with  that  care  attended^  as  they  were 
Carv’d  on  myfJeJh;  good  Labiems,  think 
The  little  refpite,  I defire  fliall  be 
Wholly  emploi’d  to  find  the  readieft  way 
To  doe  great  Pompey  fervice. 

Lab.  May  the  gods 

( As  you  ’ntend)  proted  you.  f £av>. 

Ptol.  Sit;  fit  all, 

It  IS  my  pleafure  ; your  advice,  and  freely. 

Ach.  A Ihort  deliberation  in  this , 

May  ferve  to  give  you  f punier:  to  be  honeft, 

Religious  and  thankxull,'  in  themfclves 
Are  forcible  motives,  and  can  need  no  flourilh 
Or  glofs  in  the  perfwader  •,  your  kept  faith,  , 

(Though  Pompey  never  rife  to  th’  height  he’s  fallen  from  ) 
Cafar  himfelfvvill  love-,  and  my  opinion 
Is  ( ftill  committing  it  to  graver  cenfure  ) 

You  pay  the  debt  you  owe  him,  with  the  hazard 
Of  all  you  can  call  yours, 

Ptol.  What’s  yours,  PhotwHs^) 

Pho.  Achoreu!  (great  Ptolomy')  Uath  counfell’d 
Like  a Religious,  and  honeft  man. 

Worthy  the  honour  that  he  juftly  holds 
In  being  Prieft  to  Ifts : But  alas. 

What  in  a man,  fequefter’d  from  the  world, 

Or  in  a private  perlbn,  is  prefer’d. 

No  policy  allows  of  in  a King, 

To  be  or  juft,  or  thankfull,  makes  Kings  guilty. 

And  faith  (though  prais’d)  is  punifh’d  that  fupports 
Such  as  good  Fate  forfakcs : joyn  with  the  gods, 

Obferve  the  man  they  favour,  leave  the  wretched, 

The  Stars  are  not  more  diftant  from  the  Earth 
Than  profit  is  from  honefty  •,  all  the  power. 

Prerogative,  and  greatnefs  of  a Prince 
Is  loft,  ifhedeftend  once  but  to  fteer 
His  courfe,as  what’s  right,  guides  him ; let  him  leave 
The  Scepter,  that  ftrives  only  to  be  good, 

Since  Kingdomes  are  maintained  by  force  and  blood. 

-Oh  wicked! 

Ptol.  Peace;  goe  on. 

Pho.  Proud  Pompey  Ihews  how  much  he  Icorns  your  youth, 
In  thinking  that  you  cannot  keep  your  own 
From  fuch  as  are  or’ecome.  If  you  are  tired 
With  being  a King,  let  not  a ftranger  take 
. What  nearer  pledges  challenge : refign  rather 
The  government  of  ^oypt  and  of  Nile 
I To  Cleopatra,  that  has  title  to  them, 
i At  leaft  defend  them  from  the  Roman  gripe, 

■ What  was  not  Tompeys,  while  the  wars  endured. 

The  Conquerour  will  not  challenge, by  all  the  world 
Forfaken  and  defpis’d,  your  gentle  Guardian 
His  hopes  and  fortunes  defperatc,  makes  choice  of 
What  Nation  he  Ihall  fall  with ; and  purfu’d 
By  their  pale  ghofts,  flain  in  this  Civil  war, 

Heflyesnot  C^far  only,  bur  the  Senate, 

Of  which,  the  greater  part  have  cloi’d  the  hunger 
Of  iharp  Pharfalian  fowl,  he  flies  the  Nations 
That  he  drew  to  his  Qgarrel,  whofe  Eftates 
Arc  funk  in  his : and  in  no  place  receiv’d. 

Hath  found  out  L/£gypt,  by  him  yet  not  ruin’d : 

And  Potolmy,  things  confider’d,  juftly  mav 
Complain  of  Pompey : wherefore  Ihould  he  ftain 
Our  <^gypt,  with  the  fpots  of  civil  war  ? 

Or  make  the  peaceable,  or  quiet  Nile 
Doubted  ofCafar  ? wherefore  Ihould  he  draw 
His  lofs,  and  overthrow  upon  our  heads  ? 

Or  choofe  this  place  to  fuller  in  ? already 
VVe  have  offended  Cepr,  inourwilhes, 


And  no  way  left  us  to  redeem  his  favour 
But  by  the  head  of  Pompey. 

Ach.  Great  Ofiris, 

Defend  thy  JEgypt  from  fuch  cruelty. 

And  barbarous  ingratitude! 

Pho.  Holy  trifles. 

And  not  to  have  place  in  defigns  of  States 
This  fword,  which  Fate  commands  me  to  unIheath, 

I would  not  draw  on  Pompey,  if  not  vanquilli’d. 

1 grant  it  rather  Ihould  have  pafs’d  tiirough  C'^ar, 
But  we  muft  follow  where  his  fortune  leads  us ; 

All  provident  Princes  meafure  their  intents 
According  to  their  power , and  fo  c ifpofe  them  ; 
And  thinkft  thou  ( Ptolomy ) that  thou  canft  prop 
HisRuines,  under  whom  fad  Rome  now  fullers/ 

Or  ’tempt  the  Conquerours  force  when  ’tis  confirm’d 
Shall  we,  that  in  the  Battail  fate  as  Neuters 
Serve  him  that’s  overcome  ? ' No,  no,  he ’s  loft. 

' And  though  ’tis  noble  to  a finking  friend 
To  lend  a helping  hand,  while  there  is  hope 
He  may  recover  , thy  part  not  engag’d 
Though  one  moft  dear,  when  all  his  hopes  are  dead, 
To  drown  him,  fet  thy  foot  upon  his  head. 

Ach.  Moft  execrable  CounfeJ. 

Pho.  To  be  follow’d  , 

’Tis  for  the  Kingdoms  fafety. 

Ptol.  We  give  up 

Our  abfolute  power  to  thee ; dilpofe  of  it 
As  reafon  Ihail  diredl  thee. 

Pho.  Good  AchilLu, 

Seek  out  Septimus : do  you  but  footh  him, 

He  is  already  wrought : leave  the  difpatch 
To  me  of  Labtenus : ’tis  determin’d 
Already  how  you  Ihall  proceed ; nor  Fate 
Shall  alter  it,  finccnow  the  dye  is  call. 

But  that  this  hour  to  Pompey  is  his  laft. 

SCENA  II. 

Enter  Apollodorus,  Eros,  Arfino. 

Apol.  Is  the  Queen  ftirring,  Eros  ? 

Eros.  Yes,  for  in  truth 
She  touch’d  no  bed  to  night. 

Apol.  I am  lorry  loi  it. 

And  wilh  it  were  in  me,  with  my  hazard, 

To  give  her  calc. 

Arf.  Sir,  Ihe  accepts  your  will. 

And  docs  acknowledge  flie  hath  found  you  noble, 

So  far,  as  if  reftraintof  liberty 

Could  give  admiflion  to  a thought  of  mirth. 

She  is  your  debtor  for  it. 

Apol.  Did  you  tell  her 

Of  the  fports  I have  prepar’d  to  entertain  her  ? 

She  was  us’d  to  take  delight,  with  her  fair  hand. 

To  angle  in  the  A/i/f,  where  the  glad  filh 
(As  if  they  knew  who  ’twas  fought  to  deceive  ’em  ) 
Contended  to  be  taken : other  times 
To  ftrike  the  Stag,  who  wounded  by  her  arrows, 
orgot  his  tears  in  death,  and  kneeling  thanks  her 
'Ti  g^fp,  then  prouder  of  his  Fate, 

lan  if  with  Garlands  Crown’d,  he  had  been  cholen 
1 o tall  a Sacrifice  before  the  altar 

yii'g'n  Huntrefs : the  King,  nor  great  Phottnus 
rorbidher  any  pleafure  •,  and  the  Circuit 
In  which  Ihe  is  confin’d,  gladly  affords 
Variety  of  faftimes,  which  I would 
Encreafe  with  my  belt  fervice. 

£ros.  O,  but  the  thought 
That  Ihe  that  was  born  free , and  to  dilpenle 
Reftraint,  or  liberty  to  others,  Ihould  be 
At  the  devotion  of  her  Brother,  whom 
She  only  l^ows  her  equal,  makes  this  place 
In  which  Ihe  lives  ( though  ftor’d  with  all  delights) 

A loathfome  dungeon  to  her. 
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Apol.  Yec,  (ho we’re 
She  (hall  interpret  it  ) Tie  not  be  wanting 
To  do  my  bell  to  fervc  her ; I have  prepar’d 
Choife  Mulick  near  her  Cabinet,  and  compos’d 


Some  few  lines,  ( fet  unto  a folemn  time  ) 
Inthepraifeofimprifonment.  Begin  Boy. 

The  SONG. 

r 

LOokont  bright  eyes.,  and hlefs  the  air  : 

Even  in  jhadotvs  you  are  fair, 

Shat-Hp- beauty  is  like  fire., 

That  breaks  out  clearer  flill  and  higher. 
Though  your  body  be  confin’d , 
eyfnd  [oft  Love  a prifoner  bound, 

Tct  the  beauty  of  your  mind 
Neither  cheeky,  nor  chain  hath  found. 

Look  out  nobly  then,  and  dare 
Even  the  Fetters  that  you  wear. 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Ceo.  But  that  we  are  aflur’d  this  taftes  of  duty,' 
And  love  in  you,  my  Guardian,  and  defire 
In  you,  my  Sifier,  and  the  reft,  to  pleafe  us. 

We  fiiould  receive  this,  as  afawey  rudenefs 
Offer’d  our  private  thoughts.  But  your  intents 
Are  to  delight  US:  alas,  you  wa(h  an  : 

Czn  Cleopatra,  while  (he  does  remember 
Whofe  Daughter  (he  is,  and  whofe  Sifter  ? (O 
Ifufferinthe  name)  and  that  (in  juftice) 

There  is  no  place  in  e^Egypt,  where  I ftand. 

But  that  the  tributary  Earth  is  proud 
To  kifs  the  foot  of  her,  that  is  her  Queen, 

Can  (he,  I fay,  that  is  all  this,  e’rerelilh 
Of  comfort,  or  delight,  while  bafe  Photinui, 
Bond-man  ^Achillas,  and  all  other  monfters 
That  raign  o’re  Ptolomy,  make  that  a Court, 
Where  they  refide,  and  this,  where  I,a  Prifon  ? 
Blit  there’s  a %ome,  a Senate,  and  a Cafar, 

(Though  the  great  Pompey  lean  to  Ttolomy) 

May  think  of  Cleopatra. 
j4p.  Pompey,  Madam  ? 

C/rd.  Whatof  Kim fpeak:  if  ill,  Apollodorus, 
It  is  my  happinefs ; and  for  thy  news 
Receive  a favour  {Kin^s  have  kneel’d  in  vain  for) 
And  kifs  my  hand. 

Ap.  He’s  loft: 

Cleo.  Speak  it  agairi  ? 

Ap.  His  army  routed  ; he  fled  andpurfu’d 
By  the  all-conquering  Cafar. 

Geo,  Whither  bends  he  ? 

Ap  To  Egypt. 

Geo.  Ha ! in  perfon  ? 

Ap.  ’Tis  receiv’d 
For  an  undoubted  truth. 

Geo.  1 live  again , 

And  if  affurance  of  my  love,  and  beauty 
Deceive  me  not,  I now  (hall  find  a Judge 
To  do  me  right;  but  how  to  free  my  felf. 

And  get  accefs  the  are  ftrong  upon  me. 

This  door  I muft  pafs  through.  Apollodorus , 
Thou  often  haft  profefs’d  ( to  do  me  fervice, ) 
Thy  life  was  not  thine  own. 

Ap.  I am  not  alter’d  ; 
i And  let  your  excellency  propound  a means. 

In  which  1 may  but  give  the  lead  affiftance. 

That  may  reftore  you,  to  that  you  were  born  to, 

; (Though  it  call  on  the  anger  of  the  King, 

’i  Or,  (v/hat’s  more  deadly)  all  his  Minion 
I Photinus  can  do  to  me)  I,  unmov’d, 

Offer  my  throat  to  ferve  you : ever  provided. 

It  bear  fome  probable  fhew  to  be  effeded. 

To  lofe  my  felf  upon  no  ground,  were  madnels, 
Not  loyal  duty. 


Cleo.  Stand  off:  to  thee  alone, 

I will  difeover  what  I dare  not  truft 
My  Sifter  with,  Cicfar  .\s  amorous. 

And  taken  more^with  the  title  of  a Queen, 

Than  feature  or  proportion,  he  lov’d  Ennoe 
A /l/oor,dcformed  too,I  have  heard,  that  brought 
No  other  objedt  to  inflame  his  blood. 

But  that  her  Husband  was  a King,  on  both 
He  did  beftow  rich  prefents ; (hall  I then, 

That  with  a princely  birth, bring  beauty  with  me. 

That  know  to  prize  my  felfat  mine  own  rate,  ^ 

Defpair  his  favour  ? art  thou  mine .? 

Ap.  1 am.  . . . • 

Cleo.  I have  found  out  a way  fliall  bring  me  to  him, 

Spight  of  Photinus  watches ; if  1 profper, 

( As  I am  confident  I fliall  ) expci^'t  ■ - 
Things  greater  than  thy  wifhes*,  though  I purchafe 
His  grace  with  lofsot  my  virginity. 

It  skills  not,  if  it  bring  home  Majefty.  [_ExeHnt. 


AB'Hs  S^cundus.  Scena  Fr  'tma. 

Enter  Septimius,  with  a head,  Achillas,  Guard. 

Sep.  I S here,  ’tis  donc,behold  you  fearfull  viewers, 

X Shake,  and  behold  the  model  pf  the  world  here, 
The  pride,  and  ftrengtb,  look,  look  again,  ’tis  finifh’d  •,  ' 
That^  that  whole  Armies,  nay  whole  nations, , , 

Many  and  mighty  Kings,  have  been  ftruck  blind  at, 

And  fled  before,  wing’d  with  their  fears  and  terrours, 

That  Heel  war  waited  on,  and  fortune  courted. 

That  high  plum’d  honour  built  up  for  her  own  { 

Behold  that  mightinefs,  behold  that  fiercenefs. 

Behold  that  child  of  war,  with  all  his  glories ; 

By  this  poor  hand  made  breathlefs,  here  (my  AchillM ) 
Evypt,  and  Cafar,  owe  me  for  this  fervice. 

And  all  the  conquer’d  Nations. 

Ach.  Peace  Septimius,  , - 

Thy  words  foiind  more  ungratefull  than  thy  adionsj 
Though  fometimesfafety  feek  an  inftrument 
Of  thy  unworthy  nature,  thou  ( loud  boafter  ) 

Think  not  flie  is  bound  to  love  him  too,  that’s  barbarous. 
Why  did  not  I,  if  this  be  meritorious, 

And  binds  the  King  unto  me,  and  his  bounties. 

Strike  this  rude  ftroke  ? Tie  tell  thee  (thou  poor  Romati) 

It  was  a facred  head,  I durft  not  heave  at, 

Not  heave  a thought. 

Sep.  It  was.  I 

Ach.  Tie  tell  thee  truely. 

And  if  thou  ever  yet  heard’ft  tell  of  honour,' 

Tie  make  thee  blufh  : It  was  thy  General’s  ^ 

That  mans  that  fed  thee  once,  that  mans  that  bred  thee. 
The  air  thou  breath’dft  was  his  •,  the  fire  that  warm’d  thee, 
From  his  care  kindled  ever,  nay.  Pie  fhow  thee, 

( Becaufe  Tie  make  thee  fenfible  of  the  bufinefs , 

And  why  a noble  man  durft  not  touch  at  it ) 

There  was  no  piece  of  Earth,  thou  putft  thy  foot  on 
But  was  his  conqueft ; and  he  gave  thee  motion. 

He  triumph’d  three  times,  vvho  durft  touch  his  perfon  ? 
The  very  walls  of  Rome  bow’d  to  his  prefence. 

Dear  to  the  Gods  he  was,  to  them  that  ftar’d  him 
A fair  and  noble  Enemy.  Didft  thou  hate  him 
. And  for  thv  love  tp  Cajar,  fought  his  ruine  ? 

Arm’d  in  the  red  Pharfahan  fields,  Septimius, 

Where  killing  v\  as  in  grace,  and  wounds  wercglorious, 
Where  Kings  were  fair  competitours  for  honour. 

Thou  fhouldft  have  come  up  to  him, there  have  fought  him 
There,  Sword  to  Sword. 

Srp.  \ kill’d  him  on  commandment, 

If  Kings  commands  be  fair,  when  you  all  fainted, 

I When  none  of  you  durft  look 
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The  Fdfe  One. 


Avh.  On  deeds  fo  barbarous, 

What  haft  thou  got  ? 

Sep  The  Kings  love,  and  his  bounty, 

The  honour  of  the  fervice,  which  though  you  rail  at , 
Or  a thoufand  envious  fouls  fling  their  foams  on  me, 
Will  dignifie  the  caufe,  and  make  me  glorious : 

And  I lhall  live. 

Jch.  A miferable  villain, 

What  reputation,  and  reward  belongs  to  it 
Thus  (with  the  head)  Ifeizeon,  and  make  mine  j 
And  be  not  impudent  to  ask  me  why.  Sirrah, 

Nor  bold  to  flay,  read  in  mine  eyes  the  reafon: 

The  fliame  and  obloquy  I leave  thine  own. 

Inherit  thofe  rewards,  they  arc  fitter  for  thee. 

Your  oyfs  fpent,  and  your  fnuffllinks;  gooutbafely. 
Sep  The  King  will  yet  confider.  C 

Enter  Ptolomy,  Achoreus,  Photinus. 

Ach'd.  Here  he  comes  Sir. 

Ach.  Yet  if  it  be  undone ; hear  me  great  Sir, 

If  tiiis  inhumane  ftroak  be  yet  unflrucken. 

If  that  adored  head  be  not  yet  fever’d 
From  the  moll  noble  Body,  weigh  the  miferies, 

Tne  defolations  that  this  great  Eclipfc  works, 

'You  are  young,  be  provident ; fix  not  your  Empire 
Upon  the  Tomb  of  him  will  fhakeall  Eygft.^ 

Whofe  warlike  groans  will  raile  ten  thoufand  Spirits, 

( Great  as  himfelf)  in  every  hand  a thunder  •, 
Deftrudions  darting  from  their  looks,  and  forrows 
That  cafy  womens  eyes  (hall  never  empty. 

l^ho.  You  have  done  well  ^ and  ’tis  done,  fee  Ach'dlaSj 
And  in  his  hand  the  head. 

Ptol.  Stay  come  no  nearer. 

Me  thinks  I feel  the  very  earth  fliake  under  me, 

1 do  remember  him,  he  was  my  guardian. 

Appointed  by  the  Senate  to  preferve  me : 

What  a full  Majefly  fits  in  his  face  yet  ? 

SPho.  The  King  is  troubled  ; be  not  frighted  Sir, 

Be  not  abus’d  with  fears his  death  was  neceflary, 

If  }ou  confider.  Sir,  moft  neceflary. 

Not  to  be  mifs’d  ; and  humb'y  thank  great  Ifis , 

He  came  fo  opportunely  to  your  hands 
Pity  mull  now  giveplace  to  rules  of  fafety. 

Is  not  vidorious  new  arriv’d , 

And  enter’d  <^Alexandri.i^  with  his  friends. 

His  Na.vy  riding  by  to  wait  his  charges  ? 

Did  he  not  beat  this  Pompey,  and  purfu’d  him  ? 

Was  not  this  great  man,  his  great  enemy  ? 

Tnis  Godlike  vertuous  man,  as  people  held  him, 

But  what  fool  dare  be  friend  to  flying  vertue  ? 

Enter  Csfar,  Anthony,  Dolabella,  Sceva. 

I hear  their  Trumpets,  ’tis  too  late  to  flagger. 

Give  me  the  head,  and  be  you  confident : 

Hail  Conquerour,  and  head  of  all  the  world, 

, Now  this  head’s-  off. 

Cafar.  Ha  ? 

. T>ho.  Do  not  fnun  me, 
from  kingly  Etolomy  I bring  this  prefent. 

The  Crown,  and  fweat  of  thy  Pharf.dian  labour : 

The  goal  and  mark  of  high  ambitious  honour. 

Before  thy  vidory  had  no  name,  (/^far, 

Thy  travel  and  thy  lofsof  blood,no  recompence, 

Thou  dreanTft  of  being  worthy,  and  of  war  ^ 

And  all  thy  furious  conflids  were  but  flumbers. 

Here  they  take  life  : here  they  inherit  honour, 

Grow  fixt,and  flioot  up  everlalting  trium.phs  : 

Take  it,  and  look  upon  thy  humble  fervant. 

With  noble  eyes  look  on  the  Princely  Pfolomy, 

That  offers  with  this  head(mofl:  mighty  C^far) 

What  thou  would’fl  once  have  given  for  it,  all  Egypt. 

Ach.  Nor  do  nocq.ueflion  it  (molt  royal  Conquerour) 
'lor  dif  efleem  riie  benefit  that  meets  thee, 

Becaufe  -’tis  eafily  got,  ircomes  the  fafer : 


Yet  let  me  tell  thee  (mofl  imperious 

Though  he  oppos’d  no  flrcngth  of  Swords  to  win  this, 

Nor  labour’d  through  nofhowres  of  darts, and  lances : 

Yet  here  he  found  a fort,  that  faced  him  flrongly 
An  inward  war : he  was  his  Grand-fiics  Gucfl  ; 

Friend  to  his  Father,  and  when  he  wasexpell’d 
And  beaten  from  this  Kingdom  by  flrong  hand. 

And  had  none  left  him,  to  rellorc  his  honour, 

No  hope  to  find  a friend,  in  fuch  a milcry  ; 

Then  in  flept  Pompey  • took  his  feeble  fortune : 
Strengthen’d,  and  cherifli’d  it,and  fet  it  right  again. 

This  was  a love  to  Ca/tr. 

Sceva.  Give  me,  hate,Gods. 

Pho.  This  Cefar  may  account  a little  wicked. 

But  yet  remember,  ifthine  own  hands,  Conquerour, 

Had  fallen  upon  him,  what  it  had  been  then  .? 

Ifthine  own  fword  had  touch’d  his  throat,  what  that  w^ay ! 
He  was  thy  Son  in  Law,  there  to  be  tainted. 

Had  been  moft  terrible : let  the  worft  be  render’d, 

We  have  deferv’d  for  keeping  thy  hands  innocent. 

Cafar.  Oh  Scetra,  Sceva^  fee  that  head : lee  Captains, 
The  head  ofgodlike  Pompey. 

SciVa.  He  was  bafely  ruin’d, 

Put  let  the  Gods  be  griev’d  that  fuller’d  it. 

And  be  you  Capr 

C^efar-  Oh  thou  Conquerour, 

Thou  glory  of  the  world  once,  now  the  pity  : 

Tnou  awe  of  Nations,  wherefore  didft  thou  fall  thus  ? 
What  poor  fate  follow’d  thee,  and  pluckt  thee  on 
To  trull  thy  facred  life  to  an  Egypti.tn  ^ 

The  life  and  light  of  Romtj  to  a blind  Ilranger, 

That  honorable  war  ne’r  taught  a nobknefs. 

Nor  woi  thy  circumftance  flicw’d  what  a man  was, 

That  never  heard  thy  name  fung,  but  in  banquets  ^ 

And  loofc  lafeivious  pleafures  ? to  a Boy, 

That  had  no  faith  to  comprehend  thy  greatnefs, 

No  fludy  of  thy  life  to  know  thy  goodnefs  •, 

And  leave  thy  Nation,  nay,  thy  noble  friend. 

Leave  him  (diftrufled)  that  in  tears  falls  with  thee  ? 

(In  foftrcLnting  tears j’  hear  me  ( great  Pompey) 

(Ifthy great  fpiritcan  hear)  I mufltaskthee  : 

Thou  haft  mofl  unnobly  rob’d  me  of  my  vidtory. 

My  love,  and  merq^. 

Ant.  O how  brave  thefe  tears  fhew  ! 

How  excellent  is  forrow  in  an  Enemy ! 

Bol.  Glory  appears  not  greater  than  this  goodnefs. 
Cafar.  Egyptians^  dare  you  think  your  high  Pyramides, 
Built  to  out-dare  the  Sun,  as  you  fuppofe, 

Where  your  unworthy  Kings  lye  rak’d  in  afhes , 

Are  monuments  fit  for  him  i*  no,  (brood  of  Ndns ) 
Nothing  can  cover  his  high  fame,  but  Heaven  •, 

No  Pyramtdes  fet  off  his  m.  morits, 

But  the  eternal  fubflance  of  his  greatnefs 
To  which  I leave  him  ; take  the  head  away, 

And  (with  the  body)  give  it  noble  buriai, 

Y our  Earth  fhall  now  be  blefs’d  to  hold  a Rotnan, 

Whole  braverys  all  the  worlds- Ear  th  cannot  ballancc. 

See.  If  thou  bee’fhthus  loving,  I fhall  honour  thee. 

But  great  men  may  diflemble  , ’tis  held  poflible, 

And  be  right  glad  of  what  they  feem  to  weep  for, 

There  are  fuch  kind  of  Philofbphers  ^ now  do  1 wonder 
How  he  would  look  if  Pompey  were  alive  again. 

But  how  he  would  fet  his  face  ? 

Cafar.  You  look  now.  King, 

And  you  that  have  been  Agents  in  this  glory. 

For  our  efpccial  favour.? 

Ptol.  We  defire  it. 

Cafar.  And  douhtlefs  you  expedt  rewards. 

Sceva.  Let  me  give  ’em: 

De  give  ’em  fuch  as  nature  never  dreamt  of, 

I le  beat  him  and  his  Agents  (in  a morter) 

Into  one  man,  and  that  one  man  I’le  bake  then. 

Cafar.  Peace-,  f forgive  you  all,  that’s  recompence: 

You  are  young,  and  ignorant,  that  pleads  your  pardon. 
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And  f:ar  it  may  be  more  than  bate  provok’d  ye  , 

Your  Minilters,  I mufl:  think,  wanted  judgment, 

And  fo  they  err’d ; I am  bountiful  to  think  this ; 

Believe  me moft bountiful-,  be  you  moft  thankful, 

That  bounty  fiiareamongft  ye  ; if  1 knew 

What  to  fend  you  for  a prefent.  King  of 

(1  mean  a head  of  equal  reputation 

And  that  you  lov’d)  though  it  were  your  brighteft  Sifters, 

(But  her  you  hate)  I would  not  be  behind  ye. 

Ptol.  Hear  me,  (Great  C<efar.) 

C^f.  I have  heard  too  much. 

And  ftudy  not  with-fmooth  fliews  to  invade 
My  noble  Mind  as  you  have  done  my  Conquefl. 

Ye  are  poor  and  open : I mufl  tell  ye  roundly. 

That  Man  that  could  not  recompence  the  Benefits, 

The  great  and  bounteous  fervices  of  Tomfey^ 

Can  never  dote  upon  the  Name  of  C<tfar  •, 

Though  I had  hated  Pompey^  and  allow’d  hisruine, 

Hafry  to  pleafe  in  Blood  are  feldome  trufty  ^ 

And  but  1 Hand  inviron’d  with  my  Victories, 

My  Fortune  never  failing  to  befriend  me. 

My  noble  ftrengths,  and  friends  about  my  Perfon, 

1 durft  not  try  ye,  nor  expeeft  a Courtefie, 

Above  the  pious  love  you  fhew’d  to  Pompey. 

You  have  found  me  merciful  in  arguing  with  you 
Swords,  Hangmen,  Fires,  Deffrudlions  of  all  natures, 
Demolifhments  of  Kingdoms,  and  whole  Ruines 
Are  wont  to  be  my  Orators-,  turn  to  tears, 

' ou  wretched  and  poor  feeds  of  Sun-burnt  Egypt^  • 

-Xnd  now  you  have  found  the  nature  of  a Gonquerour, 

That  you  cannot  decline with  all  your  flatteries. 

That  where  the  day  gives  light  will  be  himfelf  ftill. 

Know  how  to  meet  his  Worth  with  humane  Courtefles,  . 
Go,  and  embalm  thofe  bones  of  that  great  Souldier  j 
Howl  round  about  his  Pile,  fling  on  lyour  Spices, 

Makr.  a Sabaofi  Bed,  and  place  this  Phoenix 
Where  the  hot  Sun  may  emulate  his  Vertues, 

And  draw  another  Pompey  from  his  afhes 
Divinely  great,  and  fix  him  ’mongfl  the  Worthies. 

Ptol.  We  will  do  all, 

Ce/i  You  have  rob’d  him  of  thofe  tears 
His  Kindred  and  his  Friends  kept  facred  for  him ; 

The  Virgins  of  their  Funeral  Lamentations: 

And  that  kind  Earth  that  thought  to  cover  him, 

(His  Countries  Earth)  will  cry  out  ’gainfl  your  Cruelty, 
And  weep  unto  the  Ocean  for  revenge, 

Till  I^Ihs  raife  his  feven  heads  and  devour  ye  \ 

My  grief  has  flopt  the  reft : when  Tow/xy  liv’d 
Heus’d  you  nobly,  now  he  isdead  ufe  him  fo.  {Exit. 

Ptol.  Now, where’s  your  confidence  ? your  aim  (Photivuiy 
•The  Oracles,  and  fair  Favours  from  the  Conquerour 
You  rung  intomine  Ears  ? how  fland  I now 
Youfeethe  tempefl  of  hisilerndifpleafure, 

The  death  of  him  you  urged  a Sacrifice 
To  flop  his  Rage,  prefaging  a full  mine ; 

Where  are  your  Counfels  now  ? 

Acho.  I told  you.  Sir, 

( And  told  the  truth ) what  danger  would  flye  after ; 

And  though  an  Enemy,  I fatisfied  you 
He  was  a Roman;  and  the  top  of  Honour; 

And  howfoever  this  might  pleafe  Great 
I told  ye  that  the  foulncls  of  his  Death, 

The  impious  bafenefs 

P,ho-  Peace,  you  are  a Fool, 

Men  of  deep  ends  mull  tread  as  deep  ways  to  ’em  ; 

Cxfar  I know  is  pleas’d,  and  for  all  hisfbrrows 
(Which  are  put  on  for  forms  and  meet  diflemblings) 

1 am  coafident  he’s  glad ; to  have  told  ye  fo,  . '■ 

And  thank  yc  outwardly,  had  been  too  open. 

And  taken  from  the  Wifedom  of  a Conquerour. 
Beconfident  and  proud  ye  have  done  this  fervice; 

Ye  have  deferv'd,  and  ye  will  find  it  highly: 

Make  bold  ufe  of  this  benefit,  and  befure 
You  keep  your  Siller,  (the  high-foul’d 
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Both  clofe  and  Ihort  enough,  flie  may  not  fee  him  *, 

The  reft,  if  I may  counfel.  Sir- — _ 

Ptol.  Do  all; 

For  in  thy  faithful  fervice  refts  m.y  fafety.  {Exenr.t. 

SCENE  II.  i 

Enter  Septimius. 

Sept.  Here’s  a ftrange  alteration  in  the  Court ; 

Mens  Faces  are  of  other  fetts  and  motions. 

Their  minds  of  fubtler  fluff;  I pafs  by  now 
As  though  I were  a Rafcal,  no  man  knows  me, 

No  Eye  looks  after ; as  I were  a Plague 

Their  doors  fliut  clofe  againft  me ; and  I wondred  at 

Becaufe  I have  done  a meritorious  Murther  ; 

Becaufe  I have  pleas’d  the  Timc,does  the  Time  plague  me  ^ 

I have  known  the  day  they  would  have  hug’d  me  for  it 
For  a left  ftroke  than  tnis  have  done  me  Reverence; 

Open’d  their  Hearts  and  fecretClofets  to  me, 

Their  Purfes,  and  their  Pleafures,  and  bid  me  wallow. 

I now  perceive  the  great  Thieves  eat  the  left. 

And  the  huge  Leviathans  of  Villany 
Sup  up  the  merits,  nay  the  men  and  all 
That  do  them  fervice,  and  fpowt  ’em  out  again 
Into  the  air,  as  thin  and  unregarded 
As  drops  of  Water  that  are  loft  i’th’Ocean: 

I was  lov’d  once  for  fvvearing,  and  for  drinking. 

And  for  other  principal  Qualities  that  became  me , 

Now  a foolilh  unthankful  Murther  has  undone  me. 

If  my  Lord  T^hotinas  be  not  merciful 

Photinus. 

That  fet  me'on  ; And  he  comes,  now  Fortune. 

Pho.  C^farr  unthankfulnefs  a little  ftirs  me, 

A little  frets  my  bloud  ; take  heed,  proud  Romany 
Provoke  me  not,  ftir  not  mine  anger  farther ; 

I may  find  out  a way  unto  thy  life  too, 

(Though  arm’d  in  all  thy  Viiftories ) and  feize  it. 

A Conquerour  has  a heart,  and  I may  hit  it. 

Sept.  May  it  pleafe  your  Lordfldp  ? 

Pho.  O Septhnim  ! 

Sept.  Your  Lordlhips  knows  my  wrongs. 

Pho.  Wrongs?  - 

Sept.  Yes,  my  Lord, 

How  the  Captain  of  the  Guard,  Achillofydights  me. 

Pho.  Think  better  of  him,  he-has  much  befriended  thee, 
Shew’d  thee  much  love  in  taking  the  head  from  thee. 

The  times  are  alter’d  (Souldier)  Cafar^s  angry y - 
And  our  defign  to  pleafe  him  loft  and  perifh’d ; 

Be  glad  thou  art  unnam’d,  ’tis  not  worth  the  owning ; 

Yet,  that  thou  maift  be  ufeful 

Sept.  Yes,  my  Lord, 

I fhall  be  ready. 

Pho.  For  I may  employ  thee 
To  take  a rub  or  two  out  of  my  way. 

As  time  fhall  ferve  , fay  that  it  be  a Brother  f 
Or  a hard  Father  ? 

Sept.  ’Tis  moft  neceffary, 

A Mother,  or  a Sifter,  or  whom  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

Pho.  Or  to  betray  a noble  Friend  ? 

Sept.  ’Tis  all  one. 

Pho.  I know  thou  wilt  ftir  for  Gold. 

Sept.  ’Tis  all  my  motion. 

Pho.  There,  take  that  for  thy  fervice,  and  farewel ; 

I have  greater  bufineft  now. 

Sept.  I am  ftill  your  own.  Sir. 

Pho.  One  thing  I charge  thee,  fee  me  no  more,  Septirniw, 
Unlefs  I fend.  {Exit. 

Sept.  I fhall  obferve  ynur  hour. 

So,  this  brings  fomething  in  the  mouth,  fome  favour ; 

This  is  the  Lord  I ferve,  the  Power  1 worfhip. 

My  Friends,  Allies,  and  here  lies  my  Allegiance. 

Let  P eople  talk  as  they  pleafe  of  my  rudenefs, 

T t 2 And  , 
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And  Oiun  me  for  my  deed  •,  bring  but  this  to  em, 

(Let  me  be  damn’d  for  blood)  yet  ftill  I am  honourable, 
This  God  creates  new  tongues,  and  nevvaffedions ; 

And  though  I had  kill’d  my  Father,  give  me  Gold 
I’ll  make  men  fwear  I have  done  a pious  Sacrifice  5 
Now  1 will  out  brave  all ; make  all  my  Servants, 

Andmv  brave  deed  (hall  be  writ  in  Wine,  lor  vertuous. 

■'  \_E.xit. 

SCENE  liL 

Enter  Csfar,  Antony,  Dolabella,  Sceva.  . 

C4.  Keep flrong  Guards, and  with  waryeyes(my  friends) 
There  is  no  truding  to  thckhaik  E^ftians  5 
They  that  are  falfe  to  pious  benefits, 

And  make  compell’d  necellities  their  faiths 
Are  Traitors  to  the  gods. 

jlnt.  We’ll  call  afhore 
A Legion  of  the  belt. 

C-tf.  Not  a Man,  Antony., 

That  were  to  (hew  our  fears,  and  dim  our  greatnels; 

No,  ’tis  enough  my  Name’s  afiiore. 

See.  Too  much  too, 

A fleeping  C^far  is  enough  to  (hake  them  \ 

There  arc  fonic  two  or  three  malicious  Rafcals’ 

Train’d  up  m Villany,  bolides  chat  Cerl^erw; 

That  Dog,  that  lick’d  the  blood  of  Tompey. 

Dol.  ’Tis  ftrange,  a Roman  Souldier  ? 

See.  You  are  cozen’d, 

There  be  of  us  as  be  of  all  other  Nations, 

Villains,  and  Knaves;  ’tis  not  the  name  contains  him. 

But  the  obedience  •,  when  that’s  once  forgotten, 

And  Duty  flung  away,  then  welcome  Devil. 

Photinm  and  Achtlloi,  and  this  Vermine 
That’s  now  become  a natural  Crocodile 
Muft  be  with  care  obferv’d. 

Ant.  And ’tis  well  counfeTd 

No  Confidence,  nor  trull: — 

Sr?,  ni  trud  the  5ea  firft, 

When  with  her  hollow  murmurs  fhe  invites  nrc. 

And  clutches  in  her  ftorms,  as  politick  Lions 
Conceal  their  Claws ; I’l.  trull  the  Devil  firft. 

C4.  Goto  your  reds,  and  follow  your  own  Wifedoms, 
And  leave  me  to  my  thoughts ; pray  no  more  complement. 
Once  more  drong  Watcues. 

tol.  All  (hall  be  obferv’d.  Sir.  {Exit. 

Cafi  1 am  dull  and  heavy,  yet  1 cannot  fleep. 

How  happy  was  I in  my  lawful  Wars, 

In  Grrmany,  and  Gaul,  and  Tritanny  ? 

When  every  night  with  pleafurc  I fet  down 
What  the  day  minidred?  The  deep  came  fwcetly 
But  lince  I undertook  this  home-divifion, 

This  civil  War,  and  pad  the  Rubicon  , 

What  have  I done  that  fpeaks  an  ancient  Roman  ? 

Agood.  great  man?  I have  enter’d by  force. 

And  on  her  tender  Womb  (that  gave  me  life) 

Let  my  infultingSouldicrs  rudely  trample, 

The  dear  Veins  of  my  Country  I have  open’d, 

And  fail’d  upon  the  torrents  that  flow’d  from  her, 

The  bloody  dreams  that  in  their  confluence 
Carried  before  ’em  thoufand  defolationsy 
I rob’d  the  Treafury,  and  at  one  gripe 
Snatch’d  all  the  wealth,  lb  many  worthy  triumphs 
Plac’d  there  as  facred  to  the  Peace  of  Rome  *, 

I raz’d  tA^ajJilia,  in  my  wanton  anger 
Petreius  and  Afranius  1 defeated  : 

Pompey  I overthrew;  v\ihat  did  that  get  me  ? 

Theflubber’d  Name  of  an  authoriz’d  Eriemy.  {Noifemthin. 
I-  hear  fome  Node  ; they  are  the  Watches  fure. 

What  Friends  have  I ty’d  fall  by  thefe  ambitions  > 

Cato,  thcLoverof  his  Countries  freedom, 

Is  now  pad  into-./^/mik  to  affi  ont  me, 

Juba  (that  kill’d  my  friend)  is  up  in  Arms  too? 


The  Sons  of  Pomfey  are  Maders  of  the  Sea, 

And  from  thereliquesof  their  fcatter’d  fadion, 

A new  head’s  fprung  *,  Say  I defeat  all  thefe  too  \ 

I come  home  crown’d  an  honourable  Rebel. 

I hear  the  Noife  dill,  and  it  dill  comes  nearer^ 

Are  the  Guardsfad?  Who  waits  there? 

Enter  Sceva  with  a Packet,  Cleopatra  in  it. 

See.  Are  ye  awake  Sir? 

C4-  I’th’ name  of  Wonder. 

See.  Nay,  lam  a Porter, 

A drong  one  too,  or  elfe  my  fides  would  crack,  Sir, 

And  my  fins  were  as  weighty,!  Ihould  fcarce  walk  with  ^em, 
C4  What  had  thou  there? 

See.  Ask  them  which  day  w ithout. 

And  brought  it  hither,  your  Prefence  I deny’d  ’em,’, 

And  put  ’em  by  5 took  up  the  load  my  felf. 

They  fay  ’tis  rich,  and  valu’d  at  the  Kingdome, 
lam  fure ’tis  heavy  •,  if  you  like  to  fee  it 
You  may  : if  not,  I’ll  give  it  back. 

Cef.  Stay  Sceva, 

I would  fain  fee  it. 

See.  I’ll  begin  to  work  then  ; 

No  doubt,  to  flatter  ye  they  have  fent  ye  Ibmetliing, 

Of  a rich  value.  Jewels,  or  fome  rich  Treafurej 
May  be  a Rogue  within  to  do  a mifehief  5 
I pray  you  daiid  farther  off,  if  there  be  villany. 

Better  my  danger  firft  5 he  fliall  ’fcape  hard  tcK>, 

Ha ! what  art  thou  ? 

Caf  Stand  farther  off,  good  Sceva, 

What  heavenly  Villon  > do  1 wake  or  dumber  I 
Farther  off  that  hand.  Friend. 

See.  What  Apparition.? 

What  Spirit  have  1 rais’d  ? fure  ’tis  a Woman, 

She  looks  like  one  •,  now  die  begins  to  move  too : 

A tempting  Devil,  o’  my  life  •,  go  off,  Caf^r, 

Blefs  thy  felf,  off:  a Bawd  grown  in  mine  old  days  ? 

Bawdry  advanc’d  upon  my  back  ? ’tis  noble : 

Sir,  if  you  be  a Souldier  come  no  nearer, 

She  isfenttodifijoflefs  you  of  your  honour, 

A Spunge,  a Spunge  to  wipe  away  your  Victories : 

And  die  would  be  cool’d.  Sir,  let  the  Souldicrs  trim- her  ? 
They’ll  give  her  that  die  came  for,  and  difpatch  heri 
Be  loyal  to  your  felf.  Thou  damned  Woman, 

Dolt  thou  come  hither  with  thy  flouriflics, 

Thy  flaunts,  and  faces  to  abule  mens  manners  ? 

And  am  1 made  the  inftrument  of  Bawdry  ? 

I’ll  find  a Lover  for  ye,  one  that  fliall  hug  yc. 

C4  Hold,  on.  thy  life,  and  be  more  temperate. 

Thou  Bcalt. 

See.  Thou  Bead:? 

C4  Could’ft  thou  be  fo  inhumane, 

So  far  from  noble  Men,  to  draw  thy  Weapon 
Upon  a thing  divine? 

See.  Divine,  or  humane. 

They  are  never  better  pleas’d,  nor  more  at  hearts  calc. 

Than  when  we  draw  with  full  intent  upon  ’em. 

Caf  Move  this  way  (Lady) 

’Pray  ye  let  me  fpeak  to  ye. 

See.  And  Woman,  you  had  belt  Hand. 

Caf-  By  the  gods. 

But  that  1 fee  her  here,  and  hope  her  mortal, 

1 fliould  imagine  fome  celedial  fweetnefs, 

The  treafure  of  fofc  love. 

See.  Oh,  this  founds  mangily. 

Poorly,  and  feurvily  in  a Souldiers  mouth : 

You  had  bed  be  troubled  with  the  Tooth-ach  too. 

For  Lovers  ever  are,  and  let  your  Nofe  drop 
That  your  celedial  Beauty  may  befriend  ye  •, 

At  thefe  years  do  you  learn  to  be  fantaftical .? 

After  fo  many  bloody  fields,  a Fool .? 

She  brings  her  Bed  along  too,  Ihe’ll  lofeno  time, 

Carries  her  Litter  to  lyc  foft,  do  yon  fee  that  ? 

Invites 
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invites  ye  like  a Gamefter  ; note  that  impudence, 

For  lhame  refled  upon  your  felf,  your  honour, 

• Look  back  into  your  noble  parts,  and  blufh  : 

Let  not  the  dear  fweat  of  the  hot  Pharfalia, 

Mingle  with  bafe  Embraces  •,  am  I he 
That  have  receiv’d  fo  many  wounds  for  Ctfar  ? 

Upon  my  Target  groves  of  darts  ftill  growing  ? 

Have  1 endur’d  all  hungers,  colds,  dillrefles, 

And  (as  I had  been  bred  that  Iron  that  arm’d  me) 

Stood  out  all  weathers, now  to  curfe  my  fortune  ? 

To  ban  the  blood  I loft  for  fuch  a General  ? 

Cajar.  Offend  no  more : begone. 

See.  I will,  and  leave  ye. 

Leave  ye  to  womens  wars,  that  will  proclaim  ye : 

You’l  conquer  Rome  now,  and  the  Capitol 
With  Fans,  and  Looking-glafles,  farewel  Cafar. 

Cleo.  Now  I am  private  Sir,  I dare  fpeak  to  ye  : 

But  thus  low  firft,  for  as  a God  I honour  ye. 

So..  Lower  you’l  be  anon. 

Cafar.  Away. 

See.  And  privater. 

For  that  you  covet  all. 

C<efar.  Tempt  me  no  farther. 

Clto.  Contemn  menot,becaule  I kneel  thm^Cafar^ 

I am  a Queen,  and  coheir  to  this  country. 

The  Sifter  to  the  mighty  Ttolomy^ 

Yet  one  diftrefs’d,  that  flyes  unto  thy  juftice. 

One  that  layes  facred  hold  on  thy  proteeftion 
As  on  an  holy  Altar,  to  preferve  me. 

Cafar.  Speak  Queen  of  beauty, and  ftand  up. 

Cleo.  I dare  not, 

’Till  I have  found  that  favour  in  thine  eyes, 

That  godlike  great  humanity  to  help  me. 

Thus,  to  thy  knees  mufti  grow  (facred  Cfy4r,)  ” 

And  if  it  be  not  in  thy  will,  to  right  me. 

And  raife  me  like  a (^een  from  my  fad  ruines, 

If  thele  foft  tears  cannot  fink  to  thy  pity , 

And  waken  with  their  murmurs  thy  compaffions ; 

Yetfor  thy  noblenefs,  for  vertues  fake,  ^ 

And  if  thou  beeft  a man,  for  defpis’d  beauty, 

For  honourable  conqueft, which  phou  doat’ft  on , • f 
Let  not  thofe  cankers  of  this  flourifhing  Kingdom,'  ' ' 
Photims.,  and  Achillosj  (the  one  an  Eunuch, 

The  other  a bafe  bondman)  thus  raign  over  me.  ^ 

Seize  my  inheritance,  and  leave  my  Brother 
Nothing  of  what  he  fhould  be,  but  the  Title  \ 

As  thou  art  wonder  of  the  world. 

Cafar.  Stand  up  then  ‘ • 

And  be  a Queen,  this  hand  lhall  give  it  to  ye,  ’ 

Or  choole  a greater  name,  worthy  my  bounty:  ■ , , 

A common  love  makes  Queens : choofe  to  be  worfhipped, 
To  be  divinely  great,  and  1 dare  promife  if, 

, A fui tor  of  your  fort,  and  blefled  fweetnefs,  ^ . 

That  hath  adventur’d  thus  to  fee  great  C<efar, 

Muff:  never  be  denied,  you  have  found  a patrbn  ^ 

That  dare  not  in  his  private  honour  fuffer 
So  great  a blemifh  to  the  Heaven  of  beauty : 

The  God  of  love  would  clap  his  angry  wings. 

And  from  his  finging  bow  let  flye  thofe  arrows 
Headed  with  burning  griefs,  and  pining  fbrrows. 

Should  I negled  your  caufe,  would  make  me  monftroiis, 
To  whom  and  to  your  fervice  I devote  me. 

Pmer  Sceva. 

Cleo.  He  is  my  conqueft  now,  and  lb  I ’le  work  him, 
The  conquerour  of  the  world  will  I lead  captive. 

See.  Still  with  this  woman.?  tilting  ftill  with  Babies.? 
As  you  arc  honeft  think  the  Enemy, 

Some  valiant  Foe  indeed  now  charging  on  ye  : 

Ready  to  break  your  ranks,  and  fling  thefe ’ 

Cafar.  Hear  me. 

But  tell  me  true,  if  thou  hadft  fuch  a treafure , 

( /^nd  as  thou  art  a Souldier,  do  not  flatter  me  ) 

Such  a bright  gem,  brought  to  thee,  wouldft  thou  not 
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Moft  greedily  accept  ? 

See.  Not  as  an  Emperour,  . 

A man  that  firft  Ihould  rule  himfclf,^t  hen  others-, 

Asapoor  hungry  Souldier,  I might  bite.  Sir, 

Yet  that’s  a weaknefs  too : Irearme,  thou  Tempter: 

And  hear  thou  C^ifar  too,  for  it  concerns  thee. 

And  if  thy  flefli  be  deaf,  yet  let  thine  honour. 

The  foul  of  a com.mander,  give  ear  to  me, 

Thou  wanton  bane  of  war,  thou  guilded  Lethargy, 

In  w'hofe  embraces,  eafe  (the  rulFof  Arms) 

And  pleafure,  (that  makes  Souldiers  poor)  inhabites. 

Cafar.  Fye,  thou  blafphem’ft. 

See.  Ido,  when  fne  is  a goddefs. 

Thou  melter  of  ftrong  minds,  dar’ft  thou  prefume 
To  fmother  all  his  triumphs,  with  thy  vanities , 

And  tye  him  like  a flave,  to  thy  proud  beauties  ? 

To  thy  imperious  looks  ? that  Kings  have  follow’d 
Proud  of  their  chains  ? have  waited  on?  I fhame  Sir.  \_Exit. 

C<tfar.  Alas  thou  art  rather  mad  : take  thy  reft  Seeva^ 

Thy  duty  makes  thee  erre,  but  1 forgive  thee : 

Go,  golfay,  fhew  meno  difobedience  : 

’Tiswell,  farewel,  the  day  will  break  dear  Lady, 

My  Souldiers  will  come  in , plcafe  you  retire, 

And  think  upon  your  fervant? 

Cleo.  Pray  you  Sir,  know  me, 

And  what  I am. 

Cafar.  The  greater,  I more  love  ye. 

And  >ou  muff:  know  me  too. 

Cleo.  So  far  as  modefty. 

And  majefty  gives  leave  Sir,  ye  are  too  violent 
Cafar.  You  are  too  cold  to  my  defires. 

Cleo.  Swear  to  me. 

And  by  your  felf  (for  I hold  that  oath  facred) 

You  will  right  me  as  a Queen 

Cafir.  Thefe  lips  bewitnefs. 

And  if  I break  that  oath  

Cleo.^  You  make  me  bluffi  Sir, 

And aii  that  blufh  interpret  me. 

Cafar.  I will  do, 

Come  let’s  go  in,  and  blufh  again : this  one  Word, 

You  fhall  believe. 

Cleo.  I muft,  you  are  a conquerour.  \_Exeunt. 


A^pfs 'ter tins  ‘ ScenaFritna, 

' Enter  Ptolomy,  Photinus. 

‘Pho.f^Ood.  Sir,  but  hear. 

Vj"  PtoL  No  more,  you  have  undone  me, 

That,  that  I hourly  fear’d,  is  fain  upon  me, 

, And  heavily,  and  deadly. 

I E’ho.  Hear  a remedy. 

Ptol.  A remedy  now  the  difeale  is  ulcerous  ? 

And  has  infe<fted  all  ? your  fecure  negligence  > 

Has  broke  through  all  the  hopes  I have,and  ruin’d  me ; 

My  Sifter  is  with  Ctfar^  in  his  chamber. 

All  night  fhe  has  been  with  him  and  no  doubt 
Much  to  her  honour.  r . . 

Pho.  Would  that  were  the  worft,  Sir, 

That  will  repair  it  felf:  but  I fear  mainly, 

She  has  made  her  peace  with  Cafar. 

Ptol.  ’Tis  moft  likely, 

And  what  am  I then  ? 

Pho.  ’Plague  upon  that  Rafcal 
zAfollodroHs.,  under  whofe  command, 

Under  whofe  eye 

Enter  Achillas. 

Ptol.  Curfe  on  you  all,  ye  are  wretches® 

Pho.  ’Twas  providently  done,  ^Achillas.  , _ 

Achil.  Pardon  me.  (watchfull. 

Pho.  Your  guards  were  rarely  wife , and  WohdroiTs 

AchilS 

■ ...  . 
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AchU.  I could  not  help  it,  ifray  life  had  lain  for’t, 

Alas,  who  would  furpe<^  a pack  of  bedding , 

Or  a fmall  Trufs  of  houfhold  furniture  ? 

And  as  they  faid,for  C<i[ars  ufe  : or  who  durfl: 

[ f Being  for  his  private  chamber;  feek  to  flop  it . 

1 1 was  abus’d. 

'Enter  Achoreus. 

Ach.  ’Tisnohour  now  for  anger: 

No  wifdom  to  debate  with  fruitlefs  choler. 

Let  us  confider  timely  what  we  mufl:  do. 

Since  fhe  is  flown  to  his  protection , 

From  whom  we  have  no  power  to  fever  her , 

Nor  force  conditions 

Ftol.  Speak  fgood  Achoreus) 

Ach.  Let  indirect  and  crooked  counfels  vanilh. 

And  ftraight,  and  fair  directions 

Pho.  Speak  your  mind  Sir. 

Ach.  Let  us  choofe  Ce/^r,(and  endear  him  to  us,) 

An  Arbitrator  in  all  differences 

Betv/ixt  you,  and  your  Sifter ; this  is  fafe  now  : 

And  will  (hew  off,  mofl  honourable. 

Pho.  Bafe, 

Mofl;  bafe  and  poof,  a lervile,  cold  fubmiflion : 

Hear  me,  and  pluck  your  hearts  up,  like  (tout  Counfellours, 
Since  we  are  fenflble  this  C<tfar  loathes  us. 

And  have  begun  our  fortune  with  great  Pompey, 

Be  of  my  mind. 

Ach.  ’Tis  mofl  uncomely  fpoken. 

And  if  I fay  molt  bloodily,  I lye  not : 

The  law  of  hofpitality  it  poyfons. 

And  calls  the  Gods  in  qucltion  that  dwell  in  us. 

Be  wife  O King. 

Ptol.  I will  be : go  my  counfellour, 

ToCe/irgo,  and  do  my  humble  fervice: 

To  my  fair  Sifter  my  commends  negotiate,  '■ 

And  here  I ratifie  what  e’re  thou  treat’ft  on. 

Ach.  Crown’d  with  fair  peace,  I go. 

Ptol.  My  love  go  with  thee, 

And  from  my  love  go  you,  you  cruel  vipers : 

You  fhall  know  now  1 am  no  ward , Photinus.  C Exit. 

Pho.  This  for  our  fervice.? 

Princes  do  their  pleafures. 

And  thj^  that  ferve  obey  in  all  difgraces : 

The  lowefl  we  can  fall  to,  is  our  graves, 

There  we  (hall  know  no  diffrence:  heark  Aclullasj 
I maydofomethingyet,  when  times  are  ripe. 

To  tell  this  raw  unthankfull  King. 
t^chil.  Photinus., 

What  e’re  it  be  I fhall  make  one : and  zealoufly ; 

For  better  dye  attempting  fomething  nobly, 

Than  fall  difgraced.  , 

Pho.  Thou  lov’fl;  me  and  I thank  thee.  iE.xemt, 

SCENA  II. 

Enter  Antony,  Dolabella,  Sceva. 

Dol.  Nay  there’s  no  rowflng  him ; he  is  bewitch’d  furc. 
His  noble  blood  curdled,  and  cold  within  him  j 
Grown  now  a-womans  warriour. 

See.  And  a tall  one  ; 

Studies  her  fortifications,  and  her  breaches, 

And  how  he  may  advance  his  ram  to  batter 
TheBullworkofher  chaflitie. 

Ant.  Be  not  too  angry, 
for  by  this  light,  the  woman’s  a rare  woman, 

A Lady  of  that  catching  youth,  and  beauty, 

That  unmatch’d  fweetnefs 

t)ol.  But  why  (hould  he  be  fool’d  fo  ? 

Let  her  be  what  fhe  will,  whyfhould  his  wifdom,' 

His  age,  and  honour 

Ant.  Say  it  wefC  your  own  cafe. 

Or  mine,  or  any  mans.  That  has  heat  in  him : 

’Tis  true  a't'tfais  time  vyhen  he  has  no  prbmife 


Of  more  fecurity  than  his  fword  can  cut  through,  ‘ 

do  not  hold  it  fo  difere  e t;  but  a good  face,  Gentlemen,' 
And  eyes  that  are  the  winningfl;  Orators .-  ; 

A youth  that  opens  like  perpetual  fpring,  ! 

Andtoallthefe,  a tongue  that  can  deliver  ; 

The  Oracles  of  Love 

See.  I would  you  had  her. 

With  all  her  Oracles,  and  Miracles,  ’ 

She  were  fitter  for  your  turn.  j 

Ant.  Would  I had,  Scevu.,  '■ 

With  all  her  faults  too;  let  me  alone  to  mend ’em,  \ 

O’thai  condition  1 made  thee  mine  heir . ' 

See.  I had  rather  have  your  black  horfe,than  your  harlots,  i 
SDol.  Cxfar  writes  Sormtts  now,  the  found  of  war  ' I 

Is  grown  too  boyftrous  for  his  mouth  ; helighstoo.  1 

See.  And  learns  to  fiddle  moll:  melodioufly. 

And  lings,  ’twould  make  your  ears  prick  up,  to  hear  him 
Shortly  Ihe’l  make  him  fpin  .*  and  ’tis  thought  (Gent.  | 
He  will  prove  an  admirable  maker  of  Bonclacc,  i 

And  what  a rare  gift  will  that  be  in  a General  t 
Ant.  I would  he  could  abltain. 

See.  She  is  a witch  fure. 

And  works  upon  him  with  fome  damn’d  inchantment. 

Dol.  How  cunning  fhe  ivill  carry  her  behaviours. 

And  let  her  countenance  in  a thoufand  poltures,- 
To  catch  her  ends  ? 

See.  She  will  befick,  well,  fullcn, 

Merry,  coy,  over-joy'd,  and  feem  to  dye 
All  in  one  half  hour,  to  make  an  alle  of  him  .* 

I make  no  doubt  Ihe  will  be  drunk  too  damnably. 

And  in  her  drink  will  fight,  then  flie  fits  him. 

Ant.  That  thou  Ihouldft  bring  her  in  ? 

See.  ’Twas  my  blind  fortune, 

My  Souldiers  told  me,  by  the  weight  ’twas  wicked : 

Would  I bad  carried  Mdo\  Bull  a furlong, 

When  I broqght  in  this  Cow-Calf .-  he  has  advanced  me 
From  an  old  Souldicp,  to  a bawd  of  memory ; 

O,  that  the  Sons  of  Pompey  were  behind  him. 

The  honour’d  Cue,  and  fierce  Juba  with  ’em, 

That  they  might  whip  him  from  his  whore,  and  rowze  him  ; 
That  their  fierce  Trumpets,  from  his  wanton  trances, 
Might  fhake  him  like  an  Earth-quake. 


Enter  Septinius. 

Ant.  What’s  this  fellow 

'/)(?/.  Why, a brave  fellow, if  we  judge  men  by  their  clothes. 
Ant.  By  my  faith  he  is  brave  indeed  : he’s  no  commander? 
See.  Yes,  he  has  a Komm  face,  he  has  been  at  fair  wars 
And  plenteous  too,  and  rich,  his  Trappings  Ihew  it. 

Sep.  And  they  will  not  know  me  now,  they’l  never  know 
Who  dare  blufh  now  at  my  acquaintance?  ha?  (me. 
Am  I not  totally  a fpan-new  Gallant , 

Fit  for  the  choycefl  eyes  i have  I not  gold  ? 

The  friendfhip  of  the  world  ? if  they  fliun  me  now 
(Though  I were  the  arrantefl:  rogue,  as  1 am  well  forward) 
Mine  own  curfc,  and  the  Devils  too  light  on  me. 

Ant.  Is’t  not  Septimus  f 
See.  Yes. 

Dol.  He  that  kill’d  Pompey? 

See.  The  fame  Dog, Scab ; that  guilded  botch,  that  rafcal. 
DoL  How  glorious  villany  appears  in  Egypt? 

^ep.  Gallants,  and  Souldiers,  fure  they  do  admire  me. 

See.  Stand  further  off,  thou  ftinkeft. 

Sep.  A likely  matter  .- 

Thefe  Cloaths  fmell  muftily,  do  they  not.  Gallants  ? 

They  flink,they  (link,  alas  poor  things,  contemptible. 

By  all  the  Gods  in  Egypf,  the  perfumes 

That  went  to  trimming  thefe  cloathes,coft  me 

See.  Thou  ftinkeft  ftill. 

Sep.  The  powdering  of  this  he^d  too 

See.  If  thou  haft  it, 

rie  tell  thee  all  the  Gumms  in  fweet  AraUa 
Are  not  fufficient,  were  they  burnt  about  thee. 

To  purge  the  feent  of  a rank  Rafcal  from  thee. 

Ant. 
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Afit.  1 fmell  him  now ; fie,hovv  the  Knave  perfumes  him, 
How  ftrong  lie  fcents  of  Traitor? 

DoL  You  had  an  ill  Millener, 

He  laid  too  much  of  the  Gum  of  ingratitude 
Upon  your  Coat,  you  fhould  have  waflit  offthat  Sir, 

Fie,  how  it  choaks ! too  little  of  your  loyaltie  , 

Your  hontlty,  your  faith,  that  are  pure  Ambers  •, 

I  fmell  tne  rotten  fmell  of  a hired  Coward, 

A dead  Dog  is  fweeter. 

Sep.  Y e are  merry  Gentlemen , 

And  by  my  troth,  fuch  harmlefs  mirth  takes  me  too. 

You  fpeak.  like  good  blunt  Souldiers  •,  and  ’tis  well  enough  ; 
But  did  you  live  at  Court,  as  1 do,  Gallants, 

You  would  refine,  and  learn  an  apter  language  *, 

I have  done  ye  fimple  fervice  on  your  Tompey^ 

You  might  have  lookt  him  yet  this  brace  of  twelve  months 
And  hunted  after  him,  like  foundred  Beagles, 

Had  not  this  fortunate  hand 

Jm.  He  brags  on’ttoo: 

By  the  good  Gods,  rejoyces  in’t ; thou  wretch 
Thou  moll  contemptible  Slave. 

See.  Dog,  mangy  Mongrel, 

Thou  murdring  mifehief,  in  the  fhape  of  Souldier 
To  make  all  Souldiers  hatefull  *,  thou  difeafe 

That  nothing  but  the  Gallows  can  give  cafe  to, 

DoL  Thou  art  fo  impudent,  that  I admire  thee, 

And  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Sep.  I know  your  anger 

And  why  you  prate  thus ; I have  found  your  melancholy  : 
Ye  all  want  mony,  and  you  are  liberal  Captains, 

And  in  this  want  will  talk  a little  defperately ; 

Here’s  gold,  come  lhare  ^ I love  a brave  Commander  .• 

And  be  not  peevifli,  do  as  C^far  does; 

He’s  merry  with  his  wench  now,  be  you  jovial, 

And  let’s  all  laugh  and  drink : would  he  have  partners  ? 

I do  confider  all  your  wants,  and  weigh  ’em, 

He  has  the  Miftris,  you  lhall  have  the  maids, 

I’le  bring  ’em  to  ye,  to  your  arras. 

I blulh. 

All  over  me,  I blulh,  and  fweat  to  hear  him  ; 

Upon  my  confcience,  if  my  arras  were  on  now  ' 

Through  them  I Ihould  blulh  too ; pray  ye  let’s  be  walking. 

See.  Yes,  yes:  but  e’re  we  goe,  I’le  leave  this  lelTon, 
And  lethimftudyit:  firft  Rogue,  then  Pander, 

Next  Devil  that  will  be  •,  get  thee  from  mens  prefence. 

And  where  the  name  of  Souldier  has  been  heard  of 
Be  fure  thou  live  not : to  fome  hungry  defert  ^ 

Where  thou  canft  meet  with  nothing  but  thy  confcience, 
And  that  in  all  the  lhapes  of  all  thy  villaines 
Attend  thee  ftill,  v/here  bruit  Bealls  will  abhor  thee. 

And  even  the  Sun  will  lhame  to  give  thee  light , 

Goe  hide  thy  head  : or  if  thou  think’ll  it  fitter  , 

Goe  hang  thy  felf.  ^ v 

Dol.  Hark  to  that  claufe. ' 

See.  And  that  fpeedily, 

That  nature  may  be  eas’d  of  fuch  a Monller. 

Sep.  Yet  all  this  moves  not  me  ; nor  reflecfls  on  me  : 

I keep  my  gold  ftill, and  my  confidence. 

Their  want  of  breeding  makes  thefe  fellows  murmur , 
Rude  valors,  fo  I let  ’em  pafs  ^ rude  honours : 

There  is  a wench  yet,  that  I know,  affeds  me 
And  company  for  a King  .-  a young  plump  villain. 

That  when  (he  fees  this  gold,  Ihe’l  leap  upon  me. 

Enter  Eros. 

And  here  Hie  comes  : lam  fure  of  her  at  midnight. 

My  pretty  Eros  welcom.  ' 

Eros.  1 have  bulinefs. 

Sep.  Above  my  love,  thou  canft  not'. 

Eros.  Yes  indeed  Sir, 

•Tar,  far  above.  - . ‘ ■ 

1 Sep.  Why,  why  fo  coy?  ’pray  ye  tell  me 
( We  are  alone.  ^ ^ ^ 

\ Eros.  1 am  much  afi’anl’d  we'  are  fo. 
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Sep.  You  want  a new  Gown  now,  & a handfom  Petticoat 
A SRarf,  and  fome  odd  to  yes : I I'.a  ve  gold  here  ready 
Thou  lhall  have  any  thing.  ’ 

Eros.  I wanryour  abfcncc  .• 

Keep  on  your  way,  I care  not  for  your  company. 

Sep.  How  ? how  > you  are  very  Ihor  t ; do  you  know  me 
And  what  I have  been  to  ye  ? ' r ? 

Eros.  Yes  I know  ye; 

And  I hope  I (hall  forget  ye  : Whilll  you  were  honeft 
I lov’d  ye  too. 

Sep.  Honell?  comeprethee  kifs  me. 

Eros.  I kifsno  knaves,  no  Murderers,  no  Bealls 
No  bafe  betrayers  of  thole  men  that  fed ’em,  ^ ; 

1 hate  their  looks  ^ and  though  I may  be  wanton,  i - 

Ifcorntonourifn  it  with  bloojvpurchafe, 

Purchafe  fo  foully  got ; I pray  ye  unhand  me  | 

I had  rather  touch  the  plague,  than  one  unworthy ; 

Goe  feek  fome  Millris  that  a horfe  may  marry  , 

And  keep  her  company,  fne  is  too  good  for  ye.  ’ [ E.xit 

Sep.  Marry  this  goes  near  •,  now  I perceive  I am  hateful’. 
When  this  light  fiulf can  diltinguilli,  it  grows  dangerous. 

For  mony,  feldom  they  refufe  a Dper : ’ 

But  fin  e I am  more  odious,  more  difeas’d  too : 

Enter  three  lame  Souldiers. 

It  fits  cold  here  what  a’-e  thefe  ? three  poor  Souldiers? 

Both  poor  and  lame ; their  mifery  may  make  ’em 
A little  look  upon  me,  and  adore  me. 

If  thefe  will  keep  me  company,  i am  made  yet. 

I Sol.  TnepicaluieC.//^  llcepsin,  makesus  miferable. 

We  are  forgot,  oui  maims  and  dangers  laugh’d  at  ^ 

He  Banquets,  and  we  beg. 

2  Sol.  He  was  not  won: 

To  let  poor  Souldieis  that  have  fpent  their  Fo-tun'-*:, 

Their  Bloods, and  limbs, wah-;  uy  jnd  down  like  vagal).-'n'''c. 

Sep.  Save  ye  good  Souldiers .- good  poor  men,  liCuV  ;J. 
You  have  born  the  brum  of  war,  and  ihew  the  itory.  (;'•*■  i 
I Sol.  Some  new  commander  lure. 

Sep.  You  look  ( my  good  f iends  ) ' 

By  your  thin  faces,  as  youwou  d be  Suitors.  i 

2 Sol.  To  Cf/^r,  for  our  means,  Sir. 

Sep.  And  ’tis  fit  Sir. 

3  Sol.  We  are  poor  men,  and  long  forgot. 

Sep.  I grieve  for  it: 

Good  Souldiers  fliould  have  good  rewards,  and  favours, 
rie  give  up  your  petitions,  for  1 pity  ye. 

And  freely  fpeak  to  C^far. 

All.  O we  honour  yc. 

I Sol.  A good  man  fure  ye  are  ; the  Gods  preferve  ye. 

Sep.  And  to  relieve  your  wants  the  while,  hold  Soldiers, 
Nay  ’tis  no  dream .-  ’tis  good  gold  .•  take  it  freely, 

’Twill  keep  ye  in  good  heart. 

2 Sol.  Now  goodrieis  quit  ye. 

Sep.  rie  be  a friend  to  your  affliiflions. 

And  eat,  and  drink  with  ye  too,  and  we’l  be  merry : 

And  every  day  Tie  fee  ye. 

1 Sol.  You  are  a Souldier, 

And  one  lent  from  the  Gods,  I think. 

Sep.  rie  cloth  ye, 

Ye  are  lame,  and  then  provide  good  lodging  for  ye : 

And  at  my  Table,  where  no  want  fliall  meet  yc. 

Enter  Sceva. 

All.  Was  never  luchaman, 

1 SolJ.  Dear  honour’d  Sir, 

Let  us  but  know  your  name,  that  we  may  worfliipye. 

2 Sold  That  we  may  ever  thank  ? 

Sfp.  Why,  call  me  any  thing, 

Vo  matter  for  my  name,  that  may  betray  me. 

See.  A cunning  thi.f,  call  him  Souldiers, 

The  villain  that  Kill’d  Pompey. 

slAII.  How?  .• 

Sep.  Call  him  the  fhamr  of  men.  \_Exit. 

iSoLd.  O that  this  mony  1 

Were  i 
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Were  weight  enough  to  break  thy  brains  out ; fling  all : 
And  fling  our  curfes  next : let  them  be  mortal. 

Out  bloody  wolf,  doft  thou  cdhie  guilded  over, 

And  painted  with  thy  charitie,  to  poyfon  us  ? 

2 Sold.  I know  him  now : may  never  Father  own  thee, 
But  as  a monllrous  birth  fhun  thy  bafe  memory  : 

And  if  thou  hadfl:  a Mother  ( as  I cannot 
Believe  thou  wert  a natural  Burden  ) let  her  womb 
"Be  curs’d  of  women  for  a bed  of  vipers. 

3 Sol.  Me  thinks  the  ground  fliakes  to  devour  thisralcal, 
And  the  kind  air  turns  into  foggs  and  vapours, 

Infedious  mills,  to  crown  his  villanies. 

Thou  maifl  go  wander,  like  a thing  heaven  hated. 

I Sold.  And  valiant  minds  hold  poyfonous  to  remember. 
The  Hangman  will  not  keep  thee  company, 

He  has  an  honourable  houle  to  thine, 

No,  nor  a thief  though  thou  couldit  fave  his  life  for’t 
Will  eat  thy  bread,  nor  one,  forthii  it  ftarv’d,  drink  with 
■ 2 Sol.  Thou  art  no  company  for  an  honeft  dog,  (thee. 
And  fo  we’i  leave  thee  to  a ditch  (thy  defliny. ) [^Exeunt. 

Sfp.  Contemn’d  of  all  and  kickt  too.?  now  I find  it  j 
My  valour’s  fled  too,  with  mine  honefty. 

For  fince  I would  be  knave  1 mult  be  Coward  : 

This ’tis  to  be  a Traitor,  and  betrayer. 

What  a deformity  dwells  round  about  me 

How  monllrous  fhews  that  man,  that  is  ungratefull .? 

I am  afraid  the  very  beads  will  tear  me, 

Infpir’d  w’ith  what  I have  done ; the  winds  will  blalt  me : 
Now  I am  paid,  and  my  reward  dwells  in  me, 

The  wages  of  my  faft,  my  foul’s  opprefl  3 

Flonelt  and  noble  minds,  you  find  moll  red.  C£.r<>. 

SC  ENA  HI. 

E>ter  Ftolomy,  Achorcus,  Photinus,  Achillas. 

Ftol.  I have  commanded,  and  it  fliall  be  fo, 

A preparation  I have  fet  0’  foot. 

Worthy  the  friend  (hip  and  the  fame  ofC<<yjr, 

My  Sifters  favours  (hall  feem  poor  and  wither’d  ; 

Nay  (he  her  lelf,  (trim’d  up  in  all  her  beautys) 

Compai’d  to  what  Tie  take  his  eyes  withall, 

Shall  be  a dream. 

Pho.  Do  you  mean  to  fhew  the  glory, 

And  wealth  of  E^yft} 

Ttol.  Ves:  and  in  that  ludre, 

Rome  lhall  appear  in  all  her  famous  Conqueds, 

And  all  her  riches  of  no  note  unto  it. 

ylch.  Now  you  are  reconcil’d  to  your  fair  Sider, 

Take  heed  Sir,  how  you  dep  into  a danger : 

A danger  of  this  precipice:  but  note  Sir, 

For  what  Rome  ever  rais’d  her  mighty  armies  ; 

Fird  for  ambition , then  for  wealth : ’tis  madnefs. 

Nay  more,  a fecure  impotence,  to  tempt 
An  armed  Gucll : feed  not  an  eye,  that  conquers. 

Nor  teach  a fortunate  fword  the  way  to  b'e  Covetous. 

Ptol.Ye  judge  amifs,  and  far  too  wide  to  alter  me, 

Yet  all  be  ready,  as  I gave  diredlion  : 

The  fecret  way  of  all  our  wealth  appearing 
Newly,  and  handfomeiy  : and  all  about  it  ; 

No  more  dill  wading:  ’tis  my  will. 

.Ach.  I grieve  for’t. 

Ptol.  I will  dazcl  with  excefs  of  glory. 

Pho.  I fear  ycu’l  curfc  your  will,  we  mud  obey  ye. 

^Sxit. 

SC  ENA  IV.  , 

Elder  Csefar,  Antony,  Dolabella,  Sceva,  above. 

C^fir.  I wonder  at  the  glory  of  this  Kingdom, 

And  the  mod  bounteous  preparation, 

Still  as  I pafs,  they  court  me  with. 

Sceva.  Tie  fell  ye  : 

Id  Gaul.,  and  Germany,  wefaw  fuchvifions, 

And  dood  not  to  admire  ’em,  but  polTefs  ’em : 

When  they  are  ours,  they  are  worth  our  admiration. 


Enter  Cleopatra, 

' Ant.  The  young  Queen  comes : give  room. 

C4ar.  Welcom  ( my  deared  ) 

Come  blefs  my  fide, 

Sceva.  I marry : here’s  a wonder, 

As  (he  appears  now,  I am  no  true  Souldier, 

If  I be  not  read ie  to  recant. 

Cleo.  Be  merry  Sir, 

My  Brother  will  be  proud  to  do  you  honour 
That  now  appears  himfelf. 

Enter  Ptolomy,  Achoreus,  Achillas,  Photinus,  Apollodorus. 

Tto.  Haile  to  great  Caf.ir 
My  Royal  Gued,  fird  I will  fead  thine  eyes 
With  wealthy  K^Egypts  dore,  and  then  thy  palate. 

And  wait  my  felf  upon  thee.  Treafure  brought  In. 

Cafar.  What  rich  Service  .? 

What  mines  of  treafurc  ? 

Ceo.  My  Ca/ar, 

What  do  you  admire  ? pray  ye  turn,  and  let  me  talk  to  ye. 
Have  ye  forgot  me  Sir  i*  how,  a newobjed? 

Am  I grown  old  o’th’  fudden,  Cafar .? 

Lafar.  Tell  ITIC 

From  Wthence  comes  all  this  wealth  ? 

Cleo.  Is  yonr  eye  that  way  ? 

And  all  my  Beauties  banidit  ? 

Ptol.  I’le  tell  thee  C<tf.tr  , 

We  owe  for  all  this  wealth  to  the  old  NUhs  : 

We  need  no  dropping  rain  to  cheer  the  husband-man. 

Nor  Merchant  that  ploughs  up  the  Sea,  tofeekus*, 

Within  the  wealthy  womb  of  reverent 
All  this  isnouridi’d : who  to  do  thee  honour. 

Comes  to  difeover  his  feven  Deities, 

(His  conceal’d  heads)  unto  thee:  fee  with  plcafure, 

Cifar.  Thematchicfs  wealth  of  this  Land.' 

Cleo.  Come,  ye  fhall  hear  me. 

C^far.  Away:  let  me  imagine. 

Oeo.  How.?  frown  on  me.? 

The  eyes  of  Cafar  wrapt  in  dorms  ? 

Cafar.  I am  forry  : 

But  let  me  think 

SONG. 

Enter  I (is,  and  three  Labourers. 

I Sis,  the  Coddefs  of  this  Land, 

Bids  thee  fgreat  Cxfar J underfland 
ey4nd  mark_our  Cuflomes,  and firfi  knoWy 
With  greedy  eyes  thefe  Watch  the  flow 
Of  plenteous  Nilus  .*  when  he  comes. 

With  Songs,  with  Daunces,  Timbrels,  Drums 
They  entertain  Inm  , cut  his  way , 

And  give  his  proud  Heads  leave  to  play : 

Nilus  himfelf  jhall  rife,  and  (how  , 

His  mat  chiefs  wealth  in  Over- flow. 

Labourers  SONG. 

COme  let  us  help  the  reverend  Nile, 

He's  very  old  ( ala*  the  while  J 
Let  us  dig  him  eafie  wayes. 

And  prepare  a thoufand  Tlayes  : 

To  delight  his  flr earns  let's  fwg 
A loud  welcom  to  our  Spring. 

This  Way  let  hiS  curling  Heads 
Fad  tnto  our  new  made  Beds. 

This  Way  let  hts  wanton  fpawns , 

Frisky,  and  glide  it  o' re  the  Lawns. 

This  Way  profit  comes,  and  gain : 

How  he  tumbles  here  amain  J 
How  his  waters  hafle  to  fall 
Into  our  (fhannels  ! Labour  all 

And 
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j4nd let  him  in : hit  Nllus  ^ow, 
j4nd  perpetaaH  plenty 
With  Incenfe  let  ns  bUfs  the  brim^ 

And  as  the  wanton  fijhes  fwim^ 

Let  ns  Gums,  and  Garlands  fling. 

And  loud  our  Timbrels  ring. 

Come  ( old  Father ) come  away, 

Our  labour  is  our  holy  day. 

Ifis.  T T Ere  comes  the  aged  River  now 

JL  J.  With  garlands  of  great  Fearlflis  Tro'W 
Begirt  and  rounded : Jn  his  Flow 
All  things  take  life  ; and  all  things  grow, 

A thoufand  Wealthy  Treafures  fiill. 

To  do  him  fervice  at  his  will 
Follow  his  rifing  Flood,  and  pour 
PerpetualLblejfings  inourflore. 

Hear  him  ; and  next  there  Will  advance. 

His  f acred  Heads  to  tread  a TOance, 

Jn  honour  of  my  Royal  (juefl, 

I Adarkjhem  too ; and  you  have  a Feafl. 

Cleo.  A little  drofs  betray  me  ? 

Cafar.  I am  afham’d  I warr’d  at  home,  (my  friends) 
When  fuch  wealth  may  be  got  abroad  : what  honour  ? 

Nay  eyerlafting  glory  had  Rome  purchas’d, 

Had  Ihe  a juft  caufe  but  to  vifit  <^gypt  ? 

Nllus  SONG,  and  Dance. 

MAke  room  for  my  rich  waters  fall^ 

' and  blefs  my  Flood, 

Niluscoww  flowing,  to  yo A all 

encreafe  and  good. 

Now  the  Plants  and  Flowers  fhall  fpring. 

And  the  merry  Plough-man  flng 
In  my  bidden  waves  I bring 
Bread,  and  wine,  and  every  thing. 

Let  the  Damfells  flno  me  in  : 

Sing  aloud  that  I may  rife  : 

Tour  holy  Feafl s and  hours  begin. 

And  each  hand  bring  a Sacrifice. 

Now  my  wanton  Pearls  7 JhoW 
That  to  Ladies  fair  necks  grow. 

Now  my  gold 
And  treafures  that  can  nere  be  told. 

Shall  blefs  thi^s  Land,  by  my  rich  Flow, 

And  after  this,  to  crownyour  Eyes, 
tJTIy  hidden  holy  head  arife. 

(fafar.  The  wonder  of  this  wealth  fo  troubles  me, 

I am  not  well : good- night. 

See.  I am  glad  ye  have  it : 

Now  we  fhall  ftir  again, 

Ptol.  Thou  wealth,  ftill  haunt  him. 

See.  A greedy  fpirit  fet  thee  on  ; we  are  happy. 

Ptol.  Lights : lights  for  Cafar,  and  attendance. 

Cleo.  Well, 

I fhall  yet  find  a time  to  tell  thee  Cafar, 

Thou  haft  wrong’d  her  Love : the  reft  here. 

Ptol.  Lights  along  ftill ; 

Mufick,  and  Sacrifice  to  fleep  for  [_6xeHnt. 


AEiiJS  QuartHs,  Scena  Trima, 

Enter  Vtolovay,  Photinus,  Achillas,  Achoreus. 

aich.  T Told  ye  carefully,  what  this  would  prove  to, 
Jl  What  this  ineftimable  wealth  and  glory 
Would  draw  upon  ye : I advis’d  your  Majefty 
Never  to  tempt  a Conquering  Gueft  .*  nor  add 
A bait,  to  catch  a mind,  bent  by  his  Trade 


To  make  the  whole  world  his. 

Pho.  I was  not  heard  Sir  : 

Orwhatifaid,  loft,  and  contemn’d:  I dare  fay, 

( And  frefhly  now  ) ’twas  a poor  weaknefs  in  ye, 

A glorious  Childifhnefs:  I watch’d  his  eye. 

And  fawhowFaulcon-likeittowr’d,  and  flew 
Upon  the  wealthy  Quarry ; how  round  it  mark’d  it : 

1 obferv’d  his  words,  and  to  what  it  tended  ; 

How  greedily  he  ask’d  from  whence  it  came. 

And  what  Commerce  we  held  for  fuch  abundance ; 

' The  Ihew  of  Ntlm,  how  he  laboured  at 
To  find  the  fecret  wayes  the  Song  delivered. 

Ach.  He  never  fniil’d,  I noted,  at  the  pleafures, 

But  fixt  his  conftant  eyes  upon  the  treafure  ; 

I do  not  think  his  ears  had  lb  much  leifure 
After  the  wealth  appear’d,  to  hear  the  Mufique  ? 

Moft  fure  he  has  not  llept  fince,  his  mind’s  troubled 
With  objedls  that  would  make  their  own  ftill  labour. 

Pho.  Your  Sifter  he  ne’re  gaz’d  on : that’s  a main  note, 
The  prime  beauty  of  the  world  had  no  power  over  him. 

Ach.  Where  was  his  mind  thewhilft? 

Pho.  Where  was  your  carefulnefs 
T o fhew  an  armed  thief  the  way  to  rob  ye  ? 

Nay,  would  you  give  him  this,  ’twill  excite  him 
To  feek  the  reft.  Ambition  feels  no  gift. 

Nor  knows  no  bounds, indeed  ye  have  done  moft  weaklyi 
Ttol.  Can  1 be  too  kind  to  my  noble  friend  ? 

Pho.  To  be  unkind  unto  your  noble  felf,  but  favours 
Of  indiftretion,  and  your  friend  has  found  it. 

Had  ye  been  train’d  up  m the  wants  and  miferies 
A fouldier  marches  through  , and  known  his  temperance 
In  offer’d  courtefies,  you  would  have  made 
A wifer  M::fterof  your  own,  and  ftronger. 

Ptol.  Why,  (hould  I give  him  all,  he  would  return  it ; 

’Tis  more  to  him,  to  make  Kings. 

Pho.  Pray  be  wifer, 

And  truft  not  with  your  loft  wealth,  your  lov’d  liberty, 

To  be  a King  ftill  at  your  own  diferetion 
Is  like  a King ; to  be  at  his,  a vafTail. 

Now  take  good  counfel,  or  no  more  take  to  ye 
The  freedom  of  a Prince. 

Achil.  ’Twill  be  too  late  elfe : 

For,  fince  the  Mafque,  he  fent  three  of  his  Captain? 

( Ambitious  as  himlelf ) to  view  again 
The  glory  of  your  wealth. 

Pho.  The  next  himfelf  comes, 

Not  flaying  for  your  courtelie,  and  takes  it. 

Ptol.  W h a t cou  n fe  1 , m y Achoreus  ? 

Ach.  Tie  goe  pray  Sir, 

(For  that  is  beft  counfel  now)  the  gods  may  help  ye.  L-tAr. 

Pho.  I found  ye  out  a way  but  ’twas  not  credited, 

A moft  fecuie  way : whither  wdll  ye  flye  now  ? (follow. 
Achil.  For  when  your  wealth  is  gone,  your  power  muft 
Pho.  And  that  diminifiit  alfo, what’s  your  life  worth  ? 
Who  would  regard  it.<* 

Ptol.  You  fay  true. 

Achil.  What  eye 

Will  look  upon  King  Ttolomy}'  if  they  do  look, 

It  muft  be  in  fcorn ; 

For  a poor  King  is  a monfter  •, 

What  ear  remember  ye  ? ’twill  be  then  a courtefie 
( A noble  one)  to  take  your  life  too  from  ye : 

But  if  referv’d,  you  ftand  to  fill  a vieftory. 

As  who  knows  Conquerours  minds  ? though  outwardly 
They  bear  fair  ftreams. 

O Sir,  does  this  not  fhdke  ye .? 

If  to  be  honyed  on  to  theft  affliftions 

Ptol.  I never  will : 1 was  a Fool. 
pho.  For  then  Sir  ^ j r m . 

Your  Countreys  cauft  falls  with  ye  too,  and  fetter  d : 

All  JEgypt  fhall  be  plough’d  up  with  difhonour.  ^ _ 

I^tol,  No  more : I am  ftnfible ; and  now  my  ipunt 
Burns  hot  within  me, 

Achil.  Keep  it  warm  and  fiery.  - 

U u - 
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Pho.  And  laft  be  counfel’d. 

Ptol.  I will,  though  I perifh. 

Pko.  Goe  in  •,  we’l  tell  you  all : and  then  we’l  execute. 

13  Exeunt . 

- SCENA  II. 


Enter  Cleopatra,  Arfino,  Eros. 


(tains 


Arf.  You  are  fo  impatient. 

Cleo.  Have  I not  caufe  ? 

Women  of  common  Beauties,  and  low  Births, 

When  they  are  flighted,  are  allow’d  their  angers. 

Why  fhould  not  1 (a  Princefs)  make  him  know 
The  bafenefs  of  his  ufage  ? 

Ar[.  Yes:  ’tis  fit; 

But  then  again  you  know  what  man. 

Cieo.  He  is  no  man  : 

The  fhadow  of  a Greatnefs  hangs  upon  him, 

And  not  the  vertue  : he  is  no  Conquerour, 

H’as  fuffer’d  under  the  bafe  drofs  of  Nature : 

Poorly  delivered  up  his  power  to  wealth, 

(The  god  of  bed-rid  men)  taught  his  eyes  trcafon 
Againlb  the  truth  of  love ; he  has  rais’d  rebellion ; 

Defi’d  his  holy  flames. 

Eros.  He  will  fall  back  again, 

And  fatisfie  your  Grace. 

Cleo.  Had  I been  old. 

Or  blafted  in  my  bud,  he  might  have  Ihew’d 
Some  fhadow  of  diflike.-  But,-  to  prefer 
The  luflre  of  a little  art,  Arftno, 

And  the  poor  glow- worm  light  of  fome  faint  Jewels, 
Before  the  life  of  Love,  and  foul  of  Beauty, 

Oh  how  it  vexes  me  ! he  is  no  Souldier, 

( All  honourable  Souldiers  are  Loves  fervants  ) 

He  is  a Merchant  j a meet  wandring  Merchant, 

Servile  to  gain : he  trades  for  poor  Commodities, 

And  makes  his  Conquefts,  thefts  fome  fortunate  Cap 
Tiiat  quarter  with  him,  and  are  truly  valiant. 

Have  flung  the  name  of  happy  on  him, 

Himfelf  ne’re  won  it ; he  is  lb  bafe  and  covetous, 

He’l  fell  his  fword  for  gold. 

Jrf.  This  is  too  bitter. 

Cleo.  Ohlcouldcurfemyfelf,  that  was  fo  foolifh. 

So  fondly  childilh  to  believe  his  tongue, 

Hispremifing  tongue,  c*rc  I could  catch  his  temper, 

1 had  trafli  enough  to  have  cloy’d  his  eyes  withal. 

His  covetous  eyes-,  fuch  as  I fcorn  to  tread  on ; 

Richer  than  c’re  he  faw  yet,  and  more  tempting ; (nour. 
Had  I known  he  had  ftoop’d  at  that,  I had  fav’d  mine  ho- 
1 had  been  liappy  Hill ; but  let  him  take  it. 

And  let  him  brag  how  poorly  I am  rewarded 
Let  him  goe  conquer  Hill  weak  wretched  Ladies ; 

Love  has  his  angry  Quiver  too,  his  deadly. 

And  when  he  finds  fcorn,  armed  at  the  ftrongefl:  .• 
lama  fool  to  fret  thus,  for  a fool ; 

An  old  blind  fool  too ; I lofe  my  health  ? I will  not : 

I will  not  cry : I will  not  honour  him 
With  tears  diviner  than  the  gods  he  worfhips  : 

I will  not  take  the  pains  to  curfe  a poor  thing. 

Eros.  Doe  not .-  you  (hall  not  need. 

Cleo.  Would  I were  prifoner 
To  one  I hate,  that  I might  anger  him, 

I will  love  any  man,  to  break  the  heart  of  him  .* 

Any,  that  has  the  heart  and  will  to  kill  him. 

Arf.  Take  fome  fair  truce. 

Cleo.  I will  goe  Hudy  mifehief. 

And  put  a look  on,  arm’d  with  all  my  cunnings. 

Shall  meet  him  like  a Bafilifque,  and  ftrike  him-- 
Love,  put  deltroying  flames  into  mine-eyes. 

Into  my  fmiles,  deceits,  that  I may  torture  him, 

That  I may  make  him  love  to  death,  and  laugh  at  him. 


Enter  Apollodorus. 


Ap.  Cnfar  commends  his  Service  to  your  Grace. 
Cleo.  Hisfervice?  what’s  his  lervice  ? 


Eros.  Pray  ye  be  patient. 

The  noble  C^fnr  loves  ftifl. 

Cleo.  What’s  his  will  ? 

.^4p.  He  craves  accefs  unto  your  Highnefs. 

Cleo.  No  .• 

Say  no : I will  have  none  to  trouble  me. 

Arf.  Good  Siller. 

Qeo.  None  I fay : I will  be  private. 

Would  thou  hadfl:  flung  me  into  Nilus,  keeper. 

When  firfl:  thou  gav’ft  confent,  to  bring  my  body 
To  this  unthankfull  Offer . 

eyip.  ’Twas  your  will,  Madam, 

Nay  more , your  charge  upon  me,  as  I honoured  ye : 
You  know  what  danger  I endured. 

Cleo.  Take  this, 

And  carry  it  to  chat  Lordly  C.£far  fent  thee : 

There’s  a new  Love,  a handfom  one , a rich  one  .* 
One  that  will  hug  his  mind : bid  him  make  love  to  it : 
Tell  the  ambitious  Broker,  this  will  fuffer 


Enter  C^far. 


Ap.  He  enters. 

Cleo.  How  ? 

C^far.  I do  not  ufe  to  wait.  Lady, 

Where  I am,  all  the  dores  are  free,  and  open. 

C'eo.  I ghefs  lb,  by  your  rudenefs. 

Ctfar.  Ye  are  not  angry  ? 

Things  of  your  tender  mold,  Ihould  be  moll  gentle  *, 

Why  do  you  frown/  good  gods,  what  a fet-anger 
Have  you  forc’d  into  your  face  ? Come,  1 muft:  temper  ye  .* 
What  a coy  fmile  was  there,  and  adifdainfull  / 

How  like  an  ominous  flalh  it  broke  out  from  ye  ? 

Defend  me,  Love,  Sweet,  who  has  anger’d  ye  ? 

C'eo.  Shew  him  a glafs  •,  that  falfe  face  has  betrai’d  me  ; 
That  bafe  heart  wrought  me 


Cjeftr.  Be  more  fweetly  angry  ; 

I wrong’d  ye  fair  ? 

Cleo.  Away  with  your  foul  flatteries 
They  are  too  grofs : but  that  1 dare  be  angry. 

And  with  as  great  a god  as  C<tfir  is. 

To  flicw  how  poorly  I refpedt  his  memory, 

I would  not  fpcak  to  ye. 

Ceefar.  Pray  ye  undoc  this  riddle. 

And  tell  me  how  I have  vext  ye  ? 

Cleo.  Let  me  think  firll 
Whether  I may  put  on  a Patience 
That  will  with  honour  fuffer  me ; know,I  hate  ye. 

Let  that  begin  the  Ilory : Now  I’le  tell  ye. 

Cnfir.  But  do  it  milder ; In  a noble  Lady, 

Softnefs  of  fpiric,  and  a fober  nature,  ( nefs ; 

That  moves  likefummer  winds,  cool,  and  blows  fwcet- 
Shewsblefled  like  her  felf. 

Cleo.  And  that  great  blefledncfs 
You  firfl:  reap’d  of  me : till  you  taught  my  nature 
Like  a rude  Itorm  to  talk  aloud,  and  thunder. 

Sleep  was  not  gentler  than  my  foul,  and  fliller ; 

You  had  the  Spring  of  my  affedions : 

And  my  fair  fruits  I gave  you  leave  to  tafle  of ; 

You  muft  expeeft  the  winter  of  mine  an^er : 

You  flung  me  ofl,  before  the  Court  difgrac’d  me. 

When  in  the  pride  I appear’d  of  all  my  beauty, 

Appear’d  your  Miflrefs , took  into  your  eyes 
The  common-ftrumpet  love  of  hated  lucre. 

Courted  with  covetous  heart,  the  flavc  of  nature. 

Gave  all  your  thoughts  to  gold  , that  men  of  glory. 

And  minds  adorn’d  with  noble  love,  would  kick  at : 
Souldiers  of  royal  mark,  fcorn  fuch  bafe  purchafe : 

Beauty  and  honour  are  the  marks  they  flioot  at ; 

I fpake  to  ye  then ; I courted  ye,  and  woo’d  ye ; 

Call’d  ye  dear  C<ey^r,  hung  about  ye  tenderly : 

Was  proud  to  appear  your  friend. 

Cxjar.  You  have  miftakenme. 

Cleo.  But  neither  Eye,  nor  Favour,  not  a Smile 
Was  I bleflcd  back  witli  y but  fliook  off  rudely. 


And, 
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And,  as  ye  had  been  fold  to  fordid  infamy, 

You  fell  before  the  Images  of  treafure, 

And  in  your  foul  youworlhip’d  .•  1 flood  flighted, 

'orgotten  and  contemn’d  •,  my  foft  embraces, 

And  thofe  fweet  kifles  you  call’d  Elyzium, 

As  letters  writ  in  fand,  no  more  rcmembred  * 

The  name  and  glory  of  your  (^leoj>atra 
Laugh’d  at, and  made  a ftory  to  your  Captains , 

Shall  I endure? 

C£  far.  You  are  deceiv’d  in  all  this, 

Upon  my  life  you  are,  ’tis  your  much  tendernefs. 

Cleo.  No, no, I love  not  that  way, you  ar  ecozen’d : 

I  love  with  as  much  ambition  as  a Conquerour, 

And  where  I love,  will  triumph. 

C<ejar.  So  you  fhall: 

My  heart  fhall  be  the  Chariot  that  fhall  bear  ye. 

All  I have  won  fhall  wait  upon  ye : By  the  gods 
The  bravery  of  this  womans  mind,  has  fired  me : 

Dear  Miftrefs  fhall  I but  this  night  ? 

Cleo.  How  Cafar  ? 

Have  I let  flip  a fecond  vanity 
That  gives  thee  hope  ? 

C£f‘^r.  You  fhall  be  abfolute, 

And  Reign  alone  as  Qiieen : you  fhall  be  any  thing. 

Cleo.  Make  me  a maid  again,  and  then  Tie  hear  thee  ; 
Examine  all  thy  art  of  War,  to  do  that  •, 

And  if  thou  find’fl;  it  poffible.  Tie  love  thee  .- 
Till  when,  farewel,  unthankfull. 

Ceifar.  Stay. 

Cleo.  I will  not. 

C<£far.  I command, 

Cleo.  Command,  and  goe  without,  Sir. 

I  do  command  thee  be  my  flave  for  ever, 

And  vex  while  I laugh  at  thee. 

Cafar.  Thus  low,  beauty. 

Cleo.  It  is  too  late  *,  when  I have  found  thee  abfolute. 

The  man  that  Fame  reports  thee,  and  to  me  , 

May  be  I fhall  think  better.  Farewel  Conquerour.  ^Exit. 

Cafar.  She  mocks  me  too : 1 will  enjoy  her  Beauty  ; 

I  will  not  be  deni’d  •,  I’le  force  my  longing.  J 
Love  is  beft  pleas’d,  when  roundly  we  compel  him, 

And  as  he  is  Imperious,  fo  will  I be. 

Stay  fool,  and  be  advis’d  ; that  dulls  the  appetite. 

Takes  off  the  flrength  and  fweetnefs  of  delight. 

By  Heaven  fhe  is  a miracle,  I mufl:  ufe 
A handfom  way  to  win : how  now  •,  what  fear 
Dwells  in  your  faces  ? you  look  all  diftradted. 

Enter  Sceva,  Anthony,  Dolabella. 

Sceva.  If  it  be  fear,  ’tis  fear  of  your  undoing  , 

Not  of  our  felves  ; fear  of  your  poor  declining  : 'jv 

Our  lives  and  deaths  are  equall  benefits. 

And  we  make  louder  prayers  to  dye  nobly,  ( here, 

Than  to  live  high,  and  wantonly : whilft  you  are  lecure 
And  offer  Hecatombs  of  lazie  kiffes 
To  the  lewd  god  of  love,  and  cowardize. 

And  mofl  lafcicioufly  dye  in  delights, 

You  are  begirt  with  the  fierce  ayilexandrians. 

Dol.  Thefpawn  of  Sgyi^t  flow  about  your  Palace, 

Arm’d  all ; and  ready  to  aflault. 

Ant.  Led  on 

By  the falfc  and  bafe  Vhot'mm  and  his  Miniflers  3 
No  flirting  out ; no  peeping  through  a loop-hole. 

But  flraight  fainted  with  an  armed  Dart. 

See.  No  parley:  they  are  deaf  to  all  but  danger. 

They  fwear  they  will  fley  us,  and  then  dry  our  Quarters : 

A rafher  of  a fait  lover,  is  fiich  a Shooing-horn : 

Can  you  kifs  away  this  confpiracy,  and  fet  us  free  ? 

Or  will  the  Giant  god  of  love  fight  for  ye? 

Will  his  fierce  war-like  bow  kill  a Cock-fparrow  ? 

Bring  out  the  Lady,  fhe  can  quel  this  mutiny : 

And  with  her  powerfull  looks  flrike  awe  into  them : 

She  can  deflroy,  and  build  again  the  City, 

Your  Goddeffes  have  mighty  gifts ; fhew  ’em  her  fair  brefls, 


The  impregnable  Bulworksof  proud  Love,  and  let’em 
Begin  their  battery  there : fhe  will  laugh  at ’em  3 
They  are  not  above  a hundred  thoufand  , Sir. 

A mifl,  a mill,  that  when  her  Eyes  break  out. 

Her  powerfull  radiant  eyes,  and  fliake  their  fiaflies. 

Will  flye  before  her  heats. 

Cafar.  Begirt  with  Villains? 

Sec.  They  come  to  play  you,  and  your  Love  a Huntfup. 

You  were  told  what  this  fame  whorfon  wenching  long 

(agoe  would  come  to : 

You  are  taken  napping  now : has  not  a Souldier, 

A time  to  kifs  his  friend,  and  a time  toconfider, 

Buthcmufl  lyeflill  digging,  like  a Pioneer, 

Making  of  mines,  and  burying  of  his  honour  there  i 

’Twere  good  you  would  think 

Dol.  And  time  too,  or  you  will  find  elfe 
A harder  task,  than  Courting  a coy  Beauty, 

Ant.  Look  out  and  then  believe. 

See.  No,  no,  hang  danger: 

Take  me  provoking  broth,  and  then  goe  to  her  i 
Goe  to  your  Love,  and  let  her  feel  your  valour  *,  ( Sir, ) 

Charge  her  whole  body,  when  the  fwOrd’s  in  your  throat 
You  may  cry,  C^jar,  and  fee  if  that  will  help  ye. 

Ccefar.  Tie  be  my  ielf  again,  and  meet  their  furies. 

Meet,  and  confume  their  mifehiefs  .•  make  fome  fhift,  Sceva^ 
To  recover  the  Fleet,  and  bring  me  up  two  Legions^ 

And  you  fhall  fee  me,  how  I’le  break  like  thunder 
Amongfl  thefe  beds  of  flimy  Eeles,  and  fcatter  ’em. 

See.  Now  yc  fpeak  fenfe  I’le  put  my  life  to  the  hazard. 
Before  I goe.  No  more  of  this  warm  Lady, 

She  will  fpoil  your  fword-hand. 

C^far.  Goe:  come^  let’s  to  Counfel 
How  to  prevent,  and  then  to  execute. 

SCENA  in. 

Enter  Souldiers. 

1 Sold.  Did  ye  fee  this  Penitence? 

2 Sold.  Yes:  I faw,  and  heard  it. 

3 Sold.^  And  I too : look’d  upon  him,  and  obferv’d  it, 

He’s  the  ftrangefl  Septinias  now 

1 So/^.  I heard  he  was  altered, 

And  had  given  away  his  Gold  to  honeft  ufes : 

Cry’d  monflroufly. 

2 Sold.  He  cryes  abundantly  : 

He  is  blind  almoft  with  weeping. 

3 Sold.  ’Tis  mofl  wonderfull  _ 

That  a hard  hearted  man,  and  an  old  Souldier  (dyd 

Should  have  fo  much  kind  moiflure : when  his  Mother 
He  laugh’d  aloud,  and  made  the  wickedfl  Ballads 

1 Sold.  ’Tis  like  enough : he  never  lov’d  his  Parents  3 
Nor  can  I blame  him,  for  they  ne’r  lov’d  him. 

His  Mother  dream’d  before  fhe  was  deliver’d 
That  fhe  was  brought  abed  with  a Buzzard,  and  ever  after 
She  whiffl’d  him  up  to  th’  world : his  brave  clothes  too 
He  has  flung  away , and  goes  like  one  of  us  now : 

Walks  with  his  hands  in’s  pockets,  poor  and  forrowfull, 

And  gives  the  befl  inflrutlions, 

2 Sold.  And  tells  flories 

Of  honeft  and  good  people  that  were  honour’d , 

And  how  they  were  remembred:  and  runs  mad 
If  he  but  hear  of  any  ungratefull  perfon, 

A bloudy,  or  betraying  man 

3 Sold.  If  it  be  poffible 

That  an  Arch-Villain  may  ever  be  recovered. 

This  penitent  Rafcal  will  put  hard : ’twere  worth  our  labour 
To  fee  him  once  again. 

Enter  Septinius. 

I Sold.  He  fpares  us  that  labour. 

For  here  he  comes. 

Sep.  — Blefs  ye  my  honeft  friends, 

Blefs  ye  from  bafe  unworthy  men ; come  not  near  me , 

For  I am  yet  too  taking  for  your  company. 
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1 Sold.  Did  I not  tell  ye  f 

2 Sold.  What  book’s  that  ? 

1 Sold.  No  doubt 

Soule  excellent  Salve  for  a fore  heart;  are  you 
Septimus j that  bafe  knave,  that  betray’d  Pompey} 

Sep.  I was,  and  am , unlefs  your  honell  thoughts 
Will  look  upon  my  penitence,  and  fave  me, 

' I muft  be  ever  Villain : O good  Souldiers 
You  that  have  Roman  hearts,  take  heed  of  fallehood : 

Take  heed  of  blood  •,  take  heed  of  foul  ingratitude. 

The  Gods  have  fcarce  a mercy  for  thofe  mifehiefs, 

Take  heed  of  pride,  ’tvvas  that  that  brought  me  to  it. 

2 Sol.  This  fellow  would  make  a rare  fpeech  atthegal- 
2 Sol.  ’Tis  very  fit  he  were  hang’d  to  edilie  us ; (lows. 
Sep.  Let  all  your  thoughts  be  humble,  and  obedient, 

Love  your  Commanders,  honour  them  that  feed  ye : 

Pray,  that  ye  may  be  ftrong  in  honeily 

As  in  the  ufe  of  arms  ^ Labour,  and  diligently 

To  keep  your  hearts  from  eafe,  and  her  bafe  ifTues, 

Pride,  and  ambitious  wantonnefs,  thofe  fpoil’d  me. 

Rather  lofe  all  your  limbs,  than  the  leafl:  honefty, 

You  are  never  lame  indeed,  till  lofs  of  credit 
Benumb  ye  through ; Scarrs,  and  thofe  maims  of  honour 
Are  memorable  crutches,  that  fhall  bear 
When  you  are  dead,  your  noble  names  to  Eternity. 

1 Sol.  I cry. 

2 Sol,  And  fb  do  I. 

^Sol.  An  excellent  villain. 

1 Sol.  A more  fwcet  pious  knave  I never  heard  yet. 

2 Sol.  He  was  happie  he  was  Rafcal,  to  come  to  tnis. 

Enter  AchorcUS. 

Who’s  this  ? a Prieft  ? 

Sep.  O ftay,  moll  holy  Sirl 
And  by  the  Gods  of  E^ypt,  I conjure  yc, 

{Ifis,  and  great  Ofris)  pity  me. 

Pity  a loadcn  man,  and  tell  me  truly 

With  what  moft  humble  Sacrifice  I may 

Wafii  off  my  fin,  and  appeafe  the  powers  that  hate  me  I 

Take  from  my  heart  thole  thoufand  rhoufand  furies-,  i 

That  reftlcfs  gnaw  upon  my  life,  and  fave  me. 

Orefies  bloody  hands  fell  on  his  Mother, 

Yet,  at  the  holy  altar  he  was  pardon’d. 

yich.  Orcfics  out  of  madiicfs  did  his  murthcr, 

And  therefoie  he  found  grace  : thou  (worlt  of  all  men) 

Out  of  cold  blood,  and  hope  of  gain,  bafe  lucre, 

Slew’fl  thine  own  Feeder ; come  not  near  the  altar. 

Nor  with  thy  reeking  hands  pollute  the  Sacrifice, 

Thou  art  markt  for  fhame  eternal.  f E.xit. 

Sep,  Look  all  on  me. 

And- let  me  be  a flory  left  to  time 
Of  blood  and  Infamy,  how  bafe  and  ugly 
Ingratitude  appears,  with  all  her  profits, 

How  monftrous  my  hop’d  grace,  at  Court  ? good  fouldiers 
Let  neither  flattery,  nor  the  witching  found 
Of  high  and  foft  preferment,  touch  your  goodnefs ; 

To  be  valiant,  old,  and  honell,  O whatblefTcdnefs 

1 Sold.  Doll  thou  want  any  thing  ? 

Sep.  Nothing  but  your  prayers. 

2 Sol.  Be  thus,  and  let  the  blind  Prieft  do  his  worft. 

We  hav"^  gods  as  well  as  they,  and  they  will  hear  us. 

3 Sol.  Come, cry  no  more  ; thou  halt  wep’t  out  twenty 
’ Pompeys, 

Enter  Photinus,  Achillas. 

Pho.  So  penitent  ? .i. 

.^ch/l.  It  feems  fo. 

7ho.  Yet  for  all  this 
W’e  muft  employ  him. 

J Sol.  Thefe  are  the  arm’d  Souldier  leaders: 

toth’  Fort,  we  fhall  be  fnapt  elfe.  \ExeHnt. 
Pho.  How  now  ? why  thus  ? whatcaufe  of  this  dejection  .J* 

. xsthil.  Why  doft  thou  weep  ? 


Sep.  Pray  leave  me,  you  have  ruin’d  me. 

You  have  made  me  a famous  Villain. 

Pho.  Does  that  touch  thee  ? 
jdchil.  He  will  be  hard  to  win  ; he  feels  his  lewdnels. 
Pho.  He  muft  bp  won,  or  we  fhall  want  our  right  hand. 
This  fellow  dares,  and  knows,  and  muft  be  heartned. 

Art  thou  fo  poor  to  blench  at  what  thou  haft  done  1 
Is  Confcience  a comrade  for  an  old  Soldier  ? 

Achil.  It  is  not  that  .•  it  may  be  forac  dilgrace 
That  he  takes  heavily  *,  and  would  be  cherilh’d, 

Septiniw  ever  fcorn’d  to  fhew  fuch  weaknefs. 

Sep.  Let  me  alone;  I am  not  for  yourpurpofe, 

I am  now  a new  man. 

Pho.  We  have  new  affairs  for  thee, 

Thofe  that  would  raife  thy  head. 

Sep.  1 would  ’twere  off^ 

And  in  your  bellies  for  the  love  you  bear  me. 
rie  be  no  more  Knave ; I have  Itings  enough 
Already  in  my  breaft. 

Pho.  Thoufhalt  be  noble; 

\nd  who  dares  think  then  that  thou  art  not  honeft  ? 

Achtl.  Thou  fhalt  command  in  Chief,  all  our  ftrong 
And  ifthou  ferv’ft  an  ufe,  muft  ngt  all  jullifie  it  ? (Forces 
Sep.  I am  Rogue  enough. 

Pho.  Thou  wilt  be  more,  and  bafer  : 

A poor  Rogue  is  all  Rogues : open  to  all  fhames.- 
Nothing  to  lhadow  him.-  doft  thou  think  crying 
Can  keep  thee  from  the  cenfure  of  the  Multitude  ? 

Or  to  be  kneeling  at  the  altar  fave  thee  ? 

’Tis  poor  and  fervile : 

Wert  thou  thine  own  Sacrifice 

’T would  feem  fo  low,  people  would  fpit  the  fire  out. 

Achtl.  Keep  thy  fclfglorious  ftill,  though  nc’re  fo  Rain’d, 
And  that  will  iLffcn  it, if  not  work  it  out. 

To  goe  complaining  thus,  and  thus  repenting 

Like  a poor  Girl  chat  htid  betrai’d  her  maidend-hcad 

Sep.  rie  ftop  mine  cars. 

Achil.  Will  fhew  fo  in  a Souldier, 

So  fin. ply,  and  foridiculoufly,  fo  tamely 

Pho.  If ficoplc  would  believe  thee,  ’twere  fbmc  honefty, 
And  for  thy  penitence  would  not  laugh  at  thee 
(As  fure  they  will)  and  beat  thee  for  thy  poverty : 

If  they  wpuld  allow  thy  foolery,  there  were  fomc  hope. 

, Sep.  My  foolery.? 

Pho.  Nay,  more  than  that,  thy  mifery, 

Thy  monftrous  mifery. 

Aehtl.  He  begins  to  hearken  ; 

Thy  mifery  fo  great,  men  will  not  bury  thee. 

Sep,  That  this  were  true ! 

Pho.  Why  does  this  conquering  Cty> 

Labour  through  the  worlds  deep  Seas  of  toyls  and  troubles, 
Dangers,  anddefperatc  hopes.?  to  repent  afterwards? 
Why  docs  he  flaughtcr  thoufands  in  a Battel, 

And  wWp  rifs  Country  with  the  fword  ? to  cry  for’t  ? 

Thou  killd’ft  great  Pompey ; hc’l  kill  all  his  kindred. 

And  juftifie  it : nay  raife  up  T rophies  to  it. 

When  thou  hear’fl  him  repent,  (he’s  held  moft  holy  too) 
And  cry  for  doing  d'aily  bloody  murthers, 

Take  thou  example,  and  go  ask  forgivenefs, 

Call  up  the  thing  thou  nam’fl  thy  confcience. 

And  let  it  work .-  then  ’twill  feem  well  Septtnuu. 

Sep.  He  does  all  this. 

Achtl.  Yes.-  and  is  honour’d  for  it -, 

Nay  call’d  the  honour’d  C‘tfar,  fo  maift  thou  be  .- 
Thou  wert  born  as  near  a Crown  as  he. 

Sep.  He  was  poor. 

Pho.  And  defperate  bloody  tricks  got  him  this  aedit. 

Sep.  lam  afraid  you  will  once  more  

"Pho.  Help  to  raife  thee; 

Off  with  thy  pining  black,  it  dulls  a Souldier, 

And  put  on  refolution  like  a man, 

A noble  Fate  waits  on  thee. 

Sep.  I now  feel 

My  felf  returning  Rafcal  fpeedily. 
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0 that  I had  the  power 

j^chil.  Thou  fhalt  have  all ; 

And  do  all  through  thy  power,  men  fliall  admire  thee, 

And  the  vices  of  Septimus  lhallturn  vertues, 

. Sep.  Off.*  off:  thoumuftolf:  offmy  cowardize, 

Puling  repentance  ofT. 

Pho.  Now  thou  fpeakft  nobly. 

Sep.  Offmy  dejedled  looks : and  welcom  impudence : 

My  daring  fliall  be  Deity,  to  fave  me : 

Give  me  inffrucftions,  and  put  adion  on  me  : 

A glorious  caufe  upon  my  fwords  point,  Gentlemen, 

And  let  my  wit,  and  valour  work  ; you  will  raife  me, 

And  make  me  out  dare  all  my  miferies  ? 

Pho.  All  this,  and  all  thy  wifnes. 

Sep.  life  me  then, 

Woraanifh  fear  farewell : Tie  never  melt  more. 

Lead  on,  to  fome  great  thing,  to  wake  my  fpirit : 

1 cut  the  Cedar  Pompey,  and  Tie  fell 
This  huge  Oak  Ceftr  too. 

Pho.  Now  thou  fingft:  fweetly : 

And  Ptolomy  fhall  crown  thee  for  thy  fervice. 

Achil.  He’s  well  wrought : put  him  on  apace  for  cooling. 
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AEihs  QuintHS.  Seen  a Prim  a. 

Enter  Casfar,  Antony,  Dolabella. 

Ant.'  ( 'HE  tumult  flill  encreafes. 

i Ctefar.  O my  fortune ! 

My  Inltfull  folly  rather ! but ’tis  well. 

And  worthily  I am  made  a bondmans  prey. 

That  after  all  my  glorious  vidories. 

In  which  I pafs’d  fo  many  Seas  of  dangers , 

When  all  the  Elements  conlpir’d  againft  me. 

Would  yield  up  the  domiCiion  of  this  head 
To  any  mortal  power  : lb  blind  and  Itupid, 

To  trull  thefebafe  Egyptians,  that  proclaim’d 
Their  perjuries,  in  noble  Pompeys  death. 

And  yet  that  could  not  warn  me. 

Dol.  Be  ftill  Cafar, 

Who  ever  lov’d  to  exercife  his  fate. 

Where  danger  look’t  moll  dreadful. 

Ant.  If  you  fall. 

Fall  not  a’one : let  the  King  and  his  Siller 
Be  buried  in  your  ruines : on  my  life 
They  both  are  guilty : reafon  may  allure  you 
Photinus  nor  Achillas  durll  attempt  you. 

Or  Ilia ke  one  Dart,  or  fword,  aim’d  at  your  lafety. 
Without  their  warrant. 

Ctfar.  For  the  young  King  I know  not 
How  he  may  be  milled  ; but  for  his  Siller 
( Unequall’d  Cleopatra  ) ’twere  a kind 
Ofblafphemy  to  doubt  her;  uglytreafon 
Durll  never  dwell  in  fuch  a glorious  building,  ; 

Nor  can  fo  clear  and  great  a fpirit,  as  hersis, 

Admit  of  falfehood. 

Ant.  Let  us  feize  on  him  then 
And  leave  her  to  her  fortune. 

Dol.  If  he  have  power  / '■ 

life  it  toyourfecurity,  and  let  » ; 

His  honclly  acquit  him:  if  he  b.efalle  / , 

It  istoogreat  an  honour  he  Ihiquld dye.  \ . 

By  your  victorious  hand.  ... 

C<^far.  He  comes:  and  I , • • — { ;; q 

Shall  do  as.  I find  caufe.  i ' ■■  ! '.'l' 

Enter  Ptolomy,;|AchOTeus/' Apo|l^prus. 

Ttol.  Let  not  great- , ; 

Impute  the  breach  of  hofpitality,  . ^ 

To  you  (my  guelt)  tome  I am  contemn’d, 

And  my  rebellious  fubjeCts  lift  their  haiids^ 

\ Againll  my  head : and  would  they  aim’d  no  farther. 
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Provided  that  I fell  a facrifice 
To  gain  you  fafety  : that  this  is  not  feign’d. 

The  boldnefs  of  my  innocence  may  confirm  you ; 

Had  I been  privy  to  their  bloody  plot,  » 

I now  had  led  them  on,  and  given  fair  glofs 
To  their  bad  caufe,  by  being  prelent  with  them  • 

But  I that  yet  talle  of  the  punilhment, 

In  being  fa Ife  to  SPompey,  will  not  make 
A fecond  fault  to  Cafar  uncompel’d 
With  fuch  as  have  not  yet  Ihook  off obedience, 

I yield  my  lelf  to  you,  and  wdil  take  part 
In  all  your  dangers. 

Cafar.  This  pleads  yourexcufe. 

And,  I receive  it. 

(LAch.  If  they  have  any  touch 
Of  juflice,  or  religion,  I will  ule 
The  authority  of  our  Gods,  to  call  them  back 
Fiom  their  bad  purpole. 

Apo.  This  part  of  the  palace 
Is  yet  defenfible ; we  may  make  it  good. 

Till  your  powers  refeue  us. 

Csifar.  Cafar  befieg’d  ? 

O llain  tpmy  great  aCtions : ’twas  my  cultom, 

An  Army  routed,  as  my  feet  had  wings 
Tobefirfl  inthechafetnor  walls,  nor  Bulworks  j 

Could  guard  thole  that  elcap’d  the  Battels  fury  I 

From  this  flrong  Arm  ; and  I to  be  enclos’d.^  I 

My  heart ! my  heart ! but  ’tis  necellity,  i 

To  which  the  Gods  mull  yield,  and  I obey,  | 

’ fill  i redeem  it  by  fome  glorious  way.  f Exeunt.  ' 

f 

SCENA  II. 

Enter  Photinus,  Achillas,  Septinius,  Souldiers. 

Pho.  There’s  no  retiring  now,  we  are  broke  in ; 

The  deed  pall  hope  of  pardon : if  we  profper 
’Tw’illbeltird  lawfull,  and  we  lhall  give  laws 
T 0 thofe  that  now  command  us : flop  not  at 
Or  loyalty,  or  duty : bold  ambition, 

T 0 dare  and  power  to  do,gave  the  firll  difference 
Between  the  King,  and  fubjeCt,  Motto, 

Aitt  Cafar  aut  Nihil,  each  of  us  mult  claim,  . 

And  ufe  it  as  our  own. 

Achil.  The  deed  is  bloody 
If  we  conclude  in  Ptolemies  death. 

Tho.  The  better. 

The  globe  of  Empire  mull  be  fo  manur’d. 

Sep.  Rome,X.hnt  from  Romulus  firll  took  licr  name. 

Had  her  walls  water’d  with  a Crimfon  ihowr 
Drain’d  from  a Brothers  heart : nor  was  Ihe  rais’d 
To  this  prodigious  height,  that  overlooks 
Three  full  parts  of  the  Earth,that  pay  her  tribute. 

But  by  enlarging  of  her /narrow  bounds 
By  the  Sack  of  Neighbour  Cities,  not  made  hers 
Till  they  were  Cemented  with  the  Blood  of  thofe 
That  did  poUefs  ’em : C.«pr,  Ptolomy, 

(Now  I am  Heel’d)  to  me  are.  empty  names 
Elteem’d  as  Pompeys  was. 

Pho.  Well  faid  Septinius, 

Thou  now  art  right  again. 

Achil.  But  what  courfe  take  we 
For  the  Piincefs  Cleopatra  .<* 

Pho.  Let  her  live  ' 

A while  to  make  us  fport : Ihe  lhall  authorize 
Our  undertakings  to  the  ignorant  people. 

As  if  what  we  do  were  by  her  command : 

But  our  triumvirat  Government  once  confirm’d. 

She  bears  her  Brother, company  that’s  my  Province  * 

Leave  me  to  work  her. 

Achil.  I will  undertake 
For  Ttolomy. 

Sep.  Cafar  lhall  be  my  task , 

And  as  in  Pompey  I began  a name 
Tie  perfed  it  in  Cafar. 

En^ 
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Enter  (above)  C^lar,  Ptolomy,  Achoreus, 
Apollddorus,  Antony,  Dolabella. 

Fho.  ’Tis  rdfoJv’d  then. 

We’ll  force  our  pafTage. 

u4chtl.  See,  they  do  appear 

As  they  defir’d  a Parley. 

Pho.  I am  proud  yet 

I hare  brought  ’em  to  capitulate. 

Ptol.  Now,  7hotinHs  ? 

Pho.  Now,  'Ptolomy? 

Ptol,  No  addition? 

Pho.  We  are  equal. 

Though  C'efan  name  were  put  into  the  fcale. 

In  which  our  worth  is  weigh’d. 

Ccef.  Prefuraptuous  Villain, 

Upon  what  grounds  hall  thou  prefum’d  to  raife 

Thy  lervile  hand  againfl  the  King,  or  me. 

That  have  a greater  name 

Pho.  Onthofejby  which 

Thou didft  prefume  to  pafs the  Pubicon 

Againfl  the  Laws  of  Pome  *,  and  at  the  name 

Of  Traitor  finite  ; as  thou  didfl  when  t^arcellnSy 

The  Conful,  with  the  Senates  full  confent 

Pronounc’d  thee  for  an  Enemy  to  thy  Country, 

Yet  thou  wentft  on,  and  thy  rebellious  Caufe 

Was  crown’d  with  fair  fuccels : Why  fliould  we  fear  then  ? 
Think  on  that,  Cafar. 
j C<sf.  0 the  gods  1 be  brav’d  thus. 

And  be  compell’d  to  bear  this  from  a Slave 

That  would  not  brook  Great  Pompey  his  Superiour  ? 

tAchil.  Thy  glories  now  have  toucht  the  highell  point, 
And  mufldefcend. 

Pho.  Dcfpair,  and  think  we  Hand  ^ 

The  Champions  of  to  wreak  her  wrongs, 

Upon  whole  liberty  thou  halt  fet  thy  foot. 

Sept.  And  that  the  Ghofts  of  all  thofe  noble  Romans 

That  by  thy  Sword  fell  in  this  Civil  War 

Expecfl  revenge. 

Ant.  Dar’llthou  fpeak,  and  remember 

There  was  a Pompey  ? 

Pho.  There  is  no  hope  to ’fcape  us: 

If  that  againfl  the  odds  we  have  upon  you 

You  dare  come  forth,  and  fight,  receive  the  honour 
TodyeIike!^ow4/7/,  if  ye  faint,  rcfolve 

Tollarvelike  Wretches;  1 difdain  to  change 

Another  fyllable  with  you.  {E.xennt. 

Ant.  Let  us  dye  nobly  ^ 

And  rather  fall  upon  each  others  Sword 

Than  come  in  tot  hefc  Villains  hands. 

Caf.  That  Fortune, 

Which  to  this  hour  hath  been  a Friend  to  C<fpr, 

Though  for  a while  fhe  cioath  her  Brow  with  frowns. 

Will  fmile  again  upon  me : who  will  pay  her, 

Orfacrifice,  or  Vows,  if  llieforfake 

Her  bell  of  works  in  me  ? or  fuffer  him, 

WTom  with  a flrong  hand  file  hath  led  triumphant 

Through  the  whole  weflern  world, and  Rome  acknowledg’d 
Her  Soveraign  Lord,  to  end  in-glorioufly 

A life  admir’d  by  all  ? The  threatned  danger 

Mull  by  a way  more  horrid  be  avoided, 

And  1 will  run  the  hazard  ; Fire  the  Palace, 

And  the  rich  Magazines  that  neighbour  it. 

In  which  the  Wealth  of  Egypt  is  contain’d  : 

Start  not,  it  fliall  be  fo  ; that  while  the  people 

Labour  in  qhencliing  the  enfuing  flames, 
l,\ke Cafar,  with  this  handful  of  my  friends 

Through  Fire,  and  Swords  I force  a pafTage  to 

My  conquering  Legions,  King,  if  thoudar’lWollow 

V Vhere  C<cfar  leads,  or  live  or  dye  a Free  man  *, 

If  not,  flay  here  a Bond  man  to  thy  Slave, 

. And  dead,  be  thought  unworthy  of  a Grave.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Septimius. 

Sept.  I feel  my  refolution  melts  again 

And  that  I am  not  Knave  alone,  but  fool, 
n allmy  purpofes.  The  Devil,  P'hotintUy 

Employs  me  as  a Property,  and  grown  ufelefs 

Will  fhake  me  ofT  again ; he  told  me  fo 

When  I kill’d  Pompey ; nor  can  1 hope  better, 

When  Caf-^r  is  difpatch’d  •,  Services  dohe 
'or  fuch  as  only  fludy  their  own  ends. 

Too  great  to  be  rewarded,  are  return’d 

With  deadly  hate-,  I learn’d  this  Principle 

In  his  own  School,  yet  {till  he  fools  me,  well  • 

And  yet  he  trufls  me : Since  I in  my  nature 

Was  fafhion’d  to  be  falfe,  wherefore  fhould  I 

That  kill’d  my  General,  and  a Poman.,  one 

To  whom  I ow’d  all  nourifhmcnts  of  life. 

Be  true  to  an  Egyptian  To  fave  Cefary 

And  turn  Phottnns's  plots  on  his  own  head, 

As  it  is  in  my  power,  redeem  my  credit. 

And  live  to  lye  and  fwear  again  in  fafhion. 

Oh,  ’twere a mafler-picce ? ha! meCafary 

How’s  he  got  off.' 

Enter  Casfar,  Ptolomy,  Antony,  Dolabella,  Achoreus, 
Apollodorus,  Sonldters. 

Ctf.  The  fire  has  took. 

And  Ihews  the  City  like  a fecond  Troyy 

The  Navy  too  is  fcorch’d,  the  people  greedy 

To  fave  their  Wealth  and  Houfes,  whilfl  their  Souldicrs 

Make fpoil of  all  -,  only  Achillas'sTroo^s 

Make  good  their  Guard,  break  through  them,  we  arc  fafe  *, 
I’ll  lead  you  like  a Thunder-bolt. 

Sept.  Stay,  Ctfar. 

Caf.  Who’s  this  theE)og,  Septimius? 

Ant.  Cut  his  throat. 

Dol.  Yoh  bark’d  but  now,  fawn  youlbfoon? 

Sept.  0 hear  me. 

What  I’ll  deliver  is  for  Cafars  fafety. 

For  all  your  good. 

Ant.  Good  from  a mouth  like  thine,  (days  ? 

That  never  belch’d  but  blafphemy,  and  treafon  on  Feftival 
Sept.  1 am  an  altered  man,  altered  indeed. 

And  will  give  you  caufe  to  fay  I am  a Roman. 

Dol.  Rogue,  I grant  thee. 

Sept.  Trufl  me.  I’ll  make  the  paflage  fmooth,  and  eafie 

For  your  efcape. 

Ant.  I’ll  trull  the  Devil  fooner. 

And  makea  fafer  Bargain. 

Sept.  lamtruflcd 

With  all  Photinus's  fecrets. 

Ant.  There’s  no  doubt  then 

Thou  wilt  be  falfe. 

Sept.  Still  to  be  true  to  you. 

Dol.  And  very  likely. 

Caf.  Bebriefj  the  means? 

Sept.  Thus,  Cafar, 

To  me  alone,  but  bound  by  terrible  oaths 

Not  to  difeover  it,  he  hath  reveal’d 

A difmal  Vault,  whofe  dreadful  mouth  docs  open 

A mile  beyond  the  City : in  this  Cave 

Lye  but  two  hours  conceal’d. 

Ant.  If  you  believe  him. 

He’ll  bury  us  alive. 

Dol.  I’ll  fiye  in  the  Air  firfl. 

Sept.  Then  in  the  dead  of  night  I’ll  bring  you  back 

Into  a private  room,  where  you  lhall  find 

PhotinuSy  znd  Achtllasy  and  the  reft 

Of  their  Commanders  dofe  at  Council. 

Ctf.  Good,  what  follows  ? 

Sept.  Fall  me  fairly  on  their  throats. 

Their  heads  cut  off  and  fhorn,  the  multitude 

Will  cafily  difperfe. 

Cdf. 
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Cc/.  O Devil ! away  with  him  •, 

Nor  true  to  Friend  nor  Enemy  ? fcorns 
To  find  his  fafety,  or  revenge  his  wrongs 
So  bafe  a way  ; or  owe  the  means  of  life 
To  fuch  a leprous  Tray  tor . I have  towr’d 
For  Vi(ftory  like  a Faulcon  in  the  Clouds, 

Nor  dig’d  lor’t  like  a Mole  y our  Swords  and  Gaufe 
Make  way  for  us,  and  that  it  may  appear 
We  took  a noble  Courfe,  and  hate  bafe  Trcafon, 

Some  Souldiers  that  would  merit  ("cefar^  favour, 

Flang  him  on  yonder  Turret,  and  then  follow 

The  lane  this  Sword  makes  for  you.  £xit. 

1 Sold.  Here’s  a Belt, 

Though  I dye  for  it  I’ll  ulb  it. 

2 Sold.  ’Tis  too  good 
To  trufs  a Cur  in. 

Sept.  Save  me,  here’s  Gold. 

1 Sold.  If  d{ome 

Were  offered  for  thy  ranfom,it  could  not  help  thee. 

2 Sold.  Hang  not  an  arfe. 

I Sold.  Goad  him  on  with  thy  Sword  ^ 

Thou  doff:  defer ve  a worfer  end,  and  may 

All  fuch  conclude  fo,  that  their  friends  betray.  [Exemt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  {feverally)  Arfino,  Eros,  Cleopatra. 

Arf.  We  are  loft.  ^ | 

Eros.  Undone. 

Arf.  Confufion,  Fire,  and  Swords, 

And  fury  in  the  Souldiers  face  more  horrid  i 

Circle  us  round. 

Eros.  The  Kings  Command  they  laugh  at, 

And  jeer  at  C^fars  threats. 

Arf.  My  Brother  feiz’d  on 
By  the  Roman.,  as  thought  guilty  of  the  tumult, 

And  forc’d  to  bear  him  company,  as  mark’d  out 
For  his  protedion  or  revenge. 

Eros.  They  have  broke 

Into  my  Cabinet  •,  my  Trunks  are  ranfack’d.  ^ 

Arf.  I have  loff:  my  jewels  too : but  that’s  the  Icall : 

The  barbarous  Rafcals,  againltall  humanity, 

Or  fenfe  of  pity,  have  kill’d  ray  little  Dog, 

And  broke  ray  Monkeys  Chain. 

Eros.  They  rifled  me  .• 

But  that  I could  endure,  would  they  proceed  no  further. 
Arf.  O my  Sifter ! . 

Eros.  My  Queen,  my  Miftrefs ! 

Arf.  Can  you  Hand  unmov’d 
When  the  Earth-quake  of  Rebellion  fliakes  the  City, 

And  the  Court  trembles 

Cleo.  Yes,  Arfino,  , ,i  > 

And  with  a MafculineConftancy  deride 
Fortunes  worft  malice,  asa  Servant  to 
My  Vertucs,  not  a Miftrefs  •,  then  we  forlake 
TheftrongFortof  ourfelves,  when  we  once  yield, 
Orlhrink  ap  her  affaults ; I am  ftillmyfelf. 

And  though  difrob’d  of  Soveraignty,  and  raviffi’d 
Of  ceremonious  duty,  that  attends  it. 

Nay,  grant  they  had  flav’d  my  Body,  my  free  mind 
Like  to  the  Palm-tree  walling  fruitful  Nile, 

Shall  grow  up  ftraighter  and  enlarge  it  felf 
’Spightof  the  envious  weight  that  loads  it  with; 

Think  of  thy  Birth  (^(LArJino)  common  burdens 
Fit  common  Shoulders’,  teach  the  multitude 
By  fuffering  nobly  what  they  fear  to  touch  at  ^ 

The  greatnefsof  thy  mind  does  foar  a pitch. 

Their  dim  eyes  (darkened  by  their  narrow  fouls) 

Cannot  arrive  at. 

jl  anj-new  created, 

And’oH^  tfci^fecond  being  to  you  (beft  Sifter ) 

For  now  1 feel  you  have  infus’d  into  me 
Part  of  your  fortitude. 


Eros.  I {till  am  fearful  •, 
dare  not  tell  a lie  ^ you  that  were  born 
Daughters  and  Sifters  unto  Kings,  may  nouriffi 
Great  thoughts,  which  I,  that  am  yourhurhble  handmaid 
Vluft  not  prefume  to  rival. 

Cleo.  Yet  (my  Eros)  • 

Though  thou  haft  profited  nothing  by  obferving 
The  whole  courfe  of  my  life,  learn  in  my  deaSi, 

Though  not  to  equal,  yet  to  imitate 
Thyfearlefs  Miftrefs. 

Enter  PhotinuS. 

Eros.  O,  a man  in  Arms  I 
His  Weapon  drawn  too? 

Cleo.  Though  upon  the  point 
Death  fate.  I’ll  meet  it,  and  outdare  the  danger. 

Pho.  Keep  the  Watch  ftroqg,  and  guard  the  paftage  fure 
That  leans  unto  the  Sea. 

Cleo.  What  Sea  of  rudenefs 
Breaks  in  upon  us  ? or  what  Subjects  Breath 
Dare  raife  a ftoi  m,  when  we  command  a calm  ? 

Are  Duty  and  Obedience  fled  to  Heaven  ? 

And  in  their  room  ambition  and  pride 

Sent  into  That  Face  fpeaks  thee,  Photimts, 

A tiling  thy  Mother  brought  into  the  World  •, 

My  Brother’s  and  my  Slave:  but  thy  behaviour. 

Oppos’d  to  that,  an  infolent  intruder 
Upon  that  Soveraignty  thou  fliouldft  bow  to. 

If  in  the  Gulph  of  bale  ingratitude. 

All  loyalty  to  Ptolemy  the  King 
Be  fwallowed  up,  remember  who  I am, 

Whofe  Daughter  and  whofe  Sifter  ^ or  fuppofe 
That  is  forgot  too  •,  let  the  name  of  Cfar 
Which  Nations  quake  at,  ftop  the  defperate  madneft 
From  running  headlong  on  to  thy  Confufion, 

Throw  from  tnee  quickly  thofe  rebellious  Arms, 

And  let  me  read  fubraifllon  in  thine  Eyes ; 

Thy  wrongs  to  us  we  will  not  only  pardon. 

But  be  a ready  advocate  to  plead  for  thee 
To  C^far,  and  my  Brother. 

Pho.  Plead  piy  Pardon  ? 

To  you  1 bow,  but  fcorn  as  much  to  ftoop  thus  - 
To  Ptolomy  ov  Cafar.,  Nay,  the  gods. 

As  to  put  off  the  figure  of  a man, 

And  change  my  Eflence  with  a fenfual  Beaft ; 

All  my  deligns,  my  counfels,  and  dark  ends 
Were  aim’d  to  purchafe  you, 

Cleo.  How  durl't  thou,  being 
The  fcorn  of  bafenefs,  nourilh  fuch  a thought  ? 

Pho.  They  that  have  power  are  royal ) and  thofe  bale 
That  live  at  the  de-.'-otion  of  another. 

What  birth  gave  Ttolomy,  or  fortune  Cafar, 

By  Engines  fashion’d  in  this  Protean  Anvil 
I have  made  mine  ^ and  only  ftoop  at  you. 

Whom  I would  fail  preferve  free  to  command  me ; 

For  C4^rh  frowns,  they  are  below  my  thoughts. 

And  but  in  thefe  fair  Eyes  I ftill  have  read 
The  ftory  of  a fupream  Monarchy, 

To  which  all  hearts  with  mine  gladly  pay  tribute, 
PhotwHs's  Name  had  long  fince  been  as  great 
As ‘?rw/ow/wt*r  was,  or  C^fars is, 

This  made  me  as  a weaker  tye  to  unloole 
The  knot  of  Loyalty,  that  chain’d  my  freedom. 

And  flight  the  fear  that  C4^rs  threats  might  caufe,- 
That  1 and  they  might  fee  no  Sun  appear 
But  Cleopatra  in  the  Egyptian  Sphear. 

Cleo.  O ; ant-like  Ambition!  marryedto 
th/wwjfrwx  darknefs ! inconfiderateFool, 

(Though  fla’tei’d  with  (elf-love)  could’ft  thou  believe, 
Were  all  Crowns  on  the  Earth  made  into  one. 

And  that  (by  Kings)  let  on  thy  head  all  Scepters, 
Within  thy  gralp,  and  laid  down  at  my  feet, 

I would  vouc  fafe  a kifs  to  a no- man  ? 

A guelded  Eunuch  ? 
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J Pho.  Faireft,  that  makes  for  me, 

And  fhews  it  is  no  fenfual  appetite, 

But  true  love  to  the  grcatnefs  of  thy  Spirit, 

That  when  that  you  are  mine  fhall  yield  me  pleafures, 
Hymen.,  though  bleffing  a new  married  Pair 
Shall  blulh  to  think  on,  and  our  certain  iflue, 

The  glorious  Iplendor  of  dread  Majefty, 

Whofe  beams  fhall  dazel  Rome,  and  aw  the  world, 

My  wants  in  that  kind  others  fliail  fupply, 

And  I give  way  to  it. 

Oeo.  Bafer  than  thy  Birth  *, 

Can  there  be  gods,  and  hear  this,  and  no  thunder 
Ram  thee  into  the  Earth  ? 

Pho.  They  are  afleep. 

And  cannot  hear  thee  •, 

Or  with  open  Eyes, 

Did  Jove  look  on  us,  I would  laugh  and  fvvear 
That  his  artillery  is  cloy’d  by  me : 

Or  if  that  they  have  power  to  hurt,  his  Bolts 
Are  in  my  hand. 

Ceo.  Moll  impious! 

Pho.  They  are  dreams. 

Religious  Fools  (hake  at:  yet  to  afTure  thee. 

If  T^emefis,  that  fcourges  pride  and  fcorn, 

Be  any  thing  but  a name,  (he  lives  in  me ; 

For  by  my  felf  (an  oath  to  me  more  dreadful 
Than  Stix  is  to  your  gods)  weak  Ptolemy  dead, 

AndCepr  (both  being  in  my  toil)  remov’d. 

The  poorell:  Rafcals  that  are  in  my  Camp 
Shall  in  my  prefence  quench  their  luftful  heat 
In  thee,  and  young  while  I laugh 

To  hear  you  howl  in  vain  ; 

I deride  thofe  gods. 

That  you  think  can  protc<ft  you. 

Oeo.  To  prevent  thee, 

In  that  I am  the  Miftrefs  of  my  Fate  ^ 

So  hope  I of  my  fifter  to  confirm  it. 

I fpit  at  thee,  and  fcorn  thee. 

Pho.  I will  tame 

That  haughty  courage,  and  make  thee  ftoop  too. 

Cleo.  Never, 

I was  born  to  command,  and  will  dye  fo. 

Enter  Achillas,  and  Soulehers.,  with  the  Body  o/Ptolomy. ' 
Pho.  The  King  dead?  this  is  a fair  entrance  to 
Our  future  happinefs. 
yirf.  Oh  my  dear  Brother ! 

Cleo.  Weep  not,  Arftno,  common  women  do  fo, 

Nor  lofe  a tear  for  him,  it  cannot  help  him ; 

But  ftudy  to  dye  nobly. 

Pho.  Cifar  fled! 

Tis  deadly  aconite  to  my  cold  heart. 

It  choaks  my  vital  Spirits ; where  was  your  care  ? 

Did  the  Guards  fleep? 

udchil.  Herowz’d  them  with  his  Sword  *, 

We  talk  of  dMars,  but  I am  fure  his  Courage 
Admits  of  no  comparifon  but  it  felf. 

And  (as  infpir’d  by  him)  his  following  friends 
With  fuch  a confidence  as  young  Eagles  prey 
Under  the  large  wing  of  their  fiercer  Dam, 

Brake  through  our  Troops  and  fcatter’d  them,  he  went  on 
But  ftill  purfu’d  by  us,  when  on  the  fudden. 

He  turn’d  his  head,  and  from  his  Eyes  flew  terrour  ; 

Which  ftrook  in  us  no  lefs  fear  and  amazement, 

Than  if  we  had  encounter’d  with  the  lightning 
Hurl’d  from  Jove's  cloudy  Brow, 

CUo.  ’Twas  like  my  C^/^r 
AchU.  Wefalnback,  he  made  on,  and  as  our  fear 
Had  parted  from  us  with  his  dreadful  looks, 

Again  we  follow’d , but  got  near  the  Sea  •, 

On  which  his  Navy  anchor’d  ; in  one  hand 
Holding  a Scroll  he  had  above  the  waves, 

And  in  the  other  grafpingfall  his  Sword, 

As  it  had  been  a Trident  forg’d  by  Fnlcan 


To  calm  the  raging  Ocean,  he  made  away 
As  if  he  had  been  Neptane,  his  friends  like 
So  many  follow’d,  their  bold  fliouts 

Yielding  a chearful  mufick  ^ we  Ihowr’d  darts 
Upon  them,  but  In  vain,  they  reach’d  their  Ihips 
And  in  their  fafety  we  are  funk ; /or  Cefar 
Prepares  for  War. 

Pho.  How  fell  the  King  ? 

» Achil.  Unable 

TofollowC**/*)",  he  was  trod  to  death 
By  the  Purfuers,  and  with  him  the  Priell 
Of  f/ts,  good  Achoreus. 

Arf.  May  the  Earth 
Lye  gently  on  their  afhes. 

Pho.  1 feel  now. 

That  there  are  powers  above  us  \ and  that  ’tis  not 
U ithinthe  fearching  policies  of  man 
To  alter  their  decrees. 

Cleo.  I laugh  at  thee ; 

Where  are  thy  threats  now.  Fool,  thy  feoffs  and  fcorns 
Againff:  the  gods  ? I fee  calamity 
Is  the  bell:  Miftrefs  of  Religion, 

And  can  convert  an  Athcift.  ^Shont  within. 

Pho.  Othey  come. 

Mountains  fall  on  me  ! O for  him  to  dye 
That  plac’d  his  Heaven  on  Earth,  is  an  aflurance 
Of  his  defeent  to  Hell  ^ where  (hall  I hide  me  ? 

The  greateft  daring  to  a man  dilhoneft. 

Is  but  a Baftard  Courage,  ever  fainting.  C^atiV. 

Enter  Cxfar,  Sceva,  Antony,  Dolabella. 

C^/.  Look  on  your  C^far  banifh  fear,  my  faireft, 

You  now  are  fafe. 

See.  By  Fenusy  not  a kifs 

Till  our  work  be  done ; the  Traitors  once  difpatch’d 
To  it,  and  we’ll  cry  aim. 

C4  1 will  be  fpeedy.  lExemt. 

Cleo.  Farewel again,  Arfino-^  how  now,  Eros} 

Evei  faint'bearted  ? 

Ero:.  But  that  I am  alTur’d, 

Tour  Excellency  can  command  the  General, 

I F ar  the  Souldiers,  for  they  look  as  if 
I'hcy  would  be  nibling  too. 

Cleo.  He  is  all  honour. 

Nor  do  I now  repent  me  of  my  favours , 

Nor  can  I think  that  Nature  e’r  made  a Woman 
That  in  her  prime  deferv’d  him. 

£«tcrC$far,  Sceva,  Antonie,  Dolabella,  SohL 

. dters,  With  the  Heads. 

Arf.  He’s  edme  back, 

Purfuc  no  fujlicr  ^ curb  the  Souldiers  fury. 

Ctf.  See  (Jautcous  Miftris)  their  accurfed  heads 
That  did  confpire  againft  us. 

See.  Furies  plague ’em. 

They  had  too  fair  an  end  to  dye  like  Souldiers, 
n^ompey  fell  by  the  Sword,  the  Crofs  or  Halter 
Should  have  difpatch’d  them, 

Ceef.  All  is  but  death,  good  Sceva, 

Be  therefore  fatisfied  : and  now  my  dcareft. 

Look  upon  Ceefar,  as  he  ftill  appear’d 
A Conquerour,  and  this  unfortunate  King 
Entomb’d  with  honour , we’ll  to  Rome,  where  Cafar 
W’ill  fhew  he  can  give  Kingdoms  •,  for  the  Senate, 

(Thy  Brother  dead ) fhall  willingly  decree 
The  Crown  of  Egypt  (that  was  his)  to  thee, 

\Exennt  omttes. 
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Prologue. 

NE  W Titles  warrant  not  a Elay  for  new. 
The  SuhjeSl  being  old ; and  dis  as  true , 
Fref?  and  neat  matter  may  with  eafe  he  franid 
Out  of  their  StorieSy  that  have  oft  been  nam’d 
With  glory  on  the  Stage  • what  borrows  he 
From  him  that  wrote  old  Priam'i  Tragedy y 
That  writes  his  loVe  to  Hecuba  ? Sure  to  tell 
Of  Cxfars  amorous  heats y and  how  he  fell 
In  the  Cafitoly  can  never  be  the  fame  v qj  * 

To  the  Judicious  y ISlor  will  fuch  blame 
Thofe  who  pend  thisy  for  Ear/enneJI  ivhen  theyfnd. 
Young  Cleopatra  herey  andher great  ^yi4ind 
ExpreJI’d  to  the  height y with  us  a Maidy  aiid  free y 
And  how  he  rated  her  Virginitie. 

We  treat  not  of  what  boldnefs  fe  did  dyey 
“Nor  of  her  fatal  Love  to  Antony-  '• 

What  we  prefent  and  offer  to  your  <uiewy  ■ 
Upon  their  faiths  the  Stage  yethe'^er  knew."' 

Let  ^afon  then  firjl  to  your  Wills  give  tawSy 
And  after  judge  of  thm  and  of  their  caufe. 


Epilogue. 

I'  Now  p?ould  wiff  another  had  my  placey 
^ Eut  that  I hope  to  come  offy  and  with  Grace  • 
^nd  but  expref  Jome  fign  that  you  are  pleas’ dy 
We  of  our  doubtSy  they  of  their  fears  are  eas’d, 

I would  beg  further  {Gentlemen)  and  much  fay 
In  favour  of  our  felveSy  theniy  and  the  Flay ; 

Did  I not  reft  afjur’dy  the  moft  I fee 
Hate  Impudence yand  cberif?  JModejlie, 

f 
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THE 

Little  French  Lawyer. 

EDY. 


Perfons  Reprefen  ted  in  the  Play. 


Dinant,  a Gefitlemaft  that  formerly  loved,  and  fill 
pretended  to  love  Lamira. 

Cleremont,  a merry  Gentleman,  his  Friend. 

\ Champernell,  a lame  old  Gentleman,  Husband  to 

1 Lamira. 

Vertaign,  a Noble-man,  and  a Judge* 

Beaupre , Son  to  Vertaign. 

Verdone,  Champernell. 

Afonjleur  La  Writt,  a vcrangltng  Advocate,  or  the 
Little  Lawyer. 

Sampfon,  a foolijh  Advocate,  Kinfman  to  Vertaign. 
Provodi. 

Gentlemen, 

Clients. 

Servants. 

IV  0 M E N, 

Lamira,  tVife  to  Champernell,  and  Daughter  to  Ver- 
taign. 

Anabell,  Niece  to  ChampemelL 

Old  Lady,  Nurfe  to  Lamira. 

Charlotte,  Waiting  Gentlewoman  to  Lamira. 

f 

7 he  Scene  France. 

The  principal  Adors  were^ 

fofeph  Taylor.  ] 

[Nicholas  Toolie. 

John  Lowin.  I 

{William  EgleHon. 

John  ZJnderrpood.  t 

1 Richard  Sharpe. 

9^hert  ^enfield. 

\ Thomas  Holcomb. 

Frimm,  Scena  Prima, 


Er.ter  Dinant,  and  Cleremont. 

Bin.  'll  ^^llfwade  me  not. 

I W Clere.  It  will  breed  a brawl, 
fl  ^ Bin.  I care  not,  I wear  a Sword. 
^ Ocr.  And  wear  (lilcretioii  with  it, 
OrcaFitofT,  let  that  dire<n:  your  arm, 

’Tis  madnefselfc,  not  valour,  and  more  bafe 
Than  to  receive  a wrong. 

Din.  Why  w’ould  you  have  me 
Sit  down  with  a difgrace,  and  thank  the  doer  > 


Weare  notStoicks,  and  that  paflive  courage 
Is  only  now  commendable  in  Lackies, 

Peafants,  and  Tradcfmen,  not  in  men  of  rank 
And  qualitie,  as  I am. 

Cler.  Do  not  cherilh 

That  daring  vice,  for  which  the  whole  age  fuffers. 

1 he  blood  of  our  bold  youtli,  that  heretofore 
Was  fpent  in  honourable  aftion. 

Or  to  defend,  or  to  enlarge  the  Kingdom, 

For  the  honour  of  our  Country,  and  our  Prince, 
Pcursitfelf  out  with  prodigal  expence 
Upon 


Tht  little  French  Fawyer, 


Upon  our  Mothers  lap,  the  Earth  that  bred  us  \ 

For  every  trifle and  thele  private  Duells, 

Which  had  their  firfl;  original  from  the  Frcenh 
(And  for  which,  to  this  day,  we  are  juftly  cenfured) 

I Are  banifht  from  all  civil  Governments  : 

Scarce  three  in  Fenke,  in  as  many  years  •, 

In  Florence,  they  are  rarer,  and  in  ail 
The  fair  Dominions  of  the  Spafkjh  King, 

They  are  never  heard  of ; Nay,  thofe  neighbour  Countries, 
Which  gladly  imitate  our  other  follies. 

And  come  at  a dear  rate  to  buy  them  of  us. 

Begin  now  to  deteft  them. 

Din.  Will  you  end  yet 

Cler.  And  I have  heard  that  fome  of  our  late  Kings, 

For  the  lie,  wearing  of  a Miftris  favour, 

A cheat  at  Cards  or  Dice,  and  fuch  like  caules. 

Have  loft:  as  many  gallant  Gentlemen, 

As  might  have  met  the  great  Tnrl^  in  the  field 
With  confidence  of  a glorious  Vidorie, 

And  fhall  we  then  

Din.  No  more,  for  lhame  no  more. 

Are  you  become  a Patron  too  ? ’tis  a new  one,  - 

No  more  on’t,  burn’t,  give  it  to  fome  Orator, 

To  help  him  to  enlarge  his  exercife,  ' 

With  fuch  a one  it  might  do  well,  and  profit 

The  Curat  of  the  Parifh,  but  for  Cleremont,  - • ' 

The  bold,  and  undertaking  Clercmont, 

To  talk  thus  to  his  friend,his  friend  that  knows  him,  ‘ • 

Dinant  that  knows  his  Ckremont.^  is  abfurd. 

And  mecr  Apocrypha. 

Cler.  Why,  what  know  you  of  me .?  ' 

JDw.Why  if  thou  haft  forgot  thy  felfji’le  tell  thee. 

And  not  look  back,  tofpcakofwhatthou  wert  ' • - 

At  fifteen,  for  at  thofe  years  I have  heard  • ’ 

Thou  waftfleflTd,  and  enter’d  bravely. 

Cler.  Well  Sir , well. 

D<».But  yefterday,thou  waft  the  common  fecond. 

Of  all  that  only  knew  thee,  thou-fiadft  bills 
Set  up  on  every  poft,  to  give  thee  notice 
Where  any  difference  was,  and  who  were  parties  j 
And  as  to  lave  the  charges  of  the  Law 
Poor  men  feek  arbitrators,  thou  wert  chofen 
By  fuch  as  knew  thee  not,t6  compound  quarrels : 

But  thou  wert  fo  delighted  with  the  fport , 

That  if  there  were  no  juft  caufe,  thou  wouldft  make  one. 

Or  be  engag’d  thy  feif  ; This  goodly  calling 
Thou  haft  followed  five  and  twenty  years,  and  ftudied 
The  Criticifmes  of  contentions,  and  art  thou 
In  fo  few  hours  transform’d  ? certain  this  night 
Thou  haft  had  ftrange  dreams,  or  rather  vifions. 

Clere.  Yes,  Sir, 

1 have  feen  fools,  and  fighters,  chain’d  together. 

And  the  Fighters  had  the  upper  hand,  and  whipt  firft. 

The  poor  Sots  laughing  at ’em.  What  I have  been 
It  skils  net,  what  I will  be  is  relblv’d  on. 

Din.  Why  then  you’l  fight  no  more 
C'ler.  Such  is  my  purpofe. 

Din.  On  no  occafion  ? 

Cler.  There  you  ftagger  me. 

Some  kind  of  wrongs  there  are  which  flelh  and  blood 
Cannot  endure. 

Dm.  Thou  wGuIdft  not  willingly 
Live  a protefted  coward,  or  be  call’d  one  ? 

Cler.  Words  are  but  words. 

Din.  Nor  wouldft  thou  take  a blow?  (enemy 

Cler.  Not  from  my  friend,  though  drunk,  and  from  an 
I think  much  lefs. 

Din.  There’s  fome  hope  of  thee  left  then, 

Wouldft  thou  hear  me  behind  my  back  difgrac’d  > 

Cler.  Do  you  think  I am  a rogue  ? they  that  fhould  do  it 
Had  better  been  born  dumb. 

Dm.  Or  in  thy  prefence 
See  me  ©’recharg’d  with  odds.? 

Cler.  I’d  fall  my  felf  firft. 
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-Dw.Would’ftthou  endure  thy  Miftris  be  taken  from  thee  I 
And  thou  fit  quiet  ? ’ j 

C/fr.  There  you  touch  my  honour,  j 

No  French-man  can  endure  that.  i 

Die.  PI upon  thee, 

Why  doff  thou  talk  of  Peace  then  ? that  dar’ft,  fuffer 
Nothing,  or  in  thy  felt,  or  in  thy  friend 
That  is  unmanly  ? 

Cler.  That  I grant,  I cannot:' 

But  Tie  not  quarrel  with  this  Gentleman 

For  wearing  ftammel  Breeches,  or  this  Gamefter 

For  playing  a thoufand  pounds,  that  owes  me  nothing ; | 

for  this  mans  taking  up  a common  Wench  | 

In  raggs,  and  lowlie,  then  maintaining  her  1 

Caroach’d  in  cloth  of  Tiflue,  nor  five  hundred  I 

Of  fuch  like  toyes,  that  at  no  part  concern  me  * 

Marry,  where  my  honour,  or  my  friend  is  queftioned,  ! 
I have  a Sword,  and  I think  I may  ule  it  i 

To  the  cutting  of  a Rafcals  throat,  or  fo, 

Like  a good  Cluiftian.  ; 

Dm.  Thou  art  of  a fine  Religion,  ■ ‘ 

And  rather  than  we’l  makea  Schifm  in  friendlhip  i 

I will  be  of  it  r Buhtabe  ferious,  " .1 

Thou  art  acquainted  with  my  tedious  love-fuic  | 

To  fair  Lamirnf 

cler.  Too  well  Sir,  and  remember 
Your  prefents,  courtfhip,  that’s  too  good  a name, 

Your  llave-iike  lervices,  your  morning  mufique  y 
Your  walking  three  hours  in  the  rain  at  midnightj 
To  fee  her  at  her  window,  fometimes  laugh’d  at, 

Sometimes  admitted,  and  vouchfaf ’d  to  kifs 
Her  glove, her  skirt, nay, I have  heard,  her  flippers, 

How  then  you  triumph’d  ? 

Here  was  love  forfooth. 

Din.  Thefe  follies  I deny  not. 

Such  a contemptible  thing  my  dotage  made  me^ 

But  my  reward  for  this 

Cler.  As  you  deferv’d. 

For  he  that  makes  a goddefs  of  a Puppet, 

I Merits  no  other  recompence. 

Din.  This  day  friend, 

For  thou  art  fo  

C'ler.  I am  no  flatterer. 

Din.  This  proud,ingratefulI  fhe,  is  married  to 
Lame  Champernel. 

Cler.  I know  him,  he  has  been 
As  tall  a Sea-man,  and  has  thriv’d  as  well  by’t. 

The  lofs  of  a legg  and  an  arm  dedudted,  as  any 
That  ever  put  from  Mnrfeilles:  you  are  tame, 

PI on’t,  it  mads  me  y if  it  were  my  cafe, 

I fhojild  kill  all  the  family. 

Dm.  Yet  but  nowi 
You  did  preach  patience. 

Cler.  I then  came  from  confeflion. 

And  ’twas  enjoyn’d  me  three  hours  for  a penance, 

To  be  a peaceable  man,  and  to  talk  like  one, 

But  now,  all  elfe  being  pardon’d,  I begin 
On  a new  Tally,  Foot  do  any  thuig, 

I’le  fecond  you. 

Din.  I would  not  willingly 
Make  red,  my  yet  white  confcience,  yet  I purpofe 
In  the  open  ftreet,  as  they  come  from  the  Temple, 

(For  this  way  they  rauft  pafs,)  to  fpeak  my  wrongs, 

And  do  it  boldly.  C Mufck^playes. 

Cler.  Were  thy  tongue  a Cannon, 

I would  Hand  by  thee,  boy,  they  come,  upon  ’em. 

Din.  Obferve  a little  firft. 

Cler.  This  is  fine  fidling. 
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Enter 
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Fnter  Vertaign,  Champernei,  Lamira,  2V«r/f,  Beauprc, 
Verdone.  eyin  Epithalamium. 

S O N G at  the  Wedding. 

COme  away,  bring  on  the  Brick 
And  place  her  by  her  Lovers  fide  : 

Ton  fair  troop  of  ATaids  attend  her y 
Tare  and  holy  thoughts  befriend  her. 

'Blafiy,  and  xvift,  you  Virgins  'all. 

Many  fuch  fair  nights  may  fall. 

Chorus. 

Hymen,  fill  the  houfe  with  joy, 
zAll  thy  facred  fires  employ: 

Blefs  the  Bed  with  holy  bve. 

Now  fair  orb  of  Beauty  move. 

Din.  Standby,  for  Tie  be  heard. 

Verta.  This  is  flrangerudencfs. 

Din.  ’Tis  courtfhip,  ballanced  with  injuries, 

You  all  look  pale  with  guilt,  but  I will  dy 
Your  cheeks  with  blulhes,  if  in  your  fear’d  veins 
■There  yet  remain  fo  much  of  honeft  blood 
To  make  the  colour ; firH:  to  ye  ray  Lord, 

The  Father  of  this  Bride,  whom  you  have  fent 
Alive  into  her  grave. 

Champ.  How  ? to  her  grave  ? 

Dina.  Be  patient  Sir,  Tie  fpeak  of  you  anon 
You  that  allow’d  me  liberal  accefs. 

To  make  my  way  with  fervice,  and  approv’d  of 
My  birth, my  perfon,  years,  and  no  bale  fortune : 

You  that  are  rich,  and  but  in  this  held  wife  too. 

That  as  a Father  lliould  have  look’d  upon 
Your  Daughter  in  a husband,  and  aim’d  more 
At  what  her  youth,  and  heat  of  blood  requir’d 
In  lawfull  pleafures,  than  the  parting  from 
Your  Crowns  to  pay  her  dowr : you  that  already 
Have  one  foot  in  the  grave,  yet  Itudy  profit, 

As  if  you  wereafl'ur’d  to  live  here  ever*, 

What  poor  end  had  you,  in  this  choice  ? in  what 
Deferve  I your  contempt  ? my  houfe,  and  honours 
At  all  parts  equal  yours,  my  fame  as  fair, 

And  not  to  praife  my  felf,  the  City  ranks  me 
In  the  firft  file  of  her  moft  hopefull  Gentry ; 

But  Champernei  is  rich,  and  needs  a nurfc. 

And  not  your  gold  ; and  add  to  that,he’s  old  too. 

His  whole  eftace  in  likelihood  to  defeend 
Upon  your  Family  -,  Here  was  providence, 

I grant,  but  in  a Nobleman  bafe  thrift: 

No  Merchants,  nay,  no  Pirats,  fell  for  Bondmen 
I Their  Country-men,  but  you,  a Gentleman, 

I To  fave  a little  gold,  have  fold  your  Daughter 
j To  worfe  than  flaverie. 

Cler.  This  was  fpoke  home  indeed. 

Beau.  Sir,l  Iball  take  fome  other  time  Co  tell  you, 

I That  this  harfli  language  was  delivered  to 
j An  old  man,  but  my  Father. 

Din.  At  your  pleafure. 

Cler.  Proceed  in  your  defign,  let  me  alone. 

To  anfwer  him,  or  any  man, 

Verd.  You  prefume 

Too  much  upon  your  name,  but  may  be  couzen’d. 

Din.  But  for  you,mofl:  unmindful!  of  my  fervice, 

For  now  I may  upbraid  you,  and  with  honour. 

Since  all  is  loft,  and  yet  I am  a gainer. 

In  being  deliver’d  from  a torment  in  you. 

For  fuch  you  muft  have  been,  you  to  whom  nature 
Gave  wdth  a liberal  hand  mofl;  excellent  form. 

Your  education,  language,  and  difcourle. 

And  judgement  to  diltinguifh,  when  you  lhall 
With  teeling  forrow  underftand  how  wretched 


And  miferable  you  have  made  your  felf, 

And  but  your  felf  have  nothing  to  accufe. 

Can  you  with  hope  from  any  beg  compafTion  ? j 

But  you  will  fay,  you  ferv’d  your  Fathers  pleafure. 

Forgetting  that  unjult  commands  of  Parents  ! 

Are  not  to  be  obey’d,  or  that  you  are  rich,  ! 

And  that  to  wealth  all  pleafure  elfe  are  fer  vants,  j 

Yetbutconfider,  how  this  wealth  was  purchas’d,  | 

’Twill  trouble  the  poflelfi on.  { 

(fhamp.  You  Sir  know  | 

I got  it,  and  with  honour.  | 

Dm.  But  from  whom  ? j 

Remember  that,  and  how  : you’l  come  indeed 
To  houfes  bravely  furnifh’d,  but  demanding  1 

Where  it  was  bought,  this  Souldier  will  not  lie. 

But  anfwer  truly,  this  rich  cloth  of  Arras 
I made  my  prize  in  fuch  a Ship,  this  Plate 
Was  my  fhare  in  another  ^ thefe  fair  Jewels, 

Coming  a fhore,  I got  in  fuch  a Village, 

The  Maid, or  Matron  kill’d, from  whom  they  were  ravilh’d, 
The  Wines  you  drink  are  guilty  too,  for  this. 

This  Candie  Wine,  three  Merchants  were  undone, 

Thefe  Suckets  break  as  many  more  .*  in  brief. 

All  you  Hiall  wear,  or  touch,  or  fee,  is  purchas’d 

By  lawlefs  force,  and  you  but  revel  in 

The  tears,  and  grones  of  fuch  as  were  the  owners. 

Champ.  ’Tis  falfe,  moil  bafely  falfe. 

Verta.  Let  lofcrs  talk.  (wfw 

Din.  Laftly,  thole  joyes,  thofebeftof  joyes,  which  Hy- 
Freely  bellows  on  fuch,  that  come  to  tyc 
The  facred  knot  he  blelJes,  won  unto  it 
By  equal  love,  and  mutual  affedion. 

Not  blindly  led  with  the  delire  of  riches, 

Moft  miferable  you.  lhall  never  tafte  of. 

This  Marriage  night  you’l  meet  a Widows  bed. 

Or  failing  ofthofe  plcafures  all  Brides  look  for. 

Sin  in  your  wilh  it  were  fo. 

Champ.  Thou  art  a Villain, 

A bale,  malitious  flandcrcr. 

Cler.  Strike  him. 

Din.  No,  he  is  not  worth  a blow. 

Champ.  O that  1 had  thee 
In  fome  dole  vault,  that  only  would  yield  room 
To  me  to  ulc  my  Sword,  to  thee  no  hope 
To  run  away,  I would  make  thee  on  thy  knees. 

Bite  out  the  tongue  that  wrong’d  me. 

Verta.  Pray  you  have  patience. 

Lamira.  This  day  1 am  to  be  your  Soveraign, 

Let  me  command  you. 

Champ.  1 am  loft  with  rage. 

And  know  not  what  I am  my  felf,  nor  you  : 

Away,  dare  luch  as  you,  that  love  the  fmoke 
Of  peace  more  than  the  fire  of  gloiious  War, 

And  like  unprofitable  drones,  feed  on 
Your  grandlires  labours,  that,  as  1 am  now, 

Were  gathering  Bees,  and  fill’d  their  Hive,this  Country 
With  brave  triumphant  fpoils,  cenfure  our  adions  ? 

You  objed  my  prizes  to  me,  had  you  feen 
The  horrour  of  a Sea-fight,  with  what  danger 
1 made  them  mine  *,  the  fire  I fearlefs  fought  in. 

And  quench’d  it  in  mine  enemies  blood , whidi  ftraight 
Like  oyle  pour’d  out  on’t,  made  it  burn  anew  *, 

My  Deck  blown  up,  with  noife  enough  to  mock 
The  lowdeft  thunder,  and  the  defperate  fools 
That  Boorded  me,  fent,  todefie  thetempefts 
That  were  againft  me,  to  the  angrie  Sea, 

Frighted  with  men  thrown  o’re  *,  no  vidory. 

But  in  defpight  of  the  four  Elements, 

The  Fire,  the  Air,  the  Sea,  and  funds  hid  in  it 
To  be  atchiev’d,  you  would  confefs  poor  men, 

( Though  hopelefs,  fuch  an  honourable  way 
To  get  or  wealth,  or  honour)  in  your  fclvcs 
He  that  through  all  thefe  dreadfull  paflagcs 
Purfued  and  overtook  them,  unaffrighted, 

Deferves 
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Deferves  reward,  and  not  to  have  it  ftil’d 

By  the  bafe  ^naine  of  theft.  , ' 

Din.  This  is  the  Courtfhip,  ■ 

That  you  muft  look  for.  Madam. 

Cler.  ’Twill  do  well, 

When  nothing  can  be  done,  to  fpend  the  night  with: 

Your  tongue  is  found  good  Lord,  and  I could  whit 
For  this  young  Ladyes  lake  this  leg,  this  arm. 

And  there  is  fomething  elfe,  I will  not  name, 

( Though ’tis  the  only  thing  that  mull:  content  her- ) 

Had  the  fame  vigour. 

Champ.  You  fliail  buy  thefe  feoffs 
With  your  bell  blood  : help  me  once  noble  anger, 

( Nay  ftir  not,  I alone  muft  right  my  felf ) 

And  with  one  leg  tranfport  me,  to  corred 

Thefe  fcandalous  praters : O that  noble  wounds  Falls. 

Should  hinder  juft  revenge D’ye  jear  me  too  ? 

I got  thefe,  not  as  you  do,  your  difeafes 
In  Brothels,  or  with  riotous  abufe 
Of  wine  in  Taverns  •,  I have  one  leg  fhot, 

One  arm  difabled,  and  am  honour’d  more. 

By  lofing  them,  as  I did,  in  the  fece 
Of  a brave  enemy,  than  if  they  were 
As  when  I put  to  Sea ; you  are  French-men  only, 

In  that  you  ha\’e  been  laied,  and  cur’d,  goe  to  .- 
You  mock  my  leg,  but  every  bone  about  you. 

Makes  you  good  Almanack-makers,  to  foretell 
What  weather  we  fhall  have. 

Din.  Put  up  your  Sword,  ' ' 

Cler. Or  turn  it  to  aCrutch,there’t  may  by  ufefulJ, 

And  live  on  the  relation  to  your  Wife 
Of  what  a brave  man  you  were  once. 

Din.  And  tell  her, 

What  a fine  vertue  ’tis  in  a young  Lady 
To  give  an  old  man  pap. 

Cler.  Or  hire  a Surgeon 
To  teach  her  to  roul  up  your  broken  limbs. 

Dtn.  To  make  a Pultefs,  and  endure  the  feent 
Of  oils,  and  nafty  Plafters. 

Ferta.  Fie  Sir , fie, 

You  that  have  ftood  all  dangers  of  all  kinds,  to 
Yield  to  a Rivalls  fcoffe  ? 

Lamira.  Shed  tears  upon 
Your  Wedding  day  ? this  is  unmanly  Gentlemen. 

Champ  Jhty  are  tears  of  anger.-O  that  1 fhould  live 
To  play  the  woman  thus/  All  powerfull  heaven, 

Reftore  me,  but  one  hour,  that  ftrength  again. 

That  I had  once,  to  chaftile  in  thefe  men 
Their  folies,  and  ill  manners,  and  that  done. 

When  you  pleafe.  Tie  yield  up  the  fort  of  life, 

And  do  it  gladly. 

Cler.  We  ha’ the  better  of  him. 

We  ha’  made  him  cry. 

Verdo.  You  fhall  have  fatisfudion. 

And  1 will  do  it  nobly,  or  difclahn  me. 

Beanp.  1 fay  no  more,  you  have  a Brother,  Sifter, 

This  is  your  wedding  day,  we  are  in  the  ftreet. 

And  hpwfoever  they  forget  their  honour, 

’Tis  fit  1 lofe  not  mine,  by  their  example. 

Fert.  If  there  be  Laws  in  Paris.^  look  to  anfwer 
This  infolent  affront. 

Cler.  You  that  live  by  them. 

Study  ’em  for  heavens  fake  •,  for  my  part  I know  not 
Nor  care  not  what  they  are.  Is  their  ought  elfe 
That  you  would  fay  ? 

Din.  Nothing,  I have  my  ends. 

Lamira  weeps,  I have  faid  too  much  I fear  *, 

So  dearly  once  I lov’d  her,  that  I cannot 

Endure  to  fee  her  tears.  {Exeunt  Dinant,rf«<^  Cleremont. 

{'hamp.  See  you  perform  it. 

And  do  it  like  my  Nephew.  Ferdo.  If  I fail  in’t 
Ne’rknow  me  more,  Coufin  Beaupre. 

Champ.  Repent  not 

What  thou  haft  done,  my  life,  thou  fhalt  not  find 


I am  decrepit  *,  in  my  love  and  fervicc, 

I will  be  young,  and  conftant,  and  believe  me. 

For  thou  fhalt  find  it  true,  in  fcorn  of  all 

The  fcandals  thefe  rude  men  have  throwm  upon  me 

Tie  nieet  thy  pleafures  with  a young  mans  ardour , 

And  in  all  circumftances  of  a Husband, 

Perform  my  part. 

Lamira.  Good  Sir,  I am  your  fervant, 

And  ’tis  too  late  now,  if  I did  repent, 

(Which  as  I am  a virgin  yet,  Ido  not) 

To  undoe  the  knot,  that  by  the  Church  is  tyed. 

Only  I would  befeech  ye,  as  you  have 
A good  opinion  of  me,  and  my  vertues. 

For  lb  you  have  pleas’d  to  ftile  my  innocent  weaknefs. 

That  what  hath  pafs’d  bcwcen  Dmant  and  me. 

Or  what  now  in  your  hearing  he  hath  fpoken. 

Beget  not  doubts,  or  fears. 

Champ.  1 apprehend  you, 

You  think  I will  be  jealous-,  as  I live 

Thou  art  miftaken  fweet  and  to  confirm  it 

Difeourfe  with  whom  thou  wilt,  ride  where  thou  wilt, 

Feaft  whom  thou  wilt,  as  often  as  thou  wilt. 

For  I will  have  no  other  guards  upon  thee 
Than  thine  own  thoughts. 

Lamira.  Tie  life  this  liberty 
With  moderation  Sir. 

Beaup.  lam  relblv’d. 

Steal  off.  Tie  follow  you. 

Champ.  Come  Sir,  you  droop  ; 

Till  you  find  caufe , which  I fliall  never  give, 

Diflike  not  of  your  Son  in  Law. 

Ferta.  Sir,  you  teach  me 
The  language  I Ihould  ufe  j 1 am  moft  happy 
In  being  fo  near  you.  {Exeunt  Verdone,  and  Beaupre. 
i Lamira.  O my  fears ! good  nurfe 
Follow  my  Brother  unobferv’d,  and  learn 
Which  way  he  takes. 

Nurf.  1 will  becarefull  Madam.  {Exit  Nurfe. 

Champ.  Between  us  complements  arc  fuperfluous. 

On  Gentlemen,  th’  affront  we  have  met  here 
We’l  think  upon  hereafter,  ’twere  unfit 
To  cherifh  any  thought  to  breed  unreft. 

Or  to  our  felves,  or  to  our  Nuptial  feaft.  { Exennt- 

Enter  Dinant,  and  Cleremont. 

Cler.  We  fliall  have  fport,  ne’r  fear’t. 

Lin.  What  fport  I prethee  ? 

Cler.  Why  we  muft  fight,  I know  it,  and  I long  for’t, 

It  was  apparent  in  the  fiery  eye 
Of  young  Ferdone-f  Beaupre  look’d  pale  and  (hook  too. 
Familiar  fignsof  anger.  They  are  both  brave  fellow’s 
Tri’d  and  approv’d,  and  I am  proud  to  encounter 
With  men,  from  whom  no  honour  can  be  loft  ^ 

They  will  play  up  to  a man,  and  fet  him  off. 

When  e’re  I go  to  the  field,  heaven  keep  me  from 
The  meeting  of  an  unflefh’d  youth  or, Coward, 

The  firft.togeta  name,  comeson  too  hot, 

The  Cow'ard  is  fo  fwift  in  giving  ground. 

There  is  no  overtaking  him  without 
A hunting  Nag,  well  breath’d  too. 

Din.  All  this  while, 

You  ne’r  think  on  the  danger. 

Cler.  Why  ’tis  no  more 
Than  meeting  of  a dozen  friends  at  Supper, 

And  drinking  hard ; mifehief  comes  there  unlock’d  for, 

I am  fure  as  fuddain,  and  ftrikes  home  as  often, 

For  this  we  are  prepar’d. 

Din.  Lamira  Loves 
Her  Brother  Beaupre  dearly. 

0.er.  What  of  that  ? 

Lin.  And  fhould  he  call  me  to  account  for  what 
But  now  I fpake,  nor  can  I with  mine  honour 
Recant  my  words,  that  little  hope  is  left  me, 

E’re  to  enjoy  what  (next  to  Heaven)  Hong  for. 
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Is  taken  from  me.  . ' 

Cier.  Why  what  can  you  hope  for, 

She  being  now  married  } 

Din.  Oh  my  Cleremoiit, 

To  you  all  fecrets  of  my  heart  lye  open, 

And  I reft  moft  fecure  that  whatfoe’re  , 

I lock  up  there,  is  as  a private  thought, 

And  will  no  farther  wrong  me.  1 am  a French  man, 

And  for  the  greater  part  we  are  born  Courtiers, 

She  is  a woman,  and  however  yet 

No  heat  of  fervice  had  the  power  to  melt 

Her  frozen  Chaftity,  time  and  opportunitie 

May  work  her  to  my  ends,  I confefs  ill  ones, 

And  yet  I muft  purfue  ’em : now  her  marriage, 

In  probabilitie,  will  no  way  hurt, 

But  rather  help  me. 

^'ler.  Sits  the  wind  there  ? pray  you  tell  me 

How  far  off  dwells  your  love  from  lull  t 

Din.  Too  near, 

Butprethee  chide  me  not. 

Cer.  Not  1,  goe  on  boy, 

I have  faults  my  felf,  and  will  not  reprehend 

A crime  I am  not  free  from ; for  her  Marriage, 

I do  efteem  it  (and  moft  batchellorsare 

Of  my  opinion)  as  a fair  protedlion. 

To  play  the  wanton  w'ithout  lofs  of  honour. 

Din.  Would  flic  make  ufe  of ’t  fo,  1 were  moft  happy. 

Clcr.  No  more  of  this.  Judge  now, 

Whether  I have  the  gift  of  prophecie. 

Enter  Beaupre,  atid  Verdone. 

lieaHf.  Monfieur  Dtnanr, 

I am  glad  to  find  you,  Sir. 

Dm.  .1  am  at  your  fervice. 

Ferd.GooA  Monfieur  Cleremont,\  have  long  wifh’d 

To  be  known  better  to  you. 

Cler.  My  defircs 

Embrace  your  willies  Sir. 

Beanp.  Sir,  I have  ever 

Efteem’d  you  truly  noble,  and  profefs 

I fhould  have  been  moft  proud,  to  have  had  the  honour 

To  call  you  Brother,  but  my  Fathers  pleafure 

Denied  that  happinefs.  I know  no  man  lives, 

That  can  command  his  pafTions,  and  therefore 

Dare  not  condemn  the  late  intemperate  language 

You  were  pleas’d  to  uft  to  my  Father  and  my  Sifter, 

He’s  old  and  file  a woman,  1 moft  forrie 

My  honour  does  compel  me  to  entreat  you, 

To  do  me  the  favour,  with  your  fword  to  meet  me 

A mile  without  the  Citic. 

Din.  You  much  honour  me 

In  the  demand,  I’le  gladly  wait  upon  you. 

Beanp.  O Sir  you  teach  me  what  to  fay : the  time  ? 

Dm.  With  the  next  Sun,  if  you  think  fit. 

Beanp.  The  place  ? 

Din.  Near  to  the  vineyard  eaftward  from  the  Citie. 

'Beanp.  Hike  it  well,  this  Gentleman  if  you  pleafe 

Will  keep  me  company. 

Cler.  That  is  agreed  on  ; 

And  in  my  friends  behalf  1 will  attend  him. 

Derd.  You  (hall  not  mifs  my  fervice. 

Bsaitp.  Good  day  Gentlemen.  C£.v.  Beaup.WVerd. 

Din.  At  your  Commandment. 

Cler.  Proud  to  be  your  fervants. 

I think  there  is  no  Nation  under  Heaven 

That  cut  their  enemies  throats  with  complement, 
j And  fuch  fine  tricks  as  we  do  : If  you  have 

Any  few  Prayers  to  fay,  this  night  you  may 

Call  ’em  to  mind  and  ufe  ’em,  for  my  felf, 

As  I have  little  to  lofc,  my  care  is  lefs. 

So  till  to  morrow  morning  1 bequeath  you 

To  your'devotionsy  and  thofe  paid,  but  ufe 
•That  noble  courage  I have  feen,  and  we 

Shall  fight,  as  inaCaftle. 

Dm.  Thou  art  all  honour. 

Thy  refblution  would  fteel  a Coward, 

And  I moft  fortunate  in  fuch  a Friend 

All  tendernefs  and  nice  refpedt  of  woman  * 

Be  now  far  from  me,  reputation  take  c ' 

A full  pofieflion  of  niy  heart,  and  prove 

Honour  the  firft  place  holds,  the  fecond  Love.  {.Exeunt. 

Enter  Lamira,  Charlote. 

Lami.  Sleeps  my  Lord  ^ti\\,Charlote  } 

Char.  Not  to  be  wak’d. 

By  your  Ladifiiipscheerfull  looks  I well  perceive 

That  this  night  the  good  Lord  hath  been 

At  an  unufual  fervice,  and  no  wonder 

If  he  reft  after  it.  L.vmra.  You  are  very  bold.  • 

Char.  Your  Creature  Madam,  and  when  you  are  pleas’d 
Sadnefs  to  me’s  a ftrangcr,  your  good  pardon 

If  1 fpeak  like  a fool,  I could  have  wilht 

To  have  ta’ne  your  place  to  night,had  hold  Dinant 

Y our  firft  and  moft  obfequious  fervant  tailed 

Thofe  delicates, which  by  his  lethargic 

As  it  appears,  have  cloy’d  pay  Loal.  i " . , • 

Lamira.  No  more. 

^harl.  I^am  filenc’d.  Madam. 

Lamira.  Saw  you  my  nutfe  this  morning  i 

Chari.  No,  Madam. 

Lamira.  I am  lull  of  fears.  Knock._  within. 

Who’s  that 

0}arl.  She  you  enquir’d  for. 

Lamira.  Bring  her  in,  and  leave  me.  Charlote. 

Now  nurfe  what  news  .<* 

Enter  Nurfe. 

Nurfe.  O Ladie  drcadfiill  ones. 

They  are  to  fight  this  morning,  there’s  no  remedie. 

I faw  my  Lord  your  Brother,  and  F'erdone 

Take  horfc  as  I came  by. 

Lamira.  Where’s  Cleremont  ? 

Nurfe.  I met  him  too , and  mounted. 

Lamira.  Where’s  Dinant}  (trick, 

Nurfe.  There’s  all  the  hope,  I have  ftaid  him  with  a 
If  1 have  done  well  fo. 

Lamira.  What  trick  'i 

Nurfe.  I told  him  , 

Your  Ladifhip  laid  your  command  upon  him. 

To  attend  you  prcfently,  and  to  confirm  it, 

Gave  him  the  ring  he  oft  hath  feen  you  wear. 

That  you  bellowed  on  me  ; he  waits  without 

Difguis’d,  and  if  yon  have  that  power  in  him. 

As  I prefumeyou  have,  it  is  in  you 

To  flay  or  alter  him. 

Lannra.  Have  you  learnt  the  place, 

Where  they  are  to  encounter  .<* 

Nurfe.  Yes  ’tis  where 

The  Duke  o^Burgundie  mcf  LewU  th’  eleventh. 

Z-4w/r.Enough,  I will  reward  thee  liberally,  {jExit  Nurfe. 
Goe  bring  him  in:  full  dear  I loved  ‘Dinant, 

While  it  was  lawfull,  but  thofe  fires  are  quench’d, 

I being  now  anothers,  truth  forgive  me 

And  letdiffimulation  be  no  crime, 

Though  moft  unwillingly  I put  it  on 

To  guard  a Brothers  fafetie. 

Enter  Dinant. 

Din.  Now  your  pleafure, 

Though  ill  you  have  deferv’d  it,  you  perceive 

I am  Hill  your  fool,  and  cannot  but  obey 

What  ever  you  command. 

Larmra.  You  fpeak,  as  if 

You  did  repent  it,  and  ’tis  not  worth  my  thanks  then, 

But  there  has  been  a time,  in  which  you  would 

Receive  this  as  a favour. 

Din.  Hope  was  left  then 

Of  recompcnce. 

Lamira. 
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Lamira.  Why  I am  ftill  Lamira, 

Apd  you  Dinant.,  and  ’tis  yet  in  my  power, 

I dare  not  fay  i’le  put  it  into  ad, 

To  reward  your  love  and  fervice. 

Din.  There’s  fome  comfort. 

Lami.  But  think  not  that  fo  low  I prize  my  fame. 
To  give  it  up  to  any  man  that  refufes 
To  buy  it,  or  with  danger  of  performance 
Of  what  I (liall  enjoin  him. 

Din.  Name  that  danger 
Be  it  of  what  horrid  lliape  focver  Ladie 
Which  I will  fhrink  at  ^ only  at  this  inftant 
Be  fpeedie  in’t. 

Lamira.  Tie  put  you  to  the  trial ; 

You  lhall  not  fight  to  day,  do  you  Hart  at  that  ? 

Not  with  my  Brother,  1 have  heard  your  difference, 
Vline  is  no  Helens  beauty  to  be  purchas’d 
With  blood,  and  fo  defended,  if  you  look  for 
'avours  from  me,  deferve  them  with  obedience, 
There’s  no  way  elfe  to  gain  ’em. 

Din.  You  command 
What  with  mine  honour  1 cannot  obey 
Which  lies  at  pawn  againfl:  it, and  a friend 
Equally  dear  as  that,  or  life,  engag’d, 

Notfor  himfelf,  but  me. 

Lamira.  W hy,  foolifli  man. 

Dare  you  folicite  me  to  ferve  your  lull;. 

In  which  not  only  I abufe  ray  Lord, 

My  Father,  and  my  family,  but  write  whore. 
Though  not  upon  my  forehead,  in  my  conlcience. 

To  be  read  hourly,  and  yet  name  your  honour  f 
Vours  fullers  but  in  circumdance  •,  mineinfibftance. 
Ifyouobeyme,  you  part  with  fome  credit,  ^ 
From  whom  ? the  giddy  multitude  ; but  mankind 
Will  cenfure  me,  and  juftly. 

Dm.  1 will  lofe. 

What  moll;  I do  defire,  rather  than  hazard 
So  dear  a friend,  or  write  my  felf  a coward, 

’Tis  better  be  no  man. 

Lamira.  This  will  not  do-, 

Why,  I defire  not,  you  Ihould  be  a coward, 

'Jor  do  I weigh  my  Brothers  life  with  yours, 

Vleet  him,  fight  with  him,do,  and  kill  him  fairly, 
Let  me  not  fuffer  for  you,  i am  carelefs. 

Dm.  Suffer  for  me  ? 

Lamira.  For  you,  my  kindnefs  to  you 
Already  brands  me  with  a ftrumpets  name. 

Dm.  O that  I knew  the  wretch  / 

Lamira.  1 will  not  name  him. 

Nor  give  you  any  Charader  to  know  him ; 

But  if  you  dare,  and  inflantly  ride  forth 
At  the  well;  port  of  the  City,  and  defend  there 
My  reputation,  againll  all  you  meet, 

For  two  hours  only,  I’le  not  fwear  Dinanty 
To  fatisfie,  ( though  fure  i think  I fhall ) 

What  ever  you  defire,  if  you  denie  this. 

Be  defperate,  for  willingly,  by  this  light, 

I’le  never  fee  thee  more. 

Din  Two' hours,  do  you  fay  ? 

Lamira.  Only  two  hours. 

Dm.  I were  no  Gentleman, 

Should  I make  fcruple  of  it ; this  favour  arms  me. 
And  boldly  I’ll  perform  it. 

Lamira-  I am  glad  on  t. 

This  will  prevent  their  meeting  yet  and  keep 
My  Brother  fa fe,  which  was  the  niitA  1 Ihot  at. 


H Exit. 
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Enter  Cleremont,  as  in  the  field. 

Cler.  T Am  firfl:  i’th’  field,  that  honour’s  gain’d  of  bur  fide, 

1 Pray  Heave,n  1 may  get  off  as  honourablic. 

The  hour  is  pall,  1 wonder  Dinant  comes  not. 

This  is  the  place,  I cannot  fie  him  yet 
t is  hisquarel  too  that  brought  me  hither. 

And  I nc’r  knew  him  yet,  but  to  his  honour 
A firm  and  worthy  Friend,  yet  I fee  nothing. 

Nor  Horfe  nor  man  , ’t would  vex  me  to  be  left  here,  / 
To  th’  mercy  of  tw'o  fwords,  and  two  approv’d  ones. 

I never  knew  him  lall. 

Enter  Beaupre,  and  Verdone. 

Beauf.  You  arc  well  met  (Sir. 

Verdo).  You  are  a fair  Gentleman,  and  love  your  friend* 
What  are  you  ready  ? the  time  has  ovei  ta’ne  us. 

Beaup.  And  this  you  know  the  place. 

Cler.  No  Dinant  yet  ? 

'Beaup.  We  come  not  now  to  argue,  but  to  do 
We  wait  you  Sir. 

CUr.  There’s  no  time  paft  yet  Gentlemen, 

We  have  day  enough .-  is’t  poffiblc  he  comes  not .? 

You  fee  I am  ready  here,  and  do  but  ftay 
Till  my  Friend  come,  walk  but  a turn  or  two, 

’Twill  not  be  long. 

rerd  We  came  to  fight. 

Cler.  Ye  fliall  fight  Gentlemen, 

And  fight  enough,  but  a fhort  turn  or  two, 

I think  I fee  him  fet  up  your  watch,  we’l  fight  by  it. 

Beaup.  That  is  not  he  -,  we  will  not  be  deluded. 

Cler.  Am  I bob’d  thus?  pray  take  a pipe  of  tobacco. 

Or  fing  but  fome  new  air  *,  by  that  time.  Gentlemen 

Fe^.  Come  draw  your  Sword,  you  know  the  cuftome 
Firfl  come,  firfl  ferv’d,  (here  Sir, 

Cler.  Though  it  be  held  a cuftom. 

And  pradifed  fo,  1 do  not  hold  it  honefl 
What  honour  can  you  both  win  on  me  fingle  ? 

Beaup.  Yield  up  your  Sword  then. 

Cler.  Yield  my  Sword  ? that’s  Hebrew 
I’le  be  firfl  cut  a pecies  *,  hold  but  a while, 
rie  take  the  next  that  comes. 

Enter  an  old  Gentleman. 

You  are  an  old  Gentleman  ?_ 
gent.  Yes  indeed  ami,  Sir. 

Cler.  And  wear  no  Sword  ? 

Gent.  I need  none.  Sir. 

Cler.  Iv/ould  you  did,  and  had  one  ^ 

I want  now  fuch  a foolifh  courtefie. 

You  fi-e  thefe  Gendemen  ? 

Gent.  You  want  a fecond. 

I n good  Faith  Sir,  1 was'  never  handfom  at  it, 

I would  you  had  my  Son,  but  he  s in  Italyy 
A proper  Gentleman  you  may  do  well  gallants 
If  your  quarrel  be  not  capital,  to  have  more  mercy,. 

The  Gentleman  may  do  his  Country- 

Cler.  Now  I befeech  you.  Sir, 


\_Exit. 


If  you  dare  not  fight,  do  not  flay  to  beg  my  pardon. 

There  lies  your  way. 

Gent.  Good  morrow  Gentlemen. 

Ferd.  You  fee  your  fortune , 

You  had  better  yield  your  Sword. 

Cler.  Pray  ye  flay  a little. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

Upon  mine  honeftie,  you  fhall  be  fought  with ; 

VVell,  Dmant,  well,  thefe  wear  fwords  and  feem  brave  fel- 
As  you  are  Gentlemen,  one  of  youfupply  me. 
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l want  a Second  now  to  meet  thefe  gallants, 

You  know  what  honour  is, 

1 Cjeat.  Sir  you  mull:  pardon  us, 

We  goe about  the  fame  work,  you  are  ready  for*, 

And  mull  fight  prefently,  elfe  we  were  your  fervants. 

2 Gent.  God  fpeed  you,  and  good  day.  \_Exit  Gent. 
Cler.  Am  I thus  Colted  > 

"Semp.  Come  either  yield 

Cier.  As  you  are  honeft  Gentlemen, 

Stay  but  the  next,  and  then  Tie  take  my  fortune. 

And  if  I fight  not  like  a man Fy  Dinant^ 

Cold  now  and  treacherous. 

Enter  ATonJieiir  La- writ,  within. 

La-Writ.  I underftand  your  caufes. 

Yours  about  corn,  yours  about  pins  and  glafles, 

Will  you  make  me  mad,  have  I not  all  the  parcells  ? 

And  his  Petition  too,  about  Bell-founding  ? 

Send  in  your  witnefles,  what  will  you  have  me  do  ? 

Will  you  have  me  break  my  heart  ? my  brains  are  melted  *, 
And  tell  your  Mailer,  as  1 am  a Gentleman, 

His  Caufe  fiiall  be  the  firlt,  commend  me  to  your  Millris, 
And  tell  her,  if  there  be  an  extraordinary  feather, 

And  tall  enough  for  her — I lhall  difpatch  you  too, 

I know  your  caufe,  for  tranfporting  of  Farthingales 
Trouble  me  no  more,  I fay  again  to  you. 

No  more  vexation ; bid  my  wife  fend  me  fome  puddings ; 
i have  a Caufe  to  run  through,  requires  puddings. 

Puddings  enough.  Farewel. 

Clcr.  God  fpeed  you,  Sir. 

Beanp.  Would  he  would  take  this  fellow. 

Verd.  A rare  Youth. 

Cler.  If  you  be  not  haltie,  Sir. 

La-writ.  Yes,  1 am  hallic. 

Exceeding  haflic.Sir,  I am  going  to  the  Parliament, 

You  underftand  this  bag,  if  you  have  any  bufinefs 
Depending  there,  he  (bort,  and  let  me  hear  it, 

And  pay  your  Fees. 

Oer.  Taith,  Sir,  1 have  a bufinefs. 

But  it  depends  upon  no  Parliament. 

La-writ.  I have  no  skill  in’t  then. 

Clcr.  I mull  de fire  you, 

’Tis  a Sword  matter.  Sir.  i 

La  writ.  I am  no  Cutler, 

I am  an  Advocate,  Sir. 

Beanp.  How  the  thing  looks  ? 

Fcrd.  When  he  brings  him  to  fight. 

Clcr.  Be  not  fo  haftie. 

You  wear  a good  Sword. 

La  writ.  1 know  not  that, 

I never  drew  it  yet,  or  whether  it  be  a Sword 

Cler.  I muft  entreat  you  try.  Sir,  and  bear  a part 
Againlt  thefe  Gentlemen,  I want  a fecond ; 

Ye  feem  a man,  and  ’tis  a noble  office. 

La  writ.  I am  a Lawyer,Sir,  1 am  no  fighter. 

Cler.  You  that  breed  quarels,  Sir,  know  bell  to  fatisfic. 
3eaHp.  This  is  fome  fport  yet. 

Verd,  If  this  fellow  ffiould  fight.  (ward, 

La-writ.  And  for  any  thing  I know,  I am  an  arrant  co- 
Dd  not  trull  me,  1 think  I am  a coward.’ 

Cler.  Try,  try,  you  are  millaken : walk  on  Gentlemen, 
The  man  lhall  follow  prefently. 

La-writ.  Are  ye  mad  Gentleman  ? 

My  bufinefs  is  within  this  half  hour. 

Cler.  That’s  all  one, 

We’ll  difpatch  within  this  quarter,  there  in  that  bottom, 
’Tis  moll  convenient  Gentlemen. 

Beaiip.  Weil,  we’ll  wait.  Sir. 

rerd.  Why  this  will  be  a comick  fight,  you’l  follow. 

La  writ.  As  1 am  a true  man,  I cannot  fight. 

C Ex.  Beaupre,  Verd  one. 

Cler.  Away , away, 

I know  you  can  : I like  your  modelly, 

I know  you  will  fight  and  fo  fight,  with  fuch  metal , 


And  with  fuch  judgement  meet  j^our  enemies  fury  ^ 

I fee  it  in  your  eye.  Sir. 

La-writ.  Tie  be  hang’d  then ; ( ting. 

And  I charge  you  in  the  Kings  name,  name  no  more  figh- 
Cicr.  I charge  you  in  the  Kings  name,  play  the  man. 
Which  if  you  do  not  quickly,  I begin  with  you. 

Tie  make  you  dance,  do  you  fee  your  fiddleflick  ? 

Sweet  Avocate  thou  lhalt  fight. 

La-writ.  Stand  farther  Gentleman, 

Or  Tie  give  you  fuch  a dull  o’th’  chapps 

Cler.  Spoke  bravely, 

And  like  thy  felf,  a noble  Advocate : 

Come  to  thy  tools. 

La-writ.  I do  not  fay  Tic  fight ; 

Cler.  I fay  thou  flialt,  and  bravely. 

La-wrtt.  If  I do  fight ; 

I fay,  if  I do,  but  do  not  depend  upon’t. 

And  yet  1 have  a foolifli  itch  upon  me. 

What  ffiall  become  of  my  Writings  ? 

Cler.  Let  ’em  ly  by. 

They  will  not  run  away,  man. 

La-writ.  I may  be  kill’d  too, 

And  where  arc  all  my  caufes  then  ? my  bufinefs  ? 

I will  not  fight,  I cannot  fight,  my  Caufes- 

Cler.  Thou  fhalt  fight,  if  thou  hadft  a thoufand  caufes. 
Thou  art  a man  to  fight  for  any  caufe, 

And  carry  it  with  honour. 

La-wnt.  Hum,  fay  you  fo  ? if  1 ffiould 

Be  fuch  a coxcombe  to  prove  valiant  now 

Clcr.  I know  thou  art  mofl  valiant. 

La-wnt.  Do  you  think  fo  ? 

I am  undone  for  ever,  if  it  prove  fo, 

I tell  you  that,  my  honeft:  friend,  forever  •, 

For  I ffiall  ne’re  leave  quarrelling. 

How  long  muft  we  fight?  for  I cannot  ftay. 

Nor  will  not  ftay,  I have  bufinefs. 

Cler.  Wc’l  do’tin  a minute, in  a moment.  (bdly, 

La-writ.  Flercwill  li^angmy  bag  then,  it  may  lave  my 
I never  lov’d  cold  Iron  there. 

Ger.  You  do  wifely.  (quickly, 

La  writ.  Help  me  to  pluck  my  Sword  out  then,  quickly, 
’Thas  nor  fceii  Sun  thefe  ten  years. 

Cler.  How  it  grumbles  ? 

Tiiis  Sword  is  vengeance  angry. 

L.t  writ.  Now  Tie  put  my  hat  up. 

And  fay  my  prayers  as  1 goe  away  boy. 

If  I be  kill’d,  refnember  the  little  Lawyer.  f Exeunt. 

Enter  Beaupre. 

Beaup.  They  are  both  come  on,  that  may  be  a ftubborn 
Take  you  that  ground, 

Enter  La-writ. 

ric  ftay  here,  fight  bravely.  (pl^y? 

La-wnt.  To’t  chcarfully  my  boyes,  you’l  let’s  have  fair 
None  of  your  foyning  tricks. 

Beaup.  Come  forward  Monfieur  *,  Light. 

What  haft  thou  there  ? a pudding  in  thy  belly  ? 

I ffiall  fee  what  it  holds. 

La  writ.  Put  your  fpoon  home  then  : 

Nay,  fince  I muft  fight,  have  at  you  without  wit.  Sir : 

God  a mercy  bagg.  'Beaup.  Nothing  but  bumbaft  in  ye  ? 
The  Rogue  winks  and  fights. 

Lawrtt.  Now  your  fine  fencing, Sir : Beau,  lofes  his  [word. 
Standoff,  thou  dieft  on  point  elfe,  hz-mvi  treads  on  it. 

I have  it,  I have  it ; yet  further  off : 

I have'hisSword.  Cler.  Then  keep  it,  be  furc  you  keep  it. 

La-writ.  I’le  put  it  in  my  mouth  elfe. 

Stand  further  off  yet,  and  ftand  quietly. 

And  look  another  way,  or  I’lcbc  withyou, 

Is  this  all  ? Tie  undertake  within  thefe  two  daies 
Tofurniffiany  Cutler  in  this  Kingdom. 

Bea-a.  Pox,  what  fortune’s  this  ? difarm’d  by  a puppic  ? 

A fnail.?  a Dog? 

La  writ. 
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La-writ.  No  more  o’  thefe  words  Gentleman, 

Sweet  Gentleman  no  more,  do  not  provoke  me, 

Go  walk  i’th’  horfe-fair  ^ whiftle  Gentleman, 

What  mull  I do  now  ? 

Enter  Cleremont,  far/ued  by  Verdone. 

Cler.  Help  me,  I am  almofl;  breathlefs. 

La-writ.  With  all  my  heart, there’s  a cold  pye  for  you,Sir. 
Cler.  Thou  ftrik’ft  me,  fool. 

La-writ.  Thou  fool,  ftand  further  off  then. 

Deliver,  deliver. 

Cler.  Hold  fall.  He  firikfs  np  the  others  heels, 

La-writ.  I never  fail  in’t,  and  takes  his  Sword  too. 

There’s  twelve  pence,  go  buy  you  two  leaden  Daggers^ 

Have  I done  well  ? 

Cer.  Molt  like  a Gentleman. 

Bean.  And  we  two  bafely  loft. 
rerd.  ’Tis  but  a fortune. 

We  fhall  yet  find  an  hour.  [_Ex.  Be&u.VcTd.fad. 

Cler.  I fliall  be  glad  on’t. 

La  writ.  Where’s  my  cloak,  and  my  trinkets .?  ' 

Or  will  you  fight  any  longer,  for  a cralh  or  two  ? 

Cler.  I am  your  noble  friend.  Sir, 

La-writ.  It  may  be  fo. 

Qer.  What  honour  fhall  I do  you. 

For  this  great  courtefie  ? 

La  writ.  All  I defire  of  ye,  (more  on’t, 

Is  to  take  the  quarrel  to  your  felf,  and  let  me  hear  no 
I have  no  liking  to’t,  ’tis  a foolifti  matter. 

And  help  me  to  put  up  my  Sword. 

Oer.  Moft  willingly. 

But  I am  bound  to  gratifie  you,  and  I rnuft  not  leave  you. 
La-writ.  I tell  you,  I will  not  be  gratified. 

Nor  I will  hear  no  more  on’t : take  the  Swords  too. 

And  do  not  anger  me  but  leave  me  quietly. 

For  the  matter  of  honour,  ’tis  at  your  own  difpofure, 

And  fb,  and  fb.  La-writ. 

Cler.  This  is  a moft  rare  Lawyer : 

I am  fure  moft  valiant.  Well  Dinant,  as  you  fatisfie  me, 

I fay  no  more  :l  am  loaden  like  an  Armorer.  [Exit  Cler. 

Enter  Dinant. 

‘Dm.  To  be  difpatcht  upon  a fleevelefs  errand  ^ 

To  leave  my  friend  engag’d,  mine  honour  tainted  ? 

Thefe  are  trim  things.  1 am  fet  here  like  a Perdue, 

To  watch  a fellow,  that  has  wrong’d  my  Miftris, 

A feurvy  fellow  that  muft  pafs  this  way. 

But  what  this  fcurvyfeliow  is,  or  whence, 

Or  whether  his  name  be  Wtlliam  or  John,  ' 

Or  iyTnthonyor  Dick,  or  any  thing,  I know  not  5 
A feurvy  rafcally  fellow  I muft  aim  at,  j 

And  there’s  the  office  of  an  Alfe  flung  on  me.  . ■ 

Sure  Cleremont  has  fought,  but  how  come  off. 

And  what  the  woi  Id  fhall  think  of  me  hereafter : 

Well,  woman,  woman,  I muft  look  your  rafcals. 

And  lofe  my  reputation : ye  havea  fine  power  over  us. 

1 Thefe  two  long  hours  I have  trotted  here, and  curioufly 
Survey’d  all  goers  by,  yet  find  no  rafeal. 

Nor  any  face  to  quarcl  with  ; La- writ  fings  within, 

j What  s that  ? then  Enters. 

I This  is  a rafcally  voice,fure  it  comes  this,  way. 

La-Writ.  He  firookjo  hard,the  Bafon  broke, 
zHnd  Tarquin  heard  the  found. 

Dm.  What  Mifler  thing  is  this  ? let  me  furvey  it. 
La-writ.  .And  then  he  firook^hisneckjntwo. 

Din.  This  may  be  a lafcal,  but  ’tis  a mad  rafeal. 

What  an  Alphabet  of  faces  he  puts  on  ? 

Hey  how  it  fences  ? if  this  fhould  be  the  rogue. 

As  ’tisthelikeliefttogue  I fee  this  day 

La-wr.  Was  ever  man  for  Ladies  fake  ? down,  down. 

Tt. And  what  are  you  good  Sir  s'  down,down, down, down. 
La-writ.  What’s  that  to  you  good  Sir  ? dov\m,down. 
Dm.  A pox  on  you  good  Sir,  down,  down,  down, 


You  with  your  Buckram  bag,  w'hat  make  you  here  ? (now 
And  from  whence  come  you  ? 1 could  fight  with  niy  fliadow 
La  wr.  Thou  fierce  man  that  like  Sir  Lance'ot  dolt  appear, 
need  not  tell  thee  what  1 am,  nor  eke  what  I m^ke  here. 

Din.  This  is  a precious  knave,  ftay, flay, good  Trlframi 
And  let  me  ask  thy  mightinefs  a queftion. 

Did  ye  never  abufe  a Lady  > 

La  writ.  Not  ^ to  abufe  a Lady,  is  very  hard,  Sir. 

Din.  Say  you  fo.  Sir  > " 

Didft  thou  never  abufe  her  honour  ? 

La  writ.  Not  •,  to  abufe  her  honour,  is  impoffible.  , 

Din.  Certain  this  is  the  rafeal : What’s  thy  name. ^ 

La-writ.  My  name  is(cc^<7’nvo,  ufc  me  refpedively, 

1 will  be  Cock  of  three  elfe.  Dm.  What’s  all  this  ? 

You  fay,  you  did  abufe  a Lady.  La  writ.  You  ly. 

Din.  And  that  you  wrong’d  het  honour. 

La-wnt.  That’s  two  lyes. 

Speak  fuddenly,  for  I am  full  of  bufinefs.  (goofcj 

Dm.  What  art  thou,  or  what  canfl  thou  be,  thoupea- 
That  dar’fl  give  me  the  ly  thus  ? thou  mak’fl  me  wonder. 
Ln-writ.  And  wonder  on,  till  time  make  all  things  plain. 
Din.  You  muft  not  part  fo,  Sir,  art  thou  a Gentleman  ? 

La  writ. Ask  thofeupon  whofe ruins  I am  mounted. 

Dm.  This  is  fomcCavellero  Knight  o’th’ Sun. 

La-wr.  I tell  thee  I am  as  good  a Gentleman  as  the  Duke  •, 

I have  atchieved goe  follow  thy  bufinefs. 

Din.  Bur  for  this  Lady,  Sir 

La  writ.  Why,  hang  this  Lady,  Sir,  (dics.^ 

And  the  Lady  Mother  too,  Sir,  what  have  I to  do  with  La- 

Enter  Cleremont. 

Qer,  ’Tis  the  little  Lawyers  voice ; has  he  got  my  way  ? 

It  ftioul(j  be  hereabouts. 

Dm.  Ye  dry  bisket  rogue, 

I will  fo  fwinge  you  for  this  blafphemie 

Have'l  found  you  out 

Cler.  That  fliould  be  Dinants  tongue  too.  ( th'o, 

La-wr.  And  I defy  thee  do  thy  worft;  O ho  quoth  Lancelot 
And  that  thou  fhalt  know,  I am  a true  Gentleman, 

And  fpeak  according  to  the  phrafe  triumphant ; 

Thy  Lady  is  a feurvy  Lady,  andafhittenLady, 

And  though  I never  heard  of  her,  adebofhed  Lady, 

And  thou,  a fquire  of  low  degree ; will  that  content  thee  ? 
Doft  thow  way-lay  me  with  Ladies  ? A pretty  fword,  Sir, 

A very  pretty  fword,  I have  a great  mind  to’t. 

Dm.  You  fhall  not  lofe  your  longing,  rogue, 

Cler.  Flold , hold. 

Hold  Dinant,  as  thou  art  a Gentleman. 

La-writ.  As  much  as  you  will,  my  hand  is  in  now. 

Cler.  I am  your  friend.  Sir  : Dinant  you  draw  your  fword 
Upon  the  Gentleman  preferv’d  your  honour : 

This  was  my  fecond,  and  did  back  me  nobly,  1 

For  fhame  forbear. 

Din.  I ask  your  mercy,  Sir,  and  am  your  fervant  now. 

La  writ.  May  we  not  fight  then 
Qer.  I am  fure  you  fliall  not  now. 

La-wr.  I am  forty  for’t,  I am  fure  I’le  ftay  no  longer  then. 
Not  a jot  longer : are  there  any  more  on  ye  afore  ? 

I will  fing  ftill.  Sir.  lE.vit  La-writ, fnging. 

Din.  1 look  now  you  fhould  chide  me,  and  ’tis  fit. 

And  with  much  bitternefs  exprefs  your  anger, 

1 have  deferv’d  : yet  when  you  know . 

Cler.  1 thank  ye, 

Do  you  think  that  the  wrong  you  have  ofPred  me, 

The  moft  unmanly  wrong,  unfriendly  wrong — 

Din.  I do  confefs 

Cler.  That  boyifh  Height 

Dm.  Not  fo.  Sir. 

Cler.  That  poor  and  bafe  renouncing  of  your  honour. 

Can  be  allaicd  with  words? 

Din.  1 give  you  way  ftill.  _ 

’ Cler.  Coloured  with  fmooth  cxcufcs Was  it  a friends 
A Gentlemans,  airransthatwearsa  Sword, 

And  Hands  upon  the  point  of  reputation, 

‘ Y y To 
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I To  hide  his  head  then,  when  his  honour  call’d  him  ? 

Call’d  him  aloud,  and  led  him  to  his  fortune  ? 

I To  halt  and  flip  the  coller  ? by  my  life, 

; 1 would  have  given  my  life  I had  never  known  thee, 

Thou  had  eaten  Canker-like  into  my  judgement 
With  this  difgrace,  thy  whole  life  cannot  heal  again. 

Din.  This  1 can  fufler  too,  I find  it  honeft. 

Clcr.  Can  you  pretend  an  excufe  now  may  abfolve  you, 
Or  any  thing  like  honeft,  to  bring  you  off? 

Ingage  me  like  an  Affe  ? 

Din.  Will  you  but  hear  me  ? 

O'er.  Expofe  me  like  a Jade  to  tug,  and  hale  through, 
Laugh’tiat,  and  almofl  hooted  i"  your  difgraces 
Invite  mens  Swords  and  angers  to  dilpatch  me. 

Din.  If  you  will  be  patient.  (friend, 

Oer.  And  be  abus’d  Itill : But  that  I have  call’d  thee 
And  to  that  name  allow  a Sanctuary, 

You  fhould  hear  further  from  me,  I would  not  talk  thus  .• 
But  henceforth  ftand  upon  your  own  bottom,  Sir, 

And  bear  your  own  abufes,  I fcorn  ray  fword 
Should  travel  in  fo  poor  and  empty  quarrels. 

Din.  Ha’you  done  yet  ? take  your  whole  fwing  of  anger, 
rie  bear  all  with  content. 

Clcr.  Why  were  you  abfent  ? 

Din.  You  know  I am  noCoward,  you  have  fecn  that, 
And  therefore,  out  of  fear  forfook  you  not : 

You  know  I am  not  falle,  of  a treacherous  nature. 

Apt  to  betray  my  friend,  1 have  fought  for  you  too  ^ 

You  know  nobufinefs,  that  concern’d  my  ftate. 

My  kindred,  or  my  life. 

Clcr.  Where  was  the  fault  then  ? 

Dm.  The  honour  of  that  Lady  I adore, 

Her  credit,  and  her  name ; ye  know  fhe  fent  for  me, 

And  with  what  hafte. 

Ckr.  What  was  he  that  traduc’d  ? 

Dm.  The  man  i’th’  Moon,  I think,  hither  I was  fent, 
But  to  what  end  

Enter  old  Lady. 

Clcr.  This  is  a pretty  flim-flam. 

O,  La.  I am  glad  I have  met  you  Sir, I have  been  feeking, 
And  feeking  every  where. 

CUr.  And  now  you  have  found  him, 

Declare  what  bullnefs,  our  Embafladour.  (Lady. 

0.  Lady.  What’s  that  to  ye  good  man  floutcr  ? O Sir,  my 
Dm.  Prcthcc  no  more  of  thy  Lady,  I have  too  much  on’t. 
Cler.  Let  me  have  a little,  fpcak  to  me. 

Old  Lady.  To  you  Sir  ? 

’Tis  more  than  time : All  occafions  fet  afidc  Sir, 

Or  whatfoever  may  be  thought  a bufinefs-p — 

Din.  What  then  ? 

Old  Lady.  Repair  to  me  within  this  hour. 

Clcr.  Where  ? (fent for. 

O.Lady.  What’s  that  to  you  ? come  you,  Sir,when  y’arc 
Clcr.  God  a mercy  ALmipfimiu, 

You  may  goe  Dmanty  and  follow  this  old  Fairie, 

Till  you  have  loft  your  felf,  your  friends,  your  credit. 

And  Hunt  away  your  youth  in  rare  adventures, 

I can  but  grieve  I have  known  you. 

Old  Lady.  Will  ye  goe  Sir  ? 

I conje^t  often  to  you  with  thefc  bleflings, 

YouS^elieve  that  thing  there,  and  repent  ft. 

That  dogged  thing. 
fier.  Peace  touchwood. 

Din.  I will  not  goe : 

Goe  bid  your  Lady  feek  fomc  fool  to  fawn  on  her  , 

Some  unexperienc’d  puppie  to  make  fport  with, 

I have  been  her  mirth  too  long,  thus  I fhake  from  mS 
The  fetters  fne  put  on  •,  thus  her  enchantments 

I blow  away  like  wind,  no  more  her  beauty 

Old  Lady.  Take  heed  Sir  what  you  fay. 

Ckr.  Goe  forward,  Dinant. 

Din.  The  charms  fliot  from  her  eyes 

Old  Lady.  Be  wife. 


Cler.  Be  Valiant.  (dtions 

. Din.  That  tongue  that  tells  fair  tales  to  men*  deflru- 
Shall  never  rack  me  more. 

O'dLady.  Stay  there. 

Cler.  Goe  forward. 

Dm.  I will  now  hear  her,  fee  her  as  a woman. 

Survey  her,  and  the  power  man  has  allow’d.  Sir, 

As  I would  do  the  courfe  of  common  things, 

Unmov’d , unftruck. 

Oer.  Hold  there,  and  I forgive  thee. 

Z>r>7.She  is  not  fair, and  that  that  makes  her  proud. 

Is  not  her  own,  our  eyes  beftow  it  on  her. 

To  touch  and  kifs  her  is  no  blefledncfs, 

A Sun  burnt  Ethiops  lip’s  as  Ibft  as  her’s. 

Goe  bid  her  flick  fomc  other  triumph  up. 

And  take  into  her  favour  fome  dull  fool, 

That  has  no  pretious  time  to  lofe,  no  friends,' 

No  honour,  nor  no  life,  like  a bold  Merchant, 

A bold  and  banquerupt  man,I  have  ventur’d  all  thefe. 

And  fplit  my  bottom:  return  this  aufwer  to  her, 

I am  awake  again  and  fee  her  mifehiefs. 

And  am  not  now,  on  every  idle  errand. 

And  new  coyn’d  anger,  to  be  hurried, 

And  then  delpis’d  again,  1 have  forgot  her. 

Cler.  If  this  be  true 

O.  Lady.  I am  forry,  I have  troubled  you. 

More  forrie,  that  my  Lady  has  adventur’d 
So  great  a favour  in  fo  weak  a mind : 

This  hour  you  have  refus’d  that  when  you  come  to  know  it, 
Will  run  you  mad,  and  make  you  curfe  that  fellow, 

She  is  not  fair,  nor  handfom,  fo  I leave  you. 

Oer.  Stay  Lady,  flay,  but  is  there  fuch  a bufinefs  ? 
O.Lady.  You  would  break  your  neck ’twere  yours 
Oer.  My  back,  you  would  fay. 

O.La.  But  play  tlie  friends  part  flill.  Sir,  and  undoc  him, 
’Tis  a fair  office. 

Dm.  I have  fpoke  too  liberally. 

O.Lady.  I fliall  deliver  what  you  fay. 

Cler.  You  fliall  be  hang’dfirft, 

You  would  fain  be  prating  now  y take  the  man  with  you. 
O.Lady.  Not  I,  I have  no  power. 

Oer.  You  may  goe  Dmant. 

O.Lady.  ’Tis  in’s  own  will,  I had  no  further  charge,  Sir, 
Than  to  tell  him  what  I did,  which  if  1 had  thought 

It  fhould  have  been  receiv’d  fo 

Cler.  ’Faith  you  may. 

You  do  not  know  how  far  it  nuy  concern  you. 

If  I perceiv’d  any  trick  in’t. 

Dm.  ’Twill  end  there. 

Cler.  ’Tis  my  fault  then,  there  is  an  hour  in  fortune. 

That  mufl  be  flill  obferv’d  : you  think  I’lechidfe  you. 

When  things  mufl  be,  nay  fee,  an  he  will  ftold  his  head  up  ? 
Would  fuch  a Lady  fend,  with  fuch  a chargeVoo  ? 

Say  flic  has  plaid  the  fool,  play  the  fool  with  her  again, 

The  great  fool,  the  greater  flill  the  better. 

He  fliall  goe  with  you  woman. 

Old  Lady.  As  it  pleafe  him, 

I know  the  way  alone  elfc. 

Din.  Where  is  your  Lady? 

O.Lady.  I fliall  direcfl  you  quickly. 

Dm.  Weil,  I’le  goe. 

But  what  her  wrongs  will  give  me  leave  to  fay.  ^ou. 
Oer.  We’ll  leave  that  to  your  felvcs:  1 fhallhearirom 

Dm.  As  foon  as  I come  off 

Cler.  Come  on  then  bravely  •, 

Farewel  till  then,  and  play  the  man. 

Din.  You  are  merry  ; 

All  I expedt  is  (corn : I’le  lead  you  Lady. 

f S xennt  federally. 
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And  durfl  not  come 

Lam.  I am  fuch  a friend  to  truth, 

A^ii<s  Tertius.  Scena  Frima. 

I cannot  hear  this : why  do  you  detradl 

Enter  Champernel,  Lamira,  Beaupre, 

Thus  poorly  (I  lliould  lay  toothers  bafely)  ( 

From  one  ot  fucti  approv’d  worth  ? 

{'ham.  Ha!  how’s  this? 

Verdone,  Charlotte. 

Bemf.  7"£’^  venture  on  him.  (no  more. 

V V Cham.Ovit  of  niy  doors  I charge  thee, fee  me 

Lam.  Fromon^fo  excellent  in  all  that’s  noble, 

Whofc  only  weaknefs  is  excefs  ofcourage  > 

That  knows  no  enemies,  that  he  cannot  mailer. 

Lami.  Your  Nephew? 

But  his  affedions,  and  in  them,  the  worfl 

Cham.  I difclaim  him. 

His  love  to  me. 

He  has  no  part  in  me,  nor  in  my  blood, 

Cham.  To  you  ? 

My  Brother  that  kept  fortune  bound,  and  left 

Lam.  Yes,  Sir,  to  me. 

Conquefl;  hereditary  to  his  Illue 

I dare  (for  what  is  that  which  Innocence  dares  not) 

Could  not  beget  a coward. 

To  you  profefs  if,  and  he  Ihun’d  not  the  Combat 

For  fear  or  doubt  ot  thefe  ; bluth  and  repent, 

Verd.  1 fought,  Sir, 

Like  a good  fellow,  and  a Souldier  too, 

That  you  in  thought  e’re  did  that  wrong  to  valour. 

But  men  are  men,  and  cannot  make  their  fates : 

Beanp.  Why,  this  is  rare. 

Cham.  ’Foicneaven,  exceeding  rare-. 

Afcribe  you  to  my  Father  what  you  pleale, 

I am  born  to  fuffer. 

Why  modetl  Lady,  you  that  ting  fuCh  Encomiums 

Cham.  All  dilgraces  wretch. 

Of  your  firll  Suiter 

Lam.  Good  Sir  be  patient. 

F .rd  How  can  ye  convince  us 

Cham.  Was  there  no  tree, 

In  your  reports.? 

(For  to  fall  by  a noble  enemies  fword. 

Lam.  With  wdiat  you  cannot  a nfwer. 

A Coward  is  unworthy  ) nor  no  River, 

’Twas  my  command  that  Raid  him. 

To  force  thy  life  out  backward  or  to  drown  it. 

Cham.  Your  command? 

But  that  thou  mulf  furvive  thy  imfamit  ? 

Lam.  Mine, Sir,  and  had  my  w'ill  rank’d  W’ith  my  power. 

And  kill  me  with  the  light  of one  1 hate  , 

And  his  obedience,  I could  have  fent  him 

And  gladly  would  forget  ? 

With  more eafe,  weaponlcfs  to  you,  and  bound. 

Than  have  kept  him  back,  fo  well  he  loves  his  honour 

Beanf.  Sir,  his  misfortune 

Dcfei  ves  not  this  reproof. 

Bevond  his  life. 

Cham.  In  your  opinion, 

Cha)}}.  Better,  and  better  flill. 

’Tis  fit  you  two  Ihould  be  of  one  belief. 

Lam.  I wrought  with  him  in  private  to  divert  him 

Youare  indeed  finegallants,  and  fight  bravely 

From  your  a.ITur’d  deltruction,  had  he  met  you. 

Tth’  City  with  your  tongues,  but  in  the  field 

Cham.  In  private .? 

Have  neither  fpirit  to  dare  nor  power  to  do. 

Lam.  Yes,  and  us’d  all  Arts,  all  Charms 

Your  fwords  are  all  lead  there. 

Of  one  that  knew  her  felf  the  abfolute  Mitlris 

Beauf.  1 know  no  duty. 

Of  a!!  his  faculties. 

(How  ever  you  may  wreak  your  Ipleen  on  him,) 

Cham.  Gave  all  rewards  too 

That  bindes  me  to  endure  this. 

His  fervice  could  deferve ; did  not  he  take 

Cham.  From  Dinant 

Foe  meafure  of  my  (beets.? 

You’l  fiiffer  more ; that  ever  curfed  I, 

Should  give  my  honour  up,  to  the  defence 

Lam.  Do  not  look  yellow. 

I have  Cdufe  to  fpeak  *,  frowns  cannot  fright  me,- 

Of  fuch  a thing  as  he  is,  or  my  Lady 

By  all  my  nopes,  as  I am  fpotlefs  to  you. 

That  is  all  Innocent,  tor  whom  a dove  would 

If  I reil  once  afiur’d  you  do  but  doubt  me. 

AlTumc  the  courage  of  a daring  Eagle, 

Or  curb  me  of  that  freedom  you  once  gave  me 

Repole  her  confidence  in  one  that  can 

Cham.  What  then  ? 

No  better  guard  her.  In  contempt  of  you 

Lam.  Hie  not  alone  abufe  your  bed,  that’s  nothing, 

But  to  your  more  vexation,  ’tis  refolv’d  on. 

I love  Dinant.,  mine  enemy,  nay  admire  him. 

His  valour  claims  it  from  me,  and  with  juftice. 

I’le  run  a-way,  and  then  try  if  Dinant 

He  that  could  fight  thus,  in  a caule  not  honeft, 

Have  coinage  to  defend  me. 

His  fword  edg’d  with  defence  of  right  and  honour. 

Champ.  Impudent  I 

Would  pierce  as  deep  as  lightning,  with  that  fpced  too, 

Ferd.  And  on  the  fudden 

And  kill  as  deadly. 

Bean.  How  are  ye  transform’d 

''•Verd.  You  are  as  far  from  juftice 

From  what  you  were  ? 

In  him  you  praife,  as  equitie  in  the  cenfure 

Lam.  I was  an  innocent  Virgin, 

You  load  me  with. 

And  I cantrulyfwear,  a Wile  as  pure 

Beau^.  Dinant  ? he  durfl:  not  meet  us. 

As  ever  lav  by  Husband,  and  willdy  fo, 

Lam.  How  ? durlt  not,  Brother  ? 

Let  me  liveunfulpcdled,  I am  no  lervant. 

Beanp.  Durftnot,  1 repeat  it. 

Nor  will  be  us’d  like  one ; If  you  defire 

r erd.  Nor  was  it  CleremonCs  valour  that  difarm’d  us, 

To  keep  me  conflant  as  I wrould  be,  let 

I had  the  better  of  him  •,  for  Drnant, 

Trufl  and  belief  in  you  beget  and  nurfe  it  y 

If  that  might  make  my  peace  with  you,  I dare 

Unnecefl'ary  jealoufies  make  more  whores 

Write  him  a Coward  upon  every  pott. 

Than  all  baits  elfe  laid  to  entrap  our  frailties. 

And  with  the  hazard  of  my  life  defend  it. 

5e<««.There’s  no  contefling  with  her,fi  om  a child 

Lam.  If  ’twere  laid  at  the  Itake  you’d  lofe  it,  Nephew. 

(.Once  mov’d,  (he  hardly  was  to  be  appeas’d. 

Cham.  Came  he  not,  fay  you  ? 

Yet  I dare  fwear  her  honell. 

P^erd.  No,  but  in  his  room. 

fham.  So  1 think  too. 

There  was  a Devil,  hir’d  from  feme  Magician 

On  better  judgement ; I am  no  Italian 

I’th’  lhape  of  an  Atturney. 

Bean.  ’Twas  he  did  it. 

To  lock  her  up : nor  would  I be  a Dutchman, 

To  have  my  Wife,  my  foveraign,  to  command  me : 

Ferd.  And  his  the  honour. 

rie  trv  the  gentler  way,  but  it  that  fail. 

Believe  it.  Sir,  there’s  nothing  but  extreams 

Bean.  I could  wilh  Dinant 

But  wl. at  talk  I of  one  that  ftept  afide, 

Which  fhe  m'uft  feel  from  me. 

Y y 2 Bean. 
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Beau.  That,  as  you  pleale.  Sir.  (fweetly, 

Chari  You  have  won  the  breeches,  Madam,  look  up 
My  Lord  limps  toward  you. 

Lam.  You  will  learn  more  manners. 

Chari  This  is  a fee,  for  counfel  that’s  unask’d  for. 

Cham.  Come, I miftook  thee  fweet,prethee  forgive  me, 

I  never  will  be  jealous ; e’re  I cherifli 
Such  a mccbanick  humour , Tie  be  nothing ; 
rie  fay,  D 'mant  is  all  that  thou  wouldlt  have  him, 

\^'ill  that  fuffice  ? 

Lam.  ’Tis  well , Sir. 

Cham.  Ufe  thy  freedom 
Uncheck’d,  and  unobferv’d,  if  thou  wilt  have  it, 

Thefe  Ihall  forget  their  honour,  I my  wrongs. 

We’ll  all  dote  on  him,  hell  be  my  reward 
If  I dilTemblc. 

Lam.  And  that  hell  take  me 
If  I afieiT  him,  he’s  a luftfull  villain, 

( But  yet  no  coward  ) and  follicites  me 
Tomy  dilhonour,  that’s  indeed  a quarrel. 

And  truly  mine,  which  I will  fo  revenge. 

As  it  fliall  fr  ight  fuch  as  dare  only  think 
To  be  adulterers. 

Cham.  Ufe  thine  own  waies, 

I  give  up  all  to  thee. 

Beau.  O women,  women ! 

When  you  are  pleas’d  you  are  the  Icafl:  of  evils. 

Verd.  Tie  rime  to’t,  but  provokt,  the  worft  of  Devils. 

k Exeunt. 

Enter  Aionfieur  Sampfbn,  and  three  Clients. 

Santp.  I know  Monlicur  La-writ. 

1 Cly.  Would  he  knew  himfelf.  Sir. 

Samp.  He  w'as  a pretty  Lawyer,  a kind  of  pretty  Lawyer, 
Of  a kind  of  unable  thing. 

2 Ciy.  A fine  Lawyer , Sir, 

And  would  have  firk’d  you  up  a bufinefs. 

And  out  of  this  Court  into  that. 

Samp.  Ye  are  too  forward 

Not  fo  fine  my  friends,  fomething  he  could  have  done. 

But  fiiort  Ihort. 

1 Cy.  I know  your  worlhips  favour. 

You  are  Nephew  to  the  judge.  Sir. 

Samp.  It  may  be  fo,  (friends*. 

And  fomething  may  be  done,  without  trotting  i’th’  dirt. 
It  may  be  I can  take  him  in  his  Chamber, 

And  have  an  hours  talk,  it  may  be  fo. 

And  tell  him  chat  in’s  ear;  there  are  fuch  courtefies ; 

1 will  not  lay,  I can. 

3 Cly.  We  know  you  can.  Sir.  ( rvrit^ 

Sam.  Peradventure  I,  peradventure  no : but  where’s  La 

Where’s  your  fulficient  Lawyer  ? 

1 Cly.  He’s  blown  up,  Sir. 

2 Ciy.  Run  mad  and  quarrels  with  the  Dog  he  meets  •, 

He  is  no  Lawyer  of  this  world  now. 

Sam.  Yourreafon? 

Is  he  defuneft  ? is  he  dead  ? > 

2 Ciy.  No  he’s  not  dead  yet.  Sir  3 

But  1 would  be  loth  to  take  a leal’e  on’s  life  for  two  hours: 
Alas,  he  is  pofiefi;  Sir,  with  the  Ipirit  of  fighting 

And  quarrels  with  all  people  ; but  how  he  came  to  it 

Samp.  If  he  fight  well  and  like  a Gentleman, 

The  man  may  fight,  for  ’tis  a lawlull  calling. 

Look  you  my  friends,  I am  a civil  Gentleman, 

And  my  Lord  my  llficle  loves  me. 

3 fly.  We  all  know  it,  Sir.  ( bufinefs, 

Sam.  I think  he  does,  Sir,  I have  bufinefs  too,  much 

Turn  you  fome  forty  or  fifty  Caufes  in  a week  •, 

Yet  when  I get  an  hour  ot  vacancie, 

I can  fight  too  my  friends,  a little  docs  well, 

I would  be  loth  to  learn  to  fight, 
iCly.  But  and’t  pleafeyou  Sir, 

His  fighting  has  negleded  all  onr  bufinefs, 

We  are  undone,  our  caufes  cait  away.  Sir, 


His  not  appearance. 

Sam.  There  he  fought  too  long, 

A little  and  fight  well,  he  fought  too  long  indeed  friends ; 
But  ne’r  the  lefs  things  mufl  be  as  they  may. 

And  there  be  wayes 

1 Ciy.  We  know.  Sir,  if  you  pleafe 

Sam.  Something  Tie  do  : goe  rally  up  your  Caufes. 

Entrr  La-writ,  and  a Gentleman,  at  the  door. 

2 Cly.  Now  you  may  behold  Sir, 

And  be  a witnefs,  whether  we  lie  or  no.  ( men, 

La~wnt.  Tie  meet  you  at  the  Ordinary,  fweet  Gentle. 

And  if  there  be  a wench  or  two 

Gen.  We’ll  have  ’em. 

La  writ.  No  handling  any  Duells  before  I come. 

We’ll  have  no  going  elle,  I hate  a coward. 

Cjent.  There  fliaii  be  nothing  done. 

La-writ.  Make  all  the  quarrels 
You  can  deuLfe  before  I come,  and  let’s  all  fight. 

There  is  no  fport  elfe. 

Gent.  We’ll  fee  what  may  be  done.  Sir. 

1 Cly.  Ha Monfieur  La  writ. 

La-writ.  Baffled  in  way  of  bufinefs, 

My  caufes  calf  away.  Judgement  againfl  us  ? 

Why  there  it  goes. 

2 Cly.  Wiiat  Ihall  we  do  the  whilfl:  Sir  ? 

Breed  new  diflentions,goe  hang  your  felvcs 
’Tis  all  one  to  me  •,  I have  a new  trade  of  living. 

1 Clt.  Do  you  hear  what  he  faicsSir  f 
Sam.  The  Gentleman  fpeaks  finely. 

Lawr.  Will  any  of  you  fight?  Fighting’s  my  occupation 
If  you  find  your  fclves  aggriev’d. 

Sam.  A compleat  Gentleman. 

La-wnt.  Avant  thou  buckram  budget  of  petitions, 

Thou  fpittlc  of  lame  caufes  •,  1 lament  for  thee, 

And  till  revenge  be  taken 

Sam.  ’Tis  moft:  excellent. 

La  wr.  Thcre,cvery  manchufc  hispapcr,and  his  place, 
rieanfwer  yeall,  I will  negleift  no  mans  bufinefs 
But  he  ihall  have  fatisfadlion  like  a Gentleman, 

The  J udge  may  do  and  not  do,he’s  but  a Monfieur. 

Sam.  You  have  nothing  of  mine  in  your  bag,  Sir. 

La-writ.  I know  not  Sir, 

But  you  may  put  any  thing  in,  any  fighting  thing. 

Sam.  It  is  fufficient,  you  may  hear  hereafter. 

La-writ.  I reft  your  fervant  Sir. 

Sam.  No  more  words  Gentlemen 
But  follow  me,  no  more  words  as  you  love  me. 

The  Gentleman’s*  a noble  Gentleman. 

Ifhalldo  what  lean,  and  then 

Cli.  We  thank  you  Sir.  {Ex.  Sam.  and  Clients. 

Sam.  Not  a word  to  difturb  him,  he’s  a Gentleman. 
La-writ.  No  caufe  go  o’  my  fide  ? the  judge  caft  all  ? 

And  becaufe  1 was  honourably  employed  in  aeftion. 

And  not  appear’d,  pronounce?  ’tis  very  well, 

’Tis  w'ell  faith,  ’tis  well,  JiRlge. 

Enter  Clercmont. 

Cer.  Who  have  we  here  ? 

My  little  furious  Lawyer  ? 

La  writ.  I fay  ’tis  well. 

But  mark  the  end. 

Ckr.  How  he  is  metamorphos’d  ? 

Nothing  of  Lawyer  left,  not  a bit  of  buckram. 

No  folliciting  face  now. 

This  is  no  fimple  converfion. 

Your  fervant  Sir,  and  Friend. 

La-wnt.  You  come  in  time.  Sir, 

Cler.  The  happier  man,  to  be  at  your  command  then. 
La-writ.  You  may  wonder  to  fee  me  thus ; but  that’s  all 
Time  fhall  declare  •,  ’tis  true  I was  a Lawyer,  (one. 

But  I have  mew’d  that  coat,  I hate  a Lawyer, 

1 talk’d  much  in  the  Court,  now  I hate  talking, 

Idid  you  the  office  of  a man. 

Cer. 
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Qer.  I mufl:  confefs  it. 

Lci-x>q.  And  budg’d  not,  no  I budg’d  not. 

Cler.  No,  you  did  not. 

La  vv.  There’s  it  then,  one  good  turn  requires  another. 

Cler.  Mofl  willing  Sir,  I am  ready  at  yourfervice. 

Lit-vff.  There,  read,  and  underftand,  and  then  deliver  it. 

Cler.  This  is  a Challenge,  Sir, 

La  XV.  ’Tis  very  like,  Sir, 

I feldom  now  write  Sonnets. 

Cler.  O admir antis j 
To  Monfieur  Vertaign.,  the  Prelident. 

La  w.  I chufe  no  Fool,  Sir. 

Cler.  Why,  he’s  no  Sword-man,  Sir. 

La  w.  Let  him  learn,  let  him  learn, 

Time,  that  trains  Chickens  up,  will  teach  him  quickly. 

Cler.  Why,  he’s  a Judge,  an  Old  Man. 

La  w.  Never  too  Old  , h 

To  be  a Gentleman  •,  and  he  that  is  a Judge  ' v 
Can  judge  bell  what  belongs  to  wounded  honourw^ 

There  are  my  griefs,  he  has  call  away  my  caufes, 

In  which  he  has  bowed  my  reputation. 

And  therefore  Judge,  or  no  Judge. 

Oer.  ’Pray  be  rul’d  Sir, 

This  is  the  madden:  thing- 

La  w.  You  will  not  carry  it. 

Cler.  I do  not  tell  you  fo,  but  if  you  may  be  perfwaded. 

La  w.  You  know  how  you  us’d  me  when  I would  not 
Do  you  remember,  Gentleman?  (fight, 

Cler.  The  Devil’s  in  him. 

La  IV.  I fee  it  in  your  Eyes,  that  you  dare  do  it. 

You  have  a carrying  face,  and  you  Hiail  carry  it. 

Cler.  The  leafl  is  Banilhment. 

La  w.  Be  banilh’d  then  •, 

’Tis  a friends  part,  we’ll  meet  in  Africa.^ 

Or  any  part  of  the  Earth. 

Cler.  Say  he  will  not  fight. 

La  w.  1 know  then  what  to  fay,  take  you  no  care,  Sir, 

e'er.  Well,  I will  carry  it,  and  deliver  it. 

And  to  morrow  morning  meet  you  in  the  Louver, 

Till  when,  myfervice. 

La-w.  A Judge,  or  no  Judge,  no  Judge.  ZExit  La- writ. 

Cler.  This  is  the  prettieft  Rogue  that  e’r  I read  of. 

None  to  provoke  to  th’  field,  but  the  old  Prefident  j 
What  face  ihall  1 put  on  ? if  1 come  in  earneft, 

I am  fure  to  wear  a pair  of  Bracelets  ^ 

This  may  make  fomc  fport  yet,  I will  deliver  it. 

Here  comes  the  Prefident. 

Enter  Vertaign,  with  two  Gentlemen. 

Vert.  I fhall  find  time.  Gentlemen, 

To  do  your  caufes  good,  is  not  that  Cleremont  ? 

I Gent.  ’Tis  he  my  Lord. 

Yert.  Why  does  he  fmile  upon  me  ? 

Ami  become  ridiculous .?  has  your  fortune,  Sir, 

Upon  my  Son,  made  you  contemn  his  Father  f 
The  glory  of  a Gentleman  isfair  bearing. 

Cler.  Miftake  me  not  my  Lord,  you  Ihall  not  find  that, 

I come  with  no  blown  Spirit  to  abufe  you, 

I know  your  place  and  honour  due  unto  it, 

The  reverence  to  your  filver  Age  and  Vertue. 

Vert.  Your  face  is  merry  ftill. 

Cler.  So  is  my  bufinefs. 

And  I befecch  your  honour  miftake  me  not, 

I have  brought  you  from  a wild  or  rather  Mad- man 

As  mad  a piece  of you  were  wont  to  love  mirth 

In  your  young  days,  I have  known  your  Honour  woo  it. 
This  may  be  made  no  little  one,  ’tis  a Challenge,  Sir, 

Nay,  Hart  not,  I befecch  you,  it  means  you  no  harm, 

Nor  any  Man  of  Honour,  or  Urtdcrftanding, 

’Tis  to  fteal  from  your  ferious  hours  a little  laughter  *, 

I am  bold  to  bring  it  to  your  Lordfiiip. 

Vert.  ’Tis  to  me  indeed  : 

Do  they  take  me  for  a Sword-man  at  thefe  years  ? (Sir, 

Cler.  ’Tis  only  worth  your  Honours  Mirth , that’s  all 
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’T  had  been  in  me  elfe  afawey  rudenefs. 

V rrt.  From  one  La  wnt^  a very  punctual  Challenge. 

Cler.  But  if  your  Lordlhip  mark  it,  no  great  matter. 

V rrt.  I have  known  fuch  a wrangling  Advocate,  1 

Such  a little  figent  thing  *,  Oh  I rememberhim,  | 

A notable  talking  Knave,  now  out  upon  him,  ' 

Has  challeng’d  me  downright,  defied  me  mortally 
I do  remember  too,  1 call  his  Caufes. 

Cler.  Why,  there’s  the  quarrel,  Sir,  the  mortal  quarrel. 
Vert.  Why,  what  a Knave  is  this?  as  y’are  aGentle- 
Is  there  no  further  purpofe  but  meer  mirth .?  (man. 

What  a bold  Man  of  VV’ar ! he  invites  me  roundly. 

Cler.  If  there  fliould  be,  I were  no  Gentleman , 

Nor  worthy  of  the  honour  of  my  Kindred. 

And  though  I am  fure  your  Lordfnip  hates  my  Perfen, 

Which  Time  maybring  again  into  your  favour. 

Yet  for  the  manners i 

Vert.  lamlatisfied,  1 

You  fee.  Sir,  1 have  out-Iiv’d  thofe  days  of  fighting,  | 
And  therefore  cannot  do  him  the  honour  to  beat  him  my  i 
But  I have  a Kinfman  much  of  his  ability,  (felf  j I 

His  Wit  and  Courage,  for  this  call  him  Fool,  j 

One  that  will  fpit  as  fenfelefs  fire  as  this  Fellow.  i 

Cler.  And  fuch  a man  to  undertake,  my  Lord  ? 

Vert.  Nay  he’s  too  forward:,  thefe  two  pitch  B.trrels  to- 
C’er.  Upon  my  foul,  no  harm.  (gether. 

Vert.  It  makes  me  fmile, 

Why,  what  a Itiiikingfmother  will  they  utter  ? 

Yes,  he  fhall  undertake.  Sir,  as  my  Champion, 

Since  you  p:  opound  it  mirth.  I’ll  venture  on  it. 

And  lliall  defend  my  caufe,  but  as  y’are  honelt 
Sport  not  with  bloud. 

Cler.  Think  not  fobafely,  good  Sir. 

V rrt.  A 5quire  fhall  wait  upon  you  from  my  Kinfman, 

To  morrow  morning  make  you  fport  at  full. 

You  wantnoSubjeft  but  no  wounds. 

Cler.  That’s  my  care. 

Vert.  And  fo  good  day.  \^Ex.  Vertaign,  and  Gentlemen. 

Cler.  Many  unto  your  honour. 

This  is  a noble  Fellow,  of  a fweet  Spirit, 

Now  mult  I think  hov;  to  contrive  this  matter, 

For  together  they  fhall  go. 

Enter  Dinant. 

Din.  O Cleremont.y 
I am  glad  I have  found  thee. 

Cler.  Icantell  theerarethings. 

Din.  O,  I can  tell  thee  rarer, 

Dofl;  thou  love  me  ? 

Cler.  Love  thee?  ' 

Din.  Doll:  thou  love  me  dearly  ? 

Dar’ft  thou  for  my  fake  ? 

Cler.  Any  thing  that’s  honefl. 

Din.  Though  it  be  dangerous  ? 

Cler.  Pox  o’ dangerous. 

Din.  Nay  wondrous  dangerous, 
e’er.  Wilt  thou  break  my  heart  ? 

Din.  Along  with  me  thdn. 

Cler.  I muft  part  to  morrow.  _ 

Din.-  You  fliall,  you  fhall,  be  faithful  for  thisnight , 

And  thou  haft  made  thy  friend. 

C er.  Away,  and  talk  not.  ^.^xennt’ 

Enter  andNurfe. 

Lam.  ONurfe,  welcome,  where’s 
Narfe.  He’s  at  my  back. 

Tis  the  moll;  liberal  Gentleman,  this  Gold 
He  gave  me  for  my  pains,  nor  can  1 blame  you. 

If  you  yield  up  the  fort.  ' 

Lam.  How?  yield  it  up?  - 

Nnrfe.  I know  not,  he  that  loves,  and^givesfo  largely, 
And  a young  Lord  to  boot,  or  I am  cozen’d, 

May  enter  every  where. 

Lam.  Thou’lt  make  me  angry. 

, Enter 
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Enter  Dinant,  and  Cleremont 

Nur.  Why,  if  you  are,  I hope  here’s  one  will  pleale  you, 

Look  on  him  with  my  Eyes,  good  luck  go  witn  you  .* 

Were  I young  for  your  fake • 

* Fin.  I thank  thee,  Nurfe. 

' Nm-.  1 would  be  tradable,  and  as  I am 

, L tm.  Leave  the  room, 

So  old,  and  fo  immodell ! and  be  careful, 

Since  whilpers  will  ’wake  fleeping  jealoufies , 

That  none  dillurb  my  Lord.  [Exit  Nurfe. 

Ckr.  Will  youdifpatch? 

Till  you  come  to  the  matter  be  not  rapt  thus, 

Walk  in,  walk  in,  I am  your  fcout  for  once, 

You  owe  me  the  like  fervice. 

Din.  And  will  pay  it. 

Lim.  As  you  rtfpedour  lives,  fpeak  not  fo  loud.^ 

Clcr.  Why,  do  it  in  dumb  fliew  rhen,  I am  filcnc  d. 

L .m.  Be  not  fo  hafty,  Sir,  -’.e  golden  Apples 
Had  a fell  Dragon  for  their  v^uard,  your  pleafures 
Are  to  be  attempted  with  Herculean  danger. 

Or  never  to  be  gotten. 

Din.  Speak  the  means. 

Ltm.  Thusbriedy,  my  Lord  fleeps now,  and  alas, 

Each  Night,  he  only  fleeps. 

Cler.  Go,  keep  her  flirring. 

L tm.  Now  if  he  ’ wa  ke,  as  fometimes  he  docs, 

He  only  ftretenes  out  his  hand  and  feels, 

Whether  I am  a bed,  which  being  alfur’d  of, 

He  fleeps  again-,  but  Hiould  he  miis  me,  Valour 
Could  not  defend  our  lives. 

Dm.  W'hat’stobc  done  then  ? 

L tm.  Servants  have  fervile  faiths,  nor  have  I any 
That  I dare  trull  on  noble  Cleremont 
We  fafely  may  rely. 

Cler.  What  man  can  do, 

Command  and  boldly. 

Thus  then  in  my  place, 

Yoii  mull  lye  with  my  Lord. 

Cler.  V\’ith  an  old  man  > * 

Two  Beards  together,  that’s  prepoflerous. 

Lam.  There  is  no  other  way,  and  though  ’tis  dangerous, 
He  having  fervants  within  call,  and  arm’d  too. 

Slaves  fed  to  ad  all  that  his  jealoulic 

And  rage  commands  them,  yet  a true  friend  fhould  not 

Check  at  the  hazard  of  a life. 

Clcr.  1 thank  you, 

1 love  my  friend,  but  know  no  realbn  why 
To  hate  my  felf to  be  a kind  of  pander, 

You  fee  I am  willing, 

But  to  betray  mine  own  throat  you  mult  pardon. 

Dm.  Then  I am  loll,  and  all  my  hopes  defeated, 

■ V\  cre  1 to  hazard  ten  times  more  for  you. 

You  (hou Id  find,  Cleremont 

Clcr.  You  (hall  not  outdo  me. 

Fail  what  may  fall.  I'll  do’t. 

Dm.  But  for  his  Beard 

Lam.  To  cover  that  you  flullhave  my  night  Linnen, 
And  youdifpos’dof,  \vy  Dmant  and  I 
Will  have  fome  private  conference. 

Enter  Champernel,  privately. 

e'er.  Private  doing. 

Or  I’ll  not  venture. 

Lum.  That’s  as  we  agree.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  and  Charlotte,  pafs  over  the  Stage  with 

Pillows^  Night  cloaths.,  and fuch  things.  (nour  ? 

Cham.  What  can  this  Woman  do,  preferving  her  ho- 
l have  given  her  all  the  liberty  that  may  be, 

I will  not  be  far  ofl*  though,  nor  I will  not  be  jealous, 
Nor  trull  too  much,  I think  Ihe  is  vertuous. 

Yet  when  I hold  her  bell,  fhe’s  but  a Woman, 

As  full  of  frailty  as  of  faith,  a poor  Height  Woman, 




And  her  bell  thoughts,  but  weak  fortifications. 

There  may  be  a Mine  wrought : Well,  let  ’em  work  then.  , 
I lhall  meet  with  it,  till  the  ligns  be  monllrous. 

And  flick  upon  my  head,I  will  not  believe  it,  [Stands private] 
She  may  be,  and  Ihe  may  not,  now  to  my  obfervation. 

Enter  Dinant,  and  Lamira. 

Din.  Why  do  you  make  me  flay  fo  ? if  you  love  me 1 

L tm.  You  are  too  hot  and  violent.  | 

Dm.  Why  do  you  lliift  thus  I 

From  one  Chamber  to  another  ? I 

Lam.  A little  delay,  Sir,  I 

Like  fire,  a little  fprinkled  o’r  with  water 
Makes  the  delires  burn  clear,  and  ten  times  hotter.  ' I 
Din.  Why  do  you  fpeak  to  loud .?  I pray’e  go  in,  I 

Sweet  Millrifs,  I am  maJ,  time  Heals  away,  I 

And  when  we  would  enjoy I 

Lam.  Now  fie,  fie.  Servant, 

Like  fenfual  Bealls|^fl^l  we  enjoy  our  pleafures  ? 

Din.  ’Pray  do  flo^fs  me  then. 

Lam.  Why,  thariwill,  and  you  lhall  find  anon,fervant. 
Dm.  Softly,  for  heavens  fake,  youknowmyfricnd’sen-j 
A little  now,  now  -,  will  ye  go  in  again  ^ (g^g’d, 

Lam.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha.  I 

Dm.  Why  do  you  laugh  lb  loud,  Precio’us.^  I 

Will  you  betray  me  ^ ha’  my  friends  throat  cut ! [ 

Lam.  Come,  come.  I’ll  kifs  thee  again.  1 

Cham.  Will  you  fo?  you  arc  liberal,  I 

If  you  do  cozen  me I 

Enter  Nurfe  with  IVine.  I 

Din.  What’s  this  ? I 

Lam.  Wine,  Wine,  a draught  or  two.  I 

Dm.  VV  hat  docs  this  Woman  here. ^ 1 

Lam.  She  n>ail  not  hinder  you.  I 

Dm.  This  might  have  been  fpar’d,  . I 

’Tis  but  delay  and  time  loll;  pray  fend  her  (bftly  off.  | 
Lam.  Sit  down,  and  mix  yourfpirits  with  Wine,  I 
I will  make  you  another  Hercules.  I 

Dm.  I dare  not  drink  1 

Fie,  what  delays  you  make  ? I dare  not.  j 

I lhall  be  drunk  pi  cfcntly,  and  do  llrange  things  then.  I 
L im.  Not  drink  a cup  with  your  Miftrifs ! O the  plcafurc.  I 
Dm.  Lady,  why  this  ? [Muftek^  I 

L tm.  We  mull  have  mirth  to  our  Wine,  Man.  j 

Dm.  PI o’  the  Mufick.  I 

God  a mercy  Wench,  1 

If  thou  doll  cuckold  me  I lhall  forgive  thee.  I 

Dm.  The  houfe  will  all  rile  now,  this  will  diflurb  all.  I 
Did  you  do  this  ? 1 

Lam.  Peace,  and  fit  quiet,  fool,  I 

Y ou  love  me,  come,  fit  down  and  drink.  I 

Enter  Glercmont  above.  I 

^ * I 

Cler.  What  a Devil  ail  you  ? I 

How  cold  1 fweat ! a hogs  pox  flop  your  pipes,  [Mufick.  I 
The  thing  will’wake;,  now,  now,  methinksifind  j 

His  Sword  juft  gliding  through  my  throat.  What’s  that  / I 
A vengeance  choak  your  pipes.  Are  you  there.  Lady  ? | 

Stop,  flop  thofe  Rafcals ; do  you  bring  me  hither  I 

To  be  cut  into  minced  meat  ? why  Dinant  ? I 

Din.  1 cannot  do  withal  ^ j 

I have  Ipoke,  and  fpoke ; 1 am  betray’d  and  loft  too.  I 

Cler.  Do  you  hear  me  do  youunderftand  me?  1 

’Plague  dam  your  Whillles.  [Mufickjnds. 

Lam.  ’Twasbutanover.fight,they  have  done, lye  down,  j 
Clcr.  Would  you  had  done  too,  1 

You  know  not  I 

In  what  a mifery  and  fear  1 lye. 

You  have  a Lady  in  your  arms. 

Din.  I would  have The  'Ejeorders  j 

Champ.  I’ll  watch  you  Goodman  Wou’d  have,  [again. 
Cler.  Remove  for  Heavens  fake,  j 

And  fall  to  that  you  come  for. 

Lam.  I 
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Latrt.  Lie  you  down, 

’Tis  but  an  hours  endurance  now. 

! CUr.  I dare  not,  foftly  fweet  Lady heart? 

j Lam.  Tis  nothing  but  your  fear,  he  fleeps  ftill  foundly, 
i Lie  gently  down. 

I Clcr.  ’Pray  make  an  end. 

Din.  Come,  Madam. 

Lam.  Thefe  Chambers  are  too  near.  CEat.  Din.  Lam. 
Cham.  I (hall  be  nearer  •, 

Well,  gothy  wayes,  Tie  trufl:  thee  through  the  w’orld, 

I Deal  how  thou  wilt ; that  that  1 never  feel, 

I’le never  fear.  Yetby  the  honour  ofa  Souldicr, 

I hold  thee  truly  noble  ; How  thefe  things  will  look, 

And  how  their  blood  will  curdle ! Play  on  Children, 

You  (hall  have  pap  anon,  O thou  grand  Fool, 

That  thou  knew’ft  but  thy  fortune {^Mujick^done. 

Cler.  Peace,  good  Madam, 

Stop  her  mouth,  Dtnantj  it  fleeps  yet,  ’pray  be  wary, 
Difpatch,  I cannot  endure  this  milery, 

I can  hear  nothing  more  •,  I’ll  fay  my  prayers, 

Ahd  down  again {JVhifile  within. 

A thoufand  Alarms  fall  upon  my  quarters, 

Heaven  fend  me  off-,  when  I lye  keeping  Courfes. 

PI o’  your  fumbling,  Dinant howl  fliake! 

’Tis  ftill  again ; would  1 were  in  th^Indies.  HExit  Cler. 

Dinant,  <iWLamira:  a livht  within. 

Din.  Why  do  you  ufe  me  thus  ? thus  poorly  ? bafely  ? 
Work  me  into  a hope,  and  then  deftroy  me 
Why  did  you  fend  for  me  ? this  new  way  train  me  ? 

Lam.  Mad-man,  and  fool,  andfalfe  man,  now' i’ll  (hew 
Din,  ’Pray  put  your  light  out.  (thee. 

Lam.  Nay  I’ll  hold  it  thus. 

That  all  chafte  Eyes  may  fee  thy  luft,  and  fcorn  it. 

Tell  me  but  this  when  you  firft  doted  on  me. 

And  made  fuit  to  enjoy  me  as  your  Wife, 

Did  you  not  hold  me  honeft  ? 

Din.  Yes,  moftvertuous, 

Lam.  And  did  not  that  appear  the  only  luftre 
That  made  me  worth  your  love  and  admiration  ? 

Din.  I mull:  eonfels 

Lam.  Why  would  you  deal  fo  bafely  ? 

So  like  a thief,  a Villain  ? 

Din.  Peace,  good  Madam. 

Lam.  I’ll  fpeak aloud  too*,  thus malicioufly. 

Thus  breaking  all  the  Rules  of  honefty. 

Of  honour  and  of  truth,  for  which  I lov’d  you,  , 

For  which  I call’d  you  fervant,  and  admir’d  you  5 
To  fteal  that  Jewel  purchas’d  by  another, 

Pioufly  fet  in  Wedlock,  even  that  Jewel, 

Becaufeit  had  no  flaw,  you  held  unvaluable : 

Can  he  that  has  lov’d  good,  dote  on  the  Devil  ? 

For  he  thatfeeks  a Whore,  feeks  but  his  Agent  j 
Or  am  I of  fo  wild  and  low  a blood  i 
So  nurs’d  in  infamies  ? 

Din.  I do  not  think  fo. 

And  I repent. 

Lam.  That  will  not  ferve  your  turn,  Sir. 

Din.  It  was  your  treaty  drew  me  on. 

Lam.  But  it  was  your  villany 
Made  you  purfue  it  ^ I drew  you  but  to  try 
Howmuchaman,  and  nobly  thou  durft  ftand. 

How  well  you  had  deferv’d  6he  name  of  vertuous  j 
But  you  like  a wild  torrent,  mix’d  with  all 
Bcaftly  and  bafe  afledions  came  floating  on. 

Swelling  your  poyfon’d  billows \ 

Dm.  VVill  you  betray  me .? 

Lam.  T©  all  the  miferies  a vext  W’oman  may. 

JD;;?.  l.et  mebut  out, 

Give  me  but  room  to  toft  my  Sword  about  me. 

And  I will  tell  you  y’are  a treacherous  woman,  . . 

O that  I had  but  words ! 

Lam.  They  will  not  ferve  you, 

"Sin.  But  two-edg’d  words  to  cut  thee’,  a Lady  tray  tor . 


Perifli  by  a proud  Puppet  ? I did  you  too  much  honour, 

To  tender  you  my  love,  too  much  refpedted  you 
To  think  you  worthy  o(^  my  word  embraces. 

Go  take  your  Groom,  and  let  him  dally  with  you. 

Your  greafie  Groom  ; I fcorn  to  imp  your  lame  ftock, 

You  are  not  fair,  nor  handfome,  I lyed  loudly. 

This  tongue  abus’d  you  when  it  (poke  you  beauteous. 

Lam.  ’Tis  very  well,  ’tisbrave. 

Din.  Put  out  your  light, 

Your  lafeiviouseyes  are  flames  enough 
For  Fools  to  And  you  out  ^ a Lady  Plotter ! 

Muft  I begin  your  facrifice  of  mifehief  ? 

1 and  my  Iriend,  the  fir.ft-fruits  of  that  bloOd, 

You  and  your  honourable  Husband  aim  at  ? 

Crooked  and  wretched  you  are  both. 

Lam.  To  you,  Sir, 

Yet  to  the  Eye  of  Juftice  ftraight  as  Truth, 

Dm.  Is  this  a womans  love  ^ a womans  mercy  ? 

Do  you  profefsthis  ferioufly  ? do  you  laugh  at  me? 

Lam.  Ha,  ha.  f 

‘Din.  PI — light  upon  your  fcorns,  upon  your  flatteries, 
Upon  your  tempting  faces,  all  deftrudtions  j | 

A bedrid  winter  hang  upon  your  cheeks,  1 

And  blaft,  blaft,  blaft  thofe  buds  of  Pride  that  paint  you  ^ 
Death  in  your  eyes  to  fright  men  from  thefe  dangers : 

Raife  up  youi  trophy,  Cleremont. 

C'lsr.  What  a vengeance  ail  you? 

Din.  V' Vhat  difmal  noife ! is  there  no  honour  in  you  ? 
Cleremont we  are  betrayed,  betrayed,  fold  by  a woman  •, 
Deal  bravely  for  thy  felf. 

Cier.  Tnis  comes  of  rutting-, 

Are  vve  madeftalesto  one  another  ? 

Din.  Yes,  we  are  undone,  loft. 

Cler.  You  (hall  pay  for’t  grey-beard . 

Up,  up,  you  deep  your  laft  elfe.  J Lights  ahove^  two  Ser- 

1 Se-rv.  No,  not  yet.  Sir,  \v ants  and h.ndh^\. 

Lady,  look  up,  would  you  have  wrong’d  this  Beauty  ? 
VVakefo  render  a Virgin  with  roughterms? 

You  wear  a Sword,  we  muft  entreat  you  leave  it, 

2 Serv.  Fye  Sir,  fo  fweet  a Lady  ? 

Clcr  Was  this  my  bed-fellow, pray  give  me  Jeave  to  look, 
I amjiptjTiad  yet,  1 may  be  by  and  by. 

Did  this  lye  by  me  ? 

Did  I fear  this  ? is  this  a Caufe  to  (hake  at  ? 

Away  with  me  for  (hame,  I am  a Rafcal. 

E^terChampernd,  Beaupre,  Verdone,  Laraira, 
Anabel,  Cleremont,  and  two  Servants. 


Din.  I am  amaz’d  too. 

Beau^.  We’ll  recover  you. 

Verd.  You  walk  like  all  the  houfc  over 

\nd  every  man  afraid  of  you. 

Dm.  ’Tis  well.  Lady, 

Fhe  honour  of  this  deed  will  be  your  own, 

The  world  (liall  know  your  bounty. 

Beaiip  What  (hall  we  do  with  ’em  ? 

C.er.  Geld  me, 

For  'tis  not  fit  I fl.ould  be  a man  again, 

I am  an  Aft,  a Dog. 

Lam.  Take  your  revenges. 

You  know  my  Husbands  wrongs  and  your  own  lofles. 

Anah.  A brave  man,  an  admirable  brave  man  ; 

Well,  well,  I would  not  be  fo  tryed  again  ^ 

A very  handfome  proper  Gentleman. 

Clcr.  VVill  you  let  me  lye  by  her  but  one  hour  more. 
And  tiren  hangmc  ? (bravely. 

Dm.  We  wait  your  malice  , put  your  fwords  home 
You  have  reafon  to  feck  bloud. 

L.1W.  Not  as  you  are  noble.  , 

Cham.  Hands  ofF,and  give  them  libcrty,onlydiiarm  em. 

Beanp.  We  have  done  that  already. 

Cham.  You  arc  welcome.  Gentlemen, 

I am  glad  my  houfe  has  any  pleafure  for  you, 

I keep  a couple  of  Ladies  here,  they  (ay  fair,  And 
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And  you  are  young  and  handfome.  Gentlemen ; 

Have  you  any  more  mind  to  Wenches  ? 

Cler.  To  be  abus’d  too  ? Lady,  you  might  have  help  d this. 
Ana.  Sir  now ’tis  paft,  but ’t  may  be  I may  ftand 
Your  friend  hereafter,  in  a greater  matter. 

Cer.  Never  whilfl  you  live. 

Jna.  You  cannot  tell now,  Sir,  a parting  hand. 

Cler.  Down  a’nd  Rofcs : 

WcW  I may  live  to  fee  you  again.  A dull  Rogue, 

No  revelation  in  thee. 

Lam.  Were  you  well  frighted  ? 

Were  your  fitts  from  the  heart,  ofall  colds  and  colours. 
That’s  all  yourpunifhment. 

Cler.  It  might  have  been  all  yours, 

Had  not  a block-head  undertaken  it. 

Cham.  Your  fwords  you  muft  leave  to  thefe  Gentlemen. 
F'crd.  And  now,  when  you  dare  fight. 

We  are  on  even  Ice  again. 

Dtf/.  ’Tis  well : 

TobeaMiftris,  is  to  be  a monfter, 

And  fo  I leave  your  houfe,  and  you  for  ever. 

Lam.  Leave  your  wild  lufis,  and  then  you  area  mailer. 
Cham.  You  may  depart  too. 
fer.  I had  rather  ftay  here. 

Cham.  Faith  We  fhall  fright  you  worfe. 

Cler.  Not  in  that  manner. 

There’s  five  hundred  Crowns,  fright  me  but  fo  again. 

Bta.  Come  Qeremont.,  this  is  the  hour  of  fool. 

Cler.  Wifer  the  next  lhall  be  or  we’ll  to  School.  {.Exeunt, 
djamp.  How  coolly  thefe  hot  gallants  are  departed  ? 
Faith  Coufin,  ’twas  unconfcionably  done, 

To  lyefoftill,  and  fo  long. 

jdnab.  ’Twas  your  plcafurc. 

If ’twere  a fault,  I may  hereafter  mend. 

Champ.  O my  belt  Wife, 

Take  now  what  courfe  thou  wilt,  and  lead  what  life. 

Lam.  The  more  trull  you  commit,  the  more  care  Hill, 
Goodnefsand  vertue  lhall  attend  my  will. 

Cl7<Tw.Lu’s  laugh  this  nightout  now.and  count  our  gains. 
We  have  our  honours  home,  and  they  tneir  pains. 

{Exeunt  omnes. 


ABhs  Quartus.  Scena  Prima. 

Eater  Clcrcmont,  Dinant. 

‘Ltn.  f T holds,  they  will  go  thither. 

1 Cler.  To  their  Summer-houfe? 

JD/Vz.Thither  i’th’ evening, and  which  isthe moll inflidlion. 
Only  to  infult  upon  our  miferies. 

CUr.  Are  you  provided  ? 

Din.  Yes,  yes. 

Cler.  Throughly  ? 

Din.  Throughly. 

Oer.  Bada,  enougli,  I have  your  mind,  I will  not  fail  you. 
Dm.  At  fuch  an  hour. 

Cler.  Have  I a memory  ? 

A Caufc,  and  Will  to  do?  thou  art  fo  fullen 

Dm.  And  lhall  be,  till  I have  a fair  reparation. 

Cler.  I have  more  reafon,  for  1 fcaped  a fortune, 

Which  if  I come  fo  near  again  : I fay  nothing, 

ButifI  fwcat  notin  another  falhion 

O,  a delicate  Wench. 

Din.  ’Tis  certain  a mod  handfome  one. 

Cler.  And  me  thought  the  thing  was  angry  with  it  felf  too 
It  lay  fo  long  conceal’d,  but  I mud  part  with  you, 

I have  a feene  of  mirth,  to  drive  this  from  my  heart. 

And  my  hour  is  come. 

' Din.  Mifs  not  your  time. 

Cler.  I dare  not.  {Exeunt  fever  ally. 


Enter  Sa  m pfo  n , and  a ^ent  leman. 

Gent.  I prefume.  Sir,  you  now  need  no  indriudion, 

But  fairly  know,  what  belongs  to  a Gentleman  j 
You  bear  your  Uncles  caufe. 

Sam.  Do  not  didurbme, 

I underdand  my  caufe,  and  the  right  carriage. 

Gent.  Be  not  too  bloody. 

Sam.  As  I find  my  enemy ; if  his  fword  bite. 

If  it  bite.  Sir,  you  mud  pardon  me. 

Gent.  No  doubt  he  is  valiant. 

He  durd  not  undertake  elle, 

Sam.  He’s  mod  welcome. 

As  he  is  mod  valiant,  he  were  no  man  for  me  clfe. 

Gent.  But  fay  he  Ihoufd  relent. 

Sam,  He  dies  relenting, 

I cannot  help  it,  he  mud  dies  relenting. 

If  he  pray,  praying,  tpfo  fahlo,  praying, 

Your  honourable  way  admits  no  prayer. 

And  ifhe  fight,  befalls,  there’s  his  quietus. 

Gent.  Y’are  nobly  pundual,  let’s  retire  and  meet  ’em. 
But  dill.  Hay,  have  mercy. 

Samp.  I fay,  honour.  {Exeunt. 

£«frrChampernel,  Lamira,  Anabel,  Beaupre,  Ver- 
done,  Charlote  and  a Servant. 

Lam.  Will  notyou  gofwcet  heart.^ 

Champ.  Go.^  I’le  fly  with  thee. 

I day  behind  ? 

Lam.  My  Father  will  be  there  too. 

And  all  our  bed  friends. 

Beau.  And  if  we  be  not  merry. 

We  have  hard  luck,  Lady. 
rerd.  Faith  let’s  have  a kind  of  play. 

Cham.  What  (hall  it  be.'’ 

Ferd.  The  dory  of  Dmant. 

Lam.  With  the  merry  conceits  of  CUremonty 
Flis  Fits  and  Feavers. 

Ana.  But  rie  lie  dill  no  more. 

Lam.  That,  as  you  make  the  Play,  ’twill  be  rare  fport, 
And  how  ’twill  vex  my  gallants,  when  they  hear  it  ? 

Have  you  given  order  for  the  Coach  ? 

Chari.  Yes,  Madam. 

Cham.  My  eafie  Nag,  and  padd. 

Serv.  ’Tis  making  ready. 

Champ.  Where  are  your  Horfes 

Beau.  Ready  at  an  hour , Sir  ; we’ll  not  be  lad. 

Cham.  Fie,  what  a night  lhall  we  have.'i 
A roaring,  merry  night. 

Lam.  We’ll  flie  at  all.  Sir. 

Cham.  Tie  flie  at  thee  too,  finely,  and  fo  ruffle  thee, 
rie  try  your  Art  upon  a Country  pallet. 

Lam.  Brag  not  too  much,  for  fear  I Ihould  expert  it, 

Then  if  you  fail 

djam.  Thou  faied  too  true,  we  all  talk. 

But  let’s  in,  and  prepare,  and  after  dinner 
Begin  our  mirthful  pilgrimage. 

Lam.  He  that’s  fad, 

A crab-face’d  Midris  cleave  to  him  for  this  year.  {Extant. 

Enter  Cleremont,  and  La- writ. 

La-xvrit.  Since  it  cannot  be  the  Judge 

Cier.  ’Tis  a great  deal  better. 

La  writ.  You  are  fure,  he  is  his  kinfman  ? a Gentleman  ? 
der.  As  arrant  a Gentleman,  and  a brave  fellow, 

And  fo  near  to  his  blood 

La  writ.  It  lhall  fuffice, 

I’le  fet  him  further  off^  Tie  give  a remove 
Shall  quit  his  kindred.  Tie  lopp  him. 

Clor.  Will  ye  kill  him  (him, 

La-w.  And  thexe  were  no  more  Coufins  in  the  world  I kill 
I do  mean.  Sir,  to  kill  all  my  Lords  kindred. 

For  every  caufe  a Coufin. 

Qer.  How  if  he  have  no  more  Coufins  f 
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La  writ,  t The  next  a kin  then  to  his  Lordihips  favour ; 
The  man  he  fmiles  upon. 

Cler.  Why  this  is  vengeance,  horrid,  and  dire. 

La  writ.  I love  a dire  revenge : 

Give  me  the  man  that  will  all  others  kill,  c 

And  laft  himfelf,  : 

(^ler.  You  ftole  that  refolution. 

La-writ.  I had  it  in  a Play,  but  that’s  all  one, 

I wou’d  fc.e  it  done. 

Cler.  Come,  you  mull  be  more  merciful. 

La-writ.  To  no  Lords  Coufms  in  the  world,  I hate  ’em 
A Lords  Coufin  to  me  is  a kind  of  Cockatrice, 

If  I lee  him  firll:,  he  dies. 

A rtrange  Antipathy. 

Cler.  U^at  think  you  of  their  Nieces  ? 

La-writ.  Ifl  like ’em. 

They  may  live,  and  multiply,  ’tis  a cold  morning. 

Cler.  ’Tis  fnarp  indeed  ; you  have  broke  your  fall  ? 
La-wnt.  No  verily. 

Cler.  Your  valour  would  have  ask’d  a good  foundation. 
La-wnt.  Hang  him.  Tie  kill  him  falling. 

Enter  Sariipfon  and  the  Gent. 

Cler.  Here  they  come. 

Bear  your  felf  in  your  language,  fmooth  and  gently. 

When  your  fwords  argue. 

La-wnt.  ’Pray  Sir,  fpare  your  precepts. 

(jent.  I have  brought  you.  Sir 

La-writ.  ’Tis  very  well,  no  words. 

You  are  welcome,  Sir. 

Sam.  I thank  you,  Sir,  few  words. 

La  writ.  I’le  kill  you  for  your  Uncles  lake. 

Sam.  I love  you, 

rie  cut  your  throat  for  your  own  fake. 

La-writ.  I efteem  of  you. 

Offr.  Let’s  render ’em  honelt, and  fair, Gentlemen, 

Search  my  friend,  Tie  fearch  yours. 

Gent.  That’s  quickly  dene. 

Cler.  You  come  with  no  Spells,  nor  Witchcrafts? 

Sam.  I come  fairly  to  kill  him  honeftly. 

La-wnt.  Hang  Spells,  and  W''itchcratts, 

I come  to  kill  my  Lords  Nephew  like  a Gentleman, 

And  fo  I kils  his  hand. 

Gent.  This  Doublet  is  too  ItilT. 

La-writ.  Olfwith’t,  I hate  it. 

And  all  fuch  fortifications,  feel  my  skin, 

If  that  be  fli  fT,  flea  that  off  too. 

Gent.  ’Tis  no  foft  one. 

La-writ.  Offwith’t,  I fay : 
rie  fight  with  him  like  a flea’d  Cat. 

Gent.  You  are  well,  you  are  well. 

Cler.  You  mult  uncafe  too. 

Sam.  Yes,  Sir. 

But  tell  me  this,  why  fhould  I mix  mine  honour 
With  a fellow,  that  has  ne’re  a lace  in’s  fhirt  ? 

Gent.  That’s  a main  point,  my  friend  has  two. 

Cler.  That’s  true,  Sir. 

La  w.  Bafe  and  degenerate  Coufin,  dofl  not  thou  know 
An  old,  and  tatter’d  colours,  to  the  enemy. 

Is  of  more  honour,  and  (hews  more  ominous? 

This  fhirt,  five  times,  victorious  I have  fought  under. 

And  cut  through  fquadrons  of  your  curious  cut  works, 

As  I will  do  through  thine,  fhake,  and  be  fatisfied. 

Cler.  Thisis  nnanfvverable. 

Sam.  But  may  I fight  with  a foul  fiiirt? 

Gent.  Mofl:  certain,  fo  it  be  a fighting  fliirt. 

Let  it  bonc’re  fo  foul,  or  lowfie,  C£far  wore  fuch  a one. 
Sam.  Saint  Denis  then ; I accept  your  fhirt. 

Cler.  Not  fo  forward,  firft  you  muft  talk, 

’Tis  a main  point,  of  the  French  method. 

Talk  civilly,  and  make  your  caufe  Authentick. 

Qent.  No  weapon  muft  be  near  you,  nor  no  anger. 

Cler.  When  you  have  done,  then  ftir  your  refolutions, 
Take  to  your  Weapons  bravely. 
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La  wnt.  ’Tis  too  cold 
This  foi  a Summer  fight. 

Cler.  Not  for  a world  you  fhould  tranfgrefs  the  rules. 

Sam.  ’Tis  pievilh  weather,  * • 

I had  rather  fight  without. 

^ent.  An  ’twere  in  a River. 

Qer.  Where  both  flood  up  toth’  chins. 

La-wnt.  Then  let’s  talk  quickly, 

o’  this  circumflance. 

Cler.  Are  the  Horfes  come  yet  ? . 

Gent.  Yes  certain:  giveyour  fwords  to  us,  now  civilly. 

Cler.  We’ll  Hand  a while  ofi'^  take  the  things,and  leave’em, 
You  know  when,  and  let  the  children  play : ’ 

This  is  a dainty  time  of  year  for  puppies. 

Would  the  old  Lord  were  here. 

Gent.  He  would  dye  with  laughter. 

Cler.  1 am  forty  I have  no  time  to  fee  this  game  out. 
Away,  away. 

Gent.  Here’s  like  to  be  a hot  fight. 

Call  when  y’are  fit.  \_Ex.  Cler.  and  Qent. 

La  wnt.  Why  look  you  Sir,yoo  feem  to  be  a Gentleman, 
And  you  come  in  honour  of  your  Uncle,  boh,  boh, ’tis  vet) 
Your  Uncle  has  offer’d  me  fome  few  affronts,  (cold  \ 

Pall  flefh  and  blood  to  bear : boh,  boh,  wondrous  cold. 

Sam.  My  Lord,  mine  Uncle,  is  an  honourable  man. 
And  what  he  offers,  boh,  boh,  cold  indeed, 

Having  made  choice  of  me,  an  unworthy  kinfman. 

Yet  take  me  with  you ; boh,  boh,  peftilence  cold. 

Not  altogether. 

La-wnt.  Boh,  boh,  I fay  altogether. 

Sam.  You  fay  you  know  not  what  then?  boh,  boh.  Sir. 

La-writ.  Sir  me  with  your  fword  in  your  hand  \ 

You  have  a feurvy  Uncle,  you  have  a molt  feurvy  caufe, 
And  you  are boh,  boh. 

Sam.  Boh,  boh,  what  ? 

La  writ.  A fhitten  feurvy  Coufin. 

Samp.  Our  Swords  •,  our  Swords  *, 
riiou  art  a Dog,  and  like  a Dog,  our  Swords. 

La-w.  Our  weapons  G entlemendia  ? vrhere’s  your  fecond  ? 

Sam.  Where’s  yours  ? 

La-wnt.  Soho^  our  weapons. 

Sam.  Wa,  lia,ho,  our  weapons; 

Our  Doublets  and  our  weapons,  I am  dead. 

La  w.  firfl,  fecond,  third,  a pi be  wi’you Gentlemen. 

Sam.  Are  thefe  the  rules  of  honour  ? lamflarv’d. 

La  w.  Theyarcgone,and  weare  herej  whatfhall  we  do? 

Sam.  O for  a couple  of  Faggots. 

La-w.  Hang  a couple  of  Faggots. 

Dar’H  thou  take  a killing  cold  with  me  ? 

Sam.  1 have  it  already.  (Doublets  ? 

La-w.  Rogues,  Thieves,  boh,  boh,  run  away  with  our 
To  fight  at  Buffets  now,  ’twere  fuch  a May-game. 

Sam  There  w'ere  no  honour  in’t,  pi on’t,  ’tis  feurvy. 

La  w.  Or  to  revenge  my  wrongs  at  filty-cuffes. 

Sam.  My  Lord,  mine  Uncles  caufe,  depend  on  Boxes? 

La  w.  Let’s  go  in  queff,  if  we  ever  recover  ’em. 

Sam.  1,  come,  our  Colds  together,  and  our  Doublets. 

La  w.  Give  me  thy  hand  ; theu  art  a valiant  Gentleman, 
I fay  1 fever  we  recover  ’em- 

Sam.  Let’s  get  into  a houfc  and  warm  our  hearts. 

La  w.  Theie’s  ne’re  a houfe  within  this  mile,  beat  me, 
Kick  me  and  beat  me  as  1 go,  and  I’le  beat  thee  too, 

To  keep  us  warm if  ever  wc  recover  ’em 

Kick  hard,  1 am  frozen  ; fo,  fo,  now  I feel  it. 

Sam.  lam  dull  yet. 

Law.  riewarmthee,  I’lewarmthee Gentlemen? 

Rogues,  Thieves,  Thieves : run  now  I’le  follow  thee.  [_Exeunt. 

£«ffrVertaign,  Champernel,  Bcaupre,  Verdone, 
Lamira,  Annabel,  Charlote,  Nurfe. 

Kerta.  Ufelegs,  and  have  legs. 

Cham.  You  that  have  legs  fay  fo, 

I put  my  one  to  too  much  ftrefs. 

Ferdo.  YourHorfe,  Sir, 
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Will  meet  you  within  half  a mile. 

Tlfemlk  lb  well,  I niould  not  mifs  my  Coach, 

' ’hough  it  were  further.  zAmabel  thou  art  lad . 

What  ails  my  Niece? 

Bean.  She’s  Hill  mufing,  Sifter, 

How  quietly  her  late  bed-fellow  lay  by  her. 

Nurfe.  Old  as  I am,  he  would  haveftartled  me, 

^Jor  can  you  blame  her. 

, Char.  Had  I ta’ne  her  place 
Iknownot,  butlfear,  llhouldha  Ihreekd, 

Though  he  had  never  offer  d 

Jrta.  Out  upon  thee, 

Xhou  wouldft  have  taught 

Char.  I think,  with  your  pardon, 

That  you  wifli  now  you  had. 

Ferta.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  , . • 

There’sno  ill  meant:  ha?  Mufick,  and  choice  Mufick? 

^ CharfK  ’Tis  near  us  in  the  Grove  •,  what  courteous  bounty 
Beftows  it  on  us .?  my  dancing  days  are  done 
Yeti  would  thank  the  giver,  did  I know  him. 

Ferdo.  ’Tis  queftionlefs,  fome  one  ofyour  own  Village, 
That  hearing  of  your  purpos’d  journey  thither. 

Prepares  it  for  your  entertainment,  and 
The  honour  of  my  Lady. 

Latyi.  1 think  rather. 

Some  ofyour  Lordihips  Clients. 

Beaa^.  What  fay  you  Coiifin, 

If  they  Ihould  prove  your  Suitors  ? 

Ferd.  That’s  moft  likely.  . 

Ntirfe.  1 fay  if  you  are  noble,  be  t who  will, 

Go  prefently  and  thank  ’em ; 1 can  jump  yet. 

Or  tread  a mcafure. 

' Lam.  Like  a Millers  Marc.  u r- 

Nifrf.  I warrant  you  well  enough  to  ferve  the  Country, 

I’le  make  one,  and  lead  tne  way.  lExtt. 

ciyarl.  Do  you  note, 

How]zealous  the  old  Crone  is . 

Lam.  And  you  titter 

As  eagerly  as  Ihe ; come  fweet,  we  11  follow. 

No  ill  can  be  intended.  IMufcKcrtds 

Cham.  1 ne’re  fear’d  yet.  {^Exeunt 


SONG  in  the  M^ood. 
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Hu  way,  this  way  come  and  hear, 

Ton  that  hold  thefe  pleajures  dear. 

Fill  your  ears  with  our  fweet  found, 

Whiijl  ivf  melt  the froz.en  ground : 
this  way  come,  make  haji  e oh  fair , 

Let  your  clear  eyes  gild  the  Air  ; 

Come  and  blefs  us  with )OHr  fight, 
this  way,  this  w.ty,  fseli^delighr . 

Enter  a company  of  Gentlemen,  like  Ruffians. 

1 Gent.  They  are  ours,  but  draw  them  on  a little  further 
From  the  foot  path  into  the  neighbouring  thicket, 

And  we  may  do’t,  as  fafe  as  in  a Caltle. 

2 Gent.  They  follow  ftill  •,  the  Prefident  Fertaigne 
Comes  on  a pace,  and  Cfo-swptrwe/ limps  after  5^ 

The  Women,  as  if  they  had  wings,  and  walk’t 
Upon  the  Air,  fly  to  us. 

I Gent.  They  are  welcome. 

We’ll  make ’em  fporf,  make  a ftand  here,  all  know 
How  we  are  to  proceed. 

zGent.  We  are  inftrucled.  Still  Mufick  wtthtn. 

I Gent.  One  ftrain  or  two  more.  {Gent.  off. 

£«ffr  Vertaigne,  Champcrnel,  Beaupre,  Verdone, 
Lamira,  Anabel,  Nurfe,  Charlote. 

Ex'cellent,  they  are  come. 

Nurfe.  We  cannot  mifs,  in  fuch  a bufinefs,  yet 


Mine  ear  ne’r  fail’d  me.  {Mufick  for  the  Dance, 

Chari.  Would  we  were  at  it  once, 

I do  not  walk,  but  Dance. 

iGent.  You  lhali  have  dancing.  • . . 

Begin,  and  when  1 give  the  word 

; 2 Gent.  No  more : 

iVe  areinftrudled.  {Dance. 

Beaupre.  But  win  us  fairly 

I Gent.  O Sir,  we  do  not  come  to  try  your  valour, 

But  to  poflefs  you,  yet  we  ufe  you  kindly 
In  that,  like  Englifli  Thieves,  we  kill  you  not, 

But  are  contented  with  the  fpoil. 

Ferta.  Oh  Heaven ! 

How  hath  mine  age  deferv’d  this.^ 

Cham.  Hell  confound  it. 

This  comes  of  walking  5 bad  1 kept  my  legs. 

Or  my  good  Horfe^  my  Armour  on. 

My  Staff  in  ray  reft, and  this  good  Sword  too, friend, 

How  1 would  break  and  fcatter  thefe. 

All  Gent.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ch.tm.  Do  you  fcorn  me  Rogues  ? 

Niirf  Nay,  Gentlemen,  kind  Gentlemen, 

Or  honeft  ke«pers  of  thefe  woods,  but  hear  me. 

Be  not  fo  rough  5 ifyou  are  taken  with 
My  beauty,  as  it  hath  been  worth  the  feeking. 

Some  one  or  two  of  you  try  me  in  private. 

You  (hall  not  find  me  fqueamifh. 

Chari.  Do  not  kill  me, 

And  do  your  worft.  Tie  l^ffer. 

Lam.  Peace  vile  creatures, 

Fert.  Do  you  know  me,  or  my  place,that  you  prefumenst 
To  touch  ray  perfon  ? 

iGent.  Ifyou  are  well,  reftfo, 

Provoke  not  angry  Wafps. 

Ferta.  You  are  Walps  indeed. 

Never  created  to  yield  Wax  or  Honey, 

But  for  your  Countries  torment*,  yet  if  you  are  men, 

( Asyou  feem  fuch  in  fhape)  if  true  born  French-men, 
However  want  compels  you  to  thefe  courfes. 

Reft  fatisfied  with  what  you  can  take  from  us, 

(Thefe  Ladies  honours,  and  our  liberties  fafe) 

We  freely  give  it. 

1 Gent.  You  give  but  our  own. 

Ferta.  Look  on  thefe  grey  hairs,  as  you  would  be  old. 
Their  tears,  as  you  would  have  yours  to  find  mercy 
When  Juftice  lhali  o’rctake  you. 

Cham.  Look  on  me. 

Look  on  me  Rafcals,  and  learn  of  me  too. 

That  have  been  in  fome  part  of  your  profefllon. 

Before  that  moft  of  you  ere  fuck’d,  1 know  it, 

1 have  rode  hard,  and  late  too. 

Ferta.  Take  heed.  Sir. 

Cham.  Then  ufe  me  like  a Brother  of  the  Trade, 

For  1 have  been  at  Sea,  as  you  on  land  are, 

Reftore  my  Matrimony  undefil’d. 

Wrong  not  my  Necce,  and  for  our  gold  or  filver. 

If  I purfue  you,  hang  me. 

Nurf.  ’Tis  well  offer’d. 

And  as  I faid,  fweet  Gentlemen,  with  fowre  faces, 

Ifyou  are  high,  and  want  fome  fport,  orfo, 

(As  living  without  adion  here,  you  may  do) 

Forbear  their  tender  griffels,  they  are  meat 
Will  wafli  away,  there  is  no  fubftance  in  it, 

W^e  that  are  expert  in  the  game,  and  tough  too. 

Will  hold  you  play. 


Enter  Dmznt  and  Ckremont.  \ 

* n* 

1 Gent.  This  Hen  longs  to  be  troden. 

Din.  Lackey,  my  Horfe. 

Cer.  This  way,  I heard  the  cries 
Ofdiftrefs’d  Women. 

2 Gent.  Stand  upon  your  guard. 

Dtn.  Who’s  here?  ray  witty,  Icorrfful Lady-plot 
In  the  hands  of  Ruffians  ? 


Cler. 
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Cler.  And  my  fine  cold  virgin, 

That  was  infenfible  of  man,  and  woman  / 

Dw.  juftice  too, 

Without  a fword  to  guard  it  felf 
Clcr.  And  valour  with  its  hands  bound  ? 

Din.  And  the  great  Souldier  dull  ? 

Why  this  is  ftrange. 

Lam.  Dinant  as  thou  art  noble 

Ana.  As  thou  art  valiant  Cleremont 

Lam.  As  ever  I appear’d  lovely 

Ana.  As  you  ever  hope 

For  what  I would  give  gladly 

Cer.  Pretty  conjurations. 

Lam.  All  injuries  a little  laid  behind  ydu. 

Ana.  Shew  your  felves  men,  and  help  us. 

Din.  Though  your  many 
And  grofs  abufes  of  me  fhould  more  move  me 

To  triumph  in  your  miferies  than  relieve  you, 

Yet  that  hereafter  you  may  know  that  I 
The  fcorn’d  and  defpis’d  Dinant.,  know  what  does 

Belong  to  honour,  thus 

Cler.  I will  lay  little,  *•  Fight. 

Speak  thou  for  me. 

Cham,  ’Tis  bravely  fought. 

F^erta.  Brave  tempers. 

To  do  thus  for  their  enemies. 

Qjam.  They  are  loft  yet. 

1 Gent.  You  that  would  refcue  others,  fliall  now'  feel 
What  they  were  born  to. 

2 Gent.  Hurry  them  away.  Manent  Vert. 

Cham.  That  I could  follow  them.  and  Champernel. 
Vert  a.  I only  can  lament  my  fortune, and  defire  of  heaven 

A little  life  for  my  revenge. 

Cham.  The  Provoft 

Shall  fire  the  woods,  but  I will  find  ’em  out. 

No  cave, no  rock,  nor  hell  Ihall  keep  them  from 
My  fearching  vengeance. 

Enter  La-writ,  and  Sampfon. 

La  mit.  Ocold!  O fearfull  cold ! plague  of  all  feconds. 
Samp.  O for  a pint  of  burnt  wine,  or  a lip 
Of  aqua-fortis, 

Cham.  The  rogues  have  met  with  thefe  two 
Upon  my  life  and  rob’d  ’em. 

La  writ.  As  you  are  honourable  Gentlemen, 

Impart  unto  a couple  of  cold  combatants. 

Sam.  My  Lord,  mine  uncle  as  I live. 

La  writ.  Pox  take  him. 

How  that  w’ord  has  warm’d  my  mouth  ? 

Verta.  Why  how  now  Coufin  ? • 

Why,  why  ? and  where  man,  have  you  been  ? at  a Poulters*^ 
That  you  are  cas’d  thus  like  a rabbet  ? I could  laugh  noW; 
And  1 fiiall  laugh, for  all  1 have  loft  my  Children, 

Laugh  monftroufly. 

Cham.  What  are  they  ? 

Vert  a.  Give  me  leave  Sir, 

Laugh  more  and  more, never  leave  laughing. 

Cham.  Why  Sir 

Verta.'Why  ’tis  fuch  a thing  I fmell  it  Sir,I  fmell  it, 

Such  a ridiculous  thing, 

La-writ.  Do  you  laugh  at  me  my  Lord  ? 

I am  very  cold,  but  that  Ihould  not  be  laught  at. 

Cham.  What  art  thou  > 

La-writ.  What  art  thou  ? 

Sam.  If  he  had  his  doublet. 

And  his  fword  by  his  fide,  as  a Gentleman  ought  to  have. 
Verta.  Peace  MonfieurS^wpyi);/. 

Cham.  06me  hither  little  Gentleman. 

La  writ.  Bafe  is  the  flave  commanded : come  to  me. 

V erta.  This  is  the  little  advocate. 

Cham.  What  advocate? 

V rrta.  Thelittle  advocate  that  Tent  me  a challenge, 

I told  you  that  my  Nephew  undertook  it, 

And  what  ’twas  like  to  prove : now  you  fee  the  ilTue. 
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^ Cham.  Is  this  the  little  Lawyer  ? 

La  writ.  You  have  .n  fword  Sir, 

And  I have  none,  you  have  a doublet  toO 
That  keeps  you  warm,  and  makes  you  merry. 

Sam.  If  your  Lordlhip  knew 
The  nature,  and  the  noblencfs  of  the  Gentleman, 

Though  he  fiiew  flight  here,  and  at  what  gufts  of  danger  j 
His  manhood  has  arrived,  j 

But  that  ! 

Mens  fates  are  foolilli,  j 

And  often  headlong  overrun  their  fortunes.  ; 

La-writ.  That  little  Lawyer  would  fo  prick  his  ears  up,  i 
And  bite  your  honour  by  the  nolc.  i 

Cham.  Say  you  fo  Sir  ? (too.  | 

La-wnt.  So  niggle  about  your  grave  (bins  Lord  Vertagine  j 
Sam.  No  more  fweet  Gentleman,  no  more  of  that  Sir.  j 
La-writ.  1 will  have  more,  I muft  have  more.  j 

Verta.  Out  with  it.  ’ 

Sam.  Nay  he  is  as  brave  a fellow. — I 

Cham.  Have  I caught  you  ? him  down.  ' 

V rrta.  Do  not  kill  him,  do  not  kill  him. 

(ham.  No,  no,  no,  I will  not.  Do  you  peep  again  ? 

Down  down  proud  heart. 

Sam.  O valour, 

Look  up  brave  friend,  I have  no  mea.ns.to  refcue  thee, 

My  Kingdom  for  a fword. 

(ham.  rie  fword  you  prefently, 

Tie  claw  your  skin  coat  too.  i 

Verta.  Away  good  Sampfon,  | 

Yougoe  tografselfe  inltantly.  I 

Sam.  But  do  not  murder  my  brave  friend.  j 

Verta.  Not  one  word.  j 

(ham.  Ifyoudofirra — 

Sam.  Muft  I goe  off dilhonour’d  ? 

Adverfity  tries  valour,  fo  I leave  thee.  l_Exit. 

Cham.  Are  you  a Lawyer  Sir  ? 

La-writ.  I was,  1 was  Sir. 

Cham.  Nay  never  look,  your  Lawyers  pate  is  broken. 

And  your  litigious  blood  about  your  cars  firra. 

Why  do  you  fight  and  fnarle  ? 

La-writ.  I was  pofleft. 

Cham.  Tie  difpolfefs  you. 

Verta.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

La-writ.  Ft  tn  Brute  ? 

Verta.  Beat  him  no  more,- 
(ham.  Alas  Sir  I muft  beat  him. 

Beat  him  into  his  bufinefs  again,  he  w'ill  be  loft  elfe. 

Verta.  Then  take  your  way. 

(ham.  Ly  ftill,  and  doe  not  ftruggle. 

La-writ.  I am  patient, 

I never  faw  my  blood  before,  it  jades  me, 

I have  no  more  heart  now  than  a goofe.  (of  living, 

Cham.Why  firra, why  do  you  leave  your  trade,  your  trade 
And  fend  your  challenges  like  thunderbolts. 

To  men  of  honour’d  place  ? 

La-wnt.  I underftand  Sir, 

I never  underftood  before  your  beating. 

0 Cham.  Does  this  work  on  you  ? 

La-writ.  Yes. 

Cham.  Do  you  thank  me  for’t  ? 

La-writ.  As  well  as  a beaten  man  can. 

Cham.  And  do  you  promife  me. 

To  fall  clofe  to  your  trade  again  ? leave  brawling  ? 

La-writ.  If  you  will  give  me  leave  and  life. 

Cham.  And  ask  this  noble  man  forgivenefs  ? 

La-writ.  Heartily. 

Cham.  Rife  then,  and  get  you  gone,  and  let  me  hear  of 
As  of  an  advocate  new  vampt  •,  no  more  w'ords. 

Get  you  off  quickly,  and  make  no  murmurs, 

I Ihall  purfue  you  elfe. 

La  writ.  I have  done  fweet  Gentlemen.  ^Exit. 

Verta.  But  we  forget  our  felves,our  friends  and  Children. 
Cham.  We’l  raife  the  country  firft,then  take  our  fortunes. 

[_ExeHnt.\ 

Z Z 2 Ente^ 
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Enter  one  Gentleman,  and  Lamira. 


I ^ent.  Shall  I entreat  for  what  I may  command  ? 

Lam.  Think  on  my  birth. 

I Gent.  Here  I am  only  Noble, 

A King,  and  thou  in  my  dominions,  fool, 

A fubjed  and  a flave. 

Lam.  Be  not  a Tyrant , 

Aravifherofhonour,  gentle  Sir, 

And  I will  think  ye  fuch,  and  on  my  knees. 

As  to  my  Soveraign,  pay  a Subjedls  duty, 

With  prayers  and  tears. 

1 Gent,  I like  this  humble  carriage, 

I will  walk  by,  but  kneel  you  Hill  and  we-ep  too. 

It  flicws  well,  while  1 meditate  on  the  prey. 

Before  I feize  it. 

Lam.  Is  there  no  mcrcie,  Heaven? 

Enter  fecond  Gent,  and  Anabel. 

zGent.  Not  kifs  you? 

1 will  kifs  and  kifs  again. 
y4na.  Savage  villain ! 

My  Innocence  be  my  ftrength,  1 dodcfiethec. 

Thus  fcorn  and  Ipit  at  thee ; will  you  come  on  Sir  ? 

You  are  hot,  there  is  a cooler. 

2 Gent.  A virago?  (defs, 

./^na.  No,  loathfome  Goat,  more,  more,  I am  that  God- 
That  here  with  whips  of  Heel  in  hell  hereafter 
Scourge  rape  and  theft. 

2 Gent.  I’le  try  your  deity. 

c^na.  My  chaHity,  and  this  knife  held  by  a Virgin, 
Againll  thy  luH,  thy  fword  and  thee  a BeaH, 

Call  on  for  the  encounter. 

2 Gent.  Now  what  think  you  ? Throws  her  and 

Are  you  a Goddefs  ? taks  her  Kmfe. 

Ana.  In  me  their  power  fuffers, 

That  Ihould  proted  the  Innocent. 

I Cent,  lam  all  fire. 

And  thou  Ilialt  quench  it,  and  ferve  my  plcafures. 

Come  partner  in  the  fpoil  and  the  reward,  .> 

Let  us  enjoy  our  purchafe. 

Lam.  O JDinant  ! 

0 Heaven  ! O Husband  / 

Ana.  O my  Clercmont ! 

1 Gent.  Two  are  our  flaves  they  call  on,  bring  ’em  forth 
As  they  are  chain’d  together,Ict  them  fee 

And  fuller  in  the  object. 

Enter  Diuant,  and  Cleremont,  bound  by  the 
refi  of  the  Gent. 

2 Cent.  While  we  fit 

• And  without  pity  hear  ’em. 

Cler.  By  my  life, 

1 iu.fier  more  for  thee  than  for  my  felf. 

Dm.  Be  a man  Clercmont ^ and  look  upon  ’em 
As  fuch  that  not  alone  abus’d  our  fervicc,  . 

Fed  us  with  hopes  moH  bitter  in  digeftion. 

But  when  love  fail’d,  to  draw  on  further  milchief, 

, The  baits  they  laid  for  us,  were  our  own  honours, 

Which  thus  hath  made  us  flaves  too,  worfe  than  flaves. 

2 Gent.  He  dies. 

I Cjent.  Pray  hold,  give  him  a little  refpite. 

Dm.  1 fee  you  now  beyond  expreflion  wretched. 

The  wit  you  brag’d  of  fool’d,  that  boaHed  honour. 

As  you  believ’d  compafs’d  with  walls  of  brals. 

To  guard  it  fu re,  fubjedt  to  be  o’rethrowm 
With  the  leaH  blaHof  luH. 

Lam.  A moHfad  truth. 

Dm.  That  confidence  which  was  not  to  be  lhaken 
In  a perpetual  fever,  and  thofe  favours, 

Which  with  fo  Hrong  and  Ceremonious  duty 
Your  lover  and  a Gentleman  long  fought  for, 

I Sought,  filed,  and  kneel’d  in  vain  for,  muH  you  yield  up 
1 To  a licentious  villain,  that  will  hardly 


Allow  you  thanks  for’t. 

Cler.  Something  I muH  fay  too. 

And  to  you  pretty  one,  though  crying  one  ^ 

To  be  hang’d  now,when  thefe  vvorlhipful  benchers  plcafe. 
Though  I know  not  their  faces  that  condemn  me, 

A little  Hartles  me,  but  a man  is  nothing, 

A Maidenhead  is  the  thing,  the  thing  all  aim  at ; 

Do  not  you  wifli  now,  and  w’ifn  from  your  heart  too. 
When  fcarce  fweet  with  my  fears,  I long  lay  by  you 
Thofe  fears  you  and  your  good  Aunt  put  upon  me. 

To  make  you  fport,you  had  given  a little  hint, 

A touch  or  fo,  to  tell  me  I was  mortal. 

And  by  a mortal  woman  ? 

Ana.  Pray  you  no  more. 

Cler.  If  I had  loos’d  that  virgin  Zone,obfcrve  me,  . 

I would  have  hired  the  bcH  of  all  our  Poets 
To  have  fung  fo  much,  and  fo  well  in  the  honour 
Of  that  nights  joy,  that  afternoon. 

Nor  his  Corinna  Ihould  again  be  mention’d. 

Ana.  1 do  repent,  and  wilh  I had. 

Ger.  That’s  comfort. 

But  now ,, 

2 Gent.  Another  that  will  have  it  offer’ll) 

Compel  it  to  be  offer’d,  fhall  enjoy  it. 

Cler.  A rogue,  a ruffian. 

2 Gent.  As  you  love  your  throat, 

I Gent.  Away  with  them. 

Ana.  O Geremont ! 

Lam.  O Dinant ! 

Dtn.  I can  but  add  your  forrows  to  my  forrows. 

Your  fears  to  my  fears. 

Cler.  To  your  wifhes  mine. 

This  flave  may  prove  unable  to  perform, 

Till  I perform  the  task  that  1 was  born  for. 

t^na.  Amen,  amen. 

1 (jent.  Drag  the  flaves  hence,  for  you 

A while  Tie  lock  you  up  here,  Hudy  all  ways 
You  can  to  plcafe  me,  or  the  deed  being  done. 

You  arc  but  dead. 

2 Gent.  This  Hrong  Vault  fhall  contain  you , 

There  think  how  many  for  your  maidenhead 
Have  pin’d  away,  and  be  prepar’d  to  lofc  it 
With  penitence. 

1 Gent.  No  humane  help  can  favc  you. 

Ladyes.  Help,  help? 

2 Gent.  You  cry  in  vain,  rocks  cannot  hear  you. 


► ASlfts  Quintj^.  Scena  Trinta. 

A Horrid  noife  of  Mufique  within. 

Enter  one  and  opens  the  door  ^ in  which  Lamira  and 
Anabel  were  fmt^  they  m all  fear. 

Lam.  Coufin  how  I fliakc  all  this  long  night ! 

What  frights  and  noifes  wc  have  heard,  Hill 
■■he  villains  put  on  fhapes  to  torture  us,  (they  cncreafe. 
And  to  their  Devils  form  fuch  preparations 
As  if  they  were  a hatching  new  difhonours. 

And  fatal  mine,  paH  dull  mans  invention. 

Goe  not  too  far,  and  pray  good  Coufin  Anabef 

Hark  a new  noife.  Aftrange  Muftek. 

Ana.  They  are  exquifite  in  mifehief,  Sackbut  & Troop 
I will  goe  on,  this  room  gives  no  protection,  Mufek. 

More  than  the  next,  what’s  that } how  fad  and  hollow. 

The  found  comes  to  us.  Thieves  peeping. 

Lam.  Groaning.^  or  finging  is  it?  Louder. 

Ana.  The  wind  I think,  murmuring  amongH  old  rooms. 
Lam.  Now  it  grows  lowder,  fure  fomc  fad  prefage 
Ofour  foul  lois look  now  they  peep. 

I Ana.  Pox  peep  ’tni. 

Lam.  O give  them  gentle  language. 

Ana.  Give  ’em  rats-bane.  Teep  above. 

Lam. 
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Lam.  Now  they  are  above. 

Ana.  I would  they  were  i’th’  Center. 

Lam.  Thou  art  fo  fooli/h  defperate. 

Ana.  Since  we  mufi:  iofc. 

Lam.  Call  ’em  brave  fellows,  Gentlemen. 

Ana.  Call  ’em  rogues. 

Rogues  as  they  are, rude  rogues,uncivil  villains.  (ger  ? 

Lam.  Look  an  thou  woo’t  beware,  doft  thou  feel  the  dan 
Ana.  Till  the  danger  feel  me,  thus  will  I talk  Hill, 

And  w'orfe  when  that  comes  too  ; they  cannot  eat  me. 

This  is  a punilliment,  upon  our  own  prides 
Molt  juftly  laid  •,  we  muft  abufe  brave  Gentlemen, 

Make  ’em  tame  fools,  and  hobby-horles,  laugh  and  jear  at 
Such  men  too,  and  fo  handfom  and  lb  Noble, 

That  howfoe’re  we  feem’d  to  carry  it  

Wou’d  ’twere  to  do  again. 

Lam.  I do  corifefs  coufin, 

I was  too  harlh,  too  foolilh. 

Ana.  Do  you -feel  it.^ 

Do  you  find  it  now  ? take  heed  o’th’  punifhment, 

We  might  have  had  two  gallant  Gentlemen, 

Proper,  young,  O how  it  tortures  me  I 

Two  Devils  no  w,two  rafcals,  two  and  twenty 

Lam.  O think  not  fo. 

Ana.  Nay  an  we  ’fcape  fo  modeftly 

Lam.  May  we  be  worthy  any  eyes, or  knowledge, 

When  we  are  ufed  thus  ? 

Ana.  Why  not  f why  do  you  cry  ? 

Are  we  not  women  ftiil  ? what  were  we  made  for  ? 

Lam.  But  thus,  thus  bafely 

Ana.  ’Tisagainfl:  ourvills, 

And  if  there  come  a thoufand  fo, 

Lam.  Out  on  thee. 

Ana.  You  are  a fool,  what  we  cannot  refill:. 

Why  Ihould  we  grieve  and  blufli  for  ? there  be  women. 

And  they  that  bear  the  name  of  excellent  women 
W’ould  give  their  whole  eftates  to  meet  this  fortune. 

Lam.  Hark,  a new  noife.  New fonnd within. 

Ana.  Let  ’emgoe  on,  1 fear  not. 

If  wrangling,  fighting  and  fcratching  cannot  preferve  me. 
Why  fo  be  it  Coufin  y if  I be  ordain’d 
To  breed  a race  of  rogues. 

Enter  four  over  the  fiage  with  Beaupre,  Verdone, 

bound  and  halters  about  their  necks. 

Lam.  They  come.  Ana.  Be  firm. 

They  are  welcom. 

Lam.  What  mask  of  death  is  this  ? O my  dear  Brother. 
Ana.  My  Couz  too  *,  why  now  y’are  glorious  villains. 
Lam.  O lhall  we  lofe  our  honours  ? 

Ana.  Let  ’em  goe. 

When  death  prepares  the  way,  they  are  but  Pageants. 

Why  muft  thefe  dye  ? 

Beau.  Lament  your  own  misfortunes , 

We  perifii  happily  before  your  ruins. 

Ana.  Has  mifehief  ne’r  a tongue  ? 

I Gent.  Yes  foolilh  woman. 

Our  Captains  will  is  death. 

Ana.  You  dare  not  do  it.  ^ 

Tell  thy  bale  boifterous  Captain  what  1 lay, 

Thy  lawlefs  Captain  that  be  dares  not ; • 

Do  you  laugh  you  rogue  ? you  pamper’d  rogue  ? 

Lam.  Good  Sir, 

Good  Coufin  gently,  as  y’are  a Gentleman, — 

Ana.  A Gentleman  ? a flave,  a dog,  the  devils  harbinger. 
Lam.  Sir  as  you  had  a Mother. 

Ana.  He  a Mother  ? 

Shame  not  the  name  of  Mother,  allieBear 
A bloody  old  wolf  bitch,  a woman  Mother? 

Looks  that  rode  lump,  as  if  he  had  a Mother  ? 

Intreat  him  ? hang  him,  do  thy  worft,  thou  dar’ft  not. 

Thou  dar’ft  not  wrong  their  lives,  thy  Captain  dares  not, 
They  are  perfons  of  more  price. 

E'er.  Whate’re  we  fuffer 


Let  not  your  angers  w’rong  you. 

Ana.  You  cannot  fuffer. 

The  men  that  do  this  deed,  muft  live  i’th’  moon 
Free  from  the  gripe  of  Julticc. 

Lam.  Is  it  not  better  ? 

Ana.  Is  it  not  better  ? let  ’em  goe  on  like  raftals 
And  put  falle  faces  on  *,  they  dare  not  doit  j 
Flatter  fuch  ftabbs  of  nature? 

(jent.  Woman,  woman 
The  next  work  is  with  you. 

Ana.  Unbind  thofe  Gentlemen, 

And  put  their  fatal  fortunes  on  our  necks. 

Lam.  As  you  have  mercy  do. 

Ana.  As  you  are  monfters.  ( nours 

Lam.  Fright  us  no  more  with  fiiipwrack  of  our  ho- 
Nor  if  there  be  a guilt  by  us  committed 
Let  it  endanger  thofe. 

Ana.  I fay  they  dare  not, 

There  be  a thouftnd  galloufes,  ye  rogues. 

Tortures,  ye  bloody  rogues,  wheels. 

Gent.  Away.  Lam.  Stay.  Ana.  Stay. 

Stay  and  fie  flatter  too : good  fweet  fac’d  Gentlemen, 

You  excellent  in  honefty  •,  O Kinfmen ! 

0 Noble  kinfmen  ! 

Gent.  Aw'ay  with  ’em.  {JEx.  V’er.  Beaup.  WGcnt. 
Ana.  Stay  yet. 

The  Devil  and  his  lovely  dam  walk  with  you, 

Come  fortify  your  felf,  if  they  do  dy. 

Which  all  their  ruggednefs  cannot  rack  into  me, 

They  cannot  find  an  hour  more  Innocent, 

Nor  more  friends  to  revenge  ’em. 

Enter  Cleremont,  difguis'd. 

Lam.  Now  ftand  conftant. 

For  now  our  tryal’s  come. 

Cler.  This  bcautie’s  mine. 

Your  minute' moves  not  yet. 

Lam.  She  finks  if  Chriftian, 

If  any  fpark  of  noble  heat. 

Cler.  Rife  Lady 

And  fearlefs  rife,  there’s  no  dilhonour  meant  you. 

Do  you  know  my  tongue  i 
Ana.  I have  heard  it. 

Cler.  Mark  it  better, 

1 am  one  that  loves  you,  fairly,  nobly  loves  you. 

Look  on  my  face  ? Ana.  O Sir  ? 

Cler.  No  more  words,  loftly 
Hark,  but  hark  wdfely  how,  underftand  well, 

Sufpedt  not,  fear  not. 

Ana.  You  have  brought  me  comfort. 

Cler.  If  you  think  me  worthy  of  voiir  husband, 

lam  no  rogue  nor  Bcgger,  ifyou  dare  do  thus 

Ana.  Youarc  Monfieur  CUremoTt. 

Cler.  lam  the  fame. 

If  you  dare  venture,  fpeak,  ifnot  1 leave  you, 

And  leave  you  to  the  mercy  of  thefe  villains 
That  will  not  w'ooe  ye  much. 

Ana.  Save  my  reputation. 

And  free  me  from  thefe  Haves. 

Cltr.  By  thiskifsfledoir. 

And  from  the  leaft  dilhonour  they  dare  aim  at  you , 

I have  a Prieft  too,  (hall  be  ready. 

Ana.  You  are  forward. 

L^w.Isthis  my  conftant  coufin?how  Ihe  whiipcrs, 

Kiffes  and  huggs  the  thief! 

Ana.  You’l  offer  nothing. 

Car.  Till  all  betyed. 

Not  as  1 am  a Gentleman. 

Ana.  Can  you  relieve  my  Aunt  too? 

Cler.  Not  yet  Miftris, 

But  fear  nothing,  all  (hall  be  well,  away  quickly 

It  muft  be  done  i’rh’ moment  or Ana.  I am  with  ye. 

fler.V\&  know  now  who  fleeps  by  me,keep  your  (landing. 

HFw.Cler.^wi^Anabel. 

I, am. 
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Lam.  Well,  go  thy  way,  and  thine  own  fliame  dwell  with 
Isthistheconftancy  Ihefhew’d,  the  bravery?  (thee. 
Thedear  love  and  the  life  (he  ow’d  her  kinfmen  ? 

0 brave  tongue,  valiant  glorious  woman? 

Is  this  the  noble  anger  you  arriv’d  at  ? 

Are  thefe  the  thieves  you  fcorn’d,  the  rogues  you  rail’d  at  ? 
The  fcabs  and  Icums  of  nature  ? O fair  modefty. 

Excellent  vertue,  whither  art  thou  fled  ? 

What  hand  O Heaven  is  over  us,  when  ftrong  virgins 
Yield  to  their  fears,  and  to  their  fears  their  fortunes  / 
Never  belief  come  near  me  more,  farewel  wench, 

A long  furevvcl  from  all  that  ever  knew  thee : 

My  turn  is  next, 

1 am  refolv’d,  it  comes 
But  in  a nobler  (hape,  ha  ? 

Enter  Dinant. 

Dm.  Blefle  ye  Lady. 

Lam.  Indeed  Sir,  I had  need  of  many  blelTings, 

For  all  the  hours  I have  had  fince  I came  here, 

Have  been  fo  many  curfes.  How  got  you  liberty  ? 

For  1 prefume  you  come’ to  comfort  me. 

Dm.  To  comfort  you,  and  love  you,  ’tis  molt  true, 

My  bondage  was  as  yours,  as  full  of  bitternefs 
And  every  hour  my  death. 

Lam.  Heaven  was  your  comfort. 

Dm.  Till  the  lafl:  evening,  fitting  full  offadnefs, 

Wailing,  Tweet  Miltris,  your  unhappy  fortunes, 

( Mine  own  I had  the  leafbeare  of)  round  about  me 
The  Captain  and  the  company  ftood  gaping, 

When  I began  the  ftory  of  my  love 
To  you  fair  Saint,  and  v\  ith  To  full  a forrow, 

Follow’d  each  point,  that  even  from  thofe  rude  eyes, 

That  never  knew  wh.at  pity  meant  or  mercy, 

There  dole  down  foft  relcntings ; take  heed  Millris, 

And  let  not  fuch  unholy  hearts  outdo  you. 

The  foft  plum’d  god  will  fee  again  •,  thus  taken, 

As  men  transform’d  with  the  ftrange  tale  I told. 

They  (food  ama2’d,then  bid  me  rife  and  live, 

Take  liberty  and  m:ansto  fee  your  perfon. 

And  wifht  me  prolperous  in  your  love,  wilh  you  fo. 

Be  wife  and  loving  Lady,  (hew  but  you  fo. 

Lam.  OSir,  are  thefe  fit  hours  to  talk  of  love  in  ? 

Shall  we  make  fools  of  our  afflidions } 

Can  anv  thing  found  fweetly  in  mine  ears. 

Where  all  the  noil'e  ol  bloody  horrour  is 
My  Brother,  and  my  Coufin,  they  are  dead  Sir, 
Dead,baf.ly  dead,  is  this  an  age  to  fool  in  ? 

And  I m.y  f;lf,  1 know  not  what  I (hall  be. 

Yet  I mud  thank  you,  andifhappily 

You  had  ask’d  me  yederday,  when  thefe  were  living, 

And  my  fears  lels,  I might  have  hearkned  to  you. 

Din.  Peace  to  your  grie(,  1 bind  you  to  your  word. 

Enter  Cleremont,  Anabel,  Beaupre,  Verdone, 
Charlote,  ILnrfe^  the  two  Gentlemen. 

Lam.  How?  do  you  conjure  ? 

D n.  Not  to  raifedreadfull  apparitions,  Madam, 

Butluch  as  you  would  gladly  fee. 

Lam.  My  Brother,  and  nephew  living  ? 

HeaH.  And  both  owe  their  lives 
To  the  favour  of  thefe  Gentlemen. 

Ferd.  Who  deferve 

Our  fervice,  and  for  us,  your  gracious  thanks. 

Lam.  Which  I give  freely,  and  become  a fuitor. 

To  be  hereafter  more  familiar 
With  fuch  great  worth  and  vertue. 

I ^ent.  Ever  think  us 
Your  fervants,  Madam. 

CUr.  Why  if  thou  wilt  needs  know 
How  we  are  freed,  I will  difeover  it. 

And  with  laconick  brevity ; thefe  Gentlemen 
This  night  incountring  with  thofe  outlaws  that 
Y ederday  made  us  prifoners,  and  as  we  were 


Attempted  by  ’em  they  with  greater  courage, 

( I am  fure  with  better  fortune  ) not  alone. 

Guarded  thcmfelvesjbut  forc’d  the  bloody  thieves. 

Being  got  between  them,  and  this  hellifh  Cave, 

For  I'afety  of  their  lives,  to  fly  up  higher 
Into  the  woods,  all  left  to  their  poflcffion. 

This  fav’d  your  Brother ,and  your  nephew  from 
The  gibbet,  this  redeem’d  me  from  my  Chains, 

And  gave  my  friend  his  liberty,  this  preferv’d 
Your  honour  ready  to  be  lod. 

Din.  But  that 

I know  this  for  a ly,  and  that  the  thieves 

And  gentlemen,  are  the  fame  men,  by  my  pradice 

Suborn’d  to  this,  he  does  deliver  it 

With  fuch  a condant  brow,  that  I am  doubtful!, 

I (hould  believe  him  too. 

I (jent.  If  we  did  well. 

We  are  rewarded.  , 

zCjent.  Thanks  but  takes  away 
From  what  was  freely  purpos’d. 

Qtr.  Now  by  this  hand, 

You  have  fo  cunningly  difeharg’d  your  parts, 

That  while  we  live,  red  confident  you  (hall 
Command  Dinant  and  Cleremont’^  nor  "Beaupre., 

Nor  A’Wv/ciwf  dents  it : for  the  Ladies,  they 
Were  eafie  to  be  gull’d. 

1 Cent.  ’T was  but  a jed, 

And  yet  the  jed  may  chance  to  break  our  necks 
Should  it  be  known. 

Ger.  Fear  nothing.  Din.  Cleremont, 

Say,  what  fuccefs? 

Cler.  As  thou  wouldd  wilh,  ’tis  done  Lad, 

The  grove  will  witnefs  with  me,  that  this  night 
I lay  not  like  a block : but  how  fpced  you  ? 

Din.  I yet  am  in  fufpence,devife  Ibme  means 
To  get  thele  off,  and  fpeedily. 

Qer.  I have  it. 

Come, we  are  dull,  I think  that  the  good  fellows. 

Our  predeceflbrs  in  this  place,  were  not 
So  foolilh,  and  improvident  husbands,  but 
’Twill  yield  us  meat  and  wine. 

I Gent.  Let’s  ranfack  it, 

’Tis  ours  now  by  the  Law. 

Cler.  How  fay  you  fweet  one, 

Have  you  an  appetite.?  Ana.  To  walk  again 
I’th’  VVoods,  ifyou  think  fir,  rather  than  eat. 

Cler.  A little  refpiteprethee  •,  nay  blulh  not, 

You  ask  but  what’s  your  own,  and  warrantable: 

^Adonfieur,  Beaupre,  Ferdone, 

What  think  you  of  the  motion? 

Ferd.  Lead  the  way. 

Beau.  We  follow  willingly.  ff.*-.  Man.  Din.  andLam. 

CUr.  When  you  (hall  think  fit, 

Wc  will  expeft  you.  Dm.  Now  be  midris  of 
Your  promife  Lady. 

Lam.  ’Twas  to  give  you  hearing. 

Din.  But  that  word  hearing, did  include  a grant, 

A^  you  mud  make  it  gooef. 

Lam.  Mudi*  Dm.  Mud  and  (hall, 

I will  be  fool’d  no  more,  you  had  your  tricks 
Made  properties  of  me,  and  of  my  friend  *, 

Prefum’d  upon  your  power, and  whip’d  me  with 
The  rod  of  mine  own  dotage : do  not  flatter 
Your  felf  with  hope,  that  any  humane  help 
Can  free  you,  and  for  aid  by  miracle 
A bafe  unthankfull  woman  is  unworthy. 

Lam.  You  will  not  force  me  ? ' 

Din.  Rather  than  enjoy  you  ^ 

With  your  confent,  becaufe  I will  torment  you ; 

I’le  make  you  feel  the  efieids  of  abus’d  love. 

And  glory  in  your  torture. 

Lam.  Brother,  Nephew, 

Help,  help,  for  Heavens  fake. 

Din.  Tear  your  throat,  cry  louder, 

5. Though 
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j Though  every  leaf,thele  trees  bear,  were  an  Echo, 

( And  fummon’d  in  your  beft  friends  to  redeem  you, 

1 Itfhould  befruitkfs:  ’tis  not  that  I.love  you, 

Or  value  thofe  delights  you  prize  fo  high, 

,That  fJe  enjoy  you,  a French  crown  will  buy 
More  fport,  and  a companion,  to  whom, 

" You  in  your  beft/trim  are  an  Ethiop. 

Lam.  Forbear  me  then. 

Din.  Not  fo,  Pie  do’t  in  fpite. 

And  break  that  ftubborn  difobedient  will, 

That  hath  fo  long  held  out,  that  boafted  honour 
I will  make  equal  with  a common  Whores ; 

The  Ipring  of  Chaftity,  that  fed  your  pride, 

And  grew  into  a River  of  vain  glory, 

1 will  defile  with  mudd,  the  mudd  of  lull, 

And  make  it  loathfome  even  to  goats. 

Lam.  O Heaven  ! 

No  pity  Sir  Din.  You  taught  me  to  be  cruel, 

And  dare  you  think  of  mercy  ? I’le  tell  thee  fool, 

Thofe  that  furpriz’d  thee,  were  my  inftruments, 

1 can  plot  too,  good  Madam,  you  lliall  find  it : 

And  in  the  Head  of  licking  of  my  fingers. 

Kneeling  and  whining  like  a boy  new  breech’d, 

To  get  a toy  forfooth,  not  worth  an  apple, 

Thus  make  my  way,  and  with  Authority 
Command  what  I would  have. 

Lam.  I am  loft  for  ever  .* 

Good  Sir, I do  confefs  my  fault, my  grofs  fault. 

And  yield  my  felf  up,  miferable  guilty  ^ r 

Thus  kneeling  I confefs,  you  cannot  ftudy 

Sufficient  punilhments  to  load  me  with  j ' , ^ 

I am  in  your  power,  and  I confefs  again. 

You  cannot  be  too  cruel : if  there  be, 

Befides  the  lofs  of  my  long  guarded  honour, 

Any  thing  elfe  to  make  the  ballance  even. 

Pray  put  it  in,  all  hopes, all  helpcs  Imye  left  ine ; 

I am  girt  round  with  forrow,  hell’s  about  me. 

And  ravifhment  the  leaft  that  I can  look  for, 

Do  what  you  pleafe.  ’ ’ 

Din.  Indeed  I will  do  nothing. 

Nor  touch  nor  hurt  you  Lady,  nor  had  ever 
Such  a lewd  purpofe. 

Lam.  Can  there  be  fuch  goodnefs, 

And  in  a man  fo  injur’d .? 

Din.  Be  confirm’d  in’t. 

I Teal  it  thus : I muft  confefs  you  vex’d  me, 

In  fooling  me  fo  often,  and  thofe  fears 
You  threw  upon  me  call’d  for  a requital, 

Which  now  I have  return’d,  all  unchaft  love 
thus  throws  away,  live  to  man-kind. 

As  you  have  done  to  me,  and  I will  honour 
Your  vertue,  and  no  more  think  of  your  beauty. 

Lam.  All  I polfefs,  comes  ffiort  offatisfadlion. 

Den.  No  complements : the  terrours  of  this  night 
Imagine  but  a fcarfull  dream,  and  fo 
With  eafe  forget  it : for  Dinant,  that  labour’d 
To  blaft  your  honour,  is  a Champion  for  it, 

And  will  proted;  and  guard  it. 

Lam.  Tis  as  lafe  then. 

As  if  a compleat  Army  undertook  it.  C Exeunt. 

Enter  La-writ,  Sampfon,  Qyents. 

La  writ.  Do  not  perfwade  me  gentle  Monfieiir  Sampfon, 

I am  a mortal  man  again,  a Lawyer, 

Mymartiall  pert  I have  put  off 
S;Keet  Monfieur, 
l^ut  our  honours  teach  us. 

La  writ.  Monfieur  Sampfon, 

My  honourable  friend,  my  valiant  friend. 

Be  but  fo  beaten,  forward  my  brave  Clients, 

I am  yours,  and  you  are  mine  again,  be  but  fo  thraffit. 
Receive  that  Caftigation  with  a cudgel. 

Sam.  Which  calls  upon  us  for  a Reparation. 

La-writ.  I have,  it  coft  me  half  a crown,  I bear  it 
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AH  over  me,  1 bear  it  Monfieur  ' I 

TJe  oyls,  and  the  old  woman  that  repairs  to  me,  / 

i 0 nomt  my  beaten  body. 

Sam.  It  concerns  you,  i 

You  have  been  fwing’d. 

La-writ.  Let  it  concern  thee  too-  I 

Goe  and  be  beaten,  Ipeak  fturvy  words,  as  I did 
Speak  to  that  Lion  Lord,  waken  his  anger 
And  have  a hundred  Baftinado’s,  doe  ; ’ 

Three  broken  pates,  thy  teeth  knockt  out,  do  Sampfon' 

1 hy  va.iant  arms  and  leggs  beaten  to  Poultelfes 

Do  filly  Sampfon,  do.  * 

iCly.  You  wrong  the  Gentleman, 

To  put  him  out  of  his  right  mind  thus : 

You  wrong  us,  and  our  Caufes. 

La-writ.  Down  with  him  Gentlemen,  ♦ 

Turn  him,  and  beat  him,  if  he  break  our  peace. 

Then  when  thou  haft  been  Lam’d,  thy  fmall  guts  perili't 
Then  talk.to  me,  before  I I'corn  thy  counfel,  * ’ 

Feel  what  I feel,  and  let  my  Lord  repair  thee. 

Sam.  And  can  the  brave  La-wnt * 

2 Cly.  Tempt  him  no  further, 

Be  warn’d  and  fay  no  more. 

La-writ.  Ifthoudoeft,  Sampfon, 

‘Thou  fdeft  my  Mirmidons,  Tie  let  ’em  loofe, 

That  in  a moment 

Sam.  I fay  nothing.  Sir,  buticould  wiffi 

La-writ.  They  ffiall  deftroy  thee  wilhing  •, 

There’s  ne’r  a man  of  thefe,but  have  loft  ten  caufes, 

Dearer  then  ten  mens  lives ; tempt,  and  thou  dieft  ; 

Goe  home,  and  fmile  upon  my  Lord,  thine  Uncle, 

Take  Mqny  of  the  men  thou  mean’ll  to  CoulTn, 

Drink  Wine,  and  eat  good  meat,  and  live  difcreetly, 

Talk  little,  ’tis  an  antidote  againft  a beating  ; (placket, 
Keep  thy  hand  from  thy  fword,  and  from  thy  Laundrefs 
And  thou  wilt  live  long. 

iCly.  Give  car,  andbeinftruifted. 

La-writ.  I find  I am  wifer  than  a Juftice  of  Peace  nov/, 

Give  me  the  wifdom  that’s  beaten  into  a man 
That  fticks  ftill  by  him : art  thou  a new  man  ? 

Sam.  Yes,  yes  , 

Thy  learned  precepts  have  inchanted  me. 

La  writ.  Goe  my  fon  Sampfon,  I have  now  begot  thee, 
rie  fend  thee  caufes  i fpeakto  thy  Lord,  and  live. 

And  lay  my  Ihare  by,  goe  and  live  in  peace. 

Put  on  new  fuits,  and  Ihew  fit  for  thy  place 

That  man  negleifts  his  living,  is  an  Alle : ZExit  Samp. 

Farewel ; come  chearily  boyes,  about  our  bufinefs, 

Now  wclcom  tongue  again,  hang  Swords. 

I Cly.  Sweet  Advocate.  [ Exeunt 

Enter  Nurfe,  and  Chari ote. 

Nur\ know  not  wench,they  may  call  ’em  what  they  will, 
Outlawes,  or  thieves,  but  I am  fure,  to  me 
One  was  anhoneftman,  he  us’d  me  well. 

What  1 did,  ’tis  no  matter,  he  complain’d  not. 

Char.  1 muft  confefs,  there  was  one  bold  with  me  too, 

Some  coy  thing  would  fay  rude,  but  ’tis  no  matter, 

I was  to  pay  a Waiting  womans  ranlbm. 

And  I have  don’t,  and  I would  pay’t  again, 

Were  I ta’n  to  morrow. 

Nur.  Alas,  there  was  no  hurt. 

If ’t  be  a fin  for  fuch  as  live  at  hard  meat. 

And  keep  a long  Lent,  in  the  woods  as  they  do. 

To  tafte  a little  fiefh. 

Char.  God  help  the  Courtiers, 

That  lye  at  rack  and  manger.  Nur.  I ffiall  love 
A thief  the  better  for  this  while  : live. 

They  are  men  of  a charitable  vocation. 

And  give  where  there  is  need,  and  with  diferetion, 

And  put  a good  fpeed  penny  in  my  purfe,  j 

That  has  been  empty  twenty  years.  j 

(fhar.  Peace  Nurfe,  j 

i Farewel,  and  cry  not  roll  meat,  me  thinks  Cleremont  i 

I ^ And! 
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j And  my  Lady  ylnahel  are  in  one  night, 

1 Familiarly  acquainted.  Nnr.  I bbferve  it, 
j If  fhe  have  got  a penny  too. 

Enter  Vertaign,  Champernel,  and  Provoft. 

Chari.  No  more, 

My  Lord  Monfieur  rertaigncy  the  provolltoo. 

Hade  and  acquaint  my  Lady.  {Ex.  Nur.  andChar. 

Pro.  P onderous  ftrange. 

Fert.  Tis  true  Sir,  on  my  credit. 

Cham.  O mine  honour.  , 

Pro.  I have  been  provofl-Marfhal  twenty  years, 

And  have  trulTed  up  a thoiifand  ofthefe  rafcals. 

But  fo  near  Paris  yet  I never  met  with 
One  of  that  Brotherhood. 

Cham.  We  to  our  coft  have. 

But  wilhyou  fcarch  the  wood } Pro.  It  is  befet, 

They  cannot  (cape  us,  nothing  makes  me  wonder. 

So  much  as  having  you  within  their  power 
They  let  you  goe , it  was  a Courtefy, 

That  French  thieves  ufc  not  often,  I much  pity 
The  Gentle  Ladies,  yet  I know  not  how, 

I rather  hope  than  fear. 

Enter  Dinant,  CIcremont,  Verdone,  Beaupre, 
Lamira,  Anabcl,  Charlote,  Nt*rfe. 

Arc  thefe  the  prifbners  Din.  We  were  fucii. 

Ftrd.  Kill  me  not,  cx'ctfs  of  joy. 

Cham.  I fee  thou  li  veil,  but  halt  thou  had  no  foul  play? 
Lam.  No  on  my  foul,  my  ufage  hath  bc.n  noble, 

Far  from  all  violence, 

fham.  How  were  you  freed  ? 

But  kifs  me  firit,  we’l  talk  of  that  at  leafure. 


I am  giad  I have  thee Niece  how  you  keep  off,  ' 

As  you  knew  me  not  ? y4na.  Sir,  I am  where 
I owe  molt  duty.  Cler..  ’Tis  indeed  moft  true  Sir, 

The  man  thatlbould  have  been  your  bedfellow 
Your  Lordfliips  bedfellow,  that  could  not  fmell  out 
A Virgin  of  lixteen,  that  w^asyo4ir  fool. 

To  make  you  merry,  this  poor  limple  fellow 
Has  met  the  maid  again,  and  now  Ihe  knows 
He  is  a man.  Cham.  How ! is  fhe  dilhonoured  ? 

Cler.  Not  unlefs  marriage  be  difhonourablci 
Heaven  is  a witnefs  of  our  nappy  contraeft. 

And  the  next  Prielt  we  meet  lhall  warrant  it 
To  all  the  world : 1 lay  with  her  in  jealt, 

’Tis  turn’d  to  earneft  now. 

Cham.  Is  this  true.  Niece? 

Dtn.  Her  bluihing  lilcnce  grants  it  ^ nay  Sir  ftorm  not. 

He  is  my  friend,  and  I can  make  this  good, 

His  birth  and  fortunes  equal  hers,  your  Lordlhip 
Might  have  fought  out  a worfe,  we  are  all  friends  too, 

All  differences  end  thus.  Now  Sir,  unlefs 
You  would  raife  new  diffentions,  make  perfeft 
What  is  fo  well  begun. 

Fert.  That  were  not  manly. 

Lam.  Let  me  perfwade  you.  ^ 

Cham.  Well  God  give  you  joy. 

She  fhall  not  come  a Bcgger  to  you  Sir. 

For  you  Monfieur  Dinant  ’ere  long  I’le  fhew  you 
Another  Niece,  to  this  not  much  inferiour. 

As  you  fhall  like  proceed. 

Dtn.  1 thank  you  Sir. 

0)am.  Back  then  to  Parts : well  that  travel  ends 
That  makes  of  deadly  enemies  perfeft  friends. 

C Exeunt  cmnesi 


Prologue. 

To  promife  machy  before  a play  begins 

jdnd  vehen  *tis  done.,  askjpardon.,  vetre  a fn 
We' I not  be  guilty  of  : and  to  excufe 
Before  we  know  a fault.,  were  to  abufe 
The  writers  and  our  ft  Ives,  for  1 dare  fay 
We  all  arefooPd  tf  this  be  not  a Play, 

And fuch  a play  as  fhall  ( fo  fltould  plays  do ) 

Imp  times  dull  wtngs,  andmake you  merry  too. 
'Twas  to  that  purpofe  writ,  fo  we  intend  it 
And  we  have  our  wiftt  ends,  if  you  commend  it. 


Epilogue. 

Gentlemen, 

rAm  fent  forth  to  enquire  what  you  decree 
Of  us  and  of  our  Poets,  they  will  be 
This  night  exceeding  merry,  fo  will  we 
If  you  appr&ve  their  labours.  They  profefs 
T oil  are  their  Patrons,  and  wt  fay  no  lefs, 
Refolve  us  then,  for  you  can  only  tell 
Whether  we  have  done  id'ly  or  done  well. 
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Perfons  Repreftr 

Valentinian,  Emperour  c/Rome. 

^ius,  the  Emperour/  Loyal  General. 

Balbus,  i 

Proculus,V4  Noble  Panders^  and  flatterer/  to  the 
Chilax,  r Emperour, 

Licinius,  j 

Maximus,  a great  Souldier^  Hu/band  to  Lucina. 
Lycias,  an  Eunuch* 

Pontius,  an  honefl  Cajhier  d Centurion* 

J^KidhSy'UToo  bold  and  faithful  Eunuch/^  Servant/ 
Aretus,  J to  .fficius. 

Afranius,  an  eminent  Captain* 

Paulus,  a Poet.  . ' 

Licippus,  a Courtier* 

ited  in  the  Play. 

5 Senator/, 
rhyflcian/. 

Gentlemen. 

Souldier/. 

tv  0 M E N. 

Eudoxia,  Emperefsy  IVife  to  Valentinian. 

Lucina,  the  chafl  abufed  Wife  ^^/Maximufe 

Claudia,  1 . , 

Marcellina,  / vpaiting  IV omen* 

Ardelia,)  _ , 

Phorba,  ^f^pcrou/  Bawd/* 

The  Scene  Rome. 

The  principal  Aflors  were^ 

Richard  Burbadge?^  ^William  Ofller. 

Henry  Condel*  H John  Vnderwood* 

JohnLowin*  J [ 

<^Bus  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Balbus,  Proculus,  Chilax,  Licinius. 

Bal.  TT"  Never  faw  the  like,  (he’s  no  more  flirr’d, 

H No  more  another  Woman,  no  more  alter’d 

1 With  any  hopes  or  promifes  laid  to  her 

(Let  ’em  be  ne’re  fo  weighty,  ne’re  fo  winning) 
Than  1 am  with  the  motion  of  mine  own  legs. 

Pro.  Chilax y 

You  are  a ftranger  yet  in  thefe  defigns, 

At  leaft  in ^ tell  me,  and  tell  me  truth. 

Did  you  ere  know  in  all  your  courle  of  praftice, 

In  all  the  wayes  of  Women  you  have  run  through 
(For  I prefume  you  have  been  brought  up  Chilax^ 

As  we  to  fetch  and  carry.) 

J 

Chi.  True  I have  fo. 

Pro.  Did  you  1 fay  again  in  all  this  progrefs, 

Ever  difcover  fuch  a piece  of  beauty, 

Ever  fo  rare  a Creature,  and  no  doubt 

One  that  mufl:  know  her  worth  too,  andafieift  it, 

I and  be  flatter’d,  elfe ’tisnone:  andhoneft? 

Honefl:  againfl:  the  tide  of  all  temptations, 

Honefc  to  one  man,  to  her  Husband  only, 

And  yet  not  eighteen,  not  of  age  to  know 

1 Why  (he  is  honefl;? 

Chi.  I confefs  it  freely, 

I never  faw  her  fellow,  nor  e’re  (hall,  > 

For  all  our  Grecian  Dames,  all  I have  tri’d, 

(And  furel  have  tri’d  a hundred,  if  I fay  two 
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1 fpeak  within  my  compars)all  thefe  beauties, 

And  all  the  conftancy  of  all  thefe  faces. 

Maids,  Widows,  Wives,  of  what  degree  or  calling, 
So  they  be  Greeks,  and  fat,  for  there’s  my  cunning, 
would  undertake  and  not  fweat  for’t,  Proculus, 

I Were  they  to  try  again,  fay  twice  as  many. 

Under  a thoufand  pound,  to  ’ern  bedrid  j 
But  this  Wrench  daggers  me. 

Lyc.  Do  you  le(?thefe  Jewels  ? 

You  would  think  thefe  pretty  baits  j now  Pie  aflure  ye 
Here’s  half  the  wealth  of  ydjia. 

' Tal.  Thefe  are  nothing 
To  the  full  honours  I propounded  to  her  *, 
jl  bid  her  think,  and  be,  andprefently 
What  ever  her  ambition,  what  the  Counfel  0 
Of  others  would  add  tp  her,  what  her  dreams 
Could  more  enlar-ge,  wliat  any  PreCdent 
Of  any  Woman  riling  up  to  glory. 

And  danding  certain  there,  and  in  the  higheft, 

Could  give  her  more,  nay  to  be  Emprefs. 

Pro.  And  cold  at  all  thefe  offers? 

'Bd.  Cold  as  Crydal, 

Never  to  be  thaw’d  again. 

Chi.  I tri’d  her  further, 

And  fo  far,  that  I think  fhe  is  no  Woman,  •’ 

At  lead  as  Women  go  now. 

Lyc.  Why  what  did  you. ^ , 

Chi.  I offered  that,  that  had  ffio  been  but  Midris 
Of  as  much  fplcen  as  Doves  have,  I had  reach’d  her ; 

A fafe  revenge  of  all  that  ever  hates  her. 

The  crying  down  for  ever  of  all  beauties 
That  may  be  thought  come  near  her. 

Pro.  That  was  pretty. 

Chi.  I never  knew  that  way  fail,  yet  Tie  tell  yc 
offer’d  her  a gift  beyond  all  yours. 

That,  that  had  made  a Saint  dart,  well  confider’d. 

The  Law  to  be  her  creature,  Ihc  to  make  it, 
der  mouth  to  give  it,  every  creature  living 
'rom  her  afpeft,  to  draw  their  good  or  evil 
fix’d  in  ’em  Ipight  of  Fortune*,  a new  Nature 
She  fhould  be  called,  and  Mother  of  all  ages. 

Time  mould  be  hers, and  what  fhe  did,  lame  vertue 
Should  blefs  to  all  podcrities;  her  Air  ' 

Should  give  us  life,  her  earth  and  water  feed  us. 

And  lad,  to  none  but  to  the  fwprrowr, 

(And  then  but  w’hen  fhe  pleas’d  to  have  it  fo  ) 

She  fnould  be  held  for  mortal. 

Lyc.  And  fhe  heard  you  ? 

Chi.  Yes,  as  a Sick  man  hears  a noife,  or  he 
That  dands  condemn’d  his  judgment,  let  me  perifh. 

But  if  there  can  be  vertue,  if  tiiat  name 
'Be  any  thing  but  name  and  empty  title, 

I fit  be  fo  as  fools  have  been  pleas’d  to  feign  it, 

A power  that  can  preferve  us  after  afhes, 

And  make  the  names  of  men  out  reckon  ages, 

Thii  Woman  has  FGod  of  vertue  in  her. 

Bat.  1 would  the  Emperor  were  that  God. 

Chi.  She  has  in  her 

AlUhe  contempt  of  glory  and  vain  feeming 
Of  ail  the  Stoickf.,  all  the  truth  of  Chrifitans, 

And  all  their  Condancy : Modedy  was  made 
When  fhe  was  fird  intended  ; when  fhe  bludies 
It  is  the  holied  thing  to  look  upon ; 

The  pured  temple  of  her  feid,  that  ever 
Made  Nature  a bled  Founder. 

Pro.  Is  there  no  way 
To  take  this  Phemx  ? 

L^c.  None  but  in  her  afhes. 

^hi.  Iffhewerefat,  or  any  way  inclining 
To  eafe  or  pleafure,  or  affeided  glory. 

Proud  to  be  feen  and  vvorfhip’d,  ’twere  a venture  • 

But  on  my  foul  file  is  chader  than  cold  Camphire. 

Bal.  I think  fo  too;  for  all  the  waies  of  Woman, 

Like  a full  fail  flie  bears  againd : I askt  her 
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After  my  many  offers  walking  with  her. 

And  her  as  many  down-denyals,  how 
If  the  Emperour  grown  mad  with  love  fhould  force  her*, 
She  pointed  to  a Lucrece,  that  hung  by. 

And  with  an  angry  look,  that  from  her  eyes 
Shot  Vedal  fir^  againd  mqe**fhe  departed.  . .. 

Pro.  Thisi§,|he  fird  weiKh  I was  ever  po^’d  in. 

Yet  I have  brought  young  loving  things  toiMther 
This  tw'o  and  thirty  years. 

Chi.  I find  by  this  wench 
The  calling  of  a Baw'd  to  be  a drangc, 

A wife,  and  fubtile  calling  *,  and  for  none 
Butdaid,  difereet,  and  underdanding  people ; 

And  as  the  Tutor  to  great  yiUxatiif^r^  ' 

Wouid  l^y,  a young  man  fhould  not  darejto  ^cad 
His  m^^al  books,  tdl  aj'terfiyeandtwer)^y  i \ 

So  mud  that  he  or  Jhe,  that  will  be  bawdy, 

(I  mean  difcreetly  bawdy,  and  be  truded) 

If  they  will  rife,  and  gain  experience. 

Well  deept  in  years,  and  dilcipline,  begin  it, 

I take  it  ’tis  no  Boys  play. 

Bal.  Well,  what’s  thought  of 
Pro.  The  Emperour  mud  know  it. 

Lyc.  If  the  woman  fhouldchance  to  fail  too.f 
Chi.  As ’tis  ten  to  one?  ' ^ » ' ' 

Pro.  Why  what  remains,  but  new  nets  for  the  pucchafe/ 
Chu  Let’s  go  conlidcr  then : and  if  all  fail,  ..ij 
This  is  the  fird  quick  Eele,  that  fav’diiej:  tail. 

SCENE  II. 

. ■;  I 

Ewfrr  Lucina,  Ardclia  WPhorba. 

j^rdel.  You  dill  iafift  upon  that  yol.  Honour, 

Can  it  renew  your  youth,  can  it  add  wealtJi,  ^ ' 
That  takes  off  wrinkles:  can  it  draw  nipus  eyes,  -i; 

T o gaze  upon  you  in  your  age  ^ ca^  iioppur. 

That  truly  is  a Saint  to  none  but  Souldiers, 

And  look’d  into,  bears  no  reward  but  danger, 

Leave  you  the  mod  refpeded  perfon  living  ? 

Or  can  the  common  kiffes  of  a Husband, 

(Which  to  a fprightly  Lady  is  a labour) 

Maktiye  almod  Immortal  ? yc  arc  cozen’d, 

The  fionbur  of  a woman  is  her  praifes ; 

The  way  to  get  thefe,  to  be  feen,  and  fought  too, 

And  not  to  bnry  fuch  a happy  fweetnefs 
Under  a fmoaky  ropf, 

Lkct. . rie  liear  no’  more. 

Phor.  That  white,  and  red,  and  all  that  bicfled  beauty. 
Kept  front tbe eyes,  that  make  it  fo,  is  nothing*, 

TiKn  you  are  rarely  fair,  when  men  proclaim  it  j 
The  Phemx^  wae  die  never  feen,  were  doubted 
That  mod  unvalued  Hprn  the  Unicorn 
Bears  to  oppofe  the  Huptfman,  were  it  nothing 
But  tale,  and  meer  tradition,  would  help  no  man ; 

But  when  the  vertue’s  known,  the  honour’s  doubled : 

Vertue  is  either  lame,  or  not  at  all, 

And  lo.ye  a SacriJedge,'and  not  a Saint, 

When  it  bars  op  the  way  to  mens  Petitions. 

^rd.  Nay  ye  (hall  love  your  Husband  too  j we  come  not 
To  make  a Monder  of  ye. 

Luc.  Are  ye  women  ? 

Ard.  You’ll  find  us  fo.and  women  you  lhall  thank  too. 

If  you  have  grace  to  make  your  ufe. 

Luc.  Eye  on  ye. 

Phor.  Alas  poor  bafhful  Lady,  by  my  foul. 

Had  ye  no  other  vertue,  but  your  bluffies. 

And  I a man,  I fhould  run  mad  for  thofe  *. 

How  daintily  they  fet  her  off,  how  fwectly ! 

jdrd.  Come  Goddefs,comc,  you  move  too  near  the  earth, 

It  mud  not  be,  a better  Orb  dayes  lor  you  *. 

Here:  be  a Maid,  and  take ’cm. 

Luc.  Pray  leave  me. 

Phor.  That  were  a fin  fweet  Lady,  and  a way 
To  make  ns  guilty  of  your  melancholy : 

You 
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You  mufl:  not  be  alone ; in  converfation 
Doubts  are  refolv’d,  and  what  flicks  near  the  confcience 
Made  ealie,  and  allowable. 

Luc.  Ye  are  Devils, 

jird.  That  you  may  one  day  blefs  for  your  damnation. 
Luc.  I charge  ye  in  the  name  of  Chaflity, 

Tempt  me  no  more  •,  how  ugly  ye  feem  to  me  ? 

There  is  no  wonder  men  defame  our  Sex, 

And  lay  the  vices  of  all  ages  on  us. 

When  fuch  as  you  lhall  bear  the  names  of  women ; 

If  ye  had  eyes  to  fee  your  felves,  or  fence 
Above  the  bafe  rewards  ye  play  the  bawds  for ; 

If  ever  in  your  lives  ye  heard  of  goodnefs, 

(Though  many  Regions  off,  as  men  hear  Thunder) 

If  ever  ye  had  Mothers,  and  they  fouls : 

Ifever  Fathers,  and  not  fuch  as  you  are ; 

If  ever  any  thing  were  conflant  in  you, 

Befides  your  fins,  or  coming,  but  your  courfes  *, 

Ifever  any  of  yoffr  Anceftors 

Dyed  worth  a noble  deed,  that  would  be  cherifh’d ; 

Soul-frighted  with  this  black  infedion, 

You  would  run  from  one  another,  to  repentance, 

And  from  your  guilty  eyes  drop  out  thofe  fins, 

That  made  ye  blind,  andbeafts. 

T>hor.  Yefpeakwell,  Lady^ 

A fign  of  fruitful  education. 

If  your  religious  zeal  had  wifdom  with  It. 

Ard.  This  Lady  was  ordain’d  to  blefs  the  Empire, 

And  we  may  all  give  thanks  for’t. 

Phor.  I believe  ye. 

Ard.  If  any  thing  redeem  the  Emperour 
From  his  wild  flying  courfes,  this  is  ftie  *, 

She  can  inftrud  him  if  ye  mark-,  fhe  is  wife  too. 

Phor.  Exceeding  wife,  which  is  a wonder  in  her, 

And  fo  religious,  that  I well  believe. 

Though  fhe  would  fin  flie  cannot. 

Ard.  And  befides. 

She  has  the  Empires  caufe  in  hand,  not  loves*, 

There  lies  the  main  confideration. 

For  which  fhe  is  chiefly  born.  - 
Thor.  She  finds  that  point 
Stronger  than  we  can  tell  her,  and  believe  It 
I look  by  her  means  for  a reformation, 

And  fuch  a one,  and  fuch  a rare  way  carried 
That  all  the  world  fhall  wonder  at. 

Ard.  ’Tistrue^ 

I never  thought  the  Emperor  had  wifdom. 

Pity,  or  fair  affedion  to  his  Country, 

Till  he  profefl  this  love : gods  give  ’em  Children, 

Such  as  her  vertues  merit,  and  his  zeal. 

I look  to  fee  a Numa  from  this  Lady, 

Or  greater  than  O^avm. 

Phor.  Do  you  mark  too, 

Which  is  a Noble  vertue,  how  fhe  blufhes, 

And  what  a flowing  modefty  runs  through  her, 

When  we  but  name  the  Emperour  ? 

I Ard.  But  mark  it. 

Yes,  and  admire  it  too,  for  fhe  confiders, 

' Though  fhe  be  fair  as  Heaven,  and  vertuous 
As  holy  truth,  yet  to  the  Emperour 
She  is  a kind  of  nothing  but  her  fervice. 

Which  fhe  is  bound  to  offer,  and  flie^ll  do  it. 

And  when  her  Countries  caufe  commands  affedion , 

She  knows  obedience  is  the  key  of  vertues. 

Then  flye  the  blufhes  out  like  CuficPs  arrows, 

And  though  the  tye  of  Marriage  to  her  Lord 
Would  fain  cry,  nay  Luci>aa^  yet  the  caufe 
And  general  wiftlonl  of  the  Princes  love, 

Makes  her  find  furer  ends  and  happier. 

And  ifthe  firfl  were  chafte,  this  is  twice  doubled. 

Phor.  Her  tartnefs  unto  us  too. 

Ard.  That’s  a wife  one. 

Phor.  I rarely  like,  itfhews  arifing  wifdom. 

That  chides  all  common  fools  as  dare  enquire 




What  Princes  would  have  private. 

Ard.  What  a Lady 
Shall  we  be  bleft  to  ferve  ? 

Luc.  Go  get  ye  from  me : 

Ye  are  your  purfes  Agents,  not  the  Princes : 

Is  this  the  vertuous  Lore  ye  train’d  me  out  to  ? 

Am  1 a woman  fit  to  imp  your  vices  ? 

But  that  I had  a Mother,  and  a woman 
Whofeever  living  fame  turns  all  it  touches. 

Into  the  good  itfclfis,  I fliould  now 

Even  doubt  my  ielf,  1 have  been  fearch’t  fo  neai 

The  very  foul  of  honour:  why  fhould  you  two, 

That  happily  nave  been  as  chafte  as  I am. 

Fairer,  1 think,  by  much,  for  yet  your  faces,  1 

Like  ancient  well  built  piles,  fhew  worthy  ruinsj 
After  that  Angel  age,  turn  mortal  Devils  ? 

For  fliatne,  for  woman-hood,  for  what  ye  havebeen^ 

For  rotten  Cedars  have  born  goodly  branches, 

If  ye  nave  hope  of  any  Heaven,  but  Court, 

Which  like  a Dream,  you’!  find  hereafter  vanifh, 

Or  at  the  belt  but  fubjed  to  repentance, 

Study  no  more  to  be  ill  fpoken  of ; 

Let  women  live  themfelves,  if  they  mufl  fall. 

Their  own  deflrudion  find  ’em,  not  your  Fevours, 

Ard.  Madam,  ye  are  fo  excellent  in  all, 

And  I mufl  tell  it  you  with  admiration. 

So  true  a joy  ye  have,  fo  fweet  a fear, 

And  when  ye  come  to  anger,  ’tis  fo  noble, 

That  for  mine  own  part,  I could  ftill  offend. 

To  hear  you  angry  ^ women  that  want  that. 

And  your  way  guided  (elfe  I count  it  nothing) 

Are  either  Fools,  or  Cowards. 

Phor.  She  were  a Miflris  for  no  private  greatnefs, 

Could  fhe  not  frown  a ravifh’d  kifs  from  anger. 

And  fuch  an  anger  as  this  Lady  learns  us, 

Stuck  with  fuch  pleafing  dangers.  Gods  (1  ask  ye) 

Which  of  ye  all  could  hold  from  ? 

Luc.  I perceive  ye, 

Your  own  dark  fins  dwell  with  ye,  and  that  price 
You  fell  the  chaflity  of  modefl  wives  at 
Runsto  difeales  with  your  bones : I fcorn  ye. 

And  all  the  nets  ye ’ve  pitcht  to  catch  my  vertues 
Like  Spiders  Webs,  1 fweep  away  before  me. 

Go  tell  the  Emperour,  ye  have  met  a woman. 

That  neither  his  own  perfon,  which  is  God  like, 

The  world  he  rules,  nor  what  that  w'orld  can  purchafe, 

Nor  all  the  glories  fubjed  to  a C<efar, 

The  honours  that  he  offers  for  my  body. 

The  hopes,  gifts,  everlafting  flatteries. 

Nor  any  thing  that’s  his,  and  apt  to  tempt  me, 

No  not  to  be  the  Mother  of  the  Empire, 

And  Queen  of  all  the  holy  fires  he  worfhips, 

Can  make  a Whore  of. 

e^rd.  Youmiftake  usLady. 

Luc.  Yet  tell  him  this  has  thus  much  weaken’d  me. 

That  I have  heard  his  Knaves,  and  you  his  Matrons, 

Fit  Nurfes  for  his  fins,  which  gods  forgive  me-, 

But  ever  to  be  leaning  to  his  folly, 

Or  to  be  brought  to  love  his  lull,  aflure  him. 

And  from  her  mouth,  whofe  life  fhall  make  it  certain, 

I never  can  : 1 have  a noble  Husband, 

Pray  tell  him  that  too,  yeta  noble  name, 

A Noble  Family,  and  lafl  a Confcience  : 

Thus  much  foEyour  anfwer : For  your  felves. 

Ye  have  liv’d  the  fhame  of  women,  dye  the  better.  Y Exit 

Phor.  What’s  now  to  do?  c^uCi 

cA'rd.  Ev’n  as  fhe  faid,  to  dye. 

For  there’s  no  living  here,  and  women  thus, 

I am  fure  for  us  two. 

Phor.  Nothing  flick  upon  her  ? 
zXrd.  We  have  lofl  a mafs  of  mony ; well  Dame  Vertue,- 
Yet  ye  may  halt  if  good  luck  ferve. 

Phor.  Worms  take  her. 

She  has  almofl  fpoil’d  our  trade. 
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Jrd.  Sogodlyi 
This  is  ill  breeding,  Phorkt. 

’ Phor.  If  the  women 

Should  have'a  longing  now  to  fee  this  Monfter, 

And  fhe  convert  ’em  all. 

Ard.  That  may  be,  Phorbay 
But  if  it  be.  I’ll  have  the  young  men  gelded  •, 

Come,  let’s  go  think,  (he  muft  not  ’fcape  us  thus  •, 

There  is  a certain  fealon,  if  we  hit, 

That  women  may  be  rid  without  a Bit.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Maximus,  and  iTcius. 

Max.  I cannot  blame  the  Nations,  noblefriend. 

That  they  fall  off  fo  fall  from  this  wild  man, 

When  (under  our  Allegiance  be  it  fpoken, 

And  the  moft  happy  tye  of  our  affedious)  (vertue. 

The  worlds  weight  groans  beneath  him*.  Where  lives 

Honour,  difcretion,  wifdom  ? who  are  call’d 

And  chofcn  to  the  fleering  of  the  Empire 

But  Bawds,  and  finging  Girls?  O my  zy£cim 

The  glory  of  aSouldier,  and  the  truth 

Of  men  made  up  .^or  goodnefs  fake,  like  fhells 

Grow  to  the  ragged  walls  for  want  of  adion ; 

Only  your  happy  felf,  and  I that  love  you, 

Which  is  a larger  means  to  me  than  favour.  (truths, 

a/Eci.  No  more,  my  worthy  friend,  though  thefc  be 
And  though  thefe  truths  would  ask  a Refcirmation, 
Atlcafla  little  fquaring : yet  remember, 

Weare  butSubjeds,  <iJ^IaximM\  obedience  ' 

To  what  is  done,  and  grief  for  what  is  ill  done. 

Is  all  we  can  call  ours;  The  hearts  of  Princes 
Are  like  the  Temples  of  the  gods^  pureincenfe. 

Until  unhallowed  hands  defile  thole  offerings, 

Burns  ever  there  , we  mult  not  put ’em  out, 

Becaufe  the  Priefts  that  touch  thofe  fweets,  are  wicked  *, 
We  dare  not,  dcarcfl  Friend,  nay  more,  we  cannot. 
While  weconfider  whoweare,  and  how. 

To  what  laws  bound,  much  more  to  what  Law-giver  j 
Whiled  Majedy  is  made  to  be  obeyed. 

And  not  to  be  inquired  into,  whild  gods  and  angels 
Make  but  a rule  as  we  do,  though  a drider  *, 

Like  defperate  and  unfeafon’d  Fools  let  flye 
Our  killing  angers,  and  forfake  our  honours. 

Max.  My  noble  Friend,  from  whole  indrudions 
I never  yet  took  furfeit,  weigh  but  thus  much, 

Nor  think  I fpeak  it  with  ambition, 

For  by  the  gods,  I do  not:,  why  t^EcitUy 

Why  are  we  tluis,  or  how  become  thus  w'retched  ? 

zyEciiis.  You’ll  fall  again  into  your  fit. 

Max  I will  not;  ^ 

Or  are  we  now  no  more  the  Sons  of  Tinmans, 

No  more  the  followers  of  their  happy  fortunes, 

But  conquer’d  or  Quivers  for  the  Parthiansf 
Why,  h this Emperonry  this  man  we  honour. 

This  God  that  ought  to  be  ? 

JEciuf.  You  are  too  curious. 

Max.  Good,  give  me  leave,  why  is  this  Author  of  us  ? 

Jt  '.(.tm.  I dare  not  hear  ye  fpeak  thus. 

Max.  I’ll  bemoded. 

Thus  led  away,  thus  vainly  led  away. 

And  we  Beholders  ? mifconceive  me  not, 

I fow  no  danger  in  my  words ; But  wherefore, 

And  to  what  end,  are  we  the  Sons  of  Fathers 
Famous  and  fad  to  %ome  ? why  are  their  Vertucs 
Stampt  in  the  dangers  of  athoufand  Battels  ? 

For  goodnefs  fake,  their  honours,  time  outdaring  ? 

I think  for  our  example. 

(yEfius.  Ye  fpeak  nobly. 

iJMax.  Why  are  we  feeds  of  thefe  then,  to  fhake  hands 
With  Bawds  and  bafe  informers,  kifs  diferedit. 

And  court  her  like  a Midrifs?  ’pray,  your  leave  yet; 

You’ll  fay  xht^Emperour  is  young,  and  apt 


To  take  impreflion  rather  from  his  pleafures 
Than  any  condant  worthinefs,  it  may  be, 

But  why  do  thefe,  the  people  call  his  pleafures, 

E.xceed  the  moderation  of  a man  ? 

Nay  to  fay  judly,  friend,  why  are  they  vices. 

And  fuch  as  (bake  our  w’orths  with  forreign  Nations  ? 

<ty£ctns.  You  fearch  the  fore  too  deep,  and  I mud  tell  ye 
In  any  ocher  man  this  had  been  boldnels, 

And  fore w’arded ; ’pray  deprefs  yourfpirit. 

For  though  Icondantly  believe  you  honed, 

Ye  were  no  friend  for  me  elfe,  and  what  now 
Ye  freely  fpake,  but  good  you  ow^c  to  th’  Empire, 

Yet  take  heed,  worthy  all  ears 

Hear  not  with  that  didindion  mine  do,  few 
You’ll  find  admonifhers,  but  urgers  of  your  adions. 

And  to  theheavied  (friend  *,)  and  pray  confider 
We  are  but  diadows,  motions  others  give  us, 

And  though  our  pities  may  become  the  times, 

Judly  our  powers  cannot ; make  me  worthy 
To  be  your  friend  ever  in  fair  Allegiance, 

But  not  in  force ; For  durd  mine  own  foul  urge  me 
(And  by  that  Soul  I fpeak  my  jud  affedions)  ’ 

To  turn  my  hand  from  Truth,  which  is  obedience, 

And  give  the  helm  my  Vertue  holds,  to  Anger; 

Though  I had  both  the  Bleffings  of  the  'Brutiy 
And  both  their  indigations,  though  my  Caufe 
Carried  a face  of  Judice  beyond  theirs. 

And  as  I am  a fervant  to  my  fortunes. 

That  daring  foul,  that  fird  taught  difobedience. 

Should  feel  the fird example.*  fay  the  Prince, 

As  I may  well  believe,  feems  vicious, 

Who  judly  knows  ’tis  not  to  try  our  honours  ? 

Or  fay  he  be  an  ill  Prince,  arc  we  therefore 
Fit  fires  to  purge  him?  No,  my  deared  friend. 

The  Elephant  is  never  w'on  with  anger. 

Nor  mud  that  man  that  would  reclaim  a Lion, 

Take  him  by  th’  teeth. 

Alax.  I pray  midake  me  not. 

Actus.  Our  honed  adions,  and  the  light  that  breaks 
Like  morning-  from  our  fervice,  chadc  and  blulhing, 

Is  that  that  pulls  a Prince  back ; then  he  fees. 

And  not  till  then  truly  repents  his  errours. 

When  Subjeds  Crydal  Souls  arcglafles  to  him. 

Max.  My  ever  honour’d  friend.  I’ll  take  your  counftl. 
The  Emperour  appears.  I’ll  leave  ye  to  him. 

And  as  we  both  affed  him,  may  he  flourifh.  {itxtt  Max. 

V ^ Enter  the  Emperour,  and  Chihx.  . ’ 

Emp.  Is  that  the  bed  news  ? 

Chi/.  Yet  the  bed  we  know.  Sir.* 

Emp.  Bid  cJffaximui  come  to  me,  and  be  gone  then* 
Mine  own  head  be  my  helpct,  thefe  arc  lools : ! 

How  now  t/EduSy  are  the  Souldiers  quiet  ? 
coEcius.  Better  1 hope,  Sir,  than  they  were.  l 
■ Emp.  They  arc  pleas’d,  I hear, 

Tocenfure  meextreamly  for  my  pleafures, 

Shortly  they’ll  fight  againd  me. 
tyEcitu.  Gods  defend.  Sir. 

And  for  their  cenfures  they  are  fuch  Ihrew’d  Judgers ; 

A donative  of  ten  Sedertias 

ril  undertake  fhall  make ’em  ring  yourpraifes 

More  than  they  fang  your  pleafures. 

Emp.  I believe  thee*. 

Art  thou  in  love,  tALciw,  yet? 
tyEcius.  O no  Sir*, 

I am  too  courfe  for  Ladies  ; my  embraces, 

That  only  am  acquainted  with  Alarms, 

Would  break  their  tender  Bodies. 

Emp.  Never  fear  it. 

They  are  dronger  than  ye  think,  they’ll  hold  the  Hammer. 
My  Emprefs  fwears  thou  art  a ludy  Souldier, 

A good  one  I believe  thee. 

coEcius.  All  that  goodnefs 
Is  but  your  Graces  Creature. 

Emp. 
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£mf.  Tell  me  truly. 

For  thou  dar’ft  tell  me. 

zA-ctHs.  Any  thing  concerns  ye, 

That’s  fit  for  me  to  (peak  and  you  to  pardon. 

Emp.  What  fay  the  Souldiers  of  me,  and  the  fame  words, 
j Mince  ’em  not,  good  zyEciiis,  but  deliver 
j The  very  forms  and  tongues  they  talk  withal. 

<L/£mis.  I’ll  tell  your  Grace,  but  with  this  caution 
You  be  not  Hir’d,  for  Ihould  the  gods  live  with  us, 

Even  thofe  we  certainly  believe  are  righteous, 

Give ’em  but  drink,  they  would  cenfure  them  too. 

Emp.  Forward. 

ty£cws.  Then  to  begin,  they  fay  you  fleep  too  much, 

By  which  they  judge  your  Majefty  too  fenfual. 

Apt  to  decline  your  ftrengthto  eafe  and  pleafures, 

And  when  you  do  not  fleep,  you  drink  too  much. 

From  which  they  fear  fulpicions  firfl:,  then  ruines  *, 

And  when  ye  neither  drink  nor  fleep,  ye  wench  much, 
Which  they  affirm  firfl  breaks  your  under  (landing. 

Then  takes  the  edge  of  Honour,  makes  us  feem. 

That  are  the  ribs,  and  rampires  of  the  Empire, 

Fencers,  and  beaten  Fools,  and  fo  regarded  ; ’ 

But  I believe  ’em  not*,  for  were  thefe  truths. 

Your  vertue  can  correct  them. 

Emp.  They  fpeak  plainly. 

zy£c.  They  lay  moreover  (fince  your  Grace  will  have  it, 
For  they  will  talk  their  freedoms,  though  the  Sword 
Were  in  their  throat)  that  of  late  time,  like  t(erOf 
And  with  the  fame  forgetfulnefs  of  glory. 

You  have  got  a vein  of  (idling,  fo  they  term  it. 

Emp.  Some  drunken  dreams,  tyEctus, 

R.cim.  So  I hope.  Sir; 

And  that  you  rather  ftudy  cruelty, 

And  to  be  fear’d  for  blood,  than  lov’d  for  bounty. 

Which  makes  the  Nations,  as  they  fay,  defpife  ye. 

Telling  your  years  and  adions  by  their  deaths, 

Whofe  truth  and  flrength  of  duty  made  you  ; 

They  fay  befides  you  nourilh  flrange  devourers. 

Fed  with  the  fat  o’th’  Empire,  they  call  Bawds, 

Lazie  and  luflful  Creatures  that  abufe  ye, 

A People  as  they  term  ’em,  made  of  paper. 

In  which  the  fecret  fins  of  each  man’s  monies 
Are  feal’d  and  fent  a working. 

£mp.  What  fin’s  next  ? 

For  I perceive  they  have  no  mind  to  fpare  me. 

£^aits.  Nor  hurt  you  o’ my  foul.  Sir*,  but  fuch  People 
(Nor  can  the  power  of  manreflrain  it) 

When  they  are  full  of  meat  and  eafe,  mull  prattle. 

Emp.  Forward. 

E.c  'm5 . I have  fpoken  too  much.  Sir. 

Emp.  I’ll  have  all. 
l^ciHS.  It  fits  not 

Your  ears  fliould  hear  their  Vanities  *,  no  profit 
Can  jullly  rife  to  you  from  their  behaviour, 

Unlefs  ye  were  guilty  of  thofe  crimes. 

Emp.  It  may  be 
I am  fo,  therefore  forward. 

J^cius.  I have  ever 

Team’d  to  obey,  nor  fhall  my  life  refill  it. 

Emp.  No  more  Apologies. 

Kcins.  They  grieve  befides.  Sir, 

To  fee  the  Nations,  whom  our  ancient  Vertue 
With  many  a weary  march  and  hunger  conquer’d, 

With  lofs  of  many  a daring  life  fubdu’d. 

Fall  from  their  fair  obedience,  and  even  murmur 
To  fee  the  warlike  Eagles  mew  their  honours 
In  obfcure  Towns,  that  wont  to  prey  on  Princes, 

'They  cry  for  Enemies,  and  tell  the  Captains 
The  fruits  of  Italy  are  lufcious,  give  us  Egypt ■, 

Or  fandy  i^frk^to  difplay  our  valours. 

There  where  our  Swords  may  make  us  meat,  and  danger 
Digefl  our  well  got  Vyandsi  here  our  weapons 
And  bodies  that  were  made  for  Ihining  brafs. 

Are  both  unedg’d  and  old  with  eafe  and  women. 


And  then  they  cry  again,  where  are  the  Germans , 

Lin’d  with  hot  Spain.,  oxGallta,  bring ’em  on, 

•\nd  let  the  Son  of  War,  Heel’d  iJHithri Jutes., 

Lead  up  his  winged  'Parthtans  like  a Horm, 

Hiding  the  face  of  Heaven  with  Howrs  of  Arrows  ? 

Yet  we  dare  fight  like  Rom.tns  ^ then  as  Souldiers 
Tir’d  with  a weary  march,  they  tell  their  wounds 
Even  weeping  ripe  they  were  no  more  nor  deeper. 

And  glory  in  thofe  fears  that  make  them  lovely, 

And  fitting  where  a Gamp  was,  like  fad  Pilgrims 
They  reckon  up  the  times,  and  living  labours  ! 

Of  JdiiiSQxGerma-nicHs,  and  wonder  j 

That  Rome,  whofe  Turrets  once  were  topt  with  Honours, ! 
Can  now  forget  the  CuHom  of  her  ConqueHs  •,  j 

And  then  they  blame  your  Grace,  and  lay  Who  leads  us,  j 
Shall  we  Hand  here  like  Statues  ? were  our  Fathers  j 

The  Sons  of  lazie  Moors,  our  Princes  Persians,  1 

Nothing  but  filks  and  foftnefs  ? Curfes  on  ’em  I 

That  firlt  taught  IS^ero  wantonnefs  and  blood,  | 

TtheriHS  dowhts.,  Caligula  j 

For  fromthe  fpringof  thefe,  fucceeding  Princes 

Thus  they  talk.  Sir. 

Emp.  Well, 

Why  do  you  hear  thefe  things? 

J^cius.  Why  do  you  do  ’em  ? 

I take  the  gods  to  witnefs,  with  more  forrow, 

And  more  vexation  do  I hear  thefe  tainters 

Tha^  weremy  life dropt  from  me  through  an  hour-glafs. 

Eoip.  Belike  then  you  believe ’em,  or  at  lead 
Are  glad  they  Ihould  be  fb  j take  heed,  you  were  better 
Build  your  own  Tomb,  and  run  into  it  living. 

Than  dare  a Princes  anger. 

Ji^ctus.  I am  old,  Sir, 

And  ten  years  more  addition,  is  but  nothing  *, 

Now  if  my  life  be  pleafing  to  ye,  take  it. 

Upon  my  knees,  if  ever  any  fervice, 

(As  let  me  brag  fome  have  been  worthy  notice) 

If  ever  any  worth,  or  truHye  gave  me 
Deferv’d  a fair  relpefl,  if  all  my  aflions. 

The  hazards  of  my  youth,  colds,  burnings^  wants. 

For  you,  and  for  the  Empire,  be  not  vices  *, 

I By  that  Hile  ye  have  Hampt  upon  me,  Souldier, 

Let  me  not  fall  into  the  hands  of  Wretches. 

Emp.  I underHand  you  not. 
lEcius.  Let  not  this  body 

That  has  look’d  bravely  in  hisblood  for  Ce/ltr,  . i 

And  covetous  of  wounds,  and  for  your  fafety,  I 

After  the ’fcape  of  Swords,  Spears,  Slings,  and  Arrows,  1 
’GainH  which  my  beaten  body  was  mine  armour. 

The  Seas  and  thirHy  Defarts  now  be  purchafe 
For  Slaves,  and  bafe  Informers  *,  I fee  anger,  (ter, 

And  death  look  through  your  Eyes  *,  I am  markt  for  flaugh- 
And  know  the  telling  of  this  truth  has  made  me 
A man  clean  loH  to  this  World  ; I embrace  it  *, 

Only  my  laH  Petition,  facred  C<ef(iry 
Is,  I may  dye  a 
Emp.  Rife,  my  friend  Hill, 

And  worthy  of  my  love,  reclaim  the  Souldier, 

I’ll  Hudy  to  do  fo  upon  myfelf  too. 

Go,  keep  your  Command,  and  profper. 

I?..ciHS.  LifetoCf/^r (^E.v/t^cius 

Enter  Chilax. 

Chi.  Lord  nJMaximHs  attends  your  Grace. 

Emp.  Go  tell  him 
I’ll  meet  him  in  the  Gallery : 

ThehoneHyof  this  item. 

Who  is  indeed  the  Bull-warkof  the  Empire, 

Has  div’dfb  deep  into  me,  that  of  all 
The  fins  I covet,  but  this  Womans  beauty. 

With  much  repentance  now  I could  be  quit  of  j' 

But  Ihe  is  fuch  a pleafure,  being  good. 

That  though  I were  a god,  flie’d  fire  my  blood. 

' ^E..xemt. 

Aciptf 
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ABhs  Secundns,  Scena  Frima. 


’ Ef7tertheEtnperour,  Maximus,  Licinius,  Proculus,^ 
Chilax,  Of  at  Dice. 

Emp.  X 1 Ay  ye  fhall  fet  my  hand  out,  *tis  not  jufl: 

I fhould  negledt  my  fortune  now  ’tis  profperous. 
Lie.  If  I have  any  thing  to  fet  your  Grace, 

But  Cloaths  or  good  conditions,  Jet  me  perifh. 

You  have  all  my  money,  Sir. 

Fro.  And  mine. 

Chi.  And  mine  too. 

Max.  Unlefs  your  Grace  will  credit  us. 

Emp.  No  bare  board. 

Lie.  Then  at  my  Garden  Houfe.  ' . 

Emp.  The  Orchard  too. 

Lie.  And’t  pleafe  your  Grace. 

• Emp.  Have  at  ’em. 

Pro.  They  are  loll. 

, Lie.  Why,  farewel  Fig-trees. 

Emp.  Who fets more? 

Chil.  At  my  horfe.  Sir. 

Emp.  The  dapl’d  Spaniard  ? 

Chil.  He. 

Emp.  He’s  mine. 

Chil.  He  is  fo. 

Max.  Your  fhort  horfe  is  foon  curried. 

Chil.  Soitfeems,  Sir, 

So  may  your  Mare  be  too,  if  luck  ferve. 

Max.  Ha  ? 

Chil.  Nothing  my  Lord,  but  grieving  at  my  fortune. 

Emp.  Come  Maxmms^  you  were  not  wont  to  flinch  thus. 
Max.  I have  loll  all. 

Emp.  There’s  a Ring  yet. 

Max.  This  was  not  made  to  lofe,  Sir. 

Emp.  Some  love  token  •, 

Set  it  I fay. 

M.IX.  Idobcfeech  your  Grace, 

Ratiier  name  any  houfe  I have. 

Emp.  Howftrange 

And  curious  you  are  grown  of  toys!  redeem’t 
If  fo  1 win  it,  when  you  pleafe,  to  morrow. 

Or  next  day,  as  you  will,  I care  not. 

But  only  for  my  lucks  fake^  ’tis  not  Rings 
Can  make  me  richer. 

Max.  Will  you  throw.  Sir?  there ’tis. 

Emp.  Why,  then  have  at  it  fairly , mine. 

Max.  Your  Grace 
Is  only  ever  fortunate  •,  to  morrow, 

And’t  be  your  pleafure,  Sir,  I’ll  pay  the  price  on’t. 

Emp.  To  morrow  you  fhall  have  it  without  price,  Sir, 

But  this  day  ’tis  my  Vidory  ^ good  nJMaximus, 

Now  I bethink  my  felf,  go  to 

And  bid  him  multer  all  the  Cohorts  prefently  ; 

They  mutiny  for  pay  1 hear,  and  be  you 
Afliftant  to  him  •,  when  you  know  their  numbers, 

Ye  fliall  have  monies  for  ’em,  and  above. 

Something  to  flop  their  tongues  withal. 
eJT/ax.  I will  Sir, 

And  gods  preferve  you  in  this  mind  ftill. 

Emp.  Shortly  I’ll  fee  ’em  march  my  fcif. 

Max.  Gods  ever  keep  ye EE.vit  Maximus. 

Emp.  To  what  end  do  you  think  this  Ring  fhall  ferve 
For  ye  are  Fellows  only  know  by  rote,  (now? 

As  Birds  record  their  leflbns. 

Chil.  For  the  Lady. 

Emp.  But  how  for  her  ? 

Chil.  That  I confefs  I know  not. 

Emp.  Then  pray  for  him  that  does;  fetch  me  an  Eunuch 
That  never  faw  her  yet,  and  you  two  fee 
The  Court  made  like  a Paradife.  Chilax. 

Lie.  We  will.  Sir. 


Emp.  Full  of  fair  fhews  and  Muficks  •,  all  your  arts 
(As  I fhall  give  inftrudions)  ferew  to  th’  highefl, 

For  my  main  piece  is  now  a doing  ^ and  for  fear 
You  fhould  not  take.  I’ll  have  another  Engine, 

Such  as  if  vertue  be  not  only  in  her, 

She  fhall  not  chufe  but  lean  to,  let  the  Women 
Put  on  a graver  fliew  of  welcome. 

Pro.  Well  Sir. 

Emp.  They  are  a thought  too  eager. 

Enter  Chilax,  and  Lycias  the  Eunuch. 

Chi.  Here’s  the  Eunuch. 

Em.  Long  life  to 

Emp.  I mufl  ufe  you,  Lycias : 

Come,  let’s  walk  in,  and  then  I’ll  fhew  ye  all, 

If  women  may  be  frail,  this  wench  lhall  fall.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Claudia,  and  Marcellina. 

Claud.  Sirrah,  what  ails  my  Lady  that  of  late 
She  never  cares  for  Company  ? 

Mar.  IkiK)wnot, 

Unlefs  it  be  that  Company  caufes  Cuckolds. 

Claud.  That  were  a childifh  fear. 

Mar.  What  were  thofe  Ladies, 

Came  to  her  lately 
From  the  Court  ? 

Claud.  The  fame  wench, 

Some  grave  inflrudors  on  my  life,  they  look 
For  all  the  world  like  old  hatcht  hilts. 

Mar.  ’Tis  true.  Wench, 

For  here  and  there,  and  yet  they  painted  well  too, 

One  might  dilcover  where  the  Gold  was  worn, 

Their  iron  ages. 

Claud.  If  my  judgement  fail  not. 

They  have  been  fheathed  like  rotten  Ships. 

Afar  It  may  be. 

Claud.  For  if  you  mark  their  rudders,  they  hang  weakly. 
Mar.lhQy  have  pall  the  line  belike^  wouldfl  live  Claudia 
Till  thou  wert  fuch  as’they  are  ? 

Claud.  Chimney  pieces : 

Now  heaven  have  mercy  upon  me,  and  young  men, 

I had  rather  make  a di  a'lery  till  thirty. 

While  I am  able  to  endure  a tempefl. 

And  bear  my  fights  out  bravely,  till  my  tackle 
Whiltl’d  i’th’  Wind,  and  held  againfl:  all  weathers. 

While  I were  able  to  bear  with  my  tyres. 

And  fodifeharge’em,  1 would  willingly 
Live,  tJTfarcelltna,  not  till  barnacles 
Bred  in  my  fides. 

Mar.  Thou  art  i’th’ right.  Wench; 

For  who  would  Jive  whom  pleafures  had  forlaken, 
Toftandatmark,  and  cry  a Bow  fhort.  Seigneur? 

Were  there  not  men  came  hither  too.? 

Claud.  Brave  fellows  .- 
I fear  me  Bawds  of  five  i’th’  Pound. 

Mar.  How  know  you? 

Qaud.  They  gave  me  great  lights  to  it. 

Mar.  Take  heed,  Claudia. 

Clau.  Let  them  take  heed,  the  fpring  comes  on. 

Mar.  To  me  now 
They  feem’d  as  noble  Vifitants. 

Oaud.  To  me  now 

Nothing  lefs,  CTIarcellina,  for  Imarkt’em, 

And  by  this  honefl  light,  for  yet  ’tis  morning, 

Saving  the  reverence  of  their  gilded  doublets, 

And  Millan  skins. 

Mar.  Thou  art  a flrange  Wench,  Claudia. 

(flaud.  Ye  are  deceiv’d,  they  fhew’d  to  me  dire(flly 
Court  Crabs  that  creep  a fide-way  for  their  living, 

I know  ’em  by  the  Breeches  that  they  beg’d  laft. 

Mar.  Peace,  my  Lady  comes ^ whatmay  that  be.? 

Enter 
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Enter  Ludna,  and  Lycias,  tbs  Eunuch. 

Clau.  A Sumner  . ' . 

That  cites  her  to  appear. 

Mtr.  No  more  of  that  wench. 

Eun.  Madam,  what  anfwer  to,  your  Lord  ? 

Luci.  Pray  tell  him,  I am  fubjed  to  his  will. 

Sun.  Why  weep  you  Madam  ? 

Excellent  Lady,  there  are  none  will  hurt  you. 

Luci.  I do  befeech  you  tell  me  Sir. 

Eun.  What,  Lady  ? 

Luci.  Serve  ye  the  Emperor  ? 

I do.  ... 

Luci.  In  what  place  ? 

Eun.  In’s  chamber  Madam. 

JUcf,  Do  ye  ferve  his  will  too  ? 

Eun.  In  fair  and  juft  commands. 

Luci.  Are  ye  a Roman  ? 

Eun.  Yes  noble  Lady,  and  a 

Luci.  What  office  bore  your  parents  ? 

Eun.  One  was  Pretor. 

Luci.  Take  heed  then  how  you  ftain  his  reputation. 

Sun.  Why  worthy  Lady?  '■ 

Luci.  If  ye  know,  I charge  ye. 

Ought  in  this  Mellage,  but  what  honefty, 

The  truft.  artd  fair  obedience  of  a fervant 
May  well  deliver,  yet  take  heed,  and  help  me. 

Eun.  Madam^  I am  no  Broker. 

Claud,  rie  be  hang’d  then.  -h 
Eun.  Nor  bale  procurer  of  mens  lufts ; Your  husband. 
Pray’d  me  to  do  this  office,  I have  done  it, 

Itrefts  in  you  to  come,  or  no.  ‘ 

Luci.  I will  Sir.  ■ 

Sun.  If  ye  miftruft  me,  do  not.  •; 

Z,«». , Ye  appear  fo  worthy,  ' . .v 

And  to  all  my  fenfe  fo  honeft,  - 
And  thisisfuch  a certain  fign  ye  have  brought 
That  I believe. 

Eun.  Why  ffiould  I cozen  you  ? 

Or  were  I brib’d  to  do  this  villany,  ’ 

Can  mony  profper,  or  the  fool  that  takes  it. 

When  fuch  a vertue  falls  ? 

Luci.  Ye  fpeak  well  Sir } 

Would  all  the  reft  that  ferve  the  Emperour, 

Had  but  your  way. 

Claud.  And  fo  they  have  ad  unguem. 

Luct.  Pray  tell  my  Lord,  I have  receiv’d  his  Token, 
And  will  not  fail  to  meet  him  ^ yet  good  Sir,  thus  much 
Before  you  goe,  I do  befeech  ye  too, 

As  little  notice  as  ye  can,  deliver 
Of  my  appearance  there. 

Sun.  It  ffiall  be  nJMadant., 

And  fo  I wilh  you  happinefs. 

Luci.  I thank  you ' 


SCENA  II. 

Enter  TEcius,  purfuing  Pontius,  the  Captain, 
and  Maximus,  following. 

Max.  Temper  your  lelf  JEciut. 

Eon.  Hold  my  Lord, 

I am  a Roman,  and  a Souldier. 

Max.  Pray  Sir. 

y£ci.  Thou  art  a lying  Villain,  and  a Traytor  5 
Give  me  ray  felf,  or  by  the  Gods  my  friend 
You’l  make  me  dangerous ; how  dar’ft  thou  pluck 
The  Souldiersto  fedition,  and  I living. 

And  fow  Rebellion  in  ’em,  and  even  then 
When  I am  drawing  out  to  adion  ? 

Ton.  Hear  me.  i 

Max.  Are  ye  a man  ? ' 

eyEcL  I am  a true  hearted,  Ma.xmus, 

And  if  the  Villain  live,  we  are  difhonour’d. 

Max.  But  hear  him'^what  he  can  fay. 


\_Sxeunt. 

{Tumult 
^ noife 
within. 


eyEci.  That’s  the  way,  f 

To  pardon  him  I am  fo  eafie  natur’d,  I 

That  if  he  Ipeak  but  humbly  I forgive  him. 

Eon.  I do  befeech  ye  noble  General. 

eafci.  Has  found  the  way  already, give  me  room. 

One  ftroak,  and  if  he  fcape  me  then  h’as  mercy. 

Eon.  I do  not  call  ye  noble,  that  I fear  ye, 

I never  car’d  for  death  ; if  ye  will  kill  me, 

Confider  firft  for  what,  not  what  you  can  do ; 

’Tistrue,  I know  ye  for  my  General, 

And  by  that  great  Prerogative  may  kill ; 

But  do  it  juftly  then. 

^yEci.  He  argues  with  me, 

A made  up  Rebel. 

eJMax.  Pray  confider. 

What  certain  grounds  ye  have  for  this. 

'iyEci.  What  grounds  ? 

Did  I not  take  him  preaching  to  the  Souldier 
How  lazily  they  liv’d,  and  what  diffionours 
It  was  to  ferve  a Prince  fo  full  of  woman  ? 

Thofe  were  his  very  words,  friend. 
eJMax.  Thele , i^/Ecim, 

Though  they  were  ralhly  lpoke,which  was  an  errour 
( A great  one  Eontim  ) yet  from  him  that  hungers 
For  wars,  and  brave  imployment,  might  be  pardon’d. 

The  heart,  and  harbour’d  thoughts  of  ill,  make  Traytors, 

Not  fpleeny  fpeeches., 
o^«.  Why  Ihould  you  protcd  him  ? 

Goe  to,  it  ffiews  not  honeft. 
eJd'Iax.  Taint  me  not. 

For  that  ffiews  worfe  <jT.cm : All  your  friendffiip 
And  that  pretended  love  ye  lay  upon  me, 

Hold  back  my  honefty,  is  like  a favour 
You  do  your  flave  to  day,  to  morrow  hang  him, 

Was  I your  bofoiue  piece  for  this 
z^ci.  Forgive  me. 

The  nature  of  my  ze^l,  and  for  my  Country, 

Makes  me  fometimesffirget  my  felf-,  for  know. 

Though  I molt  ftrive  to  be  without  my  paffions, 

I am  no  God  : For  you  Sir,  / vyhole  infection 
Has  fpread  it  felf  like  poyfon  through  the  army. 

And  cafe  a killing  fog  on  fair  allegiance, 

Firft  thank  this  noble  Gentleman,  ye  had  dy’d  elle* 

Next  from  your  place,  and  honour  of  a Souldier, 

1 iiere  feclude  you. 

Ton.  May  I fpeak  yet  ? 
eJMax.  Hear  him. 

t/Eci.  y'.nd  wliilc  zyEechts  holds  a reputation, 

At  kaft  command,  ye  bear  no  arms  for  Rome  Sir. 

Eon.  Again  ft  her  1 fnall  never:  the  condemn’d  man 
Has  yet  that  priviledge  to  fpeak,  my  Lord  •, 

Law  were  not  eqnall  elle. 

Max.  Pray  hear  Aecius , 

For  happily  rhe  fault  he  has  committed. 

Though  1 be  leve  it  mighty,  yet  conlidered, 

If  mercy  may  be  thought  upon,  will  prove 
Rather  a haftie  fin , than  heynous. 

Aeci.  Speak. 

Eon.  ’Tistrue  my  Lord,  ye  took  me  tir’d  with  peace. 

My  words  almoftae  ragged  as  my  fortunes. 

’Tis  true  I told  the  Sonidier,  whom  we  ferv’d. 

And  then  bewail’d,  we  had  an  Emperour 
Led  from  us  by  the  flouriffies  of  Fencers  j 
I blam’d  him  too  for  women. 

Aec.  To  the  reft  Sir. 

Eon.  And iikeenoughIblefthimthenasSouldiers 
Will  do  fometimes : ’Tis  true  I told  ’em  too. 

We  lay  at  home,  to  ffiow  our  Country 
We  durft  goe  naked,  durft  vvant  meat,  and  mony. 

And  when  the  flave  drinks  wine,  wedurftbcthirftie: 

I told  ’em  this  too,  thatthe Trees  and  Roots 
Were  our  beft  pay-mafters  ; the  Charity 
Of  longing  women,  that  had  bought  our  bodies. 

Our  beds,  fires,  Taylers,  Norfes.  Nay  1 told ’em, 

^For. 
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( For  you  (hall  hear  the  greatefl  fin,  I faid  Sir  ) 

By  that  time  there  be  wars  again,  our  bodies 
Laden  with  fcarrs,  and  aches,  and  ill  lodgings. 

Heats,  and  perpetual  wants,  were  fitter  prayers 
And  certain  graves,  than  cope  the  foe  on  crutches : 
’Tis  likely  too,  I counfell’d  ’em  to  turn 
Their  warlike  pikes  to  pIough-(hares,  their  fure  Targets 
And  Swords  hatcht  with  the  bloud  of  many  Nations, 


To  Spades,  and  pruning  Knives,  for  thofe  get  mony, 
Their  warlike  Eagles,  into  Daws,  or  Starlings, 

To  give  an  Ave  Cafar  as  he  paffes, 

And  be  rewarded  with  a thoufund  drachma  s. 

For  thus  we  get  but  years  and  beets. 

Aeci.  What  think  you. 

Were  thefe  words  to  be  fpoken  by  a Captain, 

One  that  (liould  give  example? 

Max.  ’Twas  too  much.* 

Port.  My  Lord,  I did  not  wooe  ’em  from  the  Empire, 
Nor  bid  ’em  turn  their  daring  ficcl  ’gainfi  Cafar, 

The  Gods  for  ever  hate  me,  if  that  motion 
Were  part  of  me  : Give  me  but  imployment.  Sir  *, 

And  way  to  Iive,and  where  you  hold  me  vicious. 

Bred  up  in  mutiny,  my  Sword  (hall  tell  ye, 

And  if  you  pleafe,  that  place  I held,  maintain  it, 

’Gainll:  the  molt  daring  foes  of  Rome.  1 am  honell, 

A lover  of  my  Country,  one  that  holds 
His  life  no  longer  his,  than  kept  for  Cafar. 

Weigh  not  (I  thus  low  on  my  knee  bcfeech  you) 

What  my  rude  tongue  difeovered,  ’twas  my  want, 

No  other  part  of  Tornim : you  have  fecn  me. 

And  you  my  Lord,  do  fomething  for  my  Country, 

Aiid  both  beheld  the  wounds  I gave  and  took, 

Not  like  a backward  Traytor. 

A ci.  All  this  language 
Makes  but  againlt  you  Pontinsj  you  are  call, 

And  by  mine  honour,  and  my  love  to  Cf/ar, 

By  me  (hall  never  be  rellor’d , In  my  Camp 
I will  not  have  a tongue,  though  to  himfelf 
Dare  talk  but  near  fedition^  as  I govern, 

All  (hall  obey,  and  when  they  want,  their  duty 
And  ready  fei  vice  (hall  redrefs  their  needs. 

Not  prating  what  they  would  be. 

Ton.  Thus  1 leave  ye. 

Yet  (hall  ray  prayers  dill,  although  my  fortunes 
Mult  follow  you  no  more,  beftill  about  ye, 

Gods  give  ye  where  ye  fight  the  Victory, 

Ye  cannot  cad  my  wilhes. 

Aeci.  Come  my  Lord, 

Now  to  the  Field  again. 

Max.  Alas  poor  Pontitu.- {^Exeunt. 


SCENA  IV. 


Ewer  Chilax,  at  one  door.,  Licinius,  and  Balbus, 
at  another. 


Lid.  How  how/ 

Cht.  She’s  come. 

Bal.  Then  Tie  to’th  Emperour.- 


Cd.  Do ; Is  the  Mufick  placed  w'cll  ? 

Lid.  Excellent. 

Chi.  LicinihSy  you  and  Procltts  receive  her 
In  the  great  Chamber,  at  her  entrance. 

Let  me  alone  ^ and  do  you  hear  Licinius^ 

Pray  let  the  Ladies  ply  her  further  off. 

And  with  much  more  diferetion : one  word  more. 
Ltd.  Well. 

Chi.  Are  the  Jewels,  and  thofe  ropes  of  Pearl, 


[,Exit  Balbus. 


Enter  Emperour^  Balbus,  and  Proclus. 

Laid  in  the  way  (he  pa(res? 

Lid.  Take  no  care  man Q Exit  Licinius. 


Emp.  What  is  (he  come  ? 

Chti.  She  is  Sir  \ but  ’twere  bed , 
Your  Grace  were  fecn  lad  to  her. 


Emp.  So  I mean ; 

Keep  the  Court  emptie  Proculus. 

Tro.  ’Tis  done  Sir. 

Emp.  Be  not  too  fudden  to  her. 

Chtl.  Good  your  Grace, 

Retire,  and  man  your  felf;  let  us  alone. 

We  are  no  children  this  way ; do  you  hear  Sir  ? 

’Tis  necelTary  that  her  waiting  women 
Be  cut  offin  the  Lobby,  by  fome  Ladies, 

They’d  break  the  bufinefs  elfe. 

Emp.  ’Tis  true,  they  (hall. 

Chtl.  Remember  your  place  Proculus. 

Pro.  I warrant  ye. l^-^-tunt  Emp.  Bdd.andPto. 


Enter  Lucina,  Claudia,  and  Marcellina. 


at.  She  enters : who  are  waiters  there  ? the  Emperour 
Calls  for  his  Horfe  to  air  himlelf.  ^ 


Luci.  1 am  glad, 

I come  fo  happily  to  take  him  abfent. 

This  takes  away  a little  fear  ^ I know  him 
Now  I begin  to  fear  again : O honour,  * 

If  ever  thou  hadft  temple  in  weak  woman 
And  (acrifice  of  modefty  burnt  to  thee,  * 

Hold  me  fad  now,  and  help  me.  * 

Chtl.  Noble  t^Adadantj 

Ye  are  welcom  to  the  Court,  mod  nobly  welcom. 

Ye  arc  a drangcr  Lady.  ^ 

Luci.  I defire  fo. 

Chtl.  A wondrous  ftranger  here. 

Nothing  fo  drange  .• 

And  therefore  need  a guide  I think. 

Lud.  I do  Sir , 

And  that  a good  one  too. 

Chtl.  My  lervice  Lady, 

Shall  be  your  guide  in  this  place  *,  But  pray  ye  tell  me 
Arc  ye  refolv’d  a Courtier?  ^ * 

Lud.  No  I hope  Sir. 

Qau.  You  are.  Sir  ? 

Chil.  Yes,  my  fair  one. 

Clan.  So  it  feems. 

You  are  fo  ready  to  bedow  your  felf. 

Pray  what  might  cod  thofe  Breeches  ? 

Chtl.  Would  you  wear  ’em  ? 

Madam  ye  have  a witty  woman. 

Mar.  Two  Sir, 

Or  elfe  ye  underbuy  us. 

Lud.  Leave  your  talking: 

But  is  my  Lord  here,  I bcfeech  ye,  Sir  ? 

ChU.  Ht  is  fwcet  Udy,and  mud  take  this  kindly, 
Receding  kindly  of  yc,  wondrous  kindly 
Ye  come  (b  far  to  vifit  him : I’le  guide  ye. 

Lud.  Whither  ? 

Chil.  Why  to  your  Lord. 

Luci.  Is  it  fo  hard  Sir, 

To  find  him  in  this  place  without  a Guide  ? 

For  I would  willingly  not  trouble  you. 

Ooil.  It  will  be  fo  (or  you  that  arc  a dranger  i 
Nor  can  it  be  a trouble  to  do  fervicc 

To  fuch  a worthy  beauty,  and  befides 

Mar.  I fee  he  will  goe  with  us. 

Clau.  Let  him  amble. 


Chil.  It  fits  not  that  a Lady  of  your  reckoning 
Should  pafs  without  attendants. 

Lud.  I have  two  Sir. 

Chil.  I mean  without  a man  ^ You’l  lee  the  Emperour  ? 
Luct.  Alas  I am  not  fit  Sir. 


He 


Chil.  You  are  well  enough  , 
e’l  take  it  wondrous  kindly : 


Hark. 


Luci.  Yq  flatter. 

Good  Sir,  no  more  of  that. 

Chil.  Well,  I but  tell  ye. 

Luc.  Will  ye  goe  for  ward,fincc  1 mud  be  man’d. 
Pray  take  your  place. 

Oaud.  Cannot  ye  man  us  too  Sir  ? 


Chil. 
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Chtl.  Give  me  but  time. 

Mar.  And  you’l  try  all  things. 

Chil.  No : 

rie  make  no  fuch  promife. 

Claud.  If  ye  do  Sir  , 

Take  heed  ye  Hand  to’t. 

Chd.  Wondrous  merry  Ladies.  C 

Enter  Licinius,  and  Proculus,  Balbus. 

Luci.  The  wenches  are  difpos’d,  pray  keep  your  way  Sir. 

Lid.  She  is  coming  up  the  flairs  •,  Now  the  Mufick  *, 

And  as  that  flirs  her,  let’s  fet  on : perfumes  there. 

pro.  Difcover  all  the  Jewels. 

Lid.  Peace.  Mufick., 

SONGS. 

l^T  Ovo  the  lufiy  Spring  is  jeeriy 

golden  yelloWy  gaudy  'BlexVj 

T)aintily  invite  the  view. 

Every  where,  on  every  Green, 

Rofes  blujhing  as  they  blow. 

And  int icing  men  to  pull , 

Lillies  whiter  than  the  Jnow, 

Woodbines  of  fweet  loony  full. 

All  Loves  Emblems  and  all  cry, 

Ladys,  if  not  pluckt  we  dye. 

Tet  the  lufiy  Spring  hath  fiaid, 

Blujhing  red  and  purefi  white, 

Daintily  to  love  invite. 

Every  Woman,  every  Maid, 

Cherries  kiffing  as  they  grow  j 

And  inviting  men  to  tafie. 

Apples  even  ripe  below, 

Winding  gently  to  the  wafie  : 

All  loves  emblems  and  all  cry, 

Ladies,  if  not  plucky  we  dye* 

SECOND. 

T T Ear  ye  Ladies  that  dejpife 

X J.  what  the  mighty  Love  has  done. 

Fear  examples , and  be  wife. 

Fair  Califlo  was  a Nun, 

L<eda  failing  on  the  fir  earn. 

To  deceive  the  hopes  of  man. 

Love  accounting  but  a dream. 

Doted  on  a filver  Swan, 

Danae  in  a Braz.en  Tower, 

Where  no  love  was,  lov'd  a Showr. 

/ Hear  ye  Ladys  that  are  coy. 

What  the  mighty  Love  can  do. 

Fear  the  fier,cenefs  of  the  Boy, 

The  chafie  Moon  he  makes  to  wooe : 

Vefla  kindling  holy  fires, 

Circled  round  about  with  fpies , 

Never  dreaming  loofe  defirei , 

■■  ■ Doting  at  the  Altar  dies. 

11  ion  in  a Jhort  hour  higher 

1 He  can  build,  and  once  more  fire. 

I 

Enter  Chilax,  Lucina,  Claudia,  and  Marcellina. 

Lucl.  Pray  Heaven  my  Lord  be  here,  for  now  I fear  it. 
Well  Ring,  if  thou  bee’fl  counterfeit,  or  floln, 

As  by  this  preparation  I fufpedl  it. 

Thou  halt  bctrai’d  thy  Miflris;  pray  Sir  forward, 

I would  fairi  fee  my  Lord. 

Chil.  But  tell  me  Madam,  . , i 

How  do  ye  like  the  Song  ? 

L.uci.  I like  the  air  well. 

But  .for  the  words,  they  are  lafcivious, 

And  over  light  for  Ladies. 

(Jhil.  All  ours  love  ’em. 

Luci.  ’Tis  like  enough,  for  yours  are  loving  I adies. 

Lid.  yeare  welcom  totheCourt.  Vv  no  waits? 

Attendants  for  this  Lady. 

Luci.  Ye  miflake  Sirj 

I bring  no  triumph  with  me, 

Ltci.  But  much  honour. 

Pro.  Why  this  was  nobly  done  •,  and  like  a neighbour, 

So  freely  of  your  felf  to  be  a vilitant, 

The  Emperour  fliali  give  ye  thanks  for  this. 

Luci.  O no  Sif, 

There’s  nothing  to  deferve  ’em. 

Pro.  Yes,  your  prefence. 

Luci.  Good  Gentlemen  be  patient,  and  believe 

I come  to  fee  my  husband,  on  command  too, 

I were  no  Courtier  elfe. 

Lid.  That’s  all  one  Lady, 

Now  ye  are  here,y’are  welcom,  and  the  Emperour 

Who  loves  ye,  but  too  well. 

Luci.  No  more  of  that  Sir. 

I came  not  to  be  Catechiz’d. 

Pro.  Ah  Sirrah  •, 

And  have  we  got  you  here  ? faith  Noble  Lady, 

We’l  keep  you  one  month  Courtier. 

Luci.  Gods  defend  Sir, 

I never  lik’d  a trade  worle. 

Pro.  Hark  ye. 

Luci.  No  Sir* 

Pro.  Y e are  grown  the  ftrangefl  Lady. 

Luci.  How  ? 

Pro.  By  Heaven, 

’Tis  true  I tell  ye,  and  you’l  find  it.  Lud.  I ? 

I’le  rather  find  my  grave,  and  fo  inform  him. 

Pro.  Is  it  not  pity  Gentlemen,  this  Lady, 

( Nay  rie  deal  roughly  with  ye,  yet  not  hurt  ye  ) 

Shold  live  alone,  and  give  fuch  heavenly  beauty 

Only  to  walls,  and  hangings  ? 

Lud.  Good  Sir , patience : 

I am  no  wonder,  neither  come  to  that  end. 

Ye  do  my  Lord  an  injury  to  flay  me. 

Who  though  ye  are  the  Princes,  yet  dare  tell  ye 

He  keeps  no  wife  for  your  wayes. 

Bal.  Well,  well  Lady, 

However  you  are  pleas’d  to  think  of  us , 

Ye  are  welcom,  and  ye  lliall  be  welcome. 

Lud.  Shew  it 

In  that  I come  for  then,  in  leading  me 

Where  my  lov’d  Lord  is,  not  in  flattery ; r Jewels 

Nay  ye  may  draw  the  Curtain,!  have  leen ’em,  Xjhew'd. 

But  none  worth  half  my  honcfly. 

Claud.  Arc  thefe  Sir, 

Laid  here  to  take  ? 

Pro.  Yes,  for  your  Lady,  Gentlewomen. 

Mar.  We  had  been  doing  elfe. 

Bal.  Meaner  Jewels 

Would  fit  your  worths.  | 

Claud.  And  meaner  clothes  your  bodies. 

Luci.  The  Gods  fhall  kill  me  firfl. 

Lid.  There’s  better  dying  •, 

I’th’  Emperours  arms  goe  to,  but  be  not  angry 

Thefe  are  but  talks  fweet  Lady. 

Enter  Phorba,  and  Arddia. 

Pfcor. Where  is  this  flranger  ? rufhes,Ladys,rulhes; 

Rulhes  as  green  as  Summer  for  this  flranger. 

Pro.  Here’s  Ladies  come  to  fee  you. 

Luci.  You  are  gone  then  ? 

I take  it  ’tis  your  ' 

Pro.  Or  rather  manners,  , 

You  are  better  fitted  Madam,  we  but  tire  ye,  ^ 

Therefore  we’l  leave  you  for  an  hour,  and  bring 

Your  much  lov’d  Lord  unto  you 'f^^eutit. 

Luci.  Then  I’le  thank  ye,  \ 
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I am  betrai’d  for  certain  •,  well  Lacina, 

If  thou  do’ll  fall  from  vertue,  may  the  Earth 
That  after  death  Ihould  (hoot  up  gardens  of  thee, 

Spreading  thy  living  goodnefs  into  branches, 

Fly  from  thee,  and  the  hot  Sun  find  thy  vices. 

'Tho.  You  are  a welcom  woman. 
yird.  Blefs  me  Heaven , 

How  did  you  find  the  way  to  Court  ? 

Litci.  I know  not. 

Would  I had  never  trod  it. 

Thor.  Prethee  tell  me, 

Good  noble  Lady, and  good  fweet  heart  love  us. 

For  we  love  thee  extreamly,  is  not  this  place 
A Paradife  to  live  in  ? 

Luci.  To  thofe  people 
That  know  no  other  Paradile  but  pleafure. 

That  little  I enjoy  contents  me  better. 
u4rd.  What,  heard  ye  any  Mufick  yet  ? 

Luci.  Too  much. 

Phor.  You  mud  not  be  thus  froward  what,  this  gown 
Is  one  o’th’  prettied  by  my  troth  Jirdelia , 

1 ever  faw  yet ; ’twas  not  to  frown  in  Lady, 

Ye  put  this  gown  on  when  ye  came. 

<iArd.  How  do  ye? 

Alas  poor  wretch  how  cold  it  is ! 

Luci.  Content  ye  ; 

I am  as  well  as  may  be,  and>as  temperate. 

If  ye  will  let  me  be  fo:  where’s  my  Lord  ? 

For  there’s  the  bufinefs  that  I came  for  Ladles. 

Phor.  Wc’l  lead  ye  to  him,  he’s  i’th’  Gallery. 

Ard.  We’l  Ihew  ye  all  the  Court  too. 

Luci  Shew  me  him, 

And  ye  have  (hew’d  me  all  I come  to  look  on. 

Phor.  Come  on,  we’l  be  your  guides,  md  as  ye  goc. 

We  have  fomc  pretty  tales  to  tell  ye  Lac' 

Shall  make  ye  merry  too ; yc  come  not  w;  c. 

To  be  a fad  Luctna. 

Luct.  Would  I might  not. {Exeunt. 

Enter  Chilax,  and  Balbus. 

Chtl.  Now  the  foft  Mufick  *,  Balbus  tun 

Bal.  I flye  Boy Balbus. 

Chil.  The  women  by  this  time  are  worming  of  her, 

If  (he  can  hold  out  them,  the  Emperour  Mufick^ 

Takes  her  to  task : he  has  her  •,  hark  the  Mufick. 

Enter  Empcrour,  and  Lucina. 

Luci.  Good  your  Grace, 

Where  are  my  women  Sir  ? 

Emp.  They  are  wife,  beholding 
What  you  think  fcorn  to  look  on,  the  Courts  bravery  : 
Would  you  have  run  away  fo  (lily  Lady, 

And  not  have  feen  me  ? 

Luci.  I befeech  your  Majedie, 

Confider  what  I am,  and  whofe. 

Entp.  I do  fo. 

Luci.  Believe  me,  1 (hall  never  make  a whore  Sir. 

Emp.  A friend  ye  may,  and  to  that  man  that  loves  ye, 
More  than  you  love  your  vertue. 

Luct.  Sacred  Cafar. 

Emp.  You  (hall  not  kneel  to  me  fweet. 

Luci.  Look  upon  me, 

And  if  ye  be  fo  cruel  to  abule  me. 

Think  how  the  Gods  will  take  it  j docs  this  beauty 
Afflid  your  foul  ? I’le  hide  it  from  you  ever. 

Nay  more,  I will  become  fo  leprous. 

That  ye  (hall  curfe  me  from  ye : My  dear  Lord 
Has  ferv’d  ye  ever  truly,  fought  your  Battels, 

As  if  he  daily  long’d  to  dye  for  {afary 
Was  never  Traytor  Sir,  nor  never  tainted 
In  all  the  adtions  ot  his  life. 

Eti^.  I know  it. 

Lmi.  Hi;  fame  an  J family  have  grown  together. 

And  (pred  together  like  to  failing  Cedars, 


Over  the  Raman  Diadem  ; O let  not. 

As  ye  have  any  flelh  that’s  humane  in  you. 

The  havmg  of  a modeft  wife  decline  him. 

Let  not  my  vertue  be  the  wedge  to  break  him. 

I do  not  think  ye  are  lafcivious, 

Thele  wanton  men  belye  ye,-  you  are 
Which  is  the  Father  of  the  Empires  honour. 

Ye  are  too  near  the  nature  of  the  Gods, 

To  wrong  the  weakeft  of  all  creatures , worrlen. 

Emp.  I dare  not  do  it  here,  rife  fair  Lucina j 
I did  but  try  your  temper,  yearehoneft. 

And  with  the  commendations  wait  on  that 
rie  lead  ye  to  your  Lord,  and  give  you  to  him : 

Wipe  your  fair  eyes : he  that  endeavours  ill. 

May  well  delay,  but  never  quench  his  hell. {Exeunt. 


ASlfid  Tertius.  Scena  Frima, 

Enter  Chilax,  Licinius,  Proculus,  and  Balbus. 

0^-  I ' I S done  Licinius. 

1 Lid.  How  ? 

Chil.  I (ha  me  to  tell  it. 

If  there  be  any  juftice,  we  are  Villains, 

And  muft  be  fo  rewarded. 

Bal.  If  it  be  done, 

I take  it  ’tis  no  time  now  to  repent  it. 

Let’s  make  the  bed  o’th’  trade. 

Pro.  Now  vengeance  take  it, 

Why  (hould  not  he  have  letled  on  a beauty, 

Whofe  honefty  duck  in  a piece  of  tilTue, 

Or  one  a Ring  might  rule,  or  fuch  a one 
That  had  an  itching  husband  to  be  honourable. 

And  ground  to  get  it : if  he  mud  have  women. 

And  no  allay  without  ’em,  why  not  thole 
That  know  the  mifery,  and  arc  bed  able 
T 0 play  a game  with  judgement  ? fuch  as  (he  is. 

Grant  they  be  won  with  long  fiege,  endlcfs  travel. 

And  brought  to  opportunity  with  millions. 

Yet  when  they  come  to  motion, their  cold  vertue 
Keeps  ’em  like  cakes  of  Ice ; Tic  melt  a Crydal, 

And  make  a dead  flint  fire  himlelf,  c’re  they 
Give  greater  heat,  than  new  departing  embers 
Give  to  old  men  that  watch  ’em. 

Lid.  A good  Whore 
Had  fav’d  all  this,  and  happily  as  wholfom, 

I,  and  the  thing  once  done  too, as  well  thought  of. 

But  this  fame  chadity  forfooth. 

Pro.  A Pox  on’t. 

Why  (hould  not  women  be  as  free  as  we  are  ? 

They  are,  but  not  in  open,  and  far  freer. 

And  the  more  bold  ye  bear  your  felf,more  welcom. 

And  there  is  nothing  you  dare  fay,  but  truth. 

But  they  dare  hear 

Enter  Emperour,  and  Lucina. 

Chi.  The  Emperour.'  away. 

And  if  we  can  repent,  let’s  home  and  pray.  {^xeunt, 

Emp.  Your  only  vertue  now  is  patience. 

Take  heed,  and  fave  your  honour  ■,  if  you  talk. 

Luci.  As  long  as  there  is  motion  in  ray  body. 

And  life  to  give  me  words,  Tie  cry  for  judice. 

Emp.  Jullice  (hall  never  hear  ye,  I am  judice. 

Luci.  Wilt  thou  not  kill  me,  Monder,  Ravilher, 

Thou  bitter  bane  o’th’  Empire,  look  upon  me. 

And  if  thy  guilty  eyes  dare  fee  thefe  ruines. 

Thy  wild  lud  hath  laid  level  with  diftionour. 

The  facrilegious  razing  of  this  Temple, 

The  mother  of  thy  black  fins  would  have  blulh’d  at. 

Behold  and  curfe  thy  lelf ; the  Gods  will  find  thee. 

That’s  all  my  refuge  now,  for  they  are  righteous. 
Vengeance  and  horror  circle  thee  •,  the  Empire, 


In  which  thou  Jiv’Il  a ftrong  continued  furfeit, 

Like  poyfon  will  difgorge  thee,  good  men  raze  thee 

I For  ever  being  read  again, but  vicious 

1 Women,  and  fearful!  Maids,  make  vows  againft  thee : 
Thy  own  Slaves,  if  they  hear  of  this,  fhall  hate  thee  j 
And  thofe  thou  hall  corrupted  firft  fall  from  thee , 

And  if  thou  let’ll;  me  live,  the  Souldier, 

Tir’d  with  thy  Tyrannies,  breakthrough  obedience. 
And  fhake  his  Itrong  Steel  at  thee. 

Emp.  This  prevails  not^ 

Nor  any  Agony  ye  utter  Lady, 

If  I have  do.ne  a lin,  curfeher  that  drew  me, 

Curfe  the  firft  caufe,  the  witchcraft  that  abus’d  me,  ' 
Curfe  thofe  fair  eyes,  and  curie  that  heavenly  beauty, 
And  curfe  your  being  good  too. 

Luci.  Glorious  thief, 

What  reftitution  canlt  thou  make  to  fave  me  ? 

£mp.  rie  ever  love,  and  honour  you. 

Luci.  Thou  canfl:  not. 

For  that  which  was  mine  honour,  thou  hall  murdrcd, 
And  can  there  be  a love  in  violence  ? 

Emp.  Youlhall  be  only  mine. 

Lnci.  Yet  I like  better 
Thy  villany,  than  flattery,  that’s  thine  own, 

The  other  bafely  counterfeit ; flye  from  me. 

Or  for  thy  fafety  fake  and  wifdom  kill  me. 

For  I am  worfe  than  tnou  art  , thou  mailt  pray, 

And  fo  recover  grace  •,  I am  loll  fo.  <^'/er. 

And  if  thou  iet’ft  me  live,  th’ait  lof  thy  felftoo. 

Efvp.  I fear  no  lofs  but  love,  1 ftana  above  it. 

LhCi.  Cali  in  your  Lady  Bawds,  and  guilded  Pander’s 
And  let  them  truimph  too,  and  fing  to 
Lucina’s  fal’.i,  tliichaO;  Luemas  conquer’d  *, 

Gods ! what  a wretched  thing  has  this  man  made  me  ? 

Forlamnowno  wife  for 

No  company  for  women  that  are  vertuous. 

No  familie  I now  can  claim,  nor  Country, 

Nor  name,  but  Gear’s  whore;  O facred  Gf/^r, 

( For  that  fliould  be  your  title  ) was  your  Empire, 

Your  Rods,  and  Axes,  that  are  types  of  Juftice, 
i Thofe  fires  that  ever  burn,  to  beg  you  blelfings. 

The  peoples  adoration,  fear  of  Nations, 

. What  viiftory  can  bring  ye  home,  what  elfe 
i The  ufefull  Elements  can  make  your  fervants. 

Even  light  it  felf,  and  funs  of  light,  truth,  Juftice, 
Mercy,  and  ftarlike  pietie  fent  to  you. 

And  from  the  gods  themfelves,  to  ravilh  women  ? 

The  curfes  that  I owe  to  Enemies, 

Even  thofe  the  Sabtms  fent,  when  Romulus^ 

( As  thou  haft  me  ) ravilh’d  their  noble  Maids, 

Made  more,  and  heavier,  light  on  thee. 

Emp.  This  helps  not. 

Luci.  The  fins  oiTa^cjuin  be  remember’d  in  thee. 

And  where  there  has  a chaft  wife  been  abus’d. 

Let  it  be  thine,  the  fhame  thine,  thine  the  flaughter, 
And  lafl:  for  ever  thine,  the  fear’d  example. 

Where  lhall  poor  vertue  live,  now  I am  fain  > 

What  can  your  honours  oow,and  Empire  make  me. 

But  a more  glorious  Whore 

8mp.  A better  woman. 

But  if  ye  will  be  blind, and  fcorn  it,who  can  help  it  ? 
Come  leave  thefe  lamentations,  they  do  nothing, 

But  make  a noyfe,  1 am  the  fame  man  ftill. 

Were  it  to  do  again  ^ therefore  be  wifer, 

I By  all  this  holy  light,  I Ihould  attempt  it. 

Ye  arc  fo  excellent,  and  made  to  ravilh, 

There  were  no  pleafure  in  ye  elfe. 

Luci.  Oh  villain. 

fwp.Sobred  fo;.  mans  amazement, that  my  reafon 
And  every  help  to  hold  me  right  has  loft  me ; 

, The  God  of  love  himfelf  had  been  before  me 
t Had  he  but  power  to  fee.ye  *,  tell  me  juftly, 

: How  can  I choolc  but  err  then  ? if  ye  dare 
i Be  mine,  and  only  mine,  for  ye  are  fo  pretious. 
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I envie  any  other  fhould  enjoy  ye, 

Almoft  look  on  ye ; and  your  daring  husband 
Shall  know  h’as  kept  an  offring  from  the  Empire, 

Too  holy  for  his  Altars  •,  be  the  mightieft. 

More  than  my  felf  I’le  make  it ; if  ye  will  not 
Sit  down  with  this, and  filence,  for  which  wifdom 
Ye  lhall  have  ufc  of  me,  and  much  honour  ever. 

And  be  the  lame  you  were ; it  ye  divulge  it, 

Know  I am  far  above  the  faults  I do. 

And  thofe  I do  1 am  able  to  forgive  too  ; 

And  w'here  your  credit  in  the  knowledge  of  it, 

.May  be  with  glofs  enough  fufpeifted,  mine 
Is  as  mine  own  command  lhall  make  it ; 

Princes  though  they  be  fometime  fubjedt  to  loofe  whifpers. 
Yet  wear  they  two  edged  fwords  for  open  cenfures  : 

Your  husband  cannot  help  ye,  nor  the  Souldier  ; 

Your  husband  is  my  creature,  they  my  weapons. 

And  only  where  I bid  ’em  ftrike  I feed  ’em, 

Nor  can  the  Gods  be  angry  at  this  aftion. 

For  as  they  make  me  molt,  they  mean  me  happieft, 

Which  I had  never  been  without  this  pleafure : 

Conflder,  and  farewell  : you’l  find  your  women 
At  home  before  ye,  they  have  had  fome  fport  too. 

But  arc  more  thankful  for  it \lExir  Smperour. 

Luci.  Deftruftion  find  thee. 

Now  which  way  muft  I go  ? my  honeft  houfe 
Will  fliaketo  fhelterme,  my  husband  flee  me. 

My  Family,  becaufe  they  are  honeft,  and  delire  to  be  fo, 
Muft  not  endure  me,  not  a neighbour  know  me  : 

What  woman  now  dare  fee  me  without  blulhcs, 

And  pointing  as  I pafs,  there,  there,  behold  her. 

Look  on  her  little  Children,  thatisfiie,  * 

That  handfome  Lady,  mark^  O my  fad  fortunes,  ■ 

Is  this  the  end  of  goodnefs,  this  the  price  ' ^ 

Of  all  my  early  prayers  to  proted  me. 

Why  then  I fee  there  is  no  God  but  power, 

Nor  vertue  now  alive  that  cares  for  us, 

3ut  what  is  either  lame  or  fenfual, 

^ow  had  I been  thus  wretched  elfe  ? 

E'/jter  Maximus,  and  Tcius. 
jieci.  Let  Titius 

Command  the  company  that  Fontim  loft. 

And  fee  the  Fofles  deeper. 

Afax.  How  now  fweet  heart. 

What  make  you  here,  and  thus  ? 

Aeci.  Lucina  weeping  .' 

This  muft  be  much  offence. 

Max.  Look  up  and  tell  me  , 

Why  are  you  thus  ? My  Ring  ? O friend,  I have  found  it, 
Ye  are  at  Court,  fweet. 

Lad.  Yes,  this  brought  me  hither. 

Max.  Rife,  and  goe  home : I have  my  fears  Aecias ; 

Oh  my  beft  friend,  I am  ruin’d  ; go  Lucina^ 

Already  in  thy  tears  I have  read  thy  wrongs. 

Already  found  a (^afar;  go  thou  Lilly, 

Thou  fweetly  drooping  flower : gofilver  Swan, 

And  fing  thine  own  fad  requiem:  goe  Lacina., 

And  if  thou  dar’ft,  outlive  this  wrong. 

Lad.  I dare  not. 

Aed.  Is  that  the  Ring  ye  loft  ? 

Max.  That,  that,  Aecias., 

That  curfed  Ring,  my  felf,  and  all  my  fortunes : 

’Thas  pleas’d  the  Emperour,  my  noble  mafter , 

For  all  my  fervices,  and  dangers  for  him. 

To  make  me  mine  own  Pander,  was  this  juftice  ? 

Oh  my  Aectus,  have  1 liv’d  to  b ear  this  ? 

Lad.  Farewel  for  ever  Sir. 

Max.  That’s  a fad  faying, 

But  fuch  a one  becomes  yc  well  Ladna : 

And  yet  me  thinks  we  fhould  not  part  fo  lightly, 

Our  loves  have  been  of  longer  growth,more  rooted 
Than  thefharp  word  of  one  farewel  can  fcatter, 

Kifs  me : I find  no  C'efar  here  *,  thefe  lips 
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Tafte  not  of  Ravifher  in  m/  opinion. 

W’as  it  not  fo  ? 

Luc.  O yes. 

Max.  I dare  believe  tliee, 

For  thou  wert  ever  truth  it  felf,  and  fweetnefs  •, 

Indeed  flie  was, 

trxms.  So  fhe  is  frill. 

Mix.  Once  more,  O my  L -cina.^  O my  Comfort, 
Thebleflingof  my  Youth,  the  life  of  my  life. 

Nlcihs.  I have  feen  enough  to  ftagger  my  obedience  \ 
Hold  me  ye  equal  Gods,  ttiis  is  too  linful. 

Max.  Why  wert  thou  chofen  out  to  make  a Whore  of? 
To  me  thou  wert  too  chalte-,  fallCryftal  Fountains, 

And  ever  feed  your  ftreams  you  riling  forrows. 

Till  you  have  dropt  your  Miltris  into  Marble  : 

Now  go  for  ever  from  me. 

Liic.  Long  farev/el.  Sir. 

And  as  I have  been  loyal,  gods  think  on  me. 

Max.  Stay,  let  me  once  more  bid  farewel,  Lucina^ 
Farewel  thou  excellent  example  of  us. 

Thou  Harry  Vertue,  fare  thee  well,  feek  Heaven, 

And  there  by  Cafwpea  Ihine  in  Glory, 

We  are  too  bafe  and  dirty  to  preferve  thee. 

JEcias.  Nay,  I mult  kifs  too  ^ fuch  a kilsagain, 

I And  from  a Woman  of  fo  ripe  a Vertue, 
i mufl:  not  take  i Farewel  thou  Pheenixy 
If  thou  wilt  dye,  L'lcia.i  *,  which  well  weigh’d, 

If  you  canceafe  a while  from  thefeftrange  thoughts, 

[ wilh  were  rather  alter’d. 

Lhc.  No. 

JEctus.  Miltake  not  ^ 

I would  not  llain  your  honour  for  the  Empire, 

Nor  any  way  decline  you  todiferedit, 

’Tis  notmy  fairprofclTion,  but  a Villains; 

1 find  and  feel  your  lolsasdeepas  you  do. 

And  am  the  lame,  lEdiu,  Hill  ashonelf. 

The  fame  life  I have  Hill  for  (JJiaxtmusy 

The  fame  Sword  wear  for  you,  where  JuHicc  wills  me, 

And  'tis  no  dull  one ; therefore  raifconceive  me  not ; 

Only  Ivvould  have  you  lire  a little  longer, 

Butalhort  year. 

Max.  She  mult  not.  ' 

Lac.  Whyfo  long,  Sir, 

Am  I not  grey  enough  with  grief  already  ? 

JEci.  Todrawfromt  iat  wild  man  a fweet  repentance, 
And  goodnefsin  his  days  to  come, 
j APax.  They  arc  fo, 
i And  will  be  ever  coming,  mv  dEcitu. 

JEciot.  For  who  knows  but  the  light  of  you,  pfefenting 
His  fwoln  fins  at  the  full,  and  your  fair  vertues, 

May  like  a fearful  Vilioii  fright  his  follies, 

; And  once  more  bend  him  right  again  ? which  biefling 
» (If  jyour  dark  wrongs  would  give  you  leave  to  read) 

Js  more  than  death,  and  tne  reward  more  glorious  ^ 

Death,  only  eafes  you,  this,  the  whole  Empire  ; 

Befides,  compell’d  and  forc’d  with  violence. 

To  what  ye  have  done,  the  deed  is  none  of  yours, 

No,  nor  the  juHice  neither  ^ ye  may  live. 

And  Hill  a worthier  Woman,  Hill  more  honoured  •, 

For  are  thofe  trees  the  worfe  we  tear  the  fruits  from? 

Or  Ihould  the  eternal  gods  defire  to  peridi 
Becaufe  we  daily  violate  their  truths. 

Which  is  the  ChaHity  of  Heaven  ? No,  Lady, 

If  ye  dare  live,  ye  may ; and  as  our  fins 
I Make  them  more  fnll  of  equity  and  juHice, 

I So  thiscompulfive  wrong  makes  you  more  perfeifl ; 

The  Empire  too  will  blcfs  you. 

Max.  Noble  Sir, 

If  fhe  were  any  thing  to  m--’  but  honour, 

And  that  that’s  wedded  ro  m . too,  laid  in. 

Not  to  be  worn  away  wit.iour  my  being  *, 
i Or  could  the  wrongs  be  hers  alone,  or  mine, 

Or  both  our  wrongs,  not  ty’d  to  after  ifiues. 

Not  born  anew  in  all  our  names  and  kindreds, 


I would  defire  her  live,  nay  more,  compel  her : 

But  fince  it  was  not  Youth,  but  Malice  did  it. 

And  not  her  own,  nor  mine,  but  both  our  lofles. 

Nor  Hays  it  there,  but  that  our  names  muH  find  it. 

Even  thofe  to  come  •,  and  when  they  read,  Hie  liv’d, 

Mult  they  not  ask  how  often  Hie  was  ravillTd, 

And  make  a doubt  lhc  lov’d  that  more  than  Wedlock  ? 
Therefore  Hie  mull  not  live. 

Beilis.  Therefore  Hie  muH  live. 

To  teach  the  world,  fuch  deaths  are  fuperHitious. 

Luc.  The  tongues  of  Angclscannoc  alter  me. 

For  could  the  World  again  rcHore  my  Credit, 

As  fair  and  abfolute  as  firit:  i bred  it, 

That  world  1 Hiould  not  truH  again  : The  Empire 
By  my  life,  can  get  nothing  but  my  Hory, 

Which  whilH  I breath  muH  be  but  his  abules ; 

And  where  ye  counfel  me  to  live,  that  Cafar 
May  fee  his  errours  and  repent.  I’ll  tell  ye. 

His  penitence  is  but  encreafeof  pleafures. 

His  prayers  never  faid  but  to  deceive  us. 

And  when  he  weeps  (as  you  think)  for  his  Vices, 

’Tis  but  as  killing  drops  from  baleful  Yew-Trees, 

That  rot  their  honcH  Neighbour;  If  he  can  grieve 
As  one  that  yet  defires  his  free  Converfion, 

And  almoH  glories  in  his  penitence. 

I’ll  leave  him  Robes  to  mourn  in,  my  fad  allies, 
iEcius.  The  farewels  then  of  happy  Ibttif  be  with  thee, 
And  fo  thy  memory  be  ever  fung 
The  praifes  of  a juft  and  conftant  Lady, 

This  fad  day  whilft  I live,  a Souldiers  tears 
I’ll  offer  on  thy  Monument,  and  bring 
Full  of  thy  nobrt  felf  with  tears  untold  yet, 

Many  a worthy  Wife,  to  weep  thy  ruine. 

Max  All  that  is  chafte  upon  thy  Tomb  ftiaJI  flouriih. 

All  living  Epitaphs  be  thine.  Time,  Story, 

And  what  is  left  behind  to  piece  our  lives 
Shall  be  no  more  abus’d  with  tales  and  trifles, 

But  full  of  thee,  ftand  to  eternity. 

lExi.  Once  more  farewel,  gofindfi^ziMw,  (Ihigs, 
There  where  the  happy  Souls  are  crown’d  with  Blef- 
There  where  ’tis  ever  Spring  and  ever  Summer.  fnour. 
Max.  There  where  no  l^drid  juftice  comes;  truth,  ho- 
Are  keepers  of  that  blefled  Place ; go  thither, 

For  here  thou  liv’ftchafte  Fire  in  rotten  Timber. 
lEcins.  And  fo  our  laft  farewels. 

Max.  Gods  give  thee  Juftice Lucina. 

lEcms.  His  thoughts  begin  to  work,  1 fear  him,  yet 
He  ever  was  a noble  Tioman,  but 
I know  not  what  to  think  on’t,  he  hath  fuficred 
Beyond  a man  if  he  ftand  this. 

Max.  lExiaSy 

Am  1 alive,  or  has  a dead  fleep  feiz’d  me  ? 

It  was  my  Wife  the  Emperour  abus’d  thus, 

And  I muft  fay  I am  glad  I had  her  for  him ; 

Muft  I not,  my  lEcius  ? 
dEctm.  I am  ftricken 

With  fuch  a ftiff amazement,  that  no  anfwer 
Can  readily  come  from  me,  nor  no  comfort-. 

Will  ye  go  home,  or  go  to  my  houfe  ? 

Max.  Neither  -, 

I have  no  home,  and  you  are  mad, 

To  keep  me  company,  I am  a fellow 

My  own  Sword  would  forfake,  not  tyed  unto  me ; 

A Pander  is  a Prince,  to  what  I am  fain  ^ 

I dare  do  nothing. 
lEcitu.  Ye  do  better. 

Max.  I am  made  a branded  Slave,  JEcim^ 

And  yet  I blcfs  the  Maker 

Death  o’  my  Soul,  muft  I endure  this  tamely  ? 

Muft  Maximus  be  mention’d  for  his  tales  ? 

I am  a Child  too  i what  fliould  I do  railing? 

I cannot  mend  ray  felf,  *tis  Cafar  did  it. 

And  what  am  I to  him  ? 
lEcius.  ’Tis  well  confidcr’d  ; 

How- 
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However  you  are  tainted,  be  no  Traitor 
Time  may  outwear  the  fir  ft,  the  Jaft  lives  ever. 

Max.  O that  thou  wert  not  living,  and  my  friend. 
iy£cius.  I’ll  bear  a wary  Eye  upon  your  actions, 

I fear  ye,  nor  can  I blame  thee 

If  thou  break’ll  out,  for  by  the  gods  thy  wrong 
I Deferves  a general  mine  .•  do  ye  love  me  } 

Max.  That’s  all  I have  to  live  on. 
toT-uiis.  Then  go  with  me, 

Yefhallnotto  your  own  houfe. 

Max.  Nor  to  any. 

My  griefs  are  greater  far  than  Walls  can  compafs. 

And  yet  I wonder  how  it  happens  with  me, 

I am  not  dangerous,  and  o’  my  Conlcience, 

Should  I now  fee  the  Emperour  i’th’  heat  on’t, 

I fiiould  not  chide  himfor’t,  an  awe  runs  through  me, 

I feel  it  fenfibly  that  binds  me  to  it, 

*Tis  at  my  heart  now,  there  it  fits  and  rules, 

And  methinks  ’tis  a pleafiire  to  obey  it. 

E-cius.  ’This  is  a mask  to  cozen  me  \ I know  ye. 

And  how  far  ye  dare  do  no  %oman farther, 

Nor  with  more  fearlefs  Valour*,  and  I’ll  watch  ye. 

Keep  that  obedience  ftill. 

Max.  Is  a Wifes  Jofs 

(For  her  abufe  much  good  may  do  his  Grace, 

I’ll  make  as  bold  with  his  Wife,  if  I can) 

More  than  the  fading  of  a few  frefli  colours, 

More  than  a lully  Ipring  loll  ? 

ta£cias.  No  more,  zJMaxirtmy 
To  one  that  truly  lives.  (y£cius : 

Max.  Why,  then  I care  not,  I can  live  well  enough. 
For  look  you  friend,  for  vertue,  and  thofe  trifles, 

They  may  be  bought  they  fay. 

y£ciiis  He’s  craz’d  a little. 

His  grief  has  made  him  talk  things  from  his  Nature. 

Max.  But  Chaftity  is  not  a thing  I take  it 
To  get  in  unlefs  it  be  befpoken 
A hundred  years  before  *,  Is  it  zEcius  f 
By’r  Lady,  and  well  handled  too  i’th’  breeding. 
tEcius.  Will  ye  go  any  way? 

ATax.  ril  tell  thee,  friend  *, 

If  ray  Wife  for  all  this  fliould  be  a Whore  now, 

A kind  of  Kicker  out  of  fheets,  ’twould  vex  me, 

For  I am  not  angry  yet ; the  Emperour 
Is  young  and  handibme,  and  the  Woman  Flelh, 

And  may  not  thele  two  couple  without  Icratching  ? 

<y£ctHi.  Alas,  my  noble  friend. 

CM  ax.  Alas  not  me, 

I am  not  wretched,  for  there’s  no  man  miferable 
But  he  that  makes  himfelf  fo. 

JEctHs.  Will  ye  walk  yet.?  (truth  on’t, 

CMax.  Come,  come,  (he  dare  not  dye,  friend,  that’sthe 
She  knows  the  inticing  fweets  and  delicacies 
Of  a young  Princes  pleafures,  and  I thank  her. 

She  has  made  a way  for  Maximus  to  rife  by. 

Will’t  not  become  me  bravely .?  why  do  you  think 
She  wept,  and  faid  flie  was  ravilh’d  ? keep  it  here 
And  I’ll  difeover  to  you. 

Tccius.  Well. 

Max,  She  knows 

I love  no  bitten  flelh,  and  out  of  that  hope 
She  might  be  from  me,  Ihe  contriv’d  this  knavery*. 

Was  it  not  monftrous,  friend  ? 

Ecius.  Does  he  but  leem  Ib, 

Or  is  he  mad  indeed  ? 

Max.  Oh  gods,  my  heart! 
zEcias.  Would  it  would  fairly  break. 

Max.  Methinks  I am  fomewhat  wilder  than  I was. 

And  yet  I thank  the  gods  I know  my  duty. 

Enter  Claudia. 

Claud.  Nay,  youmayfpare  your  tears*,  Ihe’s  dead. 

She  is  Ib. 

CMax.  Why,  foitihould  be:  how? 

CTaud.  When  firfl:  Ihe  enter’d 

« 


Into  her  houfe,  after  a world  of  weeping, 

And  blulhing  like  the  Sun-iet,  as  we  fee  her  \ 

Dare  I,  laid  Ihe,  defile  this  houle  with  Whore, 

In  which  his  noble  Family  has  flourilh’d  ? . , , 

At  which  Ihe  fell,  and  Air’d  jio  more  ; we  rub’d  her.  f Exit  ' 
Max.  No  more  of  that  ^ be  gone ; now  my  7E£-M<j,LClau. 
If  thou  wilt  do  me  pleafure,  weep  a little, 
lam  fo  parch’d  1 cannot ; Your  example 
Has  brought  the  rain  down  now ; now  lead  me  friend  , 

And  as  we  walk  together,  let's  pray  together  trulyi 
I may  not  fall  from  faith. 
z/Ecius.  That’s  nobly  fpoken. 

Max.  Was  I not  wild,  ^.E-ciits  ? 

Ecius.  Somewhat  troubled.  , 

Max.  I felt  no  Ibrrow  then  i Now  I’ll  go  with  ye. 

But  do  not  name  the  Woman;  fye,  what  fool 
Am  I to  weep  thus  ? Gods,  Lnctnay  take  thee. 

For  thou  wert  even  the  beft:  and  worthielh  Lady. 

JEcins.  Good  Sir,  no  more,  I lhall  be  melted  with  iti 
Max.  I have  done,  and  good  Sir  comfort  me  *, 

Would  there  were  wars  now. 

Eaus.  Settle  your  thoughts,  come. 
fJMax.  So  I have  now,  friend. 

Of  my  deep  lamentations  here’s  an  end.  {_Ex€unt. 

Enter  Pontius,  Phidias,  and  Aretus. 

Fhid.  By  my  faith.  Captain  befidespity 

Of  your  fain  fortunes,  what  to  fay  I know  not. 

For  ’tis  too  true  the  Emperour  defires  not, 

But  my  beft  mafter,  any  fouldier  near  him. 

aire^.  And  when  he  underftands,  he  call  your  fortunes 
For  difobedience,  how  can  we  incline  him, 

(That  are  but  under  perlons  to  his  favours) 

Toany  fair  opinion  } Can  ye  ling  .? 

Pont.  Not  to  pleafe  him,  zAretuSy  for  my  Songs 
Go  not  to  th’Lute,  or  Viol,  but  to  th’  Trumpet, 

My  tune  kept  on  a Target,  and  my  fubjeft 

The  wellftruck  wounds  of  men,  not  love,  or  women. 

Phid.  And  thole  he  underllands  not. 

Pont.  Helhould,  Phidtas. 

Aret.  Could  you  not  leave  this  killing  way  a little  ? 

You  mull,  if  here  you  would  plant  your  felf,  and  rather 
Learn  as  we  do,  to  like  what  thofe  affed 
That  are  above  us  *,  wear  their  adions, 

And  think  they  keep  us  warm  too ; what  they  fay. 

Though  oftentimes  they  fpeak  a little  foolilhly. 

Not  ftay  to  conllrue,  but  prepare  to  execute, 

And  think  however  the  end  falls,  the  buCnefs 
Cannot  run  empty  handed. 

Phid.  Can  ye  flatter, 

And  if  it  were  put  to  you,  lye  a little  ? 

Pont.  Yes,  if  it  be  a living 
Aret.  That’s  well  laid  then. 

Pont.  But  muA  thefe  lies  and  flatteries  be  believ’d  then  ? 
Phid.  Oh  yes,  by  any  means. 

Pon.  By  any  means  then 
I cannot  lie  nor  flatter. 

Aret.  Yemullfwear  too. 

If  ye  be  there. 

Pont.  I can  fwear  if  they  move  me. 

Phid.  Cannot  yeforfweartoo? 

Pont.  The  Court  for  ever. 

If  it  be  grown  fo  wicked. 

Aret.  You  Ihould  procure  a little  too. 

Pont.  What’s  that.? 

Mens  honeft  Payings  for  my  truth .? 

Aret.  Oh  no,  Sir^ 

But  womens  honell  actions  for  your  trial. 

Pont.  Do  you  do  all  thefe  things  ? 

Phid.  Do  you  not  like ’em  ? 

Pont.  Do  you  ask  me  ferioully,  or  trifle  with  me? 

I am  not  fo  low  yet  toTie  your  mirth. 

Are.  You  do  miftake  us,  Captain,  for  fincerely, 

V Ve  ask  you  how  you  like  ’em  ? 

Pon.  Then  fincerely, 
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\ tell  ye  I abhor  ’em  ^ they  are  ill  ways, 

And  I will  harve  before  I fall  into  ’em, 

The  doers  of  ’em  Wretches,  their  bafe  liungers 
Care  not  whole  Bread  they  eat,  nor  how  they  get  it. 
ty4ret.  What  then.  Sir  ? , 

Pon.  If  you  profefs  this  wickednefs, 

Becaufe  ye  have  been  Souldiers,  and  born  Arms, 

The  Servants  of  the  brave  tyP.cinsj 

And  by  him  put  to  th’Emperour,  give  me  leave. 

Or  I muft  take  itelfe,  to  fay  ye  are  V^illains, 

For  all  your  Golden  Coats,  debolh’d,  bafe  Villains, 

Yet  I do  wear  a Sword  to  tell  you  fo. 

Is  this  the  way  you  mark  out  for  a Souldier, 

A Man  that  has  commanded  for  the  Empire, 

And  born  the  Reputation  of  a Man  ? 

Are  there  not  lazie  things  enough  call’d  fools  and  cowards, 
And  poor  enough  to  be  prefer’d  for  Panders, 

But  wanting  Souldiers  mull;  be  Knaves  too  ? ha ! 

This  the  trim  courfe  of  life  ; were  not  ye  born  Bawds, 
And  fo  inherit  but  your  Rights 1 am  poor. 

And  mayexpc(fta  worfc-,  yet  digging,  pruning. 

Mending  of  broken  ways,  carrying  of  water, 

Planting  of  Wortsand  Onions,  any  thing 
That’s  honefl:,  and  a Mans,  I’ll  rather  chufe, 

!,  and  live  better  on  it,  which  is  jnfter, 

Drink  my  well  gotten  water  with  more  pleafure. 

When  my  endeavours  done,  and  wages  paid  me, 

Than  you  do  wine,  eat  my  courfe  Bread,  notcurft, 

And  mend  upon’r,  your  diets  are  difeafes, 

And  deep  as  foundly,  when  my  labour  bids  me, 

As  any  forward  Pander  of  ye  all. 

And  rife  a great  deal  honefter  •,  my  Garments, 

Though  not  as  yours,  the  foft  lins  of  the  Empire, 

Yet  may  be  warm,  and  keep  the  biting  wind  out. 

When  every  lingle  breath  of  poor  opinion 
Finds  you  through  all  your  Velvets. 

yJret.  You  have  hit  it, 

Norare  wethofe  wefeem,  the  Lord  nyfcius 

Put  us  good  men  to  th’  Emperour,  fo  we  have  ferv’d  him, 

Though  much  ncgleded  for  it;  So  dare  be  ftill  ^ 

Your  Curfes  are  not  ours-,  we  have  feen  your  fortune. 

But  yet  know  no  way  to  redeem  it ; Means, 

Such  as  we  have,  ye  lhall  not  want,  brave  TontinSy 
But  pray  be  temperate,  if  we  can  wipe  out 
The  way  of  your  ofFcirccs,  we  are  yours,  Sir; 
j And  you  Hiall  live  at  Court  an  honefl:  Man  too. 

! Phtd.  That  little  meat  and  means  we  have, we’ll  lhareit, 
Fear  not  to  be  as  wc  are  ; what  we  told  ye. 

Were  but  mccr  tryals  of  your  truth  : y’are  worthy, 

.And  fo  we’ll  ever  hold  ye  fuffer  better, 

And  then  you  are  a right  Man,  Pontmsy 
If  my  good  Mailer  be  not  ever  angry. 

Ye  fliall  command  again. 

Pont.  I have  found  two  good  men  : ufe  my  life. 

For  it  is  yours,  and  all  I have  to  thank  ye {Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Maximus. 

Mux.  There’s  no  way  cl  fe  to  do  it,  he  mull  dye. 

This  friend  mult  dye,  this  foul  of  Maximus.^ 

Without  whom  1 am  nothing  but  my  fliame. 

This  perfednefsthat  keeps  me  from  opinion, 

Mull  dye,  or  I mull  live  thus  branded  ever  .- 
A hard  choice,  and  a fatal  Gods  ye  have  given  me 
A way  to  credit,  but  the  ground  to  go  on. 

Ye  have  levell’d  with  that  precious  life  I love  molt, 

Yet  I mull  on,  and  through,  for  if  I offer 

To  take  my  way  wiriiout  him,  like  a Sea 

He  bears  his  high  Command  ’tvvixtmeand  vengeance. 

And  in  mine  own  road  links  me,  heishoneH, 

Of  a moll  conllant  loyalty  to  Cufur, 

And  when  he  lhall  but  doubt,  I dare  attempt  him, 

But  make  a quellion  of  his  ill,  but  fay 


What  is  a Ce/jr,  that  he  dare  do  this. 

Dead  furehecuts  meoff;  dyes. 

Or  I have  loll  my  fell : why  Ihould  I kill  him  ? 
Why  fhould  i kill  my  felf?  for  ’tis  my  killing, 
is  my  root,  and  wither  him. 

Like  a decaying  Branch  I fall  to  nothing. 

Is  he  not  more  to  me  than  Wife,  than ? 
Though  I had  now  my  lafe  revenge  upon  him. 

Is  he  not  more  than  rumour,  and  his  friendHiip 
5weeterthan  the  love  of  women?  what  is  honour 
We  all  fo  llrangelyare  bewitch’d  withal } 

Can  it  relieve  me  if  1 want  ? he  has  ^ 

Can  honour  ’twixtthe  incenfed  Prince  and  Envy, 
Bear  up  the  lives  of  worthy  men  ? he  has  \ 

Can  honour  pull  the  wings  of  fearful  Cowards, 
And  make  ’em  turn  again  like  Tigers  ? he  has  ^ 
And  I have  liv’d  to  fee  this,  and  preferv’d  fo.- 
Why  Ihould  this  empty  word  incite  me  then 
To  what  is  ill  and  cruel } let  her  perilh. 

A friend  is  more  than  all  the  world,  than  honour; 
She  is  a woman  and  her  lofs  the  Icfs, 

And  with  her  go  my  griefs  -,  but  hark  ye  Muximu*, 
Was  Ihe  not  yours  ? Did  (he  not  dye  to  tell  ye 
She  was  a ravifli’d  woman?  Did  not  Juftice 
Nobly  begin  with  her  that  not  deferv’d  it, 

And  lhall  he  live  that  did  it  ? Stay  a little. 

Can  this  abufc  dye  here  ? Shall  not  mens  longues 
Difpute  it  afterward,  and  lay  1 gave 
(Affedtingdull  obedience,  and  tame  duty, 

And  led  away  with  fondnefs  of  a fricndfhip) 

The  only  vertue  of  the  world  to  flander  f 
Is  not  this  certain,  was  not  Ihe  a challe  one. 

And  fuch  a one,  that  no  compare  dwelt  with  her. 
One  of  lb  fweet  a vertue  that 
Even  he  himfclf,  this  friend  that  holds  me  from  it. 
Out  of  his  worthy  love  to  me,  and  jullice. 

Had  it  not  been  on  Ctfar,  had  reveng’d  her  ? 

He  told  me  lb  y what  lhall  Ido  then  ? 

Enter  a Servant. 

Can  other  men  affedl  it,  and  I cold  ? 

I fear  he  mull  not  live. 

Serv.  My  Lord,  the  General 
Is  come  to  feek  ye. 
tJEfax.  Go,  entreat  him  to  enter -, 

0 brave  /Eeb/j,  I could  wilh  thee  now 
As  far  from  friendffiip  to  me,  as  from  fears, 

That  I might  cut  thee  off,  like  that  I weigh’d  not, 

Is  there  no  way  without  him  to  come  near  it  ? 

For  out  ofhonefty  he  mull  deltroy  me 
If  1 attempt  it,  he  mull  dye  as  others, 

And  Imultlofchim -,  ’tis  necelTity, 

Only  the  time  and  means  is  the  difference  -, 

But  yet  I would  not  make  a murthcr  of  him, 

T ake  him  diredlly  for  my  doubts ; he  lhall  dye, 

1 have  found  a way  to  do  it,  and  a fafe  one. 

It  lhall  be  honour  to  him  too ; I know  not 
What  to  determine  certain,  I am  fo  troubled. 

And  fuch  a deal  of  confcience  prefles  me ; 

Enter  iEcius. 

Would  I w’ere  dead  my  felf. 

I^c'tus.  You  run  away  well ; 

How  got  you  from  me,  friend  ? 

AfiAT.  Thatthatleadsmadmen, 

A llrong  imagination  made  me  wander. 

K^cius.  I thought  you  had  been  more  fetled. 

Max.  I am  well. 

But  you  mull  give  me  leave  a little  fometimes 
To  have  a buzzing  in  my  brains. 

?Ecins.  Ye  are  dangerous. 

But  I’ll  prevent  it  if  I can ; ye  told  me 
You  would  go  toth’  Army. 


Max. 
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Max.  Why,  to  have  my  throat  cut  ? 

Mu  ft  he  not  be  the  braveft  man, 

That  ftrikes  me  firft  ? 

Eci.  You  promifed  me  a freedom 
From  allthefe  thoughts,  and  why  fhould  any  ftrike  you? 

Max.  I am  an  Enemy,  a wicked  one, 

Worfe  than  the  foes  oiRome.^  lama  Coward, 

A Cuckold,  and  a Coward,  that’s  two  caufes 
Why  every  one  ftiould  beat  me. 

t./£ci.  Ye  are  neither-. 

And  durft  another  tell  me  fo,  he  dyed  for’t. 

For  thus  far  on  mine  honour,  Tie  alTure  you 
No  man  more  lov’d  than  you,  and  for  your  valour. 

And  what  ye  may  be,  fair^  no  man  more  follow’d. 

Max.  A doughty  man  indeed : but  that’s  all  one, 

The  Emperour  nor  all  the  Princes  living 
Shall  find  a flaw  in  my  Coat  ^ I have  fuffer’d. 

And  can  yet  *,  let  them  find  inflidions, 
rie  find  a body  for  ’em,  or  Tie  break  it. 

’Tis  not  a Wife  can  thruft  me  out,  fbme  look’t  for’t  ^ 
But  let  ’em  look  till  they  are  blind  with  looking. 

They  are  but  fools ; yet  there  is  anger  in  me. 

That  I would  fain  difperfe,  and  now  I think  on’t, 

You  told  me,  friend,  the  Provinces  are  ftirring. 

We  ihall  have  fport  I hope  then,  and  what’s  dangerous, 
A Battle  fliall  beat  from  me. 

ey£cu  Why  do  ye  eye  me. 

With  fuch  a fetlcd  look.?  j 

Max.  Pray  tell  me  this. 

Do  we  not  love  extreamly  ? I love  you  lb. 

cy£d.  If  I (hould  fay  I lov’d  not  you  as  truly, 

I Ihould  do  that  I never  durft  do,  lye. 

Max.  If  I Ihould  dye,  would  it  not  grieve  you  much? 
Without  all  doubt. 

Max.  And  could  you  live  without  me  ? 
ty£ci.  It  would  much  trouble  me  to  live  without  ye. 
Our  loves,  and  loving  fouls  have  been  fo  us'd 
But  to  one  houlhold  in  us : but  to  dye 
Becaufe  I could  not  make  you  live,  were  woman. 

Far  much  too  weak,  were  it  to  fave  your  worth, 

Or  to  redeem  your  name  from  rooting  out, 

To  quit  you  bravely  fighting  from  the  foe. 

Or  fetch  ye  off^  where  honour  had  ingag’d  ye, 

I ought,  and  would  dye  for  ye. 

Max.  Truly  fpoken. 

What  beaft  but  I,  that  muft,  could  hurt  this  man  now  ? 
Would  he  hadravilh’dme,  I would  have  paid  him, 

I would  have  taught  him  fuch  a trick,  his  Eunuchs 
Nor  all  his  black-eyed  Boys  dreamt  of  yet; 

By  all  the  Gods  1 am  mad  now ; now  were  Cafar 
Within  my  reach,  and  on  his  glorious  top 
The  pile  of  all  the  world,  he  went  to  nothing ; 

The  Deftinies,  nor  all  the  dames  of  Hell, 

Were  I once  grappl’d  with  him,  fhould  relieve  him. 
No  not  the  hope  of  mankind  more ; all  perilhed ; 

But  this  is  words,  and  weaknefs. 
c/£«.  Ye  look  ftrangely. 

Max.  I look  but  as  I am,  I am  a ftranger. 

To  me  ? 

Max.  To  every  one,  Romany 

Nor  what  I am  do  I know. 

Then  Tie  leave  ye. 

Max.  I find  I am  beft  fo,  if  ye  meet  with  Alaximm 
Pray  bid  him  be  an  honeft  man  for  my  fake. 

You  may  do  much  upon  him  •,  for  his  lhadow, 

Let  me  alone. 

cxEc*.  Y e were  not  wont  to  talk  thus, 

And  to  your  friend  ; ye  have  fome  danger  in  you,- 
That  willingly  would  run  to  a<9:ion, 

T ake  heed , by  all  our  love  take  heed. 

iJMax.  I danger  ? 

I,  willing  to  do  any  thing,  I dig. 

Has  not  my  Wife  been  dead  two  dayes  already  ? 

Are  not  my  mournings  by  this  time  moth-eaten  ? 
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Are  not  her  fins  difpers’d  to  other  W'omen, 

And  many  one  ravilh’d  to  relieve  her  ? 

Have  1 flied  tears  thefe  twelve  hours  ? 

Now  ye  weep. 

Max.  Some  lazie  drops  that  ftaid  behind. 

^ci.  I’letellye 

And  1 muft  tell  ye  truth,  were  it  not  hazard. 

And  almoft  certain  lofs  of  all  the  Empire, 

1 would  join  with  ye .-  were  it  any  mans 
But  his  life,  that  is  life  of  us,  he  loft  it 
For  doing  of  this  mifchief : I would  take  it^ 

And  to  your  reft  give  ye  a brave  revenge; 

But  as  the  rule  now  ftands,  and  as  he  rules. 

And  as  the  Nations  hold  in  difobedience. 

One  pillar  failing,  all  muft  fall ; I dare  not  .* 

Nor  is  it  juft  you  fhould  be  fuffer’d  in  it. 

Therefore  again  take  heed : On  forraign  foes 
We  are  our  own  revengers,  but  at  home 
On  Princes  that  are  eminent  and  ours, 

’Tis  fit  the  Gods  fhould  judge  us  i benotrafh, 

Nor  let  your  angry  fteel  cutthofe  ye  know  not. 

For  by  this  fatal  blow,  if  ye  dare  ftrike  it, 

As  1 fee  great  aims  in  ye,  thofe  unborn  yet, 

And  thofe  to  come  of  them,  and  thefe  fucceedihg 
Shall  bleed  the  wrath  of  tjMaximu : for  me 
As  ye  now  bear  your  felf,  I am  your  friend  ftill. 

If  ye  fall  ofTl  will  not  flatter  ye. 

And  in  my  hands,  were  ye  my  foul,  youperifh’d; 

Once  more  be  careful,  ftand,  and  ftill  be  worthy. 

Tie  leave  you  for  this  hour.  f 

eJMax.  Pray  do,  ’tis  done: 

And  friendfhip,  fince  thou  canft  hot  hold  in  dangers. 

Give  me  a certain  ruin,  I muft  through  it.  X^xit. 


ABhs  QuartHS,  Scena  Prima. 

Efjter  EmperoMr,  Licinius,  Chilax;  Balbus.' 

Sniper.  T*XEad  ? 

Chil.  So  ’tis  thought.  Sir. 

Emper.  How? 

Lici.  Grief,  auddilgrace, 

As  people  fay. 

Empe.  No  more,  I have  too  much  on’t. 

Too  much  by  you,  you  whetters  of  my  follies, 

Ye  Angel  formers  of  ray  fins,  but  Deviis  5 

Where  is  your  cunning  now.?  you  would  work  wonders,' 

There  was  no  chaftity  above  your  pradtice, 

You  would  undertake  to  make  her  love  her  wrongs, 

And  doate  upon  her  rape : mark  what  I tell  ye, 

If  fhe  be  dead 

Chil.  Alas  Sir. 

Empe.  Hang  ye  Rafcals, 

Yeblaftersofmy  youth,  iffhebegone, 

’T were  better  ye  had  been  your  Fathers  Camels, 

Groan’d  under  daily  weights  of  wood  and  water : 

Am  I not  C^far? 

Lici.  Mighty  and  our  Maker. 

Empe.  Than  thus  have  given  ray  plealures  to  doftrudtion. 
Look  fhe  be  living,  Haves. 

Lici.  We  are  no  Gods  Sir, 

If  fhe  be  dead,  to  make  her  new  again. 

Empe.  She  cannot  dye,  flie  muft  not  dye ; are  thole 
I plant  my  love  upon  but  common  livers  ? 

Their  hours  as  others,  told  ’em?  can  they  bealhes? 

Why  do  ye  flatter  a belief  into  me 

That  I am  all  that  is,  the  world’s  nfy  creattire. 

The  Trees  bring  forth  their  fruits  when  I fay  Summer,’ 

The  Wind  that  knows  no  limit  but  his  wildnefs, 

At  my  command  moves  not  a leaf-,  the  Sea 
With  his  proud  mountain  waters  envying  Heaven, 

When  I fay  ftill,  run  into  Cryftal  mirrors'. 
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Cdii  I do  this  and  fne  dye  ? Why  ye  bubbles 

That  with  my  Icafl;  breath  break,  no  more  remembred  ; 

Ye  moths  that  fly  about  my  flame  and  perifh, 

Yc  golden  canker-worms,  that  cat  my  honours, 

Living  no  longer  than  my  fpring  ot  favour : 

Why  do  yc  make  me  God  that  can  do  nothing 
Is  flie  not  dead  ? 

Cinl.  All  Women  are  not  with  her. 

Emfe.  A common  Whore  ferves  you,  and  far  above  ye, 
The  pleafurts  of  a body  lam’d  with  lewdnefs  \ 

A nicer  perpetual  motion  makes  ye  happy ; 

Am  I a man  to  trafhek  with  Difeafes  ? 

Can  any  but  a chaftity  ferve  Gepr  ? 

And  fuch  a one  that  Gods  would  kneel  topurchafe? 

You  think  becaufc  you  have  bred  me  up  to  pleafures. 

And  almoft  run  me  over  all  the  rare  ones. 

Your  Wives  wiii  ferve  the  turn  : I care  not  for  ’em. 

Your  Wives  are  Fencers  Whores,  and  (hall  be  Footmens, 
Though  fometimes  my  nice  wdll,  or  rather  anger 
Have  made  ye  Cuckolds  Ic.  variety  j 
I would  not  have  ye  hope,  nor  dream  ye  poor  ones 
Alwaies  fo  great  a blefling  from  me  •,  go 
Get  your  own  infamy  hercafccr  Rafcals, 

I havedonetoonobiy  for  ye,  yc  enjoy 

Each  one  an  heir,  the  Royal  feed  of 

And  I may  curfe  ye  for’t  •,  your  wanton  Gennets 

That  are  fo  proud,  the  wind  get’s ’em  with  fillies. 

Taught  me  this  foul  intemperance : Thou 
Halt  fuch  a Mcjfalma,  fuch  a Lau, 

The  backs  of  Bulls  cannot  content,  nor  Stallions, 

The  fweat  of  fifty  men  a night  do's  nothing. 

Lici.  Your  Grace  but  jells  I hope. 

Empe.  ’Tis  Oracle. 

The  fins  of  other  Women  put  by  hers 
Shew  off  like  fau(Tities ; Ihine’s  a fool,  (}nUx^ 

Yet  (he  can  tell  to  twenty,  and  all  lovers. 

And  all  lien  with  her  too,  and  all  as  (he  is. 

Rotten,  and  ready  for  an  Hofpital. 

Yours  is  an  holy  Whore,  friend  B.tlbuf. 

Bal.  W'ell  Sir. 

TmpC.  One  that  can  pi  ay  away  the  fins  (he  fuffers, 

But  not  the  punifliments ; (he  has  had  ten  Baftards, 

Five  of  ’em  now  are  Liiftors,  yet  file  prayes ; 

She  has  been  the  Song  o^Rome^  and  common  PajejitiTt 
Since  I durfl  fee  a Wench,  (he  was  Camp  Miltris, 

And  multer'd  all  the  cohorts,  paid  ’em  too. 

They  have  it  yet  to  (hew,  and  yet  (he  prayes ; 

She  is  now  to  enter  old  men  that  are  Children, 

And  have  forgot  their  rudiments;  am  I 
Left  for  thefe  withered  vices  ? and  but  one. 

But  one  of  all  the  world  that  could  content  me. 

And  fnatch’d  away  in  (hewing?  If  your  Wives 
Be  not  yet  Witches,  or  your  felves  now  be  fo 
.And  fave  your  lives,  raife  me  this  noble  beauty 
As  when  1 forc’d  her,  full  ofconftancy, 

Or  by  the  Gods 

Ltct.  MollfacredCtpr. 

Empe.  Slaves. 

Enter  Proculus. 

Licij  Good  EroenUts. 

Pro.  You  (hall  not  fee  it. 

It  may  concern  the  Empire. 

Emp.  Ha  : what  faid’ft  thou  ? 

Is  (lie  not  dead  ? 

Pro.  Not  any  one  I know.  Sir ; 

I come  to  bring  your  Grace  a Letter,  here 
Scatter’d  belike  i’th’  Court ; ’tis  fent  to  Ma.xmHS 
And  bearing  danger  in  ir. 

Emp.  Danger.^  wheie.^ 

Double  our  Guard. 

Eru.  Nay  no  where,  but  i’th’  Letter. 

Emp.  What  an  afflided  Confcience  do  I live  with, 

And  what  a beafl;  1 am  grown  ? I had  forgotten 


To  ask  Heaven  mercy  for  my  fault,  and  was  now 
Even  ravilhing  again  her  memory, 

1 find  there  mud  be  danger  in  this  deed  ; 

Why  do  1 (land  difputing  then  and  whining  ? 

For  what  is  not  the  gods  to  give,  they  cannot 
Though  they  would  link  their  powers  in  one,  do  mifehief.  j 
This  Letter  may  betray  me,  get  ye  gone  [.Exeunt. 

And  wait  me  in  the  Garden,  guard  the  houfe  well. 

And  keep  this  from  the  Emprtfs ; the  name  Maximus 
Runs  through  me  like  a feavour,  this  may  be 
Some  private  Letter  upon  private  bufinefs. 

Nothing  concerning  me ; why  (hould  I open’t  ? 

I have  done  him  wrong  enough  already ; yet 
It  may  concern  me  too,  the  time  fo  tells  me ; 

The  wicked  deed  I have  done,  alliires  me  ’tis  fo. 

Be  what  it  will.  Tie  fee  it,  ifthatbenot 
Part  of  my  fears,  among  my  other  fins, 

Tie  purge  it  out  in  prayers : 

How.'*  what’s  this .<* 

Letter  reaeE}  Lord  Ma.ximns.^  you  love  t^cius. 

And  are  hi^  noble  friend  too  \ bid  him  be  Icfs, 

I mean  Icfs  with  the  people,  times  are  danger  on  : 

The  Army’s  his,  the  Emperour  in  doubts  •, 

And  as  fome  will  not  (tick  to  lay,  declining, 

You  (land  acondant  man  in  either  fortune*, 

Perfwade  him,  he  is  lolt  el(e : Though  ambition 
Be  the  lad  fin  he  touches  at,  or  never  ^ 

Yet  what  the  people  mad  with  loving  him, 

And  as  they  willingly  dt  fire  another 

May  tempt  him  to,  or  rather  force  his  goodnels. 

Is  to  be  doubted  mainly : he  is  all, 

(As  he  dands  now)  but  the  meer  name  of  Ce/^n*, 

And  (hould  the  Emperour  inforce  him  IclTer, 

Not  coming  from  himfelf,  it  were  more  dangerous; 

He  is  honell,  and  will  hear  you : doubts  are  fcatter’d. 

And  almod  come  to  growth  in  every  houlhold ; 

Yet  in  niy  food (h  judgment,  were  this  mader’d. 

The  people  that  arc  now  but  rage,  and  his. 

Might  be  again  obedience;  you  (hall  know  me 
When  Rome  is  fair  again  *,  till  when  1 love  you. 

No  name!  this  may  be  cunning,  yet  itfeemsnot*. 

For  there  is  nothing  in  it  but  is  certain, 

Befides  my  fafety. 

Had  not  good  GermankuSy 

That  was  as  loyal,  and  as  draight  as  he  is. 

If  not  prevented  by  Tiberms, 

Been  bytheSouldiers  forc’d  their  Emperour? 

He  had,  and  ’tis  my  wifdom  to  remember  it. 

And  was  not  Corbuloy  even  that  Corbulo, 

That  ever  fortunate  and  living  Romany 
That  broke  the  heart  Itrings  of  the  Parthiansy 
And  brought  Arfaces  line  upon  their  knees. 

Chain’d  to  the  awe  of  Rome^  bccaufe  he  was  thought 
(And  but  in  wine  once)  fit  to  make  a Cafar^ 

Cut  ofTby  Nero  ? I mud  feek  my  fafety : 

For  ’tis  the  fame  again,  if  not  beyond  it : 

I know  the  Souldier  loves  him  more  than  Heaven, 

And  will  adventure  all  his  gods  to  raife  him ; 

Me  he  hates  more  than  peace : what  this  may  breed, 

Ifdull  fecurity  and  confidence 

Let  him  grow  up,  a fool  may  find  and  laught  at. 

But  why  Lord  Maximus  I injur’d  fo. 

Should  be  the  man  to  counfel  him,  I know  not  j 
More  than  he  has  been  friend,  and  lov’d  allegeance : 

What  now  he  is  I fear,  for  his  abufes 

Without  the  people  dare  draw  blood  ^ who  waits  there  f 

Enter  a Servant, 

Ser.  Your  Grace. 

Smp.  Call  Phtdioi  and  j^retus  hither : 

Tie  find  a day  for  him  too  •,  times  are  dangerous. 

The  Army  his,  the  Emperour  in  doubts : 

I find  it  is  too  true*,  did  he  not  tell  me 
I.  As  ifhe  had  intent  to  make  me  odious, 

2.  And 
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2.  And  to  my  face  ^ and  by  a way  of  terror, 

What  vices  i was  grounded  in,  and  almoft 
Proclaim’d  the  Souldiers  hate  againfl;  me  ? is  not 
The  facred  name  and  dignity  ofC^efar 
(Were  this  more  than  man)  fufficient 

To  (hake  off  all  his  honefty  ? He’s  dangerous 
Though  he  be  good,  and  though  a friend,  a fear’d  one, 

And  fuch  I mult  not  fleep  by : are  they  come  yet  ? 

I do  believe  this  fellow,  and  I thank  him ; 

’T was  time  to  look  about,  if  1 mult  perifh, 

Yet  (hall  my  fears  go  formoft. 

E?iter  Phidias,  and  Aretus. 

Phi.  Life  to  C^far. 

Emp.  Is  Lord  cAcitis  waiting  ? 

Phi.  Not  this  morning, 

I rather  think  he’s  with  the  Army. 

Emp.  Army .?  ^ 

I do  not  like  that  Army ; go  unto  him, 

And  bid  him  (traight  attend  me,  and  do  ye  hear, 

Come  private  without  any I have  bufinefs 
Only  for  him. 

Phi.  Your  Graces  pleafure — £Exit  Phidias. 

Emp.  Go  ; 

What  Soiildier  is  the  fame,  I have  feen  him  often, 

That  keeps  you  company,  Aretm  ? 

Are.  Me  Sir  ? 

Emp.  I you,  Sir. 

Are.  One  they  call  Pontius^ 

And’tpleafe  your  Grace. 

Emp.  A Captain? 

<iAre.  Yes,  hewasfo*, 

But  fpeaking  fomething  roughly  In  his  want, 

Efpecially  of  Wars,  the  Noble  General 
Out  of  (Irift  allegiance  call  his  fortunes. 

Emp.  H’as  been  a valiant  fellow. 

Are.  Sohe’sftill. 

£mp.  Alas,  the  General  might  have  pardon’d  follies, 
Souldiers  will  talk  fometimes. 

Are.  I am  glad  of  this. 

Emp.  He  wants  preferment  as  I take  it. 

Are.  Yes  Sir ; 

And  for  that  noble  Grace  his  life  (hall  ferve. 

Emp.  1 have  a fervicc  for  him : 

I (hame  a Souldier  (hould  become  a Begger ; 

I like  the  man  i^Aretas. 

Are.  Gods  proteft  ye. 

Emp.  Bid  him  repair  to  Procnlm.,  and  there 
He  fhall  receive  the  buhnefs,  and  reward  for’t : 

Tie  fee  him  fetled  too,  and  as  a Souldier, 

We  (liall  want  fuch. 

Are.  The  fweets  of  Heaven  ftill  crown  ye. 

Emp.  I have  a fearful  darknefs  in  my  foul. 

And  till  1 be  deliver’d,  ftill  am  dying.  {Exeunt. 

S C E N E II. 

Enter  Maximus  alone. 

Max.  My  way  has  taken : all  the  Court’s  in  guard. 

And  bufinefs  every  where,  and  every  corner 
Full  of  ftrange  whifpers : I am  lead:  in  rumour. 

Enter  JEcmsand  Phidias. 

And  fo  Tie  keep  my  felf.  Here  comes 
I fee  the  bait  is  fwallow’d  : If  he  be  loft 
He  is  my  Martyr.,  and  my  way  (lands  open. 

And  honour  on  thy  head,  his  blood  is  reckon’d.  (arm’d  ? 

eyfic.  Why  how  now  friend,  what  makes  ye  here  un- 
Are  ye  turn’d  Merchant  ? 

<jMax.  By  your  fair  perfwafions. 

And  fuch  a,Merchant  trafficks  without  danger-, 

I have  forgotten  all,  zALciiu, 

And  which  is  more,  forgiven. 

Now  I love  ye. 
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Truly  I do,  ye  are  a worthy  Roman. 

Max.  The  fair  repentance  oflny  Prince  to  me 

Is  more  than  facrifice  of  bloud  and  vengeance 
No  eyes  (hall  weep  her  ruins,  but  mine  own.  ’ 

Still  ye  take  more  love  from  me : vertuous  friend 
1 he  gods  make  poor  Aecins  worthy  of  thee. 

Max.  Only  in  me  y’are  poor  Sir  : and  I worthy 
Only  in  being  yours:  ^ 

But  why  your  arm  thus, 

Have  ye  been  hurt  Aecius  ? 

Aeci.  Bruis’d  a little : 

My  horfe  fell  with  me  friend  : which  till  this  raornine 
I never  knew  him  do.  ^ 

Ma.v.  Pray  gods  it  boad  well ; 

And  now  I tlfink  onT  better,  ye  (liall  back. 

Let  my  perfwafions  rule  ye.  * 

Aeci.  Back,  w'ly  Maximus  ? 

The  Emperour  commands  me  come. 

Max.  ( like  not 
At  this  time  his  command. 

Aed.  I do  at  all  times. 

And  all  times  wifi  obey  it,  why  not  now  then  ? 

Max.VlQ  tell  ye  why, and  as  I have  been  govern’d 
Be  you  fo,  noble  friend  : The  Court’s  in  Guard,  ’ 

Arm’d  ftrongly,  for  what  purpofe,  let  me  fear  ^ 

I do  not  like  your  going. 

Aeci.  Were  it  fire  -, 

And  that  fire  certain  to  confume  this  body. 

If  Cafar  knt,  I would  goe  never  fear  man, 

If  he  take  me,  he  takes  his  arms  away, 

1 am  too  plain  and  true  to  be  fufpedled. 

Max.  Then  I have  dealt  unwifely. 

Aeci.  If  the  Emperour, 

Becaule  he  meerely  may,  will  have  my  life, 

That’s  all  he  has  to  work  on,  and  all  (hall  have  : 

Let  him,  he  loves  me  better : here  I wither. 

And  happily  may  live,  till  ignorantly 
I run  into  a fault  worth  death : nay  more, dilhonour. 

Now  all  my  fins,  I dare  fay  thofe  of  duty 
Are  printed  here,  and  if  I fall  fo  happy, 

I blefs  the  grave  I lye  in,  and  the  gods 
Equal,  as  dying  on  the  Enemy, 

Mull  take  me  up  a Sacrifice. 

Max.  Goe  on  then, 

And  Tie  goe  with  ye. 

Aeci.  No,  ye  may  not  friend. 

Max.  He  cannot  be  a friend,  bars  me  Aecius.^ 

Shall  I forfake  ye  in  my  doubts  ? 

Aeci.  Ye  mu  ft. 

M.tx.  Imuilnot,  nor  i wifi  not-,  have  I liv’d 
Only  to  be  a Carpet  friend  for  pleafure  ? 

I can  endure  a death  as  well  as  Cato. 

Aeci.  There  is  no  death  nor  danger  in  my  going, 

Nor  none  muft  goe  along. 

Max.  1 have  a fword  too. 

And  once  I could  have  us’d  it  for  my  friend. 

Aeci.  I need  no  fword,  nor  friend  in  this,  pray  leave  me  -, 
And  as  ye  love  me,  do  not  overlove  me  *, 

I am  commanded  none  (hall  come : at  fupper 
I’le  meet  ye,  and  weel  drink  a cup  or  two. 

Ye  need  good  Wine,  ye  have  been  fad  : Farewel. 

A/^AT.Farewel  my  noble  friend, let  me  embraceye 
E’re  ye  depart , it  may  be  one  of  us 
Shall  never  do  the  like  again. 

Aeci.  Yes  often. 

Max.  Farewel  good  dear  Aecius. 

Aeci.  Farewel  Maximus 

Till  night : indeed  you  doubt  too  much. {Exit. 

Max.  Ido  not  .- 

Goe  worthy  innocent,  and  make  the  number 
Of  Ciefars  fins  fo  great,  Heaven  may  want  mercy: 

Tie  hover  hereabout  to  know  what  pafles : 

And  if  he  be  fo  devililh  to  deftroy  thee. 

In  thy  bloud  (hall  begin  his  Tragedy. {Exit 

Ccc  SCENA 
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SCENA  III. 

Enter  Prcculus,  and  Pontius. 

Fro.  Befides  this,  if  you  do  it,  you  enjoy 
T he  noble  name  Patrician ; more  than  that  too. 

The  friend  oiCtfar  ye  are  ftil’d : there’s  nothing 
Within  the  hopes  of  Rome^  or  prefent  being. 

But  you  may  fafely  fay  is  yours. 

Ton.  Pray  ftay  Sir  ^ 

What  has  Aecms  done  to  be  deflroy’d  ? 

At  leaft  I would  have  a colour. 

Tro.  Ye  have  more, 

Nay  all  that  may  be  given,  he  is  a Traitor, 

One,  any  man  would  ftrike  that  were  a fubjedt. 

Ton.  Is  he  fo  foul  ? 

Pro.  Yes,  a raofl;  fearfull  Traytor. 

Pon.  A fearfull  plague  upon  thee,  for  thou  lyeft ; 

I ever  thought  the  Souldicr  would  undoe  him 
With  his  too  much  aflcdtion. 

Pro.  Ye  have  hit  it. 

They  have  brought  him  to  ambition. 

Pon.  Then  he  is  gone. 

Pro.  The  Emperour  out  of  a foolilh  pitie, 

Would  fave  him  yet. 

Pon.  Is  he  fo  marl  ? 

Pro.  He’s  madder  ! 

Would  goe  to’th’  Army  to  him. 

Pon.  Would  he  Ib  ? 

Pro.  Yes 'Pontius  but  we  confider 

Ton.  Wifely. 

Pro.  Howelfeman,  that  the  ftatc  lies  in  it. 

Pon.  And  your  lives  too. 

Pro.  And  every  mans. 

Pon.  He  did  me 
All  the  difgrace  he  could. 

Pro.  And  feurvily. 

Pon.  Out  of  a milchief  mcerly : did  you  mark  it  ? 

Proi  Yes  well  enough. 

Now  ye  have  means  to  quit  it, 

The  deed  ddne,  take  his  place. 

Pon.  Pray  let  me  think  on’t, 

’Tis  ten  to  one  I do  it. 

Pro.  Do  and  be  happy. f Exit  Pro. 

Pon.  This  Emperour  is  made  of  nought  but  mifehief. 
Sure,  Murther  was  his  Mother ; none  to  lop, 

But  the  mainlink  he  had  ? upon  my  confcience 
The  man  is  tholy  honeft,  and  that  kills  him  •, 

For  to  live  here,  and  Itudy  to  be  true. 

Is  all  one  to  be  Traitors ; why  fhould  he  die  ? 

Have  they  not  Slaves  and  Rafcals  for  their  Offrings 
In  full  abundance  •,  Bawds  more  than  beaffs  for  flaoghter  ? 
Have  they  not  finging  whores  enough^and  knaves  too. 

And  millions  of  fuch  Martyrs  to  fink  Charon^ 

But  the  belt  fons  of  Rome  muff  fail  too  / I will  fnew  him 
( fince  he  mufldye  ) a way  to  do  it  truly : 

And  though  he  bears  me  hard,  yet  fhall  he  know, 

I am  born  to  make  him  blefs  me  for  a blow. [Exit. 

SCENA  II. 

Enter  Phidias,  Aretus,  and  Tcius. 

Phi.  Yet  ye  may  Tcape  to  th’  Camp,we’l  hazard  with  ye. 
Lofe  not  your  life  fobafely  Sir : ye  are  arm’d. 

And  many  when  they  fee  your  fword  out,  and  know  why. 
Muff  follow  your  adventure. 

./4eci.  Get  ye  from  me  : 

Is  not  the  doom  of  Cc/rfv  on  this  body, 

Do  not  I bear  my  laft  hour  here,  now  lent  me  . 

Am  I not  old  Aecius.,  ever  dying  ? 

You  think  thistendernefs  and  love  you  bring  me, 
’Tistreafbn,  and  the  ftrength  of  difobedience, 

And  if  ye  tempt  me  further,  ye  fhall  feel  it  : 

I feek  the  Camp  for  fafety,  when  my  death 


I Ten  times  more  glorious  than  my  life,  and  lafling 
Bids  me  be  happy  ? Let  the  fool  fear  dying, 

Or  he  that  weds  a woman  for  his  honour. 

Dreaming  no  other  life  to  come  but  kiflb  • 
eyfeciiis  is  not  now  to  learn  to  fuffer : 

If  ye  dare  fhew  a juft  affeftion,  kill  me, 

I ftay  but  thofe  that  muft ; why  do  ye  weep  ? 

Am  I fo  wretched  to  deferve  mens  pities  ? 

Goe  give  your  tears  to  thofe  that  lofe  their  worths, 

Bewail  their  miferies,  for  me  wear  Garlands, 

Drink  wine,  and  much  •,  fing  Peons  to  my  praile,' 

I am  to  triumph  friends,  and  more  than  Cafary 
For  Cafar  fears  to  die,  1 love  to  die. 

Phi.  O my  dear  Lord  ! 

Aeci.  No  more,  goe,  goe  I fay 
Shew  me  not  figns  of  forrow,  I deferve  none : 

Dare  any  man  lament,  I fhould  die  nobly  ? 

Am  I grown  old  to  have  fuch  enemies  ? 

When  I am  dead,  fpeak  honourably  of  me. 

That  is,  preferve  my  memory  from-dying-. 

There  if  you  needs  muft  weep  your  ruin’d  Maftcr, 

A tear  or  two  will  feem  well : this  I charge  ye, 

( becaufe  ye  fay  you  yet  love  old  Aecius ) 

See  my  poor  body  burnt,  and  fome  to  fing 
About  my  Pile,and  what  I have  done  and  fuller’d, 

KCafar  kill  not  that  too  : at  your  banquets 
When  I am  gone,  if  any  chance  to  number 
The  times  that  have  been  fad  and  dangerous, 

Say  how  1 fell,  and  ’tis  fufficient: 

No  more  I fay,  he  that  laments  my  end 
By  all  the  gods  difhonours  me  *,  be  gone 
And  fuddainly,  and  wifely  from  my  dangers, 

My  death  is  catchingelfe. 

Phi.  We  fear  not  dying. 

Aec.Yct  fear  a wilfull  dtath,the  juft  Gods  hate  it, 

I need  no  company  to  that  that  Children 
E)arc  do  alone,  and  Slaves  are  proud  to  purchafe  ; 

Live  till  your  honefties,  as  mine  has  done. 

Make  this  corrupted  age  fick  of  your  vertues, 

Then  dye  a facrifice,  and  then  ye  know 
The  noble  ufe  of  dying  well,  and  Roman. 

Are.  And  muft  we  leave  ye  Sir } 

Atci.  We  muft  all  die. 

All  leave  our  felves,  it  matters  not  where,  when. 

Nor  how,  fo  we  die  well : and  can  that  man  that  docs  fb 
Need  lamentation  for  him  ? Children  weep 
Becaufe  they  have  offended,  or  for  fear  ^ 

Women  for  want  of  will,  and  anger;  is  there 
In  noble  man,  that  truly  feels  bothpoyfes 
Of  life  and  death,  fb  much  of  this  wet  weaknefs. 

To  drown  a glorious  death  in  child  and  woman/ 

1 am  afham’d  to  fee  ye  • yet  ye  move  me. 

And  were  it  not  my  manhood  would  accufe  me. 

For  covetous  to  live,  1 fhould  weep  with  ye. 

Phi.  O we  fhall  never  fee  you  more. 

Aeci.  ’Tis  true  ; 

Nor  I the  miferies  that  fhall  fuffer, 

Which  is  a benefit  life  cannot  reckon : 

But  what  I have  been,  which  is  juft,  and  faithfull ; 

One  that  grew  old  for  Romey  when  Rome  forgot  him. 

And  for  he  was  an  honeft  man  durft  die. 

Ye  fhall  have  daily  with  ye ; could  that  dye  too. 

And  I return  no  traffick  of  my  travels. 

No  pay  to  have  been  Souldier,  but  this  Silver, 

No  Annals  of  JEcim,  but  he  liv’d. 

My  friends,  ye  had  caufeto  weep,  and  bitterly ; 

The  common  overflows  of  tender  women. 

And  children  new  born  crying,  were  too  little 
To  fhew  me  then  moft  wretched : if  tears  muft  be, 

I fhould  in  juftice  weep  ’em,  and  for  you, 

Y ou  are  to  live,  and  yet  behold  thofe  flaughters 
The  drie,  and  wither’d  bones  of  death  would  bleed  at ; 

But  fooncr,  than  I have  time  to  think  what  muft  be, 

I fear  you’l  find  what  fhall  be  ; 

If 
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Ton.  Kill’d  them  that  durfl  not  kill, 
And  you  are  next. 


If  ye  love  me. 

Let  that  word  ferve  for  all,  be  gone  and  leave  me  *, 

I have  Ibme  little  pracftice  with  my  foul, 

And  then  the  Iharpeft  fword  is  welcom’ft  •,  goe, 

Pray  be  gone,  ye  have  obey’d  me  living, 

Be  not  for  lhame  now  ftubborn  ; fo  I thank  ye. 

And  fare  ye  well,  a better  fortune  guide  ye  

C Exeunt  Phi.  and  AretUS. 

I am  a little  thirftie,  not  for  fear, 

And  yet  it  is  a kind  of  fear,  I lay  fo  ; 

Is  it  to  be  a juft  man  now  again. 

And  leave  my  flefh  unthought  of?  ’tis  departed : 

I hear  ’em  come,  who  ftrikes  firft  ? 

I ftay  for  ye.- 

Enter  Balbus,  Chilax,  Licinius. 

Yeti  will  dye  a Souldier,  my  fword  drawn, 

But  againft  none  : 

Why  do  yefeaf.?  come  forward. 

£al.  You  were  a Souldier  Chilax, 

Chil.  Yes,  I mufter’d 
But  never  faw  the  Enemy. 

L'ci.  He’s  drawn, 

By  heaven  I dare  not  do  it. 

,Aeci.  Why  do  ye  tremble  ? 

I am  to  die,  come  ye  not  now  from  (afar 
To  that  end,  fpeak  ? 

'Bal.  We  do,  and  we  muft  kill  ye, 

’Tis  will. 

Chtl.  I charge  you  put  your  fword  up. 

That  we  may  do  it  handfomly. 
j4eci.  Ha  , ha , ha , 

My  fword  up,  handfomly  ? where  were  ye  bred  ? 

Ye  are  the  merrieft  murderers  my  mailers 
I ever  met  withal  ; Come  forward  fools, 

Why  do  ye  ftare  ? upon  mine  honour  Bawds, 

I will  not  ftrike  ye. 

Ltii.  rie  not  be  firft. 

Bal.  Nor  I. 

Chit.  You  had  beft  die  quietly:  the  Emperour 
Sees  how  you  bear  your  felf. 

Aeci.  I would  die  Rafcals, 

If  you  would  kill  me  quietly. 

Bal. of  Trocalm.^ 

He  promis’d  us  to  bring  a Captain  hither. 

That  has  been  ufed  to  kill. 

Aeci.  rie  call  the  Guard, 

Unlefs  you  will  kill  me  quickly,  and  proclaim 
What  beaftly,  bale,  and  cowardly  companions 
The  Emperour  has  trufted  with  his  fafetie  .- 
Nay  Tie  give  out,  ye  fell  of  my  fide,  villains, 

Strike  home  ye  bawdy  Haves. 

Chtl.  He  will  kill  us, 

I mark’d  his  hand,  he  waits  but  time  to  reach  us, 

Now  do  you  offer. 

cyTeci.  Ifye  do  mangle  me. 

And  kill  me  not  at  two  blows,  or  at  three, 
Ornotfoftaggerme,  myfenfes  fail  me. 

Look  to  your  felves. 

Ooil.  I told  ye. 

Aeci.  Strike  me  manly. 

And  take  a thoufand  ftrokes.- 

Enter  Pontius. 

Tal.  Here’s  Tontim. 

Ton.  Not  kill’d  him  yet  ? 

Is  this  the  love  ye  bear  the  Emperour  ? ( Lici.  runs 

Nay  then  I f:e  ye  are  Traitors  all,  have  at  ye.  avtay. 

Chi.  Oh  1 am  hurt. 

"Bal.  And  I am  kill’d—  {^Exeunt  Q\{\\.andT>dL\. 

Ton.  Dye  Bawds-, 

As  ye  have  liv’d  and  llourifh’d. 

Aeci.  Wretched  fellow. 

What  haft  thou  done  ? 


Aeci.  Art  thou  not  Tontinst 

Ton.  I am  the  fame  you  call 
And  in  the  face  of  all  the  Camp  difgrac’d. 

Aec. ThtVi  fo  much  nobler, as  thou  wei  t a Souldier, 

Shall  my  death  be : is  it  revenge  provok’d  thee. 

Or  art  thou  hir’d  to  kill  me  ? 

Ton.  Both. 

Aeci.  Then  do  it. 

Ton.  Is  that  all  ? 

Aeci.  Yes. 

Ton.  VV^ouId  you  not  live  ? 

Aeci.  Why  fhould  I , 

To  thank  thee  for  my  life  ? 

Ton.  Yes,  if  I fpare  it. 

Aeci.  Be  not  deceiv’d,  I was  not  made  to  thank 
For  any  courtefie,  but  killing  me, 

A fellow  of  thy  fortune  do  thy  duty. 

Ton.  Do  not  you  fear  me  ? 

Aeci.  No. 

Ton.  Nor  love  me  for  it  ? 

Aeci.  That’s  as  thou  doft  thy  bufinefs. 

Ton.  When  you  are  dead. 

Your  place  is  mine  tA.cim. 

Aeci.  Now  I fear  thee. 

And  not  alone  thee  Tontias.,  but  the  Empire. 

Ton.  Why,  I can  govern  Sir. 

Aeci.  I would  thou  couldft, 

And  firft  thy  felf : Thou  canft  fight  well,  and  bravely. 
Thou  canft  endure  all  dangers,  heats,  colds,  hungers  i 
Heavens  angry  flafhes  are  not  fuddainer. 

Than  I have  ften  thee  execute  nor  more  mortal  *, 

The  winged  feet  of  flying  enemies 
I have  flood  and  view’d  thee  mow  away  like  rulhes^ 

And  flill  kilUhe  killer  : were  thy  mindc , 

But  half  fo  fweet  in  peace,  as  rough  in  dangers, 

I died  to  leave  a happy  heir  behind  me  j 
Come  ftrike,  and  be  a General. 

^ Ton.  Prepare  then : 

And,  for  I fee  your  honour  cannot  leflen. 

And  ’twere  a (hame  for  me  to  ftrike  a dead  man. 

Fight  your  Ihort  fpan  out. 

Aeci.  No  thou  knowft  I muft  not, 

I dare  not  give  thee  fo  much  vantage  of  me, 

As  difobedience. 

Ton.  Dare  ye  not  defend  ye 
Againft  your  enemy? 

Aeci.  Not  fent  from  C&far., 

I have  no  power  to  make  fuch  enemies 
For  asl  am  condemn’d,  my  naked  fword 
Stands  but  a hatchment  by  me ; only  held 
To  fhew  I was  a Souldier^  had  not  Cafar 
Chain’d  all  defence  in  this  doom,  let  him  die. 

Old  as  I am,  and  quench’d  with  fcarrs,  and  forrows, 

Yet  would  1 make  this  wither’d  Arm  do  wonders, 

And  open  in  an  enemy  fuch  wounds 
Mercy  would  weep  to  look  on. 

Ton.  Then  have  at  ye, 

And  look  upon  me,  and  be  fure  ye  fear  not : 

Remember  who  you  are,  and  why  you  live. 

And  what  I have  been  to  you  : cry  not  hold. 

Nor  think  it  bafe  injuftice  I fliould  kill  ye. 

Aeci.  I am  prepar’d  for  all. 

Ton.  For  now  tAEctus, 

Thou  (halt  behold  and  find  I was  no  traitor,  T Pontius 
And  as  I do  it,  blefs  me  die  as  I do. 7.  ktHs  himfelf 

Aeci.  Thou  haft  deceiv’d  me  Tontins.^  and  I thank  thee  j 
By  all  my  hopes  in  Heaven,  thou  art  a Roman. 

Ton.  To  Ihew  you  what  you  ought  to  do,  this  is  not  j 
For  flanders  felf  would  fhamc  to  find  you  coward. 

Or  willing  to  out  live  your  honeftie : 

But  noble  Sir,  ye  have  been  jealous  of  me, 

And  held  me  in  the  rank  of  dangerous  perfons, 

C c c 2 M 
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And  I muft  dying  fay  it  was  but  juftice, 

Ye  call:  me  from  my  credit yet  believe  me, 

For  there  is  nothing  now  but  truth  to  fave  me, 

And  your  forgivenefs,  though  ye  held  mehainous, 

And  of  a troubled  fpirit,  that  like  fire 
Turns  all  to  flames  it  meets  with, ye  millook  me  •, 

If  I were  foe  to  any  thing,  ’twas  eafe. 

Want  of  the  Souldiers  doe,  the  Enemy 
The  nakednefs  we  found  at  home,  and  fcorn. 

Children  of  peace,  and  pleafures,  no  regard 
Nor  comfort  for  our  fcars,but  how  we  got’em, 

To'rufty  time,  that  eat  our  bodies  up, 

And  even  began  to  prey  upon  our  honours. 

To  wants  at  home,  and  more  than  wants,  abules. 

To  them,  that  when  the  Enemy  invaded 
Made  us  their  Saints,  but  now  the  fores  of  Rome  ■, 

To  filken  flattery,  and  pride  plain’d  over. 

Forgetting  with  what  wind  their  feathers  fail. 

And  under  whofe  protecftion  their  foft  pleafures 
Grow  full  and  numberlefs : to  this  1 am  foe, 
Nottotheftate,  or  any  point  of  duty; 

And  let  me  Ipeak  but  what  a Souldier  may. 

Truly  I ought  to  be  fo ; yet  I err’d, 

Becaufe  a far  more  noble  fufferer 
Shew’d  me  the  way  to  patience,  and  I loll  it : 

This  is  the  end  I die  Sir  ^ to  live  bafely. 

And  not  the  follower  of  him  that  bred  me. 

In  full  account  and  venue, Pontius  dare  not. 

Much  lefs  to  out-live  what  is  good,and  flatter. 

ydeci.  I want  a name  to  give  thy  vertue  Souldier, 

For  only  good  is  far  below  thee  Ponttus, 

The  gods  fliall  find  thee  one ; thou  halt  faflfion’d  death 
In  fuch  an  excellent,  and  beauteous  manner, 

I wonder  men  can  live ; Canfl;  thou  fpcak  once  more, 

For  thy  words  are  fuch  harmony,  a foul 
Would  choofe  to  flye  to  Heaven  in. 

Pon.  A farewel : 

Good  noble  General  your  hand,  forgive  me. 

And  think  what  ever  was  difpleafing  you, 

Was  none  of  mine : ye  cannot  live. 

jieci.  I will  not ; 

Yet  one  word  more. 

Pon.  Dye  nobly : Rome  farewel : 

And  Fnlentinian  fall,thou  halt  broke  thy  Bafis. 

In  joy  ye  have  given  me  a quiet  death,  ( he  dyes. 

1 w’ould  ftrike  more  wounds,  if  I had  more  breath 

j4eci.  Is  there  an  hour  of  goodnefs  beyond  this  f 
Or  any  man  would  out-live  fuch  a dying 
Would  double  all  my  honours  on  me, 

And  flick  me  o’l  e with  favours,  like  a Miflris ; 

Yet  would  1 grow  to  this  man ; I have  loved, 

But  never  doated  on  a face  till  now  •* 

O death  thou  art  more  than  beautie,  and  thy  pleafure 
Beyond  poflerity ; Come  friends  and  kill  me  j 
C4ar  be  kind,  and  fend  a thoufand  fwords. 

The  more,  the  greater  is  my  fall : why  flay  ye  ? 

Come,  and  Tie  kifs  your  weapons : fear  me  not. 

By  all  the  gods  Tie  honour  ye  for  killing : 

Appear,  or  through  the  Court,  and  world,  Tie  fearch  ye : 
My  fword  is  gone  ye  are  Traitors  if  ye  fpare  me. 

And  C4^r  muft  confume  ye : all  bafe  cowards  ? 
rie  follow  ye,  and  e’re  I dye  proclaim  ye 

The  weeds  of  Italy  •,  the  drofs  of  nature 

Where  are  ye,  villains,  traytors,  flaves. {Exit. 

Enter  Proculus,  and  3 others  running  over  the  Stage. 

Pro.  I knew 

H’ad  Wil’d  the  Captain. 

I.  Here’s  his  fvvord.' 

Pro.  Let  it  alone,  ’twill  fight  it  felf  elfe  *,  friends. 

An  hundred  men  are  not  enough  to  do  it, 
rie  to  the  Emperour,  and  get  more  aid. 
f.yTeci.  None  flrike  a poor  condemned  man? 

Pro.  He  is.  mad  : 


Shift  for  your  felves  my  Mailers. 


C E.veunt. 


-Enter  TEcius. 


zyEcius.  Then  ^y£cius, 

See  what  thou  darll  thy  felf  3 hold  my  good  fword, 

Thou  haft  been  kept  from  blood  too  long.  Tie  kifs  thee, 

For  thou  art  more  then  friend  now,  my  preferver, 

Shew  me  the  way  to  happinefs,  I feek  it : 

And  all  you  great  ones,  that  have  fain  as  I do. 

To  keep  your  memories,  and  honours  living. 

Be  prefentin  your  vertucs,  and  aflift  me. 

That  like  ftrong  Cato,  I may  put  away 

All  promifes,  but  what  fliall  crown  my  aflics  3 

Rome,  fare  thee  well ; ftand  long,  and  know  to  conquer 

Whilft  there  is  people,  and  ambition  ; 

Now  for  a ftroak  fhall  turn  me  to  a Star ; 

I come  ye  blcfled  fpirits,  make  me  room 
To  live  for  ever  in  SlyzJum : 

Do  men  fear  this  ? O that  poflerity 

Could  learn  from  him  but  this,  that  loves  his  wound. 

There  is  no  pain  at  all  in  dying  well,  (kills  hlmfelf. 

Nor  none  are  loft,  but  thofc  tfiat  make  their  hell 


Enter  Proculus,  and  two  others. 

1 Within.  He-’s  dead,  draw  in  the  Guard  again. 

Pro.  He’s  dead  indeed, 

And  I am  glad  he’s  gone ; he  was  a Devil : 

His  body,  ifhis  Eunuchs  come,  is  theirs  3 

The  Emperour  out  ofhis  love  to  vertue,  { Exeunt. 

Has  given  ’em  that ; Let  no  man  flop  their  entrance. 

Enter  Phidias,  and  Aretus. 


Phi.  O my  mofl  noble  Lord,  look  here  jlretus, 

Here’s  a fad  fight.  Aret.  O cruelty  ! O Cafar  ! 

O times  that  bring  forth  nothing  but  deftruftion, 

And  overfows  of  bloud : why  waft  thou  kill’d  ? 

Is  it  to  be  a juft  man  now  again. 

As  when  Tiberius  and  wild  reign’d. 

Only  affurance  of  his  over  throw  ? 

Phil.  \t  is  Aretus:  he  that  would  live  now, 

Muft  like  the  Toad,  feed  only  on  corruptions. 

And  grow  with  thofc  to  greatnefs : honeft  vertue. 

And  the  true  Roman  honour,  faith  and  valour 
That  have  been  all  the  riches  of  the  Empire, 

Now  like  the  fcarfull  tokens  of  the  Plague, 

Are  mccr  fore-runners  of  their  ends  that  owe  ’em. 

Are.  Never  enough  lamented  Lord : dear  Mafter 

Enter  Maximus. 

Of  whom  now  fliall  we  learn  to  live  like  men  I 
From  whom  draw  out  our  adlions  juft,  and  worthy  ? 

Oh  thou  art  gone,  and  gone  with  thee  all  goodnefs. 

The  great  example  of  all  cquitic, 

0 thou  alone  a Roman,  thou  art  perifh’d. 

Faith,  fortitude,  and  conflant  noblenefs, 

Weep  '^owfjWeep  Italy,  weep  all  that  knew  him. 

And  you  that  fear’d  him  as  a noble  Foe, 

( If  Enemies  have  honourable  tears) 

Weep  this  decay’d  iyEcius  fain, and  fcattered 

By  foul,  and  bafe  fuggeftion. 

Pho.  O Lord  eJTlaximus, 

This  was  your  worthy  friend. 

eJMax.  The  gods  forgive  me ; 

Think  not  the  worfe  my  friends,  I fhed  not  tears. 

Great  griefs  lament  within  3 yet  now  I have  found  ’em : 
Would  I had  never  known  the  world,  nor  women, 

Nor  what  that  curfed  name  of  honour  was. 

So  this  were  once  again  tyEcius : 

But  I am  deflin’d  to  a mighty  aftion. 

And  beggmy  pardon  friend,my  vengeance  taken, 

1 will  not  be  long  from  thee  .*  ye  have  a great  lofs, 

But  bear  it  patiently,  yet  to  fay  truth 

In  juftice  ’tis  not  fufierable ; I am  next. 

And  were  it  now,  I would  be  glad  on’t : friends. 

Who 
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Who  fhall  preferve  you  now  ? 

Are.  Nay  we  are  loll  too. 

Max.  I fear  ye  are,  for  likely  fuch  as  love 
The  man  that’s  fain,  and  have  been  iiouriih’d  by  him, 

! Do  not  flay  long  behind  : ’Tis  held  no  wifdom. 

1 1 know  what  I mull  do,  O my  cy£cius^ 

■ Canft  thon  thus  perifli,  pluckt  up  by  the  roots, 

I And  no  man  feel  thy  worthinefs  ? From  boys 
He  bred  you  both  I think. 

Phi.  And  from  the  poorefl:. 

tJMax.  And  lov’d  ye  as  his  own. 

Are.  We  found  it  Sir. 

fJMax.  Is  not  this  a lols  then  ? 

Phi.  O,  a lofs  of  lodes  ^ 

Our  lives,  and  mines  of  our  families. 

The  utter  being  nothing  of  our  names, 

Were  nothing  near  it. 

'tJMax.  As  I take  it  too, 

He  purye  to  the  Emperour. 

Are.  He  did  lb. 

APa.v.  And  kept  ye  ftill  in  credit. 

Phi.  ’Tis  molt  true  Sir. 

Max.  He  fed  your  Fathers  too,  and  made  them  means, 
Your  Sifters  he  prefer’d  to  noble  Wedlocks, 

Did  he  not  friends  ? 

Are.  Oh  yes  Sir.  Max.  As  I take  it 
This  worthy  man  would  not  be  now  forgotten, 

I tell  ye  to  my  grief,  he  was  bafely  murdred  j 

And  Ibmcthing  would  be  done,  by  thofe  that  lov’d  him : 

And  fomething  may  be  .•  pray  fland  off  a httle. 

Let  me  bewail  him  private:  O my  dearefl. 

Phi.  Aretusj  if  we  be  not  fudden,  he  outdoes  us, 

I know  he  points  at  venegance  j we  are  cold. 

And  bafe  ungratefull  wretches,  if  we  Hum  it : 

Are  we  to  hope  for  more  rewards,  or  greatnefs. 

Or  any  thing  but  death,  now  he  is  dead  ? 

Da r ’ll  thou  refolve  > Are.  I am  perfect. 

Phi.  Then  like  flowers 
That  grew  together  all  we’I  fall  together, 

And  with  us  that  that  bore  us : when  ’tis  done 
The  world  lhall  flileus  twodeferving  fervants  .• 

I fear  he  will  be  before  us. 

Are.  This  night  PW/W.  'Phi.  No  more. 

Max.  Now  worthy  friends  I have  done  my  mournings, 
Let’s  burn  this  noble  body  : Sweets  as  many 
As  fun-burnt  Meroe  breeds,  I’le  make  a flame  of. 

Shall  reach  his  foul  in  Heaven : he  that  fljall  live 
Ten  ages  hence,  but  to  reherle  thisflory. 

Shall  with  the  lad  dilcourfe  on’t,  darken  Heaven, 

And  force  the  painful  burdens  from  the  wombs 
I Conceiv’d  a new  with  forrow : even  the  Grave 
) Where  mighty  Sylla  fleeps  fhall  rend  afunder 
I And  give  her  lhadow  up,  to  come  and  groan 
I About  our  piles,  which  will  be  more,  and  greater 
i Than  green  Olynifui,  Ida.,  or  old  Latmm 
j Can  feed  with  Cedar,  or  the  Eafl:  with  Gums, 

I Greece  with  her  wines,  or  Theffalie  with  flowers, 

Or  willing  heaven  can  weep  for  in  her  fhowres. 
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A^m  Qjiintus.  Seen  a Printa. 

Enter  Phidias,  with  his  dagger  in  hint.,  and 
Aretus,  poyfon’d. 


Are. 


E has  his  lalt. 


Thi.  Then  come  the  v^orfl  of  danger, 
<iAcms  to  thy  loul  we  give  a Cafar, 

How  long  is’t  fince  ye  gave  it  him.? 

QyAre.  An  hour. 

Mine  own  two  hours  before  him : how  it  boils  me ! 
Phi.  It  was  not  to  be  cur’d  I hope. 


Are.  No  Phidias., 

I dealt  above  his  Antidotes:  Phyficians 
May  find  the  caufe,  hut  where  the  cure  ? 

Phi.  Done  bravely, 

\Vq  are  got  before  his  Tyranny  Aretits. 

Are.  We  had  loll  our  worthieft  end  clfe  Phidias. 

Phi.  Canfl  thou  hold  out  a while  ? 

Are.  To  torture  him 
Anger  would  give  me  leave, to  live  an  age  yet  • 

That  man  is  poorly  fpirited,  whofe  life  ’ 

Runs  in  his  bloud  alone,  and  not  in’s  willies, 

And  yet  I fwell,  and  burn  like  flaming 
A thoufand  new  found  fires  are  kindled  in  me  * 

But  yet  1 miifl  not  die  this  four  hours  Phidias.  * 

Phi.  Remember  who  dies  with  thee, and  defpife  death 
.are.  I need  no  exhortation,  thejoyinme 
Of  what  I have  done,  and  why,  makes  poyfon  plcafure 
And  my  moll  killing  torments  miftrelles.  * 

For  how  can  he  have  time  to  dye,  or  plcafure 
That  falls  as  fools  unfatisfied,  and  fimple  ? 

Phi.  This  that  confumes  my  life,  yet  keeps  it  in  me. 
Nor  do  I feel  the  danger  of  a dying, 

And  ifl  but  endure  to  hear  thecurfhs 

Of  this  fell  T yrant  dead,  1 have  half  my  Heaven. 

Are.  Hold  thy  foul  fall  but  four  hours  Phidtai, 

And  thou  (halt  fee  to  w'ilhes  beyond  ours. 

Nay  more  beyond  our  meanings. 

Phi.  Thou  hall  fteel’d  me  : 

Farewel  Aretus,  and  the  fouls  of  good  men. 

That  as  ours  do,  have  left  their  Roman  bodies 
In  brave  revenge  for  vertue,  guide  our  lhadows, 

I would  not  faint  yet. 

Are.  Farewel  Phidias 

And  as  we  have  done  nobly,  gods  look  on  us.- 


SCENA  II. 

Enter  Lycias,  and  Proculus. 

Lyci.  Sicker,  and  flicker  Proculus  ? 

Pro.  Oh  Lycias, 

What  fhall  become  of  us  ? would  we  had  di’d 
With  happy  ChiUx,  or  with  bedrid— 


f Exeunt 
fever  ally. 


C Exeunt. 


Enter  Licinius. 

And  made  too  lame  for  juftice. 

Licinius.  The  foft  Mufick  j 
And  let  one  fling  to  fallen  fleep  upon  him  .• 

Oh  friends,  the  Emperour. 

Pro.  What  lay  the  Dodlors? 

Lid.  For  us  a moft  fad  laying,  he  is  poyfon’d, 

Beyond  all  cure  too.  Lid.  Who  ? 

Lid.  The  wretch  zAretus, 

That  mofl  unhappy  villain. 

Lid.  How  do  you  know  it  ? 

Lyci.  He  gave  him  drink  lall ; let’s  difperfe  and  find  him; 
And  fince  he  has  opened  mifery  to  all, 

Let  it  begin  with  him  firll : Softly  he  flumbers. 

Enter  Emperour^e^  in  a Chair,  with  Eudoxia  the 
Smprefs,  Phyficians,  and  Attendants. 

Mufick  and  SONG. 

CcAre  charming  fleep  , thou  eafer  of  all  Wots, 
Brother  to  death,  fweetly  thy  felf  difpofe 
On  this  affHEled  Prince,  fall  like  a Cloud 
In  gentle  fhowrs,  ^ive  nothing  that  is  lowd. 

Or  painfull  to  his  Jlumbers  ; eafie,  fweet, 
cAnd  as  a purling  fir  earn,  thou  Jon  of  night, 

Pafs  by  his  troubled  fenfes  y finghis  pain 
Like  hollow  murmuring  wind,  or  filver  Rairt, 

Into  this  Prince  qently.  Oh  gently  fiide , 

And  kifs  him  into  finmbers  like  a Bride. 

Emf>. 

iHi 


The  Tragedy  o/'Valentinian 


380 

Emf.  O gods  gods : drink,  drink,  colder,  colder 
Thsn  fhovv  on  Scythian  Mountains ; O my  heart-ftrings. 
Endo.  How  dob  your  Grace  ? 

Phyf.  The  Emprefs  fpcaks  Sir. 

Einp.  Dying , 

Dying  Eudoxia,  dying. 

Phyf.  Good  Sir  patience. 

Ettdo.  What  have  ye  given  him  ? 

Phyf  Pretfous  things  dear  Lady 
We  hope  (hall  comfort  him. 

Emp.  O flatter’d  fool , 

See  what  thy  god  head’s  come  to ; Oh  Eudoxia. 

Eudo.  O patience,  patience  Sir. 

Enter  Proculus,  Licinius,  with  Aretus. 

Emp.  JDannbins  • 

rie  have  brought  through  my  body. 

Eudo.  Gods  give  comfort. 

Emp.  And  Volga,  on  whofe  face  the  North  wind  freezes, 

I find  an  hundrcd'hcl  s,  a hundred  Piles 
Already  to  my  Funerals  are  flaming, 

Shall  1 not  drink  ? 

Phyf  You  mult  not  Sir. 

Emp.  By  Heaven 

ric  let  my  breath  out  that  (hall  burn  ye  all 
If  ye  deny  me  longer : tcmpefts  blow  me. 

And  inundations  that  have  drunk  up  Kingdoms  , 

Flow  over  me, and  quench  me ; where’s  the  villain  ? 

Am  I immortal  now  ye  (laves  by  Numa 
If  he  clo  fcape;  Oh,  oh. 

Eudo.  Dear  Sir, 

Emp.  Like  Nero  , 

But  far  more  terrible,  and  full  of  (laughter, 
i’th’  midft  of  all  my  flames  Tie  fire  the  Empire : 

A thoufand  fans,  a thoufand  fans  to  cool  me  : 

Invite  the  gentle  winds  Eudo.xia. 

Eudo.  Sir. 

Emp.  Oh  do  not  flatter  me,  I am  but  fle(h, 

A man,  a mortal  man:  drink,  di  ink,  ye  dunces  •, 

What  can  your  doles  now  do,  and  your  fcrapings. 

Your  oyles,  and  MithriJates  ? if  I do  die. 

You  only  words  of  health,  and  names  of  (icknefs 
Finding  no  truedileafe  in  man  but  mony, 

That  talk  your  felves  into  Revenues,  oh 
\nd  e’re  ye  kill  your  patients,  begger’em, 
i’le  have  ye  dead,  and  dri’d. 

Tro.  The  Villain  Sir; 

The  mod  accurfed  wretch. 

Emp.  Be  gone  my  Queen, 

This  is  no  fight  for  thee : goe  to  the  Veftals, 

"afl;  holy  inccnfe  in  the  fire,  and  o(fer 
One  powerfull  facrifice  to  free  thy  Cafar. 

Pro.  Goe  goe  and  be  happy.  g £.v/>  Eudo.xa, 

Arct.  Goe,  butgive  noeal'e. 

The  Gods  have  fet  thy  lad  hour  Valentinian, 
rhou  art  but  man,  a bad  man  too,  a bead,' 

And  like  a ftnfuall  bloody  thing  thontlielf. 

Pro.  Oh  Traitor. 

Aret.  Curfe  your  dives  ye  flatterers, 

\nd  howle  your  miferies  to  come  ye  wretches. 

You  taught  him  to  be  poyfon’d. 

Emp.  Yet  no  comfort  ? 

Aret.  Be  not  abus’d  with  Prieds,nor  Pothecaries, 

They  cannot  help  thee  •,  Thou  halt  now  to  live 
A (hort  half  hour,  no  more,  and  1 ten  minutes : 

( gave  thee  poyfon  for  cyTecius  fake. 

Such  a dedroying  poyfon  would  kill  nature  ; 

And,  for  thou  (halt  not  die  alone,  I took  it. 

If  mankind  had  been  in  thee  at  this  murder, 

No  more  to  people  ca  1 th  again,  the  wings 
Of  old  time  dipt  forever,  reafon  loll, 

In  what  I had  attempted,  yet  O (fafar 
To  purchafe  fair  revenge,  I had  poyfon’d  them  too. 

Emp.  O villa. n : 1 grow  hotter, hotter.  Are.  Yes^ 


But  not  near  my  heat  yet  3 what  thou  feel’d  now, 

Mark  me  with  horror  Cafary  are  but  Embers 
Of  ludiand  leachery  thou  had  committed : 

But  there  be  flames  of  murder. 

Emp.  Fetch  out  tortures. 

Are. DOy2ind  I’le  flatter  thee,nay  morel’ll  love  thee: 

Thy  tortures  to  what  now  I fuffer  fafary 
At  which  thou  mud  arrive  too,  e’re  thou  dy’d. 

Are  lighter,  and  more  full  of  mirth  and  laughter. 

Emp.  Let ’em  alone:  I mud  drink. 

Are.  Now  be  mad. 

But  not  near  me  yet. 

Emp.  Hold  me,  hold  me,  hold  me, 

Hold  me ; or  1 (hall  burd  elfe. 

Are.  See  me  Cdfary 

And  lee  to  what  thou  mud  come  for  thy  murder ; 

Millions  of  womens  labours,  all  difeafes. 

Emp.  Oh  my  a (Hided  foul  too. 

Are.  Womens  fears,  horrors, 

Defpairs,  and  all  the  Plagues  the  hot  Sun  breeds. — 

Emp.  cy^ciuSy  O (yAecius : O Lucina. 

Are.  Are  but  my  torments  (hadows  ? 

Emp.  Hide  me  mountains  % 

The  gods  have  found  my  fins.- 
Now  break. 

Are.  Not  yet  Sir  3 
Thou  hada  pull  beyond  all  thefe. 

Emp.  Oh  Hell, 

Oh  villain,  curfed  villain. 

Are.  O brave  villain, 

My  poyfon  dances  in  me  at  this  deed : 

Now  C-f/rfr,  now  behold  me,  this  is  torment, 

And  this  is  thine  before  thou  died,  I am  wildfire  : 

The  brazen  Bull  of  Phalaris  was  (eign’d. 

The  miferies  of  fouls  defpifing  Heaven 
But  Emblems  of  my  torments. 

Emp.  Oh  quench  me,  quench  me,  quench  me. 

Are.  Fire,  a flattery  3 
And  all  the  Poets  tales  of  fad  Avernus, 

To  my  pains  lefs  than  fidions : Yet  to  (hew  thee 
What  condant  love  I bore  my  murdred  mader  3 
Like  a Southwind,  I have  fung  through  all  thefe  tempeds 
My  heart,  my  wither’d  heart,  fear,  fear  thou  Monder, 

Fear  the  jud  gods,  I have  my  peace Hedies. 

Emp.  More  drink, 

A thoufand  April  (howres  fall  in  my  bofom  : . 

How  dare  ye  let  me  be  tormented  thus  ? 

Away  with  that  prodigious  body,  gods, 

Gods,  let  me  ask  ye  what  I am,  ye  lay 
All  your  inflidionson  me,  hear  me,  hear  me*, 

I doconfeli  I am  a raviflier, 

A murderer,  a hated  Cafar  3 oh, 

Are  there  not  vows  enough,  and  flaming  altars, 

The  fat  of  all  the  world  for  facrifice. 

And  where  that  fails,  the  blood  of  thoufand  captives’ 

To  purge  thofe  (ins. ^ but  I mud  make  the  inccnfe? 

I do  de(pi(e  ye  all,  ye  have  no  mercy; 

And  wanting  that,  ye  are  no  Gods,  your  paroll 
Is  only  preach’d  abroad  to  make  Fools  fearfull. 

And  women  made  of  awe,  believe  your  heaven : 

Oh  torments,  torments,  torments,  pains  above  pains, 

Ifye  be  any  thing  but  dreams,  and  ghods, 

And  truly  hold  the  guidance  of  things  mortal  3 
Have  in  your  felves  times  pad,  to  come,  and  prefent, 
Falhion  the  fouls  of  men,  and  make  flefli  for  ’em, 
Weighing  our  fates,  and  fbrtunes  beyond  reafon. 

Be  more  than  all  the  Gods,  great  in  forgivenefs. 

Break  not  the  goodly  frame  ye  build  in  anger  3 
For  you  are  things  men  teach  us,  without  paflTions, 

Give  me  an  hour  to  know  ye  in  : Oh  fave  me 
But  fo  much  perfedt  time  ye  make  a foul  in. 

Take  this  dedrudion  from  me ; no,  ye  cannot. 

The  more  I would  believe  ye,  more  I differ. 

My  brains  are  alhes,  now  my  heart,  my  eyes  friends  3 • 
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I goe,  I goe,  more  air,  more  air  - Jam  mortal.  He  dyes. 

Pro,  Take  in  the  body  ; oh,  LiciniitSy 

The  mifery  that  we  are  left  to  fuffer  ^ 

No  pity  fhall  find  us. 

Lici.  Our  lives  deferve  none; 

Would  I were  chain’d  again  to  flavery, 

With  any  hope  of  life. 

Pro.  A quiet  grave  , 

Or  a confumption  now  LicimtSy 

That  we  might  be  too  poor  to  kill, were  fomething. 

Ltd.  Let’s  make  our  beft  ufe,  we  have  mony  ProcnlttSy 

And  if  that  cannot  fave  us,  we  have  fwords. 

Pro.  Yes,  but  we  dare  not  dye. 

Lid.  I had  forgot  that : 

There’s  other  countries  then. 

Pro.  But  the  fame  hate  ftill. 

Of  what  we  are. 

Lid.  Think  any  thing,  Tie  follow 

Enter  a Mefienger. 

^ro.  How  now,  what  news  ? 

Meff.  Shift  for  your  felves,  ye  are  loft  elfe : 

The  Souldier  is  in  arms  for  great  Aedusy 

And  their  Lieutenant  general  that  ftopt  ’em, 

Cut  ina  thoufand  pieces ; they  march  hither : 

Befide,  the  women  ofthe  Town  have  murder’d 

Phorbay  and  loofe  ArdelUy  C^far's  (he- Bawds. 

Lid.  Then  here’s  no  flaying  Proculus} 

Pro.  0 Ctefar , 

That  we  had  never  known  thy  lufls ; Let’s  fly. 

And  where  we  find  no  womans  man  let’s  dye. 

SCENA  III. 

Enter  Maximus. 

i^<?A:.Gods,whata  fluce  of  blood  have  I let  open! 

My  happy  ends  are  come  to  birth,  he’s  dead. 

And  1 reveng’d ; the  Empire’s  all  a fire, 

And  defolation  every  where  inhabits  ; 

And  fliall  I live  that  am  the  author  of  it, 

To  know  E.ome  from  the  awe  o’th’  world,  the  pity  ? 

My  friends  are  gone  before  too  of  my  fending, 

> And  fhall  I flay  ? is  ought  elfe  to  be  liv’d  for?  , 

Is  there  an  other  friend,  another  wife, 

Or  any  third  holds  half  their  worthinefs. 

To  linger  here  alive  for  ? Is  not  vertue 

In  their  two  everlafting  fouls  departed, 

And  in  their  bodies  firft  flame  fled  to  heaven  ? 

Can  any  man  difcover  this,  and  love  me  ? 

For  though  my  juflice  were  as  white  as  truth. 

My  way  was  crooked  to  it,  that  condemns  me ; 

And  now  i^ecmsy  and  my  honored  Lady, 

That  were  preparers  to  my  reft  and  quiet. 

The  lines  to  lead  me  to  Slydum  ; 

You  that  but  ftept  before  me,  on  aflurance 

1 would  not  leave  your  friendfhip  unrewarded, 

Firft  fmile  upon  the  facrifice  I have  fent  ye. 

Then  fee  me  coming  boldly  : flay,  I am  foolifh. 

Somewhat  too  fuddain  to  mine  own  deftrudion. 

This  great  end  of  my  vengance  may  grow  greater ; 

Why  may  riot  I be  C^sfar  ? Yet  no  dying ; 

Why  Ihould  not  I catch  at  it  ? fools  and  children 

Have  had  that  ftrength  before  me,  and  obtain’d  it, 

And  as  the  danger  flands,  my  reafon  bids  me, 

I will,  I dare  •,  my  dear  friends  pardon  me, 

lam  not  fit  to  dye  yet,  if  not  ^ 

I am  fin  e the  Souldier  loves  me,  and  the  people. 

And  I will  forward,  and  as  goodly  Cedars 

Rent  from  Octn  by  a fweeping  tempeft: 

Jointed  again  and  made  tall  malts,  defie 

Thofe  angry  winds  that  fplit  ’em,  fb  will  I 

New  piece  again,  above  the  fate  of  women. 

And  made  more  perfect  far,  than  growing  private. 

Stand  and  defie  bad  fortunes:  If  I rife. 

My  wife  was  ravifh’d  well  • If  then  I fall,’ 

My  great  attempt  honours  my  Funeral. - te  'xit. 

SCENA  IV. 

• 

Enter  3 Senatorsy  and  Affranius. 

1 . Guard  all  the  pofterns  to  the  Camp  Af ramus . 

And  fee  ’em  fall:,  we  lhali  be  rifled  elfe. 

Thou  art  an  honefl,  and  a worthy  Captain. 

2.  Promife  the  Souldier  any  thing. 

3.  Speak  gently,  , . 

And  tell’cm  we  are  now  in  council  for ’em. 

Labouring  to  choofe  a C4ar  fit  for  them, 

A Souldier,  and  a giver. 

1.  Tell  ’em  further. 

Their  free  and  liberal  voices  fhall  goe  with  us. 

2.  Naymore,  a negative  fay  we  allow ’em. 

3 . And  if  our  choice  difpleafe  ’em,  they  fhall  name  him. 

1.  Promife  three  donatives, and  large,  Ajfranitu. 

2. ^  And  Ctf^r  once  elected,  prefent  foes. 

With  diftribution  of  all  necefraries. 

Corn,  Wine,  and  Pyle. 

3.  New  garments,  and  new  Arms, 

And  equal  portions  of  the  Provinces 

To  them,  and  to  their  families  for  ever. 

1.  And  lee  the  City  ftrengthned. 

Ajfra.  I fhall  do  it.  Afifanius. 

2.  Setnproniusy  thefe  are  wofull  times. 

3 . 0 Brutus , 

We  want  thyhonefty  again^  thefe  C^f^rs, 

What  noble  Confuls  got  with  blood,  in  blood 

Confume  again,  and  flatter. 

1.  Which  way  fhall  we  ? 

2.  Not  any  way  of  fafety  I can  think  on. 

3.  Now  go  our  wives  to  ruin,  and  our  daughters, 

And  we  beholders  Fulvius. 

1.  Every  thing 

Is  every  mans  that  will. 

2.  TheVeftals  now 

Muft  only  feed  the  Souldiers  fire  of  lull:. 

And  fenfual  Gods  be  glutted  with  thofe  Offerings, 

Age  like  the  hidden  bowels  of  the  earth, 

Open’d  with  fwords  for  treafure. 

Gods  defend  us. 

We  are  chaff  before  their  fury  elfe. 

2.  Away, 

Let’s  to  the  Temples. 

I.  To  the  Capitol. 

’Tis  not  a time  to  pray  now,  let’s  be  ftrengthen’d— 

Enter  Affranius. 

3.  Hovs  x\ovv  Affranius  x what  good  news  ? 

Affra.  A Cffar. 

1.  Oh  who.? 

Affr.  Lord  Maximus  is  with  the  Souldier, 

And  all  the  Camp  rings,  Cffary  Cafar,  Cffar : 

He  forced  the  Emprels  with  him  for  more  honour. 

2.  A happy  choice  : let’s  meet  him. 

3.  Blefled  fortune  I 

I . Away,  away,  make  room  there,  room  there,  room. 

Exeunt  Senator Sy  Flourijh. 
Within.  Lord  MaHimus  is  Cffary  CafaryGefar  ^ 

Hail  Cafar  <tjd'laximus. 

Affra.  Oh  turning  people  1 

Oh  people  excellent  in  war,  and  govern’d. 

In  peace  more  raging  than  the  furious  North, 

When  he  ploughsup  the  Sea,  and  makes  him  brine, 
Orthelowd  falls  of  NtUy  I muft  give  way, 

Although  I neither  love  nor  hope  this : 

Or  like  a rotten  bridge  that  dares  a current. 

When  he  is  fwell’d  and  high  crackt,  and  farewel. 

Enter 
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Smer  Maximus,  Eudoxa,  Semt.  and  Sonldiers. 

Sen.  Room  for  the  Emperour. 

Soul.  Long  life  to  Cafar. 

.Afra.  Hail  Cafar  Maximus. 

Emp.  C^tdax.  Your  hand  Afraniiis. 

Lead  to  the  Palace,  there  my  thanks  in  general, 
rie  fhowre  among  ye  aH ; gods  give  me  life, 

Firfl:  to  defend  the  Empire,  then  you  Fathers, 

And  valiant  friends,  the  heirs  of  ftrength  and  vertue. 

The  rampires  of  old  Rome.,  of  us  the  refuge  j 
To  you  I open  this  day  all  1 have. 

Even  all  the  hazard  that  my  youth  hath  purchas’d. 

Ye  are  my  Children,  family,  and  friends 
And  ever  fo  refpe(fted  fhall  be,  forward. 

There's  a Profcription,  grave  Sempronius, 

’Gainft  all  the  flatterers,  and  lazie  Bawds 
Led  loofe- liv’d  Valentinian  to  his  vices. 

See  iteffeded.  {Flouri^s. 

Sen.  Honour  wait  on  Caf^r. 

Sould.  Make  room  for  C^^far  there.  {Exeunt  all  but  Afra. 

c^/rrf.  Thou  haft  my  fears. 

But  FaUntinian  keeps  my  vows : Oh  gods. 

Why  do  we  like  to  feed  the  greedy  Ravcnne 
Of  thefe  blown  men,  that  muft  before  they  ftand, 

And  lixt  in  eminence,  caft  life  on  life. 

And  trench  their  fafeties  in  with  wounds,  and  bodies  ? 
Well  froward  Rome,  thou  wilt  grow  weak  with  changing. 
And  die  without  an  heir,  that  lov’ft  to  breed 
Sons  for  the  killing  hate  offons : for  me, 

I only  live  to  find  an  enemy.  {Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Paulus  {a  Poet,')  4«<^Licippos  (4  Cent.) 

Pan.  When  is  the  Inauguration? 

Lie.  Why  to  morrow. 

Paul.  ’Twill  be  fhort  time. 

Lie.  Any  device  that’s  handfome, 

A Cupid,  or  the  God  o’th’  place  will  do  it. 

Where  he  muft  take  the  Fafees. 

Pan.  Or  a Grace. 

Lie.  A good  Grace  has  no  fellow. 

Tau.  Let  me  fee. 

Will  not  his  name  yield  fomething?  C^laximus 
By  th’  way  of  Anagram  ? 1 have  found  out  Axis, 

You  know  he  bears  the  Empire. 

Lie.  Get  him  wheels  too, 

’Twill  be  a cruel  carriage  elfe. 

Pau.  Some  fongs  too. 

Lie.  By  any  means  fome  fongs ; but  very  ftiort  ones, 
x^nd  honeft  language  Paulus,  without  burfting. 

The  air  will  fall  the  fweeter. 

Pau.  A Grace  muft  do  it, 

Lie.  Why  let  a Grace  then. 

Pan.  Yes  it  muft  be  fo-, 

And  in  a Robe  of  blew  too,  as  I take  it. 

Lie.  This  Poet  is  a little  kin  to  th’  Painter 
That  could  paint  nothing  but  a ramping  Lion, 

So  all  his  learned  fancies  are  blew  Graces. 

Pan.  What  think  ye  of  a Sea-nymph,  and  a Heaven  ? 

X/c.Why  whatfhould  fhe  do  there  man?  there’s  no  water. 

Pan.  That’s  true,  it  muft  be  a Grace,  and  yet 
Me  thinks  a Rain  bow. 

Lie.  And  in  blew. 

Pan.  Oh  yes ; 

Hanging  in  arch  above  him,  and  i’th’  midle — 

Lie.  A lliowre  ofRain. 

Pan.  No,  no,  it  muft  be  a Grace. 

Lie.  Why  prethee  Grace  him  then. 

Pan.  Or  Orpheus, 

Coming  from  Hell. 

Lie.  In  blew  too. 

Pau.  ’Tis  the  better  ^ 


And  as  he  rifes,  full  of  fires. 

Lie.  Nowblefsus, 

Will  not  that  fpoil  his Luteftrings,  Panins} 

Tan.  Singing, 

And  crofting  of  his  arms. 

Lie.  How  can  he  play  then  ? 

Tan.  It  fhall  be  a Grace,  I’le  do  it. 

Lie.  Prethee  do, 

And  with  as  good  a grace  as  thou  canft  poftible 
Good  fury  Paulus,  be  i’th’  morning  with  me. 

And  pray  take  meafure  of  his  mouth  that  fpeaks  it.  {£.xeu)tt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Maximus  andEudoxz. 

zAdax.  Come  my  beft  lov’d  Sndoxa : let  the  foiildicr 
Want  neither  Wine  nor  any  thing  he  calls  for. 

And  when  the  Senate’s  ready,  give  us  notice : 

In  the  mean  time  leave  us.  • 

Oh  my  dear  fweet. 

End.  Is’t  poftible  your  Grace 
Should  undertake  fuch  dangers  for  my  beauty. 

It  it  were  excellent  ? 

tAdax.  ’Tisall 
The  w’orld  has  left  to  brag  of. 
fud.  Can  a face 

Long  fince  bequeath’d  to  wrinkles  with  my  forrows. 

Long  fince  ras’d  out  o’th’  book  of  youth  and  pleafiire, 

Have  power  to  make  the  ftrongeft  man  o’th’  Empire, 

Nay  the  moft  ftaid,  and  knowing  what  is  Woman 
The  greateft  aim  of  perfeftnefs  men  liv’d  by. 

The  molt  true  conftant  lover  of  his  wedlock, 

Sucha  ftill  blowing  beauty,  earth  was  proud  of, 

Lofc  fuch  a noble  wife,  and  wilfully, 

Himfelf  prepare  the  way,  nay  make  the  rape. 

Did  ye  not  tell  mefo? 

(Adax.  ’Tis  true  Eudoxa. 

End.  Lay  dcfolate  his  deareft  piece  of  friendfhip. 

Break  his  ftrong  helm  he  ftcar’d  by,  fink  that  vertue. 

That  valour,  that  even  all  the  gods  can  give  us. 

Without  whom  he  was  nothing,  with  whom  worthieft. 
Nay  more,  arrive  at  Cafar,  and  kill  him  too. 

And  for  my  fake  ? cither  ye  love  too  dearly. 

Or  deeply  ye  diftemble.  Sir  ? 

(Adax.  I do  fo 

And  till  I am  morcftreng‘then’d,ro  ’ muft  do 
Yet  would  my  joy,  and  Wine  bad  fafhion’d  out 
Somefafer  lye;  Can  thefe  things  be,  Eudoxa, 

And  I diftemble  ? Can  there  be  but  goodnefs 
And  only  thine  dear  Lady,  any  end. 

Any  imagination  but  a loft  one. 

Why  I ftiould  run  this  hazard  ? O thou  vertue ! 

Were  it  to  do  again,  and  Falentmian 
Once  more  to  hold  thee,  finful  FaLntinian, 

In  whom  thou  wertfet,  as  Pearls  arc  in  faltOyfters, 

As  Rofes  are  in  rank  weeds,  1 would  find, 

Yet  to  thy  facred  fclf  a dearer  danger. 

The  Gods  know  how  I honour  thee. 

Eud.  What  love.  Sir, 

Can  1 return  for  this,  but  my  obedience  ? 

My  life,  if  fo  you  pleafe,  and  ’tis  too  little. 
cAdax.  ’Tis  too  much  to  redeem  the  world. 

Eud.  From  this  hour. 

The  forrows  for  my  dead  Lord,  fare  ye  well. 

My  living  Lord  has  dried  ye-,  and  in  token. 

As  Emperour  this  day  I honour  ye. 

And  the  great  cafter  new  of  all  my  wilhes. 

The  wreath  of  living  Lawrel,  that  muft  compafs 
That  facred  head,  Eudoxa  makes  for  Cafar : 

I am  methinks  too  much  in  love  with  fortune ; 

But  with  you  ever  Royal  Sir  my  maker. 

The  once  more  Summer  of  me,  meer  in  love. 

Is  poor  expreftion  of  my  doting. 
tAdax.  Sweeteft. 

Eud. 
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End.  Now  of  my  troth  ye  have  bought  me  dear  Sir. 
iJMa.v.  No, 

Had  I at  lofs  of  mankind. 

Enter  a.  Afejfenger. 

End.  Now  ye  flatter. 

Mef.  The  Senate  waits  your  Grace. 

*~JTfax.  Let  ’em  come  on. 

And  in  a full  form  bring  the  ceremony : 

Thisday  lamyourfervant,  dear,  and  proudly, 
rie  wear  your  honoured  favour. 

End.  May  it  prove  fo.  [^E.vennt. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  VzyAxas  Licippus. 

Lie.  Is  your  Grace  done  ? 

Pan.  ’Tisdone. 

Lie.  Whofpeaks? 

Pan.  A Boy. 

Lie.  Adainty  blue  Boy,  Panins  f 
Pan.  Yes. 

Lie.  Have  ye  viewed 
The  work  above  ? 

Pan.  Yes,  and  all  up^  ahdre^dy. 

Lie.  The  Emprelsdoesyoufiraple  honour,  Paulas., 

The  wreath  your  blue  Grace  muft  prefent,  Ihe  made. 

But  hark  ye,  fortheSouIdiers? 

Pan.  That’s  done  too : . , 

rie  bring ’em  in  I warrant  ye.  ^ 

Lie.  A Grace  too.? 

Pan.  The  fame  Grace  fer ves  for  both. 

Lie.  About  it  then:  , . •' 

I mull  to  th’  Cupbord  ^ and  be  fure  good  Panins 
Your  Grace  be  falling,  that  he  may  hang  cleanly. 

If  there  Ihould  need  another  voice,  wha'tthen  ? 
rie  hang  another  Grace  in. 

Lie.  Grace  be  with  ye.  . CExennt. 


SCENE  VIII. 


V 


Enter  in  flate  Maximus,  Eudoxa,  with  Sonldisrsand 
Gentlemen  of  the  SenatorSy  andRods  and 

Axes  born  before  them. 

A Synnet  withl  ^ With  a ’Banket  prepared,  with 
Trumpets.  J \HoboieSy  Mnjick^,  wreath. 

3 Sen.  Hale  to  thy  imperial  honour  fadred  Cafar, 

And  from  the  old  Rome  take  thefe  wifhes  •, 

You  holy  gods,  that  hitherto  have  held 
As  jullice  holds  her  Ballance  equal  pois’d. 

This  glory  of  our  Nation,  this  full 

And  made  him  fit  for  what  he  is,  confirm  him ; 

Look  on  this  Son  O Jupiter  our  helper,  ‘N;  v,  ^ ^ , 

And  Romulus,  thou  Father  of  our  honour, 

Preferve  him  likq  thy  felf,  juft,  valiant,  noble,  . ^ \ 
A lover,  and  increafer  of  his  people,  -v 

Let  him  begin  with  Hand  with  - - 

The  firft  five  years  of  Nero  be  his  wifhes,  . 

Give  him  the  age  and  fortune  of  Emylins,  ' 

And  his  whole  raign  renew  a great  Angnjlns. 

SON  G. 

Honour  that  is  ever  living. 

Honour  that  is  ever  giving, 

Honour  that  fees  all  and^ows 
Both  the  ebbs  of  man  and  flowes. 

Honour  that  rewards  the  befi. 

Sends  thee  thy  ru  h labours  refl'. 

Thou  hafi  fiudied  fhll  to  pleafe  her, 
'iJj'^'LiTkirefore  now  f:c  calls  thee  C$far  : 

Ghor.  Hale,  hale,  CiEfar,  hale  and  fiand, 

And  thy  name  outlive  the  Land, 

Noble  Fathers  to  his  brows 

Bind  this  wreath  with  thonfand  vows. 


All.  Stand  to  eternity. 

Max.  I thank  ye  Fathers, 

And  as  I rule,  may  it  ftill  grow  or  wither: 

Now  to  the  Banket,  ye  are  all  my  guefts, 

This  day  beliberal  friends,  to  wine  we  give  it ; 

And  fmiiing  pleafures : Sit,  my  Queen-of  Beauty  •, 
Fathers,  your  places;  thefe  are  fair  Wars  Souldiers, 

And  thus  I give  the  firft  charge  to  ye  all ; 

You  are  my  fecond,  fweet,  to  every  cup, 

I add  unto  the  Senate  a new  honour, 

And  to  the  fons  of  Mars  a donative. 

SONG. 

Coi/Lyeus  ever  young. 

Ever  honour'd,  ever  fnng". 

Stain'd  with  blond  of  Infty  Grapes, 

In  a thonfand  Infly  f tapes  3 
Dance  upon  the  Maz.ers  brim. 

In  the  Crimfon  liqtor  fwim: 

From  thy  plenteous  hand  divine. 

Let  a River  run  with  Wine: 

Cod  of  youth,  let  this  day  here. 

Enter  neither  care  nor  fear. 

"Boy.  Bellona'skc^,  the  glory  of  old  Rome, 

Envy  of  conquer’d  Nations,  nobly  c6me 
And  to  the  fulneftofyour  war  like  noife 
Let  your  feet  move,  make  up  this  hour  of  joys  •, 

Come,  come  I fay,  range  your  fair  Troop  at  large, 

And  your  high  meafure  turn  into  a charge. 

Simp.  The  Emperor’s  grown  heavy  with  his  wine, 

^r^  -The  Senate  ftaicsSir  for  your  thanks. 

Semp,  Great  Cafar. 

End.  I have  my  wifh. 

Afra.  Wilt  pleafe  your  Grace  fpeak  to  him  ? 

End.  Ye§,  but  he  will  not  hear  Lords. 

Semp.  Stir  him  Lucius  •,  the  Senate  muft  have  thanks. 

2 Sen.  Luc.  Yodr  Grace,  Sir  Cdfar. 

End.  Did  I not  tell  you  he  was  well?  he's  dead. 

Semp.  Dead  ? treafon,  guard  the  Court,  let  no  man 
Souldiers,  your  Ce/^r^s  murdered. 

End.  Make  no  tumult. 

Nor  arm  the  Court,  ye  have  his  killer  with  y&-. 

And  the  juft  caufe,  ifye  can  ftay  the  hearing:  ^ 

I was  his  death  *,  that  wreath  that  rnade  him  Cafar, 

Has  made  him  earth. 

So:  Id.  Cut  her  in  thoufand  pieces. 

End.  Wife  men  would  know  the  rcafon  firft : to  die, 
Is  that  I wifli  for,  Romans,  apd  your  fwords, 

The  heavieft  way  of  death  : yet  Souldiers  grant  me 
That  was  your  Emprefs  once,  and  honour’d  by  ye, 

But  fo  much  time  to  tell  ye  why  I kill’d  him, 

And  weigh  my  reafons  well,  if  man  be  in  ycti ', 

Then  if  ye  dare  do  cruelly,  condemn  me. 

o^/r.  Hear  her  ye  noble  ’tisa  Woman, 

A fubjeeft  not  for  fwords,  but  pity  ; Heaven 
(If  fhe  be  guilty  of  malitious  murder) 

Has  given  us  Laws  to  make  example  of  her. 

If  only  of  revenge,  afid  bloud  hid  from  lis, 

Let  us  confider  fii  ft,  then  execute. 

Semp.  Speak  bloudy  Woman. 

End.  Yes;  'Ddis  Ma.vimus, 

That  was  your  Lords,  and  noble  Souldiers, 

(And  if  I wrong  the  dead,  Heaven  perifli  me  •, 

Or  fpeak  to  win  your  favours  but  the  truth) 

Was  to  his  Country,  to  his  friends,  andCapr 
A moft  malitious  Traitor. 

Semp.  Take  heed  woman. 

End.  I fpeak  not  for  companion.  Brave  ^.Aicins 
(Whofe  blelfed  foul  if  I lye  (hall  afflid  me) 

The  man  that  all  the  world  lov’d,  you  ador’d. 

That  was  the  maftcr-pieccofArms,  and  bounty. 

Mine  own  grief  (hall  come  laft : this  friend  of  his, 
ThisSouldier,  this  your  right  Arm,  nohlc  Romans, 

D,dd 
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3y  a bafe  letter  to  the  Emperor^ 

'itufft  full  of  fears,  and  poor  fuggeftions, 

And  by  himfelf,  unto  himfelf  direded  *, 

Was  cut  olFbalely,  bafely,  cruelly^ 

Oh  lofs,  O innocent,  can  ye  now  kill  me? 

And  the  poor  ftale  my  Noble  Lord,  that  knew  not 
More  of  this  villain,  than  his  forc’d  fears  ^ 

Like  one  forefecn  to  fatisfie,  dy’d  for  it : 

There  was  a murder  too,  would  have blulht  at ; 

Was  this  w'orth  being  a/^r  ? or  my  patience  ? nay  his  Wife 
By  Heaven  he  told  it  me  in  wine,  and  joy  j 
And  fworc  it  deeply,  he  himfelf  prepar’d 
To  be  abus’d,  how?  let  me  grieve  not  tell  ye ; 

And  weep  the  fins  thatdid  it ; andhisend 
Was  only  me,  and  C^fir  ; b ut  me  he  lyed  in : 

Thefe  arc  my  rcafons  Romnns^  and  my  foul 


Tells  me  fufficient  ^ and  my  deed  is  juflice  .• 

Now  as  I have  done  well,  or  ill,  hook  on  me. 

Afra.  What  lefs  could  nature  do,  what  lefs  had  we  done. 
Had  we  known  this  before  ? Romans^  fhe  is  righteous  *,  - 
And  fuch  a piece  of  juftice  Heaven  mufl:  fmile  on : 

Bend  allyour  fwordsonme,  ifthisdifpleafe  ye.  • 

For  I muH;  kneel,  and  on  this  vertuous  hand  •, 

Seal  my  new  joy  and  thanks,  thou  hall  done  truly. 

Semp.  Up  with  your  arms,  ye  flrike  a Saint  elfe  Romans^ 
May ’ft  thou  live  ever  fpoken  our  Protestor  .• 

Rome  yet  has  many  Noble  Heirs ; Let’s  in 
And  pray,  before  we  choofe,  then  plant  a Ce/irr 
Above  the  reach  of  envy,  blood,  and  murder. 

<LAfra.  Takeupthebody  nobly  to  his  urn. 

And  may  our  fins,  and  his  together  burn.  [^Exeunt. 

A dead  Alarch. 


EPILOGUE. 

• \ 

WE  would  fain  fleafe  ye  ^ and  as  fain  be  f leas'd  ^ / 

’7 is  but  a little  li^ng^  both  are  eas'd: 

We  have  your  money  ^ and  you  have  our  ware  ^ 

^^{nd  to  our  under jlanding  good  and  fair : 

For  your  owmvifdoms  fah^^  beiiotfomad^ 

To  ach^iowledge ye  have  bought  things  dear  and  bad:  ' 

Let  not  a brac^i'th'  Stuffs  or  here  and  there 
The  fading  glofs^  a general  lofs  appear : : ^ 

We  ‘ hpow  ye  tah^  up  worfe  Commodities ^ ^ [ 

And  dearer,  pay  y yet  thinf\^your  bargains  wife’. 

We  kfiow  in  'Meat  and  Wine^  ye  fling  away  - I 

• More  time  and  wealthy  which  is  but  dearer  pay, 

■ And  with  the  Kech^ning  all  the  pleafure  lofl, 

W ? bidye  not  unto  repenting  cofl : 

The  price  is  eafie^  and  fo  light  the  Play,  . • • 

That  ye  may  new  digefl  it  every  day.  : I 

Then  noble  friends,  as  ye  would  choofe  a Mifs,  , ' 

Only  to  pleafe  the  eye  a while  and  l^s,  . ■ ,1.  / 

Till  a good  Wife  begot:  So  let  this  Play  V"  / s 

Hold  ye  a while  until  a better  may.  , - 1 

* ' 
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(^Aiius  Vrimns.  Scena  Prima.  i 


Enter  Alice,  and  Valentine. 

Alice.  ^ H O W dearly  welcome  you  are ! 

■ ui  II B Fal.  I know  it,  (light, 

■ fl  And  my  befi;  Sifter,  you  are  as  dear  to  my 

And  pray  let  this  confirm  it : hoW  you 

have  govern’d 

My  poor  ftate  in  my  abfcnce,  bow  my  fervants, 

I dare,  and  muft  believe,  elle  I fhould  wrong  ye, 

The  beft  and  worthicft. 

Alice.  As  my  womans  wit.  Sir, 

Which  is  but  weak  and  crazie; 

Fal.  But  good  Alice, 

Tell  me  how  fares  the  gentle  CelUde, 

The  life  of  my  affedion,  fince  my  travel. 

My  long  and  lazie  Travel  ? is  her  love  ftill 
Upon  the  growing  hand  ? does  it  not  ftop 
And  wither  at  my  years  ? has  fhe  not  view’d 
And  entertain’d  fome  younger  fmooth  behaviour. 

Some  Youth  but  in  his  bloflbm,  as  her  felf  is? 

There  lies  my  fears. 

Alice.  They  need  not,  for  believe  me 
So  well  you  have  manag’d  her,  and  won  her  mind. 

Even  from  her  hours  of  childhood,  to  this  ripenefs. 

And  in  your  abfence,  that  by  me  enforc’d  ftill, 

So  welldiftill’d  your  gentlenefs  into  her, 

Obferv’d  her,  fed  her  fancy,  liv’d  ftill  in  her. 

And  though  Love  be  a Boy,  and  ever  youthful. 

And  young  and  beauteous  objeds  ever  aim’d  at. 

Yet  here  ye  have  gone  beyond  love,better’d  nature. 

Made  him  appear  in  years,  in  grey  years  fiery. 

His  Bow  at  hill  bent  ever^  fear  not  Brother, 

For  though  your  body  has  been  far  off  from  her. 

Yet  every  hour  your  heart,  which  is  your  goodnefs, 

I have  forc’d  into  her,  won  a place  prepar’d  too, 

And  willingly  to  give  it  ever  harbour  •, 

Believe  fhe  is  fo  much  yours,  and  won  by  miracle, 

(Which  is  by  age)  fo  deep  a ftamp  let  on  her 
By  your  oblervances,  fhe  cannot  alter. 

Were  the  Child  living  now  ye  loft  at  Sea 
Among  the  Genoua  Gallies,  what  a happinefs  I 
What  a main  BkfTing ! 

Fd.  O no  more,  good  Sifter, 

Touch  no  more  that  ftring,  ’tis  too  harfti  and  jarring. 

With  that  Child  all  my  hopes  went,  and  you  know 
The  root  of  all  thofe  hopes,  the  Mother  too 
Within  few  days; 

A'ice.  ’Tis  too  true,  and  too  fatal. 

But  peace  be  with  their  fouls. 

Fd.  Forhcrlo.^s 
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I 

I hope  the  beahteous  CelUde.  ! 

A ke.  You  may.  Sir,  I 

For  all  fhe  is,  is  yours. 

Fd.  For  the  poor  Boys  lofs,  j 

I have  brought  a noble  friend,  I found  in  Travel, 

A worthier  mind,  and  a more  temperate  fpirit, 

If  I have  fo  much  judgment  to  difeern  ’em, 

Man  yet  was  never  mafter  of. 

Alice.  What  is  he? 

Fd.  A Gentleman,  I do  affure  my  felf, 

And  of  a worthy  breeding,  though  he  hide  it ; 

Ifoundhimat  FaUntia,  poor andneedy. 

Only  his  mind  the  mafter  of  a Treafure, 

I fought  his  friendfhip,  won  him  by  much  violence. 

His  honefty  and  modefty  ftill  fearing 
To  thruft  a charge  upon  me  how  1 love  him. 

He  fhall  now  know,  vifhere  want  and  he  hereafter 
Shall  be  no  more  Companions-,  ufe  him  nobly, 

It  is  my  will,  good  Sifter,  all  I have ' 

I make  him  free  companion  in,  and  partner. 

But  only 

Alice.  I obferve  ye,  hold  your  Right  there. 

Love  and  high  Rule  allows  no  Rivals,  Brother, 

He  fhall  have  fair  regard,  and  all  obfervance. 

Enter  Hylas. 

HyUs.  You  are  welcome,  noble  Sir. 

Fd.  What,  Monfieur  H^Us ! 

I’m  glad  to  fee  your  merry  Body  well  yet. 

Hyl.  ’faith  y’are  welcome  home,  what  news  beyond  feas? 
Fal.  None,  but  new  men  cxpedled,  fuch  as  you  are, 

To  breed  new  admirations  ’Tis  my  Sifter, 

’Pray  ye  know  her.  Sir. 

Hylas.  With  all  my  heart  your  leave  Lady  ? 

Alice.  You  have  it,  Sir. 

HyUs.  A fhrewd  fmart  touch,  which  does  prognofficate 
A Body  keen  and  adive,  fomewhat  old, 

But  that’s  all  one  •,  age  brings  experience 
And  knowledge  todifpatch : I muft  be  better. 

And  nearer  in  my  fervice,  with  your  leave,  Sir, 

To  this  fair  Lady;* 

Fal.  What,  the  old  ’fquire  of  Dames  ftill ! (now, 
Hyl.  Still  the  admirer  of  their  goodnefs^with  all  my  heart 
I love  a woman  of  her  years,  a pacer 
That  lays  the  bridle  in  her  Neck,  w-ill  travel 
Forty,  and  fbmewhat  fulfbme  is  a fine  difh. 

Thefe  young  Colts  are  too  skittifh. 

Enter  Mary. 

Alice.  My  Coufin 
Inallherjoy,  Sir,  to  congratulate 

Dd  d Your  • 
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Your  fair  return. 

Val.  My  loving  and  kind  Coufin, 

A thoufand  welcomes. 

Mary.  A thoufand  thanks  to  heaven,  Sir, 

For  your  fafe  voyage,  and  return. 
rd.  I thank  ye-. 

But  where’s  my  BlelTed  OlUde  ? her  flacknefs 
In  vifitation. 

Mary.  Think  not  fo,  dear  Uncle, 

I'left  her  on  her  knees,  thanking  the  gods 
With  tears  and  prayers. 

rd.  Ye  have  given  me  too  much  comfort. 

Mary.  She  will  not  be  long  from  ye. 

Hyl.  Your  fair  Coufin  ? 

y~d.  Itisfo,  and  abait  you  cannot  balk  Sir, 

If  your  old  rule  reign  in  you,  ye  may  know  her ; 

A happy  ftock  ye  have,  right  worthy  Lady, 

Thepoorefl:  of  your  fervants  vows  his  duty 
And  obliged  faith. 

Mary.  O ’tisa  kifs  you  would,  Sir, 

Take  it,  and  tye  your  tongue  up. 

Hylas.  I am  an  Afs 

1 do  perceive  now,  a blind  Afs,  a Blockhead  ; 

For  this  is  handlomnefs,  this  that  that  draws  us 
Body  and  Bones : Oh  what  a mounted  forehead, 

What  eyes  and  lips,  what  every  thing  about  her  ! 

How  like  a Swan  fne  fwims  her  pace,  and  bears 
Herfilver  Brcafls!  this  is  the  Woman,  fhe, 

And  only  fhe,  that  I vvill  fo  much  honour 
As  to  think  worthy  of  my  love,  all  older  Idols 
I heartily  abhor,  and  give  to  Gunpowder, 

And  all  Complexions  belides  hers,  to  Gypfies. 

Enter  Francis  at  one  door.,  and  Cellide  at  atiothcr . 

f^al.  O my  dear  life,  my  better  heart,  all  dangers, 
Diftrefles  in  my  travel,  all  misfortunes. 

Had  they  been  endlefs  like  the  hours  upon  me. 

In  this  kifs  had  been  buried  in  oblivion  i 
How  happy  have  ye  made  me,  truly  happy? 

(el.  My  joy  hasfo  much  over  maflcrea  me, 

That  in  my  tears  for  your  return 

P'al.  Odearefti 

My  noble  friend  too!  what  a Bleflednefs 
Have  I about  me  now ! how  full  my  wifhes 
Are  come  again,  a thoufand  hearty  welcomes 
I once  more  lay  upon  ye-,  all  I have, 

The  fair  and  liberal  ufe  of  all  my  fervants 
To  be  at  your  cijmmand,  and  all  the  ufes 
Of  all  within  my  power, 

Fran.  Ye  are  too  munificent, 

Nor  am  1 able  toconceive  thofe  thanks.  Sir. 

ral.  Ye  wrong  my  tender  love  now,  even  my  fervice. 
Nothing  accepted,  nothing  fluck  between  us 
And  our  intire  affedions  but  this  woman, 

Thisibcfeech  ye  friend. 

Fran.  It  is  a jewel, 

Idoconfcfs,  would  make  a Thief,  but  never 
Of  him  that’s  fo  much  yours,  and  bound  your  fervant. 
That  were  a bafe  ingratitude. 
ral.  Ye  are  noble, 

’Pray  be  acquainted  with  her,  keep  your  way,  Sir, 

My  Coufin  and  my  Sifter. 
dlicc.  Ye  are  moft  welcome. 

Alary.  If  any  thing  in  our  poor  powers,  fair  Sir, 

To  render  yecontent,  and  liberal  welcome 
May  but  appear,  command  it. 

dlicc.  Ye  fliall  find  us 
Happy  in  our  performance. 

Fran.  The  poo- Servant 
Of  both  your  goodnciles  prefents  his  fervice. 

rd.  Come,  no  more  Complement-,  Cuftomhas  made  it 
Dull,  old,  and  tedious^  ye  are  once  more  welcome 
As  your  own  thoughts  can  make  ye,  and  the  fame  ever. 
And  fb  we’ll  in  to  ratifie  it. 


Hyl  Hark  ye,  Valentine : 

Is  wild  Oats  yet  come  over  ? 

Val.  Yes,  with  me.  Sir, 

Mary.  How  does  he  bear  himfelf 
Val.  A great  deal  better  -, 

Why  do  youblulh.?  the  Gentleman  will  do  well. 

Mary.  I fhould  be  glad  on’t.  Sir 
Val.  How  does  his  father  ? 

Hyl.  As  mad  a worm  as  e’er  he  was, 

Val.  llooktfor’t: 

Shall  we  enjoy  your  Company  ? 

Hyl.  I’ll  wait  on  ye: 

Only  a thought  or  two. 

W'e  bar  all  prayers.  ^ {^xeunt  alllnttYl<j\z%. 
Hyl.  This  lafe  Wench ! I,  this  laft  wench  was  a fair  one, 

A dainty  Wench,  a right  one ; a D'^vil  take  it, 

What  do  I ail  ? to  have  fifteen  now  in  liking, 

Enough  a Man  would  think  to  ftay  my  ftomach  ? 

But  what’s  fifteen,  or  fifteen  fcoie  to  my  thoughts? 

And  wherefore  are  mine  Eyes  made,  and  have  lights. 

But  to  encreafe  my  Objects  ? This  laft  Wench 
Sticks  plagucy  clofc  to  me,  a hundred  pound 
I were  as  dole  to  her ; If  1 lov’d  now. 

As  many  foolilh  men  do,  I ftiould  run  mad. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  old  Sebaftian,  and  Launcelot. 

Seb.  Sirrah,  no  more  of  your  French  Ihrugs  I advife  you. 
If  you  be  lowzic  Ihift  your  fclf. 

Lann.  May  it  plcafe  yourWorfhip. 

Seb.  Only  to  fee  my  Son,  my  Son,  good  LahneeJot 
Your  Maftcr  and  my  Son  -,  Body  O me  Sir, 

No  money,  no  more  money,  Monfieur 
Not  a Denier,  fweet  Signior ; bring  the  Perfon, 

The  perfon  of  my  Boy,  my  Boy  Tom,  Monfieur  Thomas, 

Or  get  you  gone  again,  da  gata  whee.  Sir ; 

'Baffamicn,  good  Launcelot,  vaUtote. 

My  Boy  or  nothing. 

Laun.  Then  to  anfwer  punctually. 

Seb.  1 fay  to  th’purpofe. 

Laun.  Then  I fay  to  th’  purpofe, 

Bccaufe  your  Worlhips  vulgar  Underftanding 
May  meet  me  at  the  neareft  -,  your  Son,  my  Mafter, 

Or  Monfieuv  Thomas,  (for  fo  his  Travel  liiles  him) 
Through  many  foreign  plots  that  Vertue  meets  with. 

And  dangers  (I  befeech  ye  give  attention) 

Is  at  the  laft  arriv’d 

To  ask  your  (as  the  French  man  calls  it  fwectly) 
Benediction  de jour  en jour. 

Seb.  Sirrah,  do  not  conjure  me  with  your  French  furies. 
Laun.  Che  ditFa  vou,  Monfieur. 

Seb.  Che  dogavou,  Ralcal  ^ 

Leave  me  your  rotten  language,  and  tell  me  plainly. 

And  quickly.  Sirrah,  left  I crack  your  French  Crown, 
What  your  good  Mafter  means ; 1 have  maintain’d 
You  and  your  Monfieur,  as  I take  it,  Launcelot, 

Thefe  two  years  at  your  ditty  vous,  your  jours. 

Jour  me  no  more,  for  not  another  penny 
Shall  pafs  my  purfe. 

Laun.  Your  Worlhip  is  erroneous, 

For  as  I told  you,  your  Son  Tom,  or  Thomas, 

My  mafter  and  your  Son  is  now  arriv’d 
To  ask  you,  as  our  Language  bears  it  neareft. 

Your  quotidian  BlelTing,  and  here  he  is  in  Perfon. 


Enter  Thomas. 

Seb.  What,T<?»j.'  Boy,  wcicomewithallmy  heart,  Boy 
Welcome,  ’faith  thou  haft  gladded  meat  foul.  Boy, 

Infinite  glad  lam,  I have  pray’d  too,  Thomas, 

For  you  wild  Tew,  I thank  thee  heartily 

For  coming  home. 

Thom.  Sir,  I do  find  your  Prayers 
Have  much  prevail'd  above  my  fins. 

Seb. 
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Seb.  How’s  this? 

Thom.  Elfe  certain  I had  perifh’d  with  my  rudenefs, 

Ere  I had  won  my  felf  to  that  diferetion, 

I hope  you  fnail  hereafter  find. 

Seb.  Humh,  humh, 

Diferetion  ? is  it  come  to  that  ? the  Boy’s  fpoil’d. 

Thom.  Sirrah,  you  Rogue,  look  for’t,  for  1 will  make  thee 
Ten  times  more  miferabJe  than  thou  thought’ll  thy  felf 
Before  thou  rra  veil’d  ft;  thou  haft  told  my  Father, 

I know  it,  and  1 find  it,  all  my  Rogueries 
By  meer  way  of  prevention  to  undo  me. 

Lan/-i.  Sir,  as  1 fpcak  eight  languages,  1 only 
Told  him  you  came  to  ask  his  benedidlion, 

T)e  jour  en  jour. 

Thom.  But  that  I mull  be  civil, 

I would  beat  thee  like  a Dog.  Sir,  however 
The  Time  I have  mifpent  may  make  you  doubtful, 

Nay  harden  your  belief ’gainlt  my  Converfion. 

Seb.  A pox  o’  travel,  I fay. 

Thom.  Yet  dear  Father 
Your  own  experience  in  my  after  coiirfes. 

Enter  Dorothea. 

Seb.  Prithee  no  more,  ’tis  feurvy ; there’s  thy  Sifter 
Undone  without  Redemption ; he  eats  with  picks. 

Utterly  fpoil’d,  his fpirit  baffled  in  him  : 

How  have  I fin’d  that  this  affliction 

Should  light  fo  iicavy  on  me  ? 1 have  no  more  Sons ; 

And  this  no  more  mine  own,  nofpark  of  Nature 
Allows  him  mine  now,  he’s  grown  tame ; my  grand  curie 
Hang  o'l  . ‘shead  that  thus  transform’d  thee  ; travel?. 

I’ll  fend  my  horle  to  travel  next ; we  Monfieur. 

Now  will  my  moft  canonical  dear  Neighbours 
Say  I have  found  my  Son,  and  rejoyce  with  me, 

Becaufe  he  has  mew’d  his  mad  tricks  off  : I know  not. 

But  I am  fure  this  Monfieur,  this  fine  Gentleman 
Will  never  be  in  my  Books  like  mad  Thomas, 

I mull  go  feek  an  Heir,  for  my  inheritance 
Mull  not  turn  Secretary ; my  name  and  quality 
Has  kept  my  Land  three  hundred  years  in  madnefs, 

And  it  flip  now,  may  it  link.  1 [_£x(t. 

Thom.  Excellent  Sifter, 

I am  glad  to  fee  thee  well ; but  where’s  thy  father  ? ' 

Dor.  Gone  difeontent,  itfeems. 

Thom,  He  did  ill  in  it 
As  he  does  all ; for  1 was  utterring 
A handfome  Speech  or  two,  I have  been  ftudying 
E’r  lince  1 came  from  Tans : how  glad  to  fee  thee  ! 

Dor.  1 am  gladder  to  fee  you,  with  more  love  too 
1 dare  maintain  it,  than  my  Father’s  forry 
To  fee  (as  he  fuppofes)  your  Converfion ; 

And  I am  fure  he  is  vext,  nay  more,  I know  it. 

He  has  pray’d  againft  it  mainly ; but  it  appears.  Sir, 

You  had  rather  blind  him  with  that  poor  opinion 
Than  in  your  felf  correCt  it ; deareft  Brother, 

Since  there  is  in  our  uniform  refemblance. 

No  more  to  make  us  tw’o  but  our  bare  Sexes ; 

And  fince  one  happy  Birth  produc’d  us  hither. 

Let  one  more  happy  mind. 

Thom.  Itfhallbe,  Sifter, 

For  I can  do  it  when  1 lift ; and  yet.  Wench, 

Be  mad  too  when  I pleafe ; I have  the  trick  on’t : 

Beware  a Traveller. 

Dor.  Leave  that  trick  too. 

Thom.  Not  for  the  w'orld : but  where’s  ray  Miftrefs, 

And  prithee  fay  how  does  fhe  ? I melt  to, lee  her. 

And  prefently  ; 1 mult  away. 

Dor.  Then  do  fo, 

For  0’  my  faith,  (he  will  notfee  you  Brother. 

Thom.  Not  He  me  ? I’ll 

Dor.  Now  you  play  yonr  true  felf ; 

How  would  rav  fatner  love  this ! i’ll  alfure  you 
She  will  not  fee  you;  Ihe  has  heard  (and  loudly) 

The  gambols  that  you  plaid  fince  your  oeparture. 


In  every  Town  ye  came,  your  feveral  mifehiefs. 

Your  rowfts  and  your  wenches ; all  your  ouarrels. 

And  the  no-caufes  of  ’em ; thefe  I take  it  ^ 

Although  fhe  love  ye  well,  to  modeft  ears. 

To  one  that  waited  for  your  reformation, 

To  which  end  travel  was  propounded  by  her  Uncle, 

Muft  needs,  and  reafon  for  it,  be  examined 
And  by  her  modefty,  and  fear’d  too  light  too, 

To  fyle  with  her  affeCtions ; ye  have  loft  her 
Foranything  Ifee,  exil’d  your  felf. 

Thom.  No  more  of  that,  fweet  Do//,  I will  be  civil. 

Dor. . But  how  long  ? 

Thom.  Would ’ft  thou  have  me  lofe  my  Birth-right  ? 

For  yond  old  thing  will  difinherit  me 

If  I grow  too  demure ; good  fweet  Do//,  prithee. 

Prithee,  dear  Sifter,  let  me  fee  her. 

Dor.  No.  ■ 

Thom.  Nay,  I befeech  thee,  by  this  light. 

Dor.  I,  fwagger. 

Thom.  Kifsme,  and  be  my  friend,  we  two  were  twins, 
And  (hall  we  now  grow  ftrangers  ? 

Dor.  ’Tis  not  ray  fault. 

Thom.  Well,  there  be  other  women,  and  remember 
You,  you  were  the  caufe  of  this ; there  be  more  lands  too, 
And  better  People  in  ’em , fare  ye  well. 

And  other  loves ; what  fhall  become  of  me 

And  of  my  vanities,  becaufe  they  grieve  ye  ? (there  ? 

Dor.  Come  hither,  come,  do  you  fee  that  CJoud  that  flies 
So  light  are  you,  and  blown  with  every  fancy : 

Will  ye  but  make  me  hope  ye  may  be  civil  ? 

1 know  your  Nature’s  fweet  enough,  and  tender. 

Not  grated  on,  nor  curb’d:  do  you  love  your  Miftrefs 
Thom.  He  lies  that  fays  I do  not. 

Dor.  Would  ye  fee  her  ? 

Thom.  If  you  pleafe,  for  it  muft  be  fo. 

Dor.  And  appear  to  her 
A thing  to  be  belov’d  ? 

Thom.  Yes. 

Dor.  Change  then 

A little  of  your  wildnefs  into  wifdom; 

And  put  on  amore  fmoothnefs ; 

ri!  do  the  beft  I can  to  help  ye,  yet 

I do  proteft  fhe  fwore,  and  fwore  it  deeply, 

She  would  ncvei  fix  you  ihore ; where’s  your  mans  hear{ 
What,  do  you  faint  at  this  ? (now  ? 

Thom.  She  is  a woman ; 

But  him  fhe  entertains  next  for  afervant, 

I fhall  be  bold  tp  quarter. 

Dor.  Nothought  of  fighting; 

Go  in,  and  there  we’ll  talk  more,  be  but  rul’d. 

And  what  lies  in  my  power,  ye  fhall  be  fure  of.  [..Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Alice,  and  Mary. 

j4lice.  He  cannot  be  fo  wild  ftill. 

Mary.  ’Tis  moft  certain, 

I have  now  heard  all,  and  all  the  truth. 

cMlice.  Grant  all  that ; 

Is  he  the  firft  that  has  been  giv’n  a loft  man, 

And  yet  come  fairly  home  ? he  is  young  and  tender, 

And  fit  for  that  impreffion  your  afFedions 
Shall  ftamp  upon  him,  age  brings  on  diferetion, 

A year  hence,  thefe  mad  toys  that  now  poflefs  him 
Will  fhew  like  Bugbears  to  him,  fhapes  to  fright  him  5 
Marriage  diflblves  all  thefe  like  mills. 

Mary.  They  are  grounded 
Hereditary  in  him,  from  his  father. 

And  to  his  grave  they  will  haunt  him. 

Jlice.  ’Tis  your  fear 

Which  is  a wife  part  in  you ; yet  your  love 

However  you  may  feem  to  leffen  it 

With  thefe  d iflikes,  and  choak  it  with  thefe  mors, 

Do  what  you  can,  will  break  out  to  excufe  him, 
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Ve  have  him  in  your  heart,  and  planted,  Coufin, 

From  whence  the  power  of  reafon,  nor  difcretion 
Can  ever  root  him. 

i ♦ Mary.  Planted  in  my  heart,  Aunt  ? 
j Believe  it  no,  I never  was  fo  liberal  3 
I ) What  though  he  fliew  a fo  fo  comely  fellow 
Which  we  call  pretty or  fay  it  may  be  handfom  ? 

What  though  hispromifes  may  Humble  at 
■ The  power  of  goodnefs  in  him,  fometimes  ufe  too  ? 

yll.  How  willingly  thy  heart  betrays  thee,  Coufin  ? ■ 

I Cozen  thy  felf  no  more  3 thou  haft  no  more  power 
To  leave  off  loving  him  than  he  that’s  thirfty 
Has  to  abftain  from  drink  Handing  before  him  3 
His  mind  is  not  fo  monrtrous  for  his  (hape, 

If  1 have  Eyes,  1 have  not  feen  his  better. 

A handfome  brown  Complexion, 

A'fary.  Reafonabic, 

Inclining  to  a tawney. 

Alice.  Hadlfaidfo 

You  would  have  wifh’d  my  tongue  out-,  then  his  making. 

A/i/r.  Which  may  be  mended;  I have  feen  legs  ftraighter, 
And  cleaner  made. 

Alice.  A body  too. 

^JMayy.  Far  neater. 

And  better  fet  together. 

Alice.  God  forgive  thee, 

For  againft  thy  Confcience  thou  lyeft  ftubbornly. 

Mary.  I grant ’tis  neat  enough. 

Alice.  ’Tis  excellent, 

And  where  the  outward  parts  are  fair  and  lovely, 

(Which  are  but  moulds  o’th’mind)  what  muft:  the  foul  be  ? 
Put  cafe  youth  has  his  fwinge,  and  fiery  Nature 
Flames  to  mad  ufes  many  times, 

Mary.  All  this 

You  only  ufe  to  make  me  fay  I love  him  -, 

I doconfefs  I do,  but  that  my  fondnefs 
Should  fling  it  felf  upon  his  defperate  follies. 

^lice.  1 do  not  counfel  that,  fee  him  reclaim’d  firft, 
Which  will  not  prove  a miracle,  yet  ^JMary., 

I am  afraid  ’twill  vex  thee  horribly 
To  ftay  fo  long. 

Mary.  No,  no  Aunt,  no,  believe  me. 

Alice.  What  was  your  dream  tb  night  ? for  I obferv’d  ye 
Hugging  of  me,  with  good  dear  fweet  T<?w. 

Adary.  Fye,  Aunt, 

Upon  my  Confcience. 

' Alice.  On  mv  word  ’tis  true.  Wench  3 
Andthen  ye  klfs’d  me,  ^JAiary.,  more  than  once  too, 
Andfigh’d,  and  O fwcet Tow  again-,  nay,  donotblulh, 

Ye  have  it  at  the  heart,  Wench. 

Mary.  I’ll  be  hang’d  firft. 

But  you  muft  have  your  way. 

Enter  Dorothea. 

Alice.  And  fo  will  you  too. 

Or  break  down  hedges  for  it,  Dorothea, 

The  welcom’d  woman  living-,  how  does  thy  Brother  ? 

1 hear  he’s  turn’d  a wondrous  civil  Gentleman 
Since  his  fhort  travel. 

Dor.  ’Pray  Heaven  he  make  it  good,  eMlice. 

Mary.  How  do  ye  friend  ? I have  a quarrel  to  ye. 

Ye  ftole  away  and  left  my  company. 

Dor.  O pardon  me,  dear  friend,  it  was  to  welcome 
A Brother  that  1 have fomeCaufe  to  love  well. 

Mary.  Prithee  how  is  he  ? thou  fpeak’ft  truth. 

Dor.  Not  perfeft, 

I hope  he  will  be. 

Mary.  Never .-  h’as  forgot  me, 
j I hear  Wench,  and  his  hot  love  too, 

Alice.  Thou  would’ft  howl  then. 

Mary.  And  I am  glad  it  fhould  be  fo ; his  travels 
Have  yielded  him  variety  of  Miftrelfes, 

Fairer  in  his  eye  far, 

Alice.  O cogging  Rafcal ! 


Mary.  1 was  a fool,  but  better  thoughts  I thank  heaven. 
Dor.  ’Pray  do  not  think  fo,  for  he  loves  you  dearly, 
Uponmy  troth  moft  firmly,  would  fain  fee  you. 

Mary.  See  me  friend ! do  you  think  it  fit  ? 

Dor.  It  may  be,  • 

Without  the  lofs  of  credit  too  -,  he’s  not 
Such  a prodigious  thing,  fo  monftrous, 

To  fling  from  all  fociety. 

Mary.  He’s  fo  much  contrary 
To  my  defires,  fuch  an  antipathy 
That  I muft  fooner  fee  my  grave. 

Dor.  Dear  friend. 

He  was  not  fo  before  he  went. 

A^ry.  I grant  it, 

For  then  I daily  hop’d  his  fair  ConverCon, 

Alice.  Come,  do  not  mask  your  felf,  but  fee  him  freely, 
Ye  have  a mind. 

Mary.  That  mind  I’ll  mafterthen. 

Dor.  And  is  your  hate  fo  mortal  ? 

Mary.  Not  to  his  perfon, 

But  to  his  qualities,  his  mad-cap  follies. 

Which  ftill  like  Hydras  heads  grow  thicker  on  him. 

I have  a credit,  friend,  andMaidsof  my  fort. 

Love  where  their  modefties  may  live  untainted. 

Dor\ give  up  that  hope  then  -,  ’pray  for  your  friends  fake. 
If  I have  any  intereft  within  ye. 

Do  but  thiscourtefic,  accept  this  Letter. 

Adary.  From  him  } 

Dor.  The  fame-,  ’tis  but  a minutes  reading. 

And  as  we  look  on  lhapes  of  painted  Devils, 

Which  for  the  prefent  may  difturb  our  fancy, 

But  with  the  next  new  objeifl  lofe  ’em,  fo 
If  this  be  foul,  ye  may  forget  it,  ’pray. 

Mary.  Have  ye  feen  it,  friend  .<* 

Dor.  I will  not  lie  ; I'have  not. 

But  1 prefume,  fo  much  he  honours  you, 

The  worft  part  of  himfelf  was  call  away 
When  to  his  beft  part  he  writ  this. 

Mary.  For  your  fake. 

Not  that  I any  way  Ihall  like  his  fcribling. 

Alice.  AftirewddllTcmblingQ^ean. 

Dor.  I thank  ye,  dear  friend, 

I know  Ihe  loves  him. 

Alice.  Yes,  and  will  not  lole  him, 

Unlefs  he  leap  into  the  Moon,  believe  that. 

And  then  flie’l  fcramble  too ; young  wenches  loves 
Are  like  the  courfe  of  quartans,  they  may  ftiift 
And  feera  to  ceafe  fometimes,  and  yet  we  fee 
The  Icaft  diftemper  pulls  ’em  back  again. 

And  feats  ’em  in  their  old  courfc ; fear  her  not, 

Unlefs  he  be  a Devil. 

Adary.  Now  Heaven  blefs  me. 

Dor.  What  has  he  writ  ? 

Mary.  Out,  ont  upon  him. 

Dor.  Ha,  what  has  the  mad  man  done  ? 

Mary.  Worfe,  worfe,  and  worfe  ftill. 

Alice.  Some  Northern  Toy,  a little  broad, 

Mary.  Still  fouler  > 

Hey,  hey  Boys,  goodnefs  keep  me  ; Oh. 

Dor.  What  ail  ye  ? 

Mary.  Here,  take  your  Spell  again,  it  burns  my  fingers. 
Was  ever  Lover  writ  fo  fweet  a Letter  ? 

So  elegant  a ftyle  ? pray  look  upon’t ; 

Therarcft  inventory  of  rank  Oaths 
That  ever  Cut  purfe  call. 

Alice.  Whatagiad  Boy  is  this 
Mary.  Only  i’th’  bottom 
A little  Julip  gently  fprinkled  over 
To  cool  his  mouth,  left  it  break  out  in  blifters, 

1 ndeed  la w,  Y ours  for  ever. 

Dor.  lamforry. 

Mar.  You  Ihall  be  welcome  to  me,comc  when  you  plcafe. 
And  ever  may  command  me  vertuoufly. 

But  for  your  Brother,  you  muft  pardon  me, 

' Till 


Monfieur  Thomas. 


389 


Till  I am  of  his  nature,  no  accefs  friend. 

No  word  of  vifitation,  as  ye  love  me, 

And  fo  for ' now  Tie  leave  ye,  Exit. 

Alice.  What  a letter 

Has  this  thing  written,  how  it  roars  like  thunder.? 

With  what  a ftate  he  enters  into  ftile  ? 

Dear  Milfrefs. 

T)or.  Out  upon  him  bedlam. 

Alice.  Well, there  be  waies  to  reach  her  yet:  fuch  likenefs 
As  you  two  carry  me  thinks. 

Dor.  I am  mad  too, 

And  yet  can  apprehend  ye : fare  ye  well, 

The  fool  lhall  now  filh  for  himfelT 
Alice.  Be  fure  then 

His  tewgh  be  tith  and  ftrong-.and  next  no  fwearing, 

He’l  catch  no  filh  elfe,  Farewel  Dol. 

Dor.  Farewel  <^ltce.  Exeunt. 


ABhs  SecHtidus,  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Valentine,  Alice,  and  Cellide. 

Cel.  T Ndeed  he’s  much  chang’d, extreamly  alter’d , 
1 Hiscolour  faded  ftrangely  too. 

Fal.  The  air, 

The  lharp  and  nipping  air  of  our  new  climate 
I hope  is  all,  which  will  as  well  reltore 
To  health  again  th’  affefted  body  by  it, 

And  make  it  ftronger  far,  as  leave  it  dangerous ; 
How  do’s  my  fweet,  our  blefled  hour  comes  on  now 
Apace  my  Celhde.,  ( it  knocks  at  door ) 

In  which  our  loves,  and  long  defircs  like  rivers 
Riling  afunder  far,  lhall  fall  together, 

Within  thefe  too  daies  dear. 

Ol.  When  heaven,  and  you  Sir  * ' 

Shall  think  it  fit ; for  by  your  wills  I am  govern’d. 

Alice.  'Twere  good  fome  preparation.  - 

Enter  Frank. 

Fal.  All  that  may  be  : 

It  fnall  be  no  blind  wedding : and  all  the  jo  y 
Of  all  our  friends  I hope : he  looks  worfe  hourly. 
How  does  my  friend,my  felf  ? he  fweats  too  coldly, 
Hispulfe,  like  the  flow  dropping  of  a Ipowt, 
jScarce  gives  his  funftion : how  is’t  man,  alas  Sir, 
You  look  extreme  ill : is  it  any  old  grief,  • 

The  weight  of  which  ? 
i Fra.  None,  gentle  Sir,  that  I feel, 

Your  love  is  too  too  tender, . 

Nay-  believe  Sir. 

Cel.  You  cannot  be  the  mafter  of  your  health. 
Either  fome  feaver  lyes  in  wait  to  catch  ye, 

I Whofe  harbinger’s  already  in  your  face 
I We  fee  preparing  : or  fome  difcontent,  ' 

Which  if  it  lye  in  this  houfc,  I dare  fay 
Both  for  this  noble  Gentleman,  arid  all 
That  live  within  it , lhall  as  readily 
;Be  purg’d  away,  and  with  as  much  care  foften’d. 
And  where  the  caufe  is.  " ■ 

• Fran.  ’Tis  a joy  to  be  ill, 

1 Where  fuch  a vertuous  fair  Phyfitian 
Is  ready  to  relieve : your  noble  cares  * 

I muft,  and  ev^r  fliall  be  thankfull  for, 

And  would  my  fervice  ( 1 dare  not  look  upon  her)' 
But  be  nor  fearful],  I feel  nothing  dangerous, 

A grudging  caus’d  by  th’  alteration 

Of  air,  may  hang  upon  me : my  heart’s  whole, 

( I would  it  were.  ) 

Dal.  I knew  the  caufe  to  be  fo. 

Fra.  No,  you  fhall  never  know  it. 

Alice.  Some  warm  broths 
To  ptirge  the  bloud,and  keep  your  bed  a day  Sir, 


And  fweat  it  out. 

Cel.  I have  fuch  cordials, 

That  if  you  will  but  promife  me  to  take  'em, 

Indeed  you  fhall  be  well,  and  very  quickly, 

I^le  be  your  Dodtor,  you  fhall  fee  how  finely 
Tie  fetch  ye  up  again. 

Dal.  He  fweats  extreamly  : 

Hot,  very  hot : his  pulfe  beats  like  a drum  now, 

Feel  Sifter,  feel,  feel  fweet. 

Fra.  How  that  touch  flung  me .? 

Dal.  My  gown  there. 

Cel.  And  thole  julips  in  the  window. 

Alice.  Some  fee  his  bed  made. 

D d.  This  is  mofl  unhappy, 

Take  courage  man,  ’tis  nothing  but  an  ague. 

Cel.  And  this  fhall  be  the  lalt  fit. 

Fra.  Not  by  thoufands : 

Now  what  ’tis  to  be  truly  miferable, 

I feel  at  full  experience. 

Alice.  He  grows  fainter. 

Dal.  Come,lcadhim  in,  hefhaIltobed;avomit, 

Tie  have  a vomit  for  him. 

cilice.  A purge  firfl. 

And  if  he  breath’d  a vein. 

D d.  No,  no,  no  bleeding, 

A Clyfter  will  cool  all. 

Cel.  Be  of  good  cheer  Sir. 

Alic&.  He’s  loth  to  fpeak. 

Cf/.How  hard  he  holds  my  hand  aunt? 

Alice.  I do  not  like  that  fign. 

Dal.  Away  to’s  chamber. 

Softly,  he’s  full  of  pain,  be  diligent 

With  all  the  care  ye  have ; would  I had  feus’d  him. 

C Exeunt^ 

SCENA  II. 

Enter  Dorothea,  and  Thomas. 

Dor.  Why  do  you  rail  at  me  ? dol  dwell  in  her 
T o force  her  to  do  this  or  that  ? your  letter, 

A wilde-fire  on  your  letter  j your  fweet  Letter ; 

You  are  fo  learned  in  your  writs : ye  ftand  now 
As  if  ye  had  worried  fheep : you  mufl  turn  tippet. 

And  fuddenly,  and  truely,  and  difcreetly 
Put  on  the  fhape  of  order  and  humanity, 

Or  you  muft  marry  Malkyn  the  May  Lady : 

You  muft, dear  Brother : do  you  make  me  carrier 
Of  your  confound-mee’s,  and  your  culverings .? 

Am  I a feemly  agent  for  your  oaths  ? 

Who  would  have-writ  fuch  a debofh’d  ? 

Thom.  Your  patience, 

May  not  a man  profcfs:his  love  ? 

Dor.  In  blafphemies? 

Rack  a maids  tender  ears,  with  dam’s  and  Devils  ? 

Thom.  Out,  out  upon  thee, 

How  would  you  have  me  write  ? 

Begin  with  my  love  premifed  ? furely, 

And  by  my  truly  Miftrefs. 

Dor.  Take  your  own  courfe, 

For  I fee  all  perfwalion’s  loft  upon  ye : 

Humanitie,  all  drown’d:  from  this  hour  fairly 
rie  waft]  my  hands  of  all  ye  do : farewel  Sir. 

Tho.  Thou  art  not  mad  ? 

Dor.  No,  if  1 were,  dear  Brother 
I would  keep  you  company  .*  get  a new  Miftrefs 
Some  fuburb  Saint,thac  fix  pence,  and  fome  others 
Will  draw  to  parley : carowfe  her  health  in  Cans 
And  candles  ends,  and  quarrel  for  her  beauty. 

Such  a fweet  heart  muft  ierveyour  turn : your  old  love 
Releafesyeofallyourtyes;  difclaims  ye 
And  utterly  abjures  your  memory 
Till  time  has  better  manag’d  ye,  will  ye  command  nie 
Thom.  What,  bob’d  of  all  fides  ? 

Dor.  Any  v/orthy  fervice 

Unto 


Monfieur  Thomas. 


590 


Unto  my  Father  Sir,  that  1 may  tell  him 
Even  to  his  peace  of  heart,  and  much  rejoycing 
Ye  are  his  true  Son  Tow*  ftill?  willit  pleafeye 
To  beat  fume  half  a dozen  of  his-fervants  prefently. 

That  1 may  teftifie  you  have  brought  the  fame  faith 
llnblemilli’d  home,  yc  carried  out  ^ or  if  it  like  you 
There  be  two  chambermaids  within,  young  wenches, 
Handfom  and  apt  for  exercife':  you  have  been  good,  Sir, 
And  charitable  though  I fay  it  Signiour 
To  fuch  poor  orphans ; and  now,  by  th’  way  1 think  on’c 
Your  young  rear  Admiral,  I mean  your  lalt  baftard 
'Bon  Johtiy  ye  had  by  Lady  Blanch  the  Dairy  Maid, 

!s  by  an  Academy  of  learned  Gypfies, 

Forefecing  fome  Grange  wonder  in  the  infant 
Stoln  from  the  Nurfe,and  wanders  with  thofe  Prophets. 
There  is  plate  in  the  parlour,  and  good  Ilore  Sir, 

When  your  wants  (hall  fupply  it.  So  moft  humbly 
( Firlt  rendring  my  due  fervice)  1 take  leave  Sir. 

Tbo.  Why  Doll^  why  Doll  I fay : my  letter  fub’d  too, 
And  no  accefs  without  I mend  my  manners  ? 

All  my  defignes  in  Limbo  ? I will  have  her, 

Yes,  1 will  have  her,  though  the  Devil  roar, 

1 amrefolv’d  that,  if  (he  live  above  ground. 

Tie  not  be  bob’d  i’th’  nofe  with  every  bobtail : 

1 will  be  civil  too,  now  1 think  better, 

Ex'ceeding  civil,  wondrous  finely  carried  : 

And  yet  be  mad  upon  occafion. 

And  Itarkmad  too, and  fave  my  land ; my  Father , 
rie  have  my  will  of  him,  how  c’re  my  wench  goes. 

Enter  Sebaflian,  and  Launcelot. 

Self.  Sirrah,  I fay  Hill  you  have  fpoil’d  )Our  Mailer  : leave 
I fay  thou  hall  fpoil’d  thy  Mailer.  ■(  your  lliches  .• 

LaH.  I fay  how  Sir  .<* 

Seb,  Marry  thou  hafl  taught  him  like  an  arrant  rafcal, 
Firll  to  read  perfedly .-  which  on  my  blefTing 
I warn’d  him  fiom : lor  1 knew  if  he  read  once, 

He  was  a loll  man.  Secondly,  Sk  Launcelot, 

Sirlowfie  Launcelot,  ye  have  fuffer’d  him 
Againfl  my  power  firll,  then  againft  my  precept. 

To  keep  that  limpring  fort  of  people  company. 

That  fober  men  call  civil : mark  ye  that  Sir  i 
Lau.  And’tplcafe  your  worfhip. 

Scb.  ltdoesnot  pltafe  my  worlhip, 

I Nor  lhall  not  pleafe  my  worlhip ; thirdly  and  laflly. 

Which  if  the  law  were  here,  1 would  hang  thee  for, 

( However  1 will  lame  thee  ) like  a villain. 

Thou  halt  wrought  him 

Clean  to  forget  what  ’tis  to  do  a mifchief, 

A handfom  mifchief,  fuch  as  thou  knew’ll  1 lov’d  well. 

My  fervants  all  are  found  now,  my  drink  fowr’d. 

Not  a horfe  pawn’d,  nor  plaid  away  : no  warrants  i 

Come  for  the  breach  of  peace. 

Men  travel  with  their  mony,and  nothing  meets  ’em : 

I was  accurs’d  to  fend  thee,  thou  wert  ever 
Leaning  to  lazinefs,  and  loft  of  fpirit. 

Thou  flept’fl  Hill  like  a cork  upon  the  water. 

L.W.  Your  worfliip  knows,  I ever  was  accounted 
The  moft  debolh’d,  and  pic  afe  you  to  remember. 

Every  day  drunk  too,  for  your  worlhips  credit,  I 

I broke  the  Butlers  head  too. 

Seb.  No,  bafe  Palliard,  1 

I do  remember  yet  that  anflaight,  thou  wall  beaten. 

And  fledfl  before  the  Butler  ^ a black  jack 
Playing  upon  thee  furioufly,  1 faw  it : 

I faw  thee  fcattcr’d  rogue,  behold  thy  Mailer. 

Etiter  TliOmas,  with  a Bcek^ 

Thom.  What  fweet  content  dwells  here  ! 

Lau.  Put  up  your  Book  Sir, 

We  are  all  undone  elfe. 

Seb.  Tom,  when  is  the  horfc-race  ? 

Thom.  1 know  not  Sir. 

Seb.  You  will  be  there? 


Tho.  Not  I Sir, 

1 have  forgot  thofe  journeys. 

Scb.  Spoil’d  for  ever. 

The  Cocking  holds  at  and  there  will  be 

Jack.^  Wild-oats,  and  IVtll  Purfer. 

Tho.  1 am  forry.  Sir, 

Theyfhould  employ  their  time  foflenderly. 

Their  under  Handings  will  bear  better  courfes. 

Seb.  Yes,  I will  marry  again  : but  Monfieur  Thomas, 
What  fay  ye  to  the  Gentleman  that  challeng’d  ye 
Before  he  went,  and  the  fellow  ye  fell  out  with  ? 

Tho.  O good  Sir, 

Remember  not  thofe  follies ; where  I have  wrong’d.  Sir 
(So  much  I have  now  Icarn’d  to  difeern  my  felf ) ^ * 

My  means,  and  my  repentance  lhall  make  even. 

Nor  do  1 think  it  any  imputation 
To  let  the  Law  perfwade  me. 

Seb.  Any  Woman; 

I care  not  of  what  colour,  or  complexion. 

Any  that  can  bear  Children ; reH  ye  merry.  [^£a: 

La.  Ye  have  utterly  undone  i clean  dilcharg’d  me, 

I am  for  the  ragged  Regiment. 

Tho.  Eight  languages, 

And  wither  at  an  old  mans  words? 

La.  O pardon  me. 

I know  him  but  too  well : eightlcore  I take  it 
Will  not  keep  me  from  beating,  if  not  killing: 

I’legive  him  leave  to  break  a leg,  and  thank  him: 

You  might  have  lav’d  all  this,  and  fworn  a little: 

M hat  had  an  oath  or  two  been  or  a head  broke. 

Though  ’thad  been  mine,  to  have  fatisfied  the  old  man  ? 
Tho.  rie  break  it  yet. 

La.  Now ’tis  too  late,  I take  it: 

Will  ye  be  drunk  to  night,  (a  left  intreaty 

Has  ferv’d  your  turn)  and  fave  all  yet  ? not  mad  drunk. 

For  then  ye  arc  the  Devil,  yet  the  drunker, 

T he  better  for  your  Father  Hill : your  Hate  is  def^rate. 
And  with  a defperate  cure  ye  muH  recover  it  .• 
Dofbmething,  do  Sir.*  do  Ibme  drunken  thing. 

Some  mad  thing,  or  fome  any  thing  to  help  us. 

Tho.  Go  for  a Fidler  then  .•  the  poor  old  Fidler 
That  layes  his  Songs ; but  fiiH  where  lyes  my  MiHris 
Did  ye  enquire  out  that?  * 

La.  I’th’ Lodge,  alone  Sir, 

None  but  her  own  Attendants. 

Tho.  ’Tis  the  happier  ; 

Away  then,  find  this  Fidler,  and  do  not  mift  me 
By  nine  a Clock. 


La.  f^ia. 

Tho.  My  Father’s  mad  now. 

And  ten  to  one  will  difinherit  me : 

I’le  put  him  to  his  plunge,  and  yet  be  merry, 
What  Ribabald  ? 


\_Exit. 


Enter  Hylas  and  Sam. 

Hyl.  Don  Thomafio. 

De  bene  venew. 

Tho.  I do  embrace  your  body ; 

How  do’H  thou  Sam  ? 

Sam.  The  fameS*i»i  Hill : your  friend  Sir. 

Tho.  And  how  is’t  bouncing  boyes  ? 

Hyl.  Thou  art  not  alter’d, 

They  faid  thou  wert  all  Monfieur. 

Tho.  O believe  it, 

I am  rnuch  alter’d,  much  another  way  : 

The  civil’H  Gentleman  in  all  your  Country : 

Do  not  ye  fee  me  alter’d  ? yea,  and  nay  Gentlemen, 

A much  converted  man : where’s  the  beft  wine  boys? 

Hyl.  A found  Convertitc. 

Tho.  What,  haft  thou  made  up  twenty  yet  ? 

Hyl.  By’r  Lady , 

I have  giv’n  a Ihrewd  pufh  at  it,  for  as  I take  if. 

The  lall  Ifell  in  love  with,  fcoi’d  fixtecn. 

Tho.  Look  to  your  skin,  Rambaldo  the  (lee ping  Gyant 
Will 
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I  Will  rowze  and  rent  thee  piece-meaL 
Sam.  He  ne’r  perceives  ’em 
Longer  than  looking  on. 

i%om.  Thou  never  meanefl:  then 
To  marry  any  that  thou  lov’ft  ? 

HyL  No  Turely, 

Norany  wife  man  I think-,  marriage? 

Would  you  have  me  now  begin  to  be  prentice, 

And  learn  to  cobble  other  mens  old  Boots  ? 

Sam.  Why,  you  may  take  a Maid. 

Hyl.  Where  ? can  you  tell  me  ? 

Or  if  ’twere  pofiible  i might  get  a Maid, 

To  what  ufe  fhould  I put  her  ? look  upon  her. 

Dandle  her  upon  my  knee,  and  give  her  fugar-fops  ? 

All  the  new  Gowns  i’th’  Pari.Oi  will  not  pleafe  her. 

If  lire  be  high  bred,  for  there’s  thefport  Ihe  aims  at. 

Nor  all  the  feathers  in  the  Fryars. 

Thom.  Then  rake  a Widow, 

AgOodltanch  wench,  that’s  tith, 

Hyl.  And  begin  a new  order. 

Live  in  a dead  mans  monument,  not  I,  Sir, 
j I’ll  keep  mine  own  road,  a true  mendicant  -, 

What  pleafure  this  day  yields  me,  1 never  co  vet 
To  lay  up  for  the  morrow ; and  methinks  ever 
Anothers  mans  Cook  drefles  my  diet  neatelf,  (nofed, 
Thom.  Thou  waft  wont  to  love  old  women,  fat  and  flat 
And  thou  would’ft  fay  they  kifs’d  like  Flounders,  flat 
All  the  face  over. 

Hyl.  I have  had  fuch  damfels 
I muft  confels. 

7 horn.  Thou  haft  been  a precious  Rogue. 

Sam.  Only  his  eyes ; and  o’  my  Conlcience 
They  lye  with  half  the  Kingdom. 

\jEnter  overthe  Stage^  Thyficims and  others. 
Thom.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Whither  go  all  thefe  men-menders,  thefePhyficians? 
Whofe  Dog  lies  fick  o’th’  mulligrubs  ? 

Sam.  O the  Gentleman, 

The  young  fmug  Seigniour,  Mafter  Valent ine^ 

Brought  out  of  travel  with  him,  as  I hear, 

Is  fain  fick  o’th’  fudden,  defperate  fick, 

And  likely  they  go  thither. 

’ Thom.  Who?  'jonngFrankJ 

The  only  temper’d  fpirit,  Scholar,  Souldier, 

Courtier  j and  all  in  one  piece  ? ’tis  not  poffible. 

Enter  Alice. 


Finely  becoming  too. 

Thom.  By  Heaven. 
ylUce.  She  will  not, 

I  can  aflure  you  that,  and  fo. 

Thom.  But  this  word. 

Alice.  1 cannot,  nor  1 will  not,  good  Lord. 

Hyl.  Well,  you  (liall  hear  more  from  me. 

Thom.  We’ll  go  vilit, 

’Tis  Charity;  belides,  I know  ftie  isthcre  ; 

And  under  vifitation  1 fliall  fee  her  , 

U'ill  ye  a long.? 

Hyl.  By  any  means, 

Thom.  Be  lure  then 

I be  a civil  man  : 1 have  fport  m hand,  Bcny^, 

Shall  make  mirth  fora  Marriage  day. 

Hyl.  Away  then,  {Exenrt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  three  Phyficians  with  an  Viinal. 

1 Phy.  APleurifie,  I lee  it. 

2 Phy.  I rather  hold  it 
For  tremor  Cordis. 

3 Phy.  Do  you  mark  the  Faces  ? 

’Tis  a moft  peftilent  contagious  Feaver, 

Afurfeit,  a plaguey  furfeic ; he  muft  bleed. 

I Phy.  By  no  means. 

3  Phy.  I lay  bleed. 

1 Phy.  Hay ’tis  dangerous-. 

The  Perfon  being  fpent  lb  much  before-hand, 

And  Nature  drawn  fo  low,  Ciyfters,  coolClyfters, 

2 Phy.  Now  with  your  favours  I Ihould  thinka  Vomit: 
For  take  away  the  Caufe,  the  Efre<n:  muft  follow, 

The  Stomach’s  foul  and  fur’d,  the  pot’s  unflam’d  yet, 

3 Phy.  No,  no,  we’ll  redifie  that  part  by  mild  means. 
Nature  fo  funk  muft  find  no  violence. 

Enter  a Ser  vant. 

Serv.  Will’t pleafe  ye  draw  near  ? the  weak  Gentleman 
Grows  worfeand  worle  ftill. 

1 Phy.  Come,  we  will  attend  him. 

2 Phy.  He  fliall  do  well,  my  friend. 

"■e^v.  My  Mailers  love,  Sir. 

. xcellent  well  I warrant  thee, right  and  ftraight, friend. 
; ?hy.  There’s  no  doubt  in  him, none  at  ail, ne’r  fear  him 
I [^Exeunt. 


) 
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Sam.  There’s  one  can  better  fatisfie  you. 

Thom.  Miftrefs  Alice, 

I joy  to  fee  you.  Lady. 

Alice.  Good  Monfieur  Thomas, 

You’re  welcome  from  your  travel ; I am  hafty, 

A Gentleman  lyes  fick.  Sir. 

Thom.  And  how  doft  thou  ? 

I muft  know,  and  I will  know. 

I Alice.  Excellent  well. 

As  well  as  may  be,  thank  ye. 

Thom.  I am  glad  on’t, 

And  prithee  hark. 

Alice.  I cannot  ftay. 

Thom.  A while,  iAlice.  (ftill. 

Sam.  Never  look  fo  narrowly,  the  mark’s  in  her  mouth 

Hyl.  1 am  looking  at  her  legs,  prithee  be  quiet. 

Alice.  I cannot  ftay.. 

Thom.  O fweet  tAlice. 

Hyl.  A clean  inftep. 

And  that  I love  a life,  I did  not  mark 
This  woman  half  fo  well  before,  how  quick 
And  nimble  like  a (hadow,  there  her  leg  Ihew’d  *, 
Byth’mafsa  neat  one,  the  colour  of  her  Stocking, 

A much  inviting  colour. 

Alice.  My  good  Monfieur, 

I have  no  time  to  talk  now. 

Hyl.  Pretty  Breeches, 


SCENE  IV. 

Valentine,  Michael. 

M-'-h.  That  he  is  defperate  fick  I do  believe  well,= 

And  that  without  a fpeedy  cure  it  kills  him, 

But  that  it  lyes  within  the  help  of  Phyfick 
Now  to  reftore  his  health,  or  art  to  cure  him  ; 

Believe  it  you  are  cozen’d  clean  befidc  it. 

I would  tell  ye  the  true  caufe  too,  but’twould  vex  ye, 

Nay,  run  ye  mad. 

Val.  May  all  1 have  reftore  him  ? , 

So  dearly  and  fo  tenderly  I love  him, 

I do  not  know  the  caufe  why,  yea  my  life  too. 

Mich.  Now  1 perceive  yefo  well  fet,  I’ll  tell  you, 

Hei  mihi  cjitod  nullis  Amor  eB  medicabilis  herbis. 

Val.  ’Twas  that  I only  fear’d : good  friend  go  from  me, 

I find  my  heart  too  full  for  further  conference ; 

You  arc  allur’d  of  this  ? 

Mich.  ’Twill  prove  too  certain, 

But  bear  it  nobly.  Sir,  Youth  hath  his  errours. 

Val.  I fhall  do,  and  I tba*nk  ye  -,  ’pray  ye  no  words  on’t. 
Mich.  Ido  not  ufe  to  talk,  Sir.  lExit. 

Val.  Ye  are  welcome 
Is  there  no  Conftancy  in  earthly  things. 

No  happinefs  in  us,  but  what  muft  alter  ? 

No  life  without  the  heavy  load  of  Fortune  ? 

Whatmiferies  we -are,  and  toourfelves, 

E e e Even 
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Even  then  when  full  content  feems  to  fit  by  us, 

What  easily  fores  and  forrows  ? 

Enter  Alice. 

Alice.  O dear  Brother, 

The  Gentleman  if  ever  you  will  fee  him 
Alive  as  I think. 

Enter  Cellidc. 

' Cel.  O he  faints,  for  Heavens  fake, 

For  Heavens  fake,  Sir. 

Veil.  Go  comfort  him,  dear  Sifter.  \i£xit  Alice. 

And  one  word,  fweet,  with  you  : then  we’ll  go  to  him. 
What  think  you  of  this  Gentleman  ? 

Cel.  My  pity  thinks.  Sir, 

’Tisgreat  misfortune  that  hefliould  thusperilh. 
ral.  ftis  indeed,  butCf/Z^i^f,  hemuft  dye. 

Cel.  That  were  a cruelty,  when  care  may  cure  him, 

Why  do  you  weep  fo,  Sir  ? he  may  recover. 

I 'al.  He  may,  but  with  much  danger  ; my  fweet  Ctllide, 
You  have  a powerful  tongue. 

Cel.  To  do  youfervice. 

Fal.  I will  betray  his  grief-,  he  loves  a Gentlewoman, 

A friend  of  yours,  whofeheart  another  holds. 

He  knows  it  too  yet  fuch  a fway  blind  fancy. 

And  his  not  daring  to  deliver  it. 

Have  won  upon  him,  that  they  muft  undo  him ; 

Never  fo  hopeful  and  fo  fweet  a Spirit, 

Misfortune  fell  fo  foul  on. 

Cel.  Sure  flic’s  hard  hearted, 

That  can  look  on,  and  not  relent,  and  deeply 
At  fuch  amifery,  fhe  is  not  married  } 

Fal.  Not  yet. 

Cel  Nor  near  it? 

Val.  When  file  pleafe. 

Crl  And  pray  Sir, 

Docs  he  defer  ve  her  truly,  that  file  loves  fo  ? 

V'cl.  His  love  may  merit  much,  his  Perfon  little, 

For  there  the  match  lyes  mangled. 

Cel.  Is  he  your  friend  ? 

Fnl.  He  fhould  be,  for  he  is  near  me. 

Cel  W’ill  not  he  dye  then, 

When  tii’othcr  fiall  recover  ? 

Vnl.  Ye  have  pos’d  me. 

Ccl.  Methinks  he  fhould  go  near  if,  if  he  love  her 
If  file  love  him. 

Vnl.  She  does,  and  would  do  equal. 

Cel.  ’Tis  a hard  task  you  put  me;  yet  for  your  fake 
1 will  fpeak  to  her,  all  the  art  I have  -, 

My  bell  endeavours  *,  all  his  Youth  and  Perfon, 

His  mind  more  full  of  beauty ; all  his  hopes 
The  memory  of  fuch  a fad  example, 

Illfpokenof,  and  never  old thecurfes 
Of  loving  maids,  and  what  may  be  alledg’d 
Til  lay  before  her ; what’s  her  Name  ? 1 am  ready. 

Fal.  But  will  you  deal  effedlually  ? 

Cel.  Moft  truly, 

Nay,  were  it  my  felf,  at  your  entreaty. 
ral.  And  could  ye  be  fo  pitiful  ? 

Cel.  So  dutiful  ; 

Becaufe  you  urge  it.  Sir. 

E'al.  It  may  be  then 

It  is  your  felf.  ^ 

Cel.  It  is  indeed,  I know  it. 

And  now  know  how  ye  love  me. 

E^al.  O my  deareft. 

Let  but  your  good nefs  judge-,  your  own  part’s  pity. 

Set  but  your  eyes  on  his  afflidlions ; 

He  is  mine,  and  fo  becomes  your  charge  : but  think 
What  ruine  Nature  fuffers  in  this  young  man. 

What  lofs  humanity,  and  noble  manhood  -, 

Take  to  your  better  judgment  my  declining. 

My  Agehungfullof  impotence,  and  ills. 

My  Body  budding  now  no  more .-  feer  Winter 


Hath  fcal’d  that  fap  up,  at  the  beft  and  happieft 
I can  but  be  your  infant,  you  my  Nurle, 

And  how  unequal  deareft -,  where  his  yars, 

His  fweetnefs,  and  his  ever  fpring  of  goodnefs. 

My  fortunes  growing  in  him,  and  my  felf  too. 

Which  makes  him  all  your  old  love ; raifconceive  not, 

I fay  not  this  as  weary  of  my  bondage,  . f 
Or  ready  to  infringe  my  faith  -,  bear  witnefs, 

Thofe  eyes  that  1 adore  ftill,  thofe  lamps  that  light  me 
To  all  the  joy  I have. 

Cel.  You  have  faid  enough.  Sir, 

And  more  than  e’r  1 thought  that  tongue  could  utter, 

But  you  are  a man,  a falfe  man  too. 

(il.  Dear  felltde. 

Ccl.  And  now,  to  fhew  you  that  I am  a woman 
Rob’d  of  her  reft,  and  fool’d  out  of  her  fondnefs. 

The  Gentleman  fhall  live,  and  if  he  love  me, 

Yc  fhall  be  both  my  triumphs  -,  I will  to  him, 

And  as  you  carelefly  fling  off  your  fortune, 

And  now  grow  weary  of  my  eafie  winning. 

So  will  1 lofethe  nameof  ralentincy 

From  henceforth  all  his  flatteries,  and  believe  it. 

Since  ye  have  foflightly  parted  with  aire<ftion. 

And  that  afledion  you  have  pawn’d  your  faith  for ; 

From  this  hour  no  repentance,  vows,  nor  prayers 
Shall  pluck  me  back  again  *,  what  1 fliall  do, 

Yet  I will  undertake  his  cure,  exped  it, 

Shall  miniftcr  no  comfort,  no  content 
To  either  of  ye,  but  hourly  more  vexations. 

ral.  Why,  let  him  dye  then. 

Cel.  No,  fo  much  I have  loved 
To  be  commanded  by  you,  that  even  now, 

Even  in  my  hate,  I will  obey  your  wilhes. 

ral.  What  fliall  I do? 

Cel.  Dye  likea  fool  unforrow’d, 

A bankrupt  fool,  that  flings  away  his  Treafure  •, 

I muft  begin  my  cure. 

ral.  And  I myCrofles.  ^Exentit. 


AElus  Tertius.  Seem  ^rima. 

Enter  Frank;  Vk,,  Phyficians,  and  an  Apothecary. 

1 Phy.  ^ Lap  on  the  Cataplafm. 

V v Eranki  Good  Gentlemen, 

Good  learned  Gentlemen. 

2 Phy.  And  fee  thele  broths  there. 

Ready  within  this  hour,  pray  keep  your  arms  in. 

The  air  is  raw,  and  minifters  muCh-evil. 

Fran.  ’Pray  leave  me  -,  1 befcech  ye  leave  me,GcntIcmen, 
I have  no  other  ficknefs  but  your  prefence. 

Convey  your  Cataplafms  to  thofe  that  need  ’em, 

Your  Vomits,  and  your  Clyfters. 

3 Phy.  Pray  be  rul’d,  Sir. 

1 Phy.  Bring  in  the  Lettice  Cap  -,  you  muft  be  fhaved,Sir, 
And  then  how  fuddenly  we’ll  make  you  fleep  1 

Frank.  Till  dooms  day : what  unncceflary  nothings 
Are  thefe  about  a wounded  mind  ? 

2 Phy.  How  do  ye  ? 

Fra.  What  queftions  they  propound  tool  how  do  you,Sir? 
I am  glad  to  fee  you  well. 

3 Phy.  Agreatdiftemper,  it  grows  hotter  ftill. 

1 P!^.  Open  your  mouth,  I pray.  Sir. 

Franks  And  can  you  tell  me 

How  old  I am  then  ? there’s  my  hand,  pray  fhew  me 
How  many  broken  fhins  within  this  two  year. 

Who  would  be  thus  in  fetters,  good  mafter  Do<ftor, 

And  you  dear  Dodlor,  and  the  third  fweet  Do{ftor, 

And  precious  mafter  Apothecary,  I do  pray  ye 
To  give  me  leave  to  live  a little  longer. 

Ye  ftand  before  me  like  my  Blacks. 

2 Phy.  ’Tis  dangerous, 

For  now  his  fancy  turns  too. 

Enter 
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Enter  Cellide. 

Cell.  By  your  leave  Gentlemen ; 

And  pray  ye  your  leave  a while  too,  I have  fomething 
Of  fecret  to  impart  unto  the  Patient. 

I.  With  all  our  hearts. 

3 I mary  fuch  a Phyfick 

May  chance  to  find  the  humour : be  not  long  Lady, 

For  we  mull  minifter  within  this  half  hour.  {Ex-  Fhyf. 

Cell.  You  (hall  not  ftay  for  me. 

Fra.  Would  you  were  all  rotten 
That  ye  might  only  intend  one  anothers  itches : 

Or  would  the  Gentlemen  with  one  confent 
Would  drink  fmall  Beer  but  feven  years, and  abolifli 
That  wild  fire  of  the  blood,  unfatiate  wenching, 

That  your  two  Indies, fprings  and  falls  might  fail  ye. 

What  torments  thefe  intruders  into  bodies. 

Cell.  How  do  you  worthy  Sir? 

Fran.  Blefs  me,  what  beams 
Flew  from  thefe  Angel  eyes ! O what  a mifery 
What  a moll:  lludied  torment  ’tis  to  me  now 
To  be  an  honeft  man  / dare  ye  fit  by  me  ? 

Cell.  Yes,  and  do  more  than  that  too : comfort  ye, 

I fee  ye  have  need. 

Fran.  You  are  a fair  Phyfician : 

You  bring  no  bitternefs  gilt  o’re,  to  gull  us. 

No  danger  in  your  looks,  yet  there  my  death  lyes. 

Cell.  I would  be  forry.  Sir,  my  charity 
And  my  good  wifhes  for  your  health  Ihould  merit 
So  ftubborn  a conftrucftion : will  it  pleafe  ye 
To  tafte  a little  of  this  Cordial 

Enter  Valentine. 

For  this  I think  mull  cure  ye. 

Fra.  Of  which  Lady  ? 

Sure  Ihe  has  found  my  grief.*  why  do  you  blulh  fo  ? 

Cell.  Do  you  not  underftand  ? of  this,  this  Cordial. 

Fal.  O my  afflifted  heart : Ihe  is  gone  for  ever. 

Fra.  What  heaven  have  ye  brought  me  Lady  ? 

Cell.  Do  not  wonder : 

For ’tis  no  impudence,  nor  want  of  honour  • 

Makes  me  do  this : but  love  to  fave  your  life.  Sir, 

Your  life  too  excellent  to  lofe  in  wifhes. 

Love,  vertuous  love. 

Fra.  A vertuous  bleffing  crown  ye, 

0 goodly  fweet,  can  there  be  fo  much  charity 
So  noble  a compafiion  in  that  heart 

That’s  fill’d  up  with  anothers  fair  affedions  ? 

Can  mercy  drop  from  thofe  eyes  ? 

Can  miracles  be  wrought  upon  a dead  man. 

When  all  the  power  ye  have,  and  perfed  objeft 
Lyes  in  anothers  light,  and  his  deferves  it  ? 

Cell.  Do  not  defpair : nor  do  not  think  too  boldly, 

1 dare  abufe  my  promife,  ’twas  your  friends 
And  fo  fall  tyed,  I thought  no  time  could  ruin : 

But  fo  much  has  your  danger,  and  that  fpell 

The  powerful  name  of  friend,  prevail’d  above  him 
To  whom  I ever  owe  obedience. 

That  here  1 am,  by  his  command  to  cure  ye. 

Nay  more  for  ever,  by  his  full  refignmerrt, 

And  willingly  I ratifie  it. 

Fra.  Hold  for  Heaven  fake, 

Muft  my  friends  mifery  make  me  a triumph  ? 

Bear  I that  noble  name,  to  be  a Traitor  ? 

O vertuous  goodnefs,  keep  thy  felf  untainted : 

You  have  no  power  to  yield,  nor  he  to  render. 

Nor  I to  take : 1 am  refolv’d  to  die  firft. 

Fal.  Ha ! faifl  thou  fo  ? nay  then  thou  fhalt  not  perifh. 
Fra.  And  though  I love  ye  above  the  light  fhines  on  me. 
Beyond  the  wealth  of  Kingdoms,  free  content, 

Sooner  would  fnatch  at  fuch  a bleffing  offer’d 
Than  at  my  pardon’d  life  by  the  law  forfeited, 

Yet,  j'et  O noble  Beauty,  yetOParadife 
For  you  are  all  the  wonder  reveal’d  of  it, 
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Yet  is  a gratitude  to  be  preferv’d, 

A worthy  gratitude  to  one  mofl:  worthy 
The  name,,  and  noblenefs  of  friends. 

Cell.  Pray  tell  me 

If  I had  never  known  that  Gentleman, 

Would  not  you  willingly  embrace  my  offer  ? 

Fra.  Do  you  make  a doubt  ? 

Cell.  And  can  ye  be  unwilling 
He  being  old  and  impotent  ? his  aim  too 
Levell’datyou,  for  your  good?  not conftrain’d. 

But  out  of  cure,  and  counfel  ? Alas  confider. 

Play  but  the  Woman  with  nie,  and  confider 
As  he  himfelfdoes,  and  I now  dare  fee  it. 

Truly  confider,  Sir,  what  mifery. 

Fra.  For  vertues  fake  take  heed. 

Cell.  What  lofs  of  youth,'. 

What  everlafting  banifhment  from  that 
Our  years  do  only  covet  to  arrive  at, 

Equal  affciflions  and  fhot  together : : , 

What  living  name  can  dead  age  leave  behind  hiol, 

What  art  of  memory  but  fruitlefs  doating  ? 

Fra.  This  cannot  be. 

Cell.  To  you  unlefs  ye  apply  it 
With  more  and  firmer  faith,  and  fo  digeft  it, 

I fpeak  but  of  things  poffible,  not  done 
Nor  like  to  be,  a Poffet  cures  your  fickiiefs. 

And  yet  1 know  ye  grieve  this ; and  howfoever 
The  worthinefs  of  friend  may  make  ye  ftagger,' 

Which  is  a fair  thing  in  ye,  yet  my  Patient, 

My  gentle  Patient,  I would  fain  fay  more 
If  you  would  underftand. 

Fal.  O cruel  Woman. 

Cell.  Yet  fure  your  licknefs  is  not  fo  forgetful,’ 

Nor  you  fo  willing  to  be  loft. 

Fra.  Pray  ftay  there : 

Me  thinks  you  are  not  fair  now  3 me  thinks  more. 

That  modeft  vertue,  men  delivered  of  you. 

Shews  but  like  lhadow  to  me,  thin,  and  fading, 

Fal.  Excellent  friend. 

‘Fra.  Ye  have  no  fhare  in  goodnefi; : 

Ye  are  belyed ; you  are  not  C^Uidcy 
The  modeft,  immaculate:  who  are  ye.?  .j 
For  I will  know : what  Devil,  to  do  mifehief 
Unto  my  vertuous  friend,  hath  fhifted  fliapes" 

With  that  unblemifhed  beauty  ? 

Cell.  Do  not  rave.  Sir, 

Nor  let  the  violence  of  thoughts  diftrad  ye. 

You  lhall  enjoy  me:  I am  yours:  I pity. 

By  thofe  fair  eyes  1 do. 

Fra.  O double  hearted  ! 

O Woman,  perfed  Woman ! what  diftraftion 
Was  meant  to  mankind  when  thou  was’t  made  a Devil? 
What  an  inviting  Hell  invented  ? tell  me. 

And  if  you  yet  remember  what  is  goodnefs. 

Tell  me  by  that,  and  truth,  can  one  focherifh'd 
So  fainted  in  the  foul  of  him,  whofe  lervice 
Is  almoft  turn’d  to  fuperftition, 

Whofe  every  day  endeavours  and  defires 
Offer  themfelves  like  Incenfe  on  your  Altar,’ 

Whofe  heart  holds  no  intelligence,  but  holy 
And  moft  Religious  with  his  love  *,  whofe  life 
(And  let  it  ever  be  remembred  Lady) 

Is  drawn  out  only  for  your  ends. 

Fal.  O miracle! 

Fra.  Whofe  all,  and  every  part  of  man : pray  make  me 
Like  ready  Pages  wait  npon  your  plcafures ; 

Whofe  breath  is  but  your  bubble.  Can  ye,  dare  ye, 

Muft  ye  call  off  this  man,  though  he  were  willing. 

Though  in  a noblenefs,  fo  crofs  my  danger 

His  friendfliip  durft  confirm  it,  without  bafenefs,’ 

Without  the  ftain  of  honour  ? fhall  not  people 

Say  liberally  hereafter,  there’s  the  Lady 

That  loft  her  Father,  friend,  herfelf,  her  faith  too. 

To  fawn  upon  a Itranger,  for  ought  you  know 
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As  faithlefs  as  your  felf,  in  love  as  f;  uitlefs, 

I rM.  Take  her  with  a!l  my  heart,  thou  art  fo  honeft 
I Tiiat  ’tis  mofc  neceiTary  I De  undone. 

Cell.  With  all  my  foul  ppIRTs  her.  [_Exit  Val. 

Till  this  minute, 

I fcoi  n'd,  and  hated  ye,  and  came  to  cozen  ye  ; 

Utter’d  thofe  things  might  draw  a wonder  on  me, 

, To  make  ye  mad. 

Fra.  Good  Heaven,  what  is  this  Woman  ? 

Cell.  Nor  did  your  danger,  but  in  charity, 

Move  me  a whit ; nor  you  appear  unto  me 
More  than  a common  objed  •,  yet  now  truly, 

Truly,  and  nobly  Ido  love  ye  dearly. 

And  from  this  hour  ye  are  the  man  I honour, 

You  are  the  man,  the  excellence,  the  honefty. 

The  only  friend,  and  I am  glad  your  ficknefs 
Fell  fo  mofl  happily  at  this  time  on  ye, 

To  make  this  truth  the  worlds. 

Fra.  Whither  do  you  drive  me  ? 

Cell.  Back  to  your  honefty,  make  that  good  ever, 

’Tis  like  a ftrong.built  Caflle,  feated  high. 

That  draws  on  all  ambitions,  flill  repair  it, 

Still  fortifie  it:  there  arc  thoufand  foes 
Befides  the  Tyrant  Beauty,  will  alfail  it : 

Look  to  your  Centinels  that  watch  it  hourly. 

Your  eyes,  let  them  not  wander. 

Fra.  Is  this  ferious  ? 

Or  dos  fbe  play  flill  \vith  me  ? 

Cell.  Keep  your  ears, 

The  two  main  Ports  that  may  betray  yc,  flrongly 
From  light  belieffirft,  then  from  flattery, 

F.fpecially  where  Woman  beats  the  parley : 

The  body  of  \ our  flrcngth,  youimoble  heart 
From  ever  yielding  to  dirnonefeends, 

Rig’d  round  about  with  vci  tue,  that  no  breaches. 

No  fubtil  minds  may  meet  ye. 

Fra.  How  like  the  Sun 

Labouring  in  his  Eclipfo,  dark,  and  prodigious. 

She  fhew’d  till  now  ? when  haviiig  won  her  way, 

•How  full  of  wonder  he  breaks  out  again, 

And  fheds  his  vertuous beams : excellent  Angel, 

For  no  lefscan  that  neavenly  mind  proclaim  thee. 

Honour  of  all  thy  lex,  let  it  be  lawful. 

And  like  a Pilgrim  thus  1 kneel  to  beg  it, 

Not  with  prophane  lips  now,  nor  burnt  affedtions. 

But,  reconcil’d  to  faith,  witii  holy  wifhes. 

To  kifs  that  virgin  hand. 

C.l.  Take  your  defire,  Sir, 

And  in  a nobler  way,  for  I dare  trufl  ye, 

No  other  fruit  my  love  mult  ever  yield  ye, 

1 fear  no  more  : yet  your  moft  conltant  memory 
(So  much  lam  wedded  to  that  worthinefs) 

Shall  ever  be  my  Friend,  Companion,  Husband. 

Farewel,  and  fairly  govern  your  affecTions, 

Stand,  and  deceive  me  not : O noble  young  man, 

1 love  thee  with  my  foul,  but  dare  not  fay  it; 

Once  more  farewel,  and  profper. 

Fra.  Goodnefs  guide  thee : 

My  wonder  like  to  fearful  fhapes  in  dreams. 

Has  wakened  me  out  of  my  fit  of  folly, 

Butnottofhakeit  off:  afpclldw'dlsin  me, 

A hidden  charm  fhot  from  this  beauteous  Woman, 

That  fate  can  ne’r  avoid,  nor  Phyfick  find. 

And  by  her  counfel  flrengthen’d : only  this 
Is  all  the  help  I have,  1 love  fair  vertue. 

Well,  fomething  I mufldo,  to  be  a friend, 

Yet  I am  poor,  and  tardy:  fomething  for  her  too 
Though  I can  never  reach  her  excellence. 

Yet  but  to  give  an  offer  at  a greatnefs. 

Valentine,  Thomas,  Hylas,  andSam. 

Fal.  Be  not  uncivil  Tow,  and  take  your  pleafure. 

Tho.  Do  you  think  I am  mad  ? you’l  give  me  leave 
To  try  her  fairly  ? 


Thomas.  _ 

V'al.  Doyourbeft. 

Tho.  Why  there  Boy, 

But  where’s  the  lick  man  ? 

Hyl.  Where  are  the  Gentlewomen 
That  .fliould  attend  him  > there’s  the  Patient. 

Me  thinks  thefe  Women 

Tho.  Thou  think’ll  nothing  elfe. 

ral.  Go  to  him  friend,  and  comfort  him : Tie  lead  ye: 

0 my  bell  joy,  my  worthieft  friend,  pray  pardon  me, 

1 aiiiTo  over  joy’d  ! wantexpreffion : 

I may  live  to  be  thankful : bid  your  friends  welcome. 

C£Ar/>  Val. 

Tho.  How  do’ft  thou  how  do’ll  thou  Boy .?  bear 

What,  Ihrink  i’th’ finews  for  a little  ficknefs  ? (up  man: 
Deavolo  rnorte. 

Fra.  1 am  o’tlT  mending  hand.  (man? 

Tho.  How  like  a Flute  thou  fpeak’ll : o’th’  mending  hand 
Gogs  bores,  I am  well,  fpeak  like  a man  of  worlhip. 

Fran.  Thou  art  a mad  companion ; never  ftaid  Tom. 
Tho.  Let  Rogues  be  Raid  that  have  no  habitation, 

A Gentleman  may  wander ; fit  thee  down  Franks 
And  fee  what  I have  brought  thee .-  come  difeover. 

Open  the  Scene,  and  let  the  work  appear. 

A friend  at  need  you  Rogue  is  worth  a million. 
tra.  What  hall  thou  there,  ajulip? 

Flyl.  He  mull  not  touch  it, 

’Tis  prefent  death. 

Tho.  Ye  are  anjAfs,  a twirepipe, 

A Jeffery  John  bo  peepCy  thou  mimiller. 

Thou  mend  a left  handed  pack-faddle,  out  puppey. 

My  friend  Frankly  but  a very  foolilh  fellow  .- 
Do’ll  thou  fee  that  Bottle?  view  it  well. 

Fran.  1 do  Tom. 

Tho.  There  be  as  many  lives  in’t,  as  a Cat  carries, 

’Tis  cverlaRing  liquor. 

Fran.  What.^ 

Tho.  Old  Sack,  Boy, 

Old  reverend  Sack,  which  for  ought  that  I can  read  yet. 
Was  that  Philofophers  Stone  the  wife  King  Ptolomeus 
Did  all  his  wonders  by. 

Fran.  I fee  no  harm  Tow, 

Drink  with  a moderation. 

Tho.  Drink  with  fugcr, 

Which  I have  ready  here,  and  here  a glals  boy. 

Take  me  without  my  tools. 

Sam.  Pray  Sir  be  temperate. 

You  know  your  own  Rate  beR. 

Fra.  Sir,  1 much  thank  ye. 

And  lhall  be  carefni : yet  a glals  or  two 
So  fit  I find  my  body,  and  that  fo  needful. 

Tho.  Fill  it,  and  leave  your  fooling:  thou  fay’R  true 
Hyl.  WhcTP  arc  thefe  Women  1 lay  ? 

Tho.  ’Tis  moll  ncccllary. 

Hang  up  your  Julips  and  your  Portugal  Poflets, 

Your  barley  Broths,  and  forrel  Sops,  they  are  mangy. 

And  breed  the  Scratches  only : give  me  Sack ; 

I wonder  where  this  Wench  is  though : have  at  thee. 

Hyl.  So  long,  and  yet  no  bolting  ? 

Fra.  Do,  Tie  pledge  thee.  (man 

Tho.  Take  it  off  thrice,  and  then  cry  heigh  like  a HuntR 
With  a clear  heart,  and  no  more  fits  I warrant  thee. 

The  only  Cordial,  Frank..  UP^f  Serv.  within. 

I Phyf.  Are  the  things  ready  ? 

And  is  the  Barber  come  ? 

Srr.  An  hour  ago.  Sir. 

1 ThyJ.  Bring  out  the  Oyls  then. 

Pran.  Now  or  never  Gentlemen, 

Do  me  a kindnefs  and  deliver  me. 

Tho.  From  whom  boy? 

Fra.  From  thefe  things,  that  talk  within  there, 
Phyficians,  Tow,  Phyficians,  fcowring-Ricks, 

They  mean  to  read  upon  me. 

Enter 


Enter  three  Phyf.  ^poth.  and  Barber. 

Hyl.  Let  ’em  enter. 

7 ho.  And  be  thou  confident,  we  will  deliver  thee : 

For  look  ye  Dodor,  fay  the  Devil  were  Tick  now, 

His  horns  faw’d  off,  and  his  head  bound  with  a Biggin, 
Sick  of  a Calenture,  taken  by  a Surfeit 
Offtinking  fouls  at  his  Nephews,  and  S^  Danfians, 

What  would  you  minifter  upon  the  fudden  ? 

Your  judgment  fliort  and  found. 

I Phy.  A fools  head. 

Tho.  No  Sir, 

It  mufl:  be  a Phyficians  for  three  caufes. 

The  firft  becaufe  it  is  a bald-head  likely. 

Which  will  down  eafily  without  Applepap. 

3 Thy.  A main  caufe. 

Tho.  So  it  is,  and  well  confider’d . 

The  fecond,  for  ’tis  fill’d  with  broken  Greek,  Sir, 

Which  will  fo  tumble  in  his  ftomach,  Dodor, 

And  work  upon  the  crudities,  conceive  me. 

The  fears,  and  the  fiddle-firings  within  it. 

That  thofe  damn’d  fouls  mufi  difembogue  again. 

Hyl.  Or  meeting  with  the  ftygian  humour. 

Tho.  Right,  Sir, 

Hyl.  Forc’d  with  a Cataplafm  of  Crackers. 

Tho.  Ever. 

Hyl.  Scowre  all  before  him,  like  a Scavenger. 

Tom.  Satiffecifii  domine , mylaftcaulc, 

Mylaftis,  andnotleaft,  moft  learned  Dodors, 

Becaufe  in  moft  Phyficians  heads  (I  mean  thofe 
That  are  moft  excellent,  and  old  withal. 

And  angry,  though  a Patient  fay  his  prayers, 

And  Paracelfians  that  do  trade  with  poifons,  • y 

We  have  it  by  tradition  of  great  writers) 

There  is  a kind  of  Toad-fione  bred,  whole  vertue 
The  Dodor  being  dri’d. 

1 Phy.  We  are  abus’d  firs. 

Hyl.  I take  it  fo,  or  fiial!  be,  for  fay  the  Belly-ake 
Caus’d  by  an  inundation  of  Peafe-porridge, 

Are  we  therefore  to  open  the  port  Vein, 

Or  the  port  Efquiline  ? 

Sam.  A learned  queftion : 

Or  grant  the  Diaphragma  by  a Rupture, 

The  fign  being  then  in  the  head  of  Capricorn. 

Tho.  Meet  with  the  pafTion  Huperchondriaea, 

And  fo  caufe  a Carnofity  in  the  Kidneyes, 

Mufi  not  the  brains,  being  butter’d  with  this  humour 

Anfwer  me  that. 

Sam.  Moft:  excellently  argued. 

2 Phy.  Thenextfityou  will  have,  my  moft  fine  Scholar, 
Bedlam  fhall  find  a Salve  for : fare  ye  well  Si.s 

We  came  to  do  you  good,  but  thefe  young  Dodors 
It  feems  have  bor’d  our  Nofes. 

3 Phy.  Drink  hard  Gentlemen, 

And  get  unwholefome  drabs : ’cisten  to  one  then 
We  Ihall  hear  further  from  ye,  your  note  alter’d.  \iExeHnt. 
Tho.  And  wilt  thou  be  gone,  faiesone? 

Hyl.  And  wilt  thou  be  gone,  faies  t’other  ? 

Tho.  Then  take  the  odd  crown 
To  mend  thy  old  Gown. 

Sam.  And  we’l  be  gone  all  together. 

Fra.  My  learned  Tom. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  the  young  Gentlewomen 
Sent  me  to  fee  what  company  ye  had  with  ye. 

They  much  defire  to  vifit  ye. 

Fra.  Pray  ye  thank  ’em. 

And  tell  ’eni  my  moft  ficknefs  is  their  ablence ; 

Ye  fee  my  company. 

Tho.  Come  hither  Crab, 

What  Gentlewomen  are  thefe?  my  Miftris  ? 

Ser.  Yes  Sir. 

Hyl.  Andwhoelle? 


Thomas. 


Ser.  Miftrefs 
Hyl.  Oh! 

Tho.  Harkyefirrah, 

No  word  of  my  being  here,  unicfs  Ihe  know  it. 

Ser.  I do  not  think  Ihe  does. 

Tho.  Take  that,  and  mum  then. 

Ser.  You  have  ty’d  my  tongue  up.  Cf-v/r. 

T^ho.  Sit  you  down  good  Francis., 

And  not  a word  of  me  till  ye  hear  from  me. 

And  as  you  find  my  humour,  follow  it : 

\ ou  two  come  hither,  and  ftand  clofe,  unfeen  Boys,’ 

And  do  as  1 Ihall  tutor  ye. 

Fran.  What,  new  work? 

Tho.  Prethee  no  more  but  help  me  now. 

Hyl.  1 would  fain  talk 
With  the  Gentlewomen. 


Tho.  Talk  with  the  Gentlewomen  ? 

Of  what  forfooth whofe  Maiden  head  the  laft  Mask 
^ner  d imprelTion.^  or  whole  Clyfter  wrought  belt? 
Take  me  as  I Ihall  tell  thee. 

Hyl.  To  what  end  ? 

What  other  end  came  we  along  ? 

Sam.  Be  rul’d  though. 

Tho.  Your  weafel  face  muft  needs  be  ferretting 
Al)out  the  Farthing  ale  3 
Do  as  I bid  ye, 

Or  by  this  light 

Hyl.  Come  then. 

Thom.  Stand  clofe  and  mark  me. 

Fran.  All  this  forc’d  foolery  will  never  do  it. 


Enter  Alice  and  Mary. 

M.  I hope  we  bring  ye  health.  Sir : how  is’t  with  ye  ? 
Ma.  You  look  far  better  truft  me,  the  frelh  colour 
Creeps  now  again  into  his  cheeks. 
a^lt.  Your  enemy 

1 fee  has  done  his  worfi.  Come,  we  mufi  have  ye 
Lufty  again,  andfrolickman-,  leave  thinking. 

Ma.  Indeed  it  does  ye  harm.  Sir. 

Fran.  My  beft  vifitants, 

I ftiall  be  govern’d  by  ye. 

a^li.  You  Ihall  be  well  then. 

And  fuddenly,  and  foundly  well. 

Ma.  This  Air,  Sir, 

Having  now  feafon’d  ye,  will  keep  ye  ever. 

Tho.  No,  no,  I have  no  hope,  nor  is  it  fit  friends, 

My  life  has  been  lb  lewd,  my  loofe  condition, 

Which  I repent  too  late,^  fo  lamentable. 

That  any  thing  but  curfes  light  upon  me, 

Exorbitant  in  all  my  wayes. 

j4li.  Who’s  that.  Sir, 

Another  fick  man  ? 

Ma.  Sure  I know  that  voice  well. 

Tho.  In  all  my  courfes,  carelefsdifobedience. 

Fran.  What  a ftrange  fellow’s  this  ? 

Tho.  No  counfel  friends. 

No  look  before  I leapt. 

(tMli.  Doyouknowthevoyce,  Sir.? 

Fra.  Yes,  ’tisa  Gentlemans  that’s  much  affliified 
In’s  mind ; great  pity  Ladies. 
ylli.  Now  heaven  help  him. 

Fra.  He  came  to  me,  to  ask  free  pardon  of  me, 

For  fome  things  done  longfince,  which  hisdiftemper 
Made  to  appear  like  wrong,  but  ’twas  not  fo. 

A<fa.  O that  this  could  be  truth. 

Hyl.  Perfwade  your  felf. 

Tho.  To  what  end  Gentlemen,  when  all  is  perifli’d 
Upon  a wrack,  is  there  a hope  remaining.? 

The  Sea,  that  ne’r  knew  forrow,  may  be  pitiful, 

My  credit’s  fplit,  and  funk,  nor  is  it  poflible. 

Were  my  life  lengthened  out  as  long  as 

eJTIa.  I like  this  well. 

Sam.  Your  mind  is  too  mifirufiful. 

Tho.  1 have  a vertuous  Sifter,  but  I fcorn’d  her, 
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A Miftris  too,  a noble  Gentlewomanj 
For  goodnefs  all  out  going, 
j t^lue.  Now  I know  him. 

Tho.  With  thefeeyesffiends,my eyes  muflneverfeemore. 
^lice.  This  is  for  your  fake  iWiiry;  take  heed  Coufin, 

A man  is  not  fo  foon  made. 

Tho.  O my  fortune ! 

But  it  is  jult,  I be  defpis’d  and  hated. 

Hyl.  Dcfpairnot,  ’tis  not  manly : one  hours  goodnefs 
Strikes  offan  infinite  of  ills. 

Jlice.  V\'eep  truly 
And  with  compalTion,  Coufin. 

Fra.  Howexaftly 

This  cunning  young  Thief  playes  his  part ! 

^ia.  \A  ell  Tow, 

My  Tom  again,  if  this  be  truth. 

Hyl.  She  weeps  Boy. 

Tho.  Olflialldie. 
tJlFa.  Now  Heaven  defend. 

Sam.  Thou  haft  her. 

Tho.  Come  lead  me  to  my  Friend  to  take  his  farewel, 
And  then  what  fortune  (hall  befal  me,  welcome, 

How  does  it  (how? 

Hyl.  O rarely  well; 

0^/4.  Say  you  fo.  Sir. 

Fra.  O ye  grand  Afs. 

dia.  And  are  ye  there  my  Juggler  > 

Away  we  are  abus’d,  j4lice. 

tHlice.  Fool  be  with  thee.  Qf.v.  Mary  4/;^/ Alice. 

Tho.  Where  is  (he? 

Fra.  Gone  *,  (he  found  you  out,  and  finely. 

In  your  own  noofe  (he  halter’d  ye : you  muft  be  whifpcring 
To  know  how  things  Ihcw’d : not  content  to  fare  well 
But  you  muft  roar  out  roaft  meat  •,  till  that  fufpicion 
You  carried  it  moft  neatly,  (he  believed  too 
And  wept  moft  tenderly  *,  had  you  continu’d, 

* Without  doubt  you  had  brought  her  off. 

Tho.  This  was  thy  Roguing, 

For  thou  wert  ever  whifpering ; fyeupon  thee 
Now  could  I break  thy  head. 

Hyl.  Youfpokctomefirft. 

Tho.  Do  not  anger  me, 

For  by  this  hand  Tie  beat  the  buzard  blind  then. 

She  (hall  not  fcape  me  thus ; farewel  for  this  time. 

Fra.  Goodnight,  ’tis  almoft  bed  time:  yet  no  deep 
Muft  enter  thefe,  till  1 work  a wonder.  \_E.xit. 

Tho.  Thou  (halt  along  too,  for  1 mean  to  plague  thee 
For  this  nights  fins,  1 will  never  leave  walking  of  thee 
Till  1 have  worn  thee  out. 

Hyl.  Your  will  be  done,  Sir. 

Tho.  You  will  not  leave  me,  S4w. 

Sam.  Not  1. 

Tho.  Away  then-.Tlebe  your  guide  now, if  my  man  be  trufty. 
My  fpightful  Dame,  Tie  pipe  ye  fuch  a hunfup 
Shall  make  ye  dance  a tipvacs : keep  clofe  to  me.  [_8.xeaNt. 

I S C E N E II. 

j Eater  Stbaftian,  at^d  Dorothy. 

I Seb.  Never  perfwade  me,  I will  marry  again. 

What  fhould  I leave  my  (late  to,  Pins  and  Poaking  (licks, 
i ToFarthingals,  andfiownces?  to  fore-horfes 
I And  an  old  Leather  Bawdy  houfc  behind  ’em, 

I To  thee  ? 

Bor.  You  have  a Son,  Sir. 

Seb.  Where,  what  is  he  ? 

Who  is  he  like  ? 

Dor.  Your  felf. 

Seb.  Thoulyeft,  thou  haft  marr’d  him, 

Thou,  and  thy  prayer  books : I do  difclaim  him: 

Did  not  1 take  him  iinging  yefternight  , 

A godly  Ballad,  to  a godly  tune  too. 

And  had  a Catechifm  in’s  pocket,  Damfel, 
j One  of  your  dear  difciples,  I perceive  it  ? 


When  did  he  ride  abroad  fince  he  came  over  ? 

What  Tavern  has  he  us’d  to  ? what  things  done 
That  (hews  a man,  and  mettle  ? when  was  my  houfe 
At  fuch  a (hame  before,  to  creep  to  bed 
At  ten  a clock,  and  twelve,  for  want  of  company  ? 
Nofinging,  nor  no  dancing,  nor  no  drinking.^ 

Thou  think’ft  not  of  thefe  (candals  •,  when,  and  where 
Has  he  but  (hew’d  his  fword  of  late  ? 

Dor.  Defpair  not 

I do  befeech  you.  Sir,  nor  tempt  your  weaknefs. 

For  if  you  like  it  fo,  I can  allure  you 
He  is  the  fame  man  ftill. 

Seb.  Would  thou  wert  a(hes 
On  that  condition  •,  but  believe  it  Godlp 
You  (hall  know  you  have  wrong’d. 

T)or.  You  never.  Sir, 

So  well  I know  my  duty : and  for  Heaven  fake, 

Take  but  this  counfel  with  ye  ere  you  marry, 

You  were  wont  to  hear  me : take  him,  and  confefs  him. 
Search  him  to  the  quick,  and  if  you  find  him  falfe, 

Do  as  you  pleafe ; a Mothers  name  I honour. 

Seb.  He  is  loft,  and  fpoil’d,  I am  refolv’d  my  roof 
Shall  never  harbour  him .-  and  for  you  Minion 
Tie  keep  you  clofe  enough,  left  you  break  loofe, 

And  do  more  mifehief ; get  ye  in : who  waits  ? fEw/V  Dor. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Do  you  call,  Sir  ? 

Seb.  Seek  the  Boy : and  bid  him  wait 
My  pleafure  in  the  morning : mark  what  houfe 
He  is  in,  and  what  he  does ; and  truly  tell  me. 

Ser.  I will  not  fail,  Sir. 

Seb.  If  ye  do,  Tie  hang  ye.  {_ExeMnt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Thomas,  Hylas,  and  Sam. 

Tho.  Keep  you  the  back  door  there,  and  be  furc 
None  of  her  I'ervants  enter,  or  go  out. 

If  any  Woman  pafs,  (he  is  lawful  prize.  Boys, 

Cut  offall  convoyes. 
i^l.  Who  (hall  anfwer  this  ? 

Why,  1 (hall  anfwer  it,  you  fearful  widgeon, 

I (hall  appear  to  th’  adion. 

Hyl.  May  we  difeourfe  too. 

On  honourable  terms  ? 

Tho.  With  any  Gentlewoman 
That  (liall  appear  at  window  .*  ye  may  rehcarfe  too 
By  your  commiiTion  fafely,  fome  fweet  parcels 
Of  Poetry  to  a Chamber  maid. 

Hyl.  May  we  (ing  too  ? 

For  there’s  ray  mafter- piece. 

Tho.  By  no  means,  no  Boys, 

I am  the  man  referv’d  for  Air,  ’tis  my  part, 

And  if  (he  be  not  rock,  my  voyce  (hall  reach  her ; 

Ye  may  record  a little,  or  ye  may  whiftle. 

As  time  (hall  minifter,  but  for  main  finging, 

Pray  ye  (atisfie  your  felves : away,  be  careful. 

But  hark  ye,  one  word  Tow,  we  may  be  beaten, 

Tho.  That’s  as  ye  think  good  your  felves : if  youdeferve  it, 
Why  ’tis  the  eafieft  thing  to  compafs ; beaten  ? 

What  Bugbears  dwell  in  thy  brains  ? who  (hould  beat  thee? 
Hyl.  She  has  men  enough. 

Tho.  Art  not  thou  man  enough  too? 

Thou  haft  flefh  enough  about  thee  .*  if  all  that  mafs 
W’ill  not  maintain  a little  fpirit,  hang  it. 

And  dry  it  too  for  dogs-meat  .•  get  you  gone  *, 

I have  things  of  moment  in  my  mind : tliat  door. 

Keep  it  as  thou  would’ft  keep  thy  Wife  from  a Servingman. 
No  more  I fay  .•  away,  Sam. 

Sam.  At  your  will,  Sir.  [_Exeiint  Hylas  and Savn, 

Enter  Launcclot,  and  Fidler. 

Lan.  I have  him  here,  a rare  Rogue,  good  fweet  Mafter, 
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i Do  fomething  of  fome  favour  fuddenly, 

I That  we  may  eat,  and  live ; I am  almoft  ftarv’d, 

I No  foirjt  mnnieiir^  no  point  devcin^  no  SigmeHr^ 

\ Not  by  the  vertue  or  my  languages, 
i Nothing  at  my  old  mafters  to  be  hoped  for, 
i O Signieur  duy  nothing  to  line  my  life  with, 

! ‘But  cold  Pyes  with  a cudgel,  till  you  help  us. 

Tiho.Noching  but  famine  frights  thee : come  hither  Fidler, 
What  Ballads  are  you  feen  in  beft?  be  ihortSir. 

Ftdler.  Under  your  mafterlhipscorredion,  I can  ling 
The  Duke  of  Norfolk^  or  the  merry  Ballad 
Of  ‘Diverm  and  Laz.aru6,  the  Role  of  England., 

In  Greet  when  Dedimus  firll  began, 
yowrff  his  crying  out  againll 
Tho.  Excellent, 

Rare  matters  all. 

Ftd.  Mavodlm  the  Merchants  Daughter, 

The  Devil,  and  ye  dainty  Dames. 

Tom.  Rare  Itill. 

Fid.  The  landing  of  the  Spaniards  at  BoWy  ' . 

With  the  bloudy  battel  at 
Tho.  All  excellent : 

No  tuning  as  ye  love  me ; let  thy  Fidle 
Speak  Welch,  orany  thing  that’s  out  of  all  tune, 

The  vilder  Hill  the  better,  like  thy  felf. 

For  I prefume  thy  voice  will  make  no  trees  dance. 

Fid.  Nay  truly,  ye  (hall  have  it  ev’n  as  homely,  .-or 
Tho.  Keep  ye  to  that  key,are  they  all  abed  trow? 

Lan.  I hear  no  ftirring  any  where,  no  light 
In  any  window,  ’tis  a night  for  the  nonce  Sir. 

Tho.Come  ftrike  up  then.-and  fay  the  iMerchants  daughter, 
We’l  bear  the  burthen  .•  proceed  to  incifion  Fidler.  Song. 

Enter  Servant.^  above. 

Ser,  Who’s  there  ? what  noife  is  this  ? what  rogue 
At  thefe  hours 

Thom.  0 what  is  that  to  yon  my  fool  ? 

0 what  is  that  to  you , 

Plttcl^  in  your  face  you  bawling  zyffs. 

Or  I will  breakyoHr  Frow.  hey  down^  down^  down. 

A new  Ballad,  a new,  a new. 

Fid.  The  twelfth  of  Jlpnl^  on  May  day. 

My  houfe  and  goods  were  burnt  away,  crc.  Maid  above. 
Maid.  Why  who  is  this  ? 

Lan.  O damfel  dear, 

Open  the  door,  and  it  lhall  appear, 

Open  the  door, 

O gentle  fquire. 

Maid.l’le  fee  thee  hang’d  firft : farewel  my  dear,  , 

’Tis  mailer  77jow4<,  there  he  Hands. 

Enter  Mary  above. 

Mary.  ’Tis  Ilrange 

That  nothing  can  redeem  him  ; rail  him  hence. 

Or  fing  him  out  in’s  own  way,  any  thing 
To  be  deliver’d  of  him. 

iJllaid.  Then  have  at  him  : 
iJMy  man  Thomas  did  me  promtfe. 

Fie  would  vifit  me  this  night. 

Tho.  I am  here  Love.,  tell  me  dear  Love , , 

How  J may  obtain  thy  fight. 

Maid.  Come  np  to  my  window  love.,  come,  come,  come. 

Come  to  my  window  my  dear. 

The  wind,  nor  the  rain  fhall  trouble  thee  again. 

But  thou  jhalt  be  lodged  here. 

Thom.  And  art  thou  Ilrong  enough  ? 

Lan.  Up,  up,  1 warrant  ye. 

Mary.  What  do’ft  thou  mean  to  do  ? 

Maid.  Good  Millrefs  peace, 

I’le  warrant  ye  we’l  cool  him ; Madge.  ' Madge  above. 
Madge.  I am  ready. 

Tho.  The  love  of  Cjrecce,  and  it  tickled  him  fa. 

That  he  devifed  a way  to  goe. 

Now  fing  the  Duke  of  Northumberland. 


Fid  Icr.  ylnd  climbing  to  promotion. 

He  fell  down  fuddenly.  Madge  with  a Devils 

vizjird  roaring,  offers  to  kjjs  him,  and  he  falls  down. 
Maid.  Farewel  Sir.  "" 

Aiary.  What  halt  thou  done  ? thou  hall  broke  his  neck. 
Maid.  Not  hurt  him, 

He  pitcht  upon  his  legs  like  a Cat. 

Tho.  O woman ; 

O miferabie  woman,  I am  fpoil’d. 

My  leg,  my  leg,  my  leg,  oh  both  my  legs  .' 

Mary.  I told  thee  what  thou  hadl'c  done,mifchief  go  with 
Tho.  O I am  lam’d  for  ever.-  O my  leg,  (thee.' 

Broken  in  twenty  places : O take  heed,  i 

Take  heed  of  women,  Fidler:  oh  a Surgeon,  j 

A Surgeon,  or  I dye ; oh  my  good  people,  ! 

No  charitable  people,  all  defpightfull,  ' | 

Oh  what  a mifery  am  I in .'  oh  my  leg.  j 

Lan.  Be  patient  Sir,  be  patient.-  let  me  bind  it.  ! 

Enter  Samuel,  las,  with  his  head  broken. 

Tho.  Oh  do  not  touch  it  rogue. 

Hyl.  My  head,  my  head. 

Oh  my  head’s  kill’d. 

Sam.  yen  mult  be  courting  w'enches 
Through  key,holes,  Captain  Hylaa,  come  and  be  comforted, 

T he  skin  is  fcarce  broke. 

Tho.  O my  leg.  Sam.  How  do  ye  Sir? 

Tho,  Oh  maim’d  for  ever  with  a fall,  he’s  fpoil’d  too, 

I fee  his  brains. 

Hyl.  Away  with  me  for  Gods  fake, 

A Surgeon. 

Sam.  Here’s  a night  indeed. 

Hyl.  A Surgeon.  {E.x.  all  but  E idler. 

Enter  Mary,  and  Servant  below. 

Mary.  Go  run  for  help. 

Lho.  Oh. 

Mary.  Run  all,  and  all  too  little,  ] 

Ocurfedbealt  that  Hurt  him,  run,  run,  flye,  i 

He  will  be  dead  elfe.  i 

Tho.  Oh.  1 

Mary.  Good  friend  go  you  too.  i 

Ftd.  Who  pays  me  for  ray  Mufick  I 
Mary.  Pox  o’  your  .Mufick, 

There’s  twelve  pence  for  ye. 

Ftd.  There’s  two  groats  again  forfooth, 

I never  take  above,  and  reft  ye  merry.  f f’x-.-r. 

Ma.  A*  greafe  pot  guild  your  fidle  firings : how  do  you, 
How  is  my  dear  ? 

Tom.  Why  well  I thank  ye  fweet  heart, 

Shall  we  walk  in,  for  now  there’s  none  to  trouble  us  ? 

Ma.  Are  ye  fo  crafty,  Sir  ? I fliail  meet  with  ye, 

I knew  your  trick,  and  1 was  willing .-  my  Tom, 

Mine  own  Tom,  now  to  latisfie  thee,  vvelcom,  welcom, 
Welcom  my  beft  friend  to  me,  all  my  dcarelt. 

Tom.  Now  ye  are  my  noble  Miflrefs .-  we  lofe  time  fweet. 
Ma.  I think  they  are  all  gone. 

Tom  All,  ye  did  wilely. 

Ma.  And  you  as  craftily. 

Tom.  VVe  are  well  met  Miflrefs. 

Ma.  Come,let’s  goe  in  then  lovingly .-  O my  Skarf Tow. 

I loft  it  thereabout,  find  it,  and  wear  it 

As  your  poor  Miflrefs  favour.  LE^it. 

Tom.  lam  made  now, 

I feeno  venture  is  in  no  hand  : I have  it. 

How  now  ? the  door  lock’t,  and  flie  in  before  ? 

Am  I fo  trim’d? 

Ma.  One  parting  word  fweet  Thomas, 

Though  to  fave  your  credit,  1 difeharg’d  your  Fidler, 

I muft  not  fatisfie  your  folly  too  Sir, 

Ye’are  fubtle,  but  believe  it  Fox,  i’le  find  ye. 

The  Surgeons  will  be  here  ftraight,  roar  again  boy. 

And  break  thy  legs  for  fhamc,  thou  wilt  be  fport  elfe, 

Good  night. 

° Tom 
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Tom.Sht  faies  inoft  true,I:muft  not  ftay:  flie  has  bobM  me, 
Which  if  I live.  Tie  recompence,  and  fhortly, 

Now  for  a Ballad  to  bring  me  off  again. 

Allyomjg  men  be  warn'd  by  me,  how  you  do goe  * wooing. 

Seel^not  to  chmbjfor  fear  ye  fall, thereby  comes  your  undoing, 

[_Exeunt. 


AVim  QuartHS.  ScenaPrima. 

£«fer- -Valentine,  Alice,  and  Servant. 

f^al.  E cannot  goe  and  take  no  farewel  of  me, 

Irl  Can  he  be  fo  unkind  ? he’s  but  retir’d 
Into  the  Garden  or  the  Orchard fee  Sirs. 

Alt.  He  would  not  ride  there  certain,  thofe  were  planted 
Only  for  walks  I take  it. 

Fal.  Ride  ? nay  then. 

Had  he  a horfe  out? 

Ser.  So  the  Groom  delivers 
Somewhat  before  the  break  of  day. 
ral.  He’s  gone. 

My  bell  friend’s  gone  i I have  loft  the  noble  ft, 

The  trueft,  and  the  moft  man  I e’re  found  yet. 

Alice.  Indeed  Sir,  he  defervesall  praife. 
ral.  All  Sifter, 

All,  all,  and  all  too  little  ; Othathonefty, 

That  ermine  honefty,  unfpotted  ever, 

That  perfe<ft  goodnefs. 

Alice.  Sure  he  will  return  Sir, 

He  cannot  be  fo  harfli. 
ral.  O never,  never, 

Never  return,thou  know’ftnot  where  thecaufe  lyes. 

Alice.  He  was  the  worthieft  welcom. 
ral.  He  deferv’d  it. 

Alice.  Nor  wanted,  to  our  knowledge. 
ral.  I will  tell  thee. 

Within  this  hour,  things  that  lhall  ftartle  thee, 

He  never  muft  return. 

Enter  Michael. 


And  all  this  but  a dream. 

eJPlJich.  You  know  not  my  dream's. 

They  are  unhappy  ones,  and  often  truths,- 

But  this  I hope,  yet.  Alice.  I will  fatisfie  ye.  lE^it 

Mich.  Neighbours,  how  does  the  Gentleman  ? 

Fal.  I know  not. 

Dream  of  a Nunnery  ? 

fJMich.  How  found  ye  my  words 
About  the  nature  of  his  ficknefs  Valentine  ? 

Fal.  Did  ftie  not  cry  out,  ’twas  my  folly  too 
That  forc’d  her  to  this  nunnery  ? did  (lie  not  curfe  me? 

For  God  fake  fpeak .-  did  you  not  dream  of  me  too. 

How  bafely,  poorly,  tamely,  like  a fool. 

Tir’d  with  his  joyes  ? 

Mich.  Alas  poor  Gentleman , 

Ye  promis’d  me  Sir  to  bear  all  thefe  croftes. 

Fal.  I bear  ’em  till  I break  again, 

Mich.  But  nobly. 

Truly  to  weigh. 

Fal.  Good  neighbours,  no  more  of  it. 

Ye  do  but  fling  flax  on  my  fire .-  where  is  ftie  ? 

Enter  Alice. 

Ali^ot  yonder  Sir,nor  has  not  this  night  certain 
Been  in  her  bed. 

Mich.  It  muft  be  truth  Ihe  tells  ye. 

And  now  Tie  fticw  ye  why  I came  .•  this  morning 
A man  of  mine  being  employed  about  bufinefs, 

Came  early  home,  who  at  S.  Katherines  Nunnery, 

About  day  peep,  told  me  he  met  your  Miftrefs, 

And  as  1 fpoke  it  in  a dream,  fo  troubled 
And  fo  received  by  the  Abbcls,  did  he  fee  her. 

The  wonder  made  me  rife,  and  haft  unto  ye 
To  know  the  cauft. 

Fal.  Farewel,  I cannot  fpeak  it.  \Exit  Val. 

Alice.  For  Heaven  fake  leave  him  not. 

Mich.  I will  not  Lady. 

Alice.  Alas,  he’s  much  afflidted, 

Mich.  We  lhall  know  Ihortiy  more,  apply  your  own  care 
At  home  good  Alice,  and  truft  him  to  my  counfel. 

Nay,  do  not  weep,  all  lhall  be  well,  defpair  not.  {Sxtunt. 


Mich.  Good  morrow  Signieur. 

Fal.  Good  morrow  Mailer  MichaeL 
Mich,  My  good  neighbour. 

Me  thinks  you  are  ftirring  early  fince  your  travel, 

You  have  learn’dthe  rule  of  health  fir,  where’s  your  miftreft  ? 
She  keeps  her  warm  I warrant  ye,  i’  bed  yet  ? 

Fal.  I think  Ihe  does. 

Alice.  ’Tis  not  her  hour  of  waking. 

Mich.  Did  you  lye  with  her.  Lady  ? 

Alice.  Not  to  night  Sir, 

Nor  any  night  this  week  elfe. 

Mich.  When  laft  faw  ye  her  ? 
dAlice.  Late  yefternight. 
iJlfich.  Was  Ihe  ’ bed  then  ? 

(Mlice.  No  Sir, 

I left  her  at  her  prayers  .•  why  do  ye  ask  me  ? 

Mich.l  have  been  ftrangely  haunted  with  a dream 
All  this  long  night,  and  after  many  wakings. 

The  fame  dream  ftill^me  thought  I m.et  youngCellide 
Juft  at  S.  Katherines  gate  the  Nunnery. 

Fal.  Ha  .? 

Mic.  Her  face  flubber’d  o’re  with  tears, and  troubles, 

Me  thought  Ihe  cry’d  onto  the  Lady  Abbefs, 

For  charity  receive  me  holy  woman, 

A Maid  that  has  forgot  the  worlds  affedlions, 

Into  thy  virgin  order .-  me  thought  Ihe  took  her. 

Put  on  a Stole,  and  facred  robe  upon  her, 

I And  there  I left  her.  Fal.  Dream? 

1 eJMich.  Good  Miftrefs  Alice 
I Do  me  the  favour  ( yet  to  fatisfie  me  ) 

Toftepbutup,  and  fee, 

I ^ Alice.  I know  Ihe’s  there  Sir, 


SCENA  II. 

Enter  Sebaftian,  and  a Servant, 

Seb.  At  Falentines  houfe  fo  merry  ? 

Ser.  As  a pie  Sir. 

Seb.  So  gamefom  doll  thou  fay’? 

Ser.  I am  fure  I heard  it. 

Seb.  Ballads,  and  Fidles  too  ? 

Ser.  No,  but  one  Fidle ; 

But  twenty  noyles. 

Enter  LaunceloL 
Seb.  Did  he  do  deviles? 

Ser.  The  belt  devifes  Sir  ; here’s  my  fellow  Launcelot 
He  can  inform  ye  all : he  was  among  ’em, 

A mad  thing  too : I ftood  but  in  a corner. 

Seb.  Come  Sir, what  can  you  fay  ? is  there  any  hope  yet 
Your  Mailer  may  return.? 

Laun.  He  went  farclfe, 

I will  alTure  your  worlhip  on  my  credit 
By  the  faith  of  a Travellor,  and  a Gentleman, 

Your  fon  is  found  again,  the  fon,  the  T om. 

Seb.  Is  he  the  old  Tom  ? 

Laun.  The  old  Tom. 

Seb.  Go  forward. 

Laun.  Next,  to  confider  how  he  is  the  old  Tom. 

Seb.  Handle  me  that. 

Laun.  I would  ye  had  feen  it  handled 
Laft  night  Sir,  as  we  handled  it : capd  pe, 

Footra  for  leers,  and  learings  *,  O the  noife,. 

The  nolle  we  made. 

Seb.  Good,  good. 


Laun. 
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Lan.  The  windows  clattering 
And  all  the  Chambermaids  in  fuch  a whobub, 

One  with  her  fmock  half  off,  another  in  haft 
I With  a ferving  mans  hofe  upon  her  head. 

Seb.  Good  ftill. 

Laft.  A fellow  railing  out  of  a loop-hole  there^ 

And  his  mouth  ftopt  with  durt. 

Seb.  T faith  a fine  Boy. 

Lan.  Here  one  of  our  heads  broke. 

Seb.  Excellent  good  ftill. 

Lan.  The  Gentleman  himfelf, young  M.  Thomof, 
Inviron’d  with  his  furious  Myrmidons 
The  fiery  Fidler,and  my  felf-,  now  fihging, 

I Now  beating  at  the  door,  there  parlying, 

Courting  at  that  window,  at  the  other  fcalling 
And  all  thefefeveral  noifes  to  two  Trenchers, 

Strung  with  a bottom  of  brown  thred,  which  Ihow’d  admi- 

Seb.  There  eat,  and  grow  again,  I am  pleas’d.  (rable. 

Lan.  Nor  here  Sir, 

Gave  we  the  frolick  over  : though  at  length 
We  quit  the  Ladies  Skonce  on  compofition 
But  to  the  filent  ftreets  we  turn’d  our  furies  .• 

A fleeping  watchman  here  we  ftol'e  the  Ihooes  from. 

There  made  a noife,  at  which  he  wakes,  and  follows : 

The  ftreets  are  durty,  takes  a queen-hith  cold. 

Hard  cheefe,  and  that  choaks  him  o’  Munday  next : 

' Windows,  and  figns  we  fent  to  Erebus  •, 

Acme  of  bawling  curs  we  entertain’d  laft. 

When  having  let  the  pigs  loofe  in  out  parilhes, 

O the  brave  cry  we  made  as  high  as  Algatel 
Down  comes  a Conftable,  and  the  Sow  his  Sifter 
Moft  traiteroufty  tramples  upon  Authority, 

There  a whole  ftand  of  rug  gowns  rowted  manly 
And  the  Kings  peace  put  to  flight : a purblind  pig  here 
Runs  me  his  head  into  the  Admirable  Lanthorn, 

Outgoes  the  light,  and  all  turns  to  confufion ; 

A potter  riles,  to  enquire  this  palTion, 

A Boar  iiiiboft  takes  fanduary  in  his  Ihop, 

When  twenty  dogs  rufh  after,  we  ftill  cheering, 

Down  goe  the  pots,  and  pipkins,  down  the  pudding  pans, 
The  cream-bolls  cry  revenge  here,  there  the  candlefticks, 

Seb.  If  this  Be  true,  thou  little  tyney  page, 

This  tale  that  thou  tell’ft  me  , 

Then  on  thy  back  will  I prefeiitly  hang 
A handfom  new  Livery : 

But  if  this  be  falfe,  thou  little  tyney  page 
Asfalfe  it  well  may  be. 

Then  with  a cudgel  of  four  foot  Icing 
rie  beat  thee  from  head  to  toe. 

Enter  Servant. 

Seb.  Will  the  boy  come  I 

Ser.  He  will  Sir, 

Enter  Thomas. 

Seb.  Time  tries  all  then. 

Lan.  Here  he  comes  now  himfelf  Sir. 

Seb.  To  be  Ihort  Thomas 
Becaufe  I feel  a Icruple  in  my  conlcience 
Concerning  thy  demeanour,  and  a main  one , 

And  therefore  like  a Father  would  be  fatisfi’d. 

Get  up  to  that  window  there,  and  prefently 

Like  a moft  corapleat  Gentleman,  come  from  Tripoly. 

^ Tom.  Good  Lord  Sir,  how  are  you  milled  .•  what  fancies 
( Fitter  for  idle  boys,an(l  drunkards,  let  me  fpeak’t, 

And  with  a little  wonder  I befeech  on  ) 

Choak  up  your  noble  judgement? 

Seb.  You  Rogue  Launcelotj 
You  lying  Rafcal. 

Lan.  Will  ye  fpoil  all  again  Sir. 

Why,  what  a Devil  do  you  mean  ? 

Tom.  Away  knave, 

Ye  keep  a company  of  fawey  fellows , 

Debolh’d,and  daily  drunkards,  to  devour  ye. 


Things,  whofe  dull  fouls,  tend  to  the  Celler  only. 

Ye  are  ill  advis’d  Sir,  to  commit  your  credit.  I 

Seb.  Sirrah,  Sirrah. 

Lan.  Let  me  never  eat  again  Sir, 

Nor  feel  the  blelling  of  another  blew-coat. 

If  this  young  Gentleman,  fweet  Mailer  Thomas^ 

Be  not  as  mad  as  heart  can  wifh ; your  heart  Sir, 

If  yefternights  dilcourle  : ipeak  fellow  Robing 
And  if  thou  fpeakeftlefs  than  truth. 

Tom.  ’Tis  Itrange  thefe  varlets. 

Ser.  By  thele  ten  bones  Sir,  if  thefe  eyes,and  ears 
Can  hear  and  Ice. 

Tom.  Extream  ftrange,  fliouldthusboldly 
Bud  in  your  fight,  unto  your  Ibnf. 

Lan.  O den  gain 

Can  ye  deny,  ye  beat  a Conftable 
Laft  night  ? 

Tom.  I touch  Authoritie, ye  Rafcal.^ 

I violate  the  Law  ? 

Lan.  Good  Mailer  Thomas. 

Ser.  Did  you  not  take  two  wenches  from  the  watch  tod 
And  put  ’em  into  pudding  lane  ? 

Lan.  We  mean  not 

Thofe  civil  things  you  did  at  M.  Valentines, 

The  Fiddle,  and  the  fa’las. 

Tom.  b ftrange  impudence ! 

I do  befeech  you  Sir  give  no  fuch  licence 
To  knaves  and  drunkards,  to  abufe  your  fon  thus : 

Be  wife  in  time,  and  turn  ’em  off : we  live  Sir 
In  a State  govern’d  civilly, and  foberly. 

Where  each  mans  adions  lliould  confirm  the  Law> 

Not  crack,  and  cancel  it. 

Seb.  Lancelot  du  Labe, 

Get  you  upon  adventures : call  yoiir  coat 
And  make  your  exit. 

Lan.  Par  lamour  de  dieu. 

Seb. Par  me  no  purs:hut  pur  at  that  door, out  Sirrah, 

Tie  beat  ye  purblind  elfe,  out  ye  eight  languages. 

Lan.  My  bloud  upon  your  head.  {^E.xit  Lan. 

Tom.  Purge  me  ’em  all  Sir. 

Seb.  And  you  too  prefently. 

Tom.  Even  as  you  pleafe  Sir. 

Seb.  Bid  my  maid  fervant  come,  and  bring  my  Daughter, 

I will  have  one  lhall  pleale  me.  {Exit  fervant.  j 

Tom.  ’Tis  moft  fit  Sir.  j 

Seb.  Bring  me  the  mony  there : hefc  M.  Thomas.  ; 

Enter  two  Servants  with  two  bags. 

I pray  fit  down,  ye  are  no  more  my  fon  now,' 

Good  Gentleman  be  cover’d. 

Tom.  At  your  pleafure. 

Seb.  This  mony  1 do  give  ye,  becaufe  of  whilom 
You  have  been  thought  my  fon,  and  by  my  felf  too,  ; 

And  fome  things  done  like  me : ye  are  now  another ; j 

There  is  two  hundred  pound,  a civil  furame 
For  a young  civil  man .-  much  land  and  Lordlhip 
Will  as  I take  it  now,  but  prove  temptation 
To  dread  ye  from  your  fetled,  and  fweet  carriage. 

Tom.  You  fay  right  Sir. 

Seb.  Nay  I befeech  ye  cover. 

Tom.  At  your  difpole ; and  I befeech  ye  too  Sir, 

For  the  word  civil,  and  more  fetled  courle 
It  may  but  put  to  ufe,  that  on  the  intereft 
Like  a poor  Gentleman. 

Seb.  It  lhall,  to  my  ufe, 

To  mine  again;  do  you  fee  Sir:  good  fins  Gentleman, 

I give  no  broodiog  mony  for  a Scrivener, 

Mine  is  for  prelent  traffick,  and  fo  Tie  uleit. 

Tom.  So  much  for  that  then. 

Enter  Dorothy,  and  four  Maids. 

Seb.  For  the  main  caufe  Monfieur, 

I fent  to  treat  with  you  about,  behold  it 
Behold  that  piece  of  ftory  work,  and  view  iCi' 

F f f . I want 
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I want  a right  heir  to  inherit  me, 

Not  my  eftate  alone,  but  my  conditions, 

From  which  you  are  revolted,  therefore  dead^ 

And  I will  break  my  back,  but  1 will  get  one. 

Tom.  Will  you  choofe  there  Sir  ? 

Seb.  There,  among  thofe  Damfels, 

In  mine  own  tribe:  I know  their  qualities 

Which  cannot  fail  to  pleafe  me : for  their  beauties 

A matter  of  a three  farthings,  makes  all  perfect, 

A little  beer,and  beef  broth : they  are  found  too. 

Stand  all  a breafl: ; now  gentle  M.  Thomoi 

Before  I choofe,  you  having  liv’d  long  with  me, 

And  happily  fometimes  with  fomeofthefe  too. 

Which  fault  I never  frown’d  upon  \ pray  fhew  me 
( For  fear  we  confound  our  Genealogies  ) 

Which  have  you  Iaidaboord?fpeakyour  mind  freely, 

Have  you  had  copulation  with  that  Damfel  ? 

Tom.  I have. 

Seb.  Stand  you  afidethen:  how  with  her  Sir  ? 

Tom.  How,  is  not  feemly  here  to  fay. 

‘Dor.  Here’s  fine  Iport. 

Seb.  Retire  you  too : fpeak  forward  M.  Thomoi. 

Tom.l  will : and  to  the  purpofe  yeven  with  all  Sir. 

Seb.  With  all.?  that’s  fomewhat  large. 

Dor.  And  yet  you  like  it. 

Was  ever  fin  fo  glorious  ? 

Seb.  With  all  Thomoi  / 

Tom.  All  furely  Sir. 

Seb.  A fign  thou  art  mine  own  yet. 

In  again  all .-  and  to  your  feveral  fundtions.  f£.v.  M.tids. 
What  fay  you  to  young  Luce^  my  neighbours  Daughter, 

She  was  too  young  I take  it,  when  you  travel’d  \ 

Some  twelve  years  old  ? 

Tom.  Her  will  was  fifteen  Sir. 

Seb.  A pretty  anfwer,  tocut  offlongdifcourfe. 

For  I have  many  yet  to  ask  ye  of. 

Where  I can  choofe,  and  nobly,  hold  up  your  finger 

When  ye  are  right : what  fay  ye  to  Valeria 

Whole  husband  lies  a dying  now  ? why  two. 

And  in  that  form  ? 

Tom.  Her  husband  is  recover’d. 

Seb.  A witty  moral .-  have  at  ye  once  more  Thomofy 

The  Sifters  of  St.  Albonsy  all  five  ^ dat  boy, 

Dat’s  mine  own  boy. 

Dor.  Now  out  upon  thee  Monfter. 

Tom.  Still  hoping  of  your  pardon. 

Seb.  There  needs  none  man  ; 

A ftraw  on  pardon : prethee  need  no  pardon  .• 

I’le  askc  no  more,  nor  think  no  more  of  marriage, 

For  0’  my  confcience  1 lhall  be  thy  Cuckold  .* 

There’s  fome  good  yet  left  in  him : bear  your  felf  well. 

You  may  recover  me,  there’s  twenty  pound  Sir, 

I fee  fome  fparkles  which  may  flame  again, 

1 You  may  eat  with  me  when  you  pleafe,  you  know  me. 

• Q Exit  Seb. 

Dor.  Why  do  you  lye  fo  damnably,  fo  foolifhly  ? 

Tom.  Do’ft  thou  long  to  have  thy  head  broke  ? hold  thy 
And  do  as  I would  ha^e  thee,  or  by  this  hand  (peace 

Tie  kill  thy  Parrat,  hang  up  thy  fmall  hand. 

And  drink  away  thy  dowry  toa  penny. 

Dor.  Was  ever  fuch  a wilde  Afle  ? 

Tom.  Prethee  be  quiet. 

Dor.  And  do’ft  thou  think  men  will  not  beat  thee  mon- 
For  abufing  their  wives  and  children .?  (ftroufly 

Tom.  And  do’ft  thou  think 

Mens  wives  and  children  can  be  abus’d  too  much  ? 

Dor.  I wonder  at  thee. 

Tom.  Nay,  thou  ftialt  adjure  me 

Before  I have  done. 

Dor.  How  Hand  ye  with  your  miftrefs.? 

Tom.  I lhall  ftand  Hearer 

E’re  I be  twelve  hours  older : there’s  my  bufinefs, 

She  is  monftrous  fubtile  Dol. 

Dol.  The  Devil  I think  i 

Cannot  out-fubtile  thee. 

Tom.  If  he  play  lair  play. 

Come,  you  muft  help  me  prefently. 

Dor.  I diftard  ye. 

Tom.  Thou  lhalt  not  fteep  nor  eat. 

Dor.  Tie  no  hand  with  ye, 

No  bawd  to  your  abufes. 

Tom.  By  this  light  Do/, 

Nothing  but  in  the  way  of  honefty. 

Dor.  Thou  never  knew’ft  that  road;  I hear  your  vigils; 
Tom.  Sweet  honey  Do/,  if  1 do  not  marry  her, 

Honeftly  marry  her,  if  I mean  not  honourably. 

Come,  thou  lhalt  help  me,  take  heed  how  you  vex  me 

Tie  help  thee  to  a husband  too,  a fine  Gentleman,  * 

I know  thou  art  mad,  a tall  young  man,  a brown  man, 

I fwcar  he  has  his  maidenhead,  a rich  man. 

Dor.  You  may  come  in  to  dinner,  and  Tie  anfwer  ye. 

Tow  .Nay  Tie  go  with  thee  Do/.four  hundred  a year  wench. 

C Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Michael,  and  Valentine. 

Mtch.  Good  Sir  go  back  again,  and  take  my  counfel,  I 
Sores  are  not  cur’d  by  forrows,  nor  time  broke  from  us,  1 

Pull’d  back  again  by  fighs. 

V d/.  W^hat  Ihould  I do  friend  ? I 

Mich.  Do  that  that  may  redeem  ye,  go  back  quickly  I 

Sebaftians  Djughter  can  prevail  much  with  her,  ’ I 

The  Abbels  is  her  Aunt  too.  I 

Val.  But  my  friend  then  I 

Whofe  love  and  lofs  is  equal  ty’d.  I 

Ailch.  Content  ye,  I 

That  lhall  be  my  task  if  he  be  alive,  I 

Or  where  my  travel  and  ray  care  may  reach  him,  1 

Tie  bring  him  back  again.  I 

V 4.  Say  he  come  back  I 

To  piece  his  poor  friends  life  out?  andmyMiftrels  1 

Be  vow’d  lor  ever  a reclule  ? I 

Muh.  So  fuddcnly  I 

She  cannot,  haft  ye  therefore  inftantly  away  Sir,  f 

To  put  that  Daughter  by  ^ firft  as  to  a Father,  | 

Then  as  a friend  Ihe  was  committed  to  ye,  I 

And  all  the  care  Ihe  now  has : by  which  priviledge  I 

She  cannot  do  her  this  violence,  I 

But  you  may  break  it,  and  the  law  allows  ye.  I 

Val.  Q but  I forc’d  her  to  it.  I 

Mjeh.  Leave  difputing  I 

Againft  your  felf,  if  you  will  needs  be  miferable  I 

Spight  ofher  goodnefs,and  your  friends  per  iwafions.  I 

Think  on,  and  thrive  thereafter.  I 

Val.  I will  home  then.  I 

And  follow  your  advice,and  good,  good  Michael.  I 

Mkh.  No  more,  I know  your  foul’s  divided,  Trf/ewt/ffr,  I 
Cure  but  that  part  at  home  with  Ipcedy  marriage  I 

E’re  my  return, for  then  thofe  thoughts  that  vext  her,  I 

While  there  ran  any  ftream  for  loofeafTeftions,  I 

Will  be  ftopt  up,  and  chaftecy’d  honour  guide  her.  | 

Away,  and  hope  the  belt  ftill : Tie  work  for  ye,  I 

And  pray  too  heartily,  away,  no  more  words.  [,Exeunt.  I 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Hylas,  and  Samuel.  I 

Hyl.  I care  not  for  my  broken  head,  I 

But  that  it  Ihould  be  his  plot,  and  a wench  too,  I 

A lowzie,  lazie  wench  prepar’d  to  do  it.  I 

Sam.  Thou  hadft  as  good  be  quiet,  for  0’  my  confcicncc  I 
rle’l  put  another  on  thee  clle.  I 

Hyl.  I am  refolv’d  I 

To  call  him  to  account,  was  it  not  manifeft  I 

Te  meant  a raifehief  to  me,  and  laughed  at  me,  I 

When  he  lay  roaring  out,  his  leg  was  broken,  I 

And  no  fuch  matter  ? had  he  broke  his  neck,  I 

Indeed  | 
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Indeed  ’twould  ne’r  have  griev’d  me  j gallow's  gall  him. 
Why  fhould  he  chufe  out  me  ? 

Sxm.  Thou  art  eycr  ready 
T o thruft  thy  fclr  into  thefe  Ihe  occafions. 

And  he  as  full  of  knavery  to  accept  it, 

Hyl.  Well,  if  I live  I’ll  have  a new  trick  for  him. 

Sam.  That  will  hot  he  amifs,  but  to  fight  with  him 
Istono  purpofe , befides,  he’s  truly  valiant, 

' And  a molt  deadly  hand  *,  thou  never  fought’ft  yet, 

Nor  o’  my  Conference  hall  no  faith  in  fighting. 

Hyl.  'No,  no,;  I will  not  fight. 

Sam.  Befides  the  quarrel, 

W hich  has  a woman  in’t  to  make  it  feurvy, 

W’hd  would  lye  ftinking  in  a Surgeons  hands, 

A month  or  two  this  weather  ? for  believe  it, 

He  never  hurts  under  a quarters  healing. 

Hyl.  No,  upon  better  thought,  I will  not  fight, 

But  watch  my  time. 

Sam.  To  pay  him  with  a projeeft 
Watch  him  too,  I 'Would  wifh  ye  ^ prithee  tell  me, 

, Dolt  thou  afle<ft  thefe  women  ftill  ? 

Hyl.  Yes,  faith,  Sam^ 

Ilove’emev’nas  wellase’r,Idia,  ■ ^ 

Nay,  if  my  brains  were  beaten  out,  I mull  to  ^em. 

5^/».  Doll*  thou  love  any  woman.? 

Hyl.  Any  woman 
Of  what  degree  or  calling. 

Sam.  Of  any  age  too? 

Hyl.  Of  any  age,  from  fourfeore  to  fourteen.  Boy, 

Of  anyfalhion. 

Sam.  And  defed  too .?  j,'- 

Hyl.  Right, , 

For  thofe  1 love  to  lead  me  to  repentance  •,  ; , , r 

A woman  with  no  Nofe,  after  my  furquedry. 

Shews  like  King  ‘Thiltfs  Moral,  tJMemento  mori ; 

And  fhe  that  has  a wooden  leg,  demonftrates 
Like  Hy^ocritesy  we  halt  before  the  gallows 
An  old  one  with  one  tooth,  feems  to  fay  to  us. 

Sweets  meats  have  fowr  fauce  •,  Ihe  that’s  full  of  aches, 
Crum  not  your  Bread  before  you  tafte  ,your  Porridge, 

And  many  morals  we  may  find.  ^ 

Sam.  ’Tiswell,  Sir, 

Ye  make  fo  worthy  ufts ; but  c^md  igitury 
What  Ihall  we  now  determine  ? 

• Hyl.  Let’s  confider 
An  hour  or  two  how  I may  fit  this  fellow. 

Sam.  Let’s  find  him  firit,  he’ll  qnickly  give  occafion. 

But  take  heed  to  your  felf,  and  fay  I warn’d  ye  *, 

He  has  a plaguey  pate. 

Hyl.  That  at  my  danger.  ^Exemt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Saylers  Jinging  to  them,  Michael,  Francis. 

Sayl.  Aboard,  aboard,  the  wind  Hands  fair. 

Mich.  Thefe  call  for  PalTengers,  Til  Hay  and  fee 
What  men  they  take  aboard. 

Fran.  A Boat,  a Boat,  a Boat. 

Sayl.  Away  then. 

Fran.  Whither  arc  ye  bound,  Friends? 

Sayl.  Down  to  the  Straits. 

Mich.  Ha!  ’tis  not  much unlikehim. 

Fran.  May  I have  paflage  for  my  money  ? 

Sayl.  And  welcome  too. 

Mich.  ’Tis  he,  I know  ’tis  he  now. 

Fran.  Then  merrily  aboard,  and  noble  friend. 

Heavens  goodnefs  keep  thee  ever,  and  all  vertue 
Dwell  in  thy  bofome,  Cdlide,  my  lafl  tears 
I leave  behind  me  thus,  a facrifice. 

For  I dareltay  no  longer  to  betray  ye. 

Mich.  'Be  not  fo  quick,  Sir Saylers  I here  charge  ye 
By  virtue  of  this  Warrant,  as  you  will  anfwer  it. 

For  both  your  Ship  and  Merchant  I know  perfedly, 
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I Lay  hold  upon  this  fellow. 

Fran.  Fellow  ? 

Mich.  I,  Sir. 

Sayl.  No  hand  to  Sword,  Sir,  we  fli all  mailer  ye. 

Fetch  out  the  manacles. 

Fran.  Ido  obey  ye  ■, 

But  I befeech  you,  Sir,  Inform  me  truly 
How  lam  guilty. 

Mich.  Yob  have  rob’d  a Gentleman, 

One  that  you  are  bound  to  for  your  life  and  being  ♦, 

Money  and  horfe  unjullly  ye  took  from  him,  '(tnan. 

And  Ibmcthing  of  more  note,  but- for  y’are  a Gentle- 

Fra.  Itfhallbefo,  and  here  I’ll  end  all  miferies. 

Since  friendfhip  is  fo  cruel,  I confefs  it. 

And  which  is  more,  a hundred  of  thefe  robberies : 

This  Ring  I Hole  too  from  him,  and  this  Jewel, 

The  firfi  and  lall  of  all  my  wealth  j forgive  me 
My  innocence  and  truth,  for  faying  I Hole ’em. 

And  may  they  prove  of  value  but  to  recompence 
T he  thoufandth  part  of  his  love,  and  bread  I have  eaten  • 
’Pray  fee ’em  render’d  noble  Sir,  andfo  ’ 

I yield  me  to  your  power.  , 

Mich.  Guard  him  to  th’  water, 

I charge  you,  Saylers,  there  I will  receive  him. 

And  back  convey  him  to  a JuHice. 

Sayl.  Come,  Sir, 

Look  to  your  neck,  you  are  like  to  fail  i’tirair  now.  j 

{_Exemt.  I 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Thomas,  Dorothy,  and  tiMaid. 

Thom.  Come  quickly,  quickly,  paint  me  handfomely, 

1 ake  heed  my  nofe  be  not  in  grain  too ; 

ComcjDo//,  Doll,  dilenme. 

Dor.  If  you  Ihould  play  now 
Your  Devils  parts  again. 

Thom.  Yea  and  nay,  Dorothy. 

Dor.  If  ye  do  any  thing,  but  that  ye  have  fw®rn  to. 

Which  only  is  accefs. 

^ Thom.  As  I am  a Gentleman  *, 

Out  with  this  hair,  Doll,  handfomely. 

Dor.  You  have  your  Breeches?  (ticklilh, 

Thom.  I prithee  away,  thou  know’H  I am  monHrous 
What,  doH  thou  think  I love  to  blaH  my  Buttocks? 

Dor.  I’ll  plague  ye  for  this  Roguery,  fori  know  well 
What  ye  intend,  Sir. 

Thom.  On  with  my  muffler. 

Dor.  Ye  are  a fweet  Lady ; come,  let’s  fee  you  courtefie ; 
What,  broke  i’th  bum  ? hold  upyour  head. 

Thom.  Plague  on’ r, 

I Ihall  bepifs  my  Breeches  if  I cowr  thus. 

Come,  I am  ready. 

Maid.  At  all  points  as  like,  Sir, 

As  if  you  were  my  MiHrefs. 

Dor.  W'ho  goes  with  ye  ? 

Thom.  None  but  my  fortune,  and  my  felf.  {Exit  Tho. 
Dor.  ’Blefs  ye: 

Now  run  for  thy  life,  and  get  before  him. 

Take  the  by-way,  and  tell  my  Coufin  zJMary 
In  what  fiiape  he  intends  to  come  to  cozen  her  ^ 

I’ll  follow  at  thy  heels  my  lelf,  fly  Wench. 

Maid.  I'll  do  it.  CEa-;V. 

Enter  SebaHian,  and  Thomas. 

Dor.  My  Father  has  met  him  •,  this  goes  excellent. 

And  I’ll  away  in  time;  look  to  your  Skin,  Thomas.  {Exit. 

Seb.  What,  are  you  grown  fo  corn  fed.  Goody  Gillian, 

You  will  not  know  your  Father?  what  vagaries 
Have  you  in  hand  ? what  out-leaps,  durty  heels. 

That  at  thefe  hours  of  night  ye  muH  be  gadding. 

And  through  the  Orchard  take  your  private  paflage  ? 

What,  is  the  breeze  in  your  Breech  ? or  has  your  Brother 
Appointed  youanhourof  meditation 
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’ How  to  demean  himfelf^  get  ye  to  bed,  drab, 

Or  ril  fo  crab  your  Shoulders  *,  ye  demure  Slut, 

Ye  civil  difh  of  fliced  Beef,  get  ye  in. 

Thom.  Iwi’not,  that  I wi’ not. 

Sch.  Is’tev’nfo,  Dame? 

Have  at  ye  with  a night  Spell  then. 

Thom.  Tray  hold,  Sir. 

Seb.  St.  Georgfy  St.  George.,  Our  Ladies  Knight, 

He  walks  by  day,  fo  does  he  by  night, 

1 And  when  lie  had  her  found. 

He  her  beat,  and  her  bound, 

Until  to  him  her  troth  fhe  plight,  ^ 

She  would  not  ftif  from  him  that  night. 

Thom.  Then  have  at  ye  with  a Counter  Spell, 

From  Elves,  Hobs,  and  Fayries,  that  trouble  our  Dayries, 
From  Fire-Drakes  and  Fiends,  and  fuch  as  the  Devil  fends, 
Defend  us  good  Heaven.  {Exn . 

Enter  Launcelot. 

Laun.  Blefs  me  mafter  •,  look  up,  Sir, I befeech  ye> 

Up  with  your  eyes  to  heaven. 

Scb.  Up  with  your  nofe,  Sir, 

I do  not  bleed,  ’twas  a found  knock  fhe  gave  me, 

A plaguey  mankind  Girl,  how  my  brains  totters  ? 

Well,  go  thy  ways,  thou  haft  gotone  thoufand  pound  more 
With  this  dog  trick, 

Mine  own  true  fpirit  in  her  too. 

Laun.  In  her  ? alas  Sir, 

Alas  poor  Gentlewomen,  file  a hand  fo  heavy. 

To  knock  ye  likea  Calf  down,  or  fo  brave  a courage 
To  beat  her  father  if  you  could  believe,  Sir.  (Devil  ? 
Seb.  Who  would’ft  thou  make  me  believe  it  was,  the 
Laun.  One  that  fpits  fire  as  faft  as  he  fometimes.  Sir, 
And  changes  Ihapes  as  often  *,  your  Son  Thomas  •, 

Never  wonder,  if  it  be  not  he,  luaight  iiang  me. 

Seb.  He.^  if  it  be  fo. 

I’ll  put  thee  in  my  Will,  and  there’s  an  end  on’t. 

Laun.  I faw  his  legs,  h’as  Boots  on  like  a Player, 

Under  his  wenches  cloaths,  ’tisfe.  ^t'lsThomas 
In  his  own  Sifters  Cloaths,  Sir,  and  i can  waft  him. 

Seb.  No  more  words  then,we’ll  watch  him,  thou’lt  not  be- 
How  heartily  glad  I am.  (lieve  Launccj 

La  •in.  May  ye  be  gladder. 

But  not  this  way.  Sir. 

Seb.  No  more  words,  but  watch  him.  [_Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Mary,  Dorothy,  andejidaiel. 

Mary.  When  comes  he  ? 

Dor.  Prefently. 

M.ary.  Then  get  you  up,  DoAf, 

Away,  rilftraightcome  to  you  ; is  all  ready  ? 

Maid.  All. 

Mary.  Let  the  light  ftand  far  enough. 

Matd.  ’Tis  placed  fo. 

Mary.  Stay  you  to  entertain  him  to  his  chamber. 

But  keep  clofe.  Wench,  he  Ayes  at  all. 

Maid.  1 warrant  ye. 

Mar'^.  You  need  no  more  inftrudion  ? 

Mai^d.  I am  perfed.  {_Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Twfer  Valentine,  Thomas. 

Tho.  More  ftops  yet?  fure  the  fiend’s  my  ghoftly  father, 
Old  y dentine , what  wind’s  in  his  poop  ? 

I Fal.  Lady, 

I You  are  met  moft  happily  •,  O gentle  X)<7//, 
j Youmuftnow  do  meanefpecial  favour. 

Tho.  What  is  it,  mzilQi  yalentinel  I am  forely  troubled 
W’ith  a fait  rheum  fain  i’  my  gums. 

I yal.  riltell  ye, 

' And  let  it  move  you  equally  *,  my  bleft  Miftrefs, 


Upon  a fligiit  occafion  taking  anger, 

Tookalfo  (to  undo  me)  your  Aunts  Nunnery, 

From  whence  by  my  perfwafion  to  redeem  her, 

W411  be  impofllble : nor  have  I liberty 
To  come  and  vifit  her*,  my  good,  good.  Dorothy., 

You  are  moft  powerful  with  her,  and  your  Aunt  too, 

And  haveaccefs  at  all  hours  liberally. 

Speak  now  or  never  for  me. 

Thom.  In  a Nunnery? 

That  courfe  muft  not  be  fuffered,  Matter  yalentine. 

Her  Mother  never  knew  it ; rare  fport  for  me; 

Sport  upon  fport,  by  th*  break  of  day  I’ll  meet  ye. 

And  fear  not,  Man,  we’ll  have  her  out  I warrant  ye, 

I cannot  ftay  now. 
yal.  You  will  not  break? 

Thom.  By  no  means. 

Good  night. 

yal.  Good  night  kind  Mittrefs  Doll. 

Thom.This  thrives  well. 

Every  one  takes  me  for  my  Sifter,  excellent  *, 

This  Nunnery’s  fain  fo  pat  too,  to  my  figure. 

Where  there  be  handfome  wenches,  and  they  fhall  know  it, 
If  once  I creep  in,  ere  they  get  me  out  again ; 

Stay,  here’s  the  houfe,  and  one  of  her  Maids. 

Enter  eJHdd. 

Maid.  Who’s  there  ? 

0 Miftrefs  Dorothy ! you  are  aftranger. 

Thom.  Still  Miftrefs  Dorothy}  this  geer  will  COttOfl. 
Maid.  Will  you  w'alk  in,  Forfooth  ? 

Thom.  Where  is  your  Miftrefs? 

Matd.  Not  very  well ; fhe’s  gone  to  bed,  I am  glad 
You  are  come  fo  fit  to  comfort  her. 

Tnom.  Yes,  I’ll  comfort  her. 

M.itd.  ’Pray  make  not  much  noife,  for  fhe  is  fureafleep. 
You  know  your  fide,  creep  foftly  in,  your  company 
Will  warm  her  well. 

Thom.  I warrant  thee  I’ll  warm  her. 

Maid.  Your  Brother  has  been  here,  the  ftrangeft  fellow. 
Thom.  A very  Rogue,  a rank  Rogue. 

Maid.  I’ll  condU(ft  ye 

Even  to  her  Chamber-door,  and  there  commit  ye. 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Michael,  Francis,  and  Officers. 

tMich.  Come  Sir,  for  this  night  I fhall  entertain  ye, 
And  like  a Gentleman,  how  e’r  your  fortune 
Hath  call  ye  on  the  worft  part. 

Fran.  How  you  pleafe.  Sir, 

1 am  refolv’d,  nor  can  a joy  or  mifery 
Much  move  me  now. 

Mich.  1 am  angry  with  my  felf  now 
For  putting  this  forc’d  way  upon  his  patience. 

Yet  any  other  courfe  had  ^en  too  flender ; 

Yet  what  to  think  I know  not,  for  moft  liberally 

He  hath  confefs’d  ftrangc  wrongs,  which  if  they  prove  fo. 

How  c’r  the  others  long  love  may  forget  all. 

Yet  ’twas  moft  fit  he  fhould  come  back,  and  this  way. 

Drink  that ; and  now  to  my  care  leave  your  Prifoner, 

I’ll  be  his  guard  for  this  night. 

Officers.  Good  night  to  yourWorfhip. 

Mch.  Goodnight,  my  honeft  friends ; come,  Sir,  I hope 
There  fhall  be  no  fuch  caufe  of  fuch  a fadnefs 
As  you  put  on. 

Fran.  ’Faith,  Sir,  my  reft  is  up, 

And  what  I now  pull  fhall  no  moreafflid  me 
Than  if  I plaid  at  fpan-Counter,  nor  is  my  face 
The  map  of  any  thing  I feem  to  fuffer. 

Lighter  affedions  feldom  dwell  in  me.  Sir. 

Mtch.  A conftant  Gentleman ; would  I had  taken 
A Feaver  when  I took  this  harfh  way  to  difturb  him. 

Come,  walk  with  me.  Sir,  ere  to  morrow  night 
I doubt  not  but  to  fee  all  this  blown  over.  ZExeMsit. 

Ablus 


Ai)nJi0H^^h6mas* 
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4^us  ScenaTrirtiaf 


Enter.  Hylas. 

HyL  T Havedog’dI)is^Sifl:er,  fure’twas  file, 

1 And  I hope  file  will  come  back  again  this  night  tooj 
Sam  I have  loft  of  purpole  \ now  if  I can 
With  all  the  art  I have,  as  (he  comes  back, 

! But  win  a parley  for  my  broken  Pate, 

! Off  goes  her  maiden-head,  and  there’s  vindiBa. 

I They  ftir  about  the  houfe,  I’ll  ftand  at  diftance.  {Exit. 

Enter  Mary  W-Qorpiby,  nn4fhefi  Thomas  andMdd. 

Dor.  Is  he  come  in  ? 

Mary.  Speak  foftly, 

H6^is^  and  there  he  goes. 

Thom,  Good  night,  good  night.  Wench. 

{A  Bed  eiifcovered  with  a Blackjnoore  in  it. 
Maid.  As  foftly  as  you  can.  {Exit. 

Thom.  I’ll  play  tbomoufe, 

How  dole  the  little  thief*  lies  /• 

I j^ary.  How  he  itches  ? 

I Dor.  What  would  you  give  now  to  be  there,  and  I 
At  home,  CM  all?-  • “ 

Mary.  Peace  for  fliame. 

Thom.  In  what  a figure  • 

The  little  fool  has  pull’d  it  felf  together ! 

Anon  you  will  lye  ftraighter ; 

Ha ! there’s  rare  circumftance 
Belongs  to  fuch  a treatife-,  do  ye  tumble? 

' m tumble  with  ye  ftraight,  wench : Ihe  fleeps  foundly, 

Full  little  think’ft  thou  of  thy  joy  that’s  coming, 

Thefweet,  fweetjoy,  full  little  of  thekifies, 

But  thofe  unthought  of  things  come  ever  happieft. 

How  foft  the  Rogue  feels ! O ye  little  Villain, 

Ye  delicate  coy  Thief,  how  1 lhall  thrum  ye  ? 

Your  fy  away,  good  fervant,  as  you  are  a Gentleman. 

Mary.  Prithee  leave  laughing. 

Thom.  Out  upon  ye,  Thomas, 

What  do  you  mean  to  do  ? I’ll  call  the  houfe  up. 

OGod,  lanifure  ye  will  not,  fiiall  notferveye. 

For  up  ye  go  now  and  ye  were  my  father. 

CMaid.  Your  courage  will  be  cool’d  anon. 

Thom.  If  it  do  I’ll  hang  for’t. 

Yet  rie  be  quartered  here  firft. 

Dor.  O fierce  Villain.  - 

Ma.  What  would  he  do  indeed,  Doll"? 

Dor.  You  had  beft  try  him. 

Tho.  ril  kifs  thee  ere  I come  to  bed,  fweet  Mary. 

Ma.  Prithee  leave  laughing. 

Dor.  O for  gentle  Nicholas. 

Tho.  And  view  that  ftormy  face  that  has  fo  thundred  me, 
Acoldnefscreptover’tnow?  by  your  leave,  candle, 

And  next  door  by  yours  too,  fo,  a pretty,  pretty. 

Shall  I now  look  upon  ye  ? by  this  light  it  moves  me. 

Ma.  Much  good  may  it  do  you,  Sir. 

Thom.  Holy  Saints  defend  me. 

The  Devil,  Devil,  Devil,  O the  Devil. 

Ma.  Dor.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  the  Devil,  O theDevil. 
Thom.  1 am  abus’d  moftdamnedly,  moft  beaftly. 

Yet  if  itbeafhc-Devil-,  but  the  houfe  is  up, 

And  here’s  no  ftaying  longer  in  this  Cafibek. 

Woman,  I here  difclaim  thee^  and  in  vengeance 
I’ll  marry  with  that  Devil,  but  I’ll  vex  thee. 

Ma.  By’r  Lady,  but  you  fiiall  not,  Sir,  I’ll  watch  ye. 
Tho.  Plague  o’  your  Spanifii  leather  hide : I’ll  waken  ye 
Devil  good  night ; good  night,  good  Devil, 
i Chfoor.  Oh. 

Thom.  Roar  again.  Devil,  roar  again.  f £.*•;>  Tho. 

CMoor.  O,  O,  Sir. 

Ma.  Open  the  doors  before  him  *,  lethimvanifii: 

Now,  let  him  come  again.  I’ll  ufe  him  kinder. 


How  now  Wench  ? 1 

Moor.  ’Pray  lye  here  your  felf  next,  Miftrefs, 

And  entertain  your  fweet-heai  t. 

Ma.  What  faid  he  to  thee? 

Moor.  I had  a foft  Bed , and  I flept  out  all 
But  his  kind  farewel : yc  may  bake  me  now. 

For  o’  my  conlcience,  he  has  made  me  Venifon. 

Ma.  Alas  poor  Kate  *,  I’ll  give  thee  a new  Petticoat. 

Dor.  And  I a Waftecoat,  wench. 

Ma.  Draw  in  the  Bed,  Maids, 

And  fee  it  made  again ; put  frefii  fiieets  on  too, 

For  Z>o//and  I *,  come  Wench,  let’s  laugh  an  hour  now. 
Tomorrow,  early,  will  we  fee  yomgCelUde, 

They  fay  fiie  has  taken  a Sanduary  ^ Love  and  they 
Are  thick  fown,  but  come  upfo  full  of  thiftles. 

Dor.  They  muft  needs, yW^//,for  ’tis  a pricking  age  grown, 
Prithee  to  bed,  for  I am  monftrous  fleepy. 

Mary.  A match,  but  art  not  thou  thy  Brother  ? 

Dor.  I would  I were,  Wench, 

You  fliould  hear  further. 

CMa.  Come,  no  more  of  that,  Doll.  {Exennt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Hylas,  and  Thomas. 

Hyl.  I heard  the  doors  clap;  now,and’t  j)e  thy  will,wench. 
By  th*  Mafs  file  comes  •,  you  are  furely  met  fair  Gentlewo- 
I take  it,  Miftrefs  Do// Daughter.  (man, 

Thom.  I take  right,  Sir^  Hylas,  are  you  ferretting  ? 

I’ll  fit  you  with  a penny-worth  prefently.  (guarded  ? 
Hyl.  How  dare  you  walk  fo  late , fweet , fo  weak 
Thom.  ’Faith  Sir,  I do  no  harm,  nor  none  I look  for, 

Yet  I am  glad  I have  metfo  good  a Gentleman, 

Againft  all  chances ; for  though  I never  knew  ye, 

Yet  I have  heard  much  good  fpoke  of  ye, 

Hyl.  Hark  ye, 

What  if  a man  Ihould  kifs  ye  ? 

Thom.  That’s  no  harm,  Sir*, 

’Pray  God  he  ’fcapes  my  Beard,  there  lies  the  mifehief. 

Hyl.  Her  lips  are  monftrous  rugged,  but  that  furely 
Is  but  the  lharpnefs  of  the  weather*,  hark  ye  once  once  more, 
And  in  your  ear,  fweet  Miftrefs,  for  ye  are  fo. 

And  ever  lhall  be  from  this  hour : I have  vow’d  it, 

Enter  Sebaftian,  and  Launcelot. 

Seb.  Why,  that’s  my  daughter,  Rogue,  doft  thou  not  fee 
Killing  that  fell  ow  there,  there  in  that  corner  ? (her 
Laun.  Killing  ? 

Seb.  Now,  now,  now  they  agree  o’th’ match  too. 

Thom.  Nay  then  you  love  me  not.  i 

Hyl.  By  this  white  hand,  Doll. 

Thom.  I muftconfefsl  have  long  defir’d  your  fight,  Sir. 
Lam.  Why,  there’s  the  Boots  Hill,  Sir. 

Seb.  Hang  Boots,  Sir, 

Why,  they’ll  wear  Breeches  too. 

Thom.  Difhoneft  me  ? 

Not  for  the  World. 

Seb.  Why,  now  they  kifs  again,  there 
I knew  ’twas  fhe,  and  that  her  crafty  Healing 
Out  the  back  way  muft  needs  have  fuch  a meaning. 

Lann.  I am  at  my  fmall  wits  ends. 

Thom.  If  ye  mean  honourably. 

Laun.  Did  Ihe  nc’r  beat  ye  before,  Sir  ? 

Seb.  Why  doft  thou  follow  me  ? 

Thou  Rafcal,  Slave,  haft  thou  not  twice  abus’d  liie  ? 

Haft  thou  not  fpoil’d  the  Boy  ? by  thine  own  Covenant, 
Wouldft  thou  not  now  be  hang’d  ? 

Laun.  I think  I would.  Sir, 

But  you  are  fo  impatient  i does  not  this" Ihew,  Sir, 
(Idobefecch  yefpeak,  andfpeak  with  judgment,’ 

And  let  the  cafe  be  equally  conlider’d) 

Far  braver  in  your  Daughter  ? in  a Son  now, 

’Tis  nothing,  of  no  mark*,  every  man  does  it,’ 

But  to  beget  a Daughter,  a man  maiden. 
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S^onfieuf  Thomas. 


That  reaches  at  thefe  high  exploits,  is  admirable; 

Nay,  (he  goes  far  beyond  him  ^ for  when  durfi:  he, 

But  when  he  was  drunk,  doany  thingto  fpcak  off 
This  is  Sebaflian  truly. 

Seb.  Thou  fayefl  right,  Lmnce^ 

And  there’s  my  hand  once  more.  ' • 

Thom.  Not  without  Marriage. 

Seb.  Didlt  thou  hear  that 
Lam.  I think  (hefpoke  of  Marriage. 

Seb.  And  he  fliall  marry  I'er,  for  it  feems  (he  likes  him 
And  their  firll  Boy  fhall  be  my  heir. 

Latin.  I,  marry, 

Now  ye  go  right  to  work, 

Thom.  Fye,  fie,  Sir, 

Now  I have  promis’d  ye  this  night  to  marry, 

Would  ye  be  fo  intemperate  ? are  ye  a Gentleman  ? 

Hyl.  I have  no  maw  to  marriage,  yet  this  Rafcal 
Tempts  me  extreamly : will  ye  marry  prefently  ? 

Thom.  Get  you  afore,  and  Itay  me  at  the  Chapel, 

Clofe  by  the  Nunnery,  there  you  fhall  find  a night  Priefh, 
Little  Sir  Hugh.,  and  he  can  fay  the  Matrimony 
Over  without  Book,  for  we  muft  have  no  company. 

Nor  light,  for  fear  my  Father  know,  which  mult  not  yet  be 
And  then  to  morrow  night. 

Hyl.  Nothing  to  night.  Sweet? 

Thom.  No,  not  a bit,  I am  fent  of  bufinefs. 

About  my  dowry.  Sweet,  donotfpoil  allnow, 

’Tis  of  muchhafie : I can  fcarcc  ftay  the  marriage, 

Now  if  you  love  me,  get  you  gone. 

Hyl.  You’ll  follow  ? 

Thom.  Within  this  hour,  my  fweet  Chick. 

Hyl.  Kifs. 

Thom.  A Rope  kifs  ye. 

Come,  come,  1 ftand  o’  thorns. 

Hyl.  Methinks  Her  mouth  dill 
Is  monftrous  rough,  but  they  have  ways  to  mend  it, 
Farewcl. 

Thom.  Farewel,  I’ll  fit  ye  with  a wife.  Sir. 

S(b.  Come,  follow  clofe.  I’ll  fee  the  end  fhe  aims  at. 
And  if  he  be  a hand fomc  fellow,  Launcelot, 

Fiat,  ’tis  done,  and  all  my  ’date  is  fctled.  C£A:f«;/r. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  .^bbefs.  Collide,  andT(jinr. 

.Ab.  Come  to  your  Martins  Maids;  thefe  early  hours 
My  gentle  Daughter,  will  difturb  a while 
Your  fair  eyes,  nurtur’d  in  cafe. 

Cel.  No,  vertuous  Mother, 

’Tis  for  my.  holy  health,  to  purchafe  which, 

They  fhall  forget  the  Cl.ild  of  eafe,  fbftflumbers. 

O my  afflidbed  heart,  how  thuuait  tortur’d  ! 

And  Love,  how  like  a T;  . ant  thou  reign’d  in  me, 
Commanding  and  forbidding  at  one  iiidant ; 

Why  came  I hither,  thatdefireto  iiave 
Only  all  liberty  to  make  me  happy  ? 

Whydid’d  thou  bring  that  youngman  home,  O Valentine, 
That  vertuous  Youth  why  didlt  thou  fpeak  his  goodnefs 
In  fuch  a phralc,  as  if  all  tongues,  all  praifes 
V/eremade  for  him  ? O fond  and  ignorant ! 

Why  didd  thou  foder  my  affedion 
Till  it  grew  up  to  know  no  other  Father, 

And  then  betray  it? 

j4b.  Can  ye  fing  ? , ^ • 

Cel.  Yes,  Mother, 

My  fbrrows  only. 

Ab.  Begone,  and  to  the  Quire  then.  l_Exeunt. 

L^EiJic^finging. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Michael  .tnd  Servant,  and  Francis. 

Mich.  Had  thou  enquir’d  him  out  ? 

Serv.  He’s  not  at  home.  Sir, 

His  Sider  thinks  he’s  gone  to  th’  Nunnery. 


Ij  Mich.  Mod  likely;  I’ll  away,  an  hour  hence,  Sirrah, 
Come  you  along  with  this  young  Gentleman, 

Do  him  all  fervice,-  arid  fair  office.  ' * ' 

Serv.  Yes  Sir. 


X_ExeHnt. 


SCENE  V. 


:u 


Enter  Hylas,  and  Sam.  ^ 

Sam.  "Vyhere  had  thou  been,  roan  ? 

Hyl.  Is  there  ne’r  a fhop  open  ? 

I’ll  give  thee  a pair  of  Gloves,  Sam. 

Sam.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

//y.  What  dod  thou  think? 

Sam.  Thou  art  not  married  ? 

Hyl.  By  th’  mafs  but  I am , all  to  be  married, 

J am  i’th’  order  now,  Sam. 

Sam.  To  whom  prithee  ? 

I thought  there  was  fome  fuch  trick  in’t,  you  dole  from  me 
But  who,  for  Heavens  fake  ? * 

1 Hyl.  Ev’n  the  fweeted  woman, 

The  rated  V^oman,  Samuel,  and  theludied. 

But  wondrous  honed,  honed  as  the  ice.  Boy, 

Not  a bit  before  hand,  for  my  life.  Sirrah, 

And  of  a ludy  kindred. 
s.tm.  But  who,  Hylas?  (again, 

Hyl.  The  young  Gentleman  and  I are  like  to  be  friends 
The  fates  will  have  it  fo. 

Sam.  Who,  Monfieur  ? 

Hyl.  All  wrongs  forgot. 

Sam.  Onowlfmell  ye,  Hylas-, 

Does  he  know  of  it  ? 

Hyl.  No,  there’s  the  trick  I owe  him; 

Tis  done.  Boy,  we  are  fad ’faith,  my  Youth  now 
Shall  know  I am  aforchand,  for  his  qualities. 

Sam.  Is  there  no  trick  in’t  ? 

Hyl.  None,  but  up  and  ride.  Boy  .* 

I have  made  no  Joynture  neither,  there  I have  paid  himi 
S.tm.  She’s  a brave  wench. 

Hyl.  She  fhall  be  as  I'll  ufe  her. 

And  if  file  anger  roc,  allhisabufes 
I’ll  clap  upon  her  CafTock. 

Sam.  Take  heed,  Hylas. 

Hyl.  ’Tis  pad  that, Sam,  come,  I mud  meet  her  prefently. 
And  now  lhalt  Ice  me  a mod  glorious  Husband. 

[_Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Dorothy,  Mary,  Valentine. 

E>or.  In  troth.  Sir,  you  never  fpokc  to  me. 

V al.  Can  ye  forget  me  ? 

Did  not  you  promife  all  your  help  and  cunning 
111  my  behalf,  but  for  one  hour  to  Ice  her. 

Did  you  nqtfwear  it  ? by  this  hand,  no  dridlnefs 
Nor  rule  this  houle  holds,  Ihall  by  me  be  broken. 

Dor.  I law  ye  not  thefe  two  days. 

V «/.  Do  not  wrong  me, 

I met  ye,  by  my  life,  judas  you  entred 
This  gentle  Ladies  Lodge,  lad  night,  thus  fuited 
About  eleven  a clock. 

Dor.  ’Tis  true,  1 was  there. 

But  that  I fawor  Ipoke  to  you. 

AUr.  I have  found  it. 

Your  Brother  Doll. 

Dor.  Pray  Sir,  befatisfi’d, 

And  wherein  I can  do  you  good,  command  me. 

What-a  mad  fool  is  this  ? day  here  a while.  Sir, 

W'hild  we  walk  in,  and  make  your  peace.  {Exit. 

Enter  vHbbefs, 

Val.  I thank  ye.  {Sejueak^  within. 

Ab.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  there  among  thefe  maids  ? 
Now  benedicite,  have  ye  got  the  breeze  there  ? 

Give  me  my  holy  fprinkle. 

Enter 


<S\^onJ?eHr  Thohias. 
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Enter  Z Nuns. 

I Nun.  O Madam,  there’s  a ftrange  thing  like  a Gentlewo- 
Like  Miftrefs  Dom/y',  I think  the  fiend  (man 

Crept  into  th’  Nunnery  we  know  not  which  way,  ’ 

Plays  revel  rout  among  us.  * 

Ab.  Give  me  my  holy  water-pot. 

I Nun,  Here,  Madam. 

Ab.  Spirit  of  earth  or  air,  I do  conjure  thee,  $ Squeak 

Of  water  or  of  fire.  [vpithin. 

1 Nun.  Hark  Madam,  hark. 

Ab.  Be  thou  Ghoft  that  cannot  reft , 

Or  a lhadow  of  the  bleft, 

Be  thou  black,  or  white,  or  green. 

Be  thou  heard,  or  to  be  feen. 

Enter  Thomas  and  Cellide. 

2 Nun.  It  comes,  it  comes. 

Cell.  What  are  ye?  fpeak,  fpeak  gently, 

And  next,  what  would  ye  with  me? 

Tho.  Any  thing  youT  let  me. 

Cell.  You  are  no  Woman  certain. 

Tho.  Nor  you  no  Nun,  nor  (hall  not  be. 

Cell.  What  make  ye  here .?  ' ' • ^ 

Tho.  I am  a holy  Fryer. 

Ab.  Is  this  the  Spirit  ? 

Tho.  Nothing  but  fpirit  Aunt 
eyib.  Now  out  upon  thee. 

Tho.  Peace,  or  I’le  conjure  too.  Aunt. 

tiAb.  Why  come  you  thus 

Tho.  That’s  all  one,  here’s  my  pur pofe: 

Out  with  this  Nun,  fhe  is  too  hanufome  for  ye. 

Tie  tell  thee.  Aunt,  and  I fpeak  it  with  tears  to  thee. 

If  thou  keepfl:  her  here,  as  yet  I hope  thou  art  wifer, 

Mark  but  the  mifchief  follows.  ' 

Ab.  She  is  a Votrels. 

Tho.  Let  her  be  what  fhe  will,  fhe  will  undo  thee. 

Let  her  but  one  hour  our,  as  1 dired  ye. 

Or  have  among  your  Nuns  again.  ' 

Ab.  You  have  no  project 
But  fair  and  hbneft  ? ^ 

Tho,  As  thine  eyes,  fwcctAbbefs, 

e^h.  I will  be  rul’d  then.  ’ ^ 

Tho.  Thus  then  and  perfwadc  her. 

But  do  not  juggle  with  me,  if  ye  do  Aunt. 

Ab.  I muft  be  there  my  fclf.  ’ - 

Tho.  Away  and  fit  her. 

Ab.  Come  Daughter,  you  mull:  now  be  rul’d,  or  never. 
Cell.  I mufl;  obey  your  will. 

Ab,  That’s  my  good  Daughter.  [_Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Dorothy,  and  Mary. 

Ma.  What  a coy le  has  this  fellow  kept  i’th’  Nunnery, 
Sure  he  has  run  the  Abbefs  out  of  her  wits. 

Do.  Out  ofthe  Nunnery  I think,  for  we  can  neither  fee  her. 
Nor  the  young  Collide. 

Ma.  Pray  Heavens  he  be  not  teafing.  (ftrudures. 

Dor.  Nay  you  may  thank  your  felf , ’twas  your  own 

Enter  \{'j\2.Sy  and  S2iV[\. 

, Sam.  Why  there’s  the  Gentlewoman. 

Hyl.  Mafs  ’tis  fhe  indeed  •, 

How  fmart  the  pretty  Thief  looks  ? ’morrow  Miftrefs. 

Dor.  Good  morrow  to  you.  Sir. 

Sam.  How  ftrange  fhe  bears  it  ? 

Hyl.  Maids  muft  do  fo,  at  firft. 

Dor.  Would  ye  ought  with  us.  Gentlemen  ? 

Hyl.  Yes  marry  would  I, 


A little  with  your  Ladyfhip. 

Dor.  Your  will.  Sir. 

A ^ prefently  prepare  your  felf 

And  thofe  things  you  would  have  with  you,  ^ 

For  my  houfe  is  ready. 

Dor.  How,  Sir? 

Hyl.  And  this  night  not  to  fail,  you  muft  come  to  me, 

Myfriendswillallbetheretoorfor  Trunks, and  thofeth 

And  houfhold-ftuff,  and  cloaths  you  would  have  carried 
Tomorrow,  or  the  next  day,  Tie  take  order : . ’ 

Only  what  mony  you  have,  bring  away  with  ve  ' 

And  Jewels.  ' ’ 

Dor.  Jewels,  Sir? 

Hyl.  I,  for  adornment. 

There’s  a bed  up,  to  play  the  game  in,  Dorothy. 

And  now  come  kifs  me  heartily. 

Dor.  Who  are  you  ? 

Hyl.  This  Lady  fhall  be  welcome  too. 

Ma.  To  what,  Sir? 

Hyl.  Your  neighbour  can  refolve  ye. 

Dor.  The  man’s  foolifh, 

Sir,  you  look  fbberly : who  is  this  fellow, 

And  where’s  his  bullnefs  ? 

Sam.  By  Heaven,  thou  art  abus’d  ftill. 

Hyl.\t  may  be  fo  ;Come,ye  may  fpeak  now  boldly, 

There’s  none  but  friends,  Wench. 

. Dor.  Came  ye  out  of  Bedlam? 

Alas,  ’tis  ill.  Sir,  thatye  fuffer  him 
To  walk  in  th’  open  Air  thus : ’twill  undo  him. 

A pretty  handfome  Gentleman .-  great  pity. 

Sam.  Let  me  not  live  more  if  thou  be’ft  not  cozen’d. 

Hyl.  Are  not  you  my  Wife  ? did  not  I marry  you  laft  night 
Michaels  ^ 

Dor.  Did  not  1 fay  he  was  mad  ? 

Hyl.  Are  not  you  Miftrefs  Sifter? 

Mar.  There  he  fpeaks  fence,  but  Tie  affure  ye,  Gentleman, 

I think  no  Wife  of  yours : at  what  hour  was  it  ? 

Hyl.  ’S  pretious',  you’l  make  me  mad*,  did  not  the  Prieft, 
Sxv  Hughy  that  you  appointed,  about  twelve  a Clock 
Tye  opr  hands  fall  ? did  not  you  fwear  you  lov’d  me  ? 

Did  hot  I court  ye,  coming  from  this  Gentlewomans .? 

zJMa.  Good  Sir,  go  fleep .-  for  if  I credit  hafve. 

She  was  in  my  arms  then,  abed. 

Sam.  I told  ye. 

Hyl.  Be  not  fo  confident. 

Dor.  By  th’  mafs,  fhe  muft.  Sir  •, 

For  Tie  no  Husband  here,  before  I know  him ; 

And  fo  good  morrow  to  ye : Come,  let’s  go  feek ’em. 

Sam.  I told  ye  what  ye  had  done. 

Hyl.  Is  the  Devil  ft ir ring  r 

Well,  go  with  me-,  for  now  I will  be  married.  {^Exeunt. 
SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Michael,  Valentine,  and  Alice. 

Mich.  I have  brought  him  back  again. 

Val.  Youhavedonea  friendfhip,  " 

Worthy  the  love  you  bear  me. 
zJMkh.  Would  he  had  fo  too. 

Val.  O he’sa  worthy  young  man. 

Mich.  When  all’s  try’d, 

I fear  you’ll  change  your  faith : bring  in  the  Gentleman. 

Enter  Francis,  Servant^  aAbbefsy  and  Cellide,  feverally. 

Val.  My  happy  Miftrefs  too ! now  Fortune  help  me, 

And  all  you  Stars  that  govern  chaft  defires 
Shine  fair,  and  lovely. 

cMb.  But  one  hour,  dear  Daughter, 

To  hear  your  Guardian,  what  he  can  deliver 
In  Loves  defence,  and  his '.  and  then  your  pleafure. 

Cell.  Though  much  unwilling,  you  have  made  me  yield. 
More  for  his  fake  I fee ; how  full  offorrow 

SweeL 
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Sweet  catching  forrow,  he  appears?  O love, 

That  thou  but  knew’It  to  heal,  asl^ellashurtus. 

zJ^ich.  Be  rul’d  by  me : 1 fee  hcf  eye  faft  on  him  .• 
And  what  ye  heard,  believe,  for’tisfocerUid 
; He  neither  dar’d,  nor  mull  oppofe  my  evidence , 
j And  be  you  wife,  young  Lady,  and  believe  too, 

This  man  you  love,  Sir  ? 
y'al.  As  1 love  my  foul.  Sir. 

This  man  you  put  into  a free  pofTefiion 
Of  what  his  wants  could  ask ; or  your  felf  render  ? 

Fal.  And  fhall  do  ftill. 
fJMich.  Nothing  wasbarr’d  his  liberty 
Bk  this  fair  Maid  \ that  friendlliip  firfl;  was  broken, 

And  you,  and  Ihe  abus’d  •,  next,  (to  my  forrow 
So  fair  a form  Ihould  hide  fo  dark  intentions) 
Hehathhimfelfconfefs’d  (my  purpofe  being 
Only  to  Hop  his  journey,  by  that  policy 
Of  laying  Felony  to  his  charge,  to  fright  the  Sailers) 
Divers  abufes  done.  Thefts  often  pradis’d, 

Monyes,  and  Jewels  too,  and  thofe  no  trifles. 

I Cell.  O where  have  Ibeftrew’d  my  faith  ! in  neither! 
j Let’s  in  for  ever  now,  there  is  venue. 

zy^tch.  Nay  do  not  wonder  at  it,  he  fhall  fay  it : 

Are  ye  not  guilty  thus? 

Frayj.  Yes;  O my  Fortune  ! 

1 zJ^ich.  To  give  a proof  1 fpcak  not  envioufly, 
i Look  here-,  do  you  know  thefe  Jewels? 

Cell.  In,  good  Mother. 

Thomas,  Dorothy,  WMary;  Sebaftian, 
a»a  Launcclot. 


He  told  me  of  a Nurfe  that  w’aited  on  me, 

Butfhe,  poorfoul,  he  faid  was  killed. 

A Letter  too  1 had  enclos’d  within  me, 

To  one  Cafiruccioa.  Venetian  Merchant, 

To  bring  me  up .-  the  man,  when  years  allow’d  me. 

And  want  of  friends  compell’d,  I fought,  but  found  him’ 
Long  dead  before,  and  all  my  hopes  gone  with  him. 

The  Wars  was  my  retreat  then,  and  my  travel 
In  which  I found  this  Gentlemans  free  bounty, 

For  which  Heaven  recompenc’d  him ; now  ye  l^ve  all. 

ral.  And  all  the  worldly  blifs  that  Heaven  can  fend  me, 
And  all  my  prayers  and  thanks. 

j^hce.  Down  o’ your  knees,  Sir, 

For  now  you  have  found  a Father,  and  that  Father 
That  will  not  venture  ye  again  in  Galleys. 

Mtch.  ’Tistrue,  believe  her.  Sir,  and  we  all  joy  with  ye. 
f^al.  My  befl  friend  ftill : my  deareft .-  now  Heaven  blefs 
And  make  me  wqrthy  of  this  benefit.  (thee. 

Now  my  beft  Miftrefs. 

Cel.  Now  Sir,  1 come  to  ye. 

No,  no,  let’s  in  Wench. 

Cell.  Not  for  the  world,  now.  Mother, 

And  thus.  Sir,  all  my  fervice  1 pay  to  you. 

And  all  my  love  to  him. 

ral.  And  may  it  profper, 

Take  her  Franafeo : now  no  more  youqg  C^Uidon, 

And  love  her  dearly,  for  thy  Father  docs  fo. 

Fran.  May  all  hate  feek  me  elfe,  and  thus  1 feal  it. 
yal.  Nothing  but  mirth  now,  friends. 

Fnter  Hylas  and  Sam. 


Ful.  Thefe  Jewels  1 have  known. 

Dor.  You  have  made  brave  fport. 

Fho.  rie  make  more,  if  I live  Wench, 

Nay  do  not  look  on  me  1 care  not  for  ye. 

Lan.  Do  you  fee  now  plain  ? that’s  Miftris  Dorothy., 

And  that’s  his  Miftris. 

Seb.  Peace,  let  my  joy  work  eafily, 

Ha,  boy!  art  there  my  boy  ? mine  own  boy.  Tow,  boy, 
HomeT^wce,  and  ftrike  a frefh  piece  of  Wine,  the  Town’s 
Fal.  Sure,  1 have  know  thefe  Jewels.  (ours, 

.Alice.  They  are  they,  certain. 

Fal.  Good  Heaven,  that  they  were. 

Alice,  rie  pawn  my  life  on’t. 

And  this  is  hei^  come  hither  Miftris  Dorothy, 

And  Miftris  Mary : who  docs  that  face  look  like ; 

And  view  my  Brother  well  ? 

Dor.  In  truth  like  him. 

' Ma.  Upon  my  troth  exceeding  like. 

I Mich.  Befhrcw  me, 

I But  much,  and  main  refcmblance,  both  of  face 
j And  lineaments  of  body ; now  Heaven  grant  it. 

{ AU.  My  Brother’s  full  ofpalTion,  rie  fpeak  to  him. 

' Now,  as  you  are  a Gentleman,  refolveme, 

; Where  did  you  get  thefe  Jewels? 

I Fran.  Now  Tie  tell  ye, 

I Becraife  blind  fortune  yet  may  make  me  happy, 

I Of  whom  I had  ’em  1 have  never  heard  yet, 

! But  from  my  infancy,  upon  this  arm 
i I ever  wore ’em, 

Ali.  ’T\s  Francifeo,  Brother, 

By  Heaven  I ty’d  ’em  on ; a little  more.  Sir, 

A little,  little  more,  what  parents  have  ye  ? 

Fra.  None, 

That  I know'  yet ; the  more  my  ftubborn  fortune, 

But  as  I heard  a Merchant  fay  that  bred  me. 

Who,  to  my  more  afflieftion,  dyed  a poor  man^ 

When  I reach’d  eighteen  years. 

Ali.  What  faid  that  Merchant  ? 

Fra.  He  laid,  an  infant,  in  the  Galleys, 

But  from  what  place  he  never  could  dired  me, 

I was  taken  in  a Sea-fight,  and  from  a Mariner, 

Out  of  his  manly  pity  he  redeem’d  me. 


Hyl.  Nay,  1 will  find  him. 

Sam.  What  do  allthefe  here  / 

Tho.  Y ou  are  a trufty  Husband, 

And  a hot  lover  too. 

Flyl.  Nay  then,  good  morrow’. 

Now  I perceive  the  Knavery. 

Sam.  I ftill  told  ye. 

Tho.  Stay,  or  I’le  make  ye  ftay ; come  hither,  Sifter. 

Fal.  Why  how  now  Miftris  Thomas  ? 

Tho.  Peace  a little. 

Thou  would’ft  fain  have  a Wife  f 
Hyl.  Not  I,  by  no  means. 

Tho.  Thoufhalt  have  a wife,  and  a fruitful  wife,  fori  find, 
That  I fhall  never  be  able  to  bring  thee  Children. 

Seb.  A notable  brave  boy. 

Hyl.  1 am  very  well,  Sir.  (a  year, 

Tho.  Thou  fhalt  be  better,/^'?'*^ >thou  haft  7 hundred  pound 
And  thou  fhalt  make  her  3 hundred  joynture. 

I Hyl.  No. 

I Tho.  Thou  fhalt  boy,  and  fhalt  beftow 

j Two  hundred  pound  in  Cloaths,  look  on  her, 

' A delicate  lufty  wench,  fhe  has  fifteen  hundred, 
j And  feafible : ftrike  hands,  or  I’le  ftrike  firft. 
i Dor.  You’lletme  like.^ 

; Mar.  He’s  a good  handfomc  fellow, 

j Play  not  the  fool. 

I Tho.  Strike,  Brother  quickly. 

1 /A?.  If  you  can  love  me,  well. 

Dor.  If  you  can  pleafe  me. 

Tho.  Try  that  out  foon,  I fay,  my  Brother  Hylas. 

Sam.  Take  her,  and  ufe  her  well,  fhe’sa  brave  Gcntlewo- 
Hyl.  You  muft  allow  me  another  Miftrifs.  (man. 

Dor.  Then  you  muft  allow  me  another  Servant. 

Hyl.  Well,  let’s  together  then,  a lufty  kindred. 

Seb.  rie  give  thee  five  hundred  pound  morefor  that  word. 
Ma.  Now  Sir,  for  you  and  I to  make  the  feaft  full. 

Tho,  No,  not  a bit,  you  arc  a vertuous  Lady, 

And  love  to  live  in  contemplation. 

Ma.  Come  fool,  I am  friends  now. 

Tho.  The  fool  fhall  not  ride  ye, 

There  lye  my  Woman,  now  my  man  again, 

And  now  for  travel  once  more. 


Seb. 
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Seb.  rie  barr  that  firft. 

Ma.  And  1 next. 

Tho.  Hold  your  felf  contented : for  I fay  I will  travel, 

And  fo  long  I will  travel,  till  I find  a Father 

That  I never  knew,  aqd  a Wife  that  1 never  look’d  for. 

And  a ftate  without  ex^edation. 

So  reft  you  merry -Gentlemen.  , 

Youfhallnot, 

Upon  my  faith,  1 love  you  now  extreamly. 

And  now  Tie  kifs  ye. 

Tho.  This  will  not  do  it,  Miftrefs. 

Why  when  we  are  married,  We’ldomore.  i 

Sih.  There’s  all  Boy,  i 

The  keyes  of  all  1 have,  come,  let’s  be  merry,  ' 

For  now  Ifte  thou  ai't'right. 

1 Tho.  Shall  we  toCJiUrch  ftraight  .^ 
r Val.  Now^reftntly,-  and  there  with  nuptial 

Tie  holy.Hrieft  ftall  make  \ e happy  -all, 

Tho.  Away  then,  fair  afore. 

Exemt. 

. T O T E 

noble  ho_no_urer 

O F THE  ../V 

Dead  Author’s  Works  and  Memory, 

' Mafter  ^ H A^R  L.E  S C 0 T t 0 N. 

1 * 

SIR, 

' ' ^ ^ ' 

MT  dire&ing  of  this  pece  unto  you ^ renders  me  obvious  to  many  con- 
jures^ ..  which  I would  willingly  p event  by  declaring  mine  own  and 
your  right  thereto.  Mine  was  the  fortune  to  be  made  the  unworthy 
preferver  of  it ; yours  Is  the  worthy  opinion  you  have  of  the  Author  and  his 
Poems  5 neither  can  it  eafily  be  determined^  whether  your  affection  to  them  hath 
made  you  (by  obferving)  more  able  to  judge  of  them^  than  your  ability  to  judge 
of  them  hath  made  you  to  affeB  them ^ defervedly^  not  partially.  In  this  pre- 
fumptuous  aB  of  mine  ^ I exprefs  my  twofold  ss^eal\  to  him  and  your  noble  felf 
who  have  built  him  a more  honourable  monument  in  that  fair  opinion  you 
have  of  him^  than  any  infcriptioU  fubjeB  to  the  wearing  of  time  can  be, 
Tou  will  find  him  in  this  Poem  as  aBive  as  in  others^  to  many  of  which  ^ the 
dull  apprehenfions  of  former  times  gave  but  fender  allowance  ^ from  malitious 
cufiom  more  than  reafon:  yet  they  have  fince  by  your  candid  felf  and  others^ 
been  clearly  vindicated,  Tou  foall  oblige  by  your  acceptance  of  this  achfioiv- 
ledgment  (which  is  the  befi  1 can  render  you^  mine  own  wea^  labours  being 
too  unworthy  your  judicious, perufalj  him  that  is  ambitious  to  be  Ipaown  ^ 

Tour  mofl  humble  Servant^ 

Richard  Brome. 
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Perfbns  RepreC 

Duke  of  Ferrara. 

Pctruccio,  Governour  tf/Bolognia. 

Don  John,  \tTvo  SpaniJ}}  Gentlemen^  and  Come- 

Frederick,  5 rades. 

Antonio,  an  old  fiout  Gentleman^  Kinfman  toPe- 
truccio. 

Three  Gentlemen,  friends  to  the  Duke, 

Two  Gentlemen,  friends  to  Petruccio. 

Francifco,  aMufician,  Antonio’s 

Peter  Vecchio,  aTeacher  of  Latine  and  a 

reputed  Wizard. 

r 

nted  in’ the  Play. 

r • 

Peter  andl  _ , 

Anthonie, ^ to  Don  John  4»^Frederick. 

A Surgeon, 

WOMEN. 

Conftancia,  Sifler  to  Petruccio,  and  Mijirifs  to  the 
Duky. 

Gentlevpoman,  Servant  to  Conftancia. 
old  Gentltvpoman,  Landlady  to  Don  John  and  Fre- 
derick. 

Conftancia,  a Whore  to  old  Antonio. 

Bawd. 

% • W ) 

The  Scene  Bolognia. 

> 

<^&Hs  Primus,  Scena  Prima, 

Enter  2.  Serving  men,  Peter  and  Anthony. 

Peter. WOULD  we  were  remov’d  from  this  town, 
H ( Anthony, 

I That  we  might  tafte  fomc  quiet  ■,  for  mine  own 

(part, 

I’m  almofl  melted  with  continual  trotting] 

After  enquiries,  dreams,  and  revelations, 

Of  whoknowswhom,  or  where?  ferve  wenching  foldicrs, 
That  knows  no  other  Paradife  hut  Plackets: 

I’ll  ferve  a Frieft  in  Lent  firft,  and  eat  Bell  ropes. 

Ant.  Thou  art  the  frow’ard’ft  fool' 

Pet,  Why,  good  tame  Anthonie  ? 

Tell  me  but  thisi  to  what  end  came  we  hither  ? 

Ant.  To  wait  upon  our  Mafters. 

Pet.  But  how,  Anthony  ? 

Anfwer  me  that ; refolve  me  there,  good  Anthony} 

Ant.  To  ferve  their  ufes. 

Pet.  Shew  your  ufes,  (^Anthony. 

Ant.  Tobeimploy’dinany  thing. 

Pet.  No  Anthony, 

i Not  any  thing  I take  it  •,  nor  that  tiling 
j We  travel  tod  ifeover,  like  newiflands^ 
j A fait  itch  ferve  fuch  ufes  *,  in  things  of  moment 

Concerning  things,  I grant  ye,  not  things  errant, 

Sweet  Ladies  things,  and  things  to  thank  the  Surgeon  j 

In  no  fuch  things,  fweet  Anthony,  put  cafe 

Ant.  Come,  come,  all  will  be  mended  *,  this  invifible  wo- 
Of  infinite  report  forfliape  and  vertue,  (man 

That  bred  usall  thistrouble  tonopurpofe. 

They  are  determin’d  now  no  more  to  think  on. 

But  fall  dole  to  their  ftudies. 

Pet.  Was  there  ever 

Men  known  to  run  mad  with  report  before  ? 

Or  wonder  after  they  know  not  where 

To  find?  or  if  found,  how  to  enjoy?  arc  mens  brains 

Made  nowadays  of  malt,  that  their  affedtions 

Arc  never  fobet  ? but  like  drunken  People 

Founder  at  every  now  Fame  ? 1 do  believe  too 

That  men  in  love  arc  ever  drunk,  as  drunken  men 

Are  ever  loving. 

Ant.  Prithee  be  thou  Ibber, 

And  know,  that  they  are  none  of  thofe,  not  guikv 

Of  the  leaft  vanity  of  love,  only  a doubt 

Fame  might  too  far  report,  or  rather  flatter 

The  Graces  of  this  Woman,  made  them  curious 

To  find  the  truth,  which  fince  they  find  fo  blocked 

And 
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And  lockc  up  from  their  fearches,  they  are  now  fetled 
To  give  the  wonder  over, 
j Pet.  Would  they  were  fetled 
I T 0 give  me  fo^e  new  flioos  too : for  I’ll  be  fworn 
i Thefe  are  e’en  worn  out  to  the  reafonable  fouls 
' In  their  good  worlhips  bufinefs  \ and  fome  flecp 
j Would  not  do  much  amifs,  unlefs  they  mean 
I To  make  a Bell  man  on  me  ; and  what  now 
I Meantheytoftudy,  i^tithony,  moral  Philolbphy 
'■  After  their  mar-all  women  ? 

I Ant.  Mar  a fools  head. 

j Pet.  ’Twill  mar  two  fools  heads  and  they  take  not  heed, 
j Befides  the  Giblets  to  ’em. 

Ant.  Will  you  walk,  Sir, 

And  talk  more  out  of  hearing  ? your  fools  head 
May  chance  to  find  a wooden  night  cap  elfe. 

Pet,  I never  layin  any. 

Enter  Don  John,  Frederick. 

Ant.  Then  leave  your  lying, 

And  your  blind  prophefying : here  they  corrie, 

You  had  bell:  tell  them  as  much. 

Pet.  I am  no  tell-tale.  ^iExeunt. 

John.  I would  we  could  have  feen  her  though ; for  fure 
She  mull  be  fome  rare  Creature,  or  Report  lies. 

All  mens  Reports  too. 

Fred.  I could  well  wifh  I had  feen  her ; 

But  fince  Ihe  is  fo  conceal’d,  fo  beyond  venture  , 

Kept  and  preferv’d  from  view,  fo  like  a Paradife, 

Plac’d  where  no  knowledge  can  come  near  her  ^^jfo guarded, 
As ’twere  impoffible,  though  known,  to  reach  her, 

I have  made  up  my  belief.  , . 

John.  Hang  me  from  this  hour 
If  I more  think  upon  her,  or  believe  her^ 

But  as  Ihe  came  a ftrong  Report  unto  me,  , 

So  the  next  Fame  lhalllofe  her.  r- 

Fred.  ’Tis  the  next  way  •, 

But  whither  are  you  walking  i* 

John.  My  old  Round  . •'i 

After  my  meat,  and  then  to  Bed. 

Fred.  ’Tis  healthful. 

John.  Will  not  you  ftir  ? 

Fred.  I have  a little  bufinefs. 

Joh.  Upon  my  life  this  Lady  ftill — 

Fred.  Then  you  will  lofe  it.  ^ , 

John.  ’Pray  let’s  walk  together. 

Fred.  Now  I cannot.  ' : 

John.  I have  fomething  to  impart. 

Fred.  An  hour  hence 
I will  not  mifs  to  meet  you. 

John.  Where  ? 

Fred.  I’th’  high  Ilreet ; 

For  not  to  lie,  I have  a few  Devotions 
Todofirft,  then  I am  yours. 

John.  Remember.  ffATfwwr. 

SCENE  11. 

fwfer  Petruchio,  Antonio,  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Cut  his  wind-pipe  I fay. 

I Cjent.  Fye,  tyfntonio. 

Ant.  Or  knock  his  brains  out  firfl:,  and  then  forgive  him. 
If  you  do  thrufl,  be  fore  it  be  to  th’hilts, 

A Surgeon  may  fee  through  him. 

1 Gent.  You  are  too  violent. 

2 Gent.  Too  open  undifereet. 

Pet.  Am  I not  ruin’d  ? 

The  honour  of  my  houfe  crack’d  my  bloud  poyfon’d  ? 

My  Credit  and  my  Name  > 

2 Gent.  Be  fure  it  be  fo. 

Before  ye  ufe  this  violence : Let  not  doubt, 

And  a fufpedting  anger  fo  much  fway  ye. 

Your  wifedom  may  be  queftion’d. 

Ant.  I fay  kill  him  j 
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And  then  difputethecaufe;  cutoff  whatniay  be, 

And  what  is  fhall  befafe. 

2 Gent.  Hang  up  a true  man, 

Becaufe  ’tis  poffible  he  may  be  thievilh! 

Alas,  is  this  good  Juftice? 

Pit.  I know  as  certain 
As  day  mull;  come  again , as  clear  as  truth. 

And  open  as  belief  can  lay  it  to  me. 

That  I am  baiely  wrong’d,  vvrong’d  above  recorapence  *, 

Malicicufly  abus’d,  blalted  for  ever 

In  name  and  honour,  loft  to  all  remembrance , 

But  what  is  fmear’d,  and  fliamefu]  1 mufc  kill  him, 
Necelfity  compells  me. 

1 (^ent.  But  think  better. 

Pet.  There  is  no  other  cure  left  yet  vvitnefs  with  me. 

All  that  is  fair  in  man,  all  that  is  noble, 

I am  not  greedy  of  this  life  1 feek  for, 

Nor  thirlttolhed  mans  blood,  and  would ’twere  poflible, 

I wifh  it  with  my  foul,  fo  much  I tremble 
To  offend  the  facred  Image  of  my  Maker, 

My  Sword  could  only  kill  his  Crimes no,  ’tiS  honour, 
Honour,  my  noble  friends,  that  Idol,  Honour, 

That  all  the  world  now  wordiips,  not  Petruchio 
Mufldo  this  Juftice. 

Ant.  Let  it  once  be  done. 

And  ’tis  no  matter,  whether  you,  or  honour, 

Or  both,  be  acceffary. 

2 Gent.  Do  you  weigh,  Tetrnchio, 

The  value  of  the  perfon,  power,  and  greatnefs, 

And  what  thisfpark  may  kindle  ? 

Pet.  To  perform  it, 

So  much  I am  ty’d  to  Reputation, 

And  Credit  of  my  houfe,  let  it  raife  wild-fires. 

That  all  this  Dukedom  fmoak,  and  ftorms  that  tofs  me 
Into  the  waves  of  everlafting  mine. 

Yet  I muft  through  •,  if  ye  dare  fide  me. 

Ant.  Dare? 

Pet.  Y’are  friends  indeed,  if  not. 

2 Gent.  Here’s  none  flyes  from  you, 

Dokin  whatdefign  yepleafe,  we’ll  back  ye. 

1 Gent.  But  then  be  fure  ye  kill  him. 

2 gent.  Isthecaufe 

So  mortal,  nothing  but  his  life  ? 

Pet.  Believe  me, 

A lefs  offence  has  been  the  defolation 
Of  a whole  name, 

2 Gent.  No  other  way  to  purge  it  ? 

Pet.  There  is,  but  never  to  be  hoped  for. 

2 Gent.  Think  an  hour  more. 

And  if  then  ye  find  no  fafer  Road  to  guide  ye. 

We’ll  fet  up  our  Refts  too. 

Ant.  Mine’s  up  already. 

And  hang  him  for  my  part 
Goes  lefs  than  life. 

2 Gent.  If  we  fee  noble  caufe,  ’tis  like  our  Swords 
May  be  as  free  and  forward  as  your  words.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Don  John, 

John.  Thecivilorder  of  this  Town,  'Bologna^ 

Makes  it  belov’d  and  honour’d  of  all  Travellers, 

As  a mofl:  fafe  retirement  in  all  troubles  *, 

Bcfide  the  wholfome  feat,  and  noble  temper 
Of  thole  minds  that  inhabit  it,  fafely  wife, 

And  to  all  Itrangers  vertuous  But  1 fee 
My  admiration  has  drawn  night  upon  me, 

And  longer  to  expefl  my  friend  may  pull  me 
Into  fufpicion  of  too  late  a ftirrer. 

Which  all  good  Governments  are  jealous  of. 

I’ll  home,  and  think  at  liberty : yet  certain, 

’Tis  not  fo  far  night  as  1 thought  •,  for  fee, 

A fair  houfe  yet  ftands  open,  yet  all  about  it 

Are  clofe,  and  no  lights  ftirring,  there  may  be  foul  play ; 
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rie  venture  to  look  in ; if  there  be  knaves, 

I may  d 0 a good  office.  (woman  wiihin. 

Within.  Signieur? 

John.  What?  how  is  this? 

Within.  5ignieur  Fabritio  ? 

John,  rie  go  nearer. 

Within.  Fabritio  ? 

Joh.  This  is  a womans  tongue, here  may  be  good  done. 
Within.  Who’s  there  ? 

; Fabritio  ? 

John.  I . 

Within.  Where  are  ye  ? 

Joh.  Here. 

Within.  Ocome,  for  Heavens  fake ! 

Joh.  I mull  fee  what  this  means. 

Enter  Woman  with  a Child. 

Within.  I have  ftay’d  this  long  hour  for  you,  make  no 
For  things  are  in  ftrange  trouble ; here,  be  lecret,  (noife, 
’Tis  worth  your  care  •,  begon  now  •,  more  eyes  watch  us, 

* Thunmaybefor  ourfafetics. 

} Joh.  Hark  ye  ? ^ . 

Within.  Peace:  good  night. 

Joh.  She  is  gone,  and  1 am  loaden  i fortune  for  me ; 

It  weighs  well,  and  it  feels  well ; it  may  chance 
To  be  fome  pack  of  worth  : byth’  mafs  ’tis  heavie  j 
If  it  be  Coyn  or  Jewels,  ’tis  worth  welcom  : 

Tie  ne’reretufe  a fortune  : I am  confident 
’Tis  of  nocommon  price  : now  to  my  lodging; 

Ifit  hitright,  Tie  blefs  this  night.  ^Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  ’Tis  llrangc,  ' 

I cannot  meet  him  •,  fure  he  has  cncountred 
Some  light  0’  love  or  other,  and  there  means 
To  play  at  in  and  in  for  this  night.  Well  Don  John, 
Ifyoudofpringaleak,  orget  anitch, 

Till  ye  claw  off  your  curl’d  pate,  thank  yoUr  night- walks'^ 
You  muff:  be  ffill  abootehalling:  one  round  more, 

Though  it  be  late.  Tie  venture  to  difeover  ye,  ^ t , 

I do  not  like  your  out-leaps.  E 

SCENE  V.  ‘ ‘ 

Enter  Duke,  and  3 Gentlemen. 

Duke.  Welcom  to  Town,  are  ye  all  fit  ? 

1 gent.  To  point  Sir. 

‘Duke.  Where  are  the  horles  ? 

I 2 gent.  Where  they  were  appointed. 

Duke.  Be  private,  and  whatfoever  fortune 
Offer  it  ll'lf,  let’s  fland  fure. 

3 Gent.  Fear  not  us, 

E’re  ye  lhall  he  endangered,  or  deluded. 

We’ll  make  a black  night  on’t. 

Duke.  No  more,  I know  it  •, 

You  know  your  Quarters.'’ 

I Gent.  Will  you  go  alone  Sir  ? 

Du.  Ye  (hall  not  be  far  from  me,  »lie  leafl:  noife 
Shall  bring  yc  to  my  refcuc. 

zGent.  We  are counfelTd.  [.Exeunt. 

SCENE  'VI. 

Enter  Don  Jolin.  - 

John.  Was  ever  man  fo  paid  for  being  curious  ? 

Ever  fo  bob’d  for  fearching  out  adventures. 

As  I am  ? did  the  Devil  lead  me  ? muff  I needs  be  peeping 
Into  mens  houfes  where  I had  no  bufinefs, 

And  make  my  felfa  milchief  ? *Tk  well  carried  ; 

I muff  take  other  mens  occafions  on  me. 

And  be  I know  not  whom : raoff  finely  handled  : 

I What  have  I got  by  this  now  ? what’s  the  purchale  ? 


A piece  of  evening  Arras  work,  a child, 

Indeed  an  Infidel ; this  comes  of  peeping  .• 
Alumpgotoutol  lazinefs  *,  good  white  bread 
Let’s  have  no  bawling  with  ye ; ’fdeath,  have  I 
Known  wenches  thus  long,  all  the  ways  of  wencHcs, 

Their  fnares  and  fubtilties  ? have  I read  over  * ’ r; 

All  their  School  learnings,  div’d  into  their  quidiJits, 

And  am  I now  bum  fidled  with  a-’Baffard'?  ' 

Fetch’d  over  with  a Card  of  five,  and  in  mine  old  days. 

After  the  dire  maflacre  of  a million 
Of  Maiden  heads  ? caught  the  common  way,i’th’  night  too 
Linder  anothers  name,  to  make  the  matter 
Carry  more  weight  about  it  ? well  Don  John, 

Y ou  will  be  wifer  one  day,  when  ye  have  purchas’d 
A heavy  of  thefe  Butter-prints  together, 

U'ith  fearching  out  conceal’d  iniquities, 

Without  commiffion  : why,  it  would  never  grieve  me,  . 

If  1 had  got  this  Ginger-bread : never  ftirr’d  me, 

So  I had  had  a ffroak  fof’t : ’t  had  been  Juff ice 

Then  to  have  kept  it  •,  but  to  raife  a dayric 

For  other  mens  adulteries,  confume  my  ftif  in  candles. 

And  fcowring  works,  in  Nurfes  Bells  and  Babies, 

Only  for  charity,  for  meer  1 thank  you, 

A littli  trbubles  me : the  leaff  touch  for  it. 

Had  but  my  breeches  got  it,  had  contented  me. 

Whofe  e’re  it  is,  fure ’t  had  a wealthy  Mother, 

For  ’tis  well  cloathed,  and  if  I be  not  cozen’d. 

Well  lin’d  within : to  leave  it  here  were  barbarous. 

And  ten  to  one  would  kill  it : a more  fin  '' 

Then  his  that  got  it : well,  I will  difpole  on’t. 

And  keep  it,  as  they  keep  deaths  heads  in  rings,  ' 

To  cry  memento  to  me no  more  peeping.  l 

Nowall  the  danger  is  to  qualifie 
The  good  old  gentlewoman,  at  whofe  houfe  we  live, 

For  Ihe  will  fall  upon  me  with  a Catcchifm 
Of  four  hours  long : I muff  endure  all  3 < 

For  I will  know  this  Mother .-  Come  good  wohder, 

Let  you  and  I be  jogging : your  ffarv’d  trebb  le 

Will  waken  the  rude  watch  el fe : all  that  be 

Curious  night-walkers,  may  they  find  my  fee.  [.E.xit. 

I 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  Sure  he’s  gone  home : 

I have  beaten  all  the  purlews. 

But  cannot  bolt  him .-  if  he  be  a bobbing, 

’Tis  not  my  care  can  cure  him  *.  To  morrow  morning 

I ffiall  have  further  knowledge  from  a Surgeon’s 

Where  he  lyes  moor’d,  to  mend  his  leaks. 

Enter  Conffantia. 

Con.  I’m  ready. 

And  through  a world  of  dangers  am  flown  to  yc. 

Be  full  of  haffc  and  care,  we  arc  undone  elfe ; 

Where  are  your  people?which  way  muff  we  travel.^ 

For  Heaven  fake  ffay  not  here  Sir. 

Fred.  What  may  this  prove  t 

Con.  Alas  I am  miffaken,  loft,  undone. 

For  ever  perilh’d , Sir,  for  I leaven  lake  tell  me. 

Are  ye  a Gentleman  ? 

Fred.  I am. 

Con.  Of  this  place? 

Fred.  No,  born  in  Soain. 

Con.  As  ever  you  lov'd  honour,  | 

As  ever  your  defires  may  gain  their  ends, 

Do  a poor  wretched  woman  but  this  benefit,  I 

For  I am  forc’d  to  truft  ye.  ‘ 

Fred.  Y’ave  charm’d  me. 

Humanity  and  honour  bids  me  help  ye  ; ! 

And  if  1 fail  your  truff . 

Con.  The  time’s  too  dangerous  | 

To  ffay  your  proteftations  .*  1 believe  ye, 

Alas,  I muft  believe  ye:  From  this  place,  | 

Good 
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Good  noble  Sir,  'remove  me  inftantly,  \ 

And  for  a time,  where  nothing  but  your  felf, 
j And  honefl;  converfation  may  come  near  me, 

In  fbme  fecure  place  fertle  me ; what  I am 
And  why  thus  boldly  I commit  my  credit 
Into  a ftrangers  hand,  the  fears  and  dangers, 
j That  force  me  to  this  wiIdcourfe,at  morefeifure 
I (hall  reveal  unto  you, 
j Fred.  Come,  be  hearty, 
i He  muftitnke  through  my  life  that  takes  from  me. 

{_ExCH7Jt, 

I SCENE  VIII. 

I Enter  Petfuchio,  Antonio,  and  2 Gent. 

I Petr.  He  will  fure  come.  'Are  ye  well  arnri’d  ? 
j4nt.  Never  fear  us. 

Here’s  that  will  make  ’em  dance  without  a Fiddle.  • 

Tetr.  We  are  to  look  for  no  weak  foes,  my  friends, 

Nor  unadvifed  onc^. 

u4nt.  Belt  gamefters  make  the  belt  game, 

We  fhall  fight  clofe  and  haildfom  then, 

I Gent.  (tAntonio.! 

You  are  a thought  too  bloudy. 

eyPnt.  Why?  all  Phyficians 
And  penny  Almanacks  allow  the  opening 
Of  veins  this  moneth  : why  do  ye  talk  of  bloudy  ? 

What  come  we  for,  to  fall  to  cuffes  fbrapplcs  ? 

What,  would  ye  make  the'eaufe  a Cudgel  quarrel  ? 

On  what  terms  Hands  this  man  ? is  not  his  honour 
Open’d  to  his  hand,  and'picfct  out  like  an  Oyfter  ? 

His  credit  like  a quart  pot  knockt  together. 

Able  to  hold  no  liquor  ? dear  but  this  point. 

^etr.  Speak  foftly,  gentle  coufin. 

Ant.  Tie  fpeak  truly  3 

What  Ihould  men  do  ally^d  to  thefe  difgraces. 

Lick  o’re  his  enemie,  fit  down,  and  dance  him 
j 2 gent.  You  arc  as  far  6’th’,bow  hand  now. 

Ant.  And  crie  •, 

That’s  my  fine  boy,  thou  wilt  do  fo  no  more  child,  * 

Petr.  Here  are  no  fuch  cold  pities. 

Ant.  By  Saint  Jaque: 

They  fhall  not  find  me  one ; here’s  old  tough  Andrevp, 

A fpecial  friend  of  mine,  and  he  but  hold, 

rie  flrike  ’em  fuch  a hornpipe  : knocks  I come  for, 

And  the  beft  bloud  I light  on  ^ I profefs  it, 

Nottofeare  Colter- mongers  ^ If  I lofe  mine  own, 

Mine  audits  call,  and  farewel  five  and  fifty. 

Pet.  Let’s  talk  no  longer,  place  your  felves  with  filence, 
As  I diredted  ye,  and  when  time  calls  us, 

As  ye  are  friends,  fO  fhew  your  felves. 

tAnt.  So  be  it.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Don  John,  and  his  Land-lady. 

Land.  Nay  Son,  if  this  be  your  regard. 

John.  Good  Mother. 

Lan.  Good  me  no  goods ; your  coufin, and  your  felf 
Are  welcom  to  me,  whilfl  you  bear  your  lelves 
Like  honefl  and  true  Gentlemen  .•  Bring  hither 
To  my  houle,  that  have  ever  been  reputed 
A Gentlewoman  ofa  decent,  and  fair  carriage, 

And  fo  behav’d  my  felf 

John.  I know  ye  have. 

Lan.  Bring  hither,  as  I fay,  to  make  my  name 
Stink  in  my  neighbours  noflrils  ? your  Devifes, 

Your  Brats,  got  out  of  AHigant,  and  broken  oaths? 

Your  Linfey  Wooify  work,  yourhafty  puddings? 

I,  fuller  up  your  filch’d  iniquities  ? 

Y’are  deceiv’d  in  me.  Sir,  I am  none 
Ofthofe  receivers. 

John.  Have  I notfworn  unto  you, 

’Tis  none  of  mine,  and  fhew’d  you  how  1 found  it  ? 

La>jd.  Ye  found  an  eafie  fool  that  let  you  get  it. 
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She  had  better  have  worn  palierns. 

John.  Will  ye  hear  me  ? ( ends, 

Lan.  Oaths?  what  do  you  care  for  oaths  to  gain  your 
When  ye  are  high  and  pamper’d?  What  Saint  know  ye  f 
Or  what  Religion,  but  your  purpos’d  levvdnefs. 

Is  to  be  look'd  for  of  ye.?;  nay,  I will  tell  ye. 

You  will  then  fwcar  like  accus’d  Cut-purfes, 

As  far  offtruth  too  \ and  lye  beyond  all  Faulconers : 

I’me  fick  to  fee  this  dealing. 

John.  Heaven  forbid  Mother. 

Lan.  Nay,  I am  very  lick. 

John.  Who  waits  there? 

<iAnt.  Sir.  f mtlr.n. 

. John.  Bring  down  the  bottle  ofCanary  wine. 

Lan.  Exceeding  fick,  Heav’nfielp  me. 

John.  Hafle  ye  Sirrah, 

I mufl  ev’n  make  her  drunk  ^ nay  gentle  mother. 

Lan.  Now  fie  upon  ye,  was  it  for  this  puipofe 
You  fetch’d  your  evening  walks  for  yourdigeltions, 

For  this  pretended  holinefs  ? no  weather. 

Not  before  day  could  hold  ye  from  the  Matins. 

Were  thefe  your  bo  peep  prayers?  ye’have  pray’d  well. 

And  with  a learned  zeal  .•  watcht  well  too , your  Saint 
It  feems  was  pleas’d  as  well : Hill  fickcr,  ficker. 

Enter  Anthony,  rvith  a bottle  of  wine. 

Joh.  There  is  no  talking  to  her  till  1 have  drcncht  her. 
Give  me : here  mother  take  a good  round  draught, 

’T will  purge  Ipleen  from  your  fpirits : deeper  mother. 

Lan.  I,  I,  fon,  you  imagine  this  will  mend  all, 

John.  All  i’  faith  Mother. 

Lan.  I confefs  the  Wine 
Will  do  his  part. 

John.  Tie  pledge  ye. 

Lan.  But  fon  John. 

Joh.  I know  your  meaning  mother  •,  touch  it  once  more, 
Alas  you  look  not  well  ^ take  a round  draught. 

It  warms  the  bloud  well,  and  reflores  the  colour, 

And  then  we’ll  talk  at  large. 

Land.  A civil  Gentleman  ? 

A ftranger  ? one  the  Town  holds  a good  regard  of  ? 

John.  Nay  I will  filence  thee.  j 

Lan.  One  that  Ihould  weigh  his  fair  name  ? oh,  a Hitch .'  j 
Joh.  There’s  nothing  better  for  a flitch,  good  Mother,  | 
Make  no  fpare  of  it,  as  you  love  your  health. 

Mince  not  the  matter. 

Land.  As  I laid,  a Gentleman, 

Lodge  in  my  houfe  now  heav’ns  my  comfort,  Signior ! 

John.  I look’d  for  this. 

Lan.  I did  not  think  you  would  have  us’d  me  thus } 

A w'oman  of  my  credit ; one,  heaven  knows, 

That  lov’d  you  but  too  tenderly. 

John.  Dear  Mother, 

lever  found  your kindnefs,  and  knowledge  it.  } 

Lan.  No,  no,  lama  fool  to  counfel  ye.  Where’s  the  in-  j 
Come,  let’s  fee  your  Workmanlhip.  ( fant  ? ' 

John.  None  of  mine,  Mother, 

But  there ’tis,  and  a luHyone. 

Land.  Heaven  blefs  thee. 

Thou  hadfl  a hafly  making  •,  but  the  befl  is, 

’Tis  many  a good  mans  fortune ; as  I live 
Your  own  eyes  Signior,  and  the  nether  lip 
As  like  ye,  as  ye  had  fpit  it. 

John.  I am  glad  on’t. 

Lan.  Blefs  me,  what  things  are  thefe  > 

John.  I thought  my  labour 
Was  not  all  loH,  ’tis  gold,  and  thefe  are  jewels, 

Both  rich,  and  right  I hope. 

Lan.  Well , well  fon  John., 

1 fee  ye  are  a wood  man,  and  can  chufe 

Your  dear,  though  it  be  i’th’  dark,  all  your  diferetion 

Is  not  yet  loH  •,  this  was  w’ell  clapt  aboard  : 

Here  I am  with  you  now  •,  when  as  they  fay 

Your  pleafure  comes  with  profit’,  when  ye  mufl  needs  do, 
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Do  where  ye  may  be  done  to,  ’tis  a wifedom 
Becomes  a young  man  well  : be  fure  of  one  thingj 
Lofe  not  your  labour  and  your  time  together,  . 

It  feafonsofafool.  Ton,  time  is  pretious, 

Work  wary  whilll  ye  have  it ; fince  ye  mull  traffick 
Sometimes  this  flippery  way,  take  fure  hold  Signior, 

Trade  with  no  broken  Merchants,  make  your  lading. 

As  you  would  make  your  reft,  adventuroufly. 

But  with  advantage  ever. 

John.  All  this  time  Mother, 

The  child  wants  looking  to,  wants  meat  and  Nurfes. 

Lan.  Now  blelTing  o’  thy  care  •,  it  (hall  have  all, 

And  inftantly ; Tie  (eek  a Nurfe  my  felf,  fon  •, 

’Tisa  fweetchild  : ah  my  young  Spaniard, 

Take  you  no  further  care  Sir. 

John.  Yes  of  thefe  Jewels, 

I  muft  by  your  leave  Mother ; theft  are  yours. 

To  make  your  care  the  ftronger  : for  the  reft 
I’le  find  a Maftcr  *,  the  gold  for  bringing  up  on’t, 

I freely  render  to  your  charge. 

LAn.  No  more  words. 

Nor  no  more  children,  (good  fon)  as  you  love  me. 

This  may  do  well. 

John.  1 (hall  obftrve  your  Morals. 

But  where’s  Don  Frederick^  Mother  ? 

Lan.  Ten  to  one 

About  the  like  adventure : he  told  me, 

He  was  to  find  you  out.  C E.vit. 

John.  Why  (hould  he  (lay  thus  ? 

There  may  be  fome  ill  chance  in’t ; (Icep  I will  not. 

Before  I have  found  him .-  now  this  woman’s  pleas’d, 

I’le  leek  my  friend  out,  and  my  care  is  eas’d.  {E.xit. 

SCENE  X. 

Enter  Duke,  and  Gentlemen. 

1 ^ent.  Believe  Sir,  ’tis  as  polTiblc  to  do  it, 

As  to  remove  the  City  •,  the  main  fadion 

Swarm  though  the  ftrects  like  hornets,  arm’d  with  angers 
Able  to  ruine  States  : no  fafety  left  us. 

Nor  means  to  dye  like  men,  if  inftantly 
You  draw  not  back  again. 

‘Duke.  May  he  be  drawn 
And  quarter’d  too,  that  turns  now  ^ were  I furer 
Of  death  than  thou  art  of  thy  fears,  and  with  death 
j More  than  thoft  fears  are  too. 

, I (Jent.  Sir,  I fear  not. 

j Dh.  1 would  not  crack  my  vow,ftart  from  my  honour, 
j Bccauft  I may  find  danger  *,  wound  my  foul, 

Tokeepmy  body  fafe.  iCent,  1 fpeak  not  Sir, 

I Out  of  a bal'enefs  to  you.  Dii.  No,  nor  do  not 
Out  of  a bafenefs  leave  me : what  is  danger. 

More  than  the  weaknefs  ofour  apprehensions  ? 

' A poor  cold  part  o’th’  bloud  ? who  takes  it  hold  of  ? 

I Cowards,  and  wicked  livers : valiant  minds 
I Were  made  the  Mailers  of  it-.and  as  hearty  Sea-raen 
J In  defperate  ftorms,ftcm  with  a little  Rudder 
: The  tumbling  mines  of  the  Ocean ; 

I So  with  their  caufe  and  fwords  do  they  do  dangers. 

Say  we  were  fure  to  dye  all  in  this  venture, 

I As  1 am  confident  againft  it : is  there  any 
I Amongft  us  of  fo  fat  a fenfe,  fo  pamper’d. 

Would  chuft  lu.xurioudy  to  lye  a bed, 

And  purge  away  his  fpirit,  fend  his  foul  out 
In  Sugar-fops,  and  Syrups  ? Give  me  dying 
As  dying  ought  to  be,  upon  mine  enemy. 

Parting  with  man  kind,  by  a man  that’s  manly : 

Let  ’em  be  all  the  world,  and  bring  along 
Cain's  envy  with  ’em,  I will  on. 

2 gent.  You  may  Sir, 

But  with  what  fafety  ? 

I Gent.  Since  ’tis come  to  dying. 

You  (hall  perceive  Sir,here  be  thole  amongft  us 
Can  dye  as  decently  as  other  men. 


And  with  as  little  cermony : on  brave  Sir. 
Duke.  Tnat’s  fpoken  heartily. 

1 Gent.  And  he  that  flinches , 

May  he  dye  lowzie  in  a ditch. 

Duke.  No  more  dying, 

There’s  no  fuch  danger  in  it : 

What’s  a clock  .<* 

3  Gent.  Somewhat  above  your  hour. 

Duke.  Away  then  quickly. 

Make  no  noife,  and  no  truble  will  attend  us. 


\Exeimt. 


SCENE  XI. 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Peter,  (vtith  a candle.) 

Fred.  Give  me  the  candle : fo,go  you  out  that  way. 

Peter.  What  have  we  now  to  do  ? 

Fred.  And  o’  your  life  Sirrah, 

Let  none  come  near  the  door  without  ray  knowledge, 
NonotmyLandIady,nor  my  friend.  Peter.  ’Tis  done  Sir. 
Fred.  Nor  any  ferious  bufinefs  that  concerns  me. 

Peter.  Is  the  wind  there  again  ? 

Fred.  Be  gone.  Peter.  I am  Sir.  £ Exit. 


Enter  Conftantia. 


Ere.  Now  enter  without  fear. 


And  noble  Lady 


That  fafety  and  civility  ye  wilh’d  for 
Shall  truly  here  attend  you  .•  no  rude  tongue 
Nor  rough  behaviour  knows  this  place,  no  wifhes 
Beyond  the  moderation  of  a man. 

Dare  enter  here  \ your  own  defires  and  Innocence, 

Joyn’d  to  my  vow’d  obedience, (hall  protedl  you. 

Were  dangers  more  than  doubts.^ 

Conjl.  Ye  are  truly  noble. 

And  worth  a womans  truft : let  it  become  me,- 
( I do  befcech  you.  Sir  ) for  all  your  kindnefs, 

To  render  with  my  thanks,  this  worthlefs  trifle ; 

I may  be  longer  troublefome.  Fred.  Fairolfices 
Arc  Kill  their  ow-n  rewards : Heav’n  blefs  me  Lady 
From  felling  civil  courtefies : may  it  plcafe  ye. 

If  ye  will  force  a favour  to  oblige  me, 

Draw  but  that  cloud  afide,  to  (atisfie  me 
For  what  good  Angel  I am  engag’d. 

Onjl.  It  (hall  be, 

For  I am  truly  confident  ye  are  honeft  ; 

The  Piece  is  fcarce  worth  looking  on. 

Fred.  Truft  me 

The  abftrad  of  all  beauty,  foul  of  fweetnefs. 

Defend  me  honeft  thoughts,  I (hall  grow  wild  elfe  .* 

What  eyes  are  there,  rather  what  little  heavens. 

To  ftir  mens  contemplations.^  what  a Paradift 
Runs  through  each  part  (he  has  ? good  bloud  be  temperate  ; 
I muft  look  off:  too  excellent  an  object 
Confounds  the  fenfe  that  fees  it.  Noble  Lady, 

If  there  be  any  further  fervice  to  call  on  me. 

Let  it  be  worth  my  life,  fo  much  1 honour  ye, 

Or  the  engagement  of  whole  Families. 

Conjl.  Your  fervice  is  too  liberal,  worthy  Sir,' 

Thus  far  I (hall  entreat. 

Fred.  Command  me  Lady, 

You  make  your  pow'cr  too  poor. 

Cotjfi.  That  prefently 
With  all  convenient  halte,  you  would  retire 
Unto  the  ftreet  you  found  me  in. 

Fred.  ’Tis  done. 

Confl.  There,  if  you  find  a Gentleman  oppreft 
With  force  and  violence,  do  a mans  office. 

And  draw  your  fword  to  refeue  him. 

Fred.  He’s  (aft. 

Be  what  he  will,  and  let  his  foes  be  Devils, 

Arm’d  with  your  pity,  I (hall  conjure  ’em. 

Retire,  this  key  will  guide  ye : all  things  necedary 
Are  there  before  ye. 

All  my  prayers  go  with  ye.  \_ExH. 

Fred.  Ye  clap  on  proof  upon  me:  men  fay  gold 
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Does  all,  engages  all,  works  through  all  dangers.*  \ 

Now  I fay  beauty  can  do  more : The  Kings  Exchequer, 

Nor  all  his  wealthy  Ind'es^  could  not  draw  me 
Through  half  thofe  miferies  this  piece  of  pleafure 
Might  make  me  leap  into  .*  we  are  all  like  fea-Cards, 

All  our  endeavours  and  our  motions, 

( As  they  do  to  the  North  ) ftill  point  at  beauty. 

Still  at  the  faireft ; for  a handfom  woman, 

( Setting  my  foul  alide  ) it  (hould  go  hard. 

But  I would  ftrain  my  body ; yet  to  her, 

Unlefs  it  be  her  own  free  gratitude, 

Hopes  ye  lhall  dye,  and  thou  tongue  rot  within  me, 

E’re  I infringe  my  faith  .•  now  to  my  refcue. 


A^hs  Secundns.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Duke,  fnrfifed  by  Petruccio,  Antonio, 
and  that  Fabbion. 

Dake.'^^Ou  will  not  all  opprels  me  ? ( him. 

X rint.  Kill  him  i’th’  wanton  eye ; let  me  come  to 
Duke-  Then  ye  fhall  buy  me  dearly. 

Fetr.  Say  you  fo  Sir  ? 

yint.  1 fay  cut  his  Wezand,  fpoil  his  piping  •, 

Have  at  your  love-lick  heart  Sir. 

. ■\ 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  Sure  ’tis  fighting. 

My  friend  may  be  engag’d : fie  Gentlemen, 

This  is  unmanly  odds. 

Jint.  Tie  ftop  your  mouth  Sir.  CDu.falsdown, 

John.  Nay,  then  have  at  thee  freely ; s Don  John  be- 
There’s  a plumb  Sir  to  fatisfic  your  longing,  ^firides  him. 

Petr.  Away  .*  I hope  1 have  fped  him ; here  comes  refcue, 
We  lhall  be  endangered  .*  where’s  Antonio  ? 

Ant.  I mull  have  one  thrull  more  Sir. 

John.  Come  up  to  me. 

Ant.  A mifehief  confound  your  fingers. 

How  is’t? 
lyint.  Well  .* 

Ha’s  given  me  my  c^mttm  efl,  I felt  him 
In  my  fmall  guts,  I’me  fure,  has  feez’d  me  .* 

This  comes  of  lidingwithye. 

2 Gent.  Can  you  go  Sir  ? 

Ant.  I fhould  go  man,  and  my  head  were  off. 

Never  talk  of  going. 

Petr.  Come,  all  fhall  be  well  then, 

I hear  more  reltue  coniing. 

Enter  the  Dukes  Fablion. 

• 

Ant.  Let’s  turn  back  then  ^ 

My  skull’s  uncloven  yet,  let  me  but  kill. 

Tetr.  Aw'ay  for  Heaven  fake  v/ith  him. 

John.  How  is’t.? 

Duke.  Well  Sir, 

Only  a little  llagger’d. 

Fabbion  Duke.  Let’s  purlue  ’em. 

jDa.No  not  a man,  I charge  ye  .*  thanks  good  coat. 

Thou  hall  fav’d  me  a Ihrewd  welcom : ’twas  put  home  too, 
With  a good  mind  I’me  fureon’t. 

John.  Are  ye  fafe  then.? 

Duke.  My  thanks  to  you  brave  Sir,whole  timely  valour, 
And  manly  courtefie  came  to  my  refcue. 

John.  Ye’had  foul  play  offer’d  ye,  and  lliame  befal  him 
That  can  pafs  by  oppreltion. 

Duke.  May  1 crave  Sir, 

But  thus  much  honour  more,  to  know  your  name .? 

And  him  I am  fo  bound  to .? 

John.  For  the  Bond  Sir, 

’Tis  every  good  manstye  : to  know  me  further 
Will  little  profit  ye  ; 1 amaffranger. 

My  Country  Spain  *,  my  name  Don  John,  a Gentleman 
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That  lye  here  for  my  lludy. 

Duke.  I have  heard  Sir, 

Much  worthy  mention  of  ye,  yet  I find 
Famefhortof  what  ye  are. 

John.  You  are  pleas’d  Sir, 

To  exprefs  your  courtefie:  may  I demand 
As  freely  what  you  are,  and  what  mifchance 
Call  you  into  this  danger? 

D/ike.  For  this  prefen  t 
I muff  defire  your  pardon ; you  lhall  know  m.e 
E’re  it  be  long  Sir,  and  a nobler  thanks 
Than  now  my  will  can  render. 

John.  Your  will’s  your  own  Sir. 

Duke.  What  is’t  you  look  for  fir, have  you  lott  any  thing? 
John.  Only  my  hat  i’th’ feuffle fure  thefe  fellows 
Were  night-fnaps. 

Duke.  No,  believe  Sir : pray  ye  ufe  mine. 

For  ’twill  be  hard  to  find  your  own  now. 

John.  No  Sir. 

Du.  Indeed  ye  lhall,  1 can  command  another ; 

I do  beleech  ye  honour  me, 

John.  I will  Sir, 

And  fo  rie  take  my  leave. 

Duke.  Within  thefe  few  days 
I hope  I lhall  be  happy  in  your  knowledge, 

Till  when  I love  your  memory.  Duke,  &c. 

John.  I yours. 

This  is  fome  noble  fellow. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  ’Tis  is  tongue  fure. 

Don  John  -? 

John.  Don  Frederick^ 

Fred.  Ye’re  fairly  met  Sir: 

I thought  ye  had  been  a Bat-fowling  .*  prethee  tell  me, 
What  Revelations  haft  thou  had  to  night. 

That  home  was  never  thought  of  ? 

John.  Revelations? 

Tie  tell  thee  Frederick,^  but  before  I tell  thee, 

Settle  thy  underftanding. 

Fred.  ’Tis prepar’d.  Sir.  (Frederick^, 

John.  Why  then  mark  what  lhall  follow.  This  night 
This  bawdy  night. 

Fred.  I thought  no  lefs. 

John.  This  blind  night. 

What  doff  think  I have  got .? 

Fred.  The  Pox  it  may  be. 

John.  Would  ’twere  no  worle : ye  talk  of  Revelations, 

I have  got  a Revelation  will  reveal  me 
An  arrant  Coxcomb  while  I live. 

Fred.  What  is’t  ? 

Thou  haft  loft  nothing.? 

John.  No,  I have  got  I tell  thee. 

Fred.  What  haft  thou  got  ? 

John.  One  of  the  Infantry,  a child. 

Fred.  How  ? 

John.  A chopping  child,  man. 

Fred.  ’Give  ye  joy.  Sir. 

John.  A lump  of  lewdnefs  Frederickjthuth  the  truth  on’t; 
This  Town’s  abominable. 

Fred.  I ftill  told  ye  John 
Your  whoring  mull  come  home  j I counfell’d  ye : 

But  where  no  grace  is 

John.  ’Tis  none  o’  mine,  man. 

Fred.  Anfwer  the  Parilh  fo. 

John,  cheated  introth  .* 

Peeping  into  a houle,  by  whom  I know  not. 

Nor  where  to  find  the  place  again : no  Frederick.,., 

Had  1 but  kill  the  ring  for’t ; ’tis  no  poor  one. 

That’s  my  beft  comfort,  for’t  has  brought  about  it 
Enough  to  make  it  man. 

Fred.  Where  is’t  ? 

John.  At  home. 

Fred.  A faving  voyage : But  what  will  you  fay  Signio^ 
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To  him  that  fearching  out  your  ferious  worOiip, 

Has  met  a fti  anger  fortune  ? 

John.  How,  good  TredMckJ 

A militant  girle  now  to  this  boy  would  hit  it  ? ( Sir 

Fred.  No,  mine’s  a nobler  venture ; What  do  you  think 
Of  a diftreflcd  Lady,  cue  whofe  beauty 
Would  overfell  all  Italy  i 

John.  Where  is  fhe 

Fred.  A woman  of  that  rare  behaviour, 

So  qualified,  as  admiration 

Dwells  round  about  laer : of  that  perfect  fpirit 

John.  I marry  Sir. 

Fred.  That  admirable  carriage. 

That  fwcetnefs  in  difcourfe  ^ young  as  the  morning. 

Her  blulhes  ftaining  his. 

John.  But  where’s  this  creature.? 

Shew  me  but  that. 

Fred.  That’s  all  one,  flic’s  forth  coming, 

I have  her  fure  Boy. 

John.  Hark  ye  Fredericks, 

What  truck  betwixt  my  Infant? 

Fred.  ’Tis  too  light  Sir, 

Stick  to  your  charges  good  Don  John,  I am  well. 

John.  But  is  there  fuch  a wench  ? 

Fred.  Firft  tell  me  this. 

Did  ye  not  lately  as  ye  walk’d  along, 

Difeover  people  that  were  arm’d,  and  likely 
d o do  offence  ? 

John.  Yes  marry,  and  they  urg’d  it 
As  far  as  they  had  fpirit. 

Fred.  Pray  go  forward. 

Joh.  A Gentleman  I found  ingag’d  amongfl  ’em, 

It  feems  of  noble  breeding,  I’m  fure  brave  metal. 

As  1 retijrn’d  to  look  you,  I fet  in  to  him. 

And  without  hurt  (1  thank  heaven)  refeued  him, 

And  came  my  lelf  oflTafe  too. 

Fred.  My  work’s  done  then: 

And  now  to  fatisfie  you,  there  is  a woman. 

Oh  John,  there  is  a womans 

John.  Oh,  where  is  fhe  ? 

Fred.  And  one  of  no  lefs  worth  than  I affure  yc  -, 

And  which  is  more,  fain  under  my  protedion. 

John.  I am  glad  of  that : forward  fweet  Frederick.. 

Fred.  And  which  is  more  than  that,  by  this  nights  wan- 
And  which  is  mofl:  of  all,  fhe  is  at  home  too  Sir.  (dring, 
John.  Come,  let’s  be  gone  then. 

Fred.  Yes,  but ’tis  moft  certain. 

You  cannot  fee  her,  John. 

John.  Why  > 

Fred.  She  has  fworn  me 

That  none  elfe  fhall  come  near  her ; not  my  Mother, 

Till  fome  few  doubts  arc  clear’d. 

John.  Not  look  upon  her?  W'hat  chamber  is  fhe  in  ? 

Fred.  In  ours. 

John.  Let’s  go  I fay  : 

A womans  oaths  are  wafers,  break  with  making, 

They  mufl  for  modellie  a little  : we  all  know  it. 

Fred.  No,  I’le  aflurc  you  Sir. 

John.  Not  fee  her  ? 

I fmell  an  old  dog  trick  of  yours,  well  Frederick^., 

Ye  talkt  to  me  of  whoring,  let’s  have  fair  play. 

Square  dealing  I would  wifh  ye. 

Fred.  When  ’tis  come, 

( Which  I know  never  will  be  ) to  that  iffoe, 

Your  fpoon  fhall  be  as  deep  as  mine  Sir. 

John.  Tell  me  , 

And  tell  me  true,  is  the  caufe  honourable, 

Or  for  your  eafe.? 

Fred.  By  all  our  friendfliip, 

’Tis  honeft,  and  of  great  end. 

John.  lam  anfwer’d : 

But  let  me  fee  her  though  : leave  the  door  open 
As  ye  go  in. 

Fred.  I dare  not. 


John.  Not  wide  open , 

But  jufl:  fo,  as  a jealous  husband 
Would  level  at  his  w’anton  wife  through. 

Fred.  That  courtcfie. 

If  ye  defile  no  more,  and  keep  it  ftridly, 

I dare  afford  ye ; come,  ’tis  now  near  morning.  f £.vi>. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Peter,  and  Anthony. 

T^et.  Nay  the  old  woman’s  gone  too. 

tyTnt.  She’s  a Carter  wauling 
Among  the  gutters : But  conceive  me,  Peter, 

Where  our  good  Mailers  fliould  be  ? 

^Pet.  Where  they  Ihould  be 
1 do  conceive,  but  where  they  are,  good  cAnthony 

Alt.  I,  there  it  goes : my  Mailers  bo-pcep  with  me. 
With  his  flye  popping  in  and  out  again, 

Argued  a caule,  a frippery  cauie. 

Pet.  Believe  me. 

They  bear  up  with  fbme  carvel. 

Ant.  I do  believe  thee, 
for  thou  halt  fuch  a Mailer  for  that  chafe. 

That  till  he  fpend  his  main  Mall 

Pet.  Pray  remember 
Your  courtcfie  good  Anthony,  and  withal. 

How  long  ’tis  fince  your  Mailer  fprung  a leak. 

He  had  a found  one  fince  he  came;  r Lute  founds 

Ant.  Hark.  Pet.  What?  ^within. 

Ant.  Doll  not  hear  a Lute  ? 

Again.?  Pet.  Where  is’t .? 

Ant.  Above  in  my  Mailers  chamber. 

P et.  There’s  no  creature : he  hath  the  key  himlelf  man. 

SING  within. 

A yT Ercilfjs  love,  whom  nature htuh deny' d 
i-Vi  ihe  kfe  of  eyes,  Uj}  than  fwuld'fi  take  a prida 
And  glorte  in  thy  mart  hers  : Why  am  I 
That  never  yet  iranjfrefs'd  thy  deity, 

Never  broke  vow,  jrom  whofe  eyes  never 
Flew  dtfdainfuU  dart 
Whofe  hard  heart  never. 

Slew  thofe  rewarders  ? 

Thou  art  youn^  and  fair. 

Thy  Mother  foft  and  gentle  as  the  airf 
Thy  holy  fire  fiill  burning,  blown  with  praier. 

Then  everlafting  Love  refrain  thy  will 
’Tts  God  like  to  have  power  but  not  to  kid. 

Ant.  This  is  his  Lute : let  him  have  it. 

Pet.  1 grant  you  -,  but  who  Ilrikcs  it  ? 

Ant.  An  admirable  voice  too,  hark  ye. 

Pet.  Anthony, 

Art  fure  we  are  at  home  ? 

Ant.  Without  all  doubt,  Peter. 

Pet.  Then  this  mull  be  the  Devil. 

Ant.  Let  it  be,  }[^Sing  again. 

Good  Devil  ling  again : O dainty  Devil ! 

Peter  believe  it,  a moll  delicate  Devil, 

The  fweetell  Devil 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Don  John. 

Fred.  If  ye  could  leave  peeping. 

John.  I cannot  by  no  means. 

Fred.  Then  come  in  foftly. 

And  as  ye  love  your  faith,  prefume  no  further 
Than  ye  have  promifed. 

John.  Bafia. 

Fred.  What  make  you  up  Ib  early  Sir  ? 

John.  You  Sir  in  your  contemplations. 

Pet.  O pray  ye  peace  Sir. 

Fred.  Why  peace  Sir  ? 
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Pet.  Do  you  hear? 

John.  ’Tis  your  Lute. 

Fred.  Pray  ye  fpeak  foftly, 

She’s  playing  on’t. 

Ant.  The  houfe  is  haunted  Sir, 

For  this  we  have  heard  this  half  year. 

Fred.  Ye  faw  nothing? 

Ant.  Not  I. 

Pet.  Nor  I Sir. 

Getusourbreakfallthen, 

And  make  no  words  on’t  •,  we’ll.undertake  this  fpirit, 

If  it  be  one. 

Ant.  This  is  no  Devil  Peter.  Sing. 

Mum,  there  be  Bats  abroad.  {_£xennt  Servants, 

Fred.  Stay,  now  Ihe  fings. 

John.  An  Angels  voice  I’le  fwear. 
f Fred.  Why  did’ft  thou  Ihrug  fo  ?- 
I Either  allay  this  heat*,  or  as  I live 
I will  not  trull  ye. 

John.  Pafs:  I warrant  ye.  \^ExcHnt. 

Enter  Conllantia. 

Con.  To  curie  thole  liars,  that  men  fay  govern  us, 

To  rail  at  fortune,  fallout  with  my  Fate, 

And  tax  the  general  world,  will  help  me  nothing  .* 

Alas,  I am  the  fame  Hill,  neither  are  they 
Subje(ft  to  helps,  or  hurts : Our  own  defires 
Are  our  own  fates,  our  own  liars,  all  our  fortunes. 

Which  as  we  fway  ’em,  foabufe,  or  blcfs  us. 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Z)(7«  John,  feiping. 

Fred.  Peace  to  yotr  meditations; 

John.  Pox  upon  ye. 

Stand  out  o’th*  light. 

Confi.  I crave  your  mercy  Sir, 

My  minde  o’re-charg’d  with  care  liiade  me  unmannerly. 
Fred.  Pray  ye  fet  that  mind  at  rcll,  all  lhall  be  perfect. 
John.  I like  the  body  rare  , a handlom  body, 

A wondrous  handfom  body  ,*  would  Ihe  would  turn  .- 
See,  and  that  fpightful  puppy  be  not  got 
Between  me  and  my  light  again. 

; Fred.  ’Tis  done. 

As  all  that  you  command  lhall  be  .*  the  Gentleman 
Is  fafely  off*  all  danger. 

John.  O de  dies. 

Co^fi.  How  lhall  I thank  ye  Sir  ? how  latisfie  ? 

Fr.  Speak  foftly,  gentle  Lady,  all’s  rewarded^ 

Now  does  he  melt  like  Marmalad. 

John.  Nay,  ’tis  certain. 

Thou  art  the  fwcetell  wottian  I e’re  look’d  on  .* 

I hope  thou  art  not  hofaell. 

Fred.  None  diflurb’d  ye? 

Confi.  Not  any  Sir,  nor  any  found  came  near  me, 

I thank  your  care. 

Fred.  ’Tis  well, 

John.  I would  fain  pray  ndw. 

But  the  Devil  and  that  flelh  there,  o’  the  world. 

What  are  we  made  to  fuller  ? 

Fred.  He’ll  enter ; 

Pull  in  your  head  and  be  hang’d. 

John.  Hark  ye  Frederickj, 

I have  brought  ye  home  your  Pack-faddle. 

Fred.  Pox  upon  ye. 

Con.  Nay  let  him  enter : fie  my  Lord  the  Duke, 

Stand  peeping  at  your  friends. 

Fred.  Ye  are  cozen’d  Lady, 

Here  is  no  Duke. 

Confi.  1 know  him  full  well  Signior. 

John.  Hold  thee  there  wench. 

Fred.  This  mad-brain’d  fool  will  fpoil  all. 

Confi.  I do  befeech  your  grace  come  in. 

John.  My  Grace , 

There  was  a word  of  comfort. 

Fred.  Shall  he  enter  ? 
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Who  e’re  he  be  ? 

John.  Well  follow’d  Frederick^. 

Confi.  With  all  ray  heart. 

Fred.  Come  in  theti. 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  ’Blefs  ye  Lady. 

Fr.  Nay  Hart  not,  though  he  be  a flranger  to  ye^ 
He’sofanoblellrain,  mykinfman,  Lady, 

My  Country  man,  and  fellow  Traveller, 

One  bed  contains  us  ever,  one  purfe  feeds  us; 

And  one  faith  free  between  us  j do  riot  fear  him; 

He’s  truly  honell. 

John.  That’s  a lye. 

Fred.  And  trufly  : 

Beyond  your  wilhes  .•  valiant  to  defend, 

And  modefl:  to  converfe  with,  as  your  blulhes: 

Jo.  Now  may  I hang  my  felf^  thiscommendatioii 
Has  broke  the  neck  of  all  my  hopes  .*  for  now 
Mull  I cry,  no  forfooth,  add  I forfooth,  and  furely^ 

And  truly  as  1 live,  and  ds  I am  honell. 

Has  done  thefe  things  for  ’nonce  too  •,  for  he  knows 
Like  a molt  envious  Rafcal  as  he  is, 

I am  not  honell,  nor  defire  to  be, 

Efpeciaily  this  way  .•  h’as  watch’d  his  time, 

But  I lhall  quit  him. 

Confi.  Sir,  1 credit  ye. 

Fred.  Go  kils  her  John. 

John.  Plague  o’  your  commendations. 

Confi.  Sir,  I lhall  now  defire  to  be  a trouble;  . 

John.  Never  tb  me,  fweetLady:  Thuslfeal 
My  faith,  and  all  ray  lervice. 

Confi.  One  word  Signior. 

John.  Now  ’tis  impolTible  I (hould  be  honell, 

She  kilTes  with  a conjuration 

Would  make  the  Devil  dance : what  points  (he  at  t 

My  leg  1 warrant,  or  my  well  knit  body 

Sit  fait  Don  Frederick. 

Fred.  ’Twas  given  him  by  that  Gentleman 
Yon  took  fuch  care  of;  his  own  being  loll  i’th’  Icuffle. 

Con.  With  much  joy  may  he  wear  it : ’tis  a right  one; 

I caneflureye  Gentleman,  and  right  happy 
May  you  be  in  all  fights  for  that  fair  lervice. 

Fred.  Why  do  ye  blulh  ? 

Confi.  ’T  had  almoll  cozen’d  me. 

For  not  to  lye,  when  I faw  that,  I look’d  for 
Another  Mailer  of  it:  but ’tis  well.  IKnockivokhin. 

Fred.  Who’s  there  ? 

Enter  Anthony. 

Stand  ye  a little  clofe : Come  in  Sir,  ££*■#>  Conll. 

Now  what’s  the  news  with  you  ? 

Anth.  There  is  a Gentleman  without,’ 

Would  fpeak  with  Don  John. 

John.  Who  Sir  ? 

Ant.  I do  not  know  Sir;  but  he  Ihews  a man 
Of  no  mean  reckoning. 

Fred.  Let  him  Ihew  his  name, 

And  then  return  a little  wifer. 

Ant.  Well  Sir.  Anthony. 

Fred.  How  do  you  like  her  John'f 
John.  As  well  as  you  Frederick^, 

For  all  I am  honell ; you  (hall  find  it  fo  too, 

Fred  Art  thou  not  boned  ? 

John.  Art  thou  an  Afs? 

And  moded  as  her  blulhes  ? What  block-hea'd 
Would  c’re  have  pope  out  fuch  a dry  Apologie, 

For  his  dear  friend  ? and  to  a Gentlewoman, 

A woman  of  her  youth,  and  delicacy. 

They  are  argurhents  to  draw  them  to  abhor  uS. 

An  honed  moral  man  ? ’tis  for  a Condable : 

A handfome  man,  a whollbme  man,  a tough  man, 

A liberal  man,  a likely  man,  a man 
Made  up  like  Herculei,  undak’d  with  fervice ; 

H h h ... 
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The  fame  to  night,  to  morrow  night,  the  next  night, 

And  fb  10  perpetuitie  of  plealiires, 

Thefe  had  been  things  to  hearken  to,  things  catching : 

But  you  have  fuch  a fpic’d  confideration, 

Such  qualms  upon  your  worfliips  confcience, 
Such-chil-bJains  in  your  bloudjthat  all  things  pinch  ye, 
Which  nature,  and  the  liberal  world  makes  cuftom, 

And  nothing  but  fair  htmour,  O fweet  honor, 

Hang  up  your  Eunuch  honour : That  I wastrufty. 

And  valiant,  were  things  well  put  in ; but  modeft ! 

A modeft  Gentleman O wit  where  waft  thou  ? 

Fred.  I am  forrie  John. 

John.  My  Ladies  Gentl woman 
Would  laugh  me  to  a Shool-boy,  make  me  blufh 
With  playing  with  my  Codpiece  point ; fie  on  thee, 

A man  of  thy  difcretion  ? 

Fred.  It  Ihall  be  mended  : 

And  henceforth  ye /hall  have  your  due. 

Enter  Anthony. 

John.  I look  for’t : How  now,  who  is’t  ? 
j4nt.  A Gentleman  of  this  Town 
And  calls  himfelf  Petrucchio. 

Enter  Conftantia. 

John,  rie  attend  him. 

Confl.  How  did  he  call  himfelf/*  Fre.Petritcchlo., 

Does  it  concern  you  ought  ? 

Conft.  O Gentlemen , 

The  hour  of  my  deftruftion  is  come  on  me, 

I am  difcover’d,  loft,  lefttomy  ruine: 

As  ever  ye  had  pity 

John.  Do  not  fear, 

Let  the  great  devil  come, he  /hall  come  through  me: 

Loft  here,  and  we  about  ye  > 

Fred.  Fall  before  us? 

Confl.  O my  unfortunate  eftatc,  all  angers 

Compar’d  to  his,  to  his 

Fred.  Let  his,  andallniens, 

Whiift  we  haveipower  and  life — ftand  up  for  heaven  fake. 

Con.  I have  offended  heaven  too  yet  heaven  knows 

John.  We  are  all  evil : 

Yet  Heaven  forbid  we  Ihould  have  our  delcrts. 

What  is  he  ? Con.Joo  too  near  to  my  offence  Sir  •, 

O he  will  cut  me  piece  meal. 

Fred.  ’Tis  no  Treafon  ? 

John.  Let  it  be  what  it  will,  ifhe  cut  here, 

I’le  find  him  cut-work. 

Fred.  He  muft  buy  you  dear. 

With  more  than  common  lives. 

John.  Fear  not,  nor  weep  not : 

By  heaven  Tie  fire  the  Town  before  yc  pcrifh, 

And  then,  the  more  the  merrier,  we’l  jog  with  ye. 

Fred.  Come  in,  and  dry  your  eyes. 

John.  Pray  no  more  weeping : 

Spoil  a fweet  face  for  nothing  ? my  return 
Shall  end  all  this  I warrant  you. 

Confl.  Heaven  grant  it.  {^Exeunt. 

. j SCENE  III. 

Enter  Petrucchio,  with  a Letter. 

j Petr.  This  man  fhould  be  of  fpecial  rank : 

■ For  thefe  commends  carry  no  common  way, 

' No  flight  worth  with  ’em ; ' ■ 

j He  /hall  be  he. 

I Snter  Don  John. 

John.  ’Save  ye  Sir : I am  forrie 
* My  bufinefs  was  fo  unmannerly,  to  make  ye 
Wait  thus  long  here. 

Petr.  Occafions  muft  be  ferv’d  Sir  : 

But  is  yoiir  name  ‘Don  John  ? 
j John.  It  is  Sir.  Tetr.  Then , 
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* iFirftjtor  your  own  brave  la  Ice  I mult  embrace  ye  : 

Next,  from  the  credit  of  your  noble  friend 
Hernando  de  or  a f make  3'^e  mine  .* 

Who  lays  his  charge  upon  me  in  this  Letter 
To  look  yc  out,  and  for  the  goodnefs  in  ye, 

Whiift  your  occafions  make  ye  relklcnt 
In  this  place,  to  fupply  ye,  love  and  honour  ye  •, 

Which  had  I know;iao«er  tHftcSfnrDv 
John.  Hohk  Sir,  J 
You’!  make  my  thanks  too  poor;  I wear  a fword.  Sir, 

And  have  a fervice  to  be  flill  difpos’d  of, 

As  you  /hall  pleafe  command  it. 

‘l^etr.  Gentle  Sir, 

That  manly  coortefie  is  half  my  bufinefs : 

And  to  be  fhort,  to  make  ye  know  1 honour  ye, 

And  in  all  points  believe  your  worth  like  Oracle, 

And  how  above  my  friends,  which  are  not  few, 

And  tho/e  not  flack,  I eftimate  your  vei  tues, 

Make  your  felf  underftand,This  day  Petrucchio, 

A man  that  may  command  the  ftrength  oftbis  place. 

Hazard  the  boldeft  fpirits,  hath  made  choice 
Only  of  you,  and  in  a noble  office. 

John.  Forward,  1 am  free  to  entertain  it. 

Petr.  Thus  then  : 

I do  befecch  ye  mark  me. 

John.  I /hall  do  it. 

Petr.  Ferraras  Dukc,  would  1 might  call  him  W'orihic, 
But  that’, he  has  raz’d  out  from  his  family. 

As  he  has  mine  with  Infamie,  This  man. 

Rather  this  powcrfull  Monfter,  we  being  left 
But  tw’o  of  all  our  houfe,  to  flock  our  memories, 

My  Sifter,  and  ray  felf;  with  arts,  and  witchcrafts. 

Vows,  and  luch  oaths  heaven  Las  no  mercy  for. 

Drew  to  di/honour  this  weak  maid,  by  ftcalths. 

And  fecret  paflages  1 knew  not  of, 

Oft  he  obtain’d  his  wi/hes,  oft  abus’d  her : 

I am  a/hara’d  to  fay  the  reft : This  purchas’d, 

And  his  hot  bloud  allay’d,  as  friends  for/akc  us 
At  a miles  end  upon  our  w'ay,  he  left  her, 

And  all  our  name  to  mine. 

John.  This  was  foul  Play, 

And  ought  to  be  rewarded  fo. 

Petr.  I hope  fo 

He  fcap’d  me  yefter-night : which  ifhe  dare 
Again  adventure  for.  Heaven  pardon  him, 

I /hall  with  all  my  heart. 

John.  For  me,  brave  Signior, 

What  do  ye  intend  ? 

Petr.  Only,  fair  Sir,  thistruft. 

Which  from  the  commendations  of  this  Letter, 

1 dare  prefume  well  plac’d,  nobly  to  bear  him 
By  word  of  mouth  a (ingle  challenge  from  me. 

That  man  to  man,  if  he  have  honour  in  him, 

We  may  decide  all  difference. 

John.  Fair,  and  noble, 

And  1 will  do  it  home .-  When /hall  I vifite  yc  ? 

Petr.  Pleafe  you  this  after-noon,  I will  ride  with  you : 
For  at  a Ca/ilc  (ix  miles  hence,  we  arc  fure 
To  find  him. 

John.  I’le  be  ready. 

Petr.  To  attend  ye, 

My  man  /hall  wait : with  all  my  love.  ££a*,  Petr. 

John.  My  fervice  /hall  not  fail  yc. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  How  now  ? 

John.  All’s  well : who  doft  thou  think  this  wench  is  ? 
Ghefs,  and  thou  canft  ? 

Fred.  I cannot.  ' 

John.  Be  it  known  then. 

To  all  men  by  thefe  prefents,  this  is  (he. 

She,  /he,  and  only  (he,  our  curious  coxcombs 
Were  errant  two  moneths  after. 

Fred.  Who  , Confl  anti  a ? 

Thou 


The  Chance  's. 


4‘7 


For  as  I underftand  it  is  a plate 
Fitting  my  betters  far. 


Thoii  talk’ll:  of  Cocks  and  Bulls. 

John.  I talk  of  wenches. 

Of  cocks  and  Hens  T>on  Frederick;-,  this  is  the  Pullet 
We  two  went  proud  after. 

Fred.  It  cannot  be. 

John.  It  Ihall  bej 

Sifter  to  Don  Petrucchio : I know  all  man. 

Fred.  Now  I believe. 

John.  Go  to,  there  has  been  ftirring* 

Fumbling  with  Linnen  Frederick^ 

Fred.  ’Tis  impoffible. 

You  know  her  fame  was  pure  as  fire. 

John.  That  pure  fire  .v  . . 

Has  melted  out  her  maiden- head : (he  is  crackt : ; 

We  have  all  that  .h  ope  of  our  fide,  boy. 

Fred.  Thou  tell’ft  me. 

To  my  imagination,  things  incredible ; 

I fee  no  loofe  thought  iaher. 

John.  That’s  all  one. 

She  is  loole  i’th’  hilts  by  heaven : but  the  world  muft  know 
A fair  way,  upon  vow  of  marriage. 

Fred.  There  m ay  be  fuch  a flip/ 

John.  And  will  Frederick, 

Whil’ft  the  old  game’s  a foot : I fear  the  boy 
Will  prove  hers  too  I took  up.  • ,, 

Fred.  Good  circumftance  , 

May  cure  all  this  yet. 

John.  There  thou  hitfl:  it,  Frederick^: 

Come,  let’s  walk  in  and  comfort  her  .*  her  being  here 
Is  nothing  yet  fufpefted : anon  Pie  tell  thee  ■ - 

Wherefore  her  Brother  came,  who  by  this  light  , 

Is  a brave  noble  fellow,  and  what  honour 
H’asdone  to  me  a ftranger ; there  be  Irons 
Heating  for  fome,  will  hifs  into  their  heart  blouds , 

E’re  all  be  ended  *,  fo  much  for  this  time, 

Fred.  Well  Sir.  Exeunt, 


ASiffd  TertiUs*  Scena  Frima, 

Enter  Land-lady,  and  Peter. 

Land. ye  do  know. 

T*et.  Idonotby  thishand  Miftris. 

But  I fulped. 

Land.  What?  ' • 

Peter.  Thatifegges  continue 
At  this  price,  women  will  ne’i  e be  fav’d 
By  their  good  works. 

Land.  I will  know. 

Peter.  Ye  fliall,  any  thing 
Lyes  in  my  power : The  Duke  of  Loraine  now 
Is  feven  thoufand  ftrong : I heard  it  of  a fifh-wife, 

A woman  of  fine  knowledge. 

Land.  Sirrah,  Sirrah. 

Pft.  The  Popes  Bulls  are  broke  loole  too,«nd  ’tis  fulpefted 
They  (hall  be  baited  in  England. 

Land.  Very  well  Sir. 

Peter.  No,  ’tis  not  fo  well  neither. 

Land.  But  I lay  to  ye. 

Who  is  it  keeps  your  Maftcr  company  ? 

Peter.  I lay  to  you,  Don  John. 

Land.  1 fay  what  woman.? 

Peter.  I fay  fo  too. 

Land.  I fay  again,  I will  know. 

Peter.  I fay  ’tis  fit  ye  (hould. 

Land.  And  I tell  thee 
He  has  a woman  here. 

Peter.  And  I tell  thee 
’Tis  then  the  better  for  him. 

Land.  You  are  no  Bawd  now  ? 

Peter.  Would  I were  able  to  be  call’d  unto  it  .* 

A worlhipfull  vocation  for  my  elders  ^ 


Land.  Was  ever  Gentlewoman 
So  frumpt  off  with  a fool .?  well  fawey  Sirfahj 
I will  know  who  it  is,  and  for  what  purpofc  *, 

I pay  the  rent,  and  I will  know  how  niy  houfe 
Comes  by  thefe  Inflammations if  this  geer  hold, 

Beft  hang  a fign-poft  up,  to  tell  the  Signiors, 

Here  ye  may  have  lewdnefs  at  Liverie. 

Enter  Frederick.  ‘ 

Peter.  ’Twould  be  a great  cafe  to  your  age, 

Fred.  How  now  ? 

Why  what’s  the  matter  Land-lady  ? 

Land.  What’s  the  matter? 

Te  ule  me  decently  among  ye  Gentlemen. 

Fred.  Who  has  abus’d  her,  you  Sir  ? 

Land.  ’Ods  my  witnefs 
I will  cot  be  thus  treated,  that  I will  not. 

Peter.  I gave  her  no  ill  language. 

Land.  Thoii  lyeft  lewdly, 

Thou  tookft  me  up  at  every  word  I fpoke. 

As  I had  been  a Mawkin,  a flurt  Gillian  •, 

And  thou  thinkft,becau(e  thou  canft  write  and  read, 

Our  nofes  muft  be  under  thee. 

Fred.  Dare, you  Sirrah  > 

P et.  Let  but  the  truth  be  known  Sir,  I befeech  ye, 

She  raves  of  wenches,  and  I know  not  what  Sir. 

Lan.  Go  to,  thou  know’ft  too  well,  thou  wicked  variety' 
Thou  inftrument  of  evil. 

Peter.  As  I live  Sir , 

She  is  ever  thus  till  dinner. 

Fred.  Get  ye  in , 
rie  anfwer  you  anon  Sir. 

Peter.  By  this  hand 

rie  break  your  Pofiet  pan.  £ Exit. 

Land.  Then  by  this  hood' 
rie  lock  the  meat  up. 

Fred.  Now  your  grief,  Whatis’t.? 

For  I can  ghefle- 

Land.  Ye  may  with'fliame  enough. 

If  there  were  (hame  amongft  ye  *,  nothing  thought  on. 

But  how  ye  may  abufemy  houfe  ? not  fatisfi’d 
With  bringing  home  your  Baftards  to  undoe  me, 

But  you  muft  drill  your  whores  here  too  ? my  patience 
( Becaufe  I bear,  and  bear,  and  carry  all. 

And  as  they  fay  am  willing  to  groan  under  ) 

Muft  be  your  make-fport  now. 

Fred.  No  more  of  thefe  words, 

Nor  no  more  raurmurings  Lady ; for  you  know 
That  I know  fomething.  I did  fufped  your  anger, 

But  turn  it  prefently  and  handfomely. 

And  bear  your  felfdifcreetly  to  this  woman, 

For  fuch  an  one  there  is  indeed. 

Land.  ’Tis  well  fon. 

Fre.  Leaving  your  devils  Matins,  and  your  melancholies, 
Or  we  (hall  leave  our  lodgings. 

Land.  You  have  much  need 
To  ufe  the(e  vagrant  ways,  and  to  much  profit  .* 

Ye  had  that  might  content 

^Athome  within  your  felves  too)  right  good  Gentlemen, 
Wholfome,  and  ye  faid  handfom:  But  you  gallants/ 

Bead  that  I was  to  believe  ye 

Fred.  Leave  your  fufpicion  : 

For  as  I live  there’s  no  fuch  thing. 

Land.  Mine  honour-, 

And  ’twere  not  for  mine  honour. 

Fred.  Come,  your  honour. 

Your  houfe,  and  you  too, if  you  dare  believe  me. 

Are  well  enough : (leek  up  your  felf,  leave  crying, 

For  I muft  have  ye  entertain  this  Lady 
With  all  civility,  (he  well  deferves  it. 

Together  with  all  (ecrefie  ; I dare  truftye. 

For  I have  found  ye  faithfull when  you  know  her, 
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You  will  find  your  own  fault : no  more  words,  but  doit. 
Land.  You  know  you  may  command  me.  i 

, Enter  Don  Johli. 

John.  Worfliipfiil  Lady, 

! ^-''07/  does  thy  velvet  Scabbard  ? by  this  hand 
; Thou  lookft  moft  amiably,  now  could  I willingly, 

I And  ’twere  not  for  abuling  thy  Geneva  print  there, 

'Venture  my  Body  with  thee. 

Land.  You’ll  leave  this  Roguery 
When  you  come  to  my  years. 

John.  By  this  light 

Thou  art  not  above  fifteen  yet,  a meet  Girl, 

j Thou  hall:  not  half  thy  teeth ; come 

Fred.  Prithee  John 

Let  her  alone,  fire  has  been  vex’d  already ; 

‘ She’ll  grow  (lark  mad,  man. 

John.  I would  fee  her  mad. 

An  old  mad  woman 

Fred.  Prithee  be  patient. 

John.  Is  like  a Millers  Mare,  troubled  with  tooth«.ach. 
She’ll  make  the  rarelt  faces. 

Fred.  Go,  and  d©  it, 

And  do  not  mind  this  fellow.  • ‘ 

Lat:d.  'Well,  Don  John  , 

There  will  be  times  again  •,  when  O good  Mother, 

What’s  good  for  a Carnofity  in  the  Bladder  ? 

0 the  green  water,  Mother. 

John.  Doting  take  ye-, 

Do  ye  remember  that  ? 

Fred.  She  has  paid  ye  now,  Sir. 

Land.  Clary,  fweet  mother,  clary. 

Fred.  Arc  ye  fatisfied 

Land,  ril  never  whoreagain,  never  give  petticoats 
And  Waftcoats  at  five  pound  apiece : good  mother, 
Quickly  mother  ^ now  mock  on  Son. 

John.  A D:vil  grind  your  old  Chaps.  {Exit  Landlady. 
Fred.  By  this  hand,  wench. 

I’ll  give  thee  a new  hood  for  this. 

Plasfhemet  with  your  Lordlhip  ? 

John.  Touch- wood  take  her. 

1 

£/rf£r  Authony.  , 

She’s  a rare  ghoftly  Mother. 

jdnt.  Below  attends  ye  ;•  •_ 

The  Gentlemans  man.  Sir,  that  was  with  you, 

John.  Well,  Sir^ 

My  time  is  come  then  -,  yet  if  my  projedhold, 

You  lhall  not  (lay  behind  ^ I’ll  rather  trufl: 

Enter  Conftantia. 

4 

A Cat  with  fvvect  milk,  Frederick,-.^  by  her  face, 

1 feel  her  fears  are  working. 

Confi.  Is  there  no  way, 

I do  bcfecch  ye  think  yet,  to  divert 
This  certain  danger  ? 

Fred.  ’Tis  impoffiblc  -, 

Their  Honours  arc  engag’d. 

Confi:.  Then  there  mull  be  murther. 

Which,  Gentlemen,  1 (liall  no  (boner  hear  of, 

•Than  make  one  in’t : you  may  if  you  pleafe.  Sir, 

Make  all  go  left  yet. 

John.  Lady,  w'ere’t  mine  own  Caufc, 

I could  difpenfe ; but  loaden  with  my  friends  trull, 

I mud  go  on  ^ though  general  mafiacres 

As  much  1 fear 

Confi.  Do  ye  hear.  Sir;  for  Heavens  pity 
Let  me  requeft  one  love  of  you. 

Fred.  Yes,  anything. 

Conft.  This  Gentleman  1 find  too  refolute, 

Too  hot  and  fiery  for  the  Caufe;  asever  ^ ! 

You  did  a vertuous  deed,  for  honours  fake 
Go  with  him,  and  allay  him;  your  fair  temper 
And  noble  difpofitlon,  like  wilh’d  (liowrs, 


May  quench  thofe  eating  fires,  thht  would  fpoil  all  elfe. 

I fee  in  him  deftrudtion.  ! 

Fred  I will  do  it  f ’ | 

And  ’tis  a wife  confideration,  ^ ; 

To  me  a bounteous  favour,  hark  ye,  John ; 

I will  go  with  ye.  ' , 

John.  No.  • • ’ ■ ' ' ' 

Fred.  Indeed  I will,  * ' 

Ye  go  upon  a hazard ; no  denial. 

For  as  I Jive,  PH  go. 

John.  Then  make  ye  ready, 

For  I am  ftraight  o’ horfe-back. 

Fred.  My  Sword  on,  ‘ 

I am  as  ready  as  you ; what  my  bed  labour,  : . r 
With  all  the  art  I have  can  work  upon ’em. 

Be  Jure  of,  and  expeft  fair  end ; the  old  Gentlewoman 
Shall  wait  upon  you  Jhe  is  both  grave  and  private, 

And  ye  may  truft  her  in  all  points.  ’ 

Conjh.  You  are  noble;  . • 

And  fo  I kifs  your  hand. 

John.  That  fcal  for  me  too. 

And  I hope  happy  iJTue,  Lady. 

Conjl.  All  Heavens  Care  upon  ye,  and  my  Prayers^ 

John.  So, 

Now  my  mind’s  at  reft.  • ■ 

Fred.  Away,  ’tis  late,  John.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  11. 

Enter  Antonio,  a Swryeon^  and  2 Gentlemen. 

1 <Jent.  Come,  Sir,  be  hearty,  all  the  worftispalL 
Ant.  Give  me  fomc  Wine. 

Sur.  ’Tis  death.  Sir. 

Ant.  ’TisaHorfe,  Sir. 

To  be  dreft  to  the  tune  of  Ale  only ! 

Nothing  but  fawces  to  my  fores  ! 

2 Gent.  Fie,  Antonio., 

You  muft  be  govern’d. 

Ant.  H’as  given  me  a damn’d  Clyftcr, 

Only  of  fand  and  fnow  water.  Gentlemen, 

Has  almoft  Jeour’d  my  guts  out. 

Snr.  1 have  giv’n  you  that.  Sir, 

Is  fitted  for  yourftatc. 

Ant.  And  here  he  feeds  me 
With  rotten  ends  of  Rooks,  and<lrown’d  Chickens^ 
Stew’d  Pericraniums,  and  Pia  maters ; 

And  when  I go  to  bed  (by  Heaven  ’tis  true  Gentlemen) 

He  rolls  me  up  in  Lints,  with  Labels  at  ’em. 

That  I am  ju(t  the  man  i’th’  Almanack, 

In  Head  and  Face,  is  Aricj 
Sur.  Will’t  pleafe  ye 
To  let  your  friends  fee  you  open’d  ? 

Ant.  Will’t  pleafe  you,  Sir, 

T 0 let  me  have  a wench  ? I feel  ray  Body 
Open  enough  for  that  yet. 

Sur.  How,  a Wench? 

Ant.  Why  look  yc.  Gentlemen;  thus  lam  us’d  ftill, 

I can  get  nothing  that  I want 
I Gent.  Leave  thefe  things. 

And  let  him  open  ye. 

Ant.  D’  ye  hear.  Surgeon  ? 

Send  for  the  Mufick,  let  me  have  fome  pleafure 
To  entertain  my  friends,  befides  yourSallads, 

Your  green  falves,  and  your  Jearches,  and  Ibme  Wine  too. 
That  I may  only  fmell  to  it ; or  by  this  light 
I’ll  dye  upon  thy  hand,  and  fpoil  thy  cuftome. 

1 Gent.  Let  him  have  Mufick. 

Enter  Rowl.  with  Wine. 

Sur.  ’Tis  in  the  houfe,  and  ready, 

If  he  will  ask  no  more  but  Wine — {Afufick: 

2 Gent.  He  (hall  not  drink  it. 

Sur.  Will  thefe  things  pleafe  ye  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  and  let  ’em  fing 

Johf 
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John  Dorrie. 

2 Gent.  Tis  too  long. 

Ant.  I’il  have  John  Dorrie^ 

For  to  that  warlike  tune  I will  be  open’d  ; . (g^on, 

Give  me  fome  drink,  have  ye  ftopt  the  leaks  well,  Sur- 
All  will  run  out  elfe.? 

Surg.  Fear  not. 

Ant.  Sit  down,  Gentlemen.- 

And  now  advance  your  Plaifters.  {Song  of  Jolm  Dorrie. 
Give  ’em  ten  (hillings,  friends  ^ how  do  ye  find  me  ? 
Whatfymptomsdo  you  feenow? 

Surg.  None,  Sir,  dangerous; 

But  if  you  will  be  rul’d- 

Ant.  What  time  .?  ■ 

Sia-g.  I can  cure  you 

In  forty  days,  if  you  will  not  tranlgrefs  me. 

Ant.  I have  a Dog  (hall  lick  me  whole  in  twenty ; 

In  how  long  canit  thou  kill  me } 

Surg.  Prelent  ly. 

Ant.  Doit,  there’s  more  delight  in’t. 

1 Gent.  You  mufi:  have  patience. 

Ant.  Man,  I muft  havebufinefs;  this  foolilh  fellow 
Hinders  himfelf , J have  a dozen  Rafcals 
To  hurt  within  thele  five  days  good  man-mender, 

Stop  me  with  fome  Parfley,  like  Ituft  Beef, 

And  let  me  walk  abroad. 

Surg.  Ye  (hall  walk  (hortly. 
dAnt.  For  I mufi  find  Tetrucchio. 

2 Gent.  Time  enough.  (thefc  three  days 

1 (ftnt.  Come,  lead  him  in,  and  let  him  fleep:  within 
We’ll  beg  ye  leave  to  play. 

2 Gent.  And  then  how  things  fall, 

We’ll  certainly  inform  ye. 

Ant.  But  Surgeon,  promile  me 
I /hall drink  Wine  then  too. 

Surg.  A little  temper’d. 

Ant.  Nay,  I’ll  no  tempering,  ^Surgeon. 

Surg.  Well,  as’t  pleale  ye. 

So  ye  exceed  not. 

Ant.  Farewell:  and  if  ye  find 
' The  mad  Slave  that  thus  flalh’d  me,  commend  me  to  him. 
And  bid  him  keep  his  Skin  clofe. 

I Gent.  Take  your  refi.  Sir.  SJExeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Conftantia,  and  Land-lady. 

Confi.  I have  told  ye  all  I can,  and  more  than  yet 
Thole  Gentlemen  know  of  me ; ever  trufting 
Your  Counlel  and  Concealment  ; for  to  me 
YouTeema  worthy  Womans  one  of  thofe 
Are  feldome  found  in  our  Sex,  wife  and  vertuous, 

Dired  me  I befeech  ye. 

Land.  Ye  fay  well,  Lady, 

And  hold  ye  to  that  point,  for  in  thefe  bulinelTes 
A W'omans  Counfcl  that  conceives  the  matter, 

(Do  ye  mark  me  ? that  conceives  the  matter,  Lady) 

Is  worth  ten  mens  engagements : She  knows  fomething. 
And  out  of  that  can  work  like  Wax  ^ when  men 
Are  giddy-headed,  either  out  of  Wine, 

Or  a more  Drunkennefs,  vain  Ofientation, 

Difcoveringall , there  is  no  more  keep  in ’em 
Than  hold  upon  an  Eeles  tail  *,  Nay,  ’tis  held  fafhion 
T 0‘defame  now  all  they  can. 

Con^.  I,  but  thefe  Gentlemen— 

Lcmd.  Do  not  you  truft  to  that  thefe  Gentlemen 
Are  as  all  Gentlemen  of  the  fame  Barrel ; 

I,  and  the  felf  fame  pickle  too.  Be  it  granted, 
Theyhavcus’d  ye  with  refped  and  fair  behaviour. 

Ere  fince  ye  came,  do  you  know  what  mufi  follow  ? 

They  are  Spaniards,  Lady,  Gennets  of  high  mettle. 
Things  that  will  thralh  the  Devil,  or  his  Dam, 

Let  ’em  appear  but  cloven. 

Conf.  Now  Heaven  blefs  me. 


Land.  Mad  Colts  will  court  the  wind;  I know ’em, Lady^ 
To  the  leafi  hair  they  have  ; and  I tell  you,  ^ 

Old  as  I am,  let  but  the  pint  pot  bicfs  ’em. 

They’ll  offer  to  my  years- ^ 

Conjl.  How  ? 

Land.  Such  rude  gambols- 

Confi.  To  you? 

Land.  I,  and  fo  handle  me,  that  oft  I am  forc'd 
To  fight  of  all  four  lor  my  fafety ; there’s  the  younger, 

Don  John.,  the  arranceft in  all  this  City  ; 

The  other.  Time  has  blafied  yet  he  will  fioop. 

If  noto’rflown,  and  freeiy  onthe  quarry. 

Has  been  a Dragon  in  his  days.  But  T armont, 

Don  is  the  Devil  himlelf,  the  dog-days, 

Themofi  incomprchcnfible  Whore-maft:r,  . 

T wenty  a night  is  nothing  •,  Beggars,  Broom-women, 

And  thofe  fo  miferable,  they  look  like  famine, 

Are  all  fweet  Ladies  in  his  d.cink. 

Confi.  He’s  a handfome  Gentleman  ; 

Pity  he  (hould  be  maftcr  of  fuch  follies. 

Land.  He’s  ne’r  withouta  Loife  of  Sirynges 
In’s  Pocket,  thole  prociaim  him ; bit  ding  Pills, 

Waters  to  cool  his  Confciencc,  infmall  Viols : 

With  thoufand  fuch  fufficient emblems;  the  truth  is, 

Whofe  Chafiity  he  chops  upon  he  cares  not. 

He  flies  at  all ; Bafiardsupon  my  confcience. 

He  has  now  in  making,  multitudes;  the  lafi  night 
He  brought  home  one ; I pity  her  that  bore  it, 

But  we  are  all  weak  VeiTels,  feme  rich  Woman 
(For  wife  I dare  not  call  her)  was  the  mother. 

For  it  was  hung  with  Jewels ; the  bearing  Cloath 
Nolefs  thanCrimfon  Velvet. 

Confi.  How  ? 

Land.  ’Tis  true,  Lady. 

Confi.  Was  it  a Boy  too  ? 

Land.  A brave  Boy;  deliberation 
And  judgment  fliew’d  in’s  getting,  as  I’ll  fay  for  hirri. 

He’s  as  well  paced  for  that  fport 

fonfi.  May  I fee  it  ? 

For  there  is  a neighbour  of  mine,  a Gentlewoman, 

Has  had  a late  mifcnance,  which  willingly 
I would  know  further  of ; now  if  you  pleafe 
To  be  fo  courteous  to  me. 

Land.  Ye  (hall  fee  it : 

But  what  do  ye  think  of  thefe  men  now  ye  know  ’em. 

And  of  the  caufe  I told  ye  of  ^ Be  wife, 

Ye  may  repent  too  late  elfe;  I but  tell  you 
For  your  own  good,  and  as  you  will  find  it.  Lady, 

Confi.  ! am  advis’d. 

Land.  No  more  words  then  ; do  that, 

And  infiantly,  I told  ye  of.  be  ready ; ' 

Don  John,  I’ll  fit  you  for  your  frumps. 

Confi.  I (hall  be  ; 

But  (hall  I fee  this  Child 

Land.  Within  this  half  hour. 

Let’s  in,  and  there  think  better ; (he  that’s  wile, 

Leaps  at  occalion  firft ; the  reft  pay  for  it.  [^ttxeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Snter  Petrucchio,  Don  John,  and  Frederick. 

John.  Sir,  heisworthyonrknowledg,  and  a Gentleman 

If  1 that  fo  much  love  him,  may  commend  him, 
of  free  and  vertuous  parts;  and  one,  iffoulplay 
Should  fall  upon  us,  for  which  fear  I brought  him. 

Will  not  flye  back  for  phillips.  ! 

Pet.  Ye  much  honour  me, 

And  once  more  I pronounce  ye  both  mine. 

Fred.  Stay,  what  Troop 
Is  that  below  i’  th’  Valley  there  ? 

John.  Hawking  I take  it. 

Pet.  They  are  fo ; ’tis  the  Duke,  ’tiseven  he,  Gentlemen, 
Sirrah,  draw  back  the  Horfes  till  we  call  ye, 

I know  him  by  his  Company.  ^ ^ 
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Crtd.  I think  too 
He  bends  up  this  way. 

Pet.  So  he  does. 

John.  Stand  you  ftiU 
Within  that  Covert  till  I call : you,  Fredericks 
By  no  means  be  not  feen,  unlefs  they  offer 
To  bring  on  odds  upon  us  ^ he  comes  forward, 

Here  will  I wait  him  fairly : to  your  Cabins. 

Tet.  I need  no  more  inftru(ff:  ye  ? 

John.  Fear  me  not, 

rie give  it  him,  and  boldly.  \Ex.Vct.  and^'Ct^. 

Enter  Duke  and  his  fusion, 

Duke.  Feed  the  Hawks  up. 

We’ll  Hie  no  more  to  day , O my  bleft  fortune  ! 

Have  I fo  fairly  met  the  man  ? 

John.  Ye  have.  Sir, 

And  him  you  know  by  this. 

Duke.  Sir  all  the  honour. 

And  love 

John.  I do  befeech  your  Grace  flay  there, 

(For  I know  you  too  now)  that  love  and  honour 
I come  not  to  receive-,  nor  can  you  give  it. 

Till  ye  appear  fair  to  the  world  -,  / muH  befeech  yc 
Difmifsyour  train  a little. 

Duke.  V\’alk  afide. 

And  out  of  hearing  I command  ye;  Now,  Sir. 

John.  Laft  time  we  met,  I was  a friend. 

Duke.  And  Nobly, 

You  did  a friends  office;  let  your  bufinefs 

Be  what  it  may,  you  muff:  be  ftill 

John.  Your  pardon, 

Never  a friend  to  him,  cannot  be  friend 
To  his  own  honour. 

Duke.  In  what  have  I tranfgrefs'd  it  ? 

Ye  make  a bold  breach  at  the  firft.  Sir. 

John.  Bolder, 

You  made  that  breach  that  let  in  infamy. 

And  mine,  to  furprife  a noble  flock. 

Duke.  Be  plain.  Sir. 

John.  I will,  and  fhort  *, 

Ye  have  wrong’d  a Gentleman, 

Little  behind  your  fclf,  beyond  all  juflice. 

Beyond  mediation  of  all  friends. 

Duke.  The  man,  and  manner  of  wrong? 

John.  PctrucchtOf 

The  wrong,  ye  have  Whor’d  his  Sifter. 

Duke.  What’s  his  will  in’t.? 

John.  His  will  is  to  oppofe  you  like  a Gentleman, 

And  (ingle,  to  decide  all. 

Duke.  N5w  flay  you.  Sir, 

; And  hear  me  with  the  like  belief ; this  Gentleman, 

I HisSifter  that  you  nam’d,  ’tis  true  I have  longlov’d. 

Nor  was  that  love  lafcivious,  as  he  makes  it  -, 

As  true,  I have  enjoy’d  her;  no  lefs  truth, 

I have  a Child  by  her : but  that  (he,  or  he, 

Or  any  of  that  family  are  tainted. 

Suffer  difgrace,  or  ruin,  by  my  pleafures, 

I wear  a Sword  to  fatisfie  the  world  no, 

I Andhiminthiscaufewhenhepleafe;  for  know,  Sir, 

: She  is  my  Wife,  contradled  before  Heaven, 

I ( Wirnefs  I owe  more  tye  to,  than  her  Brother) 

Nor  will  I ffye  from  that  name,  which  long  fince 
Had  had  the  Churches  approbation, 

But  for  his  jealous  danger. 

John.  Sir,  your  pardon. 

And  all  that  was  my  anger,  now  my  fervice. 

Duk.  Fair  Sir,  I knew  I fhould  convert  ye  -,  had  we 

But  that  rough  man  here  now  too 

John.  And  ye  fhall.  Sir, 

Whoa,  hoa,  hoo. 

Duke.  I hope  ye  have  laid  no  Ambuffi  ? 


Enter  Petrucchio. 

John.  Only  friends. 

Dul^.  My  noble  Brother  welcome  : 

Come  put  your  anger  off,  we’ll  no  fighting, 

Unlefs  you  will  maintain  I am  unworthy 
To  bear  that  name. 

Pet.  Doyoofpeakthis  heartily? 

Dieke.  Upon  my  foul,  and  truly  *,•  the  firfl  Priefl: 

Shall  put  you  out  of  theft  doubtSi 
Pet.  Now  I love  ye  -, 

And  I befeech  you  pardon  my  fufpicions,  1 

You  are  now  more  than  a Brother,  a brave  friend  too. 

John.  The  good  man’s  over-joy’d. 

Enter  Frederick.  ' * 

1; 

Fred.  How,  how,  how  goes  it  ? - (Frederick^ 

John.'  Why,  the  man  has  his  Mare  again,  and  all’s  well. 
The  Duke  profeffes  freely  he’s  her  Husband. 

Fred.  ’Tis  a good  hearing. 

John.  Yes,  for  modefl  Gentlemen. 

I muff:  prefent  ye ; may  it  pleaft  your  Grace, 

To  number  this  brave  Gentleman,  my  friend. 

And  noble  kinfman,  amongft  thoft  your  ftrvants.  (me 
Duke.  O my  brave  friend ! you  fhower  your  bounties  on 
Amongft  my  belt  thoughts,  Signior,  in  which  number 
You  being  worthily  difpos’d  already, 

May  place  your  friend  to  honour  me. 

Fred.  My  love.  Sir, 

And  where  your  Grace  dares  truft  me,  all  my  fervicc. 

Pet.  Why  ? this  is  wondrous  happy ; But  now  Brother, 
Now  comes  the  bitter  to  our  fwcet ; Conjiantia. 

Duke.  Why,  what  of  her  ? 

Pet.  Nor  what,  nor  where,  do  I know  ? 

Wing’d  with  her  fears  laft  night,  beyond  my  knowledge, 

She  quit  my  houfc,  but  whither 

Fred.  Let  not  that 

Duke.  No  more  good  Sir,  I have  heard  too  much. 

Pet.  Nay  fink  not. 

She  cannot  be  fo  loft. 

John.  Nor  fhall  not.  Gentlemen  j 
Be  free  again,  the  Lady’s  found  ; that  fmile,  Sir, 

Shews  yediftruft  your  Servant. 

Duke.  1 do  befeech  ye. 

John.  Yc  fhall  believe  me  .•  by  my  foul  flie  is  fafe, 

Didte.  Heaven  knows,  I would  believe.  Sir. 

Fred.  Ye  may  fafely. 

John.  And  under  noble  ufage ; this  fair  Gentleman 
Met  her  in  all  her  doubts  laft  night,  and  to  his  Guard, 

(Her  fears  being  ftrong  upon  her)  ffie  gave  her  perfbn. 
Who  waited  on  her  to  our  lodging ; where  all  refpeft. 
Civil  and  honeft  fervice  now  attend  her. 

Pet.  Ye  may  believe  now. 

Duke.  Yes,  I do,  and  ftrongly.- 
Well  my  good  friends,  or  rather  my  good  Angels, 

For  ye  have  both  preferv’d  me ; when  theft  vertucs 

Dye  in  your  friends  remembrance 

John.  Good  your  Grace, 

Loft  no  more  time  in  complement,  *tis  too  precious, 

I know  it  by  my  ftlf  there  can  be  no  Hell 
To  his  that  hangs  upon  his  hopes  -,  cfpecially 
In  way  of  luftly  pleafures. 

Pet.  He  has  hit  it. 

Fred.  To  horfe  again  then,  for  this  night  Tie  crown 
With  all  the  joyes  ye  wifh  for. 

Pet.  Happy  Gentlemen.  \_Exeunt. 

Enter  Francifto. 

Fran.  Thisisthe  maddcft  mifehief.-  never  fool 
Was  fb  fob’d  off,  as  I am  made  ridiculous. 

And  to  my  ftlf  mine  own  Afs ; truft  a Woman  ? 

rie  truft  the  Devil  firft  ^ for  he  dare  be 

Better  than’s  word  fometime : what  faith  have  I broke? 

In  what  obfervance  fail’d  ? Let  me  confider, 

Enter 
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Enter  Don  Frederick. 

For  this  is  monftrous  ufage. 

Fred,  Let  them  talk, 

We’ll  ride  on  fair  and  foftJy. 

Fran.  Well,  Conjianti-a. 

Fred.  Conftantia,  wl  ac’s  this  fellow?  Itay  by  all  means. 
Fran.  Ye  have  fpun  your  ielf  a fair  thread  now. 

Fred.  Stand  ftill,  John. 

Fran.  What  caufe  had  you  to  fly  ? what  fear  pofleft  ye? 
Were  you  not  fafely  lodg’d  from  all  fufpicion  ? 

Us’d  with  all  gentle  means  ? did  any  know 
How  ye  came  thither,  or  what  your  fin  was. 

Fred.  John., 

1 fmell  fome  juggling,  John. 

John.  Yes,  Frederick,)  1 fear  it  will  be  found  fo. 

Fran.  So  ftrangely, 

Withoutthecounfel  of  your  friends  fo  defperately 
To  put  all  dangers  on  ye 
Fred.  ’Tisflie. 

Fran.  So  deceitfully. 

After  a llrangers  lure ! 

John.  Did  ye  mark  that,  Frederick? 

Fran.  To  make  ye  appear  more  monfter  *,  and  the  Law 
More  cruel  to  reward  ye  ? to  leave  all, 

All  thatlhould  be  your  fafegard,  to  feek  evils  ? 

Was  this  your  wifdom  ? this  your  promiie  ? well. 

He  that  incited  ye 

Fred.  Mark  that  too. 

John.  Yes  Sir.  ' ^ 

Fran.  ’Had  better  have  plough’d  farther  ofT^  now  Lady, 
What  will  your  laft  friend,  be  that  fliould  preferve  ye, 

And  hold  your  credit  up,  the  brave  cyJntonioy 
Think  of  this  flip?  he’ll  to  Fctmcchio, 

And  call  for  open  juftice. 

John.  ’Tis  Ihe,'  Frederick,.  ' ■ ' 

Fred.  But  what  that  he  is,  ' 

Fra.  I do  not  doubt  yet 
To  bolt  ye  out,  for  I know  certainly 
Y e are  about  the  T own  flill ; ha,  no  n^ore  words. 

Fred.  Well.  i ' ' . 

John.  Very  well. 

Fred.  Difcreetly. 

John.  Finely  carried.  . 

Fred.  You  have  no  more  of  thefe  tricks?  ' • 

John.  Ten  to  one.  Sir, 

I lhall  meet  with ’em  if  ye  have. 

Fred.  Is  this  honeft? 

John.  Was  it  in  you  a friends  part  to  deal  double  ? 

I am  no  Afs  Don  Frederick^  . 

Fred.  And  Don  John^ 

It  lhall  appear  I am  no  fool;*  1 . . 

Difgrace  me  to  make  your  felf  a lecher .?  '.oC/. 

’Tisboyilh,  ’tisbafe. 

John.  ’Tisfalfe,  and  moll  unmanly  to  upbraid  me, 

Nor  will  I be  your  bolllcr.  Sir.  '' 

Fre.Thou  wanton  boy,thou  hadfl;  better  have  been  Eunuch, 
Thou  common  womans  courtefie,  than  thus 
Lafeivious,  bafely  to  have  bent  mine  honour. 

A friend  ? Te  make  a borfe  my  friend  firft. 

John.  Holla,  holla, 

Yc  kick  too  fall,  Sir  .*  what  flrange  brains  have  you  got. 
That  dare  crow  out  thus  bravely I better  been  an  Eunuch  ? 
I privy  to  this  dog  trick  ? clear  your  felf, 

For  I know  where  the  wind  fits,  and  moil  nobly. 

Or  as  I have  a life^ 
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< Fred.  No  more  ; they’re  horles. 

Nor  Ihew  no  difeontent : to  morrow  comes  •, 
Let’s  quietly  away : if  Ihe  be  at  home. 

Our  jealoufies  are  put  olf. 

John.  The  fellow. 

Enter  Duke,  Pctrucchio. 
We  have  loll  him  in  our  fpleens,  like  fools. 


XjA  noife  within 
Z^ike  horfes. 


Duke.  Come,  Gentlemen, 

Now  let  on  roundly : fuppofe  ye  have  all  MillrefleSj 
And  mend  your  pace  according. 


Detr.  Then  have  at  ye. 


{^Sxeunt. 


ASim  QuartHS.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Duke,  Petrucchio,  Frederick,  and  John. 

OW  to  Bologna,  my  moil  honoured  Brother, 

I dare  pronounce  ye  a hearty,  and  fafe  welcome, 
Our  ioves  fliall  now  way-lay  ye  •,  vvclccme.  Gentlemen. 

John.  The  fame  to  you  brave  Sir  ^ Don  Frederick,, 

I Will  ye  feep  ia  anJ,givc  the  Lady  notice 
i Who  comes  ro  honour  her  ? 

Petr.  Bid  her  h fudaen, 

V\  e come  to  Ite  no  curious  wench  .*  a night-gown 
VVili  fervt-  the-  tiuni ; here’s  one  that  knows  her  nearer. 

Fred.  Tie  teil  :»er  what  ye  fay.  Sir.  ZPxit  Fred. 

Duke.  My  dear  brother. 

Ye  are  a merry  Gentleman. 

Petr.  Now  will  the  fportbe, 

Toobferve  her  alterations  •,  how  like  a wildfire 
She’ll  leap  into  your  bolom ; then  feeing  me. 

Her  conl'cience,  and  her  fears  creeping  upon  her^ 

Dead  as  a fowl  at  foufe,  fhe’ll  fink. 

Duke -lie 2CVC  Brother, 

I mull  intreat  you 

Petr.  I conceive  your  mind.  Sir, 

I will  not  chide  her ; yet  ten  Duckets,  Duke,* 

She  falls  upon  her  knees,  ten  more  Ihe  dare  not — 

Duke.  1 mull  not  have  her  frighted. 

Petr.  Well  you  fhall  not: 

Enter  Frederick,  4nd  Peter. 

But  like  a Summers  evening  againfl:  heat, 

Mark  how  I’le  guild  her  cheeks  ? 

John.  How  now? 

Fred.  Ye  may.  Sir  .* 

Not  to  abufe  your  patience,  noble  friends, 

Nor  hold  ye  ofl  with  tedious  circumftance, 

For  you  mull  know 

. Petr.  What? 

Duke.  Where  is  Ihe? 

Fred.  Gone,  Sir. 

Duke.  How  ? 

Petr,  What  did  you  fay,  Sir  ? 

Fred.  Gone,  by  Heaven  removed. 

The  woman  of  the  houfe  too. 

John.  Well  Don  Frederick; 

Fred.  Don  John,  it  is  not  well,  but 

Pet.  Gone  ? 

Fred.  This  fellow 
Can  teftifie  I lye  not. 

Deter.  Some  four  hours  after 
My  Mailer  was  departed,  with  this  Gentleman, 

My  fellow  and  my  fclf  being  lent  of  bufinefs, 

(As  we  mull  think)  of  purpofe 

Petr.  Hang  tnefe  circumllances. 

They  appear  like  Owls,  to  ill  ends. 

John.  Now  could!  eat 

The  Devil  in  his  own  broth,  I am  fo  tortur’d. 

Gone  ? 

Petr.  Gone  ? • 

Diredlly  gone,  fled,  Ihifted:  what  would  you  have 
. Duke.  Weil,  Gentlemen, 

Wrong  not  my  good  opinion. 

Fred.  For  your  Dukedom 
I will  not  be  a Knave,  Sir. 

John.  He  that  is, 

A rot  run  in  his  bloud. 

Petr.  But  hark  ye  Gentlemen, 

^ A?e 
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Are  ye  lure  ye  had  her  here,  did  ye  not  dream  this  ? 

John.  Have  you  your  nolcj  Sir? 

Petr.  Yes,  Sir. 

John.  Then  we  had  her. 

Petr.  Since  you  are  fo  fhort,  believe  your  having  her 
Shall  fuffer  more  conftrU(flion. 

John.  Let  it  fuffer, 

But  if  I be  not  clear  of  all  dilhonour. 

Or  practice  that  may  taint  my  reputation, 

And  ignorant  of  where  this  Woman  is. 

Make  me  your  Cities  monfter. 

Duke.  I believe  ye. 

John.  I could  lye  with  a Witch  now,  to  be  reveng’d, 
Upon  that  Rafcal  did  this. 

Fred.  Only  thus  much 

I would  defire  your  Grace,  for  my  mind  gives  me 
Before  night  yet  Ihe  is  yours : flop  all  opinion. 

And  Icr  no  anger  out,  till  full  caufe  call  it. 

Then  every  mans  own  work’s  to  juftifie  him, 

And  this  day  let  us  give  to  fearch ; my  man  here 
Tells  me,  by  chance  he  faw  out  of  a window 
(Which  place  he  has  taken  notice  of)  fuch  a face 
As  our  old  Landladies,  he  believes  the  fame  too, 

And  by  her  hood  aflures  it ; Let’s  firft  thither. 

For  Ihe  being  found,  all’s  ended. 

Duke.  Come,  for  Heavens  fake. 

And  Fortune,  and  thou  be’ft  not  ever  turning, 

If  there  be  one  firm  Hep  in  all  thy  reelings. 

Now  fettle  it,  and  fave  my  hopes ; away  friends.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Antonio  and  hu  Servant. 

tyfnt.  With  all  my  Jewels  ? 

Set.  All,  Sir. 
ey4nt.  And  that  mony 
I left  i’th’  trunk  ? 

Ser.  The  Trunk  broke,  and  that  gone  too. 
jint.  Francifeo  of  the  plot  ? 

Ser.  Gone  with  the  wench  too. 
j^nt.  The  mighty  pox  go  with ’em : belike  they  thought 
I was  no  man  ol  this  world,  and  thofc  trifles 
Would  but  difturb  my  confcience. 

Ser.  Sure  they  thought.  Sir, 

You  would  not  live  to  perfecute  ’em. 
yint.  Whore  and  Fidler, 

Why,  what  a confort  have  they  made  ? Hen  and  Bacon  ? 
Well  my  fweet  Millris,  well  good  Madam  mar  tail  ? 

You  that  have  hung  about  my  neck,  and  lick’t  me, 

rietry  how  handfomely  your  Ladylhip 

Can  hang  upon  a Gallows,  there’s  your  Mafter-picce ; 

But  hark  ye  Sirrah,  no  imagination 
Of  where  they  Ihould  be  ? 

Ser.  None,  Sir,  yet  we  have  fearch’d 
All  places  we  fufpc(fled  •,  I believe.  Sir, 

They  have  taken  towards  the  Ports. 

j4>it.  Get  me  a conjurer. 

One  that  can  raife  a water  Devil,  Tie  port  ’em ; 

Play  at  duck  and  drake  with  my  mony  take  heed  Fidler ; 
rie  dance  ye  by  this  hand,  your  Fidle  flick 
l*le  greafe  of  a new  falhion,  for  prefuming 
To  meddle  with  my  degamboys ; get  me  a Conjurer, 
Enquire  me  out  a man  that  lets  out  Devils : 

None  but  my  C.  Cliffe  ferve  your  turn  ? 

Ser.  I know  not 

y^nt.  In  every  ftreet,  Tow  fool,  any  blear  ey’d  people 
With  red  heads,  and  flat  nofes  can  perform  it 
Thou  ffialt  know  ’em  by  their  half  Gowns  and  no  Breeches : 
Mount  my  Mare  Fidler  ? ha  boy!  up  at  firfl:  dafh  ? 

Sit  fure.  Tie  clap  a nettle,  and  a fmart  one, 

Shall  makeyour  Filly  firk ; I will  fine  Fidler, 

I’le  put  you  to  your  plunge.  Boy : Sirrah  meet  me 
Some  two  hours  hence  at  home  ^ in  the  mean  time 
Find  out  a conjurer  and  know  his  price, 


How  he  will  let  his  Devils  by  the  day  out, 
rie  have  ’em,  and  they  be  above  ground.  \lEx.  Ant. 

Ser.  Now  blefs  me. 

What  a mad  man  is  this  ? I muft  do  fomething 
To  pleafe  his  humour : fuch  a man  I’lc  ask  for. 

And  tell  him  where  he  is ; but  to  come  near  him, 

Or  have  any  thing  to  do  with  his  don  Devils, 

I thank  my  fear,  I dare  not,  nor  I will  not.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Dukty  Petrucchio,  Frederick,  John,  Peter, 
and  Servant  with  Bottles. 

Fred.  Whither  wilt  thou  lead  us  ? 

Petr.  ’Tis  hard  by,  Sir. 

And  ten  to  one  this  wine  goes  thither. 

Duke.  Forward. 

Petr.  Are  they  grown  fo  merry  ? 

Duke.  ’Tis  moft  moft  likely. 

She  has  heard  of  this  good  fortune,  and  determines 
To  wafh  her  forrows  off 

Petr.  ’Tis  fo ; that  houfc,  Sir, 

Is  it;  out  of  that  window  certainly 
I faw  my  old  Miftrcflcs  face. 

Petr.  They  are  merry  indeed,  [Alufcki 

Hark  I hear  Mufick  too. 

Duke.  Excellent  Mufick. 

John.  Would!  were  cv’n  among ’em,  and  alone  now, 

A pallat  for  the  pmpofe  in  a corner. 

And  good  rich  Wine  within  mc^  what  gay  fport 
Could  I make  in  an  hour  now  ? 

SONG. 

Welcome  fweet  liberty.^  and  care  fareweL, 

I am  mine  owny 

She  is  twice  damndy  that  lives  in  Hell, 

When  Heaven  is  Jhown. 

'Buddsng  beautyy  blooming  years 
Were  made  for  pleafurey  farewel  fearSy 
F or  new  J am  my  felfy  mine  own  commandy 
My  fortune  alwayes  in  my  hand. 

Fred.  Hark  a voice  too ; 

Let’s  not  ftir  yet  by  any  means. 

John.  Was  this  her  own  voice  ? 

Duke.  Yes,  fure. 

Fred.  ’Tis  a rare  one. 

Enter  Bawd  {abpve^ 

Du.  The  Song  confirms  her  here  too ; for  if  ye  mark  it, 

It  fpake  of  liberty,  and  free  enjoying 
The  happy  end  of  pleafure. 

Petr.  Look  ye  there.  Sir, 

Do  ye  know  that  head  ? 

Fred.  ’Tis  my  good  Landlady, 

I find  fear  has  done  all  this. 

John.  She  I fwcar. 

And  now  do  1 know  by  the  hanging  of  her  Hood, 

She  is  parcel  drunk : (hall  we  go  in? 

Duke.  Not  yet.  Sir. 

Petr.  No,  let ’em  take  their  pleafure 
Duke.  When  it  ishigheft,  [Mufick. 

We’ll  ftep  in,  and  amaze  ’em : peace,  more  Mufick. 

John.  This  Mufick  murders  me : what  bloud  have  I now  ? 
Fred.  1 Ihould  know  that  face.  [Enter  Fran,  and  Exit. 
John.  By  this  light ’tis  he, 

That  bred  our  firft  fufpicions,  the  fame  fellow. 

Fred.  He  that  we  overtook,  and  overheard  too, 
Difeourfing  of  fonjiantia. 

John.  Still  the  fame ; 

Now  he  flips  in. 

Duke.  What’s  that.' 

Fred 
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Fred.  She  mull  be  here  Sir : 

This  is  the  very  fellow,  I told  your  Grace 

Enter  Francifco. 

We  found  upon  the  way  • and  what  his  talk  was. 

?etr.  Why,  fure  I know  this  fellow ; yes,  ’tis  he, 
Francifco,  Antonio’s  Boy,  a rare  Mufician, 

He  taught  my  Siller  on  the  Lute,  and  is  ever 
i(She  loves  his  voice  fo  well)  about  her ; certain, 

Without  all  doubt  Ihe  is  here : it  mull  be  fo. 

John.  Here  ? that’s  no  quellion;  what  Ihould  our  hen  o’th’ 
Do  here  without  her  ? if  fiie  be  not  here  (game  elfe 

i ( I am  fo  confident ) let  your  grace  believe, 

W e two  are  arrant  Rafcals,  and  have  abus’d  ye. 

Fred.  1 fay  fo  too. 

John.  Why  there’s  the  hood  again  now, 

The  guard  that  guides  us  •,  I know  the  fabrick  of  it, 

And  know  the  old  tree  of  that  faddle  yet,  ’twas  made  of, 

A hunting  hood,  obferve  it . 

Who  lhall  enter? 

Fetr.  rie  make  one. 

John.  I,  another, 

Duke.  But  fb  carry  it, 

That  all  her  joyes  flow  not  together. 

John.  If  we  told  her. 

Your  grace  would  none  of  her? 

Duke.  By  no  means  Signior, 

’Twould  turn  her  wild,  flark  frantick. 

John.  Or  afliir’d  her. 

Duke,  Nothing  of  that  Item  nature this  ye  may  Sir, 

That  the  conditions  of  our  fear  yctflahd 
On  nice  and  dangerous  knittings ; or  that  a little 
I feem  to  doubt  the  child. 

John.  Would  I could  draw  her 
To  hate  your  grace  with  thefe  things. 

Petr.  Come  let’s  enter.  \_Ex.  Petr.  a)7d  John. 

And  now  he  fees  me  not,  Tie  fearch  her  foundly. 

Duke.  Now  luck  of  all  fides.  [^Mufek: 

Fred.  Doubt  it  not;  moreMulick:  ' 

Sure  file  has  heard  fome  comfort.  ' 

Duke.  Yes,  Hand  Hill  Sir.  * 

Fred.  This  is  the  maddell  fong. 

Duke.  Applyed  for  certain 
To  fome  llrange  melancholy  Ihe  is  loaden  with. 

Fred.  Now  all  the  fport  begins — hark.^* 

Duke.  They  are  amongH  ’em, 

The  fears  now,  and  the  lhakings  ? {fTrampUng  above. 
Fred.  Our  old  Lady 

( Hark  how  they  run)  is  even  now  at  this  inllant 
Ready  to  lofe  her  head- piece  by  “ 

Or  creeping  through  a Cat  hole.  [Petr.  W John  xvithin. 

Petr.  Bring  ’em  down. 

And  you  Sir , follow  me. 

Duke.  He’s  angry  with  ’em , 

I mull  not  fuffer  this. 

John,  within.  Bowl  down  the  Bawd  there 
Old  Err  a mater ; you  Lady  leachery. 

For  the  good  will  1 bear  to  th’  game,  molt  tenderly 
Shall  be  lead  out,  and  lalh’d. 

Enter  Petrucchio,  John,'  Whore,  and  "Bawd, 
with  Francifco. 

Duke.  Is  this  Conjlantia? 

Why  Gentlemen  ? what  do  you  mean  ? is  this  Ihe  ? 

Whore.  I am  Confiantia  Sir. 

Duke.  A whore  ye  are  Sir. 

Whore.  ’Tis  very  true ; I am  a whore  indeed  Sir. 

Tetr.  She  will  not  lye  yet,  though  Ihe  Heal. 
whore.  A plain  whore. 

If' you  pleafe  to  imploy  me. 

Duke.  And  an  impudent ‘ ' 

Whore.  Plain  dealing  now  is  impudence. 

One,  if  you  will  Sir,  can  Ihew  ye  as  much  fport  • 

In  one  half  hour,  and  w'ith  as  much  variety,  - ' 


As  a far  wifer  woman  can  in  half  a year : 

For  there  ,my  way  lies. 

Duke.  Is  fbe  hot  drunk  too  ? 

Whore.  A little  guilded  o’re  Sir, 

Old  fack,  old  fack  boys. 

Petr.  This  is  faliant. 

John.  A brave  bold  quean. 

Duke.  Is  this  your  certainty  ? 

Do  ye  know  the  man  ye  wrong  thus.  Gentlemen  ? 

Is  this  the  woman  meant  / Fred.  No. 

Duke.  That  your  Land-lad y ? 

John.  I know  not  what  to  fay. 

Duke.  Am  I a perfon 
To  be  your  fport,  Gentlemen  ? 

John.  1 do  believe  now  certain 

I am  a knave  •,  but  how,  or  when 

Duke.  W'hat  are  you  ? 

Petr.  Bawd  to  this  piece  of  pye  meat. 

Bawd.  A poor  Gentlewoman 
That  lyes  in  Town,  about  Law  bufinefs, 

And’t  like  your  vvorlhips. 

Petr.  You  flrall  have  Law,  believe  it. 

Bawd,  rie  Ihew  your  Mafterlhip  my  cale. 

Petr.  By  no  means, 

I had  rather  fee  a Cullard. 

Bawd.  My  dead  Husband 
Left  it  even  thus  Sir. 

John.  Blefs  mine  eyes  from  blalling, 

I was  never  fo  frighted  with  a cafe. 

Bawd.  And  fo  Sir- 

Petr.  Enough,  put  up  good  velvet  head. 

Duke.  What  arc  you  two  now. 

By  your  own  free  confcfTions  ? 

Fred.  What  you  lliail  think  us. 

Though  to  my  felf  I am  certain,  and  my  life 
Shall  make  that  good  and  perfedl,  or  fall  with  it. 

John.We  are  fure  of  nothing,  Fred,  that’s  the  truth  on’t ; 
I do  not  think  my  name’s  Don  John,  nor  dare  not 
Believe  any  thing  that  concerns  me,  but  my  debts. 

Nor  thofe  in  way  of  payment ; things  are  Ib  carried, 

What  to  entreat  your  grace,  or  how  to  tell  ye 
VVeare,  or  we  are  not,  is  pall  my  cunning, 

But  I would  fain  imagine  we  are  honeft. 

And  o’  my  conference,  I Ihould  fight  in’t 

Duke.  Thus  then, 

For  we  may  be  all  abus’d. 

Petr.  ’Tis  poflTible, 

For  how  Ihould  this  concern  them  ? 

Duke.  Here  let’s  part 

Until  to  morrow  this  time  ; we  to  our  way, 

To  make  this  doubt  out,  and  you  to  your  way  y 
Pawning  our  honours  then  to  meet  again, 

When  if  flie  be  not  found. 

Fred.  We  Hand  engaged  ^ - 

To  anfwer  any  worthy  way  we  are  call  d to. 

Duke.  We  ask  no  more. 

Whore.  Ye  have  done  with  us  then  ? 

Petr.  No,  Dame. 

Duke.  But  is  her  name  (fonflantia? 

Petr.  Yes  a moveable 

Belonging  to  a friend  of  mine ; come  out  Fidler, 

What  fay  you  to  this  Lady  ? be  not  fcarfull. 

fr^.Savingthe  reverence  of  my  Mailers  pleafure, 

I fay  fhe  is  a whore, and  that  fire  has  robb’d  him, 

Hoping  his  hurts  would  kill  him. 

Whore.  Who  provok’t  me  ? 

Nay  Sirrah  fqueak.  Pie  fee  your  treble  firings^ 

Ty’d  up  too  •,  if  1 hang,  Tie  fpoil  your  piping,' 

Your  fweet  face  lhall  not  fave  ye. 

Petr.  Thou  damn’d  impudence,  , ^ 

And  thou  dry’d  Devil ',  where’s  the  officer  ? 

Petr.  He’s  here  Sir. 

I i i 


Enter 
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Enter  Officer.  - 

Petr.  Lodge  thefe  fafe,  till  I lend  for  ’em  ^ 

Let  none  come  to  ’em,  nor  no  noife  be  heard 
Of  where  they  are,  or  why  : away.  * 

Tohn.  By  this  hand 

A handfom  whore  .•  Now  will  I be  arrelled, 

And  brought  home  to  this  officers ; a llout  whore, 

I love  fuch  ftirring  ware ; pox  o’  this  bufmefs, 

A man  mull  hunt  out  morfels  for  another, 
Andftarvehimfelf:  a quick-ey’d  whore,  that’s  wild-fire, 
And  makes  the  bloud  dance  through  the  veins  like  billows. 
I will  reprieve  this  whore. 

D/ske.  Well,  good  luck  with  ye. 

Free/.  As  much  attend  your  grace. 

Petr.  To  morrow  certain- 

John.  If  we  out  live  this  night  Sir. 

Fred.  Come  Don  John , 

We  have  fomething  now  to  do. 

John.  I am  fure  I would  have. 

Fred.  If  fhc  be  not  found,  we  mull  fight. 

John.  I am  glad  on’t , 

I have  not  fought  a great  while. 

Fred.  If  we  dye 

Jo.  There’s  fo  much  mony  fav’d  in  lecherie.  . {Exeunt . 


ASlus  Quint Hs.  Scena  Ytima. 

Enter  Duke,  Petrucchio,  below ^ and  Vccchio,  above. 

Duke.TT  fnould  be  hereabouts. 

X Petr.  Your  grace  is  right. 

This  is  the  houfe,  1 know  it. 

rec.  Grace  ? Ditke.  ’Tis  further 
By  the  defeription  we  received. 

Petr.  Good  my  Lord  the  Duke, 

Believe  me,  for  I know  it  certainly. 

This  is  the  very  houfe. 
rec.  My  Lord  the  Duke? 

Dake.  Pray  Heaven  this  man  prove  right  now. 

Petr.  Believe  it,  he’sa  mollfufficient^holar. 

And  can  do  rare  tricks  this  way  •,  for  a figure, 

Or  railing  an  appearance,  whole  Chriltendom 
Has  not  a better  ^ 1 have  heard  Itrange  wonders  of  him. 
Ditke.  But  can  he  Ihew  us  where  Ihe  is  ? 

Petr.  Moll  certain. 

And  for  what  caufe  too  Ihe  departed. 

Duke.  Knock  then , 

For  I am  great  w'ith  expedation. 

Till  this  man  fatisfie  me .-  I fear  the  Sfaniardsy 
Yet  they  appear  brave  fellows : can  he  tell  us  ? 

Petr.  With  a wet  finger,  whether  they  be  fallc. 

Duke.  Away  then.  Petr.  Who’s  within  here  ? 

Enter  Vecchio. 

yec.  Your  grace  may  enter. 

Duke.  How  can  he  know  me  ? 

Petr.  He  knows  all. 

Fee.  And  you  Sir.  {E.xeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Don  John,  and  Frederick. 

John.  What  do  you  call  his  name  ? 

Fred.  Why,  Teter  Fecchio. 

John.  They  fay  he  can  raile  Devils, 

Can  he  make  ’em 

T ell  truth  too,  when  he  has  rais’d  ’em  ? for  believe  it, 

Thefe  Devils  are  the  lyinglt  Rafcals. 

Fred.  He  can  compel  ’em. 

John.  With  what.?  can  he 
Tye  fquibs  in  their  tails,  and  fire  the  truth  out .? 


Or  make  ’em  eat  a bawling  Puritan, 

Whole  landified  zeal  lhall  rumble  like  an  Earth-quake .? 
Fred.  With  Spells  man. 

John.  I with  fpoons  as  loon,  doll  thou  think 
The  Devil  fuch  an  Alle  as  people  make  him  ? 

Such  a poor  coxcomb  ?fuch  a penny  foot-poll  ? 

Compel’d  with  crofs  and  pile  to  run  of  errands  ? 

V' Vith  j4J/erothj  and  Behemoth.,  and  Belfagor  ? 

Why  Ihould  he  lhake  at  lbunds,that  lives  in  a fmiths  force  }■ 
Or  if  he  do 

Fred'.  Without  all  doubt  he  do’s  i 

John.  Why  Ihould  not  Bilbo  raife  him,  or  a pair  of  bnl- 
They  go  as  big  as  any  ? or  anunlhod  Car,  ( lyons. 

When  he  goes  tumble,  tumble  o’re  the  Itones, 

Like  zAnacreons  drunken  verles, 

Thefe  make  as  fell  a noife-,  me  thinks  the  colick 

Well  handled,  and  fed  with  fmall  beer  

Fred.  ’Tis  the  vertue 

John.  The  vertue .?  nay,  and  goodnefs  fetch  him  up  once, 
Has  loll  a friend  of  me  ^ the  wife  old  Gentleman 
Knows  when,  and  how  1 ’Ic  lay  this  hand  to  two  pence, 

Let  all  the  Conjurers  in  Chriltendom, 

With  all  their  fpells,  and  vcrtuescall  upon  him. 

And  I but  think  upon  a wench,  and  follow  it, 

He  fiiall  be  Iboncr  mine  than  theirs  ^ where’s  vertue  ? 

Fred.  Thou  art  the  moll  fulficient,  (I’le  fay  for  thee) 

Not  to  believe  a thing 

John.  O Sir,  flow  credit 
Is  the  bell  child  of  knowldge  -,  I’le  go  with  ye. 

And  if  he  can  do  any  thing,  Pie  think 
As  you  would  have  me. 

Fred.  Let’s  enquire  along, 

For  certain  wc  are  not  Far  off 
John.  Nor  much  nearer.  {Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 

Enter  Duke,  Petrucchio,  and  Vccchio. 

Fee.  You  loll  her  yeller-night. 

Pet.  How  think  you  Sir .? 

Duke.  Is  your  name  Fecchio  ? 

Thefe  things  you  promife. 

Fee.  Your  graces  word  bound  to  me. 

No  hand  of  Law  lhall  feize  me. 

Duke.  As  1 live  Sir— — 

Petr.  And  as  I live,that  can  do  fomething  too  Sir. 

Fee.  I takeyourpromifes:  Ray  here  a little. 

Till  1 prepare  fome  Ceremonics,and  I’lc  fatisfie  ye. 

The  Ladies  name’s  anflontiu  } Petr.  Yes. 

Fee.  I come  llraight.  {Exit  Vec. 

Duke.  Sure  he’s  a learned  man. 

Petr.  The  moR  now  living  ; 

Did  your  grace  mark  when  we  told  all  thele  circumRances, 
How  ever  and  anon  he  bolted  from  us 
To  ule  his  Rudies  help? 

Duke.  Now  I think  rather 
1 o talk  with  fome  familiar. 

Petr.  Not  unlikely , 

For  fure  he  has  ’em  fubjeft. 

Duke.  How  could  he  ellb 
Tell  when  Ihe  went,  and  who  went  with  her  ? 

T'etr.  True. 

Du.  Or  hit  upon  mine  honour : or  alfure  me 
The  Lady  lov’d  me  dearly  ? 

Enter  Vecchio,  in  his  habiliments. 

Petr.  ’Twas  fo. 

F rc.  Now , 

I do  befeech  your  grace  lit  down,  and  you  Sir  •, 

Nay  pray  lit  clofe  like  Brothers. 

Petr.  A rare  fellow. 

Fee.  And  what  ye  fee,  Rir  not  at,  nor  ufe  a word. 

Until  I ask  ye  ^ for  what  lhall  appear 
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Is  but  weak  apparition  and  thin  air, 

Not  to  be  held,  nor  fpokcn  to.  SjCmci^ingwithin. 

[^John,  Frederick,  and  a Servant  xvithin. 

Duke.  VVe  arecounfeli’d 

Fee.  What  noife  is  tliat  without  there  ? 

Fred,  within.  We  muft  fpeak  with  him. 

Serv.  within.  He’s  bufie,  Gentlemen. 

John  within.  That’s  all  one  friend. 

We  mull  and  will  fpeak  with  him. 

Duke.  Let ’em  in,  Sir, 

We  khow  their  tongues  and  bufinefs,  ’tis  our  own, 

And  in  this  very  caule  that  we  now  come  for, 

They  alfo  come  to  be  inftrudted. 

Fee.  Let’em  in  then  .- 
Sit  down,  I know  your  meaning. 

Frederick,  John,  and  Servant. 

Fred.  The  Duke  before  us  ? 

Now  we  fliall  fure  know  fomething. 

Fee.  Not  a quefeion. 

But  make  your  Eyes  your  Tongues 

John.  This  is  a ftrange  Jugler, 

Neither  indent  before-hand  for  his  payment, 

Nor  know  the  Breadth  of  the  bufinefs ; fare  his  Devil 
Comes  out  of  Lapland,  where  they  fell  men  Winds 
For  dead  drink,  ancfold  Doublets. 

Fred.  Peace,  he  conjures.  ■ •'  . 

John.  Let  him,  he  cannot  raife  my  Devil. 

Fred.  Prithee  Peace.  , 

. * 

Vec,  ey^ppear,  appear, 

And  yea  foft  IVtnds  fo  clear,  ■ 

That  dance  upon  the  leaves,  andmakt  them  fing 
Gentle  Love-lay'  to  the  Spring, 

Gilding  all  the  Fales  below,  . - n . ..  U, 

With  your  F erdiire  as  ye  blow, 

Raife  thefe  forms  from  unde/ around  ■, 

With  a. faft  and Lippy  found.  [^Soft  Mufick. 

. -i  * 

John.  This  is  an  honeft  Conjurer,, and  a pretty  Poet  •, 

I like  his  words  well,  there^s  no  bumba'ft:  in  ’em, 

3ut  do  you  think  now  he  can  cudgel  up  the  Devil 
With  this  Ihort  Staff  of  Verfes  ? f • * 

Fred.  Peace,  the  Spirits ' fhapesof  women  paf 

John.  Nay,  and  they  be  no  worfe 

Fee.  Do  ye  know  thefe  faces  ? 

Duke.  No.  i (lows*, 

Fee.  Sit  ftill  upon  your  lives  then,  and  mark  what  fol- 
Away,  away.  , t 

John.  Thele  Devils  do  not  paint  fure  ? 

Have  they  no  fweeter  fhap^s  in  Hell } 

Fred.  Hark  now,  John.^ — " ' [ConRantia  paffes by. 
John.  I,  marry,  this  moves  fomething  like,  this  Devil 
Carries  fome  metal  in  her  gate. 

Fee.  1 find  ye,  1 

You  would  fee  her  face  unvail’dr?. 

Duke.  Yes. 

Fee.  Be  uncovered. 

Duke.  O Heaven  1 ■ - ■ 

Fee.  Peace.  - ’'.to 

Pet.  See  how  (he  blufhes. 

John.  Frederick.^,  ; 

This  Devil  for  mymony ; this  is  (he.  Boy,  ■ 

Why  doft  thou  lhake  ? I butmm  i n ■ * , < 

Fee.  Sit  ftill,  and  filent.  • 

Duke.  She  looks  back  at  me,  now  Ihe  fmiles.  Sir'. 

. Fee.  Silence.  1 

Duke.  I muft  rife,  or  I burft.  f Cbnftantia 

; Fee.  Ye  fee  what  follows 

Duke.  O gentle  Sir,  this  fliape  agen.  > ’ • 

Fee.  I cannot.  I • • 

’Tis  all  diffov’d  again  •,  this  was  the  Figure  ? 

1 Duks.  The  very  fame,  Sir. 

No  hope  once  mofe  to  fee  it  ? •.  .. 
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F ec.  You  might  have  kept  it  longer^  had  ye  fpar’d  it. 
Now  ’tisimpoflible. 

Du.  No  means  to  find  it  ? 

Fee.  Yes,  thatthereis,  fit  ftill  a while,  there’s  Wine 
To  thaw  the  wonder  from  your  heai  ts drink  well.  Sir. 

f£.v/>  Vecchio- 

John.  This  Conjurer  is  a right  good  fellow  too, 

A Lad  of  mettle^  two  fuch  Devils  more 
Would  make  me  a Conjurer ; what  wine  is  it  ? 

Fred.  Hollock. 

John.  The  Devil’s  in  it  then  j look  how  it  dances. 

Well,  if  I be 

Pet.  We  are  all  before  ye. 

That’s  your  beft  comfort.  Sir. 

John.  Byth’Mafs,  brave  Wine; 

Nay,  and  the  Devils  live  in  this  Hell,  1 dare  venture 
Within  thefe  two  months  yet  to  be  delivered 
Of  a large  Legion  of  ’em. 

Enter  Vecchio. 

Du.  Here  he  comes. 

Silence  of  all  fides,  Gentlemen. 

Fee.  Good  your  Grace, 

Obferve  a ftrider  temper,  and  you  too,  Gallants, 

You’ll  be  deluded  all  elfe.  This  merry  Devil 
That  next  appears,  for  fuch  a one  you’ll  find  it, 

Muft  be  call’d  up  by  a ftrange  incantation, 

A Song,  and  1 muft  fing  it .-  ’pray  bear  with  me. 

And  pardon  my  rude  Pipe  i for  yet,  ere  parting 
Twenty  to  one  I plcafe  ye. 

Du.  We  are  arm’d,  Sir. 

Pet.  Nor  ftall  you  fee  us  more  trangrefs. 

Fred.  What  think’ft  thou 
Now,  John  ? 

John.  Why,  now  do  I think,  Fredericks, 

(And  if  1 think  amifs  Heaven  pardon  me) 

This  honeft  Conjurer,  with  fome  four  or  five 
Of  his  good  fellow  Devils,  and  my  felf. 

Shall  be  yet  drunk  ere  midnight. 

SONG. 

COme  away,  thou  Lady  gay, 

Hoift',  loow  fhe  fiumbles? 

Htlrk^  how  fhe  mumbles. 

Dame  Gillian.  Anfwer.  Icome,  I come. 
By  old  Claret  I enlarge  thee, 

'Ey  Canary  thus  I charge  thee, 

Britain,  tJFathewglin,  andPeeter, 

Appear  and  anfwer  me  in  meeter. 

Why  when  ? 
Why  Gill  ? 
Why  when  ? 

(y^nfwer.  P ou'lL  tarry  till  / am  ready. 
Once  again  I conjure  thee, 

Ty  the  Pofe  in  thy  Nofe, 

And  the  Gout  in  thy  Toe  S’,  ^ 

By  thine  old  dryed  Sktn, 

And  the  Mummie  within ", 

By  thy  little,  little  Rj'f, 

And  thy  Hood  that* s made  of  Stuffs ; 

By  thy  Bottle  at  thy  Breech, 

And  thine  old  fait  Itch  •, 

By  the  Stakes,  and  the  Stones, 

, That  have  worn  out  thy  Bones, 

I ' Appear. 

Appear. 

Appear 

Anfwer.  Oh  I am  here 

Fred.  Peace,  he  conjures.  (now, 

John.  Why,  this  is  the  Song,  Frederick:-,  twenty  pound 
To  fee  but  our  Don  Gillian. 
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1 Enter  Land  Udy  and  the  CMdd. 

1 Fred.  Peace,  it  appears. 

j John.  I cannot  peace ; Devik  in  French  hoods,  Frederick} 
j Satans  old  Syringes?  What’s  this.? 

F'ec.  Peace.  John.  She,  Boy. 

Fred.  What  dofl  thou  mean  ? 

John.  She,  Boy,  Ifay.  Fred.  Ha? 

John.  She  Boy, 

The  very  Child  too,  Frederick^ 

Fred.  She  laughs  on  us 

Aloud,  John.,  has  the  Devil  thereafFe<fkions? 

! i do  believe ’tislhe,  indeed. 

1 Fee.  Stand  ftill. 

John.  I will  not  ^ 

Who  calls  Jeronimo  from  his  naked  Bed  ? 

Sweet  Lady,  was  it  you?  if  thou  beeft  the  Devil, 

Firft,  having  croft  my  felf,  to  keep  out  wildfire, 

Then  Paid  fome  fpecial  Prayers  to  defend  me 

Againft  thy  moft  unhallowed  Hood  , have  at  thee. 

Land,  Hold,  Sir,  1 am  no  Devil. 

John.  That’s  all  one. 

Land.  I am  your  very  Landlady. 

John.  I defie  thee  ; 

Thus  as  St.  blew  the  Devil’s  Nofe 

With  a pair  of  tongs,  even  fo,  Right  Worfliipful— 

Land.  Sweet  Son,  1 am  old  Gtlltau. 

Duke.  This  is  no  Spirit. 

John.  Art  thou  old  Gillian^  flcfti  and  bone  ? 

Lind.  lam.  Son. 

Fee.  Sir  ftill,  Sir,  tiow  I’ll  fhew  you  all.  Vec. 

John.  Where’s  thy  Bottle  ? 

Land.  Here,  I btfeech  ye,  Son 

John.  Fori  know  the  Devil 

Cannot  aflumc  that  ftiape. 

Fred.  ’Tis  flic,  John^  certain-  ■ • - 
John.  A hogs  pox  o’  your  mouldy  chaps,  what  makes  you 
Tumbling  and  juggling  here  ? 

Land.  1 am  quit  now.  Seignior, 

For  all  the  pranks  you  plaid,  and  railings  at  me, 

For  to  tell  true,  out  of  a trick  I put 

Upon  your  high  behaviours,  which  was  a lie. 

But  then  it  ferv’d  my  turn,  I drew  the  Lady 

Un’o  my  Kinfman’s  here,  only  to  torture 

Your  Don  fhips  for  a day  or  tw’o  \ and  iccure  her 

Out  of  all  thoughts  of  danger ; here  Ihe  comes  now. 

Enter  Vecchio,  and  Conftantia. 

Duke.  May  1 yetfpeak.? 

Fee.  Yes,  and  embrace  her  too. 

For  one  that  loves  you  dearer 

D.  ke.  O my  Sweeteft. 

Pet.  Bluflinot,  I will  not  chide  ye. 

Confi.  To  add  more 

Unto  the  joy  I know,  I bring  ye,  fee  Sir, 

The  happy  fruit  of  all  our  Vows  ! 

Duke.  Heavens  Blefling 

Be  round  about  thee  ever. 

John.  Pray  blefs  me  too, 

For  if  your  Grace  be  well  inftrufted  this  way, 

Y ou’ll  find  the  keeping  half  the  getting. 

Duke.  How,  Sir? 

John.  I’ll  tell  you  that  anon. 

Confi.  ’Tis  true,  this  Gentleman 

Has  done  a charity  worthy  your  favour. 

And  let  him  have  it,  dear  Sir, 

Duke.  My  belt  Lady 

He  has,  and  ever  (hall  have : fomuft  you.  Sir, 

To  whom  I am  equal  bound  as  to  my  being. 

Fred.  Your  Graces  humble  fervant 

Du.  Why  kneel  you.  Sir  ? 

Fee.'  For  pardon  for  my  boldnefs : yet  ’twas  harmlels. 

And  all  the  art  I have,  Sir^  thole  your  Grace  faw, 

Which  you  thought  fpir  its,  were  my  Neighbours  Children 
[Whom  I inftrud  in  Giamraar  here,  and  Mufick ; 

Their  Ihapes,  the  Peoples  fond  opinions, 

Believing  I can  conjure,  and  oft  repairing 

To  know  of  things  (loin  from  ’em,  I keep  about  me. 

And  always  have  in  readinefs , by  conjefture 

Out  of  their  own  confelTions,  I ofttell’em 

Things  that  by  chance  have  fallen  out  fo  *,  which  way 
(Having  the  peribns  here,  I knew  you  fought  for) 

I wrought  upon  your  Grace  •,  my  end  is  mirth, 

And  pleafing,  if  I can,  all  parties. 

Duke.  1 believe  it. 

For  you  have  pleas’d  me  truly : fo  well  pleas’d  me. 

That  when  I (hall  forget  it 

Pet.  Here’s  old  .Antonio, 

I fpy’d  him  at  a window,  coming  mainly 

1 know  about  his  Whore,  the  man  you  light  on. 

As  you  difeovered  unto  me  •,  good  your  Grace, 

Let’s  (land  by  all,  ’twill  be  a mirth  above  all, 

Tooblerve  his  pelting  fury. 

Fee.  About  a wench.  Sir  ? 

Pet.  A young  whore  that  has  rob’d  him. 

Fee.  But  do  you  know.  Sir, 

Where  (he  is  ? 

Pet.  Yes,  and  will  make  that  perfect 

Fee.  I am  inftrufled  well  then. 

John.  If  become 

To  have  a Devil  (hew’d  him,  by  all  means 

Let  me  be  he,  I can  roar  rarely. 

Pet.  Befo, 

But  take  heed  to  his  anger. 

Fee.  Slip  in  quickly. 

There  you  (hall  find  fuitsof  all  forts  ; when  I call 

Be  ready  and  come  forward.  [Exeunt  all  but  Vccchio. 

Who’s  there  comes  in .? 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Are  you  the  Conjurer  ? 

Fee.  Sir,  I can  do  a little 

That  way,  if  you  pleafe  to  employ  me. 

Ant.  Prcfently,  (hew  me  a Devil  that  can  tell 

Fee.  Where  your  wench  is. 

Ant.  You  are  i’th’  right  *,  asalfo  where  the  Fidler 

That  was  confenting  to  her. 

Fee.  Sit  ye  there.  Sir, 

Ye  (hall  know  prcfently : can  ye  pray  heartily  ? 

Ant.  Why,  is  your  Devil  fo  furious  ? 

Fee.  I mull  (hew  ye 

A form  may  chance  affright  ye. 

Ant.  He  mud  fart  fire  then : 

Take  you  nocare  for  me. 

Fee.  Afcend,  tyffierth, 

Enter  Don  John  Itk*  a Spirit. 

Why,  when,  appear  I fay — Now  quellionhim. 

Ant.  Where  is  my  wkwe,  Don  D^il  ? 

John.  Gone  to  China., 

To  be  the  great  Chdmt  Millrefs. 

Ant.  That's  a lye.  Devil, 

Where  are  my  jewels? 

John.  Pawn’d  for  Petticoats. 

Ant.  That  may  be : where’s  the  Fidler  ? 

John.  Condemn’d  to  th’  Gallows 
|For  robbing  of  a Mill, 
i Ant.  The  lyingft  Devil 
iThat  e’r  I dealt  withal,  and  the  unlikelieft  1 

What  was  that  Ralcal  hurt  me  ? 

John.  I. 

Ant.  How? 

John.  I. 

e^Ant.  Who  was  he  ? 

John.  I, 

tyfnt.  Do  you  hear  conjurer. 

Dare  you  venture  your  Devil  ? 

Fee.  Yes. 

Ant.  Then  I’ll  venture  my  dagger  *, 

Have  at  your  Devils  pate  •,  do  you  mew  ? J 

Enttr  J 

The  Chances. 
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Enter  aU. 


Vec.  Hold. 

Pet.  Hold  there, 

I do  command  you  hold. 

Aijt  Is  this  the  Devil  ? 

Why,  Conjurer 

Pet.  He  has  been  a Devil  to  you,  Sir  ^ . 

But  now  you  (hall  forget  aU-,  your  whore’s  fafe. 
And  all  your  jewels,  your  Boy  too. 

John.  Now  the  Devil  indeed 
Lay  his  ten  claws  upon  thee,  for  my  pate 
Finds  what  it  is  to  be  a Fiend. 

Ant.  All  fafe  ? 

Pet.  ’Pray  ye  know  this  perfon  *,  all’s  right  new. 
Ant.  Your  Grace 


May  now  command  me  then ; biit  where’s  my  whore  ? 
Pet.  Ready  to  go  to  whipping. 

Ant.  My  whore  whipt.^ 

Pet.  Yes,  your  whore  without  doubt,  Sir. 

Ant.  ^Vhipc!  ’pray Gentlemen. 

Ds^.  Why,  would  yon  have  her  once  more  rob  ye?  the 
You  may  forgive,  he  was  entic’d.  (yoiing  Boy 

John.  The  whore,  Sir, 

V Vould  rather  carry  pity : a handfonie  whore. 

Ant.  A Gentleman  1 warrant  thee. 

Pet.  Let’s  in  all,  I 

And  if  we  fee  contrition  In  your  whore,  Sir,  i 

Much  may  be  done.  j 

Duke.  Now  my  dear  fair  to  you,  I 

And  the  full  confummation  of  my  Vow.  {Exeunt. 


Prologue. 

ATtnef^  for  Mirth  aH^  this  inH-atit  ISli^ht 
Thalia  hath  prepay  d for  your  delight  '. 
Her  Choice  and  curious  Viands,  in  each  part 
Seafond  with  rarities  of  Wit  and  .Art ; 

"Nor  fear  I to  he  tax  d for  a rvain  hoafl, 

JMy  Tromife  mil  find  Credit  with  the  ntojl, 

Wxn  they  know  ingenious  Fletcher  made  it,  he  - 
‘Being  in  himfelf  a perfeCi  Comedie : ‘ . s . 

And  fome  Jit  here,  I doubt  not,  dareetverr- 
Living  he  made  that  Houje  a Tl?eatre 
Which  he  pleas’d  to  frequent  j and  tfms  much  we 
Could  not  hut  pay  to  his  loud  Memorie. 

For  our  felves,  we  do  entreat  that  you  Vpould  not 
ExpeB  jlrange  turns,  and  vt  'tndhtgs  in  the  Biot, 
OhjeBs  of  State,  and  now  and  then  a %hime. 

To  gall  particular  Berfons  with  the  time ; 

Or  tJjat  his  towring  Mufe  hath  made  her  flight 
Tkarer  your  apprehenjhn  than  your  fight  ^ 


But  if  that  fweet  Exprefsions,  quick  Comelt, 
Familiar  Language,  fajhiond  to  the  Vpeight 
Of  fuch  as  Speak  it,  have  the  power  to  raife 
Tour  Grace  to  us,  with  Trophies  to  his  Braife ; 
We  may  profefs,  prefuming  on  his  Skill, 

If  his  Chances  pleafe  not  you,  our  Fortune’s  ilh 


Epilogue. 

WE  have  not  held  you  long,  nor  do  I fee 
One  Brow  in  this  feleSied  Compante 
Affuring  a diflike,  our  Bains  were  eas’d 
Could  'ive  he  confident  that  all  rife  pleas’d : 

But  fuch  ambition  foars  too  high  ,*  If  We 
Have  fatisfi’d  the  heft,  and  they  agree 
In  a fair  Cenfure,  We  have  our  B{eward, 

And  in  them  arm’d  deflre  no  Jurer  Guardi 
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A 

R A G E D Y 


Perfbns  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


"ril 


Dulies  i?/ Normandy. 

Aubrey,  their 
Gisbert,  the  ChanceUour. 

Baldwin,  the  rrihces  Tut$nr. 

Du7r«e,}‘^''^'‘’''*'  "f  Otto  s/aOicn., 

Latorch,  Rollo’/  Earwig. 

Hamond,  Captain  of  the  Guard  to  RoUa 
Alan,  his  Brother. 

Norbrett,T 

La  Fisk,.  /•_  . r . 

Rufee,  > Five'' cheating  Rogues. 

DeBube,  ' • « 

Pipeau,  J ” - ' ' • 


Cooke 

Teoman  of  the  Seller. 
Butler.' 

? antler. 

Lords. 

sheriff. 

GudrJ,' 

Officers.  . 

Boys,  . 


C .f:  * 


IV  0 M E FJ. 


1’' 


Sophia,  Mother  to  the  Dukes. 
Matilda,  her  Daughter. 

Edith,  Daughter  to^  Baldwin.’ 


O' 


4^ 


(^Uns  Prirnuf.  Scena  Prima, 


Enter  Gisbert  and  Baldwin. 


Bd. 


T 


H E Brothers  then  are  met  ? 

Gf.  They  are.  Sir. 

Bd<i.  Tis  thought,  they  may  be  reconcil’d. 
Cif.  ’Tis  rather  wilh’t,  for  fuch,  whole  reafon 
Doth  direifl  their  thoughts  without  felf  flattery. 

Dare  not  hope  it. 

Bdd.  The  fires  of  Love,  which  the  dead  Duke  believ’d 
His  equal  care  of  both  would  have  united, 

Ambition  hath  divided:  and  there  are 

Too  many  on  both  parts,  that  know  they  cannot 

Or  rife  to  wealth  or  honour,  their  main  ends, 

Unlefsthe  tempeftof  the  Princes  fury 

Make  troubled  Seas,  and  thole  Seas  yield  fit  Billows 

In  their  bad  Arts  to  give  way  to  a calm, 

Wnich  yielding  reft  and  good,  prove  their  ruin. 


And  in  the  Ihipwrack  of  their  hopes  and  fortunes. 

The  Dukedom  might  be  fav’d,  had  it  but  ten 
That  Hood  affedted  to  the  general  good, 

With  that  confirm’d  zeal  which  brave  Aubrey  docs. 

Gif.  He  is  indeed  the  pcrfedl  charadler 
Of  a good  man,  and  fo  his  adlions  fpeak  him. 

Bdd.  But  did  you  obferve  the  many  doubts,  and  cautions 
The  Brothers  Hood  upon  before  they  met  f 

Ctf.  1 did  j and  yet,  that  ever  Brothers  Ihould 
Stand  on  more  nice  terms,  than  fworn  Enemies 
After  a War  proclaim’d,  would  with  a ftranger 
Wrong  the  reporters  credit ; they  faluted 
At  diftance  •,  and  lb  ftrong  was  the  fufpicion 
Each  had  of  other,  that  before  they  durft 
Embrace,  they  were  by  fev’ral  fervants  fearcht, 

As  doubting  conceal’d  weapons,  Antidotes 
Ta’nc  openly  by  both,  fearing  the  room 
^ Appointed 
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Appointed  for  the  enter-view  was  poyfon’d, 

The  Chairs,  and  Cufhions,  with  like  care  furvay’d; 

And  in  a word  in  every  circumftance 
So  jealous  on  both  parts,  that  it  is  more 
Than  to  be  fear’d,  concord  can  never  joyn. 

Minds  fo  divided. 

Bald.  Yet  our  beft  endeavours. 

Should  not  be  wanting,  Cisbert. 
j ^tf.  Neither  lhall  they. 

I Enter  Grandpree,  and  Verdon. 

! But  what  are  thefe  ? 

1 Bald.  They  are  without  my  knowledge  ^ 

But  by  their  manners,  and  behaviours, 

They  fliould  exprefs  themfelves. 

Grand.  Since  we  ferve  Rollo 
The  Elder  Brother,  we’ll  be  Rollians, 

Who  will  maintain  us,  lads,  as  brave  as  •, 

You  Hand  for  him  ? 

E'er.  I do. 

Grand.  Why,  thenobferve 
How  much  the  bufinefs,  your  fo  long’d  for  bulinefs. 

By  men  that  are  nam’d  from  their  fwords,  concerns  you. 
Lechery,  our  common  friend,  fo  long  kept  under, 

W’ith  whips,  and  beating  fatal  hemps,  lhall  rile. 

And  Bawdery,  in  a French-hood  plead,  before  her 
Virginity  lhall  be  Carted. 

Fer.  Excellent.' 

Grand.  And  Hell  but  grant,  the  quarrel  that’s  between 
The  Princes  may  continue,  and  the  bulinefs 
That’s  of  the  fword,  t’outlafl  three  fuits  in  Law, 

And  we  will  make  AtturniesLanfprifadoes, 

And  our  brave  gown-men  pradifers  of  back- fword  j 
The  pewter  ofall  Serjeants  maces  .Qiall 
Be  melted,  and  turn’d  into  common  Flaggons, 

In  which  it  lhall  be  lawful  to  caroufe 
To  their  molt  lowlie  fortunes. 

Bald.  Here’s  a Statefman. 

Grand.  A Creditor  lliall  not  dare,  but  by  Petition, 

To  make  demand  of  any  debt ; and  that 
Only  once  every  leap-year,  in  which,  if 
The  debtor  may  be  won  for  a French  Crown, 

To  pay  a Soulz,  he  lhall  be  regiftred 
His  benefador. 

rer.  The  Chancellor  hears  you. 

Grand.  Fear  not,  I now  dare  fpeak  as  loud  as  he, 

And  will  be  heard,  and  have  all  1 fpeak.  Law  j 
Have  you  no  eyes  ? there  is  a reverence  due. 

From  Children  of  the  Gown,  to  Men  of  Adion. 

6'//  How’s  this 

Gran.  Even  fo;  the  times,  the  times  are  chang’d. 

All  bulinefs  is  not  now  prefer’d  in  Parchment, 

Nor  lhall  a grant  pafs  that  wants  this  broad  feal  *, 

This  feal  d’ye  fee  ? your  gravity  once  laid 
My  head  and  heels  together  in  the  Dungeon, 

For  cracking  a Icald  Officers  crown,  for  which 
A time  is  come  for  vengeance,  and  exped  it  *, 

For  know,  you  have  not  full  three  hours  to  live. 

(yz/  Yes,  fomewhat  longer. 

Cjran.  To  what  end? 

Gif.  To  hang  you;  think  on  that.  Ruffian. 

Gran.  For  you.  School- mailer. 

You  have  a pretty  Daughter  *,  let  me  fee. 

Near  three  a Clock,  (by  which  time  I much  fear, 

1 lhall  be  tyr’d  with  killing  fome  five  hundred) 

Provide  a Bath,  and  her  to  entertain  me, 

And  that  (hall  be  your  Ranfom. 

Bald.  Impudent  Ralcal. 

Enter  to  them  Trevile  and  Duprete. 

<Jif.  More  of  the  crew  ? 

Grand.  What  are  you?  Roflians? 

\ Tre.  No ; this  for  Rollo  J and  all  fuch  as  ferve  him  •, 
i We  Hand  for  Otto. 


Grand.  You  feem  men  offalhion. 

And  therefore  I’le  deal  fairly,  you  lhall  have 
The  honour  this  day  to  be  Chronicled 
The  firfe  men  kill’d  by  Crandpree^you  fee  this  fword, 

A pretty  foolilh  toy,  my  valour’s  Servant, 

And  I may  boldly  lay  a Gentleman, 

It  having  made  when  it  was  Cnarlemal^ns^ 

Three  thoufand  Knights-,  this,  Sir,  lhall  cut  your  throat, 
And  do  you  all  fair  fervice  clle. 

Tre.  1 kifs  your  hands  tor  the  good  offer  y here’s  another 
too,  the  lervanc  ofyour  fervant  ihail  be  proud  to  be  fcour’d 
in  your  fweet  guts  y till  when  pray  you  command  me. 

Grand.  Ycur  Idolater,  Sir.  [^Exeunt.  Manent  Gif  C^*  Bal. 

Gif.  That  e’re  fuch  Ihould  hold  the  names  of  men, 

Or  Juflice  be  held  cruelty,  when  it  labours 
To  pluck  fuch  weeds  up ! 

Bald.  Yet  they  are  proteded,  and  by  the  great  ones. 

Gif.  Not  the  good  ones,  Baldwin. 

Enter  to  them  Aubrey'’. 

j4ub.  Is  this  a time  to  be  fpent  thus  by  fuch 
As  are  the  principal  iVnnifters  of  the  State  ? i 

When  they  that  are  the  heads,  have  fill’d  the  Court  ! 

With  fadions,  a weak  Woman  only  left  ' 

To  ftay  their  bloudy  hands?  can  her  weak  arms 
Alone  divert  the  dangers  ready  now 
To  fall  upon  the  Common-wealth,  and  bury 
The  honours  of  it,  leaving  not  the  name 
Of  what  it  was.  Oh  Gisbert.,  the  fair  tryals, 

And  frequent  proofs  which  our  late  mailer  made. 

Both  of  your  love  and  faith,  gave  him  affiirance, 
Tochufeyou  at  his  death  a Guardian-,  nay, 

A Father  to  his  Sonsy  and  that  great  trull. 

How  ill  do  you  difeharge  ? I mull  be  plain. 

That,  at  the  bell,  y ’are  a fad  looker  on 
Of  thofe  bad  pradicesyou  fhould  prevent. 

And  where’s  t.ie  ufe  of  your  Philofophy 
In  this  fo  needful  a time  ? be  not  lecure ; 

For,  Baldwin,  be  alfur’d,  fince  that  the  Princes, 

When  they  were  young,  and  apt  for  any  form. 

Were  given  to  your  inltrudion,  and  grave  ordering  y 
’Twill  be  expeded  that  they  Ihould  be  good, 

Or  their  bad  manners  will  b’  imputed  yours. 

Bald.  ’Twas  not  in  one,  my  Lord,  to  alter  nature. 

^tf.  Nor  can  my  counftls  work  on  them  that  will  not 
Vouchfafe  me  hearing. 

adlib.  Do  thefe  anlwers  fort, 

Or  with  your  place,  or  perfons,  or  your  years? 

Can  Gisbert  being  the  pillar  of  the  Laws, 

See  them  trod  under  foot,  or  .orc’d  to  lerve 
The  Princes  unjult  ends  y and  with  a frown 
Be  filenc’d  from  exclaiming  on  th’  abufe  ? 

Or  Baldwin  only  weep  the  cefp’rate  madnefs 
Ofhisfeduced  pupills.^  fee  their  minds. 

Which  w'ith  good  Arts  he  labour’d  to  build  up 
Examples  of  fucceeding  times,  o’return’d 
By  undermining  paralitesy  no  one  precept 
i Leading  to  any  Art,  or  great,  or  good. 

But  is  forc’d  from  their  memory,  in  whofe  room 
Black  counfels  are  receiv’d,  and  their  retirements, 

And  fecret  conference  producing  only 
Dev’li(h  defigns,  a man  would  lhame  to  father-, 

But  I talk  when  1 ffiould  do,  and  chide  others 
For  that!  now  offend  in : fee’t  Confirm’d, 

Now  do,  or  never  fpeak  more. 

Gif  We  are  yours. 

Enter  KoWo,  Latorch,  Trevile,  Grandpree,  Otto, 
Verdon,  and  Duprete. 

Rol.  You  (hall  know  who  I am. 

Otto.  I do,  my  equal. 

Rol.  Thy  Prince  y give  way were  we  alone,  1 de  force 

In  thy  bell  bloud,  to  write  thy  lelf  my  fubje^, 

And  glad  I would  receive  it.  , 
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c^nb.  Sir.  Gif.  Dear  Lord, 
j Otto.  Tliy  fubje^  ? 

! Rol.  Yes,  nor  lhall  tame  patience  hold  me 
I A minute  longer,  only  half  my  felf  •, 

My  birth  gave  me  this  Dukedom,  and  my  fword 
Shall  change  it  to  the  common  grave  of  all 
That  tread  upon  her  bofom,  e’re  I part  with 
A piece  of  earth,  or  title  that  is  mine. 

Otto.  It  needs  not^  and  I would  fcorn  to  receive, 

Though  offer’d,  what  I want  not:  therefore  know 
From  me,  though  not  deliver’d  in  great  words, 

Eyes  red  with  rage,  poor  pride,  and  threatned  action  j 
Our  Father  at  his  death,  then,  when  no  accent, 

Wer’t  thou  a Son,  could  fall  from  him  in  vain, 

Made  us  Co-heirs,  our  part  of  Land  and  Honours 
Of  equal  weight  ^ and  to  fee  this  confirm’d, 

The  Oaths  of  thefe  are  yet  upon  record. 

Who  though  they  fliould  forfake  me,  and  call  down 
The  plagues  of  perjury  on  their  llnful  heads, 
j 1 would  not  leave  my  felf. 

"1  T re.  Nor  will  we  fee  the  Will  of  the  dead  Duke  infring’d, 

i Lit.  Nor  I the  elder  rob’d  of  what’s  his  right, 
j Grand.  Nor  you  ? 

Let  me  take  place,  I fay,  I will  not  fee’t ; 

My  fword  is  fharpefl. 

Jlub.  Peace  you  tinder-boxes, 

That  only  carry  matter  to  make  a flame. 

Which  will  confumc  you. 

Rol.  You  are  troublefome,  {To  Baldwin. 

This  is  no  time  for  arguments,  my  Title 
Needs  not  your  School-defences,  but  my  fword, 

With  v/hich  the  Gordian  of  your  Sophiftry 

Being  cut,  (hall  fhewtlTlmpolhire.,  For  your  laws  SToG\{- 

It  is  in  me  to  change  them  when  I plcafc,  \ bert. 

I being  above  tliem  \ Gtsbert,  would  you  have  me  proted 
Let  them  now  fbretcli  their  extreameft  rigour,  (rhem  •, 
And  feize  upon  that  Traytor  •,  and  your  tongue 
Make  him  appear  firfl  dangerous,  then  odious ; 

And  after,  under  the  pretence  of  fafety 
For  the  fkk  State,  the  Lands  and  Peoples  quiet. 

Cut  offhis  head : and  I’le  give  up  my  fword. 

And  fight  with  them  at  a more  certain  weapon 
To  kill,  and  with  Authority.  (out 

Gif.  Sir,  IgranttheLawsarcufeful  weapons,  but  found 
T’aflbre  the  Innocent,  not  toopprefs. 

Rol.  Then  you  conclude  him  Innocent?  (Crime, 

Gif  The  power  your  Father  gave  him,  muftnotprovc  a 
Aab.  Nor  fliould  you  fo  receive  it. 

Bald.  To  which  purpofe. 

All  that  dare  challenge  any  part  in  goodnefs, 

* VV’ill  become  fuppliants  to  you, 

' Rot.  They  have  none 
' That  dare  move  me  in  this.*  hence,  I defie  you, 

( Be  of  his  party,  bring  it  to  your  Laws, 

And  thou  thy  double  heart,  thou  popular  fool. 

Your  moral  rules  of  juftice  and  her  ballance-, 

I ftand  on  mine  own  guard. 

Otto.  Which  thy  unjultice 
VVfill  make  thy  enemies  *,  by  the  memory 
Of  him,  whofe  better  part  now'  fuffers  for  thee, 

Whofe  reverend  allies  with  an  impious  hand 
Thou  throw’!!  out  to  contempt,  in  thy  repining 
j At  this  fo  jun:  decree  ; thou  art  unworthy 
j Of  what  his  laft  Will,  not  thy  merits,  gave  thee, 

! That  art  fofwoln  within,  with  all  thole  mifehiefs 
I That  e’re  made  up  a Tyrant,  that  thy  breaf!, 
j The  prlfon  of  thy  purpofes,  cannot  hold  them, 
j Hut  that  they  break  forth,  and  in  thy  own  words 
Difeover,  what  a monfter  they  mult  ferve 
That  lhall  acknowledge  thee, 

[Rot.  Thou  lhalt  not  live  to  be  fo  happy, 

- Nor  your  miferies  begin  in  murther.  , 

{He  offers  his  fword  at  Otto,  the  faction  joyning, 
\ [^Aubrey  between  fevers  the  'Brothers. 


Duty,allegeancc,and  all  refpeds  of  what  yoii  are,forfake  me; 
Do  you  flare  on  ? is  this  a Theater  ? 

Or  lhall  thefe  kill  themfelves,  like  to  mad  fencers, 

To  make  you  fport  ? keep  them  afunder,  or 
By  Heaven  Tie  charge  on  all. 

Grand.  Keep  the  peace, 

I am  for  you,  my  Lord,  and  if  yoh’l  have  mcj 
I’le  ad  the  Conftables  part. 

t^ub.  Live  I to  fee  this? 

Will  you  do  that  your  enemies  dare  not  wifli, 

And  cherifh  in  your  felves  thofe  furies,  which 
Hell  would  caft  out  ? Do,  lam  ready;  kill  me. 

And  thefe,  that  would  fall  willing  facrifices 
To  any  power  that  would  reflorc  your  reafon. 

And  make  you  men  again,  which  now  you  arc  not. 

Rot.  Thefe  are  your  bucklers  boy. 

Otto.  My  hinderances  *, 

And  w’erc  I not  confirm’d,  my  juflicc  in 
The  taking  of  thy  life,  could  not  weigh  down 
The  wTong,  in  lliedding  the  leafl  drop  of  bloud 
Of  thefe  whofe  goodnefs  only  now  proteds  thee, 

Thou  fhouid’ft  feel  1 in  ad  would  only  prove  my  felf 
What  thou  in  words  do’ll  labour  to  appear. 

Rot.  Hear  this,  and  talk  again  ? Tie  break  through  all. 
But  I will  reach  thy  heart. 

Otto.  ’Tis  better  guarded. 

Enter  Sophia. 

Soph.  Make  way,  or  I will  force  it,  who  are  thofe.? 

My  Sons  ? my  lliamcs  ^ turn  all  your  fwords  on  me, 

And  make  this  wretched  body  but  one  wound. 

So  this  unnatural  quarrel  find  a grave 

In  the  unhappy  womb  that  brought  you  forth : 

Dare  you  remember  that  you  had  a Mother, 

Or  look  on  thefe  gray  hairs,  made  fo  with  tears. 

For  both  your  goods,  and  not  with  age  *,  and  yet 
Stand  doubtful  to  obey  her  ? from  me  you  had 
Life,  Nerves,  and  faculties,  toufc  thele  weapons  j 
And  dare  you  raife  them  againfl  her,  to  whom 
You  owe  the  means  of  being  what  you  are.? 

Otto.  All  peace  is  meant  to  you. 

Soph.  Why  is  this  War  then  ? 

As  if  your  arms  could  be  advanc’d,  and  I 
Not  fit  upon  the  rack .?  your  bloud  is  mine. 

Your  dangers  mine,  your  goodnefs  1 Ihould  fiiarein*, 

1 mull  be  branded  with  thofe  impious  marks 
You  Itampon  your  own  foreheads  and  on  mine. 

If  you  go  on  thus : for  my  good  name  therefore. 

Though  all  refpedls  of  honour  in  your  felves 
Be  in  your  fury  choakt,  throw  down  your  fwords  *, 

Your  duty  Ihould  be  fwifter  than  my  tongue ; 

And  joyn  your  hands  while  they  be  innocent  y 
You  have  heat  of  bloud,  and  youth  apt  to  Ambition, 

To  plead  an  eafic  pardon  for  what’s  pall  *. 

But  all  the  ills  beyond  this  hour  committed. 

From  Gods  or  men  mufl  hope  for  no  excufe. 

Gif  Can  you  hear  this  unmov’d  ? 

No  Syllable  of  this  fo  pious  charm,  but  Ihould  have  power 
To  frullratc  all  the  juggling  deceits. 

With  which  the  Devil  blinds  you. 

Otto.  I begin  to  melt,  I know  not  how. 

Rot.  Mother,  I’le  leave  you ; 

And,  Sir,  be  thankful  for  the  time  you  live, 

Till  we  meet  ne.xt  (which  fhall  be  foon  and  Eidden) 

To  her  perfwafiou  for  you. 

Soph.  Oyet,  flay, 

And  rather  than  part  thus,  vouchfafe  me  hearing. 

As  enemies;  how  is  thy  foul  divided  ? 

My  love  to  both  is  equal,  as  my  wilhes^ 

But  are  return’d  by  neither  ^ my  griev’d  heart, 

Hold  yet  a little  longer,  and  then  break. 

I kneel  to  both,  and  will  fpcak  fo,  but  this 
Takes  from  me  th’  authority  of  a mothers  power  j 

And 
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And  therefore,  like  my  felf,  Otio^  to  thee, 

(And  yet  obferve,  fan,  how  thy  mothers  tears 
Outftrip  her  forward  words,  to  make  way  for’enl) 

Thou  art  the  younger,  Otto,  yet  be  now 
The  fii  ft  example  of  obedience  to  me. 

And  grow  the  elder  in  my  love. 

Otto.  The  means  to  be  fo  happy  ? 

Soph.  This,  yield  up  thy  fword,. 

And  let  thy  piety  give  thy  mother  ftrehgth 
To  take  that  from  thee,  which  ho  enemies  force 
Could  e’re  defpoil  thee  of:  why  do’fl  thou  tremble. 

And  with  a fearful  eye  fixt  on  thy  Brother, 

Obferv’lt  his  ready  fword,  as  bent  againfi  thee  ? 

I am  thy  armour,  and  will  be  pierc’d  through, 

Ten  thoufand  times,  before  1 will  give  way 
To  any  peril  may  arrive  at  thee  *, 

And  therefore  fear  not. 

Otto.  Tis  not  for  my  felf. 

But  for  you,  mother*,  youarenow  ingag’d 
In  more  that  lies  in  your  unqueftion’d  vertue ; 

For,  fince  you  have  difarm’d  me  of  defence, 

Should  I fall  now,  though  by  his  hand,  the  world 
May  fay  it  was  your  pradice. 

Soph.  All  worlds  perifh. 

Before  my  piety  turn  treafons  parent. 

Take  it  again,  and  ftand  upon  your  guard, 

And  while  your  Brother  is,  continue  arm.’d  ^ 

And  yet,  this  fear  is  needlefs,  for  I know, 

My  Rollo,  though  he  dares  as  much  as  man. 

So  tender  of  his  yet  untainted  valour. 

So  noble,  that  he  dares  do  nothing  bafeiy. 

You  doubt  him i he  fears  you  5 1 doubt  and  fear 
Both  ^ for  others  fafety,  and  not  mine  own. 

Know  yet,  my  fons,  when  of  necelTity 
You  muft  deceive,  or  be  deceiv’d  *,  ’tis  better 
Tofuffer  Treafon,  than  to  ad  the  Traytor  *, 

And  iaa  War  like  this,  in  which  the  glory 

Is  his  that’s  overcome ; confider  then 

What  -tis  for  which  you  ftrive : is  it  the  Dukedom  ? 

Or  the  command  of  thefe  fo  ready  fubjedis  ^ 

Defire  of  wealth  ? or  whatfoever  cHe 

Fires  your  ambition  ? This  ftill  defp’rate  madnefs. 

To  kill  the  people  which  you  would  be  Lords  of  j 
With  fire,  and  fword  to  lay  that  Country  wafte 
Whofe  rule  you  feek  for : to  confume  the  treafures. 
Which  are  the  finews  of  your  Government, 

In  cherifhing  the  fad:ions  that  deftroy  it ; 

Far,  far  be  this  from  you : make  it  not  queflion’d 
Whether  you  have  intereft  in  that  Dukedom, 

Whole  ruine  both  contend  for. 

Otto.  I defire  but  to  enjoy  my  own,  which  I will  keep. 

Rol.  And  rather  than  poflerity  (hall  have  caufe 
To  fay  I ruin’d  all,  divide  the  Dukedom^ 

1 will  accept  the  moiety; 

On.  I embrace  it. 

Soph.  Divide  me  firll,  or  tear  me  limb  by  limb. 

And  let  them  find  as  many  feveral  Graves 
As  there  are  villages  in  Normandy : 

And  ’tis  lefs  fin,  than  thus  to  weaken  it. 

To  hear  it  mention’d  doth  already  make  me 
Envy  my  dead  Lord,  and  almoft  Blafpheme 
Thofe  powers  that  heard  my  prayer  for  fruitfulnefs. 

And  did  not  with  my  firlt  birth  clofe  my  womb ; 

To  me  alone  my  fecond  bleffing  proves 
My  firft  of  mifery,  for  if  that  Heaven 
Which  gave  me  Rollo,  there  had  Itaid  his  bounty,- 
And  Otto,  my  dear  Otto,  ne’re  had  been. 

Or  being,  had  not  been  fo  worth  my  love. 

The  flrcam  of  my  affeeftion  had  run  conflant 
In  one  fair  current,  all  my  hopes  had  been 
Laid  up  in  one*,  and  fruitful  Normandy 
In  this  divifion  hadnot  lofl;  her  glories  : 

For  as  ’tis  now,  ’tis  a fair  Diamond, 

Which  being  preferv’d  intire,  exceeds  all  value, 


But  cut  in  pieces  (though  thefe  pieces  are 
Set  in  fine  gold  by  the  belt  work  mans  cunning) 

Parts  with  all  eftimation  : So  this  Dukedom, 

As  ’tis  yet  whole,  the  neighbouring  Kings  may  covet. 

But  cannot  compafsj  which  divided,  wil! 

Become  the  jpoil  of  every  barbarous  foe 
That  will  invade  it. 

Cjif.  How  this  works  in  both  ! 

"Bal.  Prince  Rollo\  eyes  have  loft  their  fire. 

<jtf.  And  anger,  that  but  now  wholly  poireffed 
Good  Otto,  hath  given  place  to  pity.  (gun. 

End  not  thus  Madam,  but  peifccft  what’s  fo  well  be- 

Soph.  I fee  in  both,  fair  figns  of  reconcilement. 

Make  them  fure  proofs  they  are  fo : the  Fates  offer 
To  your  free  choice,  either  to  live  Examples 
Of  Piety,  dr  wickednefs:  if  the  later 
Blinds  fo  your  tmderffanding,  that  you  cannot 
Pierce  through  her  painted  out  fide,  and  difeover 
Thatfhe  is  all  deformity  within. 

Boldly  tranfeend  all  precedents  of  mifehief. 

And  let  the  laft,  and  the  worft  end  of  tyrannies, 

The  murtfier  of  a Mother,  but  begin 
The  ftain  of  bloud  you  after  are  to  heighteh  .• 

But  if  that  vertue,  and  her  fure  rewards, 

Can  win  you  to  accept  her  for  your  guide. 

To  lead  you  up  to  Heaven,  and  there  fix  you 
The  faireft  Stars  in  the  bright  Sphere  of  honour  *, 

Make  me  the  parent  of  an  hundred  fons. 

All  brought  into  the  world  With  joy,  notforrow. 

And  every  one  a Father  to  his  Country, 

In  being  now  made  Mother  of  your  concord. 

Rol.  Such,  and  fo  good,  loud  fame  for  ever  fpeak  you. 

Bal.  I,  now  they  meet  like  Brothers. 

[The  Brothers  cafl  away  their  Swords  and  embrace. 

Gif.  My  hearts  joy  flows  through  my  eyes. 

t^ab.  May  never  Womans  tongue 
Hereafter  be  accus’d,  for  this  ones  Goodnefs. 

Otto.  If  we  contend,  from  this  hour,  it  fhall  be 
How  to  o’recome  in  brotherly  affediori. 

Rol.  Otto  Is  Rollo  now , and  Roilo,  Otto, 

Or  as  they  have  one  mind,  rather  one  name: 

From  this  attonement  let  our  lives  begin  j 
Be  all  the  reft  forgotten. 

y^hb.  Spoke  like 

Soph.  And  to  the  honour  of  this  reconcilement, 

We  all  this  night  wil)  at  a publick  Fcaft 

With  choice  Wines  drown  our  late  fears,  and  with  Mufick 

Welcome  our  comforts. 

Bald.  Sure  and  certain  ones.  [Exemt. 

Grandpree,  Verdon,  Trevile  Duprete. 

Grand.  Did  ever  fuch  a hopeful  bufinefs  end  thus  ? 

Fer.  ’Tis  fatal  to  iis  all,  and  yet  you  Grandpree, 

Have  the  leaft  caufe  to  fear. 

Grand.  Why,  what’s  my  hope  ? 

Fer.  The  certainty  that  you  have  to  be  bang’d  *, 

You  know  the  Chancellours  promife. 

(frand.  Plague  upon  you. 

Feri  What  think  you  of  a Bath,  and  a Lords  Daughter 
To  entertain  you? 

Grand.  Thofe  defires  are  off. 

Frail  thoughts,  all  friends,  no  Rollians  now,  nor  Ottoes ; 

The  fev’ral  court’fies  of  our  fwords  and  fervants 
Defer  to  after  conlequence  *,  let’s  make  ufe 
Of  this  nights  freedom,  a fhort  Parliament  to  us, 

In  which  it  will  be  lawful  to  walk  freely.  ^ 

Nay,  to  6ur  drink  we  fhall  have  meat  too,  that  s 
No  ufual  bufinefs  to  the  men  o’th’  fword. 

Drink  deep  with  me  to  night,  we  fhall  to  morrow. 

Or  whip,  or  hang  the  merrier. 

T re.  Lead  the  way  then. 

K kk 
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ABhs  SecHudns,  Scena  Priwa. 

Bitter  Latorch,  and  Rollo. 

Lato.WTdY  ftiould  this  trouble  you  ? 

VV  %pl.  It  docs,  and  muft  do  till  I find  cafe. 
Lato.  Confider  then,  aud  quickly  ; 

And  like  a wife  man,  take  the  current  with  you, 

Which  once  turn’d  head,  will  fink  you ; bleft  occafion 

Offers  her  felf  inthoufand  fafeties  to  you  •, 

Time  ftand  ing  fiill  to  point  you  out  your  purpofe,  ’ 

And  refolution  (the  true  child  of  Vertue) 

Readie  to  execute : what  dull  cold  weaknefs 

Kas  crept  into  your  bofbm,  whofe  meer  thoughts 

Like  tempefts,  plowing  up  the  fay  ling  Forefts, 

Even  with  their  fwing  were  wont  to  lhake  down  hazards. 
What  is’t,  your  Mothers  tears  ? 

Rol.  Pray  thee  be  patient. 

Lat.Uti  hands  held  up?her  prayers,or  her  curfes? 

Oh  power  of  paper  dropt  through  by  a woman ! 

Take  heed  the  Souldiers  fee  it  not ; ’cis  miferable, 

In  Kollo  below  miferable  *,  take  heed  your  friends. 

The  finews  of  your  caufe,  the  Ilrength  you  ftir  by, 

Take  heed,  I fay,  they  find  it  not : take  heed 

Your  own  repentance  (like  a paffing-bell)  ' 

Too  late,  and  too  loud,  tell  the  world  y’are  perifht ; 

What  noble  fpirit,  eager  of  advancement, 

Whofe  imployment  is  his  plough^  what  fword  whole  fliarp- 
Waits  but  the  arm  to  wield  it:,  or  what  hope,  (nefs 

After  the  world  has  blown  abroad  this  weaknefs. 

Will  move  again,  or  make  a wilh  for  Kollo } 

Kol.  Are  we  not  friends  again  by  each  oath  ratified. 

Our  tongues  the  Heralds  to  our  hearts  ? 

Lat.  Poor  hearts  then. 

[ Kol.  Our  worthier  friends. 

Lat.  No  friends  Sir,  to  your  honour  •, 

Friends  to  your  fall : where  is  your  underftanding. 

The  noble  veflel  that  your  full  foul  fail’d  in, 

Rib’d  round  with  honours-, where  is  that?  ’tis ruin’d. 

The  tempeft  of  a womans  fighs  has  funk  it. 

Fricndfhip,  take  heed  Sir,  is  a finding  harlot 

That  when  (he  kifles,  kills,  a foder’d  friendlhip 

Piec’d  out  with  promifes 0 painted  mine ! 
j Kol,  Latorchy  he  is  my  Brother. 

1 Lat.  The  more  doubted  •, 

For  hatred  hatcht  at  home  is  a tame  Tiger, 

May  fawn  and  fport,  but  never  leaves  his  nature  ; 

The  jars  of  Brothers,  two  fuch  mighty  ones. 

Is  like  a fmall  ftone  thrown  into  a river. 

The  breach  fcarce  heard,  but  view  the  beaten  current, 

And  you  (hall  fee  a thoufand  angry  rings 

Rife  in  his  face,  fiill  fwelling  and  fiill  growing ; 

So  jars  circling  diltrufts,  diftrufts  breed  dangers, 

And  dangers  death, the  greateft  extreme  (hadow. 

Till  nothing  bound  ’em  but  the  (hoar  their  graves ; 

There  is  no  manly  wifedom,  nor  nofafety 

In  leaning  to  this  league,  this  piec’d  patcht  friendlhip ; 

This  rear’d  up  reconcilement  on  a billow. 

Which  as  it  tumbles,  totters  down  your  fortune  •, 

Is’t  not  your  own  you  reach  at  ? Law  and  nature 
LKheringthe  way  before  you;  is  not  he 

Born  and  bequeathM  your  fubjed  ? 

Kol.  Ha. 

Lat.  What  fool  would  give  a ftorm  leave  to  difturb  his 
When  he  may  (hut  the  cafement .?  can  that  man  (peace. 

Has  won  fo  much  upon  your  pity. 

And  drawn  fo  high,  that  like  an  ominous  Comet, 

He  darkens  all  your  light  *,  can  this  (bucht  Lyon 
( Though  now  he  licks  and  locks  up  his  fell  paws. 

Craftily  burning,  like  a catt  to  cozen  you  ) 

But  when  ambition  whets  him,  and  time  fits  him, 

(xap  to.hisprcy,  and  feiz’d  once,  fueje-  your  heart  out  ? 

Do  you  make  it  confcicnce .? 

Rol.  Confidence,  Latorch,  what’s  that  ? 

Lat.  A fear  they  tye  up  fools  in,  natures  coward. 

Palling  the  blood,  and  chilling  the  full  fpirit 

With  apprehenfion  of  meer  clouds  and  (liadows. 

Kol.  1 know  no  confidence, nor  1 fear  no  (liadows. 

Lat.  Or  if  you  did , if  there  were  confidence. 

If  the  free  foul  could  fuITer  fuch  a curb 

To  the  fiery  mind,  fuch  puddles  to  put  it  out  •, 

Mufi  it  needs  like  a rank  Vine,  run  up  rudely. 

And  twine  about  the  top  of  all  our  happinels. 

Honour  and  rule,  and  there  fit  (baking  of  us  ? 

Rol.  It  (hall  not,  nor  it  mufi  not  *,  1 am  fatisfied. 

And  once  more  am  my  felf  again  : 

My  Mothers  tears  and  womanilh  cold  prayers, 

Fareweljl  have  forgot  you ) if  there  be  confidence. 

Let  it  not  come  betwixt  a crown  and  me. 

Which  is  my  hope  of  bli(s,  and  1 believe  it  .• 

Otto,  our  friendlhip  thus  1 blow  to  air, 

A bubble  for  a boy  to  play  withal ; 

And  all  the  vows  my  weaknefs  made,  like  this. 

Like  this  poor  heartlels  rulh,  I rend  in  pieces. 

Lot.  Now  you  go  right.  Sir,  now  your  eyes  are  open. 

Rol.  My  Fathers  lafi  petition’s  dead  as  he  is, 

And  all  the  promifes  I clos’d  his  eyes  with, 

In  the  fame  grave  1 bury. 

Lat.  Now  y’are  a man.  Sir. 

Rol.  Otto,  thou  (hewlb  my  winding  (heet  before  me. 
Which  e’rc  1 put  it  on,  like  Heavens  blefi  fire 

In  my  defeent  I’le  make  it  blulh  in  blood  •, 

A Crown,  A Crown,  Oh  facred  Rule,  now  fire  me, 

Nor  (hall  the  pity  of  thy  youth,  falfe  Brother, 

Although  a thoufand  Virgins  kneel  before  me. 

And  every  dropping  eye  a court  of  mercy. 

The  fame  blood  with  me,  nor  the  reverence 

Due  to  my  mothers  bleft  womb  that  bred  us. 

Redeem  thee  from  my  doubts : thou  art  a wolf  here. 

Fed  with  my  fears,  and  I muft  cut  thee  from  me  : 

A Crown,  A Crown  •,  Oh  facred  Rule,  now  fire  me 

No  fafety  el(c. 

Lat.  But  be  not  too  much  ftir’d,Sir,  nor  too  high 

In  your  execution : fwallowing  waters 

Run  deep  and  (iicnt,  till  they  are  fatisfied. 

And  fmile  in  thoufand  Curles,to  guild  their  craft  -, 

Let  your  fword  deep,  and  let  my  two  edg’d  wit  work. 

This  happy  feaft,the  full  joy  of  your  friendlhips 

Shall  be  his  lafi. 

7{ol.  How,  my  Latorch  ? 

Lat.  Why  thus.  Sir:; 
rie  prefently  go  dive  into  the  Olficers 

That  minifter  at  Table .-  gold  and  goodnefs. 

With  promife  upon  promife,  and  time  necelfary, 
rie  pour  into  them. 

Kol.  Canft  thou  do  it  nearly  ? 

Lat.  Let  me  alone,  and  fuch  a bait  it  (hall  be, 

Shall  take  off  all  fufpicion. 

Rol.  Go,  and  profper. 

Lat.  Walk  in  then, and  your  fmootheft  face  put  on  Sir. 

Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  the  Afafier  Cookj,  Butler,  P antler.  Yeoman  of  the 
Cedar,  with  a Jack^of  Beer  and  a DtJIt. 

Cook.  A hot  day,  a hot  day,  vengeance  hot  day  boys, 

Give  me  fome  drink,  this  fire’s  a plaguy  fretter : 
Bodyofme,  I’m  dry  fiill;  give  me  the  Jack  boy  *, 

This  wooden  Skiff  holds  nothing. 

Tant,  And  faith  mafter,what  brave  new  meats  -yfor  here 
Will  be  old  eating. 

Coo.  Old  and  young,  boy,  let  ’em  all  eat,  1 have  it ; 

I have  ballaft  for  their  bellies,  if  they  eat  a gods  name, 

Let  them  have  ten  tire  of  tectli  a piece,  I care  not ; 

But.  But  what  new  rare  munition? 

Coo.  Pi(h,  a thoufand; 

rie. 

The  Bloody  Brother, 


rJe  make  you  piggs  fpsak  French  at  tabic, and  a fat  fwan 
Come  failing  out  of  EngLind  with  a challenge  ^ 

I’le  make  you  a difh  of  calves  feet  dance  the  Canaries, 

And  a confort  of  cramm’d  capons  fiddle  to  ’em  •, 

A calves  head  fpeak  an  Oracle,  and  a dozen  of  Larks 
Rife  from  the  dilh,  and  fing  all  fupper  time ; 

Tis  nothing  boyes:  I have  framed  a fortification 
Out  of  Rye  palte,  which  is  impregnable, 

And  againft  that,  for  two  long  hours  together, 

Two  dozen  of  marrow-bones  lhall  play  continually  ; 

For  filh,  i’le  make  you  a Handing  lake  of  white  broth, 

And  pikes  come  ploughing  up  the  plums  before  them  •, 
lyfrioriy  like  a Dolphin,  playing  Lachrymje, 

And  brave  King  Herring  with  his  oyle  and  onyon 
Crown’d  with  a Limonpill,  his  way  prepar’d 
With  his  ftrong  Guard  of  Pilchers. 

Pant.  1 marry  Mailer. 

Coo.  All  thefe  are  nothing : Tie  make  you  a Hubble  Goofe 
Turn  o’th’  toe  thrice, do  a crofs  point  prefently, 

And  fit  down  again,  and  cry  come  eat  me 

Thefe  are  for  mirth.  Now  Sir,  for  matter  of  mourning, 

Tie  bring  you  in  the  Lady  Loyn  of  Veal, 

With  the  long  love  file  bore  the  Prince  of  Orenge. 

M.  I'hou  boy,  thou. 

(^06.  I have  a trick  for  thee  too. 

And  a rare  trick,  and  I have  done  it  for  thee. 

Teo.  What’s  that  good  maHer  ^ 

Coo.  ’Tis  a facrifice. 

A full  Vine  bending,  like  an  Arch,  and  under 
The  blown  god  'Bacchm,  fitting  on  a HogQiead, 

His  Altar  Beer  : before  that,  a plump  Vintner 
Kneeling,  and  ofTring  incenfe  to  his  deitie, 

Which  Hiall  be  only  this,  red  Sprats  and  Pilchers. 

Bat.  This  when  the  Table’s  drawn,  to  draw  the  wine  on. 

' Coo.  Thou  haH  it  right,  and  then  comes  thy  Song,  Butler. 

Pant.  This  will  be  admirable, 

Teo.  Oh  Sir,  moH  admirable. 

Coo.  If  youH  have  the  paHy  fpeak,  ’tis  in  my  power, 

I have  fire  enough  to  work  it ; come.  Hand  clofe, 

And  now  rehearfe  the  Song,  we  may  be  perfeft, 

The  drinking  Song,  and  fay  I were  the  Brothers. 

The  drinking  SONG. 

DRink^to  day  and  drown  allforrow, 

Tou  Jhall  perhaps  not  do  it  to  morrow. 

"Befi  while  yen  have  it  nfeyour  breath, 

Thereisno  drinking  after  death. 

Wine  workl  the  heart  I'p,  wakes  ihe  wit, 

• There  ts  no  cure  'fainjt  age  but  it. 

It  helps  the  head  ach,  cough  and  tiffickj, 
cAndis  for  all difeafes  Phyfickz 

Then  let  w fwill  boyes  for  our  health. 

Who  drinkl  well,  loves  the  common  wealth. 
tyTnd  he  that  will  to  bed  go  fober. 

Falls  With  the  leaf  fill  in  October. 

Well  have  you  born  your  felves a red  Deer  Pye,  Boyes, 
And  that  no  lean  one,  I bequeath  your  vertues ; 

What  friends  haH  thou  to  day  ? no  citizens.? 

Pant.  Yes  Father,  the  old  Crew. 

Coo.  By  the  mafs  true  wenches : 

Sirrah,  fet  by  a chine  of  Beef,  and  a hot  PaHy, 

And  let  the  Joll  of  Sturgeon  be  correfted  : 

And  do  you  mark  Sir,  Halk  me  to  a Pheafant, 

' And  fee  if  you  can  Hioot  her  in  the  Sellar. 

Pant.  God  a mercy  Lad,  fend  me  thy  roaring  bottles. 
And  with  fiich  Nedlar  I will  fee  ’em  fill’d, 

That  all  thou  fpeak’H  Hall  be  pure  Helicon. 

Enter  Latorch. 

Monfieur  Latorch  ? What  news  with  him  ? Save  you. 


Lnt.  Save  you  MaHer,  fave  you  Gentlemen, 

You  are  caHing  for  this  preparation  ■, 

This  joyfull  fupper  for  the  royal  Brothers : 

I’m  glad  I have  met  you  fitly,  for  to  your  charge 
My  bountifull  brave  Butler,  I muH  deliver 
A Bevie  of  young  Lafies,  that  muH  look  on 
This  nights  foleiunity,  and  fee  the  two  Dukes, 

Or  I lhall  lofe  my  credit  ^ you  have  Stowage  ? 

But.  for  fuch  freignt  Tie  find  room,and  be  your  fervant. 
Coo.  Bring  them,  they  Hall  not  Harve  here,  I’le  fend ’em 

( viduals 

Shall  work  you  a good  turn,  though’t  be  ten  days  hence,  Sir. 
Lat.  God  a mercy  noble  MaHer. 

Coo.  Nay,  rie  do’t. 

Teo  And  wine  they  lhall  not  want, let’em  drink  like  Ducks. 
Lat.  What  mifery  it  is  that  minds  fo  royal, 

And  fuch  moH  honeft  bounties,  as  yours  are. 

Should  be  confin’d  thus  to  uncertainties  ? 

But.  I,  were  the  State  once  fetled,  then  we  had  places. 

Teo.  Then  we  could  fiiew  our  (elves,  and  help  our  friends, 
Cvo.l,then  there  were  fome  favour  in’t,where  now  (Sir. 
We  live  between  tvvo  Hools,  every  hour  ready 
To  tumble  on  our  nofes  ^ and  for  ought  we  know  yet, 

For  all  this  Supper,  ready  to  faH  the  next  day. 

Lat.  I would  fain  fpeak  unto  you  out  of  pitie. 

Out  of  the  love  1 bear  you,  out  of  honelty, 

For  your  own  goods ; hay,  for  the  general  blcltl  ng. 

Coo.  And  we  would  as  fain  hear  you, pray  go  forward. 
Lat.Duxc  you  but  think  to  make  your  felves  up  certainties 
Your  places  and  your  credits  ten  times  doubled. 

The  Princes  favour , Roth's,  ? 

But.  A fweet  Gentleman.. 

Teo.  I,  and  as  bounteous,  if  he  had  his  right  too. 

(foo.  By  the  mafs,  a Royal  Gentleman  indeed  Boyes, 

He’d  make  the  chimneys  fmoak. 

Lat.  He  wPuld  do’t  friends, 

And  you  too,  if  he  had  his  right,  true  Courtiers  j 
What  could-  you  want  then  ? dare  you  ? 

(^00.  Pray  you  be  Hiort  Sir. 

Lat.  And  this  my  foul  upbn’t,  I dare  alTure  you, 

If  you  but  dare  your  parts. 

Coo.  Dare  not  me  Monfieur, 

For  I that  fear  nor  fire  nor  water.  Sir, 

Dare  do  enough,  a man  would  think; 

Teo.  Believ’t,  Sir; 

But  make  this  good  upon  us  you  have  promis’d. 

You  fiiall  not  find  us  flinchers. 

Lat.  Then  Tie  be  Hidden.  (iis? 

What  may  this  mean  ? and  whither  would  he  urive 
Lat.  And  firH,for  what  you  muH  do,becaufe  all  danger 
Shall  be  apparantly  ty’d  up  and  muzl’d, 

The  matter  feeming  mighty : there’s  your  pardons. 

Pardon’s  ? Is’t  come  to  that  .?gods  defend  us.  (neH, 
Lat.  And  here’s  five  hundred  Crowns  in  bounteous  car- 
And  now  behold  the  matter.  Latorch  gives 

But.  What  are  thefe,  Sir?  t ach  a paper. 

Teo.  And  of  what  nature?  towhatufe? 

Lat.  Imagine. 

Coo.  Will  they  kill  Rats  ? they  cat  my  pyes  abominably. 

Or  Work  upon  a woman  cold  as  ChriHmas  ? 

I have  an  old  Jade  Hicks  upon  my  fingers. 

May  I taHe  them? 

Lat.  Is  your  will  made.^ 

And  have  you  faid  your  prayers  ? for  they’le  pay  you  ; 

And  now  to  come  up  to  you,  for  your  knowledge, 

.And  for  the  good  you  never  lhall  repent  you 
If  you  be  wife  men  now. 

Coo.  Wife  as  you  will,  Sir. 

Lat.  Thefe  muH  be  put  then  into  the  feveral  meats 
Young  Otto  loves,  by  you  into  his  wine.  Sir, 

Into  his  bread  by  you,  by  you  into  his  linnen. 

Now  if  you  defire,  you  have  found  the  means 
To  make  you,  and  if  you  dare  not,  you  have 
Found  your  ruine : refolve  me  e’rc  you  go.  1 

^ K k k 2 But ; 
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Blit.  You’l  keep  your  faith  with  US. 

Lat.  May  I no  more  fee  light  elfe. 

. Coo.  Why  ’tis  done  then.^* 

But.  ’Tis  done. 

Pant.  ’Tis  done  which  lhall  be  undone. 

Lat.  About  it  then,farewel,y’are  all  of  one  mind. 

Coo.  All  ? 

M.  All,  All. 

Lat.  V.’hy  then  , all  happie.  Exit. 

Bat.  What  did  we  promife  him  ? 

Teo.  Do  you  ask  that  now? 

Bat.  I would  be  glad  to  know  what  ’tis. 

Pan.  Tie  tell  you, 

It  is  to  be  all  villains,  knaves,  andtraytors. 

Coo.  Fine  whoifome  titles. 

Pan.  But  if  you  dare,  go  forward. 

Coo.  W'e  may  be  hang'd,  drawn,  and  quarter’d. 

Pan.  Very  true , Sir. 

Coo.  What  a goodly  fwing  I fhall  give  the  gallows?  yet 
I think  too,  this  may  be  done,  and  yet  we  may  be  rewarded, 
not  with  a rope,  but  with  a royal  malter  : and  yet  we  may 
be  hang’d  too. 

Tfo.Say  it  v.'ere  done  j who  is  it  done  for.'’  is  it  not  for  Kollot 
And  for  his  right  ? 

Cco.  And  yet  we  may  be  hang’d  too. 

Bat.  Or  fay  he  take  it,  fay  we  be  difeover’d 
Is  not  the  fame  man  bound  ftill  to  protect  us  ? 

Are  we  not  his  ? 

But.  Sure,  he  will  never  fail  us. 

Coo.  IfhedOjfiiends, we  lhall  find  that  will  hold  us. 

And  yet  me  thinks,  this  prologue  to  our  piirpolc, 

Thefc  crowns  (hould  promife  more  : ’tisealily  done, 

Astal'e  as  a man  would  i call  an  egge. 

If  that  b.  all  i for  look  you,  Gentlemen, 

Here  hand  m^  brotiis,  my  finger  flips  a little, 

Down  drops  a dofc,  1 flir  him  with  my  ladle, 

Aud  there’s  a diHi  for  a Duke ; OIU  Podr'Ua. 

Here  Hands  a bak’d  meat, he  wantsa  little  feafoning, 

A foolilh  miftaj..  •,  my  Spice-box,  Gentlemen, 

And  put  in  fome  of  this,  the  matter’s  ended  •, 

Dredge  you  a dilh  of  plovers,  there’s  the  Art  on*t. 

Tco.  Or  as  I fill  my  winC. 

('oo.  ’Tis  very  true.  Sir, 

BIcfling  it  with  your  hand,  thus  quick  and  neatly  firft,  ’tis 
And  done  once,  ’tis  as  cafie  ( paft 

For  him  to  thank  us  for  it,  and  reward  us. 

‘Tan.  But  ’tis  a damn’d  fin. 

Coo.  O,  never  fear  that. 

The  fire’s  my  play  fellow,  and  now  I am  rclblv’d,  boyes. 

Bat.  Why  then,  have  with  you. 

Teo.  The  fame  for  me.  ^ 

Pan.  For  me  too. 

Cco.  And  now  no  more  our  worfliips,  but  our  Lordlhips. 
Pan.  Not  this  year,  on  my  knowledge,  I’le  unlord  you. 

C Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Servant.,  and  Sewer. 

Ser.  Perfume  the  room  round,  and  prepare  the  table, 
Gentlemen  officers,  wait  in  your  places. 

Sew.  Make  room  there  , 

Room  for  the  Dukes  meat.  Gentlemen,  be  bare  there. 
Clear  all  the  entrance ; Guard,  put  by  thofe  gapers, 
AndGcntlemen-ulhcrs,  fee  the  gallery  clear, 

The  Dukes  arc  coming  on. 

Hohoys,  a banquet. 

Enter  Sophia,  between  Rollo,  and  Otto,  ’ Aubry', 
Latorch,  Gifpert,  Baldwin,  Attendants, 
Hamond,  Matilda,  Edith. 

Ser.  ’Tis  certainly  inform’d. 

Ot.  Reward  the  fellow,  and  look  you  mainly  to  it. 

Ser.  My  life  for  yours.  Sir. 

Sofli.  Now  ami  llraight,  my  Lords,  and  young  again. 


My  long  lince  blafted  hopes  Ihootout  in  bloflomes. 

The  fruits  of  everlafting  love  appearing  *, 

Oh  / my  bleftboys,  the  honour  of  my  years, 

Of  all  my  cares,  the  bounteous  fair  rewarders. 

Oh  ! let  me  thus  imbrace  you,  thus  for  ever 
Within  a Mothers  love  lock  up’your  friendlhips : 

And  my  fwcet  Tons,  once  more  with  mutual  twinings. 

As  one  chalte  bed  begot  you,  make  one  body  : 

Bleffings  from  heaven  in  thoufand  fiiowrs  fall  on  you. 

Aub.  Oh  ! womans  goodnefs  never  to  beequall’d. 

May  the  mofl:  finfull  creatures  of  thy  fex 
But  kneeling  at  thy  monument,  rile  faints. 

Soph.  Sit  down  my  worthy  fons  •,  my  Lords,  your  places. 
I,  now  me  thinks  the  table’s  nobly  furniffity 
Now  the  meat  nouriflies  •,  the  wine  gives  fpirit  ■, 

And  all  the  room  Ituck  with  a general  pleafure, 

Shews  like  the  pcacefull  boughs  of  happinefs. 

Aub.  Long  may  it  lafl;,and  from  a heart  fill’d  with  it 
Full  as  my  cup ; I give  it  round,  my  Lords. 

Bald.  And  may  that  ftubborn  heart  be  drunk  with  forrow 
Refufes  it  •,  men  dying  now  fhould  take  it, 

And  by  the  vertue  of  this  ceremony 
Shake  off  their  miferies,  and  fleep  in  peace. 

Rol.  You  are  fad,  my  noble  Brother. 

Ot.  No,  indeed.  Sir. 

Soph.  No  ladnefs  my  fon  this  day. 

Rol.  Pray  you  eat. 

Something  is  here  you  have  lov'd-,  tafte  of  this  difh, 

It  will  prepare  your  ftomach. 

Ot.  Thank  you  brother.-I  am  not  now  difpos’d  to  eat. 

Rol.  Or  that, 

You  put  us  out  of  heart  man,comc,thefc  bak’tmeats 
Were  ever  your  beft  dyet. 

Ot.  None,  I thank  you. 

Soph.  Are  you  well,  noble  child 
Ot.  Yes,  gracious  Mother. 

Rol.Givc  nim  a cupof  wine, then, pledge  thehr^lth, 

Drink  it  to  m?,  I’le  give  it  to  my  Moiiier. 

Soph.  Do,  my  belt  child. 

Or.  I mull  not,  my  belt  Mother, 

Indeed  I dare  not ; fo  ' of  late,  my  body 
Has  been  much  weakned  by  excefs  of  dyet  *, 

The  promife  of  a fcaver  hanging  o'-  me. 

And  even  now  ready,  ifnot  by  abh  muicc 

^o/.  And  will  you  keep  it  in  this  general  freedom ; 

A little  health  prefen’d  before  oui  hicndffiip  ? 

Ot.  I pray  you  excufe  me.  Sir. 

Rol.  Excufc  your  feif  Sir, 

Come  ’tis  your  fear,  and  not  your  favour  Brother, 

And  you  have  done  me  a mofl  v\Oi  thy  kindnefs 
My  Royal  Mother,  and  you  noble  Lords  y 
Here,  for  it  now  concci  ns  me  to  fpeak  boldly  -, 

What  faith  can  be  exp./ted  from  his  vows, 

From  his  diffemblinglmilcs, what  fiuit  offriendfhip 
From  all  his  du.l  embraces,  what  blefl  iffuc, 
k\’hen  he  fhall  biand  me  here  for  bafe  fulpicion  ? 

He  takes  me  for  a poyfbner. 

Sop.  Gods  defend  it  fon. 

Rol.  For  a foul  knave,  a villain,  and  fo  fears  me. 

Ot.  I could  fay  fomething  too. 

Sop.  You  muft  not  fo  Sir, 

Without  your  great  forgetfulnefsof  vertue^ 

This  is  your  Brother,  and  your  honour’d  Brother. 

Rol.  If  he  pleafe  fb. 

Sop.  One  noble  Father,  with  as  noble  thoughts, 

Begot  your  minds  and  bodies:  onecare  rockt  you, 

And  one  t ui  h to  you  both  was  ever  facred  y 
Now  tye  my  Otto,  whither  flyes  your  goodnefs  ? 

Becauf  the  right  hand  has  the  power  of  cutting, 

Shall  the  left  pr efcntly  cry  out  ’tis  maimed  ? 

They  a-e  one  my  child,  one  power,  and  one  performance, 
And  jo)  .I’d  together  thus,  one  love,  one  body. 

Aub.  f do  feech  your  grace,  take  to  \ oui  thoughts 
More  certain  counfellors  than  doubts  or  fears, 

Tlev. 
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They  ftrangle  nature,  and  difperfe  thcmfelves 
(If  once  believ’d)  into  fuch  foggs  and  en  ours 
That  the  bright  truth  her  lelf  can  never  fever : 

Your  Brother  is  a royal  Gentleman 
Full  of  himfclf,  honour,  and  honelty, 

And  take  heed  Sir,  how  nature  bent  to  goodnefs, 

( So  ftreight  a Cedar  to  himfelf  ) uprightnefs 
Be  wrefted  from  his  true  ufe,  prove  not  dangerous. 

Rol.  Nay  my  good  Brother  knows  I am  too  patient. 

Lat.  Why  Ihould  your  grace  think  him  a poyfoner  ? 

Has  he  no  more  refpeeft  to  piety  ? 

And  but  he  has  by  oath  ty’d  up  his  fury 
Who  durft  but  think  that  thought  ? 

Atib.  Away  thou  firebrand. 

Lilt.  If  men  ofiiisfort,  of  his  power,  and  place 
The  eldefl;  fon  in  lionour  to  this  Dukedom.  (togue 

Tdald.  For  lhame  contain  thy  tongue , . thy  poylonous 
That  with  her  burning  venome  will  infed  all, 

And  once  more  blow  a wilde  fire  through  the  Dukedom. 

(jif.  Latorch.,  if  thou  be’fi:  honell,  or  a man, 

Contain  thy  felf. 

Aub.  Go  to,  no  more,  by  Heaven 
You’le  find  y’have  plai’d  the  fool  elfe,  not  a word  more. 

Sop.  Prethce  fweetfon. 

Rol.  Let  him  alone  fweet  Mother,  and  my  Lords 
To  make  you  underlland  how  much  I honour 
This  facred  peace,  and  next  my  innocence,  ‘ ‘ 

And  to  avoid  all  further  difference 
Difcourle  may  draw  on  to  a way  ofdanger 
I quit  my  place,  and  take  my  leave  for  this  night, 

VVilhing  a general  joy  may  dwell  among  you.  ^ 

Aub.  Shall  we  wait  on  your  grace  ? 

Rol.  1 dare  not  break  you.  Latorth.  {Ex.Kol.andhdtt. 

Ot,  Oh  Mother  that  your  tendernefs  had  eyes, 
Difeerningeyes,  what  would  this  man  appear  then  f 
The  tale  of  Symn  when  he  took  upon  him 
To  mine  Troy  \ with  what  a cloud  of  cunning 
He  hid  his  heart,  nothing  appearing  outwards. 

But  came  like  innocence,  and  dropping  pity, 

Sighs  that  would  fink  a Navie,  and  had  tales 
Able  to  take  the  ears  of  Saints,  belief  too. 

And  what  did  all  thefe?  blew  the  fire  to ' • 
His  crafty  art  ( but  more  refin’d  by  ftudy  ) 

My  Brother  has  put  on  .*  oh  I could  tell  you  I 

But  for  the  reverence  I bear  to  nature. 

Things  that  would  make  your  honeft  blood  run  backward. 

Sop.  You  dare  tell  me.? 

Ot.  Yes,  in  your  private  clofet 
Where  1 will  prefently  attend  you ; rile 
I am  a little  troubled,  but  ’twill  off. 

Sop.  Is  this  the  joy  I look’d  for  ? 

Ot.  All  will  mend. 

Be  not  diflurb’d  dear  Mother,  I’le  not  fail  you. 

[[  Ex.  Sop.  and  Otto. 

Bald.  1 do  not  lilce  this. 

Aub.  That  is  ftill  in  our  powers. 

But  how  to  make  it  fo  that  we  may  like  it. 

Bald.  Beyond  us  ever ; Latorch  me  thought  was  bufie,  ^ 
That  fellow,  if  not  lookt  to  narrowly,  will  do  a fuddain 

Aub.  Hell  look  to  him,  ( milchief. 

For  if  there  may  be  a Devil  above  all,  yet 
That  Rogue  will  make  him  *,  keep  you  up  this  night, 

And  fo  will  1,  for  much  I fear  a danger. 

Bald.  I will,  and  in  my  watches  ufe  my  prayers. 

f Exeunt. 


Tertius.  Sceaa  Trima. 

Enter  Sophia,  Otto,  Matillda,  Edith. 

Of. '^Ou  wonder  Madam,  thatfor  all  the  fiiews 
X My  Brother  Rollo  makes  of  hCarty  love 
Ynd  frcepoffefiion  of  the  Dukedom  ’twixt  us  \ 

1 nocwitliltanding  fiiould  ftand  ftill  fufpicious, 

As  if  beneath  thole  veils,  he  did  convey 
intents  and  pradtices  of  hate,  and  treafon  ? 

Sob.  It  breeds  indeed  my  wonder. 

Ot.  Which  makes  mine. 

Since  it  is  fo  fafe  and  broad  a beaten  way, 

Beneath  the  name  of  friendfhip  to  betray. 

Sop.  Though  in  remote  and  further  off affedlions, 
Thefe  falEhoods  are  fo  common,  yet  in  him 
They  cannot  lb  force  nature. 

Of.  The  more  near 

The  bands  of  truth  bind,  the  more  oft  they  fever, 

Being  better  cloaks  to  cover  fallbood  over. 

Sop.  It  cannot  be,  that  fruits  the  tree  fo  blafting 
Can  grow  in  nature  ^ take  heed  gentle  Son 
Left  fome  fuborn’d  fuggelkr  of  thefe  treafons. 
Believ’d  in  him  by  you,  provok’d  the  rather 
His  tender  envies,  to  fuch  foul  attempts ; 

Or  that  your  too  much  love  to  rule  alone 
Breed  not  in  him  this  jealous  paffion  •, 

There  is  not  any  ill  we  might  not  bear 
Were  not  our  good  held  at  a price  too  dear. 

Ot.  So  apt  is  treachery  to  be  e.xcufed. 

That  innocence  is  fill  aloud  abufed, 

The  fate  of  vertiie  even  her  friends  perverts. 

To  plead  for  vice  oft  times  againlt  their  hearts. 
Heavens  bi  lling  is  her  cui  fe,which  (lie  mult  bear 
That  ihe  may  never  love. 

Sop.  Alas,  my  fon,  nor  fate,  nor  heaven  it  fdf. 

Can  or  would  wreft  my  wnole  care  of  your  good 
To  any  leall  fecurenefs  in  your  ill : 

What  I urge  iffues  from  my  curious  fear  •, 

Left  you  Ibould  make  your  means  to  fcape  your  fnare. 
Doubt  of  lincerenefs  is  the  only  mean 
Not  to  incenfe  it,  but  corrupt  it  clean. 

Ot.  1 reft  as  far  from  wrong  of  lincerenefs. 

As  he  flyes  from  the  practice,  truft  me  Madam, 

I know  by  their  confellions,  he  fuborn’d, 

What  1 Ihould  eat,  drink,  touch,  or  only  have  ftented, 
This  evening  ftaft  waspoyfoiied,  but  1 fear 
This  open  violence  more,  that  treacherous  oddes 
Which  he  in  his  infatiate  thirft  of  rule 
Is  like  to  execute. 

Sop.  Believe  it  Son, 

If  ftill  hisftomachbefofoulto  feed 
On  fuch  grofs  objeds,  and  that  thirft  to  rule 
The  ftate  alone  be  yet  unquench’d  in  him, 

Poyfons  and  fuch  clofe  treafons  ask  more  time 
Than  can  fulfice  his  fiery  fpirits  haft : 

And  were  there  in  him  fuch  dclirc  to  hide 
So  falfe  a pradice,  there  would  likewife  reft 
Confcienceand  far  in  him  of  open  force, 

And  therefore  clofe  nor  op-ii  you  need  fear. 

Mat.  Good  Madam, (land  not  fo  inclin’d  to  truft 
What  proves  his  tendreft  thoughts  to  doubt  it  juft. 
Who  knows  not  the  unbonndo'  flood  and  lea. 

In  which  my  Brother  Rollo's  appetites 
Alter  and  rage  with  every  puflb  and  breath  ? 

His  fwelling  blood  exhales,  and  therefore  hear. 

What  gives  my  temperate  Brother  caule  to  ule 
His  readieft  circumfpcdion,  and  confult 
For  remedy  againft  all  his  wicked  purpofes  *, 

If  he  arm,  a;  m,  if  he  Itrew  mines  of  treufon. 

Meet  him  wirhcountei  nimes,  it  is  jiiftice  ftill 
(For  goodnefs  lake)  t’encounter  ill  w’ith  ill. 
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Sop.  Avert  from  ns  fuchjufticc, equal  heaven, 

And  all  fuch  caufe  of  juftice. 

Ot.  Pall  all  doubt 

( For  all  the  facred  privilege  of  night ) 

This  is  no  time  for  us  to  fleep  or  reft  in  •, 

Who  knows  not  all  things  holy  arc  prevented 
With  ends  of  all  impietie,  all  but 
Luft,  gain,  ambition. 

Enter  Rollo,  armed^  and  Latorch. 

Eol.  Perifh  all  the  world 
E’re  I but  lofe  one  foot  of  pofTible  Empire, 

Be  flights  and  colour  us’d  by  flaves  and  wretches, 

I am  exempt  by  birth  from  both  thefe  curbs. 

And  fince  above  them  in  all  juftice,  fince 
I lit  above  in  power,  where  power  is  given. 

Is  all  the  right  fuppos’d  of  Earth  and  Heaven. 

Lat.  Prove  both  Sir,  fee  thetraytor. 

Ot.  He  comes  arm’d,  fee  Mother,  now  your  confidence. 

Sop.  What  rage  affetfls  this  monfter 

Rol.  Give  me  way  or  perilh. 

Sop.  Make  thy  way  viper,  if  thou  thus  affetft  it. 

Ot.  This  is  a trealbn  like  thee. 

Rol.  Let  her  go. 

Sop.  Embrace  me,  wear  me  as  thy  fliield,  my  Son  •, 

And  through  my  breaft  let  his  rude  weapon  run, 

To  thy  lives  innocence. 

Ot.  Play  not  two  parts, 

Treacher  and  coward  both  ; but  yield  a fword, 

And  let  thy  arming  thee  be  odds  enough 
Againft  my  naked  bofom. 

Rol.  Loole  his  hold. 

Mat.  Forbear  bale  niurthcrcr. 

Rol.  Forfake  our  Mother. 

So/>.  Mother, doft  thou  name  me, and  put’ft  off  nature  thus? 

Rol.  Forfake  her  traytour. 

Or  by  the  fpoufe  of  nature  through  hers 
This  leads  unto  thy  heart. 

Ot.  Hold.  ' 

Sop.  Hold  me  ftill. 

Ot.  For  twenty  hearts  and  lives  I win  not  hazard 
One  drop  of  b'ood  in  yours. 

Sop.  Oh  thou  art  loft  then. 

Ot.  Proted  my  innocence,  Heaven. 

Sop.  Call  out  murther. 

Mat.  Be  murthered  all,  butfavehim. 

Ed.  Murther,  murther. 

Rol.  Cannot  I reach  you  yet  ? 

Ot.  No,  fiend. 

Rol.  Latorch^  rcfcue,  I’me  down, 

Lat.  Up  then,  your  fword  cools  Sir, 

Ply  it  i’th’  ilame,  and  work  your  ends  out. 

Rol.  Ha,  have  at  your  there  Sir. 

Ehter  Aubrey. 

Aah.  Author  of  prodigies,  what  fights  arc  thefe  ? 

Ot.  Oh  give  me  a weapon,  tMubrey. 

Sop.  Oh  part ’em,  part ’em. 

Aab.  For  Heavens  lake  no  more. 

Ot.  No  more  refill  his  fury,  no  rage  can 
I Add  to  hismifehiefdone.  Dyes. 

j Sop.  Take  fpirit  my  Orio, 

I Heaven  will  not  fee  thee  dye  thus.  ( goodnefs. 

[ eJJfat.  He  isdead.and  nothing  lives  but  death  of  every 

Sop.  Oh  he  hath  flain  his  Brother,  curfc  him  heaven. 

I Rol.  Curie  and  be  curfed,  it  is  the  fruit  of  curling, 
Latorch,  take  offhere,  bring  too,  of  that  blood 
To  colour  o’re  my  fhirt,  then  raife  the  Court 
And  give  it  out  how  he  attempted  us 
In  our  bed  naked : fliall  the  name  of  Brother 
Forbid  us  to  inlarge  our  ftate  and  powers  ? 

Or  placy  atfeds  of  blood  above  our  rcafon  ? 

That  tells  us  all  things  good  againft  another. 

Are  good  in  the  fame  line  againft  a Brother.  [_Exit. 


"Brother. 


Enter  Gisbert,  Baldwin. 

Gif.  What  affairs  inform  thefe  out-cries  ? 

A lib.  See  and  grieve. 

^tf.  Prince  Otto  flain! 

Bal.  Oh  execrable  flaughtcr! 

What  hand  hath  author’d  it  ? 

Anb.  Your  Scholars,  Baldwin. 

Bald.  Unjnftly  urg’d.  Lord  Aubrey,  as  if  I, 

For  being  hisSchooIraafter,muft  own  thisdodrine, 

You  are  his  Counfellours,  did  you  advife  him 
To  this  foul  parricide  ? 

Gif.  Ifrule  afftd  this  licence,  who  would  live 
To  worfe,  than  dye  in  force  of  his  obedience  ^ 

Bal.  Heavenscold  and  lingring  fpirit  to  punifhCn,  * 

And  humane  blood  fo  fiery  to  commit  it. 

One  fo  outgoes  the  other,  it  w'ill  never 
Be  turn’d  to  fit  obedience. 

Aub.  Burft  it  then 

With  his  full  fwinggiven,wherc  it  brooks  no  bound, 
Complaints  of  it  are  vain  3 and  all  that  refts 
To  be  our  refuge  (fince  our  powers  are  ftrengthlefs) 

Is  toconforno  our  wills  to  fuffer  freely, 

What  w’ith  our  murmurs  we  can  never  mafter ; 

Ladys,be  plea  fed  with  what  heavens  pleafurefuffcrs, 

Ercd  your  princely  countenances  and  fpirits, 

And  to  redrefs  the  mifehiefs  now  rcfiftlefs. 

Sooth  it  in  fhew,  rather  than  curfc  or  crofs  it ; 

Which  all  amends,  and  vow  to  it  your  beft, 

But  till  you  may  perform  it,  let  it  reft. 

Ctf  Thofc  temporizings  are  too  dull  and  fervile, 

To  breath  the  free  air  of  a manly  foul. 

Which  fhall  in  me  expire  in  execrations. 

Before  for  any  life  1 footh  a murthercr. 

Bal.  Pour  lives  before  him,  rill  his  own  be  dry 
Ofall  lives fervices and  humane  comforts; 

None  left  that  looks  at  heaven  is  half  fo  bafe 
To  do  thofc  black  and  hcllifh  aiftions  grace. 

Enter  Rollo,  Lat.  Ham.  and  Guard. 

Rol.  Hafle  Latorch 

And  raife  the  Citie  as  the  Court  is  rais’d, 

Proclaiming  the  abhor’d  confpiracy 
In  plot  againft  my  life. 

Lat.  1 liafte  my  Lord.  [_Exh. 

Rol.  You  there  that  mourn  upon  the  juftly  flain, 

Arife  and  leave  it  if  you  love  your  lives. 

And  hear  from  me  what  (kept  by  you)  may  fave  you. 

Afat.  What  will  the  Butcher  do.?  Iwillnotftir. 

Rol.  Stir,  and  unforc’t  ftir,  or  ftir  never  more  : 
Command  her,  you  grave  Beldam,  that  know  better 
My  deadly  refolutions,  fince  1 drew  them 
From  the  infeiftive  fountain  of  your  own. 

Or  if  you  have  forgot,  this  fiery  prompter 
Shall  fix  thefrefh  imprelfion  on  your  heart. 

Sop.  Rife  Daughter,  ferve  his  will  in  what  we  may. 

Left  what  we  may  not  he  enforce  the  rather. 

Is  this  all  you  command  us .? 

Rol.  This  addition  only  admitted,  that  when  I endeavour 
To  quit  me  of  this  flaughtcr,  you  prefume  not 
To  crofs  me  with  a fy  liable  for  your  fouls; 

Murmur,  nor  think  againft  it,  but  weigh  well, 

It  will  not  help  your  ill,  but  help  to  more. 

And  that  my  hand  wrought  thus  far  to  my  will. 

Will  check  at  nothing  till  his  circle  fill. 

M.it.  Fill  it,  fo  I corilent  nor,  but  whofooths  it 
Confents,  and  who  confents  to  tyrannic,  does  it. 

Rol.  Falfe  traytrefs  die  then  with  him.  (felf 

Aub.  Are  you  mad,to  offer  at  inore  hlood,and  make  your 
More  horrid  to  your  people  ? I’le  proclaim, 

It  is  not  as  your  inffrument  will  publiffi. 

Rol.  Do,  and  take  that  along  with  you — fo  nimble! 
Refign  my  fword,  and  dare  not  for  thy  foul 
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To  offer  what  thou  infolently  threatneft  , 

One  word,  proclaiming  crofs  to  what  Latorch 
Hath  in  Commiflion,  and  intends  to  publiffi. 

ylub.  Well,  Sir,  not  for  your  threats,  but  for  your  good, 
Since  more  hurt  to  you  would  more  hurt  your  Country, 
And  that  you  muff:  make  Vertue  of  the  need  ’ 

That  now  compels  you.  I’ll  confent  as  far 
As  iilence  argues  to  your  will  proclaimed  : 

And  fince  no  more  Sons  of  your  Princely  Father 
Survive  to  rule  but  you,  and  that  I wilh 
You  Ihould  rule  like  your  Father,  with  the  love 
And  zeal  of  all  yourSubjeds;  this  foul  flaughter 
That  now  you  have  committed  made  alhamed 
With  that  fair  blelTing,  that  in  place  of  plagues, 

Heaven  trys  our  mending  difpolition  with  : 

Take  here  your  fword, which  now  ufe  like  a Prince, 

And  no  more  like  a Tyrant. 

Rol.  This  founds  well,  live  and  be  gracious  with  us. 

Gif.  and  Bal.  Oh  Lord  ylubrey. 

Mat.  He  flatter  thus  ? 

Soj>.  He  temporizes  fitly. 

Rol.  Wonder  invades  me;  do  you  two  think  much. 

That  he  thus  wifely,  and  with  need  conlents 
To  what  I authour  for  your  Countries  good  ? 

You  being  my  Tutor,  you  my  Chancellour. 

Gif  Your  Chancellour  is  not  your  Flatterer,  Sir, 

Bd.  Nor  is  it  your  Tutors  part  to  Ihieldfuchdodrine, 
Rol.  Sir,  firft  know  you. 

In  praife  of  your  pure  Oratory  that  rais’d  you, 

That  when  the  people,  who!  know  by  this 
Are  rais’d  out  of  their  refts,  and  haltening  hither 
To  witnefs  what  is  done  here,  are  arrived 
With  our  Latorch.,  that  you,  ex  tempore, 

Shall  falhion  an  Oration  to  acquit 
And  juffifie  this  forced  fad  of  mine ; 

Or  for  the  proud  refufal  lofe  your  head. 

Gtf.  I faffiion  an  Oration  to  acquit  you  ? 

Sir,  know  youthen,  that  ’tis  a thing  lefs  eafie 
To  excufe  a parricide  than  to  commit  it. 

7{pL  I do  not  wilh  you,  Sir,  to  excule  me. 

But  to  accufe  my  Brother,  as  the  caufc 
Of  his  own  flaughter  by  attempting  mine. 

Gtf.  Not  for  the  World,  I Ihould  pour  blood  on  blood ; 

It  were  another  murther  to  accufe 
Him  that  fell  innocent. 

Rol.  Away  with  him,hence,hail  him  flraight  to  execution. 
dab.  Far  flye  fuch  rigour,  your  amendful  hand. 

Rol.  He  perilhes  with  him  that  fpeaks  for  hhn  •, 

Guard  do  your  office  on  him,  on  your  lives  pain. 

Gif  Tyrant,  ’twill  hafte  thy  own  death. 

"T^ol.  Let  it  wing  it. 

He  threatens  me,  Villains  tear  him  piece-meal  hence. 

Guard.  AvantSir. 

Ham.  Force  him  hence. 

Rol.  Difpatchhim,  Captain, 

And  bring  me  inftant  word  he  is  dilpatched, 

And  how  his  Rhetorick  takes  it. 

Ham.  I’ll  not  fail,  Sir. 

Rol.  Captain,  befides  remember  this  in  chief*, 

That  being  executed,  you  deny 
T 0 all  his  friends  the  Rites  of  Funeral, 

And  call  his  Carkafs  out  to  Dogs  and  Fowls. 

• Ham.  ’Tis  done,  my  Lord. 

Rol.  Upon  your  life  not  fail, 

• ' Bal.  What  impious  daring  is  there  here  of  Heaven ! 

Tiol.  Sir,  now  prepare  yourfelf,  againfl  the  people 
Make  here  their  entry,  to  dilcharge  the  Oration, 

He  hath  denied  my  will. 

Bal.  For  fear  of  death?  ha,- ha,  ha. 

Rol.  Is  death  ridiculous  with  you  ? 

I Works  mifery  of  Age  this,  or  thy  judgment  ? 

1 Bal.  Judgment;  falfe  Tyrant. 

I Rol.  You’ll  make  no  Oration  then  ? 

1 Bal.  Not  to  excufe, but  aggravate  thy  murder  if  thou  wilt. 


Which  I will  fo  enforce.  I’ll  make  thee  wreak  it 
(With  hate  of  whatthou  win’ll  by’t)  onthyfelf 
With  fuel]  another  jullly  merited  murther. 

Rol.  i’ll  anfwer  you  anon. 


Sntcr  Latorch. 

Lat.  The  Citizens  are  hafting,  Sir,  in  heaps, 
By  my  perfvvalion  of  your  Brothers  Treafons. 
Rol.  Honcll  Latorch. 


all  full  re- 
(fo'v’d, 


Enter  Hamond. 

Ham.  See,  Sir,  here’s  Gi  berts  head. 

Rol.  Good  fpeed*,  was’twith  a Sword  ? 

Ham.  An  Axe,  Sir. 

Rol.  An  Axe?  ’twas  vilely  done,  1 would  have  had 
My  own  fine  Headfman  done  it  w'ith  a Sword  ; 

Go,  take  this  Dotard  here,  and  take  his  head 
Off  withaSw'ord. 

Ham.  Your  Schoolmallcr  ? 

Rol.  Even  he. 

Bal.  For  teaching  thee  no  better  ; ’tis  the  bell 
Of  all  thy  damned  julliccs*,  away, 

Captain,  I’ll  follow.  (and  fury, 

Ed.  Oh  flay  there, Duke,and  in  the  midfl:  of  all  thy  blood 
Hear  a poor  Maids  Petitions,  hear  a Daughter, 

The  only  Daughter  of  a wretched  Father  *, 

Oh  flay  your  hafleas  you  ffiall  need  this  mercy. 

Rol.  Away  with  this  fond  woman. 

Ed.  You  mull  hear  me 
If  there  be  any  fpark  of  pity  in  you. 

If  fweet  humanity  and  mercy  rule  you  *, 

I doconfefsyou  arc  a Prince,  your  anger 
As  great  as  you,  your  Execution  greater. 

Rol.  Away  with  him. 

Ed.  Oh  Captain,  by  thy  manhood. 

By  her  foft  foul  that  bare  thee,  1 do  confefs,  Sir, 

Your  doom  of  juflice  on  yoiir  Iocs  molt  righteous  ^ 

Good  noble  Prince  look  on  me. 

Rol.  Take  her  from  me. 

Ed.  A curfe  upon  his  life  that  hinders  me  *, 

May  Fathers.Blclung  never  fall  upon  him, 

May  Heaven  never  hear  his  Prayers : I befeech  you, 

Oh  Sir,  thefefew  tears  befeech  you ; thele  chaff:  hands  woo 
That  never  yet  were  heav’d  but  to  things  holy,  (yoUj 
Things  like  your  felf,  you  are  a god  above  us  *, 

Be  as  a God  then,  full  of  faving  mercy ; 

Mercy,  Oh  mercy,  for  his  fake  mercy  ; 

That  when  your  flout  heart  weeps  lhall  give  you  pity  ^ 

Here  I mult  grow. 

Rol.  By  Heaven,  I’ll  flrike  thee,  woman. 

Ed.  Moll  willingly,  let  all  thy  anger  feek  me, 

All  the  moftftudied  torments,  fo  this  good  mah,  ' 
This  old  man,  and  this  innocent  elcape  thee. 

Rol.  Carry  him  away  1 fay. 

Ed.  Now  bklfing  on  thee.  Oh  fweet  pity, 

I fee  it  in  thy  Eyes,  I charge  you  Souldiers 
Even  by  the  Princes  power,  releafe  my  Father, 

The  Prince  is  merciful,  why  do  you  hold  him  ? 

He  is  old,  why  do  you  hurt  him?  fpeak,  Oh  fpeak,  Sir*, 
Speak  as  you  are  a man  *,  a mans  life  hangs,  Sir, 

A friends  life,  and  a fofter  life  upon  you; 

’Tis  but  a word,  but  mercy  quickly  fpokc,  Sir  j 
Oh  fpeak.  Prince,  fpeak. 

Rol.  Will  no  man  here  obey  me  ? 

Have  I no  rule  yet  ? as  I live  he  dyes 
That  does  not  execute  my  will,  and  fuddenly.  (me. 

Bal.  All  that  thou  canftdo  takes  but  one  Ihort  hour  from 
Rol.  Hew  off  her  hands. 

Ham.  Lady  hold  off. 

Ed.  Nay,  hew ’em. 

Hew  off  my  innocent  hands  as  he  commands  you. 

\_Exeunt  (juard,  Baldwin. 

They’ll  hang  the  fafter  on  for  Deaths  convulfion. 

Thou  feed  of  Rocks,  will  nothing  move  thee  then  ? 
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Are  all  my  tears  loll  ? all  my  righteous  Prayers 
Drown’d  in  thy  drunken  wrath  ? l Uand  thus  then, 

Thus  boldly,  bloody  Tyrant,  ; 

And  to  thy  face  in  Heavens  high  Name  defie  thee  ; 

And  may  fweet  mercy  when  thy  foul  lighs  for  it, 

When  under  thy  black  railchiefs  thy  fielh  trembles, 

When  neither  ftrength,  nor  youth,  nor  friends,  nor  gold 
Can  flay  one  hour,  when  thy  molt  wretched  Confcience 
Wak’d  from  her  dream  of  death,  like  fire  fliall  melt  thee. 
When  all  thy  Mothers  tears,  thy  Brothers  wounds. 

Thy  Peoples  fears  and  curfes,  and  my  lofs. 

My  aged  fathers  lofs  fhall  ftand  before  thee. 

Rol.  Save  him!  fay,  run,  favehim,  faveher  Father, 

Fly,  and  redeem  his  head,  [_Exit  Latorch. 

Ed.  May  then  that  pity, 

That  comfort  thou  expecffll  from  Heaven,  that  mercy 
Be  lockt  up  from  thee,  fly  thee,  howling  find  thee, 
Dcfpair,  Oh  my  fweet  father,  (forms  of  terrours. 

Blood  till  thou  burfl;  again. 

Rol.  Oh  fair  fweet  anger. 

Enter  Latorch  and  Hamond  with  a Head. 

Lat.  I am  too  late,  Sir,  ’twas  difpatch’d  before. 

And  his  Head  is  here. 

Rol  And  my  Heart  there  *,  go  bury  him, 

Give  him  fair  Kites  of  Funeral,  decent  Honours. 

Ed.  Wilt  thou  not  take  me,  Monfter?  higheft  Heaven 
Give  him  a punilliment  fit  for  his  mifehief. 

Lat.  1 fear  thy  Prayer  is  heard,  and  he  rewarded  : 

Lady,  have  patience,  ’twas  unhappy  fpeed-, 

Blame  not  the  Duke,  ’twas  nor  his  fault,  but  Fates  j 
Hefent,  you  know,  to  flay  it,  and  commanded 
In  care  of  you,  the  heavy  objecT  hence 
Soon  as  it  came ; have  better  thoughts  of  him. 

Enter  Citizens. 

I  Cit.  Where’s  this  young  Traytor  ? 

Lat.  Noble  Citizens,  here, 

And  here  the  wounds  he  gave  your  foveraign  Lord. 

1 Ct.  This  Prince  of  force  mud  be 

Belov’dof  Heaven,  whom  Heaven  hath  thus  preferv’d. 

2 Ot.  And  if  he  be  belov’d  of  Heaven,  you  know. 

He  muft  be  jud,  and  all  his  a(ftions  fo. 

T^ol.  Concluded  like  an  Oracle,  Oh  how  great 
A grace  of  Heaven  isa  wife  Citizen  ! 

For  Heaven  ’tis  makes  ’em  wife,  as’t  makes  me  jiid. 

As  it  preferves  me,  as  1 now  furvivc 
By  his  ftrong  hand  to  keep  you  all  alive : 

Your  Wives,  yourChildren,  Goodsand  Lands  kept  yours. 
That  had  been  elfe  preys  to  his  tyrannous  Power, 

That  would  have  prey’d  on  me,  in  Bed  aflaultcd  me 
In  (acred  time  of  Peace ; my  Mother  here, 

MySilfer,  this  juft  Lord,  and  all  had  felt 
The  certain  Gulph  of  this  Confpiracy, 

Of  which  my  Tutor  and  my  Chancellour, 

(Two  of  the  graved,  and  mod  counted  honed 
In  all  my  Dukedom)  were  the  mondrous  Heads; 

Oh  truftno  honed  men  for  their  fakes  ev:r. 

My  politick  Citizens,  but  thofe  that  breathe 
The  Names  of  Cut-throats,  Ufurers  and  Tyrants, 

Oh  thofe  believe  in,  for  the  foul  mouth’d  World 
Can  give  no  better  terms  to  limple  goodnefs : 

Even  me  it  dares  blafphcme,  and  thinks  me  tyrannous 
, For  faving  my  own  life  fought  by  my  Brother ; 

Vet  thofe  that  (ought  his  life  before  by  poyfon 
(Though  mineowm  fervants,  hoping  to  pleafe  me) 

I’ll  lead  to  death  for’t,  which  your  Eyes  (hall  fee. 

1 Cit.  Why,  what  a Prince  is  here  ! 

2 Ctt.  How  juft! 

3 Ctt.  How  gentle ! 

Rol.  Well,  now  my  dcared  Subjeds,  or  much  rather 
My  Nerves,  my  Spirits,  or  my  vital  Blood  ; 

Turn  to  your  needful  reds,  andletled  peace. 

Fix’d  in  this  root  of  deel,  from  whence  it  fprung 

/ J 1-  


In  Heavens  great  help  and  Blefling .-  but  ere  deep 
Bind  in  his  (weet  oblivion  your  dull  fenfes. 

The  Name  and  Vertue  of  Heavens  King  advance 
For  yours,  in  chief,  for  my  deliverance. 

Cit.  Heaven  and  his  King  fave  our  mod  pious  Soveraigri. 

\^E.veHnt  Citizens. 

Rol.  Thanks  my  good  people.  Mother,  and  kind  Sifter,. 
And  you  my  noble  Kinfmen,  things  born  thus 
Shall  make  ye  all  command  whatever  1 
Enjoy  in  this  my  abfolute  Empire, 

Take  in  the  Body  of  my  Princely  Brother, 

For  whofe  Death,  (incehis  Fate  no  other  way 
Would  give  my  elded  birth  his  fupream  Right ; 

We’ll  mourn  the  cruel  influence  it  bears. 

And  wafh  his  Sepulchre  with  kindly  tears. 

jdab.  If  this  game  end  thus.  Heavens  will  rule  the  fet. 
What  we  have  yielded  to,  we  could  not  let. 

\_E.\eunt  omnes  prater  l,atorch,  and  Edith. 

L.it.  Good  Lady  rife,  and  raife  your  Spirits  withal. 

More  high  than  they  are  humbled ; you  have  caufe, 

As  much  as  ever  honour’d  happieft  Lady; 

And  when  your  Ears  arc  freer  to  take  in 
Your  moftamendful  and  unmatched  fortunes. 

I’ll  make  you  drown  a hundred  helplcfs  deaths 
In  Sea  of  one  life  pour’d  into  your  Bofomc ; 

With  which  (hall  flowdnto  your  arms,  the  Riches, 

The  Pleafures,  Honours, and  the  rules  of  Princes; 

Which  though  death  dop  your  cars,  methinks  (hould  open 
AfTay  to  forget  death.  (’gni 

Ed.  Oh  (laughter’d  Father.  * 

Lat.  Tade  of  what  cannot  be  redrcfs’d,and  bicfs 
The  Fate  that  yet  you  curfe  fo ; lince  for  that 
You  fpakefo  movingly,  and  your  fweet  eyes 
With  fo  much  Grace  fill'd,  that  you  fet  on  fire 
The  Dukes  affcdlion,  whom  you  now  may  rule 
As  he  rules  all  his  Dukedome,  is’t  not  fweet  } 

Does  it  not  (hine  away  your  forrows  Clouds  ? 

Sweet  Lady,  take  wile  heart,  and  hear  and  tell  me. 

Ed.  I hear  no  word  you  fpeak. 

Lat.  Prepare  to  hear  then. 

And  benotbarr’d  up  from  yourfcif,  nor  add 
To  your  ill  fortune  with  your  far  wor(c  judgment ; 

Make  me  your  fervant  to  attend  with  all  joys. 

Your  fad  edate,  till  they  both  bicfs  and  fpeak  it  .• 

See  how  they’ll  bow  to  you,  make  me  wait,  command  me 
To  watch  out  every  minute,  (or  the  day 
Your  modeftfbrrow  fancies,  raile  your  graces. 

And  do  my  hopes  the  honour  of  your  motion, 

Toall  the  offered  heights  that  now  attend  you; 

Oh  how  your  touches  ravifh  I how  the  Duke 
Is  (lain  already  with  your  (lames  embrac’d  ! 

I will  both  (erve  and  vifit  you,  and  often. 

Ed.  I am  not  fit.  Sir. 

Lat.  Time  will  make  you.  Lady. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  the  Guard.,  3 or  \ Boys,  then  the  Sheriff^,  Cook._, 
Teaman  of  the  Cellar,  Butler,  "T  ant  Ur  fo  execution. 

1 Guard.  Come,  bring  inthde  fcllows,on,  away  with  ’em. 

2 Guard.  Make  room  before  there,  room  for  the  Prifo- 

(ners, 

1 Boy.  Let’s  run  before, Boys,  we  (hall  have  no  places  elfe. 

2 Boy.  Arethefethe  youths? 

The(e  are  the  youths  you  look  for, 

And,  pray  my  honed  friends,  be  not  fo  hafty. 

There  will  be  nothing  done  till  we  come,  lalTure  you. 

3 Toy.  Here’s  a wife  hanging;  are  there  no  more  ? 

Bull.  Do  you  hear.  Sir  ? you  may  come  infer  your  (hare 

if  you  pleafe. 

Cook^  My  friend,  if  you  be  unprovided  of  a hanging, 
• You 
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You  look  likeagood  fellow,  I can  aflbrd  you 
A reafonable  penny-worth. 

2 Afore,afore,Boys,here’s  enough  to  make  us  fport. 

Teom.  ’Pox  take  you, 

Do  you  call  this  Iport?  are  thele  your  recreations? 

Mufl  we  be  hang’d  to  make  you  mirth  ? 

Cool^  Do  you  hear? 

You  Cultard  Pate,  wegoto’tfor  high  Treafon, 

An  honourable  fault thy  foolifh  Father 
Was  hang’d  for  Healing  Sheep. 

Boys.  Away,  away.  Boys. 

Cook^  Do  you  fee  how  that  fneaking  Rogue  looks  now  ? 
You,  Chip,  Pander,  you  peaking  Rogue,  that  provided  us 
thefe  Necklaces  j you  poor  Rogue,  you  coftive  Rogue,  you. 
Pam.  Pray,  pray,  fellows. 

Cook.  ’Pray  for  thycrufty  foul  ? where’s  your  reward  now, 
Goodman  Manchet,  for  your  fine  difeovery  ? 

I do  befeech  you.  Sir,  where  are  your  Dollers  ? 

Draw  with  your  fellows  and  be  hang’d. 

Teom.  He  mufl:  now ; 

For  now  he  lhall  be  hang’d  firfl:,  that’5  his  comfort, 

A place  too  good  for  thee,  thou  meal-mouth’d  Rafcal. 

Coo.  Hanghandlbmly  for  fhame,come,leave  your  praying. 
You  peaking  Knave,  and  dye  like  a good  Courtier, 

Dye  honeftly,  and  like  a man  ^ no  preaching, 

With  I befeech  you  take  example  by  me, 

I liv’d  a lewd  man,  good  People.  ’Poxon’t,  (you. 

Dye  me  as  if  thou  hadfl:  din’d,  fay  Grace,  and  God  be  with 
Guard,  Couic,  will  you forward? 

Cook^  Good  Mr.  Sheriff,  your  leave,  this  hafty  work 
Was  ne’r  done  well  *,  give  us  fo  much  time  as  but  to  fing 
Our  own  Ballads,  for  we’ll  trufl:  no  man, 

Nor  no  tune  but  our  own ; ’twas  done  in  Ale  to«, 

And  therefore  cannot  be  refus’d  in  Juftice. 

Your  penny-pot  Poets  are  fuch  pelting  thieves. 

They  ever  hang  men  twice  •,  we  have  it  here.  Sir, 

And  lb  mult  every  Merchant  of  our  Voyage. 

He’ll  make  a fweet  return  elfe  of  his  Credit. 

Teom.  One  fit  of  our  own  mirtb,and  then  we  are  for  you. 
Guard.  Make  hafte  then,  difpatch. 

Teom.  There’s  day  enough.  Sir.  (younger. 

Cook.  Come,  Boys,  fing  chearfully,  we  lhall  ne’r  fing 
We  have  chofen  a.loiid  tune  too,  becaufe  it  Ihould  like  well. 


That!  who  at  fo  many  a Feajl,  have  pleas’d  fo  many  t alter  f., 
Shouldnowmy  fdf  come  to  be  drefi,  a dtf,  for  you  my  Maflerr. 
Three  merry  Boys,  &c.  j j j 

J you  3 now  farcijel  friends; 

And  good  Mr.  Sheriff  let  me  not  be  printed  ^ " 

Ufith  a brafs  Pot  on  my  head. 

But.  March  fair,  march  fair,  afore, good  Captain  Pam  Ur.  j 
IV. 

Pant.  Oh  man  or  beaf^.,  or  you  at  leafiy 
That  wear  or  brow  or  antler^ 

Prick^  Hp  your  ears,  unto  the  tears 
Of  me  poor  Paul  the  Pantler, 

That  thus  am  dipt.,  becauje  1 chipt 
The  curfed  (frujl  of  Treafon 
With  Loyal  Knife  ; Oh  doleful  (trife, 

To  hang  thus  Without  reafon. 


^8us  Qmrtus.  Seem  Trimd, 

Enter  Aubrey,  andLdLtoreb. 


jiub. 


The  SONG. 

Come,  Eqrune  s a Whore,  I care  not  who  tell  her^ 

Would  offer  to  fir  angle  a Page  of  the  Celler, 

That  fhould  by  his  Oath  to  any  Mans  thinking. 

And  place,  have  had  a defence  for  his  drinking 
But  thus  fhe  does  fiill,  when  (he  pleafes  to  palter, 
Jnfiead  of  his  Wages,  fie  gives  him  a Halter. 

Three  merry  Boys,  and  three  merry  Boys,  and  three  merry 
Boys  are  we. 

As  ever  did  fing  in  a hempen  firing  under  the  Gallow-tree. 
11. 

But  I that  was  fo  lufiy. 

And  ever  kept  my  Bottles, 

That  neither  they  were  mufly, 

And  feldome  lefs  than  Pottles  j 
For  me  to  be  thus  flopt  now. 

With  Hemp  inflead  of  Cork,,  Sir, 

And  from  the  Gallows  I opt  now. 

Shews  that  there  is  a fork,  Sir, 

Indeath,  and  this  the  token, 
eJMan  maybe  two  ways  killed. 

Or  like  the  Bottle,  broken. 

Or  like  the  Wine,  be  fpilled. 

Three  merry  Boys,  &c. 

III. 

Oh  yet  but  look  the  Mafier  Cook,  the  glory  of  the  Kitchin, 

In  fowing  whofefate,  at  fo  lofty  a rate,  no  Taylor  e’r  had flitching. 
For  though  he  makes  the  Man,  the  Cooky tt  makes  the  T)ifhes, 
The  which  no  Taylor  can,  wherein  I have  my  wifies. 


LAtorch,  I have  waited  here  to  fpeak  with  you. 
And  you  mufl;  hearken^  fet  not  forth  your  leg 
Of  hafie,  nor  put  your  face  of  bufinefs  on ; 

An  honefier  affair  than  this  I urge  too. 

You  will  not  eafily  think  on  ■,  and  ’twill  be 
Reward  to  entertain  it^  ’tis  your  fortune 
To  have  our  Mafters  ear  above  the  reft 
Of  us  that  follow  him,  but  that  no  man  envies^ 

For  I have  well  conlidered,  Truth  fometimes 
May  be  convey’d  in  by  the  fame  Conduits 
That  Fallhood  is^,  Thefe  courfes  that  he  takes 
Cannot  but  end  in  mine  •,  Empire  got 
By  blood  and  violence,  mufl:  fo  be  held  y 
And  how  unfafe  that  is,  he  firft  will  prove. 

That  toiling  fiill  to  remoye  Enemies 
Makes  himfelf  more ; It  is  not  now  a Brother, 

A faithful  Councellour  of  eftate  or  two. 

That  are  his  danger,  they  are  far  difpatch’d  •, 

It  is  a multitude  that  begin  to  fear. 

And  think  what  began  there  mufl;  end  in  them  ’, 

For  all  the  fine  Oration  that  was  made  ’em. 

And  they  are  not  an  eafie  Monfter  quell’d. 

Princes  may  pick  their  fuffering  Nobles  out ; 

And  one  by  one  employ  ’em  to  the  blocks  but  When  they 
once  grow  formidable  to  their  Clowns,  and  Coblers,  ware 
then,  guard  themfelves-,  if  thoudurft  tell  him  this,  Latorch, 
thefervice  would  notdifereditthegood  name  you  hold  with 
men,  befides  the  profit  to  your  Mafier,  and  thepublick. 

Lat.  I conceive  not  fo.  Sir  .•  (fancy  ? 

They  are  airy  fears  ■,  and  why  fliould  I object  them  unto  his 
Wound  what  is  yet  found  ? your  counfels  colour  not. 

With  reafon  of  ftate,  where  all  that’s  neceflary  fiill  is  juft. 
The  adions  of  the  Prince,  while  they  fucceed. 

Should  be  made  good,  and  glorified  ; not  quefiion’d. 

Men  do  but  fhew  their  illa^dions,  that 

Aub.  What  ? fpeak  out. 

Lat.  Do,^  murmur  againfi  their  Mafters. 

Aub.  Is  this  to  me  ? 

Lat.  It  isto  whofbtver  miflikesof  the  Dukes  courfes. 
Aub.  I ! is’t  fo  ? at  your  ftateward,  Sir  ? 

Lat.  I’m  fworn  to  hear  nothing  may  prejudice  the  Prince. 
Aub.  Why  do  you  ? or  have  you,  ha?  (rimes. 

Lat.  I cannot  tel  I,  mens  hearts  fliew  in  their  words  Tome- 
Aub.  I ever  thought  thee 
Knave  of  the  Chamber,  art  thou  the  Spyc  too  ? 

Lat.  A watchman  for  the  State,'  and  one  that’s  known. 
Sir,  to  be  rightly  affeded. 

Aub.  Bawd  of  the  State  i 
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No  lels  than  or  thy  malters  lulls.  I now 
See  nothing  can  redeem  thee  dofl:  thou  mention 
Afre(ftion,  ora  Heart, that  ne’r  hadft  any  ? 

Knowfl:  not  to  love  or  hate,  but  by  the  State, 

As  thy  Prince  does’t  before  thee  ? that  dolt  never 
Wear  thy  own  face,  but  put’ll  on  his,  and  gather’ll 
Baits  for  his  Ears ; liv’It  wholly  at  his  beck, 

And  e’re  thou  dar’ll  utter  a thought’s  thine  own. 

Mult  expect  his  ^ creep’ll  forth  and  wad’ll  into  him 
As  if  thou  wert  to  pals  a Ford,  there  proving 
Yet  if  thy  tongue  may  Hep  on  fafely  or  no-, 

Then  bring’ll  his  vertue  afleep,  and  Hay’ll  the  wheel 
Both  of  hisrealbnand  judgment,  that  they  move  not, 
Whit’ll  over  all  his  vices  andatlall 
DoH  draw  a Cloud  of  words  before  his  eyes, 

Till  he  can  neither  fee  thee  nor  himlelf  ? 

Wretch,  I dare  give  him  honell  counlels,  I, 

And  love  him  while  I tell  him  truth  old  eAnhrty 
Dares  goe  the  llraightell  way,  which  Hill’s  the  Inortell, 
Walk  on  the  thorns  thou  fcatter’H,  Parafite, 

And  tread ’em  into  nothing;  and  if  thou 
Then  let’ll  a look  fall,  of  the  lealldiflike, 

I’ll  rip  thy  Crown  up  with  my  Sword  at  height. 

And  pluck  thy  skin  over  thy  face,  in  fight 
Of  him  thou  flatter’ll  •,  unto  thee  I fpeak  it, 

Slave,  againft  whom  all  Laws  (hould  now  confpire. 

And  every  Creature  that  hath  fenfe,  be  arm’d. 

As ’gainlt  the  common  Enemy  of  Mankind; 

That  fleep’H  within  thy  Mafters  Ear,  and  whifper’fl: 

’Tis  better  for  him  to  be  fear’d  than  lov’d  ; 

Bid’ll  him  truH  no  mans  friendihip,  fpare  no  blood 
That  may  fecurehira  : ’tis  no  cruelty 
That  hath  a fpecious  end ; for  Soveraignty 
Break  all  the  Laws  of  kind  ; if  it  fucceed, 

An  honell,  noble,  and  pi  aife- worthy  deed 
While  he  that  takes  thy  poyl'onsin,  fliall  feel 
Their  virulent  workings  in  a point  of  time. 

When  no  Repentance  can  bring  aid,  but  all 
Hisfpirits  (hall  melt,  with  what  his Conlcience burn’d. 
And  dying  in  flatterers  arms,  (hall  fall  unmourn’d. 

There’s  matter  for  you  now. 

Ldt.  My  Lord,  this  makesnot  for  loving  of  my  Mailer. 

Aub.  Loving?  no; 

They  hate  ill  Princes  moll  that  make  them  fo. 

Enter  Rollo,  Hamond,  Allan,  Guard. 

Rol.  I’ll  hear  no  more. 

Ham.  Alas, ’tis  for  my  Brother  : I befeechyour  Highnefs. 

"Rol.  How,  a Brother?  had  not  I one  my  felf?  did  title 
Move  me  when  it  was  fit  that  he  (hould  dye  ? away. 

All.  Brother,  lofe  no  word  more,  leave  my  good  Caufc 
T’ upbraid  the  Tyrant,  I’m  glad  I’m  fain 
Now  in  thofe  times  that  will’d  fome  great  example 
T’afluremen  we  can  dye  for  hcnelly, 

Rol.  Sir,  you  are  brave,  ’pray  that  you  hold  your  neck 
As  bravely  forth  anon  unio  your  Hcadfman. 

All.  Would  he  would  Itrike  as  bravely,  and  thou  by, 
Rotlo.^  ’twould  make  thee  quake  to  fee  me  dye. 

Aub.  What’s  his  offence  ? (Mailer. 

Ham  For  giving  ^tshert  burial,  who  was  fometimes  his 

All.  Yes,  Lord  i^drey^ 

My  gratitudeand  humanity  are  my  crimes. 

Rol.  Why  bear  you  him  not  hence  ? 

Aub.  My  Lord,  (llay  Souldiers) 

I dobefeech  your  Highnefs,  do  not  lofe 
Such  men  for  fuch  flight  caules.  This  is  one 
Has  Hill  been  faithful  to  you,  a try’d  foul 
In  all  your  fathers  Battles  -,  I have  feen  him 
Bellridea  triend  againll  afeoreof  Foes, 

And  look,  he  looks  as  he  would  kill  his  hundred 
For  you.  Sir,  were  you  in  fome  danger. 

All.  Till  he  kill’d  his  Brother,  his  Chanccllour,  then  his 
Mailer,  to  which  he  can  add  nought  to  equal  l^ero^ 

3ut  killing  of  his  Mother. 


Aub.  Peace,  brave  Fool, 

Thou  valiant  Afs  : here  is  his  Brother  too.  Sir, 

A Captain  of  your  Guard,  hath  ferv’d  you  long, 

With  the  molt  noble  witnefs  of  his  truth 
Mark’d  in  his  face,  and  ever/  part  about  him. 

That  turns  not  from  an  enemy.  But  view  him. 

Oh  do  not  grieve  him,  Sir,  if  you  do  mean 
That  he  lhall  hold  his  place  : it  is  not  fafe 
To  tempt  fuch  fpirits,  and  let  them  wear  their  Swords, 
You’ll  make  your  Guards  your  terrours  by  thefe  A(fls, 
And  throw  more  hearts  off  from  you  than  you  hold ; 

And  I muH  tell  you.  Sir,  (with  my  old  freedom, 

And  my  old  faith  to  boot)  you  have  not  liv’d  fo 
But  that  your  Hate  will  need  fuch  men,  fuch  bands 
Of  which  here’s  one,  (hall  in  an  hour  of  ttyal. 

Do  you  more  certain  fervice  with  a Itrbke, 

Than  the  whole  bundle  of  your  flatterers 
With  all  the  unfavory  undlion  of  their  tongues. 

Rol.  Peace,  talker. 

tyTub.  One  that  loves  you  yet,  my  Lord, 

And  would  not  fee  you  pull  on  your  own  ruines. 

Mercy  becomes  a Pxince,  .and  guards  him  bell. 

Awe  and  affrights  are  never  tyes  of  Love ; 

And  when  men  begin  to  fear  the  Prince,  they  hate  him. 

Rol.  Am  I the  Prince,  or  you  ? 

Aub.  My  Lord,  I hope  I have  not  utter’d  ought  Ihould 
urge  that  quellion. 

Rol.  Then  pracflile  your  obedience,  lee  him  dead. 

Aub.  My  Lord  ? 

Rol.  I’ll  hear  no  more. 

Aub.  I’m  forty  then;  there’s  no  fmalldefpair,  Sir,  oftheir 
Safcty,whofe  cars  are  blockt  up  againll  trutn-,come, captain. 

Ham.  I thank  you,  Sir.  (honell  ? 

Aub.  For  what  ? for  feeing  thy  brother  die  a man,  and 
Live  thou  fo.  Captain,  I will  allure  thee, 

Although  I die  for’t too, come aUbm  RoLc^  Lat. 

Rol.  Now  Latorchf  what  do  you  think  ? (of  the  boldelt. 

Lat.  That  Aubrey's  fpecch  and  manners  found  fomewhat 

Rol.  ’Tis  his  cullome. 

Lat.  It  may  be  fo,  and  yet  be  worth  a fear.  (ly  too. 

Rol.  If  we  thought  fo,it  Ihould  be  worth  hislife,and  quick- 

Lat.  1 dare  not.  Sir,  be  authour 
Of  what  1 would  be, ’tis  lb  dangerous  .- 
But  with  your  Highnefs  favour  and  your  licence. 

Rol.  He  talks,  ’tis  true  -,  he  is  licens’d  : leave  him, 

V\'e  now  are  Duke  alone,  Latorch^  lecur’d  -, 

Nothing  left  ftanding  toobfeureour  profpeft, 

We  look  right  forth,  befide,  artd  round  about  us. 

And  fee  it  ours  with  pleafurc ; only  one 
Wi fil’d  joy  there  wants  to  make  us  to  polRfs  it. 

And  that  is  Edlth^  Edtthy  Ihe  that  got  me 
In  blood  and  tears,  in  fuch  an  oppofitc  minute, 

As  had  1 not  at  once  felt  all  the  flames 

And  lhafts  of  Love  Ihot  in  me  (his  whole  armory) 

1 Ihould  have  thought  him  as  far  off  as  Death. 

Lat.  My  Lord,  expcifl  a while,  your  happinefs 
(s  nearer  than  you  think  it,  yet  her  griefs 
Arc  green  and  frelh,  your  vigilant  Latorch 
Hath  not  been  idle  -,  I have  leave  already 
Tovifithcr,  and  fend  to  her. 

Rol.  My  life. 

Lat.  And  if  Ifindnotoutasfpcedy  ways. 

And  proper  inllruments  to  work  and  bring  her 
To  your  fruition  -,  that  Ihe  be  not  watch’d 
Tame  to  your  Highnefs  wifli,  fay  you  have  no  lervant 
Is  capable  of  fuch  a trull  about  you. 

Or  worthy  to  be  Secretary  of  your  pleafure. 

Rol.  Oh  my  Latorch,  what  lhall  I render  thee 
For  all  thy  travels,  care,  and  love  ? (grant  me. 

Lat.  Sir,  onefuit,  which  I will  ever  importune,  till  you 

Rol.  About  your  Mathematicians  ? 

Lat.  Yes,  to  have 

The  Scheme  of  your  Nativity  judg’d  by  them, 

I have’t  already  erected ; O my  Lord, 

You 
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You  do  not  know  the  labour  of  my  fears, 

My  doubts  for  you  are  fuch  as  cannot  hope 
Any  lecurity,  but  from  the  Stars  •, 

I Who,  being  rightly  ask’d,  can  tell  man  more 
Than  all  power  elle,  there  being  no  power  beyond  them. 

Rol.  All  thy  petitions  flill  are  care  of  us, 

Ask  for  thy  felf. 

Lat.  What  more  can  concern  me,  than  this? 

Rol.  Well,  rife  true  honefl:  man,  and  go  then, 

We’l  fludy  our  felves  a means  how  to  reward  thee. 

I,<?f.Your  grace  is  now  infpir’d  •,  now, now  your  highnefs 
Begins  to  live,  from  this  hour  count  your  joyes : 

But,  Sir,  I mufl:  have  warrants,  with  blanks  figur’di 
To  put  in  names,  fuch  as  I like.. 

Rol.  You  fhall. 

I-^jf.They  dare  riot  elfe  Oner,  Sir,  at  your  figure  ? 

Oh  I lhall  bring  you  wonders  \ there’s  a Frier 
Rufee^f  an  admirable  man,  another 
A Gentleman,  and  then  Lafiskey 
The  mirrour  of  his  time ; *twas  he  that  let  it. 

But  there’s  one  Norbret^  (him  I never  faw) 

Has  made  a mirrour,  a meer  Looking-glafs, 

Inlhew  you’ldthink’tnoother*,  the  form  oval. 

As  I am  given  to  underftand  by  letter. 

Which  renders  you  fuch  (hapes,  and  thofefo  differing. 

And  fome  that  will  be  queftion’d  and  give  anfwers-, 

Then  has  he  fet  it  in  a frame,  that  wrought 
Unto  the  revolutions  of  the  Stars, 

And  fo  compad  by  due  proportions 
Unto  their  harmony,  doth  move  alone 
A true  automaton  *,  thus  B&dnUu  Statues,  . 

Or  f^Hlcans  Tools ^ 

Rol.  Dolt  thou  believe  this  ? 

Lat.  Sir  ? why,  what  fhould  ftay  my  faith,  or  turn  my 
He  has  boen  about  it  above  twenty  years,  ( fenfe  ? 

Three  fevens,  the  powerfull,  and  the  perfect  numbers  j 
And  Art  and  time,  Sir,  can  produce  fuch  things. 

What  do  I read  there  of  Htarbat  banquet  f ' 

The  great  Gymnofophift,  that  had  his  Butlers 
And  carvers  of  pure  gold  waiting  at  table  ? 

The  images  of  Mercury^  too,  that  fpoke  ? 

The  wooden  door  that  flew  i a fnake  of  brafs 
That  hill  ? and  birds  of  Silver  that  did  ling  ? 

All  thofe  new  done  by  the  Mathematicks, 

Without  which  there’s  no  fcience,  nor  no  truth. 

Rol.  Youareinyourlphear,  Latorch:  and  rather 
Than  Tie  contend  w’ye  for  it.  Tie  believe  it, 

Y’have  won  upon  me  that  I wilh  to  fee 
My  fate  before  me  now,  what  e’re  it  be. 

Lat.  And  Tie  endeavour,  you  (hall  know  with  Ipeed, 

For  which  1 Ihould  have  one  of  trufl:  go  with  me, 

If  you  pleafe,  Hamond,  that  1 may  by  him 

Send  you  my  firff;  difpatches  *,  after  1 

Shall  bring  you  more,  and  as  they  come  ftill  more. 

Rol.  Take  your  way, 

Choofe  your  own  means,  and  be  it  prolperous  to  us. 

12  Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Rufee,  de  Bube,  la  Fiske,  Norbret,  Pippeau. 

Ruf.  Come,  bear  up  Sirs,  we  lhall  have  better  days. 

My  Almanack  tells  me. 

Bub.  What  is  that  ? your  rump  ? 

Rnf.  It  never  itch’d  in  vain  yet.  Hide  la  Ftskey 
Throw  off  thy  fluggifh  face,  I cannot  abide 
To  lee  thee  look  like  a poor  Jade  i’th’  pound. 

That  faw  no  meat  thefe  three  days. 

Fiske.  ’Slight,  tome 
Itfeems  thirteen  dayes  finee  I faw  any. 

Ri^.  How  ? 

Ftf.  1 cari’t  remeriiber  that  I ever  faw 
Or  meat  or  mony,  you  may  talk  of  both 
To  open  a mans  llomach  or  his  purfe, 

But  feed  ’em  ftill  with  air. 


Bub.  Friar,  I fear 

You  do  not  lay  your  Office  well  a dayes. 

Nor.  Pox,  he  feeds 

With  leachery,  and  lives  upon  th’exchange 

Of  his  two  Eggs  and  Puddings  with  the  market  womefl, 

Ruf.  And  what  do  you  Sir,with  the  Advocates  wifb. 
Whom  you  perfwade,  upon  your  Doitoral  bed^ 

To  take  the  Mathematical  trance  fo  often .? 

Fif.  Come,  we  are  ftark  naught  all,  bad’s  the  beft  ofus. 
Four  of  the  feven  deadly  fpots  we  are  ^ 

Befides  our  Leachery,  we  are  envious. 

And  moft,  moft  gluttonous  when  we  have  it  thus, 

Moft  covetous  now  we  want  it ; then  our  Boy 
He  is  a fifth  Ipot,  lloth  and  he  undoes  Us. 

Bub.  ’Tistrue,  the  child  was  wont  to  be  induftfibiis, 

And  nowand  then  fent  to  a Merchants  wife 

Sick  of  the  Husband,  or  a fwearing  Butler 

That  mill  of  his  Bowls,  a crying  Maid 

Had  loft  a Silver  fpoon  •,  the  Curry  comb 

Sometimes  was  wanting  ^ there  was  fomething  gotten  j 

But  now- j 

Pif.  What  now  ? Did  not  I yefter-morning  i 

Bring  you  in  a Cardecu  there  from  the  Peafant, 

Whofeafs  I had  driven  afide,  and  hid,  that  you 
Might  conjure  for  him  ? and  then  laft  night. 

Six  Soulz  from  the  Cooks  wife,  you  lhar’d  among  you 
To  fet  a figure  for  the  Peftle  I Hole, 

It  is  not  at  home  yet  5 thefe  things,  my  Mailers, 

In  a hard  time,  they  would  be  thought  on.-  you 
Talk  of  your  lands  and  Caftlesin  the  air. 

Of  your  twelve  houfes  there  : butitiS  I 
That  bring  you  in  your  rents  for  ’em,  ’tis  Tippeau 
That  is  your  bird-call. 

Nor.  Faith  he  does  well, 

And  cuts  through  the  Elements  for  us,  I mull  needs  fay 
In  a fine  dextrous  line. 

Fif.  But  not  as  he  did 
At  firft,  then  he  would  fail  with  any  wind 
Inf  every  Creek  and  Corner. 

‘Pip.  1 was  light  then , 

New  built  and  rigg’d  when  I came  to  you,  Gentlemen, 

But  now  with  often  and  far  venturing  for  you 

Here  be  leaks  fprung,  and  whole  Planks  wanting  fee  you  *, 

If  you’l  new  Iheath  me  again,  yet  I am  for  you  \ 

To  any  bog  or  Heights,  where  e’re  you’!  fend  me,  ! 

For  as  I am,  where  can  this  ragged  Bark  i 

Put  in  for  any  lervice  •,  ’left  it  be  j 

O’th’  Ifle  of  Rogues,  and  there  turn  Pirate  for  you.  | 
Nor.  Faith  he  fays  reafon.  Fryer,  you  mull  leave 
Your  neat  crifp  Claret,  and  fall  to  your  Cyder 
Awhile-,  and  you  la  Fiske,  your  larded  Capons 
And  Turkys  for  a time,  and  take  a good 
Clean  Tripe  in  your  way,  de  Bube  too  muft  content  him  with 
wholfom  two  fouz’d  petitoes,  no  more  Crown  Ordinaries, 
till  we  have  cloath’d  our  Infant. 

Bub.  So  you’l  keep 

Your  own  good  motions,  Doctor,  your  dear  (elf. 

Fif.  Yes,  for  we  all  do  know  the  Latitude 
Of  your  Coricupifcence. 

Ruf  Here  about  your  belly. 

Bub.  You’l  pick  a bottle  open  or  a whimley, 

As  foon  as  the  beft  of  us. 

Fif.  And  dip  your  wrift-bands, 

(For  Cuffs  y’have  none)  as  comely  in  the  fauce  \jhe  Bell 

As  any  Courtier hark, the  Bell,  v?ho  is  there  ? rings. 

Ruf  Good  luck  I do  conjure  thee  -,  Boy  look  out. 

Pip.  They  are  Gallants, courtiers, one  of ’em  is  {Exk  and 
Of  the  Dukes  bed-chamber.  enter  again. 

Ruf.  Latorchy  down. 

On  with  your  gown,  there’s  a new  fuite  arriv’d,  fTo  Nor- 
Did  I not  tell  you.  Sons  of  hunger  ? Crowns,  bret. 
Crowns  are  coming  toward  you,  wine  and  wenches 
You  fhall  have  once  again,  and  Fidlers  .- 
I Into  your  ftudyes  clofe  each  lay  his  ear 
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To  his  door,  and  as  you  hear  me  to  prepare  you 
So  come,  and  put  me  on  that  vifard  only. 

Enter  Latorch,  Hamond. 

Lat.  You’I  not  be  far  hence  Captain,  when  the 
Bufinefs  is  done  you  (hall  receive  prefent  difpatch. 

Ham.  Tie  walk  Sir,  in  the  Cloyfter.  C Exit. 

Ruf.  Monfieur  Latorch-.,  my  Son, 

The  Stars  are  happy  ftill  chat  guide  you  hither. 

Lat.  I’me  glad  to  hear  their  Secretary  fay  fo. 

My  learned  Father  Rajfe,  where’s  la  Ftske., 

Monfieur  de  Babe,  how  do  they  s’ 

Ruf.  At  their  ftudyes. 

They  are  the  Secretaries  of  the  Stars,  Sir, 

Still  at  their  books,  they  will  not  be  pull’d  off, 

They  flick  like  cupping  glades ; if  ever  men 
Spoke  with  the  tongue  of  deftiny,  ’tis  they. 

L.^t.  For  loves  fake  let’s  falute ’em. 

Ruf.  Boy,  go  fee. 

Tell  them  who’s  here, fay, that  their  friends  do  challenge 
Some  portion  of  their  time,  this  is  our  minute, 

Pray’em  chey’l  fpare  it : they  are  the  Sun  and  Moon 
Of  knowledge  pity  two  fuch  noble  lights 
Should  live  obfeur’d  here  in  an  Univerfity, 

Whofe  beams  were  fit  to’illumine  any  court 
Of  Chriflendom. 

Enter  la  Fisk,  de  Bubc,  and  Pippeau. 

Lat.  The  Duke  will  fliortly  know  ’em. 

Ftf.  U’elj,  look  upon  the  Aftrolabe ; you’l  find  it 
Four  Almucanturies  at  lead:. 

Bub.  It  is  fo. 

Ruf  Still  of  their  learned  fluff, they  care  for  nothing , 

But  how  to  know,  as  ncglient  of  their  bodies 
Indyet,  orelfe,  cfpecially  in  their  cloaths, 

As  if  they  had  no  change. 

Pip.  Th:y  have  fo  little 
As  well  may  free  them  fi  om  the  name  of  fhifters. 

Ftf.  Monfieur  Latorch  ? 

Lat.  How  is  it,  learned  Gentlemen,  with  both  your  ver- 
Bi  b.  A moft  happy  hour,when  we  fee  you.  Sir.  (tjjes? 
Lat.  W hen  you  hear  me  then 
It  will  be  happier  the  Duke  greets  you  both 
Thus'  and  though  \iou  may  touch  no  myuy,  Fathv- 
Yet  you  may  take -it. 

Ruf  Tis  his  highn.fs  bounty. 

But  yet  to  me,  and  thef  that  have  put  oR.  ,,  ,,  , 

The  world,  Cpcrriuous.  , 

Ff  We  .have,  heard  of  late  of  ius  highnefsgood  iuccefs 
B b.  And  gratu’ate  it.  ^ _ 

Lat.  Indeed  he  hath  fcap’d  a flrange  Confpiracy, 

Thanks  to  Ins  Stais  i which  Stars  he  prayts  by  me, 

You  would  again  confu!t,and  make  a Judgement 
On  what  you  lately  eroded  for  my  love. 

Ruf.  Oh,  Sir,  we  dare  not.  ■ , ' ' ' 

FJ.  For  our  lives. 

Bub.  It  is  the  Princes  Sclicam. 

Lat.  T’incounter  with  that  fear. 

Here’s  to  afliire  you,  ins  Signet,  write  your  names, 

And  be  ftcured  all  three.  » • 

Bud.  W’e  mufl  intreat  fome  time.  Sir. 

Lat.  1 muft  then  intreat, it  be  as  prefent  as  you  can. 

Ftf.  Have  you  the  Scheam  here  ? 

Lat.  Yes.  ' 

Ruf  I would  you  had  Sir  another  warrant. 

L^if.  What  would  that  do? 

Ruf  Marry  we  have  a Doftor  Sir,  that  in  this  bufinefs 
Would  not  perform  the  fecond  part. 

Lat.  Not  him  that  you  writ  to  me  of  ? 

Ruf.  The  very  fame. 

Lat.  I fhould  have  made  it.  Sir,  my  fuit  to  lee  him, 

Here  is  a w'arrant  Father,  I conceiv’d 

That  he  had  folely  applyed  himfelfto  Magick.  ^ 

And  to  their  ftudies  too  Sir,  in  this  field  * 


He  was  initiated,  but  we  fiiall  hardly 
Draw  him  from  his  chair. 

Lat.  Tell  him  he  fhall  have  gold. 

Ftf.  Oh,fuch  a fyllable  would  make  him  to  forfwear 
Ever  to  breath  in  your  fight. 

Lat.  How  then  ? 

Ftf.  Sir,  he  if  you  do  pleafe  to  give  him  any  thing, 

Mult  have’t  convey’d  under  a paper. 

Ruf.  Or  left  behind  fome  book  in  his  ftudy. 

Bub.  Or  in  fome  old  wall.  (him.  Sir. 

f</.  Where  his  familiars  may  tell  him  of  it, and  that  pleafes 
Bub.  Or  elfe  Tie  go  and  affay  him. 

Lat.  Take  gold  with  you. 

Ruf.  That  will  not  be  amifsj  give  it  the  Boy,  Sir, 

He  knows  his  holes,  and  how  to  bait  his  Spirits. 

Tip.  We  muft  lay  in  feveral  places.  Sir. 

Rttf  That’s  true,that  if  one  come  not,  the  other  may  hit. 

Lat.  Well,  go  then,  is  he  fo  learned, Gentlemen  ? 

Ftf  The  very  top  of  our  profeffion  •,  mouth  of  the  fates. 

Pray  Heaven  his  Spirits  be  in  a good  humor  to  take,) 

They’l  fling  the  gold  about  the  houfc  elfe. 

Bub.  I,  and  beat  the  Fryer  if  he  go  not  well 
Furnifht  with  holy-water, 

Ftf  Sir,  you  muft  obferve  him. 

Bub.  Notcrofs  him  ina  word,  for  then  he’s  gone. 

Ftj.  If  he  do  come,  which  is  a hazard,  yet 

Mafs  he’s  here,  this  is  fpeed. 

Enter  Norbert,  Rufs,  Pippeau. 

Nor.  Where  is  our  Scheme, 

Let’s  fee,  difpatch,  nay  fumbling  now,  who’s  this  ? 

Ruf  Chief  Gentleman  of  the  Dukes  Chamber,  Doeftor. 

A’or.  Oh,  let  him  be,  good  even  to  him, he’s  a courtier. 

Tie  fpare  his  complement,  tell  him  .•  what’s  here  .«* 
Thegeniture  No(fturnal,  Longitude 
At  forty  nine  and  ten  minutes  ? How  are  the  cardins 
Ftf  Libra  ip  twenty  four,  forty  four  minutes. 

And  CaprTcorn. 

A’or.  I fee  it,  fee  the  Planets, 

Where,how  are  they  difpos’d?thc  Sun  and  Mercury, 

Mars  with  the  Dragons  tail  in  the  third  houfc, 
rtiid  p.trs  For  tint  <t  in  the  JmoCoeh, 
nen  in  the  twelfth,  the  (facodemon. 

\ Bub.  And in  the  Iccoi/d  Infma  Porta. 

Not.  1 fee  ft,  peace,  in  the  Fifth, 

Luna  i’th^ Scv(  nr  h.  and, much  ol  SeorptOf 
Then  Afars  his  Caiidium.^ rifiqg  in  ch’dlccndcnt,^ 

And  ioy  i’d  with  Libra^  too,  the  houfe  of  Venm, 

And  Juhiu  CcfU,  AeUrf.  his  exaltation 
in  tiK  feventh  houfe,  Anet  being  his  natural  houfe 
And  where  he  is  now  feated,and  all  thefe  ihew  him 
To  be  the*  Ahnuten. 

Ruf  Yes,  he’s  Lord  of  the  Geniturc, 

^^’hethcr  you  examine  it  by  Ptolonuys  way, 

O.  Aicjfethales,  Lael,  or  Ai^ndus. 

Ftf  No  other  Planet  hath  fo  many  dignities 
Either  by  himfelf,  or  in  regard  of  the  Cufps. 

Nor.  Why  hold  your  tongue  then  if  you  know  it  •,  yentu 
The  Lady  of  the  Horofeope,  being  Ltbra, 

The  other  part,  Mars  rules : So  that  the  geniture, 

Being  Nodurnal,  Luna  is  the  higheft. 

None  el(c  being  in  fufficient  dignity,  / 

She  being  in  Aries  in  the  Seventh  houfe. 

Where  Sol  exalted,  is  the  Alchoroden. 

Bub.  Yes,  for  you  fee  he  hath  his  Ter  min  ’ 

In  the  degrees  where  Ihe  is,,  and  enjoyes  i 

By  that , fix  dignities.  , 1 " 

Ftf  Which  are  clearly  more 

Than  any  elfe  that  view  her  in  the  Scheam.  * > 

Nor.  Why  I faw  this,  and  could  have  told  you  too,  ■ 

That  he  beholds  her  with  a Trine  afpeft 
Here  out  of  Sagittary,aImoft  partile. 

And  how  that  Mars  out  of  the  felf  fame  houfe, 

( But  another  Sign  ) here  by  a Platique  afped  ' " 1 

Looks,  . 
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Looks  at  the  Hilege,  with  a Q^rtile  ruling 
The  houfe  where  the  Sun  is  j all  this  could  I 
Have  told  you, but  that  you’ll  outrun  me  *,  and  more, 

That  this  lame  Quartile  afped  to  the  Lady  of  life, 

Here  in  the  feventh,  promifes  fome  danger, 

C<inda  Draconii  being  fo  near  Mars., 

And  CafHt  jdlgol  in  the  houfe  of  Death, 

Lat.  How,  Sir  ? I pray  you  clear  that. 

Nor.  What  is  the  quellion  firit? 

Ra^.  Of  the  Dukes  life,  what  dangers  threaten  him  ? 

Apparent,  and  thofe  fuddain,  when  the  Hyley 
Or  Alchorodon  by  diredion  come 
To  a Quartile  oppofition  of  the  place 
Where  Mars  is  in  the  Geniture  (which  is  now 
At  hand)  or  elfe  oppofe  to  Mars  himfelf ; exped  it. 

Lat.  But  they  may  be  prevented. 

Nor.  Wifdom  only 

That  rules  the  Stars,  may  do  it  ^ for  Mars  being 
Lord  of  the  Geniture  in  Capricor-a, 

Is,  ifyoumarkit,  now  a Sm/7e  here, 

W’ith  reans  Lady  of  the  Horofcope. 

Sofhe  being  in  her  Exilium,  which  is  Scorpio, 

And  Mars  his  Gaudium,  is  o’rerul’d  by  him, 

And  clear  debilitated  five  degrees 
Beneath  her  ordinary  power,  fo 
That,  at  the  moft  fhe  can  but  mitigate. 

Lat.  You  cannot  name  the  perfons  bring  this  danger  ? 

Nor.  No,  that  the  Stars  tell  us  not,  they  name  no  man. 
That  is  a work,  Sir,  of  another  place. 

Riif.  Tell  him  whom  you  fufped,and  he’ll  guefs  fhrewdly. 

Lat.  Sir,  wedokar  one  Aubrey if’twerehe 
Ilhouldbe  glad-,  for  we  Ihouldfoon  prevent  him. 

Ftf.  I know  him,  the  Dukes  Kinfman,  a tall  man  ? 

Lay  hold  of ’t  Norbret. 

Nor.  Let  me  paufe  a little. 

Is  he  not  near  of  kin  unto  the  Duke  ? 

Lat.  Yes, reverend  Sir.  (what  high  of  ftature  ? 

Nor.  ’Fart  for  your  reverence,  keep  it  till  then  ^ and  fome- 

Lat.  He  is  fo. 

Nor.  How  old  is  he? 

Ftf.  About  feven  and  fifty. 

Nor.  His  head  and  beard  inclining  to  be  grey. 

Lat.  Right,  Sir. 

Fif.  And  fat  ? 

Nor.  He  is  fomewhat  corpulent,  is  he  not  ? 

Lat.  Youfpeakthe  man,  Sir. 

N^or.  Well,  look  to  him,  farewel.  f£jf«fNorb. 

Lat.  Oh,  it  is  Aubrey  Gentlemen,  I pray  you, 

Let  me  receive  this  under  all  your  hands. 

Ruf  Why,  he  will  Ihew  you  him  in  his  Magick  glafs 
If  you  intreat  him,  and  but  gratifie 
A fpirit  or  two  more. 

Lat.  He  fiiall  eat  gold 

I fhe  will  have  it,  fo  fhall  you  all  •,  there’s  that 
Amongfi  you  firit,  let  me  have  this  to  fend 
The  Duke  in  the  mean  time  •,  and  then  what  fights 
You  pleale  to  (hew ; Tie  have  you  fo  rewarded 
As  never  Artiltswcre,  you  fhall  to  Court 
Along  with  me,  and  there  wait  you  fortunes. 

We  have  a pretty  part  of ’t  in  our  pockets-, 

Boy  we  will  all  be  new,  you  fhall  along  too.  ^E.vennt. 

SCENE  III. 

Sophia,  Matilda,  Edith. 

Mat.  Good  Madam,  hear  the  fuit  that  urges. 

With  fuch  fubmifs  beleeches-,  norremain 
So  Itrictly  bound  to  forrow  for  your  fon. 

That  nothing  elfe,  though  never  fo  befitting. 

Obtains  your  ears,  or  obfervation. 

Sop.  What  would  Ihe  fay  ? I hear. 

Edith.  My  fuit  is,  Madam, 

That  you  would  pleafe  to  think  as  well  of  jufiice 
Due  to  your  fons  revenge,  as  of  more  wrong  added 


To  both  your  felves  for  it,  in  only  grieving. 

Th’  undaunted  power  of  Princes  Ihould  not  be 
Confin’d  in  deedlefs  cold  calamity  ■, 

Anger,  the  I W'in  offorrow,  in  your  wrongs 
Should  not  be  fmotlier’d,  when  his  right  of  birth 
Claims  th  Air  as  well,  and  force  of  coming  foitn. 

Sop.  Sorrow  is  due  already,  anger  never 
Should  be  conceived  but  where  it  may  born 
In  fome  fad  fit  t’employ  hisadive  flame. 

That  elfe  confumes  who  bears  it,  and  abides 
Like  a falfe  ftar  that  quenches  as  it  glides. 

Ed.  I have  fuch  means  t’employ  it  as  your  wifn 
Can  think  no  better,  eafier,  orfecurcrj 
And  fuch  as  but  th’  honours  I intend 
To  your  partakings,  I alone  could  end  ; 

But  your  parts  in  all  dues  to  crying  blood 
For  vengeance  in  the  fhedder,  are  much  greater  -. 

And  therefore  fliould  work  your  hands  to  his  flaughter. 

For  your  confent  to  which,  ’twere  infinite  wrong 
To  your  fevere  and  moff  impartial  jufiice. 

To  move  you  to  forget  fo  falfe  a fon 
As  with  a Mothers  duty  made  you  curfe  him. 

Mat.  Edith,  he  is  forgot,  for  any  fon 
Born  of  my  Mother,  or  to  me  a Brother. 

For  fliould  we  fiill  perform  our  rights  to  him 
We  fhould  partake  his  wrongs,  and  as  foul  be 
In  blood  and  damned  parricide  as  he. 

And  therefore  tell  the  happy  means  that  Heaven 
Puts  in  thy  hand,  for  all  our  long’d  for  freedom 
From  fo  abhorr’d  and  impious  a monfier. 

Sop.  Tell  what  file  will,  I’lc  lend  nor  hand  nor  ear 
To  whatfoever  Heaven  puts  in  her  power.  f£.«r  Sophia. 

Alat.  How  Itrange  fhe  is  to  what  file  chiefly  wifhes  ? 
Sweet  Edith  be  not  any  thought  the  more 
Difcourag’d  in  thy  purpofe,  butalTured, 

Her  heart  and  prayers  are  thine  -,  and  that  v/e  two 
Shall  be  enough  to  ail  we  wifii  to  do. 

Edith.  Madam,  myfelfalone,  I make  no  doubt 
Shall  be  afforded  power  enough  from  Heaven 
Toendthemurtherer : all  I wifli  ofyou, 

Is  but  fome  richer  Ornaments  and  Jewels 
Than  I am  able  to  provide  my  felf. 

To  help  out  the  defeifls  of  my  poor  Beauty, 

That  yet  hath  been  enough,  as  now  it  is. 

To  make  his  fancy  mad  with  my  defire  ? 

But  you  know.  Madam,  Women  never  can 
Be  too  fair  to  torment  an  amorous  man  •, 

And  this  mans  torments  I would  heighten  ftill, 

Till  at  their  higheft  he  be  fit  to  kill. 

Mat.  Thou  fhalt  have  all  my  Jewels  and  my  Mothers, 
And  thou  fhalt  paint  too,  that  his  bloods  defire 
May  make  him  perifh  in  a painted  fire ; 

Haft  thou  been  with  him  yet? 

Edith.  Been  with  him?  no; 

I fet  that  hour  back  to  hafte  more  his  longing ; 

But  I have  promis’d  to  his  infiruments, 

The  admittance  of  a vifit  at  our  houfe. 

Where  yet  I would  receive  him  with  all  luftre 
My  forrow  would  give  leave  to,  to  remove 
Sufpicion  of  my  purpofe. 

Mat.  Thou  fhalt  have 
All  I can  add,  fweet  wench,  in  Jewels,  tyres, 

I’lebe  my  felfthy  drellcr ; nor  may  I 
Serve  my  own  love  with  a contraded  Husband 
More  fweetly,  nor  more  amply  than  maift  thou 
Thy  forward  will  with  his  bewitch’d  affeeftions: 

Affed’ft  thou  any  perfonal  aid  of  mine 
My  nobleft  Edith  ? 

Edith.  Nought  but  your  kind  prayers 
For  full  effe(ft  and  fpeed  of  my  alfair. 

Mat.  They  are  thine,  my  Edith,  as  for  me,  my  own. 
For  thou  well  knov;’ft,  if  blood  fhed  of  the  belt 
Should  cool  and  be  forgotten,  who  would  fear 
To  fhed  blood  ftill.?  or  where,  alas,  were  then 
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i he  end  ids  love  we  owe  to  worthy  men  ? ' 

£d.  Love  of  the  worthiefl:  ever  blefs  your  highnefs.  {Exe. 

. 

dyAsib.  To  be  wrought  on  by  Rogues,  and  have  ray  head 
Brought  to  the  Axe  by  Knaves  that  cheat  for  bread  ? 

The  Creatures  of  a Parafite,  a Rave 

I find  you  here  Latorch,  not  wonder  at  it 

But  that  this  honeR  Captain  ffiouJd  be  made 

HisinRrument,  afflidsmei  I’le  make  trial 

Whether  his  will  or  weaknefs  made  him  do  it. 

Captain  you  faw  the  Duke  when  he  commanded 

I fnoulddo  what  thefe  letters  did  dire(ft  me. 

And  I prefume  you  think  I’le  not  negleft 

For  fear  or  favour,  to  remove  all  dangers 

How  near  foever  that  man  can  be  to  me 

From  whom  they  Ihould  have  birth. 

Ham.  It  is  confirm’d. 

Aub.  Nor  would  you  Captain,  I believe,  refufe. 

Or  for  refpeft  of  thankfulnefs,  or  hopes, 

To  ufe  your  fword  with  fulleR  confidence 

Where  he  fhall  bid  you  Rrike. 

Ham.  I never  have  done. 

Aub.  Nor  will  I think , ^ " 

Ham.  I hope  it  is  not  qucRion’d. 

Aub.  The  means  to  have  it  fo,is  now  propos’d  you. 

Draw,  lo,  ’tis  well,  and  next  cut  off  my  head. 

Ham.  What  means  your  Lordlhip.^ 

Aub.  ’Tis,  Sir,  the  Dukes  pleafure  : 

My  innocence  hath  made  me  dangerous. 

And  I muR  be  remov’d,  and  you  the  man 

MuR  adt  his  will. 

Ham.  rie  be  a TraytorfirR,  before  1 ferve  it  thus. 

Aids.  It  mull  be  done, 

And  that  you  may  not  doubt  it,thcre’s  your  warrant, 

But  as  you  read,  Hamond,  that 

I never  wrong’d  one  of  your  brave  profeffion  *, 

And,  though  it  be  not  manly,  I muR  grieve 

That  man  of  whofe  love  1 was  moR  ambitious 

Could  find  no  objcdl  of  his  hate  but  me. 

Ham.  It  is  no  time  to  talk  now,  honour’d  Sir, 

Be  pleas’d  to  hear  thy  fervant,  I am  wrong’d. 

And  cannot,  being  now  to  ferve  the  Duke, 

Stay  to  exprefs  the  manner  how  but  if 

I do  not  fuddenly  give  you  Rrong  proofs, 

Y our  life  is  dearer  to  me  than  my  own. 

May  I live  bafe,  and  dye  fo : Sir,  your  pardon.  \_Exit  Ham. 

Aub.  I am  both  waies ruin’d,  both  waies  mark’t  for  flaugh- 
On  every  fide,  about,  behind,  before  me,  (ter 

My  certain  fate  is  fix’t ; were  I a Knave  now, 

I could  avoid  this : had  my  aflions 

But  meer  relations  to  their  own  ends,  I could  ’fcape  now : 
Oh  honeRy ! thou  elder  child  of  vertue, 

Thou  feed  of  Heaven,  why  to  acquire  thy  goodnefs 

Should  malice  and  diflruR  Rick  thorns  before  us. 

And  make  us  fwim  unto  thee,  hung  with  hazards  ? 

But  Heaven  is  got  by  fuflering,  not  difputing-, 

Say  he  knew  this  betbre-hand,  where  am  1 then  ? 

Or  fay  he  does  know  it,  where’s  my  Loyalty  ? 

I know  his  nature,  troubled  as  the  Sea, 

And  as  the  Sea  devouring  when  he’s  vex’d. 

And  I know  Princes  are  their  own  expounders. 

Am  1 afraid  of  death  ? of  dying  nobly  ? 

Of  dying  in  mine  innocence  uprightly  ? 

Have  I met  death  in  all  his  forms,  and  fears. 

Now  on  the  points  of  Swords,  now  pitch’d  on  Lances  ? 

In  fires,  and  Rorms  of  Arrows,  Battels,  breaches. 

And  fhall  I now  (brink  from  him,  when  he  courts  me 

Smiling  and  full  of  faneflity  > I’le  meet  him 

My  Loyal  hand  and  heart  Riall  give  this  to  him, 

And  though  it  bear  beyond  what  Poets  feign 

A puniRiment,  duty  fhall  meet  that  pain 

And  my  moR  conRant  heart  to  do  him  good. 

Shall  check  at  neither  pale  affright  nor  bloud. 

Enter  Meffenger. 

Mtff.  The  Dutchefs  prefently  would  crave  your  prefence. 
eAub.  I come ; and  Aubrey  now  rcfolvc  to  keep 

Thy  honour  living,  though  thy  body  fleep.  [^Exit. 

SCENE 

ASifi^  (hiintHS,  ScenaPrifJia. 

Enter  Rollo  with  agUfij  Aubrey,  and  Servants. 

Rol.  T Never  iludied  my  glafs  till  now, 

1 It  is  exceeding  well  •,  now  leave  me  j Coufin, 

How  takes  your  eye  the  objed  ? 

j4ub.  Ihavelearn’d 

So  much  Sir  of  the  Courtier,  as  to  fay 

Your  perfon  does  become  your  habit  ^ 

But  being  called  unto  it  by  a noble  VV’ar, 

Would  grace  an  armour  better. 

'l{ol.  You  are  Hill 

For  that  great  Art  of  which  you  are  the  Mailer  *, 

Yet  I mull  tell  you,  that  to  the  encounters 

We  oft  attempt,  arm’d  only  thus,  webring 

As  troubled  blo^,  fears  mixt  with  flatt’ring  hopes. 

The  danger  in  the  fervice  too  as  great, 

As  when  we  are  to  charge  quite  through  and  through 

The  body  of  an  Army. 

(^nb.  rie  not  argue 

How  you  may  rank  the  dangers,  but  will  die  in’t, 

The  ends  which  they  arrive  at,  are  as  dillant 

In  every  circumitance,  as  far  as  honour 

Is  from  Ihame  and  repentance. 

Rol.  Y ou  are  fowr  ? 

Anb.  I would  fpcak  my  free  thoughts,  yet  not  appear  lb*, 
Nor  am  I fo  ambitious  of  the  title 

Of  one  that  dares  talk  any  thing  that  was 

Againll  the  torrent  of  his  own  opinion, 

That  1 afi'ed  to  fpeak  ought  may  offend  you : 

And  therefore  gracious  Sir,  be  pleas’d  to  think 

My  manners  or  diferetion  have  inform’d  me 

That  I was  born,  in  all  good  ends,  to  ferve  yon : 

And  not  to  check  at  what  concerns  me  not: 

I look  not  with  fore  eyes  on  your  rich  out-fide, 

Nor  rack  my  thoughts  to  find  out  to  what  purpofe 
’Tis  now  employ’d  •,  I wifi^  it  may  be  good. 

And  that,  I hope,  offends  not  for  a fubjcdl 

Towards  his  Prince  in  things  indifferent-, 

To  ulc  the  auHerencfsofa  cenfuringG<»a 

Is  arrogance,  not  freedom. 

Rol.  1 commend 

This  temper  in  you,  and  will  chcrifh  it. 

£//rfr  Hamond  with  Letters. 

They  come  from  L.uorch  imployed  you  ? 

True  Sir. 

Rol.  I mult  not  now  l>c  troubled  with  a thought 

Of  any  new  defign  ^ good  Aubrey  read  ’em. 

And  as  they  fhall  dirccfl  you,  ufe  my  power, 

Or  to  reply  or  execute. 

I will,  Sir. 

Rol.  And  Captain  bring  a fquadron  of  our  Guard 

To  th’  houfe  that  late  was  Baldwins,  and  there  wait  me. 
Ham.  1 fhall. 

Rol.  Some  two  hours  hence. 

Hum.  With  ray  belt  care. 

Rol.  Infpire  me  Love,  and  be  thy  deity. 

Or  fcorn’d  or  fear’d,  as  now  thou  favour’ll  me.  f£.v»f  Rollo. 

Ham.  My  Ray  to  do  my  duty,  may  be  wrongs 

Your  Lordffiips  privacy. 

Atib.  Captain,  your  love 

Is  ever  welcome-,  I intreat  your  patience 

While  1 perufe  thefe. 

Ham.  I attend  your  plealure. 

Aub.  How’s  this,  a plot  on  me  ? 

Ham.  What  is  contain’d 

In  th’  letters  that  I brought,  that  thus  tranfports  him  ? 
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SCENE  II. 


Eater  Edith,  a Boy,  and  a 'Banquet  jet  out* 

Edith.  Now  for  a Fathers  murther,  and  thy  mine, 

All  chaftity  fhall  fufFer  it  he  raign  \ 

Thou  blefled  foul,  look  down,  and  fteel  thy  Daughter, 

Look  on  the  facriSce  (he  comes  to  fend  thee. 

And  through  the  bloudy  clouds  behold  my  piety. 

Take  from  my  cold  heart  fear,  from  my  fex  pity. 

And  as  I wipe  thefe  tears  off,  (hed  for  thee. 

So  all  remembrance  may  I lofe  of  mercy  •, 

Give  me  a womans  anger  bent  to  bloud. 

The  wildnefs  of  the  winds  to  drown  his  prayers, 

Storm-like  may  my  deftruiftion  fall  upon  him, 

My  rage  like  roving  billows  as  they  rife. 

Pour’d  on  his  foul  to  fink  it,  give  me  flattery, 

(For  yet  my  conftant  foul  ne’r  knew  diflembling) 

Flattery  the  food  of  Fools,  that  I may  rock  him 
And  lull  him  in  the  Down  of  his  defires ; 

That  in  the  height  of  all  his  hopes  and  wilhes, 

His  Heaven  forgot,  and  all  his  lufts  upon  him. 

My  hand, like  thunder  from  a cloud,  may  feize  him. 

I hear  him  come,  go  boy,  and  entertain  him. 

Enter  Rollo. 
i O N G. 

Tyike^  Oh  take  thofe  Itps  aveay 

That  fo  fweetly  were  forfwornj 
And  thofe  eyeSj' like  break^of  day, 

Lights  that  do  ntijlead  the  Morn, 

But  my  kljfes  bring  again. 

Seals  of  love,  though  Jeat’d  id  vain. 

Hide,  Oh  hide  thofe  hills  of  Snow, 

Which  thy  froz.en  blojfome  bears. 

On  whofe  tops  the  Pinks  that  grow 
Are  of  thofe  that  Apnl  wears, 

'But  firjl  fet  my  poor  heart  free, 

I Bound  in  thofe  Ivy  chains  by  thee. 

Rof.  What  bright  ftar,taking  beauties  forrti  upon  her. 

In  all\he  happy  luftre  of  Heavens  glory. 

Has  drop’d  down  from  the  Skye  to  cornfort  me  ? 

Wonder  of  nature,  let  it  not  prophane  thee 
My  rude  hand  touch  thy  beauty,  nor  this  kits , 

The  gentle  facrifice  of  love  and  fervice. 

Be  offer’d  to  the  honour  of  thy  fweetnefs. 

Edi. My  gracious  Lord,no  deity  dwells  here. 

Nor  nothing  of  that  vertue,  but  obedience. 

The  tervant  tojour  will  affects  no  flattery. 

Rol.  Can  it  be  flattery  to  fwear  thofe  eyes 
Are  loves  eterrtal  lamps  he  fires  all  hearts  with  <* 

That  tongue  the  fmart  tiring  to  his  bow  thofe  fighs 
The  deadly  (hafts  he  fends  into  our  fouls  ? 

Oh,  look  upon  me  with  thy  fpring  of  beauty. 

Edi.  Your  grace  is  full  of  game. 

Rol.  By  Heaven,  my  Edith, 

Thy  Mother  fed  on  Rofes  when  (he  bred  thee, 

Ed  And  thine  on  brambles  that  have  prick’d  her  heart  out. 

1 Rol.  The  fweetnefs  of  the  Arabian  wind  ttill  blowing 
Upon  the  treafures  of  perfumes  and  fpices. 

In  all  their  pride  and  pleafures  call  thee  Miftris. 

Edi.  Wil’t  plcafe  you  fit  Sir  ? 

Rol.  So  you  pleafe  fit  by  me. 

Fair  gentle  maid,  there  is  no  fpeaking  to  thee. 

The  excellency  that  appears  upon  thee 
Tyes  up  my  tongue : pray  fpeak  to  me. 

Edi.  Of  what  Sir  ? 

Rol  Ofa'hything,any  thing  is  excellent. 

Will  you  take  my  diredions  ? fpeak  of  love  then  *, 

I Speak  of  thy  fair  felf  Edith  •,  and  while  thou  fpeak’ll. 

Let  me,  thus  languilhing,  give  up  my  fell  wench. 

Edi.  H’as  a ftrange  cunning  tongue,  Why  do  you  figb^ir? 

1 How  mafterly  he  turns  himfelf  to  catch  me  ? 

Rol.  The  way  to  Paradife,  my  gentle  maid,’ 


Is  hard  and  crooked,  fcarce  Repentance  finding, 

With  all  her  holy  helps,  the  door  to  enter. 

Give  me  thy  hand,  what  doll  thou  feel  ? 

Edi.  Your  tears  Sir. 

Y ou  weep  extr eamly ; llrengthen  me  now  jullice. 

Why  are  thefe  forrows  Sir  ? 

'JRoL  Thou’t never  love  me  ^ 

If  1 (hould  tell  thee, yet  there’s  no  way  left 
Ever  to  purchafe  this  blell  Paradife, 

But  fwimming  thither  in  thefe  tears. 

Edt.  1 flagger.  Rol.  Are  they  not  drops  of  bl  ood  ? 

Ed*.  No.  Rol.  They’re  for  blood  then. 

For  guiltlels  blood,  and  they  mu(l  drop,  my  Edith, 

They  mud  thus  drop,  till  I have  drown’d  my  mifehiefs. 

Edi.  If  this  be  true,  I have  no  llrength  to  touch  him. 

Rol,  Ipretheelookuponme,  turn  not  from  me , 

Alas  I do  confers  I’me  made  of  mifehiefs, 

Begot  with  all  mans  miferies  upon  me  *, 

But  fee  my  forrows,  maid,  and  do  not  thou, 

Whofe  only  fweeted  facrifice  is  foftnefs, 

Whofe  true  condition,  tendernefs  of  nature. 

Edt.  My  anger  melts,  Oh,I  (halllofemyjudiceo 
Rol.  Do  not  thou  learn  to  kill  with  cruelty, 

As  I have  done,  to  murther  with  thy  eyes, 

(Thofe  blefled  eyes)  as  I have  done  with  malice. 

When  thou  had  wounded  me  to  death  with  fcorn, 

(As  I deferve  it  Lady)  for  my  true  love, 

When  thou  had  loaden  me  with  earth  forever. 

Take  heed  my  forrows,  and  the  flings  I fuffer  j 
Take  heed  my  nightly  dreams  of  death  and  horrour 
Purfue  thee  not : no  time  (hall  tell  thy  griefs  then. 

Nor  (hall  an  hour  of  joy  adde  to  thy  beauties. 

Look  not  upon  me  as  I kill’d  thy  Father, 

As  I was  fmear’d  in  blood,  do  not  thou  hate  me. 

But  thus  in  whitenefs  of  my  wafli’t  repentance. 

In  my  hearts  tears  and  truth  of  love  to  Ed*th, 

In  my  fair  life  hereafter. 

Ed*.  He  will  fool  me. 

Rol.  Oh  with  thine  Angel  eyes  behold  and  clofe  me, 

Of  Heaven  we  call  for  mercy  and  obtain  it ; 

To  Judice  for  our  right  on  Earth  and  have  it ; 

Of  thee  I beg  for  love,  fave  me,  and  give  it. 

Edi.  Now  heaven  thy  help,  or  I am  gone  for  ever. 

His  tongue  has  turn’d  me  into  melting  pity. 

Enter  Hamond,  and  Guard. 

Ham.  Keep  the  doors  fafe,  and  upon  pain  of  death 
Let  no  man  enter  till  I give  the  word. 

guard.  We  (hall  Sir.  ^Exeunt. 

Ham.  Here  he  is  in  all  his  pleafure  *,  I have  my  wi(h. 

Rol.  How  now?  why  dod  thou  dare  fo  ? 

Edi.  A help,  I hope. 

Rol.  What  dod  thou  here  > who  fent  thee? 

Ham.  My  Brother,  and  the  bafe  malicious  Office 
Thoumad’dmedoto-^w^rf^j pray.  Rol.  Pray? 

//4w.Prayi,pray  if  thou  cand  pray, I (hall  kill  thy  foul  elfe, 
Pray  fuddenly.  Rol.  Thou  can’d  not  be  fo  trayterous. 

Ham.  It  is  a Judice  ; day  Lady  •, 

For  I perceive  your  end  ^ a womans  hand 
Mud  not  rob  me  of  vengeance.  Edi.  ’Tis  my  glory. 

Ham.^Th  mine,day  ,and  (hare  with  me  •,  by  the  ^ods,Rollo, 
There  is  no  way  to  fave  thy  life.  Rol.  No  ? 

Ham.  No,  it  is  fo  mondrous,  no  repentance  cures  it. 

Why  then  thou  (halt  kill  her  fird,and  what  this  blood 
Will  cad  upon  thy  curfed  head.  Ham.  Poof  Guard  Sir.  , 
Edi.  Spare  not  brave  Captain. 

Rol.  Fear,  or  the  Devil  has  thee.  r 

Ham.  Such  fear  Sir  as  you  gave  your  honor  d Mother, 
When  your  mod  vertuous  Brother,(hield-like,  held  her  *, 

Such  Tie  give  you,  put  her  away.  , u 

Rol.  I will  not,  1 will  not  die  fb  tamely.  ( on  thee . 

//^w.Murtherous  villain,wilt  thou  draw  fees  of  blood  up- 
Edi.  Fear  not,  kill  him  good  Captain,  any  way  difpatch 
Him,sny  body’s  honor’d  with  that  fword  that  through 
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TIk  Bloody  ^Brother. 


Sends  his  black  foul  to  Hell : Oh,  but  for  one  hand. 

Ham.  Shake  him  ofTbravely. 

EdL  He’s  too  ftrong,  ft'rikehim. 

Ham.  Oh,  am  I with  you  Sir  ? now  keep  you  from  him, 
What,  has  he  got  a knife 

£<^/,Look  to  him  Captain, for  now  he  will  be  mifchievous. 
Ham.  DoyoufmileSir.? 

Do’s  it  fo  tickle  you  ? have  at  you  once  more. 

Edi.  Oh  bravely  thruft ; take  heed  he  come  not  in  Sir  y 
To  him  again,  you  give  him  too  much  refpite.  _ 

T^ol.  Yet  will  you  fave  my  life,  and  I’le  forgive  thee. 

And  give  thee  all,all  honours,  all  advancements. 

Call  thee  my  friend.  Ed.  Strike, ftrike, and  hear  him  not, 
His  tongue  will  tempt  a Saint.  Rol.  Oh  for  my  foul  lake. 
Edi.  Save  nothing  of  him. 

Ham.  Now  for  your  farewel, 

Are  you  fo  wary  ? take  you  that.  Rol.  Thou,  that  too  ■, 
Oh  thou  haft  kill’d  me  bafely,  bafely,  bafely.  (^Dyes. 

Edi.  The  juft  reward  of  murther  falls  upon  thee. 

How  do  you  Sir?  has  he  not  hurt  you .? 

Ham.  No,  1 feel  not  any  thing. 

zHub.  I charge  you  let  us  pafl'e.  {^withn. 

Glia.  You  cannot  yet  Sir.  jdub.  I’le  make  way  then. 
(j«4.Wearefvvorn  to  our  Captain, and  till  hegivetheword. 

Enter  Sophia,  Matilda,  Aubrey,  Lords  and  attendants. 

Ham.  Now  let  them  in  there.  Sop.  Oh,  here  he  lies, 
Sorrow  on  forrow  fecks  me.  Oh,  in  his  blood  he  lyes. 

ylttb.  Had  you  fpoke  fooner 
This  might  have  been  prevented  *, 

Take  the  Dutchefs, 

And  lead  her  ofT,  this  is  no  fight  for  her  eyes. 

M.it.  Oh,  bravely  done  wench. 

Edi.  There  ftands  the  noble  doer. 

Mat.  My  honour  ever  feck  thee  for  thy  juftice, 

Oh  ’twas  a deed  of  high  and  brave  adventure, 

A juftice  even  for  heaven  to  envy  at, 

Farewel  my  forrows,and  my  tears  take  truce. 

My  wifties  are  come  round : Oh  blexxly  Brother, 

Till  this  hour  never  beauteous  •,  till  thy  life. 

Like  a full  facrifie  for  all  thy  mifehiefs. 

Flow’d  from  thee  in  thefe  rivers,  never  righteous 
Oh  how  my  eyes  arc  quarri’d  with  their  joys  now  ? 

My  longing  heart  even  leaping  out  for  lightnefs  ? 

But  dye  ihy  black  fins  with  thee,  1 forgive  thee. 

Aitb.  Uhodid  this  deed? 

Ham.  I,  and  Tic  anfwer  it.  Dies. 

Edi.  He  faints,  oh  that  fame  curfed  knife  has  kill’d  him. 
Jlnb.  How  ? 

Edi.  He  fnatch’d  it  from  my  hand,  for  whom  I bore  it. 
And  as  they  grappl’d. 

ylnb.  juftice  IS  ever  equal. 

Had  it  not  been  on  him,  tlTadft  dy’d  too  honeft. 

Did  you  know  of  his  death  ? 

Edi.  Yes,  and  rcjoycc  in’t. 

jdub.  Pme  forry  for  your  youth  then-, though  the  ftriftnefs 
Of  Law  (hall  not  fall  on  you,  that  of  life 
Muft  prefently,  go  to  a Cloyfter,  carry  her. 

And  there  forever  lead  your  life  in  penitence. 

£di.  Bcft  Father  to  my  foul,  1 give  you  thanks,  Sir, 

And  now  my  fair  revenges  have  their  ends. 

My  vows  (hall  be  my  kin,  my  prayers  my  friends.  \iExit. 

Enter  Latorch,  and  Juglers. 

Lat.  Stay  there,  Tie  ftep  in  and  prepare  the  Duke. 

Nor.  We  (hall  have  brave  rewards 
Fif.  That  is  without  queftion. 

Lat.^y  this  time  where’s  my  huffing  friend  Lord  Aubrey? 
Where’s  that  good  Gentleman  ? oh,  1 could  laugh  now. 

And  burft  my  felf  with  meet  imagination  ^ 

A wife  man,  and  a valiant  man,  a juft  man  ; 

Tofuffer  himfelfbe  juggl’d  out  of  the  w’orld, 

■By  a number  of  poor  Gipleys  ? farewel  Swa(h-buckler, 

For  I know  thy  mouth  is  cold  enough  by  this  time ; 


A hundred  of  ye  1 can  (have  as  neatly. 

And  ne’r  draw  bloud  in  (hew : now  (hall  my  honour. 

My  power  and  vertue  walk  alone  : my  pleafure 
Obferv’d  by  all,  all  knees  bend  to  my  worftiip. 

All  futes  to  me  as  Saint  of  all  their  fortunes, 

Prefer’d  and  crowded  to,  what  full  place  of  credit. 

And  what  place  now  ? your  Lordlhip  ? no,’tis  common. 

But  that  I’le  think  to  morrow  on  •,  now  for  my  bufinefs. 

Aab.  Who’s  there  ? 

Lat.  Dead,  my  Mafter  dead  ? Aubrey  alive  too  ? 

Glia.  Latorch,  Sir.  Aub.  Seize  his  body. 

Lat.  My  Mafter  dead  ? 

Aub.  And  you  within  this  halfhour. 

Prepare  your  felf  good  Devil,  you  muft  to  it. 

Millions  of  gold  (hall  not  redeem  thy  miichief. 

Behold  the  Juftice  of  thy  pradice,  villain  *, 

The  mafs  of  murthers  thou  haft  drawn  upon  us  .• 

Behold  thy  dodrine ; you  look  now  for  reward.  Sir, 

To  be  advanc’d,  Tm  fure,  for  all  your  labours  ? 

And  you  (hall  have  it, make  his  gallows  higher 
By  ten  foot  at  the  lead,  and  then  advance  him. 

Lat.  Mcrcy,mercy.  Aab.  ’Tis  too  late  fool, 

Such  as  you  meant  for  me,  away  with  him.  He  is  led  out. 

What  gaping  knaves  arc  thefe,  bring  ’em  in  fellows. 

Now,  wliat  are  you  ? 

Nor.  Mathematicians,  if  it  plcafe  your  Lordlhip. 

Aub.  And  you  drew  a figure  ? 

Fif.  We  have  drawn  many. 

Aab.  For  the  Duke,  1 mean  *,  Sir  Latorchs  knaves  you  arc. 

Nor.  We  know  the  Gentleman. 

Aub.  What  did  he  promifeyouf 

Nor.  We  are  paid  already. 

Aub.  But  I will  fee  you  better  paid,  go  whip  them. 

Nor.  We  do  befeech  your  Lordlhip,  wc  were  hir’d. 

Aub.  I know  you  werc,and  you  lhall  have  your  hire  •, 
Whip  'em  extremely,  whip  that  Dodor  there. 

Till  he  record  himfelf  a Rogue. 

Nor.  1 am  one.  Sir. 

Aub.  Whip  him  for  being  one, and  when  th’are  whip’t, 
Lead  ’em  to  the  gallows  to  fee  their  patron  hang’d  *,  ^ 

Away  with  them.  They  are  ud out. 

Nor.  Ah,  good  my  Lord. 

Aub.  Now  to  mine  own  right.  Gentlemen. 

1 Lord.  You  have  the  next  indeed,  wc  all  confefs  it, 

And  here  ftand  ready  to  inveft  you  with  it. 

2 Lord.  Which  to  make  ftronger  to  you,  and  the  furcr 
Than  bloud  or  mifehiefs  dare  infringe  again. 

Behold  this  Lacly,  Sir,  this  noble  Lady, 

Full  of  the  bloud  as  you  are,  of  that  ncarnefs. 

How  blelled  would  it  be  > 

Aub.  1 apprehend  you,  and  fo  the  fair  Matilda  dare  accept 
Me  her  ever  conftant  fervant. 

eJMat.  In  all  purenefs. 

In  all  humility  of  heart  and  fcrvices, 

To  the  molt  noble  zAuhrey,  Ifubmitme. 

Aub.  Then  this  is  our  firlt  tye,  now  to  our  bufinefs. 

I Lord.  Wc  are  ready  all  to  put  the  honour  on  you,  Sir. 

Aub.Th^k  fad  rites  muft  bedonc  hrft,  take  up  the  bodys, 
This,  as  he  was  a Prince,  fo  Princely  funeral 
Shall  wait  upon  him : on  this  honeft  Captain, 

The  decency  of  arms  •,  a tear  for  him  too. 

So,  fadly  on,  and  as  voe  vievp  his  blood. 

May  his  Example  in  our  Rule  raife  good. 
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THE 

Wild-Goofe  Chafe; 

C O ME 


Perfbns  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


De-Garcl,  A Noble  fiayd  Gefitleman  that  being 
newly  lighted  from  hit  Travels,  ajjijis  his  Sijier 
Oriana  in  her  chafe  <?/ Mirabel  the  Wild-Goofe. 

La-Caftre,  the  Indulgent  Father  to  Mirabell. 

Mirabell,  the  Wild-Goofe,  a Travelled  Monfieur, 
and  great  dcfyer  of  all  Ladies  in  the  way  of 
marriage,  otherwife  their  much  loofe  fervant, 
at  laji  caught  by  the  defpis’d  Oriana. 

Pinac,  his  fellow  Traveller,  of  a lively  fpirit,  and 
Servant  to  the  no  lefs  fprightly  Lillia-Bianca. 

Belleur,  Companion  to  both,  of  a Jiout  blunt  hu- 
mour, in  love  with  Rofalura. 

Nantolet,  Father  to  Rofalura  and  Lillia-Bianca. 

Lugier,  the  rough  and  confident  Tutor  to  the  Ladies, 

and  chief  Engine  to  entrap  the  Wild-Goofe. 
Oriana,  the  fair  betroth'd  Mirabell,  and  witty 
follower  of  the  Chafe. 

Rofalura,  f , 

Lillia-Bianca,  t?/Nantolet. 

Petella,  their  IVaiting-woman. 

Mariana,  an  EngUfij  Courtezan. 

A young  Fa&or. 

Page. 

Servants. 

Singing-Boy.  , 

Two  Merchants. 

Prieji. 

Four  IVomen. 

7 he  Scene  Paris. 

• 

The  Adors  were, 

^bert  penfield.  John  Lowtn.  William  Tng^> 

^chard  ^binfon.  William  Tenn.  Sander  Gough. 

Jofeph  ’Taylor.  Hilliard  Stvanjlon.  | | Mr.  Shardi. 

Thomas  Tollard.  Stephen  Harnmerton.  j [John  Hony-mau. 

Primus, 

Scena  Prima, 

I Enter  Monfieur  De  Gard,  and  a Foot-Boy. 

frrah,  you  know  I have  rid  hard  •,  flir  my  Horfe  well 
And  let  liim  want  no  Litter. 

^ Boy.  I am  fiire  I have  run  hard, 

^ Would  fomt  body  would  walk  me, StfeemeLitter’d;  1 
For  1 tliink  my  L llow-horfe,  cannot  in  rcaibn  ''  j 

Defire  more  refi;,  nor  take  up  his  Chamber  before  me,  j 

But  w'e  are  the  Bcafts  now,  and  the  Bealls  are  our  Mailers.  > 
DeGa.  When  you  have  done.  Hep  to  the  Ten  Crown  i 

Toy.  With  all  my  heart.  Sir,  Qiary.  : 

(For  I have  a Twenty  Crown  ftomach.  j 

I De  Ga.  And  there  belpeak  a dinner.  i 

j Boy.  Yes  Sir,  prefently.  ! 

' 

DeGa.  For  w'hom,  I befeech  you,  Sir? 

Boy.  For  my  fclf,  1 take  it,  Sir. 

De  Ga.  In  truth  ye  lhall  not  take  it,’tis  not  meant  for  you, 
There’s  for  your  Provender ; Befpeak  a Dinner 

For  Aiorfenr  Alirahell,  and  his  Companions, 

Tney’ll  be  in  Town  within  this  hour. 

When  you  have  done,  Sirrah, 

Make  ready  all  things  at  my  Lodging,  for  me. 

And  wait  me  there. 

Toy.  The  Ten  Crowm  Ordinary  ? 

DeGa.  Yes  Sir,  if  you  have  not  forgot  it. 

Boy.  rie  forget  my  feet  firll  *, 

’Tis  the  belt  part  of  a Foot-mans  faith.  fEv/V  Boy, 

DeGa.  Thefe youths 

M m m For  ( 
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For  all  they  have  been  in  Italy^  to  learn  thrift, 

And  feem  to  wonder  at  mens  lavifh  waies, 

Yet  they  cannot  rub  off  old  friends,  their  French  itches  ; 
They  mult  meet  fometimes  to  difport  their  Bodies  ^ 
With  good  Wine,  and  good.  Women  *,  and  good  ftoretoo. 
Let  ’em  be  what  they  will,  they  are  Arm’d  at  all  points, 
And  then  hang  favirfg.  Let  the  Sea  grow  high, 

This  Ordinary  can  fit  ’em  of  all  fizes, 

Enter  La-Caftre  and  Oriana. 

They  muflfalute  their  Country  with  oldcuftomes. 

On.  Brother. 

DeCa.  My  deareft  Siller. 

Ori.  Welcome,  welcome: 

Indeed  ye  are  welcome  home,  moll  welcome. 

DeGa.  Thank  ye, 

You  are  grown  a handfome  woman,  Oriana^ 

(Blulh  at  your  faults)  I am  wondrous  glad  to  fee  ye. 
Monfieur  La  Cajlre  ••  Let  not  my  Affedion 
To  my  fair  Siller,  make  me  beheld  unmannerly: 

I am  glad  to  fee  ye  well,  to  fee  ye  lully, 

Good  health  about  ye,  and  in  fair  company. 

Believe  me,  1 am  proud 

La-Cift.  Fair  Sir,  I thank  ye: 

Monfieur  de  Card,  you  are  welcome  from  your  journey, 
Good  men,  have  ftill  good  welcome : give  me  your  hand, Sir. 
Once  more,  you  arc  welcome  home;  you  look  Itill  younger. 

De  (ja.  Time  has  no  leafure  to  look  after  us. 

We  wander  every  where : Age  cannot  find  us. 

La-Cafl.  And  how  docs  all  ? 

*DeGa.  All  well,  Sir  ; and  all  llifiy. 

La  CaJt.  I hope  my  Son  be  fo,  1 doubt  not,  Sir, 

But  you  have  often  fecn  him  in  your  journeys, 

And  bring  mefome  fair  News. 

DeGa.  Your  Son  is  well,  Sir, 

And  grown  a proper  Gentleman  : he  is  well,  and  lulty. 
Within  this  eight  hours,  1 took  leave  of  him. 

And  over-cy’d  him,  having  fome  flight  bufinefs 
That  forc’d  me  out  o’  th’  way : I can  aflurc  you 
He  will  be  here  to  night. 

La-Cdji^.  Ye  make  the  glad.  Sir, 

For  o’  my  fay:h,  1 almofl  long  to  fee  him. 

Me  thinks  he  has  been  away- 

DeGa.  ’Tisbutyourrfc.nderncfsi 
U'hat  are  three  years  ? a love-lick  wench  will  allow  it : 

His  friends  that  went  out  with  him  are  come  back  too‘, 

I 'Belleur.^  and  young  Ptnac : he  bid  me  fay  little, 

I Becaufe  he  means  to  be  his  own  glad  Meflcnger. 

La  ^'a.  1 thank  ye  for  this  news,  Sir,  he  lhall  be  welcome. 
And  his  friends  too : indeed  1 thank  you  heartily : 

And  how  (for  I dare  fay,  you  will  not  flatter  him) 

; Has  Italy  wrought  on  him  ? has  he  mew’d  yet 
His  wild  fantaftick  Toyc§  ? they  fay  that  Climate 
Is  a great  purger  of  thofe  humorous  Fluxes. 

How  is  he-impFoved,  -Tpr»y ye  ? 

DiCa.  No  doubt,  Sir,  well. 

H’asborn  himfelf  a full,  and  noble  Gentleman, 

To  fpeak  him  farther  i§  beyond  my  Charter. 

La  Cufi.  I am  glad  to  hear  fo  much  good  ; Come,  I fee 
You  long  to  enjoy  your  Sifter : yet  I muft  intreat  ye 
Before  1 go,  to  fup  with  me  to  night 
And  mult  not  be  deni’d. 

De  ^a.  I am  your  fervant  (P^ny. 

La-C  Where  you  (hall  meet  fair,  merry,  and  noble  Com- 
My  neighbour  Natolet^  and  his  two  fair  Daughters. 

DeG.  Your  flipper’s  fcafon’d  well.  Sir.  Khali  wait  upon  ye. 
La  C.  Till  then  I’lc  leave  ye : and  y’are  once  more  welcome. 
De  (7.  I thank  ye,  noble  Sir.  Now,  Oriana.,  (jExit. 
How  have  ye  done  fince  I went?  have  ye  had  your  health 
And  your  mind  free  ? (well  ? 

Oria.  You  fee  I am  not  bated  •, 

Merry,  and  cat  my  meat. 

De  G.  A good  prefervative. 

And  how  have  you  been  us’d?  You  know,  Oriana^ 


Upon  my  going  out,  at  your  requeft, 

I left  your  Portion  in  La  Caftre's  hands, 

(The  main  Means  you  muft  flick  to)  for  that  rcafon 
(And  ’tis  no  little  one)  1 ask  ye.  Sifter, 

With  what  humanity  he  entertains^e. 

And  how  ye  find  his  courfefie  ? 

Oria.  Moll  ready. 

I can  aflure  you.  Sir,  I am  us’d  moll  nobly. 

De  G.  1 am  glad  to  hear  it : But  I prethee  tell  me, 

(And  tell  me  true)  what  end  had  you,  Oriana, 

In  trufling  your  mony  here  ? He  is  no  Kinfman, 

Nor  any  tie  upon  him  of  a Guardian 
Nor  dare  1 think  ye  doubt  my  prodigality. 

Or.  No,certain,Sir,  none  of  all  this  provoked  me  *, 

Another  private  reafon. 

De  G.  ’Tis  not  private, 

Norcarryed  fo:  ’tis  common  (my  fair  Sifter) 

Your  love  to  Mirabel-,  your  blulhes  tell  it : 

’Tis  too  much  known,  and  fpoken  of  too  largely  *, 

And  with  no  little  fliame  I wonder  at  it. 

Oria.  Is  it  a ihame  to  love  ? 

De  Q.  To  love  ondifcreetly  : 

A Virgin  fhould  be  tender  of  her  honour, 

Clofe,  and  fccure. 

Oria.  I am  as  clofc  as  can  be, 

And  ftand  upon  as  ftrong  and  honeft  guards  too*, 

Unlefs  this  Warlike  Age  need  a Port  cullis  ; 

Yeticonfefs,  I love  him. 

De  g.  Hear  the  people. 

Orta.  Now  I fay  hang  the  people:  He  that  dares 
Believe  what  they  fay,  dares  be  mad,  and  give 
His  Mother,  nay  his  own  Wife  up  to  Rumor ; 

All  grounds  of  truth  they  build  on,  is  a Tavern, 

And  their  beft  cenfure’s  Sack,  Sack  in  abundance ; 

For  as  they  drink,  they  think : they  nc’re  fpeak  modeftly 
Unlefs  the  wine  be  poor,  or  they  want  mony. 

Believe  them  ? believe  Amadis  de  Gaul, 

The  Knight  o’th’  Sun,  or  Palmei^tn  of  England', 

Forthefe,  to  them,  aremodeft,  and  true  ftoriels.  •' 

Pray  underftand  me^  if  their  tongues  be  truth. 

And  if  in  rmo  veritas  be  an  Oracle, 

What  Woman  is,  or  has  been  ever  honeft  ? 

Give  ’em  but  ten  round  cups,  they’ll  fwear  Lucretia 
Dy’d  not  for  want  of  power  to  refill  Tarqain, 

But  want  of  Pleafurc,  that  he  ftay’d  no  longer : 

And  Portia,  that  was  famous  for  her  Piety 
To  her  lov’d  Lord,they’ll  face  ye  out, dy’d  o’th’Pox. 

De  G.  Well,  there  is  fomctliing.  Sifter. 

Oria.  If  there  be.  Brother, 

’Tis  none  of  their  things,  ’fis  not  yet  fo  monftrous ; 

My  thing  is  Marriage : And  at  his  return 
I hope  to  put  their  Iquint-cyes  right  again. 

De  G.  Marriage  ? ’tis  true ; his  Father  is  a rich  man ; 
Rich  both  in  land  and  money : he  his  heir, 

A young  and  handfome  man,  I muft  confefs  too  j 
But  offuch  qualities,  and  fuch  wild  flings, 

Such  admirable  imperfedlions.  Sifter, 

(For  all  his  Travel,  and  bought  experience) 

1 ftiould  be  loth  to  own  him  for  my  Brother : 

Methinks  a rich  mind  in  a ftate  indifferent 
Would  prove  the  better  fortune. 

Oria.  If  he  be  wild, 

The  reclaiming  him  to  good,  and  honeft,  (Brother) 

Will  make  much  for  my  honour ; which,  if  I profper. 

Shall  be  the  ftudy  of  my  love,  and  life  too.  (too. 

DeG.  Ye  fay  well,  would  he  thought  as  weU,and loved 
He  Marry  ? he’ll  be  hanged  firft : he  knows  no  more 
What  the  conditions  and  the  tics  of  Love  arc. 

The  honeft  purpofes  and  grounds  of  Marriage, 

Nor  will  know,  nor  be  ever  brought  t’  endeavour, 

Than  I do  how  to  build  a Church  •,  he  was  ever 
A loofe  and  ftrong  defier  of  all  order. 

His  Loves  are  wanderers,  they  knock  at  each  door, 

And  tafte  each  difli,  but  arc  no  refidents : 

Or 
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Or  fay  he  may  be  brought  to  think  of  Marriage, 

(As  ’twill  be  no  finall  labour)  thy  hopes  are  Grangers. 

I know  there  is  a labour’d  match,  now  foUow’d, 

(Now  at  this  time,  for  which  he  was  fent  for  home  too) 

Be  not  abus’d,  Nat»kt  has  two  fair  Daughters, 

And  he  muft  take  his  choice. 

Or.  Let  him  take  freely  •, 

For  all  this  I defpair  not  *,  my  mind  tells  me 
That  I,  and  only  I,  muft  make  him  perfedt^ 

And  in  that  hope  I reft. 

De-Cjar.  Since  y’arefo  confident, 

Profper  your  hope ; I’ll  be  no  adverfary ; 

Keep  yourfelf  fair  and  right,  he  lhali  not  wrong  ye. 

Or.  When  1 forget  my  vertue,  no  man  know  me. 

\_Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

f'wter  Mirabel,  Pinac,  and  Servants. 

Mir.  Welcome  to  Taris  onct  more',*  Gentlemen^ 

We  have  had  a merry  and  a lufty  Ordinary, 

And  Wine,  and  good  meat,  and  a bounfing  Reckoning  *, 
And  let  it  go  for  once ; ’Tis  a good  Phyfick, 

Only  the  Wenches  arc  not  for  my  diet. 

They  are  too  lean  and  thin ; their  embraces  brawn-fain. 
Give  me  the  plump  fat,  and  lufty, 

That  meets  me  fbft  and  fuppie  •,  fmiles  upon  me, 

As  if  a Cup  of  foil  Wine  leapt  to  kifs  me  ^ 

Thefe  flight  things  I affecfl  not. 

Pin.  They  are  ill  built ; 

Pin-buttockt,  like  your  dainty  Barbaries, 

And  weak  i’th’  patterns  •,  they’ll  endure  no  hardnefs. 

Mir.  There’s  nothing  good,  or  handfom  bred  amongft  us; 
Till  we  are  travel’d,  and  live  abroad,  we  are  Coxcombs : 
Ye  talk  ot  Franccy  a flight  unfeafbn’d  Country, 

Abundance  of  grofs  food,  which  makes  us  Block-heads ; 
We  are  fair  fet  out  indeed,  and  foare  fore-horfes ; 

VIen  fay  we  are  great  Courtiers,  men  abufe  us: 

We  are  wife,  and  valiant  too,  noncrede,  Seignior: 

Our  Women  the  bett  Linguifts  ? they  are  Parrat^; 

O’  this  fide  the  Mfes  they  are  nothing  but  meet  Drolleries : 
Ha,  Roma  la  Santa.,  Italy  for  my  money. 

Their  policies,  their  cuftoms,  their  frugalities, 

Their  courtefies  fo  open,  yet  fo  refer ved  too. 

As  when  ye  think  y’are  known  beft,  ye  are  a ttranger 
The  very  pick-teeth  fpeak  more  man  than  we  do. 

And  feafon  of  more  fait. 

Pin.  ’Tis  a brave  Country  .• 

Not  pefter’d  with  your  ttubborn  precife  Puppies, 

That  turn  all  ufeful  and  allow’d  contentments 
To  fcabsand  fcruples  *,  hang  ’em  Capon- worfhippers. 

Bel.  I like  that  freedom  well,  and  like  their  Women  too, 
And  would  fain  do  as  others  do  \ but  I am  fb  balhful. 

So  naturally  an  Afs ; Look  ye,  I can  look  upon  ’em, 

And  very  willingly  1 go  to  fee  ’em, 

(There’s  no  man  willinger)  and  I can  kifs  ’em. 

And  make  a fhift 

But  if  they  chance  to  flout  ye. 

Or  fay  ye  are  too  bold;  fie,  Sir,  remember*, 

I pray  fit  farther  off*, 

Bel.  ’Tis  true , I am  humbled, 

I am  gone,  I confefs  ingenuoufly  I am  filenced, 

The  Ipirit  of  Amber  cannot  force  me  anfwer. 

Pin.  Then  would  I fing  and  dance. 

Bel.  You  have  wherewithal.  Sir, 

Pin.  And  charge  her  up  again. 

Bel.  I can  be  hang’d  firft ; 

Yet  where  I fallen  well  I am  a tyrant. 

Mir.  Why,  thou  dartt  fight  ? 

Bel.  Yes,  certainly,  I dare  fight  *, 

And  fight  with  any  man  at  any  weapon. 

Would  the  other  were  no  more^  but  a pox  on’t. 

When  1 was  fometimesin  my  height  of  hope. 

And  reafonable  valiant  that  way,  my  heart  harden’d, 
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Some  fcornful  jett  or  other  chops  between  me  (men  \ 
And  my  defire:  what  would  ye  have  me  to  do  then,  Gentle- 
Mir.  Belvere,  you  mull  beholder : Travel  three  years 
And  bring  home  fuch  a Baby  to  betray  ye  * 

As  balhfulnefs  ? a great  fellow,  and  a Souldier  ? 

Bel.  You  have  tue  gift  of  impudence,  be  thankful  *, 

•Fvery  man  has  not  the  like  talent : I will  ftudy 
And  if  it  may  be  reveal’d  to  me. 

Mir.  Learn  of  me. 

And  of  Pinac:  no  doubt  you’ll  find  employment  5 
Ladies  will  look  for  Com  tlhip. 

Pic.  ’Tisbutflelhing,  (marriage? 

But  ftanding  one  good  b'-unt  or  two  .*  haft  thou  any  mind  to 
VvVlprovide  theefome  ibfc matur’d  wench, that’s  dumb  tod. 
Mir.  Or  an  old  woman  that  cannot  refofe  thee  in  charity. 
Bel.  A dumb  woman,  or  an  old  woman,  that  were  eager 
And  car’d  not  for  Difeourfe,  I w’ere  excellent  at. 

Mi.Yom  muft  now  put  on  bold  nefs, there’s  no  avoiding  it j 
And  Hand  all  hazards  ; flye  at  all  games  bravely. 

They’ll  fay  you  w'ent  out  like  an  Oxe,  and  return’d  like  an 
Bel.  I fhail  make  danger  fore.  (Afsclfe. 

ij^lir.  I am  font  for  home  now, 

I know  it  is  to  marry,  but  my  Father  lhali  pardon  me, 
Although  it  be  a witty  Ceremony, 

And  may  concern  me  hereafter  in  my  Gravity  *, 

1 will  not  lofe  the  freedom  of  a Traveller  *, 

A new  ferong  lufty  Bark  cannot  ride  at  one  Anchor*, 

Shall  1 make  divers  fuits  to  Ihew  to  the  fame  eyes  ? 

Tis  dull  and  home-fpun ; Study  feveral  pleafures. 

And  want  employments  for  ’em  ? T.”  he  hang’d  firft  j 
T ye  me  to  one  fmock  ? make  my  travels  fruitlefs  ? 

I’ll  none  of  that;  for  every  frelh  behaviour. 

By  your  leave,  Father,  I muft  have  a frelh  Miftrifs, 

And  a frelh  favour  too. 

Bel.  I like  thatpalTingly ; 

As  many  as  you.  will  fo  they  be  willing. 

Willing,  and  gentle,  gentle. 

Pin.  There’s  no  reafon 

A Gentleman,  and  a Traveller  Ihould  be  clapt  up, 

For  ’tis  a kind  of  Buboes  to  be  married 
Before  he  manifeft  to  the  World  his  good  parts : 

T ug  ever  like  a Rafcal  at  one  Oar  t 
Give  me  the  Italian  liberty. 

Mir.  That  I ftudy ; 

And  that  I will  enjoy,  Come,  go  in  Gentlemen, 

There  mark  how  I behave  my  felf,  and  follow.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

fwrw*  La-Caftre,  Natolet,  Lugien,  RofaLieura, 
Lylia-Biancha. 

La~Caf.  You  and  your  beauteous  daughters  are  moft  wel- 
Belhrewmy  blood  they  are  fair  ones ; welcom  Beauties, 
Welcome,  fweet  Birds. 

Nat.  They  are  bound  much  to  your  courtefies. 

La-Caf.  I hope  we  lhali  be  nearer  acquainted. 

Nat.  That’s  my  hope  too. 

For  certain.  Sir,  I much  defire  your  Alliance.: 

You  fee  ’em,  they  are  no  Gypfies,  for  their  breeding. 

It  has  not  been  fo  coarfe,  but  they  are  able 
To  rank  themfelves  with  women  of  fair  falhion ; 

Indeed  they  have  been  trained  well. 

Lug.  Thank  me. 

Nat.  Fit  for  the  Heirs  of  that  State  I lhali  leave ’em  j 
To  fay  more,  is  to  fell  ’em.  They  fay  your  Son 
Now  hehastravell’d  muft  be  wondrous  curious. 

And  choice  in  what  be  takes .-  thefe  are  no  coarfe  ones ; 
Sir,  here’s  a merry  wench,  let  him  look  to  himfelf, 

(All  heart,  i’faith)  may  chance  to  ftartle  him ; 

For  all  his  care,  and  travell’d  caution. 

May  creep  into  his  Eye  *,  if  he  love  Gravity, 

AfFed  a folemn  face,  there’s  one  will  fit  him. 

LaC.  So  young,  and  fo  demure? 

She  is  my  Daughter, 

M ra  m z ^ 
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Elfe  1 would  tell  you,  Sir,  file  isa  Miltrifs 
Both  of  thofc  manners  and  that  modefty 
You  would  wonder  at ; She  is  no  often  Speaker, 

But  when  llie  does,  fhe  fpeaks  well ; Nor  no  Reveller, 

Yet  ni;  can  dance,  and  has  lludied  the  Court  Elements, 
Andfings,  as  Tome  fay,  handfomely;  if  a woman. 

With  the  decency  of  her  Sex,  may  be  a Scholar, 

I can  allure  ye,  Sir,  fhe  underflands  too. 

Ln  C.  Tliefe  are  fit  Garments,  Sir. 

Liter.  Thank  them  that  cut  ’em  ; (too  •, 

Yes,  Ihey  are  handfome  women , they  have  handfome  parts 
Pretty  becoming  parts. 

La  C.  ’Tis  like  they  have.  Sir. 

Lm^.  Yes, yes, and  handfome  Education  they  have  had  too. 
Had  it  abundantly  - they  need  not  blufii  at  it  •, 

I taught  it.  I’ll  avouch  it. 

La  C.  You  fay  well.  Sir. 

Lug.  I know  what  1 fay.  Sir,  and  1 fay  but  right.  Sir; 

I am  no  Trumpet  of  their  Commendations 
Before  their  Father  •,  elfe  I fhould  fay  farther . 

LaC.  ’Pray  ye,  what’s  this  Gentleman  ? 

Nat.  One  that  lives  with  me.  Sir-, 

A man  w'ell  bred  and  Icarn’d,  but  blunt  and  bitter. 

Yet  it  ofi'ends  no  w'ife  man  -,  I rake  pleafure  in’t ; 

Many  fair  gifts  he  has,  infomc  of  which 
That  lye  mofl:  calie  to  their  underflandings, 

H’as  handfomely  bred  up  my  Girls,  I thank  him. 

I have  put  it  to ’em,  that’s  my  part,  I have  urg’d  it. 

It  feems  they  are  of  years  now  to  take  hold  oii’t. 

He’s  wondrous  blunt. 

L.%C.  BymyfaithI  wasafraidof  him; 

Does  he  not  fall  out  with  the  Gentlewomen  fometimes  ? 
Nat.  No,  no,  he’s  that  way  moderate,  and  difcrect,  Sir. 
Rof.  If  he  did,  we  Ihould  be’too  hard  for  him. 

Lug.  Well  faid  Sulphur ; 

Too  hard  for  thy  Husbands  head  if  he  wear  not  armour. 

fwrrr  Mirabel,  Pinac,  De-Gard,  WOriana. 

N^at.  Many  of  thefc  bickrings.  Sir. 

La  C.  I am  glad  they  are  no  Oracles ; 

Sure,  as  I live,  he  beats  them,  he’s  fo  puifant. 

Or.  Well,  if  ye  do  forget 

Mir.  Prithee  hold  thy  peace  *, 

I know  thou  art  a pretty  wench-,  I know  thou  lov’fl;  me, 
Preferve  it  till  we  have  a fit  time  to  difeourfe  on’t. 

And  a fit  place  -.  I’lleafe  thy  heart  I warrant  thee  ; 

Thou  feell  I have  much  to  do  now. 

Or.  I am  anfwcr’d,  Sir  .- 

With  me  ye  lhall  have  nothing  on  thefc  conditions. 

De-Gard.  Your  Father  and  your  friends. 

La  C.  You  arc  welcome  home.  Sir  -, 

’Blels  ye,  ye  are  very  welcome  : 

’Pray  know  this  Gentleman, 

And  thefe  fair  Ladies. 

Nat.  Monficur  nyldirahell, 

1 am  much  affeded  with  your  fair  return,  Sir  -, 

You  bring  a general  joy. 

Mtr.  1 bring  you  fervice. 

And  thefc  bright  Beauties,  Sir. 

Nat.  Welcome  home.  Gentlemen, 

Welcome,  with  all  my  heart. 

Bel.  'Tin.  We  thank  ye,  Sir. 

La  C.  Your  friends  will  have  their  fliarc  too. 

Bel.  Sir,  we  hope 

They’ll  look  upon  us,  though  we  Ihew  like  llrangers. 

Nat.  Monficur  r>(?  I muftfalute  you  alfo. 

And  this  fair  Gentlewoman : you  are  welcome  from  your 
All  welcome,  all.  (Travel  too. 

De-Card.  We  render  yeour  loves.  Sir: 

The  bell:  Wealth  we  bring  home;  By  your  Favours,  Beauties, 
One  of  thefe  two ; you  know  my  meaning. 

Or.  Well,  Sir  : 

They  are  fair  and  handfom,  I mufl;  needs  confefs  it  ^ 

And  let  it  prove  the  worft,  I lhall  live  after  it. 


Whilft  1 have  meat  and  drink  Love  cannot  fiarve  me  \ 

For  if  I dye  o’  th’  firft  fit  I am  unhappy. 

And  worthy  to  be  buried  with  my  heels  upward. 

Mir.  To  marry,  Sir.^ 

La  C.  You  know  1 am  an  old  man. 

And  every  hour  declining  to  my  Grave, 

One  foot  already  in,  more  Sons  I have  not. 

Nor  more  I dare  not  feek  whillt  you  arc  worthy, 

In  you  lies  all  my  hope,  and  ail  my  name. 

The  making  good  or  wretched  of  my  memory. 

The  fafety  of  my  ftatc. 

Mir.  And  you  have  provided 
Out  of  this  tendernefs  thefe  handfom  Gentlewomen, 
Daughters  to  this  rich  man,  to  take  my  choice  of 
La-C.  I have,  dear  Son. 

Mtr.  ’Tis  true,  ye  are  old,  andfeeblcd; 

Would  ye  were  young  again,  and  in  full  vigor  -, 

Hove  a bounteous  Fathers  life,  a long  one, 

I am  none  of  thofc  that  when  they  flioot  to  ripenefs. 

Do  wiiat  they  can  to  break  the  houghs  they  grew  on  • 

1 willi  ye  many  years  and  many  Riches, 

And  pleafures  to  enjoy  ’em  : But  for  Marriage, 

I neither  yet  believe  iu’t,  noralfedl  it. 

Nor  think  it  fit. 

L.t  C.  You  will  render  me  yourrealbns? 

A'  Yes,  Sir,  both  fhort  and  pithy,  and  thefc  they  arc ; 
You  - ould  have  me  marry  a Maid  .<* 

La  C.  A Maid  ? what  elfe  ? (Wills, 

Afir  Yes,  there  be  things  called  Widows,  dead  mens 
1 never  lov’d  to  prove  thofe ; nor  never  long’d  yet 
To  be  buried  alive  in  another  manscold  monument. 

And  there  be  maids  appearing,  and  maids  being: 

The  appearing  are  fanraftick  things, mccrlhadows; 

And  if  you  mark ’em  well,  they  want  their  heads  too  j 
Only  the  World  to  cozen  mifty  cy.  s. 

Has  clapt ’em  on  new  faces.  The  maids  being, 

A man  may  venture  on,  if  he  be  fo  mad  to  mat  i y •, 

If  he  have  neither  fear  before  his  eyes,  nor  fortune 
And  let  him  take  heed  how  he  gathers  thcle  too  , 

For  look  ye,  father,  they  arc  juft  like  melons. 

Musk  melons  arc  the  emblems  of  thefe  maids  -, 

Now  they  are  ripe,  now  cut  'em,  they  taftc  pleafantly. 

And  arc  a dainty  fruit,  digcitcd  cafily ; 

Negled  this  prefent  time,  and  come  to  morrow. 

They  arc  fo  ripe  they  arc  rotten  gone,  their  fwcetnefr 
Run  into  humour,  and  their  taftc  tofurfeit. 

LaC.  Uhy,  theft  arc  now  ripe.  Son. 

Mtr  I’ll  try  them  preftntly. 

And  if  I like  their  taftc 

La-C.  ’Pray  ye  plcale  your  felf.  Sir. 

ALr.  That  liberty  is  my  due,  and  i’ll  maintain  it; 

Lady,  what  think  you  of  a handfom  man  now  ? 

Rof.  Awholfomtoo,  Sir. 

ALir.  That’s  as  you  make  your  Bargain. 

A handfom,  wholfom  man  then,  and  a kind  man. 

To  cheer  your  heart  up,  to  rejoyce  you.  Lady  ? 

T^f  YesSir,  I love  rejoy  cing. 

ALr.  Tolyeclofeto  you? 

Clofe  as  a Cockle  ? keep  the  cold  nights  from  you? 

Rof.  That  will  be  lookt  for  too,  our  bodies  ask  it. 

Mir.  And  get  two  Boys  at  every  Birth  ? 

Rof  That’s  nothing, 

I have  known  aCobler  do  it,  a poor  thin  Cobler ; 

A Cobler  out  of  mouldy  Cheefc  perform  it. 

Cabbage,  and  coarfe  black  Bread ; methinks  a Gentleman 
Should  take  foul  ftorn  to  have  an  awl  outname  him. 

Two  at  a Birth.?  why,  every  houft-Dovc  has  it: 

That  man  that  feeds  well,  promifes  as  well  too, 

I fhould  expedt  indeed  fomething  of  worth  from. 

Ye ralkof  two? 

Mir.  She  would  have  me  get  two  dozen, 

Like  Buttons,  at  a Birth. 

Rof.  You  love  to  brag.  Sir. 

If  you  proclaim  thefc  o^rs  at  your  Marriage, 
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You  are  a pretty  timber’d  liiau,  take  heed. 

They  may  be  taken  hold  of,  and  expeded. 

Yes,  if  not  hoped  for  at  a higher  rate  too. 

Mir.  I will  take  heed,  and  thank  ye  for  your  counfcT. 
Father,  what  think  you  ? 

L(t-C.  ’Tis  a merry  Gentlewoman  \ 

Will  make,  no  doubt,  a good  wife. 

Mir.  Not  for  me  : 

I marry  her,  and  happily  get  nothing  •, 

In  what  a ftate  am  1 then  ? Father,  I fhall  fuller 
For  any  thing  1 hear  to  the  contrary,  more  majontm, 

I were  as  fure  to  be  a Cuckold,  Father, 

A Gentleman  of  Antler. 

La  C.  Away,  aw'ay,  fool. 

Mtr.  As  I am  fure  to  fail  her  expedation, 

I had  rather  get  the  Pox  than  get  her  Babies. 

La-C.  Ye  are  much  to  blame-,  if  this  do  not  a (fed  yc, 
’Pray  try  the  others  (he’s  of  a more  demure  way. 

Bel.  That  I had  but  the  audacity  to  talk  thus ! 

I love  that  plain-fpoken  Gentlewoman  admirably,  • 

And  certain  I could  go  as  near  to  pleafe  her, 

If  down-right  doing fhe  has  a per’lous  Countenance, 

If  I could  meet  one  that  would  believe  me. 

And  take  my  honefl:  meaning  without  circumllance. 

Mir.  You  lliall  have  your  will.  Sir,  I will  try  the  other, 
But’twill  beto  fmall  ule.  I hope,  fair  Lady 
(For  methinks  in  your  eyes  I fee  more  mercy) 

You  will  enjoin  your  Lover  a lefs  penance ; 

And  though  I’ll  promife  much,  as  men  are  liberal. 

And  vow  an  ample  facrihee  of  fervice, 

Yet  your  dilcretion,  and  your  tendernefs. 

And  thriftinefs  in  Love,  good  hufwives  carefuincfs 

T 0 keep  the  flock  entire 

Lil.  Good  Sir,  fpeak  louder. 

That  thefe  may  witnels  too  ye  talk  of  nothing, 

1 Ihouid  be  loth  alone  to  bear  the  burthen 
Of  fomuch  indiferetion.  " 

Mir.  Hark  ye,  hark  ye  ; 

Ods  bobs,  you  are  angry.  Lady. 

Lil.  Angry?  no,  Sir^ 

I never  own’d  an  anger  to  iofe  poorly. 

Mir.  But  you  can  love  for  all  this,  and  delight  too, 

For  all  your  fet-auflerity,  to  hear 

Of  a good  husband,  Lady  ? • 

Lil.  You  fay  true.  Sir  : 

For  by  my  troth,  I have  heard  of  none  thefe  ten  years, 
They  are  fo  rare,  and  there  are  fo  many,  Sir, 

So  many  longing- women  on  their  knees  too,  ' 

That  pray  the  dropping  down  of  thefe  good  husbands, 

The  droping  down  from  heaven^  for  they  are  not  bred  there  . 
That  you  maygiiefsat  all  my  hope,  but  hearing — ■ — 
Mir.  Why  may  not  I be  one  ? ‘ ^ 

Ltl.  You  were  near ’em  once.  Sir, 

When  ye  came  over  the  •-  thofe  are  near  Heaven 
But  fince  ye  mifs’d  that  happinefs,  there  is  no  hope  of  yc. 
Mir.  Can  ye  love  a man  ? 

Ltl.  Yes,  if  the  man  be  lovely  i 
Tliat  is,  be  honefl,  modefl  •,  I would  have  him  valiant. 

His  anger  flow,  but  certain  for  his  honour  i 
Travell’d  he  fhbuld  be,  but  through  himieif  cxadlly  ; 

For  ’tis  fairer  to  know  manners  well  than  Countries  *, 

He  mufl  be  no  vain  Talker,  nor  noJ-over 

To  hear  himfelf  talk,  th*cy  are  brags  of  a wanderer. 

Of  one  finds  no  retreidl  for  fair  behaviour  ^ 

Would  ye  learn  more  ? 

Mir.  Yes. 

Li!.  Learn  to  hold  your  peace  then. 

Fond  Girls  are  got  with  tongues,  women  with  tempers. 

Mir.  W omen,  with  1 know  what;  but  let  this  vamfh  ; 

Go  thy  way  good  Wife  BUs  ^ fiirc  thy  Husband  (elfe. 
Muft  have  a flrongPhiiofophers  fione,he  will  nc’r  pleafe  thee 
Here’s  a flarcht  piece  of  auflerity  ; do  you  hear,  Father? 
Do  you  hear  this  moral  Leefture  ? 

La  C.  Yes,  and  like  it. 


Mtr.  Why,thcre’s  your  judgment  now, there’s  an  old  bolt 
Tins  thing  muft  have  the  fhangeflobfervation,  (ibot: 
Do  you  mark  me  (father  when  flie  is  married  once, 

The  ftrangcll  cullom  too  of  admiration 

On  all  file  does  and  fpeaks,  ’twill  be  pafl  fufferance  5 

1 muft  not  lie  with  her  in  common  language. 

Nor  cry  have  at  thee,  Kate.,  I firall  be  hifs’d  then  • 

Nor  eat  my  meat  without  the  fawee  of  fentences. 

Your  powder’d  Beef,  and  Problems,  a rare  diet 
MyfirfeSon,  Monficm  Anjfotle,  I know  it. 

Great  Maftcr  of  the  Metaphyllcks,  or  fo-, 

The  fecond  Solon,  and  the  befl  Law'^-fetter^ 

And  1 mud  look  God-fathers, 

Which  will  bf’  no  (mall  trouble : my  elded  daughter  ' 

Sapho,  or  fuch  a fidling  kind  of  Poetefs, 

And  brought  up,  invito,  t^Minerva,  at  her  needle. 

My  dogs  mufl  look  tlieir  names  too,  and  all  Spartan^ 

Lditps,  Melampus  no  morefo.v  and  Bandiface. 

1 married  to  a fullcn  let  of  fentences  ? 

To  one  that  weighs  her  words  and  her  behaviours 
1-1  the  gold- weights  of  diferetion?  I’ll  be  hang’d  fird. 

La  C.  Prithee  reclaim  thy  felf. 

Mir.  ’Pray  ye  give  me  time  then  ^ 

If  they  can  (ct  me  any  thing  to  play  at, 

That  feems  fit  for  a Gamefter,  have  at  the  faired 
Till  I fee  more,  and  try  more. 

La-C.  Take  your  time  then. 

I’ll  bar  yc  no  fair  liberty:  come  Gentlemen, 

And  Ladies  come .-  to  all  once  more  welcome, 

And  now  let’s  in  to  fupper. 

ALtr.  How doft’ like ’em? 

Pin.  They  are  fair  enough,  but  of  fo  drange  behaviours. 

Mir.  Too  drange  for  me*,  I mud  have  thole  have  mettle. 
And  mettle  to  my  mind -,  Come,  let’s  be  merry. 

Bel.  ’Blefs  me  from  this  woman  -.  f would  dand  the  Can- 
Before  ten  words  of  hers,  (non 

De-Cjar.  Do  you  find  him  now  ? 

Do  ) ou  think  he  will  be  ever  firm  ? 

Or.  1 fear  not.  \jE.xewn. 
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Secundus.  Seem  Trhna, 

Enter  Mirabel,  Pinac,  Belleur. 


ALr 


r.  XI  E’r  tell  me  of  this  happinefs,  ’tis  nothing-, 
i\l  The  date  they  bring  with  being  fought  to  feur- 
had  rather  make  mine  own  play,  and  f will  do.  (vcy, 
Vly  happinefs  is  in  mine  own  content, 

\nd  thedefpifingof  fuch  glorious  trifles, 

I have  done  a thouland  more.  For  my  humour, 

3ivc  me  a good  free  fellow,  that  dicks  to  me, 

\ jovial  lair  Companion  •,  there’s  a Beauty  : 

'01  women,  1 can  have  too  many  of  them  ■, 

3ood  women  too,  as  the  Age  reckons  ’em, 
viore  than  1 have  employment  for. 

Pin.  You  are  happy. 

Mir.  My  only  fear  is,  that  I mud  be  forced 
^gaind  my  nature,  to  conceal  my  I'df 
.kalch,  and  an  able  Bo'ly  are  tw-o  jewels. 

Pi  If  cither  of  thefe  two  women  were  ofdrcd  to  me  now, 

: would  think  otherwife,  and  do  accordingly  : 

^’cs,  and  recant  my  hcrclies,  I would  fain,  Sir  j 
^nd  be  more  tender  of  opinion, 

-\nd  put  a little  off  my  travel’d  liberty 
3ut  of  the  way,-  and  look  upon  ’em  ferioufiy. 

Methinks  this  grave  carried  wench. 

Bel.  Methinks  the  other. 

The  home-fpoken  Gentlewoman,  that  ddires-to  be  fruitful, 
That  treats  of  the  full  manage  of  the  matter. 

For  there  liesail  my  aim  ^ that  wench,  methinks 
If  I were  but  well  let  on , for  lire  is  a fable, 

If  1 were  but  hounded  right,  and  one  to  teach  me: 

She 
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7 he  Wild-Goofe  Chafe. 


1 She  ipeaks  to  th’  matter, and  comes  home  to  th’  point  •• 

] Now  do  I know  I have  fuch  a body  to  pleafe  her, 
j As  all  the  Kingdom  cannot  fit  her  with,  I am  fure  on’t. 

If  I could  but  talk  my  felf  into  her  favour. 
tjidir.  That’s  eafiiy  done, 

Bel.  That’s  eafiiy  faid,  would ’twere  done  ; 

You  ihould  fee  then  how  I would  layabout  me ; 

If  I were  vertuous,  it  would  never  grieve  me. 

Or  any  thing  that  might  juftifie  my  modefty, 

But  when  my  nature  is  prone  to  do  a charitic, 

And  my  calfs-tongue  will  not  help  me. 

Will  ye  go  to  ’em  ? 

They  cannot  but  take  it  courteoufly. 

7H.  rie  do  my  part, 

Though  I am  fure  ’twill  be  the  hardefl;  I e’re  plaid  yet, 

A way  I never  try’d  too, which  will  ftagger  me. 

And  ifitdonotlbameme,  I amhappy. 

Mir.  Win  ’em,  and  wear  ’em,  I give  up  my  intereft. 

Pi.  What  fay  ye,  tJHonficur  'Belltire  ? 

Bel.  Would  i could  fay. 

Or  fing,  or  any  thing  that  were  but  handfom, 

I would  be  with  her  prefently. 

Pi.  Yours  is  no  venture  ^ 

A merry  ready  wench. 

Bel.  A vengeance  fquibber  *, 

She’l  fleer  me  out  of  faith  too. 

ijdlir.  rie  be  near  thee  ; 

Pluck  up  thy  heart.  Tie  fccond  thee  at  all  brunts ; 

Beangry  if  fhe  abufe  thee,  and  beat  her  a little, 

Some  women  are  won  that  way. 

Bel.  Pray  be  quiet. 

And  Jet  me  think  .*  I am  relblv’d  to  go  on  ■, 

But  how  I fhall  get  off  again 

tJMir.  I am  perfwaded 

Thou  wilt  Jb  pleafe  her,  flie  will  go  near  to  raviJh  thee. 

Bel.  I would  ’twere  come  to  that  once.dct  me  pray  a little. 
Aiir.  Now  for  thine  honour  board  me  this  modefty. 
Warm  but  this  frozen  fnow-ball,  ’twill  be  a conquefl: 

( Although  I know  thou  art  a fortunate  Wenchcr, 

And  halt  done  rarely  in  thy  daies)  above  all  thy  ventures. 
Bel.  You  will  be  ever  near  ? *’ 

iJMir.  At  all  neceflities, 

And  take  thee  off,  and  let  thee  on  again.  Boy  \ 

And  cherifh  thee,  and  flroak  thee. 

Bel.  Help  me  out  too  ? 

For  I know  I fhall  (tick  i’th’  mire : if  ye  fee  us  clofc  once, 
Begone,  and  leave  me  to  my  fortune,  fuddenly. 

For  I am  then  determin’d  to  do  wonders. 

Farewel,  and  fling  an  old  (hooe ; how  my  heart  throbs  .' 
Would  I were  drunk ; Farewel  Pinac  ^ Heaven  fend  us 
A joyfull  and  a merry  meeting,  man.  Pi,  Farewel, 
And  chcar  thy  heart  up  •,  and  remember  Bellure 
They  are  but  w'omen. 

Be!.  I had  rather  they  were  Lyons. 

Mir.  About  it;  Tie  be  with  you  inftantly.  {Extim. 

Enter  Oriana. 

Shall  I ne’r  be  at  reft  ? no  peaceofconfcience  ? 

No  quiet  for  thefe  creatures  ? Am  I ordain’d 
To  be  devour’d  quick  by  thefe  fhe-Canibals  ? 

Here’s  another  they  call  handfom,!  care  not  for  her, 

I ne’r  look  after  her : when  I am  halftipled 
It  may  be  I (hoiild  turn  her,  and  perufe  her. 

Or  in  my  want  of  women,  I might  call  for  her ; 

But  to  be  haunted  when  I have  no  fancie, 

No  maw  to  th’  matter ^Now,  why  do  you  follow  me  ? 

Ori.  I hope,  Sir,  ’tis  no  blemifh  to  my  vertue. 

Nor  need  you  (out  of  fcruple)  ask  that  queftion, 
if  you  remember  ye,  before  your  Travel 
The  contradt  you  ty’d  to  me ; ’tis  my  love,  Sir, 

That  makes  mefeek  ye,  to  confirm  your  memory. 

And  that  being  fair  and  good,  I cannot  fufler  : 

[ come  to  give  ye  thanks  too. 

(Jhfir.  For  what  ’prethee  ? 


Ori.  For  that  fair  piece  of  honefty  ye  !hew’d,Sir, 

That  conftant  noblenefs. 

Mir.  How  ? for  I am  fhort  headed. 

Ori.  I’le  tell  ye  then  *,  for  refufing  that  free  offer 
Of  Monfieiir  Natolets ; thofe  handfom  Beauties, 

Thofe  two  prime  Ladies,  that  might  well  have  preft  ye. 

If  not  to  have  broken,  yet  to  have  bow’d  your  promife, 

I know  it  was  for  my  fake,  for  your  faith  fake, 

You  flipt  ’em  off'.-  your  honefty  compelTd  ye. 

And  Jet  me  tell  ye.  Sir,  it  ftiew’d  moft  handfomly. 

Mir.  And  let  me  tell  thee,  there  was  no  fuch  matter : 
Nothing  intended  that  way  of  that  nature  •, 

I have  more  to  do  with  my  honefty  than  to  fool  it, 

Or  venture  it  in  fuch  leak  barks  as  women ; 

I put  ’em  off,  becaufe  I lov’d  ’em  not, 

Becaufe  they  are  too  queazie  for  my  temper. 

And  not  for  thy  fake,  nor  the  Contrad  fake, 

Nor  vows,  nor  oaths  *,  I have  made  a thouland  of ’em. 

They  are  things  indifferent,  whether*  kept  or  broken  •, 

Meer  venial  flips,  that  grow  not  near  the  confciencc  •, 
Nothing  concerns  thofe  tender  parts  ^ they  are  trifles  •, 

For,  as  I think,  there  was  never  man  yet  hop’d  for 
Either  conftancic,  orfecrecie,  from  a woman, 

Unlefs  it  were  an  Afs  ordain’d  for  fuffcrance  •, 

Nor  to  contrad  with  fuch  can  be  a Tial ; 

So  let  them  know  again  •,  for  ’tis  a Jultice, 

And  a main  point  of  civil  policie, 

What  e’re  we  fay  or  fwear,  they  being  Reprobates, 

Out  of  the  ftate  of  faith,  we  are  clear  of  all  fides, 

And  ’tis  a curious  blindnefs  to  believe  us. 

Ori.  You  do  not  mean  this  fure 
Mir.  Yes  fure,  and  certain, 

And  hold  itpofitively,  as  a Principle,  (fluxes. 

As  ye  are  ftrange  things,  and  made  of  ftrange  fires  and 
So  we  are  allow’d  as  ftrange  wayes  to  obtain  ye. 

But  not  to  hold  •,  we  are  all  created  Errant 
On.  You  told  me  other  talcs. 

Mir.  1 not  deny  it  •, 

I have  talcs  of  all  forts  for  all  forts  of  women. 

And  proteftations  likewifeof  all  lizes. 

As  they  have  vanities  to  make  us  coxcombs  y 
If  1 obtain  a good  turn,  fo  it  is, 

1 am  thanMUii  for  it : if  1 be  made  an  Afs,  • 

The  mends  are  in  mine  own  hands,  or  the  Surgeons, 

And  there’s  an  end  on’t. 

Ori.  Do  not  you  love  me  then  ? 

Mtr.  As  I love  others,  heartily  I love  thee. 

When  1 am  high  and  lufty,  1 love  thee  cruelly  ; 

After  1 have  made  a plenteous  meal,  and  fatisfi’d 
My  fenfes  with  all  deJicates,  come  to  me. 

And  thou  flialt  fee  how  I love  thee. 

Ori.  VV'ill  not  you  marry  me  ? 

Mir.  No,  certain,  no,  for  any  thing  I know  yet ; 

I muff:  not  lofe  my  liberty,  dear  Lady, 

And  like  a wanton  flave  cry  for  more  lhackles. 

What  Ihould  1 marry  for  ? Do  I want  any  thing  ? 

Am  1 an  inch  the  farther  from  my  plcafurc.*’ 

Why  Ihould  I be  at  charge  to  keep  a wife  of  mine  own. 
When  other  honeft  married  men  will  eafe  me  ? 

And  thank  me  too,  and  be  beholding  to  me : 

Thou  thinkft  I am  mad  for  a Maiden-head, thou  art  cozen’d ; 
Or  if  I were  addicted  to  that  diet 

Can  you  tell  me  where  I Ihould  have  one  ? thou  art  eighteen 
And  if  thou  haft  thy  Maidenhead  yet  extant,  ( now, 

Sure  ’tis  as  big  as  Cods-head  ; and  thofe  grave  dilhes 
I never  love  to  deal  withal ; Do’ft  thou  fee  this  book  here  ? 
Look  over  all  thefe  ranks ; all  thefe  are  women,  (quefts, 
Maids,  and  pretenders  to  Maiden-heads  •,  thefe  are  my  con- 
All  thefe  1 fwore  to  marry,  as  1 fwore  to  thee. 

With  the  fame  refervation,  and  moft  righteoufly. 

Which  I need  not  have  done  neither ; for  alas  they  made  no 
And  I enjoy’d  ’em  at  my  will,  and  left  ’em : ( fcruple, 

Some  of  ’em  are  married  fince,and  were  as  pure  maids  again. 
Nay  o’  my  confcience  better  than  they  were  bred  for  •, 
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I The  reft  fine  fober  women. 

I Ori.  Are  ye  notafham’d,  Sir? 

I Mtr.  No  by  my  troth, Sir  •,  there’s  no  (harne  belongs  to  it*, 
I hold  it  as  commendable  to  be  wealthy  in  pleafure, 

As  others  do  in  rotten  (lieep,  and  pafture. 

Enter  de  Card. 

Ori.  Are  all  my  hopes  come  to  this  ? is  there  no  faith  ? 

No  troth .?  nor  modefty  in  men .? 

de  Ca.  How  now  Sifter, 

Why  weeping  thus  ? did  I not  prophefie  ? 

Come  tell  me  why 

Ort.  I am  not  well  ^ ’pray  ye  pardon  me. 

^ de  Ga.  Now  Monfieur  Mirabel^  what  ails  my  Sifter .? 

I You  have  been  playing  the  wag  with  her. 

Mtr.  As  I take  it. 

She  is  crying  for  a cod-piece  ^ is  Ihe  gone  ? 

Lord,  what  an  Age  is  this ! I was  calling  for  ye. 

For  as  I live  I thought  (he  would  have  ravifh’d  me. 
deGa.  Ye  are  merry  Sir. 

Mtr.  Thou  know’ft  this  book,  de  (^ard,  this  Inventory. 

I de  Ga.  The  debt-book  of  your  Miftredes,  I remember  it. 

Mir.  Why  this  was  it  that  anger’d  her ; fhe  was  ftark  mad 
She  found  not  her  name  here,  and  cry’d  down-right, 

Becaufe  I would  not  pity  her  immediately, 

And  pot  her  in  my  lift. 
de  Ga.  Sure  Ihe  had  more  modefty. 

Mtr.  Their  modefty  is  anger  to  be  over  done  \ 

They’l  quarrel  fooner  for  precedence  here. 

And  take  it  in  more  dudgeon  to  be  llighted. 

Than  they  will  in  publique  meetings ; ’tis  their  natures : 

And  alas  I have  fo  many  to  difpatch  yet. 

And  to  provide  my  felf  for  my  affairs  too. 

That  ill  good  faith 

deGard.  Be  not  too  glorious  foolifh  *, 
i Summe  not  your  Travels  up  with  vanities, 

It  ill  becomes  your  expedlation ; 

Temper  your  fpeech.  Sir  ^ whether  your  loofe  ftory 
Be  true,  or  falfe  (for  you  are  fo  free,  I fear  it) 

Name  not  my  Sifter  in’f,  Imuft  not  hear  it  ^ 

Upon  your  danger  name  her  not : I hold  her 
A Gentlewoman  of  thofe  happy  parts  and  carriage, 

A good  mans  tongue  may  be  right  proud  to  fpeak  her. 

Mir.  Your  Sifter,  Sir  ? d’ye  blench  at  that  >d’ye  cavil  ? 
Do  you  hold  her  fuch  a piece, fhe  may  not  be  play’d  withal  ? 

I have  had  an  hundred  handfomer  and  nobler. 

Have  fil’d  to  me  too  for  fuch  a courtefic : 

Your  Sifter  comes  i’th’  r ear ; fince  ye  are  fo  angry, 

And  hold  your  Sifter  fuch  a ftrong  Recufant, 

I tell  ye  I may  do  it,  and  it  may  be  will  too, 

It  may  be  have  too,  there’s  my  free  confeflion  ; 

Work  upon  that  now. 

deqard.  If  I thought  ye  had,  I would  work. 

And  work  fuch  ftubborn  work,fhould  make  your  heart  akej 
But  I believe  ye,  as  I ever  knew  ye, 

A glorious  talker,  and  a Legend  maker 

Of  idle  tales,  and  trifles ; a depraver 

Of  your  own  truth  *,  their  honours  fly  about  ye  \ 

And  fo  I take  my  leave,  but  with  this  caution. 

Your  fword  befurer  than  your  tongue,  you’l  fraartelfe. 

Mir.  I laugh  at  thee,  fo  little  I refpeeft  thee  *, 

And  Tie  talk  louder,  and  defpife  thy  Sifter  *, 

Set  up  a Chamber  maid  that  lhall  out-ftiine  her. 

And  carry  her  in  my  Coach  too,and  that  will  kill  her. 

Go  get  thy  Rents  up,  go. 

deGard.  Ye  are  a fine  Gentleman.  {Exit. 

Mtr.  Now  have  at  my  two  youths,  I’le  fee  how  they  do, 
How  they  behave  themfelves,  and  then  I’le  ftudy 
What  wench  fhall  love  me  next,  and  when  Tie  lofe  her. 

{Exit. 

SCENE  II. 
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Ser.  Her  poor  creature, 

But  fervant  to  her  horfe.  Sir.  j 

Pinac.  Canft  thou  Ihew  me  j 

The  way  to  her  chamber  ? or  where  I may  conveniently 
See  her,  or  come  to  talk  to  her  ? j 

Ser.  That  I can.  Sir  •, 

But  the  queftion  is  whether  I will  or  no. 

Pinac.  Why  Tie  content  thee. 

Ser.  Why  Tie  content  thee  then  ^ now  ye  come  to  me. 

Pi.  There’s  for  your  diligence. 

Ser.  There’s  her  chamber.  Sir  ^ 

And  this  way  fhe  comes  out  j ftand  ye  but  here,  Sir, 

Y ou  have  her  at  your  profpe(ft,  or  your  pleafure. 

Pi.  Is  fhe  not  very  angry  ? 

Ser.  You’l  find  that  quickly.- 
May  be  fl.ie’ll  call  ye  fawey  feurvey  fellow, 

Or  fome  fuch  familiar  name  : ’may  be  fhe  knows  ye. 

And  will  fling  a Pifs-pot  at  ye,  or  a Pantofle, 

According  as  ye  are  in  acquaintance : if  fhe  like  ye, 

’May  be  fhe’ll  look  upon  ye,  ’may  be  no, 

And  two  moneths  hence  call  for  ye. 

Pinac.  This  is  fine. 

She  is  monftrous  proud  then  ? 

Ser.  She  is  a little  haughtie  •, 

Of  a fmall  body,  fne  has  a mind  well  mounted. 

Can  ye  fpeak  Greek  ? 

Pinac.  No,  certain. 

Ser.  Get  ye  gone  then 

Andtalkofftars,  and  firmaments,  and  fire-drakes. 

Do  you  remember  who  was  Ad.tms  School-mafter, 

And  who  taught  Eve  to  fpin  ? fhe  knows  all  thefe, 

And  will  run  ye  over  the  beginning  o’th’  world 
As  familiar  as  a Fidler. 

Can  ye  fit  feven  hours  together,  and  fay  nothing  ? 

Which  fhe  will  do,  and  w'hen  fhe  fpeaks,fpeak  Oracles ; 

Speak  things  that  no  man  underftands,nor  lier  felf  neither. 

Pt.  Thou  mak’ft  me  wonder. 

Ser.  Can  ye  fmile  > 

'Pi.  Yes  willingly : 

For  naturally  I bear  a mirth  about  me. 

Ser.  She’l  ne’r  endure  ye  then ; fhe  is  never  merry ; 

If  fhe  fee  one  laugh,  fhe’ll  fwound  paft  Ae]aa  vita : 

Never  come  near  her.  Sir  •,  if  ye  chance  to  venture. 

And  talk  not  like  a Dodor,  you  are  damn’d  too ; 

I have  told  enough  for  your  crown,and  fo  good  fpeed  )’z.{Ex. 

Pi.  1 have  a pretty  task,  if  fhe  be  thus  curious. 

As  fure  it  feems  fhe  is  j iff  fall  ofT  now, 

I final  I be  laugh’d  at  fearfully  •,  if  I go  forward, 

I can  but  be  abus’d,  and  that  I look  for. 

And  yet  I may  hit  right,  but ’tis  unlikely. 

Stay,  in  what  mood  and  figure  fhall  I attempt  her  ? 

A carelefs  way  ? no,  no,  that  will  not  waken  her  *, 

Befides,  her  gravity  will  give  me  line  ftill. 

And  let  me  lofe  my  felf  *,  yet  this  way  often 
Has  hit,  and  handfomly.  A wanton  method  ? 

I,  if  fhe  give  it  leave  to  fink  into  her  confideration  *, 

But  there’s  the  doubt ; if  it  but  ftir  her  blood  once. 

And  creep  into  the  crannies  of  her  phanfie. 

Sec  her  a gog  : but  if  Ihe  chance  to  flight  it, 

And  by  the  pow’r  of  her  modefty  fling  it  back, 

I fhall  appear  the  arrantft  Rafcal  to  her. 

The  moft  licentious  knave,  for  I fhall  talk  lewdly. 

To  bear  my  felf  aufterely  ? rate  my  words, 

And  fling  a general  gravitie  about  me, 

As  if  I meant  to  give  Laws  ? but  this  I cannot  do, 

This  is  a way  above  my  underftanding-. 

Or  if  I could,  ’tis  odds  fhe’ll  think  I mock  her  ^ 

For  ferious  and  fad  things  are  ever  ftill  fufpicious. 

Well,  Tie  fay  fomething. 

But  learning  1 have  none,  and  left  good  manners, 

Efpecially  for  Ladies ; well,  I’le  fet  my  beft  face  *, 
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Enter  Pinac,  and  a Servant. 
Pinac.  Art  thou  her  fervant,  faift  thou  ? 


Enter  Lilia,  Petella. 

I hear  fome  coming  *,  this  is  the  firft  woman 


I ever 


The  mid-Goofe  Chafe. 


454 

1 ever  fear’d  yet,  the  firfl:  face  that  (hakes  me, 

Li.  Give  me  my  hat  Petella,  take  this  veil  off^ 

This  fuller!  cloud,  it  darkens  my  delights  ^ 

Come  wench  be  free, and  let  the  Mufick  warble, 

Play  me  fome  luHy  mcafure. 

Pi.  This  is  (he  fure. 

The  very  fame  1 (aw,  the  very  woman, 

TheGravitie  1 wonder’d  at:  Stay,  fray. 

Let  me  be  lure , ne’r  triifl;  me,  but  (he  danceth. 

Summer  is  in  her  face  now,  and  (he  skippeth  ; 
rie  go  a little  nearer. 

Lt.  Quicker  time  fellows, 

E.^tcr  Mirabel. 

I cannot  find  my  legs  yet,  now  PetelLt. 

Pi.  I am  amaz’d,  1 am  founder’d  in  my  fancies. 

Mir.  Hah,  fay  ye  lb;  is  this  your  gravitie? 

This  the  aufteritie  yc  put  upon  ye? 

I’le  fee  more  0’  this  fport. 

Ltl.  A Song  now  i 
Call  in  for  a merry,  and  a light  Song, 

And  ling  it  with  a liberal  (pint. 

Li  ter  a M.tn. 

M.in.  Yes,  Madam.  (company. 

Lil.  And  be  not  amaz’d  Sirrah,  but  take  us  for  your  own 
Let’s  walk  our  felvcs ; come  wench,  would  we  had  a man  or 
P;.Sure(helrdsrpi’dme,andwillabufcmedrcadfully,  (two. 
She  has  put  on  this  (or  the  purpol'e  •,  yet  1 will  try  her. 
Madam,  I would  be  loth  my  rude  intrulion. 

Which  1 mult  crave  a pardon  (or 

L?/.  O ye  are  wcicom. 

Ye  are  very  welcom.  Sir,  we  want  fuch  a one  •, 

Strike  up  again ; 1 dare  prefume  yc  dance  well : 

Quick,  quick.  Sir,  quick,  the  time  (teals  on. 

Pi.  I would  talk  with  yc. 

Ltl.  Talk  as  ye  dance. 

Mir.  She’l  beat  hfm  off  his  legs  fir  (t, 

This  is  the  finell  Mafque. 

Lil.  Now  how  do  ye.  Sir  ? 

Pi.  You  have  given  me  a (hrewd  heat. 

Lil.  I’le  give  yea  hundred. 

Come  (ing  now,  ling  ^ for  I know  ye  (ing  well, 

1 fee  ye  have  a (inging  face. 

Pi.  A fine  Mo:le(ty  .' 

If  I could,  (he’d  never  give  me  breath. 

Madam  would  I might  lit  and  recover. 

Ltl.  Sit  here,  ami  (ing  now,  ^ ^ 

Let’s  do  things  quickly,  Sir,  and  handlomly, 

Sit  clofe  wench,  dole,  begin,  begin. 

Tt.  I am  lefibn’il. 

Ltl.  ’Tis  very  pretty  i’faitli,  give  me  fomc  wine  now. 

Pt.  1 would  fain  fpcak  to  yc. 

Lil.  You  (hall  drink  firl't,  believe  me  : 

Here’s  to  ye  a lulty  health. 

Pi.  1 thank  ye  Lady, 

Would  1 were  olf  again  •,  1 fmell  my  mifery  •, 

I was  never  put  to  this  rack  ; 1 lhall  be  diunk  too.  (much  ; 

Mir.  Ifthoube’lt  not  a right  one,  I have  loft  mine  aim 
1 thank  Heaven  that  1 have  (tap’d  thee  •,  To  her  Pwac\ 

For  thou  art  as  (ure  to  have  her,  and  to  groan  for  her 

rie  lee  how  my  other  youth  does  y this  fpecds  trimly  : 

A fine  grave  Gentlewoman, and  worth  much  honour.  {^Exit. 
Ltl.  Now^  how’doyclike  me.  Sir? 
l^t.  1 like  ye  rarely. 

Ltl.  Ye  fee, Sir, though  fometimes  we  are  grave  and  lilent. 
And  put  on  ladder  difpofitions, 

Yet  we  are  compounded  of  free  parts,  and  Ibmetimes  too 
Our  lighter,  airie,  and  our  fierie  mettles  _ (Sir.? 

Break  out, and  fhew  thcmfelves  y and  what  think  you  of  that 
Pi.  Good  Lady  fit,  for  I am  very  weary ; 

And  then  I’lc  tell  ye. 

Ltl.  Fie,  a young  man  idle  ? 

Up,  and  walk  ; be  (till  inadtion. 


The  motions  of  the  body  arc  fair  beauties, 

Befides  ’tis  cold  ; ods-me  Sir,  let’s  walk  fafter, 

What  think  ye  now  of  the  Lady  Felicia  ? 

And  Bella  fronte  the  Dukes  fa  ir  Daughter  ? ha  ? 

Are  they  not  handlbm  things  ? there  is  Duartay 
And  brown  Olivia. 

Pi.  I know  none  of  ’em. 

Ltl.  But  brow'n  mull  not  be  call  away,Sir  y if  young  Lelia 
Had  kept  her  (elf  till  this  day  from  a Husband, 

Why  what  a Beauty,  Sir.?  you  know  Jfmena 
I'he  fair  lem  cf  Saint 

Pt.  By  my  troth  I do  not. 

Ltl.  And  then  I know  you  muft  hear  of  Brifac, 

How  unlike  a Gentleman 

Pi.  As  I live  I have  heard  nothing. 

Ltl  Strike  me  another  Galliard. 

Pi.  By  this  light  1 cannot; 

In  troth  I have  fprain’d  my  leg.  Madam. 

Lit.  Now  fit  ye  down,  Sir, 

And  tell  me  why  yc  came  hither,why  ye  chofe  me  out .? 
What  is  your  bufinefs  ? your  errant  ? difpatch,  difpatch  .? 
’May  be  yc  are  fomc  Gentlemans  man,  and  I miftook  ye, 
That  have  brought  me  a Letter,  or  a haunch  of  Venifon, 
Sent  me  from  fome  friend  of  mine. 

Pi.  Do  I look  like  a Carrier  ? 

You  might  allow  me  what  1 am,  a Gentleman. 

Ltl.  Cry  ’ye  mercie.  Sir,  1 faw  ye  yefterday. 

You  arc  new  come  out  of  Travel,  I miftook  ye  y 
And  how  do  all  our  impudent  friends  in  Italic} 

Pt.  Madam,  I came  with  duty,and  fair  courtclle. 

Service,  and  honour  to  ye. 

Lil.  Ye  came  to  jear  me ; 

Ycfee  I am  merry.  Sir,  I have  chang’d  my  copy  : 

None  of  the  Sages  now,  and  ’pray  yc  proclaim  it, 

Fling  on  me  what  afperfion  you  (hall  pleafe.  Sir, 
Ofwantonnefs,  or  wildncfs,  1 look  for  it ; 

And  tell  the  world  I am  an  hypocrite , 

Mask  in  a forc’d  and  borrow’d  (hape,  1 cxpcift  it ; 

But  not  to  have  you  believ’d  ^ for  mark  ye,  Sir, 

I have  won  a nobler  eftimation, 

A ftrongcr  tie  by  my  difcrction 

Upon  opinion  (how  e’rc  you  think  I forced  it) 

Than  either  tongue  or  art  of  yours  can  (lubber. 

And  when  I pleafe  I will  be  what  I pleafe.  Sir, 

So  I exceed  not  Mean  ; and  none  (liall  brand  it 
Either  with  fcorn  or  (hame,  but  (hall  be  (lighted. 

Pt.  Lady,  I come  to  love  ye. 

Ltl.  Love  your  felf.  Sir, 

And  when  I want  obfervers,  rU'fend  for  ye: 

Heigh,  ho ; my  fit’s  almoft  off,  for  we  do  allby  fits.  Sir : 

If  ye  be  weary,  fit  till  I come  again  to  yc.  {Exit. 

T/.This  is  a wench  ofadainty  fpirit-,but  hang  me  ifl  know  yet 
Either  what  to  think, or  make  of  her, (he  had  her  will  of  me. 
And  baited  me  abundantly,  I thank  her. 

And  1 confefs  I never  was  fo  blurred. 

Nor  ever  fo  abus’d  ; I muft  bear  mine  own  fins  •, 

Yefalkof  Travels,  here’s  a curious  Country, 

Yet  I will  find  her  out,  or  forfwear  my  facultic.  {Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Rofalura,  anei  Oriana. 

Rof.  Nc’r  vex  your  felf,  nor  grieve ; ye  are  a fool  then. 
Or.  ( am  fure  I am  made  fo .-  yet  before  I fuffer 

Thus  like  a girl,  and  give  him  leave  to  triumph 

Rof.  You  fay  right ; for  as  long  as  he  perceives  ye 
Sink  under  his  proud  fcornings,  he’ll  laugh  at  ye: 

For  me  fecure  your  felf;  and  for  my  Sifter, 

I partly  know  her  mind  too ; howfoever 
To  obey  my  Father  we  have  made  a tender 
Of  our  poor  beauties  to  the  travel’d  Monfteur\ 

Yet  two  words  to  a bargain ; he  flights  us 
As  skittifli  things,  andwefliun  him  as  curious. 

May  be  my  free  behaviour  turns  his  ftomach. 
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And  makes  him  item  to  doubt  a loofe  opinion. 

I muft  be  fo  fometimes,  though  all  the  world  faw  it, 

Ori.  Why  Hiould  not  ye  ? Are  our  minds  only  meafur’d? 
As  long  as  here  ye  ftand  fecure. 

Ye  lay  true  ^ 

As  long  as  mine  own  Confcience  makes  no  quellion, 

What  care  I for  Report That  Woman’s  miferable 
That’s  good  or  bad  for  their  tongues  fake ; Come  let’s  retire. 
And  get  my  veil  Wench : By  my  troth  your  Ibrrow, 

And  the  confideration  of  mens  humorous  maddings, 

Have  put  me  into  a ferious  contemplation, 

Efiter  Mirabel  and  Belleur. 

Ona.  Come  ’faith,  let’s  fit,  and  think. 

Eof.  That’s  all  my  bufinefs.  (ward 

Mir.  Why  fi:andft  thou  peeping  here  ? thou  great  Hug,  for- 
Bel.  She  is  there,  peace. 

Mtr.  Why  ifandft  thou  here  then, 

Sneaking,  and  peaking,  as  thou  would’d  Ileal  linnen  ? 

Haft  thou  not  place  and  time  ? 

B 1.  1 had  a rare  Ipeech 
Studied,  and  almoft  ready,  and  your  violence 
Has  beat  it  out  of  my  brains.  ' 

Mir.  Hang  your  rare  fpeeches, 

Go  me  on  like  a man. 

Bel.  Let  me  fet  my  Beard  up. 

How  has  Binac  performed  ? 

Mir.  He  has  won  already ; 

He  ftands  not  thrumming  of  caps  thus. 

Bel.  Lord,  what  Ihould  I ail  .<*  (Hum. 

What  a cold  I have  over  my  ftomach ; would  I had  fome 
Certain  I have  a great  mind  to  be  at  her : 

A mighty  mind. 

Mir.  On  fool. 

Bel.  Good  words,  I befeech  ye  ; 

For  I will  not  be  abufed  by  both. 

Mir.  Adieu,  then, 

I will  not  trouble  you,  I fee  you  are  valiant, 

And  work  your  own  way. 

Bel.  Hill,  hift,  I will  be  rul’d, 

I will  ’faith,  I will  go  prefently ; 

Will  ye  forftke  me  now  and  leave  me  i’th’  fuds  ? 

You  know  I am  faife-hearted  this  way  •,  I befeech  ye, 

Good  fweet  Mirabel  j I’le  cut  your  throat  if  ye  leave  me, 
Indeed  I will  fweet  heart. 

Mir.  I will  be  ready, 

Still  at  thine  elbow ; take  a mans  heart  to  thee, 

And  fpeak  thy  mind ; the  plainer  ftill  the  better. 

She  is  a woman  of  that  free  behaviour. 

Indeed  that  common  courtefie,  Ihe  cannot  deny  thee ; 

Go  bravely  on. 

Bel.  Madam keep  dole  about  me, 

Still  at  my  back.  Madam,  fweet  Madam 

Rof.  Ha  •, 

What  noife  is  that,  what  fancy  found  to  trouble  me? 

Mir.  What faid Ihe? 

Bel.  I am  fancy. 

Mir.  ’Tis  the  better. 

Bel.  She  comes  •,  mull  I be  fancy  ftill  ? 

Mir.  More  fancy, 

Rof.  Still  troubled  with  thefe  vanities  ? Heaven  blefs  us  •, 
What  are  we  born  to  ? would  ye  fpeak  with  any  of  my  people? 
Go  in.  Sir,  1 am  bufie. 

Bel.  This  is  not  Ihe  fure : 

Is  this  two  Children  at  a Birth  ? I’le  be  hang’d  then : 

Mine  was  a merry  Gentlewoman,  talkt  daintily, 

Talkt  of  thole  matters  that  befitted  women  •, 

This  is  a parcel  pray’r-book  *,  I’m  lerv’d  fweetly  ; 

And  now  I am  to  look  too',  I was  prepar’d  for  th’  other  way. 
Rof.  Do  you  know  that  man  ? 

Oria.  Sure  I have  leen  him.  Lady. 

Rof.  Methinks  ’tis  pity  fuch  a lufty  fellow’ 

Should  wander  up  and  down  and  want  employment. 

Bel.  She  takes  me  for  a Rogue:  you  may  do  well.  Madam, 


i o Itay  this  wanderer,  and  fet  him  a work,  forfooth 
He  can  do  fomething  that  may  pleafe  your  Ladilhip.  ’ 

I have  heard  of  Women  that  defire  good  breedinps. 

Two  at  a birth,  or  fo. 

Rof.  The  fellow’s  impudent. 

Oria.  Sure  he  is  crazed. 

Rof.  1 have  heard  of  men  too,  that  have  had  good  manners; 
Sure  this  is  want  of  grace  •,  indeed  ’tis  great  pity 
The  young  man  has  been  bred  fo  ill  •,  but  this  lew’d  Age 
Is  full  of  fuch  examples. 

Bel.  I am  founder’d. 

And  fome  fnall  rue  the  fetting  of  me  on. 

Mir.  Ha?  fobookifti,  Lady,  isit pollible? 

Turn’d  holy  at  the  heart  too  ? i’le  be  hang’d  then. 

Why  this  is  fuch  a feat,  fuch  an  activity, 

Such  faft  and  loofe : a vcyl  too  for  your  Knavery  ? 

0 dto,  dio ! 


Rof  What  do  you  take  me  for.  Sir  ? 
eeJdfir.  An  hypocrite,  a wanton,  adilfemblcr, 

How  e’re  ye  feem,  and  thus  ye  are  to  be  handled. 
me:  Belleur.,  and  this  you  love,  I know  it. 

Rof.  Standoff,  bold  Sir. 

Mir.  You  wear  good  Cloaths  to  this  end, 

Jewels,  love  Feafts,  and  Mafques, 

Rof  Ye  are  monftrous  fancy. 

Mir.  All  this  to  draw  on  fools?  and  thus,  thus  Lady, 

Ye  are  to  be  lull’d. 

Bel.  Let  her  alone,  I’le  fwingeyeelfe, 

I will  ’faith  ^ for  though  I cannot  skill  o’this  matter 
My  lelf,  1 will  not  fee  another  do  it  before  me, 

And  do  it  worle. 

Rof.  Away,  ye  are  a vain  thing ; 

You  have  tra veil’d  far.  Sir,  to  return  again 
A windy  and  poor  Bladder : you  talk  ofvVomen, 

That  are  not  worth  the  favour  of  a common  one  y 
The  grace  of  her  grew  in  an  Hofpital : 

Againft  a thoufand  fuch  blown  fooleries 
I am  able  to  maintain  good  Womens  honours, 

Their  freedoms,  and  their  fames,  and  I will  do  it. 

Mtr.  She  has  almoft  ftruck  me  dumb  too. 

Rof.  And  declaim 

Againft  your  bafe  malicious  tongues  •,  your  noifts ; 

For  they  are  nothing  elfe  .•  You  teach  behaviours  ? 

Or  touch  us  for  our  freedoms  ? teach  your  felves  manners. 

Truth  and  fobriety,  and  live  fo  clearly 

That  our  lives  may  fhine  in  ye  y and  then  task  us: 

It  feems  ye  are  hot,  the  fuburbs  will  fupply  ye. 

Good  Women  fcorn  fuch  Gamefters  y fo  I’le  leave  ye, 
lamforry  tofeethis:  ’faith  Sir,  live  fairly.  fExit. 

Mir.  This  woman,  if  Ihe  hold  on,  may  be  vertuous, 

’Tis  almoft  poffible : we’ll  have  a new  day. 

Bel.  Ye  brought  me  on,  ye  forced  me  to  this  foolery; 
lamafham’d,  lamfcorn’d,  lamflurtedy  yes,  lam  fo: 
Though  I cannot  talk  to  a woman  like  your  worlliip. 

And  ufe  myphrafes,  and  my  learned  figures. 

Yet  I can  fight  with  any  man. 


eJMir.  Fie. 

Bel.  I can.  Sir, 

And  I will  fight. 

eJMir.  With  whom  ? 

Bel.  With  you,  wdth  any  many 
For  all  men  now  will  laugh  at  me. 

•Lpldir.  Prethee  be  moderate. 

Bel.  And  Tie  beat  all  men.  Come. 

<iJddir.  I love  thee  dearly. 

Bel.  1 beat  all  that  love.  Love  has  undone  me  y 
Never  tell  me,  I will  not  be  a Hiftory. 

(eMtr.  Thou  art  not. 

Bel.  ’Sfoot  I will  not ; give  me  room. 

And  let  me  fee  the  preudeft  of  ye  jeer  me. 

And  I’le  begin  with  you  firfl. 


(jMir.  ’Prethee  Belleur ; 

If  I do  not  fatisfie  thee — 

Bel.  Well,  look  ye  do: 

N n n But 
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But  now  I think  on’t  better,  ’tis  impoflible ; 

I mull;  beat  Tome  body,  I am  m.aul’d  my  felf. 

And  I ought  in  juftice 

No,  no,  no,  ye  are  coiizen’d  j 
But  walk,  and  let  me  talk  to  thee.  * 

Bel.  Talk  wifely. 

And  fee  that  no  man  laugh  upon  no  occafion  •, 

I For  I lhall  think  then  ’tis  at  me. 

%JPfir.  I w'arrant  thee. 

Bel.  Nor  no  more  talk  of  this. 

(JMir.  Do’ft  think  1 am  maddifli  ? 

'Bel.  I mull:  needs  fight  yet  •,  for  I find  it  concerns  me, 

A pox  on’t,  I mult  fight. 

’Faith  thou  (halt  not.  {E.vemt. 


ASIhs  'Tertim,  ScenaPrima. 

Biter  De  Card,  Leverdure,  aliaa  Lugicr. 

Dc  <7.  T Know  ye  are  a Scholar,  and  can  do  wonders. 

1 Lh^.  There’s  no  great  Scholarlhip  belongs  to  this, 

What  lam,  f am ; I pity  your  poor  Sifter,  (Sir  •, 

And  heartily  I hatcthefe  Travellers, 

Thefe  Gim-cracks,  made  of  Mops,  and  Motions : 

There’s  nothing  in  their  houfes  here  but  hummings ; 

A Bee  has  more  brains.  I grieve,  and  vex  too 
The  infolent  licentious  carriage 
Of  this  out-facing  fellow,  (Jl'ftrabell, 

And  I am  mad  to  fee  him  prick  his  plumes  up. 

Be  gar.  His  wrongs  you  partly  know. 

Lug.  Do  not  you  ftir.  Sir, 

Since  he  has  begun  with  wit,  let  wit  revenge  it  •, 

Keep  yonr  fword  clofc,  w’e’ll  cut  his  throat  a new  w’ay. 

I am  alham’d  the  Gentlewoman  fhould  lulfcr 
Such  bafe  lewd  wrongs. 

DeGar.  1 will  be  rul’d,  he  (hall  live, 

And  left  to  your  revenge. 

Lug.  I,  I,  Tie  fit  him: 

He  makes  a common  fcorn  of  handfome  Women  •, 

Modefty,  and  good  manners  are  his  May-games : 

He  takes  up  Maidenheads  with  a new  Commiflion  •, 

The  Church  warrant’s  out  of  date : follow  my  Counfel, 

For  I am  zealous  in  the  Caufe. 

DeGar.  I will,  Sir', 

And  will  be  ftill  direfted : for  the  truth  is 
My  Sword  will  make  my  Sifter  feem  more  monftrous : 
Befides  there  is  no  honour  won  on  Reprobates. 

Lug.You  are  i’th’righf.The  flight  hehasfhew’d  my  Pupils, 
Sets  me  a fire  too  .•  go  /’le  prepare  your  Sifter, 

And  as  / told  ye. 

DeGar.  Yes  all  fhallbe  fit.  Sir. 

Lug.  And  ferioufly,  and  handfomely. 

DeGar.  /warrant ye. 

Lug.  A little  counfel  moi  e. 

DeGar.  ’Tis well. 

Lug.  Moftftately. 

Sec  that  obferv’d ; and  then. 

De  Gar.  I have  ye  every  way. 

Lug.  then  and  be  ready. 

DeGar.  With  all  fpeed,  Sir. 

Enter  Rofalure,  WOriana. 

Lug.  We’ll  learn  to  travel  too,  may  be  beyond  him. 
Good  day.  Fair  beauties. 

Ltl.  You  have  beautified  us. 

We  thank  ye.  Sir,  ye  have  fet  us  offmoft  gallantly 
With  your  grave  precepts. 

Rof.  We  expeded  Husbands 

Out  of  your  Documents,  and  taught  behaviours  *,  (us, 

Excellent  Husbands,  thought  men  would  run  ftark  mad  on 
Men  of  all  Ages,  andallftatcs;  weexpeded 
An  Inundation  of  defires,  and  offers. 


A Torrent  of  trim  Suitors ; all  we  did, 

Orfaid,  or  purpos’d  to  be  Spells  about  us. 

Spells  to  provoke 

Lil.  Ye  have  provoke’d  US  finely. 

We  follow’d  your  diredions,  we  did  rarely. 

We  were  Stately,  Coy,  Demure,  Carelefs,  Light,  Giddy, 
And  play’d  at  all  points : This  you  fwore  would  carry. 

Rof.  We  made  Love, and  contemn’d  Love.Now  feem’d  holy 
With  fuch  a reverent  put-on  Refervation 
Which  could  not  mifs  according  to  your  Principles, 

Now  gave  more  hope  again.  Now  clofe,  now  publick. 

Still  up  and  down,  we  beat  it  like  a Billow  i 
And  ever  thofe  behaviours  you  read  to  us. 

Subtil,  and  new’.  Butallthis  will  not  help  us.  , 

Lil.  They  help  to  hinder  us  of  all  Acquaintance, 

They  have  frighted  offall  Friends : what  am  1 better 
For  all  my  Learning,  if  I love  a Dunce, 

A handfome  dunce  I to  what  ufe  ferves  my  Reading  ? 

You  fhould  have  taught  me  what  belongs  to  Horfes, 

Doggs,  Dice,  Hawks,  Banquets,  Masks,  free  and  fair  Meet- 
To  have  ftudied  Gowns  and  Dreflings.  (ings, 

Lug.  Yearenotmad  furc. 

Rof.  We  fhall  be  if  we  follow  your  encouragements  ^ 
rie  take  mine  own  way  now. 

Ltl.  And  I my  fortune ; 

We  may  live  Maids  elfe  till  the  Moon  drop  Mil-ftones  j 
I fee  your  modeft  Women  are  taken  for  monfters, 

A Dowry  of  good  breeding  is  worth  nothing.  (yet. 

Lug.  Since  ye  take  it  fo  to  th’  heart,  pray ’ye  give  me  leave 
And  ye  fliall  fee  how  Tie  convert  this  Heretick  i 

Mark  how  this  tJ^irabell 

Lil.  Name  him  no  more : 

For,  though  I long  for  a Husband,  I hate  him. 

And  would  be  marryed  fooner  to  a Monkey, 

Or  to  a yackj)^ Straw,  than  fuch  a Juggler. 

Rof.  i am  of  that  mind  too } he  is  too  nimble. 

And  plays  at  faft  and  loofe  too  learnedly 

For  a plain-meaning  Woman  j that’s  the  truth  on’t. 

Here’s  one  too,  that  we  love  well,  would  be  angry ; 

And  rcafon  why : No,  no,  we  will  not  trouble  ye 
Nor  him,  at  this  time.-  may  he  make  you  happy. 

We’ll  turn  our  felves  loofe  now,  to  our  fair  fortunes. 

And  the  down-right  way. 

Lil.  The  winning-way  we’ll  follow. 

We’ll  bait,  that  men  may  bite  fair,  and  not  be  frighted ; 
Yet  we’ll  not  be  carryed  fo  cheap  neither : we’ll  have  fome 
Some  mad-Morris  or  other  for  our  mony.  Tutor.  (fport. 
Lug.  *Tis  like  enough : profper  your  own  Devices ; 

Ye  are  old  enough  to  choofe : But  for  this  Gentlewoman, 
So  plcafc  her,  give  me  leave. 

Orta.  I fhall  be  glad.  Sir, 

To  find  a friend,  whofe  pity  may  direft  me. 

Lug.  Tie  do  my  beft,  and  faithfully  deal  for  ye ; 

But  then  ye  muft  ^ ruled. 

Orta.  In  all,  I vow  to  yc. 

Rof  Do,  do : he  has  a lucky  hand  fometimes.  Tie  affure  ye : 
And  hunts  the  recovery  of  a loft  Lover  deadly. 

Lug.  You  muft  away  ftraight. 

Orta.  Yes. 

Lug.  And  Tie  inftrudt  ye : 

Here  ye  can  know  no  more. 

Orta.  By  your  leave,  fweet  Ladies, 

And  all  our  Fortunes,  arrive  at  our  own  wifhes. 

Ltl.  Amen,  Amen. 

Lug.  I muft  borrow  your  man. 

Ltl.  ’Pray  take  him , 

He  is  within:  to  do  her  good,  take  any  thing. 

Take  us,  and  all. 

Lug.  No  doubt  ye  may  find  Takers  -, 

And  io  we’ll  leave  ye  to  your  own  difpofes.  ZExeuuf. 
Lil.  Now  which  way,  Wench. 

Rof  We’ll  go  a brave  way -,  fear  not: 

A fafe,  and  fure  way  too ; and  yet  a by-way, 

I muft  confefs  I have  a great  mind  to  be  married. 

Lil. 


The  Witd-Goofe  Chafe, 


Lcl.  So  have  I too,  a grudging  of  good-will  that  way  • 
And  would  as  fain  be  difpatch’d.But  thhMonficnrQmckfilver. 

^o/No,no : we’ll  bar  him, by, and  Main  : Let  him  trample; 
There  is  no  lafety  in  his  Surquedrie  .• 

An  Army-Royal  of  women,  are  too  few  for  him, 

He  keeps  a Journal  of  his  Gentlenefs, 

And  will  go  near  to  print  his  fair  difpatches, 

And  call  it  his  triumph  over  time  and  women  : 

Let  him  pafs  out  of  memory what  think  ye  - 
Of  his  two  Companions? 

Lei.  Pifiac  methinks  is  reafonable  ^ 

A little  modeftie  he  has  brought  home  with  him. 

And  might  be  taught  in  time  fome  handfom  duty.. 

Rof.  They  fay  he  is  a wencher  too. 

Lei.  I like  him  better  : 

A free  light  touch  or  two  becomes  a Gentleman, 

And  fets  him  feemly  off : fo  he  exceed  not, 

But  keep  his  compafs,  clear  he  may  be  lookt  at  ^ 

I would  not  marry  a man  that  mult  be  taught. 

And  conjur’d  up  with  kiU'es  ; the  bell  game 
Is  plaid  Hill  by  the  belt  Gamellers. 

Rof.  Fie  upon  thee  ! 

What  talk  hall  thou  ? 

Ld.  Are  not  we  alone,  and  merry  ? (Gentleman 

Why  Ihouldwe  beafliam’d  tofpeak  what  we  think?  thy 
The  tall  fat  fellow he  that  came  to  fee  thee. 

Rof  Is’t  not  a goodly  man  ? 

LeL  A wondrous  goodly  ! 

H'as  weight  enough  1 warrant  thee  : Mercy  upon  me  ; 

What  a Serpent  wilt  thou  feem  under  fuch  a S.  qeoroe. 

Rof  Thou  art  a fool  i give  me  a man  brings  Mettle, 

Brings  fubltance  with  him ; needs  no  Broths  to  Lare  him  .• 
Thele  little  fellows  Ihew  like  Fleas  in  boxes. 

Hop  up  and  down,  and  keep  a ftir  to  vex  us 
Give  me  the  puilfant  Pike,  take  you  the  fmall  (hot. 

Lei.  Of  a great  thing  I have  not  feen  a duller. 

Therefore  methinks,  fweet  Siller 

Rof  Peace : he’s  modcll : 

A balhfulnefs,  which  is  a point  of  grace,  wench  .* 

But  when  thefe  fellows  come  to  moulding,  Siller, 

To  heat,  and  handling:  as  I live,  I like  him; 


457 


Enter  Mirabel. 

And  methinks  I could  form  him. 

Lei.  Peace.*  the  Fire-drake. 

Mir.  ’Blefs  ye  fweet  bcauties.-fweet  incomparable  Ladies : 
Sweet  wits:  fweet  humours;  ’Blefs  you,  learned  Lady, 
And  you,  moH  holy  Nun ; ’Blefs  your  Devotions.  (Sir, 
Lei.  And  ’blefs  your  brains, Sir, your  molt  pregnant  brains. 
They  are  in  Travel,  may  they  be  delivered 
Of  a moll  hopeful  Wild-Goolc. 

Rof.  ’Blefs  your  manhood  : 

They  fay  ye  are  a Gentleman  of  adion, 

A fair  accomplilh’d  man  •,  and  a rare  Engineer, 

Y ou  have  a trick  to  bio w up  Maidenheads, 

Afubtle  trick,  they  fay  abroad. 

Mir.  I have  Lady. 

Rof  And  often  glory  in  their  Ruines. 

Mir,  Yesforfooth^ 

I have  a fpeedy  trick : pleafe  you  to  try  it : 

My  Engine  will  difpatch  ye  inllantly. 

Rof  I would  I were  a woman,  Sir,  fit  for  ye. 

As  there  be  fuch, no  doubt,  may  Engine  you  too  •, 

May  with  a Counter-mine  blow  up  your  valour : 

But  in  good  faith,  Sir,  we  are  both  too  honelt : 

And  the  plague  is,  we  can  not  be  perfwaded : 

For,  look  ye ; if  we  thought  it  were  a glory 

To  be  the  lall  of  all  your  lovely  Ladies.  (Market ; 

Mir.  Come,  come;  leave  prating:  this  has  fpoil’d  your 
This  pride,  and  pufft-up  heart, will  make  ye  fait.  Ladies, 
Fait,  when  ye  are  hungry  too. 

Rof  The  more  our  pain.  Sir. 

Lei.  The  more  our  health,  1 hope  too. 

Mr.  Your  behaviours 


Have  made  men  Hand  amaz’d  ^ thofe  men  that  lov’d  ye  • 
Men  ot  fair  States  and  parts ; your  Itrange  conventions 
Into  I know  not  what,  nor  how,  nor  wherefore  ^ 

Your  fcorns  of  thofe  that  came  to  vifit  ye  ^ ^ 

Your  lludied  Whim-whams  ; and  your  fine  let  faces  .• 
What  have  thefe  got  ye  ? proud,  and  harfh  opinions; 

A liTSivcVd-Monfienr.,  was  the  Itrangell  Creature 
The  wildcll  Monlter  to  be  wondrcd  at : * 

His  Perlbn  made  a publique  Scofiy  his  knowledge, 

(As  if  he  had  been  bred  ’monglt  Bears  or  Bandoggs) 
Shunii  (land  avoided  ; hisconverfarion  fnufeat. 

Wiiat  Halved  brings  all  this? 

Rof  1 pray  ye  proceed.  Sir. 

Adir . Now  ye  ilvali  fee  in  what  eflecm  a Traveller, 

An  underdanoing  Gentleman,  and  a Monlieur 
Is  to  be  held,  and  to  your  griefs  confefs  it, 

Both  to  your  g'ie.s,  and  galls. 

Ld.  In  what  1 pray  ye,  Sir  ? 

We  would  be  glad  ro  underltand  your  excellence. 

ALr . Goe  on,  (Ivveet  Ladies)  it  becomes  ye  rarely. 
Forme,  1 have  blelt  mefiom  ye,  fcofi' on  lerioully, 

And  note  the  Man  ye  mock’d  .*  you,  (Lady  Learning) 
Note  the  poor  Traveller,  that  came  to  vifit  ye, 

1 hat  dat  unfurnilh’d  fellow ; note  him  throughly, 

You  may  chance  to  fee  him  anon. 

Lei.  ’Tis  very  likely. 

Adir.  And  fee  him  Courted  by  a Travell’d  Lady, 

Held  dear,  and  honour’d  by  a vertuous  virgin, 

Maybca  Beautie,  not  far  Ihort  of  yours,  neither 
It  may  be , clearer. 

Lei.  Not  unlikely.  CAlvr.  Younger  : 

As  killing  eyes  a^  yours ; a wit  as  poynant 
May  be,  a State  to  that  may  top  your  Fortune ; 

Enquire  how  Ihe  thinks  of  him,  how  Ihe  holds  him 
His  good  parts ; in  what  precious  price  already  *, 

Being  a Itranger  to  him,  how  fne  courts  him  ; 

A llranger  to  his  Nation  too,how  Ihe  dotes  on  him: 

Enquire  of  this  ; be  lick  to  know;  Curfe,Lady, 

And  keep  your  chamber  ; cry,and  curfe:a  fweet  one, 

A tboufand  in  yearly  lahd;well  bred;well  friended  : 
Travell’d,  and  highly  followed  for  her  fafhions. 

Lei.  ’Blefs  his  good  fortune,  Sir. 

Mir.  This  feurvy  fellow  •, 

I think  they  call  his  name  P*>7.?c-,  this  ferving-mari 
That  brought  ye  Venifon,  as  I take  it,  Madam  ; 

Note  but  this  Scab  •,  ’tis  Ilrange  that  this  courfe  creature^ 
That  has  no  more  fet  ofi",  but  his  jugglings. 

His  travell’d  tricks. 

Lei.  Good,  Sir,  I grieve  not  at  him, 

Nor  envy  not  his  fortune ; yet  1 wonder. 

He’s  handfom  •,  yet  I fee  no  fuch  perfedlion. 

Mir.  Would  1 had  his  fortune ; for  ’tis  a woman 
Of  that  fweet  temper’d  nature,  and  that  judgment, 
Befidesher  Hate,  that  care,  clear  underltanding. 

And  fuch  a wife  to  blefs  him. 

Rof.  Pray  ye  whence  is  fhe  ? 

A^ir.  Of  England,  and  a molt  accomplifli’d  Lady,' 

So  modefl:  that  mens  eyes  are  frighted  at  her , 

And  fuch  a noble  carriage.  How  now  Sirrah  ? 

Enter  a Boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  the  great  Englifli  Lady; 

ALr.  What  of  her,  Sir? 

^oy.Has  newly  left  her  coach,andcomingthis  v?jy, 

Where  you  may  fee  her  plain  .*  Monfieur  Pinac, 

The  only  man  that  leads  her. 

Enter  Pinac,  Mariana,  and  Attendants. 

Mir.  He  is  much  honored  •, 

Would  I had  fuch  a favour : now  vex  Ladies, 

Envy,  and  vex,  and  rail. 

Rof.  Yearefhortofus,  Sir. 

Mir.  ’Blefs  your  fair  fortune.  Sir. 

7’k  I nobly  thank  ye. 

N n n 2 Mir. 
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Mir.  Is  (he  married,  friend  ? 

Vi.  No,  no. 

Mir.  A goodly  Lady ; - 

A fweet  and  delicate  afpe^ : mark,  mark,  and  wonder . 

I Haft  thou  any  hope  of  her? 

! Vi.  k little, 
j Mir.  Follow  clofe  then: 

; Lofe  not  that  hope. 

Vi.  To  you,  Sir. 

Mir.  Gentle  Lady. 

Kof.  She  is  fair  indeed. 

Ld.  I have  feen  a fairer,  yet 
She  is  well. 

Kof.  Her  clothes  fit  handfom  too. 

Ld  She  drefll's  prettily. 

Vof.  And  by  my  faith  Ihe  is  rich,  (he  looks  ftiU  fweeter. 
A well  bred  woman,  I warrant  her. 

Lei.  Do  you  hear,  Sir  ; 

May  I crave  this  Gentlewomans  name  ? 

Vi.  A^ariaiiay  Lady. 

Lei.  I will  not  fay  I ow  ye  a quarel  Monfieur 
For  making  me  your  Stale ; a noble  Gentleman 
Would  have  had  more  courtefiejat  lead, more  faith. 

Than  to  turn  off  his  Miftris  at  firft  trial: 

You  know  not  what  refpedl  1 might  have  Ihew’d  ye ; 

I find  ye  have  worth. 

Vi.  I cannot  ftay  to  anfwer  ye 
Ye  fee  my  charge : I am  beholding  to  ye 
For  all  your  merry  tricks  ye  put  upon  me. 

Your  bobs,  and  bafe  accounts : I came  to  love  ye. 

To  wooe  ye,  and  to  ferve  ye  *,  1 am  much  indebted  to  ye 
For  dancing  me  off  my  legs ; and  then  for  walking  me ; 

For  telling  me  ftrange  tales  I never  heard  ot , 

More  to  abufe  me  ^ tor  miftaking  me. 

When  ye  both  knew  1 was  a Gentleman, 

^ And  one  acierv’d  as  rich  a match  as  you  are. 
i Lei.  Be  not  fo  bitter.  Sir, 

Vi.  You  fee  this  Lady.- 

She  is  young  enough,  and  fair  enough  to  plcafc  me, 

A woman  of  a loving  mind,  a quiet. 

And  one  that  weighs  the  worth  of  him  that  loves  her, 
lam  content  with  this,  andblefsmy  fortune. 

Your  curious  Wits,  and  Beauties.  ^ 

Ld.  Faith  (ee  me  once  more. 

Vi.  I dare  not  trouble  ye. 

Lei.  May  I fpeaktoyourLady  ? 

Vi.  I pray  ye  content  your  felt ; 1 know  ye  are  bitter. 

And  in  your  bitter nefs,  ye  may  abufe  her  •, 

Which  if  (becomes  to  know,  (for  (he  underftands  ye  not) 

It  may  breed  fuch  a quarrel  to  your  kindred. 

And  fuch  an  indilcretion  (ling  on  you  too  •, 

For  (he  is  nobly  friended.  Ld.  I could  eat  her. 

Vi.  Reft  as  ye  are,  a modeft  noble  Gentlewoman, 

And  afford  your  honeft  neighbours  fome  of  your  prayers. 

C £xit. 

Mir.  What  think  you  now  ? 

Lei.  Faith  (he’s  a pretty  Whiting  *, 

She  has  got  a pretty  catch  too. 

Mir.  You  are  angry, 

Monftrous  angry  nowi  grievoudy  angry, 

And  the  pretty  heart  does  fwell  now. 

Lei.  No  in  troth  , Sir. 

Mtr,  And  it  will  cry  anon  •,  a pox  upon  it : 

I And  it  willcurfe  itfelf:  and  eat  no  meat,  Lady  •, 

: And  it  W’ill  fight. 

' Lei.  Indeed  you  are  miftaken  ; 
j It  will  be  very  merry. 

I RqJ.  Why,  Sir,  do  you  think 
■ There  are  no  more  men  living, nor  no  handfbmer 
i Than  he,  or  you , By  this  light  there  be  ten  thouland  ? 

; Ten  thoufand  thoufand  : comfort  your  felf,  dear  Monfieur, 
‘Faces,  and  bodies,  Wits,  and  all  Abiliments 
j There  are  fo  many  we  regard  ’em  not. 
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Enter  Belleur,  and  tm  Gentlemen. 

Mir.  That  fuch  a noble  Lady,  I could  burft  now\ 

So  far  above  fuch  trifles  ? 

Bel.  You  did  laugh  at  me. 

And  I know  why  ye  laughed. 

1 Gent.  I pray  ye  be  fatisfied  \ 

If  we  did  laugh,  we  had  fome  private  reafon. 

And  not  at  you. 

2^ent.  Alas,  we  know  you  not,  Sir. 

Bel.Vk  make  you  knowme^fet  your  faces  foberlyj 
Stand  this  way, and  look  fad  •,  I’k  be  no  May-game ; 

Sadder  ^ demurer  yet. 

Rof.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

What  ails  this  Gentleman  ? 

Bel.  Go  off  now  backward, that  1 may  behold  ye  *, 

And  not  a draper  on  your  lives. 

Lei.  He’s  mad  fure. 

Bel.  Do  you  obferve  me  too  ? 

Mir.  I may  look  on  ye. 

Bel.  Why  do  you  grin  ? I know  your  minde. 

Mtr.  You  do  not. 

You  are  ftrangely  humorous : is  there  no  mirth, nor  pleafure. 

But  you  muff;  be  the  objed  ? 

Bel.  Mark,  and  obferve  me  j 
Where  ever  1 am  nam’d  j 
The  very  word  (hall  raife  a general  fadnefs. 

For  the  diigrace  this  feurvy  woman  did  me  ^ 

This  proud  pert  thing  ^ take  heed  ye  laugh  not  at  me  j 
Provoke  me  not,  take  heed. 

Rof.  1 would  fain  plcafe  ye ; 

Do  any  thing  to  keep  ye  quiet. 

Bel.  Hear  me  , 

Till  1 receive  a fatisfaftion 

Equal  to  the  diigrace,  andfeorn  yegaveme : 

Ye  are  a wretched  woman ; till  thou  woo’ft  me,  ! 

And  I fcorn  thee  afrauch,  as  ferioufly 
Jear,  and  abufe  thee ; ask  what  Gill  thou  art  j 
Or  any  bafer  name ; I will  proclaim  thee ; 

I will  fo  fing  thy  vertuc  ^ fo  be-paint  thee. 

Roj.  Nay,  good  Sir,  be  more  modeft. 

Bel.  Do  you  laugh  again  ? 

Becaufe  ye  are  a woman  ye  are  lawlcfs. 

And  out  of  compafb  of  an  honeft  anger. 

Rof.  Good  Sir,  have  a better  belief  of  me. 

Ld.  Away  dear  Sifter. 

Mtr.  Is  not  this  better  now,this  feeming  madnefs. 

Than  falling  out  with  your  friends  ? 

Bel.  Have  I not  frighted  her  ? (humor, 

Mir.  Into  her  right  wits,  1 warrant  thee ; follow  this 
And  thou  (halt  (ce  how  profperoufly  ’twill  guide  thee. 

Bel.  I am  glad  I have  found  a way  to  woo  yet,  I was  afraid 
I never  (hould  have  made  a civil  Suiter.  (once 

Well,  rie about  itftill.  fExit. 

eJMir.  Do,  do,  and  profper. 

W’hat  fport  do  I make  with  thefe  fools  ? What  pleafure 
Feeds  me,  and  fats  my  fides  at  their  poor  innocence 

Enter  Leverduce,  aliM  Lugier,  Mr.  Illiard. 

Wooing  and  wiving,  hang  it;  give  me  mirth. 

Witty  and  dainty  mirth  : I (hall  grow  in  love  fure 
With  mine  own  happy  head.  Who’s  this?  Tome,  Sir? 

What  youth  is  this.^ 

Lev.  Yes,  Sir,  I would  (peak  with  you. 

If  your  name  be  Monfieur  eJMirabel. 

eJMtr.  Ye  have  hit  it,  ; 

Your  bufinefs,  I befeech  ye.^  i 

Lev.  This  it  is.  Sir, 

There  is  a Gentlewoman  hath  long  time  affeded  ye. 

And  lov’d  ye  dearly. 

Mir.  Turnover,  and  end  thatftory, 

’Tis  long  enough .- 1 have  no  faith  in  women,  Sir. 

Lev.  It  leems  ro,Sir.I  do  not  come  to  woo  for  her, 

Or  fing  her  praifes,  though  (he  well  deferve  ’em, 
I come  I 
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I come  to  tell  ye,  ye  have  been  cruel  to  her, 

Unkind  and  cruel,  falfer  of  faith,  andcarelels, 

Taking  more  pleafure  in  abufing  her, 

VVrefting  her  honour  to  your  wild  difpofes, 

Than  noble  in  requiting  her  afledion : 

Which,  as  ye  are  a man,  Imuftdelireye 
( A Gentleman  of  rank  ) not  to  perllft:  in, 

No  more  to  load  her  fair  name  with  your  injuries. 

^Jir.  Why,  I befeech  ye,  Sir  i 
Lev.  Good  Sir,  Pie  tell  ye, 

And  Pic  be  Ihort : I’le  tell  ye,  becaufe  I love  ye, 

Becaufe  I would  have  ybu  fhun  the  lhame  may  follow 
There  is  a nobleman,  new  come  to  Town,  Sir, 

A noble  and  a great  man  that  affedls  her, 

A Coutrey-man  of  mine,  a brave  Savoyan^ 

Nephew  to  th’Duke,  and  fo  much  honours  her. 

That  ’twill  be  dangerous  to  purfue  yoiir  old  way. 

To  touch  at  any  thing  concerns  her  honour. 

Believe,  molt  dangerous  ; her  name  is  Orima., 

And  this  great  man  will  marry  her : take  heed.  Sir 
For  howfoe’r  her  Brother,  a (laid  Gentleman, 

Lets  things  pafs  upon  better  hopes,  this  Lord, Sir, 

Is  of  that  fiery,  and  that  poynant  metal, 

( Efpecially  provok’d  on  by  affeeftion  ) 

That  ’twill  be  hard : but  you  are  wife. 
eJ^^vr.  A Lord,  Sir.^ 

Lev.  Yes,  and  a noble  Lord. 
tJMir.  ’Send  her  good  fortune. 

This  will  not  ftir  her  Lord ; a Barronnels, 

Say  ye  fo  ^ fay  ye  fo?  by’r  Lady,  a brave  title 
Top,and  top  gallant  now  •,  ’fave  her  great  Ladiihip. 

1 was  a poo>'  fervant  of  hers,  I muft  confefs,  Sir, 

And  in  thole  daies,  I thought  I might  be  jovy, 

And  make  a little  bold  to  call  into  her  .* 

But  Bafto,  now  •,  I know  my  rules  and  diflance  *, 

Yet,  if  (he  v;ant  an  Ufher  *.  fuch  an  implement ; 

One  that  is  throughly  pac’d ; a clean  made  Gentleman  ; 

Can  hold  a hanging  up  •,  with  approbation 
Plant  his  hat  formally,  and  wait  with  patience 
1 do  bdeech  you.  Sir. 

Lev.  Sir,  leave  your  fcoffing  *, 

And  as  ye  are  a Gentleman,  deal  fairly : 

1 have  given  ye  a friends  counfel,  fo  Pie  leave  ye, 

Mir.  But  hark  ye,  hark  ye,  Sir  *,  is’t  pofTible 
1 may  believe  what  you  fay  ? 

Lev»  Youmaychufe,  Sir.  (Noofes? 

Mir.  No  Baits  ? No  Fifh-hooks,  Sir  / No  Gins  ? No 
No  Pitfals  to  catch  Puppies  ? 

Lev.  I tell  ye  certain  li 

You  may  believe  •,  if  not,  ftand  to  the  danger.  \£xeiint. 

Mtr.  A Lord  of  Savoy  faies  he  ? The  Dukes  Nephew  ? 

A man  fo  mighty  ? By  ’Lady  a fair  marriage ; 

By  my  faith,  a handfom  fortune : I mufl;  leave  prating ; 

For  to  confefs  the  truth,  I have  abufed  her, 

For  which  I fhould  be  lorry , but  that  will  feem  feurvy  \ 

I mult  confefs,  fhe  was  ever  lince  I knew  her 
As  modeft,  as  Ihe  was  fair : I am  Pure  Ihe  lov’d  me  *, 

Her  means  good  ; and  her  breeding  excellent  ^ 

And  for  my  lake  fhe  has  refus’d  fair  matches : 

1 may  play  the  fool  finely.  Stay  who  are  thefe  ? 

Snter  De  Gard,  Oriana,  and  Attendants. 

’Tis  flic,  1 am  fure  •,  and  that  the  Lord  it  fhould  feem. 

He  carries.a  fair  Port ; is  a handibm  man  too : 

1 do  begin  to  feel,  I am  a Coxcomb. 

Ori.  Good  my  Lord,  chufe  a nobler : for  I know 
I am  fo  far  below  your  rank  and  honour, 

That  what  ye  can  fay  this  way,  1 mufl  credit 
But  fpoken  to  beget  your  felffport;  Alas,  Sir, 

I amfo  far  off  from  defervingyou. 

My  beauty  fo  unfit  for  your  AfPetTion, 

That  I am  grown  the  fcorn  of  common  Railers, 

Of  fuch  injurious  things,  that  when  they  cannot 


Reach  at  my  perfon,  lie  with  my  reputation ; 

I am  poor  befides. 

de-Ga.  Ye  are  all  wealth  and  goodnefs 
And  none  but  fuch  as  are  the  feum  of  men, 

The  Ulcers  ofan  lioneft  ftate  ■,  Spight- weavers, 

That  live  on  poyfon  only,  likefwoln  fpiders. 

Dare  once  profane  fuch  excellence,  fuch  fweetnelSc 
Mtr.  This  man  fpeaks  loud  indeed. 
de-Ga.  Name  but  the  men.  Lady  ^ 

Let  me  but  know  thefe  poor,  and  bale  depravers  j 
Lay  but  to  my  revenge  their  perfons  open. 

And  you  ihall  fee  how  fuddenly,  how  fully 
For  your  mofi  beauteous  fake,  how  direfully 
I’le  handle  their  defpights.  Is  this  thing  one  t 
Be  what  he  will. 
eJdlir.  Sir. 

de  Ga.  Dare  your  malicious  tongue.  Sir  ? 

<iJ^4ir.  1 know  you  not  *,  nor  what  you  m.ean, 

Ori.  Good  my  Lord. 
de  Ga.  If  he,  or  any  he. 

Ori.  I befeech  your  honour. 

This  Gentleman’s  a ftranger  to  my  knowledge^ 

And  no  doubt.  Sir,  a worthy  man. 

de-(ja.  Your  mercy  *, 

But  had  he  been  a taintcr  of  your  honour  •, 

A blafter  of  thofc  beauties  raign  within  ye  ^ 

But  we  Ihall  find  a fitter  time:  dear  Lady, 

Asfoon  as  I have  freed  ye  from  your  Guardian, 

And  done  fome  honour’d  offices  unto  ye, 

rie  take  ye  with  thole  faults  the  world  flings  on  ye  \ 

And  dearer  than  the  whole  world  I’le  efteem  ye.  [Exeunt. 

Mtr.  This  isathundring  Lord  j I am  glad  I fcap’d  him ; 
How  lovingly  the  wench  difclaim’d  my  villany  ^ 

I am  vext  now  heartily  that  he  fhall  have  her ; 

Not  that  I care  to  marry,  or  to  lofe  her  •, 

But  that  this  Bilbo-Lord  fhall  reap  that  Maiden-head 
That  was  my  due  *,  that  he  fhall  rig  and  top  her ; 

I’de  give  a thoufand  Crowns  now,  he  might  mifs  her. 


Enter  a Servant. 


Ser.  Nay,if  I bear  your  blows, and  keep  your  counfel, 
you  have  good  luck.  Sir  j I’le  teach  ye  to  ftrike  lighter. 

Mir.  Come  hither,  honeft  fellow;  canfl  thou  tell  me 
Where  this  great  Lord  lies?  This  Lord  ? Thouraet’ft 
He  now  went  by  thee  certain.  ( him ; 

Ser.  Yes,  he  did.  Sir ; 

I know  him ; and  1 know  you  are  fool’d. 

Mir.  Come  hither, 

Here’s  all  this,  give  me  truth. 

Sir,  Not  for  your  mony ; 

( And  yet  that  may  do  much  ) but  I have  been  beaten  * 

And  by  the  worffiipfull  Contrivers  beaten,  and  Tie  tell  ye ; 
This  is  no  Lord,  no  Savoy  Lord. 

Mtr.  Go  forward. 

Ser.  This  is  a Trick,  and  put  upon  ye  grofly 
By  one  Luster  ^ the  Lord  is  Monlieur  de-Gard,  Sir  j 
An  honeft  Gentleman,  and  a neighbour  here ; 

Their  ends  you  underhand  better  than  I,  fure. 

Mtr.  Now  I know  him. 

Know  him  now  plain. 

5fr.I ; av^  lifcharg’d  my  colours-,ro God  b’y  ye, fir.  [Exit, 
Mtr.  WTa  apurblindePuppy  wasi  *,  now  I remember 
'>11  the  who  <' rah  on’s  face,  though  ’twere  umber’d,  (him. 
\nd  mask’d  vith  patches : whatadunder-whelp 
To  kt  him  domineer  thus : how  heflrutted. 

And  what  a load  of  Lord  he  clapt  upon  him  ? 

'-Vould  I had  him  here  again,  I would  fo  bounce  him, 

I would  fo  thank  his  Lordffiipfor  his  lewd  plot : (bird-po^s. 
Do  they  t unk  to  carry  it  away,  with,  a great  band  made  of 
And  a pair  of  pin-outtockt  breeches  ? Ha  ! ’Tis  he  again 
He  comes,  he  comes,  becomes;  have  at  him. 

Enter  de-Gard,  Oriana,  &c. 


Sings.  My  Savoy  Lord,  why  dofl:  thou  frown  on  me  ? 


.1 


4^0  The  Wild-Gooje  Chafe, ^ 

And  will  that  favour  never  fweeter  be  > 

Wilt  thou  I fay,  for  ever  play  the  fool  ? 
de  Card  be  wife,  and  Savoy  go  to  School. 

My  Lord  de-Gard^  I thank  ye  for  your  Antick ; 

My  Lady  bright,  that  will  be  fometinies  Frantick  j 

You  worthy  Train,  that  wait  upon  this  Pair, 

’Send  you  more  wit,  and  they  a bouncing  Baire 

And  fo  I take  my  humble  leave  of  your  honours.  CExit. 

de-Ga.  We  aredifcovcr’d,  there’s  no  remedy 

Lelia  Btancha'^  man  upon  my  life. 

In  ftubbornnefs,  becaufe  Lngur  correcfted  him. 

( A lhamelefs  (laves  plague  on  him  for  a Rafcal. ) 

Ori.  I was  in  a pei fed  hope-,  the  bane  on’t  is  now, 

He  will  make  mirth  on  mirth,  to  perfecute  us. 

de-Ga.  We  mud  be  patient ; I am  vext  to  the  proof  too, 
I’le  try  once  more  then  if  1 fail  .•  Here’s  one  fpeaks. 

Ori.  Letmebelod,  and  fcorn’d  firft. 
de-Ga.  Well,  we’ll  conlider. 

Away,  and  let  me  fiiift  1 (hall  be  hooted  elfe. 

Sxeunt. 

And  do  not  crofs  me  like  a Hare  thus,  ’tis  as  ominous. 

Lei.  I come  not  to  upbraid  your  Levitie 

Though  ye  made  (hew  of  Love,  and  though  I lik’d  ye 

To  claim  an  intereft ; we  are  yet  both  Stranger?, 

But  what  we  might  have  been,  had  you  perfever’d.  Sir, 

To  be  an  eye-fore  to  your  loving  Lady 

This  garland  (hews,  I give  my  (elf  forfaken  -, 

(Yet  (he  mu(b  pardon  me,  ’tis  mod  unwillingly  :) 

And  all  the  power  and  intereft  1 had  in  ye  ^ 

As  I perfwade  my  felf,  fomewhatye  lov’d  me ; 

Thus  patiently  I render  up,  I ofler 

To  her  that  mud  enjoy  ye  -.  and  fo  blefs  ye  ; 

Only,  I heartily  delire  this  Courtellc, 

And  would  not  be  deni’d : to  wait  upon  ye 

This  day,to  fee  ye  ty’d,thcn  no  more  trouble  yc.  i 

Pi.  It  needs  not,  Ladie. 

Lei.  Good  Sir,  grant  me  fo  much.  j 

Pi.  ’Tis  private,  and  we  make  no  invitation.  j 

/.f/.My  prefence,Sir,niall  not  proclaim  it  publick. 

T^i.  May  be  ’tis  not  in  Town. 

Lei.  I have  a Coach,  Sir, 

And  a moft  ready  will  to  do  you  (ervice. 

.;l/»r.Strike  now  or  never, make  it  fure:  I tell  thee. 

She  will  hang  her  felf,  if  (he  have  thee  not. 

Pi.  ’Pray  ye.  Sir, 

Entertain  my  noble  Miftris .-  only  a word  or  two 

With  this  importunate  woman,  and  Tie  relieve  ye. 

Now  ye  fee  what  your  flings  are,and  your  fancies. 

Your  ftates,and  your  wild  ftubbornefs,now  ye  mind 

What  ’tis  to  gird  and  kick  at  mens  fair  fervices. 

To  raife  your  pride  to  fuch  a pitch,  and  glory 

That  goodnefs  (hews  like  gnats,  fcorn’d  under  ye, 

’Tis  ugly,  naught,  a felf  will  in  a woman, 

Chain’d  tojan  over-weening  thought,  is  peftilent, 

Murthers  fair  fortune  firft  ; then  fair  opinion : 

There  ftands  a Pattern,  a true  patient  Pattern, 

Humble,  and  fweet. 

Lei.  I can  but  grieve  my  ignorance, 

Repentance  fome  fay  too,  is  the  beft  ftcrifice  j * 

For  fure.  Sir , if  my  chance  had  been  fo  happy, 

( As  I confefs  I was  mine  own  dtftroycr  ) 

As  to  have  arrived  at  you  -,  I will  not  prophefie, 

But  certain, as  1 think,  I (hould  have  pleas’d  yc  -, 

Have  made  ye  as  much  wonder  at  my  courtefic. 

My  love,  and  duty,  as  I have  difhearten’d  ye. 

Some  hours  we  have  of  youth,and  fome  of  folly  -, 

And  being  free-born  Maids,  we  take  a liberty. 

And  to  maintain  that,  fometimes  w-e  (brain  highly. 

Pt.  Now  yc  talk  rcafon. 

Lei.  But  being  yoak’d,  and  govern’d, 

Married,  and  thole  light  vanities  purg’d  from  us  -, 

How  fair  we  grow,howgentle,and  how  tender, 

W e twine  about  thofe  loves  that  (hoot-up  with  us  ? 

A fullen  woman  fear,  that  talks  not  to  ye ; 
Shehasafadanddarkn’d  foul,  loves  dully: 

A merry  and  a free  wench,  give  her  liberty  -, 

Believe  her  in  the  lighteft  form  (he  appears  to  ye , 

Believe  her  excellent,  though  (he  defpife  yc. 

Let  but  thefe  fits  and  flalhes  pafs,  (he  will  (hew  to  yc ; 

As  Jewels  rub’d  from  duft,  or  Gold  new  burnifli’d ; 

Such  had  I been,  had  you  believ’d. 

Pi.  Is’t  poffible  ? 

Lei.  And  to  your  happinefs,  I dare  aflure  ye 

If  True  love  be  accounted  fo-,  your  pleafure. 

Your  will,  and  your  command  had  tyed  my  Motions : 

But  that  hope’s  gone  -,  1 know  you  are  young,and  giddy. 

And  till  you  have  a Wife  can  govern  with  ye. 

You  fail  upon  this  wold-Sea,  light  and  empty  \ 

Your  Bark  in  danger  daily  ’tis  not  the  name  neither 

Of  Wife  can  fbeer  ye ; but  the  noble  nature. 

The  diligence,  the  care,  the  love,  the  patience. 

She  makes  the  Pilot,  and  preferves  the  Husband, 

That  knows,  and  reckons  every  Rib  he  is  built  on  j 

But  this  I tell  ye,  to  my  (hamc. 

Pi. 

A^m  Quartm.  Scena  frima. 

Enter  Lugicr,  Lelia,  Servants. 

Lug.  irAint  not  -,  but  do  as  I dired  ye,  trud  me  -, 

r Believe  me  too,for  what  1 have  told  ye,  Lady, 

As  true  as  you  are  Lelia,  is  Authcntick*, 

I know  it , 1 have  found  it ; ’tis  a poor  courage 

Flics  o(r  for  one  repulfe  \ thefe  Travellers 

Shall  (ind  before  we  have  done,  a home  fpun  wit, 

A plain  French  underdanding  may  cope  with ’em-, 

They  have  had  the  better  yet,thank  your  fweet  Squire, here; 
And  let  ’em  brag  : you  would  be  reveng’d 

Lei.  Yes  furely. 

Lug.  And  married  too  ? Lei.  I think  fo. 

Lag.  Then  be  CounfePd  , 

You  know  bow  to  proceed I have  other  Irons 

Heating  as  well  as  yours ; and  1 will  ftrike 

Three  blows  with  one  Stone  home,  be  rul’d,  and  happie ; 
And  fo  I leave  ye.  Now  is  the  time. 

Lei.  I am  ready. 

If  he  do  come  to  do  me. 

Ser.  Will  ye  (land  here. 

And  let  the  people  think,  ye  are  God  knows  what  Miftris  ? 
Let  Boys,  and  Prentices  prefume  upon  ye  ? 

Lei.  Pre’thec  hold  thy  peace. 

Ser.  Stand  at  his  dore,  that  hates  ye .? 

Lei.  Pre’thee leave  prating.  (there, 

Sir.  ’Pray  ye  go  to  th’  Tavern.  I’le  give  ye  a Pint  of  wine 
If  any  of  the  Mad-cap  Gentlemen  (hould  come  by 

That  take  up  women  upon  fpeciall  warrant, 

You  were  in  a wife  cafe  now. 

Enter  Mirabel,  Pinac,  Mariana,  Prieft^  Attendants. 

Lei.  Give  me  the  Garland, 

And  wait  you  here. 

Mtr.  She  is  here  to  feek  thee.  Sirrah. 

I told  thee  what  would  follow , (he  is  mad  for  thee  -, 

Shew,  and  advance.  So  early  (birring  Lady  ? 

It  (hews  a bufie  mind,  a fancie  troubled : 

A willow  Garland  too  ? Is’t  polTible  ? 

’Tis  pity  fo  much  beautie  (hould  lie  muftie. 

But  ’tis  not  to  be  help’d  now. 

Lei.  The  more’s  my  Miferie. 

Good  fortune  to  ye,  Ladie,  youdeferve  it.- 
To  me,  too  late  Repentance  ; 1 have  fought  it : 

1 do  not  envy,  though  I grieve  a little. 

You  are  Millrisofthat  happinefs,  thofe  Toyes 

That  might  have  been,had  I been  wife.-  but  fortune. 

Pi.  She  underlbands  ye  not,  ’pray  ye  do  not  trouble  her  -, 
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Pin.  I admire  ye, 

And  now  am  fbrry,  that  I aim  beyond  ye. 

Mir.  So,  fo,  fo,  fair  and  foftly.  She  is  thine  own,  Boy, 
She  comes  now,  without  Lure. 

Pin.  But  that  it  muft  needs 
Be  reckon’d  to  me  as  a wantonnefs, 

Or  worfe,  a madnefs,  to  forfake  a Blefling, 

A Blefling  of  that  hope. 

Ld.  I dare  not  urge  ye. 

And  yet,  dear  Sir. 

Pin.  ’Tis  molt  certain,  I had  rather, 

If  ’twere  in  my  own  choice, for  you  are  my  country-woman, 
A Neighbour,  here  born  by  me,  flie  a Stranger  ^ 

And  who  knows  how  her  friends  ? 

Ld.  Do  as  you  pleafe.  Sir, 

If  ye  be  faft  ^ not  all  the  World ; I love  ye, 

’Tis  mofl;  true,  and  clear,  I would  perfwade  ye  j 
And  I (hall  love  you  ftill. 

Pin.  Go,  get  before  me-, 

So  much  you  have  won  upon  me  ^ do  it  prefently  i 
Here’s  a Prieft:  ready  -,  I’ll  have  you. 

Ld.  Not  now,  Sir, 

No,  you  lhall  pardon  me  ; advance  your  Lady, 

I dare  not  hinder  your  mofl:  high  Preferment, 

’Tis  honour  enough  for  me  1 have  unmask’d  ye. 

Pin.  How’s  that? 

' Ld.  I have  caught  ye.  Sir,  alas,  I am  no  States-woman, 
Nor  no  great  Traveller,  yet  I have  found  ye, 

I have  found  your  Lady  too,  your  beauteous  Lady ; 

I have  found  her  birth  and  breeding  too,  her  difcipline ; 
Who  brought  her  over,  and  who  kept  your  Lady 
And  when  he  laid  her  by,  what  vertuous  Nunnery 
Receiv’d  her  in 1 have  found  all  thefe ; are  ye  blank  now  ? 
Methinks  fuch  travel’d  wifdoms  Ihould  not  fool  thus  -,  I 
Such  excellent  indifcretions. 

Mir.  How  could  fhe  know  this  ? (now, 

Ld.  ’Tis  true,  Ihe’s  Englilh  born,  but  mofl:  part  French ' 
And  fo  I hope  you’ll  find  her,  to  your  comfort, 

Alas,  I am  ignorant  of  what  ftie  colt  ye-. 

The  price  of  thefe  hired  cloaths  I do  not  know  Gentlemen  -, 
Thofe  Jewels  are  the  Brokers,  how  ye  ftand  bound  for  ’em. 
Pin.  Will  you  make  this  good  ? 

Ld.  Yes,  yes,  and  to  her  face.  Sir, 

That  fhe  is  an  Engllfh  Whore,  a kind  of  fling  dull:. 

One  of  your  London  Light  o’  Loves  -,  aright  one, 

Came  over  in  thin  Pumps,  and  half  a Petticoat, 

One  Faith,  and  one  Smock,  with  a broken  Haberdalher  *, 

I know  all  this  without  a Conjurer ; 

Her  name  is  jumping.yo^w,  an  ancier^  Sin-Weaver  -, 

She  was  firfl:  a Ladies  Chamber-maid,  there  flip’d 
And  broke  her  leg  above  the  knee ; departed 
And  fet  up  fliop  her  felf.  Stood  the  fierce  Conflids 
Of  many  a furious  Term  , there  lofl:  her  colours. 

And  lafl:  Ihip’d  over  hither. 

Mir.  We  are  betray’d. 

Lei.  Do  you  come  to  fright  me  with  this  myftery  ? 

To  ftir  me  with  a ftink  none  can  endure.  Sir  ? 

I pray  ye  proceed,  the  Wedding  will  become  ye-, 

Who  gives  the  Lady  you?  an  excellent  Father  *, 

A careful  man,  and  one  that  knows  a Beauty, 

’Send  ye  fair  Shipping,  Sir,  and  fo  I’ll  leave  ye. 

Be  wife  and  manly,  then  1 may  chance  to  love  ye.  f £.v/>. 

Mir.  As  I live  1 am  afham’d,  this  wench  has  reach’d  me, 
Monflrons  afham’d,  but  there’s  no  remedy. 

This  skew’d  cye’d  Carrion. 

Pin.  This  I fufpeded  ever. 

Come,  come,  uncafe,  we  have  no  more  ufe  of  ye ; 

Your  Cloaths  mull  back  again.. 

Mar.  Sir,  ye  fliatl  pardon  me  j 
’Tis  notour  Englifh  ufe  to  be  degraded  -, 

If  you  will  vifit  me,  and  take  your  venture. 

You  lhall  have  pleafure  for  your  properties ; 

And  fo  fweet  heart. 

Mir.  Let  her  go,  and  the  Devil  go  with  her  ; 
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We  have  never  better  luck  with  thelepreludiums ; 

Come,  be  not  daunted  ^ think  Iheis  but  a woman,  . 

And  let  her  have  the  Devils  wit,  we’ll  reach  her. 

^Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Rofalure,  WLngier. 

A redeem’d  my  good  opinion.  Tutor, 

And  ye  ftand  fair  again. 

Lm.  I can  but  labour, 

Andfwcatin  your  affairs;  larnfmeBdleHr 
Will  be  here  inftantly,  and  ufe  his  anger, 

His  wonted  harlhnefs. 

Rof.  1 hope  he  will  not  beat  me. 

Lh^.  Nofure,  he  has  more  manners-,  be  you  ready. 

Rof.  Yes,  yes,  lam,  and  am  refolv’d  to  fit  him, 

With  patience  to  outdo  all  he  can  offer  ^ 

But  how  does  Oriana  ? 

Lng.^  Worfe,  and  worfe  ftill  ^ 

There  is  a fad  houfc  for  her  .*  Ihe  is  now. 

Poor  Lady,  utterly  diftraefted. 

Rof.  Pity ! 

Infinite  pity!  ’tisa  handfome  Lady, 

Thzt  yPidirabePs  a Beaft,  worfe  than  a Monfter, 

If  this  affliiftion  work  not. 

Enter  Lelia  Biancha. 

Ld.  Are  ye  ready  ? 

£f/W  is  coming  on,  here,  hard  behind  me, 

I have  no  leifureto  relate  my  Fortune. 

Only  1 wilh  you  may  come  off  as  handlbmely, 

Upon  the  fign  you  know  what.  {Exit. 

Rof  Well,  well,  leave  me. 

Enter  Belleur. 

Bel.  How  now? 

RoJ.  Ye  are  welcome.  Sir. 

Bd.  ’Tis  well  ye  have  manners: 

That  Court’fie  again,  and  hold  yourCountenanceftai’dIyj 
That  look’s  too  light  take  heed  : fo,  fit  ye  down  now, 

And  to  confirm  me  that  your  Gall  is  gone. 

Your  bitter  nefs  difpers’d,  for  fo  I’ll  have  it : 

Look  on  me  ftedfaftly,  and  whatfoe’r  I fay  unto  ye, 

Move  not,  nor  alter  in  your  face,  ye  are  gone  then ; 

For  if  you  do  exprefs  the  leaftdiftafte. 

Or  fhew  an  angry  wrinkle,  mark  me,  woman. 

We  are  now  alone,  I will  fo  conjure  thee  5 
The  third  part  of  my  Execution 
Cannot  be  fpoke. 

Rof.  I am  at  your  dilpofe.  Sir,  (ty : 

Bel.  Now  rife,  and  woo  me  a little,  let  me  hear  thatfacul- 
But  touch  me  not,  nor  do  not  lie  I charge  ye. 

Begin  now. 

Rof.  If  fo  mean  and  poor  a Beauty 
May  ever  hope  the  Grace. 

Bel.  Ye  cog,  ye  flatter. 

Like  a lewd  thing  ye  lie  .•  may  hope  that  grace  ? 

Why,  what  grace  canft  thouhope  for  ? Anfwer  not, 

For  if  thoudoft,  and  Heft  again  I’ll  fwindge  thee : 

Do  not  I know  thee  for  a peftilent  Woman  ? 

A proud  at  both  ends  ? Be  not  angry, 

Nor  ftir  not  o’  your  life. 

Rof.  I am  counfell’d.  Sir. 

Bel.  Art  thou  not  now(confefs,for  I’ll  have  the  truth  out) 
As  much  unworthy  of  a man  of  merit, 

Or  any  of  ye  all  ? Nay,  of  meer  man  ? 

Though  he  were  crooked,  cold,  all  wants  upon  him ; 

Nay,  of  a ny  difhoneft  thing  that  bears  that  figure : 

As  Devils  a.'-e  of  mercy  ? 

Rof  We  aee  unworthy. 

Bil.  Stick  to  that  truth,  and  it  may  chance  to  fave  thee. 
And  is  it  not  our  bounty  that  we  take  ye  ? 

That  we  are  troubled,  vex’d,  or  tortur’d  with  ye? 

Our 
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Our  meer  and  fp^cial  bounty  ? 

Rof.  Yes. 

Bel.  Our  pity,  ' \ 

That  for  your  wickednefs  We  fwmdge  ye  loundly 
Your  ftubbornnefs,  and  your  ftout  hearts,  we  be-labour  ye, 
Anfwer  tothat. 

Rof.  I do  confefs  your  pity. 

Bel.  And  doft  not  thou  deferve  in  thine  own  perlon . 
(Thou  Impudent,  thou  Pert^  do  not  change  countenance.) 
Rof.  1 dare  not,  Sir. 

'Bel.  For  if  ye  do. 

Rof  I am  fetled. 

Bel.  Thou  Wag-tail,  Peacock,Puppy,  look  on  me: 

I am  a Gentleman. 

Rof  Itfeemsno  lefs,  Sir. 

Bel.  And  dareft  thou  in  thy  Surquedry  ? 

Rof  I befeech  ye  •, 

It  was  my  weaknefs.  Sir,  I did  not  view  ye, 

I took  no  notice  of  your  noble  parts, 

Nor  call’d  your  perlon,  nor  your  proper  falhion. 

Bel.  This  is  fome  amends  yet.  • 

Rof  I lhall  mend.  Sir,  daily. 

And  ftudy  to  deferve. 

£e/.  Cornea  little  nearer-, 

Canlt  thou  repent  thy  villainy  ? 

Rof  Moll  ferioufly. 

Bel.  And  be  alhani’d  ? 

Rof.  lamafliam’d. 

Bel.  Cry. 

Rof  It  will  be  hard  to  do,  Sir. 

Bel.  Cry  inltantly  ^ 

Cry  monltroufly,  th-at  all  the  Town  may  hear  thee  -, 

Cry  ferioufly,  as  if  thou  hadlt  lofl:  thy  Monkey 
And  as  I like  thy  tears. 

i'wfcrL.elia,  and  four  Women  laaghing. 

T{of  Now.  ' 

Bel.  How?  how?  do  ye  jearme? 

Have  ye  broke  your  bounds  again.  Dame  ? 

Rof  Yes,  and  laugh  at  ye. 

And  laugh  moll  heartily. 

Bel.  What  are  thefe.  Whirl- winds? 

Is  Hell  broke  loofe,  and  all  the  Furies  flutter’d  ? 

Am  1 greas’d  once  again  ? 

Rof  Yes  indeed  arc  yc; 

And  once  again  ye  fliall  be,  if  yc  quarrel  -, 

Do  you  come  to  vent  your  fury  on  a Virgin  ? 
is  this  your  Manhood,  Sir? 

1 Worn.  Let  him  do  his  belt  . 

Let’s  fee  the  utmofl  of  his  indignation, 

I long  to  fee  him  angry ; Come,  proceed,  Sir. 

Hang  him,  he  dares  not  llir,  a man  of  Timber. 

2 Worn.  Come  hither  to  fright  maids  with  thy  Bui  faces? 
To  threaten  Gentlewomen  ? Thou  a man  ? A Af.*^-pole, 

A great  dry  Pudding. 

2 Worn.  Come,  come,  do  your  vvorfl.  Sir  *, 

Be  angry  if  thou  darll. 

Bel.  The  Lord  deliver  me ! 

4 Worn.  Do  but  lookfcutvily  upon  this  Lady, 

Or  give  usone  foul  word.  We  are  all  miflaken. 

This  is  fome  mighty  Dairy-maid  in  MansCloaths. 

Li/,  lam  of  that  mind  too. 

I Bel.  What  will  they  do  to  me! 

i Ltl.  And  hired  to  come  and  abufeusja  man  has  manners-, 
i A Gentleman,  Civility,  and  Breeding: 

Some  Tinkers  Trull,  with  a Beard  glew’d  on. 

I Worn.  Let’s  fearch  him  -, 

And  as  we  find  him. 

Bel.  Let  me  but  depart  from  ye, 

' Sweet  Chriftian- women. 

Lil.  Hear  the  Thing  fpcak.  Neighbours. 

Bel.  ’Tis  but  a fmall  requelt  -,  if  e’r  I trouble  ye, 

If  e’r  I talk  again  of  beating  Women, 

Or  beating  any  thing  that  can  but  turn  to  me  j 


Of  ever  thinking  of  a handfome  Lady 
But  vertuoufly  and  well  ^ of  ever  fpeaking 
But  to  her  honour ; This  I’llpromife  ye, 

1 will  take  Rhubarb,  and  purge  Choler  mainly. 

Abundantly  I’ll  purge. 

Lil.  I’ll  fend  ye  Broths,  Sir. 

Bel.  1 will  be  laugh’d  at,  and  endure  it  patiently, 

I will  do  any  thing.' 

Rof.  Til  be  your  Bayl  then ; 

When  ye  come  next  to  woo,  ’pray  come  not  boiflcroufly. 
And  furnilh’d  like  a Bear- ward. 

Bel.  No  in  truth,  forfooth. 

Rof  Hcented  yelongfincc. 

Bel.  I was  to  blame  fure, 

I will  appear  a Gentleman. 

Rof.  ’Tis  the  bell  for  ye. 

For  a true  noble  Gentleman’s  a brave  thing 
Upon  that  hope  we  quit  ye.  You  fear  ferioufly  ? ' 

Bel.  Yes  truly  do  U 1 confefs  I fear  ye,  ' 

And  honour  ye,  and  any  thing. 

Rof.  Farewelthcn. 

Worn.  And  when  ye  come  to  woo  next  bring  more  mercy. 

fExennt. 

Enter  two  Cfentlemen. 

Bel.  A Dairy- maid  I a Tinkers-Trull  I Heaven  blefs  me  ! 
Sure  if  I had  provok’d  ’em,  they  had  quarter’d  me. 

I am  a moft  ridiculous  Afs,  now  I perceive  it  .- 
A Coward,  and  a Knave  too. 

1 Gent.  ’Tis  the  mad  Gentleman.- 
Let’s  fet  our  Faces  right. 

Bel.  No,  no,  laugh  at  me-, 

And  laugh  aloud. 

2 Gent.  We  are  better  manner’d,  Sir. 

Bel.  I do  deferve  it ; call  me  Patch,  and  Puppy, 

And  beat  me  if  you  plcafe. 

1 Gent.  No  indeed  , we  know  yc. 

Bel.  ’Death,  do  as  I would  have  ye. 

2 Gent.  You  arc aaAI's  then-, 

A Coxcomb,  and  a Calf. 

Bel.  lam  a great  Calf-, 

Kick  me  a little  now : Why,  when  ? Sufficient : 

Now  laugh  aloud,  and  fcorn  mc^  fo  good  b’ye; 

And  ever  when  ye  meet  me  laugh. 

1 Gent.  We  will,  Sir.  [_Exennt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Nantolct,  La-Caftre,  De-Gard,  Lugicr,  Mirabel. 

Mir.  Your  patience.  Gentlemen : why  do  ye  bait  me  ? 
Nan.  Is’t  not  a fltame  you  arc  fo  ftubborn  hearted. 

So  flony  and  fo  dull  to  fuch  a Lady, 

Of  her  Perfedlions,  and  her  Mifery  ? 

Lug.  Doesfhe  not  love  ye  ? docs  not  her  diffradlion 
For  your  fake  only,  her  moft  pitied  lunacie 
Of  all  but  you,  fhew  ye  ? does  it  not  compel  ye  .«*  (ly. 
Mir. Sok  and  fair,Gcntlcmcn,pray  ye  proceed  temperate- 
Lug.  If  ye  have  any  feeling,  anyfenlcin  ye. 

The  leaf!  touch  of  a noble  heart. 

La  Caf.  Let  him  alone  -, 

It  is  his  glory  that  he  can  kill  Beauty, 

Ye  bear  my  Stamp,  but  not  my  Tendernefs  -, 

Your  wild  unfavoury  Courfes  fet  that  in  yc ! 

For  fhame,  be  forry,  though  ye  cannot  cure  her. 

Shew  fomething  of  a Man,  of  a fair  Nature. 

Mir.  Ye  make  me  mad. 

De-Gard.  Let  me  pronounce  this  to  ye. 

You  take  a flrange  felicity  in  flighting 

And  wronging  Women,  which  my  poor  Sifter  feels  now. 

Heavens  hand  be  gentle  on  her  -.  Mark  me.  Sir, 

That  very  hour  fhe  dies,  there’s  fmall  hope  otherwife, 
That  minute  you  and  I muft  grapple  for  it. 

Either  your  life  or  mine. 

Mir.  Be  not  fo  hot,  Sir, 

I am  not  to  be  wrought  on  by  thefe  policies, 
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In  truth  I am  not  *,  Nor  do  I fear  the  tricks, 

Or  the  high  founding  threats  of  a Savoyan  \ 

I glory  not  in  Cruelty,  ye  wrong  me  \ 

Nor  grow  up  water’d  with  the  tears  of  Women  ; 

This  let  me  tell  ye,  howfoe’r  I Ihew  to  ye. 

Wild,  as  yepleafeto  callit,  or  felf-wiil’d^ 

When  I fee  caufe  lean  both  do  and  fufferi 
Freely,  and  feelingly,  asa  true  Gentleman. 

Rofalure,  andhtYid.. 

Rof.  O pity,  pity,  thoufand,  thoufand  pities ! 

' Lei.  Alas  poor  Soul ! (he  will  dye  *,  fhe  is  grown  fenflefs-. 
She  will  not  know,  nor  fpeak  now'. 

Rof.  Dye  for  love  ! 

And  love  of  fuch  a Youth ! I would  dye  for  a Dog  firlf. 

He  that  kills  me  I’ll  give  him  leave  to  eat  me  •, 
ril  know  men  better  ere  I Ugh  for  any  of  ’em. 

Lei.  Ye  have  done  a worthy  ad,  Sir^  a moll  famous  •, 
Ye  have  kill’d  a Maid  the  wrong  w'ay,  ye  are  a conqueror. 

Rof.  A Conquerour  ? a Cobler  ^ hang  him  Sowter  \ 

Go  hide  thy  felf  forihame,  go  lofe  thy  memory  ; 

Live  not  ’monglt  Men  •,  thou  art  a Bealt,  a Monlter  j 
A Blatant  Bealh 
Lei.  If  ye  have  yet  any  honefty, 

Orever  heard  of  any^  take  my  Counfel ; 

Off  with  your  Garters;  and  feek  out  a Bough,  (tieman-,) 
A handfom  Bough  •,  (for  1 would  have  ye  hang  like  a Gen- 
And  write  fome  doleful  matter  to  the  VVorld, 

A Warning  to  hard  hearted  men. 

Mir.  Out  Kitlings : 

What Catterwauling’s  here  ? what  Gibbing? 

Do  you  think  my  heart  is  foftned  with  a black  Santis  ? 

Shew  me  fome  reafon. 

Enter  Oriana  on  a Bed. 

Rof  Here  then,  here  is  a reafon. 

Nant.  Now,  if  yc  be  a man,  let  this  fght  fliake  ye. 
La-C.  Alas  poor  Gentlewoman ! do  you  know  me,  Lady? 
Lh^.  How  Ihe  looks  up,  and  flares ! 

Ori.  I know  ye  very  well  ^ 

Yon  are  my  Godfather ; and  that’s  the  Monfieur. 

T)e-<far.  And  who  am  I ? 

Ori.  You  are  y^madisdeGauly  Sir. 

Oh  oh,  my  heart!  were  ye  never  in  love,  fweetLady? 
And  do  you  never  dream  of  Flowers  and  Gardens  ? 

I dream  of  walking  Fires;  take  heed,  it  comes  now; 

Who’s  that?  pray  Hand  away  ^ I have  feen  that  facefure^ 
How  light  rhy  head  is  I 

Rof  Take  fome  reft. 

Ori.  I cannot. 

For  I muft  be  up  to  morrow  to  go  to  Church, 

And  I rauft  drefs  me,  put  my  new  Gown  on, 

And  be  as  fine  to  meet  my  Love : Heigh  ho ! 

Will  not  you  tell  me  where  my  Love  lies  buried  ? 

Mir.  He  is  not  dead  : belhrew  my  heart,  Ihe  ftirs  me. 

Ori.  He  is  dead  to  me. 

Mir.  Is’t  poftible  my  Nature 
Should  be  fo  damnable,  to  let  her  fufier  ? 

Give  me  your  hand. 

Ori.  How  foft  you  feel,  how  gentle  ! 

I’ll  tell  you  your  fortune.  Friend. 

Mir.  How  (he  flares  on  me  ! 

^ Or.  You  have  a flattering  face,  but  ’tis  a fine  one ; 

I I warrant  you  may  have  a hundred  Sweet- hearts’, 

.Will  ye  pray  for  me?  I fhall  dye  to  morrow. 

And  will  ye  ring  the  Bells  ? 
j Mir.  I am  moft  unworthy, 

! I doconfefs,  unhappy  •,  do  you  know  me  ? 

Ori.  I would  I did. 

Afir.  Oh  fair  tears,  how  ye  take  me! 

Ori.  Do  you  weep  too  ^ you  have  not  loft  your  Lover  •, 
You  mock  me ; I’l  go  home,  and  pray. 

Mir.  ’Pray  ye  pardon  me  : 

Or  if  it  pleafe  ye  to  confider  juftly, 


Scorn  me,  for  1 deferve  it  .•  Scorn,  and  fiiame  me ; 

Sweet  Oriana. 

Lei.  Let  her  alone;  fhe  trembles; 

Her  fits  will  grow  more  ftrong  if  ye  provoke  her. 

La  Caf.  Certain  fhe  knows  ye  not,  yet  loves  to  fee  ye  * 
Ho’v  /he  fmiles  now  ! . 

^tl.  Where  are  ye?  dh,why  do  you  laugh.^come,Iaugh  at 
hat  aDewl.^  art  thou  fad,  and  fuch  a fubkifl:, 

Such  a ridiculous  fubje(ft  as  I am 
Before  thy  face  ? 

e^Z/V.  Prithee  put  o.T  this  lightnefs;  (on’t.- 

This  is  no  tinie  for  mirth,  nor  place  •,  1 have  us’d  too  much 
I have  undone  my  felf,  and  a fvveet  Lady, 

By  being  too  indulgent  to  my  foolery, 

Which  truly  ! repent ; look  here. 

Bel.  What  ails  file? 


A'/ir.  Alas,  fne’s  mad. 


Bel.  Mad  . 

Adir.  Yes,  too  fure  for  me  too.  (fo . 

Bel.  Doft  thou  wonder  at  that  ? by  this  light  they  are  ali 
fhtfy  arccoz’ning  mad,  they  are  brawling  mad,  they  are 

,,  • (proud  mad : 

Iheyarealfallmad  •,  I came  from  a World  of  mad  Women. 
Mad  as  /f/^rclz-Hares^get  ’em  in  Chains, then  deal  with  ’em*. 
There’s  one  that’s  mad ; fiiefeems  well,  but  fhe  is  dog  mad. 
Is  file  dead  doft’ think  ? 

eJYftn.  Dead  ! Heaven  forbid. 

Bel.  Heaven  further  it ; 

For  till  they  be  key  cold  dead,  there’s  notrufting  of  ’em, 
Whate’r  they  feem,  or  howfoe’r  they  carry  it. 

Till  they  be  chap  fain,  and  their  Tongues  at  peace. 

Nail’d  in  their  Coffins  fure,  I’llne’r  believe ’em. 

Shall  I talk  with  her  ? 

ATir.  No,  dear  friend,  be  quiet, 

And  be  at  peace  a while. 

Bel.  I’ll  walk  afide. 

And  come  again  anon : but  take  heed  to  her, 

You  fay  fhe  is  a Woman?  Mir.  Yes. 

Bel.  Take  great  heed : 

For  if  file  do  not  cozen  thee,  then  hang  me. 

Let  her  be  mad,  or  what  fhe  will,  file’ll  cheat  thee.  [_Exit. 

Mir.  Away,  wild  Fool : how  vile  this  (hews  in  him  now.' 
Now  take  my  faith,  before  ye  all  I fpeak  it. 

And  with  it,  my  repentant  love. 

La-C.  This  feems  well. 

Mir.  Were  but  this  Lady  clear  again,  whofe  forrows 
My  very  heart  melts  for  ^ were  fhe  but  pcrfecft 
(For  thus  to  marry  her  would  be  two  miferies,) 

Before  the  richeftand  the  nobleft  Beauty, 

France.^  or  the  World  could  fiiew  me  ^ 1 w’ould  take  her 
As  file  is  now,  my  Tears  and  Prayers  fhall  wed  her. 

De-Gar.  This  makes  fome  fmall  amends. 

Rof.  She  beckons  to  ye, 

To  us  too,  to  go  off. 

Nant.  Let’s  draw  afide  all. 

Ori.  Oh  my  beft  friend  •,  1 would  fain. 
tJd'Iir.  What?  file fpeaks  well, 

And  with  another  voice. 

Ori.  But  I am  fearful. 

And  fhame  a little  flops  my  tongue. 

tJd^ir.  Speak  boldly.  (not ; 

Ori.  Tell  ye,  I am  well,  I am  perfe<ft  well : ’pray  ye  mock 
And  that  I did  thistoprovoke  your  Nature, 

Out  of  my  infinite  and  reftlefs  love. 

To  win  your  pity,-  pardon  me. 

<iJV!ir.  Go  forward  •, 

Who  fet  ye  on? 

Ori.  None,  as  I live,  no  Creature  ; 

Not  any  knew,  or  ever  dream’d  what  I meant  •, 

Will  ye  be  mine 
Mtr.  ’Tis  true,  I pity  yc  .• 

But  when  I marry  ye,  ye  muft  be  wifer  .* 

nothing  but  Tricks  ? Devices  ? , 

Ori.  Will  ye  fiiame  me? 

O to  o Aftr. 
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I Yes  marry  will  I : Come  near,  come  near, a miracle^ 

The  Woman’s  well fhe  was  only  mad  for  Marriage, 

Stark  mad  to  be  fton’d  to  death  •,  give  her  good  counfel. 
Will  this  world  never  mend  ? are  ye  caught,  Damfel  ? 

Enter  Belleur,  La  Caftre,  Lugier,  Nantolet,  De  Card, 
Rofalure,  and  Bianca. 

'Bel.  How  goes  it  now? 

fjkftr.  Thou  art  a kind  of  Prophet, 

The  Woman’s  well  again,  and  would  have  gull  d me ; 
Well,  excellent  well  .*  and  not  a taint  upon  her. 

Bel.  Did  not  1 tell  ye  ? Let  ’em  be  what  can  be  •, 

Saints,  Devils,  any  thing,  they  will  abufe  us ; 

Thou  wert  an  Afs  to  believe  her  lb  long,  a Coxcomb  *, 

Give  ’em  a minute  they’ll  abufe  whole  millions. 

And  am  not  I a rare  Phyfician,  Gentlemen, 

That  can  cure  defperate  mad  minds  ? 

DeGar.  Be  not  infolent. 

Mir.  Well,  go  thy  waies:  from  this  hour,  I difclaim  thee, 
llnlefs  thou  halt  a trick  above  this  .•  then  I’le  love  thee. 

Ye  owe  me  for  your  Cure ; pray  have  a care  of  her, 

For  fear  (he  fall  into  Relapfe : come  Belltifr 
We’ll  fet  up  Bills,  to  Cure  Difeafed  Virgins. 

Bel.  Shall  we  be  merry  ? 
tJ^Ur.  Yes. 

Bel.  But  Tie  no  more  projedts  *, 

If  we  could  make  ’em  mad,  it  were  fome  mallery.  {Exeunt. 
Lil.  1 am  glad  fhe  is  well  again. 

Bof.  So  am  I,  certain. 

Be  not  afhamed. 

Orta.  I fhall  never  fee  a man  more. 

De  Gar. Come  ye  are  a fool  .•  had  ye  but  told  me  this  trick. 
He  Ihould  not  have  gloried  thus. 

Lh£.  He  fhall  not  long  neither. 

La^.  Be  rul’d,  and  be  at  peace ; ye  have  my  confent, 
And  what  power  I can  work  with. 

Nant.  Come,  leave  blufhing ; 

We  are  your  friends  •,  an  honeft  way  compell’d  ye ; 

Heaven  will  not  fee  fo  tree  a love  uarecoropcnc’d  •, 

Come  in,  and  flight  him  too. 

Luff.  The  next  fhall  hit  him.  {_ExeHnt. 


Quintus.  ScenaPrinta. 

Enter  De  Gard,  and  Lugier. 

De  G.  ’^T^Wdll  be  difeover’d. 

i Lug.  That’s  the  worll  can  happen  : 

If  there  be  any  way  to  reach,  and  work  upon  him  •, 

Upon  his  nature  fuddenly,  and  catch  him : that  he  loves. 
Though  he  diflemble  it,  and  would  fhew  contrary, 

And  will  at  length  relent,  Tie  lay  my  Fortune, 

Nay  more,  my  life. 

De  G.  Is  file  won  ? 

Lug.  Yes,  and  ready. 

And  my  defignments  fet, 

‘ DeG.  They  are  now  for  Travel, 

All  for  that  Game  again : they  have  forgot  wooing. 

Lug.  Let’em;  we’ll  travel  with ’em. 

De  G.  Where’s  his  Father  ? 

Lwr.  Within;  he  knows  my  mind  too  and  allows  it ; 
Pities^your  Sifters  Fortune  mofl  fincerely  •, 

And  has  appointed,  for  our  more  afliftance. 

Some  of  his  fecret  Friends. 

DeG.  ’Speed  the  Plough, 

Lug.  Wellfaid^ 

And  be  you  ferious  too. 

DeG.  1 fhall  be  diligent.  ^ , 

Lu't.  Let’s  break  the  Ice  for  one,  the  reft  will  drink  too 
(Believe  me.  Sir)  of  the  fame  Cup;  my  young  Gentlewomen 
Wait  but  who  lets  thegame  a foot ; though  they  feem  ftub- 
Referv’d,  and  proud  now,  yet  I know  their  hearts,  (born, 


Their  Pulfes  how  they  beat,  and  for  what  caufe.  Sir ; 

And  how  they  long  to  venture  their  Abilities 

In  a true  Quarrel ; Husbands  they  muft,  and  will  have. 

Or  Nunneries,  and  thin  Collations 

To  cool  their  bloods ; let’s  all  about  our  bufinefs, 

And  if  this  fail,  let  Nature  work.  ’ 

DeC.  Ye  have  arm’d  me.  {E.xeunt. 

SC  E'NE  II. 

Mirabel,  Nantolet,  WLa-Caftre. 

La-Cajl.  W’ill  ye  be  wilful  then  ? 

Mtr.  ’Pray,  Sir,  your  pardon. 

For  I muft  Travel ; lie  lazy  here. 

Bound  to  a Wife?  Chain’d  to  her  fubtleties. 

Her  humours,  and  her  wills,  which  are  mcer  Fetters ; 

To  have  her  to  day  pleas’d,  to  morrow  peevifh. 

The  third  day  mad,  the  fourth  rebellious  ? 

You  fee,  before  they  are  married,  what  Morifeoes, 

What  Mafques,  and  Mummeries  they  put  upon  us. 

To  be  ty'd  here,  and  fuffer  their  Lavalto’s  ? 

Nan,  ’Tis  your  own  Peeking. 
iJl^ir.  Yes,  to  get  my  freedom; 

Were  they  as  1 could  wifn  ’em. 

La  Cafi.  Fools,  and  Meacocks, 

To  endure  what  you  think  fit  to  put  upon ’em: 

Come,  change  your  mind. 

Mir.  Not  Wore  I have  chang’d  Air,  Father. 

W^hen  I know  Women  worthy  of  my  company, 

I will  return  again  and  wait  upon  ’em; 

Till  then  (dear  Sir)  i’le  amble  all  the  world  over. 

And  run  all  hazards,  mifery,  and  poverty. 

Enter  Pinac,  and  Belleur. 

So  I efcape  the  dangerous  Bay  of  Matrimony. 

Pin.  Areycrefolv’d? 

Mtr.  Yescertam;  I will  out  again. 

Ptn.  We  arc  for  ye.  Sir ; we  arc  your  fervants  once  more ; 
Once  more  we’ll  feek  our  fortune  in  ftrange  Countries ; 
Ours  is  too  fcornfnl  for  us. 

Bel.  Is  there  ne’re  a Land 

That  ye  have  read,  or  heard  of,  (for  I care  not  how  far  it  be. 
Nor  under  what  peftiferous  Star  it  lies) 

A happy  Kingdom  where  there  are  no  W^omcn  i* 

Nor  have  been  ever  ? Nor  no  mention 

Of  any  fuch  lewd  things,  with  lewder  qualities  ? 

For  thither  would  I Travel ; where  ’tis  Felony 
Toconfefs  he  had  a Mother:  a Miftris,  Treafon. 

LaCafi.  Are  you  for  Travel  too  ? 

Bel.  For  any  thing; 

For  living  in  the  Moon,  and  flopping  hedges, 

E’re  I flay  here  to  be  abus’d,  and  baffl’d.  (Daughters ; 

Nan.  Why  d id  ye  not  break  your  minds  to  me.^they  are  my 
And  fure  I think  I fhould  have  that  command  over  ’em. 

To  fee  ’em  well  beftow’d : 1 know  yc  are  Gentlemen, 

Men  of  fair  Parts  and  States ; I know  your  Parents ; 

And  had  ye  told  me  of  your  fair  Affedions 

Make  but  one  tryal  more ; and  let  me  fecond  yc. 

Bel.  No  Tie  make  Hob-nails  flrft,  and  mend  old  Kettles : 
Can  ye  lend  me  an  Armour  of  high  proof,  to  appear  in. 

And  tw’o  or  three  Field-pieces  to  defend  me  ? 

The  Kings  Guard  are  meer  Pigmeys. 

Nant . They  will  not  eat  ye. 

Bel.  Yes,  and  you  too,  and  twenty  fatter  Monfieurs, 
Iftheir  high  ftomachs  hold  :they  came  withChopping-knives, 
To  cut  me  into  Rands,  and  Sirloins,  and  fo  powder  me. 
Come,  fhall  we  go 

T^nt.  You  cannot  be  fo  difcourtcous 
(If  ye  intend  to  go)  as  not  to  vifit  ’em, 

And  take  your  leaves. 

Mir.  That  we  dare  do,  and  civilly, 

And  thank  ’em  too. 

Pin.  Yes,  Sir,  we  know  that  honcfty. 

Bel.  Tie  come  i’th’  Rear,  forty  foot  off.  Tie  affure  ye. 

With 
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With  a good  Gun  in  my  hand  •,  I’Je  no  more  Amaions, 

I mean,no  more  of  their  frights ; Tie  make  ray  three  legs 
Kifs  my  hand  twice  ; and  if  I fmell  no  danger  \ 
Iftheenterview  be  clear,  maybe  Tie  fpeaktohcr  ; 

I’Je  .wear  a privy  coat  too  •,  and  behind  me, 

To  make  thofe  parts  fecure,  a Bandog. 
la  Cafl.  You  are  a merry  Gentleman. 

'Bel.  A wary  Gentleman  ^ 1 do  aflure  ye, 

1 have  been  warn’d,  and  muft  be  arm’d. 
la  Caft.  Well , Son, 

Thefe  are  your  hafty  thoughts,  when  I fee  you  are  bent  to  it, 
Then  Tie  believe,  and  joyn  with  ye  j So  we’ll  leave  ye : ^ 

There’s  a Trick  will  make  ye  ftay. 

Nam.  I hope  fo.  [ Excnm. 

Mtr.\Mc  have  won  immortal  Fame  now,  if  we  leave  ’em. 
Bin.  You  have,  but  we  have  loft. 

Mir.  Pinacy  thou  art  cozen’d 
I know  they  love  ye  •,  and  to  gain  ye  handfomly. 

Not  to  be  thought  to  yield,  they  would  give  millions  5 
Their  Fathers  willingnefs,  that  muft  needs  Ihew  ye. 

Pin.  If  I thought  fo.  ^ 

Mir.  Yeifiall  be  hang’d,  ye  Recreant, 

Would  ye  turn  Renegado  now  ? 

Bel.  No  let’s  away.  Boys, 

Out  of  the  Air,  and  tumult  of  their  Villanies  ^ 

Though  I were  married  to  that  Grafhopper,  (me. 

And  had  her  faft  by  th’legs  I Ihould  think  Ihe  would  cozen 

Enter  a young  PaPlor. 

Fac.  Monfieur  Mirabel.,  I take  it  ? 

CMir.  Y’are  i’th’  right,  Sir.  (Fathers, 

Fac.  I am  come  to  feek  ye.  Sir  •,  I have  been  at  your 
And  underftanding  you  were  here. 

Mir.  Ye  are  welcom ; 

May  I crave  your  name  ? 

Fac.  Fofs.,  Sir,  and  your  lervant ; 

That  you  may  know  me  better  •,  I am  Fador 
To  your  old  Merchant,  Leverdure. 
iMtr.  How  do’s  he.^ 

Fac.  Well, Sir,  I hope:  he  is  now  at 
About  fome  bufinefs. 

Mir.  You  are  once  more  welcom. 

Your  Mafter’s  a right  honeft  man  •,  and  one 
I am  much  beholding  to,  and  muft  very  Ihortly 
Trouble  his  love  again. 

Fac.  You  may  be  bold.  Sir. 

Mtr,  Y our  bullnefs  if  you  pleafe  now  ? 

Fac.  This  it  is.  Sir, 

I know  ye  well  remember  in  your  travel 
A Genoa  Merchant. 

Mir.  I remember  many. 

Fac.  But  this  man.  Sir,  particulary  •,  your  own  benefit 
Muft  needs  imprint  him  in  ye  .•  one  Jlberto ; 

A Gentleman  you  fav’d  from  being  Murther’d 
A little  from  Bollonia^ 

I was  then  my  felf  in  Italie.,  and  fuppli’d  ye. 

Though  haply,  you  have  forgot  me  now. 

Mir.  No,  I remember  ye. 

And  that  Alberto  too  : a noble  Gentleman : 

More  to  remember,  were  to  thank  my  felf,  Sir. 

What  of  that  Gentleman  ? 

Fac.  He  is  dead. 

Mir.  1 am  forty. 

Fac.  But  on  his  death-bed,  leaving  to  his  Sifter 
All  thathchad,befide  fome  certain  Jewels, 

Which  with  a Ceremony,he  bequeath’d  to  you^ 

In  gratefull  memory  : he  commanded  ftridly 
His  Sifter,  as  fhe  lov’d  him  and  his  peace. 

To  fee  thofe  Jewels  fafe,  and  true  deliver’d  -, 

And  with  them,  his  laft  love.  She,  as  tender 
Toobfervehis  will,nottrun:ing friend,  norfervant, 

With  fuch  a weight,  is  come  her  felf  to  Paris., 

And  at  my  Mafters  houle. 

^JMir.  You  tell  me  a wonder. 


¥5  : 

Fac.l  tell  ye  a truth.  Sir ; She  is  young,  and  handfom 
And  well  attended  : of  much  State,  and  Riches  •,  ' 

So  loving,  and  obedient  to  her  Brother  •, 

That  on  my  conftience,  if  he  had  given  her  alfoj 
She  would  moft  willingly  have  made  her  tender. 

Mir.  May  not  I fee  her  ? 

Fac.  She  defires  it  heartily. 

Mir.  And  prcfently  s’ 

Fac.  She  is  now  about  fome  bufinefs. 

Faffing  accompts  of  fome  few  debts  here  owing, 

And  buying  Jewels  of  a Merchant. 

Mir.  Is  file  wealthie. 

Fac.  I would  ye  had  her.  Sir,  at  all  adventure, 

Her  Brother  had  a main  State. 

Mir.  And  fair  too.^ 

Fac.  The  prime  of  all  thofe  parts  of  Italie^ 

For  beautic,  and  for  Courtefie. 

Mir.  I muft  needs  fee  her. 

F ^zc.’Tis  ail  her  bufinefs,Sir.  Ye  may  now  fee  hetj 
But  to  morrow  will  be  fitter  for  your  vifitation  j 
For  file  is  not  yet  prepared. 

Mr.  Only,  her  fight.  Sir  ^ 

And  when  you  ffiall  think  fit  for  further  vifit. 

Fac.  Sir,  ye  may  lecher  •,  and  I’le  wait  your  coming. 

Mtr.  And  I’le  be  with  ye  inftantly.  I know  the  houfe, 
Mean  time,  my  love,  and  thanks,  Sir. 

Fac.  Your  poor  Servant, Alberto. 

Pm.  Thou  haft  the  ftrangeft  Luck  ; what  was  that  ? 

Mir.  An  honeft  noble  Merchant,  ’twas  my  chance 
To  refeue  from  fome  rogues  had  almoft  flain  him ; 

And  he  in  kindnefs  to  remember  this. 

Bel.  Now  we  ffiall  have  you. 

For  all  your  proteftations,and  your  forwardneft, 

Find  out  ftrange  fortunes  in  this  Ladies  eyes, 

And  new  enticements  to  put  off  your  journey ; 

And  who  ffiall  have  honour  then  ? 

Mtr.  No,  no,  never  fear  it  .• 

I miift  needs  fee  her,  to  receive  my  Legacy. 

5f/.lf  it  be  ty’d  up  in  her  Imock, heaven  help  thee: 

May  not  we  fee  too  ? 

Mtr,  Yes,  afore  we  go; 

I muft  be  known  my  felf  e’re  I be  able 

To  make  thee  welcom : wouldft  thou  fee  more  women  ? 

I tliought  you  had  been  out  of  love  with  all. 

Bel.  I may  be, 

I find  that,  with  the  Jeaft  encouragement : 

Yet  I defire  to  lee  whether  all  Countries 
Are  naturally  polTefs’d  with  the  fame  fpirits  •, 

For  if  they  be,  I’le  take  a Monaftery, 

And  never  travel ; for  I had  rather  be  a Frier, 

And  live  mew’d  up,  than  be  a fool,  and  flouted. 

yTY/V.  Well, well, I’le  meet  ye  anon-,thentell  you  more,boy§ ; 
How  e’er  ftand  prepar’d,  preft  for  our  journey  ; 

For  certain, we  ffiall  go, I think,when  I havefeen  herj 
And  view’d  her  well. 

Pin.  Go,  go,  and  we’ll  wait  for  ye  ; 

Your  fortune  direefts  ours. 

Bel.  You  ffiall  find  us  i’th’  Tavern, 

Lamenting  in  Sack  and  Sugar  for  our  lofies  v 
If  file  be  right  Italian,  and  want  fervants, 

You  may  prefer  the  propereft  man. 

How  I could  worry  a woman  now  ? 

Pin.  Come,  come,  leave  prating; 

Ye  may  have  enough  to  do,  without  this  boaftiug. 

lE.t:iUnt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Lugier,  de-Gard,  Rofalu.  and  Lelia. 

L.ug.  This  is  the  laft  adventure. 
de-Ga.  And  the  happieft. 

As  we  hope  too. 

Rof.  We  ffiould  be  glad  to  find  it. 

Lei.  Who  ffiall  condud  us  thither  ? 

Luz.  Your  man  is  ready, 

Q o 0 2 
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For  I mufi:  not  be  feeh  j no,  nor  this  Gentleman  •, 

That  may  beget  fufpicion  .*  all  the  reft 

Are  people  of  no  doubt  •,  I would  have  ye,  Ladies, 

Keep  your  old  liberties,  and  as  we  inftruft  ye : 

Come,  look  not  pale  •,  you  lhall  not  lofe  your  wilhes 

Nor  beg ’em  neither ; but  be  your  felves,  and  happy. 

1 tell  ye  true,  I cannot  hold  ofTlonger, 

Nor  givemo  more  hard  language. 
de-(^a.  You  (hall  not  need. 

Rof.  I love  the  Gentleman,  and  mufl:  now  fnow  it  *, 

Shall  I beat  a proper  man  out  of  heart  ? 

Lh£.  There’s  none  advifes  ye. 

Ld.  ’Faith  I repent  me  too. 

Lug.  Repent,  and  fpoil  all, 

Tell  what  ye  know,  ye  had  bell:. 

Ld.  Tie  tell  what  I think  •, 

For  if  he  ask  me  now,  if  I can  love  him. 

Tic  tell  him  yes,  I can  ; The  man’s  a kind  man  •, 

And  out  of  his  true  honefty  affedts  me  ^ 

Although  he  plaid  the  fool,  which  I requited*, 

Mull  I Itill  hold  him  at  the  Raves  end  ? 

Lug.  f ou  are  two  ftrange  women. 

Rof.  U'emay  be,  ifwefool  ftill. 

Lug.  Dare  ye  believe  me 

Follow  but  this  advice  1 have  let  you  in  now, 

And  if  ye  lofe  : would  ye  yield  now  fo  bafely  ? 

Give  up  without  your  honours  faved  f 
ce  Card.  Fic,  Ladies. 

Perferve  your  freedom  flill. 

Lei.  Well,  well,  for  this  time. 

Lu7.  .And  carry  that  full  Rate. 

Rof.  That’s  as  the  wind  Rands : 

If  it  begin  to  chop  about,  and  fcant  us  *, 

Hang  me,  but  I know  what  I’lc  do ; comedircdl  us, 

1 make  no  doubt,  we  (hall  do  handfomly. 

de-Ga.  Some  part  o’th’  way  we’ll  wait  upon  ye,  Ladies ; 
The  icR  your  man  fupplies. 

Lug.  Dowell,  Tie  honour  ye.  {^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Eater  F.idor.,  and  Mirabel,  Oriana,  and  two 
teller  chants. 

Fac.  Look  ye.  Sir,  there  (he  is,  you  fee  how  bufie  *, 
Methinksyou  arc  infinitely  bound  to  her,  for  her  journey. 
Mir.  Howglorioudy  fl)e(hews.'  She  is  a tall  woman. 

Fac.  Ofa  fair  Size,  Sir.  My  MaRer  not  being  at  home, 

1 have  been  fo  out  of  my  wits,  to  get  her  company ; 

1 mean.  Sir,  ofher  own  fair  fex,  andfalhion. 

Af>r.  Afar  ofij  fne  is  moR  fair  too. 

Fac.  Near,  moR  Excellent. 

At  length,  I have  entreated  two  fair  Ladies, 

And  happily  you  know  ’em .-  the  young  Daughters 

Of  Monfieur  Nantolet. 

Mir.  I know  ’em  well,  Sir. 

What  are  thofe?  Jewels.^ 

Fac.  All. 

ALr.  They  make  a rich  fnew  ? 

Fac.  There  is  a matter  of  ten  thoufand  pounds  too 

V.\’as  owing  here  : you  fee  thofe  Merchants  with  her  *, 

They  have  brought  it  in  now. 

Mir.  How  handfomly  her  (hape  (hews  ? 

Fac.  Thofe  are  Rill  neat : your  Italians  are  moR  curious : 
Now  (lie  looks  this  way. 

Mtr.  She  has  a goodly  prefence. 

How  full  of  courtefie  ? Well,  Sir,  I’le  leave  ye, 

And  if  I may  be  bold  to  bring  a friend  or  two  j 

Good  noble  Gentlemen. 

Fac.  No  doubt,  ye  may.  Sir. 

For  you  have  moR  command. 

Mir.  I have  feen  a wonder.  t Etdt, 

On.  Is  he  gone  ? 

Fac.  Yes. 

Ori.  How? 

Fac.  Taken  to  the  utraoR, 

?A  wonder  dwells  about  him. 

• Ori.  He  did  not  guefs  at  me  ? \ 

Fac.  Np,  befecure;  ye  (hew  another  woman. 

He  is  gone  to  fetch  his  friends.  " ’ ' ' 

On.  Where  are  the  Gentlewomen 

Fac.  Here,  here,  now  they  are  come, 

Sit  Rill,  and  let  them  fee  ye.  > > 

Enter  Rofalure,  Lelia,  Servant.  [ 

Rof.  Pray  ye,  where’s  my  friend.  Sir?  ( woman 

Fac.  She  is  within.  Ladies,  but  here’s  another  Gentler’ 
A Rranger  to  this  T own-.-  fo  pleafe  you  vifit  her,  ■ 

’Twill  be  well  taken.  I 

Ld.  WTiere  is  (he  ? 

Fac.  There,  above.  Ladies.  ^ 

Ser.  ’Blefsme:  what  thing  is  this  ? two  Pinaclcs 

Upon  her  pate ! Is’t  not  a gl^e  to  catch'Wood-cocks? 

Rof.  Peace,  ye  rude  knave. 

Ser.  What  a bouncing  Bum  Rie  has  too  ? 

There’s  Sail  enough  for  a Carrack. 

Rof.  What  is  this  Lady  > 

For  as  I live,  (he’s  a goodly  woman. 

Fac.  Ghels,  ghefs. 

Ld.  I have  not  feen  a nobler  Prefence.  (pence,. 

Ser.  ’TisaluRiewench:  now  could  I (pend  my  forty- 
With  all  my  heart,  to  have  but  one  fling  at  her  \ \ 

To  give  her  but  a walking  blow. 

Ld.  Ye  Rafcal.  (enough, 

Ser.  I that’s  all  a man  has,  for’s  good  will : ’twill  be  long 
Before  ye  cry  come  ey^nthonie,  and  kifs  me. 

Lei.  Tie  have  ye  whipt. 

Rof  Has  my  friend  feen  this  Lady  ? 

Fac.  Yes,  yes,  and  Is  well  known  to  her. 

Roj.  1 much  admire  her  Prefcncc. 

Lei.  So  do  I too  .* 

For  I protcR,  (he  is  the  handfomeR, 

The  rarcR,  and  the  newcR  to  mine  eye 

That  ever  I faw  yet. 

Rof.  I long  to  know  her  *, 

My  friend  (hall  do  that  kindnefs. 

Ori.  So  (he  lhall  Ladies, 

Come,  pray  ye  come  up. 

Rof  0 me. 

Lei.  Hang  me  if  I knew  her  : 

Were  I a man  my  felf,  I (hould  now  love  ye ; 

Nay,  I Riould  doat. 

Roj.  I dare  not  truR  mine  eyes  *, 

For  as  1 live  ye  are  the  RrangeR  alter’d, 

I muR  come  up  to  know  the  truth. 

Ser.  So  muR  I,  Lady^ 

For  I am  a kind  of  unbeliever  too. 

Lei.  Get  ye  gone,  Sirrah  *, 

And  what  yc  have  feen,  be  fecret  in ; you  are  paid  clfc. 

No  more  of  your  long  tongue. 

Fac.  Will  ye  go  in  Ladies, 

And  talk  with  her  ? Thefe  venturers  will  come  Rraight : 
Away  with  this  fellow. 

Ld.  There,  Sirrah,  go,  difport  ye. 

Ser.  I would  the  trunk-hos’d-woman  would  go  with  me. 

C Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Mirabel,  Pinac,  Belleur. 

Pin.  Is  (he  fo  glorious  handfora  ? 

Mir.  You  would  wonder: 

Our  Women  look  likeGipfies,  like  Gills  to  her : 

Their  Clothes  and  faRiions  bcggerly,  and  Bankrupt  .* 

Bale,  old,  and  (curvy. 

Bel.  How  looks  her  face  ? 

Mir.  MoR  heavenly; 

And  the  becoming-motion  of  her  bodie 

So  fets  her  off. 

Bel. 
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3el.  Why  then  weftiall  ftay.  , ' 

Mir.  Pardon  me : . . ■. 

That’s  more  than  I know : if  Ihe  bethat  woman,  . 'A 

She  appears  to  be.  . j 

Bel.  As  ’tis  impoflible. 

Mir.  I fhalltheniellyemore.  \ 

Pm.  Didyefpeak  to  her.?  i .V  A 

Mir.  No,  no,  I only  faw  her.-  She  was  buhe  : A 

Now  I go  for  that  end  : and  mark  her.  Gentlemen, 
Iflheappear:nottoye  one  oftheiweeteft,  i d j 
The  li^fomeftjlthe'feirefi:  in  behaviour:  * . (her, 
We  lhall  meet  the  two  wenches  there  too, they  come  to  vifit 
To  wonder,  as  we  do.  .1  S nl  A.. 

Tin.  Then  we  lhall  meet ’em,')  ’ : f 

Bd..  I had  rather meet  two  Bears.;.  ; ^ .TvmJo. 

MV. There  you  may  take  your  leaves, difpatcbthatbftiChefs, 
And  as  ye  find  their  humours.  ' ' i.'jO  .vu 

Pin.  Is  your  love  thete too/ . ^ A v A ‘ r rn  v A . 

Mir.  No  certain,  Ihe  has  no  great  heart  to  fet  out  again. 
This  is  the  houfe,  I’le  ufher  ye. 

Bel.  I’le  blefs  me,  , . ' 

And  take  a good  heart  if  I can. 

fJMir.  Come,  nobly.  {^Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Factory  Rofalure,  Lelia,  Oriana. 

Fac.  They  are  come  in : Sit  you  two  ofl^  as  Itrangers, 
There  Lad ie:  where’s  the  boy .?  be  read ie.  Sirrah, 

And  clear  your  Pipes, the  Mufick  now : they  enter.  [_Mi/fick. 

Enter  Mirabel,  Pinac,  and  Belleur. 

Pi.  What  a ftate  (he  keeps ! how  far  off  they  fit  from  her  I 
How  rich  Ihe  is  I I marry,  this  Ihews  bravely. 

Bel.  She  is  a lufty  wench .-  and  may  allure  a good  man. 
But  if  Ihe  have  a tongue,  I’le  not  give  two  pence  for  her  : 
There  fits  my  Fury : how  I Ihake  to  fee  her ! 

Eac^  Madam,  this  is  the  Gentleman.  - 
Mir.  How  fweet  Ihe  killes  1 
She  has  a Spring  dwells  on  her  lips  ,*  a paradife : 

This  is  the  Legacie. 

SONG. 

From  the  honor'*d  dead  I bring 
Thus  his  love  and  lajt  offring. 

Take  it  nobly y ^tis  your  dnoy 
From  a friendjhip  ever  true. 

From  a faith  &c. 

Ori.  Moff  noble  Sir, 

This  from  my  now  dead  Brother,  as  his  love. 

And  grateful!  memory  of  your  great  benefit : 

From  me  my  thanks,  my  willies,  and  my  fervice. 

Till  I am  more  acquainted  I am  filent. 

Only  I dare  fay  this,  you  are  truly  noble. 

Mir.  Whatlhould  I think? 

Pin.  Think  ye  have  a handfom  fortune. 

Would  1 had  fuch  another. 

Rof.  Ye  are  well  met  Gentlemen, 

We  hear  ye  are  for  travel  ? 

Pin.  Ye  hear  true,  Ladie, 

And  come  to  take  our  leaves. 

Lei.  We’ll  along  with  ye. 

We  fee  you  are  grown  fo  witty  by  your  Journey, 

We  cannot  choofe  but  ftep  out  too  This  Lady 
We  mean  to  wait  upon  as  far  as  Italy 
Bel.  I’ll  travel  into  lY^?/fj,amongff;  the  mountains*, 

I hope  they  cannot  find  me. 

Rof  If  you  go  further  *, 

So  good,  and  free  fociety  we  hold  ye. 

We’ll  jog  along  too. 

Pin.  Are  ye  lo  valiant  Lady  ? 

Lei.  And  we’ll  be  merry,  Sir,  and  laugh.- 


We’ll  go  by  Sea. 

Lei.  Why  ’tis  the  only  voyage ; 

I love  a Sea- voyage,  and  a blultring  tempeff  • i 

And  let  all  fplit.  ’ | 

Pin.  This  is  a dainty  Damofel  .- 
, I think  ’twill  tame  ye : can  ye  ride  poft  ? 

Lei.  O excellently : I am  never  weary  that  way  .- 
A hundred  mile  a day  is  nothing  with  me. 

! Bel.  I’le  travel  under  ground : do  yon  hear  (fweet  Lady 
1 find  It  will  be  dangerous  for  a woman,  > ■'*' 

Rof  No  danger, Sir,I  warrant-,  I love  to- lie  under. 

Bel.  I fee  Ihe  will  abufe  me  all  the  world  over : " 

^ But  fay  we  pals  through  Germany y and  drink  hard  f 

Rof  We’ll  learn  to  drink  and  fwagger  too.  ' 

Bel.  She’l  beat  me.  ' V 

Lady,  I’le  live  at  home.  ii  ji  A .v 

Rof  And  rie  live  with  thee^  ' - ' •' 

And  we’ll  keep  houfe  together. 

Bel.  rie  keep  hounds  firfl; 

And  thofe  I hate  right  heartily. 

Ptn.  I go  for  Turkyy 
And  fo  it  may  be  up  into  Perfia. 

Lel.We  cannot  know  too  much, fie  travel  with  ye. 

Pin.  And  you’l  abufe  me  ? 

Lei.  Like  enough. 

Pm.  ’Tis  dainty. 

Bel.  I will  live  in  a bawdy-houle. 

Rof  I dare  come  to  ye. 

Bel.  Say,  I am  difpos’d  to  hang  my  leJf  ? 

Rof  There  I’le  leave  ye. 

Bel.  I am  glad  I know  how  to  avoid  ye. 

Mir.  May  I fpeak  yet  ? 

Fac.  She  beckons  to  ye. 

Mir.  Lady,  I could  wilh,  I knew  to  recompence,' 

Even  with  the  fervice  of  my  life,  thofe  pains. 

And  thofe  high  favours  you  have  thrown  upon  me  5 

Till  I be  more  defertful  in  your  eye 

And  till  my  duty  fhall  make  known  I honour  ye ; 

Noblefl:  of  women,  do  me  but  this  favour, 

To  accept  this  back  again,  as  a poor  teftimony. 

Ori.  I muff  have  you  too  with  ’em  ; elfe  the  willj 
That  fays  they  muff  reft  with  ye,  is  infring’d,  Sir ; 

Which  pardon  me,  I dare  not  do.  . 

I Mtr.  Take  me  then  -, 

And  take  me  with  the  trueft  love. 

On.  ’Tis  certain. 

My  Brother  lov’d  ye  dearly,  and  I ought  - 
As  dearly  to  preferve  that  love.  But,  Sir, 

Though  I were  willing  , thefe  are  but  your  Ceremonies. 

Mtr.  As  I have  life,  1 (peak  my  foul. 

Ori.  I like  ye. 

But  how  you  can  like  me,  without  I have  Teftimony, 

A Stranger  to  ye. 

fjMir.  rie  marry  ye  immediately, 

A fair  State  I dare  promife  ye. 

Bel.  Yet  Ihe’Ilcouzen  thee. 

Ori.  Would  fome  fair  Gentleman  durft  promife  for  ye. 
eJldir.  By  all  that’s  good. 

Enter  La-Caftre,  Nantolet,  Lugier,  & de-Gard. 

All.  And  we’ll  make  up  the  reft.  Lady. 

Ori.  Then  Oriana  takes  ye ; nay,  Ihe  has  caught  ye  j 
If  ye  ftart  now  let  all  the  world  cry  lhame  on  ye  : 

I have  out  travell’d  ye. 

Bel.  Did  not  I fay  Ihe  would  cheat  thee  f 
Mtr.  1 thank  ye,  lam  pleas’d,  ye  have  deceiv’d  me  5 — 
And  willingly  I fwallow  it,  and  joy  in’t ; 

And  yet  perhaps  1 know  ye  : whole  plot  was  this .? 

Lag.  He  is  not  alham’d  that  call  it : he  that  executed, 
Followed  your  Fathers  will. 

What  a world’s  this,nothing  but  craft, and  cozenage.? 
Ori.  Who  begun.  Sir?  , 

Mr.  Well:  I do  take  thee  upon  meet  Companion  *, 

And  1 
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And  1 do  think,  1 fhall  love  thee.  As  a Teftimony, 
rie  burn  my  book,  and  turn  a new  leaf  over, 

Butthefe  fine  clothes  you  lhall  wear  ftill. 

Ori.  I obey  you,  Sir,  in  all.  ( Gentlemen  ? 

Nam.  And  how ! how,  daughters ! what  fay  you  to  thefe 
What  fay  ye,  Gentlemen,  to  the  Girles  ? 

Pen.  By  my  troth if  ihe  can  love  me. 

Lei.  How  long  ? 

Tin.  Nay,  if  once  y«  love. 

Lei.  Then  take  me. 

And  take  your  chance. 

Pin.  Moft  willingly,  ye  are  mine,  Lady; 

And  if  I ufe  ye  not,  that  ye  may  love  me. 

Lei.  A Match  i’ faith. 

Pin.  Why  now  ye  travel  with  me. 

Rof.  How  that  thing  Hands ! 

Bel.  It  will  if  ye  urge  it. 

’Blefs  your  five  wits. 


Rof.  Nay,  ’prethee  flay.  Tie  have  thee. 

Bel.  You  mufl  ask  me  leave  firfl. 

Rof.  Wilt  thou  ufe  me  kindly ; 

And  beat  me  but  once  a week 
'Bel.  If  ye  deferve  no  more.  ) 

Rof  And  wilt  thou  get  me  with  child  ? 

Bel.  Doll  thou  ask  me  ferioufly  ? 

Rof  Yes  indeed  do  I. 

Bel.  Yes,  I will  get  thee  with  child : come  prefently, 
And ’t  be  but  in  revenge.  Tie  do  thee  that  courtefie. 

Well,  if  thou  wilt  fear  God,  and  me*,  have  at  thee. 

Rof  rie  love  ye,  and  Tie  honour  ye. 

Bel.  lam  pleas’d  then.  (fides. 

Mr.  This  Wild-Goofe  Chafe  is  done,  we  have  won  o’  both 
Brother,  your  love : and  now  to  Church  of  all  hands*, 

Let’s  lofe  no  time. 

Pin.  Our  travelling,  lay  by. 

Bel.  Nomorefor /r</y*,fortheZo»v-Cb;/;?mVx.  [,Exeum. 
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Perlbns  Reprefcntcd  in  the  Play. 


A]phonfo,  King  <?/Naples,eWer  Brother  Frederick. 
Frederick,  unnatural  and  libidinous  Brother  to 
Alphonfo,  and  ufurper  of  his  Kingdom. 

Sorano,  a Lord^  Brother  to  Evanthe,  Frederick’/ 
wielded  injirument. 

Valerio,  a noble  young  Lord^  fervant  to  Evanthe. 
Camillo,  ^ 

CIeanthes,C/^rec  honefi  Court  Lords. 

Menallo,  ) 

Rugio,  an  honefi  tord^  friend  to  Alphonfo. 

Marco,  a Frier,  Alphonfo'/  friend. 

Podramo,  a necejfary  creature  to  Sorano. 

Graces  other  Aiafquers, 

Tonie,  Frederick’/  Knavifij  fool. 

Caftruccio,  Captain  of  the  Cittadel,  an  honefi  man. 


Citizens. 

Lavpyer. 

Phyfician. 

Captain. 

Cut-pur fe. 

Fool. 

Attendants. 
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^een.  Wife  to  Frederick,  a vertuous  Lady, 
Evanthe,  Sifter  to  Sorano, chafte  Wife  <>/ Valerio, 
or  a Wife  for  a Month. 

Caflandra,  an  old  Bavpd, Waiting-woman  toKvaiiths, 
Ladies. 

City-Wives, 


The  Scene  Naples. 


The  principal  Aftors  were^ 

Jofefih  Taylor. 

j r Robert  Benfield, 

Richard  Rohinfon. 

H John  ZJndern^ood. 

Nicholas  Toolie. 

\ [George  Birch, 

(^&us  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 


Enter  King  Frederick,  Sorano,  Valerio,  Camillo, 
Cleanthes,  Menallo,  and  Attendants. 


W' 


Sdr.lF  IMT  Tr*l  LL  your  Grace  fpeak? 

Fre.  Let  me  alone,  Soram, 
Although  my  thoughts  feem  fad,they 
(are  welcome  to  me. 

Sor.  You  know  I am  private  as  your  fecret  wilhes, 

Ready  to  fling  my  foul  upon  your  fervice, 

E’re  your  contmand  be  on’t. 

Fre.  Bid  thofe  depart, 

Sor.  You  mult  retire  my  Lords. 

Cam.  What  new  defign  is  hammering  in  his  head  now  ? 


Cle.  Let’s  pray  heartily 

None  of  our  heads  meet  with  it,  my  Wife’s  old. 

That’s  all  my  comfort. 

Men.  Mine’s  ugly,  that  I am  fure  on, 

And  I think  honell  too,  ’twould  make  me  flartelfe. 

Cam.  Mine’s  troubled  in  the  Country  with  a Feaver, 

And  fome  few  infirmities  elfe ; he  looks  again. 

Come  let’s  retire,  certain  ’tis  fome  flie-bulinefs, 

This  new  Lard  is  imployed. 

Fal.  rie  not  be  far  off,  becaufe  I doubt  the  caufe.  [_Ex. 
Fre.  Are  they  all  gone? 

Sor.  All  but  your  faithful  Servant, 

Fre.  I would  Cell  thee, 

. ^ 
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But  ’tis  a thing  thou  canft  not  like.  _ (Sir : 

Sor.  Pray  ye  fpeak  it , is  it  my  head  ? I have  it  ready  for  ye, 
Is’t  any  adlion  in  my  power?  my  wit? 

I car  e not  of  what  nature,  nor  w hat  follows. 

Fre.  1 am  in  love. 

Sor.  That’s  the  leafl:  thing  of  a thoufand, 

Theeaficft  toatchieve. 

Fre.  But  with  whom,  Serano  ? 

Sor.  With  whom  you  pleafe,  you  imift  not  be  dcny’d,  Sir 
Fred.  Say  it  be  with  one  of  thy  Kinfwomen. 

Sor.  Say  withal, 

I (hall  more  love  your  Grace,  I (hall  more  honour  ye. 

And  would  I had  enough  to  ferve  your  pleafure. 

Fred.  Why ’tis  thy  Sifter  then,  the  fair 
Tie  be  plain  with  thee. 

Sor.  rie  be  as  plain  with  you.  Sir, 

She  brought  not  her  perfeiftions  to  the  world, 

To  lock  them  in  a cafe,  or  hang  ’em  by  her. 

The  ufe  is  all  fhe  breeds ’em  for,  (he  is  yours,  Sir. 

Fred.  Doft  thou  mean  ferioufly  ? 

Sor.  1 mean  my  Sifter, 

And  if  I had  a dozen  more,  they  were  all  yours 
Some  Aunts  1 have,  they  have  been  handfome  W’omcn, 

My  Mother’s  dead  indeed,  and  fome  few  Coufins 
That  are  now  (hooting  up,  we  (hall  fee  (hortly. 

Fred.  No,  Ws  Evanthe. 

Sor.  I have  fcnt  my  man  unto  her. 

Upon  fome  budncfs  to  come  prefcntly 
Hither,  (he  (hall  come ; your  Grace  dare  fpeak  unto  her  ? 
Large  golden  promifes,  and  fweet  language.  Sir, 

You  know  what  they  work,  fhe  is  a complcat  Courtier, 
Bcfidcs  Tie  fet  in. 

Fred.  She  waits  upon  my  Queen, 

What  jcaloufic  and  anger  may  arifc, 

Incenfi.ng  her  ? 

Sor.  You  have  a good  fweet  Lady, 

A Woman  of  fo  even  and  (till  a tem^r. 

She  knows  not  anger  •,  fay  (he  were  a fury, 

I I had  thought  you  had  been  abfolute,  the  great  King, 

The  fountain  of  all  honours,  plays  and  pleafures. 

Your  will  and  your  commands  unbounded  alfo  •, 

Go  get  a pair  of  Beads  and  learn  to  pray.  Sir. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  your  fervant  ftayes. 

Sor.  Bid  him  come  hither,  and  bring  the  Lady  with  him. 
Fred.  1 will  woo  her. 

And  either  lofe  my  felf,  or  win  her  favour. 

Sor.  She  is  coming  in. 

Fred.  Thy  eyes  (hoot  through  the  door. 

They  are  fo  piercing,  that  the  beams  they  dart 
Give  new  light  to  the  room. 

Enter  Podramo  and  Evanthe. 

Evan.  Whither  doft  thou  go  ? 

This  is  the  Kings  fide,  and  his  private  lodgings. 

What  bufinefs  have  1 here  ? 

Pod.  My  Lord  fent  for  yc. 

Evan.  His  lodgings  are  below,  you  are  miftaken. 

We  left  them  at  the  ftair-foot. 

Pod.  Good  fweet  Madam, 

Evan.  lamnoCounfellor,  nor  important  Sutor, 

Nor  have  no  private  bufinefs  through  thefe  Chambers, 

To  feek  him  this  way,  o’  my  life  thou  art  drunk. 

Or  worfe  than  drunk,  hir’d  to  convey  me  hither 
To  fome  bafe  end  •,  now  1 look  on  thee  better. 

Thou  haft  a bawdy  face,  and  1 abhor  thee, 

A bcaftly  bawdy  face.  Tie  go  no  further. 

Sor.  Nay  (brink  not  back,  indeed  you  (hall  good  Sifter, 
Why  do  you  blu(h  ? the  good  King  will  not  hurt  ye. 

He  honours  ye,  and  loves  ye. 

Evan.  Is  this  the  bufinefs? 

Sor.  Yes, and  the  beft  you  ever  will  arrive  at  if  you  be  wife. 
£van.  My  Father  was  no  bawd,  Sir, 


Nor  of  that  worfhipful  ftock  as  1 remember. 

Sor.  Your  are  a Fool. 

Evan.  You  are  that  1 (hame  to  tell  ye. 

Fred.  Gentle  Evanthe. 

Evan.  The  gracious  Queen,  Sir, 

Is  well  and  merry.  Heaven  be  thanked  for  it. 

And  as  I think  (he  waits  you  in  the  Garden. 

Fre.  Let  her  wait  there,  I talk  not  of  her  Garden, 

I talk  of  thee  fweet  Flower. 

Evan.  Your  Grace  is  pleafant, 

To  miftake  a Nettle  for  a Rofe. 

Fre.  No  Rofe,  nor  Lilly,  nor  no  glorious  Hyacinth 
Arc  ol  that  fweetnefs,  whitenefs,  tendernefs, 

Softnefs,  and  fatisfying  bleftednefs 
As  my  Evanthe. 

Evan.  Your  Grace  fpeaks  very  feelingly, 

I would  not  be  a handftjme  wench  in  your  way,  Sir, 

For  a new  Gown. 

Fred.  Thou  art  all  handfomnefs. 

Nature  will  be  alham’d  to  frame  another 

Now  thou  art  made,  thou  haft  rob’d  her  of  her  cunning: 

Each  fcveral  part  about  thee  is  a beauty. 

Sor.  Do  you  hear  this  Sifter  ? 

Evan.  Yes,  unworthy  Brother,  but  all  this  will  not  do. 
Fred.  But  love  Evanthe. 

Thou  (halt  have  more  than  words,  wealth,  cafe, and  honours. 
My  tender  Wench. 

Evan.  Be  tender  of  my  credit. 

And  I (hall  love  you.  Sir,  and  I (hall  honour  ye. 

Fred.  1 love  thee  to  enjoy  thee,  my  Evanthcy 
To  give  thee  the  content  of  love. 

Evan.  Hold,  hold,  Sir,  ye  are  too  fleet, 

I have  forac  bufinefs  this  way,  your  Grace  can  ne’r  content 
Sor.  You  ftubborn  toy. 

Evan.  Good  my  Lord  Bawd  1 thank  ye. 

Fre.  Thou  (halt  not  go  believe  me, fweet  Evanthe, 

So  high  I will  advance  thee  for  this  favour, 

So  rich  and  potent  I will  raile  thy  fortune. 

And  thy  friends  mighty. 

Evan.  Good  your  Grace  be  patient, 

I (hall  make  the  worft  honourable  wench  that  ever  was, 
Shame  your  diferetion,  and  your  choice. 

Fred.  Thou  (halt  not. 

Evan.  Shall  I be  rich  do  you  (ay,  and  glorious. 

And  fhine  above  the  reft,  and  fcorn  all  beauties. 

And  mighty  in  command  ? 

Fred.  Thou  (halt  be  any  thing. 

Eva.  Let  me  be  honeft  too,  and  then  I’le  thank  ye. 

Have  you  not  fuch  a title  to  beftow  too  > 

If  I prove  otherwife,  1 would  know  but  this.  Sir  *, 

Can  all  the  power  you  have  or  all  the  riches. 

But  tye  mens  tongues  up  from  difeourfing  of  me. 

Their  eyes  from  gazing  at  my  glorious  folly. 

Time  that  (hall  come,  from  wondering  at  my  impudence. 
And  they  that  read  my  wanton  life  from  curfes? 

Can  you  do  this  ? have  yc  this  Magick  in  ye  ? 

This  is  not  in  your  power,  though  you  be  a Prince,  Sir, 

No  more  than  evil  is  in  holy  Angels, 

Nor  1,  1 hope : get  wantonnefs  confirm’d 
By  Ad  of  Parliament  an  honefty. 

And  fo  receiv'd  by  all,  I’le  hearken  to  ye. 

Heaven  guide  your  Grace. 

Fred.  Evanthe,  ftay  a little. 

Tie  no  more  wantonnefs.  Tie  marry  thee. 

Evan.  What  (hall  the  Queen  do? 

Fred.  Tie  be  divorced  from  her. 

Eva.  Can  you  tell  why  ? what  has  (he  done  againft  yc  ? 
Has  (he  contrived  a Treafon  ’gainft  your  Perfon  ? 

Abus’d  your  bed  ? does  difobedience  urge  ye  ? 

Fred.  That’s  all  one, ’tis  my  will. 

Evan.  ’Tis  a molt  wicked  one, 

A moft  abfurd  one,  and  will  (how  a Monfter  •, 

F had  rather  be  a W'hore,  and  with  lefs  fin. 

To  your  preflnt  lull,  than  Queen  to  your  injuftice. 

Yours 


Wije  for  a Monet  h. 
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Yours  is  no  love.  Faith  and  Religion  fly  it. 

Nor  has  no  tafte  of  fair  affedion  in  it, 

Some  Hellifh  tlame  abufes  your  fair  body, 

And  Hellifh  furies  blow  it  ^ look  behind  ye, 

Divorce  ye  from  a Woman  of  her  beauty. 

Of  her  integrity,  her  piety  ? 

Her  love  to  you,  to  all  that  honours  ye, 

Her  chafte  and  vertuous  love,  are  thefe  fit  caufes  ? 

What  will  you  do  to  me,  when  I have  cloy’d  ye  ? 

You  may  find  time  out  in  eternity, 

Deceit  and  violence  in  heavenly  Juftice, 

Life  in  the  grave,  and  death  among  the  bleffcd. 

Ere  ftain  or  brack  in  her  fweet  reputation. 

Sor.  You  have  fool’d  enough,be  wife  now,  and  a woman. 
You  have  fiiew’d  a modefty  fufficient. 

If  not  too  much  for  Court. 

Evan.  You  have  fhew’d  an  impudence, 

A more  experienc’d  bawd  would  blufh  and  fhake  at  *, 

You  will  make  my  kindred  mighty. 

Fred.  Prethee  hear  me. 

8van.  I do  Sir,  and  I count  it  a great  offer. 

Fred.  Any  of  thine. 

Evan.  ’Tis  like  enough  you  may  clap  honour  on  them. 
But  how  ’twill  fit,  and  how  men  will  adore  it, 

Is  ftill  the  queltion.  Pie  tell  you  what  they’l  fay, Sir, 

What  the  report  will  be,  and  ’twill  be  true  too, 

And  it  muff:  needs  be  comfort  to  your  Mailer, 

Thefe  are  the  iflues  of  her  impudence ; 

He  tell  your  Grace,  fo  dear  I hold  the  Queen, 

So  dear  that  honour  that  fhe  nursM  me  up  in, 

I would  firft  take  to  me,  for  my  luff,  a Moor, 

One  ofyour  Gally-flaves,  that  cold  and  hunger, 

Decrepit  mifery,  had  made  a mock-man, 

Than  be  your  C^een. 

Fred.  You  arc  bravely  refolute. 

Evan.  I had  rather  be  a Leper,  and  be  fliun’d, 

And  dye  by  pieces,  rot  into  my  grave. 

Leaving  no  memory  behind  to  know  me, 

Than  be  a high  Whore  to  eternity. 

Fre. You  have  another  Gamefter  I perceive  by  yc, 

You  durflnot  flight  meelfe. 

Sor.  rie  find  him  out. 

Though  he  lye  next  thy  heart  hid,  I’ledifcover  him, 

And  ye  proud  peat,  i’le  make  you  curfe  your  infolence. 

Fal.  Tongue  of  an  Angel,  and  the  truth  of  Heaven, 

How  am  I blefl ! {JExu  Val. 

Sor.  Podramo  go  in  hafl 

To  my  Sideis  Gentlewoman,  you  know  her  well. 

And  bid  her  fend  her  Miftris  prefently 
The  lefier  Cabinet  ilie  keeps  her  Letters  in. 

And  fuch  like  toyes,  andbringittomcinftantly.  Away. 
Pod.  I am  gone.  \_Exk. 


Enter  the  Qmen  with  two  Ladies. 

Sor.  The  Queen. 

Fred.  Let’s  quit  the  place,  file  may  grow  jealous. 

{Ex  Frcd.Sorano. 

f^een.  So  fuddenly  departed  ! what’s  the  rcafon  ? 

Dots  my  approach  difpleafe  his  Grace  ? are  my  eyes 
So  hateful  to  him  ? or  my  converfation 
Infeded,  that  he  flics  me.?  Fair  Evanthe^ 

Are  you  there .?  then  I fee  his  lhame. 

Evan.  ’Tis  true.  Madam, 

’Thas  pleas’d  his  goodnefs  to  be  plcafant  with  me. 

Que.  ’Tis  ftrange  to  find  thy  modefty  in  this  place, 

Docs  the  King  offer  fair .?  docs  thy  face  take  him .? 
Ne’rblufh  Svanthe,  ’tis  a very  fwett  one, 

Does  he  rain  gold,  and  precious  promifes 
Into  thy  lap.?  will  he  advance  thy  fortunes .? 

Shalt  thou  be  mighty.  Wench.? 

Evan.  Never  mode.  Madam*, 

’Tis  rather  on  your  part  to  be  lamented, 

At  lead  reveng’d,  1 can  be  mighty  Lady, 

And  glorious  too,  glorious  and  great,  as  you  are. 


Qj^.  He  will  Marry  thee  ? | 

Evan.  Who  would  not  be  a Queen,  Madam .? 

’Tis  true  Evanthe,  ’tis  a brave  ambition, 

A golden  dream,  that  may  delude  a good  mind, 

What  (hall  become  of  me  ? 

Evan.  You  muft  learn  to  pray, 

Your  age  and  honour  will  become  a Nunnery. 

Qae.  Wilt  thou  remember  me .?  {iVeeps. 

Evan.  She  weeps.  Sweet  Lady 
Upon  my  knees  1 ask  your  facred  pardon, 

For  my  rude  boldnefs ; and  know,  my  fweet  Miftris, 

Ife’re  there  w^ere  ambition  in  Evanthe, 

It  was  and  is  to  do  you  faithful  duties ; 

’Tis  true  I have  been  tempted  by  the  King, 

And  with  no  few'  and  potent  charms,  to  wrong  ye^ 

To  violate  the  cha'te  joyes  of  your  bed  ^ 

And  thofe  not  taking  hold,  to  ufurp  your  ftatc  j 
but  file  that  has  been  bred  up  under  ye, 

And  daily  fed  upon  your  vertuous  precepts, 

Sri II  gi'owing  ftroug  by  example  of  your  goodnefs, 

Having  noenant  motion  from  obedience, 

Flycs  fiom  thefe  vanities,  asmeer  illufions  *, 

And  arm’d  wdth  honefty,  defies  all  promifeSi 
In  token  of  this  truth,  I lay  my  life  down 
Under  your  facred  foot,  to  do  you  fervice. 

Rife  my  true  friend,  thou  vertuous  bud  ofbeauty, 
Thou  Viigins  honour,  fwectly  blow  and  flourifii. 

And  that  1 ude  nipping  wdnd,  that  feeks  to  blaft  thee, 

(^r  taint  thy  root,  be, cui  ft  to  all  pofterity; 

To  my  proteUion  from  this  hour  I take  ye, 

Yes,  and  the  King  fhall  know- 

Evan.  Give  his  heat  w'ay,  Madam, 

And  ’twill  go  out  again,  he  may  forget  all.  {Estarnt. 

Fwfer  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  andh\Qr\z\\oi 

Cam.  What  have  we  to  do  with  the  times?  we  cannot  cure 
Let  ’em  go  on,  when  they  are  fwoln  wdth  Surfeits  (’em. 
They’]  burft  and  ftink,  then  all  the  world  fhall  fmclF’emv 
Cle.  A man  may  live  a bawd,  and  be  an  honeft  man. 

Men.  Yes,  and  a wife  man  too, ’tis  a vertuous  calling. 
Cam.  Tohisovm  Wifccfpecially,  ortohisSifterj 
The  nearer  to  his  own  blond,  ftill  the  honefter  y 
fhere  want  fuch  honeft  men,  would  we  had  more  of ’en1< 
Men.  To  be  a villain  is  no  fuch  rude  matter. 

('am.  No,  if  he  be  a neat  one,  and  a perfed, 

Art  makes  all  excellent ; what  is  it.  Gentlemen, 

In  a good  caufe  to  kill  a dozen  Coxcombs, 

That  blunt  rude  fellows  call  good  Patriots  ? 

Nothing,  norne’r  look’d  after. 

Men.  ’Tis  e’en  as  much,  as  eafictoo,as  honeft,  and  as  dear, 
To  ravifh  Matrons,  and  deflower  coy  W’enches, 

But  here  they  arefo  willing,  ’tis  a complement. 

Cle.  To  pull  down  Churches  with  pretenfion 
To  build  ’em  fairer,  may  be  done  with  honour, 

And  all  this  time  believe  no  gods.  (angers, 

Cam.  I think  fo,  ’tis  faith  enough  ifthey  name ’em  in  their 
Or  on  their  rotten  Tombs  ingtavean  Angel ; 

Well,  brave  Alpho-nfo.,  how  happy  had  we  been, 

Ifthou  had’ftraign’d! 

Men.  Would  I had  hisDifeafe, 

Tyed  like  a Leprofie  to  my  pofterity, 

So  he  were  right  again. 

Cle.  What  is  his  Malady  ? 

Cam.  Nothing  but  fad  and  filcnt  melancholy. 

Laden  with  griefs  and  thoughts,  no  man  knows  why  neither ; 
The  good  Brandino  Father  to  the  Princels, 

Ufed  all  the  art  and  induftry  that  might  be. 

To  free  Alphonfo  from  this  dull  calamity, 

And  feat  him  in  his  rule,  he  was  his  cldeft 
And  noblcft  too,  had  not  fair  nature  ftopt  in  hint, 

For  which  caufe  this  waschoftn  to  inherit, 

Frcdcrickjhc  younger. 

Cle.  Does  he  ufe  his  Brother 

With  that  refpeeft  and  honour  that  befits  him .?  j 

P p p Cam 
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Cam.  He  is  kept  privately,  as  they  pretend, 

To  give  more  eafe  and  comfort  to  nis  ficknefs  \ 

But  he  has  honeft  fervants,  the  grave  %ugwy 
And  Fryar  <tJldarco,  that  wait  upon  his  Perfon. 

And  in  a Monaftery  he  lives, 
j Men.  ’Tisfullof  fadnefs, 

To  fee  him  when  he  comes  to  his  Fathers  Tomb, 

As  once  a day  that  is  his  Pilgrimage, 

Whilllin  Devotion,  the  Quire  lings  an  Anthem: 

How  pioufly  he  kneels,  and  like  a Virgin 
That  fome  crofs  Fate  had  cozen’d  of  her  Love, 

Weeps  till  theftubborn  Marble  fweats  with  pity, 

And  to  his  groans  the  whole  Quire  bears  a Chorus. 

Enter  Frederick,  Sorano,  with  the  Cabinet,  and  Podramo. 

Cam.  So  do  I too.  The  King  with  his  Contrivers, 

This  is  no  place  for  us.  [_Exetmt  Lords. 

Fred.  This  is  a jewel. 

Lay  it  afide,  what  paper’s  that  ? 

Tod.  A Letter, 

But ’tis  a womans.  Sir,  I know  by  the  hand, 

And  the  falle  Orthography,  they  write  old  Saxon. 

Fred.  May  be  her  gholtly  Mother’s  that  inftrn^ts  her. 
Sor.  No,  ’tis  a Coufins,  and  came  up  with  a great  Cake. 
Fred.  What’s  that  ? 

Sor.  A pair  of  Gloves  the  Dutchefs  gave  her. 

For  fo  the  outfide  fays 

Fred.  That  Other  paper  ? (Saints  and  Crofles. 

Sor.  A Charm  for  the  tooth-ach , here’s  nothing  but 
Fre.  Look  in  that  Box,  methinks  that  Ihould  hold  fccrets. 
' Pod.  TisPaint,  and  curls  of  Hair,  file  begins  to  e-xcrcife. 
A glafs  of  W^ater  too,  I would  fain  tade  it. 

But  I am  wickedly  afraid  ’twill  lilence  me, 

Never  a Conduit-Pipe  to  convey  this  water. 

Sor.Thefe  arc  all  Rings, Deaths  heads,and  fuch  AEmento's 
Her  Grandmother,  and  worm-eaten  Aunts  left  to  her, 

T o tell  her  what  her  Beauty  muft  arrive  at. 

Fred.  That,  that.  (dies-. 

Pod.  They  are  written  fongs.  Sir,  to  provoke  young  La- 
Lord,  here’s  a Prayer  Book,  how  thefe  agree  ! 

Here’s  a drange  union.  (tient. 

Sor.  Ever  by  a furfeit  you  have  a julep  fet  to  cool  the  Pa- 
Fred.  Thofe,  thofe. 

Sor.  They  are  Verfes  to  the  blcft  Evanthe. 

Fred.  Thole  may  difeover, 

Read  them  out,  Sorano. 

To  the  f'/e/ Evanthe. 

Lff  thofe  complain  that  feel  Loves  cruelty, 

And  in  fad  legends  write  their  woes. 

With  Rofes  gently  has  corefled  me. 

My  War  is  without  rage  or  blows  ; 

Afy  Mijirtfs  eyes  (June  fair  on  my  defres. 

And  hope  fprings  up  enfiamd  with  her  new  fires. 
*?fo  more  an  E.xile  Will  I dwell. 

With  folded  arms,  and  fighs  all  day. 

Reckoning  the  torments  of  my  Hell, 

And  flinging  my  fweet  joys  away  : 

J am  ca'Pd  home  again  to  cjuiet  peace, 

Afy  A ftftrifs  fmtUs,  and  all  my  forrows  ceaje. 

Tet  what  is  living  in  her  Eye  ? 

Or  being  bleji  with  her  fweet  tongue. 

If  thefe  no  other  joys  imply  ? 

A golden  Give,  a pleafmg  wrong : 

To  be  your  own  but  one  poor  Alonth,  I'd  give 
Aly  Toiith,  my  Fortune,  and  then  leave  to  live. 

Fred.  This  is  my  Rival,  that  I knew  the  hand  now. 

Sor.  1 know  it,  I have  feen  it,  ’tis  Talerio's, 

That  hopeful  Gentlemans,  that  was  brought  up  with  ye, 
And  by  your  charge,  nouridf  d and  fed 
At  the  fame  Table,  with  the  fame  allowance. 

Fred.  And  all  thiscourtefie  to  mine  me  ? 

I Crofs  my  defires  ? ’had  better  have  fed  humblier, 


a ^i^doneth. 


And  dood  at  greater  diflance  from  my  fury  .- 
Go  for  him  quickly,  find  him  indantly, 

Whilfl  my  impatient  heart  fwells  high  with  choler 
Better  have  lov’d  defpair,  and  fafer  kifsM  her.  [l£x.  Lords. 


Enter  Evanthe,  and  Caflandra. 

Evan.  Thou  old  weak  fool,  doft  thou  know  to  what  end, 
To  what  betraying  end  he  got  this  Casket  ? 

Durd:  thou  deliver  him  without  my  Ring, 

Or  a Command  from  mine  own  mouth,  that  Cabinet 
That  holds  my  heart  ? you  unconfiderate  Afs, 

You  brainlefs  ideot. 

Caf  Ifaw  you  go  with  him. 

At  the  firft  word  commit  your  Perfon  to  him, 

And  make  nofcruple,  he  is  your  Brothers  Gentleman, 

And  for  any  thing  I know,  an  honed  man  ^ 

And  might  not  I upon  the  fame  fccurity  deliver  him  a Box  ? 

Evan.  A Bottle-head. 

Fred.  You  fhall  have  caufe  to  chafe,  as  I will  handle  it. 

Evan.  I had  rather  thou  had d delivered  me  to  Pirats, 
Betray’d  me  to  uncurable  difeafes. 

Hung  up  my  Pi<durc  in  a Market  place, 

And  fold  me  to  wild  Bawds. 

Caf  As  I take  it,  Madam, 

Your  maiden-head  lies  not  in  that  Cabinet, 

You  havcaClofer,  and  you  keep  the  Key  too, 

U^hy  are  you  vex’d  thus  ? 

Evan.  I could  curfe  thee  wickedly. 

And  wifh  thee  more  deformed  than  Age  can  make  thee, 
Perpetual  hunger,  and  no  teeth  to  fatisfie  it. 

Wait  on  thee  dill,  nor  flecp  be  found  to  cafe  it ; 

Thofe  hands  that  gave  the  Casket,  maythcPalfie 
Forever  make  unufeful,  even  to  feed  thee: 

Long  winters,  that  rhy  Bones  may  turn  to  ICcIcs, 

No  Hell  can  thaw  again,  inhabit  by  thee. 

Is  thy  Care  like  thy  Body,  all  one  crookednefs  ? 
Howfeurvily  thou  cry td  now?  like  a Drunkard, 

I’ll  have  as  pure  tears  f.  om  a dirty  fpout  -, 

Do,  fwear thou  diddthisignorantly,  fwcarit. 

Swear  and  be  damn’d,  thou  half  Witch. 

Caf  Thefe  art  fine  words,  well  Madam,  Madam. 

Evan.  Tis  not  well,  thou  mummy, 

’Tis  impudently,  bafelydonc,  thoudurty 

?red.  Has  your  young  fanility  done  railing,  Madam, 
Againd  your  innocent  ’Squire  ? do  you  fee  this  Sonnet, 
Tnis  loving  Script?  do  you  know  from  whence  it  came  too  ? 

Evan.  1 do,  and  dare  avouch  it  pure,  and  honed. 

Fred.  You  have  private  Vifitants,  my  noble  Lady, 

That  in  fweet  numbers  court  your  goodly  Vertues, 

And  to  the  height  of  adoration. 

Evan.  Well,  Sir, 

There’s  neither  Hercfie  nor  Treafon  in  it.  (with  ye^ 

Fred.  A Prince  may  beg  at  the  door,  whild  thefe  fead 
A favour  or  a grace,  from  fuch  as  I am. 

Enter  VdXzno,  Podramo. 


Courfe  common  things.  You  arc  welcome  Pray  come  near 
Do  you  know  this  paper  ? (Sir, 

yal.  I am  betray’d  -,  1 do.  Sir, 

Tis  mine,  my  hand  and  heart,  if  I dye  for  her, 

I am  thy  Martyr,  Love,  and  time  lhall  honour  me. 

Caf.  YoufawcySlr,  that  came  in  my  Ladies  name. 

For  her  gilt  Cabinet,  you  cheating  Sir  too. 

You  feurvy  Ufher,  with  as  feurvy  legs. 

And  a worfe  face,  thou  poor  bafe  hanging  holder. 

How  durd  thou  come  to  me  with  a lye  in  thy  mouth  ? 

An  impudent  lye  ? 

Pod.  Hollow,  goodC?*//,  you  hobble. 

Caf  A (linking  lye,  more  dinking  than  the  teller. 

To  play  the  pilfering  Knave  ? there  have  been  Rafcals 
Brought  up  to  fetch  and  carry,  like  yourWorlhip, 

That  have  been  bang’d  for  lefs,  whipt  they  are  daily. 

And  if  the  Law  will  do  me  right 

Pod.  VV'hat  then  old  Maggot  ? 

Caf 


\ 
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Caf.  Thy  Mother  was  carted  younger  ^ I’ll  have  thy  hide, 
Thy  mangy  hide,  embroider’d  with  a dog-whip, 

As  it  is  now  with  potent  Pox,  and  thicker. 

Fred.  Peace  good  Antiquity,  I’ll  have  your  Bones  elfe 
Ground  into  Gunpowder  to  fhoot  at  Cats  with  *, 

One  word  more,  and  I’ll  blanch  thee  like  an  almond, 

There’s  no  fuch  cure  for  the  fhe-falling  ficknefs 
As  the  powder  of  adryed  Bawds  Skin,  uefilent. 

You  are  very  prodigal  of  your  fervice  nere,  Sir, 

Of  your  life  more  it  feems. 

ral.  I repent  neither, 

Becaufe  your  Grace  lhall  underhand  it  comes 
From  the  belt  part  of  Love,  my  pureatiec'tion, 

•And  kincled  with  chafte  flame,  1 will  not  flye  from  it, 

If  it  be  errour  to  defire  to  marry, 

And  marry  her  that  fandity  would  dote  on, 

I have  done  amifs,  if  it  be  a Treafon 
To  graft  my  foul  to  Vertue,  and  to  grow  there, 

To  love  the  tree  that  bears  fuch  happintfs  ^ 

Conceive  me.  Sir,  this  fruit  was  ne’r  forbidden  y 
Nay,  to  defire  to  tafte  too,  1 am  Traytor  •, 

Had  you  but  plants  enough  of  this  bicfl:  Tree,  Sir, 

Set  round  about  your  Court,  to  beautifie  it, 

Deaths  twice  ibmany,  todifmay  theapproachers. 

The  ground  would  fcarce  yield  Graves  to  noble  Lovers. 

Fred.  Tis  well  maintain’d,  you  wii'h  and  pray  to  fortune. 
Herein  your  Sonnet,  and  Ihe  has  heard  your  prayers. 

So  much  you  dote  upon  your  own  undoing. 

But  one  Month  to  enjoy  her  as  your  M’ife, 

Though  at  the  expiring  of  that  time  yon  dye  for’t. 

Fal.  I could  wilhmany,  many  Ages,  Sir, 

To  grow  as  old  as  Time  in  her  embraces, 

If  Heaven  would  grant  it,  and  you  fmile  upon  it  y 
But  if  my  choice  were  two  hours,  and  then  perifli, 

I would  not  pull  my  heart  back. 

Fred,  You  have  your  wifli. 

To  miorrow  I will  lee  you  nobly  married, 

Yom  Month  take  out  in  all  content  and  plealure  y 
The  firilday  of  the  following  Month  you  dye  for’t  j 
Kneel  not,  not  all  your  Prayers  can  divert  me  y 
Now  mark  your  fentence,  mark  it,  fcornful  Lady, 

If  when  yaLerio\  dead,  within  twelve  hours. 

For  that’s  your  lateft  time,  you  find  not  out 
Another  Husband  on  the  lame  condition 
To  marry  you  again,  you  dye  your  felf  too. 

Evan.  Now  you  are  merciful,  I thank  your  Grace. 

Fred.  If  when  you  aie  married,  you  but  feek  to ’fcape 
Out  of  the  Kingdom,  you,  or  file,  or  both, 

Or  to  infed  mens  minds  with  hot  commotions, 

You  dye  both  inflantly  y will  you  love  me  now,  Lady? 

My  tale  will  now  be  heard,  but  now  I fcorn  ye. 

[_Manent  Wzkuo.,  Evanthc. 

Evan.  Is  our  fair  love,  oui  honeft,  our  entire, 

Come  to  this  hazard  ? (lice  for  it, 

Val.  ’Tis  a noble  one,  and  I am  much  in  love  with  ma- 
Envy  could  not  havelludied  me  a way. 

Nor  fortune  pointed  out  a path  to  Honour, 

Straighter  and  nobler,  if  Ihe  had  her  eyes  ; 

When  I have  once  enjoy’d  my  fweet  Evarahey 
And  blelt  my  Youth  with  her  molt  dear  embraces, 

I have  done  my  journey  here,  my  day  is  out. 

All  that  the  World  has  elfe  is  foolery. 

Labour,  and  lofs  of  time  y what  fliould  I live  for  ? 

Think  but  mans  life  a Month,  and  we  are  happy. 

I would  not  have  my  joys  grow  old  for  any  thing  y 
A Paradife,  as  thou  art,  my  Evanthe, 

Is  only  mad|^o  wonder  at  a little. 

Enough  mHiuman  eyes,  and  then  to  wander  from. 

Come,  do  not  weep,  fweet,  you  diflionourme. 

Your  tears  and  griefs  but  queftion  my  ability. 

Whether  I dare  dye  y Do  you  love  intirely  ? 

' Svan.  You  know  I do. 

Fal.  Then  grudge  not  my  felicity. 

Evan.  I’ll  to  the  Queen. 
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F d.  Uo  any  thing  that’s  honelt. 

But  if  you  fue  to  him,  in  Death  1 hate  you.  lExemt. 


jiHus  Secundus,  SceM 

Enter  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  and  Menallo. 

Cam.  T T 7"  A S there  ever  heard  of  fuch  a Marriage  ? 

VV  Men.  Marriage  and  Hanging  goby  deftiny, 
’Tis  th  ■ old  Proverb,  now  they  come  together. 

Cle.  But  a Month  married,  then  to  lofe  his  life  for’t  ? 

I would  have  a long  Month  fure,  that  pays  the  Souldiers, 

Enter  Tony  mthVrinal. 

Cam.  Or  get  all  the  Almanacks  burac,  that  were  a rate 
And  have  no  Month  remembred.  How  now  Tony  ? (trick, 
Whofe  water  are  you  calling  ? 

Tony.  A fick  Gentlemans, 

Is  very  fick,  much  troubled  with  the  Stone, 

He  fhould  not  live  above  a Month,  by  his  Urine, 

About  St.  David's  Day  it  will  go  hard  with  him. 

He  will  then  be  troubled  with  a pain  in  his  Neck  toO. 

Men.  A peflilent  fool  y when  wilt  thou  marry,  Tony? 
Ton.  W’hen  I mean  to  be  hang’d,&  ’tis  the  furer  contradl. 
Cie.  What  think  you  of  this  Marriage  of  Valerio's  ? 

Tony.  They  have  given  him  a hot  Cuflard,  and  meailto 
burn  his  mouth  with  it  y had  I known  he  had  been  given  to 
dye  honourably,  I would  have  helpt  him  to  a Wenchj  a 
rare  one,  fhould  have  kill’d  him  in  three  weeks,  and  fav’d. 
the  fentence.  (too. 

Cam.  There  be  them  would  have  fpared  ten  days  of  that 
Tony,  it  may  be  fo,  you  have  Women  of  all  Vertues  ; 
There  be  fome  Guns  that  I could  bring  him  too, 

Some  mortar-pieces  that  are  plac’d  i’th’  Suburbs, 

Would  tear  him  intoquarters  in  two  hours , 
n^e  be  alfo  of  the  race  of  the  old  Cockatrices, 

That  would  difpatch  him  with  once  looking  on  him. 

Men.  What  Month  wouldfl  thou  chufe,  Tonyy  if  thoil 
hadllthe  like  Fortune  ? 

T my.  I would  chufe  a mull’d  Pack  month,  to  comfort  my 
Belly,  for  fure  my  Back  would  ake  fo.  ’t,  and  at  tue  months 
end  I would  be  moll:  difmally  drunk,  & fcorn  the  gallows. 
Me.\  would  chufe  Marchy(ov  I would  come  in  I i ke  a Lion^ 
T ?.But  you’d  go  out  like  a Lamb  when  you  went  to  hang- 
er. I would  take  taxe  the  fweet  o’th’  year,  (ing. 
And  kifs  my  Wench  upon  the  tender  flowrets, 

Tumble  on  every  Green,  and  as  the  Birds  fung, 

Embrace,  and  melt  away  my  Soul  in  pleafurc. 

T my.  You  would  go  a Maying  gayly  to  the  GallowS. 

Cle.  Prithee  tell  US  fome  news. 

T ony.  I’ll  tell  ye  all  I know. 

You  may  be  honeft,  and  poor  fools,  as  I am. 

And  blow  your  fingers  ends. 

Cam.  That’s  no  news.  Fool.  (knaves, 

Tony.  You  may  be  knaves  then  when  you  pleafc,  flark 
And  build  fair  houfes,  but  your  heirs  fhall  have  none  ol  ’em. 
Men.  Thefe  are  undoubted, 

T my.  Truth  is  not  worth  the  hearing, 

I’ll  tell  you  news  then  y There  was  a drunken  Saylor, 

That  got  a Mermaid  with  child  as  (he  went  a milking, 

And  nowfhe  fues  him  in  the  Bawdy  Court  for  it, 

The  infant- Monfter  is  brought  up  in  Fijly-Street. 

1,  this  isfomething. 

Tony,  riitell  you  more,  there  was  a Fifli  taken, 

A monftrous  Fifh,  with  a fword  by  his  fidf’,  a long  fword^ 

A Pike  in’s  Neck,  and  a Gun  in’s  Nofe,  a uge  Gun. 

And  letters  of  Mart  in’s  mouth,  from  the  Duke  of  Florence. 
Cle.  This  is  a monftrous  lye,  ^ 

Tony.  I do  confefs  it  •-  (cm 

Do  you  think  I would  tell  vou  truths,  that  dare  not  hear 

Tou are  honefl  things,  we  Courtiers  fcorn  to converie  wit-. 

p P p 2 Car.i., 
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Ctm.  A plaguey  fool : but  let’s  confider.  Gentlemen, 
Why  the  Q^een  ftrives  not  to  oppofe  this  fentence, 

'The  Kingdoms  honour  fuffers  in  this  cruelty. 

Men.  No  doubt  the  Queen,  though  (he  be  vertuous, 
Winks  at  the  Marriage,  tor  by  that  only  means 
The  Kings  flame  leflens  to  the  youthful  Lady, 

If  not  goes  out  •,  withinthis  Month,  I doubt  not, 

! She  hopes  to  rock  afleep  his  anger  alfo  •, 

Shall  we  go  fee  the  preparation 

Tis  time,  for  ftrangers  come  to  view  the  wonder,  (dings. 
Cnm.  Come,  let’s  away,  fend  my  friends  happier  wed- 

\Ex(Hnt. 

Enter  Qjeeen  and  Evanthc. 


The  Earth  as  light  upon  him,  and  the  flowers 
That  grow  about  him,  fmell  as  fweet,  and  flourifli. 

But  when  we  love  with  honour  to  our  ends, 

When  Memory  and  Vertue  are  our  Mourners ; 

What  pleafure’s  there  ! they  are  infinite,  Evanthe^ 

Only,  my  vertuous  Wench,  we  wantour  fenfes. 

That  benefit  we  are  barr’d,  ’twould  make  us  proud  elfe, 
And  lazy  to  look  up  to  happier  life, 

The  BlefTings  of  the  people  would  lo  fwell  us. 

Evan.  Good  Madam,  drefsme,  you  have  dreftmyfoul, 
The  merriefl:  Bride  Til  be  for  all  this  mifery. 

The  proudelt  to  fome  Eyes  too. 

Qneen.  ’Twill  do  better,  come,  flirink  no  more. 

Evan.  1 am  too  confident.  [^E.vennt. 


Q^een.  You  fhall  be  merry,  come.  I’ll  have  it  fo. 

Can  Liiere  be  any  nature  fo  unnoble  ? 

Or  anger  fo  inhumane  to  purfue  this  ? 

Evan.  I fear  there  is. 

(^cen.  Your  fears  are  poor  and  foolilh. 

Though  he  be  halty,  and  his  anger  death, 

His  will  like  torrents,  not  to  be  refilled. 

Yet  Law  and  Jullicc  go  along  to  guide  him-, 

And  what  Law,  or  what  Jullice  can  he  find 
To  jultifie  his  Will  ? what  A<ft  or  Statute, 

By  Humane,  or  Divine  ellablifhment. 

Left  to  direeft  us,  that  makes  Marriage  death 
Honelt  fair  W edlock  ? ’twas  given  for  encrcafe, 

For  prefervation  of  Mankind  I take  it  -, 

He  mult  be  more  than  man  then  that  dare  break  it. 

Come,  drefsyc  handfomely,  you  fliall  have  my  jewels. 
And  put  a face  on  that  contemns  bafe  fortune, 

’Twill  make  him  more  infulcto  fee  you  fcaiful, 

Outlook  his  anger, 

Evan.  O my  yalerio! 

Be  witnefs  my  pure  mind,  ’tis  thee  I grieve  for. 

Q^'en.  But  Ihew  it  not,  I would  fo  crucific  him 
With  an  innocent  negltd  of  what  he  can  do, 

A brave  Itrong  pious  fcorn,  that  1 would  fliake  him  y 
Put  all  the  wanton  Cupids  in  thine  eyes, 

And  all  the  graces  on  that  nature  gave  thee. 

Make  up  thy  beauty  to  that  height  of  excellence, 

I’ll  help  thee,  and  forgive  thee,  as  if  Venus 
Were  now  again  to  catch  the  god  of  War, 

In  his  molt  rugged  anger,  when  thou  hall  him, 
(As’tisimpofTiblc  he  Ihould  refill  thee) 

And  kneeling  at  thy  conquering  feet  for  mercy. 

Then  fliew  thy  Vertue,  then  again  defpife  him, 

And  all  his  power,  then  with  a look  of  honour 
Mingled  with  noble  chaftity,  Iti  ike  him  dead. 

Ev.-in.  Good  Madam  drefs  me. 

You  arm  me  bravely. 

f^ueen.  Make  him  know  his  crue!ty 
Begins  with  him  firll,  he  muH  fuffer  for  it. 

And  that  thy  fentence  is  fo  welcome  to  thee. 

And  tothy  noble  Lord,  you  long  to  meet  it. 

Stamp  fuch  a deep  imprtfiion  of  thy  Beauty 
Into  his  foul,  and  of  thy  worthinefs. 

That  when  Valerio  and  Evanthe  deep 

In  one  rich  earth,  hunground  about  with  blelTings, 

He  may  run  mad,  and  curfehisacf-,  belufty. 

I’ll  teach  thee  how  to  dye  too,  if  thou  fear’ll  it. 

Ev.  I thank  your  Grace,  you  have  prepar’d  me  llrongly, 
.^nd  my  weak  mind. 

fd^een.  Death  is  unwelcome  never, 

Unlel's  it  be  to  tortur’d  minds  and  lick  fifuls, 

That  make  their  own  Hells ; ’tis  fuch  abenefit 
When  it  comes  crown’d  with  honour,  Ihews  fo  fweet  too! 
Though  they  paint  it  ugly,  that’s  but  to  rellrain  us, 

For  every  living  thing  would  love  it  elfe, 

Fly  boldly  to  their  peace  ere  Nature  call’d  ’em ; 

The  Reft  we  have  f^rom  labour,  and  from  trouble 
Is  fome  Incitement,  every  thing  alike, 
j The  poor  Slave  that  lies  private  has  his  liberty, 

I .^s  amply  as  his  Mailer,  in  that  Tomb 


Enter  Frederick,  and  Sorano. 

Sor.  You  are  too  remifs  and  wanton  in  your  angers. 
You  mold  things  handfomely,  and  then  negleifl  ’em  \ 

A powerful  Prince  Ihould  be  conllant  to  his  power  ftill. 

And  hold  up  what  he  builds,  then  People  fear  him : 

When  he  lets  loofe  his  hand  it  Ihews  a weaknefs. 

And  men  examine  or  contemn  his  greatnefs  .• 

A fcorn  of  this  high  kind  fliould  have  call’d  up 
A revenge  equal,  not  a pity  in  you. 

Fred.  She  is  thy  Siller. 

Sor.  And  Ihc  were  my  Mother, 

Whilft  I conceive  ’tis  you  Ihe  has  wrong’d,  I hate  her, 

And  fhake  her  nearnefs  off-,  1 lludy.  Sir, 

To  fatisfie  your  angers  that  are  juft. 

Before  your  plcafures. 

Fred.  I have  done  that  already, 

1 fear  has  pull’d  too  many  curfes  on  me. 

Sor.  Cut  fes  or  envies,  on  Valerio's  head, 

Would  you  take  my  counfel.  Sir,  they  Ihould  all  light. 

And  with  the  weight  not  only  crack  his  fcull. 

But  his  fair  credit-,  the  exquilite  ve.xatioii 
1 have  devis’d,  fo  pleafc  you  give  way  in’r. 

And  let  it  work,  lhall  more  afflidt  his  foul, 

And  trench  upon  that  honour  that  he  brags  of. 

Than  fear  of  Death  in  all  the  frights  he  carries  -, 

If  you  fit  down  here  they  will  both  abufe  ye. 

Laugh  at  your  poor  relenting  power,  and  fcorn  ye. 

What  fatisfadlion  can  their  deaths  bring  to  you. 

That  arc  prepar’d,  and  proud  to  dye,  and  willingly. 

And  at  their  ends  will  thank  you  tor  that  honour 
How  are  you  nearer  the  defire  you  aim  at? 

Or  if  it  be  revenge  your  anger  covets, 

Howcantheirfingle  deaths  give  you  content,  Sir? 

Petty  revenges  end  in  blood,  llcight  angers, 

A Princes  rage  fliould  find  out  new  difeafes. 

Death  were  a plcafure  too,  to  pay  proud  fools  with. 

Fred.  What  Ihould  I do  ? 

Sor.  Add  but  your  power  unto  me. 

Make  me  but  Itrong  by  your  proteiflion. 

And  you  lhall  feewhat  joy,  and  what  delight, 

What  infinite  plcafure  this  poor  Month  fliall  yield  him. 

I’ll  make  him  wilh  he  were  dead  on  his  Marriage-day, 

Or  bed-rid  with  old  age.  I’ll  make  him  curfc. 

And  cry  and  curfc,  give  me  but  power. 

Fred.  You  have  it, 

Here,  take  my  Ring,  I am  content  he  pay  for’t. 

Sor.  It  lhall  be  now  revenge,  as  I will  handle  it, 

He  lhall  live  after  this  to  beg  his  life  too, 

T wenty  to  one  by  this  thread,  as  I’ll  weave  it, 

Evanthe  fliall  be  yours. 

Fred.  Take  all  authority,  and  be  moll  happy. 

Sor.  Good  Sir,  no  more  pity.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Tony,  three  Citiz.enT^  and  three  Wives. 

I Wife.  Good  Mailer  Towy,  put  me  in. 

Tony.  Where  do  you  dwell  ? (Mutton. 

I Wife.  Forfooth,  at  the  fign  of  the  great  Shoulder  of 

Ton.  A hungry  man  would  hunt  your  houfe  out  inftantly. 
Keep  the  Dogs  from  your  door  ^ Is  this  LctticeRuff  your 

Husband  ? 
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Husband  ? a fine  (harp  fallet  to  your  fign. 
zWife.  Will  you  put  me  in  too? 

3 wife.  And  me,  good  Mailer  Tony. 

- T ony.  Put  ye  all  in  ? you  had  beft  come  twenty  more-, you 
Think  ’tis  eafie,  a trick  of  legerdemain,  to  put  ye  all  in, 
’Twould  pofe  a fellow  that  had  twice  niy  body. 

Though  it  were  all  made  into  chines  and  fillets. 

2 Wi.  Put’s  into  th’  wedding.  Sir, we  would  fain  fee  that. 

1 Wtfe.  And  the  brave  Mafque  too. 

To.  You  two  are  pretty  w'omen,  are  you  their  husbands  ? 

2 Citiz,.  Yes,  for  want  of  better. 

Tony.  I think  fo  too,  you  would  not  be  fo  mad  elle 
To  turn  ’em  loofe  to  a company  of  young  Courtiers, 

That  fwarm  like  Bees  in  May.^  when  they  fee  yoUng  wcn- 
You  mull  not  fqueak.  ( ches  -, 

iWtfe.  No  Sir,  we  are  better  tutor’d. 

Tony.  Nor  if  a young  Lord  offer  you  the  courtefie 

2 Wife.  We  know  what  ’tis,  Sir. 

Tony.  Nor  you  muff:  not  grumble. 

If  you  be  thruil  up  hard,  we  thruil  moil  furioully. 

I Wtfe.  We  know  the  w'oril. 

Tony.  Get  you  two  in  then  quietly, 

And  Inift  for  your  felves  -,  we  muff:  have  no  old  women, 
They  are  out  of  ufe,  unlefs  they  have  petitions, 

Befides  they  cough  fo  loud  they  drown  the  Mufick. 

You  would  go  in  too,  but  there  is  no  place  for  ye? 

I am  forry  for’t,  go  and  forget  your  wives. 

Or  pray  they  may  be  able  to  fuller  patiently. 

You  may  have  Heirs  may  prove  wife  Aldermen, 

Go,  or  Tie  call  the  Guard. 

3 ftti.  We  will  get  in,  we’l  venture  broken  pates  elfe. 

Q Ex.  Cttz..  and  Women. 

Tony.  ’Tis  impolTible, 

You  are  too  fecurcly  arm’d  -,  how  they  flock  hither , 

And  with  what  joy  the  women  run  by  heaps 
To  fee  this  Marriage.'  they  tickle  to  think  of  it. 

They  hope  for  every  month  a husband  too  -, 

Still  how  they  run,  and  how  the  wittals  follow  ’em, 

The  weak  things  that  are  worn  between  the  leggs. 

That  brufliing,  drefiing,  nor  new  naps  can  mend. 

How  they  poll  to  lee  their  own  confufion? 

This  is  a merry  world. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Ered.  Look  to  the  door  Sirrah, 

Thou  art  a fool,  and  may’ll  do  mifehief  lawfully. 

Tony.  Give  me  your  hand,  you  are  my  Brother  fool, 

You  may  both  make  the  Law,  and  marr  it  prefently. 

Do  you  love  a wench  ? 

Ered.  Who  does  not,  fool  * (marry  her. 

T my.  Not  I,  unlefs  you  will  give  me  a longer  leafe  to 
f re.  What  are  all  thefe  tliatcome,whatbufinefs  have  they? 
T my.  Some  come  to  gape,thofe  are  my  fellow  fools  3 
Some  to  get  home  their  wives,  thofe  be  their  own  fools  -, 
Some  to  rejoyce  with  thee,  thofe  be  the  times  fools  *,  ^ 
And  fome  1 fear  to  curfe  thee,  thofe  are  poor  fools. 

Enter  Callander,  an  old  Lady  yajfing  over. 

A fet  people  call  them  honeft.  Look,  look  King,  look, 

A weather  beaten  Lady  new  caresn’d. 

Ered.  An  old  one. 

Tony.  The  glaffes  of  her  eyes  are  new  rub’d  over,  (ly  ? 
And  the  worm-eaten  records  in  her  face  are  daub’d  up  neat- 
She  layes  her  brealls  out  too,  like  to  poch’d  eggs 
That  had  the  yelks  fuckt  out ; they  get  new  heads  alfo. 
New  teeth,  new  tongues,  for  the  old  arc  all  worn  out, 

And  as  ’tis  hop’d,  new  tayls.  Ered.  For  what? 

Tony.  For  old  Courtiers, 

The  young  ones  are  too  flirring  for  their  travels. 

Fred.  Go  leave  your  knavery,  and  help  to  keep  the  door 
I will  have  no  fuch  prefs.  ( well, 

Tony.  Lay  thy  hand  o’thy  heart  King. 

Fred.  Tie  have  ye  whipt. 

T ony.  The  fool  and  thou  art  parted.  L Exit . 
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Fred.  Sorano  work,  and  free  me  from  this  fpell, 

’Twixt  love  and  fcorn  there's  nothing  felt  but  hell.  FFAvf. 

Enter  Valerio,  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  Menallo, 
and  Servants. 

Tal.  Tyeonmy  Scarf,  you  are  fo  long  about  me, 

Good  my  Lords  help,  give  me  my  other  Cloak, 

That  Hat  and  Feather,  Lord  what  a Taylor’s  this. 

To  make  me  up  thus  llraight!  one  figh  would  burll  me, 

1 have  not  room  to  breath,  come  button,  button. 

Button,  apace. 

Cnm.  1 am  glad  to  fee  you  merry  Sir. 

V d.  ’Twould  make  you  merry  had  you  fuch  a wife, 

And  fuch  an  age  to  injoy  her  in. 

(JTfen.  An  age  Sir  ? 

T d.  A moneth’s  an  age  to  him  that  is  contented, 

What  Ihould  1 feek  for  more  ? give  me  my  f tvord. 

Ha  my  good  Lords,  that  every  one  of  you  now 
Had  but  a Lady  of  that  youth  and  beauty 
To  blefs  your  felves  this  night  with,  would  ye  not? 

Pray  ye  fpeak  uprightly. 

Cle.  We  confefs  ye  happy. 

And  we  could  well  wifh  fuch  another  Banquet, 

But  on  that  price  my  Lord 

Tal.  ’Twerc  nothing  elfe, 

No  man  can  ever  come  to  aim  at  Heaven, 

But  by  the  knowledge  of  a Hell,  Thelelhoocs  are  heavy. 
And  if  I fhould  be  call’d  to  dance  they’lclog  me. 

Get  me  fome  pumps ; Tie  tell  ye  brave  famiilo. 

And  you  dear  friends,  the  King  has  honour’d  me, 

Out  of  his  gracious  favour  has  much  honour’d  me, 

To  limit  me  my  time,  for  who  would  live  long  ? 

Who  would  be  Old  ? ’tis  fuch  a wearinels. 

Such  a difeafe,  that  hangs  like  lead  upon  us. 

As  it  incrcafes,  fo  ve.xations, 

Griefs  of  the  minde,  pains  of  the  feeble  body^ 

Rheums,  coughs,  catarrhs,  we  are  but  our  living  coffins  y 
Befides,  the  fair  foul’s  old  too,  it  grows  covetous, 

Which  fliews  all  honour  is  departed  from  us, 

And  we  are  Earth  again. 

Cie.  You  make  fair  ufe  Sir. 

Fal.  I would  not  live  to  learn  to  lye  Cleanthes 
For  all  the  world,  old  men  are  prone  to  chat  tooJy 
Thou  that  haft  been  a Souldier,  ^JiLenallo, 

A noble  Souldier,  and  defied  ail  danger, 

Adopted  thy  brave  arm  the  heir  to  vidlory^ 

Would’ft  thou  live  fo  long  till  thy  ftrength  forfook  thee  f 
Till  thou  grew’ft  only  a long  tedious  ftory 
Of  what  thou  hadft  been  ? till  thy  fword  hang  by, 

And  lazie  Spiders  fill’d  the  hilt  with  cobwebs  ? 

Men.  No  lure,  1 would  not. 

Val.  ’Tis  not  fit  ye  Ihould, 

To  dye  a young  man  is  to  be  an  Angel, 

Our  great  good  parts  put  wings  unto  our  fouls : 

We’l  have  a roufe  before  v/e  go  to  bed  friends, 

Pray  ye  tell  me,  is’t  a hanfome  Mask  we  have  ? 

Cam.  We  underftand  lo. 

Fal.  And  the  young  gent,  dance  ? 

Cle.  They  do  Sir,  and  fome  dance  well. 

Fal.  They  mull  before  the  Ladies, 

We’l  have  a roufe  before  we  go  to  bed  friends, 

A lufty  one,  ’twill  make  my  blood  dance  too.  ZMafek^ 

Cam.  Ten  if  you  pleafe. 

Fal.  And  we’l  be  wondrous  merry. 

They  ftay  fure,  come,  I hear  the  Mufick  forw'ard, 

You  fhall  have  all  Gloves  preftntly. 

AEen.  We  attend  Sir,  but  firft  we  muft  look  to  th’ 

Doors.  Knocking  within. 

The  King  has  charged  us,  [_ExeHnti 

Enter  tveo  Servants  4 

I Ser.  What  a noife  do  you  keep  there  > cal!  my  fellows 
O’  the  Guard  3 you  muft  ceafe  now  untill  the  King  be 
Enter’d,  he  is  gone  tojth’  Temple  now. 
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^Serv.  Look  to  that  back  door,  and  keep  it  fall, 

They  fvvarralike  Bees  aboutit. 

Camillo,  Cleanthes,  Menallo,Tony,/o/W/«^. 

fam.  Keep  back  thofe  Citizens,  and  let  their  wives  in, 
Their  handfome  wives. 

Tony.  They  have  crowded  me  to  Veriuyee, 

I fweat  like  a Butter-box. 

1 Serv.  Stand  further  ofTthere. 

Men.Takc  the  women  afide,  arid  talk  with  ’em  in  private, 
Give  ’em  that  they  came  for. 

Tony.  The  whole  Court  cannot  do  it  ^ 

Befides,  the  next  Mask  if  we  ufe’emfo. 

They '1  come  by  millions  toexpedt  our  largefs*, 

We  have  broke  a hundred  heads. 

C'le.  Are  they  fo  tender  ? 

Ton.  But  ’twas  behind,  before  they  have  all  murrions. 
Cam.  Let  in  thofe  Ladies, make ’em  room  for  lhame  there. 
Ton.  They  are  no  Ladies,  there’s  one  bald  before ’em, 

A gent,  bald,  they  are  cartail’d  queans  in  hired  clothes. 
They  come  out  of  Spain  I think,  they  are  very  fultry. 

Men.  Keep  ’em  in  breath  for  an  Embafladour. 

Knocks  within. 

Me  thinks  my  nole  lhakes  at  their  memories. 

What  bounfing’s  that? 

Within.  I am  one  of  the  Mufick  Sir. 

Within.  1 have  fweat- meats  for  the  banquet. 

Cam.  Let  ’em  in. 

Ton.  They  lye  my  Lord,  they  come  to  feek  their  wives. 
Two  broken  Citizens. 

Cam.  Break  ’em  more,  they  arc  but  brufled  yet. 
BoldRafcals,  offer  to  difturb  your  wives? 

Cte.  Lock  the  doors  fall, the  Muiick,hark,the  King  comes. 

Curtain  drawn. 

The  Kin^  Qjteen.,  Valerio,  Evanthe,  LadieSy  AttendantSy 
Camillo,  Cleanthes,  Sorano,  Menallo. 

tAlaskz 

Cupid  dejcend.'y  the  Graces  ftting  by  fciw,Cupid  being  bound  the 
Crates  unbind himy  he  [peaks. 

Cup.  Unbind  me, my  delight, this  night  is  mine. 

Now  let  me  look  upon  what  Stars  here  Ihine, 

Let  me  behold  the  beauties,  then  clap  high 
.My  cullor’d  wings,  proud  of  my  Deity  ^ 

I am  fatisfied,  bind  me  again,  and  lalt. 

My  angry  Bow  will  make  too  great  a waft 
Of  beauty  clfc,  now  call  my  Maskers  in. 

Call  with  a Song,  and  let  the  fports  begin  'y 
Call  all  my  fervants  theefreefts  of  love. 

And  to  a meafure  let  them  nobly  move. 

Come  you  fervants  of  proud  love, 

Come  away  : 

Fairly,  nobly,  gently  move. 

Too  long,  too  long  you  make  us  ftay  *, 

Fancy,  Defire,  Delight,  Hope,  Fear, 

Diftruftand  Jealoufie,  be  you  too  here ; 

Confuming  Care,  and  raging  Ire, 

And  Poverty  in  poor  attire, 

March  fairly  in,  and  laft  Defpair*, 

Now  full  Mufick  ftrike  the  Air. 

Enter  the  tJI'faskcrSy  Fancyy  Defircy  Delighty  HopCy  Feary 
Difirujby  Jealoufiey  CarCy  /re,  Dcfpairy  they  dance,  after 
which  Cupid  [peaks. 

Cup.  Away,  I have  done,  the  day  begins  to  light, 
Lovers,  you  know  your  fate,  good  night,  good  night. 

Cupid  and  the  Graces  afeend  in  the  Chariot. 

King.  Come  to  the  Banquet,  when  that’s  ended  Sir, 

I’le  fee  you  i’  bed,  and  fogood  night , be  merry. 

You  have  a fweet  bed  fellow. 

F'al.  I thank  your  Grace, 


And  ever  lhall  be  bound  unto  your  noblenefs. 

King.  I pray  I may  deferve  your  thanks,  fet  forward. 

C E,xeum. 


ASIm  Tertitfs.  Scena  Frtma. 

Enter  divers  Monkey  Alphonfo  going  to  the  Tomb,  Rugio, 
and  Frier  MarcO,  dtfeover  the  Tomb  and  a Chair. 

Mar.  ^"^He  night  grows  on,  lead  foftly  to  the  Tomb, 

J.  And  fing  not  till  I bid  ye ; let  the  Mufick 
Play  gently  as  he  pafles. 

Rug.  O fair  pidure. 

That  wert  the  living  hope  of  all  our  honours  *, 

How  are  we  banifht  from  the  joy  we  dreamt  of  ? 

Will  he  ne’rcfpeak  more  .? 

Mar.  ’Tis  full  three  moneths  Lord  Rugio, 

Since  any  articulate  found  came  from  his  tongue. 

Set  him  down  gently.  Sits  in  a Chair. 

Rug.  What  fhould  the  reafon  be  Sir  ? 

Mar.  As  ’tis  in  nature  with  thofe  loving  Husbands, 

That  fympathize  their  wives  pains,  and  their  throes 
When  they  are  breeding,  and ’tis  ufualltoo, 

We  have  it  by  experience ; fo  in  him  Sir, 

In  this  moft  noble  ipirit  that  now  fuflcrs  { 

For  when  his  honour’d  Father  good  Brandino 
Fell  fick,  he  felt  the  griefs,  and  labour’d  with  them. 

His  fits  and  his  dileale  he  ftill  inherited. 

Grew  the  fame  thing,  and  had  not  nature  check’d  him, 
Strength,  and  ability,  he  had  dyed  that  hour  too. 

Rug.  Emblcmc  of  noble  love ! 

Mar.  That  very  minute 

His  Fathers  breath  forfook  him,  that  fame  inllant, 

A rare  example  of  his  piety. 

And  love  paternal,  the  Organ  of  his  tongue 
Was  never  heard  to  found  again  *,  fo  near  death 
He  feeks  to  wait  upon  his  worthy  Father, 

But  that  we  force  his  meat,  he  were  one  body. 

2{jig.  He  points  to’th’  Tomb. 

Mar.  That  is  the  place  he  honours, 

A houfc  I fear  he  will  not  be  long  out  of. 

He  will  toth’  Tomb,  good  my  Lord  lend  your  hand  ^ 

Now  fing  the  Funeral  Song,  and  let  him  kneel. 

For  then  he  is  pleas’d.  A Song. 

Rug.  Heaven  lend  thy  powerfull  hand, 

And  cafe  this  Prince, 

Mar.  He  will  pafs  back  again. 

Enter  Valerio. 

To/.  They  drink  abundantly,  I am  hot  with  wine  too, 
Luftily  warm,rJc  fkal  now  to  my  happinefs, 

’Tirmidnight,  and  thcfilent  hour  invites  me. 

But  fhe  is  up  ftill,  and  attends  the  Queen  •, 

Thou  dew  of  wine  and  fleep  hang  on  their  eyelids. 

Steep  their  dull  fenfes  in  the  healths  they  drink. 

That  I may  quickly  find  my  lov’d  Evanthe. 

The  King  is  merry  too,  and  drank  unto  me. 

Sign  of  fair  peace,  O this  nights  bleflcdnefs  1 
If  1 had  forty  heads  I would  give  all  for ’t. 

Is  not  the  end  of  our  ambitions. 

Of  all  our  humane  ftudies,  and  our  travels. 

Of  our  defires,  the  obtaining  of  our  wifhes  ? 

Certain  it  is,  and  there  man  makes  his  Center. 

I have  obtain’d  Evanthe,  1 have  married  her. 

Can  any  fortune  keep  me  from  injoying  her  ? 

Enter  Sorano. 

I Have  my  wifh,what’s  left  me  to  accufe  now  ? 

I am  friends  with  all  the  world,but  thy  bafe  malice , 

Go  glory  in  thy  mifehiefs  thou  proud  man. 

And  cry  it  to  the  world  thou  haft  ruin’d  vertuc  j 
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How  I contemn  thee  and  thy  petty  malice  ! 

And  with  what  fcorn,  1 look  down  on  thy  practice! 

Sor.  You’lfingme  a new  Song  anon  Kalenoj 

And  wifh  thefe  hot  words. 

f^aL  I defpife  thee  fellow , 

Thy  threats,  or  flatteries,  all  I fling  behind  me  *, 

I have  my  end,  I have  thy  noble  Sifter, 

A name  too  worthy  of  thy  blood  j 1 have  married  her, 

And  will  injoy  her  too. 

Sor.  ’Tis  very  likely. 

rai.  And  that  fliort  moneth  I have  to  blels  me  with  her 
rie  make  an  age,  Pie  reckon  each  embrace 

A year  of  pleafure,  and  each  night  a Jubile, 

Every  quick  kifs  a Spring  ; and  when  I mean 

Tolofe  my  felf  in  all  delightfulnefs. 

Twenty  fweet  Summers  1 will  tye  together 

In  fpight  of  thee,  and  thy  malignant  Mafter : 

I will  dye  old  in  love,  though  young  in  pleafure. 

Sor.  But  that  I late  thee  deadly,!  could  pity  thee. 

Thou  art  the  pooreft  miferable  thing 

This  day  on  earth  •,  Pie  tell  thee  why  Falerio, 

All  thou  efteemeft,  and  build’ft  upon  for  happinefs. 

For  joy,  for  pleafure,  for  delight  is  paft  thee, 

And  like  a wanton  dream  already  vanifht. 

Fal.  Is  my  love  falfe  ? ; 

Sor.  No,  fheisconftanttothee, 

Conftant  to  all  thy  mifery  Ihe  fballbe. 

And  curfe  thee  too. 

Fal.  Is  my  ftrong  body  weakn’d. 

Charm’d,  or  abus’d  with  fubtle  drink  ? fpeak  villain. 

Sor.  Neither,  I dare  fpeak,  thou  art  ftill  as  lufty 

As  when  thoulov’dfther  fiift,  as  ftrong  and  hopefull. 

The  month  thou  haft  given  thee  is  a month  of  mifery. 

And  where  thou  think'ft  each  hour  fliall  yield  a pleafure, 
Look  for  a killing  pain,  for  thou  fhalt  find  it 

Before  thou  dyeft,  each  minute  fhall  prepare  it, 

And  ring  fo  many  knels  to  fad  afflictions 

The  King  has  given  thee  a long  month  to  dye  in. 

And  milerably  dye. 

F'al.  Undo  thy  Riddle, 

I am  prepar’d  what  ever  fate  fhall  follow. 

Sor.  Doft  thou  fee  this  Ring? 

Fal.  I know  it  too. 

Sor.  Then  mark  me. 

By  vertue  of  this  Ring  this  I pronounce  to  thee, 

’Tis  the  Kings  will. 

ral.  Let  me  know  it  fuddenly. 

Sor.  If  thou  doft  offer  to  touch  Evanthes  body 

Beyond  a kifs,  though  thou  art  married  to  her. 

And  lawfully  as  thou  think’ft  may’ft  injoy  her, 

That  minute  fhe  fhall  dye. 

Fal.  O Devil 

Sor.  If  thou  difeover  this  command  unto  her, 

Or  to  a friend  that  fhall  importune  thee. 

And  why  thou  abftaineft,and  from  whofe  will,  ye  all  perifh, 
Upon  the  felfifame  forfeit  .*  are  ye  fitted  Sir  ? 

Now  if  ye  love  her,  ye  may  preferve  her  life  ftill, 

If  not,  you  know  the  worft,  how  falls  your  month  out  ? 

Fd.  This  tyranny  could  never  be  invented 

But  in  the  fchool  of  Hell,  Earth  is  too  innocent ; 

Not  to  injoy  her  when  fhe  is  my  wife  ? 

When  file  is  willing  too  ? 

Sor.  She  is  molt  willing, 

And  will  run  mad  to  mifs  •,  but  if  you  hit  her. 

Be  fure  you  hit  her  home,  and  kill  her  with  it  •, 

There  are  fuch  women  that  will  dye  with  pleafure : 

The  Axe  will  follow  elfe,  that  will  not  fail 

To  fetch  her  Maiden  head,  and  difpatch  her  quickly  •, 

Then  fhall  the  world  know  you  are  the  caufe  of  Murthcr, 
And  as  ’tisrequifitc  your  life  fhall  pay  for’t. 

E'al.  Thou  doft  but  jeft,  thou  canft  not  be  fo  monftrous 

As  thou  proclaim’ft  thy  felf ; thou  art  her  Brother, 

And  there  muft  be  a feeling  heart  within  thee 
j Of  her  afflictions  ^ wert  thou  a ft'ranger  to  us. 

And  bred  amongft  wild  rocks,  thy  nature  wild  too 

Affection  in  thee  as  thy  breeding,  cold,  ’ 

And  unrelenting  as  the  rocks  that  nouriflit  thee, 

Yet  thou  muft  fhake  to  tell  me  this  ^ they  tremble 

When  the  rude  fca  threatens  divorce  amongft  ’em, 

They  that  are  fencelefs  things  fhake  at  a tempeft  • ^ 

Thou  art  a man  ’ 

Sor.  Be  thou  too  then,  ’twill  try  thee. 

And  patience  now  will  beft  become  thy  noblenefs. 

F d.  Invent  fome  other  torment  to  affiiCt  me. 

All,  ifthou  pleafe,  put  all  afflictions  on  me, 

Study  thy  brains  out  for  ’em,  fo  this  be  none 

1 care  not  of  what  nature,  nor  what  cruelty, 

Nor  of  what  length. 

Sor.  This  is  enough  to  vex  ye. 

F d.  The  tale  of  Tantab^s  is  now  prov’d  true. 

And  from  me  fliall  be  regiftred  Authentick  •, 

To  have  my  joyes  within  my  arms,  and  lawful!, 

Mine  own  delights,  yet  dare  not  touch. 

Even  as  thou  hateft  me  Brother, let  no  young  man  knov*?  this 

As  thou  fhait  hope  for  peace  when  thou  moft  needeft  it  ^ 

Peace  in  thy  foul,  defire  the  King  to  kill  me,  * 

Make  me  a traitor,  any  thing,  i’le  yield  to  it, 

And  give  thee  caufe  fo  I may  dye  immediately 

Lock  me  in  Prifon  where  no  Sun  may  fee  me. 

In  walls  fo  thick  no  hope  maye’re  comeat  me*, 

F^eep  me  from  meat,  and  drink,  and  fleep,  I’le  blefs  thee  j 

Give  me  fome  damned  potion  to  deliver  me. 

That  I may  never  know  my  felf  again,  forget 

My  Country,  kindred,  name  and  fortune ; laft, 

That  my  chafte  love  may  never  appear  before  me, 

This  were  fome  comfort. 

Sor.  All  I have  I have  brought  ye. 

And  much  good  may  it  do  ye  my  dear  Brother, 

See  ye  obferve  it  well  you  will  find  about  ye 

Many  eyes  fet,  that  fhall  o’re-Iook  your  actions, 

If  you  tranfgrefs  ye  know,  and  fo  I leave  ye.  {_E)cit. 

Fal.  Heaven  be  not  angry,  and  I have  fome  hope  yet. 

C E.xit. 

Er.ter  Frederick,  and  Sorano. 

Fred.  Haft  thou  been  with  him  ? 

Sor.  Yes,  and  given  him  that  Sir 

VVillmake  him  curfe  his  Birth  ^ I told  ye  which  way. 

Did  you  but  fee  him  Sir,  but  look  upon  him, 

With  what  a troubled  and  dejeCted  nature 

He  walks  now  in  a mift,  with  what  a filtnce, 

As  ifhe  were  the  fhrowd  he  w;  apt  himfelf  in. 

And  no  more  of  Falerio  but  his  fhadow. 

He  feeks  obfeurity  to  hide  his  thoughts  in, 

You  would  wonder  and  admire  for  all  you  know  it, 

His  jollity  is  down,  valed  to  the  ground  Sir, 

And  his  high  hopes  offull  delights  and  pleafures 

Are  turn’d  tormenters  to  him,  ftrong  difeafes. 

Fred.  But  is  there  hope  of  her? 

Sor.  It  muft  fall  neceflary. 

She  muft  diflike  him,  quarrel  with  his  perfon, 

For  women  once  deluded  are  next  Devils, 

And  in  the  height  of  that  opinion  Sir, 

You  fhall  put  on  again,  and  fhe  muft  meet  ye. 

Fred.  I am  glad  of  this. 

Sor.  Tie  tell  ye  all  the  circumftance 

Within  this  hour,  but  fure  I heard  your  grace 

To  day  as  I attended,  make  fome  flops. 

Some  broken  fpeechs,  and  fome  fighs between. 

And  then  your  Brothers  name  I heard  diftinCtly, 

And  fome  fad  wifhes  after. 

Fred.  Ye  are  i’th’  right  Sir, 

I would  he  were  as  fad  as  I could  wifh  him. 

Sad  as  the  Earth. 

Sor.  Would  ye  have  it  fo  ? 

Fred.  Thou  heareft  me. 

Though  he  be  fick  with  fmall  hope  of  recovery. 

That  hope  ftill  lives,  and  mens  eyes  live  upon  it, 

And 
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And  in  their  eye  their  wifhes my  Soram^ 

Were  he  but  cold  once  in  the  tomb  he  dotes  on, 

As ’tis  the  fitted  place  for  melancholy, 

My  Court  (hould  be  another  Paradife , 

And  flow  with  all  delights. 

Sor,  Go  to  your  pkafures,  let  me  alone  with  this, 

Hope  fliall  not  trouble  ye,  nor  he  three  dayes. 

Fred.  I fliall  be  bound  unto  thee. 

Enter  Valerio,  Camil'o,  Cleanthes,  Menallo. 

Sor.  I’le  do  it  neatly  too, no  doubt  fliall  catch  me.  (’em. 
Fred.  Be  gone,they  are  going  to  bed,rie  bid  good  night  to 
Str  And  mark  the  man,  you'l  fcarce  know  ’tis  V uteno. 

lExu. 

C^m.  Cheat  up  my  noble  Lord,  the  minute’s  come, 

You  fliall  injoy  the  abltraift  of  all  fwcetnefs. 

We  did  you  wrong,  you  need  no  wine  to  warm  yc. 

Defire  flioots  through  your  eyes  like  fudden  wild-fircs. 

y,d.  Beflircw  me  Lords,  the  wine  has  made  me  dull, 

I am  1 know  not  what. 

Goodpleafuretoyc, 

Good  night  and  long  too,  as  you  find  your  appetite 
You  may  fall  to. 

F'al.  1 do  befeech  your  grace, 

For  which  of  all  my  loves  and  fervices 
Have  I deferved  this  ? 

Fred.  1 am  not  bound  to  anfwcr  yc. 

Fal.  Nor  1 bound  to  obey  in  unjuit  adlions. 

Fred.  Do  as  you  pltaf.-,  you  know  the  penalty, 

And  as  1 have  a foul  it  fliall  be  executed  ; 

Nay  look  not  pale,  1 am  not  ulltl  to  fiai  Sir, 

IfyourefpcxT;  your  Lady,  good  night  to  ye.  * [£.v/>. 

Fal.  But  for  rtfpecfl  to  her  and  to  my  duty. 

That  reverent  duty  that  1 owe  my  Soveiagin, 

VA'hich  anger  has  no  power  to  fnutch  me  fiom, 

The  good  night  (hould  be  thine  •,  good  night  for  ever. 

The  King  is  wanton  Lords,  he  would  needs  know  of  me 
How  many  nick  chafes  1 would  make  to  night. 

A/c  n.  My  Lord,  no  doubt  you’l  prove  a pcrfecT  gameller. 
Fal.  Faith  no,  I am  unacquainted  with  the  plealure. 
Bungle  a fet  1 may  ••  how  my  heart  trembles. 

And  beats  my  break  as  it  would  break  his  w-ay  out.' 

Good  night  my  noble  friends. 

i Cie.  Nay  we  mull  fee  you  toward  your  bed  my  Lord. 

I //j/.  Good  faith  it  needs  not, 

: ’Tis  late,  and  I (hall  trouble  you. 
j Cum.  No,  no,  till  the  Bride  come  Sir. 

I Ful.  I befeech  you  leave  me, 

I You  will  make  me  baflifull  elfc,  I am  fo  foolifh, 

' Befidcs,  1 have  fome  few  devotions  Loids, 

! And  he  that  ean  pi  ay  with  fuch  a book  in’s  arms (ye. 

Can.  WcT  leave  ye  then,  and  a fwcet  night  wait  upon 
Men.  And  a fweet  ifTuc  of  this  fweet  night  crown  ye. 

Cle.  All  nights  and  days  be  fucli  till  you  grow  old  Sir. 

f Exeunt  Lords. 

Fal.  1 thank  ye,  ’tis  a curie  fulfieieiit  for  me, 

A labour’d  one  too, though  you  mean  a blcffing. 

What  fliall  1 do  ? I am  like  a wretched  D<.btor, 

That  has  a fumine  to  tender  ori  t!:c  forfeit 
Of  all  he  is  worth,  yet  dare  not  ofler  it. 

Other  men  fee  the  Sun,  yxt  I uiuT  wink  at  it-, 

And  though  I know  ’tis  perfecTday,  oeny  it: 

My  veins  are  all  on  fire,  and  bum  like  zyFtna^ 

Youth  and  defire  beat  lai  urns  to  my  blood. 

And  adde  frefli  fuel  to  my  warm  afllelioijs. 

I mu(l  injoy  her,  yet  when  I conlidcr. 

When  I collcdt  my  felf,  and  weigh  her  danger. 

The  tyrants  will, and  his  power  taught  to  mui  ther. 

My  tender  care  controlls  my  blood  within  me. 

And  like  a cold  fit  of  a pcevilh  Ague 
Creeps  to  my  foul,  and  flings  an  Ice  upon  me. 

Enter  Q^een.^  Evanthe,  Ladies.,  and  Fool. 

That  locltsall  powers  of  youth  up : but  prevenrion-r 


0 what  a blellednefs  ’twere  to  be  old  now-. 

To  be  unable,  bed-rid  with  difeafes, 

Or  halt  on  Crutches  to  meet  holy  Hymen  \ 

What  a rare  benefit .'  but  I am  curd, 

That  that  fpeaks  other  men  mod  freely  happy. 

And  makes  all  eyes  hang  on  their  expcidations. 

Mud  prove  the  bane  of  me,  youth,  and  ability. 

She  comes  to  bed,  how  fliall  1 entertain  her  ? 

Tony.  Nay  1 come  after  too,  take  the  fool  with  ye, 

For  lightly  he  is  ever  one  at  Weddings. 

Q^een.  Evanthcj  make  ye  unready,your  Lord  dales  for  ye, 
And  prethee  be  merry. 

Tony.  Be  very  merry,  Chicken, 

Thy  Lord  will  pipe  to  tnee  anon,  and  make  thee  dance  too. 
Lady.  Vv'ill  he  fo,  good-man  afs  ? 

Tony.  Yes  good  filly. 

And  you  had  fuch  a Pipe,  that  piped  fo  fwcctly,  ( pace. 
You  would  dance  to  death,  you  have  learnt  yourfinque  a 
Evan.  Your  grace  defires  that  that  is  too  free  in  me, 

1 am  merry  at  the  heart. 

Tony.  Thou  wilt  be  anon,  the  young  fmug  boy  will  give 

( thee  a fweet  cordial. 
Evan.  I am  fo  taken  up  in  all  my  thoughts, 

So  polled  Madam  with  the  lawfull  fweets 
1 (hall  this  nigl.t  partake  of  w ith  my  Lord, 

So  far  tianfportcd  ( pardon  my  immoJdly.  ) 

Fal.  Alas  poor  wench,  how  fliall  I recom pence  thee  f 
Evan.  That  though  they  mud  be  fliort,  and  fnatcht  away 
E’rc  they  grow  ripe,  yet  i (hall  far  prefer  ’em  ( too. 

Before  a tedious  pleafurc  with  repentance. 

Fal.  O how  my  heart  akes  I 
Evan.  TaKe  ofl'my  Jewels  Ladies, 

And  let  my  RufTloofc,  1 fliall  bid  goodnight  to  yc. 

My  Lord  daits  here. 

ilueen.  My  wcnch,  I thank  thee  heartily. 

For  learning  how  to  ufc  thy  few  hours  handfomly. 

They  will  be  years  1 hope  ^ off  w ith  your  Gown  now. 

Lay  down  the  bed  there  .<* 

Tony.  Shall  I get  into  it  and  warm  it  for  thee  i a fools  fire 
And  1 (c  fo  bu(s  thee.  ( is  a fine  thing, 

i^een.  Tie  have  yc  whipt  ye  Rafcal. 

Tony  That  will  provoke  me  more,  I’lc  talk  with  thy  hus- 
He’s  a w ife  man  I hope.  ( band, 

Fv.in.  Good  night  dear  Madam, 

Ladies,  no  further  fervice,  I am  well, 

1 do  b-feech  your  grace  to  give  us  this  leave. 

My  (.Old  and  1 to  one  another  freely. 

And  privately,  may  do  all  other  Ceremonies, 

Women  a.nd  Page  we’l  be  to  one  another. 

And  trouble  you  no  farther. 

Tony.  Art  thou  a wife  man 

Fal.  1 cannot  tell  thee  Tony,  ask  my  neighbours. 

Tony.  If  thou  becd  fo,  go  lye  with  me  tonight. 

The  old  fool  will  lye  quieter  than  the  young  one. 

And  give  thee  more  deep,  thou  wilt  look  to  morrow  elfc 
Worfc  than  the  prodigal  fool  the  Ballad  (peaks  of, 

That  was  fqueez’d  through  a horn. 

I Fal.  I (hall  take  thy  counfel. 

I ilueen.  Why  then  good  night,  good  night  my  bed  Evan- 
My  worthy  maid,  and  as  that  name  (hall  vanifli,  ( the., 
.A  worthy  wife,  a long  and  happy  follow  Sirrah. 

Svan.  That  (hall  be  my  care, 

Goodnds  red  with  your  Grace. 

Fl^een.  Be  ludy  Lord , and  take  your  Lady  to  ye. 

And  that  power  tliat  fl.all  part  ye  be  unhappy. 

Fal.  Sweet  red  unto  ye,  to  ye  all  fweet  Ladies  ; 

Tony  good  night. 

Tony.  Shall  not  the  fool  day  with  thee  ? 

Oueen.  Comc  aw'ay  Sirrah.  [^Exeunt  Queen,  Ladies. 
Tony.  How  the  fool  is  fought  for ! iV/cet  Malt  is  made  of 

( cafie  fire, 

A hady  horfc  will  quickly  tire,  a fudden  Icaper  (licks  i’th’ 

( mire. 
Phlebotomy 
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Phlebotomy  and  the  word  lye  nigher,  take  heed  of  friend  1 

( thee  require ; 

This  from  an  Almanack  I flole,  and  learn  this  LelTon  from  a 

( fool. 

Good  night  my  Bird.  Tony. 

£van.  Good  night  wife  Mailer  Tony ; 

Will  ye  to  bed  my  Lord  ? Come,  let  me  help  ye. 

Val.  To  bed  Evantbe^  art  thou  fleepy  ? 

Evant.  No,  I Ihall  be  worle  if  you  look  lad  upon  me, 
Pray  ye  let’s  to  bed. 

Tal.  I am  not  well  my  love. 

Evant.  Tie  make  ye  well,  there’s  no  fuch  Phylick  for  ye 
As  your  warm  Miftrisarms. 

Tal.  Art  thou  fo  cunning  ? 

Evant.  I fpeak  not  by  experience,  ’pray  ye  millake  not ; 

But  if  you  love  me 

T^al.  I do  love  fo  dearly, 

So  much  above  the  bale  bent  of  delire, 

I know  not  how  to  anfwer  thee. 

Evant.  To  bed  then, 

There  I Ihall  better  credit  ye  ^ fie  my  Lord, 

Will  ye  put  a maid  to’t,  to  teach  ye  what  to  do  > 

An  innocent  maid  ? Are  ye  fo  cold  a Lover  ? 

Intruth  you  make  me  blulh,  ’tis  midnight  too, 

And  ’tis  no  lloln  love,  but  authorifed  openly. 

No  fin  we  covet,  pray  let  me  undrefs  ye, 

You  Ihall  help  me ; prethee  fweet  Falerio  •, 

Be  not  fo  fad,the  King  will  be  more  mercifull. 

Fal.  May  not  I love  thy  mind  ^ 

Evant.  And  I yours  too, 

’Tis  a moll  noble  one,  adorn’d  with  vertuc  *, 

But  if  we  love  not  one  another  really, 

'And  put  our  bodies  and  our  mind  together. 

And  fo  make  up  the  concord  ofaffedion. 

Our  love  will  prove  but  a blind  fuperllition : 

This  is  no  fchool  to  argue  in  my  Lord, 

Nor  have  we  time  to  talk  away  allow’d  us. 

Pray  let’s  dilpatch,  if  any  one  Ihould  come 

And  find  us  at  this  diftance,  what  would  they  think  > 

Come,  kifsmeandtobed. 

Val.  That  1 dare  do,  and  kifs  again, 

Evant.  Spare  not,  they  are  your  own  Sir. 

Tal.  But  to  injoy  thee  is  to  be  luxurious  *, 

Too  fenfuall  in  my  love,  and  too  ambitious*, 

0 how  I burn ! to  pluck  thee  from  the  llalk. 

Where  now  thou  grow’ll  a fweet  bud  and  a beauteous, 

And  bear’ll  the  prime  and  honour  of  the  Garden, 

Is  but  to  violate  thy  fpring,  and  fpoil  thee. 

Evant.  To  let  me  blow, and  fall  alone  would  anger  ye. 

Vd.  Let’s  lit  together  thus,  and  as  we  fit 
Feed  on  the  fweets  of  one  anothers  fouls, 

The  happinefs  of  love  is  contemplation, 

The  blellednefs  of  love  is  pure  aft  d;ion, 

Where  no  allay  of  adluall  dull  defires, 

Of  pleafure  that  partakes  with  wantonnefs. 

Of  humane  fire  that  burns  out  as  it  kindles. 

And  leaves  the  body  but  a poor  repentance. 

Can  ever  mix,  let’s  fix  on  that  Evanthe, 

That’s  everlalling , the  tother  cafuall ; 

Eternity  breeds  one,  the  other  fortune , 

Blind  as  her  felf,  and  full  of  all  afflidioris. 

Shall  we  love  vertuoully  ? 

Evant.  1 ever  loved  lb. 

Fd.  And  only  think  our  love*,  therarell  pleafure. 

And  that  we  moll  defirc,  let  it  be  humane. 

If  once  injoyed  grows  Hale,  and  cloys  our  appetites  *, 

1 would  not  lefien  in  my  love  for  any  thing, 

Nor  find  thee  but  the  fame  in  my  fliort  journey. 

For  my  loves  fafety. 

Evant.  Now  I fee  I am  old  Sir, 

Old  and  ill  favour’d  too,  poor  and  defpis’d. 

And  am  not  worth  your  noble  Fellowfiiip, 

Your  fellowlhip  in  Love,  you  would  not  elfe 
Thus  cunningly  feek  to  betray  a maid, 
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A maid  that  honours  you  thus  pioufiy  % ' 

Strive  to  abule  the  pious  love  file  brings  ye. 

Farewel  my  Lord,  llnce  ye  have  a better  Miflris, 

For  it  muH  feem  fo,  or  ye  are  no  man, 

A younger,  happier,  1 fnall  give  her  room,  ^ 

So  much  I love  yt  ftill. 

Fal.  Stay  my  Evant  he. 

Heaven  bear  me  witnefs,  thou  art  all  I love. 

All  1 defire,  and  now  have  pity  on  me, 

1 never  lyed  before  forgive  me  Jullice, 

Youth  and  afiedtion  flop  your  ears  unto  me. 

Evant.  Why  do  you  weep  ? if  I have  fpoke  too  harfhly. 
And  unbefeeming,my  beloved  Lord, 

My  care  and  duty,  pardon  me. 

Fal.  O hear  me, 

Heat  me  Evanthe-,  I am  all  on  torture. 

And  this  lye  tears  my  confcience  as  I vent  it*, 

1 am  no  man. 

Evant.  How  Sir  ? 

V d.  No  man  for  pleafure,  no  womans  man. 

Eva.  Goodnefs  forbid  my  Lord,  fure  you  abufe  your  felf. 
Val.  ’Tis  true  Evanthe-, 

I fiiame  to  fay  you  will  find  it.  Weeps. 

Evant.  He  weeps  bitterly, 

’Tis  my  hard  fortune,  blefs  all  young  maids  from  it 
Is  there  no  help  my  Lord  in  art  will  comfort  ye  ? 

Val.  1 hope  there  is. 

Evant.  How  long  have  you  been  deflitute  > 

Vd.  Since  I was  young. 

Evant.  ’Tis  hard  to  dye  for  nothing. 

Now  you  fiiall  know  ’tis  not  the  pleafure  Sir, 

( For  I am  compell’d  to  love  you  fpiritually  ) 

That  women  aim  at,  I affed  ye  for, 

’I'is  for  your  worth  *,  and  kifs  me, be  at  peace, 

Bccaufe  I ever  loved  ye,  1 ftill  honour  ye, 

And  with  all  duty  to  my  Husband  follow  ye  j 
Will  ye  to  bed  now  ? ye  are  afiiam’d  is  feems*, 

Pygmalion  pray’d  and  his  cold  flone  took  life, 

You  do  not  know  with  what  zeal  I Ihall  ask  Sir^ 

And  what  rare  miracle  that  may  work  upon  ye } 

Still  blulh  ? preferibe  your  Law. 

Vd.  I prethee  pardon  me. 

To  bed, and  Tie  fit  by  thee,  and  mourn  with  thee. 

Mourn  both  our  fortunes,  our  unhappy  ones : 

Do  not  defpife  me,make  me  not  more  wretched, 

1 pray  to  Heaven  when  I am  gone  Evanthe, 

As  my  poor  date  is  but  a fpan  of  time  now. 

To  recompence  thy  noble  patience, 

Thy  love  and  vertue  with  a fruitful!  husband, 

Honell  and  honourable. 

Evant.  Come,  you  have  made  me  weep  now. 

All  fond  defire  dye  here,  and  welcom  challity. 

Honour  and  challity,  do  what  you  pleafe  Sir.  f Exeunt. 


j4Eius  Qmrtus.  Scou  Trima* 

Enter  at  one  door  Rugio,  and  Ericr  Marco,  at  the 
other  door  Sorano,  vpith  a little  gUfs  vtol. 

/J^^.'T’TTHat  ails  this  piece  of  mifehief  to  look  lad  ? 

VV  He  feems  to  weep  too. 

<iJ^ar.  Something  is  a hatching, 

And  of  fome  bloody  nature  too.  Lord  KHgid, 

1 his  Crocodile  mourns  thus  cunningly. 

Sor.  Hail  holy  Father, 

And  good  day  to  the  good  Lord  Rugio, 

How  fares  the  fad  Prince  I befeech  yc  Sir  ? 

Rug.  ’Tis  like  you  know,  you  need  not  ask  that  queftion, 
You  have  your  eyes  and  watches  on  his  miferies 
As  near  as  ours,  I would  they  were  as  render. 

lldar.Can  you  do  him  good  ? as  the  King  and  you  appoin- 
So  he  is  ftill,  as  you  delir’d  I think  too,  ( ted  h m, 

gq  q -1 
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For  every  day  he  is  worfe  ( Heaven  pardon  all  ) 

PutofT  your  forrow,  you  may  laugh  now  Lord, 

He  cannot  lad:  long  to  difturb  your  Mafter, 

You  have  done  worthy  fervice  to  his  Brother, 

And  he  mod  memorable  love. 

Sor.  You  do  not  know  Sir 

With  what  remorfe  I ask,  nor  with  what  wearinefs 
I groan  and  bow  under  this  load  of  honour, 

, And  how  my  foul  fighs  for  the  beadly  lerviccs, 

I have  done  his  pleafures,  thcfe  be  witnefs  with  me, 

And  from  your  piety  believe  me  Father, 

1 would  as  willingly  unclothe  my  felf 
Of  title,  that  becomes  me  not  I know  ; 

Good  mcn,and  great  names  bed  agree  toge^et  j 
Cad  off  the  glorious  favours,  and  the  trappings 
Of  found  and  honour,  wealth  and  promifes, 

His  w'anton  pleafures  have  flung  on  my  weaknefs. 

And  chufe  to  fcrve  my  countries  caufe  and  vertues. 

Poorly  and  honcdly,  and  redeem  my  ruines, 

As  I would  hoperemifllon  of  my  mifchiefs. 

Rug.  Old  and  experienc’d  men,  my  Lord  SoranOf 
Are  not  fo  quickly  caught  with  gilt  hypocrifie, 

You  pull  your  claws  in  now  and  fawn  upon  us, 

As  lyons  do  to  intice  poor  foolilh  beads  •, 

And  beads  we  Ihould  be  too  if  wc  believ’d  ye, 

Go  exercife  your  Art. 

Sor.  For  Heaven  fake  fcorn  me  not. 

Nor  adde  more  Hell  to  my  afflicted  foul 
Than  I feel  here  \ as  you  are  honourable, 

As  you  arecharitablc  look  gently  on  me, 

I will  no  more  to  Court,  be  no  more  Devil, 

1 know  I mud  be  hated  even  of  him 
That  was  my  Love  now,  and  the  more  he  loves  me 
For  his  foul  ends,  when  they  fhall  once  appear  to  him, 
Muder  before  hisconfcicncc  and  accufe  him. 

The  fouler  and  the  more  falls  his  difpleafurc. 

Princes  arc  fading  things,  fo  are  their  favours.  ( morfe, 

ijllar.  He  weeps  again,  his  heart  is  toucht  fure  with  re- 

Sor.  See  this,  and  give  me  fair  attention  good  my  Lord, 
And  worthy  Father  fee,  within  this  viol 
The  remedy  and  cure  of  all  my  honour. 

And  of  the  fad  Prince  lyes. 

Rug.  What  new  trick’s  this  ? 

Sor.  ’Tis  rue,  I have  done  Offices  abundantly 
III  and  prodigious  to  the  Prince  zAlfhonfo^ 

And  whild  I was  a knave  1 fought  his  death  too. 

Rn^.  You  are  too  late  conviided  to  be  good  yet. 

Sor.  But  Father,  when  I felt  this  part  affliift  me, 
Thisinward  part,  and  call’d  me  to  an  audit 

Of  my  mifdceds  and  mifchiefs 

Well,  go  on  Sir. 

Sor.  O then,then,then  what  was  my  glory  then  Father  ? 
The  favour  of  the  King,  what  did  that  cafe  me  ? 

What  was  it  to  be  bow’d  to  by  all  creatures  ? 

Worfliip,  and  courted,  what  did  this  avail  me  ? 

I was  a wretch,  a poor  lod  wretch. 

(Ji/ar.  Still  better. 

Sor.  Till  in  the  midd  of  all  my  grief  1 found 
Repentance,  and  a learned  man  to  give  the  means  to  it, 

A Jew,  an  honed  and  a rare  Phyfician, 

Of  him  I had  this  Jewel  -,  ’tis  a Jewel, 

And  at  the  price  of  all  my  wealth  I bought  it ; 

If  the  King  knew  it  I mud  lofc  my  head. 

And  w’illingly,  mod  willingly  I would  fuffer, 

A child  may  take  it,  ’tis  fo  fweet  in  working. 

Mur.  To  whom  would  you  apply  it  ? 

Sor.  To  the  fick  Prince, 

It  will  in  half  a day  diflblve  his  melancholy. 

Rug.  1 do  believe,  and  give  him  deep  for  ever. 

What  impudence  is  this,  and  what  bale  malice, 

T 0 make  us  indruments  of  thy  abufes  ? 

Are  we  fet  here  to  poifon  him  /* 

Sor.  Midake  not,  yet  I mud  needs  fay,  ’tis  a noble  care. 
And  worthy  vertuous  fervants  •,  if  you  will  fee 


A flourifhing  edate  again  in  Naples, 

And  great  ^Iphonfo  reign  that’s  truly  good. 

And  like  hiralelf  able  to  make  all  excellent ; 

Give  him  this  drink, and  this  good  health  unto  him  JDrinks. 

I am  not  fo  defperate  yet  to  kill  my  felf, 

Never  look  on  me  as  a guilty  man. 

Nor  on  the  water  as  a fpeedy  poifon : i 

I am  not  mad,  nor  laid  out  all  my  treafurc. 

My  confcience  and  my  credit  to  abule  ye  •, 

How  nimbly  and  how  chearfully  it  works  now 
Upon  my  heart  and  head ! fure  I am  a new  man. 

There  is  no  fadnefs  that  I feel  within  me. 

But  as  it  meets  it,like  a lazie  vapour 

How  it  flyes  off.  Here,  give  it  him  with  fpeed. 

You  are  more  guilty  than  I ever  was. 

And  worthier  of  the  name  of  evil  fubjecds. 

If  but  an  hour  you  hold  this  from  his  health. 

Rug.  ’Tis  fome  rare  vertuous  thing  fure,he  is  a good  man, 
It  mud  be  fo,  come,  let’s  apply  it  prefently, 

And  may  it  fweetly  work. 

Sor.  Pray  let  me  hear  on’t,  and  carry  it  dole  my  Lords. 

A^ar.  Yes,  good  Sorano.  at.  Rugio,  Marco. 

Sor.  Do  my  good  fools,  my  honed  pious  coxcombs, 

My  wary  fools  too  ; have  I caught  your  wifedoms  ? 

You  never  dream ’t  1 knew  an  Antidote, 

Nor  how  to  take  it  to  fecure  mine  own  life  *, 
lamanAfle,  go,  give  him  the  fine  cordial. 

And  when  you  have  done  go  dig  his  grave,  good  Frier, 

Some  two  hours  hence  we  mall  have  fuch  a bawling. 

And  roaring  up  and  down  for  vit<e. 

Such  rubbing,  and  fuch  nointing,  and  fiich  cooling, 

I have  fent  him  that  will  make  a bonfire  in’s  belly. 

If  he  recover  it,  there  is  no  heat  in  Hell  fure. 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Podrano.  ** 

Fred.  Podrano  ? Pod.  Sir. 

Fred.  Call  hither  Lord  Falerto,  aud  let  none  trouble  us. 

T?od.  Itfliall  bedone  Sir.  {_Exit. 

Fred.  I know  he  wants  no  additions  to  his  tortures. 

He  has  enough  for  humane  blood  to  carry. 

Yet  I mud  vex  him  further 
So  many  that  I wonder  his  hot  youth 
And  high-bred  fpirit  breaks  not  into  fury  *, 

I mud  yet  torture  him  a little  further. 

And  make  my  felf  fport  with  his  mifcrics, 

My  anger  is  too  poor  elfe.  Here  he  comes, 

Enter  Val. 

Now  my  young  married  Lord,  how  do  you  fe  el  your  felf?. 
You  have  the  happinefs  you  ever  aim’d  at. 

The  joy  and  pleafure. 

yal.  Would  you  had  the  like  Sir. 

Fred.  You  tumble  in  delights  with  your  fweet  Lady, 

And  draw  the  minutes  out  in  dear  embraces. 

You  live  a right  Lords  life. 

yal.  Would  you  had  tryed  it, 

That  you  might  know  the  vertue  but  to  fuller. 

Your  anger  though  it  be  unjud  and  infolent. 

Sits  handfomer  upon  you  than  your  fcorn, 

Todoawilfull  ill  and  glory  in  it, 

Is  to  do  it  double,  double  to  be  damn’d  too. 

Fred.  Had  thou  not  found  a loving  and  free  Prince, 

High  in  his  favours  too ; that  has  confer’d 
Such  hearts  cafe,  and  fuch  heaps  of  comfort  on  thee. 

All  thou  cou’dd  ask  ? 

yal.  You  are  grown  a tyrant  too 
Upon  fo  fuffering,  and  fo  dill  a fubjed 
You  have  put  upon  me  fuch  a punilhment. 

That  if  your  youth  were  honed  it  would  blulh  at : 

But  you  are  a fhamc  to  nature,  as  to  vertue.  , 

Pull  not  my  rage  upon  ye,  ’tis  fo  jud. 

It  will  give  way  to  no  refped  •,  my  life. 

My  innocent  life,  1 dare  maintain  it  Sir, 

Like  a wanton  prodigal  you  have  flung  away. 

Had  I a thoufand  more  1 would  allow  ’em. 
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And  be  as  Carclcfs  of  ’em  as  yoiir  will  is  •, 

But  to  deny  thofe  rights  the  Law  hath  given  me. 

The  holy  Law,  and  make  her  life  the  penance, 

Is  fuch  a ftudied  and  unheard  of  malice. 

No  heart  that  is  not  hired  from  Hell  dare  think  of  j 
To  do  it  then  too,  when  my  hopes  were  high. 

High  as  my  Blood,  all  my  defires  upon  me. 

My  free  affections  ready  to  embrace  her. 

Enter  CafTandra. 

And  fhe  mine  own  •,  do  you  fmileat  this  ? is’t  done  well  ? 
Is  there  not  Heaven  above  you  that  fees  all  ? {_Exit  Val. 

Fred.  Come  hither  Time, how  does  your  noble  Mifirifs  ? 

CaJ.  As  a Gentlewoman  may  do  in  her  cafe  that’s  newly 
married.  Sir : 

Sickly  fometimes,  and  fond  on’t,  like  your  Majefiy. 

Fred.  She  is  breeding  then  ? 

Caf.  She  wants  much  of  her  colour, 

And  has  her  qualms  as  Ladies  ufe  to  have,  Sir, 

And  her  difgufts. 

Fred.  And  keeps  her  Chamber  ? ’ 

Caf  Yes  Sir. 

Fred.  And  eats  good  Broths  ^nd  Jellies. 

Caf.  I am  fure  file  fighs.  Sir,  and  weeps,  good  Lady. 

Fred.  Alas,  good  Lady,  for  it, 

She  fhould  have  one  could  comfort  her,  Caffandra, 

Could  turn  thofe  tears  to  joys,  a hilly  Comforter. 

Caf.  A comfortable  man  does  well  at  all  hours, 

For  he  brings  comfortable  things.  (eaten  Onions, 

Fred.  Come  hither, & hold  your  fann  between,  you  have 
Her  breath  ftinks  like  a Fox,  her  teeth  are  contagious, 
Thefeold  women  are  all  Elder-Pipes,  do  ye  mark  me? 

[jGives  a Pnrfe. 

Caf  Yes,  Sir,  but  does  your  Grace  think!  am  fit. 

That  am  both  old  and  vertuous  ? 

Fred.  Therefore  the  fitter,  the  older  Hill  the  better, 

I know  thou  art  as  holy  as  an  old  Cope, 

Yet  upon  necelTary  ufe — 

Caf.  ’Tis  true,  Sir. 

Fred.  Her  feeling  fenfe  is  fierce  Hill,  fpeak  unto  her, 

You  are  familiar  •,  fpeak  I fay,  unto  her. 

Speak  to  the  purpofe  i tell  her  this,  and  this. 

Caf.  Alas,  fhe  is  honeft,  Sir,  fhe  is  very  honefl. 

And  would  you  have  my  gravity 

Fred.  I,  I,  your  gravity  will  become  the  caufe  the  better, 
I’ll  look  thee  out  a Knight  fhall  make  thee  a Lady  too, 

A lufly  Knight,  and  one  that  (ball  be  ruled  by  thee, 

And  add  to  thefe,  I’ll  make  ’em  good,  no  mincing. 

Nor  ducking  out  of  nicety,  good  Lady, 

But  do  it  home,  we’ll  all  be  friends  too,  tell  her, 

And  fuch  a joy 

Caf.  That’s  it  that  flirs  me  up.  Sir, 

I would  not  for  the  World  attempt  her  Chaflity, 

But  that  they  may  live  lovingly  hereafter. 

Fred.  For  that  I urge  it  too.  (good.  Sir, 

Caf.  A little  evil  may  well  be  fuffered  for  a general 
I’ll  take  my  leave  of  your  Majefty.  [_£xit. 

Enter  Valerio. 

Fred.  Go  fortunately,  be  fpeedy  too:  here  comes  FaUrioj 
If  hisaffliCtion  have  allayed  his  fpirit 
My  work  has  end.  Come  hither.  Lord  Falerio^ 

How  do  you  now  ? 

I Val.  Your  Majefty  may  guefs. 

Not  fo  well,  nor  fo  fortunate  as  you  are. 

That  can  tye  up  mens  honeft  wills,  and  adions. 

Fred.  You  clearly  fee  now,  brave 
What  ’tis  to  be  the  Rival  to  a Prince, 

To  iriterpofe  againft  a raging  Lion  ^ 

1 know  you  have  fuffer’d,  infinitely  fuffer’d. 

And  with  a kind  of  pity  I behold  it. 

And  if  you  dare  be  worthy  of  my  mercy, 

I can  yet  heal  you  , yield  up  your  Evanthe, 

Take  off  my  fentence  alfo. 

U- — 
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F d.  I fall  thus  low.  Sir, 

My  poor  fad  heart  under  your  feet  1 lay. 

And  all  the  fervice  of  my  life. 

Fred.  Do  this  then,  for  without  this ’twill  be  imDcfiir-;. 
Pai  t with  her  for  a while. 

'Fal.  You  have  parted  us, 

What  fhould  I ao  v.'ith  that  I cannot  ufe  Sir  ? 

Fred.  ’Tis  well  confider’d,  kt  me  have  the  Lady, 

And  thou  fta't  fee  how  nobly  i’ll  befriend  thee. 

How  all  this  difference — 

F d.  Will  file  come  do  you  think,  Sir? 

Fred.  She  mult  be  wrought,  1 know  flie  is  too  modc.^. 
And  gently  wrought,  and  cunningly. 

F d.  ’Tis  fit,  Sir. 

Fred.  And  fccrctly  it  muft  be  done. 

C al.  As  thought.  > - 

Fred.  I’ll  wai  rant  ye  her  honour  fhall  be  fair  ftill, 

No  foil  nor  Itam  (hall  appear  on  that,  Falerio, 
foil  fee  a thoiifand  that  bear  fober  faces, 

And  fhew  of  as  inimitable  modefties  •, 

You  would  be  Ivvorn  too  that  they  were  pure  Matrons, 

And  moft  chafte  maids : and  yet  to  augment  their  fortunes, 

And  get  them  noble  friends 

Fal.  They  are  content.  Sir, 

In  private  to  bellow  their  Beauties  on  ’em. 

Fred.  They  are  fo,  and  they  are  wife, they  know  no  want 
Nor  no  eye  fees  they  want  their  honellics. 

Fa!.  If  it  might  be  carried  thus. 

Fred.  It  fliall  be.  Sir. 

F d.  I’ll  fee  you  dead  firft,  with  this  caution, 

Why,  fure  I think  it  might  be  done. 

Fred.  Yes,  eafily. 

Fal.  For  what  time  would  your  Grace  defire  her  Body  ? 
Fred.  A month  or  two,  it  fhall  be  carried  ftill 
As  if  fhe  kept  with  yoii,  and  were  a ftranger. 

Rather  a hater  of  the  grace  I offer  ; 

And  then  1 will  return  her  with  fuch  honour 

F d.  ’Tis  very  like  I dote  much  on  your  Honour. 

Fred.  And  load  her  w’ith  fuch  favour  too,  Falerio 

Fal.  She  never  fliall  claw  off  ? I humbly  thank  ye. 

Fred.  I’ll  make  ye  both  the  happieft,  and  the  richeft, 

And  the  mightieft  too *— 

Fal.  But  who  fhall  work  her.  Sir? 

For  on  my  Confcience  fhe  is  very  honeft. 

And  will  be  hard  to  cut  as  a rough  Diamond.  (tongue, 
Fred.  Why,  you  muft  work  her,  any  thing  from  your 
Set  off  with  golden,  and  perfwalive  Language, 

Urging  your  dangers  too. 

Fal.  Butall  thistime 

Wave  you  the  confcience.  Sir,  to  leave  me  nothing. 

Nothing  to  play  withal  ? 

Fred.  There  be  a thoiifand,  take  where  thou  wilt. 

Fal.  May  I make  bold  with  your  Qjeen, 

She  is  ufelefs  to  your  Grace,  as  it  appears.  Sir, 

And  but  a loyal  Wife  that  maybe  loft  too-, 

1 have  a mind  to  her,  and  then  ’tis  equal  ? 

Fred.  How,  Sir  ? 

Fal.  ’Tis  fo,  Sir,  thou  moft  glorious  impudence, 

Have  I not  wrongs  enow  to  fuffer  under, 

Butthou  muft  pick  me  out  to  make  a Monfter  ? 

A hated  Wonder  to  the  World  ? Do  you  ftart 
At  my  intrenching  on  your  private  liberty. 

And  would  you  force  a high-way  through  mine  honour, 
And  make  me  pave  it  too  ? But  that  thy  Queen 
Is  of  that  excellent  honefty. 

And  guarded  with  Divinity  about  her. 

No  loofe  thought  can  come  near,  nor  flame  unhallowed, 

I would  fo  right  my  felf 
Fred.  Why,  take  her  to  ye, 

I am  not  vex’d  at  this,  thou  ftialt  enjoy  her, 

I’ll  be  thy  friend  if  that  may  win  thy  courtefie. 

Fal.  1 will  nor  be  your  Bawd,  though  for  your  Royalty. 
Was  1 brought  up,  and  nourifli’d  in  the  Court, 

With  thy  moft  Royal  Brother,  and  thy  fclf, 

Q.n  q 2 
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i Upon  thy  Fathers  charge,  thy  happy  Fathers, 
i And  fucktthe  Fweetnefsof  all  humane  arts, 
i Lcarn’d  Arms  and  Honour,  to  become  a Rafcal 
Was  this  the  expedation  of  my  Youth, 

My  growth  of  Honour  ? Do  you  fpeak  this  truly, 

Or  do  you  try  me,  Sir  ? for  I believe  not, 

At  leaft  I would  not,  and  methinks  ’tis  impoflible 
There  Ihould  be  fuch  a Devil  in  a Kings  lhape, 

Such  a malignant  Fiend. 

Fred.  I thank  ye.  Sir, 
i To  morrow  is  your  lafl;  day,  and  look  to  it, 

Get  from  my  fight,  away. 

Fal.  Ye  are Oh,  my  heart’s  too  high  and  full  to  think 

{_FxeHnt. 

Ewtrr  Evanthe,  and  CafTandra. 

Fvan.  You  think  it  fit  then,  mortified  Cajfandra, 

Thar  1 Ihould  be  a Whore  ? 

Caf.  W’hyaWhore,  Madam? 

If  every  Woman  that  upon  neceffity 

Did  a good  turn,  for  there’s  the  main  point,  mark  it. 

Were  term’d  a Whore,  who  would  behoneft,  Madam.' 
lYour  Lords  life,  and  your  own  are  now  in  hazard. 

Two  precious  lives  may  be  redeem’d  with  nothing, 

Little  or  nothings  fay  an  hours  or  days  fport. 

Or  fuch  a toy,  the  end  to  it  is  wantonnefs. 

(That  we  call  lull:  that  maidens  lofc  their  fame  for) 

But  a compdl’d  necefiity  of  honour, 

Fair  as  the  day,  and  clear  as  innocence, 

Upon  my  lifeand  confcicncc,  a dired  way 

Evan.  Tobc  a Rafcal. 

Ciy.  ’Tis  a kind  of  Rape  too, 

That  keeps  you  clear,  for  where  your  will’s  compell’d 
Though  you  yield  up  your  Body  you  are  fafe  (till. 

Evan.  Thou  art  grown  a learned  Bawd,  I ever  look’d 
Thy  great  fufficiency  would  break  out. 

I^'af.  You  may. 

You  that  arc  young,  and  fair  fcorn  us  old  Creatures, 

But  you  mull  know  my  years,  ere  you  be  wife,  Lady, 

And  my  experience  too  •,  lay  the  King  loved  ye  ? 

Say  it  were  notl  irgelfc  ? 

Evan.  I,  marry  wench,  now  thou  Cornell  to  rnc. 

Caf.  Do  you  think  Princes  favoursarc  fuch  fleight  things, 
To  fling  away  when  you  plcafe  ? there  be  young  Ladies 
Both  fair  and  honourable,  that  would  leap  to  reach  ’em, 
And  leap  aloft  too. 

Evan.  Such  are  light  enough  *, 

I am  no  Vaulter,  Wench,  but  canll  thou  tell  me. 

Though  h;  be  a King,  whether  he  be  found  or  no .' 

I w'ould  not  give  my  Youth  up  to  infedion. 

Cif  As  found  as  honour  ought  to  be,  1 think,  Lady, 

Go  to,  be  wife,  1 do  not  bid  you  try  him  ; 

But  if  he  love  you  well,  and  you  negled  him,  . 

Your  Lords  life  hanging  on  the  hazard  of  it, 

If  you  be  lb  wilful  proud. 

Evan.  Thou  fpeakelt  to  the  point  Hill  •,  (woman  ? 
But  when  I have  lain  w’ith  him,  what  am  1 then,  Gentle- 
Caf  What  are  you  ? why,  the  fame  you  are  now,  a wo- 
A vertuous  Woman,  and  a noble  Woman,  (man, 

Touching  at  what  is  noble,  you  become  fo. 

Had  L .(TfCf  e’r  been  thought  of  but  for  Tar^ntn? 

She  was  before  a fimple  unknown  Woman, 

When  Ihe  was  ravrlh’d,  Ihe  was  a reverend  Saint  j 
.\nddo  you  think  file  yielded  not  a little  ? 

And  had  a kind  of  will  to  have  been  rc-ravilh’d  ? 

Believe  it,  yes ; there  are  a thoufand  llories 
Of  wondrous  loyal  U^omcn,  that  haveflipt, 

But  it  has  been  on  the  ice  of  tender  honour. 

That  kept  ’em  cool  Hill  to  the  World.  1 think  you  are  blelt, 
That  have  fuch  an  occafion  in  your  hands  to  beget  a Chro- 
.A  faithful  one.  (nicle, 

Evan.  It  mull  needs  be  much  honour. 

C.  f.  As  you  may  make  it,  infinite,  and  fafe  too, 


And  when  ’tis  done,  your  Lora  and  you  may  live 
So  quietly,  and  peaceably  together. 

And  be  what  you  plcafe. 

Ev.m.  But  fuppofe  this,  Wench, 

The  King  Ihould  fo  delight  me  with  his  Company, 

1 Ihould  forget  my  Lord,  and  no  more  look  on  him. 

Caf  That’s  the  main  hazard,  for  I tell  you  truly, 

I have  heard  report  Ipeak  he  isan  infinite  pleafure, 

Almoll  above  belief-,  there  be.fome  Ladies, 

And  modell  to  the  world  too,  wondrous  modell, 

That  have  had  the  blellednefs  to  try  his  body, 

That  I have  heard  proclaim  him  a new  Hercules. 

Evan.  So  ftrongly  able  .' 

Caf  There  will  be  the  danger. 

You  being  but  a young  and  tender  Lady, 

Although  your  mind  be  good,  yet  your  weak  Body, 

At  firll  encounter  too,  to  meet  with  one 
Of  his  unconquer’d  ftrength. 

Evan.  Peace,  thou  rude  Bawd, 

Thou  ftudied  old  corruptnefs,  tye  thy  tongue  up, 

Your  hired  bafe  tongue  •,  is  this  your  timely  counfel  ? 

DoH  thoufeek  to  make  me  dote  on  wickednefs .' 

Becaufe  ’tis  ten  times  worfe  than  thou  deliver’ft  it  ? 

To  be  a Whore,  becaufe  he  hasfufficicncy 
To  make  a hundred  ? O thou  impudence ! 

Have  1 reliev’d  thy  Age  to  mine  own  ruine  ? 

And  worn  thee  in  my  Bofome,  to  betray  me  f 
Can  years  and  impotence  win  nothing  on  thee 
That’s  good  and  honefl,  but  thou  mull  go  on  Hill  ? 

And  where  thy  bloud  wants  heat  to  fin  thy  felf. 

Force  thy  decrepit  will  to  make  me  wicked  ? 

Caf  I did  but  tell  ye. 

Evan.  What  the  damnedll  Woman, 

The  cunning’ll  and  the  skilfull’ll  Bawd  comes  Ihort  of-, 

If  thou  hadll  liv’d  ten  Ages  to  be  clamn’d  in, 

And  exercis’d  this  Art  the  Devil  taught  thee, 

Thou  could’ll  not  have  exprefs’d  it  more  exadly. 

C.tf.  I did  not  bid  you  fin. 

Evan.  Thou  woo’d’lt  me  to  it. 

Thou  that  art  fit  for  Prayer  and  the  Grave, 

Thy  Body  Earth  already,  and  Corruption, 

Thou  taught’ll  the  way  •,  go  follow  your  fine  funftion. 

There  are  houfes  of  delight,  that  want  good  Matrons, 

Such  grave  Inllru(n:ors,  get  thee  thither,  Monftcr, 

And  read  variety  of  fins  to  wantons, 

And  when  they  roar  with  pains,  learn  to  make  plaiflcrs. 

C^tf  This  we  have  for  our  good  wills. 

Evan.  If  e’r  I fee  thee  more, 

Or  any  thing  that’s  like  thee,  to  affright  me, 

By  this  fair  light  I’ll  fpoil  thy  Bawdery, 

I’ll  leave  thee  neither  Eyes  nor  Nofc  to  grace  thee. 

When  thou  wantell  Bread,  and  common  pity  towards  thee, 

Enter  Frederick. 

And  art  a llarving  in  a Ditch,  think  of  me, 

Then  dye,  and  let  the  wandring  Bawds  lament  thee  •, 

Be  gone,  I charge  thee  leave  me. 

Caf  You’ll  repent  this.  {_exu. 

Fred.  She’s  angry,  and  t’other  crying  too,  my  fuit’s  cold. 
I’ll  make  your  heart  akc,  flubborn  Wench,  for  this; 

Turn  not  fo  angry  from  me,  I will  fpeak  to  you, 

Are  you  grown  proud  with  your  delight,  good  Lady, 

So  pamper’d  with  your  fport  you  fcorn  to  know  me  ? 

Evan.  I fcorn  ye  not,  I would  you  fcorn’d  not  me,  Sir, 
Andforc’tmetobewearyof  my  duty, 

I know  your  Grace,  would  1 had  never  feen  ye. 

Fred.  Becaufe  I love  you,  becaufe  I dote  upon  ye, 
Becaufe  lama  man  that  feek  to  pleafe  ye.' 

Evan.  1 have  man  enough  already  to  content  me, 

As  much , as  noble,  and  as  worthy  of  me. 

As  all  the  World  can  yield. 

Fred.  That’s  but  your  modefty. 

You  have  no  man,  nay  never  look  upon  me, 

I know 
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t know  it,  Lady,  no  man  to  content  ye. 

No  man  that  can,  or  at  the  leall,  that  dares, 

Which  is  a poorer  man,  and  nearer  nothing. 

Evan.  Be  nobler,  Sir,  inform’d. 

Fred.  I’ll  tell  thee,  Wench, 

The  poor  condition  of  this  poorer  fellow. 

And  make  thee  blulh  for  lhame  at  thine  own  errour, 

He  never  tcndred  yet  a husbands  duty, 

To  thy  warm  longing  bed.  . 

Evan.  How’lhould  heknowthat? 

Fred.  I am  fure  he  did  not,  for  I charg’d  him  no. 

Upon  his  life  I charg’d  him,  but  to  try  him  j 
Could  any  brave  or  noble  fpirit  ftop  here  ? 

V\'as  life  to  be  preferr’d  before  affedtion  j* 

Lawful  and  long’d  for  too  ? 

Evan.  Did  you  command  him  ? 

Fred.  1 did  in  policy  to  try  his  fpirit. 

Evan.  And  could  he  be  fo  dead  cold  to  obferve  it  ? 
Brought  I no  beauty,  nor  no  love  along  with  me  ? 

Fred.  Why,  that  is  it  that  makes  me  fcorn  to  name  him, 
I Ihould  have  lov’d  him  if  he  had  ventur’d  for’t, 

Nay,  doted  on  his  bravery. 

Evan.  Only  charg’d  ? 

And  with  that  fpell  lit  down  ? dare  men  fight  bravely 
For  poor  flight  things,  for  drink,  or  oftentation  ? 

And  there  indanger  both  their  lives  and  fortunes. 

And  for  their  lawful  loves  fly  off  with  fear  ? (thee  ? 

Fred.  Tis  true,  and  with  a cunning  bafe  fear  too  to  abufe 
Made  thee  believe,  poor  innocent  Evanthe^ 

Wretched  young  Girl,  it  was  his  impotency  *, 

Was  it  not  fo?  deny  it.  (young  man! 

Evan.  O my  anger  1 at  my  years  to  be  cozen’d  with  a 

Fred.  A ftrong  man  too,  certain  he  lov’d  ye  dearly. 

Evan.  To  have  my  (hame  and  love  .mingled  together, 
And  both  flung  on  me  like  a weight  to  fink  me, 

1 would  have  dyed  a thoufand  times. 

Fred.  So  would  any, 

Any  that  had  the  fpirit  of  a man  ^ 

I would  have  been  kill’d  in  your  arms. 

Evan.  I would  he  had  been, 

And  buried  in  mine  arms,  that  had  been  noble. 

And  what  a monument  would  1 have  made  him  ? i 

Upon  this  breaft  he  fhould  have  flept  in  peace. 

Honour,  and  everlafting  love  his  mourners  ^ 

And  I ftill  weeping  till  old  time  had  turn’d  me. 

And  pitying  powers  above  into  pure  cryftal. 

Fred.  Hadfl:  thou  lov’d  me,  and  had  my  way  been  ftuck 
With  deaths,  as  thick  as  frofty  nights  with  ftars, 

I w'ould  have  ventur’d.  (Coward. 

Evan.  Sure  there  is  fome  trick  in’t:  Valerio  ne’r  w'as 

Fred.  Worfe  than  this  too. 

Tamer,  and  feafoning  of  a baler  nature. 

He  fet  your  woman  on  ye  to  betray  ye. 

Your  bawdy  woman,  or  your  fin  folicitor  *, 

I pray  but  think  what  this  man  maydeferve  now, 

I know  he  did,  and  did  it  to  plcafe  me  too. 

Evan.  Good  Sir  afflid  me  not  too  faft,  I feel 
I am  a woman,  and  a wrong’d  one  too. 

And  fenfible  I am  of  my  abules. 

Sir,  you  have  loved  me.  (upon  thyperfon. 

Fred.  And  I love  thee  (till,  pity  thy  wrongs,  and  dote 

Evan.  Tofetmy  woman  on  me ’twas  too  bale.  Sir. 

Fred.  Abominable  vile. 

Evan.  But  I fliall  fit  him. 

Fred.  All  reafon  and  all  Law  allows  it  to  ye. 

And  ye  are  a fool,  a tame  fool,  if  youfpare  him. 

Evan.  You  may  fpeak  now',  and  happily  prevail  too. 

And  I befeech  your  Grace  be  angry  w'ith  me. 

Fred.  1 am  at  heart.  She  flaggers  in  her  faith. 

And  will  fall  oft'  1 hope,  Til  ply  her  flill. 

Thouabufed  innocence,  I fulferwith  thee. 

If  I Ihould  give  him  life,  he  would  ftill  betray  thee  •, 

That  fool  that  fears  to  dye  for  fuch  a Beauty, 

Would  for  the  fame  fear  fell  thee  unto  mifery* 
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I do  not  fay  he  would  have  been  Bawd  himfeif  too 

Follow’d  thus  far?  nay  then  I fmell  the  malice. 

It  tallies  too  hot  of  praftis’d  wickednefs. 

There  can  be  no  fuch  man,  I am  fure  no  Gentleman : 

Shall  my  anger  make  me  whore,  and  not  my  pleafure  ^ 

My  fudden  inconfiderate  rage  abufe  me  ? 

Come  home  again,  my  frighted  faith,  myvertue. 

Home  to  my  heart  again ; he  be  a Bawd  too  ? ’ 

Fred.  1 will  not  fay  he  offered  fair  Evanthe. 

Evan.  Nor  do  not  dare,  ’twill  be  an  impudence, 

And  not  an  honour  for  a Prince  to  lye 
Fyc,  Sir,  a perfon  of  your  rank  to  trifle, 

I know  you  do  lye. 

Fred.  How’ ? (butoneday, 

Evan.  L.ye  fhamcfully,  and  I could  wifh  my  felf  a m.an 
To  tell  you  openly  you  lye  too  bafely. 

Fred.  Take  heed,  wild  fool. 

Evan.  Take  thou  heed,  thou  tame  Devil, 

Thou  all  Pandora'^  Box  in  a Kings  figure, 

Thou  haft  almoft  whor’d  my  weak  belief  already, 

And  like  an  Engineer  blown  up  mine  honour  ^ 

But  I ftiall  countermine,  and  catch  your  raifehief. 

This  little  Fort  you  feek,  I fliall  man  nobly, 

And  -flrongly  too,  with  chaftc  obedience 

To  my  dear  Lord,  with  vertuous  thoughts  that  fcorn  ye. 

Victorious  Thomyris  ne’r  won  more  honour 

In  cutting  off  the  Royal  head  of 

Than  I fhall  do  in  conquering  thee  •,  fa.  ewel. 

And  if  thou  canft  be  wife,  learn  to  be  good  too. 

’Twill  give  thee  nobler  lights  than  both  thine  eyes  do  y 
My  poor  Lord  and  my  felf  arc  bound  to  fufter. 

And  when  1 fee  him  faint  under  your  fintence, 

I’ll  tell  ye  more,  it  may  be  then  I’ll  yield  too. 

Fred.  Fool  unexampled,  fiiall  my  anger  follow  thee  ^ 

Enter  Riigio,  and  Fryar  Marco,  amated. 

Ragio.  Curft  on  our  fights,  our  fond  credulities, 

A thoufand  curfes  on  the  Slave  that  cheated  us. 

The  damn’d  Slave. 

APar.  We  have  e’n  lham’d  our  fervice, 

Brought  our  beft  care  and  loyalties  to  nothing, 

’Tis  the  moft  fearful  poyfon,  the  molt  potent, 

Heaven  give  him  patience^  Oh  it  works  moft  flrongly, 

And  tears  him.  Lord. 

Rttg.  That  we  fhould  be  fo  flupid 
To  truft  the  arrant’ft  Villain  that  e’r  flatter’d. 

The  bloodieft  too,  to  believe  a few  fofc  words  from  him, 
And  give  way  to  his  prepar’d  tears. 

Within.,  Alphonfo.  Oh,  Oh,  Oh. 

Rug.  Hark,  Fryar  Marco,  hark,  the  poor  Prince,  that 
we  fhould  be  fuch  Block-heads, 

As  to  betaken  with  hisdrinking  firfl ! 

And  never  think  what  Antidotes  are  made  for ! (for’t  \ 
Two  wooden  fculls  we  have,  and  we  deferve  to  be  bang’d 
For  certainly  it  will  be  laid  to  our  charge  \ 

As  certain  too,  it  will  difpatch  him  fpeedily, 

Which  way  to  turn,  or  what  to 

Mar.  Let’s  pray,  Heavens  hand  is  ftrong. 

R.iig.  The  poyfon’s  ftrong,  you  would  fay. 

Enter  Alphoufo,  carried  on  a Couch  bytwoFryars. 

Would  any  thing He  comes,  let’s  give  him  comfort, 

Alph.  Give  me  more  air,  air,  more  air,  blow,  blow, 
Open  thou  Eaftern  Gate,  and  blow  upon  me, 

Diftill  thy  cold  dews,  O thou  iev  Moon, 

And  Rivers  run  through  my  affliCled  fpirit. 

1 am  all  fire,  fire,  fire,  the  raging  dog  frar 
Reigns  in  my  blond,  Oh  which  way  fhall  I turn  me? 

and  ail  his  flames  burn  in  my  head, 

Fling  me  into  the  Ocean  or  I pcrifti  •, 

Dig,  dig,  dig,  tiil  the  Springs  fly  up, 

The  cold,  cold  Springs,  that  I may  leap  into  ’em, 

And  bathe  my  fcorcht  Limbs  in  their  purling  Plcafures. 

Op 
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Or  (hoot  me  up  into  the  higher  Region, 
j Where  treaflvi  cs  of  delicious  Snow  are  nourilht, 
j And  Banquets  offweet  Hall. 

Rug.  Hold  him  faft  Fryer,  O how  he  burns . 

' Whatwillyefacrificeme? 

Upon  the  Altar  lay  my  willing  body, 

And  pile  your  Wood  up,  fling  your  holy  incenie  •, 

And  as  1 turn  me  you  fhall  fee  all  flame, 

Confuming  flame.  Hand  off  me,  or  you  are  allies. 

Both.  Moft;  miferable  wretches. 

Bring  hither  Charity 

And  let  me  hug  her.  Fryer,  they  fay  (he’s  cold. 

Infinite  cold  Devotion  cannot  warm  her 

Draw  me  a river  of  falie  lovers  tears 

Clean  through  my  breaft,  they  are  dull,  cold,  and  forgetful, 

And  will  give  eafe,  let  Virgins  figh  upon  me, 

Forfaken  fouls,  the  fighs  are  precious. 

Let  them  ail  figh:  Oh  hell,  hell,  hell.  Oh  horror. 

Af.ir.  To  bed,  good  Sir. 
yi'ph.  My  bed  will  burn  about  me. 

Like  I h.zeton,  in  all  confuming  flalhes 
I am  incloftd,  let  me  fly,  let  me  fly,  give  room  ; 

Betwixt  the  cold  Bear,  and  the  raging  Lyon 
Lyes  my  fafe  way  •,  O lor  a cake  of  Ice  now, 

T o clap  unto  my  heart  to  comfort  me  *, 

Decrepit  Winter  hang  upon  my  (boulders, 

And  let  me  wear  thy  frozen  Ificlcs 

Like  Jewels  round  about  my  head,  to  cool  me  ; 

My  eyes  burn  out,  and  fink  into  their  fockets. 

And  my  infeded  brain  like  brimftone  boils, 

I live  in  Hcil,  and  leveral  furies  vex  me-, 

O carry  me  where  no  Sun  ever  Pnew’d  yet 
A face  of  comfort,  where  the  earth  isCryflal, 

Never  to  bcdiflblv’d,  where  naught  inhabits 
But  night  and  cold,  and  nipping  hofls,  and  winds 
That  cut  theftubborn  rocks  and  make  them  Ibivcr ; 

S.t methere  friends.  (hchas? 

Riid.  Hold  faH,  hcmufl:  robed, Fryer, what  fcalding  fwcats 
Alir.  He’ll  fcald  in  Hell  for’t,  that  was  the  caufe. 

Alpb.  b.ink,  drink,  a world  ofdrink,  * 

Fill  all  the  cups  and  ail  the  antick  yclfcls, 

And  borrow  pots,  let  me  have  diink  enough, 

Bringall  the  worthy  drunkards  of  the  time, 
Thetxp.rienc’d  drunkards,  let  me  have  them  all. 

And  la  them  drink  their  woi  ft,  I'lc  make  them  ideots, 

I’le  lye  upon  nry  Back  and  fwallow  Wflclsy 
Have  Rivers  made  of  cooling  Wine  run  through  me, 

Not  ftay  for  this  mans  health,  or  this  great  Princes, 

But  take  an  Ocean,  and  begin  to  all ; Oh, oh. 

Mir.  He  cools  a little,  now  away  with  him, 

And  to  his  warm  bed  prefently. 

^Iph.  No  drink?  no  wind  no  cooling  air  ? 

Rug.  You  (hall  have  any  thing. 

His  hot  fit  leflens,  Heaven  put  in  a hand  now, 

.And  (ave  his  life  ■,  there’s  drink  Sir  in  your  chamber. 

And  all  cool  things. 

y^lph.  Away,  away,  let's  fly  to ’em.  lExcunt. 

Enter  Valerio  ^w^^Evanthe. 

Evan.  To  fay  you  were  impotent,  I am  alham’d  on’t, 

To  make  your  felf  no  man,  to  a fielh  Maid  too, 

A longing  Maid,  upon  her  wedding  night  alfo, 

To  give  her  fuch  a dor. 
ral.  I prethee  pardon  me. 

Evan.  Had  you  been  drunk,  ’t  had  been  excufable, 

Or  like  a Gentleman  under  the  Surgions  hands. 

And  fo  notable,  there  had  been  fome  colour, 

But  wretchedly  to  take  a weaknels  to  ye, 

.A  (earful  weaknefs,  toabufe  your  body. 

And  let  a lye  work  likea  fpell  upon  ye, 

.A  lye,  to  fave  your  li.e. 

f^al.  Will  you  give  me  leave,  (weet  ? 

Sv  Y^ou  have  taken  too  much  leave, and  too  bale  leave  too, 
To  wrong  your  love  y haft  thou  a noble  fpirit  ? 


And  canft  thou  look  up  to  the  peoples  loves, 

That  call  thee  worthy,  and  not  blufh,  Valerio  ? 

Canft  thou  behold  me  that  thou  haft  betray’d  thus, 

And  no  (hame  touch  thee  ? 

Val.  Shame  attend  the  finful,  I know  ray  innocence. 
Evan.  Ne’r  think  to  face  it,  that’s  a double  weaknefs. 
And  (liews  thee  falfer  ftill  •,  the  King  himfelf, 

Though  he  be  wicked,  and  our  Enemy, 

But  jufter  than  thou  art,  in  pity  of  my  injuries. 

Told  me  the  truth. 

Val.  What  did  he  tell  thee,  Evantbe? 

Evan.  That  but  to  gain  thy  life  a fortnight  longer, 

Thy  lov’d  poor  life,  thou  gav’ft  up  all  my  duties. 

Val.  I fwear  ’tisfalfe ; my  life  and  death  are  equal, 

1 have  weigh’d  ’em  both,  and  find  ’em  but  one  fortune, 

But  Kings  are  men,  and  live  as  men,  and  dye  too. 

Have  the  afre(ftions  men  have,  and  their  falfehoods  y 
Indeed  they  have  more  power  to  make  ’em  good  y 
The  King’s  to  blame,  it  was  to  fave  thy  life  Wench, 

Thy  innocent  life,  that  1 forbore  thy  bed. 

For  if  1 had  toucht  thee  thou  hadft  dyed,  he  fwore  it. 

Evan.  And  was  not  I as  worthy  to  dye  nobly .? 

To  make  a (lory  for  the  time  that  follows, 

As  he  that  married  me  ? what  weaknefs,  Sir, 

Or  difability  do  you  fee  in  me,  . 

Either  in  mind  or  body  ? to  defraud  me 

Of  fuch  an  opportunity  ? Do  you  think  I married  you 

Only  for  picafure,  or  content  in  luft  ? 

To  lull  you  in  my  arms,  and  kifs  you  hourly  ? 

Was  this  my  end  f 1 might  have  been  a Queen,  Sir, 

If  that  had  caught  me,  and  have  known  all  delicatcs  y 
There’s  few  that  would  have  (hun’d  fo  fair  an  ofler. 

0 thou  unfaithful  fearful  man,  thou  haft  kill’d  me. 

In  faving  me  this  way,  thou  haft  deft  oy’d  me. 

Rob’d  me  of  that  thy  love  can  never  give  more ; 

To  be  unable  to  fave  me  ? O mifery ! 

Had  1 been  my  Valerio.^  thou  Evantbe, 

1 would  have  lycn  with  thee  under  a Gallows, 

Though  the  Hangman  had  been  my  Hymen,  and  the  furies 
With  iron  whips  and  forks,  ready  to  torture  me. 

I would  have  hug’d  thee  too,  though  Hell  had  gap’d  at  me  j 
Save  my  life  I that  cxpeifted  to  dye  bravely. 

That  would  have  woo’d  it  too  .•  Would  1 had  married 
An  Eunucb,  that  had  truly  no  ability. 

Then  fuch  a fearful  lyar,  thou  haft  done  me 
A feurvy  courtelic,  that  has  undone  me. 

Val.  Tie  do  no  more,  (ince  you  arc  fo  nobly  falhion’d. 
Made  up  fo  ftrongly,  I’lc  take  my  (hare  with  ye, 

Nay,  dear.  Tie  learn  of  you. 

Evan.  He  weeps  too  tenderly. 

My  anger’s  gone,  good  my  Lord  pardon  me. 

And  if  I have  olfendcd,  be  more  angry. 

It  was  a W^omans  flalh,  a fudden  valour. 

That  could  not  lye  conceal’d. 

Val.  I honour  ye,  by  all  the  rites  of  holy  marriage. 

And  pleafures  of  chaftc  love,  I wonder  at  ye. 

You  appear  the  vifion  of  a Heaven  unto  me. 

Stuck  all  with  ftars  of  honour  (hining  dearly. 

And  all  the  motions  of  your  mind  Celeftial ; 

Man  is  a lump  of  Earth,  the  beft  man  fpiritlcfs, 

To  fuch  a woman  ; all  our  lives  and  adions 
But  counterfeits  in  Arroi  to  this  vertue  *, 

Chide  me  again,  you  have  (b  brave  an  anger. 

And  flows  fo  nobly  from  you,  thus  deliver’d. 

That  I could  fu(fer  like  a Child  to  hear  ye. 

Nay  make  my  felf  guilty  of  fome  faults  to  honour  ye. 

Eva.  I’le  chide  no  more,  you  have  rob’d  me  of  my  courage. 
And  with  a cunning  patience  checkt  my  impudence  ^ 

Once  more  forgivenefs  ? {She  kneels. 

Val.  Will  this  ferve,  Evantbe  ? 

And  this  my  love  ? Heavens  mercy  be  upon  us  ^ 

But  did  he  tell  no  more?  (mcj 

Evan.  Only  this  trifle : you  fetmy  woman  on  me,to betray 
’Tis  true,  (he  did  her  beft,  a bad  old  woman. 

If 
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It  ftir’d  me.  Sir. 

FaU  I cannot  blame  thee,  Jewel.  (way — 

Evan.  And  me  thought  when  your  name  was  founded  that 
Fal.  He  that  will  fpare  no  fame, will  fpareno  name,rweet; 
Though  as  I am  a man,  I am  full  of  weaknefs. 

And  may  flip  happily  into  fbme  ignoiance, 

Yet  at  my  years  to  be  a bawd,  and  cozen 

Mine  own  hopes  with  my  Dodrine (row. 

£va.  I believe  not, nor  never  (hall ; our  time  is  outtomor- 
Fal.  Let’s  be  tonight  then  full  of  fruitfulnels, 

Now  we  are  both  of  one  mind,  let’s  be  happy, 

I am  no  more  a wanting  man,  Evanthe., 

Thy  warm  embraces  fliall  diflblve  that  impotence, 

And  my  cold  lye  lhall  vanilh  with  thy  kifles  *, 

You  hours  of  night  be  long,  as  when  Alcmena 
Lay  by  the  lufty  fide  of  Jupiter  •, 

Keep  back  the  day,  and  hide  his  golden  beams. 

Where  the  chafle  watchful  morning  may  not  find  ’em ; 

Old  doting  Tython  hold  Aurora  fall. 

And  though  Ihe  blulh  the  day  break  from  her  cheeks, 
Conceal  her  ftill  ^ thou  heavy  Wain  ftand  firm. 

And  flop  the  quicker  revolutions  i 

Or  if  the  day  muft  come,  to  fpoil  our  happinefs, 

Thou  envious  Sun  peep  not  upon  our  pleafure, 

Thou  that  all  Lovers  curfe,  be  far  off  from  us. 

Enter  Caftruchio  with  Guard. 

Evan.  Then  let’s  to  bed,  and  this  night  in  all  joyes 

And  chafle  delights 

Cafi.  Stay,  I mufl  part  ye  both ; 

It  is  the  Kings  command,  who  bids  me  tell  ye, 

To  morrow  is  your  lafl  hour. 

Val.  I obey.  Sir, 

In  Heaven  we  lhall  meet.  Captain,  where  King  Frederic!^ 
Dare  not  appear  to  part  us.  (Office, 

Cafi.  Miftake  me  not,  though  I am  rough  in  doing  of  my 
You  fliall  find,  Sir,,  you  have  a friend  to  honour  ye. 

Fal.  I thank  ye,  Sir. 

Evan.  Pray  captain  tell  the  King, 

They  that  are  fad  on  Earth,  in  Heaven  lhall  ling.  ZExeunt. 


ACtm  Quintus,  ScenaPrima. 

Enter  Fryer  Marco,  and  Rugio. 

Rug.TJSkvQ  you  writ  to  the  Captain  of  the  Caftle  ? 

Xj.  Mar.  Yes,  and  charged  him 
Upon  his  fouls  health,  that  he  be  not  cruel. 

Told  him  Falerio^s  worth  among  the  people, 

And  how  it  mufl  be  punillit  in  poflerity, 

Though  hefcape  now. 

Rug.  But  will  not  he, Fryer  Marco  yhetray  this  to  the  King? 

(yet  he  is  honefl, 

(Jd-far.  Though  he  be  ftubborn,  and  of  a rugged  nature, 
And  honours  much  Falerio. 

Rug.  How  does  nySlphonfo  ? 

For  now  me  thinks  my  heart  is  light  again, 

And  pale  fear  fled. 

CMar.  He  is  as  well  as  I am  •, 

The  Rogue  againfl  his  will  has  fav’d  his  life, 

A defperatepoifon  has  re-cur’d  the  Prince. 

Rug.  To  me  ’tis  mofl  miraculous. 

Mar.  To  me  too,  till  I confider  why  it  Ihould  do  fo. 

And  now  I have  found  it  a mofl  excellent  Phyfick, 

It  wrought  upon  the  dull  cold  mifly  parts. 

That  clog’d  his  Ibul,  which  was  another  poilbn, 

A defperate  too,  and  found  fuch  matter  there. 

And  fuch  abundance  alfo  to  refill  it. 

And  wear  awaythe  dangerous  heat  it  brought  with  it. 

The  pure  blood  and  the  Ipirits  fcap’d  untainted. 

Rug.  ’Twas  Heavens  high  hand,  none  o{Sorano'%  pity. 

Mar.  Mofl  certain  ’twas,  had  the  malitious  villain 


Enter  Caflruchio. 

Given  him  a cooling  poilbn,  he  had  paid  him. 

Rug.  The  Captain  of  the  Caftle. 

^JMar.  O ye  are  welcome,  how  docs  your  Prilbncr  ? 

Cafi.  He  muft  go  for  dead  ; 

But  when  I do  a deed  of  fo  much  villany, 

rie  have  my  skin  pull’d  o’remine  ears,  my  Lord, 

Enter  Alphonfo  and  Fryers. 

Though  I am  the  Kings,  I am  none  of  his  abufes  •, 

How  does  your  Royal  charge  ? that  I might  fee  once. 

Mar.  I pray  fee  now,  you  are  a trufty  Gentleman. 

<^lph.  Good  Fathers,  I thank  Heaven,  1 feel  no  fickriefs. 
Cafi.  He  fpeaks  again. 

Alph.  Nothing  that  bars  the  free  ufe  of  my  fpirit, 

Me  thinks  the  air’s  fweet  to  me,  and  company 
A thing  I covet  now,  Cafiruchlo.  (pate  Lord, 

Cafi.  Sir,  he  fpeaks,  and  knows,  for  Heaven  fake  break  my 
That  I may  be  fure  I deep  not. 

(L^lph.  Thou  wxrt  honeft , 

Ever  among  the  rank  of  good  men  counted, 

I have  been  abfent  long  out  of  the  world, 

A dream  I have  lived,  how  does  it  look  Cafiruchlo  ? 

What  wonders  arc  abroad?  (goodnels, 

Cafi.  1 fling  offduty  to  your  dead  Brother,  for  he  is  dead  in 
And  to  the  living  hope  of  brave  Alphonfoy 
The  noble  heir  of  nature,  and  of  honour, 

1 fallen  my  Allegeance.  (bleft  fccrct. 

Mar.  Softly  Captain,  we  dare  not  triift  the  Air  with  this 
Good  Sir,  be  clofe  again.  Heaven  has  reltor’d  ye, 

And  by  miraculous  means,  to  your  fair  health. 

And  made  the  inftrument  your  enemies  malice, 

Which  doesprognoflicate  your  noble  fortune-, 

Let  not  our  carelefs  joy  lole  you  again.  Sir, 

Help  to  deliver  ye  to  a further  danger, 

I pray  you  pafs  in,  and  reft  a while  forgotten. 

For  if  your  Brother  come  to  know  you  are  u ii 
And  ready  to  inherit  as  your  right,  ' 

Before  vve  have  ftrength  enough  to  affi’-  e you; 

What  will  become  of  you  ? and  what  fiva  i -e 
Deferve  in  all  opinions  that  are  hon.fl 
For  our  lofs  of  judgment,  care,  anu.oyaiL-> 

Rug.  Dear  Sir,  pafs  in.  Heaven  has  begun  rh?  work, 

And  bleft  us  all,  letour  indeavours  fo  .ow. 

To  preferve  this  bleffing  to  our  timely  ufes. 

And  bring  it  to  the  noble  end  we  aim  at  i ' 

Let  our  cares  work  now,  and  our  eyes  pick  out 
An  hour  to  Ihew  ye  fafely  to  your  Subjedls, 

A fecure  hour. 

(LAlph.  I am  counfel’d  • ye  are  faithful. 

Cafi.  Which  hour  fhall  not  be  long,  as  we  lhall  handle  it. 
Once  more  the  tender  of  my  duty. 

Alph.  Thank  ye. 

Cafi.  Keep  you  the  Monallery. 

Rug.  Strong  enough  rie  warrant  ye.  [_E.xeurt 

Enter  the  Fool,  4»^Podrano. 

Pod.  Who  are  all  thefe  that  crowd  about  the  Court,  Fool  ? 
Thofe  ftrange  new  faces  ? 

Fool.  They  are  Suitors,  Coxcomb, 

Dainty  fine  Suitors  to  the  Widow  Lady,  (handfomly 

Thou  hadft  bell  make  one  of  ’em,  thou  wilt  be  hang’d  as 
At  the  Months  end,  and  as  much  joy  follow’d, 

And  ’twere  to  morrow ; as  many  mourning  Bawds  for  thee. 
And  holy  Nuns,  whofe  veftal  fire  ne’r  vaniflies. 

In  fackcloth  Smocks,  as  if  thou  wert  Heir  apparent 
To  all  the  impious  Suburbs,  and  the  fink-holes. 

Pod.  Out  y ou  bafe  Rogue. 

Fool.  M'hy  doftabufe  thy  felf? 

Thou  art  to  blame,  1 take  thee  for  a Gentleman, 

But  why  does  not  thy  Lord  and  Mailer  marry  her  ? 

‘Pod.  Why,  Ihe  is  his  Sifter. 

Fool.  ’Tis  the  better.  Fool, 
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i He  may  make  bold  with  his  own  flelh  and  blood, 
i For  o’  my  confcience  there’s  noneelfe  will  trull  him  •, 

Then  he  may  pleafure  the  King  at  a dead  pinch  too, 
Without  a Mephejhphtliu^  I'uch  as  thou  art. 

And  ingrofs  the  Royal  difeafe  like  a true  Subjetfl. 

Pod.  Thou  wilt  be  whipt. 

Fool.  I am  fure  thou  wilt  be  bang’d, 
i Ihavelofta  Ducketelfe,  which  I would  be  loth  to  venture 
Without  certainty.  They  appear.  QS«i>orj  pafs  by. 

Why  thefe  are  RaFcals.  ' (better  kindred  ? 
Fool.  They  were  meant  to  be  fo,  does  thy  Mafter  deferve 
V Tod.  There’s  an  old  Lawyer, 

Trim’d  up  like  a Gaily  Foifl,  what  would  he  do  with  her  ? 

Fool . As  Ufurers  do  with  their  Gold,  he  would  look  on  her. 
And  read  her  over  once  a day,  like  a hard  report. 

Feed  his  dull  eye,  and  keep  his  fingers  itching  \ 

For  any  thing  elfe,  (lie  may  appeal  to  a Parliament, 

Sub  Pcenas  and  Pofi  Kaes  have  fpoil'd  his  Codpiece ; 

There’s  a Phylician  too,  older  than  he, 

And  G alien  Gallmaciut.,  but  he  has  loft  his  fpurs. 

He  would  be  nibling  too. 

Pod.  I marked  the  man,  if  he  be  a man. 

Fool.  H’as  much  ado  to  be  fo, 

Searcloths  and  Sirrups  glew  himclofe  together, 

He  would  fall  a pieces  elfe ; mending  of  Ihe  Patients, 

And  then  trying  whether  they  be  right  or  no 
In  his  own  perfon,  there’s  the  honelt  care  on’t, 

Has  mollifi’d  the  man  if  he  do  marry  her. 

And  come  but  to  warm  him  well  at  Cupids  Bonfire, 

He  will  bulge  fbfubtilly  and  fuddenly. 

You  may  fnatch  him  up  by  parcels,  like  a Sea  Rack : 

Will  your  Worfhip  go,  and  look  upon  the  reft,  Sir? 

And  hear  what  they  can  fay  for  themfelves.  [^E.xeunt. 

Pod.  I’le  follow  thee. 

Enter  Camillo,  Mcnallo,  Cicanthes,  and  Caftruchio. 

Cam.  You  tell  us  woudcrs. 

Cafi.  But  I tell  you  truths,  they  are  both  well. 

Men.  Why  are  not  we  in  Arms  then? 

And  all  the  Ifland  given  to  know (dfe, 

Cafi.  Difcreetly  and  privately  it  muft  be  done,  ’twill  mifs 
And  prove  our  ruines ; moft  of  the  noble  Citizens 
Know  it  by  me,  and  flay  the  hour  to  attend  it. 

Prepare  your  hearts  and  friends,  let  their’s  be  right  too, 
And  keep  about  the  King  to  avoid  fufpicion ; 

Enter  Fredeiick  WSorano. 

When  you  fiiall  hear  the  Caflle  Bell,  take  courage, 
Andftand  like  men,  away,  the  King  is  coming. 

[_Exfnnt  Lord  . 

f rf.Now  Captain, what  haveyou  done  with  your  prifoner 
Cafi.  He  is  dead.  Sir,  and  his  body  flung  into  the  Sea, 

To  feed  the  fifhes,  ’twas  your  will,  1 take  it, 

1 did  it  from  a ftrong  Commiflion, 

And  flood  not  to  capitulate. 

Fred.  ’Tis  well  done, 

And  1 fhall  love  you  for  your  faith.  What  anger 
Or  forrow  did  he  utter  at  his  end  ? 

Cafi.  Faith  little.  Sir,  that  1 gave  any  car  to. 

He  would  have  fpoke,  but  I had  no  Commifiion 
To  argue  with  him,  fo  1 flung  him  off', 

His  Lady  would  have  feen,  but  1 lockt  her  up. 

For  fear  her  womans  tears  fhould  hinder  us. 

Fred.  ’Twas  trufly  flill.  1 wonder,  vn'j  Soranoj 
We  hear  not  from  the  Monaftery  •,  1 believe 
They  gave  it  not,  or  elfe  it  wrought  not  fully. 

Cafi.  Did  you  name  the  Monaftery  ? 

Fred.  Yes,  1 did  Captain. 

Cafi.  1 faw  the  Fryer  this  morning,  and  Lord  Ragioy 
Bitterly  weeping,  and  wringing  of  their  hands. 

And  all  the  holy  men  hung  down  their  heads. 

Sora.  ’Tis  done  I’le  warrant  ye. 

Cafi.  1 ask’d  the  reafon. 

Fred.  What  anfwer  hadft  thou  ? 

/ 


Cafi.  This  in  few  words.  Sir, 

Your  Brother’s  dead,  this  morning  he  deceafed, 

I was  your  fervant,  and  I wept  not.  Sir, 

I knew  ’twas  for  your  good. 

Fred.  It  fhall  be  for  thine  too, 

Captain,  indeed  it  fhall.  O my  Sorano, 

Now  w'e  fhall  live. 

Sor.  I,  now  there’s  none  to  trouble  ye. 

Fred.  Captain,  bring  out  the  woman,  and  give  w’ay 
To  any  Suitor  that  fhall  come  to  marry  her, 

Of  what  degree  foever. 

Cafi.  It  fhall  be  done,  Sir.  [£*•/>  Call. 

Fre.  O let  me  have  a lufly  Banquet  after  it, 

Enter  Evanthe,  Camillo,  Cleanthcs,  Mcnallo,  Fool. 

I will  be  high  and  merry. 

Sor.  There  be  fome  Lords 
That  I could  counfel  ye  to  fling  from  Court,  Sir, 

They  pry  into  our  adions,  they  are  fuch 
The  foolifh  people  call  their  Countries  honours, 

Honeft  brave  things,  and  ftile  them  with  fuch  Titles, 

As  if  they  were  the  patterns  of  the  Kingdom, 

Which  makes  them  proud,  and  prone  to  look  into  us, 

And  talk  at  random  of  our  a<ftions. 

They  fhould  be  lovers  of  your  commands. 

And  followers  of  your  will*,  bridles  and  curbs 
To  the  hard  headed  Commons  that  malign  us. 

They  come  here  to  do  honour  to  my  Sifter, 

To  laugh  at  your  feverity,  and  fright  us ; 

If  they  had  power,  what  would  thefe  men  do  ? 

Do  you  hear,  Sir,  how  privily  they  whifj)cr  ? 

Fred.  I fhall  filence  ’em. 

And  to  their  fhames  within  this  week  Sorano, 

In  the  mean  time  have  patience. 

5ffr.  Ho  w they  jeer,  and  look  upon  me  as  I were  a Monftcr  ? 
And  talk  and  jeer  ? how  I fhall  pull  your  plumcs,Lords 
How  I fhall  humble  ye  within  thefe  two  daics  ? 

Y our  great  names,  nor  your  Country  cannot  fave  ye. 

Fred.  Let  in  the  Suitors.  Yctfubmit,  Tie  pardon  ye. 
You  are  half  undone  already,  do  not  wind 
My  anger  to  that  height,  it  may  confume  ye, 

Enter  Lawyer^  Phyfician.,  Captain  Cutpurfe. 

And  utterly  deftroy  thee,  fair  Evanthe : yet  I have  mercy. 

Evan,  life  it  to  your  bawds. 

To  me  uft  cruelty,  it  belt  becomes  ye, 

And  (hews  more  Kingly : I contemn  your  mere)', 
ft  is  a coz.ning,  and  a bawdy  mercy  *, 

Can  any  thing  be  hoped  for,  to  relieve  me  ? (Lord. 

Or  is  it  fit  ? 1 thank  you  for  a pity,  when  you  have  kill’d  ray 
Fred.  Who  wi’l  have  her  ? 

Evan.  My  tears  arc  gone. 

My  tears  of  love  to  my  dear  ralerio. 

But  I have  fill’d  mine  eyes  again  with  anger) 

O were  it  but  fo  powerful  to  confume  ye. 

My  tongue  with  curfes  I have  arm’d  againft  ye, 

With  Maiden  curfes,  that  Heaven  crowns  with  horrors, 
My  heart  fet  round  with  hate  againft  thy  tyranny  *, 

0 would  my  hands  could  hold  the  fire  of  Heaven, 

Wrapt  in  the  thunder  that  the  Gods  revenge  with. 

That  like  ftern  fuftice  I might  fling  it  on  thee ; 
ThouartaKingofMonfters,  not  of  men, 

And  fhortly  thou  wilt  turn  this  Land  to  Devils. 

Fred.  I’le  make  you  one  fir  ft,  and  a wretched  Devil, 
Come  who  will  have  her  ? 

Law.  lan’t  likeyour  Majefty,  I am  a Lawyer, 

1 can  make  her  a Joynture  of  any  mans  Land  in  Naples, 

And  fhe  fhall  keep  it  too,  I have  a trick  for  it. 

Fool.  Canft  thou  make  her  a Joynture  of  thine  honefty  ? 
Or  thy  abilily,  thou  lewd  abridgment  ? 

Thofe  are  non  futed  and  flung  o’re  the  bar. 

Phy.  An’t  picafe  your  Majefty  to  give  me  leave, 

I dare  accept  her  *,  and  though  old  I feem,  Lady, 

Like  i^fon,  by  my  art  1 can  renew  youth  and  ability. 

Fool. 
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Fool.  In  a powdering  Tub 
Stew  thy  felf  tender  again,  like  a Cock  Chicken, 

The  broth  may  be  good,  buttheflefh  isnotfitfordogsfure. 

Caft.  Lady,  take  me,  and  Tie  maintain  thine  honour, 

I am  a poor  Captain,  as  poor  people  call  me, 

Very  poor  people,  for  my  Souldiers 
They  are  quartered  in  the  outfide  of  the  City, 

Men  of  ability,  to  make  good  a high  way; 

We  have  but  twogrand  Enemies  that  oppofe  us, 

Don  Gouty  and  the  Gallows.  (Jointure-, 

Fool.  I believe  ye,  and  both  thefe  you  will  bind  her  for  a 
NowSignior  firk. 

Cut  pur fe.  Madam,  take  me  and  be  wife, 

I am  rich  and  nimble,  and  thofe  are  rare  in  one  man. 

Every  mans  pocket  is  my  Treafury, 

And  no  man  wears  a Sute  but  fits  me  neatly  •, 

Cloaths  you  fhall  have,  and  wear  the  purefl;  Linnen, 

I have  a tribute  out  of  every  Shop,  Lady, 

Meat  you  fhall  eat,  1 have  my  Caters  out  too, 

The  beftand  luftielf,  and  drink  good  Wine,  good  Lady, 
Good  quickening  Wine,  Wine  that  will  make  you  caper. 
And  at  the  worft 

Fool.  It  is  but  capering  fhort.  Sir, 

You  feldom  flay  for  Agues  or  for  Surfeits, 

A fhaking  fit  of  a whip  fometimes  o’retakes  yc. 

Marry  you  dye  mofl  commonly  of  choakings, 

Obflruftions  of  the  halter  are  your  ends  ever-, 

Pray  leave  your  horn  and  your  knife  for  her  to  live  on. 

Eva.?oot  wretched  people,why  do  you  wrong  your  felves? 
Though  I fear’d  death,  I fhould  fear  you  ten  times  more. 
You  are  every  one  a new  death,  and  an  odious, 

The  earth  will  purifie  corrupted  bodies, 

You’ll  make  us  worfe  and  flink  eternally. 

Go  home,  go  home  and  get  good  Nurfes  for  you. 

Dream  not  of  Wives. 

Frcd.Yow  Hiall  have  one  of  ’em, if  they  dare  venture  for  ye. 

Svan.  They  are  dead  already, 

. Crawling  difeafes  that  muft  creep  into 
The  next  grave  they  find  open,  are  thefe  fit  Husbands 
For  her  you  have  loved,  Sir  ? though  you  hate  me  now, 

And  hate  me  mortally,  as  I hate  you. 

Your  nobIenefs,in  that  you  have  done  otherwife, 

And  named  Evanthe  once  as  your  poor  Miftris, 

Might  offer  worthier  choice.  (dye? 

Fre.  Speak,  who  dare  take  her  for  one  moneth,  and  then 

Phy.  Dye,  Sir? 

Fred.  I,  dye  Sir,  that’s  the  condition. 

Phy.  One  moneth  is  too  little 
For  me  to  repent  in  for  my  former  pleafure. 

To  go  flill  on,  unlefs  I were  fure  fhe  would  kill  me. 

And  kill  me  delicately  before  my  day. 

Make  it  up  a year,  for  by  that  time  I muft  dye, 

My  body  will  hold  out  no  longer. 

Fred.  No  Sir,  it  mufl  be  but  a moneth, 

Law.  Then  farew'el  Madam, 

This  is  like  to  be  a great  year  of  diffention 
Among  good  people,  and  I dare  not  lofe  it. 

There  will  me  money  got. 

Capt.  Blefs  your  good  Ladifhip,  there’s  nothing  in  the 

(grave  but  bones  and  allies, 

In  Taverns  there’s  good  wine,  and  excellent  wenches, 

And  Surgeons  while  we  live. 

Cntp.  Adieu  fweet  Lady, 

Lay  me  when  I am  dead  near  a rich  Alderman, 

I cannot  pick  his  Purfe,  no.  Tie  no  dying, 

Though  I Ileal  Linnen,  Tie  not  fteal  my  fhrowd  yet. 

All.  Send  ye  a happy  match.  [^Exeunt. 

Fool.  And  you  all  halters,  you  have  deferved’em  richly. 
Thefe  do  all  Villanies,  and  mifehiefs  of  all  forts,  yet  thofe 

, (they  fear  not, 

To  flinch  where  a fair  wench  is  at  the  flake. 

Evan.  Come,  your  fentence,  let  me  dye:  you  fee.  Sir, 
None  of  your  valiant  men  dare  venture  on  me, 

A Moncth’s  a dangerous  thing. 




Enter  Valerio  difguis'd. 

Fred.  Away  with  her,  let  her  dye  inflantly. 

Evan.  Will  you  then  be  willing 
To  dye  at  the  time  prefixt  ? that  1 muft  know  too, 

And  know  it  beyond  doubt. 

Fred.  W'hat  if  I did  wench  ? 

Evan.  On  that  condition  ifl  had  it  certain, 

I would  be  your  any  thing,  and  you  fhould  injoy  me, 

How  ever  in  my  nature  I abhor  you. 

Yet  as  I live  1 would  be  obedient  to  you  -, 

But  when  your  time  came  how'  1 fliould  rejoyce. 

How  then  I fhould  beflir  my  felf  to  thank  ye 

To  fee  your  throat  cut,  how  my  heart  would  leap.  Sir  ! 

I would  dye  with  you,  but  fii  It  I would  lo  torture  ye. 

And  cow  you  in  your  end,  fo  defpife  you, 

For  a weak  and  wretched  coward,  you  muft  end  fure  ♦ 

Still  make  ye  fear,  and  fhake,  defpifed,  ftill  laugh  at  y’e. 

Fred.  Away  with  her,  lether  dye  inftantly. 

Cam.  Stay,  there’s  another,  and  a Gentleman, 

His  habit  fliews  no  lefs,  may  be  his  bufinefs 
Is  for  this  Ladies  love. 

Fred.  Say  why  ye  come,  Sir,  and  what  you  are. 
r-2/.I  am  defeended  nobly, a Prince  by  birth, and  by  my  trade 
A Princes  fellow,  Abtdos  brought  me  forth,  (a  Souldiei 
My  Parents  Duke  Agenory  and  fair  EgUy 
My  bulinefs  hither  to  renew  my  love 
With  a young  noble  fpirit,  call’d  Falerio  -, 

Our  firfl  acquaintance  was  at  Sea,  in  fight 
Againfla  Turkifh  man  of  War,  a flout  one, 

Where  Lyon  like  I faw  him  fltew  his  valour. 

And  as  he  had  been  made  of  compicat  vertue. 

Spirit,  and  fire,  no  dregs  of  dull  earth  in  him.  (him. 

Evan.  Thou  art  a brave  Gentleman,  and  bravely  fpeakefi 

Fal.  The  Veflcl  dancing  under  him  for  joy. 

And  the  rough  whiflling  winds  becalm’d  to  view  him  ^ 

I faw  the  child  of  honour,  for  he  was  young, 

Deal  fuchan  Alms  amongft  thefpightful  Pagans, 

His  towring  fword  flew  like  an  eager  Falkon, 

And  round  about  his  reach  invade  the  Turks f 
He  had  intrencht  himfelf  in  his  dead  quarries , 

The  filver  Crefeents  on  the  tops  they  carried 
Shrunk  in  their  heads  to  fee  his  rage  fo  bloody. 

And  from  his  fury  fuffered  fad  eclipfes^ 

The  game  of  death  was  never  plaid  more  nobly, 

The  meager  thief  grew  wanton  in  his  mifehiefs, 

And  his  llirunk  hollow  eyes  fmil’d  on  his  mines. 

Evan.  Heaven  keep  this  Gentleman  from  being  a Suitor, 
For  1 fliall  ne’r  deny  him,  he’s  fo  noble. 
h Tal.  But  what  can  laft  long?  llrength  and  fpirit  wafted. 
And  frefh  fupplies  flew  on  upon  this  Gentleman, 
Breathlcfsand  weary  with  oppreffion. 

And  almoft  kill’d  with  killing,  ’twas  my  chance 
In  a tall  Ship  I had  to  view  the  fight  -, 

1 fet  into  him,  entertain’d  the  Turkey 
And  for  an  hour  gave  him  fo  hot  a breakfaft, 

He  clapt  all  linnen  up  he  had  to  fave  him. 

And  like  a Lovers  thought  he  fled  our  fury 
There  firfl  I faw  the  man  1 lov’d,  Talerioy 
There  was  acquainted,  there  my  foul  grew  to  him. 

And  his  to  me,  we  were  the  twins  of  friendlhip. 

Evan.  Fortune  protedl  this  man,  or  I fhallruine  him. 

Fal.  1 made  this  voyage  to  behold  my  friend, 

T 0 warm  my  love  anew  at  his  affeeftion  -y 
But  fince  I landed,  1 have  heard  his  fate : 

My  Father’s  had  not  been  to  me  more  cruel, 

I have  lamented  too,  and  yet  1 keep 
The  treafure  of  a few  tears  for  you  Lady, 

For  by  defeription  you  were  his  Evanthe. 

Evan.  Can  he  weep  that’s  a Itranger  to  my  ftory  ? 

And  I ftand  ftill  and  look  on  ? Sir,  1 thank  ye; 

If  noble  fpirits  after  their  departure, 

Can  know,  andwilh,  certain  his  foul  gives  thanks  too; 
There  are  your  tears  again,  and  when  yours  fail,  Sir, 
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Pray  ye  call  to  me,  I have  feme  ftore  to  lend  ye.  Your  name  ? 
yaL  'Urbitio'. 

Evan.  That  I may  remember, 

That  little  time  1 have  to  live,  your  friendfliips, 

My  tongue  ihall  Itudy  both.  (Vrbino  / 

Fred.  Do  you  come  hither,  only  to  tell  this  ftory.  Prince 
Fal.  My  biifinci's  now  is,  Sir,  to  woo  this  Lady. 

Evan.  Blefling  deft  nd  ye ; do  you  know  the  danger  ? 

Kil.  Yes,  and  1 fear  it  not,  danger’s  my  play-fellow, 

; Since  I was  man  ’thas  been  my  belt  companion, 

I know  your  doom,  ’tis  for  a Moneth  you  give  her. 

And  then  his  life  von  take  that  marries  her. 
i Fred.  ’Tistrue,  nor  can  your  being  born  a Prince, 

If  you  accept  the  offer,  free  you  from  it. 

yal.  Inotdelireit,  1 have  calf  the  worft, 

And  even  that  vvorlf  to  me  is  many  bit  flings ; 

1 lov’d  my  friend,  not  meafur’d  out  by  time. 

Nor  hired  by  circumliance  of  place  and  honour, 

But  for  his  wealthy  lelfand  worth  I lov’d  him. 

His  mind  and  noble  mold  he  ever  mov’d  in. 

And  wooc  his  fiiend  beeaufe  flie  was  worthy  of  him. 

The  only  relique  that  he  left  behind,  Siry 
To  give  his  afhes  honour,  Lady  take  me. 

And  in  me  keep  yaUno's  love  alive  ftill, 

When  I am  gone,  take  thole  that  Ihall  fucceed  me. 

Heaven  mult  want  light,  before  you  want  a Husband, 
Toraife  up  heirs  of  love  and  noble  memory, 

T o your  unfortunate- (affliiflion  ? 

Evan.  Am  I ftill  hated  ? haft  thou  no  end,  O fate,  of  my 
Was  1 ordain’d  to  lx-  a common  Murdrefs? 

And  of  the  bclf  men  too  r*  Good  Sir 

yd.  Peace  Sweet,  iook  on  my  hand. 

Evan.  I do  accept  the  Gentleman,  Ifaint  with  joy. 
fr.lftop  it, none  Ihall  have  her , convey  thisftrangcr  hence. 
yd.  1 am  no  ftranger — Hark  to  the  bell,  that  rings. 
Hark,  hark,  proud  Frederick^.,  that  was  Kingofmilchict, 
Hark,  thou  abhoricd  man,  doll  thou  hear  thy  fcntence  ? 
Does  not  this  bell  i ing  in  thine  ears  thy  mine  ? 

Fred.  Wliat  br  11  is  this  i 

(dm.  The  Caftle  bell;  Stand  furc, Sir,  and  move  not,  if 

(you  do  youperilh. 

Men.  It  rings  your  knell , dlphonfo,  Kin^  dlphonfo. 

All.  Alphonfo^  Hing  Alphonfo 

Fred.  I am  betrai’d,  lock  fall  the  Palace. 

Cam.  W’c  have  all  the  keys,  Sir. 

And  no  door  here  fhall  fliut  without  our  Licence. 

Oe.  Do  you  fhake  now,  Lord  Sorano?  no  new  trick  ? 

Nor  fpeedy  poifon  to  prevent  this  bufinefs  ? 

No  bawdy  meditation  now  to  fly  to  ? 

Fred.  Treafon,  Treafon,  Treafon. 

(dm.  Yes,  we  hear  yc, 

Enter  Alphonfo,  Rugio,  Marco,  Caftruchio,  Queen^ 
with  Guard. 

And  we  have  found  the  Traytor  in  your  fhape,  Sir, 

We’ll  keep  him  fall  too. 

Fred.  Recover’d  ! then  I am  gone, 

The  Sun  of  all  my  pomp  is  fet  and  vaniflit. 

Alp.  Have  you  not  forgot  this  face  ofmine.King  FrederkkJ 
Brother,  I am  come  to  lee  you,  and  have  brought 
A Banquet  to  be  merry  with  ) our  Grace  *, 

1 pray  lit  down,  I do  befeech  your  Majefty, 

And  eat,  cat  freely.  Sir,  why  do  you  ftart  ? 

Have  you  no  ftomach  to  the  meat  I bring  you  ? 

Dare  you  not  tafte have  ye  no  Antidotes  ? 

You  need  not  fear  ^ Sorano's  a good  Apothecary, 

Me  thinks  you  look  not  well,  fome  frefh  wine  for  him. 
Some  of  the  fame  he  fent  me  by  Sorano  \ 

Ithankyoufor’t,  it  fav’d  my  life,  I am  bound  to  ye. 

But  how  ’twill  work  on  you I hope  your  Lordlhip 

Will  pledge  him  too,  me  thinks  you  look  but  feurvily, 

Ard  would  be  put  into  a better  colour, 

’’uc  1 have  a candi’d  Toad  for  your  Lordlhip. 

Sor.  Would  I had  any  thing  that  would  difpatch  me. 


So  it  were  down,  and  I out  of  this  fear  once. 

Fred.  Sir,  Thus  low  as  my  duty  now  compclls  me, 

I do  confefs  my  unbounded  flns,  my  errours, 

And  feel  within  my  foul  the  fmarts  already  •,  p 

] Hide  not  the  noble  nature  of  a Brother,  I 

j The  pity  ofa  friend,  from  my  afflidions^  | 

Let  me  a while  lament  my  mifery,  I 

And  call  the  load  off*  of  my  wantonnefs. 

Before  1 find  your  fury,  thtn  ftrike  home, 

L do  deferve  the  deepeft;  blow  of  Juftice, 

And  then  how  willingly,  O death.  Tie  meet  thee  ! 

Alp.  Rife,  Madam,  thofe  fwcet  tears  are  potent  fpeakers, 
And  Brother  live,  butinthe  Monaftery, 

Where  1 lived,  with  the  felf fame  lilcnce  too, 

Tie  teach  you  to  be  good  againft  your  will,  Brother, 

Your  tongue  has  done  much  harm,  that  muft  be  dumb  now  \ 
The  daily  pilgrimage  to  my  Fathers  Tomb, 

Tears,  fighs,  and  groans,  you  Ihall  wear  out  your  dales  W’ith, 
And  true  ones  too,  you  (hall  perform  dear  Brother  ; 

Your  diet  (hall  be  flendcr  to  inforce  thefe  •,  too  light  a pe- 
Fred.  I do  confefs  it.  . (nance.  Sir. 

eyflph.  Sorano  you  Ihall > ' 

Sor.  How  he  ftudies  for  it ! 

Hanging's  the  leaft  paitof  my  penance  certain. 

f Evanthe  Kneels. 

tyfhh.  What  Lady’s  that  that  kneels  ? 

C'ajr.  The  chafte  Evanthe. 

Alph.  Sweet,  your  Petition  ? 

Evan.  ’Tis  for  this  bad  man.  Sir, 

Abominable  bad,  but  yet  my  Brother. 

cAlph.  The  bad  man  (hall  attend  as  bad  a Mafter, 

And  both  fhall  be  confin’d  within  the  Monaftery  ; 

His  rank  flefli  fhall  be  pull'd  with  daily  falling, 

Bat  once  a week  he  fhall  fwcll  meat,  he  will  lurfeit  clle, 

And  his  immodeft  mind,  compell’d  to  prayer ; 

On  the  bare  boards  he  fhall  lye,  to  remember 
The  wantonnefs  he  did  commit  in  beds ; 

And  drink  fair  water,  that  will  ne’r  inflame  him  ^ 

He  fav’d  my  life,  though  he  purpos’d  to  deftroy  me. 

For  which  I’le  fave  his,  though  I make  it  miferablc.- 
Madam,  at  Court  1 fhall  defire  your  company. 

You  are  wife  and  ver  tuous,  when  you  pleafe  to  vifit  » 

My  Brother  Fredenck^y  you  fliall  have  our  Licence, 

My  dear  beft  friend,  yalerio. 
yal.  Save  Alphonfo. 

Omn.  Longhve  Alphonfo,  King  of  us,  and  Naples. 

Alph.  Is  this  the  Lady  that  the  wonder  goes  on 
Honour’d  fwcet  Maid,  here  take  her  my  yalerio. 

The  King  now  gives  her,  fhe  is  thine  own  without  fear: 
Brother,  have  you  fo  much  provifion  that  is  good  ? 

Not  fcafon’d  by  Sorano  and  his  Cooks? 

That  we  may  venture  on  with  honeft  fafety, 

Wc  and  our  friends  ? 

Fred.  All  that  1 have  is  yours.  Sir. 

Alph.  Come  then,  let’sin,  and  end  this  Nuptial, 

Then  to  our  Coronation  with  all  fpced: 

My  vertuous  Maid,  this  day  I’le  be  your  Bride-man, 

And  fee  you  bedded  to  your  owndefires  too^ 

Beflirew  me  Lords,  who  is  not  merry  hates  me, 

Only  Sorano  fhall  not  bear  my  cup; 

Come,  now  forge*old  pains  and  injuries. 

As  I muft  do,  and  drown  all  in  fair  healths*. 

That  Kingdom’s  blefled,  where  the  King  begins 
His  true  love  firlt,  for  there  all  loves  are  twins. 

{^Exeunt  Omnes. 
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, Prologue. 

YOu  are  wellcomeGeritlemen^and  would  ourFeaJl 
Were  fo  well  feajondy  to  pleafe  every  Guejl-j 
Ingenuous  appetites^  I hope  we  jhally 
And  their  examples  may  prevail  in  all. 

Our  7ioble  frtendy  who  writ  thiSy  bid  me  fay. 

He  had  rather  dr-efs,  upon  a Tpmnph  day^ 

My  Lord  Majors  Peajl,  and  make  him  Sawces  too, 
Sawce  for  each  feVeral  mouth,  nay  further  ^o. 

He  had  rather  build  up  thoje  invincible  Tyes 
And  Cajlle  Cuftards  that  affright  all  eyes, 

Flay  eat  'em  all  and  their  Artillery, 

Than  drejs  for  fuch  a curious  company  ^ ‘ 

One  fingle  diJJ? ; yet  he  has  pleas  d ye  too, 

And  you've  confejl  he  knew  loell  ivhat  to  do ; 

'Be  hungry  as  you  were  wont  to  be,  and  bring. 
Sharp  Jlomachs  to  the  forks  he  fall  fig, 

1 I j . > 

' , . ■ ^ r 

.•  J - » 


And  he  dare  yet,  he  faies,  prepare  a Table 
Shall  make  you  fay,  well  drefl,  and  he  well  able. 


Epilogue. 

WE  have  your  favours,  Gentlemen,  andyou 
Have  our  indeaVours , {dear  Friends 
grudge  not  now,) 

There's  none  of  you,  but  when  you  pie  of e can  fell 
Thiany  a lame  Horfe,  and  many  a fair  tale  tell  • 
fan  put  off  many  a.  Maid  unto  a friend. 

That  was  not  fo  fince  th'  aHion  at  Mile-end  j 
Ours  is  a Virgin  yet,  and  they  that  loVe 
Untainted  fef,  we  hope  our  friends  will  prove. 
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Perfbns  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Kiftg  of  France. 

Clcandcr,  Husband  to  Califta. 

Lidian,  Brother  to  Califta.  '\both  in  love  with  O- 
Clarange,  Rival  to  Lidian, 3 Hnda. 

Dorilaus,  Father  to  Lidian  and  Califta,  a merry  old 
man. 

Lifander,  a noble  Gentleman^  in  love  with  Califta. 
Alcidon,  a friend^  and  fecond  to  Lidian. 

Beronte,  Brother  to  Clcandcr. 

Lemcor,  a noble  Courtier. 

Leon,  a Villain^  Lover  of  C\ar\nda. 

Mallfort,  a foolijh  Steward  of  Cleander. 


. \ 


Lancelot,  Servant  Lifander. 
Fryar. 

Hofts  ghoji.  ' . 

chamberlain. 

Servants. 

IV  O M E N. 


Califta,  avertHous  Ladyy  IVife  toQXcandcr. 

Olinda,  a noble  Maid^  and  rich  Heir,  Adijirefs  to 
Lidian  and  Clarange. 

Clarinda,  alufiful  IVench,  CaWFia' s waiting- woman. 


The  Scene  France. 


The  principal  Adtors  were^ 

Jojefh  Taylor.  1 T John  howin.  ’ 
Robert  Benjield.  I I John  ZJndern^ood. 
Thomas  Polard.  hi  Orchard  Sharpe. 
George  Birch.  J [John  Thomfon. 


(^ABus  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 


MaI. 


A 


Enter  Leon,  and  Mallfort. 


N D as  1 told  you,  Sir. 

Leon.  I underftand  you,  ' 

Clarincia\  flill  pcrverfc. 

Mat.  She’s  worfe,  obdurate, 
f iinty,  relcntlefs,  my  love-palTions  jeer’d  at. 

My  Prefents  fcorn’d, 

Leon.  ’Tis  ftrange  a waiting  woman, 

' In  her  condition  apt  to  yield,  (bould  hold  out 
A man  of  your  place,  reverend  Beard  and  fhape, 
j Befieging  her. 

You  might  add  too  my  wealth, 
j Which  fhe  contemns,  five  hundred  Crowns  per  annum. 
For  which  1 have  ventur’d  hard,  my  Confcience  knows  it. 
Not  thought  upon,  though  offer’d  for  a Joynturc  •, 


This  Chain  which  my  Lords  Pefants  worfhip,  flouted  y 
My  folemn  hums  and  ha’s,  the  fervants  quake  at. 

No  Rhetorick  with  her  every  hour  fhe  hangs  out 
Seme  new  Flag  of  defiance  to  torment  me*, 

Lafl  Lent,  my  Lady  call’d  me  her  Poor  John, 

But  now  1 am  grown  a walking  Skeleton, 

You  may  fee  through,  and  through  me.  ^ 

Leon.  Indeed  you  are  much  fain  away. 

Mai.  I am  a kind  of  nothing. 

As  fhe  hath  made  me  *,  Love’s  a terrible  Clyfter, 

And  if  fome  Cordial  of  her  favours  help  not, 

I fhall  like  an  Italian,  dye  backward, 

And  breathe  my  lafl:  the  wrong  way. 

Leon.  As  I live, you  have  my  pity,but  this  is  cold  comfort, 
And  in  a friend  lip-phyfick  *,  and  now  I think  on’t, 

I fhould  do  more,  and  will,  fo  you  deny  not 

Your 
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Your  felf  the  means  of  comfort. 

Md.  ril  be  hang’d  firft  one  dram  of ’t  I befeech  you. 

Leon,  You  are  not  jealous  of  anymansaccefstoher? 

Md.  I would  not  receive  the  Dor , but  as  a bofome 
You  lhalldire<n;  me,  ftill  provided  that  (friend 

I underftand  who  is  the  man,  and  what 
His  purpofe,  that  pleads  for  me. 

Leon.  By  all  means; 

Firft,  for  the  undertaker,  lam  he-, 

The  means  that  I will  pra(n:ife,  thus 

Md,  Pray  you  forward. 

Leon.  You  know  your  Lady,  chafie  ^4/;y?4loves  her. 
.yMd.  Too  well,  that  makes  her  proud. 

Leon.  Nay,  give  me  leave. 

This  beauteous  Lady,  Imayftiie  her  fo, 

(Being  the  paragon  of  France  for  feature) 

Is  not  alone  contented  in  her  felf 
To  feem,  and  be  good,  but  defires  to  make 
All  fuchas  have  dependanceon  her,  like  her  ^ 

For  this  Clarinda's  liberty  is  retrain’d  ^ 

And  though  her  kinrman,the  gate’s  Ihut  againftme; 

Now  if  you  pleafe  to  make  youi  felf  the  door. 

For  my  conveyance  to  her,  though  you  run 
The  hazard  of  a check  for’t,  ’tis  no  matter. 

Md.  It  being  for  mine  own  ends. 

Leon.  I’ll  give  it  o’r, 

If  that  you  make  the  leafl  doubt  otherwife  ; 

Study  upon’t : good  morrow. 

iJlFal.  Pray  you  Hay,  Sir  ^ 

You  are  my  friend  -,  yet  as  the  Proverb  lays. 

When  love  puts  in,  friendfliip  is  gone : fuppofe 
You  fhould  your  felf  affeft  her  ? 

Leon,  Do  you  think  I’ll  commit  incell:?  for  it  is  no lefs, 
She  being  my  Coufin  German.  Fare  you  well.  Sir. 

iJlLal.  I had  forgot  that,  for  this  once  forgive  me. 

Only  to  eafe  the  throbbing  of  my  heart, 

(For  I do  feel  ftrange  pangs)  inftiuclt  me  what 
You  will  fay  for  me. 

Leon.  Firfl,  I’ll  tell  her  that 
She  hath  fo  far  befotted  you,  that  you  have 
Almofl:  forgot  to  call:  accompt. 

iJMal.  Meer  truth.  Sir. 

Leon.  That  of  a wife  and  provident  Steward, 

You  are  turn’d  ftark  Afs. 

Md.  Urge  that  point  home,  lamfo. 

Leon.  That  you  adore  the  ground  Ihe  treads  upon. 

And  kifs  her  footfteps. 

Md.  As  I do  when  I find  their  print  in  the  fnow. 

Leon.  A loving  fool  I know  it, 

By  your  bloudlefs  frofty  lips ; then  having  related 
How  much  you  fuffer  for  her,  and  how  well 
You  do  deferve  it 

Mai.  How?  to  fuffer? 

Leon.  No,  Sir,  to  have  your  love  return’d. 

Mai.  That’s  good,  I thank  you. 

Leon.  I will  deliver  her  an  Inventory 
Of  your  good  parts : as  this,  your  precious  nofe 
Dropping  affeUion  -,  your  high  forehead  reaching 
Almoll:  to  the  Crown  of  your  head  ; your  (lender  walle. 
And  a back  not  like  a threfhers,  but  a bending, 

And  Court-like  back,  and  fo  forth,  for  your  Body. 

But  when  I touch  your  mind,  for  that  muft  take  her, 

(Since  your  out-fidepromifes  little)  I’llenlargeit, 
(Though  neV  fo  narrow)  as  your  arts  to  thrive. 

Your  compolition  with  the  Cook  and  Butler 
For  Cony-Skins  and  Chippings,  and  half  a (hare 
With  all  the  under  Officers  of  the  houfe. 

In  flrangers  bounties,  that  file  fhall  have  all. 

And  you  as  ’twere  her  Bailiff. 

ejllal.  As  I will  be. 

Leon.  As  you  fhall,  fo  I’ll  promife.  Then  your  qualities, 
Asplayingon aGyttern,  ora  Jews-Trump. 

Mai.  A little  too  on  the  Viol. 

Leon.  Fear  you  nothing. 


Then  finging  her  afleep  with  curious  Catches 
Of  your  own  making  j for  as  I have  heard, 

You  are  Poetical. 

Md.  Something  given  that  way  ^ 

Yet  my  w’orks  fcldom  thrive .-  and  the  main  reafon 
The  Poets  urge  for’t,  is,  becaufe  1 am  not 
As  poor  as  they  are. 

Leon.  Very  likely  ^ fetch  her 
While  I am  in  the  vein. 

tJlFal.  ’Tis  an  apt  time,  my  Lady  being  at  her  Prayers* 
Leon.  Let  her  pray  on. 

Nay  go,  and  if  upon  my  interceffion 

She  do  you  not  fome  favour,  I’ll  difclaim  her ; 

I’ll  ruminate  on’t  the  while. 

Md.  A hundred  Crowns  is  your  reward. 

Leon.  Without ’em — - nay  no  trifling.  Mai. 

That  this  dull  clod  of  ignorance  Ihould  know 
How  to  get  money,  yet  want  eyes  to  fee 
How  grofly  he’s  abus’d,  and  wrought  upon! 

When  he  fhould  make  his  will,  the  Rogue’s  turn’d  rampant, 
As  he  had  renew’d  his  youth  a handfome  wench. 

Love  one  a fpittle-whore  would  run  away  from  ? 

Well,  Mafter  Steward,  Iwill  plead  for  you 
In  fuch  a method,  as  it  fhall  appear 
You  are  fit  to  be  a property. 

Malfort,  WClarinda. 

Mai.  Yonder  he  walks 

That  knows  my  worth  and  value,  though  youfeornit. 

{'lar.  If  my  Lady  know  not  this- 

Mai.  I’ll  anfwer  it  ; 

If  you  were  a Nun  I hope  your  Coufin  German 
Might  talk  with  you  through  a grate,  but  you  are  none. 
And  therefore  may  come  clofer  -,  ne’r  hang  off. 

As  Hive  you  fhall  bill;  ye  may  falute  as  ftrangers, 

Cuftom  allows  it.  Now,  now,  come  upon  her 
With  all  your  Oratory, 

As  a young  Advocate  fhould,  and  leave  noVertue 

Of  mine  unmentioned,  I’ll  ftandcentinelj 

Nay  keep  the  door  my  felf.  ff-v/V . 

; Clar.  How  have  you  work’d 
This  piece  of  motley  to  your  ends? 

Leon.  Of  that  at  leafure,  Miftrifs. 

Clar.  Lower,  you  are  too  loud. 

Though  the  fool  be  deaf,  fome  of  the  houfe  may  hear  you, 
Leon.  Suppofe  they  fhould,  I am  a Gentleman, 

And  held  your  Kinfman,  under  that  I hope 
I may  be  free. 

Clar.  I grant  it,  but  with  caution ; 

But  be  not  feen  to  talk  with  mefamiliarly, 

But  at  fit  diflance,  or  not  feen  at  all, 

It  were  the  better  you  know  my  Ladies  humour, 

She  is  all  honour,  and  compos’d  of  goodnefs, 

As  fhe  pretends)  and  you  having  no  bufinefs. 

How  jealous  may  flic  grow  ? 

Leon.  I will  be  rul’d. 

But  you  have  promis’d,  and  I muft  enjoy  you. 

Clar.  We  fhall  find  time  for  that  you  are  too  hafty , 
Make  your  felf  fit  and  I fhall  make  occafion. 

Deliberation  makes  belt  in  that  bufinefs. 

And  contents  every  way. 

Leon.  But  you  muft  feed 
This  foolifh  Steward  with  fome  Ihadowof 
A future  favour,  that  we  may  prefervehim 
To  be  our  inftrument. 

Clar.  Hang  him. 

Leon.  For  my  fake,  Sweet, 

I undertook  to  fpcak  for  him,  any  Bauble, 

Or  flight  employment  in  the  way  of  fervice. 

Will  feed  him  fat. 

Enter  Malfort. 

Clar.  Leave  him  to  me. 

Mai.  She  comes,  my  Lady. 


Clar. 
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CLir.  I will  fatisfiehtr. 

A-/uI.  How  far  have  you  prevail’d? 

Leon.  Obferve. 

CUr.  Monfieur  Malfort^ 

I mult  be  brief,  mycoulinhath  fpokemuch 
In  your  behalf,  and  to  give  you  fome  proof, 

1 entertain  you  as  my  fervant, 

Youfhall  have  the  grace. 

Leon.  Upon  your  knee  receive  it. 

CUr.  And  take  it  as  a fpecial  favour  from  me, 

To  tye  my  fliooe. 

Malf.  1 am  o’re-joy’d. 

Leon.  Good  realon. 

CUr.  You  may  come  higher  in  time. 

Leon.  No  more,  the  Lady. 

Enter  Calilta. 

M^lf.  She  frowns. 

CUr.  I thank  you  for  this  vifitcoufin, 

But  without  leave  hereafter  from  my  Lady, 

I dare  not  change  difeourfe  with  you. 

Malf.  Pray  you  take  your  mornings  draught. 

Leon.  I thank  you:  Leon,Malf. 

Happinefs  attend  your  honour. 

Who  gave  warrant  to  this  private  park  ? 

CUr.  My  innocence  i I hope 
My  conference  with  a kinl'man  cannot  call 
Your  anger  on  me. 

Cdhfh.  Kinfman?  Let  me  have 
No  more  of  this, as  you  defirc  you  may  continue  mine. 

CUr..  Why  madam  (under  pardon) 

Suppofe  him  otherwife : yet  coming  in 
A lawfull  way,  it  iscxcufable. 

CaU^.  How’s  this.^ 

CUr.  I grant  you  arc  made  of  purenefs. 

And  that  your  tender nefs  of  honour  holds 
The  foveraigntie  o’re  ^ oui  palTions.  Yet  you  have 
A noble  Husband,  with  allow’d  embraces. 

To  quench  lafeivious  fires,  ihould  fuch  flame  in  you. 

As  1 mull  ne’re  believe.  VA  ere  I the  wife 
Of  one  that  could  but  zanic  brave  Meander  y 
Even  in  his  lead:  perLdions,  ( excufe 
My  o’re  bold  inlerence)  1 Ihould  dclire 
To  meet  no  other  objed. 

CaI.  You  grow  faucie.  Do  I look  further  ? 

CUr.  No,  dear  Madam  : and 
It  is  my  wonder  or  allonilhment  rather. 

You  could  deny  the  fcrvice  of  Lif.tnder  ^ 

A man  without  a rival : one  the  Kin^ 

And  Kingdom  gazes  on  with  admiration, 

For  all  the  excellencies  a Mother  could 
Wifli  in  her  only  Son. 

(^'aI.  Did  not  mine  honour 
And  obligation  to  CleAndery  force  me 
To  be  deaf  to  his  complaints  ? 

CUr.  ’Tistrue-,  but  yet 
Your  rigor  to  command  him  from  your  prcfencc, 

Argu’d  but  fmall  compaflion  •,  the  Groves 
Witnefs  his  grievous  fufferings,  your  fair  name 
Upon  the  rinde  of  every  gentle  Poplar, 

And  amorous  Myrtle,  (trees  to  remu  facred) 

With  adoration  carv’d,  and  knee’ld  unto. 

This  you  (unfjcnot  him)  both  faw  and  heard 
Without  compaflion,  and  what  receiv’d  he 
For  his  true  forrows  ? but  the  heavy  knowledge, 

That  ’twasyour  peremptory  will  and  pleafure, 

( How  e re  my  Lord  liv’d  in  him)  he  Ihould  quit 
Your  light  and  houfe  for  ever. 

CaL  1 confefs  1 gave  him  a ftrong  potion  to  work 
Upon  his  hot  bloud,  and  I hope  'twill  cure  him  : 

Yet  1 could  wifh  the  caule  had  concern’d  others, 

I might  have  met  his  forrows  with  more  pity  •, 

At  leafl:  have  lent  fome  counfel  to  his  miferies. 

Though  now  for  honours  fake,  1 muft  forget  him, 


And  never  know  the  name  more  of  Li[andtr : 

Yet  in  my  juftice  I am  bound  to  grant  him, 

( Laying  his  love  afide  ) mofl:  truely  noble. 

But  mention  him  no  more,  this  inftant  hour 
My  Brother  Ltdiany  new  return’d  from  travel, 

'And  his  brave  friend  (‘Uran^ey  long  fince  rivals 
For  fair  and  rich  Olinda,  are  to  hear 
Her  abfolute  determination,  whom 
She  pleafes  to  eledt : fee  all  things  ready 
To  entertain  ’em  : and  on  my  difpleafure  ' 

No  more  words  of  LtfAnder.  (her  own : 

CUr.  She  endures  to  hear  him  nam’d  by  no  tongue  but 
How  e’re  Ihe  carries  it,  1 know  ftie  loves  him.  Exit. 

Cal.  Hard  nature:  hard  condition  of  poor  women  .' 

That  where  we  are  molt  fu’d  to,  we  mull  flye  moll. 

The  trees  grow  up,  and  mix  together  freely. 

The  Oak’s  not  envious  of  the  failing  Cedar, 

The  lultie  Vine  not  jealousof  the  Ivie 
Becaufe  Ihe  clips  the  Elm-,  the  flowers  Ihoot  up. 

And  wantonly  kifs  one  another  hourly. 

This  bloflbme  glorying  in  the  others  beauty. 

And  yet  they  Imell  as  fweet,  and  look  as  lovely : 

But  we  are  ty’d  to  grow  alone.  O honour. 

Thou  hard  Law  to  our  lives,  chain  to  our  freedoms 
He  that  invented  thee  had  many  curfes ; 

How  is  my  foul  divided  ? O Cleandery 
My  bell  deferving  husband ! O Ufander , 

The  true  ft  lover  that  e’re  facrific’d 
T 0 Captd againft  Hymen ! O mine  honour  *, 

A Tyrant,  yet  to  be  obey’d  ! and’tis 
But  jullicc  we  Ihould  thy  ftrift  Laws  en&urc. 

Since  our  obedience  to  thee  keeps  us  pure. 

Enter  Clender,  Lidian,  and  Clarangc. 

Qean.  How  infupportable  the  diflerence 
Of  dear  friends  is,  the  forrow  that  1 feel 
For  my  Ltfanders  abfence,  one  that  ftamps 
A reverend  print  on  friendlhip,doesairureme. 

You  are  rivals  for  a Lady,  a fair  Lady, 

And  in  the  acquifition  of  her  favours, 

Hazard  the  cutting  of  that  Gordian  knot 
From  your  firft  childhood  tothis  prefent  hour. 

By  all  the  tycs  of  love  and  amity  faften’d. 

I am  bleft  in  a wife  (Heaven  make  me  thankfull) 

Infer iour  to  none  (fans  pride  1 fpeak  it) 

Yet  if  I were  a freeman,  and  could  purchafe 
At  any  rate  the  certainty  to  enjoy 
Lifunders  corrvcrfation  while  I liv’d. 

Forgive  me  my  CALJha,  and  the  Sex, 

1 never  would  feek  change. 

Lid.  My  Lord  and  Brother, 

I dare  not  blame  your  choice,  Lifanders  worth 
Being  a Miftris  to  be  ever  courted ; 

Nor  lhall  our  equal  fuit  to  fair  Olinda 
Weaken,  but  adde  ftrength  to  our  true  affeiftion. 

With  zeal  fo  long  continued. 

Claran.  When  we  know 
Whom  Ihe  prefers,  as  Ihe  can  choofc  but  one, 

By  our  fo  long  tri’d  friendihip  we  have  vow’d 
The  other  lhall  delift. 

Clea.  ’Tis  yet  your  purpofe. 

But  how  this  refolution  will  hold 
In  him  that  is  refus’d,  is  not  alone 
Doubtfull,  but  dangerous. 

Enter  Malfort. 

eJTIalf.  The  rich  heir  is  come  Sir. 

Geand.  Madam  OUnda  ? 

tJ^alf.  Yes  Sir,  and  makes  choice. 

After  fome  little  conference  with  my  Lady, 

Of  this  room  togiveanfwer  to  her  fuitors. 

Ge.  Already  both  look  pale,  between  your  hopes 
To  win  the  prize,  and  your  defpair  to  lole 
What  you  contended  for. 

Lid. 
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A fuddain  and  a dangerous  divifion 
Qf  their  long  love  will  follow : have  you  took 
Your  leave  ot  fair  Olinda} 


Ltd.  No  Sir,  I am  arm’d. 

CLar.  1 confident  of  my  incereft. 

Cle.  i’le  believe  ye  when  you  have  endur’d  the  teft. 

Enter  Califia,  Olinda,  and  Clarinda. 

ejllalf.  Is  not  your  garter 
• Unty’d  ? you  promis’d  that  I lliould  grow  higher 
In  doing  you  fervice. 

Clar.  Fall  off  or  you  lofe  me.  Q Exit  Malfort. 

Ge.  Nay  take  your  place,  no  Paris  now  fits  judge 
I On  the  contending  goddcfl'es.  Y oii  are 
The  Deitie  that  mufl  make  curft  or  happy 
I One  of  yohr  languilling  fervants. 

01.  I thus  look  with  equal  eyes  on  both ; either  deferves 
A fairer  fortune  than  they  can  in  rcafon 
Hope  for  from  me  •,  from  Ltdian  I expedl, 

When  1 have  made  him  mine,  all  pleafures  that 
The  fwcetnefs  of  his  manners,  youth,  andvertues 
Can  give  alTurance  of;  but  turning  this  way 
To  brave  Clarangcy  in  his  face  appears 
A kind  ofMajefty  which  fnould  command. 

Not  fue  for  favour.  If  the  faireft  Lady 
Of  France.,  fet  forth  with  natures  befi:  endowments 
Nay  fhould  1 adde  a Princefs  of  the  bloud. 

Did  now  lay  claim  to  cither  tor  a husband. 

So  vehement  my  affedion  is  to  both. 

My  envie  at  her  happinefs  would  kill  iflc. 

Cle.  The  ftrangelt  love  1 ever  heard . 

Qtl.  You  can  enjoy  but  one. 

CUr.  The  more  1 fay  the  merrier. 

Oh.  Witnefs  thefe  tears  I love  both,  as  I know 
You  burn  with  equal  flames,  and  fo  affed  me ; 

Abundance  make  s me  poor  \ fuch  is  the  hard 
Cohdition  of  my  fortune  •.  be  your  own  judges  *, 

If  I Ihould  favour  both, ’twill  taint  my  honour. 

And  that  before  my  life  I mult  prefer  *, 

If  one  I lean  to,  the  other  is  dilvalued  •, 

You  are  fierie  both, and  love  will  make  you  warmer. 
par.  The  warmer  ftill  the  fitter.  You  are  a fool  Lady. 
Oh.  To  what  may  love,  and  the  Devil  jealoufie  fpur  you 
Is  too  apparent : my  name’s  call’d  in  queltion ; 

Your  fwords  flie  out,  your  angers  range  at  large : 

Then  what  a murther  of  my  modefty  follows.^ 

Clar.  Take  heed  of  that  by  any  means : O innocent. 

That  will  deny  a blelfing  when  ’tis  offer’d, 

Would  I were  murther’d  fo,  I would  thank  my  modefty. 

Ck.  What  paufe  you  on  ? 

Oli.  it  is  at  length  refolv’d. 

Clar.  We  are  on  the  Rack,uncei  tainexpedation 
The  greateft  torture. 

Lidi.  Command  what  you  pleafe. 

And  youfhall  fee  how  willingly  we  will  execute. 

Oh.  Then  hear  what  for  your  fatisfadion, 

And  to  preferve  your  friendfhip  I rcfolve 
Againft  my  felf,  and  ’tis  not  to  be  alter’d : 

You  are  both  brave  gentlemen,  I’le  ftill  profefs  it. 

Both  noble  fervants,  for  whole  gentle  offers. 

The  undeferving,  and  the  poor  OUnda 

Is  ever  bound  •,  you  love  both,  fair,  and  vertuoufty  *, 

Would  I could  be  lb  happy  to  content  both  : 

Which  fince  I cannot,  take  this  rcfoluteanfwer 
Goftom  me  both  contentedly,  and  he 
That  laft  makes  his  return,  and  comes  to  vifit, 

I Comes  to  my  bed.  You  know  my  will : farewel; 

My  heart’s  too  big  to  utter  more  ; come  friend. 

Cal.  rie  wait  on  you  to  your  Coach. 

^Exeunt  Olinda,  Califta,  Clarinda. 
Ce.  You  both  look  blank,  I cannot  blame  you. 

Lid.  W'c  have  our  difpatches. 

Clara.  I’Je  home. 

I Ltd.  And  rie  abroad  again,  Farewel. 

1 Clara.  Farewel  to  ye. 

i C£A;(r«;7fClarange,rf;/^/Lidian. 

j C/^.  Their  blunted  departure  troubles  me;  I far 


Enter  Califta,  vfith  a parfe. 

Cla.  She  is  gone  Sir. 

Cle.  Had  you  brought  news  Lifander  were  return’d  too, 

I were  moft  happy. 

{^al.  Still  upon  Lijander  ? 

Ge.  I know  he  loves  me,  as  he  loves  his  healtli ; | 

And  Heaven  knows  I love  him. 

Cal.  I find  it  fo  : 

For  me  you  have  forgot,  and  what  I am  to  you. 

Ge.  O think  not  fo.  if  you  had  loft  a Sifter 
You  lock’d  all  your  delights  in,  it  would  grieve  you ; 

A little  you  would  wander  from  the  fondnefs 
You  ow’d  your  husband  ; I have  loft  a friend, 

A noble  friend,  all  that  was  excellent 
1 n man,or  man-kind,was  contain’d  within  him, 

That  lofs  my  wife 

Enter  Malfort. 

Matf.  Madaim,  your  noble  Father 

A fee  for  my  good  news. 

Cal.  Why  ? what  of  him  Sir  > 

Mai.  Is  lighted  at  the  door, and  longs  to  fee  you. 

Caltjl.  Attend  him  hither. 

Clean,  O my  dear  Ltfander. 

But  i’le  be  merry;  let’s  meet  him  my 

Cal.  I hope  Lifanders  love  will  now  be  buried  : 

My  Father  will  bring  joy  enough  for  one  moneth, 

To  put  him  out  of  memorie. 

Enter  Dorilaus,/7b  arm  in  afearf. 

E>or.  How  do  you  Son  / 

Bids  my  fair  child,  1 am  come  to  vifit  yec, 

To  fee  what  houfe  you  keep,they  fay  you  are  bountifull, 

I like  the  noife  well,  and  1 come  to  trie  it. 

Ne’re  a great  belly  yet  ? how  have  you  trifl’d  ? 

If  I had  done  fo  (Son)  I fhould  have  heard  on’t 
On  both  fides  by  Saint  Denis. 

Clean.  You  are  nobly  welcom  Sir  ; 

We  have  time  enough  for  that. 

DoriUm.  See  how  fhe  blufhes  1 
’Tis  a good  fign  you’l  mend  your  fault, howdoft  thou, 

My  good  Cali^a  1 
Cal.  Well,  now  I fee  you  Sir  ^ 

I hope  you  bring  a fi  uitfulncfs  along  with  ye. 

Dor. Good  luck, I never  mifs,I  was  ever  good  at  it : 

Your  mother  groan’d  for’t  wench,fodid  forae  other. 

But  I durft  never  tell. 

Cal.  How  does  your  arm  Sir  ? 

Cle.  Have  you  been  let  bloud  of  late  ? 

Dor.  Againft  my  will  Sir. 

Cal.  A fall  dear  Father 
Dor.  No,  a Gun,  dear  Daughter  j 
Two  or  three  Giins  ^ I have  one  here  in  my  buttock, 

’Twould  trouble  a Surgeons  teeth  to  pull  it  out. 

Cal.  O'  me  ! O me  .' 

Dor.  Nay,  if  you  fall  to  fainting, 

■'Tis  time  for  me  to  trudge : art  fuch  a coward. 

At  the  nieer  name  of  hurt  to  change  thy  colour  t 
I have  been  fhot  that  men  might  fee  clean  through  me, 

And  yet  I fainted  not : befides  my  felf. 

Here  are  an  hofpital  of  hurt  men  for  ye. 

Enter  Servants,  wounded  in  feveral  placei. 

What  fhould  this  wonder  be.?* 

Cal.  I am  amaz’d  at  it.  (fouiidly, 

Dortl.  What  think  ye  of  thefe  ? they  are  every  one  hurt 
Hurt  to  the  proof,they  are  through,and  through  1 affure  ye; 
\nd  tiiat’s  good  game,  they  foorn  your  puling  foratches. 

Cal.  Who  did  this  Sir? 

Dor.  Leave  crying,  and  I’le  tell  you, 

And 
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• And  geryorrr  plaifters,  and  your  warm  ftupes  ready  ; 

, Have  you  ne’re  a Shephe^rd  that  can  tarr  us  over  ? 

, ’Twill  prove  a bufinefs  elfe,  we  are  fo  many. 

Coming  to  fee  you,  I was  fet  upon, 

I and  my  men,  as  we  were  fmging  frolickly. 

Not  dreaming  of  an  ambufh  ofbafe  Rogues, 

Set  on  i’th’  foreft,  I have  forgot  the  name  

Cle.  ’fwixtthis,  Fount aine-'BleaHf 

In  the  wild  Foreft.^ 

Dor.  The  fame,  the  fame,  inthatacciirfed  Foreft, 

Set  on  by  villains,  that  make  boot  of  all  men. 

The  Peers  of  France  are  pillage  there,  they  fliot  at  us. 

Hurt  us,  un-hors’d  us,  came  to  the  fword,  there  pil’d  us, 
Oppreft  us  with  frefh  multitudes,  frefh  Ihot  ftill, 

Rogues  that  would  hang  thcmfelves  for  a frelh  doublet. 
And  lor  a Scarlet  Caffock  kill  their  Fathers, 

Cle.  Lighted  you  among  thefe.^ 

Dor.  Among  thefe  murtherers, 

Our  poor  blouds  were  ingag’d : yet  we  ftrook  bravely, 

And  more  than  once  or  twice  we  made  them  fhun  us. 

And  fhrink  their  rugged  heads : but  we  were  hurt  all. 

Cle.  How  came  you  off.^  for  I even  long  to  hear  that. 

Dor.  After  our  prayers  made  to  Heaven  to  help  us, 

Or  to  be  mercifull  unto  our  fouls  •, 

So  near  we  were.  Alas  poor  wench,  wipe,  wipe. 

See  Heaven  fends  remedy. 

Cal.  I am  glad ’tis  come  Sir, 

My  heart  was  even  a bleeding  in  my  body. 

Dor.  A curl’d  hair  Gentleman  ftept  in,a  ftrangcr. 

As  he  rod  by,  belike  he  heard  our  bickering. 

Saw  our  diftrelTes,  drew  his  fword,  and  prov’d 
He  came  to  execute,  and  not  to  argue. 

Lord  what  a lightning  methought  flew  about  him. 

When  he  once  tofs’d  his  blade ! in  face  Adorns.^ 

While  peace  inhabited  between  his  eye-brows : 

But  when  his  noble  anger  ftirr’d  his  metal, 

And  blew  his  fierie  parts  into  a flame. 

Like  Tallas^  when  fhe  fits  between  two  armies. 

Viewing  with  horrid  brows  their  fad  events. 

Such  then  he  look’d:  and  as  her  Ihield  had  arm’d  him. 

Cal.  This  man  Sir  were  a friend  to  give  an  age  for. 

This  Gentleman  I muft  love  naturally : 

Nothing  can  keep  me  ofT^  I pray  you  go  on  Sir. 

Dor.  I will,fornowyouplcafeme:  this  brave  youth. 
This  bud  of  Cdiars.,  for  yet  he  is  no  riper, 

When  once  he  had  drawn  bloud,  and  fielh’d  his  fword. 
Fitted  his  manly  metal  to  his  fpirit, 

How  he  beftirr’d  him ! what  a lane  he  made  1 
And  through  their  fierie  Bullets  thruft  fecurely  .• 

The  hardned  villains  wondring  at  his  confidence, 

Lame  as  I was  I follow’d,  and  admir’d  too, 

And  ftirr’d,  and  laid  about  me  with  new  fpirit. 

My  men  too  with  new  hearts  thruft  into  action. 

And  down  the  Rogues  went. 

Cle.  I am  ftruck  with  wonder. 

D^ir.Remeniber  but  the  ftorie  of  ftrong  FleElor, 

When  like  to  lightning  he  broke  through  his  vanguard, 
How  the  Greekf  frighted  ran  away  by  Troops, 

And  trod  down  Troops  to  fave  their  lives ; fo  this  man 
Difpers’d  thefe  flaves : had  they  been  more  and  mightier. 
He  had  come  off  the  greater,  and  more  wonder. 

C/e.  Where  is  the  man, good  Sir,that  we  may  honour  him  ? 

Cal.  That  we  may  fall  in  fuperftition  to  him. 

Dor:  I know  not  that,  from  me  he  late  departed. 

But  not  without  that  pious  care  to  fee  fafe 

Me,  and  my  weak  men  lodg’d,  and  drefs’d  *,  I urg’d  him 

Firft  hither,  that  1 might  more  freely  thank  him : 

He  told  me  he  had  bufinefs,crav’d  my  pardon, 

Bufinefs  of  much  import. 

Cle.  Know  YOU  his  name  f 

Dor.  That  he  deny’d  me  too : a vow  had  bar’d  him. 

Cal.  In  that  he  was  not  roble  to  be  namelefs. 

Dor.  Daughter  you  muft  remember  him  when  I am  dead? 
And  in  a noble  fort  requite  his  piety, 


’Twas  his  defire  to  dedicate  this  fervice 
To  your  fair  thoughts. 

Cal.  He  knows  me.  then? 

Dor.  I nam’d  you. 

And  nam’d  you  mine ; I think  that’s  all  his  knowled<^e. 

Cle.  No  name  , no  being  ? 

Cal.  Now  1 am  mad  to  know  him  : 

Saving  mine  honour,  any  thing  1 had  now 
But  to  enjoy  his  fight,  but  his  bare  piefture  \ 

Make  me  his  Saint,  I muft  needs  honour  him. 

Serv.  I know  his  name. 

Cal.  There’s  thy  rew’ard  for’t  j Ipeak  it. 

Ser.  His  man  told  me,  but  he  delir’d  my  filence. 

Cal.  O Jafper  fpeak,  ’tis  thy  good  Mailers  caufe  too : 

We  all  are  bound  in  gratitude  to  compel  thee. 

Ser.  Ltjander}  Yes,  1 am  fu re  it  was 
Cal.  Ltfander  ? ’twas  Lifander. 

Cle.  ’Tis  Lffyider.  O my  bafe  thoughts ! my  wicked ! 
To  make  queftion  this  aft  could  be  another  mans : 

’Tis  Ltfan^r,  a handfome  timber’d  man.** 

Ser.  Yes.  ( mourn’d  ? 

Cle.  My  Lifander  ! Was  this  friends  abfence  to  be 
Cal.  I grant  it; 

rie  mourn  his  going  now,  and  mourn  it  ferioufly : 

When  you  weep  for  him.  Sir,  I’le  bear  you  company. 

That  fo  much  honour,  fo  much  honefty 
Should  be  in  one  man^  to  do  things  thus  bravely. 

Make  me  his  Saint,  to  me  give  this  brave  fcrvice : 

What  may  1 do  to  rccompence  his  goodnefs.^ 

I cannot  tell. 

Cle.  Come  Sir,  I know  you  are  fickly,  fo  are  your  men . 
Dor.  I muft  confefs  I am  weak. 

And  fitter  for  a bed  than  longdilcourfes. 

Cle.  You  fhall  hear  to  morrow,  to  morrow  provide  Sur- 

Dor.  L’fander (gcons. 

Cal.  What  new  fire  is  this?  {^Exeunt. 


ABhs  Secundus,  Scena  Prim  a. 

Enter  Lifander,  and  Lancelot. 

L//.  r) Ret hee  good  Lancelot  remember  that 

1 Thy  Maftcr’s  life  is  in  thy  truft,  and  therefore 
Be  very  carefull. 

Lane.  I will  lofe  mine  own,  rather  than  hazard  yours. 
Lifa.  Take  what  difguife 
You  in  your  own  diferetion  fhall  think  fitteft. 

To  keep  your  felf  unknown. 

Lane.  I warrant  ye  *, 

’Tis  not  the  firft  time  I have  gone  invifible  : 

I am  as  fine  a Fairie  in  a bufinefs  ' 

Concerning  night-work 

Lija.  Leave  your  vanities; 

With  this  purfe  ( which  deliver’d. 

You  may  fpare  your  Oratory)  convey  this  Letter  to 
Cahfia's  woman. 

Lane.  ’Tisa  handfomgirle,  Clarinda. 

Lifa.  I have  made  her  mine.  You  know  your  work. 

Lan.  And  if  I fweat  not  in  it. 

At  my  return  diftard  me.  E.vit. 

Lifa.  O Calffia ! the  faireft ! cruellcft ! 

Enter  Clarange. 

Clar.  So  early  ftirring  ? a good  day  to  you. 

Lift.  1 was  viewing  Sir,  ' 

The  fite  of  your  houfe,  and  the  handfomnefs  about  it : . 
Believe  me  it  Hands  healthfully  and  fweeily. 

Qar.  The  houfe  and  Maftcr  of  it  really 
Are  ever  at  your  Icrvice. 

Lift.  I return  it  .• 

Now  if  you  plcafc  go  forward  in  your  ftorie 

Of 
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Of  your  dear  friend  and  MUtris. 

Clar.  I will  tell  it, 

And  tell  it  (hort,  becaufe  ’tis  breakfafl:  time, 

( And  love  is  a tedious  thing  to  a quick  ftomach) 

You  eat  not  yefter-night. 

Ltfa.  I fhall  endure  Sir. 

Clara.  Myfclf  (and  as  I then  deliver’d  to  you) 

A Gentleman  of  noble  hope,  one  Lidiariy 
Both  brought  up  from  our  infancy  together, 

One  company,  one  friendfhip,  and  one  exercife 
Ever  affecting,  one  bed  holding  us. 

One  grief,  and  one  joy  parted  ftill  between  us. 

More  than  companions,  twins  in  all  our  adlions. 

We  grew  up  till  we  were  men, held  one  heart  ftill  : 

Time  call’d  us  on  to  Arms,  we  were  one  Souldier, 

Alike  we  fought  our  dangers  and  our  honours. 

Gloried  alike  one  in  anothers  noblenefs  : 

When  Arms  had  made  us  fit,  we  were  one  lover. 

We  lov’d  one  woman,  lov’d  without  divifion. 

And  woo’d  a long  time  with  one  fair  affedion  •, 

Andfhe,  as  it  appears,  loves  us  alike  too. 

At  length  confidering  what  our  love  muft  grow  to. 

And  covet  in  the  end,  this  one  was  parted. 

Rivals  and  honours  make  men  Hand  at  diftance. 

We  then  woo’d  with  advantage,  but  were  friends  ftill, 
Saluted  fairly,  kept  the  peace  of  love,  ’ 

We  could  not  both  enjoy  the  Ladies  favour. 

Without  fome  fcandal  to  her  reputation. 

We  put  it  to  her  choice,  this  was  her  fentence. 

To  part  both  from  her,  and  the  laft  returning 
Should  be  her  Lord  \ we  obey’d,  and  now  you  know  it ; 

And  for  my  part,  ( fo  truely  I am  touch’d  with’t ) 

I will  go  far  enough,  and  be  the  laft  too, 

Or  ne’re  return. 

Lifa.  A fentence  of  much  cruelty  *, 

But  mild,  compar’d  with  what’s  pronounc’d  on  me. 

Our  loving  youth  is  born  to  many  miferies. 

What  is  that  Lidian  pray  ye  ? ( Lady. 

Clar.  Calffiah  Brother,if  ever  you  have  heard  of  that  fair 
Lija.  I have  feen  her  Sir. 

Clar.  Then  you  have  feen  a wonder. 

Ltfa.  Idoconfefs:  of  what  years  is  this  Lidian} 

Clar.  About  my  years  .*  there  is  not  much  between  us. 
Ltfa.  I long  to  know  him. 

Clar.  *Tis  a vertuous  longing. 

As  many  hopes  hang  on  his  noble  head, 

Asbiofibmson  a bough  in  May,  and  fweet  ones. 

Lifa.  Ye  are  a fair  ftorie  of  your  friend. 

Qar.  Of  truth  Sir : now,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Snter  a Servant. 

Serv.  There  is  a Gentleman 
At  door,  would  fpeak  with  you  on  private  bufinefs. 

Clar.  With  me."* 

Serv.  Hefaiesfo,  and  brings  hafte  about  him. 

Gar,  Wait  on  him  in.  \_Lxit  Servant. 

Ltja.  I will  retire  the  while,  to  the  next  room. 

Clar.  We  fliall  not  long  difturb  you. 

Enter  Alcidon, 

crTlci.  Save  ye.  Sir. 

Clara.  The  like  to  you, fair  Sir ; pray  you  come  near. 
iyTlci.  Pray  you  inftrudl  me  for  I know  you  not. 

With  Monfieur  Clarange  I would  fpeak.  , 

Clar.  1 am  he.  Sir  : 

Ye  are  nobly  welcome ; 1 wait  your  bufinefs. 

Alci.  This  will  inform  you. 

Clar.  Will  you  pleafe  to  fit  down  \_'R^ads. 

He  fhall  command  me  Sir,  Tie  wait  upon  him 
Within  this  hour. 

'Aid.  Y’are  a noble  Gentleman, 

Wil’t  pleafe  you  bring  a friend  ? we  are  two  of  us. 

And  pity  either,  Sir,  flmuld  be  unfurnifh’d. 

Clar.  I have  none  now,  and  the  time  is  fet  fo  fhort. 


Twill  not  be  pofliblc. 

Aid.  Do  me  the  honour ; 

1 know  you  are  fo  full  of  brave  acquaintance, 

And  worthy  friends,  you  cannot  want  a partner ; 

1 would  be  loth  to  Hand  ftill,  Sir ; befides, 

You  know  the  cuftom,  and  the  vantage  of  it, 
if  you  come  in  alone. 

Car.  And  I muft  meet  it. 

Aid.  Send,  we’l  defer  an  hour,  let  us  be  equal  .• 

Games  won  and  loft  on  equal  terms  fhew  faireft. 

Clar.  ’Tis  to  nopurpofe  to  fend  any  whither, 

Unlefs  men  be  at  home  by  Revelation  ; 

So  pleafe  you  breath  a while  \ when  I have  done  with  hinl, 
You  may  be  exercis'd  too ; Tie  trouble  no  man. 

Enter  Lifander. 

Lija.  They  are  very  loud.  Now  what’s  the  news? 

Clar.  I muft  leave  you. 

Leave  you  a while,  two  hours  hence  I’le  return  friend. 

Ltfa.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  .? 

Clar,  A little  bufinefs. 

Ltfa.  And’t  be  but  a little,  you  may  take  me  with  ye. 
C'lar.  ’Twill  be  a trouble  to  you. 

Ltfa.  No  indeed,  to  do  you  fervice,  I account  a pleafure. 
O^r.  1 muft  alonei 
Ltfa.  Why? 

Clar.  ’Tis  neceffity 

Before  you  pafs  the  v.'alks,  and  back  again, 

I will  be 'with  ye. 

Ltfa.  If  it  be  not  unmannerly 
To  prefs  you,  I w'ould  go. 

Clar.  rie  tell  you  true.  Sir, 

This  Gentleman  and  1 upon  appointment. 

Are  going  to  vifit  a Lady. 

Ltfa.  1 am  no  (apHchin,  why  fhould  not  1 go  > 

Alct.  Take  the  Gentleman, 

Come  he  may  fee  the  Gentlewoman  too, 

! And  bemoft  welcom,  Ido befeech  you  take  him. 
j Ltf  By  any  means,  I love  to  fee  a Gentlewoman, 
j A prettie  wench  too. 

I'lar.  Well,  Sir,  we’ll  meet  you, 

And  at  the  place : My  fervice  to  the  Lady. 

Ala.  I kifs  your  hand.  fExit. 

Clar.  Prethee  read  o’re  her  Letter. 

Lifander  reads. 

Monfieur, 

r Know  you  have  cortfider'd  the  dark^fenterxe  Olinda  gave  us, 
I and  that  ( hoWever  fte  difguis' d it  J tt  pointed  more  at  our 
[words  edges  than  our  bodies  baniflments  ■,  the  lafl  miifi  injoy  her  : 
tf  we  retire,  our  youths  are  lojh  in  wandrmg  ; in  emulation  we 
[tail  grow  old  men,  and  feeble,  which  ts  the  fcorn  of  love,  and 
rujl  of  honour,  and fo  return  more  fit  to  wed  our  Sepulchers,  than 
the  Saint  we  atm  at  j let  us  therefore  make  our  ^ourney  fi:'ort,  and 
our  hearts  ready,  and  with  our  fwords  tn  our  hands  put  tt  to  for- 
tune, which  [hall  be  worthy  to  receive  that  bleffing,  Tie  ft  ay  you 
on  the  mountain,  our  old  hunting  place,  this  C entletnan  alone  runs 
the  haz.ard  with  me,  and  fo  I kifs  your  hand. 

Your  Servant  Lidian. 

Is  this  your  wench  ? you’l  find  her  a fharp  Miftris. 

What  have  Ithruft  my  fclf  into  ? is  this  that  Lidian 
You  told  me  of  ? 

Clar.  The  fanic. 

Lifa.  My  Ladies  Brother  ? 

No  caufe  to  heave  my  fword  againft  but  his 
To  fave  the  Father  yeftci  day,  and  this  morning. 

To  help  to  kill  the  Son  ? this  is  moft  courteous  ? 

The  only  way  to  make  the  Daughter  doat  on  me. 

Car.  Why  do  you  mufe  ? would  ye  go  off? 

Ltfa.  No,no,l  muft  on  now  ■,  this  will  be  kindly  taken  •, 
No  life  to  facrifice,  but  part  ot  hers  ? 

Do  you  fight  Itraight.? 

S f f Clara. 
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Clara.  Yes,  prefently. 

Lifaa.  To  morrow  then  , 

The  baleful!  tidings  of  this  day  will  break  out, 

And  this  nights  Sun  will  let  in  bloud  } 1 am  troubl’d  : 

If  I am  kill’d,  1 am  happy. 

Oar.  Will  you  go  friend  } 

Lif.  I am  ready  Sir, fortune  thou  hall  made  me  monllrous. 

Q Exeunt. 

Enter  Malfort,  and  Clarinda. 

Malf.  Yourcoufin,  and  my  true  friend,  lultyZ-eo«, 

Shall  know  how  you  ufe  me. 

Clar.  Be  more  terriperatc. 

Or  I will  never  ufe,  nor  know  you  more 
I’th’  way  of  a fervant : all  the  houfe  takes  notice 
Of  your  ridiculous  fopperie  •,  I have  no  fooner 
Perform’d  my  duties  in  ray  Ladies  chamber. 

And  (he  fcarce  down  the  Hairs,  but  you  appear 
Likemy  evil  Ipirittome.  (der 

Malf.  Can  the  filh  live  out  of  the  water,  or  the  Salaman- 
Out  of  the  fire.?  or  I live  warm,  but  in 
The  frying-pan  of  your  favour  ? 

Oa.  Pray  you  forget 
Your  curious  comparifons,  borrowed  from 
The  pond,  and  kitchin,  and  remember  what 
My  Ladies  pleafure  is  for  th’  entertainment  ' 

Of  her  noble  Father. 

Mu.  I would  learn  the  art  of  memory  in  your  table  book. 

Qa.  Very  good  fir,  no  more  but  up  and  ride, I apprehend 
Your  meaning,  foft  fire  makes  fweet  mault  Sir : 

I’leanfwer  you  in  a Proverb. 

M.il.  But  one  kifs  from  thy  hony  lip. 

Cla.  You  fight  too  high,  my  hand  is 
A fair  afeent  from  my  foot,  his  llavering  kilTcs 
Spoil  me  more  gloves, — enough  for  once,  you’l  furfeit 
With  too  much- grace. 

Mai  Have  you  no  imployment  for  me  ? 

Cal.  Yes,  yes,  go  fend  for  Leony  and  convey  him 
Into  the  private  Arbour,  from  his  mouth 
I hear  your  praifes  with  more  faith. 

Ma.\  am  gone  •,  yet  one  thing  e’re  I go,there’s  at  the  door 
The  rarelt  Fortune-teller,  he  hath  told  me 
The  llrangell  things  ^ he  knows  ye  arc  my  Miltris, 
i And  under  fcal  deliver’d  how  many  Children 
i I fhall  beget  on  you,  pray  you  give  him  hearing, 

I He’l  make  it  good  to  you. 
j Oa.  A cunning  man 
Of  your  own  making,  howfoe’r  Tie  hear  him 
At  your  intreaty. 

Mai.  Now  1 perceive  ye  love  me. 

At  my  entreaty,  come  in  friend remember 

To  fpeakas  I diredled,  he  knows  his  lelTon, 

J And  the  right  way  to  pleafe  her  *,  this  it  is 
j To  have  a head-piece. 

' Enter  Lancelot,  hke  a Fortune-t cilery  with  a Purfcy 
and  two  Letters  in  it. 

Cla.  ’Tis  faid  you  can  tell  fortunes  to  come. 

Lan.  Yes  Millris  and  what’s  pafl^ 

Unglove  your  hand,  by  this  llraight  line  I fee 
You  have  lain  crooked. 

Cla.  How?  lain  crooked? 

Lrtr/.Yes;and  in  that  pofture plaid  at  the  old  game, 

(No  body  hears  me,  and  Tie  be  no  blab  ) 

I And  at  it  loll  your  maiden-head, 
j Cut.  A fhrewd  fellow  ; 
i Tis  truth,  but  not  to  be  confefs’d  ; in  this 
I Your  palmiftry  deceives  you,  fomething elfe  Sir. 

; Lan.  Ye  are  a great  woman  with  your  Lady,  and 
i Acquainted  with  her  counfels. 

! Oa.  Still  more  ftrange. 

Lan.  There  is  a noble  Knight  Lifander  loves  her, 

Whom  Ihe  regards  not,  and  the  dcllinies 
With  whom  I am  familiar,  have  deliver’d 


That  by  your  means  alone,  he  mufl:  enjoy  her. 

Your  hand  again,  yes,  yes;  you  have  already 
Promis’d  him  your  alTiftance,  and  what’s  more, 

Tailed  his  bounty,  for  which,  from  the  skye 
There  are  200.  crowns  dropp’d  in  a Purfe, 

Look  back,  you’l  find  it  true  •,  nay,  open  it, 

’Tis  good  Gold  I aflbre  you . ( to  my  Lady  ? 

Oa.  How,  two  Letters  ? the  firfl  indors’d  to  me  ? this 
Subferib’d  Ltfander} 

Lan.  And  the  fortune-teller,  his  fervant  Lancelot. 

Cla.  How  had  1 loll  my  eyes. 

That  I could  not  know  thee  ? not  a word  of  the  lofs 
Of  my  virginity. 

Lan.  Nor  who  I am. 

Cla.  I’le  ufe  all  fpeedy  means  for  your  difpatch 
With  a welcom  anfwer,  but  till  you  receive  it, 

Continue  thus  dilguis’d,  Monfieur  Malfort 
‘(You  know  the  way  to  humour  him)  lliail  provide 
A lodging  for  you,  and  good  entertainment  j 
Nay,  fince  we  trade  both  one  way,  thou  (halt  have 
Some  feeling  with  me,  take  that.  ( ment. 

Lan.  Bountifull  wench  may’ll  thou  ne’re  want  imploy- 

Oa.  Nor  fuch  pay  boy.  Q Exeunt. 

Enter  Lidian,  Alcidon,  ( at  one  door  ) Lifandcr, 
Clarange,  ( at  another.) 

Lid.  You’re  welcom. 

a^lci.  Let  us  do  our  office  firll, 

And  then  make  choice  of  a new  piece  of  ground 
To  try  our  fortunes. 

Ltja.  All’s  fair  here. 

yilci.  And  here,  their  fwords  are  equal. 

Ltf.t.  If  there  be  any  odds  in  mine,  we  will  exchange. 

Aid.  We’l  talk  of  that 
When  we  are  farther  off,  farewel. 

Ltf.t.  farewel  friend.  ff.v.  Lifander,  and  Alcidon. 

Ltdi.  Come  let  us  not  be  idle. 

Oa.  I will  find  you  imployment,  fear  not. 

Ltd.  You  know  Sir,the  caufe  that  brings  as  hither. 

Cla.  There  needs  no  more  difeourfing, 

No  time,  nor  place  for  repetition  now. 

Ltd.  Let  our  fwords  argue, and  1 wifli  OarangCy 
The  proud  Oltnda  faw  us. 

Oa.  Would  (he  did  ; 

What  ever  ellimation  ffie  holds  of  me. 

She  Ihould  behold  me  like  a man  fight  for  her. 

Ltd.  ’Tis  nobly  faid  ; fet  on  love ; and  my  fortune 

CU.  The  fame  for  me,  come  home  brave  Ltdian^ 

’T was  manly  thrull,  this  token  to  the  Lady, 

Ye  have  it  Sir,  deliver  it,  take  breath, 

1 fee  ye  bleed  apace,  ye  (hall  have  fair  play. 

Enter  Lilander. 

Lif.  You  mull  lye  there  a while,I  cannot  help  you. 

Ltd.  Nay,  then  my  fortune’s  gone,  I know  1 mull  dye.* 
Yet  dearly  will  1 fell  my  love,  come  on  both. 

And  ufe  your  fortunes,  I expedt  no  favour  ^ 

Weak  as  1 am,  my  confidence  lhall  meet  ye. 

Oa.  Yield  up  your  caufe  and  live. 

Lid.  What  doll  thou  hold  me  ? 

A recreant,  that  prefers  life  before  credit  ? 

Though  I bleed  bard,  ray  honour  finds  no  llTuc, 

That’s  conllant  to  ray  heart. 

Cla.  Have  at  your  life  then. 

Lif.  Hold,  or  rie  turn,  and  bend  my  fword  againll  ye  *, 
My  caufe  Clarange  too,  view  this  brave  Gentleman, 

That  yet  may  live  to  kill  you,  he  Hands  nobly. 

And  has  as  great  a promife  of  the  day 
As  you  can  tye  unto  your  felf,  he’s  ready, 

His  fword  as  lharp,  view  him  with  that  remembrance, 

That  you  deliver’d  him  to  me  Oarange : 

And  with  thofe  eyes,  that  clearnefs  will  become  ye  .* 

View  him,  as  you  reported  him  ^ furveyhim, 

Fixon  your  friendlhipSir,  1 know  you  are  noble. 
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And  ftep  but  inward  to  your  old  aRedion  j 
Examine  but  that  foul  grew  to  your  bolbm, 

And  try  then  if  your  fword  will  bite,  it  cannot. 

The  edge  will  turn  again,  afliam’d,  and  blunted  •, 

Lidiarjy  you  are  the  pattern  of  fair  friendlhip, 

Exampled  for  your  love,  and  imitated. 

The  Temple  of  true  hearts,  ftor’d  with  affections, 

For  fweetnefs  of  your  fpirit  made  a Saint, 

Can  you  decline  this  noblenefs  to  anger  ? 

To  mortal  anger  ? ’gainfi:  the  man  ye  love  mofl  ^ 

Have  ye  the  name  ofvertuous,  not  the  nature  ? 

Lid.  I will  fit  down. 

CUr.  And  Tie  fit  by  you,  Lidiart.  (things  ? 

Ltf.  And  rie  go  on,  can  Heaven  be  pleas’d  with  thefe 
To  fee  two  hearts  that  have  been  twin’d  together. 

Married  in  friendlhip  to  the  world,  to  wonder. 

Of  one  growth,  ofonenourifhment,  one  health. 

Thus  mortally  divorc’d  for  one  weak  woman  ? 

Can  love  be  pleas’d  ? love  is  a gentle  fpirit. 

The  wind  that  blows  the  A^ril  flowers,  not  fofter  •, 

She  is  drawn  with  doves  to  Ihew  her  peacefulnefs. 

Lions  and  bloody  Pards  are  <ijldars‘s  fervants ; 

Would  ye  ferve  love  ? do  it  with  humblenefs, 

Without  a noife,  with  ftill  prayers,  and  foft  murmurs  *, 
Upon  her  Altars  offer  your  obedience, 

And  not  your  brawls  *,  {he’s  won  with  tears,  not  terrors : 

That  fire  ye  kindle  to  her  deity 

Is  only  gratefull  when  it’s  blown  with  fighs. 

And  holy  Incenfe  flung  with  white  hand-innocence  •, 

Ye  wound  her  now  •,  ye  are  too  fuperftitious. 

No  facrificc  of  bloud,  or  death  fhe  longs  for. 

Lid.  Came  he  from  Heaven  ? 

Clar.  He  tells  us  truth  good  LicUan. 

Lifa.  That  part  of  noble  love  which  is  mofl;  fw’ect, 

And  gives  eternal  being  to  fair  beauty. 

Honour,  you  hack  i’  pieces  with  your  fwords. 

And  that  ye  fight  to  crown,  ye  kill,  fair  credit.  ’ 

Clar,  Thus  we  embrace,  no  more  fight,but  all  friendlhip. 
And  where  love  plcafes  to  bellow  his  benefits, 

Let  us  not  argue. 

Lid.  Nay,brave  Sir,  come  in  too  ^ 

You  may  love  aJfo,  and  may  hope,  if  ye  do. 

And  not  rewarded  for’t,  there  is  no  juftice ; ' 

Farewel  friend,  here  let’s  part  upon  our  pilgrimage. 

It  mufl  be  fo,  Cupid  draws  on  our  forrows. 

And  where  the  lot  lights' 

Clar.  1 fhall  count  it  happinefs, 

Farewel,  dear  friend. 

Ltf.  Firff,  let’s  relieve  the  Gentleman 
That  lyes  hurt  in  your  caufe,  and  bring  him  off, 

And  take  fome  care  for  your  hurts,  then  I will  part  too, 

A third  unfortunate,  and  willing  wanderer.  {JExmnt. 

Snter  Olinda,  and  Calilla. 

on.  My  fears  forefaw  ’twould  come  to  this. 

Cal.  1 would  your  fentence  had  been  milder. 

Olin.  ’Tis  pafh  help  now. 

Cal.  I {hare  in  your  defpair,  and  yet  my  hopes 
Have  not  quite  left  me,  fince  all  poflTible  means 
Arepraeflifed  to  prevent  the  mifehief  following 
Their  mortal  meeting,  my  Lord  is  coaffed  one  way. 

My  Father,though  his  hurts  forbad  his  travel. 

Hath  took  another,  my  Brother  in  Law  Beronte 
A third,  and  every  minute  we  mull  look  for 
The  certain  knowledge,  which  we  muff  endure 
With  that  calm  patience  heav’n  (hall  pleafe  to  lend  us. 

Enter  Dorilaus,  and  Cleander,  fever  ally. 

Dor.  Dead  both  ? 

Clea.  Such  is  the  rumour,  and  ’tis  general. 

Olin.  I hear  my  paffing  bell. 

Cal.  I am  in  a fevour. 

C/e.  They  fay  their  feconds  too-, but  what  they  ate, 

Is  not  known  yet,  fome  worthy  fellows  certain. 
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Dor.  Where  had  you  knowledge  ? 

Clea.  Of  the  Country  people,  ’tis  fpoken  every  where 
I heard  it  fo  too; 

And  tis  fo  common,  I do  half  believe  it, 

You  have  lofl:  a Brother,  wench,  he  lov’d  you  well. 

And  might  have  liv’d  to  have  done  his  country  fervice. 

But  he  IS  gone,  thou  fell’fl:  untimely,  Lidtan^ 

But  by  a valiant  hand,  that’s  fome  fmall  comfort. 

And  took  him  with  thee  too,  thou  lov’Il  brave  company. 
Weeping  will  do  no  good,  you  loll  a fervant. 

He  might  have  liv’d  to  have  been  your  Mafl:cr,Ladv. 

But  you  fear’d  that. 

Olin.  Gwd  Sir,  be  tender  to  me. 

The  news  is  bad  enough,  you  need  not  prefs  it, 

I lov  d him  well,  I lov’d  ’em  both. 

Dor.  It  feems  fo. 

How  many  more  have  you  to  love  fo  Lady  ? 

They  were  both  fools  to  fight  for  fuch  a Fiddle  j 
Certain  there  was  a dearth  of  noble  anger. 

When  a flight  woman  was  thought  worth  a quarrel. 

Olin.  Pray  you  think  nobler. 

Dor.  Tie  tell  thee  what  I think,  the  plague,  war,  famine. 
Nay  put  in  dice  and  drunkennefs  ( and  thofe 
Yo'i’l  grant  are  pretty  helps ) kill  not  fo  many  j 

( 1 mean  fb  many  noble  ) as  your  loves  do,  ! 

Rather  your  lewdnefs,  I crave  your  mercy,  w'omen,  '• 
Be  not  offended  if  I anger  ye. 

I am  fure  ye  have  touch’d  me  deep,  I came  to  be  merry, 

And  with  my  children,  but  to  fee  one  ruin’d 

By  this  fell  accident are  they  all  dead  ? 

If  they  be,  fpeak.^ 

Clean.  What  news  ? 

Enter  Beronte,  Alcidon,  Clarinda,  following  i 

with  a Letter. 

Ber.  What,  dead  ? ye  pole  me  *, 

I underffand  you  not. 

Clea.  My  Brother  Lidian,  ClarangCy  and  their  feconds. 

Ber.  Here  is  one  of ’em,  and  fure  this  Gentleman’s  alive. 
Aid.  I hope  fo,  fo  is  your  Son,Sir,  fo  is  brave  Clarange : 
They  fought  indeed,  and  they  were  hurt  fulficiently  ^ 

We  were  all  hurt,  that  bred  the  general  rumour. 

But  friends  again  all,  and  like  friends  we  parted. 

Clea.  Heard  ye  of  Lifander  > 

Ber.  Yes,  and  mifs’d  him  narrowly ; (man. 

He  was  one  of  the  combatants,  fought  with  this  Gentle- 
Second  againft  your  Brother,  by  his  wifuom 
( For  certainly  good  fortune  follows  him  ) 

All  was  made  peace.  Tie  tell  you  the  reft  at  dinner, 

For  we  are  hungry. 
itAld.  I before  I eat 

Muff:  pay  a vow  I am  fworn  to  ^ my  life,Madam, 

Was  at  Lifander' s mercy.  Hive  by  it; 

And  for  the  noble  favour,  he  defir’d  me 
j To  kifs  your  fair  hand  for  him,  offering 
This  fecond  fervice  as  a Sacrifice 
At  the  Altar  of  your  vertues. 

Dor.  Come  joy  on  all  fides ; 

Heaven  will  not  liiffer  honeft  men  to  perifli. 

Clea.  Be  proud  of  fuch  a friend. 

Dor.  Forgive  me,  Madam, 

It  was  a grief  might  have  concern’d  you  near  too. 

Clea.  No  work  of  excellence  but  ftill  Lifander  y 
Go  thy  waies.  Worthy. 

Olin.  We’l  be  merry  too. 

Were  I to  fpeak  again,  I would  be  wiler. 

f£.v.  Manent  Cal.  Clarin, 
Cal.  Too  much  of  this  rare  cordial  makes  me  fick, 
However  I obey  you. 

Clarin.  Now  or  never  is  an  apt  time  to  move  her,Madam. 
Cal.  Who’s  that? 

Clarin.  Your  fervant,  I would  fpeak  with  your  Lady(hip< 
Cla.  Why  doft  thou  look  about? 

Clarin.  I have  private  bufinefs 

S f f 2 Thai  , 
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That  none  mult  hear  but  your  Lifander 

‘ ["nl.  Where  ? 

clar.  Nay,  is  not  here,  but  would  entreatthis  favour. 
Some  of  your  Balfam  from  your  own  hand  given, 

For  he  is  much  hurt,  and  that  he  thinks  would  cure  him. 
Cal.  He  lhall  have  all,  my  Prayers  too. 

Clar.  But  conceive  me, 

It  miift  be  from  your  felf  immediately. 

Pity  fo  brave  a Gentleman  fliould  perilh, 

Heisfuperftitious,  and  he  holds  your  hand 
Of  infinite  power  *,  1 would  not  urge  this,  Madam, 

But  only  in  a mans  extreams  to  help  him.  (happy  in’t. 
Cal.  Let  him  come  (good  wench)  ’tisthatl  wilh,  lam 
My  husband  his  true  friend,  ray  noble  father. 

The  fair  Olinda,  all  defire  to  fee  him  j 
Hefhall  have  many  hands. 

Clar.  Tnat  he  defires  not. 

Nor  eyes  but  yours,  to  look  upon  his  miferies. 

For  then  he  thinks  ’twould  be  no  perfed  cure,  Madam, 

He  would  come  private. 

Cal.  How  can  that  be  here  ? 

I lhall  do  wrong  unto  all  thofe  that  honour  him, 

Befides  my  credit. 

Clar.  Dare  ye  not  trufi  a hurt  man  ? 

Not  (train  acourtelie  to  fave  a Gentleman  ? 

To  fave  his  life  that  has  fav’d  all  your  family  ? 

A man  that  comes  like  a poor  mortifi’d  Pilgrim, 

Only  to  beg  a BlelTing  and  depart  again  ? 

He  would  but  fee  you,  that  he  thinks  would  cure  him. 

But  fince  you  find  fit  reafons  to  the  contrary. 

And  that  it  cannot  Itand  with  your  clear  honour, 

T hough  you  belt  know  how  well  he  hasdeferv’d  of  ye : 

I’ll  fend  him  word  back  though  I grieveto  do  it. 

Grieve  at  my  foul,  for  certainly ’twill  kill  him. 

What  your  will  is. 

Cal.  Stay,  1 will  think  upon’t  ^ where  is  he,  Wench  ? 
CL-ir.  If  you  delire  to  fee  him. 

Let  not  that  trouble  you,  he  lhall  be  with  you. 

And  in  that  time  that  no  man  fiiall  fufped  ye ; 

Vour  honour.  Madam,  is  in  your  own  free  keeping 
Your  carein  me-,  in  him  all  honelly  ? 

If  ye  defire  him  not,  let  him  pafs  by  ye. 

And  all  this  bulinefs  reckon  but  a dream. 

Col.  Go  in,  and  counfel  me,  I would  fain  fee  him. 

And  willingly  comfort  him. 

Clar.  ’Tis  in  your  power ; 

And  if  you  dare  truft  me,  you  lhall  do  it  fafely. 

Read  that,  and  let  that  tell  you,  how  he  honours  you. 

i^E.xciint. 


Scena  Frima. 

Emer  C\Aim^2^vnthaKey^  ondLcon. 

Leon.  ^"T^His  happy  Night.  {Kijfeshtr. 

X Clar.  Preferve  this  eagernefs 
Till  we  meet  nearer,  there  is  fomething  done 
Will  give  us  opportunity. 

Leon.  Witty  Girl,  the  plot? 

Clar.  You  lhall  hear  that  at  leifure. 

The  whole  houfc  reels  with  joy  at  the  report 
Of  DWw/yjfafetv,  and  that  joyencreas’d 
From  their  afieftion  to  the  brave  Ltfander, 

In  being  made  the  happy  inltrument  to  compound 
T he  bloudy  difierence. 

Leon.  They  will  hear  Ihortly  that 
U’ill  turn  their  mirth  to  mourning,  he  was  then 
The  principal  means  to  fave  two  lives,  but  fince 
There  are  two  fain,  and  by  his  fingle  hand. 

For  which  his  life  muft  anfwer,  if  the  King, 

Whofe  arm  is  long,  can  reach  him.  (this  Key, 

Clar.  We  have  now  nofpare  time  to  hearftorics,  take 


’Twill  make  your  palfage  to  the  banquetting  houfe 
I’th’  Garden  free. 

Leon.  You  will  not  fail  to  come  ^ {fander. 

Clar.  For  mine  own  fake  ne’r  doubt  it  •,  now  for  Lf- 

LSxit, 

Dorilaus,  Oleander,  Servants  with  lights. 

T>or.  To  bed,  to  bed,  ’tis  very  late. 

Clean.  To  bed  all,  I have  drunk  a health  too  much. 

T>or.  You’ll  fleep  the  better. 

My  ufual  phyfick  that  way. 

Clean.  Where’s  your  Millrifs 

She  is  above,  but  very  ill,  and  aguilh  ; 

The  late  fright  of  her  Brother  has  much  troubl’d  her  : 

She  would  entreat  to  lye  alone. 

Clean.  Her  pleafure.  (health, 

Dor.  Commend  my  love  to  her,  and  my  Prayers  for  her 
I’ll  fee  her  ere  1 go.  [^Exeiwt  ^ manet  Clarinda. 

Clar.  All  good  reft  to  ye*. 

Now  to  my  watch  for  Ltfander,  when  he  is  furnifii’d, 

For  mine  own  friend,  fince  1 ftand  Ccntinel, 

1 love  to  laugh  i’th’  evenings  too,  and  may, 

The  priviledg  of  my  place  will  warrant  it. 

Enter  Lifandcr,  and  Lancelot. 

Uf.  You  have  done  well  hitherto-,  where  arc  we  now  ? 
Lane.  Not  far  from  the  houfe,  1 hear  by  th’  Owls, 

There  are  many  of  your  Welch  falkoners  about  it  j 
Here  were  a night  to  chufe  to  run  away  with 
Another  mans  Wife,  and  do  the  feat. 

Ltf  Peace  Knave, 

The  houfe  is  here  before  us,  and  fomc  may  hear  us 
The  Candles  are  all  out. 

Lane.  But  one  i’th’  Parlour, 

1 fee  it  fimper  hither,  pray  come  this  way. 

Lf.  Step  to  the  Garden  door,  and  feel  and’t  be  open. 

L tn.  I am  going,  luck  deliver  me  from  the  faw  pits. 

Or  I am  buried  quick-,  1 hear  a Dog, 

No,  ’tis  a Cricket,  ha  ? here’s  a Cuckold  buried, 

Take  heed  of  his  horns.  Sir,  here’s  the  door,  ’tis  open. 

fiCiarinda  at  the  door. 

Clar.  Who’s  there? 

LIf  Friend. 
fiar.  Sir,  Ufandir  ? 

Lif  I. 

Clar.  Ye  arc  welcome,  follow  me,  and  make  no  noife. 
Ltf  Go  to  your  horfe,  and  keep  your  watch  with  care, 
And  be  fure  ye  lleep  not.  (Sirrah, 

[^Exeunt  Lifandcr,  Clarinda. 
Lan.  Send  me  out  the  Dairy-maid 
To  play  at  trump  with  me,  and  keep  me  waking. 

My  fellow  horfe  and  I muft  nowdiftourfe 
Like  two  learned  Almanack-Makers,  of  the  Stars, 

And  tell  what  a plentiful  year  ’twill  prove  of  Drunkards. 

I f I had  but  a pottle  of  Sack,  like  a fharp  prickle. 

To  knock  my  Nofe  againft  when  I am  nodding, 

1 fhould  fing  like  a Nightingale,  but  1 muft 
Keep  watch  without  it,  I am  apt  to  dance. 

Good  fortune  guide  me  from  the  Faries  Circles.  fSxit. 

Enter  Clarinda  with  a Taper,  and  Lifandcr  with  a Ptfiol, 
two  Chairs  fet  oat. 

Gar.  Come  near,  QCalifta  fitting  behind  a (fartain. 

i’ll  leave  ye  now,  draw  but  that  Curtain, 

And  have  your  wilh  -,  now,  Leon,  1 am  for  thee  ^ 

We  that  are  lervants  muft  make  ufc  of  ftoln  hours. 

And  be  glad  of  fnatch’d  occafions.  fExit. 

Ltf  Sheisafleep, 

Fierce  Love  hath  clos’d  his  lights,  I may  lopk  on  her, 
Within  her  eyes  ’haslockt  the  graces  up, 

I may  behold  and  live*,  how  fwcetlhc  breaths! 

The  orient  morning  breaking  out  in  odours 
Is  not  fofull  of  perfumes,  as  her  breath  is ; 

She  is  the  abftra<ft  of  all  Excellence,  and  fcorns  a Parallel. 

' Cal. 
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{al.  Who’s  there  ? 

LiJ.  Your  fervant,your  mofl;  obedient  flave(adored  Lady) 
That  comes  but  to  behold  thofe  eyes  again, 

And  pay  fome  Vows  I have  to  facred  Beauty, 

And  fo  pafs  by  •,  1 am  blind  as  ignorance, 

And  know  not  where  I wander,  how  I live. 

Till  I receive  from  their  bright  influence 
Light  to  dired  me,  for  Devotions  fake, 

You  are  the  Saint  I tread  thefe  holy  fteps  to, 

And  holy  Saints  are  all  relenting  fweetncfs. 

Be  not  enrag’d,  nor  be  not  angry  with  me  j 
The  greatefb  attribute  of  Heaven  is  mercy  ^ 

And ’tis  the  Crown  of  Juftice,  and  the  glory 
Where  it  may  kill  with  right,  tofavew’ithpity. 

• Cal.  Why  do  you  kneel  ? I know  you  come  to  mock  me, 
T’upbraid  me  with  the  benefits  you  have  giv’n  me, 

Which  are  too  many,  apd  too  mighty,  Sir, 

For  my  return;  and  I confefs’tis  juftice. 

That  for  my  cruelty  you  fhould  defpifeme. 

And  I exped  however  you  are  calm  now’, 

A foyl  you  ferive  to  fet  your  caufe  upon. 

It  will  break  out  i is  unworthy. 

Coy,  proud,  difdainful,  I acknowledge  all. 

Colder  of  Comfort  than  the  frozen  North  is. 

And  more  a ftranger  to  Lifanders  worth, 

His  youth  and  faith, than  it  becomes  her  gratitude, 

I blufh  to  grant  it,  yet  take  this  along,  , 

A foveraign  medicine  to  allay  difpleafure,  i 

May  be  an  argument  to  bring  me  off  too  •, 

She  is  married,  and  (he  is  chafte  , how  fweet  that  founds  ? 
How  it  perfumes  all  air  ’tis  fpoken  in  ? 

0 dear  Ufarider!  would  you  break  this  union  ? 

L;/  No,  I adore  it  *,  let  me  kifs  your  hand, 

And  feal  the  fair  faith  of  a Gentleman  on  it. 

Cal.  You  are  truly  valiant,  would  it  not  afflid  ye 
To  have  the  horrid  name  of  Coward  touch  you  ? 

Such  is  the  Whore  to  me.  > 

Lif.  I nobly  thank  ye*, 

And  may  I be  the  fame  when  I dilhonour  ye  •,  ^ 

This  1 may  do  again. 

Cal.  Ye  may,  and  worthily  •, 

Such  comforts  Maids  may  grant  with  modefty,  ' - e' 

And  neither  make  her  poor  nor  wrong  her  bounty  j o,  . 
Noble  Lifander.,  how  fond  now  am  I of  ye  ? 

1 heard  you  were  hurt. 

Uf.  You  dare  not  heal  me,  Lady? 

I am  hurt  here ; how  fweetly  now  (he  blufhes  ? 

Excellent  Objeds  kill  our  fight,  fhe  blinds  me*,  '' 

The  Rofes  in  the  pride  of  May  fliew  pale  to  her ; 

0 Tyrant,  Cuftom  ! and  O Coward,  Honour  / 

How  ye  compel  me  to  put  on  mine  own  Chains  ? 

May  1 not  kifs  ye  now  in  fuperftition  ? 

For  you  appear  a thing  that  I would  kneel  to^  i i 

Let  me  err  that  w’ay.  i'\iKi^ei>her . 

Cal.  Ye  fliall  err  for  once,'  I have  a kind  of  noble  pity  on 
Among  your  manly  liifierings;  make  this  molt,  (you. 
To  err  no  farther  in  defire,  for  then,  Sir, 

You  add  unto  thegcatitudes  lowe  you; 

And  after  death,  your  dear  friends  foul  iballblefs  you. 

Lif.  I am  wondrous  hoiicft. 

Cal.  I dare  try.  [jKijfes. 

Lif.  I have  tailed  a blefiednefs  too  great  for  dull  morta- 
Once  more,  and  let  me  dye. 

Cil.  I dare  notmurther. 

How  will  maids  curfe  me  if  1 kill  with  kifles  ? 

And  young  men  flye  th’  embrace^  of  fair  Virgins  ? v ■ 
Come,  pray  fit  down,  hut  let’s  talk  temperately.  • 

Lif  Is  my  dear  friend  abed  ? 

Cal.  Yes,  andafleep  •, 

Secure  afleep,  ’tis  midnight  too,  Lfa-rider^ 

Speak  not  fo  loud. 

Lif  You  fee  I am  a Statue, 

1 could  not  Hand  elfe  as  I had  eaten  Ice, 

Or  took  into  my  bloud  a drowzie  Poyfon, 


And  Natures  nobielt,  brightcll  flame  burns  in  me  •, 

Midnight  ? and  I llanil  quietly  to  behold  it  fo  ? 

1 t he  Alarm  rung,  and  1 lleep  like  a Cow’ard 
I am  worn  aw’ay,  my  faith,  my  dull  obedience 
Like  Crutches,  carry  my  decayed  Body 
Down  to  the  Grave,  1 have  no  youth  within  me, 

Yet  happily  you  love  too. 

Cal.  Love  with  honour. 

Lf.  Honour?  what’s  that?  ’tisbut  a fpecious  title 
Wc  (hould  not  prize  too  high. 

Cal.  Dearer  than  life. 

Lf.  The  value  of  it  is  as  time  hath  made  it. 

And  time  and  cuitome  have  too  far  infulted. 

We  are  no  gods,  to  be  always  tyed  to  Itridncfs, 

’Tis  a prefumption  to  Ihew  too  like  ’em  ; 

March  but  an  hour  or  two  under  Loves  Enfigns, 

We  have  Examples  of  great  memories 

Cal.  But  foul  ones  too,  that  greatnefs  cannot  cover. 

That  Wife  that  by  Example  fins,  fins  double, 

And  pulls  the  Curtain  open  to  her  fhamc  too 

Methinksto  enjoy  you  thus 

Lf.  ’Tis  no  joy.  Lady, 

A longing  Bride  if  Ihe  Hop  here,,  would  cry. 

The  Bridegroom  too,  and  with  jufi;  caufe  curfe  Hymn ; 

But  yield  a little,  be  one  hour  a Woman, 

(1  do  not  fpeak  this  to  compel  you,  Lady)  1 

And  give  your  Will  but  motion,  let  it  Itir  1 

But  in  the  talfe  of  that  w'cak  fears  call  evil, 

Try  it  to  underftand  it,  we’ll  do  nothing,  t 

You’ll  ne’r  come  to  know  pure  good  elfe.  | 

Cal.  Fie,  Sir.  | 

Lf  have  found  a way,  let’s  flip  into  thiserrour  1 

As  Innocents,  that  know  not  what  we  did ; 

As  we  were  dreaming  both,  let  us  embrace  ^ 

The  fin  is  none  of  ours  then,  but  our  fancies  ; 

What  have  I faid  ? what  blafphemy  to  honour  ? 

O my  bafe  thoughts ! pray  ye  take  this  and  Ihoot  me. 

My  Villain  thoughts  ! [Tfofe  within. 

Cal.  I weep  your  miferies,  and  would  to  heaven — what 
Lf  It  comes  on  louder.  (noife  ? 

Kill  me,  andfave  yourfelf-,  favc  your  fair  honour. 

And  lay  the  fault  on  me,  Ictmy  life  perifli. 

My  bale  lafeivious  life,  fhoot quickly.  Lady. 

Cal.  Not  for  the  World,  retire  behind  the  hangings. 

And  there  ftand  clofe my  husband,  clofe,  Lfandm 

Enter  Cleander  with  a Taper. 

Clean.  D:arefl:,  are  you  well  ? 

Cal.  O my  fad  heart,  my  head,  my  head. 

Clean.  Alas,  poor  foul ! what  do  you  do  out  of  your  bed  ? 
You  take  cold,  myCiltfla-.,  how  do  ye? 

Cal.  Not  fo  well.  Sir,  to  lie  by  ye,  my  Brothers  fright 

Clean.  1 had  a frightful  dream  too, 

A very  frightful  dream,  ray  belt  Cahfia ; 

Methought  there  came  a Dragon  to  your  Chamber, 

A furious  Dragon  (Wife)  I yetfliake  atit  y 
Are  all  things  well  ? 

Lf.  Shall  I flioot  him  ? 

Cal.  No,  all  well,  Sir, 

’T was  but  your  care  of  me,  your  loving  care, 

Which  always  watches. 

Clean.  And  methought  he  came 
As  if  he  had  rifen  thus  out  of  his  Den, 

As  I do  from  thefe  Hangings. 

Lf.  Dead. 

Cal.  Hold,  good  Sir. 

Clean.  And  forc’d  ye  in  his  arms  thus. 

Cal.  ’Twas  but  fancy 

That  troubled  ye,  herc’snothingtodifturDrae, 

Good  Sir,  to  reft  again,  and  I am  now  drowzie. 

And  will  to  bed ; make  no  noife,  dear  Husband, 

But  letme  fleep  ; before  you  can  call  any  body,  I am  abed. 
Clean.  This,  and  fweet  reft  dwell  with  ye.  [Exit. 

Cal.  Come  out  agam,  and  as  you  love,  Lfander, 

Make 

. 1_  I lijni  IJ  M-r  w— 
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Make  hafte  away,  you  fee  his  mind  is  troubled  •, 
voii  know  the  door  ye  came  in  at  ? 

! LiJ.  Well,  fweetLady. 

C^l.  Andean  ye  hit  it  readily  ? 

Ltf.  1 warrant  ye*, 

And  mull:  1 go  > Mull  here  end  all  my  happinefs  ? 

Here  in  a dream,  as  if  it  had  no  fubltance  ? 

CaL  For  this  time,  friend,  or  here  begin  our  ruins  i 
We  are  both  miferable. 

Ltf.  This  is  fome  comfort 
In  my  afflidions  *,  they  are  fo  full  already, 

They  can  find  no  encreafe. 

Cal.  Dear,  (peak  no  more. 

Ltf.  You  mult  be  filent  then. 

{al.  Farewel,  Lifander^  thou  joy  of  man,  farewel. 

Lif.  Farewel,  bright  Lady, 

Honour  of  woman-kind,  a heavenly  blelling. 

Cal.  Be  ever  honelt. 

Ltf  I will  be  a dog  elfe*. 

The  vertuesof  your  mind  I’ll  make  my  Library, 

In  which  I’ll  Itudy  thccelellial  beauty^ 

Your  Conllancy,  my  Armour  that  I’ll  fight  in  ; 

And  on  my  Sword  your  Chaltity  lhall  lit, 

Terrour  to  rebel  bloud. 

Ca'.  Once  more,  farewel*,  rvithin. 

0 that  my  modelty  cou’d  hold  you  Hill,  Sir he  comes 

Lif.  Heaven  keep  my  hand  from  murther,  (again. 

Murther  of  him  1 love. 

Cal.  Away,  dear  friend, 

Down  to  the  Garden  Hairs,  that  way,  Lifander^ 

We  are  betray’d  elfe. 

Enter  Oleander. 

Ltf  Honour  guard  the  innocent.  f<?.vj/Lifander. 

Clean.  Still  up  .<*  I fear’d  your  health.  , 

Cal.  ’Has  mifs’d  him  happily  *, 

1 am  going  now,  1 have  douc  my  meditations. 

My  heart’s  almoH  at  peace. 

Clean.  To  ray  warm  Bed  then. 

Cal.  I will,  pray  ye  lead.  Piftol  fljot  within. 

Clean.  A PiHol  Hiot  i’th’  houfc  ? 

At  thefe  hours  ? fure fome  thief,  fome  murtherer  *, 

Rife,  ho!  rife  all,  1 am  betray’d. 

Cal  O Fortune ! 

0 giddy  thing  I he  has  met  fome  oppofition, 

And  kill’d  ^ 1 am  confounded,  loH  for  ever. 

Enter  Dorilaus. 

Vor.  Now’,  what’s  the  matter 

Clean.  Thieves,  my  noble  Father,  Villains  and  Rogues. 

Dor.  Indeed!  I heard  a PiHol,  let’s fc»rch  about. 

Enter  Malfort,  Clarinda,  and  Servants. 

I 

Mai.  To  bed  again,  they  are  gone.  Sir, 

1 will  not  bid  you  thank  my  valour  for’t;  | 

Gone  at  the  Garden  door  *,  there  were  a dozen,  > 

And  bravely  arm’d,  Ifaw’cm.  ' 

Clar.  I am  glad,  glad  at  the  heart. 

Serv.  One  Ihot  at  me,  and  mifs’d  me. 

Mai.  No,  ’twas  at  me,  the  Bullet  flewclofe  by  me, 

Clofe  by  my  ear  ^ another  had  a huge  Sword, 

Flourilh’d  it  thus  *,  but  at  the  point  1 metbim, 

But  the  Rogue  taking  me  to  be  your  Lordfhip, 
i ('As  fure  your  Name  is  terri!)le,  and  we 
; Not  much  unlike  in  the  dark)  roar’d  out  aloud, 
i ’Tis  the  kill  Crow,  Dortlaitt,  and  aw’ay 
I They  ran  as  they  had  flown  ; now  you  mull  love  me, 
i Or  fear  me  for  my  Courage,  Wench, 
j Clar.  O Rogue ! 

1 O lying  Rogue,  Humbled,  Madam, 

At  the  Stairs-hcad,  and  in  the  fall  the  Hiot  went  off^ 

Was  gone  before  they  rofe. 

Cal.  I thank  Heaven  for’t. 

Clar.  1 was  frighted  too,  it  fpoil’d  my  game  with 


Cle.Yon  mull  fit  up^  and  they  had  come  to  your  Chamber 
What  pranks  would  they  have  plaid  ? how  came  the  door 

Ma.  I heard  ’em  when  they  forc’d  it  ^ up  I rofe,  (open  ? 
Took  Durindana  in  my  hand  ; and  like 
Orlando.^  iflu’d  forth. 

Clar.  I know  you  are  valiant. 

Clean.  To  bed  again, 

And  be  you  henceforth  provident,  at  fun-rifing 
We  muH  part  for  a while. 

Dor.  When  you  are  a bed, 

Take  leave  ofher,there  ’twill  be  worth  the  taking-, 

Here  ’tis  but  a cold  Ceremony,  ere  long 
W’e’ll  find  Ufander,  or  we  have  ill-fortune. 

Clean.  Lock  all  the  doors  faH. 

tJMal.  Though  they  all  Hood  open, 

My  name  writ  on  the  door,  they  dare  not  enter.  HExeitni. 

Enter  Clarange,  Fryar  with  a letter. 

Clar.  Turn’d  Hermit? 

Fry.  Yes,  and  a devout  one  too  •,  I heard  him  preach. 

Clar.  That  leflens  my  belief. 

For  though  I grant  my  Udian  a Scholar, 

As  far  as  fits  a Gentleman,  he  hath  Hudied 
Humanity,  and  in  that  he  is  a Mailer ; 

Civility  of  manners,  Courtlhip,  Arms; 

But  never  aim’d  at  (as  1 could  perceive) 

The  deep  points  of  Divinity. 

Fry.  That  confirms  his 
Devotion  to  be  real,  no  way  tainted 
With  oHentation,  or  hyprocifie. 

The  cankersof  Religion  ^ his  Sermon 
So  full  of  gravity,  and  with  fuch  fweetnefs 
Deliver’d,  that  it  drew  the  admiration 
Of  all  the  hearers  on  him ; bis  own  Letters 
To  you,  which  witnefs  he  will  leavethe  World, 

And  thefe  to  fair  Oltnday  his  late  MiHrifs, 

In  which  he  hath  with  all  the  moving  language 
That  ever  exprefs’d  Rhetorick,  folicited 
The  Lady  to  forget  him,  and  make  you 
Blcflcd  in  her  embraces,  may  remove 
All  fcrupulous  doubts. 

Clar.  It  Hrikes  a fadnefs  in  me. 

I know  not  what  to  think  of ’t. 

Fry.  Ere  he  entred 
His  lolitary  Cell,  he  pen’d  a Ditty, 

His  long,  and  laH  farewel  to  Love  and  Women, 

So  feelingly,  that  I confefs  however 
It  Hands  not  with  my  order  to  be  taken 
With  fuch  poetical  Raptures  i 1 was  mov’d, 

AndHrangely  with  it. 

Car.  Have  you  the  Copy  ? 

Fry.  Yes,  Sir^ 

My  Novice  too  can  ling  it,  if  you  pleale 
To  give  him  hearing. 

Clar.  And  it  will  come  timely. 

For  I am  full  of  melancholy  thoughts, 

AgainH  which  I have  heard  with  reafon  Mufick 
To  be  the  fpeedieH  cure,  ’pray  you  apply  it. 

A Song  by  the  Novice. 

ADieu  fond  love,  farewel  you  Wanton  powers, 

J am  free  aoain  \ 

Thou  dt.UDtfeafe  of  hloud,  and  idle  hours  j 
'Bewttching  pain, 

Flyetothe  Fools  that  figh  away  their  time. 

My  nobler  love  to  Heaven  doth  climb, 
j4nd  there  behold  Beauty  flill  young. 

That  Time  can  ne'r  corrtfpt,  nor  Death  defir oy  j 
Immortal  fweetnef  by  fair  Angels  fung. 

And  honoured  by  Eternity  and  Joy  : 

There-lives  my  love,  thither  my  hopes  afpire, 

Fond  love  declines,  this  heavenly  loves  grows  higher. 

Fry. 
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j fri.  How  do  ye  approve  it  > 

I Claran.  To  its  due  defert, 
j It  is  a Heavenly  Hymn,  no  ditty  Father, 

; It  pafles  through  my  ears  unto  my  foul, 
j And  works  divinely  on  it  \ give  me  leave 
I A little  to  confider ; lhall  I be 
! Outdone  in  all  things  ? nor  good  of  my  felF, 
j Nor  by  example  ? lhall  my  loofc  hope  llUl, 

! The  viands  of  a fond  affedion,  feed  me 
i As  I were  a fenfual  beaft  ? Ipiritual  food 
I Refus’d  by  my  lick  palat  ? ’tis  refolv’d. 

' How  far  olFFather,  doth  this  new  made  Hermit 
' Make  his  abode  ? 

Fri.  Some  two  dayes  journey  Son. 

Clar.  Having  reveal'd  ray  fair  intentions  to  ye, 

I hope  your  piety  will  not  deny  me 
Your  aids  to  further  ’em  ? 

Fri.  That  were  againft  a good  mans  charity. 

Clar.  My  firft  requeft  is, 

You  would  fome  time,  for  reafons  I will  Ihew  you. 

Defer  delivery  of  Lilians  Letters 
To  fair  Oltn<U. 

Fri.  Well  Sir. 

Clar.  For  what  follows. 

You  lhall  direcft  me  •,  fomething  I will  do, 

A new  born  zeal,and  triendlhip  prompts  me  to.  XJ-x. 

Enter  Dorilaus,  Clcander,  Chamberlain,  TabUy 
7 aferSy  and  three  fiools. 

CUa.  We  have  fupp’d  well  friend  *,  let  our  beds  be  ready, 
We  muft  be  ftirring  early. 

Cham.  They  are  made  Sir. 

Dor.  I cannot  lleep  yet,  where’s  the  jovial  holt 
You  told  me  of  *thas  been  my  cultom  ever 
T 0 parley  with  mine  hoft. 

Qea.  He’s  a good  fellow. 

And  fuch  a one  1 know  you  love  to  laugh  with  •, 

1 Go  call  your  Mailer  up. 

Cham.  He  cannot  come  Sir. 

Dor.  Is  he  a bed  with  his  wife 

Coam.  No  certainly. 

Dor.  Or  with  fome  other  guelts  ? 

Cham.  Neither  and’t  like  ye. 

Clea.  Why  then  he  lhall  come  by  your  leave  ray  friend. 
Tie  fetch  him  up  my  felf. 

Cham.  Indeed  you’l  fail  Sir. 

Dor.  Is  he  i’th’  houfe  ? 

Cham.  No,  but  he  is  hard  by  Sir  ; 

He  is  fall  in’s  grave,  he  has  been  dead  thefe  three  weeks. 

Dor.  Then  o’  my  confcience  he  will  come  but  lamely. 
And  dilcourfe  worfe. 

Cean.  Farewel  mine  honell  Hoft  then. 

Mine  honeft  merry  Hoft  •,  will  you  to  bed  yet 

Dor.  No,  not  this  hour,  I prethee  fit  and  chat  by  me. 

(lean.  Give  us  a quart  of  wine  then,  we’l  be  merry. 

Dor.  A match  my  Son  li  pray  let  your  wine  be  living. 

Or  lay  it  by  your  Mailer. 

(^ham.  It  lhall  be  quick  Sir.  f Exit. 

Dor.  Has  not  mine  Hoft  a wife  ? 

Dor.  A good  old  woman. 

.Dor.  Another  coffin,  that  is  not  fo  hand  foni  ^ 

Your  Hoftefles  in  Inncs  fnould  be  blith  things, 

Pretty,  and  young  to  draw  in  pallengers  j 

She’l  never  fill  her  beds  well,  if  Ihe  be  not  beauteous. 

Clean.  And  courteous  too. 

. Enter  Chamberlain,  with  wine. 

Dor.  I,  I,  and  a good  fellow. 

That  will  miftake  fometimes  a Gentleman 
For  her  good  man  ; well  done*,  here’s  to  Lifandcr. 

Clean.  My  full  love  meets  it  *,  make  fire  in  our  lodgings, 
We’l  trouble  thee  no  farther  •,  to  your  Son.  Q£.v.  Cham. 

Dor.  Put  m Clarange  too  \ ofTwith’t,  I thank  ye  ^ 

This  wine  drinks  merrier  ftill,  O for  mine  Hoft  now. 


Were  he  alive  again,  and  well  difpos’d, 

I would  fo  daw  his  pate. 

Clean.  Y’are  a hard  drinker. 

Dor.  I love  to  make  mine  Hoft  drunk,  he  will  lye  then 
Therareft,  and  thcroundeft,  cf  his  friends, 

His  quarrels,  and  his  guells,  and  they  are  the  bcft  bauds  too. 
Take ’em  in  that  tune. 

Clean.  You  know  all. 

Dor.  I did  Son,  but  time,  and  arms  have  worn  me  out. 
Cea.  ’Tis  late  Sir,  I hear  none  ftirring.  J lute  is  (truck. 
Dor.  Hark,  what’s  that,  a Lute.? 

’Tis  at  the  door  I think. 

Clean,  The  doors  are  Ihut  fall. 

Dor.  Tis  morning  fure,  the  Fiddlers  are  got  up 
To  fright  mens  fleeps,  have  we  nc’re  a pifpot  ready  ? 

Qcan.  Now  I remember,  I have  heard  mine  Hoft  that’s 
Touch  a lute  rarely,  and  as  rarely  ling  too,  ( dead, 

A brave  ftill  mean.  o > v > 

Dor.  I would  give  a brace  of  French  Crowns 
To  fee  him  rife  and  Fiddle Hark,  a Song. 

A SONG. 

T1  Slate  and  coldy  fiir  the  fire ; 1 

Sit  clofoy  and  draw  the  Table  nigher"^  * 

Be  merry y and  drinkjwine  that's  oldy  | 

^hearty  medicine  'gainfi  a cold. 

Tour  bed  of  wanton  down’s  the  hefiy 
Where  you  Jhall  tumble  to  your  refi  y 
/ coidd  wifij  you  wenches  tooy 

But  I am  dead  and  cannot  do  ; 1 

Call  for  the  befl  the  houfe  may  ringy 
Saef^y  White,and  Claret  la  them  bringy 
And  drink,  apace  while  breath  you  have, 

Toul  find  but  cold  drinks  in  the  grave  j 
Plover,  Partridge  for  your  dinner. 

And  a Capon  for  the  finner, 

Tou  Jhall  find  ready  when  you  are  up. 

And  your  horfe  Jhall  have  his  ftp  : 

Welcom  welcom  Jhall  flye  round. 

And  I Jhall  fmile  though  underground, 

(flean.  Now  as  I live,  it  is  his  voice. 

Dor.  He  fings  well,the  Devil  has  a pleafantpipc. 

Clean.  The  fellow  lyed  fure. 

Enter  Hoft. 

He  is  not  dead,  he’s  here : how  pale  he  looks ! 

Dor.  Is  this  he.? 

Clean.  Yes, 

Hojl.  You  are  welcom  noble  Gentlemen, 

My  brave  old  gutft  moft  welcom. 

Clean.  Lying  knaves. 

To  tell  us  you  were  dead,  come  fit  down  by  u3. 

We  thank  ye  for  your  Song. 

Hojl.  Would ’t  had  been  better. 

Dor.  Speak,  are  ye  dead  ? 

HoJl.  Yes  indeed  am  I Gentlemen, 

I have  been  dead  thefe  three  weeks. 

TJor.Then  here’s  to  ye,tocomfort  your  cold  body. 

Clean.  What  do  ye  mean  .?  ftand  further  off. 

Dor.  I will  Hand  nearer  to  him. 

Shall  he  come  out  on’s  coffin  to  bear  us  company, 

And  we  not  bid  him  welcom  ? come  mine  Hoft, 

Mine  honeft  Hoft,  here’s  to  ye. 

Hojt.  Spirits  Sir,  drink  not. 

(Tea.  Why  do  ye  appear  ? 

Hojl.  To  wait  upon  ye  Gentlemen, 

’Thas  been  my  duty  living,  now  my  farev/el  *, 

I fear  ye  are  not  us’d  accordingly. 

Dor.  1 could  wifti  you  warmer  company  mine  Hoft, 

How  ever  we  are  us’d. 

Flojt.  Next  to  entreat  a courtefie, 

And  then  1 go  to  peace. 

Clea.  \ 
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Clea.  h't  in  our  power/ 

Hojt.  Yes  and  ’tis  this,  to  fee  my  body  buried 
In  holy  ground,  for  now  I lye  unhallowed. 

By  the  darks  fault  •,  let  my  new  grave  be  made 
Amongfl  good  fellows,  that  have  died  before  me, 

And  merry  Holies  of  my  kind. 

^'lea.  It  lhall  be  done. 

Dor.-  And  forty  Hoops  of  wine  drank  at  thy  funeral. 

Clea.  Do  you  know  our  travel  ? 

Hofi.  Yes,  to  feek  your  friends, 

That  in  afflidtions  wander  now. 

Clean.  Alas ! 

Hofi.  Seek ’em  no  farther,  but  be  confident 
They  lhall  return  in  peace. 

Dor.  There’s  comfort  yet.  (Holt, 

Clea.  Pray  ye  one  word  more,  is’t  in  your  power  mine 
Anfvver  me  foftly,  fome  hours  before  my  death, 

To  give  me  warning  ? 

Hofi.  1 cannot  tell  ye  truly,  • 

But  if  I can,  fo  much  alive  1 lov’d  ye, 

I will  appear  again,  adieu.  {.Exit. 

Dor.  Adieu,  Sir. 

C/f.  I am  troubl’d  *,  thefe  Hrange  apparitions  are 
For  the  moH  part  fatal. 

Dor.  This  if  told,  will  not 
Find  credit, the  light  breaks  apace,  let’s  lie  down 
And  take  fome  little  reft,  an  hour  or  two. 

Then  do  mine  holt’s  delire,  and  fo  return, 

I do  believe  him. 

Cleart.  So  do  I,  to  reft,Sir.  {Exennt, 

Enter  Califta,  and  Clarinda. 

Cal.  Clarinda  ? 

Clarin.  Madam. 

Cal.  Is  the  houfc  well  ordered  ? 

The  doors  look’d  to  now  in ) our  Mailers  abfence  ? 

Your  care,  and  diligence  a mongft  the  Servants.^ 

Clartn.  I am  ftirring,  Madam. 

Cal.  So  thou  art,  O.irtnda , 

More  than  thou  ought’ll  I am  lure,  why  doll  thou  blufh  ? 
Clarin.  I do  not  blulh. 

Cal.  Why  doll  thou  hang  thy  head  wench  ? 

Clarin.  Madam,  ye  are  deceiv’d,  I look  upright, 

I underftanc!  ye  not ; Hie  has  fpied  Lcon^  {Afide. 

Shame  of  his  want  of  caution. 

Cal.  Look  on  me  •,  what,  blulh  again  ? 

Clartn.  ’Tis  more  than  I know, Madam  •, 

I have  no  caufe  that  1 find  yet. 

Cal.  Examine  then. 

Garin.  Your  L.adylhipisfetithinkfoftiame  me. 

Cal.  Do  not  deferv’t,  who  lay  with  you  fall  night  ? 

VVhat  bedfellow  had  ye  ? none  of  the  maids  came  near  yc. 
Clarin.  Madam,  they  did. 

(^al.  ’Tvvasonein  your  Coufinscloaths  then, 

And  wore  a fword  \ and  fure  1 keep  no  Amazjans\ 

Wench  do  not  lye, ’twill  but  proclaim  thee  guilty  ; 

Lyes  hide  oiir  fins  like  nt  ts ; like  peripedives. 

They  draw  offences  nearer  Hill,  and  greater : 

Come,  tell  the  truth. 

Gann.  You  are  the  ftrangeft  Lady 
To  have  thefe  doubts  of  me;  how  have  I liv’d, Madam? 
And  which  of  all  my  careful  fervices  deferves  thefe  lhames  ? 

Cal.  Leave  facing,  ’twill  not  ferve  ye. 

This  impudence  becomes  thee  worfc  than  lying, 

1 thought  ye  had  liv’d  well,  and  1 was  proud  of ’t ; 

But  you  are  pleas’d  to  abufe  my  thoughts  •,  who  was’t  ? 
Honeft  repentance  yet  will  make  the  fault  lefs. 

Cl.irin.  Do  ye  compel  me  ? do  you  Hand  fo  ftridtoo? 
Nay,  then  have  at  ye  •,  I Ilia  11  rub  that  fore.  Madam, 

'Since  ye  provoke  me)  will  but  vex' your  Ladylhip; 

Let  me  alone. 

(rt/.  I will  know, 
t Clarin.  For  your  own  peace, 

I The  peace  of  your  own  confcience  ask  no  farther  ^ 

/ 


Walk  in,  and  let  me  alone. 

Cal.  No,  I will  know  all. 

Clar.  Why, then  I’le  tell  ye,’twas  a man  I lay  with, 

Never  admire,  ’tis  eafie  to  be  done.  Madam, 

And  ufual  too,  a proper  man  1 lay  with  *, 

Why  fhould  you  vex  at  that  ? young  as  Lifander, 

And  able  too ; I grudge  not  at  your  pleafure, 

Why  Ihould  you  ftir  at  mine  ? I Heal  none  from  ye. 

Cal.  And  doft  thou  glory  in  this  fin  ? 

Cla.  I am  glad  on’t,  to  glory  in’t  is  for  a mighty  Lady 
That  may  command. 

Cal.  \Vhydidft  thou  name  Lifander  ? 

Clari.  Does  it  anger  ye .?  does  it  a little  gall  ye  ? 

1 know  it  does,  why  would  ye  urge  me  Lady  ? 

Why  would  ye  be  fo  curious  to  compel  me  ? 

I nam’d  Lifander  as  my  prefident. 

The  rule  I err’d  by,  you  love  him,  I know  it, 

I grudg’d  not  at  it,  but  am  pleas’d  it  is  fo ; 

And  by  my  care  and  diligence  you  enjoy’d  him, 

Shall  I for  keeping  counfel,  have  no  comfort  ? 

Will  you  have  all  your  felf  ? ingrofs  all  pleafure 
Are  ye  fo  hard  hearted  ? why  do  ye  blulh  now,Madam? 

Cal.  My  anger  blifnies,not  ray  fliame,  bafe  woman. 

Cl^m.  rie  make  your  fhame  blulh,  fince  you  put  me  to’t. 
Who  lay  with  you  t’other  night  ? 

Cal.  With  me?  yc  monftcr.  (bands*, 

Qari.  Whofc  fwcet  embraces  circled  yc  / not  your  hus- 
I wonder  yc  dare  touch  me  in  this  point,  Madam  ? 

Stir  her  againft  yc  in  whofe  hand  your  life  lies  ? 

More  than  your  lifc,your  honour  ? what  fmug  Amazon 
Was  that  I brought  you  ? that  maid  had  nc’re  a petticoat  ? 

Cal.  Shc’l  half perfwade  me  anon,  1 am  a beaft  too. 

And  I miftruft  my  felf,  though  I am  honeft 
For  giving  her  the  Helm,  thou  knoweft,  Clarinda^ 

( Ev’n  in  thy  confcience  ) I was  ever  vertuous*, 

•As  far  from  lull  in  meeting  with  Lifander., 

.As  the  pure  wind  in  welcoming  the  morning  *, 

In  all  the  coverfation  1 had  with  him, 

.As  free,  and  innocent,  as  yon  fair  Heaven ; 

Didft  not  thou  perfwade  me  too  ? 

Qarin.  Ycs,  I had  rcafon  for’t. 

And  now  you  arc  perfwaded  I’le  make  ufe  on’t. 

Cal.  If  I had  fin’d  thus,and  my  youth  entic’d  me, 

The  noblcncfs  and  beuuty  of  his  perfon, 

Belidc  the  mighty  benefits  f am  bound  to, 

Is  this  fufficient  warrant  for  thy  weaknefs  ? 

If  1 had  been  a whore,  and  crav’d  thy  counfel 
In  the  conveyance  of  my  fault  and  faithfulnefs. 

Thy  fecrecic,  and  truth  in  hiding  of  it ; 

Is  it  thy  juftice  to  repay  me  thus  / 

To  be  the  Mafter  finner  to  compel  me  ? 

And  build  thy  lufts  fccurity  on  mine  honour  ? 

Cla.  They  that  love  this  fin,love  their  fecurity ; 
Prevention, Madam,is  the  nail  I knock’d  at. 

And  I have  hit  it  home,  and  fo  Tie  hold  it. 

And  you  muft  pardon  me,  and  be  filent  too, 

And  fuller  what  ye  fee,  and  luffcr  patiently  *, 

I lhall  do  worfe  elle. 

Cal.  Thou  canft  not  touch  my  credit : 

T ruth  will  not  fuller  me  to  be  abus’d  thus.  (Madam, 
Qaftn.  Do  not  you  Hick  to  truth,  fhe  is  feldom  heard, 
A poor  weak  tongue  Ihe  has, and  that  is  hoarfe  too 
With  pleading  at  the  bars,  none  underftand  her. 

Or  if  you  had  her,  what  can  file  fay  lor  ye  ? 

Muft  ihe  not  fwear  he  came  at  midnight  to  ye,  - 
The  door  left  open,  and  your  husband  cozen’d 
With  a feign’d  ficknefs.^  (honeft. 

Cal.  But  by  my  foul  I was  honeft,  thou  know’ll  I was 
Clarin.  That’s  all  one  what  I know. 

What  I will  teftifie  is  that  lhall  vex  ye ; 

T rult  not  a guilty  ragejlwith  likelihoods. 

And  on  apparent  proof,  take  heed  of  that.  Madam ; 

If  you  were  innocent  (as  it  may  be  yc  arc) 

I do  not  know,  1 leave  it  to  your  confcience. 
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It  were  the  vveakell  and  the  pooieitpartofye. 

Men  being  fo  willing  to  believe  the  worfl:, 

So  open  eyed  in  this  age  to  all  infamie, 

To  put  your  fame  in  this  weak  bark  to  the  venture. 

C‘tl.  What  do  1 fuffer ! O my  precious  honour^ 

Into  what  box  of  evils  have  I lock’d  thee! 

Yet  rather  than  be  thus  outbrav’d,  and  by 
My  drudg,  my  footftool,  one  that  fued  to  be  fo  •, 

Perifli  both  life,  and  honour.  Devil  thus 
I dare  thy  worli,  defie  thee,  fpit  at  thee. 

And  in  my  vertuous  rage,  thus  trample  on  thee  ^ 

Awe  me  thy  Miftris,  whore,  to  be  thy  baud  ? 

Out  of  my  houfeiproclaim  all  that  thou  knowelt, 

Or  malice  can  invent,  fetch  jealoufie 

From  Hell,  and  like  a furie  breath  it  in 

The  bofom  of  my  Lord ; and  tothy  utmofl 

Blaft  my  fair  fame,  yet  thou  lhalt  feel  with  horror 

To  thy  fear’d  confcience,  my  truth  is  built 

Onfuch  a firmbafe,  that  ife’re  itcan 

Be  forc’d,  or  undermin’d  by  thy  bafe  fcandals,  Q Exit. 

Heaven  keeps  no  guard  on  innocence. 

Clartn.  1 am  lofl, 

In  my  own  hopes  forfaken,  and  mult  fall 
The  greateft  torment  to  a guilty  woman 
Without  revenge,  till  I can  fafhion  it 
I mud:  fubrait,  at  lead  appear  as  if 
I did  repent,  and  would  offend  no  farther. 

Monficur  'Beronte  my  Lords  Brother  is 

Oblig’d  unto  me  for  a private  favour  > ,j 

’Tis  he  mud  mediate  for  me-,  but  when  time 

And  opportunity  bids  me  drike,my  wreak  , i 

Shall  pour  it  fclf  on  her  nice  chaditie 

Like  to  a torrent,  deeds,  not  words  fhall  fpeak  me. 


Qmrtus.  Sema  Trima, 

Enter  Alcidon,  and  Beronte,  feverally.- 

. t 

j4lci.XT  E are  opportunely  net.  (fomefear, 

X Ber.  Your  countenance  expreffes  had  mixt  with 
u4kt.Yon'[  lhare  with  me  in  both,as  foon'as  you  are. made 
Acquainted  with  the  caufe, if  you  love  vertue,  > v Si 
In  danger  not  fecure ; Ihavenotime 
For  circumdance,  indrudt  me  if  Lifander 
Be  in  your  Brothers  houfe 
Ber.  Upon  my  knowledge  he  is  not  there. 
yllci.  1 am  glad  on’t. 

Ber.  Why  good  Sir.^ 

(Without  offence  1 fpeak  it)  there’s  no  place  , .i 
In  which  he  is  more  honour’d,  or  more  lafe,  ' 

Than  with  his  friend  i o'-'  . .i 

Aid.  In  your  votes 

I grant  it  true,  but  as  it  now  dands  with  him, 

I can  give  reafon  to  make  fatisfadion 
For  what  I fpeak  \ you  cannot  but  femenlber 
The  ancient  difference  between  Lifander 
And  Cloridcn,  a man  in  grace  at  Court  ? 

Ber.  Ido^  and  the  foul  plot  of  Cloridons  kinfman 
Upon  Ltfanders  life,  for  a fall  given  to  Clondon 
’Fore  the  King,  as  they  encountred  at  a lol.emn  tilting. 

Alci.  It  is  now  reveng’d  : ri  ... 

In  brief,  a challenge  was  brought  to  Lifander 

By  one  Chryfantes  j and  as  far  as  valour 

VVould  give  him  leave,  declin’d  by  bold 

But  peace  refus’d,  and  braves  on  braves  heap’d  on  him,  ,i 

Alone  he  met  the  oppofites,  ending  the  quarrel  . juj.;.: 

With  both  their  lives.  h.'  ^ 

Btr.  I am  truly  forty  for’t.  • ' i ■ an 

Aid.  The  King  incenfed  for  his  favorites  death. 

Hath  fet  a price  upon  Lifanders  head,  i 

As  a reward  to  any  man  that  brings  it 


Alive,  or  dead  3 to  gain  this,  every  where 
He  ispuiTii  d,  and  laid  for  \ and  the  friendlfnp 
Between  him  and  your  noble  Brother  known. 

His  houfe  in  reafon  cannot  pals  unllarcht, 

And  that’s  the  principal  caufe  that  drew  me  hither. 

To  haften  his  remove,  if  he  had  thofen 
ThisCafUc  for  his  faniftuary. 

Ber.  ’Twas  done  nobly, 

And  you  mod:  welcom  •,  this  night  pray  you  take 
A lodging  with  us^  and  at  my  intreaty 
Conceal  this  from  my  Brother,  he  is  grown 
Exceeding  fad  of  late ; and  the  hard  fortune 
Of  one  he  values  at  fo  high  a rate, 

Will  much  encreafe  his  melancholy. 

Ala  I am  tutor’d:  pray  you  lead  the  way. 

Ber.  Tofeiveyou  I willfliewit.  \_Excunt. 

Enter  Cleander,  wtth  a Bock.. 

Cle.  Nothing  more  certain  than  to  dye, but  when 
Is  mofl  uncertain  .•  if  fo,  every  hour 
VV’e  fhould  prepare  us  for  the  journey,  which 
Is  not  to  be  put  off,  I muft  fubmit 
To  the  divine  decree,  not  argue  it, 

And  chearfully  I welcom  it : I have 
Difpos’d  ofmyeftate,  confefs’d  my  fins. 

And  have  remiffion  from  my  Ghofty  Father, 

Being  at  peace  too  here  : the  apparition 
Proceeded  not  from  fancy,  Donlaus 
Saw  it,  and  heard  it  with  me,  it  made  anfwer 
To  our  demands,  and  promis’d, ‘if ’twere  not 
Deny’d  to  him  by  fate,  he  would  forewarn  me 
Of  my  approaching  end,  1 feel  no  fymptome 
Of  ficknefs,  yet  I know  not  howadulnefs 
Invades  me  all  over.  Ha/* 

Enter  Hoft. 

Hofl.  1 come  Sir, 

To  keep  my  promife-,  and  as  far  asfpirits 
AreTenfible  of  forrow  for  the  living, 

I grieve  to  be  the  meflenger  to  tell  you, 

E’re  many  hours  pafs,  you  muft  refolve 
To  fill  a grave. 

Cle.  And  feaft  the  worms  f 

Hofl.  Even  fo  Sir. 

Clea.  I hear  it  like  a man. 

Hofl.  It  well  becomes  you,  there’s  no  evading  it. 

C/e.Can  you  difeover  by  whofe  means  I muft  dye? 

Hofl,  That  is  deny’d  me; 

But  my  prediction  is  too  fure  ^ prepare 
To  make  your  peace  with  heaven.  So  farewel  Sir. 

Cle.  1 fee  no  enemy  near  •,  and  yet  I tremble 
Like  a pale  cow'ard : my  fad  doom  pronounc’d 
By  this  aerial  voicc;^  as  in  a glafs 
Shews  me  my  death  inits  moftdreadfull  fhape. 

What  rampire  can  my  humane  frailty  raife 
Againll  the  aftault  of  fate  ? 1 do  begin 
To  fear  my  felf,  my  inward  ftrengths  forfakc  me, 

I muft  call  out  for  help.  Within  there  hafte. 

And  break  in  to  my  refeue. 

Enter  Dorilaus,  Califta,  Olinda,  Beronte,  Alcidon, 
Servants^  and  Clarinda,  at  fever al  doers. 

Dor.  Refeue  ? where  ? ftievv  me  your  danger. 

Cal.  1 will  interpofe 

My  loyall  breaft  between  you  and  all  hazard. 

Ber.  Your  Brothers  Sword  fcciires  you. 

Aid.  A true  friend  will  dye  in  your  defence. 

Clean.  I thank  ye  , 

To  all  my  tJranks.  Encompafs’d  thus  with  friends 
How  can  I fcar.^  and  yet  Ido,  1 am  wounded, 

Mortally  wounded : nay  it  is  within, 

I am  hurt  in  my  mindc ; One  word 

T t t Dor. 
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Bor.  A thoufand . 

Cle.  I Ihall  not  live  to  Ipeak  fo  many  to  you. 

Dor.  Why?  what  forbids  you? 

Cle.  But  even  now  the  Ipirit 
Ofmy  dead  Hofl:  appear’d,  and  told  me,  that 
This  night  I Ihould  be  with  him ; did  you  not  meet  it  ? 

I It  went  out  at  that  door, 
j Dor.  A vain  ChtmtrA 
' Of  your  imagination  : can  you  think 
! Mine  Holt  would  not  as  well  have  fpoke  to  me  now’. 

As  he  did  in  the  Inn  ? thefe  waking  dreams 
Not  alone  trouble  you,  but  ftrike  a ftrange 
! Dillraftion  in  your  Family.'  fee  the  tears 
j Of  my  poor  Daughter,  fair  Oltnda^s  fadnefs, 

-j  Your  Brothers,  and  your  friends  grief,  fervants  fbrrow.  ^ 
j Good  Son  bear  up,  you  have  many  years  to  live 
I A comfort  to  us  all : let’s  in  to  fupper  j 
I Gholts  never  walk  till  after  mid  night,  if 
i I may  believe  rrly  Grannam.  We  will  walh 
I Thefe  thoughts  away  with  Wine,  fpight  of  Hobgoblins, 
j Cle.  Y ou  reprehend  me  juftly : gentle  Madam, 

; And  all  the  reft,  forgive  me,  Tleendcavour- 
j To  be  merry  with  you. 
j Dor.  That’s  well  faid. 
i ^ Berott.  I have  procur’d  your  pardon. 

I 'CW.  Once  more  I receive  you 
Into  my  fervice ; but  take  efpecial  care 
You  fall  no  further. 

Clar.  Never  Madam ; Sir, 

When  you  (hall  find  fit  time  to  call  me  to  if, 

I will  makegootl  what  I have  faid. 

'Ber.  Till  when,  upon  your  life  befilent. 

Dor.  W'e  will  have  a health  unto 
Cle.  His  name.  Sir, 

Somewhat  revives  mc;  but  his  fight  would  cure  me. 

How  ever  let’s  to  fupper. 

Olin.  V\’ould  CLiratige 

And  Lidian  were  here  too,  as  they  (hould  be, 

If  wilhes  cou’d  prevail. 

Cl/.  They  arc  fruitlefs,  Madam. 

I Enter  Leon. 

I Leon.  If  that  report  fpeak  truth,  C/.ir/Wa  is  ^ 

! Difcharg’d  her  Ladies  fervice,  and  what  burthen 
! I then  have  drawn  upon  me  is  apparent, 

I The  crop  (lie  rcapt  from  her  attendance  was 
; Her  beft  Revenue,  and  my  principal  means 
Q.irindas  bounty,  though  1 labour’d  hard  for’t, 

A younger  Brother’s  fortune  ; mull  I now 
! Have foorefavvee after fweet meats?  andbedriv’n 
i ToleaviehalfaCrovvna  week,  befides 
[ Clouts,  Sope,  and  Candles,  for  my  heir  Apparentj 
If  fne  prove,  as  Ihefwearslhe  is  with  child'. 

Such  as  live  this  way,  find  like  me,  though  wenching  ^ 
'Hath  a fair  face,  there’s  a Dragon  in  the  tail  of ’t 
That  Rings  totlT  quick.  1 mull  skulk  here,  until 
I am  refolv’d : how  my  heart  pants  between 
My  hopes  and  fears!  (lie’s  come;  are  wc  in  the  Port? 

If  not,  let's  fink  together. 

Enter  Clarinda. 

Clar.  Things  go  better 

I Than  you  defer ve  i you  carry  things  lb  openly, 

I I mud  bear  every  way,  I am  once  more 
j In  my  Ladies  grace.  / 

I Leon.  And  I in  yours. 

j Clar.  It  may  be  \ but  I have  fworaunto  my  Lady  never 
I To  fin  again. 

Leon.  To  be  furpriz’d the  fin 

Is  in  it  felf  excufable ; to  be  taken 
Isa  crime,  as  the  Poet  writes.  ' ' 

Oar.  You  know  my  weaknefs. 

And  that  makes  you  fo  confident.  You  have  got 
A fair  fword  •,  was  it  not  Lifanders  ? 


Leon.  Yes  Wench, 

And  I grown  valiant  by  the  wearing  of  it; 

It  hath  been  the  death  of  two.  With  this  Lifander 
Slew  Oorindon,  and  Chryfamhes.  I took  it  up,  ; 

Broken  in  the  handle,  but  that  is  reform’d, 

And  now  in  my  pofleflion ; the  late  Mafter 
Dares  never  come  to  challenge  it : this  fword. 

And  all  the  weapons  that  I have,  are  ever 
Devoted  to  thy  fervice : Shall  we  bill  ? 

1 am  very  gamefome. 

Oar.  I muftfirftdilpofeof 
The  fool  Malforty  he  hath  fmoak’d  you,  and  is  not, 

But  by  fome  new  device  to  be  kept  from  me : 

1 have  it  here  fhall  fit  him ; you  know  where 
You  muft  exped  me,  with  all  pollible  filence 
Get  thither. 

Leon.  You  will  follow  ? 

Oar.  Will  I live  ? 

She  that  is  forfeited  to  lull  muft  dye. 

That  humour  being  unfed  ^ begone,  here  comes  Q£.v;>  Le. 

Enter  Malfort  in  Armour. 

My  champion  in  Armonr. 

Malf.  What  adventure 
I am  bound  upon  I know  not,  but  it  is 
My  Miftrefles  pleafure  that  I fliould  appear  thus. 

I may  perhaps  be  terrible  to  others. 

But  as  I am,  I am  furc  my  lhadow  frights  me. 

The  clafhing  of  my  Armour  in  my  ears. 

Sounds  like  a pafTing-bclI ; and  my  Buckler,  puts  me 
In  mind  of  a Bier',  this  my  broad  Sword  a pickaxe 
To  dig  my  grave:  Olovc,  abominable  love. 

What  Monfters  iffue  from  thy  difmal  den, 

Oarinda's  placket,  which  I muft  encounter. 

Or  never  hope  to  enter  ? 

O^tr.  Here’s  a Knight  errant,  Monficur  Malfort. 
tJHalf.  Stand,  Hand,  or  Tie  fall  for  ye. 

Clar.  Know  ye  not  my  voice  ? 

Malf.  Yes,  ’twas  at  that  I trembl’d. 

But  were  my  falfc  friend  Leon  here 

Clar.  ’Tis  he. 

ATalf.  Where.^  where 
Oar.  He  is  not  come  yet. 

Malf.  ’Tis  well  for  him, 

I am  fo  full  of  wrath. 

Q.tr.  Or  fear This£ww, 

Howe’re  my  Kinfman,  hath  abus’d  you  grofly. 

And  this  night  vowes  to  take  me  hence  perforce. 

And  marry  me  to  another : ’twas  for  this, 

(Prefuming  on  your  love)  I did  entreat  you 
To  put  your  armour  on,  that  with  more  fafety 
You  might  defend  me. 

Mai.  And  I’le  do  it  bravely. 

Oar.  You  muft  Hand  here  to  beat  him  off,  and  fufifer 
Nq  humane  thing  to  pafs  you,  though  it  appear 
In  my  Lords  lhape,  or  Ladies : be  not  cozen’d 
Withadilguife. 

Cdlal.  I have  been  fool’d  already,  but  now  I am  wile. 
Oar.  Y ou  muft  fwcar  not  to  ftir  hence. 
iJMal.  Upon  thefe  lips. 

Oar.  Nor  move  untill  1 call  you  ? 

^JPfal.  Tie  grow  here  rather. 

Oar.  This  nights  task  well  ended, 

I am  yours  to  morrow.  Keep  fure  guard.  ]iExU  Clar. 
Malf.  Adieu ; 

My  honey-comb  how  fweet  thou  art,  did  not 
A neft  of  Hornets  keep  it  ? what  impoflibilities 
Love  makes  me  undertake  ? I know  my  felf 
A natural  Coward,  and  Ihould  Lrnw  come. 

Though  this  were  Cannon  proof,  I Ihould  deliver 
The  wench  before  he  ask’d  her.  1 hear  Ibrae  footing : 

’Tis  he ',  where  Ihall  1 hide  my  felf?  that  is 
My  beft  defence. 

Enter 
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Enter  Cleander. 

Cle.  I cannot  fleep,  ftrange  vifions 
Make  this  poor  life,  I fear’d  of  late  to  lofe, 

A toy  that  I grow  weary  of. 

Malf.  ’Tis  Leon. 

Cle.  What’s  that? 

Malf.  Ifyou  are  come,  Sir,  fot  Clarinda\ 

I am  glad'I  have  her  for  you ; I refign 
My  intereft  % you’ll  find  her  in  her  Chamber, 

I did  ftay  up  to  tell  you  fo. 

Clean.  Clarinda.,  and  Leon! 

There  is  Ibmcthing  more  in  this 

Than  I can  ftay  to  ask.  \_Exit. 

Malf.  What  a cold  pickle 
(And  that  none  of  the  fweeteft)  do  I find 
My  poor  felfin? 

Clean.  ]^Speaks  within,'^  Yield  villain. 

Enter  Clarinda  and  Leon,  running. 

Cleander  f ollom?g. 

Car.  ’Tis  my  Lord, 

Shift  for  your  felf. 

Leon.  His  life 

Shall  firft  make  anfwer  {KiUs  Cleander. 

For  this  intrufion. 
dddalf.  I am  going  away, 

I am  gone  already.  {_Falls  in  a fvooon. 

Clean.  Heaven  take  mercy  on 
My  foul  ^ too  true  prefaging  Hoft. 

Car.  He’s  dead. 

And  this  wretch  little  better : 

Do  you  [fare  upon  your 
Handy- work  ? 

Leon.  I am  amaz’d; 

Car.  Get  o’re  the  Garden  wall,  flye  for  your  life, 

But  leave  your  fword  behind  •,  enquire  not  why : 

Tie  falhion  fomething  out  of  it,  though  I perilh, 

Shall  make  way  for  revenge. 

Leon.  Thefe  are  the  fruits 
Of  luft,  Clarinda. 

Clar.  Hence,  repenting  Milk-fop.  X_Exit  Leon. 

Now ’tis  too  late.  Lifanden  (word,  I that,  f Puts  the  fmrd  in 
That  is  the  Bafe  Tie  build  on.  So,  I’le  raife  ^MalfortV  hand. 
The  houfe.  Help,  murther,  a moll  horrid 
Murther.  Monfieur  Beronte,  noble  Dorilaus^ 

All  buried  in  fleep  ? Aye  me  a murther, 

A mofl:  unheard-of  murther. 

Enter  Dorilaus  04  from  bed, 

Bor.  More  lights  Knaves ; 

Beronte.,  Alctdon'.,  more  lights. 

Enter  Beronte,  Alcidon,  and  Servants  with  lights. 

Clar.  By  this  I fee  too  much. 

Bor.  My  Son  Cleander  bathing 
In  his  own  gore.  The  Devil,  to  tell  truth,  i’th’  fliape  of 
An  Hofl: ! 

Ber.  My  Brother  ? 

Malf.  I have  been 

I’tlT  other  world,  in  Hell  I think,  thefe  Devils 
With  fire-brands  in  their  paws  fent  to  torment  me, 

Though  I never  did  the  deed,  for  my  lewd  purpofe 
To  be  a Whore-mafter. 

Bor.-  Who’s  that? 

tydlci.  ’Tis  one  in  Armour.  Abloudy  fwordinhishand. 
Bor.  Sans  queftion  the  murtherer. 

Malf.  Who  I ? you  do  me  wrong, 

1 never  had  the  heart  to  kill  a Chicken  •, 

Nor  do  I know  this  fword. 

Ale.  Ido,  too  well. 

Ber.  I have  feen  Lijander  wear  it. 

Car.  This  confirms 

What  yefter-night  I whilper’d ; let  it  work, 
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The  circumftance  may  make  it  good. 

^Malf  My  Lord  ? and  I his  murtherer? 

Ber.  Drag  the  villain  hence. 

The  Rack  fhall  force  a free  confelfion  from  him. 

cJdFalf.  1 am  Itruck  dumb  j 
You  need  not  Hop  my  mouth. 

Ber.  Away  with  him.  {_ExitwithMdi\ioxt. 

Enter  Califta,  and  Olinda. 

Cal.  Where  is  my  Lord  ? 

Bor.  All  that 

Remains  of  him  lies  there : look  on  this  objeff, 

And  then  turn  marble. 

Cal.  1 am  fo  already. 

Made  fit  to  be  his  Monument ; but  wherefore 
Do  you,  that  have  both  life  and  motion  left  you^ 

Stand  fad  fpedators  of  his  death. 

And  not  bring  forth  his  murtherer? 

Ber.  That  lies  in  you ; you  muft,  and  lhall  produce  him, 
Bor.  She,  Beronte} 

Ber.  None  elfe. 

Bor.  Thouly’ft,  Tie  prove  it  on  thy  head, 

Or  write  it  on  thy  heart, 

<L^lc.  Forbear,  there  is 
Too  much  blood  Ihed  already. 

Ber.  Letnotcholer 

Stifle  your  judgment ; many  an  honelt  Father 
Hath  got  a wicked  Daughter.  If  I prove  not 
With  evident  proofs  her  hand  was  in  the  bloud 
Of  my  dear  Brother,  (too  good  a Husband  for  her) 

Give  your  revenge  the  reins,  and  fpur  it  forward. 

Bor.  In  any  circumftance  but  (hew  her  guilty,  \ 

Tie  ftrike  the  firft  ftroak  at  her. 

Ber.  Let  me  ask 

A queftion  calmly : do  you  know  this  Sword  ? 

Have  you  not  feen  Lifander  often  wear  it  ? 

Bor.  The  fame  with  which  he  refeued  me. 

Cal.  I do,  what  inference  from  this  to  make  me  guilty  ? 
Ber.  Was  he  not  with  you  in  the  houfe  to  night  ? 

Cal.  No  on  my  foul. 

Ber.  Nor  ever  heretofore 
In  private  with  you,  when  you  feign’d  a ficknefs, 

To  keep  your  Husband  abfent  ? 

Cal.  Never,  Sir,  to  a dilhoneft  end. 

Ber.  Was  not  this  Woman 
Your  inftrument  ? her  filence  does  confefs  it : 

Here  \yesCleander  dead,  and  here  the  fword 
Of  falfe  Lifander^  too  long  cover’d  with 
A mafque  of feeming  truth, 

Bor.  And  is  this  all 

The  proof  you  can  alledge  ! Lifander  guilty, 

Or  my  poor  Daughter  an  Adultcrefs  ? 

Suppofe  that  flie  had  chang’d  difeourfe  wdth  one 
To  whom  Ihe  ow’d  much  more  ? 

Cal.  Thou  haft  thy  ends,  wicked  Clarinda.  Z^he  falls, 

on.  Help,  the  Lady  finks,  malice  hath  kill’d  her. 

Bor.  I would  have  her  live. 

Since  I dare  fwear  Ihe’s  innocent : ’tis  no  time 
Or  place  to  argue  now : this  caufe  muft  be 
Decided  by  the  Judge ; and  though  a Father, 

I will  deliver  her  into  the  hands 

Of  Juftice.  If  Ihe  prove  true  gold  when  try’d. 

She’s  mine : if  not,  with  curies  Tie  difclaim  her : 

Take  up  your  part  of  forrow,  mine  fliall  be 
Ready  to  anfwer  with  her  life  the  fa^t 
That  Ihe  is  charg’d  with. 

Ber.  Sir,  I look  upon  you  as  on  a Father. 

Bor.  With  the  eyes  of  forrow 
I lee  you  as  a Brother ; let  your  witnefles 
Be  ready. 

Ber.  ’Tis  my  care. 
aAlc.  I am  for  Lidian. 

This  accident  no  doubt  will  draw  him  from 
His  Hermits  life. 

T 1 1 2 Car. 
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Cur.  Things  yet  go  right,  perlift,  Sir.  {^Exemt. 

Enter  Lifander,  and  Lancelot, 

L'fan.  Are  the  horfes  dead  ? 

Lane.  Oiit-right.  If  you  ride  at  this  rate, 

You  mud;  refolve  to  kill  your  two  a day? 

And  that’s  a large  proportion. 

Lifan.  Will  you  pleafe 

At  any  price,  and  fpeedily,  to  get  frefli  ones. 

You  know  my  danger,  and  the  penalty 

That  follows  it,  fliould  I be  apprehended. 

Your  duty  in  obeying  my  commands, 

Will  in  a better  language  fpcak  your  fervice. 

Than  your  unnecelfary,  and  untimely  care  of  my  expence. 
Lane.  I am  gone.  Sir.  C£.v/>. 

Lifan.  In  this  thicket 

I will  expecH:  you ; Here  yet  I have  leifure 

To  call  my  felfunto  a ftrid  account 

For  my  pafs’d  life,  how  vainly  fpent : I would 

I flood  no  farther  guilty  : but  I have 

A heavier  reckoning  to  make : This  hand 

Of  late  as  white  as  innocence,  and  unfpotted. 

Now  wears  a purple  colour,  dy’d  in  gore. 

My  foul  01  the  fame  tindture-,  pur  blind  paffion, 

With  flattering  hopes,  would  keep  me  from  dcfpair. 

Pleading  I was  provok’d  to  it^  but  my  reafon 

Breaking  fuch  thin  and  weak  defences,  tells  me 

I have  done  a double  murther ; and  for  what  ? 

Was  it  in  fervice  of  the  King  ? his  Edi<fts 

Command  the  contrary ; or  for  my  Country  ? 

Her  Genuts^  like  a mourning  mother,  anfvvers 

InOoridony  and  Chryf.wthes  Ihc  hath  lolt 

Two  hopeful  fons,  that  might  have  done  their  parts. 

To  guard  her  from  Invafion : for  what  caufe  then  ? 

To  keep  th’  opinion  of  my  valour  upright, 

I’th’  popular  breath,  a fandy  ground  to  build  on  j 

Bought  with  the  Kings  difpleafure,  as  the  breach 

Of  Heavens  decrees,  the  lofs  of  my  true  comforts. 

In  Parents,  Kinfmen,  Friends,  as  the  fruition 

Of  all  that  I was  born  to,  and  that  fits 

Like  to  a hill  of  Lead  here,  in  my  exile, 

(Never  to  be  repeal’d,  iflcfcapcfo) 

1 have  cut  olTall  hopes  ever  to  look  on 

Enter  Lidian,  like  a Hcrmte. 

Divine  Calif  a,  from  her  fight,  and  converfe. 

For  ever  banilh’d. 

Lid.  I fhould  know  this  voice. 

His  naming  too  my  Siller,  whom  Ltfwder 

Honour’d,  but  in  a noble  way,  alfurcs  me 

That  it  can  be  no  other : I Hand  bound 

To  comfort  any  man  1 find  diftrefs’d ; 

But  to  aid  him  that  fav’d  my  life,  Religion 

And  Thankfulnefs  commands,  and  it  may  be 

High  providence  for  this  good  end  hath  brought  him 

Into  my  folitary  walk.  Lifander^  noble  Lifander. 

Ltf.  Whatfoe’er  thou  art. 

That  honorable  attribute  thou  giv’fl  me, 

1 can  pretend  no  right  to : come  not  near  me, 

I am  infedlious,  the  fandity 

Of  thy  profelfion  (for  thou  appeareft 

A reverend  Hermte')  if  thou  tlye  not  from  me. 

As  from  the  Plague  or  Leprofie,  cannot  keep  thee 

From  being  polluted . 

Lid.  With  good  counfel,  Sir, 

And  holy  prayers  to  boot  I may  cure  you. 

Though  both  wayes  fo  infeded.  You  look  wildly,  . 

Peace  to  your  conlcience.  Sir,  and  ftarc  upon  me. 

As  if  you  never  faw  me:  hath  my  habit 

Alter’d  my  face  fo  much,  that  yet  you  know  not 

Your  fervant  Lidian  ? 

Lif  I am  amaz’d! 

So  young,  and  fo  religious  ? (world : 

Lid.  I purpofe  (Heaven  make  me  thankful  for’t)  to  leave  the 

1 have  made  fome  trial  of  my  Ilrengths  in  this 

My  folitary  life  ^ and  yet  1 find  not 

A faintnefs  to  go  on. 

Ltf.  Above  belief : do  you  inhabit  here  ? 

Ltd.  Mine  own  free  choice.  Sir : 

1 live  here  poorly,  but  contentedly, 

Becaufe  I find  enough  to  feed  my  fortunes  -, 

Indeed  too  much : thefe  wild  fields  are  my  gardens. 

The  Cryflal  Rivers  they  afford  their  waters. 

And  grudge  not  their  fweet  Ilreams  to  quench  affiidions ; 
The  hollow  rocks  their  beds,  which  though  they  are  hard, 
(The  Emblems  of  a doting  lovers  fortune) 

Yet  they  are  quiet  •,  and  the  weary  flumbers 

The  eyes  catch  there,  fofter  than  beds  of  Down,  Friend  • 
The  Birds  my  Bell  to  call  me  to  devotions ; ’ 

My  Book  the  Hory  of  my  wandring  life. 

In  which  I find  more  hours  due  to  repentance 

Than  time  hath  told  me  yet. 

LtJ.  Anfwer  me  truly. 

Lid.  1 will  do  that  without  a conjuration. 

Lif.  I’th’  depth  of  meditation  do  you  not 

Sometimes  think  of  OlineLt? 

Lid.  I endeavour 

To  raze  her  from  my  memory,  asiwifh 

You  would  do  the  whole  Sex,  for  know,  Lifander ^ 

The  greateft  curfe  brave  man  can  labour  under. 

Is  the  ftiong  Witch  craft  of  a Womans  eyes ; 

Where  1 find  men  I preach  this  dodrine  to  ’em : 

As  you  are  a Scholar,  knowledge  make  your  Miltris, 

The  hidden  beauties  of  the  Heavens  your  fludy ; 

There  fhall  you  find  fit  wonder  for  your  faith. 

And  for  your  eye  in-imitable  objects ; 

As  you  are  a profefs’d  fouldier,  court  your  honour, 

Though  file  be  flern,  Ihe  is  honeft,  a brave  Miftrisy 

The  greater  danger  you  oppofe  to  win  her, 

She  flicws  the  fweeter,  and  rewards  the  nobler  *, 

U’omans  beft  loves  to  hers  meer  fhadows  be. 

For  after  death  fhe  weds  your  memory. 

Thefe  arc  my  contemplations. 

Ltj.  Heavenly  ones  •, 

And  in  a young  man  more  remarkable. 

But  vvhci  eforc  do  I envy, , and  not  tread  in 

T. . IS  blcHcd  traift  ? here’s  in  the  heart  no  fallhood 

To  a vow’d  friend,  no  quarrels  fccondcd 

With  Challenges,  which  anfwer’d  in  defence 

Of  the  word  Reputation,  murther  follows. 

A man  may  here  repent  his  fins,  and  though 

His  hand  like  mine  be  flain’d  in  bloud,  it  may  be 

With  penitence  and  true  contrition  wafli’d  off*. 

You  have  prov’d  it.  Lid: an. 

Ltd.  And  you’ll  find  it  true,  ifyou  perfevere. 

Ltf.  Here  then  ends  my  flight, 

And  here  the  fury  of  the  King  fhall  find  me 

Prepar’d  for  Heaven,  if  1 am  mark’d  to  dye  •, 

For  that  I truly  grieve  for. 

Enter  Fryar.,  and  Clarange  in  Fryars  habit. 

Fry.  Keep  your  fclf  conceal’d,  lam  inftruifted. 

Clar.  How  the  fight 

Of  my  dear  fi  lend  confirms  me. 

Lif.  What  arc  thefe  ? 

Lii.  T wo  reverend  Fryers,  one  I know. 

Fry.  foyou 

This  journey  isdevoted. 

Lad.  Welcome,  Father. 

Fry  I know  your  refolution  fo  well  grounded, 

\na  your  adieu  unto  the  world  fo  conflant. 

That  though  I am  th’  unwilling  meflcnger 

Of  a flrange  accident  to  try  your  temper. 

It  cannot  fhake  you.  You  had  once  a friend, 

A noble  friend,  Clarange. 

Ltd.  And  have  ftill,  I hope,  good  Father.  ' 

Fry.  Your  falfe  hopes  deceive  you, 

He’s  dead. 
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Lif.  Clarmge  dead  ? 

Fry.  I buried  him  ; 

Somefaid  he  dy’dof  melancholy,  fomeof  love. 

And  of  that  fondhefs  periih’d. 

hid.  O (^larange  ! 

CUr.  Haft  thou  fo  much  brave  nature,  noble  Udian 
So  tenderly  to  love  thy  Rivals  memory  ? ’ 

The  bold  Lifmder  weeps  too. 

Fry.  I expeded  that  you  would  bear  this  better 

Ltd.  I am  a man,  Sir,  and  my  great  lofs  weigh’d  duly 

Fry.  His  laft  words  were 
After  confcffion,  live  long,  dear 
Poflefs’d  of  all  thy  wilhes  5 and  of  me 
He  did  defire,  bathing  my  hand  with  tears. 

That  with  my  beft  care,  I fhould  feek,  and  find  you. 

And  from  his  dying  mouth  prevail  fo  with  you, 

That  you  a while  fhould  leave  your  Hermits  ftrirftncfs, 

And  on  his  Monument  pay  a tear  or  two, 

To  witnefs  how  you  lov’d  him.  (he  had  not 

Lid.  O my  heart ! to  witnefs  how  I lov’d  him  ? would 
Led  me  into  his  Grave,  but  facrific’d 
Hisforrows  upon  mine,  he  was  my  friend. 

My  noble  friend,  I will  bewail  his  aihes  ^ 

His  fortunes,  and  poor  mine  were  born  together. 

And  I wiil  weep  ’em  both  *,  I will  kneel  by  him. 

And  on  his  hallow’d  Earth  do  my  laft  duties. 

I’ll  gather  all  the  pride  of  Spring  to  deck  him, 

Wood  bines  fhall  grow  upon  his  honour’d  Grav  e \ 

And  as  they  profper,  ciafp  to  fhew  our  friendfhip, 

And  when  they  wither.  I’ll  dye  too. 

Cirr.  Who  would  not 
Delire  to  dye,  to  be  bewail’d  thus  nobly  ? 

Fry.  There  is  a Legacy  he  hath  bequeath’d  you  j 
But  of  what  value  I muft  not  difeover. 

Until  thofe  Rites  and  pious  Ceremonies 
Are  duly  tender’d. 

Lid.  I am  too  full  of  forrow  to  be  inquifitive. 

Ltf.  To  think  of  his, 

I do  forget  mine  own  woes. 

Fnter  Alcidon. 

Jllc.  Graze  thy  fill,  now 

Thou  haft  done  thy  bufinefs^  ha!  who  have  we  here  ? 
Ltfander^  Lidian  , and  two  Reverend  Fryars  ? 

What  a ftrange  feene  of  fo.^row  is  exprefs’d 
In  different  poftures,  in  their  looks  and  ftation  ? 

A common  Painter  eying  thefe  to  help 
His  dull  invention,  might  draw  to  the  life 
The  living  Sons  of  Priam,  astheyftood 
On  the  pale  Walls  of  Troy,  when  fell 
Under  j4chilles\  Spear  •,  1 come  too  late, 

My  Horfe,  though  good  and  ftrong,  mov’d  like  a Tortoife  •, 
111  News  had  wings,  and  hath  got  here  before  me. 

All  Pythagoreans  f not  a word  ? 

Lid.  O Alctdon 

Deep  Rivers  with  foft  murmurs  glide  along 
The  fhallow  roar  CUrange! 

Lif.  Cloridon  , Chryfanthes , fpare  my  grief,  and  appre- 
What  I fhould  fpeak . (hend 

Ale.  Their  fates  I have  long  fince 
For  your  fakes  mourn’d  ; CUrange's  death,  for  fo 
Your  filence  doth  confirm,  till  now  I heard  not  j 
Are  thefe  the  bounds  that  are  preferib’d  unto 
Thefweliingfeasof  forrow? 

Lif.  The  bounds,  Alcidon? 

Can  all  the  winds  of  mifehief,  from  all  Quarters, 

Euphrates,  Ganges,  Tigris,  Volga,  Po, 

Paying  at  once  their  tribute  to  this  Ocean, 

Make  it fwell  higher ? lama Murtherer, 

Banifh’d,  proferib’d,  is  there  ought  elfe  that  can 
Be  added  to  it? 

Ltd.  I have  loft  a friend. 

Priz’d  clearer  than  my  being,  and  he  dead. 

My  miferiesat  the  height  contemn  the  worft 
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Of  Foi  tunes  malice.  ~ 

A c.  How  our  humane  weaknefs, 

Grown  defperate  from  fmall  difafters,  makes  us 
Imagine  them  a period  to  our  fbrrows  ! 

When  thefirftfyllable  of  greater  woes 
Is  not  yet  written. 

Lid.  How  ? 

Lf.  Speak  it  at  large, 

Since  grief  muft  break  my  heart,  I am  ambitious 
It  fhould  be  exquifite. 

Ale.  It  muft  be  told. 

Yet  ere  you  hear  it,  vrith  all  care  put  on 
The  furell;  armour  anvil’d  in  the  Shop 
Of  pa  ffive  fortitude-,  the  good  Oleander, 

Your  friend,  is  murther’d. 

Lf.  ’Tis  a terrible  pang, 

And  yet  ir  will  not  do,  I live  yet,  a(ft  not 
The  Torturers  part  ■,  if  that  there  be  a blow 
Beyond  t ns,  give  it,  and  at  once  difpatch  me. 

^ Ate  Your  Sword  died  in  his  heart-bloud  was  found  near 
Your  private  Conference  at  mid  night  urg’d  (him 

VVith  !air  Califia  -,  which  by  her  whofc  pure  truth,  ^ 

v^/ouid  never  itarn  to  tell  a lie,  being  granted. 

She  by  enrag’d  Rerontc  is  accus’d 
'')f  Murther  and  Adultery,  and  you 
(However  1 dare  fwcar  it  falfe)  concluded 
Her  principal  Agent, 

JJd  ave  upon  wave  rowds  o’r  me. 

My  Sifter  ? my  dear  Sifter? 

Clar.  Hold,  great  heart. 
fry.  Tear  open  his  Doublet. 

Lf.  fs  this  wound  too  nai  row 
For  my  life  to  get  out  at  ''  Bring  me  to 
A Cannon  loaded,  and  tome  pit;  ;ng  friend 
Give  fire  unto  it,  vvhiic  I nail  nv,  breaft 
Unto  his  thundring  mouth,  that  in  the  inftant, 

I may  be  piece-mcal  torn,  and  blown  fo  far, 

As  not  one  joint  of  my  difmember’d  limbs 
May  ever  be  by  fearch  of  man  found  out. 
fleander  ! Yet,  why  name  I him  ? however 
His  fall  deferv’d  an  Earth  quake,  if  compar’d 
With  what  true  honour  in  Ca’ifla  fuffers, 

Is  of  no  moment  ■,  my  good  Angel  keep  me 
From  Blafphemy,  and  ftrike  me  dumb  before. 

In  th’  agony  of  my  fpirit,  I do  accufe 
The  Powers  above,  for  their  nnjuft  pcrmiilion 
OfVertue,  innocent  Vertue,  to  be  branded 
With  the  icaft  vicious  mark. 

Clar.  I never  faw  a man  fo  far  tranfported. 

Ale.  Give  it  way,  ’tis  now  no  time  to  flop  it. 

Enter  Lancelot. 

Lane.  Sir,  I have  bought 
Frefh  horfes-,  and  as  yourefpeeft  your  life, 

Speedily  back  ’em  •,  the  Archers  of  the  Kings  guard 
Are  every  where  in  queft  of  you. 

Lif.  My  life  ? 

Perilh  all  fuch  w'ith  thee  that  wilh  it  longer. 

Let  it  but  clear  innocence,  fSmkej  Lancelot. 

And  Tlejtors  Age,  to  mine  w’as  Youth,  I’ll  flye 
To  meet  the  rage  of  my  incenfed  King, 

\nd  wilh  his  favourites  Ghoft  appear’d  in  Flames, 

To  urge  him  to  revenge  ; let  all  the  tortures 
That  Tyranny  e’l  e found  out  circle  me, 

Provided  JufticefctC‘?//i?‘'*  free. 

{^Exeunt  Lifander,  Alcidon,  and  Lan^gj^t. 
Ale.  I’ll  follow  him. 

Ltd.  I am  rooted  here.  (dangers, 

Fry.  Remember  your  dear  friends  laft  reqneft,  your  filters 
V\b’th  the  aids  that  you  may  lend  her 
Ltd  ’Pray  you  fupportme. 

My  Legs  deny  their  Office, 

Clar.  I grow  ftill 

Farther 
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Farther  engag’d  unto  his  matchlels  vertues, 

■\nd  I am  dead  indeed,  until  I pay 

The  debt  I owe  him  in  a noble  way*  \_ExeHnt. 


A^hs  Quintus,  ScenaPriffia. 

Enter  Dorilaus,  and  Servant. 

Dor.  “^Hou  haft  him  fafe  ? 

J Serv.  As  faft  a s locks  can  make  him 
He  muft  break  through  three  doors,  and  cut  the  throats 
Of  ten  tall  fellows,  if  that  he  ’fcape  us  \ 

Befides,  as  far  as  1 can  apprehend. 

He  hath  no  fuch  invention,  for  his  looks 
Are  full  of  penitence. 

Dor.  Truft  not  a Knaves  look. 

They  are  like  a Whores  Oaths ; 

How  does  my  poor  Daughter 
Brook  her  reftraint  ? 

Serv.  With  fucha  refolution 

As  well  becomes  your  Lordftiips  Child.  \_Knoc]^  within. 
Dor.  Who’s  that  ? 

Enter  Lemure. 

Serv.  Monfieur  Lemure. 

Dor.  This  is  a fpecial  favour, 

And  may  ftand  an  example  in  the  Court 
For  courtefic  ; it  is  the  Clients  duty 
To  wait  upon  his  Patron  i you  prevent  me, 

That  am  your  humble  Suitor. 

Lem.  My  near  place 

About  the  King,  though  it  fwell  others,  cannot 
Make  me  forget  your  worth  and  Age,  which  may 
Challenge  much  more  rerptd ; and  1 am  forty 
That  my  endeavours  for  you  have  not  met  with 
The  good  fuccefs  1 wifh’d  •,  I mov’d  the  Wng 
With  my  beft  advantage  both  of  time  and  place, 

I’th’  favour  of  your  Daughter. 

Dor.  How  do  you  find  his  Majefty  affefted  ? 

Lem.  Not  to  be 

Sway’d  from  the  rigoor  of  the  I aw  *,  yet  fo  far 
The  rarity  of  the  Caufe  hath  won  upon  him, 

That  he  refolves  to  have  in  his  own  perfon 
The  hearing  of  it  •,  her  tryal  will  be  noble. 

And  to  my  utmoft  ftrength,  where  I may  lerve  her 
Myaidsftiallnotbe  wanting. 

Dor.  I am  your  fervant. 

Lem.  One  word  more  •,  if  you  love  Lifanders  life, 

Advife  him,  as  he  tenders  it,  to  keep 
Out  of  the  way ; if  he  be  apprehended, 

This  City  cannot  ranfom  him ; fo  good  morrow.  {_Exit. 

Dor.  All  happinefs  attend  you  •,  go  thy  ways. 

Thou  haft  a clear  and  noble  foul^  for  thy  fake 
I’ll  hold  that  man  mine  enemy,  who  dares  mutter. 

The  Court  is  not  the  fphere  where  vertue  moves. 
Humanity,  and  Noblcnefs  waiting  on  her. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Two  Gentlemen  (but  what  they  are  I know  not. 
Their  faces  are  fo  muffl’d)  prefstofee  you, 

And  will  not  be  deny’d. 

Doy . What  e’r  they  are,  I am  too  old  to  fear. 

Serv.  They  need  no  Ulher,  they  make  their  own  way. 

Enter  Lifander,  Alcidon. 

Dor.  Take  you  yours,  Lifander  \ {_Exit  Servant. 

My  joy  to  fee  you,  and  my  forrow  for 
The  danger  you  are  in,  contend  fo  here. 

Though  different  paftions,  nay  oppos’d  in  Nature, 

I know  not  which  to  entertain.  (juflice, 

Lif.  Your  hate  fhould  win  the  viiftory  from  both,  with 
You  may  look  on  me  as  a Homicide, 


A man  vvhofe  life  is  forfeited  to  the  Law, 
iut  if  (howe’r  I ftand  accus’d ) in  thought 
fin’d  againft  Cleanders  life,  or  live 
Guilty  of  thedifhonour  of  your  Daughter, 

May  all  the  miferies  that  can  fall  on  man 
Here,  or  hereafter,  circle  me. 

Dor.  To  methisproteftation’sufclefs,  I embrace  you, 

As  the  preferver  of  my  life,  the  man  ’ 

Towhom  my  fon  owshis,  with  life,  his  honour. 

And  howfoever  your  affeeftion 

To  my  unhappy  Daughter,  though  it  were 

(For  I have  fifted  her)  in  a noble  way. 

Hath  printed  fome  taint  on  her  fame,  and  brought 
Her  life  in  queftion,  yet  I would  not  purchafe 
The  wifh’d  recovery  of  her  reputation. 

With  ftrong  affurance  of  her  innocence 
Before  the  King  her  Judge,  with  certain  loft 
Of  my  Lifandery  for  whofe  life,  if  found. 

There’s  no  redemption-,  myexcefs  of  love, 

( 1 nough  to  enjoy  you  one  fliort  day  would  lengthen 
My  life  a dozen  years)  boldly  commands  me. 

Upon  my  knees,  which  yet  were  never  bent. 

But  to  the  King  and  Heaven,  to  entreat  you 
To  flye  hence  with  all  poflible  fpeed,  and  leave 
Cahfla  to  her  fortune. 

Ltf.  O blefled  Saints,  forfake  her  in  affliction  ? can  yan 
Be  fo  unnatural  to  your  own  bloud, 

To  one  fo  well  defer  ving,  as  to  value 
My  fafety  before  hers  ? lhall  innocence 
In  her  be  branded,  and  my  guilt  efcape 
llnpunifti’d  ? docs  fhe  fuffer  fo  much  for  me, 

For  me  unworthy,  and  fhall  I decline 
(Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  banifhment) 

The  courfe  of  Juftice  to  draw  out  a life  ? 

( A life  ? 1 flyle  it  falfe,  a living  death) 

Which  being  uncompell’d,  laid  down  will  clear  her, 

And  write  her  name  anew  in  the  fair  legend 
Of  the  beft  women  ? feck  not  to  diftwade  me, 

I will  not,  like  a carelefs  Poet,  fpoil 
The  laft  ACt  of  my  Play,  till  now  applauded. 

By  giving  the  World  juft  caufe  to  fay,  I fear’d 
cicath  more  than  lofs  of  Honour. 

Dor.  But  fuppofe  Heaven  hath  defign’d  fomc 
Other  faving means  for  her  deliverance.^ 

Ltf.  Other  means?  that  is 
A mifehief  above  all  I have  groan’d  under^ 

Shall  any  other  pay  my  debt,  while  I 
Write  my  felf  Bankrupt  ? or  Caltfla  owe 
The  Icaft  beholdingnefs  for  that  which  (he 
On  all  the  bonds  of  gratitude  1 have  fcal’d  to, 

May  challenge  from  me  to  be  freely  tender’d  ? 

Avert  it  mercy  ! 1 will  go  to  my  Grave, 

Without  the  curfes  of  my  Creditors  \ 

I’ll  vindicate  her  fair  name,  and  fo  cancel 
My  obligation  to  her,  to  the  King, 

To  whom  1 ftand  accountable  for  the  lofs 
Of  two  of  his  lov’d  fubjcCls  lives.  I’ll  offer 
Mine  own  in  fatisfaClion,  to  Heaven 
I’ll  pay  my  true  Repentance,  to  the  tim^s, 

Prefent,  and  future.  I’ll  be  regifter’d 
A memorable  Prefident  to  admonilh 
Others,  however  valiant,  not  to  truft 
To  their  abilities  to  dare,  and  do. 

And  much  left  for  the  airy  words  of  Honour, 

And  falfe  ftamp’d  reputation  to  (bake  off 
The  Chains  of  their  Religion  and  Allegiance, 

The  principal  means  appointed  to  prefer 
Societies  and  Kingdoms. 

Dor.  Let’s  not  leave  him  ^ his  mind’s  muefj  troubled. 

ayflc.  Were  your  Daughter  free. 

Since  from  her  dangers  his  diftraftion  rifes. 

His  caufe  is  not  fo  defperate  for  the  flaughter 
\Of  Ctoridon,  znd  ChrjfantheJy  but  it  may 
jFind  paffage  to  the  mercy  of  the  King, 

The 
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The  motives  urg’d  in  his  defence,  that  forc’d  him 
To  aft  that  bloudy  Scene. 

Dor,  Heaven  can  fend  ayds, ' 

When  they  are  leaft  expefted,  let  us  walk, 

The  hour  of  tryal  draws  near. 

y^/f^  May  it  end  well.  {_Exemt. 

Enter  Olinda,  and  Lidian. 

Oli.  That  for  my  love  you  fhould  turn  Hermit  Lidiany 
As  much  amazes  me,  as  your  report  Clar angers  dead. 

Ltdi.  He  is  fo,  and  all  comforts 
My  youth  can  hope  for,  Madam,  with  him  buried  j 
Nor  had  I ever  left  my  cell,  but  that 
He  did  injoin  me  at  his  death  to  fhed 
Some  tears  of  friendihip  on  his  Monument, 

And  thofe  laft  Rites  perform’d,  he  did  dequeath  you 
As  the  bell  legacie  a friend  could  give. 

Or  I indeed  could  wilh  to  my  embraces. 

OU.  ’Tis  ftill  more  ftrange,  is  there  no  foul  play  in  it  ? 

I mull  confefs  1 am  not  forty  Sir 

For  your  fair  fortune  ^ yet ’tis  fit  I grieve  / 

The  molt  untimely  death  of  fuch  a Gentleman, 

He  was  my  worthy  Servant. 

LfW.And  for  this  acknowledgment,  if  I could  prize  you  at 
A higher  rate  I Ihould,  he  was  my  friend : 

My  dearelf  friend. 

QU.  But  how  Ihould  I be  aflur’d  Sir 
( For  flow  belief  is  the  befl:  friend  of  truth  ) 

Ofthis Gentlemans  death?  ifl  Ihould  credit  it, 

And  afterw'ard  it  fall  out  contrary, 

How  am  1 lham’d  ? how  is  your  vertue  tainted  f 
Lid.  There  is  a Frier  that  came  along  with  me. 

His  bufmefs  to  deliver  you  a Letter 

From  dead  CUrange : You  (hall  hear  his  Teftimonie. 

Father,  ray  reverend  Father,  look  upon  him, 

Such  holy  men  are  Authors  of  no  Fables. 

Enter  Clarange,  ( with  a Letter  writ  out)  and  Frier, 

Oli.  They  Ihould  not  be,  their  lives  and  their  opinions, 
Like  brightefl;  purefl:  flames  fhould  ftill  burn  upwards. 

To  me  Sir.^  (^delivers  the  Letter. 

Clar.  If  you  are  the  fair  Olinda 

Frier.  1 do  not  like  thefe  crofs  points. 

Clar.  Give  me  leave,!  am  neareft  to  my  felf.  What  1 have 
Shall  be  purfu’d .-  you  mufl  not  over-rule  me.  (plotted 
Oli.  Do  you  put  the  firft  hand  to  your  own  undoing  ? 

Play  to  betray  your  game  ? Mark  but  this  letter. 

Lady  1 am  come  to  claim  your  noble  promife,  (Reads. 
If  you  be  Miftris  of  your  word,  ye  are  mine, 

1 am  laft  return’d ; your  riddle  is  diflblv’d. 

And  1 attend  your  faith.  Your  humble  fervant  CUrange. 

Is  this  the  Frier  that  faw  him  dead  Lid.  ’Tis  he. 
CUrange  on  my  life ; 1 am  defeated  : 

Such  reverend  habits  juggle  ? my  true  forrow 
For  a falfe  friend  not  worth  a tear  derided  ? 

Fri.  You  have  abus’d  my  truft. 

OU.  It  is  not  well,  nor  like  a Gentleman. 

Clar.  All  ftratagems 

In  love,  and  that  the  fharpeft  war,  are  lawfull. 

By  your  example  1 did  change  my  habit. 

Caught  you  in  your  own  toyle,  and  triumph  in  it, 

And  what  by  policy’s  got,  1 will  maintain 
With  valour, no  Lifandcr  lhall  come  in  again  to  fetch  you  off. 
Lid.  His  honour’d  name 

Pronounc’d  by  fuch  a treacherous  tongue  is  tainted,  . 
Maintain  thy  treafon  with  thy.fword  ? With  what 
Contempt  I hear  it  / in  a Wildernefs 
1 durfl;  encounter  it,  and  would,  but  that 
In  my  retired  hours,  not  counterfeited 
As  thy  religious  fhape  was,  I have  learn’d 
When  luftice  may  determine  fuch  a caufe. 

And  of  fuch  weight  as  this  fair  Lady  is, 

Mull  not  be  put  to  fortune,  I appeal 
Unto  the  King,  and  hewhofe  wifedom  knows 
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T o do  his  fubjefts  right  in  their  eftates,  i 

As  gracioufly  with  judgement  will  determine 
In  points  of  honour. 

OU.  rie  fleer  the  fame  courlc  with  you. 

Clar.  I’le  ftand  the  tryal. 

Fri.  What  have  you  done  ? or  what  intend  you  ? 

Cla,  Ask  not Tie  come  ofFwith  honour.  [_£xennt. 

Enter  Beronte,  Clarinda,  Malfort,  a Bar  fet  forth,  Officers. 

Ber . Be  conflant  in  your  proofs : fhould  you  fhrink  back 
Your  life  mufl  anfwer  it,  nor  am  I fafe.  ( now, 

My  honour  being  engag’d  to  make  that  good 
Which  you  affirm. 

Clar.  I am  confident,  fo  dearly 
I honour’d  my  dead  Lord,  that  no  refpeft. 

Or  of  my  Ladies  bounties  (which  were  great  ones 
1 mufl  confefs)  nor  of  her  former  life. 

For  while  that  flie  was  chafl,  indeed  1 lov’d  her. 

Shall  hinder  me  from  lending  my  affiflance 

Unto  your  juft  revenge mine  own  I mean,  Afide. 

If  Leon  keep  far  off  enough,  all’s  fecure ; 

Lifander  dares  not  come  in,  modeft  blulhes 
Parted  with  me  long  fince,  and  impudence 
Arm’d  with  my  hate,unto  her  innocence  fhall  be 
The  weapon  I will  fight  with  now. 

Ber.  The  rack 

Being  prefented  to  you,  you’l  roar  out 
What  you  conceal  yet, 

Mai.  Conceal/’  I know  nothing 
But  that  I ffiall  be  hang’d,  and  that  I look  for. 

It  is  my  defliny,  I ever  had 
A hanging  look  and  a wife  woman  told  me, 

Though  1 had  not  the  heart  to  do  a deed 
Worthy  the  halter,  in  my  youth  or  age, 

I Ihould  take  a turn  with  a wry  mouth,  and  now 
’Tis  come  about ; I have  pen’d  mine  own  ballad 
Before  my  condemnation,  in  fear 
Some  rimer  fhould  prevent  me : here’s  my  Lady  f 
Would  I were  in  heaven,or  a thoufand  miles  hence. 

That  I might  not  blulh  to  look  on  her. 

Enter  Dorilaus,  Califta,  Olinda. 

Dor.  You  behold  this  preparation,and  the  enemies 
Who  are  to  fight  againft  your  life,  yet  if 
You  bring  no  witnefs  here,  that  may  convince  ye 
Of  breach  of  faith  to  your  Lords  bed,  and  hold  up 
Unfpotted  hands  before  the  King,  this  tryal 
You  are  to  undergo,  will  but  refine. 

And  not  confume  your  honour. 

Cal.  How  confirm’d 
I am  here,  whatfoever  Fate  falls  on  me. 

You  fhall  have  ample  teftimony  ^ till  the  death 
Of  my  dear  Lord,  to  whofe  fad  memory 
I pay  a mourning  widows  tears,  I liv’d 
Too  happy  in  my  holy-day  trim  of  glorie. 

And  courted  with  felicitie,  that  drew  on  me, 

With  other  helps  of  nature,  as  of  fortune. 

The  envie,  not  the  love  of  mofl  that  knew  me. 

This  made  me  to  prefume  too  much,  perhaps 
Too  proud  ^ but  I am  humbled ; and  if  now 
1 do  make  it  apparent,  1 can  bear 
Adverfity  with  fuch  a conflant  patience 
As  will  fet  off  my  innocence,  1 hope  Sir, 

In  your  declining  age,  when  I fhould  live 
A comfort  to  you,  you  fhall  have  no  caufe, 

Howe’re  I ftand  accus’d,  to  hold  your  honour 
Ship-wrack’d  in  fuen  a Daughter. 

Oil.  O befl  friend, my  honour’s  at  the  flake  too, for 

Dor.  Befilent;  the  King. 

Enter  King,  Lemure,  and  Attendants. 

Lem.  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  tolook  upon 
The  Prifoner,  and  the  many  fervices 

Her  Father  hath  done  for  you ' \ 

King.\ 
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I We  mufl:  look  on 

1 Thecaufe,  and  not  the  perfoils.  Yet  beholding 
j With  an  impartial  eye,  th’ excelling  beauties 
I Of  this  fair  Lady,  which  we  did  believe 
Upon  report,  but  till  now  never  faw’em. 

It  moves  a ftrange  kind  of  compalTion  in  me  j 
Letusfurvey  you  nearer,  file’s  a book 
To  be  with  care  perus’d  ; and  ’tis  my  wonder, 

If  fuch  mifiiapen  guefts,  as  lull  and  murther, 

At  any  price  fiiouldever  find  a lodging 
In  fuch  a beauteous  Inne  ! Milfake  us  not. 

Though  we  admire  the  outward  Itrudlure,  if 
■ The  rooms  be  foul  within,  expe<ft  no  favour. 

I were  no  man,  if  I could  look  on  beautie 
Dillrefs’d,  without  fome  pity,  but  no  King, 

If  any  fuperficial  glofsof  feature 

Could  work  me  to  decline  the  courfeof  Jullice. 

But  to  the  caufe,  Clennder's  death,  what  proofs 
Can  you  produce  againlt  her  ? 

Bef.  Royal  Sir, touching  that  point  my  Brothers  death. 
We  build  on  fuppofitions.  (demn’d 

Kf/ig.  Suppolitions  ? how?  Is  fuch  a Lady  Sir  to  be  con- 
On  fujipolitions  > Ber.  They  are  well  grounded  Sir  .• 

And  if  we  make  it  evident  file  is  guilty 

Of  the  firft  crime  we  charge  her  with,  Adulterie, 

That  being  the  parent,  it  may  find  belief. 

That  murther  was  the  ifiue.  King.  We  allow 
It  may  be  lb  , but  that  it  may  be,  mult  not 
Infer  a nectfiary  conftquence 
To  call  away  a Ladies  life.  What  witnefies 
To  make  this  good  ? 

Ber.  The  principal,  this  woman. 

For  many  years  her  fervant  •,  Ihc  hath  taken 
Ficroath  in  Court.  Com^  forward. 

,Ktng.  By  my  Crown  a lying  face. 

Cur.  1 fvvore  Sir  for  the  K ! ng : 

And  if  you  are  the  partie,  as  1 do 
Believe  you  are,  for  you  have  a good  face. 

How  ever  mine  appears,  fwcaring  for  you  Sir, 

I ought  to  have  my  oath  pals. 

King.  Impudent  too  ? well,  what  have  you  fworn  ? 

CLir.  That  this  Lady  was 
A goodly  tempting  Lady,  as  file  is: 

How  thinks  your  Majcftie  ? and  1 her  fervant. 

Her  officer  as  one  would  fay,  and  trullcd 
U'ith  her  clofell  Chamber-fcrvice  *,  that  Lifandtt 
W’as  a fine  timber’d  Gentleman,  and  active, 

That  he  cou’d  do  fine  gambolls 
To  make  a Lady  nierrie  that  this  jiair, 

\ very  loving  couple,  mutually 
Affedtcdoneanotiier ; fo  much  for  them  Sir. 

That  I,  a liniple  waiting- woman,  having  taken 
My  bodily  oath,  the  firll  night  of  admittance* 

Into  her  Ladilhipsfervice,  on  her  flippers, 

(That  was  the  book)  to  ferve  her  will  in  all  things, 

And  to  know  no  Religion  but  her  pleafure, 

’Tis  not  yet  out  of  falhion  with  fome  Ladies  •, 

That  I,  as  the  premilfes  fiiew,  being  commanded 
T o do  my  funrtion,  in  conveyance  of 
Ltfander  to  her  chamber,  (my  Lord  ablent. 

On  a pretended  licknefs  ) did  the  feat, 

( It  cannot  be  deny’d  ) and  at  dead  mid  night 
Left ’em  together : what  they  did,  fome  here 
Can  calily  imagine  I have  laid,  Sir. 

Dor.  T he  Devils  Oratrix. 

Kwg.  Then  yon  confefs  you  were  her  Bawd  ? 

Car.  That’s  coutfe,  her  Agent  Sir. 

King.  So,  goodie  Agent  ? and  you  think  there  is 
No  puuifiiment  due  for  you  agentlhip  ? 

Car.  Let  her  fuffer  firll, 

Being  my  better,  for  adulterie, 

^nd  rie  endure  the  Muid  impos’d  on  Bawds, 

Call  ithvthe  worltname. 

Cal.  Live  I to  hear  this  ? 


King.  Take  her  afide.  Your  anfwer  to  this  Lady  ? 

Cal.  Heav’n  grant  me  patience ; to  be  thus  confronted 
( O pardon  Royal  Sir  a womans  paflion  ) * 

By  one,  and  this  the  worfl:  of  my  mif-fortunes, 

That  was  my  Have,  but  never  to  fuch  ends  Sir, 

Would  give  a Ratue  motion  into  furie : 

Let  my  pafs’d  life,  myadions,  nay  intentions, 

Be  by  my  grand  accufer  jullly  cenfur’d, 

( For  her  1 fcorn  to  anfwer  ) and  if  they 
Yield  any  probability  of  truth 
In  that  file  urges,  then  I will  confefs 
A guilty  caufe  y the  peoples  voyce,  which  is 
The  voyce  of  truth,  my  husbands  tendernefs 
In  his  affedion  to  me,  that  no  dotage 
But  a reward,  of  humblenefs,  the  friendlhip 
Echo’d  through  France  between  him  and  Lifamier, 

All  make  againlt  her  ? for  him,  in  his  abfence, 

( What  ever  imputation  it  draw  on  me  ) 

I muft  take  leave  to  fpeak : ’tis  true,  he  lov’d  me. 

But  not  in  fuch  a wanton  way,  his  reafon 
Mafter’d  his  palfions : 1 grant  I had 
At  mid-night  conference  with  him  y but  if  he 
Ever  receiv’d  a farther  favour  from  me. 

Than  what  a Siller  might  give  to  a Brother, 

May  I fink  quick : and  thus  much,  did  he  know 
The  fhame  1 fuffer  for  him,  with  the  lofs 
Of  his  life  for  appearing,  on  my  foul 
He  would  maintain. 

Enter  Lifander,  and  Alcidon. 

Lifa.  And  will , thou  clear  example  of  womens  purenefs. 

King.  Though  we  hold  her  fuch, 

Thou  hallexprefs’d  thy  I'clfadefper  ate  fool. 

To  thrullthy  head  into  the  Lions  jawes, 

The  jullice  of  thy  King. 

Lifan.  I came  prepar'd  for’t, 

And  offer  up  a guilty  life  to  clear 
Her  innocence  y the  oath  fhe  took,  I fwear  to  y 
And  for  Qeanders  death,  to  purge  my  felf 
From  any  colour  malice  can  paint  on  me. 

Or  that  ihc  had  a hand  in’t,  1 can  prove 
That  fatal  night  when  he  in  his  own  houfe  fell. 

And  many  dales  before,  I was  dillant  from  it 
A long  daics  journey. 

Oartn.  1 am  caught.  'Ber.  If  fo. 

How  came  your  fword  into  this  Rewards  hands  ? fland  forth. 

Mai.  1 have  heard  nothing  that  you  fpake  ; 

I know  1 mull  dye,  and  what  kind  of  death 
Pray  you  refolve  me,  1 lhall  go  away  clfc 
In  a qualm  y 1 am  very  faint. 

Enter  Leon,  Servant Sy  and  Cnard. 

King.C&zi'j  him  off, his  fear  will  kill  him.  [Ex.with  MaL 

Dor.  Sir,  ’twas  my  ambition, 

My  Daughters  reputation  being  wounded 
I’th’ general  opinion,  to  have  it  « 

Cur’d  by  a publick  trial  y I had  elfe 
Forborn  your  Majellics  trouble ; I’le  bring  forth 
Cleanders  murtherer,  in  a wood  1 heard  him 
As  I rode  fadly  by,  unto  himfelf  , 

With  fome  compundlion, though  this  devil  had  none. 

Lament  what  he  had  done,  curling  her  lull, 

That  drew  him  to  that  blodyfadt.  Le.  Tolcllcn 
The  foulnefs  of  it,  for  which  I know  juftly 
I am  to  fuffer,  and  with  my  laft  breath 
T 0 free  thefe  innocents,  I do  confefs  all ; 

This  wicked  woman  only  guilty  with  me. 

Clan.  Is’t  come  to  this  ? thou  puling  Rogue,  dye  thou 
With  prayers  in  thy  mouth  y Tie  curfc  the  laws 
By  which  I fuller,  all  I grieve  for  is, 

That  I dye  unreveng’d.  Leon.  But  one  word  more  Sir, 
And  I have  done  y 1 was  by  accident  where 
Ltfander  met  with  Condon,  and  Cryfanthes^ 

VVas  an  ear  witnefs  when  he  fought  for  peace. 
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Nay,  begg’d  it  upon  colder  terms  than  can 
Almofl:  find  credit,  his  paft  deeds  confidered, 

But  they  deaf  to  his  reafons , feverally 
Alfaulted  him,  but  fuch  was  his  good  fortune. 

That  both  fell  under  it*,  upon  my  death 
I take  it  uncompel’d,  that  they  were  guilty 
Ofthdr  own  violent  ends  j andheagainfl: 

His  will,  the  inftrument. 

Alci.  This  I will  fwear  too,  for  I was  not  far  off 

Dor.  They  have  alledg’d 
As  much  to  wake  your  fleeping  mercy,  Sir, 

As  all  the  Advocates  of  France  can  plead 

In  his  defence.  Kmg.  The  criminal  judge  (hall  lentence 

Thefe  t«  their  merits with  mine  own  hand,  Lady, 

I take  you  from  the  bar  and  do  my  felf 

Pronounce  you  innocent.  f £a:.  with  Leon,  and  Clari. 

All.  Long  live  the  King. 

King.  And  to  confirm  you  ftand  high  in  our  favour. 

And  as  fome  recorapence  for  what  you  have 
With  too  much  rigour  in  your  trial  fuffered  •, 

Ask  what  you  pleafe,  becoming  me  to  grant, 

And  bepofleftof’t.  Cal.  Sir,  I dare  not  doubt 
Your  royal  promile,  in  a King  it  is 
A Itrong  aflurance,  that  emboldens  me 
Upon  my  humble  knees  to  make  my  boon,  • ^ 

Lifander*s  pardon. 

Dor.  My  good  Genius  did  prompt  her  to  it. 

Leon.  At  your  feet  thus  proflxate,  I fecond  her  petition. 

Aid.  Never  King  ^ 

Pour’d  forth  his  mercie  on  a worthier  fubjeft. 

Ber.  To  witnefs  my  repentance  for  the  wrong  b 
In  my  unjuft  fufpicion  I did  both  ^ 

I join  in  the  fame  fuit.  Lif.  The  life  you  give. 

Still  ready  to  lay  down  for  your  fervice. 

Shall  be  againfl:  your  enemies  imploy’d. 

Nor  hazarded  in  brawles.  All.  Mercie,  d^ead  Sir. 

King.  So  many  prelling  me,  and  with  fuch  reafons 
Moving  compalTion,  I hope  it  will  not  ‘ 

Be  cenfur’d  levity  in  me,  though  I borrow 
In  this  from  juftice  to  relieve  my  mercy  ^ 

I grant  his  pardon  at  your  intcrcelTion, 

But  ftill  on  this  condition  *,  you  Lifander, 
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In  expiation  of  your  guilt,  fhall  build 
A nionument  for  my  Clondon,  and  Cryfamhes  • 
And  never  henceforth  draw  a Sword,  but  when 
By  us  you  arc  commanded,  in  defence  of 
The  flower  de  Luce,  and  after  one  years  forrow 
For  your  dear  friend,  Cleanders  wretched  fare 
Marry  Caltfia.  * 


Enter  Lidian. 

Lif.  On  your  facred  hand,  I vow  to  do  it  feriouflv 
Ltd.  Great  Sir,  ftay, 

Leave  not  your  feat  of  juftice,  till  you  have 
Given  lentence  in  a caulc  as  much  important 
As  this  you  have  determined. 

King.  Lidian  ? 


Enter  Clarange,  and  Frier. 

J^ccufe  O^ranae 

Oi  iallhood  m true  fnendlhip  at  the  height  *, 

We  both  were  fuiters  to  this  Lady,  both  ’ 

Injoyn’d  one  pennance.  Clar.  Trouble  not  the  King  - ' 
With  an  unntcelTarie  repetition  * ° 

Ofwhat  the  court’s  familiar  with  already.  Kin.  Clarange  < 
Dor.  With  a lhaven  crown Ohn.  Moftftrange  ^ * 
Clar.  Look  on  thy  rival,  your  late  fervant,  Madam' 

But  now  devoted  to  a better  Miftris,  ’ ’ ’ 

The  Chutch,  whofe  orders  I have  took  upon  me  : 

I hcre'delivef  up  my  intereft  to  her ; 

And  what  was  got  with  cunning  as  you  thought, 

I limply  thus  fui  render : heretofore, 

You  did  outftrip  me  in  the  race  of  fricndlhip, 

I am  your  equal  now.  Dor.  A fuit  foon  ended. 

Clar.  And  joyning  thus  your  hands,  I know  both  willin'" 

I may  do  in  the  Church  my  Friers  Oflice 
In  marrying  you.  Lid.  The  viiftory  is  yours, Sir. 

King.  It  is  a glorious  one,  aiid  well  fets  of  ’ 

Our  Scene  of  mercy  *,  to  the  dead  we  tender 
Our  forrow,  to  the  living  ample  wilhes 
Of  future  happinefs : ’tis  a Kings  duty 
To  prove  himfell  a Father  to  his  fubjefts : 

And  I lhall  hold  it  if  this  well  fuccced, 

A meritorious,  and  praife  worthy  deed.  []  Exeunt. 
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Prologue. 

A Story andak^ownone^  long  Jince  writ. 
Truth  mufi  take  place,  and  by  an  able  wit. 
Foul  mouthed  detraUion  daring  not  deny 
To  give  fo  much  to  Fletchers  memory 
Jffo,  fome  may  objeEl,  why  then  do  you 
Prefint  an  old  piece  to  us  for  a new  ? 

Or  wherefore  will  your  profefl  Writer  be 
( Not  tax'd  of  theft  before  ) a Plagiary  ? 

To  this  he  anfwers  in  his  juft  defence, 
tyind  to  maintain  to  all  our  Innocence, 

Thus  much,  though  he  hath  travell'd  the  fame  way. 
Demanding,  and  receiving  too  the  pay 
For  a new  Toem,.you  may  find  it  due. 

He  having  neither  cheated  us,  nor  you  ’, 

He  vowes,  and  deeply,  that  he  did  nor  fpare 
The  utmoft  of  his  ftrengths,  and  his  beft  care 
In  the  reviving  it,  and  though  his  powers 


Could  not  as  he  de  fired,  in  three  Jhort  hours 
Contrail  the  Subiell,  and  much  lefs  exprefs 
The  changes,  and  the  various  paffages 
That  Will  be  loolfd  for,  you  may  hear  this  day 
Some  Scenes  that  will  confirm  it  is  a play. 

He  being  ambitious  that  it  fhould  be  known 
What's  good  was  Fletchers,  and  what  tU  his  own. 


STill  doubt  full,  and  perplex'd  too,  whether  he 
Hath  done  Fletcher  right  in  this  Hiftorie, 
The  Poet  fits  within,  (ince  hemuftknow  it. 

He  with  refpeli  defires  that  you  Would  Ihew  it 
Bv  fome  accuflomed fign,  if  from  our  adion, 

Or  his  indeavours you  meet  fatisfadion. 

With  ours  he  hath  his  ends,  we  hope  the  beft, 

T 9 make  that  certainty  in  you  doth  reft. 
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Perfbns  Reprefc 

Governour^  ^/Segovia. 

Verdugo,  a Captain  under  him» 

Alphonfo,  an  old  angry  Gentleman. 

Sebmo  Gentlemen^  friends  to  Alphonfo. 

Pedro,  the  Pilgrim^  a noble  Gentleman^  Servant 
to  Alinda. 

An  old  Pilgrim. 

Ja^es  nnder  Roderigo. 

Roderigo,  rival  to  Pedro,  Captain  of  the  Ont-lavos. 
A Gentleman^  of  the  Country. 

Courtiers. 

Porter. 

J 

nted  in  the  Play. 

g Gentlemen. 

4 Peajants. 

A Scholar^  ^ 

Jen  kin,  J | 

Fool. 

IV  0 M E N. 

Alinda,  Daughter  to  Alphonfo,  Pedro’/  Lady. 
Julctta,  Alinda’/  Aiaid,  a witty  Lafs. 

Ladies. 

The  Scene  S 

3a  in. 

The  principa 

Jojeph  Taylor.  ' i 
Nicholas  Toolie.  \ 
Robert  Benfield. 
John  Thompfon. 

% 

1 Adiors  were, 

John  Lowin.  j 

John  ZJnderwood. 

George  Birch. 

James  Horn, 

<^&Hs  Vrimus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Alphonfo,  Curio,  and  Seberto. 

Curio  Ignior  Aipho/foy  ye  arc  too  rugged  to  her. 

Believe  too  full  of  har/hnefs. 

Alph.  Yes,  icfecmsfo. 

^ SeL  A Father  of  fo  fweet  a child,  fo  happy, 
Fye,  Sir,  fo  excellent  in  all  endowments, 

In  bleflednefs  of  beauty,  fuch  a mirror. 

Alph.  She  is  a fool,  away. 

Seb.  Can  ye  be  angry? 
i Can  any  wind  blow  rough,  upon  a blolTom 

1 So  fair,  and  tender  ? Can  a Fathers  nature, 

L 

’ A noble  Fathers  too? 

Alp.  All  this  is  but  prating: 

Let  her  be  rul’d , let  her  obferve  my  humour. 

With  my  eyes  let  her  fee  ^ Vvith  my  ears  liften ; 

I am  her  Father : 1 begot  her,  bred  her, 

And  I will  make  her 

Cur.  No  doubt  ye  may  compel  her, 

But  what  a mifehievous,  unhappy  fortune 

May  wait  upon  this  will  of  yoprs,  as  commonly 

Such  forcings  ever  end  in  hates  and  ruines. 

' Aiph.  Is’t  not  a man  I wifh  her  to  ? a flrong  man  ? 

What  can  file  have?  what  could  Ihe  have  ? a Gentleman^ 
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A young  man?  and  an  able  man  ? a rich  man? 

A handlbnie  man  ? a valiant  man?  do  you  mark  me? 

None  of  your  pieced-companions,  your  pin’d-Gallants, 
That  flie  to  fitters,  with  every  flaw  of  weather : 

None  of  your  impt  bravadoes : what  can  flie  ask  more  ? 

Is  not  a metal’d  man  fit  for  a woman  ? . 

A ftrong  chin’d  man  Tie  not  be  fool’d,  norflurted. 

Seb.  I grant  ycRoderigo  is  all  thefe. 

And  a brave  Gentleman ; mull  it  therefore  follow 
Upon  neceflTity  (lie  mult  doat  upon  him  ? 

Will  ye  allow  no  liberty  in  choofing? 

Cur.  Alas  file  is  tender  yet. 

u4lp.  Enough,  enough,  enough.  Sir; 

She  is  malleable : file’ll  endure  the  hammer, 

And  why  not  that  ftrong  workman  that  ftrikes  deepefi;  ? 
Let  me  know  that?  file  is  fifteen,  with  the  vantage, 

And  if  file  be  not  ready  now  for  mannage 

Seb.  You  know  he  is  a banifii’d  man ; an  Out-law  j 
And  how  he  lives : his  nature  rough,  and  bloody 
By  cufiomary  Rapines  .•  now,  her  fweet  humour 
That  is  as  eaiie  as  a calm,  and  peaceful. 

All  her  affections,  like  the  dews  on  Rofes, 

Fair  as  the  flowers  themfelves  r as  fweet  and  gentle : 

How  would  you  have  thefe  meet  ? 

Jlp.  A bed,  a bed.  Sir : 

Let  her  be  the  fairefi:  Rofe,  and  the  fweetefl;. 

Yet  1 know  this  fair  Rofe  muff:  have  her  prickles : 

I grant  ye  Roderigo  is  an  out  Law. 

An  eafie  compofition  calls  him  in  again. 

He  is  a valiant  man,  and  he  is  a rich  man, 

And  loves  the  fool : a little  rough  by  cullom  .• 

She’I  like  him  ten  times  better.  She’l  doat  upon  him, 
Ifere  they  come  to  grapling,  run  mad  for  him  •, 

But  there  is  another  in  the  wind,  fome  Caffrel 
That  hovers  over  her,  and  dares  her  daily, 

Some  iiickring  flave. 

Cur.  1 dare  not  think  fo  poorly. 

Alp.  Something  there  is,  and  mull  be : but  I fiial!  feent  it 
And  hunt  it  narrowly. 

Seb.  I never  law  her  yet  ' 

Make  offer  at  the  leafi:  glance  of  affection, 

Butftill  fo  modelt,  wife 

o^/jp.  They  are  wife  to  gull  us. 

There  was  a fellow,  old  Ferando\  fon, 

I mult  confefs  handfome,  but  ray  enemy. 

And  the  whole  family  I hate ; young  Pedro^ 

That  fellow  I have  feen  her  gaze  upon. 

And  turn,  and  gaze  again,  and  make  fuch  offers. 

As  if  file  would  (hoot  her  eyes  like  Meteors  at  him; 

But  that  caule  Hands  removed. 

Cur.  You  need  not  doubt  him. 

For  long  fince  as  ’twas  thought  on  a griev’d  Confcience, 

He  left  his  Father,  and  his  Friends ; more  pity : 

For  truth  reports  he  was  a noble  Gentleman. 

Alp.  Let  him  be  what  he  will : he  was  a beggar, 

And  there  Tie  leave  him. 

Seb.  The  more  the  Court  mull  anfwcr  •, 

But  certainly  I think,  though  file  might  favour  him. 

And  love  his  goodnels,  as  he  was  an  honefi:  man : 

She  never  with  loofeeyes  ftuck  on  his  perfon. 

Alp.  She  is  fo  full  of  Confcience  too,  and  charity, 

And  outward  holinefs,  file  will  undo  me : • 

Relieves  more  Beggars,  than  an  Hofpital ; 

Enter  Alinda,  and  Julctta, 

And  all  poor  Rogues,  that  can  but  fay  their  prayers. 

And  tune  their  pipes  to  Lamentations, 

She  thinks  file  is  bound  to  dance  to : good  morrow  to  you. 
And  that’s  as  ye  deferve  too ; you  know  my  mind. 

And  ffudy  to  obferve  it ; do  it  cheerfully. 

And  readily,  and  home. 

Alin.  I (hall  obey  ye. 

But,  noble  Sir. 

<LAlp.  Come,  come,  away  with  your  flatteries, 

And  your  fine  phrafes. 


Cur.  Pray  ye  be  gentle  to  her. 

1 know ’em  i and  know  your  feats ; ifyou  will  find  me 
Noble  and  loving,  feek  me  in  your  duty. 

You  know  I am  too  indulgent. 

Seb.  Alas,  poor  Lady. 

(u^/jp.  To  your  devotions : I take  no  good  thing  from  you, 
Come  Gentlemen  ; leave  pitying,  and  moaning  ofher 
And  praifing  ofher  vertues ; and  her  whim-whams, 

It  makes  her  proud,  and  Iturdy. 

Seb.  Cur.  Good  hours  wait  on  ye.  ff-vewr , 

Altn.  1 thank  ye.  Gentlemen  • 1 want  fuch  comforts  .• 

I would  thank  you  too  Father : but  your  cruelty 
Hath  aimofe  made  me  fenlclefs  of  my  duty, 

Yet  ffill  1 muff;  know : w’ould  I had  known  nothing. 

What  Poor  attend  my  charity  to  day,  wench .? 

Jut.  Of  all  forts.  Madam  •,  your  open  handed  bounty 
Make’s  ’em  flock  every  hour  ; fome  worth  your  pity, 

But  others  that  have  made  a trade  of  begging. 

Aim.  Wench,  if  they  ask  it  truly,  I mult  give  it : 

It  takes  away  the  holy  ufe  of  charity 
To  examine  wants. 

Ju'.  I would  you  would  be  merry  : 

A cheerful  giving  hand,  as  I think,  Madam, 

Requires  a heart  as  chearful. 

Alin.  Alas  Jiiletta.^ 

What  is  there  to  be  merry  at  ? what  jby  now, 

Unlefs  we  fool  our  own  affii(ftions. 

And  make  them  inew  ridiculous? 

Jul.  Sure,  Madam, 

You  could  not  feem  thus  ferious,  if  you  were  married, 

Thus  fad,  and  full  of  thoughts. 

Altn.  Married.^  tow'hom,  wench? 

Thouthinkft:  if  there  be  a young  handfome  fellow, 
Asthofeare  plentiful,  our  cares  are  q^  nched  then. 

Jul.  Madam,  I think  a luffy  handfome  fellow 
Ifhebekind,  andJoving,  and  a right  one. 

Is  even  as  good  a Pill,  to  purge  this  melancholy. 

As  ever  gave,  I am  lure  more  natural; 

And  merrier  for  the  heart,  than  Wine  and  Saffron  .• 

Madam,  wanton  youth  is  fuch  a Cataplafme.  : 

Alin.  Who  has  been  thy  Tutor,  VV'cnch 
Jul.  Even  my  own  thoughts,  Lady  ; 

For  though  1 be  bar’d  the  liberty  of  talking. 

Yet  1 can  think  unhappily,  and  as  near  the  mark.  Madam, 
’Faith,  marry,  and  be  merry. 

Aim.  Who  will  have  me  ? 

Who  will  be  troubled  with  a pettiih  Girl  ? 

It  may  be  proud,  and  to  that  vice  expcnceful  .<• 

Whocan  afiure himfelf,  I fhall  live  honefi:.^ 

Jul.  Let  every  man  take  his  fortune. 

Alin.  And  o’  my  Confcience 
If  once  I grow  to  breeding,  a whole  Kingdom 
Will  not  contain  my  ftock. 

Jul.  The  more  the  merrier ; 

’Tis  brave  to  be  a mother  of  new  Nations. 

Alin.  Why,  1 fiiouid  bury  a hundred  Husbands. 

Jul.  ’Tis  no  matter ! 

As  long  as  ye  leave  fufficient  men  to  ftock  ye. 

Aim.  Is  this  thy  mirth.?  are  thefe  the  joyes  of  marriage.^ 
Away  light-headed  fool  j are  thefe  contentments.? 

Ifl  could  find  a man 

Jul.  You  may  a thoufand. 

Alin.  Meet  raen'l  know  1 may  .•  and  there  a Woman 
Has  liberty,  (at  leafi:  fhe’l  vcnruie  for  it) 

To  be  a monfter  and  become  the  lim  > o 
.But  to  enjoy  a man,  from  w hofe  exampic 
(As  from  a compafs)  we  may  Iteei  our  fortune?, 

Our  a<fl;ions,  and  outage:,  and  lafe  arrive  at 
A memory  that  fiiall  becc  me  our  afhes, 

Such  things  are  few,  and  far  to  feek  j to  find  one 
That  can  but  rightly  mannage  the  wild  bcaft:,  Woman, 

And  fweetly  govern  wdth  her.  But  no  more  of  this,  Wench, 

’Tis  not  for  thy  difeourfe ; Let’s  in,  and  fee 

W’hat  poor  afflicted  wait  our  charity.  {E.xeunt.  | 


The  Pilgrim. 


5H 


SCENE  II. 

Er;ter  a Porter^  4 Beggers^  Pedro,  and  a Pilgrim. 

Por.  Srand  off,  and  keepyour  ranks;  twenty  foot  further ; 

I Xhere  loufe  your  fclves  with  realbn  and  diferetion. 
i I'hc  Sun  rnines  warm : the  farther  ftill  the  better, 

Your  bcal'ts  will  bolt  anon,  and  then  ’tis  dangerous. 

1 Beg.  Heaven  blcfs  our  Miftris. 

Docs  the  crack  go  that  way  < 

Twill  be  o’th’ other  fide  anon. 

2 Beg.  Pray  ye  friend.  (coat 

Por.  Your  friend.?and  why  your  friend?  why  goodman  turn- 

What  dolt  thou  fee  within  me,  or  without  me,^ 

Or  what  itch  dolt  thou  know  upon  me,  tell  me. 

That  I fhould  be  thy  friend  > what  do  1 look  like 
Any  of  thy  acquaintance  hung  in  Gibbets  ? 

Haft  thou  any  Friends,  Kindred,  or  Alliance, 

Or  any  higUer  ambition,  than  an  Alms  basket  ? 

2 Beg.  I would  be  your  worlhips  friend. 

For.  So  yc  fliall,  Sirrah, 

When  I quarter  the  fame  loufe  with  ye. 

3 Be^.  Tis  twelve  o’ clock. 

Por.Tisever  fo  with  thee,vvhcn  thou  hafl;  done  fciatchmg, 
For  that  provokes  thy  ftomach  to  ring  noon  •, 

0 the  infinite  Seas  of  Porridge  thou  haft  fwallow’d ! 

And  yet  thou  lookft  as  if  they  had  been  but  Glyfters  •, 

Thou  feedft  abundance,thou  hadft  need  of  fuftcnance  •, 
Alms  do  you  c<dl  it  to  relieve  thefc  Rafcals  ? 

Enter  Alphonfo,  Curio,  <i«^Seberto. 

Nothing  but  a general  rot  of  (beep  can  fatisfie  ’em. 

yllp.  Did  not  1 tell  you,  liow  Ihc  would  undo  me  ? 

What  Marts  of  Rogues,  and  Eeggers? 

Seb.  ’Tis  charity 

Methinks,  you  arc  bound  to  love  her  for 

Yes,  1 warrant  yc. 

If  men  could  fale  to  Heaven  in  Porridgc.pots,  (make? 

With  mafts  of  Beef,  and  Mutton,  what  a Voyage  Ihould  1 
What  are  all  thefe  ? 

I 'Beg.  Poor  pcop’c,  and’t  like  your  worlliip. 

I Beg.  Wretched  poor  people. 

3 Beg.  Very  hungry  people. 

Mp.  And  very  Loufy. 

^Beg.  Yes  forfooth,  ib,  fo. 

Por.  Tie  undertake  five  hundred  head  about  ’em, 

And  that’s  no  needy  Graficr. 

Alp.  What  arc  you 

Pil.  Strangers  that  come  to  wonder  at  your  charity. 

Yet  people  poor  enough  to  beg  a blcfllng. 

Cur.  life  them  with  favour.  Sir,  their  Ihews  are  reverent. 
It  Teems  yc  are  holy  Pilgrims? 

Til.  Ye  guefs  right,  Sir, 

And  bound  far  off,  to  offer  our  devotions. 

Alp.  What  make  ye  tills  way  ? we  keep  no  Reliques  here. 
Nor  holy  Shrines. 

Pil.  The  holieft  vve  ere  heard  of  3 
Yc  keep  a living  monument  of  goodnefs, 

.A  Daughter  of  that  pious  excellence, 

The  very  Shrines  of  Saints  link  at  her  vertucs, 

And  fw'ear  they  cannot  hold  pace  with  her  pieties, 

We  come  to  fee  this  Lady  ; not  with  prophane  eyes, 

Nor  wanton  bloods,  to  doat  upon  her  beauties. 

But  through  our  tedious  wayes  to  beg  her  bleffings. 

' A!p.  This  is  a new  way  of  begging,  and  a neat  one, 

And  this  cries  meny  for  reward,  good  ftore  too ; 

Thefe  commendations  beg  not  with  bag,  and  bottle ; 

Well,  well,  the  Sainting  of  this  Woman,  Gentlemen, 

1 know  what  it  mu  ft  come  to  ; thefe  Women  Saints 
Arc  p’aguy  heavy  Saints ; they  out  weigh  a hc-famt 
Three  thoufand  thick  ; 1 know ; I feel. 

Seb.  Ye  are  more  afraid  than  hurt,  Sir. 

Alp.  Have  you  your  commendations  ready  too  ? 

1 He  bows,  and  nods. 


Otr.  A handfome  well  built  perfon. 

Alp.  What  Country-craver  are  you  ? nothing  but  motion? 
A puppet- Pilgrim 

Pil.  He’saftranger,  Sir-, 

This  four  days  I have  Travel’d  in  bis  Company, 

But  little  of  his  bufinefs,  or  his  Language 
As  yet  I have  underftood. 

Seb.  Both  young  and  handfome. 

Only  the  Sun  has  been  too  faucy  with  him.  (blelfing 

Alp.  Would  ye  havemony.  Sir,  or  meat?  what  kind  of 
Does  your  devotion  look  for  ? Still  more  ducking  ? 

Be  there  any  Saints,  that  underftand  by  ligns  only  ? 

More  motion  yet?  this  is  theprettieft  Pilgrim, 

The  pink  of  Pilgrims:  Tie  be  for  yc,  Sir  3 

Do  ye  difeourfe  with  figns  ? ye  arc  heartily  welcome : 

A poor  viaticum  3 very  good  gold.  Sir : 

Rut  holy  men  affed  a better  treafurc. 

I kept  it  for  your  goodnefs,  but  ne’rthelefs 
Since  it  can  prove  but  burthenfome  to  your  holinefs. 

And  that  you  affed  light  prayer,  fit  for  carriage,  . 
rie  put  this  up  again. 

Gir.  Ye  are  too  unreverent. 

Alp.  Ye  talk  too  broad  ! muft  I give  way,  and  wealtbtoo 
To  every  toy,  that  carries  a grave  Teeming  > 

Muft  my  good  Angels  wait  on  him.'  if  the  proud  hilding 
Would  yield  but  to  my  will,  and  know  her  duty 
I know  what  I would  fufler. 

Seb.  Good  Sir,  be  patient, 

The  wrongs  ye  do  thefe  men,  may  light  on  you. 

Too  heavy  too : and  then  you  will  wilh  you  had  faid  Icfs3 
A comely  and  fweet  ufage  becomes  ftrangers. 

Alp.  We  lhall  have  half  the  Kingdom  ftrangers  Ihortly, 
And  this  fond  prodigality  be  fuffer’d  3 
But  I muft  be  an  Als,  fee  ’em  relieved,  firrah  3 
If  I were  young  again,  I would  fooner  get  Bear-whcIps, 
And  fafer  too,  than  any  of  thefc  Ihe-faints, 

But  1 will  break  her. 

Cur.  Such  a face  for  certain. 

Seb.  Me  thinks  I have  fecn  it  too ; but  we  are  cozen’d ; 
But  fair  befal  thee  Pilgrim,  thou  lookft  lovely.  [_Exit. 
Por.  Will  ye  troop  up,  ye  Porridge  Regiment/ 

Enter  Alinda,  and  Julctta. 

Captain  Poors  quarter  will  yc  move.' 

e^lm.  Yc  dull  Knave, 

Are  not  thefc  wretches  ferved  yet/ 

Beg.  ’Blefs  my  Miftris. 

eyjitn.  Do  you  make  fport,  Sir,  with  their  miferies .' 
Yedroufic  Rogue. 

/’or.  They  arc  too  high  fed.  Madam, 

Their  ftomachs  arc  a fleep  yet. 

Aim.  Serve  ’em  plentifully. 

Or  rie  ferve  you  out  next : even  out  o’  doors,  firrah ; 

And  ferve  ’o/n  quickly  too. 

Beg.  Heaven  blefs  the  Lady. 

Alin.  Blefs  the  good  end  1 mean  it  for.  # 

Jill.  1 would  1 knew  it: 

If  it  be  for  any  mans  fake,  Tie  cry  Amen  too. 

Well,  Madam,  ye  have  even  as  pretty  a port  of  Penfioners. 

Aim.  Vain  glory  would  feek  more,  and  handfomer. 

But  I appeal  to  vertue  what  my  end  is  3 f £Ar.  Beggers. 
What  men  are  tliele .' 

Jul.  It  fee  ms  they  are  holy  Pilgrims: 

That  handfome  youth  ffiould  fuffer  fuch  a penance. 

Would  I were  even  the  Saint  they  make  their  vowes  to, 
How  calily  I would  grant  I 

l^tl.  Heavens  grace  in  wheel  ye: 

And  all  good  thoughts,  and  prayers  dwell  about  ye. 
Abundance  be  your  friend  3 and  holy  charity 
Be  ever  at  your  hand  to  crowm  yc  glorious. 

Ain.  1 thank  ye.  Sir ; peace  guide  your  travels  too. 

And  what  you  vvifii  for  moft,  end  all  your  troubles  3 

Remember  me  by  this : and  in  your  prayers 

When  your  ftrong  heart  melts,  meditate  my  poor  fortunes. 

Pil. 
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Ft'.  All  iny  Devotions  wait  upon  your  lervice. 

yilin.  Are  you  of  this  Country,  Sir? 

Ptl.  Yes,  worthiell  Lady, 

But  far  ofl'  bred  ^ my  Fortunes  farther  from  me. 

yllm.  Gentle,  I dare  believe. 

Ttl.  1 have  liv’d  freer. 

j4Un.  I am  no  inquilitor,  that  were  too  curious  *, 
Whatever  Vow,  or  Penance  pulls  you  on,  Sir  ^ 
Coufcience,  or  Love,  or  ftubborn  Difobcdience, 

The  Saint  ye  kneel  to,  hear,  and  eale  your  travels. 

Pil.  Yours  ne’r  begins  and  thus  I feal  my  Prayers. 

\_Exit. 

Alin.  How  conlfantly  this  man  looks  ? how  he  llghs  t 
Some  great  afflirffion  hatches  his  Devotions, 

Right  holy  Sir,  how  young,  and  fweet  he  fullers  ? 

Jd.  Would  I might  fuller  with  him. 

Aim.  He  turns  from  us ; 

Alas,  he  weeps  too  ^ fomething  prelies  him 
He  would  reveal,  but  dare  not-,  Sir,  be  comforted, 

Ye  come  for  that;  and  take  it-,  if  it  be  want,  Sir, 

To  me  ye  appear  fo  worthy  of  relieving, 

lam  your  Steward Speak,  and  take  ^ he’s  dumb  Rill  j 

Now  as  I have  a faith,  this  man  fo  Rirs  me. 

His  modeRy  makes  nte  afraid  I have  trefpalled. 

Jd.  Would  he  wou’d  Rir  me  too,  I like  his  lhape  well. 

May  be  he  would  fpeak  alone ; go  olT,  Jdetta^ 
Affli^fted  hearts  fear  their  own  motions. 

Be  not  far  off. 

Jd.  Would  1 were  nearer  to  him, 

A young  Imug  handfom  holinefs  has  no  fellow.  {^Exit. 

AL  Why  do  you  grieve  ? do  you  find  your  penance  lharp  ? 
Or  are  the  vows  ye’ve  made  too  mighty  for  ye  f 
Does  not  the  World  allure  ye  to  look  back, 

And  forrow  for  the  fweet  time  ye  have  loR  ? 

Ye  are  young,  and  fair-,  be  not  deluded.  Sir, 

A manly  made-up  heart  contemns  thefe  lhadows. 

And  yours  appear  no  Icfs,  griefs  for  your  fears. 

For  hours  ill-lpent,  for  wrongs  done  ralh,  and  rudely, 

For  foul  contempts,  for  faiths  ill  violated. 

Become  fears  well  -,  I dare  not  task  your  goodnefs ; 

And  then  a forrow  fhews  in  his  true  glory. 

When  the  whole  heart  is  excellently  forty, 

I pray  ye  be  comforted. 

Ped.  lam,  dear  Lady, 

And  fuch  a comfort  ye  have  caR  upon  me, 

That  though  I Rruggle  with  mine  own  calimities 
Too  mighty,  and  too  many  for  my  mannage. 

And  though,  like  angry  waves,  they  curl’d  upon  me, 
Contending  proudly  who  Ihould  lirR  devour  me. 

Yet  I would  Rem  their  danger. 

Alin.  He  Ipeaks  nobly  i 
What  do  you  want.? 

Ped.  All  that  can  make  me  happy  -, 

I want  my  felf. 

(•Altn.  Your  felf?  who  rob’d  y^e.  Pilgrim  ? 

Why  docs  he  look  fo  conRantly  upon  me  ? 

I w.tnt  my  felf  y indeed,  ye  holy  Wanderers 
Are  faid  to  feek  much,  but  to  feek  your  felves 

Ped.  I feek  my  felf,  and  am  but  my  felfs  Riadow, 

’Have  loR  my  felf;  and  now  am  not  fo  noble. 

Alin.  I feek^my  felf fomething  I yet  remember 
That  bears  that  Motto;  ’tisnothe,  he’s  younger, 

And  far  more  tender  y for  that  felf  fake  (Pilgrim) 

Be  who  it  will,  take  this. 

Ped.  Your  hand  I dare  take. 

That  be  far  from  me.  Lady,  thus  I kifs  it, 

And  thus  I blefs  it  too  y 'Be  conftam  fair  Jltllj 

Be  £oodj  and  live  to  be  a great  example.  [_Exit. 

Alin.  One  word  more  (Pilgrim)  has  amaz’d  me  Rrang 
Be  confiant  fair  fttll  -,  ’tis  the  Pofie  here  -,  fly, 

And  here  without.  Be  good  -,  he  wept  to  fee  me.  Jitletta. 

Enter  Juletta. 

Jd.  Madam. 

tydlin.  Take  this  Key,  and  fetch  me 
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The  marygold- Jewel  that  lies  in  my  little  Cabinet ; 

1 think  ’tis  that-,  what  eyes  had  I to  mifshim  ? fEx.  Jul. 

0 me,  what  thoughts?  he  had  no  beard  then,  and 
As  1 remember  well,  he  was  more  ruddy. 

Enter  Juletta. 

If  this  be  he,  he  has  a manly  face  yet, 

A goodly'lhapc. 

Jd.  Here  Madam. 
yfdn.  Let  me  fee  it  -, 

Tis  fo  true,  it  muR  be  he,  or  nothing, 

He  fpake  the  words  juflas  they  Rand  engraven  here; 

1 feek  my  felf,  and  am  bat  my  felfs  Riadow ; 

Alas,  poor  man ! didllthou  not  meet  him,  Jnletta  ? 

The  Pilgrim,  Wench  ? 

Jd.  He  went  by  long  ago.  Madam. 

Alin.  I forgot  to  give  him  fomething. 

Jd.  ’Twas  ill  done.  Lady; 

For  0’  my  troth,  he  is  the  handfomeR  man 
I faw  this  many  a day  -,  would  he  had  ail  my  wealth, 

And  me  to  boot  -,  what  ails  (he  to  grow  fo  fullen  ? 

Alin.  Come,  I forgot,  but  I will  recompence  it. 

\_Sxemt. 


j4Hus  Secundus.  Seem  Trlma, 

Enter  Alphonfo,  Curio,  Seberto,  Juletta, 

Porter,  and  Servants. 

(folve  me ; 

Alph./^A  N (he  Rip  through  a Cat-hole  ? tell  me  that ; re- 
Can  ffte  flye  in  the  air  ? is  flie  a thing  inviiible  ? 
Gone,  and  none  know  it! 

Seh.  Youamaze  yourfervants.  | 

Ap'h.  Some  pelting  Rogue  has  watcht  her  hour  of  itch- J 
And  claw’d  her,  claw’d  her,  do  you  mark  me  ? claw’d  her ' 
Some  that  I foRer  up. 

Cur.  They  are  all  here,  Sir. 

Alph.  Let  ’em  be  where  they  will,  they  are  arrant  Rafcals, 
And  by  this  hand.  I’ll  hang  all. 

Seh.  Deal  calmly ; 

Y ou  will  not  give  ’em  time  to  anfwer  ye. 

Al.  I’ll  choak ’em,  familh'em,  what  fay  you.  Wagtail?  ' 
You  knew  her  mind  ; you  were  of  counfelvvith  her. 

Tell  me,  and  tell  me  true. 

Cur.  Ask  w’ith  diferetion. 

Alph.  Diferetion?  hang  diferetion,  hang  ye  all  ; 

Let  me  know  w'here  (he  is. 

Jd.  Would  you  know  o’  me.  Sir  ? 

O’ thee,  Sir  ? 1,  o’ thee,Sir;  what  art  thou  Sir? 

Jd.  Her  w'oman,Sir,and’t  like  your  Worlhip,Sir. 

Aiph.  Her  Bawd,  her  Fiddle-Rick ; 

Her  Lady-fairy,  to  oyl  the  doors  o’  nights, 

That  they  may  open  with  diferetion, 

HerGin,  her  Nut-Crack. 

Jd.  ’fis  very  well.  Sir.  (ble-, 

Alph.  Thou  lycR;  ’tis  damnable  ill,  ’tis  moR  abomina- 
Will  yeconfcfs  (Thing  ’) 

Jd.  Say  I were  guilty.  Sir-, 

I would  be  hang’d  before  I would  confefs  -, 

Is  this  a World  to  confefs  in  ? 

Ciir.  Deal  diredlly. 

Jd.  Yes,  if  my  matter  lye  dired  lieforemej 
But  when  1 am  forc’d,  and  ferretted. 

Alph.  Tell  methe  truth, 

And  as  I live.  I’ll  give  thee  a new  Petticoat. 

Jd.  And  you  would  give  me  ten,  I would  not  tell  yc, 

Truths  bear  a greater  price  than  you  are  aware  of. 

Seh.  Deal  modeRJy. 

Jd.  I do  not  pluck  my  Cloaths  up, 

Al.  What  fav  you,  Sirrah  ? you  ? or  you?  are  ye  dufnb  all? 
Port.  I faw  her  laR  night,  aiid’t  Riall  like  your  Worfliip, 
When  1 fer v’d  in  her  Livery. 

Alph 
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yilpb.  W'liat’s  that,  Sirrah  ? 

Port.  Her  Chamber-pot,  and’tpleafe  you., 

Seh.  A new  Livery. 

j4lph.  Where  lay  flie  ? who  lay  with  her  ? 

Port.  In  truth,  not  I,  Sir  *, 

I lay  with  my  fellow  Frederick^  in  the  flca-Chamber, 
And’tlike  your  Worfhip,  we  are  almoft  worried. 

Jill.  1 left  her  by  her  felf,  in  her  own  Clofet, 

And  there  I thought  Ihe  had  flept. 

Alph,  Why  lay  you  from  her  ? 

JhI.  It  was  her  will  1 fhould  •,  Ihe  is  ray  Miflrifs, 

And  my  part  is  obedience. 

Jllph.  Were  all  the  doors  lock’d  ? 

Port.  All  mine. 

Ser.  And  mine ; fhe  could  not  get  out  thofe  ways 
Unlefsfhe  leapt  the  walls  •,  and  thole  are  higher 
Than  any  Womans  courage  dare  afpire  at. 

Mph.  Come,  you  mult  know, 

Gtr.  Conceal  it  not,  but  deal  plain. 

JhI.  If  I did  know,  and  her  truft  lay  upon  me, 

Not  all-your  angers  nor  your  flatteries 

Should  make  me  fpeak,  but  having  no  more  intcrefl: 

Than  I may  well  deliver  to  the  air. 

I’ll  tell  ye  what  I know,  and  tell  it  liberally, 

I think  Ihe  is  gone,  becaufe  we  cannot  find  her*, 

I think  file  is  weary  of  your  tyranny, 

And  therefore  gone  *,  may  be  fhe  is  in  love  j 
May  be  in  love,  where  you  Ihow  no  great  liking. 

And  therefore  gone  •,  May  be  fome  point  of  Confcience, 
Or  vow’d  Devotiom 
j^lph.  Thefe  arc  nothing,  minion  •, 

You  that  can  aim  at  thefe,  mult  know  the  truth  too. 

Jitl.  .Any  more  truth  than  this  if  I know,  hang  me, 

Or  where  to  fearch  for  it,  if  I make  a lye 
To  gain  your  love,  and  envy  my  bell  Miflrifs, 

Pin  me  againfla  wall  with  my  heels  upward, 
ytlph.  Out  of  my  doors. 

Jtd.  That’s  all  my  poor  petition  \ 

For  if  your  houfe  were  Gold,  and  fhe  not  in  it. 

Sir,  1 fhould  count  it  but  a Cage  to  whiltlc  in. 
t^lph.  Whore,  if  fhe  be  aboveground,  I will  have  her. 
JhI.  I would  live  in  a Coal  pit  then,  were  1 your  daugh- 
Seb.  Certain  fhe  does  not  know.  Sir.  < (ter. 

yilph.  Hang  her,  hang  her ; 

She  knows  too  much  •,  fearch  all  the  houfe,  all  corners. 
And  where  ’tis  polTible  fhe  may  go  out,  \_Ex.  Servants. 
If  I do  find  your  tricks. 

Jul.  Reward  me  for  ’em. 

Or  if  I had  fuch  tricks,  you  could  difeover 

So  weak,  and  fleightly  woven,  you  might  look  through. 

All  the  young  Girls  fhould  hoot  me  out  o’  th’  Parifh  \ 

You  are  my  Mafler,  but  you  own  an  anger 
Becomes  a School  Boy  thatjiath  loft  his  Apples*, 

Will  ye  force  things  into  our  knowledges } 

A'ph.  Come  hither,  Julata^  thou  didfl  love  me. 
Anddoftill, 

You  are  my  Ladies  Father,  and  I reverence  ye. 
eyJlph.  Thou  would’lt  have  pleas’d  my  humour. 

JhI.  Any  good  way. 

That  carried  not  fufpicion  in’t , or  flattery, 

Or  fail  of  trufl. 

Alph.  Come,  come,  thou  wouldfl  have 

Jul.  Stay,  Sir. 

Alph.  And  thou  hall  felt  my  bounty  for’t,  and  fhalt  do. 
Doft  thou  want  Cloaths  or  Money  ? 

Jul.  Both. 

Alph.  ’Shalt  have  both. 

Jul.  But  not  this  way,  I had  rather  be  an  Adamite, 

And  bring  Fig-tree  leaves  into  fafhion  again. 

If  you  were  young.  Sir, 

Handfome,  and  fitted  to  a Womans  appetite; 

And  I a giddy-headed  Girl,  that  car’d  for  nothing. 

Much  might  be  done ; then  you  might  fumble  with  me. 
And  think  to  grope  out  matters  of  fome  moment. 


Which  now  you  will  put  too  fhort  for;  ^ ■'  . ' 

For  what  you  have  feen  hitherto,  ■ a r:  %■ 

And  know  by  me,  has  been  but  honefl  fervice,  ' ' 

Which  I dare  pin  i’th’  market-place  to  anfwer ; , n; ) 
And  let  the  World, theFJefh,  and  Devil  examine  it, 

And  come  you  in  too,  1 dare  Hand  your  ftridtefl.  ’ 

And  fo  much  good  may  do  you,  with  your  dreams  of  cour- 
Alph.  This  is  moft  monllrous.'  (tefie 

Enter  Porter^  and  Servants.  1 ' 

Seb.  Sure  fhe  does  not  know,  Sir; 

She  durfl  not  be  fo  confident,  and  guilty.  (covered  ? 

Alph.  How  now,  what  news } what  hopes  and  fteps  did 
Speakany  thing  that’s  good,  that  tends  to  th’  matter  ; 

Do  you  fland  Itaring  Itill  > 

1 Serv.  We  are  no  gods.  Sir, 

To  fay  fhe  is  here  or  there,  or  what  file  is  doing  ; 

But  we  have  fcarch’d. 

Port.  I am  fure  fhe  is  not  i’th’ Cellar ; 

For  look  you.  Sir,  if  fhe  had  been  i’th’ Cellar 

Alph.  1 am  fiire  thou  haft  been  there. 

Port.  As  I carried  the  matter, 

For  I fearch’d  every  piece  of  Winc;  yes  fure.  Sir, 

And  every  little  Tei  fe,  that  could  but  tefljfie ; 

And  I drew  hard  to  bolt  her  out. 

Alph.  Away  with  him; 

Fling  him  i’th’  Hay- mow,  let  him  lye  a mellowing; 

He  ftinks  of  Muskadel  like  an  EngUjh  Chriftmas^ 

Are  thefe  your  cares  ? your  ferviccs  ? 

2.  Serv.  Pray  ye  hear.  Sir, 

\V  c have  found  where  flic  went  out,  her  very  footing. 

Alph.  Where,  where?  goon. 

Cur.  Obferve  then  with  more  ftayednefs, 

2 Ser.  Searching  the  Garden  at  the  little  Poltern 

That  opens  to  the  Park,  we  firft  difeovered  it. 

Alph.  A little  foot? 

1 Serv.  Itmuft  be  hers,  or  none.  Sir. 

Alph.  How  far  beyond  that  ? 

I Serv.  To  the  Park  it  leads  us, 

But  there  the  ground  being  hard,  we  could  not  mark  it. 

She  always  kept  that  Key;  1 was  a Coxcomb, 

A Fool,  an  Afs,  to  give  a Girl  that  liberty; 

Saddle  my  Horfes,  Rogues,  ye  drunken  Varlets, 

Your  preciousdiligence  lies  in  Pint- pots,  ' 

Your  Brains  in  Butts,  my  Horfes,  ye  pin-Buttocks. 

You’ll  bear  me  Company  ? 

Seb.  We  dare  not  leave  ye, 

Unlefs  we  found  a quieter  foul  within  ye. 

Cur.  If  we  may  do  the  Lady  any  fervice, 

Sweet,  gentle  Soul. 

Alph.  I fay  again,  my  horfes. 

Are  ye  fb  hot  ? have  ye  your  private  Pilgrimages  ? 

Mult  ye  be  jumping,  Joan.^  I’ll  wander  with  ye; 

I’ll  jump  ye,  arid  I’ll  juggle  ye,  my  horfes  ; 

And  keep  me  this  young  Lirry-poop  within  doors, 

1 will  difeover.  Dame, 

JhI.  ’Tis  fit  you  fhould.  Sir, 

If  ye  knew  what ; well  Love,  if  thou  bcefl  with  fieri ' 

Or  what  power  clfc  that  arms  her  refolution, 

Condurft  her  fair,  and  keep  her  from  this  mad-man, 

Dired  her  to  her  wifhes ; dwell  about  hex. 

That  no  difhonourable  end  o’rtake  her. 

Danger,  or  want;  and  let  me  try  my  fortune. 

Alph.  You  know  the  place  we  meet  in  ? 

Seb.  We  fhall  hit  it. 

Alph.  And  as  ye  are  honefl  Gentlemen,  endeavour. 

Cur.  We’l  fearch  the  belt  we  can ; if  fiie  light  in  our  hands. 
Alph.  I’ll  tye  her  to  the  horfe-tail. 

Seb.  We  know  how  to  ufe  her. 

But  not  your  way,  for  all  your  flate. 

Alph.  Make  hafee  there ; (Damfel, 

And  get  you  in,  and  look  to  th’  houfe.  If  you  Ilir  out, 
Or  fet  a foot  any  new  motion  this  way. 

When  1 come  home  (which  will  befuddcnly) 

You 
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You  know  my  mind  ^ if  you  do  play  the  RafcaJ, 

I  have  my  eyes  and  ears  in  fundry  places. 

If  ye  do  praunce. 

JhL  I diaJl  do  that  that’s  fit.  Sir-, 

And  fit  to  crofs  your  fooleries ; I’ll  fail  clle  .* 

And  fo  I’ll  to  my  Chamber.  {Exit. 

u4lph.  To  your  Prayers, 

And  leave  your  ftubborn  tricks-,  Iheis  not  far  yet, 

She  cannot  be,  and  we  dividing  fuddenly. 

(^Hr.  Keep  her  from  thy  hands,  1 befeech. 
j4lph.  Our  horfes  ^ 

Come  chearfully.  I’ll  teach  her  to  run  gadding.  {Exenm. 
SCENE  ir. 

Enter  Roderigo,  and  four  Out-Lavos. 

1 Out  law.  Captain,  y’are  not  merry. 

Rod.  We  get  nothing, 

We  have  no  fpoi^ ; whoring  and  drinking  fpoils  us. 

We  keep  no  Guards. 

2 Out  law.  There  come  no  Paflengers, 

Merchants,  nor  Gentlemen,  nor  whofoever. 

But  we  have  tribute. 

Rod.  And  whilll  we  fpend  that  idlely, 

We  let  thole  pals  that  carry  the  belt  purchafe. 

ril  have  all  fearch’d,  and  brought  in:  Rogues,  and  Beggars, 

Have  got  the  trick  now  to  become  Bank-mailers. 

I’ll  have  none  fcape^  only  my  friends  and  neighbours. 

That  may  deliver  to  the  King  my  innocence  -, 

Thofe  I would  have  regarded  ’tis  policy. 

But  otherwife  nor  gravities,  nor  lhadows. 

Appear  they  how  they  will,  they  may  have  purfes. 

For  they  lliall  pay. 

3 Out  law.  You  fpeak  now  like  a Captain. 

And  if  we  Ipare,  fley  us,  and  coin  cur  CalTocks, 

Will  yelookblith? 

Rod.  You  hear  no  preparation 
The  King  intends  agaiiilt  us  yet  ? 

4 Out-law.  Not  a word.  Sir, 

Good  man,  he’s  troubled  with  matter  of  more  moment, 
Hammings  of  higher  nature  vex  his  brains.  Sir, 

Do  not  we  fee  his  Garrifons  ? 

Rod.  Who  are  out  now  ? (llirring 

4 Out-law.  Good  fellows.  Sir,  that  if  there  be  any  purchaft 
Will  Ilrike  it  dead  ^ Jaques.,  and  Lopez.,  Lads, 

That  know  their  Quarters,  as  they  know  their  Knapfacks 
And  will  not  off! 

Rod.  Where  is  the  Boy  ye  brought  me  ? 

A pretty  Lad,  and  of  a quick  capacity. 

And  bred  up  neatly. 

1 Out-law.  He’s  within  at  meat.  Sir, 

The  Knave  is  hungry,  yet  he  feafonsall 

He  eats  or  drinks  with  many  tears  and  fighings. 

The  faddefl  appetite  I ever  lookt  on 

The  Boy  is  young,  ’tisfear,  and  want  of  company. 

He  knows,  and  loves  ufe  him  not  rough,  and  harlhly, 

He  will  be  quickly  bold  I’ll  entertain  him 
1 want  a pretty  Boy  to  wait  upon  me. 

And  when  I am  fad  or  fleepy,  to  prate  to  me  ; 

Befides  there’s  fomething  in  his  face  I like  well. 

And  Hill  the  more  I look,  more  likej  let  him  want  nothing. 
And  ufe  him  gently,  all. 

2 Out-law.  Here’s  a final  I Box,  Sir, 

We  took  about  him,  which  he  griev’d  to  part  with, 

May  be  fome  Wealth. 

Rod.  Alas,  fome  little  money 
The  poor  Knave  carried  to  defray  his  lodgings. 

I’ll  give  it  him  again,  and  add  unto  it. 

*T were  fin  to  open  fuch  a petty  purchafe. 

Ewffr  Lopez,  and  jaques  with  Pedro.  (diers? 

How  low,  who  is  this?  what  have  you  brought  me,  Soul- 
Lop.  We  know  not  well,  what  a ftrange  Having  fellow, 
Sullen  enough  I am  fure. 
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7{od.  Where  took  ye  him  ? 

fai^.  Upon  the  Skirt  o’  th’  wood,  view'ing , and  gaping 
And  ibmetim.e  Handing  Hill,  as  if  he  had  meant 
To  view  the  bell  accelfes  to  our  quarters ; 

Money  he  has  enough-,  and  when  wethreatned  him, 
Hefmild,  and  yielded^  but  notone  word  utter’d. 

Lop.  His  habit  fays  he’s  holy,  ifhisheart 
Keep  that  proportion  too,  ’tis  bell  ye  free  him, 

W e keep  his  wallet  here I am  fure  ’tis  heavy. 

Rod.  Pilgrim,  come  hither,  Sir,  are  you  a Pilgrim? 

A piece  of  pretty  holinefs  y do  you  (brink,  Sir  ? 

Afmug  young  Saint.  VV'hat  Country  were  you  born  in  ? 
Ye  have  a Spanijl)  face  \ In  a dumb  Province  ? 

And  had  your  Mother  too  this  excellent  Vertue  ^ 

No  tongue  do  you  fay  ? fure  (he  was  a matchlefs  woman  *, 
What  a fine  family  is  this  man  (prung  from  ! 

Certain  he  was  begotten  in  a Calm, 

When  all  was  hu(h’d  -,  the  Midwife  was  dumb  Midnight  5 
Are  yefeal’dup?  or  do  you  fcorn  toanfwer  ? 

Ye  are  in  my  hands,  and  I have  Medicines  for  ye 
Can  make  ye  fpeak;  pull  off  his  Bonnet,  Souldiers ; 

Ye  have  a (peaking  face. 

Lop.  I am  fure  a handfome 
This  Pilgrim  cannot  want  Shc-Saints  to  pray  to. 

Rod.  Stand  nearer,  ha  ? 

Fed.  Come,  do  yourw’orH,  I am  ready.  (him^ 

Rod.  Is  your  tongue  found  ? go  off,  and  let  me  talk  with 
And  keep  your  watches  round. 

All.  We  are  ready.  Captain. 

Rod.  So,  now  what  are  ye? 

Fed.  Am  I ? 

My  habit  (liews  me  what  I am. 

Rod.  Thy  heart 

A defperate  fool,  and  fo  thy  fate  (hall  tell  thee. 

What  Devil  brought  thee  hither?  for  I know  thee. 

Fed.  1 know  thou  doH,  and  fince  it  is  my  fortune 
To  light  into  thy  fingers,  I muH  think  too 
The  moH  malicious  of  all  Devils  brought  me. 

Yet  fome  men  fay  thou  art  noble. 

Rod.  Not  to  thee. 

That  were  a benefit  to  mock  the  Giver 
Thy  father  hates  my  friends,  and  family. 

And  thou  haH  been  the  heir  of  all  this  malice. 

Can  two  fuch  Horms  meet  then,  and  part  with  killing  ? 

Fed.  You  have  the  mightier  hand. 

Rod.  And  fo  rilu(eit. 

Fed.  I cannot  hinder  ye  ■,  lefs  can  I beg 
SubmilTive  at  his  knees  that  knows  not  honour. 

That  bears  the  Stamp  of  Man,  and  not  his  Nature  ^ 

Ye  may  do  what  yepleafe. 

Rod.  1 will  do  all,  ^ _ (ruine, 

Fed.  And  when  you  have  done  all,  which  is  my  poor 
(For  farther  yourbafe  malice  cannot  venture) 

Dilhonours  felf  will  cry  you  out  a Coward. 

HadH  thou  been  brave,  and  noble,  and  an  Enemy, 

Thou  wouldH  have  fought  me  whilH  I carried  Arms, 

WhilH  my  good  Sword  was  my  profelTion, 

And  then  have  cryed  out,  Tedro,  I defie  thee-, 

Then  Huck  Alphonfo's  quarrel  on  the  point. 

The  mercenary  anger  thou  ferv’H  under. 

To  get  his  Daughter.  Then  thou  IhouldH  have  brav’d  me. 
And  arm’d  with  all  thy  Families  hate  upon  thee. 

Done  fomething  worthy  feat^  Now  poor  and  bafely 
Thou  fetH  Toyls  to  betray  me ; and  like  the  Pelant, 

That  dares  not  meet  the  Lion  in  the  face, 

Dig’H  crafty  pit-falls  -.  thou  (liam’H  the  Spanifh  Honour ; 
Thou  haH  neither  point  of  Man,  nor  Confcience  in  thee. 

‘Rod.  Sir,  Sir,  y’arc  brave,  ye  plead  now  in  aSanduary, 
You  think  your  Pilgrims  Bulwark  can  defend  ye-, 

You  will  not  find  it  fo. 

Fed.  I look  not  for’t. 

The  more  unhallowed  foul  haH  thou  to  offer  it. 

Rod.  When  you  were  braveH,Sir,  and  your  fword  (harp- 

I durH  affront  ye -,  when  the  Court  Sun  gilded  ye, 

^ And 


The  Tilgrim. 


And  every  cry  was  the  young  hopeful  Pedroy 
Jlanfo's  fprightly  Son  ; then  durft  I meet  ye, 

When  you  were  Mafter  of  this  fame, and  falhion. 

And  all  your  glories  in  the  full  Meridian, 

The  Kings  proof-favour  buckled  on  your  body  ; 

Had  we  then  come  to  competition, 

Which  I have  often  fought. 

P.dro.  And  1 defir’d  too.  ( flight  it, 

Rod.  You  fliould  have  feeii  this  Sword,  how  e’re  you 
And  fejt  it  too  ; (harper  than  forrow  felt  it. 

In  execution  quicker  than  thy  fcorns ; 

Thou  (hould’ft  have  feen  all  this,  and  (hrunk  to  fee  it. 
Then  like  a Gentleman  I would  have  us’d  thee, 

And  given  thee  the  fair  fortune  of  thy  being, 

Then  with  a Souldiers  arm  I had  honour’d  thee ; 

But  (ince  thou  ftealft  upon  me  like  a Spie, 

And  thief  like  thinkft  that  holy  cafe  (hall  carry  thee 
Through  all  my  purpofes,  and  fo betray  me, 

Bafe  as  the  acfl,  thy  end  be,  and  I forget  thee. 

Ped.  What  poor  evafions  thou  buildfl  on,  to  abufe  me  ? 
The  gopdnefs  of  a man  ne’r  taught  thefe  principles. 

I come  a Spie  ? durft  any  noble  fpirit 
Put  on  this  habit,  to  become  a Traitor? 

Even  in  an  Enemy  (liew  me  this  antipathy 

Where  there  is  Oorifiian  faith,  and  this  not  reverenced : 

I come  a Spie?  no  Rodmgo,  no, 

A hater  of  thy  perfon,  a maligner  ? 

So  far  from  that,  I brought  no  malice  with  me. 

But  rather  when  I meet  thee,  tears  to  foften  tkee  *, 

When  1 put  on  this  habit,  I put  off 
All  fires,  all  angers,  all  thofe  ftarts  of  youth 
That  clapt  too  rank  a bias  to  my  being. 

And  drew  me  from  the  right  mark  all  fhould  aim  at  j 
In  ftead  of  llubborn  fteel,  I put  on  prayers’, 

For  rafh  and  hafty  heats,  a fwcet  repentance  .* 

Long  weary  fteps,  and  vows,  for  my  vain  glories. 

O Rodert^o, 

Rod.  If  thy  tongue  could  favc  thee. 

Prating  be  thy  bail,  thou  haft  a rare  benefit. 

Souldiers,  come  out,  and  bring  a halter  w’ith  ye ; 
rie  forgive  your  holy  habit,  Sir,  but  Tie  hang  you. 

E>:tcr  Out  laws^  Loper,  Jaques. 

1 Out  1.  Wherefore  this  halter  Captain  ? 

Rod.  For  this  traytor. 

Go,  put  it  on  him,  and  then  tie  him  up. 

I .  Do  you  want  a Band  Sir  / this  is  a courfc  wearing, 
Twill  fit  but  feurvily  upon  this  collar  •, 

Jut  patience  is  as  good  as  a French  Pickadcl. 

Lop.  What’s  his  fault.  Captain.^ 

7{pd.  ’Tis  my  will  he  perilh. 

And  that’s  his  fault. 

Ted.  A Captain  of  good  government. 

Come  Souldiers,  come,  ye  are  roughly  bred,  and  bloody. 
Shew  your  obedience,  and  the  joy  ye  take 
In  executing  impious  commands  i 
Ye  have  a Captain  feals  your  liberal  pardons, 

Be  no  more  Chrifiians^  put  religion  by, 

’Twill  make  ye  cowards : feel  no  tendernefs, 

Nor  let  a thing  call’d  confcience  trouble  ye  j 
Alas,  ’twill  breed  delay.  Bear  no  refpe(ft 
To  what  I ftem were  I a Saint  indeed. 

Why  (hould  that  ftagger  ye  ? you  know  not  holinefs : 

To  be  excellent  in  evil,  is  your  goodnefs’, 

And  be  fo,  ’twill  become  ye  : have  no  hearts. 

For  tear  you  (liould  repent : that  will  be  dangerous.* 

For  if  there  be  a knocking  there,  a pricking. 

And  that  pulfe  beat  back  to  your  confiderations. 

How  ye  have  laid  a ftilfhand  on  Religion 

Rod.  Tiufs  him  1 fay. 

Ped.  And  violated  faith. 

Rod.  Hear  him  not  prate. 

Ped.  Why,  w hat  a thing  will  this  be  ? 

W'hat  ftrange  confufion  then  will  breed  among  ye  ? 


Rod.  U’ill  none  of  ye  obey  .<* 

Ped.  What  Devils  vex  yt? 

The  fears  ye  live  in  and  the  hourly  dangers 
Will  be  delights  to  thefe  : thofe  have  their  ends. 

But  thele  outlive  all  time,  and  all  repentance : 

And  if  it  creep  into  your  confcience  once, 

Be  fiire  ye  lock  that  clofe. 

Rod.  Why  ftand  ye  gazing  ? 

Ped.  Farewel  lleep,  peace,  all  that  are  humane  comforts, 
Better  ye  had  been  Trees,  or  Stones,  and  happier , 

For  thofe  die  here,  and  feek  no  further  being, 

Nor  hopes,  nor  punifliments. 

Rod.  Rots  take  ye,  Rafcals. 

Jaq.  What  would  you  have  us  do 
Rod.  Difpatch  the  prater. 

Jaq.  And  have  religious  blood  hang  on  our  confciences  f 
We  are  bad  enough  already  ; .fins  enough 
To  make  our  graves  even  loath  us. 

Rod.  No  man  love  me  ? , 

Lop.  Although  I be  a thief,  I am  no  hangman; 

They  are  two  mens  trades,  and  let  another  execute. 

Lay  violent  hands  on  holy  things  ? 

Rod.  Bafe  Cowards, 

Put  to  your  powers,  ye  rafcals,  I command  ye. 

Holy,  or  unholy,  if  1 fay  it. 

Tie  have  it  done. 

I 0«f-/.  Ifido’t,  let  me  ftarve  for’t. 

2.  Or  1. 

3.  Or  I : we  will  obey  things  handfom, 

And  bad  enough,  and  overdo  obedience: 

But  to  be  made  fuch  inftruments  of  mifehief. 

Jaq.  I have  done  as  many  villanies  as  another. 

And  with  as  little  reluftation. 

Let  me  come  dear  of  thefe,  and  wipe  that  fcore  offi 
Put  me  upon  a felt  and  known  perdition  ? 

Rod.  Have  ye  confpir’d,  ye  flaves  ? 

Ted.  How  vilely  this  Ihows, 

In  one  that  would  command  anothers  temper. 

And  bear  no  bound  in’s  own  ? 

Rod.  Am  I thus  jaded  ? 

Ted.  Is  it  my  life  thou  long’ft  for  Rodtrigo  ? 

And  can  no  facrificeappeafe  thy  malice. 

But  my  blood  fpilt  ? do  it  thy  felf,  difpatch  i*-; 

And  as  thou  takft  the  whole  revenge  unto  thee. 

Take  the  whole  fin  upon  thee;  and  be  mighty. 

Mighty  in  evil,  as  thou  art  in  anger  .- 

And  let  not  thefe  poor  wretches  houl  for  thy  fake. 

Thofe  things  that  in  thine  own  glafs  feem  moft  monftrous, 
Wouldft  thou  abufe  their  weak  fights  with,  for  amiable  ? 

Is  it,  thou  thinkft  to  fcarm|c  with  thy  terrors, 

And  into  weak  conditiorf^^w  my  vertuc  ? 

If  I were  now  to  learn  to  die  I would  fue  thee : 

Or  did  I fear  death,  then  I would  make  thee  glorious. 

But  knowing  what,  and  how  far  I can  fuffer ; 

And  all  my  whole  life  being  but  deaths  preface. 

My  fleep  but  at  next  door. 

Rod.  Are  ye  fo  valiant 

Tie  make  ye  feel : I’lemake  ye  know,  and  feel  too; 

And  Rafcals,  you  fhall  tremble.  Keep  him  here. 

And  keep  hira^afe  too;  if  he  fcape  your  guards— — 

Ped.  Fear  not,  I will  not. 

Rod.  As  I live,  yediefor’f, 

I will  not  be  thus  baffled.  C 

Ja.  M^hat  a Devil  have  ye  done,Pilgrim?  or  what  mifehief 
P^ave  you  confpir’d,  that  he  fhould  rage  and  rave  thus  > 

Have  you  kill’d  his  Father,  or  his  Mother  ? or  ftrangled  any 

( of  his  kindred  ? 

Lop.  Has  he  no  Sifters  ? have  you  not  been  bouncing 
About  their  belly-pieces  ? 

Jaq.  Why  fhould  that  be  dangerous, 

Or  any  way  deferve  death  ? is  it  not  natural  ? 

Bar  us  the  Chnfiian  liberty  of  women. 

And  build  us  up  with  brick, take  away  our  free-ftone.  (ence 
1 Ont  l.  Becaufe  thou  art  holier  than  he,  upon  my  confei- 
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Hs  does  not  envy  thee  .*  that’s  not  his  quarrel  •, 

For,  look  you, that  might  be  compounded  without  prayers. 

Lo^.  Nor  that  thou  reemlt  an  honefler  man;  for  here 
We  have  no  trading  with  fuchTinfel-ftufF^ 

To  be  an  excellent  thief,  is  all  we  aim  at.  (us? 

Wilt  thou  take  a fpit  and  ftride,  and  fee  if  thou  canlt  outrun 
Ped.  I fcorn  to  Ihift  his  fury,keep  your  obedience  ^ 

For  though  your  government  admit  no  prefident. 

Keep  your  lelves  carefull  in't. 

Jaq.  Thou  wilt  be  hang’d  then. 

Fed.  I cannot  die  with  fewer  faults  upon  me.  (in  him 
. 2 Ot  t-l.  ’Tis  ten  to  one  he  will  (hoot  him ; for  the  Devil’s 
If  he  hang  him  himfelf . 

Lop.  He  has  too  proud  a nature : 

He  will  compel  fome  one. 
jaej.  I am  confident. 

Lop.  And  fo  are  all  I think., 

Ped.  Be  not  molefted. 

If  I mufl  die,  let  it  not  trouble  you  ^ 

It  ftirs  not  me  : it  is  the  end  I was  born  for. 

Only  this  honefl  office  I defire  ye, 

( If  there  be  courtefie  in  men  of  your  breed  ) 

To  fee  me  buried  •,  not  to  let  his  fury 
Expofe  my  body  to  the  open  violence 
Of  beafts,  and  fowls : fo  far  I urge  humanity. 

Enter  Roderigo,  Alinda. 

Jaej.  He  (hall  not  deny  us  that : we’l  fee  ye  under  ground. 
And  give  ye  a volly  of  as  good  cups  of  Sack, 

For  that’s  our  Difcipline. 

Lop.  He  comes  again. 

As  high  in  rage  as  ever  ; the  boy  with  him. 

1 Out-l.  Will  he  compel  the  child  ? 

Lop.  He  is  bent  to  do  it, 

And  mult  have  fome  body. 

Rod.  If  thoulov’ft:  me  doit- 
Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  I fay  thou  (halt  do  it : 

Stare  not,  nor  ftagger.  Sirrah  j ifyedenyme. 

Do  you  fee  this  Rogue  ? 

What  would  ye  have  me  do  Sir  ? 

Heavens  good nefsblefs  me. 

Rod.  Do  ? why  hanga  Ralcal, 

That  Would  hang  me. 
iy4lin.  I am  a boy,  and  weak.  Sir. 

Rod.  Thou  art  ftrong  enough  to  tie  him  to  a Bough, 

And  turn  him  ofT : come,  thou  (halt  be  my  Jewel, 

And  Tie  allow  thee  horfe,  and  all  thy  pleasures. 

And  twenty  gallant  things : Tie  teach  thee  arms  too ; 

Make  thee  mine  heir. 

Let  me  inherit  death  firfl:. 

Ti^d.  Make  me  not  angry.  Sirrah. 
dAim.  Which  is  the  man.  Sir  ? . 

I’le  pluck  up  the  bell;  heart  I can  yet. 

Rod.  Fear  not. 

It  is  my  will That  in  the  Pilgrims  coat  there, 

That  Devil  in  the  Saints  skin. 

Jtin.  Guard  me  goodnefs. 

Rod.  Difpatch  him  prefently. 

Ped.  1 wait  your  worft.  Sir. 

Jaq.  Will  the  boy  doit. is  the  rogue  fo  confident.^ 

So  young,  fo  deep  in  blood 

Lop.  He  ffiakes,  and  trembles.  ( ence, 

Ped.  Doll  thou  feek  more  coals  flill  to  fear  thy  confei- 
Work  facred  innocence,  to  be  a Devil  ? 

Do ’t  thy  felffor  ffiame,  thou  bell  becom’fl:  it. 

Rod.  Sirrah,  1 fcorn  my  finger  fliould  be  ’fil’d  with  thee  ; 
And  yet  I’le  have  it  done  ; this  child  fhall  ftrangle  thee, 

A c.  ying  Girle,  if  (he  were  here,  fhould  mafber  thee. 

Alt.  How  ffiould  I fave  him  ? how  my  felf  from  violence  ? 
Leave  your  tongue- valour,and  difpatch  your  hate, Sir  j 
The  patience  of  my  death,  (hall  more  torment  thee, 

( Thou  painted  honour,  thou  bafe  man  made  backward  ) 
Than  all  my  life  ha’s  fear’d  thee. 

Rod.  Gag  him,  Sirrah. 


Jaq.  The  Boy  looks  cheerfully  now  : fure  he  will  do  it. 

Lop.  He  will  mall  him  elfe. 

Alin.  Are  ye  prepar’d  to  die.  Sir  ? 

Ped.  Yes  boy,  and  ready  ; prethee  to  thy  bufinefs. 

Aim.  Why  are  ye  then  fo  angry  ? fo  perplext.  Sir  ? 

Patience  wins  Heaven,  and  not  the  heat  of  paffion. 

Why  do  you  raylc  ? 

Lop.  The  boy’s  a pretty  Prieft. 

Ped.l  thank  ye  gentle  child,  you  teach  me  truely. 

Alin.  You  feem  to  fear  too. 

Fed.  Thou  feed:  more,  than  I feel,  boy. 

Alin.  You  tremble  fure. 

Ped.  No  fure  boy,  ’tis  thy  tendernefs  : 

Prethee  make  halte,  and  let  that  gulph  be  fatisfied. 

Aim.  Are  ye  fo  willing  to  go  to  it  .<* 

Ted.  Mod  willing  ; 

I would  not  borrow  from  his  courtefie 
One  hour  of  life,  to  gain  an  age  of  glory. 

Aim.  And  is  your  reckoning  ftraight  Sir  ? 

Fed.  As  llraight  as  truth,  boy  : 

I cannot  go  more  joyfully  to  a wedding. 

Alin.  Then  to  your  prayers:  Tie  difpatch  ye  prefently. 
Now  guide  ray  tongue,  thou  bleficdnefs. 

Rod.  A good  boy. 

Aim.  But  hark  ye  Sir,  one  word ; and  pray  ye  refolve  me.  i 
Let  me  Ipeak  privately.  j 

Rod.  What  wouldll  thou  have  child  ? i 

Alin.  Shall  this  man  die  ? 

Rod.  V\’hy  dofl  thou  make  that  queftion  ? 

Aim.  Pray  ye  be  not  angry : if  he  mult,rie'doit.  ’ 

But  mufl  he  now  ? 

Rod.  What  elfe?  who  dare  reprieve  him  ? 

Aim.  Pray  ye  think  again  ; and  as  your  injuries 
Are  great,  and  full,  you  fuffer  from  this  fellow. 

Do  not  ye  purpofe  fo  to  fuit  your  vengeance  ^ 

Rod.  I do,  and  mufl. 

Aim.  You  cannot  if  he  die  now. 

Rod.  Cannot? 

Aim.  No,  cannot .-  be  not  vext,  you’!  find  it ; 

1 have  confidered,  and  I know  it  certain. 

Ye  fuffer  below  him:  lofeall  your  angers. 

Rod.  Why,  my  bed  boy  ? 

Alin.  I love,  and  tender  ye, 

I would  not  tell  ye  elfe.  Is  that  revenge. 

To  flight  your  caufe,  and  Saint  your  enemy, 

Clap  the  Doves  wings  of  downy  peace  unto  him. 

And  let  him  foar  to  Heaven, whild  you  are  fighing? 

Is  this  revenge  ? 

Rod.  I would  have  him  die. 

Alin.  Prepar’d  thus  ? 

The  bleffing  of  a Father  never  reach’d  it ; 

His  contemplation  now  fcorns  ye,  contemns  ye , 

And  all  the  tortures  ye  can  ufe.  Let  him  die  thus ; 

And  thefe  that  know  and  love  revenge  will  laugh  at  ye  .- 
Here  lies  the  honour  of  a well-bred  anger. 

To  make  his  enemy  fhake  and  tremble  under  him ; 

Doubt,  nay,  almod  defpair,  and  then  confound  him< 

This  man  ye  rock  afleep,  and  all  your  rages 
Are  Requiems  to  his  parting  foul,  meer  Anthems. 

Rod.  Indeed  he  is  drongly  built. 

Aim.  You  cannot  fhake  him 
And  the  more  weight  ye  put  on  his  foundation, 

Now  as  he  dands,  ye  fix  him  dill  the  dronger ; 

If  ye  love  him,  honour  him,  would  heap  upon  hint 
Fricndfhips  and  benefits  beyond  example, 

Hope  him  a Star  in  Heaven,  and  there  would  dick  him, 

Now  take  his  life. 

Rod.  I had  rather  take  mine  own,  Boy. 

Aim.  Tie  cafe  him  prefently. 

Rod.  Stay,  be  not  hady. 

Aim.  Bled  my  tongue  dill. 

Lop.  What  has  the  boy  done.to  him  ? 

How  dull,  and  dill  he  looks  ? 

Alin.  You  are  a wife  man, 
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And  long  have  buckled  with  the  worlds  extremities, 

A valiant  man,  and  no  doubt  know  both  fortunes. 

And  would  ye  work  your  Mafter-piece  thus  madly, 

Take  the  bare  name  of  honour,  that  will  pity  ye 
When  the  world  knows  ye  have  prey’d  on  a poor  Pilgrim  ? 
Rod.  The  boy  has  dagger’d  me : what  would’fl;  thou  have 
Jilt.  Haveye?doyou  notfeelSir?do’sitnotftirye'’  (me? 
Do  you  ask  a child  ? I would  have  ye  do  mod:  bravely, 
Becaufe  I mod  affed  ye ; like  your  felf  Sir, 

Scorn  him,  and  let  him  go  ^ feem  to  contemn  him, 

And  now  ye  have  made  him  fhake,  deal  him  his  pardon, 
When  he  appears  a fubjedt  fit  for  anger , 

And  fit  for  you,  ni^  pious  Armour  off. 

His  hopes  no  higher  than  your  fword  may  reach  at, 
Thendrike,  and  then  ye  know  revenge  *,  tlientakeit. 

I hope  I have  turn’d  his  mind. 

'Rj>d.  Let  the  fool  go  there, 

I fcorn  to  let  loofdtt  bafe  an  anger 

May  light  on  thee  rSee  me  no  more,  but  quit  me  •, 

And  when  we  meet  again. 

Fed.  Tie  thank  ye  Captain.  [_Exit. 

yilin.  Why  this  was  like  your  felf ; but  which  way  goes 
Shall  we  ne’re  happy  meet  ? ( he  ? 

Rod.  1 am  drovvlie;  Boy, 

Go  with  me,  and  difcourfe : I like  thy  company 
O Child.'  1 love  thy  tongue. 

j4lm.  I (hall  wait  on  ye.  f Exit. 

Lop.The  Boy  has  don’t ; a Plaguey  witty  Rafcal. 

And  I fhall  love  him  terribly. 

’Twas  he  mod:  certain. 

For  if  ye  mark,  how  earned  he  was  with  him. 

And  how  he  labour’d  him. 

Lop.  A cunning  villain. 

But  a good  rogue  j ’This  boy  will  make’s  ad  honed. 

I Out  1.  I fcarce  believe  that ; but  1 like  the  boy  well. 
Come  let’s  to  Supper  then  upon  our  watches. 

Lop.  This  Pilgrim  Icap’d  a joyfull  one. 

Jaq.  Let’s  drink  round 

To  the  boys  health,  and  then  about  our  bufinefs. 

\_Extunt. 


^Bus  Tertius.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  Roderigo,  Jaques,  Lopez,  and  three  Ont  Laves. 

Rod.  V T One  of  you  know  her  ? 

i\l  Alas  Sir,  we  never  fa w her : 

Nor  ever  heard  of  her,  but  from  your  report. 

Rod.  No  happy  eye  ? 

Lop.  I do  not  think  ’tls  die.  Sir, 

Me  thinks  a woman  dares  not. 

Rod.  Thou  fpcak’d  poorly. 

What  dares  not  woman,  when  die  is  provok’d  ? 

Or  what  feems  dangerous  to  Love,  or  fury  ? 

That  it  is  die,  this  has  confirm’d  me  certain, 

Thefe  Jewels  here,  a part  of  which  1 fent  her. 

And  though  unwilling,  yet  her  Father  w'rought  her 
To  take,  and  wear. 

Lop.  A wench,  and  we  not  know  it  ? 

And  among  us  ? where  were  our  underdandings  ? 

I could  have  ghefs’d  unhappily .-  have  had  fome  feeling 
In  fuch  a matter : Here  are  as  pretty  fellows. 

At  the  difeovery  of  fuch  a Jigambob : 

A handfome  wench  too  ? fure  ws  have  lod  our  faculties. 
We  have  no  motions ; what  diould  die  do  here.  Sir? 

Rod.  That’s  it  that  troubles  me ; O that  bafe  rafcal ! 
There  lies  the  mifery ; how  cunningly  die  quit  him. 
And  how  die  urg’d  ? had  ye  been  condant  to  me, 

I ne’re  had  differ’d  this. 

I Ont-l.  Ye  might  have  hang’d  him  .• 

And  would  he  had  been  hang’d,  that’s  all  we  care  fot’t : 
So  our  hands  had  not  don’t. 


Rod.  She  is  gone  again  too,  j 

And  what  care  have  ye  for  that  ? gone,  and  contemn’d  me  •,  | 
Mader’d  my  will,  and  power,  and  now  laughs  at  me.  j 
Lop.  The  Devil  that  brought  her  hither,  Sir  1 think  | 
Hascarryed  her  back  again  invidble,  j 

For  we  ne’re  knew,  nor  heard  of  her  departure.  I 

J^^.No  living  thing  came  this  night  through  our  watches. ' 
She  went  with  you. 

\od.  Was  by  me  till  I dept, 

But  when  1 wak’d,  and  call’d:  O my  dull  pate  here. 

It  I had  open’d  this  when  it  was  given  me. 

This  Roguy  Box., 

Enter  Alphonfo,  and  2 Out  laws. 

Lop.  We  could  but  give  it  ye. 

Rod.  Pilgrim  ? a Pox  o’  Pilgrims,there  the  game  goes, 
There’s  all  my  fortune  fied  i I know  it,  I feel  it. 

yil.  Bring  me  unto  thy  Captain;  where’s  thy  Captain  ? 

1 am  founder'd,  melted,  fome  fairy  thing  or  other 
Has  led  me  dancing ; the  Devil  has  haunted  me 
Tth’  likencfs  of  a voyce : give  me  thy  Captain. 

2 Out  1.  He’s  here  Sir,  there  he  dands. 
u^l.  Howdo’d  thou  Captain? 

I have  been  fool’d  and  jaded,  made  a dog-bolt. 

My  Daughter’s  run  away : I have  been  haunted  too, 

I have  lod  my  horfe  •,  I am  hungry,  and  out  of  my  wits  alfo. 

Rod.  Come  in .-  Tie  tell  you  what  1 know : ftrange  things 
And  take  your  eafe  •,  Tie  follow  her  recovery, 

Thefe  lhall  be  yours  the  whil’d,  and  do  ye  fervice. 
j4l.  Let  me  have  drink  enough  .*  1 am  almod  choak’d  too. 
Rod.  You  lhall  have  anything*,  what  think  you  now, 
Jaep.  I think  a woman,  is  a woman,  that’s  (Souldiers? 
any  thing.  * 

The  next  we  take,  we’l  fearch  a little  nearer, 

We’I  not  be  boyed  again  with  a pair  of  breeches,  {^xeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Juletta. 

Jul.  He’s  gone  in  here  : This  is  Roderigo' s quarter. 

And  Tie  be  with  him  loon : Tie  dartlc  him, 

A little  ^tter  than  I have  done  : all  this  long  night 
I have  Irt  him  out  o’th’  way,  to  try  his  patience. 

And  made  him  fwcar,  and  curfe  *,  and  pray,  and  fwear  again, 
And  cry  for  anger  *,  I made  him  leave  his  horfe  too. 

Where  he  can  never  find  him  more  *,  whidicd  to  him. 

And  then  he  would  run  through  thick  and  thin,  to  reach  me, 
And  down  in  this  ditch ; up  again,  and  lliake  him. 

And  fwcar  fome  certain  blcllings  *,  then  Into  that  bulh 
Pop  goes  his  pate,  and  all  his  face  is  comb’d  over. 

And  1 fit  laughing : a hundred  tricks,  1 have  ferv’d  him : 

And  I will  double  ’em,  before  I leave  him  ; 

I’le  teach  his  anger  to  difpute  with  women. 

But  all  this  time,  I cannot  meet  my  Miftrefs, 

1 cannot  come  to  comfort  her  *,  that  grieves  me, 

For  fure  Ihe  is  much  afflicted  : till  Ido, 

Tie  haunt  thy  Gholl  jdlphonfo  *,  Tie  keep  thee  waking. 

Yes,  I muff  get  a Drum  ; lam  villanous  weary. 

And  yet  Tie  trot  about  thefe  villages 

Till  I have  got  my  will,  and  then  have  at  ye. 

Tie  make  your  anger  drop  out  at  your  elbows  c’re  1 leave  ye. 

{Exit. 

SCENE  111. 

Enter  Seberto,  and  Curio. 

Seh.  ’Tis  ffrange,  in  all  the  circuit  we  have  ridden. 

We  cannot  crofs  her  .*  no  way  light  upon  her. 

Cur.  Ido  not  think  Ihe  is  gone  thus  lar,  or  this  way. 

For  certain  if  fhe  had,  we  Ihould  have  reach’d  her,  (thing. 
Made  fome  difeovery,  heard  fome  news  ^ we  have  feen  no- 
Seb.  Nor  pafs  by  any  body  that  could  promife  any  thing. 
She  is  certainly  difguis’d,  her  modeffy 
Durft  never  venture  clfc.  Cur.  Let  her  take  any  Ihape, 

And  let  me  fee  it  once,  I can  diftinguiih  it. 

Seb. 


T'he  Pilgrim, 


52 


Seb.  So  Ihould  I think  too : has  not  her  Father  found  her  .• 
Cur.  No,  rie  be  bang’d  then  i he  has  no  patience 
Unlefs  (he  light  in’s  teeth,  to  look  about  him. 

He  guefTes  now,  and  chafes  and  frets  like  Tinfel. 

Seb.  Let  him  go  on,  he  cannot  live  without  it. 

But  keep  her  from  him,heaven:where  are  we  Curio  ? 

Cur.  In  a wood  I think,  hang  me  if  I know  elfe. 

And  yet  I have  ridden  all  thefe  coafts,  at  all  hours, 

And  had  an  aim. 

Seb.  I would  we  had  a guide. 

Cur.  And  if  I be  not  much  awry  Seberto, 

Not  far  offfhould  be  Rodengo's  quarter. 

For  in  this  faltnefs  if  I be  not  cozen’d, 

He  and  his  out-laws  live. 

Seb.  This  is  the  place  then 

E'uter  Alinda. 

We  appointed  him  to  meet  in. 

Cur.  Yes,  I think fo.  (that  there 

Seb.  Would  we  could  meet  fome  living  thing : what’s 
Cnr.  A boy,  1 think,  Hay  •,  why  may  not  he  dired  us  ? 
Mrt.  I am  hungry, and  1 am  weary, and  I cannot  find  him. 
Keep  my  wits  Heaven,  I feel  ’em  wavering, 

0 God  my  head.  ..., 

Seb.  Boy,  dolt  thou  hear,  thou  tripling  ■ 1 

Alin.  Now  they  will  tear  me,  torture  me,  now  Roderigo 
Will  hang  me  without  mercy  •,  ha  ? 

Cur.  Come  hither. 

A very  pretty  boy  ; what  place  is  this,  child  ? 

And  whither  doll  thou  travel  how  he  flares! 

Some  ftubborn  Mailer  has  abus’d  the  boy. 

And  beaten  him ; how  he  complains ! whither  goefl  thou  f 
AUn.  I go  to  Segovia  Sir,to  my  fick  Mother, 

1 have  been  taken  here  by  drunken  thieves, 

And  (O  my  bones ! ) I have  been  beaten  Sir. 

Mif  us’d,  and  rob’d : extreamly  beaten  Gentlemen, 

0 God,  my  fide  ! 

Seb.  What  beafts  would  ufe  a boy  thus  f 
Look  up,  and  be  of  good  cheer. 

Alin.  O,  I cannot. 

My  back,  my  back,  my  back. 

Cur.  What  thieves 
Aim.  I know  not. 

But  they  call  the  Captain  Roderigo. 

Cur.  Look  yc, 

1 knew  we  were  thereabouts. 

Seb.  Do’ft  thou  want  any  thing  ? 

Aim.  Nothing  but  eafe,  but  eafe,  Sir. 

Cur.  There’s  fome  mony, 

And  get  thee  to  thy  Mother. 

Alin.  I thank  ye  Gentlemen. 

Seb.  This  was  extreamly  foul,  to  vex  a child  thus. 

Come,  let’s  along,  we  cannot  lofe  our  way  now.  Ex. 

Alin.  Though  ye  are  honefl:  men,  I fear  your  fingers, 

And  glad  I am  got  off ; O how  I tremble .' 

Send  me  but  once  within  his  arms  dear  fortune. 

And  then  come  all  the  world ; what  lhall  I do  now  ? 

’Tis  alraofl  night  again,  and  where  to  lodge  me, 

Enter  Juletta. 

Or  get  me  meat,  or  any  thing,  I now  not. 

Thefe  wild  woods,  and  the  fancies  Lhave  in  me, 

Will  run  me  mad. 

Jul.  Boy,  Boy. 

cAlin.  More  let  to  take  me  ? 

Jul.  Do’ll  thou  hear  boy .?  thou  pointer. 

(iAlin.  ’Tis  a boy  too, 

A Lacky  Boy ; 1 need  not  fear  his  fiercenefs. 
j‘ul.  Canll  thou  beat  a Drum  ? 

Aim.  A Drum  ? 

Jul.  This  thing,  a Drum  here. 

Didll  thou  never  fee  a Drum? 

‘ Aim.  Julettas  face,  and  tongue  *,  is  fhe  run  mad  too  I 
Here  may  be  double  craft : I have  no  skill  in’t. 


( blc 


Canll  thou  make  this  grum- 


^^1’  ^ royal  but  to  go  along  with  me 

1 care  not  for  thy  royal,  1 have  other  buSnefs; 
Drum  to  thy  lelf,  and  daunce  to  it. 
ful.  Sirrah,  Sirrah. 

Thou  feurvy  Sirrah ; thou  fnotty. nos’d  fcab,  do’ft  thou  hear 
It  i lay  down  my  Drum. 

Enter  Roderigo,  and  two  Outlaws. 

Alin.  Here  comes  more  Company, 

I fear  a plot,  Heaven  fend  me  fairly  from  it.  r Exit 

Jul.  Ballo  ^ who's  here  ? l • . 

Loj).  Captain,  do  you  need  me  farther  ? 

Rod.  No  not  a foot  .•  give  me  the  gown  : the  fword  now. 
l the  Devil  thief,  and  if  he  take  me. 

Woe  be  to  my  Gaily  gaskins. 

Lo^.  Certain  Sir, 

She  will  take  her  patches  off;  and  change  her  habit. 

Rod.  Let  her  do  what  Ihe  pleafe : No,'  no  Almda 
. ou  cannot  cozen  me  again  in  a Boys  figure. 

Nor  hide  the  beauty  of  that  face  in  patches. 

But  I lhall  know  it. 

Jul.  A boy  his  face  in  patches  ? 

If  ^ tongue  again  bewitch  mine  anger. 

It  me  be  found  i’th’ woods,  lend  me  word  prelently 
And  i’le  return  j Ihe  cannot  be  far  gone  yet  : 

If  file  be  not,  exped  me  ^ when  ye  fee  me, 

Ufe  all  your  fervice  to  my  friend  Aphonfo^ 

And  have  a care  to  your  bufinefs : farewel. 

No  more,  farewel. 

Jul.  I am  heartily  glad  thou  art  gone  yet. 

This  boy  in  patches,  was  the  boy  came  by  me 
The  very  fame,  how  hallily  it  Ihifted  ? ’ 

What  a mop  eyed  afs  was  I,  I could  not  know  her. 

This  mull  be  Ihe,  this  is  Ihe,  now  I remember  her. 

How  loth  Ihe  was  to  talk  too,  how  Ihe  fear’d  me : 

I could  now  pifs  mine  eyes  out  for  meet  anger : 
rie  follow  her,  but  who  lhall  vex  her  Father  then  ? 

One  Hurt  at  him,  and  then  I am  for  the  voyage. 

If  I can  crofs  the  Captain  too : Come  Tabor. 


[^E.xeunt. 


\iExit. 


SCENE  IV. 


Enter  Jaques,  and  i Out-Law. 

Jaq.  Are  they  all  fet  ? 
lOiit  l.  All,  and  each  quarter  quiet. 

Ja^.  Is  the  old  man  alleep  ? 

I Out-l.  An  hour  agoe  Sir. 

Jaip.  We  mull  be  very  carefuil  in  his  abfence, 

And  very  watchfull. 

1 Out-l.  It  concerns  us  nearly. 

He  will  not  be  long  from  us. 

Jatp.  No,  he  cannot. 

I Outl.  A little  heat  of  love, which  he  mull  wander  out. 

C Drum  a far  off. 

And  then  again:  hark. 

Jap.  What.? 

I Out  1.  ’Tis  not  the  wind  fure  : 

That’s  tlill  and  calm,  no  noife,  nor  flux  of  waters. 

Jaq.  I hear  a Drum,  I think. 

I Out-l.  That,  that ; 

It  beats  again  now. 

Jaep.  Now  it  comes  nearer  .•  fure  we  are  furprized.  Sir  ■, 
Some  from  the  Kings  command  .*  we  are  loll,  we  are 

(dead  all. 

I Outl.  Hark,  hark,  a charge  now:  my  Captain  has 

(betray’d  us. 

And  left  us  to  this  ruinc,  run  away  from  us. 

Enter  two  Out  Laws. 

Lop.  Another  beats  o’  that  fide. 
zOut-l.  Fly,  flie,  Jaques^ 

We  are  taken  in  a toyle : fnapt  in  a pltfal  *, 

Methinks  I feel  a Sword  already  lhave  me. 

3 Out-l.  A thoufand  horfe  and  foot,  a thoufand  pioneers, 
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If  wc  get  under-ground,  to  fetch  us  out  again  ^ 

And  every  one  a n Axe  to  cut  the  woods  dovvn.i 

Lof.  This  is  the  difmalfl:  night C-f-v/r. 

Enter  Alpholb. 

A'f . Where’s  m y Nag  now  ? ' 

And  what  make  I here  to  be  hang’d  f What  Devil 
Brought  me  into  this  danger  ? Is  there  ne’er  a hole, 

That  1 may  creep  in  deep  enough,  and  die  quickly  ? 

Ne’r  an  old  ditch  to  choke  in  ? I (hall  be  taken 
For  their  Commander  now,  their  Geneial, 

And  have  a commanding  Gallow  s fet  up  for  me 
As  high  as  a May-pole  •,  and  nally  Songs  made  on  me, 

[ Be  printed  with  a Pint-pot  and  a Dagger. 

They  are  all  kill’d  by  this  time  : Can  1 pray 
Let  me  fee  that  firlt : I have  too  much  fear  to  be  faithful. 
Where’s  all  my  State  now  ? I mull  go  hunt  for  Daughters  ^ 
Daughters,  and  Damfels  of  the  Lake,  damned  Daughters. 
A hundred  Crowns  for  a good  tod  of  Hay, 

Or  a fine  hollow  Tree,  that  would  contain  me  ; 

I hear  ’em  coming;  I feel  the  nooie  about  me. 

Enter  Sebei  to,  Curio,  Outlaws^  and  Jaques. 

Stb.  Why  do  you  fear,  and  fly  ? here  are  no  Souldiers ; 
None  from  the  King  to  vex  ye. 

\ Otitl.  The  Drum,  theDjum,  Sir. 

Cur.  1 never  faw  fuch  Pigeon  hearted  people : (there? 
What  Drum. ^ what  danger.^  who’s  that  that  fhakes  behind 
Mercy  upon  me,  Sir,  why.are  ye  fear’d  thus.^ 

Alp.  Are  w'c  all  kill’d,  no  mercy  to  be  hoped  for  f 
Am  1 not  fliot  do  you  think 
Seb.  You  are  ftrangely  frighted, 

. Shot  with  a fiddle-flick : who’s  here  to  fhoot  ye  ? 
t A drum  w'e  faw  indeed,  a boy  was  beating  it, 

And  hunting  Squirrels  by  Moon-light. 

Lop.  Notliingclfe,  Sir.^ 

Cur.  Not  any  thing:  no  other  perfon  flirting. 

Alp.  O that  1 had  that  boy:  this  is  that  Devil, 

That  fairy  Rogue,  that  haunted  me  iall  night } 

I H’as  fleeves  like  Dragons  wings. 

Seb.  A little  Foot-boy. 

Alp.  Come,  let’s  go  in,  and  let  me  get  my  cloaths  on  j 

If  ere  I flay  here  more  to  be  thus  martyr’d 

Did  ye  not  meet  the  wenCh  ? 

Seb.  No  fure,  we  met  her  not. 

Alp.  She  has  been  here  in  Boys  apparel.  Gentlemen, 

A gallant  thing,  and  famous  for  a Gentlewoman. 

And  all  her  face  patcht  over  for  difeovery : 

A Pilgrim  too,  and  thereby  hangsa  circumflance, 

That  Ihc  hath  plaid  her  maftcr  prize,  a rare  one. 

I came  too  Ihort. 

Cur.  Such  a young  Boy  we  met,  Sir. 

Alp.  In  a gray  Hat. 

Cur.  The  fame:  his  face  all  patcht  too. 

Alp.  ’Twas  fhc,  a rot  run  with  her ; (he,  that  rank  (he  *, 
Walk  in,  I’lctell  yeall , and  then  we’ll  part  again, 

But  get  fome  flotc  of  Wine : this  fright  fits  here  yet.  {Ex. 

Purer  Juletta. 

JhI.  What  a fright  I have  put  ’em  in ; what  a brave  hurry. 
Ifthis  do  bolt  him,  I’le  be  with  him  again 
With  a new  part,  was  never  play’d  •,  Tie  ferk  him. 

As  he  hunts  her,  fo  I’le  hunt  him:  ITc  claw  him. 

Now  will  1 feeif  Icancrofs  her  footing: 

Yet  flill  rie  watch  his  water,  he  (hall  pay  for’t ; 

And  when  he  thinks  moft  malice,  and  means  worfe. 

Tie  make  him  know  the  Marc’s  the  better  Horfe.  {Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Pedro,  and  a Gentleman. 

Gent.  Ye  area  ftranger.  Sir,  and  for  humanity. 

Being  come  within  our  walls,  I would  fhew  you  fomething. 
Ye  have  feen  the  Caftle  ? 


Fed.  Yes  Sir,  ’tis  a ftrong  one. 

And  well  maintain’d. 

Gent.  Why  are  you  flill  thus  fad,  Sir  ? 

How  do  ye  like  the  walks  ? 

’Ted.  They  are  very  pleafant ; 

Your  Town  ftands  cool  and  fweet. 

Gent.  But  that  I w'ould  not 
Afled  you  with  more  fadnefs,  I could  flievv  ye 
A place  worth  view. 

Fed.  Shows  feldom  alter  me,  Sir; 

Prayyefpeakit,  andthenlhewit. 

Gent.  ’Tisa  houfe  here 

Where  people  of  all  forts,  that  have  been  vifited 
With  Lunacies,  and  Follies  wait  their  cures. 

There’s  fancies  of  a thoufand  ftampsand  fafliions. 

Like  flies  in  feveral  fhapes  buz  round  about  ye. 

And  twice  as  many  gefiures  ^ fome  of  pity. 

That  it  would  make  yc  melt  to  fee  their  paflions ; 

And  fome  as  light  again,  that  would  content  ye. 

But  I fee,  Sir,  your  temper  is  too  modeft. 

Too  much  inclin’d  to  contemplation. 

To  meet  with  thefe  ? 

Fed.  You  could  not  pleafe  me  better^ 

And  I befcech  you.  Sir,  do  me  the  honour 
To  let  me  wait  upon  ye. 

Gent.  Since  ye  are  willing. 

To  me  it  fhall  be  a pleafure  to  conduct  ye. 

Ted.  I never  had  fuch  a mind  yet  to  fee  mifery.  f £,vf. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  two  Keepers. 

1 Keep.Cirry  mad  Befs  fome  meat,  fhe  roars  like  Thundery 
And  tic  the  Parfon  fhort,  the  Moon’s  i’th’  full, 

H’as  a thoufand  Pigs  in’s  brains.*  Who  looks  to  the  Prentice? 
Keep  him  from  Women,  he  thinks  h’as  loft  his  Miftris; 

And  talk  of  nofilk  fluffs,  ’twill  run  him  horn  mad. 

2 Keep.  The  Juflice  keeps  fuch  a ftir  yonder  with  his 

And  fuch  a coil  with  warrants.  (Charges, 

1 Keep.  Takeaway  his  Statutes*, 

The  Devil  has  pofTcft  him  in  the  likenefs 
Of  penal  Laws  *.  keep  him  from  A^ua  vitee^ 

For  if  that  fpirit  creep  into  his  Quorum^ 

He  will  commit  us  all : how  is  it  with  the  Scholar  ? 

2 Keep.  For  any  thing  1 fee,  he’s  in  his  right  wits. 

I Ar<-r;>.Thouartanafs;  in’srightwits,goodmancoxcomb? 
As  though  any  mandurft  be  in’s  right  wits,  and  be  here. 

It  is  as  much  as  wedare  be  that  keep  ’em. 

Enter  Englijh  madman. 

Engl.  Give  me  fome  drink. 

\ Keep.  O,  there’s  the  man, 

Engl.  Fill  me  a thoufand  pots,  and  froth  ’em,  froth  ’em. 
Down  0’  your  knees,  ye  Rogues,  and  pledge  me  roundly  *, 
One,  two,  three,  and  four  ^ we  fhall  all  be  merry  within  this 
To  the  great  Turk.  (hour. 

1 Keep.  Peace,  peace  thou  Heathen  drunkard 

Thefe  Engltjl)  arefo  Malt-mad, there’s  no  medling  with  ’em*, 
When  they  have  a fruitful  year  of  Early  there. 

All  the  whole  Ifland’s  thus. 

Engl.  A fnuff,  a fnuff,  a fnuff, 

A lewd  notorious  fnuff : give’t  him  again,  boy. 

Enter  Jhe-fool. 

Fool.  God-ye-good  even.  Gaffer. 

2 Keep.  Who  let  the  Fool  loole? 

1 Keep.  If  any  of  the  mad-men  take  her,  fhe  is  pepper’d. 
They’ll  bounce  her  loins. 

Fool.  Will  ye  walk  into  the  coal  houfe  ? 

1 Keep.  She  is  as  leacherous  too  as  a fhe- Ferret. 

2 Keep.  Whoa  vengeance  looks  to  her  ? gomKatey 
rie  give  thee  a fine  Apple. 

Fool.  Will  ye  bufs  me  ? 

And  tickle  me,  and  make  me  laugh  ? 

/i  Keep. 
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I Keep,  rie  whip  ye. 

Engl.  Fool,  fool,  come  up  to  me  fool. 

Fool.  Are  ye  peeping? 

Engl,  rie  get  thee  with  five  fools. 

Fool.  O fine,  O dainty.  , . 

Engl.  And  thou  fhalt  lie  In  a horfe-cloth,  like  a Lady. 
Fool.  And  (hall  1 have  a Coach  ? 

Engl.  Drawn  with  four  Turkeys, 

And  they  (hall  tread  thee  too. 

Foot  We  (hall  have  eggs  then ; 

And  (hall  I fit  upon  ’em  ? 

EngL  I,  I,  and  they  (hall  be  all  addle. 

And  make  an  admirable  Tanzey  for  the  Devil. 

Come,  cortie  away,  I am  taken  with  thy  love  fool. 

And  will  mightily  belabour  thee. 

1 Keep.  How  the  fool  bridles?  how  (he  twitters  at  him  ? 
Thefe  FngUfi  men  would  dagger  a wife  woman. 

If  we  (hould  fuffer  her  to  have  her  will  now, 

We  (hould  have  all  the  women  in  Spain  as  mad  as  (he  here. 

2 Keep.  They  would  drive  who  Ihould  be  mod  fool ; 
Aw'ay  with  her. 

Enter  AEaJler,  three  Gentlemen.,  a mad  Scholar,  and  Pedro. 

Fool.Pruy  ye  day  a littledet’s  hear  him  fing,h’as  a fine  bread. 
I Keep.  Here  comes  my  Mader;  tothefpitye  whore, 

And  ftir  no  more  abroad,  but  tend  your  bufinefs:^ 

You  (hall  have  no  more  (bps  i’th’  pan  elfe,  nor  no  Porridge  .- 
Befides,  I’le  whip  your  breech. 

Fool,  riego  in  prefently. 

I Cent.  I’le  alTure  ye,  Sir,  the  Cardinal’s  angry  with  ye 
: For  keeping  this  young  man. 

Mafi.  1 am  heartily  forty. 

If  ye  allow  him  found,  pray  ye  take  him  with  ye. 

I Cjent.  This  is  the  place,  and  now  obferve  their  humours. 
zGent.  We  can  find  nothing  in  him  light,  nor  tainted  ; 
Nodartings,  nor  no  rubs,  in  all  hisanfwers, 

In  all  his  Letters  nothing  but  difcretion, 

Learning,  and  handfome  ftile. 
i Mafi.  Be  not  deceived.  Sir, 

Mark  but  his  look. 

1 Gent.  His  grief,  and  his  imprifonraent 
May  (lamp  that  there. 

Ma^.  Pray  talk  with  him  again  then.  (enough, 

2 Cent.  That  will  be  needlefs,  we  have  tried  him  long 
And  if  he  had  a taint  we  (hould  have  met  with’t. 

Yet  to  difcharge  your  care 

Fed.  A fober  youth : 

Pity  fo  heavy  a cro(s  (hould  light  upon  him. 

2 Gent.  You  find  no  ficknefs? 

Schol.  None  Sir,  1 thank  Heaven, 

Nor  nothing  that  diverts  my  underdanding. 

1 Gent.  Do  you  deep  a nights  ? 

Schot  As  found,  and  fweet,  as  any  man. 
zGent.  Have  ye  no  fearful  dreams? 

Schol.  Sometimes,  as  all  have 
That  go  to  bed  with  raw  and  windy  domachs  •, 

Fife  I am  ail  one  piece. 

iGent.  Is  there  no  unkindnefs 
You  nave  conceiv’d  from  any  friend  or  parent  ? 

Or  fcorn  from  what  ye  lov’d  ? 

Schol.  No,  truely  Sir : 

1 I never  yet  was  mader  of  a faith 
So  poor,  and  weak,  to  doubt  my  friend  or  kindred, 

And  what  love  is,  unlefs  it  lie  in  learning 
I think  I am  ignorant. 

iCjent.  This  man  isperfeft, 

AciviJlerdifcoui  fer  1 ne’r  talk’d  with. 

Mafl.  You’l  find  it  otherwife. 

2 Gent.  I mud  tell  ye  true.  Sir, 

I think  y^-keep  him  here  to  teach  him  madnefs. 

Here’s  his  difcharge  from  my  Lord  Cardinal-, 

And  come  Sir,  -go  with  us. 

Schol.  I am  bound  unto  ye, 

Andfarcwel  Mader. 

* * 

-/  , 
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Mafi.  Fmtml  Stephano,  ' 

Alas  poor  man,  , , .... 

1 Gent,  What  flaws,  and  whirles  of  weather,  • 

Or  rather  dorms  have  been  aloft  thele  three  daies  % 

How  d ark,  and  hot,  and  full  of  mutiny .' 

And  dill  grows  louder. 

Mafi.  It  has  been  dubborn  weather.  ■ > < 

2 G'fwt.  Strange  work  at  Sea, I fear  me  there’s  old  tumbling. 

1 Qent.  Blefs  my  old  Unkles  Bark,  1 have  a venture. 

2 Gent.  And  I more  than  I would  widi  to  lofe. 

Schol.  Do  you  fear  ? 

2 ^ent.  Ha!  how  he  looks.?  . 

Mafi.  Nay,  mark  him  better  Gentlemen. 
zGent.  Mercy  upon  me:  how  his  eyes  are  altered  ? 

AFafi.  Now  tell  me  how  ye  like  him  ; whether  now 
He  be  that  perfecd  man  ye  credited? 

Schot  Do’s  the  Sea  dagger  ye  ? 

^StFafi.  ^Now  je  have  hit  the  nick. 

Schot  Do  ye  fear  the  billows  ? 

1 Gent.  What  ails  him?  who  has  dir’d  him  ? 

Schot  Benotfhaken, 

Nor  let  the  finging  of  the  dorm  (hoot  through  ye. 

Let  it  blow  on,  blow  on:  let  the  clouds  wradle. 

And  let  the  vapours  of  the  earth  turn  mutinous. 

The  Sea  in  hideous  mountains  rife  and  tumble 
Upon  a Dolphins  back.  Tie  make  all  tremble. 

For  I am  Neptune. 

Mafi.  Now  what  think  ye  of  him  ? 

ZGent.  Alas  poor  man. 

Schol.  Your  Bark  (hall  plough  through  all. 

And  not  a Surge  fo  faucy  to  didiirb  her. 

I’le  fee  her  fafe,  my  power  (hall  fail  before  her. 

Down  ye  angry  waters  all, 

Te  loudwhifiltng  whirlewinds  fall', 

Down  ye  proud  Waves,  ye  fiorms  ceafe 
I commanfl  ye,  be  at  peace. 

Fright  not  with  your  churlijh  Notes, 

Nor  bruife  the  Keel  of  ISark.  that  fiotei  : 

No  devouring  Fifh  come  nigh. 

Nor  Monfier  in  my  Empery, 

Once  fisew  his  head,  or  terror  bring  j 
But  let  the  xveary  Saylor  fing  : 

Amphttrite  with  white  arms 
Strike  my  Lute,  Vie  fing  Charms. 

Mafi.  He  mud  have  Mufick  now : I mud  obferve  him. 
His  fit  will  grow  too  full  el(e.  [^Mufick.,  Song, 

2 Gent.  1 mud  pity  him. 

Mafi.  Now  he  will  in  himfelf  mod  quietly. 

And  clean  forget  all,  as  he  had  done  nothing. 

I Gent.  We  are  forry.  Sir .-  and  we  have  feen  a wonder 
From  this  hour  we’ll  believe,  and  fo  we’ll  leave  ye.  [£w. 
Fed.  This  was  a drange  fit. 

Mafi.  Did  ye  mark  him,  Sir  ? 

Fed.  He  rhight  have  cozen’d  me  with  his  behaviour. 
Mafi.  Many  have  fworn  him  right,  and  I have  thought  fo; 
Yet  on  afudden,  from  fome  word,  or  other. 

When  no  man  could  expeU;  a fir,  he  has  flown  out  .• 

I dare  not  give  him  will. 

Enter  Alinda. 

Fed.  Pray  Heaven  recover  him. 

Alin.  Mud  I come  in  too? 

Mafi.  No,  my  pretty  Lad  ; 

Keep  in  thy  Chamber  Boy  •,  ’(lialt  have  thy  fupper. 

Fed.  I pray  ye  what  is  he.  Sir? 

Mafi.  A drange  Boy,  that  lad  night 
Was  found  i’th’  Town,  a little  craz’d,  didraded, 

And  fo  Cent  hither. 

Fed.  How  the  pretty  Knave  looks. 

And  plays,  and  peeps  upon  me ! fure  fuch  eyes  ^ 

I have  (een,  and  lov’d .-  what  fair  hands  ? certainly  - 
Mafi.  Good  Sir,  you’l  make  him  worfe. 

Fed.  I pray  believe  not. 
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Alas,  why  /hold  1 hurt  him  ? how  he  frailes ! 

T.he  very  ihape,  and  fweetnefs  of  cyiliyjda : 

Let  me  look  once  again : were  it  in  fuch  clothes 
As  when  I faw  her  laft  j this  mu/l  be  /he. 

How  tenderly  it  ftroaks  me  ? 

Mafl.  Pray  ye  be  mild  Sir  ^ 

I muft  attend  ellewhere,  C Bxit. 

Fed.  Pray  yebefecureSir, 

What-  would  ye  fay  ? how  my  heart  beats  and  trembles 
He  holds  -me  hard  by  th’  hand  •,  O my  life,  her  fle/h  too ! 
i know  not  what  to  think her  tears,  her  true  ones  ; 

Pure  orient  tears : Hark,  do  you  know  me  little  one  ? 

O Pedro  Pedro ! 

Fed.  O my  foul  / 

Gent.  What  fit’s  this? 

The  Pilgrim’s  off  the  hooks  too. 

.Altn.  Let  me  hold  thee, 

And  now  come  all  the  world, and  all  that  hate  me. 

Ped.PtQ  wife,and  not difeovered : O how  I love  ye ! 

How  do  ye  now.? 

j4lin.  I have  been  miferable  •, 

But  your  molt  vertuous  eyes  have  cur’d  me,  Pedro : 

Pray  ye  think  it  no  immode/ty,  I kifs  ye, 

My  head’s  wild  /till. 

Fed.  Be  not  fo  full  of  pa/l'ion, 

Nor  do  not  hang  fo  greedily  upon  me  *, 

’Twill  be  ill  taken. 

yilin.  Are  ye  weary  of  me.? 

1 will  hang  here  eternally,  kifs  ever. 

And  weep  away  for  joy. 

Enter  ALtjler, 

AEifier.  1 told  ye  Sir, 

What  ye  would  do  ;for  lh«nme  do  not  alHuft  him 
You  have  drawn  his  fit  upon  him  fearfully; 

Either  dcpait,  and  prcftucly  •,  Pie  force  ye  clfc. 

Who  waits  within  .? 

Enter  two  Keepers  to  fetch  ’cw  off". 

Fed.  Alas  good  Sir.  ^ 

This  is  the  way  never  to  hope  recovery.  ( Governour, 
APafi.  Stay  but  one  minute  more,  I’le  complain  to  th< 
Bring  in  the  boy:  do  you  fee  how  he  fwells,and  tears  himfclf? 
Is  this  your  cure?  Begone-,  if  the  boy  mifearry 

Let  me  ne’r  find  you  more,  for  I’le  fo  hamper  ye 

Cent.  Y ou  were  to  blame : too  rafii. 

Fed.  Farewel  for  ever.  C Exeunt. 


jiflus  Qjiartiis.  Scetit  Trima. 

Enter  Alphonfo,  Gent.  Juletta. 


Gent, 


O U are  n»w  within  a mile  o’th’  Town  Sir .-  if 
Y ( my  bufinefs 

Would  give  me  leave,  I would  turn  and  wait  upon  ye  ^ 

But  for  luch  Gentlemen  as  you  enquire  of, 

Certain,!  faw  none  fuch : But  for  the  boy  ye  fpoke  of, 

I will  not  fay  ’tis  he,  but  fuch  a one  -, 
juft  of  that  height. 

./dlph.  In  fuch  clothes  ? 

Gent.  1 much  miftakc  elfe, 

Was  lent  in  th’  other  night,  a little  maddi/h , 

And  where  luch  people  waittheir  cures 

.^Iph.  1 underftand  ye. 

Cjent.  There  you  may  quickly  know. 

.Alph.  I thank  ye  Sir. 

JhI.  So  do  I too : and  if  there  be  fuch  a place> 

I ask  no  more  .-  but  you  /hall  hear  more  of  me. 

She  may  be  there,  and  you  may  play  the  tyrant ; 

I’le  /ee  what  I can  do : 1 am  almoft  foundred 
In  follow'inghim  •,and  yet  I’le  never  leave  hiin, 

’le  crawl  of  all  four  fir/k ; my  caufe  is  meritorious, 


And  come  what  can  come. 

Gent.  All  you  have  told  me  is  certain  \ 

Complexion,  and  all  elfe. 

y4lph.  It  may  be  /he  then  y 
And  Pie  fo  fumble  her : is  /he  grown  mad  now  ? 

Is  her  blood  fet  fo  high ,?  I’le  have  her  madded, 

Pie  have  her  worm’d. 

>/.  Mark  but  the  end,  old  Mafter, 

If  thou  beeft  not  lick  o’th*  Bots  within  thefe  five  hours, 
j And  kickft  and  roar’ll  j Pie  make  ye  fart  fire,  Signior. 

Enter  Alinda,  as  a fool. 

Gent.  Here’s  one  o’th’  houfe,  a fool,  an  idiot  Sir  y 
May  be  file  is  going  home  \ Ihe’l  be  a guide  to  ye  .- 
And  lb  I kifs  your  hand.  f Exit, 

ypph.  1 am  your  fervant. 

Jhn.  O now  I am  loft,  loft,  loft.  Lord,  how  I tremble  ! 
My  Father,  arm’d  in  all  his  hates  and  angers  i 
This  is  more  mifery  than  I have  fcap’d  yet. 
udlph.  Fool , fool. 

yPltn.  He  knows  me  not ; will  ye  give  me  two  pence  ? 
And  gaffer,  here’s  a Crow-flower,  andaDaziej 
I have  fome  pie  in  my  pocket  too. 

.^Iph.  This  is  an  arrant  fool, 

An  ignorant  thing. 
jPlm.  Believe  fo,  and  lam  happy. 
xilph.  Doft  thou  dwell  in  Sigovta.^  fool  ? 

Aim.  No  no,  I dwell  in  Heaven. 

And  I have  a fine  little  houfe,  made  of  Marmalad. 

And  I am  a lone  woman,  and  I fpin  for  Saint  Peter  ; (me. 
I have  a hundred  little  children,  and  they  fing  Pfalms  with 
Alp.  ’Tis  pity  this  pretty  thing  Ihould  wantunderftanding. 
But  why  do  I ifand  talking  with  a coxcombe .? 

If  I do  find  her,  if  I light  upon  her, 

I’le /'ay  no  more.  Isthisthe  way  to  th’ Town,  fool? 

AUn.  You  muft  go  over  the  top  of  that  high  ftecple,  Gaf- 
A p.  A plagae  o’ your  fools  face.  (fer 

Jnl.  No,  take  her  counfel.  (over, 

Alin.  And  then  you  fiiall  come  to  a River  twenty  mile 
And  twenty  mile  and  ten .-  and  then  you  muft  pray,  Gaffer 
And  ftill  you  muft  pray,  and  pray. 

Ap.  Fray  Heaven  deliver  me 
From  fuch  an  afs  , as  thou  art. 

Aim.  Amen,  /vveet  Gaffer. 

And  fling  a fop  of  Suger  cake  into  it ; 

And  then  you  muft  leap  in  naked. 
fnl.  Would  he  would  believe  her. 

Aim.  And  fink  fevendaies  together-,  can  ye  fink  gaffer  ? 
Alp.  Yes  coxcomb,yes  prethee  farewel .-  a pox  on  thee. 
A plague  o’  that  fool  too,  that  fet  me  upon  thee. 

Aim.  And  then  Pie  bring  you  a fup  of  Milk  /hall  ferve  ye: 
I am  going  to  get  Apples. 

Alp.  Go  to  th’  Devil  .- 
Was  ever  man  tormented  with  a puppy  thus  ? 

Thou  tell  me  news  ? thou  be  a guide  ? 

Aim.  And  then  Nunkle (rail  now 

Alph.  Prethee  keep  on  thy  way  (goodNaunt)  I could 
Thefe  ten  hours  at  mine  own  improvidence : 

Get  Apples,  and  be  choak’d  : farewel.  f Exit. 

AUn.  Farewel  Nunkle. 

Jsd.  I rejoyce  in  any  thing  that  vexes  him  ; 

And  1 /hall  love  this  fool  extreamly  for’t ; 

Could  1 but  fee  my  Miftris  now,  to  tell  her 
Howl  have  truly,  honcftly  wrought  for  her, 

How  I have  worn  my  felf  away,  to  ferve  her. 

Fool,  there’s  a Royal  for  the  fport  thoumad’ft  me, 
Incro/fing  that  old  fool,  that  parted  from  thee. 

Aim.  Thou  art  honeft  fin  e but  yet  thou  muft  not  fee  me  : 
I thank  ye  little  Gentleman : Heaven  blcfs  ye 
And  Pie  pray  for  ye  too : pray  ye  keep  this  Nutmeg. 

’T  was  fent  me  from  the  Lady  of  the  Mountain, 

A golden  Lady. 

Jnl.  How  prettily  it  prattles ! 

Altn.  ’Tis  very  good  to  rub  your  underftanding : 

And 


The  Pilgrim, 


And  fogood  night,  the  Moon’s  up. 

JhI.  Pretty  innocent. 

Aim.  Now  fortune,  if  thou  darfldogood,  proted:  me. 

Jul.  ril  follow  him  to  yond’Town  •,he  fhall  not’fcape  me. 
Stay,  I muft  counterfeit  a Letter  by  the  way  firft,  (elfe, 
And  one  that  mufi:  carry  fome  credit  with  it;  I am  wide 
And  all  this  to  no  purpofe  that  1 aim  at. 

A Letter  muft  be  had,  and  neatly  handled ; 

And  then,  if  Goodwife  Fortune  do  not  fail  me, 

Have  at  his  Skirts;  I lhall  worfe  anger  him 
Than  ever  1 have  done,  and  worfe  torment  him. 

It  does  me  good  to  think  how  I lhall  conjure  him, 

And  crucifie  his  crabbednefs ; he’s  my  Mailer, 

But  that’sall  one  ; I’ll  lay  that  on  the  left  hand, 

He  would  now  perfecute  my  harmlefs  Miltrifs, 

A fault  without  forgivenefs,  as  I take  it ; 

And  under  that  bold  Banner  flies  my  vengeance, 

A meritorious  War,  and  lb  I’ll  make  it. 

I’th’name  of  innocence,  what’s  this  the  fool  gave  me? 

She  faid  ’twas  good  to  rub  my  underllanding . nut  ( 

What  llrange  Concealment  ? Bread  or  Cheefe,  or  a Chef- 
Ha  ! ’tis  a Ring,  a pretty  Ring,  a right  one ; 

A Ring  I know  too!  the  very  fame  Ring -, 

O admirable  Blockhead  I O bale  Eyes! 

A Ring  my  Millrifs  took  from  me,  and  wore  it ; 

I know  it  by  the  Polie  .- 

None  could  deliver  this,  but  Ihe  her  felf  too ; 

Ami  twice  land-blind  ? twice  fo  near  the  BlelTing 
I wou’d  arrive  at  ? and  block-like  never  know  it  ? 

I am  veng’ance  angry,  but  that  fliall  light  on  thee. 

And  heavily,  and  quickly,  1 pronounce  it ; 

There  are  fo  many  crofs  ways,  there’s  no  followjing  her ; 
And  yet  I mull  not  now ; I hope  Ihe  is  right  Hill, 

For  all  her  outward  Ihew,  for  fure  Ihe  knew  me ; 

And  in  that  hope,  fome  few  hours  I’ll  forget  her.  \iExit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Roderigo. 

Rod.  She  is  not  to  be  recovered,  which  I vex  at ; 

And  he  beyond  my  veng’ance,  which  torments  me  ; 

O ! I am  fool’d  and  fleighted,  made  a Rafcal ; 

My  hopes  are  flatter’d,  as  my  prefent  fortunes ; 

U'hy  Ihould  I wander  thus,  and  play  the  Coxcomb  ? 

Tire  out  my  peace  and  pleafure  fora  Girl  ? 

A Girl  that  (corns  me  too  } a thing  that  hates  me  ? 

And  conlidered  at  the  belt,  is  but  a fliort  Breakfaft 
For  a hot  appetite why  Ihould  I walk  and  walk  thus  ? 

And  fret  my  felf,  and  travel  like  a Carrier,  (me. 

And  peep,  and  watch  ? want  Meat,  and  Wine,  to  cherilh 
When  thoufand  women  may  be  had,  ten  thouland. 

And  thank  me  too,  and  1 lit  Rill : well,  trim  Beauty 
And  Challity,  and  all  that  feem  tbruine  me. 

Let  me  not  take  ye,  let  me  not  come  near  ye. 

For  I’ll  fo  trim  ye.  I’ll  fobullle  with  ye  *, 

’Tis  not  the  name  of  Virgin  lhall  redeem  ye. 

I’ll  change  that  property  • nor  tears,  nor  angers ; 

I bear  a hate  about  me  fcorns  thofe  follies. 

To  find  this  Villain  too,  for  there’s  my  main  prize  ; 

And  if  he  fnap  me  then. 

Enter  Alinda. 

, AUnd.  Is  not  that  Tedro  ? 

’Tis  he,  ’tis  he  .-  O! 

Rod.  What  art  thou  .? 

Altnd.  Ha  ? now,  now,  now, 

O now  moll  miferable. 

Rod.  What  a Devil  art  thou? 

A.'in.  No  end  of  my  misfortunes.  Heaven? 

Rod.  Whatantick? 

Speak  Puppet,  (peak. 

Almd.  That  habit  to  betray  me? 

Ye  holy  Saints,  can  ye  fee  this? 

■ ■—  ■ ..  — — ■■■.,  ■ 
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Rod.  It  danceth ; 

The  Devil  in  a Fools  Coat,  is  he  turn’d  Innocent  > 

What  mops  and  mows  it  makes ! heigh ! how  it  frisketh  ? 

Is’t  not  a Fairy,  or  fome  fmall  Hobgoblin  ? 

It  has  a mortal  face,  and  I have  a great  mind  to  it. 

But  if  it  Ihould  prove  the  Devil  then. 
e^/m.  Come  hither. 

Rod.  1 think  ’twill  ravilh  me, 

It  is  a handfome  thing,  but  horribly  Sun-burnt , 

What’s  that  it  points  at .? 

Alin.  Dolt  thou  lee  that  liar  there. 

That  jull  above  the  Sun  ? 

Prithee  go  thither,  and  light  me  this  Tobacco, 

And  llopit  with  the  horns  o’th’  Moon. 

Rod.  The  thing’s  mad, 

Abominably  mad,  her  brains  are  butter’d. 

Go  fleep,  fool,  lleep. 

Aim.  Thou  canll  not  fleep  fofweetly; 

For  fo  I can  fay  my  Prayers,  and  then  Humber. 

I am  not  fronds  nor  full  of  Wincy 
This  little  Flower  will  make  me  fine  \ 

(ruel  in  Hearty  for  I will  cry, 

If  I fee  a Sparrow  dye  ; 

I am  not  watchful  to  do  ill, 

Tfor  gloriomto  purfueit  fiiU'y 
Tfor  pit t left  to  thoje  that  weep  ; 

Such  as  aroy  bid  them  go  feep. 

Do,  do,  do,  and  lee  if  they  can. 

Pod.  It  faid  true. 

I feel  it  fink  into  me  forcibly  ; 

Sure  ’tis  a kind  of  Sibyly  fome  mad  Prophet 
1 feel  ray  wildnefs  bound,  and  fetter’d  in  me. 

Aim.  Give  me  your  hand,  and  I’ll  tell  yon  what’s  yotir 
Rod.  Here,  prithee  fpeak.  (fortune. 

Alin.  Fye,  fye,  fye,  fye,  fye. 

V\’a.fli  your  hands,  and  pare  your  nails,  and  look  finely; 

You  fhall  never  kifs  the  Kings  Daughter  elfe. 

Rod.  I walh ’emdaily. 

Alin,  But  ftill  you  foul  ’eip  falter. 

Rod.  This  goes  nearer. 

A'in.  You’ll  have  two  Wives. 

Rod.  TwoW'ives.^ 

Aim.  I,  two  fine  Gentlewomen, 

Make  much  of ’em;for  they’ll  flick  dole  to  you, Sir ; 

And  thefe  two,  in  two  days. 

Rod.  That’s  a fine  Riddle. 

Alin.  To  day  you  lliall  wed  forrow. 

And  repentance  will  come  tomorrow. 

Rod.  Sure  Ihe’s  infpired. 

Alin.  I’ll  ling  ye  a fine  Song,  Sir. 

He  Called  down  his  merry  men  ally 
By  one y bytwoy  by  three, 

William  would  fain  have  been  the  firft 
Tut  now  the  lafi  ts  he. 

Rod.  This  the  meet  Chronicle  of  my  milhaps.  (yonder, 
Alin.  I’ll  bid  you  goodev’n,  for  my  Boat  flays  forme 
And  I muft  flip  with  the  Moon  to  Night  in  the  Mediterrane- 
um.  [_Exit, 

Rod.  When  fools  and  mad  folks  will  be  Tutors  tome; 
And  feel  my  fores,  yet  1 unfenfible ; 

Sure  it  was  fet  by  Providence  upon  me 
To  fleer  my  heart  right,  I am  wondrous  weary. 

My  thoughts  too,  which  add  more  burthen  to  me; 

I have  been  ill,  and  (which  is  worfe)  purfu’d  it, 

And'flill  runon;  I mull  think  better,  nobler; 

And  be  another  thing,  or  not  at  all. 

Enter  four  Tefants; 

Still  I grow  heavier,  heavier.  Heaven  defend  me  j 
I’ll  lye  down,  and  take  reft ; and  goodnefs  guard  me. 

1 Pef.We  have  ’fcap’d  to  day  welljcertain  if  the  Out-laws  : 
Had  known  we  had  been  flirting,  we  had  paid  for’t. 

2 Pef.  ’Plague  on ’em,  they  have  rob’d  me  thrice.  , 
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3 Pef.  And  me  five  times.* 

i Belide  they  made  my  Daughter  one  of  us  too 

■ An  arrant  Drum ; O,  they  are  the  lewdeft  Ratals, 
j The  Captain  fuch  a damn’d  piece  of  iniquitie : 

! But  we  are  far  enough  off'on  ’em,  that’s  the  belt  on’t, 

1 They  cannot  hear. 

I 4.  Tliey’Je  come  to  me  familiarly 
And  eat  up  all  I have  ; drink  up  my  wine  toQ, 

And  if  there  be  a Servant  that  contents  ’em, 

Let  her  keel  hold,  they’l  give  her  Stowage  enough  : 

VVe  have  no  Children  now,  but  Thieves,  and  Outlaws. 

The  very  Brats  in  their  Mothers  bellies  have  their  qualities. 
They’l  fteal  into  the  world. 

I.  Would  we  had  fome  of  ’em  here. 

3.  1,  o’  that  condition  we  could  Mailer  ’em. 

They  are  Iturdy  knaves. 

3.  A Devil  take  their  Iturdinefs, 

W’c  can  neither  keep  our  wives  from  ’em  nor  our  States, 

We  pay  the  Rent,  and  they  polfefs  the  benefit. 

1.  What’s  this  lies  here  is  itdrunk,  or  fober 
It  fleeps,  andfoundly  too. 

2.  ’Tis  an  old  w’oman 

That  keeps  Ihecp  hereabouts.-  it  turns, and  llretches. 

4.  Do’s  fhe  keep  Ibecp  with  a Ivvord  ? 

3.  It  has  a Beard  too. 

1.  Peace,  peace;  it  is  the  Devi!  T^deri^o, 

Peace  of  all  hands,  and  look. 

2.  ’Tis  he. 

3.  Speak  foftly. 

4 Now  we  may  fit  him. 

•3.  Stay,  Hay.-  let’s  be  provident. 

1.  Kill  him,  and  wake  him  then. 

4.  Let  me  come  to  him, 

Ev’n  one  blow  at  his  pate,  if  c’re  he  wake  more. 

3.  So,  fo,  fo,  lay  that  by. 

2.  1 mult  needs  kill  him. 

It  ftands  with  my  reputation. 

3.  Stand  off,  1 fay  ; 

And  let  us  fome  way  make  him  fure  ; then  torture  him. 

To  kill  him  prefently,  has  no  pleafure  in’t. 

U’as  been  tormenting  of  us,  at  lealt  this  twelve  montth. 

Rod.  Oh  me ! 

j4U.  He  comes : he  comes. 

4.  Has  he  no  Guns  about  him 

3.  Softly  again:  no,  no:  take  that  hand  eafily, 

And  tye  it  fait  there  : that  to  th’  other  bough  there. 

Fait,  fait,  and  cafie  left  he  wake. 

2.  Have  we  got  ye  ? 

This  was  a benefit  we  never  aim’d  at. 

3.  Out  with  your  knives,  and  let’s  carve  this  Cockthief, 
j Daintily  carve  him. 

2.  1 would  he  had  been  u fed  thus 

j Ten  year  agoe  ; we  might  have  thought  we  had  children. 

3.  O,  that  Sir  NicIjoIm  now  our  Prielt  were  here, 

■ What  a fweet  Homily  would  he  fay  over  him, 

i For  ringing  all  in,  with  his  wife  in  the  Bell  frcy  .J* 

I He  would  Hand  upftiliegirt,  now  pounce  him  lightly 
And  as  he  roars,  and  rages,  let’s  go  deeper ; 

Come  near  .-  you  are  dim-ey’d : on  with  your  fpeiftacUs. 

Rod.  O,  what  torments  me  thus  ? what  Oaves,  what 
1 O fpare  me,  do  not  murther  me.  ( villains  ? 

! 3.  We’l  but  tickle  ye, 

[ You  have  tickled  us  at  all  points, 
j 4.  VV'here  are  his  Smblemes  ? 

Enter  Pedro, 

Rod.  As  ye  are  men,  and  OnifUaus. 

2.  Yes  we  hear  ye. 

And  you  lhall  hear  of  us  too.  ^ 

Rod.  Oh  no  mercy. 

Red-  What  noife  is  this  ? what  roar  ? 1 cannot  find  her. 
She  is  got  free  again  .*  but  where,  or  which  way  ? 

Rod.  O villains,  beafts. 

; Red.  Murdering  a man,  ye  Raftals  ? 

/f  I.  p ■■  ■ * - 


Ye  inhumane  flaves,  off,  off,  and-leave  this  cruelty. 

Or  as  I am  a Gentleman : do  ye  brave  me  ? 

Then  have  among  ye  all,  ye  Haves,  ye  cowards, 

Take  up  that  fword,  andftand.-  ftay  ye  bafe  rafcals. 

Ye  cut-throat  rogues. 

M.  Away,  away.  C £.vf Pef. 

Red.  Ye  dog- whelps.  j 

Rod.  0,1  am  now  more  wretched  far,  than  ever. 

Red.  A violence  to  that  habit  ? ha  'iRoderioo, 

V\'hat  makes  he  here,  thus  clad  ? is  it  repentance, 

Or  only  a fair  Ihew  to  guile  his  mifehiefs? 

Rod.  This  benefit  has  made  me  lhamc  to  fee  him. 

To  know  him,  blulh. 

Red.  You  are  not  much  hui  t|? 

Rod.  No  Sir  3 

All  I can  call  a hurt,  flicks  in  my  confciencc. 

That  pricks  and  tortures' me. 

Red.  Have  ye  confider’d 
The  nature  of  thefe  men,  and  how  they  us’d  ye  ? 

Was  it  fair  play  did  it  appear  to  you  handfom? 

Rod.  I dare  not  fpeak : or  if  1 do  ’tis  nothing 
Can  bring  me  off,  or  juftifie  me. 

Red.  Was  it  noble  " 

To  be  o’re-laid  with  odds,  and  violence  ? 

Manly,  or  brave  in  thefe  thus  toopprefs  ye.^ 

Do  you  blulh  at  this,in  fuch  as  are  meer  ludenefs. 

That  have  ftopt  fouIs,that  never  knew  things  gentle  ? 

And  dare  you  glorifie  worlc  in  your  felf  Sir  ? 

Yc  us’d  me  with  much  honour,  and  I thank  ye, 

In  this  I have  requited  fome ; ye  know  me ; 

Come  turn  not  back,yc  muft,andyc  (hall  know  me*, .. 

Had  I been  over  feafon’d  with  bafe  anger. 

And  fuited  all  occafions  to  my  mifehiefs, 
Borenorcipedtohonefty,  Religion, 

No  faith,  no  common  tye  of  man,  humanity, 

: Had  1 had  in  me,  but  given  reins,  and  licence 
Toatempeftuous  will,  as  wild  as  winter, 

Thisday,  know  Rodert^o,  Ihadfet 
As  fmall  a price  upon  thy  life  and  fortunes. 

As  thou  didft  lately  on  mine  innocence  j 
But  I referve  thee  to  a nobler  fcrvice. 

Rod.  I thank  ye,  and  Tie  ftudy  more  to  honour  ye  : 

Y ou  have  the  nobler  foul , 1 muft  confefs  it, 

And  arc  the  greater  Mailer  of  your  goodntfs. 

Though  it  be  impolfible  1 would  now  recover, 

.And  my  rude  will  grow  handfom  in  an  inftant. 

Yet  touching  but  the  purenefs  of  your  metal. 

Something  lhall  Ihew  like  gold,  at  Icaft  lhall  gliftcr. 

That  men  may  hope,  although  the  mind  be  rugged, 
Stony,and  hard  to  work,  yet  time,  and  honour 
Shall  find  and  bring  forth  that,  that’s  rich  and  worthy. 

Red.  I’le  trie  that : and  toth’  purpofe  *.  ye  told  me  Sir 
In  noble  emulation,  fo  I take  it  *, 

Tie  put  your  hatred  far  off,  and  forget  it , 

You  had  a fair  defirc  to  try  my  valour ; 

Y ou  feem’d  to  court  me  to  it ; you  have  found  a time, 

.A  weapon  in  your  hand,  an  equal  enemy, 

That,  as  he  puts  this  ofT,  putsolfall  injuries. 

And  only  now  for  honours  fake  defies  yc  : 

Now,  as  you  are  a man,  1 know  you  are  valiant. 

As  you  are  gentle  bred,  a Souldier  fafhioned. 

Rod.  His  vertue  ftartl^  me.  I dare  fight  Redro. 

Rid.  And  as  you  have  a Miflris  that  you  honour, 

Mark  me,  a Miflris. 

Rod.  Ha? 

Red.  A handfome  Miflris, 

As  you  dare  hold  your  felf  deierving  of  her. 

Rod.  Deferving  ? what  a word  was  that  to  fire  me  ? 

Red.  I could  compel  ye  now  without  this  circumflance, 
But  I’le  deal  free,  and  fairly,  like  a Gentleman : 

As  ye  are  worthy  of  the  name  ye  carry, 

A daring  man. 

Rod.  O that  I durfl  not  fufler : 

For  all  1 dare  do  HOW,  implies  but  penance, 

Red. 


The  ^ilg  rim. 
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I'ed,  Now  do  me  noble  right. 

^od.  rilfatisfie  ye; 

Bucnotby  th’fword,  pray  you  hear  me,  and  allow  me  •, 
I have  been  rude ; but  lhall  I be  a Monlter, 

And  teach  my  Sword  to  hurt  that  that  preferv’d  me  ? 
Though  I be  rough  by  nature,  lhall  my  name 
Inherit  that  eternal  ftain  of  barbarous  ? 

Give  me  an  enemy,  a thing  that  hates  ye. 

That  never  heard  of  yet,  nor  felt  your  goodnefs. 

That  isone  main  antipathy  to  fweetnefs  •, 

And  let  me  on,  you  cannot  hold  me  Coward  i 
If  I have  ever  err’d,  *thas  been  in  hazard  ^ 

The  temper  of  my  Sword  ftarts  at  your  Vertue, 

And  will  flye  off,  nay  it  will  weep  to  light  ye*, 

Things  excellently  mingled,  and  of  pure  nature. 

Hold  facred  Love,  and  peace  with  one  another. 

See  how  it  turns. 

Fed.  This  is  a ftrange  Converfion  : 

And  can  ye  fail  your  Millrifs  ? can  ye  grow  cold 
In  fuch  a cafe  ? 

Rod.  Thofe  heats  that  they  add  to  us,  • 

(O  noble  Fedro)  let  us  feel  ’em  rightly. 

And  rightly  but  confider  how  they  move  us.  d 
Fed.  Is  not  their  honour  ours  ? ■; 

Rod.  If  they  be  vertuous. 

And  then  the  Sword  adds  nothing  to  their  luftre. 

But  rather  calls  in  queltion  what’s  not  doubted  ^ 

If  they  be  not,  the  bell  Swords,  and  bell  valours 
Can  never  fight  ’em  up  to  fame  again  *, 

No,  not  aChriltian  War,  and  that’s  held  pious. 

Fed.  How  bravely  now  he  is  tempered  ! I mult  fight. 
And  rather  make  it'honourable,  than  angry, 

I would  not  task  thofe  fins  to  me  committed.  (’em. 

Rod.  You  cannot,  Sir,  you  have  call  thofe  by:  difearded 
And  in  a noble  mind,  folow,  and  loofely 
To  look  back,  and  colledt  fuch  lumps,  and  lick  ’em 

Into  new  horrid  forms  again 

Fed.  Still  braver. 

Rod.  To  fight,  becaufe  I dare,  were  worfe  and  weaker 
Than  if  I had  a woman  in  my  caufe.  Sir, 

And  more  proclaim’d  me  fool  .*  yet  I mull;  confefs 
I have  been  covetous  of  all  occafions, 

And  this  1 have  taken  upon  trull:.  Tor  noble. 

The  more  fijame  mine  .*  devife  a way  to  fight  thus. 

That  like  the  wounded  air,  no  bloud  may  ilTue, 

Nor  where  the  Sword  (hall  enter,  no  loll;  fpir it, 

And  fet  me  on  : I would  not  fcare  that  body. 

That  vertuous,  valiant  body,  nor  deface  it 
Tomake-thc  Kingdom  mine ; if  one  mull  bleed, 

Let  me  be  both  the  Sacrifice  and  Altar, 

And  you  the  Prielt  -,  I have  deferv’d  to  fuffer. 

Fed.  The  noble now  I call  ye. 

And  thus  my  love  lhall  ever  count,  and  hold  ye,  _ 

Rod.  I am  your  fervant.  Sir,  and  now  this  habit. 
Devotion,  not  dillrufl:  (hall  put  upon  me. 

I’ll  wait  upon  your  lortunes,  that’s  my  way  now. 

And  where  you  grieve,  or  joy,  I’ll  be  a Partner. 

Fed.  I thank  ye.  Sir,  I lhall  be  too  proud  of  ye, 

0 I could  tell  ye  Itrange  things. 

Rod.  I guefs  at  ’em. 

And  I could  curfe  my  felf,  I made  ’em  llranger  ^ 

Yet  my  mind  fays  you  are  not  far  from  happinefs. 

Fed.  It  lhall  be  welcome ; come,  let’s  keep  upthusllill. 
And  be  as  we  appear  *,  Heavens  hand  may  blefs  us. 

[_E.veH>7t. 

SCENE  HI. 

Enter  Alphonfo,  tJ^afier  and  Keepers. 

, Mafl.  Yes,  Sir,  here  be  fuch  people;  but  how  pleafing 
They  will  appear  to  yon. 
j4lph.  ’Pray  kt  me  fee ’em,  • 

1 come  to  that  end  ^ ’pray  let  mefee ’em  all.  (ward, 

Mafl.  They  will  confound  ye,  Sir,  like  Bells  rung  back- 
They  are  nothing  but  Confufion,  and  nicer  Noifes. 


■ ^Iph.  May  be  i love  a noife ; but  hark  ye.  Sir, 

Have  ye  no  Boys  ^ handfbme  young  Boys  ? 

Mafl.  Yes,  one.  Sir, 

A very  handfome  Boy. 

.Alph.  Long  here  ? 

Mafl.  But  two  days;  'j 

A little  crazed  ; but  much  hope  of  recovery. 

^Ip.  I,  that  B6y,  let  me  fee,  may  be  I know  him. 

That  Boy  I fay  *,  this  is  the  Boy  he  told  me  of. 

And  it  mufc  need  be  ihe  ; that  Boy,  I befeech  ye,  Sir, 

That  Boy  I come  to  fee. 

tJMafi.  And  ye  lliall  fee  him ; 

Or  any  elfe : but  pray  be  not  too  violent.  (cies  *, 

adlph.  I know,  what  to  do,  I warrant  ye  ; lara/or  allfan- 
I can  talk  to  ’em,  and  difpute. 

I Keep.  Asmadly; 

For  they  are  very  mad,  Sir. 

adlph.  Let ’em  be  horn  mad.  (their  own.  Sir, 

1 Keep.  We  have  few  Citizens : they  have  Bedlams  of 
And  are  mad  at  their  own  charges. 

yilph.  Who  lyes  here  ? 

Mafl.  ’Pray  ye  do  not  diflurb  ’em, Sir,  here  lie  fuch  youths 
Will  make  you  Hart  it  they  but  dance  their  trenchmores. 
Fetch  out  the  Boy,  Sirrah  ; hark  ! 

{^Shake  Irons  within.  Englifl^  mad  men.^  Scholar^ 

\^ParJonj  Jcn\fln. 

tAlph.  Heigh  Boys. 

Eng.  Bounce, 

Clap  her  o’th’ ftar-board  ; boliiicc,  top  the  Can. 

Schol.  Dead  ye  dog,  dead,  do  ye  quarrel  in  my  Kingdom  ? 
Give  me  my  trident. 

Eng.  Bounce,  ’twixt  wind  and  water, 

Loaden  with  Mackrel  *,  O brave  meat. 

Schol.  My  Sea  horfes  ; 

I’ll  charge  the  Northern  Wind,  and  break  his  Bladder. 

Farf.  I’ll  fell  my  Bells  before  I be  out- brav’d  thus. 

Alph.  What’s  he  ? what’s  he  ? 

Aiafl.  AParfon,  Sir,  a Parfon  ' 

That  run  mad  for  tyth  Gollings.  | 

Alph.  Green  fawce  cure  him.  j 

Farf.  I’ll  curfe  ye  all.  I’ll  excommunicate  ye; 

Thou  Englifl}  Heretick,  give  me  the  tenth  Pot. 

• Eng.  Sue  me.  I’ll  drink  up  all,  bounce  I fay  once  more, 

0 have  I fplit^our  Mizen  ? blow,  blow  thou  Weft-wind, 
Blow  till  thou  rive,  and  make  the  Sea  run  roaring. 

I’ll  hifs  it  down  again  with  a Bottle  of  Ale. 

Schol.  Triton y tNhy  Triton. 

Eng.  Triton  sdxxxvkmVn  iJ^etheglin.  ^ 

Seb.  Strike,  ftrike  the  furges,  ftrike. 

[ Eng.  Drink,  drink,  ’tis day  light; 
j Drink,  didle,  didle,  didle,  drink,  Parfony^TOud  Farfon'., 
i A Pigs  tail  in  thy  teeth,  and  I defie  thee, 
i Par.  Givemefomeporridg,  or  I’ll  damn  thee,  Enghjh. 
j Alph.  How  comes  this  Englifl)  mad  man  here  ? 
j ejllafl.  Alas,  that’s  no  queftion ; 

I They  are  mad  every  where.  Sir ; 

I Their  fits  are  cool  now,  let ’em  reft. 

\ Enter  Keepers  and  She-fools.  . 

Alph.  Mad  Gallants ; 

Moll  admirable  mad  ; 1 love  their  faces.  (lookt  to  him  ? 
i I Keep.  Yc  ftpinking  Whore,  who  knew  of  this.?  who 
I ’Pox  take  him,  he  was  fleepy  when  I left  him. 

2 Keep.  Certain  he  made  the  fool  drunk. 

How  now,  who’s  this  here  ? 

Where  is  the  Boy  ? 

I Keep.  The  Boy,  Sir  ? 
cjl'fafl.  1,  the  Boy,  Sir. 

1 Keep.  Here’s  all  the  Boys  we  found. 

Mafl.  ThefearhhisCloaths. 

But  where’sthe  Boy  ? 

She  fool.  The  Boy  is  gone  a Maying,  (flerf 

He’ll  bring  me  home  a Cuckows  Ndc  i do  yOu  hear,  Ma- 

1 put  my  deaths  off,  and  I dizen’d  him. 

And  pin’d  a Plum  in’s  forehead,  and  a feather, 

Y V V And  } 


{jExit, 


T'he  Pilgrim. 


And  bufs’d  him  twice,  and  bid  him  go  feek  his  fortune ; 

He  gave  me  this  fine  money,  and  fine  Wine  too. 

And  bid  me  fop  *,  and  gave  me  thefe  trim  Cloaths  too, 

And  put ’em  on. 

Al^h.  Is  this  the  Boy  you  would  fliew  ? 

She-fool.  I’ll  give  you  two  pence.  Mailer. 

Al^h.  Am  I fool’d  of  all  Tides  ? 

I met  a fool  i’th’  Woods,  they  faid  (he  dwtlt  here, 

In  a long  pied  Coat. 

That  was  the  very  Boy,  Sir. 

She  f.  I,  I,  1,  I gave  him  leave  to  play,  forfooth. 

He’ll  come  again  to  morrow,  and  bring  peafcods. 

Mcift.  ril  bring  your  bones. 

ty^lph.  ?Pox  o’  your  fools,  and  Bedlams, . 

’Plague  o’  your  Owls  and  Apes. 

M^ft.  ’Pray  ye.  Sir,  be  tamer, 

Wc  cannot  help  this  prefently,  but  we  (hall  know  •, 

I’ll  recompence  your  Care  too. 

Aifh.  Know  me,  a pudding, 

You  juggle,  and  ye  fiddle;  fart  upon  ye; 

I amabuled. 

’Pray  ye,  Sir.  {Wei jh  mad  man. 

Alph.  And  I will  be  abufed.  Sir, 

And  you  (hall  know  1 am  abufed. 

IVclJfj.  Whaw,  Mr.  Keeper. 

Alph.  ’Poxo’  thy  whaws,  and  thy  whyms, 

’Pox  o’  thy  urfhip.  (walh-brew, 

Wei.  Give  me  Tome  Ceeze^  and  Onions give  me  fome 
I have — in  my  bellies,  give  me  abundance, 
wasaShentleman,  marg  you.  Sir, 

And  the  Organs  at  jR^.vum  were  made  by  Revelations, 
There  is  a fpirit  blows,  and  blows  the  Bellows, 

And  then  they  fing. 

Alph.  What  Moon-calf’s  this?  what  dream? 

’Pray  yc.  Sir,  obferve  him. 

He  is  a Mountaineer,  a man  of  Goteland. 

Weljl).  I will  beat  thy  face  as  black  as  a blue  Clout, 

I will  leave  no  more  (heet  in  thine  eyes. 

He  will  not  hurt  ye. 

Weljh.  Give  me  a great  deal  of  Guns  •,  thou  art  the  Devils, 
I know  thee  by  thy  tails ; poor  Oivr«’s  hungry, 

1 will  peg  thy  bumsfullof  Bullets. 

Alph.  This  is  the  rated  Rafcal, 

He  fpcaks  as  if  he  had  butter-milk  in’s  mouth; 

Is  this  any  thing  akin  to  th’  EngUjl)  ? 

tJHafi.  The  elder  Brother,  Sir, 

He  run  mad  bccaule  a Rat  eat  up’s  Cheefe. 

, Alph.  H’ad  a great  deal  of  rcafon.  Sir. 

WJJJ).  Bafiliis  manui,  is  for  an  old  Codpifs,  mark  yc, 

1 will  borrow  thy  Urlhips  Whore  to  feal  aLett«r. 

Mafi.  Now  he  grows  villainous. 
tAlph.  Methinks  he’s  bed  now. 

Maft.  Away  with  him. 

<iyAlph.  He  (hall  not. 
cJT/'^y?.  Sir,  he  mud. 

Weljh.  I will  fing  and  dance, 

, Do  any  thing. 

Alph.  Wilt  thou  declaim  in  Greek  ? 

Majl.  Away  with  the  fool, 

And  whip  her  foundly.  Sirrah. 

She  fool.  I’ll  tell  no  more  tales.  {Exit. 

Alph.  Or  wilt  thou  flye  i’th’  air  ? 

Eng.  Do,  and  I’ll  catch  thee. 

And  like  a wifp  of  Hay,  I’ll  whirl,  and  whirl  thee, 

' And  puff  thee  up,  and  puff  thee  up. 

' ScLl.  I’ll  fave  thee. 

And  thou  (halt  fall  into  the  Sea,  foft,  foftly.  (men. 

Wel(l}.  I’ll  get  upon  a mountain,  and  call  my  Country- 
. <lPIUJI.  They  all  grow  wild,  away  with  him  for  Heavens 
Sir,  ye  are  much  to  blame.  (fake, 

Alph.  No,  no,  ’cis  brave.  Sir, 

Ye  have  cozen’d  me  •,  I’ll  make  you  mad. 

I ajlfajl.  In  with  him, 

J And  lock  him  fad. 


Alph.  I’ll  fee  him  in  his  lodging. 

Majl.  What  means  this  Gentleman  ? 

Enter  Juletta. 

Jal.  He’s  in;  have  at  him. 

Arc  you  the  Mader,  Sir  ? 

Mafi.  What  would  you  with  him? 

Jul.  I have  a bufinefs  from  the  Duke  of  Medina, 

Is  there  not  an  old  Gentleman  come  lately  in  ? 

Mafi.  Yes,  and  a wild  one  too,  but  not  a Prifoner. 

Jul.  Did  you  obferve  him  well  ? ’tis  like  it  may  be  he. 
Mafi.  I have  (een  younger  men  of  better  temper. 

JhI.  You  have  hi  t the  cau(c  1 come  for ; there’s  a Letter, 
Pray  ye  perufe  it  well ; 1 (hall  be  wP  ye ; 

And  fuddenly,  I fear  not,  finely,  daintily, 

Khali  fofeed  your  fierce  vexation, 

Andraife  your  Worlhipsdorms ; I (hall  fo  niggle  ye. 

And  juggle  ye,  and  fiddle  ye,  and  firk  ye  : 

I’ll  make  ye  curfe  the  hour  yevextaWoman  i 
I’ll  make  ye  (liake  when  our  Sex  are  but  founded ; 

For  the  Lords  fake* we  (hall  have  him  at ; I long  to  fee  it 
As  much  as  for  my  wedding  night  *,  I gape  after  it. 

eJPldafi.  This  Letter  fays  the  Gentleman  is  lunatick, 

I half  fufpeded  it. 

Jul.  ’Tis  very  true.  Sir, 

And  fuch  pranks  he  has  plaid. 

Mafi.  He’s  Ibme  great  man. 

The  Duke  commands  me  with  fuch  care  to  look  to  him. 

And  if  he  grow  too  violent,  tocorredlhim. 

To  ufe  the  fpeedied  means  for  his  recovery. 

And  thole  he  mud  find  (harp. 

Jul.  The  better  for  him. 

Aiafi.  How  got  ye  him  hither  ? 

Jul.  With  a train,  I told  him; 

He’s  in  love  with  a Boy,  there  lyes  his  melancholy. 

Mafi.  Hither  he  came  to  feek  one. 

Jul.  Yes,  I lent  him, 

Now  had  we  dealt  by  force,  we  had  never  brought  him. 
Mafi.  Here  was  a Boy. 

Jul.  He  faw  him  not  ? 
eJMafi.  He  was  gone  firft. 

Jul.  It  is  the  better ; look  you  to  your  charge  well ; 

I’ll  fee  him  lodged,  for  fb  the  Duke  commanded  me. 

He  will  be  very  rough. 

Mafi.  We  are  us’d  to  that.  Sir, 

And  we  as  rough  as  he,  if  hegiveoccafion. 

Jul.  You  will  find  him  gainful,  but  be  furc  ye  curb  him. 
And  get  him,  if  yc  can  fairly,  to  his  lodging, 

Enter  Alphonfo. 


I am  afraid  ye  will  not. 

Mafi.  We  mud  fweat  then.  (noife, 

Alph.  Whatdodthoutalktomeofnoifcs?  I’l  have  more 
I’ll  have  all  loofe,  and  all  (hall  play  their  prizes ; 

Thy  Mader  iias  let  loole  the  Boy  I lookt  for, 

Bafely  convey’d  him  hence. 

Keep.  Will  ye  go  out.  Sir? 

Alph.  1 will  not  out ; I will  have  all  out  with  me, 

{Shake  Irons. 

I’ll  have  thy  Mader  in ; he’s  only  mad  here : (Boys. 

And  Rogues,  I’ll  have  ye  all  whipt ; heigh,  mad  Boys,  mad 
Jul.  Do  you  perceive  him  now  ? 

Mafi.  ’Tis  too  apparent. 

Jul.  I am  glad  (he  is  gone;  he  raves  thus. 

Mafi.  bo  you  hear.  Sir? 

’Pray  will  ye  make  lefs  dir,  and  fee  your  Chamber, 

Call  in  more  help,  and  make  the  Clofct  ready. , (yc 
Keep.  I thought  he  was  mad ; I’ll  have  one  long  lalh  at 
Alph.  My  Chamber  ? where  my  Chamber  ? why  my 
Where’s  the  young  Boy  ? (Chamber  ? 

eji^afi.  Nay,  Pray  ye.  Sir,  bemoremoded 
For  your  own  Credit  fake;  the  people  fee  ye, 

And  1 would  u(e  ye  with  the  bed. 

J eyilph.  Bed,  hang  ye. 
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What  doll  thou  think  me  mad  ? 

Maft.  Pray,  and  be  civil, 

Heaven  may  deliver  ye. 

Jilp'o.  Into  a rogues  hands. 

Mafi.  You  do  but  draw  more  rriifery  upon  ye. 

And  add  to  your  difeafe. 

Get  from  me. 

No  Sir, 

You  muft  not  be  left  fo : bear  your  felf  civilly. 

And  ’twill  be  better  for  ye  .•  fwell  not,  nor  chafe  not. 

Alp.  lama  Gentleman,  and  a neighbour,  rafcal. 

Mafi.  A great  deal  the  more  pity : I have  heard  of  ye. 
Jul.  Excellent  Mailer. 

Mafi.  The  Duke  is  very  tender  too. 

Alph.  Am  I lunatique  ? am  I run  mad  ? 

What  dolt  thou  talk  to  me  of  Dukes,  and  Devils, 

Why  do  the  people  gape  fo  ? 

iJMafi.  Do  not  anger ’em, 

But  go  in  quietly,  and  flip  in  foftly 
They  will  fo  tew  ye,  elfe,I  am  commanded  Sir. 

Alph.  Why,  pretheewhy.^ 

Mafi.  Ye  are  dog- mad  : you  perceive  it  not, 

Very  far  mad : and  whips  will  fcant  recover  ye. . 

Alph.  Ha  ! whips  ? 

Atafi-.  I whips, and  fore  whips,  and  ye  were  a Lord  Sir, 

If  ye  be  Itnbborn  here. 

Alph.  W’hips  ? what  am  I grown  ? 

Jul.  O I could  burll ; hold,hold,hold3  hold  o’  both  ends. 
How  he  looks,  pray  heaven,  he  be  not  mad  indeed. 

Alph.  1 do  not  perceive  1 am  fo  ^ but  if  you  think  it. 

Nor  rie  be  hangd  if 't  be  fo. 

<JMafi.  Do  you  fee  this  Sir  ? Irons  brought  in. 

Down  with  that  Devil  in  ye. 

(y4lph.  Indeed  I am  angry, 

But  Tie  contain  my  felf:  0 1 could  burll  now, 

And  tear  my  felf,  but  thefe  rogues  will  torment  me. 

Mad  in  mine  old  days  ? make  mine  own  affliftions  ? 
tJMafi.  What  do  you  mutter  Sir 
Alph.  Nothing,  Sir,  nothing  ; 

I will  go  in,  and  quietly,  moll  civilly: 

And  good  Sir,  let  none  of  your  tormentors  come  about 
You  have  a gentle  face  •,  they  look  like  Dragons. 

Mafi.  Be  civil  and  be  fafe : come,  for  thefe  two  dales 
Ye  mull  eat  nothing  neither : ’twill  cafe  your  fits  Sir. 

Alph.  ’Twill  Ilarve  me  Sir ; but  I mull  bear  it  joyfully. 

I may  fleep  ? 

Mafi.  Yes,  a little : go  in  with  thefe  men. 

Alph.  O miferable  me  ! [_Exit. 

Mafi.  rie  follow  prefently. 

You  lee  ’tis  done  Sir. 

Jul.  Ye  have  done  it  handfomely, 

And  Tie  inform  the  Duke  fo : pray  ye  attend  him, 

Let  him  want  nothing,  but  his  will. 
tAfafi.  He  lhall  not. 

And  if  he  be  rebellious 

Jul.  Never  fpare  him  .* 

H’as  flelh,  and  hide  enough,  he  loves  a whipping. 

Mafi.  My  lervice  to  his  Grace.  \^Exit. 

JhI.  I lhall  commend  it. 

So,  thou  art  fall:  I mullgogetfome  frefh  room 
To  laugh,  and  caper  in  : O how  it  tickles  me  ! 

O how  it  tumbles  me  with  joy ! thy  mouth’s  ftopt : 

Now  if  I can  do  my  Millris  good,  I am  Sainted.  \^Exit. 


ASiJPs  Quintus,  ScenaFrima. 

Enter  Seberto,  Curio. 

Seb.  0 w,o’  my  confcience,we  have  loll  him  utterly, 

1 He’s  not  gone  home ; we  heard  from  thence  this 
And  fince  our  parting  lall  at  Roderigo's  (.norning. 

You  know  what  ground  we  have  travel’d. 
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Cur.  He’s  a fleep  fure  : ’ 

For  if  he  had  been  awake,  we  Ihbuld  havemet  with  hr  ; 
Faith  let  s turn  back,  we  have  but  a fruitlels  journev 
And  to  hope  further  of  AUnd.u  recovery,  ^ 

( For  fure  fhe’l  rather  pcrilh  than  return  ) ’ 

Is  but  to  feek  a Motli  I’th’  Sun.  ■ 

Seb.  We’i  on  fure  ; 

Something  we  1 know,  fome  caiile  of  all  this  fooling. 

Make  fome  difeovery. 

Cur.  Which  way  lhall  we  call  then, 

Foi  all  the  Champion  Country,  and  the  villages 
And  all  thofe  tides  I ’ 

Seb.  Wc’l  crofs  thefe  woods  awhile  then  : 

Here  if  vve  fail,  we’l  gallop  to  Segovia. 

And  if  we  light  of  no  news  there,  hear  nothing ; 

We’l  even  turn  fairly  home,  and  coall  the  other  fide. 

Cur.  He  may  be  lick,  or  fain  into  fome  danger  j 
He  has  no  guide,  nor  no  man  to  attend  him. 

Seb.  He’s  well  enough,  hehasa  travel’d  body,  . 

And  though  he  be  old,  he’s  tough,  and  will  endure  well  •, 

But  he  is  fo  violent  to  finde  her  out. 

That  his  anger  leads  him  a thoufand  wild-goofe  chafes : 

Tie  warrant  he  is  well. 

Cur.  Shall  we  part  company? 

Seb.  By  no  means,  no : that  were  a fullen  bufinefs 
No  plcafure  in  our  journey : come,  let’s  crofs  here  firll. 

And  where  we  find  the  paths,  let  them  diredl  us. 

r Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Juletta,  Alinda. 

Jul.  Why  are  you  Itill  fo  fearfull  of  me.  Lady  ? 

So  doubtfull  of  my  faith,  and  honell  fervice  ? 

To  hide  your  felf  from  me,  to  fly  my  company  ? 

Am  I not  yours  ? all  yours  ? by  this  light  you  (hake  Hill  j 
Do  ye  fufped  me  falfe  ? did  I ever  fail  ye  ? 

Do  you  think  I am  corrupted  ? bafe  ? and  treacherous  ? 

Lord,  how  ye  look ! Is  not  my  life  ty’d  to  ye  ? 

And  all  the  power  I have  to  ferve,  and  honour  ye  ? 

Still  do  ye  doubt  ? Itill  am  I terrible  ? 

I will  not  trouble  ye : good  Heaven  prelerve  ye, 

And  fend  ye  what  ye  wilh  : I will  not  fee  ye. 

Nor  once  remember  I had  fuch  a Millris. 

1 will  not  fpeak  of  ye,  nor  name  lAlinda.^ 

For  fear  you  Ihould  fufpeft  1 would  betray  ye : 

Goodnefs  and  peace  condudt  ye. 

Altn.  Prethee  pardon  me, 

I know  thou  art  truly  faithfull : and  thou  art  welcom, 

A welcom  partner  to  my  miferies  •, 

Thou  knowll  I love  thee  too. 

Jul.  1 have  thought  fo.  Lady. 

Alin.  Alas,  my  fears  have  fo  dillrafled  me 
I durll  not  trull  my  felf. 

Jul.  Come,  pray  ye  think  better. 

And  call  thofe  by  : at  leaH  confider.  Lady, 

How  to  prevent  ’em;  pray  ye  put  off  this  fools  coat^ 

Though  it  have  kept  ye  fecret  for  a feafon, 

’Tis  known  now,  and  will  betray  ye  •,  your  arch  enemy 
Roderigo  is  abroad  : many  are  looking  for  ye. 

Altn.  I know  it : and  thofe  many  I have  cozen’d. 

Jul.  You  cannot  Hill  do  thus. 

Aim.  I have  no  means  to  fliift  it. 

Jul.  I have  ;and  fliift  you  too.  I lay  lall  night 
At  a poor  widows  houfe  here  in  the  Thicket, 

Whither  I will  condud  ye,  and  new  lhape  ye, 

My  felf  too  to  attend  ye. 

Altn.  What  means  hall  thou? 

For  mine  are  gone. 

Jul.  Fear  not,  enough  to  ferve  ye  ^ 

I came  not  out  fo  empty. 

A in.  Prethee  tell  me, 

(For  thou  hall  ftruck  a kind  of  comfort  through  me.) 

When  faw’ll  thou  Roderigo  ? 

Jul.  Even  this  morning, 

^ Y y y 2 And 
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And  in  thefe  woods  .*  take  heed,h’as  got  a new  lhape. 

The  habit  of  a Pilgrim  ? yes,  I know  it, 

And  I hope  (hall  prevent  it  •,  was  he  alone  ? 

JkI.  No  Madam,  and  which  made  me  wonder  mightily, 
He  was  in  company  with  that  handfom  Pilgrim, 

That  fad  fweet  man. 
yili/i.  That  I forgot  to  give  to  ? 
ful.  The  fame,the  very  fame,  that  you  fo  pitied, 

A man  as  fit  to  fuit  his  villanies. 
yili/3.  And  did  they  walk  together  ? 

JhI.  Wondrous  civilly. 
u4lin.  Talk,  and  difcourfe  > 

Jul.  I think  fo,  for  I faw  ’em 
Make  many  ftands,and  then  embrace  each  other, 
j4lin.  The  Pilgrim  is  betrai’d,  a JndM  dwells  with  him, 
A Simn,  that  will  feem  a Saint  to  choak  him. 

Canfi:  thou  but  (hew  me  this  ? 

Jitl.  Lord  how  (he  trembles  I 
Not  thus, for  all  the  world,  ye  are  undone  then 
But  let’s  retire,  and  alter,  then  we’l  walk  free  j 
And  then  Tie  (hew  ye  any  thing. 

^iin.  Come,  good  wench. 

And  fpeedily  .•  (or  1 have  (Irangc  faiths  working. 

As  (Irange  fears  too,  Tie  tell  thee  all  my  life  then. 

Jul.Comc  quick,l’le  conduct  ye, and  dill  ferveye. 

And  do  not  fear  hang  fear,  it  fpoils  all  projects. 

This  way  •,  I’le  be  your  guide. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Covernoury  Verdugo,  (jtizxns. 

Cjov.  life  all  your  fports. 

All  your  folemnities , ’tis  the  Kings  day  to  morrow,  ‘ 

His  birth-day,  and  his  marriage,  a glad  day, 

A day  we  ought  to  honour,  all, 

I Oti.  We  will  Sir, 

And  make  Segovia  ring  with  our  rcjoycings. 

Gov.  Be  fumptuous,  but  not  riotous;  be  bounteous, 

But  not  in  drunken  Bacchanals : free  to  all  ftrangers, 

Ealie,  and  fweet  in  all  your  entertainments. 

For  ’tis  a Royal  day  admits  no  rudenefs.  (your  felf, 

zCiti.  Your  Lordlhipwill  do  us  the  honour  to  be  here 
And  grace  the  day 

Gov.  ’Tis  a main  part  of  my  fervice.  (deration 

3 Ctt.  I hope  your  honour  has  taken  into  your  confi- 
The  miferies  we  have  fuffered  by  thefe  Out  laws, 

Tlie lodes,  hourly  tears;  the  rudeabufes 
Strangers  that  travel  to  us  are  daily  loaden  with, 

Our  Daughters,  and  our  wives  complaints. 

Gov.  1 am  forty  for’t. 

And  have  CommilTion  from  the  King  to  cafe  it : 

You  (hall  not  be  long  vext. 

1 Gt.  Had  we  not  walls,  Sir, 

And  thofe  continually  man’d  too  with  our  watches, 

We  (hould  not  have  a bit  of  meat  to  feed  us. 

And  yet  they  are  our  friends,  and  we  muft  think  (b. 

And  entertain ’em  fo  fometimes,  and  fcaft’em. 

And  fend  ’em  loaden  home  too,we  are  loft  elfe.  (Chrtfiiansy 

2 Of.  They’l  come  to  Church  amongft  us,  as  we  hope 
When  all  their  zeal  is  but  to  deal  the  Chalices  *, 

At  this  good  time  now,  if  your  Lordlhip  were  not  here, 

To  awe  their  violence  with  your  authority. 

They  would  play  fuch  gombals. 

Gov.  Are  they  grown  fo  heady  (Bonfires ; 

2 (/r.  They  would  drink  up  all  our  Wine,  piTs  out  our 
Then,  like  the  drunken  have  at  the  faireft. 

Nay,  have  at  all : four-fcore  and  ten’s  a Goddefs, 

Whilftwe,  like  fools,  (land  (baking  in  our  cellars. 

(jov.  Are  they  fo  fierce  upon  fo  little  fulferance  ? 

Tie  give  ’em  fuch  a purge,  and  fuddenly. 
rerdugOy  after  this  folemnity  isover, 

Call  on  me  for  a charge  of  men,  of  good  men, 

To  fee  what  houfe  thefe  knaves  keep : of  good  Souldiers, 

As  fturdy  as  themfelves : that  dare  difpute  with  ’em. 


Dare  walk  the  woods  as  well  as  they,  as  fearlefs. 

But  with  a better  faith  belabour  ’em ; * 

Tie  know  what  claim  they  have  to  their  polfelTion. 

’Tis  pity  of  their  Captain  Roderigo., 

A well-bred  Gentleman,  and  a good  Souldier, 

And  one  his  Majefty  has  fome  little  rcafon 
To  thank,  for  (undry  fervices,and  fair  ones ; 

That  long  neglect  bred  this,  1 am  forry  for  him. 

Per. The  hope  of  his  eftate  keeps  back  his  pardon. 
There’s  divers  wafps,  that  buz  about  that  hony-box. 

And  long  to  lick  themfelves  full. 

Gov.  True  Verdugo.y 

Would  he  had  but  the  patience  todilcern  it, 

And  policy  to  wipe  their  lips. 

Ferd.  To  fetch  him  in  Sir, 

By  violence,  he  being  now  no  infant. 

Will  ask  fome  bloody  crowns.  I know  his  people 
Are  of  his  own  choice  men,  that  will  not  totter. 

Nor  blench  much  at  a Bullet ; 1 know  his  order. 

And  though  he  have  no  multitude,  h’as  manhood ; 

The  elder-twin  to  that  too,  ftaid  experience. 

But  ifhe  muft  be  forced.  Sir, 

Gov.  There’s  no  remedy, 

Unlefs  become  himfelf. 

Fer.  That  will  be  doubtfull. 

Did  you  never  hear  yet  of  the  noble  Pedro  ? 

^ov.\  cannot  by  no  means:  1 think  he’s  dead  furc; 

The  court  bewails  much  his  untimely  lofs : 

The  King  himfelf  laments  him. 

Ferd.  He  was  funk  ; 

And  if  he  be  dead,  he  died  happily. 

He  buried  all  he  had  in  the  Kings  (ervice. 

And  loft  himfelf. 

(jov.  Well.*  ifhe  be  alive.  Captain, 

( As  hope  (till  fpeaks  the  beft  ) 1 know  the  Kings  mind 
So  inwardly  and  full,  he  will  be  happy. 

Come,  to  this  preparation ; when  that’s  done, 

The  Out-laws  expedition  is  begun. 

Cit.  Wc’l  contribute  all  to  that,  and  help  our  fclvcs  too. 

r Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Rodcrigo,  Pedro. 

How  fweet  thefe  folitary  places  are  ! how  wantonly 
1 he  wind  blows  through  the  leaves,  and  courts,  and  playcs 

11*11  /-  . . (with ’em.' 

VV  ill  ye  (it  down,  and  deep  / the  heat  invites  yc. 

Haikhow  yond  purling  ftream  dances,  and  murmurs. 

The  Birds  (ing  (bftly  too : pray  take  fome  reft.  Sir. 

I would  fain  wooc  his  fancieto  a peace. 

It  labours  high  and  haftily  upon  him  ; 

Pray  yc  (it,  and  Tic  fit  by. 

• Ted.  I cannot  lleep  friend , 

I have  thole  watches  here  admit  no  (lumbers. 

Saw  yc  none  yet.^ 

"Rod.  No  creature. 

Ted.  What  ftrange  Mufick 
Was  that  we  heard  afar  olT.^ 

Rod.  I cannot  guefs ; 

’Twas  loud,  and  (hrill  .*  fometimes  it  (hew’d  hard  by  us, 

And  by  and  by  the  (bund  fled  as  the  wind  docs ; 

Here’s  no  inhabitants. 

Ped.  It  much  delighted  me. 

Rod.  They  talk  of  Fairies,  and  fuch  demi-devils. 

This  is  a fine  place  to  dance  their  gambols. 

Fed.  Me  thought  I heard  a voyce.  ZMufickand  'Birds. 
Rod.  They  can  fing admirably,  (way 

They  never  lofe  their  maiden-heads  : I would  fool  any 
To  make  him  merry  now : methink  yond  rocks  yonder 
Shew  like  inchanted  Cells,  where  they  inhabit. 

LMu/ick^  afar  of.  Tot  Birds. 
Bed.  Tis  here  again,  hark  gentle 
Hark,  hark  : Olwect,  Iweet,  how  the  Birds  record  too ! 
Mark  how  it  flies  now  every  way.  O love, 

In 
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In  fuch  a harmony  art  thou  begotten, 

In  fuch  foft  air,  fo  gentle,  lull’d  and  nourilh’d, 

0 my  befl;  Miftris  / 

Rod.  How  he  weeps ! dear  Heaven 
Give  him  his  hearts  content,and  me  forgive  too. 

1 muft  melt  too. 

Fed.  The  Birds  fing  louder,  fweeter, 

And  every  note  they  emulate  one  another.  ( hours, 

Lie  ftill  and  hear  : Thefe  when  they  have  done  their  la- 

Enter  Alinda,  and  Juletta,  like  old  Women. 

Their  pretty  airs,  fall  to  their  refls,  enjoy ’em. 

Nothing  rocks  Love  afleep,  but  death. 

Rod.  Who  are  theft  ? 

Fed.  What. 

Rod.  Thofe  there, thofe,thoft  things  that  come  upon  us, 
Thoft  grandam  things,  thofe  ftrange  antiquities. 

Did  not  I fay  thefe  woods  begot  ftrange  wonders  ? 

Jid.  Now  ye  may  view  ’em. 

Alin.  Ha  ? 

JhI.  The  men  ye  long’d  for. 

Here  they  are  both  ; now  ye  may  boldly  talk  with  ’em. 

And  never  be  ghefs’d  at : be  not  afraid,  nor  faint  not  j 
They  wonder  at  us  •,  let’s  maintain  that  wonder  j 
Shake  not,  but  what  ye  purpofe  do  difcreetly, 

And  from  your  tongue  I’le  take  my  part. 

Alin.  Ha? 

Jul.  There.-before  ye,there,do  not  turn  coward  Miftrefs, 
If  ye  do  love,  carry  your  Love  out  handfomely. 

Altn.  ’Tisheand  Roderigo'.^  what  a peace 
Dwells  in  their  faces,  what  a friendly  calm 
Crowns  both  their  fouls  ? 

Rod.  They  fhow  as  if  they  were  mortal , 

They  come  upon  us  ftill. 

Fed.  Be  not  afraid,  Man, 

Let  ’em  be  what  they  will, they  cannot  hurt  us, 

RodJ\\2it  thing  i’th’Button’d-cap  looks  terribly. 

She  has  Guns  in  her  eyes,  the  Devils  Ingeneer. 

Fed.  Come,  ftand,  and  let’s  go  meet ’em. 

Rod.  Go  you  fir  ft, 

I have  lefs  faith  .•  when  I have  faid  my  Prayers— — 

Fed.  There  needs  no  fear,  hale  reverend  dames. 

Aim.  Good  even. 

What  do  ye  feek  ? 

Fed.  We  would  ftek  happier  fortunes. 

Rod.  That  little  devil  has  main  need  of  a Barber, 

What  a trim  beard  fhe  has  ? 

Alin.  Seek  ’em,  and  make  ’em. 

Lie  not  ftill,  nor  longer  here, 

Here  inhabits  nought  but  fear. 

Be  conftant  good,  in  faith  be  clear, 

Fortune  will  wait  ye  every  where. 

Fed.  Whither  Ihould  we  go?for  we  believe  thy  reverence. 
And  next  obey. 

Aim.  Go  to  Segovia, 

And  there  before  the  Altar  pay  thy  vowes, 

Thy  gifts,and  prayers ; unload  thy  heavinefs. 

To  morrow  fhed  thy  tears,  and  gain  thy  fuit. 

Such  honeft  noble  Ihowrs,  ne’re  wanted  fruit* 
ful.  Stand  you  out  too. 

Rod.  llhallbehang’d,  orwhiptnow; 

Thefe  know,  and  thefe  have  power. 

7«/.  See  how  he  fhakes. 

A ftcure  confcience  never  quakes. 

Thou  haft  been  ill  j be  fo  no  more, 

A good  retreat  is  a great  (lore. 

Thou  haft  commanded  men  of  might. 

Command  thy  felf,  and  then  thou  art  right* 

Aim.  Command  thy  will : thy  foul  defires. 

Put  out  and  quench  thy  unhallowed  fires : 

Command  thy  mind,  and  make  that  pure  •, 

Thou  art  wift  then,  valiant,  and  fecure. 

A bleffing  then  thou  maift  beget. 


y«/.  A curft  elfe  that  fhall  never  fet 
Will  light  upon  thee : Say  thy  Prayers, 

Thou  haft  as  many  fins,  as  hairs. 

Thou  art  a Captain,  let  thy  men 
Be  honeft,  and  good  thoughts,  and  then 
Thou  maift  command,  and  lead  in  chief, 

Y et  thou  art  bloody,  and  a thief. 

Rod,  What  fhall  Ido?  Ido  confefs, 

Alin.  Retire, 

And  purge  thee  perfed  in  his  fire : 

His  life  obferve ; live  in  his  School, 

And  then  thou  (halt  put  off  the  fool. 

Jul.  Pray  at  Segovia  too,  and  give 
Thy  Offrings  up,  repent,  and  live.  Ma/itk^withtn. 

Alin.  Away,  away ; enquire  no  more. 

Do  this,  ye  are  rich,  elft  fools,  and  poor: 

What  mufick’s  this  ? 

Jul.  Retire  ? ’tis  fome  neat  Joy, 

In  honour  of  the  Kings  great  day : they  wonder. 

This  comes  in  right  to  confirm  their  reverence.  j 

Away,  away,  let  them  admire,  it  makes  ! 

For  our  advantage:  how  the  Captain  fhakes  / {Exit. 
T^ed.  This  was  the  Mufick. 

Rod.  Yes,  yes,  how  I fweat! 

I was  nev«f  fo  deftrted ; fure  thefe  woods 
Are  only  inhabited  with  rare  dreams,  and  wonders  j 1 
I would  not  be  a knave  again,  a villain : 1 

O how  I loath  it  now : for  thefe  know  all  Sir, 

And  they  would  find  me  out. 

Fed.  They  are  excellent  women, 

Deep  in  their  knowledge,  friend. 

Rod.  I would  not  betraytor. 

And  have  thefe  of  my  Jury  •,  how  light  I am, 

And  how  my  heart  laughs  now  me  thinks  within  me  t 
Now  I am  Catechiz’d,  I would  ever  dwell  here. 

For  here  is  a kind  of  Court  of  Reformation  j 
Had  I been  ftubborn  friend. 

Fed.  They  would  have  found  it* 

Rod.  And  then  they  would  have  handled  me  a new  way  , 
The  Devils  dump  had  been  danced  then. 

Fed.  Let’s  away 

And  do  their  great  commands,  and  do  ’em  handfomely ; 
Contrite,  and  true,  for  I believe  Roderigo, 

And  conftantly  believe,  we  fhall  be  happy. 

Rod.  So  you  do  well ; fall  edge  or  flat  o’  my  fide  \ 

All  I can  ftagger  at  is  the  Ki'ngs  anger. 

Which  if  it  come,  I am  prepar’d  to  meet  it. 

Fed.  The  King  has  mercy,  friend,  as  well  as  Juftice  ; 

And  when  you  fall : no  more 

Rod.  I hope  the  faireft.  Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  C^afier,  Seberto,  Curio. 

( fought  him : 

Cur.  We  have  told  ye  what  he  is : what  time  we  have 
His  nature,  and  his  name ; the  feeming  Boy  too 
Ye  had  here,how,and  what  by  your  own  relation,  (him 

All  circumftances  we  have  clear’d:  That  the  Duke  font 
We  told  ye  how  impoffible ; he  knows  him  not  j 
That  he  is  mad  himfelf,  and  therefore  fit 
To  be  your  Prifoner,  we  dare  fwear  againft  it.  ( him  *, 

Seb.  Take  heed  Sir,  be  not  madder  than  you  would  make 
Though  he  be  rafh,  and  fuddain  (which  is  all  his  wildnefs) 
Take  heed  ye  wrong  him  not : he  is  a Gentleman, 

And  fo  muft  be  reftor’d  and  clear’d  in  all  points  •, 

The  King  fiiall  be  a Judge  elfe. 

Cur.  ’Twas  fome  trick 

That  brought  him  hither : the  boy,  and  letter  conterfeit, 
Which  fnall  appear,  if  ye  dare  now  detain  him. 

Maft.  I dare  not  Sir;  nor  will  not:  I believe  ye, 

And  will  reftore  him  up  : had  1 known  fooner  | 

H’ad  been  a neighbour,  and  the  man  you  fpeak  him,  | 
( Though  as  I live,  he  carried  a wild  feeming  ) t 
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My  Service, and  my  felf  had  both  attended  him 
How  I have  us’d  him,  let  him  fpeak. 

Seb.  Let’s  in,  and  villt  him  : 

Then  to  the  holy  Temple ; there  pay  our  duties, 

And  fo  we’l  take  our  leaves.  ' 

Mafi:  rie  wait  upon  you.  {^Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

A t^r  p're par'd.  Solemn  Atufick.. 

Enter  Covernour^  VerdugO,  Courtiers^  LadieSyCrc. 

Gov.  This  to  devotion  facred  he^ 

This  to  the  Kings  profprrity, 

This  to  the  Q^eeny  and  Chafiity.  ( Mufick. 

Ver.  Theje  Oblations  frjlvce  bring 
To  purge  our  f elves : Theje  to  the  King. 

To  lovcy  and  beautiethefe  : now  ftng.  (Mufick. 

Ladies.  Holy  Atary  daign  to  take 
Thefe  for  our  felves  ; For  the  Kings  fake 
And  honour  theje:  Thefe  facred  lye 
To  KertuOy  Love,  and  eJTlodefiyy 
Our  wifies  to  Eternity.  (Mufick. 

Enter  Pcdro,  and  Roderigo. 

Ped.  For  our  felves  frfly  thus  we  bendy 
Forgive  Ui  heaven,  and  be  our  friend. 

Rod.  And  happy  fortune  to  us  fend. 

Ped.  To  the  King,  honoury  and  all  Joyy 
Long.,  and  happy  from  annoy. 

Rod_  Projperous  be  all  his  day es 
Every  new  houry  a new  pratfe. 

Ped.  Every  minute  thusbejeeny 

Both.  And  thouftnd  honours  Crown  the  Queen.  Mufick. 

Enter  Alphonfo,  Curio,  Scberto. 

Seb.  Come  to  the  Altar.*  let  us  do  our  duties. 

Alph.  1 have  almolt  forgot  a Church. 

Cur.  Kneel  reverently. 

Alph.  For  my  lojl  wits  ( let  me  fee  ) 

Ftrfi  I pray:  and  fecondly 
To  be  at  home  again,  and  free, 
e^nd  if  / travel  more,  hang  me. 

For  the  King,  and  for  the  Queetty 
That  they  may  be  vcifey  and  feen 
Never  in  the  eJlfad  mans  Jnne. 

For  my  Daughter,  J would  pray 
"But  fie  has  made  a holy  day. 

And  needs  not  my  devotion  now 
Let  her  take  her  own  courfe.  Heaven, 

Whether  it  be  odd,  or  even,  (Mufick. 

Enter  Alinda,  and  Juletta,  like  Shepheards. 

And  if  that  pleafe  not,  t.ske  her  you. 

Seb.  A ihort,and  fweet  Meditation  ; what  are  thefe  here? 
Aiin.  Hale  to  this  facred  place. 

Ju!.  They  are  all  here.  Madam: 

No  violence  dare  touch  here ; be  fecure : 

My  Bilbo  Mafter  too ; how  got  he  loole  again  .? 

How  lamentably  he  looks ! he  has  had  difeipline. 

I dare  nor  let  him  know  my  pranks. 

Seb.  ’Tis  fhe  fiire.  Cur.  ’Tis  certainly. 

Ped.  Ha  ! do  I dazel  ? 

Rod.  ’Tis  the  fair  Alind-t. 

Gov.  What  wonder  ftand  thefe  ftrangers  in  '> 

Rod.  Her  woman  by  her. 

The  fame  Sir,  as  I live, 

Afph.  I had  a Daughter, 

With  fuch  a face  once : fuch  eyes  and  nofe  too, 

Ha,  let  me  fee,  ’tis  wondrous  like  AUnda, 


^ Their  devotion  ended.  Tic  mark ’em  and  nearer. 

And  (he  had  a Filly  that  waited  on  her, 

Juft  with  fuch  a favour : 

Do  they  keep  Goats  now  ? 

Alin.  Thus  we  kpeel,  and  thus  we  pray 
A happy  honour  to  this  day. 

Thus  our  Sacrifice  we  brin^ 

Ever  happy  to  the  King. 

Jul.  Thefe  of  Purple,  Damask,  green 
Sacred  to  the  vertuous  Queen 
Here  we  hang. 

Alin.  As  thefe  are  now 
Her  glories  e-ver  fpring,  and  Jhow. 

Thefe  for  our  felves  : our  hopes,  and  loves, 

Full  of  pinks,  and  Ladies  gloves. 

Of  heart s-eafe  too,  which  we  would  fain 

As  we  Ltbour  for,  attain  j 

Hear  me  Heaven,  and  as  1 bend, 

F ull  of  hope , Jome  comfort  fend. 

Jul.  Hear  her  : hear  her  : if  there  be  (Mufick. 
A fpotlefs  Sweet nefsy  this  is flie. 

Ted.  Now  Roderigo  ftand. 

Rod.  He  that  divides  ye 
Divides  my  life  too. 

Gov.  Pedro,  Noble  Pedro, 

Do  not  you  know  your  friend  ? 

Ped.  I know,  and  honour  ye. 

<f  ov.  Lady  this  leave  I’le  crave,  pray  be  not  angry, 

I will  not  long  divide  you  : how  happy,  Pedro, 

Would  all  the  court  be  now,  might  they  behold  thee  ? 
Might  they  but  fee  you  thus,and  thus  embrace  you  ? 

The  King  will  be  a joyfull  man  believe  it, 

Moft  joyfull,  Pedro. 

Ped.  I am  his  humble  Servant. 

Nay,  good  Sir,  fpeak  your  will,  I fee  you  wonder,one  cafie 

word  from  you 

Alph.  1 dare  fay  nothing 

My  tongue’s  a new  tongue  Sir,  and  knows  his  tither. 

Let  her  do  what  (he  pleafe,  I dare  do  nothing, 

I have  been  damn’d  for  doing,  will  the  King  know  him  ? 
That  fellow  there,  will  he  refped  and  honour  him  ? 

He  has  been  look’d  upon  they  fay : will  he  own  him  i 
^ov.  Yes  certainly  and  grace  him,  ever  honour  him, 
Reftore  him  every  way,  he  has  much  lamented  him. 

Alp.  Is’t  your  will  too  this  is  the  laft  time  of  asking. 

Rod.  lamfure;  none  elfeftiall  touch  her,  noneclfe  cn- 
If  this,  and  this  hold.  ( joy  her. 

AI.Yom  had  belt  begin  thegame  then,l  have  notitlein  her. 
Pray  take  her,  and  difpatch  her,  and  commend  me  to  her, 
And  let  me  get  me  home,  and  hope  I am  fober  .* 

Kifs,  kifs,  it  muft  be  thus  .*  ftand  up  AUnda, 

I am  the  more.child,  and  more  need  of  blelTing. 

Ye  had  a waiting  woman,  one  Juletta, 

A pretty  dffperate  thing,  iuft  fuch  another 
As  this  fweet  Lady  we  call’d  her  nimble  chaps. 

I pray  is  this  the  party  ? Jul.  No  indeed  Sir, 

She  is  at  home  *,  lama  little  Foot-Boy, 

That  walk  a nights,  and  fright  old  Gentlemen  i 
Make  ’em  lofe  Hats  and  Cloaks. 

Alph.  And  Horfes  too.  ( ditches  ; 

Jul.  Sometimes  1 do  Sir,  teach  ’em  the  way  through 
And  how  to  break  their  worftiips  (bins,  and  nofes 
Againft  old  broken  Stiles,  and  Stumps. 

Alph.  A fine  art. 

1 feel  it  in  my  bones  yet. 

Jul.  1 am  a Drum  Sir, 

A Drum  at  mid-night,  ran  tan  tan  tan  tan  Sir, 

Do  you  take  me  for  Juletta  ? I am  a Page  Sir, 

That  brought  a letter  from  the  Duke  of  Medina 
To  have  one  fenior  Alphonfo,  juft  fuch  another 
As  your  old  worftiip,  worm’d  for  running  mad  Sir. 

Alas,  you  are  miftaken. 

y^lph.  Thou  art  the  Devil, 

\nd  lo  thou  haft  ufed  me. 

Jul. 
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Jul.  I am  any  thing. 

An  old  woman,  that  tells  fortunes. 

Rod,  Ha. ' 

JhI.  And  frights  good  people, 

And  fends  them  to  Segovia  for  their  fortunes : 

I am  flrange  airs,  and  excellent  fweet  voyces. 

I am  any  thing,  to  do  her  good , believe  me  *, 

She  now  recovered,  and  her  wifhes  crown’d 
I am  Juletta  again,  pray  Sir  forgive  me,  ' 
jilfh.  I dare  not  do  otherwife,  for  fear  thou  Ihould’fl 

(ftill  follow  me, 

Prethee  be  forgiven,  and  I prethee  forgive  me  too : 

: And  if  any  of  you  will  marry  her. 

I Jul.  No  I befeech  you  Sir  \ • 

My  Miftrefs  is  my  husband,  with  her  I’le  dwell  ftill, 

And  when  you  play  any  more  pranks  you  know  where  to 

( have  me. 

Fed.  You  know  him  Sir. 

Gov.  Know  him,  and  much  lament  him : 


The  King’s  incens’d  much,  much  Sir, I can  aflure  you. 

Fed.  Noble  Governour. 

Gov.  But  fince  he  is  your  friend,  and  now  appears. 

In  honour  of  this  day  and  love  to  you  Sir  .* 

Tie  try  the  power  I have,  to  the  pinch  Tie  put  it  *, 

Here’s  my  hand  Roderigo.^  I’le  let  you  fair  again. 

Rod.  And  here’s  mine,  to  be  true,  and  full  of  lervice. 

Gov.  Your  people  too,  lhall  have  their  general  pardons, 
We’l  have  all  peace  and  love. 

Rod.  All  lhall  pray  for  you. 

Gov.  To  my  houfe  now, and  fuite  you  to  your  worths  • 
Off  with  thefe  weeds,  and  appear  glorious.*  * 

Then  to  the  Prieft,  that  lliall  attend  us  here. 

And  this  be  llil’d  Loves  new  and  happy  year. 

Rod.  The  Kings  and  Queens,  two  noble  honours  meet. 
To  grace  this  day,  two  true  loves  at  their  feet. 

Al^h.  Well  well,  fince  wedding  will  come  after  wooing. 
Give  me  fome  Role-Mary,  and  let’s  be  going. 

* C Exeunt. 
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Perforis  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


, Julio,  a noble  Gentleman^  in  Love  voith  Lelia. 
Angelo,  a Genthf^an^  friend  to  Julia. 

: Loflovico,]  Cowardly  GhUs. 

' Hllo,  j \ 

I Frederick,  a Gentleman^  Brother  to  Frank- 
I Jacomo,  an  angry  Captain^  a IVotnan-hater. 

' Fabritio,  a merry  Sonldier,  friend  to  Jacomo. 
LeliaV  Father^  an  old  poor  Gentleman, 

' Hofi. 

Vintner^ 

! Dravoert. 

Servants. 


WOMEN, 

Frank,  Sifier  to  Frederick*,  a Lady  paffionately 
in  love  voith  Jacomo. 

Clara,  Sifier  to  Fabritio,  a witty  companion  to 
Frank. 

Lelia,  a cunning  wanton  Widow, 

Waiting-woman, 

Maid  Servants, 


The  Scene  Yenice^  Spain. 


The  principal  Adors  were, 

Richard  Burbadge^l  {William  Ofller, 

Henry  Condel,  )\Alexander  Coof^, 

• 

<^ABus  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 


j . Enter  Lodovico,  and  Pifo. 

I lodovico. 

TH  E truth  is,  Pifo^  fo  fhe  be  a woman 

And  rich  and  wholfome,  let  her  be  of  what 
Condition  and  Complexion  it  pleafe, 

^ . She  fnail  pleafe  me  I am  furejThofe  men  are  fools 
I That  make  their  eyes  their  choofcrs,  not  their  needs.  • 
i Pi/o.  Me  thinks  I would  have  her  honeft  too, and  handfom. 
{ Lod.  Yes  if  I could  have  both,  but  fince  they  are 
VVilhcs  fo  near  impoOibilities, 

I Let  me  have  that  that  may  be. 

I Pifo.  Ifitwerelb, 

j I hope  your  confcience  would  not  be  lb  nice 
I To  Hart  at  fuch  a blelTing. 

I Lod.  No  believe  me,  . 

1 1 do  not  think  I (hould. 


Pi/o.  But  thou  would’ft  be 
I do  not  doubt  upon  the  lead  fufpicion 
Unmercifully  jealous. 

Lod.  No  I Ibould  not. 

For  I believe  thofe  mad  that  feek  vexations. 

A Wife,  though  fhe  be  honeft,  is  a trouble, 

Had  I a Wife  as  fair  as  HeUen  was 
That  drew  fo  many  Cuckolds  to  her  caufe, 

Thefe  eyes  ftiould  fee  another  in  my  Saddle 
Ere  I believe  my  bead  would  carry  double. 

Pifo.  So  (hould  not  I by’ouf  Lady,  and  I think 
My  patience  (by  your  leave)  as  go<^  as  yours, 

Report  would  dir  me  mainly,  1 am  fure  on’t. 

Lod.  Report?  You  arc  un  wife  •,  report  is  nothing; 
For  if  there  were  a truth  in  what  men  talk,  - 
I mean  of  this  kind,  this  part  of  the  world 
I am  fure  would  be  no  more  call’d  Chrtfiendom. 
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Tifo.  What  then  ? 

Lod.  Wh.'j  Cuckoldom^  for  we  fhould  lofe 
Our  old  faiths  clean,  and  hold  their  new  opinions : 

If  talk  could  make  me  fwear,  before  I would  marry 
I’d  tie  a furer  knot,  and  hang  my  felf  j 
I tell  thee  there  was  never  woman  yet, 

• (Nor  never  hope  there  fliall  be)  though  a Saint, 

But  (he  has  been  a lubjed:  to  mens  tongues, 

And  iu  the  worfe  fcnfe:  and  that  defperate  Husband, 

That  dares  give  up  his  peace,  and  follow  humours 
(Which  he  lhail  find  too  bufie,  ifhefeek  ’em) 

Befides  the  forcing  of  himfelf  an  Afs 
He  dyes  in  chains,  eating  himfelf  with  anger. 

Pifo.  Having  thefe  Antidotes  againft  opinion 
I would  marry  any  one  ^ an  arrant  Whore. 

Lod.  Thou  doll;  not  feel  the  nature  of  this  Phyfick 
Which  I prefcribe  not  to  beget  difeafes. 

But  where  they  are,  to  flop  them. 

Pifo.  I conceive  ye : 

What  thinkeflthou,  thy  way,  of  the  widow  Lelia? 

Lod.  Faith  thou  haft  round  out  one  I mufl  confefs 
Would  flagger  my  beft  patience : From  that  woman 
As  I would  blefs  my  felf  from  plagues  and  furfeits. 

From  Men  of  war  at  Sea,  fromftorms,  andquickfands, 
From  hearing  Treafon  and  concealing  it. 

From  daring  of  a Madman,  or  a Drunkard, 

From  Herefie,  ill  Wine,  and  Humbling  poll  Horfe ; 

So  would  I pray  each  morning,  and  each  night 
(And  if  I faid  each  hour,  I fhould  not  lye) 

To  be  delivered  of  all  thefe  in  one. 

The  woman  thou  haft  named. 

Enter  ]v\\.Oy  Angelo,  a-nd Father. 

Ptfo.  Thou  haft  fet  her  in  a pretty  Litany. 

Ang.  Pray  take  my  counfcl . 

JhI.  When  I am  my  felf 
Pie  hear  you  any  way  •,  love  me  though  thus 
As  thou  art  honeft,  which  1 dare  not  be 
Left  Idefpifemy  felf.  Farewel.  Julio. 

Pijo.  Do  you  hear  my  friend : Sir,  are  you  not  a fetter, 
For  the  fair  widow  here  of  famous  memory  ? 

Fa.  Ha  > am  I taken  for  a Bawd  f Oh  Heaven ! 

To  mine  own  child  too  ? mifery,  I thank  thee 
That  keepft  me  from  their  knowledge : Sir,  believe  me 
I underftand  ye  not. 

Lod.  You  love  plain  dealing. 

Are  you  not  parcel  Bawd  ? confefs  your  Funftion, 

It  may  be  we  would  ufe  it. 

Fa.  Were  fhe  worfe. 

As  I fear  flrangely  fhe  is  ill  enough, 

I would  not  hear  this  tamely. 

Ptfo.  Here’s  a fhilling 
To  ftrike  good  luck  withal. 

Fa.  Here’s  a Sword,  Sir, 

To  ftrike  a Knave  withal,  thoulyeft,  andbafely. 

Be  what  thou  wilt. 

Ang.  Why  how  now  Gentlemen  ? 

Fa.  You  are  many : I fhall  meet  you.  Sir,  again. 

And  make  you  underftand,  y’have  wrong’d  a Woman 
Compar’d  with  whom  thy  Mother  was  a finner.  Farewel. 
Ptfo.  He  has  amazed  me.  {Exit  Father. 

Ang.  With  a blow? 

By’r  Lady  ’twas  a found  one ; are  yo  good 
At  taking  knocks  ? I fhall  know  you  hereafter  / 

You  were  to  blame  to  tempt  a man  fo  far 
Before  you  knew  him  certain : h’as  not  hurt  ye  ? 

Ptfo.  No  I think. 

' Lod.  We  were  to  blame  indeed  to  go  fo  far. 

For  men  may  be  miftaken : if  he  had  fwinged  us 
H’had  ferv’d  us  right : Befhrew  my  heart,  I think, 

We  have  done  the  Gentlewoman  as  much  wrong  too, 

For  hang  me  if  I know  her 
In  my  particular. 

Ptfo.  Nor  I •,  this  ’tis  to  credit 
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Mens  idle  tongues  •,  I warrant  they  have  faid 
As  jnuch  by  our  two  Mothers. 

Lod.  Like  enough. 

eAng.  I fee  a beating  now  and  then  does  more 
Move  and  ftir  up  a mans  contrition 
Than  a fliarp  Sermon,  here  probatum  eft. 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Servant. 

Ser.  What  fliall  I tell  your  Sifter  ? 

Fred.  Tell  her  this, 

Till  fhe  be  better  converfation’d 
And  leave  her  walking  by  her  felf,  and  whining 
1 o hsr  old  melancMy  Lute,  I’le  keep 
As  far  from  her  as  the  Gallows.  fTExi,  Sinaa. 

Ang.  Who’s  that,  Fredoickj 
Fred,  Yes  meirry  is’t.  O Angelo  how  doll  thou  ? 

Ang.  Save  you  Sir,  howdoesmyMiftris? 

She  is  in  love  I think,  but  not  with  you 
. can  alluie  you  ; law  ye  Fabrttio  ? 

Ang.  L he  come  over  ? 

bred.  Yes  a wyek  ago:  Shall  wedine  ? 

<!Ang.  I cannot. 

Fred.  Prethcedo. 

Ang.  Believe  me  I have  bufinefs. 

Fred.  Have  you  too,  Gentlemen? 

Pfo.  No  Sir. 

Fred.  Why  then  let’s  dine  together. 

Lod.  With  all  my  heart. 

Fred.  Go  then:  Farewel  good  Angelo^ 

Commend  me  to  your  friend. 

^ will.  . {£.xennt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Frank,  and  Clora. 

Clo.  Do  not  diftemble  Franks,  mine  eyes  are  quicker) 
Than  fuch  obfervers,  that  do  ground  their  faith 
Upon  one  fmilc  or  tear*,  y’arc  much  alter'd. 

And  are  as  empty  of  thofe  excellencies 
That  were  companions  to  you  ; I mean  mirth 
And  free  difpofure  of  your  blood  and  Spirit, 

As  you  were  born  a mourner. 

Fran.  Howiprethee? 

For  I perceive  no  fuch  change  in  my  felf. 

Clo.  Come,  come,  this  is  not  wife,  nor  provident 
T 0 halt  before  a Cripple : if  you  love,  * 

Be  liberal  to  your  friend,  and  let  her  know  it, 

I fee  the  way  you  run,  and  know  how  tedious 
’Twill  prove  without  a true  companion. 

Fran.  Sure  thou  would  ft  have  me  love. 

Clo.  Yes  marry  would  I, 

I fhould  not  pleafe  ye  elfe. 

Fran.  And  who  for  Heavens  fake  ? 

For  I alTure  my  felf,  I know  not  yet : 

And  prethee  Clora,  fince  thou’lt  have  it  fo 
That  1 mull  love,  and  do  I know  not  what : 

Let  him  be  held  a pretty  handfome  fellow. 

And  young,  and  if  he  be  a little  valiant 
’Twill  be  the  better;  and  a little  wife, 

And  faith  a little  honeft. 

Clor.  Well  I will  found  ye  yet  for  all  your  craft. 

Fran.  Heigh  ho  1 Pie  love  no  more. 

Clo.  Than  one ; and  him 
You  fhall  love  Franks 
Fran.  Which  him?  thou  art  fo  wife 
People  will  take  thee  fhortly  for  a Witch ; 

But  prethee  tell  me  Clora,  if  I were 

So  mad  as  thou  wouldft  make  me,  what  kind  of  man 

Wouldft  thou  imagine  him  ? 

do.  Faith  fome  pretty  fellow. 

With  a clean  ftrength,  that  cracks  a cudgel  well 
And  dances  at  a Wake,  and  plays  at  Nine- holes. 

Fran.  O what  pretty  commendations  thou  haft  given  him! 
Faith  if  I were  in  love  as  I thank  Heaven 

Z z z Ido 
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1 1 do  not  think  I am , this  fhort  £/»///•/<? 
i detore  my  love  would  mase  me  burn  the  Legend. 

‘ Clor.  You  are  too  wild,  1 mean  Tome  Gentleman. 

! Fran.  So  do  not  1,  till  I can  know  ’em  vvifer : 

1 Some  Gentleman  ? noCloray  till  fome  Gentleman 
! Keep  fome  land,  and  fewer  whores,  believe  me 
! rie  keep  no  love  for  him,  1 do  not  long 
1 To  go  a foot  yet,  and  folitite  caujes. 

; dor.  What  think  you  then  of  an  adventure? 
jl  mean  fome  wealthy  Merchant. 

1 *Fran.  Let  him  venture 

In  fome  decai’d  Ware,  or  Carack  ofhisown : helhallnot 
Rig  me  out,  that’s  the  fnoi  ton’t;  outupon’t: 

What  young  thing  of  my  years  would  endure 
To  have  her  Husband  in  another  Country 
Within  a month  after  fne  is  married 
Chopping  for  rotten  Raifms,  and  lye  pining 
Ac  home  under  the  mercy  ot  his  fore-man no, 
rhough  they  be  wealthy,  and  indifferent  wife 
I do  not  fee  that  I am  bound  to  love  ’em. 

Co.  1 fee  yc  are  bard  to  pleafe ; yet  1 will  pleafeye. 

Fran.  Faith  not  fo  haul  neither,  ifeonfidered 
What  woman  may  deferve  as  (lie  is  worthy  : 

But  why  do  we  beftow  our  time  fo  idlely  ? 

Prechce  let  us  entei  tain  fome  other  talk, 

This  is  as  lickly  to  nK  as  faint  weather. 

Clor.  Now  I believe  I lhall  content  you  Franky 
What  think  you  of  a Courtier  > 

Fran.  Faith  fo  ill. 

That  if  I fhou’d  be  full,  and  fpeak  but  truth, 

’Tvvould  ihew  as  if  I wanted  charity, 

Prcchee  good  wencii  let  me  not  rail  upon  ’em. 

Yet  I have  an  excellent  ffomach,  and  muft  do  it ; 

I have  no  mercy  of  theie  Infidels 

Since  I am  put  in  mind  on’t,  good  wench  bear  with  me. 

Co.  Can  no  man  fit  you  ? 1 will  find  him  out. 

Fr.w.  This  Summer  fi  uit,  that  you  call  Courtier, 
hile  you  continue  cold  and  frofly  to  him 
Hangs  Llf,  and  may  be  found : but  when  you  fling 
Too  full  a heat  of  your  affciftions 
Upon  his  root,  and  make  him  ripe  too  foon. 

You’ll  find  him  rotten  i’tli’  handling-. 

His  oaths  and  affeiftions  arc  all  one 
With  his  apparel,  things  to  fet  him  off. 

He  has  as  many  Milfriflcs  as  Faiths, 

And  all  Jpucryfh.t , his  tiue  belief 
is  only  in  a p'lvate  Surgion, 

.And  for  my  iingle  Iclf,  I’d  looncr  venture 
A new'  coiiverlion  of  the  Indus., 

Than  to  make  Courtici  sable  men,  dr  honeff. 
j ‘ Clo.  I do  believe  you  love  no  Courtier, 

And  by  my  troth  to  ghefs  you  into  love 
VV’ith  any  1 can  think  of,  is  beyond 
I Either  your  will,  or  my  imagination. 

I And  yet  I am  fure  y’are  caught-.and  I will  know  him. 

I There’s  none  left  now  worthy  the  thinking  of, 
i Unlefs  it  be  a Souldicr,  and  I am  fure, 

I would  ever  blefs  my  felf  f.om  fuch  a fellow. 

Fran.  Why  p.‘tthee 

do.  Out  upon ’em  fire-locks, 

I Tley  are  nothing  i’cli’ world  but  Buff  and  Scarlet, 

Tough  unhewn  pieces,  to  hack  fwords  upon  j 
I had  as  lieve  be  courted  by  a Cannon, 

As  one  ofthofe 
Fran.  Thou  a:  t too  malicioiis, 

Upon  my  laith  me  thinks  they’re  worthy  men. 

do.  Sayyefo?  I’le  pull  ye  on  a little  further. 

What  worth  can  be  in  thofe  men,  whofe  proftiTion 
Is  nothing  i’th’  world  but  drink  and  damn  me. 

Out  of  whofe  violence  they  are  pofleft 

With  legions  of  unwholfome  whores  and  quarrels  *, 

I am  of  that  opinion,  and  will  dye  in’t. 

There  is  nounderftanding,  nor  can  be 
I In  a foult  Souldier. 

I. 


Fran.  Now  ’tis  ignorance 
1 eafily  perceive  that  thus  provokes  thee. 

And  not  the  love  of  truth  y Tie  lay  my  life  ’ 

Ifthou’dll  been  made  a man,  thou  hadft  been  a coward. 

^ Clo.  Ifto  be  valiant,  be  to  be  a Souldier  y I’Je  tell  ye  true, 

I had  rather  be  a Coward,  I am  fure  with  lefs  fin. 

Fra.  ThisHerefie  mult  be  look’d  to  in  time:  forifitfpread 
’Twill  grow  too  Pcltilenty  were  I a Scholar 
1 would  fo  hamper  thee  for  thy  opinion. 

That  ere  i left,  I would  write  thee  out  of  credit 
With  all  the  world,  and  make  thee  not  believ’d 
Even  in  indifferent  things  y that  I w'ould  leave  thee 
A reprobate  out  of  the  ftate  of  honour.  ^ 

By  ail  good  things,  thou  halt  flung  afperfions 
So  like  a fool  (for  I am  angry  w ith  thee) 

Upon  a fort  of  men,  that  let  me  tell  thee 
Thy  mothers  mother  would  have  been  a Saint 
Had  Ihe  conceiv’d  a Souldier  y they  are  people 
1 (1  may  commend  ’em,  while  I fpeak  but  truth) 
j Of  ail  the  old  world,  only  left  to  keep 
j Man  as  he  was,  valiant  and  vertuous. 
j They  are  the  model  ofthofe  men,  whofe  honours 
I We  heave  our  hands  at  when  wc  hear  recited, 
j do.  They  arc,  and  I have  all  1 fought  for,  ’tis  a fouldicr 
You  love,  hide  it  no  longer ; you  have  betray’d  your  felfy 
Come,  1 have  found  your  way  of  commendations, 

And  what  1 faid,  was  but  to  pull  it  from  ye. 

Fran.  ’Twas  pretty,  are  you  grown  fo  cunning,  Clera  ? 

I grant  I love  a fouldier  y But  what  fouldier 

Will  be  a new  task  to  ye?  Butallthis  , 

I do  imagine  was  but  laid  to  draw  me 

Out  of  my  melancholy. 

Clo.  I will  have  the  man 
Ere  I for  fake  yc. 

Fran.  I muft  to  my  Chamber. 

Clo.  May  not  I go  along  ? 

Fran.  Yes,  but  good  wench 
Move  me  no  more  with  thefc  fond  quctlions, 

They  work  like  Rhubarb  with  me. 

Clo.  Well,  I will  not.  {fxeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Lclia  and  her  iVaitin^-woman. 

Lei.  How  now  ? who  was  that  you  Itaid  to  fpeak  withal. 

Worn.  The  old  man  forfooth. 

Lei.  What  old  man  > (you  call  Father. 

Worn.  The  poor  old  man  that  ufes  to  come  hither,  he  that 

Lei.  Have  you  difpatchcd  him  ? 

Worn.  No  , he  would  fain  fpeak  with  you. 

Lei.  Wilt  tiiou  never  learn  more  manners, 

Than  to  draw  in  fuch  needy  Rafcals  to  difquiet  me  ? 

Go,  anfwerhimlwillnotbeatlcafurc.  (weepsfo, 

Jf'om.  He  will  needs  fpeak  with  you ; and  good  old  man  he 
I'hat  by  my  troth  I have  not  the  heart  to  deny  him, 

P,ray  let  him  fpeak  with  you. 

Lei.  Lord  how  tender  ftomach’d  you  are  grown  of  late  ? 
You  arc  not  in  love  with  him,  are  ye? 

If  ye  be,  ftrike  up  the  match  ; you  lhall  have 
Three),  and  a pair  of  blankets!  willyegoanfwerhim? 

Worn.  Pray  let  him  fpeak  with  you,  he  will  not  away  elfc. 

(Heaven  I am 

Lei.  Well,  let  him  in  then  if  there  be  no  remedy ; I thank 
Able  to  abulc  him,  1 lhall  ne’r  come  clear  elfe  of  him. 

Enter  Father. 

NowSir,whatisyourbufinefs?  pray  be  Ihort ; for  1 have  other 
Matters  of  more  moment  to  call  me  from  ye. 

Fa.  If  you  but  look  upon  me  like  a Daughter 
And  keep  that  love  about  ye  that  makes  good 
A Fathers  hope,  you’l  quickly  find  my  bufinefs, 

And  what  1 would  fay  to  you,  and  before 
1 a';k,  will  be  a giver : lay  that  llecp, 

1 mean  that  love,  or  be  but  num’d  within  ye, 

The 
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The  nature  of  my  want  is  fuch  a fcarchcr, 

And  of  fo  mighty  power,  that  where  he  finds 
This  dead  forgeti'ulnefs,  it  works  fo  ftrongly, 

That  if  the  Icafl:  heat  of  a childs  affedtion 
Remain  unperifii’d,  like  another  nature, 

It  makes  all  new  again ; pray  do  not  fcorn  me, 

Nor  feem  to  make  your  felf  a greater  bufinefs 
Than  my  relieving. 

Ld.  If  you  were  not  old 
I fhould  laugh  at  ye  \ what  a vengeance  ails  ye 
To  be  fo  childiih  to  imagine  me 
A founder  of  old  fellows?  make  him  drink,  wench, 
And  if  there  be  any  cold  meat  in  the  Buttery, 

Give  him  fome  broken  bread, and  that,  and  rid  him. 

Fa.  Is  this  a childs  love  ? or  a recompence 
Fit  for  a Fathers  care  ? O Lilia., 

Had  I been  thus  unkind,  thou  hadfl  not  beeir, 
Orlike  me  miferable:  But’tis  impofiible  • 
Nature  fhould  dye  fo  utterly  within  thee. 

And  lofe  her  promifes  *,  thou  art  one  of  thofe 
She  fet  her  ftamp  more  excellently  on, 

Than  common  people,  as  fore-telling  thee, 

A general  example  of  her  goodnefs  •, 

Or  fty  fhe  could  lye,  yet  Religion 
(For  love  to  Parents  is  Religious) 

Would  lead  thee  right  again : Look  well  upon  me, 

I am  the  root  that  gave  thee  nourifhment, 

And  made  thee  fpring  fair,  do  not  let  me  perifh 
Now  I am  old  and  faplefs, 

Lelia.  As  I live 

I like  ye  far  worfe  now  ye  grow  thus  holy, 

I grant  you  are  my  Father ; am  I therefore 
Bound  to  confume  my  felf,  and  be  a Beggar 
Still  in  relieving  you  ? I do  not  feel 
Any  fuch  mad  companion  yet  within  me. 

Fa.  I gave  up  all  my  ftate  to  make  yours  thus. 

Ld.  ’Twas  as  ye  ought  to  do,  and  now  ye  cry  for’t 
As  children  do  for  babies  back  again. 

Fath.  How  wouldft  thou  have  me  live  ? 

Let.  I would  not  have  ye, 

Nor  know  no  reafbn  Fathers  fhould  defire 
To  live,  and  be  a trouble,  when  children 
Are  able  to  inherit,  let  them  dye, 

’Tis  fit,  and  lookt  for,  that  they  fhould  do  fo. 

Fa.  Is  this  your  comfort? 

Ld.  All  that  I feel  yet. 

Fa.  I will  not  curfe  thee. 

Ld.  If  you  do  I care  not. 

Fa.  Pray  you  give  me  leave  to  weep. 

Lei.  Why  pray  take  leave. 

If  it  be  for  your  eafe. 

Fa.  Thy  Mother  dyed, 

Sweet  peace  be  with  her,  in  a happy  time. 

- Lei.  She  did,  Sir,  as  fhe  ought  to  do,  would  you 

Would  take  the  pains  to  follow  *,  what  fhould  you. 

Or  any  old  man  do  wearing  away 

In  this  world  with  Difeafes,  and  defire 

Only  to  live  to  make  their  Children  fcourge-fticks. 

And  hoard  up  mill-mony  ? me  thinks  a Marble 

Lyes  quieter  upon  an  old  mans  head 

Than  a cold  fito’th’  Palfey. 

Fa.  O good  Heaven  ! 

To  what  an  impudence  thou  wretched  woman. 

Haft  thou  begot  thy  felf  again ! well,  juftice 
Will  punifli  difobedience. 

Ld.  You  miftake.  Sir*, 

’Twill  punifh  Beggars,  fye  for  fhame  go  work. 

Or  ferve,  you  are  grave  enough  to  be  a Porter 
In  fome  good  man  of  worfhips  houfe,  and  give 
Sententious  anfwers  to  the  comers  in, 

A pretty  place  •,  or  be  of  fome  good  Confort, 

You  had  a pleafant  touch  o’th’  Qttem  once, 

If  idlencfs  have  not  bereft  you  of  it : 

Be  any  thing  but  old  and  Beggarly, 
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Two  fins  that  ever^do  outgrow  compaffion 

If  I might  fee  you  offer  at  a courfe 

Tiiat  were  a likely  one,  and  fliew’d  fome  profit, 

I would  not  flick  for  ten  Groats,  or  a Noble. 

Fath.  Did  I beget  this  woman  ? 

Ld.  Nay,  I know  not ; 

And  till  I know^  I will  not  thank  you  for’t*. 

How  ever,  he  that  got  me  had  the  pleafure, 

And  that  me  thinks,  is  a reward  fufficient. 

Fath.  I am  fo  iliangely  ftrucken  with  amazement, 

I know  not  where  I am,  nor  what  lam.  (bring  ye 

Ld.  You  had  beff  take  frefh  air  fome  where  elfe,  ’twill 
Out  of  your  trance  the  fooner. 

Fath.  Is  all  this 
As  you  mean,  Lelia  r 
Ld.  Yes  believe  me  is  it. 

For  yet  f cannot  think  you  are  fo  foolifh, 

As  to  imagine  you  are  young  enough 
To  be  my  heir,  or  I fo  old  to  make 
A Nurfe  at  thefe  years  for  you,  and  attend 
While  you  fup  up  my  ftate  in  penny  pots 
Of  Malmfey : when  l am  excellent  at  Cavvdies, 

And  Cullices,  and  have  enough  fpare  gold 
To  boil  away,  you  fhall  be  welcome  to  me  •, 

’Till  when  I’d  have  you  be  as  merry.  Sir, 

As  you  can  make  your  felf  with  that  you  have, 

And  leave  to  trouble  me  with  thefe  relations, 

Of  what  you  have  been  to  me,  or  you  are, 

For  as  I hear  them,  fo  I lofe  them  •,  this 
For  ought  I know  yet,  is  my  refoiution. 

Fath.  Well,  God  be  wdtb  thee,  for  1 fear  thy  end 
Will  be  a ftrange  example.  \_Exit  Father. 

Lei.  Fare  ye  well.  Sir*, 

Now  would  fome  poor  tender  hearted  fool  have  wept, 
Relented,  and  have  been  undone:  fuch  Children 
(I  thank  my  underftanding)  I hate  truly. 

For  by  my  troth  I had  rather  fee  their  tears 
Than  feel  their  pities : my  defires  and  ends 
Are  all  the  Kindred  that  lhave,  and  friends. 

Enter  Woman. 

Is  he  departed  ? 

Woiv.  Yes,  but  here’s  another. 

Let.  Not  of  his  tribe  I hope  •,  bring  me  no  more 
I would  wilh  you  fuch  as  he  is  *,  if  thou  feeft 
They  look  like  men  of  worth,  and  i.ate,  and  carry 
Ballaft  ofboth  fideslike  tall  Gentlemen 
Admit ’em,  but  no  fnakes  to  poyfon  us 
With  poverty  ^ wench  you  muft  learn  a wife  rule. 

Look  not  upon  the  youths  of  men,  and  making. 

How  they  defeend  in  bloud,  nor  let  their  tongues. 

Though  they  ftrike  fuddainly,  and  fweet  as  mufick 
Corrupt  thy  fancy : fee,  and  fay  them  fair  too. 

But  ever  keep  thy  felf  without  their  diftance, 

Unlefs  the  love  thou  fwallow  be  a pill 
Gilded  to  hide  the  bitter nefs  it  brings. 

Then  fall  on  without  fear,  wench,  yet  fo  wifely 
That  one  encounter  cloy  him  not^  nor  promife  ^ 

His  love  hath  made  thee  more  his,  than  his  monies; 

Learn  this  and  thrive, 

Then  let  thine  honour  ever 

(For  that’s  the  laft  rule)  be  fo  ftood  upon, 

That  men  may  fairly  fee  , , r „ 

’Tis  want  of  means,  not  vertue  makes  thee  tall ; 

And  ifyou  weep  ’twill  be  a great  deal  better, 

And  draw  on  more  compaffion,  which  includes 
A greater  tendernefs  of  love  and  bounty : 

This  is  enough  at  once,  digeft  it  well : 

Go  let  him  in  wench,  if  he  promife  profit, 

Not  elfe. 

Enter  Julio. 

O you  are  welcome  my  fair  Servant, 

Upon  my  troth  I have  been  longing  for  yc^ 

^ "Z  X 2.  ■ 
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iVom,  This,  by  her  rule,  fhould  be  a liberal  man, 

I fee  the  belt  oil’s  may  learn  every  day. 

Lei.  There’s  none  come  with  you? 

Jtd.  No. 

Le:.  You  do  the  wifer, 

For  fome  that  have  been  here  (I  name  no  man) 

Out  of  their  malice,  more  than  truth,  have  done  me 
Some  few  ill  offices. 

Jiil.  How,  Sweet  ? 

Lei  Nay,  nothing. 

Only  have  talkt  a little  wildly  of  me  •, 

As  their  unruly  Youth  direifted  ’em  ^ 

Which  though  they  bite  me  not,  1 would  have  wilht 
Had  light  upon  fome  other  that  deferv’d  ’em. 

Jul.  Though  fhe  defer  ve  this  of  the  loofeft  tongue 
(Which  makes  my  lin  the  more)  I mult  not  fee  it  j 
Such  is  my  mifery.  I would  I knew  him. 

Lei.  No,  no,  let  him  go, 

He  is  not  worth  your  anger ; I mull  chide  you 
For  being  luch  a llranger  to  your  Miftrifs, 

Why  would  you  be  fo,  Servant  ? 

Jnl.  1 Ihould  chide, 

if  chiding  would  work  any  thing  upon  you, 
j For  being  fuch  a ftranger  to  your  Servant, 

' /mean  10  hisddires;  when,  mydear  Miftrefs, 

Snail  / be  made  a happy  man  ? 

Ltl.  Fye,  Servant, 

What  do  you  mean  ? unhand  me,  or,  by  Hcav’n, 

I Ihall  be  very  angry,  this  isrudenefs. 

' JhL.  ’Twas  but  a kits  or  two,  that  thus  offends  you. 

; Lei  ’Twas  more  / think,  than  you  have  warrant  for. 
i Jtil.  I amforry  / dcUrv’d  no  more. 

I Lei.  You  may. 

But  not  this  rough  way.  Servant',  we  are  tender, 

And  ought  in  all  to  be  rcfpcdlcd  fo ; 

If  /had  been  your  Horfe,  or  Whore,  you  might 
Back  me  with  this  iiirtmperance  y / thought 
You  had  lov’d  as  worthy  men,  whofe  fair  aficif^ions 
Seek  pl^afurcs  waii<.i,Ltd,  not  pull’d  by  violence, 

I Do  fo  no  more. 

JhI.  I hope  you  arc  not  angry  ? 

! Lei.  / Ihould  be  with  another  man,  I am  furc, 

, That  durft  appear  but  half  thus  violent. 

I Jul.  I did  not  mcantoravifli  ye. 
j Lei.  You  could  not. 

I Jul.  You  are  fo  willing — 

j Lei  How  ? 

Jul.  Methinks  this  fhadow. 

If  you  had  fo  much  fhamc  as  fits  a woman. 

At  lead  of  you.  way.  Miltrifs,  long  c’le  this 
Had  beer.  laid  off  10  me  that  uncjcrlland  ye. 

Lei.  Tnatunderdandme  ? Sir,  ve  underftand, 

! Nor  (hall,  no  more  of  me  than  mode  fty 
i Will,  withoutrfear,  deliver  to  alb  angrr ; 

You underftand  / am  honed,  elfc  / '^  lye, 

(Though  you  were  better  far  than  Julio) 

I You,  and  your  underdanding  are  two  fools, 

I But  were  wc  Saints,  thus  we  areJlill  rewarded : 

1 I fee  that  Woman  had  a pretty  catch  on’t. 

That  had  made  you  the  Mader  of  a kindnefs. 

She durd  not  aniw’er openly  ; O me  / 

How  cafily  we  Women  may  be  cozen’d  1 
i / took  this  Julio.,  as  / have  a faith, 

; (This  young  Diffcmbler  with  thefober  Vizard) 

'•  For  the  mod  moded,  temper’d  Gentleman, 

1 The  cooled,  quieted,  and  bed  Companion  •, 

I For  fuch  an  one  I could  have  widi’d  a Woman, 
j Jul.  Y ou  have  wifli’d  me  ill  enough  o’  confciencc, 
i Make  me  no  worfe  for  diame ; / fee  the  more 
/ work  by  way  of  fervice  to  obtain  ye, 

You  work  the  more  upon  me.  Tell  me  truly 
(While/  am  able  to  believe  a Woman, 

I For  if  you  ufe  me  thus,  that  faith  will  perifh) 

1 What  is  your  end,  and  whither  you  will  pull  me ; 


Capain, 

Tell  me,  but  tell  me  that  / may  not  dart  at. 

And  have  a caufe  to  curfe  ye. 

Lei.  Blefsmegoodnefs ! 

To  curfe  me  did  you  fay.  Sir  ? let  it  be 

For  too  much  loving  you  then,  fuch  a curfe 

Kill  me  withal,  and  / fhali  bea 

You  have  found  a new  way  to  reward  my  doting. 

And  / confeTs  a fit  one  for  my  folly, 

For  you  your  felf,  if  you  have  good  within  ye. 

And  dare  be  Mader  of  it,  know  how  dearly 
This  heart  hath  held  you  ever  •,  Oh  good  Heaven! 

That  /had  never  feen  that  falfe  mans  eyes, 

That  dares  reward  me  thus  with  fears  and  curfes 
Nor  never  heard  the  fweetnefs  of  that  tongue, 

That  will,  when  this  is  known,  yet  cozen  women ; 

Curfe  me,  good  Julio.,  curfe  me  bitterly, 

/ do  deferve  it  for  my  confidence. 

And  I befeech  thee  if  thou  had  a goodnefs 
Or  power  yet  in  thee  to  confirm  thy  wilhes, 

CuiTe  me  to  earth,  for  what  Ihould  1 do  here 

Like  a decaying  flower,  dill  withering 

Under  his  bitter  words,  whofe  kindly  heat 

Should  give  mypoor  heajt  life.**  No,  curfe  me,  Julio., 

Thou  canft  not  do  me  fuch  a benefit 

As  that,  and  well  done,  that  the  Heav’ns  may  hear  it. 

Jul.  O fair  tears ! were  you  but  as  chad  as  fubtil. 

Like  Bones  of  Saints,  you  would  work  miracles  ^ 

What  were  thefe  women  to  a man  that  knew  not 
Thethoufand,  thoufand  ways  of  their  deceiving? 

What  riches  had  he  found  / O he  would  think 
Himfclf  dill  dreaming  of  a bleflednefs, 

That  like  continual  fpring  fhould  flourilh  ever. 

For  if  die  were  as  good  as  die  is  feeming. 

Or,  like  an  Eagle,  could  renew  her  vertucs, 

Nature  had  made  another  world  of  fweetnefs. 

Be  not  fo  griev’d,  fweet  Midiifs,  what  I faid. 

You  do,  or  fliould  know,  was  but  padion  •, 

Pray  wipe  your  eyes  and  kifsrae  ^ »^akc  t icfe  trides, 

.\nd  wear  them  for  me,  w ich  ai  c only  rich 
vVhen  you  will  put  them  on  : indeed  1 love  ye, 

Seflircw  my  f.ck  hta'  t,  if  I grieve  not  f.>r  ye. 

Ld.  Will  you  didcmble  dill  ? lam  a fool. 

And  you  may  cafily  rule  me,  if  you  flatter. 

The  fin  wili  be  your  own. 

Jul.  Y ;u  know  I do  not. 

Lei.  And  diall  1 be  fo  childiffi  once  again, 

After  my  late  experience  of  your  Ipight 
To  credit  you?  you  do  not  know  how  deep 
Oiifyoudid  you  would  be  kinder  to  me,) 

This  bitternefs  of  yours  has  druck  my  heart, 

Jui.  I pray,  no  more. 

Lei.  T hus  you  would  do  I warrant, 
if  I were  married  to  you. 

Jul,  Married  to  me  ? 

Is  that  your  end? 

Let.  Yes.  is  not  that  the  bed  end. 

And,  as  all  hold,  the  nobled  way  of  love  ? 

Why  do  you  look  fo  drange,  Sir  ? do  not  you 
Defire  it  diouJd  be  fb  ? 

Jul.  Stay. 

Lei.  Anfwer  me. 

Jul.  Farcwel.  [_Exit  Julio. 

Lei.  1!  are  you  there?  are  allthefe  tears  lod  then? 

Am  I fo  overtaken  by  a fool 

In  mv  bed  days  and  tricks  ? my  wife  fellow, 

I’ll  make  you  fmart  for’t,  as  I am  a woman. 

And  if  thon  beeft  not  timber,  yet  I’ll  warm  thee  ^ 

And  is  he  gone 

Enter  Woman. 

Worn.  Yes. 

Lei.  He’s  not  fo  lightly  flruck. 

To  be  recovered  with  a bafe  repentance, 

I fhould  be  forry  then  •,  Fortune,  I prithee 

Give 


Give  me  this  man  but  once  more  in  my  arms, 
And  if  I lofe  him,  women  have  no  charms. 


Secundus,  Scena  Trhna, 

Enter  Jacomo,  and  Fabricio. 

[ fac.  ^Signior,  what  think  you  of  this  found  of  Wars  ? 
j O Fab.  As  only  of  a found  •,  rhcy  that  intend 
! To  do,  are  like  deep  waters  that  i un  quietly, 
j Leaving  no  face  of  what  they  were,  behind  ’em. 

I This  rumour  is  too  common,  and  too  loud 
I To  carry  truth. 

j fac.  Shall  we  never  live  to  lee 
j Men  look  like  men  again, 

{ Upon  a March  ? 

j This  cold  dull  rufy  peace  makes  up  appear 
j Like  empty  Pifturcs,  only  cne  fame  lhadows 
Of  what  we  fliould  be ; 

Would  to  Heaven  my  Mother 

Had  given  but  half  her  will  to  my  begetting, 

And  made  me  woman,  to  fit  Hill  and  ling. 

Or  be  fick  when  I lift,  or  any  thing 
That  is  too  idle  for  a man  to  think  of 
Would  I had  been  a Whore,  ’t  had  been  a courle 
Certain,  and  (o’  my  Confcience)  of  more  gain 
Than  two  commands,  as  I wauld  handle  it 
’Faith,  I could  wifh  I had  been  any  thing 
Rather  that  what  I am,  a Souldier  ^ 

A Carrier  or  a Cobler,  when  1 knew 

What  ’twas  to  wear  a Sword  firft-,  for  their  trades 

Are,  and  lhall  be  a conftant  way  of  life. 

While  men  fend  Cheefes  up.  Or  wear  out  Buskins. 

Fab.  Thou  art  a little  too  impatient. 

And  mak’ft  thy  anger  a far  more  vexation 
Than  the  not  having  Wars  •,  I am  a Souldier, 

Which  is  my  whole  inheritance,  yet  I 
Though  1 could  wilh  a breach  with  all  the  world. 

If  notdilhonourable,  I am  not  lb  malicious. 

To  curfe  the  fair  peace  of  my  Mother  Country  ^ 

But  thou  want’ll:  money,  and  the  firft  fupply 
Will  bury  thefe  thoughts  in  thee. 

Jac.  ’Pox  o’ peace. 

It  fills  the  Kingdom  fiillof  holydays. 

And  only  feeds  the  wants  of  Whores  and  Pipers  *, 

And  makes  the  idle  drunken  Rogues  get  Spinfters : 

’Tis  true,  1 may  want  money,  and  no  little. 

And  almoft  Cloaths  too  *,  of  which  if  I had  both 
In  full  abundance yetagainftall  peace, 

That  brings  up  mifehiefs  thicker  than  a Ihower, 

I would  fpeak  louder  than  a Lawyer ; 

By  Heaven,  itis  the  furfeitof  all  youth, 

Thar  makes  tiie  toughnefs,  and  the  ftrength  of  Nations 
! Melt  into  Women.  ’Tis  an  eafe  that  broods 
jTnieves,  and  Baftards only. 

Fab.  This  is  more, 

(Though  it  be  true)  than  we  ought  to  lay  open. 

And  favours  only  of  an  indiferetion. 

Believe  rae,  Captain,  fuch  diftemper’d  fpirits 
Once  out  of  motion,  though  they  be  proof  valiant, 

If  they  appear  thus  violent  and  fiery. 

Breed  but  their  own  dilgraces  -,  and  are  nearer 
Doubt  and  fufpc<ft  in  Princes,  than  rewards. 

Jac.  ’Tis  well  they  can  be  near  ’em  any  way. 

But  call  you  thofe  true  fpirits  ill  affedled. 

That  whilft  the  wars  were,  ferv’d  like  walls  and  ribs 
To  girdle  in  the  Kingdom  ? 

And  now  fain 

Through  a faint  Peace  into  affliction, 

Speak  but  their  miferies  ? come,  come,  Fahritlo^ 

You  may  pretend  what  patience  ye  pleafe, 

And  feem  to  yoak  your  wants  like  paflions ; 


But  while  I know  thou  art  a Souldier, 

And  a deferver,  and  no  other  Harveft 
But  what  thy  Sword  reaj)s  for  thee  to  come  in. 

You  fflall  be  pleas’d  to  give  me  leave  to  tell  ye. 

You  wilh  a Devil  of  tnis  mufty  peace  j 
To  which  Prayer, 

As  one  that’s  bound  in  Confcience,  and  all 
That  love  our  trade,  Icry,  Amen. 

Fab.  Prithee  no  more,  we  fnall  live  well  enough. 

There’s  ways  enough  befides  the  wars  to  men 
That  are  not  logs,  and  lye  ftill  for  the  hands 
Of  others  to  remove  ’em. 

Jac.  You  may  thrive,  Sir, 

Thou  art  young  and  handfora  yet,  and  well  enough 
To  pleafe  a Widows  thou  canft  ling,  and  tell 
Thefe  foolifli  love-tales,  and  indite  a little. 

And  if  need  be,  compile  a pretty  matter, 

And  dedicate  it  to  the  honouiable. 

Which  may  awaken  his  companion. 

To  make  ye  Clark  o’th’ Kitchen,  and  at  length, 

Come  to  be  married  to  my  Ladies  Woman, 

After  file’s  crackt  i’th’  Ring. 

Fab.  ’Tis  very  well,  Sir. 

Jac.  But  what  doft  thou  think  fiiall  become  of  me, 

With  all  my  imperfecTions  ? let  me  dye, 

If  I think  I fiiall  ever  reach  above 
A forlorn  Tapfter,  or  forae  frothy  fellow', 

That  ftinksof  ftale  Beer. 

Fab.  Captain  Jacomo., 

Why  fiiould  you  think  lb  hardly  of  your  vertues  ? 

Jac.  What  veitues  ? by  this  light,  1 have  no  vertue, 

But  down-right  buffetting,  what  can  my  face. 

That  is  no  better  than  a ragged  Map  now 

Of  where  I have  march’d  and  travell’d,  profit  me  ? 

llnlefsitbe  for  Ladies  to  abufe,  and  fay 

’Twasfpoil’d  for  want  of  aBongrace  when  1 was  young, 

And  now  ’twill  make  a true  prognoftication 

Of  what  man  muft  be  ? Tell  me  of  a fellow 

That  can  mend  Nofes,  and  complain, 

So  tall  a Souldier  Ibould  want  teeth  to  his  Stomach  •, 

Ahd  how  it  was  great  pky,  that  it  was, 

That  he  that  made  my  Body  was  fo  bulled 
He  could  not  ftay  to  make  my  Legs  too  but  was  driven 
To  clap  a pair  of  Cat-fticks  to  my  Knees,  for  which 
1 am  indebted  to  two  School-Boys  •,  this 
Muft  follow  neceffary. 

Fab.  There’s  no  fuch  matter. 

Jac.  Then  for  my  Morals,  and  thole  hidden  pieces. 

That  Art  bellows  upon  me,  they  are  fuch. 

That  when  they  come  to  bght,  I am  fure  will  fiiame  me. 

For  I can  neither  write,  nor  read,  iior  fpeak 
That  any  man  fiiall  hope  to  pi oht  by  me^ 

And  for  my  Languages,  they  are  fo  many. 

That  put  them  all  together,  they  willfcarce 
Serve  to  beg  fingle  Beer  in  •,  the  plain  truta  is, 

I love  a Souldier,  and  can  lead  him  on. 

And  if  he  fight  well,  I dare  make  him  drunk  ^ 

This  is  my  vertue,  and  if  this  will  do, 
rilfcramble  yet  amongft’em. 

Fab.  ’Tis  your  way 

To  be  thus  plealant  ftill,  but  fear  not,  man, 

For  though  the  Wars  fail,  we  fiiall  ferew  our  felves 
Into  fomecourfeof  life  yet. 

Jac.  Good  Fabricio, 

Have  a quick  eye  upon  me,  for  I fear 

This  Peace  will  make  me  Ibmething  that  I love  not^ 

For  by  niy  troth,  though  1 am  plain  and  dudgion, 

1 would  not  be  an  Afs  •,  and  to  fell  parcels, 

I can  as  foon  be  hang’d : prithee  bellow  me, 

And  fpeak  fome  little  good,  though  I deferve  net. 

Enter  Father. 

Fab.  Come,  w'e’ll  confider  more ; ftay,  this 

Should  be  another  wind-fall  of  the  Wars.  j 

Jac. 
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Jac.  He  looks  indeed  like  an  old  tatter’d  Colours, 

That  every  wind  would  borrow  from  the  Staff  : 
fhefe  are  the  hopes  we  have  for  all  our  hurts ; 

They  have  not  call  his  tongue  too. 

Path  They  that  fay 

Hope  never  leaves  a wretched  man  that  feeks  her, 

1 think  are  either  patient  fools,  or  liers, 

I am  fare  1 find  it  fo,  for  I am  mafter’d, 

With  fuch  amifery  and  grief  together 
That  that  Hay’d  Anchor,  men  lay  hold  upon 
In  a 11  their  needs,  is  to  me  Lead  that  bows, 

Or  breaks  with  every  ftrong  fea  of  my  forrows. 

I could  now  queftion  Heaven  (were  it  well 
To  look  into  their  Jultice)  why  thofe  faults, 

Thofe  heavy  lins  others  provoke  ’em  with 
Should  be  rewarded  on  the  head  of  us, 

That  hold  the  leaft  alliance  to  their  vices ; 

But  this  would  be  too  curious ; for  I fee 
Our  fufferings,  notdifputing,  is  the  end. 

Reveal’d  to  us  of  all  thefe  mileries. 

Jm.  Twenty  fuch  holy  Hermtts  in  a Camp 
Would  make ’em  all  I’ll  behang’d 

If  he  know  what  a Whore  is,  or  a health, 

Or  have  a nature  liable  to  learn. 

Or  fo  much  honeft  nurture  to  be  drunk. 
f do  not  think  he  has  the  fplcen  to  fwcar 
A greater  Oath  than  Semltcrs  utter  Socks  with, 

S’pur  him  a queftion. 

Path.  They  are  llrangcrs  both 
To  me,  as  I to  them  I hope-,  I would  not  have 
Me  and  my  fhame  together  known  by  any, 

I’ll  rather  lie  my  felf  unto  another. 

P.ib.  I need  not  ask  you,  Sir,  your  Country, 

I hear  you  fiieak  this  tongue,  ’pray  what  more  arc  you : 
Or  have  you  been  ? if  it  be  not  offenfivc 
To  urge  ye  fo  far,  mifery  in  your  years 
Gives  every  thing  a tongue  to  queftion  it. 

P.ith.  Sir,  though  I could  be  pleas’d  to  make  my  ills 
Only  mine  own,  for  grieving  other  men, 

Yet  to  fo  fair  and  couttcousa  demander 
That  promifes companion,  at  worll:  pity, 

1 will  relate  a little  of  my  llory. 

I am  a Gentleman,  however  thus 

Poor  and  unhappy  i which  believe  me.  Sir, 

Was  not  born  with  me ; for  I well  have  try’d 
j Both  the  extreamsot  Fortune,  andhavefound 
; Both  dangerous -,  my  younger  years  provok’d  me, 
Feeling  in  what  an  cafe  1 fleptat  home, 

Which  toallllirring  fpirits  is  a ficknefs. 

To  Ice  far  Countrys,  and  obferve  their  Cufloms ; 

I did  fo,  and  1 travell’d  till  that  courfe 
Stor’d  me  with  language,  and  fomc  few  flight  manners, 
Scarce  worth  my  money ; when  an  itch  jwllefs’d  me 
Of  making  Armsmy  adiveend  of  travel. 

Pab.  But  did  you  fo  } 

Path.  I did,  and  twenty  Winters 
1 wore  the  Chriftian  Caufeupon  my  Sword 
‘Againft  his  Enemies,  at  'BudaSkge 
Full  many  a cold  Night  have  1 lodg’d  in  armour. 

When  all  was  frozen  in  me  but  mine  Honour^ 

And  many  a day,  when  both  the  Sun  and  Cannon 
Strove  who  fhould  mofl: deftroy  us  -,  have  1 flood 
Mail’d  up  in  Steel,  w hen  my  tough  finew  fhrunk. 

And  this  parch’d  Body  ready  to  confume  . 

As  foon  to  afhes,  as  the  Pikel  bore  ^ 

Want  has  been  tomeas  another  Nature, 

Which  makes  me  with  this  patience  ftill  profefs  if, 

And  if  a Souldier  may  without  vain  glory 
Tell  what  h'as  done,  believe  me.  Gentlemen, 

1 could  turn  over  annals  of  my  dangers; 

With  this  poor  weaknefs  have  I man’da  breach. 

And  made  it  firm  with  fo  much  blond,  that  all 
I had  to  bring  me  off  alive  was  anger  ; 

Thrice  was  I made  a Slave,  and  thrice  redeem’d 


At  price  of  all  I had  ^ The  miferies 
Of  which  times,  if  1 had  a heart  to  tell. 

Would  make  ye  weep  likeChildren  -,  but  ’ll  fpare  ye. 

Jac.  Pabricio,  we  two  have  been  Souldiers 
Above  thefe  fourteen  years,  yet  o’ my  Confcience, 

All  we  have  feen,  compar’d  to  his  experience 
Has  been  but  cudgel-play,  or  Cock-fighting. 

By  all  the  faith  I have  in  Arms,  I reverence 
The  very  poverty  of  this  brave  fellow ; 

Which  were  enough  it  felf,  and  his  to  ftrengthen 
The  weakeft  town  againft  half  Chnjhndom. 

I was  never  fo  afham’d  of  fervice 

In  all  my  life  before,  now  I confider 

What  1 have  done-,  and  yet  the  Rogues  would  fwcar 

I was  a valiant  fellow  ^ I do  find 

The  greateft  danger  I have  brought  my  life  through, 

Now  1 have  heard  this  worthy,  was  no  more 
Than  Healing  of  a May  pole,  or  at  word, 

Fighting  at  fingle  Billet  with  a Barge  man. 

Fab.  I do  believe  him,  Jacomo. 

Jac.  Believe  him  ? 

I have  no  faith  within  me,  if  1 do  not. 

Path.  1 fee  they  arc  Souldiers  -, 

And  if  we  may  judge  by  affedlions. 

Brave  and  deferving  men  ; how  they  are  Hir’d 
But  with  a mcer  relation  of  what  may  be  ? 

Since  1 have  won  belief,  and  am  not  known. 

Forgive  me.  Honour,  I’ll  make  ufe  of  thee. 

Fab.  Sir,  would  I were  a man,  or  great,  or  able 
To  look  with  liberal  eyes  upon  your  vertue. 

Jac.  Let’s  give  him  all  wc  have,  and  leave  off  prating. 
Here,  Souldier,  there’s  even  five  months  pay,  be  merry. 
And  get  thee  handfom  Cloaths. 

Fab.  What  mean  you,  Jacomo  ? 

Jac.  Ye  are  a fool. 

The  very  ftory’s  worth  a hundred  pound. 

Give  him  more  money. 

Path.  Gentlemen,  I know  not 
How  I am  able  to  deferve  this  bleffing ; 

But  if  I live  to  fee  fair  days  again. 

Something  I’ll  do  in  honour  of  your  goodnefs, 

Thatfhall  fhew  thankfulnefs,  if  notdefert. 

Pab.  If  you  pleafe.  Sir,  till  we  procure  ye  place. 

To  eat  with  us,  or  wear  fuch  honeft  Garments 
As  our  poor  means  can  reach  to,  you  fhall  be 
A welcome  man  -,  to  fay  more,  were  to  fee  l ye 
Only  with  words  -,  we  honour  what  y’havc  been, 

For  we  are  Souldiers,  though  not  near  the  woi  th 
You  fpake  of  lately. 

Path.  Idogucfs  yefo. 

And  knew,  unlcfs  ye  were  a Souldier, 

Ye  could  not  find  the  way  to  know  my  wants. 

Jac.  But  methinks  all  this  while  y’are  too  temperate  *, 

Do  you  not  tell  men  fometimes  of  the  dulnefs 
When  you  are  grip’t,  as  now  you  are  with  need  ? 

Ido,  and  let  them  know  ttiofe  filks  they  wear, 

The  War  weaves  for  ’em  ^ and  the  bread  they  cat 
We  fow,  and  reap  again  to  feed  tiieir  hunger  -, 

I tell  them  boldly,  thtw  are  mafters  of 
Nothing  but  what  we  fight  for  -,  their  fair  women 
Lye  playing  in  their  arms,  whilftwe,  Lares 
Defend  their  plcafurcs^  I am  angry  too. 

And  often  rail  at  thefe  forgetful  great  men 
That  fuffer  us  to  fue  for  what  we  ought 
To  have  flung  on  us,  e’re  we  ask. 

Path.  I have 

T 00  often  told  my  griefs  that  way,  when  all 
1 reapt,  was  rudenefs  of  behaviour  *, 

In  their  opinion  men  of  War  that  thrive, 

Muft  thank  ’em  when  they  rail,  and  wait  to  live. 

Pab.  Come,  Sir,  1 fee  your  wants  need  more  relieving. 
Than  looking  what  they  are  -,  pray  go  with  us. 

Path.  1 thank  you.  Gentlemen  -,  fince  you  arc  pleas’d 
I fo  do  a benefit,  I dare  not  crofs  it. 

And 


The  {jqtdin. 


And  what  my  fervice  or  endeavours  may 
Stand  you  in  Head,  you  Ihall  command,  not  pray, 

\JE.xemt. 

Jac.  So  you  fliall  us,  I’ll  to  the  Taylors  with  you  bodily. 

SCENE  II. 

Efiter  Frederick,.  Lodovico,  afid  Pifo. 

Lod.  Well,  if  this  be  true,  I’ll  believe  a Woman 
When  I have  nothing  elfe  to  do. 

Pifo.  ’Tis  certain,  if  there  be  a way  of  truth 
Inblulhes,  fmiles,  and  commendations 
! For  by  this  light,  I have  heard  her  praife  yond’  fellow 
I In  fuch  a pitch,  as  if  (h’ad  ftudied 
To  crowd  the  worths  of  all  men  into  him, 

And  I imagine  thefe  are  feldom  us’d 
Without  their  fpecial  ends,  and  by  a maid 
Of  her  defires  and  youth. 

Fred.  It  may  be  (o. 

She’s  free,  as  you,  or  lam,  and  may  have 
By  that  Prerogative,  a liberal  choice 
In  the  bellowing  of  her  love. 

Lod.  Bellowing  ? 

If  it  be  fo,  Ihe  has  bellow’d  her  felf 

Upon  a trim  youth,  Ptjo^  what  do*  you  call  him  ? 

Ptfo.  Why,  Captain  Jacomo. 

Lod.  O,  Captain  Jack-boy, 

That  is  the  Gentleman. 

Fred.  I think  he  be 
A Gentleman  at  word. 

Lod.  So  think  I too, 

Would  he  would  mend,  Sir. 

Fred.  And  a tall  one  too.  , 

Lod.  Yes,  of  his  teeth  ^ for  of  my  faith ! think 
They  are  Iharper  than  his  fword,  and  dare  do  more 
If  the  Buff  meet  him  fairly. 

Fred.  Very  well. 

Ptfo.  Now  do  I wonder  what  Ihe  means  to  do 
When  Ihe  has  married  him. 

Lod.  Why,  well  enough 
Trail  his  Pike  under  him,  and  be  a Gentlewonian 
Of  the  brave  Captains  Company. 

Fred.  Do  you  hear  me  ? 

This  woman  is  my  Siller,  Gentlemen. 

Lod.  I am  glad  Ihe  is  none  of  mine  •,  but  Fredericks 
Thou  art  not  luch  a fool  fure  to  be  angry 
Unlefs  it  be  with  her ; we  are  thy  friends,  man. 

Fred.  1 think  ye  are. 

Lod.  Yes,  ’faith, 'and  do  buttell  thee 
How  Ihe  will  utterly  overthrow  her  credit, 

If  Ihe  continue  gracing  of  this  pot-gun. 

Ptfo.  I think  Ihe  was  bewitcht,  or  mad  or  blind. 

She  would  never  have  taken  fuch  a fcar-Crow  elle 
Into  protedlion  ; of  my  life  he  looks 
Of  a more  rufly  fwarth  Complexion 
Than  an  old  arming  Doublet. 

Lod.  1 would  fend 

His  face  to  the  Cutlers  then,  and  have  it  fanguin’d, 

’Twill  look  a great  deal  fweeter  •,  then  his  Nofe 
I would  have  fhorter,  and  my  reafon  is, 

His  face  will  be  ill  mounted  elfe. 

Pifo.  For  his  Body, 

I will  ilot  be  my  own  Judge,  left  I feem 
A Railer,  but  let  others  look  upon’t. 

And  if  they  find  it  any  other  thing 

Than  a Trunk  fellar,  to  fend  wines  down  in, 

Or  a long  walking  bottle.  I’ll  be  hang’d  for’t  \ 

His  Hide  (for  fure  he  is  a Beall)  is  ranker 
Than  the  Leather,  and  grain’d  like  it  : 

And  by  alHikelihoods  he  was  begotten 
Between  a ftubborn  pair  of  Winter  boots  \ 

His  body  goes  with  ftraps,  he  is  fo  churlilh. 

Lod.  He’s  poor  and  beggarly  befides  all  this, 

Andof  anature  faruncapable 
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Of  any  benefit-,  for  his  manners  cannot 
Shew  him  a way  to  thank  a man  that  does  one, 

He’s  lb  uncivil  ^ you  may  do  a part 
Worthy  a Brother,  to  perfwade  your  Sifter 
From  her  undoing  ^ if  Ihe  prove  fo  foolifti 
To  marry  this  call  Captain,  look  to  find  her 
Within  a month,  where  you,  or  any  good  man, 

Would  blufii  to  know  her  ^ felling  cheefe  and  prunes, 

And  retail’d  Bottlc-Alc  -,  1 grieve  to  think, 

Becaule  I lov’d  her,  what  a march  this  Captain 
Will  let  her  into. 

Fred.  You  are  both,  believe  me, 

Two  arrant  Knaves,  and  were  it  not  fortaking 

So  juft  an  execution  from  his  hands 

You  have  bely’d  tlius,  I would  fwaddle  ye. 

Till  I could  draw  off  both  your  skins  like  Scabbards. 

That  man  that  you  have  wrong’d  thus,  though  to  me 
He  be  a llranger,  yet  I know  fo  worthy. 

However  low  in  fortune,  that  his  woril  parts. 

The  very  wearing  of  hisCloaths,  would  make 
Two  better  Gentlemen  than  you  dare  be. 

For  there  is  vertue  in  his  outward  things. 

Lod.  Belike  you  love  him  then  ? 

Fred.  Yes  marry  do  I.  * 

Lod.  And  will  be  angry  for  him. 

Fr'ed.  If  you  talk. 

Or  pull  your  face  into  a frich  again. 

As  I love  truth  1 (hall  be  very  angry. 

Do  not  1 know'  thee,  though  thou  haft  fome  laiid 
To  let  thee  out  thus  among  Gentlemen, 

To  be  a prating,  and  vain  glorious  Afs  ? 

I do  not  wrong  thee  now,  for  I Ipeak  truth. 

Do  not  1 know  thou  haft  been  a cudgel’d  Coward, 

That  has  no  cure  for  lhame  but  Cloath  of  Silver  ? 

And  think’ll  the  wearing  of  agawdySuit 
Hides  alldifgraces  ? 

Lod.  I underftahd  you  not,  you  hurt  not  me, 

Your  anger  flies  fo  wide. 

Pifo.  Seignior  Frederick,^ 

You  much  millake  this  Gentleman. 

Fred.  No,  Sir. 

Ptfo.  If  you  would  pleafe  to  be  lefs  angry,' 

1 would  tell  you  how. 

Fred.  You  had  better  ftudy.  Sir, 

Howtoexcufe  your  felf  if  ye  be  able, 

Or  I fhall  tell  you  once  again. 

Ptfo.  Not  me,  Sir-, 

For  1 p'-otell  what  I have  faid,  was  only 
To  make  youunderfland  your  Sifters  danger. 

Lod.  He  might,  if  it  pleas’d  him,  conceive  it  fo, 

I ^red.  1 might,  if  it  pleas’d  me.  Hand  Hill  and  hear 
1 My  Siller  made  a A/^^-game,  might  I not? 

I And  give  allowance  to  your  liberal  jells 
I Upon  his  Perfon,  wliofe  leaft  anger  w'ould 
{ Confume  a Legion  of  fuch  wretched  people. 

That  have  no  more  to  juftifie  their  aiftions 
But  their  tongues  ends  ? that  dare  lie  every  way 
Asa  Mill  grinds?  from  this  hour,  I renounce 
All  part  of  fellowfhip  that  may  hereafter 
Make  me  rake  knowlcdg  of  ye,  but  for  Knaves ; 

I And  take  heed,  as  ye  love  wholeskinsand  coxcombs, 

How,  and  to  whom,  ye  prate  thus-,  for  this  time, 

1 cary  not  if  I Ipare  ye  i do  not  lhake, 

I will  not  beat  ye,  though  ye  dodeferve  it 
Richly. 

Lod.  This  is  a ftrange  Cou:  fe,  Frederick  1 

But  fure  you  do  not,  or  you  w'ould  not  know  us 
Beat  us?  | 

Ptfo.  ’Tislbmcwhat  low.  Sir,  toa  Gi^ntleman. 

Fred.  I’ll  fpeak  but  few  words,  but  I’ll  make  ’em  truths  *, 
Get  you  gone  both,  and  quickly,  without  murmuring, 

Or  looking  big-,  and  ret  before  you  go, 

1 will  have  this  confefs’d,  and  ferioufly. 

That  you  two  are  two  Rafcals. 

^ Lod. 


*-^.3  Captain. 

Lod.  How  > 

I.  Tell  me  morey  are  Women  true} 

Fred.  Two  Rafcals.  jf 

2.  TeSy  fome  arty  and  fame  as  you. 

Come  Tpeak  it  from  your  hearts, or  by  this  light  . 

Some  are  wilUngy  jome  are  firangCy 

My  fwcrd  fhall  flye  among  ye ; anfwerme,  ! 

Since  you  men  firfi  taught  to  change. 

And  to  the  point  direcftly. 

Both.  j4nd  till  troth 

Ptfo.  You  fhall  have 

Be  in  bothy 

Your  will  for  this  time : fince  we  fee  y’are  grown 

All  fhall  love,  to  love  anew. 

So  far  untemperate  •,  Let  it  be  fo  Sir 

In  your  opinion. 

I.  Tell  me  more  yet  can  they  grieve  1 

Fred.  Do  not  mince  the  matter. 

Z.  TeSy  and  ficken  forey  but  live'. 

And  he  wifty  and  delay, 

But  fpcak  the  words  plain ; and  you  Lodovick. 

That  hand  fo  tally  on  your  reputation, 

When  you  men  are  as  wife  as  they. 

You  fhall  be  he  fhall  fpeak  it. 

Both.  Then  I fee 

Lod.  This  is  pretty. 

Faih  will  be, 

Fred.  Let  me  not  flay  upon’t. 

Never  till  they  both  believe. 

Lod.  Well  we  are  Rafcals, 

Yes  Pifoy  we  are  Rafcals.  HEx.  Lod.  and  Pifo. 

Fran.  Cora,  come  hither  j whp  are  thefe  below  there  ? 

Fred.  Get  ye  gone  now,  not  a word  more,y’are  Rafcals. 

Clor.  Where  ? Fran.  There. 

Enter  Fabricio,  and  Jacomo. 

Cor.  Ha  ? 1 Ihould  know  their  fhapes 

Though  it  be  darkifh  y there  are  both  our  Brothers, 

Fab.  Thatlhouldbe  Frederick, 

What  fhould  they  make  thus  late  here  ? 

Fran.  What’s  tlie  tother  ? 

jac.  ’Tis  he.'  Frederick^? 

Clor.  What  tother? 

Fred.  Who’s  that  ? 

Fran.  He  that  lyes  along  there. 

Jac.  A friend  Sir. 

Clor.  Oy  1 fee  him  * 

Fred.  It  is  fo,  by  the  voycc : 

As  if  he  had  a branch  of  fome  great  Petigree 

Grew  out  on’s  belly. 

1 have  fought  you  Gentlemen,  and  fince  I have  found  you, 

So  near  our  houfe.  Tie  force  ye  ftay  a while, 

Fran.  Yes. 

I pray  let  it  be  fo. 

Cor.  That  fhould  be, 

Fab.  It  is  too  late, 

If  I have  any  knowledge  in  proportion 

We’l  come  and  dine  to  morrow  with  your  Sifter, 

Fab.  They  fee  us. 

Fred.  ’Tis  no  matter. 

And  do  our  fervices. 

Jac.  Who  werethofc  with  you? 

Fab.  What  a log 

Is  this,  toflcepfuch  mufiqueout.^ 

Fred.  No  more,lct’s  hear  ’em. 

Fab.  We  met  two  came  from  hence. 

Fred.  Two  idle  fellows, 

That  you  fhall  beat  hereafter,  and  Tie  tell  ye 

Cor.  If  I have  any  knowledge  in  proportion 

Some  fitter  time  a caufe  fufficient  for  it. 

The  Captain  Jacomoy  thofe  are  his  legs 

F.tb.  But  Frederick.,  tell  me  truly  •,  do  you  think 

Upon  my  conlcicnce. 

She  can  affed  my  friend  ? 

Fran.  By  my  faith,  and  neat  ones. 

Fred.  No  ccrtaincr 

Cor.  You  mean  the  boots,I  think  they  are  neat  by  nature. 

Than  when  1 fpeak  of  him,  or  any  other. 

Fra.  As  thou  art  knavifh,would  1 faw  his  face ! 

She  entertains  it  with  as  muchdcfirc 

Clor.  ’Twould  fcare  you  in  the  dark. 

As  others  do  their  recreations. 

Fran.  A worfe  than  that 

Fabr.  Let  not  him  have  this  light  by  any  means ; 

He  will  but  think  he’s  mockt,  and  fo  grow  angry. 

Has  never  fear’d  you  Cora  to  my  knowledge. 

Cor.  'Tis  true,  for  I never  have  feen  a worfe  *, 

Even  to  a quarrel .-  he’s  fo  much  diftruftfull 

Nor  while  I fay  my  prayers  heartily, 

Of  all  that  take  occafion  to  commend  him 

Women  efpecially ; for  which  he  fhuns 

I hope  I fhall  not. 

Fran.  Well,  I am  no  tell  tale : 

All  conversation  with  ’em,  and  believes 

He  can  be  but  a mirth  to  all  their  Sex. 

But  is  it  not  great  pity,  tell  me  Cloray 

That  fuch  a brave  deferving  Gentleman 

Whence  is  this  mnfique.^ 

As  every  one  delivers  this  to  be. 

Fred.  From  my  Sifters  chamber. 

Should  have  no  more  refped,and  worth  flung onhim 

Fab.  The  touch  is  excellent,  let’s  be  attentive. 

By  able  men  ? Were  I one  of  thefe  great  ones. 

Jac.  Hark,  are  the  Waits  abroad? 

Such  vei  tues  fhould  not  fleep  thus. 

Fab.  Be  fofter  prethee. 

Cor.  Were  he  greater 

’Tis  private  mufick. 

He  would  flecp  morel  think:  I’le  waken  him. 

Jac.  What  a dyn  it  makes  ? 

Fran.  Away  ye  fool. 

I had  rather  hear  a Jews  trump  than  thefe  Lutes, 

Clor.  Is  he  not  dead  already,and  they  two  taking  order 

They  cry  like  School  boys. 

About  his  Blacks  ? me  thinks  they  are  very  bufie. 

Fabr.  Prethee  Jaconw. 

A fine  clean  coarfe  he  is : I would  have  him  buried 

Jrfc.Well  I will  hear, or  fleep,I  care  not  whether. 

Even  as  he  lyes,  crofs  legg’d,  like  one  o’th’  Templets 

THE  SONG. 

(If  his  Weftphalia  gammons  will  hold  croffing) 

And  on  his  breft,  a buckler  with  a pike  in’t. 

In  which  I would  have  fome  learned  Cutler 

Enter  at  the  Window  Frank,  and  Clora. 

Compile  an  Epitaph,  and  at  his  feet 
\ mufqnet,  with  this  word  upon  a Label 

1.  me  dearefl  what  is  Love} 

2.  _L  *Tis  a lightning  from  above y 
*T$t  an  arrow  , ’tts  a firey 

*Tts  a boy  they  call  Defire. 

Both.  ’Tw  a gravey 

Which  from  the  cocks  mouth  thus  fliould  be  delivered, 

/ have  dtfeharg'd  the  office  of  a Souldier. 

Fran.  Well,  if  thy  Father  were  a Souldier 

Thus  thou  wouldft  ufe  him. 

(flora.  Such  a Souldier, 

I would  indeed. 

Cjapes  to  have 

Fab  If  he  hear  this,  not  all 

j Thofe  poor  fools  that  long  to  prove. 

The  power  of  man  could  keep  him  from  the  windows 

Till 
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Till  they  were  down  and  all  the  doors  broke  open  : 

For  Gods  fake  make  her  cooler:  I dare  not  venture 
To  bring  him  elfe : I know  he  w;ill  go  to  buffets 
Within  five  words  with  her,  if  Ihe  holds  this  fpirit  •, 

Let’s  waken  him,  and  away,  we  lhall  hear  worfe  elfe. 

Fran.  Well  if  1 be  not  even  with  thee  Clora 
Let  me  be  bang’d  for  this ; 1 know  thou  doff:  it 
Only  to  anger  me,  and  purge  thy  wit 
Which  would  break  out  elfe. 

dora.  I have  found  ye, 
rie  be  no  more  crofs,  bid  ’em  good  night. 

Fran.  No,  no,  they  fhall  not  know  we  have  feen  ’em  •, 
Shut  the  window.  [£.v.  Fran.  W Clora. 

Fab.  Will  you  get  up  Sir  ? 

Jac.  Have  you  paid  the  Fidlers  ? 

Fab.  You  are  not  left  to  do  it:  Fie  upon  thee> 

Haft  thou  forfworn  manners  ? 

Jac.  Yes  unlefs 

They  would  let  me  eat  my  meat  without  long  graces 
Or  drink  without  a preface  to  the  pledger  ^ 

Oft,  will  it  pleafe  you,  lhall  I be  fo  bold  Sir, 

Let  me  remember  your  good  bed-fellow, 

And  lye  and  kifs  my  hand  unto  my  Miftris 
As  often  as  an  Ape  does  for  an  Aple ; 

Thefe  are  meet  Schifms  inSouldiers;  where’s  my  friend  ? 
Thefe  are  to  us  as  bitter  as  purgations, 

We  love  that  general  freedom  we  are  bred  to  *, 

! Hang  thefe  faint  fooleries,  they  fmell  of  peace, 
j Do  they  not  friend? 
i Fab.  Faith  Sir  to  me  they  are 
I As  things  indifferent,  yetlufe’emnot, 

Or  if  I did,  they  would  not  prick  my  confcience. 

Fred.  Come,  fhall  we  go?  ’tislate. 

Jac.  Yes  any  whither , 

But  no  more  Mufick,  it  has  made  me  dull. 

Fab.  Faith  any  thing  but  drinking  difturbs  thee  Jacomo^ 
We’l  ev’n  to  bed.  Jac.  Content. 

Fid?.  Thou  wilt  dream  of  wenches. 

Jac.  I never  think  of  any  I thank  Heaven 
But  when  I am  drunk,  and  then  ’tis  but  to  call 
A cheap  way  how  they  may  be  all  deftroyM 
Likevermine;  let’s  away,  I am  very  fleepy. 

Fab.  I,  thou  art  ever  fo,  or  angry,  come.  ^Exeunt. 


.AEius  Teriius,  Seem  Trima* 

Enter  Julio,  and  Angelo, 

Jul.  T Will  but  fee  her  once  more  Angelo^ 

1 That  1 may  hate  her  more,  and  then  I am 
My  felf  again. 

Ang.  I would  not  have  thee  tempt  luft, 

’Tis  a way  dangerous,  and  will  deceive  thee, 

Hadft  thou  the  conftancy  of  all  men  in  thee, 

Jul  Having  her  fins  before  me,l  dare  fee  her 
Were  fhe  as  catching  as  the  plague,  and  deadly, 
And  tell  her  Ihe  is  fouler  than  all  thofe 
And  far  more  peftilent,  if  not  repentant. 

And  like  a ftrong  man, chide  her  well,and  leave  her. 

Ang.  ’Tis  eafily  faid,of  what  complexion  is  (he  ? 

Jul.  Make  but  a curious  frame  unto  thy  felf 
As  thou  wouldft  fhape  an  Angel  in  thy  thought  ; 
Such  as  the  Poets,  when  their  fancies  fweat, 
Imagine  Juno  is,  or  fair  ey’d  Pallaij 
And  one  more  excellent,  than  all  thofe  figures 
Shalt  thou  find  her  •,  Ihe’s  brown,  but  of  a fvveetnefs, 
( If  fuch  a poor  word  may  exprefs  her  beauty  ) 
Believe  me  Angelo.,  would  do  more  mifehief 
With  a forc’t  fmile,than  twenty  thoufand  Cufids 
With  their  love  quivers,  full  of  Ladies  eyes, 

And  twice  as  many  flames,  could  fling  upon  us. 

Ang.  Of  what  age  is  Ihe  .? 


Jul.  As  a Rofe  at  faireft, 

Neither  a bud,  nor  blown,  but  fuch  a one,  | 

Were  there  a Hercules  to  get  again 
^ ithall  his  glory,  or  one  more  than  he. 

The  god  would  choolcoutamongft  a race  of  women 
To  make  a Mother  of : fne  is  outwardly 
All  that  bewitches  fenfe  ^ all  that  entices, 

Nor  is  it  in  our  vertue  to  uncharm  it. 

And  when  !he  fpeaks,  oh  Angelo,  then  mufick 
( Such  as  old  Orpheus  made,  that  gave  a foul 
To  aged  mountains,  and  made  rugged  bcafts 
Lay  by  their  rages  i and  tall  trees  that  knew 
No  found  but  terapefts,  to  bow  down  their  branches 
And  hear,  and  v;orider  ^ and  the  Sea,  whofe  furges 
Shook  their  white  heads  in  Heaven,  to  be  as  mid-night 
Still,  and  attentive)  fteals  into  our  fouls 
Sofuddenly,  and  ftrangely,  that  we  are 
From  that  time  no  more  ours,  but  w’hat  fhe  plcafes. 

ty^ng.  Why  look,hov;  far  you  have  thruft  your  felfagain 
Into  your  old  difeafe  ? are  you  that  man 
With  fuch  a refblution,  that  would  venture 
To  take  your  leave  of  folly,  and  now  melt 
Even  in  repeating  her? 

Jul.  I had  forgot  nie. 

iy^ng.  As  you  will  ftill  do. 

Jul.  No,  the  ftrongeft  man 
May  have  the  grudging  of  an  ague  on  him. 

This  is  no  more  ^ let’s  go,  I would  fain  be  fit 
To  be  thy  friend  again,  for  now  I am  no  mans. 

Ang.  Go  you,  I dare  not  go,  I tell  you  truly 
Nor  were  it  wile  I Ihould. 

Jul.  Why  ? Ang.  I am  well. 

And  if  I can,  will  keep  my  felf  fo. 

Jul.  Ha  ? thou  mak’ft  me  fmile, though  I have  little  caufe, 
To  fee  how  prettily  thy  fear  becomes  thee ; 

Art  thou  not  Itrong  enough  to  fee  a woman  ? 

Ang.  Yes,  twenty  thoufand  : but  not  fuch  a one 
As  you  have  tnade  her  .•  Tie  not  lye  for  th’  matter : 

I know  I am  frail,  and  may  be  cozen’d  too 
By  fuch  a Syren. 

Ju'.  Faith  thou  fhalt  go,  Angelo. 

Ang.  Faith  but  1 will  not ; no  I know  how  far  Sir 
I am  able  to  hold  out,  and  will  not  vc  nturc 
Above  my  depth.-  Ido  not  long  to  have 
Myfleepta’nefrom  me,  and  gopulingly 
Like  a poor  wench  had  loft  her  market- mony  y 
And  when  I fee  good  meat,  fit  ftill  and  figh. 

And  call  for  fmall  beer  and  confume  my  wit 
In  making  Anagrams,  and  faithful  pofies  *, 

1 do  not  like  that  Itch,  1 am  fure  1 had  rather 
Have  the  main  pox,  and  fafer. 

Jul.  Thou  fhalt  go', 

f muft  needs  have  thee  as  a witnefs  with  me 
Of  my  repentance  ; as  thou  lov’ft  me  go. 

Ang.  V\  ell  I will  go,  fince  you  will  have  it  fb. 

But  if  I prove  a fool  too,  look  to  have  me 
Curfe  you  continually,  and  fearfully, , 

Jul.  And  if  thou  feeft  me  fall  again,  good  Angelo 
Givemethycounfel  quickly  left  1 perilh. 

Ang.?tii}j  Heaven  i have  enough  to  fave  my  felf. 

For  as  1 have  a foul,  I had  rather  venture 

Upon  a favage  Ifland,  than  this  woman.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Father,  and  Servant. 

Fath.  From  w’hom  Sir,  comeS  this  bounty  ? for  I think 
You  are  miftaken. 

Serv.  No  Sir,  ’tis  to  you 
I am  fure  my  Miftris  fent  it. 

Fath.  Who’s  your  Miftris, 

That  I may  give  her  thanks  ? 

Serv.  The  vertuous  Widow. 

Fath.  The  vertuous  widow  Sir  ? I know  none  fuch ; 
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eray  wiiat's  her  name  ? Ser.  Lxlia. 

Path.  1 knew  you  err’d, 

’Tis  not  to  me  1 warrant  ye  ^ there  Sir, 

Carry  it  to  tliofe  Hie  feeds  fat  with  fuch  favours, 

! i am  a ftranger  to  her. 
i Snv.  Good  Sir  take  it, 

And  if  you  will.  Tie  fwear  Ihe  lent  it  to  you, 

For  1 am  lure  mine  eye  never  went  ofTye 
Since  you  loribok  the  Gentlemen  you  talk  d with 
Juft  at  her  door. 

Path.  Indeed  I talkt  with  two 
Within  this  half  hour  in  the  Ifreet. 

Serv.  ’Tis  you  Sir, 

And  none  but  you  I am  fent  to  : wifer  men 
Would  have  been  thankful  fooner,  and  receiv  d it, 

’Tis  not  a fortune  every  man  can  brag  of, 

And  from  a woman  of  her  excellence.  ^ 

Pa.  Well  Sir,  I am  Catechiz’d ;,  what  more  belongs  to  t ? 
Ser.  Th,>.  only  Sir ; Ihe  would  intreat  you  come 
This  evening  to  her  without  fail. 

Path.  I will, 

Srrv.  You  ghefs  where.  . 

Path.  Sir  1 have  a tongue  elfe. 

She  is  down  right  Devil  ^ or  elfe  my  wants 
And  her  difobcdience  haveprovok’t  her 
To  look  into  her  foul  felf,  and  be  forry. 

1 wonder  how  flic  knew  me  ? I had  thought 

I had  been  the  fame  to  all,  lam  to  them 

That  chang’d  me  thus.Heaven  pardon  me  for  lying, 

For  I have  paid  it  home  : many  a good  man 
That  had  but  found  the  profit  of  my  way 
Would  forfwcar  telling  true  again  in  haft. 

E/iter  Lodovico,  atid  Pifo. 

Here  are  my  praters ; now  if  1 did  well 
1 fliould  belabour  ’em,  but  1 have  found  ^ 

.Aw  ay  to  quiet  ’em,  worth  a thoufand  on  t. 

Lod.  If  we  could  get  a fellow  that  would  do  it. 

P.jr.  What  villauy  is  now  in  hand  ? 

Pif.  ’Twill  be  hard  to  be  done  in  my  opinion 
Un'cfs  we  light  upon  an  EagUjh  man 
With  feven-fcore  fui  feits  in  him. 

Lod.Xxc  the  En£ltp>-men  fuch  ftubborn  drinkers  ? 

Ptfo.  Not  a leak  at  Sea 

Can  fuck  more  liquof,  you  fhall  have  their  children 
Chriftened  in  mull’d  fack,  and  at  five  years  old, able 
To  knock  a Dane  down : Take  an  Enghjh  tnan 
And  cry  St.  George.,  and  give  him  but  a rafher. 

And  vuu  (hall  have  him  upon  even  terms 
i D.fy  a hoglhead  •,  fuch  a one  would  do  it 
j Home  boy, and  like  a work-man ; at  what  weapon  ? 

Lod.  Sherry  fack ; I would  have  him  drink  ftark  dead 
If  it  were  pofhble  ; at  worftpafl  portage. 

Pifo.  What  is  the  end  then? 

Lud.  Dolt  thou  not  perceive  it  ? 

If  he  be  di  unk  dead,  there’s  a fair  end  of  him. 

If  not,  this  is  my  end,  or  by  enticing, 

Or  by  deceiving,  to  conduft  him  where 
The  fool  is,  that  admires  him  ; and  if  fober. 

His  nature  be  fo  rugged,  whatwiU’tbe 
Wdien  he  is  hot  with  wine  ? come  let’s  about  it, 

If  this  be  done  but  handfomely,  I’le  pawn 
My  head  (he  hath  done  with  Souldiers. 

Pifo.  This  may  do  well. 

Fat.  Here’s  a new  way  to  murther  men  alive, 

I’le  choak  this  train : God  lave  ye  Gentlemen. 

It  is  to  you,  flay  ; yes  it  is  to  you. 

I Lod.  What’s  tome.^* 
i Path.  You  are  fortunate, 

I cannot  Rand  to  tell  you  more  now,  meet  , 

Here  foon,  and  ycu’  1 l>e  made  a man.  \,cxu  rather. 

Lod.  What  Villon’s  this? 

Ptfo.  1 know  not. 

Lod.  WeP,  rie  meet  it, 


Think  you  o’th’  other,  and  let  me  a while 
Dream  of  this  fellow. 

Pifo.  For  the  Drunkard,  Lodovickj, 

Let  me  alone. 

Lod.  Come,  let’s  about  it  then.  \fExeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Clora,  and  Frank. 

Oor.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  pray  let  me  laugh  extreamly. 

Era.  Why  > prethee  why  ? haft  thou  fuch  caufe  ? 

Clor . Yes  faith,  my  Brother  will  be  here  ftraightway, 

Fra.  What } ( and 

Oor.  The  other  party.*  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Fra.  What  party/ 

Wench  thou  art  not  drunk.** 

Oor.  No  faith. 

Era  Faith  thou  haft  been  among  the  bottles 

Oor.  Faith  but  I have  not  Prethee  be  handfom, 

The  Captain  comes  along  too,  wench. 

Fra.  O is  that  it 
That  tickles  ye  ? 

Oor.  Yes,  and  fhall  tickle  you  too. 

You  underftand  me/* 

Fran.  By  my  troth  thou  art  grown 
A ftrange  lewd  wench  .*  1 mull  e’ne  leave  thy  company, 
Thou  wilt  fpoil  me  elfe. 

C'lor.  Nay,  thou  art  fpoll’d  to  my  hand ; 

Had  ft  thou  been  free,  as  a good  wench  ought  to  be. 

When  I went  firft  a birding  for  thy  Love, 

And  roundly  faid,  that  is  the  man  muft  do  it, 

1 had  done  laughing  many  an  hour  agoc. 

Fra. hnd  what  doft  thou  fee  in  him,now  thou  knowft  hin 
To  be  thus  laught  at  ? 

Clor.  Prethee  be  not  angry 
And  rie  f]x;ak  freely  to  thee. 

Fran.  Do,  1 will  not. 

Clor.  Then  as  1 hope  to  have  a handfom  husband. 

This  fellow  in  mine  eye,  (and  FrardeX  am  held 
To  have  a fhrewd  ghefs  at  a pretty  fellow) 

Appears  a ftrange  thing. 

Fra.  Why, how  ftrange  for  Gods  fake  > 

Heisaman,  and  one  that  may  content 
( For  any  thing  I fee  ) a right  good  woman : 

And  fure  I am  not  blind. 

Clor.  There  lyes  the  queftion  > 

For,  (but  you  lay  he  is  a man,  and  I 

Will  credit  you,)  I fliould  as  fbon  have  thought  him 

Another  of  Gods  creatui  es  •,  out  upon  him, 

His  body,  that  can  promife  nothing 
But  lazinefs  and  long  ftrides. 

Fra.  Thefc  are  your  eyes  \ 

Where  were  they  Clora,  when  you  fell  in  love 
With  the  old  foot-man,forfinging  of  Queen  Dido  f 
And  fwore  he  look’d  in  his  old  velvet  trunks 
And  his  flic’t  jerkin,  like  Don  John} 

You  had  a parlous  judgment  then,  my  Oora. 

Oora.  \A'ho  told  you  that  ? 

Fran.  I heard  it. 

Clora.  Come,  be  friends. 

The  Souldier  is  a Mars,  no  more,  wc  arc  all 
Subjedl  to  Ride  away. 

Fra.  Nay,  laugh  on  ftill. 

Oor.  No  faith,  thou  art  a good  wench,  and  ’tis  pity 
Thou  fhouldft  not  be  well  quarried  at  thy  entring. 

Thou  4rt  fo  high  flown  for  him : Look,  who’s  there  ? 

Enter  Fabricio,  and  Jacomo. 

Jae.  Prethee  go  Angle,  what  fliould  I do  there  ? 

Thou  knowft  I hate  thefe  vifitations, 

As  1 hate  peace  or  perry. 

Fab.  Wilt  thou  never 
Make  a right  man.^* 
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Jac.  Y ou  make  a right  fool  of  me 
To  lead  me  up  and  down  to  vifit  women, 

And  be  abus’d  and  laugh’d  at  ^ let  me  Havre 
If  I know  what  to  fay,  unlefs  I ask  ’em 
What  their  ftiooes  cofl:  ? 

Fab.  Fyc  upon  thee,  coward, 

Canfl;  thou  not  ling  / 

Jac.  Thou  knowefi;  I can  ling  nothing 
But  Plumfton  park. 

Fab.  Thou’t  be  bold  enough, 

When  thou  art  enter’d  once. 

Jac.  I had  rather  enter 
A breach  .*  if  I mifearry,  by  this  hand 
I will  have  you  by  th’  ears  for’t. 

Fab.  Save  ye  Ladies. 

Clo.  Sweet  Brother  I dare  fwear, you’re  welcora  hither, 
So  is  your  Friend ; 

Fab.  Come,  biulh  not,  biit  falute  ’em. 

Fra.  Good  Sir  believe  your  Siller ; you  are  moll  welcomj 
So  is  this  worthy  Gentleman  whofe  vei  tues 
I lhall  be  proud  to  be  acquainted  with.  , 

Jac.  She  has  found  me  out  already,  and  has  paid  me  5 
Shall  we  be  going  ? 

Fab.  Peace  ; 

Your  goodnefs  Lady 

Will  ever  be  afore  us,  for  my  felf 

1 will  not  thank  you  fingle,  leltileave 

My  friend,  this  Gentleman,  out  of  acquaintance* 

Jac.  More  of  me  yet  ? 

Fra.  Would  I were  able,  Sir, 

From  either  of  your  worths  to  merit  thanks. 

dor.  But  Brother,  is  your  friend  thus  fad  Hill  ? methinks 
’Tisan  unfeemly  nature  in  a Souldier. 

Jac.  What  hath  Ihe  to  do  with  me,  or  ray  behaviour  ? 
Fab.  He  do’s  but  Ihew  fo,  prethee  to  him  Siller. 

Jac.\{  I do  not  break  thy  head,I  am  no  Chriftian, 

If  1 get  off  once. 

Clor.  Sir,  we  mufl  intreat  you 
To  think  your  felf  more  welcora,  and  be  merry, 

’Tis  pity  a fair  man  of  your  proportion 
Should  have  a foul  of  forrow. 

Jac.  Very  well  \ 

Pray  Gentlewoman  what  would  you  have  me  lay  ? 

Clor  a.  Do  not  you  know.  Sir 
Jac.  Not  fo  well  as  you 
That  talk  continually. 

Fran.  You  have  hit  her,  Sin 
dora.  1 thank  him,  fohehas, 

Fair  fall  his  fweet  face  for’t. 

Jac.  Let  my  lace 

Alone,  I would  wilh  you,  left  I take  occafion 
To  bring  a worfe  in  queftion. 

Clara.  Meaning  mine? 

Brother,where  was  your  friend  brought  up  ? h’as  fure 
Been  a great  lover  in  his  youth  of  pottage. 

They  lye  fo  dull  upon  his  underftanding. 

Fab.  No  more  of  that,thou’lt  anger  him  at  heart* 

(Jlo.  Then  let  him  be  more  manly,  for  he  looks 
Like  a great  School-boy  that  had  been  blowq  up 
Laft  night  at  duft-point. 

Fran.  You  will  never  leave 
Till  you  be  told  how  rude  you  are,  fye  Clora. 

Sir  will  it  pleale  you  fit  ? 

Clora.  And  I’le  fit  by  you. 

Woman  be  quiet,  and  be  rul’d  I would  wifn  you. 

Clora.  I have  done,  Sir  Captain. 

Fab.  Artthounotafham’d? 

Jac.  You  are  an  alle,  I’le  tell  you  more  anon, 

You  had  better  have  been  hang’d  thanbrought  me  hither. 

Fab.  You  are  grown  a fullen  fool  ^ either  be  handfom, 

Or  by  this  light  I’le  have  wenches  bait  thee  ^ 

Go  to  the  Gentlewoman,  and  give  her  thanks, 

And  hold  your  head  up ; what  ? 

. Jac.  By  this  light  Tie  brain  thee. 


Fra  Now  0’ my  faith  this  Gentleman  do’s  norhina  j 

But  It  becomes  him  rarely  ; c/or*?,  look  ' 

How  well  this  little  anger,  if  it  be  orte;  ! 

Shews  in  his  face.  | 

Clo.  Yes,  it  Ihews  very  fweetly.  ^ ! 

fr<«  NayduiiOtbluihSir,  o’ my  troth  it  doe«, 

1 would  be  ever  angry  to  be  thus. 

Fabritio,  0’  my  coiifcience  if  I ever 
Do  fall  in  love,  as  1 will  not  forfwear  it 
1 ill  1 am  fomething  wiler,  it  mull  be, 

I will  not  fay  diredly  with  that  face. 

But  certainly,  luch  another  as  that  is, 

And  thus  difpofe  my  chance  to  hamper  me.  . 

Fab.  Doft  thou  hear  this,  and  Hand  ftill  ? 

Jac.  You  will  prate  ftill  *, 

' would  you  were  not  women,  1 would  take 
A new  courfe  with  ye. 

Clora.  W hy  com  agious  ? 

Jac.  For  making  me  a Hone  to  whetyour  tongues  on. 

Clora,  Prethee  Iweet  Captain. 

Jac.  Go,  gofpin,  go  hang. 

Clo.  Now  could  i kifshim. 

Jac.  If  you  long  for  kicking, 

You’r  bell  come  kifs  me, do  not  though,rde  wilh  ye, 

Tie  fend  my  Foot  man  to  thee,  he  fhall  leap  thee. 

And  thou  want  ft  horfing .-  I’le  leave  ye  Ladies, 
t ra.  Bcfhrew  my  heart  you  are  unmannerly 
To  ofier  this  unto  a Gentleman 
Of  hisdeferts,  that  comes  fo  worthily 
To  vifit  me,  I cannot  take  it  well. 

Jac.  I come  to  vifit  you,  you  foolifh  woman? 

Fra.  I thought  you  did  Sir,  and  for  that  I thank  yon 
I would  be  loth  to  lofe  thofe  thanks  ^ I know  ^ 

This  is  but  fome  odd  way  you  have,  and  faith 
It  do’s  become  yon  well  to  make  us  merry  5 
I have  heard  often  of  your  pleafant  vein. 

Fab.  What  wouldft  thou  ask  more  f 
Jac.  Pray  thou  feurvy  fellow 
Thou  haft;  not  long  to  Jive^adieu  dear  Damfeig, 

You  filthy  women  farewel,  and  befober. 

And  keep  your  chambers. 

Clor.  Farewel  old  Don  Diego. 

Fra.  Away,  away,  you  muft  not  fo  be  angry. 

To  part  thus  roughly  from  us  *,  yet  to  me 
This  do’s  not  (hew,  as  if  it  were  yours,  the  wars 
May  breed  men  fomething  plain  I know. 

But  not  thus  rude give  me  your  hand  good  Sir 

I know ’tis  white,  and. 

Jac.  If  I were  not  patient, 

What  would  become  of  you  two  prating  houfwives? 

C/o.For  any  thing  I know, we  would  in  to  fupper, 

And  there  begin  a health  oflufty  Claret 

To  keep  care  from  our  hearts, and  it  fhould  be—. 

Fab.  Faith  to  whom  ? Mark  but  this  Jacomo. 

Clo.  Even  to  the  handfomeft  fellow  now  alive. 

Fab.  Doyo\iknowfuchaone/“ 

Fra.  He  may  begheftat, 

Without  much  travel. 

Fab.  There’s  another  item. 

dor.  And  he  fbould  be  a Souldier.  * 

Fra.  ’Twould  be  better. 

Clor.  And  yet  not  you  fweet  Captain, 

Fra.  Why  not  he  ? 

Jac.  Well',  1 lhall  Jive  to  fee  your  husbands  beat  yoUj 
And  hifs  ’em  on  like  ban-dogs. 

Clora.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Jac.  Green  ficknelles  and  ferving-men  light  on  ye 
With  greafy  Codpieces,  and  woollen  ftockings. 

The  Devil  (ifhe  dare  deal  with  two  women) 

Be  of  your  counfels  ; farewel  Plaiftcrers [.Fxit  jac. 

Clora.  This  fellow  will  be  mad  at  Mid-fummer 
Without  all  doubt. 

Fab.  I think  fo  too.  j 

Fra.  I am  forty,  1 
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He’s  gone  in  Inch  a rage  •,  but  fure  this  holds  him 
1 Not  every  day. 

I Fab.  ’Faith  every  other  day 
if  he  come  near  a woman. 

1 Clor.  I wonder  how  his  mother  could  endure 
I To  have  him  in  her  Belly,  he’s  fo  boyfterous. 

I Fra.  He’s  to  be  made  more  tradable  I doubt  not. 

: do.  Yes,  if  they  taw  him  as  they  do  whit-leather 
• Upon  an  iron,  or  beat  him  foft  like  Stock-fiib. 

j SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Lelia  and  her  rvaiting  vcoman  with  a V ail. 

I Ed.  Artt’fure’tis  he  .? 

I IFoni.  Yes,  and  another  with  him. 

! Eel.  The  more  the  merrier  i did  you  give  that  money 
' And  charg’d  it  to  be  delivered  where  1 (hew’d  you  ' 

IVcm.  Yes,  and  what  elfe  you  bad  me. 

Lei.  That  brave  fellow. 

Though  he  be  old,  whate’r  he  be,  (hews  toughnefs, 

And  fuch  a one  I long  for,  and  mufl:  have 
At  any  price ; thefe  young  foft  melting  griftles 
Are  only  for  my  fafer  ends. 
iVom.  They  are  here. 

Lei.  Give  me  my  Vail,  and  bid  the  Boy  go  fing 
That  fbng  above,  1 gave  him  •,  the  fad  fong  •, 
i Nowif  I mifshim,  I amcurft,  go,  wench, 

I And  tell  ’em  1 have  utterly  forfworn 
' All  company  of  men,  yet  make  a venture 
At  lafl:  to  let  ’em  in  *,  thou  knowft  thefe  things. 

Do  ’emtoth’  life. 

Worn.  I warrant  you  1 am  perfcd. 

Eel.  Some  ill  woman  for  her  ufe  would  give 
A million  for  this  Wench,  (he  is  fo  fubtle. 

I 

Enter  to  the  doov^]\lV\Of  and  Allgelo. 

Worn.  Good  Sir,  defirditnot,  1 dare  not  do  It, 

For  lince  your  laft  being  here.  Sir,  believe  me. 

She  has  griev’d  her  felf  out  of  all  Conopany, 

And  (IvvectSouI)  almolloutof  life  too. 

Jtel.  Prithee, 

Let  me  but  (peak  one  word. 

]Vom.  You  will  offend,  Sir, 

I And  yet  your  name  is  more  familiar  with  her 
Thanany  thing  but  forrow,  good  Sir,  go. 

This  little  Varlet  hath  her  Lelibn  perfect, 

Thefe  are  the  baits  they  bob  with. 

Jul.  ’Faith  1 will  not. 

Worn  1 (hall  be  chidden  cruelly  for  this  •, 

t But  you  are  fuch  a Gentleman 

\ Jitl.  No  more.  (nough. 

An^.  There’s  a'new  Tyre,  wench  •,  peace,  thou  art  well  e- 
Jiil.  VV’hat,  has  (he  mufick  ? 

Worn.  Yes,  for  Heavens  fake  Itay, 

’Tisall  (lie  feeds  upon. 

Jid.  Alas,  poor  foul. 

An^.  Now  will  1 pray  devoutly,  for  there’s  need  on’t. 


The  SONG. 


Farewel  falfe  Love.,  thy  tongue  u ever  telling 
Lye  After  Eye. 

For  ever  let  me  refi  now  from  thy  [marts, 


e^las,  for  pity  go, 
tyfnd  [re  their  hearts 

1 hilt  have  been  hard  to  thee,  mine  was  not  fo. 

"jSfJver  again  deluding  Love  fy.dl  l^/oW  me. 

For  1 Will  dye 

f^nd  .til  thofe  griefs  that  think^to  over-grow  me, 
Shall  be  ash. 

For  ever  Will  I fieep,  while  poor  tAf aids  cry, 
Alas,  for  pity  d.ty. 

And  let  us  dye 

With  thee,  men  cannot  mock,  ns  in  the  day. 


Jul.  Miftrifs  ? not  one  word,  Miftrifs  if  I grieve  ye 
I can  depart  again. 

Ang.  Let’s  go  then  quickly. 

For  if  (he  get  from  under  this  dark  Cloud, 

We  (hall  both  fwcat  I fear,  for’t. 

Jul.  Do  but  (peak 

Thongh  you  turn  from  me,  and  fpeak  bitterly, 

And  1 am  gone,  for  that  1 think  will  pleafe  you. 

Ang.  Oh,  that  all  women  were  thus  (ilent  ever. 

What  fine  things  they  were ! 

Jul.  You  have  look’d  on  me. 

When  (if  there  be  belief  in  W’omens  words 
Spoken  in  tears)  you  fwore  you  lov’d  to  dofo. 

Eel.  Ome,  my  heart! 

Ang.  Now,  Julio,  play  the  man. 

Or  fuch  another  O me  will  undo  thee : 

Would  I had  any  thing  to  keep  me  bufie, 

1 might  not  hear  her ; think  but  what  (he  is, 

Or  1 doubt  mainly,  1 (liall  be  i’th’  malh  too. 

Jul.  ’Pray  fpeak  again. 

Eel.  Where  is  my  Woman  ? 

IFom.  Here. 

Ang.  Mercy  upon  me ! what  a face  (he  has  ? 

Would  it  were  vail’d  again. 

Eel.  Why  did  you  let 
This  flattering  man  in  to  me  ? did  not  I 
Charge  thee  to  keep  me  from  his  eyes  again. 

As  carefully  as  thou  wouldfl:  keep  thine  own  ? 

Thou  haft  brought  me  poyfon  in  a (hape  of  Heaven, 
Whofe  violence  will  break  the  hearts  of  all. 

Of  all  weak  Women,  as  it  hath  done  mine. 

That  are  fuch  fools  to  love,  and  look  upon  him. 

Good  Sir,  be  gone,  you  know  not  what  an  eafe 
Yourabfence  is. 

Ang.  By  Heaven  (he  is  a wonder, 

/cannot tell  what  ’tis,  but  / amquamifh. 

Jul.  Though  / defire  to  be  here  more  than  Heaven, 

As  1 am  now,  yet  if  my  fight  offend  you. 

So  much  1 love  to  be  commanded  by  you. 

That  I will  go  ^ farewel 

Eel.  Ifliouldfay  fomething 
E’re  you  depart,  and  1 would  have  you  hear  me  • 

But  why  fhould  1 fpeak  to  a man  that  hates  me. 

And  will  but  laugh  at  any  thing  I fuffer  ? 

Jul.  If  this  be  hate 

Eel.  Away,  away,  deceiver. 

Jul.  Now  help  me,  ey^ngelo  ! 

Ang.  I am  worfe  than  thou  art. 

Eel.  Such  tears  as  thole  might  make  another  Woman 
Believe  thee  honell,  Julio,  almoft  me. 

That  know  their  ends,  for  I confefs  they  (lir  me. 

Ang.  What  will  become  of  me  ? 1 cannot  go  now 
If  you  would  hang  me,  from  her  O brave  Eye ! 

Steal  me  away,  J«/to. 

Jul.  Alas,  poor  man!  lam  loft  again  too,  ftrangely. 

Eel.  No,  1 will  (boner  trull  a Crocodile 
When  he  (beds  tears,  for  he  kills  fuddenly. 

And  ends  our  cares  at  once  ^ or  any  thing 
That’s  evil  to  our  Natures,  than  a man  -, 

1 find  there  is  no  end  of  his  deceivings, 

Nor  no  avoiding  ’em,  if  we  give  way  ; 

I was  requeuing  you  to  come  no  more 
And  mock  me  with  your  fcrvice,  ’tis  not  well. 

Nor  honed,  to  abufe  us  fo  far  •,  you  may  love  too  •, 

For  though,  I muft  confefs,  I am  unworthy 
Of  your  love  every  way  yet  1 would  have  you 
Think  I am  fomewhat  too  good  to  make  fport  of. 

Jul.  Will  you  believe  me  ? 

Eel.  For  your  Vows  and  Oaths, 

And  fuch  deceiving  tears  as  you  (hed  now, 

I will,  as  you  do,  ftudy  to  forget ’em. 

Jul.  Let  me  be  molt  defpis’d  of  men 

Eel.  No  more*. 

There  is  no  new  way  left,  by  which  your  cunning 
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Shall  once  more  hope  to  catch  me-,  no,  thou  falfe  man , 
I will  avoid  thee,  and  for  thy  fake  all 
That  bear  thy  ftamp,  as  counterfeit  in  love, 
j Fori  am  open  ey’d  again,  and  know  thee ; 
j Go,  make  fome  other  weep,  as  1 have  done, 
j That  dare  believe  thee -,  go,  and  fwear  toher 
' That  is  a llranger  to  thy  cruelty, 

{ And  knows  not  yet  what  man  is,  and  his  lyings, 

J How  thou  di'ft  daily  for  her ; pour  it  out 
In  thy  bell  lamentations  ^ put  on  forrow, 

! As  thou  canlt,  to  deceive  an  Angel,  JhIio^ 

I And  vow  thy  felf  into  her  heart,  that  when 
i I (hall  leave  off  to  curfe  thee  for  thy  fallhood, 
r Still  a forfaken  Woman  may  be  found, 
i To  call  to  Heaven  for  vengeance. 

jing.  From  this  hour, 

I heartily  defpife  all  honefl:  Women  •, 

I care  not  if  the  World  took  knowledg  on’t, 

I lee  there’s  nothing  in  them,  but  that  folly 
Of  loving  one  man  only  •,  give  me  henceforth, 

(Before  the  greateft:  Bleffing  can  be  thought  of) 

If  this  be  one,  a Whore  •,  that’s  all  1 aim  at. 

JhI.  Miftrifs,  the  mofl:  offending  man  is  heard 
Before  his  fentence,  why  will  you  condemn  me 
E’re  I produce  the  truth  to  witnefs  with  me. 

How  innocent  I am  of  all  your  angers  ? 

Lei.  There  is  no  truftingof  that  tongue,  1 know’t. 
And  how  far  if  it  be  believ’d,  it  kills  i no  more,  Sir. 

Jul.  It  never  lied  to  you  i if  it  did, 

Twas  only  when  it  call’d  you  mild  and  gentle. 

Lei.  Good  Sir,  no  more*,  make  not  my  underllanding, 
■ After  I have  fuffer’d  thus  much  evil  by  you. 

So  poor  to  think  1 have  not  reach’d  the  end 
Of  all  your  forc’d  affedions ; yet  becaufe 
I once  lov’d  fuch  a forrow  too  too  dearly, 

\ As  that  would  drive  to  be  -,  I do  forgive  ye 
[ Even  heartily,  as  I would  be  forgiven, 

1 For  all  your  wrongs  to  me  •,  my  charity 
Yet  loves  you  fo  far,  (though  again  I may  not) 

And  wilh  when  that  time  comes,  you  will  love  truly, 

(If  you  can  ever  do  fo)  you  may  find 
The  worthy  fruit  of  your  affedions. 

True  love  again,  not  my  unhappy  Harveft, 

Which,  like  a fool,  I fow’d  in  fuch  a heart. 

So  dry  and  ftony,  that  a thoufand  Ihowers 
From  thefe  two  eyes,  continually  raining, 

Could  never  ripen. 

JhI.  Y’  have  conquer’d  me  *, 

I did  not  think  to  yield,  but  make  me  now. 

Even  what  you  will,  my  LelU,  Ib  I may 
Be  but  fo  truly  happy  to  enjoy  you. 

Lei.  No,  no,  thole  fond  imaginations. 

Are  dead  and  buried  in  me,  let  ’em  reft. 

Jul.  Til  marry  you. 

Aag.  The  Devil  thou  wilt,  Julio., 

How  that  word  waken’d  me  1 come  hither,  friend. 

Thou  art  a fool,  look  ftedfaftly  upon  her. 

Though  fhe  be  all  that  I know  excellent, 

As  file  appears,  though  I could  fight  for  her. 

And  run  through  fire  •,  though  1 am  ftark  mad  too 
Never  to  be  recover’d,  though  I would 
Give  all  I had  i’th’  World  to  lye  with  her 
Even  to  my  naked  foul,  I am  fo  far  gone, 

Yet,  methinks  frill,  we  Ihould  not  dote  away 
That  that  is  fomething  more  than  ours, our  honours. 

1 would  not  have  thee  marry  her  by  no  means, 

Yet  I fiiould  dofo  is  (he  not  a Whore  > 

Jul.  She  is ; but  fuch  a one 

Aug.  ’Tis  true,  Ihe’s  excellent. 

And  when  I well  confider,  Julio., 

I fee  noreafon  we  fiiould  be  confin’d 
In  our  affedions ; when  all  Creatures  elle 
Enjoy  (till  where  they  like. 

Jul.  And  fo  will  I then. 
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Lei.  He’s  faft  enough  I hope  now,  if  I hold  him. 

Ang.  You  mull  not  dofo  though,  now  1 confider 
Better  what  ’tis. 

Jul.  Do  not  confider,  Argclo., 

For  1 muft  do  it. 

Ang.  No,  I’ll  kill  thee  firft, 

I love  thee  fo  well,  that  the  worms  Ihall  have  thee 
Before  this  Woman,  friend. 

Jul.  It  was  your  counfel. 

Ang.  As  I was  a Knave, 

Not  as  I lov’d  thee. 

Jul.  All  this  is  loft  upon  me,  Angela^ 

For  1 muft  have  her  ; I will  marry  ye 
When  ye  pleafe : pray  look  better  on  me. 

A>ig.  Nay  then  no  more,  friend  •,  farewel,  Juitc, 

1 have  lo  much  diftretion  left  me  yet 
To  know,  and  tell  thee,  thou  art  miferable. 

Jul.  Stay,  thou  art  more  than  file,  and  now  I find  it. 

Lei.  Is  he  ib  ? 

Jul.  Miftrifs. 

Lei.  No,  I’ll  fee  thee  ftarv’d  firft.  \iExit  Lelia. 

Jul.  Friend.  ' 

Ang.  Fly  her  as  7 do,  Julio,  file’s  a Witch. 

Jul.  Beat  me  away  then,  1 ftiall  grow  here  ftill  elfe. 

Ang.That  were  the  way  to  have  me  grow  there  with  thee, 
Farewel  for  ever.  Angelo. 

Jul.  Stay,  I am  uncharm’d, 

Farewel  thou  curfed  houfe,  from  this  hour  be 

More  hated  of  me  than  a Leprofie.  {Exit  Julio, 

Enter  Lflia. 

Lei.  Both  gone  ? a plague  upon  ’em  both. 

Am  I deceiv’d  again  ? Oh,  I would  rail 
And  follow  ’em,  but  I fear  the  fpight  of  people. 

Till  I have  emptied  all  my  gall ; the  next 

I feize  upon  (hall  pay  their  follies 

To  the  iaft  penny  This  will  work  me  worfe. 

He  that  comes  next,  by  Heav’n  Ihall  feel  their  curfe.  {Exit . 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Jacomo  at  one  door,  Fabricio  at  another. 

Fab.  O,  yeareafweet  youth,  fo  uncivilly 
To  rail,  and'runaway .? 

Jac.  O ! arc  you  therCj  Sir .?  . 

I am  glad  I have  found  ye,  you  have  not  now  your  Ladies, 
Tofiiew  your  wit  before. 

Fab.  Thou  wou’ltnot,  wou’lt’ou? 

Jac.  What  a fweet  youth  I am,  as  you  have  made  me, 
You  fiiall  know  prefently. 

Fab.  Put  up  your  Sword, 

I have  leen  it  often,  ’tis  a Fox. 

Jac.  It  is  fo, 

And  you  Ihall  feel  it  too-,  will  youdifpatch.  Sir? 

And  leave  your  mirth  out  ? or  1 Ihall  take  occafion 
To  beat  ye,  and  dilgrace  yetoo. 

Fab.  Well,  fince  there  is  no  other  way  to  deal  with  you, 
Let’s  fee  your  Sword,  lamfure  you  fcorn  all  odds, 

/will  fight  with  you 

Jac.  How  now  ? {They  meafure,  and {ah.getshis  Svford. 

Fab.  Nay,  Handout, 

Or  by  this  light.  I’ll  make  ye. 

Jac.  This  is  fturvy. 

And  out  of  fear  done. 

Fab.  No,  Sir,  out  of  judgment. 

For  he  that  deals  with  thee,  thou’rt  grown  fo  boyfteroUS, 
Muft  have  more  wits,  or  more  lives  than  another. 

Or  always  be  in  Armour,  or  inchanted. 

Or  he  is  miferable. 

Jac.  Your  end  of  this.  Sir  ? 

Fab.  My  end  is  only  mirth  to  laugh  at  thee. 

Which  now  I’ll  do  in  fafety:,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Jac.  heart?  then /am  grown  ridlculous. 

1 foi-.  Thou  art,  . , 
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And  wilt  be  (horrly  fport  for  little  Children, 

If  tiiou  contintiell  this  rude  llubbornefs. 

7ac.  O God,  for  any  thing  that  had  an  edge  ? 

Fab.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  , 

Jac.  Fye,  what  a lhameitls,  • 

To  have  a Lubber  (hew  his  teeth  ? 

Fab.  Ha,  ha. 

fac.  Why  doft  thou  laugh  at  me,  thou  wretched  fellow  ? 
Speak  with  a Pox  and  look  ye  render  me 

j Jufl;  fuch  a reafon 

, Fab.  I lhall  dye  with  laughing. 

Jac.  As  no  man  can  find  fault  with  •,  / fliall  have 
Another  Sword,  / lhall,  ye  Hearing  Puppy. 

Fab.  Does  not  this  teftinefs  (hew  finely  in  thee  ? 

Once  more  take  heed  of  Children,  if  they  find  thee, 
They’ll  break  up  School  to  bear  thee  Company, 

Thou  wilt  be  fuch  a paftime,  and  whoot  at  thee, 

And  call  thee  Bloody-Bones,  and  Spade,  and  Spit  fire. 

And  Gaffer  Mad  man*,  and  go  by  Jerommo^ 

And  will  with  a wifp,  and  come  aloft,  and  crack  ropc^ 

And  old  Saint  Denms  with  the  dudgeon  Codpifs  ? 

And  twenty  fuch  names. 

Jac.  No,  I think  they  will  not. 

Fab.  Yes,  but  they  will ; and  Nurfesftill  their  Children 
Only  with  thee,  and  here  take  him,  Jacomo. 

Jac.  God’s  precious,  that  / were  but  over  thee 
One  Steeple  height,  / would  fall  and  break  thy  Neck. 

Fab.  This  IS  the  realbn/ laugh  at  thee. 

And  while  thou  art  thus,  will  do^  tell  me  one  thing. 

Jac.  I wonder  how  thou  durll  thus  queftion  me  \ 

Prithee  reftore  my  Sword. 

Fab.  Tell  me  but  one  thing, 

And  it  may  bei/ w ill ; Nay  Sir,  keep  out.  (Sir. 

Jac.  Well,  / will  be  your  fool  now,  fpcak  your  mind, 
Fab.  Art  thou  not  breeding  teeth  ? 

Jac.  How  ? Teeth } 

Fab.  Yes,  teeth,  thou  wouldft  not  be  fo  froward  elfc. 
Jac.  Teeth  ? 

Fab.  Come, ’Twill  make  thee 
A little  rheumatick,  but  that’s  all  one, 

We’ll  have  a Bib,  forlpoilingof  thy  Doublet; 

And  a fring’d  Muckenefer  hang  at  thy  Girdle,- 
/’ll  be  thy  Nurfe,  and  get  a Coral  for  thee. 

And  a fine  Ring  of  Bells. 

Jac.  ’Faith,  thisis  fomewbat 
Too  much,  Fabrtcio,  to  your  friend  that  loves  you  *, 
Methinks  your  goodnefs  rather  fhould  invent 
A way  to  make  my  follies  IcTs-,  than  breed  ’em  ; 

I Ihould  have  been  more  model  ate  to  you, 

But  I fee  ye  defpife  me. 

Fab.  Now  I love  ye. 

There,  take  your  Sword ; continue  fo*,  / dare  not 
Stay  now  to  try  your  patience,  foon /’II  mcetye. 

And  as  you' love  your  honours,  and  your  Hate, 

Redeem  your  felf  well  to  the  Gentlewoman, 

Farcwel  till  foon.  ' [^Exit  Fabricio. 

Jac.  Well,  / lhall  think  of  this.  [Exit  Jacomo. 

SCENE  IV. 

Eater  Pifb,  and  Boy  with  a Glafsof  Wtne. 

Pif.  Nothing  i’th’  World,  but  a dry’d  Tongue  or  two 

Ho(t.  Tafte  him,  and  tell  me. 

Pif.  /s a valiant  wine. 

This  mull:  be  mine,  Hoft. 

Hojh.  This  lhall  be 

Oh,  he’s  a devilifh  biting  wine,  a Tyrant 
Where  he  lays  hold,  Sir,  this  is  he  that  fcorns 
Small  Beer  Ihould  quench  him,  or  a foolilh  Caudle 
Biing  him  toBed  ; no,  if  he  flinch /’ll  lhame  him. 

And  draw  him  out  to  mull  amonglt  old  Midwives. 

Pifo.  Thcreisa  Souldier,  / would  have  thee  better 
I Above  the  reft,  becaufe  he  thinks  there’s  no  man 
I Can  give  him  drink  enough. 


Holt.  What  kind  of  man  ? 

Pif.  That  thou  mayfl;  know  him  perfedl3>',  he’s  one 
Of  a left-handed  making,  a lank  thing  ; 

As  if  his  Belly  were  ta’n  up  with  ftraw 
•To  hunt  a match. 

Hoft.  Has  he  no  Beard  to  fliew  him  ? 

Ptf.  ’Faith,  but  a little,  yet  enough  to  note  him. 
Which  grows  in  parcels,  here  and  there  a remnant  * 

And  that  thou  mayll  not  mifs  him,  he  is  one 
That  wears  his  forehead  in  a velvet  fcabbard. 

Hoft.  That  note’s  enough,  he’s  mine,  I’ll  fuddle  him. 
Or  lye  i’th’  fuds  ^ you  will  be  here  too  ? / 

Ptj.  Yes,  ’Till  foon,  farewel,  and  bear  up. 

Hoft.  If  /do  not. 

Say  1 am  recreant.  I’ll  get  things  ready. 


jiBus  QmrUis,  Seem  Trim, 

Enter  Julio,  Angelo. 

Jul.  S Arrange  thou  Ihould’A  be  thus,  with  thy  dif 
A.  ty^rig.  I am  fure  I am  fo.  (cretion. 

JhI.  1 am  well  you  fee. 

Ang.  Keep  your  felf  warm  then,  and  go  home,  & fleep, 
And  pray  thou  mayA  continue  fo  j 
U^ould  I had  gone  to  th’  Devil  of  an  arrant. 

When  1 was  made  a fool  to  fee  her  5 Leave  me, 

1 am  not  fit  for  converfation. 

JhI.  W'hy,  thou  art  worfe  than  I was. 

Ang.  Therefore  leave  me. 

The  nature  of  my  ficknefs  is  not  cas’d 
By  company  or  counfel,  I am  mad. 

And  if  you  follow  me  with  qucAions, 

Shall  fhew  my  felf  fo. 

JhI.  This  is  more  than  errour. 

Ang.  *Pray  be  content,  that  you  have  made  me  thus, 

And  do  not  wonder  at  me.  (gone. 

J/d.  Let  me  know,  but  what  you  mean  to  do,  and  I am 
I would  be  loth  to  leave  you  thus  clle. 

Ang.  Nothing 

That  needs  your  fear,  that  is  fufficient ; 

Farewel,  and  pray  for  me. 

Jh/.  1 would  not  leave  you. 

[ Ang.  You  mult,  and  lhall. 

Jh/.  I will  then,  would  yond’ Woman 
j Had  been  ten  fathom  under  ground,  when  firft 
{ I faw  her  eyes. 

I Ang.  Yet  Ihe  had  been  dangerous, 

. For  to  forae  wealthy  Rock  of  precious  Aone, 

I Or  mine  of  Gold,  as  tempting,  her  fair  Body 
j Might  have  been  turn’d,  which  once  found  out  by  labour, 

I And  brought  to  life,  having  her  Spells  within  it, 
j Might  have  corrupted  States,  and  ruin’d  Kingdoms, 

Which  had  been  fearful,  (Friend)  go,  when  1 fee  thee 
Next,  I will  be  as  thou  art,  or  no  more. 

’Pray  do  not  follow  me,  you’ll  make  me  angry. 

Jh/.  Heav’n  grant  you  may  be  right  again. 

Ang.  Amen.  [Exennt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Tavern-Boys ^ &c. 

Boy.  Score  a gallon  of  Sack,  and  a pint  of  Olives  to  the  U. 
Above,  within.  Why  drawer  .?  (nicorn. 

Boy.  Anon,  anon.  ' 

Another  Boy.  Look  into  the  Nags  head  there. 

2 Boy.  Score  a quart  of  Claret  to  the  Bar, 

And  a pound  of  Saufages  into  the  Fiower-pot. 

Enter  firft  Servant  with  Wine. 

I Serv.  The  Devil’s  in  their  throats  y anon,  anon. 

Enter 


ihe  Captain, 
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Tis  comfortable,  Gentlemen. 


Ettter  fecond  Servant. 

2 Ser.  Mull  a pint  of  Sack  there  for  the  women  in  the 
Flower-deluce,  and  put  in  ginger  enough,  they  belch  like 

( potguns, 

And  Robtn  fetch  Tobacco  for  the  Peacock,  they  will  not  be 
Drunk  till  mid-night  elle  : how  now, how  does  my  Maiter/ 
2 "Boy.  Faith  he  lyes  drawing  on  a pace. 

1 Boy.  That’s  an  ill  lign. 

2 Boy.  And  fumbles  with  the  pots  too. 

1 Boy.  Then  there’s  no  way  but  one  with  him, 

2 Boy.  All  the  reft. 

Except  the  Captain,  are  in  Limho  patranij 
Where  they  lye  fod  in  fack. 

1 Boy.  Docs  he  bear  up  ftill  ? 

2 Boy.  Afore  the  wind  ftill,  with  his  Kghts  up  bravely, 
Ail  he  takes  in  I think  he  turns  to  Juleps, 

Or  h’as  a world  of  Stowage  in  his  belly, 

The  reft  look  all  like  fire-drakes,  and  lye  fcatter’d 
Like  rufnes  round  about  the  room.  My  Mafter 
Is  now  the  loving’ft  man,  I think, above  ground. 

1 Boy.  Would  he  were  always  drunk  then. 

Within,  Drawer. 

2 Boy.  Anon,  anon  Sir. 

1 Boy.  And  fwears  I (hall  be  free  to  morrow,and  fo  weeps 
And  calls  upon  my  Miftris. 

2 Boy.  Then  he’s  right.  (her 

I Boy,  And  fwears  the  Captain  muft  lye  this  night  with 

And  bad  me  break  it  to  her  with  difcretion. 

That  he  may  leave  an  iflue  after  him. 

Able  to  entertain  a Dutch  oyfmhajfador,, 

And  tells  him  feelingly  how  fweet  Ihe  is. 

And  how  he  ftole  her  from  her  friends  i’th’  Country  j 
And  brought  her  updifguiz’d  with  the  Carriers, 

And  was  nine  nights  bereaving  her  her  maidenhead, 

And  the  tenth  got  a drawer,  here  they  come. 

Enter  Jacomo,  Hofi,,  Lod.  Pifo. 

Within  cry  drarver.  Anon,  anon,  fpeak  to  the  Tyger,  Peter. 
Hofi.  There’s  my  Bells  boys,  myfilverBell. 

Pifo.  Would  he  were  hang’d 
As  high  as  I could  ring  him. 

/*/.  Captain.  fac.  Hoe  Boy. 

Lod.  Robin,  fufficient  fingle  Beer,  as  cold  as  cryftal. 
Quench  Robin,  quench. 

I Boy.  I am  gone  Sir. 

Hojt.  Shall  we  bear  up  ftill .?  Captain  how  I love  thee  ! 
Sweet  Captain  let  me  kifs  thee,  by  this  hand 
I love  thee  next  to  Malmfey  in  a morning. 

Of  all  things  tranfitory. 

Jac.  1 love  thee  too,  as  far  as  I can  love  a fat  man, 

Hofi.  Do’ft  thou  Captain  ? ' 

Sweetly  ? and  heartily  ? 

Jac.  With  all  my  heart  Boy.  (Captain 

Hofi.  Then  welcom  death,  come  dole  mine  eyes  fweet 
Thou  lhalt  have  all. 

Jac.  What  Ihall  your  wife  have  then  ? ( fpoon, 

Hofi.  Why  fhc  Ihall  have  befides  my  blefring,and  a filver 
Enough  to  keep  her  ftirring  in  the  world. 

Three  little  Children,  one  of  them  was  mine 
Upon  my  confcience,  th’  other  two  are  Pagans. 

Jac.  ’Twere  good  fne  had  a little  foolilh  mony, 

To  rub  the  time  away  with. 

Hofi.  Not  a rag,  ' ■ 

Not  a Deniere,  no,  let  her  fpin  a Gods  name : 

And  raife  her  houle  again. 

Jac.  Thou  fhalt  not  dye  though  ; 

Boy  fee  your  Mafter  fafe  delivered. 

He’s  ready  to  lye  in. 

Hofi.  Good  night. 

Jac.  Good  morrow. 

Drink  till  the  Cow  come  home,’tis  all  pay’d  boyes . 

Lod.  A pox  of  Sack. 

Hofi.  Marry  blefs  my  Buts,  Sack  is  a jewel, 


Jac.  More  Beer  boy. 

Very  fufficient  fingle  Beer. 

■,  Bay.  Here  Sir. 

How  is  it  Gentlemen  ? 

Jac.  But  ev’n  fo,  fo. 

Hofi.  vjO  before  finely  Robin,  and  prepare 
My  wile,  bid  her  be  right  and  ftreight,  I come  boy. 

And  Sirrah,  if  they  quarrel,  let  ’em  ufe 
Their  own  dilcrecioiis,by  all  means,  and  ftir  not, 

And  he  that’s  kill’d  Ihall  be  as  fweetly  buried  •, 

Captain,  adieu,  adieu  fweet  bully  Captain, 

One  kifs  before  I dye,  one  kifs. 

Jac.  Farewel  Boy. 

Hofi.  All  my  fweet  boys  farewel.  \_ExitHofi. 

Lod.  Golleep,  you  are  drunk. 

y^.Come  gentlemen,  1 ’le  fee  you  at  your  lodging, 

You  look  not  luftily,  a quart  more. 

Lod.  No  Boy. 

Ptfo.  Get  us  a Torch. 

Boy.  ’Tis  day  Sir. 

Jac.  That’s  all  one. 

Ptfo  Are  not  thofe  the  ftars,thou  feurvy  Boy  ? 

Lod.  Is  not  Charles-wain  there,  tell  me  that,  there  f 
Jac.  Yes 

1 have  paid  ’em  truly : do  not  vex  him  Sirrah. 

Ptfo.  Confefs  it  Boy,  or  as  1 live  I’le  beat 
Mid-night  into  thy  brains. 

Boy.  1 do  confefs  it. 

Ptfo.  Then  live,  and  draw  more  fmall  Beer  prefeni*  /. 

Jac.  Come  Boyes,  let’s  hug  together,  and  be  loving, 

And  fing,  and  do  brave  things  cheerly  my  hearts, 

A pox  o’  being  fad  •,  now  could  1 fly 
And  turn  the  w'orld  about  upon  my  finger, 

Come  ye  Ihall  love  me,  I am  an  honeft  fellow  : 

Hang  care  and  fortune,  we  are  friends. 

Lod.  No  Captain. 

Jac.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 1 love  you  two  dearly. 

Bifo.  No  by  no  means ; you  are  a fighting  Captain, 

And  kill  up  fuch  poor  people  as  we  are,  by  tn’  dozens. 

Lod.  As  they  kill  flyes  with  Fox  tails,  Captain. 

Jac.  Well  Sir. 

Lod.  Methinksnowasiftand,  the  Captain  fhews 
To  be  a very  mercifull  young  man. 

(And  prc’thee  Ptfo,  let  me  have  thy  opinion) 

Pifo.  Then  he  Ihall  have  mercy,  that  merciful  is, 

Or  all  the  Painters  are  Apocrypha. 

Jac.l  am  glad  you  have  your  wits  yet,  will  ye  go  ? 

Ptfo.  You  had  beft  fay  we  are  drunk. 

Jac.  Ye  are.  Lod.  Ye  lye. 

Jac.  Y’are  raftals,  drunken  rafcals. 

Bifo.  *T'is  fufficient. 

Jac.  And  now  Pie  tell  you  why,befcre  I beat  ye, 

You  have  been  tampring  any  time  thefe  three  days. 

Thus  to  difgrace  me. 

Ptfo.  That’s  a lye  too. 

Jac.  Well  Sir, 

Yet  1 thank  fate  I have  turn’d  your  points  on  you. 

For  which  I’le  fpare  ye  fomewhat,  half  a beating. 

Ptfo.V\Q  make  you  fart  fire  Captain,by  thishand, 

And  ye  provoke,  do  not  provoke  I’de  wiffi  yon. 

Jac.  How  do  you  like  this. I 
Lod.  Sure  I am  inchanted. 

Pifo.  Stay  till  I draw. 

Jac.  Difpatch  then,  I am  angry. 

Ptfo.  Anri  thou  fhalt  fee  how  fuddenly  I’ll  kill  thee,  (ards, 
Jac.  Thou  darft  not  draw,  ye  cold,  tame,  mangy  Cow- 
Ye  drunken  Rogues,  can  nothing  make  you  valiant  ? 

Not  wine,  nor  beating 

Lod.  If  this  may  be  lufler’d  , 

’Tis  very  well. 

Jac.  Go  there’s  your  way,  go  and  Otcp; 

1 have  pity  on  you,  you  fl  ail  have  the  reft 
To  morrow  when  we  meet. 

Pjfo.  1 
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T'he  Capain, 


Ptfo.  Come  Lodowkk.^ 

tie’s  monftrous  drunk  now, there’s  no  talking  with  him. 

7ac.  I am  fo  •,  when  I am  fober,l’Ie  do  more. 

[_  Ex.  Lod.  and  Pifo. 

Boy  where’s  mine  Hoft  ? 

He’son  hisbed  afleepSir.  QEA'.Boy. 

Jac.  Let  hin?i  alone  then ; now  am  I high  proof 
' For  any  adion,  now  could  I fight  bravely, 

And  charge  into  a wild  fire  •,  or  1 could  love 
Any  man  living  now,  or  any  woman, 

Or  indeed  any  creature  that  loves  Sack 
Extreamly,  monltroufly ; 1 am  fo  loving, 

Jult  at  this  inrtant,  that  1 might  be  brought 
I feel  it,  with  a little  labour,  now  to  talk 
VVitha  Jufticeofpeace,  that  to  my  nature 
I hate  next  an  ill  Sword  : I will  do 
Some  ftrange  brave  thing  now,  and  I have  it  here : 

Pray  Heaven  the  air  keep  out  *,  I feel  it  buzzing.  C£.v<V. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Frederick,  Frank,  Clora. 

Oora.  She  loves  him  too  much,  that’s  the  plain  truth 
For  which  ifl  might  be  believ’d,  I think  her  (^Frederick^t 
I A ftrange  forgetter  ofher  felf‘,  there’s  Julio, 

; Or  twenty  more 

; Fred.  Inyoureye  1 believe  you, 

I But  credit  me  the  Captain  is  a man, 

I Lay  but  his  rough  afTedtions  by,  as  worthy. 

Oora.  So  is  a refty  Jade  a horfe  of  fervice, 

I If  he  would  leave  his  nature  •,  give  me  one 
! By  your  leave  Sir  to  make  a husband  of 
I Not  to  be  wean’d,  when  I lliould  marry  him  •, 
j Me  thinks  a man  is  mifery  enough. 

Fred.  You  arc  too  bitter, 

I would  not  have  him  worfe. 

Yet  I fiiall  fee  you  hamper’d  one  day  Lady, 
Idonotdoubtit,  forthisherefie. 

do.  rie  burn  before-,  come  prc’thcc  leave  this  fadnefs^ 
This  walking  by  thy  fclf  to  fee  the  Devil, 

I This  mumps,this  Lachryrax.this  love  in  fippets  i 
I It  fits  thee  like  a French-hood, 

Fra.  Docs  it  fo  ? 

I am  furc  it  fits  thee  to  be  ever  talking. 

And  nothing  to  the  purpofe,  take  up  quickly  ; 

! Thy  wit  will  founder  of  all  four  clfc  wench, 

I If  thou  hold’ll  this  pace  •,  take  up  when  I bid  thee. 

Oora.  Before  your  Brother,  ty  ? 

Fred.  I can  endure  it. 


Enter  Jacomo. 

Clo.  Here’s  Raw  head  come  again ; Lord  how  he  looks ! 
Pray  we  ’fcape  with  broken  pates. 

Fra.  Were  I he. 

Thou  fliould’ft  not  want  thy  wife,  he  has  been  drinking, 
Has  he  not  Frederick^? 

Fred.  Yes,  but  do  not  find  it. 

Clor.  Peace  and  let’s  hear  his  wifdom. 

Fred.  You  will  mad  him. 

Jac.  I am  fomewhat  bold,  but  that’s  all  one. 

Qor.  A feort  and  pithy  faying  of  a Souklier. 

Fra.  A I live 

Thou  art  a ftrange  mad  wench. 

Clor.  To  make  a Parfon. 

Jac.  Ladyes  f mean  to  kifs  ye. 

Oora.  How  he  wipes  his  mouth  like  a young  Preacher ; 
We  feall  have  it. 

Jac.  In  order  as  you  lye  before  me  *,  firft 
Tie  begin  with  you. 

Fra.  With  me  Sir  ? 

Jac.  Yes. 

Fra.  If  you  will  promife  me  to  kifs  in  eafe, 

I care  not  if  I venture. 

Jac.\  will  kifs  according  to  mine  own  inventions 


jai^x  will 


As  1 feall  fee  caufe-,  fweetly  1 would  wife  you, 

I love  ye. 

Fra.  Do  you  Sir  ? 

Jac.  Yes  indeed  do  I, 

Would  1 could  tell  you  how. 

Fra.  I would  you  would  Sir. 

Jac.  I would  to  Heaven  1 could, but’tisfufficient, 

I love  you  w'ith  my  heart. 

Fr.i.  Alas  poor  heart. 

Jac.  And  I am  forty  1 but  we’l  talk  of  that 
Hereafter,  if  it  pleafe  Heaven. 

Fra.  Ev’n  when  you  will  Sir. 

Oor.  He’s  difmal  drunk,  would  he  were  muzied. 

Jac.  You 

I take  it  are  the  next. 

Fra.  Go  to  him  fool. 

Clor.  Notl,  he  will  bite  me. 

Jac.  When  wit?  when? 
dor.  Good  Captain. 

y4c.Nay,and  you  play  bo  peep-, Tie  ha*  no  mercy 
But  catch  as  catch  may. 

Fred.  Nay,  I’le  not  defend  ye. 

Oor.  Good  Captain  do  not  hurt  me,  I am  forty 
That  e’re  1 anger’d  ye. 

Jac.  I’le  tew  you  for’t 
By  this  hand  wit,  unlefs  you  kifs  difcreetly. 

Oor.  No  more  Sir. 

Jac.  Yes  a little  more  fweet  wit. 

One  taft  more  o’  your  office go  thy  wayes 
With  thy  fmall  kettle  Drums ; upon  my  confciencc 
Thou  art  the  beft,  that  e’re  man  laid  his  leg  o’er. 

Oor.  He  fmells  juft  like  a Cellar, 

Fye  upon  him, 

Jac.  Sweet  Lady  now  to  you. 

Oor.  For  loves  fake  kifs  him. 

Fred.  I feall  not  keep  my  countenance. 

Fra.  Trye  pre’thcc. 

y.if.Pray  be  not  coy  fweet  woman,for  Tie  kifs  ye, 

I am  blunt 

But  you  muft  pardon  me. 

Cor.  O God,  my  fides. 
tyfll.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Jac.  Why  ha,  ha,  ha  f why  laugh  ? 

Why  all  this  noife  fweet  Ladyes  / 

Oor.  Lufty  Laurence, 

See  what  a Gentlewoman  you  have  fainted ; 

Pray  God  fee  prove  not  quick. 

Fred.  Where  were  thine  eyes 
To  take  me  for  a woman  ? ha,  ha,  ha. 

Jac.  Who  art  ’a,  art  ’a  mortal  i 
Fred.  I am  Frederick^ 

Jac.  Then  Frederick^xs  an  Afle, 

A feurvy  Frederick^  to  laugh  at  me. 

Fra.  Sweet  Captain. 

Jac.  Away  woman  ; 

Go  ftitch  and  ferve,  I defpife  thee  woman. 

And  FrederickJ\:\z\\  be  beaten  ’Sfut  ye  Rogue 
Have  you  none  elfe  to  make  your  puppies  of,but  me  ? 

Fred.  I pre’thee  be  more  patient 
There’s  no  hurt  done. 

Jac.  ’Sfut  but  there  feall  be.  Scab. 

(lor.  Help,  help  for  loves  fake. 

Fra.  Who’s  within  there? 

Fred.  So  now  you  have  made  a fair  hand. 

Jac.  Why  ? 

Fred.  Y ou  have  kill’d  me {Fall as  klS* d. 

Oor.  Call  in  fome  Officers,  and  ftay  the  Captain. 

Jac.  You  feall  not  need. 

Clor.  This  is  your  drunkennefs. 

Fra.  O me,  unhappy  Brother,  Fredericks 
Look  but  upon  me,  do  not  part  fo  from  me. 

Set  him  a little  higher,  he  is  dead. 

Cora.  O villain,  villain. 


Enter 


The  Captain. 


Enter  Fabritio,  and  Servants, 

Fab.  How  tiow  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Fra.  O Sir  my  Brother  1 0 my  deareft  Brother  ! 
dor.  This  drunken  trowgh  has  kill’d  him. 

Fab.  Kill’d  him  ? 

Ctor.  Yes. 

For  Heavens  fake  hang  him  quickly,  he  will  do 
Ev’ry  day  fuch  a murder  elfe,  there  is  nothing 
Buta  ftrong  Gallows  that  can  make  him  quiet, 

I finde  it  in  his  nature  too  late. 

Fab.  Pray  be  quiet, 

Let  me  come  to  him. 
dor.  Some  go  for  a Surgeon. 

Fra.  O what  a wretched  woman  has  he  made  me ! 

Let  me  alone  good  Sir. 

Fidj.  To  what  a fortune. 

Haft  thou  reserv’d  thy  life  / 

Ja.  Fabritio. 

Fab.  Never  entreat  me, for  I will  not  know  thee, 

Nor  utter  one  word  for  thee,  unlefs  it  be 
To  have  thee  hang’d  ^ for  Heaven  fake  be  more  temperate. 
Jac.  I have  a fword  ftill,  and  I am  a villain. 
dor.  &c.  Hold,  hold,  hold.  Jac.  Ha? 
dor.  Away  with  him  for  Heavens  fake 
He’s  toodefperate  for  our  enduring. 

Fab.  Come, you  lhall  fleep,  come  ftrive  not 
Tie  have  it  fo,  here  take  him  to  his  lodging,  and 
See  him  laid  before  you  part.  [^Exemt  Jac.  with  Ser. 

Serv.  VVe  will  Sir. 

Fred.  Ne’re  wonder,  I am  living  yet,  and  well, 

I thank  you  Sifter  for  your  grief,  pray  keep  it 
Till  1 am  fitter  for  it. 

Fab.  Do  you  live  Sir  ? 

Fred,  Ycs,but  ’twas  time  to  counterfeit, he  was  grown 
To  fuch  a madnefs  in  his  wine. 

Fab.  ’Twas  well  Sir, 

You  had  that  good  refped  unto  his  temper. 

That  no  worfe  follow’d.  ( perilh’d. 

Fred.  If  I had  ftood  him,  certain  one  of  us  muft  have 
How  now  FrankJ 

Fra,  Bclhrew  my  heart  I tremble  like  an  afpin. 
dor.  Let  him  come  here  no  more  for  Heavens  fake 
Unlefs  he  be  in  chains. 

Fra.  I would  fain  lee  him 
After  he  has  flept,  Fabritio,  but  to  try 
How  he  will  be ; chide  him,  and  bring  him  back. 
dor.  You’l  never  leave  till  you  be  worried  with  him. 
Fra.  Come  Brother,  we’l  walk  in,  and  laugh  a little 
To  get  this  Fever  off  me. 

Cor.  Hang  him  fquib, 

Now  could  I grind  him  into  priming  powder. 

Frd.  Pray  will  you  leave  your  fooling  ? 

Fab.  Come,  all  friends. 

Fra.  Thou  art  enough  to  make  an  age  of  men  fo. 

Thou  art  fo  crofs  and  peevilh. 

Fab.  I will  chide  him, 

And  if  he  be  not  gracelels,  make  him  cry  for’t. 

Clor.  I would  go  a mile  (to  fee  him  cry)  in  flippers 
He  would  look  fo  like  a whey  cheefe. 

Fra.  Would  We  might  fee  him  once  more. 

Fab.  If  you  dare 

Venture  a fecond  tryal  of  his  temper 
I make  no  doubt  to  bring  him. 

Qor.  No,  goodfr^wi^,  ^ 

Let  him  alone,  I fee  his  vein  lyes  only 
For  falling  out  at  Wakes  and  Bear-baitings, 

That  may  exprefs  him  fturdy. 

Fab.  Now  indeed 

You  are  too  fliarp  fweet  Sifter,  for  unlefs 
It  be  this  fin,  which  is  enough  to  drown  him, 

1 mean  this  Ibwrnefs,  he’s  as  brave  a fellow. 

As  forward,  and  as  underftanding  elfe 
As  any  he  that  lives.  , . 
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Fra.  I do  believe  you,  i 

And  good  Sir  when  you  fee  him,  if  we  have  ! 

Diftafted  his  opinion  any  way, 

Make  peace  again. 

Fab.  I will:  Tie  leave  ye  Ladies. 

Clor.  Take  heed  you  had  beft,  h'as  fworn  to  pay  yOu  elfe. 

Fab.  I warrant  you,  1 have  been  often  threatnedi  (ach, 

dor.  When  he  comes  next,  I’le  have  the  cough  or  tooth- 
Or  Ibmething  that  lhall  make  me  keep  my  chamber, 

I love  him  fo  well. 

Fra.  V\^ould  you  would  keep  your  tongue.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Angelo. 

^ng.  I cannot  keep  from  this  ungodly  woman. 

This  LiUa,  wl'.om  1 know  too,  yet  am  caught. 

Her  looks  are  nothing  like  her  •,  would  her  faults 
Were  all  in  Paris  print  upon  her  face. 

Cum  Privilegio,  toufe  ’em  ftill, 

I would  vyrite  an  Epiftle  before  it, on  the  ihfide  of  her  mafque 
And  dedicate  it  to  the  whore  of  'Baby Ion, a preface  upon 
Her  nofe  to  the  gentle  Reader-,  and  they  Ihould  be  to  be  fold 
At  the  fign  of  the  wholes  head  i’th’ pottage  pot,  in  what 

Street  you  pleafe.  But  a II  this  helps  not  me  *, 1 

Am  made  to  be  thus  catch’d,  paft  any  redrefs,w’ith  a thing 
1 contemn  too. 

1 have  read  Epi^etm  twice  over  againft  the 
Defire  of  thefe  outward  thi'ngs,  and  Icill  her  fate  rtms  in 
My  mind,  I went  to  lay  my  prayer  s,  and  they  were 
So  laid  out  o’th’  way,  that  if  I could  find  any  prayers  I 
Had,  I’m  no  Chriftian, 

This  is  the  door,  and  the  Ihort 

Is,  I muft  fee  her  again { He  knocks. 

Enter  ej^aid. 
tiSlPaid.  Who’s  there  ? 

t.Ang.  ’Tis  1,  I would  fpeak  with  your  Miftrils. 
sJMaid.  Did  fhe  fend  for  you  ? 
yl«^.No,what  then  ? I would  fee  her,prethee  by  thy  leave. 
Maid.  Not  by  my  leave  ^ for  Ihe  v/ill  not  fee  you,  but 
doth  hate  you,  and  (fo  proper 

Your  friend,  and  doth  wilh  you  both  hang’d,  which  being 
Men,  is  great  pity,  that  you  are  not. 

Ang.  How’s  this  ? ( perfwaded  your 

Maid.  For  your  fweet  felf  in  particular, who  Ihe  refolves 
Friend  to  neglcifl;  her,  Ihe  deemeth  whip-cord  the  moft 
Convenient  undion  for  your  back  and  Ihoulders. 

Ang.  Let  me  in,  I’le  fatisfie  her.  ( my  Ipeeches, 

Ma.  And  if  it  lhall  happen  that  you  are  in  doubt  of  thefe 
Infomuch  that  you  lhall  Ipend  more  time  in  arguing  at  the 
Door,  I am  fully  perfwaded  that  my  Miftris  in  perfon  from 
Above,  will  utter  her  mind  more  at  large  by  way  of 
Urine  upon  your  head,  that  it  may  fink  the  more  foundly 
Into  your  underftanding  faculties. 

Ang.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  thing,  good  pretty  Ibul,  why 
doft  thouufe  me  fo? 

I pray  thee  let  me  in  fweet-heart. 

Maid.  Indeed  I cannot  fw'eet-heart.  (not  become  thee. 
Ang.  Thou  art  a handfomone,  and  this  cr often efs  do’s 
Maid.  xMas  1 cannot  help  it.  ( faid  I lik’d  thee  of 

Ang.  Efpecially  to  me  •,  thou  knowft  when  I was  here,  I 
All  thy  Miftrifs  Servants.  (prefs 

Maid.  So  did  I you,  though  it  be  not  my  for  tune  to  ex- 
it at  this  prefent:  for  truly  if  you  would  cry,  I cannot 
Let  you  in.  ( you 

Ang.  Pox  on  her,  I muft  go  the  down-right  way;  look 
Here  is  ten  pound  for  you,  let  me  fpeak  with  her. 

Maid.  1 like  your  gold  well,  but  it  is  a thing  by  heaven 
I cannot  do,  ftie  (affairs. 

Will  not  fpeak  with  you,'  efpecially  at  tlris  time,  Ihe  has 
Ang.  This  makes  her  leave  her  jefting  yet,  but  take  it  j 
And  let  me  fee  her,  bring  me  to  a p’ace  j 

Where  undifeerned  of  her  felf  1 may  I 
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Feed  my  defiring  eyes  but  half  an  hour. 

Matd.  Why  faith  1 think  I can,  and  I will  ftretch  my  wits 
And  bod  y too  for  gold  if  you  will  f^vear  as  you 
Are  gentle,  not  to  air,  or  fpeak,  where  you  lhaU  ( you. 
See  or  hear,  now,  or  hereafter : give  me  your  gold,l  le  plant 
Why,  as  1 amaGentleman,  I will  not. 

Enough,  quick,  follow  me. 

Q Sx.  Angelo,  ana 

Enter  Servant. 

5.  Why  where’s  this  maid,aie  has  much  care  of  her  bufinefs, 

I think  Ibe  be  Eink  •, why  Tl'ell  — whicvv {Nell ? 

tjlf  aid  Within.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Enter  tJAlaid.  ' 

Ser.  I pray  you  heartily  come  away,  oh,  come,  come,  the 

(Gentleman 

My  Miaris  invited,  is  coming  down  the  ftreet,  and  the 

(banquet 

Not  yet  brought  out  ? (They  bring  in  the  Banquet. 

Lei.  Within.  Nell,  Sirrah. 

Af.nd.  I come  forfooth.  ( in  hand,  my 

Ser.  Now  mua  I walk : when  there’s  any  flefhly  matters 
MiRris  fends  me  of  a four  hours  errand  : but  if  1 go  not 
About  mine  own  bodily  bufinefs  as  well  as  (he,  1 am  a Turk. 

[_  Exit  Servant. 

Enter  Father. 

Fa.  What,  all  wide  open  ? ’Tis  the  way  to  fin 
Dcubtlefs  •,  but  I mua  on  ^ the  gates  of  Hell 
Are  not  more  palTable  than  thefe  •,  how  they 
Will  be  to  get  out,  God  knows,  I mua  try. 

’Tis  very  arangc,  if  there  beany  life 
Within  this  houfe,  would  it  would  fhew  it  fclf. 

What’s  here  f a Banquet  f and  no  mouth  to  eat, 

Or  bid  me  do  it  ? this  is  fomething  like 
The  entertainment  of  adventurous  Knights 
Entring  enchanted  Caaies : For  the  manner 
Though  there  be  nothing  difmal  to  be  ftcn 
Amazes  me  a little*,  what  is  meant 
By  this  arange  invitation  ? 1 vvill  lound 
My  Daughters  meaning  e’rc  I fpeak  to  her. 

If  it  be  pofliblejfor  by  my  voyce — 

She  will  difeover  me ! hark,  whence  is  this. 

The  SON  G. 


C^Ome  hither  you  that  love, and  hear  me  Jing 
j of  joyes  fiill  growing 

Green,  freP),  and  lufly,  oi  the  pride  of  Spring, 
and  ever  blowing. 

Come  hither  youths  that  hlufi,  and  dare  not  kiioW 
what  is  defire,' 

And  old  men  worfe  than  you,  that  cannot  blow 
one  fpark^  of  fire. 

And  With  the  power  of  my  enchanting  Song, 

Boyes  fhall  be  able  men,  and  old  men  young. 

Enter  Angelo,  above. 

Come  hither  you  that  hope,  and  you  that  cry, 
leave  off  complaining. 

Youth,  firength,  and  beauty,  that  fhall  never  dye, 

, are  here  remaining. 

Come  hither  fools,  and  blujh,  you  flay  Jo  long 
from  being  blefi. 

And  mad  men  worfe  than  you,  that  fuffer  Wrong, 

Yet  feek^no  refi. 

And  in  an  hour,  with  my  enchanting  Song, 

You  fhall  be  ever  pleas'd,  and  young  maids  long. 

! Enter  \jeX\2i,and  her  Afaid  with  a Night-gown  and  Slippers. 

, Lei.  Sir  you  are  welcom  hither,  as  this  kifs 
j Given  with  a larger  freedom  than  the  ule 
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Of  arangers  will  admit,  fhail  witnefs  to  you. 

Put  the  gown  on  him,  in  this  chair  fit  down  *, 

Give  him  his  flippers ; be  not  fo  amaz’d, 

Here’s  to  your  health,  and  you  Oiall  feel  this  wine 
Stir  lively  in  me,  in  the  dead  of  night. 

Give  him  fome  wine ; fall  to  your  banquet  Sir, 

And  let  us  grow  in  mirth  j though  1 am  fet 
Now  thus  far  ofTyou,  yet  four  glafles  hence 
1 will  fit  here, 

And  try,  till  both  our  bloods 

Shoot  up  and  down  to  find  a paflage  out. 

Then  mouth  to  mouth  will  we  walk  up  to  bed. 

And  undrefs  one  another  as  we  go*. 

Where  both  my  treafure,  body,  and  my  foul 
Are  your’s  to  be  dilpos’d  of. 

Fa.  Umh,  umh. Aiakesfigns  of  his  white  head  & heard. 

Lei.  You  are  old. 

Is  that  your  meaning  ? why,  you  are  to  me 
The  greater  novelty,  all  our  frelh  youth 
Are  daily  offer’d  me,  though  you  perform 
As  you  think  little,  yet  you  fatisfie 
My  appetite  *.  from  your  experience 
I may  learn  fomething  in  the  way  of  luft 
I may  be  better  for.  But  I can  teach 
Thefe  young  ones 
Rut  this  day  1 did  refufe 
Apaircof’em,  Julio,  and  Angelo, 

And  told  them  they  were  as  they  were 

Raw  fools  and  whelps.  > f^Ang.mtf^is  difetmtented  figns. 

A/aid.?u\/  God  he  fpeak  not.»>  S *’  crofs 

Z.f/.  Why  fpeak  you  not  fwcet  fir? 

Fath.  Umh. (Stops  his  ears,fi^ews  he  is  troubled  with 

Lei.  Peace  there, that  mulique,now  Sir  fpeak  (the  Aiufick^ 
To  me. 

Fath.  Umh.- Points  at  the  ddaid. 

Lei.  Why?  would  you  have  her  gone?  you  need  not  keep 
Your  freedom  in  for  her  ; fhc  knows  my  life 
That  Ihc  might  write  it ; 

Think  (he  is  a ftone. 
iShe  is  a kind  of  bawdy  Confeflbr, 
i And  will  not  utter  fccrcts. 

Fath.  Umh ( Points  at  hc^  again. 

Lei.  Be  gone  then,  fince  he  needs  will  have  it  fo, 

’Tis  all  one.  [^Exit  Afaid. Fath.locks  ihe  door. 

Is  all  now  as  you  would  ? come  meet  me  then, 

And  bring  a thoufand  kifles  on  thy  lips, 

1 And  I will  rob  thee  of ’em,  and  yet  leave 
; Thy  lips  as  wealthy  as  they  were  before. 

Fath.  Yes,  all  is  as  1 would  but  thou. 

Lei.  By  Heaven ’tis  my  Father. Starts. 

Fath  And  I do  bcfeech  thee 
Leave  thefe  unheard  of  lufls  which  worfe  become  thee. 

Than  mocking  of  thy  Father  *,  let  thine  eyes 
Reftcd  upon  thy  foul,  and  there  behold 
How  loathed  black  it  is ; and  whereas  now 
Thy  face  is  heavenly  fair,  but  thy  mind  foul. 

Go  but  into  thy  Clolet,  and  there  cry 

Till  thou  hafl  fpoil’d  that  face,  and  thou  fhalt  find 

How  excellent  a change  thou  wilt  have  made 

For  inward  beauty.  Lei.  Though  I know  him  now 

To  be  my  Father,  never  let  me  live 

If  my  luft  do  abate, 

rie  take  upon  me 

To  have  known  him  all  this  while. 

Fath.  Look,  dofl  thou  know  me  ? 

Lei.  I knew  ye  Sir  before. 

Fath.  What  didfl  thou  do  ? 

Lei.  Knew  you, and  fo  unmov’dly  have  you  born 
All  the  fad  crofles  that  I laid  upon  you. 

With  fuch  a noble  temper,  which  indeed 
I purpofely  cal^on  you,  to  difeern 
Your  carriage  in  calamity,  and  you 
Have  undergone  ’em  with  that  brave  contempt, 

I'hat  I have  turn’d  the  reverence  of  a child 

Into 
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Into  the  hot  affection  of  a Lover. 

Nor  can  there  on  theearth  be  fonnd  but  yours 
A Tpirit  fit  to  meet  with  mine. 

Path.  A woman  ? thou  art  not  fure. 

Lei.  Look  and  believe. 

Path.  Thou  art 

Something  created  to  fucceed  the^Devil 
When  he  grows  weary  of  his  envious  courfe, 

And  compafiing  the  World ; but  1 believe  thee 
Thou  did  It  but  mean  to  try  my  patience. 

And  doll  fo  flill  ^ but  better  be  advis’d, 
j And  make  thy  tryal  with  fome  other  things, 

1 That  fafelier  will  admit  a dalliance  *, 

! And  if  it  (hould  be  earneft,  underftand 
i How  curft  thou  art,  fo  far  from  Heaven, 

That  thou  believ’ft  it  not  enough  to  damn  alone, 

Or  with  a Itranger,  but  wouldlt  heap  all  fins 
Unnatural  upon  this  aged  head. 

And  draw  thy  Father  to  thy  Bed,  and  Hell. 

Lei.  You  are  deceiv’d,  Sir,  ’tis  not  againfl:  nature 
For  us  to  lye  together  \ if  you  have 
An  Arrow  of  the  fame  Tree  with  your  Bow, 

Is’t  more  unnatural  to  Ihoot  it  riiere 
Than  in  another  ? ’Tis  our  general  nature 
To  procreate,  as  fire  is  to  co'nfum'e", 

And  it  will  trouble  you  to  find  a flick 

The  fire  will  turn  from  •,  If’c  be  Natures  will 

We  fhould  not  mix,  fhe  willdifcover  to  us 

Some  mofl  apparent  crofsnefs,  as  our  organs 

Will  not  be  fit;  which,ifwe  do  perceive,  ’ 

We’ll  leave,  and  think  it  is  her  pleafure 

That  we  fhould  deal  v/ith  others. 

Path.  The  doors  are  fafl,  thou  fhalt  not  fay  a Prayer, 
*Tis  not  Heavens  will  thou  Ihouldfl ; when  this  is  done 
1*11  kill  my  felf,  that  never  man  may  tell  me 
I got  thee.  J 

{Father  draws  his  Sword,  hx\^e:\o  discovers  himfelf. 

Lei.  I pray  you.  Sir,  help  her,  fo'r  Heavens  fake,  Sir. 

ylng.  Hold,  Reverend  Sir,  for  honour  of  yolir  Age. 

Path.  Who’s  that? 

Ang.  Forfafetyof  your  Soul,  and  of  the  Soul 
Of  that  too-wicked  woman  yet  to  dye. 

Path.  What  art  thou  ? and  how  cam’ll  thou  to  that  place  ? 

Aag.  I am  a man  fo  flrangely  hither  come. 

That  I have  broke  an  Oath  in  fpeakingthis. 

But  I believe  *twas  better  broke  than  kept, 

And  I defire  your  patience  •,  let  me  in. 

And  I protell  I will  not  hinder  you 
In  any  adl  you  wifh,  more  than  by  word. 

If  fo  I can  perfwade  you,  that  1 will  not 
life  violence,  I’ll  throw  my  Sword  down  to  you  •, 

This  houfe  holds  none  but  I,  only  a maid 
Whom  I will  lock  fall  in  as  1 come  down. 

Path.  I do  not  know  thee,  but  thy  tongue  doth  feem 
To  be  acquainted  with  the  truth  fo  well, 

! That  I will  let  thee  in  ; throw  down  thy  Sword. 

Ang.  There  ’tis. 

Lei.  How  came  he  there  ? I am  betray’d  to  fhamCj 
The  fear  of  hidden  death  flruck  me  all  over 
So  violently,  that  I fcarce  have  breath 

f //f  lets  in  Angelo,  and  locks  the  Door. 
Tofpeak  yeti  but  I have  it  in  my  head, 

Andout  itfhall,  that  (Father)  may  perhaps 
O’r-reach  you  yet. 

Enter  Father,  and  Angelo. 

Fath.  Come,  Sir,  what  is’t  you  fay  ? 

Lei.  My  (Angela,  by  all  the  joys  of  love. 

Thou  art  as  welcome  as  thefe  pliant  arms 

Twin’d  round,  and  fafl  about  thee,  can  perfwade  thee. 

Ang.  Away. 

Lei.  I was  in  fuch  a fright  before  thou  cam’fl, 

Yond’  old  mad  fellow  (it  will  make  thee  laugh, 

Though  it  feared  me)  hai  taikt  fo  wildly  here 
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Sirrah,  herufh’d  inat  my  doors,  and  fwore 
He  was  my  Father,  and  I think  believ’d  it ; 

But  that  he  had  a Sword,  and  threatned  me 

r faith  he  was  good  fport,  good,  thrufl  him  out, 

That  thou  and  I may  kifs  together wilt  thou  ? 

Path.  Are  you  her  Champion  ? and  with  thefe  fair  words 
Got  in  to  refeue  her  from  me  ? LOjfers  to  run  at  him. 

Ang.  Hold,  Sir, 

I fwear  I do  not  harbour  fuch  a thought, 

I fpcak  it  not,  for  that  you  have  two  Swords, 

But  for  ’tis  truth. 

Lei.  Two  Swords,  vAy  Angelo  ? 

Think  this,  that  thou  hafltwo  young  brawmy  arms 
And  ne’r  a Sword,  and  he  has  two  good  Swords, 

And  ne’r  an  arm  to  ufe  ’em ; rulh  upon  him, 

1 could  have  beaten  him  with  this  weak  Body, 

If  I had  had  the  fpirit  of  a man. 

Ang.  Stand  from  me,  and  leave  talking,  or,  by  Heaven, 
i’ll  trample  thy  lafl  damning  word  out  of  thee. 

Path.  Why  do  you  hinder  me  then  ? Hand  away. 

And  I will  rid  her  quickly. 

Lei.  Would  1 were 

Clear  of  this  bufinefs,  yet  I cannot  pray. 

Ang.  Oh,  be  advis’d, why  you  were  better  kill  her 
If  file  were  good,  convey  her  from  this  place, 
xVhere  none  but  you,  and  fuch  as  you  appoint, 

May  vifit  her  ^ where,  let  her  hear  of  nought 
But  death  and  damning,  which  file  hath  deferv’d, 

Till  file  be  truly,  juftly  (brrowful. 

And  then  lay  mercy  to  her,  who  docs  know 
But  file  may  mend  ? 

Path.  But  whither  fhould  I bear  her  ? 

Ang.  To  my  houfe, 

’Tis  large,  and  private,  I will  lend  it  you. 

Path.  I thank  you,  Sir,  and  happily  it  fits 
With  fome  defign  I have ; but  how  lhall  we 
Convey  her  ? 

Lei.  Will  they  carry  me  away  ? 

Path.  For  fhe  will  fcratch  and  kick,  and  feream  fo  loud 
That  people  will  be  drawn  to  refeue  her, 

Ang.  Why  ? none  can  hear  her  here  but  her  own  maid. 
Who  IS  as  fafl  as  fhe. 

Path.  But  in  the  flreet  ? 

Ang.  Why,  we  will  take  ’em  both  into  theKitchen, 
There  bind  ’em,  and  then  gag  ’em,  and  then  throw  ’em 
Into  a Coach  I’ll  bring  to  the  back-door. 

And  hurry  ’em  away. 

Path.  Itfiiallbefo, 

I owe  you  much  for  this,  and  I may  pay  you, 

There  is  your  Sword,  lay  hold  upon  her  quickly. 

This  way  with  me,  thou  difobedient  Child, 

Why  does  thy  ftubborn  heart  beat  at  thy  breafl  ? 

Let  it  be  flill,  for  1 will  have  it  fearch’d 
Till  1 have  found  a Well  of  living  tears 
Within  it,  that  fiiallfpringoutof  thine  eyes,  1 

And  flow  all  o’r  thy  Body  foul’d  with  fin,  i 

Till  it  have  wafh’d  it  quite  without  a flain.  drag  her. 

Lei.  Help,  help,  ah!  ah/ 

Murther,  I lhall  be  murthered,  I fhall  be  murthered. 

Path.  This  helps  thee  not. 

Lei.  Bafely  murthered,  bafely. 

Path.  1 warrant  you.  {Exeunt. 


ASlfi'S  QuintHS.  Scina  Yttma, 


Enter  Lodowick,  and  Pifo. 

Lod.  ^T^His  roguey  Captain  has  made  fine  work  with  us. 

1 P//.  1 would  the  Devil  in  a ftorm  would  carry 

Tome  to  his  Garrifon  again;  lake  all  over,  (him 

'hat  1 am  fure  of',  certainly  my  Body 
Lof  a wild-fire,  for  my  head  rings  backward^ 
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,Or  elfe  1 have  a morife  in  tny  brains. 

, Lod.  ril  deal  no  more  with  Souldiersj 
Did  not  the  Vifion  promife  to  appear 
About  this  time  again 
Ptf.  Yes,  here  becomes^ 

He’s  juft  on’s  word. 

E^iter  Father. 

Path.  O,  they  be  here;  together, 

She’s  penitent,  and  by  my  troth  Iftagger 
Whether  (as  now  file  is)  either  of  thefc 
Two  fools  be  worthy  of  her  ■,  yet  bccaufe 
Her  youth  is  prone  to  fall  again,  ungovernM, 

And  marriage  now  may  ftay  her,  one  of  ’em , 

And  Ptfo,  fmce  I underftand  him  abler, 

Shall  be  the  man ; the  other  bear  the  charges, 

And  willingly,  as  1 will  handle  it. 

I have  a Ring  here,  which  he  (hall  believe 
Is  fent  him  from  a woman  1 have  thought  of ; 

But  c’re  I leave  it,  I’ll  have  one  of  his 
In  pawn  worth  two  on’t ; for  I will  not  lofe 
By  luch  a mefs  of  fugar-fops  as  this  is  .- 
I am  too  old. 

Lod.  It  moves  again,  let's  meet  it.  . . •>  - 

Path.  Now  if  1 be  not  out,  we  fhall  have  fine  fport, 

I am  glad  1 have  met  you,  Sir,  fo  happily. 

You  do  remember  me  1 am  fure. 

Lod.  1 do.  Sir. 

Ptf.  This  is  a fhort  prxludium-to  a challenge. 

Fa.  I havea  mellage,Sir,that  much  concerns  you, 

And  for  your  f^iecial  good  i nay,  you  may  hear  too. 

Ptf  What  Ihouid  this  fellow  mean  ? 

Path.  There  is  a Lady, 

(How  the  poor  thing  begins  to  warm  already) 

Come  to  this  town,  (as  yeta  ftranger  here,  Sir) 

Fair,  young,  and  rich,  both  in  poflcfTions, 

And  all  the  graces  that  make  up  a Woman, 

A Widow,  and  a vertuous  one  ^ it  works, 

He  needs  no  broth  upon’t. 

Lod.  What  of  her,  Sir  ? 

Path.  No  more  but  this  •,  fhe  loves  you. 

Lod.  Loves  me  ? 

Path.  Yes, 

And  with  a ftrong  afftflion,  but  a fair  one,  (matter. 
If  ye  be  wife  and  thankful  ye  are  made  j there’s  the  whole 
Lod  I am  fure  I hear  this. 

Path.  Here  is  a Ring,  Sir,  of  no  little  value  y 
Which  after  flie  had  fecn  you  at  a window. 

She  bad  me  haftc,  and  give  it,  when  fhe  blufh’d 
Like  a blown  Rofe. 

Lod.  But  pray.  Sir,  by  your  leave— 

Methinks  your  years  fhould  promife  no  ill  meaning. 

Path.  I am  no  Bawd,  nor  Cheater,  nor  a Courfer 
Of  broken  winded  women*,  if  you  fear  me, 

I’ll  take  my  leave,  and  let  ray  Lady  ufe 
A fellow  of  more  form  *,  an  honefter 
I am  fure  fhe  cannot. 

Lod.  Stay,  you  have  confirm’d  me. 

Yet  let  me  feel;  you  are  in  health  ? 

Path.  I hope  fo. 

My  water’s  well  enough,  and  my  pulfe. 

Lod.  Then 

All  may  be  excellent  *,  pray  pardon  me, 

For  1 am  like  a Boy  that  had  found  money, 

Afraid  I dream  ftill. 

Pif.  Sir,  what  kind  of  woman  ? 

Of  what  proportion  is  your  Lady  ? 

Lod.  I. 

Path.  I’ll  tell  you  prefently  her  very  Piflure, 

Do  you  know  a woman  in  this  town  they  call 
(Stay,  yes,  itisfo)  LelU? 

Ptfo.  Not  by  fight. 

Path.  Nor  you,  Sir? 

L d.  Neither. 


Path.  Thefe  are  precious  Rogues 
To  rail  upon  a woman  they  never  faw 
So  they  would  ufe  their  Kindred. 

Ptf.  We  have  heard  though  ^ 

She  is  very  fair  and  goodly.  _ 

Path.  Such  another. 

Juft  of  the  fame  Complexion,  making, -fpcech, 

But  a thought  fweeter  is  my  Lady. 

Lod.  Then  ■; 

She  mu  ft  be  excellent  indeed.  • 

Path.  Indeed  fhe  is. 

And  you  will  find  it  fo ; you  do  believe  me  f 

Lod.  Yes  marry  do  1,  and  I am  fo  alter’d 

Path.  Your  happinefs  will  alter  any  man : 

Do  not  delay  the  time.  Sir  •,  at  a houfe 
Whtrt  Don  ra'afeohyj  the  Spanifh  Seignior 
(Which  now  is  Seignior  Pingelo^s)  fhe  is. 

Lod.  I know  it. 

Lod.  But  before  you  (hew  yoorfelf, 

Let  it  be  night  by  all  means,  willingly  ' 

By  day  fhe  would  not  have  fuch  Gallants  fecn 
Repair  unto  her,  ’tis  her  modefty. 

Lod.  I’ll  go  and  fit  my  felfo 
Path.  Do,  and  be  fure  i 
You  fend  provifion  in,  in  full  abundance, 

Fit  for  the  Marriage ; for  this  night  I know 
She  will  be  yours.  Sir,  have  you  never  a token 
Of  worth  to  fend  her  back  again  ? you  muft, 

She  willexpeftit. 

Lod.  Yes,  pray  give  her  this. 

And  with  it  all  1 have ; 1 am  made  for  ever.  {Exit  Lod. 

Ptf  Well,  thou  haft  fools  luck  ^ (hould  I live  as  long 
As  an  old  Oak,  and  fay  my  prayers  hourly, 

I fhould  not  be  the  better  of  a penny  \ 

I think  the  Devil  be  myghoftly  father  *, 

Upon  my  confcience  I am  full  as  handfome,. 

1 am  fure  I have  more  wit,  and  more  performance. 

Which  is  a pretty  matter. 

Path.  Do  you  think.  Sir, 

That  your  friend.  Seignior  Ptfo.,  wiH  Lx.  conflaiTt 
Unto  my  Lady  ? you  fhould  know  him  weH. 

Ptfo.  Who?  Seignior  T</o 
Path.  Yts,  the  (kntkman. 

Ptfo.  Why,  you  art  wide.  Sir. 

Path  Is  not  his  name  Tiyof 
Ptfo.  No,  min^  is  7#/*. 

Path.  How  ? 

Pifo.  ’Tis  indeed.  Sir, 

And  his  is  Lodowtcl^. 

Path.  Then  I am  undone.  Sir, 

For  I was  lent  at  firft  to  Pifo ; what  a Raftal 
Was  I,  fo  ignorantly  to  miftakc  you/' 

Pifo.  Peace, 

There  is  no  harm  done  yet. 

Path.  Now ’tis  too  late, 

I know  my  errour  ^ 

At  turning  of  a Street, 

For  you  were  then  upon  the  right  hand  of  him. 

You  chang’d  your  places  fuddenly  *,  w’hcre  I 
(Like  a crofs  block-head)  loft  my  memory  9 
What  fhall  1 do  ? my  Lady  utterly 
Will  put  me  from  her  favour. 

Ptfo.  Never  fear  it. 

I’ll  be  thy  guard  I warrant  thee ; O,  O, 

Am  I at  length  reputed  ? for  the  Ring , 

I’ll  fetch  it  back  with  a light  vengeance  from  him  ; 

H’ad  better  keep  tame  Devils  than  that  Ring , 

Art  thou  not  Steward  ? 

Path.  No. 

Ptf.  Thou  fhalt  be  fhortly. 

Path.  Lord,  how  he  takes  it! 

Ptfo.  I’ll  go  fhift  me  ftreight  j 
Art  t’  fure  was  to  Ptfo  f 
Path.  O,  too  fure.  Sir. 

PiJ^ 
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Pifo.  ril  mount  thee  if  I live  for’t, 

Give  me  patience, heav’n,  to  bear  this  blefiing  /befcech  thcc; 
/am  but  man,  I prithee  break  my  head 
To  make  me  underftan  J I am  fenfibie. 

Path.  Lend  me  your  Dagger,  and  I will,  Sir. 

Pifo.  No.  1 

I believe  now  like  a good  Chriltian, ; 

-Good  Sir,  makehaft;^  I dare  not  go  without  ye 
Since  I have  fo  miflaken. 

Pifo.  ’T IS  nomatteVa., 

Meet  me  within  this  half  hour  at  St. 

Well,  go  thy  ways,-  old  Lad,  thou  hall  the  trick  on’t. 

- • {Exit  Pifo. 

Enter  Angelo,  and  Julio, 
j4rjg.  How  now  ? the  news  ? 

Path.  Well,  palling  well,  I have  ’em,  . > 

Both  in  a lealh,  and  made  right  for  my  purpofe.  : 

JhL  I am  glad  on’t,  I mull  leave  yon., 

Whither  man? 

Jnl.  If  all  go  right  I maybe  fall  enough  too. 
t^ng.  I cry  you  mercy,Sir,I  knowyour  meaning, 

C/ar/s  the  w'oman,fhc’sfr4«/^s  Bedfellow, 

Commend  me  to ’em,  go,  , r 

Bring  ’em  to  fupper  all,  to  grace  this  matter  ^ 

They  will  ferve  for  vvitnefles. 

JhI.  Iwill,  farewel. 

U xit  Julio  at  one  door^  and  Ang.  a^td  Path,  at  atmher. 

SCENE  II.  , , 

Clora,  Frank,  and  Frederick,  andzS^Paid. 

Pred.  Sifter,  I brought  you  Jacomo  to  the  door. 

He  has  forgot  all  that  he  faid  laft  night  ^ 

Andihameof  that  makes  him  loth  to  come, 

I left  Pabrkio  perfwading  him,  but  ’tis  in  vain. 

Pran,  Alas,  my  fortune,  Oora. 

Clor.  NowFc4»^,  fee  what  a kind  of  man  you  Jove, 
That  loves  you  when  he’s  drunk.  Pran.  If  fo, 

’Faith,  I would  marry  him  *,  my  friends  1 hope 
Would  make  him  dri^.  (moursthen. 

Cor.  ’Tis  well  confider’d.  Pranks,  he  has  fuch  pretty  hu 
Befides,  being  a Souldier,  ’tis  better  he  fliould  love 
You  when  he’s  drunk,  than  when  he’s  fober,  for  tlrcn  he 
Will  be  fure  to  love  you  the  greateft  part  on’s  life. 

Pran.  And  were  not  I a happy  woman  then  P 

flar.  That  ever  was  born.  Prank,,  i’  faith 

Pred.  How  now,  what  fays  he? 

• 

Enter  Fabricio. 

(and  Bell 

Pab.  ’Faith,  you  may  as  well  ’tice  a Dog  up  with  a Whip 
As  him,  by  telling  him  of  Loveand  Women,  hcfwears 
They  mock  him. 

Pred.  Look  how  my  Sifter  weeps, 

Pab.  Why,  who  can  help  it  ? 

Pred.  Yes,  you  may  fafely  fwear  Ihe  loves  him. 

Pab.  Why,  fo  I did  and  may  do  all  the  oaths, 
Arithraetick  can  make,  e’re  he  believe  me  •, 

And  lince  he  was  laft  drunk,  he  is  more  jealous 
They  would  abule  him  •,  if  we  could  perfwade  him 
She  lov’d,  he  would  embrace  it. 

Pred.  Sheherfelf 

Shall  bate  fo  much  of  her  own  modefty 
To  fwear  it  to  him,  with  fuch  tears  as  now 
You  fee  rain  from  her. 

Pab.  I believe  ’twould  work. 

But  would  you  have  her  do’t  i’th’  open  ftreet  ? 

Or  if  you  would,  he’ll  run  away  from  her, 

How  Ihall  we  get  him  hither  ? 

'Pred,  By  entreaty. 

Pab.  ’Tis  moftimpollible,  no,  if  wc  could 
Anger  him  hither,  as  there  i^  no  way 
But  that  to  bring  him,  and  then  hold  him  fall, 
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Women,  and  men,  whilft  (he  delivers  to  hinithe  truth 
bcal  d with  her  tears,  he  would  be  plain 
Asa  pleas’d  Child  •,  he  walks  below  for  me 
Under  the  window. 

Clor.  We’ll  anger  him  I warrant  ye. 

Let  one  of  the  maids  take  a good  bowl  of  water. 

Or  lay  it  l)e  a pifs-pot,  and  pour’t  on’s  head. 

Fab.  Content,  hang  me  if  I like  not  the  call  of  it  rarely, 

T.  • (for  no  queftion 

It  IS  an  app.rov  d Receipt  to  fetch  fuch  a fellow  : (one 

Take  all  the  women-kind  in  this  houfe,  betwixt  the  Aee  of 
And  one  hnndrccl,  and  let  them  rakcunto  them  a pot  (?r  a 
^cwl  coniDfining  feven  quarts  or  upwards,  and  let  them 
^Neyor. leave;  till  theabove  named 
.'Pot  or  Boiwil  bccomefiilJ,  then  let  one  of  them  ftrctch  out 
Her  Ai  m, . and  pour  it  on  his  head,  and  probatnm  est,  it 

vV  ij]  irsch  him,  fer  in  liis  anger  he  will  run  up,  and  then  let 
Us  alone. 

Cor.  G6  you  and  do  it.  {e^u  ^uU. 

Pran.  Qoodi  Qora,  no.  (that 

Cor.  Aviay  ] lay,  & do  it,  never  fear,  we  have  cnoueh  of 
Water  ready  diftiij’d. 

Fran.  V\  hy,  tills  will  make  him  mad,  Fabrido, 

Hc’il  neither  love  me  drunk  nor  fober  now, 

. Pab.  1 warrant  yon ; what,  is  the  wench  come  up  ? 

Enter  Wench. 

Clor.  Art  thou  there,  vvcnch? 

Wench.  1. 

Fab.  Look  out  then  if  thou  canft  fee  him.  (could  not 
Wench.  Yes,  I fee  him,  and  by  my  troth  he  ftands  fo  fair  I 
Hold  were  he  my  Father, his  fiat  s ofrtoo,and  he’s  fcratilring 
Uishcad.  ^ 

Fab.  O,  wadi  that  hand  I prithee.  (thrown  thee 

Wendj.  ’Send  thee  good  iuck,  this  the  fecond  time  ! have 
Out  to  day,  ha,  ha,  ha,  juft  on's  head. 

Fran.  Alas! 

Fab.  What  does  he  row  ? (Street  windows. 

Wench.  He  gathers  ftones,  God’s  ligM,  he  breaksal!  the 
Jac.  Whores,  Bawds,  your  wiadj.  vs,  your  wiudo'.i 
Wench.  Now  he  is  breaking  all  .the  le-w  windf  v-s  v/ith 
His  Sword,  (him,  I 

Excellent  fport,  nowhe’s  beating  a fellow  that  laugh’d  at  ■ 

Truly  the  man  takes  itpatiently^now  hegoeeefow.;  rhe  T 'c  it  ■ 
Gravely,  looking  on  each  fide,  there's  not  on-;  dare  I 

Pran.  Does  he  go  on?  k 

Wench.  Yes. 

Fran.  Fabncio,  you  have  undonca  Maid 

fFrank  kneeb. 

By  treachery  ^ know  you  fome  other  better. 

You  would  prefer  your  friend  to  ? if  you  do  not 
Bring  him  again,  1 have  no  other  hope. 

But  you  that  made  me  lofe  hope,  if  you  fail  me, 

I ne’r  (hall  fee  him,  but  /hall  languifh  out 
Adifeontented  life,  and  dye  contemn’d. 

Fab.  This  vexes  me,  I pray  you  be  more  patient, 

{Lfts  her  up. 

If  I have  any  truth,  let  what  will  happen, 

I’ll  bring  him  prefcntly,  do  ye  all  ftand 
At  the  Street  door,  the  maids,  and  all,  to  watch 
When  I come  back,  and  have  fome  private  place 
To  Ihuffle  me  into ; for  he  fhall  follow 
In  fury,  but  I know  1 can  out  run  him 
As  he  comes  in,  clap  all  fall  hold  on  him  •, 

And  u(e  your  own  diferetions. 

Fred.  We  will  do  it. 

Fab.  But  fuddeniy,  for  I will  bring  him  hither 
With  that  unftopt  fpeed,  that  he  (hall  run  over 
All  that’s  in’s  way  *,  and  though  my  life  be  ventur’d 
’Tis  no  great  matter,  I will  do’t. 

Fran.  I thank  you, 

VV’orthy  Fabncio.  {Exettnt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE 
Enter  Jacomo. 

Jac.  1 ever  knew  no  woman  could  abide  me. 

But  am  I grown  fo  contemptible,  by  being  once  drunk 
Amongfl;  ’em,  that  they  begin  to  throw  pifs  on  my  head  ? 

For  furely  it  was  pifs,  huh,  huh.  > {feemtojmell. 

Enter  Fabritio. 

Fab.  Jacomo.,  how  do’ll  thou  ? 

Jac.  Well,fomething  troubled  with  waterifh  humours. 
Fab.  Foh,how  thou  ftink’ftlpre’thee  ftand  further  off  me, 
Me  thinks  thefe  humours  become  thee  better  than  thy  dry 
Cholerick  humours,  or  thy  wine- wet  humours;  ha.?  ^ 

Jac.  You’re  pleafant,  but  F<i^r/V»o  know  I am  not  in  the 

(mood  of 

Suffering  jefts. 

F^^.If  you  be  not  i’th’  mood  I hope  you  will  not  be  moody, 
But  truly  I cannot  blame  the  Gentlewomen , you  flood 

( evefdropping 

Under  their  window,  and  would  not  come  up. 

Jac.  Sir,  1 fufpedl  now,  by  your  idle  talk 
Your  hand  was  in’t,  which  if  I once  believe, 

Be  fure  you  (hall  account  to  me.  (you  already. 

Fab.  The  Gentlewomen  and  the  Maids  have  counted  to 
The  next  turn  I fee  is  mine. 

Jac.  Let  me  dye  but  this  is  very  ftrangc  *,  good  Fabntio 
Do  not  provoke  me  lb.  ( there’s  no 

Fab.  Provoke  you.?  you’re  grown  the  flrangefl  fellow  •, 
Keepingcompany  with  you,  ^ilhj  take  you  that. 

Jac.  O all  the  Devils  ! ftand  Slave./r P''" 

fab.  Follow  me  if  thou  Q«ir  It,  xtbilft 

^Jaco*  drswps  ht$  ^trord^ 

Jac.  Stay  coward,  flay. ]ac.r««/ <i/rfr  Fabricio. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Fred.  Fra.  Clora,  and  Servant,  and  Maid. 

Clora.  Be  ready  for  1 fee  Fabritio  running. 

And  Jacomo  behind  him. 

Enter  Fabritio. 

Fab.  Where’s  the  place  ? 

Fred.  That  way  Fabritio.  UfAjr  Fabritio, 

Enter  Jacomo. 

Jac.  Where  art  thou  treacher,  S Prcd.Clor.jni  midjiiy 

What  is  the  matter  Sirs  ? \hold  on  Jacomo. 

Why  do  you  hold  me  ? lam  bafely  wrong’d. 

Torture,  and  hell  be  with  you let  me  go.  Obiy  drag  him  to 
Fre.  Good  Jac.  be  patient, and  but  hear  “’'A 

I What  I can  niy,you  know  I am  your  friend,  ^ 

; If  you  yet  doubt  it,  by  my  foul  1 am. 

I Jac.  S’death  fland  away  ; 

! I would  my  breath  were  poyfon. 

1 Fred.  As  I have  life,that  which  was  thrown  on  you, 
j And  this  now  done,  were  but  to  draw  you  hither 
j For  caufes  weighty,  that  concern  your  felf, 

! Void  of  all  malice,  which  this  Maid  my  Sifter 
Shall  tell  you. 

Jac.  Puh,  a pox  upon  you  all  *,  you  will  not  hold  me 
For  ever  here,  and  till  you  let  me  go, 
rie  talk  no  more. 

Fran.  As  you’re  a Gentleman 
( Let  not  this  boldnefs  make  me  be  believ’d 
; Tobeimmodefl;  if  there  were  a way 
I More  fileutly  to  be  acquainted  with  you, 

' God  knows,  that  I would  chOofe,  bat  as  it  is 
T ake  it  in  plainnefs : I do  love  you  more 
Than  you  do  your  content,  if  you  refufe 
To  pity  me,  I’le  never  ceale  to  weep. 

And  when  mine  eyes  be  out  I will  be  told 
How  faff  the  tears  I fhed  for  you  do  fall. 

And  if  they  do  not  flow  abundantly, 


I’Je  fetch  a figh  fhall  make  ’em  flart,  and  leap, 

As  if  the  fire  were  under. 

Jac.  Fine  mocking,  fine  mocking. 

Fred.  Mocking  ? look  how  fhe  weeps. 

Jac.  Do’s  fhe  counterfeit  crying  too } 

Fred.  Behold  how  the  tears  flow, or  pity  her 
Or  never  more  be  call’d  a man.  ( fible  think  you, 

Jac.  How’s  this  ? foft  you,  foft  you  my  Maflers : is’t  pof- 
She  fhould  be  in  earnefl  ? ( fleeps 

Clo.  Earnefl  ? I in  earnefl : fhe’s  a fool  to  break  ' ’ 

That  would  have  beenfound  ones,&  venture  fuch 
So  much  life,  for  e’re  an  humorous  affe  i’th’ world. 

Fra.  Why  Qora  ? I have  known  you  cry  as  much 
For  JhUo,  that  has  not  half  his  worth. 

All  night  you  write  and  weep  too  much  I fear, 

1 do  but  what  I fliould. 

Clora.  If  I do  write, 

I am  anfwer’d  Franks 
Fran.  1 would  I might  be  fo. 

Jac.  Good  Frederick.^  let  me  go,I  would  fain  try 
If  that  thing  do  not  counterfeit. 

Fred.  Give  me  your  Sword  then. 

Jac.  No,  but  take  my  word. 

As  I am  man,  I will  not  hurt  a creature 
Under  this  roof,  before  I have  deliver’d 
My  felf,  as  I am  now,  into  your  hands. 

Or  have  your  full  confent. 

Fred.  It  is  enough. 

J'^.Gentlewoman,!  pray  you  let  me  feel  your  face-,1  am  an 
Infidd,iffhe  do  not  weep : Stay,  where’s  my  handkerchief.? 
ric  wipe  the  old  wet  off,  frefh  tears  come,  pox  on’t 
I am  a handfom, gracious  fellow  amongfl  women, and  (are 
Knew’tnot  Gentlewoman » how  fhould  I know  thefe  tears 
For  me  ? is  not  your  Mother  dead  ? 

Fran.  By  heaven  they  are  for  you.  ( morrow 

Jac.  ’Slight  ric  have  my  head  curl’d,  and  powder’d  to 
By  break  of  day  ^ ifyoulovcme,  I pray  you  kifsme. 

For  if  1 love  you,  it  fhall  be  fuch  love,  as  I will  not  be 
Albam’d  of,  if  this  be  a mock 


It  is  the  hcarticfl,  and  the  fweeteflmock 
That  e’re  I tailed,  mock  me  fo  again 
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Fred.  Fy  Jacomo?  why  do  you  let  her  kneel 
So  long  ? 

Jac.  It’s  true  1 had  forgot  it (lifts  her  up. 

And  fhould  have  done  this  twelve-moncth ; pray  you  rife. 

( fhe  coulc 

Frederick^,  if  I could  all  this  while  have  been  perfwaded 
Have  lov’d  me,  doll  thou  think  I had  not  rather  kifs  her 
Than  another  fhould  ? and  yet  you  may  gull  me  for  ought 
I know,  but  if  you  do,  hell  take  me  if  I do  not  cut 
All  your  throats  fleeping. 

Fred.  Oh  do  not  think  of  fuch  a thing. 

Jac.  Otherwife,  if  fhe  be  in  earnefl,  the  fhort  is  I am. 
Fran.  Alas,  1 am. 

Jac:  And  1 did  not  think  it  poffible  any  woman 
Could  have  lik’d  this  face,  it’s  good  for  nothing,  is’t .? 

Clor.  Yes  it’s  worth  forty  fhillings  to  pawn,  being  lin’d 

(almofl  quite 

Through  with  velvet. 

Fran.  ’Tis  better  than  your  Julio's. 

Jac.  Thou  thinkefl  fo. 

But  otherwife, in  faith  it  is  not  Frank, xrhil/t  Jacomo  is 

k^ing  Frank. 

Enter  Fabritio. 

Fab.  Hifl  Jacomo  \ How  do’fl  thou  Boy  ? ha.? 

Jac.  Why  very  well,  I thank  you  Sir.  ( fages 

Fab.  Do’fl  thou  perceive  the  reafon  of  matters,  and  paf 
Yet  Sirrah,  or  no  .? 

Jac.  ’Tis  wondrous  good  Sir.  ( ten  to  feme 

Fab.  / have  done  fimply  for  you,  but  now  you  are  bca- 
Underftanding,/pray  you  dally  not  with  the  Gentlewoman 
Butdifpatch  your  Matrimony,  with  all  convenient  fpccd. 
Fred.  He  gives  good  counfel. 

Jac.  And  I will  follow  it. 

Fab. 


ihe  Captain. 
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Fab.  And  / you,  pretheedonot  take  it  unkindly, 

For  truft  me  /boxt  thee  for  thy  advancement, 

A foolifh  defire  I had  to  joggle  thee  into  preferment. 

Jac.  /apprehend  you  Sir, and  if  I can  Itudy  out  a courfe 
How  a baftinadoing  may  any  wayes  raife  your  fortunes 
In  the  State,  you  lhall  be  fure  on’t. 

Fab.  Oh  Sir  keep  your  way,  God  fend  you  much  joy. 
Clora.  And  me  my  JhUo. 

0 God  I hear  his  voyce,  now  he  is  true,  (bat  Fred. 

Have  at  a marriage  Frank-,  as  foon  as  you [,Exeant  all 

Enter  a t^PMejfenger. 

Mejf.  Sir  I would  fpeak  with  you. 

Fred.  What  is  your  haftly  buiinefs  friend  ? (Court. 
MeJf.  The  Duke  commands  your  prefent  attendance  at 
Fred.  The  caufe? 

Adejf.  I know  not  in  particular ; but  this 
Many  are  lent  for  more,  about  afiairs 
Forraign  / take  it  Sir. 

Fred.  I will  be  there 

Within  this  hour,  return  my  humble  fervice. 

Mejf.  / will  Sir.  C Exit  Mejfenger. 

Fred.  Farewel friend,  what  new’s  with  you.? 

Enter  a Servant. 

Ser.  My  Miftris  would  defire  you  Sir  to  follow 
With  all  the  haft  you  can,  fhe  is  gone  to  Church, 

To  marry  Captain  Jacomo,  and  Julio 

To  do  as  much  for  the  young  merry  Gentlewoman, 

Fair  Miftris  C/or}? 7 ^Fred.  Julio  m2Lix^ Cora} 

Thou  art  deceiv’d  / warrant  thee. 

i&r.  No  fure  Sir,  ■ ' 

/faw  their  lips  as  clofe  upon  the  bargain 
As  Cockles. 

Fred.  Give  ’em  joy,  I cannot  now  go, 

The  Duke  hath  fent  for  me  in  haft.  (where  they  arc.[£.v. 
Ser.  This  note  Sir,  when  you  are  free,  will  bring  you 
Fred,  reads.  You  1^11  find  US  allat  Signeur 
Where  Tifo,  and  the  worthy  Lelia 
Of  famous  memory  are  to  be  married, 

And  we  not  far  behind. 

Would  I bad  time 

To  wonder  at  this  laft  couple  in  hell. 

Enter  aJMejfenger  again. 

Mejf.  Youareftai’dforSir. 

Fred,  /come,  pray  God  the  bufinefs 
Hold  me  not  from  this  lport,!  would  not  lofe  it.  XJExemt. 

SCENE  V.  \ 

Enter  Father,  Pifo,  Angelo,  and  Ltlii..  . ■ 

./Ing.  God  give  you  joy,  and  raakeyou  live  together 
A happy  pair.  ; " ^ 

Ptfo.  I do  not  doubt  we  IhaH.  ' ‘ • 

There  was  never  poor  gentleman  had  fuch  a fudden  fortune, 

1 could  thruft  my  head  betwixt  two  pales, and  ftrip  me  out  of 
My  old  skin  like  a Snake : will  the  guefts  come  thou  faidft 
Thou  fenteft  for  to  folemnize  the  Nuptials  ? 

Fath.  They  will,  I lookt  for  ’em  e’re  this. 

Enter  Julio,  Jacomo,  Fabritio,  Frank,  Clora. 

Jul.  By  your  leave  all. 

Fath.  They’re  here  Sir. 

Jul.  Efpecially  fair  Lady 
I ask  your  pardon,  to  whofe  marriage-bed 
7 wilh  all  good  fuccefs,  I have  here  brought  you 
Such  guefts  as  can  difeern  your  happinefs, 
r Aniy3eft.do  know  how  to  rejoyce  at  it  •, 

.'?Ptjftth  aiortune  they  themfelves  have  run, 

The  worthy  Jacomo,  and  his  fair  Bride, 

Noble  Fabritio,  whom  this  age  of  peace 
Has  not  yet  taught  to  love  ought  but  the  warrs. 

And  his  true  friends,  this  Lady  who  is  but 


f Exit  Father- 


A piece  of  me.  '' 

Leli.  Sir,  you  are  welcom  all, 

Are  they  not  Sir  .?  ' ^ 

Fifo.  Bring  in  fomc  wine.  Tome  of  the  wine  Lodowtek^tht 
Sent  hither : who  ever  thou  bid’ft  welcom  fhall  find  it. 

Leli.  An  unepeefted  honour  you  have  done 
To  our  too  hafty  wedding. 

Jac.  Faith  Madam.cur  weddings  were  as  hafty  as  yours, 

We  are  glad  to  run  up  and  down  any  whither,  to  fee  where 
We  can  get  meat  to  our  wedding. 

Pifo.  That /.o^oiml^hath  provided  too,  good  A fie. 

■^ng.  I thought  you  Julio  would  not  thus  have  ftollen  a 

IT-  , . . (marriage 

W ithout  acquainting  your  friends. 

Jul.  V\?hy  1 did  give  thee  inklings.  (e’realmoft 

u4ng.  If  amarriagelhouldbethusftubber’dupinaplay, 
Any  body  had  taken  notice  you  were  in  love,  the  Spectators 
Would  take  it  to  be  but  ridiculous. 

Jul.  This  was  the  firft,  and  1 will  never  hide 
Another  fecret  from  you. 

Enter  Father. 

Fath.  Sir,  yonder  s your  friend  Lodowick^,  hide  your  lelf 

And  ’twill  be  the  beft  fport  

Pifo.  Gentlemen,  I pray  you  take  no  notice,  I’m  here. 

The  coxcomb  Lodovoick^  is  coming  in. 

Enter  Lodowick. 

Lod.  Is  that  the  Lady? 

Path.  That  is  my  Lady. 

Lod.  As  1 live  Ihe’s  a fair  one  ^ what  make  all  thefe  here  ? 

Fath.  O Lord  Sir  file  is  fopefter’d 

Fab.  Now  will  the  fport  be,  it  runs  right  as  Julio  told  us. 
Lod.  Fair  Lady  health  to  you  fome  words  I have,  that 
Require  an  utterance  more  private, 

Than  this  place  can  afibrd. 

Lei.  rie  call  my  husband  , 

All  bufinefs  1 hear  with  his  ears  now. 

Lod.  Good  Madam  no,  but  I perctive  your  jeft. 

You  have  no  husband,  I a^  the  very  man 
That  walk’d  the  ftreets  fo  comely. 

Lei.  Are  you  fo  ? 

Lod.  Yes  faith,  when  Cupid  firft  did  prick  your  heart. 

I am  not  cruel,  but  the  love  begun 
I’th’  ftreet  Tie  fatisfie  i’th’  chamber  fully. 

Lei.  To  ask  a Madman  whether  he  be  mad 
Were  but  an  idle  queftion,  if  you  be, 

1 do  not  fpeak  to  you,  but  if  you  be  not 
Walk  in  the  ftreets  again,  and  there  perhaps 
I may  dote  on  you,  here  I not  endure  you. 

Lod.  Good  Madam  ftay,  do  not  you  know  this  Ring  ? 

Lei-  Yes  it  was  mine,  1 fent  it  by  my  Man, 

To  change  and  fo  he  did,  it  has  a blemifti. 

And  this  he  brought  me  for  it ; did  you  change  it  ? 

Are  you  aGoldfmith  ? 

Lod.  Sure  the  world  is  mad. 

Sirrah,  did  you  not  bring  me  this  ring  from  your  Lady  ? 

Fath.  Yes  furely  Sir,  did  I,  but  your  worfhip  muftev’n 

(bear  with  me ; 

For  ther^  wasa  miftaking  init,  and  fo , as  I was 
Saying  to  your  worlhip,  my  Lady  is  now  married. 

Lod.  Married  ? to  whom  ? 

Fa.  To  your  worlhips  triend  Ptfo.  | 

Lod.  S’death  to  Ptfo  ? 

Ptfo  within.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

./ing.  Yes  Sir  I can  allure  you  Ihe’s  married  to  him, I law’t 
With  thefe  gray  eyes. 

Lod.  Why  what  a Rogue  art  thou  then  ? thou  haft  made 
Me  fend  in  provifion  too.  (in’s  mouth. 

Fa.  O a Gentleman  ftiould  not  have  fuch  foul  words 
But  your  Worlhips  provifion  could  not  have  come  in  at  a 

(fitter  timev 

Will  it  pleafe  you  to  tail;  any  of  your  own  wine  ? 

It  may  be  the  Vintner  has  cozen’d  you. 


Lod. 
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The  Capain, 


LjU.  Pox  1 am  mad. 

Ang.  You  have  always  plots  Sir, and  fee  how  they  fall  out 

Jac.  You  had  a plot  upon  me, how  do  you  like  this  ? 

Lod.  I do  not  Ipeaktoyou. 

Fab.  Becaule  you  dare  not.  ( this  Ring. 

Lod.  But  I will  have  one  of  that  old  Rogues  teeth  let  in 

Fat.  Do'ft  not  thou  know  that  I can  beat  thee  ? 

Doll  thou  know  it  now  ? {difcovers  htmfelf.') 

Lod.  He  beat  me  once  indeed. 

F/if.And  if  you  haveforgotit,IcancaIlawitnefs, 

Come  forth  Ptfo remember  you  it  ? 

Pifo.  Faith  I do  call  to  minde  fuch  a matter. 

Fat.  And  if  I cannot  ftill  do’t,you  are  young 
And  will  alTift  your  Father  in  law. 

Pifo.  My  Father  in  law  ? 

Ang.  Your  Father  in  la w,as  fure  as  this  is  widow  Lelia. 

Pifo.  How  widow  LeUa  > 

Fat.  1’  faith  ’tis  (he,  Son. 

Lod.  Ha, ha, ha,  let  my  provifion  go, I am  glad  I 
Have  mifl:  the  woman. 

Ptfo.  Have  you  put  a whore  upon  me 

Lei.  By  heaven  you  do  me  wrong,  I have  a heart 
As  pure  as  any  womans,  and  I mean 
To  keep  it  fo  for  ever. 

Fa.  There  is  no  ftarting  now.  Son,  if  you  offer’t 
lean  compel  you,  her  eftate  is  great. 

But  all  made  o’re  to  me,  before  this  match. 

Yet  if  you  ufc  her  kindly,  as  I fwear 
I think  Ihe  will  deferve,  you  lhall  enjoy  it 
During  your  life,  all  fave  Ibme  flender  piece 
I will  referve  for  my  ow  n maintenance, 

And  if  God  blefs  you  with  a child  by  her, 

It  lhall  have  all. 


Pifo.  So  1 may  have  the  means*, 

I do  not  much  care  what  the  woman  is : - 
Come  my  fweet  heart,  as  long  as  I lhall  find 
Thy  kifles  fweet,  and  thy  means  plentifull. 

Let  people  talk  their  tongues  out. 

Lei.  They  may  talk 
Of  what  is  pall,  but  all  that  is  to  come 
Shall  be  without  occafions. 

Jnl.  Shall  we  not  make  ‘?»/o,and  Lodowick^  friends  ? 
fae.  Hang  ’em  they  dare  not  be  Enemies,  or  if  they  be. 
The  danger  is  not  great,  welcom  Frederick., 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  Firft  joy  unto  you  all  ; and  next  1 think 
We  lhall  have  wars. 

Jac.  Give  me  fome  wine,  Tie  drink  to  that. 

Fab.  I’le  pledge. 

Fran.  But  I lhall  lole  you  then.  (a  Souldier. 

Jac.  Not  a whit  wench  •,  Tie  teach  thee  preftntly  to  be 
Fred.  Fabritio's  command,  and  yours  are  both  reftor’d. 
Jac.  Bring  me  four  glafles  then. 

Fab.  Where  are  they  ? 

Ang.  You  lhall  not  drink  ’em  here,  ’tis  fupper  time. 

And  from  my  houle  no  creature  here  lhall  ftir 
Thefe  three  dayes,  mirth  lhall  flow  as  well  as  wine. 

Fa.  Content,  within  I’le  tell  you  more  at  large 
How  much  I am  bound  to  all,  but  moll  to  you. 

Whole  undeferved  liberality 
Mull  not  elcape  thus  unrequited. 

Jac.  ’Tis  happinefs  to  me,  I did  fo  well : 

Of  every  noble  adlion,  the  intent 
Istogive  worth  reward,  vice,  punilhment. 

C Exennt  Om. 


Prologue. 


To  pUafeyoH  with  this  Play.,  we  fear  will  be 
( So  does  the  eyiuthor  too  ) a myfiery 
Somewhat  above  our  Art ; For  all  mens  eyes., 
Ears,  faiths,  and  judgements,  are  not  of  onefizjt. 
For  to  fay  truth,  and  not  to  flatter  ye. 

This  is  nor  Comedy,  mr  Tragedy, 

Nor  Hiftory,  nor  any  thing  that  may 
( Tet  in  a week.J  be  made  a perfeSl  Play  : 

Tet  thofe  that  love  to  laugh,  and  thofe  that  thinks 
Twelve  pence  goes  fart  her  this  way  than  in  drin^ 
Or  Damfels,  if  they  marl^the  matter  through, 
tShtay  fumble  on  a fooltfls  toy,  or  two 
Will  make  *em  fsew  their  teeth  : pray,  for  my  fake 
( That  likely  am  your  firfi  man  ) do  not  take 


A dtfafle  before  you  feel  it : for  ye  may 
Whenthisishifttoafhes,  have  a Play. 

And  here,'to  outhifs  this",  be  patient  then, 

( My  honour  done  ) y are  welcom  gentlemen. 


Epilogue. 


IF  you  mifike  ( as  you  fhall  ever  be 
Tour  own  free  Judges  ) this  Play  utterly. 
For  your  own  Noblentfs  yet  do  not  hifs. 

But  as  you  go  by,  fay  it  was  amifs  ; 

And  We  wtll  mend:  Chide  us,  hut  let  it  he 
Never  in  cold  blood : O’  my  honefly 
( If  I have  any  ) this  Tie  fay  for  alt, 

Our  meaning  was  topleafe  you  fill,  and  fhalL 
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Tragical  Hifirory. 

Perfbns  Reprefe 

Charinus,  Emperour  o/Rdme. 

Cofroe,  Perfia. 

Diocles,  of  a private  SouldiereleHed  Co-Emperour, 
Maximinian,  Nephew  to  Diocles,  and  Emperour  bp 
his  donation. 

Volurius  Aper,  Mnrtherer  of  Numerianus,  the  late 
Emperour. 

Niger,  a noble  Souldier,  Servant  to  the  Emperour. 
Camurius,  a Captain^  and  Creature  of  AperV, 
Perfian  Lords, 

Senators, 

Souldiers, 

Guard, 

Suitors. 

Ambajfadors. 

‘nted  in  the  Play. 

LiBors. 

Flamen. 

Attendants. 

shepherd. 

Country- men.  y 

Geta,  a JeJier,  Servant  to  Diocles,  a merry  Knave. 

WOMEN. 

Aurelia,  sifler  to  Charinus. 

Caffana,  Sijier  to  Cofroe,  a Captive,  waiting  o^ 
Aurelia. 

Delphia,  a Prophet efs. 

Drufilla,  N/ece Delphia,  in  love  with  Yyi6c\ts. 

/ 

T he  Scene  R ome. 

“ The  principal 

John  howin. 

Kobert  ^enfield, 
John  Shanl^. 
^chard  Sharfe, 

Adors  were, 

Jofefh  Taylor, 

Nicholas  TooUe: 

George  '‘Birch. 

Thomas  Holcombe. 

T 

Vrimm,  ScenaPrima, 

Enter  Charinus,  Aurelia,  Niger. 

Cha.  y O U buz  into  my  head  ftrange  likelihoods, 

' And  fill  me  full-of  doubts  •,  but  what  proofs, 

1 B 

’ What  certainties,  that  my  moft  nofcle  Bro- 

. , . fther 

Came  to  his  end  by  murthcr  ? Tell  me  that/ 

Aflure  me  by  fome  circumfcance.  , 

Niger.  I will.  Sir, 

And  as  I tell  you  truth,  fo  the  gods  profpcr  me. 

I have  often  nam’d  this  Af>er. 

Char.  True,  ye  have  done*. 

And  in  mylterionsfenfes  1 have  heard  yc 

Break  out  o’th’  hidden,  and  abruptly. 
is^tger.  True,  Sir-, 

Fear  of  your  unbelief,  and  the  times  giddinefs 

Made  me  I durft  not  then  go  farther.  So  your  Grace  plcafe. 
Out  of  your  wonted  goodnefs,  to  give  credit, 

1 fhall  unfold  the  wonder, 
c^rtr.  Do  it  boldly-, 

You  lhall  have  both  our  hearty  loVes,  and  hearings.  * 

C c c c Njger.  • 

The  Trofhetefi, 


'ISlJger.  This then,  this  too  ranch  honour’d  Villain, 
(For  he  defervesno  mention  of  a good  man) 

Great  Sir,  give  ear  *,  this  moft  ungrateful,  Ipightful, 

Above  the  memory  of  mankind,  mifchievous, 

V Vith  his  own  bloody  hands;  - 
Char.  Take  heed. 

Nig.  lamin,  Sfr; 

And  if  I make  not  good  my  ftory. 

[Anr.  Forward*, 

I fee  a truth  would  break  out  *,  be  not  fearful. 

Nig.  1 fay  this  Afer.,  and  his  damn’d  Ambition, 

Cut  off  your  Brothers  hopes,  his  life,  and  fortunes  *, 

The  honour’d  NumeriannsicW  by  him. 

Fell  bafely,  mofl:  untimely,  and  moft j teacher oufly: 

For  in  his  Litter,  as  he  bore  him  company, 

Moft  privately  and  cunningly  he  kill’d  him ; 

Yetftill  he  fills  the  faithful  Souldiers  ears 
With  ftoriesof  his  weaknefs,  of  his  life. 

That  he  dare  not  venture  to  appear  in  open, 

And  fhew  his  warlike  face  among  the  Souldiers ; 

The  tendernefs  and  v^caknefs  of  his  eyes 
Being  not  able  to  endure  the  Sun  yet. 

Slave  that  he  is,  he  gives  out  this  infirmity 
(Becaufe  he  would  dilpatch  his  honour  too ) 

Toarife  from  wantonncfs,  and  love  of  women, 

Andthushe  juggles'ftill. 

Aur.  O moft  pernicious, 

Moft  bloody,  and  moft  bafe!  Alas,  dear  Brother, 

Art  thou  accus’d,  and  after  death  thy  memory 
Loaden  with  Ihames  and  lies  ? Thofe  pious  tears 
Thou  daily  (hower’ft  upon  my  Fathers  monument, 

(When  in  the  Per  fan  Expedition 

He  fell  unfortunately  by  a ftrokc  of  Thunder ) 

Made  thy  defame  and  llns  ? thofq  w?pt  out  eyes, 

The  fair  examples  of  a noble  nature, 

Thofe  holy  drops  of  Love,  turn’d  by  depravers 
(Malicious  poyfon’d  tonguesj  tothyabufes? 

We  muft  not  futfer  this.  ... 

Char.  It  fhows  a truth  now  *, 

And  furc  this  Afer  is  not  right  nor  honeft, 

He  will  not  come  near  me. 

Nljg.  No,  he  dare  not; 

He  has  an  inmate  here,  that’s  call’d  a confcicncc, , 

Bids  him  keep  off. 

Char.  My  Brother  honour’d  him. 

Made  him  firft  Captainofhis  Guard, his  next  friend*, 

Then  to  my  Mother  ( to  affure  him  nearer ) ^ , 

He  made  him  Husband. 

Nig.  And  withal  ambitious*, 

For  when  he  trod  fo  nigh,  his  falfe  feet  itchM,  Sir; 

I To  ftep  into  the  State. 

j Anr.  If  ye  believe.  Brother,  ’ . 

I Afer  a bloody  Knave  (as  ’tis  apparent) 

Let’s  leave difputing,  and  do  fomething  noble. 

• Char.  Sifter,  be  rul’d,  1 am  not  yet  fo  powerful, 

To  meet  him  in  the  field  \ he  has  under  him 
I The  Flower  of  all  the  Empire,  andtheftrength, 

The  'Britain.^  and  the  German  Cohorts ; pray  ye  be  patient, 
Niger  how  Hands  the  Souldier  to  him? 
j Nig.  In  fear  more.  Sir,  «, 

1 Than  love  or  honour  ^ he  has  loft  their  fair  affe<ftions. 

By.  bimoft-COYetOMS  and,  greedy  griping : 

Are  ye  defirous  to  do  lomethingon  him. 

That  all  the  World  may  know  ye  lov’d  your  Brother  ? 

And  do  it  fafely  too  without  an  Army  ? 

Char.  Moft  willingly. 

Nig.  Then  fend  out  a Profeription, 

Send  fuddenly  *,  And  to  that  man  that  executes  it 
(I  mean,  that  brings  his  head  J add  a fair  payment. 

No  common  Summ  *,  then  ye  ftiall  fee  I fear  not, 

Even  fr oni  his  own  Camp,  from  thofe  men  that  follow  him. 
Follow,  and  flatter  him,  wefhallfind  one. 

And  if  he  mifs,  one  hundred  that  will  venture  it. 

Aur.  For  his  reward,  it  fhall  be  fo,  dear  Brother, 


So  far  I’ll  honour  him  that  kills  the  Villain ; 

For  fo  far  runs  ray  love  to  my  dead  Brother, 

Let«him  be  what  he  will,  bale,  old,  or  crooked, 

He  fliall  have  me  i nay,  which  is  more,  I’ll  love  him. 

I will  not  be  deny’d.  ' , 

Char.  You  fhall  not.  Sifter  ^ v.  |. 

But  ye  fhall  know,  my  love  fhall  go  alofig  too ; - 

See  a Prof  riptian  dr»wnr,  and  for  hisrecompence^l 
My  Sifter,  and  half  Partner  in  the  Empire ; 

And  1 will  keep  my  word. 

Anr.  Now  ye  do  bravely. 

Nig.  And  though  it  coft:  my  life.  I’ll  fee  it  publifli% 

Char.  Away  then  forthe  bufinefs. 

Ntg.  I am  gone.  Sir  ^ 

You  fhall  have  all  difpatch’d  to  night. 

Char.  Be  profperous. 

Aur.  And  let  the  Villain  fall. 

Nig.  Fear  nothing.  Madam.  {.Sxennt, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Delphia,  and  Drufilla. 

Dru.  ’Tis  true,  that  Dw/tj  is  courteous, 

And  of  a pleafant  nature,  fweet  and  temperate  *, 

His  Coufin  ejddaximinian  proud  and  bloudy. 

Delph.  Yes,  andmiftruftfultoo,  my  Girl,  take  heed. 
Although  he  ftem  to  love  thee,  and  affeft 
Like  the  more  Courtier,  curious  complement  *, 

Yet  have  a care. 

Dru.  You  knowall  my  affeftion. 

And  all  my  hcart-dcfircs  are  fet  on  DiocUs  •,  / 

But,  Aunt,  how  coldly  he  requites  this  courtefie ! , 

How  dull  and  heavily  he  looks  upon  me ! 

Although  1 woo  him  fometimes  beyond  modefty. 

Beyond  a Virgins  care ; how  ftill  he  flights  me. 

And  putsme  ftilloff  with  your  Prophecy, 

And  the  performance  of  your  late  predidion. 

That  when  he  is  Emperour,  then  he  will  marry  me  •, 

Alas,  what  hope  of  that  ? 

Del.  Peace,  and  be  patient. 

For  though  he  be  now  a man  moft  mifcrablc. 

Of  no  rank,  nor  no  budge  of  honour  on  him. 

Bred  low  and  poor,  no  eye  of  favour  fhining  *, 

And  though  my  furc  Prcdiiflion  of  his  Rifing 
(Which  canno  more  failthan  theday  or  night  does. 

Nay,  let  him  be  afleep,  will  overtake  him) 

Hath  found  fome  rubs  and  ftops,yct  hear  me,Neece, 

And  hear  me  with  a faith,  it  fhall  come  to  him  *, 

I’ll  tell  thee  the  occafion. 

Dru.  Do,  good  tAfuftl  *, 

For  yet  1 am  ignorant.  » 

/^f/.  .Chiding  him  oneday 
For  being  too  near,  and  fparing  fora  Souldier, 

Too  griping,  and  too  greedy  *,  he  made  anfwcr, 

U hen  I amO/ar,  then  I will  be  liberal. 

/,  prefently  infpir’d  with  holy  fire, 

And  my  prophctick  Spirit  burning  in  me. 

Gave  anfwcr  from  the  gods,  and  this  it  was, 

Imperator  eris  Roma^  cum  Apr um grandem  inter feceris: 

Thou  fhalt  be  Emperour,  O Diodes 

When  thou  haft  kill’d  a mighty  Boar.'  From  that  time 

(As  giving  credit  to  my  words)  he  hasemploy’d 

Much  of  his  life  in  hunting  *,  many  Boars 

Hideous  and  fierce,  with  his  own  hands  he  has  kill’d  too. 

But  yet  not  lighted  on  the  fatal  one, 

Should  raife  him  to  the  Empire  \ Be  not  fad,  Necce, 
E’relonghefhalT,  Come,  let’s  go  entertain  him, 

For  by  this  time  I guefs  he  comes  from  hunting*, 

And  by  my  Art  I find  this  very  inftant 
Some  great  defign’s  o’  foot. 

Dru.  The  gods  give  good,  Aunt.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  III. 


Enter  Diodes,  Maximmian,  Geta,  with  a Boar. 

Dio.  Lay  down  the  Boar. 

Get.  Withall  my  heart  j I am  weary  on’t  ^ 

I fhall  turn  Jew  if  1 carry  many  fuch  burthens : 

Do  you  think,  Mailer,  to  be  Emperour 

With  killing  Swine  ? you  may  be  an  honefl  Butcher, 

Or  allied  to  a feemly  family  of  fowfe-wives. 

Can  you  be  fuch  an  Afs,  my  Reverend  Mailer, 

To  think  thefe  fpi  mgs  of  Pork  will  Ihoot  upC^e/^n  ? 

Max.  The  fool  fays  true. 

Dto.  Come,  leave  your  fooling,  Sirrah, 

And  think  of  what  thou  (halt  be  when ! am  Emperour. 

Get.  Would  it  would  come  with  thinking,  for  then  o’  my 
I Ihould  be  at  leaft  a Senator.  (confcience, 

Max.  A Sowter  j 

For  that’s  a place  more  fitted  to  thy  nature, 

If  there  could  be  fuch  an  expectation  •, 

Or  fay,  the  Devil  could  perform  this  wonder  ^ 

Can  fuch  a Rafcal  as  thou  art,  hope  for  honour  ? 

Such  a log  carrying  Lowt  > 

Get.  '■  es,  and  bear  it  too. 

And  bear  it  fwimmingly.  I am  not  the  firll  Afs,  Sir, 

Has  born  good  office,  and  perform’d  it  reverendly. 

( a Senator  ? 

Dio.  Thou  being  the  Son  of  a Tiler,  canll  thou  hope  to  be 
Get.  Thou  being  the  Son  of  a Tanner,  canft  thou  hope  to 

(he  an  Emperor  ? 

Dio.  Thou  fayll  true,  Geta^  there’s  a flop  indeed  j - 

But  yet  the  bold  and  vertuous 

Get.  Ye  are  right.  Mailer, 

Right  as  a Gun  ^ Tor  we  the  vertuous, 

Though  we  be  Kennel-rakers,  Scabs,  and  Scoundrels, 
Wethedifereetand  bold;  and  yet,  now  I remember  it, 
We  Tilers  may  deferve  to  be  Senators  •, 

And  there  we  Hep  before  you  thick-skin’d  Tanners, 

For  we  are  born  three  Ilories  high  ; no  bafe  ones, 

None  of  your  groundlings,  mailer. 

' Dw.  I like  thee  well. 

Thou  hall  a good  mind,  as  I have,  to  this  Honour. 

Qet.  As  good  a mind.  Sir,  of  a fimple  plailterer 

^nd  when  I come  to  execute  my  office. 

Then  you  (hall  fee. 

Max.  What  ? 

Get.  An  Officer  in  fury  •, 

An  Officer  as  he  ought  to  be  ■,  do  you  laugh  at  it  ? 

Is  a Senator  (in  hope ) worth  no  more  reverence  ? 

By  thefe  hands  Til  clap  you  by  th’  heels  the  firit  hour  of  it. 
CMax.  O’  my  Confcience,  the  fellow  believes. 

Dio.  I,  do,  do,  (jeta.f 

For  if  I once  be  Emperour 

Get.  Then  will  1 

(For  wife  men  mull  be  had  to  prop  the  Republick) 

Not  bate  ye  a fingle  ace  of  a found  Senator. 

Dio.  But  what  fliall  we  do  the  whilll  ? 

Get.  Kill  Swine,  andfowfe’em. 

And  eat  ’em  when  we  have  bread. 

•CMax.  Why  didll  thou  run  away 
When  the  Boar  made  toward  thee  ? art  thou  not  valiant  ? 

Get.  No  indeed  am  I not  •,  and  ’tis  for  mine  honour  too  ; 
I took  a Tree,  ’tis  true,  gave  way  to  the  Monller  *, 

Hark  what  diferetior.  lays,  let  fury  pafs ; 

From  the  tooth  of  a mad  Beall, and  the  tongue  of  a Slanderer 
Preferve  thine  honour. 

Dio.  He  talks  like  a full  Senator  .- 
Go,  take  it  up,  and  carry  it  in,  ’tis  a huge  one. 

We  never  kill’d  fo  large  a Swine  , fo  fierce  too, 

I never  met  with  yet. 

Max.  Take  heed,  it  Ilirs  again  ; 

How  nimbly  the  Rogue  runs  up ! he  climbs  like  a Squirrel. 
Dio.  Comedown,  ye  Dunce,  is  it  nut  dead. ^ 

Get.  I know  not. 


Dio.  His  throat  is  cut,  and  his  bowels  out. 

Get.  That’s  all  one, 

/ am  fure  his  teeth  are  in ; and  for  any  thing  I know, 

He  may  have  Pigs  of  his  own  nature  in’s  Belly. 

Dio.  Come,  take  him  up  1 fay,  and  fee  him  d'rell, 

He  is  fat,  and  will  be  lulry  m'at : away  with  him, 

And  get  fome  of  him  ready  for  ourDinner. 

Ga.  Shall  he  be  roalted  whole. 

And  ferv’d  up  in  a fouce.tub  ? a portly  fcrvice 
I’ll  run  i’th’  wheel  my  felf.  * 

Max.  Sirrah,  leave  your  prating, 

And  get  fome  piece  of  him  ready  prefently, 

Wfare  weary  both,  and  hungry. 

Get.  ril  about  it. 

What  an  inundation  of  Brewifs  ffiall  1 fwim  in  ? ^Exit. 

Dio.  Thou  art  ever  dull  and  melancholy,  Coufin, 
Diftrultfulof  myhopcs. 

Max.  Why,  can  you  blame  me  .<* 

Do  men  give  credit  to  a Jugier .? 

Dio.  Thou  knowll  (he  is  a Prophetefs. 

Max.  A fmall  one. 

And  as  fmall  profit  to  be  hop’d  for  by  her. 

Dio.  Thou  art  the  Ilrangell  man ; how  does  thy  hurt  ? 

The  Boar  came  near  you.  Sir. 

Max.  A fcratch,  a (cratch. 

Dio.  It  akes  and  troubles  thee,  and  that  makes  thee  angry. 
fJMax.  Not  at  the  pain,  but  at  the  pradice,  Uncle, 

The  butcherly,  bafe  cullom  of  our  lives  now  •, 

Had  a brave  enemies  Sword  dravm  fo  much  fronvroe, 

Or  danger  met  me  in  the  head  o’th’  Army, 

To  have  bluHi’d  thus  in  my  blood,  bad  been  mine  honour. 

But  to  live  bafe,  like  Swine  herds,  and  believe  too. 

To  be  fool’d  out  with  tales,  and  old  wives  dreams. 

Dreams,  w'hen  they  are  drunk. 

Dio.  Certain  you  much  millake  her.  (ors. 

Max.  Millake  her  ? hang  her ; to  be  made  her  Purvey. 
To  feed  her  old  Chaps  •,  to  provide  her  daily. 

And  bring  in  Fealls  while  (he  (its  farting  at  us, 

And  blowing  out  her  Prophecies  at  both  ends. 

Dio.  Prithee  be  wife;  Doll  thou  think,  tJ^aximiniany 

So  great  a reverence,  and  fo  Ilai’d  a knowledge- — 

Max.  Sur-revcrence,  you  would  fay ; what  truth  ? what 
What  any  thing  but  eating  is  good  in  her  } (knowledg  ? 
’T would  make  a fool  prophelie  to  be  fed  confinually ; 

What  do  you  get  ^ your  labour  and  your  danger  y 
Whilll  ffie  fits  bathing  in  her  larded  fury, 

Infpir’d  with  full  deep  Cups,  who  cannot  prophelie  ? 

A Tinker,  out  of  Ale,  will  give  Predieflionsi 
But  who  believes? 

Dto.  She  is  a holy  Drmdy 
A woman  noted  for  that  faith,  that  piety, 

Belov’d  of  Heaven. 

zJPl'Iax.  Heaven  knows,  I do  not  believe  it: 

Indeed  1 mull  confefs  they  are  excellent  Juglers; 

Their  age  upon  fome  fools  too  flings  a confidence  : 

But  what  grounds  have  they  ? what  elements  to  work  on  .* 
Show  me  but  that  *,  the  Sieve,  and  Sheers } a learned  one, 

I have  no  patience  to  difpute  this  Qu  Rion, 

’Tis  fo  ridiculous;  1 think  the  Divilooi-s  help  ’em. 

Or  (rather  ma.k  me  well)  abufe’era,  Uncle; 

For  they  arc  as  fit  to  deal  with  him  •,  thefe  old  women. 

They  arc  as  jump,  and  fquar’d  out  to  his  nature 

Dio.  Thou  hall  a perfcdl  malice. 

^ax.  So  1 would  have 

Againll  thefe  purblind  Prophets y for  look  ye,  Sir, 

Old  women  will  lie  monllroufly  ; fo  will  the  Devil, 

Or  elfe  he  has  had  much  wrong  •,  upon  my  knowledge. 

Old  women  are  malicious;  fois.he; 

They  are  proud  and  covetous,  revengeful,  lecherous; 

All  which  are  excellent  attributes  of  the  Devil ; 

They  would  at  leaft  feem  holy ',  fo  would  he ; 

And  to  vail  over  thefe  villainies,  they  would  prophefie ; 

He  gives  them  leave  now  and  then  to  ufe  their  cunnings, 
Which  is,  to  kill  a Cow,  orblallaH-.  veil, 
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Make  young  Pigs  pipe  themlelves  to  death,  choak  poultry, 
And  chafe  a dairy-wench  into  a fcaver 

With  pumping  for  her  butter. 

But  when  he  makes  thefe  Agents  to  raife  Emperours, 

W hen  he  difpofes  Fortune  as  his  Servant, 

And  tycs  her  to  old  wives  tails 

Dio.  Go  thy  ways, 

Thou  arta  learned  Scholar,  againlt  credit. 

You  hear  the  Prophecie  ? 

Max.  Yes,  and  I laugh  at  it  •, 

And  To  will  any  man  can  tell  but  twenty. 

That  is  not  blind,  as  you  are  blind  and  ignorant : 

Do  you  think  (he  knows  your  fortune  ? • 

Dw.  Ido  think  it. 

Max.  I know  Ihe  has  the  name  of  a rare  Sooth  fayer  *, 

But  do  you  in  your  Confcience  believe  her  holy  ? 

Infpir’d  with  fuch  prophetick  Fire  ? 

Dio.  Yes,  in  my  confcience. 

tMax.  And  that  you  mult  upon  neceflity, 

From  her  words,  be  a Cafar  ? 

Dto.  If  I live. 

Max.  There’s  one  ftop  yet. 

Dio.  And  follow  her  direftions. 

Max.  But  do  not  juggle  with  me. 

Dto.  In  faith,  Coufin, 

So  full  a truth  hangs  ever  on  her  Prophecies, 

That  how  I Ihould  think  otherwife. 
cJMax.  Very  well.  Sir-, 

You  then  believe  (for  methinks  ’tis  moll  ncccflary) 

She  knows*her  own  Fate? 

‘Dm.  I believe  it  certain. 

^Ux.  Dare  you  but  be  fo  wife  to  let  me  try  it, 

For  I Hand  doubtful. 

Dio.  How? 

Max.  Come  nearer  tome, 

Bccaufe  her  cunning  Devil  lhall  not  prevent  me; 

Clofe,  clofc,  and  hear  If  Ihc  can  turn  this  deltiny, 

I’ll  be  of  your  faith  too. 

Dio.  Forward,  1 fear  not  •, 

For  if  fhc  knows  not  this,  fure  Ihe  knows  nothing ; 

£wffr  [X’lphia. 

I am  fo  confident 

A fax.  ’Faith,  fo  am  I too. 

That  1 lhall  make  her  Devils  lides  hum. 

Dio.  She  comes  here ; 

Go  take  your  Hand. 

A'/ax.  Now  holly,  or  you  howl  for’t.  HSxii. 

Dto.  ’Tis  pity  this  young  man  Ihould  be  fo  llubborn. 
Valiant  he  is,  and  to  his  valour  temperate. 

Only  dillrullful  of  delays  in  Fortune 

1 love  him  dearly  well. 

Del.  Now,  my  Son  Diodes., 

Are  ye  not  weary  of  your  game  today  ? 

And  are  ye  well  ? 

Dio.  Yes,  Mother,  well  and  lully. 

Only  ye  make  me  hunt  for  empty  lhadows.  ( day : 

Del.  You  mult  have  patience,  Koxat  veas  mt  built  in  one 
And  he  that  hopes,  mult  give  his  hopes  their  Currents. 

You  have  kill’d  a mighty  Boar. 

Dto.  But  I am  no  Emperour : 

Why  do  you  fool  me  thus,  and  make  me  follow 

Your  flattering  expeftation  hour  by  hour  ? 

Rife  early,  and  fleep  late  i to  feed  your  appetites, 

Forget  my  Trade,  my  Arms?  forfake  mine  honour. 

Labour  and  fwcat  to  arrive  at  a bafe  memory  ? 

Oppofe  my  felf  to  hazards  of  all  forts, 

Only  to  win  the  barbarous  name  of  Butcher  ? 

Del.  Son,  you  are  wife. 

Dto.  But  you  are  cunning,  Mother  -, 

And  with  that  Cunning,  and  the  faith  1 give  you. 

Ye  lead  me  blindly  to  no  end,  no  honour : 

You  find  ye  arc  daily  fed,  yon  take  no  labour ; 

Your  family  at  eafe,  they  know  no  market, 

\nd  therefore  to  maintain  this,  you  fpeak  darkly, 

As  darkly  ftiil  yenourilhit,  whilll  I, 

Being  a credulous  and  obfequious  Coxcomb, 

Hunt  daily,  and  fweat  hourly,  to  find  out 

Toclear  your  myltery,  kill  Boar  on  Boar, 

And  make  your  Spits  and  Pots  bow  with  my  Bounties  j 

Yet  1 Itill  poorer,  further  Hill 

Del.  Be  provident, 

And  tempt  not  the  gods  dooms  -,  flop  not  the  glory 

They  are  ready  to  fix  on  ye.  Ye  are  a fool  then  *, 

Chearful  and  grateful  takers,  the  gods  love, 

And  fuch  as  wait  their  pleafures  with  full  hopes ; 

The  doubtful  and  d iltrultful  man  Heaven  frowns  at. 

What  I have  told  you  by  my  infpiration, 

I tell ’ye once  again,  mult,  and  lhall  find  ye. 

Dio.  But  when  ? or  how  ? 

'Del.  Citm  t^priim  interfeccris.  ' 

Dio.  I have  kill’d  many. 

Del.  Not  the  Boar  they  point  ye  *, 

Nor  mull  I reveal  further,  till  you  clear  it. 

The  lots  of  glorious  men  are  wrapt  in  mylteries. 

And  fo  deliver’d  \ common  and  flight  Creatures, 

TJiat  have  their  ends  as  open  as  their  actions, 

Eafieand  open  fortunes  follow. 

Alax.  I lhall  try 

How  deep  your  infpiration  lies  hid  in  ye. 

And  whether  your  brave  fpirit  have  a buckler 

To  keep  this  arrow  off.  I’ll  make  you  fmoke  clfe. 

Dto.  Knowing  my  foi  tunc  fo  precifely,  punctually, 

And  that  it  mull  fall  without  contradiction, 

Being  a llrangcr,  of  no  tye  unto  ye, 

Methinks  you  Ihould  be  Itudied  in  your  own. 

In  your  own  deltiny,  methinks,  moltperfcCt, 

And  every  hour,  and  every  minute.  Mother, 

So  great  a care  Ihould  Heaven  have  of  her  Minillers ; 
Methinks  your  fortunes  both  ways  Ihould  appear  to  ye, 

Both  to  avoid  and  take.  Can  the  Stars  now,  • 

And  all  thofe  influences  you  receive  into  you. 

Or  fecrct  infpirations  ye  make  Ihew  of, 

If  an  hard  fortune  hung,  and  were  now  ready 

Topouritfclf  upon  your  life,  deliver  ye? 

Can  they  now  fay,  take  heed  ? 

Del.  Ha?  pray  ye  come  hither.  (ye, 

Aiax.  I would  know  that  -,  I fear  your  Devil  will  cozen 
And  Hand  as  clofc  as  ye  can,  1 lhall  be  with  ye. 

Del.  I find  aprefent  ill. 

Dio.  How  ? 

Del.  But  I fcorn  it. 

Alax.  Do  ye  fo  ? do  ye  fo  ? 

Del.  Yes,  and  laugh  at  it.  Diodes. 

1 Is  it  not  Itrange  thefe  wild  and  foolilh  men 

1 Should  dare  to  oppofe  the  power  of  Deltiny  ? 

' That  power  the  gods  lhakc  at?  Look  yonder,  Son. 

' liMax.  Have  ye  fpy’d  me  ? then  have  at  ye. 

1 Del.  Do,  Ihoot  boldly. 

Hit  me,  andfparcnot,  ifthoucanlt. 

Dto.  Shoot,  Coufin. 

Max.  I cannot-,  mine  arm’s  dead,  I have  no  feeling  j 

Or  if  I could  Ihoot,  fo  Itrong  is  her  arm’d  Vertue,  . 

She  would  catch  the  arrow  flying. ; 

Del.  Poor  doubtful  people, 

I pity  your  weak  faiths. 

Dio.  Your  mercy.  Mother, 

And  from  this  hour  a Deity  I crown  ye. 

Del.  No  more  of  that. 

Max.  O let  my  Prayers  prevail  too, 

Herclikeatree,  Idwellelfe^  free  me.  Mother, 

And  greater  than  great  Fortune,  I’ll  adore  thee. 

Del.  Be  free  again,  and  have  more  pure  thoughts  in  yc. 
Dto.  Now  I believe  your  words  moll  conllantly. 

And  when  I have  that  power  ye  have  promis’d  to  me. 

Del.  Remember  then  your  Vow,  my  Niece  DrafUla, 

I mean  to  marry  her,  and  then  ye  profper. 

Dto.  I lhall  forget  my  life  elfe. 

Del.  I am  a poor  weak  woman,  to  me  no  worlhip. 

Enter 
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Enter  Niger,  Geta,  and  Souldters. 

Get.  And  fhall  he  have  as  you  fay,  that  kilJs  this  uiper  ? 
Del.  Now  mark  and  underftand, 

Ntg.  The  Profcription’s  up 
Tth’ Marketplace,  ’tisup,  there  ye  may  read  it, 

Helhall  have  half  the  Empire. 

Get.  A pretty  farm  i’  faith. 

Nig.  And  the  Emperours  sifter,  bright 
Her  to  his  wife. 

Get.  Ye  fay  well.  Friend,  but  hark  ye. 

Who  (hall  do  this? 

Nig.  You,  if  you  dare. 

Get.  I think  fo ; 

Yet  I could  poyfon  him  in  a Pot  of  Perry, 

He  loves  that  veng’ancely  ^ But  when  I have  done  this, 
May  I lye  with  the  Gentlewoman  ? 

Nig.  Lye  with  her  ? what  eife,  man  ? 

Get.  Yes,  man, 

I have  known  a man  married  that  never  lay  with  his  Wife ; 
Thofe  dancing  days  are  done. 

Nig.  Thefe  are  old  Souldiers, 

And  poor  it  feems.  I’ll  try  their  appetites. 

’Save  ye,  brave  Souldiers. 

iJPhax.  Sir,  ye  talkt  of  Profef iptions  ? 

Nig.  ’Tis  true,  there  is  one  fet  up  from  the  Emperour 
Againft  y olutius  jlper. 

Dio.  Aper  ? 

Del.  Now  ; 

Now  have  you  found  the  Boar  ? 

Dio.  I have  the  meaning  •, 

And  blefled  Mother 

Nig.  He  has  fcorn’d  his  Mafter, 

And  bloodily  cut  off  by  treachery 
The  noble  Brother  to  him. 

Dio.  He  lives  here,  Sir, 

Sickly  and  weak. 

Nig.  Did  you  fee  him? 

^iJPlax.  No. 

Nig.  He  is  murthered  •, 

So  ye  (hall  find  it  mentioned  from  the  Emperour  ; 

And  honeft  faithful  Souldiers,  but  believe  it  *, 

For,  by  the  gods,  ye  will  find  it  fo,  he  is  mui  ihered, 

The  manner  how,  read  in  the  large  Profeription. 

Del.  It  is  molt  true.  Son  ^ and  he  cozens  ye, 
sAper's  a Villain  falfe. 

‘Dio.  I thank  ye.  Mother, 

And  dare  believe  ye ; hark  ye.  Sir,  the  recompence  ? 

As  ye  related. 

Nig.  Is  as  firm  as  faith,  Sir  *, 

Bring  him  alive  or  dead. 

Max.  You  took  a fit  time,  (him  not, 

The  General  being  out  o’  th’  Town  *,  for  though  we  love 
Yet  had  he  known  this  firft,  you  had  paid  for’t  dearly. 

Dio.  Niger,  now  I know  him  ^ honeft 
A true  found  man,  and  I believe  him  conftantly ; 

Your  bufinefs  may  be  done,  make  no  great  hurry 
For  your  own  fafety. 

Nig.  No,  1 am  gone  *,  I thank  ye.  {Exit, 

Dio.  Pray,  fJMaximinian,  pray. 

Max.  I’ll  pray,  and  work  too. 

Dio.  ril  to  the  Market-place,  and  read  the  ofler, 

And  now  I have  found  the  Boar. 

Del.  Find  your  own  faith  too, 

And  remember  what  ye  have  vow’d. 

Dio.  O Mother. 

Del.  Profper.  (rours, 

Get.  If  my  mailer  and  I do  this’,  there’s  two  Empe- 
And  what  a fiiow  will  that  make  ? how  we  fliall  bounce  it  ? 

\Exeiint. 
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jiHus  Secundus,  Scenct  ^rimk. 

Enter  Drufilla,  and  Delphia. 

^^'’^."otvouchfafea  parting  kils 
loner  that  in  his  hopes  of  sreatnefs  lives 

And  goes  along  with  him  in  all  his  dangers?  ' 

Del.  I grant  ’twas  moft  inhumane. 

Dru.  O,  you  give  it 
Too  mild  a name  ^ ’twas  more  than  barbaroui 
And  you  a Partner  in’t. 

Del.  I,  Drujillap 
Dm.  Yes, 

You  have  blown  his  fwoln  Pride  to  that  vaftnels 
As  he  believes  the  Earth  is  in  his  fathom. 

This  makes  him  quite  forget  his  humble  fcing  •, 

And  can  I hope  that  he,  that  only  fed 
With  the  imagin’d  food  of  future  Empire, 
Difdainseven  thofe  that  gave  him  means  and  life 
To  nourifli  fuch  defires,  when  he’s  poffefs’d 
Of  his  ambitious  ends  (which  muft  fall  on  him 
Or  your  Predidions  are  falfe)  will  ever 
Defcend  to  look  on  me  ! 

Del.  Were  his  intents 
Perfidious  as  the  Seas  or  Winds,  his  heart 
Compos’d  of  fallhood ; yet  the  benefit. 

The  greatnefs  of  the  good  he  has  from  you, 

(For  what  I haveconfer’d,  is  thine,  ‘Drufilla') 

Muft  make  him  firm,  and  thankful  ^ But  if  all 
Remembrance  of  the  debts  he  Hands  engag’d  for,' 

Find  a quick  Grave  in  his  Ingratitude, 

My  powerful  Art,  that  guides  him  to  this  height 
Shall  make  him  curie  the  hour  he  e’r  was  rais’d. 

Or  fink  him  fo  the  Centre.  ’ 

Dm.  I had  rather 

Your  Art  could  force  him  to  return  that  ardour 
Tome,  Ibcartohim*,  orgivemepower 
To  moderate  my  palTions  ^ yet  I know  not, 

I Ihould  repent  your  grant,  though  you  had  fign’d  it, 
(So  well  I find  he’s  worthy  of  all  fervice) 

But  to  believe  that  any  check  to  him 

In  his  main  hopes,  could  yield  content  to  me, 

Were  treafon  to  true  love,  that  knows  no  pleafure. 
The  objeeft  that  it  dotes  on  ill  afTefted. 

Del.  Pretty  fimplicity ; 1 love  thee  for’t. 

And  will  not  fit  an  idle  looker  on. 

And  fee  it  cozen’d  •,  dry  thy  innocent  eyes," 

And  call  off  jealous  fears,  (yet  pi  omifes 
Are  but  lip  comfort)  and  but  fancy  ought 
That’s  polTible  in  Nature,  or  in  Art, 

That  may  advance  thy  comfort,  and  be  bold 
To  tell  thy  Soul  ’tis  thine  •,  therefore  fpeak  freely. 

Dm.  You  new  create  me.  To  conceal  from  you 
My  virgin-fondnefs,  weretohidemy  ficknefs 
From  my  Phyfician.  O dear  Aunt,  I languifh 
For  want  of  Diocle.t's  fight  ^ he  is  the  Sun 
That  keeps  my  blood  in  a perpetual  Spring 
But  in  his  abfence,  cold  benumming  Winter 
Seizes  on  all  my  faculties.  Would  you  bind  me 
(That  am  your  Slave  already)  in  more  fetters, 

\nd  (in  theplaceof  lervice)  to  adore  you? 

0 bear  me  then  (but  ’tis  impolTiblc, 

1 fear  tobeeffefted)  where  1 may 

See  how  my  Diodes  breaks  thorow  his  dangers. 

And  in  what  heaps  his  honours  flow  upon  him. 

That  1 may  meet  him,  in  the  height  and  pride 
Of  all  his  glories,  and  there  (as  your  gift) 

Challenge  him  as  mine  own. 

Del.  Enjoy  thy  wilhes  ^ 

This  is  an  eafie  Boon,  which  at  thy  years, 

I could  have  given  to  any ; but  now  grown 
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Perfed  in  all  the  hidden  raylleries 
Of  that  inimitable  Art,  which  makes  us 
Equal  even  to  the  gods,  and  Natures  wonders, 

It  fnall  be  done,  as  fits  my  skill  and  glory  ; 

To  break  thorow  bolts, and  locks,  a Scholars  prize 
For  Thieves,  and  Pick-locks : to  pafs  thorow  an  Army 
Cover’d  with  night,  or  fome  difguife,the  pradice 
Of  poor  and  needy  Spies : No,  my  DrufiHay 
From  Ceres  I will  force  her  winged  Dragons, 

And  in  the  air  hung  over  the  Tribunal ; 

(The  Mofick  of  the  Spheres  attending  on  us.) 

There, as  his  good  Star,  thou  fhalt  fhine  upon  him, 

If  he  prove  true,  and  as  his  Angel  guard  him. 

But  if  he  dare  be  falfe,  I,  in  a moment 

Will  put  that  glorious  light  out,with  fuch  horrour, 

As  if  the  eternal  Night  had  feiz’d  the  Sun, 

Or  all  things  were  return’d  to  the  firft  Chaos, 

And  then  appear  like  Furies. 

^Dru.  I will  do 
What  e’re  you  fhall  command. 

DeL  Reft  then  alTur’d, 

I am  the  Miftris  of  my  Art,  and  fear  not.  Q Exeunt. 

C Mufick.. 

S C E N E 1 1. 

Enter  Aper,  Camurius,  ^uard^  4 Litter  covered. 

’/dfer.  Your  care  of  your  lick  Emperour,  fellow-fouldiers, 
In  colours  to  the  life,  doth  fhew  your  Jove,  ^ 

And  zealous  duty ; O continue  in  it. 

And  though  1 know  you  long  to  fee  and  hear  him. 

Impute  it  not  to  pride,  or  Melancholy, 
j That  keeps  you  from  your  wilhes : fuch  State-vices 
! ( Too  too  familiar  with  great  Princes  ) are 
j Strangers  to  all  the  adions  of  the  life 
Of  good  Numenarnu : Let  your  patience 
{ Be  the  Phylitian  to  his  wounded  eyes, 

: ( Wounded  with  pious  forrow  for  his  Father  ) 

Which  time  and  your  ftrong  Patience  will  recover. 

Provided  it  prove  conllant. 

iGnArd.  If  he  counterfeit, 

I will  hereafter  truR  a prodigal  heir. 

When  he  weeps  at  his  Fathers  Funeral.  ( band, 

z^u.trd.  Or  a young  widow  following  a bed-ria  nus- 
( After  a three  years  groaning)  to  the  Fire. 

3 CjMjrd.  Note  his  humility,  and  with  what  foft  murmurs 
I He  docs  enquire  hispleafurcs. 

1 Gnurd.  And  how  loon 
He  is  inJlrudcd. 

2 Cjtuird.  How  he  bows  again  too. 
ylfer.  All  your  commands  (dread  Cr/ar)  I’ll  impart 

To  your  molt  ready  Souldier , to  obey  them  \ 

So  take  your  reft  in  peace.  It  is  the  pleafure 
Of  mighty  Ctfar  ( his  thanks  Itill  remtmbred 
For  your  long  patience,  which  a donative. 

Fitting  his  State  to  give,  lhall  quickly  follow  ) 

That  you  continue  a Itrid  Guard  upon 
His  facr^d  perfon,  and  admit  no  ftranger 
Ot  any  other  Legion,  to  come  near  him  •, 

I You  being  moft  trulled  by  him.  I receive 
I Your  anfwer  in  your  filence.  Now,C4»«<ri<«, 
j Speak  without  flattery,  Hath  thy  aded 
I This  paflion  to  the  life  ? 

I Cam.  I would  applaud  him, 
j Were  he  fainted  Ctfar : but  1 fear 
I Thefe  long  proti  aded  counfcls  will  undo  us ; 
i And  ’tis  beyond  my  reafon,  he  being  dead, 

You  Ihould  conceal  your  lelf,  or  hope  it  can 
Continue  undifeover’d. 

tAfer.  That  I have  kill’d  him, 

I Yet  feed  thefe  ignorant  fools  with  hopes  he  lives, 
j Hasa  mainendin’t.  The  PanmnianCohoits 
I ( That  are  ray  own,  and  lure  ) are  not  come  up, 
'/thtC^ermxn  Legions  waver,  SinACharintu 
j (Brother  to  this  dead  dog)  (hells  plagues  on  Niger") 


Isjealousof  the  murther-,  and,  I hear. 

Is  marching  up  againft  me.  ’Tis  not  fafe. 

Till  I have  power,  to  juftifie  the  Ad, 

To  Ihew  my  felf  the  authour : be  therefore  careful’ 

For  an  hour  or  two  (till  I have  fully  founded 
How  the  Tribunes  and  Centurious  Hand  affeded  ) 

That  none  come  near  the  Litter.  If  I find  them 
Firm  on  my  part,  I dare  profefs  my  felf. 

And  then  live  eAper^s  equal. 

Cam.  Docs  not  the  body 
Begin  to  putrifie  ? 

u^per.  That  exads  my  halle ; 

When,  but  even  now,  I feign’d  obedience  to  it, 

As  I had  fome  great  bufinefs  to  impart, 

The  Icent  had  almofl  choak’d  me : be  therefore  curious : 
All  keep  at  diflance.  j[  Exit. 

Cam.  I am  taught  my  part  3 
Halle  you  to  perfed  yours, 

I Guard.  I had  rather  meet 
An  enemy  in  the  field,  than  Hand  thus  nodding 
Like  to  a rug-gown’d  Watch-man. 

Enter  Diocles,  Maximinian,Geta. 

Cttf.  The  Watch  at  noon  ? 

This  is  a new  device. 

Cam.  Stand. 

Dio.  1 am  arm’d 
Againll  all  danger. 

Max.  If  I fear  to  follow, 

A Cowards  name  purfue  me, 

Dio.  Now  my  Fate 
Guide  and  dired  me. 

Cam.  You  are  rude  and  lawey, 

VA-  ith  your  lorbidden  feet  to  touch  this  ground. 

Sacred  to  Ctfar  only,  and  to  thele 

That  do  attend  his  perfon  3 Speak, what  are  you  ? 

Dto.  What  thou,  nor  any  of  thy  fadion  are,* 

Nor  ever  were : Souldiers,  and  honell  men. 

Cam.  So  blunt } 

6’ff4. Nay, you  (hall  find  he’s  good  atthc  fharptoo. 

/^k>.No  inliruments  of  craft;  engines  of  murther. 

That  fervethe  Fmperour  only  v.ich  oil’d  tongues, 
Sootnand  applaud  his  vices,  play  the  Lauds 
1 o all  his  appetites ; and  when  you  have  wrought 
So  far  upon  his  vveaknefs,  that  he’s  grown 
Odious  to  the  fubjed  and  himfelf. 

And  can  no  further  help  your  wicked  ends. 

You  rid  him  out  of  the  way. 

Cam.  Treafon  ? 

Dio.  ’Tis  truth. 

And  I will  make  it  good. 

Cam.  Lay  hands  upon  ’em. 

Or  kill  them  fuddenJy. 

Geta.  I am  out  at  that  y 
1 do  not  like  the  Iport. 

Dto.  What’s  he  that  is 
Owner  of  any  vertue  worth  a Roman., 

Or  does  retain  the  memory  of  the  Oath 
He  made  to  Cafary  that  dares  lift  his  Sword 
Againll  the  man  that  (carclefs  of  his  life) 

Comes  to  dilcover  fuch  a horrid  Treafon, 

As  when  you  hear’t,  and  underlbnd  how  long 
Cave  been  abus’d,  will  run  you  mad  with  fury  ? 
am  no  ftranger,  but  (like  you)  a Souldier, 

Train’d  up  one  from  my  youth  ; and  there  are  fome 
With  whom  I have  ferv’d, ‘and  (nottopraifemyfelf) 

Muft  needs  confefs  they  have  feen  Diodes 
In  the  late  Britain  wars,  both  dare  and  do 
Beyond  a common  man. 

1 Cjuard.  Diodes  ? 

2 Guard.  1 know  him. 

The  bravtft  Souldier  of  the  Empire. 

Cam.  Stand  : 

If  thou  advance  an  inch,  thou  art  dead.  CDio-  kids  Camu. 

. Dio.  ' 
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Dto.  Die  thou. 

That  durlt  oppofe  thy  lelf  againfl  a truth 
That  will  break  out,  though  mountains  cover  it. 

Get.  I fear  this  is  a fucking  Pig  no  Boar, 

He  falls  fo  eafie. 

7)io.  Hear  me,  fellow  Souldiers  *, 

And  if  I make  it  not  apparent  to  yon 
This  is  an  ad  of  Juxlicc,  and  no  Murther, 

Cut  me  in  pieces  ; Tie  difperfe  the  cloud 
That  hath  fo  long  obfeur’d  a bloody  ad 
Ne’requall’dyet ; you  all  knew  with  what  favours 
The  good  Numerianm  ever  grac’t 
The  Provofl:  er  ? 

Guard.  True. 

Dio.  And  that  thofe  bounties 
Should  have  contain’d  him  (if  he  e’re  had  learn’d 
The  Elements  of  honefly  and  truth  ) 

In  loyal  duty : But  ambition  never 
Looks  backward  on  defert,  but  with  blind  hafte 
Boldly  runs  on.  But  I lofe  time.  You  are  here 
Commanded  by  this  z^^er  to  attend 
The  Emperours  perfon  *,  to  admit  no  ftranger 
To  have  accefs  to  him,  or  come  near  his  Litter, 

Under  pretence  ( forfooth)  his  eyes  are  fore. 

And  his  minde  troubled  ; no,  my  friends,  you  are  cozen’d; 
The  good  Numerianm  now  is  pall 
The  fenfe  of  wrong  or  injury. 

Guard.  dead 

Dio.  Let  your  own  eyes  inform  you. 

Get.  An  Emperours  Cabinet? 

Fough,Ihave  known  aCharnel-houfe  fmell  fweeter. 

If  Emperours  flelh  have  this  favour,  what  will  mine  do, 
When  I am  rotten  .?i  .i:.\  , 

1 Guard.  Moll  unheard  ofvillany. 

2 Guard.  And  with  all  cruelty  to  be  reveng’d. 

3 Guard.  Who  is  the  murtherer.^*  name  him, that  we  may 
Punifli  it  in  his  family. 

Dio.  Who  but  A^er  ? 

The  barbarous  and  moft  ingrateful  A^er , 

Hisdefperate  Poniard  printed  on  his  breafl; 

'This  deadly  wound  ; hate  to  vow’d  enemies 
Finds  a full  fatisfadion  in  death  •, 

And  Tyrants  feek  no  farther.  He  (aSubjed, 

And  bound  by  all  the  Ties  of  love  and  duty) 

Ended  not  fo ; but  does  deny  his  Prince 
(Whofe  ghofl:  forbad  palfage  to  his  reft. 

Mourns  by  the  Stygian  ftiore)  his  Funeral-Rites. 

Nay, weep  not;  let  your  loves  fpeak  in  your  anger  •, 

And,  to  confirm  you  gave  no  fuffrage  to 
The  damned  Plot,  lend  me  your  helping  hands 
To  wreak  the  Parricide : and  if  you  find 
That  there  is  worth  in  Diodes  to  defer ve  it. 

Make  him  your  leader. 

(guard.  A Diodes,  a Diodes. 

Dio.  We’ll  force  him  from  his  Guards.  And  now,  my 
If  you  have  any  good  for  me  in  ftore,  ( Stars, 

Shew  it,  when  I have  flain  this  fatal  Boar.  [^Exeum. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Delphia  and  Drufilla,  in  a Throne  drawn 
by  Dragons. 

Del.  Fix  here,  and  reft  a while  your  Sail-ftretch’d  wings 
That  have  out-ftript  the  winds : the  eye  of  Heaven 
Durft  not  behold  your  fpeed,  but  hid  it  felf 
Behind  the  grofleft  clouds ; and  the  pale  Moon 
Pluckt  in  her  filver  horns,  trembling  for  fear 
That  my  ftrong  Spells  fnould  force  her  from  her  Sphere  •, 
Such  is  the  power  of  Art, 

Dru.  Good  Aunt,  where  are  we  ? 

Del.  Ldok  down,  Drufilla,  on  thefe  lofty  Towers, 
Thefe  fpacious  ftreets,  where  every  private  houfe 
Appears  a Palace  to  receive  a King ; 

Thefite,  the  wealth,  the  beauty  of  the  place. 
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Will  foon  inform  thee  ’tis  imperious  Eome, 

Rome,  the  great  Miftris  of  the  conquer’d  world. 

Dru.  But  without  Diodes,  it  is  to  me 
Like  any  wildernefs  we  have  pafs’d  o’re : 

Shall  I not  fee  him  ? 

Del.  Yes,  and  in  full  glory. 

And  glut  thy  greedy  eyes  with  looking  on 
His  profperousfuccefs : Contain  thy  felf  •, 

For  though  all  things  beneath  us  are  tranfparcnt, 

The  Iharpeft  lighted,  were  he  Eagle-ey’d, 

Cannot  difeover  us  : nor  will  we  hang 
Idle  Speiftators  to  behold  his  triumph : 

Enter  Diodes,  Maximinian,^//^,  Aper, 

Senators,  Geta,  Oficers,  with  Litter. 

But  when  occafion  fhall  prefent  itTelf, 

Do  fomethingtoadd  to  it.  See,  becomes. 

Dru.  How  god-like  he  appears ! with  fuch  a grace 
The  Giants  that  attempted  to  fcale  Heaven, 

When  they  lay  dead  on  the  Phlegrean  plain, 

Mars  did  appear  to  Jove. 

Del.  Forbear. 

Dto.  Look  on  this, 

And  when  with  horrour  thou  haft  view’d  thy  deed, 

(Thy  moft  accurled  deed)  be  thine  own  judge. 

And  fee  (thy  guilt  confider’d)  ifthoucanft 
Perfwade  thy  felf  (whom  thou  ftand’ft  bound  to  hate) 

To  hope  or  plead  for  mercy. 

Aper.  I confefs  , 

My  life’s  a burden  to  me. 

Dto.  Thou  art  like  thy  name, 

A cruel  Boar,  whofe  fnout  hath  rooted  up 
The  fruitfull  Vineyard  of  the  common-wealth : 

I long  have  hunted  for  thee,  and  fince  now 
Thou  art  in  the  Toyl,  it  is  in  vain  to  hope 
Thou  ever  fhalt  break  out : thou  doll:  deferve 
The  Hangmans  hook,  or  to  be  punilhed 
More  majorum,  whipt  with  rods  to  death. 

Or  any  way,  that  were  more  terrible. 

Yet,  fince  my  future  fate  depends  upon  thee, 

Thus,  to  fulfull  great  Delphta’s  Prophecie, 

Aper  (thou  fatal  Boar ) receive  the  honour  \iKills  Aper. 

To  fall  by  Diodes  hand.  Shine  clear,  my  Stars, 

That  ulher’d  me  to  taftc  this  common  air 
In  my  entrance  to  the  world, and  give  applaufe 
To  this  great  work.  {.Mufick^ 

Del.  Strike  Mufick  from  the  Spheres. 

Dru.  O now  you  honour  me. 

Dio.  Ha  ! in  the  Air  .' 

All.  Miraculous. 

Max.  This  Ihews  the  gods  approve 
The  Perfon,  and  the  A<ft ; then  if  the  Senate 
( For  in  their  eyes  I read  the  Souldiers  love) 

Think  Diodes  worthy  to  fupply  the  place 
Of  dead  Numerianm,  ashelcands 
His  Heir,  in  his  revenge,  with  one  confenC 
Salute  him  Emperour. 

Senat.  Long  live  Diodes : 

Augiifim,  Pater  P atria,  and  all  Titles, 

That  are  peculiar  only  to  the  Cafars, 

We  gladly  throw  upon  him. 

Guard.  We  confirm  it, 

And  will  defend  his  honour  with  our  Swords 
Againft  the  world : raife  him  to  the  Tribunal. 

1 Sen.  Fetch  the  Imperial  Robes : and  as  a fign 
We  give  him  abfolute  power  of  life  and  death. 

Bind  this  Sword  to  his  fide. 

2 Sen.  Omit  no  Ceremony 
That  may  be  for  his  honour. 

SONG. 

Max.  Still  the  gods 

Exprefs  that  they  are  pleas’d  with  this  election.  V 

Geta.  My  Mafter  is  an  Emperour,  and  1 feel  \ 

ASena-\ 
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^ Senators  Itch  upon  me  .*  would  I could  hire 
Thcfe  line  invifible  Fidlers  to  play  to  me 
At  my  inftdlment. 

Dio.  I embrace  your  loves, 

And  hope  the  honours  that  you  heap  upon  me, 

Shall  be  with  llrength  fupported.  It  lhall  be 

Myftudie  to  appear  another 

To  Hand  firm  underneath  this  heaven  of  Empire, 

And  bear  it  boldly.  1 defire  no  Titles, 

But  as  I fhall  deferve  ’em.  I will  keep 
The  name  I had,  being  a private  man, 

Only  with  fome  fmall  difference ; I will  add 
To  Diodes  but  two  (hort  fyllables, 

And  be  called  Diode fianits . 

Geta.  That  is  fine  : 

I’le  follow  the  fafhion ; af\d  when  I am  a Senator, 

I will  be  no  more  plain  Cjeta^  but  be  call’d 
Lord  (jetianv.s. 

Dru.  He  ne’er  thinks  of  me, 

Nor  of  your  favour. 

Enter  Nigen 

Del.  If  he  dares  prove  falfe, 

Thefc  glories  fhall  be  to  him  as  a dream. 

Or  an  inchantcd  banquet. 

Niger.  From  Charm  us  y 
From  great  CharinuSyWho  with  joy  hath  heard 
Of  your  proceedings, and  confirms  your  honours : 

He,  with  his  beauteous  Sifter,  fair 

Are  come  in  perron,like  themlelves  attended 

To  gratulatc  your  foi  tune.  Mu/tek: 

Enter  Charinus,  Aurelia,  JiteneUnts. 

Dio.  For  thy  news. 

Be  thou  in  France  Pro-conful : let  us  meet 
The  Emperour  with  all  honour,  and  embrace  him. 

Dru.  OAunt,  I fear  this  Princefs  doth  ecliplc 
Th’  opinion  of  my  beauty,  though  I were 
My  fclf  to  be  the  judge. 

Del.  Rely  on  me. 

Char.  ’Tis  vertue,  and  not  birth  that  makes  us  noble  .• 
Great  adions  fpeak  great  minds,  and  fuch  Ihould  govern  •, 
.And  you  are  grac’t  with  both.  Thus,  as  a Brother, 

A fellow,  and  Co-partner  in  the  Empire, 

1 do  embrace  you : may  we  live  fo  far 
From  difference,  or  emulous  Competition, 

That  all  the  world  may  Fay,  Although  two  Bodies, 

W’c  have  one  Mind. 

ylur.  When  I look  on  the  Trunk 
Of  dear  Numerianusy  I fhould  wafh 
His  wounds  with  tears,  and  pay  a Sifters  Ibrtow 
To  his  fad  fate  : but  fince  he  lives  again 
In  your  moft  brave  Revenge,  I bow  to  you. 

As  to  a power  that  gave  him  fccond  life. 

And  will  makegood  my  promife.  If  you  find 
That  there  is  worth  in  me  that  may  deferve  you. 

And  that  in  being  your  wife,  1 fhall  not  bring 
Difquiet  and  difhonour  to  your  Bed, 

Although  my  youth  and  fortune  fhould  require 
Both  to  be  fu’d  and  fought  to,  here  1 yield 
My  lelf  at  your  devotion. 

Dto.  O you  gods, 

Teach  me  how  to  be  thankful : you  have  pour’d 
All  bleflings  on  me,  that  ambitious  man 
Could  ever  fancie  : till  this  happy  minute, 

1 ne’re  faw  beauty,  or  believ’d  there  could  be 
Perfciftion  in  a woman.  I fhall  live 
To  ferve  and  honour  you : upon  my  knees 
I thus  receive  you  ^ and,  fo  you  vouchfafe  it. 

This  day  I am  doubly  married  y to  the  Empire, 

And  your  beft-felf. 

Del.  Falfe  and  perfidious  villain. 

Dm.  Let  me  fall  headlong  on  him  : O my  flats  / 

This  1 forefaw  and  fear’d. 


I Cha.  Call  forth  a Flamerty 
This  knot  lhall  now  be  ti’d. 

Del.  But  I will  loofe  it. 

If  Art  or  Hell  have  any  ftrength. 

Enter  a Flameny  Thundery  and  Lightning', 

Cha.  Prodigious  ! 

Ma,x.  How  foon  the  day’s  orecaft  ! 

Fla.  The  Signs  are  fatal  : 
funo  fmilcs  not  upon  this  Match,aDd  Ihews  too 
She  has  her  thunder. 

Dio.  Can  there  be  a flop 
In  my  full  fortune? 

Cha.  We  are  too  violent. 

And  I repent  the  hafte  .•  we  firft  fhould  pay 
Our  lateft  duty  to  the  dead,  and  then 
Proceed  difcreetly.  Let’s  take  up  the  body. 

And  when  we  have  plac’d  his  afhes  in  his  Urn, 

We’ll  try  the  gods  again  for  wife  men  fay, 

Marriage  and  Obfequies  do  not  fuit  one  day. 

C Senate  Exit, 

Del.  So,  ’tis  deferr’d  yet,  in  defpite  of  falihood : 
Comfort  DrufilUy  for  he  fhall  be  thine. 

Or  wifh,  in  vain,  he  were  not.  I will  punifh  [^Afeend. 
His  perjury  to  the  height.  Mount  up,  my  birds  *, 

Sojne  Rites  I am  to  perform  to  Hecatey 
T o perfect  my  defigns  ^ which  once  perform’d, 

He  fhall  be  made  obedient  to  thy  Call, 

Or  in  his  ruine  I will  bury  all.  ^Afeends  throne. 


Mlus  Terdus,  Seem  Trima, 

Enter  Maximinian,  ( filus. ) 

• 

Max.  What  powerful  Star  fhin’d  at  this  mans  Nativity? 
And  blefs’d  his  homely  Cradle  with  full  glory  } 

What  throngs  of  people  prefsand  buz  ab^out  him. 

And  with  their  humming  flatteries  ling  him  (^afar  > 

Sing  him  aloud,and  grow  hoarfe  with  faluting him. 

How  the  fierce-minded  Souldier  fteals  in  to  him. 

Adores  and  courts  his  honour  ? at  his  devotion 
Their  lives,  their  vertues,and  their  fortunes  laying  ? 
Charinus  fues,  the  Emperour  intreats  him. 

And  as  a brighter  flame,  takes  his  beams  from  him; 

The  blefs’d  and  bright  Aitreliay  fhc  doats  on  him. 

And,  as  the  god  of  Love,  burns  incenfc  to  him. 

All  eyes  live  on  him.  Yet  1 am  ftill  Maximiniany 
Still  the  fame  poor  and  wretched  thing,hisfcrvant. 

What  have  1 got  by  this  ? where  lies  my  glory  ? 

How  am  1 rais’d  and  honour’d  ? I have  gone  as  far 
To  woo  this  purblind  honour,  and  have  pafs’d 
As  many  dangerous  Expeditions, 

As  noble,  and  as  high;  nay,  inhisdeftinte 
(Whilft  ’twas  unknown)  nave  run  as  many  hazards. 

And  done  as  much  •,  fweat  thoroW  as  many  perils  -y 
Only  the  Hangman  of  F’olutius  Aper 
(Which  I miftook)  has  made  him  Emperour, 

And  me  his  Have. 

Enter  Delphia,  and  Drufilla. 

Del.  Stand  ftill ; he  cannot  fee  us. 

Till  1 pleafe : mark  him  well,this  diftontentment 
1 have  forc’d  into  him,  for  thy  caufe,  Drufilla. 

eJMax.  Can  the  gods  lee  this  •, 

See  it  with  juftice,  and  confer  their  bleflings 
On  him,  that  never  flung  one  grain  of  incenfe 
Upon  their  Altars  ? never  bow’d  his  knee  yet  > 

And  1 that  have  march’d  foot  by  foot,  ftruck  equally, 

And  whilft  he  was  a gleaning,  have  been  praying, 
Contemning  his  bafe  covetous  ■ — - 

Del.  Now  we’ll  be  open. 

Max.  Blefsme,  and  with  all  reverence. 

Del. 
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Del.  Stand  up,  Son, 

And  wonder  not  at  thy  ungratefull  Uncle ; 

I know  thy  thoughts,  and  1 appear  to  eafe  ’em. 

Max.  O Mother, did  I (land  the  tenth  part  to  ye 
Engag’d  and  fetter’d,  as  mine  Uncle  does. 

How  would  I lerve,  how  would  I fall  before  ye  .? 

The  poorer  powers  we  worfhip. 

Del.  Peace,  and  flatter  not 
NecefTitieand  anger  draws  this  from  ye ; 

Of  both  which  I will  quit  ye ; For  your  Uncle 
I Ipoke  this  honour,  and  it  fell  upon  him ; 

Fell,  to  his  full  content : he  has  forgot  me. 

For  all  my  care  ^ forgot  me,  and  his  vow  too  : 

As  if  a dream  had  vanifli’d,  fo  h’as  loft  me. 

And  I him  .•  let  him  now  ftand  faft.  Come  hither ; 

My  care  is  now  on  you. 

Max.  O blefled  Mother  ! 

Del.  Stand  ftill,and  let  me  work.  So  now,  Ma.ximinian^ 
Go,  and  appear  in  Court,  and  eye  Aurelia  : 

Believe,  what  I have  done,  concerns  ye  highly. 

Stand  in  her  view,  make  your  addreflb  to  her : 

She  is  the  Stair  of  honour.  Tie  fay  no  more, 

But  Fortune  is  your  fervant ; go. 

Max.  With  reverence-, 

All  this  as  holy  truths.  . £x/t. 

Del.  Believe,  and  profper. 

Dru.  Yet  all  this  cures  not  me ; but  as  much  credit, 

As  much  belief  from  Diodefian. 

Enter  Geta,  Lidorsy  and  Suit  or  Sy  ( with  Petitions.) 

Del.  Be  not  dejedted  ^ I have  warn’d  ye  often  : 

The  proudeft  thoughts  he  has,  I’Je  humble.  Who’s  this.? 

0 ’tis  the  fool  and  knave  gpown  a grave  Officer  : 

Here’s  hot  and  high  preferment. 

Get.  What’s  your  Bill.? 

For  Gravel  for  the  Appian  way,  and  Pills .? 

Is  the  way  rheumatick  ? 

I Suitor.  ’Tis  Piles,  and’t  pleafc  you. 

Get.  Remove  me  thofe  Piles  to  Port  Efquiliney 
Fitter  the  place,  my  friend;  you  fliall  bepaid. 

'tSuit.  I thank  your  worfhip. 

Get.  Thank  me  when  ye  have  it  ^ 

Thank  me  another  way,  ye  are  an  Afle  elfe. 

1 know  my  office  : you  are  for  the  ftrects,  Sir. 

Lord,how  ye  throng ! that  knave  has  eatenGarlickj 
Whip  him,  and  bring  him  back. 

3 Suitor.  I befeech  your  Worfhip  ; 

Here’s  an  old  reckoning  for  the  dung  and  dirt,  Sir. 

Get  Itftinks  likethee:  away.  Yet  let  him  tarry. 

His  Bill  ffiall  quit  his  Breath.  Give  your  Petitions 
In  feemly  fort,  and  keep  your  hat  off,  decently. 

For  fcowring  the  water-courfesthorow  the  Cities  / 

A fine  periphrafis  of  a kennel-raker, 

Did  ye  fcour  all,  my  friend .?  ye  had  fbme  buflnefs : 

Who  fhall  ftour  you  > you  are  to  be  paid,I  take  it. 

When  Surgeons  (wear  you  have  perform’d  your  office. 

4- Suit.  Your  Worfhip’s  merry. 

Get.  Wemuftbefometimeswittie, 

To  nick  a knave  ; ’tis  as  ufeful  as  our  gravitie. 

Tie  take  no  more  Petitions  3 I am  pefter’d  3 
Give  me  fome  reft. 

4 Suit.*  I have  brought  the  gold  (and’t  pleafe  ye) 

About  the  Place  ye  promifed. 

Get.  See  him  enter’d. 

' How  does  your  Daughter  ? 

4 Suit.  Better  your  worfhip  thinks  of  her. 

Get.  This  is  with  the  leaft.But  let  me  fee  your  Daughter. 
’Tis  a good  forward  maid-.  Tie  joyn  her  with  ye. 

I do  belcech  ye,  leave  me. 

LiSlor.  Ye  fee  the  Edtle’s  bufie. 

Get.  And  look  to  your  places,  or  I’le  make  ye  fmoke  elfe. 
j Sirrah,  1 drank  a cup  of  wine  at  your  houfe  yefterday  -, 

I A good  fmart  wine. 

Litlor.  Send  him  the  piece,  he  likes  it. 


Get.  And  ate  the  beft  wild  Boar  at  that  fame  Farmers. 

2 1 have  half  left  yet : your  wor.ffiip  ffiall  command  it 

LT  n , ? : gods  help  me.  ‘ 

How  ffiall  I labour  when  1 am  a Senator  .? 

Del.  Tis  a fit  place  indeed.  ’Save  your  Mafterffiio  • 

Do  you  know  us.  Sir  ? ^ ’ 

Get.  Thefe  women  are  ftill  troublefom. 

There  be  houfes  providing  for  fuch  wretched  women 
And  fome fmall  Rents,  tofet  yea  fpinning.  * 

Dru.  Sir, 

We  arenoSpinfters;  nor,  if  you  look  upon  us. 

So  wretched  as  you  rake  us. 

Del.  Does  your  Mightinefs 
That  is  a great  deftroyer  of  your  Mcmefiej 
Yet  underltand  our  faces? 

(jet.  ’Prethec  keep  off,  woman-, 

;t  is  not  fit  I ffiould  know  every  creature. 

Although  1 have  been  familiar  with  thee  heretofore, 

I muft  not  know  thee^cw : my  place  negleifts  thee. 

Yet,  becaufe  i '’aign  a glimpfe  of  your  remembrances, 

Give  me  your  Suits,  and  wait  me  a month  hence. 

Del.  Our  Suits  are,  Sir,  to  fee  the  Emperour, 

The  Emperour  Diodefian,  to  fpeak  to  him, 

And  not  to  wait  on  you.  We  have  told  you  all.  Sir. 

Get.  1 laugh  at  your  fimplicitie,  poor  w'omen  : 

See  the  Emperour  ? why  you  are  deceiv’d  : now 
The  Emperour  appears  but  once  in  feven  years, 

And  then  he  ffiines  not  on  ffich  weeds  as  you  are. 

Forward,  and  keep  your  State,  and  keep  beggersfrom  me. 
Druf.  Here  is  a prettie  youth.  [^Exeunt. 

Enter  Diodes. 

Del.  He  ffiall  be  prettie. 

Or  I will  want  my  will,  lince  ye  are  fo  high,  Sir : 

I’ie  raife  ye  higher,  or  my  art  ffiall  fail  me. 

Stand  clofe,  he  comes. 

Dio.  How  am  I crofs’d  and  tortur’d  ? 

My  moft  wifli’d  happinefs,  my  lovely  Miftris, 

That  muft  makegood  my  hopes,  and  link  my  greatnefs. 

Yet  fever’d  from  mine  arms .?  Tell  me,  high  heaven, 

How  have  I finn’d,  that  you  fliould  fpeak  in  thunder, 

In  horrid  thunder,  when  my  heart  w'as  ready 
To  leap  into  her  breaft  ? the  Prieft  was  ready  ? 

The  joyful  virgins  and  the  young  men  ready  ? 

When  Hymen  flood  with  all  his  flames  about  him 
Bleffingthe  bed  ? the  houfe  with  full  joy  fweating? 

And  expedtation,  like  the  Roman  Eagle, 

Took  ftand,  and  call’d  all  eyes?  It  was  your  honour  3 
And  e’re  you  give  it  full,  do  youdeftroy  it  ? 

Or  was  there  fome  dire  Star  ? fome  Devil  that  did  it .? 

Some  fad  malignant  Angel  to  mine  honour  ? 

With  you  I dare  not  rage. 

Del.  With  me  thou  canft  not. 

Though  it  was  1.  Nay,  look  not  pak  and  frighted  -, 
rie  fright  thee  more.  With  me  thou  canft  not  quarrel  j 
I rais’d  the  thunder,  to  rebuke  thy  falffiood  ; 

Look  here,  to  her  thy  falffiood.  Now  be  angry. 

And  be  as  great  in  evil  as  in  Empire. 

Dio.  Blefsme,  ye  Powers. 

Dll.  Thou  haft  full  need  of  blefling. 

’TwasI,  that  at  thy  great  Inauguration, 

Hung  in  the  air  unleen .-  ’twas  I that  honour’d  thee 
With  various  Muficks,  and  fweet  founding  airs : 

’Twas  I infpir’d  the  Souldiers  heart  with  wonder. 

And  made  him  throw  himfelf,  with  loVe  and  duty, 

Low  at  thy  feet : ’twas  I that  fix’d  him  to  thee, 

Butwhy  didi  all  this?  To  keep  thy  honeflie. 

Thy  vow  and  faith  -,  that  once  foigot  and  flighted 
Aurelia  in  regard,  the  Mariiage  ready, 

The  Prieft  and  all  the  Ceremonies  prefent, 

’Twas  I that  thundred  loud  y ’twas  I thatthreatned-, 

’Twas  I that  call  a dark  face  over  heaven, 

And  fmote  yeall  with  terrour.  Dru.  Yeteonfidcr, 

As  ye  are  noble,  as  1 have  deferv’d  ye  -, 

D d d d For 
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For  yec  ye  are  free ; if  neither  faith  nor  promife, 

The  deeds  of  elder  times  may  be  remembred, 

Let  thefe  new-dropping  tears  ■,  for  I fcill  love  ye, 

Thefe  hands  held  up  to  heaven. 

Dto.  I mull  not  pity  ye^ 

’Tis  not  wife  in  me. 

Del.  How  ? not  wife  ? 

Dio.  Nor  honourable. 

A Princefs  is  my  Love,  and  doats  upon  me : 

A fair  and  lovely  Princefs  is  my  Miltris. 

I am  anEmperour  ; confider,  Prophetefs, 

Now  my  embraces  are  for  Queens  and  PrincefTes, 

For  Ladies  of  high  mark,  for  divine  beauties  .• 

To  look  fo  low  as  this  cheap  common  fweetnefs, 

Would  fpeak  me  bafe,  my  names  and  glories  nothing. 

I grant  I made  avow  ; what  was  I then 

As  (he  is  now,  of  no  fort,  (hope  made  me  promife) 

But  now  1 am  i to  keep  this  vow,  were  monllrous, 

A madnefs,  and  alow  inglorious fonc^nefs. 

Del.  Take  heed,  proud  man. 

Dmf.  Princes  may  love  with  Titles, 

But  I with  Truth. 

‘Del.  Take  heed-,  here  Hands  thy  deftinic*. 

Thy  Fate  here  follows. 

Dio.  Thou  doating  Sorcerefs, 

Wouldll  have  me  love  this  thing,  that  is  not  worthy 
To  kneel  unto  my  Saint  to  kifsher  fliadow  ? 

Great  Princes  arc  her  flaves  *,  felcftcd  beauties 
Bow  at  her  beck : the  mighty  Perfian^s  Daughter 
( Bright  as  the  breaking  Eaft,  as  mid  day  glorious) 

Waits  her  commands,  and  grows  proud  in  her  plcafurcs. 
I’le  fee  her  honour’d : fome  Match  I (hall  think  of. 

That  (hall  advance  yc  both-, mean  time  I’ll  favour  ye.  {,Exit. 

Del.  Mean  time  Tie  haunt  thee.  Cry  not  (wench)  be  con- 
E’rc  long,thou  fhalt  more  pity  him  (obferve  me)  (fident , 
And  pity  him  in  truth,  than  now  thou  fcek’ft  him 
My  ai  t and  1 are  yet  companions.  Come,  Girl,  f E-xem . 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Gcta,  LiHors. 

'■ 

I Get.  I am  too  merciful,  I find  it,  friends, 

Of  too  foft  a nature  to  be  an  Officer  \ 

I bear  too  much  remorfe. 

1 Lid.  ’Tis  your  own  fault,  Sir-, 

For  look  you,  one  fo  newly  warm  in  Office 
Should  lay  about  him  blindfold,  like  true  Juftice, 

Hit  where  it  will ; the  more  ye  whip  and  hang.  Sir, 
(Though  without  caufe  ^ let  that  declare  it  felf  afterward ) 
The  more  ye  are  admired. 

Get.  I think  I fhall  be. 

2 Lid.  Your  worfhip  is  a man  of  a fparc  body. 

And  prone  to  anger. 

Get.  Nay,  I will  be  angry. 

And,  thebeflis,  1 need  not  fhew  my  rcafon. 

2 Lid.  You  need  not, -Sir,  your  place  is  without  rcafon  ^ 
And  what  you  want  in  growth  and  full  proportion. 

Make  up  in  rule  and  rigour. 

Get.  A rare  Counfellor  ; 

Inftruft  me  further.  Is  it  fit,  my  friends. 

The  Emperour  my  Matter  DtocUfian 
Should  now  remember  or  the  times  or  manners 
That  call’d  him  plain  down  Diodes  ? 

1 Ltd.  He  mult  not. 

It  Hands  not  with  his  Royaltie. 

Get.  I grant  ye, 

I being  then  the  8'dile  ^eti.wMy 
A man  of  place,  and  Judge,  is  it  held  requifite 
I ihould  commit  to  my  confideratioii 
Thofe  Rafcdls  of  removed  and  ragged  hours. 

That  with  unreverend  mouths  call’d  me  Slave  Geta  ? 

2 Lid.  You  muH  forget  their  names  -,  your  honour  bids 

Get.  I do  forget  -,  but  I’le  hang  their  natures : ( yc. 

I will  afeend  my  place,  which  is  of  JuHice  •, 


And  mercy,  I forget  thee.  Suitor.  A rare  MagiHrate  ! 
Another  Solon  fure. 

(jet.  Bring  out  the  offenders. 

I Lid.  There  arc  none  yet,Sir,but  no  doubt  there  will  be. 
But  if  you  pleafe  touch  fome  things  of  thofe  natures. 

Get.  And  am  1 ready,  and  mine  anger  too  i 
The  melancholy  of  a MagiHrate  upon  me. 

And  no  offenders  to  execute  my  fury  ? 

Ha  ? no  offenders,  knaves  ? 

1 Lid.  There  are  knaves  indeed.  Sir, 

But  we  hope  fhortly  to  have  ’em  for  your  worfhip. 

Get.  No  men  to  hang  or  whip  ? are  you  good  officers, 
That  provide  no  fuel  for  a Judges  fury  ? 

In  this  place  fomething  muH  be  done  -,  this  Chair,  I tell  ye, 
When  I fit  down,  mult  favour  of  Severitie : 

Therefore  1 w’arn  ye  all,  bring  me  lewd  people. 

Or  likely  to  be  lewd ; twigs  muH  be  cropt  too : 

Let  me  havfe  evil  perfons  in  abundance, 

Or  make ’em  evil  ^ ’tis  all  one,  do  but  fay  fo, 

That  I may  have  fit  matter  for  a MagiHrate ; 

And  let  me  work.  If  I fit  empty  once  more, 

And  lofe  my  longing,  as  I am  true  Edile., 

And  as  1 hope  to  reftific  m.y  Countrie, 

You  are  thofe  fcabs  1 will  fcratch  off' from  the  Common- 
You  are  thefe  Rafcals  of  the  State  I treat  of,  ( wealth  ; 

•And  you  fhall  find  and  feel 

1 Lid.  You  fhall  have  many. 

Many  notorious  people. 

Get.  Let  ’em  be  people. 

And  take  yc  notorious  to  your  felvcs.  Mark  me, my  Lidors, 
And  you,  the  reH  of  my  Officials ; 

If  I be  angry,  as  my  place  will  ask  it. 

And  want  fit  matter  todifpofe  my  Authoritic, 
rie  hang  a hundred  of  yc  : I’lc  not  Hay  longer. 

Nor  enq^uire  no  further  into  your  offences : 

I It  is  fufneient  that  I find  no  Criminals, 

And  therefore  I muH  make  fome : if  I cannot. 

Suffer  my  felf ; forfo  runs  my  Commiffion. 

Suitor.  An  admirable,  zealous  and  true  JnHice. 

I Lid.  1 cannot  hold:  if  there  be  any  people. 

Of  what  degree  foever,  or  what  qualitie , 

That  would  behold  the  wonderful  works  of  JuHice 
I n a new  Officer,  a man  conceal’d  yet. 

Let  him  repair,  and  fee,  and  hear,  and  wonder 
At  the  moH  wife  and  gracious  Getiamu. 

Enter  Delphia,  and  Drufilla. 

Get.  This  qualifies  a little.  What  are  thefe  ^ 

Del.  You  fhall  not  mourn  Hill:  times  of  recreation. 

To  allay  this  fadnefs,  muH  be  fought.  What’s  here  ? 

A fuperHitious  flock  of  fenflefs  people 
Worfhipping  a fign  in  Office  ? 

^et.  Lay  hold  on  her, 

And  hold  her  faH, 

She’ll  flip  thorow  your  fingers  like  an  Eel  ellc  ^ 

I know  her  tricks:  hold  her,  I fay,  and  bind  her, 

Or  hang  her  firH,  and  then  I’le  tell  her  wherefore. 

‘Del.  What  have  I done.^ 

Get.  Thou  haH  done  enough  to  undo  thee ; (warrant, 
ThouhaH  preffedtothe  Emperours  prefence  without  my 
I being  his  key  and  image.  • 

Del.  You  are  an  image  indeed. 

And  of  the  courfeH  Huff,  and  the  worH  making  (Affc. 

That  e’re  1 look’d  on  yet : Tie  make  as  good  an  image  of  an 
(yft.  Befides,  thou  art  a woman  of  a lewd  life. 

Del.  I am  no  whore,  Sir,  nor  no  common  fame 
Has  yet  proclaim’d  me  to  the  people,  vitious. 

Get.  Thou  art  to  me  a damnable  lewd  woman. 

Which  is  as  much  as  all  the  people  fwore  it  -, 

I know  thou  art  a keeper  of  tame  Devils : 

And  whereas  great  and  grave  men  of  my  place 
Can  by  the  Laws  be  allow’d  but  one  apiece, 

I For  their  own  fervices  and  recreations  \ 

' Thou, 
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Thou,  like  a traiterous  quean,  keepll  twenty  devils  ^ 

Twenty  in  ordinary. 

Del.  Pray  ye,  Sir,  be  pacified, 

If  that  be  all : and  if  ye  want  a fervant, 
Youfliallhaveoneof  mine  (had  fcrve  for  nothing, 

Faithful,  and  diligent,  and  a wife  Devil  too  *, 

Think  for  what  end. 

Get.  Let  her  alone,  ’tis  ufeful ; 

We  men  of  bufinefs  mull:  ufe  fpeedie  fervants : 

Let  me  fee  your  family. 

Del.  Think  but  one,  he  is  ready. 

Get.  A Devil  for  intelligence .?  No,  no, 

He  will  lye  beyond  all  travellers.  A State-Devil  ? 

Ncirh(.r  •,  he  will  undo  me  at  mine  own  weapon. 

For  execution  ? he  will  hang  me  too. 

I woula  have  a handfom,  pleafantand  a fine  Ihc-devil, 

To  entertain  the  Ladies  ti'at  come  to  me  ^ 

A travell’n  D-vil  too,  that  fpeaksthe  tongues, 

And  a neat  carving  D;vil. 

Enter  a devil. 

Del.  Be  not  fearful. 

Get.  A prettie  brown  devil  i’faith  •,  may  I not  kifs  her  ? 
Del.  Yes,  and  embrace  her  too ; Ihe  is  your  fervant. 

Fear  not  ^ her  lips  are  cool  enough. 

Get.  She  is  marvellous  well  itiounted  •,  what’s  her  name  ? 
Del.  Lucifera. 

Get.  Come  hither,  Lucifera^  and  kifs  me. 

Del.  Let  her  fit  on  your  knee. 

Get.  The  Chair  turns:  hey-boys: 

Plealant  i’faith,  and  a fine  facetious  Devil.  {^Dance. 

Del.  She  would  whifper  in  your  ear,  and  tell  ye  wonders. 
Get.  Come;  what’s  her  name  ? 

Del.  Lucifera.  ( burnt  to  alhes. 

(jet.  Come,  Lucie.,  come,  fpeak  thy  mind.  I am  certain 

t Exeunt. 

I have  a kind  of  Glafle-houfe  in  my  cod-piece. 

Are  thefe  the  flames  of  State  > I am  rolled  over, 

Over,  and  over- rolled.  Is  this  Office.? 

The  pleafure  of  authoritie  ? Pie  no  more  on’t. 

Till  1 can  puniffi  Devils  too ; I’le  quit  it. 

Some  other  Trade  now,  and  fome  courfe  Icfs  dangerous. 

Or  certainly  I’le  tyle  again  for  two  pence.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Charinus,  Aurelia,  Callana,  Ambajfadours, Attendants 

Aur.  Never  difpute  with  me  ; you  cannot  have  her : 

Nor  name  the  greatnefs  of  your  King  *,  1 fcorn  him ; 

Your  knees  to  me  are  nothing  *,  ffiould  he  bow  too, 

It  were  his  dutie,  and  my  power  to  flight  him. 

Cha.  She  is  her  woman  •,  never  fue  to  me ; 

And  in  her  power  to  render  her,  or  keep  her  j 

And  ffie,  my  Siller,  not  to  be  compell’d. 

Nor  have  her  own  fnatch’d  from  her. 

Amb.  We  defire  not. 

But  for  what  ranfom  ffie  ffiall  pleafe  to  think  of 

Jewels,  or  Towns,  or  Provinces,  Aur.  No  ranfom, 

No,  not  your  Kings  own  head,  his  crown  upon  it, 

And  all  the  low  fubjedions  of  his  people. 

, Amb.  Fair  Princes  ffiould  have  tender  thoughts. 

Aur.  Is  flie  too  good 

To  wait  upon  the  mighty  Emperours  Siller  ? 

What  Princefs  of  that  fweetnefs,  or  that  excellence. 

Sprung  from  the  proudeft,  and  the  mightieU  Monarchs, 

But  may  be  highly  blell  to  be  my  fervant  ? 

Caf.  ’Tis  mofl  true,  mighty  Lady. 

Aur.  Has  my  lair  ufage 

Made  you  fo  much  defpife  me  and  your  fortune, 

That  ye  grow  weary  of  my  entertainments  ? 

Henceforward,  as  ye  arc,  I will  command  ye. 

And  as  you  were  ordain’d  my  prifoner. 

My  Have,  and  one  I may  difpofe  of  any  way, 

N 0 more  my  fair  Companion : tell  your  King  fo : 

And  if  he  had  more  Sillers,  I would  have  ’em, 

And  ule  em  as  I pleafe.  You  have  your  anfwcr.  (it  (“fv 
Amb.  We  mult  take  fome  other  way  : force  muft  compej 

EfUcr  Maximinian. 

Max.  Now  if  thou  beeft  a Prophetefs,  and  canfl:  do 

A lungs  of  that  wonder  that  thy  tongue  delivers 

Canft  raife  me  too  : I ffiall  be  bound  to  fpeak  thee : 

1 half  believe,  confirm  the  otherto  me. 

And  Monuments  to  all  fucceeding  Ages. 

Ofthee,  and  of  thy  piety. Now4he  eyes  me. 

Now  work  great  power  of  art  .•  ffie  moves  unto  ine  : 
Howfweet,  how  fair,  and  lovely  her  afpe<lls  are 

Her  eyes  like  bright  Eoan  flames  ffioot  tnorow  me. 

Aur.  0 my  fair  friend,  where  have  you  been  ? 

Max.  What  am  I ? 

\V  hat  does  flie  take  me  for  ? work  llill,  work  fl:rongly\ 

Aur.  Where  have  you  fled,  my  loves  and  my  embraces  ? 
Max.  I am  beyond  my  wits. 

A.ir.  Can  one  poor  Thunder, 

Whofe  caufes  are  as  common  as  his  noifes. 

Make  ye  defer  your  lawful  and  free  pltafures  ? 

Sti  ike  terrour  to  a Souldiers  heart,  a Monarchs  > 

Thorow  all  the  fires  ol  angry  heaven,  thorow  tempells 

That  ling  of  nothing  butdeftrudlion, 

Even  underneath  the  bolt  of  Love,  then  ready, 

And  aiming  dreadfully,  I would  feek  you. 

And  flie  into  your  arms. 

Max.  I ffiall  be  mighty. 

And  (which  I never  knew' yet)  I am  goodly  j 

For  certain,  a moH  handfom  man. 

Cha.  Fie  , Sifter, 

What  a forgetful  weaknefs  is  this  in  ye .?  i 

What  a light  prelence?  thefe  are  words  and  offers  1 

Due  only  to  your  husband  Dioclefian-,  j 

This  free  behaviour  only  his. 
tAur.  ’Tis  ftrange 

That  only  empty  names  compel  affldions  .* 

This  man,  ye  fee,  give  him  what  nameor  tii:;  - , j 

Let  it  be  ne’re  fo  poor,  ne’re  fo  defpis’u.  Brother, 

This  lovely  man. 

Max.  Though  I be  hang’d,  Tie  forward  : 

For,  certain,  I am  excellent,  and  knew  not. 

A r.  This  rare  and  fweet  young  man,  fee  how  he  lookc. 
Max.  I’Jejullle  hard,  dear  Uncle.  fSir 

Aur.  This  thing,  I fav. 

Let  him  be  what  he  will,  or  bear  wl  at  fortune. 

This  moft  unequall’d  man,  tteslpring  of  beauty 

Deferves  the  bed  of  Juno. 

Cha.  You  are  not  mad.  . 

Max.  1 hope  flie  be ; lam  fore  I am  little  better 
eMur.  O fair,  fweet  man! 

Cha.  For  ffiame  refrain  this  impudence.  (bleffing 

Max.  Would  I had  her  alone,  that  J might  leal  this 
Sure,  fure  ffie  ffiould  not  beg  .•  if  this  contuiae, 

As  1 hope,  Heaven,  it  will ; Uncle,  lie  nick  ye, 

I’le  nick  ye,  by  this  life.  Some  would  fear  Killing 

In  the  purfuit  now  of  fo  rare  a venture ; 

Enter  Diodes. 

I am  covetous  to  die  for  fuch  a beauty. 

Mine  Uncle  comes:  now,  if  ffie  Hand,  lamhappie. 

Cha.  Be  right  again,  for  honours  fake. 

Dio.  Fair  Miftris 

Aur.  What  man  is  this?  Away.  What  la  wey  fellow  ? 

Dare  any  fuch  bale  groom  prefs  to  falute  me .? 

Dto.  Have  ye  forgot  me.  Fair,  or  do  you  jefl:  with  me  ? 
rie  tell  ye  what  1 am  .•  come,  ’pray  ye  look  lovely. 

Nothing  but  fi  owns  and  fcorns  ? 

Aur.  Who  is  this  fellow.? 

Dto.  rie  tell  ye  who  I am  .•  I am  your  husband. 
eAur.  Husband  to  me  .? 

Dio.  To  you.  1 am  DiocUfian. 

Max.  More  of  this  fpo-t,  and  I am  made,  old  Mother : 
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IiTedt  but  this  thou  i:alt  begun. 

£)jo.  I am  he.  Lady, 

leveng’d  your  Brothers  death  ^ flew  cruel  Jper ; 

I am  he  the  Souldier  courts,  the  Empire  honours, 

7our  Brother  loves  ^ am  he  (my  lovely  Miftrifs) 

Will  make  you  Emprefs  of  the  World. 

Max.  Still  excellent  ; 

Mow  I fee  too,  mine  Uncle  may  be  cozen’d  .• 

An  Emperour  may  fuffer  like  another. 

Well  faid,  old  Mother,  hold  up  this  miracle. 

yittr.  Thou  lyeft,  thpu  art  not  he  : thou  a brave  fellow  ? 
Char.  Is  there  no  fliame,  no  modefty  in  women  ? 
yiitr.  Thou  one  of  high  and  full  mark  ^ 

Bio.  Gods!  what  ails  (he? 

ylnr.  Generous  and  noble  Fie,  thou  licftmoflbafely. 
Thy  face,  and  all  afpefls  upon  thee,  tell  me 
Thou  art  a poor  Dalmatian  Slave,  a low  thing. 

Not  worth  the  name  of  Roman  •,  ftand  off  farther. 

Dio.  W'hat  may  this  mean? 

Come  hither,  my 

Come,  fhew  thy  felf,  and  a II  eyes  be  blefied  in  thee. 

Dio.  Ha?  what  is  this 

/lur.  Thou  fair  flat  that  I live  by. 

Look  lovely  on  me,  break  into  full  brightnefs; 

Look,  here’s  a face  now,  of  another  making, 

Another  mold ; here’s  a divine  proportion. 

Eyes  fit  for felt  to  gild  the  World  with'. 

And  there’s  a brow  arch’d  like  the  State  of  Heaven ; 

Look  how  it  bends,  and  with  what  radiance, 

As  if  the  Synod  of  the  gods  fate  under ; 

Look  there,  and  wonder now  behold  that  fellow, 

That  admirable  thing,  cut  with  an  Axe  out.  (pence, 

M.IX.  Old  Woman,  though  I cannot  give  thee  rtcom- 
Yet  certainly,  I’ll  make  thy  name  asglorious. 

Dio.  Is  thisin  truth  ? 

Ciar.  She  is  mad,  and  you  mud  pardon  her. 

Dio.  She  hangs  upon  him ',  fee. 

Oiar.  Her  fit  is  ftrong  now, 

Be  not  you  pafiionate. 

Dio.  She  kilRs. 

Char.  Let  her  •, 

’Tis  but  the  fondnefs  of  her  fit. 

Dio.  I am  fool’d. 

And  if  I fufi'er  this. 

Char.  Tray  ye,  friend,  be  pacified. 

This  will  be  off  anon;  flKgoesm.  f£.v/t  Aurelia. 

Dio.  Sirrah. 

Max.  W'hat  fay  you,  Sir.^ 

Dio.  How  dare  thy  lips,  thy  bafe  lips? 

Max.  lam  yourKinfman,  Sir,  and  no  fuch  bafe  one ; 

1 fought  nokifles,  nor  I had  norcaibn 

To  kick  the  Princefs  from  me  ^ ’twas  no  manners  •, 

I never  yet  compell’d  her  •,  of  her  courtclie. 

What  fhe  beftows.  Sir,  I am  thankful  for. 

Dio.  Begone,  Villain. 

Max.  1 will,  and  I will  go  off  with  that  glory, 

And  magnifie  my  fate.  \_Exit. 

Dio.  Good  Brother,  leave  me, 

I am  to  my  felf  a trouble  now. 

Char.  1 am  forty  for’t  \ 

You’ll  find  it  but  a woman  fit  to  try  ye. 

‘Dio.  It  may  be  fo,  1 hope  fo. 

[ 0}ar.  I amafnam’d,  and  whatltlunkl  blufhat.  [^Exit. 

Dio.  W'hat  mifery  hath  my  fortune  bred  me  ? 

And  how  far  mud  I fuffer  ? Poor  and  low  States, 

Though  they  know  wants  and  hungers,  know  notthefe. 
Know  not  thefe  killing  Fates  •,  little  contents  them. 

And  with  that  little  they  live,  Kings  commanding. 

And  ordering  both  their  ends  and  loves.  O Honour ! 

How  greedily  men  feek  thee,  and  once  purchafed, 

How  many  Enemies  to  mans  peace  bringd  thou ! 

How  many  griefs  and  forrows,  that  like  ftieers. 

Like  fatal  Sheers,  are  dicering  off  our  lives  ftill ! 

How  many  fad  Eclipfes  do  we  Qiine  thorow  ! 


D-lphia,  Drufilla,  vail'd. 

When  I prefum’d  I was  blefled  in  this  fair  woman, 

Del.  Behold  him  now,  and  tell  me  how  thou  lik’d  him. 
Dio.  When  all  my  hopes  were  up,  and  Fortune  dealt  me 
Even  for  the  greated,  and  the  happielt  Monarch, 

Then  to  be  cozen’d,  to  be  cheated  bafely  ? 

By  mine  own  Kinfman  crofs’d  ? O villain  Kinfman ! 

Curfe  of  my  blood  becaufe  a little  younger, 

A little  fmoother  fac’d  ^ Ofalfe,  falfe  woman, 

Falfe  and  forgetful  of  .thy  faith  • I’ll  kill  him. 

But  can  I kill  her  hate  too  ? No,  he  woos  not. 

Nor  worthy  is  of  death,  becaufe  die  follows  him, 

Becaufe  Ihe  courts  him  ; Shall  1 kill  an  innocent? 

0 Diodes ! w’ould  thou  hadlt  never  known  this. 

Nor  furfeiteo  upon  this  fweet  Ambition, 

That  now  lies  bitter  at  thy  heart ; O Fortune, 

That  thou  halt  none  to  fool,  and  blow  like  bubbles. 

But  Kings,  and  tneir  Contents  I 

Del.  What  tli.nk  you  now.  Girl  ? 

Dm.  Upon  my  life,  1 pity  his  misfortune : 

See  how  Ik-  weeps-,  I cannot  hold. 

Del.  Away,  fool ; 

He  mud  weep  bloody  tears  before  thou  had  him. 

How  fare  ye  now,  brave  Diocleftan  } 

What!  lazy  in  yom  loves?  has  too  much  pleafure 
Dull’d  your  mod  mighty  faculties? 

Dio.  Art  thou  there ! 

More  to  torment  me  ? dod  thou  come  to  mock  me? 

Del.  Ido,  and  I do  laugh  at  all  thy  fufferings: 

I,  that  have  wrought  ’em,  come  to  fcorn  thy  wailings  j 

1 told  thee  once,  this  is  thy  fate,  tnis  woman, 

And  as  thou  ufed  her,  fo  thou  dialt  profper. 

It  is  not  in  thy  power  to  turn  this  dediny. 

Nor  dop  the  torrent  of  thofe  miferies 

(If  thou  negitidd  her  dill)  lhall  fall  upon  thee. 

Siththat  thou  artdiflioiicd,  fade  of  faith. 

Proud,  and  dod  think  no  Power  can  crofs  thy  pleafures ; 
Thou  wilt  find  a Fate  above  thee. 

Dru.  Good  Aunt,  fpcak  mildly. 

See  how  he  looks  and  fuffers. 

Dto.  I find  and  feel,  woman, 

That  I am  mifcrable. 

Del.  Thou  art  mod  miferable. 

Dto.  That  as  I am  the  mod,  1 am  mod  miferable. 

Bur  didd  thou  work  this  ? 

Del.  Yes,  and  willpurfueit. 

Dio.  Stay  there,  and  have  feme  pity,  fair  DruftUa 
Let  me  perfwade  thy  mercy,  thou  had  lov’d  me, 

Although  1 know  my  fuit  will  found  unjudly 
To  make  thy  love  the  means  to  lofeit  felf. 

Have  pity  on  me.  ' 

Dm.  I will  do. 

Del.  Peace,  Nitcc, 

Although  this  foftnefs  may  become  your  love, 

Your  care  mud  fcorn  it.  Let  him  dill  contemn  thee, 

And  Hill  I’ll  work',  the  fame  affeftion 
He  ever  fhews  to  thee,  be  it  fweet  or  bitter. 

The  fame  j^urelta  lhall  Ihew  him ; no  further  \ 

Nor  fiiall  the  wealth  of  all  his  Empire  free  this. 

Dio.  I mud  fpeak  fair.  Lovely  young  Maid, forgive  me. 
Look  gently  on  my  forrows ; you  that  grieve  too, 

I fee  it  in  your  eyes,  and  thus  I meet  it. 

Drn.  O Aunt,  I am  blefs’d. 

Dio.  Be  not  both  young  and  cmel, 

Again  I beg  itthns. 

Dru.  Thus,  Sir,  I grant  it. 

Enter  Aurelia. 

He’s  mine  own  now,  Aunt. 

Del.  Not  yet,  Girl,  thou  art  cozen’d.  (ence? 

ylnr.  O my  dear  Lord,  how  have  I wrong’d  your  pati- 
How  wandred  from  the  truth  of  my  alTcftions  ? 

How  (like  a wanton  fool)  Ihun’d  that  1 lov’d  mod  ? 

But  you  are  full  of  goodnefs,  to  forgive,  Sir, 


j The  Prophetefy, 

As  I of  grief  to  beg,  and  (ha me  to  take  it ", 

Sure  I was  not  my  felf,  fome  ftrange  illufion, 

Or  what  you  pleafe  to  pardon. 

Dio.  All,  myDeareft^i 

All,  my  Delight  i and  with  more  pleafure  take  thee, 

Than  if  there  had  been  no  fuch  dream  : for  certain, 

It  was  no  more. 

^Hr  Now  you  have  feal’d  forgivenefs, 

I take  my  leave,  and  the  gods  keep  your  goodnefs. 

ZExit 

Del.  You  lee  how  kindnefs  prol^rs  *,  be  but  fo  kind 

To  marry  her,  and  lee  then  what  newfo*  tun<.s, 

New  joys  and  pleafures  •,  far  beyond  this  Lady, 

Beyond  her  Greatnefs  too. 

Dio.  I’ll  dye  a dog  firft. 

Now  I am  reconcil’d,  1 will  enjoy  her 

Inlpightof  all  thy  fpiiits,  and  thy  witchcrafts, 

Del.  Thou  lhalt  not,  fool. 

Dio.  I will,  old  doting  Devil ; 

And  wert  thou  any  thing  but  air  and  fpirit. 

My  Sword  fhould  tell  thee. 

Z)e/.  I contemn  thy  threatnlngs,  ' 

And  thou  lhalt  know  I hold  a power  above  thee. 

We  muft  remove  (^nrelta ; Come,  farewel,  fool. 

When  thou  lhalt  fee  me  next,  thou  lhalt  bow  to  me. 

Dio.  Look  thou  appear  no  more  tocrofs  my  pleafures. 

\DxeHr3t. 

Delphia  gives  a fign  ,•  the  Ambaffadours  and 
Souldiers  rufli  upon  them,  feize  on  Aurelia, Caf 
fana,  Charinus,  and  Maximinian ; Dioclefian,  and 
others  offer  to  refeue  them ; Delphia  raifes  a 
miff: ; Exeunt  Ambaffadours  and  Prifbners,and 
the  reft  difeontented. 

The  skilful  Delphia  finding  by  fare  proof 

The  prefence  of  Aurelia  dim'd  the  Beauty 

Of  her  Dnililla  and  in  fpight  of  [harms, 
j The  Emperour  her  Brother,  Great  Charinus, 

Still  urg'd  her  to  the  love  of  Dioclefian, 

1 Deals  with  the  Perlia  n Legats,  that  were  bound 

For  the  Rjinfemof  CA\\,in2i,  to  remove 

Aurelia,  Maximinian,  W Charinus 

Out  oj  the  fight  of  Rome  ^ but  takes  their  Oaths 
(In  heu  of  her  afifi.tnce)  that  they  fnall  not 

On  any  terms,  when  they  were  in  thar  power, 

Trefume  to  touch  their  lives  ■,  This  yielded  to. 

They  lye  in  ambujh  for  'em.  Dioclefian 

Still  mad  for  Aurelia,  that  doted 

A:- much  on  Maximinian,  twice  had  kill'd  him. 

But  that  her  frown  rejlrain'dhim  : He  piirfues  her 

With  all  humility,  hut  fire  continues 

Proud  and difdainful.  The  ftgn  given  by  Delphia, 

1 he  ?tx{’\SLmbreak^thorow,  and  Jeiz.e  upon 

C\\<ix\x\Vi%  andhts Sifi er,  with  Maximinian, 

And  /rei?  Caflana.  For  their  Jpeedy  refeue. 

Enraged  Dioclefian  draws  his  Sword, 

And  bids  his  Cjuard  aljifi  him  ■,  Then  too  weak^ 

Had  been  ai  oppoftlon  andrefiflance 

The  Perfians  could  have  made  again fl  their  fury. 

If  Delphia  by  htr  Cunning hadnor  rais'd 

A foggy  Ml il,  which,  as  a Cloud,  conceal'd  them,^ 
Deceiving  their  Furfuers.  Tfow  be  pleas'd. 

That  your  imaginations  may  help  'you 

To  think^them  fafe  m Perfia,  and  Dioclefian 

For  this  difafier  circled  round  with  forrow, 

Tet  mindful  of  the  wrong.  Their  future  fortunes 

We  Will  prefent  in  All  ion ; Und  are  bold. 

In  that  which  follows,  that  the  mofi  (hall  fay, 

'Twas  well  begun,  but  the  End  crown'd  the  Play. 

fExit. 

SCENE  II. 

Diodes,  Niger,  Senators,  Guard. 

Dio.  Talknotof  comfort;,  1 have  broke  ray  faith. 

And  the  gods  fighDagainll:  me  •,  and  proud  man, 

However  magnified,  is  but  as  dull 

Before  the  raging  whirl-wind  of  their  juftice. 

W'hat  is  it  to  be  great  ? ador’d  on  Earth  } 

When  the  immoi  tal  Powers  that  are  above  us 

Turn  all  our  Bldfings  into  horrid  Curfes, 

And  laugh  at  our  reliflance,  or  prevention 

Of  what  they  purpofe  ? O the  Furies  that 

I feel  within  me!  whipton,  by  their  angers. 

For  my  tormentors.  Could  it  elfchave  been 

In  Nature,  that  a few  fugitive  Perfians, 

Unfriended,  and  unarmed  too,  could  have  rob’d  me 
(In  'T(ome,  the  World’s  <JPfetropelis,  and  her  glory  j 
\x\Bom:,  where  1 command,  inviron’d round 

With  fuch  invincible  Troops  that  know  no  fear, 

But  want  of  noble  Enemies)  of  thofe  jewels 

I priz’d  above  my  life,  and  I want  power 

To  free  them,  if  thofe  gods  I have  provok’d 

Had  not  given  Ipirittothe  undertakers, 

And  in  their  deed  protected  ’em  ? 

Ntg.  Great  Cafar, 

Your  fafety  does  confirm  you  arc  their  care. 

And  that  howe’r  their  practices  reach  others. 

You 

^Eius  Quartus,  Seem  Trima, 

Enter  CHORVS.  ‘ ' 

So  full  of  matter  is  our  Hisloriey 

Tet  mixt  I hope  with  fweet  varieticy 

1 The  accidents  not  vulgar  tooy  but  rare, 

rind  ft  to  be  prejented,  that  there  wants 

T^oom  in  this  narrow  Stage,  and  time  to  exprefs 

In  Athion  to  theltfe,  our  Dioclefian 

In  his  fullluftre : Tet  (^as  the  Statuary, 

That  by  the  large  fz.eof  Alcides’j  foot, 

Guefs’d  at  his  whole  proportion ) fo  we  hope 

Tour  apprehenfive  judgments  will  conceive 

Out  of  the  fsadow  we  can  only  jhew, 

How  fair  the  Tody  was  and  will  be  pleas'd,  • ' 

Out  of  your  wonted  goodnefs,  to  behold  ‘ 

As  in  a (ilent  Mirrour,  what  we  cannot 

With  fit  conveniency  of  time,  allow'd 

For  fuch  Prefentments,  cloath  in  vocal  fo’^nds. 

^ Tet  with  fuch  iyArt  the  Sub  jell  is  conveigh'd. 

That  every  Scene  and  pajf^ge  jhall  be  clear 

Even  to  the  grojfefi  IJfidcrfknder  here. 

fLoud  Mufick. 

T)umb  She'w. 

Enter y at  one  Door,  Velphia,  Amhaffadours, 
They  whifper  together ; they  take  an  Oath 
upon  her  hand ; She  circles  them  (kneeling) 
with  her  Magick-rod  j they  rife  and  draw 
their  Swords.  Enter,  at  the  other  door,  Di- 
oclejian,  Charinus,  JMaxhninian,  'Htfier,  Jureli= 
a,  Caffana,  Guard ; Qharhius  and  ISl^er  perflva- 
ding  Aurelia , She  offers  to  embrace  Maximini- 
an ; Diodes  draws  his  Sword,  keeps  off  Maxi- 
minian,  turns  to  Aurelia,  kneels  to  her,  lays  his 
Sword  at  her  feet,  (he  Icornfully  turns  away : 

The  Vrofbetefs. 
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You  ftand  above  their  malice. 

I Sen.  Rome'xWM'i 

Offers  (as  means  to  further  your  revenge) 

The  lives  of  her  beft  Citizens, 

And  all  they  ftand  poffefsM  of. 

1 Guard.  Dobutleaduson 
With  that  invincible  and  undaunted  Courage 
Which  waited  bravely  on  you,  when  you  appear’d 
The  minion  of  Cenqueft  •,  married  rather 

To  glorious  Vidory,  and  we  will  drag 
(Though  all  the  Enemies  of  life  confpire 
Againlt  our  undertakings)  the  proud  Perjian, 

Out  of  hisllrongeff:  hold. 

2 Guard.  Be  but  your  felf. 

And  do  not  talk  but  do. 

3 Guard.  You  have  hands  and  fwords, 

Limbs  to  makeup  a well  proportion’d  Army, 

That  only  want  in  you  an  Head  to  lead  us. 

Dt«  The  gods  reward  your  goodnefs  ;and  believe, 

Hovve’r  (for  fome  great  fin)  1 am  mark’t  out 
The  objed  of  their  hate,  though  Jove  flood  ready 
To  dart  his  three- fold  thunder  on  this  head, 

It  could  not  fright  me  from  a fierce  purfuit 
Of  my  revenge;  I will  redeem  my  friends, 

And  with  my  friends  mine  honour ; at  leaft  fall 
Like  to  my  felf,  a Souldier. 

A/t>.  Now  we  hear 
Great  Dtoclefian  fpcak. 

Dto.  Draw  up  our  Legions, 

And  let  it  be  your  care  (my  much  lov’d  Niger ) 

To  haflen  the  remove-.  And,  fellow  Souldicrs, 

I Your  love  to  me  will  teach  you  to  endure 
j Both  long  and  tedious  Marclv?s. 

I Guard.  Dye  he  accurs’d 
That  thinks  of  reft  or  fl^cp,  before  he  fets 
His  foot  on  T’fry/rfw-Earth. 

Ni?.  We  know  our  glory 
Tlie  dignity  of  Rome^  and  what’s  above 
All  can  be  urg’d,  the  quiet  of  your  mind 
Depends  upon  our  hallc. 

Dto.  Remove  to  night  3 
Five  days  (hall  bring  me  to  you. 

All.  Happinefs  * 

JoCaJar,  and  glorious  vidtory.  {^Exeunt. 

Dto.  The  cheerfuincfsof  my  Souldicrs  gives  affurance 
Of  good  fuccefs  abroad  ; if  firfl  1 make 
My  peace  at  home  here.  There  is  fomething  chides  me, 

' And  lharply  tells  me,  that  my  breach  of  faith 
To  Delfhta  and  DruJtlU,  is  the  ground 
Of  my  misfortunes  3 And  I muft  remember, 

W'hile  I was  lov’d,  and  in  great  Delphid’s  Grace, 

She  was  as  my  good  Angel,  and  bound  Fortune  . 

To  profper  my  defigns  1 mufl  appeafe  her  3 
Let  others  pay  their  Knees,  their  Vows,  their  Prayers 
To  weak  imagin’d  Powers  She  is  my  All, 

And  thus  I do  invoke  her.  Knowing  Delphia, 

Thou  more  than  Woman,  and  though  thou  vouchfafefl 
To  grace  the  Earth  with  thy  celeltial  Steps, 

And  tafle  this  grofl'er  air,  thy  heavenly  Spirit 
Hath  free  accefs  to  all  the  fecret  Counfels 
i Which  a full  Senate  of  the  gods  determine 
j When  they  confidcr  man : The  brafs  leav’d  Book 
I Of  Fate  lies  open  to  thee,  where  thou  read’ll, 

I And  lalhioncft  thedefiinies  of  men 
1 At  thy  wifh’d  pleafures  -,  Look  upon  thy  creature, 

I And  as  thou  twice  haft  pleafed  to  appear 
I To  reprehend  my  falffiood,  now  vouchfafe 
j To  fee  my  low  fubmiffion.  f^Delphia  and  Drufilla  appear, 
i Del.  What’s  thy  Will  ? 

I Falfc,  and  unthankful,  (and  inthatdeferving 
I All  humane  forrows)  darfl  thou  hope  from  me 
Relief  or  Comfort? 

; Dio.  Penitence  does  appeafe 
I Th’  inccnled  Powers,  and  Sacrifice  takes  off 


Their  heavy  angers-,  thus  I tender  both  3 
The  Mailer  of  great  Rome^  and  in  that.  Lord  - 
Of  all  the  Sun  gives  heat  and  being  to, 

Thus  files  for  mercy  Be  but  as  thou  wert. 

The  Pilot  to  the  Bark  of  my  good  fortunes. 

And  once  more  fleer  my  adions  to  the  Port 
Of  glorious  Honour,  and  if  I fall  off 
Hereafter  from  my  faith  to  this  fweet  Virgin, 

Joyn  with  thofe  Powers  that  punilh  perjury. 

To  make  me  an  example  to  deter 
Others  from  being  falfe. 

*Dru.  Upon  my  foul, 

Y ou  may  believe  him  -,  nor  did  he  e’r  purpofe 
Tome  but  nobly;  he  made  tryal  how 
1 could  endure  unkindnefs  -,  I fee  Truth 
Triumphant  in  his  forrow.  Dearefl  Aunt, 

Both  credit  him,  and  help  him  ; and  on  affurance 
That  what  1 plead  for,  you  cannot  deny, 

I raife  him  thus,  and  with  this  willing  kifs 
I feal  his  pardon. 

Dio.  O that  1 e’r  lookt 
Beyond  thisabflradlof  all  womans  goodnefs. 

Del.  1 am  thine  again  -,  thus  I confi^rm  our  league*, 

1 know  thy  wifhes,  and  how  much  thou  fuffer’fl 
In  honour  for  thy  friends  3 thou  fhalt  repair  all 
For  to  thy  Fleet  I’ll  give  a fore-right  wind 
To  pafs  the  Perfian  Gulf-,  remove  all  lets 
That  may  molefl  thy  Souldiers  in  their  March 
That  pafs  by  land,  and  defliny  is  falfc. 

If  thou  prove  not  vidorious  *,  Yet  remember^ 

When  thou  art  rais’d  up  to  the  highefl  point 
Of  humane  happinefs,  fuch  as  move  beyond  it 
Mud  of  ncceflity  defcend.  Think  on’t. 

And  ufe  thole  BIcflings  that  the  gods  pour  on  yon 
W’ith  moderation. 

Dto.  As  their  Oracle 

I hear  you,  and  obey  you,  and  will  follow 
Your  grave  diredions. 

Del.  You  will  not  repent  it.  {JExeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Niger,  Gcta,  Guard.,  Souldiers,  Enfi^s. 

Nig.  How  do  you  like  your  entrance  to  the  War  ? 
When  the  whole  Body  of  the  Army  moves. 

Shews  it  not  glotioufly  ? 

Get.  ’Tis  a fine  tAiay  game  y 
But  eating  and  drinking  1 think  are  forbad  in’t, 

(1  mean,  with  leifure)  we  walk  on,  and  feed 
Like  hungry  Boys  that  hafte  to  School  or  as 
We  carried  Fifh  to  the  City,  dare  flay  no  where. 

For  fear  our  ware  Ihould  flink. 

I Guard.  That’s  the  neceflity 
Of  our  fpeedy  March. 

Get.  Sir,  1 do  love  my  eafe, 

And  though  I hate  all  Seats  of  Judicature, 

I mean  in  the  City,  for  conveniency, 

1 flill  will  be  a Juflicc  in  the  War, 

And  ride  upon  my  foot-cloth.  I hope  a Captain 
(And  a gown’d -Captain  too)  may  be  difpenc’d  with. 

I tell  you,  and  do  not  mock  me,  when  I was  poor,  > - 

1 could  endure  like  others,  cold  and  hunger  \ 

But  fince  I grew  rich,  let  but  my  finger  ake. 

Or  feel  but  the  leaft  pain  in  my  great  Toe, 

Unlefs  I have  a Dodor,  mine  own  Dodor, 

That  may  affure  me,  1 am  gone. 

Nig.  Come,  fear  not  3 
You  lhall  want  nothing. 

1 Guard.  We  will  make  you  fight, 

As  you  were  mad. 

Get.  Not  too  much  of  fighting,  friend  3 
It  is  thy  trade,  that  art  a common  Souldier  3 
We  Officers,  by  our  place,  may  fharethefpoil, 

And  never  fweat  for’t. 

2 Quard. 
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2 Guard.  You  lhall  kill  for  praftice 
But  your  dozen  or  two  a day. 

Get.  Thou  talkfl:  as  if 

Thou  wert  loufingthy  felf;,  but  yet  I will  make  danger, 

If  I prove  one  of  the  Worthies,  fo  :i  However, 
ril  have  the  fear  of  the  gods  before  my  eyes, 

And  do  no  hurt  1 warrant  you. 

Ni^.  Come,  march  on, 

And  humour  him  for  our  mirth.  , 

I Guard.  ’Tis  a fine  peak-Goofe. 

Nig.  But  one  that  fools  to  the  Emperour,  and  in  that, 

A wife  man,  and  a Souldier. 

1 Guard.  True  morality.  {^E.veuat. 

SCENE  IV. 

Cofroe,  Caflana,  Perfians-.,  ii«<5?Charinus,  Maximi- 
nian,  Aurelia,  mth  So^.ldtcrs. 

Cof.  Now  by  the  gods,  moft  truly  welcome, 
Encompal'sM  thus  with  tributary  Kings, 

I entertain  you.  Lend  your  helping  hands 
To  feat  her  by  me  •,  and  thus  rais’d,  bow  all 
To  do  her  honour  ^ O my  Belt  (^ajfana., 

Sifter,  and  Partner  of  my  Life  and  Empire, 

We’ll  teach  thee  to  forget  with  prefent  plcafures 
Thy  late  Captivity ; and  this  proud  Roman, 

That  us’d  thee  as  a Slave,  and  diddifdain 
A Princely  Ranforae,  fhall,  if  fhc  repine. 

Be  forc’d  by  various  Tortures,  to  adore 
Whatfheof  late  contemn’d. 

Caf.  All  greatnefs  ever 
Attend  Cofroe  , though  Per  (la  be  fty  I’d 
The  Nurfe  of  Pomp  and  Pride,  we’ll  leave  to  Rome 
Her  native  Cruelty.  For  know,  ^nrelia, 

A Roman  Princefs,  and  a Cafars  Sifter 
Though  late,  like  thee  captiv’d,  I can  forget 
Thy  barbarous  ufage and  though  thou  to  me 
(When  I was  in  thy  power)  didft  ftiewthy  felf, 
.AmoftinfultingTyrannels,  I to  thee 
May  prove  a gentle  Miftrifs. 

^ur.  O my  Stars, 

A Miftrifs  ? can  I live  and  owe  that  name 
To  flefh  and  blood  ? I was  born  to  command, 

Train’d  up  in  Soveraignty  •,  and  1,  in  death 
Can  quit  the  name  of  Slave  •,  Ihe  that  fcorns  life. 

May  mock  Captivity. 
doar.  Rome  WiWh^ Rome 

When  we  are  nothing and  her  power’s  the  fame 
Which  you  once  quak’d  at. 

Max.  Diode  fan  lives',  >' 

Hear  it  and  tremble  *,  Lives  (thou King  of  Perfa') 

The  Mafter  of  his  Fortune,  and  -bis  Honour  *, 

And  though  by  devilifh  arts  we  were  furpriz’d^ 

And  made  the  prey  of  Magick  and  of  Theft, 

And  not  won  nobly,  we  lhall  be  redeem’d, 

And  by  a Roman  War  i and  every  wrong 
Wefufier  her#,  with  intereft,  be  return’d 
On  the  infulting  doer. 

1 Per.  Sure  thefe  Rom  am 
Are  more  than  men. 

2 Per.  Their  great  hearts  will  not  yield, 

They  cannot  bend  to  any  adverfe  Fate, 

Such  is  their  Confidence. 

Coj.  They  then  lhall  break. 

Why,  you  rebellious  Wretches,  dare  you  ftill 
Contend  when  the  laft  breath,  or  nod  of  mine 
Marks  you  out  for  the  fire  ? or  to  be  made 
The  prey  of  Wolves  or  Vulturs  ? the  vain  name 
Of  Roman  Legions,  I flight  thus,  and  fcorn  •, 

And  for  that  boafted  bug  bear,  Diodefan, 

(Which  you  prefumc  on)  would  he  were  the  mafter 
But  of  the  fpirit,  to  meet  me  in  the  field. 

He  foon  Ihould  find  that  our  immortal  Squadrons, 

That  with  full  numbers  ever  are  fupply’d. 
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(Conld  it  be  polTible  they  Ihould  decay)  f 

Dare  front  his  boldeft  Ti  oops,  and  fcattcr  him, 

As  an  high  towring  Falcon  on  her  ftretches. 

Severs  tne  feaiful  fowl.  And  by  the  Sun, 

The  Moon,  the  Winds,  the  nourifliers  of  life,'  ’ 

And  by  tl'is  Sword,  the  inrtrumentof  death,  : 

Since  that  you  fly  not  humbly  to  our  mercy 
But  yet  date  hope  your  liberty  by  force  j 
If  Diodef  an  dare  not  attempt 
To  free  you  with  his  Sword,  allflavery 
That  cruelty  can  find  out  to  make  you  wretched, 

Falls  heavy  on  you. 

(sJpjax.  If  the  Sun  keep  hiscourle, 

And  the  Earth  can  bear  his  Souldiers  march,  I fear  not. 
i^ur.  Or  liberty,  or  revenge. 

Char.  On  that  1 build  too,  ]^A  Trurnm, 

Aur,  A Roman  Trumpet  I ‘ 

cjhfax.  ’Tis;  comes  it  not  like 
A pardon  to  a man  condemn’d  f 

Cof.  Admit  him. 

Enter  Niger. 

Thepurpofe  of  thy  coming? 

Nig.  My  great  Mafter, 

The  Lord  of  Rome,  (in  that  all  Power  is  fpoken ) 

Hoping  that  thou  wilt  prove  a noble  Enemy, 

And  (in  thy  bold  refiftance)  worth  his  conqueft. 

Defies  thee,  (fofroe. 

eJPfa.v.  There  is  fire  in  this. 

Nig.  And  to  encourage  thy  laborious  powers 
T o tug  for  Empire,  dares  thee  to  the  field, 

With  this  aflurance,  if  thy  Sword  can  win  him. 

Or  force  his  Legions  with  thy  barbed  horfc, 

Bur  to  forlake  their  ground,  that  not  alone 
Wing’d  Vidory  lhall  take  ftand  on  thy  Tent, 

But  all  the  Provinces,  and  Kingdoms  held 
By  the  Roman  Garrifonsin  this  Saftern  W'orld, 

Shall  be  deliver’d  up,  and  he  himlelf 
Acknowledge  thee  his  Sovereign.  In  return 
Of  this  large  offer,  he  asks  only  this. 

That  till  the  doubtlul  Die  of  W’ar  determine 

Who  has  moft  power,  and  Ihould  command  the  other. 

Thou  wouldft  entreat  thy  Prifoners  like  their  Births, 

And  not  their  prefent  fortune ; and  to  bring  ’em. 

Guarded,  into  thy  Tent,  with  thy  beft  ftrengths, 

Thy  ableft  men  of  War,  and  thou  thy  felf 
Sworn  to  make  good  the  place.  And  if  he  fail 
f Maugre  all  oppofition  can  be  made ) 

In  his  own  perlbn  to  compel  his  way, 

And  fetch  them  fafely  off,  the  day  is  thine. 

And  he,  like  thefe,  thy  Prifoner. 

Cof.  Though  I receive  this 
But  as  a Roman  Brave,  I do  embrace  it. 

And  love  the  lender.  Tell  him,  1 will  bring 
My  Prifoners  to  the  field,  and  without  odds, 

Againft  his  lingle  force,  alone  defend  ’em  ; 

Or  elfe  with  equal  numbers.  Courage,  noble  Princes, 

And  let  Pofterity  record,  that  we 
'This  memorable  day  reftor’d  to  Perfa, 

That  Empire  of  the  World,  great  P^//j/>’s Son, 

Ravilh’d  from  us,  and  Greece  gave  up  to  Rome. 

This  our  ftrong  comfort,  that  we  cannot  fall 
Inglorioufly,  fince  we  contend  for  all.  £S.veunt. 

{^Flourifh.  Alarms. 

S C E N E V. 

Enter  Geta,  Guard,  Souldiers. 

Get.  I’ll  fwear  the  Peace  againft  ’em,  I am  hurt, 

Run  for  a Surgeon,  or  1 faint. 

I Guard.  Bear  up,  man, 

’Tis  but  a fcratch. 

Get.  Scoringa  man  o’r  the  Coxcomb 
Is  but  a fcratch  with  you  ! o’  your  occupation, 

Your 
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i Your  fcurvy  fcuffling  trade*,  I was  told  before 

My  face  was  bad  enough  *,  but  now  1 look 

Like  bloody  Bone,  and  raw  head,  to  fright  Children  5 

I am  for  noufcelfc. 

2 Guard.  Thou  lhalt  fright  men. 

I Guard.  You  look  fo  terrible  now  *,  but  fee  your  race 
! In  the  Pummel  of  my  Sword. 

; Cjet.  I dye,  I am  gone. 

'•  Oh  my  fweet  phyfiognomy. 

Stiter  three  Perfians. 


i 2 (^uard.  They  come, 

I Now  fight,  or  dye  indeed. 

' Get.  I will  ’feape  this  way  *, 

I cannot  hold  my  Sword  *,  what  would  you  have 
Of  a maim’d  man  ? 

1 qaard.  Nay,  then  1 have  a goad 
To  prick  you  forward,  Oxe. 

2 Guard.  Fight  like  a Man, 

Or  dye  like  a Dog. 

Get.  Shall  1,  UkeC^far,  fall 
Among  my  friends?  no  mercy?  Etta  Brute? 

1 You  (liall  not  have  the  honour  of  my  death, 

! I’ll  fall  by  the  Enemy  firft. 

' I Guard.  O brave,  brave  CFeru,  driven  off. 

I He  plays  the  Devil  now. 


I Enter  Niger. 

Ntg.  Make  up  for  honour. 

The  rerfians  llirink.  The  pallage  is  laid  open, 

Great  Dioclefian^  likeafecond  tJliarSy 
His  ftrong  arm  govern’d  by  the  fierce  Bello/Uj 
Performs  more  than  a man ; his  fhicld  Ilruck  full 
Of  Per/ian  Darts,  which  now  arc  his  defence 
Againlt  the  Enemies  Swords,  IliU  leads  the  way. 

Of  all  the  Perfanfoiccs,  one  ftrongSquadron,  ^ 

{_Alarrni  continued. 

In  which  Cofroe  in  his  own  perfon  fights, 

Stands  firm,  and  yet  unrooted  *,  Break  thorow  that, 

( The  day,  and  all  is  ours.  [_Retreat . 

I All.  Vidory,  Vidory.  {.Exeunt.  Elourtfl). 


I SCENE  VI. 

I Enter.,  t,t  Triumph  with  Roman  Enfigns.,  Guard,  Dioclefian, 
Charinus,  Aurelia,  Ma.ximinian,  Niger,  Gcta,  Cofioe, 
CalPana,  Terfuns,  m Prifoners  *,  Delphia,  and 
Dtulilia,  pnv.it ely. 

Dio.  1 am  rewarded  in  the  Ad  *,  your  freedome 
To  me's  ten  thoufand  Triumphs ; You  Sir,  (hare, 

' In  all  my  glories.  And  unkind  Aurelia, 

I From  being  a Captive,  flill  command  the  Vidor. 

; Nephew,  rememoer  by  whofegift  you  are  free*, 
j You  I aflbrd  my  pity  *,  bafer  minds 
- Infulton  theafflided,  you  (hall  know*, 

; Vertue  and  Courage  are  admir’d  and  lov’d 
' In  Enemies*,  but  more  of  that  hereafter. 

Thanks  to  your  valour  *,  to  your  Swords  I owe 
I This  Wreath  triumphant.  Nor  be  thou  forgot 
My  fii  O:  poor  Bondmari,  Qeta,  I am  glad 
Thou  art  turn’d  a fighter. 

Get.  ’Twasagainft  my  will ; 

But  now  I am  content  with’t. 

Char.  But  imagine 

' What  honours  can  be  done  to  you  beyond  thefe, 
Tranfcending all  example*,  ’tisin  you 
To  will,  in  us  to  ferve  if. 

Nig.  We  will  have 

His  Statue  of  pure  gold  fet  in  the  Capitol, 

' Andhethatbowsnottoitasagod, 

Makes  forfeit  of  his  head. 

APax.  I burft  with  envy  *, 
j And  yet  thefe  honours,  which  conferr’d  onme, 


rofhetefs. 

Would  make  me  pace  on  air,  feem  not  to  move  him. 
Dto.  Suppofe  this  done,  or  w'ere  it  poITible 
could  rife  higher  ftill,  I am  a man, 
xAnd  all  thefe  glories.  Empires  heap’d  upon  me. 
Confirm’d  by  conftant  friends,  and  faithful  Guards, 
Cannot  defend  me  from  a fhaking  Feaver, 

Or  bribe  the  uncorrupted  Dart  of  Death 
To  fpare  me  one  fhort  minute.  Thus  adorn’d 
n thefe  triumphant  Robes,  my  body  yields  not 
A greater  llradow,  than  it  did  when  I 
Liv’d  both  poor  and  obfeure  *,  a Swords  (liarp  point 
Enters  my  flefh  as  far  i dreams  break  myfleep 
As  when  I was  a private  man ; my  palTions 
Are  ftronger  tyrants  on  me ; nor  is  Greatnefs 
A faving  Antidote  to  keep  me  from 
A Traytors  poyfon.  Shall  1 praife  my  fortune, 

Or  raife  the  building  of  my  happinefs 
On  her  uncertain  favour  ? or  prefume 
She  is  mine  own,  and  fure,  that  yet  was  never 
Conftant  to  any  ? Should  my  reafon  fail  me 
(As  flattery  oft  corrupts  it)  here’s  an  example. 

To  fpeak  how  far  her  fmiles  are  to  be  trufted  y 
TherifingSun,  this  morning,  faw  this  man 
The  Perfian  Monarch,  and  thofe  Subjcifts  proud 
That  had  the  honour  but  to  kifs  his  feet  *, 

And  yet  e’rc  his  diurnal  progrefs  ends, 

He  is  the  fcorn  of  Fortune  ; but  you’ll  fay. 

That  (he  forfook  him  for  his  want  of  courage. 

But  never  leaves  the  bold.  Now  by  my  hopes 
Of  peace  and  quiet  here,  I never  met 
A braver  Enemy  *,  and  to  make  it  good, 

C'ofroe,  0*Jfa:tay  and  the  reft,  be  free. 

And  ranfoinlcfs  return. 

CoJ.  To  fee  this  vertue 
Is  more  to  me  than  Empire  *,  and  to  be 
O’rcome  by  you,  a glorious  victory. 

iAPax.  What  o’  Devil  means  he  next  ? 

Dio.  I know  that  glory 
Is  like  eyPlcides^s  Shirt,  if  it  ftay  on  us 
Till  pride  hath  mixt  it  with  our  bloody  nor  can  we 
Part  with  it  at  pleafure : when  we  would  uncale, 

It  brings  along  with  it  both  flefti  and  flnews. 

And  leaves  us  living  Monfters. 

tAPax.  Would  it  were  come 
To  my  turn  to  put  it  on  .*  I’d  run  the  hazard. 

Lto.  No,  I will  not  be  pluck’d  out  by  the  cars 
Out  of  this  glorious  Caftle  *,  uncompell’d  - 
I willfurrender  rather  y Let  it  fufiice 
1 1 have  toucht  the  height  of  humane  happinefs, 

I And  here  I fix  ml  ultra.  Hitherto 

I I have  liv’d  a fervant  to  ambitious  thoughts, 
j And  fading  glories*,  what  remains  of  life, 

I I dedicate  to  Vertue;  and  to  keep 
My  faith  untainted,  farewel  Pride  and  Pomp, 

And  circumftancc  of  glorious  Majeftie, 

Farewel  for  ever.  Nephew,  1 have  noted. 

That  you  have  long  with  fore  eyes  look’d  upo* 

My  flourifhing  Fortune;  you  (hall  have  polTelTion 
j Of  my  felicity*,  Ideliverup 
I My  Empire,  and  this  gem  I priz’d  above  it, 

; And  all  things  elfe  that  made  me  worth  your  envy. 
Freely  unto  you.  Gentle  Sir,  your  fuffrage. 

To  ftrengthen  this  y the  Souldicrs  love  I doubt  not  y 
His  valour,  Gentlemen,  willdeferve  your  favours. 
Which  let  my  prayers  further.  All  is  yours  y 
But  I have  been  too  liberal,  and  giv’n  that 
1 muft  beg  back  again. 

eJMax.  What  am  I fain  from ! 

Dto.  Nay,  ftart  not ; it  is  only  the  poor  Grange, 
The  Patrimony  which  my  father  left  me, 

I would  be  Tenant  to. 

ATax.  Sir,  lam  yours y 
I will  attend  you  there. 

J Dio.  No,  keep  the  Court ; 
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Seek  you  in  Rome  for  honour : I will  labour 
To  find  concent  elfwhere.  Diflwade  me  not, 

By , lam  refolv’d.  And  no\N  Drn^Ua, 

Being  as  poor  as  when  I vow’d  to  make  thee 
My  wife  , if  thy  love  fince  hath  felt  no  change, 

I am  ready  to  perform  it.  Dm.  I ftill  lov’d 
Y our  Perfon,  not  your  fortunes  : in  a cottage, 

Being  yours,  I am  an  Emprefs. 

Del.  And  rie  make 
j The  change  mofl;  happy, 
i Dio,  Do  me  then  the  honour, 

I To  fee  my  vow  perform’d.  You  but  attend 
* My  Glories  to  the  urn  ^ where  be  it  alhes, 
j Welcom  ray  mean  eftate ; and  as  a due, 

Wilh  reft  to  me,  I honour  unto  you.  C Exemit. 


j{Elus  Qmntus.  Seem  Trima, 

Enter  CHORVS. 

V 

Cho.  TheWar  with  glory  ended <?WCofroe 
( Acknowledging  his  fealtie  to  Charinus ) 

Dtfnnfs^ d in  peace^  returns  to  Perjia : 

The  re(lj  arriving  fafely  unto  Rome, 

Are  entertain  d with  triumphs  : Maximinian, 

By  the  grace  and  inter  ceffion  of  his  'Uncle  y 
Saluted  C^efar  : but  good  Dioclefian, 

Weary  of  Pomp  and  StatOy  retires  himfelf 
With  a fmall  Trainy  to  a moft  private  Grange 
In  Lombardie  ; where  the  glad  Countrey  flrives 
With  Rural  Sports  to  give  him  entertainment  : 

With  which  delighted,  he  with  eafe  forgets 
eyTll fpecious  trifles,  and  fecurely  tafies 
The  certain  pleafures  of  a private  life. 

"But  oh  Ambition,  that  eats  into 
With  venom' d teeth,  true  thankfulnefs,  and  honour. 

And  to  fupport  her  greatnefs,fafhions  fears. 

Doubts,  and  preventions  to  decline  all  dangers. 

Which  in  the  place  of  fafetie,  prove  her  ruine  : 

All  which  be  pleas'd  to  fee  in  Maximinian , 

To  whom,  his  confer' d Soveraginsy  was  like 
A large  fail  fil'd  full  with  a fore-right  wind. 

That  drowns  a f mailer  Barkj  and  he  once  fain 
Into  ingratitude,  makes  no  flop  in  mifehief. 

But  violently  runs  on.  Allow  Maximinian  all. 
Honour,  and  Empire,  abfolute  command', 

Tet  being  ill,  long  great  he  cannot  fi  and.  £Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Maximinian,  and  Aurelia. 

Aur.  Why  droops  my  Lord,  my  Love,  my  life,  my  Cafar} 
How  ill  this  dulnefs  doth  comport  with  greatnefs  I 
Does  not  (with  open  arms)  your  fortune  court  you  ? 

Rome  know  ygu  for  her  Mafter,  I my  felf 
Confefs  you  for  my  husband  ? love,  and  ferve  you  ? 

If  you  contemn  not  thefe,  and  think  them  curfes, 

I know  no  blclTings  that  ambitious  flefti 

Could  wilh  to  feel  beyond ’em.  Ma.v.  Aurelia, 

The  parent  and  the  nurfe  to  all  my  Glories, 

’Tis  not  that  thus  embracing  you,  I think 

There  is  a Heaven  beyond  it,  that  begets 

Thefe  lad  retirements ; but  the  fear  to  lofe 

What  it  is  hell  to  part  with  ; better  to  have  liv’d 

Poor  and  obfeure , and  never  fcal’d  the  top 

Of  hilly  Empire,  than  to  die  with  fear 

To  be  thrown  headlong  down,  almoftasfoon 

As  we  have  reach’d  it.  Aur.  Thefe  are  Pannick  terrours 

You  falhion  to  your  felf : Is  not  my  Brother 

( Your  equal  and  copartner  in  the  Empire  ) 

Vow’d  and  confirm’d  your  friend  ? the  Souldier  conftant  ? 
Hath  not  your  Uncle  Dioclefian  taken 


His  laft  farewel  o th’ world  What  then  can  lhake  ye  ? j 
Ma.v.  The  thought  I may  be  Ihaken ; and  alfurance 
That  what  we  do  pofiefs  is  not  our  own. 

But  has  depending  on  anothers  favour : 

For  nothing’s  more  uncertain  (my  Aurelia) 

Than  power  that  ftands  not  on  his  proper  Balls, 

But  bon  ows  his  foundation.  I’le  make  plain  ’ 

My  caufeofdoubts  and  fears  ^ for  what  Ihould  I 
Conceal  from  you,  that  are  to  be  familiar 
With  my  moft  private  thoughts .?  Is  not  the  Empire 
My  Uncles  gift } and  may  he  not  refume  it 
Upontiicleaftdiftafte?  Does  not  Charinus 
Qols  me  in  my  defigns  ? And  what  is  Majeftie 
\V  hen  ’tis  divided  ? Docs  not  the  infolenc  Souldier 
Call  ray  command  his  donative  ? And  what  can  take 
More  fom  our  honour  ? No  ( my  wile  ) 

If  1 to  you  am  more  than  all  the  world. 

As  fure  you  are  to  me  ; as  we  defire 
Tobefecure,  we  muft  be  abfolute. 

And  know  no  equal  ; when  your  Brother  borrows 
The  little  fplendor  that  he  has  from  us. 

And  we  are  ferv’d  for  fear,  not  at  entreaty, 
Wcmaylivefafe^  but  till  then,  we  but  walk 
With  hcavie  burthens  on  a fta  of glafs. 

And  our  own  weight  will  fink  us. 

zylur.  Your  Mother  brought  you 
Into  the  world  an  Emperour ; you  perfwade 
But  what  I would  have  counfell’d : Ncarnefs  of  blood, 
RefpcUof  pietie,  and  thankfulnefs, 

And  all  the  holy  dreams  of  vertuous  fools 
Muft  vanilli  into  nothing,  when  Ambition 
( The  maker  of  great  minds,  and  nurfe  of  honour  ) 

Puts  in  for  Empire.  On  then,  and  forget 
Your  limple  Uncle  think  he  w'as  the  Mafter 
( In  being  once  an  Emperour)  of  a Jewel, 

Whole  worth  and  ufe  he  knew  not ; For  (fharinm. 

No  more  my  Brother , if  he  be  a hop 
To  whatyou  purpofe^  hetoMe’s  a ftranger, 

Ahd  fo  to  be  remov’d.  Max.  Thou  more  than  woman, 
Thou  mafeuline  Greatnefs,  to  whofe  ibaring  fpirit 
To  touch  the  ftars  feemsbut  an  eafic  fiig  t 

0 how  1 glory  in  thee ! thole  great  women 
Antiquitie  is  proud  of,  thou  but  nam’d. 

Shall  be  no  more  remembred  : but  perfevere,- 
And  thou  lhalt  fhine  among  thole  lefler  I ights, 

Enter  Charinus,  Niger,  Guard. 

To  all  pofteritie  like  another  Thebe, 

And  fo  ador’d  as  file  is.  Aur.  Here’s  Charinus, 

His  brow  farrow’d  wdth  anger. 
fJMax.  Let  him  ftorm, 

And  you  fiiall  hear  me  thunder.  Cha,  He  dilpofe  of 
My  Provinces  at  his  pleafure  ? and  confer 
Thofe  honours  ( that  are  only  mine  to  give  ) 

Upon  his  creatures?  Nig.  Mighty  Sir,  aferibe  it 
To  his  dlfuranceofyour  love  and  favour. 

And  not  to  uride  or  malice.  Cha.  No,  good  Niger, 
Courtefie  fllal!  not  fool  me  *,  he  lhall  know 

1 lent  a hand  to  raile  him,  and  defend  him, 

While  he  continues  good : but  the  fame  ftrength 
If  pride  make  him  ufurp  upon  my  Right, 

Shall  ftrikehim  to  the  Center.  You  are  well  met.  Sir. 

Max.  As  YOU  make  the  Encounter;  Sii'jlhcar, 

That  you  repine,  and  hold  your  felf  much  griev’d, 

In  that,  withoutyour  good  leave,  I bellow’d 
TheGallian  Pioconfullhip  upon 
A follower  of  mine.  Cha.  ’Tis  true:  and  wonder 
You  duift  attempt  it. 

Max.  Durft,  Charinus}  Cha.  Durft: 

Again,  I Ipeak  it ; Think  you  me  fo  tame. 

So  leaden  and  unaeflive,  to  fit  down 
Withfuch  dilhonour  ? But,  rccal  your  grant, 

Andfpcedily  y or  by  the  Roman 

Thou  tripft  thine  own  heels  up,  and  haft  no  part 
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ln/?(7»;e,or  in  the  Empire.  Max.  Thou  haft  none, 

But  by  permiflion  : Alas,  poor  Charinui^ 

Thou  fhadow  of  an  Emperour,  I fcorn  thee. 

Thee,  and  thy  foolilh  threats  .•  the  gods  appoint  him 
Theabfolutedifpofer  of  the  Earth, 

That  has  the  Iharpeft  fword.  I am  fure,  Charinus, 

Thou  wear’ft  one  without  edge.  When  cruel  u^per 
Had  kill’d  Numerianus , thy  Brother, 

( An  a<ft  that  would  have  made  a trembling  coward 
More  daring  than  Alcides ) thy  bafe  fear 
Made  thee  wink  at  it : then  rofe  up  my  Uncle 
( For  the  honour  of  the  Empire,  and  of  Rome  ) 

Againftthe  Traitor,  and  among  his  Guards 
Punilh’d  the  treafon : This  bold  daring  aft 
Got  him  the  Souldiers  fuffrages  to  be  Cafar. 

And  howfoever  his  too  gentle  nature 
Allow’d  thee  the  name  only,  as  his  gift, 

1  challenge  the  fucceflion. 

Cha.  Thou  are  cozen’d. 

When  the  receiver  of  a courtefie 
Cannot  fuftain  the  weight  it  carries  with  it, 

’Tis  but  a Trial,  not  a prefent  Aft. 

Thou  haft  in  a few  dayes  of  thy  ftiort  Reign, 

In  over-weening  pride,  riot  and  lofts. 

Sham’d  noble  Dtoclefian,  and  his  gift ; 

Nor  doubt  1,  when  it  lhall  arrive  unto 

His  certain  knowledge,  how  the  Empire  groans 

Under  thy  Tyranny,  but  he  will  torfake 

His  private  life,  and  once  again  refume 

His  laid-by  Majeftie ; oratlcaft,  make  choice 

Of  fuch  an  Atlas  as  may  bear  this  burthcn,^ 

Too  heavie  for  thy  Ihoulders.  Toefleft  this. 

Lend  your  alfiftance.  Gentlemen,  and  then  doubt  not 
But  that  this  muihroom  ( fprung  up  in  a night ) 

Shall  as  foon  wither.  And  for  you,  AnreUa, 

If  you  efteem  your  honour  more  than  tribute 
Paid  to  your  loathfome  appetite,  as  a Furic 
Flic  from  his  loole  embraces : fo  farewel  *, 

E’re  long  you  fhall  hear  more.  \_E.xeHnt. 

Aur.  Aie  you  (truck  dumb,  . 

That  you  make  no  reply  ? 

aJ^fax.  Sweet,  1 will  do. 

And  after  talk ; 1 will  prevent  their  plots, 

And  turn  them  on  their  own  accurfed  heads. 

My  Uncle?  good:  I muft  not  know  the  names 
Of  Pietie  or  Pitie.  Steel  my  heart. 

Defire  of  Empire,  andinftruftme,  that 
The  Prince  that  over  others  would  bear  fway, 

Checks  at  no  Let  that  ftops  him  in  his  way.  {_E.xenfn . 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  three  Shepherds^  and  two  Countreymen. 

1 Shep.  Do  you  think  this  great  man  will  continue  here  ? 

2 Shep.  Continue  here  ? what  elfe  ? he  has  bought  the 

( great  Farm  •, 

A great  man,  with  a great  Inheritance, 

And  all  the  ground  about  it,  all  the  woods  too  *, 

And  (lock’d  it  like  an  Emperour.  Now,  all  our  fports  again 
And  all  our  merry  Gambols,  our  may-Ladies, 

Our  evening-daunccs  on  the  Green,  our  Songs, 

Our  Holiday  good  cheer,  our  Bag-pipes  now  Boyes, 

Shall  make  the  wanton  Laffes  skip  again. 

Our  Sheep-fheerings,  and  all  our  knacks. 

3 Shep.  But  hark  ye. 

We  muft  not  call  him  Emperour. 

I  (^ountr.  That’s  all  one  *, 

He  is  the  King  of  good  fellows,  that’s  no  treafon*, 

And  fol’le  call  him  (till,  though  I be  hang’d  for’t. 

1 grant  ye,  he  has  given  his  honour  to  another  man, 

He  cannot  give  his  humour : he  is  a brave  fellow. 

And  will  love  us,  and  we’l  love  him.  Come  hither  Ladon.^ 
What  new  Songs,  and  what  geers  ?. 

3 Shep.  Enough : I’le  tell  ye 


He  comes  abroad  anon  to  view  hisgrounds. 

And  with  the  help  of  Thirfisy  and  old  Egon, 

(Ifhis  whorfoncouldbegon)  and  Amaryllis, 

And  fome  few  more  o’th’  wenches,  we  will  meet  him, 

And  ftrike  him  fuch  new  fprings,  and  i'uch  free  welcoms. 
Shall  make  him  fcorn  an  Empire,  forget  Majeftie, 

And  make  him  blefs  the  hour  he  liv’d  here  happy. 

2 CoHTitr.  And  we  will  fecond  ye,  we  honeft  Carters,' 

We  lads  o’th’  lafli,  with  fome  blunt  entertainment. 

Our  Teams  to  two  pence,  will  give  him  fome  content. 

Or  we’ll  bawl  fearfully. 

3 Shep.  He  cannot  expeft  now 

His  Courtly  entertainments,  and  his  rare  Muficks, 

And  Ladies  to  delight  him  with  their  voyces  3 
Honeft  and  cheerful  toyes  from  honeft  meanings. 

And  the  beft  hearts  they  have.  We  muft  be  neat  all : ' 

On  goes  my  rullet  jerkin  with  blue  buttons. 

I Shep.  And  my  green  flops  I was  married  in  3 ray  bonnet 
With  my  carnation  point  with  Silver  tags,  boyes : 

You  know  where  I won  it. 

I Countr.  Thou  wilt  ne’re  be  old,  Alexis. 

I Shep.  And  I (hall  find  fome  toyes  that  have  been  favors, 
And  nofe-gayes,  and  fuch  knacks : for  there  be  wenches. 

3 Shep.  My  mantle  goes  on  too  1 plaid  young  Paris  in, 
And  the  new  garters  Amaryllis  fent  me. 

1 Count.  Yes, yes : we’l  all  be  handfom,and  wafh  our  faces. 
Neighbour,  I lee  a remnant  ot  March  duft 

That’s  hatch’d  into  your  chaps : 1 pray  ye  be  carcfull, 

Enter  Geta. 

And  mundifie  your  muzzel. 

2 Countr.  I’le  to  th’  Barbers, 

It  (hall  coft  me  I know  what.  Who’s  this  ? 

3 Shep.  Give  room,  neighbours, 

A great  man  in  our  State : gods  blefs  your  worlhip. 

2 Countr.  Encrcafe  your  Mafterftiip. 

^et.  Thanks,  my  gopd  people : 

Stand  off,  and  know  your  duties:  as  I take  it 
You  are  the  labouring  people  of  this  village. 

And  you  that  keep  the  (beep.  Stand  farther  off  yet, 

And  mingle  not  with  my  authoritie, 

1 am  too  mighty  for  your  companie. 

i Shep.  We  know  it  Sir  3 and  we  defire  your  worlhip 
To  reckon  us  araongft  your  humble  fervants. 

And  that  our  Country  Sports,  Sir, 

Get.  For  your  Sports,  Sir, 

They  may  be  feen,  when  I lhall  think  convenient. 

When  out  of  my  diferetion,  I (hall  view  ’em. 

And  hold  ’em  fit  for  licence.  Ye  look  upon  me. 

And  look  upon  me  ferioufly,  as  ye  knew  me  .* 

’Tis  true,  I have  been  a Rafcal,  as  you  are, 

A fellow  of  no  mention,  nor  no  mark. 

Juft  fuch  another  piece  ofdurt,  fo  faftiion’d.* 

But  Time,  that  purifies  all  things  of  merit. 

Has  fet  another  ftamp.  Come  nearer  now. 

And  be  not  fearfull ; I take  off  my  aufteritie  : 

And  know  me  for  the  great  and  mighty  Steward 
Under  this  man  of  honour : know  ye  for  my  valfals, 

And  at  my  plcafure  1 can  difpeople  ye. 

Can  blow  you  and  your  cattcl  out  o’th’  Country : 

But  fear  me,  and  have  favour.  Come,  go  along  with  me, 
And  1 will  hear  your  Songs,  and  perhaps  like  ’em. 

3 Shep.  I hope  you  will.  Sir. 

Geta.  ’Tis  not  a thing  impofllble, 

Perhaps  I’le  ling  my  felf,  the  more  to  grace  ye, 

And  if  I like  your  women. 

3 Shep.  We’l  have  the  beft,  Sir, 

Handfom  young  Girls. 

(jeta.  The  handfomer,  the  better. 

Enter  Dclphia. 

’May  bring  your  wives  too,  ’twill  be  all  one  charge  to  ye  3 
For  I muft  know  your  families.  E>el.  ’Tis  well  faid, 

’Tis  well  faid,  honeft  friends  3 I know  ye  are  hatching 

Some 
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Some  pleafurable  fports  for  your  great  Landlord : 

Fill  him  with  joy,  and  win  him  a friend  to  ye, 

And  make  this  little  Grange  feem  a large  Empire, 

Let  out  with  home-contents Tie  work  his  favour, 

Which  daily  (hall  be  on  ye.  ^ 

3 Shep.  Then  we’l  hng  daily , 

And  make  him  the  belt  Sports. 

Del.  Inftru(ft  ’em  Geta^ 

And  be  a merry  man  again. 

Geta.  Will  ye  lend  me  a devil. 

That  we  may  dance  a while  .? 

Del.  rie  lend  thee  two. 

And  Bag-pipes  that  lhall  blow  alone. 

(jet.  1 thank  ye : 

But  I’le  know  your  devils  of  a cooler  complexion  firft. 
Come,  follow,  follow  •,  I’le  go  fit  and  fee  ye.  {^Exeunt. 

Enter  Diodes,  and  Drulilla. 

Del.  Do  3 and  be  ready  an  hour  hence,  and  bring ’em; 
For  in  the  Grove  you’l  find  him.  Dw.  Come  DrafilUy 
The  partner  of  my  belt  contents ; I hope  now 
You  dare  believe  me.  Dru.  Yes,  and  dare  fay  to  ye, 

I think  ye  now  molt  happie.  Dio.  Y ou  fay  true.  Sweet, 

For  by  my , 1 find  now  by  experience. 

Content  was  never  Courtier. 

Dru.  I pray  ye  walk  on,  Sir  3 
The  cool  ihades  of  the  Grove  invite  ye. 

Dio.  O my  Dearefl:! 

When  man  has  call  ofThis  ambitious  greatnefs, 

And  funk  intothefweetnefsofhimfelfi 
Built  his  foundation  upon  honeft  thoughts, 

Not  great,  but  good  defires  his  daily  fervants ; 

Flowquiely  hefleepsl  how  joyfully 
He  wakes  again,  and  looks  on  his  pofleffions. 

And  from  his  willing  labours  feeds  with  pleafure  ? 

Here  hang  no  Comets  in  the  lhapes  of  Crowns, 

To fliake our fweet contents:  nor  here,  DrufiUuy 
Cares,  like  Ecliples,  darken  our  endeavours : 

We  love  here  without  rivals,  kifs  with  innocence 
Our  thoughts  as  gentle  as  our  lips  •,  our  children 
The  double  heirs  both  of  our  forms  and  faiths. 

Dm.  I am  glad  ye  make  this  right  ufe  of  this  fweetnefs. 
This  fweet  retirednds. 

Dio.  ’Tis  fweet  indeed,  love, 

And  every  circumftance  about  it,  Ihewsit. 

How  liberal  isthefpring  in  every  place  here  ? 

The  artificial  Court  fhews  but  a fliadow, 

A painted  imitation  of  this  glory. 

Smell  to  this  flower, here  nature  has  her  excellence : 

Let  all  the  perfumes  of  the  Empire  pafs  this. 

The  carefull’ft  Ladies  cheek  fhew  fuch  a colour. 

They  are  gilded  and  adulterate  vanities. 

And  here  in  Povertie  dwells  noble  nature. 

What  pains  we  take  to  cool  our  wines,  to  allay  us, 

f below. 

And  bury  quick  the  fuming  god  to  quench  us, 

Methinks  this  Cry  ftal  Well.  — Ha  I what  ftrange  Mulick  ? 
’Tis  underneath,  fure ; how  it  ftirs  and  joys  me  > 

Howal!  the  birds fet  on?  the  fields  redouble 
Their  odoriferous  fweets  ? Hark  how  the  echo’S' 

Enter  a Spirit  from  the  Well. 

Druf.  See,  Sir,  thofe  flowers 
From  out  the  Well,  fpring  to  your  entertainment. 

Enter  Delphia. 

Dio.  Blefs  me. 

Dru.  Be  not  afraid,  ’tis  fome  good  Angel 
That’s  come  to  welcome  ye,  • 

Del.  Go  near  and  hear.  Son.  f S 0 

Dio.  O Mother,  thank  ye,  thank  ye,  this  was  your  will. 
Del.  You  lhall  not  want  delights  to  blefs  your  prefence. 
Now  ye  are  honeft,  all  the  Stars  lhall  honour  ye. 
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Enter  Shepherds  and  dancers. 

Stay,here  are  Country-lhepherds  •,  here  is  Ibme  fbort  too 
Ai^  you  muft  grace  it,  Sir;  ’twas  meant  to  welcom  ye  • 

A King  lhall  never  feel  your  joy.  Sit  down  Son.  ’ 

A dance  of  Shepherds  and  Shepherdejfes , Pan  leading 
the  men,  Cetes  the  maids. 

Hold,  hdd,  my  Meflenger  appears  .•  leave  off,  friend?. 

Leave  off  a while,  and  breathe. 

Dio.  What  news?  ye  are  pale,  Mother. 

Del.  No,  1 am  careful  of  thy  fafety.  Son, 

Be  not  affrighted,  but  fit  ftill  • I am  with  thee. 

Enter  Maximinian,  Aurelia,  Souldters. 

And  now  dance  out  your  dance.  Do  you  know  that  perfbn  ? 
Be  not  amaz’d,  but  let  him  fliew  his  dreadfulleft. 

Max.  How  confident  he  fits  amongft  his  pleaftires, 

And  what  a cheaiful  colour  Ihews  in’s  face. 

And  yet  he  fees  me  too,  the  Souldicrs  with  me. 

Aur.  Be  fpeedie  in  your  work,  f you  will  be  ftept  t\k) 
And  then  you  are  an  Emperour. 

<iJMax.  I will  about  it. 

Dio.  My  Royal  Coufin,  how  I joy  to  fee  ye, 

You,  and  your  Royal  Emperefs  I 
zJMax.  Youaretookinde,  Sir. 

I come  not  to  eat  with  ye,  and  tofurfeit 
In  thefe  poor  Clownifh  pleafures  ; but  to  tell  ye 
1 look  upon  ye  like  my  Winding-lhcet, 

The  Coffin  of  my  Greatnefs,  nay,  my  Grave  : 

For  whilft  you  are  alive 

Dio.  Alive,  my  Coufin .? 

Max.  1 fay.  Alive.  I am  no  Emperour  • 

I am  nothing  but  mine  own  difquiet.  Dio.  Stay,  Sir. 

Max.  I cannot  ftay.  The  Souldiers  doat  upon  ye. 

1 would  fain  fpare  ye ; but  mine  own  fecuritie 
Compels  me  to  forget  you  are  my  Uncle, 

Compels  me  to  forget  you  made  me  fafar : 

For  whilft  you  are  remembred,  I am  buried. 

Dio.  Did  not  1 make  ye  Emperour,  dear  Doulln, 

The  free  gift  from  my  fpecial  grace  ? 

Del.  Fear  nothing. 

Dto.  Did  not  1 chule  this  povertie,  toraifeyou? 

That  Royal  woman  gave  into  your  arms  too  ? 

Blefs’d  ye  with  her  bright  beautie  ? gave  the  Souldiers', 

The  Souldier  that  hung  to  me,  fix’d  him  on  ye  ? 

Gave  ye  the  worlds  command  ? 
tJMax.  This  cannot  help  ye. 

Dio.  Yet  this  lhall  eafe  me.  Can  ye  be  fo  bafe,  Coufin, 

So  far  from  Noblenefs,  fo  far  from  nature. 

As  to  forget  all  this  ? to  tread  this  Tie  out  ? 

Raife  to  your  felf  fo  foul  a tuonument 
That  every  common  foot  ffiall  kick  afunder  .? 

Muft  my  blood  glue  ye  to  your  peace  ? 

fJMax.  It  muft.  Uncle  ; 

I ftand  too  loofe  elfe,  and  my  foot  too  feeble : 

You  gone  once,  and  their  love  retir’d,  I am  rooted. 

Dto.  And  cannot  this  remov’d  poor  State  obfeure  me  ? 

I do  not  leek  for  yours,  nor  enquire  ambitioufly 
After  your  growing  fortunes.  Take  heed,  mykinfman, 
Ungratefulnefs  and  blood  mingled  together, 

Will,  like  two  furious  Tides 

tJMax.  I muft  fail  thorow’era  : 

Let’em beTidesof death.  Sir,  I muftftemup. 

Dio.  Hear  but  this  laft,  and  wifely  yet  confider.* 

Place  round  about  my  Grange  a Garifon, 

That  if  1 offer  to  exceed  my  limits, 

Or  ever  in  my  common  talk  name  Emperour, 

Ever  converfe  w ith  any  greedy  Souldier, 

Or  look  for  adoration,  nay,  forcourtefie 

Above  the  days  falute Think  who  has  fed  ye, 

Think,  Coufin,  who  I am.  Do  ye  flight  my  mifery  ? 

Nay,  then  1 charge  thee  ; nay,  1 meet  thy  crueltie. 

Max.  This  cannot  ferve  •,  prepare  : now  fall  on,fou1dier3, 
And  all  the  treafure  that  1 have.  [Thunder  and  Lightning. 

Sonld. 
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Soiild.  The  Earth  fhakes ; 

1 We  totter  up  and  down  •,  we  cannot  ftand,  Sir*, 

Me  thinks  the  mountains  tremble  too. 

2 Soidd.  The  flalhes 

How  thick  and  hot  they  come  ? we  lhall  be  burn’d  all. 

Del.  Fall  on,  Souldiers : 

You  that  fell  innocent  blood,  fall  on  full  bravely. 

Soiild.  We  cannot  ftir. 

Del.  You  have  your  libertie. 

So  have  you  , Lady.  One  of  you  come  do  it. 

Q A hand  with  a Bolt  appears  above. 
Do  you  Hand  amaz’d  ? Look  o’re  thy  head,  Maximnian.^ 
Look  to  thy  terrour,  what  over-hangs  thee ; 

Nay,  it  will  nail  thee  dead  ^ look  how  it  threatens  thee: 
The  Bolt  for  vengeance  on  ungrateful  wretches ; 

The  Bolt  of  innocent  blood  : read  thofe  hot  charaders, 
And  fpell  the  will  of  heaven.  Nay,  lovely  Lady, 

You  mult  take  part  too,  as  fpur  to  ambition. 

Are  y^  humble .?  Nowfpeak  ; my  part’s  ended. 

I?  ocs  all  your  glory  lhake  ? 

Mast.  Hear  us,  great  Uncle, 

Good  and  great  Sir,  be  pitiful  unto  us : 

Below  your  feet  we  lay  our  lives ; be  merciful : 

Begin  you,  heaven  will  follow. 
iMiir.  Oh,  it  fhakes  Hill. 

Max.  And  dreadfully  it  threatens.  We  acknowledge 
Our  bafe  and  foul  intentions.  Stand  between  us  •, 

For  faults  confefs’d,  they  fay,  arc  half  forgiven. 

We  are  forry  for  our  fins.  Take  from  us.  Sir, 

That  glorious  weight  that  made  us  fwcll,that  poifonM  us  *, 
That  mafs  of  Majefcie  I laboured  under, 

( Too  heavie  and  too  mighty  for  my  manage  ) 

That  my  poor  innocent  days  may  turn  again. 

And  my  mind  pure,  may  purge  me  of  thefe  curfes ; 


By  your  old  love,  the  blood  that  runs  between  us. 

The  hand  taken  in. 

Aur.  By  that  love  once  ye  bare  to  me,  by  that  Sir, 

That  blefled  maid  enjoys  

Dio.  Rife  up,  dear  Coufin, 

And  be  your  words  your  judges : I forgive  yc : 

Great  as  ye  are,  enjoy  that  greatnefs  ever, 

Whilft  I mine  own  conteht  make  mine  own  Empire. 

Once  more  I give  ye  all  learn  to  deferve  it. 

And  live  to  love  your  Good  more  than  your  Greatnefs. 

Now  Ihew  your  loves  to  entertain  this  Emperour 
My  honell:  neighbours.  Geta,  fee  all  handfom. 

Your  Grace  muft  pardon  us,  our  houfc  is  little  *, 

But  fuch  an  ample  welcom  as  a poor  man 

And  his  true  love  can  make  you  and  your  Emprefs. 

Madam,  we  have  no  dainties. 

Aar.  ’Tis  enough.  Sir-, 

We  lhall  enjoy  the  riches  of  your  goodnefs. 

Sould.  Long  live  the  good  and  gracious  DiocUfian. 

Dio.  I thank  ye,  Souldiers,  I forgive  your  ralhnefs. 

And  Royal  Sir,  long  may  they  love  and  honour  yc. 

C Drums  march  afar  off. 

What  Drums  are  thofe  ? 

Del.  Meet  ’em,  my  honell  Son, 

They  are  thy  friends,  Charinus  and  the  old  Souldiers 
That  come  to  re  feue  thee  from  thy  hot  Coufin. 

But  all  is  well,  and  turn  all  into  wclcoms : 

Two  Emperours  you  muft  entertain  now. 

Dio.  O dear  Mother, 

I have  will  enough,  but  1 want  room  and  glory.  ( rily, 
Del.  That  lhall  be  my  care.  Sound  your  pipes  now  mcr- 
\nd  all  your  handfom  fports.  Sing  ’tm  full  welcoms, 

Dio.  And  let  ’em  know,  our  true  love  breeds  more  llories 
And  per  fed  joys,  than  Kings  do,  and  their  glories, 

t Exeunt, 
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The  Queen  of  Corinth, 


T R A G I-C  O M E D Y. 


The  Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Agenor,  Prince  of  Argos. 

Theanor,<S<w  to  the  of  Corinth,  a vicious  Prince. 
Leonicias,T/>e  Corinthian  General,Brother  to  Merione, 
Euphanes,i4  noble  young  Gentleman^F avorite  to  the 
Crates,E/^/cr  brother  to  Eupha.  a malicious  beaut e feu. 
Con  on  5,  Eu  phenes  Confident^  and fellow-Traveller. 
Neanthes,^ 

Soficles,  ? Courtiers, 

Eraton  ^ 


Onos  or  Lamprias,  A very  foolifh  Traveller^ 

two  foolijh  Kmvcs. 

Gentlemen  Servants  to  Agenor, 

A Page  to  Lord  Euphanes. 

Marlhal, 

Vintner, 

Drawers, 


WOMEN. 


Merione  5^^  virtuous  Lady^  honourably  folicited  by 
^ Prince  Agenor. 

Beliza,  A noble  Lady^  Mi^rifs  to  Euphanes. 


Queen  of  f A wife  and  virtuous  Widow,  Mo^ 
\ L ther  of  Theanor, 


Corinth, 


The  Scene  Corinth. 

The  Principal  A(5tors  were 


Richard  Bur  badge, 
Henry  Condel, 
John  Underwood, 
Thomas  Polard, 


Nathan  Feild, 
John  Lowin, 
Nich.  Toolic, 
Tho.  Holcomb, 


Adtus  Primus,  Scxna  Prima 

Enter  Neantlics,  Soficles,  Eraton. 


Era. 


He  General  is  returned  then  ? 

Nean.  With  much  honour. 

Sof.  And  peace  concluded  with 
the  Prince  Argos} 

Nean.  To  the  Queens  wifties:  the 
conditions  lign’d 

So  far  beyond  her  hopes,  to  the  ad- 
vantage 

Of  Corinth,  and  the  good  of  all  her  Subjeds 
That  though  our  brave  General 

Ever  came  home  a fair  and  great  example. 

He  never  yet  return’d,  or  with  lefs  lofs 


Or  more  delerved  iionour» 

Era.  Have  you  not  heard 
The  motives  to  this  general  good? 

Nean.  The  mam  one 
Was  admiration  firft  in  young  Agenor, 

( For  by  that  name  we  know  the  Princeof  Argos  ) 

Of  our  Leonidas  wifdom  and  his  valour. 

Which  though  an  enemy,  firft  in  him  bred  wonder^ 
That  liking,  Love  fucceeded  that,  which  was 
Followed  by  a defire  to  be  a friend 
Upon  what  terms  foever  to  fuch  goodnefs  *, 

They  had  an  enterview^  and  tliat  their  friendfliip 
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Might  with  our  peace  be  ratified,  ’twas  concluded, 
yielding  up  all  I'uch  llrong  places 
/'she  held  in  our  territories,  fiiould  receive 
(With  a fuificient  Dower,  paid  by  the  Queen) 

The  tali'  hlerioncfcx:  his  wife. 

E^'a.  But  how 

Approves  the  Queen  of  this?  fincc  we  well  know 
Nor  washerHighnefs  ignorant,  that  her  Son 
The  Prince  "Th^juor  made  love  to  this  Lady, 

And  in  the  nobleft  way. 

Ne.in.  Which  Ihe  allowed  of. 

And  I iiave  heard  from  fome  familiar  with 
Her  ncarefr  fecrets,  fiic  fo  deeply  priz’d  her 
Being  from  an  Infant  train’d  upinhcrlen'ice, 

( Or  to  fpeak  better,  rather  her  own  Creature) 

She  once  did  lay,  That  if  the  Prince  ll’.o aid  Ifeal 
A Marriage  without  her  leave,  or  knowledge, ' 

With  this  A^crijnc^  with  alittleCuit 
She  fnould  grant  both  their  pardons:  whereas  now 
I'o  fnew  Iicrfclf  foiTooiha  Lady, 

And  that  ’tisin  her  power,  now  it  concerns 
The  common 'good,  not  alone  to  fultdue 
Her  own  afieeftions,  but  conin;and  her  Sons-, 

She  has  not  only  Ibrc’d  him  with  rough  threats 
To  leave  his  Miuiifs,  but  compel  I’d  him  when 
made  his  entrance  into  Corinth 
Towaitupon  his  Rival. 

Can  it  be 

The  Prince  fnould  fit  down  with  this  wrong? 

A>a;;.  I know  not, 

I am  lure  I Ihoiildnot. 

Era.  Triifr  me  nor  I, 

Ahlothcris  a name,  but  put  inballancc 

With  a young  Wench  ’cis  nothing-,  where  did  you  leave  him? 

AT;;/.  Near  Temple,  for  there  he  difmifs’d  me, 
And  full  of  troubled  thoughts,  calling  {'or  Crjiff  -. 

He  went  with  him,  but  whither,  orto'.vhat  purpofc 
1 am  a llrangcr. 

Ei!t:r  Thcanor  and  Crates. 

Fr.7.  Tlicy  arc  come  back  Ni^jnihr/. 

'^Ihr.  I like  the  place  well. 

C>7.  \\’cll  Sir?  it  is  built 
As  if  the  Architect  had  becnaProphet, 

And  falhion’d  it  alone  forthis  nights  action^ 

The  V'aults  fo  hollow,  and  the  \\  alls  fo  Ihrong, 

As  there  might  fiiflcr  violence. 

And  with  loud  fnrikcs  in  vain  call  to  help  her*, 

Or  fi'.ouldhc  hear,  his  Thunder  could  not  find 
An  entrance  to  it. 

Ihf.  I give  up  my  fclf 
\\  holly  to  thy  direction,  worthicll:  Cntes  ., 

And  yet  the  defperate  cure  that  w'cjituft  practice 
Is  in  it  fclf  fo  foul,  and  full  of  danger," 

That  1 Hand  doubtful  whether  ’twcremorc  manly 
To  dye  not  feeking  help,  or  that  help  being 
So  deadly, to  purfuc  it. 

Crj.  Tothofe  reafons 
I have  already  urg’d,  I will  add  thefc. 

For  but  confidcr  Sir 

Era.  It  is  of  weight 

Whate’ritbc,  that  with  fuch  vehement  action. 

Of  Eye,  Hand,  Foot,  nay  all  his  bodies  motion, 

Crates  incites  the  Prince  to. 

Nean.  Then  obferve, 

With  what  variety  of  paffions  he 
Receives  his  reafons  -,  now  he’s  pale,  and  fliakes 
For  fear  or  anger-,  now  his  natural  red 
Comes  back  again,  andwithapleafing  fmilc 
He  feemsto  entertain  it;,  ’tis  rcfolv’don 
Be  it  what  ’twill;  to  his  ends  may  it  profper 
Though  the  State  fink  for’t. 

Cra.  Now  you  are  a Prince  ^ 


Fit  to  rule  others,  and  in  /baking  o/F 
The  Bonds  in  which  your  Mother  fetters  you 
Difcharge  your  debt  to  nature, /he’s  your  guide 
Follow  her  boldly,  Sir.  ^ ^ ’ 

The.  I am  confirm’d, 

Fall  what  may  fall. 

« Cra.  Yet  /fill  di/^ife  your  malice 
In  your  humility. 

The.  I am  intruded. 

C«  Thoughiiiyouheartthererageathourandtempefts 

All  calmnefs  in  your  looks. 

The.  I fiiall  remember. 

Cra.  And  at  no  hand,  though  thefe  are  us’d  as  agents 
Acquaint  them  with  your  purpofe  till  the  in/lant  ^ 

That  we  employ  them  ^ ’tis  not  fit  they  have 
Time  to  confider,  when ’tis  done,  reward 
Or  fear  will  keep  them  filcnt : yet  you  may 
Gfticethcm  as  you  pafs  by,  ’twill  make  them  Purer 
And  greedier  to  de/erve  you.  ’ 

Ibe.  I’ll  move  only 

As  you  would  have  me:  Good-day  Gentleman* 

Nay,  fpare  this  ceremonious  form  of  duty  ’ 

To  him  that  brings  love  to  you,  equal  l()vc. 

Arid  is  in  nothing  happier,  than  inknowing’ 

It  is  return’d  by  yoii^  wcaj'c  as  one, 

SpJ.  I am  o’r-joy’d,  I know  not 
How  to  reply  : liut  — — 

Era.  Hang  all  butSj  my  I.ord, 

For  this  your  bounteous  favour 

Nean.  l.ct  me  fpeak, 

If  U)  feed  Vultures  here,  after  the  halter 
Hasdonchis  part,  or  if  there  be  a Hell 
To  take  a Twinge  or  two  there,  may  deferve  this. 

Sof.  \Vc  arc  ready. 

Era.  Try  ns  any  way. 

Nea».  Put  US  to  it. 

The.  W'hat  jewels  1 have  in  you  ? 

Cra.  Have  thefe  fouls, 

That  tor  a good  look,  and  a few  kind  words 
Part  with  their  Eficncc? 

The.  Since  you  will  compell  me 
To  put  that  to  the  tryal,  which  I doubt  not. 

Crates.,  maybe,  fuddainly  will  inftrudt  you 
How,  and  in  what  to  fiicvv  your  loves  ^ obey  him 
As  you  w’ould  bind  me  to  you  : 

Cra.  ’Tis  well-grounded ; 

Leave  me  to  rear  the  building. 

Nean.  We  will  do. 

Cra.  I know’  it. 

Era.  Any  thing  you’ll  put  us  to.  Exeunt. 

Scxna  Secundjy 


Enter  Leonidas,  Merione,  Bcliza,  Servants. 

Leo.  Si/fer,  1 reap  the  harve/l  of  my  labours 
In  your  preferment,  be  you  worthy  of  it, 

And  with  an  open  bofom  entertain 
A greater  fortune  than  my  love  dur/f  hope  Tor ; 

Be  wife,  and  welcome  it:  play  not  the  coy 
And  foolifn  wanton,  with  the  offered  bounties 
Of  him  that  is  a Prince.  I was  woo’d  for  you. 

And  won  Merione:  then  if  you  dare  ^ 

Believe  the  objeft  that  took  me  was  worthy. 

Or  trull  my  judgement,  in  me  think  you  were 
Courted,  filed  to,  and  conquer’d. 

Mer.  Noble  Brother, 

I have,  and  /fill  efteem  you  as  a Father, 

And  >\illas  far  obey  you-,  my  heart  fpeaks'it: 

And  yet  without  your  anger,  give  me  leave 
To  fay.  That  inthe  choice  of  that  on  which 
All  my  lifcs  joyes  or  borrows  have  dcpendancc. 

It  had  been  fit  e’r  you  had  made  a full 
And  abfolutc  grant  of  me  to  any  other, 

I fhould  have  us’d  mine  ow-n  eyes,  or  at  Icaft 
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Made  you  to  underftand,  whether  it  were 
Within  my  power  to  makeafecond  gift 
Of  my  poor  felf, 

Leo.  I know  what  ’tis  you  point  at, 

The  Prince  Theanor'^slovQ  ^ let  not  that  cheat  you  ^ 

His  vows  were  but  meer  Courtftip;,  all  his  fervice 
But  pradicehow  to  entrap  a credulous  Lady: 

Or  grant  it  ferious,  yet  you  muft:  remember 
He’s  not  to  love,  but  where  the  Queen  his  Mother 
Mufl;  give  allowance,  which  to  you  is  barr’d  up 
And  therefore  ftudyto  forget  that  ever 
You  cherifhtfuch  a hope. 

Mer.  I would  Koald. 

Leo.  But  brave  Agenor^  whoiscomein  perlbn 
To  celebrate  this  Marriage,  for  your  love 
Forgives  the  forfeit  of  ten  thoufand  lives, 

That  mull;  have  fall’n  under  the  fword  of  War 
Had  not  this  peace  been  made-,  which  general  good 
Both  Countreys  owe  to  his  afiedion  to  you; 

0 happy  Sifter,  ask  this  noble  Lady 

Your  bofome  friend  (fince  1 fail  in  my  credit) 

What  palme  name, above  all  Princes 

That  Crffff  is  proud  of,  carries,  and  with  luftre. 

Bel.  Indeed  Fame  gives  him  out  for  excellent 
A nd  friend,  I doubt  not  but  when  you  fhall  fee  him  ( Ent.a  Ser. 
He’ll  fo  appear  to  you.  Art  hire  ’tis  he  ? 

Ser.  As  1 live  Madam  — 

Bel.  Virtue  enable  me  to  contain  my  joy. 

’Tis  my  Euphjines. 

Ser.  Yes. 

Bel.  And  he’s  in  health  ? 

Ser.  Moft  certainly  Madam. 

Bel.  I’ll  fee  him  inftantly. 

So  prethee  tell  him.  Exit  Ser. 

Mer.  I yield  my  felf  too  weak 
In  argument  to  oppofe  you : you  may  lead  me 
Whither  you  pleafe. 

Leo.  ’Tis  anfwer’d  like  my  Sifter  ^ 

And  if  in  him  you  find  not  ample  caiife 
To  pray  for  me,  and  daily  on  your  knees. 

Conclude  I have  no  judgement. 

Mer.  May  it  prove  fb : 

Friend,  fliall  we  have  your  company  ? 

Bel.  Two  hours  hence 

1 will  not  fail  you. 

Leo.  At  your  pleafure  Madam.  Ex.  Leo.  axd  Mer. 
Enter  Euphanes. 

Bel.  Could  I in  one  word  fpeak  a thoufand  welcomes 
( And  hearty  ones  ) you  have ’em:  Fie,  my  hand, 
Weftandat  nofuch  diftance,  by  my  life 
The  parting  kifsyou  took  before  your  travel 
Is  yet  a Virgin  on  my  lips,  preferv’d 
With  as  much  care  as  I would  do  my  fame 
To  entertain  your  wifh’d  return. 

Euph.  Beft  Lady, 

That  I do  honour  you,  and  with  as  much  reafon 
As  ever  man  did  virtue-,  that  I love  you. 

Yet  look  upon  you  with  that  reverence  . 

As  Holy  men  behold  the  Sun,  the  Stars, 

The  Tcmpfbs,  and  their  gods,  they  all  can  witnefs* 

And  that  you  have  deferv’d  this  duty  from  me^ 

The  life,  and  means  of  life,  for  which  I owe  you. 
Commands  me  to  profefs  it,  fmee  my  fortune 
Affords  no  other  payment. 

Bel.  I had  thought. 

That  for  the  trifling  courtelies,  as  I call  them, 

(Though you  give  them  another  name)  you  had 
Made  ample  fatisfaftion  in  th’ acceptance, 

And  therefore  did  prefume  you  had  brought  home 
Some  other  Language. 

Eupb.  No  one  I have  learn’d 
Yields  words  fufficient  to  exprefs  your  goodnefs  ^ 


Nor  can  I ever  choofe  another  theme 
And  not  be  thought  unthankful. 

Bel.  Pray  you  no  more 
As  you  refped  me. 

Euph.  That  charm  is  too  powerful 
For  me  to  difobey  it : ’Tis  your  pleafure^ 

And  not  my  boldnefs  Madam. 

Bel.  Good  Euphanes.^ 

Believe  I am  not  one  of  tl^fe  weak  Ladies, 

That  (barren  of  all  inward  worth  ) are  proud 
Of  what  they  cannot  truly  call  their  own. 

Their  birth  or  fortune,  which  are  things  without  them* 
Nor  in  this  will!  imitate  the  world, 

Whofe  greater  part  of  men  think  when  they  give 
They  purchafe  bondmen,  not  make  worthy  friends: 

By  all  that’s  good  I fwear,  I never  thought 
My  great  eftatewas  an  addition  to  me, 

Or  that  your  wants  took  from  you. 

Euph.  There  are  few 
So  truly  underftanding  or  themfelves 
Or  what  they  do  poflefs.  . 

Bell.  Good  Luphjnes.^ 

Where  benefits 

Are  ill  conferr’d,  as  to  unworthy  men, 

That  turn  them  to  bad  ufes,  the  beftow'er 

For  w^anting  judgement  how,  and  on  whom  to  plate  them. 

Is  partly  guilty ; but  when  we  do  favours 
To  Inch  as  make  them  grounds  on  which  they  build 
Their  noble  adions,  there  we  improve  our  fortunes 
To  the  moft  fair  advantage.  If  I fpeak 
Too  much,  though  I confefs  I fpeak  well, 

Prethee  remember  ’tis  a womans  weaknefs. 

And  then  thou  wilt  forgive  it. 

Euph.  You  fpeak  nothing 
But  what  w'ould  well  become  the  wifeft  man ; 

And  that  by  you  deliver’d  is  fo  pleafing 
That  I could  hear  you  ever. 

Bel.  Fly  not  from 

Your  word,  for  I arreft  it : and  will  now 
Exprefs  my  felf  a little  more,  and  prove 
That  whereas  you  profefs  your  felf  my  debtor. 

That  I am  yours. 

Euph.  Yo'urLadyfhip  then  muft  ufe 
Some  Sophiftry  1 ne’r  heard  of. 

Bel.  By  plain  reafons. 

For  look  you,  had  you  never  funk  beheath 
Your  wants,  or  if  thofe  wants  had  found  fupply 
Fiom  Crates^  your  unkind  and  covetous  brother, 

Or  any  other  man,  I then  had  mifs’d 

A fubjedupon  which  I worthily 

Might  exercife  my  bounty : whereas  now 

By'having  happy  opportunity 

To  furnifh  you  before,  and  in  your  travels. 

With  all  conveniencies  that  you  thought  ufefiil. 

That  Gold  which  would  have  rufted  in  my  Colors 
Being  thus  imploy’d,  has  rendred  me  a partner 
In  all  your  glorious  adions.  And  whereas 
Had  you  not  been,  I fhould  have  dy’d  a thing 
Scarce  known,  or  foon  forgotten : there’s  no  Trophy 
In  which  Euphanes  for  his  worth  is  mentioned, 

But  there  you  have  been  careful  to  remember. 

That  all  the  good  you  did  came  from  Beliza. 

Enph.  That  was  but  thankfulnefs. 

Bel.  ’Twas  fnch  an  honour. 

And  fuch  a large  return  for  the  poor  tralb 
1 ventur’d  with  you,  that  if  I fliould  part 
With  all  that  I polfefs,  and  my  felf  too 
Infatisfadion  for  it,  ’ewereftift  fhort 
Of  your  defervings. 

Euph.  You  o’r-prize  them  Madam. 

Bel.  The  Queen  her  felf  hath  given  me  gracious  thanks 
In  your  behalf,  for  (he  hath  heard  Euphanes 
How  gallantly  you  have  maintain’d  her  honour 
In  all  the  Courts  of  Greece : and  reft  allur’d 
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(Though yet  unknown)  when  I prelent  you  to  her. 
Which  Ivvilldotliis  evening,  youlhali  find 
That  fhe  intends  good  to  you. 

Euph.  Worthieft  Lady, 

Since  all  you  labour  for  is  the  advancement 
Of  him  that  will  live  ever  your  poor  fervant. 

He  mult  not  contradid  it. 

Bel.  Here’s  your  Brother, 

’Tis  ftrange  to  fee  himhere.^ 

Enter  Crates. 

Cra^  You  arewelcome  home.  Sir, 

( Your  pardon  Madam  ) I had  thought  my  houfe, 
Confidering  who  I am,  might  have  been  worthy 
Of  your  fir  ft  vifit. 

Euph.  ’Tvvas  not  open  to  me 
When  laft  I faw  you  •,  and  to  me  ’tis  wonder 
That  abfence  which  ftill  renders  men  forgotten 
Should  make  my  prefence  wilh’d  for. 

Bel.  That’s  not  it,  • 

Your  too  kind  Brother  iinderftandingthat 
You  ftand  in  no  need  of  him,  is  bold  to  offer 
His  entertainment. 

Crj.  He  had  never  wanted. 

Or  yours,  or  your  alTiftance,  had  he  practis’d 
The  way  he  might  have  took,  to  have  commanded, 
W'hatever  I call  mine, 

Euph.  1 ftudicdinany. 

But  could  find  none. 

Cra.  You  would  not  find  your  felf.  Sir , 

Or  in  your  felf,  what  was  due  to  me  from  you  : 

The  priviledge  my  birth  bellow’d  upon  me 
Might  challenge  fomc  regard. 

Eupb.  You  had  all  the  Land,  Sir, 

Whatelfc  did  you  expect?  ancll  am  certain 
You  kept  fuch  ft  long  Guards  to  prclervc  it  yours 
; I could  force  nothing  from^ou. 

Cra.  Did  you  ever 
Demand  help  from  me  ? 

Euph,  My  wants  have,  and  often, 

W^ith  open  mouths,  but  you  nor  heard,  nor  law  them  ^ 
May  be  you  look’d  Ifliould  petition  to  you 
As  you  went  to  your  Horlc",  Hatter  your  fervants. 

To  play  the  Brokers  for  my  furtherance,. 

Sooth  *your  worll  humors,  act  the  Paralitc 
On  all  occafious,  write  my  name  with  theirs 
That  are  but  one  degree  remov’d  from  llaves. 

Be  drunk  when  you  would  have  me,  then  wench  with  you. 
Or  play  tht  Pander^  enter  into  Quarrels 
Although  unjuftly  grounded,  and  defend  them 
Becaufe  they  were  yours  -,  thefe  are  the  tyrannies 
Moft  younger  Brothers  groan  liencath  -,  yet  bear  them 
From  the  infultingHeir,  felling  their  freedoms 
At  a lefs  rate  than  what  the  State  allows 
The  fallary  of  bafe  and  common  Strumpets : 

Formy  part,  e’r  on  fuch  low  terms  Ifeed 
Upon  a Brothers  trencher,  let  me  dye 
The  Beggars  death,  and  ftarve. 

Cra.  ’Tis  bravely  fpoken, 

Did  what  you  do  rank  with  it. 

Bel.  Why,  what  does  he 
You  would  not  wifh  were  yours? 

Cra.  I’ll  tell  you  Lady, 

Since  you  rife  up  his  Advocate,  and  lioldly, 

(For  now  I find,  and  plainly  in  whofc  favor 
My  Love  and  Service  to  you  was  neglefted) 

For  all  your  wealth,  nay,  add  to  that  your  beauty. 

And  put  your  virtues  in,  if  you  have  any, 

I would  not  yet  be  pointed  at,  as  he  is. 

For  the  fine  Courtier,  the  womans  m^, 
iThat  tells  my  Lady  ftories,  diflolves  Riddles, 

Uftiersherto  her  Coach,  liesat  her  feet 
Atfolemn  Masks,  applauding  what  fne  laughs  at  ^ 


Reads  her  afleep  anights,  and  takes  his  oath 
Upon  her  Pantoffles,  that  all  excellence 
In  other  Madams  do  but  zany  hers: 

Thefe  you  are  perfedl  in,  and  yet  thefe  take  not 
Or  from  your  birth  and  freedom. 

Ettph.  Should  another 

Say  tnis,  my  deeds,  not  looks  fhouldfhew ; 

Bel.  Contemn  it: 

His  envie  fains  this,  and  he’s  but  reporter. 

Without  a fecond,  of  his  own  dry  fancies. 

Cra.  Yes  Madam,  the  whole  City  fpeaksit  with  me, 

And  though  in  my  diftafte,  ’tis  certain  you 

Are  brought  into  thefeene,  and  withhiifl  cenfur’d; 

For  you  are  given  out  for  the  provident  Lady, 

That  not  to  be  unfurnifli’d  for  herpleafures 
(As  without  them  to  what  vain  ufe  isgreatnefs) 

Have  made  choice  of  an  able  man,  a young  man 
Of  an  Herculean  back  to  do  you  fervice. 

And  one  you  may  command  too,  that  isafrive. 

And  does  what  you  would  have  him. 

Bel.  Youare  foul-mouth’d. 

Cra.  That  can  fpeak  well,write  Ver  fes  too, and  good  ones, 
Sharp  and  conceited,  whole  wit  you  may  lie  with 
When  his  performance  fails  him^  one  you  have 
Maintain’d  abroad  to  learn  new  ways  to  pleafe  you. 

And  by  the  gcxls  you  well  reward  him  for  it. 

No  night  ( in  which  while  you  lye  fick  and  panting  ) 

He  watches  by  you,  but  is  worth  a talent: 

No  conference  in  your  Coach,  which  is  not  paid  with 
A Scarlet  Suit-,  this  the  poor  people  mutter. 

Though  I believe,  for  I am  bound  to  do  fo, 

A Lady  of  your  youth,  that  feeds  high  too. 

And  a moft  exad  Lady,  may  do  all  this 
Out  of  a virtuous  love,  the  laft  boilght  vizard 
That  Leachery  purchas’d. 

Euph.  Not  a word  beyond  this. 

The  reverence  I owe  to  that  one  womb 

In  which  we  both  were  embrions,  makes  me  fufiei 

What’s  paft  -,  but  if  continu’d-  ■ ■ 

Bel.  Stay  your  hand, 

The  Queen  fhall  right  my  honor. 

Cra.  Let  him  do  it. 

It  is  but  marrying  him  and  for  your  anger 
Know  that  I night  it  : when  your  goddefs  here 
Is  weary  of  your  facrifice,  as  fhe  will  be. 

You  know  my  houfe,  and  there  amongft  my  fervants 
Perhaps  you’ll  find  a livery.  Exit, 

Bet.  Be  not  mov’d, 

Iknowthe  rancor  of  his  difpofition. 

And  turn  it  on  himfelf  by  laughing  atitj 
And  in  that  let  me  teach  you. 

Euph-  I learn  gladly.  Exeunt. 

Sana  7ertia, 

Enter  Ncanthes, Sofines,  andEiotonfeveraVy, 

Nean.  You  are  met  unto  my  wifhes,  if  you  ever 
Defir’d  true  mirth  fb  far  as  to  adventure 
To  dye  with  the  extremity  of  laughter, 

I come  before  the  objedl  that  will  do  it  j 
Or  let  me  live  your  fool. 

Sflf.  Who  is’t  Neanthes} 

Nea.  Lamprias  the  Ufiirers  Son. 

Era.  Lamprias  ? the  youth 
Of  fix  and  fifty  ? 

Sof.  That  was  fent  to  travel 
By  rich  till  he  came  to  age. 

And  was  fit  for  a Wife? 

Nea.  The  very  fame,  . 

This  gallant  with  his  Guardian,  and  his  Tutor, 

( And  of  the  three,  who  is  moft  fool  I know  not ; 

Are  newly  come  to  Corinth.,  I’ll  not  ftale  them 

By  giving  up  their  characters  , but  leave  you 

To  make  your  own  difcovciies:  here  they  are.  Sir. 

~ H 


7he  Qt^en  of  Corinth. 

• Enter  Onos,  Uncle  and  Tutor. 

’tMtor.  That  leg  a little  higher-,  very  well. 

Now  put  your  Face  into  the  Travellers  pofture  j 

Exceeding  good. 

Vncle.  Do  you  mark  how  they  admire  him  ? 

"lut.  They  will  be  all  my  Scholars  j when  they  know 

And  underftand  him  truly. 

Era.  Ehadfus  guard  me 

From  this  new  Python. 

Sof.  How  they  have  trimm’dhim  up 

Like  an  old  Reveller  ? 

Nea,  Curl’d  him  and  perfum’d  him, 

, But  that  was  done  with  judgement,  for  he  looks 

Like  one  that  purg’d  perpetually trufl;  me, 

That  Witches  face  of  his  is  painted  too, 

. And  every  ditch  upon  it  buries  more 

Then  would  fet  off  ten  Bawds,  and  all  their  tenants. 

Sof.  See  how  it  moves  towards  us. 

Nea.  There’s  a falutation : 

’Trotli  Gentlemen,  you  have  bellowed  much  travel 

In  training  up  your  Pupil. 

Ittt.  Sir,  great  buildings  , 

Require  great  labours,  which  yet  we  repent  not, 

Since  for  the  Countreys  good  we  have  brought  home 

An  ablblote  man. 

Vnc.  As  an^  of  his  years, 

Corinth  can  Ihew  you. 

Era.  He’s  exceeding  meagre. 

‘Tut.  His  contemplation 

Vnc.  Belldes,  ’tis  fit 

Learners  Ihouldbe  kept  hungry. 

Nea,  You  all  contemplate^ 

For  three  fuch  wretched  pidures  of  lean  famine 

I never  favv  together. 

Vnc.  We  have  fat  minds,  Sir, 

Andtravell’d  to  fave  charges.  Do  you  think 
’Twas  fit  a young  and  hopeful  Gentleman 

Should  be  brought  up  a glutton  ? he’s  my  Ward, 

Nor  was  there  ever  where  I bore  the  bag 

Any  fuperfluous  wafte. 

Era.  Prayyou  canit  Ipeak  ? 

Tut.  He  knows  all  Languages,  but  will  ufe  none. 

They  are  all  too  big  for  his  mouth,  or  elfe  too  little 
T’exprefs  his  great  conceits:  and  yet  of  late 

With  fome  impulfion  he  hath  fet  down 

In  a ftrange  method  by  the  way  of  queftion,' 

And  briefly  to  all  bufinefs  whatfoever 

That  may  concern  a Gentleman. 

Nea.  Good  Sir,  let’s  hear  him. 

Tut.  Come  on.  Sir. 

Nea.  They  have  taught  him  like  an  Ape, 

To  do  his  tricks  by  figns:  now  he  begins. 

Onos.  When  (hall  we  be  drunk  together  } 

Tut,  That’s  the  firft. 

Onos.  Where  lhall  we  whore  to  night  ? 

Vnc.  That  ever  follows. 

Era.  ’Odds  me,  he  now  looks  angry. 

Onos.  Shall  we  quarrel? 

Nea.  With  me  at  no  hand.  Sir. 

Onos.  Then  lets  protcfl:. 

Era.  Is  this  all? 

Tut.  Thefeare,  Sir,  the  four  new  Virtues 

That  are  in  falhion : many  a mile  we  meafur’d 

Before  we  could  arrive  to  this  knowledge. 

Nea.  You  might  nave  fpar’d  that  labour,for  at  home  here 
There’s  little  elle  in  pradice : Ha  ? the  Queen  ? 

Good  friends,  for  half  an  hour  remove  your  motion. 
Tomorrow  willingly  when  we  have  more  leafure 

We’ll  look  on  him  again. 

Onos.  Did  I not  rarely  ? 

■L^«c.Excellent  well. 

Tut.  He  (hall  have  fix  Plumbs  for  it.  Exeunt. 

Leonidas,  Theanor,  Qu^een,  Merione 
Beliza,  Euphanes,  Crates,  Ladies,  Attendants  r it 
Lights. 

^u.  Howmuch  my  Court  is  honour’d  Princely  Brother  ? 1 
n your  vouchfafing  it  your  long’d-for  prefence 

Were  tedious  to  repeat,  fince  ’tis  already  j 

(And heartily)  acknowledg’d  • may  the  gods  i 

That  look  into  Kings  adions,  fmile  upon 

The  league  we  have  concluded-,  and  their  juftice 

Find  me  out  to  revenge  it,  if  I break 

One  Article. 

^ge.  Great  miracle  of  Queens, 

How  happy  I efteem  my  felt  in  being 

Thought  worthy  to  be  numbred  in  the  rank 

Of  your  confederates,  my  love  and  bed  fervicO 

Shall  teach  the  world  hereafter:  but  this  gift 

With  which  you  have  confirm’d  it,  isfofar 

Beyond  my  hopes  and  means  e’r  to  return, 

That  of  neceflity  I muff  dye  oblig’d 

To  your  unanfiver’d  bounty. 

The.  ThefvveetLady 

In  bluflies  gives  your  Kighnefs  thanks.  i 

Believe  it  1 

On  the  Queens  word,  fhe  is  a worthy  one,  | 

And  I am  lb  acquainted  with  her  goodnefs,  1 

That  but  for  this  peace  that  hath  chang’d  my  purpof’j  ' 

And  to  her  more  advancement,  I Ihould  gladly  ; 

Have  call’d  her  Daughter.  ■* 

The.  Though  1 am.depriv’dof  * 

A blelTing,  ’tis  not  in  the  Fates  to  equal,  ^ 

To  Ihew  my  felf  a Subjed  as  a Son, 

Hep  I give  up  my  claim,  and  willingly  < 

With  mine  own  hand  deliver  you  what  once 

I lov’d  above  my  felf-,  and  from  this  hour 
( For  my  affedion  yields  now  to  my  duty  ) 

\' ow  never  to  follicite  her. 

Cra.  ’Tis  well  cover’d  j 

Neanthes^  and  the  reft.  Exam?  Cra.  Nea.  Sof.Er: 

^f.  Nay,  for  this  night 

You  muft  ( for  ’tis  our  Countrey  fafhion.  Sir  ) 

Leave  her  to  her  Devotions,  in  the  morning 

We’ll  bring  you  to  the  Temple. 

Leo.  How  in  this 

Your  Highnefs honours  me? 

Mer,  Sw-eet  reft  to  all. 

Age.  Thiskifs,  and  I obey  you 

Be/.  Pleafe  it  your  Highnefs, 

This  is  the  Gentleman. 

You  are  welcome  home.  Sir, 

( Now  as  I live,  one  of  a promifmg  prefence  ) 

I have  heard  of  you  before,  and  you  lhall  find 

I’ll  know  you  better : find  out  Ibmething  that 

May  do  you  good,  and  reft  allur’d  to  have  it. 

Were  you  at  Sparta  lately  ? 

Euph.  Three  dales  fince 

Madam,  I came  from  thence. 

’Tis  very  late. 

Goodnight  my  Lord,  do  you  Sir  follow  me, 

I muft  talk  further  with  you.  j 

All  reft  with  you.  Exeunt,  j 

Enter  Crates,  Neanthes,  Eraton,  Soficles  dijguis'd  | 

Cra.  She  muft  pafs  through  this  Cloyfter,  fuddainlv 

And  boldly  feize  upon  her. 

Nea.  Where’s  the  Prince  ? 

Cra.  He  does  exped  us  at  the  place  I IhevvM  you.  j 

Enter  Merione  and  Sers'ant. 

I hear  ones  footing,  peace,  ’tis  Ihc  -, 

Mer.  Now  leave  me, 

I know  the  way,  though  Vejia  witnefs  with  me 

I never  trode  it  with  fuch  fear:  help,  help. 

Cra.  Stop  her  mouth  clofe,  out  with  the  Light,  I’ll  guide 
YOU.  Exeunt. 

Adits 
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Scdtnci  f rim  it. 

Enter  Merione  (^asneivly  raviJheJ.) 

Mer.  '"7^0  whom  now  (hall  I cry  ? What  pow’r  thus  kneel 

J And  begmyravifht  honor  back  upon  me  (to? 

Deaf,- deaf,  you  gods  of  goodnefs,  deaf  to  me, 
DeafHeavento  all  my  cries  ^ deaf  hope,  deal  juftice, 

I am  abus’d,  and  you,  that  fee  all,  law  it, 

Saw  it,  and  finird'upon  the  villain  did  it : 

Saw  it,  and  gave  himllrength:  why  have  I pray’d  to  yc, 
When  all  the  worlds  eyes  have  been  funk  in  ilumbcrs? 

Why  have  I then  povvr’d  out  my  tears  ? knccl’d  to  ye  ? 
And  from  the  Altar  of  a pure  heart  lent  yc 
Thoughts  like  your  lelvcs,  white,  innocent,  vows  purer 
And  of  a fweeter  flame  than  all  the  earths  odours? 

Why  have  I fung  your  praifes,  frrew’d  your  Temples, 
And  crown’d  your  Holy  Pricfts  with  Virgin  Roles? 

Is  it  we  hold  ye  powcrlul,  to  dcltroyus? 

Believe,  and  honor  yc,  to  fee  us  ruin’d? 

Thefe  tears  of  anger  thus  I Iprinklc  toward  yc, 

You  that  dare  deep  fecurc  whilfl:  Virgins  liilkr, 

Thefe  ftick  like  Comets,  bla-tc  eternally, 

T ill,  with  the  wonder,  they  have  wak’d  your  juftice, 

And  forc’t  yc  fear  our  curies,  as  we  ;,ojrs. 

Thcanor,  Crates,  nithzizjrJs. 

• 

Mylhame  Hill  follows  me,  and  flill  proclaims  me-. 

He  turns  away  in  Horn,  1 am  contemned  too, 

A more  unmanly  violence  than  the  other  ^ 

Bitten,  and  flung  away?  What  e’r  you  arc 

Sir,  you  that  have  abus’d  me,  and  now  inoft  bafcly 

And  facrilegioiflly  robb’d  this  fair  Temple,  ' 

1 fling  all  thefe  behind  me,  but  look  upon  me. 

But  one  kind  loving  look,  be  what  yc  will. 

So  from  this  hour  you  will  be  mine,  my  Husband  ^ 

And  you  his  hand  in  mifehief,  I (peak  to  you  too, 

Counfel  him  nobly  now  ^ you  know  the  iiiifJiict, 

The  moft  unrighteous  adt  he  has  done,  perfwade  him, 
Pcrlwade  him  like  a friend,  knock  at  his  ConfcieiKc 
TiJl  fair  Repentance  follow  : yet  be  worthy  of  me. 

And  fliew  your  fclf,  if  ever  good  thought  guided  ye;, 

You  have  had  your  foul  will,  make  it  yet  fair  with  marriage  •, 
Open  your  felf  and  take  me,  w'cd  me  now:  ^Vnnj  Ins 

More  fruits  of  villany?  your  Dagger?  come  (V  agger. 
Ye  are  merciful,  I thank  yon  for  your  medicine : 

Is  that  too  w orthy  too  ? 

Enter  therejl  difgitii'J. 

. Devil,  thou  with  him. 

Thou  penny  Bawd  to  his  Luft,  will  not  that  flir  thee? 

Do  you  work  by  tokens  now?  Be  fire  I live  J.ot, 
Foryourowmfaieties  knaves.  I will  lit  patiently  : 

But  as  yearctrue  villains,  the  Devils  own  fervants, 
Andthofc  he  loves  andtrufl-s,  make  it  as  bloody 
An  A(T,  of  fuch  true  horror.  Heaven  w'ould  (hake  at, 
’Tw'illlhcw  the  braver:  goodnefs  hold  my  hopefaft. 

And  in  thy  mercies  look  upon  my  mines. 

And  then  I am  right ; my  eyes  grow  dead  and  heavy : 

Enter  fix  difguis'd^  and  dancing  to  a horrid  Mitfick^^ 

and  fprinkjing  water  on  her  face. 

Wrong  me  no  more  as  ye  are  men. 

The.  She  is  faff. 

Cra.  Away  with  her.  Exeunt. 


of  Corinth.  | 


Sc£na  Secunda. 

Enter  Agenor,  and  Gentlemen. 

Age.  Now  Gentlemen,  the  time’s  come  now  t’enjoy 
That  fruitful  happinefs  my  heart  has  long’d  for:  ^ 

This  day  be  happy  call’d,  and  v/hen  old  Time* 

Brings  it  about  each  year,  crown’d  with  that  Ivveetnefs 
It  gives  me  now,  fee  every  man  oblerve  it, 

And  laying  all  alide  bears  fliew  of  bufinefs,' 

Give  this  to  joy  and  triumph : How  fits  my  cloaths? 

1 Cent.,  Handfome,  and  w'ondrous  well.  Sir. 

Ag.  Do  they  fliew  richly? 

For  to  thole  curious  eyes  even  beauty  envies, 

I muft  not  now  appear  poor,  or  low  fafhion’d^ 

Methinks  T am  younger  than  I was,  far  younger  ^ 

And  fuch  a promife  in  my  blond  I feel  now. 

That  if  there  may  be  a perpetual  youth 
Bellowed  on  man,  I am  that  foul  fhall  win  it : 

Docs  my  hair  ftand  well.  Lord  how  ill-favourdly 

You  havedrelt  me  to  day?  how  baldly?  why  this  Cloak? 

2 Go;,  Why’tis  therichell;,Sir, 

Age.  And  here  ye  have  put  me  on 

A pair  of  Breeches  look  like  a pair  of  Bagpipes. 

1 Gen.  Believe  Sir,  they  fliew  bravely. 

Ag.  Why  thefe  Stockins  ? ’ 

2 Gen.  Your  Leg  appears 

Ag.  Pcuh,  I would  have  had  ’em  Peach-colour, 

All  yonng,  and  new  about  me:  and  this  Scarf  here 
\ goodly  thing : you  have  trickt  me  like  a Puppet. 

I Gen.  I’ll  undertake  to  rig  forth  a whole  Navy, 

And  with  Icls  labor  than  one  man  in  love. 

They  arc  never  pleas’d. 

iGen.  hlcthinks  he  looks  well. 

1 Gen.  Well : 

As  man  can  look,  as  handfome:  now  do  I wonder 
He  found  not  fault  his  Nofe  was  put  on  ugly. 

Or  his  Eyes  lookt  too  gray,  and  rail  at  us. 

They  arc  the  waywards  things,  thefe  Lovers. 

2 Gent.  All  will  be  right 

W hen  once  it  comes  to  th’  pulli. 

I Gent.  I would  they  were  at  it 
For  our  own  quiet  fake. 

• Ag.  Come,  wait  upon  me. 

And  bear  your  felves  like  mine,my  friends,and  nobly.  Ex. 
Scana  I'ertia. 

h.nter  Theanor,  Crates,  andEiatcs^  bringing  Merione. 

Erat.  This  is  her  Brothers  door. 

Cra.  There  lay  her  down  then. 

Lay  her  along:  file  is  fall:  ftill. 

Ser.  As  forgetfulnefs. 

Cra.  Be  not  you  ftirr’d  now,  but  away  to  your  Mother, 
Give  all  attendance,  let  no  ftain  appear 
Of  fear,  or  doubt  in  your  face:  carry  your  felf  confidently. 
7he.  But  whither  runs  your  dr  ift  now  ? 

Cra.  Whenlhe  wakes. 

Either  what’s  done  will  fhew  a meer  dream  to  her, 

And  carry  no  more  credit : or  fay  fhc  find  it. 

Say  file  remember  all  the  circumftances, 

T wenty  to  one  the  lhapes  in  which  they  were  a<Ted, 

The  horrors,  and  the  ftill  affrights  we  fhew’d  her, 

Rifing  in  wilder  figures  to  her  memory 
Will  run  her  mad,  and  no  man  guefs  the  reafbn : 

If  all  thefe  fail,  and  that  fhe  rife  up  perfed, 

Andfo  colled  her  felf,  believe  this.  Sir, 

Not  knowing  who  it  was  that  did  this  to  her. 

Nor  having  any  power  to  ghefs  ^ the  thing  done  too 
Being  the  utter  undoing  of  her  honor 
If  it  be  known,  and  to  the  worlds  eye  publifh’9,  • 
Efpccially  at  this  time  when  Fortune  courts  her. 

She  muft  and  will  conceal  it-,  nay,  forget  it. 

The  woman  is  no  Lucrece-.,  get  you  gone  Sir, 

And  as  you  would  have  more  of  this  fix)rt,  fear  not. 

7he. 


The  Queen  of  Corinth. 


7 


The.  I am  confirm’d,  farewel. 

Cra.  Farewel,  away  Sir : 

Difiperfe  your  lelves,  and  as  you  love  his  favour, 

And  that  that  crowns  it, , Gold,  no  tongues  amongft  ye. 

You  know  your  charge,  this  way  goes  no  fufpicion.  Ex. 

fwffrAgenor,  Leonides,  /irt?  Gent. 

Ag.  You  are  ftirring  early,  Sir. 

Leo.  It  was  my  duty 
To  wait  upon  your  Grace. 

Ag.  How  fares  your  Sifter, 

My  beauteous  Miftrils,  what  is  Ihe  ready  yet  ? (way 
Leo.  No  doubt  lhe'’ll  lofe  no  time  Sir,yoang  Maids  in  her 
Tread  upon  thorns,  and  think  an  hour  an  age 
Till  the  Prieft  has  done  his  part,  that  theirs  may  follow; 
Ifawher  not  finceyefterday  i’th’  evening: 

But  Sir,  1 am  fure  Ihe  is  not  flack  •,  believe  me. 

Your  grace  will  find  a loving  foul. 

Ag.  Afvveetone, 

And  fo  much  joy  1 carry  in  the  thought  of  it. 

So  great  a happinefs  to  know  fne  is  mine  ^ 

Believe  me  noble  Brother,  that  to  exprefs  it 
Methinksa  Tongue’s  a poor  thing;  can  do  nothing,  . 
Imagination  lefts : who’s  that  that  lies  there  ? 

Leo.  Where  Sir? 

Ag.  Before  die  door,  it  looks  like  a woman ; 

Leo.  This  way  1 came  abroad,  but  then  there  was  no- 
Oneof  the  Maids  o’rwatch’d  belike ; (thing, 

Ag.  It  maybe. 

Leo.  But  methinks  this  is  no  fit  place  to  fleep  in  . 

1 Gent.  ’Tis  ftureawoman  Sir,  flie  has  jewels  on  too: 
She  fears  no  foul  play  fture. 

Leo.  Bring  a Torch  hither, 

Yett’is  not  perfedtday;  I ftiould  know  thofte  Garments. 

Ag.  How  found  Ihe  fleeps  ? 

Leo.  lam  forty  to  fee  this. 

Ag.  Do  you  know  her  ? 

Leo.  And  you  now  I am  fure  Sir. 

Ag.  My  Miftrifs,  how  comes  this  ? 

Enter  Queen,  Theanor,  Beliza,  Euphanes,  Neanthes, 
Attendants. 

Leg.  The  Queen  and  her  train? 

You  know  my  pleafure. 

Euph.  And  will  be  moft  careful. 

Be  not  long  abfent,  the  fuit  you  preferr’d 
Is  granted. 

Nea.  This  fellow  mounts  apace,  and  will 
Towre  o’rus  like  a Falcon. 

Good  morrow  to  ye  all,  why  ftand  ye  wondring  ? 
Enter  the  houfeSir,  and  bring  out  your  Miftrifs, 

You  muftobferve  our  Ceremonies;  what’s  the  matter? 
What’s  that  ye  ftand  at?  How  Merione} 
Afleepi’th’ftreet?  belike  Ibme  fudden  Palfie 
Asflieftept  outlafc  night  upon  devotion. 

To  take  her  farewel  of  her  Virgin  ftate. 

The  air  being  fliarp  and  piercing,  ftruck  her  fiiddenly: 
See  if  Ihe  breath. 

Leo.  A little. 

Wake  her  tlien, 

’Tis  fure  a fit. 

Ag.  She  wakes  her  felf. 

Give  room  to  her. 

See  how  the  fpirits  ftruggle  to  recover. 

And  ftrongly  reinforce  their  ftrength  •,  for  certain 
This  was'  no  natural  fleep. 

The.  I am  of  your  mind,  Madam. 

$ie.  No  Son,  it  cannot  be. 

Pray  Heaven  no  trick  in’t*. 

Good  Soul  Ihe  little  merits  fuch  a mifthief. 

^f.  She  is  broad  awake  now,  and  her  fence  deers  up,- 
’Twas  fure  a fit  •,  ftand  off 

Msr.  The  Queen,  my  Love  here. 

And  all  my  noble  friends?  Why  where  am  I? 


How  am  I tranc’d,and  moap’d?  i’th’ftreet  ? Heaven  blefs  me 

Shame  to  my  Sex  •,  o th’  ground  too  ? O I remember 

Leo.  How  wild  Ihe  looks  ? 

Ag.  Oh  my  cold  heart,  how  Ihe  trembles  ? 

Mer.  Oh  I remember,  I remember. 

What’s  that? 

Mer.  My  lhame,  my  fliame,  my  lhame ; Oh  I remember 
My  never-dying  fliarae. 

The.  Here  has  been  villanie. 

I fear  lb  too. 

Mer.  You  are  no  Furies  arc  ye? 

No  horrid  fnapes  fent  to  aftright  me  ? 

Ag.  Nofweet, 

We  are  your  friends ; look  up,  I am  Agenor^ 

O my  Merione.y  that  loves  you  dearly ; 

And  come  to  marry  ye. 

Leo  Sifter,  what  ail  ye  ? 

Speak  out  your  griefs,  and  boldly 

Ag.  Something  fticks  here 
Will  choakyeelle. 

Mer.  1 hope  it  will. 

Be  free  Lady, 

You  have  your  loving  friends  about  ye. 

Ah.  Dear  A/ovb;;.», 

By  the  unfpotced  love  I ever  bore  ye. 

By  thine  own  goodnefs  — 

Mer.  Oh  ’tis  gone,  ’tis  gone  Sir, 
lam  nowl  know  not  what:  pray  ye  look  not  on  me. 

No  name  is  left  me,  nothing  to  inherit 
But  that  detefted,  bafe,  and  branded  — 

Ag.  Speak  it. 

And  how  ^ difeafes  of  moft  danger 
Their  caules  once  difcover’d  are  eafily  cur’d ; 

My  fair  Merione. 

Mer.  I thank  your  love  Sir  ^ 

When  I was  fair  Merione.^  unfpotted. 

Pure,  and  unblafted  in  the  bud  you  honour’d. 

White  as  the  heart  of  truth,  then  Prince  Agenor., 

Even  then  I was  not  worthy  of  your  favour 
Wretch  that  I am,  lefts  worthy  now  of  pitty: 

Let  no  good  thing  come  near  me,  virtue  flie  me-, 

You  that  have  honeft  liable  names  defpife  me. 

For  I am  nothing  now  but  a main  peftilence 

Able  to  poifon  all.  Send  thofte  unto  me 

That  have  forgot  their  names,  ruin’d  their  fortunes, 

Defpis’d  their  honours  ^ thofte  that  have  been  Virgins 

Ravilh’d  and  wrong’d,  , and  yet  dare  live  to  tell  it. 

The.  Now  it  appears  too  plain. 

Mer.  Send  thofte  fad  people 

That  hate  the  light,  and  curfe  fociety  (niially 

Whofe thoughts  are  Graves,  and  fromwhofc  eyesconti- 
Their  melting  fouls  dropout,  fend  thofte  to  me^ 

And  when  their  Ibrrows  are  moft  excellent. 

So  full  that  one  grief  more  cannot  be  added. 

My  Story  like  a torrent  ftiall  devour  ’em. 

Hark,  it  muft  out  but  pray  ftand  clofe  together, 

And  let  not  all  the  world  hear. 

Leo.  Speak  it  boldly. 

Mer.  And  Royal  Lady,  think  but  charitably. 

Your  Grace  has  known  my  breeding. 

§>H.  Pretheefpeak  it. 

Mer.  Is  there  no  ftranger  here  ? fend  off  you r fen^ants. 
And  yet  it  muft  be  known ; 1 lhakc. 

Ag.  Sweet  Miftrifs. 

Mer.  I am  abus’d,  bafely  abus’d-,  do  youghefs  yet? 
Come  clofe.  I’ll  tell  ye  jdainer^  lam  whor’d, 

Ravifli’d,  and  robb’d  of  Honour. 

Leo.  Oh  the  Devil. 

Ag,  What  hellifli  Slave  was  this  ? 

The.  A wretch,  a wretch, 

A damned  wretch : do  you  know  the  Villain,  Lady  ? 

Mer.  No. 

The.  Notbyghefs? 

Mer.  Oh  no. 

Ihe. 
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The.  Itmufc  be  known, 

Where  was  the  place  ? 
i\i:r.  I know  not  neither. 

Ag.  O Heaven, 

Is  this  the  happy  time?  my  hope  to  this  come? 

Leo.  Neither  the  man  nor  circumftances  ? 

7 be.  His  toncue. 

Did  yon  not  hear  his  tongue,  no  voice? 

Mer.  None,  none  Sir: 

All  I know  oi  him  was  his  violence, 

Ag.  How  came  ye  hither,  Sweet  ? 

Mer.  I know  not  neither. 

T.be.  A cunning  piece  of  vil'any. 

Mcr.  All  J remember 
Is  only  this : Going  to  Ve^as  T cmplc 
To  give  the  goddefs  my  lafi:  Virgin  prayei's. 

Near  to  that  place  I was  luddainly  fiirpri/.’d. 

By  live  or  fix  difgiris’d,  and  trom  thence  violently 
To  my  dilhonour  hal’d:  that  Aft  perform’d. 

Brought  back,  but  how,  or  whether,  tiil  I wak’d  here. — 
The.  This  is  I'o  monftrous,  the  gods  cannot  liilRr  it  j 
I have  not  read  in  all  the  villanies 
Committed  by  the  moll  obdurate  Rafcals, 

An  ad  fo  tru  y impious. 

Leo.  Would  I knew  him. 

The.  He  mull  be  known,  the  Devil  cannot  hide  him. 

If  all  the  Art  I have,  or  power  can  do  it,- 
He  mail  befcnind,  andfnch  a way  of  jiilHcc 
InHidedon  him:  A Lady  wrong’d  in  my  Court, 

And  this  way  rob’d,  and  ruin’d  ? 

The.  Be  contented  Aladam, 

If  he  be  above  ground  1 will  have  him. 

Ag.  Fair  virtuous  .Maid,  take  comfort  yet  and  Honrilh, 
Inm'y  lovcnoiirilh : the  llain  w as  forc’d  ni^n  yc 
None  of  your  wills,  nor  yours-,  rile,  and  rife  mine  Rill, 
And  rile  the  fame  white,  I'wcct,  lair  foul,  1 lov’d  yc. 

Take  me  the  fame. 

A/fr.  I kneel  and  thank  yc.  Sir, 

Audi  mufl:  fay  ye  arc  truly  honourable: 

And  dare  confefs  my  Will,  yet  fl  ill  a Virgin  ^ 

But  fo  unfit  and  weak  a Cabinet 
To  keep  your  love  and  virtue  inam  I now. 

That  have  been  forc’d  and  broken,  loft  my  lull  re, 

I mean  this  body,  fo  corrupt  a Volume 
For  you  to  Itudy  goodnefs  in,  and  honor, 

I fhall  intreat  your  Grace,  confer  that  happinels 

Upon  a beauty  forrow  never  faw  yet 

And  when  this  grief  f1:all  kill  me,  as  it  mufl  do. 

Only  remember  yet  yehadfuch  aMiflrifs-, 

And  if  ye  then  dare  Iheda  tear,  yet  honour  me: 

Good  Gentlemen,  evprefs  yo’.ir  pities  tome, 

Infccking  out  thisvillany and  inylaft  fuit 
Is  to  your  Grace,  that  I may  have  your  favour 
To  live  a poor  reclufoNun  with  this  Lady, 

From  Court  and  company,  till  Heaven  fliall  hear  me, 

And  fend  me  comfort,  or  death  end  my  milery. 

Take  your  own  Will,  my  very  heart  bleeds  for  thee. 
Ag.  Farvvell  lince  I have  not  thee. 

I’ll  wed  thy  goodnefs,  and  thy  memorv. 
l.eo.  And  I her  fair  revenge. 

The.  Away:  let’s  follow  it. 

For  he  is  fo  rank  i’  th’  wind  we  cannot  mifs  him.  Exeunt. 

Sc£HJ  ^jrtj. 

Enter  Crates  and  Conon. 

Cra.  Coww,  you  are  welcome  home,  ye  are  wondrous 
Is  this  your  firlt  arrival  ? (welcome, 

Co.  Sir,  but  now 
I rcaclit  the  Town. 

Cra.  Y’are  once  more  welcome  then. 

Co.  I thank  yc,  noble  Sir. 

Cra.  Pray  yc  do  me  the  honor 


T o make  my  poor  houfe  firft-— 

Con.  Pray  Sir  excufeme, 

I have  not  feen  mine  own  yet^  nor  made  happy 
Thefe  longing  eyes  with  thofe  I love  there:  what’s  this  a 
Cra.  It  leems  fo  by  the  outfide.  (Tavera? 

Co.  Step  in  here  tljen. 

And  fince  it  offers  it  felf  fo  freely  to  us, 

A place  made  only  for  liberal  entertainment, 

Let’s  feek  no  further,  but  make  ufe  of  this. 

And  after  theGrffi^fafhion,  to  our  friends 
Crown  a round  cup  or  two. 

Enter  Vintner  and  Drawer. 

Cra.  Your  pleafore.  Sir. 

Drawers,  who  waits  within  ? 

Draw.  Anon,  anon  Sir. 

Vint.  Look  into  the  LiUy-pot ; why  Af<*rj^  there  \ 

You  are  welcome  Gentlemen-,  heartily  welcome 
iMy  noble  friend. 

Cra.  Let’s  have  good  Wine  mine  Hoft,  * 

And  a fine  private  room. 

Vint.  Will  ye  be  there  Sir  ? 

W’hat  is’t  you’ll  drink  ? I’ll  draw  your  Wine  my  felf : 
Quiflions  yc  knaves : why  when  ? 

Enter  Drawer. 

'Drarv.  Anon,anon  Sir. 

Tint.  Chios.,  or  Lebos,  GreekJ 
Crj.  Your  belt  and  neatefl:. 

Vint.  I’ll  draw  ye  that  fnalL  dance. 

Crj.  Away,  be  quick  then.  Exit.  Vintner 

Con.  How  docs  your  Brother,  Sir,  my  noble  friend 
The  good  Eupbanes  } in  all  my  courfeof  travel 
I met  not  with  a Gentleman  fo  flirnifhM 
In  gcnticncfs  and  conrtefie^  believe  Sir, 

So  many  friendly  Offices  1 receiv’d  from  him. 

So  great,  and  timely,  and  enjoy’d  his  company 
In  Inch  an  open  and  a liberal  fwcetnefs, 

That  when  1 dare  forget  him 

Cra.  He’s  in  good  health.  Sir, 

But  you  w'ill  find  him  a much  alter’d  man, 

Grown  a great  Courtier,  Sir. 

Co.  He’s  worthy  of  it. 

Cr.t.  A man  drawn  up,  that  leaves  no  print  behind  him 
Of  what  he  was : thofe  goodnefles  you  (peak  of 
That  have  been  in  him,  thofe  that  you  call  freedoms. 
Societies,  and  fw’cctncfs,  look  for  now.  Sir, 

You’ll  find  no  fhadow^s  of  them  left,  no  found. 

The  very  Air  he  has  liv’d  in  alter’d : now  behold  him. 
And  you  fhall  fee  a thing  walk  by,  look  big  upon  yc. 

And  cry  for  places  I am  the  Queens,  give  room  there  : 

If  you  bow  low,  may  be  he’ll  touch  the  Bonnet, 

Or  fling  a forced  fmile  at  yefor  a favour. 

Co.  He  is  your  brother.  Sir. 

Crj.  Thefe  forms  put  off. 

Which  travel,  and  Court  Holy-w'ater  fprinklc  on  him, 

I dare  accept,  and  know  him : you’ll  think  it  Ilrange,  Sir, 
That  even  to  me,  to  me  his  natural  Brother, 

And  one  by  birth  he  owes  a little  honor  too 

Enter  V'intner  with  Wine. 


(But  that’s  all  one)  come,  give  me  fomcWme,mine  Hoft, , 
Here’s  to  your  fair  return. 

Con.  I wonder  at  it. 

But  fure  he  has  found  a nature  not  worth  owning 
In  this  way  -,  elfo  I know  he  is  tender  carried. 

I thank  ye.  Sir : and  now  durft  I prefume 
For  all  you  tell  me  of  thefe  alterations. 

And  ftops  in  his  fweet  nature,  which  till  I find  fo, 

I have  known  him  now  fo  long,  and  look’d  fo  through  him. 
You  muftgive  me  leave  to  be  a little  faithlefs : 

I fay  for  all  thefe,  if  you  pleafe  to  venture 
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I’ll  lay  the  Wine  we  drink,  let  me  fend  for  him 
(Even  I that  am  the  pooreft  of  his  fellovvfhip) 

But  by  a Bdy  oth’  houfe  too,  let  him  have  bufinefs, 
let  him  attend  the  Queen,  nay  Jet  his  Miftrifs 

betwixt  her  arms,  he  fliall  come  tome. 

And  Ihall  drink  with  me  too,  love  me,  and  heartily,  ' 
Lnce  a true  honeft  man  bid  me  welcome  home 
I am  confident. 

Cra.  You  will  loofe. 

Con.  You’l  Hand  to  th’wager  ? ' 

Cra.  With  all  my  heart. 

Cnn.  Go  Boy,  and  tell  Eubhaner. 

Bny.  He’s  now  gone  up  the  ftreet  Sir, 

With  a great  train  of  Gallants. 

Cra.  What  think  you  now  Sir  ? 

Con.  Go,  and  overtake  him. 

Commend  my  love  unto  him : my  name  is  ConoHy 
Tell  him  I am  new  arriv’d,  and  where  I am. 

And  would  requefi:  to  fee  him  prelently: 

Ye  fee  I ufe  olddudgen  phrafe  to  draw  him. 

Cra.  I’ll  hang  and  quarter  when  you  draw  him  hither. 
Con.  A way  Boy. 

Boy,  I am  gone  Sir.  £xit 

Con.  Here’s  to  you  now. 

And  you  lhali  find  his  travel  has  not  Ifopt  hinl 
As  you  fuppofe,  nor  alter’d  any  freedome  . 

But  made  him  far  more  clear  and  excellent^ 

It  draws  the  grofnefs  off  the  underftanding , 

And  renders  adive  and  indullrious  fpirits : 

He  that  knows  moil  mens  manners , muft  of  necefiity 
Beft  know  his  own , and  mend  thole  by  example : 

’Tis  a dull  thing  to  travel!  like  a Mill-horfe , 

Still  in  the  place  he  was  born  in,  lam’d  and  blinded  ^ 
Living  at  home  is  like  it : pure  and  ftrong  fpirits 
That  like  the  fire  ftill  covet  to  fly  upward. 

And  to  give  fire  as  well  as  take  it cas’d  up,  and  mewd  here 
mean  at  home,  like  lufty  metled  Horfes , 

Only  ty’d  up  in  Stables,  to  pleafe  their  Mailers , 

3eat  out  their  fiery  lives  in  their  own  Litters  , 

Why  do  not  you  travel  Sir  ? 

Cra.  I have  no  belief  in’t 
fee  fb  many  ftrange  things , half  unhatcht,  to 
Return,  thofe  that  w'ent  out  men,  and  good  men , 

They  look  like  potdi’d  Eggs  with  the  fouls  fuckt  out 
impty  and  hill  of  wind  : all  their  affedions 
Are  bak’d  in  Rye  cruft,  to  hold  carriage 
dom  this  good  T own  to  th’other : and  when  they  are 
They  are  fb  ill  cooked  and  mouldy — (open’d. 

Con.  Ye  are  pleafant. 

Cra.  I’ll  Ihew  ye  a pack  of  thefe ; I have  ’em  for  ye , 
That  have  been  long  in  travel  too. 

Con.  Pleafe  you  Sir. 

Cra.  You  know  the  Merchants  walk.  Boy  ? 

2 Boy.  Very  well. 

Cra,  And  you  remember  thofe  Gentlemen  were  here 
The  other  day  with  me  ? 

2 Boy.  Yes. 

Cra.  Then  go  thither, 

-’or  there  I am  fure  they  are,  pray  ’em  come  hither, 

(And  ufe  my  name)  I would  be  glad  to  fee  ’em. 

Enter  i Boy. 

I Boy.  Your  Brother’s  coming  in  Sir. 

Vint.  Odds  my  palTion , 

Out  with  the  Plate  ye  knaves : bring  the  new  Quiftiions , 
And  walh  thofe  GlafTes  1 fet  by  for  high  days, 

Perflime  the  rooms  along , why  Sirrah. 

I Boy.  Here  Sir. 

Vint.  Bid  my  Wife  make  her  felf  ready  handfomly. 
And  put  on  her  befc  Apron : it  may  be 
Tile  noble  Gentleman  will  look  upon  her. 


Enter  Euphanes  and  two  Gentlemen, 

Enph.  Where  is  he  Boy? 

V int.  Your  worlhip’s  heartily  welcome - 
ft  jo^s  my  very  heart  to  fee  ye  here  Sir. 
ne  Gentleman  that  lent  for  your  honor——— 

Eupb.  O good  mine  Hoft. 

Vint  To  my  pwr  homely  houfe,  and’t  like  your  honor. 
^nph.  1 thank  thine  honor  good  mine  Hoft,  where  is  he? 

Con.  What  think  ye  now  ? my  beft  Euphanes. 

Eupb.  Canon,  welcome  my  friend,  my  noble  friend  how 
Are  you  in  fafety  come,  in  health?  (is  it? 

Con.  All  health,  all  fafety,  ^ 

Riches,  and  all  that  makes  content  and  happinefs 
Now  1 am  here  I have : how  have  you  far’d  Sir  ? 

Eupb.  Well,  1 thank  Heaven , and  never  nearer  friend 
To  catch  at  great  occafion. 

Con.  Indeed  I joy  in’t. 

Eupb.  Nor  am  1 for  my  felf  born  in  thefe  fortunes. 

In  truth  I love  my  friends. 

Con.  You  were  noble  ever. 

Cra.  I thought  you  had  not  known  me.  Eupb.falutes  Cra. 
Eupb.  Yes,  ye  are  my  Brother, 

My  elder  Brother  too,  would  your  affedlions 
Were  able  but  to  ask  that  love  I owe  to  ye. 

And  as  I give , preferve  it ; here  friend  Canon, 

To  your  fair  welcome  home. 

Con.  Dear  Sir,  I thank  ye , 

Fill  it  toth’brim.  Boy:  Crates. 

Cra.  I’ll  pledge  you , 

But  fbr  that  glorious  Comet  lately  fired. 

Con.  Fie,  fie  Sir,  fie. 

Eupb.  Nay,  let  him  take  his  freedomes. 

He  ftirs  not  me  I vow  to  ye  •,  much  left  llains  me. 

Cra.  Sir,  1 cannot  talk  with  that  neat  travelling  tongue. 
Con.  As  I live , he  has  the  worft  belief  in  men  abroad. 

Enter  the  2.  Boy. 

I am  glad  I am  come  home. 

3.  Bay.  Here  are  the  Gentlemen. 

Cra.  O let  ’em  enter  : now  you  that  tmfc  in  travel. 
And  make  fharp  Beards , and  little  Breeches  Deities , 

You  that  inhaunce  the  daily  price  of  Tooth-picks, 

And  hold  there  is  no  homebred  happineft , 

Behold  a model  of  your  minds  and  adions. 

Eupb.  Though  this  be  envious,yct  done  ith’ way  of  mirth, 

I am  content  to  thank  ye  for’t. 

Con.  ’Tis  well  yet.  ^ 

Cra.  Let  the  Maske  enter.' 

Enter  Onos,  bis  Unkle  and  Tutor. 

Onos.  A pretty  Tavcrne  ’faith , of  a fine  ftrudure. 

Vnc.  Bear  your  felf  like  a Gentleman,  here’s  fix  pence. 
And  be  fiire  you  break  ao  Glaflb. 

Tut.  Hark  ye  Pupill, 

Go  as  I taught  you,  hang  more  upon  your  hams. 

And  put  your  knees  out  bent:  there,  yet  a little: 

Now  I befeech  ye , be  not  fo  improvident 
To  fbrget  your  travelling  pace , ’tis  a main  pofture , 

And  to  all  unayr’d  Gentlemen  will  betray  you ; 

Play  with  your  Pifa  Beard ; why,  where’s  your  brufh  Pupill? 
He  muft  have  a Brufn  Sir. 

Vnc.  More  charge  yet? 

Tut.  Here,  take  mine, 

Thefe  elements  of  travel  he  muft  not  want  Sir. 

Vnc.  Ma’foy  , he  has  had  fome  nineteen  pence  in  ele- 
What  would  you  more  ? (ments. 

Tut.  Durus  mehercle  pater. 

Con.  What  Monfieur  ones,  the  very  pump  of  travell? 

Sir  as  I live  you  have  done  me  the  greateft  kindnes, 

’ B O 
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0 my  fair  Sir,  Lampree^  the  careful  Unkle 

To  this  young  hopefiil  iffue:^  Monfeur  T«for  too. 

The  father  to  his  mind Gome,  come,  let’s  hug  Boyes, 
Why  what  a bunch  of  travel  do  I embrace  now , 
Methinks  I put  a Girdle  about  Europe  ^ 

How  has  the  boy  profited  ? 

Vnc.  He  has  enough  Sir, 

If  his  too  fiery  mettle  do  not  mar  it." 

Con.  Is  he  not  thrifty  yet  ? 

Tut.  That’s  all  his  fault , 

Too  bounteous  minded  being  underage  too  , 

A great  confumer  of  his  ftock  in  Pippins, 

Had  ever  a hot  flomach. 

Con.  Come  hither  Omoj-, 

Will  you  love  me  for  this  fine  Apple? 

Gnos.  We. 

Con.  And  will  ye  be  rul’d  by  me  fometimes  ? 

Onos.  ’Faith  I will. 

Con.  That’s  a good  boy, 

Vnc.  Pray  give  not  the  child  fo  much  fruit , 

He’s  of  a raw  Complexion 

Eupb.  You  Monheur  hard  ege , 

Do  you  remember  me?  Do  you  remember 
When  you  and  your  Conforttravell’d  through  Hungary  ? 
Con.  He’s  in  that  circuit  ftill. 

Euph.  Do  you  remember 

Thecantell  of  immortal  Cheefe  ye  carried  with  ye. 

The  half  cold  Gabbedge  in  a leather  Sachell, 

And  thofe  invincible  Eggs  that  would  lye  in  your  bowells 
A fortnight  together,  and  then  turn  to  bedllaves  i 
Your  fo.vre  milk  that  would  choak  an  Irijh  man. 

And  bread  was  bak’d  in  C^fars  time  for  the  Army  ? 

Con.  Providence,  providence. 

7ut.  The  Ibul  of  travel. 

Euph.  Can  the  boy  fpeak  yet  ? 

Tut.  Yes,  and  as  fine  a Gentleman, 

1 thank  my  able  knowledge,  he  has  arriv’d  at. 

Only  a little  fparing  of  his  Language , 

Which  every  man  of  obfervation — 

Vnc.  And  of  as  many  tongues. 

Tut.  Pray  be  content  Sir, 

You  know  you  are  for  the  bodily  part,  thePurfe, 

I for  the  magazin,themind. 

Euph.  Come  hither  fpringall. 

On.  That  in  the  Almain  Tongue  fignifies  a Gentleman. 
Euph.  What  think  you  of  the  forms  of  Italy  or  Spain} 
Onos.  I love  mine  own  Coiintrey  Pippin. 
lut.  Nobly  anTwer’d, 

Born  for  his  Countrey  firfl. 

Eupb.  A great  Philofopher : 

What  Horfes  do  yon  prefer? 

Onos.  The  white  horfe  Sir, 

There  where  I lye  s honefl  and  a jufl:  bealt, 

Itst  O caput  lepidum  : a Child  to  lay  this. 

Are  thefe  figures  for  the  mouths  of  Infants? 

Con.  Onos.,  what  wenches  ? 

Come,  tell  me  true. 

On.  I cannot  fpeak  without  book. 

Con.  When  fiiall  we  have  one,  ha  ? 

On.  Steal  me  from  mine  Llnckle, 

'or  look  you,  I am  broke  out  horribly 
For  want  of  fleflily  Phyfick : they  fay  I am  too  young , 
And  that  ’twill  fpoyle  my  growth  but  could  you  help  me? 
Con.  Meet  me  to  morrow  man,  no  more. 

Euph.  You  tlyjnk  now 

Ye  have  open’d  fuch  a fhame  to  me  of  travell, 

^y  fliewing  thefe  thin  Cubs:  ye  have  honour’d  us 
Againft  your  will , proclaim’d  us  excellent : 

Three  Frails  of  Sprats  carried  from  Mart-,  to  Mart,  ^ 

Are  as  much  Meat  as  thele,  to  more  ufe  travell’d  ^ 

A bunch  of  bloted  fools ; me  thinks  your  judgment 
Should  look  abroad  fometimes  without  your  envy. 

Cra.  Such  are  molt  of  you : lb  I take  my  leave , 

And  when  you  find  your  Womens  favor  fail , 


’Tis  ten  to  one  you’l  know  your  felf,  and  feek  me 
Upon  a better  Muller  of  your  manners. 

Con.  This  is  not  handfome  Sir. 

Euph.  Pray  take  your  pleafure , 

You  wound  the  wind  as  much 

Cra.  Come  you  with  me, 

1 have  bufinefsforyou  prefently:  there’s  for  your  Wine. 
I mult  confefs  I loll  it. 

On.  Shall  I Heal  to  ye 
And  lhall  we  fee  the  Wench  ? 

Con.  A dainty  one. 

On.  And  have  a dilli  of  Pippins  ? 

Con.  What  a peck  man. 

Tut.  Will  you  wait  Sir. 

Con.  Pray  let’s  meet  oftner  Gentlemen , 

I would  not  lofe  ye. 

Tut.  O fweet  Sir. 

Con.  Do  you  think  I would. 

Such  noted  men  as  you  ? 

Onos.,Vnc.Tt{t.  We  are  your  Servants.  Exeunt. 

Euph.  That  thing  they  w'ould  keep  in  everlalling  nonage, 
My  brother  for  his  own  ends  has  thrull  on 
Upon  my  Millrifs , ’tis  true,  he  lhall  be  rich 
If  ever  he  can  get  that  Rogue  his  Unkle 
To  let  him  be  of  years  to  come  to  inherit  it. 

Now  what  the  main  drift  is 

Con.  Say  ye  fo  ? no  more  words. 

I’ll  keep  him  company  till  he  be  of  years , 

Though  it  be  a hundred  years , but  I’il  difcover  it  ^ 

And  ten  to  one  I’ll  crofs  it  too. 

Euph.  You  are  honell , 

And  1 lhall  Itudy  Hill  your  love:  farewell  Sir, 

For  thefe  few  hours  I mull  defire  your  pardon  , 

I have  bufinefs  of  importance : once  a day 
At  leall  I hope  you’ll  fee  me : I mull  fee  you  elfe  : 

So,'  once  more  ye  are  welcome. 

Con.  All  my  thanks  Sir, 

And  when  Heave  to  love  you,  life  go  from  me.  Exeunt. 


jBus  Tertius. 

Scaena  Prima. 

Enter  Theanor  and  Crates. 

Cra.  T'TTHySir,  theKingdomeshis,  and  no  man  nov7 
VV  Can  come  to  Corinth.,  or  from  Corinth  go 
Without  his  Licence  •,  he  puts  up  the  tithes 
Of  every  office  through  Achaia  *, 

From  Courtier  to  the  Carter  hold  of  him : 

Our  Lands,  our  Liberties,  nay  very  Lives 
Are  Ihut  up  in  his  Clofet , and  let  loofe 
But  at  his  pleafure  ^ Books , and  all  difcourfe 
Have  now  no  Patron , nor  diredion , 

But  glorified  Enphanes:  our  Cups  are  guilty 
That  quench  our  thirlls,  if  not  unto  his  healthy 
Oh,  I could  eat  my  heart , and  fling  away 
My  very  Soul  for  anguilh : gods,  nor  men 
Should  tollerate  fuch  difproportion. 

The.  And  yet  is  he  belov’d ; whether’t  be  virtue , 
Or  feeming  virtue  which  he  makes  the  cloak 
To  his  ambition. 

Cra.  Be  it  which  it  will ; 

Your  Highnefs  is  too  tame , your  eyes  too  film’d 
To  lee  this , and  fit  Hill : the  Lion  Ihould  not 
Tremble  to  hear  the  bellowing  of  the  Bull-,  , 

Nature  excufe  me,  though  he  be  my  Brother,  ' 

You  are  my  Countries  Father,  therefore  mine: 

One  parallel  line  of  I ove  I bend  on  him , 
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All  lines  of  love  and  duty  meet  in  you 
As  in  their  Center : therefore  hear,  and  weigh 
What  I lhall  fpeak : You  know  the  Queen  your  Mother 
Did,  from  a private  ftate  your!  Father  raife. 

So  all  your  Royalty  you  hold  'from  her  -, 

She  is  older  than  Ihe  was,  therefore  more  doating, 

And  what  know  we  but  blindnefs  of  her  love 
(That  hath  from  underneath  the  foot  of  fortune 
Set  even  Euphanes  foot,  on  fortunes  head) 

Will  take  him' by  the  hand,  and  cry.  Leap  now 
Into  my  bed  *,  ’tis  but  a trick  of  age  j 
Nothing  impoffible. 

Ihe.  What  do  you  infer  on  this,? 

Cra.  Your  pardon  Sir: 

With  reverence  to  the  Queen*  yet  why  Ihould  I 
Fear  to  fpeak  plain  what  pointeth  to  your  good  ? 

A good  old  Widow  is  a hungry  thing , 

(I  fpeak  of  other  W'idows,  not  of  Queens.) 

Ehe.  Speak  to  thy  purpofe. 

Cra.  I approach  it  : Sir, 

Should  young  Euphanes  clafpe  the  Kingdome  thus, 

And  pleafe  the  good  old  Lady  Tome  one  night  • 

What  might  not  Ihe  be  wrought  to  put  on  you , 

Quite  to  fupplant  your  birth .?  neither  is  Ihe 
children  as  I take  it. 

The.  Crates.,  Thou  lhak’ft  me*. 

Thou,  that  doft  hate  thy  Brother  for  my  love. 

In  my  love  find  one  ^ henceforth  be  my  Wther : 

This  Gyant  I will  fell  beneath  the  earth 
I will  Ihine  out,  and  melt  his  artful  wings: 

Euphanes.,  from  my  mothers  fea  of  favors 
Spreads  like  a River , and  runs  calmly  on , 

Secure  yet  from  my  ftormes  like  a young  pine 
He  grows  up  planted  under  a fair  Cake, 

Whofe  ftrong  large  branches  yet  do’s  fhelter  him. 

And  every  Traveller  admires  his  beauty^ 

But  like  a wind,  I’l  work  into  his  crancks. 

Trouble  his  ftream,  and  drown  all  Vellels  that 
Ride  on  his  Greatnefs  *.  under  my  Mothers  arms , 

Like  to  a ftealing  tempeft  will  I fearch, 

And  rend  his  root  from  her  protedlion. 

Cra.  I,  now  Theanor  fpeaks  like  Prince  Tbeanor. 

The,  But  how  fhall  we  provoke  him  to  our  fnares? 

He  has  a temper  malice  cannot  move 

To  exceed  the  bounds  of  judgement*,  he  isfo  wife. 

That  we  can  pick  no  caufe  to  affront  him. 

Cra.  No  ? 

What  better  than  his  crofling  your  intent  ? 

The  fuit  I had  to  ye?  Canons  forfeit  Ifate 

(Before  he  travel’d)  for  a Riot  he 

Hath  from  your  Mother  got  reflored  to  him : 

Ihe.  Durff  he?  what  is  this  Canon} 

Cra.  One  that  hath, 

As  people  fay,  in  foreign  Countries  pleafur’d  him. 

Enter  Onos^  Vncle^  Tutor.,Neanthes^  Soficles,  Eraton. 

But  now  no  more  *, 

They  have  brought  the  Travellors  I told  you  of. 

That’s  the  fweet  youth,  that  is  my  Brothers  Rivall, 
That  curies  his  head , for  he  has  little  hair , 

And  paints  his  vizor , for  it  is  no  face , 

That  fo  defires  to  follow  you , my  Lord : 

Shew  ’em  fome  countenance,  and  it  will  beget 
Our  fport  at  leaft. 

The.  What  villanous  Crab-tree  legs  he  makes  ? 

His  fhins  are  full  of  true-love  knots. 

Cra.  His  legs  were  ever  villanous,  fince  I knew  him. 
Era.  Faith  his  Uncles  franks  are  fomewhat  the  better. 
Mea.  But  is’t  poHiblehe  frould  believe  he  is  not  of  age? 
He  is  50.  man , in’s  Jubile  I warrant : s’light,  he  (why 
Looks  older  then  a groat , the  very  ftamp  on’s  face  is 
Worne  out  with  handling.  (him  fpeak, 

•^of.  Why  I tell  you  dl  men  believe  it  when  they  hear 


He  utters  fuch  fingle  matter  in  fo  infantly  a voice 
Nea.  He  looks  as  like  a fellow  that  I have  feen  accom- 
modate Gentlemen  with  Tobacco  in  our  Theaters. 

Onos.  Moft  illuftrious  Prince. 

Era.  A pox  on  him,  he  is  guelt,  how  he  trebles? 

Onos.  I am  a Gentleman  a both  lldcs. 

Tut.  He  means  (Ibt’pleafe  your  highiiefs)  both  by  Fa- 
Sof.  Thou  a Gentleman  ? thou  an  Al's.  (ther  and  Mother. 

Nea.  He  IS  ner e the  farther  from  being  a Gen Uafliifevou 

Tut.  May  it  pleafe. your  Grace,  lam  another,  ^ 
Nea.  He  is  another  Afs  he  fays,  I believe  him. 

Uncle.  We  be  three,  Heroicall  Prince. 

Nea.  Nay  then  we  muft  havethePidureof ’em,andthe 
Word  Nos  fumns. 

lut.  That  havetravell’d  all  parts  of  the  Globe  together. 
Vnc.  For  my  part,  I have  feen  the  viciflitude  of  fortune 
before. 


On>s.  Peace  Unde.,  for  tliough  you  fpeak  a little  better 
Nea.  ’Tis  a very  little,  in  truth.  (than  1 

Onos.  Yet  we  muft  both  give  place,  as  they  fay  to  the 
The  Tutor.  (heft  Speaker 

7 ut.  Yet  iince  it  hath  pleafed  your  radience  to  decline  fo 
Poor  and  unworthy  dunghils — (low,  as  on  us 

Nea.  What  a ftinkiug  knaves  this  ? ’ 


Tw/.Oiir  Peregrinationv»asnerefo  facilitated, as  fince  we 
enter’d  the  line  of  your  gracious  favor,  under  whofe  beamv 
afped,  and  by  which  infallible  xMathematical  compafs, 
may  we  but  hereafter  prefume  to  fail,  our  induftries  have 
reach’t  their  deiir’d  termination  and  period  ^ and  we  ftiah 
vol  untarily  facrifice  our  lives  to  your  refplendent  eyes^ 
both  the  Altars  and  fires  of  our  devoted  offerings.  ’ 

Onos.  Oh  divine  Tutor! 

Cra.  Can  you  hold  Sir  ? (in  Corinth. 

Era  He  has  fpoken  this  very  fpeech  to  fome  Whore 
Nea.  A plague  on  him  for  afuftian  Didionary^  on  my 
confcience  this  is  the  Vhffean  Traveller  that  fent  home 
his  Image  riding  upon  Elephants  to  the  great  MogoU. 

So/:  The  fame:  his  wit  is  fo  huge,  nought  but  an  Ele- 
phant could  carry  him. 

Era.  So  heavy  you  mean. 


Nea.  Thefe  three,  are  ev’n  the  fin’ft  one  fool  tripartite, 
that  was  ere  diftovered. 

Sof.OT  a treatife  of  famine  divided  into  three  branches. 

Era.  The  Prince  fpeaks. 

7 he.  I thank  ye  for  your  loves  ^ but  as  I told  you  , 

I have  fb  little  means,  to  do  for  thofe 

Few  followers  I have  already,  that 

I would  have  none  fhiprack  themfelves,  and  fortune. 

Upon  my  barren  ftielf : Sue  to  Euphanes. 

For  he  is  Prince,  and  Qjiecn,  I would  have  no  man 
Curie  me  in  his  old  age. 

Cra.  Alafs  Sir , they  defire  to  follow  you 
But  a far  off,  the  farther  off  the  better. 

Tut.  I Sir,  and’t  be  feven  mile  off,  fo  we  may  but  fol- 
low you,  only  to  countenance  us  in  the  confronts  and  af- 
fronts, which  (according  to  your  Highnels  will)  we 
mean  on  all  occafions  to  put  upon  the  Lord  Eupha- 


nes. 

Onos.  He  fhall  not  want  gibing  nor  j'ecring,  I warrant 
him,  if  he  do,  I’l  forfwear  wit. 

Nea.  It  has  forfworn  thee,  I’l  fwear,  it  is  the  ancient 
enemy  to  thy  houfe. 

Ihe.  Well,  be  it  fb  *,  I here  receive  ye  *,  for  my  fol- 
io .vers  a great  way  off. 

Nea.  Seven  miles,  my  Lord,  no  further. 

Onos.  By  what  time.  Sir,  (by  this  meafure)  mayl  come 
to  follow  him  in  his  Chamber  ? 

Nea.  Why  when  his  Chamber, Sir,  is  feven  miles  long. 
Enter  Euphanes.,  Canon,  Page,  Gent.  Attendants. 

Gent.  Make  way  there  for  my  Lord  Euphanes. 

Cra.  l.ook  Sir,  Jove  appears. 

The  Peacock  of  oiir  State,  that  fpreads  a train 
Brighter  than  Iris  blufhes  after  rain. 

Etiph.  You  need  not  thank  me  Canon.,  in  yOur  love 
^ B 2 Yon 
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You  Antidated  what  I can  do  for  you , 

And,  1 in  gratitude, was  bound  to  this , 

And  am  to  much  more:  and  what  ere  he  be 
Can  with  unthankfulnefs  alloile  me,  let  him 
Dig  out  mine  eyes,  and  ling  my  name  in  vcrfe, 

In  Ba'iad  verfe  at  every  drinking  houfe, 

And  no  man  be  lb  charitable  to  lend  me 
A Dogg  to  guide  my  fteps. 

Nea.^  Haile  to  Enphanes. 

Sof.  Mighty  Euphanes. 

Era.  The  great  Prince  Euph.mes. 

iHt.  Key  of  the  Court,  and  Jewell  of  the  Qneen. 

Vnc.  Sol  in  our  Firmament. 

OKos.  Pearl  in  the  States  eye. 

Nea.  Being  a black  man. 

Era.  Miltrefs  of  the  Land. 

Nfa.  Our  humble,  humble  poor  Petitions  are, 

That  we  may  hold  our  places. 

All.  May  we? 

Enph.  Yes^  be  you  malicious  knaves  Hill  •,  and  you  fools. 
Con.  This  is  the  Princes,  and  your  brothers  Ipight. 
Euph.  I know’t,  but  will  not  know  it. 

Con.  Yonder  they  arc. 

Who’s  fine  child’s  this  ? 

'Vnc.  Sir. 

Onns.  Unckle,  le’be, 

Let  him  alone,  he  is  a mighty  Prince. 

Euph.  I ask  your  Highne^'^ardon : I protefi: 

By  Jupiter  I law  you  not. 

Ihe.  Htimh,  it  may  be  fo. 

You  have  rais’d  fueh  mountaines ’twixt  your  eyes  and  me, 
That  I am  hidden  quite  : what  do  ye  mean  Sir  ? 

You  much  forget  your  felf. 

Euph.  I fliould  much  more. 

No':  to  remember  my  due  duty  to  your  Grace  •, 

I knbw  not  wherein  I have  lo  traj^grefs’d 
My  fer  to  y .ur  Highnefs^  to  deferve 
This  rigouf  and  contempt,  not  from  you  only 
But  from  your  followers , with  the  bell;  of  whom 
I was  an  equal  in  my  lowefi:  ebbe  : 

Beleech  you  Sir , refbeft  me  as  a Gentleman , 

I will  be  never  more  in  heart  to  you : 

Five  fair  Defeents  I can  derive  my  felf. 

From  Fathers  worthy  both  in  Arts  and  Armes. 

I know  your  goodnefs  companies  your  greatnefs 
But  that  you  are  perverted  : Royal  Sir  , 

I am  your  humblefl:  fubjedt , ufe  your  pleafure , 

But  do  not  give  protedlion  to  the  wrongs 
Of  thefe  fubordinate  Slaves,  whom  I could  crufh 
.By  that  great  deftined  favor , which  my  Miftris 
And  your  majeftick  Mother  defignes  to  me , 

But  ill  refpedt  of  you : 1 know  lean  envy 
V'.’aites  ever  on  the  fteps  of  virtue  advanc’d  : ’ 

But  why  your  Mothers  grace  gets  me  difgrace , 
ur  renders  me  a Have  to  bear  thefe  wrongs 

■ do  not  know, 
uh  Mediocrity, 

Fhou  prizelefs  jewel,  only  mean  men  have 
But  cannot  value  •,  like  the  precious  Jem , 

Found  in  the  Mukhill  by  the  ignorant  Cock. 

Ihe.  Your  creamy  words  but  cozen how  durit  you 
itercept  me  fo  lately  to  my  Mother  ? - 

' r^d  what  I meant  your  Brother,  you  obtain  d 

■ .nto  the  forfeiture  again.  u 

Your  anfiver  to  that  my  Lord,  my  brother. 

Euph.  Mav  I Perilh. 

ere  I heard  you  intended  fuch  a lint , 

^ hough  ’twould  have  ftuck  an  ignominious  brand 
oo:i  your  Highnefs,  to  have  given  your  fervant 
Gentlemans  whole  hate  of  worth  and  quality, 
onfifeate  only  for  a youthful  bravvle. 

The.  Your  rudiments  are  too  fawey:  teach  your  Pag 
Con.  I,  fo  are  all  things  but  your  flatterers. 

Onos.  Hold  you  your  prating. 

Con.  You  know  where  you  are,  you  fleeten  face. 


Euph.  Yet  Sir,  to  appeafe  and  fatisfie  your  anger. 

T ake  what  you  pleafe  from  me,  and  give  it  him 
In  lieu  of  this : you  fhall  not  take  it  neither, 

I freely  will  impart  it,  half  my  Itate, 

Which  Brother  if  you  pleafe 

Cra.  He  ftarve  in  Chains  firfl; , 

Eat  my  own  armes. 

Euph  Oh  that  you  faw  your  felf : 

You  ne’r  made  me  fuch  offer  in  my  poornefs, 

'And  ’caufe  (to  do  you  eafe)  I fought  not  to  you 
You  thus  maligne  me  ^ yet  your  nature  muft  not 
Corrupt  mine,  nor  your  rude  examples  lead  me: 

If  mine  can  mend  you , I lhall  joy  ^ you  know 
I fear  you  not : you  have  feen  me  proved  a man 
In  every  way  of  fortune , ’tis  my  comfort 
I know  no  more  fuch  Brothers  in  the  World 
As  Crates  is. 

Con.  Nor  I fuch  as  Euphanes : 

The  temper  of  an  Angel  reigns  in  thee. 

Euph.  Your  Royal  Mother  Sir,  (I  had  forgot) 
Entreats  your  prefence. 

The.  You  have  done  her  errand, 

1 may  do  yours.  Exit. 

Euph.  Let  it  be  truth  my  Lord. 

Con.  Crates , lie  queftion  you  for  this. 

Cra.  Pifli,  your  worft.  Exit. 

Con.  Away  you  hounds  after  your  feiit. 

Onos.  Come,  we’ll  fcorn  to  ivalkto’m : now  they  are  gone, 
We’l  away  too.  Exeunt. 

Con.  Why  bear  you  this  my  Lord  ? 

Euph.  To  fliew  the  paflive  fortitude  the  belt  j 
Vertue’s  a folid  Rock,  whereat  being  aym’d 
The  keeneft  darts  of  envy , yet  unhurt 
Her  Marble  Heroes  ftand,  built,  of  fuch  Bafes, 

Whilft  they  recoyle,  and  wound  the  Shooters  faces. 

Enter  ^een  and  Ladies. 

Con.  My  Lord,  the  Queen. 

^ee.  Gentle  Euphanes.,  how. 

How  do’fl:  thou  honefl  Lord  ? oh  how  I joy 
To  fee  what  I have  made,  like  a choyce  Workman, 
That  having  fram’d  a Mafter-piece,  doth  reap 
An  univerfal  commendation. 

Princes  are  Gods  in  this.  I’l  build  thee  yet  I 
(The  good  foundation  fo  pleafes  me) 

A Ifory  or  two  higher  •,  let  dogs  bark. 

They  are  fools  that  hold  them  dignified  by  blood. 

They  fliould  be  only  made  great  that  are  good. 

Euph.  Oraculous  Madam. 

^tee.  Sirrah,  I was  thinking 
If  I fliould  marry  thee , wha't  merry  tales 
Our  neighbour  Iflands  would  make  of  us  j 
But  let  that  pafs,  you  have  a Miftrifs 
That  would  forbid  our  Banes : troth  I have  wifh  d 
A thoufand  times  that  I had  been  a nian  , 

Than  I might  fit  a day  with  thee  alone. 

And  talk, 

But  as  I am  I mufb  not-,  there’s  no  skill 
In  being  good , but  in  not  being  thought  ill. 

Sirrah,  who’s  that  ? 

Euph.  So’t  pleafe  your  Majefty 
Co«,w,  the  friend  I fu’d  for. 

^tee.  ’Tis  difpatch’d. 

Csn.  Gracious  Madam. 

I owe  the  gods  and  you  my  life. 

^uee.  I thank  you,  , , . , 

I thank  you  heartily  -,  and  I do  think  you 
A very  honefl:  man,  he  fays  you  are : , 

But  now  I’l  chide  thee^ 

For  my  eye’s  every  where , and  1 have  near  , 

So  infolently  do’s  thee  Contumelies  . 

Paft  fufferance  (1  am  told)  yet  you  complain  not. 

As  if  my  jultice  were  fo  partial  . 
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As  not  to  right  the  meaiieft : credit  me, 
ril  call  him  to  a itridl  account , and  fright. 

By  his  example,  all  that  dare  curb  me 
In  any  thing  that’s  juft ; I fent  you  for  him. 

Ertph.  Humbly  he  did  return,  he  would  wait  on  you: 

But  let  me  implore  your  Majefty,  not  to  give 
His  Highnefs  any  check,  for  worthlels  me 
They  are  Court  canckfers,  and  not  Counfellors 
That  thus  inform  you:  they  do  but  hate  the  Prince, 

And  would  fubvert  me : I Ihould  curfe  my  fortune 
Lven  at  the  higheft,  to  be  made  the  ginne 
To  unfcrew  a Mothers  love  unto  her  Son : 

Better  had  my  pale  fame  in  humble  fhades 
Been  fpent  unfeen,  than  to  be  raifed  thus  high. 

Now  to  be  thought  a meteor  to  the  State  , 

Portending  mine  and. contagion : 

Eefeech  you  then  reft  latisfi’d,  the  Prince 
Is  a molt  noble  natur’d  Gentleman , 

And  never  did  to  me  but  what  I took 
As  favors  from  him,  my  blown  billowes  muft  not 
Strive  ’gainft  my  fhore , that  Ihould  confine  me,  nor 
Juftle  with  Rocks  to  break  themfelvesto  pieces. 

Well , thoa’rt  the  compolition  of  a god ; 

My  Lion,  Lamb,  my  Eaglet,  and  my  Dove , 

Whofe  foal  runs  clearer  then  Dianas  Fount, 

Nature  pick’d  feveral  llowers  from  her  choyce  banks 
And  bound  them  up  in  thee,  fending  thee  forth 
A Pofie  ior  the  bofome  of  a Queem 
l.ady.  The  Prince  attends  you. 

^ee.  Farewell  my  good  Lord. 

My  honeft  man  •,  ftay,  haft  no  other  fuit  ? 

■ I prethee  tell  me  ■ Sirrah,  thine  eye  fpeaks 
^ As  if  thou  hadft:  out  with  it  modeft  fool. 

Euph.  With  favor  Madam,  I would  crave  your  leave 
i To  Marry,  where  I am  bound  in  gratitude, 
i The  immediate  means  fhe  was  to  all  my  Being ; 

Nor  do  I think  your  wifdom  facred  Queen 
Fetters  .in  favors,  taking  from  me  fo 
The  liberty  that  meaneft  men  enjoy. 

To  marry?  you  are  a fool:  thou’ft  anger’d  me: 
Leave  me,  I’l  think  on’t:  Exit  Euph.  and  Canon, 

Only  to  try  thee  this , for  though  I love  thee  , 

Enter  Theanor. 

I can  fubdue  my  felf  -:  but  flie  that  can 
Enjoy  thee,  doth  enjoy  more  than  a man. 

Nay  rife  without  a blelfing , or  kneel  ftill : 

What’s  Sir  the  reafon  you  oppofe  me  thus , 

And  feek  to  darken  what  I w ould  have  Ihine  ? 

Eclipfe  a fire  much  brighter  than  thy  felf, 

Making  your  Mother  not  a competent  Judge 
Gf  hbr  owm  aclions? 

The.  Gracious  Madam,  I 
I have  done  no  more  than  wTat  in  royalty 
i(And  to  preferve  your  fame)  was  fit  to  do ; 

.Heard  you  the  pebples  talk  of  you,  and  him 
(You  favor  fo,  h'is  greatnefs , and  your  love. 

The  pitty  given  tome,  you  would  excufe  me, 
iThey  prate  as  if  he  did  difnonor  you  ; 
lAnd  what- know  dk'  his  own  lbvifh  tongue 

uttered  fome  filth- fpeeches:;  he  is  call’d 
I TThe  Kina  of  Cdrinth. 

.y  i They. are, traitors  all: 

I wear  a ChriftaFcaferhent  ’fore  my  heart, 
fl'hrough  which  'each  honeft  eye  may  look  in  to’t : 

Let'dt  be  profpeT  unto  all  the  w'orld, 

I care  not  this. 

f Ehe.  This  muft  not  be  my  way. 

Your  pardon  gracious  Madam : thefe  incitements 
Made-me  not  Ihew  fo  clear  a countenance 
ilpOi^  the  Lord  Euphanes  as  I would: 
tA'hich  fiiice  your  Majefty  affcds  fo  grievoufly 
PI  clear  the  black  cloud  of  it,  and  henceforth' 


Vow  on  this  knee  all  love  and  grace  to  him. 

^ee.  Rife  with  my  blelfing,  and  to  prove  this  true , 

Bear  him  from  me  this  Cabinet  of  Jew'els 
In  your  own  perlbn,  tell  him,  for  his  marrying 
He  maydifpofe  him  how,  and  when  he  pleafe.  Exit^tee. 
Ihe.  I Ihall  difcharge  my  duty  and  your  will.  Crates  ? 

renter  Crates. 

Cra.  I have  heard  all  my  Lord,  how  luckely 
Fate  pops  her  very  fpindle  in  our  hands : 

This  Marriage  with  Behza  you  Ihall  crofs. 

Then  have  I one  attempt  for  Lamprias  more  * 

Upon  this  Phaeton:  w'here’s  Merione'^s  Ring, 

That  in  the  Rape  you  took  from  her  ? 

Ehe.  ’Tis  here. 

Cra.  In  and  affeft  our  purpofe : vou  my  Lord 
Shall  difobey  your  Mothers  charge,  and  fend 
This  Cabinet  by  fome  fervant  of  her  own, 

That  what  fucceeds  may  have  no  reference 
Unto  your  Highnefs. 

The.  On,  my  engine  on. 

Cra.  Now,  if  wx  be  not  ftruck  by  Heavens  own  hand, 
We’l  ruine  him , and  on  his  mines  ftand.  Exeunt. 

Sctxna  Secunda. 

%- 

Enter  Agenor^  Leonid^  Merione^  BeHiza- 
A fading. 

WJ  Efp  >to  more , nor  ftgh  nor  groan 
V V Sorrorv  calls  no  time-  thaPs  gone 
Violets  plitcl^d  , the  frreeteji  raine 
Makes  not  frefh  nor  grotv  again j 
Drim  thy  locks  , look^  cheerfully 
Fates  hidd^.,  end.s.^  eyes  ^^nnot  fee. 

Joyes  as  Wnnged  dreams  f.y  faji 

JVhy  Jhoitld  fadnejs  longer  laji.  , j 

Grief  is  hut  a vpound  to  woe 
GenPleji  fair^  mourne,  mourne  no  moe. 

A^.  Thefe  heavy  Ayres  feed  forrow  in  her  Lady,' 
AndYourilh  it  too  ftrongly-,  like  a Mother 
That  fpoiles  her  Child  with  giving  on’t  the  wnll. 

A lighter  Song* 

COurt  Ladies  laugh and  wonder.  Here  is  one 
That  weeps  becaufe  her  Maiden  head  is  gone 
IVhilji  you  do  never  frett.^  nor  chafe.,  nor  cry 
But  when  too  long  it  keeps  you  company., 

Loo  well  you  kttow.  Maids  are  like  downs  on  fire 
IFafiing  themfelves  , if  no  m.in  quench  defire, 

IV eep  then  no  more  fool : a new  Maidenhead 
Lheu  fuffer^ji  lofs  of,  ineachchaji  tear  Jhed. 

Bel.  Some  lighter  note. 

Leo.  How  like  a hill  of  Snow  Ihe  fits,  and  melts 
Before  the  unchaft  fire  of  others  lull  ? 

What  heart  can  fee  her  pallion  and  not  break? 

Ag.  T ake  comfort  gentle  Madam  -,  you  know  well 
Even  aftual  lins  committed  wuthout  wall. 

Are  neither  jins  tior  lhame,  much  more  compell’d^ 

Your  honor’s  no  whit  lefs , your  Chaftity 
No  whit  impair’d,  lor  fair  Merione 
Is  more  a Virgin  yet  then  all  her  Sex : 

Alafs,  ’tis  done;,  why  burne  thefe  Tapers  now? 

Wicked  and  frantick  Creatures  joy  in  night. 

Leo.  Imagine  faire  Merione  had  dream’d 
She  had  been  ravilh’d,  would  flie  fit  thus  then 
Excruciate  ? 
hJer.  Oh. 

Bel.  Fye,  fye,  how  fond  is  this  ? 

What  reafon  for  this  furfeit  of  remorle  ? 

How  many  that  have  done  ill  and  proceed , 

W’omen 


1 J. 


The  Queen  of  Corinth. 


Women  that  take  degrees  in  wantonnefs , 
Commence,  and  rife  in  rudiments  of  Lull, 

That  feel  no  fcrupleof  this  tendernefs? 

Mcr.  Pifh. 

Bal.  Nor  are  you  matchlefsin  mifnap,  even  I 
Do  bear  an  equal  part  of  mifery  •, 

That  love,  belov’d,  a man  the  Crown  of  men, 
Whom  I have  friended,  and  how  raifed  ’tis  better 
That  all  do  know  and  fpeak  it  than  my  felf: 

When  he  fail’d  low  I might  have  made  him  mine , 
Now  at  his  full  gale,  it  is  queltionable 
If  ever  1 o’re-take  him. 

/4g.  Wherefore  fits 

My  Fbebe  Ifa.vdowed  in  a fable  cloud? 

Thofe  pearly  drops  which  thou  let’s  fall  like  beades, 
Numbring  on  them  thy  velfal  Orifons 
Alas  are  fpent  in  vain  ; I love  thee  Itill, 

In  mid’d  of  all  thefe  fl  o ,vres  thou  fweetlier  feut’ft. 
Like  a green  Meadow  on  an  Jpril  day , 

In  which  the  Sun  and  well- wind  play  together. 
Striving  to  catch  and  drink  the  balmy  drops. 


£nter  'Eupban^s  and  Servant. 


Exit  Mcr. 


Ser.  The  Lord  Enphancs  Madam. 

/l(r.  Poor  Mcrionc.) 

She  loathes  the  light,  and  men.  Efcit. 

Eftph.  The  virtuous  gods  preferve  my  Mifbrifs. 

Bel.  O my  molb  honor’d  LordjtHofe  times  are  chang’d , 
Enpb.  Let  times  and  men  change,  could  Heaven  change, 
Sho  ild  never  change,  to  be  devoted  ever  (Eupbancs 
To  fair  Beliz.i-,  fhould  my  load  of  honors. 

Or  any  Grace  which  you  were  Author  of 
DctraT  mine  honor,  and  diminifli  Grace? 

The  gods  forbid ; you  here  behold  your  fervant, 

Yo.ir  Creature,  gentle  Lady,  whofe  found  fleeps 
You  purchas’d  for  him;  whofe  food  you  paid  for, 

Whofe  garments  were  your  charge,  whofe  firfb  preferment 
You  founded;  t’hen,  what  fince  the  gracious  f^een 
Hath,  or  can  rear , is  upon  your  free  Land , 

And  you  are  Miltris  of. 

Btl.  Mock  me  not  gentle  Lord , 

You  ihine  now  in  too  high  a fphear  for  me. 

We  are  Planners  now  disjoyn’d  for  ever  ; yet 
Poor  fuperltitious  innocent  that  I am , 

Give  leave  that  I may  lift  my  hands,  and  love 
Not  in  Idolatry.,  but  perfe  d zeal ; 

For  credit  me,  I repent  nothing  1 have  done. 

But  were  it  to  begin  would  do  the  fame. 

Enpb.  There  are  two  Seas  in  Cornith^  and  two  Queens , 
And  but  there , not  two  fuch  in  the  fpacious  Univerfe  j, 

I came  to  tender  you  the  man  you  have  made , 

And  like  a thankful  ftream  to  retribute 
All  you  my  -Ocean  have  enrich’d  me  with. 

You  told  me  once  you’ld  marry  me. 

Bel.  Another  mock  ? you  were  wont  to  play  fair  play , 
You  fcorn  poor  helps;,  he  that  is  fure  to  win, 

May  flight  mean  hearts,  whofe  hand  commands  the  Queen. 

Enpb.  l.et  me  be  held  the  Knave  through  all  the  Stock 
When  I do  flight  my  Miftris  ^ you  know  well 
The  gracious  inclination  of  the  Queen , 

Who  fent  me  leave  this  morning  to  proceed 
To  marry  as  I faw  convenience. 

And  a great  gift  of  Jewels;  Three  days  hence 
The  genera!  facrifice  is  done  to  Veiia., 

And  can  you  by  then  be  accommodated 
Your  fervant  fnall  wait  on  you  to  the  Temple. 

Eel.  Till  now 

I never  felt  a real  joy  indeed. 

Enpb.  Here  then  I feal  my  duty,  here  my  love. 

Till  which  vouchfafe  to  wear  this  Ring,  dear  Miftris*, 
’Twas  the  Queens  Token,  and  fhall  celebrate 
Our  Nuptialls. 

Bel.  Honour  ftill  raife , and  preferve 


My  honor’d  Lord,  as  he  preferves  all  honor.  Exit  Enpb.l 

Enter  Agenor,  Leonidafy  Merione. 

Ag.  Why  fhift  you  places  thus  Merione^ 

And  will  not  lend  a word?  Could’ft  thou  fo  fbort 
Leave  forrow  as  the  place,  how  bleft  were  I, 

But  ’twill  not  be^  grief  is  an  impudent  gueft, 

A follower  every  where,  a hanger  on. 

That  words  nor  blows  can  drive  away. 

Leo.  Dear  Sifter. 

Bel.  Who  can  be  fad?  out  with  thefe  Tragick  Lights,! 
And  let  day  repoflefs  her  natural  howres : 

T ear  down  thefe  blacks , caft  ope’  the  Cafements  wide , 
That  we  may  jocondly  behold  the  Sun. 

I did  partake  with  fad  Merione 
In  all  her  mourning : let  her  now  rejoyce 
With  glad  Belizay  for  Euph  anes  is 
As  full  of  love,  full  of  humility 
As  when  he  wanted. 

Mer.  Oh- that. 

Leo.  Help,  file  faints : 

Her  grief  has  broke  her  heart. 

Mer.  No that ^that. 

Ag.  Miftris , what  point  you  at  ? 

Her  lamps  are  out,  yet  ftill  fhe  extends  her  hand 
As  if  fhe  faw  fbmething  antipathous 
Unto  her  virtuous  life. 

Leo.  Still,  ftill  fhe  points, 

And  her  lips  move,  but  no  articulate  found 
Breathes  from  ’em*.  Sifter,  (peak, what  moves  you  thus ? 
Bel.  Her  Ipirits  return. 

Mer.  Oh,  hide  that  fatal  Ring, 

W' here  had  it  you  BeUza  ? 

Bel.  What  hid  fate 
Depends  on  it  ? Enphanes  gave  it  me 
As  holy  pledge  of  niture  Mariage. 

Mer.  Then  is  Enphanes  the  foul  Ravilher? 

Let  me  fpeak  this  and  dye.  That  difmal  night 
Which  feal’d  my  fhame  upon  me,  was  that  Ring, 

The  partner  of  my  rob’d  virginity. 

Leo.  Enphanes  ? 

Ag.  Strange. 

Bel.  Impolfible. 

Mer.  Impoffible  to  have  redrefs  on  him. 

Chief  fervant  to  the  Queen ha ! I have  read 

Somewhere  I am  fure,  of  fuch  an  injury 
Done  to  a Lady ; and  how  fhe  durft  dye.  Exit. 

Ag.  Oh  follow  her  Beliza. 

Bel.  Toaflureher, 

The  unlikelihood  of  this. 

Ag.  Love  hides  all  fins. 

What’s  to  be  done  Leonidas  • Exit, 

Leo.  Why  this: 

Amazement  takes  up  all] my  faculties*, 

The  plagues  of  gods  andi  men  will  mufter  all 
To  avenge  this  tyranny.  Oh  frontlefs  man. 

To  dare  do  ill,  and  hope  to  bear  it  thus : 

Firft  let’s  implore,  then  cure. 

Ag.  Who,  who  can  truft 
The  gentle  looks  and  words  of  two-fac’d  man  ? 

Like  Corinths  double  torrent,  you  and  I 
Will  rufh  upon  the  Land^  nor  fhall  the  Queen 
Defend  this  Villain  in  his  villany : 

Lufts  violent  flames  can  never  be  withftood 
Nor  quench’d,  but  with  as  violent  ftreams  of  blood. 

Exeunt 


Aitus 


The  Queen  of  Corinth. 


I? 


JSus  Quartus. 

Scaena  Prinia. 

’Enter  Crates^  Vncle,  T ntor^  and  Onos 

O/xfl.'T^Hinks  he  to  carry  her  and  Jive. 

L Cra.  It  feems  fo , 

And  Ihe  will  carry  him  the  ftory  fays.  ^ 

On.  Well,  hum 

Have  I for  this  thou  fair  but  falJeft  fair 
Stretch’d  this  fame  fimple  leg  over  the  Sea  ? 

What  though  my  balbfulnefs , and  tender  years, 

Durft  ne’re  reveal  my  affedlion  to  thy  teeth  ? 

Deep  love  ne’re  tatles,  and  (fay  they)  loves  bit 
The  deeper  dip’d,  the  fweeter  ftili  is  it^ 

Tut.  Oh,  lee  the  power  of  Love  : he  fpeaks  in  ryme. 
Cra.  Oh,  love  woujd  make  a dog  hovvie  in  ryme ; 

Of  all  the  Lovers  yet  I have  heard  or  read 
Tliis  is  the  ftrangell : but  his  Guardian , 

And  you  his  Tutor  fliould  inform  him  better. 

Thinks  he,  that  love  is  anfwer’d  by  initind  ? 

Tut.  He  Jhould  make  means. 

For  certain  Sir,  his  bafhflilnefs  undo’s  him , 

For  from  his  Cradle  h’had  a lhameful  face. 

Thus  walks  he  night  and  day , eats  not  a bit. 

Nor  fleeps  one  jot,  biit’s  grown  fo  humerousj 
Drinks  Ale,  and  takes  ToWco  as  you  fee^ 

\A''ear’s  a Steeletto  at  hisCodpeece  dole. 

Stabs  on  the  leaft  occafion ; flroaks  his  beard , 

W’hich  now  he  puts  i’th  pofture  of  a T. 

The  Roman  T.  your  T.  beard  is  the  fafhion. 

And  twifold  doth  exprefs  the  enamour’d  Courtier, 

As  full  as  your  fork-carving  Travellor. 

On.  Oh,  black  clouds<  of  difcontent  invellopme. 
Garters  fly  off;  go  Hatband , bind  the  browes 
Of  fome  dull  Citizen  that  fears  to  ake : 

And  Leg  appear  now  in  fimplicity 
Without  the  trapings  of  a Courtier : 

Burft  Bottons,  burff,  your  Bachelor  is  worm’d. 

Cra.  A worm-eaten  Batchelor  th’rt  indeed. 

On.  And  Devil  melancholly  poflefles  me  now. 

Vnc.  Crofs  him  not  in  this  fit  I advife  you  Sir. 

On.  Dye  crimfonRofe,  that  didlt  adorn  thefe  cheeks, 
or  ytch  of  love  is  now  broke  forth  on  me.  (I'cabby. 
Vnc.  Poor  Boy  ,:i’tis  true  : his  wrifts  and  hands  are 
On.  Burn  eyes  out  in  your  lockets , fink  and  ftink : 
Teeth  I will  pick  ye  to  the  very  bones, 
dang  hair  like  Hemp,  or  like  the  Ijl'mg  Curs , 

'or  never  Powder,  nor  the  Crifping-iron 

Shall  touch  thefe  dangling  locks oh Ruby  lips, 

^ove  hath  to  you  been  like  Wine-vinegar, 

Now  you  look  wan  and  pale,  lips,  ghofo  ye  are , 

And  my  difgrace  fnarper  than  Muffard-feed. 

Cra.  How  like  a Chaundler  he  do’s  vent  his  paflions  , 
Xiftim  teneatis^ 

On.  Well  fung  the  Foet , 
ove  is  a golden  hnbo , full  of  Dreams ; 

That  ripen’d  breaks , and  fills  us  with  extreams. 

> Tut.  A gold  buble,  pupill.  Oh  grofs  foUcifme 
To  chafter  earesthat  underfland  the  Latine, 

On.  I will  not  be  corrected  now ; 
am  in  love,  revenge  is  now  the  Cud 
That  I do  chaw;  I’ll  challenge  him. 

Cra.  I marry  Sir. 

Vnc.  Your  honor  bids  youNephevy,  on,  and  profper. 

On.  But  none  will  bear  it  from  raejtimes  are  dangerous. 
Cra.  Carry  it  your  felf  man. 


On.  Tutor,  your  counfel ; Il’l  do  nothing  S-r 
Without  him.  ^ 

Vnc.  This  may  rid  thee,  (valiant  Cuz.) 

Whom  I have  kept  this  forty  year  my  Ward- 
Fain  would  1 have  his  Rate , and  now  of  late 
He  did  inquire  at  Ephefus  for  his  age. 

But  the  Church  Book  being  burnt  with  Temple 
He  loft  his  ayme;I  have  try’d  to  famifli  him 
Marry  he’ll  live  o’th  Rones ; and  then  for  Foyfons 
He  is  an  Antidote  ’gainR  all  of  ’em  ^ ’ 

He  fprung  from  Mithridates  ^ he  is  fo  dry  and  hot 
He  will  eat  Spiders  faRer  than  a ^Monkey ; ’ 

His  Maw  (unhurt)  keeps  Quickfilver  li.ke  a bladder 
The  largeR  dole  of  Camphire,  Ophim,  ’ 

Harmes  not  his  Brain  I think  his  Skul’s  as  empty 
-As  a luckt  Egg^  Vitriol  and  Oyleof  Tartar 
He  wi  1 eat  toRs  of:  Henbane  I am  fure 
And  Hemlock,  1 have  made  his  Pot-herbs  oRen. 

Cra.  If  he  refufe  you , yours  is  then  the  honor: 

If  he  accept,  he  being  fb  great,  you  may 

Crave  both  to  choofe  the  Weapon,  time,  and  place. 

Which  may  be  ten  years  hence,  and  Cal. 'cut., 

Or  underneath  die  line  to  avoid  advantage. 

On.  1 am  refblved, 

Tut  By  your  favor  Pupill, 

W'hence  lhail  this  challenge  rife  ? for  you  muR  ground  it 
On  fome  fuch  fundamental  bafe , or  matter 
As  now  the  Gentry  let  their  lives  upon. 

Did  you  ere  cheat  him  at  fome  Ordinary  , 

And  durft  he  fay  fb,  and  be  angry?  if  thus. 

Then  you  muR  challenge  him  ; hath  he  call’d  your  whore. 
Whore;,  though  fne  be  (befide  yours)  twenty-mens?  ^ 
Your  honor,  reputation  is  touched  then, 

-And  you  muR  challenge  him ; Has  he  deny’d 
On  thirty  damme’s  to  accommodate  money. 

Though  he  have  broke  threefcore  before  to  you  ? 

Here  you  muR  challenge  him ; DurR  he  ever  fliun 
To  drink  two  pots  of  Ale  wi’ye?  or  to  wench 
Though  w'eighty  bufinefs  otherwife  importun’d? 

He  is  a proud  Lord, 

And  you  may  challenge  him ; Has  he  familiarly 
Diflik’d  your  yellow  Starch,  or  faidyour  Dublet 
W as  not  exadly  frenchifi’d  ? or  that,  that  report 
In  fair  terms  was  untrue?  or  drawn  ycurSw'ord, 

Cry’d  ’twas  ill  mounted  ? Has  he  given  the  lye 
In  circle,  or  oblique,  or  femi-circle , 

Or  dired  parrallel  ? you  muR  challenge  him. 

On.  He  never  gave  my  direft  apparrel  the  lye  in’s  life. 

Tut.  But  for  the  crown  of  all.  Has  he  refus’d 
To  pledge  your  MiRris  health  though  he  were  fick? 

Enter  Neanthes  and  Page. 

And  crav’d  your  pardon  ? you  muR  challenge  him. 
There’s  no  avoiding;  one  or  both  muR  drop. 

On.  Exquifite  Tutor.  (here 

Nean.  Crates.,  I have  fought  you  long,  what  make  you 
Fooling  with  thefe  three  farthings,  while  the  Town 
Is  all  in  uproar , and  the  Prince  our  Mailer 
Seis’d  by  Leonidas  , and  Agenor)  carried 
And  Prifoner  kept  i’the  CaRle,  flanckes 
The  weRpart  of  the  City,  where  they  vow 
To  hold  him,  till  your  Brother,  Lord  Euphanes 
Be  rendr’d  to  ’em,  with  his  life  to  fatisfie 
The  Rape , by  him  fufpeded  to  Merione  ? 

The  Queen  reflifes  to  deliver  him. 

Pawning  her  knowledge  for  his  innocency. 

And  dares  ’em  do  their  worR  on  Prince  Iheanofy 
The  whole 'State’s  incombuRion. 

Cra.  Fatall  Ring. 

Vnc.  What  will  become  of  us? 

Nea.  And  file  hath  given  Commiffion  to  Euphanes 
And  Conon  (who  have  leavicd  men  already) 

With  violence  to  furprize  the  Towrc,  and  take  ’em. 

W^har 
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what  will  you  do? 

Cra.  Along  wi’ye^  prevent 
A farther  mifehief ; Gentlemen,  our  intents 
We  muft  defer : you  are  the  Princes  followers. 

Nea.  Will  ye  walk  with  us  ? 

Vnc.  You  Hiall  pardon  us. 

Tut.  We  are  his  followers  afar  off  you  know. 

And  are  contented  to  continue  lb. 

Exit  Crates  and  Neant. 

Onos.  Sir  Boy. 

fage.  Sir  Fool  ? a Challenge  to  my  Lord? 

How  dar’ft  thou,  or  thy  ambs-ace  here  think  of  him, 

Ye  Crow-pick’d  heads,  which  your  thin  Ihoulders  bear 
As  does  the  Poles  on  Corinth  Bridge  the  Traitors  : 

Why  y'ou  three  Nine-pins  you  talk  of  my  Lord, 

And  challenges  ? you  fhall  not  need:  come  draw. 

His  Page  is  able  to  fwindge  three  fuch  whelpes: 

Uncle  , why  Hand  ye  off ; long-man  advance. 

Onus.  Slight,  what  have  we  done  Tutor? 

He  is  a Boy, 

And  we  may  run  away  with  honour. 

Pa^e.  That  ve  fl^all  not. 

And  bhng  a Boy  1 am  fitter  to  encounter 
A Child  in  Law  as  you  are,  under  twenty : 

Thou  fot,  thou  three-fcore  Sot,  and  that’s  a Child 
Again  1 grant  you. 

"Vnc.  Nephew,  here’s  an  age : 

Bo\  es  are  turn’d  men,  and  men  are  Children. 

Page.  Away  you  Pedants  with  your  bought  Gentry  j 
Are  not  you  he,  when  your  follow  Paflenge^, 

Yourlaft  tranfportment  being  aflayl’d  by  a Galley 
Hid  your  felf  i’the  Cabbin : and  the  Fight  done 
Peep’d  above  Hatches,  and  cry’d.  Have  we  taken. 

Or  are  w'e  tane  ? Come,  I do  want  a flipper  , 

But  this  fnall  forve : Swear  all  as  i would  have  you,. 

Or  1 will  call  fome  dozen  brother  Pages, 

(^'P'j^gy  are  not  far  off  1 am  lure)  and  we  will  blancket 
You  untill  you  pifs  again. 

AH.  Nay,  we  will  fwear  Sir. 

Pag.  T’is  your  befl;  courfe : 

Firll,  you  fhall  fwear  never  to  name  my  Lord, 

Or  hear  him  nam’d  hereafter,  but  bare-headed. 

Next,  to  begin  his  health  in  every  place. 

And  never  to  refufe  to  pledge  it,  though 
You  furfeit  to  the  death.  Laflly,  to  hold 
The  pooreft,  litleft  Page  in  reverences 
To  think  him  valianter,  and  a better  Gentleman  _ 

Than  you  three  ftamp’d  together : and  to  give  him 
Wine  and  Tobacco  wherefoe’re  you  meet , 

And  the  beft  meat  if  he  can  ftay. 

AH.  We  fwear  it  loyally. 

Page.  Then  I difmifs  you 
True  Leigemen  to  the  Pantoffe : 

I had  more  Articles , but  I have  bufinefs 
And  cannot  ftay  now : fo  adieu  dear  Monueur , 

Tres  noble  & tres  fuijjant. 

Vnc.  Adieu  Monfieur. 

On.  A vojhe  fervice  & commandement. 

Tut  I told  you  Pupill,  you’ld  repent  this  foolery. 

On.  Who,  I repent?  you  are  miftaken  Tutor, 

I ne’re  repented  any  thing  yet  in  my  life. 

And  fcorne  to  begin  now  : Come,  let’s  be  melaiicholly. 

Exeunt 

Scjcna  Secunda. 

Enter  ^ueen^  Euphanes^  Conon^  Lords. 

Lord.  ’Twere  better  treat  with  ’em. 

^ttee.  I will  no  Treaties 
With  a League-breaker  and  a Rebell  ^ fnall  I 
Article  with  a Traitor  ? be  compell’d 
T o yield  an  innocent  unto  their  fury 
WTom  I have  prov’d  fo  to  you  ? 

Euph.  Gracious  Queen, 

Though  your  own  god-like  difpofitlon 
Would  fuccor  Virtue,  and  proted  the  right. 


Yet  for  the  publick  good,  for  the  dear  fafety 
Of  your  moft  Royal  only  Son,  confent 
To  give  me  up  the  facrifice  to  their  malice. 

My  life  is  aym’d  at , and  ’twere  better  far 
The  blood  of  twenty  thoufand  fuch  as  I 
Purpled  our  Seas,  than  than  that  your  Princely  Son 
Should  be  endanger’d. 

^ee.  Still  well  faid  honeft  Fool, 

Were  their  demand  but  one  hair  from  thy  head. 

By  all  the  gods  ll’d  fcorn  ’em : were  they  here , 

The  Majefty  that  dwels  upon  this  brow 
Should  ftrike  ’em  on  their  knees : As  for  my  Son, 

Let  ’em  no  more  dare  than  they’l  anfwer,  I 
An  equal  Mother  to  my  Countrey,  am. 

And  every  virtuous  Son  of  it  is  Son 
Unto  my  bofome,  tender  as  mine  own. 

Con.  Oh,  you  are  heavenly  Madam,  and  the  gods 
Can  fuffer  nothing  pafsto  injure  you  : 

The  life  that  Conon  promis’d,  he  Rands  now 
Ready  to  pay  with  joy. 

$(Hee.  Farewell  both , 

Succefs  attend  you : you  have  Souldiers  been, 

Tam  Marti  quam  Mercurio  : if  you  bring  not  peace 
Bring  me  their  heads. 

Con.  I will  put  fair  for  one.  Exeunt  ^ee.  Lords. 
Euph.  Double  the  Guard  upon  her  Highnefs  Perfon, 
Conon.  You  muft  perform  a friendly  part , 

Which  1 fhall  counfel  you. 

Con.  I am  your  fervant.  Exeunt. 

Scxna  Tertia. 

Enter  Theanor,  Agenor^  Leonidas  above, 

Leo.  Make  good  that  Fortification,  and  the  Watch 
Keep  ftill  upon  the  Battlements  •,  Royall  Sir, 

Weigh  but  our  injuries,  we  have  told  you  fully 
The  manner  and  the  matter  hales  us  thus  ^ 

Nor  fhall  this  upftart  Mujhrum  bred  i’th  night , 

Sit  brooding  underneath  your  Mothers  wings 
His  damn’d  impieties. 

Ag.  For  your  felf  brave  Prince , 

Fear  nothing  that  this  face  of  arms  prefents : 

We  ask  the  Ravifher , and  have  no  means 
To  win  him  from  your  moft  indulgpnt  Motter 
But  by  this  pradice. 

Ihe.  Stout  Leonidas, 

Princely  Agenor , your  wrongs  cry  fo  loud. 

That  who  fo  would  condemn  you  is  not  heard: 

I blame  you  not,  who  but  Euphanes  durft 
Make  Stories  like  to  this  ? My  wrong’s  as  ftrong 
Aske  my  revengeful  arm  to  ftrengthen  yours : 

As  for  my  fear,  know  you,  and  Greece  throughout. 

Enter  Euphanes  and  Conon. 

Our  Mother  was  a Spartan  Princefs  born, 

That  never  taught  me  to  fpell  fuch  a word. 

Con.  Sir,  you  do  tempt  your  life. 

Euph.  Conon,  no  more. 

Do  thus  as  thou  wouldft  fave  it.  SoundTrumpetvsithin. 
Ag.  What  Trumpet’s  this? 

Leo.  Beneath  1 do  perceive 
Two  armed  men,  Angle,  that  gives  us  fummons 
As  they  would  treat. 

Ag.  Let  us  defoend. 

Con.  My  Lord, 

1 would  you  would  excufe  me , ^d  proceed 
According  to  the  Queens  directions. 

Euph.  Friend, 

As  thou  wouldft  wear  that  title  after  death. 


Enter  helots  Theanor,  Agenor,  Leonidas,  and  Soldiers. 
Perform  my  charge  r no  Soldier  on  his  life 

Annrnorh  ns  nearer. 
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Con.  Safety  to  both  the  Princes,  Loyalty 
To  you  Lord  General,  the  Queen,  yourMiftrifs 
As  well  as  ours,  though  not  to  fear,  to  cut 
Civil  diflention  from  her  Land,  and  fave  ^ 

Much  guiltlefs  blood,  that  uprore  ever  thirfts, 
Andforthelafeguardof  her  Son,  by  me 
(As  you  demand)  hath  fent  the  Lord 
T o plead  his  own  caufe,  or  to  fuffcr  death 
As  you  lhall  find  him  worthy  •,  fo  dehvering 
The  Prince  back,  I fhall  leave  him  to  your  Guard. 

Leo,  The  Queen  is  good  and  gracious:  kifs  her  hand. 

Ag.  And  feal  our  duties:  Sir,  depart  in  peace. 

Lhe,  Oh  Sir,  you  now  peixeive,  when  in  the  fcales 
Nature,  and  fond  affedion  weigh  together. 

One  poizes  like  a feather,  and  you  know  my  Lords 
What’s  to  be  done. 

Euph.  Your  Highnefs  is  unarm’d, 

Pleafe you  to  ufe  mine,  and  to  lead  the  Army 
Back  to  your  Mother  : Conon.^  march  you  with  ’em. 

Con.  1 will  my  Lord : But  not  fo  far  as  not 
T o bring  you  help  if  danger  look  upon  you.  Lxit. 

Euph.  Whydoyoulook  foltrangejy,  fearflilly. 

Or  Hay  your  deathi^il  hand,  be  not  fo  wife 
To  flop  your  rage:  lookhowunmov’dly,  here 
; 1 give  my  felf  my  Countreys  facrifie'e. 

An  innocent  facrifice  : Truth  laughs  at  death, 

’ And  terrifies  the  killer  more  than  kill’d  ^ 

! Integrity  thus  armlefs  feeks  her  foes. 

And  never  needs  the  Target  nor  the  Sword, 

. Bow,  nor  invenom’d  fliafts. 

Leo.  We  are  amaz’d, 

Not  at  your  eloquence,  but  impudence. 

That  dare  thus  front  us. 

Ag.  Kill  him,  who  knows  not 
The  iron  forehead  that  bold  mifehief  wears. 

Leo.  Forbear  a while  1 do  tremble. 

And  fomething  fits  like  virtue  in  his  face, 

'Udheh  the  gods  keep. 

Euph.  As,enor^  llrike  Leonidur 
You  that  have  purchas’d  Fame  on  certain  grounds, 

^ofe  it  on  fuppolition  ? fmear  your  hands 
n guiltlefs  blood,  laugh  at  my  Martyrdom : 

But  yet  remember,  when  Poflerity 
Shall  read  your  Volumes  fill’d  with  virtuous  afts. 

And  fhall  arrive  at  this  black  bloody  leaf. 

Noting  your  foolifli  barbarifins,  and  my  wrong, 

(As  time  fhall  make  it  plain)  what  follows  this 
Difeiphering  any  noble  deed  of  yours 
Shall  be  quite  loft,  for  men  will  read  no  more. 

Leo.  "W’hy?  dare  you  lay  you  a re  innocent  .5* 

Euph.  By  all  the  gods,  as  they 
Ofthis  foul  crime, why  Gent,  pry  clean  through  my  life. 
Then  weigh  thefe  circumff ances  : think  you  that  he 
Which  made  day  night,  and  men  to  furies  turn’d, 

Durfl  not  trull  iilcnce,  vizors,  nor  her  fence 
That  fiiffer’d  •,  but  w'ith  Charms  and  Potions 
Call  her  afleep,  (for  all  this  1 have  enquir’d 
AiLed  the  Fable  of  PrnferphtesK-a.]ie., 

The  place  (byalldefcription)  like  to  Hell: 

And  ail  to  perpetrate  unknown  his  Lull, 

Would  fondly  in  his  peribn  bring  a Ring, 

And  gjveit  a betrothed  Whfe,  ith’fame  lioule 
Where  the  poor  injur’d  Lady  liv’d  and  groan’d. 

Ag^  Hell  gives  us  Art  to  reach  the  depth  of  fin, 

But  leaves  us  wretched  fools,  when  we  are  in. 

Eiiph.  Had  it  given  me  that  Art,  and  left  mefo, 

I would  not  thus  into  the  Lions  jaws 
Have  thruftmy  felf  (defencelefs  for  your  good. 

The  Princes  fafety,  or  the  Common-weals : 

You  know  thc'Queen  deny ’d  me,  and  fent  us 
Commanders  to  furprize  you,  and  to  raze 
This  Tower  down,  we  had  power  enough  to  do  it. 

Or  flarve  you,  as  you  faw,  and  not  to  tender 
MyPerfonto  your  wrath,  v/hichl  have  done. 


Knowing  my  heart  as  pure  as  infants  fleep. 

Leo.  What  think  you,  Sir.-* 

Ag.  No  harm  I am  fure : I weep. 

Euph.  The  gods  are  juft,  and  mighty;  but  to  give  yO’il 
Further  afTurance,  and  to  make  your  ftlves 
Judges  andwitnefles  of  my  innocence 
Let  me  demand  this'queftion.  On  what  night 
Was  this  foul  deed  committed? 

Ag.  On  the  Eave  before  our  Marriage  meant. 

Edtph.  Leonidas., 

(Your  rage  being  off,  that  ftill  drowns  memory) 

Where  was  your  felf  and  I that  very  night, 

And  what  our  conference  ? 

Leo.-  By  the  gods  ’tis  true; 

Both  in  her  Highnefs  Chamber  conferring 
Even  of  this  Match  until  an  hourofdayg 
And  then  came  I to  call  you ; we  are  fham’d, 

Ag.  Utterly  loft,  and  fham’d. 

E.uph.  Neither  be  cheat’d. 

He  that  could  find  this  out,  can  pardon  if. 

And  know  this  Ring  was  lent  me  from  the  Queai| 

How  fnecame  by  it,  yetis  not  enquir’d. 

Deeper  occurrents  hang  on’t : and  pray  Heaven 
That  my  fufpitions  prove  as  falfe  as  yours, 

V\’hich  (for  the  World)  till  I have  greater  proof 
I dare  not  utter  what,  nor  whom  they  touch  ^ 

Only  this  build  upon,  with  all  my  nerves 
I’ll  labour  with  ye,  till  time  waken  truth. 

Ag.  There  are  our  fwords  Sir,  turn  the  points  on  us, 
Leo.  Punifli  rebellion,  and  revenge  your  wTong, 

Euph.  Sir,  my  revenge  fhall  be  to  make  your  peace. 
Neither  was  this  rebellion,  but  rafhlOve. 

Enter  Conon. 

Co.  How’s  this?  unarm’d  left,  now  found  doubly  arm’d? 
Aud  thofe  that  would  have  flain  him  at  his  feet? 

Oh  Truth,  thou  art  a mighty  Conquerefs : 

The  Queen  (my  Lord)  perplex’d  in  care  of  you, 
That,crofs  to  her  command,  hazard  your  felf 
In  perfon,  here  is  come  into  the  Field, 

And  like  a Leader,  marches  in  the  head 
Of  all  her  Troops,  vows  that  file  will  demolifh 
Each  ftone  of  this  proud  Tower  be  you  not  fafe: 

She  chafes  like  ftorms  in  Groves,  now  fighs,now  vveeps, 
And  both  fometimes,  like  Rain  and  Wind  commixt. 
Abjures  her  Son  for  ever,  lefs  himfelf 
Do  fetch  you  off  in  perfon,  that  did  give 
Your  felf  to  fave  him  of  your  own  freewill. 

And  fwears  he  muft  not,  nor  isjit  to  live. 

Euph.  Ohfhe’saMiftrifs  for  the  gods. 

Ag.  And  thou  a godlike  fervant  fit  for  her. 

Leo.  Wide  Greece 

May  boaft,  becaufe  file  cannot  boaft  thy  like. 

Euph.  Thus  Conon  tell  her  Highnefs. 

Co.  My  joy  flies.  . , 

Eup.  Let’s  toward  her  march ; ftern  Drum  Ipeak  gen- 
tle peace. 

Leo.  We  areprifoners,  lead  us,  ne’r  was  known 
A prefident  like  this ; one  unarm’d  man 

( Sufpefted)  to  captive  with  golden  words 

( Truth  being  his  fliield)  fo  many  arm’d  with  fwords.  E.v. 
Enter  ( at  one  door  ) Queen,  Theanor, Gratis, Conon,  Lordsi 
Soldiers,  (at  another )En^h2Lncs  (jrith  m’(?/ly<?ri/)Agenar, 
Leonidas,  Soldiers : Euphanes^rf/f«f/  Leonidas  on  his  kttees 
tnthsQ^cn-.  AgenOT  bare-headed.,  makes  jhe'ie  of  farrow  to 
the  Quccn.,f}eflamps.,and  feems  to  be  angry  at  thefirft.  Eu- 
phancs  perfwadesherd-ay  as  their  fwords  at  her  feet.,  foe  gives 
them  their  fvords  again.,  theykjjt  her  hand  anrl  embrace.,  the 
Soldiers  lift  ttpEw^hTiTiC^,  and  fhout heanor  <2^  Crates 
dfcoveredflowox\  whiffoers  with  Crates,  Euphancs  with  Age- 
nor,  and  Leonidas  obferves  it.,  who  feem  to  promife  fomething., 
Euphanes  directs  his  Page  fomewhat. 

"Exeunt  all  but  Theanor  and  Crates. 

The.  We  are  not  lucky  Crates.,  this  great  torrent 
Bears  all  before  him. 

Cra. 
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Crj.  Such  an  age  as  this 

Shall  ne’r  be  feen  again ; virtue  grows  fat. 

And  villany  pines  ^ the  Furies  are  afleep, 

Milthief  ’gainfc  goodnefs  aim’d,  is  like  a ftoiie, 

. Unnaturally  forc’d  up  an  eminent  hill 
i Whofe  weight  falls  on  our  heads  and  buries  us, 

1 We  fpringe  our  felves,  we  link  in  our  own  bogs. 

! T^he.  What’s  to  be  done? 

Cra.  Repent  and  grow  good. 

; Ihe.  Pilh, 

’Tis  not  the  falhion  ( fool ) till  we  grow  old : 

The  peoples  love  to  him  now  fcares  me  more 

Than  my  fond  Mothers:  both  which,  like  two  floods 
Bearing  Euphanesu])-^  willo’rflow  me. 

And  he  is  worthy,  would  he  were  in  Heaven, 

But  that  hereafter : Crates  help  me  now, 

Aiid  henceforth  be  at  eafe. 

Cra.  Your  Will  my  Lord  ? 

"The.  Beliza  is  to  marry  him  forthwith, 

I long  to  have  the  firft  touch  of  her  too. 

That  will  a little  quiet  me. 

Cra.  Fie  Sir,  -r 

You’ll  be  the  Tyrant  to  Virginity  ^ 

To  fall  but  once  is  manly,  to  perfevere 

Bealtly,  and  defperate. 

Ihe.  Crofsmenot,  butdo’t: 

Arenotthe  means,  the  place,  the  inftrnments 

The  very  lame?  I mullexpedyou  fuddenly.  Exit. 

Cra.  I mull  obey  you. 

Who  is  in  evil  once  a companion 

Can  hardly  lhake  him  offi  but  muft  run  on. 

Here  I appointed  Couon  to  attend 

Him,  andhisfword:  he  promis’d  to  come  Angle. 

Enter  Conon  attd  ^ 

To  avoid  prevention : he  is  a man  on’s  word. 

Co.  You  are  well  met  Crates. 

Cra.  If  we  part  fo  Conon. 

Co.  Come,  we  mult  do  thefe  mutual  offices,  ! ■' 

We  mull  be  our  own  Seconds,  our  own  Surgeons,  T 

And  fairly  fight,  like  men,  noton  advantage. 

Cra.  Yonhave  anhoneft  bofora.  i 

Co.  Y ours  feems  lb. 

Cra.  Let’s  pair  our  fwords ; you  are  a juft  Gentleman. 

Co.  You  might  be  lb : now  fliake  hands  if  you  pleafe, 
Though’tbe  the  cudgel  fafliion,  ’tis  a friendly  one. 

Cra.  So,  (land  off 

Page.  That’s  my  cue  to  beckon  ’em.  Exit., 

Co.  Crates.,  to  expoft ulate  your  wrongs  to  me 

Were  to  doubt  of  ’em,  or  wifh  your  excufe 

In  words,  and  fo  return  like  maiden  Knights : 

Yet  freely  thus  much  I profefs,  your  fy)ieen 

And  rugged  carriage  tow'ard  your  honour’d  Brother 

Hath  much  more  ftirr’d  me  up,  than  min  o wn  caufe. 

For  I did  ne’r  affeeft  thele  bloody  men. 

But  hold  ’em  fitter  be  made  publick  Hangmen: 

Or  Butchers  call’d,  than  valiant  Gentlemen: 

’Tis  true  ftamp’d  valour  does  upon  juft  grounds. 

Yet  for  whom  juftlier  fliould  I expofe  my  life 

Than  him,  unto  whofe  virtue  I owe  all 

Cra.  Conon.,  you  think  by  this  great  deed  of  yours 
Toinfinuate  your  felf  a lodging  nearer 

Unto  my  Brothers  heart : fuchmenas  you 

Live  on  their  undertakings  for  their  Lords, 

And  more  dilable  them  by  anfwering  for  ’em 

Than  if  they  fateftill,  make ’em  but  their  whores, 

For  which  end  Gallants  now  adays  do  fight: 

But  here  we  come  not  to  upbraid^  what  men 

Seem,  the  rafh  world  will  judge;,  but  what  they  are 

Heaven  knows : and  this — Horfes,  w'e  are  defery’d. 

One  ftroke  for  fear  of  laughter. 

Enter  Euphanes,  Agenor,  Leonidas,  Page. 

Co.  Half  a Icore. 

Euph.  Hold,  hold:  on  your  allegiance  hold. 

Ag.  He  that  ftrikes  next — 

Leo.  Falls  like  a Traitor  on  our  fwords. 

Enph.  Oh  Heaven,  my  Brother  bleeds;  Conon,  thou  m 
A villain,  an  unthankful  man,  and  flialt 

Pay  me  thy  bloudfor  his,  for  his  is  mine : 

Thou  wert  my  friend,  but  he  is  ftill  my  Brother ; 

And  though  a friend  fometimes  be  nearer  faid 

In  fome  gradation  it  can  never  be 

Where  that  fame  Brother  can  be  made  a friend, 

Which  deareftcr^t^’r  thus  low  1 implore  j 

What  in  my  poverty  I would  not  feek, 

Becaufe  1 would  not  burthen  you,  now  here 

In  all  my  height  of  blifs  I beg  of  you, 

Yourfriendfliip  my  advancement.  Sir,  is  yours  j 

I never  held  it  ftrange,  pray  ufe  it  lb : • 

We  are  but  two,  which  Number  Nature  fram’d 

In  the  moft  ufeful  faculties  of  man. 

To  ftrengthen  mutually  and  relieve  each  other: 

T wo  eyes,two  ears,two  arms,two  legs  and  feet, 

That  where  one  faild,  the  other  might  fupply^ 

And  I,  your  other  eye,  ear,  your  arm  and  leg,  • 

T eiider  my  fervice,  help  and  fuccor  to  ye. 

Ag.  Leo.  A moft  divine  example. 

Enph.  For  dear  Brother, 

You  have  been  blind,  and  lame,  and  deaf  to  me. 

Now  be  no  more  fo ; in  humility 

I give  ye  the  duty  of  a younger  Brother, 

Vv'hichtake  you  as  a Brother,  not  a Father, 

And  then  you’ll  pay  a duty  back  to  me. 

Cra.  Till  now!  have  not  wept  thefe  thirty  years. 

Euph.  Difeording  Brothers,  are  like  mutual  legs 
Supplanting  one  another : he  that  feeks 

Aid  from  a ftranger  and  forfakes  his  Brother, 

Does  but  like  him  that  madly  lops  his  arm. 

And  tohisbodyjoyns  a wooden  one; 

Cuts  off  his*  natural  leg,  and  trufts  a Crutch, 

Plucks  out  his  eye  to  fee  with  Speift acles. 

Cra.  Moft  dear  Euphanes^  in  this  crimlbn  floud 
Walhmynnkindne¥s  out:  you  have  o’rcome  me, 

Taught  me  humanity  and  brotherhood  ^ 

Full  well  knew  Nature  thou  wert  fitter  far 

To  be  a Ruler  o’r  me  than  a Brother, 

Which  henceforth  be : Jove  furejy  did  defeend 

Vv'hen  thou  wert  gotten  in  fome  heavenly  Ihape 

And  greet  my  Another,  as  the  Poets  tell 

Of  other  Women. 

Ag.  Be  this  Holy-day. 

Leo.  And  noted  ever  with  the  whiteft  ftone. 

Co.  And  pardon  me  my  Lord,  look  you,  I bleed 

Fafter  than  Crates  •,  what  I have  done  I did 

To  reconcile  your  loves,  to  both  a friend. 

Which  my  blood  ciment,  never  to  part  or  end. 

Ag.  Moft  worthy  Conon. 

Leo.  Happy  rife,  this  day 

Contrails  more  good  than  a whole  age  hath  done. 

Eupb.  Royal  Agenor.,  brave  Leonidas., 

You  are  main  caufes,  and  muft  lhare  the  fame. 

Cra.  Which  in  fome  part  this  hour  lhall  requite 

For  I have  aim’d  my  black  fhaftsat  white  marks, 

And  now  I’ll  put  the  clew  into  your  hands 

Shall  guide  ye  moft  perfpicuoufly  to  the  depth 

Of  this  dark  Labyrinth,  where  lb  long  ye  were  loft 
Touchingthis  old  Rape,  and  a new  intent. 

Wherein  your  counlel,  and  your  aitive  wit 

My  deareft  Brother  will  be  neceflary. 

Euph.  My  Prophelie  is  come,  prove  my  hopes  true 

Agenor  lhall  have  right,  and  you  no  wrong. 

Time  now  will  pluck  her  daughter  from  her  Cave: 

Let’s  hence  to  prevent  rumour my  dear  Brother, 

Nature’s  divided  ftreams  thehigheft  Ihelf 

Will  over-run  at  laft,  and  flow  to  it  felf.  Exeunt. 

ACm 

7 he  Queen  of  Corinth 
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ABus  Quintus, 


Scdcna  Trima. 

Crates,  Euphanes,Neaiithes,  Soficles,  'Eraton, 

EHfh.X  Have  won  the  Lady  to  it,  and  that  good 
1 Which  is  intended  to  her,  yonr  faith  only 
And  fecrefie  fnuft  make  perfect  Think  not  Sir,  (tryal. 
I fpeak  as  doubting  it,for  1 dare  hazard  My  foul  upon  the 
Cra.  You  may  lately. 

But  are  and  Leonidas  ready 

To  rufn  upon  him  in  the  Act,  andleize  him 
In  the  height  of  his  fccurity  ? 

Euph,  At  all  parts  as  you  could  willi  themi. 

Cra,  Where’s  the  Lady  ? 

Euph.  There 

Where  you  appointed,  her  tofcay. 

Cra.  ’Tis  wifely  order’d.  ' • 

Euph.  Lalt,  when  you  have  him  fure, compel  him  this  way. 
For  as  by  accident  here  I’ll  bring  the  Queen 
T o meet  you,  ’twill  ftrike  greater  terror  to  him. 

To  be  tane  unprovided  of  excufe. 

And  make  more  for  our  purpofes.  Exit. 

Cra.  Come  NeaHthes.yOai  Fames  and  all  are  at  the  Ftake. 
Nf^.  ’Tis  fitthatlince  relying  on  your  skill,  weventure 
So  much  upon  one  game,  you  play  with  cunning. 

Enter  Theanor. 

Orwefliall  rife  fnchlofers  as — - 
Sof.  The  Prince. 

Cra.  The  plot  is  laid  Sir,  howfoe’r  I feem’d 
A little  fcrupulous,  upon  better  judgement 
‘ have  effedted  it. 

7 he.  ’Tis the  lalt  lervice 
Of  this  foul  kind  I will  employ  you  in. 

Cr.?.  We  hope  fo  Sir. 

7 he.  And  I will  lb  reward  it 

Nea.  You  are  bound  to  that-,  in  every  Family 
That  does  write  luftful,  your  fine  Bawd  gains  more 
(For  like  yotir  Broker,  he  takes  fees  on  both  lides) 

Than  all  the  Officers  of  the  houfe. 

Sof.  For  us  then 

To  be  a great  mans  Panders,  and  live  poor. 

That  were  a double  fault. 

Cra.  Come,  you  lofe  time  Sir, 

We  will  be  with  you  inftantly ; the  deed  done. 

We  have  a Mask  that  you  cxpedt  not. 

7he.  Thou  art  ever  carelul : ioiJovesMermry 
would  not  change  thee. 

Era.  There’s  an  honour  for  you. 

Nea.  To  be  compar’d  with  the  celeftial  Pimp, 

Joves  Imock-Fvorn  Squire,  Don  Hermes. 

Cra.  I’ll  delerve  it. 

And  Gentlemen  be  affiur’d,  though  what  we  do  now 
Will  to  the  Prince  look  like  Trealbn 

And  bafe  difloyalty,  yet  the  end  lhall  prove. 

When  he’s  firfl;  taught  to  know  himfelf,  then  you. 

In  what  he  judg’d  us  falfe,  we  were  mofttrue. 

Sc£na  Secunda. 


Exit. 


Exeunt. 


Enter  Euphanes,  Agenor,  Leonidas,  Conon. 

Euph.  Only  make  hafte  (my  Lords)  in  all  things  elfe 
Y on  are  inftrudted : you  may  draw  your  Evords 
Forlhew  if  you  think  good,  but  on  my  life 
You  will  find  no  refiftancc  in  hisfervants. 

And  he’s  himfelf  unarm’d. 

I would  he  were  not, 
juft  rage  fiiould  not  then  be  loft. 

Euph.  Good  Sir, 

Have  you  a care  no  injury  be  done 
Unto  the  perfon  of  the  Prince ; but  Conon., 

Have  you  an  eye  on  both,  itisyourtruft  that  I relye  on. 

Co.  Which  I will  difcharge,  affiire  your  felfmoft  faithfully. 


Euph.  For  the  Lady, 

1 know  your  belt  refped  will  not  be  w anting ; 

Then  to  avoid  fufpition  and  difcovery, 

I hold  it  requilite,  thatasfbon  as  ever 
The  Queen  hath  leen  her,  file  forfake  the  place, 

And  fit  her  felf  for  that  which  is  proje(fted 
For  her  good,  and  your  honour. 

Leo.  It  this  profpcr,Believe  it  you  have  made  a purchafe  of 
My  lervice  and  my  life. 

Euph.  YOur  love  I aim  at. 

Leo.  Here  1 fliall  find  you  ? 

Euph.  \\'’ith  the  Queen. 

Co.  Enough  Sir. 

Enter  Page. 

Page.  The  Qjcen  enquires  for  you  my  Lord,  I have  met 
A dozen  Mellengers  in  foarch  of  you. 

Enter  Queen,  Ladies,  Attendants. 

Euph.  I knewlffiouldbelbughtfor,  as  I vvifh’d 
She’s  coiue  her  felf  in  perfon. 

%.  A re  you  found  Sir? 

I wonder  where  you  fpend  your  hours,  methinks 
Since  i fo  love  your  company,  and  profefs 
’Tis  the  beft  comfort  this  life  yields  me  ^ mine 
Should  not  be  tedious  to  you. 

Euph.  Gracious  Madam, 

T o hav e the  happine  fs  to  lee  and  hear  you, 

VYhich  by  your  bounty  is  conferr’d  upon  me, 

I hold  lb  great  a bleffing,  that  my  honours 
Andweajth  compar’d  to  that,  are  but  as  Cyphers 
T o make  that  number  greater : yet  your  fpardon 
For  borrowing  from  my  duty  fo  much  time 
As  the  provilion  for  my  hidden  Marriage 
ExaTed  from  me. 

I perceive  this  Marriage 
Will  keep  you  often  from  me : but  I’ll  bear  it. 

She’s  a good  Lady,  and  a fair,  Euphanes., 

Yet  by  her  leave  I will  (hare  with  her  in  you: 
lam  pleas’d  that  in  the  night  ffie  fliall  enjoy  you. 

And  that’s  fufficient  for  a Wife ; the  day-time 
I will  divorce  you  from  her. 

Leo.  within.  We  will  force  you  ifyourefift, 

Whatnoifeis  that? 

2 he.  within.  Bafe  T raytors. 

Euph.  It  moves  this  way. 

Enter  Agenor.  Leonidas  with  Theanor,Nerione  Ukp  Beliza. 
Conon,  Crates,  Neanthes,  Soficles  Eraton,  Guard. 

What  e’r  it  be  I’ll  meet  it, 

I was  not  born  to  fear;  Who’sthatBe//2s.i  ? 

Euph.  My  worthic.ft,  nobleft  Miftrifs. 

Stay  her,  ha? 

All  oT  you  look  as  you  were  rooted  here. 

And  wanted  motion : what  new  Gorgons 
Haveypu  beheld,  that  you  are  all  turn’d  Statues? 

This  is  prodigious:  has  none  a tongue 
To  fpeak  the  caufe  ? 

Leo.  Could  every  hair,  great  Queen 
Upon  my  head  yield  an  articulate  (ound. 

And  altogether  fpeak,  they  could  net  yet 
Exprefs  the  villany  we  have  difeoverd. 

And  yet,  when  with  a few  unwilling  words 
I have  deliver’d  what  muft  needs  be  known. 

You’ll  fay  1 am  too  eloquent,  andwilh 
I had  been  born  without  a tongue. 

^u.  Speak  boldly. 

For  I,  unmov’d  with  any  lofs,  will  hear. 

Leo.  Then  know,  w'chave  found  out  the  RavilheC 
Of  my  poor  Sifter,  and  the  place,  and  means 
By  which  th’unfortunate,  though  lair  Beliza 
Hath  met  a fecond  violence. 

Euph.  This  confirms  what  but  before  I doubted  to  my  nunc. 
My  Lady  ravilh’d. 

^u.  Point  me  out  the  villain-, 

^ C 2 That 


Exit 


The  Queen  of  Corinth. 


That  guilty  wretched  monfter  that  hath  done  this, 

I hat  Imay  look  on  him,  and  in  mine  eye 
He  reads  his  Sentence. 

Leo.  That  I truly  could 
Name  any  other  but  the  Prince,  that  heard, 

You  have  it  all. 

Wonder  not  that  I fliake, 

The  miracle  is  greater  that  I live, 

Having  endur’d  the  thunder  that  thy  words 
Have  thrown  upon  me : dar’ft  thou  kneel,  with  hope 
'Pf  any  favor,  but  a fpeedy  death, 

And  that  too  in  the  dreadful’ll  lhape  that  can 
[Appear  to  a difpairng  leprous  foul, 
if  thou  halt  any  ? no,  libidinous  beall. 

Thy. lull  hath  alter’d  fo  thy  former  Being, 

By  Heaven  I know  thee  not. 

Ihe.  Although  unworthy 
Yet  ftill  I am  your  Son. 

: Thoulyell,  lyeft  faWy, 

hly  whole  life  never  knew  but  one  chalte  bed, 

Nore’r  defir’d  warmth  but  from  lawful  fires. 

Can  I be  then  the  Mother  to  a Goat, 

Whofe  lull  is  more  infatiate  than  the  grave. 

And  like  infectious  air  ingenders  plagues. 

To  murder  all  that’s  chalte,  or  good  in  W’oraan? 

^he  gods  I from  my  youth  have  lerv’d  and  fear’d, 

W hole  holy  Temples  thou  halt  made  thy  Brothels^ 

Could  a Religious  Mother  then  bring  forth 
So  damn’d  an  Atheifc?  read  buto’r  my  life. 

My  adions,  manners,  and  made  perfect  in  them 
But  look  into  the  ftory  of  thy  ielf 
As  thou  art  now,  not  as  thou  wcrtl  heanor., 

;And  reafon  will  compel  thee  to  confefs, 

Thouarta  Itrangertome. 

Note  but  how  heavy 

The'  weight  of  guilt  is ; it  lb  low  hath  funk  him 
That  he  wants  power  to  rile  up  in  defence 
Of  this  badcaufe- 

Perfwade  me  not  Ettphanes., 

This  is  no  Prince,  nor  can  claim  part  in  me: 

My  Son  was  born  a Free-man,  this  a Slave 
To  beallly  palTions,  a Fugitive, 

And  run  away  from  virtue : bring  bonds  for  him. 

By  all  the  honour  that  I owe  to  Jullice 
He  lofes  me  for  ever  that  Peeks  to  lave  him  : 

^ind  him  I fay,  and  ’ts  like  a wretch  that  knows 
He  Rands  condemn’d  before  he  hears  the  Sentence, 

With  his  bafe  Agents,  from  my  light  remove  him, 

And  lodge  them  in  the  Dungeon:  Asa  Queen 
And  Patronefs  to  JuRice  I command  it : 

Thy  tears  are  like  unfeafonable  Ihowrs, 

And  in  my  heart  now  Reel’d  can  make  no  entrance: 

Thou  art  cruel  to  thy  felf  (Fool)  ’tisnot  want 
In  me  of  foft  companion;,  when  thou  left’R 
To  be  a Son,  I ceas’d  to  be  a Mother-, 

Away  with  them:  The  children  I will  leave 
To  keep  my  name,  to  all  poRerities, 

‘^hallbethe  great  examples  of  my  JuRice, 

The  government  of  my  Countrey  which  lhall  witnels 
How  well  I rul’d  my  felf:  bid  the  wrong’d  Ladies 
Appear  in  Court  to  morrow,  we  will  hear  them  • 

And  by  one  Aft  of  our  leverity  ^ 

For  fear  of  punilhment,  or  love  to  virtue, 

Teach  others  to  be  honeR:  all  will  lluin 
To  tempt  her  Laws,  that  would  not  Ipare  her  Son.  Ex. 

Scxna  Inertia, 

Enter  Onos,  Uncle,  and  Tutor. 

Vnc.  Nay  Nephew. 

Eut.  Pupill,  hear  butrealbn. 

Oit.  No,  I have  none,  and  will  hear  none  ^ oh  my  honor, 
honor  blaRed  in  the  bud,  my  youth. 

My  hopeful  youth,  and  all  my  ex'peftation 
Ever  to  be  a man,  are  loft  for  ever. 


Vnc.  Why  Nephew,  we  as  well  as  you  aredub’d 
Knights  of  the  Pantofle. 

Eut.  And  are  Ihouted  at, 

K ick’d,  fcorn’d,  and  laugh’d  at  by  each  Page  and  Groom, 

Yet  with  erefted  heads  we  bear  it. 

0ms.  Alas, 

You  have  years,  and  ftrength  to  do  it  j but  were  you 
( Asl ) a tender  griftle,  apt  to  bow,  , * 

You  would  like  me.  with  Cloaks  enveUoped, 

Walk  thus,  then  Ramp,  then  Rare. 

Vnc.  He  will  run  mad 
I hope,  and  then  all’s  mine. 

T.ut.  WTy  look  you  Pupil, 

There  are  for  the  recovery  of  your  honor 
Degrees  of  Medicines;,  for  a tweak  by  the  Nofe 
A man’s  to  travel  but  fix  months,  then  blow  it 
And  all  is  well  again : the  Baftinado 
Requires  a longer  time,  a year  or  two, 

And  then  ’tis  buried:  I grant  you  have  been  baffl’d, 

’Tis  but  a journey  of  fome thirty  years 
And  it  will  be  forgotten. 

Onos.  Think  you  fo? 

Eut.  AlTuredly. 

Vnc.  He  may  make  a Ihorter  cut. 

But  hang  or  drown  himfelf,  and  on  my  life 
’Twill  no  more  trouble  him. 

Onos.  I could  ne’r  endure 
Or  Hemp  or  W'ater,  they  are  dangerous  tools 
For  youth  to  deal  with : I will  rather  follow  ' 

My  Tutors  counfel, 

Eut.  Dofo. 

Onos.  And  put  in 

For  myfecurity,  that  I’ll  not  return 
In  thirty  years,  my  whole  ’Rate  to  my  Uncle. 

Vnc  That  I like  well  of. 

On.  Still  provided  Uncle, 

That  at  my  coming  home  you  will  allow  me 
To  be  of  age,  that  I may  call  to  account 
This  Page  that  hath  abus’d  me. 

Vue.  ’Tis  a match. 

On.  Then  Corinth.,  thus  the  baRifiil  Lampriat 
T akes  leave  of  thee : and  for  this  little  time 
Of  thirty  years,  will  labour  all  he  can. 

Though  he  goes  young  forth, to  come  home  a man.  Ex. 

Sc£na  ^Harta, 

Euphanes^iW  Marlhal. 

Eitph.  Are  your  Priibners  ready? 

Mar.  When  it  lhall  pleafe  the  Qi^een 
To  call  them  forth  my  Lord. 

Enph,  Pray  you  do  me  the  favour 
To  tell  me  how  they  have  born  themlelves  thisiiight 
Of  their  imprilbnment? 

Mar.  Gladly  Sir;,  your  Brother 
With  the  other  Courtiers  willingly  receiv’d 
All  courtefiesi  could  oiler  ^ eat,  and  drank, 

And  vvere  exceeding  merry,  fo  diHembling 
Their  guilt,  or  confident  in  their  innocence. 

That  I much  wondred  at  it.  But  the  Prince, 

That  ( as  born  higheR  ) Ihould  have  grac’d  his  fall 
With  greateft  courage,  is  fo  funk  with  forrow,  |i 

That  to  a common  judgement  he  would  leem 
To  fuller  hke  a W’oman:  but  to  me, 

1 hat  from  the  experience  I have  had  of  many 
Look  further  in  him,  I do  find  the  deep  • 

Confideration  of  what’s  paft,  more  frights  him 
Than  any  other  punilhment. 

Euph.  That  is  indeed 
True  magnanimity:  the  other  but 
A defperate  baftard  valour. 

Mar.  I prelied  to  him. 

And  notwithftanding  the  Queens  ftrift  command, 

( Having  your  Lordlhips  promife  t6  fecure  me  ) 

Offer’d 


The  Queen  0/ Corinth. 


I Offer’d  to  free  him  from  his  bonds,  which  he 
Refiis’d,  with  fuch  a forrow,  mixt  with  fcorn 
That  it  amaz’d  me;,  yet  I urg’d  his  Highnefs 
To  give  one  Reafbnfdr’t:  he  briefly  anRver’d, 

: That  he  had  fate  in  judgement  on  himfelf, 

I And  found  that  he  defcrv’d  them : that  he  was 
A Ravifher,  and  fo  to  fuffer  like  one, 

Which  is  the  reafon  of  my  tears:  he  addeth. 

For  wer’tnot  I again  fhonld  break  the  Laws, 

Byfcorning  all  their  rigor  caninflid, 

; Ifhould  dye  fmiling. 
i Enph.  I forbear  to  wonder 
That  you  were  mov’d  that  law  this ; I am  flruck 
With  the  relation  fo,  ’Tis  very 
j See  all  things  ready.  I do  wilh  I could 
j Send  comfort  to  the  Prince be  ready  with  him-, 

’Tis  in  the  Queens  breaft  only  which  for  us  y Bar  brought 
To  fearch  into  were  faucinefs,  to  determine  ^ 
i What  Hie  thinks  fit. 

Enter  Leonidas  with  Merione  ( in  white  ) Euphanes  with 
Eeliza  ( in  blacky)  Queen,  Agenor,  Conon,  Marflial, 

' with  T hcamor.  Crates,  Solicles,  Eraton,Lords,Ladies, 
Guard. 

Lord.  Make  way  there  for  the  Queen. 

^tee.  Read  firft  the  Law,  and  what  our  Anceflors 
i Have  in  this  cafe  provided  to  deter 
I Suchlike  offenders:  To  you  gentle  Ladies 
! This  only.  Would  I could  as  well  give  comfort, 

I As  bid  you  you  be  fccure  from  fear  or  doubt 
Of  our  difpleafure  be  as  confident 
As  if  your  plea  were  ’gainft  a common  man. 

To  have  all  right  from  us  ^ I will  not  grieve 
For  what’s  not  worth  ray  pitty ; Read  the  Law. 

i Clerk  reads. 

Lycurgus  the  nineteenth  againji  Kapes : It  is  provided : and 
puhlickjy  atacied  and  confirmed,  That  any  man  of  what 
; degree  foever,  of ering  violence  to  the  chajiity  of  a Virgin, 

fall  ( Ipfo  fado  ) be  lyahle  to  her  acenfation,  and  accord- 
j ing  to  the  faid  Law  be  cenfurd  \ Ever  provided,  that  it 
Jhall  he  in  the  choice  of  the  faid  Virgin  Jo  abufed,  either  to 
cornpeV  the  Offender  to  marry  her  without  a Dowry,  if  fo 
jhe  wiUbxfjt'uJied,  or  demanding  his  head  for  the  offence, 
to  have  that  accordingly  performed. 

^ You  hear  this : wdiat  do  you  demand  ? 

Mer.  The  benefit 
The  Law  allows  me. 

Bel.  For  the  injury 

Done  to  mine  Honor,  I require  his  head. 

Mef.  I likewife  have  an  eye  upon  mine  Honor, 

But  knowing  that  his  death  cannot  reflore  it 
I ask  him  for  my  Husband. 

Bel.  I wasravifli’d. 

And  will  have  jullice. 

Mer.  I was  ravifh’d  too, 

I kneel  for  mercy. 

Bel.  I demand  but  what 
The  Law  allows  me. 

Mer.  That  which  I defire 
Is  by  the  fame  Law  warranted. 

Bel'  d'he  Rape 

On  me  hath  made  a forfeit  of  his  life. 

Which  in  revenge  of  my  difgrace  I plead  for. 

Mer.  The  Rape  on  me  gives  me  the  priviledge 
To  be  his  Wife,  and  that  is  all  I fue  for. 

Age.  A doubtful  cafe. 

Leo.  Such  pretty  Lawyers,  yet 
I never  law  nor  read  of. 

Euph.  May  the  Queen 
Favour  your  fwcet  ^ea,  Madam* 

Bel.  Is  that  juflice  ? 

I'  Shall  one  that  is  to  fuffer  for  a Rape 
Be  by  a Rape  defended  ? Look  upon 


The  publick  enemy  of  chaftity,  1 

This  luflful  Satyr,  w'hofe  enrag’d  defires  1 

The  mine  of  one  wretched  Virgins  honor  ! 

Would  not  fuffice-,  andfhall  the  wrack  of  two 
Be  his  protedion?  May  be  I was  ravifh’d 
For  his  luft  only,  thou  for  his  de.frnce  • 

0 fine  evafion ! fhall  with  fuch  a flight 

Your  Juftice  be  deluded?  your  Laws  cheated? 

And  he  that  for  one  fad  deferv’d  to  die. 

For  finning  often,  find  impunity? 

But  that  I know  thee  I would  fwear  thou  wert 
A falfe  Impoftor,  and  fuborn’d  to  this  • 

And  it  may  be  thou  art  Merione : 

For  hadfethou  fufler’d  truly  what  I have  done, 

Thouv/ouldft  like  me  complain,  and  call  for  vengeance. 

And  our  wrongs  being  equal,  I alone 
Should  not  defire  revenge : But  be  it  fo. 

If  thou  prevail,  even  he  will  punifh  it. 

And  foolifli  mercy  Ihew’d  to  him  undo  thee, 

Confider,  fool,  before  it  be  too  late. 

What  joys  thou  canfl;  exped  from  fuch  a Husband, 

1 o whom^iy  firft,  and  what’s  more,  forc’d  embraces. 

Which  men  fay  heighten  pleafure,  were  difta.^ful. 

Mer.  ’Tw  as  in  refped,  that  then  they  vver.  unlawful 
Unblefs’d  by  and  left  flings  behind  them,  * 
Which  from  the  marriage-bed  are  ever  bani/h'd. 

Let  this  Court  be  then  the  image  of  Joves  throne 
Upon  which  grace  and  mercy  flill  attend,  ! 

To  intercede  between  him  and  his  Juflice  • 

And  fince  the  Law  allows  as  much  to  me  ^ 

As  fhe  can  challenge,  let  the  milder  fentence. 

Which  befl  becomes  a Mother,  and  a Queen  i 

Now  overcome nor  let  your  wifdom  f^r 
In  doing  right  to  her,  I in  my  wrong 
Indare  a fecond  Ravifhment. 

Bel.  You  can  free  him 

Only  from  that  which  does  concern  your  felf. 

Not  from  the  punifhment  that’s  due  to  me : 

Your  injuries  you  may  forgive,  not  mine^ 

I plead  mine  own  jufliyreak,  which  will  right  both, 

Where  that  w'hich  you  defire  robs  me  of  juftice  j 
’Tis  that  which  I appeal  to. 

Mer.  Bloody  Woman, 

Doftthou  defire  his  punifhment?  Lethirn  live  then*, 

For  any  man  to  marry  where  he  likes  not 
Is  ftill  a lingring  torment. 

Bel.  For  one  Rape 

One  death’s  fufficient,  that  way  cannot  catch  me. 

Mer.  To  you  I fly  then,  to  your  mercy  Madam, 
Exempting  not  y^our  Juftice,  be  but  equal  ■, 

And  fince  in  no  regard  I come  behind  her. 

Let  me  not  fo  be  undervalu’d  in 
Your  Highnefs  favor,  that  the  w'orld  take  notice 
You  fo  preferr’d  her,  that  in  her  behalf 
You  kill’d  that  Son,  you  would  not  faveforme^ 

Mercy,  O mercy  Madam. 

Bel.  Great (^een,  juftice. 

Age.  With  what  a Mafeuline  confla-ncy  the  grave  Lady 
hath  heard  them  both  ? 

Leo.  Yet  how  unmov’d  file  fits 
In  that  which  mofl  concerns  her  ? 

Con.  Nowfherifes? 

And  having  well  weigh’d  both  their  arguments, 

Refolves  to  fpeak. 

Euph.  And  yet  again  fliepaufeSj 
O Conon,  fuch  a refolution  once 
AKoman  told  me  he  had  feen  in  Cato 
Before  he  kill’d  himfelf. 

’Tis  now  determin’d. 

A'lerione,  I could  wifh  I were  no  Queen, 

To  give  you  fatisfaftion  y no  Mother 
Beliza,  to  content  you-,  and  would  part. 

Even  with  my  being,  both  might  have  their  wifhes*. 

But  fince  that  is  impofTiblc,  in  few  words 

I wall  j 


The  Queen  oj  Corinth. 


1 will  deliver  what  I am  refolved  on : 

The  end  for  which  all  profitable  Laws 

W ere  made,  looks  two  ways  only,  the  reward 

Of  innocent  good  men,  and  the  punilhment 

Of  bad  Delinquents : Ours,  concerning  Rapes, 

Provided  that  lame  latter  of  Marriage 

For  him  that  had  fall’n  once,  not  then  forefeeing 

Mankind  could  prove  lb  monftrous,  to  tread  twice 

A path  fo  horrid.  The  great  Law-giver 

Draco,  That  for  his  Itrange  feverity 

Was  laid  to  write  his  Item  Decrees  in  blood, 

Made  none  for  Parricides,  prefuming  that 
No  man  could  be  fo  wicked-.  Such  might  be 
LycurgHT  znivjQT  (did  he  live)  for  this. 

But  fince  I find  that  in  ray  Sonne^,  which  was*  not 
Doubted  in  any  elfc,  I will  add  to  it  ■, 

He  cannot  marry  both,  but  for  both  dying. 

Both  have  their  full  revenge:  You  ktSeliza 

You  have  your  wilh  with  you  Merione 

I’ll  Ipendatear  ortwo,  fo  Heaven  forgive  thee. 

"I he.  Upon  my  knees  I do  approve  your  judgement. 
And  beg  that  you  would  put  it  into  afl  ^ 

With  all  fpeed  poUible only  that  I may. 

Having  already  made  peace  with  my  felf^ 

Part  fo  with  all  the  world:  Princely  Agenor 
I ask  your  pardon  ■,  yours  my  Lord  Euphanes  ■, 
AndCrates  with  the  reft  too,  I forgive  you  ^ 

Do  you  the  like  for  me:  Yours,  gracious  Mother, 

I dare  hot  ask,  and  yet  if  that  my  death 
Be  likeaSonof  yours,  though  my  life  was  not, 

Perhaps  you  may  vouchlafe  it:  Laftly,  that 

Both  thelewhom  I have  wrong’d,  may  willi  my  allies 

No  heavy  burden,  e’r  I fuffer  death, 

For  the  reftoring  of  Mfrioww  honor. 

Let  me  be  married  to  her,  and  then  dye 
For  you  Beliza. 

Thou  haft  made  in  this 
Part  of  amends  to  me,  and  to  the  world. 

Thy  fuit  is  granted,  call  a Flamyn  forth 
To  do  this  holy  work;,  wdth  him  a Head  (man. 

E}iterEl3.mYnand  Exeetdioner, 

Raife  up  thy  weeping  eyes  Merione, 

With  this  hand  I confirm  thy  Marriage, 

Wift.ing  that  now  the  gods  would  Ihew  fome  miracle. 
That  this  might  not  divorce  it. 

Cra.  To  that  purpefe 
I am  their  Minifter,  ftand  not  amaz’d. 

To  all  your  comforts  I will  do  this  wonder, 
YourMajefty  (with  your  pardon  I muft  fpeak  it) 
Allow’d  once  heretofore  of  fuch  a Contradl, 


Which  you  repenting  afterwards,  revok’d  it. 

Being  fully  bent  to  match  her  with  Agenor, 

The  griev’d  Prince:  knowing  this,  and  yet  not  daring 
Tocrofs  what  you  determin’d,  by  an  oath 
Bound  me  and  thefe  his  followers  to  do  fomething 
That  he  might  once  enjoy  her,  we  fwore  to  it. 

And  eafily  perfwaded,  being  affur’d 
She  was  his  Wife  before  the  face  of  Heaven, 

Although  fome  ceremonious  forms  were  wanting. 
Committed  the  firftRape,  and  brought  her  to  him. 
Which  broke  the  Marriage  -,  but  when  we  perceiv’d 
He  purpos’d  to  abufe  our  ready  fervice 
In  the  lame  kind:  upon  the  chafte  Beliza, 

Holding  our  felves  lefs  ty’d  to  him  than  goodnefs 
I made  difeovery  of  it  to  my  Brother, 

Who  can  relate  the  reft. 

Eupb.  It  is  mofttrue. 

I wou'd  it  were : 

Enph.  In  every  circumftance 
It  is  upon  my  foul : For  this  known  to  me, 

I wan  Merione  in  my  Ladies  habit. 

To  be  again  ( but  willingly  ) furpriz’d. 

But  with  Agenor,  and  her  noble  Brother, 

With  my  approv ’d  friend  Conon,  with  fuch  fpeed 
She  was  purfu’d,  that  the  lewd  atft  fcarce  ended, 
ThePrince  (aflur’d  he  had  enjoy’d  Beliza, 

For  all  the  time  Meriones  face  was  cover’d  ) . 

W'as  apprehended  and  brought  to  your  prefence, 

But  not  till  now  difeover’d,  in  refpeift 
I hop’d  the  imminent  danger  of  the  Prince, 

To  which  his  loofe  unquenched  heats  had  brought  him, 
Being  purfu’d  unto  the  latefttryal 
Would  work  in  him  compundion,  which  it  has  done  y 
And  thefe  two  Ladies  in  their  feign’d  contentions, 

T 0 your  delight  1 hope  have  fery’d  as  Maskers 
To  their  own  Nuptials. 

My  choice  was  worthy 

WTen  firft  I look’d  on  thee,  as  thou  haft  order’d 
All  fnall  be  done,  and  not  the  meaneft  that 
Plaid  in  this  unexpeded  Comedy, 

But  fhall  pertake  our  bounty : And  my  Lord', 

That  with  the  reft  you  may  feem  fatisfi’d. 

If  you  dare  venture  on  a Queen,  not  yet 
So  far  in  debt  to  years,  but  that  fhe  may 
Bring  you  a lufty  Boy,  I offer  up 
My  felf  and  Kingdom,  during  my  life  to  you. 

Ag.  It  is  a blelFing  which  I durft  not  hope  for. 

But  with  all  joy  receive. 

All.  We  all  applaud  it. 

Then  on  unto  the  Temple,  where  the  rights 
Of  Marriage  ended,  we’ll  find  new  delights.  Exemt. 


H ere  endeth  the  Queen  of  Corinth. 


I 


\The  Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 

Demetrius, 

Decius,  p tvoman  Co.'JiViandcrs. 


Caratach,  General  of  the  Britains,C<?^«  to  Bonduca. 
Nenius,  A great  Soldkr,  a Britain  Commander, 
Hengo,  A brave  boy^  Nephew  to  Caratach. 
Suetonius,  General  to  the  Roman  Army  in  Britain 


Regultis,  ) 


Drullis,  _ 

Macer,  r F cm Officer, 
Penius  Roman  Commander^  but  jiuhborn  to  ! Curius,  N 

’ ^ \]adiS,ACorpir.,l,  u merry  himm  kntvc. 

’ Herald. 


S the  General. 

Roman  Ca^ 

S Daughter. 

Petilus,  A merry  Captainfutfomewhat  wanton. 


T • 7."^  Roman  Captain^  in  love  with  Bonduca  s 

^ ’ S Daughter. 


Druid  cs. 
Soldieis. 


W O M E N. 


Bonduca  Virago,^_;  Pro- 

‘ ’ ^ futagus. 

Her  two  Daughters. 


ocene  Britain 

TheP  rincipal  Aders  were 


It! 


Richard  Bur  bad 
Henry  Condel^ 
Jl'illam  Eglejicne, 
N/ch.  Toolie^ 


Vi’illi  im  Os/Lr. 


onvn. 


Joint. 

John  TJndcrn'ond^ 
Richard  Robinjon. 


Adus  Primus,  Sc^na  Prima 


Enter  Bo’^duca,  Daughters,  Hengo,  Nennius,  Soldiers. 


hardy  Komans  ? O ye  gods  of 

The  rnlc  of  Arms,  the  blufning 
fliamc  of  i'oldiers  ’ 

Are  rhefc  the  men  that  conquer 
by  inheritance  ? 

I'lie  Fortune-makers  ? thefe  the 
Julians. 

Enter  Caratach, 

That  with  the  Suii  mcaiiire  the  end  of  Nature, 

Making  the  World  but  one  Kome  and  one  CafarJ 
Shame,  how  they  flee ! CA'm's  foft  foul  dwells  in  ’em  ^ 


Their  Mothers  got  ’emfleeping,  Pleafure  nurft’em, 
Their  Bodies  fweat  with  fweet  Oils,  Loves  allurements. 
Not  liiftie  Arms.  Dare  they  fend  thefe  to  feck  us, 
ThefeKow.i«  Girls  ? Is  Britarn  grown  fo  wanton  ? 
Twice  we  have  beat  ’em,  Nennius  Icatter’d  ’em. 

And  through  their  big-bon’d  on  whofe  Pikes 

The  honour  of  their  aftions  fit  in  triumph. 

Made  Themes  lor  Songs  to  fliaine’em,  and  a Woman, 
A Woman  beat  ’em,  Nennius , a weak  W oman, 

A Woman  beat  thefe  Komans. 

Car.  So  it  feems. 

A man  would  fliameto  talk  lb. 

Bon.  Who’s  that? 

Car.  I. 


Bon 


The  Tragedy  of  Bonduca, 


Bon.  Colin,  do  you  grieve  at  my  fortunes : 

Car.  No,  Bonduca^ 

If  I grieve,  ’tis  at  the  bearing  of  your  fortunes  j 
You  put  too  much  wind  to  your  fail : Difcretion 
-And  hardy  valour  are  the  tv/ms  of  honour. 

And  nurs’d  together,  make  a Conqueror  : 

Divided,  but  a talker.  ’Tisatruth. 

That  Rome  has  fled  before  us  twice,  and  routed  •, 

A truth  we  ought  to  crown  the  gods  for.  Lady, 

And  not  our  tongues.  A truth  is  none  of  ours. 

Nor  in  our  ends,  more  than  the  noble  bearing: 

For  then  it  leaves  to  be  a virtue,  Lady,  , 

And  we  that  have  been  X'iTors,  beat  our  lelves. 

When  we  inhilt  upon  our  honors  fubjeft. 

Bon.  My  valiant  Colin,  is  it  foul  to  fay 
What  liberty  and  honor  bid  us  do. 

And  what  the  gods  allow  us  ? 

Car.  No,  Eonduca., 

So  what  we  fay  exceed  not  what  we  do. 

Ye  call  die  fearful,  fleeing 

And  Roman  Girls,  the  lees  of  tainted  j leifures : 

Does  this  become  a doer  ? are  they  fuch  ? 

Bon.  They  are  no  more. 

Car.  Where  is  your  Conquefl:  then  ? 

Why  are  your  Altars  cro  .vnM  with  wreaths  of  flowers. 
The  beafts  with  gilt  horns  waiting  for  the  fire  ? 

The  holy  compoling  Songs 

Ofeverlafting  life  to  Viiftory? 

Why  are thefe triumphs,  Lady?  fora A/^y-ganie ? 

For  hunting  a poor  herd  of  wretched  Ivo/w-a^x? 

Is  itno  more?  flint  up  your  Temples,  Brltains., 

And  let  the  Husbandman  redeem  his  heifers^ 

Put  out  our  holy  fires no  Timbrel  ring  •, 

Let’s  home,  and  flcepi,  for  fuch  great  overthrows-, 

A Candle  burns  too  bright  a facrifice, 

A Glow-worms  tail  too  full  of  flame.  O Nennius., 

Thou  hadft  a noble  Uncle  knew  a Roman., 

And  how  to  fpeakhim,  how  to  give  him  weight 
In  both  his  fortunes. 

Bon.  By — I think 

Ye  doat  upon  thefe  21  ow.n<x.,  Caratach. 

Car.  Witnefs  thefe  wounds,  I do-,  they  were  fairly  given, 
I love  an  enemy,  I was  born  a Soldier  -, 

And  he  that  in  the  head  on’s  T roop  defies 'me. 

Bending  my  manly  Body  with  his  fword, 

Iinakea  Milhrifs.  Yellovv-treflcd 
Ne’r  ty’d  -a  longing.  Virgin  with  moi'e  joy. 

Than  I am  married  to  that  man  that  wounds  me  : 

And  are  not  a!!  thefe  Romans  1 Tcnfliruck  Battels 
I fuck’d  thefe  honour’d  fears  from,  and  2).]  Roman  : 

Ten  years  of  bitter  nights  and  heavy  marches. 

When  many  a frozen  form  fingthorowmy  Curaffe, 

And  made  it  doubtful  wlietherthat  or  I 
Were  themore  llubborn  mctall,  have  I wrought  thorow, 
And  all  to  try  thefe  Romans.  Ten  times  a night 
I have  fwom  the  Rivers,  when  the  Stars  Rome 
Shot  at  me  as  I floated,  and  the  billows 
T umbled  their  watry  mines  on  my  Ihoulders, 

Charging  my  batter’d  lidcs  with  troops  of  Agues  - 
And  ftill  to  try  thefe  Romms.,  whom  I found 
(And  if  I lye,  my  wounds  be  henceforth  backward. 

And  be  you  witnefs,  gods,  and  all  my  dangers ) 

As  ready,  and  as  full  of  that  I brought 
( W’hichwas  not  fear  nor  flight ) as  valiant. 

As  vigilant,  as  wife,  to  do  and  fufter, 

Ever  advanced  as  forward  as  the  Britains., 

Their  fleeps  as  Ihort,  their  hopes  as  high  as  ours. 

1,  andasfubtil.  Lady.  ’Tisdifhonour, 

And  follow’d,  will  be  impudence,  Bnnduca., 

And  grow  to  no  belief,  to  taint  thefe  Romans. 

j Have  not  I feen  the  Brix.?/«x 

Bond.  What? 

I Car.  Difheartned, 

Pvun,  run,  Bondnea^  not  the  quick  rack  fwifter 


I The  Virgin  from  the  hated  Ravilher 
Not  half  fo  fearful?  not  a flight  drawn  home, 

A round  ftone  from  a fling,  a Lovers  wifli 

E’r  made  that  halle  that  they  have.  By 

I have  feen  thefe  Britains ^ that  you  magnifie. 

Run  as  they  would  have  out-run  time  and  roaring 
Bafely  for  mercy,  roaring : the  light  lhadows. 

That  in  a thought  four  o’r  the  fields  of  Corn, 

Halted  on  crutches  to  ’em. 

Bon.  O ye  Powers, 

Whatfcandalsdo  I fuffer? 

Car.  Yes,  Bonduca, 

I have  feen  thee  run  too,  and  thee,  Nennius  9 
Yea,  run  apace,  both  ^ then  when  Penyus 
The  Roman  Girl,  cut  thorow  your  armed  Carts, 

And  drive  ’em  headlong  on  ye  down  the  hill ; 

Then  when  he  hunted  ye  like  Britain-Foxes. 

More  by  the  foent  than  fight : then  did  I foe 
Thefe  valiant  and  approved  men  of  Britain-, 

Like  bonding  Owls,  creep  into  tods  of  Ivie. 

And  hoot  their  fears  to  one  another  nightly^ 

Nen.  And  what  did  you  then,  Caratach} 

Car.  I fled  too, 

But  not  fq/  fait your  Jewel  had  been  loll  therr. 

Young there;,  he  traflit  me,  Nennius  t 
For  when  your  fears  out-run  him,  then  foept  I , 

And  in  the  head  of  all  the  Romans  fury 
Took  him,  and,  with  my  tough  Belt,  tomy  back 
1 buckled  him;  behind  him,  my  fure  Shield^ 

And  then  1 follow’d.  If  I lay  I fought 
Five  times  in  bringing  olf  this  bud  of  Britain., 

I lye  not,  Nennius.  Neither  had  ye  heard 
Me  Ipeak  this,  or  ever  feen  the  child  more. 

But  that  the  Son  of  Virtue,  'Penyus 

Seeing  m.e  fleer  thorow  all  thefe  Itorms  of  danger. 

My  Helm  ilill  in  my  hand,  my  Sword  my  prow. 

Turn’d  to  my  foe  my  face,  hecry’d  out  nobly, 

Co  Britain,  bear  thy  Lions  whelp  off  fafely 
Thy  manly  fword  has  ranfom’d  thee : grow  ftrong. 

And  let  me  meet  thee  once  again  in  Arms  -, 

Then  if  thou  Hand’ll,  thou  art  mine.  I took  his  offer, 

And  here  I am  to  honour  him. 

Bon.  O Coufin, 

From  what  a flight  of  honour  hafl  thou  checkt  me? 

What  wouldfc  thou  make  me,  Caratach} 

Car.  See,  Lady, 

The  noble  ufe  of  others  in  our  loflcs : 

Does  this  afflift  ye?  Had  the  Romans  cry ’d  this, 

And  as  we  have  done  theirs,fung  out  thefe  fortunes. 

Rail’d  on  our  bafe  condition,  hooted  at  us. 

Made  marks  as  far  as  the  earth  was  ours,  to  fliew  us 
Nothing  but  foa  could  flop  our  flights-,  delpis’dus. 

And  held  it  equal,  whether  banqueting 
Or  beating  of  the  Britains  were  more  bulinefs, 

It  would  have  gall’d  ye. 

Bon.  Let  me  think  we  conquer’d. 

Car.  Do;,  but  lb  think,  as  we  may  be  conquer’d; 

And  where  we  have  found  virtue,  though  in  thofe 
That  came  to  make  us  Haves,  let’s  cherilh  it. 

There’s  not  a blow  we  gavefince  Julius  landed. 

That  was  of  llrength  and  worth,  but  like  records. 

They  file  to  after-ages.  Our  Regillers, 

The  Romans,  are  for  noble  deeds  of  honour^ 

Andlhall  we  burn  their  mentions  with  upbraidings? 

Bon.  No  more,  I foe  my  felf ; thou  haft  made  me, Coufin, 
More  than  my  fortunes  durft,  for  they  abus’d  me. 

And  wound  me  up  fo  high,  I fwell’d  with  glory*: 

Thy  temperance  has  cur’d  that  Tympany, 

And  given  me  health  again,  nay,  more  difcretion. 

Shall  we  have  peace?  for  now  I love  thefe  Row^zj/x. 

Car.  Thy  love  and  hate  are  both  unwifo  ones,  Lady. 

Bon.  Yourreafon? 

Nen.  Is  not  peace  the  end  of  Arms  ? 

Car.  Not  where  thecaufo  implies  a general  conqueft: 

Had 
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Had  we  a difference  with  fome  petty  Ifle, 

Or  with  OLir  neighbors  (Lady)  for  our  Land-marks^ 

The  taking  in  of  Ibme  rebellious  Lord, 

Or  making  a head  againlt  Commotions, 

After  a day  of  Blood,  Peace  might  be  argued: 

But  where  we  grapple  for  the  ground  we  live  on. 

The  Liberty  we  hold  as  dear  as  life. 

The  gods  vve  worlhip,  and  next  thofe,  our  Honors, 

And  with  thofe  fwords  that  know  no  end  of  Battel : 

Thofe  men  befide  themfelves  allow  no  neighbor  ^ 

Thofe  minds  that  where  the  day  is,  claim  inheritance. 

And  where  the  Sun  makes  ripe  the  fruits,  their  harveft, 
And  where  they  march,  but  meafure  out  more  ground 
To  add  to  Kome^  and  here  i’  th’  bowels  on  us  •, 

It  muff;  not  be-,  no,  as  they  are  our  foes. 

And  thofe  that  muff:  be  fo  until  we  tire  ’em. 

Let’s  ufethe  peace  of  Honor,  that’s  fair  dealing. 

But  in  our  ends,  our  fwords.  That  hardy  'Romans 
That  hopes  to  graft  himfelf  into  my  flock. 

Muff:  firfl  begin  his  kindred  under-ground. 

And  be  alli’d  inafhes. 

Bon.  Caratach., 

As  thou  haft  nobly  fpoken,  fhall  be  done  y 
And  Hengo  to  thy  charge  I here  deliver ; 

The  Romans  fhall  have  worthy  Wars. 

Car.  They  fliall. 

And,  little  Sir,  when  your  young  bones  grow  ftiffer. 

And  when  I fee  ye  able  in  a morning 
To  beat  a dozen  boys,  and  then  to  breakfaft. 

I’ll  tye  ye  to  a fword. 

Heng.  And  what  then  Uncle? 

Car.  Then  ye  muff:  kill,  Sir,  the  next  valiant  Romans 
that  calls  ye  knave. 

Hen^  And  mult  I kill  but  one? 

Car.  An  hundred,  boy,  I hope. 

Hen.  I hope  five  hundred. 

Car.  That’s  a noble  boy.  Come,  worthy  Lady, 

Let’s  to  our  feveral  charges,  and  henceforth 

Allow  an  enemy  both  weight  and  worth,  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Secunda. 

Enter and  Petillius,  twoKoimsiCaptains. 

Vet.  What  ail’ft  thou,  man  ? doff:  thou  want  meat  ? 
Jun.  No. 

Vet.  Clothes? 

Jnn.  Neither.  For  heavens  love,  leave  me. 

Vet.  Drink? 

Jun.  Ye  tire  me. 

Vet.  Come,  ’tis drink-,  I know’tis  drink. 

Jnn.  Tis  no  drink* 

Vet.  Hay  ’tis drink:  for  what  afflidion 
Can  light  fo  heavy  on  a Soldier, 

To  dry  him  up  as  .thou  art,  but  no  drink? 

Thou  flialt  have  drink. 

Jun.  Prethee  VetilJius 

Vet.  And  by  mine  honor,  much  drink,  valiant  drink : 
Never  tell  me,  thou  ihalt  have  drink.  I fee. 

Like  a true  friend,  into  thy  wants : ’tis  drink  -, 

An^  wheh  I leave  thee  to  a defolation, 

Efpecially  of  that  dry  nature,  hang  me. 

Jun.  Why  do  you  this  to  me  ? 

Vet.  For  I fee. 

Although  your  modefty  would  fain  conceal  it. 

Which  fits  as  fweetly  on  a Soldier, 

As  an  old  fide-faddle. 

Jun.  What  do  you  fee  ? 

Vet.  I fee  as  far  as  day,  that  thou  want’ll  drink. 

Did  I not  find.thee  gaping  like  an  Oyfter 
For  a new  tide  ? thy  very  thoughts  lie  bare 
Like  a low  ebb  ? thy  Soul  that  rid  in  Sack, 

Lies  moor’d  for  want  of  liquor?  Do  but  fee 


Into  thy  felf^  for  by— I do: 

For  all  thy  body’s  chapt  and  crackt  like  timber 
For  want  of  moifture,  what  is’t  thou  wantft  there, 

And  if  itbenot  drink?  ’ 

Jun.  You  have  too  much  on’t. 

Pet.  It  may  be  a whore  too fay  it  be  : come,  meecher. 
Thou  ffialt  have  both : a pretty  valiant  fellow,  ’ 

Die  for  a little  lap  and  lechery  ? 

No,  it  lhall  ne’r  be  faid  in  our  Countrey, 

Thou  dy’dfto’th’  Chin-cough.  Hear,  thou  noble  Roman, 
The  Son  of  her  that  loves  a Soldier, 

Hear  what  I promifed  for  thee  ^ thus  I faid. 

Lady,  I take  thy  Son  to  my  companion. 

Lady,  I love  thy  fon,  thy  Son  loves  War, 

The  war  loves  danger,  danger  drink,  drink  difcipline. 
Which  is  fociety  and  lechery-, 

Thefe  two  beget  Commanders : fear  not.  Lady, 

Thy  Son  fhall  lead, 

Jun.  ’Tis  a ftrange  thing,  Vetillius. 

That  fo  ridiculous  and  loofe  a mirth 
Canmafrer  your  affections. 

Petil.  Any  mirth. 

And  any  way,  of  any  fubjeCt,  Junius, 

Is  better  than  unmanly  muftinefs  -. 

What  harm’s  in  drink,  inagood  vvholfomewench? 

I  do  befeech  ye.  Sir,  what  error  ? yet 
It  cannot  out  of  my  head  handfomely. 

But  thou  wouldft  fain  be  drunk  : come,  no  more  fooling, 
The  General  has  new  wine,  new  come  over. 

Jun.  He  muff:  have  new  acquaintance  for  it  too, 

For  I will  none.,  1 thank^ye. 

Vet.  None  I thank^ye} 

A fhort  and  touch  ieanfwer.  Nw/e  I thankee: 

Ye  do  notfeorn  it,  do  ye-? 

Jun.  Gods  defend.  Sir 
I owe  him  ftill  more  honor. 

Pet.  None,  I thank^ye : 

No  company,  no  drink,  no  wench,  Ithank^^ye, 

Ye  fhall  be  worfe  intreated.  Sir. 

Jun.  Vetillius, 

As  thou  arthoneft,  leave  me. 

Vet.  None,  Ithank^ye-, 

A modeft  and  a decent  refolution. 

And  well  put  on.  Yes,  I will  leave  ye,  Junius, 

And  leave  ye  to  the  boys,  that  very  Ihortly 
•Shall  all  faluteye,  by  your  new  firname 

Of  Junius  None  I thankee.  I would  ftarve  now. 

Hang,  drown,  defpair,  deferve  the  fork/,  lie  open 
To  all  the  dangerous  palles  of  a wench. 

Bound  to  believe  her  tears,  and  wed  her  aches, 

E’r  I would  own  thy  follies.  I have  found  ye. 

Your  lays,  and  out-leaps  haunts,  and  lodges: 

I have  view’d  ye,  and  I have  found  ye  by  my  skill 
Tobeafoolo’th’ firft  head,  Junius, 

And  1 will  hunt  ye : ye  are  in  love,  I know  it : 

Ye  are  an  afs,  and  all  the  Camp  fhall  know  it. 

A peevifli  idle  boy  -,  your  Dame  fhall  know  it  j 


Enter  Corporal  Judas,  and  four  Soldiers, 


Jud.  A Bean?  a Princely  diet,  a full  Banquet, 
To  what  we  compafs. 

1 Sold.  Fight  like  Hogs  for  Acorns  ? 

2 Sold.  Venture  our  lives  for  Pig-nuts  ? 

Vet.  What  ail  thefe  Rafcals  ? 

3 Sold.  If  this  hold,  we  are  ftarv’d. 

Jud.  For  my  part,  friends. 

Which  is  but  twenty  Beans  a day,  a hard  world 
For  Officers,  and  men  of  adlion  -, 

And  thofe  fbclipt  by  mailer  Moufe,  and  rotten: 
For  underftand  ’em  Fre«c^  Beans,  where  the  fruits 
Are  ripen’d  like  the  people  in  old  tubs. 

For  mine  own  part,  I fay,  I am  ftarv’d  already. 
Not  worth  another  Bean,  confum’d  to  nothing, 

. D 
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Nothing  but  flefh  and  bones  left,  miferable: 

Now  if  this  muftie  provender  can  prick  me 
To  honourable  matters  of  atchievment,  Gentlemen, 

Why  there’s  the  point. 

4 Sold,  I’ll  fight  no  more. 

Petill.  You’ll  hang  then, 

A fovereign  help  for  hunger.  Ye  eating  Rafcals, 

: Whofe  gods  are  Beef  and  Brewis,  whofe  brave  angers 
^ Do  execution  uponthefe,  and  Chibbals: 

! Ye  dogs  heads  i’th’  porridge-pot  ^ you  fight  no  more? 

' Does  Kome  depend  upon  your  refolution 
For  eating  mouldy  Pie-cruft? 

3.  Sold.  Would  we  had  it. 

Jud.  I may  do  fervice.  Captain. 

Petill.  In  a Filh-market. 

You,  Corporal  Curry-Comb,  what  will  your  fighting 
Profit  the  Common-wealth  ? do  you  hope  to  triumph. 

Or  dare  your  vamping  valour,  goodman  Cobler, ' 

Clap  anew  foul  to  th’ Kingdom  ? s’death,  ye  dog-whelps 
fou,  fight,  or  not  fight. 

Jud.  Captain. 

Petill.  Out,  ye  flefh-flies. 

Nothing  but  noife  andnaftineft. 

Jud.  Give  us  meat. 

Whereby  we  may  do. 

PetiH,  Whereby  hangs  your  valour  ? 

Jud.  Good  bits  afford  good  blows. 

Petill,  Agoodpofition: 

How  long  is’t  fincethoueat’ftlaft,  wipe  thy  mouth. 

And  then  tell  truth. 

Jud.  I have  not  eat  to  th’  purpofe— — Garlick? 

Vetill.  Toth’ purpofe?  what’s  that?  half  a Cow  and 
Ye  Rogues,  my  company  eat  Turf,  and  talk  not  j 
Timber  they  can  digeft,  and  fight  upon’t^ 

Old  matts,  and  mud  with  fpoons,  rare  meats.  Your  fhooes 
Dare  ye  cry  out  for  hunger,  and  thofe  extant  ? (flaves  ? 
Suck  your  Sword-hilts,  ye  flaves,  if  ye  be  valiant. 

Honor  will  make  ’em  march-pain  : to  the  purpofe} 

A grievous  penance.  Doft  thou  fee  that  Gentleman, 

That  melancholly  Monfieur? 

Jim.  Pray  ye,  Petillius. 

Pet.  He  has  not  eat  thefe  three  weeks. 

2 Sold.  ’Has  drunk  the  moie  then, 

3 Sold.  And  that’s  all  one. 

Petill.  Nor  drunk  nor  flept  thefe  two  months. 

Jud.  Captain,  we  do  befeech  yon  as  poor  Soldiers, 
Men  that  have  feen  good  days,  whole  mortal  ftomachs 
May  fometirae  feel  afflidions. 

Jun.  This,  Pf///i/«/, 

Is  not  fo  nobly  done. 

Vet  ill  i ’Tis  common  profit*. 

Urge  him  to  th’  point,  he’ll  find  you  out  a food 
That  needs  no  teeth  nor  ftomach:,  a ftrange  furmity 
Will  feed  ye  up  as  fat  as  hens  i’  th’  foreheads. 

And  make  ye  fight  like  Fichockj.,  to  him. 

Jud.  Captain. 

Juu.  Do  you  long  to  have  your  throats  cut  ? 

Petill.  See  what  metal 

It  makes  in  him:  two  meals  more  of  this  melancholly. 

And  there  lies  Caratach. 

Jud.  We  do  befeech  ye, 

2 Sold.  Humbly  befeech  your  valour. 

JuM.  Ami  only 

Become  your  (port  VetiVius^} 

Jud.  But  to  render 

n way  of  general  good,  in  prefervation. 

Jun.  Out  of  my  thoughts,  ye  flaves. 

4  Sold.  Or  rather  pity. 

3 Sold.  Your  warlike  remedy  againft  the  maw-worms. 
Jud.  Or  notable  receipt  to  live  by  nothing. 

Vet  ill.  Out  with  your  Table-books. 

Jun.  Is  this  true  friendfhip  ? 

And  muft  my  killing-griefs  make  others  Mi/y-games? 

Stand  from  my  fwor^  point, flaves,your  poor  ftarv’d  fpirits 


Can  make  me  no  oblationsy  elfe,  O love. 

Thou  proudly  blind  deftrudion,  I would  fend  thee 
Whole  Hecatombs  of  hearts,  to  bleed  my  forrows. 

Jud.  Alas,  he  lives  by  love.  Sir.  Exit  Junius, 

^et.  So  he  does.  Sir, 

And  canni^  you  do  fo  too?  All  my  Company 
Are  now  in  love,  n«’r  think  of  meat,  nor  talk 
Of  what  Provant  is:  Aymees.,  3nd Hearty  hey-hoesj 
Are  Sallets  fis  for  Soldiers.  Live  by  meat  *, 

By  larding  up  your  bodies  ? ’tis  lewd,  and  lazie. 

And  fhews  ye  meerly  mortal,  dull,  and  drives  ye 
To  fight  like  Camels,  with  baskets  at  your  nofes. 

Get  ye  in  love  •,  ye  can  whore  well  enough. 

That  all  the  world  knows:  faftye  into  Famine, 

Yet  ye  can  crawl  like  Crabs  to  wenches,  handfbmely. 

Fall  but  in  love  now,  as  ye  fee  example. 

And  follow  it  but  with  all  your  thoughts, 

There’s  fo  much  charge  fav’d,  and  your  hunger’s  ended. 
Away,  I hear  the  General : get  ye  in  love  all,  f Drum  afar 
Up  to  the  ears  in  love,  that  I may  hear  \ off. 

No  more  of  thefe  rudemurmurings*,  and  diftreetly 
Carry  your  ftomachs,  or  I prophefie 
A pickel’d  Rope  will  choak  ye.  Jog,  and  talk  not.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Swetonius,  Demetrius,  Decius,  Drum,  Colours. 

Srtet,  is  the  meflenger  difpatch’d 

To  Penyuf^  to  command  him  to  bring  up 
The  Volans  Regiment  ? 

Dem.  He’s  there  by  this  - time. 

S rpet.  And  are  the  Horfe  well  view’d  we  brought  from 
Pfc.  The  Troops  are  full,  and  lufty.  {Mona) 

Srvet.  Good  Petillius^ 

Look  to  thofe  eating  Rogues,  that  bawl  for  victuals, 
Andftop  their  throats  a day  or  two;  provilion 
Waits  but  the  wind  to  reach  us. 

Pet.  Sir,  already 

I have  been  tampring  with  their  ftomachs,  which  I find 
As  deaf  as  Adders  to  delays;  your  clemency 
Hath  made  their  murmurs,  mutinies,  nay,  rebellions : 

Now,  and  they  want  but  Muftard,  they’r  in  uproars 
No  oil  but  Candy,  Lufttanian  Figs 
And  Wine  from  Lesbos  now  can  fatisfie  ?em : 

The  Britijh  wdtevs  are  grown  dull  and  muddy. 

The  fruit  difguftful:  Orontes  muft  be  fought  for. 

And  Apples  from  the  happy  Ifles ; the  truth  is. 

They  are  more  curious  now  in  having  nothing. 

Than  if  the  fea  and  land  turn’d  up  their  treafures ; 

This  loft  the  Colonies,  and  gave  Bonduca 
( With  fliame  we  muft  record  it ) time  and  ftrength 
To  look  into  our  Fortunes^  great  diftretion 
To  follow  offered  Vi(rtory^  and  laft,  full  pride 
To  brave  us  to  our  teeth,  and  fcorn  our  mines. 

Swet,  Nay,  chide  not,  good  Petillius.,  I confefs 
My  will  to  conquer  and  long  ftay 
To  execute  that  Will,  let  in  thefe  lofics; 

All  fhall  be  right  again,  and  as  a Pine 
Rent  from  Oeta  by  a fweeping  tempeft, 

Joynted  again,  andmadeaMaft,  defies 
Thofe  angry  winds  that fplit him:  fbwilll. 

Piec’d  to  ray  never-failing  ftrength  and  fortune. 

Steer  thorow  thefe  fwelling  dangers  j plow  their  prides  up. 
And  bear  like  thunder  through  their  loudeft  tempefts : 
They  keep  the  field  ft  ill. 

Vem.  Confident  and  full. 

Pet.  In  filch  a number,  one  would  fwear  they  grew. 

The  hills  are  wooded  with  their  partizans. 

And  all  the  valleys  overgrown  with  darts. 

As  moors  are  with  rank  rufhes : no  ground  left  us 
To  charge  upon,  no  room  toftrike : fay  fortune 
And  our  endeavours  bring  us  in  to  ’em. 

They  are  fo  infinite,  fo  ever-fpringing. 

We  fhall  be  kilRd  with  killing^  of  deflate  Women, 

That  neither  fear,  or  fhamee’r  found,  the  devil 

Has 
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Has  rank’d  amongft  ’em  multitudes ; fay  the  men  fail. 
They’ll  poifon  us  with  their  petticoats;  fay  they  fail. 

They  have  priefts  enough  to  pray  us  into  nothing. 

Sipeet.  Thefe  are  imaginations,  dreams  of  nothing. 

The  man  that  doubts  or  fears. 

Dec.  lam  free  of  both. 

Vem.  Thefelf-fame  1. 

PetiU.  And  I as  free  as  any* 

As  carelefsof  my  flefh,  of  that  we  call  life. 

So  I may  lofe  it  nobly  ^ as  indifferent 
As  if  it  were  my  diet.  Yet,  noble  General, 

It  was  a wifdom  learn’d  from  you 1 learn’d  it. 

And  worthy  of  a Soldiers  care,  moft  worthy, 

To  weigh  with  molt  deliberate  circumftance 
The  ends  of  accidents,  above  their  offers  *, 

How  to  go  on  and  get,  to  fave  a Koman^ 

Whofeone  life  is  more  worth  in  way  of  doing. 

Than  millions  of  thefe  painted  wafps how  viewing 
To  find  advantage  out  how  ^ how,  found,  to  follow  it 
With  counfel  and  difcretion , left  meer  fortune 
Should  claim  the  vidory. 

Srpeet.  ’ fis  true,  Petilliuf, 

And  w'orthily  remembred;  the  rule’s  certain, 
heir  ufes  no  lefs  excellent : but  where  time 
Cuts  off  occafious,  danger,  time  and  all 
Tendtoaprefent  peril,  ’ tis  required 
Our  Swords  and  Manhoods  be  belt  counfellors. 

Our  expeditions,  prefidents.  To  win,  is  nothing. 

Where  reafon,  time  and  counfel  are  our  Camp-maflers ; 

3ut  there  to  bear  the  field,  then  to  be  conquerors. 

Where  pale  deftrudion  takes  us,  takes  us  beaten, 

,u  wants,  and  mutinies,  our  felves  but  handfuls, 

And'to  our  felves,  our  own  fears,  needs  a new  way, 

A Hidden  and  a defperate  execution ; 
dere,  how  to  fave,  is  lofs  to  be  wife,  dangerous*. 

Only  a prefent  well-united  flrength. 

And  minds  made  up  for  all  attempts,  difpatch  it : 
Difputingand  delay  here,  cools  the  courage  *, 

Sleceffity  gives  time  for  doubts  *,  things  infinite. 

According  to  the  fpirit  they  are  preach’d  to, 

Rewards  like  them  and  names  for  after-ages, 

Vluft  fteel  the  Soldier;,  hisownfhame  help  to  arm  him^ 
And  having  forc’d  his  fpirit,  e’r  he  cools. 

Fling  him  upon  his  enemies  ^ Hidden  and  fwift. 

Like  Tigers  amongft  Foxes,  wemuft  fight  for’t  ; 

Furymiift  be  our  Fortune fliamewehave  loft. 

Spurs  ever  in  our  Hdes  to  prick  us  forward: 

There  is  no  other  wifdom  nor  difcretion 
Due  to  this  day  of  ruine,  but  deftrudion  ^ 

The  Soldiers  order  firft,  and  then  his  anger. 

Vem.  No  doubt  they  dare  redeem  all. 

Sivet.  Then  no  doubt 

The  day  muft  needs  be  ours.  That  the  proud  Woman 
Is  infinite  in  number,  better  likes  me. 

Than  if  we  dealt  with  fquadrons:  half  her  Army 
Shall  choak  themfelves,  their  own  fwords  dig  their  graves, 
I’ll  tell  ye  all  my  fears,  one  fingle  valour, 

The  virtues  of  the  valiant  Caratach 
More  doubts  me  than  ^MPritain:  he’s  a Soldier 
So  forg’d  out,  and  fo  temper’d  for  great  fortunes. 

So  much  man  thruft  into  him,  fo  old  in  dangers. 

So  fortunate  in  all  attempts,  that  his  mere  name 
Fights  in  a thoufand  men,  himfelf  in  millions. 

To  make  him  Koman.  But  no  more. 

How  ftands  your  charge  ? 

PetiU.  Ready  for  all  employments. 

To  be  commanded  too.  Sir.  > 

Sn'et,  ’Tis well  govern’d*. 

To  morrow  we’ll  draw  out,  and  view  the  Cohorts: 

I’th’  meantime,  all  apply  their  offices. 

Where’s  Junins  ? 

PetiU.  In’s  Cabin, 

Sick  o’  th’  mumps,  Sir. 

Sn>et.  How? 


PetiU.  In  love,  indeed  in  love,  moft  lamentably  loving. 
To  the  tune  of  Queen  Vido. 

Vec.  Alas  poor  Gentleman. 

Swet.  ’Twill  make  him  fight  the  nobler.  With  what  Lady  ? 
I’ll  be  a fpokefman  for  him.  ^ ' 

PetiU.  You’ll  fcantfpeed,  Sir. 

Sivet.  Whois’t? 

PetiU,  The  devil’s  dam,  Bottducd^s  daughter 
Heryoungeft,  crackt  i’th’  ring.  ’ 

Srpet.  1 am  forry  for  him : 

But  lure  his  own  difcretion  will  reclaim  him. 

He  muft  deferve  our  anger  die.  Good  Captains 
Apply  your  felves  in  all  thepleafing  forms 
fe  can,  unto  the  Soldiers:,  fire  their fpirits. 

And  fet  ’em  fit  to  run  this  action  ^ 

Mine  own  provifion  lhall  be  fliar’d  amongft  ’em. 

Till  more  come  in:  tell’em,  if  now  they  conquer, 

The  fat  of  all  the  kingdom  lies  before  ’em. 

Their  ffiames  forgot,  their  honors  infinite. 

And  want  for  ever  banilht.  Two  days  hence. 

Our  fortunes,  and  our  fwords,  and  gods  be  for  us.  Exeunt. 


JBus  Secundus, 


Sc^na.  Prim  a. 

Enter  Penyus,  Regulus,  Macer,  Druflus. 

Pen.  I muft  come  ? 

Ma.  So  the  General  commands,  Sir^ 

Pen.  I muft  bring  up  my  -Regiment  ? 

Ma.  Believe,  Sir, 

I bring  no  lye. 

Pen.  But  did  he  fay,  I muft  come? 

Ma.  So  delivered. 

Pen.  How  long  is’t^  Keguhts.,  fince  I commanded 
In  Bmj/where? 

Keg.  About  five  years,  great  Penyus. 

Pen.  The  General  fome  five  months.  Are  all  my  adions 
So  poor,  and  loft,  my  fervices  fo  barren. 

That  I’m  remembred  in  no  nobler  language 
But  Muft  come  up  ? 

Ma.  I do  befeech  ye.  Sir, 

W’ eigh  but  the  times  eftate. 

Pen.  Yes,  good  Lieutenant, 

I do,  and  his  that  fwaysit.  Muft  come  up  ^ 

Am  I turn’d  bare  Centurion?  Muft,  and  lhall. 

Fit  Embaffes  to  court  my  honor  ? 

Ma.  Sir 

Pen.  Set  me  to  lead  a handful  of  my  men 
Againft  an  hundred  thoufand  barbarous  Haves 
That  have  marcht  name  by  name  with  Pomes  belt  doers  ? 
Serve  ’em  up  fome  other  meat  *,  I’ll  bring  no  food 
To  ftop  the  jaws  of  all  thofe  hungry  wolfs. 

My  Regiment’s  mine  own.  I muft,  my  language, 

^ Enter  Curius. 

Cur.  Penyus.^  where  lies  the  Hoft? 
pen.  Where  fate  may  find  ’em. 

Cur.  Are  they  ingirt  ? 

Pen.  The  Battel’s  loft. 

Cur.  So  foon? 

Pen.  No*  but  ’tis  loft,  becaufe  it  muft  be  won: 

The  Britains  muft  be  Vidors.  \^ffio  e’r  faw 
A troop  of  bloody  vultures  hovering 
About  a few  corrupted  carcafles,  » 

Let  him  behold  the  filly  Roman  hoft. 

Girded  with  millions  of  fierce  Swains, 

With  deaths  as  many  as  they  have  had  hopes  j 
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/iiiclthcngo  thither,  he  that  loves  his  fliame  j 
I Icornmy  life,  yet  dare  not  lofe  my  name. 

Cur.  Do  not  you  hold  it  a molt  famous  end, 

When  both  our  names  and  lives  are  lacrific’d 
YovKomes  mcreafe? 

Fen.  Yes,  Curhis but  mark  this  too 
What  glory  is  there,  or  what  laftingFame 
Canbe  toKi7we  Or  us?  what  full  example. 

When  one  is  Imother’d  with  a multitude. 

And  crouded  in  amongft  a namelefs  prels  ? 

Honor  got  out  of  Flint,  and  on  their  heads 
Whofe  virtues,  like  the  Sun,  exhalM  all  valours. 

Mull  not  be  loft  in  milts  and  fogs  of  people, 

Notelefs,  and  out  of  name,  but  rude  and  naked  : 

Nor  can  Home  task  us  with  impoITibilities, 

Or  bid  us  fight  againft  a Hood:  weferve  her. 

That  file  may  proudly  fay  file  has  good  foldiers. 

Not  fiavesto  choakall  hazards.  WTo  but  fools. 

That  make  no  difference  betwixt  certain  dying. 

And  dying  well,  would  fling  their  Fames  and  Fortunes 
Into  this  Bnf^jw-gulf,  this  qifick-fand  mine. 

That  finking,  fwallows  us,  What  noble  hand 

Can  find  a fubjeft  fit  for  blood  there  ? or  what  fword 

Room  for  his  execution?  What  air  to  cool  us, 

But  poifon’d  with  their  blafting  breaths  and  ciirfes, 
Where  we  lie  buried  quick  abovethe  ground. 

And  are  with  labouring  fweat,  and  breathlefs  pain, 

Kill’d  like  to  fiaves,  and  cannot  kill  again  ? 

Vru.  Pi’«jw,mark  antientWars,  and  know  that  then 
Captains  weigh’d  an  hundred  thouland  men. 

Fen,.  VrHfiMSj  mark  antientw’ifdom,  and  you’ll  find  then, 
He  gave  the  overthrow  that  fav’d  his  men, 

I muft  not  go. 

Keg.  The  foldiers  are  defirous. 

Their  Eagles  all  drawn  out.  Sir. 

Fen.  Who  drew  up,  Kegubts  ? 

Ha?  fpeak;  did  you  whole  bold  Will  durft  attempt  this? 
Drawm  out  ? why,  who  commands,  Sir  ? on  whofe  warrant 
Durft  they  advance  ? 

Keg.  I keep  mine  own  obedience. 

Vru.  ’Tis  like  the  general  caufe,  their  love  of  honor. 
Relieving  of  their  wants. 

Fen.  Without  my  knowledge  ? 

Am  I no  more  ? my  place  but  at  theix  pleafurcs  ? 

Come,  who  did  this  ? 

Vru.  By — Sir,  lamignoraht. 

^Vritm  Trithin  \ then  enter  Soldiers 
I n'itb  V rum  and  Colours. 

Fen.  What  am  I grown  a fiiadow  ? Harke,  they  march. 

I will  know,  and  will  be  my  felf.  Stand,  drfobedience  ^ 

He  that  advances  one  foot  higher,  diesfor’t. 

Run  thorow  the  Regiment  upon  your  duties. 

And  charge  ’em  on  command : beat  back  again, 

By I’ll  tith’em  all  elfe 

Keg.  We’ll  do  our  beft. 

Exeunt  Drnfius  ^iw^/Regulus 

Pen.  Back-,ceafe  your  bawling  Drums  there. 

I’ll  beat  the  Tubs  about  your  brains  elfe.  Back: 

Do  I fpeak  with  lefs  fear  than  Thunder  to  ye  ? 

Muft  I ftand  to  befeeeh  ye  ? home,  home ; ha  ? 
Doyeftareuponme?  Are  thofe  minds  I moulded, 

Thofe  honeft  valiant  tempers  I was  proud 

To  be  a fellow  to,  thofe  great  diferetions 

Made  your  names  ftar’d  and  honor’d, turn’d  to  wild-fires  ? 

0 gods,  to  difobedience  ? Command,  farewel : 

And  be  ye  vyitnels  with  me,  all  things  facred, 

1 have  no  lharein  thelemens  Ihames.  March,  Soldiers, 

And  feek  your  own  fad  mines  •,  your  old  Fenyus 
Dares  not  behold  your  murders. 

Sold.  Captain. 

2 Sold.  Captain. 

3 Sold.  Dear  honour’d  Captain. 

Fen.  Too  too  dear  lov’d  Soldiers, 


Which  made  ye  weary  of  me : and  Heaven  yet  knows, 
Though  in  your  mutinies,  I dare  not  hate  you-, 

Take  your  own  Wills-  ’tis  fit  your  long  experience 
Should  now  know  how  to  rule  your  felves:  I wrong  ye  1 
In  wifiiing  ye  to  fave  your  lives  and  credits,  ’ ^ 

To  keep  your  necks  whole  from  the  Ax  hangs  o’r  ye- 
Alas,  I much  diflioriour’d  ye  : go,  feek  the  Britainsy  ' 

And  fay  ye  come  to  glut  their  facrifices ; 

But  do  not  fay  I fent  ye.  What  ye  have  been, 

, How  excellent  in  all  parts,  good,  and  govern’d’. 

Is  only  left  of  my  Command,  forftory-  ’ 

What  now  ye  arc,  for  pitie.  Fare  ye  well. 

Knter  Drufius  and  Regulus. 

Vru.  Oh  turn  again,  great  Fenyus  j fee  the  Soldier 
In  all  points  apt  for  duty. 

Keg.  See  his  Ibrrow 

For  his  difobedience,  which  he  fays  washafte, 

And  hafte  (bethought)  topleafe  you  with.  See  Captain, 
The  toughnefsof  his  courage  turn’d  to  water  - 
See  how  his  manly  heart  melts. 

Fen.  Go,  beat  homeward, 

There  learn  to  eat  your  little  with  obedience. 

And  henceforth  ftriveto  do  as  I direft  ye. 

Exeunt  Soldiers. 

Ma.  Myanfwer,  Sir. 

Fen.  Tell  the  Great  General 
My  Companies  are  no  fagots  to  fill  breaches  j 
My  felf  no  man  that  muft,  or  fhafi,  can  carry: 

Bid  him  be  wife  ^ and  where  Ife  is,  he’s  fafethen-, 

And  when  he  finds  out  polTibilities, 

He  may  command  me.  Commend  me  to  the  Captains. 

Ma.  All  this  I fhall  deliver. 

Fen.  Farewel,  Macer.  Exit  Penyus, 

Cur.  Pray  gods  this  breed  no  mifehief. 

Keg.  It  muft  needs, 

If  ftout  Suetonius  win  ^ for  then  his  anger, 

Befides  the  Soldiers  loft  of  due,  and  hf)nor, 

Will  break  together  on  him. 

Vru.  He’s  a brave  fellow  -, 

And  but  a little  hide  his  haughtmefs, 

( Which  is  but  fometimes  neither,  on  fome  caules) 

He  fhews  the- worthieftRowrfw  this  day  living. 

You  may,  good  to  the  General 

Make  all  things  feem  the  beft. 

Cur.  I lhall  endeavour : 

Pray  for  our  fortunes.  Gentlemen,  If  we  fall. 

This  one  farewel  ferves  for  a Funeral. 

The  gods  make  fharp  our  fwords,  and  fteelour  hearts^ 
We  dare,  alas,  but  cannot  fight  our  parts. 

Exeunt, 

Scdtna  Secunda. 

Enter  Junius,  Petillius  and  a Herald  observing  Junius. 

FetiU.  Let  him  go  on : ftay,  now  he  talks. 

Jun.  Why? 

Why  Ihould  I love  mine  enemie  ? what  is  beauty  ? 

Of  what  ftrange  violence,  that  like  the  plague. 

It  works  upon  our  fpirits  ? blind  they  feign  him, 

I am  fure,  I find  it  fo. 

FetiU.  A Dog  lhall  lead  ye. 

Jun.  His  fond  affedions  blinder. 

Petill.  Hold  ye  there  ftill. 

Jun.  It  takes  away  my  fleep. 

FetiU.  Alas,  poor  chicken. 

Jun.  My  company,  content-,  almoft  my  fafliion. 

FetiU.  Yes,  and  your  weight  too,  if  you  follow  it. 

Jun.  ’Tis  fure  the  plague, for  no  man  dare  come  near  me 
Without  an  Antidote : ’tis  far  worfe  -,  Hell. 

FetiU.  Thou  art  damned  without  redemption  then. 

Jun.  Thewayto’t 
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Strew’dvvith  fair  Wefternfinilesi,  aad blulhes. 

Led  by  the  brighteft  conftellations.^  eyes, 

Andfweet  proportions,  envying, heaven : but  from  thence 
No  way  to  guide,  no  path,  nowifdombringus. 

Petill.  Yes,afmaptwater, 

Jm.  Do  I fool? 

Know  all  this,  and  fool  frill  ? Do  I know  further. 

That  when  we  have  enjoy’d  our  ends,  welofe’em, 

And  all  our  appetites  are  but  as  dreams 
We  laugh  at  in  our  ages. 

Tetill.  Sweet  Philofopher ! 

Jnn.  Do  I know  on  frill,  and  yet  know  nothing?  Mercy 
Why  am  I thus  ridiculous?  (gods, 

Petill.  Motley  on  thee, 

Thou  art  an  arrant  Afs. 

Jun.  Can  red  and  white. 

An  Eye,  a Nofe,  a Cheek, 

Petill.  But  one  cheek,  ? 

Anhalf-fac’d  Miftrifs? 

Jun.  With  a little  trim. 

That  wanton  fools  call  Falhion,  thus  abufe  me  ? 

Take  me  beyond  my  reafon?  Whylliould  notT" 

Doat  on  my  horfe  well  trapt,  my  fword  well  hatch’d  ? 

They  are  as  handfome  things,  to  me  more  ufeful, 
Andpoflible  to  rule  too.  Did  I but  love. 

Yet  ’twere  excufable,  my  youth  would  bear  it*, 

But  to  love  there,  and  that  no  time  can  give  me. 

Mine  honor  dare  not  ask : (he  has  been  ravifh’d 
My  nature  mufr  not  know  *,  Ihe  hates  our  Nation. 

Thus  to  difpofe  my  fpirit ! 

Petill.  Stay  a little. 

He  will  declaim  again, 

JuK.  I will  not  love  *,  I am  a man,  have  reafon,' 

And  I will  ufeit : I’ll  no  more  tormenting. 

Nor  whining  for  a wench,  there  are  a thouland, 

Petill.  Hold  thee  there  boy. 

Jun.  Athoufandwill  intreatme. 

Petill.  Ten  thouland,  Junius 
Jun.  I am  young  and  lufry. 

And  to  my  falhion  valiant^  canpleale  nightly. 

Petill.  I’ll  fwear  thy  probatum.,  for  I have  known 
Leap  at  lixteenlike  a ftrong  Stallion.  (thee 

Jun.  I will  be  man  again. 

Petill,  Now  mark  the  working, 

The  devil  and  the  fpirit  tugfor’t;  twenty  pound 
Upon  the  devils  head. 

Jun,  I mufr  be  wretched. 

Petill.  I knew  I had  won, 

Jun.  Nor  have  I lb  much  power 
To  Ihun  my  fortune. 

Petill.  I will  hunt  thy  fortune 

With  all  the  lhapes  imagination  breeds,  Mufick^ 

But  I will  fright  thy  devil : Stay , he  lings  now. 

Song.^  by  Junius,  and  Petillius,  after  him  in  mochpge. 

Jun.  Mufr  I be  thus  abus’d  ? 

Petill.  Yes  marry  mufr  ye.  • 

Let’s  follow  him  clofe:  oh,  there  he  is,  now  read  it. 

Herald  reads.  It  is  the  Generals  command.^  that\all  fick^.,per- 
fons  old  and  unable  retire  mthin  thelrenches  \ he  that  fears 
his  liberty.^  to  leave  the  Field:  Fools^  Boys.,  and  Lovers 
muf  not  come  near  the  Kegiments.,  for  fear  of  their  infecti- 
ons i efpecially  thoji  Cowards  they  call  Lovers, 

Jun.  Ha? 

Petill.  Read  on. 

Herald.  If  any  common  Soldier  lovi  an  enemy.^  he’s  whip'd 
and  made  a flave ; If  any  Captain.^  cafi.,  with  lofs  of  honors., 
flung  out  o’th'  Army.,  and  made  unable  ever  aftof  *o  bear 
the  name  of  a Soldier. 

Jun.  The conliime  ye  all,  Rogues.  Tx/VJun. 

Petill.  Let  this  work: 

H’as  Ibmething  now  to  chew  upon : he’s  gone. 

Come,  lhake  no  more. 


Her,  Well,  Sir,  you  may  command  me, 

But  not  to  do  the  like  again  for  Europe-, 

I would  have  given  my  life  for  a bent  two-pence. 

If  I e’r  read  toLoVers  whilft  I live  again. 

Or  come  within  their  confines — . 

Petill.  T here’s  your  payment; 

And  keep  this  private. 

Htr.  I am  fchool’d  for  talking.  ' Exi/ Herald. 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Petill.  How  now,  Dernffr/aj-,  are  we  drawn? 

Dem.  ’Tis doing; 

Your  Company  frauds  fair;  but  pray  ye,  where’s  Junius  t 
Half  his  command  are  wanting,  with  fome  forty 
That  Lscius  leads. 

Petill.  Hunting  for  Victuals ; 

Upon  my  life  free-booting  Rogues,  their  fromachs 
Are  like  a widows  lull:,  ne’r  latisfied. 

Hem.  1 wonder  how  they  dare  ftir,  knowing  the  eneifly 
Mafrer  of  all  the  Countrey. 

Petill.  Rclblute  hungers 

Know  neither  lears  nor  faiths,  they  tread  on  ladders. 

Ropes,  Gallo  Vv’s,  and  overdoe  all  dangers. 

Hem.  They  maybe  hang’d though. 

Petill.  There’s  their  joyful  fupper. 

And  no  doubt  they  are  at  it. 

Hem.  But  for  heavens  fake. 

How  does  young  Junius  ? 

Petill.  Drawing  on,  poor  Gentleman. 

Hem.  What,  to  his  end  ? 

Petill,  Toth’  end  of  all  flefn:  woman. 

Hem.  This  Love  has  made  him  a frout  Soldier.  j 

Petill.  O,  a great  one. 

Fit  to  command  young  Goflings ; but  what  news  ? 

Hem.  I think  the  mefrengers  come  back  from  Penyus 
By  this  time,  let’s  go  know. 

Petill.  What  will  you  fay  now 
If  he  deny  to  come,  and  take  exceptions 
At  fome  half  fy liable,  or  found  deliver’d 
With  an  ill  accent,  orfomefrile  left  out? 

Hem.  I cannot  think  he  dare. 

Petill.  He  darefpeaktreafon. 

Dare  fay,  what  no  man  dares  believe,  dares  do 

But  that’s  all  one : I’ll  lay  you  my  black  armor 
To  twenty  crowns,  becomes  not. 

Hem.  Done. 

Petill.  You’ll  pay. 

Hem.  I will. 

Petill.  Then  keep  thine  old  VikPenyus., 

Beftubborn  and  vain  glorious,  andl  thank  thee. 

Come  let’s  go  pray  for  fix  hours ; mofr  of  us 
I fear  will  trouble  heaven  no  more ; two  good  bldws 
Struck  home  at  two  Commanders  of  the  Britains., 

And  my  part’s  done. 

Hem.  I do  not  think  of  dying. 

Petill.  ’Tis  polTiblc  we  may  live.  But  Hemetrius, 

With  what  frrange  legs,  and  arms,  and  eyes,and  nofes, 

Let  Carpenters  and  Copper-fmithsconfider. 

If  I can  keep  my  heart  whole,  and  my  wind-pipe. 

That  I may  drink  yet  like  a Soldier — 

Hem.  Come,  let’s  have  have  better  thoughts  *,  mine’s  on 
your  Armour. 

Petill.  Mine’s  in  your  purfe.  Sir;  Let’s  go  try  the  wager. 

Lueur.t. 

Sc£na  I'ertia. 

Enter  Judas  and  his  four  companions  (halters  about  their 
necks)  Bonduca,  her  Haughters,  Nennius  following. 

Bon.  Come,  hang ’em  prefently. 

Nen.  What  made  your  Roguclhips 
Harrying  for  vifruals  here  ? Are  we  your  friends; 

Or  do  you  come  for  Spies  ? tell  me  direftly,  ^ 

Would  you  not  willingly  be  hang’d  now?do  not  ye  long  for  : 
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Jh(L  What  lay  ye?  fhall  we  hang  in  this  vain?  Hang 
And  ’ris  as  good  to  difpatch  it  merrily,  (we  mult 

As  pull  anarlc  like  dogs  to’t. 

I Sold.  Anyway, 

So  it  be  handlome. 

^ Sold.  I hadaslief ’tvveretoothfometoo:  but  all  agree. 
And  I’ll  not  out  Boys. 

4 Sold.  Let’s  hang  pleafantly. 

Jitd.  Then  pleafantly  be  it:  Captain,  the  truth  is, 
W'chad  as  lief  hang  with  meat  in  our  mouths. 

As  ask  your  pardon  empty. 

Bon.  Thefe  are  brave  hungers. 

What  fay  you  to  a leg  of  Beef  now,  firrah  ? 

Jiid.  Bring  me  acquainted  with  it,  and  I’ll  tell  ye. 

Bon.  Torment ’em  wenches:  I rauft  back then  hang ’em. 
Jnd.W’e.  humbly  thank  your  Grace. 

1 Daugh.  The  Rogues  laugh  at  us. 

2 Daugh.  Sirrah,  W'hat  think  you  of  a wench  now? 

Jud.  A wench.  Lady? 

I do  befeech  your  Ladyfliip,  retire. 

I’ll  tdl  ye  prefently,  ye  fee  the  time’s  fhort^ 

One  crafh  ^ even  to  the  fetling  of  my  confcience. 

Nen.  Why,  is’t  no  more  but  up,  boys? 

Jnd.  Yes,  ride  too  Captain 
Will  you  but  fee  my  feat  ? 

I T>augh.  Yefliall  be  let,  Sir, 

Upon  a jade  (hall  (hake  ye. 

Jttd.  Sheets,  good  Madam, 

Will  do  it  ten  times  better. 

1 Vangh.  Whips,  good  Soldier. 

Which  ye  lhalltaite  before  ye  hang,  to  moitifie  ye  5 
’Tispity  yelhould  die  thus  defperate. 

2 Vaugb.  Thefe  are  the  merry  Bomans  the  brave  mad- 

’Tis  ten  to  one  we’ll  cool  your  refolutions.  ( caps. 

Bring  out  the  whips. 

Jad.  W’ould  your  good  Lady fiiips  > 

Would  exercile  ’em  too. 

4 Sold.  Surely  Ladies, 

We’ll  (hew  you  ahrrange  patience. 

Non.  Hang ’em  Rafcals, 

They’ll  talk  thus  onthewheel.  Caratach. 

Car.  Now,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

WTat  are  thefe  fellows  ? what’s  the  crime  committed,  • 

That  they  wear  necklaces  ? 

Nen.  They  are  Roman  Rogues, 

Taken  a Forraging. 

Car.  Is  that  all,  Nsnnhis  ? 

Jud.  Would  I were  fairly  bang’d  5 tliis  is  the  devil, 

Tne  kill-cow,  Caratach^ 

Car.  And  you  would  hang  ’em. 

Nen.  Are  they  not  enemies  ? 

I Sol.  My  breech  makes  buttons. 

1 Baugh.  Are  they  not  our  tormentors  ? 

Car.  Tormentors?  Flea-traps. 

Pluck  off  your  halters,  fellows. 

Nen.  Take  heed,  Caratach.^ 

Taint  not  your  wifdom. 

Car.  Wifdom,  Nennius  ? 

W’hy,  who  fhall  fight  againfl  us,  make  our  honors. 

And  give  a glorious  day  into  our  hands. 

If  we  difpatch  our  foes  thus?  what’s  their  offence? 

Stealing  a loaf  or  two  to  keep  out  hunger, 

A piece  of  greazie  bacon,  or  a pudding  ? 

Do  thefe  deferve  the  gallows,  they  are  hungry. 

Poor  hungry  knaves,  no  meat  at  home  left,  ftarv’d : 

Art  thou  not  hungry  ? 

Jud.  xAlonflrous  hungry. 

Car.  He  looks  like  hungers  felf : get  ’emfbme  viduals. 
And  Wine  to  cheer  their  hearts,  quick : Hang  up  poor  pil- 

2 Sold.  This  is  the  braveft  Captain — (chers? 

Nen.  Caratach., 

I’ll  leave  you  to  your  Will 
Car.  I’ll  anfwer  all.  Sir. 

2 Baugh.  Let’s  up  and  view  his  entertainment  of  e’m. 


lam  glad  they  are  fhifted  any  way,their  tongues  elfe 
Would  ftill  have  murdred  us. 

I Baugh.  Let’s  up  and  fee  it.  • Exeunt. 


Enter  Hengo. 


Car.  Sit  J)wn  poor  knaves:  vvhy  where’s  this  Wine  and 

Viauals? 

Who  waits  there  ? 

Srret.  within.  Sir,  ’tis  coming. 

Hen.  Who  are  thefe  Uncle? 

Car.  They  areRm^jr^/,  boy. 

Hen.  Are  thefe  they 

That  vex  mine  Aunt  fo?  can  thefe  fight?  they  look 
Like  empty  fcabbards,  all,  no  mettle  in  ’em, 

Like  men  of  clouts, fet  to  keep  crows  from  orchards- 
Why,  I dare  fight  with  thefe.  ’ 

Car.  That’s  my  good  chicken.  And  how  do  ye? 

How  do  you  feel  yourftomachs  ? 

Jud.  Wondrous  apt.  Sir, 

As  fhall  appear  when  time  calls. 

Car.  That’s  well,  down  with’t, 

A little  grace  willferve  your  turns:  eatfoftly. 

You’ll  choak  ye  knaves  elie : give  ’em  Wine. 

Jud.  Not  yet.  Sir, 

We’re  even  a little  bufie. 

Hen.  Can  that  fellow 
Do  any  thing  but  eat  ? thou  fellow. 

Jud.  Away  boy. 

Away,  this  is  no  boys  play. 

Hen.  By—,  Uncle, 

If  his  valour  lie  in’s  teeth,  he’s  the  moll  valiant. 

Car.  I am  glad  to  hear  ye  talk,  Sir, 

Hen.  Good  Uncle  tell  me, 

W hat’s  the  price  of  a couple  of  cramin’d  Romans 
Car.  Some  twenty  Britains  boy  -,  thefe  are  good  Soldiers, 
Hen.  Do  not  the  cowards  eat  hard  too? 

Car.  No  more,  boy. 

Come,  I’ll  fit  with  you  too  ^ fit  down  by  me,  boy. 

Jud.  Pray  bring  your  difh  then. 

Car.  Hearty  knaves : More  meat  there. 

I Sol.  That’s  a good  hearing. 

Car.  Stay  now  and  pledge  me. 

Jud.  This  little  piece.  Sir. 

Car.  By -fquare  eaters. 

More  meat  I fay : upon  my  confcience 

The  poor  Rogues  have  not  eat  this  month:  how  terribly 

They  charge  upon  their  victuals:  dare  ye  fight  thus? 

Jud.  Believe  it.  Sir,- like  devils. 

Car.  Wellfaid  famine, 

Here’s  to  thy  General. 

Jud.  Moil  excellent  Captain,  I will  now  pledg  thee. 

Car.  And  to  morrow  night  fay  to  him. 

His  Head  is  mine. 


Jud.  I can  afliire  ye  Captain, 

He  win  not  give  it  for  this  wafhing. 

Car.  Wellfaid.  Daughters  above. 

I Baugh.  Here’s  a ftrange  entertainment : how  the 
thieves  drink. 

iBangh.  Danger  is  dry,  they  look’d  for  colder  liquor. 
Car.  Fill ’em  more  wine,  give ’em  full  bowls  ^ which  of 
you  all  now 

In  recompence  of  this  good,  dare  but  give  me 
A found  knock  in  the  battel? 

Jud.  Delicate  Captain, 

To  do  thee  a fiifficient  recompence. 

I’ll  knock  thy  brains  out. 

Car,  Do  it. 

Hen.  Thou  dar’ft  as  well  be  damn’d : thou  knock  his 
brains  out. 

Thou  skin  of  man?  Uncle,  I will  not  hear  this. 

Jud.  Tie  up  your  whelp. 

Hen.  Thou  kill  m^  Uncle? 


Would 
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Would  I had  but  a fwordfor  thy  lake,  thou  dry’ddog. 

Car.  What  a mettle 
This  little  vermin  carries. 

Heng.  Kill  mine  Uncle? 

Car.  He  lhall  not,  child. 

Hen.  He  Cannot ; he’s  a Rogue, 

An  only  eating  Rogue : Kill  my  fweet  Uncle  ? 
ph  that  I were  a man. 

Jud.  By  this  Wine, 

Which  I will  drink  to  Captain  Junius (daughter 
Who  loves  the  Queens  moft  excellent  Majefties  little 
Moll  fweetly,  and  moft  fearfully  I will  doit, 

Heng.  Uncle,  I’ll  kill  him  with  a great  pin. 

Car.  No  more.  Boy. 

11  pledge  thy  Captain : To  ye  all  good  fellows. 

2 Vaugh.  In  love  withme  ? that  love  lhall  coftyour  lives 
all : 

Come  Sifter,  and  advife  me  *,  I have  h^re 
A way  to  make  an  eafie  conqueft  of ’em, 
f fortune  favour  me. 

C^*r,  Let’s  fee  ye  fweat 

Tomorrow,  blood  andfpirit,  Boys,  this  Wine 
T urn’d  to  ftern  valour. 

1 Sold.  Hark  ye  Judas., 

J he  Ihould  hang  us  after  all  this. 

Jud.  Let  him : 

I’ll  hang  like  a Gentleman  and  a Koman: 

Car.  Take  away  there. 

They  have  enough. 

Jud.  Captain,  wethank  you  heartily 
For  your  good  cheer,  and  if  we  meet  to  morrow, 

One  of  us  pays  for’t. 

Car.  Get ’em  guides,  their  Wine 
Has  over-mafter’d’em. 

Enter  fecond  Daughter,  and  a Servant. 

2 Daugh.  That  hungry  fellow 
With  the  red  beard  there,  give  it  him,  and  this. 

To  fee  it  well  delivered. 

Car.  Farewel  knaves  ^ 

Speak  nobly  of  us,  keep  your  words  to  morrow. 

Enter  a Guide. 

And  do  fbmething  worthy  your  meat.  Go,  guide  ’em, 
And  fee  ’em  fairly  onward. 

Jud.  Meaning  me.  Sir? 

Serv.  The  lame. 

The  youngeft  daughter  to  the  Queen  intreats  ye 
To  give  this  privately  to  Captain  Junius., 

This  for  your  pains 

Jud.  I reft  her  humble  fervant. 

Commend  me  to  thy  Lady.  Keep  your  Files,  boys. 

Serv.  I muft  inftrud  ye  farther. 

Jud.  Keep  your  Files  there. 

Order,  fweet  friends : faces  about  now. 

Guide.  Here  Sir, 

Here  lies  your  way. 

Jud.  ’Blefsthe  Founders,  I fay 
Fairly,  goodfoldiers,  fairly  march  now;  dole,  boys. 

’ Exeunt. 

Sc^na  ^arta. 

E nter  Swetonius,  Petillius,DemetrIs,  DecIus,Macer. 

Srvet.  Bid  me  be  wife,  and  keep  me  where  I am. 

And  fobe  fafe:  not  come,  becaufe  commanded 
Was  it  not  thus  ^ 

Ma.  It  was.  Sir. 

Pff.  What  now  think  ye? 

Snoet.  MuJi*comej  fb  hai nous  to  him,  lb  diftafteful? 

P<».  Give  me  my  money. 


Sir, 


Dem.  I confefs  ’tis  due. 

And  prefently  I’ll  pay  it. 

Sivct.  His  obedience. 

So  blind  at  his  years  and  experience. 

It  cannot  find  where  to  be  tendred  ? 

Ma.  Sir, 

The  Regiment  was  willing,  and  advanc’d  too. 

The  Captains  at  all  points  fteel’d  up:  their  preparations 
Full  of  refolve,  and  confidence  •,  Youth  and  fire. 

Like  the  fair  breaking  of  a glorious  day, 

Guilded  their  Vhalanx  : when  the  angry  Venyus 
Stept  like  a ftormy  cloud  ’twixt  them  and  hopesr 
Srvet.  Andftopt  their  refolutions? 

Ma.  True:  his  realbn 
To  them  wasods,  and  ods  fo  infinite, 

Diferetiondurftnot  look  upon. 

Srvet.  Well  Penyus, 

I cannot  think  thee  coward  yet  •,  and  treacherous 
I dare  not  think  thou  haft  lopt  a limb  off  from  me. 

And  let  it  be  thy  glory,  thou  waft  ftubborn. 

Thy  wifdom,  that  thou  leftft  thy  General  naked : 

Yet  e’r  the  Sun  fet,  I lhall  make  thee  fee. 

All  valour  dwels  not  in  thee  •,  all  command 
In  one  experience.  Thou  wilt  too  late  repent  this, 
Andwift^.  1 muft  come  up,  had  been  thy  bieffing. 

Petill.  Let’s  force  him. 

Srvet.  No,  by  no  means  he’s  a torrent 
,We  cannot  eafily  ftemme. 

Petill.  1 think,  a Traitor. 

Srvet.  No  ill  words:  lethisownlhame  firft  revile  him. 
That  Wine  I have,  fee  it  {Demetrius) 

Diftributed  among.ft  the  Ibldiers, 

To  make  ’em  high  and  lufty : when  that’s  done, 

Peiillius,  give  the  word  through,  that  the  Eagles 
May  prefently  advance : no  man  difeover. 

Upon  his  life,  the  enemies  fullftrength. 

But  make  it  of  no  value:  Deems, 

Are  yourftarv’d  people  yet  come  home? 

Dec.  I hope  fo. 

Srvet.  Keep  ’em  in  more  obedience:  This  is  no  time 
To  chide,  I could  be  angry  elfe,  and  fay  more  to  ye: 

But  come,  let’s  otder  all : whofe  fword  is  lharpeft. 

And  valour  equal  to  his  fword  this  day. 

Shall  be  my  Saint. 

Petill.  We  fhall  be  holy  all  then.  Exeunt 

Enter  Judas  and hU  company, 

Jud.  Captain,  Captain,  1 have  brought  ’em  off  again  j 
The  drunkenneft  flaves. 

Dec. Confound  yourRoguefhips*, 

I’ll  call  the  General,  and  have  ye  hang’d  all. 

Jud.  Pray  who  will  yon  command  then ; 

Dec.  For  you,  firrah. 

That  are  the  ring-leader  to  thefe  devifes, 

Whofe  maw  is  never  cramm’d.  I’ll  have  an  engmC; 

Jud.  A wench,  fweet  Captain. 

Dec.  Sweet  even  the  ForJ^. 

Where  ye  fhafi  have  two  LiSors  with  two  whips 
Hammer  your  hide. 

Jud.  Captain,  good  words,  fair  words. 

Sweet  words,  good  Captain  •,  if  you  like  not  us, 

Farewell,  wehaveimployment. 

Dec.  Where  haft  thou  been  •, 

Jud.  There  where  you  dare  not  be  with  all  your  valours 
Dec.  Where’s  that  ? 

Jud.  With  the  beft  good  fellow  living. 

1 Sold.  The  king  of  all  good  fellows. 

Dec.  Who’s  that: 

ShSowTandfay,  We  have  done  fomething'worthy^ 
Mark  me  ^ vthd^Caratach’.  By  this — Caratach: 

Do  you  as  much  now  and  you  dare : fweet  Caratach^ 
Yetalkof  a good  fellow,  oftrue  drinking  •, 


The  Tragedy  of  Bonduca. 


Well,  go  thy  Wales  old  : befides  the  drink  Captain, 

The  braveft  running  Banquet  of  black  puddings, 

Pieces  of  glorious  beef. 

Dec.  How  fcap’d  ye  hanging? 

Jud.  Hanging’s  a dog’s  death , we  are  Gentlemen, 

And  I lay  ftill,  old  Caratach. 

Dec.  Belike  then, 

You  are  turn’d  Rebels  all. 

Jud.  We  are  Komanho'js  all, 

And  boys  of  mettle : I mull  do  that  Captain, 

This  day,  this  very  day. 

T>ec.  Away,yeRafcaI. 

Jud.  Fair  words,  I fay  again.  . . 

Pfc.  Whatmufhyou  do,  Sir  ? 

Jtid.  I mull  do  that  myheart-ftrings  yerntodo: 

But  my  word’s  pall. 

Dec.  What  is  it? 

Jnd,  Why,  kill  Caratach. 

That’s  all  he  ask’d  us  for  our  entertainment. 

Dec,  More  than  you’ll  pay. 

Jud.  Would  I had  fold  my  felf 
Unto  the  skin  I had  not  promis’d  it: 

For  fuch  another  Caratach 

T>ec.  Come  Fool, 

Have  ye  done  your  Countrey  fervice  ? 

Jud.  I have  brought  that 
To  Captain  Junius. 

Dec.  How? 

Jud.  I think  will  do  all : 

I cannot  tell,  I think  lb. 

Dec.  How  ? to  Junius  ? 

I’ll  more  enquire  of  this : You’ll  fight  now  ? 

Jud.  Promife: 

Take  heed  of  promile,  Captain. 

Vec.  Away,  and  rank  then. 

Jud.  But  harke  ye  Captain,  there  is  Wine  diftributing, 
I would  fain  know  what  ihare  I have. 

Dec.  Be  gone. 

Ye  have  too  much, 

Jud.  Captain,  no  W’ine,  no  fighting. 

There’s  one  call’d  Caratach  that  has  Wine, 

Vec.  Well,  Sir, 

If  you’ll  be  rul’d  now,  and  do  well. 

Jud.  Do  excellent. 

Vec.  Yelhallhave  Wine,  or  any  thing:  go  file-, 

I’ll  fee  ye  have  your  Ihare;  drag  out  your  dormife. 

And  ftow  ’em  fomewhere,where  they  may  lleep  handfomly, 
They’l  hear  a hunt’s  up  Ihortly. 

Jud.  Now  I love  thee; 

But  no  more  Forks  nor  Whips. 

Vec.  Deferve  ’em  not  then; 

Up  with  your  men.  I’ll  meet  ye  prefently  ^ 

And  get  ’em  fober  quickly. 

Jud.  Arm,  arm.  Bullies -, 

All’s  right  again  and  ftraighty  and  which  is  more. 

More  Wine,  more  Wine ; Awake  ye  men  of  Memphis., 

Be  fober  and  difereet,  we  have  much  to  do  boys. 

Exeunt 


ABus  Ter  tins » 

Scdena  Frima, 

Enter  a-Mellenger. 

Mejf.  Prepare  there  for  the  facrifice,  the  Queen  comes. 

( Mufick,. 

Enter  infolemnhy  the  Dmids figging,  the  fecond  Vaughter 
jirewing  Elojvers:  then  Bonduca,  Nennius,  and 
others. 

Bond,  Ye  powerful  gods  of  Britain.,  hear  our  prayers- 
Hear  us  you  great  Revengers , and  this  day  ’ 

Take  pity  from  ourfwords,  doubt  from  our  valours. 
Double  the  fad  remembrance  of  our  wrongs 
In  every  brell  ^ the  vengeance  due  tothofe 
Make  infinite  and  endlefs : on  our  pikes 
This  day  pale  terror  fit,  horrors  and  mines 
Upon  our  executions  ^ claps  of  thunder 
Hang  on  our  armed  carts,  and ’fore  our  Troops 
Delpair  and  death;,  lhame  beyond  thefe  attend ’em. 

Rife  from  the  dull,  ye  relicks  of  the  dead, 

Whofe  noble  deeds  our  holy  Vruids  ling, 

Oh  rife,  ye  valiant  bones,  let  notbafe  earth 
Opprefs  your  honors,  whilfi:  the  pride  of 
T reads  on  your  Stocks,  and  wipes  out  all  your  Ifories. 

Nen.  Thou  great  whom  our  lacredPrielts, 

Armed  with  dreadful  thunder,  plac’d  on  high 
Above  the  reft  of  the  immortal  gods, 

Send  thy  confuming  fires,  and  deadly  bolts. 

And  Ihoot  ’em  home,  ftick  in  each  heart 

A fear  fit  for  confufion  -,  blaft  their  Ipirits, 

Dwell  in ’em  to  deftnifrion thorow  their  Phalanx 
Strike,  as  thou  fttrik’ft  a proud  tree:,  Ihake  their  Bodies, 
Make  their  ftrengths  totter,  and  their  toplefs  fortunes 
Unroot  and  reel  to  mine. 

I Vaugh.  O thou  god. 

Thou  feared  god,  if  ever  to  thy  juftice 
Infulting  v/rongs,  and  ravilbments  of  Women, 

Women  deriv’d  from  thee,  their  lhames,thefufferings 

Of  thofe  that  daily  fill’d  thy  Sacrifice 

With  Virgin  incenfe,  haveaccels,  now  hear  me. 

Now  fnatch  thy  thunder  up,  now  on  thefe  Romans., 

Defpifers  of  thy  power,  of  us  defacers. 

Revenge  thy  fdf,  take  to  thy  killing  anger. 

To  make  thy  great  work  full,  thy  juftice  Ipoken, 

An  utter  rooting  from  this  blefled  ifle 
Of  what  Rome  is  or  has  been. 

Bon.  Give  more  incenfe. 

The  gods  are  deaf  and  drowfie^  no  happy  flame 
Rifes  to  raife  our  thoughts : Pour  on. 

2 Vaugh.  See  heaven. 

A nd  all  you  pow’rs  that  guide  us,  fee,  and  lhame 
We  kneel  fo  long  for  pity  over  your  Altars  ^ 

Since  ’tisno  light  oblation  that  you  look  for, 

No  incenfe  offering,  will  I hang  mine  eyes 
And  as  I wear  thefe  ftoneswith  hourly  weeping. 

So  will  1 melt  your  pow’rs  into  compaflion. 

This  tear  for  my  brave  Father, 

Ye  gods,  now  think  on  Rome-.,  this  for  my  Mother, 

And  all  her  miferies -,  yet  fee,  and  lave  us;, 

But  now  ye  muft  be  open-ey’d.  See-,  heaven. 

Oh  fee  thy  Ihow’rs  ftoln  from  thee  ^ our  difhonours, 

A fmoakjrom  the  Altar, 
Oh  Sifter,  our  difhonors ; can  ye  be  gods, 

And  thefe  fins  fmother’d  ? 

Bon.  The  fire  takes. 

Car.  It  does  fb, 

But  no  flame  rifes.  Ceafe  your  fearful  prayers, 
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Your  whinings,  and  your  tame  petitions  j 

The  gods  love  courage  arm’d  with  confidence , 

And  prayers  fit  to  pull  them  down : weak  tears 


And  troubled  hearts , the  dull  twins  of  cold  fpirits , 

They  fit  and  fmile  at.  Hear  how  I falute  ’em : 

Divine  Andate , thou  who  hold’ft  the  reins 
Of  furious  Battels , and  difordred  War , 

And  proudly  roll’ll:  thy  fwarty  chariot  wheels 
Over  the  heaps  of  wounds  and  carcaifes, 

Sailing  through /eas  of  blood-,  thou  fure-lfeel’d  llernnefs, 
Give  us  this  day  good  hearts,  good  enemies , 

Good  blo'.ves  o’both  fides , wounds  that  fe^r  or  flight 
Can  claim  no  lliare  in  ^ fteel  us  both  with  angers , 

And  warlike  executions  fit  thy  viewing  -, 

Let  Rome  put  on  her  beft  ftrength , and  thy 
Thy  little  Britain^  but  as  great  in  fortune. 

Meet  her  as  ftrong  as  llie,  as  proud,  as  daring  ^ 

And  then  look  on , thou  red  ey’d  god ; who  does  beft , 
Reward  v/ith  honor  ^ who  defpair  makes  fUe, 

Unarm  for  ever , and  brand  with  infamy : 

Grant  this,  divine  Andate^  ’tis  but  juftice^ 

And  my  firff  blow  thus  on  thy  holy  Altar  A arifes. 
I facrifice  unto  thee. 

. Bon.  It  flames  out  Mnftck. 

Car.  Now  fing  ye  Druides.  Sung. 

Bon.  ’Tis  out  again. 

Car.  H’as  given  us  leave  to  fight  yet-,  we  ask  no  more. 
The  reft  hangs  in  our  refolutions : 

Tempt  her  no  more. 

Bon.  1 would  know  farther  Cofen. 

Car.  Her  hidden  meaning  dwels  in  our  endeavors -, 

Our  valors  are  our  beft  gods.  Cheer-  the  Soldier, 

And  lethimeat. 

Mef.  He’s  at  it.  Sir. 

Car.  Away  then  ^ 

When  he  has  done,  let’s  march.  Come,  fear  not  Lady, 
This  day  the  Roman  gains  no  more  ground  here, 

: But  what  his  body  lies  in.  n 

i Bond.  Now  I am  confident.  Exeunt. 

Recorders. 

; f 

Sc£Ha  SecHuda. 

Enter  Junius,  Curius,  Deciir* 

Dec.  We  dare  not  hazard  it : befide  our  lives, 

It  forfeits  all  our  underftandings. 

Jun.  Gentlemen, 

Can  ye  forfake  me  in  fo  juft  a-fervice, 

A fervice  for  the  Common-wealth , for  honor  ? 

Read  but  the  Letter  -,  you  may  love  too. 

Dec.  Read  it : 

If  there  be  any  fafety  in  the  circumftance , 

Or  likelihood  ’tis  love , we  will  not  fail  ye. 

Read  it  good  Curius. 

Cur.  Willingly. 

"Jun.  Now  mark  it.. 

Cur.  reads.  Health  to  thy  heart,  honoured  Junius 
And  all  thy  love  requited  ; I am  thine , 

Thine  everlaftingly,  thy  love  has  woij  me , 

And  let  it  breed  no  doubt  ^ our  new  acquaintance 
Compels  this , ’tis  the  gods  decree  to  blefs  us. 

The  times  are  dangerous  to  meet  s yet  fail  not , , 

By  all  the  love  thou  bear’fc  me  I conjure  thee , 

Without  diftruft  of  danger,  to  come  to  me , 

For  I have  purpos’d  a delivery 

Both  of  my  felf  and  fortune  this  bleft  day 

Into  thy  hands , if  thou  thinkft  good  : to  fhew  thee 

How  infinite  my  Love  is,  even  my  Mother 

Shall  be  thy  prifbner,  the  day  yours  ^without  hazard  i 

For  I beheld  your  danger  like  a Lover, 

A juft  affefterof  thy  faith Thygoodnefs  , ' 

I know,  will  ufeus  nobly,  and  our  Marriage 

, 


If  not  redeem , yet  lefTen  Romes  Ambition. 

I^  ’m  weary  of  theft  miftries : lift  my  Mother, 

(if  you  intend  to  take  her)  with  all  honour. 

And  let  this  di (obedience  to  my  parents 

Be  laid  on  love,  not  me.  Bring  with  thee,  Juniusi 

Spirits  refolv’d  to  fetch  me  off,  the  nobleft. 

Forty  will  ferve  the  turn  -,  juft  at  the  joyning 
Of  both  the  battels , we  will  be  weakly  guarded  -, 

And  for  a guide , within  this  hour  fhall  reach  thee 
A faithful  friend  of  mine : the  gods , my  Junius , 

Keep  thee , and  me  to  ferve  thee : young  Bonvka. 

Cur.  This  letter  carries  much  belief,and  moft  objeftions 
Anfwer’d,  we  rnuft  have  doubted. 

Dec.  Is  that  fellow 
Come  to  ye  for  a guide  yet.f* 

Jun  Yes. 

Dec,  And  examin’d  ? 

Jun.  Far  more  then  that  ^ he  has  felt  tortures,  yefi 
He  vows  he  knows  no  more  than  this  truth. 

Dec.  Strange. 

Cur.  If  fire  mean  what  fhe  writes,  as’tmaybe  probable, 
’Twill  be  the  happieft  vantage  we  can  leas  to. 

Jun.  I’ll  pawn  my  foul  fhe  means  truth. 

Dec.  Think  an  hour  more. 

Then  if  your  confidence  grow  ftronger  on  ye , 

We’ll  fet  in  with  ye. 

Jun.  Nobly  done-  I thank  ye^ 

Ye  know  the  time. 

Cur.  We  will  be  either  ready 
To  give  ye  preftnt  counfell,  or  joyn  with  ye. 

Enter  Swetonius,  Petillius,  and  Demetrius,  Macer. 

Jun.  No  more  as  ye  are  Gentlemen.  The  general. 

Sn>et.  Draw  out  apace,  the  enemy  waits  for  us  j 
Are  ye  all  ready  ? 

Jun.  All  our  Troops  attend.  Sir. 

Swet.  I am  glad  to  hear  you  fay  fo,  Junius. 

I hope  ye  are  difpofleft. 

Jun.  I hope  fo  too,  Sir, 

Srvet.  Continue  fo.  And  Gentlemen,  to  you  now^ 

To  bid  you  fight  is  needlefs,  ye  are  Romans., 

The  name  will  fight  it  felf^  To  tell  ye  who 
You  go  to  fight  againft,  his  power,  and  nature. 

But  lofs  of  time : yet  know  it,  know  it  poor , 

And  oft  have  made  it  fo.  To  tell  ye  farther. 

His  Body  fiiows  more  dreadful  than  it  has  done , 

To  him  that  fears,  lefs  poffible  to  deal  with, 

Is  but  to  ftick  more  honor  on  your  adions , 

Load  ye  with  virtuous  names,  and  to  your  memories 
Tye  never  dying  time,  and  fortune  conftant. 

Go  on  in  full  afliirance,  draw  your  fwords 
As  daring  and  as  confident  as  juftice-. 

The  gods  of  Rome  fight  for  ye  -,  loud  Fame  calls  ye  , 
Pitch’d  on  the  toplefs  Apenine , and  blows 
To  all  the  under  world:  all  Nations, 

The  Teas,  and  unfrequented  deferts,  where  the  fnow  dwels. 
Wakens  the  ruin’d  monuments , and  there 
Where  nothing  but  eternal  death  and  fleepds. 

Informs  again  the  dead  bones.  With  your  virtues. 

Go  on,  I fay,  valiant  and  wife,  rule  heaven , 

And  all  the  great  afpeds  attend  ’em.  Do  but  blow 
Upon  this  enemy,  who,  but  that  we  want  foes , 

Cannot  deferve  that  name  -,  and  like  a myft , 

A lazie  fog , before  your  burning  valors 
You’ll  find  him  fly  to  nothing.  This  is  all. 

We  have  fwords,  and  are  the  fons  of  antient  Romans., 
Heirs  to  their  endlefs  valors,  fight  and  conquer. 

De.  Dem.  ’Tis  done. 

Vetdl.  That  man  that  loves  not  this  day. 

And  hugs  not  in  his  arms  the  noble  danger. 

May  he  dye  famelefs  and  forgot. 

Srvet.  Sufficient, 

Up  to  your  Troops,  and  let  your  drums  beat  thunder, 

^ ^ ^ E March 
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March  clofe , and  hidden  li]ce  a tempeft : all  executions 

March. 

Done  without  fparkling  of  the  Body:  keep  your  phalanx 
Sure  lin’d,  and  piec’d  together  ^ your  pikes  forward  , 
And  fo  march  like  a moving  Fort;  ere  this  day  run  , 

We  fhall  have  ground  to  add  to  Kome^  well  won.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  'Tertia. 

Enter  Caratach  and  Nennius. 


Nen.  The  Roman  is  advanc’d  from  yound’  hills  brow  , 
We  may  behold  him,  Caratach.  A March. 

Drums  mthin  at  one  place  afar  off. 

Car.  Let’s  thither, 

I fee  the  dull  file.  Now  I fee  the  body, 

Obferve  ’em,  Nennius.,  by a handfome  Body, 

And  of  a few,  ftrongly  and  wifely  joynted : 

Suetonius  is  a Souldier. 

Nen.  As  I take  it. 

That’s  he  that  gallops  by  the  Regiments, 

Viewing  their  preparations. 

Car.  Very  likely. 

He  fhews  no  lefs  than  General:  fee  how  bravely 
The  Body  moves,  and  in  the  head  how  proudly 
The  Captains  ftick  like  plumes:  he  comes  apace  on-, 
Good  Nennius  go , and  bid  my  ftout  Lieutenant 
Bring  on  the  firft  fquare  Body  to  oppofe  ’em  , 

And  as  he  charges,  open  to  inclofe  ’em  : 

The  Que^  move  next  with  hers,  and  wheel  about , 

To  gam  their  backs,  in  v/hichril  lead  the  Vantguard. 
We  fi.all  have  bloody  crowns  this  day,  I fee  by’t^ 

Haft  thee  good  Nennius , I’ll  follow  inftantly. 

Exit  Neftnius. 

How  clofe  they  march,  as  if  they  grew  together?  March. 
No  place  but  lin’d  alike : fure  from  opprelfion  -, 

They  will  not  change  this  figure : we  muft  charge  ’em  , 
And  charge  ’em  home  at  both  ends , Van  and  Rere, 

Drums  in  another  place  afar  off* 
They  never  totter  elfe.  I hear  our  Mufick, 

And  muft  attend  it:  Hold  goodfword,  but  this  day. 

And  bite  hard  where  I hound  thee , and  hereafter 
I’ll  make  a reliqueof  thee,  for  young  Souldiers 
To  come  like  Pilgrimes  to,  and  kifs  for  Conqueft-s. 

Exit. 


Scxna  quartj. 


Enter  Junius,  Curius,  and  Decius. 


fun.  Now  is  the  time,  the  fellow  ftays. 

Dec.  What  think  ye  ? 

Cur.  I think  ’tis  true. 

Jun.  Alafs , if  ’twere  a queftion , 

If  any  doubt  or  hazzard  fell  into’t , 

Do  ye  think  mine  own  difcretion  fo  felf-blind , 

My  care  of  you  lb  naked,  to  run  headlong  ? 

Dec.  Let’s  take  Tetillius  with  us. 

Jun.  By  no  means : 

He’s  never  wife  but  to  himfelf,  nor  courteous , 

But  where  the  end’  his  own : we  are  ftrong  enough , 

If  not  to  many.  Behind  yonder  hill 

The  fellow  tells  me  ftie  attends , weak  guarded , 

Her  Mother  and  her  Sifter. 

Car.  I would  venture. 

Jun.  We  ftiall  not  ftrike  five  blows  for’t, weigh  the  good. 
The  general  good  may  come. 

Dec.  Away,  I’ll  with  ye. 

But  with  what  doubt  ? 

Jun.  Fear  not,  my  foul  for  all.  Exeunt. 

Alarms , Drums  and  Trumpets  in  feveral  places  afar 

off,  as  at  amain  Battell. 


Scana  Quinta. 

Enter  Druftis  and  Penyus  above. 

Dru.  Here  ye  may  fee  ’em  all , Sir  ^ from  this  hill 
The  Country  Ihews  off  levell. 

Pen.  Gods  defend  me, 

What  multitudes  they  are,  what  infinites? 

The  Roman  power  Ihews  like  a little  Star 
Hedg’d  with  a double  hollo.Now  the  knell  rings. 

Loud  fhouts. 

Heark  how  they  Ihout  to  th’battel  -,  how  the  air 
Totters  and  reels,  and  rends  apieces,  Drufus, 

With  the  huge  vollied  clamours. 

. Dru.  Now  they  charge. 

Oh  gods,  of  all  fides,  fearfully. 

Pen.  Little  Rome, 

Stand  but  this  growing  Hydra  one  fliort  hour. 

And  thou  haft  out-done  Hercules. 

Dru.  The  dull  hides  ’em , 

We  cannot  fee  what  follows. 

Pen.  They  arc  gone. 

Gone,  fwallow’d  Drufus,  this  eternal  Sun 
Shall  never  fee  ’em  march  more. 

Dru.  O turn  this  way. 

And  fee  a modell  of  the  field , fome  forty , 

Againft  four  hundred. 

Vtn.  Well  fought , bravely  follow’d ; 

0 nobly  charg’d  again,  charg’d  home  too  : Drufus, 

They  feem  to  carry  it : now  they  charge  all.  Loud. 
Clofe,  clofe,  I fay  ■,  they  follow  it : ye  gods, 

Can  there  be  more  in  men?  more  daring  fpirits? 

Still  they  make  good  their  fortunes.  Now  they  are  gone  too, 
For  ever  gone^  fee  Drufus  at  their  backs 
A fearful  Ambufh  rifes.  Farewell  valours , 

Excellent  valours : O Rome,  where’s  thy  wifdome  ? 

Dru.  They  are  gone  indeed.  Sir. 

Pen.  Look  out  toward  the  Army , 

1 am  heavy  with  thefe  flaughters. 

Dru.  ’Tis  the  lame  ftill. 

Covered  with  dull  and  fury. 

Enter  the  tvso  Daughters,  with  Junius,  Curius,  Decius, 
and  Souldiers. 

2 . Daugh.  Bring  ’em  in , 

Tie  ’em,  and  then  unarm  ’em. 

1.  Daugh.  Valiant  , 

Ye  are  welcome  to  your  Loves. 

2.  Daugh.  Your  death,  fools. 

Dec.  We  deferve  ’em. 

And  women  do  your  worft. 

1.  Daugh.  Ye  need  not  beg  it.  '■ 

2.  Daugh.  Which  is  kind  Junius  ? 

Serv.  This. 

2.  Daugh.  Are  you  my  fweet  heart? 

It  looks  ill  on’t:  how  long  is’t,  pretty  foul. 

Since  you  and  I firft  lov’d  ? Had  vve  not  reafon 
To  doat extreanily  upon  one  another? 

How  does  my  Love  ? this  is  not  he ; my  chicken 
Could  prate  finely,  ling  a love-fong. 

Jun.  Monfter. 

2.  Daugh.  Oh,  nowit  courts. 

Jun.  Arm’d  with  more  malice  ^ 

Then  he  that  got  thee  has  the  divcll. 

2.  Daugh.  Good. 

Proceed,  fweet  chick. 

Jun.  I hate  thee,  that’s  my  laft. 

2.  Daug.  Nay,  and  ye  love  me,  forward;  No?  Come 
Let’s  prick  our  anfwers  on  our  arrows  points,  (lifter, 
And  make  ’em  laugh  a little.  Ye  damn’d  Leachem , 

Ye  proud  improvident  fools,  have  we  now  caught  ye  . 
Are  ye  i’th’noofe  ? Since  ye  are  fuch  loving  creatures , 
We’ell  be  your  Cupids : Do  ye  fee  thefe  arrows  ? 
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We’ll  fend  them  to  your  wanton  livers,  goats. 

1 . Vau.  O how  I’ll  trample  on  your  hearts,  ye  villains, 
Ambitious  falt-itch  Haves : Komei  mafter  fins , 

The  mountain  Rams  topt  your  hot  mothers. 

2.  Datigh.  Dogs, 

To  whofe  brave  founders  a fait  whore  gave  fuck^ 
Theeves,  honors  hangmen , do  ye  grin?  perdition 
Take  me  forever,  if  in  my  felf anger,  Lntsr  Caratach. 

I do  not  out-do  all  example.  • 

Car.  Where, 

W here  are  thefe  Ladies  ? ye  keep  noble  quartej. 

Your  Mother  thinks  ye  dead  or  taken  ^ upon  which. 

She  will  not  move  her  Battel.  Sure  thefe  faces 
I have  beheld  and  known,  they  are  Roman  Leaders, 

How  came  they  here  ? 

2.  Vaugh.  A trick  Sir,  that  we  us’d, 

A certain  policy  conduded  ’em 

Unto  our  fnare:  we  have  done  ye  no  fmall  fervice  ^ 

Thefe  us’d  as  we  intend,  we  are  for  th’battel. 

Car.  As  you  intend  ? taken  by  treachery  ? 

1.  Vaugh.  Is’t  not  allow’d? 

Car.  Thofe  that  Ihould  gild  our  Conqueft, 

Make  up  a Battel  w^orthy  of  our  winning, 

Catch’d  up  by  craft  ? 

2.  Vaugh.  By  any  means  that’s  lawful. 

Car.  A womans  wifdom  in  our  triumphs?  out. 

Out  ye  fluts,  ye  follies  •,  from  our  fwords 

Filch  our  revenges  bafely  ? arm  again.  Gentlemen : 

Soldiers , I charge  ye  help  ’em. 

2.  Vaugh.  By Uncle, 

We  will  have  vengeance  for  our  rapes. 

Car  By 

You  Ihould  have  kept  your  legs  clofethen:  difpatch  there. 

1.  Vaug.  I will  not  off  thus. 

Car.  He  that  ftirs  to  execute, 

Or  fhe,  though  it  be  your  felves,  by  him  that  got  me, 
Shall  quickly  feel  mine  anger : one  great  day  given  us , 

; Not  to  be  inatch’d  out  of  our  hands  but  bafely 
And  we  muff  fhame  the  gods  from  whence  we  have  it , 
With  fetting  lhares  for  Soldiers  ? I’ll  run  away  firft , 

Be  hooted  at , and  children  call  me  coward , 

Before  I fet  up  fcales  for  Vidor ies : 

Give  ’em  their  fwords. 

2.  Vaugh.  O gods. 

Car.  Bear  off  the  women 
Unto  their  Mother. 

2.  Vau.  Onelhot,  gentle  Uncle. 

Car.  One  cut  her  fiddle-firing ; Bear  ’em  off  I fay. 

I.  Vau.  The take  this  fortune. 

Car.  Learn  to  fpin. 

And  curie  your  knotted  hemp : go  Gentlemen, 

Exeunt  Vaughters, 

Safely  go  off,  up  to  your  Troops : be  wifer , 

There  thank  me  like  tall  Soldiers : I Ihall  feek  ye. 


Look  where  the  armed  carts  ffand  ^ a new  Army : 

Look  how  they  hang  like  falling  rocks,  as  murdring 
Death  rides  in  triumph  VrujM : fell  deffriidtion 
Lalhes  his  fiery  horfe,  and  round  about  him 
His  many  thoufand  way?  to  let  out  fouls. 

Move  me  again  when  they  charge,  when  the  mountain 
Melts  under  their  hot  wheels  ^ und  troin  their  Ax^trees 
Huge  claps  of  thunder  plough  the  ground  before  ’em. 

Till  then  I’ll  dream  what  Rome  was. 

Enter  Swetonius,  Petillius,  Demetrius,  Macer. 

Swpet  O bravely  fought  ^ honor  till  now  nere  fhow’d 
Her  golden  fate  i’th’ field.  Like  Lions,  Gentlemen, 

\ have  hekl  your  heads  up  this  day : Where’s  young  Junius., 
Curius  Veaus'^  J ’ 

PetiU.  Gone  to  heaven,  I think.  Sir.  do  ye  > 

Stp.  Their  worths  go  with ’em:  breathe  a while  : How 
Pet.  \Ye!li  fbmefew  Icurvy  wounds , my  heart’s  whole 
Vem.  Would  they  would  give  us  more  ground.  dvet 
Sivet.  Give?  we’ll  have  it.  ' 

Petit!.  Have  it?  and  hold  it  too,  delpightthe  devill. 

Enter  Junius,  Deeius , Curius. 

Jun.  Lead  up  to  th’head,and  line : fiire  the  Qs.  Battell 
Begins  to  cliarge  like  wild-fire:  where’s  the  Genial  ? • 
Sipet.  Oh,  they  are  living  yet.’ Come  my  brave  foldiers. 
Come,  let  me  powr  Ron^es  blefiing  on  ye Live, 

Live,  and  lead  Armies  all ; ye  bleed  hard. 

Jun.  Beil : 

We  ihall  appear  the  fferner  to  the  foe. 

Vec.  More  wounds,  more  honor. 

Petitl.  Lofe  no  time. 

Sipet.  Away  then. 

And  ffand  this  ihock , ye  have  flood  the  world. 

Petit!.  W ee’ll  grow  to’t. 

Is  not  this  better  than  lovvfie  loving  ? 

Jun.  1 am  my  felf,  Petitlm. 

Petit!.  ’Tis  I love  thee.  Exeunt  Romans. 

Enter  Bonduca,  Caratach,  Daughters,  Nennius. 

Car.  Charge ’em  i’th’flanks:  O ye  have  plaid  the  fool , 
The  fool  extreamly,  the  mad  fool. 

Bon.  W hy  Cofin? 

Car.  The  woman  fool.  Why  did  you  give  the  word 
Unto  the  carts  to  charge  down , and  our  people 
In  grofs  before  the  Enemy  ? we  pay  for’t , 

Our  own  fwords  cut  our  throats;  why?  — on’t^ 

Why  do  you  offer  to  command*^  the  divcll , 

The  divell,  and  his  dam  too , who  bid  you 
Meddle  in  mens  affairs  ? Exeunt  &c. 

Bond.  I’ll  help  all. 


Exit  Caratach. 

Cur.  A noble  worth. 

Vec.  Well  Junius. 

Jun.  Pray  ye  no  more. 

Cur.  He  bluflies,  do  not  load  him. 

Vec.  Where’s  your  love  now?  Vrums  loud  again. 

Jun.  Puffe,there  it  flies;  Come,  let’s  redeem  our  follies. 

Exeunt  Junius.,  Curius , Vecius. 

Vru.  Awake,  Sir  •,  yet  the  Roman  Eodie’s  whole , 

I fee  ’em  clear  again. 

Pen.  Whole  ? ’tis  not  poffible : 

Vrufus  they  muff  be  loff. 

Vru.  By they  are  whole.  Sir , 

And  in  brave  doing  ^ fee,  they  wheel  about 
To  gain  more  ground. 

Pen.  But  fee  there,  Vrujus.,  fee. 

See  that  huge  Battel  moving  frorp  the  mountains , 

Their  gilt  coats  fhine  like  Dragons  fcales,  their  march 
Like  a rough  tumbling  ftorm^  fee  them,  and  view  ’em, 
And  then  fee  Rome  no  more : fay  they  fail  ^ look, 


Car.  Home, 

Home  and  fpin  woman,  fpin,  go  fpin,  ye  trifle. 

Open  before  there,  or  all’s  mine.  How,  S horns  within. 

Now  comes  the  Tempeff-,  on  our  felves,  by 

Victoria  within. 

O woman,  feurvie  woman  , beaffly  woman.  Exeunt. 

Vru.  Victoria  , Victoria. 

Pen.  How’s  that,  Vrufus  ? (Sir , 

Vru.  They  win,  they  win,they  w'in-,  ohIook,look,  look. 
For  heavens  fake  look,  the  BritainsHy .,  thcBritains  fly.^i- 
£ioria . 

Enter  Swetonius,  Soldiers,  and  Captains. 

Swet.  Soft,  foft,  purfue  it  foft excellent  Soldiers, 
Clofe,  my  brave  fellows,  honorable  P^omans-. 

Oh  cool  thy  mettle  Junius , they  are  ours , 

The  world  cannot  redeem  ’em:  ffern  PetiUius, 

Govern  the  conqueft  nobly : foft,  good  Soldiers.  Exeunt. 

E 2 Enter 
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Enter  Bondaca,  Daughters,  and  Britains. 

Bond.  Shame,  whither  flie  ye,  ye  unlucky  Brltaim  ? 

Will  ye  creep  into  your  mothers  wombs  again?  Back 
cowards. 

I Hares,  fearful  Hares,  Doves  in  your  angers-,  leave  m.e.'' 
i Leave  your  Queen  defolate  ? her  haplefs  children. 

■ Enter  Caratach  and  Hengo. 

, To  Roman  rape  again  and  fury  ? 

Car.  Flye,  ye  buzzards , 

Ye  have  wings  enough,  ye  fear:  get  thee  gone,  woman. 

Loud  fl} out  rvithin. 

Shame  tread  upon  thy  heels ; all’s  loft,  all’s  loft,  heark , 
Heark  how  the  Romans  ring  our  knels.  Ext.  Bond,  &c. 

Hen.  Good  Uncle, 

Let  me  go  too. 

. Car.  No  boy,  the  fortune’s  mine, 

I mull  not  leave  thee-,  get  behind  me;,  lhake  not. 

Enter  Petillius,  Junius,  Decius. 

I’ll  breech  ye , if  ye  do  boy : Come,  brave  Romans 
All  is  not  loft  yet. 

Jun.  Now  I’ll  thank  t\\QQ ^Caratach.  Fight.  Drums. 
Car.  Thou  art  a Soldier:  ftrike  home,  home,  have  at  ye. 
Pen.  His  blows  fall  like  huge  fledges  on  an  anvil. 

Dec.  I am  wear^t 
Pet.  So  am  I. 

Car.  Send  more  fwords  to  me. 

Jun.  Let’s  fit  and  reft.  S it  down. 

Dru.  What  think  ye  now  ? 

Pen.  O Drufitf., 

I have  loft  mine  honor,  loft  my  name , 

Loft  all  that  was  my  light : thefe  are  true  Romans^ 

And  I a Britain  coward , a bafe  Coward 
Guide  me  where  nothing  is  but  defolation  , 

That  I may  never  more  behold  the  face 

Of  Man,  or  Mankind  know  me:  O blind  Fortune, 

Haft  thou  abus’d  me  thus  ? 

Drtt.  Good  Sir,  be  comforted  ^ 

It  was  your  wifdom  rul’d  ye  -,  pray  ye  go  home , 

Your  day  is  yet  to  come,  when  this  great  fortune 
Shall  be  but  foil  unto  it.  Retreat. 

Pen.  Fool,  fool.  Coward.  Exit  Penyus  and  DruTus. 

Enter  Swetonius,  Demetrius,  Soldiers,  Drum  and  Colours. 

Srvet.Ydix2SN  in,draw  in : well  have  you  fought,and  worthy 
Romes  noble  recompence^  look  to  your  wounds. 

The  ground  is  cold  and  hurtful:  the  proud  Queen 
Has  got  a Fort , and  there  fhe  and  her  Daughters 
Defie  us  once  again.  To  morrow  morning 
Wee’ll  Peek  her  out,  and  make  her  know,  our  Fortunes 
Stop  at  no  ftubborn  walls : Come,  Ions  of  honor , 

True  virtues  heirs-,  thus  hatch’d  with  Britain  blood. 
Let’s  march  to  reft,  and  fet  in  gules  like  Suns, 

Beat  a foft  march , and  each  one  eafe  his  neighbours. 

Exeunt . 


Adas  Quart  US, 

Scnena  Frima. 

Enter  Petillius j Junius,  Decius,  Demetrius  Jinging. 

Pet  ill . Smooth  tv  as  his  cheeky, 

Dec.  And  his  chin  it  noasfleek^. 


Jun,  With  Tvhoop.,  he  has  done  vpooing. 

Dem.  Junius  veas  thin  Captains  name  , 

A lad  for  a lajfes  viewing , 

Pet.  Full  hlac^hiseye,  and  plump  his  thigh., 

Dec.  Made  up  for  loves  puYfuing : 

Dem.  Smooth  was  his  cheeck^ , 

Petill.  And  his  chin  it  was  /leek.. 

Jun.  With  whoop,  he  has  done  wooing. 

Petill.  O my  vex’d  thief,  art  thou  come  home  again  ? 
Are  thy  brains  perfed? 

Jun.  Sound  as  bels. 

Petill.  Thy  back^worm 
Qiiiet,  and  caft  his  fting,  boy  ? 

Jun.  Dead,  Petillius., 

Dead  to  all  folly,  and  now  my  anger  only. 

Pet.  Why,  that’s  well  laid:  hang  Cupid  und  his  quiver, 
A drunken  brawling  Boy  thy  honour’d  faint 
Be  thy  ten  Ihillings,  Junius.,  there’s  the  money , 

And  there’s  the  ware-,  Iquare  dealing : this  but  fweats  thee 
Like  a Melh  nag , and  makes  thee  look  pin  buttock’d  ^ 
The  other  runs  thee  whining  up  and  down 
Like  a pig  in  a ftorm  , fills  thy  brains  full  of  madnels  , 
And  (hews  thee  like  along  Lent,  thy  brave  body 
Turn’d  to  a tail  of  green-filh  without  butter. 

Dec.  W hen  thou  lov’ftnext,  love  a good  cup  of  Wine, 
A Miftrefs  for  a King,  Ihe  leaps  to  kifs  thee , 

Her  red  and  white’s  her  own  Ihe  makes  good  blood , 
Takes  none  away;,  what  fhe  heats  fleep  can  help. 
Without  a groping  Surgeon. 

Jun.  I am  counfell’d. 

And  henceforl:h,  when  I doat  again, — 

Dem.  Take  heed. 

Ye  had  almoft  paid  for’t. 

Petill.  Love  no  more  great  Ladies, 

Thou  canftnotftep  amifsthen^  there’s  no  delight  in  ’emj 
All’s  in  the  whiftling  of  their  fnacht  up  filks 
They’re  only  made  for  handfome  view,  not  handling^ 
Their  bodies  of  fo  weak  and  wafn  a temper, 

A rough  pac’d  bed  will  lhake  ’em  all  to  pieces ; 

A tough  hen  pulls  their  teeth  out,  tyres  their  fouls*, 

P len£  rimarum  funt,  they  are  full  of  rynnet. 

And  take  the  skin  off  where  they  are  tafted^  Ihun  ’em, 

T hey  live  in  culliflb  like  rotten  cocks 
Stew’d  to  a tendernefs,  that  holds  no  tack : 

Give  me  a thing  I may  crulh. 

Jun.  Thou  fpeak’ft  truly: 

The  W^ars  lhall  be  my  Miltrifs  now. 

Petil.  Well  chofen  , 

For  Ihe’s  a bownling  lafs , Ihe’ll  kifs  thee  at  night,  boy , 
And  break  thy  pate  i’th’  morning. 

Jun.  Yefterday 
I found  thofe  favors  infinite. 

Dem.  Wench  good  enough , 

But  that  Ihe  talks  too  loud. 

Pet.  She  talks  to  th’purpofe. 

Which  never  Woman  did  yet : Ihe’ll  hold  grapling , 

And  he  that  layes  on  belt,  is  her  belt  fervant : 

All  other  loves  are  meer  catching  of  dotrels. 

Stretching  of  legs  out  only , and  trim  lazinefs.  Enter 
Here  comes  the  General.  Swet.  Curius,  & Macer. 

Swet.  I am  glad  ye  have  found  ye: 

Are  thofe  come  in  yet  that  purfu’d  bold  Caratach} 

Pet.  Not  yet  Sir,  for  1 think  they  mean  to  lodge  him^ 
Take  him  I know  they  dare  not,  ’twill  be  dangerous. 

Swet.  Then  halte  P^>^^i/i«J,hafte  to  Penyus , 

I fear  the  ftrong  conceit  of  what  diigrace 
Has  pull’d  upon  himfelf,  will  be  his  mine : 

I fear  his  foldiers  fury  too  ^ halte  prefently, 

I would  not  lole  him  for  all  Britain.  Give  him,  Petilliuj, 
Petil.  That  that  lhall,  choak  him. 

Swet.  All  the  noble  counfell. 

His  fault  forgiven  too,  his  place,  his  honor, 

Petill.  For  me,  I think,  as  handfome. 

Swet,  All  the  comfort. 


The!  ragedy  of  Bonduca. 


37 


And  tell  the  Soldier,  ’twas  on  our  command 
He  drew  not  to  the  Battell. 

Pet  ill.  I conceive  Sir  , 

And  will  do  that  lhall  cure  all. 

Srvet.  Bring  him  with  ye 
Before  the  Queens  Fort,  and  his  Forces  with  him. 

There  you  lhall  find  us  following  of  our  Conqueft ; 

Make  hafte. 

Petti.  The  belt  I may.  Exit. 

Swet.  And  noble  Gentlemen  , 

Up  to  your  Companies : we’ll  prefently 
Upon  the  Queens  purfuit : there’s  nothing  done 
Till  Ihe  be  feiz’d  j without  her  nothing  won.  Exemit. 
^ Short  flour ijh. 

Sc£na  Secunda. 

Enter  Caratach  and  Hcngo. 

Car.  How  does  my  Boy? 

Hen.  I would  do  well , my  heart’s  well  •, 

1 do  not  fear. 

Car.  My  good  Boy. 

Hen.  I know,  Uncle, 

We  mufl;  all  dye  •,  my  little  brother  dy’d  , 

1 faw  him  dye , and  he  dy’d  fmiling : fure , 

There’s  no  great  pain  in’t  Uncle.  But  pray  tell  me, 
Whither  mult:  we  .go  when  we  are  dead? 

Car.  Strange  quellions! 

Why,  to  the  blefed’ft  place  Boy : ever  fvveetnels 
And  happinefs  dwells  there. 

Hen.  Will  you  come  to  me  ? 

Car.  Yes,  my  fweet  boy. 

Hen.  Mine  Aunt  too , and  my  Cofins  ? 

Car.  AH,  my  good  child. 

Hen.  No  Romans.,  Uncle  ? 

Car.  No  Boy. 

Heng.  I Ihould  be  loath  to  meet  them  there. 

Car.  No  ill  men. 

That  live  by  violence , and  ftrong  opprelfion. 

Come  thither : ’tis  for  thofe  the  gods  love,  good  men. 

Heng.  Why,  then  I care  not  when  1 go  •,  for  furely 
I am  perfwaded  they  love  me  : I never 
Blafphem’d  ’em , Uncle,  nor  tranfgreft  my  parents  ^ 

I always  faid  my  Prayers. 

Car.  Thou  lhalt  go  then. 

Indeed  thou  lhalt. 

Heng.  When  they  pleafe. 

Car.  That’s  my  good  boy. 

Art  thou  not  weary , Hengo  ? 

Heng.  Weary,  Uncle  ? 

I have'heard  you  fay  you  have  march’d  all  day  in  Armour. 
Car.  I have,  boy. 

Heng.  Am  not  I your  Kinfman  ? 

Car.  Yes. 

Heng.  And  am  not  I as  fully  allyed  unto  you 
In  thofe  brave  things , as  blood  ? 

Car.  Thou  art  too  tender. 

Heng.  To  go  upon  my  legs?  they  were  made  to  bear  me. 
I canplay  twenty  mile  a day,  I fee  no  reafon 
But  to  preferve  my  Countrey  and  my  felf , 

I Ihould  march  forty.  i.. 

Car.  What,  wouldlb  thou  be  ; v.  ' 

Living  to  wear  a mans  ftrength  ? 

Heng.  Why  a Caratach  , ^ 

A Roman-h^tev,  a fcourge  fent  from  Heaven  Drum 

To  whip  thefe  proud  theeves  from  our  Kingdom.  HearK, 
Heark,  Uncle,  heark,  I hear  a Drum. 

Enter  Judas  and  hU  people  to  the  door, 

t 

Jud.  Beat  foftly. 

Softly,  I fay,  they  are  here:  who  dare  charge? 

1.  sold.  He. 


That  dares  be  knqckto’th’  head : I’ll  not  come  near  him. 

Retire  3gain^  and  watch  then.  How  he  flares  * 

H as  eyes  would  kill  a dragon : mark  the  boy  well  • 

If  we  could  take  or  kill  him.  A- on  ye,  ’ 

How  fierce  ye  look?  fee  how  he  broods’the  boy: 

The  devil  dwels  in’s  fcabbard.  Back,  I fay. 

Apace,  apace,  h’as  found  us.  ’ Ih^v  retire 

Car.  Do  ye  hunt  us?  ^ rer.re. 

/^eng.  Uncle,  good  Uncle  fee,  the  thin  fiarv’d  Rafcal, 
The  eating  Roman,  fee  where  he  thrids  the  thickets  • 

Kill  him,  dear  Uncle,  kill  him^  one  good  blow 
To  knock  his  brains  into  his  breecly  llrike’shead  off 
That  I may  pils  in’s  face.  ’ 

Car.  Do  ye  make  us  Foxes  ? 

Here,  hold  my  charging  Half,  and  keep  the  place  boy. 
I’am  at  bay,  and  like  a bull  I’ll  bear  me. 

Stand,  Hand,  ye  Rogues,  ye  Squirrels.  Eicit. 

Heng.  Now  he  pays ’em: 

0 that  I had  a mans  Ifrength. 

Enter  Judas,  (f~c. 

Jitd.  Here’s  the  boy 
Mine  own,  I thank  ray  Fortune. 

Heng.  Uncle,  uncle 
Famine  is  fain  upon  me  , uncle. 

Jud.  Come,  Sir, 

Yield  willingly,  your  Uncle’s  out  of  hearing. 

I’ll  tide  your  young  tail  elfe. 

Heng.  I defie  thee  , 

Thou  mock-made  man  of  mat:  charge  home,  firha: 
Hang  thee,  bafe  Have , thou  fnak’fr. 

Jud,  Upon  my  confoience 
The  boy  will  beat  me:  how  it  looks,  how  bravely. 

How  confident  the  worm  is ; a fcabbM  boy 
To  handle  me  thus  ? yield  or  I cut  thy  head  off. 

Heng.  Thou  dar’ft  not  cut  my  finger:  here’tis,  touch  it. 
Jud.  The  boy  fpeaks  fwordand  buckler,  Prethee  yield  , 
Come,  here’s  an  apple,  yield.  (boy: 

Heng.  By he  fears  me. 

I’ll  give  you  fharper  language : When,  ye  coward  , 

When  come  ye  up 

Jud.  If  he  fliould  beat  me 

Heng.  When,  Sir? 

1 long  to  kill  thee come,  thou  can’ll  not  fcape  me. 

I have  twenty  ways  to  charge  thee  •,  twenty  deaths 
Attend  my  bloody  ftaff 

Jud.  Sure’t  is  the  devil , 

A dwarf,  devil  in  a doublet. 

Heng.  I have  kill’d  a Captain , firha,  a brave  Captmn, 
And  when  I have  done,  Ihavekickt  him  thus.  Look  here, 
See  how  I charge  this  ftaffi 

Jud.  Moll  certain  / 

This  boy  will  cut  my  throat  yet. 

Enter  trvn  Soldiers  running. 

1.  Sold.  Flee,  flee,  he  kills  us. 

2.  Sould.  He  comes,  he  comes. 

Jud.  Thedevil  take  the  hindmofl.  (Rogues. 

Heng.  Run,  run,  ye  Rogues,  ye  precious  Rogues,  ye  rank 
A comes,  a comes,  a comes,  a comes:  that’s  he,  boys. 
What  a brave  cry  they  make  ? 

Enter  Caratach  rrith  a head. 

Car.  How  does  my  chicken  ? 

Heng.  ’Faith,  uncle,  grown  a Sold ier, a great  Soldier  •, 
For  by  the  virtue  of  your  charging-llaff. 

And  a llrange  fighting  face  I put  upon’t , 

I have  outbrav’d  hunger. 

Car.  That’s  my  boy,  my  fweet  boy. 

Here,  here’s  a Romanes  head  for  thee. 

Heng.  Good  provifion. 

Before  I llarve,  my  fweet-fac’d  Gentleman, 

I’ll  trie  your  favour. 
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C.ir.  A right  compleat  Soldier. 

Come,  chicken , let’s  go  leek  foir.e  place  of  ftrength 
(The  Countrey’s  full  of  Scouts)  to  rcdt  a while  in. 

Thou  wilt  not  elfe  be  able  to  endure 

The  journey  to  my  Countrey,  fruits,  and  water, 

Mull;  be  your  food  a while,  boy. 

Any  thing : 

I can  eat  mofs , I can  live  on  anger, 

To  vex  thefe  Komans.  Let’s  be  wary.  Uncle. 

Car.  I warrant  thee come  chearfiilly. 

Heng.  And  boldly 

Sc£>ta  lertia. 

Enter  Penyus,  Drufus,  and  Regulus. 

Keg.  The  foldier  lhall  not  grieve  ye. 

Ten.  Pray  ye  forfake  me  ^ 

Look  not  upcm  me , as  ye  love  your  Honors  ^ 

I am  fo  cold  a coward,  myinfedion 

Will  choke  your  virtues  like  a damp  elfe. 

'Dm.  Dear  Captain. 

Keg.  Moll  honour’d  Sir. 

Ten.  Moll:  hated,  moll  abhor’d  •, 

Say  lb,  and  then  ye  know  me,  nay,  ye  pleafe  me. 

O my  dear  credit,  my  dear  credit. 

Keg:  Sure 

His  mind  is  dangerosfs. 

Dm.  The  good  gods  cure  it.  (breaches 

Ten.  My  honour  got  thorovv  fire,  thorow  ftubborn 
Thorow  Battels  that  have  been  as  hard  to  win  as  heaven, 
Thorow  death  himfelf,  in  all  his  horrid  trims. 

Is  gone  for  ever,  ever,  ever.  Gentlemen , 

And  now  1 am  left  to  fcornhil  tales  and  laughters. 

To  hootings  at,  pointing  with  fingers,  That’s  he. 

That’s  the  brave  Gentleman  forlbok  the  battel, 

The  mo  ft  wife  Tenyus , the  difputing  coward. 

0 my  good  Bvord , break,  from  my  lide,  and  kill  me  j 

Cut  out  , the  cow^ard  from  my  heart. 

Keg.  Ye  are  none. 

Ten.  He  lyes  that  fays  fo : by  — ;he  lyes,  lyes  bafely. 
Baler  than  I have  done.  Come,  foldiers,  feek  me, 

1 have  robb’d  ye  of  your  virtues:  Juflice,  feek  me, 

I have  broke  my  fair  obedience , loft : fname  take  me. 
Take  me,  and  fwallow  me , make  ballads  of  me;, 

Shame,  endlefs  fhame : and  pray  do  you  forfake  me. 

Dm.  What  fnall  rve  do  ? 

Ten.  Good  Gentlemen  forfake  me ; 

You  were  not  w'ont  to  be  commanded.  Friends,  pray  doit, 
And  do  not  fear;,  for  as  I am  a coward 

I will  not  hurt  my  felf : when  that  mind  takes  me. 

I’ll  call  to  you,  and  ask  your  help.  I dare  not. 

Enter  Petillius. 

Tttill,  Good  morrow.  Gentlemen-,  where’s  the  Tribune? 
Keg.  There. 

Dm.  Whence  come  ye,  good  TetiHim  ? 

Tetill.  From  the  General. 

Dm.  With  what,  for  heavens  fake  ? 

Tetill.  With  good  counfel,  Drufus-, 

And  Jove,  to  comfort  him.  . 

Dm.  Good  Kegulus 

Step  to  the  Soldier,  and  allay  his  anger  ^ 

For  he  is  wild  as  winter. 

Exeunt  Drufius  and  Regulus. 

Tetill.  O,  are  ye  there  ? have  at  ye.  Sure  he’s  dead , 

It  cannot  be  he  dare  out-live  this  fortune : 

He  mu  ft  die , ’tis  moft  necefTary ;,  men  exped  it  ^ 

And  thought  of  life  in  him,  goes  beyond  coward. 

Forfake  the  field  fo  bafely  ? he  upon’t  r 

So  poorly  to  betray  his  worth  fo  coldly 

1 To  cut  all  credit  from  the  foldier  ? fure 

If  this  man  mean  to  live,  as  I fliould  think  it 

Beyond  belief,  he  muft  retire  where  never 

The  name  of  Rome.,  the  voice  of  Arms,  or  Honour 
•Was  knowm  or  heard  of  yet : he’s  certain  dead, 
Orftrongly  means  it^  he’s  no  Soldier  elfe,  ’ 

No  Roman  in  him-,  all  he  has  done , but  outfide 

Fought  either  drunk  or  defperate.  Now  he  riles. 

How  does  L.ord  Tenyus  ? 

Ten.  As  ye  fee. 

Tetill.  I am  glad  on’t  -, 

Continue  fo  ftill.  The  Lord  General, 

The  valiant  General,  great  Srpetonius 

Tin.  No  more  of  me  is  fpoken-,  my  name’s  perifh’d. 

Tetill.  He  that  commanded  fortune  and  the  day 

By  his  own  valour  and  difcretion. 

When,  as  fome  fay,  Tenyus  refufedto  come. 

But  I believe  ’em  not , lent  me  to  fee  ye. 

Ten.  Ye  are  welcome;,  and  pray  fee  me  j fee  me  well 

Ye  fiiall  not  fee  me  long.  ’ 

Tetill.  I hope  fo,  Tenyus  ^ 

The  gods  defend.  Sir. 

Ten.  See  me,  and  underftand  me  -.  This  is  he 

Left  to  fill  up  your  triumph ;,  he  that  bafely 

Whiffled  his  honour  off  to  th’wind;,  that  coldly 

Shrunk  in  his  politick  head,  when  Rome  like  reapers 
Sweat  blood,  and  fpirit,  for  a glorious  harveft. 

And  bound  it  up,  and  brought  it  off:  that  fool. 

That  having  gold  and  copper  offer’d  him. 

Refus’d  the  wealth,  and  took  the  waft:  that  foldier 

That  being  courted  by  loud  fame  and  fortune , 

Labour  in  one  hand , that  propounds  us  gods, 

And  in  the  other,  glory  that  creates  us , 

Yet  durft  doubt , and  be  damned. 

Tetill.  It  was  an  errour. 

Ten.  A foul  one,  and  a black  one. 

Tetill.  Yet  the  blackeft 

May  be  wafht  white  again. 

Ten.  Never. 

Tetill.  Your  leave.  Sir, 

And  1 befeech  ye  note  me  -,  for  I love  ye , 

And  bring  all  comfort : Are  we  gods , 

Allied  to  no  infirmities?  are  our  natures 

More  than  mens  natures  ? when  we  flip  a little 

Out  of  the  way  of  virtue,  are  we  loft? 

Is  there  no  medicine  called  Sweet  mercy  ? 

Ten.  None  Tetillius-, 

There  is  no  mercy  in  mankind  can  reach  me. 

Nor  is  it  fit  it  fhould ;,  I have  finn’d  beyond  it. 

Tetill.  Forgivenefs  meets  with  all  faults. 

Ten.  ’Tis  all  faults , 

All  fins  I can  commit .,  to  be  forgiven : 

’Tis  lofs  of  whole  man  in  me,  my  difcretion 

To  be  fo  ftupid,  to  arrive  at  pardon. 

Tetill.  O but  the  General 

Ten.  He’s  a brave  Gentleman, 

A valiant , and  a loving ;,  and  I dare  fay 

He  would,  as  far  as  honor  durft  direct  him , 

Make  even  with  my  fault , but  ’tis  not  honeft. 

Nor  in  his  power : examples  that  may  nourifh 

Neglect  and  difobedience  in  whole  bodies . 

And  totter  the  eftates  and  faiths  of  armies , 

Muft  not  be  plaid  withall^  nor  out  of  pitty 

Make  a General  forget  his  duty  : 

Nor  dare  I hope  mwe  from  him  than  is  worthy. 

Tetill.  What  would  ye  db  ? 

Ten.  Dye. 

Tetill.  So  would  fullen  children , 

Women  that  want  their  wills,  flaves,  difbbedient , 

That  fear  the  law,  die.  Fie,  great  Captain  ^ you 

A man  to  rule  men , to  have  thoufand  lives 

Under  your  Regiment,  and  let  your  paffion 

Betray  your  reafbn?  I bring  you  all  forgivenefs, 
Thenobleft  kind  commends , your  place,  your  honour. 

Ten.  Prethee  no  more ; ’tis  foolifn ; didft  not  thou  ? 

By 
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By thou  didit,  I over-heard  thee,  there. 

There  where  thou  ftandft  now,  deliver  me  for  rafcal. 
Poor,  dead,  cold  coward,  miferable,  wretched. 

If  I out-liv’d  this  ruine  ? 

Petil  I? 

Fen.  And  thou  did  it  nobly. 

Like  a true  man,  afouldier:  and  I thank  thee, 

I thank  thee,  good  PetilUtis-^  thus  I thank  thee, 

PetilK  Since  ye  are  fo  judly  made  up,  let  me  tell  ye, 
’Tis  fit  ye  dye  indeed. 

Pen.  O how  thou  lov’d  me ! (pers 

PetiH.  For  fay  he  had  forgiven  yej  lay  the  peoples  whif- 
Were  tame  again , the  time  run  out  for  wonder. 

What  mud  your  own  Command  think,  from  whofe  Swords 
Ye  have  taken  off  the  edges,  from  whofe  valours 
The  due  and  recompence  of  Arms^  nay,  made  it  doubtful 
Whither  they  knew  obedience  ? mud  not  thefe  kill  ye.? 

Say  they  are  won  to  pardon  ye,  bymeer  miracle 
Brought  to  forgive  ye  what  old  valiant  SObldier , 

What  man  that  loves  to  fight,  and  fight  for  Kome^ 

Will  ever  follow  you  more  ? dare  ye  know  thefe  ventures? 
If  fo,  I bring  ye  comfort  ^ dare  ye  take  it  ? 

Pen.  No,  no,  Petilliuf.,  no. 

Petill.  If  your  mind  ferv'e  ye. 

Ye  may  live  dill-,  but  how?  yet  pardon  me. 

You  may  outwear  all  too,  but  when?  and  certain 
There  is  a mercy  for  each  fault,  if  tamely 
A man  will  take’t  upon  conditions. 

Pen.  No,  by  no  means:  I am  only  thinking  now.  Sir, 
(For  1 am  refolved  to  go)  of  a mod  bafe  death , 

Fitting  the  bafenefs  of  my  fault.  I’ll  hang. 

Peiill.  Ye  IhaU  not  y’are  a Gentleman  I honor, 

I would  elfe  flatter  ye , and  force  ye  liye , 

Which  is  far  bafer.  Hanging  ? ’tis  a,  dogs  death , 

An  end  for  Haves. 

Pen.  The  fitter  for  my  bafenefs. 

Petill.  Befides,  the  man  that’s  hang’d,  preaches  his  end. 
And  fits  a fign  for  all  the  w'orld  to  gape  at. 

Pen.  That’s  true : I’ll  take  a fitter  poifon. 

Petill.  No, 

’Tis  equal  ill:,  the  death  of  rats  and  women. 

Lovers , and  lazie  boys,  that  fear  corredion. 

Die  like  a man. 

Pen.  Why  my  fword  then. 

Petill.  I,  If  your  Sword  be  fharp.  Sir, 

There’s  nothing  under  heaven  that’s  like  your  Sword ) 
Your  Sword’s  a death  indeed. 

Pen.  It  lhall  be  fharp,  Sir. 

Petill.  Why  Mithridates  was  an  arrant  afle 
To  dye  by  poifon,  if  all  Bofphorus 
Could  lend  him  Swords : your  Sword  mud  do  th*e  deed : 
’Tis  lhame  to  dye  choak’d , fame  to  dye  and  bleed. 

P en.  Thou  had  confirmed  me : and,  ray  good  Petillius^ 
Tell  me  no  more  I may  live. 

Petill.  ’Twas  my  CommilTion^ 

But  now  1 fee  ye  in  a nobler  way, 

A way  to  make  all  even. 

Pen.  Fare-well,  Captain: 

Be  a good  man,  and  fight  well : be  obedient  .* 

Command  thy  felf,  and  then  thy  men.  Why  fhaked thou? 
Petill.  I do  not  Sir. 

Pen.  I would  thou  hadd,  PetilliM : 

J would  find  fomething  to  forfake  the  world  with 
Worthy  the  man  that  dies : a kind  of  earth-quake 
Through  all  dern  valors  but  mine  own. 

Petill.  I feel  now 
A kind  of  trembling  in  me. 

Pen.  Keep  it  dill. 

As  thou  lov’d  virtue , keep  it. 

Petill.  And  brave  Captain, 

The  graet  and  honoured  Pen^uf. 

Pen.  That  again: 

O how  it  heightens  me ! again,  Petillm. 

Petill.  Mod  excellent  Commander.  ^ 


Pf«.  Thofe  were  mine,  • 

Mine,  only  mine. 

Petill.  They  are  dill. 

Pen.  Then  to  keep  ’em 
For  ever  falling  more,  have  at  ye,  heavens. 

Ye  everlading  powers,  I am  yours:  The  work’s  done, 

^ Kills  himfelf. 

1 hat  neither  fire  nor  age,  nor  melting  envy 
Shall  ever  conquer.  Carry  my  lad  words 
To  the  great  General:  kifs  his  hands  and  fay. 

My  foul  I give  to  heaven , my  fault  to  judice 
Which  I have  done  upon  my  felf:  my  virtue, 

If  ever  there  was  any  in  Poor  Penyus , 

Made  more,  and  happier,  light  on  him.  I faint. 

And  where  there  is  a foe.  I wifh  him  fortune. 

I dye : lye  lightly  on  my  alhes , gentle  earth. 

Petill.  And  on  my  fin.  Farewell,  great  Penyns, 

Noife  within. 

The  fbuldier  is  in  fury.  Now  I am  glad 
’Tis  done  before  he  comes.  This  way,  for  me. 

The  way  of  toile^  for  thee,  the  way  of  honor.  Exit. 

Enter  Drufus  and  Regulus  with  Souldiers. 

Sould.  Kill  him,  kill  him,  kill  him. 

Vrn.  What  will  ye  do  ? 

Keg.  Good  foldiers,  honed  foldiers^ 

.\ould.  Kill  him,  kill  him,  kill  him. 

Vru.  Kill  us  fird-,  we  command  too. 

Kep  Valiant  Soldiers^ 

Confider  but  whofe  life  fe  feek.  O E>r«yk, 

Bid  him  be  gone,  he  dies  elfe.  Shall  Rome  fay 
(Ye  mod  approved  Souldiers)  her  dear  children 
Devoured  the  fathers  of  the  fights  ? lhall  rage 
And  dubborn  fury  guide  thofe  fwords  to  llaughter. 

To  flaughterof  their  own,  to  civil  ruine? 

Vru.  O let  ’em  in : all’s  done , all’s  ended,  Kegtilm-, 
Penyus  has  found  his  lad  eclipfe.  Come,  Souldiers, 

Come,  and  behold  your  miferies  ; come  bravely. 

Full  of  your  mutinous  and  bloody  angers , 

And  here  bedow  your  darts.  O only 
O father  of  the  Wars. 

Keg.  Why  dand  ye  dupid  ? 

Where  be  your  killing  furies  ? whofe  fword  now 
Shall  fird  be  Iheath’d  in  Penyus'^  do  ye  weep? 

Howl  out,  ye  wretches,  ye  havecaufe:  howl  ever. 

Who  lhall  now  lead  ye  fortunate?  whofe  valor 
Preferve  ye  to  the  glory  of  your  Countrey? 

Who  lhall  march  out  before  ye,  coy’d  and  courted 
By  all  the  Midrilles  of  War , care,  counfel, 

C^ick-ey’d  experience,  and  victory  twin’d  to  him  ? 

Who  lhall  beget  ye  deeds  beyond  inheritance 
To  fpeak  your  names,  and  keep  your  honors  living. 
When  children  faill , and  time  that  takes  all  with  him, 
Build  houfes  for  ye  to  oblivion  ? 

Vru.  O ye  poor  defperate  fools : no  more  now,fouldiers? 
Go  home,  and  hang  your  arms  up-,  let  rud  rot ’em  j 
And  humble  your  dern  valors  to  foft  prayers  -, 

For  ye  have  funk  the  frame  of  all  your  virtues  -, 

The  fun  that  warm’d  your  bloods  is  fet  for  ever: 

I’ll  kifs  thy  honor’d  cheek.  Farewell,  great  lenyusy 
Thou  thunder-bolt,  |arewell.  Take  up  the  body: 

To  morrow  morning  to  the  Camp  convey  it. 

There  to  receive  due  Ceremonies.  That  eye 
That  blinds  himfelf  with  weeping,  gets  mod  glory. 

Exeunt  with  a dead  march. 

Scana  ^arta. 

Enter  Swetonius,  Junius,  Decius,  Demetrius,  Curius,  and 
Souldiers : ^nduca,  two  V aught  ers^  and  Nennius, 
above.  Vrum  and  Colours. 

Swet.  Bring  up  the  Catapults  andfnake  the  wall. 

We  will  not  be  out  out-brav’d  thus. 


Ken. 
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Nen.  Shake  the  earth’. 

With  hoots  and  acclamations. 

Ye  cannot  fhake  onr  fouls.  Bring  up  your  Rams , 

Petill.  Brave  behaviour. 

And  with  their  armed  heads,  make  the  Fort  totter^ 

I.  Dan.  The  children  of  as  great  as  Borne.,  as  noble. 

Ye  do  but  rock  us  into  death.  Exit  Nennius. 

Our  names  before  her,  and  our  deeds  her  envy. 

Jttn.  See,  Sir, 

Mufl  we  guild  ore  your  Conquefl,  make  your  State, 

See  the  Icenian  C^ncen  in  all  her  glory 

That  is  not  fairly  ftrong , but  fortunate 

From  the  ftrong  battlements  proudly  appearing , 

No,  no,  ye  Bomans.,  we  have  ways  to  fcape  ye. 

To  make  ye  poor  again,  indeed  our  prifoners. 

As  il  Ihe  meant  to  give  us  Mies. 

Dec.  Yeild,  Queen. 

And  ftick  our  triumphs  full. 

Bond.  1 am  unacquainted  with  that  language, 

Petill.  ’s death,  I fhall  love  her. 

Sa^et.  Yield  honour’d  Lady,  and  exped  our  mercy. 

I.  Dan.  To  torture  ye  with  fuffering,  like  our  flaves*, 

Exit  Decius. 

To  make  ye  curfe  our  patience,  wifhthe  world 

We  love  thy  noblenels. 

Were  loft  again,  to  win  us  only,  andefteem 

Bond.  I thank  ye,  ye  fiy  well  • 

The  end  of  all  ambitions. 

But  mercy  and  love  are  fins  in  Borne  and  hell. 

Bond.  Do  ye  wonder.'? 

Srpet.  Ye  cannot  fcape  our  ftrength  •,  ye  mufl;  yield, Lady, 

We’ll  make  our  monuments  in  fpite  of  fortune , 

Ye  mult  adore  and  fear  the  power  of  Borne. 

In  fpight  of  all  your  Eagles  wings : we’ll  work 

Cond.  I'i  Borne  be  earthly  , why  fhould  any  knee 

A pitch  above  ye  *,  and  from  our  height  we’ll  ftoop 

As  fearlefs  of  your  bloody  foars^  and  fortunate. 

With  bending  adoration  worfnip  her  ? 

She’s  vitious-,  and, your  partial  felves  confefs, 

As  if  we  prey’d  on  heartlefs  doves. 

-Afpires  the  height  of  all  impiety ; 

Sn>et.  Strange  fliffbefs. 

Therefore  ’tis  fitter  I fliould  reverence 

Decius^  go  charge  the  breach.  Exit  Decius. 

The  thatched  houfes  where  the  Britains  dwell 

Bond.  Charge  it  home,  Boman, 

In  carelefs  mirth , W'here  the  bleft  houlhold  gods 

Sec  nought  but  chaff  and  fimple  purity. 

We  fliall  deceive  thee  elfe.  Where’s  Nennius  ^ 

’Tis  not  high  power  that  makes  a place  divine. 

Nor  that  the  men  from*gods  derive  their  line. 

Enter  Nennius. 

But  facred  thoughts  in  holy  bofoms  flor’d. 

Nen.  They  have  made  a mighty  breach. 

Make  people  noble,  and  the  place  ador’d. 

Bond.  Stick  in  thy  body. 

Sivet.  Beat  the  wall  deeper. 

And  make  it  good  but  half  an  hour. 

Bond.  Beat  it  to  the  center , 

Nen.  I’ll  do  it. 

We  will  not  fink  one  thought. 

I . Dan.  And  then  be  fure  to  dye. 

Swet.  I’ll  make  ye. 

Nen.  It  fhall  go  hard  elfe.  i 

Bond.  No. 

Bond.  Farewell  with  all  my  hearty  we  fhall  meet  yonder , ' 

2 . Dju.  0 mother,  thefe  are  fearful  hours : fpeak gently. 

Where  few  of  thefe  mufl  come. 

Enter  Petillius. 

Nen.  Gods  take  thee.  Lady. 

To  thefe  fierce  men,  they  will  afford  ye  pitty. 

Exit  Nennius. 

Bond.  Pitty?  thou  fearful  girl::,  ’ti«for  thofe  wretches 
That  miferv  makes,  tame.  W^ouldft  thou  live  lefs  ? 

Bond.  Bring  up  the  fwords,  and  poifon. 

Waft  not  thou  born  a Princefs  ? Can  my  blood , 

Enter  one  with  Swords,  and  aereat  Cup. 

And  thy  brave  fathers  fpirit , fuffer  in  thee 

ft 

So  bafe  a feparation  from  thy  felf , 

2.  Dan.  O my  fortune! 

As  mercy  from  thefe  Tyrants  ? Thou  lov’ft  lull  fure. 

Bond.  How,  how,  ye  whore.'? 

And  long’fc  to  proltitute  thy  youth  and  beauty 

2.  Dan.  Good  mother,  nothing  to  offend  ye. 

To  common  flaves  for  bread.  Say  they  had  mercy  ^ 

Bond.  Here,  wench: 

The  divel  a relenting  confcience : 

Behold  us,  Bomans. 

The  lives  of  Kings  reft  in  their  Diadems , 

Swet.  Mercy  yet. 

Which  to  their  bodies  lively  fouls  do  give , 

Bond.  No  talking: 

And  ceafmg  to  be  Kings , they  ceafe  to  live. 

Puff,  there  goes  all  your  pitty. Come,  fhortprayers , 

Show  fuch  another  fear,  and 

And  let?s  difpach  the  bufinefs : you  begin. 

I’ll  fling  thee  to  their  fury.  * 

Shrink  not I’ll  fee  ye  do’t. 

Sn>et.  He  is  dead  then.^ 

2.  Dan.  O gentle  mother. 

PeiilJ.  I think  fo  certainly  •,  yet  all  my  means,  Sir, 

0 Bomans.,  O my  heart  ^ I dare  not. 

Even  to  the  hazzard  of  my  lif^ 

Swet.  Woman,  woman. 

No  more: 

Unnatural  woman. 

We  mufl  not  feem  to  mourn  here. 

2.  Dau.  O perfwadeher,  Bomans'. 

Enter  Decius. 

Alafs,  I am  young,  and  would  live.  Noble  mother, 

Dec.  There’s  a breach  made. 

Can  ye  kill  that  ye  gave  life  ? are  my  years 

Is  it  yomr  will  w^e  charge.  Sir  > 

Fit  for  deftrudion  ? 

Swet.  Once  more  mercy. 

Swet.  Yield,  and  be  a Queen  flill. 

Mercy  to  all  that  yield.  • 

A mother  and  a friend. 

Bond.  I fcorn  to  anfvver : 

Bond.  Ye  talk : come,  hold  it , 

Speak  to  him  girl  ^ and  hear  thy  Sifter. 

And  put  it  home. 

I.  Dan.  General, 

I.  Dan.  Fie,  filler,  fie. 

Hear  me,  and  mark  me  well,  and  look  upon  me 

What  would  you  live  to  be 

Diredly  in  my  face , my  womans  face  . 

Bond.  A whore  flill. 

Whofe  only  beauty  is  the  hate  it  bears  ye  ^ 

2 Dau.  Mercy. 

See  with  thy  narroweft  eyes  , thy  fharpeft  wiflies. 

Sfvet.  Hear  her,  thou  wretched  woman. 

Into  my  foul , and  fee  what  there  inhabits  • 

2 Dau.  Mercy,  mother : 

See  if  one  fear,  one  fhadow  of  a terror. 

O whither  will  you  fend  me  ? I was  once 

One  palenefs  dare  appear  but  from  my  anger , 

Your  darling,  your  delight. 

To  lay  hold  on  your  mercies.  No,  ye  fools. 

Bond.  O gods , 

Poor  fortunes  fools , we  were  not  born  for  triumphs , 

Fear  in  my  family  > do  it,  and  nobly. 

To  follow  your  gay  fports,  and  fill  your  flaves 

2 Dau.  O do  not  frown  then. 

1 Dau. 
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1 Vaugh.  Do  it,  worthy  Siller : 

’Tis  nothing,  ’tis  a pleaAire^  we’ll  go  with  ye, 

2 Vaugh.  Oh  if  I knew  but  whither. 

1 Dangh.  Xo  the  blefled. 

Where  we  lhall  meet  our  Father. 

Swet.  Woman. 

Bond.  Talk  not. 

iDaugh.  Where  nothing  but  true  joy  is.  (clofetothee. 
Bond.  That’s  a good  wench,  mine  own  fweet  girl^  put  it 

2 Diitgh.  Oh  comfort  me  frill  for  heavens  fake. 

1 Vaugh.  Where  eternal 

Our  youths  are,  and  our  beauties  •,  where  no  Wars  come, 
N'or  lullful  Haves  to  ravifh  us. 

2 Vaugh,  That  Heels  me; 

Along  farewel  to  this  world. 

Bond.  Good;  I’ll  help  thee. 

1 Ptfwgk  The  next  is  mine. 

Shew  me  a Roman  Lady  in  all  our  ftories, 

Dare  do  this  for  her  honor;  they  are  cowards, 

Eat  coals  like  compelfd  Cats : your  great  Saint  Lucrece 
Dy’dnot  for  honor  ^ Tarquin  toptherwell. 

And  mad  Ihe  could  not  hold  him,  bled. 

Bitil.  By 

I am  in  love ; 1 would  give  an  hundred  pound  now 
But  to  lie  with  this  womans  behaviour.  Oh  the  devil. 

I Vattgh.  Ye  lhall  fee  me  example.  All  your 
If  1 v/ere  proud  and  lov’d  ambition-. 

If  I were  lullful,  all  your  ways  of  pleafure-, 

If  I were  greedy,  all  the  wealth  ye  conquer— 

Bond.  Make  ha  He. 

1 Vaugh.  I will.  Could  not  intice  to  live 
But  two  Ihort  hours  this  frailty  ; would  ye  learn 
How  to  die  bravely  Kowawj-,  to  fling  off 
This  cafe  of  flelh,  lofe  all  your  cares  for  ever  ? 

Live  as  we  have  done,  well,  and  fear  the  gods. 

Hunt  Honor,  and  not  Nations  with  your  Iwords, 

Keep  your  minds  humble,  your  devotions  high 

So  lhall  ye  learn  the  nobleH  part,  to  die.  Vies. 

Bend.  I come,  wench*,  to  ye  all  Fates  hangmen you 
That  eafe  the  aged  deftinies,  and  cut 
Thethreds  of  Kingdoms,  as  they  draw  ’em;  here, 

Here’s  the  draught  would  ask  no  lefs  than  C^far 
To  pledge  it  for  the  glories  fake. 

Cur.  Great  Lady. 

SVeet.  Makeup  your  own  conditions. 

Bond.  So  we  will. 

Snoet,  Stay. 

Vem.  Stay, 

: Stvet.  Be  any  thing. 

Bond.  A Saint,  Swemim., 


Fetil.  In  my  belly. 

Oh  how  it  tumbles  > 

Jun.  Ye  good  gods,  I thank  ye.  Exeunt'. 


JBus  Qmntus, 

SitKna.  Prima. 

Enter  Czrztzch  upon  a rock^andUQngo  by  himfjleeping. 

Car.  Thus  we  afflifted  climb  for  fafeties 

And  to  avoid  our  dangers,  feek  deHruftions  • ’ 

Thus  we  awake  to  forrows.  Othou  Woman’ 

Thou  agent  for  adverlities,  what  curfes  ’ 

This  day  belong  to  thy  improvidence? 

To  Briranie  by  thy  means,  what  fad  millions 
Of  Widows  weeping  eyes?  The  Hrongmans  valour 
Thou  hall  betraid  to  fury  ^ the  childs  fortune 
To  fear  and  want  of  friends;  whofe  pieties 
Might  wipe  his  mournings  olF,  and  build  his  forrows 
A houfe  of  reH  by  his  bleH  AnceHors ; 

The  Virgins  thou  haH  rob’d  of  all  their  wilhes, 
dialled  their  blowing  hopes,  turn’d  their  foiigs. 

Their  mirthful  marriage-fons  to  funerals,  ° 

The  Land  thou  haH  left  a wildernefs  of  wretches. 

The  boy  begins  to  Hir;  thy  fafety  made. 

Would  my  foul  were  in  Heaven. 

Heng.  O noble  Uncle, 

Lookout;  Idream’dwe  were  betrai’d. 

A foft  dead  march  mthin. 

Car.  No  harm,  boy^ 

’Tisbutthyemptinefs  that  breeds  thefe  fancies: 

Thou  lhalt  have  meat  anon, 

Heng.  A little,  Uncle, 

And  I lhall  hold  out  bravely.  What  arethofe? 

Look,  Uncle,  look,  thofe  multitudes  that  march  there  } 
They  come  upon  us  Healing  by. 

Car.  I fee ’em  ^ 

And  prethee  be  not  fearful. 

Heng.  Now  ye  hate  me. 

Would  I were  dead. 

Car.  Thou  know’H  I love  thee  dearly. 

Heng.  Did  I e’r  Ihrink  yet.  Uncle  ? were  I a man  nowj 
I Ihould  be  angry  with  ye. 

Enter  Drufus,  Regulus,  and  Soldiers,  7r>ith  Penyus’s 
Herle,  Vrums  and  Colours. 


When  thou  lhalt  fear,  and  die  like  a Have.  Ye  fools. 

Ye  Ihould  have  ti’d  up  death  firH,  when  ye  conquer’d, 
Yelvveatfor  us  invainelfe;  fee  him  here. 

He’s  ours  Hill,  and  our  friend-,  laughs  at  your  pities^ 

And  we  command  him  with  as  eafie  reins 
As  do  our  enemies.  I feel  the  poilbn. 

Poor  vanquilh’d  with  what  matchlefs  tortures 

Could  I now  rack  ye  ? But  I pittie  ye, 

Deliring  to  die  quiet ; nay,  lb  much 
I hate  to  profecutemy  viflcry. 

That  I will  give  ye  counfel  e’r  I die. 

If  you  will  keep  your  Laws  and  Empire  whole, 

Place  in  your  Romans  flelh,  a Britain  IbuL  Vies. 

Enter  Decius. 

. t 

Stvet.  Defperateandlbrange, 

Vec,  ’Tis  won,  Sir,  and  the  Britaint 
All  put  to  th’  fword. 

Swet.  Give  her  fair  Funeral',  , 

She  was  truly  noble,  and  a Queen. 

?et.  — Takeit,!] 

A Love-mange  grown  upon  me?  what,  afpirit? 

Jun.^  I am  glad  of  this,  I havefound  ye. 

\ - 


Car.  My  fweet  chicken. 

See,  they  have  reach’d  us,  and  as  it  feems  they  bear 
Some  foldiers  body,  by  their  folemn  geHures, 

And  fad  folemnities -,  it  well  appears  too 
To  be  of  eminence.  MoH  worthy  Soldiers, 

Let  me  intreat  your  knowledge  to  inform  me 
What  noble  Body  that  is  which  you  bear 
With  fuch  a fad  and  ceremonious  grief. 

As  if  ye  meant  to  wooethe  World  and  Nature 
To  be  in  love  with  death  > MoH  honorable 
Excellent  Romans^  by  your  antient  valours. 

As  ye  love  Fame,  refolve  me. 

Sold.  ’Tis  the  Body 
Of  the  great  Captain  Penyus^  by  himfelf 
Made  cold  and  fpiritlefs. 

Car.  OHay,  ytRomaHs., 

By  the  Religion  which  you  owe  thofe  gods 
That  lead  ye  onto  Vidories,  by  thofe  glories 
Which  made  even  pride  a virtue  in  ye. 

Vru.  Stay: 

What’s  thy  '\Sj\\\.,Caratach 
Car.  Set  down  the  body^ 

The  body  of  the  nobleH  of  all  Romant.^ 
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As  yc  exped  an  offering  at  your  Graves 
From  your  friends  Ibrrows,  fet  it  down  awhile. 

That  with  your  griefs  an  enemy  may  mingle  ^ 

A noble  enemy  that  loves  a Soldier  ^ 

And  lend  a tear  to  virtue,  even  your  foes. 

Your  wild  foes,  as  you  call’d  us,  are  yet  ftor’d 
I With  fair  ahedions,  our  hearts  frefh,  our  fpirits. 

Though  fometime  llubborn,  yet  when  virtue  dies, 

Soft  and  relenting  as  a Virgins  prayers. 

Oh  fet  it  down. 

J)r«.  Set  down  the  body,  foidieis. 

Car.  Thou  hallowed  relique,  thou  rich  Diamond 
Cut  with  thine  own  dull thou  for  wkofe  wide  fame 
The  world  appears  too  narrow,  mans  all  thoughts, 

Had  they  all  tongues,  too  filent-,  thus  I bow 
To  thy  molt  honour’d  afnes:  though  an  enemy. 

Yet  friend  to  all  thy  worths ; lleep  peaceably 
Happinels  crown  thy  foul,  and  in  thy  earth 
Some  Lawrel  fix  his  feat,  there  grow,  and  flourifii. 

And  make  thy  grave  an  everlafting  triumph. 

Farewell  all  glorious  W’ars,  now  thou  art  gone, 

And  honeft  Arms  adieu ; all  noble  battels 
Maintain’d  in  third  of  honour,  not  of  bloud, 

Farewell  for  ever. 

Hefig.  Was  this  Konia»^  Uncle, 

So  good  a man  ? 

Car.  Thou  never  knew’fb  thy  Father. 

' Heng.  He  dy’d  before  I was  born. 

Car.  This  worthy  Roman 
Was  fuch  another  piece  of  endlefs  honor. 

Such  a brave  foul  dwelt  in  him;  their  proportions 
Amd  faces  were  not  much  unlik,  boy,  e.xcellent  nature. 

See  how  it  works  into  his  eyes,  mine  own  boy. 

Hrng.  The  multitudes  of  thefe  men,  and  their  fortunes, 

; Could  never  make  me  fear  yet : one  mans  goodnefs . 

: Car.  O now  thou  pleafed  me:  weep  ftill,  my  child, 

■ As  if  thou  faw’ftme  dead^  with  liich  a flux 
Or  flood  of  Ibrrow : ftill  thou  pleafeft  me. 

And;  worthy  foldiers,  pray  receive  thefe  pledges, 

Thefe  hatchments  of  our  griefs,  and  grace  us  fo  much 
To  place ’em  on  hisHearfe.  Now  if  yepleafe, 

Bear  off  the  noble  burden  raife  his  pile 
High  as  OlymfHS.,  make  heaven  to  wonder 
To  fee  a ftar  upon  earth  out-fhining  theirs. 

■ And  ever  loved,  ever  living  be 

Thy  honoured  and  moft  facred  memory. 

Vru.  Thou  haft  done  honeftly,  good  Caratach., 

And  when  thoudieft,  a thoufand  virtuous  Romans 
Shall  finglhyfbul  to  heaven.  Now  march  on,  foldiers. 

Exeunt.  A dead  march. 

Car.  Now  dry  thine  eyes,  my  boy. 
i Heng.  Are  they  all  gone  ? 

I could  have  wept  this  hour  yet.. 

Car.  Come,  take  cheer. 

And  raife  thy  Ipirit,  child:  if  but  this  day 
Thoucanft  bear  out  thy  faintnefs,  the  night  coming 
I’ll  fafhion  our  efcape. 

Heng.  Pray  fear  not  me^ 

Indeed  I am  very  hearty. 

Car.  Be  fo  ftill  •, 

His  mifehiefs  leflen,  that  controulshis  ill..  Exeunt. 

Sc£Ha  Secmida. 

Enter  Petillius. 

Pet.  What  do  I ail,i’th’ name  ofheavenididbut  fee  her. 
And  fee  her  die  : flie  ftinks  by  this  time  ftrongly. 
Abominably  ftinks : Ihe  was  a woman, 

A thing  I never  car’d- for  : but  to  die  lb. 

So  confidently,  bravely,  ftrongly  •,  Oh  the  devil, 

1 have  the  bots,  by — Ihe  fcorn’d  us  ftrangely, 

All  we  could  do,  or  durft  do  ^ threatned  us 
With  fuch  a noble  anger,  and  fo  governed 


With  fiichafiery  Ipirit the  plain  bots^ 

A — -upon  the  bots,  the  love-bots:  hang  me, 

Hang  me  even  out  o’  th’  way,  diredly  hang  me. 

Oh  penny  pipers,  and  moft  painful  penners 
Of  bountiful  new  Ballads,  what  a fubjed. 

What  a fweet  fubjedb  for  your  lilver  founds, 

Is  crept  upon  ye 

Enter  Junius. 

Jun.  Here  he  is  ^ have  at  him.  Sings. 

She  fet  the  fmrd  unto  her  Breafi. 
great  pity  it  rvas  to  fee., 

2 hat  three  drops  of  her  Life-jvarm  bloud., 
run  trickling  down  her  kptee. 

Art  thou  there,  bonny  boy?  andi’faith  how  doft  thou? 

Petil.  Well,  gramcrcie,how  doft  thou.?  h’as  found  me, 
Seated  me  out : the  fhame  the  devil  ow’d  me. 

H’as  kept  his  day  with.  And  what  news,  Junius} 

Jun.  It  was  an  old  tale  ten  thoufand  times  told.. 

Of  a young  Lady  was  turn'd  into  mold. 

Her  life  it  was  lovely,  her  death\it  was  hold. 

P et.  A cruel  rogue,  now  h’as  drawn,  purfiie  it  on  me. 

He  hunts  me  like  a devil.  No  more  finging  • 

Thou  haft  got  a cold:*  come,  let’s  go  drink  fome  Sack^boy* 
Jun.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Pet.  Why  doft  thou  laugh  ? 

What  Mares  neft  haft  thou  found  ? 

Jun.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

I cannot  laugh  alone : Vecius,  Demetrius, 

Curius,  oh  my  lides,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

The  ftrangeft  jeft. 

Petil.  Prethee  no  more. 

Jun.  The  admirableft  fooling. 

Pet,  Thou  art  the  prettieft  fellow. 

Jun.  Sirs. 

Pet.  Why  Junius-, 

Prethee  away,  fweet  Junius. 

Jun.  L et  me  ling  then. 

Pet.  Whoa,here’s  a ftir  now : ling  a fong  o’  fix  pence, 

By { if  ) prethee  on’t ; Junius. 

Jun.  I muft  either  fmg^  or  laugh. 

Pet.  And  what’s  your  reafon  ? 

Jun.  What’s  that  to  you  ? 

Pet.  And  I muft  whiftle. 

Jun.  Do  fo. 

Oh,  I hear  ’em  coming. 

Pet.  I have  a little  bulinelL 
Jun.  Thou  llialt  not  go,  believe  it : what  a Gentleman 
Of  thy  fweet  converlation  .? 

Pet.  Captain  Junius, 

Sweet  Captain, let  me  go  with  all  celerity^ 

Things  are  not  always  one:  and  do  not  queftion. 

Nor  jeer,  nor  gybe:  none  of  your  doleful  Ditties, 

Nor  your  fweet  converfation,  you  will  find  then 
I may  be  anger’d. 

Jun.  By  no  means,  Petillius  -, 

Anger  a man  that  never  knew  pallion? 

’Tis  moft  impoflible:  a noble  Captain, 

A wife  and  and  generous  Gentleman  ? 

Pet.  7 om  Puppie. 

Leave  this  way  to  abufe  me  r I have  found  ye. 

But  for  your  mothers  fake  I will  forgive  ye. 

Your  fubtil  underftanding  may  dilcover 
( As  you  think)  fome  trim  toy  to  make  you  merry  j 
Some  ftraw  to  tickle  ye  •,  but  do  not  truftto’t^ 

Y’are  a young  man,  and  may  do  well : belbber: 

Carry  your  felf  difcreetly.  ’ • . • 

Enter  Decius,  Demetrius,  Curius. 

Jun,  Yesforfooth. 

Dem.  How  does  the  brave 

Jun.  Monftrous merry:  _ ' 
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We  two  were  talking  what  a kind  of  thing 
I was  when  I was  in  love*,  what  a ftrange monfter 
For  little  Boys  and  Girls  to  wonder  at^ 

How  like  a fool  I lookt. 

Dec.  So  they  do  all, 

Like  great  dull  llavering  fools. 

Jun.  Petillius  fiw  too. 

Fet.  No  more  of  this, ’tis  icurvie,  peace. 
fun.  Hownaftily, 

Indeed,  how  bcaftly  all  I did  became  me  ? 

How  I forgot  to  blow  my  nofe>  there  he  ffands. 

An  honelt  and  a wile  man  *,  if  himfelf 
( I dare  avouch  it  boldly,  for  I know  it) 

Should  find  himfelf  in  love — 

Petill.  I am  angry. 

Surely  his  wife  felf  would  hang  his  beafcly  felf,  . 
His  underftanding-felf  fo  mawl  his  afs-felf— 

Dec.  He’s  bound  to  do  it  ^ for  he  knows  the  follies, 

The  poverties,  and  bafenefS  that  belongs  to’t, 

Ha’s  read  upon  the  reformations  long. 

FetilJ.  He  has  fo. 

fun.  ’Tistnie,  and  he  mull  do’t : 

Nor  is  it  fit  indeed  any  fuch  coward- 
Petill.  You’d  leave  prating. 

fun.  Should  dare  come  near  the  Regiments,  efpecially 
Thofe  curious  puppies  (for  believe  there  are  fuch) 

That  only  love  behaviours ; thofe  are  dog-vv helps, 
Dwindle  away,  becaufe  a Woman  dies  v/ell  j 
Commit  with  palTions  only : fornicate 
With  the  free  fpirit  merely : you,  Petillius., 

For  you  have  long  obferv’dthe  Wo, rid. 

Petill.  Doll  thou  hear  ? ' ' 

I’ll  beat  thee  damnably  within  thefe  three  hours: 

Go  pray  •,  may  be  I’ll  kill  thee.  Farewel  Jack-daws.  Exit. 
Dee.  What  a ftrange  thing  he’s  grown  .<* 
fnn.  I am  glad  he  is  fo.^ 

And  Itranger  he  lhall  be  before  I leave  him.- 

Car.  Is’t  polTibleher  mere  death 

fun.  I obferv’d  him. 

And  found  him  taken,  infinitely  taken 
With  her  bravery,  I have  follow’d  him, 

And  feen  him  kifs  his  fword  fince,  court  his  Icabbard, 

Call  dying,  dainty  deer  her  brave  mind,  Miftrifs  ^ . 
Calling  a thoufand  ways,  to  give  thofe  forms. 

That  he  might  lie  with ’em,  and  get  old  Armors : 

He  had  got  me  o’th’hip  once:  it  lhall  go  hard,  friends, 

But  he  ftiall  find  his  own  coin. 

Enter  Macer. 

Dec.  How  now  Macer  ? 

Is  Judas  yet  come  in .?  ^ , Enter  Judas. 

Mac.  Yes,  and  has  loft 
Molt  of  his  men  too.  Here  he  is. 

Car.  What  news? 

fud.  I have  lodg’d  him  ^ rouze  him  he  that  dares. 

Dent.  Where,  fudoi^ 

fud.  Onalteeprock  i’ tK’ woods,  the  boy  too  with  him. 
And  there  he  fwears  h^  will  keep  his  Gentlemen, 

But  he  will  come  away  with  full  conditions. 

Bravely,  and  lilfe,  a Britain  : he  paid  part  of  us. 

Yet  I think  we  fought  bravely:  for  mine  own  part, 

I wasfonr  feveral  times  at  half  fword  with  him. 

Twice  Rood  hispartizan ; but  the  plain  truth  is, 
iHe’s  a meeV  devil,  and  no  man^  i’th’  end  hefwing’d  us, 
^ Andfwing^a  us  Ibundlytoo,  he  fights  by  Witchcraft: 

Vet  for  all  that  I fee  him  lodg’d.* 
fun.  Take  more  men. 

And  fcout;  him  round.'  Macer march  you  along. 

What  visuals  has  he?  ‘ 

fud.  Not  a piece  of  Bisket,  , • r , 

Not  fo  much  aswillltop  a toothy  nor’Wuter, 

More  than  they  make  themfelves : they  lie 
Jull  like  a brace  of  Bear-whelps,  clofc,  and  crafty. 


Sucking  their  fingers  for  tlieir  food. 

Dec.  Cut  off  then 

All  hope  of  that  way : take  fufficieut  forces. 

But  ule no  foul  play,  on  your  lives : that  man 
1 hat  does  him  mifchief  by  deceit.  I’ll  kill  him. 

Macer.  He  lhall  have  fair  play,  he  deferves  it 
fud.  Hark  ye. 

What  Ihould  Ido  there  then?  you  are  brave  Captains', 
Moll;  valiant  men  j go  upyour  felves*,  ufe  virtue, 

See  what  will  come  on’t : pray  the  Gentleman 
To  come  down,  and  betaken.  Ye  all  know  him, 

I think  ye  have  felt  him  too : there  ye  lhall  find  him. 

His  fword  by  his  fide,  plums  of  a pound  weight  by  him 
Will  make  your  chops  ake:  you’ll  find  it  a more  labour 
To  win  him  living,  than  climbing  of  a Crows-nell. 

Dec.  Away,  and  compafs  him  ^ we  fnall  come  up 
I am  lure  within  thefe  two  hours.  Watch  him  clofe. 

Macer.  He  lliall  flee  thorow  the  air,  if  he  efcape  us. 

■7  ■>  1 • . , . . - ^ fadnoife  vpithin. 

fun.  What’s  this  loud  lamentation  ? 

Mac.  The  dead  body 

Of  the  great  Penyus  is  new  come  to  the  Camp,  Sir. 

Dem.  Dead! 

Macer.  By  himfelf,  tlrey  lay. 
fun.  I fear’d  that  fortune. 

Cur.  Peace  guide  him  up  to  heaven. 

fun.  Av/ay  good  Mijcm  Macer  Judgs. 

Enter  Swetonius,  Drufus,  Regulus,  Petillius. 

Sroet.  If  thoube’ll  guilty. 

Some  fullen plague  thou  hat’ll:  moll  light  upon  thee': 

The  Regiment  return  on  funius-^ 

He  well  deferves  it. 

Petill.  So. 

Srpet.  Draw  out  three  Companies, 

Yours  P<’czaj‘,y««iax,  and  thou  Petil’iufj 
And  make  up  inllantly  to  Carafach., 

He’s  in  the  Wood  before  ye  ^ we  IhalJ  follow 
After  due  ceremony  done  to  the  dead, 

The  noble  dead ; Come:  let’s  go  burn  the  Body. 

Exeunt  nWhut PetUlius-, 
Petill.  The  Regiment  given  from  me*,  difgrac’d  openly  j 
In  love  too  with  a trifle  to  abufe  me? 

A merry  world,  a fine  world:  ferv’dleven  years 
To  be  anafs  o’bothfides,  {wctt  Petillius.,  Sir, 

You  have  brought  your  hogs  to  a fine  market : you  are  wile, 
Your  honourable  brain-pan  full  of  crotchets. 

An  underllanding  Gentleman  *,  yourprojeds 
Call  with  alfurance  ever  : vvouldll  not  thou  now 
Be  bang’d  about  the  pate,  Petillius 
Anfwer  to  thatfweet  foldier^  furely,  furely, 

I think  ye  would  ^ pull’d  by  thenole,  kick’d*,  hang  thee, 
Thou  artthearrant’llRafcal:  trull  thywifdom 
With  any  thing  of  weight*,  the  wind  with  featherSi 
Out  ye  blind  puppie^  you  command?  you  govern.^ 

Dig  for  a groat  a day,  or  ferve  a Swine-herd  ^ 

T 00  noble  for  thy  nature  too.  I mull  up  *, 

But  what  I lhall  do  there,  let  time  difcover,  'Exit 

Scana  Tertiat 

Enter  Macer  and  }Mdi2.s.,tpith  meat  and  a bottle^ 

Mac.  Hang  it  o’  th’  fide  o’  th’  rock,  as  though  the  BritaiHs 
Stole  hither  to  relieve  him  ^ who  firll  ventures 
To  fetch  it  ofi^  is  ours.  1 cannot  fee  him. 

fud.  He  liesciofe  in  a hole  above,  I know  it. 

Gnawing  upon  his  anger : ha  ? ho,  ’tis  hot  he, 

, Macer.  ’Tis  but  the  lhaking  of  the  boughs, 

fud. —Shake  ’em, 

1 am  fure  they  lhak?  raelbundly.  There. 

Macer.  ’Tis  nothing. 

F 2 fnd. 
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Jud.  Make  no  noife  if  he  ftir,  a deadly  tempelt 
Of  huge  {tones  fall  upon  us : ’tis  done : away  clofe.  Exit. 

Enter  Caratach. 

Car.  Sleep  ftill,  fieep  fweetly  child,  ’tis  all  thou  feedil  on. 
No  gentle  near no  valiant  charity 

Tobring  thee  food  poor  knave,thou  art  Tick  extreme  fick, 
Almoft  grown  wild  for  meat  and  y-et  thygoodnefs 
Will  not  confers,  nor  Ihew  it.  All  the  woods 
Are  double  lin’d  with  foldiers  no  way  left  us 
T o make  a noble  fcape ; I’ll  fit  down  by  thee. 

And  when  thou  wak’Il,  either  get  meat  to  fave  thee, 

Or  lo  ferny  life  i’th’  purchafe.  Good  gods  comfort  thee. 

Enter  Junius,  Decius,  Petillius,  Guide. 

Guide.  Ye  are  not  far  off  now.  Sir. 

Jttn.  Draw  the  Companies 

Theclofeftway  thorow  the  woods  *,  we’ll  keep  on  this  way. 

Guide.  I will  Sir;  half  a furlong  more  you’ll  come 
j Within  the  fight  o’th’  Rock^  keep  on  the  left  fide, 
j You’ll  be  difeover’d  elfe ; HI  lodge  your  Companies 
In  the  wild  Vines  beyond  ye. 
t Vec.  Do  ye  mark  him.? 
i Jun.  Y es,  and  am  forry  for  him. 

Tetill.  Junius., 

I Pray  let  me  fpeak  two  words  with  you, 

I Jttn.  Walk  afore, 

; I’ll  overtake  ye  ffraight. 

I Dec.  I will.  Exit. 

Jttn.  Now,  Captain. 

i FetiU.  You  have  oft  told  me,  you  have  lov’d  mt.,Jmms. 
Jun.  Moftfure  I told  you  truth  then. 

FetiU.  And  that  love 
Should  not  deny  me  any  honeff  thing, 
i Jun.  It  lhallnot. 

, FetiU.  Dare  ye  fwear  it .? 

: I have  forgot  all  pafiages  between  us 
That  have  been  ill,  forgiven  too,  forgot  you. 

Jun.  What  would  this  man  have .?  By i do,  Sir, 

So  it  be  fit  to  grant  ye. 

Fetell.  ’Tis  molt  honeft. 

Jun.  Why,  then  I’ll  do  it. 

FetiU.  Kill  me. 

Jun.  How.? 

FetiU.  Pray  kill  me. 

Jun.  Kill  ye.? 

Fet.  I,  kill  me  quickly,  fuddenly. 

Now  kill  me. 

Jun.  On  what  reafon .?  ye  amaze  me. 

Fet.^  If  ye  do  love  me,  kill  me,  ask  me  not  why : 

I would  be  killed,  and  by  you. 

Jun.  Mercy  on  me. 

What  ails  this  man.?  FetiUius. 

FetiU.  Pray  ye  difpatch  me, 

' Yearenotfafewhilftl  live;  lam  dangerous, 

Troubled  extreamly,  eventomifehief,  Junius., 

An  enemy  to  all  good  men;  fear  not,  ’tisjuftice  ^ 

' I fhall  kill  you  elfe. 

Tellme  but  the  caufe, 

And  I will  do  it. 

FetiU.  I amdifgrac’d,  my  fervice 
Slighted,  and  unrewarded  by  the  General, 

My  hopes  left  wild  and  naked , befidesthefe, 

I am  grown  ridiculous,  anafs,  a folly 
I dare  not  truft  my  felf  with : prethee  kill  me. 

Jun.  All  thefe  may  be  redeem’d  as  eafily 
As  you  would  heal  your  finger. 

FetiU.  Nay 

Jun.  Stay,  I’ll  do  it. 

You  fhall  not  need  your  anger:  But  firft, 

You  fhall  unarm  your  felf;  Idare  not  trull 
A man  fb  tent  to  mifcliief. 


FetiU.  There’s  my  fword ; 

And  do  ithandfbmely. 

Jun.  Yes,  I will  kill  ye, 

Befievethat  certain  : but  firft  I’ll  lay  before  ye 
Themoft  extreme  fool  ye  have  plaid  in  this, 

The  honor  purpos’d  for  ye,  the  great  honor 
, The  General  intended  ye, 

FetiU.  How  ? 

Jun.  And  then  I’ll  kill  ye, 

Becaufe  ye  fhall  die  miferable.  Know  Sir, 

The  Regiment  was  given  me,  but  till  time 
Call’d  ye  to  do  fome  worthy  deed,  might  ftop 
The  peoples  ill  thoughts  of  ye,  for  Lord  Fenyus.,'  • 

I mean  his  death.  How  fbon  this  time’s  come  to  ye, 

And  hatted  by  Svpetonius  ? Go,  fays  he, 

Junius  Decius.,  and  go  thou  FetiUius  \ 

Diftinftly,  thou  FetiUius.,  and  draw  up. 

To  take  flout  Caratach-.,  there’s  the  deed  purpos’d, 

A deed  to  take  off  all  faults,  of  all  natures : 

And  thou  FetiUius  *,  Mark  it , there’s  the  honor. 

And  that  done,  all  made  even, 

Fetih.  Stay. 

Jun.  No,  I’ll  kill  ye. 

He  knew  thee  abfolute,  and  full  in  fbldier. 

Daring  beyond  all  dangers,  found  thee  out 
According  to  theboldnefs  of  thy  fpirit, 

ASubjeft,  fucha  Subjed. 

FetiU.  Harke  ye  Juniusy 
I will  live  now. 

Jun.  By  no  means.  Wooed  thy  worth. 

Held  thee  by  the  chin  up,  as  thou  funk’ft,  and  fhew’d  thee 
How  Honor  held  her  arms  out : Come,  make  ready. 

Since  ye  will  die  an  afs. 

FHiU.  Thou  wilt  not  kill  me  ? 

Jun.  By — but  I will.  Sir:  I’ll  have  no  man  dangerous 
Live  to  deftroy  me  afterward.  Belides,  you  have  gotten 
Honor  enough,  let  young  men  rife  now.  Nay, 

I do  perceive  too  by  the  General,  (which  is 
One  main  caufeye  fhall  die)  howe’r  he  carry  it. 

Such  a ftrong  doting  on  ye,  that  I fear. 

You  fjiali  command  in  chief : how  are  we  paid  then? 
Come,' if  you  wUIpray,  difpatch  it. 

FetiU.  Is  there  no  way? 

Jun.  Not  any  way  to  live. 

FetiU,  I will  do  any  thing. 

Redeem  my  felf  at  any  price  : good  JuniuSy 
Let  me  but  die  upon  the  Rock,  but  offer 
My  life  up  like  a Soldier. 

Jun.  You  will  feek  then 
T o out-doe  every  man. 

FetiU.  Believe  it  Juniusy 
You  fhall  goe  ftrokeby  ftrokewith  me. 

Jun.  You’*l  leave  off  too. 

As  you  are  noble,  and  a fbldier. 

For  ever  thefe  mad  fancies. 

FetiU.  Dare  ye  truft  me? 

By  all  that’s  good  and  honeft. 

Juny  There’s  your  fword  then. 

And  now  come  on  anew  man:  Virtue  guide  thee.  ExMttk 

Caratach,  and  Mengo  antheHocl^ 

Car.  Courage  my  Boy,  I have  found  meat:  look  Hengoy 
Look  where  fbmeblefled  BritaWy  to  prefervctfiee. 

Has  hung  a little,  food  and  dri^:  cheer  up  Boy, 

Do  notforfake  me  now. 

Hengo.  Oh  Uncle.  Uncle, 

I fsel  I cannot  ftay  long  : yet  I’ll  fetch  it. 

To  keep  your  noble  life  : Uncle,  lam  heart-vdlole, 

And  would  live. 

Car.  Thou  fhalt.  long  1 hope. 

Hen.  Butmyhe^,  Uncle: 

Methinks  the  Rock  goes  round. 

Enter 
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T he  Tragedy  of  lionAncsL. 

• 

Enter  Macer<z«i  Judas. 

Ma.  Mark  ’em  well,  Judas. 

Jud.Vfssx.,  as  you  love  your  life. 

Hen.  Do  not  you  hear 

Thenoife  of  Bels.? 

Car.  OfBelsBoy?  ’tis  thy  fancie, 

Alas,  thy  bodies  fill  of  wind. 

Hen.  Methinks,  Sir, 

They  r i ng  a grange  4d  k nell,  a preparation 

To  fome  near  funeral  of  State:  nay,  weep  not. 

Mine  own  fweet  Uncle,  you  will  kill  me  looner. 

Car.  Oh  my  poor  chicken. 

Hen.  Fie,  faint-hearted  Uncle : 

Come,  tie  me  in  your  Belt,  and  let  me  down. 

Car.  rilgoitiyfclfBoy. 

Hengo.  No,  as  ye  love  me.  Uncle  *, 

I will  not  eat  it,  if  I do  not  fetch  it  ^ 

The  danger  only  I defire  : pray  tie  me. 

Car.  I will,  and  all  my  care  hang  o’r  the^:  come  child, 
My  valiant  child. 

Hen.  Let  me  down  apace  ,Uncle, 

And  ye  (hall  fee  how  like  a Daw  I’ll  whip  it 

From aU  their  policies:  for  ’tismoft  certain 

A Tiomanlx2A^:  and  ye  mull  hold  me  furetoo. 

You’ll  fpoil  allelfe.  When  I have  brought  it  Uncle, 

We’ll  be  as  merry 

Car . Go  i’  th’  name  of  heaven.  Boy. 

Hen.  Quick,  quick.  Uncle,  1 have  it.  Oh. 

Judas  fhoots  Hengo. 

Car.  What  ail’ft  thou  ? 

Hen.  Omy  beft  Unde,  I am  flain. 

Car.  I fee  ye,  and  heaven  direft  my  hand:  deftrudion 
Caratach  kffs  Judas  rvith  ajione  from  the  rock^ 

Go  with  thy  coward  foul.  Howdoft  thou  Boy? 

Oh  vil’ain,  pocky  villain. 

Hen.  Oh  Uncle,  Uncle, 

Oh  how  it  pricks  me : am  I preferv’d  for  this  ? 

Eitreraely  pricks  me. 

Car.  Coward,  rafcal  Coward, 

Dogs  eat  thy  flefh. 

tlen.  Oh  I bleed  hard : I faint  too,  out  upon’?. 

How  lick  I am  ? the  lean  Rogue,  Uncle. 

Car.  Look  Boy, 

I have  laid  him  lure  enough. 

Hen.  Have  ye  knockt  his  brains  out  ? 

Car.  I warrant  thee  for  ftirringmore:  cheer  up,  child. 
Hen.  Hold  my  fides  hard,  Hop,  ftop,  oh  wretched  fortune, 
Mull;  we  part  thus?  Still  I growficker.  Uncle. 

Car.  Heaven  look  upon  this  noble  child. 

Hen.  I once  hop’d 

I fhould  have  liv’d  to  have  met  thefe  bloody  Romans 

At  my  fw'ords  point,  to  have  reveng’d  my  Father, 

To  have  beaten  ’em:  oh  hold  me  hard.  But  Uncle— 

Car.  Thou  lhalt  live  hill  I hope  Boy.  Shall  I draw  it  ? 
Hen.  Y e draw  away  my  foul  then,  I would  live 

A little  longer  •,  fpare  me  heavens,  but  only 

To  thank  you  for  your  tender  love.  Good  Uncle, 

Good  noble  Uncle  weep  not. 

Car.  Oh  my  chicken, 

My  dear  Boy,  what  fhall  I lole  ? 

Hen.  Why,  a child, 

Thatmuft  have  died:  however:  hadtliis  fcap’d  me, 

Feavei  or  famine — I was  born  to  die.  Sir. 

Car,  But  thus  unblown,  my  boy  ? 

Igotheftraighter 

My  journey  to  the  gods ; Sure  I Ihall  know  ye 

Whra  ye  corpe,  Uncki 

Car.  Yes,  Boy 

Hen.  And  I hope 

We  Ihall  enjoy  together  that  great  blcflednefs 

Ydu;  told  me  of.  . 

Car.  Moll  certain,  child.  ' . • - ' 

Hen.  I grow  cold. 

Mine  eyes  are  going. 

Car.  Lift  ’em  up. 

Hen.  Pray  forme  *, 

And  noble  Uncle,  when  my  bones  are  allies* 

Think  of  your  little  Nephew.  Mercy. 

Car.  Mercy. 

You  blefled  Angels  take  him. 

Hen.  Kils  me:  fo. 

FareweJ,  farewel. 

Car.  Farewel  the  hopes  of  Britain., 

Thou  Royal  graft,  Farewel  for  ever.  Timeand  Death, 

Ye  have  done  your  worft.  Fortune  now  fee,  now  proudly 
Pluck  off  thy  vail,  and  view  thy  triumph:  Look 

Look  what  thou  haft  brought  this  Land  to.  Oh  fair  flower. 
How  lovely  yet  thy  ruineslhow,  howlweetly 

Even  death  embraces  thee ! The  peace  of  heaven, 

The  feliowlhip  of  all  great  fouls  be  with  thee. 

Enter  Petillius^«i  Jmiusontherocl;. 

Hah?  dare  ye  Romans}  ye  Ihall  win  me  bravely. 

Thou  art  mine.  JFight 

Jttn.  Not  yet.  Sir, 

Car.  Breath  ye,  ye  poor  Romans., 

And  come  up  all,  with  all  your  antient  valors, 

L ike  a rough  wind  I’ll  fiiake  your  fouls,  and  fend  ’em — 

Swetonius,  and  all  the  Roman  Captains. 

Srret.  Yield  thee  bold  Caratach  by  all-  — - 
As  I am  Soldier,  asj  enviethee. 

I’ll  ufe  thee  like  thy  felf,  the  valiant 

Pet.  Brave  foldier  yield  •,  thou  ftock  of  Arms  and  Honor, 
Thou  filler  of  the  World  with  Fame  and  Glory. 

Jm.  Moll  worthy  man,  we’ll  wooe  thee,  be  thy  prilbnefs. 
Swet.  Excellent  do  me  but  that  Honor, 

That  more  tome  than  Conquefts,  that  true  happinels. 

To  be  my  friend. 

Car.  Oh  Romans,  fee  what  here  is ! 

Had  this  Boy  liv’d — • 

Sveet.  For  Fanies  fake,  for  thy  Swords  fdke. 

As  thou  defireft  to  build  thy  virtues  greater : 

By  all  that’s  excellent  in  man,  and  honeft — 

Car.  I do  believe : Ye  have  had  me  a brave  foe-, 

Make  me  a noble  friend,  and  from  your  goodnefs. 

Give  this  Boy  honourable  earth  to  lie  in. 

Smet.  He  Ihall  have  fitting  Funeral. 

Car.  I yield  then. 

Not  to  your  blows,  but  your  brave  courtefies. 

PetiW.  Thus  we  condud  then  to  the  arms  of  Peace 

The  wonder  of  the  World.  . 

^wet.  Thus  1 embrace  thee,  tlotirijh. 

And  let  it  be  no  flattery  that  I tell  thee, 

Thou  art  the  only  Soldier. 

Car.  How  to  thank  ye, 

I mull  hereafter  find  upon  your  ufagc. 

1 am  for  Rome. 

Stvet.  Yemuft. 

Car.  Then  Rome  fhall  know 

The  man  that  makes  her  fpi^ng  of  glory  grc>w._ 

Srret.  PetiUius,  you  have  fhown  much  worth  this  day, 
redeem’d  much  error. 

Ye  have  my  love  again,  preferve  it,  Jutiim, 

With  you  I make  him  equal  in  the  Regiment. 

Jun.  The  elder  and  the  nobler:  I’ll  give  place.  Sir. 

1 Sivet.  Ye  fhew  a friends  foul. 

March  on,  and  through  the  Camp  in  every  tongue. 

The  Virtues  of  great  Caratach  be  fung. 

Exmt- 

the 

T heKnight  of  the  Burning  Peftle, 
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GEntUmen^  the  World  is  fonice  inthefe  our  times,  that  for  Apparel,  there  is  no  falhion, 
For  Mufick,  which  is  a rare  Art,  (though  now  flighted)  No  Inftrument *  *,  For  Diet, 
none  but  the  French  Kickflioes  that  are  delicatcj  and  for  Plaies,  no  invention  but  that  which 
now  runneth  an  inve^live  way,  touching  fome  particular  perfons,  orelfcit  is  contemned  be- 
fore it  is  throughly  underflood.  This  is  all  that  I have  to  fay.  That  the  Author  had  no  in- 
tent to  wrong  any  one  in  this  Comedy^  but  as  a merry  pafTage,  here  and  there  interlaced  it 
with  delight,  which  he  hopes  will  pleafe  all,  and  be  hurtful  to  none. 

The  P R O L O G U E. 

WHere  the  Bee  canfuch^no  Honey  ^ jhe  leagues  her  fling  behind  j and  inhere  the 
Bear  cannot  flnd  Origanum  to  heal  his  grief,  he  blafleth  aU  other  leases 
with  his  breath.  Ife  fear  it  islih^to  fare  fo  with  ns  ^ that  feeing  yon  cannot 
' dr arP  from  our  labours  fweet  content,  yon  lea*ve  behind  you  a fower  miflike, 
and  with  open  reproach  blame  our  good  meaning,  becaufe  you  cannot  reap  the  wonted  mirth. 
Our  intent  was  at  this  time  to  moz>e  inward  delight,  not  outward lightnefs  and  to  breed  f if 
it  might  be  ) foft finding,  not  loud  laughing : hpowingit  to  the  wife  )'  tobeagreat  pleafure, 
to  hear  Counfel  mixed  with  Wit,  as  to  the  foolifh  to  ha*ve  fport  mingled  with  rudenefis.  They 
were  banijhed  the  Theater  of  Athens,  and  front  Rome  hijfed,  that  brought  Parafetes  on  tbe  Stage 
with  aptfh  aBions,  or  Fools  with  uncivil  habits,  or  Courtesans  with  immodefl  words.  We  have 
endeavoured  to  be  as  far  from  unjeemly  fpeeches,  to  make  your  ears  glow,  as  we  hope  you  will  be 
free  from  unkind  reports,  or  miflak^ng  the  Authors  intention  f who  never  aimed  dt  any  one  par^ 
ticular  in  this  Play, ) to  mah^  our  cheeks  blujh.  And  thuf  I leave  it,  and  thee  to  thine  own 
cenfure,  to  like,  or  diflike*  Vale. 


The  ABors  Ssfames. 


The  Prologue. 

Then  a Citizen. 

The  Citizens  wife,  and  Ralph  her  man,  fitting  below 
amidft  the  Speftators. 

A rich  Merchant. 

Jafper  his  Apprentice, 

Mafter  Humphrey,  a friend  to  the  Merchant. 

Luce,  the  Merchants  Daughter. 

Miftrefi  Merry-thought,  JaJpers  Mother.  > 
Michael,  a fecond  Son  of  Miftrils  Merry^ 
thought. 


Enter  Prologue. 

Rrom  all  that’s  near  the  Court,  from 
all  that’s  great 

Within  the  compafs  of  the  City-walls 
We  now  have  brought  our  Scene. 

Enter  Citizen. 

• ci/.  Hold  your  peace  good-man  boy. 
Pro.  What  do  you  mean  Sir? 


Old  M.Merry-t bought. 

A Squire. 

ADwarfe. 

A Tapfter. 

A Boy  that  Danceth  and  Singeth. 
An  Hoft. 

A Barber. 

Two  Knights. 

A Captain, 

A Sergeant. 

Soldiers. 


Cit.  That  you  have  no  good  meaning:  Theft  ftven 
years  there  hath  been  Plays  at  thisHouft,  I have  obferved 
it,  you  have  ftill  girds  at  Citizens  ^ and  now  you  call  your 
Play  The  London  Merchant.  Down  with  your  Title,  Boy, 
down  with  your  Title. 

Pro.  Are  you  a member  of  the  noble  Gty  ? 

Cit.  I am. 

Pro.  And  a Free-man? 

Cit.  Yea,  and  a Grocer. 

Pro.  So  Grocer,  then  by  your  fweat  favour,  we  intend 
no  abufeto  the  City. 

Cit. 
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Cit.  No  fir. 

Yes  fir. 

If  you  were  not  refblv’d  to  play  the  Jacks, 

What  need  you  ftudy  for  new  fubjeds, 

Purpofely  to  abufe  your  betters  ? 

Why  could  not  you  be  contented. 

As  well  as  others, 

With  the  Legend  of  Whittington-, 

Or  the  life  and  death  of  Sir ‘Thomas  Grefham  ? 

With  the  building  of  Royal  Exchange  > 

Or  the  Itorie  of  C^een  Elehor^ 

With  the  rearing  of  London  bridge  upon  Woolllacks? 

Pro.  Youfeemtobe  anunderftanding  man: 

What  would  you  have  us  do  fir  ? 

Cit.  Why  ? 

Prefent  fomething  notably 
In  honor  of  the  Commons  of  the  City. 

Fro.  Why, 

What  do  you  fay,  to  the  life  and  death  of  fat  Drake., 

Or  the  repairing  of  Fleet  Privies  ? 

Cit.  I do  not  like  that. 

But  I will  have  a Citizen, 

And  he  lhall  be  of  my  own  Trade. 

Fro.  Oh, 

You  fhould  have  told  us  your  mind 
A month  fince. 

Our  Play  is  ready  to  begin  now. 

Cit.  ’Tis  all  one  for  that, 

I will  have  a Grocir , 

And  he  lhall  do  admirable  things. 

Fro,  W’hat  will  you  have  him  do  ? 

Cit.  Marry  I will  have  him— 

Wife^  Husband,  Husband. 

Wife  helorPt  Kalph  belotp 

Kalpb.  Peace,  MiHrifs. 

Wife.  Hold  thy  peace  Ral^h^ 

I know  what  I do, 

I warrant  ye. 

Husband,  Husband. 

Cit.  What  fay’ll  thou  Conie  ? 

Wife.  Let  him  kill  a Lion  withaPellle  Husband, 

Let  him  kill  a Lion  with  a Peftle.  . 

Cit.  So  he  lhall, 

PU  have  him  kill  a Lion  with  a peftle. 

Wife.  Husband, 

Shall  I come  up  Husband  > 

Cit.  I Cony. 

'•Ralph.,  help  your  Miftrifs  this  way: 

Pray  Gentlemen  make  her  a little  room, 

I pray  you  fir 

Lend  me  your  hand  to  help  up  my  Wife: 

I thank  you  fir. 

So. 

Wife.  By  your  leave  Gentlemen  all. 

Pm  Ibmething  troublefome, 

Praaftrangerhere,  , r 

I was  ne’r  at  one  of thefe  Playf  as  they  fay,  before  j 
But  I Ihould  have  leen  Jane  Share 
And  my  Husband  " ; , . _ , ' , 

Hath  promiled  me  any  time  this  Twelvemonth,  ^ 

To  Carrie  me  to  the  Bold  Beauchams, 


Butin  truth  he  did  not^ 

I pray  you  bear  with  me. 

Cit.  Boy, 

Let  my  Wife  and  I have  a couple  of  ftools^ 

And  then  begin. 

And  let  the  Grocer  do  rare  things. 

Fro.  But  fir, 

W'e  have  never  a Boy  to  play  him. 

Every  one  hath  a part  already. 

Wife.  Husband,  Husband, 

For  gods  fake  let  Ralph  play  him, 

Belhrew  me  if  I do  not  think 
He  will  go  beyond  them  all. 

Cit.  Well  remem.bred  wife. 

Come  up  Ralph, 

I’ll  tell  you  Gentlemen, 

Let  them  but  lend  him  a fuit  of  reparrel, 
and  necellaries. 

And  by  gad. 

If  any  of  them  all  blow  wind  in  the  tail  on  him, 

I’ll  be  hang’d.  i 

Wife.  I pray  you  youth, 

Let  him  have  a fuit  of  reparrel. 

I’ll  be  fworn  Gentlemen, 

My  Husband  tells  you  true. 

He  will  ati  you  fometimes  at  our  houle. 

That  all  the  neighbors  cry  out  on  him : 

He  will  fetch  you  up  a couraging  part  fo  in  the  Garret, 
That  we  are  all  as  fear’d  I warrant  you. 

That  we  quake  again : 

We’ll  fear  our  children  with  him. 

If  they  be  never  fo  unruly. 

Do  but  cry, 

Ratph  comes,  Ralph  comes  to  them. 

And  they’ll  be  as  quiet  as  Lambs. 

Hold  up  thy  head  Ralph, 

Shew  the  Gentlemen  what  thou  canft  do, 

Speak  a huffing  part, 

I warrant  you  the  Gentlemen  will  accept  of  it. 

Cit.  Do  Ralph,  do. 

Ralph.  By  heaven 
(Methinks)  itwereaneafie  leap 
To  pluck  bright  honor  from  the  pale-fac’d  Moon, 

Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  Sea, 

Where  never  fathome  linetoucht  any  ground. 

And  pluck  up  drowned  honor 
From  the  lake  of  Hell. 

Cit.  How  fay  you  Gentlemen, 

Is  it  not  as  1 told  you  ? 

Wife.  Nay  Gentlemen, 

He  hath  plaid  before, my  husband  fays,  Mnfdotuj 
Before  the  Wardens  of  our  company. 

Cit.  I,  and  he  fhould  have  plaid  Jeronimo 
W ith  a fhoo-maker  for  a wager. 

Fro.  He  fhall  have  a fuit  of  apparel, 
if  he  will  go  in. 

Cit.  \nRalph,mRalph, 

And  fet  out  the  Grocers  in  their  kind. 

If  thou  lov’ftme. 

Wife.  1 warrant  our  Ralph  will  look  finely. 

When  he’s  dreft. 

Fro.  But  what  will  you  have  it  call’d? 

Cit.  The  Grocers  Honor. 

Tro.  Methinks, 
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Me  thinks  Knight  of  the  were  better. 

JVife.  I’ll  be  fworn  Husband. 

That’s  as  good  a name  as  can  be. 

0>,  Let  itbefo,  begin,  begin-, 

My  Wife  and  I will  fit  down. 

Tro.  I pray  you  do. 

at.  What  ftately  Mufick  have  you? 

You  have  Shawnes. 

Fro.  Shawns  ? no. 

at.  No?  . r 

I’m  a thief  if  my  mind  did  not  give  me  fo. 

Ralph  plaies  a [lately  part, 

And  he  mull  needs  have  Shawns : 

I’ll  be  at  the  charge  of  them  my  felf. 

Rather  than  we’ll  be  without  them. 

Fro.  So  you  are  hke  to  be. 
at.  Why  andfo  I will  be, 

There’s  two  Ihillings, 

Let’s  have  the  Waits  of 

They  are  as  rare  fellows  as  any  are  in  England-, 

And  that  will  fetch  them  all  o’r  the  water,  with  a vengeance. 
As  if  they  were  mad. 

Fro.  Youfhall  have  them: 

W’ill  you  fit  down  then? 

Cit.  I,  come  Wife. 

Wife.  Sit  you  merry  all  Gentlemen, 

I’m  bold  to  fit  amongll  you  for  my  eafe. 

Fro.  From  all  that’s  near  the  Court, 

From  all  that’s  great 

Within  the  compafs  of  the  City  walls, 

We  now  have  brought  our  Scsene : 

Flie  far  from  hence 

All  private  taxes,  immodeft  phrafes. 

What  e’r  may  but  Ihew  like  vicious : 

For  wicked  mirth  never  true  pleafure  brings. 

But  honell  minds  are  pleas’d  with  honelt  things. 

Thus  much  for  that  we  do  ; 

But  for  Ralphs  part 

You  mull  anfwer  for  your  felf. 

at.  Take  you  no  care  for  Ralph., 

He’ll  difeharge  himfelf  I warrant  you. 

Wife.  I’faith  Gentlemen, 

I’ll  give  my  my  word  for  Ralph. 


JBus  Trimus. 


Sc  ana  Trima, 


Enter  Merchant  and  Jafper  his  Man. 

Merch.  Sirrah,  I’ll  make  you  know  you  are  my  Prentice, 
And  whom  my  charitable  love  redeem’d 
Even  from  the  fall  of  fortune^  gave  thee  heat 
And  growth,  to  be  what  now  thou  art,  new  call  thee. 
Adding  the  trull  of  all  I have  at  home. 

In  forreign  Staples,  or  upon  the  Sea 
To  thy  diredlion,  ti’de  the  good  opinions  - 
Both  of  felf  and  friends  to  thy  endeavors. 

So  fair  were  thy  beginnings:  but  with  thele 
As  I remember  you  had  never  charge, 

To  love  your  Mailers  Daughter,  and  even  then. 

When  I had  found  a wealthy  Husband  for  her, 

I take  it.  Sir,  you  had  not : but  however. 

I’ll  break  the  neck  of  that  Commiffion, 

And  make  you  know  you  are  but  a Merchants  Fadlor. 

Jafp.  Sir, 

I do  liberally  confefs  I am  yours, 

Bound  both  by  love  and  duty  to  your  lervice*, 

In  which  my  labor  hath  been  all  my  profit  j 
I have  not  loll  in  bargain,  nor  delighted 
To  wear  your  honell  gains  upon  my  back. 

Nor  have  I given  a penfion  to  my  bloud. 

Or  lavilhly  in  play  confum’d  your  flock. 

Thefe,  and  the  miferies  that  do  attend  them, 

I dare  with  innocence,  proclaim  are  llrangers 
To  all  my  temperate  adions : lor  your  Daughter, 

If  there  be  any  love  to  my  defervings. 

Born  by  her  virtuous  felf,  I cannot  Hop  it : 

Nor  am  I able  to  refrain  her  wilhes. 

She’s  private  to  her  felf,  and  bell  of  knowledge. 

Whom  lhU*ll  make  fo  happy  as  to  figh  for* 

Befides,  I cannot  think  you  mean  to  match  her. 

Unto  a fellow  of  fo  lame  a prelence. 

One  that  hath  little  left  of  Nature  in  him. 

• 

Mer.  ’Tis  very  well.  Sir,  I can  tell  your  wifdom 
How  all  this  lhall  be  cur’d. 

Jafp.  Your  care  becomes  you, 

Merc.  And  thus  it  lhall  be.  Sir,  I hert  dilcharge  ycu. 

My  houfe,  and  fervice,  take  your  liberty. 

And  when  I want  a Son  I’ll  lend  for  you. 


Exit. 


Jafp.  Thefe  be  the  fair  rewards  of  themthatlove. 
Oh  you  that  live  in  freedom  never  prove 
The  travel  of  a mind  ledbydefirc. 


Enter  Luce. 


Why  how  now  friend,  ftruckwithmy  Fathers  thun- 

(der.** 

Jafp.  Struck,  and  llru5k  dead,  unlels  the  remedy 
Be  full  of  fpeed  and  virtue  i I am  now. 

What  lexpeded  long,  no  more  your  father’s. 

Luce.  But  mine. 


Jafp.  But  yours,  and  only  yours  I am, 


That’s 
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That’s  all  I have  to  keep  me  from  the  ftatute : 

You  dare  be  conll^nt  ftill  ? 

Luce.  O fear  me  not. 

In  this  I dare  be  better  than  a woman. 

Nor  lhall  his  anger,  nor  his  offers  move  me, 

Were  they  both  equal  to  a Princes  power. 

Jaj^.  You  know  my  Rival? 

Luce.  Yes,  and  love  him  dearly. 

Even  as  I love  an  ague,  or  foul  weather, 

I pretheeyijy^.'r  fear  him  not. 

Jdfp.  Oh  no, 

Ido  not  mean  to  do  him  fo  muchkindnefs. 

But  to  our  own  defires  you  know  the  plot 
We  both  agreed  on. 

Luce.  Yes,  and  will  perform 
My  part  exatlly. 

Jafp.  1 delire  no  more, 

Farewel,  and  keep  my  heart,  ’tis  yours. 

Luce.  I take  it. 

He  mult  do  miracles, 

Makes  me  forfake  it. 

"Exeunt , 

Cit.  Fie  upon  ’em  'little  infidels. 

What  a matter’s  here  now  ? 

Well,ril  be  bang’d  for  a half-penny. 

If  there  be  not  fome  abomination  knavery  in  this  Play, 
Well,  let  ’em  look  to’t, 

Kalph  mult  come, 

And  if  there  be  any  tricks  a brewing 

ffife.  Let  ’em  brew  and  bake  too  Husband,  a gods  name, 
Ralph  will  find  all  out  I warrant  you. 

And  they  were  older  than  they  are. 

I pray  my  pretty  youth,  is  Ralph  ready  ? 

Boy.  He  will  be  prefently. 

' I'Kife.  Now  I pray  you  make  my  commendations  uilto  him. 
And  withal,  carry  him  this  Hick  of  Licoras, 

Tell  him  his  Millrifs  fent  it  him. 

And  bid  him  bite  apiece, 

’Twill  open  his  pipes  the  better,  fay. 


Enter  Merchant,  and Mafterll\im])hvey. 


Mer.  Come,  Sir,  fhe’s  yours,  upon  my  faith  Ihe’s  yours. 
You  have  my  hand,  for  other  idle  letts 
Between  your  hopes  and  her,  thus,  with  a wind. 

They  are  fcattered,  and  no  more:  my  wanton  Prentice, 
That  like  a bladder  blew  himfelf  with  love, 

I have  lettout,  and  fent  him  to  difcover 
New  maftersyet  unknown. 

Humph.  I thank  you  Sir, 

Indeed  I thank  you.  Sir,  and  e’r  I ftir, 

It  lhall  be  known  however  you  do  deem, 

I am  of  gentle  blood  and  gentle  feem. 

Mer.  Oh  Sir,  I know  it  certain. 

Hum.  Sir,  my  friend. 

Although  as  Writers  fay,  all  things  have  end. 

And  that  we  call  a Pudding,  hath  his  two. 

Oh  let  it  not  feemftrange  I pray  to  you. 

If  in  this  bloudy  fimile,  I put 

My  love,  more  endlefs,  than  frail  things  or  gut. 

Wife.  Husband, 

I prethee  fweet  lamb  tell  me  one  thing. 

But  tell  me  truly : 

Stay  youths  I befeech  you. 

Till  I queftionmy  Husband. 

Cit.  What  is  it  Moufe  ? 

Wife.  Sirrah, 

Didit  thou  ever  fee  a prettier  child  ? 

How  it  behaves  it  felf,  1 warrant  ye: 

And  fpeaks  and  looks,  and  pearts  up  the  head  ? 

I pray  you  brother  with  your  favour. 

Were  you  never  none  of  Mr.  Moncafters  Scholars 


Cit.  Chickin, 

I prethee  heartily  contain  thy  felf , 

Thechilder  are  pretty  childer. 

But  when  Ralph  comes.  Lamb. 

Wife.  I when  Ralph  comes, Conie, 

Well  my  youth  you  may  proceed 
Mar.  W ell  Sir,you  know  my  love, and  refi:,I  hope 
Afliir’d  ofmyconfent^  get  but  my  daughters. 

And  wed  her  when  you  pleafe : you  mull  be  bold. 
And  clap  in  clofe  unto  her,  come,  1 know 
You  have  language  good  enough  to  win  awen.;h. 

W ife.  A whorefbne  tyrant, 

Hath  been  an  old  flringer  in  his  days, 

I warrant  him. 

Hum.  I take  your  gentle  offer,  and  withal 
Yield  love  again  for  love  reciprocal. 


Enter  Luce; 


Mar.  What  Luce.,  within  there  ? 

Luce.  Call’d  you  Sir  ? 

Mer.  I did 

Give  entertainment  to  this  Gentleman, 

And  fee  you  be  not  froward  to  hc%  Sir : 

t.xit. 

My  prefence  will  but  be  an  eye-foar  to  you. 

Hum.  Fair  Miftrifs  L«ce,  how  do  you,  are  you  well? 

Give  me  your  hand,  and  then  I pray  you  tell. 

How  doth  your  little  Siller,  and  your  Brother? 

And  whether  you  love  me  or  any  other. 

Luce.  Sir,  thefe  are  quickly  anfwer’d. 

Hum.  So  they  are. 

Where  Women  are  not  cruel  : but  how  far 
Is  it  now  diftant  from  the  place  we  are  in. 

Unto  that  blefled  place  your  Fathers  Warren. 

Luce.  What  makes  you  think  ot  that.  Sir  ? 

Hum.  Even  that  face. 

For  Healing  Rabbets  whilomeinthat  place, 

GodC«/»?W,  or  the  Keeper,  I know  not  whether. 

Unto  my  cofl  and  charges  brought  you  thither. 

And  there  began. 

Luec.  Your  game,  Sir. 

Hum.  Let  no  game. 

Or  any  thing  that  tendeth  to  the  fame, 

Be  evermore  remembred,  thou  fair  killer 
For  whom  I fate  me  down  and  brake  my  Tiller. 

Wife.  There’s  a kind  Gentleman,  I warrant  you,  when 
will  you  do  as  much  for  me  George? 

Luce.  BelhrewmeSir,  I am  forry  for  yourlofles, 

But  as  the  proverb  fays,  I cannot  cry., 

I would  you  had  not  feen  me. 

Hum.  So  would  I. 

Unlefs  you  had  more  maw  to  do  me  good. 

Luce.  Why,  cannot  this  ilrange  pafiion  be  withllood. 

Send  for  a Conitable  and  raife  the  Town. 

Hum.  Oh  no,  my  valiant  love  will  batter  down 
Millions  of  Conftables,  and  put  to  flight. 

Even  that  great  Watch  of  Midfummer  day  at  night. 

Luce.  Befhrew  me.  Sir,  ’twere  good  I yielded  then, 

Weak  Women  cannot  hope,  where  valiant  men 
Have  no  refinance. 

Hum.  Yield  then,  I am  full 
Of  pity,  though  I fay  it,  and  can  pull 
Out  of  my  pocket  thus  a pair  of  Gloves. 

Look  look,  the  dogs  tooth,  nor  the  Doves 
Are  not  Ib  white  as  thefe  ^ and  I’weet  they  be, 

Andwhipt  about  with  filk,  as  you  may  fee: 

If  you  defire  the  price,  fute  from  your  eye, 

A beam  to  this  place,  and  youfhall  efpie 
F.S.  which  is  to  fay  my  fwectell  Honey, 

They  cofl:  me  three  and  two  pence,  or  no  money. 

G s 
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Luce.  Well  Sir,  I take  them  kindly,  and  I thank  you^ 

What  would  you  more  ? 

Hum.  Nothing. 

Lu.  Why  then  farewel. 

Hum.  Nor  fo,  nor  lb,  for  Lady  I mull  tell, 

Before  we  part,  for  what  we  met  together, 

God  grant  me  time,  and  patience,  and  fair  weather. 

Luce.  Speak  and  declare  your  mind  in  terms  fo  brief. 

Hum.  IlhalL,  then  firft  and  foremoll;  for  relief 
I call  to  you,  if  that  you  can  arford  it, 

I care  not  at  what  price,  for  on  my  word,  it 
Shall  be  repaid  again,  although  it  coll  me 
More  than  I’ll  fpeak  of  now,  for  love  hath  toll  me 
In  furious  blanket  like  a Tennis-ball, 

And  now  I rife  aloft,  and  now  I fall. 

Luce.  Alas  good  Gentleman,  alas  the  day. 

Hum.  I thank  you  heartily,  and  as  I fay. 

Thus  do  I Hill  continue  without  reft, 

1’  th’  morning  like  a man,  at  night  a beaft. 

Roaring  and  bellowing  mine  own difquiet, 

That  much  I fear,  forfaking  of  my  diet. 

Will  bring  me  prefently  to  that  quandary, 

I lhallbid  all  adieu. 

Lu.  Now  by  S.Mary 
That  were  great  pity. 

Hum.  So  it  were  belhrew  me. 

Then  eale  me  lufty  Luce.)  and  pity  lliew  me. 

Luce.  Why  Sir,  you  know  my  will  is  nothing  worth 
Without  my  Fathers  grant,  gethisconfent. 

And  then  you  may  with  allurance  try  me. 

Hum.  The  Worlhipftil  your  Sire  will  not  deny  me. 

For  I have  ask’d  him,  and  he  hath  reply’d, 

Sweet  Mailer  L«ce  fliall  be  thy  Bride. 

Luce.  Sweet  Mailer  Humphrey  then  I am  content. 

Hum.  And  foam  I in  truth. 

L«.  Yet  take  me  with  you. 

There  is  another  claufe  mull  boannext. 

And  this  it  is  I fwore,  and  will  perform  it, 

Nomanfnall  ever  joy  me  as  his  wife. 

But  he  that  Hole  me  hence:  if  you  dare  venture, 

I am  yours-,  you  need  not  fear,  my  father  loves  you: 

If  not,  farewel  for  ever. 

Hum.  Stay  Nymph,  ftay, 

I have  a double  Gelding  coloured  bay. 

Sprung  by  his  Father  from  Barbarian  kind. 

Another  for  my  lelf,  though  fomewhat  blind. 

Yet  true  as  trufty  tree. 

Luce.  I am  fatisficd. 

And  fo  I give  my  hand,  our  courfe  muft  lie 
Through  JFalthamVoTTQit,  where  I have  a friend 
Will  entertain  us,  fo  farewel  Sir  Humphrey.  Exit  Luce. 
And  think  upon  your  bufmefs. 

Hum.  Though  I die, 

I amrefolv’dto  venture  life  andlim. 

For  one  fo  young,  fo  fair,  fo  kind,  fo  trim.  Exit  Hum. 

Wife.  By  my  faith  and  troth  George,  and  as  I am  virtuous, 
it  is  e’n  the  kindeft  young  man  that  ever  trode  on  lliooe- 
leather : well,  go  thy  waies,  if  thou  haft  her  not,  ’tis  not 
thy  fault  ’ifaith. 

Cat.  I prethee  Moufe  be  patient,  a lhall  have  her,  or  I’ll 
makefome  of ’emfmoakfor’t. 

Wife.  Thatsmygood  lamb  George,  fie,_this  {linking  To 
bacco  kills  men,  would  there  were  none  in  England-,  now  I 
pray. Gentlemen,  what  good  does  this  {linking  Tobacco.? 
do  you  nothing  -,  I warrant  you  make  chimneys  a your  faces : 
Oh  Husband , Husband,  now,  now  there’s  Ralph.,  there’s 
Ralph. 


E«fer Ralph,  like  a Grocer  in’s  (hop.,  with  two  frentices., 
reading  Palmerin  of  England. 

Cit.  Peace  fool,  let  alone,  hark  you  do  not 

ftrain  your  felf  too  much  at  the  firft,  peace,  begin  Ralph. 


Ralph.  Then  Falmerinnnd  Tr/w«^fhatchingtheirLances 
trom  their  Dwarfs,  and  clafping  their  Helmets,  gallopt 
amain  after  the  Giant,  and  Palmerin  having  gotten  a light 
of  him,  came  polling  amain,  faying.  Stay  traiterous  thief, 
for  thou  maift  not  fo  carry  away  her,  tliat  is  worth  the 
greateft  Lord  in  the  World,  and  with  thefe  words  gave 
limablow  on  the  Shoulder,  that  he  ftruck  him  befides 
tis  Elephant  -,  and  Lrineus  coming  to  the  Knight  that  had 
Agricola  behind  him,  fethim  foon  befides  hishorfe,  with 
iiis  neck  broken  in  the  fall,  fo  that  the  Princefs  getting 
out  of  the  throng,  between  joy  and  grief  faid  ^ All  happy 
■(night,  the  mirror  of  all  fuch  as  follow  Arms,  now  may  I 
be  well  allured  of  the  love  thou  beareft  me,  I wonder  why 
the  Kings  do  not  raife  an  Army  of  fourteen  or  fifteen 
hundred  thoufand  men,  as  big  as  the  Army  that  the  Prince 
of  Portigo  brought  againft  Rodder.)  and  deftroy  thefe  Gi- 
ants, they  do  much  hurt  to  wandring  Damfels,  that  go 
in  queft  of  their  Knights. 

Wife.)  Faith  Husband,  and  Ralph  fays  true,forthey  fay  | 
the  King  of  Portugal  cannot  fit  at  his  meat,  but  the  Gi- 1 
ants  and  the  Ettins  will  come  and  fnatch  it  from  him. 

Cit.  Hold  thy  tongue -,  onRalph. 

Ralph.,  And  certainly  thofe  Knights  are  much  to  be 
commended,  whonegleding  their  pofleflions,  wander  with 
a Squire  and  a Dwarfe  through  the  Defarts,  to  relieve 
poor  Ladies. 

Wife.  I by  my  faith  are  they  Ralph.,  let  ’em  fay  what 
they  will,  they  are  indeed : our  Knights  negled  their  pof- 
fellions  well  enough,  but  they  do  not  the  reft. 

Ralph.  There  are  no  fuch  courteous,  and  fair  well-lpo-j 
ken  Knights  in  this  age,  they  will  call  one  the  Son  of  a I 
whore,  that  Palmerin  of  England.,  would  have  called  fair 
Sir^  and  one  that  Roficler  would  have  called  Right  beauti-| 
ful  Damfel,  they  will  call  Damn’d  bitch. 

Wife.  I’ll  be  fworn  will  they  Ralph.,  they  have  called  me ' 
fo  an  hundred  times  about  a feurvy  pipe  of  Tobacco. 

Ralph.  But  what  brave  fpirit  could  be  content  to  fit  in 
his  (hop  with  a flapet  of  Wood,and  a blew  Apron  before  him 
felling  Methridatam  and  Dragons  water  to  vifited  houfes, 
that  might  purfue  feats  of  Arms,  and  through  his  noble 
atchievements,  procure  fuch  a famous  Hiftory  to  be  writ- 
ten of,  in  his  Heroick  prowefid 
Cit.  Well  faid  Ralph,  fome  more  of  thofe  'WordsRalph. 
JFife.  They  go  finely  by  my  troth. 

Ralph.  Whyfiiould  I riot  then  purfue  this  courfe,  both 
for  the  credit  of  my  felf  and  our  company,  for  amongft 
all  the  worthy  Books  of  Atchievements,  I do  not  call  to 
mind,  that  I yet  read  of  a Grocer  Errant,  I will  be  the  faid 
Knight : Have  you  heard  of  any  that  hath  wandred  un- 
furnilhed  of  his  Squire  and  Dwarfe  ? my  elder  Prentice ! 
lorn  fliall  be  my  trufty  Squire,  and  little  George  my  Dwarfe, 
hence  my  blew  Apron,  yet  in  remembrance  of  my  former 
Trade,  upon  my  fhield  {hall  he'pouTtrd.idnBurningPejileA 
and  I will  be  cnlVd  the  Knight  of  the  burning  Pejile, 

Wife.  Nay,  I dare  fwear  thou  wilt  not  forget  thy  old! 
Trade,  thou  wert  ever  meek.  Ralph.  Tim,\ 

Tim.  Anon. 

Ralph.  My  beloved  Squire,  and  George  my  Dwarfe,  II 
charge  you  that  from  henceforth  you  never  call  me  by  any 
other  name,  hutthe  Right  courteous  and  valiant  Knight  ofthe\ 
Burning  Peftl\2ind  that  you  never  call  any  Female  by  the 
name  of  a Woman  or  Wench,  but  fair  Lady,  if  fhehave 
hej  defires  ^ if  not,  diftrefied  Damfel^  that  you  call  all  For- 1 
refts  and  Heaths,  Defarts,  and  all  HorlesPalfries. 

Wife.  This  is  very  fine:  faith^do  the  Gentlemen  like  I 
Ralph,  think  you  Husband  ? 

Cit.  I,  I warrant  thee,  the  Players  would  give  all  the! 
Ihooes  in  their  {hop  for  him. 

Balph.  My  beloved  Squire  Tim,  ftand out,  admit  this] 
were  a Defart,  andovpr  it  a Knight  Errant  pricking,  and 
I Ihould  bid  you  enquire  of  his  intents,  what  would  you] 
fay? 

Tim.  Sir,  my  Mailer  fent  me  to  know  whither  you  are] 
riding? 

Ralph. 
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Ralph.  No,  thus  j fair  Sir,  the  Right  courteous,  and  valiant 
Knight  of  the  Burning  Peftle,  commanded  me  to  enquire 
upon  what  adventure  you  are  bound,  whether  to  relieve 
Tome  diftrefled  Damfel,  or  otherwife. 

Cit.  Whorfon  blockhead  cannot  remember. 

JFife.  Pfaith,  and  Ralph  told  him  on’t  before : all  the 
Gentlemen  heard  him,  did  he  not  Gentlemen,  did  not 
Ralph  td\  him  on’t? 

George.  Fight  courteous  and  valiant  Knight  of  the  Burning 
Pejile,  here  is  a diftreiled  Damfel,  to  have  a halfepenny 
worth  of  Pepper. 

IFife.  That’s  a good  boy,  fee,  the  little  boy  can  hit  it, 
by  my  troth  it’s  a fine  child. 

Ralph.  Relieve  her  with  all  courteous  language,  now 
(hut  up  Ihop,  no  more  my  Prentice,,  but  my  trufty  Squire 
and  Dvvarfe,  I muft  befpeak  my  Shield,  and  arming 
Peftle. 

Cit.  Go  thy  ways  Ralph,  as  1 am  a true  man,  thou  art 
the  belt  on  ’em  ail. 

JP'ife.  Ralph,  Ralph. 

Balph.Whzt  fay  you  Miftrifs  ? 

irfe.  I prethee  come  again  quickly,  fweet  Ralph. 

Ralph.  By  and  by.  Exit  Ralph. 

E«re*’Jafper  and  his  Mother  Mifirifs  Merry-thought. 

Mijl.  Mer.  Give  thee  my  blefting?  no,  Pll  never  give 
thee  my  blelTing,  I’ll  fee  thee  hang’d  firft  ■,  it  fnall  ne’r 
be  faid  I gave  thee  my  bleffing : thou  art  thy  Fathers  own 
‘Son,  of  the  bloud  of  the  Merry-thoughts I may  curie  the 
time  that  e’r  1 knew  thy  Father,  he  hath  {pent  all  his  own, 
and  mine  too,  and  when  I tell  him  of  it,  he  laughs  and 
dances,  and  lings  and  cries-,  A merry  heart  lives  long-a.  And 
thou  art  a waft-thrift,  and  art  run  away  from  thy  Mafter, 
that  lov’d  thee  well,  and  art  come  tome,  and  I have  laid 
up  a little  for  my  younger  Son  M/cW/,andthouthinkftto 
belle  that,  but  thou  Ihalt  never  be  able  to  do  it.  Come 
hither  Michael,  come  Michael,  down  on  thy  knees,  thou 
Ihalt  have  my  blefling.  Enter  Michael. 

Mith.  I pray  you  Mother  pray  to  God  toblefs  me. 

M if.  Mer.  God  blefs  thee  : but  Jafper  fliall  never  have 
my  blefting,  he  lhallbe  hang’d  firft,  fliall  he  not  Michael} 
howfaift  thou? 

Mich.  Yes  forfooth  Mother  and  grace  of  God. 

Mif.  Mer.  That’s  a good  boy. 

IKife.  Pfaith  it’s  a fine  fpoken  child : 

Ja^.  Mother,  though  you  forget  a Parents  love, 

I muft  prefervethe  duty  of  a child: 

Iran  not  from  my  Mafter,  nor  return 
To  have  your  ftock  maintain  my  idleoels. 

Wife.  Ungracious  child  I warrant  him,  harke  how  he 
chops  Logick  with  his  Mother  : thou  hadft  beft  tell  her 
Ihe  lies,  do,  tell  her  Ihe  lies. 

Cit.  If  he  were  my  fon,  I would  hang  him  up  by  the 
heels,  and  flea  him,  and  fait  him,  whorfon  halter-fack. 

Jafp.  M^coming  only  is  to  beg  your  love. 

Which  l‘)^r  though  1 never  gain  it, 

Andhowioever  you  efteem  of  me. 

There  is  no  drop  of  bloud  hid  inthele  veins. 

But  I remember  well  belongs  to  you. 

That  brought  me  forth^  and  would  be  glad  for  you 
To  rip  them  all  again,  and  let  it  out. 

Miji.Mer.  Pfaith  I had  forrow  enough  for  thee:  (God 
knows)  but  Pll  hamper  thee  well  enough : get  thee  in  thou 
•vagabond,  get  thee  in,  and  learn  of  thy  brother  Michael. 

Old  Mfr.  within.  Nofe,  Nofe,  joVy  red  Nofe,  and  rvho  gave 
thee thU jolly  red  Nofe! 

Mifl.  Mer.  Hark  my  Husband  he’s  finging  and  hoiting. 
And  I’m  fain  to  cark  and  care,  and  all  little  enough. 
Husband,  Charles,  Charles  Merry-thought. 

Enter  Old  Merry-thought. 

Old  Mer.  Nutmegs  and  Ginger,  Cinamon  and  Cloves, 
And  they  gave  me  this  jolly  red  Nofe. 


Mifl.  Mer.  If  you  would  conlider  your  eftate,  you  would 
have  little  lift  to  fing,  1-vvilIe. 

Old  Mer.  It  ftiould  never  be  confider’d,  while  it  were  an 
eftate,  if  I thought  it  would  fpoil  my  linging. 

Miji.Mer.  But  how  wilt  thou  Charles,  thou  art  an  old 
man,  and  thou  canft  not  work,  and  thou  haft  not  forty  (hil- 
lings left,  and  thou  cateft  good  meat,  and  drinkeft  good 
drink,  and  laugheft  ? 

Old  Mer.  And  will  doe. 

Miji.Mer.  But  how  wiltthou  come  by  it  Charles  ? 

Old  Mer.  How  ? why  how  have  I done  hitherto  thefe 
forty  years?  I never  came  into  my  Dining-room,  but  at  ele- 
ven and  fix^a  clock,  1 found  excellent  meat  and  drink  a’ th’ 
Table;  myCloadis  were  never  worn  out,  but  next  morn- 
ing a Tailor  brought  me  anew  luit^  and  without  queftion 
it  will  be  fo  ever  ! ule  makes  perfeftnefs.  If  all  fnould  fail, 
it  is  but  a little  ftraining  my  lelf  extraordinary,  and  laugh 
my  felf  to  death. 

Wife.  It’s  a foolifhold  man  this:  is  not  hs  George? 

Cit.  YesCuniiy. 

Wife.  Give  me  a penny  i’  th’  purfe  while  I live  George. 

Cit.  I byLady  Cunnie,  hold  thee  there. 

Miji.Mer.  Weil  you  promis’d  to  provide  for 

Jafper,  and  I have  laid  up  for  Michael : I pray  you  pay  Jaf- 
per his  portion,  he’s  come  home,  and  he  lhall  not  coiilume 
Michaels  ftock : he  faies  his  Mafter  turn’d  him  away,  but 
I promife  you  truly,  I think  he  ran  away. 

Wife.  No  indeed  Mijhifs  Merry-thought,  though  he  be  a 
notable  gallows,  yet  Pll  alFure  you  his  Mafter  did  turn  him 
away,  even  in  this  place,  ’twasi’faith  within  this  half  hour, 
about  his  Daughter,  my  Husband  was  by. 

Cit.  Hang  him  rogue,  he  I'erv’d  him  well  enough  : love 
his  Mafters  Daughter ! by  my  troth  Cunnie,  if  there  were 
a thoufandboys,  thou  wouldlt  fpoil  them  all,  with  taking 
their  parts  -,  let  his  Mother  alone  with  him. 

Wife.  I George,  but  yet  truth  is  truth. 

Old.  Mer.  Where  is  J^rr?  he’s  welcome  however,call 
him  in,  he  lhall  have  his  portion,  is  he  merry  / 

Enter  Jafper  and  Michael. 

Mifl.  Mer.  I foul  chive  him,  he  is  too  merry.  Jafper. 
Michael. 

old  Mer.  Welcome  Jafper,  though  thou  run’ft  away, 
welcome,  God  blefs  thee,  ’tis  thy  mothers  mind  thou  ftiouldft 
receive  thy  portion : thou  haft  been  abroad,  and  I hope  haft 
learnt  experience  enough  to  govern  it : thou  art  of  fuffici- 
ent  years,  hold  thy  hand;  one,  two,  three,  four,  five,  fix, 
feven,  eight,  nine,  there  is  ten  Ihillings  for  thee,  thruft  thy 
felf  into  the  world  with  that,  and  take  fome  fetled  courfe, 
if  fortune  crofs  thee,  thou  haft  a retiring  place;,  come 
home  to  me,  I have  twenty  Ihillings  left,  be  a good  Huf- 
band,  that  is,  wear  ordinary  Cloaths,  eat  the  beft  meat, and 
drink  the  beft  drink;,  be  merry,  and  give  to  the  poor,  and 
and  beheve  me,  thou  haft  no  end  of  thy  goods. 

Ji’fp.  Long  may  you  live  free  from  all  thought  of  ill. 
And  long  have  caufe  to  be  thus  merry  ftill. 

But  Father  ? 

Old  Mer.  No  more  words  Jafper,  get  thee  gone,  thOu 
haft  my  blelTing,  thy  Fathers  fpirit  upon  thee.  Farev\^el 
Jafper  ■,  but  yet,  or  e’r  you  part  ( oh  cruel ) kifs  me,  kifs 
me  fweeting,  mine  own  dear  jewel : So,  now  begone  ■,  no 
words. 

(lyiiVEttUr  Jafper, 

Mifl.  Mer.  So  Michael,  now  get  thee  gone  too. 

Mich.  Yes  forfooth  Mother,  but  Pil  have  my  Father  s 
blefting  firft. 

Miji.  Mer.  No  Michael,  ’tis  no  matter  for  his  blefting:, 
thou  haft  my  blelTing,  begone  ■,  I’ll  fetch  my  money  and 
jewels,  and  follow  thee : Pll  ftay  no  longer  with  him  I war 
rant  thee  •,  txuXy  Charles  Pllbegontoo. 

Old  Mer.  What  you  will  not  ? 
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Old  Mer.  What  you  will  not  ? 

MilL  Mer.  Yes  indeed  will  I.  n.  u 

Old  Mer.  Hay  ho,  farewel  Nan^  I’ll  never  trufl:  wench 

more  again,  if  1 can.  . , 

Ai/(^  Mer.  You  lltall  not  think  (when  all  your  own  is  gone) 

to  fpend  that  I have  been  feraping  up  for  Michael. 

Old  Met.  Farewel  good  wife,  i exped  it  not  - al 
to  do  in  this  world,  is  to  be  merry ; which  1 lhall,  it  tne 
ground  be  not  taken  from  me;  and  if  it  be. 

When  Earth  and  Seas  from  me  are  reft, 

The  Skies  aloft  for  me  are  left. 

Boy  danceth^  MifJicK: 

FinU  ACtus  Primi. 

If  ife  ril  be  fworn  he’s  a merry  old  Gentleman  for  all 
that;  Harlc,  hark  Husband,  hark.  Fiddles , Fiddles -,  now 
furely  they  go  finely.  They  fay ’tisprefent  death  forthefe 
Fidlerstotune  their  Rebecks  before  the  great  grace, 
is’t  not  George'^.  But  look,  look,  here’s  a youth  dances: 
now  good  youth  do  a turn  o’  th’  toe  Svyeet;heait,  1 faith 
i’ll  have  Ka’phcomc.,  and  do  fome  of  his  Gambols-,  he  11 
ride  the  Wild  Mare  Gentlemen,  ’twould  do  your  hearts 
good  to  fee  him:  I thank  you  kind  youth,  pray  bid  Ralph 

Pe-ace  Connie.  Sirrah,  you  fciirvyboy,  bid  the  Play- 
ers fend  Ralph,  or  by  gods and  they  do  not,  1’  ‘ tear 

fome  of  their  Periwigs  befide  their  heads;  this  is  ail  Kilt- 

Raff; 


JBus  SecunduL 

ScdiUd  Prima. 

Enter  Merchant  and  Humphrey. 


Uerch.  And  how  faith?  how  goes  it  no^N  Son  Humphrey  t 

Hum.  Right  worlliipful  and  my  beloved  Iriend 
And  Father  dear,  this  matter’s  at  an  end. 

Merch.  ’Tiswell,  itlhould  befo,  I’m  glad  the  Gu  I 
Isfound  Ibtraftable. 

Hum.  Nay,  llie  mult  whirl 
From  hence,  and  you  mull  wink : forfo  I fay, 

The  llory  tells  to  morrow  before  day. 

Wifi.  George,  doft  thou  think  in  thy  confcience  now ’twill 
be  a match?  tell  me  but  what  thou  think’ft  fweet  Rogue, 
thou  feellthe  poor  Gentleman  (dear  heart)  how  it  labours 
and  throbs  I warrant  you,  to  be  at  reft ; I’ll  go  move  the 
Father  for’t. 

Cit.  No,  no,  I prethee  fit  ftill  Floney-fuckle,  thou’lt 
fpoil  all-,  if  he  deny  him,  I’ll  bring  half  a dozen  good 
fkows  myfelf,  and  in  the  fliutting  of  an  evening  knock’t 
up,  and  there’s  an  -end. 

Wife.  I’llbuFs  thee  for  that  I’faith  boy-,  well  George,  well 
you  have  been  a wag  in  your  days  I warrant  you  : but  God 
forgive  you,  and  I do  with  all  my  heart. 

Mer.  How  was  it  Son?  you  told  me  that  to  morrow 
Before  day  break,  you  muft  convey  her  hence. 

Hum.  I muft,  1 muft,  and  thus  it  is  agreed. 

Your  Daughter  rides  upon  a brown-bay  Steed, 

I on  a Sorrel,  which  I bought  of  Brian, 

The  honeft  Holt  of  the  red  roaring  Lion 
In  Waltham  fituate : then  if  you  may, 

Confentin  leemly  fort,  left  by  delay. 

The  fatal  Sifters  come,  and  do  the  office. 

And  then  you’ll  ling  another  Song. 

Merch.  Alas. 

\^^hy  Ihould  you  be  thus  full  of  grief  to  me  , 

That  do  as  willing  as  yourfelf  agree 
To  anything  foit  be  good  and  fair  ? 

Then  fteal  her  when  you  will,  if  fucha  pleafiire 


Content  you  both,  I’llfleep  and  never  fee  it. 

To  make  your  joys  more  full ; but  tell  me  why 
You  may  not  here  perform  your  marriage  ? 

Wife.  Godsblelling  o’thy  foul,  old  man,  i’faith  thou  art 
loth  to  part  true  hearts ; I fee  a has  her,  George,  and  I’m  as 
glad  on’t-,  well, go  thy  ways  Humphrey  for  fair  afpokenman, 

I believe  thou  haft  not  thy  fellow  within  the  walls  of  ] 
London,  and  I fliould  fay  the  Suburbs  too,I  Ihould  not  lie : 
why  doft  not  thou  rejoycewith  me  George} 

Cit.  If  I could  but  fee  Ralph  again,  I were  as  merry  as 

(mine  Holt  i’  faith. 

^ifcmThe  caufe  you  feem  to  ask,  I thus  declarej 
Help  me  oh  Mufes  nine,  your  Daughter  fware 
A fbolilh  oath,  the  more  it  was  the  pity : 

Yet  none  but  my  felf  within  this  City 
Shall  dare  to  fay  fo,  but  a bold  defiance 
Shall  meet  him,  were  he  of  the  noble  Science. 

And  yet  llie  fware,  and  yet  why  did  flie  fwear  ? 

Truly  I cannot  tell,  unlefs  it  were 
For  her  own  eafe  -.  for  fure  fometimes  an  oath. 

Being  fworn  thereafter,  is  like  cordial  broth. 

And  this  it  was,  Ihe  fwore  never  to  marry, 

But  fuch  a one  whofe  mighty  arm  could  carry 
(As  meaning  me,  for  I am  fuch  a one  ) 

Her  bodily  away  through  flick  and  Hone, 

Till  both  of  us  arrive  at  her  requeft. 

Some  ten  miles  off  in  the  wide  W altham  Forreft. 

Merch.  If  thisbeall,  you  lhall  not  need  to  fear 
Any  denial  in  your  love,  proceed, 

I’ll  neither  follow,  nor  repent  the  deed. 

Hum.  Good  night,  twenty  good  nights,  and  twenty  more. 
And  twenty  more  good  nights,  that  makes  tlireefcore. 

Exeunt.  \ 

Enter  Merry-thought,  and  her  S on  Michnel. 

Mift.Mer.  Come  Michael,  art  thou  not  weary  Boy? 

Mich.  Noforlboth  Mother  not  I. 

MijK  Mer.  Where  be  we  now  child  ? 

Mich.  Indeed  forfooth  Mother  I cannot  tell,  unlefs  we  be 
at  Mi  Wend,  is  not  all  the  world  MiWend,  Mother? 

Miji.  Mer.  No  Michael,  not  all  the  world  boy^  but  I can 
affiire  thee  Michael,  Mile-end  is  a goodly  matter,  there 
has  been  a pitcht  field  my  child,  between  the  naughty  j 
niels,  and  the  Englijhmen,  and  the  Spaniels  ran  away  Mi- 
chael, and  the  Englifhmen  followed : my  neighbor  Coxflone 
was  there  boy,  and  kill’d  them  all  with  a birding-piece. 
M/ch.'-  Mother  forfooth. 

MiJi.  Mer.  What  faysmy  white  boy  ? 

Mich.  Shall  not  my  Father  go  with  us  too? 

Milt.  Mer.  No  Michael,  let  thy  Father  go  fhick  up,  he 
fnall  never  come  between  a pair  of  Iheets  with  me  again, 
while  he  lives ; let  himftay  at  home  and  fing  for  his  fup- 
per  boy^  come  child  fit  down,  and  I’ll  fhew  my  boy  fine 
knacks  indeed,  look  here  Michael,  here’s  a Ring,  and 
here’s  a Bruch,  and  here’s  a Bracelet,  and  here’s  two  Rings 
more,  and  here’s  Money,  and  Gold  by  th’  eye  my  boy. 

Mich.  Shall  I have  all  this  Mother  ? 

M/jf.  Mer.  I Michael  thou  fhalt  have  all  Michael. 

Cit.  How  lik’ft  thou  this  wench  ? 

Wife.  I cannot  tell,  I would  have  Ralph,  George-,  I’ll  feel 
no  more  elfe  indeed;  law,  and  I pray  you  let  the  youths 
underftand  fb  much  by  word  of  mouth,  for  I will  tell  you 
truly,  I’m  afraid  o’my  boy : come,  come  George,  let’s  be  I 
merry  and  wife,  the  child’s  a fatherlefs  child,  and  lay 
they  fhould  put  him  into  a ftrait  pair  of  Gaskins,  ’twere  | 
worfe  than  knot-grafs,  he  would  never  grow  after  it. 


Enter  Ralph,  Squire,  and  Dwarfe. 

Cit.  Here’s  Ralph,  here’s  Ralph 
Wife.  How  do  you  Ralph}  you  are  welcome  Ralph,  as  I 
may  fay,  it’  a good  boy,  hold  up  thy  head,  ana  be  not 
afraid,  we  are  thy  friends.  Ralph,the  Gentlemen  will  praile 
thee  Ralph,  if  thou  plai’ft:  thy  part  with  audacity,  begin 
Ralphs.  Gods  name. 

Ralph. 
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Ralph.  My  truHy  Squire  uniace  my  Helme,  give  me  my 
hat,  where  are  we,  or  what  delart  might  this  be  ? 

Prv.  Mirror  of  Knigthood,  this  is,  as  I take  it,’ the  peri- 
lous JFalthamDown-.,  in  whofe  bottom  ftands  the  inchanted 
Valley. 

Miji.  Mer.  Oh  Michael,  we  are  betraid,  we  arebetraid, 
here  be  Giants,  tiieboy,  flieboyfiie 

Mother  <jWxMichael. 

Ralph.  Lace  on  my  Helme  again:  whatnoife  is  this? 

A gentle  Lady  flying  the  embrace 
Of  fomeuncourteous  Knight,  I will  relieve  her. 

Go  Squire,  and  fay,  the  Knight  that  wears  thisPeflle 
In  honor  of  all  Ladies  fw  ears  revenge 
Upon  that  recreant  Coward  that  purfues  her, 

Goe  comfort  her,  and  that  fame  gentle  Squire 
That  bears  her  company. 

Squ.  1 go  brave  Knight. 

Ralph.  xMytruflry  Dwarf  and  friend,  reach  me  my  fliield. 
And  hold  it  while  I fwear,  firftby  my  Knighthood, 

Then  by  jthe  Ibul  of  Amadis  de  Gaule, 

My  famous  Anceftor,  then  by  my  Sw'ord, 

The  beauteous  Brh?teUa  girt  about  me, 

By  this  bright  burning  Peftle  of  mine  honor. 

The  living  Trophic,  and  by  all  refped 
Due  to  diilrelled  Damfels,  here  I vow 
Never  to  end  the  quell  of  this  fair  Lady, 

And  that  for  faken  Squire,  till  by  my  valour 
I gain  their  liberty. 

Vw.  Heaven  blefs  the  Knight 
That  thus  relieves  poor  errant  Gentlewomen . Exit. 

Wife.  I marry  Ralph,  this  has  fonie  favour  in’t,  I would 
fee  the  proudeft  of  them  all  offor  to  carry  his  Books  after 
him.  But  Georze,  I will  not  have  him  go  away  lb  foon,  I 
lhall  be  fick  if  he  go  away,  that  I lhall  call  Ralph  again 
George,  Q2\\Ralph  again,  I prethee  fweetheart  let  him  come 
fight  before  me,  aiidiet’s  ha  fome  Drums,  and  Trumpets, 
and  let  him  kill  all  that  comes  near  him,  and  thou  lov’ft 
me  George. 

Cit.  Peace  a little  bird,  he  lhall  kill  them  all,  and  they 
vvereTwenty  more  on ’em  then  there  are. 

Enter  Jafper. 

Jafp.  Now  fortune,  if  thou  be’ll:  not  only  ill, 

Shew  me  thy  better  face,  and  bring  about 
Thy  defperate  wdieel,  that  I may  climb  at  length 
And  Hand,  this  is  our  place  of  meeting, 

If  love  have  any  conftancy.  Oh  age ! 

Where  only  wealthy  men  are  counted  happy : 

How  fliall  I pleafe  thee?  how  defervethy  fmiles? 

When  I am  only  rich  in  mifery  .<’ 

My  fathers  blelTing,  and  this  little  coin 
Is  my  inheritance,  a ftrong  revenue. 

From  earth  thou  art,  and  to  earth  I give  thee. 

There  grow  and  multiply,  whilft  frefher  air  Spies  the 
Breeds  me  a frefher  fortune:  how,  illufion!  Casket. 

What  hath  the  Devil  cbyn’d  himfelf  before  me  ? 

’Tis  mettle  good,  it  rings  well,  lam  waking. 

And  taking  too  I hope,  now  Gods  dear  blefling 
Upon  his  heart  that  left  it  here,  ’tis  mine, 

Thefe  pearls,  I take  it,  were  not  left  for  Swine.  Exit. 

Wife.  I do  not  like  that  this  unthrifty  youth  fliould  em- 
befil  away  the  money,  the  poor  Gentlewoman  his  mother 
will  have  a heavy  heart  for  it,  God  knows. 

Cit.  And  reafon good,  fweetheart. 

Wife.  But  let  him  go.  I’ll  tell  a tale  in’s  ear,  lhall 
fetch  him  again  with  a wanion,!  warrant  him,  if  he  be  above 
ground^  andbefidesGwr^f,  here  be  a number  of  fufficient 
Gentlemen  can  witnefs,  and  my  felf,  and  your  felf,  and 
the  Muficians,  if  we  be  call’d  in  queftion,  but  here  comes 
Ralph,  George , thou  lhalt  hear  him  fpeak,  as  he  were  an 
Emperal. 


Enter  Ralph  and  Dwarfe. 

Ralph.  Comes  not  Sir  Squire  again  ? 

Dn^arf.  Right  courteous  Knight, 
our  Squire  doth  come,  and  with  him  comes  the  Lady. 

Enter  Mijhifs  Mer.  and  Michael,  and  Sqal 


lire. 


-d  c:„  alUKe  ™o„e,  , 


For  and  the  Squire  of  Damfels  as  I take  it. 
ic^/f.  Madam,  if  any  fervice  or  devoir 
1 a poor  errant  Knight  may  right  your  wrongs 
Command  it  I am  prelt  to  give  you  fuccor  ® ’ 

For  to  that  holy  end  1 bear  my  Armour.  * 

M/jt.  Mer.  Alas,  Sir,  I am  a poor  Gentlewoman  and  t 
have  loft  my  money  in  this  Forreft.  and  I 

jFxfui lay^Lady,  and  not  loft 
\\  nillt  1 have  Sword  and  Launce,  dryup  vourtear? 

W hich  il  befits  the  beauty  of  that  face  f 
And  tell  the  fiory,  if  I may  requeltit 
Or  your  dilaftrous  fortune.  * 

Mer.  Out  alas,  I left 

pound, 
on 

^ Giant 

1 am  as  you  are.  Lady,  fo  are  they 
why  weeps  this  gentle  Squire  ? 

he  hflSis”rherl^«1“'=  you 'think,  when 

Tif  yo^Shopcof  valour,  weep  not,  I am  here 
rhat  will  Confound  thy  foe,  and  pay  it  dear 
Uponhis  coward  head,  that  dare  denie, 

Diftrefled  Squires,  and  Ladies  equity, 
f have  but  one  horfe,  on  which  fhall  ride 
This  Lady  fair  behind  me,  and  before 
This  courteous  Squire,  fortune  will  give  us  more 
Upon  our  next  adventure  ^ fairly  fpeed 
Belide  us  Squire  aed  Dwarfe  to  do  us  need.  . Exeunt. 

u ^ would  do  ? 

by  the  faith  of  my  body  wench,  for  clean  aftion  and  good 
delivery,  they  may  allcafl  their  caps  at  him. 

Wife.  And  fo  they  may  i’faith,  for  I dare  fpeak  it  bold- 
ly,  the  twelve  Companies  of  London  cannot  match  him, 
timber  for  timber : well  George,  and  he  be  not  inveigled 
by  fome  of  thefe  paltery  Players,  I ha  much  marvel ; but 
Georgewe  ha  done  our  parts,  if  the  Boy  have  any  grace  to 
be  thankful. 

Cit.  Fes,  I warrant  you  duckling. 

Enter  Humphrey  and  Luce. 

Hum.  Good  Miftrifs  Luce,  how  ever  I in  fault  am, 

For  your  lame  horfe  ^ you’re  welcome  unto  Waltham. 

But  which  way  now  to  go,  or  what  to  fay 
I know  not  truly  till  it  be  broad  day. 

Luce.  Ofear  not  mafter  Humphrey,  I am  guide 
For  this  place  good  enough. 

Hum.  Then  up  and  ride, 

Or  if  it  pleafe  you,  walk  for  your  repofe. 

Or  fit,  or  if  you  will,  go  pluck  a Rofe : 

Either  of  which  fliall  be  indifferent. 

To  your  good  friend  and  Humphrey,  whofe  conlent 
Is  fo  intangled  ever  to  your  will. 

As  the  poor  harmlefs  horfe  is  to  the 
Luce.  Faith  and  you  fay  the  word,  we’Jle’n  fit  down, 
And  take  a nap. 

Hum.  ’Tis  better  in  the  Town, 

Where  we  may  nap  together : for  believe  me, 

Tofleep  without  a fnatch  would  mickle  grieve  me< 

Luce.  Y ou’re  merry  mafter  Humphrey. 

Hum.  So  I am. 

And  have  been  ever  merry  from  my  Dam. 

Luce.  Your  Nurle  had  the  lefs  labour. 

Hum. 


Enter 


The  Kjiight;  of  the  TurningTejlle, 

Faith  itmay  be, 

llnleis  it  were  by  chance  I didberayme. 

Enter  Jafper. 

Jafp.  Lwce,  dear  friend  Litce^ 

Luce.  Here  Jafper. 

Jaj'p.  You  are  mine. 

Him.  If  It  be  fo,  my  friend,  you  ufe  me  fine  r 

What  do  you  think  I am? 

Jafp.  An  arrant  Noddy. 

Hmn.  A word  of  obloquie : now  by  gods  body, 

I’ll  tell  thy  Mafter,  for  I know  thee  well. 

' Jafp.  N^y,  and  you  be  fo  forward  for  to  tell, 

,•  Take  that,^  and  that,  and  tell  him.  Sir,  I gave  it: 

And  fay  I paid  you  well. 

Him.  O Sir  I have  it, 

And  do  confefs  the  payment,  pray  be  quiet. 

Jafp.  Go,  get  you  to  your  night-cap  and  the  diet. 

To  cure  your  beaten  bones. 

Luce.  Alas,  poor  Humphrey., 

Get  thee  fome  wholfome  broth  with  Sage  and  Cumfrie : 

A little  oil  of  Roles  and  a Feather 

Tonoint  thy  back  withal. 

Hum.  When  I came  hither. 

Would  I had  gone  to  Pezm  with  JobnDorry. 

Luce.  Farewelm.y  pretty  Nump,  lamveryforry 
, I cannot  bear  thee  company. 

Hum.  Farewel, 

The  DevilsDam  was  ne’r  fo  bang’d  in  Hell.  Exeunt. 

Manet  Humphrey. 

IL'ife.  This  young  will  prove  me  another  Things, 

a my  confcience  and  he  may  be  fiifiered  ^ George.,  doft  not 
CcQ  George  how  afwaggers,  and  flies  at  the  very  heads  afokes 
as  he  were  a Dragon  ^ well  if  I do  not  do  his  leflbn  for 
wronging  the  poor  Gentleman,  I am  no  true  Woman,  his 
friends  that  brought  him  up  might  have  been  better  occu- 
pied, I wis,  then  have  taught  him  thefe  fegaries : he’s  e’n 
in  the  high-way  to  the  Gallows,  Godblefs  him. 

Cit.  You’re  too  bitter,  Connie^  the  young  rhanmay  do 
well  enough  for  all  this. 

Wife.  Come  hither  mafter  Humphrey.,  has  he  hurt  you  ? 
nowbeihrew  his  fingers  for’t,  here  Sweet-heart,  here’s  fome 
Green  Ginger  for  thee,  now  befhrew  my  heart,  but  a has 
Peppcr-nel  in’s  head,  as  big  as  a Pullets  egg : alas,  fweet 
Lamb,  how  thy  Temples  beat  j take  the  peace  on  him  fweet 
heart,  take  the  peace  on  him  . 

Enter  a Boy. 

Cit.  No, no,  you  talk  like  a foolifh  woman,  VWhzRalph 
fight  with  him,  and  fwinge  him  up  well-favour’dly.  firrah 
boy  come  hither,  let  come  in  and  fight  with  Jafper., 

Wife.  I and  beat  him  well,,  he’s  an  unhappy  boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  you  muft  pardon  us,  the  plot  of  our  Play  lies 
contrary,  and  ’twill  hazard  the  fpoiling  of  our  Play. 

Cit.  Plot  me  no  plots,  I’ll  ha  Ralph  come  out,  i’ll  make 
yourhoule  too  hot  for  youelfe. 

B oy.  Why  Sir,he  fball,  but  if  any  thing  fall  out  of  order, 
the  Gentlemen  muft  pardon  us. 

Cit.  Go  your  ways  good-man  boy.  I’ll  hold  him  a penny 
he  fhall  have  his  belly  full  of  fighting  now,  ho  here  comes 
Ralph,  no  more. 

Ralph,  Merry.  Michael,  Squire.  andDwzxL 

Ralph.  What  Knight  is  thai,Squire,  ask  him  if  he  keep 
The  paflage  bound  by  love  of  Lady  fair. 

Or  elfe  but  prickant. 

Hum.  Sir,  I am  no  Knight, 

But  a poor  Gentleman,  that  this  fame  night, 

Had  ftoln  from  me  on  yonder  Green, 

My  lovely  Wife,  and  fuffered  to  be  feea 

Yet  extant  on  my  fhoulderr  fuch  a greeting. 

That  whilft  I live,  I fhall  think  of  that  meeting. 

Wife.  I Ralph,  he  beat  him  unmercifully,  and  thou 

fpar’ft  him  R alph,  I would  thoa  wert  hang’d, 

Cit.  No  more,  wife,  no  more. 

Ralph.  Where  is  the  Caitiff  wretch  hath  done  this  deed. 
Lady,  your  pardon,  that  I may  proceed 

Upon  the  queftof  this  injurious  Knight. 

And  thon  fair  Squire  repute  me  not  theworfe, 

In  leaving  the  great  venture  of  the  purfe. 

Enter  Jafper  Luce. 

And  the  rich  Casket  till  fome  better  leifure. 

Hum  .Here  comes  the  Broker  hath  purloin’d  my  treafure. 

Ralph.  Go,  Squire,  and  tell  him  I am  here. 

An  Errant  Knight  at  Arms,  to  crave  delivery 

Of  that  fair  Lady  to  her  own  Knights  arms. 

If  he  deny,  bid  him  take  choice  of  ground, 

And  fo  defie  him. 

Squire.  From  the  Knight  that  bears 

The  Golden  Pejile,  I defie  thee  Knight. 

Unlefs  thou  make  fair  reftitution 

Of  that  bright  Lady. 

Ji^fp’  Tell  the  Knight  that  fent  thee 

He  is  an  afs,  and  I will  keep  the  wench. 

And  Imock  his  Head-piece. 

Balph.  Thou  art  but  dead. 

If  thou  recall  not  thy  uncourteous  terms : 

Wife.  Break’s  pate  Ralph,  break’s  pate  foundly. 

Jafp.  Come  Knight,  I am  ready  for  you, now  your  Peftle. 

Snatches  axpoy  his  Fejile. 

Shall  try  what  temper.  Sir,  your  Mortar’s  of: 

With  that  he  flood  upright  in  his  ftirrops. 

And  gave  the  Knight  of  the  Calve-skin  fuch  a knock. 

That  heforfook  his  horfe,  and  down  he  fell. 

And  then  he  leaped  upon  him,  and  plucking  off  his  Helmet. 

Hum.  Nay,  and  my  noble  Knight  be  down  fofoon. 
Though  I can  fcarcely  go,  I needs  muft:  run- 

Exit  Humphrey  Ralph* 

Wife.  Run  Ralph,  run  Ralph,  run  for  thy  life  hop, Jafper 
comes,  Jafper  comes. 

Jafp.  ComcL«C(?,  we  muft  have  other  Arms  for  you, 
Humphrey  znd G olden Pelilehoth  adieu.  Exeunt. 

Wife.  Sure  the  Devil,  Godblefs  us,  is  in  this  Springald, 
why  George,  didft  ever  fee  fuch  a fire-dtake,  I am  afraid 
my  boy’s  mifearried  ^ if  he  be,  though  he  were  Mafter 
Merry  - thoughts  Son  a thoufand  times,  iftherebeany  Law  in 
England,  I’ll  make  fome  of  them  fmart  for’t. 

Cit.  No,  no,  I have  found  out  the  matter  fweet-heart, 
Jafper  is  enchanted  as  fure  as  we  are  here,  he  is  enchant- 
ed, he  could  no  more  have  flood  in  Ralph"* s hands,  than  I 
can  Hand  in  my  Lord  M^apor’s ; I’ll  have  a Ringto  difco  zer 
all  enchantments,  and  K^7/pf>  fhall  beat  him  yet  r be  no  more 
vext,  fork  fhall  be  fo. 

Enter  Ralph,  Squire,Dwarfe,  M/ffriJ}  Merry-thought, 
and  Michael. 

Wife.  Oh  Husband,  here’s  Ralph  again,  ftay  Ralph,  let 
me  fpeak  with  thee,  how  doft  thou  Ralph}  art  thou  not 
fhrewdly  hurt  ? the  foul  great  Lungieslaid  unmercifully  on 
thee,  there’s  fome  Sugar-candy  for  thee,  proceed,  thou 
(halt  have  another  bout  with  him. 

Cit.  If  Ralph  had  him  at  the  Fencing-School,  if  he  did 
not  make  a puppy  of  him,  and  drive  him  up  and  down 
the  School,  he  fhould  ne’r  come  in  myfhopmore. 

Mif  Mer.  Truly  mafter  Knight  of  the  Burning  Fejile,  I 
am  weary. 

Mich.  Indeed-Iaw  Mother,  .and  I am  very  hungry. 

Ralph.  T ake  comfort  gentle  Dame,  and  your  fair  Squire. 
For  in  this  Defart  there  muft  needs  be  plac’d 

Many  ftrong  Caftles,  held  by  courteous  Knights, 

And  till  I bring  youfafe  to  one  of  thofe 

I fwear  by  this  my  Order  ne’r  to  leave-yon. 

Wife. 

2 he  Kjiightof  the  ‘Burning  Befile. 
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Wife.  Well  faid  Kalph^  George^Ratph  was  ever  comfort- 
able, was  he  not  ? 

Cit.  Yes  Duck. 

I lhall  ne’r  forget  him : when  we  had  loft  our 
child,  you  know  it  was  ft  raid  almoft  alone, to 
and  the  Cryers  were  abroad  for  it,  and  there  it  had  drown’d 
it  felf  but  for  a Sculler,  Ralph  was  the  molt  comfortableft: 
to  me;  peace  Miftrifs,  faieshe,  let  it  go.  I’ll  get  you  an- 
other as  good,  did  he  not  George  ? did  he  not  fay  fo  ? 

Cit.  Yes  indeed  did  he  Moufe. 

Dtvarfe.  I would  we  had  a meis  of  Pottage,  and  a pot  of 
Drink,  Squire,  and  were  going  to  bed. 

Squire.  Why  we  are  at  fFaltbam  Towns  end,  and  that’s 
the  Bell  Inne.  (Squire, 

Vxvarfe.  Take  courage  valiant  Knight,  Eiamlel,  and 
I have  difcovered,  not  a ftones  call  off. 

An  antient  Caftle  held  by  the  old  Knight 
Of  the  moft  holy  Order  of  the  Bell., 

Who  gives  to  all  Knights  Errant  entertain; 

There  plenty  is  of  food,  and  all  prepar’d. 

By  the  white  hands  of  his  own  Lady  dear. 

He  hath  three  Squires  that  welcome  all  his  Gueftsi 
The  firft,  High  Chamberlain,  who  will  fee 
Our  beds  prepar’d,  and  bring  us  fnowy  fneets. 

Where  never  footman  ftretch’d  his  butter’d  Hams. 

The  fecond  height!  apftro.,  who  will  fee 
Our  pots  full  filled,  and  no  froth  therein;, 

The  third,  a gentle  Squire  Ojilero  height. 

Who  will  our  Palfries  Hick  withwifpsofftravv,  ' 

Andin  the  Maunger  put  themOatsenough, 

And  never  greafe  their  teeth  with  Candle- fnuffc. 

IFife.  That  lame  Dwarfe’s  a pretty  boy,  but  the  Squire’s 
a grout-nold. 

Ralph.  Knock  at  the  Gates  my  Squire,  with  ftiately  Lance. 

Enter  lapfier. 

Tap.  Who’s  there,  you’re  welcome  Gentlemen,  will  you 
fee  a room? 

Vrvarfe.  Right  courteous  and  valiant  Knight  of  the  B-urn- 
ing  Fejik.,  This  is  the  Squite  Tapjiro. 

Ralph.  Fair  Squire  Tapjlro.,  I a wandring  Knight, 

Height  of  the  Burning  Fejile  in  the  queft 
Of  this  fair  Ladies  Casket,  and  wrought  purfe, 

Lofing  my  felf  in  this  vaft  wildernefs. 

And  to  this  Caftle  w^ell  by  fortune  brought. 

Where  hearing  of  the  goodly  entertain 
Your  Knight  of.  holy  Order  of  the  Bell., 

Gives  to  all  Damfels,  and  all  Errant  Knights, 

I thought  to  knock,  and  now  am  bold  to  enter. 

Tapji.  An’t  pleafe  you  fee  a chamber,  you  are  very  wel- 
come. Exeunt. 

IFife.  Geor^ey  I would  have  fomething  done,  and  I can- 
not tell  what  it  is. 

Cit.  What  is  it  Nell  ? 

TFife.  Why  George.,  fhall  Ralphhentno  body  again  ?pre- 
thee  fweet-heart  let  him. 

Cit.  So  he  lhall  Nell.,  and  if  1 joyn  with  him,  we’ll  knock 
them  all. 

Enter  Humphrey  and  Merchant. 

TFife.  O George,  here’s  mafter  Humphrey  again  now,  that 
loft:  Miftrifs  L«cf,  and  Miftrifs  Lwce’s  Father,  xnnitei  Hum- 
phrey will  do  fome  bodies  arrant  I warrant  him. 

Hum.  Father,  it’s  true  in  arms  I ne’r  lhall  clalp  her. 

For  fhe  is  ftoln  away  by  your  man  Jafper. 

TFife.  I thought  he  would  tell  him. 

Mer.  Unhappy  that  I am  tolofe  my  child: 

Now  1 begin  to  think  on  JafpeFswotds, 

Who  oft  hath  urg’d  to  me  thy  foolilhnels. 

Why  didft  thou  let  her  go,  thou  lov’fthernot. 

That  wouldft  bring  home  thy  life,  and  not  bring  her. 

Hum.  Father  forgive  me,  I lhall  tell  you  true, 


Look  on  my  llioulders  they  are  black  and  blue, 

HTilft  too  and  fro  fair  Luce  and  I were  winding. 

He  came  and  bailed  me  with  a hedge  binding. 

Mer.  Getmenandhorfes  ftraight,  we  will  be  there 
Within  this  hour^  you  know  the  place  again  ? 

Hum.  I know  the  place  where  he  my  loins  did  fwaddle. 

I’ll  get  lixhorfes,  and  to  each  afaddle. 

Mer.  Mean  time  I’ll  go  talk  with  JaJpers  Fnther, 

TFife.  George,  What  wilt  thou  lay  with  me  now,  that  Ma- 
fter Humphrey  has  not  Miftrifs  Luce  yet,  fyeakGeurire  what 
wilt  thou  lay  with  me?  ° 

Cit.  No  Nell,  I wnnznt  thee,  Jafper  isntFuckeridge  with 
her  by  this. 

TFife.  Nay  George,  you  mull  confider  Miftrils  Lwt/V/ feet 
are  tender  , and  belides,  ’tis  dark,  and  I promile  you  tru- 
ly, I do  not  fee  how  he  ftouldget  out  of  TFaltham  Forreft 
with  her  yet. 

Cit.  NayCunny,  what  wilt  thou  lay  with  me  that  Ralph 
has  her  not  yet. 

TFife.  I will  not  lay  againft  K^//)/.;,Honny,becaufe'Ihave 
not  fpoken  with  him ; but  look  George,  peace,  here  comes 
the  merry  old  Gentleman  again. 


Enter  old  Merry-thought. 

Old  Mer.  WTen  it  was  grown  to  dark  midnight, 

And  all  were  fall  afleep. 

In  came  Margarets  grimly  Ghoft, 

And  Hood  at  TFiL'iam^s  feet. 

I have  money,  and  meat,  and  drink  before  hand,  till  to 
morrow  at  noon,  why  Ihould  1 be  fad  ? methinks  I have 
halfe  a dozen  jovial  fpiyts  within  me,  I am  three  merry 
men,  and  three  merry  men;  To  what  end  Ihould  any  man 
be  fad  in  this  world?  give  me  a man  that  when  he  goes  to 
hanging  cries  troul  the  black  boul  to  me  : and  a Wo- 
man that  will  fing  a catch  in  her  Travel. . I have  feen  a 
man  come  by  my  door,  with  a feriousface,  in  a black  cloak, 
without  a Hatband,  carrying  his  head  as  if  he  lookt  for 
pins  in  the  ftreet.  I have  lookt  out  of  my  window  halfe  a 
year  after,  and  have  fpied  that  mans  head  upon  London 
Bridge:  ’tis  vile,  never  trull  a Tailor  that  does  not  ling  at 
his  work,  his  mind  is  of  nothing  but  filching. 

TFife.  Mark  this  George,  ’tis  worth  noting ; Godfrey  my 
Tailor,  you  know  never  lings,  and  he  had  fourteen  yards 
to  make  this  Gown-,  and  I’ll  be  fworn,  Miftrifs  Fenijione 
the  Drapers  Wife  had  one  made  with  twelve. 

Old  Mer.  ’Tis  mirth  that  fills  the  veins  with  blood. 

More  than  Wine,  or  Sleep,  or  Food, 

Let  each  man  keep  his  heart  at  eafe 
No  man  dies  of  that  difeafe. 

He  that  would  his  body  keep 
From  difeafes,  muft  not  weep, 

But  whoever  laughs  and  lings. 

Never  his  body  brings 

Into  Feavers,  Gouts,  or  Rhumes, 

Or  lingringiy  his  Lungs  confumes : 

Or  meets  with  aches  in  the  bone. 

Or  Catarrhs,  or  griping  Stone ; 

But  contented  lives  for  aye. 

The  more  he  laughs,  the  more  he  may. 

TFife.  Look how  fayftthou  by  this  George?  is  t 
not  a fine  old  man  Now  Gods  bleflinga  thy  fweet  lips. 
When  wilt  thou  be  fo  merry  George  ? Faith  thou  art  the 
frowmingfl  little  thing,  when  thou  art  angry,  in  a Countrey. 

Enter  Merchant. 


Cit.  Peace  Conny,  Thou  llialt  fee  him  took  down  too  I 
warrant  thee:  here’s  Father  come  now. 

Old  Mer.  As  you  came  from  TFalfingam,  from  the  Holy 
Land,  there  met  you  not  with  my  true  lo\eby  the  way  as 

you  came.  ^ , 

Mer.  Oh  Mafter  Merry-thought  \ my  Daughters  gone. 

This 


i his  mirth  becomes  you  not,  my  Daughter’s  gone. 

OJd  Her.  Why  an  iif  fire  be,  what  care  I / 

Cr  let  her  come,  or  go,  or  tarry. 

Merch.  Mock  not  my  mifery,  it  is  your  Son, 

Whom  I have  made  my  own,  when  all  forlbok  him, 

Has  ftoln  my  only  joy,  my  child  away.  (on  a gray, 

Old  Mer.  He  let  her  on  a milk  white  Steed,and  himfelf  up- 
Ke  never  turn’d  his  face  again,  but  he  bore  her  quite  away. 

Merch.  Unworthy  of  the  kindnefs  I have  Ihewn 
To  thee,  and  thine : too  late,  I well  perceive 
Thou  art  confenting  to  my  Daughters  lofs.  (ter  ? 

OldMer.  YourDaughter,whata-llirs herewi’  y’r  daugh- 
Let  her  go,  think  no  more  on  her,  but  ling  loud.  If  both  my 
fons  were  on  the  gallows,  I would  ling  down.y  down.,  down  : 
they  fall  down,  and  arifethey  never  fliall. 

Merch.  Oh  might  I behold  her  once  again. 

And  Ihe  once  more  embrace  her  aged  lire. 

Old  Mer.  Fie,  how  feurvily  this  goes:  and  Ihe  once  more 
embrace  her  aged  fire?  you’ll  m.ake  a dog  on  her,  will  ye, 
Ihe  cares  much  for  her  aged  lire,  1 warrant  you.  (my. 

She  cares  not  for  her  Daddy,  nor  Ihe  cares  not  for  her  Mara- 
Forlheis,  Ihe  is,  Ihe  is  my  Lord  of  Low-^aves  Lalfie. 

Merch.  For  this  thy  fcorn  I will  purfue 
That  fon  of  thine  to  death. 

Old  Mer.  Do,  and  when  you  ha  kill’d  him, 

Give  him  flowers  i’now  Palmer,  give  him  flowers  i’now. 
Give  him  red  and  white,  and  blue,  green,  and  yellow. 

Merch.  I’ll  fetch  my  Daughter. 

OldMer.  i’ll  hear  no  more  o’ your  Daughter,  it  fpoils  my 
mirth. 

Merch.  I fay  I’ll  fetch  my  Daughter. 

Old  Mer.  Was  never  man  for  Ladies  fake,  down.,  down, 

T ormented  as  I Sir  Guy  ? de  derry^down. 

For  LaaVr  fake,  that  Lady  bright,  down,  down., 

As  ever  men  beheld  with  eye?  de derry  down. 

Merch.  I’ll  be  reveng’d  by  heaven.  Exeunt. 

Muficl{,  Finis  ACt.  Secund. 

Wife.  How  dolt  thou  like  this  George  ? 

Cit.  Why  this  is  well  Cunnie : but  if  Ral^h  were  hot  once  : 
thou  fliouldfl;  fee  more. 

Wife.  The  Fidlers  go  again  Husband. 

Cit.  I Nell,  but  this  is  feurvy  Mufick : I gave  the  whore- 
fon  gallows  money,  and  I think  he  has  not  got  me  the  Waits 
of  Southwarkj  if  1 hear  fiiim  not  anan.  I’ll  twinge  him 
by  the  ears.; 

You^  Muficians  play  Baloo. 

Wife.  No  good  George,  lef’shcLLachrymie.  ■ 

Cit.  Why  this  is  it  Gunny. 

Wife.  It's  all  the  better  George : now  fweet  Lamb,  what 
flory  is  that  painted  upon  the  cloth  ? the  confutation  of 
Saint  Paul? 

Cit.  No  Lamb,  fh^Os  Ralph  ^.ndLucrece. 

Wife.  Ralph  and  Lucrece?  which  Ralph?  OUT  Ralph? 

Cit.  NoMoufe,  that  was  a7brMrw«. 

Wife.  A Tartarian  ? well,  I wo’d  the  Fidlcrs  had  done, 
that  we  might  fccouTRalphuguin, 


Mtus  Ter  tins, 

Sceciia  Prhna. 

Enter  Jafper  and  Luce. 

Jjfp.  Come  my  dear,  though  wehave  loft  our  way. 
We  have  not  loft  our  felves : are  you  not  weary 
With  this  nights  wandring,  broken  from  your  refl:  > 
And  frighted  with  the  terror  that  attends 
The  darknefs  of  t^  wild  unpeopled  place  ? 

Luce.  No  my  belt  friend,  I cannot  either  fear. 

Or  entertain  a weary  thought,  whilft  you 
(The  end  of  all  my  full  defires)  fl:and%  me: 

Let  them  that  lofe  their  hopes,  and  live  to  languifli 
Amongft  the  number  of  forfaken  Lovers, 


Tell  the  long  weary  fteps,  and  number  time. 

Start  at  a lhadow,  and  Ihrink  up  their  bloud, 

Whilft  I ( pofleft  with  all  content  and  quiet) 

Thus  take  my  pretty  love,  and  thus  embrace  him. 

Jafp.  You  have  caught  me  L«cf>,fo  fall:,  that  whilft  I live 
Ihall  become  your  faithful  prilbner : 

And  wear  thefe  chains  for  ever.  Come,  fit  down. 

And  reft  your  body,  too  too  delicate 
For  thefe  difturbances  •,  fo,  will  you  fleep  > 

Come,  do  not  be  more  able  than  you  are, 

I know  you  are  not  skilful  in  thefe  Watches, 

For  Women  are  nofoldiers-,  be  not  nice, 

But  take  it,  fleep  1 fay. 

Luce.  I cannot  fleep. 
indeed  I cannot  friend. 

Jafp.  Why  then  we’ll  fing. 

And  try  how  that  will  work  upon  our  fences. 

Luce.  I’ll  fing,  or  fay,  or  any  thing  but  fleep. 

Jafp.  Come  little  Mermaid,  rob  me  of  my  heart 
With  that  inchanting  voice. 

Luce.  You  mock  me  Jafper 

SONG. 

Jafp.  Tel!  me  ( dearefi)  what  is  Love?  ' ■ 

Luce,  '‘lis  a Lightning  from  above, 

‘lis  an  Arrow,  ’tis  a Fire, 

‘Tis  a Boy  they  call  defire. 

"Tis  a fmile 
Doth  beguile 

Jafp.  Ihe  poor  hearts  if  men  that  prove. 

Tell  me  more,  are  Women  true  ? 

Luce.  Some  Love  change,  and  fodoyou. 

Jalp.  Are  they  fair,  and  never  kind  ? 

Luce.  Tes,  when  men  turn  with  the  wind. 

Jafp.  Are  they  froward  ? 

Luce.  Ever  toward 

Thofe  that  love,  to  love  anew. 

Jafp.  Diffemble  it  no  more,  I fee  the  God 
Or  heavy  fleep,  lay  on  his  heavy  Mace, 

Upon  your  eye-lids. 

Luce.  I am  very  heavy. 

Jafp.S>hQp>,  fleep, and  quiet  reft  crown  thy  fweet  thoughts; 
Keep  from  her  fair  blood  diftempers,  ftartings, 

Horrors  and  fearful  fhapes : let  all  her  dreams 
Be  joys,  and  chafte  delights,  embraces,  wifhes. 

And  fuch  new  pleafuresas  the  ravifh’d  foul 
Gives  to  the  fences.  So  my  charms  have  took. 

Keep  her  you  powers  divine,  whilft  I contemplate 
Upon  the  wealth  and  beauty  of  her  mind. 

She  is  only  fair,  and  conftant ; only  kind. 

And  only  to  thee  Jafper.  Oh  my  joyes! 

Whither  will  you  tranfport  me  ? let  not  fulnels 
Of  my  poor  buried  hopes  come  up  together. 

And  over-charge  my  fpirits  ^ I am  weak. 

Some  fay  (how  ever  ill)  the  Sea  and  Women 
Are  govern’d  by  the  Moon,  both  ebb  and  flow, 

Both  full  of  changes ; yet  to  them  that  know. 

And  truly  judge,  thefe  but  opinions  are, 
Andherefiestobringon  pleafing  War 
Between  our  tempers,  that  without  thefe  were 
Both  void  of  after-love,  and  prefent  fear. 

Which  are  the  beft  of  Cupid.  O thou  child ! 

Bred  from  defpair,  I dare  not  entertain  thee. 

Having  a love  without  the  faults  of  Women, 

And  greater  in  her  perfeU  goods  than  men : 

Which  to  make  good,  and  pleafemy  felf  the  ftronger. 
Though  certainly  I am  certain  of  her  love. 

I’ll  try  her,  that  the  world  and  memory 
May  fing  to  after-times  her  conftancy. 

Luce.  Luce  awake.  Luce,  why  do  you  fright  me  friend. 
With  thofe  diftempered  looks  ? what  makes  your  fword 
Drawn  in  your  hand?  who  hath  offended  you? 

I Jafper  fleep,  thou  art  wild  with  watching. 
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Jafp.  Come  make  your  way  to  Heaven,  and  bid  the  world 
^With  all  the  villanies  that  ftickupon  it) 

Farewell  ^ you’re  for  another  life.  Luce.Oh  Jafper, 
How  have  my  tender  years  committed  evil , 

(E^tially  againft  the  man  I love) 

Thus  to  be  cropt  untimely?  Jafp.  FooUfngirl, 

Canft  thou  imagine  I could  love  his  daughter 
That  flung  me  from  my  fortune  into  nothing  ? 

Difcharged  me  his  lervice,  fhut  the  doors 
Upon  my  poverty,  and fcorn’d  my  prayers , 

Sending  me,  like  a boat  without  a maft , 

To  fink  or  fwim?  Come,  by  this  hand  you  dye, 

1 mufl;  have  life  and  blood  to  fatisfle 
Your  fathers  wrongs. 

JF/fe.  Away  George^  away,  raife  the  Watch  at  Ludgate^ 
and  bring  a Mittimus  from  the  Juftice  for  this  defpe- 
rate  Villain.  Now  I charge  you  Gentlemen,  fee  the 
Kings  peace  kept.  O my  heart  what  a varlet’s  this, 
to  offer  Man-llaughter  upon  the  harmlefs  Gentlcvvo- 
. man  ? 

Cit.  I warrant  thee  (fvveet  heart)  we’ll  have  him  ham- 
pered. 

Luce.  Oh.  Jafper  \ be  not  cruel. 

If  thou  wilt  kill  me,  fmile,  and  do  it  quickly. 

And  let  not  many  deaths  appear  before  me. 

I am  a woman  made  of  fear  and  love 
A weak,  weak  woman , kill  not  with  thy  eyes. 

They  flioot  me  through  and  through.  Strike  I am  ready. 
And  dying  ftill  1 love  thee. 

Enter  Merchant , Humphrey,  and  his  Men. 

Merch.  Where:  abouts  ? 

Jafp.  No  more  of  this,  now  to  my  felf  again. 

Hum.  There,  there  heftands  with  Sword  like  martial 
Knight. 

Drawn  in  his  hafld , therefore  beware  the  fight 
You  that  are  wife;  for  were  I good  Sir  BmV, 

I would  not  ftay  His  coming , by  your  leaves. 

Merc,  Sirrah,  reftore  my  daughter.  Sirrah,  no. 

Merck  Upon  him  then. 

JFife.  So, down  with  him, down  with  him, do  wn  with  him: 
cut  himi’the  Icgboyes,  cut  him  i’th’leg. 

Merc.  Come  your  ways  Minion,  I’ll  provide  a Cage  for 
you,  you’re  grown  fo  tame.  Horfe  her  away. 

Hum.  Truly  I’m  glad  your  forces  have  the  day.  Exeunt 

Jafp.They  are  gone, and  I am  hurt,my  Love  is  loil,  manet 
Never  to  get  again.  Oh  me  unhappy!  Jafper. 

Bleed,  bleed,  and  dye,  I cannot : Oh  my  folly ! 

Thou  haft  betray’d  me,  Hope  where  art  thou  fled  ? 

Tell  me  if  thou  be’ft  any  where  remaining. 

Shall  I but  fee  my  love  again  ? Oh  no  I 
She  will  not  dain  to  look  upon  her  Butcher, 

Nor  is  fit  Ihe  ifiould-,  yet  Imuft  venter. 

Oh  chance,  or  fortune,  or  what  ere  thou  art 
That  men  adore  for  powerfiil , hear  my  cry, 

And  let  me  loving  live;,  orloofing  dye. 

Wife.  Is  a gone  George  ? 

Cit.  I coniiy. 

Wife.  Marry  and  let  him  go  (fweet  heart)  by  the  faith  a 
my  body  a has  put  me  into  fuch  a fright , that  1 tremble  (as 
they  fay)  as’twerean  Afpineleaf ; look  a my  little  finger 
George.,  how  it  lhakes : now  in  truth  every  member  of  my 
body  istheworfe  for’t. 

Cit.  Come,  hug  in  mine  arms  fweet  Moufc,  hefliallnot 
fright  thee  anymore  : alafs  mine  own  dear  heart  how  it  qui- 
vers. 

Enter  Miftris  Merry-thought,Rafe,Michael,Squire, 
Dwarfe,Hoft,  and  a Tapfter. 

Jfife.  O Kafe.,  how  doft  thou  Rafe  ? how  haft  thou  flept 
to  night .?  has  the  Knight  us’d  thee  well  ? 

Cit.  Peace  Nf//,  let  Rafe  alone. 

’Tapji.  Maifirer,  the  reckoning  is  not  paid. 

' 


Rafe.  Right  courteous  Knight,  who  for  the  orders  fake 
Which  thou  haft  tane,  hang’ft  out  the  holy  BeU., 

As  1 this  flaming  Peftle  bear  about. 

We  render  thanks  to  your  puiflant  felf. 

Your  beauteous  Lady , and  your  gentle  Squires 
For  thus  refrdlhng  of  our  wearied  limbs,  ’ 

Stifned  with  hard  atchievements  in  wild  Defart. 

Japji.  Sir,  there  is  twelve  fhillings  to  pay. 

Rafe.  Thou  merry  Squire  tapiiero,  thanks  to  thee , 

For  coniforting  our  fouls  with  double  Jug, 

And  if  adventurous  Fortune  prick  thee  forth, 

Thou  jovial  Squire,  to  follow  feats  of  Arms, 

1 ake  heed  thou  tender  every  Ladies  caule , * 

Every  true  Knight,  and  every  Damfel  fair 
But  I'pill  the  blood  of  treacherous  Sarazens, 

And  falfe  inchanters,  that  with  Magick  fpels,^ 

Have  done  to  death  full  many  a noble  Knight. 

Hoji.  fhou  valiant  Knight  of  thej^i^rw/wg  give  ear 
to  me,  there  is  twelve  (hillings to  pay,  and  as  lam  a true 
Knight , I will  not  bate  a penny. 

Wife.  George.,  1.  prethee  tell  me,  muft  Rafe  pay  twelve 
fliillings  now  ? 

.Cit.  No,  AV/,  no,  nothing  but  the  old  Knight  is  merry 
with  Rafe. 

Wife.  O is’t  nothing  elfe?  Rafe  will  be  as  merry  as  he. 

Rafe.  Sir  Knight, this  mirth  of  yours  becomes  you  well, 
But  to  requite  this  liberal  courtefie, 

If  any  of  your  Squires  will  follow  Arms, 

He  lhall  receive  from  my  Heroick  hand 
A Knighood,  by  the  virtue  of  this  Peftle. 

Hoji.  Fair  Knight,  1 thank  you  for  your  noble  of^r. 
Therefore  gentle  Knight, 

Twelve  fnillings  you  muft  pay,  or  I muft  cap  you. 

Wife.  Look  (j?orge,didnot  1 tell  thee  as  much, the  Knight 
of  the  Bell  is  in  earneft,  Rafe  (hall  not  be  beholding  to 
him , give  him  his  money  George , and  let  him  go  fnick 
up.  • 

Cit.  Cap  Rafel  no,  hold  your  hand  fir  Knight  of  the  Bfi’, 
there’s  your  Money , have  you  any  thing  to  fay  to  Rafe 
now?  capR^/f? 

J^'e.  1 w'ould  you  (hould  know  it,  Rafe  has  friends  that 
wilraot  fufterhim  tobecapt  for  ten  times  fo  much,  and  ten 
times  to  the  end  of  that,  now  take  thy  courfe  Rafe. 

M.tner.  Come  Michael thou  and  I will  go  home  to  thy 
father,  he  hath  enough  left  to  keep  us  a day  or  two,  and 
we’ll  let  fellows  abroad  to  cry  our  Purie  and  Casket : Shall 
we  Michael} 

Mich.  1,  1 pray  mother,  in  truth  my  feet  are  full  of  chil- 
blains with  travelling. 

Wife.  Faith  and  thofe  chilblaines  are  a foul  trouble , Mi- 
ftris Merry-thought  w hen  your  youth  comes  home,  let  him  rub 
all  the  Iblesof  his  feet,  and  hi^j^ls,  and  his  ankles,  with  a 
Moulcskin^  or  if  none  of  your  cancatchaMoiifc,  v.hen  he 
goes  to  bed , let  him  rowd  his  feet  in  the  warm  embers,  and! 
warrant  you  he  lhall  be  well,  and  you  may  make  him  put  his 
fingers  between  his  toes,  and  I'mellto  them,  it’s  very  (bve- 
raign  for  his  head,  if  hebecoftive. 

jUiji.  mer.  Mailer  Knight  of  the  burning  Peftle,  my  fon 
Michael,  and  I bid  you  farewell,  I thank  your  Worlhip  har- 
tily  for  your  kindnefs. 

Ra/f*  Fare-well  fair  Lady,  and  your  tender  Squire. 

If  pricking  through  thefe  Defarts , I do  hear 
Of  any  traiterous  Knight  who  through  his  guile , 

Hath  light  upon  your  Casket  and  your  Purfe , 

1 willdefpoil  him  of  them  and  reftore  them.  . 

Miji.mer.  1 thank  your  Wbrfliip.  Exit  rvith  Michael 

Rafe.  Dwarf  bear  my  (liield,  Squire  elevate  ray  lance. 
And  now  farewell  you  Knight  of  holy  Bell, 

Cit.  I,  I Rafe,  all  is  paid. 

Rafe.  But  yet  before  1 go,  fpcak  worthy  Knight', 

If  oft  you  do  of  lad  adventures  know  , cnuLfd^ 

Wh^re  errant  Knights  may  through  his  prowLls  win 
Eternal  fame , and  free  fomc  gentle  fouls , 

From  endlels  bounds  of  fteel  and  lingring  pahi, 

H Hc(L 
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Hoft.  Sirrah  go  toN/c/^the  and  bid  him  prepare 

himfclf,  as  1 told  you  before  quickly. 

l ap.  1 am  gone  Sir.  ExitTapfler. 

Hoji.  Sir  Knight,  thiswildernefs  affbrdeth  none 

But  the  great  venture,  where  full  many  a Knight 

Hath  tried  his  prowefs , and  come  off  with  fhame. 

And  where  1 would  not  have  you  loofe  your  life , 

Againll  no  man , but  furious  hend  of  Hell. 

Rafe.  Speak  on  Sir  Knight,  tell  what  he  is,  and  where: 
For  here  1 vow  upon  my  blazing  badge , 

Never  to  blaze  a day  in  quietnefs  ^ 

But  bread  and  water  will  1 only  eat , 

And  the  green  herb  and  rock  lhall  be  my  couch 

Till  I have  queld  that  man,  or  beall:,  or  fiend , 

That  works  fuch  damage  to  all  Errant  Knights. 

Hnfi.  Kfot  far  from  hence,  near  a craggy  cliff 

At  the  North  end  of^is  diftrefled  Town, 

There  doth  Hand  a rowly  houfe 

Ruggedly  builded,  and  in  it  a Cave 

In  which  an  ugly  Giant  now  doth  won , 

Ycleped  Barbarofn:  in  his  hand 

He  ihakes  a naked  Lance  of  pureft  Reel , 

With  fleeves  turn’d  up , and  him  before  he  wears , 

A motly  garment  to  preferve  his  clothes 

From  blood  of  thofe  Knights  which  hemaflacres, 

And  Ladies  Gentle : without  his  door  doth  hang 

A copper  bafon , on  a prickant  Spear  •, 

At  which,  no  fboner  gentle  Knights  can  knock , 

But  the  fhrill  found , fierce  Barbarofo  hears. 

And  ruffling  forth  , brings  in  the  Errant  Knight, 

And  fets  him  down  in  an  inchanted  chair : 

Then  with  an  Engine,  which  he  hath  prepar’d 

With  forty  teeth,  he  claws  his  courtly  crbwn, 

Next  makes  him  wink,  and  underneath  his  chin. 

He  plants  a brazen  piece  of  mighty  board , 

And  knocks  his  bullets  round  about  his  cheeks, 

X^Tulft  with  his  fingers,  and  an  inffrument 

With  which  he  fnaps  his  hair  off,  he  doth  fill 

The  wretches  ears  with  a mofl  hideous  noyfe. 

Thus  every  Knight  Adventurer  he  doth  trim , 

And  now  no  creature  dares  encounter  him. 

Rafe.  In  Gods  name,  I will  fight  with  him,  kind  fir. 

Go  but  before  me  to  this  difmal  Cave 

Where  this  huge  Giant  Barbarofo  dwells. 

And  by  that  virtue  that  brave  Roficleere^ 

That  damn’d  brood  of  ugly  Giants  flew. 

And  V aimer  in  overthrew : 

I doubt  not  but  to  curb  this  Traytor  foul. 

And  to  the  Devil  fend  his  guilty  Soul. 

Hofi.  Brave  fprighted  Knight,  thus  far  I will  perform 
This  your  requeft.  I’ll  bring  you  within  fight 

Of  this  mofl  loathfome  place,  inhabited 

By  a more  lothfome  man : but  dare  not  ftay. 

For  his  main  force  fwoops  all  he  fees  away. 

Rafe.  Saint  George  fet  on  before , march  Squire  and 
Page.  Exeunt. 

Wife.  George^  doff  think  Rafe  will  confound  the  Giant  ? 
Cit.  I hold  my  cap  to  a farthing  he  does:  why  Nell.,  I 
faw  him  wreflle  with  the  great  Dutchman,  and  hurlehim. 

Wife.  Faith  and  that  Dutchman  was  a goodly  man, if  all 
things  were  anfwerable  to  his  bignefs : and  yet  they  fay 
there  was  a Scottifhman  higher  than  he , and  that  they 
two  and  a Knight  met,  and  faw  one  an(!fther  for  nothing; 
but  of  all  the  fights  that  ever  were  in  London  fincelwas 
married,  methinks  the  little  child  that  was  fb  fair  grown 
about  the  members , was  the  prettiefl;,  that  and  the  Her- 
maphrodite. 

Cit.  Nay,  by  your  leave  Nif  Ninivie  was  better. 

Wife.  Ninivie.,  O that  was  the  ftory  of  Jone  and  the  wall, 
was  it  not  George  ? 

Cit’  Yes  Jamb.  Enter  Miftris  Merry-totgght. 

Wife  Look  George fiQVQ  comes  Miftris  Merry-thoughauham., 
and  I would  have  Rafe  come  and  fight  with  the  Gyant,  I 
tell  you  true  IJongtofee’t. 

Cit.  Good  Miftrifs  Merri-thoughthcsonQ.,  I pray  you  for 
my  fake , I pray  you  forbear  a jittfcY  you  fhall  have  au- 
dience prefently,  I have  a little  bufinefs. 

Wife.  Miftris  Merri-thought.,.,  if  it  pleale  you  to  ^:ain 
your  paflion  a little,  till  Rafe  havedifpatcht  theGiSkut 
of  the  way,  we  lhall  think  our  felves  much  bound  to  thank 
you : 1 thank  you  good  Miftris  Merri-thougbt. 

Exit  Miji.  Merry-thought. \ 

Enter  a Boy. 

Cit.  Boy,  come  hither,  fend  away  Rafe  and  this  whore- 
fon  Giant  quickly. 

Boy.  In  good  faith  fir  we  cannot,  you’l  utterly  fpoil  our 
Play , and  make  it  to  be  hift,  and  it  coft  money , you  will 
not  fuffer  us  to  go  on  with  our  plots,  I pray  Gentlemen  rule 
him. 

Ctt.  Let  him  come  now  and  dilpatch  this,  and  I’ll  trou- 
ble you  no  more. 

Boy.  Will  you  give  me  your  hand  of  that? 

Wife.  Give  him  thy  hand  , do,  and  I’ll  kifshim,  I 

warrant  thee  the  youth  means  plainly. 

Boy.  I’ll  fend  him  to  you  prefently.  Exit  Boy. 

Wife.  I thank  you  little  youth,  feth  the  child  hatha 
fvveet  breath  George , but  I think  it  be  troubled  with  the 
W’orms,  Carduus  BenediCmr  and  Mares  milk  were  the  only 
thing  in  the  world  for’t.  O R<z/t’shere  George  ^ God  fend 
thee  good  luck  Rafe.  . 

Enter  Rafe,  Hoft,  Squire,  dW  Dwarf. 

Hofi.  Puiflant  Knight  yonder  his  Manfion  is, 

Lo,  where  the  Spear  and  Copper  Bafon  are , 

Behold  the  firing  on  which  hangs  many  a tooth, 

Drawn  from  the  gentle  jaw  of  wandring  Knights, 
i dare  not  ftay  to  found,  he  will  appeaf.  Exit  Hofi. 

Rafe.  O faint  not  heart,  Sufanmy  Lady  dear; 

The  Cobicrs  Maid  in  Milkftreet,  for  whofe  fake,  ’ 

I take  thefe  i^ms,  O let  the  thought  of  thee. 

Carry  thy  Knight  through  all  adventurous  deed^. 

And  in  the  honor  of  thy  beauteous  felf. 

May  I deftroythis  monfter  Barbarofo, 

Knock  Squire  upon  the  Bafon  till  it  break  Enter. 

With  the  fhrill  ftrokes,  or  till  the  Giant  fpake.  Barba. 

Wife.OGeorge.,th^G\ant,  the  Giant,  now  Rafe  for  thy 
life. 

Bar.  What  fond  unknowing  wight  is  this,  that  dares, 
So  rudely  knock  at  BarbaroJfa‘’s  Cell, 

W'hcre  no  man  comes , but  leaves  his  fleece  behind  ? 

Rafe.  lytraiterous  Caitiffe,  who  am  fentby  fate 

To  punifh  all  the  fad  enormities 

Thou  haft  committed  againft  Ladies  gentle. 

And  Errant  Knights,  Traytor  to  God  and  men; 

Prepare  thy  felf,  this  is  the  difmal  hour 

Appointed  for  thee  to  give  ftrift;  account 

Of  allthybeaftly  treacherous  villanies. 

Bar.  Fool-hardy  Knight,  full  foon  thou  fhalt  aby 

This  fond  reproach,  thy  body  will  I bang.  He  takfs  down 
And  loe  upon  that  firing  thy  teeth  fliall  hang ; hU  pole. 

Prepare  thy  felf,  for  dead  foon  fhalt  thou  be. 

Rafe.  Saint  George  for  me  They  fight. 

Barba.  Gargantua  for  me. 

Wife.  To  him  Rafe.,  to  him, hold  up  the  Giant, fet  out  thy  ^ 
leg  before  K^/f. 

Cit.  Falfifie  a blow  Rafe.,  falfifie  a blow,  the  Giant  lies 
open  on  the  left  fide. 

Wife.  Bear’t  off^  bear’toff  ftilL,  there  boy,  ORafe*saX- 
mofl  down,  Rafeh  almoft  down. 

Rafe.  Sufan  infpire  me,  now  have  up  again. 

Wife.  Up,  up,  up,  up,  up,  ^bR<z/^•,  down  with  him, down 
with  him  Rafe. 

Cit.  Fetch  him  over  the  hip  boy. 

Wife.  There  boy,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  Rafe. 

Cit.  No  Rafe.,  get  all  out  of  him  firft, 

Rafe.  I 
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Kafe.  Prefumptuous  man , fee  to  what  delperate  end 
Thy  treachery  hath  brought  thee , the  juft  Gods, 

Who  never  profper  thofe  that  do  defpife  them , 

For  all  the  villanies  which  thou  haft  done 
To  Knights  and  Ladies,  now  have  paid  thee  home, 

By  my  ftiff  arm,  a Knight  adventurous. 

But  fay,vile  wretch,  before  I fend  thy  foul 
To  fad  Avernus^  whither  it  mult  go, 

What  captives  holdft  thou  in  thy  fable  cave? 

Barba.  Go  in  and  free  them  all,  thou  haft  the  day. 

Kafe.  Go  Squire  and  Dwarf,  fearcA  in  this  dreadful  ca\  € , 
And  free  the  wretched  prifoners  from  their  bonds. 

Exit  Squire  andVn^arf. 

Barb.  I crave  for  mercy  as  thau  art  a Knight, 

And  fcornft  to  fpill  the  blood  of  thofe  that  beg. 

Kafe.  Thou  Iheiveft  no  mercy,  nor  fliah thou  have  any, 
Prepare  thy  felf,  for  thou  ihalt  furely  dye. 

Enter  Sqnire  leading  one  winking.,  with  a Bafonunder  hU  chin. 

Squire.  Behold  brave  Knight  here  is  onepri/bner, 

Whom  this  wild  man  hath  ufed  as  you  fee.  • 

jy^ife.  This  is  the  wife  word  I hear  the  Squire  Ipcak. 

Kafe.  Speak  what  thou  art,  and  how  thou  haft  been  us’d, 
That  I may  give  him  condign  punilhraent. 

1.  Kni.  I am  a Knight  that  took  my  journey  poll 
Northward  from  London.,  and  in  courteous  wile. 

This  Gyant  train’d  me  to  his  den , 

Under  pretence  of  killing  of  the  itch , 

And  all  my  body  with  a powder  ftrew’d , 

That  fmarts  and  ftings,  and  cut  away  my  beard. 

And  my  curl’d  locks  wherein  were  Ribands  ty’de  , 

And  with  a w^ater  wafht  my  tender  eyes, 

Whilft  up  and  down  about  me  frill  he  skipt , 

Whofe  virtue  is,  that  till  my  eyes  be  wdp’t 
With  a dry  cloth , for  this  my  foul  difgrace , 

I ftall  not  dare  to  look  a dog  i’th’face. 

lyife.  Alafs  poor  Knight,  relieve  him  Kafe.,  relieve  poor 
Knights  whilft  you  live. 

Kafe.  My  trufty  Squire  convey  him  to  the  Town, 
Where  he  may  find  relief,  adieu  fair  Knight.  Exit  Knight. 

Enter  Dwarf  leading  one  with  a patch  o'*er  his  Nofe, 

Dwar.  Puiflant  Knight  of  the  fejf/e  height, 

See  here  another  wretch , whom  this  foul  beaft 
Hath  fcorcht  and  fcor’d  in  this  inhumane  wife. 

Kafe.  Speak  me  thy  name,  and  eke  thy  place  of  birth, 
And  what  hath  been  thy  ufage  in  this  Cave. 

2.  Knight.  I am  a Knight,  Sir  pock^hole  is  my  name. 
And  by  my  birth  I am  a Londoner, 

Free  by  my  Copy,  but  my  Anceftors 

Were  Frenchmen  all,  and  riding  hard  this  way. 

Upon  a trotting  horfe  my  bones  did  ake , 

And  I faint  Knight  to  eafe  my  weary  limbes , 

Light  at  this  Cave,  when  ftraight  this  furious  fiend , 
With  fharpeft  inftrument  of  pureft  fteel , 

Did  cut  the  griftle  of  my  Nofe  away. 

And  in  the  place  this  velvet  plafter  ftands  , 

Relieve  me  gentle  Knight  out  of  his  hands. 

Wife.  Good  Kafe  relieve  Sir  and  fend  him  away, 

for  in  truth  his  breath  ftinks. 

Kafe.  Convey  him  ftraight  after  the  other  Knight : 

Sir  Fockhole  fare  you  well. 

3.  Kind  Sir  goodnight  Exit. 

Cryes  within. 

Man.  Deliver  us.  Woman.  Deliver  us. 

Wife.  Harke  George,  what  a woful  cry  there  is , I think 
fome  woman  lyes  in  there.  Man.  Deliver  us 

Woman.  Deliver  us. 

Kafe.  What  gaftly  noife  is  this  ? fpeak  Barbarofo 
Or  by  this  blazing  fteel  thy  heau  goes  off. 

Barb.  Prifoners  of  mine , whom  I in  diet  keep , 

Send  lower  down  into  the  Cave, 


And  in  a Tub  that’s  heated  ftnoaking  hot , 

There  may  they  fijid  them  and  deliver  them. 

Rg/o.Run  Squire  and  Dwarf,  deliver  them  witlifpeed. 

Exeunt  Squire  and  Dwarf. 

Wife.  ButwillnotR^/ckillthisGiant,  furely  lam  afraidif 
he  let  him  go  he  will  do  as  much  hurt,  as  ever  he  did 

Citizen.  NotfoMoufe  Dcither,if  he  could  convert  hirri 

Wife.  [George,  if  he  could  convert  him  • but  a Gyant’ is 
notlo  loon  converted  as  one  of  us  ordinary  people.There’s 
a pretty  tale  of  a Witch , that  had  the  Divels  mark  about 
us,  that  had  a Gyant  to  her  fon , that  was 
call  d Lob-he-by-the-fre,  didft  never  hear  it  George. 

Enter  Squire  leading  a man  with  a glafs  of  Lotion  in  his 
hand , and  the  Dwarf  leading  a woman,  with 
Dyet-bread  and  Drinks 

Cit.  Peace  Nell,  here  comes  the  prifoners. 

Dwar.  Here  be thefe pined  wTetches,manfull  Knight, 
That  for  this  fix  weeks  have  not  feen  a wight. 

Kaph.  Deliver  what  you  are,  and  how  you  came 
1 othis  fad  Cave,  and  what  your  uiao-e  was? 

Man.  I am  an  errant  Knight  that  folfowed  Arms, 

With  fpearand  Ihield,  and  in  my  tender  years 
L ftriicken  was  with  Cupids  fiery  fhaft. 

And  fell  in  love  with  this  my  Lady  dear, 

Andftole  her  from  her  friends  in  Turne-bai  ftreet. 

And  bore  her  up  anddowm  from  Town  toTowm, 

VVhere  we  did  eat  and  drink  and  Mufick  here  j 
Till  at  the  length  at  this  unhappy  Town  ’ 

Wc  did  arrive,  and  coming  to  this  Cave, 

This  beaft  us  caught,  and  put  us  in  a Tub , 

Vi^here  we  this  two  months  fweat , and  fliould  have  done. 
Another  Month  if  you  had  not  relieved  us. 

Worn.  Thisbreadand  w'ater  hath  our  dyetbeen. 
Together  with  a rib  cut  from  a neck 
Of  burned  Mutton , hard  hath  been  our  fare , 

Releafe  us  from  this  ugly  Gyants  fnarc. 

Man.  This  hath  been  half  the  food  w'e  have  receiv’d. 
But  only  twice  a day  for  novelty, 

He  gave  a fpoonful  of  his  hearty  broth  Pulls  out  a fringe. 
To  each  of  us,  through  this  fame  tender  quill. 

Kaph.  From  this  infernall  Monfter  you  fhall  go  . 

That  ufeth  Knights  and  gentle  Ladies  fo. 

Convey  them  hence.  Exeunt  man  and  woman. 

Cit.  Cunny,  I can  tell  thee  the  Gentleman  like  Kafe. 

Wife.  I Gtorge,  I fee  it  well  enough.  Gentlemen  I thank 
you  all  heartily  for  gracing  my  mm  Kaph,  and  I promife 
you , you  fhall  fee  him  oftner. 

Bar.  Mercy  great  Knight,  I do  recant  my  ill , 

And  henceforth  never  gentle  blood  will  fpill. 

Kaph.  I give  thee  mercy,  but  yet  thou  flialt  fwear 
Upon  my  burning  Peftle  to  perform 
Thy  promife  utter’d. 

B.  . j fwear  and  kifs. 

Kaph.  Depart  then  and  amend.  ^ 

Come  Sqire  and  Dwarf,  the  Sun  grows  towards  his  let. 

And  we  have  many  more  adventures  yet.  Exeunt. 

Cit.  Now  Kaph  is  in  this  humor,!  know  he  would  ha  beaten 
all  the  boys  in  the  houfe,  if  they  had  been  let  on  him. 

Wife.  I George,  but  it  is  well  as  it  is:  I warrant  you  the  gen- 
tlemen do  conlider  what  it  is  to  overthrow  a Gyant : but 
look  George,  here  comes  MiHniis  MerrLthought,  and  her 
{bn  Michael , now  you  are  welcome  Miftris  Merri-thought , 
now  Kaph  has  done  you  may  go  on. 

Enter  Miftrifs  Merry-thought  and  Michael. 

Mi\f.  men'  Micke  My  Boy  ? 

Mich.  I forlboth  Mother. 

Mif.  mcr.  Be  merry /Vffek? , we  are  at  home  now:  where 
I warrant  you , yon  fhall  find  the  houfe  flung  out  of  the 
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windows;  Hark;  hey  dogs,  hey,  this  is  the  old  world 
y’faith  with  my  Husband;  i’ll  get  in  among  them,!’!!  play 
them  fuch  leflon , that  they  lha!!  have  little  lift  to  come 
(craping  hither  again.  Why  Mailer  Merry-thought , Huf- 
band,  Charles  Merry-thought. 

Old  Mer.  within.  If  you  will  ling,  and  dance, and  laugh, 
and  hollow , and  laugh  again ; and  then  cry  there  boys 
there ; why  then , 

One,  two,  three,  and  four. 

We  Ihal!  be  merry  within  this  hour. 

Miji.  Mer.  Why  Charles  do  you  not  know  your  own  na- 
tural wife  ? I fay  open  the  door , and  turn  me  out  thofe 
mangy  companions  •,  ’tis  more  than  time  that  they  were 
fellow  like  with  you ; you  are  a Gentleman  Charles.^  and 
an  old  man,  and  father  of  two  children^  and  I my  felf, 
(though  I fay  it)  by  my  mothers  fide.  Niece  to  aWor- 
fliipful  Gentleman , and  a Condudor , he  has  been  three 
times  in  his  Majellies  fervice  at  Chejier , and  is  now  the 
fourth  time,  God  blefs  him,  and  his  charge  upon  his 
journey. 

Old  Mer.  Go  from  my  rvindow-,  love  go ; 

Go  from  my  window  my  dear, 

The  wind  afid  the  rain  will  drive  you  hach^  again, 

Tou  cannot  he  lodged  here. 

Hark  you  Miftrifs  Merri-thought , you  that  walk  upon 
Adventures  , and  forfake  your  Husband , becaufe  he  lings 
with  never  a penny  in  his  purfe  •,  what  lliall  I think  my 
felf  the  worfe  ? Faith  no.  I’ll  be  merry. 

You  come  not  here,  here’s  none  but  Lads  of  mettle, 
lives  of  a hundred  years,  and  upwards,  care  never  drunk 
their  bloods , nor  want  made  them  warble. 

Hey-ho , my  heart  is  heavy. 

Miji.  Mer.  Why  M.  Merrit bought , what  am  I that  you 
(hould  laugh  me  to  fcorn  thus  abruptly  ? am  I not  your 
fellow-feeler , (as  we  may  fay)  in  all  our  miferies  ? your 
comforter  in  health  andficknefs?  have  I not  brought  you 
Children  ? are  they  not  like  you  Charles  ? look  upon  thine 
own  Image,  hard-hearted  man  •,  and  yet  for  all  this- — 
Old  Mer.  within.  Begon,  begon  my  juggy , my  puggy , 
begon  my  love  my  dear. 

The  weather  is  warm,  ’twill  do  thee  no  harm, thou  canll 
not  be  lodged  here. 

Be  merry  boys,  fome  light  mufick,  and  more  wine. 

Wife.  He’s  not  in  earnell , I hope  George,  is  he  ? 

Cit.  What  if  he  be,  fweet  heart? 

Wife.  Marry  he  he  George , I’ll  make  bold  to  tell  him 
he’s  an  ingrant  old  man,  to  ufe  his  bed-fellow  fo  fcur- 
vily. 

Cit.  A^diat  how  does  he  ufe  her  Honey  ? 

W^e.  Marry  come  up  fir  fauce-box , 1 think  you’ll  take 
his  part , will  you  not  ? Lord  how  hot  are  you  grown ; 
you  are  a fine  man  an  you  had  a fine  Dog , it  becomes  you 
fweetly. 

Cit.  Nay,  prethee  NtH  chide  not ; for  as  I am  an  ho- 
nefl  man , and  a true  Chriflian  Grocer , I do  not  like  his 
doings. 

Wife.  I cry  you  mercy  then  George , you  know  we  are 
all  frail,  and  full  of  infirmities.  Dee  hear  Mailer  Merri- 
thought,  may  1 crave  a word  with  you  ? 

Old  Mer-  within.  Strike  up  lively  lads. 

Wife.  I had  not  thought  in  truth,  Md&ex  Merri-thought, 
that  a man  of  your  age  and  difcretion  (as  1 may  fay)  be- 
ing a Gentleman , and  therefore  known  by  your  gentle 
conditions,  could  have  ufed  fo  little refpedl  to  theweak- 
nefsof  his  wife;  for  your  wife  is  your  own  flefii,  theflaff 
of  your  age,  your  yoke-fellow , with  whofe  help  you  draw 
through  the  myre  of  this  tranfitory  world : Nay,  fhe’s 

your  own  rib.  And  again 

Old  Mer.  I come  not  hither  for  thee  to  teach, 

I have  no  pulpit  for  thee  to  preach, 

I would  thou  hadll  kill  me  under  the  breech , 

As  thou  art  a Lady  gay. 

Wife.  Marry  with  a vengeance, 

I am  heartily  forty  for  the  poor  Gentlewoman : but  if  I 


were  thy  wife,i’faith  gray-beard,  i’faith 

Cit.  I prethee  fweet  Hony-fuckle,  be  content. 

Wife.  Give  me  fuch  words  that  am  a Gentlewoman  born, 
hang  him  hoary  Rafcal.  Get  me  Ibme  drink  George , I 
am  almofl:  molten  with  fretting ; now  befhrew  his  Knaves 
heart  for  it. 

Old  mer.  Play  me  alight  Lavalto:  come,  befrollick,  fill 
the  good  fellows  wine. 

Mijl»  mer.  Why  Mzlher  Merri-thought , are  you  dil]x)fed 
to  make  me  wait  here;  you’ll  open  I hope,  i’ll  fetch  them 
that  (hall  open  elfe. 

Old  mer.  Good  wom^,  if  you  will  fing.  I’ll  give  you 
fomething,  if  not 

SONG.' 

Tou  are  no  love  Jvr  me  MaPget,  I am  no  love  for  you. 

Come  aloft  Boys,  aloft. 

Mift.  mer.  Now  a Churles  fart  in  your  teeth  Sir : Come 
Mir\,  we’ll  not  trouble  him,  a (hall  not  ding  us  i’th’teeth 
with,  his  bread  and  his  broth , that  he  fliall  not ; come  boy. 
I’ll  provide  for  thee,  I warrant  thee:  wee’ll  go  to  Mailer 
the  Merchant , I’ll  gethis  letter  to  mine  Hoft  o 
the  Beilin  Waltham,  there  I’ll  place  thee  with  the  Tapfter. 
will  not  that  do  wdl  for  thee  Mickf  and  let  me  alone  for 
that  old  Cuckoldly  Knave  your  father , I’ll  ufe  him  in  his 
kind,  I warrant  ye. 

Wife.  Come  George,  where’s  the  beer? 

Cit.  Here  Love. 

Wife.  This  old  fornicating  fellow  will  not  out  of  my 
mind  yet-,  Gentlemen,  I’ll  begin  to  you  all,  I defire  more 
of  your  acquaintance , with  all  my  heart.  Fill  the  Gen 
tlemen  (bme  beer  George. 

Finis  ACius  ‘Tertii.  Mufic^. 


ABus  Quartus. 

Scesna  Frima. 

Boy  danceth. 

Wife.  Look  George,  the  little  boy’s  come  again,  methinks 
he  looks  fomething  like  the  Prince  of  Orange  in  his  long 
Hocking , if  he  had  a little  harnels  about  his  neck.  George, 
I will  have  him  dance  Fading-,  Fading,  is  a fine  Jig  I’l 
alfure  you  Gentlemen:  begin  brother,  now  a capers  fweet 
heart,  now  a turn  a th’toe,  and  then  tumble:  cannot  you 
tumble  youth  ? 

Boy.  No  indeed  forlboth. 

Wife.  Nor  eat  fire  ? Boy.  Neither. 

Wife.  Whythenithankyou  heartily,  there’s  two  pence 
to  buy  you  points  withall. 

Enter  Jalper  and  Boy. 

Jafp.  There  boy,  deliver  this:  but  do  it  well.  Haft  thou 
provided  me  four  luHy  fellows? 

Able  to  carry  me  ? and  art  thou  perfect 

In  all  thy  buiinefs  ? Boy.  Sir  ypu  need  not  fear , 

I have  my  lefibn  here,  and  cannot  mils  it: 

The  men  are  ready  for  you , and  what  elle 
Pertains  to  this  imployment.  Jafp.  There  my  boy. 

Take  it,  but  buy  no  land.  Boy.  Faith  fir’twere  rare 
To  fee  fo  young  a purchaler : 1 die , 

And  on  my  wings  carry  your  delliny.  Exit. 

Jafp.  Go,  and  be  happy:  Now  my  latell  hope 
Forlake  me  not , but  fling  thy  Anchor  out , 

And  let  it  hold:  Hand, fix  thou  rolling  Hone, 

Till 
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Till  I enjoy  ray  deareft : hear  me  all 
You  powers  that  rule  in  men  celeftial.  'Exit^ 

Wife^  Go  thy  ways , thou  art  as  crooked  a fprig  as  ever 
grew,  in  London^  I warrant  him  he’ll  come  to  fome  naugh- 
ty end  or  other : for  his  looks  fay  no  lefs : Befides,  his 
father  (you  know  George')  is  none  of  the  bell , you  heard 
him  take  me  up  like  a Gill  flirt;  and  fing  bawdy  Songs  up- 
on me : but  i’faith  if  I live  George  — 

Cit.  Let  me  alone  fweet-heart , I have  a trick  in  my  head 
fliall  lodge  him  in  the  Arches  for  one  year , and  make  him 
fing  Peccavi , ’ere  I leave  him , and  yet  he  fnall  never  know 
who  hurt  him  neither. 

JFife.  Do  my  good  Geerge^  do. 

Cit.  What  fhall  we  have  Rafe  do  now  boy? 

Boy.  You  fhall  have  what  you  will  fir. 

Cit.  Why  fo  fir,  go  and  fetch  me  him  then,  and  let  the 
Sophy  of  Perfia  come  and  chriften  him  a child. 

Boy.  Believe  me  Sir,  that  will  not  do  fo  well , ’tis  ftale, 
it  has  been  had  before  at  the  Red  Bull. 

JVife.  George-,  let  travell  over  great  hills,  and  let 
him  be  weary,  and  come  to  the  King  of  Cr^icw^’s  houfe, 
covered  with  velvet,  and  there  let  the  Kings  daughter 
ftand  in.  her  window  all  in  beaten  gold , combing  her  gol- 
den locks  with  a comb  of  Ivory,  ahd  let  her  fpye  Rafe., 
and  fall  in  love  with  him , and  come  down  to  him , and 
carry  him  into  her  fathers  houfe,  and  then  let  Rafe  talk 
with  her. 

Cit.  Well  faid  Nel , it  fnall  be  fo : boy  let’s  ha’t  done 
quickly. 

Boy.  Sir,  if  you  will  imagine  all  this  to  be  done  alrea- 
dy, you  fnall  hear  them  talk  together;  but  we  cannot 
prefent  a houfe  covered  with  black  Velvet,  and  a Lady  in 
beaten  gold. 

Cit.  Sir  Boy,  lets  ha’t  as  you  can  then. 

Boy.  Befides,  it  will  fhew  ill-favoredly  to  have  a Grocers 
Prentice  to  court  a Kings  daughter. 

Cit.  Will  it  fo  Sir  ? you  are  well  read  in  Hiflories ; I 
pray  you  what  was  Sir  Vagonet  ? was  not  he  Prentice  to  a 
Grocer  in  London  ? read  the  Play  of  the  Four  Prentices  of 
London , where  they  tofs  their  Pikes  fo  ; I pray  you  fetch 
him  in  Sir,  fetch  him  in. 

Boy.  It  fhall  be  done , it  is  not  our  fault  Gentlemen. 

Exit. 

Wife.  Now  we  fhall  fee  fine  doings  1 warrant  thte  George. 

• O here  they  come  ^ how  prettily  the  King  of  Cracovia'^s 
daughter  is  dreft. 

Enter  Kzfc  and  the  Lady,  Squire  and  Vrvarf. 

Cit.  I Nell , it  is  the  fafhion  of  that  Countrey , I war- 
rant thee. 

Lady.  Welcome  fir  Knight  unto  my  fathers  Court. 

King  of  Moldavia,  unto  me  Pompiona 
His  daughter  dear;  but  fure  you  do  not  like 
Your  entertainment , that  will  flay  with  us 
No  longer  but  a night.  Raph.  Damfell  right  fair, 

I’m  on  many  fad  adventures  bound. 

That  call  me  forth  into  the  Wildernefs; 

Befides,  my  horfes  back  is  fbmething  gal’d. 

Which  will  enforce  me  ride  a fober  pace. 

But  many  thanks(fair  Lady)  be  to  you , 

For  ufing  errant  Knight  with  courtefie. 

Lady.  But  fay  (brave'  Knight)  what  is  your  name  and 
birth? 

Rafe.  My  name  is  Rafe,  I am  an  Enghfhman, 

As  true  as  Reel , a hearty  Englifhman , 

And  Prentice  to  a Grocer  in  the  Strand, 

By  deed  indent , of  which  I have  one  part : 

But  fortune  calling  me  to  follow  Arms , 

On  me  this  holy  Order  I did  take. 

Of  burning  Pejile,  which  in  all  mens  eyes, 

I bear,  confounding  Ladies  enemies. 

Lady.  Oft  have  I heard  of  your  brave  Countrymen, 
And  rertile  foil , and  {tore  of  wholefbme  food  j 
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My  father  oft  will  tell  me  of  a drink 
In  England  found , and  Nipitato  call’d. 

Which  driveth  all  the  forrow  from  your  hearts. 

Rafe.  Lady  ’tis  true,  you  need  not  lay  your  lips 
To  better  Nipitato  than  there  is. 

Lady.  And  of  a wild-fowl  he  will  often  fpeak, 

Which  poudred  beef  and  muflard  called  is ; 

For  there  have  been  great  Wars  ’twixt  us  and  you  ^ 

But  truely  Rafe,  it  was  not  long  of  me. 

Tell  me  then  Rafe  could  you  contented  be. 

To  wear  a Ladies  favor  in  your  fliield  ? 

Rafe.  I am  a Knight  of  Religious  Order, 

And  will  not  wear  a favor  of  a Ladies 
That  trufls  in  Antichriil; , and  falfe  traditions. 

Cit.  Well  faid  Rafe,  convert  her  if  thou  canft. 

Rafe.  Befides , I have  a Lady  of  my  own 
In  merry  England-,  for  whofe  virtuous  fake 
I took  thcfe  Arms,  and  Sufan  is  her  name, 

A Coblers  maid  in  Milkffreet,  whom  I vow 
Nere  to  forfake,  whilft  life  and  Peftle  laft. 

Lady.  Happy  that  Cobling  Dame,  who  ere  fnebe 
That  for  her  own  (dear  Rafe)  hath  gotten  thee. 

Unhappy  I,  that  nere  lhall  fee  the  day 

To  fee  thee  more , that  bcar’ft  my  heart  away. 

Rafe.  Lady  farewell , I muff  needs  take  my  leave. 

Lady.  Hard-hearted  Rafe,  that  Ladies  doll  deceive. 

Cit.  Hark  thee  Rafe , there’s  money  for  thee  give 
fomething  in  the  King  of  Cracovia^s  houfe  , be  nat  be- 
holding to  him. 

Rafe.  L ady  before  I go , I muft  remember 
Your  fathers  Officers,  who  truth  to  tell. 

Have  been  about  me  very  diligent ; 

Hold  up  thy  fnowy  hand  thou  princely  maid  , 

There’s  twelvepencc  for  your  fathers  Chamberlairl. 

And  another  ffiilling  for  his  Cook , 

For  by  my  troth  the  Goofe  w’as  rofted  well. 

And  twelve  pence  for  your  fathers  Horfe-keeper, 

For  nointing  my  horfe  back,  and  for  his  butter 

There  is  another  (lulling  to  the  maid 

That  waffiit  my  boot-hofc,  there’s  an  Engliffi groat, 

And  twopence  to  the  boy  that  wip’t  my  boots. 

And  laft , fair  Lady,  there  is  for  your  felf 
Three  pence  to  buy  you  pins  at  BumboPuic. 

Lady.  Full  many  thanks,  and  1 wall  keep  them  fafe 
Till  all  the  heads  be  off,  for  thy  fake  Rafe. 

Rafe.  Advance  my  Squire  and  Dwarf,  I cannot  ftay. 
Lady.  Thou  kil’ft  my  heart  in  parting  thus  away. 

Exeunt. 

Wife.  I commend  Rafe,  yet  that  he  will  not  ftoop  to  a 
Cracovian , there’s  properer  women  in  London  than  any  are 
there  I-wis.  But  here  comesMuider  Plumphrey , and  his  love 
again, now  George. 

Cit.  1 Cimny,  peace. 

Enter  Merchant,  Humphrey,  Luce,  and  Boy. 

Merc.  Go  get  you  up,  I will  not  be  intreated. 

And  Goffip  mine  I’ll  keep  you  fure  hereafter 
From  gadding  out  again , with  boys  and  unthrifts. 

Come  they  are  womens  tears , I know  your  falhion. 

Go  firrah,  lock  her  in, and  keep  the  key.  Exit  Luce  and  Boy. 
Safe  as  your  life.  Now  my  fon  Humphrey , 

You  may  both  reft  affured  of  my  love 
In  this,  and  reap  your  own  defire. 

Hum.  I fee  this  love  you  (peak  of,  through  your  daughter. 
Although  the  hole  belittle,  and  hereafter 
Will  yield  the  like  in  all  I may  or  can. 

Fitting  a Chriftian , and  a Gentleman. 

Mere'  I Do  believe  you  (my  good  fon)  and  thank  you. 
For  ’twere  an  impudence  to  think  you  flattered. 

Hum.  It  were  indeed , but  (liall  I tell  you  why , 

I have  been  beaten  twice  about  the  lye. 

Merc.  Well  fon,  no  more  of  complement,  my  daughter 
Is  yours  again  appoint  the  time  and  take  her. 
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Wcc’ll  have  no  Healing  for  it,  I my  felf 
' And  fome  few  of  our  friends  will  fee  you  married. 

Hitm.  1 would  you  would  i’faith , for  be  it  known 
I ever  was  alraid  to  lye  alone. 

Mcr.  Some  three  days  hence  then. 

Hum.  Three  days,  let  me  fee, 

’Tis  fomewhat  of  the  mofr,  yet  I agree , 

Becaute  1 mean  againft  the  pointed  day, 

Tovifitall  my  friends  in  new  array.  Enter  fervant. 

Ser.  Sir,  there’s  a Gentlewoman  without  would  fpeak 
with  your  Worflhp.  Mer.  What  is  Hie? 

Ser.  Sir  I askt  her  not. 

Mer.  Bid  her  come  in. 

Enter  Mijirifs  Merry-thought and  Michael. 

Mijhmer.  Peace  be  to  your  Worfhip,  I come  as  a poor 
Suitor  to  you  Sij , in  the  behalf  of  this  child. 

Mer.  Are  you  not  wife  to  Merri-thaught} 

Miji.mer.  Yes  truly,  would  I had  nere  feen  his  eyes,  he 
has  undone  me  and  himfelf,  and  his  children , and  there 
he  lives  at  home  and  lings,  andhoyts , and  revels  among 
his  drunken  companions , but  I warrant  you , where  to 
get  a penny  to  put  bread  in  his  mouth,  he  knows  not: 
And  therefore  if  it  like  your  Worfliip , I would  intreat 
your  Letter,  to  the  honellHoll:  of  the  Bell  in  fE’altham  , 
that  I may  place  my  child  under  the  protedion  of  his  l ap- 
lier.,  in  fome  fetlcd  courfeof  life. 

Mer  I’m  glad  the  heavens  have  heard  my  prayers : thy 
Husband 

W’hen  I was  ripe  in  fbrrovvs  laughtatme. 

Thy  foil, like  an  unthankful  wretch,  I having 
Redeem’d  him  from  his  fall,  and  made  him  mine , 

To  Ihew  his  love  again,  firll  Hole  my  daughter: 

Then  wrong’d  this  Gentleman,  and  laft  of  all. 

Gave  me  that  grief,  had  almolt  brought  me  down 
Unto  my  grave , had  not  a Itronger  hand 
Reliev’d  m.y  forrows , go,  and  weep  as  1 did , 

And  be  unpittied,  for  here  I profefs 
An  everlafting  hate  to  all  thy  name. 

Mijr.  mer.  Will  you  fo  Sir,  how  fay  you  by  that?  come 
Mickey  let  him  keep  his  wind  to  cool  his  Pottage  , we’ll  go 
to  thy  Nurfes , Mickp , Ihe  knits  filk  ftockings  boy , and 
we’ll  knit  too  boy,  and  be  beholding  to  none  ofthem  all. 

Exeunt  Michael  and  Mother. 

Enter  a Boy  mth  a Letter. 

Boy.  Sir,  I take  it  you  are  the  Mafter  of  thishoufe. 

Mer.  How  then  boy  ? 

Boy.  Then  to  your  felf  Sir,  comes  this  Letter. 

Mer.  From  whom  my  pretty  boy  ? 

Boy.  From  him  that  was  your  fervant,  but  no  more 
Shall  that  name  ever  be , for  he  is  dead, 

Grief  of  your  purchas’d  anger  broke  his  heart, 

I law  him  dye,  and  from  his  hand  receiv’d 
This  paper  with  a charge  to  bring  it  hither, 

Read  it , and  fatisfie  your  felf  in  all. 

letter. 

Merch.OZR  that  I have  mronied your  love.y  I mufi  confefsyin 
O which  I have  purchaji  to  my  jelfy  befides  mine  onm 
Hndoing.y  the  ill  .opinion  of  my  friends  ^ let  not  yrur  anger  ^ good 
Sir^  outlive  me  , but  fuffer  me  to  reji  in  peace  with  your  forgive- 
nefs '.y  let  my  body  (if  a dying  man  mayfo  much  prevail  with  you) 
be  brought  to  your  daughter.,  that  Jhe  may  know  my  hot  flames 
are  now  buried.,  and  '^uthally  receive  a tejiimony  of  the  zeal  1 
bore  her  vertue : farewell  for  ever.,  and  be  ever  happy. 

Jafper. 

Gods  hand  is  great  in  this , I do  forgive  him. 

Yet  am  I glad  he’s  quiet,  where  I hope 
He  will  not  bite  again : boy  bring  the  bo%. 

And  let  him  have  his  will,  if  that  be  all. 

\ 


Boy.  ’Tis  here  without  Sir.  Mer.  So  Sir,  if  youpleafe 
You  may  conduft  it  in,  I do  not  fear  it. 

Hum.  I’ll  be  your  Ufher  boy,  for  though  I fay  it. 

He  ow’d  me  fomething  once , and  v/ell  did  pay  it.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Luce  alone. 

Luce.  If  there  be  any  punihiment  inflided 
Upon  the  miferable , more  than  yet  I feell, 

Let  it  together  leize  me,  and  at  once 
Prefs  down  my  foul,  I cannot  bear  the  pain 
Of  thefe  delaying  tortures : thou  that  art 
The  end  of  all , and  the  fweet  reft  of  all  ^ 

Come,  come  oh  death  bring  me  to  thy  peace , 

And  blot  out  all  the  memory  I nourifli 
Both  of^her  and  my  cruel  friend. 

0 wret0h’d  maid  ftill  living  to  be  wretched. 

To  be  a fay  to  fortune  in  her  changes. 

And  grow  to  number  times  and  woes  together. 

How  happy  had  I been,  if  being  born 

My  grave  had  been  my  cradle  ? Enter  fervant. 

Ser.  By  your  leave 

Y'oung  Miftris,  here’s  a boy  hath  brought  a Coffin, 

What  a would  fay  I know  not : but  your  father 
Charg’d  me  to  give  you  notice , here  they  come. 

Enter  two  hearing  a Coffin,  Jafper  in  it. 

Luce.  For  me  I hope  ’tis  come,  and  ’tis  moft  welcome. 
Boy.  Fair  Miftrifs , let  me  not  add  greater  grief  - 
To  that  great  ftore  you  have  already^  Jajper 
That  whilft  he  liv’d  was  yours , now  dead , 

And  here  inclos’d,  cemmanded  me  to  bring 

His  body  hither,  and  to  crave  a tear 

From  thofe  fair  eyes,  though  he  delerve  not  pitty. 

To  deck  his  Funeral  s for  fohe  bid  me 

Tell  her  for  whom  he  di’d.  Luce.  He  Ihall  have  many: 

Exeunt  Coffin-carrier  and  Boy. 
Good  friends  depart  a little,  whilft  I take 
My  leave  of  this  dead  man , that  once  I lov’d ; 

Hold,  yet  a little,  life , and  then  I give  thee 
To  thy  firft  heavenly  being  i O my  friend ! 

Haft  thou  deceiv’d  me  thus , and  got  before  me  ? 

1 fhall  not  long  be  after,  but  believe  me. 

Thou  wert  too  cruel  Jafper  ’gainft  thy  delf. 

In  punilliing  the'  fault  1 could  have  pardoned  , 

With  fo  untimely  death  ^ thou  didft  not  wrong  me, 

But  ever  wer’t  moft  kind,  moft  true,  moft  loving  ■, 

And  1 the  moft  unkind,  moft  falfe,  moft  cruell. 

Didft  thou  but  ask  a tear?  i’ll  give  thee  all, 

Even  all  my  eyes  can  pour  down,  all  my  figh’s 
And  all  my  felf,  before  thou  goeftfrom  me 
There  are  but  fparing  Rites:  But  if  thy  foul 
Be  yet  about  this  place , and  can  behold 
And  fee  what  I prepare  to  deck  thee  with. 

It  fnall  go  up , born  on  the  wings  of  peace , 

And  fatisfied:  firft  will  I fing  thy  Dirge, 

Then  kifs  thy  pale  lips,  and  then  dye  my  felf. 

And  fill  one  Coffin  and  one  grave  together. 

SONG. 

Come  you  rrhofe  loves  are  dead. 

And  whilji  I fing 
Weep  and  wring 
Every  hand  and  every  bead. 

Bind  with  Ciprefs  and  fad  Ewe  , 

Bibbands  blacky,  and  Candles  blue  > 

F or  him  that  was  of  men  mofitrue. 

Come  with  heavy  mourning  , 

And  on  hU  grave 
Let  him  have 

Sacrifice  of  fighs  and  groaning. 

Let  him  have  fair  flowers  enow. 

White 
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frhite  and  purple^  green  and  yeUotp^ 

For  him  that  was  of  men  moji  true. 

Thou  fable  cloth  , fad  cover  of  my  joys , 

I lift  thee  up,  and  thus  I meet  with  death. 

- And  thus  you  meet  the  living.Lwcf.  Save  me  Heaven. 

Jafp,  Nay,  do  not  flyc  me  fair,  I am  nofpirit  , 

Look  better  on  me,  do  you  know  me  yet  ? 

Luce.  O thou  dear  lhadow  of  my  friend. 

J‘sfp.  Dear  fubftance,  j 

I (wear  I am  no  lhadow  feel  my  hand , ' 

It  is  the  fame  it  was,  I am  your  Jafper^  ' \ 

Your  Jafper  that’s  yet  living,  and  yet  loving,  I 

Pardon  my  rafli  attempt , my  foolilh  proof 
I piirfn  praftice  of  your  conftancy : ! 

For  Iboner  ftould  my  fword  have  drunk  my  blood,  | 
And  fet  my  foul  at  liberty,  than  drawn  I 

The  leaft  drop  from  that  body,  for  which  boldnefs 
Doom  me  to  anything:  if  death,  I take  it 
And  willingly.  Luce.  This  death  I’ll  give  you  for  it, 

So,  now  I am  fatisfied  : you  are  no  fpirit, 

But  my  own  trueft,  trueft,  truefl:  friend , 

Why  do  you  come  thus  to  me  ? 

Jafp.  Firft,  to  fee  you , 

Then  to  convey  you  hence. 

L Hce.  It  cannot  be , 

For  I am  lockt  up  here,  and  watcht  at  all  hours , 

That  ’tis  impolfible  for  me  to  fcape. 

Ja^p.  Nothing  more  poffible,  within  this  Coffin 
Do  you  convey  your  felf,  let  me  alone, 

I have  the  wits  of  twenty  men  about  me. 

Only  I crave  the  ffielter  of  your  Clofet 
A little , and  then  fear  me  not  •,  creep  in 
That  they  may  prefently  convey  you  hence  : 

Fear  nothing  deareft  love.  I’ll  be  your  fecond , 

Lye  clofe,  lo,  all  goes  well  yet  •,  boy. 

Foy.  At  hand  Sir. 

Jafp,  Convey  away  the  Coffin,  and  be  wary. 

Foy.  ’Tis  done  already. 

Jafp.  Now  mult  I go  conjure.  Fxit. 

Enter  Merchant* 

Merch.  Boy,  boy. 

Boy.  Your  fervant  Sir. 

Merch.  Do  me  this  kindnefs  boy, hold  here’s  a crownibe- 
fore  thou  bury  the  body  of  this  fellow,  carry  it  to  his 
old  merry  father,and  falute  him  from  me,  and  bid  him  ling, 
he  hathcaufe. 

Boy.  I will  sir. 

Merch.  And  then  bring  me  word  what  tune  he  is  in,  and 
have  another  crown : but  do  it  truly. 

I have  fitted  him  a bargain,  now,  will  vex  him. 

Boy.  God  blefs  your  Worffiips  health  Sir. 

Merch.  Farewell  boy.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Mater  Merry-thought. 

IFfe.  Ah  old  Merry-thought , art  thou  there  again  ? let’s 
hear  fome  of  thy  Songs. 

Old  Mer.  Who  can  fing  a merrier  note 
"Ihan  he  that  cannot  change  a great  ? 

Not  a Dinner  left,  and  yet  my  heart  leaps-,  Ido  wonder 
yet,  as  old  as  I am,  that  any  man  will  follow  a Trade,  or 
fenre , that  may  fing  and  laugli , and  walk  the  ftreets : my 
wife  and  both  my  fons  are  I know  not  where , I have  no- 
thing^eft , nor  know  I how  to  come  by  meat  to  fupper,yet 
am  I merry  ftill  ^ for  I know  I ffiall  find  it  upon  the  Table 
at  fix  a Clock  ^ therefore  hang  Thought 
I would  not  be  a Servingman  to  carry  the  cloke-bag 
ftill. 

Nor  would  I be  a Fawlconer  the  greedy  Hawkes  to  fill. 

But  I would  be  in  a good  houfe  , and  have  agoodMafter^ 
too: 


Bnt  I would  eat  and  drink  of  thebeft , andno  work  would 
I do. 

This  is  that  keeps  life  and  foul  together , mirth-  this  is 
the  Philofophers  ftone  that  they  write  fo  much  on,that  keeps 
a man  ever  young.  ^ 

Enter  a Foy. 

^oy.  Sir,  they  fay  they  know  all  your  Money  is  gone,and 
they  will  truft  you  for  no  more  drink. 

Old  mer.  Will  they  not?  let’emchufe:  the  bell  is  I have 
mirth  at  home , and  need  not  fend  abroad  for  that  • let  them 
keep  their  drink  to  themfelves.  ’ 

For  JiVian  of  Ferry^  ffie  dwells  On  a’  hill , 

And  ffie  hath  good  Beer  and  Ale  to  fell , 

And  of  good  felloes  ffie  thinks  no  ill ,. 

And  thither  will  we  go  now,  now,  now,  and  thither 
Wfill  we  go  now. 

And  when  you  have  made  a little  flay. 

You  need  not  know  what  is  to  pay. 

But  kifs  your  Hoftefs  andgo  >x)ur  way.  Andthither,  &c, 

Enter  anothrr  Boy. 

2.  Boy.  Sir,  I can  get  no  bread  for  fupper. 

Old  mer.  Hang  bread  and  fuppcr,let’spreferve  our  mirth, 
and  we  ffiall  never  feel  hunger.  I’ll  warrant  you,  let’s  have  a 
Catch , boy  follow  me,  come  fing  this  Catch. 


Ho,  ho^no  body  at  home,  meat,  nor  drin\,nor  money  ha  we  none, 
fill  the  pot  Eedy,  never  more  need  I. 


Old  mer.  So  boyes  enough,  follow  me , let’s  change  our 
place  and  we  ffihll  laugh  afreffi.  Exeunt. 

^ Wife.  Let  him  go  George , a ffiall  not  have  any  counte- 
nance from  us,  not  a good  word  from  any  i’th’  Company, 
if  I may  ftrike  ftroke  in’t. 

Cit.  No  more,  a ffiannot  love-,  but  NfI/,I  will  have  Rj/e, 
do  a very  notable  matter  now,  to  the  eternal  -honour  and 
glory  of  all  Grocers : firrah,  you  there,boy , can  none  of 
you  hear? 

Foy.  Sir,  your  pleafure. 

Cit.  Let  Kafe  come  out  on  May  day  in  the  morning,  and 
fpeak  upon  a Conduit  with  all  his  Scarfs  about  him,  and  his 
Feathers,  and  his  Rings,  and  his  Knacks. 

Boy.  Why  fir,  you  do  not  think  of  our  plot, what  will  be- 
come of  that  then  ? 

Cit.  Why  fir,  1 care  not  what  become  on’t.  I’ll  have  him 
come  out , or  I’ll  fetch  him  out  my  felf,l’ll  hav^e  fomething 
done  in  honor  of  the  City : befides  he  hath  been  long  enough 
upon  Adventures,  bring  him  out  quickly,  for  I come  amongft 
you 

Boy.  Well  fir,  he  ffiall  come  out,  but  if  our  Play  mifcarry. 
Sir  you  are  like  to  pay  for’t.  Exit. 

Cit.  Bring  him  away  then. 

Wife.  This  will  be  brave  i’faith : George  ffiall  not  he  dance 
the  Mortice  too  for  the  credit  of  the  Strand. 

Cit.  No  fweet-heart  it  will  be  too  much  for  the  boy.  O 
there  he  is  Nell-,  he’s  reafbnable  well  in  reparel , but  he  has 
not  Rings  enough. 


Enter  Rafe. 

Rafe-  London,  to  thee  I do  prefent  the  merry  Month  of 
May, 

Let  each  true  Subjed  he  content  to  hear  me  what  1 fay: 

For  from  the  top  of  Conduit  head,  as  plainly  may  appear, 

I will  both  tell  my  ndmetoyau,  and  wherefore  I came  here* 

My  name  is  Rafe  , by  due  dejcent , though  not  ignoble  I, 

Fet  far  inferiour  to  the  flock^  of  gracious  Grocery. 

And  by  the  Common-counfel  of  my  fellows  in  the  Strand  , 
With  gilded  Staff,  and  croffed  Skarfe  , the  May- lord  here 
I ft  and. 

Kefyce 


64 


The  Knight  of  the  ‘Burning  Bejlle. 


Kejoyce  0 Englijh  hearts^  rejoyce^rejoyce  0 Lovers  dear  *, 

Kejoyce  0 City  ^ and  Countrey  ^ rejoyce  eke  eve  ry 

Shire 

Fornorp  the  flagrant  flowers  do  fpring  and  fprout  in  feemly 

The  little  Birds  do  fit  and  fing,  the  Lambs  do  make  fine 

Andnovp  the  Burchin  Tree  doth  bud  that  makes  the  Schoolboy 
cry. 

The  Morrice  rings  while  Hobby  horfe  doth  foot  it  featuouf- 
The 


Vo 


Lords  and  Ladies  now  abroad  for  their  difport  and 

play^  - L 

kifs  fometimes  upon  the  Grafs , and  fometimes  in  t e 

Hay. 

Mow  butter  with  a leaf  of  Sage  is  good tt^purge  the  bloody 
ply  Venujr  and  Phlebotomy  for  they  are  neither  good. 

Now  little  fijh  on  tender ftone^  begin  to  cafi  their  bellies  , 

And  JIuggi(h  fnails , that  erji  were  mute  y do  creep  out  of  their 
JheVieSy 

nerMg  <m<,do«,nn  /.r  linU  K I shall  maks  thee  te  the  Cup  fall  fromthy’hand, 

Jhe  Sturdy  S,hd,  mru  got,  to  graft , and  up  tboy  haug  | 

j addle. 


Jafp.  I,  lam  hisGhoft; 

Whom  thou  haft  injur’d  for  his  conftantlove : 
Fond  worldly  wretch,  who  doft  not  underftand 
In  death  that  true  hearts  cannot  parted  be. 

Firft  know  thy  daughter  is  quite  born  away , 
On  wings  on  Angels : through  the  liquid  Ayre 
Too  far  out  of  thy  reach,  and  never  more 
Shalt  thou  behold  her  face : But  fhe  and  I 
Will  in  another  world  enjoy  our  loves , 

Where  neither  fathers  anger,  poverty. 

Nor  any  crofs  that  troubles  earthly  men 
Shall  make  us  fever  our  united  hearts , 

And  never  fnalt  thou  fit , or  be  alone 
In  any  place,  but  I will  vifit  thee 
With  gaftly  looks,  and  put  into  thy  mind 
The  great  offences  which  thou  didft  to  me. 
When  thou  art  at  thy  Table  with  thy  friends. 
Merry  in  heart,  and  fild  with  fwelling  wine. 
I’ll  come  in  midft  of  all  thy  pride  and  mirth, 
Invifible  to  all  men  but  thy  felf. 

And  whifpcr  fuch  a fad  tale  in  thine  ear , 


The 


heavy  Hart  y the  blowing  Bucket  the  KafcaU  and  the 
Prickfty 

Are  now  among  the  Teomans  Peafsy  and  leave  the  fearju 
thicketo 

And  be  likf  themyO you-,1  fay^of  this  fame  nobleTown^ 

And  lift  aloft  your  velvet  heads  y and  flipping  of  your  gown: 

With  bels  on  legSy  and  napkjns  clean  unto  your  fhoulders  ti  de^ 

With  Scarfs  and  Garters  as  you  pleafe  y and  Hey  for  our  Town 
cry‘*d:  _ 

March  out  and Jhewyour  willing  minds  , by  twenty , and  by 
twentyy  * 

To  Hogfdon  or  to  Newington,  where  Ale  and  Cak^s  are 
plenty. 

And  let  it  nere  he  faid  for  Jhame  y that  we  the  youths  of  L£>Vi~ 
don. 

Lay  thruming  of  our  caps  at  home , and  left  our  cujiom  un~ 
done. 

Zip  then  I fay , both  young  and  old , both  man  and  maid  a 
Maying 

With  Vrums  and  Guns  that  bounce  aloud y and  mehy  saber 
playing. 

Which  to  prolong  , God  fave  our  King  y and  fend  his  Countrey 
peacey 

And  root  out  Treafon  from  the  Landy  andfo  my  friends 

ceafe.  . 

Fims  Aa.  4. 


JBus  Quintus, 


Scoena  Frinia. 


Enter  Merchant  folus. 

Merck  1 will  have  no  great  ftore  of company  at  the  wed- 
ding, a couple  of  neighbors  and  their  wives,  and  we  will 
have  a Capon  in  ftewed  broth,  with  marrow , and  a good 
piece  of  beef,  ftuckwith  Role-mary. 

Enter  Jafper  and  his  face  mealed. 

Jafp.  Forbear  thy  pains  fond  man,  it  is  too  late. 

Merck  Heaven  blefs  me : JaJper  ? 


Merck  Forgive  me  Jafper  -y  Oh ! what  might  I do  ? 

Tell  me  tolatisfie  thy  troubled  Ghoft? 

Jafp.  There  is  no  means,too  late  thou  thinkft  on  this. 

- Mer.  But  tell  me  what  were  beft  for  me  to  do  ? 

Jafp.  Repent  thy  -deed,  andfatisfie  my  father , 

And  beat  fond.Humphrey  out  of  thy  doors.  Ex  it  Jafp 

Enter  Humphrey. 

Wife.  LookGeorge  y his  very  Ghoft  would  have  folks  bea- 
ten. 

Hum.  Father,  my  bride  is  gone,  fair  MiftrisLwcf, 

My  foul’s  the  font  of  vengeance,  mifchiefs  fluce. 

Mfr.  Hence  fool  out  ofmy  fight,  with  thy  fond  pafilon. 
Thou  haft  undone  me. 

Hum.  Hold  my  father  dear. 

For  Luce  thy  daughters  fake,  that  had  no  peer.. 

Mer.  Thy  father  fool?  there’s  fome  blows  more, 
begon. 

Jafper y I hope  thy  Ghoft  be  well  appeafed. 

To  fee  thy  will  perform’d  , now  i’ll  go^ 

To  fatisfie  thy  father  for  thy  wrongs:  Exit. 

Hum.  Whatftiall  I do?  I have  been  beaten  twice. 

And  Miftris  Luce  is  gone?  help  me  device : 

Since  my  true-love  is  gone,  I never  more  , 

Whilft  I do  live,upon  the  Skie  will  pore  •, 

But  in  the  dark  will  wear  out  my  Ihoo-fdes 

In  pafilon,  in  Saint  Faiths  Church  under  Pauls.  Exit. 

Wife.GeorgezaW  R<*/>hither,ifyoulovcme  call  hither, 

I have  the  braveft  thing  for  him  to  do  GeorgCy  y prethee. 
call  him  quickly 

Cit.  Rafoy  why  Rafe  boy. 

Enter  Rafe. 

Rafe.  Here  Sir. 

Cit.  Come  hither  Rafcy  come  to  thy  Miftris  Boy. 

Wife.  Rafe  I would  have  thee  call  all  the  youths  together 
in  battle-ray,  with  Drums,  and  Guns,  and  flags,  and  march 
to  Mile-end  m pompous  fafhion,  and  there  exhort  your 
Souldiers  to  be  merry  and  wife,  and  to  keep  their  beards 
from  burning  Rafoy  and  then  skirmilh,  and  let  your  flags 
fly , and  cry,  kill,  kill,  kill : my  husband  lhall  lend  you 
his  Jerkin  Rafcy  and  there’s  a Scarfe  for  the  reft,  th? 
houfe  lhall  furnilh  you,  and  we’ll  pay  for’t : do  it  brave- 
ly Rafey  and  think  before  whom  you  perform , and  what 
perfon  you  reprelent. 

Rafe.  I warrant  you  Miftrels,  if  I doit  not,  for  the  ho- 
nor of  the  City,  and  the  credit  of  my  Mafter,  let  me  ne- 
ver hope  for  freedome. 

Wife 
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Pf'ife.  ’Tis  well  fpoken  i’faith  j go  thy  waies,  thou  art 
a fpark  indeed. 

Ctt.  Ralphs  double  your  files  bravely  Ralph. 

Ralph.  I warrant  you  Sir,  £wf  Ralph. 

Cit.  Let  him  look  narrowly  to  his  fervice,  I fhall  take 
himelfe^  I was  there  my  felf  a Pike-man  once,  in  thehot- 
tefl:  of  the  day,  wench,  had  my  feather  Ihot  fhaer  away, 
the  fringe  of  my  pike  burnt  off  with  powder,  my  pate  bro- 
ken with  a fcouring-ftick,andyet  I thank  God  I am  here. 

Drum  within. 

JR/fe.  Hark  George.,  the  Drums. 

C/t,  Ran,  tan^  tan,  tan,  ran  tan  ; Oh  wench  an  thou 
hadll  but  lieen  little  Ned  of  Aldgate.,  drum  Ned.,  how  he 
made  it  roar  again,  and  laid  on  like  a tyrant ; and  then 
ftruck  foftly  till  the  Ward  came  up,  and  then  thundred  a- 
gain,  and  together  we  go;  la,  fa,  fa,  bounce  quoth 
the  Guns:  courage  my  hearts,  quoth  the  Captains ; Saint 
George.,  quoth  the  pike-men  •,  and  withal  here  they  lay, 
and  there  they  lay  : And  yet  for  all  this  I am  here  wench. 

Wife.  Be  thankful  for  it  George,  for  indeed  ’tis  wonder- 
ful. 

EnterR2\^hand  his  company  rvith  Drums  and  Colours. 

Ralph.  March  fair  my  hearts  Lieutenant  beat  the  rear 
up:  Ancient  let  your  Colours  flie:,  but  have  a great  care  of 
the  Butchers  hooks  at  Ifhite-Chappel,  they  have  been  the 
death  of  many  a fair  Ancient.  Open  your  files,  that  1 may 
take  a view  both  of  your  perfons  and  munition ; Serjeant 
call  a Mufter, 

Serg.  A hand,  Wiliam  Hamerton  Pewterer. 

Ham.  Here  Captain. 

Ealph.  A Corllet  and  a Spanifh  Pike-,  ’tis  well,  can  you 
fliakeit  with  a terror  ? 

Hum.  1 hope  foCaplain.  ^ 

Ralph.  Charge  upon  me,  ’tis  with  the  weakefl : put 
more  hrength  Wiliam  Hamerton,  more  frrength : as  you 
were  agauij  proceed  Serjeant. 

Serj.  George  Green-goofe,  Poulterer. 

Green.  Here. 

Ralph.  Let  me  fee  yonr  Peece  neighbor  Green-goofe,v!htn 
was  (he  fliot  in? 

Green.And  like  you  mafter  Captain,  I made  a fnot  even 
now,  partly  to  fcour  her,  and  partly  for  audacity. 

Ralph.  It  fhouldfeemfo  certainly,  for  her  breath  is  yet  in- 
flamed : befides,  there  is  a main  fault  in  the  touch-hole, 
it  runs  and  ftinketh;,  and  1 tell  you  moreover,  and  be- 
lieve it.  Ten  fuch  touch-holes  \'^uid  breed  the  Pox  in  the 
Army^  Get  you  a Feather,  neighbor,  get  you  a Feather, 
fweet  Oil,  and  Paper,  and  your  Peece  may  do  well  enough 
yet.  Where’s  your  Powder 

Green.  Here. 

Ralph.  What  in  a Paper?  As  I am  a Soldier  and  a Gen- 
tleman, it  craves  a Martial  Court : you  ought  to  die  for’t. 
Where’s  your  horn?  anfwerme  to  that. 

Green.  An’tlike  you  Sir,  I was  oblivious. 

Ralph.  It  likes  me  not  it  fhould  be  fo ’tis  a fhame  for 
you,  and  a fcandal  to  all  our  Neighbors,  being  a man  of 
worth  and  eftimation,  to  leave  your  horn  behind  you ; 1 
am  afraid  ’twill  breed  example.  But  let  me  tell  you  no  more 
on’t  ftand,  till  I view  you  all.  What’s  become  o’th’  nofe 
of  your  flaske  ? 

1 Sold.  Indeed  law  Captain, ’twas  blown  away  with  pow- 
der. 

Ralph.  Put  on  a new  one  at  the  Cities  Charge.  Where’s 
the  ftoneof  this  Peece? 

- 2 Sold.  The  Drummer  took  it  out  to  light  Tobacco. 

Ralph.  ’Tis  a fault  nry  friend,  put  it  in  again  : you  want  a 
Nofe,  and  you  a Stone  •,  Serjeant,  rake  a note  on’t,  for  I 
mean  to  flop  it  in  the  pay.  Remove  and  march,  foft  and 
fair  Gentlemen^  foff  and  fair : double  and  files,  as  you 
were,  faces  about.  Now  you  with  the  fodden  face,  keep  in 
there : look  to  your  Match  firrah,  it  will  be  in  your  fellows 
flask  anon.  So  make  a Crefeent  now,  advance  your  Pikes, 
ftand  and  give  ear.  Gentlemen,  Countrey-men,  Friends, and 


my  fellovv-Soldiers,  I have  brought  you  this  day  from  the 
Shop  of  Security  and  the  Counters  of  Content,  to  mea- 
fureout  in  thefe  fbrious  fields.  Honor  by  the  ell,  and 
Prowefs  by  the  pound : Let  it  not,  O let  it  not,  I fay,  be 
told  hereafter,  the  noble  ilKie  of  this  City  fainted:  but 
bear  your  felves  in  this  fair  afrion,  like  men,  valiant  mem 
and  free  men:  Fear  not  the  face  of  the  enemy,  nor  the 
noifeofthe  Guns:  for  believe  me  brethren, the  rude  rumb- 
hng  of  a Brewers  Carr  is  more  terrible,  of  which  you 
have  a daily  experience : Neither  let  the  fink  of  Powder 
ofl^nd  you  fince  a more  valiant  ftiak  is  nightly  with  you. 
To  aiefblvedmind,  his  home  is  every  where;  I fneaknot 
this  to  take  away  the  hope  of  your  return:  for  you  fnall 
ee  T do  not  doubt  it)  and  that  very  fliortly,  your  loving 
wives  again,  and  your  fweet  children,  whofe  care  doth  bear 
you  company  in  baskets.  Remember  then  whofe  caufe  you 
have  in  hand,  and  like  a fort  of  true-born  Scavengers  foour 
me  this  famous  Realm  of  enemies.  I have  no  rnorc’to  fay 
but  this : Stand  to  your  tacklings  lads,  and  fhew  to  the 
world,  you  can  as  well  brandifn  a fword,  asfliakean  A- 
pron.  Saint  George,  and  on  my  hearts.  Omnes.  Saint 
SmnzGeorge. 

Wife.  ’Twas  well  done  I’ll  fend  thee  a cold  Capon 
afield,  and  a bottle  of  March-beer  ^ and,  it  may  be,  come 
my  felf  to  f ee  thee. 

Cit.  IVe/,  the  boy  hath  deceiv’d  me  much,  I did  not  think 

it  had  been  in  him ; he  has  perform’d  fuch  a matter’vvcnch 
that  if  I live,  next  year  I’li  have  him  Captain  of  the  Gal- 
lifoift,  or  I’ll  want  my  Will. 

Enter  Old  Merry-thought. 

Old  Mer.  Yet  I thank  God,  I break  not  a rinkle  more 
than  I had,  not  a ftoop  boys  ? Care  live  with  Cats,  I defie 
thee,  my  heart  is  as  found  as  an  Oak  ^ and  though  I want 
drink  to  wet  my  whifrle,  I can  fing. 

Come  no  more  there  hoys,  come  no  more  there : 

For  we  Jhal  never  whifl  we  live,  come  any  more  there. 

Enter  a Boy  with  a Co^n, 

Boy.  God  lave  you  Sir. 

Old  Mer.  It’s  a brave  Boy;  ca-a’A:  thou  fing? 

Boy.  Y es  Sir,  1 can  fing, but  ’tis  not  lb  neceflary  at  this  time. 

Old  Mer.  Sing  w^e, and  chaunt  it, whil  ft  love  doth  grant  it. 

Boy.  Sir,  Sir,  if  you  knew  what  1 have  brought  you,  you 
would  have  little  lift  to  fing. 

, Mtr.  Oh  the  Mi.mon  round,fulliongl  have  thee  fought. 
And  now  1 have  thee  found, and  w'hat  haft  tliou  here  brought/ 

Boy.  A Coffin,  Sir,  and  your  dead  Son  Jafper  in  it. 

Old  Mer.  Dead?  why  farewell  he; 

Thou  waft  a bonny  boy,  and  I did  love  thee. 

Enter  Jafper. 

Jafp.  Then  I pray  you  Sir,  do  fo  ftlll. 

Old  Mer.  Jafper'*i  Ghoft?  thou  art  welcome  from  Stygi- 
an laks 

Declare  to  me  w'hat  wondrous  things  in  Pluto'^  court  are  done 
JjJl  By  my  troth  fir,  I ne’r  came  there,’tis  too  hot  for  me  Sir. 

Old  Mer.  A merry  Ghoft,  a very  merry  Ghoft. 

And  where  is  your  true  love?  Oh  where  is  yours  ? 

Jafp.  Marry  look  you  Sir.  Heaves  up  the  Coffin. 

Old  Mer.  Ah  ha!  Art  thou  good  at  that  i’ faith? 

With  hey  trixie  terierie-whiskin,thc  world  it  runs  on  wheels. 
When  the  young  mans  up  goes  the  Maidens  heels. 

Mijhifs  Merry-thought  Michael  rvithln. 

Miff.  Mer.  \Nh2tMT.Mcrri-thought,  will  you  not  let’s  in? 
what  do  you  think  ftiall  become  of  us? 

Miff.  Mer.  What  voice  is  that  that  calleth  at  our  door? 

Miff.  Mer.  You  know  me  well  enough,  I am  fure  I have 
not  been  fuch  a ftranger  to  you. 

I Ola 
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OldMer.  And  fome  theywhiftled,  and  fome  they  fling. 
Hey  dovpn^doirn  \ and  fome  did  loudly  lay,  ever  asthe  Lord] 
Barnet s hornbKw,  Away  Mnjgrave  away. 

Miji.Mer.  You  will  not  have  us  ftarvehere,  will  you  Ma- 
{zcr  Merry-t bought  ? 

Jajp.  Nay,  good  Sir  be  perfwaded,  fhe  is  my  Mother: 
if  her  offences  have  been  great  againft  yon,  let  your  own 
love  remember  fhe  is  yours,  and  lb  forgive  her. 

Luce.  Good  mailer  Merry-thought^  let  me  intreat  you,  1 
will  not  be  denied. 

MiJi.Mer.  Why  Mailer  will  you  beavext 

thing  Hill  ? 

Old  Mer.  Woman  I take  you  to  my  love  again,  but  you 
Ihall  ling  before  you  enter : therefore  difpatch  your  fong, 
and  Ib  come  in. 

Miji.  Mer.  Well,  you  mull  have  your  Will  when  all’s  done, 
Mkh.  what  fong  canlt  thou  ling  Boy  ? 

Mich.  I can  ling  none  forfooth,  but  a Ladies  Daughter 
of  Paris  properly. 

Mich.  Mer.  Song.  It  was  a Ladies  Daughter.,  &c. 

OldMer.  Come,  you’re  welcome  home  again. 

If  fuch  danger  be  in  playing,  and  jell  muff:  to  earnell  turn, 
You  Ihall  go  no  more  a Maying. 

Merch.  within.  Are  you  within  Sir,  iShitei  Merry-thought? 
Jafp.  It  is  my  Mailers  voice,  good  Sir,  go  hold  him  talk 
whilfrwe  convey  our  felvesintolbme  inwardroom. 

OldMer.  What  are  you?  are  you  merry  you  muH  be 
very  merry  if  you  enter. 

Mer.  I am  Sir. 

OldMer.  Sing  then. 

Mer.  Nay,  good  Sir  open  to  me. 

OldMer.  Sing,  1 fay, or  by  the  merry  heart, yon  come  not 
in. 

2^er.  Well  Sir,  I’ll  ling. 

Fortune  myfoe.,^c. 

Old  Mer.  You  are  welcome  Sir,  you  are  welcome : you 
fee  your  entertainment,  pray  you  be  merry. 

Mer.  Oh  Mailer  Merry-thought.,  I am  come  to  aske  you 
Forgivenefsforthe  wrongs  I offered  you, 

And  your  moll  virtuous  Son,  they’re  infinite, 

! Yet  my  contrition  Ihall  be  miorethan  they. 

I do  confefs  my  hardnefs  broke  his  heart. 

For  which  jull  heaven  hath  given  me  punilhment 
More  than  my  age  can  carry,  his  wandring  fpirit 
Not  yet  at  reH,  purfucs  me  every  where. 

Crying.  I’ll  haunt  thee  for  thy  cruelty. 

■ My  Daughter  Ihe  is  gone,  I know  not  how. 

Taken  invifible,  and  whether  living. 

Or  in  grave,  ’tis^yet  uncertain  to  me. 

Oh  Mailer  Merry-thought,  thefc  are  the  Weights, 

Will  fink  me  to  my  grave,  forgive  me  Sir.  , 

OldMer  Why  Sir,  Ido  forgiveyou,  and  be  merry. 

And  if  the  wag  in’s  lifetime,  plaid  the  knave. 

' Can  you  forgive  him  too  ? 

Mer.  With  all  my  heart  Sir. 

Old  Mer.  Speak  it  again,  and  heartily. 

Mer.  I do  Sir. 

Now  by  my  foul  I do. 

Old  Mer.  With  that  came  out  his  Paramour, 

She  was  as  white  as  the  Lilly  Flower, 

Hey  troul,  trolielolie. 

Enter  Luce  and  jafper. 

With  that  came  out  her  own  dear  Knight, 

He  was  as  true  as  ever  did  fight,  &c. 

Sir,  if  you  will  forgive  ’em,  clap  their  hands  together, 
there’s  no  more  to  be  faid  i’th’ matter. 

M er.  i do',  I do. 

CiL  I do  not  like  this,  peace  boys,  hear  me  one  of  you, 
every  bodies  part  is  comeito  an  end  but  Kalph'^s,  and  he’s 
left  out. 

Boy  ’Tis  long  of  your  felf  Sir,  we  have  nothing  to  do 
with  his  part. 


Cit.  Ralph.  Come  away,  make  on  him  as  you  have  done 
of  the  reft-  boys  come.  j 

Wife.  Now  good  Husband,  let  him  come  out  and 
die. 

Cit.  He  Ihall  NeU,  Ralph,  come  away  quickly  and  die 
boy. 

Boy  ’T will  be  very  unfit  he  Ihould  die  fir,  upon  no  occa- 
fion,  and  in  a Comedy  too. 

Cit,  Take  you  no  care  for  that  Sir  boy,  is  not  his  part 
at  an  end , think  you,  when  he’s  dead  ? come  awav 
Ralph. 

Enter  Ralph,  with  a forked  arrow  through  his  head, 

Ralph.  When  I was  mortal,  this  my  coftive  corps 
Did  lap  up  Figs  and  Raifons  in  the  Strand, 

Where  fitting  I efpi’d  a lovely  Dame, 

W hofe  Mailer  wrought  with  Lingell  and  with  All, 

And  underground  he  vampied  many  a Boot, 

Straight  did  her  love  prick  forth  me,  tender  fprig: 

To  follow  feats  of  Arm^s  in  warlike  wife. 

Through  lValtham'DQl2xt,  where  I did  perform 
Many  atchievements,  and  did  lay  onground 
Huge  Barharof),  that  infulting  Giant, 

And  all  his  Captives  loon  fet  at  liberty. 

Then  honor  prickt  me  from  my  native  foil, 

Into  Moldavia,  where  I gain’d  the  love 
Of  Pompiana  his  beloved  Daughter : 

But  yet  prov’d  conftant  to  the  black  thumm’d  Maid 
Sufan,  andfeorn’d  Pompianaeslove: 

Yet  liberal  I was,  and  gave  her  pins. 

And  money  for  her  Fathers  Officers, 

I then  returned  home,  andthruft  my  felf 
In  adlion,  and  by  all  means  chofen  was 
The  Lord  of  May,  , where  I did  flourilhit. 

With  Scarfs  and  Rings,  and  Poefie  in  my  hand: 

After  this  adion  I preferred  was. 

And  chofen  City-Captain  at  Mile-end., 

With  Hat  and  Feather,  and  with  leading  Half, 

Andtrain’d  my  men,  and  brought  them  all  off  clear 
Save  one  man  that  beraid  him  with  the  noife. 

Butallthefe  things  I Ralph  did  undertake. 

Only  for  my  beloved  Sufans  fake. 

Then  coming  home,  and  fitting  in  my  Ihop 
With  Apron  blew,  Death  came  unto  my  flail 
To  cheapen  Aquavit  a-,  but  e’r  I 
Could  take  the  bottle  down,  and  fill  a tafte. 

Death  came  and  caught  a pound  of  Pepper  in  his  hand, 

And  Iprinkled  all  my  Face  and  Body  o’r. 

And  in  an  inftant  vaniffied  away. 

Cit.  ’Tis  a pretty  fidion  i’faith. 

Ralph.  Then  took  I up  my  Bow  and  Shaft  in  hand. 

And  waikt  in  Moor-fields,  to  cool  my  felf. 

But  there  grim  cruel  death  met  me  again. 

And  fnot  this  forked  Arrow  through  my  head. 

And  now  I faint,  therefore  be  warn’d  by  me, 

My  fellows  every  one,  of  forked  heads. 

Farewel  all  you  good  boys  in  merry  London, 

Ne’r  fhall  we  more  upon  Shrove-Tuefday  meet. 

And  pluck  downhoufes  of  iniquity. 

My  pain  increafeth:  I fhall  never  more 
Hold  open,  whilft  another  pumps  both  legs. 

Nor  daub  a Sattin  Gown  with  rotten  Eggs: 

Set  up  a flake.  Oh  never  more  I fhall, 

I die,  flie,  flie  my  foul  to  Grocers  Hall.  oh,oh,oh,€^. 

IVife.  Well  faid  Ralph,  do  your  obeyfance  to  the  C^n- 
tlemen,  and  go  your  ways  wdlimd  Ralph. 

Exit  Ralph. 

Old  Mer.  Methinks  all  we,  thus  kindly  and  unexped- 
edly  reconciled,  fhould  not  part  without  a Song. 

Merch.  A good  motion. 

Old  Mer.  Strike  up  then. 


SONG. 


The  K^night  of  the  burning  Teftle. 
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SONG, 


Efilogns. 


Better  Mufickjne^r  was  k^own., 

I’han  a ^ire  of  hearts  in  one. 

Let  each  other  that  hath  been-, 
troubled  with  the  gall  or  fpleen  : 

Learn  of  us  tol^eep  his  brow-, 

Smooth  and  plain  ashurs  are  now. 

Sing  though  before  the  hour  of  dying 
Hejhallrife,  and  then  be  crying-, 

Hey  ho-,  ^Tis  nought  but  mirth, 

^bat  keeps  the  bodiefrom  the  earth. 

Exeunt  oranes. 


Cit.  Come  Nell,  (hall  we  go,  the  Play’s  done? 

Wife.  Nay,  by  my  faith  George,  1 have  more  manners 
than  fo,  I’ll  fpeak  to  thefe  Gentlemen  firft:  I thank  you 
all  Gentlemen,  for  your  patience  and  countenance  to  Jv<7/£>/7, 
a poor  tatherlefs  child,  and  if  I may  fee  you  at  my  lioufc, 
it  (liouldgo  hard,  but  I would  have  a pottle  of  Wine,  and 
a Pipe  ot  Tobacco  for  you^  for  truly  1 hope  you  like  the 
youth,  but  I would  be  glad  to  know  the  truth : 1 re- 
fer it  to  your  own  dilcretions,  whether  you  w'ill  applaud 
him  or  no,  for  1 will  wink,  and  whilft  you  (hall  do  what 
you  will,  I thank  you  with  all  my  heart,  God  give  you 
good  night,  come  George. 
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Loves  Pilgramage,  a Comedy. 


The  Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Governor  of  B^rcellona.. 

Leonardo,  a noble  Gemefe,  Father  to 
ftio. 

DonZanchio,  an  old  lame  angry  Soldier,  Father  to 
Leocadia. 

Alphonfo,  a cholerick  Don,  Father  to  Theodojla, 
Philippo,  Son  to  Alphonfo^  Lover  of  Leocadia. 
Marc-Antonio,  Son  to  Leonardo. 

Pedro,  a Gentleman  and  friend  to  Leonardo. 
Elodorigo,  General  of  the  SpaniJIj  Gallies. 


Incubo,  Bailiff  of  Cajiel  Bianco* 
Diego,  Hoft  of  Ofuna. 

Lazaro,  Hoftler  to  Diego. 

Hoft  of  Borcellona. 

Bailiff  of  Barcellona, 
Chirurgeons. 

Soldiers. 

Attendants. 

Tovvnfmen. 

Attendants. 


W O M E N; 


Theodofia,  Daugh.  to  Alphonfo  ^Love-fick  Ladies  in  Hoftefs,  Wife  to  Diego. 

Leocadia, Daugh.to  DonZ^^w^i^^.dpurfuitof  M.  Anton.  | 

Eugenia, Wife  to  the  Governor  of  Barcellona.  I Hoftefs,  Wife  to  the  Hoft  of  Barcelona. 

The  Scene  Barcellona 
and  the  Road. 


Aclius  Primus,  Scsena  Prima 


Incubo  the  Bailiff^  DiegO  theHoll. 

Inc.  Ignior  Don  Viego^  and  mine  Hoft,  favethee. 
Vie.  I thank  you  Mr.  Baily. 

Inc.  Kf)  O the  block ! 

Vie.  Why,  how  ftould  I have  anfwer’d  ? 

Inc.  Not  with  that 

Negligent  rudenefs : But  I kifs  your  hands 
Signior  Don  Incubo  de  Hambre^  and  then 
My  Titles:  Mafter Baily  of  ; 

Thou  ne’r  wilt  have  the  elegancy  of  an  Hoft  5 
I forrow  for  thee,  as  my  friend  and  GolTip : 

No  lmoak,nor  fteam  out-breathing  from  the  kitchen  ? 
There’s  little  life  i’th  Hearth  then. 

Vie.  I,  there,  there. 

That  is  his  friendJhip,  harkening  for  thefpit. 


And  forrow  that  he  cannot  fmell  the  pot  boil. 

Inc.  Strange 

An  Inn  fnouldbe  lb  curft,  and  not  the  fign 
Blafted,nor  withered^  very ftrange,  three  days  now. 

And  not  an  Egg  eat  in  it,  nor  an  Onion.  (traps,  I, 

Vie.  I think  they  ha’  ftrew’d  the  high-ways  with  cd- 
No  horfe  dares  pals  ’em  ^ I did  never  know 

A week  of  fo  fad  doings,  lince  I firft  

Stood  to  my  Sign-poft, 

Inc.  Gollip,  I have  found 
The  root  of  all ; kneel,  it  is  thy  felf 
Art  caufe  thereof:  eachperfbn  is  the  Founder 
Of  his  own  fortune,  good  or  bad-,  but  mend  it. 

Call  for  thy  Cloak,  and  Rapier. 

Vie.  How? 

Inc  .Do,  call, 

' And 
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And  put  ’em  on  in  hafte : Alter  thy  fortune^ 

By  appearing  worthy  of  her;  Doftthou  think 
Her  good  face  e’r  will  know  a man  in  cuerpo  ? 

In  fingle  body,  thus  ? in  Hofe,  and  Doublet 
The horfe-boys garb?  bafe blank,  and halfe blank 
Did  I,  or  Mr  Dean  of  Sivil  our  neighbor 
E’r  reach  our  dignities  in  cuerpo^  think’fl:  thou. 

In  fquirting  Hofe  and  Doublet  ? Signior,  no. 

There  went  more  to’t:  there  were  Cloaks,Gowns,CalIbcks, 
And  other  parameutos  ^ Call,  I fay. 

His  Cloak,  and  Rapier  here. 

Enter  Hollels. 

Hojl.  What  means  your  Worlhip? 

Inc.  Bring  forth  thy  Husbands  Sword;  fo  hang  it  on, 
And  now  his  cloak,  here  call  it  up  ^ 1 mean 
Goffip,  to  change  your  luck,  and  brink  you  guelts. 

Hoji.  Why?  is  there  charm  in  this? 

Inc.  Exped  j now  walk, 

But  not  the  pace  of  one  that  runs  on  errands  ^ 

For,  want  of  gravity  in  an  Holt,  is  odious ; 

You  may  remember  Goffip,  if  you  pleafe, 

(Your  Wife  being  then  th’ Infanta  of  tlie  Gipfies, 

And  your  felf  governing  a great  mans  Mules  then  ) 

Me  a poor  Squire  at  Madrid  attending 
A Mailer  of  Ceremonies But  a man,  believe  it. 

That  knew  his  place  to  the  gold  weight,  and  fuch 
Have  1 heard  him  ought  fay,  ought  every  Holl 
Within  the  Catholique  Kings  Dominions 
Be  in  his  own  houfe. 

Vie.  How? 

Inc.  A Mailer  of  Ceremonies  • 

Atleall  Vice-Mailer,  and  to  do  nought  in  cuerpo^ 

That  was  his  Maxim,  I will  tell  thee  of  him ; 

He  would  not  fpeak  with  an  Amballadors  Cook, 

See  a cold  bake-meat  from  a forreign  part 
In  cuerpo : had  a dog  but  llaid  without. 

Or  beallof  quality,  as  an  Englijh  Cow, 

But  to  prefent  it  felf,  he  would  put  on 
His  chain  about  his  neck,  therulf 
And  cuffs  of  Holland.,  then  the  NaplexEht 
With  the  Hat-band,  iind  the  Florentine  Agat, 

The  Millan  Sword,  the  Cloak  of  Genoa.,  fet 
With  F lemijh  buttons-.,  all  his  given  pieces 
To  entertain  ’em  in,  and  complement  Knockrvithin. 
With  a tame  Conie,  as  with  the  Prince  that  fentit. 

Vie.  Lill.  who  is  there? 

Inc.  A guell  and  ’tbe  thy  will. 

Vie.  Look  Spovvfe,  cry  luck,  and  we  be  encounter’d ; ha  ? 

Hoft.  Luck  then,  and  good,  for  ’tisa  fine  brave  guell, 
With  a brave  horle. 

Inc.  Why  now,  believe  of  cuerpo. 


HoJi.  Alas, fair  flower? 

Vie.  Does  any  body  entertain  hfs  Horfe? 

Hoji.  Yes,  Lazaro  has  him. 

Enter  Hollels  with  a glafs  of  water. 

Inc.  Go  you  fee  him  in  perfon. 

T own  water, 

I did  dilliirtmyfelf-  fweat  Lilly  look  upon  me 
You  are  but  newly  blown,  my  pretty  Tulip.  ’ 

Faint  not  upon  your  llalk,  ’tis  firm  and  frefn 
Stand  upfo  bolt  upright,  you  are  yet  in  growing 

Ihe.  Pray  you  let  me  have  a chamber. 

Hoji.  That  you  lhall.  Sir. 

Jhe.  And  where  I may  be  private,  I intreat  you! 

Hoji.  For  that  in  troth  Sir,  we  ha  no  choice;  ourhoule 
Is  but  a vent  of  need,  that  now  and  then 
Receives  a guell,  between  the  greater  Towns 
As  they  come  late  ^ only  one  room, 

Inc.  She  means.  Sir,  it  is  none 
Of  thofe\yild,  fcgtter’d  heaps,  call’d  Inns,where  fcarce 
The  Holl  is  heard,  though  he  wind  his  horn  t’hR  people 
Here  IS  a competent  pile,  wherein  the  man,  ^ ’ 

Wife,  Servants,  all  do  live  within  the  whiffle 

Hoji.  Only  one  room. 

Inc.  A pretty  modeft  quadrangle 
She  will  deferibe  to  you. 

Hoji.  Wherein  ffands  two  Beds  Sir. 


Enter  Diego. 

We  have,  and  where,  if  any  gueft  do  come. 

He  muff  of  force  be  lodg’d,  that  is  the  truth,  Sir. 

T-heo.  But  if  1 pay  you  for  both  your  beds,  methinks 
That  Ihould  alike  content  you. 

Hoji.  That  it  lhall.  Sir. 

If  I be  paid,  I am  paid. 

Iheo.  Why,  there’s  a Ducket 
Will  that  make  your  content  ? 

Hoji.  Oh  the  fweetface  on  you  ; 

A Ducket?  yes,  and  there  were  three  beds  Sir, 

And  twice  fo  many  rooms,  which  is  one  more, 

You  Ihould  be  private  in ’em  all,  in  all  Sir, 

No  one  Ihould  have  a piece  of  a bed  with  you 
Not  mailer  Dean  of  Sivil  himfelf,  I fwear. 

Though  he  came  naked  hither,  as  once  he  did 
When  h’had  like  t’have  been  taneabed  with  the  Moor 
And  guelt  by  her  Mailer ; you  lhall  be  as  private. 

As  if  you  lay  in’s  own  great  houfe  that’s  haunted. 
Where  no  body  comes,  they  fay ; 

7heo.  I thank  you  Hoffefs. 

Pray  yon,  will  you  Ihewmein. 

Hoji.  Yes  marry  will  I Sir,  . 

And  pray  that  not  a flea,  or  a chink  vex  you. 


Enter  Theodofia. 

As  you  lhall  feeoccalion;  go,  and  meet  him. 

Iheo.  Look  to  my  horfe,  I pray  you,  well. 

Vie.  He  lhall.  Sir. 

Inc.  Oh  how  beneath  his  rank  and  call  was  that  now  ? 
Your  horle  lhall  be  entreated  as  becomes 
A horfe  of  falhion,  and  his  inches. . 

Vheo.  Oh. 

f«c.;  Look  to  the  Cavalier : what  ails  he?  Hay 
If  it  concern  his  horfe,  let  it  not  trouble  him. 

He  lhall  have  all  refpedl  the  place  can  yield  him 
Either  of  barley,  or  frelh  llraw. 

Vie.  Good  Sir 
Look  up. 

Inc.  He  finks,  fomewhat  to  call  upon  him. 

He’ll  go  away  in  cuerpo  elfe. 

Vie.  What,  Wife! 

Oh  your  hot  waters  quickly,  and  fome  cold 
To  call  in  his  fweet  face. 


Exit  Hoft  and  Theo. 

Inc.  You  forget  fupper ; Goffip;  move  for  fupper 
Vie.  ’T is  ftrange  what  love  to  a beaft  may  do,  his  Horfe 
Threw  him  into  this  fit. 

Inc.  You  lhall  excufe  me 
It  was  his  being  in  cuerpo.,  meerly  caus’d  it. 

Vie.  Do  you  think  lb  Sir? 

Inc.  Moll  unlucky  cuerpo. 

Naught  elfe,  he  looks  as  he  would  eat  Partridge, 

This  guell  •,  ha’  you  ’em  ready  in  the  houfe  ? 

And  a fine  piece  of  Kid  now and  frelh  garlick 

Enter  Hollels. 

With  Sardinia  undZant  Oil?  how  now? 

Has  he  befpoke,  what  will  he  have  a brace. 

Or  but  one  Partridge,  or  a Ihort  leg’d  Hen, 

Daintyly  carbonado’d  ? 

Hoji.  ’Lafs  the  dead 
May  be  as  ready  for  a fupper  as  he. 

Inc. 
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Inc.  Ha 

Hoji.  He  has  no  mind  to  eat,  more  than  his  fhadow; 

Jnc.  Say  you. 

Die.  How  does  your  worfhip 
Inc.  I put  on 

My  left  Ihooe  firft  to  day,  now  I perceive  it,' 

Andskipt  a bead  in  faying ’em  ’ore elfe 
I could  not  be  thus  crofs’d : He  cannot  be- 
Above  feventeen one  of  his  years^  and  have 
Nobetter  aftomach? 

Hoji.  Ancnn  fuch  good  deaths  too. 

Die.  Nay, thefedooftenmakethefuomachworfe, wife,  ’ 

That  is  no  reafon. 

Inc.  I could, at  his  years,  Goffips 
( As  temperate  as  you  fee  me  now  ) have  eaten  1 

My  brace  of  Ducks,  with  my  half  Goofe,  my  Conie,  v 
And  drink  my  whole  twelve  in  Wine  ■ 

AsealieasI  now  get  down  three  Olives 

Die.  And,with  your  temperance-favour,yet  I think 
Your  worlhip  would  put  to’t  at  fix  and  thirty 
For  a good  wager  ^ and  the  meal  in  too. 

Inc.,  I do  not  know  what  mine  old  mouth  can  do. 

I ha  not  prov’d  it  lately. 

Die.  That’s  the  grief,  Sir. 

Inc.  But  is  he  without  hope  then  gone  to  bed? 

Hoji.  1 fear  fo.  Sir,  h’as  lock’d  the  door  dole  to  him  i 
Sure  he  is  very  ill. 

Inc.  That  is  with  falling. 

You  fhouldhatold  himGoffip,  what  you  had  had. 

Given  him  the  Inventory  of  your  kitchen, 

It  is  the  picklock  in  an  Inn,  and  often 

Opens  a clofe  barr’d  ftomach ; what  may  he  be  troh  ? 

Has  he  fo  good  a Horle  ? 

P?i?.  Oh  a brave  Jennet, 

As  e’r  your  worfnip  faw. 

Inc.  And  he  eats  ? 

Die.  Strongly, 

Inc.  A mighty  Solecifme,  heaven  give  me  patience, 
What  creatures  has  he  ? 

Hoji.  None. 

Inc.  And  fo  well  cloath’d. 

And  fo  well  mounted  > 

Die.  That’s  all  my  wonder,  Sir, 

Who  he  fhouldbei,  he  is  attir’d  and  hors’d 
For  the  Coniiables  Son  of  Spain. 

Inc.  My  wonders  more 

He  fhould  want  appetite : well  a good  night 
T o both  my  Gollips : 1 will  for  this  time 
Put  off  the  thought  of  fupping ; In  the  morning 
Remember  him  of  breakfaft  pray  you. 

Hoji.  I fball  Sir. 

Die.  A hungry  time  Sir. 

Inc.  We  that  live  like  mice  {Exit 

On  others  meatfmuflwatch  when  weeangetit. ; Incubo. 

Hoji.  Yes,  but  I would  not  tell  him;  Our  fair  gueft 
Says,  though  he  eats  no  fupper  he  will  pay  for  one. 

Die.  Good  ne  ws ; we’ll  eat  it  fpoufe,  t’  his  health, 
’Twas  politickly  done  t’admitnolharers. 


Enter  Philippo. 

Fhi.  Look  to  the  Mules  there,  where’s  mine  Hoft  ? 
Die.  Here  Sir. 

Another  Fayerie. 

'Hoji.  Blefsme. 

fhi.  From  what  fweet  Ho  fiefs? 

Are  you  afraid  o’ your  guefls? 

Hoji.  From  Angels,  Sir, 

I think  there’s  none  but  fuch  come  here  to  night. 

My  houfe  had  never  fo  good  luck  afore 
For  brave,  fine  guefls  •,  and  yet  the  ill  luckon’t  is 
I I cannot  bid  you  welcome. 

I fhi.  No  ? 


Hoji.  Not  lodge  you  Sip. 
fhi.  Not,  Hoftefs? 

Hoji.  No  in  troth  Sir,  I do  fell  you 
Becaufe  you  may  provide  in  time ; my  beds 
Are  both  tane  up  by  a young  Cavalier 
That  will  andmufl  be  private. 

Die.  He  has  paid  Sir 
For  all  our  Chambers. 

Hoji.  Which  is  one : and  Beds 
Which  I already  ha  told  you  are  two:  But  Sir, 

So  fweet  a creature,  I am  veryforry 
I cannot  lodge  you  by  him  ^ you  look  fo  like  him 
Yo’  are  both  the  lovelicfl  pieces. 
fhi.  What  train  has  he? 

Die.  None  but  himfelf 
fhi.  And  will  no  lefs  than  both  beds 
Serve  him  ? 

Hoji.  H’as  given  me  a Ducket  for  ’em, 
fhi.  Oh. 

You  givemereafbnHoflefs  ; Is  he  handfbme, 

And  young  do  you  f§y  ? 

Hoji.  Oh  Sir,  the  delicat’ll  flefh 
And  fineft  cloths  withal,  and  fuch  a horle. 

With  fuch  a Saddle. 

fhi.  She’s  in  love  with  all. 

The  horfe,  and  him,  and  Saddle,  and  cloths , good  woman 
Thou  jullifieft  thy  Sex  j lov’ll  all  that’s  brave ; 

Incubo. 

Sure  though  I lye  o’  th’  ground.  I’ll  Hay  here  now  * 

And  have  a light  of  him:  you’ll  give  me  houfe-room. 
Fire,  and  frefn  meat,  for  money,  gentle  Hollefs  •, 

And  make  me  a pallat  f‘ 

Inc.  Sir,  fhefhalldo  realbn.  . . . 

I underflood  you  had  another  Guell,  Goifips, 

Pray  you  let  his  Mule  be  lookt  to,  have  good  llraw. 

And  llore  of  bran : And  Goflip,  do  you  hear. 

Let  him  not  flay  for  lupper:  What  good  Fowl  ha’ you  ^ 
This  Gentleman  would  eat  a Pheafant. 

Hoji.  ’LafsSftj 
We  ha’  no  fuch. 

Inc.  I kifs  your  hands  fair  Sir. 

What  ha  you  then?  Ipeak  what  you  have?  I’m  one  Sir 
Here  for  the  Catholique  King,  an  Officer 
T’  enquire  what  guefls  come  to  thefe  places  •,  you  Sir 
Appear  a perfon  of  quality,  and  ’tis  fit 
You  be  accommodated:  why  Ipeak  you  not. 

What  ha’  you  Woman?  are  you  afraid  to  vent 
That  which  you  have  ? 

fhil.  This  is  a moll  llrangeinanj 
T’  appoint  my  meat. 

Hoji.  The  half  of  a cold  hen.  Sir, 

And  a boil’d  quarter  of  Kid,  is  all  i’  th’ houfe. 

Inc.  Why  all’s  but  cold  *,  let  him  lee  it  forth, 

Cover,  and  give  the  eye  fome  latisfadbiDn, 

A Travellers  llomach  mull  fee  bread  and  lalt. 

His  belly  is  nearer  to  him,  than  his  kindred  j 
Cold  hen’s  a pretty  meat  Sir. 

fhi.  What  you  pleafej 
I amrefolv’d  t’obey. 

Inc.  So  is  your  Kid, 

With  Pepper,  Garlick,  and  the  juyceof  an  Orange: 

She  lhall  with  Sallads  help  it,  and  clean  linnen  j 
Difpatch  what  news  at  Court  Sir  t 
fhi.  Faith,  new  tires 

Moflof  the  Ladies  have,  the  men  old  Suits: 

Only  the  Kings  Fool  has  a new  Coat 
To  ferveyou. 

Jnc.  I did  guefs  you  came  from  thence,  Sir. 
fhi.  But  I do  know  I did  not. 

Inc.  I millook  Sir.  ' 


What  hear  you  of  the  Archdukes  ^ 
fhi.  Troth  your  queftion. 
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Enter  Hojiefs  and  Servants  veith  liable. 


Inc.  Of  the  Frp«c/pbufinefs^  What? 

Fhi.  As  much. 

Inc.  No  more? 

They  fay  the  French : Ohthat’tswell  • come,  I’ll  help  you  : 
Have  you  no  Jibletsnow?  or  a broil’d  ralher. 

Or  lome  liich  prefent  dilh  t’  afhfl:  ? 

HojK  NotanySir. 

Inc.  The  more  your  fault : younev’r  fhould  be  without 
Such  aids : what  cottage  would  ha’  lack’d  a Pheafant 
Atfuch  a time  as  this/  we!!,  bring  your  Ken, 

And  Kid  forth  quickly. 

Fhi.  Thatfi'iould  be  my  prayer 
Tofeape  his  Inquifition, 

Inc.  Sir,  the  French., 

They  fay  are  divided  ’bout  their  match  with  us. 

What  think  you  of  it. 

Fhi.  As  of  naught  to  me,  Sir. 

Inc.  Nay,  it’s  as  little  to  me  too : but  I love 
To  ask  after  thefe  things,  to  know  the  aiie(fl;ions 
Of  States  and  Princes,  nowand  then  for  bettring. 

Fhi.  Of  your  own  ignorance. 

Ink  Yes  Sir ; 

Fhi.  Many  do  fo. 

\nc.  I cannot  live  without  it ; what  do  you  hear 
Of  our  Fleet they  fay  they  are  well  return’d. 

Vhi.  lhad  no  venture  with  ’em  Sir  ^ had  you.'? 

( Enter  Hojlefs  and  Servants  rvithmeat. 

Inc.  Whydo^you  ask  Sir? 

Fhi.  ’Canfeit  might  concern  you, 

It  does  not  me. 

Inc.  Oh  here’s  your  meat  come. 

Fhi.  Thanks, 

I welcome  it  at  any  price. 

Inc.  Some  ftools  here. 

And  bid  mine  Hoft  bring  Wine,  I’ll  try  your  Kid, 

If  he  be  Ivveet : he  looks  well,  yes,  he  is  good  j 
I’ll  carve  you  Sir. 

Fhi.  You  ufe  me  too  too  Princely: 

Taft,  and  carve  too. 

Inc.  I love  to  do  thefe  Offices. 

Fhi.  I think  you  do : for  whofe  fake.? 

Inc.  For  themfelves  Sir, 

The  very  doing  of  them  is  reward 
Fhi.  ’Had  little  faith  would  not  believe  you,  Sir. 

; Inc.  Goffip,  Ibme  Wine. 

Enter  Diego  rpith  Wine. 

Die.  Here’tis:  and  right  S'#.  Martyn. 

! />#c.  Meafuremeout  a glafs. 

' Fhi.  I love  the  humanity 

i Us’d  in  this  place : 

Inc.  Sir,  I falute  you  here. 

Fhil.  I kifs  your  hands  Sir. 

Inc.  Good  wine,  it  will  beget  an' appetite : 

Fill  him,  and  fit  down,  Goffip,  entertain 
Your  noble  gueft  here, , as  becomes  your  title. 

Die.  Pleafe  you  to  like  this  Wine  Sir  ? 

Fhi.  Idiffike 

Nothing  mine  Hoft,  but  that  I may  not  fee 
Your  conceal’d  gueft : here’s  to  you.  . 

Die.  In  good  faith  Sir^ 

Iwiffiyou  as  well  as  him:  would  you  might  lee  hitn 
Inc.,  And  wherefore  may.  he  not: 

Die.  ’Has  lock’d  hirafelf  Sir 
Up,  and  has  hir’d  both  the  beds  o’  my  wife 
At  extraordinary  rate. 

Fhil.  I’ll  give  as  much 
If  that  will  do’t,  for  one,  as  he  for  both  •, 

What  fay  you  mine  Hoft,  the  door;  oi^ce  open 


1 II  fling  myfelf  upon  the  next  bed  to  him 
And  there’s  an  end  of  me  till  morning  •,  noile 
I will  make  none 

Die.  1 wilhyourworffiip  well- — -but 
Inc.  His  honor  is  engag’d:  And  my  file -Goffip 
Hath  paft  her  promife,  hath  Ihe  not  ? 

Die.  Yes  truly: 

Inc.  Thattoucheth  to  the  credit  of  the  houfe: 

Well,  I will  eat  a little,  and  think : how  fay  you  Sir 
Unto  this  brawn  o’  th’  Hen.? 

Fhi.  I ha’ more  mind 
To  get  this  bed  Sir. 

Inc.  Sayyoufo:  Why  then 
Giv’t  meagen,  and  drink  to  me : mine  Floft 
Fill  him  his  Wine;  thou’rt  dull,  and  doft  not  praife  it, 

1 eat  but  to  teach  you  the  way  Sir. 

Phil.  Sir : 

Find  but  the  way  to  lodge  mein  this  chamber 
I’ll  give  mine  Hoft  two  Duckets  for  his  bed. 

And  you  Sir  two  Reals  : here’s  to  you 
Inc.  Excufeme, 

I am  not  mercenary:  Goffip  pledge  him  for  me, 

I’ll  think  a little  more  but  ev’a  one  bit 
And  then  talk  on ; yon  cannot  interrupt  me. 

Die.  This  piece  of  wine  Sir,  coft  me 
Inc.  Stay;  1 have  found: 

This  little  morfel,  and  then:  here’s  excellent  garlick; 

Have  you  not  a bunch  of  grapes  now : or  fome  Bacon 
T o give  the  mouth  a relilh  ? 

Die.  Wife,  do  you  hear  ? 

Inc.  It  is  no  matter:  Sir  give  mine  Hoft  your  Duckets. 
Die.  How  Sir  ? 

Inc.  Do  you  receive  ’em : I will  lave 
Thehonefty  of  your  houfe:  and  yours  too  Goffip, 

And  I will  lodge  the  Gentleman : Ihew  the  chamber. 

Die.  Good  Sir  do  you  hear. 

Inc.  Shew  me  the  chamber. 

Die.  Pray  you  Sir, 

Do  not  difturb  my  guefts. 

Inc.  Difturb.?  I hope 

The  Catholick  King  Sir,  may  command  a lodging 
Without  difturbing  in  his  Vallals  houfe. 

For  any  Minifterof  his,  emploid 

In  bufmels  of  the  State.  Where  is  the  door  .? 

Open  the  door,  who  are  you  there  ? within  ? 

In  the  Kings  name.  Theodofta  within. 

1 heo.  What  would  you  have  ? 

Inc.  Your  key  Sir, 

And  your  door  open : I have  here  command 
To  lodge  a Gentleman,  from  the  Juftice,  fent 
Upon  the  Kings  affairs. 

7 heod.  Kings  and  neceffiities 
Muft  be  obey’d:  the  key  is  under  the  door. 

Inc.  How  now  Sir,  are  you  fitted?  you  fecur’d? 

Fhi.  Your  two  Reals  are  grown  a piece  of  Eight. 

Ine.  Excufe  me  Sir. 

Fhi.  ’Twill  buy  a Hen^  and  Wine 
Sir,  for  to  morrow. 

Inc.  I do  kifs  your  hands  Sir 
Well  this  will  bear  my  charge  yet  to  the  Gallies 
Where  I am  owing  a Ducket : whither  this  night 
By  the  Moons  leave  I’ll  march ; for  in  the  morning 
Early,  they  put  from  Port  St.  Maries.  Ex.  all  but  Diego. 

Die.  Laz.aro. 

Enter  Lazaro. 

How  do  the  horfes  ? 

Laz.  Would  you  wOuld  go  and  fee  Sir, 

A of  all  Jades,  what  a clap  h’as  given  me: 

As  fure  as  you  live  Mafter  he  knew  perfectly 
I couzen’d  him  on’s  Oats:  he  lookt  upon  me 
And  then  he  fneer’d,  as  who  fhould  fay,  take  h^d  firrah : 
And  when  hefawour  half  Peck,  which  you  know 

Was 
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Was  but  an  old  Couftdi#i^  lord  how  he  ftamptr: 

I thought ’t  had  been  for  joy,  when  fuddenly 
He  cuts  me  a back  caper  with  his  heels 
And  takes  me  juft  o’th  ’ crupper,  down  came  I, 

And  all  my  ounce  of  Oats:  Then  he  neigh’d  out 
As  though  he  had  had  a Mare  by  th’  tail. 

Vie.  Faith 

We  are  too  blame  toufe  the  poor  dumb  ferviters 
So  cruelly. 

Laz..  Yonder’s  this  other  Gentleman’s  horfe 
Keeping  our  Lady  Eve:  the  devil  a bit 
H’as  got  fince  he  came  in  yet : there  he  frauds 
And  looks,  and  looks,  but  ’tis  your  pleafure,  Sir, 

He  lliall  look  lean  enough : h’as  Hay  before  him 
But  ’tis  as  big  as  Hemp,  and  will  as  loon  choak  hirti, 
Llnlefs  he  eat  it  butter’d:  he  had  four  fhooes 
And  good  ones  when  he  came : ’tis  a ftrange  wonder 
With  ftanding ftill  he  Ihould call: three. 

Vie.  O Ljzaro. 

The  Devil’s  in  this  Trade:  truth  never  knew  it 
And  to  the  devil  we  lliall  travel,  Lazaro 
Unlefs  we  mend  our  manners : once  every  v/eek 
I meet  with  fuch  a knock  to  mollifie  me 
Sometimes  a dozen  to  awake  my  confcience 
Yet  ftill  I fleep  fecurely. 

Laz.  Certain  Mafter 
Wemuftufe  better  dealing. 

Vie.  ’Faith  for  mine  own  part 
Not  to  give  ill  example  to  our  ilTues, 

■ I could  be  well  content  to  fteal  but  two  girths. 

And  now  and  then  a faddle-cloth : change  a bridle 
Only  for  exercife. 

Laz.  If  we  could  ftay  there 

There  were  feme  hope  on’s  Mafter:  but  the  devil  is 
We  are  drunk  fo  early  we  miftake  Vv^hole  Saddles 
Sometimes  a horfe  •,  and  then  it  feems  to  us  too 
Every  poor  jade  has  his  whole  peck,  and  tumbles 
Up  to  his  ears  in  clean  ftraw,  and  every  bottle 
Shews  at  the  leaft  a dozen-,  when  the  trilth  is,  Sir, 
There’s  no  fuch  matter,  not  afmell  of  Provinder, 

Not  fomuch  ftraw  asw'ouldtie  up  a horfe  tail. 

Nor  any  thing  i’th’  rack,  but  two  old  Cobwebs 
And  fo  much  rotten  Hay  as  had  been  a hens  neft. 

Vie.  Well,  thefe  miftakings  mull:  be  mended,  Lazaro^ 
Thefe  apparitions,  that  abufe  our  fences. 

And  make  us  ever  apt  to  fweep  the  manger. 

But  put  in  nothing  ^ thefe  fancies  muft  be  forgot 
'^nd  we  muft  pray  it  may  be  reveal’d  to  us 
Whofe  horfe  we  ought,  in  confcience,  to  couzen,. 

And  how,  and  when  ^ A Parfons Horfe  may  fufllr 
A little  greazing  in  his  teeth,  ’tis  wholfome 
A nd  keeps  him  in  a fober  Ihuffle : and  his  Saddle 
May  want  a ftirrop.  andit  may  befworn 
His  Learning  lay  on  one  llde,  andfo  broke  it: 

H’as  ever  Oats  in’s  Cloak-bag  to  prevent  us 
And  therefore  ’tis  a meritorious  office 
To  tythe  him  foundly. 

Laz-,  And  a Grazier  may 

(For  thofe  are  pinching  pickfoyfts,  andfulpitious) 

Suffer  a myft  before  his  eyes  foraetimes  too. 

And  think  he  fees  his  horfe  eat  halfe  a bulhel: 

When  the  truth  is,  rubbing  his  gums  with  fait. 

Till  all  the  skin  come  off : he  lhall  but  mumble 
Like  an  old  Woman  that  were  chewing  Brawn, 

And  drop  ’em  out  again. 

Vie.  That  may  do  v/ell  too. 

And  no  doubt  ’tis  but  venial , But  good  Lazaro 
Have  you  a care  of  underftanding  horfes, 

Horfesthat  know  the  world : let  them  have  meat 
Till  theirteeth  ake^  and  rubbing  till  their  ribs 
Shine  like  a wenches  forehead  ^ they  are  devils 

Laz.  And  look  into  our  dealings:  as  fure  as  we  live 
Thefe  Courtiers  horfes  are  a kind  o^WelJh  Prophets, 
Nothing  can  be  hid  from  ’em:  For  mine  own  part 


The  next  I cozen  of  that  kind  lhall  be  founder’d. 

And  of  all  four  too : I’ll  no  more  fuch  complements 
Upon  my  crupper. 

Vie.  Steal  but  a little  longer 
Till  I am  lam’d  too,  and  we’ll  repent  together. 

It  will  not  be  above  two  daies. 

Laz-  By  that  time 

I ffiall  be  well  again,  and  all  forgot  Sir. 

Vie.  Why  then  I’ll  ftay  for  thee.  Exit 

Sc£Ha  Secunda. 

Enter  Theodolict^w^/  Phillipo  on  feveralBeds. 

Theo.  Oh, — ho?  oh — ho? 

Phi.  Ha? 

Theo.  Oh — oh?  heart  — heart — heart- — heart? 

Vhil.  What’s  that? 

Theo.  When  wilt  thou  break?— break, break, break? 
Phil.  Ha 

I would  the  voice  were  ftrong,  or  I nearer, 

7 heo.  Shame,  lhame,  eternal  lhame  ? what  have  I done  ? 
Phil.  Done  ? 

Theo.  And  to  no  end,  what  a wild  journey 
Have  I more  wildly  undertaken.? 

Phil.  Journey.? 

Theo.  How,  without  counfeL?  care?  reafcui,  orfear  ? 
Phil.  Whither  will  this  fit  carry? 

Theo.  Oh  ray  folly , 

Phil.  This  isijo  common  ficknefs. 

Theo.  How  have  I left 
All  1 ffiould  love,  or  keep?  oh  heaven. 

Phil.  Sir, 

Theo.  Ha  .? 

PhiJ.  How  do  you  gentle  Sir? 

Theo.  Alas  my  fortune  (nefs, 

Phil.  It  feems  yourforrow  opprefles:  pleafeyourgood- 
Let  me  bear  half.  Sir:  a divided  burthen 
Is  lb  made  lighter. 

Iheo.  Oh, 

Phtlf  That  figh  betraies 
The  fulnefs  of  your  grief 
7 heo.  I,  if  that  grief 
Had  not  bereft  me  of  my  underftanding, 

I fliould  have  well  remembred  where  I was, 

And  in  what  company  j andclaptalock 
' Upon  this  tongue  for  talking. 

Phil.  W’orthySir 

Let  it  not  add  to  your  grief,  that  I have  heard 
A figh  or  groan  come  from  you : That  is  all  Sir: 

The.  Good  Sir  no  more:  you  have  heard  too  much  I fear. 
Would  I had  taken  Poppy  when  I Ipake  it. 

Phi.  It  feems  you  have  an  ill  belief  of  me 
And  would  have  fear’d  much  more,  had  you  Ipoke  ought 
I could  interpret.  But  believe  it  Sir 
Had  1 had  means  to  look  into  your  breaft. 

And  tane  you  fleeping  here,  that  fo  fecurely 
I might  have  read  all  that  your  woe  would  hide 
I would  not  have  betraid  you. 

Theo.  Sir,  that  fpeech 
Is  very  noble,  and  almoft  would  tempt 
My  need  to  truft  you. 

Phil.  At  your  own  eledion, 

I dare  not  make  my  faith  lb  much  fufpeded 
As  to  proteft  again:  nor  am  I curious' 

To  know  more  thanis  fit. 

Theo.  Sir,  I will  truft  you 
But  you  lhall  promife  Sir  to  keep  your  bed. 

And  whatfoe’ryou  hear,  not  to  importuae 
More  I befeech  you  from  me 
Phi.  Sir  I will  not. 

Theo.  Than  I am  prone  to  utter. 

Phi.  My  faith  for  it. 

Theo.  If  I were  wife,  I yet  Ihould  hold  my  peace 

You 
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•i^ou  will  be  noble? 

'Lhil.  Youfhall  make  me  fb 
If  you’ll  but  think  me  fiich. 

Lheo.  I do  : then  know 

You  are  deceiv’d  witji  whom  you  have  talk’d  folong. 

I am  a molt  unfortunate  loft  woman. 

?hil.  Ha? 

Jheo.  Do  not  flirSir:  I have  here  a Sword. 

Vhil.  NotlfweetLady : of  what  blood,  or  name. 

Ihso.  You’ll  keep  your  faith. 
fhil.  I’ll  perifli  elfe. 

Lheo.  Believe  then 

Of  birth  too  noble  for  me,  fo  defcended 

I am  alham’d  , no  lefs  than  I am  affrighted. 

Pf?/7.  .Fear  not : by  all  good  things,  I will  not  wrong  you. 
Lbeo.  I am  the  Daughter  of  a noble  Gentleman 
Born  in  this  Spain  : my  fathers  name  Sir  : 

But  why  fhould  I abufe  that  reverence 
When  achiids  duty  has  forfaken  me. 

Fhil.  All  may  be  mended,  in  fit  time  too:  fpeakit 
Ihso.  AlphonJn.^{iv. 

Thil.  Alphonfo  ? What’s your  own  name?. 

Ihso.  Any  bafe  thing  you  can  invent. 

Fhil.  Deal  truly. 

Ihso.  They  call  me  7'hsodofia.  , 

Fhil.  Ha  and  love 
Is  that  that  hath  chang’d  you  thus  ? 

Jheo.  Ye  have  obferv’d  me 
Too  nearly  Sir,  ’cis  that  indeed:  ’tis  love  Sir: 

And  love  of  him  (oh  heavens)  whylhouldmen  deal  thus? 
Why  fhould  they  ufe  their  arts  to  cozen  us? 

That  have  no  cunning,  but  our  fears  about  us  ? 

And  ever  that  too  late  too  ^ no  diffembling 
Or  double  way  but  doating  : too  much  loving  ? 

Why  fhould  they  find  new  oaths,  to  make  more  wretches? 
Phil.  What  may  his  name  be? 

Jheo.  Sir,  a name  that  promifes 
Methinkspo  fuch  ill  ufage:  Mark^- Antonia 
A noble  neighbors  Ton:  Now  I rauft  delireye 
To  flay  a while : elfe  my  weak  eyes  muff;  anfwer 
Fhil.  I will: — A re  ye  yet  ready  ? what  is  his  quality? 
Jheo.  His  belt  a thief  Sir : that  he  would  be  kno  wn  by 
Is  heir  to  Leonardo^  a rich  Gentleman  : 

Next  of  a handfomebody,  had  heaven  madehiiti 
A mind  fit  to  it.  To  this  man  my  fortune, 

(xMy  more  than  purblind  fortune)  gave  my  faith. 

Drawn  to  it  by  as  many  fhews  of  fervice 
And  figns  of  truth,  as  ever  falie  tongue  utter’d : 

Heaven  pardon  all. 

Phil.  ’Tis  well  laid:  fonvardLady. 

Jheo.  ContraTedSir,  and  by  exchange  of  rings 
Our  fouls  deliver’d : nothing  left  unfinifli’d 
But  the  laftwork,  enjoying  me,  and  Ceremony. 

For  that  I muft  confels  was  the  firft  wife  doubt 
I ever  made:  yet  after  all  this  love  Sir, 

All  this  profeflion  of  his  faith  •,  when  daily 
And  hourly  I expected  the^bleft  Prieft 
He  left  me  like  a dream,  as  all  this  ftory 
Had  never  been,  nor  thought  of,  why,  I know  not  •, 

Yet  I have  called  my  confcience  to  confeffion. 

And  every  fyllable  that  might  offend 
I have  had  in  thrift : yet  neither  loves  Law  Signior, 
Nortye  of  Maidens  duty,  but  defiring 
Havei  tranfgreftin:  left  his  father  too, 

Nor  whither  he  is  gone,  or  why  departed 
Can  any  tongue  refolve  me : All  my  hope 
( Which  keeps  me  yet  alive,  and  would  perfwade  me 
I may  be  once  more  happy,  and  thus  fhapes  me 
A fliame  to  all  my  modefb  Sex  ) is  this  Sir, 

I have  a Brother  and  his  old  Companion, 

Student  in  Salamanca.^  there  my  lafl:  hope 
If  he  be  yet  alive,  and  can  be  loving 
Is  left  me  to  recover  him : For  which  travel 
In  this  Suteleftat  home  of  that  dear  Brothers 
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Thus  as  you  find  me,  without  fear,  or  wifdom, 

I have  wander’d  frorri  my  .Father,  fled  my  friends, 

And  now  am  only  child  of  hope  and  danger : 

You  are  now  filent  Sir : this  tedious  ftory 
( 1 hat  ever  keeps  me  waking)  makes  you  heavy: 

’Tis  fit  it  fhould  do  fb:  for  that,  and  I 
Can  be  but  troubles. 

Phil.  No,  I deep  not  Lady : 

I would  I could  : oh  heaven  is  this  my  comfort  ? 

Jheo.  What  ail  you  gentle  Sir^ 

Fhil.  Oh. 

Iheo.  Why  do  you  groan  fb? 

Fkih  I muft,  I muft  I,  ohmifery^ 

Iheo.  But  now  Sir, 

You  were  my  comfort : if  anything  affliftye 

Am  not  I fit  to  bear  a part  on’t?  and  by  your  owm  rule? 

P/^/7.  Noyif  you  could  heal,  asyouhave  wounded  me. 
But  ’tis  not  in  your  power. 

T-heo.  I fear  intemperance. 

Fhil.  Nay,  donotfeekto  fnunmc:  I muft  fee  you: 

By  heaven  1 muft  : hoa,  there  mine  Hoft;  a Candle: 
Strive  not,  I will  not  ftir  ye. 

Jheo.  Noble  Sir 
This  is  a breach  of  promife. 

Fhil.  Tender  Lady 

It'  fhall  be  none  but  neceffary : hoa,  there. 

Some  light,  Lome  light  for  heavens  f ake. 

Jheo.  U'ill  ye  betray  me? 

Are  ye  a Gentleman  ? 

Fhil.  Good  woman; 

Jheo.  Sir. 

'Enter  Diego  reith  a light. 

Phil.  If  I be  prejudicial  to  you,  curfe  me. 

E'ieg.  Ye  are  early  ftirring  Sir, 

Phil.  Give  me  your  Candle’  ’ ' 

And  fb  good  morrow  for  a while. 

I>ieg.  Good  morrow  Sir. 

Iheo.  My  Brother  Don  Philippo:  nay  Sir,  kill  me 
I ask  no  mercy  Sir,  for  none  dare  know  me, 

I can  deferve  none ; As  ye  look  upon  me 
Behold  in  infinite  thefe  foul  difhonors, 

My  noble  Father,  then  your  felf,  laft  all 
That  bear  the  name  of  kindred,  fuffer  in  me ; 

I have  forgot whofe  child  I am^  whofe  Sifter: 

Do  you  forget  the  pity  tied  to  that: 

Let  not  compafTion  fway  you:  you  will  be  then 
As  foul  as  I,  and  bear  the  fame  brand  with  me, 

A favourer  of  ray  fault;  ye  have  a fword  Sir, 

And  fuch  a caufe  to  kill  me  in. 

Phil.  Rife  Sifter, 

I wear  no  fword  for  Women ; nor  no  anger 
While  your  fair  chaftity  is  yet  untouch’d. 

Jheo.  By  thofe  bright  Stars,  it  is  Sir. 

Phil.  For  my  Sifter 

I do  believe  ye : and  fb  neer  blood  has  made  us 
With  the  dear  love  I ever  bore  your  virtues 
That  I will  be  a Brother  to  your  griefs  too: 

Be  comforted,  ’tis  no  diflionor  Sifter 
To  love,  nor  to  love  him  you  do ; he  is  a Gentleman 
Of  as  fweet  hopes,  as  years,  as  many  promifes. 

As  there  be  growing  Truths,  and  great  ones, 

Jheo.  O Sir  I 

Do  not  defpair. 
jheo.  Can  ye  forgive? 

Phil.  Yes  Sifter, 

Though  this  be  no  fraall  error,  a far  greater. 
nheo.  And  think  me  ftillyour  Sifter? 

Fhil.  My  dear  Sifter. 

Jheo.  And  will  you  counfel  me  ? 

Phil.  To  your  own  peace  too : 

Ye  fhall  love  ftill.  ^ 

Jheo.  How  good  ye  are  ? 

Fhil.  My  bullnefs. 

And  duty  to  my  Father:  which  now  drew  me 
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From  Salamanca  I will  lay  afide 

And  only  be  your  Agent  to  perfwade  ye 

A3hs  Secundtis^ 

To  leave  both  love,  and  him,  and  well  retire  ye. 

Jheo.  Oh  gentle  Brother. 

Scsna  Trim  a. 

Phil.  I perceive  ’tis  folly : 

Delaies  in  love,  more  dangerous. 

Theo.  Noble  Brother. 

Enter  Alphonlb  and  a Servant. 

Fhil.  Fear  not,  Pll  run  your  own  way  *.  and  to  help  you, 
Love  havihg  rackt  your  pafilons  beyond  counfel : 

Alpb.  T^Nockat  the  door. 

Ser.  ’Tis  open  Sir, 

I’ll  hazard  mine  own  fame  : whither  lhall  we  venture  ? 

Theo.  Alas,  I know  not  Sir 

Alph.  That’s  all  one. 

Phil.  Come,  ’tis  bright  morning 

Knock  when  I bid  you. 

Let’s  walk  out,  and  confider : you’ll  keep  this  habit. 

Ser.  Will  not  yourWorfnip  enter? 

Theo.  I would  Sir. 

Alph.  Will  not  you  learn  more  manners  Sir,  and  do  that 

Phil.  Then  it  lhall  be;  what  muft  I call  ye? 

Your  Mafter  bids  ye  knock  ye  knave,  or  I’ll  knock 

Come,  do  not  blulh;  prayfpeak,  I may  fpoilallelfe. 

Such  a round  peal  about  your  pate:  I enter 

Theo.  Pray  call  me  Theoddro. 

Under  his  roof,  or  come  to  fay  god  lave  ye 

Enter  Diego. 

To  him,  the  Son  of  whole  bafe  dealings  has  undone  me.? 
Knock  louder,  louder  yet : Pll  ftarve,  and  rot  firll, 

P/'-r.  Are  ye  ready? 

This  open  air  is  every  mans. 

2 Ser.  within.  Come  in  Sir. 

The  day  draws  on  apace:  once  more  good  morrow. 

Theo.  Good  morrow  gentle  Holt:  now  I mult  thank  ye: 

Enter  two  Servants. 

Phil.  Whodollthou  think  this  is.? 

Alph.  No,  no  Sir,  I am  none  of  thefe  Come  in  Sirs, 

None  of  thofe  vilitants : bid  your  wife  Mafter 

D/V.  Were  you  a wench  Sir, 

I think  you  would  know  before  me. 

Phil.  Mine  own  Brother. 

Come  out,  I have  to  talk  unto  him ; go  Sir 

Vieg.  Eyth’Mafie'yournoles  are  akin;  fhould  I then 

2 Ser.  Your  worlhipmay  be  welcome. 

Flave  been  ib  barbarous  to  have  parted  Brothers  ? 

Alph.  Sir,  I will  not. 

Phi.  You  knew  it  then. 

I come  not  to  be  welcome ; good  my  three  Duckets,' 

I knew  ’twas  neceflary 

My  pickell’d  fprat  a day,  *nd  no  oil  to’t. 

And  once  a year  a cotten  coat,  leave  prating 

You  fliould  be  both  together : Infciiift  SIgnior, 

Is  a great  matter  in  an  Floft. 

And  tell  your  Mafter  I am  here. 

Theo.  I am  fatisfied.  . 

2 Ser.  I will  Sir. 

Enter  Pedro.. 

This  isa  ftrangeold  man.  Exh. 

Alph.l  welcome  to  him .? 

I’ll  be  firft  welcome  to  a Pefthoufe : Sirrah 

( Ped.  Is  not  mine  Holt  up  yet .? 

Let’s  have  your  valour  now  cas’d  up,  and  quiet 

Phi.  Who’s  that.? 

When  an  occafion  calls,  ’tis  wifdom  in  ye, 

Vie.  I’ll  fee. 

A Servingman’sdifcretion:  if  you  do  draw. 

Phil.  Sifter,  withdraw  your  felf. 

Ped.  Signior  Philippo. 

Enter  Leonardo,  and  P^^wZanchio  (carried  by 

Phil.  Noble  Don  Pedro,  where  have  you  been  this  way.? 

two  Servants  in  a chair. ) 

Ped.  I came  from  Port  Yf.  whence  the  Gallies 

Put  this  lalt  tide,  and  bound  for  Barcelona, 

Draw  but  according  to  your  entertainment  • 

I brought  Mark^anto}tie  upon  his  way 

Five  Nobles  worth  of  fury. 

Phi.  Marc-antonie? 

Leo.  Signior  Alphonfo, 

Pfrtl.  Who  is  turn’d  Soldier, 

I hope  no  difcontent  from  my  Will  given. 

And  entertain’d  in  the  new  Regiment, 

Has  made  ye  fliun  my  houfe : 

For  Naples  ? 

Anicredit  me  amongftmy  fears  ’tis  greateft 

Phi.  Is  itpofftble? 

To  minifter  offences. 

Ped.  I affure  you. 

Alph.  O good  Signior 

Phi.  And  put  they  in  at  Barcelona  ? 

I know  ye  for  Italian  breed,  fair  tongu’d. 

Spare  your  Apologies,  I care  not  for  ’em. 

Ped.  So 

One  of  the  Mafters  told  me. 

As  little  for  your  love  Sir  ^ lean  live 

Phi.  Which  way  go  you  Sir  ? 

Without  your  knowledge,  eat  mine  own,  andfleep 

Ped.  Homei 

Without  dependences,  or  hopes  upon  ye. 

Phi.  And  I for  Sivil  : pray  you  Sir^  lay  not 

I come  to  ask  my  Daughter. 

That  youfaw  me,  if  you  lhall  meet  the  queftion. 

Leo.  Gentle  Sir. 

I have  fome  little  bulinefs 

Alph.  I am  not  gentle  Sir,  nor  gentle  will  be 

Ped.  Were  it  lefs  Sir. 

Till  I have  juftice,  my  poor  child  reftor’d 

It  lliall  not  become  me,  to  loFe  the  caution : 

Your  caper-cutting  boy  has  run  away  with? 

Shall  we  breakfaft  together.? 

Young  Signior  fmooth-face,  he  that  takes  up  wenches 

Phi.  I’ll  come  to  you  Sir ; 

With  fmiles,  and  fweet  behaviors,  Songs,  and  Sonnets, 

Your  high  fed  Jennet,  that  no  hedge  can  hold 

Sifter  you  hear  this:  I believe  your  fortune 

Begins  to  be  propitious  to  you ; we  will  hire 

They  fay  you  bred  him  for  a Stallion. 

Mules  of  mine  Holt  here;  if  we  can,  himfelt 

Zanch.  Fie  Signior,  there  be  times,  and  terras  of  honor 

Tobeour  guide,  andftraight  to  Barcelona, 

To  argue  thefe  things  in,  defeidements  able 

This  was  as  happy  news,  as  unexpected 

To  fpeak  ye  noble  Gentlemen,  ways  pun<ftual 

And  to  the  life  of  credit,  ye  are  too  rugged. 

Stay  you  till  I rid  him  away. 

Iheo.  1 will.  Exeunt 

Alph.  I am  too  tame  Sir. 

Leo.  Will  ye  hear  butrealbn.?  _ 

Alph.  No,  I will  hear  no  reafon : I come  not  hither  • 

To  be  popt  off with  reafon  i reafon  then. 

1 

Zanch. 
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IjHcb.  WhySignior,  in  all  things  there  mull:  be  method, 
Ye  choakthe  child  of  honor  eife,  difcretioil, 

Do  you  conceive  an  injury  ? 

Alfh.  What  then  Sir.'' 

Zanck  Then  follow  it'in  fair  terms, let  your  fword  bite 
When  time  calls,  not  your  tongue. 

Alph.  I know  Sir 

Both  when  and  what  to  do  without  directions, 

And  where,  and  how,  I come  not  to  be  tutor’d. 

My  caufe  is  no  mans  but  mine  own  : youSignior, 

Will  ye  reltore  my  Daughter  ? 

Leo.  Who  detains  her  ? 

Alph.  No  more  of  thefe  flight  fhifts 
Leo.  Ye  urge  me  Signior 
With  flrange  injullice : becaufe  my  Son  has  err’d 
ZjKcb.  Mark  him. 

Leo.  Out  of  the  heat  of  youth : dos’t  follow 
I mufl:  be  father  of  his  crimes, 

Alph.  I lay  ftiU. 

Leave  off  your  Rhetorick,  and  reftore  my  Daughter, 

And  fuddainly : bring  in  your  rebel  too, 

Wountdragon,  he  that  mounts  without  commilEoa 
That  I may  fee  himpunidied,  and  feverely,' 

Or  by  that  holy  Heaven,  I’ll  fire  your  houle. 

And  there’s  my  way  of  honor. 

Zjnch.  Pray  give  me  leave 
Was  not  man  made  the  noblefl:  creature  > 

Alph.  W'ellSir. 

Zineb.  Should  not  his  mind  then  anfwerto  his  making, 
And  to  his  mind  his  actions,  if  this  ought  to  be, 

Why  do  we  run  a blind  way  from  our  worths. 

And  cancel  our  diferetions,  doing  thofe  things 
To  cure  offences,  are  the  mofi:  offences  > 

We  have  rules  of  Juflice  in  us^  to  thofe  rules 
Let  us  apply  our  angers : you  can  confider 
The  want  in  others  of  thefe  terminations 
And  how  unfurnilh’d  they  appear. 

Alph.  Hang  others, 

And  where  the  wrongs  are  open,  hang  refpeCls, 

I come  not  to  confider. 

Leo.  Noble  5ir, 

Let  us  argue  cooly,  and  confider  like  men. 

Alph.  Like  men! 

Leo.  Ye  are  too  fudainitill, 

Alph.  like  men  Sir  ? 

Zaneb.  It  is  fair  language,  and  ally’d  to  honor. 

Alph.  Why,  what  ftrange  beafe  would  yourgravereve- 
Make  me  appear?  like  men!  (rence 

Zanch.  Taffebut  tliat  point  Sir, 

And  ye  recover  all. 

Alph.  I tell  thy  wlfdom 
I am  as  much  a man,  and  as  good  a man. 

Leo.  AH  this  is  granted  Sir. 

Alph.  As  wile  a man. 

Zjffch.  Ye  are  not  tainted  that  way. 

Alph.  And  a man 

Dares  make  thee  no  man^  or  atbeff;,  a bafeman. 

Zanch.  Fie,  fie,  here  wants  much  carriage. 

Alph.  Hang  much  carriage. 

Leo.  Give  me  good  language. 

Alph.  Sirrah  Signior,  Give  me  my  Daughter. 

Leo.  I am  as  gentle  as  your  felf,  as  free  born, 

Zanch.  Obferve  his  way. 

Leo.  As  much  refpeci:  ow’d  to  me. 

Zanch.  This  hangs  together  nobly. 

Leo.  And  for  Civil, 

A great  deal  more  it  feems : go  look  your  Daughter. 
Zanch.  There  ye  went  well  off  Signior. . 

Leo.  That  rough  tongue 
You  underlfand  at  firfl: ; you  never  think  Sir 
Out  of  your  mightinefs,  of  my  lofs : here  I Hand 
A patient  Anvil,  to  your  burning  angers 
Made  fubjed  to  your  dangers-,  yet  my  lofs  equal: 

Who  lhall  bnng  home  my  Son  ? 


Alph.  A V, hipping  Beadle. 

Leo.  Why,  is  your  Daughter  whorifh  ? 

Alph.  Ha,  thou  dar’ff;  not, 

By  heaven  I know  thou  daf’lt  not. 

Leo.  \ dare  more  Sir 
If  you  dare  be  uncivil. 

Alph.  Laugh  too,  Pidgeoh. 

Zanch.  A fitter  time  tor  fames  fake : two  wea^  NnffeS 
Would  laugh  at  this^  are  there  no  more  days  comine 
No  ground  but  this  to  argue  on  ? nofwords  left 
Nor  friends  to  carry  this,  but  your  own  furies  ? 

Alas ! it  Ihows  too  weakly. 

Alph.  Let  it  Ihow, 

I come  not  here  for  Ihews:  laugh  at  hie  firrah? 

I’ll  give  ye  caufe  to  laugh. 

Leo.  Ye  are  as  like  fir 
As  any  man  in  Spam. 

Alph,  By  heaven  I will, 

I brave  Leonardo. 

Leo.  Brave  Aiphonfo. 

I will  exped  it  then. 

Zanch.  Hold  ye  there  both, 

Thefe  terms  are  noble. 

Alph.  Ye  lhall  hear  Ihortly  from  me'. 

Zanch.  Now  diftreetly. 

A Iph.  Allure  your  felf  ye  lhall : do  ye  fee  this  fwof  d fir  } 

He  has  not  caff:  his  teeth  yet. 

Zanch.  Rarely  carried. 

Alph.  He  bite?  deep:  moft  times  mortal : Signior 
I’ll  hound  him  at  the  fair  and  home. 

Zanch.  Still  nobly. 

Alph.  And  at  all  thofe  that  dare  maintain  ye.' 

Zanch.  Excellent. 

Leo.  How  you  lhall  pleafe  fir,  fo  it  be  fair,  though  certain,  .1 
I had  rather  give  you  reafon.  ‘ 

Zanch.  Fairly  urg’d  too. 

Alph  This  is  no  age  for  realbnj  prick  your  realbn 
Upon  your  fwords  point.  i 

Zanch.  Admirably  follow’d. 

Alph.  And  there  I’ll  hear  it:  fotilll  pleafe,  live  Sir.  Lxit. 
Leo.  And  fo  farevv'eL  you’re  welcome. 

Zanch.  The  end  crowns  all  things 
Signior,  fome  little  bulinefs  paff,  this  caufe  I’ll  argue 
And  be  a peace  between  ye,  if ’t  fo  pleale  ye. 

And  by  the  fquare  of  honor  to  the  utmoff : 

I feel  the  old  man’s  matter’d  by  much  paffion. 

And  too  highrackt,  which  makes  him  overlhoot  all 

His  valour  Ihould  dired  at,  and  hurt  thofe 

That  ftand  but  by  as  blenchers:  this  he  muff  know  too, 

As  neceffiiry  to  his  judgement,  doting  women 
Are  neither  fafe  nor  wife  adventurers : conceive  me. 

If  once  their  will  have  wander’d^  nor  is’t  then 

A time  to  ufe  our  rages : for  why  fftould  1 

Bite  at  the  ftone,  when  he  that  throws  it  wrongs  me  ? 

Do  not  we  know  that  Women  are  moft  wooers 

Though  clofeft  in  their  carriage  ? Do  not  all  men  know. 

Scarce  all  the  compafs  of  the  Globe  can  hold  ’em 

If  their  affedions  be  afoot  ? lhall  I then  covet 

The  follies  of  a Ihe-fool,  that  by  nature 

Muff  feek  her  like,  by  reafon,  be  a woman. 

Sink  a tall  Ihip,  becaufe  the  fails  defie  me? 

No,  I difdain  that  folly,  hethatventores 
Whilft  they  are  ht  to  put  him  on,  has  found  out 
The  everlafting  motion  in  his  fcabbard. 

I doubt  not  to  make  peace : and  fo  fpr  this  time 
My  beft  love,  and  remembrance. 

Leo.  Your  poor  Servant. 

Exeunt 

Scana  Secunda. 

Enter  Diego,  Philippo,  and  Thcodofia, 


Fhil.  Where  will  our  Horfes  meet  us  ? 
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Diego.  Fear  not  you  Sir, 

Some  half  mile  hence  my  vvorlhips  man  will  flay  ris. 

How  is  it  with  my  young  bloods/  come,  be  jovial. 

Let’s  travel  like  a merry  flock  of  wild  Geefe, 

Every  tongue  talking. 

Thil.  We  are  very  merry 

But  do  you  know  this  way,  Sir.^ 
theo.  Is’t  not  dangerous 

Methinks  thefe  woody  thickets  fliould  harbor  knaves. 

Die.  I fear  none  but  fair  wenches-,  thofeare  thieves, 

May  quickly  rob  me  of  my  good  conditions. 

If  they  cry  Stand  once : but  the  belt  is  Signiors 

They  cannot  bind  my  hands  : for  any  elfe, 

They  meet  an  equal  knave,  and  there’s  my  Pafsport: 

I have feen  fine  fport  in  this  place ; had  thefe  three  tongues, 
They  would  tell  ye  pretty  matters ; do  not  you  fear,  though 
f-H  hey  are  not  every  daies  delights. 

Fhil.  What  fport  Sir 

Die.  Why  to  fay  true,  the  fport  of  all  fports. 

Fhil.  Vvhatwas’t? 

Die.  Such  turning  up  ofTaflataes^  and  you  know 

To  what  rare  whiftling  tunes  they  go,  far  beyond 

A foft  wind  in  the  Ihrowds:  fuch  ftand  there. 

And  down  i’  th’  other  place fuch  Applications 

And  fubdivifions  for  thole  toys  their  honors. 

One,  as  ye  are  a Getleman  in  this  bulb. 

And  oh  fweet  Sir,  what  mean  ye  ? there’s  a bracelet. 

And  life  me  I befeech  ye  like  a woman^ 

And  her  petition’s  heard : another  fcratches. 

And  cries  Ihe  will  die  firfl;,and  thenfwounds:  but  certain 
She  is  brought  to  life  again,  and  does  well  after. 

Another,  favemine  honor,  oh  mine  honor. 

My  Husband  fervesthe  Duke,  Sir,  in  his  kitchen  ^ 

I have  a cold  pie  for  ye  -,  fie,  fie,  fie  Gentlemen, 

Will  nothing  fatisfie,  where’s  my  Husband  ? 

Another  cries,  do  ye  lee  Sir  how  they  life  me. 

Is  there  no  Law  for  thefe  things  ? 

7heo.  And  good  mine  Hoft, 

Do  you  call  thefe  fine  iports  ? 

Die.  What  Ihould  I call ’em. 

They  have  been  fo  call’d  thele  thoufand  years  and  upwards. 
Fhil.  But  what  becomes  o’ th’  men/ 

Die.  They‘’re  ftript  and  bound. 

Like  fo  many  Adams.,  with  fig-leaves  afore  ’em. 

And  there’s  their  innocence. 

Iheo.  Would  we  had  known  this  ? 

Before  we  reachtthis  place. 

Fhil.  Come,  there’s  no  danger, 

Thefe  are  but  fometimes  chances. 

Enter  Bailiff. 

Hofl:.  Now  we  mull  through. 

7keo.  Who’s  that? 

Hoji.  Stand  to  it  Signiors. 

P/:?//.  No  it  needs  not, 

; I know  the  face  ^ ’tis  honeft. 

Bayl.  What  mine  Hoft  : 

Mine  everlafting  honeft  Hoft. 

Hoji.  MafsBaily: 

■ Now  in  the  name  of  an  ill  reckoning 

What  make  you  walking  this  round? 

Bayl.  A ofthis  round. 

And  of  all  bufinefs  too,  through  woods,  andrafcals. 

They  have  rounded  me  away  a dozen  Duckets, 

Befides  a fair  round  Cloak:  Some  of ’em  knew  me, 

Elfe  theyhadcafedme  like  a Cunnietoo, 

As  they  have  done  the  reft,  and  I think  roafted  me. 

For  they  began  to  bafte  me  foundly : my  young  Signiors, 

You  may  thank  heaven,  and  heartily,  and  hourly, 
Youfetnotoutfo  early  ^ ye  had  been  Imoak’d  elfe 

By  this  true  hanc^e  had  Sirs,  finely  fraoak’d, 

Had  ye  been  Women,  fmockttoo. 

Dheo.  Heaven  defend  us.  • 

Bayl.  Nay,  that  had  been  no  prayer,  there  were  thole 
That  run  that  prayer  out  of  breath,  yet  fail’d  too. 

There  was  a Fryer,  now  ye  talk  of  prayer. 

With  a huge  bunch  of  Beads,  like  a rope  of  Onions: 

I am  lure  as  big,  that  out  of  fear  and  prayer. 

In  halfe  an  hour,  wore  ’em  as  fmall  as  Bugles, 

Yet  he  was  Head  too. 

Fhil,  At  what  hour  was  this  ? 

Bayl.  Some  two  hours  fmce. 

Dheo.  Do  you  think  the  paflage  Are  now. 

Bayl.  Yes,  a rope  take ’em,  as  it  will,  andblefs  ’em. 

They  have  done  for  this  day  Are. 

Fhil  Are  many  rifled  ? 

Bayl.  At  the  leaft  a dozen. 

And  there  left  bound. 

Iheo.  How  came  you  free? 

Bayl.  A curtefie 

Theyufe  out  of  their  roguelhips,  to  bequeath 

To  one,  that  when  they  give  a fign  from  far 

Which  is  from  out  of  danger^  he  may  prefently 

Releafe  the  reft,  as  I met  you,  I was  going, 

Having  the  fign  from  yonder  hill  to  do  it. 

Iheo.  Alas  poor  men. 

Fhil.  Mine  Hoft,  pray  go  untie  ’em. 

Die.  Let  me  alone  for  cancelling ; where  are  they  ? 

Bayl.  In  every  buA,like  black  birds,you  cannot  mi fs  ’em. 
Die.  Ineed  not  ftalk  unto  ’em.  Exit. 

Bayl.  No,  they’I  ftand  ye. 

My  bulie  life  for  yours  Sir : you  would  w'onder 

To  fee  the  feveral  tricks  andftrange  behaviours 

Of  the  poor  raftals  in  their  miferies. 

One  weeps,  another  laughs  at  him  for  weeping, 

A third  is  monftrous  angry,  he  can  laugh 

And  cries,  go  too,  this  is  no  time  he  laughs  ftill, 

A fourth  exhorts  to  patience : him  a fifth  man 

Curfes  fortamenels  ■,  him  a Fryer  fchools. 

All  hoot  the  Fryer,  here  one  lings  a Ballad, 

And  there  a little  Curate  conAteshim, 

And  in  this  linfey-w^oolfey  way,  that  would  make  a dog 
Forget  his  dinner,  or  an  old  man  fire. 

They  rub  out  for  their' ranlbms:  Amongftthe  reft. 

There  is  a little  boy  rob’d,  a fine  child, 

Itfeems  a Page:  Imuftconfefsmy  pitty 
( As  tis  a hard  thing  in  a man  of  my  place) 

To  Aewcompaffion,  ftirr’d  at  him,  fo  finely 

And  without  noiA  he  carries  his  affliiftions. 

And  looks  as  if  he  had  but  dreamt  of  lofing. 

Enter  Hoji  and  Leocadia,  and  others  as  roPd. 

This  boy’s  the  glory  of  this  robbery. 

The  reft  but  Aame  the  aftion : nowye  may  hear ’em, 

Hoji.  Come  lads,  ’tis  Holy-day:  hang  cloaths,  ’tis  hot, 
And  fweating  Agues  are  abroad. 

I,  Itfeems  lb  ^ 

For  we  have  met  with  rare  Phyfitians 

To  cure  us  of  that  malady. 

Hoji.  Fine  footing. 

Light  and  deliver : now  my  boys : Mafter  Fryer, 

How  does  your  Holinefs,  bear  up  man  what 

A cup  of  neat  Sack  now  and  a toaft:  ha.  Fryer, 

A warmplaifter  to  your  belly  Father, 

There  were  a bleffing  now. 

Fryer.  Ye  fay  your  mind  Sir. 

Hoji.  Wher^my  fine  Boy : my  poynter. 

Bayl.  There’s  the  wonder. 

Hff.  A rank  whore  fcratch  their  lides  till  the  pox  follow 
For  robbing  thee,  thou  haft  a thoufand  ways 

To  rob  thy  felf  boy.  Dice,  and  a Chamber-Devil. 

Leo.  Ye  are  deceiv’d  Sir. 

Hoji.  And  thy  Mafter  too  boy. 

Fhil.  A fweet-fac’d  boy  indeed:  what  rogues  were  thefe? 
What  barbarous,  bmtift  Haves  to  ftrip  this  beauty  i? 

‘Iheo.  Come  hither  my  boy : alas!  he’s  cold,  mine  Holt, 

We 
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We  muft  intreat  your  Cloak, 

Hoji.  Can  ye  intreat  it. 

Phil.  We  do  prefume  fo  much,  you  ^ave  other  garments. 
Hoji.  Will  you  intreat  thofe  too  > 

Theo.  Your  Mule  muft  too, 

To  the  next  Town,  you  fay ’tis  near:  in  pitty 
You  cannot  fee  this  poor  Boy  perilh. 

I know  ye  have  a better  foul,  we’ll  fatisfie  ye. 

/io/f  .’Tis  a ftrange  foolilh  trick  I have,  but  I cannot  help  it, 

I am  ever  cozen’d  with  mine  own  commendations  ^ 

It  is  determin’d  then  I lhall  be  robb’d  too. 

T o make  up  vantage  to  this  dozen : here  Sir, 

Heaven  has  provided  ye  a limple  garment 

To  fet  ye  off:  pray  keep  it  handlomer 

Than  you  kept  your  own;,  and  let  me  have  it  render’d, 

BruHi’d  and  difcreetly  folded. 

Leo.  I thank  ye  Sit. 

Hv(l.  WTo  wants  a Doublet  ? 

2.  I. 

Hoji.  Whepe  will  you  have  it? 

2,  From  you  Sir,  if  you  pleafe. 

Hoji.  Oh,  there’s  the  point.  Sir. 

Phil.  My  honefc  friends,  I am  forry  for  your  fortunes. 

But  that’s  but  poor  relief:  here  are  ten  Duckets, 

And  to  your  dill:ribution,holy  Sir, 

1 render  ’em : and  let  it  be  your  care 
To  fee ’em,  a§  your  wants  are,  well  divided. 

Hoji.  Plain  dealing  now  my  friends : and  Father  Fryer, 
Set  me  the  Sadie  riglit^  no  wringing  Fryer, 

Nor  tithing  to  the  Church,  thefe are  no  duties  •, 

Scour  me  your  confcience,  if  the  Devil  tempt  ye 
Off  with  our  cord,  and  fwinge  him. 

Fry.  Ye  fay  well  Sir. 

Heaven  keep  your  goodnefs. 

Lheo.  Peace  keep  you,  farevvel  friends. 

H'fi.  Farewel  light-Horfe-men.  Ex.  the  rob'^d. 

Phil.  Whichw' ay  travel  you  Sir. 

Bjyl.  To  the  next  Town.  • 

Iheo.  Do  you  want  any  thing. 

Bail.  Only  diferetion  to  travel  at  good  hours, 

And  Ibme  warm  meat  to  moderate  this  matter, 

For  I am  moft  outragious  cruel  hungry. 

Hoji.  I have  a ftomach  too  fuch  as  it  is. 

Would  pofe  a right  good  pafty,  I thank’heaven  for’t. 

Bijj'/.Cheefe,  that  would  break  the  teeth  of  a new  handle  w, 
I couid  endure  now  like  an  Oaftrich,  or  fait  beef, 

That  Cefarlck  inpickel. 

Phil.  Take  no  care. 

We’ll  have  meat  for  you,  and  enough  : I th’ mean  time 
Keep  you  the  horfe  way,  left  the  fellow  mifs  us, 

We’ll  meet  ye  at  the  end  o’  th’  wood. 

Hoji.  Make  haffe  then. 

Ex.  Hoji  and  Bayl. 

Iheo.  My  pretty  Sir  till  your  necellities 
Be  full  fupplied,  fo  pleafe  you  truft  our  friendfhips. 

We  muft  not  part. 

Leo.  Ye  have  pull’d  a charge  upon  ye. 

Yet  fuch  a one  as  ever  lhall  be  thankful. 

Phil.  Ye  have  faid  enough,  may  I behold  to  ask  ye. 
What  Province  you  were  bred  in  ? and  of  what  Parents  ? 

Leo.  Ye  may  Sin  I was  born  in  4ndalHzia., 

My  name  Frandfcc.,  fon  to  Don  Henriques 
Ve  Cardinas. 

Tjheo.  Our  noble  neighbor. 

Vhil.  Son  to  Don  Henriquet  ? 

I know  the  Gentleman : and  by  your  leave  Sir, 

I know  he  has  no  fon. 

Leo.  None  of  his  own  Sir, 

Which  makes  him  put  that  right  upon*  his  Brother 
DonZanchio’s  childrne;  one  of  which  lam, 

; And  therefore  do  not  much  err. 

Phil.  Still  ye  do  Sir, 

; For  neither  "has  Don  Zanchio  any  fon  *, 

' A Daughter,  and  a rare  one  is  his  heir, 
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Which  though  I uever  was  fo  blefttofee. 

Yet  I have  heard  great  good  of. 

Iheo.  Urge  no  further. 

He  is  afhamed,  and  blulhes.  ' 

Phil.  Sir, 

If  it  might  import  you  to  conceal  your  felf,  ' 

I ask  your  mercy,  I have  been  fo  curious : : 

Leo.  Alas ! I muft  ask  yours  Sir : for  thefe  lies,  [ 

Yet  they  were  ufeful  ones  ^ for  by  the  claiming  ' ! 

Such  noble  parents,  I believ’d  vour  bounties  i 

Would  fhew  more  gracious:  the  plain  truth  is  Gcntlefhen,  \ 

I am  Don  Z^«f/w’s  Stewards  Ion,  a wild  boy. 

That  for  the  fruits  of  his  unhappinels. 

Is  faign  to  feek  the  wars., 

Theo.  This  is  a lie  too. 

If  I have  any  ears. 

Phil.  Why.^ 

Pheo-,  Mark  his  language. 

And  ye  fhall  find  it  of  too  fweet  a reliih 
For  one  of  fuch  a breed:  I’ll  pawn  my  hand. 

This  is  no  boy. 

Phil.  No  boy?  what  would  you  have  him  > 

7 heo.  I know  no  boy ; I watcht  how  fearfully. 

And  yet  how  fuddainly  he  cur’d  his  lies. 

The  right  wit  of  a Woman:  Nowlamfure. 

Phil.  What  are  ye  fiire? 

They.  That  ’tis no  boy:  I’ll  barn  in’t. 

Phil.  Now  I confider  better,  and  take  council, 

Methinks  he  Ihows  more  fweetnefs  in  that  face. 

Than  his  fears  dare  deliver. 

Lheo.  No  more  talk  on’t. 

There  hangs  fome  great  weight  by  it : Ibon  at  night 
I’ll  tell  ye  more. 

Phil.  Come  Sir,  what  e’r  you  are 
.With  us,  embrace  your  liberty,  and  our  helps 
tn  any  need  you  have. 

/ Leo.  All  my  poor  fervice 
Shall  be  at  your  command  Sir,  and  my  prayers. 

Phil.,  Let’s  walk  apace^  hunger  will  cut  their  throats  elfe. 

Exeunt. 

Suna  Tertia. 

Enter  Rodorigo,  Markantonio,  and  a Ship‘mafter.t 
tvpo  Chairs  fet  out, 

B od.  Call  up  the  Mafter. 

Maji.  Here  Sir. 

Kod.  Honeft  Mafter, 

I Give  order  all  the  Gallies  with  this  tyde 
Fall  round,  and  near  upon  us^  that  the  next  wind 
We  may  weigh  off  together,  and  recover 
The  Port  of  Bareelona.,  without  parting. 

Maji,  Your  pleafure’s  done  Sir.  Ex. 

Rod.  Signior  Markantonio, 

Till  meat  be  ready,  let’s  fit  here  and  prepare 
Our  ftomachs  with  difeourfes. 

Mar-.  What  you  pleafe  Sir. 

Rod.  Pray  ye  anfw^er  me  to  this  doubt. 

Marc.  If  I canSir. 

Rod.  Why  Ihould  fuch  plants  as  you  are,pleafure  children, 
That  owe  their  blu  filing  years  to  gentle  objeds. 

Tenderly  bred,  and  brought  up  in  all  fulnefs. 

Defire  theftubborn  wars? 

Marc.  In  thofe  ’tis  wonder. 

That  make  their  cafe  their  god,  and  not  their  honor: 

But  noble  General  my  end  is  other. 

Defire  of  knowledge  Sir,  and  hope  of  tying 
Diferetion  to  my  time,  which  only  fhews  me. 

And  not  my  years,  a man,  and  makes  that  more. 

Which  we  call  handfome,  the  reft  is  but  Boys  beauty. 

And  with  the  Boy  confum’d. 

Rod.  Ye  argue  well  Sir. 

Mar. 
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Mar  Nor  do  I wear  my  youths  as  they  weac  breeches,. 
Forobjea,  biittornre:  my  ftrength  for  danger. 

Which  is  the  liberal  part  of  man,  not  dalliance,. 

The  wars  mull  be  my  Mifl:refs  Six, 

Kod.  Oh  Signior, 

You’ll  find  her  a rough  wench. 

Man.  When  Ihe  is  won  once. 

She’ll  fhow  the  fweeter  Sir. 

Kod.  You  can  be  pleas’d,  though. 

Sometimes  to  take  a tamer  ? 

Mar.  ’Tis  a truth  Sir,  . 

So  Ihe  be  handfome,  and  not  ill  condition  d. 

Kod.  A Soldier  fiiould  not  be  lo  curious. 

Marc.  1 can  makeihift  with  any  for  a heat  Sir.. 

Kod.  Nay,  there  you  wrong  your  youth  too:and  however 

You  are  pleas’d  to  appear  to  me,which  (hews  well  Signior, 

A tougher  foul  than  your  fevv  years  can  teftifis : 

Yet, my  young  Sir,  out  of  mine  own  experience 
When  my  Ipring  was,  I am  able  to  confute  ye. 

And  fay,  y’ltad  rather  come  toth’  Ihock  of  eies, 

And  boldly  march  uptoyour  Miftriis  mouth, 

Thento  the  Cannons. 

Mar.  That’s  as  their  lading  is  Sir. 

Kod.  There  be  Trenches 
Fitter  and  Vv^armer  for  your  years,,  and  later 
Than  where  the.  bullet  plaies». 

Mar.  Ther’^s  it  I doubt  Sir.  u vu  i 

Kod.  You’ll  eafily  find  that  faith:  But  come,  bchberal. 
What  kind  of  Woman,  could  you  make  belt  wars  with 
Mar.  They  are  all  but  heavy  marches. 

Kod.  Fie  Warckantonio, 

Beauty  in  no  more  reverence?' 

Mar.  In  the  Sex  Sir,  , 

1 honor  it,  and  next  to  honor,  love  it,. 

For  there  is  only  beauty  ^ and  that  Iweetnels- 
That  was  firll  meant  for  modelfy:  fever  it 
And.  put  it  in  one  woman,  it  appears  not, 

’Fis  of  too  rare  a nature,  llie  too  groFs 
To  mingle  withiL 

Kod.  This  is  a meer  herefle.  r . 

Mare.  Whidiinakes  ’em  ever  mending  •,  for  thatglols 
'That  cozens  us  for  beauty,  is  but  bravery,. 

An  outward'  Inewof  things  well  fet,  no  more : 

For  heavenly  beauty,  is  as  heaven  it  felf  Sir,. 

Too  e'-:ce'lent  for  objed,  and  what  is  ie^'  ^ 

Is  but  the  vail  then,  airy  clouds^  graiit  this 
It  may  be  feen',  ’tis  but  like  ftars  m twmklings. 

Kod.  ’Twas  no  fmall  ftudy  in  their  Libranes. 

Brought  you  to  tills  experience But  what  think  ye 
Of  chci  fair,  red  and' white,  which  we  call  Beaucy. 

Mar.  Why?  ’tis  our  creature  Sin,  we  give  it  em, 
Becaufe  we  like  thofe  colours,  elfc  tis  certain 
' A blew  face  with  a would  do-  it  ^ 

And  be  as  great  a beauty,  fo  we  lov  d it-. 

That  we  cannot  give,  which  is  only  beauty, 

Is  a fair  Mind. 

Kod.  By  this  rule,  all  outclioices- 
Are  to  no  ends. 

Marc.  Except  the  dull  end.  Doing. 

Kod.  Then  all  to  you  feem  equal? 

Marc.  Very  true  Sir, 

And  that  makes  equal  dealing : I love  any 
That’s  worth  love.  , 

Kod.  How  long  love  ye  Signior  ? 

Mdrc»  Till  1 have  other  bufmefs. 

Rod.  Do  you  never 
Love  ftedfaftly  one  woman  ?• 

Mar.  ’Tis  a toil  Sir 
Like  riding  in  one  rode  perpstuallyy 
It  offers  no  variety. 

Roi/.  Right  youth. 

He  muff:  needs  make  a Soldier  -,  nor  do  you  thinK 
One  Woman,  can  love  one  man? 

Mar.  Yes,  that  may  be. 
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Though  it  appear  not  often-,  they  axe  things  ignorant, 

And  therefore  apted  to  that  fuperftition 
Of  doting  fondiiefs  •,  yet  of  late  years  Signior, 

That  worlds  well  mended  with  ’em,fewer  are  found  now. 

That  love  at  lenghth,  and  to  the  right  mark,  all 
Stir  now  as  asthetimeftirs  ^ &me  andfalhion 
Are  ends  they  aim  at  now,  and  to.  make  that  love 
That  wifer  ages  held  ambition^ 

They  that  cannot  reach  this  may  love  by  Indexy 
By  every  days  furveying  who  belt  promifes, 
ji  Who  has  done  beft,  who  may  do,  and  who  mended 
■May  come  to  do  again:  who  appear  neareft 
; Either  in  new  ftampt  clothes^  or  courtefes,  (things 
Done  but  from  hand  to  mouth  neither  •,  nor  love  they  thefe 
Longer  than  new  are  making,  nor  that  fuGceflion 
Beyond  the  next  fair  feather:  Take  the  City, 

There  they  go  toft  by  gold  weight,  no  gain  froni  ’em 
All  they  can  work  by  fire  and  water  to  ’em. 

Profit  is  all  they  point  at,  if  there  be  love 
’Tis  fhew’d  ye  by  fo  dark  a light,  to  bear  out 
The  bracks  and  old  ftainsin  it,  th^  ye  may  purchafe 
French  Velvet  better  cheap , all  loves  are  cndlefs. 

Kod.  Faith,  if  you  have  a Mifl:rifs,would;fhe  heard  you. 
Mar.  ’Tv/er.ebut  the  vent’ringof  my  place,  orfwcaring 
I meant  it  but  for  argument,  as  Schoolmeni 
Difpute  high  queftionss. 

Kod.  What  a worldly  this- 
i;  When  young  men  dare  .detennine-  what  thofe  arc 
Age  and  the  bell  experience  ne’n  could  aim  at.  (bigger 
Marc.  They  were  tIuGkey’dthea5ir-,now^e  print  is 
And  they  may  readtheir  fortunes  without  fpedacles, 

Kod  Did  you  ne’r  love  ? 

Mar.  Faith  yes,  once  after  flipper,. 

And  the  fit  held  till  midhighL 
Rod.  Hot,  or  (baking. 

Mar.  To  lay  true,  both. 

Kod.  How  did  ye  rid  it? 

Mar.  Thus  Sir, 

I laid  my  hand  upon  my  heart,  and  bleft  me 
And  then  faid  over  certain  charms  I had  Icarn’d 
Againlt  mad  dogs,  for  love  and  they  are  all  one  j 
Laff:  thought  upon  a windmil,,and  fo  flept. 

And  was  well  ever  after. 

Kod.  Arar-e  Phylitian, 

What  would  your  praftife  gain  ye? 

Mar.  The  wars  ended, 

I mean  to  life  my  Art,  and  have  thefe  fools 
Cut  in  the  head' like  Cats,  to  lave  the  kingdom, 

Another  Inquifition. 

Kod.  So  old  a Soldier 

Out  of  the  wars,  I never  knew  yet  praftifed. 

Mar.  I fnall  mend  every  day-,  but  noble  General, 
Believe  this,  but  as  this  you  nam’d,  difeourfes, 

Rod.  Oh  ye  are  a cunning.  Gamefter, 

Mar.  Mirths  and  toys. 

To  cofin  time  withal,  for  o’'my  troth  Sir^ 

I canJovey  Ithinkj.welltooy  well  enough 
And  think  as  well  of  women  as  they  are,. 

Pretty  fantaftick  things,  fome  more  regardful. 

And  ibme  few  worth  a lervice : I am  fb  honeft, 

I wilh  ’em  all  in  heaven,  and  yon  know  how  hard  Sir 
’Twill  be  to  get  in  there  with  their  great  farthingals. 

Kod.  Well  Marcantonio.,  I would  not  loofc  thy  company 
For  the  beft  Galley  I command,. 

Marc.  Faith  General, 

If  thefe  difeourfes.  pkafe  yc,  I fhall  fit  ye-  , . , . 
Once  everyday.  , KmcKmthm. 

Red,  Thou  canftnot  pifeafemebetter;  hark,  thefcail 
Below  to  dinner : ye  are  my  Cabbin  gueft^ 

My  bofom’s,  fo  you  pleafe  Sir, 

Marc,  Your  poor  Servant., 

Exeunt^ 
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Sc£^ia  ^uarta. 

Enter. fecottd  Hoji^and  his  Wife. 

Hof.  Let ’em  have  meat  enough  Woman,  haif  a Hen^ 
There  be  old  rottefi  Pilchards,  put ’em  off  too, 

’Tis  but  a little  hew  anointing  of  ’em. 

And  a ftrong  onion,  that  confounds  the  Ilink. 

Hof.  They  call  for  more  Sir. 

Ho[i.  Knock  a dozen  eggs  down, 

But  then  beware  youf , wenches. 

Hof.  More  than  this  too  / ( wench 

Hof.  Worts,worts,  and  make ’em  porridge:  pop  ’em  up 
But  they  fhall  pay  for  Cullyles. 

Hof.  All  this  is  nothing^ 

They  call  for  Kid  and  Partridge. 

Hof.  Well  remembred, 

Where’s  the  Faillconers  half  dog  he  left? 

Hof.  It  ftinks  Sir, 

Paft  all  hope  that  way. 

Hof.  Run  it  o’r  with  Garlick, 

And  make  a Roman  difh  on’t. 

Hof,  Pray  ye  be  patient. 

And  get  provifion  in;,  thefe  are  fine  gentlemen. 

And  liberal  gentlemen-,  they  have«W<?  qaare 
No  mangey  IVluleters,  nor  pinching  Polls. 

That  feed  upon  the  parings  of  Musk-millions 
And  Radiihes,  as  big  and  tough  as  Rafters: 

Will  ye  be  ftirring  in  this  bufinefs/  here’s  your  brother. 
Mine  old  Hoftofb/wwj,  as  wife  as  you  are. 

That  is,  as  knavifn  -,  if  ye  put  a trick. 

Take  heed  he  do  not  find  it. 

Hof.  I’ll  be  wagging. 

Holt.  ’Tis  for  your  own  commodity:  why  wenches: 
Anon  forlboth.  within. 

Hofejs.  Who  makes  a fire  there?  and  who  gets  in  water? 
^etO//>rgoetothe  Juftice,  andbefeechhis  Worfhip 
We  may  have  two  fpits  going  •,  and  do  you  hear  Dr«cf, 

Let  him  invite  his  Worlhip,  andhis  Wives  W'^orlhip, 

To  the  left-Meat  to  morrow. 

Enter  Bailiff. 


Bayl.  Where’s  this  Kitchen? 

Hofefs.  Even  at  the  next  door  Signior  : what  old  Don? 
We  meet  but  feldom. 

Biyl.  Prethee  be  patient  Hoftefs, 

And  tell  me  where  the  meat  is. 

Ho\\.  Faith  Mafter  Eaylie, 

How  have  ye  done  .?  and  how  man  ? r 

Bayl.  Good  fweet  Koftefs,  • ' 

What  fhall  we  have  to  dinner .?  ) , 

Hofefs.  Ho V/ does  ypur  womaiv  v ' 

And  a fine  Woman  fheis,  and  a good  Woman  j 
Lord,  how  you  bear  your  years? 

Bayl.  Is’t  Veal  or  Mutton, 

Beef,  Bacon,  Pork,  Kid,  Pheafafit,  or  all  thefe. 

And  are  they  ready  all  ? ; > • 

Hf.  The  hours  that  have  been  f i 

Between  us  two,  the  merry  hours : Lord ! '■ 

Bayl.  Hoftefs, 

Dear  Hoftefs  do  but(  hear-,  lam  hungry. 

Hofefs.  Ye.  are,  merrily  difpos’dSir, 

Bayl.  Monftrous  hungry,  , , - t. 

And  hungry  after  much  meat,  I have  brought  hither 
Right  worfliipful  to  pay  the  reckorniig, 

Money  enough  too  with  ’em,  defire  enough  ^ 

To  have  the  beft  meat,  and  of  that  enough  too : 

Come  to  the  point  fweet  wench,  and  fo  I kifs  thee. 

Hofefs.  Ye  ftallhave  any  thing,  gnd  inftantly 
E’r  you  can  lick  your  ears.  Sir,  _ . 
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TwoPheafants  in  a dilh,  if  ye  have  Leverits, 

Rather  for  way  of  ornament,  than  appetite  * 

They  may  be  look’d  upon,  or  Larks : for  Fifh, 

As  there  is  no  great  need,  fo  I would  notwifh  ye 
To  ferve  above  four  dilhes,  but  thofe  full  ones; 

Ye  have  no  Cheefe  of  Farma  ? 

Hofefs.  Very  old  Sir. 

Bayl.,  The  left  will  ferve  us,  fome  ten  pound, 

Hofefs.  Alas  Sir, 

We  have  not  halfe  thefe  dainties. 

Bay!.,  Peace  good  Hoftefs, 

And  make  us  hope  ye  have. 

Hofefs.  Ye  fhall  have  all  Sir, 

Bay.  That  may  be  got  for  money. 

E»/0/- Diego,  the  Hof,  and  a Bry, 

Hof.  Viego.,  Where’s  your  hfafter  ? 

Bring  me  your  Mafter,  Boy : I muft  have  liquor 
Fit  for  the  Mermydons no  dafliing  now  child 
No  conjurings  by  candle  light,  I know  all 
Strike  me  the  oldeft  Sack,  a piece  that  carries 
Point  blank  to  this  place  boy,  and  batters;,  Hoftefs, 

I kifs  thy  hands  through  which  many  a round  reckoning 
And  things  of  moment  have  had  motion, 

Eiofefs.  Still  mine  old  Brother. 

H'f.  Vie.  Set  thy  Seller  open. 

For  I muft  enter,  and  advance  my  Colours, 

I have  brought  three  Dons  indeed  Wench,Dons  with  Duckets 
And  thofe  Dons  muft  have  dainty  Wine,  Bacchus 

That  bleeds  the  life  blood ; what  is  your  cure  ended.? 
Bayl.  W'c  lliall  have  Meat  man, 

Hof.  Vie.,  Then  we  will  have  Wine  man. 

And  Wine  upon  Wine,  cut  and  drawm  with  Wine. 

Hotiefs.  Ye  fhall  have  all,  and  more  than  all. 

Bay.  All,  well  then. 

Hof.  Vie.  Aw^ay,  about  your  bufinefs,  you  with  her 
For  old  acquaintance  fake,  to  flay  your  ftomach.^Ex/f  Ho- 
And  Boy,  be  you  my  guide,  ad  inferos, 

For  1 will  make  a full  defeentin  equipage.  jBayliff. 
Boy.  I’ll  fhew  you  rare  Wine. 

Hof.  Vie.  Stinging  geer. 

Boy.  Divine  Sir.  ^ 

Hof.  Vie.  O divine  boy, march,  march  my  child, rare  Wine 
Boy.  As  ^ny  is  in  Spain  Sir. 

Hof.  Vie'.  % and  ftrong  too. 

Oh  my  fine  boyT  clear  too.? 

Boy.  As  Chfiftal Sir,  and  ftrong  as  truth. 

Hof.  Vte.  Away  boy, 
am  enamor’d,  and  I long  for  Dalliance, 

Stay  no  where  child,  not  for  thy  fathers  bleffing, 

■ charge  thee  not  to  fave  thy  Sifters  honor, 

Vor  to  clofe  thy  Dames  eies,  were  fhe  a dying 
Till  we  arrive,  and  for  thy  recompence 
I will  remember  thee  in  my  Will. 

Boy.  Ye  have  faid  Sir, 


Bayl.  Portly  meat. 

Bearing  fubftantial  ftuff;  and  fit  for  hunger  , . 

I dobefeech  yc  Hoftefs  firft,  titenfome  light  garnifh. 


JlBus  Ter  tins. 

Sccctja  Trima, 

Enter  Vhili^^O,  and  2' Hof. 

Fhi.\  /fine  Hoft,  is  that  Apparel  got  ye  fpoke  ot.? 
JVl  Ye  fhall  have  ready  money.  , 

2 Hof.  ’Tis  comein,Sir,hehasit  on  Sir 
And  I think  ’twill  be  fit,  and  o’  my  credit 
’Twas  never  worn  but  once  Sir,  and  for  neceUity 
Pawn’d  to  the  man  1 told  ye  of. 

Fhi.  Pray  bargain  for  it. 

And  I will  be  the  pay-mafter. 

2 Hof.  1 will  Sir. 
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Tin.  And  Ictour  meat  be  ready  when  you  pleafe, 

I mean  as  foon. 

2 Ha(l.  It  lhall  be  prefently. 

Phi.  How  far  ftands  Barcelona  ? 
zHcfi.  But  two  Leagues  offSir, 

Yon  may  Ijfe  thereby  three  a clock. 

P^;.  i am  glad  ou’t.  [Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Secttnda. 

Enter  Theodofia,  and  Leocadia. 

T&w.  SigniorFrj»«7i-o,  whyl  draw  you  hitheif 
. To  this  remote  place,  marvel  not,  for  trull  me 
I My  innocence  yet  never  knew  ill  dealing, 

. And  as  ye  have  a noble  temper,  Hart  not 
Into  oflence,  at  any  thing  my  knowledge. 

And  for  your  fpecial  good,  would  be  inform’d  of, 

Nor  think  me  vainly  curious. 

Leo.  Worthy  Sir, 

• The  courtefies  you  and  your  noble  Brother, 

Even  then  when  few  men  find  the  way  to  do  ’em, 
i I mean  in  want,  fo  freely  lliowr’d  upon  me, 

. So  truly,  and  fo  timely  miniller’d, 

^ Muft,  if  I Ihould,  fufpecrt  thofe  minds  that  made  ’em, 

■ Either  proclaim  me  an  unworthy  taker, 
lOxworle,  a bale  bcleever;,  Speak  your  mind  Sir 
Freely,  and  what  you  pleale,  I am  your  Servant 

7 he.  Then  my  young  Sir  know,fince  our  firlbacquaintance 
Induc’d  by  circumllances  that  deceive  not 
To  clear  fome  doubts  I havey  nayblulhnot  Signior, 

I have  beheld  ye  narrowly : more  blullies-. 

Sir,  ye  give  me  lb  much  light,  I find  ye 
A thing  confeft  already:  yet  more  blulhes? 

You  would  ill  cover  an  offence  might  fink  ye 
That  cannot  hide  your  lelf-,  why  do  ye  fhake  lb? 

\ I mean  no  trouble  to  ye-,  this  fair  hand 
Was  never  made  for  hardnefs,  nor  thofe  eies 
(Comedo  not  hide ’em,)  for  rough objedts,  harke  ye. 

Ye  have  betraid  your  felf,  that  figh  confirms  me^ 

Another  and  a third  too  ? then  1 fee 

Thefe  boys  cloths  do  but  pinch  ye,  come,  be  liberal. 

Ye  have  found  a friend  that  has  found  you,  difguife  not 
T hat  loaden  foul  that  labors  to  be  open : 
Nowyoumiiftweepi.  I know  it,  for  I fee 
Your  eies  down  laden  to  the  lids,  another 
, Mani  fell  token  that  my  doubts  are  perfedb-,^ 

Yet  I have  found  a greater;,  tell  me  this 

Why  were  thefe  holes  left  open,there  was  an  error, 

A foul  one  my  Frandfco.,  have  I caught  ye  ? 

Oh  pretty  Sir,  the  cuffom  of  our  CounU'ey 
Allows  men  hone  in  this  place . Noin  the  ff  iow’r  comes. 
Leo.  Oh  SAgnior  Theodora.  L 

Theo-  This  fbrrow  fliowslb  fveetly 
I cannot  choofe  but  keep  it  company : 

I'ake  truce  and  fpeak  Sir, : and  I charge  your  goodnefs 
By  aii  thofe  perfedl  hopes  that  point  at  virtue 
By  that  remembrance  thefe  fair  tears  are  fhed  for, 

If  any  fad  misfortune  have  thus  form’d  ye,  - - 

That  either  care  or  counfel  may  redeem. 

Pain,  purfe,  or  any  thing  within  the  power 
And  honor  of  free  gentlemen,  reveal  it. 

And  have  our  labors. 

Leo.  I have  found  ye  noble 
And  ye  fhall  find  me  true  -,  your  doubts  are  certain, 

Nor  dare  I more  difiemble  ^ I am  a woman. 

The  gteat  example  of  a wretched  woman. 

Here  you  muft  give  me  leave  to  fhew  my  fex  *, 

And  now  to  make  ye  know  how  much  your  credit 
Has  won  upon  my  foul,  fo  it  pleafe  your  patience. 

I’ll  tell  you  my  unfortunate  fad  ftory. 

Theo.  Sit  down  and  fay  on  Lady ; 

Leo.  I am  born  Sir 

Of  good  and  honeft  parents,  rich,  and  noble. 

And  not  to  lie,  the  Daughter  of  Don  Zanchio., 


If  my  unhappy  fortune  have  not  loft  mer 
My  name  call’d  Leocadia.^  even  the  fame 
Your  worthy  brother  did  the  fpecial  honor 
To  name  for  beautiful^  and  without  pride 
I have  been  often  made  believe  fo  Signior^ 

But  that’s  impertinent : Now  to  my  forrows- . 

Not  far  from  us  a Gentleman  of  worth,  ^ 

A neighbor  and  a noble  vifitor. 

Had  his  abode  ^ who  often  met  my  Father 
In  gentle  fports  of  Chafs,  and  River-Hawking 
In  Courfe  and  Riding^  and  pvith  him  often  brought 
. A Son  of  his,  a young  and  hopeful  Gentleman, 

Nobly  train’d  op,  in  years  fit  for  affeftion, 

A fprightly  man,  of  underftanding  excellent, 

Of  fpeech and  civil  ’haviour,  no lefs powerful^ 

And  of  all  parts,  elfe  my  eies  lied,  abundant: 

We  grew  acquainted,  and  from  that  acquaintance 
Nearer  into  affeftion  ^ from  affedion 
Into  belief. 

Theo.  Well. 

Leo.  Then  we  durft  kift. 

Theo.  Go  forward. 

Leo.  Butoh,man;unconftant,  carelefsman, 

Ohfubtle  man,  how  many  are  thy  mifchiefs^ 

Oh  Mark^-antonio^  I may  curie  thofe  kifles. 

Theo.  What  did  you  call  him  Lady? 

Leo.  Marl^antonio 
The  name  to  me  of  mifery. 

Theo.  Pray  foreward. 

Leo.  From  thefe  we  bred  defires  fir  *,  but  lofe  me  heaven 
If  mine  were  luftflil. 

Theo.  I believe. 

Leo.  This  nearnefs 

Made  him  importunate^  Whentofave  minehonot 
Love  having  full  pofleflion  of  my  powers, 

I got  a Contrad  from  him. 

Iheo.  Sealed? 

Leo.  And  fworn  too  ^ 

Which  fince,for  fome  offence  heaven  laid  upon  me, 

I loft  among  my  monies  in  the  robbery, 

Thelofs  that  makes  me  pooreft:  this  won  from  him 
Fool  that  I was^  and  too  too  credulous, 

, I pointed  him  a by-way  to  my  chamber 
The  next  night  at  an  hour. 

Theo.  Pray  fray  there  Lady^ 

And  when  the  night  came,  came  he,kept  he  touch  with  ye , 
Be  not  fo  ffiamefac’d  ^ had  ye  both  your  wiflies 
Tell  me,  and  tell  me  true,  did  he  enjoy  ye. 

Were  ye  in  one  anothers  arms  abed  ? the  Contrad 
Confirm’d  in  full  joys  there.?  did  he  lie  with  ye? 
Anfwer  to  that-,  ha?  did  your  father  know  this. 

The  good  old  man,  or  kindred  privy  to’t  ? 

And  had  ye  their  confents .?  did  that  nights  promife 
Make  ye  a Mother  ? 

Leo.  Why  do  you  ask  fb  nearly  ? 

Good  Sir,  do’s  it  concern  you  any  thing  ? 

Theo.  No  Lady. 

Only  the  pitty  why  you  fhouldbe  ufed  fb 
A little  ftirs  me,  W did  he  keep  his  promife.? 

Leo.  No,  no  Signior, 

Alas  he  never  came,  nor  never  meant  it. 

My  Love  was  fool’d,  time  numbred  to  no  end, 

My  expedation  flouted,  and  gheffe  you  Sir, 

What  dor  unto  a doating  Maid  this  was, 

What,  a bafe  breaking  off> 

Theo.  All’s  well  then  Lady, 

Go  forward  in  your  Story. 

Leo.  Not  only  fail’d  Sir 
Which  is  a curfe  in  Love,  and  may  he  find  it 
When  his  affedions  are  full-wing’d,  and  ready 
To  ftoop  upon  the  quarry,  then  when  all 
His  full  hopes  are  in’s  arms*,  not  only  thus  Sir 
But  more  injurious,  faithlefs,  treacherous. 

Within  two  daies  fame  gave  him  far  remov’d 
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With  a new  love , which  much  againft  my  confcience 
But  more  againft  my  caufe , Avhich  is  my  hell 
1 muft  confefs  a fair  one , a right  fair  one , 

Indeed  of  admirable  fweetnefs,  Daughter 
Unto  another  of  our  noble  neighbors 
The  thief  call’d  Theodora whofe  perfedions 
I am  bound  to  ban  for  ever,  curie  to  wrinckles , 

As  heaven  I hope  will  make  ’em  foon  j and  aches  ^ 

For  they  have  rob’d  me  poor  unhappy  wench 

Of  all , of  all  Sir , all  that  was  my  glory 

And  left  me  nothing  but  thefe  tears , and  travel : 

Upon  this  certain  news,  I quit  my  Father 
And  if  you  be  not  milder  in  conftrucftion 
1 fear  mine  honour  too  ; and  like  a Page 
Stole  to  Ojfitna^  from  that  place  to  Sivi! , 

From  thence  to  Barcelona  I was  travelling 

When  you  o’er-took  my  mifery,  in  hope  to  hear  of 

Gallies  bound  up  for  Italy^  for  never 

Will  1 leave  off  the  fearchof  this  bad  man 

This  f.Icher  of  affedliohs , this  love-Pedler , 

Nor  lhall  my  curfes  ceafe  to  blaft  her  beauties 
And  make  her  name  as  wrandring  as  her  nature 
Till  ftanding  face  to  face  before  their  lufrs 
1 call  heavens  juftice  down. 

Ihen.  This  Ihows  too  angry 
Nor  can  it  be  her  fault  Ihe  is  belov’d , 

If  I give  meat,  muft  they  that  eat  it  furfeit? 

Leoc.  She  loves  again  Sir , there’s  the  mifchief  of  it 
And  in  defpight  of  me  to  drown  my  blelFings 
Which  hie  fhall  dearly  know. 

Theo.  Ye  are  too  violent. 

Leoc.  She  has  Devils  in  her  eyes , to  whofe  devotion 
He  oilers  all  his  fervice. 

Lheo.  Who  can  fay 

But  Ihe  may  be  forfaken  too  ? he  that  once  wanders 
From  fuch  a perfed  fweetnefs , as  you  promife 
Has  he  not  ftill  the  lame  rule  to  deceive  ? 

Leoc.  No,  no  they  are  together,  love  together 
Paft  all  deceipt  of  that  fide  ^ fleep  together. 

Live,  and  delight  together,  and  fuch  deceipt 
Give  me  in  a wild  defect. 

Lheo.  By  your  leave  Lady 
I lee  no  honour  in  this  cunning.  ^ 

Leoc.  Honour? 

True,  none  of  her  part,  honour,  Ihe  deferves  none, 

’Tis  ceas’d  with  wandring  Ladies  fuch  as  Ihe  is, 

So  bold  and  impudent. 

Lheo.  I could  be  angry 
Extrearaly  angry  now  beyond  my  nature 
And  ’twere  not  for  my  pitty : what  a man 
Is  this  to  do  thefe  wrongs : believe  me  Lady 
I know  the  maid , and  know  Ihe  is  not  with  him, 

Leoc.  I would  you  knew  Ihe  were  in  heaven. 

Theo..  And  fo  well  know  her 
That  I think  you  are  cozen’d. 

Leoc.  So  I fay  Sir. 

Lheo.  I mean  in  her  behaviour 
For  truft  my  faith  lb  much  I dare  adventure  for  her  credit 
She  never  yet  delighted  to  do  wrong. 

Leoc.  How  can  Ihe  then  delight  in  him  ? dare  Ihe  think? 
Be  what  Ihe  will , as  excellent  as  Angels 
My  love  fo  fond,  my  wilhes  fo  indulgent 
That  I muft  take  her  prewnings  •,  ftop  at  that 
She  has  tyr’d  upon  ^ No  Sir,  I hold  my  beauty 
Walh  but  thefe  forrows  from  it , of  a fparkle 
As  right  and  rich  as  hers , my  means  as  equal. 

My  youth  as  much  unblown  \ and  for  our  worths 
And  weight  of  virtue 

Thso.  Do  not  task  her  fo  far. 

Leo.By  heaven  Ihe  is  cork,and  cIouds,light,Iight  Sir,vapor 
But  I lhall  find  her  out,  with  all  her  witchcrafts. 

Her  pmntings,  and  her  powncings : for  ’tis  art 
And  only  art  preferves  her,  and  meex  fpels 
That  work  upon  his'  powers  *,  let  her  but  Ihew  me 


A ruin’d  cheek  like  mine , that  holds  his  colour 
And  writes  but  fixteen  years  in  fpight  of  forrows 
An  unbathed  body,  fmiles,  that  give  but  lhaddovvs 
And  wrinkle  not  the  face^  befides  Ihe  is  little, 

A demy  dame , that  makes  no  objeft. 

Theo.  Nay. 

Then  I muft  fay  you  err^  for  credit  me 
I think  Ihe  is  taller  than  your  felf. 

Leoc.  Why  let  her 

It  is  not  that  lhall  mate  me^  I but  ask 
M y hands  may  reach  unto  her. 

Theo.  Gentle  Lady 

’Tis  now  ill  time  ol  farther  argument. 

For  I perceive  your  anger  voyd  of  counfel. 

Which  I could  wilh  more  temperate. 

Leoc.  Pray  forgive  me 

If  I have  fpoken  uncivilly  ; they  that  look  on 
See  miore  than  we  that  play : and  I befeech  ye 
Impute  it  loves  offence , not  mine  whofe  torments, 

If  you  have  ever  lov’d,  and  found  my  crolles 
You  muft  confefs  are  feldom  ty’d  to  patience, 

I Yet  I could  wilh  I had  laid  lefs. 
j Lheo.  No  harm  then  •, 

Ye  have  made  a full  amends  •,  our  company 
You  may  command,  fo  pleafe  you  in  your  travels 
With  all  our  faith  and  furtherance let  it  be  fo. 

Leoc.  Ye  make  too  great  an  offer. 

Lheo.  Then  it  lhall  be 

Go  in  and  reft  your  felf,  our  whollbme  dyet 
Will  be  made  ready  ftraight : But  hcark  ye  Lady 
One  thing  I muft  entreat , your  leave,  and  fufferance 
That  thefe  things  may  be  open  to  my  Brother 
For  more  refped  and  honor. 

Leoc.  Do  your  pleafure. 

Lheo.  And  do  not  change  this  habit  by  no  means 
Unlefs  ye  change  your  felf. 

Leoc.  Which  muft  not  yet  be. 

Lheo.  It  carries  ye  concealed  and  fafe. 

Leoc.  I am  counfell’d. 

Enter  Philippo. 

Thil.  What’s  done  > 

Lheo.  Why  all  we  doubted  ^ ’tis  a woman, 

And  of  a noble  ftrain  too,  ghefs. 

Lhil.  I cannot. 

Theo.  You  have  heard  often  of  her. 

Lhil.  Stay  I think  not. 

Lheo.  Indeed  ye  have  ^ ’tis  the  fair  Leocadia 
Daughter  unto  Don  Zanchio.^  our  noble  neighbor, 

Phil.  Nay? 

Lheo.  ’Tis  Ihe  Sir,  o’my  credit. 

Phil.  Leocadia., 

Pilh  Leocadia.,  it  muft  not  be. 

Lheo.  It  muft  be,  or  be  nothing. 

Phil.  Pray  give  me  leave  to  wonder,  Leocadia?^ 

Lheo.  The  very  fame. 

Phil.  The  Damfel  Leocadia 
I gheft  it  was  a woman,  and  a fair  one 
I fee  it  through  her  lhape,  tranfparent  plain 
But  that  it  Ihould  be  Ihe  •,  tell  me  diredly. 

Lheo.  By  heavens  ’tis  Ihe. 

Vhil.  By  heaven  then  ’tis  a fweet  one. 

Lheo.  That’s  granted  too. 

Vhil.  Butheark  ye,  heark  ye  Sifter, 

How  came  fne  thus  difguis’d  ? 

lheo.  I’ll  tell  you  that  too 
As  I came  on  the  felf-fame  ground,  fo  us’d  too. 

Phil.  By  the  fame  man  ? 

Lheo.  The  fame  too. 

Phil.  As  I live 

You  lovers  have  fine  fancies, 

Wonderous  fine  ones. 

Theo.  Pray  heaven  you  never  make  one. 

^ L Thil. 
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Faith  I know  not. 

But  in  that  mind  I am,  I had  rather  cobble , 

’Tis  a more  Chriftian  Trade-,  pray  tell  me  one  thing 
Are  not  you  two  now  monitrous  jealous 
Of  one  another  ? 

T:beo.  She  is  much  of  me 
And  has  rayPd  at  me  moft  unmercifully 
And  to  my  face , and  o’my  confcience 
Had  Ihe  but  known  me , either  Ihe  or  I 
Or  both,  had  parted  with  ftrange  laces 
She  was  in  fuch  a fury. 

Vhil.  Leocadial 
Do’s  Ihe  fpeak  handfomly  > 

Theo.  Wondrous  well  Sir 
And  all  Ihe  do’s  becomes  her , even  her  anger. 

PhU.  How  feemed  flie  when  you  found  her  ? 

Iheo.  Had  you  feen 
How  fweetly  fearful  her  pretty  felf 
Betray’d  her  felf,  how  neat  her  forrow  mow’d, 

And  in  what  hanfome  phrafe.  Ihe  put  her  ftory , 

And  as  occafion  Itirr’d  her  how  Ihe  ftarted 
Though  roughly,  yc-t  moO;  aptly  into  anger 
You  would  have  wonder’d. 

Phil.  Do’s  Ihe  know  ye-? 

7'heo.  No, 

Nor  mufl:  not  by  no  means, 

Phil.  How  Hands  your  difference  ? 

7heo.  I’ll  tell  ye  that  fome  fitter  time,  but  trulc  me 
My  Marc-afttonio  has  too  much  to  anfwer. 

Phil.  May  I take  knowledge  of  her  ? 

"Iheo.  Yes  fne  is  willing. 

Phil.  Pray  ufe  her  as  fhe  is,  with  all  refpefts  then , 

For  file  is  a woman  of  a noble  breeding. 

T:beo.  Ye  Paall  not  find  me  wanting, 

Pbil.  Which  way  Tears  fhe  ? 

Ibeo.  Our  way,  and  to  our  end. 

Phil.  I am  glad  on’t-,  hark  ye,, 

She  keeps  her  fliape  ? _ _ tmn  Leocadia. 

7 hep.  Yes,  and  I think  by  this  time 
Has  mew’d  her  old. 

Vbil.  She  is  here : by  heaven  a rare  one , 

An  admirable  fweet  one,  what  an  eye 
Of  what  a full  command  file  bears , how  gracious 
All  her  afpeft  fi:ows  blefs  me  from  a feaver 
I am  not  ivell  o'’th  fuddain. 

Leo:.  Nobk  friends 

Your  meat  and  all  my  lervice  waits  upon  ye. 

Pbil.  Ye  teach  us  manners  Lady,  all  which  fervice 
Mu  ft  now  be  mine  to  you , and  all  too  poor  too  y 
Blulh  not,  we  know  ye,  for  by  all  our  faiths 
With  us  your  honor  is  in  fandtuary 
And  ever  fhall  be. 

Leoc.  I do  well  believe  it , 

Will  ye  w^alk  nearer  Sir.  'Exit, 

7heo.  She  fhows  Hill  fairer, 

Yonger  in  every  change,  and  clearer,  neater^ 

I know  not,  I may  fool  my  felf,  and  finely 
Nourifh  a wolfe  to  eat  my  heart  out  Certain 
As  fhe  appears  now , fhe  appears  a wonder, 

A thing  amazes  me  ^ what  w’ould  fhe  do  then 
In  womans  helps,  in  ornaments  apt  for  her 
And  deckings  to  her  delicacy  > without  all  doubt 
She  would  be  held  a miracle nor  can  I think 
He  has  forfaken  her : Say  what  fhe  pleafe , 

I know  his  curious  eye,  or  fay  he  had. 

Put  cafe  he  could  be  fo  boy-blind  and  foolifh  , 

Yet  Hil  I fear  file  keeps  the  Contradt  with  her 
Not  Holn  as  fhe  affirms,  nor  loft  by  negligence. 

She  would  loofe  her  felf  firH  , ’tisher  life,  and  there 
All  my  hopes  are  difpatch’d  -,  O noble  love 
That  thou  couldH  be  without  this  jealoufie. 

Without  this  paffion  of  the  heart , how  heavenly 
WTuldH  thou  appear  unto  us?  Come  what  may  come 
I’ll  fee  the  end  on’t  : and  fmee  chance  has  caH  her 


Naked  into  my  refuge,  all  I can 

She  freely  fhall  command,  except  the  man. 

Sc£Ma  Tertia. 


Exit. 


Enter  Leonardo,  and  Don  Pedro. 

Leon.  Don  Pedro  do  you  think  afliiredly 
The  Galleys  will  come  round-  to  Barcelona 
Within  thefe  two  days  ? 

Ped,  Without  doubt. 

Leo.  And  think  ye 
He  will  be  with  ’em  certainly  ? 

Ped.  He  is  fir 

I faw  him  at  their  fetting  off^ 

Leo.  MuH  they  needs 
Touch  there  for  water  as  you  fay/ 

Ptd.  They  muH  fir 

And  for  frefh  meat  too  . few  or  none  goby  it 
BeCde  fo  great  aTleetmuH  need^  want  trimming 
If  they  have  met  with  fowl  feas,  and  no  harbor 
On  this  fide  is  able  without  danger 

To  moore  ’em,  but  that  haven. 

Lto.  Are  the  wars 
His  only  end  ? 

Ped.  So  he  profefles. 

Leo.  Bears  he 

Any  command  amongft  ’em? 

Ped.  Good  regard 

With  all  ^ which  quickly  will  prefer  him. 

Leo.  Pray  Sir  tell  me. 

And  as  you  are  a Gentleman  be  liberal. 

Ped.  I will  Sir,  and  moH  true. 

Leo.  Who  faw  ye  with  him  ^ 

Ped.  None  but  things  like  himfelf-,  young  Souldiers 
And  Gentlemen  defirous  to  feek  honor. 

Leo.  Was  there  no  woman  there , nor  none  difguis’d  \ 
That  might  be  thought  a woman  in  his  language?  1 

Did  he  not  let  flip  fomething  of  fufpition 
Touching  that  wanton  way. 

Ped.  Believe  me  Sir 

I neither  faw,  nor  could  fufpefl  that  face 
That  might  be  doubted  womans,  yet  I am  Hire 
Aboard  him  I fee  all  that  paft , and  ’tis  impoflible 
Among  fo  many  high  fet  bloods  there  fhould  be 
A woman , let  her  clofe  her  felf  within  a cockle , 

But  they  would  open  her,  he  muH  not  love 
Within  that  place  alone,  and  therefore  furely 
He  would  not  be  fo  foolifh  had  he  any. 

To  truH  her  there  j for  his  difeourfe,  ’twas  ever 
About  his  bufinefs , war,  or  mirth  to  make  us 
Relilh  a Can  of  Wine  well  ^ when  he  fpoke  private 
’Twas  only  the  remembrance  of  his  fervice. 

And  hope  of  your  good  prayers  for  his  health  Sir, 

And  fo  I gave  him  to  the  feas.. 

Leo.  I thank  ye. 

And  now  am  fatisfied , and  to  prevent 
Sufpitions  that  may  nourifli  dangers  Signior, 

For  I have  told  you  how  the  mad  Alphonfo 
Chafes  like  a Stag  i’th  toyl,  and  bends  his  fiiry 
’GainH  all,  but  his  own  ignorance  ^ I am  determin’d 
For  peace  fake  and  the  prefervation 
Of  my  yet  untoucht  honor , and  his  cure 
My  felf  to  feek  him  there  , and  bring  him  back 
As  teHimony  of  an  unfbught  injury 
By  either  of  our  adions  j That  the  worlds 
And  he  if  he  have  reafbn,  may  fee  plainly 
Opinion  is  no  perfed  guides  nor  dl  fames 
Founders  of  truths : In  the  mean  time  this  courtefie 
I muft  intreat  of  you  Sir,  Be  my  felf  here 
And  as  my  felf  command  ray  family. 

Ped.  Ye  lay  too  much  truft  on  me. 

Leo.  ’Tis  my  love  Sir, 

I will  not  be  long  from  ye  •.  if  this  queftion 

' & ; » ^ Chance 
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Chance  to  be  call’d  upon  ere  my  return 
I leave  your  care  to  anfwer  i fo  Farewell  Sir. 

Fed.  Ye  take  a wife  way  ^ All  my  beft  endeavors 
Shall  labor  in  your  abfence  j peace  go  with  ye.  Exit  Lee. 

A noble  honeft  Gentleman’,  free  hearted 
And  of  an  open  faith,  much  loving,  and  much  loved. 

And  father  of  that  goodnefs  only  malice 
truly  ftir  againft,  what  dare  befall 
Till  his  return  I’ll  anfwer.  Exit  Fed. 

Enter  Alphonfo , and  Servant. 

Alph.  Walk  off  Sirrah , 

But  keep  your  felf  within  my  call  ? 

Serv.  I will  Sir. 

Alph.  And  ftir  my  horle  for  taking  cold : within  there , 
Hoa  people  ^ you  that  dwell  there  my  brave  Signior 
What  are  ye  all  a fleep?  is’t  that  time  with  ye? 
m ring  a little  lowder. 

Enter  Pedro. 

Fed.  Sir  who  feek  ye  ? 

Alph.  Not  you  Sir  j Where’s  your  Mafter  ^ 

Fed.  I ferve  no  man 
In  way  of  pay  Sir. 

Alph.  Where’s  the  man  o’th  houfe  then? 

Fed.  What  would  you  have  with  him  Sir? 

Alph.  Do  you  ftand  here  Sir 
To  ask  men  queflions  w'hen  they  come  ? 

Fed.  I w'ould  fir 

Being  his  friend,  and  hearing  fiich  alarmes 
Know  how  men  come  to  vifit  him. 

Alph.  Ye  fhall  Sir, 

Pray  tell  his  mightinefs  here  is  a Gentleman 
By  name  Alphonfo , would  intreat  his  conference 
About  af&irs  of  State  Sir,  are  ye  anfwer’d  ? 

Enter  Sanchio  carried. 

Fed.  I mull  be  Sir, 

Sanch.  Stay,  fet  me  down,  ftay  Signior, 

You  mult  Itay,  and  ye  fiiallllay. 

Alph.  Meaning  me  Sir  ? 

Sanch.  Yes  you  Sir,  you  I mean,  I mean  you. 

Alph.  Well  Sir. 

Why  Ihould  I ftay  ? 

Sanch.  There’s  realbn. 

Alph.  Reafon  Sir  ? 

Sanch.  I reafon  Sir 

My  wrong  is  greatefl,  and  I will  be  ferved  firll  , 

Call  out  the  man  of  fame  ? 

Alph.  How  ferv’d  Sir , 

Sanch.  Thus  fir, 

Alph.  But  not  before  me. 

Sanch.  Before  all  the  world  fir 
As  my  cafe  Hands. 

Alph.  I have  loft  a daughter  fir. 

Sanch.  I have  loft  another  worth  five  fcore  of  her  fir. 
Alph.  Ye  mult  not  tell  me  fo, 

Saneh.  I have,  and  heark  ye? 

Make  it  up  five  fcore  more ; Call  out  the  fellow. 

And  Hand  you  by  fir. 

Fed.  This  is  the  mad  morrifs. 

Alph.  And  I Hand  by  ? 

Sanch.  I fay  Hand  by,  and  do  it. 

Alph.  Stand  by  among  thy  lungs. 

Sanch.  Turn  prefently 
And  fay  thy  prayers,  thou  art  dead. 

Alph.  I fcorn  thee 

And  fcom  to  fay  my  prayers  more  than  thou  do’ft. 

Mine  is  the  moft  wrong , and  my  daughter  deareft 
And  mine  lhall  firft  be  righted. 

Sanch.  Shall  be  righted.. 
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Alph.  I lhall  be  righted. 

Sanch.  Now? 

Alph.  Now. 

Sanch.  Inftantly, 

Alph.  Before  1 ftu». 

Sanch.  Before  me. 

Alph.  Before  any.  re-  j , 

Sanch.  Dolt  thou  confider  what  thou  fay’lV?  hS^  thou 
Able  to  quench  my  anger,  or  perfwade  me  ‘ 

After  I have  beaten  thee  into  one  main  rinnff-  P ' 

And  made  thee  fpeiid  thy  Hate  in  rotten  apples^'^'^^f^ 
Thou  canlt  at  length  be  quiet,  lhall  I kill  thee’ 

Divide  thee  like  a rotten  Punjpion , 

And  leave  thee  ftincking  to  pofterity. 

There’s  not  the  lealt  blow  1 lhall  ’ ’ 

Urge  me  no  farther : I am  firll. 

Alph.  I’ll  hang  firll. 

No  goodman  glory,  ’tis  not  your  bravado’s 

Your  pundual  honor,  nor  foldadolhip.  ’ 

Sanch.  Set  me  a little  nearer. 

Alph.  Let  him  lally. 

Sanch.  Lin’d  with  your  quircks  of  carriage  and  diferetion 
Can  blow  me  off  my  purpofe.  Where’s  your  credit 
With  all  your  Ichool  points  now.^  your  decent  arguing 
And  apt  time  for  perlbrming  : where  are  thefe  toys 
Thefe  wife  ways,  and  moll  honorable courfes , ’ 

To  take  revenge?  how  dar’ll  thou  talk  of  killing 
Or  think  of  drawing  any  thing  but  fquirts  ’ 

When  letchery  has  dry  foundrerd  thee? 

Sanch.  Neerer  yet, 

That  I mayfpit  him  down:  thou  look’ll  like  a man. 

Fed.  I would  be  thought  fo  Sir. 

Sanch.  Prethee  do  but  take  me. 

And  fling  me  upon  that  Puppy. 

Alph.  Do  for  heavens  fake. 

And  fee  but  how  I’ll  hug  him, 

Saneh.  Yet  take  warning. 

Fed.  Faith  Gentlemen,  this  is  a needlefs  quarrel. 

Sanch.  And  do  you  defire  to  make  one? 

Fed.  As  a friend  Sir, 

To  tell  you  all  this  anger  is  but  loll  Sir, 

For  Leonardo  is  from  home. 

Alph.  No,  no  Sir. 

, Fed.  Indeed  he  is. 

Sanch.  Where  dare  he  be,  but  here  Sir,' 

When  men  are  wrong’d,  and  come  for  fatisfadions. 

Fed.  It  leemshe  has  done  none  Sir*^  for  his  bufinefs 
Clear  of  thofe  cares , hath  carried  him  for  fometime 
To  Barcelona:  if  he  had  been  guilty, 

I know  he  would  have  Itayd , and  clear’d  all  difference 
Either  by  free  confelfion,  or  his  fword. 

Sanch.  This  mull  not  be. 

Fed.  Sure  as  I live,  it  is  Sir. 

Alph.  Sure,  as  we  all  live , 

He’s  run  away  for  ever : Barcelona.  ! 

Why  ? ’tis  the  key  for  Italy.^  from  whence 
He  llole  firll  hither. 

Sanch.  And  having  found  his  knaveries 
Toogrofs  to  be  forgiven,  and  too  open. 

He  has  found  the  fame  way  back  again : I believe  too 
The  good  grafs  Gentleman , for  his  own  eafe. 

Has  taken  one  o’th’Fillyes : Is  not  his  fluff  fold. 

Alph.  I fear  his  worfhips  flioos  too  ^ to  efcape  us, 

I do  not  think  he  has  a difh  within  doors, 

A loiife  left  of  his  linnage. 

Fed.  Ye  are  too  wide  Sir. 

Alph.  Or  one  poor  wooden  Ipoon , 

Fed.  Come  in  and  fee  Sir 
Alph.  I’ll  fee  his  houfe  on  fire  firll. 

Fed.  Then  be  pleafed  Sir 
To  give  better  cenfure. 

Sanch.  I will  after  him, 
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^nd  fcarch  him  like  conceal’d  land , but  I’ll  have  him. 
And  though  I find  him  in  his  fhrift,  I’ll  kill  him. 

Alpb.  I’ll  bear  ye  company. 

Sanch.  Pray  have  a care  then, 

\ mofi:  fpecial  care,  indeed  a fear. 

Ye  do  not  anger  me. 

Alpb.  1 will  obferve  ye. 

And  if  I light  upon  him  handfomly. 

Sanch.  Kill  but  a piece  of  him,  leave  feme  Alphonjo 
For  your  poor  Friends. 

Ted.  I fear  him  not  for  all  this. 

Alpb.  Shall  we  firit  go  home. 

For  it  may  prove  a voyage,  and  difpofe 
Of  things  there  •,  heaven  knows  what  may  follow. 

Sanch.  No, 

I’ll  kill  him  in  this  fnirt  I have  on : let  things 
Govern  themfelves,  I am  mafter  of  my  honor 
At  this  time,  and  no  more  ^ let  wife,  and  land. 

Lie  lay  till  I return. 

Alph.  I fay  amen  to’t : 

But  what  care  for  our  monies  ? 

Sanch.  I will  not  fpend 
Above  three  fiiillings,  till  his  head  be  here, 

Four  is  too  great  a fum  for  all  his  Fortunes. 

Come  take  me  up  inftantly. 

Alp-h.  Farewell  to  you  Sir , 

And  if  your  friend  be  in  a featherbed, 

Sow’d  up  to  ftrowd  his  fears , tell  him  ’tis  folly , 

For  no  courfe  but  his  voluntary  hanging 
Can  get  our  pardons.  Exeunt. 

Fed.  Thefe  I think  would  be 
Oflence  enough , if  their  own  indiferetions 
Would  fuffer  ’em:  two  of  theoldfeditious, 

When  they  want  enemies,  they  are  their  own  foes: 
Were  they  a little  wifer , I Ihould  doubt  ’em : 

Till  when  I’ll  ne’r  break  lleep,  nor  fuffer  hunger 
For  any  harm  he  ffiall  receive : for  ’tis  as  eafie 
If  he  be  guilty,  toturn  thefe  two  old  men 
Upon  their  own  throats,  and  look  on,  and  live  Hill, 

As  ’tis  to  tell  five  pound : a great  deal  looner, 

AndTo  I’ll  to  my  meat,  and  then  to  hawking.  Exit. 


' JHus  Quartus. 

Scdcna  Prim  a. 

Enter  Markantonio,  and  a Gentleman. 

Marc.  Sir,  this  is  complement^  I pray  you  leave  me. 


Cent 


Sir,  it  is  not. 


Marc.  Why.?  I would  only  fee  the  Town. 

Gent.  And  only  that  I come  to  fhew  yot. 

Marc.  Which  I can  fee  without  you. 

Gent.  So  you  may 

Plainly,  not  fafely : For  fuch  difference 
As  you  have  feen  betwixt  the  fea  and  earth 
When  waves  rife  high , and  land  would  beat  ’em  back 
As  fearful  oflnvafion^  fuch  we  find 
When  we  land  here  at  Barcelona. 

Marc.  Sir. 

Gent.  Befides  our  General  of  the  Galleys,  fearincr 
Your  hafty  nature,  charg’d  me  not  return  ^ 

Without  you  lafe. 

Marc.  O Sir,  that  Koderigo 
Is  noble,  and  do’s  miftake  my  temper. 

There  is  not  in  the  world , a mind  lels  apt 
To  conceive  wrongs , or  do  ’em  • has  he  feen  me 
In  all  this  voyage,  in  the  which  he  pleafes. 


Eneer  Eugenia,-  M divers  Attendants. 

To  call  me  friend , let  flip  a hafhr  word? 

S light  Sir : yonder  is  a Lady  valid. 

For  propernefs  beyond  comparifon 
And  fure  her  face  is  like  the  reft:  we’ll  fee’t. 

Marc.  Yes,  I would  fee 
The  womans  face. 

Gent.  By  heaven  you  lhall  not  do’f 
You  do  not  know  the  cuftom  of  the  place- 
To  to.  that  curtain  here,  though  fife  were  ntean, 

/Mail' 

At  lalt , and  by  my  troth,  I’ll  try  it  Sir 

jl  knovvthfudy  “‘I  . 

I Marc.  Is  Ihe  a Lady.? 

I fl^ll  the  more  defire  to  fee  her  Sir 

' A now;  efSemaf 
Marc.  Then  let  me  go 
If  I can  win  her,  you  and  I will  govern 
ThffTT  will  alter 

I Shall  be  fef  iveft^r 

For  as  I have  afoul,  you  lhall  not  do’t.  ’ 

^ unblemifh’d  fame , 

And  here  to  offer  that  affront  were  bafe  ♦ 

Hold  on  your  way,  and  we  will  feethe  Town 

And  overlook  the  Ladies.  lown, 

Marc.  I am  Ichool’d, 

And  promife  you  I will ; but  good  Sir  fee 
She  will  pafs  by  us  now  ^ I hope  I may  ’ 

Salute  her  thus  far  off  ^ ^ 

’S  foot,  are  yiu  mad .? 

1 will  be  as  ill  as  th’other. 

u’  ^^ffat’s  the  matter? 

What  would  that  fellow  have? 

Gew.  Good  Sir  forbear. 

Any  tZg^h^ef™'  VO" 

Marc.  Jes  Sir,  all  happinefs 
To  that  fair  Lady,  as  1 hope. 

Gent.  Markantonio. 

A ^ght  no  hitling:  1 would  beg 

-rf  r'-  fot  ’tis  too  late 

1 o keep  this  from  a tumult. 

I Attend.  Sirrah,  you 
^lall  fee  a fitter  objea  for  your  eyes. 

Then  a fair  Ladies  lace. 

Bug.  For  heavens  fake,  raife  not 

A quarrelintheftreetsfor  me. 

1 Attend.  Slip  in  then  • 

This  is  your  door.  ’ 

Eng.  Will  you  needs  quarrel  then? 

I . Attend.  We  mull , or  fuffer 

Eng.  Then  I do  beleech  ye,  let  my  Lord. 

Enter  three  or  four  Souldiers. 

N<^  think  the  quarrel  about  me^  for  ’tis  not.  Ext 

' Arf«me?lhoT''  Gal'^ 

I.  Attend.  Come  on  Sir,  you  lhall  lee 
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Faces  enough. 

You  men  have  ftrong  hearts  i but  we  feeble  maids 

Gent.  Some  one.  of  you  call  to. 

Have  tender  eyes,  which  only  given  be 

♦ 

To  blind  themfelves,  crying  for  what  they  fee 

£nter  certain  Torpnfmen. 

t. 

found^’  thou  charge  me  thus  ? have  I been 

Our  General,  the  whole  rore  of  the  Town 

Slow  to  perform , what  I could  but  imagine 

Thy  wilhes  were;,  have  I at  any  rime 

Comes  in  upon  us. 

Marc.  A have  feen  Sir  better 

Tender’d  a bufinefs  of  mine  own,  beyond 

A vanity  of  thine  ? have  I not  been 

As  if  I were  a fenflefs  creature,  made 

Perhaps,  than  that  was  cover’d^  and  will  yet. 

Philippo,  Theodofia,  Lcocadia. 

To  lerve  thee  without  pow’r  of  queftionins. 

If  fo,  why  fear’ll:  thou,? 

See  that,  or  fpoil  yours. 

Theo.  1 am  fatisfied. 

Phil.  On,  why  ftart  you  back  ? 

Phil.  Come^  then  let’s  go : where’s  Leocadia  ? 

Iheo.  Alafs  Sir,  they  are  fighting. 

7heo.  I know  not  Sir. 

Leoc.  Let’s  begon, 

See,  fee,  a handfome  man  ftrook  down. 

Phil.  Where’s  Leocadia  ? 

Theo.  I do  not  know , 

Gent.  Flo  General, 

Phil.  Leocadia, 

Look  out , Antonio  is  in  diflrefs. 

This  Tumult  made  the  ftreets  as  dead  as  night. 

Enter  Rodorigo  above. 

A man  may  talk  as  freely ; what’s  become 

0^ Leocadia}  Iheo.  She’s  run  away. 

Eheo.  Antonio. 

Phil.  Begone , and  let  us  never  more  behold 

Each  others  face , till  we  may , both  together. 

Leoc.  Antonio  \ ’tis  he.  . ^ 

Faften  our  eyes  on  her  -,  accurfed  be 

Eod..  within.  Ho,  Gunner  make  a filot  into  thevTokVn, 

Thole  tender  cozening  names  of  charity, 

I’ll  part  you : bring  away  Antonio  a Jhot. 

And  natural  affeftion,  they  have  loft 

Into  my  Cabben.  Exit  Attendants 

Me  only  by  obferving  them,  what  coft 

Gent.  I will  do  that  office.  andTownfinen. 

Travel,  and  fruitlefs  willies  may  in  rain 

I fear  it  is  the  laft,  that  I fhall  do  him. 

iSearch  through  the  world , but  never  find  again. 

Exit  Souldiers  and  Gentlemen  with  Marckantonio. 

Iheo.  Good  Sir  be  patient , I have  done  no  fault 

Iheo.  The  laft,  why  will  he  dye } ^ 

Worthy  this  banilliment. 

Leoc.  Since  I have  found  him : happinefs  leave  me. 

Phil.  Yes  Leocadia, 

When  I leave  him. 

The  Lady  fo  diftrefs’d,  who- was  content 

Phil.  Why  ‘Theodofia  ? 

T 0 lay  her  ftory  , and  to  lay  her  heart 

My  lifter  ^ wake : alafs,  I griev’d  but  now 

As  open  as  her  ftory  to  your  felf. 

To  fee  the  ftreets  lb  full  ^ and  now  I grieve 

Who  was  content , that  I ftiould  know  her  Sex, 

To- fee  them  left  fo  empty;  1 could  widi. 

Before  dillembl’d  and  to  put  her  felf 

Tumult  himfelf  w^ere  here,  that  yet  at  leaft 

Into  my  conduft,  w'hom  I undertook 

Amongft  the  band  , I might  efpie  fome  face 

Safely  to  guard,  is  in  this  Tumult  loft. 

So  pale  and  fearful,  that  would  willingly 

Theo.  And  can  I help  it  Sir  ? 

Embrace  an  arrand  for  a Cordial, 

Phil  No,  would  thou  couldft. 

Or  Aquavit  £ , or  a cup  of  hack , 

You  might  have  done , but  for  that  zeald  religion 

Or  a Phyfitian : but  to  talk  of  thefe 

You  women  bear  to  fwo wirings,  you  do  pick 

She  breaths:  ft  and  up,  O Iheodo/ia., 

Your  times  to  faint  when  fome  body  is  by; 

. Speak  but  as  thou  wert  wont , give  but  a figh , 

Bound  or  by  nature , or  by  love,  or  fervice 

Which  is  but  the  moft  unhappy  piece  of  life , 

To  raife  you  from  that  well  dillembled  death; 

And  I will  ever  after  worllup  fadnefs , 

Inform  me  but  of  one  that  has  been  found 

Apply  my  felf  to  grief-,  prepare  and  build  - 

Dead  in  her  private  chamber  by  her  felf. 

Altars  to  forrow. 

Where  ficknefs  would  no  more  forbear , than  here, 

Theo.  O Philippo^  help  me. 

And  I will  quit  the  reft  for  her. 

Phil.  I do  i thefe  are  my  arms , Philippo'’s  arms , 

Iheo.  I know  not 

Thy  Brothers  arms  that  hold  thee  up. 

What  they  may  do,  and  how  they  may  diflemble^ 

Theo.  You  help  me 

But  by  my  troth , I did  not. 

To  life:  but  I would  fee  Antonio 

Phil.  By  my  troth , 

That’s  dead. 

W^ould  I had  try’d ;,  would  I had  let  thee  layn , 

Phil.  Thou  lhalt  fee  any  thing;,  how  doft  thou  ? 

And  followed  her. 

Theo.  Better,  I thank  you. 

Iheo.  1 would  you  had  done  lb 

Phil.  Why  that’s  well : call  up 

Rather , than  been  lb  angry  -,  where’s  Antonio  ? 

Thy  fenfes,  and  uncloud  thy  cover’d  fpirits. 

Phil.  Why  do’ll:  thou  vex  me  with  thefe  queftions? 

How  now.? 

I’ll  tell  thee  where,  he’s  carried  to  the  Galleys, 

Theo.  Recover’d;  but  Antonio., 

There  to  be  chain’d,and  row,  and  beat,  and  row 

Where  is  he  ? 

Wfith  knotted  ropes,  and  pizzels  -,  if  he  fwound , 

Phil.  W’c  will  find  him  ; art  thou  well  ? 

Fle  has  a dofe  of  bisket. 

Theo.  Perfedly  well,  faving  the  mifs  of  him-, 

Iheo.  I am  glad 

And  I do  charge  you  here,  by  our  allyancc , 

He  is  alive. 

And  by  the  love  which  would  have  been  betwixt  us, 

Phil.  Was  ever  man  thus  troubled. 

Knew  we  no  kindred  ■,  by  that  killing  fear , 

Tell  me  where  Leocadia  is? 

Mingled  with  twenty  thoufand  hopes  and  doubts , 

Theo.  Good  brother  be  not  fo  hafty,  and I think I can; 

Which  you  may  think , plac’d  in  a Lovers  heart , 

You  found  no  error  in  me,  when  I firft 

And  in  a Virgins  too , when  fhe  wants  help , 

Told  you  Ihe  was  a woman,  and  believe  me 

To  grant  me  your  aftiftance,Sto  find  out 

Something  I have  found  out,  which  makes  me  think* 

This  man  alive,  or  dead-,  and  I will  pay  you 

Nay,  almoft  know  fo  well , that  I durft  fwear 

In  fervice,  tears,  or  prayers,  a world  of  wealth : 

She  follow’d  hurt  Antonia. 

But  other  treafure , I have  none : alas ! 

Phil.  What  do  we 

' EntCf 
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Enter  the  Governor.^  trvo  Attendants^  and  the  T’otvnfmen. 

Then  lingring  here  •,  we  will  aboard  the  Galleys 
And  find  her. 

Gov.  Made  he  a fhot  into  the  Town.? 

1.  Attend.  He  did  Sir. 

Gov.  Call  back  thole  Gentlemen. 

1 . Attend.  The  Governor,  commands  you  back. 

We  will  obey  him  Sir. 

Gov.  You  gave  him  caufie  to  Ihoot^  I know,  he  is 
So  far  from  ralh  offence,  and  holds  with  me 
Such  curious  friendfhip : could  not  one  of  you 
Have  call’d  me  while  ’twas  doing,  fuch  an  uproar. 
Before  my  dore  too  ? (publick  caiife,  of  our  own 

i.Pownf.  By  my  troth  Sir,  we  were  fo  bufy  in  the 
Private  falling  out ; that  we  forgot  it:  at  home  we  fee  now 
You  were  not,  butasfoonasthe  (hot  made  us  fly,  we  ran 
Away  as  faff;  as  wecouldtofeek  your  honor. 

Gov.  ’Twas  gravely  done  •,  but  no  man  tells  the  caufe 
Or  chance,  or  what  it  was  that  made  you  differ. 

1.  Torvnf.  For  my  part  Sir,  if  there  were  any  that  I knew 
Of,  the  fliot  drove  it  out  of  my  head , do  you  know  any 
all.  Not  we,  not  we.  (neighbours. 

Gov.  Not  we ! nor  can  you  tell. 

I.  Attend.  No  other  caufe. 

But  the  old  quarrel  betwixt  the  Town  and  the  Galleys. 
Gov.  Come  nearer  Gentlemen : what  are  your  names  ? 
Thil.  My  name  Philippa. 

Pheo.  And  mine  Pheodoro. 

Gov.  Strangers  you  are  it  feems. 

Phil.  Newly  arriv’d. 

Gev.  Then  you  are  they  begun  this  Tumult. 

Phil.  No  Sir. 

Cov.  Speak  one  of  you. 

1.  Attend.  They  are  not,  I can  quit  ’em. 

Pheo.  Yet  we  faw  part,  and  an  unhappy  part 
Of  this  debate,  along  fought  friend  of  ours 
Strook  down  for  dead , and  born  unto  the  Galleys , 

His  name  is  MarJ^antonio. 

Phil.  And  another 
Of  our  company,  a Gentleman 
Of  noble  birth , befides  accompanyed 
With  all  the  gifts  of  nature,  ravifli’d  hence 
We  know  not  how,  in  this  diflention. 

Gov.  Get  you  home  all , and  work  and  when  1 hear 
You  meddle  with  a weapon  any  more 
Fut  thofe  belonging  to  your  Trades,  i’ll  lay  you 
Where  your  bell:  Cuftomers  fliall  hardly  find  you.(C  Exit. 

I am  forry  gentlemen,  I troubled  you,  ? Poivnf- 

Being  both  ftrangers,by  your  tongues,  and  looks,  c men. 

Of  worth : To  make  ye  fome  part  of  amends 
If  there  be  any  thing  in  this  poor  Town 
Of  Barcelona  that  you  would  command, 

Command  me. 

Pheo.  sir,  this  wounded  Gentleman , 

If  it  might  pleafe  you,  if  your  pow’r  and  love 
Extend  fo  far , I would  be  glad  to  wifti 
Might  be  remov’d  into  the  Town  for  cure: 

The  Galleys  ftay  not , and  his  wound  I know 
Cannot  endure  a voyage. 

Gov.  Sir,  he  lhall, 

I warrant  you : Go  call  me  hither  Sirrali, 

One  of  my  other  Servants.  ^ Exit  i.  attendane. 

Phil.  And  befides. 

The  Gentleman  we  loft,  Signior  Francifta, 

Shall  be  render’d  too. 

Enter  a Servant. 

Cover.  And  he  Sir  too  : Go  firrah,  bear  this  ring 
To  Boderigo^  my  moft  noble  friend. 

The  General  of  the  Galleys:  Tell  him  this.  Exit  fervant. 

Whifpers  to  bis  Servant. 
Pbeo.  Now  we  lhall  have  ’em  both. 


Pbil.  Bleft  be  thy  thoughts 
For  apprehending  this : bleft  be  thy  brwth 
For  uttering  it. 

Gov.  Come  Gentlemen , you  lhall 
Enter  my  roof : and  I will  lend  for  Surgeons, 

And  you  fliall  fee  your  friends  here  prefently, 

Pbeo.  His  name  was  Mark^ntonio. 

Cover.  I know  it, 

And  have  fent  word  lb. 

Phil.  Did  you  not  forget 
Francifco*s  name? 

Cover.  Nor  his : y’are  truly  welcome , 

To  talk  about  it  more , were  but  to  lay 

The  fame  word  often  over:  you  are  welcome.  Exenut. 

S Ciena  Secttnda. 

Enter  Markantonio , carried.,  Leocadia  following  \ and  the 
Servant.  2 Soldiers  carrying  him. 

Serv.  This  is  the  houle  Sir. 

Mar.  Enter  it,  I pray  you. 

For  l am  faint , although  I think  my  wound 
Be  nothing.  Soldiers,  leave  us  now : I thank  you. 

1 . Sold.  Heaven  fend  you  health  Sir. 

Serv.  Let  me  lead  you  in. 

Marl{,  My  wound’s  not  in  my  feet^  I lhall  entreat  ’em 
I hope  to  bear  me  lb  far.  Exit.  (neral  made  a 

2.  Sold.  How  feriouflythefe  land  men  fled,  when  our  Ge- 
Shot,  as  if  he  had  been  a warning  to  call ’em  to  their  Hall. 

1.  Sold.  I cannot  blame  ’em,  Whatman  have  they  now 
in  the 

Town,  able  to  maintain  a Tumult,  or  uphold  a matter  out 
Of  fquare  if  need  be .?  O the  quiet  hurley  hurleys  that  [ 
Have  feeninthis  Town,  when  we  have  fought  four  hours 
Together,  andnotamanamongftus  fo  impertinent  or 
Modeft  to  ask  why  > but  now  the  pillars  that  bare 
Up  this  blelledTown  in  that  regular  debate,  and 
Scambling,  are  dead,  the  more’s  the  pitty. 

2.  Sold.  Old  Ignatio  lives ftill.  (mans  liver: 

1.  Sold.  Yes,  I know  him:  he  will  do  prettily  well  at  a 
But  where  is  there  any  man  now  living  in  the  Town 
That  hath  a fteady  hand,  and  underftands  Anatomy 

Well  ? if  it  come  to  a particular  matter  of  the  lungs. 

Or  the  fpleen , why  ? alas  Ignatio  is  to  feek  ^ are 
There  any  fuch  men  left  as  I have  known , that 
Would  fay  they  would  hit  you  in  this  place .?  is  there 
Ever  a good  heartift,  ora  member-percer,  ora 
Small-gut  man  left  in  the  Town,  anfwer 
Me  that.? 

2.  Sold.  Mafs,  I think  there  be  not. 

I.  Sold.  No,  I warrant  thee.  Come,  come,  ’tis  time 
We  were  at  the  Galleys.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Governor,  Eugenia , Markantonio,  Philippo,  Theo- 
dofia,  Leocadia,  Attendants. 

Cover.  Sir,  you  may  know  by  what  I faid  ahready, 

You  may  command  my  houle  •,  but  I muft  beg 
Pardon  to  leave  you , if  the  publick  bufinefs 
Forc’d  me  not  from  you,  I myfelf  Ihould  call  it 
Unmannerly : but  good  Sir , do  you  give  it 
A milder  name : it  lhall  not  be  an  hour 
ire  I return. 

Mare.  Sir,  I was  nere  lb  poor. 

In  my  own  thoughts,  as  that  I want  a means 
To  requite  this  with. 

Gov.  Sir,  within  this  hour.  Exit. 

Mare.  This  the  Ladythat  Iquarrell’d  for? 

O lull:  if  wounds  cannot  retain  thy  power, 

Let  lhame : nor  do  I feel  my  hurt  at  all. 

Nor  is  it  ought,  only  I was  well  beaten: 

If  Ipurfueit,  all  the  civil  world 

That 
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That  ever  did  imagine  the  content. 

Found  in  the  band  of  man  and  wife  nnbroke , 

The  reverence  due  to  houfholds , or  the  blemifh 

That  may  be  ft uck  upon  pofterity 

W’ill  catch  me,  bind  me,  burn  upon  m'y  forehead, 

This  is  the  wounded  ftranger,  that  receiv’d 
For  charity  into  a houfe,  attempted- 
I will  not  do  it. 

Eng.  Sir,  how  do  you  do  now  ? 

That  you  walk  ofh 
Marc.  Worfe  Madam,  than  I was  ^ 

But  it  will  over. 

Eug.  Sir,  and  reft  a while. 

Marc.  Where  are  the  Surgeons  ? 

Eur.  Sir,  it  is  their  manner, 

W'hen  they  have  lecn  the  wound  efpecially , 

The  patient  being  of  worth , to  go  confuk , 

Which  they  are  now  at  in  another  room, 

About  the  drefling. 

Marc.  Madam,  I do  feel  my  felf  not  weU 
3 Alai's! 

Leoc.  Kow  do  you  Sir. 

Eiig.  Will  you  drink  waters^ 

Marc.  No  good  Madam , ’tis  not 
So  violent  upon  me  •,  nor  I think 
Any  thing  dangerous;  but  yet  there  are 
Seme  things  that  lit  Ib  heavy  on  my  conftience , 

That  will  perplex  my  mind,  and  ftopmy  cure, 

So  that  unlefs  I utter  ’em.  A fcratch 

Here  on  my  thumb  will  kill  me ; Gentlemen , 

I pray  you  leave  the  room,  and  come  not  in 
Your  felves , or  any  other  till  I have 
Open’d  my  felf  to  this  moft  honour’d  Lady, 

Fhil.  We  will  not 
"theo.  O bleft ! he  will  dilcover  now 
His  love  to  me. 

Leoc.  Now  he  will  tell  the  Lady 
Our  Contraeft.  Bxit. 

Eug.  I do  believe  he  will  confels  to  me 
The  wrong  he  did  a Lady  in  the  ftreets  •, 

But  I forgive  him. 

Marc.  Madam,  I perceive 
My  felf  grow  worfe  and  worfe. 

Eug.  Shall  I call  back  your  friends  ? 

Marc.  O no,  but  e’r  1 do  impart 
What  burthens  me  fo  lore,  let  me  intreat  you , 

(For  there  is  no  truft  in  thefe  Surgeons) 

To  look  upon  my  wound  it  is  perhaps 
My  laft  requeft ; But  tell  me  truely  too , 

That  mu  ft  be  in ; how  far  do  you  imagine 
It  will  have  pow’r  upon  me. 

Eug.  Sir,  I will.  • 

A/arc.  For  heavens  fake,  foftly:  oh,  I muft  needs  lay 
My  head  down  eahly,  whilft  you  do  it. 

Eug.  Do  Sir,  . f ^ 

’Tis  but  an  ordinary  blowi  a ^child 
Of  mine  has  had  a greater,  ^ and  been  well  j 
Are  you  faint  hearted  ? .... 

Marc.  Oh.' 

Eug.  Why  do  you.figh? 

There  is  no  danger  ih'  the  world  in  this  j 
I wonder  it  fliould  make  a man  fit  down  i 
What  do  you  mean,"  why  do  you  kils  my  breafts?^ 

Lift  up  your  head , your  wound,  may  well  endure  it. 

Mar.  O Madam,  may  I not  exprefs  affedion, 
Dying-aftedion  too  I fear,  to  thole 
That  do  me  favors,  fuchas  this  of  yours. 

Eug.  If  you  mean  lb , ’tis  well  ^ but  what’s  the  bufinefs 
Lies  on  your  conlcience  ? i 

Mar.  I will  tell  you  Madam.  , ' ■ 

Euf.  Tell  me  and  laugh  ? ^ ' 

Mar.  But  I will  tell  you  true 
Though  I do  laugh,  I know  as  well  as  you 
My  wound  is  nothing,  nor  the  power  of  earth 


Could  lay  a wound  upon  me  in  your  prelence 
That  I could  feel^  but  I do  laugh  to  think  * 

How  covertly,  how  for  beyond  the  reach 
Of  men,  and  wife  men  too,  we  lhall  deceive  ’em 
Whilft  they  imagine  I am  talking  here  ’ 

With  that  Ihort  breath  I have,  ready  to  fwounej 
At  every  full  point  j you  my  ghoftly  Mother 
To  hear  my  fad  confeflion,  you  and  I 
Will  on  that  bed  within , prepar’d  for  me 
Debate  the  matter  privately. 

Eug.  Forbear, 

Thou  wert  but  now  as  welcome  to  this  houfe 
As  prtain  cures  to  fick  men , and  juft  now 
This  fiidain  alteration  makes  thee  look 
Like  plagues  come  to  infed  it-,  if  thouknewft 
How  loathfome  thou  wilt  be,  thou  wouldft  intreat 
Thefe  wals , or  pbits  to  help  thee  to  a hurt 
Paftthydllfimulation.  * * 

Mar.  Gentle  Madam 
Call  ’em  not  in  ? 

Eug.  I will  not  yet,  this  place 
I know  to  be  within  the  reach  of  tongue , 

And  ears , thou  canft  not  force  mc^  therefore  hear  me 
What  I will  tell  thee  quickly , thou  art  born 
To  end  fome  way  more  difefteem’d  than  this, 

Or  which  is  worfe,  to  dye  of  this  hurt  yet, 

Come  Gentlemen. 

Efiter  Leocadia. 

Mar.  Good  Madam. 

Eug.  Gentlemen. 

Leoc.  Madam  how  is’t  ? is  Marheantomo  well  ? 

Methinks  your  looks  are  alter’d , and  I fee 
A ftrange  diftemper  in  you. 

Eug.  I am  wrought 

By  that  difl'embling  man , that  fellow  worth 
Nothing  but  kicking. 

Enter  Philippo  and  Theodofia, 

Leo.  Gentle  Madam  fpeak 
To  me  alone  let  not  them  nnderftand 
His  fault , he  will  repent  I dare  fwear, 

Eug.  I’ll  tell  it  you  in  private. 

Fhil.  Markcantonhy 
How  do  you  ? 

Mar.  Stand  farther  off  I pray  you 
Give  me  fome  ayre. 

Theo.  Good  Brother , will  he  fcape , 

The  Surgeons  fay  there  is  no  danger, 

Fhil.  Scape? 

No  doubt  he  will. 

Leo.  Alas  will  he  not  leave 
This  trying  all  s Madam,  I do  befeech  you 
Let  me  but  fpeak  to  him , you  and  thel'e  by. 

And  I dare  almoft  promife  you  to  make  him 

Shew  himfelf  truly  forrowful  to  you,  befides  aftoryllhall 

Not  put  info  good  words  but  in  it  felf  (open  to  you, 

So  full  of  chance , that  you  will  eafily 

Forgive  my  tedioufiiefs , and  be  well  pleas’d 

With  that  fo  much  afflidts  me. 

Eug.  Good  Sir  do. 

Leo.  And  I defire  ho  interruption 
Of  fpeech  may  trouble  me  till  I have  faid 
What  I will  quickly  do. 

Theo.  What  will  ftie  lay. 

Eug.  Come  Gentlemen,  I pray  you  lend  your  ears, 
And  keep  your  voyces. 

Leo.  Signior  Markgantonio 
How  do  you  do  ? 

Mar.  Oh  the  Surgeons, 

Leoc.  Let  me  tell  you 
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Who  know  as  well  as  you,  you  do  diflemble. 

It  is  no  time  to  do  fo  ^ leave  the  thoughts 
Of  this  vain  world,  forget  your  fleOi  and  blood, 

And  make  your  fpirit  an  untroubled  way 
To  pais  to  what  it  ought. 

Mar.  Y’re  not  in  earneft? 

Why  I can  walk  Sir,  and  am  well. 

Leoc.  ’Tis  true 

That  you  can  v/alk,  and  do  believe  y’re  well! 

It  is  the  nature,  as  your  Surgeons  fay 
Of  thefe  wounds , for  a man  to  go,  and  talk. 

Nay  merrily , till  his  laft  hour,  his  minute : 

For  heaven  lake  Sir,  fit  down  again. 

Mttr.  Alafs 

Where  are  the  Surgeons  > 

Leoc.  Sir,  they  will  not  come. 

If  they  ihould  drefs  you , you  w^ould  dye  they  fay 
Ere  one  would  tell  twenty  ^ trouble  not  your  mind, 
vKeep  your  head  w’arm,  and  do  not  ftiryour  body. 

And  you  may  live  an  hour. 

Mar.  Oh  heavens,  an  hour .? 

Alafs,  it  is  to  little  too  remember 
But  half  the  wrongs  that  I have  done  ^ how  fliort 
Then  for  contrition,  and  how  leaft  of  all 
For  fatisfadion  g 
Leo.  But  you  delire 
To  fatisfie? 

Mar.  Heaven  knows  I do. 

Leo.  Then  know 

That  I arn  he , or  ihe,  or  what  you  will 
Molt  wrong’d  by  you  your  Leocadia  , 

I know  you  rnuit  remember  me. 

Mar.  Oh  heaven! 

Lee.  That  loft  her  friends,  that  loft  her  fathers  houfc; 
That  loft  her  fame- in  loofing  of  her  Sex, 
i With  thefe,  ftrange  garments,  there  is  no  excufe 
To  hinder  me  it  is  w'ithin  your  power 
To  give  me  fatisfadion  you  have  time 
Left  in  this  little  piece  of  life  to  do  it : 

Therefore  I charge  you  for  your  confcience  fake, 

And  for  our  fame,  which  I would  fain  have  live 
When  both  of  us  are  dead , to  celebrate 
That  Contrad*,  which  you  have  both  feal’d  and  fworn 
Yet  ere  you  dye,  which  muft  be  haftily 
Heaven  knows. 

Mar.  Alafs,  the  fting  of  confcience 
To  death-ward  for  our  faults^  draw  nearer  all 
And  hear  what  I unhappy  man  ihall  fay  ^ 

Firft  Madam  1 deiire  your  pardon  ^ next 
(I  feel  my  fpirits  fail  me)  Gentlemen 
L et  me  ihake  hands  with  you , and  let’s  be  friends. 

For  I have  done  wrong  upon  wrong  fo  thick 
1 know  not  where , that  every  man  methinks 
Should  be  mine  enemy Forgive  me  both. 

Laftly  ’tis  true  (oh  I do  feel  the  power 
Of  death  ieize  on  me)  that  I was  contraded 
By  feal  and  oath  to  Leocadia  ^ 

(I  muft  fpeak  faft,  becaufe  I fear  my  life 
Will  elfe  be  ihorter  than  my  fpeech  would  be) 

But  ’tis  impoflible  to  fatisfie 
You  Leocadia.,  but  by  repentance. 

Though  I can  dyingiy,  and  boldly  fay 
I know  not  your  difhonor,  yet  that  was 
Your  virtue,  and  not  mine,  you  know  it  well  • 

But  herein  lies  th’impoilibility 

0 Llaeodofia-)  Iheodofia 

1 was  betroth’d  to  Lheodofia 
Before  I ever  faw  thee^  heaven  forgive  me 
She  is  my  wife  this  half  hour  whilft  I live. 

liheo.  That’s  I,  that’s  I,  I’m  I'heodofia., 

Hear  me  a little  now  , who  have  not  fuffer’d 
Difgrace  at  all  methinks , fince  you  confefs 
What  I fo  long  have  fought  for,  here  is  with  me 
Philifpo  too  my  Brother. 


Mar.  I am  glad  ^ 

All  happinefs  to  him  ^ come  let  me  kifs  thee 
Beg  pardon  of  that  Maid  for  my  offence , 

And  let  me  farther,  with  a dying  breath 
Tell  in  thine  ear  the  reft  of  my  defires. 

Eug.  I am  afraid  they  will  all  four  turn  women 
If  we  hold  longer  talk. 

Leoc.  Alafs  there  is 
No  hope  for  me , that’s  Tbeodofia 
And  that  her  Brother , I am  only  lorry 
I was  beholding  to  ’em  ^ I will  fearch 
Over  the  world , as  carelels  of  my  fortunes , 

As  they  of  me,  till  I can  meet  a curfe 

To  make  theft  almoft  killing-lbrrows  worft.  Exit 

Jheo.  Sir,  as  I live  fhe  ly’d , only  to  draw 
A juft  Gonfeffion  from  you , which  fhe  hath 
A happy  one  for  me,  ask  of  this  Lady, 

Ask  of  my  Brother. 

Ettg.  Sir,  fne  did  difiemble , 

Your  wound  is  nothing. 

Phil.  Leocadia's  gone.  Exit. 

Lheo.  Rift  up,  and  ftir  yourftlf,  ’tis  but  amazement 
And  your  imagination  that  afflids  you. 

Look  you  Sir  now. 

Mar.  I think  ’tis  fo  indeed. 

lheo.  The  Surgeons  do  not  come,  becauft  they  fwear 
It  needs  no  dreffing. 

Efig.  You  fhall  talk  with  ’em 
Within,  for  your  own  fancy. 

Mar.  Where’s  your  Brother , and  Leocadia  ? 

Eug.  Within  belike. 

Mar.  I feel  my  felf  methinks  as  well  as  ever. 

Eu^.  Keep  then  your  mind  fo  too  •,  I do  forgive 
The  fault  you  did  to  me^  But  here  is  one 
Muft  not  be  wrong’d  hereafter. 

Mar.  Neither  Ihall  Ihe 
When  I make  jeftsof  oaths  again,  or  make 
My  luft  play  with  religion,  when  I leave 
To  keep  true  joys  for  her,  and  yet  within 
My  felf  true  forrow  for  my  palled  deeds 
May  I want  grace  , when  I would  fain  repent. 

And  find  a great  and  fodain  punilhment.  Exeunt. 


A<3:us  V, 


Scdcna  Trima. 

Enter  PhiJippo,  Diego,  and  Incubo* 

Phil.  \T/Here  is  mine  Hoft,  did  not  he  fee  him  neither? 
V V Die.  Not  I,  i’faith  Sir. 

Vhil.  Nor  the  muleter? 

Inc.  Nay  he  is  paft  feeing,  unlels  it  be  in’s  fleep  ^ 

By  this  time^  all  his  vifions  were  the  pots. 

Three  hours  fince  Sir. 

Phil.  Which  way  Ihould  Ihe  take  ? 

Nay,  look  you  now^  do  you  all  Hand  ftifl?  good  Heaven 
You  might  have  lighted  on  him,  now  this  inftant? 

For  loves  fake  him  out , whoever  fiudjhira 
I will  reward  his  fortune  as  his  diligence  ^ 

Get  all  the  Town  to  help,  that  will  be  hir’d. 

Their  pains  I’ll  turn  to  annual  holiday. 

If  it  Ihall  chance , but  one  bring  word  ^ her, 

Pray  you  about  it. 

Inc.  Her  Sir/  who  do  you  mean?- 
Phil.  (I  had  forgot  my  felf)  the  Page  I meajit 
That  came  along  with  us. 

Die.  He  you  gave  the  clothes  too  ? 

Phil.  I ga’  the  clothes  to  i Rafcal  ? 

DU. 
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Vie,  Nay  good  Sir. 

Fhi.  Why  doft  thou  mention  or  upbraid  my  courtefics 
Slave  ? 

Die.  For  your  honor  Sir. 

Fhi.  Wretch-,  I was  honor’d. 

That  Ihe  would  wear  ’em  ( he,  I would  fay  ) ’s  death  ? 

Go,  get,  and  find ’em  out,  or  never  fee  me, 

I (hall  betray  my  love  e’r  1 poflefs  it. 

Some  Star  direft  me,  or  ill  Planet  ftrike  me.  r Exit  Phil. 

Inc.  Belt  to  divide. 

Vie.  I’ll  this  way. 

Inc,  And  I this. 

Vie.  I,  as  you,  find  him  for  2i  Real. 

Inc.  ’Tisdone. 

Vie.  My  courfe  is  now  diredly  to  fome  Pie-houfe 
I know  the  Pages  compafs. 

Inc.  I think  rather 

The  fmock-fide  o’th’Town,  the  furer  harbor 
At  his  years  to  put  in. 

Vie.  If  I do  find 

The  hungry  haunt,  I take  him  by  the  teeth  now. 

Inc.  I by  the  tail,  yet  I as  you. 

Vie.  N(4  more.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Secunda. 

Enter  Philippo. 

Fhi.  Dear  Leocadia^  where  canfl;  thou  be  fled 
Thus  like  a fpirit  hence  ? and  in  a moment  ? 

What  cloud  can  hide  thee  from  my  following  fearch 
If  yet  thou  art  a body  ? fure  Ihe  hath  not 
T ane  any  houfe  ? Ihe  did  too  late  leave  one 
Where  all  humanity  of  a place  receiv’d  her. 

And  would,  (if  fne  had  ftaid)  have  help’d  to  right 
The  wrong  her  fortune  did  her-,  yet  Ihe  mult 
Be  enter’d  fomewhere,  or  be  found,  no  ftreet. 

Lane,  paflage,  corner,  turn,  hath  fcap’d  enquiry ; 

If  her  defpair  had  ravilh’d  her  to  air 

She  could  not  yet  be  ratified  lb 

But  fome  of  us  Ihould  meet  her  ? though  their  eyes 

Perhaps  be  leaden,  and  might  turn -,  mine  would 

Strike  out  a lightning  for  her,  and  divide 

A mill:  as  thick  as  ever  darknefs  was. 

Nay  fee  her  through  a quarry  ^ they  do  lye, 

Lye  grofly  that  fay  love  is  blind  -,  by  him. 

And  heaven  they  lye  ^ he  has  a fight  can  pierce 
Through  Ivory,  as  deer  as  it  were  horn, 

And  reach  his  objed. 

Enter  Incubo. 

J«f.  Sir,  he’s  found,  he’s  found. 

Fhi.  Ha?  where?  But  reach  that  happy  Note  again 
And  let  it  relifli  truth,  thou  art  an  Angel. 

Inc.  He’s  here-,  fait  by  Sir,  calling  for  a Boat 
To  go  aboard  the  Gallies. 

phi.  Where,  where:  hold  thee.  Exit. 

Inp.  He  might  ha’  kei4  this  now,l  had  nought  to  Ihew  for’t. 
If  he  had  had  the  wit  t’  have  gone  from’s  vvord, 

Thele  diredtmen,  they  arc  no  men  of  falhion. 

Talk  what  you  will,  this  is  a very  fmelt.  Exit. 

Sc£na  Eertia. 

Enter  Leonardo  rrith  a Surgeon. 

Leo.  Upon  your  Art  Sir,  and  your  faith  to  alTiftit 
Shall  I believe  you  then  his  wound’s  not  mortal  ? 

Surg.  Sir,  ’tis  not  worth  your  queftion  ^ lels  your  fear. 

Leo.  You  doe  reftore  me  Sir,  I pray  you  accept 
This  fmall  remembrance  of  a fathers  thanks 
For  fo  alfur’d  a benefit. 

Surg.  Excufe  me. 

Leo.  Sir,  I can  fpare  it,  and  muft  not  believe 
But  that  your  fortune  may  receiv’t,  except 
You’ld  ha’  methink  you  live  not  by  your  practice. 


Sur.  I crave  your  pardon  Sir^  you  teach  me  manners. 

Leo.  I crave  your  love  and  friendlhip,  and  require 
As  1 have  made  now,  both  my  felf  and  bufmefs 
A portion  of  your  care,  you  will  but  bring  me 
Under  the  perfon  of  a call’d  alfiftant 
To  his  next  opening,  where  I may  but  fee  him, 

And  utter  afew  words  to  him  in  private. 

And  you  will  merit  mci  for  I am  loth 
Since  here  I have  not  to  appear  my  felf. 

Or  to  be  known  unto  the  Governor, 

Or  make  a tumult  of  my  purpofe. 

Surg.  Neither 

I hope  will  be  your  need  Sir  ^ 1 fl'.ail  bring  you 

Both  there,  and  off  again  without  the  hazard.  Exeunt, 

Sc£ni  ^uarta. 

Enter  Philippo,  and  Leocadia. 

Fh.  Will  you  not  hear  me! 

Leo.  I have  heard  fo  much 
Will  keep  me  deaf  forever^  No^Markrantonio 
After  thy  fentence,  I may  hear  no  more. 

Thou  haft  pronounc’d  me  dead. 

Fhi.  Appeal  toreafon. 

She  will  reprieve  you  from  the  power  of  grief. 

Which  rules  but  in  her  abfencei,  Hear  me  lay 
A foveraign  meflage  from  her,  which  in  duty,  i 
And  love  to  your  own  fafety,  you  ought  hear : 

Why  do  you  ftrive  fo  ? whither  would  you  flie? 

You  cannot  wreft  your  felf  away  from  care 

You  may  from  counfel^  you  may  Ihift  your  place  . 

But  not  your  perfon  -,  and  another  Clyme 
Makes  you  no  other. 

Leo.  Oh. 

Fhi.  For  palTions  fake, 

(Which  I do  ferve,  honor,  and  love  in  you) 

If  you  will  iigh,  figh  here  ^ If  you  would  vary 
A figh  to  tears,  or  out-cry,  do  it  here. 

No  lhade,  no  defart,  darknefs,  nor  the  grave 
Shall  be  more  equal  to  your  thoughts  than  I, 

Only  but  hearmefpeak. 

Leo.  What  would  von  fuv? 

Fhi.  That  which  fli'all  raile  your  heart, or  pull  down  mine, 
Quiet  yourpallion,  or  provoke  mine  own^ 

We  muft  have  both  one  ballbme,  or  one  wound. 

For  know  (lov’d  fair)  fince  the  firft  providence 
Made  me  your  reftue,  1 have  read  you  through, 

And  with  a wondring  pity  look’d  on  you, 

I haveobferv’d  the  method  of  your  blood. 

And  waited  on  it  even  with  fympathy 
Of  alike  Red,  and  Palenels  in  mine  own  ^ 

1 knew  which  blulhwas  angers,  which  vyas  loves, 

Which  was  the  eye  of  lorrow,  which  qi:  truth : 

And  could  diftinguilh  honor  from  difdain 
In  every  change  : and  you  are  worth  my  ftudyy 
I faw  your  voluntary  mifery 
Suftain’d  in  travel:  Adifguis’d  Maid 
Wearied  with  feeking:  and  with  finding  loft, 

Neglecfted,  where  you  hop’d  moft,  or  put  by  y 
I faw  it,  and  have  laid  it  to  my  heart. 

And  though  it  were  my  Sifter  which  was  righted. 

Yet  being  by  your  wrong,  I put  off  nature. 

Could  not  be  glad,  where  1 muft  bound  to  tnumphy 
My  care  for  you,  fo  drown’d  refped  of  hery  . 

Nor  did  I only  apprehend  your  bonds. 

But  ftudied  your  releafe : and  for  that  day 
Have  I made  uparanfom,  brought  you  a health 
Prefervative  ’gainft  chance,  or  injury  ^ 

Pleafeyou  apply  it  to  the  grief-,  my  felt. 

Leo.  Humph. 

Fhi.  Nay,  do  not  think  me  lefs  than  fuchacurc, 

Antonio  was  not  -,  And  ’tis  pofiibie 

may  fucceed : My  blond  and  houle 
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Aress  deep  rooted ; and  as  fairly  fpread^ ' 

As  Marl^jiitonio,  wd  in  that,  all  leek, 
rortiuic  liatli  given  him  no  precedency  : 

As  for  oiir  thanks  to  Nature  I may  burn] 

Incenfe  as  muchashe-,  lever  durit 
Walk  with  /lutonio  by  the  felf-fame  light 
At  anyfcalt,  or  triumph,  and  ne’r  car’d 
Which  fide  my  Lady  or  her  woman  took 
In  their  furvey  •,  1 durft  have  told  my  tale  too 
Though  his  difeourfe  new  ended. 

Leo.  My  repulfe. 

Thil.  Let  not  that  torture  you,  which  makes  me  happy 
Nor  thinkthat  confcience  ( fair)  which  isnofname 
’Twas  no  repulfe,  1 was  your  Dowry  rather: 

For  then  methought  a thoufand  graces  met 
To  make  you  lovely,  and  ten  thoufand  ftories 
Of  conftant  virtue,  which  you  then  out-rcach’d. 

In  one  example  did  proclaim  you  rich; 

Nor  do  I think  you  wretched,  ordifgrac’d. 

After  this  fulfcring,  and  do  therefore  take 
Advantage  of  your  need  ^ but  rather  know 
You  are  the  charge  and  bufinefs  of  thofe  powers. 

Who,  like  bell  Tutors,  do  infliThard  tasks 
Upon  great  Natures,  andofnobleft  hopes  ^ 

Read  trivial  Lellbns,  and  halfe  lines  to  fluggs--, 

They  that  live  long,  and  never  feel  mifchancc. 

Spend  more  than  halfe  their  age  in  ignorance. 

Lqo.  ’Tis  well  you  think  fo. 

Thi.  You  hiall  think  fo  too. 

You  lhall  fvveet  and  do  lb. 

Leo.  Good  Sir  no  more;,  you  have  too  fair  a Ihape 
To  play  fo  foul  a part  in,  as  the  Tempter : 

Say  that  1 could  not  make  peace  with  fortune,  whoj 
\\  ho  fliould  abfolve  me  of  my  vow  yet ha  ? 

My  Contrafl  made  ? 

Phi.  YoiirContracT? 

Leo.  Yes,  myCoiitrao:, 

A m I not  his  ? his  wife  ? 

Phi.  Sweet,  nothing  kfsY 

Leo.  I have  no  name  then 

Phi.  Truly  then  you  have  not  ^ 

How  can  you  be  his  wife,  who  wasbefer^ 

A notlicrs  Husband  ? 

Leo.  Oh,  though  he  difpence  _ 

With  his  faith  given,  I cannot  with  mine. 

Phi.  You  do  miftake  (deer foul)  his  precontraft 
Doth  annul  yours,  and  you  have  giv’n  no  faith 
That  tiesydu  in  Religion,  or  humanity. 

You  rather  fnagainf;  that  greater  precept. 

To  covet  what’s  anothers:,  Sweet,  you  do 
Believe  me,  who  dare  not  urge  dilhoneft  things. 

Remove  that  feruple  therefore,  and  but  take 
Y'our  dangers  now,  into  your  judgements  skale 
And  weigh  them  with  your  fafeties;  Think  but  v/hither 
Now  you  can  goe ; what  you  can  do  to  live  ? 

How  near  youha’barr’d  all  Ports  ^erto  your  own  fuccor, 

Except  this  one  that  I here  open  Love 

Should  you  be  left  alone,  you  were  a prey 

To  the  wild  luft  of  any,  who  would  look 

Upon  this  fnape  like  a temptation 

And  think  you  want  the  man  you  perfonate 

Would  not  regard  this  fluft,  which  love  put  on 

As  virtue  forc’d,  but  covet  it  likevice^ 

So  Ihouid’you  live  theflander  of  each  Sex', 
Andbethediild  of  error  and  of  fhame. 

And  which  is  worfe,  even  Mark^-anionie. 

Would  be  call’d  juft,  to  turn  a wanderer  off 
And  Fame  report  you  worthy  his  contempt  ^ 

Where  if  you  make  new  choice,  and  fettle  here 
There  is  no  further  tumult  in  this  flood, 

Each  current  keeps  his  coiirfe,  and  all  fiifpition? 

Shall  return  honors;  Came  you  forth  a Maid/ 

Go  home  a Wife?  alone,?  and  in  di'fguife? 

Go  home  a waited  Leocadia  : 


Go  home,  and  by  the  viruue  of  that  charm 
Transform  all  mifchiefs,  as  you  are  transform’d  •, 

Turn  your  ofierided  Fathers  wrath  to  wonder. 

Add  all  his  loud  grief  to  a filent  welcome : 

Unfold  the  Riddles  you  have' made,  what  fay  you? 

Enter  SnnehkP carried j Alphonfb,  and  Servants. 

Now  is  the  time  ^ delay  is  but  defpair. 

If  you  be  chang’d,  let  a kifs  tell  mefo. 

Leo.  lam:  but  how,  I rather  feel  than  know*. 

Sane.  Come  Sir  ^ you  are  welcome  now  to  'Barcelona.^ 
Take  off  my  hood. 

Phi.  Whobetliefe.?  flay,  let’s  view ’em .? 

Alj>h.  ’Twas  along  journey  : are  you  not  weary  Sir? 
Sane.  Weary?  I could  have  rid  it  in  mine  Armour, 

Leo.  Alas! 

Phi.  What  ail  you  'dear? 

Leo.  It  is  my  Father, 

Your  Father ; which  .? 

Leo.  He  that  is  carried:  oh 
Let  us  make  hence. 

P/;/.  For  loves  lake : good  my  heart. 

Leo.  Into  fome  houfe  before  he  fee  me. 

Phi.  Dear, 

Be  not  thus  frighted, 

Leo.  Oh  his  wrath  is  tempeft. 

Phi.  Sweet,  take  your  fpirit  to  you,  andllay,be’the, 

Fie  cannot  know  you  in  this  habit,  and  me 
I’m  fure  he  lefs  knows,  for  he  never  faw  me. 

Alph.  Ha .?  who  is  that  ? my  Son  Philippo .? 

Phi.  Sir, 

Alph.  Why,  what  make  you  here .?  Is  this  Salamanca?  ' 
And  that  your  ftudy  ? ha  ? nay  ftay  him  too, 

We’ll  fee  him  by  his  leave. 

Serv.  You  muftnot  ftrive  Sir, 

Alph.  No,  no,  come  near. 

Sane.  My  Daughter  ; Leocadia? 

Alph.  How  Sir,  your  Daughter  ? 

Yes  Sir,  and’ as  fure 

As  that’s  your  Son ; Come  hither:  what  now?  rufl 
Out  o’  your  fex.?  breech’d?  was’t  not  enough 
At  once  to  leave  thy  Father,  and  thine  honor, 

Unlefsth’  hadft  quit  thy  felftoo. 

Phi.  Sir,  what  fault 

She  can  be  urg’d  of,  I mufttakeonme 
The  guilt  and  punifhment. 

Sane.  YoumuftSir:  how 
If  youfhall  not,  though  you  muft?’  I deal  not' 

With  boys  Sir*,  I,  you  have  a Father  here- 
Shall  dome  right. 

Alph.  Thou  art  not  mad  philippo? 

Art  thou  Mark^antonie  ? Son  to  Leonardo? 

Our  bufinefs  is  to  them. 

Sane.  No,  no,  no,  no. 

I’ll  ha’  the  bufinels  now  : with  you,  none  elfe, 

Pray  you  let’s  fpeak,  in  private : ( carry  me  to  him  ) 
Your  Son’s  the  ravifher  Sir,  and  here  I find  him: 

I hope  you’ll  give  me  caufe  to  think  you  noble. 

And  do  me  right,  with  your  fword  Sir,  as  becomes 
One  gentleman  of  honor  to  another^ 

All  this  is  fair  Sir : here’s  the  Sea  faft  by. 

Upon  the  fands,  we  will  determine 

’Tis  that  I call  you  to;,  let’s  make  no  dales  on’t, 

I’ll  lead  your  way  j to  the  fea-fide  Ralcals. 

Phil.  Sir 

I would  befeech  your  ftay,  he  may  not  follow  you. 

San.  No,  turn,  I’ll  kill  him  here  then:  Slaves,  Rogues, 
Bloks. 

Why  do  you  not  bear  me  to  him?  ha’  you  been 
Acquainted  with  my  motions,  loggs,  fb  loa§ 

And  yet  not  know  to  time  ’em. 

Phi.  Were  you  Sir 
Not  impotent. 

_________  'Alph. 


Loves  Pilgrimage: 


Alph.  Hold  you  your  peace  Boy. 

Sane.  Impotent, 

’Death,  ril  cut  his  thrOat  firft,  an  d then  his  Fathers. 

Alfh.  You muft provide  youthen  a fliarper Razor 
Than  is  your  tongue,  for  I not  fear  yourfword. 

Sane.  ’Heart  bear  me  to  either  of ’em. 

Fhi.  Pray  Sir  your  patience. 

Baiter  Governor  and  Attendants. 

Alph.  My  curfe  light  on  thee  if  thou  fhy  him. 

Fbt.  Hold. 

Gov.  Why,  what’s  the  matter,  Gentlemen,  what  tumult 
Is  this  you  raife  i’th’  ftreet before  my  door 
Know  you  what  ’tis  to  draw  a weapon  here? 

Sane.  Yes,  and  to  ufeit  (bear  me  up  to  him,  Rogues) 
Thus,  at  a Traitors  heart. 

Alph.  Truer  than  thine. 

Gov.  Strike,  flrike  ^ Some  of  the  people  difarm  ’em. 

Kill ’em  if  they  refill:. 

Fhi.  Nay  generous  Sir 
Let  not  your  courtefieturn  fury  now.  * 

Gov.  Lay  hold  upon ’em,  takeaway  their  weapons, 

I will  be  worth  an  anfwer,  e’r  we  part. 

Fhi.  ’Tis  the  Governor  Sir. 

Alph.  I yield  my  felf.  (tell  me. 

Sanch.  My  Sword?  what  thinkll  thou  of  me  pray  thee 

1 Attend:  As  of  a Gentleman. 

Sanch.  No  more  ? 

1 Attend.  Of  worth. 

And  quality. 

Sanch.  And  I Ihould  quit  my  Ivvord 
There  were  Iraall  worth  or  quality  in  that  friend  i 
Pray  thee  learn  thou  more  worth  and  quality 
Than  to  demand  it. 

Gov.  Force  it  I fay. 

I Attend.  The  Governor  ' ^ ^ 

You  hear,  commands. 

Sanch.  The  Governr  lhall  pardon  me. 

P^/.  How,  gone  again?  • E;a#Phi. 

Sanch'  He  lhall  friend 

I’th’  point  of  honors  by  his  leave,  lb  tell  him. 

His  perfon  and  authority  I acknowledge,  ^ 

And  do  fubmit  me  to  it  i but  my  Sword, 

He  lhall  excufe  me,  were  he  fifteen  Governors  > 

That  and  I dwell  together,  and  muft  yet  t 

Till  my  hands  part,  allure  him. 

Gov.  I fay  force  it. 

Sanch.  Stay,  hear  me.  Haft  thou  ever  read  Caranza} 
llnderftandft  thou  honor,  Nobl^  Governor  } 

Gov.  For  that  we’ll  have  more  fit  dilpute. 

Sanch.  Your  name  Sir? 

Gov.  You  fhall  know  that  too  : but  on  colder  terms, 

Your  blood  and  brain  are  now  too  hot  to  take  it’.  ’ 

Sanch.  Force  my.  Sword  from  me.?  this  is  an  affront. 

Gov.  Bring ’em  away. 

Sanch.  You’ll  do  me  reparation.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Philippo, 

Fhi.  I have  for  ever  loft  her,  and  am  lolt. 

And  worthily  my  tamenefs  hath  undone  me  •, 

She’s  gone  hence,  alham’dof  me:  yetifeekher. 

Willfhebe  ever  found  to  me  again, 

Whom  IhefaWftandfo  poorly,  and  dare  nothing 
In  her  defence,  here?  when  I fliould  have  drawn 
This  Sword  out  like  a Meteor,  and  have  Ihotit 
Inboth  our  Parents  eies,  and  left  ’em  blind 
Unto  their  impotent  angers?  Oh  lam  worthy 
On  whom  this  tofs  and  ft6rn  Ihould  light  to  death. 

Without  the  pity  that  fhould  wifh  me  better, 

Either  alive,  or  in  my  Epitaph, 
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Enter  Leonardo,  Mark-An'tonio. 

A Well  Son,  your  Father  is  toonearhimfelf 
And  hath  too  much  of  nature  to  put  off 
Any  affedion  that  belongs  to  you, 

Icould  have  only  wifh’d  you  had  acquainted 
Her  Father,  whom  it  equally  concerns, 

1 hough  y’had  prefum’d  on  me : it  might  have  open’d 
Aneafiergate,  and  path  to  both  our  joyes; 

For  though  I am  none  of  thofe  flinty  Fathers 
That  when  their  children  do  but  natural  things. 

Turn  rock  and  offence  ftraight : yet  Marl^antonio. 

All  are  not  of  my  quarry. 

Mar.  ’Tismyfear  Sir^ 

And  if  hereafter  I Ihould  e’r  abufe 
So  great  a piety,  it  were  my  malice. 

Enter  Attendants. 

Atten.  W’ci  muft  intreat  you  Gentlemen  to  take 
Another  room,  the  Governor  is  coming 
Here,  on  fome  bufinels.  ; 

Enter  Governor Sanchio^  Alphonfo.  Attendants. 

Mar.  We  will  give  him  way. 

Sanch.  I will  have  right  Sir  on  you  ^ that  believe. 

If  there  be  any  Marfhals  Court  in  S}>ain. 

Gov.  For  that  Sir  we  lhall  talk. 

Sanch.  Do  not  flight  me. 

Though  I am  without  a Sword. 

Gov.  Keep  to  your  Chair  Sir. 

S anch. — Let  me  fall, and  hurle  my  chair!  (flaves)  at  him. 
Gov.  You  are  the  more  temper’d  man  Sir : let  me  intreat 
Of  you  the  manner  how  this  brawl  fell  out, 

Alph.  Fell  out  ? I know  not  how : nor  do  I care  much : 
But  here  we  came  Sir  to  this  Town  together. 

Both  in  one  bufinels,  and  one  wrong,  engag’d. 

To  leek  one  Leonardo.^  an  old  Genoefe., 

I ha’  faid  enough  there  j w'ould  you  more .?  falfe  father 
Of  a falfe  fbn,  call’d  Mark^^-antonio., 

W ho  had  ftole  both  our  Daughters  ^ and  which  Father 
Confpiring  with  his  Son  in  treachery, 
it  feem’d,  to  flie  our  fatisfadion. 

Was,  as  we  heard,  come  private  to  this  To  wn 
Here  to  take  fhip  for  Italy, 

Leo.  You  heard 

More  than  was  true  then  : by  the  fear,  or  falfliood. 

And  though  I thought  not  to  reveal  my  felf 
C Pardon  my  manners  in’t  to  you  ) for  fome 
Important  reafons  ■,  yet  being  thuscharader’d 
And  challeng’d,  know  I dare  appear,  and  doe 
To  who  dares  threaten. 

Mar.  I fay  he  is  not  worthy 
The  name  of  man,  or  any  honeft  preface. 

That  dares  report  or  credit  fuch  a flander. 

Do  you  Sir  fay  it  ? 

Alph.  I doe  fay  it. 

Gov.  Hold. 

Is  this  your  father  Signior  Marheantonio? 

You  have  ill  requited  me  thus  to  conceal  him 

From  Aim  would  honor  him,  and  do  him  fervice.  i 

Enter  Eugenia. 

Leon.  ’Twas  not  his  fault  Sir. 

Eug.  Where’s  my  Lord  ? 

Gov.  Sweet-heart. 

Eug.  Know  you  thefe  Gentlemen?  they  are  all  the  fathers 
Unto  our  friends. 

Gov.  So  it  appears  my  Dove. 

S anch.  Sir,  I fay  nothing : • 1 do  want  a Sword 
And  till  I have  a Sword  I will  fay  nothing.  j 
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Loves  Tilgramage. 


Eug.  Good  Sir,  command  thefe  Gentlemen  their  Arms-, 
Entreat  ’em  as  your  friends,  not  „as  your  prifoners.  i 

Where  be  their  Swords.?  | 

Goi/.  Reltore  each  man.his  weapon. 

S anch.  It  leenis  thou  liaft  not  read  Caranza-,  felloiV 
I mult  have  reparation  of  honor. 

As  well  as  this:;  I find  that  wounded. 

Gov.  Sir, 

I did  not  know  your  qirality,  if  I had 
’Tis  like  I fiiould  have  done.you  more  relpctfts. 

Sanch.  It  is  fufficient,  h'jCaranza*s  rule. 

Etig.  I know  it  is  Sir. 

Sanch.  Have  you  read  Caranza  Lady.? 

Eug.  If  youmeanhim  that  writ  upon  the  Duel, 

He  was  my  kinfinan. 

Santh.  Lady,  then  you  know 
By  the*right  noble  writings  of  your  kinfinan^ 

My  honoris  as  dear  to  me,  as  the  Kings. 

Eug.  ’Tis  very  true  Sir. 

Sanch.  Therefore  1 mult  crave 
Leave  to  go  on  now  with  my  firlt  dependance, 

Eug.  W^hat  ha’  you  more  ? 

Grv.  None  h^-e  good  Signior. 

Sanch.  I will,  refer  me  to  CaranzaM\. 

Eifg.  Nay  love,  I prethee  let  me  manage  this. 

With  whom  is’t  Sir .?  * 

Sanch.  With  that  falfe  man  Alphonfo. 

Eug.  Why  hehasth’  advantage  Sir,  in  legs. 

Sanch.  But  I 

In  truth,  in  hand  and  heart,  and  a good  Sword, 

Eug.  But  how  if  he  will  not  ftand  you  Sir.^ 

Alph.  For  that, 

xMakeit  no  quellion  Lady,  I Vv'illftick 
My  feet  in  earth  down  by  hirn,  .where  he  dare. 

Sanch.  O would  thou  wouldft. 

A/ph.  I’ll  do’t. 

Sanch.  Let  me  kifs  him. 

I fear  thou  wilt  not  yet. 

Eug.  Why  Gentlemen, 

If  you’ll  proceed  according  to  Caranza., 

Methinks  aneafier  way,  were  too  good  chairs. 

So  you  would  be  content  Sir, to  be  bound, 

’Caufe  he  is  lame?  I’ll  fit  you  with  like  weapons, 

Pifcols  and  Ponyards,  andev’nend  it.  If 
The  difference  between  you  be  fo  mortal. 

It  cannot  be  tane  up. 

Sanch.  Tane  up  > take  off 
This  head  firh. 

Alph.  Come  bind  me  in  a chair. 

Eug.  Yes,  do. 

Goz',  What  mean  you.  Dove. 

Eug.  Let  me  alone, 

And  fet  ’em  at  their  diftance;  when  you  ha’  . done 
Lend  me  two  Ponyards  •,  I’ll  have  Piftols  ready 
Quickly. 

Exit. 
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, Enter  Philippo. 

E hi.  ShQ  IS nothere  Mark:antomoy 

Saw  you  not  Leocadia  ? 

Mar.  Not  I brother. 

m.  Brother  let’s  fpeak  with  you;  you  were  falfe^unto 
Mar.  I was,  but  have  ask’d  pardon:  why  do  you  urge  it.? 
Ehi.  You  were  not  worthy  of  her.  ° 

Mar.  Maybe  I was  not; 

But  ’tis  not  well,  you  tell  me  lb. 

Phi.  My  Sifter 
Is  not  fb  fair. 

Mar.  It  skils  not. 

Phi.  Nor  Ib  virtuous. 

Mar.  Yes,  Ihe  muft  be  asvirtuou^r 
Phi.  I would  fain— — — ^ 

Mar.  What  brother? 

Phi.  Strike  you. 

Mar.  I lhall  not  bear  ftrokes. 

Though  I do  thefe  Arrange  words. 

Phi.  Will  you  not  kill  me? 

Mar.  For  what  good  brother? 

Why,  for  Ipeaking  well 
Of  Leocadia^ 

Mar.  No  indeed. 

Phi.  Nor  ill 
Of  'Iheodojia  ? 

E«jfr  Eugenia, Leocadia,  Theodofia,  and  one  mthtwo  Pi^olt^ 

Mar.  Neither, 

Phi.  Fare  you  well  then. 

Eug.  Nay,  you  lhall  have  as  noble  leconds  to6 
As  ever  Duelifts  had;  give ’em  their  weapons: 

Now  St.  Jago. 

Sanch.  Are  they  charg’d 
Eug.  Charg’d  Sir? 

I warrant  you. 

Alph.  W^)uldthey  were  well  diftharg’d.  ‘ 

Sanch.  I like  a Sword  much  better  I confels. 

Eug.  Nay, wherefore ftay you?  lhall  1 jnendyour  mark? 
Strike  one  another,  thorough  thefe? 

Phi.  My  love. 

Alph.  My  Eheodofia. 

Iha’ not  theheart.  . 

Alph.  Nor  I. 

Eug.  Why  here  is  a dependence  ended. 

Unbind  that  Gentleman ; come  take  here  to  you 
Your  Sons  and  Daughters,  and  be  friends.  A feaft 
Waits  you  within,  is  better  than  your  fray : 

Lovers,  take  you  your  own,  and  all  forbear 
Under  my  roof,  either  to  blulh  or  fear. 

My  love,  what  lay  you  ? could  Cturanza  himfelf 
Carry  a bufinefs.  better  ? 

Gov.  It  is  well: 

All  are  content  I hope,  and  we  well  eas’d. 

If  they  for  whom  we  have  done  all  this  be  pleas’d.  Exeunt. 


PROLOGUE 


To  t^is place  Gentlemen^  full  many  a day 

We  have  bidye  welcome ; and  to  many  a Play  : 
And  thofe  whofe  angry  fouls  were  not  difeas'd 
With  Law,  or  lending  Money,  we  have  pleas'd  5 
And  make  no  doubt  to  do  again.  This  night 
No  mighty  matter,  nor  no  light, 

Wemuji  in  treat  yon  looh^  for  : A good  tale. 

Told  in  two  hours,  we  wffl  not  fail 

If  we  be  per  fell, to  rehe^feje  : New 

I am  fureit  is,  and  handfome-yfut  how  true 

It 


Let  them  dijjrute  that  writ  it.  Ten  to  one 
Wepleafe  the  Women,  and  I would  i^ow  that  man 
Follows  not  their  example  i If  yt  mean 
To  k^ow  the  Play  well,  travel  with  the  Scene, 

For  it  lies  uponthe  Roadj  if  we  chance  the. 

As  ye  are  good  men,  leave  us  not  t tP  mire. 

Another  bait  may  mend  us:  If  you  grow 
A little  gall'd  or  weary  , cry  but  boa. 

And  we’d  ftay  for  ye.  When  our  journey  ends 
Every  mans  Pot  I hope,  and  all  part  friends. 

THE 


99 


THE 

DOUBLE  MARRIAGE 


A Tragedy. 


-fIM* 


The  Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play, 


Ferrand,  The  libidinous  Tyrant  0/ Naples . 

Virolet,  A noble  Gentjiudious  of  his  Countries  free- 
dons. 

^niktUQt^TTzoo  honeji  Gentlemen  ^confederates  vpithV'i- 

Camillo,  J rolet. 

tlonvere,  A villain^  Captain  of  the  Guard. 

Villio,  A Court  fool. 

Caftruccio,  A court  Parafte, 

Pandulpho,  A noble  Gentleman  of  Naples,  Father  to 
Virolet. 

The  Duke  of  Sejje^  An  enemy  to  FeiTand,  profcrib- 
ed  and  tunrd  Pirate^ 


Afcanio,  Nephew  and  fuccejfor  to  Ferrand, 
Boy,  Page  to  Virolet. 

Mafter, 

Gunner,' 

Boat-fwain, 

Chirurgionj 

Sailors, 

Doctor, 

Citizens, 

Guard, 

Soldiers, 

Servants, 


WOMEN. 


Iv 


Juliana,  The  matchlefefs  Wife  of  Vholetj 
lAuiu,  Daughter  to  the  Duhe  of  SqSq, 

The  Scene  Naples. 


The  principal  Ac5tors  were 


Jofeph  Tailor, 
Robert  Benfield, 
John  Underwood, 
George  Birch, 


John  Lowin, 
Rich,  Robinfon, 
Nich.  Tooly, 
Rich.  Sharp. 


Adus  Primus,  Scaena  Prima. 


Znter  Virolet,  and  Boy.  | 

Oy. 

Boy.  Sir? 

Vir,  If  my  wife  leek  me,  tell  her  that 
Defigns  5f  weight , too  heavy  for  her  know- 
ledge, • 

Exadl  my  privacy 
Boy.  1 fhall,Sir. 

Vir.  Do  then. 

And  leave  me  to  my  felf.. 


Boy.  ’Tis  a raw  morning 

And  would  youpleafe  to  interpret  that  for  duty 
Which  you  may  conftrue  boldnefs,  1 could  wUh 
To  arm  your  felf  againft  it,  you  would  ufe 
More  of  my  fervice. 

Vir.  I have  heat  within  here, 

A noble  heat  ( good  boy  ) to  keep  k ofi^ 

I lhall  not  freeze-,  deliver  my  ©xcufe, 

And  you  have  done  your  part. 

Boy.  That  is  jarevented,  ^ ' 

My  Lady  follows  you. 


tatter 
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Viri 


94 

Vir.  Since  I muft  be  croft  then. 

Let  her  perform  that  office. 

Boy.  I obey  you.  , Exh. 

Vir.  frethee  to  bed-,  to  be  thus  fond’s  more  tedious 
Than  if  I were  negleded. 

JhI.  ’Tisthe  fault  then 
Of  Love  and  Duty,  which  I would  fall  under. 

Rather  than  want  that  care  which  you  may  challenge 
As  due  to  my  obedience. 

Vir.  I confefs 

This  tendernefs  argues  a loving  Wife, 

And  more  deferves  my  hearts  bell  thanks,  than  anger. 

Yet  I mull  tell  ye  Sweet,  you  do  exceed 
In  your  affedion,  if  you  would  ingrofs  me 
To  your  delights  alone. 

Jid.  1 am  not  jealous. 

If  my  embraces  have  diflafted  you, 

As  I muft  grant  you  every  way  fo  worthy 
That  ’tis  not  in  weak  woman  to  deferve  you. 

Much  lefs  inmiferable  me,  that  want 

Thofe  graces,  fome  more  fortunate  are  ftor’d  with. 

Seek  any  whom  you  pleafe,  and  I willfludy 
With  my  belt  fervice  to  deferve  thofe  favors, 

Thatlhall  yield  you  contentment. 

Vir.  You  aremiftaken. 

Jiil.  No,  I am  patient  Sir,  and  fogoo'd  morrow  j 
I v\  ill  not  be  offenfive. 

Vir.  Hear  my  reafons. 

Jul.  Though  in  your  life  a widdows  bed  receives  me. 
For  your  fake  I mull  love  it.  May  lhe  profper 
Thatlhall  fucceedme  in  it,  and  your  ardor 
Laft  longer  to  her. 

Vir.  By  the  love  I bear, 

Firft  to  my  Countreys  peace-,  next  to  thy  felf 
To  whom  compar’d,  my  life  I rate  at  nothing  • 

Stood  here  a Lady  that  were  the  choice  abflradt 
Of  all  the  beauties  nature  everfalhion’d. 

Or  Art  gave  ornament  to,  compar’d  to  thee. 

Thus  as  thou  art  obedient  and  loving 
1 Ihould  contemn  and  loath  her, 

Jul.  I doe  believe. 

How  I am  blefl: 

in  my  affiir’d  belief?  this  is  unfeign’dj 
And  why  this  fadnefs  then  ? 

Vir.  Whyy^//.7>w, 

Believe  me,  thefe  my  fad  and  dull  retirements. 

My  often,  nay  almoft  continued  Faffs, 

Sleep  banilht  from  my  eyes,  all  pleafures,  ftrangers, 

Have  neither  root  nor  growth  from  any  caufe 
That  may  arrive  at  Woman.  Shouldft  thou  be. 

As  ch a ffity  forbid,  falfe  to  my  bed, 

I fnould  lament  my  fortune,  perhaps  punilh 
Thy  fallhood,  and  then  fludy  to  forget  thee; 

But  that  which  like  a never-emptied  fpring. 

Feeds  high  the  torrent  of  my  fwelling  grief. 

Is  what  my  Countrey  fuffers there’s  a ground 
Where  forrow  may  be  planted,  and  fpring  up, 

Through  yielding  rage,  and  womaniffi  defpair. 

And  yet  not  fhame  the  owner. 

Jul.  I do  believe  it  true. 

Yet  I fhould  think  my  felf  a happy  woman. 

If,  in  this  general  and  timely  mourning, 

I might  or  give  to  you,  or  elfe  receive 
A little  lawful  comfort. 

Vir.  Thy’difcretion 
In  this  may  anfwer  for  me  j look  on 
The  Countrey  where  we  both  were  born  and  bred, 

Naples  the  Paradife  of  Italy., 

As  that  is  of  the  earth  ^ Naples.,  that  was 
The  fweet  retreat  of  all  the  wOrthieff  Komans., 

When  they  had  fhar’d  the  fpoils  of  the  whole  world  j 
This  flourilhing  Kingdom,  .whole  inhabitants 
For  wealth  and  bravery,  liv’d  like  petty  Kings, 

Made  fubjed  now  to  fiich  a tyrannic. 


As  that  fair  City  that  receiv’d  her  name 
From  Conji antine  the  ^Tzzt.,  now  in  the  power 
Of  barbarous  Infidels,  may  forget  her  own  j 
To  look  with  pity  on  our  miferies^ 

So  far  in  our  calamities  we  tranfeend  her. 

for  fince  this  Arragonian  tyrant,  F errand., 

Seiz’d  on  the  goverment,  there’s  nothing  left  us 
That  we  can  call  our  own,  but  our  afflidions. 

Jul.  And  hardly  thofe  j the  Kings  ffrange  cruelty 
Equals  all  prefidents  of  tyranny.  ’ 

Vir.  Equal  fay  you  ? 

He  has  out-gone,  the  worft  compar’d  to  himj 
Nor  thalaris.,  nor  Dionyjius., 

Caligula.,  nor  Nero  can  be  mention’d ; 

They  yet  as  Kings,  abus’d  their  Regal  power  j 
This  as  a Merchant,  all  the  Countreys  fat. 

He  wholly  does  ingrofs  untohimfelf^ 

Our  Oils  he  buys  at  his  own  price,  then  fells  them 
To  us,  at  dearer  rates  ^ our  Plate  and  Jewels, 

Under  a fain’d  pretence  of  publique  ufe. 

He  borrows  -,  which  deny’d  his  inftruments  force. 

The  Races  of  our  horfes  he  takes  from  us 
Yet  keeps  them  in  our  paftures  ^ rapes  of  Matrons, 
And  Virgins,  are  too  frequent^  never  man 
Yet  thank’d  him  for  a pardon  ^ for  Religion, 

It  is  a thing  he  dreams  not  of. 

Jul.  I have  heard. 

How  true  it  is,  I know  not-  that  he  fold 
The  Bifhoprick  of  to  a Jew, 

For  thirteen  thoufand  Duckets. 

Vir.  I was  prefent. 

And  faw  the  money  paid  ^ the  day  would  leave  me, 
E’r  I could  number  out  his  impious  adions  j 
Or  what  the  miferable  Subjed  fuffers  j 
And  can  you  entertain  in  fuch  a time, 

A thought  of  dalliance.^ tears,  and  fighs,  and  groans. 
Would  better  now  become  you. 

Jul.  They  indeed  are. 

The  only  weapons,  our  poor  Sex  can  ufe. 

When  we  are  injur’d;,  and  they  may  become  us  • 

But  for  meuthat  were  born  freemen,  of  Ranckj 
That  would  be  Regiftred  Fathers  of  their  Countrey  j 
And  to  have  on  their  Tombs  in  Golden  Letters, 

The  noble  flile  of  Tyrant-killers,  written  • 

To  weep  like  fools  and  Women,  and  not  like  wife  men. 
To  pradife  a redrefs,  deferves  a name. 

Which  fits  not  me  to  give. 

Vir.  Thy  grave  reproof ; 

If  what  thou  dolt  defire,  were  pofflble 
To,  be  effeded,  might  well  argue  it. 

As  wife  as  loving  ^ but  if  you  confider. 

With  what  ftrong  guards  this  Tyrant  is  defended : 
Ruffins,  and  male-contents  drawn  from  all  quarters  j 
That  only  know,  to  ferve  his  impious  Will  ^ 

The  Cittadels  built  by  him  in  the  neck 
Of  this  poor  City  ^ the  invincible  Itrength, 

Nature  by  Art  aflifted,  gave  this  Callle  ^ 

And  above  all  his  fear^  admitting  no  man 
To  fee  him,  but  unarm’d  ^ it  being  death 
For  any  to  approach  him  with  a weapon. 

You  muft  confefs,  unlefs  our  hands  were  Cannons, 
To  batter  dowuthefe  walls  ^ our  weak  breath  Mines, 
To  blow  his  Forts  up  ^ or  our  curfes  lightning. 

To  force  a paffageto  him  and  then  blaft  him  j 
Our  power  is  like  to  yours,  and  we,  like  you, 

Weep  our  misfortunes. 

Jul.  Walls  of  Brafs  refift  not 
A noble  undertaking  ^ nor  can  vice, 

Raile  any  Bulwark,  to  make  good  the  place. 

Where  virtue  feeksto  enter  ^ then  to  fall 
In  fuch  a brave  attempt,  were  fiich  an  honor 
That  Brutus.,  did  he  live  again,  would  envy. 

Were  my  dead  Father  in  you,  and  my  Brothers  5 
Nay,  all  theAnceftors  I am  deriv’d  from-, 
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you,  in  being  what  you  are,  are  allthefe. 

I had  rather  wear  a mourning  Garment  for  you,  . 

And  fhould  be  more  proud  of  my  widdowhood 
You  dying  for  the  freedom  of  this  Countrey  •, 

Than  if  I were  ahiirM,  I fhould  enjoy 
A perpetuity  of  life  and  pleafure 
With  you,  the  Tyrant  living. 

Vir.  Till  this  minute, 

I never  heard  theefpeak-,  Omor'e  than  woman  I 
And  more  to  bebelov’d  •,  can  I find  out 
A Cabinet,  to  lock  a fecretin, 

Of  equal  truft  to  thee  > all  doubts,  and  fears. 

That  fcandalize  your  Sex,  be  far  from  me;, 

Thou  flialt  partake  my  near  and  dearefc  councils, 

And  further  them  with  thine. 

Jul.  1 will  be  faithful, 

Vir.  Know  then  this  day,  fraud  heaven  propitious  to  U5 
Our  liberty  begins. 

Jul.  In death.? 

Vir.  ’Tis  plotted  love,  and  ftrongly,  and  believe  it, 
For  nothing  elfe  could  do  it,  ’twas  the  thought. 

How  to  proceed  in  this  defign  and  end  it. 

That  made  flrange  my  embraces, 

Jul.  Curs’d  be  file, 

That’s  fo  indulgent  to  her  own  delights. 

That  for  their  fatisfaftion,  would  give 
A ftop  to  fuch  a glorious  enterprize  : 

For  me,  I would  rot  for  the  world,  I had  beeit 
Guilty  of  fuch  a crime  •,  go  on  and  profper. 

Go  on  ray  dearefh  Lord,  1 love  your  Honor 
Above  my  life nay,  yours  •,  my  prayers  go  with  you  *, 
W^hich  1 will  flrengthen  with  my  tears : the  wrongs 
Of  this  poor  Countrey,  edge  your  fword  ^ Oh  may  it 
Pierce  deep  into  this  Tyrants  heart,  and  then 
When  you  return  bath’d  in  his  guilty  bloody 
I’ll  wafh  you  clean  with  fountains  of  true  joy. 

But  who  are  your  affiflants?  though  I am 
So  covetous  of  your  glory,  that  I could  wifli 
You  had  no  fharer  in  it. 

Vir.  Be  not  curious. 

They  come,  however  you  command  my  bolbm, 

To  them  I would  not  have  you  feen. 

Jul.  I am  gone  Sir, 


Be  confident  •,  and  may  my  refblution 
Be  prefent  with  you.  ^ 

Vir,  Such  a Mafeuline  fpirit. 

With  more  than  Womans  virtues,  were  a Dower 
To  weigh  down  a Kings  fortune. 

Enter  Brifibnet,  Camillo,  Ronvere. 

Brif.  Good  day  to  you. 

Cam.  You  are  an  early  ftirrer. 

Vir.  What  new  face. 

Bring  you  along  > 

Eon.  If  I Hand  doubted  Sir.? 

As  by  your  looks  I guels  it : you  much  injure 
A man  that  loves,  and  truly  loves  this  Countrey, 
With  as  much  zeal  as  you  doey  one  that  hates 
The  Prince  by  whom  it  fuffers,  and  as  deadly  ^ 
One  that  dares  flep  as  far  to  gain  my  freedom, 

As  any  he  that'breaths  •,  that  wears  a fword 
Aslharp  as  any’s. 

Cam.  Nay,  no  more  comparilbns. 

Eon.  What  you  but  whifper,  I dare  (peak  aloud, 
Stood  the  King  by,  have  means  to  put  in  adt  too 
What  you  but  coldly  plot  ^ if  this  deferve  then 
Sulpition  in  the  belt,  the  boldefr,  wiftft? 

Purfue  your  own  intents.  I’ll  follow  raine^ 

And  if  I not  out-ftrip  you— • 

Brijf.  Be  afliir’d  Sir, 

A confcience  like  this  can  never  be  ally’d 
To  treachery. 

Cam.  Who  durflfpeakfb  much. 


I But  one  that  is  like  us,  a fufferer. 

And  Hands  as  we  affedted .? 

Vir.  You  are  cozen’d 
And  all  undone  ^ every  Intelligencer 
Speaks  T reafon  with  like  licence  •,  is  not  this 
Eonvere^  that  hath  for  many  years  been  train’d 
In  Ferrandh  School,  a man  in  trufl:  and  favour. 

Rewarded  too,  and  highly? 

Cam.  Grant  all  this, 

The  thought  of  what  he  was,  being  as  he  is  now  1 
A man  dilgrac’d,  and  with  contempt  thrown  oif^ 

Will  fpurr  him  to  revenge,  as  fwift  as  they. 

That  never  were  in  favour. 

Vir.  Poor  and  childifh. 

Brijf.  His  regiment  is  call,  that  ismoft  certain  i 
And  his  command  in  the  Caltle  given  away. 

Cam.  That  on  my  knowledge. 

Vir.  Grofler  Hill,  what  Shepheard 
W ould  yield  the  poor  remainder  of  his  Flock, 

To  a known  W'olf:^  though  he  put  on  the  habit, 

Of  a moll:  faithful  dog,  and  bark  like  one  ? 

As  this  but  only  talks. 

Cam.  Yes,  he  has  means  too.  , 

Vir.  I know  it  to  my  grief,  weak  men  I know  it 
To  make  his  peace,  if  there  were  any  war 
Between  him  and  his  Mafter,  betraying 
Our  innocent  lives. 

E on.  You  are  too  fiilpitious 
And  1 have  born  too  much,  beyond  my  temper, 

Take  your  own  w’aies,  I’ll  leave  you. 

Vir.  Y ou  may  ftay  now  ^ 

You  have  enough,  and  all  indeed  you  filh’d  forj 
But  one  wmrd  Gentlemen ; have  you  diicover’d 
To  him  alone  our  plot? 

Brijf.  To  him  and  others,  that  are  at  his  devotion, 

Vir.  Worfe  and  worle : 

For  were  he  only  conlcious  of  our  purpole. 

Though  with  the  breach  of  Hofpitable  laws. 

Knacky  I In  my  own  houfe,  I’defilencehim  for  ever: 

But  what  is  pall:  my  help,  is  paft  my  care. 

I have  a life  tolofe. 

Cam.  Have  better  hopes.  (further’d 

Eon.  And  when  you  blow,  with  what  charge  I have 
Your  noble  undertaking,  you  will  fwearme 
Exit.  1 Another  man  •,  the  guards  I have  corrupted : 

And  of  the  choice  of  all  our  noblefl:  youths. 

Attir’d  like  Virgins-,  fuch  as  Hermits  would 
W’elcome  to  their  fad  cells,  prepar’d  a Maske; 

As  done  for  the  Kings  pleafure. 

Vir.  For  his  fafety 
I rather  fearj  and  as  a pageant  to 
Ulherour  mine. 

Ron.  We  as  Torch-bearers 
Will  wait  onthefe,  but  with  fuch  art  and  cunning-, 

I have  conveigh’d  lharp  poniards  in  the  W’ax, 
j That  we  may  pafs,  though  fearch’t  through  all  his  guards 

Without  fufpitioii,  and  in  all  his  glory, 

Opprefshim,  and  with  fafety. 

Cam.  ’TismoH  ftrangc. 

Vir.  Tobeeffeded. 

Eon.  You  are  doubtful  Hill. 

Bri(f.  But  we  refolv’d  to  follow  him,  and  if  you 
DefiftnowF/Vo/f/,  we  will  fay  ’tis  fear. 

Rather  than  providence.  Exeunt. 

Cant.  And  fo  we  leave  you. 

Enter  JulianA. 

Jul.  To  your  wife  doubts,  and  to  my  better  counfels ; 

Oh ! pardon  me  my  Lord,  and  truft  me  too  ^ 

Let  me  not  like  Cajfandra  prophefie  truths, 
i And  never  be  believ’d,  belbrethe  mifehiet  : 

I I have  heard  all  -,  know  this  a villain, 

A villain  that  hath  tempted  me,  and  plotted  | 
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This  for  your  mine,  only  to  make  way 
To  his  hopes  in  my  embraces  i atmoreleifure 
I will  acquaint  you,  wherefore  I conceal’d  it 
To  this  lalt  minute  ^ if  you  ftay,  you  are  loft. 

And  all  prevention  too  late.  I know. 

And  ’tis  to  me  known  only,  a dark  cave 
Within  this  houfe,  a part  of  my  poor  Dower, 

Where  you  may  lie  conceal’d,  as  in  the  center. 

Till  this  rough  blaft  be  o’r,  where  there  is  air. 

More  then  to  keep  in  lifei  FerrandmW  find  you. 

So  curious  his  fears  are. 

Vir.  ’Tis  better  fall 

Than  hide  my  head,  now  ’twas  thine  own  advice. 

My  friends  engag’d  too. 

Jtil.  You  ftand  further  bound. 

Than  to  weak  men  that  have  betrai’d  themfelves. 

Or  to  my  counfel,  though  then  juftand  loyal: 

Your  plianfie  hath  been  good,  but  not  your  judgement. 

In  choice  of  fuch  to  fide  you  \ will  you  leap 
From  a fteep  Tower,  becaule  a defperate  fool 
Does  it,  andtrufts  the  wind  tofave  his  hazard.? 

There’s  more  expeded  from  you  j all  mens  eies  are  fixt 
On  Virokt.,  to  help,  not  hurt  them  *, 

Make  good  their  hopes  and  ours,  you  have  fworn  often. 
That  you  dare  credit  me  j and  allow’d  me  wile 
Although  a womans  even  Kings  in  great atftions, 

W’ait  opportunity,  andfo  muft  you.  Sir, 

Or  loofe  your  nnderftanding. 

Vir.  Thou  art  ronftant  •, 

I am  uncertain  fool,  amioft  blind  fool*, 

Be  thou  my  giiide. 

Jitl.  If  I fail  to  diredl  you. 

For  torment  or  reward,  when  I am  wretched, 

May  conftancy  forfak'e  me. 

Vir.  I’ve  my  lafety. 

Enter  Caftruchio.wi^  Villio. 

Vil.  W hy  are  you  rapt  thus  ? 

Cdjf.  Peace,  thou  art  a fool. 

Vil.  But  if  I were  a flatterer  like  your  worfhip, 

I Ihoiild  be  wife  and  rich  too  ^ 

There  are  few  elle  that  profper,  Bawds  excepted, 

They  hold  an  equal  place  there. 

Cajh.  Alhrcvvdknave;, 

But  oh  the  King,  the  happy  King 
Vil.  W hy  happy  ? 

In  bearing  a great  burthen. 

Cali.  What  bears  he. 

That’s  born  on  Princes  Ihoulders  ? 

Vil.  A Crowns  weight. 

Which  fets  more  heavy  on  his  head,  than  the  Oar 
Slaves  dig  out  of  the  Mines,  of  which  ’tis  made. 

Caft.  Thou  worthily  art  his  fool,  to  think  that  heavy 
That  carries  him  in  the  air-,  the  reverence  due 
Tothatmoft  facred  Gold,  makes  him  ador’d, 

HisFootfteps  kill:,  his  fmiles  toraife  a begger 
To  a Lords  fortune-,  and  when  he  but  frowns. 

The  City  quakes. 

Vil.  Or  the  poor  Cuckolds  in  it. 

Coxcombs  1 fhould  fay,  I am  of  a fool. 

Grown  a Philofopher,  to  hear  this  parafite. 

Caji.  The  delicatesheisferv’d  withfee  and  envy. 

Vil.  I had  rather  have  an  Onion  with  a ftomack. 

Than  thefe  without  one. 

Cajl.  The  Celeftial  Mufick, 

Such  as  the  motion  of  the  eternal  fphears  Still  mufick^ 

Yields  Jwe,  when  he  drinks  NeCiar. 

Vil.  Here’s  a’fine  knave,  yet  hath  too  many  fellows. 

Caft.  Then  the  beaij^s. 

That  with  variety  of  c^ce  embraces,  Ifhefe  pafs  or. 

Renew  his  age. 

' Vil.  Help  him  to  crouch  rather,  (that  way. 

And  the  French  Cnn^e-,  they  are  excellent  Sufgeons 

........ 


Cafl.  Oh  Majefty ! let  others  think  of  heaven. 

While  I contemplate  thee. 

Vil.  This  is  not  Atheifme^  but  Court  oblervance. 

Cajl.  Now  the  God  appears,  ulher’d  with  earth-aoakpc 
VU.  Bafe  Idolatry. 

Enter  Ferrand,  Guards  t^^omen^  Servants. 

Fer.  Thefe  meats  are  poilbned,  hang 
The  Cooks  ^ no  note  more  on 
Forfeit  of  your  fingers  ^ do  you 
Envie  me  a minutes  Humber,  what  are  thefe  ? 

I Giu  The  Ladies  appointed  by  your  Majefty. 

Fer.  To  the  purpole,  for  what  appointed .? 
i Gu.  For  your  graces  pleafure. 

Fer.  To  fuck  away  the  little  blood  is  left  me. 

By  my  continual  cares  ^ I am  not  apt  now. 

Injoy  them  firft,  tafte  of  my  Diet  once  j 
And  your  turns  ferv’d,  for  fifty  Crowns  apiece 
Their  Husbands  may  redeem  them. 

Wo.  Great  Sir,  mercy. 

Fer.  I am  deaf,  why  ftare  you?  is  what  we  command 
Tobedifputed,  who’s  this?  bring  you  the  dead 
T’  upbraid  me  to  my  face  ? 

Caji.  Hold  Emperor  ^ 

Hold  mightieft  of  Kings,  I am  thy  valfal, 

Thyfoctftool  that  durft  not  prefume  to  ioo.k 
On  thy  offended  face. 

Fer.  Cajiritchio  rile. 

Cajt.  Let  not  the  lightning  of  thy  ele  confume  me. 

Nor  hear  that  mulical  tongue,  in  dreadful  thunder. 

That  fpeaks  all  mercy. 

Vil.  Here’s  no  flattering  rogue. 

Caft.  Ffrr^W,  that  is  the  Father  of  his  people, 

The  glory  of  mankind. 

Fer.  No  more,  no  word  morey 
And  while  1 tell  my  troubles  to  my  lelf. 

Be  Statues  without  motion  of  voice. 

Though  to  be  flatter’d  is  an  itch  to  greatnefs. 

It  now  offends  me. 

Vil.  Here’s  the  happy  man  • 

Butfpeak  who  dares. 

Fer.  When  I was  innocent  i 
I yet  remember  I could  eat  and  fleep. 

Walk  unafffighted,  but  now  terrible  to  others; 

My  guards  cannot  keep  fear  from  me 

It  ftill  purfues  me-.  Oh ! my  wounded  conlcience. 

The  Bed  I would  reft  in,  isftuft  with  thorns^ 

The  grounds  ftrew’d  o’r  with  adders,  and  with  alpicks 
Where  e’r  I let  my  foot,  but  I am  in. 

And  what  was  got  with  cruelty,  with  blood, 

Muft  be  defended,  though  this  life’s  a hell, 

I fear  a worfe  hereafter.  Ha ! 

Enter  Ronvere  and  Guard. 

Ron.  My  Lord. 

Fer.  Welcome  jRowfrf,  welcome  my  golden  plummet 
With  which  I found  mine  enemies  depths  and  angers, 

Haft  thou  dilcover’d. 

Ron.  All  as  you  could  wilhSir, 

The  Plot,  and  the  contrivers  *,  was  made  one 
Of  the  conlpiracie. 

Fer.  IsVirolet  in? 

Ron.  The  head  of  all,  he  onlyfcented  me; 

And  from  his  fear,  that  1 plaid  falle  is  fled  y 
The  reft  I have  in  fetters 
Fer.  Death  and  Hell. 

Next  to  my  mortal  foe  the  pirate  Sejfe, 

I aim’d  at  him  y he’s  virtuous,  and  wife, 

A lover  of  his  freedom  and  his  Countries 
Dangerous  to  fuch  as  govern  by  the  fword. 

And  fo  to  me : no  traft  which  way  he  went. 

No  means  to  overtake  him  ? 

Ron.  There’s  fome  hope  left  y 
But  with  a rough  hand,  to  befeiz’d  upon. 

Fer.  What  is’t  ? 

Ron. 
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Koh.  If  any  know,  or  where  he^is, 

Or  which  way  he  is  fled,  it  is  his  wife  ^ 

Her  with  his  Father  I have  apprehended. 

And  brought  among  the  reft. 

Fer.  ’Twas  wifely  order’d. 

Go  fetch  them  in, and  let  my  executioners  Exit  Ronvcre. 

Appear  in  horror  with  the  rack. 

Vil.  I take  it  Signior,  this  is  no  time  for  you  to  flatter. 
Or  me  to  fool  in.  (near  Jove. 

Caji:  Thou  art  wife  in  this,  let’s  off^  it  is  unfafe  to  be 
When  he  begins  to  thunder. 

Vil.  Good  morality.  Exit. 

Fer.  I that  have  pierc’d  into  the  hearts  of  men  •, 

Forc’d  them  to  lay  open  with  my  looks. 

Secrets,  whofe  leaft  difcovery  was  death. 

Will  rend  for  what  concerns  my  life,  the  fortrefs. 

Of  a weak  womans  faith. 

Enter  Ronvere, Executioners^  with aFackj 
Camillo,  Briftbnet,  Pandulfo,  Juliana. 

Ca.  What  e’rewe  fuffer, 

Thew^eight  that  loads  a Traitors 

Heart  fits  ever,  heavy  on  thine. 

Brijf.  As  we  are  caught  by  thee. 

Fall  thou  by  others. 

Kon.  Pifli  poor  fools,  your  curfes  will 

Never  reach  me. 

Jitl.  Now  byrnyF/ro/crr  life^ 

Father,  this  is  a glorious  Itage  of  murther. 

Here  gre  fine  properties  too,  and  fuch  fpedfators. 

As  will  exped  good  adion,  to  the  life^ 

Let  us  perform  our  parts,  and  we  fhall  live. 

When  thefe  are  rotten,  would  we  might  begin  once-, 

Are  you  the  Mafter  of  the  company  ? 

Troth  you  are  tedious  now. 

Fer.  She  does  deride  me. 

Jul.  Thee  and  thy  power,  if  one  poor  fyllable 

Could  win  me  an  afliirance  of  thy  favor,  < 

I would  not  fpeak  it,  I defire  to  be 

The  great  example  of  thy  cruelty. 

To  whet  which  on,  know  F errand.,  I alone 

Can  make  difcovery,  where  my  f'''irolet  is, 

W' hofe  life,  I know  thou  aim’ft  at,  but  if  tortures 

Compel  me  to’t,  may  hope  of  heaven  forfake  mej 

I dare  thy  worft. 

Fer.  Are  we  contemn’d  ? - 

Jul.  Thou  art. 

Thou  and  thy  Minifters,  my  life  is  thine  ^ 

But  in  the  death  of  vidory  fliall  be  mine. 

Fund.  We  have  fuch  a Miftrifs  here  to  teach  us  courage. 
That  cowards  might  learn  from  her. 

Fer.  You  are  flow^  Fut  ontheracl{. 

Begin  the  Scene  thou  miferable  fool, 

For  fo  I’ll  make  thee. 

y«/,  ’Tis  not  in  thy  reach  ^ 

I am  happy  in  my  fufferings,  thou  moft  wretched.  ^ 

Fer.  So  brave  1 I’ll  tame  you  yet,  pluck  hard  villains  ^ 

Is  Ihe  infenfible  .■?  no  figh  nor  groan?  or  is  Ihe  dead  ? 

Jul.  No  tyrant,  though  I fuffer 

More  than  a woman,  beyond  flelh  and  blood  ^ 

’Tis  in  a caufe  fo  honourable,  that  I fcorn 

With  any  fign  that  may  exprefs  a forrow 

To'fhew  I do  repent. 

Fer.  Confefs  yet. 

And  thou  fhalt  befafe, 

Jul.  ’Tis  wrapt  up  in  my  foul. 

From  whence  thou  canft  not  force  it* 

Fer.  I will  be 

Ten  dales  a killing  thee. 

Jul.  Be  twenty  thoufand. 

My  glory  lives  the  longer. 

Kon.  ’Tis  a miracle, 

She  tires  th’  executioners, 

And  me. 

Fer.  Unloofeher,  I am  conquer’d,  1 muft  take 

Some  other  way  ^ reach  her  my  chair,  in  honor 

Of  her  invincible  fortitude. 

Ron.  Will  you  not 

Difpatch  the  reft  ? 

Fer.  When  I feem  merciful, 

Aft'ure  thy  felf  Konvere.,  I am  moft  cruel. 

Thou  wonder  of  thy  Sex,  and  of  this  Nation, 

That  haft  chang’d  my  feverity  to  mercy. 

Not  to  thy  felf  alone,  but  to  thy  people. 

In  which  I do  include  thefe  men,  my  enemies* 

Unbind  them. 

Fund.  This  is  ftrange. 

Fer.  For  your  intent  * 

Againft  my  life,  which  you  dare  not  denie, 

I only  ask  one  fervice. 

Catn.  Above  hope. 

Fer.  There  rides  a Pyrate  neer,  the  Duke  of  S’f/Jf-, 

My  enemy  and  this  Countreys,  that  in  bonds 

Holds  my  dear  friend  Afcanio : free  this  friend: 

Or  bring  the  Pyrats  head  befides  your  pardon, 

And  honor  of  the  acftion,  your  reward 

Is  forty  thoufand  Ducates.  And  becaufe 

I know  that  Virolet  is  as  bold  as  wife. 

Be  he  your  General,  as  pledge  of  your  faith. 

That  you  will  undertake  it,  let  this  old  man, 

And  this  moft  conftant  Matron  ftay  with  me ; 

Of  whom,  as  of  my  felf,  I will  be  careful  j 

She  Ihalldireft  you  where  her  Husband  is. 

Make  choice  of  any  fhip  you  think  moft  ufcful. 

They  are  rig’d  for  you. 

Exeunt  Guards  with  Juliana  <j«iPand. 

Brif.  We  with  joy  accept  it. 

Cam.  And  will  proclaim  King  F errant  merciful. 

Exeunt. 

Ron.  The  myfterie  of  this,  my  Lord?  or  are  you 

Chang’d  in  your  nature  ? 

Fer.  I’ll  make  thee  private  to  it. 

The  lives  of  thefe  weak  men,  and  defperate  w'oman, 

W^ould  no  way  have  fecur’dme,  had  I took  them-, 

IS  Virolet  I aim  at-,  he  has  power. 

And  knows  to  hurt.  If  they  encounter  Sejfe., 

And  he  prove  conqueror,  I am  afliir’d 

They’ll  find  no  mercy:  if  that  they  prove  vidors, 

I fliall  recover,  with  my  friend  his  head 

I moft  defire  of  all  men. 

Ron.  Now  I have  it. 

Fer.  I’ll  make  thee  underftand  the  drift  of  all. 

So  we  ftand  fiire,  thus  much  for  thofe  that  fall.  Exeunt. 

JUus  SecunduF. 

Scdcna  Trima.  . 

Enter  Boatefwain  and  Gunner. 

Boat/.  Lay  her#  before  the  wind-,  up  with  your  Canvafe, 
And  let  her  work,  the  wind  begins  to  whiffle  j 

Clap  all  her  ftreamers  on,  and  let  her  dance. 

As  if  file  were  the  Minion  of  the  Ocean. 

Let  her  beftride  the  billows  till  they  roar, 

And  curie  their  wanton  heads.  Ho,  below  there : 

Ho,  ho,  within. 

Lay  her  North-eaft,  andthruft  her  miften  out. 

The  day  grows  fair  and  clear,  and  the  wind  courts  us. 

Oh  for  alufty  fail  now'’,  to  givechale  to. 

Gun.  A ftubborn  Bark,  that  wou’d  but  bear  up  to  us, 

And  change  a broadfide  bravely^ 

Boatf.  Where’s  the  Duke-^*  , 

Gun.  I have  not  feen  him  ftir  to  day. 

Boatf.  Oh  Gunner, 

^ N What 
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What  bravery  dwells  in  his  age,  and  what  valour? 

And  to  his  friends,  what  gentlenefs  and  bounty? 

How  long  have  we  been  inhabitants  at  Sea  here  ? 

Cicn.  Some  fourteen  years. 

Boatf.  By  fourteen  lives  I fwear  then, 

This  Element  never  nourilht  fuch  a Pirate  j 
So  great,  lb  fearlefs,  and  fo  fortunate, 

So  patient  in  his  want,  in  AcT;  fo  valiant. 

How  many  fail  of  well  mann’d  (hips  before  us, 

As  the  Bomto  does  the  flying  Fifli, 

Have  we  purfued  and  fcour’d,  that  to  outlbrip  us. 

They  have  been  fain  to  hang  their  verylhirts  on? 

What  Gailieshave  we  bang’d,  and  funk,  and  taken  j 
Whofe  only  fraughts  were  fire,  and  ftern  defiance 
And  nothing  fpoke  but  Bullet  in  all  thefe. 

How  like  old  Neptmeho.xt  i feen  our,  General 
Standing  i’ th’  Poop,  andtolfing  his  Steel  Trident, 
Commanding  both  the  Sea  and  Winds  to  ferve  him  ? 

Cun.  His  Daughter  too,  which  is  the  honor  Boatfvvain, 
Of  all  her  fex  ^ that  Martial  Maid. 

Boatf.  A brave  wench. 

Gm.  How  oftentimes,  a fight  being  new  begun. 

Has  Iheleap’ddown,  and  took  ray  Linftock  from  me, 
And  crying,  now  fly  righ^and fir’d  all  my  chafers? 

Then  like  the  Image  of  the  vv^arlike  Goddefs, 

Her  Target  brac’d  upon  her  arm,  her  fword  drawn, 

And  anger  in  her  eies  leapt  up  again, 

And  bravely  hail’d  the  Bark.  1 have  wondred  Boatfvvain, 
That  in  a body  made  fo  delicate. 

So  foil;  for  fiveet  embraces,  lb  much  fire. 

And  manly  foul,  not  Itarting  at  a danger. 

Enatf.  Her  noble  Father  got  her  in  his  fury. 

And  fo  fhe  proves  a Soldier. 

Gun.  This  too  I wonder  at 
Taking  fo  many  llrangers  as  he  does. 

He  ufes  them  with  that  relpeT  and  coolnefs, 

Not  making  prize,  but  only  borrowing 
What  may  fiipply  his  want;  nor  that  for  nothing; 

But  renders  back  what  they  may  Hand  in  need  of. 

And  then  parts  lovingly:  Where,  if  he  taice 
His  Countreyman,  that  fnould  be  ncareft  to  him  , 

And  ftand  mofl;  free  from  danger,  he  fure  pays  for’t; 

He  drowns  or  hangs  the  men,  ranfacks  the  Bark, 

Then  gives  her  up  a Bonfire  to  his  fortune.  (trey 

Boatf.  The  wrongs  he  has  receiv’d  from  that  dullCoun- 
That’sall  I know  has  purchas’d  all  his  cruelty. 

Wcfare  the  better;  cheerly,  cheerly  boys, 

The  fliip  runs  merrily,  my  Captain’s  melancholly, 

And  nothing  cures  that  in  him  but  a Sea-fight: 

I hope  to  meet  a fail-boy,  and  a right  one. 

Cun.  That’s  my  hope  too , I am  ready  for  thepafbimc. 
Boaif.  1’  th’ mean  time  let’s  bellow  a Song  upon  him, 

T o lhake  him  from  his  dumps,  and  bid  good  day  to  him. 
Ho,  in  the  hold. 

. Enter  a Boy. 

Boy.  Here,  here. 

Eojtf.  To  th’Main  top,  Boy. 

And  thou  kenlt  a flnp  that  dares  defie  us, 

Here’s  Gold, 

Boy.  I am  gone.  _ Exit  Boy. 

Boatf.  Come  firs,  a quaint  Levet.  Erump.  «Levet. 
To  waken  our  brave  General.  Then  to  our  labor. 

Enter  Viikp  of  Sefle  above.^  and  hir  daughter  Martia 
like  an  Amazon. 


Sef.  I thank  you  loving  mates;  I thank  you  all. 

There’s  to  prolong  your  mirth,  and  good  morrow  to  you. 

Vausjo.  Take  this  from  me,  you’re  honell,  valiant  friends; 
And  fuch  we  mull  make  mrch  of.  Not  a failftirring? 

Gun.  Notany  within  ken  yet. 

Boatf.  Without  doubt  Lady 


The  wind  Handing  fo  fair  and  full  upon  us. 

We  lhall  have  fport  anon.  But  noble  General 
Why  are  you  Hill  fo  fad?  you  take  our  edge  olF; 

You  make  us  dull,  and  fpiritlefs.’ 

Sef.  I’ll  tell  ye, 

Becaufe  I will  provoke  you  to  be  fortunate  • 

^r  when  you  know  my  caufe,  ’twill  double  arm  you 
T his  woman  never  knew  it  yet ; my  daughter 
Somedifcontents  Ihe  has.  ’ 

Vaugh.  Pray  lirgo  forward. 

fourteen  years,  I have  ftored  it  here  at  Sea 
Where  the  moll  curious  thought  could  never  find  it  ’ 
Boatf  Call  up  the  Mailer,  and  all  the  Mates. 

Enter  belopo  the  Ma^er  and  Sailers. 

Sef  Good  morrow. 

Majf.  Good  morrow  to  our  General,  a good  one. 

And  to  that  Noble  Lady  all  good  willies. 

Vaugh.  I thank  you  Mailer. 

Sef  Mark  me,  thus  it  is  then; 

\A  hichl  did  never  think  tohave  difcovered. 

Till  full  revenge  had  wooed  me;  but  to  fatisfe 
My  faithful  friends,  thus  I call  off  my  burden, 
m thatlhorttimel  was  a Courtier, 

And  io  Vo  wed  that  mofl  hated  of  all  Princes, 

Ferrar,t,  the  full  example  of  all  mifchiefs, 

Compell’d  to  follow  to  my  foul  a flranger 
It  was  my  chance  one  day  to  play  at  Chelle 
For  fomefew  Crowns,  with  a mynionof  this  Kings 
A mean  poor  man,  that  only  ferv’d  his  pleafures  - ’ 
Removing  of  a Rook,  we  grew  to  words-  ’ 
froiii  this  to  hotter  anger:  to  be  fhort  ’ 

I got  a blow.  ’ 

Vaugh.  How,  how  my  Noble  Father  • 

Sef  A blow  my  girl,  which  I had  foon  repaid 

And  funk  the  flave  for  ever,  had  not  odds  ’ 

Thrufl  in  betwi.yt  us.  I went  away  difgrac’d 

Vaugh.  For  honors  fake  not  lb  Sir. 

Sef  For  that  time,  wench; 

But  call’d  upon  him,  like  a Gentleman, 

By  many  private  friends;  knockt  at  his  valour. 

Courted  his  honor  hourly  to  repair  me- 
And  though  he  were  a thing  my  thoughts  made  flight  on 
And  only  worth  the  fury  of  my  footman. 

Still  I purfi’d  him  Nobly. 

Vaugh.  Did  he  efcape  you  ? 

My  old  brave  father,  could  you  fit  down  fo  coldly  ? 

Sef  Have  patience,  and  know  all.  Purfu’d  him  fairly 
Till  I was  laugh’d  at,  fcorn’d, my  wrongs  made  Mavaames 
By  himunjuflly  wrong’d,  fhould  be  all  juftice, 

The  flave  protefted;  yet  at  length  I found  him. 

Found  him,  when  he  fuppos’dallhad  been  buried  • 

And  what  I had  received,  durfl  not  be  quellioned-  ’ 

And  then  he  fell,  under  my  Sword  he  fell,  ’ 

For  ever  funk ; his  poor  life,  like  the  air. 

Blown  in  an  empty  bubble,  burfl,  and  left  him. 

No  noble  wind  of  memory  to  raifehim. 

But  then  began  my  mifery,  I fled; 

The  Kings  frowns  following,  and  my  friends  defpair ; 

No  hand  that  durfl  relieve:  my  Countrey  fearful, 

Bafely  and  weakly  fearful  of  a tyrant ; 

Which  madehisbadWill  worfe,floodflill  and  wondred 
Their  virtues  bedrid  in ’em;  then  my  girl, 

A little  one,  Ifnatch’d  thee  from  thy  Nurfe, 

The  modellof  thy  fathers  miferies: 

And  fbme  finall  wealth  was  fit  for  prefent  carriage, 

And  got  to  Sea ; where  I profefl  my  anger. 

And  will  do,  whilfl  that  bale  ungrateful  Countrey, 

And  that  bad  King,  have  blood  or  means  to  quench  me. 

Now  ye  know  all. 

Maji.  We  know  all,  and  admire  all ; 

Go  on,  and  do  all  flill,  and  flill  be  fortunate. 

Vaught.  Had  you  done  lefs,  or  loll  this  Noble  anger. 
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Yon  had  been  worthy  then,  mens  empty  pities,  [ 

And  not  their  wonders.  Goon,  andufe  your  juftice,  1 

And  ufe  it  ftill  with  that  fell  violence. 

It  firft  appeared  to  yon  ^ if  you  go  lefs. 

Or  take  adyating  mercy  to  protedion. 

The  honor. of  a Father  I difclaim  in  you. 

Call  back  all  duty,  and  will  be  prouder  of 
Th’ infamous  and  bafe  name  of  a whore, 

Than  daughter  to  a great  Duke  and  a coward. 

Sef.  Mine  own  fweet  no : thou  knowft  my  nature, 
It  cannot,  mull:  not  be, 

Vaugh.  I hope  it  Ihall  not. 

But  why  Sir  do  you  keep  alive  ftill  young  Afcanio, 

Prince  of  Koffana^  King  F errants  moft  belov’d  one. 

You  took  two  months  agoe? 

Why  is  not  he  flung  overboard,  or  hang’d/ 

Sef.  I’ll  tell  thee  girl : 

It  were  a mercy  in  my  nature  now. 

So.  foon  to  break  the  bed  of  his  afflidions  *, 

I am  not  lb  far  reconcil’d  yet  to  him, 

To  let  him  die  that  were  a benefit. 

Befides,  I keep  him  as  a bait  and  diet. 

To  draw  on  more,  and  nearer  to  the  King, 

I look  each  hour  to  hear  of  his  Armados^ 

And  a hot  welcome  they  ftiall  have. 

Daugh.  But  hark  you? 

If  you  were  overfway’d  with  odds- — 

Sef  I find  you: 

I would  not  yields  no  girl,  no  hope  of  yielding. 

Nor  fling  my  felf  one  hour  into  their  mercies, 

And  give  the  tyrant  hope  to  gain  his  kingdom. 

No,  I can  fink  wench,  and  make  Ihift  to  die  j 
A thoufand  doors  are  open,  I Ihall  hit  one. 
lam  no  niggard  of  my  life  Ib  it  go  nobly  r 
All  waies  are  equal,  and  all  hours  ^ I care  not, 

Vaugh.  Now  you  fpeak  like  my  father. 

Maf.  Noble  General, 

If  by  our  means  they  inherit  ought  but  bangs, 

The  mercy  of  the  main  yard  light  upon  us. 

No,  we  can  fink  too.  Sir,  and  fink  low  enough, 

To  pofe  their  cruelties,  to  follow  us: 

And  he  that  thinks  of  life,  if  the  world  go  that  way,^ 

A thoufand  cowards  fuck  his  bones. 

Gun.  Let  the  worft  come, . 

I can  unbreech  a Cannon,  and  without  much  help 
Turn  her  into  the  KeeT,  and  whenihe  has  Iplitit, 

Every  man  knows  his  way,  his  own  prayers. 

And  fo  good  night  I think. 

Majl.  We  have  liv’d  all  with  you.  Boy  a top. 

And  will  die  with  you  General. 

Sef  I thank  you  Gentlemen. 

Boy  above.  A Sail,  a Sail. 

Maji.  A cheerful  found. 

Boy.  A Sail. 

Boatf.  Of  whence  of  whence  boy.? 

Boy  A lufty  Sail. 

Vaugh.  Look  right,  and  look  again. 

Boy.  She  plows  the  Sea  before  her, 

Andfornes  i’th’  mouth. 

Boatf.  Of  whence? 

Boy.  I ken  not  yet  fir, 

Sef.  Oh  mayihe  prove  of  Naples, 

Mali,  Prove  the  Devil, 

We’ll  Ipitout  fire  as  thick  as  Ihe, 

Boy.  Hoy. 

Ma[i.  Brave  boy. 

Boy  . Of  Naples.,  Naples,  I think  of  Naples  Mafter, 
j Methinks  I fee  the  Arms. 

Mafi.  Up,  up  another, 

And  give  more  certain  figns.  Exit  S ^Hor , 

Sef.  All  to  your  bufinefs, 
i And  ftand  but  right  and  true. 

Boatf.  Hang  him  that  halts  now* 

Boy.  Sh’as  us  in  chafe. 


Maji.  We’ll  fpare  her  our  maintop-fail. 

He  Ihall  not  look  us  long,  we  are  no  ftarters. 

Down  with  the  forelail  too,  we’ll  Ipoom  before  her. 

Mart.  Gunner,  good  noble  Gunner,  for  my  honor 
Load  me  butthele  two  Minions  in  the  chape  there  i 
And  load ’em  right,  that  they  may  bid  fair  welcome. 

And  be  thine  eye,  and  level  as  thy  heart  is. 

Gm.  Madam,  I’ll  fcratch ’em  out.  I’ll  pifs’em  outelfe. 
Sayl,  above.  Ho. 

Sef.  Of  whence  now  ? 

Sail.  Of  Naples,  Naples,  Naples. 

I fee  her  top-Flag,  how  Ihe  quarters  Naples. 

I hear  her  Trumpets. 

Sef.  Down,  Ihe’s  welcome  to  us. 

Exit.  Maji.  Boatf.  Gun.  Sail. 
Every  man  to  his  charge, mann  her  i’th’  bow  well. 

And  place  your  Rakers  right.  Daughter  be  fparing. 

Mart.  I fwear  .I’ll  be  above  Sir,  in  the  thickeft, 

And  where  moft  danger  is.  I’ll  feek  for  honor. 

They  have  begun,  hark  how  their  Trumpets  call  us. 

Hark  how  the  wide-mouth’d  Cannons  ling  amongft  us. 

Hark  how  they  fail out  of  our  Iheis  for  Ihame  Sir. 

Sef.  Now  fortune  and  my  caufe. 

Mart.  Be  bold  and  conquer.  Exit. 

Chargelrumpets  andjhot  within. 

Enter  Mafler  and  Boatfwain. 

They’ll  board  us  once  again,  they’re  tuffand  valiant- 
Boatf.  T wice  we  have  blown  ’em  into  th’  air  like  feathers. 
And  made  ’em  dance. 

Maji.  Good  boys,  fight  bravely,  manly. 

They  come  on  yet,clap  in  her  Hern,  and  yoke  ’em. 

Enter  Gunner. 

Gun.  You  Ihould  not  need,  lhave  provifion  for ’em  ^ 

Let  ’em  board  once  again,  the  next  is  ours. 

Stand  bravely  to  your  Pikes,  away,  be  valiant. 

I have  a fecond  courfe  of  fervice  for  ’em. 

Shall  make  the  bowels  of  their  Earkake,  boy. 

The  Duke  fights  like  a Dragon.  Who  dares  be  idle  ? Exit. 

Charge 'Trumpets,  Pieces  go  off. 

Enter  Mafter,  BoatfwainfoUowing. 

Maft.  Down  with  ’em,  ft ow  ’em  in  (the  Sea. 

Boatf.  Cut  their  throats,’tis  brotherhood  to  fling  ’em  into 
The  Duke  is  hurt,  Ibis  his  lovely  Daughter 
We  have  the  day  yet. 


Enter  Gunner. 

(yet  flew. 

Gk«.Pox  fire ’em,  they  have  fmoak’d  us,  never  fuch  plums 
Boatf  They  have  rent  the  Ihip,  and  bor’d  a hundred  holes 
She  fwims  ftill  luftily. 

Maft.  She  made  a brave  fight,  and  Ihe  Ihall  be  cur’d 
And  make  a braver  yet. 

Gun.  Bring  usfome  Cannsup,  I am  as  hot  as  fire. 


Enter  boy  with  three  Canns. 


Boat.  I amfure  I am  none  o’th’cooleft. 

Gun.  My  Cannons  rung  like  Bels.  Here’s  to  my  Miftrifs. 
The  dainty  fweet  brafs  Minion:  fplit  their  Fore-Maft, 

She  never  fail’d.  (men, 

Maft.  Ye  did  all  well,  and  truly,  like  faithful  honeft 
Boatf.  But  is  Ihe  rich  Mafter?  Trumpets  flourijh. 

Enter  Sefle,  Martia,  Virolet,  Sailors. 

Maft.  Rich  for  my  Captains  purpofe  howfoever, 

And  we  are  his.  How  bravely  now  he  Ihows, 

Heated  in  blood  and  anger?  how  do  you  Sir? 

Not  wounded  mortally  I hope  ? 

N 2 s.y. 


lOO 


The  double  Marriage. 


Sef.  No  xAIafter,  but  only  wear  the  livery  of  fury. 

I am  hurt,  and  deep. 

M.ifi.  My  ■Miltrifs  too? 

Mart.  A fcratch  man, 

My  needle  would  ha  done  as  much  good  Sir.^ 

Be  provident  and  careful. 

Prethce  peace  girl, 

This  wound  is  not  the  fir  It  blood  I have  blulht  in, 

Ye  fought  all  like  tall  men,  my  thanks  among  ye, 

That  Ipcaksnot  w'hat  my  piu  le  means, but  my  tongue,  fol 

(diets. 

Now  Sir,  to  you  that  fought  me  out,  that  found  me, 

That  found  me  what  I am,  the  Tyrant’s  Tyrant^ 

You  that  were  imp’d,  the  weak  arm  to  his  folly. 

You  are  w’elcometo  your  death. 

Vir.  I do  expeT  it, 

And  therefore  need  no  compliment,  but  wait  it. 

Sef.  Thou  bor’ll;  the  face  once  of  a Noble  Gentleman, 
Ranktinthe  firlt  file  of  the  virtuous. 

By  every  hopeful  fpirit,  ftewed  and  pointed, 

Thy  Countries  love one  that  advanc’d  her  honor, 

Not  tainted  with  the  bafe  and  fervile  ufes 
The  Tyrant  ties  mens  fouls  to.  Tell  me  Virolet^ 

If  lhamc  have  not  forfook  thee,  with  thy  credit  ? 

Vir,  No  more  of  tliefe  Racks what  I am,  I am. 

I hope  not  to  go  free  with  poor  confelfions  i 
Nor  if  I Ihewill,  will  I feem  amonfter, 

By  making  my  mind  prifoner  •,  do  your  worll. 

When  I came  out  to  deal  with  you,  1 calf  it, 

Onlythofe  bale  inflictions  fit  for  Haves, 

Becaufe  I am  a Gentleman. . 

Sejf.  Thou  art  none. 

Thou  waft  while  thou  ftoodft  good,th’artnowa  villain. 
And  agent  for  the  devil. 

Vir.  That  tongue  lies. 

Give  me  myftvord  again,  and  ftand all  arm’d  j 
I’ll  prove  it  on  ye  all,  1 am  a Gentleman, 

A man  as  fair  in  honor,  rate  your  prifoners, 

How  poor  and  like  a Pedagogue  it  Ihews? 

How  far  from  Noblenels?  ’tis  fair,  you  may  kill’s^ 

But  to  defame  your  victory  with  foul  language. 

Sef.  Go  fling  him  over-board-,  I’ll  teach  you  firrah. 

Vir.  You  cannot  teach  me  to  die.  I could  kill  you  now 
With  patience,  in  defpifing  all  your  cruelties. 

And  make  you  choke  with  anger. 

Sef.  Away  I lay. 

Mar.  Stay  Sir,  h’as  given  you  fneh  bold  language, 

I cm  net  reconcil’d  to  him  yet,  and  therefore 
He  lhall  not  have  his  wilh  obferv’dfo  nearly. 

To  die  when  he  pleafe^  I befeech  you  ftay  Sir. 

Sef.  Do  with  him  what  thou  wilt. 

Mar.  Carry  him  to  th’  Bilboes^ 

And  clap  him  faft  there,  with  the  Prince. 

Vir.  Do  Lady, 

For  any  death  you  give,  I am  bound  to  blels  you. 

Exrt  Virolet;,  andSaikrs. 

Mar.  Now  to  your  Cabin,  Sir;,  pray  lean  upon  me. 

And  take  your  reft,  the  Surgeons  wait  all  for  you. 

Sef.  Thou  mak’ft  me  blulh  to  fee  thee  bear  thy  fortunes-, 
Why,  fure  I have  no  hurt,  I have  not  fought  fare.? 

Maf.  You  bleed  apace.  Sir. 

Mart.  Ye  grow  cold  too. 

Sef.  I muft  be  rul’d,  no  leaning. 

My  deepeft  wounds  fcorn  Crutches. 

AV.  A brave  General.  F lour. Trumpet f-,  Cornets. 

Exeunt  omnes. 

I Enter  two  Sailors. 

1 Sail.  Will  they  not  moore  her  ? 

2 Sail.  Not  till  wecometo  the  Fort, 

This  is  too  weak  a place  for  our  defences, 

j The  Carpenters  are  hard  at  work^  flie  fwims  well, 


And  may  holdout  another  fight.  The  Ihip  we  took 
Burns  there  to  give  us  light. 

1 Sayl.  She  made  a brave  fight* 

2 Sayl.  She  put  us  all  in  fear. 

1 Sail.  Belhrew  my  heart  did  fhe. 

Her  men  are  gone  to  Candia^  they  are  pePper’d, 

All  but  this  prifoner. 

2 Sayl.  Sure  he’s  a brave  fellow. 

I S ayl.  A ftubborn  knave,  but  we  have  pul’d  his  bravery. 

Hedifeovers  \\io\tt  and  Afeanio  inthe  Bilboes. 
Look  how  he  looks  now : come  let’s  go  ferve  his  dyet, 
Which  is  but  bread  and  water. 

2 Sayl.  He’ll  grow  fat  on’t.  Exeunt  Sailors. 

Afca.  Imuftconfefs  I have  endur’d  much  tnifery. 

Even  almoft  to  the  mine  of  my  fpirit. 

But  ten  times  more  grows  my  affliction. 

To  find  my  friend  here. 

Vir.  Hadweferv’d  our  Countrey, 

Or  honefties,  as  we  have  ferv’d  our  follies, 

We  had  not  been  here  now  ? 

Ajca.  ’Tistootme 

Vir.  And  yet  my  end  in  vent’ring  for  your  fafety. 
Pointed  at  more  than  Ferranfs  Will,  a bafe  one  -, 

Some  fervice  for  mine  own,  fome  for  my  Nation, 

Some  for  my  friend  ^ but  1 am  rightly  paid. 

That  durft  adventure  fuch  a noble  office. 

From  the  moft  treacherous  command  of  mifehief  j 
You  know  him  now? 

Afca.  And  when  I nearer  knew  him. 

Then  when  I waited.  Heaven  be  witnefs  with  me, 

( And  if  I lie  my  miferies  ftill  load  me  ) 

With  what  tears  1 have  wooed  him,  with  what  prayers. 
What  weight  of  reafons  I have  laid,  what  dangers  j 
Then,  when  the  peoples  curies  flew  likeftorms; 

And  every  tongue  was  whetted  to  defame  him. 

To  leave  his  doubts,  his  tyrannies,  his  flaughters. 

His  fell  oppreffions : I know  I was  hated  too. 

Vir.  And  all  mankind  that  knew  him : thefo  confelfions 
Do  no  good  to  the  world,  to  heaven  they  may. 

Let’s  ftudy  to  die  well,  we  have  liv’d  like  coxcombs. 

Afca.  That  my  misfortune,  Ihould  lole  you  too. 

Vir.  Yes^ 

And  not  only  me,  but  many  more,  and  better: 

For  my  life,  ’tis  not  this  j or  might  I fave  yours. 

And  fome  brave  friends  I have  engag’d,  let  me  go  j 
It  were  the  meritorious  death  I wilh  for. 

But  we  muft  hang  or  drown  like  whelps. 

Afca.  No  remedy. 

Vir.  On  my  part  I expeCb  none.  I know  the  man, 

And  know  he  hasbeennetledtothe  quick  too, 

I know  his  nature. 

Afca.  A moft  cruel  nature. 

Vir.  His  wrongs  have  bred  him  up.  I cannot  blame  him. 
Afca.  He  has  a daughter  too,  the  greateft  Icorner, 

And  moft  infulter  upon  milery. 

Vir.  For  thofe,  they  are  toys  to  laugh  at,not  to  lead  men ; 
A womans  mirth  or  anger,  like  a meteor 
Glides  and  is  gone,  and  leaves  no  crack  behind  it^ 

Our  miferies  would  feem  like  mafters  to  us. 

And  lhake  our  manly  fpirits  into  feavers. 

If  we  relpeCfed  thofe-,  the  more  they  glory. 

And  raife  infulting  Trophies  on  our  ruinesj  ! 

The  more  our  virtues  fnine  in  patience. 

Sweet  Prince,  the  name  of  death  was  never  terrible 
To  him  that  knew  to  live-,  nor  the  loud  torrent 
Of  all  afflictions,  linging  as  they  fwim, 

A gall  of  heart,  but  to  a guilty  confoience : 

Whilft  we  ftand  fair,  though  byatwo-edg’d  ftorm. 

We  find  untimely  falls,  like  early  Roles  •, 

Bent  to  the  earth,  we  bear  our  native  Iweetnefs. 

Afca.  Good  Sir  go  on. 

Vir.  When  we  are  little  children. 

And  cry  and  fret  for  every  toy  comes  crofs  us 
Howfweetly  do  we  Ihew.when  fleep  ftealsonus.? 

When 
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when  we  grow  great,  but  our  affedions  greater. 

And  ftruggle  with  this  Ihibborn  twbi,  born  with  us  j 

And  tug  and  puU,  yetflill  we  find  a .Giant: 

Had  we  not  then  the  priviledge  to  fleep. 

Our  everlafting  fleep  ? he  would  make  us  idiots  ^ 

The  memory  and  monuments  of  good  men 

Are  more  than  lives,  and  though  their  tombs  want  tongues. 
Yet Jiave  they  eies  that  daily  fweat  their  lofies^ 

And  fuch  a tear  fromftone,  no  time  can  value. 

To  die  both  young  and  good,  are  natures  curfes 

As  the  world  faiess  ask  truth,  they  are  bounteous  bleffings: 
for  then  we  reach  at  Heaven,  in  our  full  virtues. 

And  fix  our  felves  new  Stars,  crownM  with  ourgoodnefs. 

Afc.  You  have  double  arm’d  me.  Strange  Mufick, 

Hark  what  noife  is  this  ? mtlnn-,  Hoboys. 

What  horrid  noife  is  the  Sea  pleas’d  to  fing. 

A hideous  Jjirgeto  our  deliverance? 

Vir.  Stand  faftjiiow'. 

iV.itbitt firaitge  cries ^ horrid  noije.,  "trumpets. 

Afc.  I am  fi  xt. 

Vir.  We  fear  ye  not.  Enter  Msitiz. 

Let  death  appear  in  all  ihapes,  we  fmile  on.'him. 
^fc.TheLady  now. 

Vir.  The  faeeo’th’  Mask  is  alter’d. 

Afc.  What  will  flie  do  .^ 

Vir.  Do  what  Ihe  can,  I care  not. 

Afc.  She  looks  on  you  Sir. 

Vir.  Rather  fhe  looks  through  me. 

But  yet  file  Itirs  me  not. 

Mart.  Poor  wretched  flaves. 

Why  do  you  live  ? or  if  ye  hope  for  mercy. 

Why  do  not  you  houl  out,  and  fill  the  hold 

With  lamentations,  cries,  and  bafe  fubmilTions, 

W’orthy  our  fcorn 

Vir.  Madam,  you  are  millaken  *, 

W’e  are  no  flaves  to  you,  but  to  blind  fortune  y 

And  if  Ihe  had  her  eyes,  and  durft  be  certain. 

Certain  our  friend,  I would  not  bow  unto  her  y 

I would  not  cry,  nor  ask  fobafe  a mercy: 

If  you  fee  any  thing  in  our  appearance. 

Worthy  your  fexes  foftnefs  and  your  own  glory : 

Do  it  for  that,  and  let  that  good  reward  it : 

We  cannot  beg. 

Mart.  I’ll  make  you  beg,  and  bow  too. 

Vir.  MadaiH  lor  what  ? 

Mart.  For  life  y and  when  you  hope  it. 

Then  will  I laugh.and  triumph  on  your  bafenefs. 

Afc.  Madam,  ’tis  true,  there  may  be  fuch  a favour 

And  we  may  ask  it  too  y ask  it  with  honory 

And  thank  you  for  that  favour,  nobly  thank  you. 

Though  it  be  death  y but  when  we  beg  a bafe  life, 

And  beg  it  of  your  fcorn — 

Vir.  Y’are  couzetfd  woman. 

Your  handfomnefs  may  do  much,  but  not  this  way. 

But  for  your  glorious  hate — ^ 

Mart.  Are  ye  fo  itubborn 
’Death,  I will  make  you  bow. 

Vir.  It  mull:  be  in  your  bed  then , 

There  you  may  work  me  to  humility* 

Mart.  Why,  I can  kill  thee. 

Vir.  If  you  do  it  handfbmely  y 

1 It  may  be  I can  thank  you,  elfe— — 

Mart.  So  glorious? 

AJfca.  Her  cruelty  now  works, 
f Mart.  Yet  woot  thou? 

Vir.  No. 

, Mart.  Wilt  thou  for  life  lake  ? 

Vir.  No,  I know  yourfubdlty. 
j Mart.  For  honor  feke> 

Vir]  I will  not  be  a Pageant, 

My  mind  was  ever  firm,  and  lb  I’ll  lofe  it. 

1 Mart.  Pll  ftarve  thee  to  it. 

Vir.  I’ll  ftarve  my  felf,  and  crofs  it. 

1 Mart,  ril  lay  thee  on  fuch  miferies 

Vir.  I’ll  wear ’em. 

And  with  that  wantonnefs,  you  do  your  Bracelets. 

Mart.  I’ll  be  a month  a killing  thee. 

Vir.  Poor  Lady, 

I’ll  be  a month  a dying  then:  what’s  that.? 

There’s  many  a Calenture  out-does  your  cruelty. 

Mart.  How  might  I do  in  killing  of  his  body. 

To  lave  his  Noble  mind.?  Who  waits  there.? 

Enter  a Sailor with  a rich  Caf  and  Mantle. 

Sayl.  Madam. 

Mart.  Unbolt  this  man, and  leave  thofe  things  behind  you- 

And  lo  away,  now  put  ’em  on. 

Vir.  To  what  end?  Sailer 

Mart.  To  my  End,  to  my  Will. 

Vir.  I will. 

Mart.  I thank  you. 

Vir.  Nay,  now  you  thank  me,  I’ll  do  more  I’ll  tell  ve 

I am  afervant  to  your  coiirtelie.  ^ ’ 

And  fo  far  will  be  woo’d : but  if  this  triumph 

Be  only  aim’d  to  make  your  mifchief  glorious- 
Lady,  y’ave  put  a richer  Ihroud  upon  me, 

Which  my  ftrong  mind  lhall  fuller  in. 

Mart.  Come  hither, 

And  all  thy  bravery  put  into  thy  carriage, 

For  I will  admire  thee. 

Vir.  Whither  will  this  woman  > 

Afc.  Take  heed  my  friend. 

Mart.  Look  as  thou  Icorn’dft  my  cruelty  : 
know  thou  doll. 

Vir.  I never  fear’d  nor  flatter’d. 

Mart.  No  if  thou  hadft,thouhadft  died, and  I had  gloried. 

I fuffer  now,  and  thou  which  art  my  prifoner, 

Haft  nobly  won  the  free  power  to  delpile  me. 

I love  thee,  and  admire  thee  for  thy  Noblenefsj 

And,for  thy  manly  fufferance,  am  thyfervant. 

Dr.  Good  Lady,  mock  me  not. 

Mart.  By  heaven  I love  thee  -, 

And  by  the  foul  of  love,  am  one  piece  with  thee. 

Thy  mind,  thy  mind-,  thy  brave,  thy  manly  mind: 

That  like  a Rock,  Hands  all  the  ftorms  of  fortune. 

And  beats  ’em  roaring  back  they  cannot  reach  thee : 

That  lovely  mind  I dote  on,  not  the  body  j 

That  mind  has  rob’d  me  of  my  liberty : , 

That  mind  has  darken’d  all  my  bravery,  j 

And  into  poor  defpis’d  things,  turn’d  my  angers.  | 

Receive  me  to  your  love  Sir,  and  inftrud  me; 

Receive  me  to  your  bed,  and  marry  me  j 

I’ll  wait  upon  you,  blels  the  hour  I knew  you. 

Vir.  Is  this  a new  way.? 

Mart.  If  you  doubt  my  faith. 

Firft  t^eyour  liberty,  I’ll  make  it  perfeift. 

Or  any  thing  within  my  power. 

DV.  Iloveyou^ 

But  how  to  recompence  your  love  with  marriage.? 

Alas,  I have  a wife. 

Mart.  Dearer  thau  lam? 

That  will  adventure  fo  much  for  your  fafety? 

Forget  her  father’s  wrongs,  quit  her  own  honor. 

Pull  on  her,  for  a ftrangers  lake,  all  curfes  ? 

Vir.  Shall  this  Prince  have  his  freedom  too  ? 

Elfe  all  1 love  is  gone,  all  my  friends  perilh. 

Mart.  He  fhall.  - 

Vir.  What  lhall  I do.? 

Mart.  If  thou  defpife  my  courtcfle. 

When  I am  dead,  for  grief  I am  forfaken. 

And  no  foft  hand  left  to  aflwage  your  forrows  -, 

Too  late,  but  too  true,  curfe  your  own  cruelties.^ 

Afca.  Be  wife-,  if  Ihe  be  true,  no  thred  is  left  elfe, 

To  guide  us  from  this  labyrinth  of  mifchief  j 

Nor  no  way  for  our  friends. 

Vir.  Thus  then  I take  you : 

I bind  ye  to  my  life,  my  love. 

1 Mart. 

TO 
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Mart.  I take  you, 

And  with  the  like  bond  tye  my  heart  yourfervant  j 
W’ are  now  almoft  at  Harbor,  within  this  hour. 

In  the  dead  watch.  I’ll  have  the  Long-boat  ready  ^ 

And  when  I give  the  word,  befureyou  enter, 

I’ll  lee  ye  furninit  both  immediately. 

And  like  your  felf  fome  truftyman  fhall  wait  you. 

The  watch  I’ll  make  mine  own  j only  my  love 
Requires  a ftronger  vow,  which  I’ll  adminifter 
Before  we  go. 

Vlr.  ril  take  it  to  confirm  you. 

Mart.  Goe,  in  there  are  the  keys,  unlock  his  fetters. 

And  arm  ye  Nobly  both  j I’ll  be  with  you  prefently^ 

And  fo  this  loving  kifs. 

Afcan.  Be  conftant  Lady.  Exeunt  omnes- 

Enter  the  Dul^e  (^Sefle  by  'Torch-light^  Mafier 
and  Surgeon  rvith  him. 

Surg.  Y ou  grow  fo  angry  Sir,  your  wound  goes  backward. 
Sef.  lam  angry  at  the  time,  at  none  of  you. 

That  fends  but  one  poor  fubjed  for  revenge  ^ 

I would  have  all  the  Court,  and  all  the  villanie,. 

W'^as  ever  pradis’d  under  that  foul  Ferrant 
Tyrant,  and  all  to  quench  my  wrath. 

Maft.  Be  patient. 

Your  grace  mav  find  occafion  every  hour, 

F or  certain  they  will  feek  you  to  fatisfie. 

And  to  the  full,  your  anger. 

Sef.  ’Death,  they  dare  not ; 

They  know  that  I command  death,  feed  his  hunger. 

And  when  I let  him  loofe — 

Surg.  You’ll  never  heal  Sir, 

If  thele  extreams  dwell  in  you,  you  are  old. 

And  burn  your  fpirits  out  with  this  wild  anger. 

Sef.  Thou  liefl;,  I am  not  old,  lamas  lufty 
And  full  of  manly  heat  as  them,  or  thou  art. 

Ma(l.  No  more  of  that. 

Sef.  And  dare  feek  out  a danger^ 

And  hold  him  at  the  fwords  point,  when  thou  trembleft 
And  creepefl;  into  thy  box  of  falves  tofavethee. 

Oh  Mailer,  I have  had  a dreadful  dream  to  night ! 
Me-thought  the  flhp  was  all  on  fire,  and  my  lov’d  Daughter 
To  fave  her  life,  leapt  into  the  Sea-,  where  luddainly 
Aftranger  fnatchtherup,  andfwam  away  with  her. 

Maf.  ’Twas  but  the  heat  o’ th’  fight  Sir. 

Boatfivain  within j and  Sailor, 
Boatf.  Look  out,  what’s  that  ? 

Sail.  The  Long-boat  as  I live. 

Boatf.  Ho,  there  i’th’  Long-Boat. 

What  noife  is  that?  fjoy. 

I hear  Sir,- _ Exit  Mafier, 

Boatf  The  devil  or  his  dam hail  her  agen  boys. 

Sail.  The  Long-boat,  ho,  the  Long-boat. 

Sef.  Why,  the  Long-boat. 

Where  is  the  Long-boat  ? 

Boatf.  Sheisftolen  off 

Enter  Mafier. 

Sef.  Whoftole  her? 

Oh  my  prophetique  foul ! 

Mafi.  Your  Daughters  gone  Sir? 

The  prifbners  and  fix  Sailors,  Rogues. 

Sef.  Mifchief,  fix  thoufand  plagues  fail  with ’em-, 

They’r  in  her  yet,  make  out. 

Mafi.  We  have  ne’r  a Boat. 

Enter  Gunner. 

Gun.  Who- knew  of  this  trick  ? 

Sef.  W^eigh  Anchors  and  away. 

Boatf.  \Ve  ha  no  wind  Sir, 

They’ll  beat  us  with  their  Oars. 

Sef.  Then  fink ’em  Gunner, 

Oh  fink  ’em,  fink  ’em,  fink  ’em,  claw  ’em  Gunner  i 
As  ever  thou  haft  lov’d  me. 


Gun.  I’lldoreafon, 

But  I’ll  be  hang’d  before  I’ll  hurt  the  Lady.  Exit  Gun. 
Sef  Who  knew  of  this  ? Trump.a  piece  or 

Mafi.  We  Hand  all  clear.  two  zo  off. 

Sef.  What  Devil 

Put  this  bafe  trick  into  her  tail.?  my  Daughter, 

And  run  away  with  rogues ! I hope  fhe’s  funk,  piece  or 

Or  torn  to  pieces  with  the  Ihot,  rots  find  her,  % two. 

The  leproiieof  whore  flick  ever  to  her. 

Oh  fhe  has  ruin’d  my  revenge. 

Enter  Gunner. 

Cun.  She  is  gone,  Sir. 

1 cannot  reach  her  with  my  fhot. 

Sef.  Rife  winds, 

Blow  till  ye  burflthe  Air,  andfwellthe  Seas, 

Thatthey  may  fink  the  Stars,  Oh  dance  her,  dance  her 
Shee’s  impudently  wanton,  dance  her,  dance  her. 

Mount  her  upon  your  furges,  cool  her,  cool  her  *, 

She  runs  hot  like  a whore,  cool  her,  cool  her 
Oh  now  a fhot  to  link  her,  cut  Cables , 

I will  away,  and  where  fhe  lets  her  foot 
Although  it  be  in  F errants  I’ll  follow  her. 

And  fuch  a Fathers  vengeance  fhall  fhe  fuller 

Dare  any  man  Hand  by  me? 

Mafi.  All,  all. 

Boatf.  All  sir. 

Gun.  And  the  fame  cup  you  tafle. 

Sef.  Cut  Cables  then^ 

For  I fhall  never  fleep  nor  know  what  peace  is. 

Till  I have  pluckther  heart  out^ 

All  within.  Oh  main  there.  Exeunt. 


JBus  Tertius. 

Sc^nOr  Prma. 

Enter  Ferrant.  Ronvere,  Caflruccio,  Villio,  and  Guard. 

Ron.  You  are  too  gentle,  Sir.  F lourijh  Cornets 

Fer.  You  are  too  carelefs  : 

The  creatures  I have  made,  no  way  regard  me: 

Why  fliould  I give  you  names,  titles  of  honor, 

Rob  families  to  fill  your  private  houfes. 

For  your  advancement,  draw  all  curfes  on  me, 

Wake  tedious  winter  nights,  to  make  them  happy 
That  for  me  break  no  flumber  ? 

What  we  can. 

We  dare  do. 

Fer.  Why  is  your  'Soverigiis  life  then 
(In  which  you  live,  and  in  whole  faU  your  honors, 

Your  wealth,  your  pomp,  your  pride,  and  all  muft  luffer) 
No  better  guarded?  Oh  my  cruel  Stars, 

That  mark  me  out  a King,  raifingmeon 
This  pinnacle  of  greatnefs,  only  to  be 
The  nearer  blafling ! 

Vil.  What  think  you  now  Gij/racew.? 

Is  not  this  a merry  life  ? 

Cafi . Still  thou  art  couzen’d  -, 

It  is  a glorious  royal  difeontentmentv 
How  bravely  it  becomes  him  1 
Fer.  To  be  made 

The  common  Butt,  for  every  Have  to  fhootat^ 

No  peace,  no  reft  I take,  but  their  alarms 
Beat  at  my  heart:  why  do  Hive,  or  feek  then. 

To  add  a day  more  to  thefe  glorious  troubles? 

Or  to  what  end  when  all  I can  arrive  at. 

Is  but  the  fumming  up  of  fears  and  forrowsr 
What  power  has  my  command,  when  from  mybofbni 
Afeanioy  my  moftdear,  and  lov’d  Afeanio, 

Was  fnatch’d,  fpiteof  my  Will,  fpite  of  my  Succor, 

And 
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And  by  mjne  own  p^o\^  flave,  retein’d  raofb  miferable  ? 
And  ftill  tnat  to  nip  my  pleafures, 

It  being  notwit^ii^my  pojyer  to  reach  him. 

Korn.  Time  yellore  ^ this  •,  and  would  you  hear 
W'hofe  counftl  never  fad’d  you. 

Fer.  Tell  "me  no  more, 

I faint 'beneath  theburithen  of  my  cares-, 

And  yield  my  fell"  moft  wretched. 

Kon.  On  my  knee^ 

1 beg  it,  mighty  Sir,  vouchlafe  me  hearing. 

Fer.  Speak,  fpeak,  and  I thus  low.,  fuch  is  ray  fortune. 
Will  hear  what  thou  canftfay. 
took  but  on  this. 

Has  not  a man  that  has  but  means  to  keep 
A Hawk,  a Greyhound,  and  a Hunting  Nag, 

More  pleafure  than  this  King.^ 

Cafi.  A dull  fool  ftill. 

Make  me  a King,  and  let  me  fcratch  with  care. 

And  fee  who’ll  have  the  better-,  give  me  rule 
Cofl^mand,  obedience,  pleafure  of  a King, 

And let^the  Devil  roar.?  The  greateft  corrofive 
A King  can  have,  is  of  more  precious  tickling. 

And  handled  to  the  height,  more  dear  delight, 

Than  other  mens  whole  lives,  let  ’em  be  f^e  too. 

Vjl.  Think  of  the  mutinous  people. 

C^L  Hang  the  people. 

Give  me  the  pleafure,  let  me  do  all,  awe  all. 

Enjoy  their  Wives  and  States  at  my  difcretion. 

And  peg  ’em  when  1 pleafe,  let  the  flaves  mumble. 

Vil.  But  fay  they  fhould  be  vex’d,  and  rife  againftthee? 
Cult.  Let ’em  rife,  let ’em  rife:  give  me  the  bridle  Jiere, 
And  fee  if  they  can  crack  my  girths:  ahL^fw, 

Under  the  Sun  there’s  nothing  fo  voluptuous 
As  riding  of  thisMonfter,  till  he  founder. 

Fer.  Who’s  that  fb  loud  .•? 

Caj}.  lamdqipl^:  is  not  this  rare? 

Kings lOQks  ipake  Pythagoreans-^  is  liotthis 
A happinefs  Villio 
Vil.  Yes,  to  put  to  filence 
A fawning  fycophant. 

Fer.  T^pq  fpeak’ft  truth  in  all. 

And  mercy  is  a vice,  when  there  needs  rigor. 

Which •!,  with  ell  feverity,  will  praftice -, 

And  fince,  as  fubjedsthey  pay  not  obedience, 

.Tjiey  fliglJ  be  forc’d  as  flaves : 1 will  remove 
Their  means  to  hurt,  and  with  the  means,  my  fears  ^ 

Goe  you  the  fatal  executioners 

Of  my  commands,  and  in  our  name  proclaim, 

That  from  this  hour  I do  forbid  all  meetings. 

All  private  conferences  in  the  City : 

To  feaft  a neighbor  fhall  be  death : to  talk. 

As  they  meet  in  the  flreets,  to  hold  difcourfe, 
writing,  nay  by  figns  fee  this  perform’d. 

And  1 will  call  your  cruelty,  to  thofe 
That  dare  repine  at  this,  to  me  true  fervice. 

1 Gard.  This  makes  for  us. 

2 Card.  I,  now  we  have  employments. 

If  we  grow  not  rich,  ’twere  fit  we  fhould  be  beggars. 

Fer.  Konvere.  Exit  Guard, 

Eon.  My  Lord. 

Caji.  Thou  enemy  to  Majefty? 

What  think’ftthouof  a kingdom? 

Vil.  As  of  a man 
That  hath  power  to  do  ill. 

Caji.  Ora  thing  rather 
That  does  divide  an  Empire  with  the  gods-, 

Obferve  but  with  how  little  breath  he  fhakes 
A populous  City,  which  would  Hand  unmoy  d 
Againft  a whirlwind. 

Vil.  Then  you  make  him  more 
Than  him  that  rules  the  winds. 

Caji.  For  meldoprofefs  it. 

Were  I offer’d  to  be  any  thing  on  eaftb 
I would  be  mighty  F errant. 


Fer.  who  names  me? 

Deliver  thy  thoughts  flave,  thy  thoughts,  and  truly 
Or  be  no  more.  ^ 

Cafi.  They  rather  will  deferve. 

Your  favour  than  your  fury  • I admire, 

(As  who  does  not,  that  is  a loyal  fubjed.?' ) 

Your  wifdom,  power,  yourperfed  happinefs. 

The  moft  blefl:  of  mankind. 

Fer.  Didft  thou  but  feel. 

The  weighty  forrows  that  fit  on  a Crown, 

Though  thou  fhouldfl  find  one  in  the  ftreets  Caflruccte. 
Thou  wouldft  not  think  it  worth  the  taking  upj 
But  fince  thou  art  enamour’d  of  my  fortune. 

Thou  fhalt  e’r  long  taffe  of  it. 

Caji.  But  one  day, 

And  then  let  me  expire. 

Fer.  Goe  to  my  Wardrobe, 

And  of  the  richefi:  things  I wear,  cull  out. 

What  thou  thinkft  fit;  do  you  attend  himfirrahj 
Vil.  I warrant  you  I fhall  be  at  his  elbow. 

The  fool  will  never  leave  him.  E.v/>  Caft.  Villio. 

Cafl.  Made  for  ever.  a Jhout  mthin. 

Fer.  What  fliout  is  that,  draw  up  our  Guards. 

Enter  Virolet,  ATcanio,  and  a Servant. 

Eon.  Thofe  rather 
Speak  joy  than  danger. 

Bring  her  to  my  houfe, 

1 would  not  have  her  feen  here. 

F er.  My  Afianio  ! 

The  moll  defir’d  of  all  men,  let  me  die 
Inthefe  embraces^  how  wertthou  redeem’d? 

Afc.  Sir,  this  is  my  preferver. 

F er.  At  more  leifure, 

I will  enquire  the  manner,  and  the  means, 

I cannot  fpare  fo  much  time  now  from  my 
More  flrickt  embraces:  Virolet.,  welcome  too, 

This  fervice  weighs  down  your  intended  Treafbnj 
You  long  have  been  mine  enemy,  learn  now 
To  be  my  friend  and  loyal,  1 ask  no  more. 

And  live  as  free  as  F err  ant-,  let  him  have 
The  forty  thoufand  crowns  I gladly  promis’d. 

For  my  Afcanio''s  freedom,  and  deliver 
His  Father,  and  his  wife  to  him  in  fafety. 

Something  hath  palled  which  I am  forry  for. 

But  ’twill  not  now  be  help’d  -,  come  my  Afcanio, 

And  reap  the  harvefl  of  my  winter  travels.  F lonrip 

My  heit  Afcanio,  my  lov’d  Afianio.  Cornets. 

Vir.  My  Lord,  all  former  paflages  forgot.  Ex/#  Fer. 

I am  become  a fuitor.  Afianio. 

Eon.  To  me  Virolet? 

Vir.  To  you  yet  will  not  beg  the  courtefie, 

But  largely  pay  you  for  it. 

Eon.  To  the  purpofe. 

Vir.  The  forty  thoufand  crowns  the  King  hath  given  me, 

I will  bellow  on  you,  if  by  your  means 
I may  have  liberty  for  a divorce 
Between  me  and  my  wife. 

Eon.  Your  jHlian(\? 

That  for  you  hath  iridur’d  fo  much,  fb  nobly  ? 

Vir.  The  more  my  forrow but  it  muff  be  fb. 

Eon.  I will  not  hinder  it  : without  a bribe. 

For  mine  own  ends,  I would  have  further’d  this, 

I will  ufe  all  my  power. 

Vir.  ’Tis  all  f aske ; 

Oh  my  curs’d  fate,  that  ever  man  fhould  hate 
Himfeir  for  being  belov’d,  or  be  compell’d 
To  call  away  a Jewel,  Kings  would  buy. 

Though  with  the  lofs  of  Crown  and  Monarchy . 


Exeunt. 


Enter  Seffe,  Majler,  Boatfirrain,  Gunner. 
Sep.  How  do  I look.? 


Maji 
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Maj}.  You  are  fo  ftrangely  alter’d. 

We  fcarce  can  know  yon,  fo  young  again,  and  utterly 
From  that  you  were,  figure,  or  any  favour^ 

Your  friends  cannot  difcern  you. 

Sejje.  I have  none, 

None  but  my  fair  revenge,  and  let  that  know  me: 

You  are  finely  alter’d  too. 

Boatj.  To  pleafe  your  humour. 

But  we  may  pafs  without  difguife.  our  living 
Was  never  in  their  element. 

Ghh.  This  jewfure. 

That  alter’d  youy  is  a mad  knave; 

Sef.  Oh!  a moll  excellent  fellow.  (off* 

Guh.  How  he  has  mew’d  your  head,  has  rub’d  the  fnow 
And  run  your  beard  into  a peak  of  twenty. 

Boatf.  Stopt  all  the  crannies  in  your  face, 

Majh  Molt  rarely. 

Boaif.  And  now  you  look  as  plump,  your  eies  as  fparkling. 
As  if  you  were  to  leap  into  a Ladies  faddle. 

Has  he  not  fet  your  nofe  awry  ? 

Sef.  The  better. 

Boatf.  I think  it  be  the  better,  but  ’tis  awry  fure  y 
North  and-by  I,  there’s  the  point  it  Itands  in  •, 
Nowhalfe  a point  to  the  Southward. 

Sef  1 could  laugh-, 

But  that  my  bufmefs  requires  no  mirth  now  *, 

Thou  art  a merry  fellow^, 

Iwmuldthe  Jev/Sir, 

Could  Iteer  my  head  right,for  1 have  fuch  a fv/imming  in’t. 
Ever  fmce  I went  to  Sea  firft. 

Mafl.  Take  wine  and  purge  it. 

Boatf  1 have  had  a thoufand  pilsofSack,  a thoufand  j 
A thoufand  pottle  Pills. 

Gun.  Take  more. 

Boatf.  Good  DoAor, 

Your  patient  is  eafily  perfwaded. 

Maji.  The  next  fair  open  weather 
Methinks  this  Jew 

If  he  were  truly  knowm  to  founder’d  Courtiers, 

And  decay’d  Ladies  that  have  loft  their  fleeces 
On  every  bufn,  he  might  pick  a pretty  living. 

Boatf.  The  belt  of  all  our  gallants,fhouldbeglad  of  him;, 
For  if  you  mark  their  marches,  they  are  tender, 

Soft,  foft,  and  tender then  but  obferve  their  bodies, 

And  you  fhall  find  ’em  cemented  by  a Surgeon, 

Or  fome  Phyfitian  for  a year  or  two. 

And  then  to  th’  tub  again,  for  anew  pickle. 

This  Jew  might  live  a Ge«b/ehere.  Ent.  2 Cittizensat 

Sef.  What  are  thefe  ? both  doors  , faht- 

Stand  dofe  and  mark?  ting  afar  off. 

Boatf.  Thefe  are  no  men,  th’are  motions. 

Sef.  What  fad  and  ruthful  faces  I 
I Boatf.  How  they  duck  I 
This  lencelefs,  filent  courtefie  methinks. 

Shews  like  two  faluting  one  another , 

Upon  two  Porters  backs. 

Sef.  They  are  my  Countrey-men, 

And  this,  fome  forc’d  infliction  from  the  tyrant 
What  are  you,  why  is  this?  why  move  thus  filent 
As  if  you  were  wandring  fliadows  ? why  fo  fad  ? 

Your  tongues feal’d  up are  ye  of  feveral  Countries? 

You  underftand  not  one  another  ? 

Gun.  That’s  an  Englishman., 

He  looks  as  though  he  had  loft  his  dog. 

Sef.  Your  habits 

'Shew  ye  all  Neopolitanes-.,  and  your  faces 
Deliver  you  oppreffed  things  ^ fpeak  boldly : 

Do  you  groan  and  labor  under  this  ftiff  yoak  ? 

Mafi.  They  lhake  their  heads  and  weep. 

Sef.  Oh  mifery ! 

Give  plenteous forrow,  and  no  tongues  to  Ihew  ’em! 
This  is  a ftudied  cruelty. 

' 1 Cit.  Begone  Sir, 

[tfeems  you  are  a ftranger,  and  lave  your  felf-, 


2 Cit.  You  wonder  here  at  us^  as  much  we  wonder 
T o hear  you  fpeak  fo  openly,  and  boldly. 

The  Kings  command  being  publifht  to  the  contrary  • 
’Tisdeathhere,  above  two,  to  talk  together  • 

And  that  muft  be  but  common  falutation  neither. 

Short,  and  fo  part. 

Boatf.  How  fhould  a man  buy  muftard. 

If  he  be  forc’d  to  ftay  the  making  of  it 
lE’ithin  i.  Clear  all  the  ftreets  before  the  King: 

I Cit.  Get  offSir, 

And  fhift  as  we  muft  do.  Exeunt  Citizens. 

Sef.  I’ll  fee  his  glory. 

Mall.  Stand  fall  now  and  like  men.  Flourijh  Colours. 

Enter  Caftruccio  lih^  the  King.,  in.  the  tnidjl  of  a 
Guard.  Villio, 

Begin  the  game.  Sir, 

And  pluck  me  down  the  Row 
Of  houfes  there. 

They  hide  the  view  o’ th’ hil4  and  fink  thofe  Merchants, 
Their  fhips  are  foul  and  ftink. 

Maji.  Thisisa  fvveetyouth. 

Caji.  All  that  are  taken  in  aflemblies. 

Their  houfes  and  their  wives,  their  wealths  are  forfeit. 
Their  lives  at  your  devotion.  Viliams,  Knaves, 

I’ll  make  you  bow  and  fhake.  I’ll  make  you  kneel  Rogues. 
How  brave  ’tisto  be  a King.? 

Gun.  Here’s  fine  tumbling, 

Caji.  No  man  fhall  fit  i’  th’  temple  near  another 
Boatf.  Nor  lie  with  his  own  wife. 

Caji.  All  upon  pain 
Of  prefent  death,  forget  to  write. 

Boatf.  That’s  excellent. 

Carriers  and  Footpofts,  will  be  arrant  rebels. 

Caji.  No  character,  or  ftamp;,  that  may  deliver 
This  mans  intention,  to  that  man  i’  th’  Countrey. 

Gun.  Nay,  an  you  cutoff,  after  my  hearty  commenda- 
Your  friend  and  Oliver.  No  more.  (tinos. 

Caji.  Nomanfmile, 

And  wear  face  of  mirth  j that  fellows  cunning. 

And  hides  a double  heart,  he’s  your  prize,  fmokehim. 

Tw^erVirolet,  Ronvero,  Afeanio,  and  Martia 
paffng  over. 

Sef.  What  bafe  abufe  is  this?  Ha?  ’tisher  face  lure. 
My  prifoiiers  with  her  too?  by  heaven  wild  whore 
Now  is  my  time. 

Maji.  Do  what  you  will, 

Sef.  Stay  hold  yet. 

My  Countrey  fhall  be  ferv’d  firft,  let  her  go. 

We’ll  have  an  hour  for  her  to  make  her  tremble. 

Now  fhew  our  felves,  and  Wefs  you  with  your  valours. 
Guard.Ueie^s  a whole  plump  of  Rogues.  { Virolct  and  they 
Sef.  Now  for  your  Countrey.  i off  again. 

Caji.  Away  with  ’em  and  hang  ’emj  Ihew  no  mercy, 

I fay  no  mercy. 

Sef.  Be  it  fo  upon  ’em. 

Guards  Treafon,  treafon,  treafon. 

Boatf.  Cut  the  flaevs  to  giggets. 

Gun.  Down  with  the  Bul-beefs. 

S ef.  Hold,  hold,  I command  you,  look  here. 

Caji.  Amiferablething,  I am  no  King  Sir. 

Sef.  Sirrah  your  fools-face  haspreferv’d  your  life.^ 

Wear  no  more  Kings  coats,  you  have  feap’dafeouring. 
Boatf.  I’ftnotthe  King. 

Sef.  No,  ’tis  a prating  Raftal, 

The  puppy  makes  him  mirth. 

Caji.  Yes  Sir  I am  a puppy. 

Boatf.  I befeech  you  let  me  hang  him. 

I’ll  do’t  in  my  Beltftraight. 

Caf.  As  you  are  honourable. 

It  is  enough  you  may  hang  me. 

Gun,  I’llhangafquib  at’s  tail 
That  fhall  blow  both  his  buttocks,  like  a petard 

Cajl. 


The  double  Marriage, 


Cafl . Do  any  thing. 

But  do  not  kid  me  Gentieraen.  Enter  CitUen, 

Boatef.  Let’s  flea  him,  and  have  him  flye blown, 

Cit.  Away,  and  lave  your  lives. 

The  King  himfelf  is  coming  on  ^ if  you  fray, 

You  are  loft  for  ever;,  let  not  lb  much  noblenefs 
Wilfully  perifli. 

Ssjfl  How  near.? 

2.  Cit.  He’s  here  behind  you.  Ex.Sejf.  Bo^ltfJr. 

Sef.  We  thank  you.  vanijl).  Saylers.,  Cmzens. 

Enter  Ferand,  Rouvere  florljh  Cornits. 

Fer.  Double  the  Guards  and  take  in  men  that  dare, 
Thefe  Oaves  are  frighted  ^ where  are  the  proud  Rebels .? 
To  what  proteftion  fl^?  what  villain  leads  ’em  ? 

Under  our  noie  difturra  our  reft? 

Konver.  We  fliail  hear , 

For  fuch  a fearch- 1 have  fent  ,'"to  hunt  the  T ray  tors. 

Fer.  Yet  better  men  I Fay,  we  ftand  too  open  : 

How  now  CajtrHcbio}  how  do  you  like  our  glory  ? 

CafK  I muft  conlefs , ’twas  ibmewhat  more  than  my 
This  open  glory  agrees  not  with  my  body,  (match  Sir;, 
But  if  it  were  ith’  Calcle,  or  fome  ftrengtli , 

Where  I might  have  my  fwinge. 

Vil.  You  have  been  Iwing’d  brother*. 

How  thefe  delights  have  tickled  you  ? you  itch  yet  ? 

Will  you  walk  out  again  in  j>omp  ? 

Caf}.  Good  Fool. 

Vil.  Thefe  rogues  muft  be  rebuked,  they  aretoofawey, 
Thefe  peremptory  Knaves  Will  you  walk  out  Sir , 

And  take  the  remnant  of  your  Coronation? 

The  people  ftay  to  fee  it. 

Fer.  Do  not  vex  him, 

H’as  grief  enough  in’s  bones*  you  lhall  to  the  Citadel, 
And  like  my  felf  command,  there  ufe  your  pleafure , 

But  take  heed  to  your  perlbn. 

Vil.  The  more  danger. 

Still  the  more  honor  Brother. 

Cali.  If  I reign  not  then , 

And  like  a King,  and  thou  Ihalt  know  it  fool, 

And  thou  flialt  reel  it  fool. 

Vil.  Fools  frill  are  freemen , 

I’ll  fue  for  a protedion , till  thy  reign’s  out. 

Ffr.  The  people  have  abus’d  the  liberty 
I late  allow’d , I now  proclaim  it  ftraighter , 

No  men  lhall  walk  together  nor  falute  ^ 

For  they  that  do  fliall  dye. 

Konver.  You  hit  the  right  Sir  *, 

That  liberty  cut  off,  you  are  free  from  pradife. 

Fer.  Renew  my  guards. 

Konver.  I lhall. 

Fer.  And  keep  ftrid  watches  ^ 

One  hour  of  joy  I ask. 

Koh.  You  fnall  have  many.  Exeitnt  Flor.  Cor. 

Pandulfo  and  Juliana,  led  by  trvo  of  the  guards 
as  not  yet  fuHy  recovered. 

1 . Guard. 

You  are  now  at  liberty,  in  your  own  houfe  Lady, 

And  here  onr  charge  takes  end. 

Band.  ’Tis  now  a Cuftom. 

We  muft  even  wooe  thofe  men  deferve  worftof  us. 

And  fo  we  thank  your  labors;,  there’s  to  drink. 

For  that,  and  mifehief  arc  your  occupations ^ 

And  to  mean  well  to  no  man,  your  chief’ll  hai  vefts. 

2.  Gard.  You  give  Ijberally  ^ we  hope  Sir,  er’t  be  long. 
To  be  oftner  acquainted  with  your  bounty , 

And  fo  we  leave  you. 

Vand.  Do,  for  I dote  not  on  ye  ^ 

Jnl.  But  where’s  my  Husband?  what  fhould  I do  here? 
Orwhatlhare  have  I in  this  joy,  call’d  liberty. 

Without  his  company  ? Why  did  you  flatter  me. 

And  tell  me  he  was  return’d,  his  fervice  honor’d? 

I He  is  fo,  and  ftands  high  in  the  Kings  favor. 


His  friends  redeemed,  and  his  own  liberty, 
from  which  yours  is  deriv’d,  confirm’d-  his  fervice. 

To  his  own  wilh,  rewarded ; fo  fare-well  Lady.f 

Band.  Goperlecutethegood,  and  hunt  ye  hell-hounds  , 
Ye  Leeches  of  the  time,  luck  till  yeburft  Haves  j 
How  does  my  girl .? 

Jul.  Weak  yet,  but  full  of  comfort  *, 

Band.  Sit  down,  and  take  fome  reft. 

]iil.  My  heart’s  whole  Father^ 

That  joys,  and  leaps,  to  hear  my  Virolet.^ 

My  Dear,  my  life,  has  conquer’d  his aiflifl  ions. 

Band.  Thofe  rude  hands,  and  that  bloody  will  that  did 
That  durft  upon  thy  tender  body  print  (this. 

Theft  Charaders  of  cruelty;,  hear  me  heaven. 

Jul.  O Sir  be  fparing. 

Band.  I’ll  fpcak  it,  tho  I burft;, 

And  tho  the  ayr  had  cars,  and  ferv’d  the  Tyrant,  , 
Out  it  fliould  go  : O here  me  thou  great  lufrice^ 

The  miferies  that  wait  upon  their  mifehiefs. 

Let  them  be  nuraberlefs  , and  no  eye  pitty 
Them  when  their  fouls  are  loaden,  and  in  labour,  (rar- 
Aiid  wounded  through,  and  through,  with  guilt  andhor^ 
As  mine  is  now  with  grief;,  let  men  laugh  at  ’em  (’em. 
Then,  when  their  monftrous  fins,  like  eartli-quakes,liiake 
And  thofe  eyes,  that  forgot  heaven  would  look  upward, 
The  bloody  ’larms,  of  the  confidence  beating , 

Let  mercy  flye , and  day  ftrook  into  darknefs , 

Leave  their  blind  fouls  , to  hunt  out  their  own  horrors. 

Jul.  Enough,  enough,  we  muft  forget  dear  Fathers 
For  then  we  arc  glorious  formes  of  heaven ;,  and  live. 
When  we  can  fufter,  and  as  foon  forgive. 

But  where’s  my  Lord  ? methinks  I have  feen  this  houfe , 
And  have  been  in’t  before. 

Band.  Thine  own  houfe  jewel. 

Jul.  Mine,  without  him?  or  his,  without  my  company? 

I think  it  cannot  be*,  it  was  not  wont  Father.  (heaven) 
Band.  Some  bufinefs  with  the  King,  (let  it  be  good, 
Rcteins  him  fiire.  Enter  Boy. 

Jul.  It  muft  be  good  and  noble , 

For  all  men  that  he  treats  with  taft  of  virtue  *, 

His  words  and  adions  arc  his  own:,  and  Honour’s 
Not  brought , nor  compelPd  from  him. 

Band.  Here’s  the  Boy. 

He  can  confirm  us  more,  how  lad  the  child  looks  ? 

Come  hither  Lucio-^  how,  and  where’s  thy  Mailer? 

Jul.  Speak  gentle  Boy. 

Band  Is  he  return’d  in  fafety  ? 

Jul.  If  not,  and  that  thou  knovvft  is  miferable, 

Our  hopes  and  happinels  declin’d  for  ever  ^ 

Study  a forrow  excellent  as  thy  Mailer , 

Then  if  thou  canft  live  leave  us. 

Lucio.  Noble  Madam , 

My  Lord  is  fafe  return’d,  fafe  to  his  friends,and  fortune, 
Safe  to  his  Countrey,  entertain’d  with  honour. 

Is  here  within  the  houft. 

Jul.  Do  not  mock  me. 

Lucio.  But  fuch  a melancholly  hangs  on  his  mind. 

And  in  his  eyes  inhabit  ftich  fad  fliadowes  *, 

But  what  the  caufe  is — 

Band.  Go  tell  him  w^e  are  here  Boy, 

There  muft  be  no  caufe  now. 

Jul.  Haft  thou  forgot  me  ? 

Lucio.  No  nobleft  Lady. 

Jul.  Tell  him  I am  here , 

Tell  him  his  wife  is  here,  (bund  my  name  to  him. 

And  thou  flialt  fee  him  Hart , fiieak  Juliana, 

And  like  the  Sunthat  labors  through  a tempeft. 

How  fuddainly  he  will  ifperfe  his  ftdnefs? 

Band.  Go  I command  thee  inftantly , 

And  charge  him  on  his  duty. 

Jul.  On  his  love  Boy : 

1 would  fain  go  to  him. 

Band.  Awav,  away,  you  arc  foohni, 

Jul.  Bear  all  my  iervicc  fvvcct  Boy. 

\ O 


Banl. 


1 io6 


1 I I II  ■ I ‘I  - " ■ 11-  ■ ■■  __  . • - 

The  double  Marriage. 


Pand.  j^rtthoii  here  fcil!  ? 

JitL  And  tell  him  what  thou  wilt  that  fnall  become 
ParnL  Ith’  hoiife,  and  know  wc  are  here.E;c.  Boj;.  (thee. 
'JhL  No,  no,  he  did  not-, 

I warrant  you  he  did  not;  could  you  think 
His  love  had  lefs  than  wings,  had  he  but  feen  mey 
His  ftrong  affection  any  thing  but  fire 
Confuming  all  weak  lets  and  rubs  before  it, 

Till  he  had  met  my  flame,  and  made  one  body? 

If  ever  heavens  high  blelTings  met  in  one  man , 

And  there  erefted  to  their  holy  ufes 
A facred  mind  fit  for  their  fervices , 

Built  all  of  polillit  honor,  ’twas  in  this  man:. 

Mifdoubt  him  not. 

?md.  I know  he’s  truely  noble  ^ 

But  why  this  fadnefs , when  the  general  caufe 
Requires  a Jubile  of  joy? 

Jtil.  I know  not,  EnterVi^oltiand  Boy. 

Pand.  Pray  heaven  you  find  it  not. 

Jul.  I hope  I fliall  not : 

O here  he  comes,  and  with  him  all  my  happinefs  ^ 

He  frays  and  thinks,  we  may  be  too  unmannerly y 
Fray  give  him  leave.  thyjianduff'. 

Pand.  I do  not  like  this  fadnefs. 

Vir.  O hard  condition  of  my  mifery! 

Unheard  erf  plagues ! when  to  behold  that  woman , 

That  chaff  and  virtuous  woman,  that  preferv’d  me. 

That  pious  wife,  wedded  to  my  afflidtions, 

Muft  be  more  terrible  than  all  my  dangers. 

O fortune,  thou  haft  rob’d  nic  of  my  making. 

The  noble  building  of  a man,  demoliflit. 

And  flung  me  headlong , on  a fin  fo  bafe 

hfan  and  mankind  contemn-,  even  beafts  abhor  it, 

A fin  more  dull  than  drink,  a fliame  beyond  it^ 

So  foul , and  far  from  faith  ^ I dare  not  name  it , 

But  it  will  cry  it  felf  out , loud  ingratitude. 

Four  blcfllng  Sir. 

Pand.  You  have  it  in  abundance  y 
So  is  our  joy,  to  fee  you  fafe. 

Vir . My  Dear  one  -, 

Jnl.  H’as  not  forgot  me  yet : O take  me  to  you  Sir. 

Vir.  Muft  this  be  added  to  increafe  my  mifery. 

That  file  muft  weep  for  joy,  and  loofe  that  goodnefs? 

My  Jtdianay  even  the  beftof  women. 

Of  wives  the  perfedleft , let  me  fpeak  this , 

And  with  a modefty  declare  thy  vertues , 

Chaftertha  i Chryftal,  on  the  Scythian  Clifts 

The  more  the  proud  winds  Court , the  more  the  purer. 

Sweeter  in  thv  obedience  than  a Sacrifice  i 
^ } 

And  in  thy  mind  a Saint,  that  even  yet  living , 

Produceft  ni'racles,  and  women  daily. 

With  crooked  and  lame  fouls  creep  to  thy  goodnefs. 
Which  having  toucht  at , they  become  examples. 

The  fortitude  of  all  their  lex,  is  Fable 
Compar’d  to  thine  ^ and  they  that  fill’d  up  glory  , 

And  admiration,  in  the  age  behind  us , 

Out  of  their  celebrated  urns,  are  ftarted  , 

To  {fare  upon  the  greatnefs  of  thy  fpirit  ^ 

Wondring  what  new  Martyn  heaven  has  begot, 

To  fill  the  times  with  truth,  and  eafe  their  ftories: 

Being  afl  thefe,  and  excellent  in  beauty, 

(For  noble  things  dwell  in  the  nobleft  buildings) 

Thou  haft  undone  thy  husband , made  him  wretched 
A miferable  man , my  JttUana , 

Thou  haft  made  thy  ViroUt. 

Jul.  Now  goodnefs  keep  me  y 
Oh ! my  dear  Lord. 

Pand.  She  wrong  you  ? what’s  the  meaning  ? 

Weep  not , but  fpeak , 1 charge  you  on  obedience  -, 

Your  Father  charges  you  , flie  make  you*miferable? 

That  you  your  felf  confefs. 

Vir.  1 do,  that  kils  me  y 
And  fat  ^ fpoke  her  than  her  merit. 

It  is  fome  fin  of  weaknefs , or  of  Ignorance  ? 


For  fure  my  Will 

Vir.  No,  ’tis  a fin  of  excellence ; 

Forgive  me  heaven , that  I prophane  thy  bleffings: 

Sit  ftill  y I’ll  fhew  you  all.  Exit  Virokt. 

Pand.  What  means  this  madnefs  ? 

For  fure  there  is  no  taft  of  right  man  in  itj 
Grieves  he  our  liberty , our  prefervation  ? 

Or  has  the  greatnefs  of  the  deed  he  has  done. 

Made  hirn  forget,  for  whom,  and  how  he  did  it , 

And  looking  down  upon  us,  fcorn  the  benefit? 

Well  Virolet.,  if  thou  beeft  proud,  or  treacherous. 

Jul.  He  cannot  Sir,  he  cannot y he  will  fhew  us, 

And  with  that  reafbn  ground  his  words. 

Enter  Virolet,  Martia,  Ronvere. 

Pand.  He  comes. 

What  Mafque  is  this  ? what  admirable  beauty  ? 

Pray  heaven  his  heart  be  true. 

JhL  a goodly  woman. 

Vir.  T ell  me  my  dear  y and  tell  me  without  flattery. 

As  you  are  nobly  honeft,  fpeak  the  truth  y 
What  think  you  of  this  Lady? 

JhL  She  is  moft  excellent. 

Vir.  Might  not  this  beauty  tell  me  it’s  a fweetone, 
Without  more  fettingcJff^  as  now  it  is. 

Thanking  no  greater  Miftrefs  than  meer  nature. 

Stagger  a conftant  heart  ? 

Pand.  She  is  full  of  wonder  1 
But  yet  y yet  Virolet. 

V ir.  Pray  by  your  leave  Sir ! 

Jul.  She  would  amaze  r 
Vir.  O ! would  fne  fb  ? I thank  you  y 
Say  to  this  beauty , fhe  have  all  additions , 

Wealth,  noble  birth. 

Pand.  O hold  there. 

Vir.  All  virtues, 

A mind  as  full  of  candor  as  the  truth  is, 

I,  and  a loving  Lady. 

JhL  She  muft  needs 

(I  am  bound  in  conftience  to  confefs)  deferve  much. 

Vir.  Nay,  fay  beyond  all  thefe,  fhe  be  fo  pious. 

That  even  on  Haves  condemn’d  fhe  fhowre  her  benefits,  | 
And  melt  their  ftubborn  Bolts  with  her  foft  pitty. 

What  think  you  then? 

Pand.  For  fuch  a noble  office. 

At  thefe  years,  I fliould  dote  ray  feify  take  heed  boy, 

JhL  If  you  be  he,  that  have  receiv’d  thefe  bleffings, 
And  this  the  Lady : love  her,  honor  her  y 
You  cannot  do  too  much,  to  fhew  your  gratitude. 

Your  greatefb  fervice  will  fhew  off  too  flender. 

Vir.  This  is  the  Lady  y Lady  of  that  bounty , 

That  wealth,  that  noble  name,  that  all  I Ipokeof: 

The  Prince  Afeanio  and  my  felf,  the  flaves 
Redeem’d,  brought  home,  ftill  guarded  by  her  goodnefs, 
And  of  our  liberties  you  taft:  the  fweetnefs  y 
Even  you  file  has  preferv’d  too , lengthen’d  your  lives. 

JhL  And  what  reward  do  you  purpofe  ? it  muft:  be  a main 
If  love  will  do  it  we’ll  all,  fb  love  her,  ferve  her.  (one, 
Vir.  It  muft:  be  ray  love. 

Jul.  Ha! 

Vir.  Mine,  my  only  love , 

My  everlafting  love: 

Pand.  How  ? 

Vir.  Pray  have  patience. 

The  recompence  fhe  ask’d , and  I have  render’d. 

Was  to  become  her  husband : then  I vowed  it , 

And  fince  I have  made  it  good. 

Vand.  Thou  durft:  not, 

Vir.  Done  Sir.  with  me, 

Jul.  Be  what  you  pleafe , (his  happinefs  yet  flays 
You  have  been  mine-,  oh  my  unhappy  fortune. 

Pand.  Nay,  break  and  dyey 
JhL  It  cannot  yet : I muft  live  , 

Till 
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Till  I fee  this  man,  blefc  in  his  new  love,  i 

And  then ; | 

fand.  What  hafi:  thou  done  ? thou  bafe  one  tell  me , 
Thon  barren  thing  of  honefty,  and  honor ; 

\\  hat  haft  thou  wrought  ? Is  not  this  hie,  look  on  her. 
Look  on  her,  with  the  eyes  of  gratitude , 

And  wipe  thy  falfe  tears  off:,  Is  not  this  fire, 

That  three  times  on  the  Rack,  to  guard  thy  fafety, 

\\  hen  thou  ftood’fc  loft,'  and  naked  to  the  Tyrant^ 

Thy  aged  Father  here , that  lhames  to  know  thee , 
IngagM  ith’  jaws  of  danger  ^ was  not  this  flie , 

That  then  gave  up  her  body  to  the  torture  ? 

That  tender  body , that  the  wind  fugs  through  •, 

And  three  times,  when  her  finews,  crack’d  and  tortur’d, 
The  beauties  of  her  body  turn’d  to  mines  ^ 

Even  then,  within  her  patient  heart,  foe  lock’d  thee^ 
Then  hid  thee  fiom  the  Tyrant,  then  preferv’d  thee, 

And  canft  thou  be  that  have  ? 

Martia.  This  was  but  duty  , 

She  did  it  for  her  Husband,  and  fne  ought  it  ^ 

She  has  had  the  plealure  of  him,  many  an  hour , 

And  if  one  minutes  pain  cannot  be  fulfer’d-, 

Mine  was  above  allthefe,  a nobler  venter, 

I fpeak  it  boldly,  for  I loft  a Father. 
jHe  has  one  ftill , I left  my  friends,  jhe  has  many  *, 

Expos’d  my  life,  and  honor  to  a cruelty , 

That  if  it  had  feiz’d  on  me,  racks  and  tortures , 

Alas,  they  are  Triumphs  to  it:  and  had  it  hit. 

For  this  mans  love,  it  iliould  have  Ihewed  a triumph, 
Twife  lolt,  I freed  him^  Kojfuna  loft  before  him. 

His  fortunes  with  him  ^ and  his  friends  behind  him: 

Twife  was  I rack’d  my  felf  for  his  deliverance. 

In  honor  hrft  and  name , which  was  a torture 
The  hang-man  never  heard  of  ^ next  at  Sea , 

In  our  efcape , where  the  proud  waves  took  pleafure 
To  tols  my  little  Boat  up  like  a bubble , 

Then  like  a meteor  in  the  ayr  he  hung , 

Then  catch’d  and  flung  him  in  the  depth  of  darknefs  •, 
The  Cannon  from  my  incenfed  Fathers  Ship , 

Ringing  our  Knell , and  ftill  as  we  peep’d  upward , 
Beating  the  raging  furge,  with  fire  and  Bullet , 

And  I ftood  fixt  for  this  mans  fake , and  fcorn’d  it  j 
Compare  but  this : 

Vir.  ’Tis  too  true-,  O my  fortune! 

That  I muft  equally  be  bound  to  either : 

JhL  You  have  the  better  and  the  nobler  Lady , 

And  now  I am  forc’d,  a lover  of  her  goodnefs. 

And  fo  far  have  you  wrought  for  his  deliverance. 

That  is  my  Lord,  fo  lovingly  and  nobly. 

That  now  methinks  I ftagger  in  my  Title. 

But  how  with  honefty  ? for  I am  a poor  Lady , 

In  all  my  dutious  fervice  but  your  lhadow , 

Yet  would  be  juft-,  how  with  fair  fame  and  credit, 

I may  go  off-,  I would  not  be  a ftrumpet : 

O my  dear  Sir,  you  know : 

Vir.  O truth,  thou  knovveft  too. 

Jul.  Nor  have  the  world  fiifpeft,  I fell  to  mifthief. 

La^.  Take  you  no  care  for  that,  here’s  that  has  done  it, 
A fair  divorce,  ’tis  honeft  too. 

fund.  The  devil, 

Honeft?  to  put  her  off? 

Law.  Moft honeft  Sir, 

And  in  this  point  moft  ftrong. 

Land.  The  caufe,  the  caufe  Sir  ? 

Law.  A juft  caufe  too. 

Land.  As  any  is  in  hell,  Lawyer. 

Law.  For  barrennefs , fhe  never  brought  him  children. 

P<?W.Why  art  thou  not  divorc’d?  thou  canft  not  get  ’em, 
Thy  neighbors,  thy  rank  neighbors:  O bafe  jugling. 

Is  fhe  not  young? 

Jul.  Women  at  more  years  Sir , 

Have  met  that  bleffing  ^ ’tis  in  heavens  high  power. 

Law.  You  never  can  have  any ; 

Land.  Why  quick  Lawyer  ? 


My  Philofbphical  Lawyer. 

Law.  The  Rack  has  fpoil’d  her 
Thediftentions  of  thofe  parts,  hath  ftopt  all  fruitfulnefs. 
Land*  O I could  curfe. 

Jul.  And  am  I grown  fo  miferable , 

That  mine  own  pitty  muft  make  me  wretched? 

No  caufe  againft  me , but  my  love  and  duty?  ' 

Farewell  Sir,  like  obedience,  thus  I leave  you 
My  long  farewell:  I do  not  grudge,  I grive  Sir 
And  if  that  be  offenfive , I can  dye , ’ 

And  then  you  are  fairly  free : good  Lady  love  himi 
You  have  a noble,  and  an  honeft  Gentleman, 

I ever  found  him  fo,  the  world  has  fpoke  him. 

And  let  it  be  your  part  ftill  to  deferve  Him : 

Love  him  no  lefs  than  1 have  done , and  ferve  him  , 

And  heaven  fliall  blefs  you  ■,  you  fhall  blefs  my  allies 
I give  you  up  the  houle,  the  name  of  wife. 

Honor,  and  all  refpedt  I borrowed  from  him , 

And  to  my  grave  I turn : one  farewell  more, 

Nothing  divide  your  Loves,  not  want  of  Children, 

Which  1 fliall  pray  againft,  and  make  you  fruitful^ 

Grow  like  two  equal  flames,  rife  high  and  glorious. 

And  in  your  honor’d  age  burn  out  together  -, 

To  all  I know,  farewell: 

Konver.  Be  not  fo  griev’d  Lady , 

A nobler  fortune. 

Jul.  Away  thou  parafite. 

Difturb  not  my  fad  thoughts,  I hate  thy  greatnefs. 

Kon.  I hate  not  you,  I am  glad  fhe’s  ofFthefe  hinges, 
Come,  let’s  purfue.  E;f.  Konver e and  Law. 

Land.  If  1 had  breath  to  curfe  thee , 

Or  could  my  great  heart  utter,  farewell  villain, 

Thy  houle,  nor  face  agen.  Exit  Land. 

Mar.  Let  ’em  all  go. 

And  now  let  us  rejoyce , now  freely  take  me , 

And  now  embrace  me  Virolet , give  the  rites 
Of  a brave  Husband  to  his  love. 

Vir.  I’ll  take  my  leave  too. 

Mar.  How  take  your  leave  too? 

Vir.  The  houle  is  furnilh’d  for  you. 

You  are  Miftrefs,  may  command. 

Mar.  Will  you  to  bed  Sir  ? 

Vir.  As  foon  to  hell,  to  any  thing  I hate  moft 
You  muft  excufe  me  , I have  kept  ray  word. 

You  are  my  Wife,  you  now  enjoy  my  fortune. 

Which  I have  done  to  recompence  your  bounty : 

But  to  yield  up  thofe  chaft  delights  and  pleafures, 

VVhich  are  not  mine,  but  my  firft  vowes. 

Mar.  You  jeaft. 

Vir.  You  will  not  find  it  lb,  to  give  you  thofe 
I have  divorc’d,  and  loft  with  Juliana^ 

And  all  fires  of  that  nature 

Mar.  Are  you  a Husband  ? 

Vir.  Toqueftion  hers,  and  fatisfie  your  flames. 

That  held  an  equal  beauty,  equal  bounty — 

Good  heaven  forgive no,  no,  the  ftrid;  forbearance, 

Of  all  thofe  joys,  like  a full  facrifice , 

I offer  to  the  fufferings  of  my  firft  love , 

Honor,  and  wealth,  attendance,  ftate,  all  duty , 

Shall  wait  upon  your  will,  to  make  you  happy , 

But  my  afflidled  mind , you  muft  give  leave  Lady , 

My  weary  Trunk  muft  wander. 

Mar:.  Not  enjoy  me  ? 

Go  from  me  too  > 

Vir.  For  ever  thus  I leave  you  -, 

And  how  fo  e’re  I fare,  live  you  ftill  happy.  Exit  Virol. 

Mar.  Since  I am  ftorn’d.  I’ll  hate  thee,  fcorn  thy  gifts  too, 
Thou  miferable  fool,  thou  fool  to  pitty , 

And  fuch  a rude,  demolifnt  thing.  I’ll  leave  thee. 

In  my  revenge:  for  foolifhlove,  farewell  now'. 

And  anger , and  the  fpite  of  w'oman  enter. 

That  all  the  world  ftiall  fay,  that  read  this  ftot}^, 

Mv  hate,  and  not  my  love,  begot  my  glory. 

^ Exit  Martia. 
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Sc£na  Prima, 


Eftter  Sejf.  Boatfivaine-)  Majier^  Gunneir. 

Sejf.  He  that  fears  death,  or  tortures,  let  him  leave  me. 
Theftops  that  we  have  met  with.  Crown  our  Conquelt. 
Common  attempts  are  fit  for  common  men^ 

The  rare,  the  rareft  fpirits.  Can  we  be  daunted  ? 

We  that  have  fmil’d  at  Sea  at  certain  mines , 

Which  men  on  fnorebut  hazarded  would  fhakeat: 

We  that  have  liv’d  free,  in  defpite  of  fortune , 

Laught  at  the  out-ftretch’d  Arm  of  Tyranny, 

As  ftill  too  fliort  to  reach  us , fhall  we  faint  now  ? 

No  my  brave  mates,  1 know  your  fiery  temper , 

And  that  you  can,  and  dare,  as  much  as  men ; 

Calamity , that  fevers  worldly  friendfhips , 

Could  ne’r  divide  us , you  are  flill  the  fame  • 

The  conltant  followers  of  my  banifht  fortunes^ 

The  Inftruments  of  my  revenge^  the  hands 
By  which  I work , and  falhion  all  my  pro]e(n;s. 

And  fuch  we  will  be  ever. 

Guft.  ’Slight  Sir,  Cramme  me 
Into  a Cannons  mouth , and  fhoot  me  at 
Proud  FerraniPs  head ; may  only  he  fall  with  me. 

My  life  I rate  at  nothing.  I 

Boatfiv.  Could  I but  get , 

Within  my  fwords  length  of  him  ^ and  if  then 
He  fcape  me , may  th’account  of  all  his  fins 
Be  added  unto  mine. 

MajL  ’Tis  not  to  dye  Sir, 

But  to  dye  unreveng’d,  that  ftaggers  me : 

For  were  your  ends  ferv’d,  and  our  Countrey  free, 

We  would  fall  willing  facrifices. 

SejJ'.  To  rife  up. 

Moft  glorious  Martyrs. 

Boatf.  But  the  reafon  why 
We  wear  thefe  fliapes? 

Sif.  Only  to  get  accefs  ; 

Like  honeft  men,  we  never  fhall  approach  him. 

Such  are  his  fears,  but  thus  attir’d  like  Switzerr^ 

And  fdfhioning  our  language  to  our  habits  ^ 

Bold,  bloody,  defperate,  we  may  be  admitted 
Among  his  guard.  But  if  this  fail  I’ll  try 
A thoufand  others , out-do  ?meus 
In  various  fhapes,  but  1 will  reach  his  heart. 

And  feal  my  anger  on’t. 

Enter  Ronvere  and  the  Guavd. 

Maji.  The  Lord  Konvere. 

Boatf.  Shall  we  begin  with  him  ? 

Sef.  He  is  not  ripe  yet. 

Nor  fit  to  fall:  as  you  fee  me  begin. 

With  all  care  Imitate. 

Gun.  We  are  inftruclied. 

Boatf  Would  we  were  at  it  once. 

Ron.  Keep  a flrid  watch , 

And  let  the  guards  be  doubled,  this  laft  night 
The  King  had  fearful  dreams. 

Sejf.  ’Tis  a good  Omen 
To  our  attempts. 

Ron.  What  men  are  thefe  ? what  feek  you  ? 

Sejf.  Imployment. 

Ron.  Of  what  nature  ^ 

Sejf.  W’e  are  Soldiers  ^ 

Wehavefeen  Towns  and  Churches  fet  on  fire^ 

The  Kennels  Tuning  blood  , Coy  virgins  ravifh’d  *, 

The  Altars  ranfack’d,  and  the  holy  reliques, 


Yea,  and  the  Saints  themfelves,  made  lawful  fpoyls. 

Unto  the  Conquerors:  but  thefe  good  days  are  paff, 

And  we  made  Beggars,  by  this  idle  peace. 

For  want  of  adion.  I am  Sir  no  ftranger 
To  the  Govermentof  this  ftate,  I know  the  King 
Needs  men,  that  only  do  what  he  commands, 

And  fearch  no  farther:  ’tis  the  profeflion 
Of  all  our  Nation,  to  ferve  faithfully. 

Where  th’are  bell  payed  : and  if  you  entertain  us, 

I do  not  know  the  thing  you  can  command , 

Which  we’ll  not  put  in  ad. 

Ron.  A goodly  Perfonage. 

Maji.  And  if  you  have  an  Enemy,  or  lb 
That  you  would  have difpatch’d. 

Gun.  They  are  here,  can  fit  you. 

Boatf.  Or  if  there  be  an  Itch,  though  to  a man. 

Sejf.  You  fhall  tye 

Our  confciences  in  yoUr  purfe  ftrings. 

Ron.  Gentlemen, 

I like  your  freedome : I am  now  in  haft , 

But  wait  for  my  return.  I like  the  -Rafcals, 

They  may  be  ufeful. 

Sejf.  We’ll  attend  you  Sir : 

Ron.  Do,  and  be  confident  of  entertainment^ 

I hope  you  will  deferve  it.  Exit  Ron.  and  Guard. 

S eji.  O,  no  doubt  Sir : 

Thus  far  we  are  profperous  *,  we’ll  be  his  guard  *, 

Till  Tyranny  and  pride  find  full  reward : Exeunt. 

Enter  Pandulfo,  and  Juliana. 

Pand.  My  blefling  ? no  *,  a Fathers  heavy  curie, 

Purfue,  and  overtake  him, 

Jul.  Gentle  Sir.- 

Pand.  My  name,  and  Family,  end  inm.y  felf 
Rather  then  live  in  him. 

ful.  Dear  Sir  forbear, 

A fathers  curfes,  hit  far  off,  and  kill  too. 

And  like  a murthering  piece  ayms  not  at  one^ 

But  all  that  ftand  within  the  dangerous  level. 

Some  bullet  may  return  upon  your  lelf  too , 

Though  againft  nature,  if  you  ftill  go  on 
In  this  unnatural  courfe. 

Pand.  Thou  art  not  made 
Of  that  fame  ftuff  as  other  women  are : 

Thy  injuries  would  teach  patience  to  blafpheme, 

Yet  ftill  thou  art  a Dove. 

Jul.  I know  not  malice,  but  like  an  innocent,  fuffer. 
Pand.  More  miraculous ! 

I’ll  have  a woman  Chronicled , and  for  goodnefs, 

Which  is  the  greatefl  wonder.  Let  me  fee, 

I have  no  Son  to  inherit  after  me  ^ 

Him  I difclaim. 

What  then?  I’ll  make  thy  vertuesmy  fbleheir^, 

Thy  ftory  I’ll  have  written,  and  in  Gold  too  ^ 

In  profe  and  verfe,  and  by  the  ableft  doers : 

A word  or  two  of  a kind  ftep-father 

I’ll  have  put  in , good  Kings  and  Queens  fhall  buy  it. 

And  if  the  adions  of  ill  great  women , 

And  of  the  modern  times  too,  are  remembred , 

That  have  undone  their  husbands  and  their  families. 
What  will  our  ftory  do  } It  fhall  be  fb  , 

And  I will  ftreight  about  it.  Exit  Pand. 

Enter  Boy. 

Jul.  Such  as  love 

Goodnefs  for  glory,  have  it  for  reward; 

I love  mine  for  it  felf : let  innocence 

Be  written  on  my  Tomb,  though  ne’re  fb  humble ^ 

’Tis  all  I am  ambitious  of.  But  I 
Forget  my  vows. 

Boy.  ’Fore  me  you  are  not  modeft, 

Nor  is  this  Courtlike.  Would  you  take  it  well. 
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If  file  Ihould  rudely  prels  into  your  Clofet,  i 

When  from  your  feveral  Boxes  you  choofe  paint. 

To  make  a this  days  face  with  ? 

What’s  the  matter : 

Boy.  Pray  know  her  plealure  firlt. 

To  whom  fpeak  you  Boy.^ 

Boy.  Your  Ladifhips  pardon.  That  proud  Lady  thief , 
That  Hole  away  my  Lord  fsom  your  embraces, 
(WrinCkJes  at  two  and  twenty  on  her  cheeks  for^t. 

Or  Mercury  unallayed,  make  blifters  on  it) 

Would  force  a vilit. 

Jul.  And  dare  you  deny  her. 

Or  any  elfe  that  I call  mine  ? No  more , 

Attend  her  with  all  reverence  and  refpe(ft  ^ 

The  want  in  you  of  manners , my  Lord  may 
Conltrue  in  me  for  malice.  I will  teach  you 
How  to  efteem  and  love  the  beauty  he  dotes  on  j 
Prepare  a Banquet. 

c 

Etiter  Martia  and  Boy. 

Madam,  thus  my  duty 

Stoops  to  the  favor  you  vouchfafe  your  fervant. 

In  honouring  her  houfe. 

Mart.  Is  this,  in  fcorn  ? 

Jul.  No  by  the  life  of  Virolet ; give  me  leave 
To  fwear  by  him , as  by  a Saint  I worlhip , 

But  am  to  know  no  farther,  my  heart  fpeaks  that 
My  fervants  have  been  rude , and  this  boy  (doting 
Upon  my  forrows)  hath  forgot  his  duty: 

In  which,  that  you  may  think  I have  no  fnare  , 

Sirra,  upon  your  knees,  defire  her  pardon. 

Boy.  I dare  not  difobey  you. 

Mart.  Prethee  rife, 

My  anger  never  looks  fo  low  : I thank  you. 

And  will  deferve  it,  if  we  may  be  private, 

I came  to  fee  and  fpeak  with  you. 

Jul.  Be  gone.  Exit  Boy. 

Good  Madam  fit.  ^ 

Mart.  I rob  you  of  your  place  tlien. 

Jul.  You  have  deferv’d  a better,  in  my  bed* 

Make  ufe  of  this  too : Now  your  pleafure  Lady. 

If  in  your  breaft  there  be  a worthy  pitty , 

That  brings  you  for  my  com.fort , you  do  nobly : 

But  if  you  come  to  triumph  in  your  conqueft , 

Or  tread  on  my  calamities , ’twill  wrong 
Your  other  excellencies.  Let  it  fuffice. 

That  you  alone  enjoy  the  belt  of  men. 

And  that  I am  forfaken. 

Mart.  He  the  belt? 

The  fcum  and  lhame  of  mankind. 

Jul.  Vjrolet.,  Lady? 

Mart.  Blellinhim?  I would  my  youth  had  chofen 
Confirming  feavers,  bed-rid  age 
For  my  companions,  rather  then  a thing 
To  lay  vvhofe  bafenrfs  open,  would  even  poyibn 
The  tongue  that  fpeaks  it. 

Jul.  Certainly  from  you 
At  no  part  he  deferves  this  *,  and  I tell  you, 

Durll  I pretend  but  the  leaft  title  to  him , 

I Ihould  not  hear  this. 

Mart.  He’s  an  impudent  villain. 

Or  a^  malicious  wretch ; to  you  ungrateful  i 
To  me  beyond  exprelTion  barbarous. 

I more  then  hate  him  *,  from  you  he  deferves 
A death  molb  horrid : from  me,  to  dye  for  ever. 

And  know  no  end  of  torments.  Would  you  have  comfort 
Would  you  walh  off  the  ftaufthat  fticks  upon  you. 

In  being  refus’d  ? Would  you  redeem  your  fame , 
Shipwrack’d  in  his  bafe  wrongs .?  if  you  dcfire  this, 

It  is  not  to  be  done  \vith  flavilh  fuffering. 

But  by  a Noble  anger,  making  way 

To  a molt  brave  revenge,  we  may  call  jullice; 

Our  injuries  arc  equal  j jpyn  with  me  tlien. 


And  Ihare  the  honor, 

Jul.  1 fcarce  underltand  you, 

And  know  I Ihall  be  molt  unapt  to  learn 
To  hate  the  man  I Hill  mult  love  and  honor. 

Mar.  This  foolilh  dotage  in  foft-hcarted  women , 
Makes  proud  men  infolent : but  take  your  wav 
1 11  run  another  courfe.  ^ ’ 

Jul.  As  you  are  noble. 

Deliver  his  offentfe. 

Mart.  He  has  denied 
The  rites  due  to  a wife. 

Jul.  O me  moll  happy , 

How  largely  am  I payd  for  all  my  fufferin^Ts  ? 

Moft  honelt  Virolet , thou  juft  performer  ^ 

Of  all  thy  promifes : I call  to  mind  now. 

When  I was  happy  in  thofe  joys  you  fpeak  of. 

In  a chaft  bed,  and  warranted  by  Law  too,  * 

He  oft  would  Iwear , that  if  h®  lliouldfurvive  me, 
(W/hich  then  I knew  he  wilht  not)  never  woman 
Should  tail:  of  his  embraces  ^ this  one  aft: 

Makes  me  again  his  debtor. 

Mart.  And  was  this 

The  caufe  my  youth  and  beauty  were  contemn’d? 

If  I fit  down  here  ! wel 

Jul.  I dare  thy  worft. 

Plot  what  thou  caaft,  my  piety  fhall  guard  him 
Againft  thy  malice.  Leave  my  houfe  and  quickly,  * 
Thou  wilt  infect  thefe  innocent  walls.  By  virtue 
I will  inform  him  of  thy  bloody  purpofe 
And  turn  it  on  thine  own  aecurfed  headj’ 

I"'*!--  • , 

Mart.  But  ’tis  not  in  thy  power 
To  hinder  what  I have  decreed  againft  him. 

I’ll  fet  my  fclf  to  fale , and  live  a ftrumpet  j 
Forget  my  birth,  my  father,  and  his  honor  ’ 

Rather  then  want  an  inftrument  to  help  me 
In  my  revenge.  The  Captain  of  the  guard  j 
(Bleft  opportunity)  courts  me. 


Enter  Ronvere. 

Kon.  Sad  and  troubled? 

How  brave  her  anger  Ihevvs  ? how  it  fets  off 
Her  natural  beauty  ? under  what  happy  ftar 
Was  Virolet  born,  to  be  belov’d  and  Ibught  to. 

By  two  incomparable  women?  nobleft  Lady, 

I have  heard  your  wrongs  and  pitty  them : and  if 
The  fervice  of  my  life  could  give  rnehope 
To  gain  your  favor,  I fliould  be  moft  proud 
fo  be  commanded. 

Mart.  ’Tis  in  you,  my  Lord, 

To  make  me  your  glad  fervant. 

Kon.  Name  the  means. 

Mar.  ’Tis  not  preferment,  Jewels,  Gold,  or  Courtihip. 
Me  that  defires  to  reap  the  harveft  of 
My  youth  and  beauty,  muft  begin  in  blood. 

And  right  my  wrongs. 

Kon.  I apprehend  you  Madam , 

And  reft  afliired  ’tis  done  ^ I am  provided 
Of  inftrumentsto  fit  you:  To  the  King, 

I’ll  inftantly  prefent  you^  if  1 fail. 

He  Iliall  make  good  your  ayms : he’s  lefs  then  man  i 

That  to  atchieve  your  favor,  would  not  do 

Deeds,  fiends  would  fear  to  put  their  agents  to.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Virolet  Keading. 

Vir.  ^od invitut  facis^  non  eft  fcelus.  ’Tis  dXiaxiomel 
Now  whether  willingly  I have  departed 
With  that  I lov’d:  with  that,  above  her  life 
Lov’d  me  again , crownd  me  a happy  husband  , 

Was  full  of  children  her  afUiftiions, 

That  I begot,  that  when  outage  muftperifh. 

And  all  our  painted  frailties  turn’d  to  afhes , 

Then 
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; Then  fnall  they  {land  and  propogate  our  honors. 

I Whether  this  done , and  taking  to  protedion 
A new  ftrange  beauty,  it  was  a ufetul  one: 

How  to  my  lufc  ? if  it  be  fo , I am  finful  ^ 

And  guilty  of  that  crime  I would  fling  from  me. 

Was  there  not  in  it  this  fair  courfe  of  virtue  ? 

This  pious  courfe,  to  fave  my  friends,  my  Countrey, 
That  even  then  had  put  on  a mourning  garment , 

And  wept  the  defolation  of  her  children 
Her  nobleft  children?  Did  not  Ihe  thrulb  sie  on , 

And  to  my  duty  claptthe  fpurof  honor? 

Was  there  a way,  without  this  woman,  left  me 
To  bring  ’em  off?  the  marrying  of  this  woman? 

If  not,  why  am  I ftung  thus?  why  tormented? 

Or  had  there  been  a wild  defire  jop’d  with  it , 

How  eafily,  both  thefe,  and  all  their  beauties 
Might  I have  made  mine  own  ? why  am  I toucht  thus , 
Having  perform’d  the  great  redemption  , 

Both  of  my  friends  and  family?  fairly  done  it? 
Without  bale  and  lafcivious  ends  ^ O Heaven , 

Why  am  I Ifill  at  War  thus  ? why  this  a mifchief, 

That  honefty  and  honor  had  propounded  , 

I,  and  abfolv’d  my  tender  will,  and  chid  me , 

Nay  then  unwillingly  flung  me  on? 

* 

E}iter  Juliana  afid  the  Boy. 

Boy.  He^s  here  Madam*, 

This  is  the  melancholly  walk  he  lives  in, 

And  choofes  ever  to  increafe  his  fadnefs. 

Jul.  Stand  by. 

Vir.  ’Tis  Ihe : how  I fnake  now  and  tremble  ? 

The  virtues  of  that  mind  are  torments  to  me. 

Jnl.  sir,  if  my  hated  face  lhall  ftir  your  anger, 

Or  this  forbidden  path  I tread  Ln  vex  you  *, 

My  love,  and  fair  obedience  left  behind  me. 

Your  pardon  asked,  I fliall  return  and  blefs  you. 

Vir.  Pray  fcay  a little,  I delight  to  fee  you  ^ 

May  not  we  yet , though  fortune  have  divided  us , 

^nd  fet  an  envious  ftop  between  our  plealures , 

Look  thus  one  at  another?  figh  and  weep  thus? 

And  read  in  one  anothers  eyes , the  Legends , 

And  wonders  of  our  old  loves?  be  not  fearful. 

Though  you  be  now  a Saint , I may  adore  you ; 

May  I not  take  this  hand , and  on  it  facrifice 
rhe  fbrrOws  of  my  heart  ? white  leal  of  virtue. 

Jttl.  My  Lord,  you  wrong  your  wedlock. 

Vir.  Were  Ihe  here. 

And  with  her  all  levere  eyes  to  behold  us. 

We  might  do  this  *,  I might  name  Juliana., 

And  to  the  reverence  of  that  name , bow  thus : 

I might  figh  Juliana  file  was  mine  once  j 

But  I too  weak  a guard  for  that  great  treafure— • 

And  whilfl;  Ihe  has  a name,  believe  me  Lady, 

This  broken  heart  fnall  never  want  a forrow. 

Jul.  Forget  her  fir , your  honor  now  commands  you 
You  are  anothers,  keep  thofe  griefs  for  her. 

She  richly  can  reward  ’em.  I would  have  Ipoken  with  you. 

Vir.  What  is  your  will?  for  nothing  you  can  ask. 

So  full  of  goodnefs  are  your  words  and  meanings. 

Mult  be  denied : fpeak  boldly. 

Jul.  1 thank  you  fir.  1 come  not 
To  beg,  or  flatter,  only  to  be  believ’d. 

That  I defire : for  I fliall  tell  a ffory, 

So  far  from  feeming  truth , yet  a moft  true  one  j 
So  horrible  in  nature,  and  fo  horrid  ^ 

So  beyond  wickednels , that  when  you  hear  it , 

It  muff  appear  the  pradice  of  another , 

The  caff  and  malice  of  Ibme  one  you  have  wrong’d  much. 
And  me , you  may  imagine  me  accufe  too , 

Unlefs  you  call  to  mind  my  daily  fufferings  j 
The  infinite  obedience  I have  born  you , 

That  hates  all  name  and  nature  of  revenge. 

My  love,  that  nothing  but  my  death  can  fever. 


Rather  than  hers  1 fpeak  of. 

Vir.  Juliana., 

To  make  a doubt  of  what  you  fhall  deliver. 

After  my  full  experience  of  your  virtues , 

Were  to  diftruft  a providence  ^ to  think  you  can  lie. 

Or  being  wrong’d  , feek  after  foul  repairings , 

To  forge  a Creed  againff  my  faith. 

Jul.  I muff  do  fb,  for  it  concerns  your  life  Sir^ 

And  if  that  word  may  ftir  you,  hear  and  profper : 

I Ihould  be  dumb  elfe , were  not  you  at  ftake  here. 

Vir.  What  new  friend  have  I found,  that  dares  deliver 
This  loaden  trunk  from  his  afflidions  ? 

What  pittying  hand,  of  all  that,  feels  my  miferies 
Brings  fuch  a benefit  ? * 

Jul.  Be  wife  and  manly , 

And  with  your  honor  fall,  when  Heaven  lhall  call  you. 
Not  by  a hellilh  mifchief, 

Vir.  Speak  my  bleft  one , 

How  weak  and  poor  I am,  now  Ihe  is  from  me? 

Jnl.  Your  wife. 

Viro.  How’s  that  ? 

Jul.  Y'our  wife. 

Vir.  Be  tender  of  her,  I lhall  believe  elfe ; 

Jul,  I mull  be  true  ^ your  ear,  fir  j 
For  ’tis  fo  horrible,  if  the  ayr  catch  it. 

Into  a thoufand  plagues,  a thoufand  monffers. 

It  will  difperfeitfelf,  and  fright  refinance.  Whifpen. 

Viro.  She  leek  my  life  with  you?  make  you  her  agent? 
Another  love?  O fpeak^but  truth. 

Jul,  Be  patient. 

Dear  as  I love  you  , elfe  I leave  you  wretched. 

Vir.  Forward,  ’tis  wejl , it  lhall  be  welcome  to  me  j 
I have  liv’d  too  long,  numbred  too  many  days. 

Yet  never  found  the  benefit  of  living  ^ 

Now  when  I come  to  reap  it  with  my  fervice , 

And  hunt  for  that  my  youth  and  honor  aims  at , 

The  Sun  fets  on  my  fortune  red  and  bloody. 

And  everlafting  night  begins  to  clofe  me, 

’Tis  time  to  dye^ 

Enter  Martia  and  Ronvere. 

Jul.  She  comes  her  felf.  * 

Bon.  Believe  Lady, 

And  on  this  Angel  hand , your  lervant  feals  it , 

You  fliall  be  Miffrifs  of  your  whole  defires. 

And  what  ye  lhall  command. 

Mart.  Ha  mynion. 

My  precious  Dame,  are  you  there  ? nay  go  forward. 
Make  your  complaints , and  pour  out  your  fain’d  pitties. 
Slave,  like  to  him  you  ferve : I am  the  fame  ftill. 

And  what  I purpofe,  let  the  world  take  witnefs. 

Shall  be  lb  finilht , and  to  luch  example , 

Spite  of  your  poor  preventions,  my  dear  Gentleman, 

My  honorable  man,  are  you  there  too  ? 

You  and  your  hot  defire?  your  mercy  Sir, 
had  forgot  your  greatnefs, 

Jul.  ’Tis  not  well  Lady.  (rately 

Mart.  Lord,  how  I hate  this  fellow  now;  how  delpe- 
My  ftomach  ftands  againft  him  i this  bafe  fellow. 

This  gelded  fool ! 

Jul.  Did  you  never  hear  of  modefty  ? 

Mart.  Yes,  when  1 heard  of  you  and  fo  believ’d  it, 
Thou  bloodlels,  brainlefs  fool. 

Vir.  How? 

Mart.  Thou  delpifed  fool, 

Thou  only  lign  of  man,  how  I contemn  thee! 

Thou  woven  worthy  in  a piece  of  Arras , 
fit  only  to  enjoy  a wall ; thou  beaft 
Beaten  to  ufe*,  Have  I preferv’d  a beauty, 

A youth , a love,  to  have  my  wilhes  blafted  ? 

My  dotings,  and  the  joys  I came  to  offer. 

Mult  they  be  loft,  and  fleighted  by  a dormoufe? 

Jnl.  life  more  relpeft ; and  woman,’twill  become  you; 
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At  leaft,  lefs  tongu  e . 

Mart.  I’ll  ufe  all  violence. 

Let  him  look  for’t. 

Jul.  Dare  yon  ftain  thofe  beauties , 

Thofe  heavenly  ftanips , that  raile  men  up  to  wonder, 
With  harfh  and  crooked  motions  ? are  you  fhe 
That  overdid  all  ages,  with  your  honor-, 

And  in  a little  hour  dare  loofe  this  triumph  ? 

Is  not  this  man  your  husband  > 

Mart.  He’s  my  halter  • 

Which  (having  fued  my  pardon)  I fling  off  thus. 

And  with  him  all  I brought  him,  but  my  anger 
Which  I will  nourifh  to  the  defolation , 

Not  only  of  his  folly,  but  his  friends. 

And  his  whole  name. 

Vir.  ’Tis  well,  I have  deferved  it. 

And  if  I were  a woman , I would  rail  too. 

Mart.  Nature  nere  promifed  thee  a thing  fb  noble. 
Take  back  your  love,  your  vow,  I give  it  freely^ 

I poorly  fcorn  it^  graze  now  where  you  pleafe; 

That  that  the  dulnefs  of  thy  foul  neglefted, 

Kings  file  for  now.  And  mark  me,  Virolet , 

Thou  image  of  a man , obferve  my  words  well. 

At  fuch  a bloody  rate  I’l!  fell  this  beauty , 

This  handlbmnefs  thou  Icornfl;  and  flingft  away. 

Thy  proud  ungrateful  life  Ihall  fliake  at:  take  your  houfe, 
’The  petty  things  you  left  me  give  another^ 

And  laft,  take  home  your  trinket : fare  you  well,  Sir, 
Koft.  You  have  fpoke  like  your  felf^ 

Y’are  a brave  Lady.  ExrwwfRonvcre  WMartia. 

.Jh!.  Why  do  you  linile,  Sir? 

Vir.  O my  Juliana  , 

The  happinefs  this  womans  fcorn  has  given  me , 

Makes  me  a man  again  -,  proclaims  it  felf. 

In  fuch  a general  joy,  through  all  my  miferies. 

That  now  methinks 

JmI.  Look  to  your  felf  dear  Sir , 

And  trifle  not  with  danger  that  attends  you  j 
Be  joyflil  when  y’are  free. 

Vir.  Did  you  not  hear  her? 

She  gave  me  back  my  vow,  my  Iove,^my  freedom  *, 

I am  free , free  as  air  and  though  to  morrow 
Her  bloody  will  meet  with  my  life , and  fink  it , 

And  in  her  execution  tear  me  piecemeal : 

Yet  have  I time  once  more  to  meet  my  wifhes. 

Once  more  to  embrace  , my  bell,  my  nobleft,  truefej 
And  time  that’s  warranted. 

Jul.  Good  Sir,  forbear  it: 

Though  I confefs , equal  with  your  delires 
My  wilhes  rife , as  covetous  of  your  love , 

And  to  as  warm  alanuns  fpur  my  will  to : 

Yet  pardon  me,  the  Seal  oth’Church  dividing  us. 

And  hanging  like  a threatning  flame  between  us , 

We  rauft  not  meet,  I dare  not. 

Vir.  That  poor  disjoynting 
That  only  ftrong  neceflity  thruft  on  you. 

Not  crime,  nor  ftudied  caufe  of  mine:  how  fvveetly, 
And  nobly  1 will  bind  again  and  cherifli  ^ 

-How  I will  recompence  one  dear  imbracc  now. 

One  free  affedion ! how  I burn  to  meet  it ! 

Look  now  upon  me. 

JhI.  I behold  you  willingly. 

And  willingly  would  yield,  but  for  my  credit. 

The  love  you  firft  had  was  pfeferv’d  with  honor. 

The  laft  fhall  not  cry  whore  you  (hall  not  pnrehafe 
From  me  a pleafure,  that  have  equally 
Lov’d  your  fair  fame  as  yon,  at  fuch  a rate : 

Your  honefry  and  virtue  mud  be  bankrupt , 

If  I had  lov’d  your  lull,  and  not  your  luftre; 

The  glorious  luftre  of  your  matchlefs  goodiiefs, 

I would  compel  you  now  to  be!  forgive  me. 

Forgive  me  Sir,  how  fondly  frill  I love  you ! 

Yet  nobly  too  ^ make  the  ^ay  ftraight  before  me,  ’ 
And  let  but  holy  Hymen  once  more  guide  me , 


Under  the  Ax  upon  the  Rack  again 
Even  in  the  bed  of  all  afflidions,  ’ 

Where  nothing  fings  our  Nuptials  but  dire  Ibrrow’S, 

With  all  my  youth  and  plealiire  I’ll  imbrace  you. 

Make  1 yranny  and  death  Hand  ftill  affrighted. 

And  at  our  meeting  fouls  amaze 'our  milchiefs- 
Till  when,  high  heaven  defend  you,  and  peace’ guide  you. 
Be  wile  and  manly,  make  your  fate  your  own 
By  being  mafter  of  a providence,  * 

That  may  controle  it. 

Vir.  Stay  a little  with  me. 

My  thoughts  have  chid  themfelves;  may  I not  kifs  you? 
Upon  my  troth  I am  honed. 

Jul.  I believe  ye 

But  yet  \yhat  that  may  raife  in  both  our  fancies. 

What  ifliies  fuch  warm  parents  breed. 

Vir.  I obey  you, 

And  take  my  leave  as  from  the  Saint  that  keeps  me. 

I Will  be  right  again,  and  once  more  happy 
In  thy  unimitable  love. 

Jul.  I’ll  pray  for  ye , 

And  when  you  fall  i have  not  long  to  follow.  Exemt. 

Enter  Selfe,  Mader,  Botefwain,  and  Gunner,  atone  door ^ 

Martia  and  Ronvere , at  another. 

% 

Sef.  Now  we  have  got  free  credit  with  the  Captain. 

Majl.  5oft,  foft,  he’s  here  again:  Is  not  that  Lady— — 
Or  have  I lod  mine  eyes  ? a lalt  rhume  feizes  ’em  i 
But  I Ihould  know  that  face. 

Botf.  Make  him  not  madder , 

Let  him  forget  the  woman  i deer  a lar-board, 

Maji.  He  will  not  kill  her. 

Botf.  Any  thing  he  meets  • 

He’s  like  a Hornet  now,  he  hums,  and  buzzes  9 
Nothing  but  blood  and  horror. 

Majt.  I would  fave  the  Lady , 

Tor  fuch  another  Lady. 

Botf.  There’s  the  point  j 
And  you  know  there  want  women  of  her  mettle. 

Majl.  ’Tis  true,  they  bring  fuch  children  now. 

Such  demilancies. 

Their  fathers  focks  will  make  them  Chridning  clothes. 
Gun.  No  more,  they  view  us. 

Sef  You  (hall  play  a while. 

And  fun  your  felf  in  this  felicity. 

You  (hall  you  glorious  whore , I know  you  dill. 

But  I Ihall  pick  an  hour  when  mod  fecurely 

I lay  no  more. 

Ron.  Do  you  fee  thofe  ? thofe  are  they 
Shall  ad  your  will-,,  come  hither  my  good  fellows: 

You  are  now  the  Kings.  Are  they  not  goodly  fellows? 
Mart.  They  have  bone  enough,  if  they  have  dout  heart 
Afaji.  Still  the  old  wench.  (to  it. 

Sejf.  Pray  Captain , let  me  ask  yoii 
What  Noble  Lady’s  that?  ’tis  a rude  quedion. 

But  I defire  to  know. 

Ron.  She  is  for  the  King,  Sirj 
Let  that  fuflice  for  anfwer. 

S ejf.  Is  (he  fo  Sir  ? 

In  good  time  may  (he  curfe  it. 

Muff  I breed  hackneys  for  his  grace  ? 

Ron.  What  wouidd  thou  do 
To  merit  fuch  a Ladies  favor  ? 

Sejf.  Any  thing. 

Ron.  That  can  fupply  thy  wants,  and  raife  thy  fortunes? 
Sef.  Let  her  command , and  fee  what  I dare  execute. 

I keep  my  confcience  here  i if  any  man 

Oppofe  her  will , and  (he  would  have  him  humbled. 

Whole  families  between  her  and  her  wilhes 

Mali.  We  have  feen  bleeding  throats  fir.  Cities  fackt 
And  infants  duck  upon  their  pikes. 

Botef.  Houfes  a fire,  and  handfome  mothers  weeping. 
Sef.  Which  we  have  heaped  upon  the  pile  like  facrifices. 

Churches 
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Churches  and  Altars,  Priefts  and  all  devotions. 

Tumbled  together  into  one  rude  Chaos.  _ . , 

Gmk.  We  know  no  fear  Sir,  but  want  of  imployment. 
Sef  Nor  other  faith  but  what  our  purfes  preach. 

To  gain  our  ends  we  can  do  any  thing. 

And  turn  our  fouls  into  a thoufand  figures-. 

But  when  we  come  to  do — 

Mart.  I like  thcfe  fellows. 
jloH.  Be  ready  and  wait|  here  within  this  hour 
I’ll  fhew  you  to  the  King",  and  he  lhall  like  ye ; 

And  if  you  can  devife  fome  entertainment 
To  fill  his  mirth,  fuch  as  your  Countrey  ufes, 

Prefent  it,  and  I’ll  fee  it  grac’d. 

After  this  Comkke  S cene  we  lliall  imploy  you , 

For  one  muft  dye. 

St^.  What  is  he  fir  ? fpeak  boldly , 

For  we  dare  boldly  do. 

Ron.  This  Ladies  husband  •, 

His  name  is  Virolet.  , 

Sefj:  We  lhall  difpatch  it.  Exit  Martia,  Ronvere. 
•O  damned,  damned  thing : a bale  whore  firft : 

And  then  a murtherer.  I’ll  look  to  you. 

Botf.  Can  fhe  be  grown  fo  Ilrange  ? 

Sef.  She  has  an  itch  •, 

I’ll  fcratchyou  my  dear  daughter.  I’ll  fo  claw  you-, 

I’ll  curry  your  hot  hide  •,  married  and  honour’d  ?* 

And  turn  thofe  holy  blelTings  into  brothels? 

Your  beauty  into  blood  ? I’ll  hunt  your  hotnefs. 

I’ll  hunt  you  like  a train. 

Maji.  We  did  all  pitty  her. 

Sef  Hang  her,  llie  is  not  w'orth  mans  memory  i 
She’s  falfe  and  bafe,  and  let  her  fright  all  ftories. 

Well,  though  thou  beell  mine  enemy,  i’ll  right  thee, 
And  right  thee  Nobly. 

Botf  Faith  fir,  fihce  Ihe  mull;  go , 

Let’s  fpare  as  few  as  may  be. 

Sef.  We’ll  take  all , 

And  like  a torrent  fweep  the  Haves  before  us. 

You  dare  endure  the  worlt  ? 

Majl.  You  know  our  hearts  fir. 

And  they  lhall  bleed  the  lalt,  ere  we  ftart  from  ye. 

Gun.  We  can  but  dye,  and  ere  we  come  to  that , 

We  lhall  pick  out  fome  few  examples  for  us. 

Sef  Then  wait  the  firft  occafion,  and  like  Curtius^ 

I’ll  leap  the  gulph  before  you,  fcarlefs  leap  it: 

Then  follow  me  like  men,  and  if  onr  virtues 
May  buoy  our  Countrey  up , and  fet  her  Ihiiiing 
In  her  firft  ftate^  our  fair  revenges  taken. 

We  have  our  nob  le  ends  or  elfe  our  alhes.  Exeunt. 
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Adtus  V. 


Scecna  Prima. 

Enter  Afcanio,  and  hlartia  above. 

Mart.  As  you  are  noble,  keep  me  from  difcovery , 
And  let  me  only  run  a ftrangers  fortune  j 
For  when  the  King  lhall  find  I am  his  daughter 
He  ever  holds  moft  ominous , and  hates  moft : 

With  what  eyes  can  he  look,  how  entertain  me , 

But  with  his  fears  and  cruelties  ? 

Afc.  I have  found  you, 

Sufped  not,  I am  bound  to  what  you  like  belt , 
What  you  intend,  I dare  not  be  lb  curious 
To  queftion  now,  and  what  you  are,  lies  hid  here. 

Enter  Ferrand  Ronvere  above. 

The  King  comes,  make  your  fortune,  I lhall  joy  in’t. 


Ron.  All  things  are  ready  fir  to  make  you  merry. 

And  fuch  a King , you  lhall  behold  him  now. 

Fer.  1 long  for’t , 

For  1 have  need  of  mirth. 

Ron.  The  Lady  fir. 

Fer.  Now  as  I am  a King,  a fprightly  beauty, 

A goodly  fweet  afped  I my  thanks  Ronvere., 

My  bell  thanks  •,  on  your  lips  I feal  your  wilhes. 

Be  what  you  can  i imagine  mine,  and  happy. 

And  now  fit  down  and  fmile ; com.e  my  Afcanio ; 

And  let  this  Monarch  enter. 

Enter  Selfi  and  Mr.  Bortlw.  Gunner,  and  Saylors. 

Ronv.  Thefe  are  the5»';V«,w. 

I told  your  grace  of. 

Fer.  Goodly  promifing  fellows. 

With  faces  to  keep  fools  in  awe , I like  ’em  j 
Go  guard  the  prefence  well , and  do  your  duties , 

To  morrow  I lhall  take  a farther  view : 

Sef.  YoulhallSir, 

Or  I lhall  loofe  my  will  -,  how  the  whore’s  mounted 
How  Ihe  fits  thron’d  ? thou  blafing  muddy  meteor , 

That  frighteft  the  under  world  with  luftful  flalhes. 

How  I lhall  dalh  thy  flames  ? away,  no  word  more : 

Ex.  Selfi  and  his  company.  Florilh  Cor. 

Enter  Villio,  Caftruchio,  Dodor,  and  a Guard, 

Fer.  Now,  here  he  comes  in  glory ^ be  merry  Mailers, 
A Banquet  too  ? meat  conveyed  away. 

Ron.  O,  he  muft  fit  in  State  Sir! 

Afca.  How  rarely  he  is  ulher’d  ? can  he  think  now 
He  is  a King  indeed.^ 

Ron.  Mark  but  his  countenance. 

Caji.  Let  me  have  plealures  infinite,  and  to  the  height, 
And  women  in  abundance,  many  women , 

Enter  Ladies. 

I will  dilport  my  grace , 

Stand  there  and  long  for  me. 

What  have  ye  brought  me  here  ? is  this  a Feaft 
Fit  for  a Prince  ? a mighty  Prince  ? are  thefe  things , 
Thefe  preparations,  ha/* 

Pod?.  May  it  pleaie  your  grace?  Marchpanes, 

Caji.  It  does  not  pleaie  my  grace : where  are  the 
The  Cuftards  double  royal,  and  the  fubtilties? 

W hy,  what  weak  things  are  you  to  ferve  a Prince  thus? 
V^'here  be  the  delicates  oth’  earth  and  ayr? 

The  hidden  fecrets  of  the  Sea  ? am  I a plow-man, 

You  pop  me  up  with  porridge  ? hang  the  Cooks. 

Fer.  O moft  Kingly : 

What  a Majeftick  anger? 

Caji.  Give  me  fome  wine. 

Afa.  He  cools  agen  now. 

Caji.  Fool  where  are  my  Players  ? 

Let  me  have  all  in  pomp  i let  ’em  play  fome  love  matter , 
To  make  the  Ladies  itch.  I’ll  be  with  you  anon  Ladies  j 
You  black  eyes.  I’ll  be  with  you. 

Give  me  fome  wine  I fay , 

And  let  me  have  a Mafque  of  Cuckolds  enter : 

Of  mine  own  Cuckolds, 

And  let  them  come  in,  peeping  and  rejoycing. 

Juft  as  I kifs  their  wives , and  Ibmewhat  glorying. 

Some  wine  I fay,  then  for  an  excellent  night-piece. 

To  Ihew  my  glory  to  my  loves,  and  minions, 

I will  have  fome  great  Caftle  burnt. 

Fil.  Hark  you  brother: 

If  that  be  to  pleafe  thefe  Ladies , ten  to  one 
The  fire  firft  takes  upon  your  own , look  to  that » 

Then  you  may  Ihew  a night  piece. 

Caji.  Where’s  this  wine? 

Why  lhall  I choak  ? do  ye  lon^  all  to  be  tortur’d  ? 
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VoCl.  Here  Sir. 

Cali.  "Why,  what  is  this?  why  Doftor. 

VoCu  Wine  and  water  Sir. 

’Tis  Soveraign  for  your  heat , you  muft  endure  it. 

Vil.  Molt. excellent  to  cool  your  night-piece  Sir. 

Voa.  You  are  of  a high  and  cholerich  complexion, 

And  you  mult  have  allayes, 

Caji.  Shall  I have  no  Iheere  wine  then? 

J)ocl.  Not  for  a world : I tender  your  dear  life  Sir  j 

And  he  is  no  faithful  fubjecft 

Vil.  No,  by  no  means ; 

Of  this  you  may  drink , and  never  hang,  nor  quarter , 

Nor  never  w'hip  the  fool , this  liquors  merciful. 

Caft.  I will  fit  down  and  eat  then ; Kings  when  th’are 
May  eat  I hope  (hungry, 

Voa.  Yes,  but  they  eat  difcreetly. 

Ca^.  Come,  tall  this  dilli,  and  cut  me  liberally  j 
I like  lauce  well. 

Vod.  Fie  ’tis  too  hot  Sir : 

Too  deeply  fcafon’d  with  the  fpice  , away  with’t. 

You  mufr  acquaint  yoor  llomach  with  thofe  dyets 
Are  temperately  nourilhing. 

Caji.  But  pray  fc?.y  Doitor, 

And  let  me  have  my  meat  again. 

VoU.  By  no  means : 

I have  a charge  concerns  my  life. 

Caii.  No  meat  neither-, 

Do  Kings  never  eat  DoTor .? 

Vod.  Very  little  Sir. 

And  that  too  very  choice. 

Vil.  Your  King  never  lleeps  Brother, 

He  mull  not  lleep,  his  cares  ftill  keep  him  waking. 

Now  he  that  eats  and  drinks  much  is  a dormoafe  j 
The  third  part  of  a wafer  is  a weeks  diet. 

Caji.  Appoint  me  fomething  then. 

VoU.  There. 

Cali  . This  I feel  good , 

But  it  melts  too  fuddainly,  yet,  how,  that  gone  too! 

Ye  are  not  mad!  I charge  you  ; tak^an>ay. 

VoU.  For  your  health  Sir, 

A little  quickens  nature,  much  deprefles. 

Caji.  Eat  nothing  for  my  health  ? that’s  a new  dyet , 
Let  me  have  fomething,  fomething  has  fome  favor. 

Why  thou  uncourteous  Doftor , fliall  I hang  thee  ? 

VoU.  ’Tis  better  Sir  than  I Ihould  let  you  furfeit , 

My  death  were  nothing. 

Vil.  To  loofe  a King,  v;ere  terrible. 

Caji.  Nay,  then  I’ll  carve  my  felf,  i’ll  Hay  no  ceremonies. 
This  is  a Patridge  Pye , 1 am  Pure  that’s  nourilhing, 

Or  Galen  is  an  Afs ; ’tis  rarely  feafon’d : 

Ha  Dodtorhave  I h tright?amarkamark  take  away. 

Vil.  What  ails  thy  grace  ? 

Call.  Retriv  thofe  Patridges. 

Or  as  I am  a King 

VoU.  Pray  Sir  be  patient , 

They  are  flowen  too  far. 

Vil.  Thefe  are  breath’d  pyes  an’t  pleafe  you , 

And  your  hawkes  are  fuch  Buzards. 

Caji.  A King  and  have  nothing , 

Nor  can  have  nothing ! 

Vil.  What  think  you  of  pudding.? 

A pudding  Royal? 

Caji.  To  be  royally  Rarv’d , 

Whip  me  this  fool  to  death he  is  a blockhead. 

Vil.  Let  ’em  think  they  whip  me,as  we  think  you  a King-: 
’Twill  be  enough. 

Caji.  As  for  your  dainty  Dodlor,the  Table  taken  away. 
All  gone,  all  fnatch’d  away,  and  I unfatisfied , 

Without  my  wits  being  a King  and  hungry  ? 

Suffer  but  this  thy  treafon  ? I tell  thee  Dodtor. 

I tell  it  thee,  inearnell,  and  in  anger, 

.1  am  damnably  hungry , my  very  grace  is  hungry. 

Vil.  A hungry  grace  is  fittell  to  no  meal  Sir. 
Poa.Some  two  hours  hence,youlhall  fee  more  rbutllill  Sir 


You  mull  retain  an  excellent  and  llridl  dyet.  (Sir 

Vil.  It  lharpens  you , and  makes  your  wit  fo  poynant , 
Your  very  words  will  kill. 

VoU.  A bit  of  Marmalade 
No  bigger  than  a Peafe. 

Vil.  And  that  well  butter’d , 

The  ayr  thrice  purified,,  and  three  times  lpirit;d, 

Becomes  a King : your  rare  conferve  of  nothing 
Breeds  no  offence. 

Caji.  Ami  turn’d  King  Camelion , 

And  keep  my  Court  ith’ayr  ? 

Per.  They  vex  him  cruelly. 

JJca.  In  two  days  more  they’ll  llarve  him* 

Per.  Now  the  women,  there’s  no  food  left  but  they. 
/IJca.  They’ll  prove  Imall  nourinunent. 

Yet  h’as  another  llomach  and  a great  or.e , 

1 fee  by  his  eye. 

Caji.  I’ll  have  mine  own  power  here  ^ 

Mine  own  Authority  ^ I nerd  no  tutor. 

Doflor  this  is  no  dyet. 

VoU.  It  may  be  Sir 

Vil.  Birlady,  it  may  turji  to  a dry  dyety  ' 

And  how  thy  grace , will  ward  that — . 

Caji.  Stand  off  Dodlor 
And  talk  to  thofe  that  want  faith. 

Per.  Hot  and  mighty. 

Jjea.  FIc  will  cool  apace,  no  doubt. 

Caji.  Fair,  plump,  and  red, 

A forehead  high , an  eye  revives  the  dead  j 
A lip  like  ripell  fruit,  inviting  Rill. 

Vil.  But  O,  the  rulhy  well,  below  the  hill. 

Take  heed  of  that,  for  though  it  never  fail 
Take  heed  I fay,  for  thereby  hangs  a tail, 

Caji.  I’ll  get  ye  all  with  Child. 

Vil.  With  one  Child  Brother, 

So  many  men  in  a Blew  Coat. 

Caji.  Had  I fed  well. 

And  drunk  good  Rore  of  wine,  ye  had  been  bleR  afi, 

BleR  all  with  double  Births-,  come  kifs  me  greedily. 

And  think  no  more  upon  your  foolilh  Husbands, 

They  are  tranfitory  things;  a Kings  fame  meets  you. 

VoU.  Vanifh  away.  Ex.  Women. 

Caji.  How,  they  gone  too  ? my  guard  there : 

Take  me  this  devil  Dodor , and  that  fool  there , 

And  low  ’em  in  a fack  ^ bring  back  the  women , ' 

The  lovely  w'omen,  drown  thefe  rogues  or  hang  ’em. 

Jfca.  He  is  in  earneR  Sir. 

I muR  needs  take  him  off 

Enter  Self.  MaRer,  Boatfw.  Gunner  and  Saylors. 

per.  In  ferious  earneR, 

Sef.  Now,  now  be  free. 

Now  liberty,  mow  Countrey-men  lhake  from  ye 
The  Tyrants  yoke. 

All  liberty,  liberty,  liberty. 

Guard.  Treafon,  treafon,  treafon. 

Per.  W’e  are  betray’d,  fly  to  the  To’.vii,  cry  treafon. 
And  raife  our  faithful  friends,  O my  Afeanio. 

Afca.  Make  haft,  we  have  way  enough. 

Guard.  Treafon,  treafon.  Ex.  Per.  Afca.  and  guard. 
Se(f.  Spare  none,  put  all  to  th’fword ; a vengeance  Riake 
Art  thou  turn’d  King  again.?  (thee  j, 

Caji.  I am  a RaRal : 

Spare  me  but  this  time , if  ever  I Re  King  more, 

Or  once  believe  in  King.  ; 

Sef.  The  ports  are  ours. 

The  treafure  and  the  port,  fight  bravely  Gentlemen  j 
Cry  to  the  Town,  cry  liberty  and  honor  ^ 

crying  liberty  and  freedom  withhi 
W’akcn  their  perfecuted  fouls,  cry  loudly , 

We’ll  lhare  the  wealth  among^  yc. 

Caji.  Do  you  hear  Captain  i ' A 

If  ever  you  hear  me , name  a King. 
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StJJl  You  (hall  not 

C iji.  Or  though  I live  under  one,  obey  him. 

Gnu.  1 iiis  Rogue  again. 

SeJJ.  Away  with  him  good  Gunner. 

Caji.  Why  look  ye  Sir  I’ll  put  you  to  no  charge  j 
I’ll  never  eat. 

Gun.  I’ll  take  a courfe,  you  fhall  not, 

Come,  no  more  words. 

Enter  Boatfwine. 

Caji.  Say  nothing  when  you  kill  me. 

Sef.  He’s  taken  to  the  Towers  ftrength  ^ 

Now  ftand  fure  Gentlemen. 

W’e  have  him  in  a pen,  he  cannot  fcape  us. 

The  reft  oth’Caftle’s  oursj  liberty,  liberty? 

What  is  this  City  up  ? 

Boatjw.  They  are  up  and  glorious, 

And  rouling  like  a ftorm  they  come  their  Tents 
Ring  nothing  but  liberty  and  freedome. 

The  women  are  in  Arms  too. 

Sejf.  Let  ’em  come  all. 

Honour  and  liberty. 

AU.  Honor  and  liberty.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Juliana. 

Jnl.  This  womanjthreats,  her  eyes,  even  red  with  fury 
Which  like  prodigious  meteors,  foretold 
AlTur’d  deftrudtion,  are  ftill  before  me. 

Befides  I know  fuch  natures  unacquainted 
W'ith  any  mean,  or  in  their  love,  or  hatred , 

And  (he  that  dat’d  all  dangers  to  polTefs  him. 

Will  check  at  nothing , to  revenge  the  lofs 
Of  what  (lie  held  fo  dear,  I firft  difcover’d 
Her  bloody  purpofts,  which  (he  made  good , 

And  openly  profefs’d  ’em-  that  in  me 
Was  Hut  a cold  affedlion-,  charity 
Commands  fo  much  to  all  •,  for  Virolet 
Methinks  I Ihould  forget  my  Sexes  weaknels , 

Rife  up,  and  dare  beyond  a womans  ftrength ^ 

Then  do  not  counfel : he  is  too  fecure , ' 

And  in  my  judgment,  ’twere  a greater  ftrvice 
To  free  him  from  a deadly  Enemy, 

Then  to  get  him  a friend.  I undertook  too. 

To  crols  her  plots,  oppos’d  my  piety, 

Againft  her  malice and  (hall  vertue  liifftr  ? 

No  Martia.,  wer’t  thou  here  equally  armed, 

I have  caufe,  fpite  of  thy  mafeuline  breeding , 

That  would  alftire  the  viftory : my  angel 
Dired  and  help  me. 

Virolet,  Ronverc. 


Vir.  The  State  in  Combuftion, 

Part  of  the  Cittadel  forc’d,  the  treafure  feiz’d  on  *, 
The  guards  corrupted,  arm  themfelves  againft 
Their  late  proteded  Mafter^  F err  ant  fled  too  , 
And  with  (inall  ftrength,  into  the  Caftle’s  Tower, 
The  only  Aventine,  that  now  is  left  him? 

And  yet  the  undertakers,  nay,  performers, 

Of  ftich  a brave  and  glorious  enterprize , 

Are  yet  unknown  : they  did  proceed  like  men, 

I like  a cliild  and  had  I never  trufted 
So  deep  a pradice  unto  (hallow  fools, 

Befides  my  fouls  peace,  in  my  Juliana , 

The  honor  of  this  adion  had  been  mine. 

In  which,  acenrsM,  I now  can  claim  no  (hare. 

Jul.  Ronverel  ’tis  he,a  thing,  next  to  the  devil 
I moft  deteft  and  like  him  terrible  ^ 

Martians  right  hand,  the  inftrument  I fear  too. 
That  is  put  to  her  bloody  will,  into  ad. 

Have  I not  will  enough , and  caufe  too  mighty  ? 
Weak  womens  fear,  fly  from  me. 


Vir.  Sure  this  habit. 

This  likenefs  to  Konvere.,  which  I have  ftudied , 

Either  admits  me  fafe  to  my  defign , 

Which  I too  cowardly  have  halted  after, 

And  fuffer’d  to  be  ravifht  from  my.  glory  j 
Or  finks  me  and  my  miferies  together  j 
Either  concludes  me  happy. 

Jul.  He  ftands  muling , 

Some  mifehief  is  now  hatching : 

In  the  full  meditation , of  his  wickednels , 

I’ll  fink  his  curfed  foul:  guide  my  hand  heaven. 

And  to  my  tender  arm  give  ftrength,  and  fortune. 
That  I may  do  a pious  deed,  all  ages 
Shall  blefs  my  name  for^  all  remembrance  crown  me. 
Vir.  It  fhall  be  fb. 

Jul.  It  fliall  not,  take  that  token  , 

And  bear  it  to  the  luftful  arms  of  Martia , 

Tell  her,  for  Virolets  dear  fake,  I fent  it. 

Vir.  O I am  happy  , let  me  fee  thee , 

That  I may  blefs  the  hand  that  gave  me  liberty, 

O courteous  hand,  nay  thou  haft  done  moft  nobjy. 
And  heaven  has  guided  thee,  ’twas  their  great  juftice; 

0 blefled  wound  that  I could  come  to  kifs  thee ! 

How  beautiful,  and  fweet  thou  fhew’ft! 

Jtd.  Oh! 

Vir.  Sigh  not. 

Nor  weep  not  dear,  fhed  not  thofefbvereignBalfames 
Into  my  blood  ^ which  muft  recover  me  *, 

Then  I fhall  live  again,  to  do  a mifehief, 

Againft  the  mightinefsof  love  and  virtue. 

Some  bafe  unhallowed  hand  lhall  rob  thy  sight  of. 

Help  me , I faint : fo. 

Jul.  O unhappy  wench  I 

How  has  my  zed  abus’d  me  ^ yoil  that  guard  virtue. 
Were  ye  afleep?  or  do  you  laugh  at  innocence? 

You  fuffer’d  this  miftake?  O my  dear  Viroletl 
An  everlafting  curfe  follow  that  forme 

1 ftrookthee  in,  his  name  be  ever  blafted: 

For  his  accurfed  fhadow  has  betray’d 

The  fweetnefs  of  all  youth,  the  noblenels. 

The  honour,  and  the  valor-,  wither’d  ftir  ever 
The  beauty  and  the  bravery  of  all  mankind : 

0 my  dull , devils  eyes. 

Vir.  I do  forgive  you , 

By  this,  and  this  I do?  I know  you  were  cozen’d ; 

The  fhadow  of  Ronvere.,  I know  you  aym’d  at. 

And  not  at  me  ^ but  ’twas  moft  neceflary , 

1 fliould  be  ftruck , fome  hand  above  dirked  you: 

For  Juliana  could  not  fnew  her  juftice 
Without  depriving  high  heaven  of  his  glory. 

Or  any  fubjed  fit  for  her,  but  Virolet : 

Forgive  me  too  , and  take  my  laft  breath  fweet  one. 
This  the  new  marriage  of  our  fouls  together  j 
Think  of  me  Juliana but  not  often. 

For  fear  my  faults  fhould  burthen  your  affedions. 

Pray  for  me,  for  I faint. 

Jul.  O ftay  a little, 

A little  little  Sir.  OJjers  to  kill  her  felf. 

Vir.  Fye  Juliana. 

Jul.  Shall  I outlive  the  virtue,  I have  murder’d  ? 

Vir.  Hold,  or  thou  hat’ft  my  peace , give  me  the  dagger. 
On  your  obedience,  and  your  love , deliver  it. 

If  you  do  thus ; we  fhall  not  meet  in  heaven  fweet  j 
No  guilty  blood  comes  there  ^ kill  your  intentions. 

And  then  you  conquer : there  where  I am  going , 

Would  you  not  meet  me  Dear? 

Jul.  Yes. 

Vir.  And  ftill  love  me  > 

Jul.  And  ftill  behold  you. 

Vir.  Live  then  till  heaven  calls  you. 

Then  ripe  and  full  of  fweetnefs  you  rife  fainted. 

Then  I that  went  before  you  to  prepare , 

Shall  meet  and  welcome  you,  and  daily  court  you 
With  Hymnesof  holy  Love — 1 go  out. 

Give 
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Give  me  yoar  hand , farewell,  in  peace  farewell , 
Remember  me,  farewell.  dyes. 

Jul.  Sleep  you  fweet  glafles , 

An  everlafbing  flumber  crown  thole  Chryftals, 

All  my  delight  aduc,  farewell,  Dear  Virolet^ 

Dear,  Dear,  moll  Dear^  O I can  weep  no  more. 

My  body  now  is  nre,  and  ail  confuming. 

Here  will  I fit,  forget  the  world  and  all  things. 

And  only  wait  what  heaven  lhall  turn  me  to , 

For  now  methinks  I iliould  not  live.  she  fits  down. 

Tenter  Pandulfo. 

Tond.  O my  fweet  daughter. 

The  work  is  hnijfht  now , I promis’d  thee : 

Here  are  thy  virtues  Ihewed,  here  regiller’d , 

And  here  lhall  live  for  ever. 

JhL  Blot  it,  burn  it, 

I have  no  virtue,  hateful  I am  as  hell  is, 

Vand.  Is  not  this  Virolet  ? 

Jul.  Ask  no  more  queftions, 

Miftaking  him  I kill’d  him. 

Pand.  O my  Son , 

Nature  turns  to  my  heart  again , my  dear  Son, 

Son  of  my  age  , would’ft  thou  go  out  fo  quickly? 

So  poorly  take  thy  leave , and  never  fee  me  ? 

Was  this  a kind  ftroak  daughter  ? could  you  love  him  ? 
Honour  his  Father,  and  lb  deadly  ftrike  him  ? 

0 wither’d  timelefs  youth , are  all  thy  promifes , 

Thy  goodly  growth  of  Honors  come  to  this? 

Do  J halt  Hill  ith’world , and  trouble  nature , 

When  her -main  pieces  founder,  and  fail  day ly.<* 

P.nter  Boy,  and  three  Servants. 

Boy.  He  does  weep  certain : what  bodie’s  that  lies  by  hirn-^ 
How  do  yon  do  Sir  ? 

Band.  O look  there  Lucia, 

Thy  Mailer , thy  belt  Mailer. 

Boy.  Woe  is  me. 

They  have  kill’d  him,  flainhim  bafely,0  my  Mailer! 
Band.  Well  daughter  well;,  what  heart  had  you  to  do  this.^ 

1 know  he  did  you  wrongs  but’twas  his  fortune. 

And  not  his  feult,  for  my  fake  that  have  lov’d  you. 

But  I fee  now  you  fcorn  me  too. 

Boy.  O Millrels.? 

Can  you  fit  there,  and  his  cold  body  breathlefs  ? 

Bafely  upon  the  earth  ? 

Pand.  Let  her  alone  Boy , 

She  glories  in  his  end. 

Boy.  You  lhall  not  fit  here , 

And  fuller  him  you  loved-ha!  good  Sir  couae  hither. 
Come  hither  quickly,  heave  her  up  ■,  O heaven  Sir  , 

0 God , my  heart , lb’s  cold  ■,  cold  and  llifF  too : 

Stiff  as  a Hake,  Ihe’s  dead. 

Pand.  She’s  gone,  nere  bend  her. 

1 know  her  heart , Ihe  could  not  want  his  company ; 
BlelUng  go  with  thy  foul,  fweet  Angels  lhadow  it 
O,  that  I were  the  third  now , what  a happinefs  ? ' 

But  I mull  live , to  fee  you  layd  in  earth  both, 

Then  build  a Oiapel  to  your  memories. 

Where  all  my  wealth  lhall  falhion  out  your  llories. 

Then  dig  a little  grave  befides , and  all’s  done. 

How  Iweet  Ihe  looks,  her  eyes  are  open  finding, 

I thought  Ihe  had  been  alive , you  are  my  charge  Sir, 

And  amongll  you.  I’ll  lee  his  goods  dillributed. 

Take  up  the  bodies , mourn  in  heart  my  friends. 

You  have  loll  two  noble  fuccors^  follow  me. 

And  thou  lad  Countrey,  weep  this  milery.  Exeunt. 

vEwft  SelF'Boatfwaine  , Mailer,  Gunner,  Citizens,  and 
Sauldiers , as  many  as  may  he. 

Sejf.  Keep  the  Ports  itronglymann’d,  and  let  none  enter, 
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But  fuch  as  are  known  Patriots. 

.an.  Liberty,  liberty, 

Sef  ’Tis  a fubllantial  thing,  and  not  a word 
Vou  men  of  Naples,  which  if  once  taken  from  us , 

AJl  other  bleflmgs  leave  us  ’tis  a jewel 
Worth  purchafing,  at  the  dear  rate  of  life 
And  fo  to  be  defended.  O remeu'ber  ^ 

What  you  have  fuffer’d,  fince  you  parted  with  itj 
And  if  again  you  wifh  not  to  be  ilaves , 

And  properties  to  F errand? s pride  and  lufc, 

Take  noble  courage,  and  make  pefed:  what 
Is  happily  begun. 

1.  Cit.  Our  great  preferver. 

You  have  infranchis’d  us,  from  wretched  bondage. 

2 . C/f.  And  might  be  known, to  whom  we  owe  our  freedom. 
We  to  the  death  would  follow  him. 

^.Cit.  Make  him  King, 

The  Tyrant  once  remov’d. 

Sef  That’s  not  my  end. 

’Twas  not  ambition  that  brought  me  hither 
With  thefe  my  faithful  friends,  nor  hope  ofVpoil  • 

For  when  w’e  did  pollefsthe  Tyrants  treafure,  ’ 

By  force  extorted  from  you,  and  employed, 

To  load  you  with  moll  miferable  thraldome. 

We  did  not  make  it  ours,  but  with  it  purchas’d 
The  help  of  thefe,  to  get  you  liberty. 

That  for  the  fame  price  kept  you  in  fubjeflion. 

Nor  are  we  Switzers,  worthy  Countrey-men, 

But  Neapolitans,  now  eye  me  well ', 

And  tho  the  reverend  Emblems  of  mine  age, 

My  filver  locks  are  Ihorne , my  beard  cut  off. 

Partaking  yet  of  an  adulterate  Colour  ^ 

Tho  14  years  you  have  not  feenthis  face. 

You  may  remember  it , and  call  to  mind. 

There  was  a Duke  of  Sef,A  much  wrong’d  Prince , 
Wrong’d  by  this  Tyrant  F errand. 

1.  Cit.  Now  I know  him. 

2.  Cit.  ’Tis  he,  long  live  the  Duke  o^  Sef. 

Sef.  I thank  you. 

The  injuries  I receiv’d,  I mull  confels, 

Made  me  forget  the  love  I owed  this  Country , 

For  which  I hope,  I have  given  fatisfadion , 

In  being  the  firfl  that  Hir’d,  to  give  it  freedome-, 

And  with  your  loves  and  furtherance , will  call  back , 

Long  banilht  peace,  and  plenty,  to  this  people: 

2.  Cit.  Lead  where  you  pleale,  we’ll  follow. 

I.  Cit.  Dare  all  dangers. 

Enter  Pandulf,  the  Bodies  of  Virolet , and  Juliana 
upon  a Hearje, 

Sef  W^hat  Iblemn  funeral’s  this? 

Pand.  There  tell  a while, 

And  il’t  be  polTible  there  can  be  added 
Wings  to  your  fwift  defire  of  juH  revenge. 

Hear  , (if  my  tears  will  give  way  to  my  words) 

In  brief  a molt  fad  Itory. 

Sef  Speak,  what  are  they? 

I know  thee  well  Pandulfe. 

Pand.  My  beft  Lord  ? 

As  far  as  Ibrrow  will  give  leave,  moH  welcome 
This  Virolet  was,  and  but  a Son  of  mine , 

I might  lay , the  moH  hopeful  of  our  Gentry  ■, 

And  though  unfortunate , never  ignoble : 

But  I’ll  fpeak  him  no  farther.  Look  on  this , 

This  face,  that  in  a favage  would  move  pitty , 

The  wonder  of  her  Sex,  and  having  faid 
’Tis  Juliana,  Eloquence  will  want  words 
To  fet  out  her  defervings^  this  blcH  Lady 
That  did  iudure  the  Rack,  to  fave  her  Husband, 

That  Husband,  who,  in  being  forc’d  to  leave  her. 

Induc’d  a thoufand  tortures by  what  pradifc , 

I know  not,  (but  ’twas  fure  a cunning  one) 

Are  made,  the  lalt  1 hope , but  fad  examples  ' 1 
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Of  F errands  tyranny.  Convey  the  bodies  hence. 

Sejf.  Expreis  your  forrow 
In  your  revenge , not  teares,  my  worthy  Soldiers : 

That  fertile  earth  that  teem’d  fo  many  children, 

To  feed  his  cruelty,  in  her  wounded  wombe, 

Can  hardly  iicr.v  receive  ’em. 

Boatf.  We  are  cold, 

Cold  walls  fiiall  not  keep  him  from  us.  (for  a 

Gun.  Were  he  cover’d  with  mountains,  and  room  only 
Bullet  to  be  fent  level  at  him , I would  Ipeed  him. 

Mm  Let’s  fcale  this  petty  Tower  ^ at  Sea  we  are  Falcons, 
And  fly  unto  the  main  top  in  a moment. 

What  then  can  flop  us  here  ? 

1 Cit.  We’ll  tear  him  piece-meal. 

2 Cit.  Or  eat  a paflage  to  him. 

Sef.  Let  difcrctioa 

Direct  your  anger-,  that’s  a vkftory, 

Which  is  got  with  leafl  lofs,  let  us  make  ours  fuch: 

And  therefore  friends,  while  we  hold  parley  here , 

Raife  your  fcalado  on  the  other  fide , 

But  enter’d  wreak  your  fufirings. 

Exit  Saylors  and  Soldiers. 

1 Cit.  In  our  wrongs. 

There  was  no  mean. 

2 Cit.  Nor  in  onr  full  revenge 
Will  vre  know  any. 

Sejf.  Be  appeas’d  good  mian , 

No  forrow  can  redeem  them  from  deaths  Prifon-, 

What  his  inevitable  hand  imh  feiz’d  on , 

The  world  cannot  recover.  All  the  comfort 
That  I can  give  to  you , is  to  fee  vengeance 
Pour’d  dreadfully  upon  the  Authors  head , 

Of  which  their  aflies  may  be  fenflble , 

That  have  fain  by  him.  Somda  -parley. 

Enter  Ferrand,  Martia,  Afcaii^o,  ^ii/Ronvere,  above. 

Band.  They  appear. 

Fer.  ’Tis  not  that  we  efleem  rebellions  Traytors 
Worthy  an  anf.ver  to  their  prcudefl  Summons 
That  we  vouchfate  our  prefence  -,  or  to  exchange 
One  fyll-able  with  ’em ; but  to  let  fuch  know. 

Though  circled  round  with  treafon,  all  po-ints  bent 
As  to  their  Center  at  my  heart , ’tis  free  , 

Free  from  j^^tyilluins , and  in  this  weak  Tower 
Ferrand  commands  as  abfolute,  as  w'hen 
He  trod  upon  your  necks , and  as  much  fbrns  you. 

And  when  the  Sun  of  Majelly  fliall  break  through 
The  clouds  of  your  rebellion,  every  beam 
Inftead  of  comfortable  heat  fhall  fend 
Confuming  plagues  among  you  -,  and  you  call 
That  government  which  you  term’d  tyrannous 
Hereafter,  gentle. 

Sejf.  Flatter  not  thy  fel'f 
Withthefc  deluding  hopes,  thou  cruel  beaft, 

Thou  art  itli’toyle,  and  the  glad  Fluntfman  prouder, 

By  whom  thou  art  taken , of  his  prey,  than  if 
(L  ike  thee)  he  fiiould  command , and  fpoilhis  Forreft. 

Fer.  What  art  thou .? 

SeJJ'.  To  thy  horror  Duke  of  Sejfe. 

Fer.  The  Divel. 

Sef.  Referv’dfor  thy  damnation. 

Fer.  Why  fhakes  my  love-^* 

Mart.  O I am  loft  for  ever^ 

Mountains  divide  me  from  him;,  fome  kind  hand 
Prevent  our  fearful  meeting : Or  lead  me 
To  the  fteep  rock,  whofe  rugged  brow's  are  bent 
Upon  the  fwelling  main  -,  there  let  me  hide  me : 

And  as  our  bodies  then  Iballbe  divided, 

May  our  Ibuls  never  meet. 

Fer.  Whence  grows  this,  Sweeteft  > 

Mar.  There  are  athoufand  furies  in  his  looks  ^ 

And  in  his  deadly  filence  more  loud  horror. 


Than  when  in  hell  the  tortur’d  and  tormentors 
Contend  whofe  Ihreeks  are  greater.  Wretched  me  ! 

It  is  my  father. 

Sef  Yes,  and'  I will  own  her.  Sir, 

Till  my  revenge.  It  is  my  daughter,  Ferrand-., 

My  daughter  thou  haft  whor’d. 

Fer.  1 triumph  in  it : 

To  know  file’s  thine,  affords  me  more  true  pleafure  , 
Than  the  aeft  gave  me,  when  even  at  the  height, 

I crack’d  her  Virgin  zone.  Her  Ihame  dwell  on  thee , 
And  all  thy  family-,  may  they  never  know 
A female  ifliie,  but  a whore  ^ Afianio. 

'Ronvere,\  look  cheerfully  be  thou  a man  too, 

'And  learn  of  me  to  dye.  That  we  might  fall , 

And  in  our  mines  fwaUow  up  this  Kingdom , 

Nay  the  whole  world , and  make  a fecond  Chaos. 

And  if  from  thence  anew  beginning  rife. 

Be  it  recorded  this  did  end  with  us  y 
And  from  our  duft  hath  embryon.  / 

Kon.  I liv’d  vvith  you , 

And  will  dye  with  you  y your  example  makes  me 
Equally  bold. 

AJc.  And  I relblv’d  to  bear 
What  ere  my  fate  appoints  me. 

Sef.  They  are  ours. 

Now  to  the  fpoyl. 

Boatf.  Pitty  the  Lady  y to  all  elfe  be  deaf.  Exeunt. 
Within,  Kill,  kill,  kill.  Alarum  Flo.  Frumpets. 

Retreat. 

Enter  Sehk  rrith  E errands  head,  the  Citizens,  Mafter, 
Botefvaine,  Gunner,  Souldiers  bringing  in 
Afeanio,  and  Martia. 

Sef  Cruel  beginnings  meet  with  cruel  ends  y 
And  the  beft  facrifice  to  Heaven  for  peace , 

Is  tyrants  blood : and  thofe  that  ftuck  faft  to  him, 
Flelh’d  inftruments  in  his  commands  to  mifehief, 

With  him  difpatch’d. 

Boatf  They  are  cut  off 
Stf.  ’Tis  wefl. 

AH.  Thanks  to  the  Duke  o^Sefe, 

S f.  Fay  tliat  to  Heaven, 

And  for  a general  joy,  give  general  thanks : 

For  bleflings  nere  defeend  from  Heaven,  but  w’hen 
A grateful  Sacrifice  afeends  from  men. 

To  your  devotion,  leave  me,  there’s  a Scene, 

Which  1 would  ad  alone  y yet  you  may  ftay  , 

For  wanting  juft  Ipedators , ’twill  be  nothing. 

The  reft  forbear  me. 

Cit.  Liberty,  liberty,  liberty. 

Mar.  I would  I were  as  far  beneath  the  Centre, 

As  now  1 ftand  above  it  y how  I tremble ! 

Thrice  happy  they  that  dyedy  I dying  live 
To  ftand  the  whirlwind  of  a fathers  fury. 

Now  it  movers  toward  me. 

Sef.  Thouh  I want  a name. 

By  which  to  ftile  thee : All  articulate  founds 
That  do  exprefs  the  mifehief  of  vile  woman , 

That  are,  or  have  been,  or  fhall  be,  are  weak 
To  fpeak  thee  to  the  height.  Witch,  Parricide, 

For  thou , in  taking  leave  of  modefty. 

Haft  kild  thy  father , and  his  honor  loft  y 
He’s  but  a walking  fhadow  to  torment  thee. 

To  leave , and  rob  thy  father  y then  fet  free 
His  foes,  whofe  flavery  he  did  prefer 
Above  all  treafure , was  a ftrong  defeazance 
To  cut  off,  even  the  fureft  bonds  of  mercy. 

After  all  this , having  given  up  thy  felf , 

Like  to  a fenfual  beaft,  a flave  to  luft. 

To  play  the  whore , and  then  (high  Heaven  it  racks  me) 
To  find  out  none  to  quench  thy  appetite , 

But  the  moft  cruel  King,  whom  next  to  Hell , 

Thy  father  hated  y and  whofe  black  imbraces 

Thou 
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Thou  Ihouldfl:  have  fled  from,  as  the  whips  of  furies  ^ 
What  canfl:  thou  look  for? 

Enter  Pandul^hf  and  bodies  horn  on  the  Herfe. 

Mart.  Death-,  and  ’tis  not  in  you 
To  hurt  me  farther;  my  old  resolution, 

Take  now  the  place  of  fear  ^ in  this  1 liv’d,  - 
In  this  I’ll  dye,  your  daughter. 

Pand.  Look  but  here  -, 

You  had  I know,  a guilty  hand  in  this  ^ 

Repent  it  Lady. 

Mart.  Juliana  dead? 

And  Virolet  ? 

Pand.  By  her  unwilling  hand. 

Mart.  Fates  you  are  equal.  What  can  now  fall  on  me, 
That  I will  Ihrink  at  ? now  unmov’d  I dare 
Look  on  your  anger,  and  not  bend  a knee 
To  ask  your  pardon  ^ let  your  rage  run  higher 
Than  billows  rais’d  up  by  a violent  Tempelt, 

And  be,  as  that  is , deaf  to  all  intreaties ; 

They  are  dead , and  I prepar’d  ^ for  in  their  fall 
All  my  defires  are  fumm’d  up. 

Sej[.  Impudent  too  ? 

Die  m it  wretch. 

Bod//:  Stay  Sir.  ' Boatf.  kjUs  her. 

Sef.  How  dar’fl:  thou  villain. 

Snatch  from  my  fword  the  honor  of  my  juftice  ? 


Boat  f.  I never  did  you  better  fervice  Sir, 

Yet  have  been  ever  faithful.  I confefs 
That  file  deferv’d  to  dye^  but  by  whofe  hand? 

Not  by  a fathers.  Double  a'l  her  guilt , 

It  could  not  make  you  innocent,  had  you  done  it. 

In  me  ’tis  murder,  in  you  ’twere  a crime 
Heaven  could  not  pardon.  Witnefs  that  I love  you , 
And  in  that  love  I did  it. 

Sef  Thou  art  Noble, 

I thank  thee  for’t  ^ the  thought  of  her  dye  with  her. 

^fc.  My  turn  is  next:  fincefnc  could  find  no  mercy 
WTat  am  I to  expeT  ? 

C/>.  With  one  voyce.  Sir, 

The  Citizens  faliite  you  with  the  ftile 
Of  King  of  Naples. 

Sef.  I mull;  be  excus’d, 

The  burden  is  too  heavy  for  my  fiioulder. 

Bellow  it  where  ’tis  due.  Stand  forth  AfcaniOy 
It  does  belong  to  you;,  live  long  and  wear  it, 

And  warn’d  by  the  example  of  your  Unkle , 

Learn  that  you  are  to  govern  men,  not  beads  ; 

And  that  it  is  a moH  improvident  head , 

That  ftrives  to  hurt  the  limbs  that  do  fupport  it. 
Give  burial  to  the  dead  ^ for  me,  and  mine , 

We  will  again  to  Sea,  and  never  know. 

The  place,  which  in  my  birth  firlt  gave  me  woe.  Ex 
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A COMEDY. 


The  Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Don  Philippo  King  Spain. 

Otrante  a Spanijh  County  in  love  with  Florimel. 

Julio,  A Noble  Man^  ZJncle  to  Antonio. 

Bellides,  Fat  her  to  Ifmenia,  Enemy  to  Julio. 
Lilauro,.5m/?j^?r  Ifmenia,  Bellides  Son. 

Terzo,  KinJ^jan  tohi^^LUXO^  and  friend  Bellides. 
Antonio, love  with  Ifmenia,  an  enemy  to  Bellides. 
Mavnno,  Friend  to  Antonio,  and  his  fecret  BJval 
Gerafto,  Friend  to  Otrante. 

sTwo  Courtiers, 

Moncado.  L 


Goftanzo, 

Giraldo,  YThree  Gentle m^n^  Friends  to 
Philippo, 1 j 

Vertigo,  A.  French  Taylor,  | 

Lords,  attending  the  King  in  progrefs, 

Franio,  A Miller,  fitppojed  Father  to  Floumell. 
Buftopha,  Franio  his  Son,  a Clown, 

Cokable, 

Officers, 

Pedro  ASongJier, 

Servants, 


WOMEN. 

Ifmenia , Daughter  to  Bellides , Mifirijs  of  Anto- 


nio. 


Aminta,  Coufen  to  Ifmenia,  and  her  private  competrix 
in  Antonio’s  love. 


Florimell,  Snppofid  Daughter  to  Daughter  to 

Julio  , ftolen  from  him  a child, 

Gillian,  Franio  the  Millers  Wife, 

Countrey  Maids, 


Scene  Spaine 


The  principal  Adlors  were 

Jofeph  Tailor,  ^hn  Thomfon. 

John  Lo^in,  Kobert  Benfeld, 

John  Underwood,  Tho.  Polard. 

William  Rowly, 


Adlus  Primu«,  Selena  Prima. 


Enter  Lifauro,  Terzo,  Ifmenia,  and 


Uf. 


Et  the  Coach  go  round  , we’ll  walk  along  thefe 
Meadows : 

And  meet  at  Port  again  : Come  my  fair  Sifter, 
Thefe  cool  fliades  will  delight  ye. 

Am.  Pray  be  merry , 

The  Birds  ling  as  they  meant  to  entertain  ye , 

Every  thing  fmiles  abroad  -,  methinks  the  River 


(As  hefteals  by)  curies  up  his  head,  to  view  ye; 

Every  thing  is  in  love. 

Ifm.  You  would  have  it  fb. 

You  that  are  fair,  are  cafie  of  belief,  Coftn, 

The  theam  Aides  from  your  tongue. 

Am.  I fair?  I thank  ye : 

Mine’s  but  lhadow  When  your  Sun  fl»a€5by -me. 

Ifm.  No  more  of  this,  you  know  your  worth  {Aminta) 
Where  are  we  now? 

Am.  Hard  by  the  Town  (Ifmena) 

Ter 
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‘Ter.  Ciofe  by  the  Gates  ^ 

Ifm.  ’Tis  a fine  Ayr. 

Lif.  A delicate^ 

The  way  fo  fweet  and  even,  that  the  Coach 
Would  be  a tumbling  trouble  to  our  pleafures : 

Methinks  I am  very  merry : 

Jjm.  I am  lad ; 

Am,  You  are  ever  fo  when  we  entreat  ye  (Cofen) 

Ifm.  I have  no  realbn ; fuch  a trembling  here 
Over  my  heart  methinks : 

Am,  Sure  you  are  falling  •, 

Or  not  llept  well  to  nighty  fome dream  (Jfnena})  (cent, 

lfm.  My  dreams  are  like  my  thoughts , honeft  and  inno- 
Yours  are  unhappy  ? who  arethefe  that  coaft  us/  Enter 
You  told  me  the  walk  was  private.  Antonio  and  hUr tin. 

Ter.  ’Tis  moft  commonly  : 

lfn.  T wo  proper  men : It  feems  they  have  fome  bufinefs. 
With  me  none  fure^  I do  not  like  their  faces  ^ 

They  are  not  of  our  Company: 

Ter.  No  Cofen : 

Lifiuro^  we  are  dog’d. 

Tif.  I find  it  .(Cofen) 

• Ant.  What  handfome  Lady  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  Ihe’s  very  handfome. 

They  are  handfovie  both. 

Ant.  Martin^  Itay  we  are  cofen’d. 

Mar.  I will  go  up  i a w'oman  is  no  wild-fire. 

Ant.  Now  by  my  life  Ihe  is  fweet : Stay  good  Martin-, 
They  are  of  our  enemies  •,  the  houle  of  Belides: 

Our  mortal  enemies: 

Mar.  Let  ’em  be  devils, 

They  appear  fo  handfomly,  I will  go  for_ward  •, 

If  thefe  be  enemies,  I’ll  ne’r  feek  friends-  isore. 

Ant.  Prethee  forbear,  the  Gentlewomen. 

Mar.  That’s  it  (man) 

That  moves  me  like  a Gin. 

’Pray  ye  ftand  off  Ladies 

Lif.  They  are  both  our  enemies : both  hate  us  equally^ 
By  this  fair  day  our  mortal  foes. 

Ter.  I know  ’em , 

And  come  here  to  affront : how  they  gape  at  us?  " 

They  lhall  have  gaping  work. 

Ifm.  Why  your  fwords.  Gentlemen? 

Ter.  Pray  ye  ftand  you  off,  Cofen , 

And  good  now  leave  your  whiftling : we  are  abus’d  all : 
Back,  back  I fay : 

Lif.  Go  back. 

Ant.  We  are  no  dogs  Sir, 

To  run  back  on  command. 
ler.  We’ll  make  ye  run.  Sir. 

Ant.  Having  a civil  charge  of  handfome  Ladies , 

We  are  your  fervants : pray  ye  no  quarrel  Gentlemen. 
There’s  way  enough  for  both. 

Lif.  We’ll  make  it  wider. 

Ant.  If  you  will  fight,  arm’d  from  this  Saint  j have  at  ye. 
Ifm.  O me  unhappy , are  .ye  Gentlemen  ? 

Difcreet,  and  Civil , and  in  open  view  thus  ? 

Am.  ’'•Vhat  will  men  think  of  us  ^ nay  you  may  kill  us  •, 
Mercy  o’me  :,through  my  petticoat  jwhat  bloody  Gentlemen ! 

^.Make  way  through  me,ye  had  beft,and  kill  an  innocent 
Brother , why  Cofen : by  this  light  I’ll  dye  too : 

This  Gentleman  is  temperate : be  you  merciful : 

Alafs,  the  Swords. 

Am.  You  had  belt  run  me  through 
’Twill  be  a valiant  thruft. 

2/m,  I faint  amongft  ye. 

Ant.  Pray  ye  be  not  fearful : I have  done  (fweet  Lady  ) 
My  fwords  already  aw’d , and  lhall  obey  ye  : 

I come  not  here  to  violate  fweet  beauty  , 

I bow  to  .that. 

Ifm.  Brother,  yon  fee  this  Gentleman, 

This  noble  Gentleman.  , 

Lif.  Let  him  avoid  then , 

And  kave  our  Walk. 


Ant.  The  Lady  may  command  Sir , 

She  bears  an  eye  more  dreadful  than  your  weapon. 

IJm.  What  a fweet  nature  this  man  has?  dear  brother. 
Put  up  your  fword. 

Ter.  Let  them  put  up  and  walk  then  : (us : 

Am.  No  more  loud  words;  there’s  time  enough  before 
for  lhame  put  up , do  honor  to  thefe  beauties : 

Mar.  Our  way  is  this , 

We  will  not  be  denyed  it. 

Ter.  And  ours  is  this,  we  will  not  be  crofs’d  in  it. 

Am.  What  ere  your  way  is  (Lady)  ’tis  a fair  one: 

And  may  it  never  meet  with  rude  hands  more, 

Nor  rough  uncivil  Tongues.  Exeiint. 

lfm.  1 thank  ye  Sir, 

Indeed  I thank  ye  nobly:  a brave  Enemy, 

Here’s  a fweet  temper  now : This  is  a man  (Brother) 

This  Gentleman’s  anger  is  fo  nobly  feated , 

That  it  becomes  him : Yours  proclaim  yeMonfters. 

What  if  he  be  our  Houfe-Foe  ? w^e  may  brag  on’t : 

We  have  ne’er  a friend  in  all  our  Houfe  fo  honorable: 

I had  rather  from  an  Enemy,  my  Brother, 

Learn  worthy  diftances  and  model!:  difference. 

Than  from  a race  of  empty  friends,  loud  nothings ; 

I am  hurt  between  ye. 

Am.  So  am  1 , I fear  too : Dear  Cofen 
Wffiy  look  ye  pale  ? v/here  are  ye  hurt  ? 

lfn.  I know  not , 

But  here  methinks. 

Lif.  Unlace  her  gentle  Coufen. 

Ifn.  My  heart,  my  heart,  and  yet  I blels  the  Hurter. 
Am.  Is  it  lb  dangerous  ? 

Ifm.  Nay,  nay,  I faint  not. 

Am.  Here  is  no  blood  that  I find,  fure  ’tis  inward : 
Ifm.  Yes,  yes,  ’tis inward;  ’twas  afubtle  weapon, 

The  hurt  not  to  be  cur’d  I fear. 

Lif.  .The  Coach  there. 

Am.  May  be  a fright. 

Ifm.  Aminta , ’twas  a Iweet  one , 

And  yet  a cruel. 

Am.  Now  I find  the  wound  plain; 

A wondrous  handfome  Gentleman. 

Ifm.  Oh  ho  deeper : 

Prethee  be  Qlent,  (wench)  it  may  be  thy  cafe. 

Am.  Youmuft  be  fearched;,  the  wound  will  rancle, Cofen 
'And  of  fo  fweet  a nature. 

Ifm.  Dear  Aminta : 

Make  it  not  forer. 

Am.  And  on  my  life  admires  ye. 

Ifm.  Call  the  Coach,  Cofen. 

Am.  The  Coach,  the  Coach. 

T er.  ’Tis  ready  bring  the  Coach  there. 

Lif.  Well  my  braye  Enemies , w^e  lhall  yet  meet  ye. 
And  our  old  hate  lhall  teftifie. 

Ter.  It  lhall  (Cofen.)  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Secunda. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martine. 

Afit.  Their  fwords,  alafs,  I weigh ’em  not  (dear  Friend) 
The  indiferetion  of  the  Owners  blunts  ’em  j 
The  fury  of  the  Houfe  affrights  not  me , 

Itfpends  it  felf  in  words:  (Oh  me  Martine) 

There  was  a two  edg’d  eye,  a Lady  carried 
A weapon  that  no  valor  can  avoyd , 

Nor  Art  (the  hand  of  Spirit)  put  alide. 

O Friend , it  broke  out  on  me  like  a bullet 
Wrapt  in  a cloud  of  fire  : that  point  (^Martine) 

Dazled  my  fence , and  was  too  fubtle  for  me , 

Shot  like  a Comet  in  my  face , and  wounded 
(To  my  eternal  mine,  my  hearts  valor. 

Mar.  Methinks  Ihe  was  no  fuch  piece. 

Blafpheme  not  Sir, 

She  is  ft)  far  beyond  weak  commendation , 

^ That 
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Tliat  impudence  will  bUiOi  to  think  ill  of  her. 

Mar.  I lee  it  not,  and  yet  I have  both  eyes  open : • 

And  1 could  judge , I know  there  is  no  beauty 
Till  our  eyes  give  it  ’em , and  make  ’em  handlbme , 
What’s  red  and  white , unicfs  we  do  allow  ’em  ? 

A green  lace  elfe^  and  me-thinks  Inch  an  other. 

Ant.  reace  thou  lend  Heretick:,  Thou  judge  of  beauties? 
Thou  haft  an  excellent  fenfe  for  a fign-poll  (Friend) 

Doft  thou  not  fee?  i’ll  fwearthou  art  foon  blind  elfe. 

As  blind  as  ignorance when  fire  appeared  firft 
A mar  a breaking  in  the  caft , and  through  her  face  , 

As  if  tire  hours  and  graces  had  ftrew’d  Rofes, 

A blu-fli  of  wonder  flying  •,  when  Are  was  frighted 
At  our  uncivil  fwords , didfl  thou  not  mark 
How  far  beyond  the  pu-rity  of  fnow 
The  foft  wind  drives  wbitenefs  of  innocence, 

Or  any  thing  that  bears  Cclcftial  paleiiefs. 

She  appear’d  o’th’ibdain  ? Didfl  thou  not  fee  her  tears 
When  Ihe  intreated?  O thou  Reprobate ! 

Didfl  thou  not  fee  thofe  orient  tears  flow’d  from  her , 
The  little  Worlds  of  Love?  A fet  (^Marthie) 

Of  fuch  lancftifled  Beads,  and  a holy  heart  to  love 
1 could  live  ever  a Religious  Hermite. 

Mer.  i do  believe  a little , and  yet  methinks 
She  was  of  the  .toweft  Rature. 

Ant.  A rich  Diamond 

Set  neat  and  deep,  Natures  chief  Art  (Martme) 

Is  to  referve  her  Models  curious, 

Not  cumberfome  and  great  ^ and  fuch  an  or  e 
For  fear  flie  fliould  exceed , upon  her  matter 
Has  fhe  fram’d  this^  Oh  ’tis  a fpark  of  beauty. 

And  where  they  appear  fo  excellent  in  little. 

They  will  but  flame  in  greatg  Extention  fpoils  ’em : 

Man  we  learn  this , the  narrower  that  oun  eyes 
Keep  way  unto  our  objeT,  flill  thefweeter 
That  comes  unto  us ; Great  bodies  are  like  Countries., 
Difeovering  flill , toyl  and  no  pleafure  finds  ’em. 

Mar.  A rare  Cofmographer  for  a fmall  Ifland  y 
Now  I believe  fhe  is  handfoine. 

Ant.  Believe  heartily , 

Let  thy  belief,  though  long  a coming,  fave  thee. 

Mar.  She  was  (certain)  fair. 

Ant.  But  heark  ye  (friend  Marti ne) 

Do  not  believe  your  fclf  too  far  before  me. 

For  then  you  may  wrong  me.  Sir. 

. Mar.  Who  bid  ye  teach  me  ? 

Do  you  fliow  me  meat , and  flitch  my  lips  (^Anto-nhl) 

Is  that  fair  play  ? 

Ant.  Now  if  thou  fliouldfl  abufe  me, 

And  yet  1 know  thee  for  an  errant  wcncher  , 

A moil  immoderate  thing , thou  canfl  not  love  long. 

Mar.  A little  ferves  my  turn,  I fly  at  all  games. 

But  r believe. 

Ant.  How  if  we  never  fee  her  more? 

She  is  our  enemy. 

Mar.  Why  are  you  jealous  then? 

As  far  as  I conceive  fhe  hates  our  whole  Houfe. 

Ant.  Yet  (good  Martine) 

Mar.  Come , come,  I have  mercy  on  ye : 

You  fhall  enjoy  her  in  your  dream  {Antonio) 

And  I’ll  not  hinder ; though  now  I perfwade  my  felf. 

'Enter  Aminta  veith  a Letter. 

Ant.  Sit  with  perfvvafion  down , and  you  deal  honeflly 
I will  look  better  on  her. 

Mar.  Stay,  who’s  this , Friend  / 

Ant.  Is’c  not  the  other  Gentlewoman  ^ 

Mar.  Yes,  a Letter. 

She  brings  to  challenge  fare : if  fhe  do  {Antomo) 

I hope  fhe’il  be  a Second  too  •,  I am  for  her. 

Am.  A good  hour  Gentlemen. 

Ant.  You  are  welcome  Lady, 

I ’Tis  like  our  late  rude  paflage  has  powr’d  on  us 


Some  reprehenfion. 

Am.  No  I bring  no  anger , 

Though  fome  delerv’d  it. 

Ant.  Sure  we  were  all  to  blame,  Lady  j 
But  for  my  part  (in  all  humility 
And  with  no  little  fhame)  I ask  your  pardons. 

Indeed  1 wear  no  fword  to  fright  fweet  beauties. 

Am.  You  have  it,  and  this  Letter  j pray  ye  Sir  view  it, 
And  my  Commiflion’s  done. 

Mar.  Have  ye  none  for  me  Lady 
Am.  Not  at  this  time. 

Mar.  I am  forty  for’t  ^ I can  read  too. 

Am.  lam  glad;  but  Sir,  to  keep  you  in  your  exercife, 
You  may  chance  meet  v/ith  one  ill  written. 

Mar.  Thank  ye,  , 

So  it  be  a womans , I can  pick  the  meaning , 

For  likely  they  have  but  one  end. 

Am.  You  fay  true  Sir.  Exit. 

Ant.  Martiney  my  wilhes  are  come  home  and  loaden, 
Loaden  with  brave  return ; mofl  happy,  happy : 

I am  a blefled  man ; where’s  the  Gentlewoman  } 

Mar.  Gone,  the  fpirit’s  gone , what  news 
Ant.  ’Tis  from  the  Lady, 

From  her  we  faw : from  that  fame  miracle , 

I know  her  name  now : read  but  thefe  three  lines  j 
Read  with  devotion , friend,  the  lines  are  holy. 

Martine  reads, 

I dare  not  chide  ye  in  my  Lottery  C^ir) 

'Tmll  he  too  gentle:  If  you  pleafe  to  look^me 
In  the  IFeji-jiree^  and  find  a fair  Stone  veinduppy 
Carved  rritJo  white  Cupids  •,  there  Vll  entertain  ye  ; 

Night  and  diferetion  guide  ye. 

Call  me  Ifmena. 

Ant.  Give  it  me  again:  Come,coine,fly,fly,Iamallfire. 
Mar^  T here  may  be  danger. 

Anti  So  there  is  to  drink 
When  men  are  thirfty , to  eat  haflily 
When  we  are  hungry : fo  there  is  in  fleep.  Friend, 
Obflruflions  then  may  rife  and  fmother  us. 

We  may  dye  laughing , choak’d  even  at  devotions  : 
AnApoplexie,  ora  fodain  Palfey 
May  Itrike  us  dowm 

Mar.  May  be  a train  to  catch  ye. 

Ant.  Then  I am  caught:  and  let  Love  anfwer  for  it. 
’Tis  not  my  folly,  but  his  infamy. 

And  if  he  be  ador’d,  and  dare  do  vild  things.^— 

Mar.  Well,  I will  go. 

Ant.  She  is  a Lady,  Sir, 

A Maid,  I think , and  where  that  holy  fpell 
Is  flung  about  me , I ne’re  fear  a villany, 

’Tis  almofl  night : away  friend. 

Mar.  I am  ready, 

I think  I know  the  houfe  too. 

Ant.  Then  are  we  happy.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  “Tertia. 

Enter  Ifmena,  and  Aminta.' 

Ifm.  Did  you  meet  him  ? 

Am.  Yes. 

Ifm.  And  did  you  give  my  Letter  ? 

Am.  To  what  end  went  \? 

Ifm.  Are  ye  fure  it  was  he  ? 

Was  it  that  Gentleman  ? 

Am.  Do  you  think  I was  blind  ? 

I went  to  feek  no  Carrier,  nor  no  Midwife. 

J/iWhat  kind  of  man  was  he?thou  may  ft  be  deceiv’d  Friend 
./^w.Araan  withanofe  on’s  face;  I think  he  had  eyes  too, 
And  hands : for  fure  he  took  it. 

Ifm.  What  an  anfwer  ? (troubled? 

Am.  What  queftions  are  theft  to  one  that’s  hot  and 
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Do  you  think  me  a Babe  > am  I not  able  ( Cofin  ) 

At  my  years  and  difcretion,  to  deliver 
A Letter  handfiomely ! Is  that  fuch  a hard  thing  ? 

Why  every  W’afer-woman  will  undertake  it ; 

A Sempftersgirl,  or  a Tailors  wife  will  not  mils  it : 

A Puritan  Holtefs  ( Cofin  ) would  fcorn  thele  queftions. 

My  legs  are  weary.  - 

Ifm.  I’ll  make  ’em  well  again. 

Am.  Arethey  at  fupper? 

Ifm.  Yes,  and  I am  not  well, 

Nor  defire  no  company;  look  out,  ’tisdarkilh. 

Am.  I fee  nothing  yet : afliireyour  felf, 

If  he  be  a man,  he  will  not  mils. 

Ifm.  It  may  be  he  is  model!:. 

And  that  may  pull  him  back  from  feeing  me 
Or  has  made  fome  wild  conllrudion  of  my  eafinefs : 

I blulli  to  think  what  I writ. 

Am.  Whatlhould  ve  blulhat  ? 

Blulh  when  you  aft  your  thoughts,not  when  you  w’rite  ’em  ^ 
Blulh  loft  between  a pair  of  llieets,  I weet  Cofin, 

ThoughJte  be  a curious  carried  Gentleman,  I cannotthink 
He’s  lo  unnatural  to  leave  a woman, 

A young,  a noble,  and  a beauteous  woman. 

Leave  her  in  her  defires : Men  of  this  age 

Are  rather  prone  to  come  before  they  are  Lent  for. 

Hark,  I hear  fomething : uptoth’Chamber,  Cofin, 

You  may  J'poil  all  elfe. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martine. 

Jfm.  Let  me  lee,  they  are  Gentlemen  j 
It  may  be  they. 

Am.  They  are  they:  get  ye  up. 

And  likeaLand-ftar  draw  him. 

lfm.  I am  lhame-fac’d  Exit. 

Ant.  This  is  the  ftreet. 

Mar.  I am  looking  for  the  houfe ! 
dole,  dofe,  pray  ye  dole  here. 

Ant.  No,  this  is  a Merchants  j 
I know  the  man  well : 

Mar.  And  thisaPothecaries : I have  lain  here  many  times. 
For  a loolenels  in  my  hilts. 

Amt.  Have  ye  not  pall  it? 

Mar.  No  lure: 

There  is  no  houfe  of  mark  that  we  have  fcaped  yet. 

Ant.  What  place  is  this? 

Mar.  Speak  fofter:  ’may  befpies  •, 

If  any,  this,  a goodly  window  too. 

Carv’d  far  above,  that  I perceive:  ’tisdark. 

But  Ihe  has  fuch  a lultre. 

Enter  Ilmena  and  Aminta  above  mith  a Taper. 

.Ant.  Yes  Martine., 

So  radiant  Ihe  appears. 

Mar.  Elfe  we  may  mifs,  Sir: 

The  night  grows  vengeance  black,  pray  heaven  Ihe  Ihine 
dear : 

Hark,  hark,  a window,  and  a candle  too. 

Ant.  Step  dofe,  ’tis  Ihe : I fee  the  cloud  dilperfe, 

And  now  the  beauteous  Planet. 

Mar.  Ha,  ’tis  indeed. 

Now  by  the  Ibul  of  love  a Divine  Creature, 

. Ifm.  Sir,  Sir. 

Ant.  Moll  blefied  Lady. 

lfn.  ’Pray  ye  Hand  out. 

Am..  You  need  not  fear,  there’s  no  body  nowllirring. 
Mar.  Beyond  his  commendation  i am  taken. 

Infinite  llrangely  taken.  • ^ 

I love  that  Gentleman, 

Methinkshehasadainty  nimble  body  ; 

I love  him  heartily. 

. Ifm.  ’Tis  the  right  Gentleman: 

But  what  to  fay  to  him.  Sir. 

■ i; 
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I Am.  Speak. 

Ant.  I wait  Hill, 

And  will  do  till  I grow  another  Pillar, 

To  prop  this  houfe,  fo  it  pleafe  you. 

Ifm.  Speak  foftly. 

And  ’pray  yefpeak  truly  too. 

Ant.  I never  ly’d.  Lady. 

Ifm.  And  don’t  think  me  impudent  to  ask  ye 
I know  ye  are  an  enemy,  fpeak  low,  ’ 

But  I would  make  ye  a friend. 

Ant.  I am  friend  to  beauty  i 
There’s  no  handlbmnefs,  I dare  be  foe  to. 

lfm.  Are  ye  married.^ 

Ant.  No. 

lfn.  Are  ye  betrothed  ? 

Ant.  No,  neither  ? 

Ifm.  Indeed  ('fair  Sir. ) 

Ant.  Indeed  ( fair  fweet ) I am  not. 

Moll  beauteous  Virgin,  I am  free  as  you  are. 

Ifm.  That  maybe.  Sir,  then  ye  are  miferable. 

For  I am  bound. 

Ant.  Happy  the  bonds  that  hold  ye-. 

Or  do  you  put  them  on  your  felf  for  pleafure  ? 

Sure  they  be  fweeter  far  than  liberty: 

Thereisnoblellednefs  but  in  fuch  bondage: 

Give  me  that  freedom  ( Madam  ) I bcfeech  ye, 

( Since  you  have  queltion’d  me  fo  cunningly  ) 

To  ask  you  whom  you  are  bound  to,  he  mull  be  certain 
More  than  humane,  that  bounds  in  fuch  a beauty : 

Happy  that  happy  chain,  fuch  links  are  heavenly. 

Ifm.  Pray  ye  do  not  mock  nie,  Sir. 

Ant.  Pray  ye  f Lady)  tell  me. 

Ifm.  Will  ye  believe,  and  will  ye  keep  it  to  ye? 

And  not  fcorn  what  I fpeak  ? 

Ant.  I dare  not,  Madam, 

As  Oracle  what  you  fay,  I dard  fwear  to. 

Ifm.  I’ll  fet  the  candle  by : for  I lhall  blufn  now  y 
Fie,  how  it  doubles  in  my  mouth  ? it  mull  out, 

’Tis  you  I am  bound  to. 

Ant.  Speak  that  word  again. 

I underlland  ye  not. 

Ifm.  ’Tis  you  I am  bound  to. 

Ant.  Here  is  another  Gentleman. 

Ifm.  ’Tis  you,  Sir.  • 

Am.  He  may  be  lov’d  too. 

Mar.  Not  by  thee,  firll  curfe  me. 

Ifm.  And  if  I knew  your  name. 

Ant.  Antonio  C Madam  ) 

IJm.  /^«/(7«/(7,takethiskifs, ’tisyoul  am  bound  to.' 

Ant.  And  when  I fet  ye  free,  may  heaven  forfakeme, 
Ifmena. 

Ifm.  Yes,  now  I perceive  ye  love  me. 

You  have  learn’d  my  name. 

Ant.  Hear  but  fome  vows  I make  to  yc : 

Hear  but  the  protellations  of  a true  love. 

Ifm.  No,  no,  not  now : vowsHiO’ild  be  cheerful  things, 
Done  in  the  cleerell  light,  and  noblell  tellimony : 

No  vow,  dear  Sir,  tie  not  my  fair  belief 

To  fuch  llrift  terms : thofe  men  have  broken  credits,  • 

Loofe  and  difmembred  faiths  ( my  dear  Antonio  ) 

That  fplinter  ’em  with  vows;  am  I not  too  bold.? 

Correft  me  when  you  pleafe. 

Ant.  I had  rather  hear  ye, 

For  fo  fweet  Mufick  never  llruk  mine  ears  yet : 

Will  you  believe  now.? 

Ifm.  Yes. 

Ant.  I am  yours. 

Ifm.  Speak  louder,  _ . j-  . 

If  y’eanlvver  thePriell  lb  low, you  will  loft  yourweddmg. 
Mar.  Would  I might  fpeak,  I would  holloa. 

! Ant.  Take  my  heart. 

And  if  it  be  not  firm  and  honell  to  you. 

Heaven , , j- 

ICm.  Peace,  no  more:  I’ll  keep  your  heart,  and  credit  it. 

^ Keep  j 
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Keep  yoa  your  word : when  when  will  you  come  again 
(Friend?) 

For  this  time  we  have  woo’d  indifferently. 

would  fain  fee  ye,  when  I dare  be  bolder. 

I Why  any  night;  only  ( dear  noble  Miftrifs ) 

Pardon  three  dales : my  Uncle  Julio 
Has  bound  me  to  attend  him  upon  promife, 

Upon  expedation  too  ; we  have  rare  fports  there, 

Rare  Countrey  fports,  1 would  you  couldbut  fee ’em. 

Dare  ye  fo  honor  me  ? 

Jfm.  I dare  not  be  there, 

You  know  I dare  not,  no,  I muff:  not  ( Friend  ) 

W^here  1 may  come  with  honourable  freedom : 

Alas,  lam  ill  too-,  we  in  love. 
yint.  You  flout  me. 

Jfm.  Truft  me  I do  not ; Ifpeaktruth,  lamfickly, 

And  am  in  love;  butyoummfl:  bePhyfician. 

Ant.  I’ll  make  a plaifter  of  my  bell  affedion. 

Ifm.  Be  gone,  we  have  fupp’d,  I hear  the  people  ftir, 
Take  my  belt  wilhes ; give  me  no  caufe  (^Antonio  ) 

TO  curie  this  happy  night. 

Ant.  I’lllofe  my  life  firff:, 

A thoufand  kifies. 

Jfm.  Take  ten  thoufand  back  again. 

M^rr.  I am  dumb  with  admiration ; fhall  we  goe.  Sir  ? 

Exeunt. 


Bufl.  I thank  you  ^ you’ld  have  me  goe  under  the  fails 
And  beat  my  brains  about  your  Mill?  a natural 
Father  you  are. — 

Fra.  I charge  you  goe  not  to  the  fports  to  day; 

Lall  night  I gave  you  leave,  now  I recant. 

Fuji.  Is  the  wind  turn’d  fince  lalt  night  ? 

Fra.  Marry  is  it.  Sir,  go  no  farther  than  my  Mill  ^ 
There’s  my  command  upon  you. 

Bujl.  I may  go  round  about  then  as  your  Mill  does  ? 

I will  fee  your  Mill  gelded,  and  his  Stones  fry’d  in  fteaks, 

E’r  I deceive  the  Countrey  fo ; have  I not  my  part  to  ftudy  ? 
How  fhall  the  fports  go  forward,  if  1 be  not  there  ? 

Fra.  They’ll  want  their  fool  indeed,if  thou  be’ftnot  there. 
Bujl.  Confider  that,  and  go  your  felf. 

Fra.  1 have  fears,  ( Sir,)  that  I cannot  utter, 

You  goe  not,  nor  your  Sifter:  there’s  my  charge. 

Buf.  The  price  of  your  golden  thumb  cannot  hold  me. 
Fra.  1,  this  was  fport  that  I have  tightly  lov’d, 

I could  have  kept  company  with  the  Hounds. 

Fuji.  You  are  fit  for  no  other  company  yet.  (y’ faith; 
Fra.  Run  with  the  Hare  ^ and  bin  in  the  whore’s  tail 
Bttf.  That  was  before  1 was  born, 

I did  ever  miftruft  I was  a Baftard, 

Becaufe  Laps  is  in  the  lingular  number  with  me.  ' 

K/tier  Otrante  and  Gerafto. 


Jfm.  Doftthou  know  his  Uncle  ? 

Ant.  No,  but  I can  ask,  Cofin. 

Jfn.  ril  tell  thee  more  of  that,  come,let’s  to  bed  both. 
And  give  me  handfome  dreams.  Love,  Ibefeechthee. 

Am.  ’Has  given  ye  a handfome  fubjeft. 

7/i«.  Pluck  to  the  windows.  Exeunt. 


ABus  Secundus. 


Sc<Bna  Trim  a. 


Enter  Buftofa. 

*-|^He  thundring  Seas,  whofe  watry  fire  wafhes 
Jl  The  whiting  mops : 

The  gentle  Whale  whofe  feet  fo  fell 
Flies  o’r  the  Mountains  tops.  mthin  Franio. 

Fra.  Boy. 

Buf.  The  thundring. 

Fra.  Why  boy  Bujiofa. 

Bufi.  Here  I am,  the  gentle  Whale. 


Enter  Franio. 

Fra.  Oh,  are  you  here.  Sir  ? where’s  your  Sifter  ? 

Fuji-.  The  gentle  Whale  flies  o’r  the  Mountain  tops. 

Fra.  Where’s  your  Sifter  (man) 

Buft.  Waffles  the  whiting-Mops. 

Fr.  Thou  ly’ft,  file  has  none  to  waffi  Mops  ? 

The  boy  is  half  way  out  of  his  wits,  fure : 

Sirrah,  who  am  1 ? 

Buji.  The  thundring  Seas. 

Fra.  Mad,  ftarkmad. 

Bufl.  Will  you  not  give  a man  leave  to  con  ? 

Fra.  Yes,  andfeffe  too,  e’r  I have  done  with  you  Sirrah, 
Ami  your  father? 

Buft.  The  queftion  is  too  hard  for  a child,  ask  me  any  thing 
That  I have  learn’d,  and  I’ll  anfwer  you. 

Fra.  Is  that  a hard  queftion  ? Sirrah,  am  not  I your  Father 
Buft.  If  1 had  my  Mother-v/it  I could  tell  you. 

Fra.  Are  you  a thief? 

Buft.  So  far  forth  as  the  Son  of  a Miller. 

Fra.  Will  youbehang’d? 

, Buft.  Let  it  go  byelderfhip.  The  gentle  Whale.  — - 
Fra.  Sii  rah,  lay  by  your  foolifh  ftudy  there, 

And  beat  your  brains  about  your  own  affairs:  or 


Otr.  Leave  tftou  that  game  (Gerafto)  and  chafe  here. 

Do  thou  but  follow  it  with  my  defites, 

Thou’lt  not  return  home  empty. 

Ger.  I am  prepar’d 
(My  Lord)  with  advantages : and  fee 
Yonder’s  the  fubjeft  I muff:  work  upon : 

Otr.  Her  brother ’tis;  methinks  it  fbould  be  eafie: 

That  grofs  compound  cannot  butdiffufe 
The  foul  in  fuch  a latitude  of  eafe. 

As  to  make  dull  her  faculties,  and  lazie ; 

What  wit  above  the  leaft  can  be  in  him. 

That  Reafbn  ties  together  ? 

Ger.  I have  prov’d  it.  Sir, 

And  know  the  depth  of  it:  1 have  the  way 
To  make  him  follow  me  a hackney-pace. 

With  all  that  fleffi  about  him  ^ yes,  and  dragg 
His  Sifter  after  him;  This  baits  the  old  one, 

Rid  you  him,  and  leave  me  to  the  other.  Exit. 

Otr.  ’Tis  well ; Oh  Franio^  the  good  day  to  you  j 
You  were  not  wont  to  hear  this  Mulick  ftanding ; 

The  Beagle  and  the  Bugle  ye  have  lov’d. 

In  the  firff:  rank  of  Huntfmen. 

Buft.  The  dogs  cry  out  of  him  now. 

Fra.  Sirrah,  leave  your  barking.  I’ll  bite  you  elfe : 

Bull.  Curr,  Curr, 

Fra.  Slave,  do’ft  call  me  dog  ? 

Otr.  Oh  fie  Sir,  he  fpeaks  Latine  to  you. 

He  would  know  why  you’ll  bite  him. 

Buft.  Refpondecur-j  You  fee  his  underftanding(myLord.) 
Fra.  1 fhall  have  a time  to  curry  you  for  this; 

But  ( my  Lord  ) to  anfv/er  you,  the  dales  have  been 
I muff:  have  footed  it  before  this  Horn-pipe, 

Though  I had  hazarded  my  Mill  a fire. 

And  let  the  ftones  grind  empty  ; but  thofe  dancings 
Are  done  with  me:  I have  good  will  to  itftill. 

And  that’s  the  beft  I can  do, 

Otr.  Come,  come,  you  ffiall  be  hors’d : 

Your  company  deferves  him,  though  you  kill  him. 

Run  him  blind,  I care  not. 

Buft.  He’ll do’t  o’th’purpofe  (my Lord ) to  bring  him 
up  to  the  Mill. 

Fra.  Do  not  tempt  me  too  far  ( my  Lord. ) 

Otr.  There’s  a foot  i’ th’ ftirrop : I’ll  not  leave  you  now: 
You  fhall  fee  theGame  fall  once  again : 

Fra.  Well  ("my  Lord)  I’ll  make  ready  my  legs  for  you. 
And  try  ’em  once  a horfeback;  firrah,  ray  charge, keep  it. 

Exit- 

S4- 
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B«y?.  Yes,  when  you  pare  down  your  difli  for  confcience 
When  your  thumb’s  coyn’d  into  bone  & Ugalis^  (fake. 
When  you  are  a true  Man-Miller. 

Otr.  What’s  the  matter  Bu^ofa  ? ( the  ftaggers, 

Bujh  My  Lord  ^ if  you  have  e’r  a drunken  Jade  that  has 
That  will  fall  twice  the  height  of  our  Mill  with  him ; fet  him 

(out  o’  the 

O’ th’ back  oh  him : a galled  Jm/et  that  will  winch  him 
Saddle,  and  break  one  on’s  necks,  or  a fliank  of  him  (there 
was  , 

A fool  going  that  way,  but  the  AlTe  had  better  luck 
Or  one  of  your  brave  Barharies^  that  would  pafs  the  Straits, 
and  run  ( would 

Into  his  own  Countrey  with  him  •,  the  firll  Moor  he  met. 

Cut  his  throat  for  Complexions  fake ; there’s  as  deadly  feud 
between 

A Moor  and  a Miller,  as  between  black  and  white. 

Otr.  Fie,  fie,  this  is  unnatural 
Unlefs  on  fome  ftrong  caufe. 

Buji.  Be  Judge  (my  Lord) 

I am  ftudiedinmy  part:  the  Julian  Feaftis  today;  the 
Countrey  (fen  for 

Expeds  me  •,  I fpeak  all  the  dumb  Ihews : my  Sifter  cho- 
A Nimph.The  gentle  Whale  whofe  feet  fo  fell  t Cry  mercy. 
That  was  fbme  of  my  part ; But  his  charge  is  to  keep  the 
And  dilappoint  the  Revels.  ( Mill, 

Otr.  Indeed,  there  it  fpeaks  fhrewdly  for  thee:,  theCoun- 
Bitl}.  I,  and  for  mine  own  grace  too.  (treyexpeding. 
Otr.  Yes,and  being  ftudiedtoo : and  the  main  Speaker  too. 
Bujl.  The  main?  why  all  my  Speech  lies  in  the  main. 
And  the  dry  ground  together ; The  thundering  feas,whofe, 
6'-c.  (elfe. 

Otr.  Nay,  then  thou  mull:  go,  thou’lt  be  much  condemn’d 
But  then  o’  th’  other  fide,  obedience. 

BuJi.  Obedience? 

But  fpeak  your  confcience  now  ( my  Lord  ) 

Am  not  I pall  asking  blellingat  thefe  years?* 

Speak  as  you’re  a Lord,  if  you  had  a Miller  to  your  father. 

Otr.  I muftyieldtoyou  (B«/?o/j,)  yourreafons 
Are  fo  ftrong,  I cannot  contradid ; This  I think, 

If  you  goe-,  your  Sifter  ought  to  go  along  with  you. 

Buji.  There  I ftumble  now : fteis  not  at  age, 

Otr.  Why,  fine’s  fifteen,  and  upwards. 

Buji.  Thereabouts. 

Otr.  That’s  womans  ripe  age  •,  as  full  as  thou  art 
At  one  and  twenty : fhe’s  manable,  isftie  not? 

Bufi.  I think  not;  poor  heart,lhe  wasnevertryM  inmy 
confcience. 

’Tis  a coy  things  Ihe  will  notbTs  you  a clown,  notifhe 
Would  kifsher.- — 

Otr.  Whatman? 

Buji.  Notif  hewouMkifshCr,  I fay. 

Otr.  Oh, ’twas  Cleanlier  than  I expededy.  wdlSir, 

I’ll  leave  you  to  your  own  ^ but  my  opinion  is. 

You  may  take  her  along ; this  is  half  way ; 

The  reft  ( Gerafio  ) and  I hunt  my  prey, — Exit. 

Bufi.  Away  with  the  bid  Miller  (my  Lord  ) and  the  Mill 
Strikes  fail  prefently. 

E«/f’r  Pedro,  n>ith  GcXdSio  blind ^ finging, 

SONG. 

Ger.  Ceme foUorv  me  (youCountrey-LaJfes  ) 

And  you  ^ all  fee  fetch  (port  as  pafet : 

ICou  jh all  Vance.,  and  I irill  Singi, 

Pedro  he  Jhall  rub  the  jiring: 

E,ach Jhall  have  a loofe  bodied  Goran 
Of  green  \ and  laugh  till  you  lie  down. 

Come  follow  me.,  come  follow., 

Enter  Florimel* 

Bufi.  O fweet  "Diego.,  theTweeteft  Viego-,  ftay:  Sifter 
Florimel. 


Flo.  What’s  that.  Brother? 

Buji.  Didft  not  hear  Viego  ? Hear  him,  and  thou’lt  be 
ravi  fil’d. 

Flo.  I have  heard  himfing,  yet  unravifh’d,  Brother. 

Buji.  You  had  the  better  luck  (Sifter.)  Iwasravilh’d 
By  my  own  confent ; Come  away ; for  the  Sports. 

Flo.  I have  the  fear  of  a Father  on  me  (Brother.) 

Buji.  Out;  the  thief  is  as  fafe  as  in  his  Mill;  he’s  hunt-  ( 
ing  without 

Great  Land-lord,  the  Don  Otr  ante.  Strike  up  Viego. 

Flo.  But  fay  he  return  before  us,  where’s  our  excufie  ? 

Buji.  Strike  up  Viego.  Haft  no  ftrings  to  thy  apron  ? 

F lo.  Well,  the  fault  lie  upon  your  head  ( Brother. ) 

Buii.  My  faults  never  mount  fo  high  (girl ) they  rife  but  to 
My  middle  at  moft.  Strike  up  Viego. 

Ger.  Follow  me  by  the  ear.  I’ll  lead  thee  on  (Ba;l,;/,j)  and 
Pretty  thy  Sifter:  oh  that  I could  fee  her. 

Buji.  Oh  Viego.,  there’s  two  pities  upon  thee ; great  pi- 
tie  thou  art  blind-. 

And  as  great  a pity,  thou  canft  not  fee. 

' SONG. 

Ger.  Ton  (hall  have  Crowns  ofRofes,  Vayfes., 

Buds.,  where  the  honey -mak^r  gazes  ; 

Tcu  JhaU  tajie  the  golden  thighs. 

Such  as  in  Wax-Chamher  lies. 

What  fruit  pleafeyou,  tajie,  freely  put, 

T tt  you  have  all  your  bellies  full. 

Come  follow  me,  8fC. 

Buft.  Oh,  Viego,  the  Don  was  not  fo  fweet  when  he  per- 
fum’d the  Steeple.  Exeunt. 

Scxna  Secunda. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Marline. 

Mar.  Why,  how  now  (Friend)  thou  art  not  loft  agen? 
Ant.  Not  loft?  why,  all  the  world’s  a wildernefs; 

Some  places  peopled  more  by  braver  beafts 
Than  others  are;  But  faces,  faces  (man) 

May  a man  be  caught  with  faces  ? 

Mar.  Without  wonder, 

’Tis  odds  againft  him : May  not  a good  face 
Lead  a man  about  by  th’nofe?  ’las. 

The  nofe  is  but  a part  againft  the  whole. 

Ant.  ButisitpolTiblethattwo  faces 
Should  be  fo  twin’d  in  form,  complexion, 

Figure,  afped  .?  that  neither  wen,  nor  molo^ 

The  Table  of  the  brow,  the  eyes  luftre. 

The  lips  cherry^  neither  the  blulhnorfmile 
Should  give  the  one  diftindion  from  the  other  ? 

Does  Nature  work  in  molds  ? 

Mar.  Altogether. 

We  are  all  one  mold,  oneduft. 

Ant.  Thy  realbn’s  moldie. 

I fpeak  from  the  Form,  thou  the  Matter. 

Why?  was’t  not  ever  one  of  Natures  Gloriesj 
Nay,  her  great  piece  of  wonder,  that  amongft 
So  many  millions  millions  of  her  works 
She  left  the  eye  diftindion,  to  cull  out 
The  one  from  th’other-,  yet  all  one  name,  the  face  f 
Mar.  You  muft  compare  ’em  by  fiome  other  part 
Of  the  body,  if  the  face  cannot  do’t. 

Ant.  Didft  ask  her  name  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  and  who  gave  it  her  ? 

And  what  they  promis’d  more,  befidesafpoon. 

And  what  Apoftles  pidure;  (he  is  chriftnedtoo, 

In  token  wherefore  fhe  is  call’d  Ifabella, 

The  daughter  of  a Countrey  plow-fwam  by  ; 

If  this  be  not  tnie,  Ihe  lies. 

Ant.  She  cannot-, 

Itwouldbefeena  blifteronher  Up, 

Should  falfiiood  touch  it,  it  is  fo  tender : . 
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Had  her  name  held,  ’t  had  been 
And  not  another  of  her  name. 

Mar.  Shall  I fpcak  ? 

/int.  Yes,  if  thou’It  fpeak  truth : Is  fhe  not  wondrous  like? 
Mar.  As  two  garments  of  the  fame  fafhion. 

Cut  from  the  fame  piece,  yet  if  any  excell. 

This  has  the  firft  ^ and  in  my  judgement  ’tisfo. 

Ant.  ’Tis  my  opinion. 

Mart  Were  it  the  face 

Where  mine  eye  fliould  dwell,  I would  pleafeboth 
With  this,  as  foonasone  with  the  other. 

Ant.  And  yet  the  other  is  the  cafe  of  this. 

Had  I not  look’d  upon  Ifmenia^ 

Ine’r  liadftaid  beyond  good-morrows  time 
In  view  of  this. 

Mar.  Would  I could  leave  him  here, 

’Twere  a free  paflage  to  Ifmenia : 

I muftnow  blow,  as  to  put  out  the  fire 
Yet  kindle’t  more.  Younotconfider  Sir, 

The  great  difparitie  is  in  their  bloods, 

Eftates  and  fortunes : there’s  the  rich  beauty 
Which  this  poor  homelinefs  is  not  endow’d  with^ 

There’s  difference  enough. 

Ant.  The  leaft:  of  all. 

Equality  is  no  rule  in  Loves  Grammar : 

That  foie  unhappinefs  is  left  to  Princes 
To  marry  bloud;  w'e  are  free  difpofers. 

And  have  the  power  to  equalize  their  blouds 
Up  to  our  own-,  we  cannot  keep  it  back, 

’Tis  a due  debt  from  us. 

Mar.  I Sir,  had  you 

No  Father  nor  Uncle,  nor  fuch  hinderers. 

You  might  do  with  your  felt  at  your  pleafure  j 
But  as  it  is. 

Ant.  As  it  is-,  ’tis  nothing : 

Their  powers  will  come  too  late,  to  give  me  back 
The  yefterday  I loft. 

Mar.  Indeed,  to  fay  Iboth, 

Your  oppofition  from  the  other  part 
Is  of  more  force  ^ there  you  run  the  hazard 
Of  every  hour  a life,  had  you  fupply  -, 

You  meet  your  deareft  enemy  in  love 

With  all  his  hate  about  him : ’Twill  be  more  hard 

For  yom  Ifmenia  to  come  home  to  you, 

Than  yftutogoeto  Countrey  Jfabell. 

Enter  Julio. 

Ant.  Tuffi;  ’tis  not  fear  removes  me. 

Mar.  No  more:  your  Uncle. 
ytil.  Oh,  the  good  hour  upon  you  Gentlemen: 
Welcome  Nephew^  Speak  it  to  your  friend  Sir, 

It  may  be  happier  receiv’d  from  you, 

In  his  acceptance. 

Ant.  I made  bold,  Uncle, 

To  do  it  before  j and  I think  he  believes  it. 

Mar.  ’Twas  never  doubted,  Sir. 

Jnl.  Here  are  fports(Do«/) 

That  you  muft  look  on  with  a loving  eye. 

And  without  Cenffire,  ’lefs  it  be  giving 
Mycountrey  neighbors  loves  their  yearly  offerings 
That  muft  not  be  refus’d^  though’t  be  more  pain 
To  theSpedator,  than  the  painful  Ador, 

’Twill  abide  no  more  teft  than  the  tinfel 
We  clad  our  Masks  in  for  an  hours  wearing. 

Or  the  Livery  Lace  fometimes  on  the  cloaks 
Of  a great  Vo  «’s  Followers : I fpeak  no  further 
Than  our  own  Countrey,  Sir. 

Mar.  For  my  part.  Sir, 

The  more  ablurd,  ’t  IhaJl  be  the  better  welcome. 

Jnl.  You’ll  find  the  gueft  you  look  for:  I heard  Confin, 
You  were  at  ToWo  th’ other  day. 

Ant.  Not  late.  Sir. 

J«/.  Oh  fie!  muft  I be  plainer.?  You  chang’d  the  point  I 


With  2Vr/oand  Lifturo^  two  of  the  Stock 
Of  our  Antagonifts,  the  Belides. 

Ant.  A meer  proffer.  Sir  j the  prevention 
Was  quick  with  us:  we  had  done  fbmewhat  elfe: 

This  Gentleman  was  engag’d  in’t. 

JhI.  1 am 

The  enemy  to  his  foe  for  it : that  wild-fire 
Will  crave  more  than  fair  water,  to  quench  it 
Ifulped.  Whence  it  will  come  1 know  not. 

Enter  tn>o  or  three  Gentlemen. 

Ant.  I was  about  a gentle  reconcilement. 

But  I do  fear  Ilhall  goeback  agen. 

JhI.  Come,  come  j The  Sports  are  coming  on  us: 

Nay,  1 have  more  guefts  to  grace  it:  Welcome 

Don  Cojianco-)  Giraldo.,  Vhilippo : Seat,  feat  all.  Muficl^ 

Enter  a Cupidy 

Cuf.  Love  is  little,  and  therefore  I prefent  himj 
Love  is  a fire,  therefore  you  may  lament  him. 

Mar . Alas  poor  Love,  who  are  they  that  can  quench  him  ? 
JhI.  He’s  not  without  thofe  members,  fear  him  not. 

Cup.  Love  fhoots,  therefore  I bear  his  bow  about. 

And  Love  is  blind,  therefore  my  eyes  are  out.  (fore. 
Ma.  I never  heard  Love  givereafon  for  what  he  didbe- 

Enter  Buftofa  (J^or  Paris.) 

Cup.  Let  fuch  as  can  fee,  fee  fuch  as  cannot : behold, 

Our  goddefles  all  three  ftrivefor  the  ball  of  Gold : 

And  here  fair  ?aris  comes,  the  hopeful  youth  of  Troy, 
Queen  Uecubh  darling-fon,  King  friams  only  joy. 

Mart.  Is  this  Varis .?  I fhouldhave  taken  him  for  HeSor 
rather. 

Bufi.  Pjrfr  at  this  time:  Pray  you  hold  your  prating. 

Ant.  Paris  can  be  angry. 

Jul.  Oh  at  this  time 

You  muft  pardon  him^  becomes  as  a Judge. 

Mar.- Mercy  on  all  that  looks  upon  him,  fay  I. 

Bufi.  The  thundring  feas  whofe  watry  fire  wafhes  the 
Whiting  Mops.  tops. 

The  gentle  Whale,  whole  feet  fb  fell,  flies  o’r  the  mountain 
No  roars  fb  fierce,  no  throats  fo  deep,  no  howls  can  bring 
fuch  fears. 

As  P^frcan,  if  Garden  from  he  call  his  Dogs  and  Bears. 
Mar.  K thofe  they  were,  that  I fear’d  all  this  while. 

Bufi.  Yes  Jackman-  Apes. 

M«r.  I thank  you  good  P^rfr. 

Bufi.  You  may  hold  your  peace,  and  Hand  further  out  o’th 
way  then: 

The  1 ines  will  fall  where  they  light,  (mirth, 

Yes  Jackman- Apes.,he  hath  to  fports,and  faces  make  like 
Whilft  bellowing  buls,  the  horned  beafts  j do  tofs  from 
ground  to  earth: 

Blind  Bear  there  is,  as  Cupid  blind. 

Ant.  That  Bear  would  be  whip’d  for  lofing  of  his  eies. 
Bufi.  Be  whipped  man  may  fee. 

But  we  prefent  no  fuch  content,  but  Nymphs  fuch  as  they  be. 
Ant.  Thefe  are  long  lines. 

Mar.  Can  you  blame  him,  leading  Buis  and  Bears  in  ’em 

Enter  Shepherd  finging.,  with  Ifinena,  Aminta,  Florimel, 

( as  Juno,  Pallas,  Venus, ) and  three  Nymphs  attending. 

Bufi.  Go  blind,  conduftthe  dumb,  for  Ladies  muft 
not  fpeak  here : 

Let  fhepherds  fing  with  dancing  feet,  and  cords  of 
mufick  break  here. 

Song.  fall? 

Now  Ladies  fight,  with  heels  fo  light,  by  lot  your  luck  muft 
Where  P^ri/pleafe,  to  do  you  eafe,  and  give  the  golden 
Ball.  Vance. 

Mar. 
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hUr.  If  you  plaid  ?aris  now  Antonio^  where  would  you 
Ant.  I prethee,  Friend,  beftowit/’ 

Take  the  full  freedom  of  thought,  but  no  words. 

Mar.  ’Proteft  there’s  a third,  which  by  her  habit, 

Should  perfonate  Venus and  by  conlequenCe 
Of  the  Story,  receive  the  honors  prize: 

And  were  I a there  it  lliould  be. 

Do  you  note  her  ? 

Ant.  No-,  mine  eye  isfo  fixed, 
cannot  move  it. 

Cup.  The  dance  is  ended-,  Now  to  judgement  farts. 
Buji.  Here  here : butftay,  Idodpy 
A pretty  gleek  coming  from  P alias  eye: 

Ucre  Pallas.,  here;  yet  ftayagen:  methinks 
I fee  the  eye  of  lovely  Venus  wi  nks  ; 

Oh  clofethem  both  : fliutin  thofe  golden  eyn. 

And  will  kifs  thofe  fvveet  blin  d cheeks  of  thine. 

Junoh  angry:  yes,  andP alias  fi’owns. 

Would  Paris  now  were  gone  from  Ida'^s  downs. 

They  both  are  fair,  but  Venus  h2is  the  Mole, 

The faireft hair,  and fweetelb dinuple  hole: 

T o her,  or  her,  or  her,  or  neither  , 

Can  one  man  pleafe  tliree  Ladies  altogether?  : 

S'o,  take  it  Venus.,  tolsit  at  thy  plealure. 

Thou  art  the  Lovers  friend  beyond  his  mealure, 

Jul.  Paris  has  done  what  man  can  do,  pleas’d  one, 

Who  can  do  more  ? 

Mar.  Stay,  here’s  another  per fonii 

Enter  Gerafuo,  {as  Mars.) 

Ger.  Come  lovely  Venus,  leave  this  lower  Orb, 

And  mount  with  Mars,  up  to  his  glorious  Sphere. 

BuJi.  How  now,  what’s  he ; 

Flor.  I’m  ignorant  what  to  do.  Sir. 

Ger.  Thy  filver-yoke  of  Doves  are  in  the  Team, 

And  thou  lhalt  fly  through  Apollo's  Beam  : 

I’ll  fee  thee  feafed  in  thy  golden  Throne, 

And  hold  with  Mars  a ^eetconjunfriion.  Exit. 

Buji.  Ha  ? what  fellow’s  tliis  ? has  carried  away  my  Sifter 
He  never  rehears’d  his  part  with  me  before.  (Venus: 
Jul.  What  follows  now  Prince  Paris  ? 

Flor.  within. Help,  help,  help. 

Bnji.  Hue  and  cry,  I think  Sir,  this  is  Venus  voice. 

Mine  own  Sifter  Florinels. 

Mar.  What  is  there fome  Tragick-A(ft  behind? 

BuJ.  No,  no,  altogether  Comical Mars  and  Venus 
Are  in  the  old  conjundion  it  feems. 

Mar.  ’Tis  very  improper  then,  for  Venus 
Never  cries  out  when  Ihe  conjoyns  with  Mars. 

Buji.  That’s  true  indeed : they  are  out  of  their  parts  fure. 
It  may  be  ’Tis  the  Book-holders  fault : I’ll  go  fee. — Exit. 
Jul.  How  like  you  our  Countrey  Revels,  Gentlemen 
All  Gent.  Oh,  they  commend  themfelves.  Sir. 

Ant.  Methinl^  now 

7««o  and  M/«erT/;2ftiould  take  revenge  on  Paris. 

It  cannot  end  without  it. 

Mar.  1 did  exped 
Inftead  of  Mars,  the  Storm-Goaler 
And  Juno  proff’  ring  her  Veiopeia 
As  fatisfadion  to  the  bluftring  god. 

To  fend  his  Tollers  forth. 

J«/,  It  may  lb  follow. 

Lets  not  prejudicate  the  Hiftory. 

Enter  Buftofa. 

Buji.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh. 

Jul.  Sq,  here’s  aPallion  towards. 

Buji.  Help,  help,  if  you  be  Gentlemen-,  my  Sifter, 

My  Venus',  file’s  ftolenaway. 

Jut.  The  ftory.dianges  from  our  expedation.  Mars 
Buji.  Help  my  father  the  Miller  will  hang  me  elfe;  god 
Is  a bawdy  Villain;  he  laid  Ihe  Ihould  ride  upon  Doves: 
She’s  hors’d,  file’s  hors’d,  whether  Ihe  will  or  no. 


Mar.  Sure  I think  he’s  ferious.  ( in  the  breech 

Buji. She's  hors’d  upon  a double  Gelding,and  a Stone-horfe 
Other:  the  poor  wench  cries  help,andlcryhelp,  and  none 
Of  you  will  help. 

Jul.  Speak,  is  it  the  Ihow,  or  doll;  thou  bawl  ? 

Buji.  A pox  on  the  Ball : my  Sifter  bawls, nnd  I bawl : 
Either  bridle  horfe  and  follow,  or  give  me  a halter 
To  hangmyfelf:  I cannot  runfo  fall  as  a hog. 

Jul.  Follow  me.  I’ll  fill  the  Countrey  with  purfuit 
But  I will  find  the  thief:  my  houfe  thus  abus’d  ? 

Buji.  ’Tis  my  houfe  that’s  abus’d,  the  Sifter  of  my  fiefii 

and  bloud  ; oh,  oh.  Exeunt. 

I W ench.K  ’Tis  time  we  all  Ihiit  for  our  felves,  if  this  be 
2.  J However  I’ll  be  gone.  (ferious. 

3*  ^And  I.  Exeunt. 

Ant.  You  need  not  fright  your  beauties  pretty  fouls. 
With  the  leaft  pale  complexion  of  a fear.  (fereet 

Mar.  Juno  has  better  courage ; and  Minerva's  more  di- 
Ifm.  Alas  my  courage  w'as  fo  counterfeit 
It  might  have  beenftruck  from  me  with  a Feather. 

Juno  ne’r  had  fo  w'eak  a prefenter. 

Am.  Sure  I was  ne’r  thewifer  for  Minerva, 

That  1 find  yet  about  me. 

Jfm.  My  dwelling,  Sir  > 

’Tis  a poor  yeomans  roof,  fcarce  a league  off^ 

That  never  ftiam’d  me  yet. 

Ant.  Your  gentle  pardon : 

I vow  my  erring  eies  hadalmoft  caft  you 
For  one  of  the  moft  mortal  enemies 
That  our  Family  has. 

Jfm.  I’m  forty.  Sir, 

amfo  like  your  foe:  ’Twere  fit  I hafted 
fom  your  offended  light. 

Ant.  Oh,miftakenot, 

't  was  my  error,  and  I doconfefsit : 

You’ll  not  believe  you’rw'elcome  ^ nor  can  I fpeak  it-, 

3ut  there’s  my  friend  can  tell  you,  pray  hear  him. 

Mar.  Shall  I tell  her  Sir  ? I’m  glad  of  the  employment. 
Ant.  A kinfwomanto  that  beauty : 

Am.  A kin  to  her.  Sir, 

3ut  nothing  to  her  beauty. 

Ant.  Do  not  wrong  it,  ’tis  not  far  behind  her. 

Am.  Her  hinder  parts  are  not  far  oft,  indeed.  Sir. 

Mar.  Let  me  but  kifs  you  with  his  arcor  now. 

You  fhall  feel  how  he  loves  you. 

Jfm.  Oh  forbear: 

’Tis  not  the  fafhion  with  us,  but  would  you. 

Perfwade  me  that  he  loves  me  ? 

Mar.  I’ll  warrant  you 
He  dies  in’t : and  that  were  witnefs  enough  on’t. 

Jfm.  Love  me  Sir  > can  you  tell  me  for  what  reafon  ? 

Mar.  Fie,  wall  you  ask  me  that  which  you  have  about  you  ? 
JCm.  I know  nothing  Sir. 

M^?r.  Let  him  find  it  then  ^ 

He  conftantly  believes  you  have  the  thing 
That  he  muft  love  you  for ; much  is  apparent, 

A fweet  and  lovely  beauty. 

Jfm.  So  Sir-,  Pray  you 

Show  me  one  thing  t Did  he  ne’r  love  before  ? 

(I  know  you  are  hisbofbm-Counfellor) 

Nay  then  I fee  your  anfwer  is  not  ready  : 

I’ll  not  beUeve  you  if  you  ftudy  farther. 

Mar.  Shall  I fpeak  truth  to  you  ? 

Jfm.  Or  fpeak  no  mote. 

Mar.  There  was  a Imile  thrown  at  him,  from  a Lady 
Whofe  deferts  might  buy  him  trebblc,  and  lately 
He  receiv’d  it,  and  1 know  where  he  loft  it, 

In  this  face  of  yours ; I know  his  heart’s  within  you. 

Jfm.  May  1 know  her  name  ? 

Mar.  In  your  ear  you  may 
With  vow  of  filence. 

Am.  He’ll  not  give  over  Sir  t 
If  he  fpeak  for  you,  he’ll  fure  fpeedforyoii. 

Ant.  But  that’s  not  the  anfwer  to  my  queftioii. 

Am 
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Am.  You  arc  the  firR:  in  my  Virgin-confcience 
; T hat  e’r  fpoke  Love  to  her  : oh,  my  heart ! 

Ant.  How  do  you  ? 

Am.  Nothing  Sir : but  would  I had  a better  face; 

How  well  your  pulie  beats. 

Ant.  Healthfully,  does  it  not  ? _ 

Am.  It  thumps  prettily,  methinkSi 
Hm.  Alack,  1 hear  it 

With  much  pity;  how  great  is  your  fault  too. 

In  wrong  to  the  good  Lady  ? 

Mar.  Yon  forget 

■ The  difficult  pallage  he  has  to  her,  _ 

\ hell  of  feud%  between  the  Families. 

. Ifm.  And  that  has  often  Love  wrought  by  advantage 
. o peaceful  reconcilement 
Mar.  There  impoflible. 

. Ifm.  This  way  ’tis  worfer  ^ ’t  may  feed  again  in  hef 
Tito  another  generation : 
p" or  where  ( poor  Lady  ) is  her  fatisfadion  ? 

Mar.  It  comes  in  mej  to  be  truth,  I love  her. 

^ Pil  go  no  farther  for  comparifon.) 

As  dear  as  he  loves  you. 

Ifm  How  if  Ihe  love  not } 

Mar.  Tu(h;  be  that  my  pains : You  know  not  what  Art 
c have  thofe  ways. 

Ifn.  Belhrow  you,  you  have  practis’d  upon  me, 

Well,  fpeedmehere,  and  you  with  your  Ifmenica. 

Mar.  Go,  the  condition’s  drawn,  ready  dated, 

T here  wants  but  your  hand  tod. 

Am.  Truelyyou  have  taken  great  pains,  Sir. 

Mar.  A friendly  part,  no  more  ( fweet  Beauty.) 

Am  They  are  happy,  Sir,  have  fuch  friends  as  you  are. 
But  do  you  know  you  have  done  well  in  this? 

How  will  his  Allies  receive  it  ? flie  (though  Hay’t) 
sof  no  better  bloud  than  I aiir. 

Mar.  There  I leave  it,  I’m  at  farthefi:  that  way. 

Ifm.  You  fkall  extend  your  vows  no  larger  now. 

My  heart  calls  you  mine  own ; and  that’s  enough. 

Reafon,  I know,  would  have  all  yet  conceal’d, 
flhall  not  leave  you  iinfaluted  long 
.Zither  by  Pen  or  Perfon. 

Ant.  You  may  dilcourfe 
With  me,  when  you  think  y’are  alone,  Iffiall 
Be  prefent  with  you. 

lfm.  ComeCofin,  will  you  walk? 

Am.  Alas,  I was  ready  long  fince  ; inconfcience 
"’"ou  would  with  better  will  yet  flay  behind. 

lfn.  Oh  Love,  I never  thought  thou’dll:  been  lb  blind. 

Mar.  You’ll  anfw'er  this  Sir.  Exeunt. 

Ant.  Ifer’t  be  fpoke  on;- 

I purpofenot  to  propound  the  quefhion. 

Enter  Julio. 

Jul.  ’Tistrue,  the  poor  knave  faid  : Ibme  Raviffier, 
Some  of  Lufls  Eloud-honnds  have  feiz’dupon  her : 

The  Girl  is  hurried,  as  the  devil  were  with ’em 
Aipd  help’d  their  fpeed. 

Mar.  It  may  be  not  fo-  ill.  Sir. 

A well-prepared  Lover  may  do  as  much 
In  hot  bloud  as  this,  and  perform’thoqftly, 

Jul.  What?  Real  away  a Virgin ’gainft  her  will? 

Mar.  It  may  be  any  mans  cafe  •,  defpife  nothing ; 

And  that’s  a thief  of  a good  quality, 

MoR  commonly  he  brings  his  theft  home  again. 

Though  with  a little  lhame. 

Jnl.  There’s  a charge  by’t 
Fall’n  npcnme:  ?aris  ( the  Millers  Ion  )^^ 

Her  brother,  dares  not  venture  home  again 
Till  better  tidings  follow  of  his  Sifter. 

Ant.  Y’are  the  more  beholding  to  the  mifchancc,  Sir : 
Had  I gone  a Boot-haling,  I Ihould  as  fbon 
Haveftoll’n  himas  hisSifter:  Marry  then,^ 

To  render  him  back  in  the  fame  plight  he  is 
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May  be  coftly;  his  flelh  is  not  maintain’d  with  little. 

Jtd.  Idiinkthe  poor  knave  will  pine  away. 

He  cries  all  to'be  pittied  yonder. 

Mar..  Pray  you  Sir,  let’s  go  fee  him ; I-  fhould  laugh 
T o fee  him  cry,  fure. 

Juh  Well,  you  are  merry.  Sir. 

Antonio.^  keep  this  charge;  IhavefearS 
Move  me  to  lay  it  on  you  : Pray  forbear 
The  ways  of  your  enemies,  the  Bellides. 

I havereafonformy  Injunction,  Sir.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Amintn  (as  a Page  rpkh  a Letter.') 

Ant.  To  me.  Sir?  from  whom? 

Am.  A friend,  I dare  vow.  Sir. 

Though  on  the  enemies  part:  the  Lady  Ifmenia. 

Mar.  Take  heed,  blufli  not  too  deep ; let  me  advife  you 
In  youranfvver,  ’tmuftbe  done  heedfiilly. 

Ant.  I fhould  not  fee  a Mafculine  in  peace 
Out  of  that  houfe. 

Am.  Alas,  I’m  a child,  Sir, 

Your  hates  cannot  laft  till  I wear  a fword. 

Ant.  Await  me  for  your  anfwer. 

Mar.  Hemuftfee  her, 

Tomanifefthis  fhame  : ’tis  my  advantage  ; 

While  our  bloud’s  under  us,  we  keep  above;  , 

But  then  we  fall,  when  we  do  fall  in  love.  Exeunt. 

— i 


A3us  Tertiuu 

SctxncL  Pnma, 
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Enter  Julio  and  Exzmo. 

Fra.  1 jjY  Lord,  my  Lord,  your  houfe  bat1^  injur’d  me, 
(V  i Rob’d  of  all  the  joys  I had  on  earth. 

Jul.  Where  wert  thou  brought  up  (fellow  ?) 

Fra.  In  a Mill. 

You  may  perceive  it  by  my  loud  exclaims. 

Which  muft  rife  higher  yet. 

Jul.  Obftreperous  Carle, 
if  thy  throats  tempeft;  could  oe’rturn  my  houfe, 

What  fatisfaddion  were  it  for  thy  child : 

Turn  thee  the  right  way  to  thy  journeys  end. 

Wilt  have  her  where  fhe  is  not? 

Fra.  Here  was  fhe  loft. 

And  here  muft  I begin  my  footing  after ; 

From  whence,  until  I meet  a pow’r  to  punifh, 

1 will  not  reft ; You  are  not  quick  to  grief. 

Your  hearing’s  adeadfenfe.Were  yours  thelofs. 

Had  you  a Daughter,  perhaps  be-whor’d, 

(For  to  what  other  end  fhould  come  the  thief  ?1 
You’ld  play  the  Miller  then,  be  loud  and  high. 

But  being  not  a fbrrowofyour  own. 

You  have  no  help  nor  pity  for  another, 

Jul.  Oh,  thou  haft  op’d  a Sluce  was  long  fhut  up. 

And  let  a floud  of  grief  in  y a buried  grief 
Thy  voice  hath  wak’d  again;  a grief  as  old 
As  likely  ’tis  thy  child  is ; friend,  I tell  thee, 

I did  once  lofe  a Daughter. 

Fra.  Did  you,  Sir  ? 

Befeech  yo'u  then,  how  did  you  bear  her  lols? 

Jul.  With  thy  grief  trebled. 
fra.  But  was  fhe ftolen from  you.? 

Jul.  Yes,  by  devouring  thieves,  from  whom  cannot 
Ever  return  a fatisfaCtion : 

The  v/ild  beafts  had  her  in  her  fwathing  clothes. 

Fra.  Oh  much  good  do  ’em  with  her. 

Jul.  Away  tough  churle. 

Fra.  Why,  fhe  was  better  eaten  than  my  child. 

Better  by  beafts,  than  beaftly  men  devoured, 

They 
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They  took  away  a life,  no  honor  from  her: 

Thofe  beafts  might  make  a Saint  of  her,  but  thefe 
Will  make  my  child  n devil  but  was  flie,  Sir, 

Your  only  Daughter? 

'Enter  Gilian. 

: ne’r  had  other  ( Friend. ) 

Gil.  W’here  are  you  ( man  ? ) your  bufinefs  lies  not  here. 
Your  Daughters  in  the  Pound,  I have  found  where  ^ 

’Twill  colt  you  doii  dear,  her  freedom. 

Fra.  I’ll  break  it  down, 

And  free  her  without  pay : 

Horfe-locks  nor  chains  fliall  hold  her  from  me. 

Jul.  I’ll  take  this  relief. 

I now  have  time  to  fpeak  alone  with  grief.  Exit. 

Fra.  How  ? my  Landlord  ? he’s  Lord  of  my  Lands 
But  not  my  Cattle : I’ll  have  her  again  (Gi/. ) 

Gil.  You  are  not  mad  upon  the  fudden  now. 

Fra.  NoG?7/.  I have  been  mad  thefe  five  hours: 

I’ll  fell  my  Mill,  and  buyaRoring. 

I’ll  batter  down  his  houfe,  and  make  aSteweson’t, 

Gill.  Will  you  gather  up  your  wits  a little 
Andhear  me?  the  King’s  nearby  inprogrefs. 

Here  I have  got  our  fiipplication  drawn. 

And  there’s  the  way  to  help  us. 

Fra.  Give  it  me  {Gill.} 

I will  not  fear  to  give  it  to  the  King : 

To  his  own  hands  (God  blels  him  ) will  I give  it. 

And  he  lhallfct  the  Law  upon  their  Ihoulders, 

And  hang  ’em  all  that  had  a hand  in  it. 

Gill,  Where’s  your  Son  ? 

Fra.  He Iball be hang’d in  flitches: 

The  Dogs  fiiall  eat  him  in  Lent.,  there’s  Cats-meat 
And  Dogs-meat  enough  about  him. 

Gi  l.  Sure  the  poor  Girl  is  the  Counts  w'hore  by  this  time. 

' Fra.  If  Ihe  be  the  Counts  whore,  the  whores  Count 
Shall  pay  for  it  : He  lhall  pay  for  a new  Maiden-head. 

: Gil.  You  arefo  violous:  this  I’m  refolv’d, 

If  Ihe  be  a whore  once.  I’ll  renounce  her, 

You  know,  if  every  man  had  his  right. 

She’s  none  of  our  child,  but  ameer  foundling, 

(And  lean  guefs  the  owner  for  a need  too) 

We  have  butfofier’d  her. 

Fra.  Gill,  no  more  of  that. 

I’ll  cut  your  tongue  out,  if  you  tell  thofe  tales. 

Hark,hark,  tht^Foaters  tell  us  the  King’s  coming  : 

Get  you  gone  ^ I’ll  fee  if  I can  find  him.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Lilauro,  Terfa,  Pedro,  Moncado. 

Lif.  Does  the  King  remove  to  day? 

Ter.  So  faies  the  Harbengers, 

And  keeps  his  way  dn  to  Valentia., 

There  ends  the  progrefs. 

Fed.  He  hunts  this  morning  Gentlemen, 

And  dines  i’  th’  fields : the  Court  is  all  in  readinefs. 

Lif.  Fedro.,  did  you  fend  for  this  T ailor  ? or  you  Moncado  ? 
This  light  Fre«cA  Demi-Iaunce  that  follows  us. 

Fed.  No,  I afliirc  ye  on  my  word,  lam  guiltlefs, 

I owe  him  too  much  to  be  inward  with  him. 

Mo;;.  1 am  not  quit  I am  fure : there  is  a reckoning 
Of  fbme  four  fcarlet  cloaks,  and  two  lac’d  fuits 
Hangs  on  the  file  ftill,  like  a fearful  Comet 
Makes  me  keep  offi 
Lif.  I am  in  too  Gentlemen, 

I thank  his  faith,  for  a matter  of  three  hundred. 

Tor.  And  1 for  two,  what  a devil  makes  he  this  way? 

I do  not  love  to  fee  my  fins  before  me. 

Fed.  ’Tis  the  vacation,  and  thefe  things  break  out 
Tofeethe  Court,  and  glory  in  their  debtors. 

Ter.  What  do  you  call  him  for?  I never  love 
To  remember  their  names  that  I owe  money  to, 

’Tis  hot  gentile  j I fhun  ’em  like  the  plagueever. 


in  the  Mill. 


A Q^e’s  Vertigo:  hold  your  heads,  and  wonder, 

A r i ench-man,  and  a founder  of  new  Falhions* 

The  revolutions  of  all  fhapes  and  habits 
Run  madding  through  his  brainsi  Enter  Vertigo 

Monc  rie  IS  very  brave. 

A/f  hefhredsof  what  he  Reals  from  us.  believe  it. 
Makes  him  a mi^ty  man  : he  comes,  have  at  ye 
Fer.  Save  ye  together,  my  fweet  Gentlemen,  ’ 

I have  been  looking 

Ter.  Not  for  Money, Sir? 

You  know  the  hard  time. 

V er.  Pardon  me  fweet  ( Sigjtior ) /j^en 

Good  faith  the  leaft  thought  in  my  heart,  your  love  Gentle- 
I our  love  s enough  for  me : Money,  hang  money: 

Let  me  preferve  your  love. 

Lif.  Y es  marry  lhall  ye, 

And  we  our  credit,  you  would  fee  the  Court  ? 

Aion.  He  fhall  fee  every  place. 

Ver.  Shall  I i’faith  Gentlemen  ? 

Fed.  The  Cellar,  and  the  Buttry,  and  the  Kitchin, 

The  Paltry,  and  the  Pantry. 

Ter.  I,  andtaftetoo 
01  every  Office:  and  be  free  of  all  too: 

That  he  may  fay  when  he  comes  home  in  glory. 

Ver.  And  I will  fay,  i’faith,  and  fay  it  openly. 

And  fay  it  home  too:  Shall  I fee  the  Kingalfo? 

Lif.  Shalt  fee  him  every  day : ffialt  fee  the  Ladies 
In  their  French  clothes:  ffialt  ride  a hunting  with  him 
Shalt  have  a Miftrifs  too:  we  mult  foolhandibmely  ^ 

To  keep  him  in  belief,  we  honor  him. 

He  may  call  on  us  elfe. 

Fed.  A pox  upon  him. 

Let  him  call  at  home  in’s  own  houfe  for  fait  butter. 

Ver.  And  when  the  King  puts  on  anewfuit. 

Ter.  Thou  lhalt  fee  it  firfr, 

Anddefeft  his  doublets:  that  thou  mailt  beperfeift. 

Ver.  The  Wardrobe  I would  fain  view,  Gentlemen. 

Fain  come  to  fee  the  Wardrobe. 

Lif.  Thou  lhalt  lee  it, 

And  lee  the  lecret  of  it,  dive  into  k : 

Sleep  in  the  Wardrobe,  and  have  Revelations 
Of  falhions  five  years  hence. 

Ver.  Ye  honor  me. 

Ye  infinitely  honor  me. 

Ter.  Any  thing  i’th’ Court,  Sir, 

Or  within  the  compafs  of  a Courtier. 

Ver.  My  wife  ffiall  give  ye  thanks. 

Ter.  You  ffiall  fee  any  thing. 

The  privatell  place,  the  Itool,  andwhere ’tis  emptied. 

Ver.  Ye  make  me  bluffi,ye  pour  your  bounties,Gentlemen, 
In  luch  abundance. 

Lif.  I will  ffiew  thee  prefently 
The  order  that  the  King  keeps  when  he  comes 
To  open  view,  that  thou  may’ll:  tell  thy  neighbors 
Over  a ffioulder  of  mutton,  thou  haft  feen  fomething. 

Nay,  thou  ffialt  prefent  the  King  for  this  time. 

Ver.  Nay,  I pray  Sir. 

Lif.  That  thou  raaift  know  what  State  there  does  belong 
Stand  there  I fay,  and  put  on  a fad  countenance,  ( to  it  j 
Mingled  with  height : be  cover’d,  and  referved  ^ 

Move  like  the  Sun,  byfoft  degrees,  and  glorious, 

Into  your  order  (Gentlemen)  uncover’d. 

The  King  appears  i We’ll  fport  with  you  a while.  Sir, 

I am  fure  you  are  merry  with  us  all  the  yearlong  ( Tailor) 
Move  Ibfter  ftill,  keep  in  that  fencing  leg  j Monfieur.^ 

Turn  to  no  fide. 

Enter  Franioo^f  of  hreath. 

Ter.  What’s  this  that  appears  to  him? 

Lif.  ’Has  a petition,  and  he  looks  molt  lamentably, 
Miftake  him,  andwearemade. 

Fra.  This  is  the  King  fure. 

The  glorious  King,  I know  him  by  his  gay  clothes. 

Lij.  Now  bear  your  felf  that  you  may  fay  hereafter. 

Fra. 
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Fra.  1 have  recover’d  breath.  I’ll  fpeak  unto  himprefent- 
I\fayit  plcafe  your  gracious  Majefty  to  confider  ('ly, 

A poor  mans  cafe? 

Ver.  What’s  your  Will, Sir? 

Ltj:  You  mull:  accept,  and  read  it. 

Ter.  The  Tailor  will  rim  mad  upon  my  life  for’t. 

Fed.  How  he  mumps  and  bridles : he  will  ne’r  cut  clothes 
Ver.  And  what’s  your  grief?  (again. 

Mo;i.  He  fpeaks  i’  th’  noie  like  his  goofe. 

Fra^  I pray  you  read  there  •,  I am  abus’d  and  frumpt.  Sir, 
By  a great  man  that  may  do  ill  by  authority/  ^ 

Poor  honeft  men  arc  bang’d  for  doing  lefs.  Sir, 

My  child  isflolen,  the  Count  ftoleher  •, 

A pretty  child  Ihe  is,  although  I fay  it, 

A handibme  Mother,  he  means  to  make  a whore  of  her, 

A iilken  whore,  his  knaves  have  filch’d  her  trom  me  j 
He  keeps  lewd  knaves,  that  do  him  beaftly  offices: 

I kneel  for  Juffiice.  Shall  1 have  it  Sir/ 

Er.ter  Khig  Philippo,  and  Lords. 

Th  'il.  What  Pageant’s  this  ? 

Lif.  The  King : 

Tailor,  ftandolf^  here  ends  your  aparition : 

Miller,  turn  round,  and  there  addrefs  your  paper. 

There,  there’s  the  King  indeed. 

Fra.  May  rt  pleafe  your  Majefty. 

Thil.  Whydidft  thou  kneel  to  that  fellow? 

Fra.  In  good  faith.  Sir, 

I thought  he  had  been  a King,  he  was  lb  gallant  r 
There’s  none  here  wears  fuch  gold. 

Fhil.  Sofoolilliry',  , 

You  have  golden  bufinelsfure  •,  becaufe  I am  homely 
Clad,  in  no  glitt’ring  iiiit,  lam  not  look’d  on: 

Ye  fools  that  wear  gay  cloaths,  love  to  gap’d  at, 

• What  are  you  better  when  your  end  calls  on  you? 

Will  gold  preferve ye  from  the  grave?  or  jewels? 

Get  golden  Minds,  and  fling  away  your  Trappings 
Unto  your  bodies,  minifter  warm  raiments, 

Wholibmc  and  good  i glitter  within  and  fpare  not ; 

Let  my  Court  have  rich  fouls,  their  fuits  I weigh  not ; 

And  what  are  you  that  took  fuch  State  upon  ye 

Are  ye  a Prince  ? 

Lif.  The  Prince  of  Tailors,  Sir,  ■ 

We  owe  fome  money  to  him,  and’t  like  your  Majefty. 

Thil.  If  it  like  him,  would  ye  ow’d  more,  be  modefter, 
And  you  lefs  fancy.  Sir:  and  leave  this  place: 

Your  Preffing-iron  will  make  no  perfeft  Courtier ; 

Goc  ftitch  at  home,  and  cozen  your  poor  neighbors, 

Show  fuch  another  pride,  i’il  have  ye  whipt  for’t, 

• And  get  worfc  clothes,  thefe  but  proclaim  your  fellony. 
And  what’s  your  Paper? 

Fra.  I befeech  you  read  it. 

Thil.  What’s  here  ? the  Count  Otrante  task’d  for  a bafe 
For  ftealingof a maid?  viliany, 

Ltrrd.  The  Count  Otrante} 

Is  not  the  fellow  mad,  Sir  ? 

Fra.,  No, no, my  Lord, 

-I  am  in  my  wits,  I am  a labouring  man. 

And  we  have  feldorneleifure  to  runmad. 

We  have  other  bufinefs  to  employ  our  heads  in, 

We  have  little  Wit  tolofetoo:  if  we  complain, 

And  if  a heavie  load  lie  on  your  Ihoulders, 

Worfe  than  a fack  of  Meal,  and  opprefs  our  poverties. 
We  are  mad  ftreight,  andwhop’d,  and  ty’d  in  fetters, 

Able  to  make  a horfemad,  as  you  ufe  us. 

You  are  mad  for  nothing,  and  no  man  dare  proclaim  it. 

In  you  a wildnefs  is  a noble  trick, 

Andcheriffi’dinye^  and  all  menmuft  love  it: 

Oppreffions  of  all  Ibrts,  fit  like  new  clothes. 

Neatly  and  handfomely  upbn  your  Lordfliips : 

And  if  we  kick  when  your  honors  fpur  us. 

We  are  Knaves  and  Jades,  and  ready  for  the  Juftice. 
lam  a true  Miller. 

Thil.  Then  thou  art  a wonder. 


2 Lor.  I know  the  the  man  reputed  for  a good  man 
An  honeft  and  fubftantial  fellow. 

Thil.  He  fpeaks.  fence. 

And  to  the  point : Greatnels  begets  much  rudenefe, 

How  dare  you  ( Sirrah  ) ’ gainft  lb  main  a perfon, 

A man  of  fo  much  Noble  note  and  honor. 

Put  up  this  bale  complaint?  Muft  every  Peafant 
Upon  a fancy  Will  affront  great  Lords  1 
All  fellows  (Miller  st ) 

Fra.  I have  my  reward.  Sir, 

I was  told  one  greatnefs  would  proted  another. 

As  beams  fupport  their  fellows^  now  I find  it: 

If’t  pleafe  your  Grace  to  have  me  hang’d,  I am  ready, 
’Tisbuta  Miller,  and  a Thief  difpach’d  : 

Though  I fteal  bread,  I fteal  no  flelh  to  tempt  me. 

I have  a wife,  and ’t  pleafe  him  to  have  her  too, 

With  all  my  heart  ^ ’twill  make  my  charge  the  left.  Sir, 
She’ll  hold  him  play  awhile : I have  a boy  too. 

He’s  able  to  inftruft  his  Honors  hogs. 

Or  rubhi^orfe-heels : when  it  pleafe  his  Lordfhip 
He  may'lnmliis  Have  too,  or  his  bawd : 

The  boy  is  well  bred,  can  exhort  his  Sifter: 

For  me,  thePrifbn,  or  the  Pillory, 

To  lofemy  gods,  and  have  mine  ears  cropt  off; 

Whipt  like  a Top,  and  have  a paper  ftuck  before  me,  • 
For  abominable  honefty  to  his  own  Daughter, 

I can  endure.  Sir : the  Miller  has  a ftout  heart. 

Though  ashisToal-pin. 

Thil.  I ftifpeft  this  flirewdly. 

Is  it  his  Daughter  that  thb  people  call 
The  Millers  fair  Maid  ? 

2 Lor.  Itfhouldfeem  fo,Sir. 

Thi.  Be  fure  you  be  i’  th’  right.  Sirrah. 

Fra.  If  I be  i’  th’  wrong.  Sir, 

Be  fure  you  hang  me,  I will  ask  no  courtefie : 

Your  Grace  may  have  a Daughter,  think  of  that,  Sir, 

She  may  be  fair,  and  Ihe  may  be  abufedtoo: 

A King  is  not  exempted  from  thefe  cafes : 

Stolen  from  your  loving  care. 

Thil.  I do  much  pity  him. 

Fra.  But  heaven  forbid  file  ftiould  beinthatventure~ 
That  mine  is  in  at  this  hour:  I’Ll  afliire  your  Grace 
The  Lord  wants  a water-Mill,and  means  to  grind  with  her 
Would  I had  his  ftones  to  fet,  I would  fit  him  for  it. 

Thil.  Follow  me.  Miller,  and  let  me  talk  with  ye  farther. 
And  keep  this  private  all  upon  your  Loyalties : 
Tomorrow  morning,  though  I am  now  beyond  him. 

And  the  left  lookt  for,l’ll  break  my  Fall  with  the  good  Count. 
No  more,  away,  all  to  our  fports,  befilent.  Exeunt. 

Ver.  What  Grace  fhall  I have  now  ? 

Lif.'  Choofe  thine  own  Grace, 

And  go  to  dinner  when  thou  wilt,  Vertigo, 

We  muft  needs  follow  the  King. 

Ler,  You  heard  the  fentence. 

Mon.  If  you  ftay  here 
I’ll  fend  thee  a fhoulder  of  Venifon  r 
Go  home,  go  home,  or  if  thou  wilt  difguife. 

I’ll  help  thee  to  a place  to  feed  the  dogs. 

Ted.  Or  thou  fhalt  be  fpecial  T ailor  to  the  Kings  Monkey, 
’Tis  a fine  place,  we  cannot  ftay. 

Ver.  No  Money, 

Nor  no  Grace,  Gentlemen  ? 

Ler.  ’Tis  too  early  Tailor. 

The  King  has  not  broke  his  Faft  yet. 

Ver.  I fhall  look  for  ye 
The  next  Term,  Gentlemen. 

Fed.  Thou  flialt  not  mifs  us : 

Prethee  provide  fome  clothes, and  doft  thou  hear  Vertigo 
Commend  me*to  thy  Wife : I want  fome  fhirts  too. 

Ver.  I have  Chambers  for  ye  all. 

Lif.  They  are  too  mufty. 

When  they  are  clear  we’ll  come, 

Ver.  I muft  be  patient 

And  provident,  I flball  never  get  home  elfe.  Exeunt. 

Scsena 
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Sana,  Secttnda. 

Enter  Otrante  and  Florimell, 

Otr,  Prethee  be  wifer  wench,  thou  canll  not  Icape  me, 
Let  me  with  love  and  gentlenefs  injoy  that 
That  maybe  Itill  Treferv’d  with  love,  and  long’d  for; 

If  violence  lay  rough  hold,  I lhail  hate  thee. 

And  after  I have  enjoy’d  thy  Maiden-head, 

Thou  wilt  appear  fo  ftale  and  ugly  to  me 
I lhall  defpife  thee,  call:  thee  off 
Flor.  I pray  ye  Sir, 

Begin  it  now,  and  open  your  doors  to  me , 

I do  confefs  1 am  ugly  •,  let  me  go.  Sir ; 

A Gipfey-girl : Why  would  your  Lordlhip  touch  me  ? 
Fye , ’ds  not  noble ; I am  homely  bred , 

Courfe , and  unfit  for  you : why  do  you  flatter  me  ? 
There  be  young  Ladies , many  that  will  love  ye , 

That  will  dote  on  ye : you  a handfome  Gentleman , 
What  will  they  fay  when  once  they  know  your  quality  ? 
A Lord,  a Miller  ? take  your Toal  difh  with  ye: 

You  that  can  deal  with  Gudgins , and  courfe  flower, 

’Tis  pitty  you  fxiould  taft  what  manchet  means; 

Is  this  fit  Sir,  for  your  repute  and  honor? 

Otr.  I’ll  love  thee  ftill. 

Flo.  You  cannot,  there’s  no  fympathy 
Between  our  births,  or  breeding,  arts,  conditions. 

And  where  thefe  are  at  difference,  ther’s  no  liking : 

This  hour  it  may  be  I feem  handfome  to  you , 

And  you  are  taken  with  variety 

More  than  with  beauty:  tomorrow  when  you  have  enjoy’d 
me. 

Your  heat  and  luft  aflWag’d,  and  come  to  examine 
Out  of  a cold  and  penitent  condition 
What  you  have  done,whom  you  have  fhar’d  your  love  with, 
Made  partner  of  your  bed  , how  it  will  vex  ye  , 

How  you  will  curie  the  devil  that  betrayd  ye , 

And  what  fhall  become  of  me  then  ? 

Otr.  Wilt  thou  hear  me  ? 

Fdo.  As  hafty  as  you  were  then  to  enjoy  me , 

As  precious  as  this  beauty  fhew’d  unto  ye. 

You’ll  kick  me  out  of  dores,  you  will  whore  and  ban  me ; 
And  if  I prove  with  child  with  your  fair  ifliie. 

Give  me  a penfion  of  five  pound  a year 

To  breed  your  Heir  withall,  and  fo  good  fpeed  me. 

Otr.  I’ll  keep  thee  like  a woman. 

Flo.  I’ll  keep  my  felf  Sir, 

Keep  my  felf  honeft  Sir  j there’s  the  brave  keeping ; 

If  you  will  marry  me. 

Otr.  Alafs  poor  Florimell. 

FJo.  I do  confefs  I am  too  courfe  and  bale  Sir 
To  be  your  wife,  and  it  is  fit  you  fcorn  me. 

Yet  fuch  as  I have  crown’d  the  lives  of  great  ones; 

To  be  your  whore  1 am  fure  I am  too  worthy , 

(For  by  my  troth  Sir,  I am  truly  honeft) 

And  that’s  an  honor  equal  to  your  greatnefs. 

Otr.  I’ll  give  thee  what  thou  wilt. 

Flo.  Tempt  me  no  more  then : 

Give  me  that  peace,  and  then  you  give  abundance, 

I know  ye  do  but  try  me,  ye  are  noble  , 

All  thefe  are  but  to  try  my  modefty. 

If  you  fhould  find  me  eafie , and  once  coming  , 

I fee  your  eyes  already  how  they  would  fright  me  ^ 

I fee  your  honeft  heart  how  it  would  fwell 
And  burft  it  felf  into  a grief  againft  me : 

Your  tongue  in  noble  anger,  now,  even  now  Sir, 

Ready  to  rip  my  loofe  thoughts  to  the  bottom , 

And  lay  my  fhame  unto  my  felf,  wide  open : 

You  are  a noble  Lord,  you  pitty  poor  maids, 

The  people  are  miftaken  in  your  courfes ; 

You,  like  a father,  try  ’em  to  the  uttermoft. 

As  they  do  Gold : you  purge  the  drofs  from  them, 

And  make  them  fhine. 
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Otr.  This  cunning  cannot  help  ye  : 

I love  ye  to  enjoy : I have  ftol’n  ye 

To  enjoy  ye  now,  not  to  be  fool’d  with  circumflanc®. 
Yield  willingly,  or  elfe,  ® 

Flo.  What/ 

Otr.  I will  force  ye.  •, 

I will  not  be  delay’d , a poor  bafe  wencl{ 

That  fin  curtefie,  make  offer  to , 

Argue  with  me? 

Flo.  Do  not,  you  will  loofe  your  labor 
Do  not  my  Lord,  it  will  become  ye  poorly; 

Your  courtefie  may  do  much  on  my  nature* 

For  I am  kind  as  you  are , and  as  tender : 

If  you  compel,  I have  my  ftrengths  to  flye  to , 

My  honeft  thoughts,  and  thofe  are  guards  about  me  J 
I can  cry  too,  and  noife enough  I dare  make, 

And  I have  curfes,  that  will  call  down  thunder, 

For  all  I am  a poor  wench,  heaven  will  hear  me; 

My  body  you  may  force , but  ray  will  never  • 

And  be  fure  1 do  not  live  if  you  do  force  me , 

Or  have  no  tongue  to  tell  your  beaftly  Story, 

For  if  I have,  and  if  there  be  a juftice. 

Otr.  Pray  ye  go  in  here:  I’ll  calm  my  felf  for  this  time. 
And  be  your  friend  again. 

Flo.  I am  commanded.  Exit. 

Otr.  You  cannot  ftape  me , yet  I muft  enjoy  ye, 

I’ll  lie  with  thy  wit,  though  Imifs  thy  honefty; 

Is  this  a wench  for  a Boors  hungry  bolbm  ? 

A morlel  for  a Pealants  bafe  embraces  ? 

And  muft  I ftarve,  and  the  meat  in  iny  mouth  ? 

I’ll  none  of  tiiat. 

Entir  Gerafto. 

Ger.  Flow  now  my  Lord , how  fpeed  ye  / 

Have  ye  done  the  deed  ? 

Otr.  No,  pox  upon’t,  fhe  is  honeft. 

Ger.  Honeft,  what’s  that?  you  take  her  bare  denial. 

Was  there  ever  wench  brought  up  in  a mill,  and  honeft? 
That  were  a wonder  worth  a Chronicle, 

Is  your  belief  fo  large?  what  did  fhe  fay  to  ye? 

Otr.  She  faid  her  honefty  was  all  her  dowry. 

And  preach’d  unto  me,  how  unfit,  and  homely. 

Nay  how  difhonourable  it  would  feem  in  me 
To  aft  my  will-  popt  me  i’th  mouth  with  modefty, 

Ger.  What  an  impudent  Quean  was  that  / that’s  their 
trick  ever. 

Otr.  And  then  difeours’d  to  me  very  learnedly 
What  fame  and  loud  opinion  would  tell  of  me ; 

A wife  file  touch’d  at 
Ger.  Out  upon  her  Varlet. 

Was  fhe  fo  bold?  thefe  home-fpun  things  are  evils'^  e/i/^o^ 
They’ll  tell  ye  a thoufand  lies , if  you’ll  believe  ’em  j / 
And  ftand  upon  their  honors  like  great  Ladies , 

They’ll  fpeak  unhappily  too:  good  words  to  cozen  ye, 
And  outwardly  feem  Saints : they’ll  cry  down-right  alfo , 
But  ’tis  for  anger  that  you  do  not  crufli  ’em. 

Did  file  not  talk  of  being  with  child  ? 

Otr.  She  toucht  at  it , 

Ger.  Thetrickof  an  arrant  whore  to  milk  your  Lordfhip^ 
And  then  a penfion  nam’d  ? 

Otr.  No,  no,  fhe  fcorn’d  it : 

I offer’d  any  thing , but  fhe  refus’d  all, 

Refus’d  it  with  a confident  hate. 

Ger.  You  thought  fo, 

You  fhould  have  taken  her  then,  turn’d  her,  and  tew’d  her 
I’th’ftrength  of  all  her  refblution,  flatter’d  her  , 

And  fhak’t  her  ftubborn  will : flie  would  have  thank’d  ye. 
She  would  have  lov’d  ye  infinitely,they  muft  feemmodeft, 
It  is  their  parts  t if  you  had  plaid  your  part  Sir. 

And  handl’d  her  as  men  do  unman’d  Hawks, 

Caft  her,  and  malde  her  up  in  good  clean  linnen , 

And  there  have  coyed  her,  you  had  caught  her  heart-ftrings 
Thefe  tough  Virginities  they  blow  like  white  thornes 
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In  ftorms  and  tempefts.’ 

Otr.  She  is  beyond  all  this , 

As  cold,  and  harden’d,  as  the  Virgin  Cryftal. 

Ocr.  Oh  force  her,  force  her.  Sir,  Ihe  longs  toberavifh’d 
Some  have  no  pleafiirebut  in  violence  j 
To  be  torn  in  pieces  is  their  paradife : 

’Tis  ordinary  in  our  Countrey,  Sir,  to  ravilh  all 
They  will  not  give  a penny  for  their  fport 
llnlefs  they  be  put  to  it,  and  terribly , 

And  then  they  fwear  they’ll  hang  the  man  comes  near ’em. 
And  fwear  it  on  his  lips  too. 

Otr.  No,  no  forcing, 

I have  another  courfe,  and  I will  follow  it, 

I command  you,  and  do  you  command  your  fellows , 
That  when  you  fee  her  next,  difgrace,  and  fcorn  her, 

I’ll  feem  to  put  her  out  o’th’  dores  o’th’  Ibdain 
And  leave  her  to  conjedure,  then  feize  on  her 
Away,  be  ready  ftraight. 

Ger.  We  lhall  not  foil,  Sir.  Exit. 

Otr.  Flarimell. 

I Enter  Florimell, 

Flo.  My  Lord. 

Otr.  I am  fure  you  have  now  confider’d 
And  like  a wife  wench  weigh’d  a friends  dilpleafure, 
Repented  your  proud  thoughts , and  call  your  fcorn  off. 

F-lo.  My  Lord,  I am  not  proud,  I was  never  beautiful. 
Nor  fcorn  I any  thing  that’s  juft  and  honeft. 

Otr.  Come,  to  be  Ihort,  can  ye  love  yet  ? you  told  me 
Kindnefs  would  far  compell  ye:  I am  kind  to  ye,- 
And  mean  to  exceed  that  W'ay. 

Flo.  I told  ye  too,  Sir  , 

As  far  as  it  agreed  wuth  modefty. 

With  honour,  and  with  honefty  I would  yield  to  y-e: 
Good  my  Lord:  take  fome  other  Theam:  for  Love, 
Alafs,  I never  knew  yet  what  it  meant , 

’And  on  the  fudden  Sir,  to  run  through  Volumes 
Of  his  moft  myftick  art,  ’tis  moft  impolTible-^ 

Nay,  to  begin  wuth  luft,  which' is  an  Herefie, 

A foul  one  too  ^ to  learn  that  in  my  childhood; 

0 good  my  Lord. 

Otr.  You  will  not  out  of  this  long  . 

Your  modefty,  and  honefty, is. that. all? 

1 will  not  force  ye. 

Flo.  Ye  are  too  noble.  Sir. 

Otr.  Nor  will  I w'oo  ye  at  that  infinite  price 
It  may  be  you  expeft. 

Flo.  I exped  your  pardon, 

And  a difcharge  (my  Lord)  that’s  all  I look.  for. 

Otr.  No,  nor  fall  fick  for  love. 

Flo.  ’Tis  a heathful  year  Sir. 

Otr.  Look  ye.  I’ll  turn  ye  cut  o’dores,  and  fcorn  ye. 
Flo.  Thank  ye  my  Lord. 

Otr.  A proud  flight  Peat  I found  ye, 

A fool  (it  may  be  too.) 

Flo.  An  honeft  woman  . 

Good  my  Lord  think  me. 

Otr.  And  a bale  I leave  ye , 

So  fare-ye-welL  Exit. 

Enter  Gerafto  and  Servants. 

Ger.  What  doft  thou  ftay  for  ? doft  thou  not  know  the 
Thou  bafe  unprovidcnt  whore  > (way, 

Flo.  Good  words,  pray  ye  Gentlemen. 

1 Ser.  Has  my  Lord  fmoak’d  ye  over, good-wife  Miller? 
Is  your  Mill  broken  that  you  ftand  fo  ulelefs  ? 

2 Sfr.  An  impudent  Quean,upon  my  life  fhe  is  unwholfome 
Some  baft  difcarded  thing  my  Lord  has  found  her , 

He  would  not  have  turn’d  her  off  o’th’fudden  elfe. 

Ger.  Now  againft  every  fack  (my  honeft  ftvect  heart) 
With  every  Smig  and  Smug. 

I Floi  I muft  be  patient.. 


Ger.  And  every  greafie  gueft , and  fweaty  Rafcall 
For  his  Royal  hire  between  his  fingers.  Gentlewoman. 

1 Ser.  Ifearthou  haft  given  my  Lord  the — thoudamn’d 
thing. 

2 Ser.  I have  feen  her  ih  the  Stewes-. 

Ger.  The  knave  her  father 

Was  Bawd  to  her  there,  and  kept  a Tipling  houft, 

You  muft  even  to  it  again : a modeft  fundion. 

Flo.  If  ye  had  honefty,ye  would  not  ufe  me 
Thusibafely,  wretchedly^  though  your  Lord  bid  ye, 

But  he  that  knows. 

Ger.  Away  thou  carted  impudence , 

You  meat  for  every  man : a little  meal 
Flung  in  your  face , makes  ye  appear  fo  proud. 

Flo.  This  is  inhumane.Let  thefe  tears  perfuade  you, 

If  ye  be  men,  to  ufe  a, poor  girl  better  i 
I wrong  not  you,  I am  fure  1 call  you  Gentlemen. 

Enter  Otrante. 

0/r.  What  bufinefs  is  here?  away,  are  not  you  gone  yet? 

' Flo.  My  Lord,  this  is  not  well : although  you  hate  me, 
For  what  I know  not  ^ to  let  your  people  wrong  me. 
Wrong  me  malicioufly , and  call  me.- — 

Otr.  Peace, 

And  mark  me  what  we  fay  advifedly 

Mark,  as  you  love  that  that  you  call  your  credit ; 

Yield  now,  or  you  are  undone:  your  good  name’s perifh’d 
Not  all  the  world  can  .buy^  your  reputation  j 
’Tis  funk  for  ever  elfe, tRefe  peoples  tongues  will  poifbn  ye 
Though  you  be  white  as  innocence  they’ll  taint  ye , 

They  will  fpeak  terrible  and  hideous  things , ^ 

And  people  in  this  age  are  prone  to  credit , 

They’ll  let  fall  nothing  that  may  brand  a woman, 

Contider  this,  and  then  be  wife  and  tremble. 

Yield  yet,  and  yet  I’ll  fave  ye. 

Flo.  How? 

Otr.  I’ll  fhow  ye. 

Their  mouths  I’ll  feal  up , they  fhall  fpeak  no  more 
But  what  is  honorable  and  honeft  of  ye , 

And  Saintlike  they  fhall  worlhip  ye : they  are  mine , 

And  what  I charge  them  Florimell. 

Flo.  I am  ruin’d , ' 

Heaven  will  regard  me  yet,  they  are  barbarous  .wretches ; 
Let  me  not  fall  (my  Lord.) 

Otr.  You  fhall  not  Florimell: 

Mark  how  I’ll  work  your  peace , and.  how  I honor  ye. 

Who  waits  there?  come  all  in. 

Enter  Gerafto  and  Servants. 

Ger.  Your  pleafure  Sir. 

Otr.  Who  dare  fay  this  fweet beauty  is  not  heavenly?  , 
This  virgin,  the  moft  pure  the  moft  untainted  ^ 

The  holieft  thing? 

Ger.  We  know  it  (my  dear  Lord) 

We  are  her  flaves : and  that  proud  impudence 
That  dares  difparage  her, this  fword  (my  Lord.) 

1.  They  are  rafcals,bafe,thefons  of  common  women  ^ 

That  wrong  this  virtue,  or  dare  own  a thought 
But  fair  and  honorable  of  her;,  when  we  flight  her. 

Hang  us,  or  cut’s  in  pieces : let’s  tug  i’th’  Gallies. 

2 S er.  Brand  us  for  villains. 

Flo.  Why  fure  I dream:  thefe  are  all  Saints. 

Ofr,  Go,  and  live,  all  her  flaves.. 

Ger.  We  are  proud  to  doit.  . Exeunt. 

Otr.  What  think  ye  now  ? am  not  I able  Florimell 
Yet  to  preftrve  ye  ? 

F/<7.  I am  bound  to  yourLordfliip, 

Ye  are  all  honour  , and  good  my  Lord  but  grant  me. 
Untill  to  morrow,  leave  to  weigh  my  fortunes , 

I’ll  give  you  a free  anfwer,  perhaps  a pleafmg,. 

Indeed  I’ll  do  thebeft  I can  to  fatisfie  ye. 

Otr.  Take  your  good  time  , thiskifs,  till  then  farewell, 
Sweet.  Exeunt. 

Aldus 
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Adlus  IV, 


Sc  mu  Trim  a. 

Enter  Antonio,  Martine,  Bnftofj. 

Mar.  By  all  means  dlfcharge  your  follower. 

^nt.  If  we  can  get  him  off:  Sirrah  Bttjhfa 
Thou  muft  needs  run  back. 

But  I muh:  not  iinlels  you  lend 
A Bier,  or  a Li^r  at  my  back,  I do  not  ule  to  run 
From  my  friends. 

Ant.  Well,  go  will  ferve  turn : I have  forgot. 

Bufl.  What  Sir? 

Ant.  See  if  I can  think  on’t  now. 

BujL  I know  what  ’tis  now. 

Ant.  A Piftolet  of  that. 

Bitjh  Done,  you  have  forgot  a deVife  to  fend  me  away, 
You  are  going  a fmocking  perhaps. 

Mar.  His  own , due,  due  i’faith  Antonio , 

The  Piftolet’s  his  own. 

Ant.  I confefs  it, 

There  ’tis : now  if  you  could  afford  out  of  it 
A realbnable  excule  to  mine  Uncle. 

Buji.  Yes,  I can : 

But  an  excufe  will  not  ferve  your  turn ; it  muft  be  a lye, 
A full  lye , ’twill  do  no  good  elfe : if  you’ll  go  to 
The  price  of  that  ? 

Ant.  Is  a lye  dearer  than  an  excufe 
Biffi.  Oh, treble^  this  is  the  price  of  an  excufe : but  a lye 
is  two  more : 

Look  how  many  foylesgo  to  a fair  fall,  fo  manyexcufesto 
A full  lye,  and  lefs  cannot  ferve  your  turn,  let  any  Tailor 
I’th’  Town  make  it. 

Mar.  Why  ’tis  reafonable,  give  him  his  price: 

Let  it  be  large  enough  now. 

Btt(}.  I’ll  warrant  you,  cover  him  all  over. 

Ant.  1 would  have  proof  of  one  now. 

BhjK  What?  fcale  my  invention  beforehand?  youlhall 
pardon 

Me  for  that  •,  well,  I’ll  commend  you  to  your  Uncle,  and 
Tell  him  you’ll  be  at  home  at  fupper  with  him. 

Ant.  By  no  means , I cannot  come  to  night  (man) 

Bnji.  I know  that  too , you  do  not  know  a lye  when  you 
fee  it. 

Mar.  Remember  it  muff:  ftretch  for  all  night. 

Bujt.  I lhall  wantftufie,  I doubt ’twill  come  to  the  other 

Pijiolet. 

Ant.  Well,  lay  out,  you  lhallbe  no  loofer  Sir. 

Buji.  It  muff;  be  faced,  you  know,  there  will  be  a yard 
of  dihimulation 

At  leaft  (City-meafure)  and  cut  upon  an  untroth  or  two : 
Lyned 

With  Fables , that  mult  needs  be,  cold  weather’s  coming, 
if  it  had 

A gallon  of  hypocrifie,  ’twould  do  well : and  hooked 
Together  with  a couple  of-conceits , 

That’s  neceffity  •,  well.  I’ll  bring  in  my 
Bill : I’ll  warrant  you  as  fair  a lye  by  that  time  I have  done 
With  it , as  any  Gentleman  i’th’ Town  can  fwear  to  , if  he 
Would  betray  his  Lord  and  Maltcr.  Exit. 

Ant.  So, -fo,  this  neceflary  trouble’s  over. 

Mar.  I would  you  had  bought  an  excule  of  him 
Before  he  went : you’ll  want  one  for  Jfmenia. 

Ant.  Tulh,  there  needs  none,  there’s  no  fulpition  yet. 
And  I’ll  be. arm’d  before  the. next  encounter, 

In  a tye  with  my  fiir  Ifabsl, 


Enter  Buflofa. 

Mar.  Yes,  you’ll  find  your  errand  is  before  you  now. 
Bui}.  Oh  Gentlemen,  look  to  your  felves,  ye  are 
of  another  world  elfe  ^ your  enemies  are  upon  you  i 
The  old  houfe  of  the  BeVides  will  fall  upon  your  heads  • 
Signior  Lifauro.  ^ 

Ant.  Lifauro  ? 

Bufi.  And  Donvihzt  call  you  him?  he’s  a Gentleman: 
Yet  he  has  but  a Yeomans  name, 

Don  Larfo.,  Larfo^  and  a dozen  at  their  heels. 

Ant.  Lifauro^  Tarfo^  nor  a dozen  more 
Shall  fright  me  from  my  ground,  nor  Ihun  my  path, 

Let  ’em  come  on  in  their  ableft  fury. 

Mir.  ’Tis  worthily  refolved:  I’ll  Rand  by  youSir 
This  way,  I am  thy  true  friend.  ^ 

BujL  i’ll  be  gone  Sir  , that  one  may  live  to  tell  what’s 
become  of  you. 

Put  up,  put  up,  will  you  never  learn  to  know  a lye 
From  an  Efip'^s  Fables  there’s  a tall  for  you  now.  Exit. 

Enter  Ifmenia  and  Amiuta. 

Mar.  Look  sir , wh^t  time  of  day  is  it  ? (now 

Ant.  I know  not,  my  eyes  gofalfe,  I dare  not  trull  ’em 
I prethee  tell  me  {Martin ) if  thou  canft. 

Is  that  Ifmenia  or  IfaheUa. 

Mar.  This  is  the  Lady,  forget  not,  Ifzbdla. 

Ant.  II  this  face  may  be  borrowed  and  lent  out. 

If  it  can  fnift  Ihoulders,  and  take  other  tyres. 

So,  ’tis  mine  where  ere  I find  it. 

Jfm.  Be  fudden.  Exit  Aminta. 

I cannot  hold  out  long. 

Mar.  Believ’t  fhe  frowns. 

Ant.  Let  it  come,  Ihe  cannot  frown  me  off  on’ti 
How  prettily  it  wooes  me  to  come  nearer  ? 

How  do  you  do  (Lady)  fince  yellerdays  pains? 

Were  you  not  weary?  of  my  faith. 

Ifn.  I think  you  were. 

Ant.  What  Lady? 

Ifn.  Weary  of  your  faith  •,  ’tis  a burthen 
That  men  faint  under  , though  they  bear  little  of  it 
Mar.  So,  this  is  to  the  purpofe. 

Ant.  You  came  home 
In  a fair  hour  I hope.? 

Enter  Aminta. 

Jfm.  From  whence  Sir .? 

Am.  Sir,  there’s  a Gentlewoman  without  dellres  to 
fpeak  with  you. 

Ant.  They  were  pretty  homely  toyes:  but  your  prefence 
Made  them  illuftrious. 

IJm.  My  Cofen  fpeaks  to  you. 

Am.  A Gentlewoman  Sir , Ifaiella 
She  names  her  felf. 

Mar.  So,  fo,ithits  finely  now. 

Ant.  Name  your  felf  how  you  pleafe : fpeak  what  you 
I’ll  hear  you  cheerfully.  (pleafe , 

Ifn.  You  are  not  well, 

RequeR  her  in , Ihe  may  have  more  acquaintance 
With  his  paffions , and  better  cure  for’em. 

Am.  She’s  nice  in  that  (Madam)  poor  foul  it  feems 
She’s  fearful  of  your  difpleafure. 

IJm.  I’ll  quit  her 

From  that  prefently,  and  bring  her  in  my  felf.  Exit. 

Mar.  How  carelelly  do  you  behave  your  Iclf, 

When  you  Ihould  call  all  your  beR  faculties 
To  counfel  in  you?  how  will  you  anfwer 
The  breach  you  made  with  fair  Ifmenia  ? 

Have  you  forgot  the  retrograde  vow  you  took 
With  her,  that  now  is  come  in  evidence? 

You’ll  dye  upon  yourfliame,  you  need  no  more 
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Enemies  of  the  hoiife  ^ but  the  Lady  now ; 

You  fliall  have  your  difpatch. 

Enter  Ifnienia  like  Juno. 

Ant.  Give  me  that  face , 

And  1 am  fatisfied  upon  vvhofe  flioulders 
So  ere  it  grows : Juno  deliver  us 
Out  of  this  amazement : Befeech  you  Goddefs 
Tell  us  of  our  friends,  how  does  Ifnenia? 

And  how  does  Ifabella?  both  in  good  health 
I hope,  as  you  your  felf  are. 

JJin..  I am  at  farthefl 
In  my  counterfeit : my  Antonio 
I have  matter  againft  you  may  need  pardon. 

As  I mult  crave  of  you. 

Ant.  Obferve  you  Sir, 

What  evidence  is  come  againft  me?  what  think  you 
The  i^^/rj-headed  Jury  will  fay  to’t  ? 

Mar.  ’Tis  I am  fool’d , 

My  hopes  are  pour’d  into  the  bottomlefs  tubs , 

’Tis  labour  for  the  houfe  of  Bellides: 

I muft  not  feem  fo  yet:  but  in  footh  (Lady) 

Did  you  imagine  your  changeable  face 
Hid  you  from  me  ? By  this  hand  I knew  you. 

Ant.  r went  by  the  face-:  and  by  thele  eyes  I 
Might  have  been  deceived. 

Ifm.  You  might  indeed  (^Antonio') 

For  this  Gentleman  did  vow  to  IfakJIa 
That  he  it  was  that  lov’d  IJmenia^ 

And  not  Antonio .? 

Mar.  Good,  was  not  that 
A manifeft  confeffion  that  I knew  you  ? 

I elfe  had  been  unjuft  unto  my  friend : 

’Twas  well  remembred,  there  I found  you  out 
And  fpeak  your  conicience  now. 

Ant.  But  did  he  fo  proteflr  ? 

lfm.  Yes,  1‘vowto  you,  had  Antonio' 

Wedded  Ifabdla.,  Jfmettia 

Had  not  been  loft , there  had  been  her  lover. 

Ant.  Why  much  gcod  do  yon  friend,  take  her  to  you : 
I crave  but  one,  here  have  I my  wifh  full, 

1 am  glad  we  fhall  be  fo-  near  neighbors. 

Mar.  Take  both  Sir,  to  boot:  three  parts  in  one, 
S.  Hilaris  blefs  you,  now  opportunity 
Beware  to  meet  with  falfhcod , if  thou  canfb 
Shun  it,  my  friends  faith’s  turning  from  him.  • 

lfn.  Might  I not  juftly  accufe  Aittonio. 

For  a love-wanderer  ? you  know  no  other 

But  me , for  another,  and  confefs  troth  now  ?• 

Ant.  Here  was  my  guide,  where  ere  I find  this. face 
I am  a Lover,  marry , I mufl  not  mifs 
This  freckle  then , I have  the  number  of  ’em , 

Nor  this  dimple  , nor  a filk  from  this  brow, 

I carry  the  full  Idea  ever  with  me-, 

If  nature  can  fo  punctually  parallel  , 

I may  be  cozened. 

Ifn.  Well,  all  this  is  even: 

But  now,  to  perfect  all,  our  love  muft  now 
Come  to  our  Enemies  hands,  where  neither  part 
Will  ever  give  confent  to’t. 

Ant.  Molt  certain  r 

For  which  reafbn  it  muft  not  be  put  to’em  r 
’Have  we  not  prevention  in  our  own  hands. 

Shall  I walk  by  the  tree?  defire  the  fruit. 

Yet  be  Ib  nice  to  pull  till  I ask  leave 
Of  the  churlifn  Gard’ner,  that  will  deny  me? 

Ifm.  O Antonio. 

Ant.  ’Tis  manners  to  fall  to 
When  grace  is  faid. 

Ifm.  That  holy  aCts  to  come. 

Mar.  You  may  open  an  oyfter  or  two  before  grace. 

Ant.  Are  there  not  double  vows , as  valuable 
And  as  well  fpoke  as  any  Frier  utters  ? 


Heaven  has  heard  all. 

Ifm.  Yes:  but  ftayes  the  bleHing, 

Till  all  dues  be  done:, heaven  is  not  ferv’d  by  halfs. 
We  lhall  have  ne’r  a fathers  blelfing  here  , 

Let  us  not  lofe  the  better,  from  above. 

Ant.  You  take  up  weapons  of  unequal  force,. 

It  Ihows  you  cowardly : heark  in  your  ear. 

Am.  Have  I loft  all  imployment?  Would  this  proffer 
Flad  been  to  me , though  I had  paid  it 
With  a reafbnable  pennance. 

Mar.  Have  I paft 

All  thy  fore-lock  (Time?)  Pllftretchalong  arm 
But  I’ll  catch  hold  again : Do  but  look  back 
Over  thy  fhoulder,  and  have  a pull  at  thee. 

Ifm.  I hear  you  (Sir)  nor  can  I hear  too  much 
While  you  fpeak  well : You  know  th’accuftom’d  place. 
Of  our  night-parley : if  you  can  afeend , 

The  window  lhall  receive  you.  You  may  find  there 
A corrupted  Church-man  to  bid  you  welcome. 

Ant.  I would  meet  no  other  man;, 

Ifm.  Aminta , you  hear  this. 

Am.  With  joy  (Madam)  ’caufe  it  pleafesyou. 

It  may  be  mine  o-wn  cafe  another  time : 

Now  you  go  the  right  way^  ask  the  Banes  out. 

Put  it  paft  father,  or  friends,  to  forbid  it. 

And  then  you’re  fure.  Sir,  your  Hymen  Taper 
I’ll  light  up  for  you ; the  window  fhall  fhow  you  . 

The  way  to  Sefos. 

Ant.  I’ll  venture  drowning. 

Mar.  The  fimile  holds  not^  ’tis  hanging  rather. 

You  muft  afeend  Jronr  Caftle  by  a Ladder  j 
To  the  foot  I’ll  bring  you. 

Ant.  Leave  me  to  climb  it. 

Mar.  If  I do  turn  you  off? 

Ant..  Till  night  fare-well 
Then  better. 

, Ifm.  Beft  it  fhould  be ; 

But  peevilh  hatred  keeps  back  that  degree.  Exeunt. 

Mar.  I never  look’d  fo  fmooth  as  now  I purpofe : 

' And  then  beware : Knave  is  at  worft  of  knave 
•When  he  frniles  beft,  and  the  moft  feemsto  lave.  Exit. 

Sana,  Secunda. 

Enter  Julio. 

Jul.  My  mind’s  unquiet  • while  Antonio 
My  Nephew’s  abroad , my  heart  is  not  at  home, 

Only  my  fears  ftay  with  me  ^ bad  company ; 

But  I cannot  fhift  ’em  off  This  hatred 
Betwixt  the  houfe  of  Bellides 2nd  us. 

Is  not  fair  war : ’tis  civil,  but  uncivil. 

W’e  are  near  neighbors,  were  of  love  as  near. 

Till  a crofs  mifeonftrudion  (’twas  no  more 
In  confcience)  put  us  fb  far  aliinder : 

I would  ’twere  reconcil’d  j it  has  lafted 
Too  many  Sun-fets,  if  grace  might  moderate : 

Man  fhould  not  lofe  lb  many  days  of  peace 
To  fatisfie  the  anger  of  one  minute. 

1 could  repent  it  heartily.  I fent 
The  knave  to  attend  my  Antonio  too  ^ 

Yet  he  returns  no  comfort  to  me  neither. 

Enter  Buftofa. 

Buf.  No : I muft  not. 

Jul.  Hah  > hee’s  come. 

Enfl.  I muft  not : ’twill  break  his  heart  to  hear  it. 

Jul.  How?there’s  bad  tidings : I muft  obfeure  and  hear  it  j 
He  will  not  tell  me  for  breaking  of  my  heart , 

’Tis  half  Iplit  already. 

Buf.  I have  fpi’d  him : Now  to  knock  down  a Don 
with  a lye,  a lllly  harmlefs  lye  j ’twill  be  valiantly  done, 
and  nobly  perhaps. 

Jul- 
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Jul.  1 cannot  hear  him  now. 

Bujl.  Oh  the  bloody  days  that  we  live  in^,  the  envious, 
malitious,  deadly  days  that  we  draw  breath  in ! 

JhL  Now  I hear  too  loud. 

Bufi.  The  Children  that  ever  lhall  be  born  may  rue  it  ^ 
for  men  that  are  flain  now  might  have  liv’d  to  have  got 
children , that  might  have  curs’d  their  fathers. 

Jul.  oH,  my  pollerity  is  ruin’d. 

Oh  fweet  Antonio. 

Jul.  Oh  dear  Antonio. 

Buji.  Yet  it  was  nobly  done  of  both  parts : When  he  and 
Lifjuro  met. 

Jul.  Oh,  death  Has  parted  ’em. 

Buji.  W’elcome  my  mortal  foe  (fays  one,)  Welcome  my 
deadly  enemy  (fays  th’othcr :)  off  go  their  doublets,  they 
in  their  Ihirts , and  their  fwords  ftark  naked  ^ here  lies  An- 
tonio, here  lies  Lifattro:  he  comes  upon  him  with  an  Em- 
broccado,  that  he  puts  by  with  3. punciarevorfa-,  LifaurotQ- 
coils  me  two  paces  and  fome  fe  inches  back,  takes  his  car- 
rere,  and  then,  on. 

Jul.  Oh. 

Bud.  Runs  Antonio  quite  thorovv, 

Jul.  Oh  villain. 

Bufi.  Qmte  thorow  between  the  arm  and  the  body : fo 
yet  he  had  no  hurt  at  that  bout. 

Jul.  Goodnefs  be  praifed. 

Buji.  But  then,  at  next  encounter,  he  fetches  me  up  Li- 
fauro  •,  Lifauro  makes  out  a long  at  him , which  he  think- 
ing to  be  a FaJfjdo  , Antonio\  foot  flipping;  down:  oh 
down. 

Jul.  O now  thou  art  loft.  * 

Bufi.  Oh,  but  the  quality  of  the  thing ; both  Gentlemen, 
both  Spanilh  Chrifrians , yet  one  man  to  filed 

Jul-  Say  his  enemies  blood. 

Buji.  His  hair,  may  come  by  divers  cafualties,  though  he 
never  go  into  the  field  with  his  foe : but  a man  to  lofe  nine 
ounces  and  two  drams  of  blood  at  one  wound , thirteen  and 
afcruple  at  another , and  to  live  till  he  dye  in  cold  blood : 
yet  the  Surgeon  (that  cur’d  him)  faid  if  had  not 

been  peri  fil’d,  he  had  been  a lives  man  till  this  day. 

Jul.  There  he  concludes  he  is  gone. 

Buji.  But  all  this  is  nothing:  now  I come  to  the  point. 

Jul.  I,  the  point,  that’s  deadly:  the  antient  blow 
Over  the  buckler , ne’r  went  half  fo  deep. 

Buji.  Yet  pitty  bids  me  keep  in  my  charity:  for  me  to 
pull  an  old  mans  ears  from  his  head  with  telling  of  a Tale; 
oh  fowle  Tale!  No,  be  filent  Tale.Farthermore,  there  is 
the  charge  of  Buriall every  one  will  cry  Blacks,  Blacks , 
that  had  but  the  leafl:  finger  dipt  in  his  blood,  though  ten 
degrees  remov’d  when  ’twas  done.  Moreover,  the 
Surgeon  (that  made  an  end  of  him)  will  be  paid ; Sugar- 
plums and  fweet  breads  j,  yet  I lay,  the  man  may  recover 
again,  and  dye  in  his  bed. 

Jttl.  What  motley  fluff  is  this  ? Sirrha,  fpeak  truth 
What  hath  befallen  my  dear  Antonio  ? 

Reflrain  your  pitty  in  concealing  it 
Tell  me  the  danger  full*,  take  off  your  care 
Of  my  receiving  it : kill  me  that  way , 

I’ll  forgive  my  death  what  thou  keepft  back  from  truth 
Thou  fhalt  ipeak  in  pain  do  not  look  to  find 
A limb  in  his  right  place,  a bone  unbroke , 

Nor  fo  much  flefh  unbroil’d  of  all  that  mountain , 

As  a worm  might  fup  on , difpatch,  or  be  difpatch’d. 

Buji.  Alafs  Sir,I  know  nothing,  but  that  Antonio  is  a man 
of  Gods  making  to  this  hour, ’tis  not  two  fince  I left  him  fo. 

Jul.  Where  didfl  thou  leave  him  ? 

BftJ.  In  the  fame  clothes  he  had  on  when  he  went  from 
yon^ 

Jul.  he  live? 

Buji.  I faw  him  drink. 

Jul.  Is  he  not  wounded  ? 

Buji.  He  may  have  a cut  i’th’Ieg  by  this  time  for  Don 
Martin  3nd  he  were  at  whole  flafiies. 

Jul.  Met  he  not  with  Lifauro  ? 


Buji.  I do  not  know  her. 

Jul.  Her  ? Lifauro  is  a man,  as  he  is. 

Buji.  I faw  ne’er  a man  like  him. 
7«/.Didfi;thounotdifcoarfea  fight  betwixt and  Lip 
Buji.  I to  my  felf-  I hope  a man  may  give  hirafelf  the 
lye  if  It  pleafe  him. 

Jul.  Didfl  thou  lye  then? 

Buji.  As  fure  as  you  live  novv. 

Jul.  I live  the  happier  by  it:  when  will  he  return.? 
That  he  fent  me  to  tell  you,  within  thele  ten  days 
at  farthefl. 

Jul.  Ten  days.?  he’s  not  wonttobeabfent  two. 

BuiJ.  Nor  1 think  he  will  not,  he  faid  he  would  be  at 
home  tomorrow , but  I love  to  fpeak  within  mycompafs. 
Jul.  You  lhall  ^eak  within  mine  Sir,  now. Within  there. 

Enter  ServantfH 

Take  this  fellow  into  cuflody,  keep  him  fafe 
1 charge  you. 

Buji.  Safe?  do  you  hear.?  take  notice  what  plight yoU 
find  me  in , if  there  want  but  a collop  or  a fteak  o’me , 
look  to’t. 

Jul.  If  my  Nephew  return  not  in  his  health  tomorrow. 
Thou  goefl  to  th’Rack. 

Buji.  Let  me  go  to  th’manger  firflj  I had  rather  eat  oats 
than  hay. 

Enter  Belfides  n-ith  a Letter. 

Bel.  By  your  leave.  Sir. 

Jul.  For  ought  I know  yet,  you  are  welcome  Sir.  (eafie, 
B el.  Read  that,  and  tell  me  lb : or  if  thy  fpetlacles  be  not 
Keep  thy  nofe  unfadl’d,  and  ope  thine  ears^ 

I can  fpeak  thee  the  contents , I made  ’em  *, 

’Tis  a challenge,  a fair  one , I’ll  maintain’t : 

I Icorn  to  hire  my  Second  to  deliver’t, 

I bring’t  my  felf ; Dofl  know  me,  Julio .? 

Jul.  Bellides  ? 

Bel.  Yes;  is  not  thy  hair  on  end  now .? 

Jul.  Somewhat  amaz’d  at  thyralh  hardinefs ; 

How  durfl  thou  come  fo  near  thine  enemy  ? 

Bel.  Durfl? 

I dare  come  nearer ; thou’rt  a fool,  Julio. 

Jul.  Take  it  home  to  thee  with  a Knave  to  boot. 

Bel.  Knave  to  thy  teeth  again:  and  all  that’s  quit: 

Give  me  not  a fool  more  than  I give  thee, 

Or  if  thou  dofl,  look  to  hear  on’t  again. 

Jul.  What  an  encounter’s  this  ? 

Bel.  A noble  one : 

My  hand  is  to  my  words,  thou  haft  it  there , 

There  I do  challenge  thee,  if  thou  dar’fl  be 
Good  friends  with  me  *,  or  I’ll  proclaim  thee  coward* 

Jul.  Be  friends  with  thee .? 

Bel.  I’ll  fhew  thee  reafons  I'or’t: 

A pair  of  old  Coxcombs  (now  we  go  together) 

Such  as  fhould  Hand  examples  of  diferetion. 

The  rules  of  Grammar  to  unwilling  youth 
To  take  out  lellons  by  *,  we  that  fhould  check 
And  quench  the  raging  fire  in  others  bloods  ^ 

Weftrike  the  battel  to  deflruftion? 

Read  ’em  the  black  art .?  and  make  ’em  believe 
It  is  divinity  ? Heathens , are  we  not  ? 

Speak  thy  confcience , how  hafl  thou  flept  this  mbnth , 
Since  this  Fiend  haunted  us? 

Jul.  Sure  fome  Good  Angel 
Was  with  us  both  lafc  night : fpeak  thou  truth  now , 

Was  it  not  lafl  nights  motion  ? 

Bel.  Doll  not  think 

I would  not  lay  hold  of  it  at  firfl  profier  ? 

Should  I n’er  lletp  again .? 

Jul.  Take  not  all  from  me 
I’ll  tell  the  dodrine  of  my  vifion.  ^ 

Say  that  Lifauro  (befl  of  thy  blood) 

Or  any  one,  the  leafl  allyed  to  thee, 

^ Should 


Should  be  the  prey  unto  Lifiuro's  fword , 

Or  any  of  the  houfe  of  Bellides  ? 

Bel.  Mine  was  the  juft  inverfion : on,  on. 

Jul.  How  would  thine  eyes  have  emptied  thee  in  forrow, 
And  left  the  Conduit  of  nature  drie? 

Thy  hands  have  turn’d  rebellious  to  the  balls. 

And  broke  the  glallb,  with  thine  own  curfes 
Have  torn  thy  foul , left  thee  a Statue 
To  propagate  thy  next  pofterity. 

Bel.  \Ts,  and  thou  caufer  ; foit  faid  tome. 

They  fight  but  your  mifehiefs ; the  young  men  were  friends, 

As  is  the  life  and  blood  coagulate 

And  curded  in  one  body  ^ but  this  is  yours , 

An  inheritance  that  you  have  gather’d  for  ’em, 

A Legacie  of  blood  to  kill  each  other 
Throughout  your  Generations.  Was’t  not  fb? 

Jnl.  Word  for  word. 

Bel.  Nay,  I can  go  farther  yet. 

Jnl.  ’Tis  far  enough  •,  Let  us  attone  it  here. 

And  in  a reconciled  circle  fold 
Cur  friendlhip  new  again. 

Bel.  The  lign’s  in  Gemini., 

An  aufpicious  houfe , ’t  has  join’d  both  ours  again. 

Jul.  You  cannot  proclaim  me  coward  now,  Don  Bellides. 
Bel.  No : thou  ’rt  a valiant  fellow : fo  am  I r 
I’ll  fight  with  thee  at  this  hug , to  the  laft  leg 
I have  to  ftand  on , or  breath  or  life  left. 

Jul.  This  is  the  fait  unto  humanity  , 

And  keeps  it  fweet. 

Bel.  Love!  oh  life  ftinks  without  it. 

I can  tell  you  news. 

Jul.  Good  has  long  been  wanting. 

Bel.  I do  fufped,  and  I have  fome proof  on’t, 

(So  far  as  a Love-Epiftle  comes  to) 

That  Antonio  (your  Nephew)  and  my  daughter 
Ifmenia  are  very  good  friends  before  us. 

Jul.  That  were  a double  wall  about  our  houfes,. 
Which  I could  wifliwere  built. 

Bel.  1 had  it 

From  Antonioh  Intimate,  Don  Martin: 

And  yet  (me  thought)  it  was  no  friendly  part 
To  fl’.ow  it  me. 

Jul.  Perhaps ’t  was  his  confent : 

Lovers  have  policies  as  well  as  Statelmen : 

They  look  not  always  at  the  mark  they  aim  at. 

Bel.  Wee’ll  take  up  cudgels,  and  have  one  bowt  with  ’em. 
They  fhall  know  nothing  of  this  union : 

And  till  they  find  themfelves  moft  defjDcrate, 

Succor  lhall  never  fee  ’em. 

Jul.  I’ll  take  your  part  Sir. 

Bel.  It  grow's  late^  there’s  a happy  day  paft  us. 

Jul.  The  example  I hope  to  all  behind  it.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Tertis. 

Enter  Aminta  {above)  with  a Taper. 

Am.  Stand  fair,  light  of  Love,  which  epithite  and  place 
Adds  to  thee  honour , to  me  it  w'ould  be  fhame , 

We  muft  be  weight  in  love,  no  grain  too  light  , 

Thou  art  the  Land-mark,  but  if  love  be  blind, 

(As  many  that  can  fee  have  fo  reported) 

W’hat  benefit  canft  thou  be  to  his  darknefs  ? 

Love  is  a jewel  (fome  fay)  inefrimable. 

But  hung  at  the  ear,  deprives  our  own  fight,. 

And  fo  It  Ihines  to  others,  not  our  felves. 

I fpeak  my  skill , I have  only  heard  on’t. 

But  I could  wifn  a nearer  document , 

Alafs , the  ignorant  defire  to  know  r 
Some  fay  Love’s  but  a toy , and  with  a but. 

Now  methinksl  fliould  love  it  ne’er  the  worfe, 

A toy  is  harmlefs  fare,  and  maybe  plaid  with. 

It  fefdome  goes  without  his  adjundl,  pretty, 

A pretty  toy  we  fay , ’tis  meeter  to  joy  too. 


Well,  here  may  be  a mad  night  yet  for  all  this, 

Here’s  a Priefb  ready,  and  a Lady  ready : 

A chamber  ready,  and  a bed  ready, 

’Tis  then  but  making  unready,  and  that’s  foondone: 

My  Lady  is  my  Cofen  ^ I,  my  felf , 

Which  is  neareft  then?  My  defircs  are  mine. 

Say  they  be  hers  too,  is’t  a hanging  matter.? 

It  may  be  ventur’d  in  a worfer  caufe , 

I mull  go  queftion  with  my  confcicnce : 

I have  the  word  j Centinel,  do  thou  ftand , 

Thou  fhalt  not  need  to  call , I’ll  be  at  hand.  Exit. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martin. 

Ant.  Are  we  not  dog’d  behind  us,  thinkft  thou  friend.? 
Mar.  I heard  not  one  bark.  Sir. 

Ant.  There  are  that  bite 

And  bark  not  (man:)  me-thought  I Ipy’d  two  fellows 
That  through  two  ftreets  together  walk’d  aloof. 

And  wore  their  eyes  fiifpicioufly  upon  us. 

Mar.  Your  Jcaloufie,  nothing  elfe  j or  fuch  perhaps 
As  are  afraid  as  much  of  us,  who  knows 
But  about  the  like  bufinefs?  but  for  your  fears  lake 
I’ll  advife  and  intreat  one  curtefie. 

Ant.  What’s  that  friend  > 

Mar.  I will  not  be  denyed,  Sir, 

Change  your  upper  garments  with  me. 

Ant.  It  needs  not. 

Mar.  I think  fo  too,  but  I will  have  it  lb ^ 

If  you  dare  truft  me  with  the  better  Sir, 

Ant.  Nay  then. 

Mar.  If  there  Ihould  be  danger  towards^ 

There  will  be  the  main  mark  I’m  fure. 

Ant,  Here  thou  tak’ft  from  me. 

Mar.  Tulh,  the  General 
Muft  be  fafe,  how  ere  the  Battle  goes : 

See  you  the  Beacon  yonder? 

Ant.  Yes,  we  are  near  Ihore. 

Enter  2.  Gentlemen  with  weapons  draitm y they  feiuponMsi' 
tin : Antonio  purfuerthem  out  in  rejeue  of  Maxtiti. 

Mar.  Come,  Land,  land,  you  muft  clamber  by  the  cliffe. 
Here  are  no  ftairs  to  rife  by. 

Ant.  I are  you  there  ? fight  and  Exeunt. 

Enter  Aminta  above.,  and  Mzvtin  returned  again afeends. 

Am.  Antonio} 

Mar.  Yes  Ifmenia, 

Am.  Thine  own. 

Mar.  Quench  the  light,  thine  eyes  are  guides  illuftrious. 
Am.  ’Tis  neceflary.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Mar.  Your  legs  havefav’d  your  lives,  who  ere  you  are. 
Friend.  Martin}  where  art  thou?  not  hurt  I hope: 

Sure  I was  fartheft  in  the  purfuit  of ’em  : 

My  pleafures  are  forgotten  through  my  fears : 

The  lights  extindt,  it  was  diftreetly  done: 

They  could  not  but  have  notice  of  the  broil. 

And  fearing  that  might  call  up  company. 

Have  carefully  prevented , and  doled  up : 

I do  commend  the  heed  *,  oh,  but  my  friend  ^ 

1 fear  his  hurt:  friend.?  friend?  it  cannot  be 
So  mortal,  that  I Ihould  lofe  thee  quite,  friend.? 

A groan,  anything  that  may  difeover thee : 

Thou  art  not  funk  fo  far,  but  I might  hear  thee: 

I’ll  lay  mine  ear  as  low  as  thou  canft  fell : 

Friend  , Don  Martin  y I muft  anfwer  for  thee, 

’Twas  in  my  caufe  thou  feel’fi:,if  thou  be’ft  down, 

Such  dangers  ftand  betwixt  us  and  our  ioyes. 

That  fhould  we  forethink  ere  we  undertake, 

Wee’ld 


The  Maid  in  the  Mill. 

•m  ------  — 


Wee’ld  fit  at  home,  and  fave.  What  a night’s  here  / 
Purpos’d  for  To  much  joy , and  now  difpos’d 
To  fo  much  wretchednefs  ? I fliall  not  reft  in’t : 

If  I had  all  my  pleafures  there  within, 

I Ihould  not  entertain  ’em  with  a fmile. 

Good  night  to  you : Mine  will  be  black  and  fad, 

A friend  cannot , a woman  may  be  bad.  Exif. 


JFtus  Quintus. 

Scd^na  Prima, 

Enter  Ifinenia  and  Aminta. 


135 

Why  doft  thou  look  fo  wantonly  upon  me.'* 

And  kils  my  hands  ? 

Flo.  If  I were  high  enough, 
would  kifs  your  lips  too. 

Otr.  Do,  this  is  fome  kindnefs  , 

This  taftes  of  willingnefs,  nay,  you  may  kils 
Still,  but  why  o’th’  hidden  now  does  the  fit  take  ye, 
Jnofer’d,  or  uncompell’d  ? why  thefe  fweet  curcelies  ? 
i.ven  now  you  would  have  blulh’d  to  death  to  kifs  thus : 
’rethee  let  me  be  prepar’d  to  meet  thy  kindnefs , 
lhall  be  unfurnilh’d  elfe  to  hold  thee  play , wench : 

Stay  now  a little  , and  delay  your  blelfings  ^ 

If  this  be  love , methinks  it  is  too  violent : 

If  you  repent  you  of  your  ftriftnefs  to  me , 

It  is  fo  fudden , it  wants  circumftance. 

Fh.  Fy,  how  dull.? 

2.  S O N C. 


Ifm.  O thou  falfe. 

Do  your  daringft,  he’s  mine  own, 

Soul  and  body  mine,  church  and  chamber  mine  , 

Totally  mine. 

Jfm.  Dar’ft  thou  face  thy  fallhood .? 

Shall  I not  give  a welcome  to  my  wifhes 
Come  home  fo  fweetly : farewell  your  company 
Till  you  be  calmer  woman.  Exit, 

Jfm.  Oh  what  a heap 
Of  mifery  has  one  night  brought  with  it. 

Enter  Antonio, 


Ant.  Where  is  he?  do  you  turn  your Ihame from  me .? 
You’r  a blind  Adulterefs , you  know  you  are. 

Jfm.  How’s  that  Antonio  ? 

Ant.  Till  I have  vengeance. 

Your  fin’s  not  pardonaWe : I’ll  have  him , 

If  hell  hide  him  not : y’have  had  your  laft  of  him.  Exit, 
Jfm.  What  did  he  ipeak  ? I underftood  him  not. 

He  call’d  me  a foul  name,  it  was  not  mine. 

He  took  me  for  another  fure. 

Enter  Bellides. 


Beil.  Ha  ? are  you  there? 

Where’s  your  Iweet  heart?  I have  found  you  Traytor 
To  my  houfe : wilt  league  with  mine  enemy  ? 

You’ll  fhed  his  blood , you’ll  fay : hah  ? will  you  fb  ? 

And  fight  with  your  heels  upwards  ? No  Minion , 

I have  a husband  for  you , fince  y’are  fo  rank , 

And  fuch  a husband  as  thou  fhalt  like  him  , 

Whether  thou  wilt  or  no : Antonio  ? 

Jfm.  It  thunders  with  the  ftorm  now.  ^ . , , t 

Bel.  And  to  night 

I’ll  have  it  difpatch’d  ; I’ll  make  it  fure,  I , 

By  to  morrow  this  time  thy  Maiden-head 
Shall  not  be  worth  a Chicken,  if  it  were 
Knockt  at  an  out-cry : go.  I’ll  ha’ye  before  me  t 
Shough,  Ihough,  up  to  your  coop,  Pea-Hen. 

Jfm.  Then  I’ll  try  my  wings.  _ Exit. 

Bel.  I,  are  you  good  at  that .?  ftop,  flop  thief,  flop  there. 

Exit. 


Scitna  Secnnda. 


Enter  Otrante  and  Florimell  fnging, 

1.  SONG. 

Flo.  having  leijure , and  a happy  rpind^ 

‘Ihoumayji  at  pleafure  caufe  thejlones  to  grinds 
Say  Is  fpread  .y  and  grifi  here  ready  to  be  ground^ 
Fie^  fiand  not  idlely^  but  let  the  Mill  go  round. 


Horp  long  Jhall  I pine  for  love  ? 

horp  long  Jhall  J fue  in  vain? 

Horp  long  lik^  the  Turtle-Dove 
Jhall  I heavyily  thus  complain  ? 

’ Shall  the  fayls  of  my  love  fiand  fill  ? 

Shall  the  grifts  of  my  hopes  be  unground  ? 

Oh  Jie,  oh  Jie,  oh  fie , 

Let  the  Milly  let  the  Mill  go  round. 

Otr.  Prethee  be  calm  a little , 

Thou  mak’ft  me  wonder,  thou  that  wert  fo  ftrange, 

And  read  fuch  pious  rules  to  my  behavior 

But  yefternight , thou  that  wert  made  of  modefty , 

Shouldft  in  a few  ftiort  minutes  turn  thus  defperatc, 

Flo.  You  are  too  cold. 

Otr.  I do  confefs  I freeze  now , 

I am  another  thing  all  over  me: 

It  is  my  part  to  wooe,  not  to  be  courted  •. 

Unfold  this  Riddle , ’tis  to  me  a wonder , 

That  now  ’oth’  inftant  ere  I can  expeft. 

Ere  I can  turn  my  thoughts,  and  think  upon 
A feparation  of  your  honeft  carriage 
From  the  defires  of  youth,  thus  wantonly , 

Thus  beyond  expectation, 

Flo.  I will  tell  ye, 

And  tell  ye  ferioufly , why  I appear  thus , 

To  hold  ye  no  more  ignorant  and  blinded, 

I have  no  modeftie,  1 am  truly  wanton; 

I am  that  you  look  for  Sir  ^ now  come  up  roundly  j 
If  my  ftriCt  face  and  counterfeited  ftatelynefs 
Could  have  won  on  ye,  I had  caught  ye  that  way,  (ye. 
And  you  fhould  never  have  come  to  have  known  who  hurt 
Prethee  (fweet  Count)  be  more  familiar  with  me. 

How  ever  we  are  open  in  our  natures. 

And  apt  to  more  defires  than  you  dare  meet  with , 

Yet  we  affeCt  to  lay  the  glofs  of  good  on’t: 

I faw  you  touch  not  at  the  bait  of  chaftity , 

And  that  it  grew  diftafteful  to  your  palate 
To  apppear  fo  holy  , therefore  I take  my  true  fhape; 

Is  your  bed  ready  Sir  ? you  lhall  quickly  find  me. 

3.  SONG 

On  the  bed  Jle  throw  thee-y  throw  thee  down\ 

Down  being  laid,  Jloall  we  be  afraid 
T 0 try  the  rights  that  belong  to  love  ? 

Noy  noy  there  I’//  we  thee  with  a Crown , 

Crown  our  defireSy  kindle  the  fires , 

When  love  requires  we  fhould  wanton  prove  , 

IVe'U  kjfsy  we'll  fport , we’ll  laitghy  we’ll  play  , 

If  thou  com^l  Jhorty  for  thee  Vll  jiayy 
If  thou  unskilful  art  on  the  ground , 

i’//  kjndly  teach , we’U  have  the  Mill  go  round. 


Otr.  Why  doft  thou  fing  and  dance  thus.?  why  fb  merry? 


Otr.  Arc  ye  no  Maid. 


Flo. 
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Th.  Alas  fmy  Lord)  no  certain : _ ^ 

I am  forry  you  are  fo  innocent  to  think  {b. 

Is  this  an  age  for  filly  Maids  to  thrive  in  ? 

It  is  fo  long  too  lince  I loft  it  Sir , 

That  I have  no  belief  I ever  was  one : 

What  fhoiild  you  do  with  Maiden-heads?  you  hate  ’em, 
They  are  peevifn,  petty  things,  that  hold  no  game  up. 

No  pleafnre  neither , they  are  fport  for  Surgeons : 

I’ll  wan  ant  you  I’ll  fit  you  beyond  Maiden-head: 

A fair  and  eafie  way  men  travel  right  in. 

And  with  delight,  difcourfe,  and  twenty  pleafures. 

They  enjoy  their  journey  ^ mad  men  creep  through  hedges. 

Otr.  I am  metamorphos’d:  why  do  you  appear, 

I conjure  ye , beyond  belief  thus  wanton  ? 

Flo.  Becaufe  I would  give  ye 
■Pleafure  beyond  belief. 

4.  SONG. 

Ib/nk^ms  jliV  in  my  Fathers  MiUy 
where  I have  oft  been  found-a 
Ihrownonmy  hack^^  on  a rvellflFd 
while  the  Mill  has  jiill  gone  rorntd-a : 

Frethe  firrah  try  thy  skill., 

and  again  let  the  mill  go  romd-a.. 

Otr.  Then  you  have  traded  ? - 

Flo.  Traded.'’  howfhould  I know  elle  howto  live  Sir, 
And  how  to  fatisfie  fuch  Lords  as  you  are , 

Our  beft  guefts,  and  our  richefl  ? 

I Otr.  How  I fnake  now 
You  take  no  bafe  men  ? 

Flo.  Any  that  will  offer. 

All  manner  of  men,  and  all  Religions  Sir, 

Vv’e  touch  at  in  our  time : all  States  and  Ages, 

We  exempt  none. 

I • 5.  S O N G. 

|.  7 he  young  one.,  the  old  one.,  the  fearful,  the  hold  one, 

I-  the  lame  one,  though  ncre  fo  unfound, 

I Ihe  few  or  theTurl^,  have  leave  for  to  work^, 

I the  whilji  that  the  Mill  goes  round. 

Otr.  You  are  a common  thing  then. 

Flo.  No  matter  lince  you  have  your  private  plegfure, 
And  have  it  by  an  Artifc  excellent , 

Whether  I am  thus,  or  thus,  your  men  can  tell  ye. 

Otr.  My  Men?  Defend  me,  how  I freeze  together. 

And  am  on  Ice  ? do  I bite  at  fuch  an  Orange 
After  my  men  ? 1 am  preferr’d. 

Flo.  Why  ftay  ye? 

Why  do  we  talk  my  lord,  and  lofe  our  time? 

Pleafure  was  made  for  lips,  and  fweet  embraces. 

Let  Lawyers  ufe  their  tongues ; pardon  my  Modefty, 

This  defperate  way  muff:  help  ■,  or  1 am  miferable. 

Otr.  She  turns,  and  wipes  her  face,  Ihe  weeps  for  certain, 
Some  new  way  now,  Ihe  cannot  be  thus  beaftly. 

She  is  too  excellent  fair  to  be  thus  impudent : 

She  knows  the  elements  of  common  loofenels , 

The  art  oflewdnefs:  that,  that,  that,  hownow,Sir? 

Fnter  a fervant. 

Ser.  The  King  (and’t  pleafe  your  Lordfhip)  is  alighted 
Clofe  at  the  gate. 

Otr.  The  King? 

Ser.  And  calls  for  ye  Sir, 

Means  to  break-faft  here  too. 

Flo.  Then  I am  happy. 

Otr.  Stol’n  fb  fuddenly  ? go  lock  her  up. 

Lock  her  up  where  the  Courtiers  may  not  fee  her, 

Lock  her  up  clofely,  firrah,  in  my  clofet. 

Ser.  1 will  (my  Lord)  what  doesfhe  yield  yet  ? 


Otr.  Peace: 

She  is  either  a damn’d  divel,  or  an  Angel, 

No  noife  (upon  your  life  Dame)  but  all  filence. 

Fnter  King,  Lords,  Vertigo  , Lifauro , Terlb. 

Otr.  Your  Majefty  heaps  too  much  honor  on  me, 

With  fuch  delight  to  view  each  feveral  corner 
Of  a rude  pile : there’s  no  proportion  in’t,  Sir. 

Fhil.  Me-thinks  ’tis  handfbme,  and  the  rooms  along 
Are  neat , and  well  contriv’d : the  Gallery 
Stands  pleafantly  and  fweet : what  rooms  are  thefb  ? 

Otr.  They  are  fluttilh  ones;,. 

Fhil.  Nay,  I muft  fee. 

Otr.  Pray  ye  do  Sir^ 

They  are  lodging-chambers  over  a homely  garden. 

Fhil.  Fitftill,  and  handfbmei  very  well:  and  thoft? 
Otr.  T hofe  lead  to  the  other  fide  o’th’  houfe,and’t  I*e  ye. 
Fhil.  Let  me  fee  thofe. 

Otr.  Ye  may,  the  dores  are  open. 

What  would  this  view  mean  I am  half  fufjsitiouS. 

Fhil.  This  little  Room? 

Otr.  ’Tis  mean;  a place  for  trafh  Sir, 

For  rubbilh  of  the  houfe. 

Fhil.  I would  fee  this  too : 

I will  fee  all. 

Otr.  1 befeech  your  Majefty, 

The  lavor  of  it , and  the  courfe  appearance.  (with  it, 

Fhil.  ’Tis  not  fo  bad,  you  would  not  offend  your  houfe 
Come,  let  me  fee. 

Otr.  Faith  Sir, 

Phil.  I’faith  I will  fee. 

Otr.  My  Groom  has  the  key  Sir,  and ’tis  ten  to  gne 

Phil.  But  I will  fee  it : force  the  Jock  (my  Lords) 
There  be  fmiths  enough  to  mend  it : I perceive 
You  keep  fbme  rare  things  here,  you^  would  not  Ihow  Sir. 

Florimel  difeovet'd. 

Ter.  Here’s  a fair  maid  Indeed. 

Fhil.  By  my  faith  is  Ihe^ 

A hanfbme  girl : come  forward,  do  not  fear  wench. 

I marry,  here’s  a treafure  worth  concealing : 

Call  in  the  Miller. 

Otr.  Then  I am  difeover’d. 

I confefs  all  before  the  Miller  comes  Sir, 

’Twas  but  intention,  from  ail  aft:  I am  clear  yet. 

Enter  Franio. 

Vhil.  Is  this  your  daughter.? 

Fra.  Yes,  and’t  pleafe  your  Highnefs. 

This  is  the  fhape  of  her , for  her  liibftance  Sir, 

Whether  Ihe  be  now  honorable  or  diftionorable: 
Whether  fhe  be  a white-rofe,  or  a canker  isthequeftion: 
I thank  my  Lord,  he  made  bold  with  my  Philly , 

If  fhe  be  for  your  pace,  you  had  beft  preferve  ^er  Sir, 
She  is  tender  mouth’d,  let  her  be  broken  handfomly. 
Fhil.  Maid,  were  you  ftoln? 

Flo.  I went  not  willingly, 

And’t  pleafe  your  Grace,  I was  never  bredfo  boldly. 
Fhil.  How  has  he  us’d  ye?  i 

Flo.  Yet  Sir,  very  nobly.  | 

Fhil.  Be  fure  ye  tell  truth , and  be  lure  (my  Lord) 

You  have  not  wrong’d  her : if  ye  have,  I tell  ye 
You  have  loft  me,  and  your  felf  too : fpeak  again  (wench) 
Flo.  He  has  not  wrong’d  me,  Sir^  I am  yet  a maid: 

By  all  that’s  white  and  innocent,  I am  Sir, 

Only  I fuffer’d  under  ftrong  temptations 
The  heat  of  youth  j but  heaven  deliver’d  me. 

My  Lord,  I am  no  whore,  for  all  I faigned  it. 

And  faign’d  it  cunningly,  and  made  ye  loath  me: 

’Twas  time  to  out-do  you:  1 had  been  rob’d  elfe, 

I had  been  miferable,  but  I forgive  ye. 

Fhil. 
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Phil.  What  recompence  for  this  .<’ 

Otr.~  A great  one  Sir , 

Firft  a repentance,  and  a hearty  one. 

Forgive  me  fweet. 

Flo.  I do  my  Lord. 

Otr.  1 thaak  ye*. 

The  next  take  this , and  thefe : all  I have  Florimet. 

Flo.  No  good  my  Lord,  thefe  often  corrupt  Maidens : 
I dare  not  touch  at  thefe they  are  lime  for  Virgins  j 
But  if  you’ll  give  me. 

Otr.  Any  thing  in  my  power. 

Or  in  my  purchafe. 

Flo.  Take  heed  (noble  Sir) 

You’ll  make  me  a bold  asker. 

Otr.  Ask  me  freely. 

Flo.  Ask  you  ? I do  ask  you,  and  I deferve  ye , 

I have  kept  ye  from  a crying  fin  would  damn  ye 
To  Men  and  Time : I have  preferv’d  your  credit , 

That  would  have  died  to  all  pollerity : 

Curfes  of  maids  lhall  never  now  afflift  ye. 

Nor  Parents  bitter  tears  make  your  name  barren ; 

If  he  deferves  well  that  redeems  his  Countrey, 

. And  as  a Patriot  be  remembred  nobly. 

Nay,  fet  the  higheft : may  not  I be  worthy 
To  be  your  friend,  that  have  preferv’d  your  honor  ? ’ 
Otr.  You  are,  and  thus  I take  ye:  thus  I feal  ye 
Mine  o\vn,  and  only  mine. 

Phil.  Count.,  file  defer^'es  ye , 

And  let  it  be  m.y  happinefs  to  give  ye , 

I have  given  a virtuous  maid , now  I dare  fay  it , 

’Tis  more  then  blood*,  I’ll  pay  her  portion  Sir, 

And’t  fhall  be  worthy  you. 

Fra.  I’ll  fell  my  Mill , 

I’ll  pay  fome  too : I’ll  pay  the  Fidlers. 

And  we’ll  have  all  i’ch’Country  at  this  wedding. 

Pray  let  me  give  her  too , her*  my  Lord  take  her. 

Take  her  with  all  my  heart,  and  kifs  her  freely. 

Would  I could  give  you  all  this  hand  has  ftoPn  too, 

In  portion  with  her,  ’twould  make  her  a little  whiter. 
The  wind  blows  fair  now,  get  me  a young  Miller. 

Ver.  She  muft  have  new  clothes. 

Fir.  Yes. 

Vir.  Yes  marry  muft  Ihe. 

If’t  pleafe  ye  (Madam)  let  me  fee  the  ftate  of  your  body. 
I’ll  fit  you  inftantly. 

Phil.  Art  not  thou  gone  yet?  (now, 

Ver.  And’t  pleafe  your  Grace,  a gown,  a handfbme  gown 
An  orient  gown.  * 

Phil.  Nay,  take  thy  pleafure  of  her. 

Ver.  Of  cloth  of  Tiflew  I can  fit  ye  (Madam) 

My  Lords,  ftand  out  o’th’  light,  a curious  body. 

The  neateft  body  mSpain  this  day:  with  embroidered  flow’rs, 
A clinquant  Petticoat  of  fome  rich  ftufie. 

To  catch  the  eye : I have  a thoufand  fafhions. 

O fleeve,  O fleeve : I’ll  ftudy  all  night  (Madam) 

To  magnifie  your  fleeve. 

Otr.  Do,  fuperftitiqus  Tailor, 

When  ye  have  more  time. 

Flo.  Make  me  no  more  then  woman , 

And  I am  thine. 

Oir.  Sir,  haply  my  Wardrobe  with  your  help 
May  fit  her  inftantly : will  you  try  her  ? 

Ver.  If  I fit  her  not , your  Wardrobe  cannot. 

But  if  the  falhion  be  not  there , you  marre  her. 

Fnter  Antonio,  Con^able.,  Officers. 

Ant.  Is  my  offence  fo  great , ere  1 be  convid  < 

To  be  torn  with  Rafcals?  If  it  be  Law, 

Let  ’em  be  wild  horfes  rather  than  thele. 

Phil.  What’s  that?  (Grace. 

Con.  This  is  a man  fufpefted  of  murther,if  it  pleafe  your 
Vhil.  It  pleafes  me  not  (friend)  But  who  fiifpeds  him  ? 
Conffi.  We  that  are  your  Highnefs  extraordinary  officers. 
We  that  have  taken  our  oaths  to  maintain  you  in  peace. 
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Phil.  ’Twill  be  a great  charge  to  you. 

Conjl.  ’Tis  a great  charge  indeed  ^ but  then  we  call  our 
neighbors  to  help  us.  This  Gentleman  and  another  were 
fallen  out  (yet  that’s  more  then  I am  able  to  fay,for  I heard 
no  words  between  ’em,  but  what  their  weapons  fpoke 
Clafii,  and  Clatter)  which  we  feeing,  came  with  our  Bills 
of  government,  and  firft  knock’d  down  their  weapons 
and  then  the  men.  ^ ’ 

Phil.  And  this  you  did  to  keep  the  peace? 

■ Conjl.  Yes,  and’t  like  your  Grace,  we  knock’d  ’em  down 
to  keep  the  peace : this  we  laid  hold  on,  the  other  we  fet 
in  the  ftocks.  That  I could  do  by  mine  own  power  with” 
out  your  Majefty.  ^ ’ 

Enter  Aminta. 

Phil.  How  fb.  Sir  ? ' ‘ 

Conjl.  I am  a Shoo-maker  by  my  Trade, 

Am,  Oh  my  Husband ! 

Why  Hands  my  husband  as  a man  endanger’d  ? 

Reftore  him  me,  as  you  are  merciful , 

I’ll  anfvver  for  him. 

Ant.  What  woman’s  this  ? what  husband  ? hold  thy  bawl- 
I know  thee  for  no  wife. 

Am.  You  married  me  laft  night.  ’ 

Ant.  Thou  lyeft : I neither  w*as  in  Church  nor  houfe 
Laft  night,  nor  fawl  thee:  a thing  that  was  my  friend, 
I fcorn  to  name  now,  was  with  Ifmenia^ 

Like  a thief,  and  there  he  violated 
A facred  truft.  This  thou  mayft  know  (Aminta.) 

Am.  Are  not  you  he .? 

- Ant.  No*,  nor  a friend  of  his : 

Would  I had  kill’d  him : I hope  I have. 

Am.  That  was  my  Husband  (Royal  Sir)  that  man. 

That  excellent  man. 

Enter  Bellides. 

Ant.  That  villain,  that  thief. 

Bel.  Have  I caught  you  Sir  ? well  overtaken. 

This  is  mine  enemy:  pardon,  (my  Soveraign.) 

Phil.  Good  charity , to  crave  pardon  for  your  enemv. 

Bel.  Mine  own  pardon  (Sir)  for  my  joyes  rudenci>* 

In  what  place  better  could  I meet  my  foe , 

And  both  of  us  fo  well  provided  too 

He  with  fome  black  blood-thirfty  crime  upon  him, 

That  (ere  the  horfe-leech  burft)  will  fuck  him  dry: 

I with  a fecond  accufation , 

Enough  to  break  his  neck,  if  need  fnould  be , 

And  then  to  have  even  Juftice  it  felf  to  right  us  i 
How  fhould  I make  my  joyes  a little  civil. 

They  might  not  keep  this  noyfe? 

Ant.  Here  is  fome  hope. 

Should  the  ax  be  dull , the  halter’s  preparing. 

Phil.  What’s  your  accufation,  Sir.?  We  ha\’^  heard  the 
former. 

Enter  Julio. 

Bel.  Mine  (my  Lord?)  a ftrong  one. 

Jttl,  A falfe  one.  Sir. 

At  leaft  malicious ; an  evidence 

Of  hatred  and  defpight : He  wOuId  accufe 

My  poor  kinfman  of  that  he  never  dream’d  of. 

Nor  waking  faw  \ the  ftcaling  of  his  daughter , 

She  whom,  I know,  he  would  not  look  upon. 

Speak  Antonio , Didft  thou  ever  fee  her  ? 

Ant.  Yes  Sir,  I have  fecn  her. 

Bel.  Ah  ha,  friend  JhUo. 

JhI.  He  might,  but  how  ? with  an  unheedful  eye , 

An  accidental  view,  as  men  fee  multitudes 
That  the  next  day  dare  not  precifely  fay 
They  faw  that  face,  orthatamongft  ’email. 

Didft  thou  fo  look  on  her  ? 

S 
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Bfl.  Guilty,  guilty: 

His  looks  hang  themfelves. 

Phil.  Your  patience  (Gcnleman.) 

I pray  you  toll  me  if  I be  in  errour, 

I may  ipeak  often  when  I lliould  but  hear : 

This  is  forne  fi  ow  you  would  prefent  us  with, 

^nd  I do  interrupt  it:  Pray  you  fpeak  , 

(It  Icems  no  more)  is’t  any  thing  but  a Ihovv  ? 

Bui.  My  lord,  this  Gentlewoman  can  Iliow  you  all, 
.0  could  my  daughter  too : if  flie  were  herei 
'.y  this  time  they  are  both  immodeft  enough ; 

Ikdme. 


•hee’*^ 


aud  I acculc  this  thief  fork. 


:)c:  M.-irii^.,  his  ovvii  friend’s  my  teftimony: 


A praflis’d  iiiaht-work. 


Phil.  That  M,2>vi/2’s  the  other 
In  your  cullodie^  he  was  forgotten: 
fetch  him  hither. 

Co)i;i.  Wee’ll  bring  the  Stocks  andallelfe,  and’tpleafe  I Bel.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir.  Nay,  if  you  accept  it, 

Grace.  j do  this  kindnels  to  mine  enemy.. 

And  give  her  as  a Father. 


Shall  perifh,  but  I’ll  injoy  rny  Ibuls  wilh. 

I would  have  llain  my  friend  for  his  deceit , 

But  I do  find  his  own  deceit  hath  paid  him. 

JuL  Will  you  vex  my  foul  forth  ? no  other  choice 
But  where  my  hate  is  rooted  ? Come  hither  Girl , 
Whofe  pretty  m.aid  art  thou 
Ifm.  The  child  of  a poor  man , Sir. 

Jill.  The  better  for  it,  With  my’Soveraigns  leave 
I’ll  wed  thee  to  this  man,  will  he,  nill  he.  ’ 

Phil.  Pardon  me.  Sir,  I’ll  be  no  Love  enforcer; 

I ufe  no  power  of  rnine  unto  thofe  ends. 

JhI.  Wilt  thou  have  him  ? 

Ifm.  Not  unlefs  he  love  me. 

Ant.  I do  love  thee : Farewell  all  other  Beauties : 

I fettle  here ; you  are  Ifmenia. 

Ifm.  The  fame  I was:  better  nor  worfe,  ) 

Ant.  I lhall  have  your  confent  here.  I’m  fure.  Sir. 


your 


Enter  Buhofa  and  Ifmenia. 


Am.  That  man’s  my  husband  certain,  inflead  of  this 
Both  would  have  deceiv’d,  and  both  beguil’d. 

Biift.  Soil  hoh,Miiler,  Miller,  look  out  Miller ; is  there 
n’ere  a Miller  amongft  you  here.  Gentlemen  ? 

Tir.  Yes  Sir,  here  is  a Miiler  amongft  Gentlemen, 

I A Gentleman  Miller. 

Buf.  I Ihould  not  be  far  oT  then^  there  went  but  a pair 
of  Iheers  and  a bodkin  between  us.  Will  you  to  work  Mil- 
ler ? Flere’s  a maid  has  a fack  full  of  news  for  you : fhall 
your  hones  walk  ? will  you  grind  Miller  } 

Phil.  This  your  fon,  Franio } 

Fra.  My  ungratious,  my  difobedient, 

My  unnatural,  my  rebel  Ion  ( my  Lord.) 

En(l.  Fie , your  hopper  runs  over.  Miller. 
fVj.This  villain  (of  my  own  fiefii  and  blood)was  acceflary 
To  the  healing  of  my  daughter. 

Biifi.  Oh  Mountain , 

Shalt  thou  call  a molehill  a .lcab  upon  the  face 
Of  the  earth  ? though  a man  be  a thief,  lhall  a Miller  call 
Him  fo  ? Oh  egregious ! 

Jul.  Remember  Sirrha,  wTo  you  fpeak  before. 

Bull.  I fpeak  before  a Miller, 

A thief  in  grain-,  for  he  heals  corn:  He  that  heals 
A wench , is  a true  m.an  to  him. 

Phil.  Can  you  prove  that  ? you  may  help  another  caufe 
that  was  in  pleading. 

Bull.  I’ll  prove  it  hrongly. 


Ant.  Shee’ll  thank  you  as  a Daughter. 

Will  you  not,  Ifmenia  P 
B el.  How  ? Ifmenia  ? 

Ifm.  Your  daughter.  Sir. 

Bel.  Is’t  pollible  1 Away  you  feeble  witted  things. 

You  thought  you  had  caught  the  old  ones:  you  wade,  you 
wade 

In  hallow  fords : we  can  fwira , we : look  here , 

W’e  made  the  match  : we  are  all  friends  good  friends  y 
Thin,  thin : why  the  fool  knew  all  this,  this  fool. 

Bujl.  Keep  that  to  your  feif.  Sir What  I knew  I knew : 
This  lack  is  a wicnels.  Miller , this  is  not  for  your  thum- 
ming.  Here’s  gold  lace : you  may  fee  her  in  her  holliday 
clothes  it  you  will  ^ I was  her  ward-robe-man. 


Martin,  Amln!:a,  Conjlahle.,  Officers. 


Ant.  You  beguil’d  me  v/ell.  Sir. 

Mar.  Did  you  fpeak  to  me.  Sir  ? 

Ant.  It  might  feem  to  you,  Martin.^  your  confcience 
Has  quick  ears. 

Mar.  My  fight  was  a little  dim  i’th’  dark  indeed , 

So  was  my  feeling  cozen’d;,  yet  I’m  content; 

I am  the  better  underlfander  now , 

I know  my  wife  wants  nothing  of  a woman  i 
There  y’are  my  Junior. 

Ant.  You  are  not  hurt? 

Mar.  Not  hrewdly  hurt:,!  have  good  flefn  to  heal,  you  fee, 
Good  round  flelh  : thefe  cherries  will  be  worth  chopping. 


He  that  Teals  corn, Itea  Is  the  bread  of  the  Common- wealth;,  Crack  Tones  and  all^  I lliould  not  give  much  to  boot 


He  that  Teals  a wench.  Teals  bat  the  fiefii.  (the  flelh? 
Phil.  And  how  is  the  bread  Teaiing  more  criminal  then 
Buji.  He  that  Teals  bread.  Teals  that  which  is  lawful 
every  day: 

He  that  Teals  flelh , Teals  nothing  from  the  faTing  day : 
irg/j  to  Teal  the  bread  is  the  arranter  theft. 

Phil.  This  is  to  fome  purpole.  (full : 

Bujl.  Again,  he  that  Teals  flefii  Teals  for  his  own  belly 
He  that  Teals  bread , robs  the  guts  of  others ; 

Ergo.,  The  arranter  thief  the  bread-Tealer. 


To  ride  in  your  new,  and  you  in  my  old  ones  now. 

Ant.  You  raiTake  the  weapon:  are  you  not  hurt? 

Mar.  A little  fcratch:  but  I fliall  claw  it  off  well  enough. 


Enter  Gillian. 


GiU.  I can  no  longer  own  what  is  not  mine 
With  a free  conlcience:  My  Liege,  your  pardon. 
Phil.  For  what  ? who  knows  this  woman  ? 

Fra.  I beT,  my  Lord, 


Again  he  that  Teals  flefn.  Teals  once,  and  gives  over  ^ I have  been  acquainted  with  her  thele  forty  Summers, 


yes,  and  often  pays  for  it : the  other  Teals  every  day,with 
out  latisfadion.  To  conclude,  Bread-Tealing  is  the  more 
capital  crime : for  what  he  Teals  he  puts  it  in  at  the  head : 
he  that  Teals  flelh  (as  the  Dutch  Author  lays  ) puts  it  in 
at  the  foot  (the  lower  member.)  Will  you  go  as  you  are 
now.  Miller? 

Phil.  How  has  this  fatisfied  you,  Don  Bellides? 

Bel.  Nothing  (my  Lord)  my  caufe  is  lerious. 

I claim  a daughter  from  that  loving  thiefe  there. 

Ant.  I would  I had  her  for  you.  Sir. 

Bel.  Ah  ha,  Julio.  (daughter? 

Jul.  How  faid  you,  Antonio?  Willi  you, you  had  his 

Ant.  With  my  foul  I wifii  her ;,  and  my  body 


And  as  many  Winters,  were  it  Spring  agen  j 
She’s  like  the  Gout  I can  get  no  cure  for  her. 

Phil.  Oh,  5>our  Wife,  Franio  ? 

Fra.  ’Tis  oh  my  wife  indeed,  my  Lord, 

A painful  Titch  to  ray  fide^  would  it  were  pick’d  out. 
Phil.  Well  Sir,  your  lilence. 

Bull.  Will  you  be  older  and  older  everyday  than  other  ? 
the  longer  you  live  the  older  Till  MuT  his  MajeTy  com- 
mand your  filence  ere  you’l  hold  your  tongue 
Phil.  Your  reprehenfion  runs  into  the  lame  fault ; 

’Pray  Sir,  will  you  befilent. 

Bufi.  I have  told  him  of  this  before  now,  my  Liege,  but 
Age  will  have  his  courfe,  andhisweaknefles. 

Phil. 
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?hil.  Good  Sir,  your  forbearance. 

And  his  frailties , and  his  follies,  as  I may  (ay, that 
cannot  hold  his  tongue  ere  he  be  bidden. 

Thil.  Why  Sirha  ? 

Bufi.  But  I believe  your  Majefty  will  not  be  long  trou- 
bled with  him : I hope  that  woman  has  fomething  to  confefs 
will  hang  them  both. 

Phil.  Sirha,  you’ll  pull  your  defteny  upon  you 
If  you  cea(c  not  the  Iboner. 

Bnji.  Nay,  I have  done, my  Liege,  yet  it  grieves  me  that  1 
Ihould  call  that  man  Father,  that  (liould  be  fo  fliamelefs , 
that  being  commanded  to  hold  his  tongue. 

Phil.  Toth’Porters  Lodge  with  him. 

Bujh  I thank  your  Grace,  I have  a friend  there. 

Vhil.  Speak  woman,  if  any  interruption  meet  thee  more. 

It  fhall  be  punifh’d  lharply. 

Gil’.  Good  my  Liege,  (I  dare  not) 

Ask  you  the  queltion  why  that  old  man  weeps. 

Phil.  Who  ? Count  Julio  ? 1 obferv’d  it  not. 

You  hear  the  queftion  Sir,  will  you  give  the  caule? 

Jid.  Oh  my  Lord,  it  hardly  will  get  padage, 

It  is  a forrow  of  that  greatnels  grown , 

’Lefs  it  didblve  in  tears,  and  come  by  parcels. 

Gill.  I’ll  help  you  Sir,  in  the  delivery. 

And  bring  you  forth  a joy.  You  loll  a daughter. 

Jul.  ’Twas  that  recounted  thought  brought  forth  thefe 
(brrows. 

Gill.  Shee’s  found  again.  Know  you  this  mantle  Sir  ? 

Jul.  Hah? 

GiU.  Nay  leave  your  wonder.  I’ll  explain  it  to  you. 

This  did  enwrap  your  child,  whom  ever  fmce 
I have  call’d,  mine,  when  Nurfe  Amarama 
In  a remove  from  Mora  to  Corjuha 
Was  feiz’d  on  by  a fierce  and  hungry  Bear , 

She  was  the  Ravins  prey,  as  heaven  lb  would, 

He  with  his  booty  fill’d , forfook  the  babe : 

All  this  was  in  my  fight:  anddS  long  I faw. 

Untill  the  cruel  creature  left  my  fight , 

At  which  advantage  I adventur’d  me 
To  refcue  the  fweet  Lamb:  I did  it  Sir, 

And  ever  fince  1 have  kept  back  your  joy , 

And  made  it  mine  : blit  age  hath  wearied  me , 

And  bids  me  back  reftore  unto  the  owner 
What  I unjuftly  kept  thele  fourteen  years. 

Jul.  Oh,  thou  hall  ta’n  fo  many  years  from  me , 

And  made  me  young  as  was  her  birth  day  to  me. 

Oh  (good  my  Liege)  give  my  joys  a pardon , 

I mult  go  power  a blelfing  on  my  child , 

Which  here  would  be  too  rude  and  troublelbmc.  Exit. 

Phil.  Franio , you  knew  this  before. 

Buji.  Oh,  oh-.  Item  for  you  Miller. 

Fra.  I did  (my  Liege)  1 mull  confefs  I did, 

And  I confefs , I ne’r  would  have  confels’d. 

Had  not  that  womans  tongue  begun  to  me : 

We  poor  ones  love , and  would  have  comforts.  Sir, 

As  well  as  great:  this  is  no  ftrange  fault.  Sir, 

There’s  many  men  keep  other  mens  children 
As  though  they  were  their  own. 

Buji.  It  may  ftretch  farther  yet,  Ibefeechyou(myLiege) 
let  this  woman  be  a little  farther  examin’d  ^ let  the  words 
of  her  confcience  be  fearch’d,  I would  know  how  Ihe  came 
by  me:  I am  a loft  child,  if  I be  theirs:  though  I have 
been  brought  up  in  a MiH , yet  I had  ever  a mind  )mc- 


t bought)  to  be  a greater  man. 

Phil.  She  will  refolve  you  (ure. 

GiU.  I,  I Boy;  thou  art  mine  ownflefii  and  blood. 

Born  of  mine  own  body. 

Bull.  ’Tis  very  unlikely  that  fuch  a body  fiiould  bear  me- 
There’s  no  trull  in  thefe  xMillers,  Woman,  tell  the  truth  : 
my  father  fliall  forgive  thee , whatfoever  he  was , were  he 
Knight,  Squire,  or  Captain-  Jefs  he  fliould  not  be. 

GiU.  Thou  art  mine  own  child,  Bov. 

Bull.  And  was  the  Miller  my  Father.’ 

cm.  Wolildft  thou  make  thy  Mother  a whore.  Knave? 

Buji.  1,  if  Ihe  make  me  a Ballard.  The  rack  mull  make 
her  confefs  (my  Lord  ) I lhall  never  come  to  know  who  1 
amelle.  I haveaworfliipfulmiiidinraefure:  methinks  I 
do  fcorn  poor  folks. 

Enter  Otrante,  Florimel  and  Julio,  d-r. 

Phil.  Here  comes  the  brighteft  glory  of  the  day: 

Love  yoak’d  with  love,  the  bell  equality. 

Without  the  level  of  eftate  or  perlbn. 

Jul.  You  both  fliall  be  rewarded  bountifully,' 

Wee’ll  be-a  kin  too  ^ Brother  and  Sifter 
Shall  be  chang’d  with  us  ever. 

Bu\i.  Thank  yon  (Uilkle)  my  filler  is  my  cofen  yet  at 
the  laft  call : Farewell  filler  fofter.  If  I had  known  the 
Civil  Law  would  have  allow^edit,  thou  hadft  had  another 
manner  of  Husband  then  thou  haft : but  much  good  do  thee- 
I’ll  dance  at  thy  wedding,  kifs  the  Bride,  and  fo.  ’ 

Jul.  Why,  how  now  litha/ 

Bu\i.  ’Tis  lawful  now  , fne’s  none  of  my  Sifter. 

It  was  a Miller  and  a Lord 
That  had  a fcabbard  and  a fword 
Fie  put  it  up  in  the  Countrey  w^ord 

The  Miller  and  his  daughter. 
She  has  a face,  and  Ihe  can  ling , 

She  has  a Grace , and  fhe  can  Ipring , 

She  has  a place  with  another  thing 

Tradoodle. 

Fra.  A knavilh  Brother  of  yours  (my  Lord.) 

Buji.  Would  I were  acquainted  with  your  Taylor  (No- 
ble Brother.) 

Otr.  You  may:  there  he  is:  mine,  newly  entertain’d. 

Ver.  If  you  have  any  work  for  me,  I can  fit  you  Sir, 

I fitted  the  Lady. 

Buji.  My  Sifter  (Tailor,)  what  fits  her  will  hardly  fit  me. 

Ver.  Who  fits  her  may  fit  you  Sir,  the  Tailor  can  do  both. 

Buli.  You  have  a true  yard  (Tailor.) 

Ver.  Ne’r  a whit  too  long , I warrant  you, 

Buji.  Then  (Tailor)  march  with  me  aw^ay 
I fcorn  thefe  robes  I mull  be  gay , 

My  noble  Brother  he  fhall  pay 

Tom  Tailor.-  Exeunt. 

Phil.  Your  recovered  friendfhips  are  found.  Gentlemen? 

Bel.  At  heart,  at  heart  (my  Lord)  the  ivorm  fliall  not 
Beyond  many  ages  find  a breach  to  enter  at. 

Phil.  Thefe  Lovers  unities  I will  not  doubt  of: 

How  happy  have  you  made  our  progrefs  then , 

To  be  the  witnefs  of  fuch  fair  Accords? 

Come , now  we’ll  eat  with  you  (my  Lord  Oirante-J 
’Tis  a charge  fav’d  : you  mull  not  grudge  your  gueft, 
’Tis  both  my  welcome, and  yourW’eddmg-Feaft. 

Exeunt. 
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The  Knight  of  Malta. 


The  Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Valetta,  The  Grand  Mafler  of  Malta, 

Miranda,  y^wltalian  Gentleman^  the  Knight  of  Malta^ 

Gaftr^ott{^“’^  of  the  Order, 

Montferrar,  A Knight  of  the  Order ^but  a villain, 
Gomera,  A deferving  Spanijh  Gentleman, 
Norandine,  A valiant  merrp  Dane  ^ Commander  in 
chief  of  the  Callies  Malta. 

Collona  alias  Angelo,  ACaptiveredeemed  from  the 
Callies^  and  beloved  of  Miranda. 


Rocca,  Servant  and  Infirumeni  to  Montferrat. 

2 Bijhops,  ' V 

Souldiers, 

Corporal, 

Prijoners, 

2 Marjbalx, 

Doder. 

1 of  the  Efguard, 

Servants. 


WOMEN. 

Oriana,  Sifter  to  Valetta,  and  Wife  of  Gomera  [ Lufcinda,  A beautiful  turkiftj  Woman,  contra&ed  to 
Velleda,  Attendant  on  Oriana.  Angelo,  Prifener  Miranda.  ' 

Zanthia  alias  Abdella  , a Moore  Servant  to  OiUna.  j Tm  Centlevpomen. 

Scene  Malta, 


Rich:  Bnrbadge, 
J^athan  Field, 
John  Vnderrvood, 
Rich,  Sharpe, 


The  principal  A6tors  were 

Henrji  Condel, 
Robert  Benfeild, 
John  Lovpin, 
Thomas  Holcome, 


Adtus  Primus, 


Enter  Mountferrat. 

Mount.  'f^^Ares  fhe  difpifemethus?  me  that  with  fpoil 
I H And  hazardous  exploits,  full  lixteen  years 
_P Have  led  (as  hand-maids)  Fortune,  Vidory 
Whom  the  Maltezi  call  my  fervitors  ? 

Tempefts  I have  fubdued,  and  fought  them  calm, 
Out-lighten’d  lightning  in  my  Chivalry  ^ 

Rid  (tame  as  patience)  billows  that  kick’d  heaven , 

Whiftl’d  enraged  Boreas  till  his  gufts 

Were  grown  fo  gentle , that  he  feem’d  to  ligh , 

Becaufe  he  could  not  fhow  the  ayr  my  keel. 

And  yet  I cannot  conquer  her  bright  eyes , 

Which  though  they  blaze  both  comfort,  and  invite 
Neither  by  force,  nor  fraud  pafs  through  her  ear 
Whofe  guard  is  only  blulhing  Innocence) 


Sc^na  Prima. 


To  take  the  leaftpofleflion  of  her  heart. 

Did  I attempt  her  with  athred-bare  nailk-unapt  with  me- 
ritorious adions. 

She  might  with  colour  dif-allow  my  fuit: 

But  by  the  honor  of  this  Chriftian  croft 
fin  blood  of  Infidels  fo  often  dy®d ) 

Which  mine  own  Soul  and  Sword  hath  fixed  here 
And  neither  favor , nor  births  priviledge 
Oriana  IhaU  confefs,  although  Ihe  be 
Valettas  Sifter  our  Grand-mafter  here , 

The  wages  of  ftorn’d  Love  is  baneful  hate , 

And  if  I rule  not  her,I’Ie  rule  her  fate. 

Kocca,  my  trufty  Servant , welcome. 

Enter  Rocca. 

Kocca.  Sir.  I wilh 

' 
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I wilh  my  news  deferv’d  it : haplefs  I 
That  being  lovM,  and  trufted  fail  to  bring 
The  loving  anfvver  that  you  do  exped.  (lend  forth 
Mount.  Why  fpeak’ll  thou  from  me  ^ thy  pleas’d  eyes 
Beams  brighter  than  the  liar  that  ulhers  day, 

Thy  Imiles,  reftore  fick  expedation, 

Koc.  1 bring  you  Sir,  her  liniles,  not  mine. 

Mount.  Her  fmiles? 

Why  they  are  prelents  for  Kings  eldell  Sons  ^ 

Great  Solyman  that  wearies  his  hot  eyes. 

But  to  perufe  his  deck’d  Seraglio , « 

When  from  the  number  of  his  Concubines. 

He  choofeth  one  for  that  night  in  his  pride 
Of  them,  wives,  wealth,  is  not  fo  rich  as  1 
Iq  this  one  fmile,  from  Oriana  fent. 

Koc.  Sir,  fare  ye  well. 

Mount.  Oh  R(Kca\  thou  art  wile. 

And  woal’ft  not  have  the  torrent  of  my  joy 
Riiine  me  headlong  •,  aptly  thou  conceiv’ft 
If  one  reviving  fmile  can  raife  me  thus. 

What  trances  will  the  fweet  words  which  thou  bring’lt 
Call  me  into?  1 felt  (my  dearell  friend. 

No  more  my  Servant)  when  1 imployed  thee 
That  knew’it  to  look,  and  Ipeak  as  Lovers  Ihould, 

And  carry  faithhilly  thy  Waiters  lighs , 

That  it  mall  Avork  Ibme  heat  in  her  cold  hearty 
And  all  my  labors  now  come  fraughted  home 
With  ten  fold  prize. 

Roc.  Will  A'ouyet  hear  me/’ 

Mount.  Yes, 

But  take  heed  (gentle  Kocca)  that  thou  do’lt 
Tenderly  by  degrees  aflault  mine  ears 
W'ith  her  conlent,  now  to  embrace  my  love, 

For  thou  wed  know’ll  I have  been  ib  plung’d,  lb  torn 
With  her  relblv’d  rejed,  and  negled : 

That  to  report  her  foil  acceptance  now , 

Will  ftupihe  fcnfe  in  me,  if  not  kill : 

Why  Hiew’ll  thou  this  dillemper? 

Roc.  Draw  your  fword, 

And  when  I with  my  breath  have  blalled  you , 

Kill  me  with  it : 

I bring  you  fmiles  of  pitty,  not  affedion: 

For  fuch  fhe  fent. 

Mount.  Oh ! can  Ihe  pitty  me  ? 

Of  all  the  paths  lead  to  a womans  love , 

Pitties  the  llreightell. 

Roc.  Waken  Sir,  and  know 
That  her  contempt  (if  you  can  name  it  fo) 

Continues  frlH ; fne  bids  you  throw  your  Pearl 
Into  llrong  ftreams , and  hope  to  turn  them  lb , 

Ere  her  too  foul  diihonor , writ  your  plaints 
In  rocks  of  Coral  grow’n  above  the  Sea , 

Them  hope  to  foften  to  compalhon , | 

Or  change  their  modell  blufh  to  love  fick  pale. 

Ere  work  her  to  your  impious  requells  ^ 

All  your  loofe  thoughts  llie  chides  you  home  again, 

But  with  fuch  calm  behaviour,  and  mild  looks , 

She  gentlier  denies  than  others  grant , 

For  jull  as  others  love  fo  doth  fne  hate : 

She  fays,  that  by  your  order  you  are  bound 
From  marrying  ever , and  much  marvels  then 
You  would  thus  violate  her  and  your  own  faith,  ^ 
That  being  the  virgin  you  Ihould  now  proted , 

Hitherto  Ihe  profefles  Ihc  has  conceal’d 
Your  lullful  Batteries,  but  the  next  Ihe  vowes, 

(In  open  Hall,  before  the  honor’d  crofs 
And  her  great  Brother)  Ihe  will  quite  difclofe 
Calling  for  jullice,  to  your  utter  lhame. 

Mount.  Hence,  Imd  the  Blackamore  that  waits  upon  her. 
Bring  her  unto  me , Ihe  doth  love  me  yet , 

And  I mull  her  now , at  lealt  feem  to  do ; 

Cupid.,  thy  brands  that  glow  thus  in  my  veins, 

I will  with  blood  extinguifh — ar’t  not  gone  ? 

Shall  my  defires , like  beggars  wait  at  dore 


Whil’ll  any  others  revel  in  her  breafl  ? 

Sweat  on  my  fpirits:  know  thou  trickt  up  toy. 

My  love’s  a violent  flood,  where  art  thou  fain. 

Playing  with  Avhich  tide  thou’dll  been  gently  tofs’d. 

But  crofling  it,  thou  art  or’whelm’d,  and  loll. 

Enter  Allorius  and  Callriot, 

Cajl.  Monfieur,  good  day. 

#.  Good  morrow  valiant  Knight, 

What,  are  you  for  this  great  folemnity 
This  morn  intended? 

Mount.  What  Iblemnity.? 

Aji.  The  inverting  of  the  xMartial  Spaniard^ 

P eter  Corner  a , with  our  Chrijiian  Badge. 

Caft.  And  young  Miranda  the  Italian , 

Both  which  with  wondrous  prowefs , and  great  luck 
Have  dat’d  and  done  for  Malta,  fuch  high  feats, 

That  not  one  Fort  in  it,  but  rings  their  names 
As  loud  as  any  mans. 

Mount.  As  any  mans  > 

Why,  we  have  fought  for  Malta. 

Aji.  Yes  Mountferrat. 

No  bold  Knight  ever  paft  you , but  we  wear 
The  dignity  of  Chrihians  on  our  brealls. 

And  have  a long  time  triumph’d  for  our  conquefts  • 
Thefe  conquer’d  a long  time , not  triumph’d  yet ’ 

Mount.  Ajiorius , you  are  a moll  indulgent  Knight , 
Detrading  from  your  felf,  to  add  to  others, 

You  know  this  title  is  the  period 
To  all  our  labors,  the  extremity 
Of  that  tall  pyramid , where  honer  hangs . 

Which  we  with  fweatand  agony  have  reach’d, 

And  Ihould  not  then  ib  eafily  impart 
So  bright  a Avreath  to  every  cheap  defert. 

Cafl.  How  is  this  Frendi  man  chang’d  Ajiorittsf 
Some  fallen  difeontent  poflefles  him , 

That  makes  him  envy,  what  he  heretofore 
Did  moll  ingenioufiybut  emulate. 

Mount.  Oh  furious  defire,  how  like  a whirl-win4 
Thou  hurriell  me  beyond  mine  honors  point? 

Out  of  my  heart,  bafe  lull,  or  heart,  1 vow 
Thofe  flames  that  heat  me  thus,  I’ll  burn  thee  in, 

Aji.  Do’  ye  obferve  him 

Mount.  What  news  of  the  Vane , 

That  valiant  Captain  Norandine.f 

Caji.  He  fights  dill. 

In  Anew  oth’Town  ^ he  playes  the  devil  with  ’em, 

And  they  the  Turk/  Avith  him. 

Mount.  They’r  Avell  met  then , ’twere  fin  to  fever  ’em 

Pilh- — woman. Memory 

Would  one  of  ye  would  leave  me : 

Aji,  Six  frelh  Gallies 
I in  St.  Angelo  from  the  promontory 
This  morne  deferide,  making  a Girdle  for  him. 

But  our  great  Mailer  doth  intend  relief 
This  prefent  meeting:  will  you  Avalk  along? 

Mount.  Humh — 1 have  read,  Ladies  enjoy’d,  have  been 
The  gulphs  of  Avorthiell  men , buried  their  names , 
Their  former  valor,  bounty,  beauty,  virtue. 

And  fent  ’em  llinking  to  untimely  graves. 

I that  cannot  enjoy , by  her  difdain , 

Am  like  to  prove  as  Avretched  •,  woman  then 
Checking  or  granting , is  the  grave  of  men. 

A(i.  He’s  laying  of  liis  prayers  fure. 

Caji.  Will  you  go  Sir/* 

Mount.  I cry  you  mercy : I am  lb  tranfpqrted 
(Your  pardon,  noble  Brothers)  with  a bulinefs 
That  doth  concern  all  Malta,  that  I am 
(Anon  you’l  hear’t)  almoll  blind,  and  deaf. 

Lull  neither  fees  nor  hears  ought  but  it  felf; 

But  I will  follow  inllantly : your  crofs. 

Aji.  Not  mine.  . (droj.t. 

Caji.  Nor  mine,  ’tis  yours. 

Aji. 


1^2  Malta. 

M.  Caji.  Good  morrow  Brother.  Exeunt. 

Mount.  White  innocent  fign,  thou do’ft abhor  to  dwell. 
So  near  the  dim  thoughts  of  this  troubled  breaft , 

Enter  Zanthia,  alias  Abdella,  tvith  two  Letters. 

Yet  I mult  wear  thee  to  proted  my  crimes. 

If  not  for  confcience,  for  hypocrifie, 

Some  Churchmen  fo  wear  CaUbcks : Oh  my  Zan. 

My  Pearl,  that  fcornes  a ffain ! I mull;  repent 

All  my  negled : let  me  Ixion  like , 

Embrace  my  black  cloud , lince  my  Juno  is 

So  wrathful,  and  averie thou  art  more  loft 

And  full  of  dalliance  than  the  fairell  flelh  , 

And  far  more  loving. 

Zan.  I,  you  fay  fo  now , 

But  like  a property,  when  I have  ferv’d 

Your  turns,  you’ll  caft  me  off,  or  hang  me  up 

For  a fign,  fomewhere. 

Mount.  May  my  life  then  forfake  me 

Or  from  my  expeded  blifs,  be  caft  to  hell. 

2an.  My  tongue  Sir,  cannot  lifp  to  meet  you  fo. 

Nor  my  black  cheeck  put  on  a feigned  blufh. 

To  make  me  feem  more  modeft  than  I am. 

This  ground-work,  will  not  bear  adulterate  red. 

Nor  artificial  white,  to  cozen  love. 

Thefe  dark  locks , are  not  purchas’d , nor  thefe  teeth, 
For  every  night,  they  are  my  bed-fellows- 
No  bath , no  blanching  water  ^ fmoothing  oyles, 

Doth  mend  me  up-,  and  yet  Mountferrat.,  know, 

I am  as  full  of  pleafure  in  the  touch 

As  ere  a white  fac’d  puppet  of ’em  all, 

Tuicy,  and  firm,  unfledge  ’em  of  their  tyres. 

Their  wires, their partlets^  pins,  and  Periwigs, 

■ And  th,ey  appear  like  bald  cootes,  in  the  neft  ^ 

I can  as  blithly  work  in  my  loves  bed , 

And  deck  thy  fair  neck , with  thefe  Jetty  chains. 

Sing  thee  afieep,  being  wearied,  and  refrelh’d , 

With.the  fame  organ,  deal  lleep  off  again. 

Mount.  Oh  my  black  fwan , ileeker  then  Cignets  plufli. 
Sweeter  than  is  the  fweet  of  Pomander , 

Breath’d  like  curl’d  Zephyrus^  cooling  L-ymon-trees, 
Straight  as  young  pines , or  Cedars  in  the  grove , 
Qiiickly  difeend  lovers  belt  Canopie 

Sti'l  night,  for  Zanthia  doth  enamour  me 

Beyond  all  continence  perpetrate  (deer  wench) 

What  thou  haft  promis’d , and  I vow  by  heaven 

Malta.,  I’ll  leave  in’tmy  honours  here. 

And  in  Ibme  other  Country  (Zanthia')  make 

My  wife,  and  my  bed  fortune. 

Zan.  From  this  hope, 

Flere  is  an  anfwer  to  that  Letter,  which 

I lately  fiiew’d  you  fent  from  Tripoly, 

By  the  great  Balha,  which  importunes  her 

Love  unto  him , and  treachery  to  the  Ifland, 

Which  will  fhe  undertake , by  Mahomet 

The  T«r]^  there  vowes,  on  his  bled  Alcharon, 

Marriage  unto  her : this  the  Mafter  knows. 

But  is  refolv’d  of  her  integrity 

(As  well  as  he  may)  fweet  Lady  yet  for  love, 

For  love  of  thee  Mountferrat,  (Oh ! what  Chains 

Of  deity,  or  duty  can  hold  love?) 

1 have  this  anfwer  fram’d,  fo  like  her  hand 

As  if  it  had  been  moulded  off:  returning 

The  Balhas  Letter  fafe  into  her  pocket  • 

What  will  you  do  with  it,  your  felf  bed  knows, 

Farewel,  keep  my  true  heart , keep  true  your  vows.  Exit 

Mount.  Till  I be  dud,  my  Zanthia  be  confirm’d.  Zan. 
Sparrows,  and  Doves,  fit  coupling  twixt  thy  lips , 

It  is  not  love , but  drong  Libidinous  will 

That  triumphs  oTe  me,  and  to  fatiate  that, 

What  difference  twixt  this  Moore , and  her  fair  Dame? 
Night  makes  their  hews  alike,  their  ufe  is  fo , 

Whole  hand  is  fo  fubtle  , he  can  colours  name. 

If  he  do  winck , and  touch  ’em  ? lud  being  blind. 

Never  in  women  did  didindf  ion  find.  Exit. 

, Scdtna  Secunda. 

Enter  two  Gentlewomen. 

1.  But  yfaithdod  thou  think  my  Lady  was  never  in  love? 

2.  I rather  think  fhe  was  ever  in  love : in  perfect  charity. 

1 . I mean,  with  all  the  world. 

2.  A mod  chridian  anfwer  I promife  you:  but  I mean 
in  Love  with  a man. 

2 . With  aman  ? what  elfe  ? would’d  have  her  in  love  with 

(a  bead  ? 

1.  You  are  Ibmewhat  quick : but  if  die  were,  it  were  no 
Prefident : did,  you  never  read  of  Europa,  the  fair,that  leapt 
A bull,  that  leapt  the  Sea , that  fwoom  to  land,  and  then 

2.  Oh  heavens,  a bull ? (leapt her? 

1.  Yes,  a white  bull. 

2.  Lord,  how  could  fhe  fit  him?  where  did  fhe  hold? 

1.  Why,  by  the  horn,  fince  which  time,  no  woman  (al- 

mod)  is 

Contented,  till  fhe  have  a horn  of  her  own,  to  hold  by. 

2.  Thou  art  very  knavifh. 

1.  And  thou  very  foolifh:  butfirah,  whydod  not  thou 

2.  Becaufe  Iwouldbenomans  looking-glafe?  (marry? 

1 . As  how  ? 

2.  As  thus,  there  is  no  Wife,  if  fhe  be  good,  and  true, 
will  honor , and  obey , but  mud  refled  the  true  counte- 
nance of  her  husband  upon  him  if  he  look  fad  upon  her 
fhe  mud  not  look  merrily  upon  him : if  he  look  merrily, 
fhe  mud  not  forrowfuUy , clle  flie  is  a falfe  glafs , and  fit 
for  nothing  but  breaking : his  anger  mud  not  be  her  dif- 
content;,  his  pleafure,  her  delight:  if  he  weep,  fne  mud 
cry:  if  he  laugh,  flte  mud  fhow  her  teeth:  if  he  be  lick, 
fhe  mud  not  b^e  in  health-,  if  he  eatCawdles,  fhe  mud  eat 
pottage,  fhe  mud  have  no  proper  paffion  of  her  own  j and 

IS  not  this  a tyranny  ? 

1.  Yes , y faith , Marriage  may  well  be  called  a yoak  j 
Wives  then  are  but  like  fuperficial  lines  in  Geometry, 
that  have  no  proper  motion  of  their  own,  but  as  their  bo- 
dies their  husbands  move , yet  I know  fome  Wives,  tfiat 
are  never  freely  merry,  nor  truly  pleafed,  but  when  they 
are  farthed  off  their  husbands. 

2.  That’s  becaufe  the  Moon  governs  ’em  which  hath 
mod  light  and  fliinesbrighted,  the  more  remote  it  is  from 
the  Sun and  contrary  is  more  fullen,  dim,  and  Ihowes  lead 
fplendor,  when  it  is  neered. 

1 . But  if  I were  to  marry  I would  marry  a fair  effemi- 
nate fool. 

2.  Why? 

1.  Becaufe  I would  lead  the  blind  whither  I lid. 

2.  And  J the  wifed  man  I could  get  for  money,becaufe  I had 
rather  follow  the  cleer-fighted : blefs  me  from  a husband 
That  fales  by  his  Wives  compafs.^ 

1.  Why? 

2.  Why  ’tis  ten  to  one  but  fhe  breaks  his  head  in  her 
youth , and  when  fhe  is  old  fhee’l  never  leave  till  fhe  has 
broke  his  back  too — 

But  what  feurvy  Knight  have  you  here  in  Malta.,  &c. 

Enter  Zanthia. 

Zan.  Hid,  wenches ; my  Lady  calls,  fhe’s  entring 

The  Tarrafe,  to  fee  the  fhow. 

1.  Oh  black  pudding. 

2.  My  little  labor  in  vain. 

1.  But  what  feurvy  Knights  have  we  here  in  Malta,  that 
when  they  are  dubd  take  their  oath  of  allegiance  to  live 
poor,  and  chadly  ever  after? 

2.  ’Faith  many  Knights  in  other  Nations  (I  have  heard) 
are  as  poor  as  ours : marry  where  one  of  ’em  has  taken  the 
Oath  of  chadity,  we  want  a new  Columbus  to  find  out. 

Exeunt. 

Scana 

TPra*- 


^i^he  K^tght 


' Sc£)ta  Tertij. 

Enter  (above ) Oriana,  Zanchia,  tn-o  Geittlervomenj  (beneatJi) 
Valetta,  IVloantferrat,AIlorius,Ca{iriot,  Gomera, 
Miranda,  Attendants  of  Knights^  &c. 

Jlfnnnt.  .Are  you  there  Lady? 

Ori.  Thou  art  a naughty  man, 

Heaven  mend  thee. 

Vaf.  Our  greet  meeting  princely  brothers, 

Ye  holy  Souldicrs  of  the  Chrif  'un  Crafty 
Is  to  relieve  our  Captain  Norandine^ 

Now  fighting  for-  Vaietta  with  the 
A valliant  Gentleman  , a noble  Vane 
As  ere  the  Countrey  bred  , endangered  now 
By  frelh  fupply  of  head-bound  Infidels. 

Mach  means,  much  blood  this  warlike  P.?)/i?hath  fpent 
To  advance  our  flag,  above  their  horned  moons, 

And  oft 'hath  brought  in  profitable  conqaeft: 

We  mnft  not  fee  him  periili  in  our  view; 

How  far  oft  fight  they? 

Mir.  Sir,  within  a League. 

Va!.  ’Tis  we-1 ; our  next  occafion  of  conventing 
Are  thclc  too  gentlemen.  Handing  in  your  light. 

(Ye  arc  noble  props  of  Malta)  royally 

Dcfcended  arc  they  both , valiant  as  war , ^ 

Miranda.^  cn  1 Comsra , fall  ten  years 

They  have  ferv’d  this  Hland , perfefted  exploits 

Matclilefs,  ard  infinite,  they  arc  honeft,  wile. 

Not  empty  of  one  ornament  of  man : 

Mod  eminect  agents  v/ere  they  in  that  flaughter 
That  great  marvelous  flaughter  of  the  Eurks , 

Before  St.  Elme , where  five  and  twenty  thoufand 
Fell,  for  five  thoufand  of  our  Chri(lians: 

, Thefe  ripe  confiderations  moving  us 
( (Having  had  your  allowance  on  their  w^orths) 

Here  we  would  call  ’em  to  our  Brotherhood  ^ 

If  any  therefore  can  their  manners  tax. 

Their  faith,  their  chaftity,  any  part  of  life , 4 

Let  ’em  (peak  now. 

Aji.  None  do’s. 

AH.  None  can,  great  Maher. 

Val.  The  dignity  then  dignifie,  bv  them , 

As  their  reward:  tender  Miranda  fiiTt 
(Beccufe  he  is  to  fuccor  Nurandine) 

Our  facred  Robe  of  Knight-hood,  our  white  Crofs, 

The  holy.cogniz^ince  of  him  w'c  ferve. 

The  fvvord,  the  fpnrs. 

Mir.  Grave,  and  moft  honor’d  Mafter, 

With  humble  duty,  and  my  fouls  bell  thanks 
To  you , and  ail  this  famous  Conventicle, 

Let  me,  with  modefly  refufc  acceptance 
Of  this  high  order:  I (alafs)  am  yet 
Unworthy,  and  uncapable  of  fuch  honor , 

That  merit,  which  with  favor  you  enlarge 
, Is  far,  far  fnort,  of  this  propos’d  reward. 

Who  take  upon -him  liich  a charge  as  this , 

Mufl  come  with  pure  thoughts,  and  a gathered  mind 
That  time , nor  all  occafions  ever  may 
After  difperfe,.  or  flain^  did  this  title  here 
Of  Knighthood'  , ask  no  other  ornaments 
Then  other  Countries  glittring  fliow,  poor  pride , 

A gingling  fpur,  a feather,  a white  hand , 

A frizled  hayr,  powder’d,  perfumes,  and  lull. 

Drinking  fwcet  wines,  fi]rfeits,.and  ignorance, 

Rafhly,  and  eafily  fliould  I venture  oii’t. 

But  this  requires  another  kind  of  man. 

. Mount.  A ftaid,  and  mature  judgement-,  fpeak  on  fir. 

Mir.  May  it  pleafe  you  then  to  allow  me  fbme  fmall  time 
To  redlifie  my  felf,  for  tliat  high  feat. 

Or  give  my  reafons  to  the  contrary. 

Ith.mean  fpace,  to  difmifs  me  to  the  ayd 
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Of  Norandine : my  Ships  ride  in  the  bay 
Ready  to  difembogue , tack’led,  and  mann’d 
Even  to  my  wifhes. 

Mount.  His  requeft 
Is  fair  and  honeft. 

Val.  At  your  pleafure  go, 

^ Mir.  I humbly  take  my  leave  of  all : of  you 
My  noble  friend  Mount frr at  -,  gratious  Miftrifs, 

Oh  that  aulpitious  fmile  doth  arm  your  Ibuldier, 

Who  fights  for  thofe  eyes,  and  this  iacred  Crols, 

Can  neither  meet  fad  accident , nor  lols.  Exit. 

Ori.  The  mighty  mafler  of  that  Livory , 

Conduct  thee  fa.' cly  to  thefe  eyes  again. 

Mount.  Blowes  the  wind  that  way  ? 

Val.  Equa-ly  belov’d. 

Equally  meriting,  Gomera.,  you 
Without  cxcufe  receive  that  dignity: 

Which  our  provincial  chapter  hath  decreed  yoU. 

Gom.  Great  Mailer  of  Jrrufalems  Hofpital, 

Froii\,  whence  to  Rhodes  this  blefl  Fraternity 
W’as  driven , but  now  among  the  Maltois  Hands, 

Long  may  it  floiirifh,  whilH  Gomera  ferves  it , 

But  dares  not  enter  farther. 

AH.  This  is  Hrange. 

Val.  What  do  ye  objed  ? 

Gom.  Nothing  againH  it,  but  my  felf  (fair  Knights) 

I may  not  wear  this  Robe. 

Val.  Exprefs  your  reafons  ^ 

Doth  any  hid  fin  goar  yoiir  conicience  ? 

Af.  Are  you  unHedfaH  in  P..cIigion  <• 

Ca(h  Or  do  ye  intend  to  forfake  Malta  now. 

And  vifit  your  own  Countrey  fruitful  Spaine. 

Corn.  Never  good  fir. 

Val.  Then  explicate  your  thoughts. 

Gom.  This  then:  I fliould  be  perjur’d  to  receive  it, 
Once  in  MsHta , your  next  City  here , 

W hen  I was  yonger , read  I the  decrees 
Touching  this  point,  being  ambitious  then 
To  approach  it  once,  none  but  a Gentleman 
Can  be  admitted. 

Val.  That’s  no  obHacle 
In  you. 

Gom.  I fliould  be  forty  tliat  were  it. 

No  married  man.  \ 

Mount.  You  never  felt  that  yoak. 

Gom.  None,  that  hath  been  contraded. 

Caji.  WTre  you  ever/ 

Gom.  Nor  married,  nor  contraded,  none  that  ever 
Hath  vowed  his  love  to  any  woman  kind. 

Or  finds  that  fecret  fire  within  his  thoughts ; 

Here  I am  caft , this  Article  my  heart 
Objed s againH  the  title  of  my  fame , 

I am  in  love  ^ laugh  not : though  time  hath  fet 
Some  wrinkles  in  this  face,  and  theie  curl’d  locks 
Wfill  Ihortly  dye  into  an  other  hew. 

Yet , yet  I am  in  love : (yfaith  your  fmile) 

What  age,  what  fex,  or  what  profeflion 
Divine,  or  humane,  from  the  man  that  cries 
For  Aimes  the  high  way,  to  him  that  lings 
At  the  high  Altar , and  doth  facrifice , 

Can  truly  fay  he  knows  not  what  is  Love  > 

Val.  ’Tis  honefrly  profeft;  with  whom  Gomeral 
Name  the  Lady,  that  with  all  the  advantage 
We  may  advance  your  fuit. 

Gom.  But  will  you  Sir  ? 

Val.  Now  by  our  holy  rock  were  it  our  Siller : 
Spaniard^  I hold  thee  worthy , freely  name  her. 

Gom.  Be  maHer  of  your  word  : it  is  flie  Sir, 

The  matchlefs  Oriana. 

Val.  Come  down  Lady, 

You  have  made  her  blulh , let  her  confent  I will 
Make  good  my  oath. 

Mount.  Is’t  fo?  Hay:  I do  love 
So  tenderly  Camera  your  bright  flame , 
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As  not  to  fulfcr  your  p:rdit;on. 

Gom.  What  means  Mo/mfirratf 

Enter  Guard. 

Mount.  This  whole  auberge  hath 
(A  Guard  upon  this  Lady)  wonder  not, 

’Tane  pubJick,  notice  of  the  Buflaes  love 

■ Of  Tripoli  unto  her , and  con  fen  ted 

She  fhould  return  this  anfwer,  as  he  writ 
For  her  GOiTverlion , and  betraying  Malta., 

She  fliould  advife  him  betray  Tripoli., 

And  turning  Chrijiian.,  he  fnould  marry  her. 

All.  All  this  was.fo. 

Mount.  How  weakly  do’s  this  court  then 
Send  Vefiels  forth  to  Sea , to  guard  the  Land 
: Taking  hich  fpecial  care  to  fave  one  Bark, 

Or  ftrive  to  add  fam’d  men  unto  our  cloak , 

■ When  they’^  lurk  in  our  bolbmes  would  fubvect 
This  State,  and  us,  prefuming  on  their  blood, 

‘ And  partial  indulgence  to  their  lex  ? 

Val.  Who  can  this  be  ? ~ 

Mount.  Your  Siller,  great  Faletta , 

Which  thus  I prove:  demand  the  Bajfa's  Letter. 

Ori.  ’Tishere,  nor  from  this  pocket  hath  been  mov’d 

Nor  anfwer’d,  nor  perus’d  by 

Mourn.  Do  not  fwear 

Call  not  away  your  fair  foul , to  your  treafon 
Add  net  foul  perjury;  is  this  your  hand,? 

Ori.  ’Tis  very  like  k.  '' 

Mount.  May  it  pleafe  the  Maker, 

Confer  thefe  Letters,  and  then  read  her  anfwer, 

\Adtich  1 have  intercepted pardon  me 
Reverend  Valetta,  that  am  made  the  means 
To  punilh  this  inok  beautious  Treachery-, 

Even  in  your  Siker,  Imce  in  it  1 fave 
Malta  kom  ruine  1.  am  bolder  irTt , 

Becaufe  it  is  lb  palpable  and  vvitha'l 

Know  our  great  Maker  to  this  Countrey,  linn* 

As  was  the  Roman  Marcm.,  who  fpar’d  not 
As  dear  a Siller  in  the  publique  caufe. 

Val.  I am  amaz’d  ^ attend  me. 

Reads  the  Letter. 

' Let  your  Forces  by  the  next  even  be  ready,  my  Brother 
feajis  then  ■,  put  in  at  St.  Michaels,  the  a/cent  at  that  Port 
iseafiejT,  the  Keys  of  theCajtle,  you  jhaU  receive  at  my  hands  : 
that  pnjfejl  , you  are  Lord  of  Malta , and  may  foon  dejtroy 
all  by  jire,  then  tvhich  I am  hotter,  till  I embrace  you. 
Farewell,  Your  Wife 

ORI  ANA. 

From  this  time  let  me  never  read  again. 

Get.  T"is  certain  her  handi 
Val.  This  Letter  too 

So  clofe  kept  by  her  felf,  could  not  be  anfwered 
To  every  period  thus,  but  by  her  felf. 

Ori.  Sir,  hear  me. 

Val.  Peace , thou  fair  fweet  bank  of  flowers, 

Under  whofe  beauty  Scorpions  lie,  and  kill 
Wert  thou  a kin  to  me,  in  fome  new  name 
Dearer  then  Siker,  Mother,  or  all  blood, 

I would  not  hear  thee  fpeak  r bear  her  to  prifon , 

So  grofs  is  this,  it  needs  no  formal  courle, 

Prepare  thy  felf,  to  morrow  thou  Ihalt  dye. 

Ori.  I d*j^e  a Martyr  then , and  a poor  maid , 

Almok  yfaith  as  innocent  as  born , 

Thou  know’k  thou  art  wicked.  Frenchman  heaven  forgive 
AH.  This  Scene  is  krangely  turn’d.  (thee  Ex. 

Val.  Yet  can  nature  be 

So  dead  in  me?  E would' my  charge  were  off, 

Mountferrat  fnould  perceive  my  Siker  had 
A Brother  would  not  live  to  fee  her  dye 
Unfought  for , fince  the  katutes  of  our  kate 


I Allow  (in  cafe  of  accufations) 

A Champion  to  defend  a Ladies  truth. 

Peter  Gomera,  thou  halt  lok  thy  wife. 

Death  pleads  a precontratfl. 

Gom.  I have  lok  my  Tongue, 

My  fence,  my  heart,  and  every  faculty : 

Mountferrat  go  not  up;  with  reverence 
To  oar  great  Maker,  and  this  confikory 
(I  have  confidered  it  , it  cannot  be) 

Thou  art  a villain,  and  a forger^ 

A blood-liicker  of  innocence,  an  hypocrite, 

A miok  unworthy  wearer  of  our  Crofs  -, 

To  make  which  good  take  (if  thou  dar’k)  that  gage 
, And  arm’d  at  all  points  like  a Gentleman 
Meet  me  to  morrow  morning,  where  the  Maker, 

And  this  fraternity  lhail  defign,  where  I 
Will  cram  this  flander  back  into  thy  throat. 

And  with  my  fvvords  point  thruk  it  to  thy  heart  . 

The  very  nek,  where  Ink  and  (lander  breeds. 

Pardon  my  palfioni  I will  tear  thofe  fpurs 
Off  from  thy  heels.,  and  kik  ’em  in  thy  front 
As  a mark’d  villain. 

Mount.  This  I look’d  not  for: 

Ten  times  more  villain,  I return  my  gage, 

And  crave  the  Law  of  Arms.  ' 

Gom.  ’Tis  that  I crave. 
aH.  It  cannot  be  denide. 

Gom,  Do  not  I know 
W ith  thoufand  gifts , and  importunacies, 

Thou  often  hak  follicited  this  Lady 
(Contrary  to  thy  oath  of  chakity) 

Who  ne’r  difcloling  this  thy  hot  reign’d  Ink, 

Yet  tender  to  prevent  a publique  fcandal, 

That  Chnjiendome  might  jukly  have  impos’d. 

Upon  this  holy  inkitution. 

Thou  now  haft  drawn  this  prakife  ’gainft  her  life 
T o quit  her  charity. 

Mount.  Spaniard,  thou  liek. 

Af.  No  more  Gomera,  thou  art  granted  combat. 

And  you  Mountferrat  muft  prepare  againft 
To  morrow  morning  in  the  valley  here 
Adjoyning  to  St.'GeorgcsVort:  a Lady 
In  cale  of  life  ’gainft  whom  one  witnels  comes 
May  have  her  champion. 

Val.  And  who.  hath  moft  right  Florijh 

W ith,  or  againft  our  Siker,  fpecd  in  fight.  Exit. 

Enter  Rocca. 

Mount.  Rocca,  the  firft  news  of  Mirandas  fervice 
Let  me  have  notice  of. 

Roc.  You  (liail : The  Moors 
Waites  you  without. 

Mount.  Admit  her,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Oh,  how  my  fancies  run  at  tilt ! Gomera 
Loves  Oriana  -,  (he  as  I fhould  ghefs , 

Akeks  Miranda  ■,  thefe  are  two  dear  friends , 

.As  firm,  and  full  of  fire , as  keel  and  flint. 

T o make  ’em  fo  now,  one  againft  the  other ; Enter  Zanthia. 
Stay  let  me  like  it  better,  Zanthia  •, 

Firft  tell  me  this,  did  I>on.  Gomera  ufe 
To  give  his  vilits  to  your  Miftrifs? 

Zan.  Yes,  and  Miranda  too ; but  feverally. 

Mount.-  Which'did  (he  moft  apply  to? 

Zan.  Faith  to  neither  ; 

Yet  infinitely  I have  heard  her  praife  ’em  both. 

And  in  that  manner,  that  were  both  one  man 
I think  (he  was  in  love  with’t. 

Mount.  Zanthia, 

Another  Letter  you  muft  frame  for  me 
Inftantly,  in  your  L.adies  Charaker, 

To  fuch  a purpofe  as  I’ll  tell  thee  ftrait. 

Go  in,  and  (lay  me:  Go  my  Tinder-box,? 

Crofs  lines  I’ll  crofs  •,  fo,  fo : my  after-game 
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I muft  play  better : woman, 'I  will  fpread 
My  vengeance  over  Malta-,  for  thy  fake : 
Spaniard.,  Italian.,  like  my  fbeel  andftdne. 

I’ll  knock  you  thus  together,  wear  ye  out 
To  light  my  dark  deeds,  vyhilft  I feem  precife. 
And  wink  to  fave  the  fparkles  from  mine  eyes. 


Exeunt. 


JHus  Secmdus. 

Scjcna  Prima. 

A Sea-fight  within-^  alarm ^ 

Ew/erNorandine,  Miranda,  and  Soldiers.,  and  Gentlemen. 

Mir.XjOw  is  it  Sir? 

iri  Nor.  Pray  fet  me  down  ^ I cool, 

And  my  wounds  fmart. 

Mir.  I hope  yet 
Though  there  be  many',  there’s  none  dangerous. 

Nor.  I know  not,  nor  I care  not  much,  I got  ’em  i 
Like  a too  forward  fool , but  I hope  the  Surgeons 
Will  take  an  order  I fliah  not  leave  ’em  fo,  ' 

I make  the  rogues  more  work  than  all  the  Ifland, 

And  yet  they  give  me  the  hardeft  words  for  my  moneyT^- 
Mir.  I am  glad  ye  are  fo  fprightly : ye  fought  bravely 
Go  call  the  Surgeons  Soldiers : wondrous  nobly 
Upon  my  life,  I have  not  feen  fuch  valour. 

Maintained  fo  long,  and  to  fo  large  a ruine. 

The  odds  fo  ftrong  againfbye. 

Nor.  I thank  ye. 

And  thank  ye  for  your  help,  your  timely  fuccor. 

By  th’mafs,  itcamei’th’  nick  Sir,  and  well  handled  j 
Stoutly,  andftrongly  handled:  we  hadducktelfe. 

My  l urk,  had  7«rj^’dmeelfe  : but  he  has  well  paid  for’t. 
Why  what  a Sign  for  an  Almanack  h’as  made  me  ? 

Enter  Aftorius. 

Aj}.  I am  glad  to  find  ye  here  Sir,  of  neceffity, 

I mull:  have  come  aboard  elfe:,  and  brave  Captain 
We  all  joy  much  in  your  fair  vidory. 

And  all  the  Ifland  fpeaks  your  valour  nobly. 

Hav'e  ye  brought  the  I'urkjn,  that  ye  took  ? 

Mir.  He  rides  there. 

Nor.  If  he  were  out  again,  the  devil  fnould  bring  him. 
H’as  truly  circumcis’d  me. 

Aji.  I haveabufinefs 

Which  much  concerns  ye,  prefently  concerns  ye  •, 

But  not  this  place  nor  people : pray  ye  draw  off^  Sir, 

For  ’tis  of  that  weight  to  ye. 

Mir.  I’il  wait  on  ye, 

I mufl  crave  leave  awhile : my  care  dwels  with  ye, 

And  Imufl  wait  my  felf. 

Nor.  Your  fervant.  Sir. 

Mir.  Believe  I fliall,  and  what  my  love  canminifrer  j 
Keep  your  ftout  heart  ftill. 

Nor.  That’s  my  beflPhyfitian. 

Mir.  And  I fhall  keep  your  fame  fair.  Ekit, 

Nor.  Ye  are  too  Noble. 

A brave  young  fellow  of  a matchlefs  fpirit 
He  brought  me  off  like  thunder,  charg’d,  and  boarded. 

As  if  he  had  been  fhot  to  fave  mine  honor: 

And  when  my  fainting  men,  tyr’d  with  their  labour, 

And  lack  of  bloud,  gave  to  the  aflurance 
The  day  was  his-,  when  I was  cut  in  fhredsthus, 

And  not  a corn  of  Powder  left  to  blefs  us-. 

Then  flew  his  Sword  in,  then  his  Cannon  roar’d. 

And  let  flie  bloud  and  death  and  ftorms  amongft  ’em. 

Then  might  I hear  their  fleepy  Prophet  howl  too. 

And  all  their  fdver  Crefeents  1 law 
Like  falling  Meteors  fpent,  and  fet  for  ever 
Under  the  Crofs  oi  Malta-,  death  fo  wanton 
I never  lookt  upon,  fo  full  of  revel. 


Enter  Surgeon. 

I will  not  be  drefl  yet : Methought  that  fellow 
Was  fit  for  no  converfation,  nor  no  ChrijHan 
That  had  not  halfe  his  brain’s  knockt  out,  no  Soldier. 

Oh  valiant  young  man,  how  I love  thy  virtue. 

I Sol.  Pray  ye  Sir  be  drefl,  alas  ye  bleed  apace  yet; 

Nor.  ’Tisbutthefweatof  honor  (alas)  thou milklbp,' 
Thou  man  of  March-pain,  canfl  thou  fear  to  fee 
A few  light  hurts,  that  blufh  they  are  no  bigger,' 

A few  fraall  fcratches?  get  ye  a Cawdle,  Sirrah, 

Your  finger  akes,  and  let  the  old  wives  watch  thee; 

Bring  in  the  booty:  and  the  prifoners^ 

By  heaven  I’ll  fee  ’em,  and  difpofe’em  firfl:. 

Before  I have  a drop  of  blood  wip’d  from  me,  gcfe.  Exetint 

Surg.  You’ll  faint  Sir.  Soldiers. 

Nor.  No,  ye  lie.  Sir,  like  an  AfsjSir^ 

I have  no  fuch  pigs  Imrt  in  my  belly. 

Sur.  By  my  life  Captain 
Thefe  hurts  are  not  to  be  jelled  with. 

Nor.  If  thou  hadft  ’em : 

They  are  my  companions  fool,  my  family-, 

I;  cannot  eat  nor  fleep  without  their  company.' 

Dofltakeme  for  St.  Davy,  that  fell  dead 
With  feeing  of  his  nofe  bleed 

Enter  Soldiers  with  booty. 

Sur.  Here  they  come.  Sir : 

But  would  you  would  be  drefl. 

Nor.  Pox ; drefs  thy  felf  firfl. 

Thou  faint’ft  a great  deal  fafler : what’s  all  this , 

1 Sold.  The  money  and  the  merchandize  ye  took  Sir, 

Nor.  A goodly  purchafe-.  Is  it  for  this  we  venture 

Our  liberties  and  lives?  what  can  all  this  do? 

Get  me  fome  dozen  furfeits,  fome  feven  frefh  whores. 

And  twenty  pot-Allies and  then  I am  virtuous.  _ 

Lay  the  Knights  part  by,  and  that  to  pay  the  Soldier; 
Thisismine  own,  I thinklhavedeferv’dit; 

Come,  now  look  to  me,  and  grope  me  like  a Chambermaid, 
I’ll  neither  flartnor  fqueak-,  what’s  that  i’  tli’  Truffe  thefe? 

2 Sold.  ’Tis  cloth  of  Tiffiie,  Sir,  and  this  is  Scarlet. 

Nor.  I .fliall  look  redder  fhortly  then,  I fear  me, 

And  as  a Captain  ought,  a great  deal  prouder. 

Can  ye  cure  me  of  that  crack.  Surgeon?  _ 

Sur.  Yes,  when  your  Suit’s  at  pawn.  Sir. 

Nor.  There’s  for  ybur  pkiifter. 

A very lc3nied Surgeon : whut’s  in  thst  p3ck there, 

I Sold  ’Tis  Englifh  Cloth. 

Nor.  That’s  a good  wear  indeed, 

Bothflrong,  and  rich:  but  it  has  a virtue- 
A twang  of  the  own  Countrey,  that  fpoils  all : 

A man  fliall  ne’r  be  fober  in’t  -.  Where  are  the  Gentlemen, 
That  ventur’d  with  me,  both  their  lives  and  fortunes? 
Come  forward  ray  fair  Ipirits  -,  Norandine 
Forgets  his  worth,  when  he  forgets  your  valours, 

You  have  lofl  an  eye,  I law  ye  face  all  hazards  : 

You  have  one  left  yet,  to  choofe  your  Mifrrils. 

You  have  your  leg  broke  with  a fliof,  yet 
I faw  you  make  the  place  good  with  your  Pike  ftill. 

And  your  hand’s  gone  a good  heart  wants  no  inftruments 
Share  that  amongft  ye,  there’s  an  eye,  an  arm. 

And  that  will  bear  you  up,  when  your  icgs  cannot. 

Oh,  where’s  the  hongft  Sailor?  that  poor  fellow, 

Indeed  that  bold  brave  fellow,  that  vyith  his  Musket 
Taught  them  new  ways  how  to  put  their  caps  off 5, 

That  flood  the  fire  of  all  the  fight,  twice  blown, 

And  twice  I gave  him  drown’d  : welcome  alhore  knave  •, 
Give  me  thy  hand,  i f they  be  not  both  loft : faith  thou  art 

My  tough  knave  welcome -.thou  wilt  not  florin:  1 th  waflii  g 

Hold,  there’s  a piece  of  Scarlet,  get  thee  handfom. 

And  this  to  buy  thee  buttons. 

Sail.  Thank  ye  Captain. 

Command  my  life  at  all  hours. 

■'  nor. 
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Nor.  Thou  durft  give  it. 

You  have  deferv’d  too.  > 

3 Sold.  We  have  Teen  the  fight  Sir. 

Nor.  Yes:  coil’d  up  in  a Cable,  like  laltEels,  ^ 

Or  buried  low  P tb’  balJaft , do  you  call  that  fighting  ? _ ■ 
Where  be  your  wounds?  your  knocks  ? your  want  pf  limbs 
rogues  ? 

Art  not  thou  he  that  ask’d  the _ Mailer-gunner  , . 

Where  thoumightfl  lie  fafell?  andhellrait  anfvvered. 

Put  thy  head  in  that  hole,  new  bor’d  with  a Cannon;, 

For ’twas  an  hundred  to  one,an,otlier  Ihot  would  not  hit 
Your  wages  you  lhall  have,  but  for  rewards  (there: 
Take  your  own  waies ; and  g?t  ye  to  the  Taverns  •, 

There,  when  ye  are  hot  with  Wine,  ’mongft  your  ad- 
mirers. 

Take  Ships,  and  Towns,  and  Callles  at  your  pleafiires. 
And  make  the  Great  lur\  lhake  at  your  valors. 

Bring  in  the  prifonersnow,  my  brave  Mufslemen. 

"Enter  Vrifonert^  and  Lulcinda. 

You  that  are  Lords  o’  th’  Sea,  and  fcorn  us  Chrifihns, 

W'hich  of  your  mangy  lives  is  worth  this  hurt  here  ? 

Away  to  prifon  with  ’em,  fee ’em  fafe-, 

You  lhall  find  we  have  Galliestoo,  andllavestoo. 

I Sol.  What  lhall  be  done  with  this  woman.  Sir  ? 

Nor.  Pox  take  her, 

’Twas  (he  that  fet  me  on  to  fight  withthefe  rogues, 

That  Pving-worm,  rot  it : what  can  you  do  now 
With  all  your  paintings,  and  your  pouncings.  Lady, 

To  reltore  my  blood  again?  you,  and  your  Cupid 
That  have  made  a Carbinado  of  me  s plague  take  ye, 

Ye  are  too  deep  ye  rogue,  this  is  thy  work  woman, 
Thouloulie  woman ’death,  you  goetoo  deep  ftill. 

The  feeing  of  your  fimpring  fweetnefs: ye  Filly, 

Ye  Tit,  ye  Tomboy,  what  can  one  nights  gingling. 

Or  two,  or  ten,  fweet  heart,  and  oh  my  dear  chicken. 
Scratching  my  head,  or  fumbling  with  myfore-mafl. 

Doe  me  good  now  ? ye  have  powder’d  me  for  one  year, 

I am  in  fouce  1 thank  ye-,  thank  your  beauty. 

Your  moll  fweet  beauty:  pox  upon  thofe  goggles. 

We  cannot  fight  like  honeft  men,  for  honor. 

And  quietly  kill  one  another  as  we  ought, 

Butin  Heps  one  of  5'ouj  the  devils  holinefs 
And  you  mull  have  a daunce:  away  with  her. 

She  ftinksto  me  now, 

1 Sold.  Shall  I have  her  Captain? 

2 Sold.  Or  I ? 

3 Sold.  I’ll  marry  her. 

4 Sold.  Good  Captain,  I. 

3 Sold.  And  make  her  a good  ChrijJian lay  hands  off  her  -, 
I know  file’s  mine. 

2 Sold.  I’ll  give  my  full  fiiare  for  her : have  ye  no  manners-, 
TotiiruHthe  woman  fo.^ 

Nor.  Share  her  among  ye 
And  may  Ihe  give  ye  as  many  hurts  as  I have. 

And  twice  as  many  aches. 

Lufe.  Noble  Captain, 

Be  pleas’d  to  free  me  from  thefe  Soldiers  wildnefs. 

Till  I but  fpeak  two  w-ords. 

Nor.  Now  for  your  Maidenhead, 

You  have  your  book,  proceed. 

L«lc.  Vidorious  Sir, 

’Tis  feldom  feen  in  men  fo  valiant. 

Minds  fo  devoid  of  virtue : he  that  can  conquer. 

Should  ever  know  how  to  preferve  his  conqueft, 

’Tis  but  a bafe  theft  elfe.  Valour’s  a virtue. 

Crown  of  mensadions  here-,  yours  as  you  make  it. 

And  can  you  putfo  rough  a foyl  as  violence. 

As  wronging  of  weak  woman  to  your  triumph? 

Nor.  Let  her  alone. 

, Lufe.  I have  loll  my  husband.  Sir  -, 

You  feel  not  that : him  that  I love;,  you  care  not; 

When  fortune  falls  on  you  thus,  you  may  grieve  too; 


My  liberty,  I kneel  not  for^  mine  honor, 

(If  ever  virtuous  honor,  toucht  your  heart  yet) 

Make  dear,  and  precious.  Sir:  you  had  a mother. 

Nor.  The rougy thing  fpeaks  finely,  neat,  who  took  ye? 
For  he  mull  be  your  guard.  ^ 

Luje.  I wifii  no  better, 

A noble  Gentleman,  and  Nobly  us’d  me. 

They  call’d  his  name  Miranda. 

Nor.  You  are  his  then?. . 

Ye  have  light  upon  a young  man  worth  your  fervice 
I free  ye  from  all  the  reft : and  from  all  violence  ^ ’ 

He  that  doth  offer ’t,  by  my  head  he  hangs  for’t : 

Goe  fee  her  fafe  kept,  till  the  Noble  Gentleman 
Be  ready  to  difpofe  her : thank  your  tongue. 

You  have  a good  one,  and  preferve  it  good  ftill; 

Soldiers,  come  wait  on  me.  I’ll  fee  ye  paid  all  Exeunt. 

,u  .. 

Sc£na  Secunda. 

Enter  Miranda  and  Aftorius. 

“ I knew  ye  lov’d  her,  virtuoufly  ye  lov’d  her. 

Which  made  me  make  that  hafle ; I knew  ye  priz’d  her 
As  all  fair  minds  do  goodnefs. 

Mir.  Good  Ajlorius., 

I much  confefs  I do  much  honor  her. 

And  worthily  I hope  ftill. 

A^.  ’Tis  no  doubt.  Sir, 

For  on  my  life  Ihe  is  much  wrong’d. 

Mir.  Very  likely ; 

And  I as  much  tormented  I was  abfent. 

41. ‘You  need" not  fear,  EeterGomerahNollc., 

Of  a try’d  faith  and  valour. 

Mir.  This  I know  too; 

But  whilft  I was  not  there,  andwhilft  fhe  liiffer’di 
Whilft  Virtue  fufier’d,  friend,  oh  how  it  loads  me! 

Whilft  innocence  and  fweetnefs  funk  together. 

How  cold  it  fits  here  ? if  my  arm  had  fought  her. 

My  truth,  though  naked,  flood  againft  all  treafbns, 

My  fword  here  grafped.  Love  on  the  edge,  and  Honor, 

And  but  a fignal  from  her  eye  to  fealitj 
If  then  file  had  been  loft  -,  I brag  too  late. 

And  too  much  I decline  the  Noble  Peter. 

Yet  fome  poor  fervice  I would  do  her  ftveetnefs, 

Alas  file  needs  it,  my  Afiorius, 

The  gentle  Lady  needs  it. 

Afi.  Noble  fpirit. 

Mir.  And  what  can;  pretheebear  with  this  weaknefs, 
Often  I do  not  ufe  thefe  Womens  weapons 
But  where  true  pity  is.  I am  much  troubl’d. 

And  fbmething  have  to  do,  I cannot  form  yet. 

Aji.  I’ll  take  my  leave.  Sir,  I lhall  but  difturb  ye. 

Mir.  And  pleafe  you  for  a while ; and  pray  to  fortune 
to  fmile  upon  this  Lady. 

Aji.  All  my  help.  Sir.  Exit. 

Mir.  Gomera^s  old  and  ftiff:  and  he  may  lofeher. 

The  winter  of  his  years  and  wounds  upon  him: 

And  yet  he  has  done  bravely  hitherto^ 

Mountferrath  fury,  in  his  heat  of  Summer, 

The  whiftling  of  his  Sword  like  angry  ftorms. 

Renting  up  life  by  th’ roots,  IhavefeenhirafcaJe 
As  if  a Falcon  had  run  up  a train, 

Clalhinghis  warlike  pinions,  his  Reel’d  Curafle, 

And  at  his  pitch  inmew  the  Town  below  him. 

I muft  doe  fbmething. 

Enter  Collonna. 

Col.  Noble  Sir,  for  Heaven  fake 
Take  pity  of  a poor  afRiaedChrijitan 
Redeem’d  from  one  afflidionto  another. 

Mir.  Boldly  you  ask  that,  we  are  bound  to  give  it. 

From  what  afBidion,  Sir  ? 

Col.  From  cold,  and  hunger:  j 

FroiA 


The  Knight  of  Malta. 

From  nakednefs  and  ftripes. 

Mir.  A prifbner? 

Col.  A Have,  Sir,  in  the  “Turijjh  prize,  new  taken  j 

That  in  the  heat  of  figbt,  when  your  brave  hand 

Brought  the  Vane  fuccor,  got  my  irons  off^ 

And  put  my  felf  to  mercy  of  the  Ocean. 

Mer.  Aiilifwomto  Land? 

Ce/.  I did  Sir,  Heaven  was  gracious* 

But  now  a flranger,  and  my  wants  upon  me. 

Though  willingly  I would  preferve  this  life.  Sir, 

With  honefty  and  truth  I am  not  look’d  on  ^ 

The  hand  of  pity  that  Ihould  give  for  heaven  lake, 

And  charitable  hearts  are  grown  fo  cold.  Sir, 

Never  remembring  what  their  fortunes  may  be. 

Mir.  Thoulaylt  too  true:  of  what  profeilion  art  thou? 
Col.  I have  been  better  train’d  j and  can  ferve  truly, 
Where  trult  is  laid  upon  me. 

M/>.  A handfome  fellow  i 

Haft  thou  e’rbore  Arms? 

Col.  I have  trod  full  many  a march-,  Sir, 

And  fome  hurts  have  to  Ihew : before  me  too.  Sir. 

Mir.  Pity  this  thing  lliould  ftarve,  or,  forced  for  want, 
Come  to  a worfe  end.  I know  not  what  thou  mayftbe. 

But  if  thou  thinkft  it  fit  to  be  a fervant. 

I’ll  be  a Mafter,  and  a good  one  to  thee. 

If  ye  defer ve.  Sir,  ^ 

• Col.  Fife  I ask  no  favour. 

Mir.  Then  Sir,  totry  yourtruft,  becaule  I like  you, 

Go  to  the  Vane^  of  him  receive  a woman, 

A prifoner,  for  me  receive  her, 

I hear  fne  is  my  prize,  look  fairly  to  her. 

For  I would  have  her  know,  though  now  my  prifoner. 

The  Chriflians  need  no  Schoolmafters  for  honor. 

Take  this  to  buy  thee  clothes,  tliis  Ring,  to  help  thee 

Into  die  fellowlhip  of  my  houfe : ye  are  a ftranger, 

And  my  fervants  will  not  know  ye  elfe  •,  there  keep  her. 

And  with  all  modefty  preferve  your  fervice. 

Col.  Afoul  example  find  me  elfe:  Heaven  thank  ye. 

Of  Captain  Norandine  ? 

Mir.  The  fame. 

Col.  ’Tis  done,Sir: 

And  may  Heavens  goodnefs  ever  dwell  about  ye. 

Mir.  Wait  there  till  I come  home. 

Col.  1 lhall  not  fail,  Sir,  Exeunt. 

• 

Sc£na  Tertia, 

Enter  Mountferrat  rrith  a Letter,  and  Abdella. 

/4hd.  ’Tisftrangeit  Ihould  be  fo,  that  your  high  mettle 
Should  check  thus  poorly , dully  moft  unmanly. 

Mount.  Let  me  alone. 

Abd.  Thus  leadenly  ? 

Mount. Take  ye. 

Abd.  At  every  childifh  fear  ? at  every  fliadow  ? 

Are  you  Mountferrat  that  have  done  fuch  deeds  ? 

Wrought  through  fuch  bloudy  fields,  men  fhake  to  fpeak  of  ? 
Can  ye  go  back.?  is  there  a fafety  left  yet 

But  fore-right  ? is  not  ruine  round  about  ye  ? 

Have  ye  not  ftill  thefe  arms,that  Sword,  that  heart-whole  ? 
Is’tnot  a man  ye  fight  with,  and  an  old  man, 

A man  half  kill’d  already  ? Am  not  I here  ? 

As  lovely  in  my  black  to  antertain  thee, 

►As  high  and  full  of  heat  tp  meet  thy  pleafures?-’ 

Mount.  I will  be  alone. 

Abd.  Ye  lhall:  fareweL,  Sir  *, 

And  do  it  bravely,  never  think  of  confcience  ; 

There  is  none  to  a man  refolvcd  •,  be  happy*  Exit. 

Enter  Miranda. 

Mount.  No,  moft  unhappy  wretch  as  thou  haft  made  me 
More  devil  than  thy  felf,  lam. 

Mir.  Alone, 

And  troubled  too,  I take  it:  how  heftarts? 

AU  is  not  handfome  in  thy  heart  Mountferrat. 

God  fpeed  ye  Sir,  I have  been  Peeking  of  ye  ? 

They  lay  you  are  to  fight  to  day.  ^ 

Mount.  What  then.? 

Mir.  Nay,  nothing  but  good  fortune  to  year  Swbfd,  Sir 

Ye  have  a caufe  requires  it,  the  fflandsfafety 

The  Orders,  and  your  Honors. 

Mount.  And  do  you  make*  a queftion 

I will  not  fight  it  Nobly  ? 

Mir.  Ye  dare  fight, 

Ye  have,  and  with  as  great  a confidence  as  juftice 

I have  feen  ye  ftrike  as  home,  and  hit  as  deadly.  ’ 

Mount.  . W hy  are  thefe  queftions  then .? 

Mir.  I’ll  tell  ye  quickly. 

Ye  have  a Lady  in  your  caufe,  a fair  one, 

A gentler  never  trode  on  ground,  a Nobler. 

Mount.  Do  ye  come  onfo  faft?  I have  it  for  ye. 

Mir.  TheSunne’r  fawafweeter. 

Mount.  Thefe  I grant  .ye ; 

Nor  dare  I againft  beauty  heave  my  hand  up- 
It  were  unmanly,  Sir:,  too  much  unmanly : * 

But  when  thefe  excellencies  turn  to  ruine. 

To  mine  ofthemfelves,  andthofe  proted’em* 

\^'hen  virtue’s  loft  lull,  and  dilhonor  enter’d,  ’ 

Lofs  of  our  felves^and  ibuls  bafely  projected : 

Mir.  Do  you  think  ’tisfo? 

Mount.  Too  fare.  % 

Mir.  And  can  it  be? 

Can  it  be  thought  Mountfrrat^  fo  much  fweetnefs, 

So  great  a Magazine  of  all  things  precious, 

A mind  fo  heavenly  made,  prethee  obferve  me: 

Mount.  I thought  fo  too : now  by  ray  Holy  Order, 

He  that  had  told  me,  ( till  experience  found  it 

Too  bold  a proof)  this  Lady  had  been  vitious— . 

I wear  no  dull  Sword  Sir,  nor  hate  I virtue, 

Mir.  Againft  her  brother  ? to  the  man  has  bred  her  ? 

Her  Bloud  and  Honor  ? 

Mount.  Where  ambitious  lull 

Defires  to  be  above  the  rule  preferib’dher. 

Takes  hold,  and  wins,  poorchaftity,  cold  duty, 

Like  fafhions  old  forgot,  fhe  llings  behind  her. 

And  puts  on  bloud  andmifehief,  death,  and  mine. 

To  raifeher  new-built  hopes,  new  faith  to  faften  her : - 
fhe  is  as  foul,  as  Heaven  is  beauteous. 

Mir.  ThouIieft;,thoulieft  : thou  lieftbafely. 

Stare  not,  nor  fwell  not  with  thy  pride ; thou  lieft  j 

And  this  fhall  make  it  good. 

Mount.  Out  with  your  heat  firft, 

Ye  fhall  be  fought  withal. 

Mir.  By  — that  Lady, 

The  virtue  of  that  woman,  were  all  the  good  deeds 

Of  all  thy  families,  bound  in  one  Fagot, 
from  Adam  to  this  hour,  but  with  one  fparkle 

Would  fire  that  wifpe,  and  turn  it  to  light  afhes. 

Mount.  Oh  pitiful  young  man,  ftruck  blind  with  beauty ! 
Shot  with  a womans  fmile:  ])OOT.,])Oor  Mirandd-, 

Thou  hopeful  young  man  once-,  but  now  thou  loft  man: 
Thou  naked  man  of  all  that  we  call  Noble, 

How  art  thou  cozen’d  ? didft  thou  know  what  I do, 

And  how  far  thy  dear  honor  (mark  me  fool ) 

Which  like  a father  I have  kept  from  blafting, 

Thy  tender  honor  is  abus’d:  but  fight  firft. 

And  then  too  late,  thou  flialt  know  all. 

Mir.  Thou  lieft,  ftill. 

Mount.  Stay,  now  I’ll  fliew  thee  all,  and  then  I’ll  kill  thee. 

I love  thee  fodear,  time  fhall  not  difgracethee. 

Read  that. 

Mir.  It  is  her  hand:  it  is  moft  certain , 

Good  Angels  keep  me : that  I fiiould  be  her  Agent 

To  betray  Maltha,  and  bring  her  to  ihQ  Baft  a. 

That  on  ray  tender  love  lay  all  her  projedl! 

Eyes  never  fee  again,  melt  out  for  forrow, 

T i Did 
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Did  the  Devil  do  this? 

Mount.  No,  but  his  Dam  did  it. 

The  virtuous  Lady  that  you  love  fo  dearly  i 
Come,  will  ye  fight  again  ? 

Mir.  No,  prethee  kill  me:. 

For  Heaven  fake,  and  for  goodnefs  fakedifpatchme. 
For  the  difgracefake  that  1 gave  thee,  kill  me. 

Mount.  Why,  are  ye  guilty? 

Mir.  I have  liv’d  Mountferrat., 

Tolcedilhonor  (wallow  up  all  virtue. 

And  now  would  die : by  heavens  eternal  brightnels, 

I am  as  clear  as  innocence.. 

Mount.  1 knew  it. 

And  therefore  kept  this  Letter  from  all  knowledge. 

And  this  fword  from  anger,  ye  had  died  elle. 

And  yet  I lye,  and  bafely  lye. 

Mir,  O virtue! 

II  nfpotted  virtue,  whither  art  thou  vanifh’d? 

What  halt  thou  left  to  abufe  our  frailties 

In  lhape  of  goodnefs  ? 

Mount.  Come,  take  courage,  man, 

I have  forgiven,  and  forgot  your  ralhnefs. 

And  hold  you  fair  as  light  in  all  your  aftions. 

And  by  my  troth  1 griev’d  your  loves  ^ take  comfort. 
There  be  more  women. 

Mir.  And  more  mifehief  in  ’em. 

Mount.  The  juftice  I lhall  do,  to  right  thefe  villanies 
Shall  make  ye  man  again : I’il  ferike  it  lure.  Sir. 

Come,  look  Klfb  bravely : put  this  puling  paflion 
Outof  yonrmind;,  one  knock  [or  thQc  Miranda. 

And  for  the  Boy,  the  grave  Go  wfrj  gave  thee. 

When  file  accepted  thee  her  Champion 
And  in  thy  abfence,  like  a valiant  Gentleman, 

I yet  remember  it:  he  is  too  young. 

Too  Boyilli,  and,  too  tender,  to  adventure  : 

I’ll  give  liim  one  found  rap  for  that ; I love  thee. 

Thou  art  a brave  young  fpark. 

Mir.  Boy,  did  he  call  me  ? 

Camera  call  me  Boy  / 

Mount.  It  pleas’d  his  gravity. 

To  think  fo  of  ye  then : they  that  do  fervice. 

And  honeft  fen- ice,  fuchasthou,and  I doe. 

Are  either  knaves,  or  boys. 

Mir.  Boy,  by  Comer a^ 

How  look’d  he  when  he  faid  it  ? for  Camera 
W'as  ever  wont  to  be  a virtuous  Gentleman,  , 
Flumane,  and  fweet. 

Mount.  Yes  when  he  will,  he  can  be; 

But  let  it  go,  I would  not  breed  difiention; 

’Tis  an  unfriendly  office,  and  had  it  been 
To  any  of  a higher  Itrain  than  you.  Sir, 

The  well  known,  well  approved,  and  lov’d  M/VWj, 

I had  not  thought  on’t : ’twas  hap’ly  his  halte  too. 

And  zeal  to  her. 

Mir.  A Traitor  and  a Boy  too? 

Shame  take  me  iflfuffer’t:  puff:  farewel  love. 

Mount.  Ye  know  my  bufinefs,  I mult  leave  ye,  Sir, 

My  hour  grows  on  apace. 

Mir.  I mulf  not  leave  you 
; I dare  not,  nor  I will  not,  till  your  goodnefs 
’ Have  granted  me  one  courtefie : ye  fay  ye  love  me  ? 

Mount.  I doe,  and  dearly : ask  > and  let  that  courtefie 
Nothing  concern  mine  honor, 

Mir.  You  mull  do  it. 

Or  you  will  never  fee  me  more : 

Mount.  What  is  it  ? 

It  fliall  be  great  that  puts  ye  off  j pray  fpeak  it. 

Mir.  Pray  let  me  fight  to  day : good,  dear  Mountferrat. 

Let  me,  and  bold  Camera 

Mount.  Fie  Miranda.^ 

Doe  ye  weigh  my  worth  lb  little  .<* 

Mir.  On  my  knees. 

As  ever  thou  hadft:  true  touch  of  a Ibrrow 
Thy  friend  conceiv’d,  as  ever  honor  lov’d  thee. 


Mount.  Shall  I turn  recreant  now? 

Mir.  ’Tis  not  thy  caufe. 

Thou  halt  no  reputation  wounded  in’t, 

Thine’s  but  a general  zeal : ’death : I am  tainted, 
Thedeareft  twyn  to  life,  my  credit’s  murder’d. 

Ball’d  and  boy’d. 

Mount.  I am  glad  ye  have  fwallow’d  it,  • 

I mull  confefs  1 pity  ye ; and  ’tis  a juftice, 

A great  one  too,  you  Ihould  revenge  thefe  injuries: 

I know  it,  and  I know  ye  fit  and  bold  to  do  it. 

And  man,  as  much  as  man  may:  but  Miranda,,, 

Why  do  ye  kneel ; 

Mir.  By I’ll  grow  to  the  ground  here, 

And  with  my  fword  dig  up  my  grave,  and  fall  in’t 
Unlefs  thou  grant  me : dear  Mounferrat,,  friend. 

Is  any  thing  in  my  power,  to  my  life.  Sir.? 

The  honor  lhall  be  yours. 

Mount.  I love  ye  dearly. 

Yet  fo  much- 1 Ihould  tender. 

Mir.  I’ll  preferveall; 

By 1 will : or  all  the  fin  fall  with  me. 

Pray  let  me. 

Mount.  Y e have  won : I’ll  once  be  coward 
To  pleafure  you. 

Mir.  I kifs  your  hands,  and  thank  ye. 

Mount.  Be  tgnder  of  my  credit,  and  fight  bravely. 

Mir.  Blow  not  the  fire  that  flames. 

Mount.  I’ll  fend  mine  Armor, 

My  man  lhall  prefently  attend  ye  with  it. 

For  you  mull  arm  immediately,  the  hour  calls, 

I know  ’twill  fit  ye  right;  be  fure,  andfecret, 

And  lall  be  fortunate  ; farewel : ye  are  fitted : 

1 am  glad  the  load’s  off  me. 

Mir.  My  bell  Mountferrat.  Exeunt 

Sc£na  ^uarta. 

..  Enter  Norandine  and  Doctor. 

Nor.  Dodor,  I will  lee  the  Combat,  that’s  the  truth  on’t 
If  I had  never  a leg,  I w^ould  crawl  to  fee  it. 

Dod.  You  are  moll  unfit,  if  I might  counfel  ye, 

Your  wounds  fo  many,  and  the  air 

Nor.  The  Halter; 

The  air’s  as  good  an  air,  as  fine  an  air-, 

Wouldll  thou  have  me  live  in  an  Oven  > 

Do£i.  Befide  the  noife.  Sir : 

Which  to  a tender  body. 

Nor.  That’s  it,  Dodor, 

My  body  mull  be  cur’d  withal : if  you’ll  heal  me  quickly. 

Boil  a Drum-head  in  my  broth : I never  prolper. 

With  knuckles  o’ Veal,  and  birds  in  Sorrel  Ibps, 

Cawdles,  and  Cullyfles;  they  wafh  me  away 

Like  a horfe  had  eaten  grains : if  thou  wilt  cure  me, 

A pickled  herring,  and  a pottle  of  Sack:  Dodor, 

And  half  a dozen  Trumpets. 

Doci.  Y’  are  a ftrange  Gentleman, 

Nor.  As  e’r  thou  knew’ft : wilt  thou  give  me  another gllfter 
That  I may  fit  cleanly  there  likeafrew/^Lady, 

Whenfhe  goes  to  a Mask  at  Court  ^ where’smyhoboy? 
D0&.  T am  glad  ye  are  grown  lb  merry.  1 
Nor.  Welcome  Gentlemen. 

Enter  Aftor,  and  Caftr,  ' 

AJl.  We  come  to  lee  you,  Sir;  and  glad  we  are 
To  fee  you  thus,  thus  forward  to  your  health,  Sir. 

Nor.  I thank  my  Dodor  here. 

Do£i.  Nay,  thank  your  felf.  Sir, 

For  by  my  troth,  I know  not  how  he’s  cur’d, 

Hene’r  obferves  any  of  our  preferiptions.  (Dodor, 
Nor.  Give  me  my  Money  again  then,  good  fweet 
Wilt  thou  have  twenty  Ihillings  a day  for  vexing  me. 

VoQ. 
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T>o^.  That  (hall  not  fen^e  ye  Sir  j lyWtns  afar  off. 

Ner.  Than  forty  (hall  Sir,  A low  March. 

And  that  will  make  ye  (peak  well : hark  the  Drums. 

Cifi.  They  begin  to  beat  to  th’  field ; Oh  noble 
Never  was  iiich  a (lake,  I hope  of  innocence 
Plaid  for  in  Malta.,  and  in  bloud  before. 

Af.  It  m.akes  us  hang  our  heads  all. 

Nor.  A bold  villain: 

If  there  be  treafon  in  it : accufe  poor  Ladies  ? 

And  yet  they  may  do  mifehief  too : I’ll  be  with  ye : 

If  (he  be  innocent,  I lliall  find  it  quickly, 

Andfomething  then  I’ll  fay. 

Aji.  Come,  lean  onus.  Sir. 

Nor.  I thank  ye  Gentlemen : and  Vomine  Do^or, 

Pray  bring  a little  fneezing  powder  in  your  pocket. 

For  fear  1 found  when  I fee  my  bloud. 

Doll.  Youarepleafant.  Extmt. 

Sc£na 

Enter  two  Marjhals. 


But  when  an  angry  dream  affliLfs  our  fancies. 

Die  with  a tale  well  told : had  I been  praclis’d. 

And  known  the  way  of  mifehief,  travell’d  in  it 
And  given  my  bloud,  and  honor  up  to  reach  it. 

Forgot  Religion,  and  die  line  I (prung  on. 

Oh  heaven,  I had  been  fit  then  tor  thy  jufcice. 

And  then  in  black,  as  dark  as  Hell,  1 had  howl’d  here. 

Laft,  in  your  own  opinions  weigh  mine  innocence  , 
Amongft  ye  I was  planted  from  an  Infant 
(Would  then,  if  heaven  had  fo  been  pleas’d,  I had  perifii’d) 
Grew  up,  and  goodly,  ready  to  bear  fruit, 

The  honourable  fruit  of  marriage : 

And  am  I blafted  in  my  bud  with  Treafon  ? 

Boldly,  andbafely  of  my  fair  name  ravifh’d. 

And  hither  brought  to  find  my  reft  in  mine  ? 

But  he  that  knows  all,  he  that  rights  all  wrongs. 

And  in  his  time  reftores,  knows  me : I have  fpoken. 

Val.  If  ye  be  innocent,  heaven  wall  protect  ye, 

And  lb  I leave  ye  to  his  Sw'ordftrikesfor  ye, 

Farewell. 


1.  Are  the  Combatants  come  in.?  fhe  Scaffold  fet 

2 Yes.  out,  and  the  fairs. 

1 Make  the  field  clear  there. 

2.  That’s  done  too.* 

1.  Then  to  theprhbner:  the  grand  Mafter’s  coming, 
Let’s  fee  that  all  be  ready  there. 

2.  Too  ready. 

How  ceremonious  our  very  ends  are .? 

Alas,  fweet  Lady, 

!f  (he  be  innocent,  Floriff. 

No  doubt  but  juftice  willdired  her  Champion 
Away:  I hear ’em  come : 

I.  Pray  heaven  flieprofper. 

EwtiT  Valetta,  Norandine,  Aftor.  Caftriot,6''c. 

' Val.  Give  Captain.]\r(jr4«i//«e  a chair. 

Nor.  I thank  your  Lordfhip. 

Val.  Sit  Sir,  and  take  your  eafe:  your  hurts  require  it 
You  come  to  fee  a w'omans  caufe  decided 
jThat’s  all  the  knowledge  now,  or  name  I have  for  her : 
They  fayafalle,  a bafe,  and  treacherous  woman, 
jAnd  partly  prov’d  too. 

! Nor.  Pity  it  (lioiild  be  fo : 

iAnd  if  your  LorcKliip  durft  ask  my  opinion, 

iSure,  I Ihould  anfwer  no:  lb  much  I honor  her: 

(And  anlvver’t  with  my  life  too:  E>\\tGomera 
;!ls  a brave  Gentleman;,  the  other  valiant, 
pAndif  hebe  not  good,  dogs  gnaw  his  flefh  off^ 

, And  one  above  ’em  both  will  find  the  truth  out. 

;He  never  fails.  Sir, 

i Vdl.  That’s  the  hope  refts  with  me. 

Nor.  How  nature  and  his  honor  ftruggle  in  him  ? 

A I'weet,  clear,  noble  Gentleman.  Within,  make  room  there. 

Guard.  Make  room  there. 

Fii/.  Go  up,  and  what  you  have  to  fay,  fay  there, 

! Enter  Oriana,  Ladies,  Executioner,  Abdella,aW  Guard. 

Ori.  Thuslafcendc  nearer  I hope  to  leaven. 

Nor  doe  I fear  to  tread  this  dark  black  Manfion  : 

The  Image  of  my  grave,  each  foot  we  move. 

Goes  to  it  ftill:  each  hour  we  leave  behind  us, 

Knols  fadly  toward  it : My  noble  Brother 
For  yet  mine  innocence  dares  call  ye  ib. 

And  you  the  friends  to  virtue,  that  come  Irither, 

Chorus  X.0  this  Tragic}^  Sc£ne,  behold  me, 
iBeholdme  with  your  juftice,  not  with  Pity, 
j ( My  caufe  was  ne’r  fo  poor  to  ask  compaflion,) 

' Behold  me  in  this  fpotlels  White  I wear. 

The  Emblemo(  my  life,  of  all  my  adlions. 

So  ye  (hall  find  my  ftory,  though  I perilh: 

Behold  me  in  my  Sex,  lam  no  Soldier, 
i Tender,  and  full  of  fears  our  blufhing  Sex  is, 
lUnhardned  with  relentlefs  thoughts  •,  unhatcht 
’with  bloud,  and  bloudy  pradice : alas  we  tremble  j 


Ori.  Oh  that  went  deep,  fareweldeer  brother. 

And  howibe’r  my  caule  goes,  fee  my  body 
( Upon  my  knees  1 ask  it)  buried  chaftely-, 

For  yet,  by  holy  truth,  it  never  trelpafs’d. 

Af.  Juftice  fit  on  your  caufe:,  and  heaven  fight  for  ye. 

Nor.  Tw’O  of  ye  Gentlemen,  do  me  but  the  honor 
To  lead  me  to  her : good  my  Lord,  your  leave  too  : 

Val.  You  have  it  Sir. 

Nor.  Give  me  your  fair  hands  fearlels. 

As  white  as  this  I fee  your  Innocence, 

As  fpotlels,  and  as  pure  : be  not  afraid  Lady, 

You  are  but  here  brought  to  your  nobler  fortune. 

To  add  unto  your  life  immortal  ftory : 

Vertue,  through  hardeft  things  ai'rives  at  happinefs. 

Shame  follow  that  blunt  (word  that  loofes  you : 

And  he  that  ftrikes  againft  you : I (liall  ftudy 
A curfe  or  two  for  him;  once  more  your  fair  hands, 

I never  brought  ill  luck  yet be  fearlefs  happy. 

Ori.  I thank  ye,  noble  Captain. 

Nor.  So  I leave  ye. 

Val.  Call  in  the  Knights  feverally. 

Enter  fever  ally  ConiCiz  and  Miranda. 

Ori.  But  two  words  to  my  champion. 

And  then  to  heaven  and  him,  I give  my  caufe  up ; 

Val.  Speak  quickly,  and  fpeak  (hort. 

Ori.  I have  not  much  Sir. 

Noble  Gomera,  from  your  own  free  virtue. 

You  have  undertaken  here  a poor  Maids  honor. 

And  with  the  hazard  of  your  life ; and  happily 
You  may  liifpeftthe  cau(c,  though  in  your  true  worth 
You  will  not  (hew  it,  therefore  take  this  teftimony 
( And  as  I hope  for  happinels,  a true  one  ) 

And  may  it  fteelyour  heart,  and  edge  your  good  fvvord, 

Ye  fight  for  her,  as  fpotlefs  of  thefe  milphiefs. 

As  heaven  is  of  our  fins,  or  truth  of  errors. 

And  (b  defie  that  treacherous  man,  and  proiper. 

Nor.  Blefling  o’thy  heart  Lady. 

Val.  Give  the  fignal  to  ’em.  Low  Alarms. 

Nor.  ’Tis  bravely  fought  Gomera-,  follow  that  blow, 
Well  fcruck  again  boy ; look  upon  the  Lady, 

And  gather  fpirit ; brave  again ; lye  dole. 

Lyeclofe  I fay;  he  fights  aloft,  and  ftrongly : 

Clofe  for  thy  life;  a vengeance  o’ that  fell  buffet- : ^ 

Retire,  and  gather  breath ; ye  have  day  enough  Knights ; 
Look  lovely  on  him  Lady ; to’t  again  now 
Stand,  (land  Gomera,  (land  ; one  blow  for  all  now. 

Gather  thy  ftrength  together:,  God  blefs  the  woman; 

W hy,  where’s  thy  noble  heart  ? heaven  bids  the  Ladj . 
AH.  Oh,  oh ! 

Val.  She  is  gone,  (he  is  gone : 

Nor.  Now  ftrike  it.  , 71 

Hold,  hold ; he  yields ; hold  thy  brave  fword  he  s conque  r d 
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He’s  thine  Go»?erj,  now  be  joyful  Lady: 

What  could  this  thief  have  done, had  his  caufc  been  equal  ? 
He  made  ihy  hcart-ftrings  tremble. 

VaL  Oft' with  his  Caske  there  ^ 

And  Executioner  take  you  his  head  next. 

Abds/.  Oheurfed  fortune! 

Gom.  Stay,  I befeech  ye.  Sir,  and  this  one  honor 
Grant  me  ; 1 have  deferv’d  it^  that  this  villain 
May  live  one  day,  to  envy  at  my  juftice. 

That  he  may  pine  and  dye,  before  the  fword  fall. 

Viewing  the  glory,  I have  won  her  goodnefs. 

Val.  He  fhall,  and  you  the  harveft;  of  your  valour 
Shall  reap  brave  Sir,  abundantly. 

Com.  I have  fav’d  her, 

Preferv’d  her  Ipotlefs  worth  from  black  dcllrutftionj 
Her  white  name  to  eternity  deliver’d, 

' Her  youth,  and  fwcetnefs,  from  a timelefs  mine. 

I Now  Lord  Valetta^  if  thisbloudy  labour 
May  but  deferve  her  favour. 

Mir.  Stay,  and  hear  me  firlt.  ^ 

Kal.  Oft"  with  his  Cask,  this  is  Miranda’s  Yoice. 

Nor.  ’Tis  he  indeed,  or  elfe  mine  eies  abufe  me, 

What  makes  he  here  thus  ? 

Ori.  The  young  Miranda} 

Is  he  mine  enemy  too  ? 

Mir.  None  has  deferv’d  her  _ 

If  worth  muft:  carry  it,  and  fervice  feek  her. 

But  he  that  faved  her  honor. 

Corn.  That’s  I Miranda. 

Mir.  No,  no,  that’s  I Corner  a.,  be  not  fb  forward. 

In  bargain  for  my  love,  ye  cannot  cozen  me. 

Com.  I fought  it. 

M.ir.  And  I gave  it:  which  is  nobler? 

Why  every  Gentleman  would  have  done  as  much 
As  you  did  : fought  it ; that’s  a poor  defert.  Sir, 

They  are  bound  to  tltat but  then  to  make  that  fight  fure, 
To  doe  as  I did,  take  all  danger  from  it 
iSufFer  that  coldnels,  that  mult  call  me  now 
Into  dilgrace  for  ever,  into  pity. 

Com.  I undertook  firft,  to  preferve  from  hazard, 
j'  Mir.  And  I made  fure  no  hazard  Ihould  come  ncer  her. 

Com.  ’Twas  I defi’d  Momtferat. 

' Mir.  ’Twas  I wrought  him. 

You  had  had  a dark  day  elfe ’Twas  I defi’d 
His  confcience  firft,  ’twas  I that  fhook  him  there, 

W^hich  is  the  brave  defiance. 

Com.  My  life  and  honor 
Atftake  I laid, 

Mir.  My  care  •,  and  truth  lay  by  it 
Leaft  that  Hake  might  be  loft;  1 have  deferv’d  her, 

A nd  none  but  I the  Lady  might  have  perilh’d. 

Had  Fell  Monntferrat  itinck.  it,  fromwhofe  malice 
With  cunning,  and  bold  confidence  I catch’dir. 

And ’twas  high  time,  and  fuch  a fervice  Lady 
For  . you,  and  for  your  innocence,  for  who  knows  not 
The  all-devouring.fword  of  fierce  Mountferrdt? 
Ifhew’dyewhat  I could  do,  had.  I been  fpightful 
*OrMafter  but  of  halfe  the  poifbn  he  bears, 

( Hell  take  his  heart  for’t)  and  beflmew  thefe  hands  Madam, 
.With  all  my  heart,  I wifh  a mifehief  on  ’em. 

They  made  ye  once  look  fad:  fuch  another  fright 
I would  not  put  ye  in,  to  owe  the  Iftand, 

Yet  pardon  me,  ’tw^asbut  to  fliew  a Soldier, 

Which,  when  I had  done,  I ended  your  poor  coward, 

Val.  Let  fome  look  out,  for  the  bafe  Knight  Mountferrat. 

Ab.  I hope  he’s  far  enough,  if  his  man  betrufty: 

This  was  a ft  range  misforuine  •,  I muft  not  knowf  it. 

F^?/.Thatmoft  debauch’d  Knight,  come  down  fweet  Sifter 
My  fpotlefs  Sifter  : now,  praythank  thefe  Gentlemen, 
They  have  deferv’d  both  truly,  nobly  of  ye. 

Both  excellently,  dearly,  both  all  the  honor 
All  the  refped  andTavour. 

Or/.  Both  fhall  have  it  ^ 

And  as  my  life,  their  memories  I’llnourifh. 


Val.  Y^e  both  true  Knights,  and  both  moft  worthy  Lo- 
Here  Hands  a Lady  ripen’d  with  your  fervice,  (vers. 

Young,  fair,  and  ( now  I dare  fay  ) truly  honourable; 

’Tis  my  Will  fhe  fhall  marry;  marry  now. 

And  one  of  you  (fhe  cannot  take  more  nobly)  yourdeferts 
Begot  this  Will,  and  bred  it^  both  her  beauty 
Cannot  enjoy  : dare  ye  mark  me  your  umpier  ^ 

Gom.  Mir.  With  all  our  Souls. 

Val.  He  muft  not  then  be  angry 
Thatloofes  her. 

Com.  Oh  that  were  Sir,  unworthy, 

Mir.  A little  forrow  he  may  find. 

Val.  ’Tis  manly. 

Gomera.f  you  are  a brave  accomplifh’d  Gentleman 
A braver  no  where  lives  than  is  Miranda., 

In  the  white  way  of  virtue,  and  true  valour. 

Ye  have  been  a pilgrim  long;  yet  no  man  farther 
Has  trodethofe  thorny  fteps,  than  young  Miranda^ 

You  are  gentle : he  is  gentlenefs  itfelf:  Experience 
Calls  you  her  brother  *,  this  her  hopeful  heir 
Nor,  The  young  man  now,  and  ’tbethy  WilL 
Val.  Your  hand.  Sir; 

You  undertook  firft:  nobly  undertook. 

This  Ladies  caufe;  you  made  it  good,  and  fought  it 
You  muft  beferv’d  firft,  take  her,  and  enjoy  her  ; 

I giveherto  you : kifs  her,  are  you  pleas’d  now? 

Com.  My  joy’s  fb  much  I cannot  fpeak.  _ 

Val.  Nay,  faireft  Sir ; 

You  muftnotbedifpleas’d : you  break  your  promife. 

Mir.  I never  griev’d  at  good,  nor  dare  I now,  Sir,  I 
Though  fomething  feemftrange  to  me.  * 

Val.  I have  provided 

A better  match  for  you : more  full  of  Beauty, 

I’ll  wed  ye  to  our  Order:  there’s  a Miftrifs, 

Whofe  beauty  ne’r  decaies:  t'imeftands below  her: 

Whofe  honor,  Ermin-Uke.,  can  never  fufler. 

Spot,  or  black  foil ; whofe  eternal  ifliie 

Fame  brings  up  at  her  breafts,  and  leaves  ’emfainted. 

Her  you  fhall  marry. 

Mir.  I muft  humbly  thank  ye. 

Val.  Saint  Thomas  Fort,  a charge  of  no  finall  value 
I give  ye  too,  in  prefent,  to  keep  waking 
Your  noble  fpirits ; and  to  breed  ye  pious. 

I’ll  fend  ye  a probation  Robe,  wear  that 
Till  ye  fnall  pleafe  to  be  our  brother:  how  now  ? 

Enter  Aftorius. 

Aft.  Mottntferrai’s  fled.  Sir, 

VaL  Let  him  go  awhile 

Till  we  have  done  thefe  Rites,  and  feen  thefe  coupled : 

His  mifehief  now  lies  open : come  all  friends  now. 

And  fo  let’s  march  to  th’ Temple,  found  thole  Inftrumcnts, 
That  were  the  fignal  to  a day  of  bloud ; 

Evil  beginning  hours  may  end  in  good.  Flourijh. 

Nor.  Come,  we’ll  have  wenches  man,  and  all  brave  things. 

Let  her  go : we’il  want  no  Miftrefles,  | 

Good  Swords,  an^good  ftrong  Armors.  | 

Mir.  Thofe  are  b^eft  Captain.  (after  us.  j 

Nor.  And  fight  till  Queens  be  in  love  with  us,  and  run-  [ 

I’ll  fee  ye  at  the  Fort  within  thefe  two  days,  I 

And  let’s  be  merry  prethee. 

Mir.  By  that  time  T fhall. 

Nor.  Why  that’s  well  faid;  I like  a good  heart  truly. 

Exeunt. 
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JlBus  Ter  tins. 

Scdena  Prim  a. 

Enter  and  Servant^  Cvrporal  and  SoU 

j diets  above. 

Sfr.'^He  day?s  not  yet  broke,  Sir. 

X Nor.  ’Tis  the  cooler  riding, 

I muftgoe  feeM»»vi*«/^ : bring  my  horfe 

Round  to  the  SoutbVoxt : I’ll  out  here  at  the  beach 

And  meet  ye  at  the  end  o’lh’  Sycamores : 

»Tis  a fweet  Walk,  and  if  the  wind' be  ftirring  ' 

Serves  like  a Fan  to  cool. 

Corporal  and  PFatch  'above  finging 
" S O N G. 

1.  C^lt  Soldiers.^  fit  and  Jlng.,  the  Round  is  clear  l 
^Aad'  Cock^a^lotdk~looe.^  tsh  us  the  day  is  near. 

Each  tofsPns  Gam^  until  his  throat  be  mellorp, 

Vrink^.^  laugh  and  fing.,  the  Soldier  has  no  fellosp, 

2.  7o  thee  afuUpot^  my  little  Lance~prefado^ 

And  rrhen  thou  haji  done^  a pipe  ofTrinidado.' 

Onr  glafs  of  life  runs  rvine^  the  P'intner  Jlinkj  it 
PFhilji  roith  his  IF if e thefrolick^  S oldier  drinhj  it. 

3.  7he  Vrnms  beat.,  Enfgns  rrave,  and  Cannons  thump  it 
Our  Game  is  Ruffe.,  and  the  beji  heart  doth  trump  it : 

Each  tofs  his  Cann  until  his  throat  be  mellorv 
Drinks,  Laugh.,  and  Sing,  the  S oldier  has  no  fellorv. 

4.  m pledge  thee  my  Corporal,  rvereita  Flagon 
After  IFatch  fiercer,  than  George  did  the  Dragon, 

PFhat  blood  n>e  loofe  i’  th"^  Lovnn,  roe  gain  1*  tP  funs, 
Furr'^d  Gorans,  and  fiat  Caps,  give  the  rvall  to  Guns 
Each  tofs  his  Cann,  until  bis  throat  bemellora, 

Drink,^-,  laugh,  and  fing,  the  Soldier  has  no  fellorv.  j 

Srr.  Which  Walk? 

Nor.  why  that.  Sir, 

Where  the  fine  City  Dames  meet  to  make  matches. 

I Ser.  I know  it. 

I Nor.  Speed  ye  then ; what  mirth  is  this .? 

The  Watches  are  not  yet  difcharg’d,  I take  it : 

Thefe  are  brave  carelefs  Rogues  ^ I’ll  hear  the  Song  out 
And  then  I’ll  fit  ye  for’t,  merry  Companions : 

Here’s  notable  Order,  now  for  a trick  to  tame  ye — 
Owgh,  owgh. 

I I IFat.  Hark,  hark,what’s  that  below  us,who  goes  there 
! Nor.  Owgh,  owgh,  owgh.  „ , ^ , 

i 2. IFat.  ’Tis  a Bear  broke  loofe;  pray  call  the  Corporal, 
i I.  F^at.  The  Dutchmans  huge  fat  Sow. 

’ 2 PFat.  I fee  her  now,  and  five  fine  pigs. 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh. 

Corp.  Now,  what’s  the  matter? 

I PFat.  Here’s  the  great  fat  Sow,  Corporal. 

The  Sow,  and  all  the  Pigs,  brave  fatPigs, 

You  have  been  wilhing  long  Ihe  would  break  loofe. 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh.  , 

Cor.  ’Tis  Ihe  indeed^  there’s  a white  pig  now  fucking. 
Look,  look,  do  you  fee  it.  Sirs? 

1 PFat.  Yes  very  well.  Sir. 

Cor.  A notable  fat  whorfon-,  come  two  of  ye. 

Go  down  with  mey  we’ll  have  a tickling  breakfait. 

2 PFat.  Let’s  eat  ’em  at  the  Crofs. 

Cor.  There’s  the  belt  liquor. 

Nor.  I’ll  liquor  Ibme  of  ye,  ye  lazie  ro^es, 

Your  minds  are  of  riothing  buteating  and  fivilling . 

What  a fweet' Beaft they  have  made  of-me  ? a Sow? 
Hogg  upon  Woigg,  -I'heat'^mcome. 

.1  Enter 


— j 

Enter  Cor.  belovo,  and  Watch.  \ 

1 

Cor.  Go  loft ly,  and  fall  upon ’em  finely,  nimbly.  ’ ! 

1 Blefsme.  ^ * 

Cor.  Why,  what’s  the  matter? 

1 PF at.  Oh  the  devil  ? 

The  devil,  as  high  as  a Steeple.  | 

2 PF at.  There  he  goes  Corporal,  j 

His  feet  are  Cloven  too.  j 

Cor.  Stand,  ftand  I fay ; death,  how  I lhake  ? i 

Where  be  your  Muskets  ? 

1 W at.  There’s  no  good  of  them : j 

Where  be  our  Prayers,  man  ? ■ 

2 Wat.  Lord,  howhefialks:  fpeak  to' him  Corporal. 

Cor.  Why,  what  a devil  art  thou.  ; 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh.  j 

Cor.  A dumb  devil.  , 1 

The  worfl;  devil  that  could  come,  a dumb  devil,  j 

Give  me  a Musket  s he  gathers  in  to  me,-  1 

1’  th’  name  of — fpeak  what  art  thou  ? fpeak  devil,-  ' 

Or  I’ll  put  a plumb  in  your  belly.  i 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh,  owgh.  1 

Cor.  Fie,  fie,  in  what  a fweat  I am  ! Lord  blefs  mej 
My  Musket’s  gone  too,  I am  not  able  to  ftir  it. 

Nor.  Who  goes  there  ? ftand,  fpeak. 

Corp.  Sure  I am  inchanted. 

Yet  here’s  my  Halbert  ftill : nay,  who  goes  there,  Sir  ? j 

What  have  I loftmyfelf?  what  are  ye?  j 

Nor.  The  Guard. 

Corp.  Why,  what  are  we  then : he’s  not  half  fo  long  now. 
Nor  he  has  no  tail  at  all,  I fiiake  ftill  damnably. 

Nor.  The  word. 

Corp.  Have  mercy  on  me,  what  word  does  he  mean'/ 
Prethee  devil,  if  thou  be’ft  the  devil, 

Do  not  make  an  Als  of  me for  I remember  yet 
As  well  asl  am  here,  I am  the  Corporal, 

I’ll  lay  my  life  on’t  devil. 

Nor.  Thou  art  damn’d : 

Corp.  That’s  all  one;  but  am  not  I the  Corporal? 

I would  give  a thoiifand  pound  to  be  relblvM  noWj 
Had  not  I Soldiers  here  ? 

Nor.  No,  not  a man. 

Thou  art  debauch’d,  and  cozen’d. 

Corp.  That  may  be. 

It  may  be  I am  drunk  •,  Lord,  where  have  I been  ? 

Is  not  this  my  Halbert  in  my  hand? 

Nor.  No,  ’tisaM4j»-pole. 

Cor.  Why  then  I know  not  who  I am,  nor  what, 

Nor  whence  I come. 

Nor.  Ye  arean  arrand  Rafca4 
You  Corporal  of  a Watch.  _ 

Cor.  ’Tis  the  Pace’s  voice;  you  are  no  devil  then. 

Nor.  No,  nor  no  Sow,  Sir. 

Cor.  Of  that  1 am  right  glad.  Sir, 

I was  ne’r  lb  frighted  in  my  life,  as  1 am  a Soldier. 

Nor.  Tall  watchmen, 

A guard  for  a Goole,  you  fing  away  your  Centuries. 

A careful  company ; let  me  but  o’  th’  port  here, 

I was  a little  merry  with  your  worlhips; 

And  keep  your  guards  ftrong,  though  the  devil  walk. 

Hold,  there’s  to  bring  ye  into  your  wits  again. 

Goe  off  no  more  to  hunt  Pigs ; fuch  another  trick 
And  you  will  hunt  the  gallows. 

Cor.  Pray  Sir  pardon  us : , • n.  4 

And  let  the  devil  come  next.  I’ll  make  him  ftand 
Or  make  him  ftink. 

Nor.  Doe,  doe  your  duty  truly. 

Come  let  me  out,  and  come  away ; no  more  rage. 


Scstna 
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Sc£na  Sectmda. 

'Enter  Abdella  ncith  a Letter-,  and  Rocca. 

Ah.  Write  thus  to  me  ? he  hath  fearfully,  and  balely 
Betraidhis  owncaufc:  yettofieehimfelf 
He  now  aferibes  the  fault  to  me. 

Eoc.  I know  not. 

What  he  hath  done ; but  what  he  now  defines, 

His  Letters  have  inform’d  you. 

Ab.  Yes,  he  is 

Too  well  acquainted  with  the  power  he  holds, 

Over  my  mad  affeTions : I want  time 
To  write:  but  pray  you  tell  him,  if  I were 
No  better  Reel’d  in  my  ftrong  refo  utions: 

Than  he  hath  fhown  himfelf  in  his  •,  or  thought 
There  was  a hell  hereafter,  or  a Heaven, 

But  in  enjoying  him,  I Ihould  ftick  here. 

And  move  no  further  r bid  him  yet  take  comfort  s 
For-fomething  I would  doe,  the  devil  would  quake  at, 
But  I’ll  untie  this  Nuptial  knot  of  love. 

And  make  way  for  his  wifhes:  in  the  mean  time 
Let  him  lie  clofe,  for  he  is  flricYly  fought  for, 

And  praftife  to  love  her,  that  for  his  ends 
Scorns  fear  and  danger. 

Enter  Oriana  a^s^  Velleda. 


f 


Knc.  AH  this  I w'illtell  him.  . Exit  Rocca. 

Ah.  Dofb:  farewel.  My  Lady,  with  my  fellow, 

So  earnelf  in  difeourfe ! what  e’r  it  be 
I’ll  fecond  it. 

. Ve!.  He  is  Inch  a noble  Husband, 
lA  every  circumftance  fo  truly  loving. 

That  I might  fay,  and  without  flattery.  Madam 
The  Sun  fees  not  a Lady  but  your  felf 
That  can  deferve  him. 

Abel.  Of  all  men  Ifay 
T hat  dare  ( for  ’tis  a defperate  ’adventure  ) 

car  on  their  free  necks  the  Ivveet  yoak  of  woman, 

(For they  that  do  repine,  are  no  true  husbands) 

Give  me  a Soldier. 

Ori.  Why,  are  they  more  loving 
Than  other  men  ? 

Ahd.  And  love  too  with  more  judgement  ^ 

For,  but  obferve,  your  Courtier  is  more  curious 
To  let  himfelf  forth  richly  than  his  Lady^ 

His  baths,  perfumes,  nay  paintings  too,  more  coRly 
Than  his  frugality  will  allow  to  her. 

His  clothes  as  chargeable-,  and  grant  him  but 
A thing  without  a beard,  and  he  may  pafs 
At  all  times  for  a woman,  and  with  fome 
Have  better  welcome:  Nowq  your  man  of  Lands 
For  the  moR  part  is  careful  to  manure  them. 

But  leaves  his  Lady  fallow,  your  great  Merchant 
Breaks  oftner  for  the  debt  he  owes  his  wife. 

Than  with  his  creditors  ^ and  that’s  the  reafon 

She  looks  elfewherefor  payment:  Now  your  Soldier 

Vel.  I marry  do  him  right. 

Abd.  Firl>,  who  has  one. 

Has  a perpetual  guard  upon  her  honor  i 

For  while  he  wears  a fword,  (lander  her  felf 

Dares  not  bark  at  it : next,  Ihe  fits  at  home 

Like  a great  Queen,  and  fends  him  forth  to  fetch  in 

Her  tribute  from  all  parts  •,  which  being  brought  home. 

He  laies  it  at  her  feet,  and  feeks  no  further 
For  his  reward,  than  what  (he  may  give  freely. 

And  with  delight  too,  from  her  own  Exchequer 
Which  he  finds  ever  open. 

Ori.  Be  more  modeR. 

Abd.  Why,  we  may  fpeak  of  that  we  are  glad  to  taReof, 
Among  our  felves  I mean. 

Ori.  Thou  talkR  of  nothing. 

Abd,  Of  nothing  Madam  ? You  have  found  it  fomething  y 


Or  with  the  railing  up  this  prettty  mount  here, 
My  Lord  hath  dealt  with  Ipirits. 


Enter  Gomera. 
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Ori.  Two  long  hours  abfent?  . ^ 

Com.  Thy  pardon  fweet:  I have  been  looking  on 
The  Prize  that  was  brought  in  .by  the  brave  Dane., 

The  valiant  Norandine.,  and  have  brought  fomething, 
l hat  may  be  thou  wilt  like  of^  but  one  kifs. 

And  then  poflefs  my  purchafe ; there’s  a piece 
Of  cloth  of  Tifiue,  this  of  purple  Velvet,  ■* 

And  as  they  fwear,  of  the  right  f 

Which  others  here  but  weakly  counterfeit: 

If  they  are  worth  thy  ufe,wear  them  ^ if  not, 

BeRow  them  on  thy  women. 

Abd.  Here’s  the  Husband. 

Com.  While  there  is  any  trading  on  the  Sea 
Thou  (halt  want  nothing-,  ’tis  a Soldiers  glory. 
However  he  negled  himfelf,  to  keep 
His  MiRrifs  in  full  luRre. 

Ori.  You  exceed,  Sir. 

Com.  Yet  there  was.  one  part  of  the  prize  difpos’d  of 
Before  I came,  which  I grieve  thatl  mifs’d  of, 

Being  almoR  allured,  it  would  have  been  .,(t 

A welcome  prefent. 

Ori.  Pray  you  (ay,  what  was  it.? 

Com.  A Lurkjjh  Captive  of  incomparable  beauty. 
And  without  queRion,  in  her  Countrey  Noble  y 
Whicli,  as  companion  to  thy  faithful  Mew, 

I would  have  given  thee  for  thy  (lave.  '' 

Ori.  But  was  file 
Of  Rich  an  exquifite  form .? 

Com.  MoR  exquifite. 

Ori.  And  well  deRended  1 

Com.  So  the  habit  promis’d. 

In  which  (lie  was  taken.  , 

Ori.  Of  what  years  ? 

Com.  ’Tisfaid.i 
A Virgin  of  fourteen. 

Ori.  I pity  her, 

Andwifh  (he  were  mine,  that  I might  have  the  means 
T’ entertain  her  gently. 

Com.  She’s  now  Miranda's, 

And  as  I have  heard,  made  it  her  (hit  to  be  fo. 

Ori.  Miranda's  ? then  her  fate  deferves  not  pity, 

But  envy  rather. 

Gnm.  Envy  Oriana  ? 

Ori.  Yes,  and  their  envy  that  live  free. 

Com.  How’s  this? 

Ori.  Why , (he’s  falln  into  the  hands  of  one, 

So  full  of  that,  which  in  men  we  Rile  goodnefs. 

That  in  her  being  his  (lave,  (he  is  happier  far 
Than  if  (he  were  confirm’d  the  Sultan's  MiRri(s. 

Com.  Miranda  is  indeed  a Gentleman 
Of  fair  defert,  and  better  hopes,  but  yet 
He  hath  his  equals, 

Ori.  Where  ? I would  go  far. 

As  I am  now,  though  much  unfit  for  travails. 

But  to  fee  one  that  without  injury 
Might  be  put  in  the  fcale,  or  paralell’d. 

In  any  thing  that’s  Noble,  with  Miranda-., 

His  knowledge  in  all  fervices  of  war. 

And  ready  courage,  to  put  into  ad 

That  knowing  judgement,  as  you  area  Soldier 

You  beR  may  fpeak  of.  Nor  can  you  deliver. 

Nor  I hear  with  delight,  a better  fubjed. 

And  heaven  did  well , in  Rich  a lovely  feature 
To  place  (b  chaRe  a mind^  for  he  is  of 
So  (weet  a carriage,  Rich  a winning  nature. 

And  Rich  a bold,  yet  well-difpos’d  behaviour  *, 

And  to  allthefe,  h’as  Rich  a charming  tongue. 

That  if  he  would  ferve  under  L.oves  frelh  colours. 
What  monumental  Trophies  might  he  raife. 
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Of  his  free  conquefts,  made  in  Ladies  favors  ? 

Gom.  Yet  you  did  refill  him,  when  he  was 
An  earneft  fuitor  to  you. 

Ori.  Yes  I did-. 

And  if  I were  again  fought  to , I fhould  j 
But  mull  afcribe  itnather  to  the  fate 
That  did  appoint  me  yours,  than  any  power 
Which  1 can  call  mine  own. 

Gom.  Fvenfb? 

Abd.  Thanks  fortune. 

The  plot  I had  to  raiie,  in  him,  doubts  of  her. 

Thou  haft  effeded. 

Ori.  I could  tell  you  too , 

What  caufe  I have  to  love  him,  with  what  reafon. 

In  thankfulnefs , he  may  exped  from  me. 

All  due  obfervance  ^ but  I pafs  that,  as 
A benefit , for  which,  in  my  behalf,  . 

You  are  his  debtor. 

Abd.  I perceive  it  takes , 

By  his  chang’d  looks. 

Ori.  He  is  not  in  the  City^? 

Is  he  my  Lord  ? 

Gom.  Who  Lady  ? 

Ori.  Why  Miranda , 

Having  you  here , can  there  be  any  elfe 
W'orth  my  enquiry  ? 

Gom.  This  is  fomewhat  more 
Than  love  to  virtue, 

Ori.  Faith  when  he  comes  hither 
■ r(As  fometiines,  without  queftion  you  fhall  meet  him) 
Invite  him  home. 

Gom.  To  what  end? 

Ori.  To  dine  with  us. 

Or  fup. 

Gom.  And  then  to  take  a hard  bed  with  you ; 
Mean  you  not  fo 

Ori.  If  you  could  win  him  to  it , 

’Twould  be  the  better  y for  his  entertainment. 

Leave  that  to  me,  he  lhall  find  Noble  ufage. 

And  from  me  a free  welcome. 

Gom.  Have  you  never 
Heard  of  a Roman  Lady  {Oriana) 

Remembred  as  a prefident  for  Matrons , 

(Chafte  ones , I pray  you  underftand)  whofe  husband 
Tax’d,  for  his  fowre  breath  by  his  enemy. 
Condemn’d  his  wife , for  not  acquainting  him 
With  his  infirmity? 

Ori.  ’Tis  a common  one-, 

Her  anfiver  was , having  kifs’d  none  but  him , 

She  thought  it  was  a general  difeafe 

All  men  were  fubjedto-,  but  what  infer  you 

From  that  my  Lord  ? 

Gom.  Why,  that  this  virtuous  Lady 
Had  all  her  thoughts  fo  fixed  upon  her  Lord, 

That  fhe  could  find  no  fpare  time  to  fing  praifes 

Of  any  other  -,  nor  would  fhe  imploy 

Her  husband  (though  perhaps  in  debt  to  years 

As  far  as  I am)  for  an  inftrument 

To  bring  home  younger  men  that  might  delight  her 

With  their  difeourfe,  or — ^ — 

Ori.  What  my  Lord  ? 

Gom.  Their  perfbns. 

Or  if  I fhould  fpeak  plainer 

Ori.  No  it  needs  not. 

You  have  faid  enough  to  make  my  innocence  know 
It  is  fulpeded. 

Gom,  You  betray  your  felf 
. To  more  than  a fufpition-,  could  you  elfe 
To  me  that  live  in  nothing  but  love  to  you 
Make  luch  a grofs  diftovery,  that  your  lull 
Had  fold  that  heart  I thought  mine,  to  Miranda  ? 
Or  rife  to  luch  a height  in  impudence. 

As  to  prefume  to  work  my  yielding  weaknefs 
To  play  for  your  bad  ends,  to  my  difgrace. 


The  Wittal,  or  the  Pander? 

Ori.  Do  not  ftudy 

To  print  more  wounds,  (for  that  were  tyranny) 

Upon  a heart  that  is  pierced  through  already. 

Gom.  Thy  heart?  thou  haft  pierc’d  through  mine  honor 
The  honor  of  my  houfe,  fool  that  I was,  (falftone, 
To  give  it  up  to  the  deceiving  truft 
Of  wicked  woman:  for  thy  fake  vild  creature. 

For  all  I have  done  well , in  my  life , 

I have  dig’d  a grave , all  buried  in  a wife  » 

For  thee  I have  defi’d  my  conftant  Miftrifs, 

That  never  fail’d  her  fervant,  glorious  war-. 

For  thee,  refus’d  the  fellowfhip  of  an  Order 
Which  Princes,  through  all  dangers,  have  been  proud 
To  fetch  as  far  as  from  Jerufalem : 

And  am  I thus  rewarded  ? 

Vel.  By  all  goodnefs,  . 

You  wrong  my  Lady,  and  deferve  her  not. 

When  you  are  at  your  beft:  repent  your  rafhnefs, 

’Twill  fhovv  well  in  you. 

Abd.  Do,  and  ask  her  pardon. 

Ori.  No,  I have  liv’d  too  long,  to  have  my  faith 
(My  tri’d  faith)  call’d  in  queftion,  and  by  him 
That  fhould  know  true  afledion  is  too  tender 
To  fuffer  an  unkind  touch,  without  ruine  ; 

Study  ingratitude,  all , from  my  example  ^ 

For  to  be  thankful  now,  is  to  be  falle. 

But  be  it  fo,  let  me  dye,  I fee  you  wifh  it  ^ 

Yet  dead  for  truth , and  pities  fake,  report 

What  weapon  you  made  choice  of,  when  you  kild  me. 

Vel.  She  faints. 

Abd.  What  have  ye  done  ? 

Ori.  My  laft  breath  cannot 
Be  better  fpent,  than  to  fay  I forgive  you  j 
Nor  is  my  death  untimely , fiuce  with  me 
I take  along , what  might  have  been  hereafter 
In  fcorn  delivered  for  the  doubtful  iffue 
Of  a fufpedted  mother. 

Vel.  Oh,  fhe’s  gone. 

Abd.  For  ever  gone.  Are  you  a man? 

Gom.  I grow  here. 

Abd.  Open  her  mouth , and  power  this  Cordial  in  it  ^ 
If  any  fpark  of  life  be  unquench’d  in  her. 

This  will  recover  her. 

Vel.  ’Tis  all  in  vain. 

She’s  ftiffe  already : live  I,  and  fhe  dead  ? 

Gom.  How  like  a murtherer  I ftand  ? look  up , 

And  hear-  me  curfe  my  felf,  or  but  behold 
The  vengeance  I will  take  for’t  Oriana 
And  then  in  peace  forlake  me : Jealoufie, 

Thou  loath  Tome  vomit  of  the  fiends  belo.v , 

What  defperate  hunger  made  me  to  receive  thee 
Into  my  heart,  and  foul?  I’ll  let  thee  forth  , 

And  fo  in  death  findeafe  ^ and  does  my  fault  then 
Deferve  no  greater  punifhment?  no.  I’ll  live 
To  keep  thee  for  a fury  to  torment  me , 

And  make  me  know  what  hell  is  on  the  earth : 

All  joyes  and  hopes  forlake  me  -,  all  mens  rnalice , 

And  all  the  plagues  they  can  inflid,  1 wilh  it 
Fall  thick  upon  me : let  my  tears  be  laught  at , 

And  may  mine  enemies  fmile  to  hear  me  groane  -, 

And  dead , may  I be  pitied  of  none.  Exeunt 

Sc£na  Tenia. 


Enter  Collonna  and  Lucinda. 

Lac.  Pray  you  Sir  why  was  the  Ordnance  0.  theFoi  t. 
Difcharg’d  fo  fodainly  ? 

Col.  ’Twas  the  Governors  pleafure , 

In  honor  of  the  Vane.,  a cuftom  us’d, 

To  fpeak  a Soldiers  welcome. 

Lac.  ’Tis  a fit  one: 

But  is  my  Mafter  here  too  ? 
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ht  of  Malta, 

Co!.  Three  days  fince. 

Luc.  Might  I demand  without  offence,  fo  much, 

Is’t  pride  in  him  (however  now  a flave) 

That  I am  not  admitted  to  his  prefence  ? 

Co/.  His  curtefie  to  you , and  to  mankind 

May  eafily  refolve  you , he  is  free 
from  that  poor  vice  which  only  empty  men 

Elteem  a virtue. 

Luc.  What’s  the  reafon  then , 

As  vou  imagine,  Sir  ? 

Co/.  Why  I tell  you  ^ 

You  are  a woman  of  a tempting  beauty, 

And  he,  however  virtuous,  as  a man 

Subjed  to  humane  frailties  s and  how  far 

They  may  prevail  upon  him , fhould  he  fee  you. 

He  is  not  ignorant : and  therefore  choofes , 

With  care  t’avoid  the  caufe  that  may  produce 

Some  ftrange  effed , which  will  not  well  keep  ranck 

With  the  rare  temperance,  which  is  admired 

In  his  life  hitherto. 

Luc.  This  much  increafes 

My  ftrpng  defire  to  lee  him. 

Co/.  It  fhould  rather 

Teach  you  to  thank  the  Prophet  that  you  w’orlhip, 

That  you  are  fuch  a mans,  who  though  he  may 

Do  any  thing  which  youth  and  heat  of  blood 

Invites  him  to , yet  dares  not  give  way  to  them ; 

Your  entertainment’s  Noble,  and  not  like 

Your  prefent  fortune^  and  if  all  thofe  tears 

WJiich  made  grief  lovely  in  you  , in  the  relation 

Of  the  fad  frory,  that  forc’d  me  to  weep  too. 

Your  husbands  hard  fate  were  not  counterfeit  •, 

You  fhould  rejoyce  that  you  have  means  to  pay 

A chaff  life  to  his  memory,  and  bring  to  him 

Thofe  fweets,  which  while  he  liv’d,  hecould  not  tall  of^ 
But  if  you  wantonly  bellow  them  on 

Another  man  you  offer -violence 

To  him,  though  dead;,  and  his  griev’d  fpirit  will  fuffer 
For  your  immodefl  loolenefs. 

Luc.  W'hy,  I hope.  Sir, 

My  willingnefs  to  look  on  him,  to  whom 

I owe  my  life  and  fervice,  is  no  proof 

Of  any  iiDchafl  purpofe. 

Co/.  So  I wiffi  too. 

And  in  the  confidence  it  is  not.  Lady, 

I dare  the  better  tell  you  he  will  fee  you 

This  night,  in  which  by  him  I am  commanded, 

To  bring  you  to  his  chamber,  to  what  end 

I eafily  fhould  guefs,  were  I Miranda-., 

And  therefore,  though  I can  yield  little  reafon , 

(But  in  a general  love  to  womens  goodnefs) 

Why  I fhould  be  fo  tender  of  your  honor, 

I willingly  would  bellow  fome  counfail  of  you , 

And  would  you  follow  it  ? 

Luc.  Let  me  firfl  hear  it. 

And  then  I can  refolve  you. 

Col.  My  advice  then 

Is,  that  you  would  not , (as  moll  Ladies  ufe 

Wlien  they  prepare  themlelves  for  fiich  encounters) 

Study  to  add,  by  artificial  dreffings 

To  native  excellence-,  yours  (without  help) 

But  feen  as  it  is  now,  would  make  a Hermit 

Leaves  his  deaths  head,  and  change  his  after  hopes 

Of  endlefs  comforts  for  a few  fhort  minutes 

Of  prefent  pleafiires to  prevent  which.  Lady, 

Pradice  to  take  away  from  your  perfedions , 

And  to  preferve  your  chaflity  unllain’d , 

The  moft  deform’d  fhape  that  you  can  put  on 

To  cloud  your  bodies  fair  gifts,  or  your  minds, 

(It  being  laboured  to  fo  chaff:  an  end) 

Will  prove  the  fairefl  ornament. 

Luc.  To  take'  from 

The  workmanfhip  of  Heaven  is  an  offence 

As  great,  as  to  endeavor  to  add  to  it  j 

Of  which,  I’ll  not  be  guilty:  Chaflity 

That  lodges  in  deformity,  appears  rather 

A muld  impos’d  by  nature , than  a blefling  j 

And  ’tis  commendable  only  when  it  conquers 

Though  nere  fo  oft  aflaulted,  in  refinance : ’ 

For  me.  I’ll  therefore  fo  difpofemy  felf. 

That  if  I hold  out , it  fhall  be  with  honor  d 

Or  if  I yield,  Miranda  fhall  find  fomething' 

To  make  him  love  his  vidorv.  jtv;* 

Col.  With  what  cunning 

This  woman  argues  for  her  own  damnation  ? 

Nor  fhould  I hold  it  for  a miracle. 

Since  they  are  all  born  SopIjijlerT  to  maintain 

That  lufl  is  lawful,  and  the  end  and  ufe 

Of  their  creation : would  I never  had 

Hop’d  better  of  her  ^ or  could  not  believe. 

Though  feen  the  ruin , I muft  ever  grieve.  Exit. 

Sc  ana  ^uarta. 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  Servants  wit/)  Lights, 

Mir.  I’ll  fee  you  in  your  chamber.  A Table  out. 

Nor.  Pray  ye  no  farther:  twofioo/s. 

It  is  a ceremony  I exped  not, 

I am  no  flranger  here,  I know  my  lodging. 

An  have  fleptfoundly  there,  when  the  Tur\s  Cannon 
PJayd  thick  upon’t : O ’twas  Royal  Mufick , 

And  to  procure  a found  fleep  for  aSouldier, 

Worth  forty  of  our  Fiddles.  As  you  love  me  i 

Prefs  it  no  farther. 

Mir.  You  will  overcome. 

Wait  on  him  carefully. 

Nor.  I have  took  fince  fupper 

A roufe  or  two  too  much,  and  by 

It  warms  my  blood. 

Mir.  You’ll  fleep  the  better  for’t. 

Tlor.  ' — on’t,  I fhould , had  but  I a kind  wench 

To  pull  my  Boot-hofe  off,  and  warm  my  night-cap. 
There’s  no  charm  like  it:  I love  old  Adams  way-. 

Give  me  a diligent  Eve.,  to  wait  towards  bed-time , 

Hang  up  your  finooth  chin  page : and  now  I think  on’t , 
Where  is  your  Turkjjh  Prifbner  ? 

Mir,  In  the  Caftle, 

But  yet  I never  faw  her. 

Nor.  Fie  upon  you: 

See  her  for  fhame  ^ or  hark  ye , if  you  would 

Perform  the  friends  part  to  me,  the  friends  part. 

It  being  a fafhion  of  the  fall  edition , 

Far  from  panderifm , now  fend  her  to  me  ^ 

You  look  flrange  on’t , no  entertainment’s  perfed 
Without  it  on  my  word;  no  livery  like  it; 

There’s  no  fuit  got  without  it. 

Gold  is  an  afs  to’t. 

Afir.  Go  to  bed,  to  bed. 

Nor.  Well,  if  fhe  come,  I doubt  not  to  convert  her. 

If  not,  the  fin  lye  on  your  head. 

Good  night  Exit  Nor.  and  Servants. 

Enter  Colonna  and  Lucinda. 

Col.  There  you  fhall  find  him  Lady : you  know  what  I 
And  if  you  pleafe  you  may  make  ufe.  (have  faid, 

Luc.  No  doubt  Sir. 

Got.  From  hence  I fhall  hear  all. 

Mir.  Come  hither  young  one. 

Befhrew  my  heart  : a handfome  wench : come  nearer, 

A very  handfome  one:  do  not  you  grieve.  Sweet, 

You  are  a prifbner.? 

Luc.  The  Jofs  of  liberty 

No  doubt  Sir,  is  a heavy  and  a fharp  burden 

To  them  that  feel  it  truely : But  your  fervant , 

Your  humble  handmayd,  never  felt  that  rigor. 

Thanks  to  that  noble  will : no  want,  no  hunger, 
(Companions  flill  to  flaves)  no  violence 

Nor: 
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Nor  any  unbefeeming  afl,  we  ftart  at. 

Have  I yet  with  all  content  and  goodnefs , 

Civility,  ^d  fweecnefs  of  behaviour 

Dwell  round  about  me  •,  therefore  worthy  Walter, 

I cannot  fay  I grieve  my  liberty. 

W/r.  Do  not  you  fancy  me  too  cold  a Soldier, 

Too  obltinate  an  enemy  to  youth. 

That  had  fo  fair  a jewel  in  my  Cabinet , 

And  in  fq  long  a time , would  nere  look  on  it  ? 

Col.  What  can  Ihe  fay  now  ? 

L«c.  Sure  I defir’d  to  fee  ye. 

And  with  a longing  wifh. 

Col.  There’s  all  her  virtue. 

Luc.  Purfu’d  that  full  defire  to  give  ye  thanks  Sir, 

The  only  Sacrifice  I have  left , and  fervice. 

For  all  the  virtuous  care  you  have  kept  me  iafe  with. 

Col.  She  holds  well  yet.  ' 

M/V.  The  pretty  fool  fpeaks  finely : 

Come  fit  down  here. 

Luc.  O Sir,  ’tis  moll  unfeemly. 

Mir.  I’ll  have  it  fo : fit  clofe,  now  tell  me  truly. 

Did  you  ere  love  yet  ? 

Luc.  My  years  will  anfwer  that  Sir. 

M/>.  And  did  you  then  love  truly  ? 

Lttc.  So  \ thought  Sir. 

Mir.  Can  ye  love  me  fo  ? 

Col.  Now! 

Luc.  With  all  my  duty  •, 

I were  unworthy  of  thofe  favors  elfc. 

You  daily  Ihowre  upon  me. 

Mir.  What  thinkfl;  thou  of  me  ? 

Luc.  I think  ye  are  a truly  worthy  Gentleman, 

A pattern,  and  a pride  to  the  age  ye  live  m. 

Sweet  as  the  commendations  all  men  give  ye. 

Mir.  A pretty  flattering  rogue,  dare  ye  kifs  that  fweet 
Ye  fpeak  lb  fweetly  of?  Come.  (man 

Col.  Farewell  virtue. 

Mir,  What  haft  thou  got  betiveen  thy  lips?  kifs  once 
Sure  thou  haft  a Ipell  there.  _ (more. 

Luc.  More  than  ere  1 knew  Sir. 

Col.  All  hopes  go  now.  (hear  me, 

Mir.  I muft  tell  you  a thing  in  your  ear,  and  you  mult 
And  hear  me  willingly,  and  grant  me  fo  too, 

’Twill  not  be  worth  my  asking  elfe. 

Luc.  It  muft  be 

A very  hard  thing  Sir,  and  from  my  power , 

I lhall  deny  your  goodnefs. 

Mir.  ’Tis  a good  wench*,  I muft  lye  with  ye  Lady. 

Luc.  ’Tis  fomething  ftrange: 

For  yet  in  all  my  life  I knew  no  bedfellow. 

M/r.  You  will  quickly  find  that  knowledge. 

Luc.  To  what  end  Sir  ^ r • -> 

Mir.  Art  thou  lb  innocent,  thou  canft  not  guels  at  it. 
Did  tiiy  dreams  never  direftthee? 

Luc.  ’Faith  none  yet  Sir.  (plealurc*, 

Mir.  I’ll  tell  thee  then : I would  meet  thy  youth , and 
Give  thee  my  youth  for  that,  by  heaven  Ihe  fires  me. 
And  teach  thy  fair  white  arms,  like  wanton  Ivies 
A thoufand  new  embraces. 

Luc.  Is  that  all  Sir?  • , , 

And  fey  I Ihould  try,  may  not  we  lie  quietly? 

Upon  my  confcieace  I could. 

Mir.  That’s  as  we  make  it.  (then  ? 

Luc.  Grant  that,  that  likes  ye  beft , what  would  ye  do 

Mir.  What  would  1 do  ? certainly  I am  no  baby , 

Nor  brought  up  for  a Nun  *,  hark  in  thine  ear. 

Luc.  Fie,  fie,  Sir. 

Mir.  I would  get  a brave  boy  on  thee, 

A warlike  boy. 

Luc.  Sure  we  lhall  get  ill  Chriftians. 

Mir.  We’ll  mend  ’em  in  the  breeding  then. 

Luc.  Sweet  Matter. 

Col.  Never  belief  in  woman  come  near  me  more. 

Lu:’.  My  belt  and  nobleft  Sir,  if  a poor  Virgin, 


(For  yet  by 1 amfo)  Ihould  chance  lb  far 

(Seeing  your  excellence,  and  able  fweetnefs) 

To  forget  her  felf,  and  flip  into  your  bofome, 

Or  to  your  bed  , out  of  a doting  on  ye , 

Take  it  the  beft  way^  have  you  that  cruel  heart, 

That  murd’ring  mind  too? 

t>Iir.  Yes  by  my  troth  (fweet)  have  I ^ 

To  lie  with  her. 

Luc.  And  do  you  think  it  well  done  ? (wench, 

Mir.  That’s  as  flie’ll  think  when  ’tis  done  \ come  to  bed 
For  thou  art  fo  pretty , and  fo  witty  a companion, 

We  muft  not  part  to  night. 

Luc.  Faith  let  me  go  Sir, 

And  think  better  on’t. 

Mir.  Yfaith  thou  lhalt  not^ 

I warrant  thee  I’ll  think  on’t. 

Luc.  I have  heard  ’em  fay  here , 

You  are  a Maid  too. 

Mir.  1 am  lure  I am,  wench , 

If  that  will  pleafe  thee. 

Luc.  1 have  feen  a wonder, 

And  would  you  loole  that  for  a little  wantonnefs, 
(Confider  my  fweet  Mafter,  like  a man , now,) 

For  a few  honied  kifles.  Height  embraces , 

That  glory  of  your  youth  that  crown  of  fweetnefs? 

Can  ye  deliver  that  unvalued  treafure  ? 

Would  ye  forfake,  to  feek  , your  own  dilhonor , r.  . 
What  gone,  no  age  recovers,  nor  repentance , ^ 

To  ^‘poor  ftranger? 

Col.  Hold  there  again , thou  art  perfed. 

Ltic.  I know  you  do  but  try  me. 

Mir.  And  I know 

I’ll  try  you.a  great  deal  farther:  prethee  to  bedj 
I love  thee , and  fo  well : come  kifs  me  once  more  *, 

Is  a maiden-head  ill  beftow’d  o’me/ 

Luc.  WhaCs  this  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Why,’tisthe  badge  ('my  Sweet)  of  that  holy  Order 
I fliortly  muft  receive,  the  Crols  of  Malta. 

Luc.  What  virtue  has  it? 

Mir.  All  that  we  call  virtuous. 

Luc.  Who  gave  it  firft  ? 

Mir.  He  that  gave  all,  to  fave  us. 

Luc.  Why  then  ’tis  holy  too  ? 

Mir.  True  fign  of  holinefs , 

The  badge  of  all  his  Soldiers  that  profefs  him. 

Luc.  The  badge  of  all  his  Soldiers  that  profefs  him, 
Can’t  fave  in  dangers  ? 

Mir.  Yes. 

Luc.  In  troubles  comfort? 

Mir.  You  fay  true,  fweet. 

Luc.  In  ficknes,  reftore  health  ? 

Mir.  All  this  it  can  do. 

Lttc.  Preferve  from  evils  that  afflid  our  frailties. 

Mir.  I hope  Ihe  will  be  ChrijUan  : all  theft  truly. 

Luc.  Why  are  you  fick  then,  fick  to  death  with  lull  ? 
In  danger  to  be  loft  ? no  holy  thought, 

In  all  that  heart,  nothing  but  wandring  frailties 
Wild  as  the  wind,  and  blind  as  death  or  ignorance, 
Inhabit  there. 

dMir.  Forgive  me  heaven,  flie  fays  true. 

Luc.  Dare  ye  profefs  that  badge, prophane  that  goodnefs? 

Col.  Thou  haft  redeem’d  thy  felt  again,  moft  rarely, 

Luc.  That  holinefs  and  truth  ye  make  me  wonder  at  ? 
Blaft  all  the  bounty  heaven  gives,  that  remembrance. 

CoL  O excellent  woman. 

Luc.  Fling  it  from  ye  quickly, 

If  ye  be  thus  refolv’d  •,  I fee  a virtue 
Appear  in’t  like  a fword , both  edges  flaming 
That  will  confume  ye,  and  your  thoughts,  to  aflieSj 
Let  them  profefs  it  that  are  pure,  and  noble. 

Gentle,  and  juft  of  thought,  that  build  the  crofs, 

Not  thofe  that  break  it,  by if  ye  touch  me, 

Even  in  the  ad.  I’ll  make  that  crofs,  and  curfe  ye, 

Mir  You  lhall  not  (fair)  I did  diflemble  with  ye, 
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And  but  to  try  your  faith,  I fafiiion’d  all  this: 

Yet  fomething  yon  provokt  me : this  fair  crofs : 

By  me  (if  he  but  pleafe  to  help,  firfl  gave  it) 

Shall  nee’r  be  worn  upon  a heart  corrupted  j 
Go  to  your  reft,  mymodeft,  honeft  fervant. 

My  fair,  and  virtuous  maid,  and  fleep  fecure  there , 

For  when  you  fuffer,  I forget  this  fign  heie. 

Col.  A man  of  men  too  : O moft  perfeft;  Gentleman! 
Luc.  All  fweet  reft  to  you  fir-,  I am  half  a 
The  other  half.  I’ll  pray  for-,  then  for  you,  Sir  ^ 

Mir.  This  is  the  fowkft  play  rilfhew,  good  night,  fweet. 

Exeunt. 


JBus  Quartus, 

Scd^na  Trim  a. 

Enter  Mountferrat  and  Rocca. 

'Mount.  The  Sun’s  not  fet  yet  ? 

Koc.  No  Sir. 

Mount.  Would  it  were, 

Never  to  rife  again  to  light  the  world. 

And  yet,  to  what  vain  purpole  do  I wilh  it . 

Since  though  I were  inviron’d  with  thick  mifts, 

Black  as  Cymerian  darknefs,  or  my  crimes , 

There  is  that  here , upon  which  as  an  anvile 
Ten  thoufand  hammers  ftrike,  and  every  fpark 
They  force  from  it , to  me’s  an  other  Sun 
To  light  me  to  my  Ihame  ? 

Koc.  Tnke  hope,  and  comfort. 

Mount.  They  are  aides  indeed,  but  yet  as  far  from  me 
As  I from  being  innocent : this  cave  fadiion’d  , 

By  provident  nature , in  this  folid  Rock 
To  be  a den  forbeafts,  alone,  receives  me. 

And  having  prov’d  an  enemy  to  mankind. 

All  humane  helps  forfake  me. 

Eoc.  I’ll  nee’r  leave  you. 

And  wilh  you  would  call  back  that  noble  courage 
That  old  invincible  fortitude  of  yours 
That  us’d  to  fhrink  at  nothing. 

Mrunt.  Then  it  did  not. 

But  ’twas  when  I was  honeft  -,  then  in  the  height 
Of  all  my  happinefs , of  all  my  glories , 

Of  all  delights , that  made  life  pretious  to  me 
I durft  dye  Rocca  ^ death  it  felf  then  to  me 
Was  nothing  terrible , becaufe  I knew , 

The  fame  of  a good  I^ight  would  ever  live 
Frefii  on  my  memory  ^ but  fince  I fell 
From  my  integrity,  and  difmis’d  thofe  guards, 

'Thofe  ftrong  aftlirances  of  innocence. 

That  conftancy  fled  from  me,  and  what’s  worfe. 

Now  I am  loathfome  to  my  felf,  and  life 
A burthen  to  me , rack’d  with  fad  remembrance 
Of  what  I have  done , and  my  prefent  horrors 
Unfufferable  to  me , tortur’d  with  defpair 
That  I lhall  nee’r  find  mercy:  hell  about  me, 

Behind  me , and  before  me,  yet  I dare  not, 

Still  fearing  worfe , put  off  my  wretched  Being. 

Enter  Abdella. 

Roc.  To  fee  this  would  deter  a doubtful  man 
From  mifehievous  intents,  much  more  the  pradice 
Of  what  is  wicked : here’s  the  Moore,  look  up  Sir , 
Some  eafe  may  come  from  her. 

Mount.  New  trouble  rather. 

And  I exped  it. 

Abd.  Who  is  this  ? Mountferrat  ? 

Rile  up  for  Ihame,  and  like  a river  dri’d  up 
With  a long  drought,  from  me,  your  bounteous  Sea 
Receive  thofe  tides  of  comfort  that  flow  to  you  ^ 

If  ever  I look  lovely : if  defert. 


Could  ever  challenge  welcome  ^ if  revenge , 

And  unexpeded  wreak,  were  ever  pleafing 
Or  could  endear  the  giver  of  luch  bleflings. 

All  thefe  I come  adorn’d  with , and,  as  due. 

Make  challenge  of  thofe  fo  long  wilh’d  embraces 
Which  you  ( unkind)  have  hitherto  deny’d  me. 

Mount.  Why,  what  have  you  done  for  [me  ^ 

Abd.  Made  Corner  a 

As  truely  miferable , as  you  thought  him  happy, 

Could  you  wifli  more  ? 

Mount.  As  if  his  ficknefs  could 
Recover  mes  the  injuries  I receiv’d 
V^eiQOriana^s. 

Abd.  She  has  paid  dear  for  ’em , 

She’s  dead. 

- Mount.  How .? 

Abd.  Dead  ^ my  hate  could  reach  no  farther : 

Taking  advantage  of  her  in  a fwoon , 

Under  pretence  to  give  a Cordial  to  her 
I poyfon’d  her : what  ftupid  dulnefs  is  this  ? 

What  you  Ihould  entertain  with  facrifice. 

Can  you  receive  lb  coldly  ? 

Mount.  Bloody  deeds 

Are  grateful  offerings , pleafing  to  the  devill , 

And  thou , in  thy  black  lhape,  and  blaker  adions 
Being  hels  perfed  charader , art  delighted 
To  do  what  I thought  infinitely  wicked. 

Tremble  to  hear : thou  haft,  in  this  taen  from  me 
All  means  to  make  amends  with  penitence , 

To  her  wrong’d  virtues,  and  dil]X)il’d  me  of 
The  poor  remainder  of  that  hope  was  left  me, 

For  all  I have  already , or  muft  fuffer. 

Abd»  I did  it  for  the  belt. 

Mount.  For  thy  worft  ends. 

And  be  allur’d  but  that,  I think  to  kill  thee 
Would  but  prevent,  what  thy  defpair  muft  force  thee 
To  do  unto  thy  felf,  and  fo  to  add  to 
Thy  moft  aflur’d  damnation , thou  wert  dead  now. 

But  get  thee  from  my  fight:  and  if  lull  of  me 
Did  ever  fire  thee  ( love  I cannot  call  it) 

Leap  down  from  thofe  fteep  Rocks , or  take  advantage 
Of  the  next  tree  to  hang  thy  felf,  and  then 
I may  laugh  at  it. 

Abd.  In  the  mean  time 

I muft  be  bold,  to  do  fo  much  for  you,  ha,  ha. 

Mount.  Why  grinft  thou,  devil  ? 

Abd.  That  ’tis  in  my  power. 

To  punilh  thy  ingratitude I made  trial 
But  how  you  flood  affeded,  and  fince  I know 
I’m  us’d  only  for  a property , 

I can,  and  will  revenge  it  to  the  full. 

For  underftand , in  thy  contempt  of  me  , 

Thofe  hopes  of  Oriana.^  which  I could 
Have  chang’d  to  certainties,  are  loft  for  ever. 

Mount.  Why,  lives  fhe? 

Abd.  Yes,  but  never  to  Mountferrat 
Although  it  is  in  me,  with  as  much  eafe 
To  give  her  freely  up  to  thy  poflelTion, 

As  to  remove  this  rulh-,  which  yet  defpair  of: 

For  by  much  wrong’d  love,  j^attery,  nor  threats, ^ 
Tears,  prayers,  nor  vowes,  %all  ever  win  me  to  it: 

So  with  my  curie  I leave  thee. 

Mount.  Prethee  flay , 

Thou  know’ll  I dote  on  thee , and  yet  thou  art 
So  peevilh , and  perverle , lb  apt  to  take 
Triffles  unkindly  from  me. 

Abd.  To  perfwade  me 

To  break  ray  neck,  to  hang,  thentlamn  my  lelf. 
With  you  are  trifles. 

Mount.  ’Twas  my  melancholy 
That  made  me  fpeaki  know  not  what:  forgive, 

I will  redeem  my  fault. 

Roc^  Believe  him  Lady. 

Mount.  A thoufand  times  1 will  demand  thy  pardon, 
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And  keep  the  reckoning  on  thy  lips  with  kihb. 

Abd.  There’s  lomethingelfe,  that  would  prevail  more 

(with  me. 

Mount.  Thou  fbalt  have  all  thy  wilhes  do  but  blefs  me 
With  means  to  fatisfie  my  mad  delires 
For  once  in  Oriana  and  for  ever 
I am  thine,  only  thine  my  bell  AbdeVa. 

Abd.  Were  1 allur’d  of  this,  and  that  you  would 
Having  enjoy’d  her 

Mount.  Any  thing ; make  choice  of 
Thine  own  conditions. 

Abd.  Swear  then,  that  perform’d, 

(To  free  me  from  all  doubts  and  fears  hereafter) 

To  give  me  leave  to  kill  her. 

Mount.  That  our  fafety 
Muft  of  necefiity  urge  us  to. 

Abd.  Then  know 

It  was  not  poyfon , but  a fleeping  potion 
Which  ihe  receiv’d:,  yet  of  fufficient  ftrength 
So  to  bind  up  her  fences , that  no  fign 
Of  life  appear’d  in  her : and  thus  thought  dead. 

In  her  beft  habit,  as  the  cuftom  is 
You  know  in  Malta , with  all  ceremonies 
She’s  buried  in  her  families  monusnent. 

In  the  Temple  of  St.  John-.,  I’ll  bring  you  thither. 

Thus,  as  you  are  difguis’d-,  fome  fix  hours  hence 
The  potion  will  leave  working. 

Koc.  Let  us  haftethen. 

Mount.  Be  ray  good  angel,  guide  me. 

Abd.  But  remember. 

You  keep  your  Oath. 

Mount.  As  1 delire  to  profper 
In  what  I undertake. 

Abd.  I ask  no  more.  Exeunt, 

Scma  Secunda. 

Enter  Mranda,  Norandine,  and  Collonral 

Col.  Here  fir,  I have  got  the  Key^  I borrow’d  it 
Of  him  that  keeps  the  Church,  the  door  is  open. 

Mir.  Look  to  the  horfesthen,  andpleafethe  fellow. 
After  a few  devotions.  I’ll  retire. 

Be  not  far  oft',  there  may  be  fome  ufe  of  ye , 

Give  me  the  light ; come  friend,  a few  good  prayers 
Were  net  beftow’d  in  vain  now,  even  from  you  Sir, 

Men  that  are  bred  in  blood,  have  no  way  left ’em, 

No  batn,  no  purge,  no  time  to  wear  it  out 
Or  wafn  it  off,  but  penitence,  and  prayer : 

1 am  to  take  the  order , and  my  youth 
Loaden  I mult  confefs  with  many  follies , 

Circled  and  bound  about  with  fins  as  many 
As  in  the  houfe  of  memory  live  figures. 

My  heart  I’ll  open  now,  my  faults  confefs. 

And  raife  a new  man,  heaven,  I hope,  to  a new  life. 

Nor.  I have  no  great  devotion,  at  this  inftant. 

But  for  a prayer  or  two,  1 will  not  out  Sir, 

Hold  up  your  finger , when  you  have  pray’d  enough. 

Mir.  Go  you  to  that  end. 

Nor.  I ftiall  nee’r  pray  alone  fure, 

I have  been  lb  us’d  to  anfwer  the  Clerk : would  I had  a 
culhion,  for  I lhall  ne’r  make  a good  Hermit,  and  kneel 
till  my  knees  are  horn , thefe  ftones  are  plaguy  hard  •, 
where  lhall  1 begin  now?  for  if  I do  not  oblerve  a method, 
1 lhall  be  out  prefently. 

Ori.  Oh,  oh. 

Nor.  'A'hat’s  that  Sir?  did  ye  hear? 

Mir.  Ha  to  vour  prayers. 

Nor.  ’Twashere  abouts,  t’has  put  me  clean  away  now, 
I lhall  nee’r  get  in  again,  ha,  by  Land, 

And  water,  all  children,  and  all  womei?, 

I there  it  was  1 left. 

Ori.  Oh,  oh.  • 

Nor.  Never  tell  me  Sir, 

Here’s  femething  got  amongll  -us. 


Mir.  I heard  a groan : 

A difmal  one,  Ori.  Oh,  Oh. 

Nor.  Here,  ’tis  here  Sir,  ’tis  here  Sir; 

A devil  in  the  wall. 

Mir.  ’Tis  fome  iilufion 

To  fright  us  from  devotion Ori.  Oh,  oh. 

Nor.  Why  ’tis  here  , 

The  fpirit  of  a huntefman  choak’d  with  butter:  ! 

Here’s  a new  tomb,  new  trickments  too.  ; 

Mir.  For  certain. 

This  has  not  been  three  days  here. 

Nor.  And  a Tablet 
With  rimes  upon’t. 

Mir.  1 prethee  read  ’em  Norandine. 

Nor.  An  Epi— and  Epi— taffi  I think  ’tis,  I ’tis  taff,  an 
Upon  the  molt  excell,  excell-lent— and.  (Epitaff 

Mir.  Thou  canft  not  read. 

Nor.  I have  Ipoyl’d  mine  eyes  with  gunpowder,  1 
Ai?r.  An  Epitaph  upon  the  molt  virtuous,  and  excellent  < 
The  honor  of  Chaftity,  Oriana.  (Lady  ' 

Nor.  The  grand  mafters  filler  : how  a devil  came  Ihe  here? 
When  fliptfhe  out  o’th’way,theftone’s  but  half  upon  her. 

Mir.  ’Tis  a fodain  change : certain  the  mifehief 
Mount f err  at  offer’d  to  her  broak  her  heart-ftrings. 

Nor.  W'ould  he  were  here,  I would  be  the  clerk  my  felf. 
And  by  this  little  light , I would  bury  him  alive  here : 
Here’s  no  lamenting  now.  Ori.  Oh,  oh. 

Nor.  There  ’tis  (for  her. 

Mir.  Sure  from  the  monument,  the  very  Hone  groanes 
Oh,  dear  Lady : blefling  of  w’omen,  virtue  of  thy  lex  j 
How  art  thou  let  for  ever , how  fcol’n  from  us. 

Babling , and  prating  now  converfe  with  women. 

Nor.  Sir,  it  rifes,  it  looks  up.  she  rifes  up. 

Mir.  Heaven  blefs  us. 

Nor.  It  is  in  womans  cloathes,  it  rifes  higher. 

Mir.  It  looks  about , and  wonders,  fure  fhe  lives  Sir. 

’Tis  Ihe,  ’tis  Oriana , ’tis  that  Lady. 

Nor.  Shall  I go  to  her  ? Ori.  Where  am  I ! 

Mir.  Stand  Hill. 

Ori.  What  place  is  this.'? 

Nor.  She  is  as  live  as  I am. 

Ori.  What  fmell  of  earth,  and  rotten  bones,  what  dark 
Lord,  whither  am  I carried  ? (place? 

Nor.  How  Ihe  Hares , 

And  fets  her  eyes  upon  him. 

Mir.  How  is’t  dear  Lady? 

Do  you  know  me,  how  fhe  fnakes .? 

Ori,  You  are  a man. 

Mir.  A man  that  honors  you. 

Ori.  A cruel  man , 

Ye  are  all  cruel : are  you  in  your  grave  too  ? 

For  there’s  no  trufting  cruel  man,  above  ground. 

Nor.  Byr’Lady  that  goes  hard. 

Mir.  To  do  you  lervice 
And  to  reftore  ye  to  the  joys  you  were  in. 

Ori.  I was  in  joyes  indeed,  and  hope — ■ 

Mir.  she  finks  again 

Again  Ihe’sgone-,  fhe’s  gone:  gone  as  afhadow. 

She  finks  for  ever,  friend. 

Nor.  She  is  cold  now, 

She  is  certainly  departed,  I mull  cry  too. 

Mir.  The  bleffed  angels  guide  thee : put  the  flone  too, 
Beauty  thou  art  gone  to  dull,  goodnefs  to  allies. 

Nor.  Pray  take  it  well : we  mufl  all  have  our  hours 
Sir. 

Mir.  I,  thus  we  are  -,  and  all  our  painted  glory , 

A buble  that  a boy  blows  in  toth’  ayr  , 

And  there  it  breaks. 

Nor.  I am  glad  ye  fav’d  her  honor  yet. 

Mtr.  Would  1 had  fav’d  her  life  now  too : Oh  heflven 
For  fuch  a blefting,  fuch  a timely  bleffing 
O friend,  what  dear  content ’twwild  be,  whatflory 
To  keep  my  name  from  worms  ? Ona  Oh,  oh. 

Nor.  She  lives  again. 

’Twas 
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’T*vas  but  a trance. 

Mir.  Pray  ye  call  my  man  in  prefently 
Help  with  the  ftone  firll,  ohflieftirs  again. 

Oh  call  my  man  away. 

Nor.  I fly,  I fly  Sir. 

Mir.  Upon  my  knees  O heaven,  O heaven  I thank  thee. 
Enter  Colonna,  and  Norand. 

The  living  heat  fleals  into  every  member  •, 

Come  help  the  Collin  out  foftly,  and  fodainlyj 
Where  is  the  Clerk? 

Col.  Drunk  above  he  is  Pure  Sir. 

Mir.  Sirrah,  yon  muft  be  fecret. 

Col.  As  your  foul  Sir. 

Mir.  Softly  good  friend,  take  her  into  your  armes. 

Nor.  Put  in  the  cruft  again. 

Mir.  And  bring  her  out  there  when  I am  a horfeback 
My  man,  and  I will  tenderly  conduct  her 
Unto  the  Fort^  ftayyou,  and  watch  what  ifliie, 

And  what  inquirie’s  for  the  body. 

Nor.  Well  Sir. 

Mir.  And  when  ye  have  done,  come  back  to  me. 

Nor.  I will. 

Mir.  Softly,  oh  fbfdy. 

Nor.  She  grows  warmer  ftill  Sir. 

Col.  What  fliall  I do  with  the  Key  ? 

Mir.  Thou  canft  not  ftir  now. 

Leave  it  ith’door , go  get  the  horfes  ready.  Exeunt. 
Enter  Rocca,  Mountferrat,  Abdella,  with  a da)\Lanthorn. 
Roc.  The  door’s  already  open,  the  Key  in  it. 

Mount.  What  were  thofe  paft  by  ? 

Eo:.  Some  fcout  of  Soldiers,  I think. 

Mount.  It  may  well  be  fb,  for  I favv  their  horfes: 

They  favv  not  us  I hope. 

Abd.  No,  no,  we  v/erc  clofe , 

Befide  they  were  far  oT 

Mount.  What  time  of  night  is’t? 

Abd.  Much  about  twelve  I think. 

Roc.  Let  me  go  in  firft 
For  by  the  leaving  open  of  the  door  here 
There  may  be  fome  body  in , the  Church : give  me  the 
Abd.  You’ll  love  me  now  I hope.  (Lanthorne. 

Mount.  Make  that  good  to  me 
Your  promife  is  engaged  for. 

Abd.  Why  fte  is  there 
Ready  prepar’d , and  much  about  this  time 
Life  will  look  up  again. 

I Roc.  Come  in  all’s  fure, 

I Net  a foot  ftirring,  nor  a tongue. 

Mount.  Heaven  blefs  me, 

I never  enter’d  with  fuch  unholy  thoughts 
This  place  before. 

Abd.  Ye  are  a fearful  fool. 

If  men  have  appetites  allow’d  ’em. 

And  warm  defires , are  there  not  ends  too  for  ’em  ? 

Mount.  Whether  fhall  we  carry  her  ? 

Roc.  Wftiy,  to  the  bark.  Sir, 

I have  provided  one  already  waits  us 5 

The  wind  ftands  wondrous  fair  too  for  our  paflage. 

Ahd.  And  there  when  ye  have  enjoy’d  her,  for  ye  have 
Let  me  alone  to  fend  her  to  feed  fifties:  ("that  liberty 

I’ll  no  more  fighs  for  her. 

Mount.  Where  is  the  monument  ? 

Thou  art  fure  fhe  will  awake  about  this  time  ? 

Abfl.  Moft  fure,  ifflie  be  not  knockt  oth’head : give  me 
Here  ’tis,  how  is  this,  the  ftone  off?  (the  Lanthorn, 
Roc.  I,  and  nothing 

Within  the  monument,  that’s  worfe^  no  body 
I am  fure  of  that,  nor  fign  of  any  here, 

But  an  empty  Coffin. 

Mount.  No  Lady  ? 

Roc.  No,  nor  Lord  Sir, 

This  Pye  has  been  cut  up  before. 

Abd.  Either  the  Devil 
Muft  do  thefe  tricks 


Mount.  Or  thou,  damn’d  one,  worfe  ^ 

Thou  black  fwoln  pitchy  cloud,  of  alf  my  afflictions  r 
Thou  night  hag,  gotten  when  the  bright  Moon  fuffer’d: 
Thou  hell  it  felf  confin’d  in  flefh:  what  trick  now.? 

Tell  me,  and  tell  me  quickly  what  thy  mifehief 
Has  done  with  her,  and  to  what  end,  and  whether 
Thou  haft  remov’d  her  body , or  by  this  holy  place 
This  Sword  fhall  cut  thee  into  thoufand  pieces, 

A thoufand  thoufand,  ftrow  thee  ore  the  Temple 
A facrifice  to  thy  black  fire,  the  Devil. 

Rod.  Tell  him,  you  fee  he’s  angry 
Abd.  Let  him  burft. 

Neither  his  fword.,  nor  anger  do  I fhake  at. 

Nor  will  yield  to  feed  his  poor  liifpitions, 

His  idle  jealoufies,  and  mad  dogs  heats 

One  thought  againft  my  felf : ye  have  done  a brave  deed^, 

A manly,  and  a valiant  piece  of  Service  : 

When  ye  have  kill’d  me , reckon’t  amongft  your  Battels  • 

I am  forry  ye  are  fo  poor,  lb  weak  a Gentleman, 

Able  to  ftand  no  fortune : I difpofe  of  her  ? 

My  mifehief  make  her  away  ? a likely  projeCl , 

I muft  play  booty  againft  my  felf,  if  any  thing  crofs  ye, 
1 am  the  devil,  and  the  devils  heir. 

All  plagues,  all  mifehiefs. 

Mount.  Will  ye  leave  and  do  yet? 

Ab.  I have  done  too  much , 

Far,  far  too  much, for  liich  a thanklefs  fellow. 

If  I be  devil , you  created  me  ^ 

I never  knew  thole  arts,  nor  bloody  praCtifes 
C — o’your  cunning  heart,  that  mine  of  mifchieQ 
Before  your  flatteries  won  ’em  into  me. 

Here  did  I leave  her,  leave  her  with  tiiat  certainty 
About  this  hour  to  wake  again. 

Mount.  Where  is  fhe  ? 

This  is  the  laft  demand. 

Ab.  Did  I now  know  it. 

And  were  1 fure,  this  were  my  lateft  minute, 

1 would  not  tell  thee : ftrike,  and  then  I’ll  curfe  thee : 

Roc.  I fee  a light , ' Hand  clofe,  and  leave  your  angers. 
We  all  mifearry  elle. 

Enter  Gomera,  Fage  with  Torch, 

Ah.  I am  now  carelels , 

Mount,  Peace,  prethee  peace,  fweet,  peace,  all  friends. 
Abd.  Stand  clofe  then. 

Gum-  Wait  there  Boy  , with  the  light,  till  I call  to 
In  darknefs  was  my  foul  and  fences  clouded  (thee; 

When  my  fair  Jewel  fell , the  night  of  jealoufie , 

In  all  her  blacknefs  drawn  about  my  judgment : 

No  light  was  let  into  me,  to  diftinguifh 
Betwixt  my  fuddain  anger  and  her  honor , 

A blind  fad  Pilgrimage  lhall  be  my  pennance  , 

No  comfort  of  the  day  will  I look  up  at : 

Far  darker  than  my  jealous  Ignorance 
Each  place  of  my  aboad  lhall  be  my  prayers 
No  ceremonious  lights  lhall  fet  off  more : 

Bright  Armes,  and  all  that  carry  luftre,  life. 

Society,  and  Iblace,  I forlake  ye. 

And  were  it  not  once  more  to  fee  her  beauties, 

(For  in  her  bed  of  death , Ihe  muft  be  fweet  ftill,) 

And  on  her  cold  fad  lips  feal  my  repentance  •, 

Thou  child  of  heaven , fair  light  I could  not  mils  thee. 

Mount,  I know  the  tongue,  would  I were  out  again. 

I have  done  him  too  much  wrong  to  look  upon  him. 

Ab.  There  isnolhiftingnow,Wdnefs,and  confidence 
Muft  carry  it  now  away:  he  is  but  one  neither. 

Naked  as  you  are,  of  a ftrengthfar  under. 

Mount.  But  he  has  a caufe  above  me. 

Ab.  That’s  as  you  handle  it. 

Roc.  Peace  : he  may  go  again,  and  never  lee  us. 

Gom.  I feel  I wf ep  apace , but  where’s  the  flood. 

The  torrent  of  my  tears , to  drown  my  fault  in  ? 

I would  I could  now,  like  aloaden  cloud,  • 

Begotten  in  the  moift  fouth , drop  to  nothing. 

Give  me  the  Torch,  Boy. 

Roc- 
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Tine.  Now  he  muft  difeover  us. 

Ab.  He  has  already,  never  hide  your  head 

Be  bold  and  brave , if  we  mult  dye  together. 

Com.  Who’s  there?  what  friend  to  forrow  ? Xlje  Tomb 

The  Stone  off  too  ? the  body  gone,  by (wide  open 

Look  to  the  door  Boy : keep  it  fall,  who  are  ye  ? 

What  facrilegious villains?  TzlTc Mounteferrat ^ 

The  woolf  tQ  honor,  has  thy  hellifli  hunger. 

Brought  thee  to  tear  the  body  out  oth’tomb  too  ? 

Has  thy  foul  mind  fo  far  wrought  on  thee  ? ha. 

Are  you  there  too  ? nay,  then  I fpie  a villany 

I never  dream’d  of  yet,  thou  linful  ulher 

Bred  from  that  rottennefs , that  bawd  to  mifehief, 

Do  you  blulh  through  all  your  blacknefs  ? will  not  that  hide 
Ab.  I cannot  fpeak.  (it  ? 

Gom.  You  are  well  met,  with  your  dam.  Sir, 

Art  thou  a Knight?  did  ever  on  that  fword, 

The  Chriftian  caufe  lit  nobly?  could  that  hand  light. 
Guided  by  fame,  and  fortune?  that  heart  inflame  thee, 
With  virtuous  fires  of  valor,  to  fall  ofi^ 

Fall  off  fo  fuddainly , and  with  fuch  foulnefs , 

As  the  falfe  Angels  did , from  all  their  glory  ? 

Thou  art  no  Knight,  honor  thou  never  heard’lt  of. 

Nor  brave  delircs  could  ever  build  in  that  bread:. 

Trealbn,  and  tainted  thoughts , are  all  the  Gods 

Thou  worfhip’fr,  all  the  Itrength  thou  hadft,  and  fortune  ^ 
Thou  didft  things  out  of  fear,  and  falfe  heart,  villain 

Out  of  clofe  traps  and  treacheries,  they  have  raifed  thee. 
Mourn.  Thou  rav’ll:  old  man.  ^ 

Com.  Before  thou  get’ll  off  from  me, 

Hadll  thou  the  glory  of  thy  lirll  figthts  on  thee 

Which  thou  haft  bafely  loft , thy  nobleft  fortunes. 

And  ift  their  greateft  luftres,  I would  make  thee. 

Before  we  part,  confels,  nay,  kneel,  and  do  it , 

Nay,  crying  loieel,  coldly,  for  mercy,  crying; 

Thou  art  the  recreant’ft  Rogue,  time  ever  nourifli’d. 
Thou  art  a dog , I will  make  thee  fwear,  a dog 

A mangy  Cur-dog  j do  you  creep  behind  the  Altar  ? 

Look  how  it  fweats,  to  Ihelter  fuch  a rafcall^ 

Firft,  with  thy  venemous  tooth  infed  her  chaft  life, 

And  then  not  dare  to  do  ^ next,  rob  her  reft. 

Steal  her  dead  body  out  oth’grave. 

Mount.  I have  not. 

Gom.  Prethee  come  out,  this  is  no  place  to  quarrel  in, 
Valiant  Mountferrat  come. 

Mount.  I will  not  ftir* 

Gom.  Thou  haft  thy  fword  about  thee , 

That  good  fword,  that  never  faillM  thee ; prethee  come. 
We’ll  have  but  five  ftroaks  for  it-,  on,  on  Boy, 

Here’s  one  would  fain  be  acquainted  with  thee. 

Would  wondrous  fain  cleave  that  Calves-head  of  yours  Sir, 
Come,  prethee  let’s  difpatch,  the  Moon  lliines  finely : 
Prethee  be  kill’d  by  me,  thou  wilt  be  bang’d  elfe. 

But  it  may  be,  thou  long’ll  to  be  hang’d. 

Koc.  Out  with  him.  Sir , 

You  lhall  have  my  fword  too;  when  he’s  difpatch’d  once, 
We  have  the  world  before  us. 

Gom.  Wilt  thou  walk  fellow, 

I never  knew  a Rogue,  hang  arfe-watd  lb. 

And  fuch  a defperate  knave  too. 

Ab.  Pray  go  with  him. 

Something  I’ll  promife  too. 

Mount.  You  would  be  kill’d  then  ? 

No  remedy,  I fee, 

Gom.  If  thou  dar’ft  do  it? 

Mount.  Yes,  now  I dare-,  lead  out,  I’ll  follow  prefently 
Under  the  Mount  I’ll  meet  ye. 

Gom.  Go  before  me , 

I’ll  have  ye  dn  a firing  too. 

Mount.  As  I am  a Gentleman, 

And  by  this  holy  place  I will  not  fail  thee. 

Fear  not,  thou  lhalt  be  kill’d,  take  my  word  for  it 

I will  not  fail. 

Com.  If  thou  fcap’ft  thou  hdft  Cats  luck. 

The  Mount? 

Mount.  The  fame;  make  haft,  I am  there  before  eife. 
Gom.  Go  get  ye  home  i now  if  he  fcapel  am  a Coward 
Mount.  Well,  now  I am  refolv’d,  and  helhall  find  it. 

"Exeunt. 

Sc£na  lertia. 

Enter  Miranda,  Lucinda,  Collonni' 

M/>.  H ow  is  it  with  the  Lady  ? 

Luc.  Sir,  as  well 

As  it  can  be  with  one , who  feeling  kuowes  now 

W hat  is  the  curfe  the  divine  juftice  lay’d 

On  the  firft  linful  woman. 

Mir.  Is  Ihe  in  travel  ? 

Lite.  Yes  lir^  and  yet  the  troubles  of  her  mind 

Afflicft  her  more,  than  what  her  body  fullers, 

For  in  the  extremity  of  her  pain,  Ihe  cryes  our, 

Why  am  1 here.?  Where  is  my  Lord  Camera 

Then  fometimes  names  Miranda.^  and  then  figh^,' 

As  if  to  Ipcak,  what  queftionlels  Ihe  loves  well. 

If  heard,  migthdo  her  injury. 

Col.  Heavens  fweet  mercy 

Look  gently  on  her, 

Mir.  Prethee  tell  her,  my  Prayers 

Are  prelent  with  her,  and  good  wench  provide 

That  Ihe  want  nothing:  what’s  thy  name? 

Luc.  Lucinda. 

Mir.  Lucinda  ? there’s  a profperous  omen  in  it , 

Be  a Lucina  to  her,  and  bring  word 

That  Ihe  is  lafe  delivered  of  her  burthen  , 

And  thy  reward’s  thy  liberty:  come  Collonna., 

We  will  go  fee  how  th’Engincer  has  mounted 

The  Cannon  the  great  Mailer  fent,  be  careful 

To  view  the  works,  and  learn  the  diftipline 

That  is  us’d  here : 1 am  to  leave  the  world 

And  for  your  fervice , which  1 have  found  faithful j 

The  charge  that’s  mine,  if  I have  any  power 

Hereafter  may  concern  you. 

Col.  I fcill  find 

A noble  Mailer  in  you, 

Mir.  ’Tis  but  juftice. 

Thou  do’ft  deferve  it  in  thy  care,  and  duty.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  ^uarta. 

Enter  Gomera,  Mountferrat,  Pvocca,  Ahdc^li-imlhaPlfiol. 

Gom.  Here’s  even  ground.  I’ll  ftir  no  foot  beyond  it. 
Before  I have  thy  head. 

Mount.  Draw  Rocca. 

Gom.  Coward, 

Hath  inward  guilt , robb’d  tliee  as  well  of  courage 

As  honefty  ? that  without  odds  thou  dar’ft  not 

Anfwer  a fingle  Enemy? 

Mount.  All  advantage 

That  I can  take,  expe(fl. 

Roc.  We  know  you  are  valiant. 

Nor  do  we  purpofe  to  make  farther  trial 

Of  what  you  can  do  now : but  to  difpatch  you. 

Mount.  And  therefore  fight , and  pray  together^ 

Gom.  Villains, 

Whole  balenefs,  all  difgracefiil  words  made  one. 

Cannot  exprefs  ^ fo  ftrorig  is  the  good  caufe 

That  feconds  me , that  you  fliall  feel,  with  horror  ' 

To  yoiur  proud  hopes,  what  ftrengtb  is  in  that  arni,  ^ i 
Though  old , that  holds  a fword  made  lharp  by  juftice., 
Ab.  You  come  then  here,  to  prate  ? 

Mount.  Help  R(7cw,  now. 

Or  I am  loft  for  ever  how  comes  this  ? 

Are  villany  and  weaknefs  twyns  ? 

Roc.  I am  gone  too. 

Gom.  You  lhall  not  fcape  me,  wretches,' 

Ab.  I muft  do  it. 

All 
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AU  will  go  wrong  elfe.  jhoots  him. 

Com.  Treacherous  bloody  woman. 

What  haft  thou  done? 

Ab.  Done  a poor  womans  part , 

And  in  an  inftant , what  thefe  men  fo  long 

Stood  fooling  for. 

Mount.  This  ayd  was  unexpefted , 

I kifs  thee  for’t , 

Koc.  His  right  arms  only  Ihot, 

And  that  compell’d  him  to  forfake  his  fword  , 

He’s  elfe  unwounded. 

Mount.  Cut  his  throat. 

Ab.  Forbear. 

Yet  do  not  hope  ’tis  with  intent  to  lave  tliee. 

But  that  thou  mayft  live  to  thy  farther  torment, 

To  fee  who  triumphs  over  thee  : come  Mount f err  at., 

Here  join  thy  foot  to  mine,  and  let  our  hearts 

Meet  with  our  hands , the  contrad  that  is  made 

And  cemented  with  blood , as  this  of  ours  is. 

Is  a more  holy  lanftion,  and  much  furer, 

Than  all  the  fuperftitious  ceremonies 

You  Chrijitans  ufe. 

Enter  Norandine. 

Koc.  Who’s  this  ? 

Mount.  Betray’d  again  ? 

Nor.  By  the  report  it  made,  and  by  the  wind 

The  Piftol  was  difcharg’d  here. 

Com.  Norandine. 

As  ever  thou  lov’d:  valor,  or  wear’ll:  Arms 

To  punilh  bafenefs,  Ihew  it. 

Nor.  0 the  devil, 

Comer  a wounded,  and  my  Brache  blacky  beauty 

An  ador  in  it  ? 

Ab.  If  thou  ftrik’ft.  I’ll  Ihoot  thee. 

Nor.  How?  fright  me  with  your  Pot-gun?  what  art  thou? 
Good  heaven,  the  Rogue,  the  traytor  rogue  Mountferrat., 
To  fwinge  the  neft  of  you,  is  alport  unlock’d  for, 

Hels confume  you. 

Mount.  As  thou  art  a man, 
lam  wounded,  give  me  time  to  anfwer  thee. 

Com.  Durft  thou  urge  this?this  hand  can  hold  a fword  yet. 
Nor.  Well  done:  to  fee  this  villain,  makes  my  hurts 
Bleed  frelli  again,  but  had  I not  a bone  whole. 

In  fuch  a caufe  I Hiould  do  thus,  thus  Rafcals. 

Enter  Corporal  and  watch. 

Cor.  Difarm  them , and  llioot  any  that  refills. 

Com.  Hold  Corporal , I am  Camera, 

Nor.  ’Tis  well  yet,  that  once  in  an  age  you  can 
Remember  what  you  watch  for : I had  thought 

You  had  again  been  making  out  your  parties 

For  fucking  piggs. 

’Tis  well : 

Nor.  As  you  will  anfwer 

The  contrary  with  your  lives,  fee  thefe  forth  coming. 

Cor.  That  we  lhall  do. 

Nor.  You  bleed  apace:  good  Soldiers 

Go  help  him  to  a Surgeon, 

Koc.  Dare  the  worft. 

And  fuller  like  your  felf. 

Ab.  From  me  learn  courage. 

Nor.  Now  for  Miranda,  this  news  will  be  to  him 

As  welcome  as  ’tis  unexpeded : Corporal, 

There’s  fomething  for  thy  care  tonight  j myhorfe  there. 

Exeunt. 

» 

t 

JBus  Quintus. 

Sc<£na  Frima. 

Enter  Oriana,  and  Lucinda. 

Ori.  How  do’s  my  Boy  •? 

Luc.  Oh,  wondrous  lufty  Madam, 

A little  Knight  already : you  lhall  live 

To  fee  him  tofs  a Lurl^. 

Ori.  Gentle  Lucinda, 

Much  muft  I thank  thee  for  thy  care,  and  lervice. 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  Colonna. 

And  may  I grow  but  ftrong  to  fee  Valetta, 

My  husband,  and  my  brother,  thou  lhalt  find 
i will  not  barely  thank  thee. 

M/r.  L<X)k  Captain,  we  muft  ride  away  tliismojming 

The  Auberge  fits  to  day,  and  the  great  Mailer 

Writes  plainly,  I mull  or  deliver  in 
(The  year  expir’d)  my  probation  weed , 

Or  take  the  Cloak : you  hkewile  Norandine 

For  your  full  fervice,  and  yourlaft  alfiftance 

In  falfe  Mountferrats  apprehenfion 

Are  here  commanded  to  alibciate  me^  my  twin  in  this  high 
honor.  * 

Nor.  I’ll  none  on’t : do  they  think  to  bind  me  to  live 
chaft,  fober,  and  temperately,  all  days  of  my  life  ? they  ; 
may  as  loon  tye  an  Englijhman  to  live  lb  ■,  1 lliall  be  a 
fvveet  Dane , a fweet  Captain , go  up  and  down  drink- 
ing fmall  beer,  and  fwearing  ^ods  neagues,  no.  I’ll  live 
a Squire  at  Arms  ftilJ , and  do  thou  fo  too  ■,  and  thou 
beelt  wife;  I have  found  the  myftery  now,  why  the  Gen- 
tlemen wear  but  three  bars  of  the  crols , and  the  Knights 
the  whole  one. 

A/ir.  W'hy  Captain 

Nor.  Marry  Sir,  to  put  us  in  remembrance,  we  are  but 
three  quarters  crofs’d  in  our  licence , and  pleafures ; but 
the  poor  Knights  crofs’d  altogether^  the  brothers  at 
Arras,  may  yet  meet  with  their  Sifters  at  Arms , now 
and  then,  in  brotherly  love^  but  the  poor  Knights  can- 
not get  a Lady  for  love , nor  money : ’tis  not  fo  in  other 
Countries  I wis , pray  hafte  you , for  I’ll  along , and  fee 
what  will  tome  on’t.  Exit. 

Mir.  Collonna,  provide  ftrait,  all  neceflaries 

For  this  remove,  the  Lytter  for  the  Lady , 

And  let  Lucinda  bear  her  company. 

You  lliail  attend  on  me. 

Col.  With  all  my  duties  Exit. 

Mir.  How  fare  you  gracious  Miftrifs  ? 

Ori.  0 Miranda. 

You  pleas’d  to  honor  me  with  that  fair  title 

When  1 was  free,  and  could  dilpole  my  felf  ■, 

But  now,  no  fmile,  no  word,  no  look,  no  touch 

Can  I impart  to  any,  but  as  theft 

From  my  Camera,  and  who  dares  accept , 

Is  an  ufurper.  • 

Mir.  Leave  us  •,  I have  touch’d  thee, 

(Thou  fairer  virtue,  than  thou’rt  beautiful) 
dold  but  this  tell , lb  rich  an  ore  was  never 

Tryed  by  the  hand  of  man , on  the  vaft  earth; 

Sit  brighteft  Oriana,  is  it  fin 

Still  to  profefs  1 love  you.  Hill  to  vow 
lhall  do  ever  ? heaven  my  witnefs  be, 

’Tis  not  your  eye,  your  cheek,  your  tongue,  no  part 

That  fuperficially  doth  fnare  young  men , 

Which  has  caught  me  •,  read  over  in  your  thoughts 

The  ftorythat  this  man  hath  made  of  youj 

And  think  upon  his  merit. 

Ori.  Only  thought 

Can 
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Can  comprehend  it. 

Mir.  And  can  you  befd 
Cruel,  thanklefs,  to  deftroy  his  youth 
That  fav’d  your  honor,  gave  you  double  life  > 

Your  own,  and  your  fair  Infants?  that  when  fortune 
(The  blind  foe  to  all  beauty,  that  is  good,) 

Bandied  you  from  one  hazard  to  another. 

Was  even  heavens  Mellenger,  by  providence 
Call’d  to  the  Temple,  to  receive  you  there. 

Into  thefe  Arms,  to  giveeafe  to  yourthrowes, 

Asif’t  had  thunder’d  i take  thy  due  Miranda^ 

For  Ihe  was  thine  •,  Comer  o’ ^ jealoufie 
Struck  death  unto  thy  heart  •,  to  him  be  dead. 

And  live  to  me,  that  gave  thee  fecond  life ; 

Let  me  but  now  enjoy  thee:  Oh  regard 
The  torturing  fires  of  my  afFefrions. 

Ori.  Oh  mailer  them,  Miranda.,  as  I mine  y 
Who  follows  his  defires,  fuch  tyrants  lerves 
As  will  oppreis  him  infupportably. 

My  flames,  Miranda.,  rife  as  high  as  thine. 

For  I did  love  thee  ’fore  my  marriage. 

Yet  would  I now  conlent,  or  could  I think 
Thou  wertin  earnell,  (which  by  all  the  fouls 
That  have  ( for  challity  ) been  lanfrified 
I cannot ) in  a moment  1 do  know 
Thou’ldll  call  fair  temperance  up  to  rule  thy  blood. 

Thy  eye  w'as  ever  challe,  thy  countenance  too  honell, 

: And  all  thy  wooings  was  like  Maidens  talk  *, 

[ Who  yieldeth  unto  pleafures,  and  to  lull 
Is  a poor  captive,  that  in  Golden  Fetters 
( And  pretious  ( as  he  thinks ) but  holding  gyves ) 

Frets  out  his  life. 

Mir.  Find  fuch  another  woman. 

And  take  her  for  his  labour,  any  man: 

Ori.  I was  notw’orthy  of  thee,  at  my  bell. 

Heaven  knew  I was  not,  I had  had  thee  elfe  ^ 

Much  lefsnow  gentle  Sir-,  Miranda'^sd^edi 
Have  been  as  white  as  Oriana's  fame. 

From  the  beginning  to  this  point  of  time. 

And  lhall  we  now  begin  to  (lain  both  thus  ? 

Think  on  the  legend  which  wetwo  lhall  breed 
Continuing  as  we  are,  forchallefl:  dames 
And  boldeft  Soldiers  to  perufe  and  read, 

I and  read  thorough,  free  from  any  aft 
To  caufethe  modell  call  the  book  away. 

And  the  moll  honour’d  Captain  fold  it  up. 

Mir,  Fairell^  let  go  my  hand:  my  pulfe  beats  thick. 
And  my  mov’d  blood,  rides  high  in  every  vain. 

Lord  of  thy  felf  now.  Soldier,  and  ever : 

I would  not  for  Aleppo,  this  frail  Bark, 

This  bark  of  flefli,  no  better  lleers-man  had 
Than  has  Mountferrat^s : may  you  kifs  me.  Lady  / 

Ori.  No  though’t  be  no  eflential  injury. 

It  is  a circumllance  due  to  my  Lord, 

To  none  elfe:  and  mydearell  friend,  if  hands 
Playing  together,  kindle  heat  in  you. 

What  may  the  game  at  Lips  provoke  unto  ? 

Mir.  Oh  what  a tongue  is  here  whil’lt  Ihe  doth  teach 
My  heart  to  hate  my  fond  unlawful  love. 

She  talks  me  more  in  love,  with  love  to  her. 

My  fires  Ihe  quencheth  with  her  arguments. 

But  as  Ihe  breathes  ’em,  they  blow  frelher  fires. 

Sit  further  : now  my  flame  cools  • Husband,  Wife, 
There  is  Ibme  holy  myllery  in  thole  names 
That  fure  the  unmarried  cannot  underlland. 

Ori.  Now  thou  art  ftrait,  and  doll  enamour  me. 

So  far  beyond  a carnal  earthly  love  *, 

My  very  Ibul  doats  on  thee,  and  my  Ipirits 
Do  embrace  thine,  my  mind  doth  thy  mindkils. 

And  in  tiiispure  conjunftion  we  enjoy 
A heavenlier  plealurethan  if  bodies  met: 

This,  this  is  perfefl  love,  the  other  Ihort, 

Yet  languilhing  fruition,  every  Swain 

And  fweating  Groom  may  clalp,  but  ours  refin’d 


Two  in  ten  ages  cannot  reach  unto^ 

Nor  is  our  fpiritual  love,  a barren  joy,- 
For  mark  what  blelled  illue  we’ll  beget, 

Dearer  than  children  to  pollerity, 

A great  example  to  mens  continence. 

And  womens  challity,  that  is  a child 
More  fair  and  comfortable,  than  any  heir. 

Mir.  If  all  wives  were  but  fuch,  lull  would  nOt  find 
One  corner  to  inhabit,  fin  would  be 
So  llrange,  remiflion  lliperfluous ; 

But  one  petition,  I have  done. 

Ori.  What  (Sweet) 

M/r.  To  call  me  Lord,  if  the  hard  hand  of  death  , 

Seize  on  Comer  a firll. 

Ori.  Oh,  much  too  worthy^ 

How  much  you  undervalue  yOur  own  price. 

To  give  your  unbought  felf,  fora  poor  woman. 

That  has  been  once  fold,  us’d,  and  loll  her  Ihow  ? 

I am  a garment  worn,  a velTel  crack’d, 

A Zoweunti’d,  a L illy  trode  upon, 

A fragrant  Flower  cropt  by  another  hsgid. 

My  colour  fully’d,  and  my  odor’s  chang’d. 

If  when  1 was  new  blollbm’d,  I did  fear 
My  felf  unworthy  of  Miranda^  fpring : 

Thus  over-blo'wn,  and  fceded,  I am  rather 
Fit  to  adorn  his  Chimney , than  his  bed. 

Mir.  Rife  miracle:  lave  M^/m,  with  thy  virtue, 

If  w ords  could  make  me  proud,  how  has  fne  Ipoke, 

Yet  I will  try  her  to  the  very  block; 

Hard-hearted,  and  uncivil  Oriana, 

Ingrateflil  payer  of  my  Indullries, 

That  with  a foil  painted  hypocrifie 
Cozen’ft,  and  jeer’ll  my  perturbation, 

Exped  a witty,  and  a fell  revenge : 

My  comfort  is,  all  men  will  think  thee  falfe, 

Befide  thy  Husband  having  been  thus  long 
(Onthisoccafion)  in  my  Fort,  and  power. 

Nor.  ColIonna,di“  Lucinda,  with  a Child. 

I’ll  hear  no  more  words : Captain,  let’s  away 
With  all  care  fee  to  her ; and  you  Lucinda 
Attend  her  diligently ; Ihe  is  a wonder. 

Nor  Have  you  found  Ihe  was  well  deliver’d; 

What,  had  Ihe  a good  Midwife,  is  all  well  ? 

Mir.  You  are  merry  Norandine* 

Luc.  Why  weep  you.  Lady  ? 

Ori.  Take  the  poor  Babe  along. 

Col,  Madam,  ’tis  here. 

Ori.  Diflembling  death,  why  didft  thou  let  me  live 
To  fee  this  change,  my  grcatell  caufe  to  grieve  ? Exeunt. 

Sc<ena  Secunda^ 

Enter  Allorius,CaIlriot, Valetta, Gomera,Synnet,  Knights, 

two  Bijhops,  Mountferrat  guarded  by  Corporal  and  Soldi- 
ers, Abdella,  a Centleman  with  a Cloak,,  [word,  andSptirrs: 

Gomera. 

Val.  A tender  Husband  hall  thou  Ihew’d  thy  felf 
My  dearelt  brother,  and  thy  memory 
After  my  life  in  brazen  Charaders-, 

Shall  monumentally  be  regiller’d 

To  ages  conlequent,  till  times  running  hand. 

Beats  back  the  world,  to  undiflinguilh’d  Chaos, 

And  on  the  top  of  that  thy  name  lhall  Hand 
Frefli,  and  without  decay. 

Com.  Oh  honor’d  Sir! 

If  hope  of  this,  or  any  blifs  to  come. 

Could  lift  my  load  of  grief  off  from  my  IbuI, 

Or  expiate  the  trefpafs  ’gninflmy  w’ife. 

That  in  one  hours  fufpition  I begat, 

I might  be  won  to  be  a man  again, 

And  fare  like  other  Husbands,  fleep  and  eat. 

Laugh,  and  forget  my  pleafing  penitence^ 

X But 
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But  till  old  nature  can  make  fuch  a wife 
Again,  I vowne’r  torefume  the  order 
And  habits  that  to  men  are  neceflary. 

All  breath  I’ll  fpend  in  fighs,  all  found  in  groans. 
And  know  no  company  but  my  wafting  moans. 

Aji.  This  will  be  wilful  murder  on  your  felf, 

Nor  likea-Chriftian  do  you  bear  the  chance 
Which  th’  infcrutable  Will  of  Heaven  admits. 

Gom.  What  would  you  have  my  weaknefs  do,  that 
Suffer’d  it  felf  thus  to  be  pra(ftis’d  on. 

By  a damn’d  hell-hound,  and  his  agent  dam. 

The  impious  Midwife,  to  abortive  births. 

And  cruel  inftrument  to  his  decrees.^ 

By  forgery  they  firft  affail’d  her  life. 

Heaven  playing  with  us  yet,  in  that,  he  wrought 
My  deareft  friend,  the  fervant  to  her  virtue 
To  combat  me,  againft  his  Miftrifs  truth. 

That  yet  effedlels,  this  enchanting  Witch, 
Bredbanefuljealoufie  againft  my  I.ady, 

My  moft  immaculate  Lady,  which  feiz’d  on  her 
Almoft  to  death:  Oh  yet ! not  yet  content, 

Shem  my  hand  put  (to  reftore  her  life 
As  I imagin’d  ) what  did  execute 
Their  devililh  malice,  farther,  great  with  child. 
Was  this  poor  innocent,  that  too  was  loft. 

They  doubled  death  upon  her,  not  ftaying  there. 
They  have  done  violence  unto  her  Tomb, 

Not  granting  reft  unto  her  in  the  grave: 

I wilh  had  enjoy’d  my  prize  ^ 

For  fure  I’m  punilh’d  for  ufurping  her. 

Oh  what  a Tyger  is  refifted  Luft  .5* 

How  it  doth  forrage  all? 

Mourn.  Part  of  this  tale 

I grant  you  true  ^ but  ’twas  not  poifon  given  her  ? 

Ab.  I would  It  had,  we  had  been  far  enough. 

If  we  had  been  fo  wife,  and  had  not  now 
Stood  curtefing  for  your  mercies  here. 

Mount.  Belide, 

What  is  become  o’  th’  body  ? we  know  not. 

Val.  Peace  impudence. 

And  dear  Gomera  praftife  patience 
As  I my  felf  muft,  % fome  means  at  laft 
We  lhall  diffblve  this  Riddle. 

Gom.  Wherefore  comes 
This  villain  in  this  feftival  array. 

As  if  he  triumph’d  for  his  treachery  ? 

Galt  That  is  by  our  appointment:  give  us  leave. 
You  lhall  know  why  anon. 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  Collona. 


Val.  One  of  the  Efguard. 

Efg.  The  Gentlemen  are  come. 

Val.  Truce  then  awhile, 

With  our  fad  thoughts  ^ what  are  you  both  refolv’d .? 

Nor.  Not  I my  Lord,  your  down-right  Captain  ftill 
I’il  live,  and  ferveyou,  not  that  altogether 
I want  compunction  of  confcience, 

I have  enough  to  lave  me,  and  that’s  all. 

Bar  me  from  drink,  and  drabs,  ev’n  hang  me  too. 

You  muft  ev’n  make  your  Captains  Capons  firft, 

I have  too  much  fielh  for  this  fpiritual  Knighthood, 

And  therefore  do  defire  forbearance.  Sir, 

Till  I am  older,  or  more  mortifi’d, 

1 am  too  found  yet, 

Val,  What  fay  you  Miranda  ? 

Mir.  With  all  pure  zeal  to  Heaven,  duty  to  you, 

I come  to  undergo  it. 

Val.  Proceed  to  th’  ceremony. 

Gom.  Before  you  match  with  this  bright  honor’d  title. 
Admir’d  MiraHda.,  pardon  what,  in  thought 
I ever  didtranfgrels  againft  your  virtue^ 

And  may  you  find  more  joy  with  your  new  Bride 
Than  poor  Gomera  e’r  enjoy’d  with  his. 


But ’twas  mine  own  crime,  and  I fuller  for’t : 

Long  wear  your  dignity,  and  worthily, 

Whilft  I obfcurely  in  fome  corner  vanilh. 

Mir.  Have  ftronger  thoughts,  and  better,  firft  I crave 
According  to  the  order  of  the  Court 
I may  difpofe  my  Captives,  and  the  Fort, 

That  with  a clean  and  purified  heart 
The  fitlier  I may  endue  my  Robe. 

All.  ’Tis  granted. 

Enter  Oriana  vaiPd.,  Ladies,  Lucinda,  Child. 

Mir.  Bring  the  Captives.  To  your  charge 
And  ftaid  tuition,  my  moft  noble  friend 
I then  commend  this  Lady^  ftartnot  off 
A fairer,  and  a chafter  never  liv’d  j 
By  her  own  choice  you  are  her  Guardian, 

For  telling  her  I was  to  leave  my  Fort, 

And  to  abandon  quite  all  worldly  cares. 

Herownrequeft  was,  to  Corner a\  hands 
She  might  be  given  in  cuftody,  for  Ih’ad  heard 
He  was  a Gentleman  wile,  and  temperate. 

Full  of  humanity  to  Wfomen-kind, 

And  ’caufe  he  had  been  married,  knew  the  better 
How  to  entreat  a Lady. 

Val.  What  Countrey- woman  is  Ihe 
Mir.  Born  a Greeks 

V al.  Gomera,  ’twill  be  barbarous  to  denie 
A Lady,  that  unto  your  refuge  flies. 

And  feeksto  Ihrowd  her  under  virtues  wing. 

Gom.  Excufe  me  noble  Sir  j oh  think  me  not 
So  dull  a devil,  to  forget  the  lofs 
Of  fuch  a matchlels  wife  as  I poffelsM, 

And  ever  to  endure  the  fight  of  woman : 

Were  Ihe  the  abftraCt  of  her  lex  for  form. 

The  only  warehoufo  of  perfection. 

Were  there  no  Rofe  nor  Lilly  but  her  Cheek, 

No  Mufick  but  her  tongue.  Virtue  but  hers*, 

She  rnuft  not  reft  near  me,  my  vow  is  graven. 

Here  in  my  heart,  irrevocably  breath’d 
And  when  I break  it. 

Ad.  This  is  rudenels  Spaniard, 

Unfeafonably  you  play  the  Timonijl, 

Put  on  a difpolition  is  not  yours. 

Which  neither  fits  you,  nor  becomes  you. 

Gom.  Sir. 

Cafi.  We  cannot  force  you,  but  we  would  perlwade, 
Gom.  Befeechyou  Sir,  no  more,  I am  refolv’d 
T o forlake  Malta,  tread  a pilgrimage 
To  fmr  JerHjalem,  for  my  Ladies  foul. 

And  will  not  be  diverted. 

Mir.  You  muft  bear 
This  Child  along  w’ye  then. 

Gom.  What  Child? 

All.  How’s  this  ? 

Mir.  N2Ly  then  Gomera,  thou  art  injurious, 

This  Child  is  thine,  and  this  rejected  Lady 
Thou  haft  as  often  known,  as  thine  own  wife. 

And  this  I’ll  make  good  on  thee,  with  my  fword. 

Gom.  Thou  durft  as  well  blalpheme;  ifluchalcandal— . 
( I crave  the  rights  due  to  a Gentleman) 

Woman  unvail. 

Ori.  Will  you  refufe  me  yet  ? 

Gom.  My  Wife! 

Val.  My  Sifter ! 

Gom.  Somebody,  thank  Heaven 
I cannot  Ipeak. 

AH.  All  praifo  be  ever  given : 

Mount.  Thisfaves  our  lives,  yet  would  fhe  had  been  deadj 
The  very  fight  of  her  affliCts  me  more 
Than  fear  of  punilhment,  ormydilgrace. 

Val.  How  came  you  to  the  Temple  ? 

Mir.  Sir,  to  do 
My  poor  devotions,  and  to  offer  thanks 

For 
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for  reaping  a temptation  near  perform’d 
With  this  fair  Virgin.  I reftore  a wife 
Earth  cannot  parallel : and  bufie  nature 
If  thou  wilt  ftill  make  women,  but  remember 
To  work ’em  by  this  fampler^  take  heed,  Sir, 

Henceforth  you  never  doubt,  Sir, 

Com.  When  I do 
Death  take  me  fuddainly. 

Mir.  To  increaie  your  happinels 
To  your  bell  wife  take  this  addition. 

Com.  Alack  my  poor  knave. 

Val.  The  confeflion 
The  Moor  made ’t  feemswas  truth. 

Nor.  Marry  was  it  Sir  ^ the  only  truth  that  ever.iflued  out 
of  hell,  which  her  black  jawes  refemble  ^ a plague  o’  your 
bacon-face , you  mull  be  giving  drinks  with  a vengeance  ^ 
ah  thou  branded  bitch:  do’ ye  ftare  goggles,  I hope  to  make 
winter- boots  o’ thy  hide  yet,  Ihe  fears  not  damning:  hell 
fire  cannot  parch  her  blacker  than  Ihe  is:  d’  ye  grin,  chim- 
ney-fweeper. 

Ori.  What  is’t  Miranda? 

Mir.  That  you  would  pleafe  Lucinda  might  attend  you. 

Col.  That  fuit  Sir,  I confent  not  to. 

Luc.  My  husband? 

My  dearefl;  Angelo  ? 

Nor.  Moxq  Jiggam-bohs-.^  is  not  this  the  fellow  that  fwom 
Likeaducktoth’lhorein  our  fea-fervice.'? 

Col  The  very  fame,  do  not  you  know  me  now,  Sir, 

My  name  is  Angeh,  though  Co/o««ii  vail’d  it, 

Your  Countrey-man  and  kinlman  born  in  Florence^ 

VVho  from  the  neighbor-Ifiand  here  of  Qoza 
Was  captive  led,  in  that  unfortunate  day 
When  the  lui\hoiQ  with  him  three  thoufand  fouls  j 
Since  in  Conflantinople  have  I liv’d 
Where  I beheld  thisT«rj^y^DamfeI  firlt. 

A tedious  fuitor  was  I for  her  love. 

And  pittying  fuch  a beauteous  cale  Ihould  hide 
A foul  prophan’d  with  infidelity, 

I labour’d  her  converfion  with  my  love. 

And  doubly  won  her^  to  fair  faith  her  foul 
She  firfi:  betroth’d,  and  then  her  faith  to  me, 

But  fearful  there  to  confummate  this  contraft 
W’e  fled,  and  in  that  flight  were  ta’en  again 
By  thofe  fame  Gallies,  ’fore  Valetta  fought. 

Since  in  your  fervice  I attended  her, 

Where,  what  I faw,  and  heard,  hath  joy’d  me  more 
Than  all  my  paftafflidions  griev’d  before. 

Val.  Wonders  crown  wonders:  take  thy  wife 
Be  henceforth  called  om  Malta's  better  Angel, 

And  thou  her  evil  Mount ferrat. 

Njtr.  We’ll  call  him  CWfwo/f,  with  his  black  gib  there, 
his  Succuba.,  his  devils  feed,  his  fpawn  of  Fhlegeton,  that 
o’  my  confcience  was  bred  o’ the  fpumeof  Codtus-.,  do  ye 
fiiarle  you  black  Jill  ? Ihe  looks  like  the  Pifture  of  America. 

Val.  Whyftaywe  now. 

Mir.  This  lafe  petition  to  the  Court, 

I may  bequeath  the  keeping  of  my  Fort 
To  this  my  kinlman,  toward  the  maintenance 
Of  him,  and  his  fair  virtuous  wife  ^ difereet, 

Loyal,  and  valiant  I dare  give  him  you. 

Val.  You  mull:  not  ask  in  vain,  Sir. 

Col.  My  belt  thanks 

To  you  my  noble  Cofin,  and  my  fervice 
To  the  whole  Courts  may  I defervethis  bounty. 

'Val.  Proceed  to  th’ ceremony,  one  of  our  'EJ guard 
Degrade  Mountferrat  firll. 

Mount.  I will  not  iue 

For  mercy,  ’twereinvain  j fortune  thy  worlt. 

Mufick; 


An  Altar  difeover'd^rvith  Tapers.,  and  a Bookman  it.  'Ibe  trvo 
Bijhops  {land  on  each  fide  of  it\  MomtkTT2.t.,as  the  Song 
U fingtng.,  afeends  up  the  Altar.  ® 

See.,  fee.,  theflainof  honor.,  virtues  foe] 

Of  Virgins  fair  fames.,  the  foul  overthrow.^ 

7 hat  broken  hath  his  oathof  chafity 
VifljonoAd  much  this  holy  dignity., 

Off  with  his  Robe.,  expell  him  forth  this  place., 

JVhilji  we  rejoyce.,  and  ft  ng  at  his  difgrace. 

V al.  Since,  by  thy  aTions  thou  hall  made  thy  felf 
Unworthy  of  that  worthy  fign  thou  wear’fc. 

And  ot  our  facred  order,  into  which 
For  former  virtues  we  receiv’d  thee  firlt. 

According  to  our  Statutes,  Ordinances, 

For  praife  unto  the  good,  a terror  to 
The  bad,  and  an  example  to  all 
We  here  deprive  thee  of  0]jr4iafei!;  and 
Declare  thee  unworthy  our  Ibciety, 

From  which  we  do  expell  thee,  as  a rotten 
Corrupted  and  contagious  member. 

Ef(j.  Ufing  th’  authorit)  th’  Su  perior 
Hath  given  unto  me,  I untie  this  knot. 

And  take  from  thee  the  pleafing  yoak  of  heaven : 

We  take  from  off  thybreaft  this  holy  crbfs 
Which  thou  halt  made  thy  burthen,  not  thy  prop  - 
Thy  fpurs  we  fpoil  thee  of,  leaving  thy  heels  ^ 

Bare  of  thy  honor,  that  have  kick’d  againll 
Our  Orders  precepts:  next  we  reave  thy  fword. 

And  give  thee  armlefs  to  thy  enemies. 

For  being  foe  to  goodnefs,  and  to  Heaven, 

Laft,  ’bout  thy  ftilTneck,  we  this  halter  hang. 

And  leave  thee  to  the  mercy  Of  thy  CCiirt. 

Val.  Invell;  Miranda. 

SONG. 

Fair  child  of  virtue,  honors  bloom 
That  here  with  burning  zeal  doji  come 
With  joy  to  ask^tbe  white  crofs  cloak^ 

Andyield  unto  this  pleafing  yoa^, 

7 hat  being  young,  vows  chajiity. 

And  choofeji  wilful  poverty  •, 

As  this  flame  mounts,  fo  mount  thy  zeal,  thy  glory 
Rifepaji  the  Stars,  and  fix  in  Heaven  thy jioryt 

1 Bifh.  What  crave  you,  gentle  Sir? 

Mir.  Humble  admittance 

To  be  a brother  of  the  holy  Hofpital 
Of  great  Jerufalem. 

2 Bi(h.  Breathe  'out  your  vow. 

Mir.  To  heaven,  and  all  the  bench  of  Saints  above 
Whofe  fuccor  I implore  t’ enable  me, 

I vow  henceforth  achalle  life,  flotto  enjoy 
Any  thing  proper  to  my  felf  ^ obedience 
To  my  fuperiors,  whom  Religion^ 

And  Heaven  lhall  give  me ; ever  to  defend 
The  virtuous  fame  of  Ladies,  and  to  oppugne 
Even  unto  death  the  Chrijiian  enemy, 

This  do  I vow  to  accomplilh. 

Efl}.  Who  can  tell. 

Has  he  made  other  vow,  or  promis’d  marriage 
To  any  one,  or  is  in  fervitude  ? 

All.  He’s  free  from  all  thefe.  ... 

1 Bijh.  Put  on  his  fpurs,  and  girt  him  with  the  fword, 
The  fcOurge  of  Infidels,  and  tipes  of  Ipeed, 

Buildfl;  thy  faith  on  this  ? 

Mir.  On  him  that  dy’d 
On  fuch  a facred  figure,  for  our  fins. 

2 BiJh.  Here,  then  we  fix  it  on  thy  left  fide,  for 
Thy  increafe  of  faith,  Chniiian  defence,  and  fervice 

'Toth’ poor,  and  thus  near  to  thy  heart  we  plant  it 
That  thou  maift  love  it  even  with  all  thy  heart, 

X 2 With 


« 
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1 he  l\jjight  of  Malta. 


\\  idi  thy  right  hand  protect,  preferve  it  whole, 

For  if  thou  fighting  ’gainfl  heavens  eneinies 
Shalt  flie  aw'ay,  abandoning  the  crofs 
The  Eniign  of  thy  holy  General,  • • 

With  fname  thou  juflly  flialt  be  robb’d  of  it 
Chas’d  from  our  company,  undent  away 
As  an  irifedious  putrified  limb, 

Mir.  I ask  no  favour. 

1 Bijh,  Then  receive  the  yoak 
Of  him  that  makes  it  fweet,  and  light,  in  which, 

Thy  Ibul  find  her  eternal  reft. 

Val.  Moft  v\  elcome. 

All.  Welcome,  our  noble  Brother. 

Val.  Break  up  the  Court  ^ Moimferrat.,  though  your  deeds 


C onfpiring  ’gainft  the  lives  of  innocents  ' j l - o .1 

Hath  forfeited  your  own,  we  will  not  .ftain  i -.  ! 

Our  white  crofs  with  your  blood  ; your  doom  is  then  > ' 

' 7”o  marry  this  coagent  of  your  mifehiefs 
Which  done,  webaniHi  -you  the  continent,*  . ; oy 

If  either,  after  three  daies-here  be  found  . : 

The  hand  of  Lawlaies  hold  upon  your  lives.  1 

Nijr.  Away  Fr^//r/?Il:allion,  now  you  have  a mare'  : 

of  your  own,  go  leap  her,  and  engender  young  devilings.  I 
Val.  VVewill  find  icmething,  noble  Norandin^ 

To  quit  your  merit : fo  to  civil  feafts,  j 

According  to  our  cuftomsy  and  all  pray 

The  dew  of  grace,  blefs  our  new  Knight  today. 

Exeunt 
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Loves  Cure, OF  the  Martial  Maid 

A C O M E D Y. 


The  Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 

Pachicco,  a Cobler 


Affiftant,  or  Governor 

Vitelli,  a young  Gentleman^  enemy  to  Alvarez, 
'Lamoral,  a JightingGallant^  friendtoV\Xt\\\. 
Anaftro,  an  honeji  Gentleman^  friend  to  Vitelli, 

Don  Alvarez,^^  noble  Gent. Father  to  hucio,  and  Clara. 
Siavedra,  afriendtoWwsLVtz. 

Lucio,  Son  to  Alvarez,  a brave  young  Gent,  in  womans 
habit. 

Alguazeir,  a Jharkingpanderly  Conjiable. 


Mtndozu,  a Botcher,  \ ofworhlnp. 

Metaldic,  a Smith,  y 

Lazarillo,  Pachieco  his  hungry  fervant 
Bobbadilla,  a witty  knave,  fe.var.t  to  Eugenia,  ana 
Steward  vant  to  Alvarez, 

Herald, 

Officer. 


WOMEN. 

Eugenia^  4 virtuous  Lady,  wifi  ,0  Von  Alvarez.  j Cenevora,  Sifter  to  Vitelli,  in  love  with  Lucid. 
Daughter  toEw^gnu.,  a martial  Maid,  valiant  \ -.fn.  % 

andchajie, enamoured  of  YitclYi.  [ Malroda,  a wanton  Mijtirifs  Vitelli. 


CCOw 


A 

jBl.  Jk. 


V . L.  V.  G 11  E 

At  the  reviving:  of  this  PLAY. 


Tatues  and  Figures  challenge  prii  e ar  I f 
I If  they  can  jujily  boafi,  at; d prove  ti.  j catue 
From  Phidias  or  Apelles,  tsone  uenic. 

Poets  and  Painters  hold  a jympaiby  '■) 

Tet  their  work/  decay,  and  loje  their  grace. 
Receiving  bleniifl)  in  their  Limbs  or  t ace, 
when  the  Minds  Art  has  this  preh^wintnce, 

.she  fill  ret  at  net  h her  ffi  excellence. 

Then  why  fjouldnot  this  dear  Piece  be  cjieew  d 
child  to  the  ricbeji  fancies  that  c'r  teem  d^ 


! IVhen  net  their  meanef  ojf  fpring,ihat  came  forth. 

Put  here  the  image  of  theo  t at  hers  worth. 
Beaumonts,  and  Flctchcis,  wkoje  dejert  out-wayes 
'the  hfi  applauje,  and  their  leaf  jprig  of  Eoyes 
Is  worthy  Phoebus  , and  who  comes  to  gather 
7 heir  fruits  of  wit,  he  pall  not  rob  the  trcafire. 

Nor  can  you  tverfurfeh  of  the  plenty, 

Nor  canyon  cull  them  rare, though  the j be  dainty. 

The  more  you  take,  the  more  you  do  them  right,  „ 
And  we  will  thank^ycu  for  your  own  delight. 


Ac1:us  Primus,  Sciena  Prima. 


Enter  Vitelli,  Lamoral,  Anaftro. 

Ylvarfz  pardon’d? 

Ana.  And  return’d 
^ Jp  Lawo.  I lawhimland 

At  St.  L«carj-,and  fuch  a general  welcomt 
Fame  as  harbinger  to  his  brave  adions, 
Had-wkh  the  eafie  people,  prepar’d  for  him. 


As  if  by  his  command  alone,  and  fortune 
Holland,  with  thofe  low  Provinces,  that  hold  out 
Againftthe  Arch-Duke,  were  again  compell’d 
With  their  obedience  to  give  up  their  lives 
To  be  at  his  Devotion. 

Vit.  You  amaze  me, 

For  though  I have  heard,  that  when  he  fled  from  SevH 
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To  fave  his  life  ( than  forfeited  to  Law 
For  murth’ring  Don  Pedro  my  dear  Unde  ) 

His  extream  wants  enforc’d  him  to  take  pay 
I ’th’  Army,  late  down  then  before  Ojiend^ 

’Twas  never  yet  reported,  by  whofe  favcx)r 
He  durff  prefume  to  entertain  a thought 
Of  coming  home  with  pardon. 

/Ina.  ’Tis  our  nature 
Or  not  to  hear,  or  not  to  give  belief 
To  what  we  vvilh  far  from  our  enemies. 

Lam.  Sir,  ’tis  moft  certain,  the  htfanta^s  Letters 
AlTilted  by  the  Arch-Dukes,  to  King  Philips 
Have  not  alone  fecur’d  him  from  the  rigor 
Of  our  CajiiUaH  Juftice,  but  return’d  him 
A free  man  and  in  grace. 

P'ie.  By  what  curs’d  means 
Could  fuch  a fugitive  arife  unto 
The  knowledge  of  their  Highnefles  / much  more 
( Though  known  ) to  Hand  but  in  the  leall:  degree 
Of  favour  with  them  ? 

Lam.  To  give  fatisfadion 
To  your  demand,  though  to  praife  him  I hate, 

Can  yield  me  fmall  contentment,  I will  tell  you. 

And  tnily,  lince  Ihould  I detrad  his  worth, 

’Twould  argue  want  of  merit  inmyfelf. 

Briefly  to  pafs  his  tedious  pilgrimage 
For  fjxteen  years,  a banifh’d  guilty  man, 

And  to  forget  thelforms,  th’  affrights,  the  horrors 
His  conllancy,  not  fortune,  overcame, 

I bring  him,  with  his  little  fon,  grown  man 
(Though ’twas  laid  here,  he  took  a Daughter  with  him) 
To  Ojiend^s  bloody  fiege  that  ftage  of  war. 

Wherein  the  flower  of  many  Nations  aded. 

And  the  whole  Chrilfiah  world  fpedators  were  ^ 

There  by  his  Son,  or  were  he  by  adoption. 

Or  nature  his,  a brave  Scene  wasprefented, 

W' hich  1 make  choice  to  fpeak  of,  lince  from  that 
The  good  fuccefs  of  Alvarez.,  had  beginning. 

Vil.  So  I love  virtue  in  an  enemy 
That  1 delire  in  the  relation  of 
This  young  mans  glorious  deed,  you’ld  keep  your  fetf 
A friend  to  truth,  and  it. 

Lam.  Such  was  my  purpofe 
The  Town  being  oft  aflaulted,  but  in  vain. 

To  dare  the  proud  defendents  to  a fally, 

W'eary  of  eafe,  Don  Inigo  Peralta., 

Son  to  the  General  of  our  Caliile  forces, 

All  arm’d,  advanc’d  within  iliot  of  their  Walls, 

From  whence  the  Musquetiers  plaid  thick  upon  him. 

Yet  he  (brave youth)  ascarclefsof  the  danger. 

As  careful  of  his  honor,  drew  his  fword. 

And  waving  it  about  his  head,  as  if 
He  dat’d  one.  fpirited  like  himfelf,  to  trial 
Of  Angle  valor,  he  made  his  retreat 
With  fuch  a flow,  and  yet  majellique  pace, 

As  if  he  Hill  call’d  loud,  dare  none  come  on  ? 

When  fodainIy,from  a poltern  of  the  Town 
Two  gallant  horfemen  ifllied,  and  o’ertook  him. 

The  Army  looking  on,  yet  not  a man 
That  durff:  relieve  the  rafh  adventurer. 

Which  Lticio.,  fon  to  Alvarez  then  feeing, 

As  in  the  Vant-guard  he  fate  bravely  mounted, 

Or  were  it  pity  of  the  youths  misfortune. 

Care  to  prefen^c  the  honor  of  his  Countrey, 

Or  bold  defire  to  get  himfelf  a name. 

He  made  his  brave  Korfe  like  a whirlwind  bear  him. 

Among  the  Combatants:  and  in  a moment 
Difcharg’d  hisPetronel,  with  fuch  furc  aim 
That  of  the  adverfe  paity  from  his  horfe. 

One  tumbled  dead,  then  wheeling  round,  and  drawing 
A Faulcion,  fwift  as  lightning  he  came  on 
Upon  the  other,  and  with  one  Itrong  blow. 

In  view  of  the  amazed  Town,  and  Camp, 

He  ftruck  him  dead,  and  brought  Peralta  off 
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With  double  honor  to  himfelf. 

Vit.  ’Twas brave: 

But  the  fuccefs  of  this  ? 

Lam.  The  Camp  receiv’d  him 
With  acclamations  of  joy  and  welcome,  j 
And  for  addition  to  the  fair  reward 
Being  a maffy  chain  of  Gold  given  to  him 
By  young  Per Father,  he  was  brought 
To  the  Infanta’s  prefence,  kifs’dher  hand, 

And  from  that  Lady,  (greater  inhergoodnefs 
Than  her  high  birth)  had  this  encouragement: 

Go  on  young  man  ^ yet  not  to  feed  thy  valour 
With  hope  ofrecompence  to  come,  from  me. 

For  prefent  latisfadlion  of  what’s  paffr. 

Ask  anything  that’s  fit  for  me  to  give. 

And  thee  to  take,  andbeaffur’d  of  it. 

Ana.  Excellent  Princels. 

Vit.  And  ftil’d  worthily 
Theheart-bloud,  nay  the  Soul  of  Soldiers, 

But  what  was  his  requeft  ? 

Lam.  That  the  repeal  . > 

.Of  Alvarezvn2kQS  plain:  he  humbly  begg’d 
His  Fathers  pardon,  and  fo  movingly 
Told  thefadftory  of  your  Uncles  death 
That  the  Infanta  wept,  and  inftantly 
Granting  his  fuit,  working  the  Arch-Duke  to  it, 

Their  Letters  were  direUed  to  the  King, 

With  whom  theyfo  prevail’d,  that  Alvarez. 

Was  freely  pardon’d. 

Vit.  ’Tis  not  in  the  King 
To  make  that  good. 

Ana.  Not  in  the  King?  whatfubjeift 
Dares  contradid  his  power  ? 

Vit,  In  this  I dare. 

And  will : and  not  call  his  prerogative 
In  queftion,  nor  prefiime  to  limit  it. 

1 know  he  is  Mafter  of  his  Laws, 

And  may  forgive  the  fo^rfeits  made  to  them. 

But  not  the  injury  done  to  my  honor  ^ 

And  fince  ( forgetting  my  brave  Uncles  merits 
And  many  fervices,  underDukeP’.<4/:^j) 

Hefuffers  him  to  fall,  wrefting  from  Juftice 

The  powerful  fwgrd,  that  would  revenge  his  death. 

I’ll  fill  with  this  Ajireal’s  empty  hand. 

And  inmyjufl:  wreak,  make  this  arm  the  Kings, 

My  deadly  hate  to  Alvarez.,  and  his  houfe. 

Which  as  I grew  in  years,  hathftillencreas’d,' 

As  if  it  call’d  on  time  to  make  me  man. 

Slept  while  it  had  no  objed  for  her  fury 

But  a weak  woman,  and  her  talk’d  of  Daughter : 

But  now,  fince  there  are  quarries,  worth  her  fight 
Both  in  the  father,  and  his  hopefol  fon. 

I’ll  boldly  caft  her  off^  and  gorge  her  full 

With  both  their  hearts : to  further  which,  your  friendfhip. 

And  oaths : will  yourafliftance,  let  your  deeds 

Makeanfwerto  me:  ufelefsareall  words 

Till  you  have  writ  performance  with  your  (words. 

Exeunt 

Scana  Secunda. 

Enter  Bobadilla  and  Lucio, 

Luc.  Go  fetch  my  work : this  Ruffe  was  not  well  ftarch’d, 
So  tell  the  maid,  ’t  has  too  much  blew  in  it, 

A nd  look  you  that  the  Partridge  and  the  Pullen 
Have  clean  meat,  and  frelh  water,  or  my  Mother 
Is  like  to  hear  on’t. 

Bob.  Oh  good  St.Jaques  help  me;  was  there  ever  fuch 
an  Hermaphrodite  heard  of?  would  any  wench  living,  that 
fliould  hear  and  fee  what  I do,  be  wrought  to  believe,  that 
thebefi:  of  a man  lies  under  this  Petticoat,  and  that  a Cod- 
piece were  far  fitter  here,  than  a Pinn’d  Placket  ? 

Luc.  You  had  bell  talk  filthily:  do  j I have  a tongue 
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To  tell  my  Mother,  as  well  as  ears  to  hear 
Your  ribaldry. 

Bob.  Nay  you  have  ten  womens  tongues  that  way  I nm 
fure : why  my  young  Mailer  or  Miflrifs,  Madam,  Don,  or 
what  you  will,  what  the  devil  have  you  to  do  with  Pullen, 
or  Partridge  ? ot  to  fit  pricking  on  a clout  all  day  > you 
have  a better  needle,  I know,  and  might  make  better  work, 
if  you  had  grace  to  ufe  it. 

Luc.  Why,  how  dare  you  Ipcak  this  before  me,  firrah? 
Bob.  Nay  rather,  why  dare  not  you  do  what  I fpeak? 

— though  my  Lady  your  mother,  for  fear  of  and  his 
faction,  hath  brought  you  up  like  her  Daughter,  and  has 
kept  you  thefe  20  years,  which  is  ever  fince  you  were  born, 
aclofe  prifoner  withindoors,  yet  lince  you  area  man, and 
are  as  well  provided  as  other  men  are,  methinksyoulhould 
have  the  fame  motions  of  the  flelh,  as  other  Cavaliers  of  us 
are  inclin’d  unto 

Luc.  Indeed  you  have  caufe  to  love  thofe  wanton  motions, 
They  having  hope  you  to  an  excellent  whipping. 

For  doing  fomething,  I butput.youinmindof  it, 

With  the  Indian  Yi-aid.,  the  Governor  lent  my  mother 
From  Mexico, 

Bob.  Why,  I but  taught  her  a Spatiijh  trick  in  charity , 
and  hoipe  the  King  to  a fubjedl  that  may  live  to  take  Grave 
Maurice  prifoner , and  that  was  more  good  to  the  State, 
.han  athoufand  fuch  as  you  are  ever  like  to  doe:  andlwill 
tell  you,  (in  a fatherly  care  of  the  Infant  I fpeak  it)  if  he 
live  (asblefs  the  babe,  in  palfion  I remember  him)  to  your 
years,  lhallhefpend  his  time  in  pinning,  painting,  purling, 
and  perfuming  as  you  do?  no,  hefhallto  the  wars,  ufe  his 
^panijh  Pike , though  with  the  danger  of  the  lafh,  as  his 
father  has  done,  and  when  he  is  provoked,  as  I am  now, 

draw  his  Loledo  defperately,as 

Luc.  You  will  not  kill  me?  oh. 

Bob.  I knew  this  would  filence  him;  how  he  hides  his  eies? 
If  he  were  a wench  now,  as  he  feems,  what  an  advantage 
4adl,  drawing  two  To/f^/o’s,  when  one  can  do  this.^ 

3ut  oh  me,  my  Lady ; I mult  put  up ; young  Mailer 
I did  but  jell;  Oh  cullom,  what  hall  thou  made  of  him? 

Enter  Eugenia  and  Servants. 

Eug.  For  bringing  this,  be  Hill  my  friend  j no  more , 

A fervant  to  me. 

Boh.  What’s  the  matter 
Eug.  Here, 

Even  here,  where  I am  happy  to  receive 
A llurance  of  my  Alvarez  return, 

I will  kneel  down : and  may  thofe  holy  thoughts 
That  now  poflefs  me  wholly,  make  this  place 
A Temple  to  me,  where  I may  give  thanks 
For  this  unhop’d  for  blelfing  Heavens  kind  hand 
Hath  pour’d  upon  me. 

Luc.  Let  my  duty  Madam 
Prefume,  if  you  have  caufe  of  joy,  to  intreat 
I may  lhare  in  it. 

Bob.  ’Tis  well,  he  has  forgot  how  I frighted  him  yet. 
Eug.  Thoulhalt:  but  firft  kneel  with  me  iLz/cio, 

No  more  Pojihumianov^.,  thou  hall  a Father, 

A Father  living  to  take  olFthat  name. 

Which  my  too  credulous  fears,  that  he  was  dead. 

Bellow’d  upon  thee  : thou  lhalt  fee  him  Ludo 
I And  make  him  young  again,  by  feeing  thee, 

|:Who  only  hadlla  being  in  my  Womb 
'When  he  went  from  me,  Luch:  Oh  my  jo  yes, 

So  far  tranfport  me,  that  I muft  forget 
The  ornaments  of  Matrons,  modelty. 

And  grave  behaviour-,  but  let  all  forgive  me 
If  inth’  exprelTion  of  my  foul’s  bell  comfort 
Though  old,  I do  a while  forget  mine  age 
And  play  the  wamton  in  the  entertamment 
Of  thofe  delights  I have  fo  long  delpair’dof. 

Luc.  Shall  I then  fee  my  Father  ? 

Eug.  This  hour  Lttcio  v 


Which  reckon  the  beginning  of  thy  life 
I mean  that  life,  in  which  thou  lhalt  appear 
To  be  fuch  as  I brought  thee  forth,  a man. 

This  womanilh  difguife,  in  which  I have 
So  long  conceal’d  thee,  thou  lhalt  now  call  off. 

And  change  thofe  qualities  thou  didll  learn  from  m.e, 

For  mafeuline  virtues,  for  which  feek  no  tutor. 

But  let  thy  fathers  aftions  be  thy  precepts  j 
And  for  thee  Zj«c/;(7,  now  expect  reward 
For  thy  truefcrvicc. 

Bob.  Shall  I?  you  hear  fellow  learn  to  know  me 

more  refpedlively  how  doll  thou  think  I lha'.l  become  the 
Stewards  chair,  ha  ? will  not  thelo  flender  hanches  lliow 
well  with  a chain,  and  a gold  night- Cap  after  fupper, when 
take  the  accompts? 

Eug.  Halle,  and  take  down  thofe  Blacks  with  which  my 
dath  like  the  widow,  her  fad  Mihrifs,  mourn’d,  (chamber 
And  hang  up  for  it,  the  rich  Perfian  Arras, 

Js’d  on  my  wedding  night , ior  this  to  me 
Shall  be  a fecond  marriage ; fend  ror  Mulique, 

And  will  the  Cooks  to  ufe  their  bell  of  cunning 
To  plcafe  the  palat. 

Bob.  Will  your  Ladyfnip  have  a Potato-pie,  ’tis  a good 
lirring  dilhfor  an  old  Lady,  after  a long  Le«^. 

Eug.  Begone  I fay;  why  Sir,  youcangoe  faller .? 

Bob.  I could  Madam;  but  I am  now  to  pradife  the  Stew- 
ards pace,  that’s  the  reward  I look  for ; every  man  mull  fa- 
fliion  his  gate,  according  to  his  calling ; you  fellow  Stephans, 
may  walk  faller,  to  overtake  preferment:  fo,  ufiierme. 

Luc.  Pray  Madam,  let  the  wallcoat  I lall  wrought 
Be  made  up  for  my  Father : I will  have 
A Cap,  and  Boot-hofe  futable  to  it. 

Eug.  Of  that 

We’ll  think  hereafter  Ludo : our  thoughts  now 
Mull  have  no  objed  but  thy  Fathers  welcome, 

To  which  thy  help 

Luc.  With  humble  gladnefs.  Madam.,  Exeunt. 

Sc&na  Lertia, 


Enter  Alvarez,  Clara. 

Alv.  Where  loll  we  ? 

Cla.  He  was  met 

Ent’ring  the  City  by  fome  Gentlemen 
Kinfmen,  as  he  faid  of  his  own,  with  whom 
For  compliment  fake  ( for  lb  I think  he  term’d  it ) 

He  was  compell’d  to  fray ; though  I much  wonder 

A man  that  knows  to  do,  and  has  done  well 

In  the  head  of  his  troop,  when  the  bold  foe  charg’d  home 

Can  learn  fo  fodainly  to  abufe  his  time 

In  apifn  entertainment : lor  my  part 

( By  all  the  glorious  rewards  of  war  ) 

I had  rather  meet  ten  enemies  in  the  field 
All  fwirn  to  fetch  my  head,  than  be  brought  on 
To  change  an  hours  difeourfe  with  one  of  thele 
Smooth  City-fools,  or  Tifliie-Cavaliers, 

The  only  Gallants,  as  they  wifely  think. 

To  get  a Jewel,  or  a wanton  Kifs 
From  a Court-lip,  though  painted. 

Alv.  My  Love  Clara, 

( For  Ludo  is  a name  thou  mull  forget 
WithL/zeiv’s  bold  behaviour)  though  thy  breeding 
r th’  Camp,  may  plead  fomething  in  the  excufe 
Of  thy  rough  manners,  cullom  having  chang’d. 

Though  not  thy  Sex,  the  foftnefs  of  thy  nature. 

And  fortune  (then  a cruel  llepdarne  to  thee) 

Impos’d  upon  thy  tender  fweetnefs,  burthens 
Of  hunger,  cold,  wounds,  want,  fuch  as  would  crack 
The  finews  of  a man,  not  born  a Soldier  ; 

Yetnowlhe  finiles,  and  like  a natural  mother 
Looks  gently  on  thee,  C/./rii,  entertain 
Her  proffer’d  bounties  with  a willingbofom  *, 

Thou  lhalt  no  more  have  need  to  ufe  thy  fword ; 


Uv  I 


i6b 


Looses  CurCy  or 


Th-^  beauty  (which  even  Belgia  hath  not  alter’d) 

Shall  be  a Wronger  guard,  to  keep  my  Clara^ 

Than  that  has  been,  (though  never  us’d  but  nobly) 

And  know  thus  much. 

Ch.  Sir,  Iknow  only  that 
It  Hands  not  with  my  duty  togainTay  you, 

In  any  thing : I rnuft,  and  will  put  on 

What  falhion  you  think  bell:  though  I could  wilh 

I were  what  I appear. 

Ah.  Endeavour  rather  Mnfick^. 

To  be  what  you  are,  Clara  entringhere. 

As  you  were  born,  a woman, 

Eugenia,  Lucio,  Servants. 

Eng.  Let  choice  Mufick 

In  the  belt  voice  that  e’er  touch’d  humane  ear. 

For  joy  hath  ti’d  my  tongue  up,  fpeak  your  welcome. 

Ah.  My  foul  ( for  thou  giv’lt  new  lifeto  my  fpirit) 
Myriads  of  joyes,  though  fliort  in  number  of 
Thy  (virtues,  fall  on  thee  ^ Oh  my  Eugenia^ 

Th’afiuranceChat  I do  embrace  thee,  makes 
My  twenty  years  of  lorrow  but  a dream. 

And-  by  the  NeHar,  which  I take  from  thele, 

I feel  my  age  reftor’d,  and  like  old  A^fon 
Grow  young  again. 

Eug.  My  Lord,  long  wifh’d  for  welcome, 

’Tisaf.veet  briefnefs,  yet  in  that  Hort  word 
All  plealures  which  I may  call  mine,  begin. 

Ana  may  they  long  increafe,  before  they  find 
A fecond  period : let  mine  eies  now  furfeit 
On  this  lo  wifh’d  for  objeffc,  and  my  lips 
Yet  modeftly  pay  back  the  parting  kifs 
You  trulled  with  them,  when  you  fled  from  Sevil, 

With  little  ray  fweet  daughter;  lives  fhe? 

Yet  I could  chide  my  felf,  having  you  here 
For  being  fo  covetous  of  all  joyes  at  once, 

T’ enquire  for  her,  you  being  alone,  tome 
My  Clara^Lmio.,  my  Lord,  my  felf, 

Nay  more  than  all  the  world. 

Ah.  A.S  you,  to  me  are 
Eng.  Sit  down,  and  let  me  feed  uponthe.Hory 
Of  your  paft  dangers,  now  you  are  here  in  lafety 
It  will  give  rellifh,  and  frefh  appetite 
To  my  delights,  if  luch  delights  can  cloy  me. 

Yet  do  not  Alvarez.,  let  me  firll  yield  yon 
Account  of  my  life  m your  abfence,  and 
Make  you  acquainted  how  I havepieferv’d 
The  Jewel  left  lock’d  up  in  my  womb. 

When  you,  in  being  forc’d  to  leave  your  Countrey, 

Suffer’d  a civil  death.  iritbincljjhingfvords 

Ah.  Doe  my  Eugenia^ 

’Tis  that  I moH  defire  to  hear, 

Eng.  Then  know.  Sayavedra  within., 

Ah.  What  noife  is  that? 

Says.  If  you  are  noble  enemies,  Vitelli  within. 

Opprefs  me  not  with  odds,  but  kill  me  fairly, 

Vit.  Stand  off,  I am  too  many  of  my  felf. 

Enter  Bobadilla. 

Boh.  Miirther,  murther,  murther,  your  friend  my  Lord, 
Von  Sayavedra  is  fet  upon  in  the  ftreets,  by  your  enemies 
Vitelli.,  ard  hisFadion:  lamalmoft  kill’d  with  looking  on 
them. 

Alv.  I’ll  free  him,  or  fall ^ith him:  draw  thyfvvord 
And  follow  me. 

Clar.  Fortune,  I give  thee  thanks 
For  this  occafion  once  more  to  ufe  it.  (hang  me  Exit. 
Boh.  Nay,  hold  not  me  Madam-,  if  I do  any  hurt, 

Luc.  Oh  I am  dead  with  fear!  let’s  file  into 
Your  Clofet,  Mother. 

Eug.  No  hour  of  mydife 
Secure  of  danger  ? heav’n  be  merciful. 


Or  now  at  once  dilpach  me. 

Enter  VitdW^purfued  Alvarez,  ^»«<^Sayavtdra,  Okra 
beating  of  Anaftro. 

Cla.  Follow  him 

Leave  me  to  keep  thele  of.  j 

Ah.  Afl'ault  my  friend  ; 

So  near  my  houfe  ? ] 

Norinitwillfparethee, 

Though  ’twere  a Temple:  arid  I’ll  make  it  one, 

I being  the  Prieft,  and  thou  the  facrifice, 
ni  offer  to  my  Uncle. 

Ah.  Flafte  thou  to  him,  i 

And  fay  I fent  thee : i 

Cla.  ’Twas  put  bravely  by,  1 

And  that ; and  yet  comes  on,  and  boldly  rare. 

In  the  wars,  where  emulation  and  example 
Joyn  to  increafe  the  courage,  and  make  lefs 
The  danger^  valour,  and  true  refolution 
Never  appear’d  fo  lovely,  brave  again: 

Sure  he  is  more  than  man,  and  if  he  fall  •,  i 

The  bell:  of  virtue,  fortitude  would  dye  with  him:  | 

A nd  can  1 fuffer  it  > forgive  me  duty,  ' 

So  I love  valour,  as  I will  proted  it  [ 

AgainH  my  Father,  and  redeem  it,  though  i 

’Tis  forfeited  by  one  I hate. 

Vit.  Come  on,  ' 

All  is  not  loft  yet:  Youfhatl  buy  me  dearer 
Before  you  have  me : keep  off. 

C/<«.  Fear  menot,  , | 

Thy  worth  has  took  meprifoner,  andmyfword  j 

For  this  time  knows  thee  only  for  a friend. 

And  to  all  elfe  I turn  the  point  of  it.  ! 

Say.  Defend  your  Fathers  enemy  .<*  j 

Ah.  Art  thou  mad?  j 

Cla.  Are  you  men  rather  ? fnall  that  valour,  which  ! 
Begot  you  lawful  honor  in  the  wars,  ’ ! 

Prove  now  the  Parent  of  an  infamous  Ballard  ; 

So  foul,  yet  fo  long  liv’d,  as  murther  will  1 1 

Be  to  your  Ihames?  have  each  of  you,  alone  I 

With  your  own  dangers  only,  purchas’d  glory  ' , 

From  multitudes  Of  enemies,  not  allowing 
Thofe  neareft  to  you,  to  have  part  in  it,  i 

And  do  you  now  joyn,  and  lend  mutual  h -Ip  ! 

Againft  a fingle  oppofite  ? hath  the  mercy  i 

Of  the  great  King,  but  newly  wafh’daway 
The  blood,  that  with  the  forfeit  of  your  life 
Cleay’d  to  your  name,  and  family  like  an  ulcer. 

In  this  again  to  let  a deeper  dye  ■ 

Upon  your  infamy : you’ll  fay  he  is  your  foe. 

And  by  his  rafhnefs  call’d  on  his  own  ruin  \ 

Remember  yet,  he  was  firff:  wrong’d,  and  honor 
Spurr’dhim  to  what  he  did,  and  next  the  place 
Where  now  he  is:  your  houle,  which  by  the  laws 
Of  hofpitable  duty  Ihould  protefthim^ 

Flave  you  been  twenty  years  a ftrangerto  it. 

To  make  your  entrance  now  in  blood?  or  think  you 
Your  countrey-man,  a true  hoxnSpaniardy  will  be 
An  offering  fit,  topleafe  the  genius  of  it  ? 

No,  in  this  I’ll  prefume  to  teach  my  Father, 

And  this  firll  ACl  of  dilbbedience  lhall 
Confirm  I am  moll  dutiful. 

Ah.  I am  pleas’d 

With  what  I dare  not  give  allowance  to^ 

Unnatural  wretch,  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Cla.  Set  free 

A noble  enemy:  come  not  on,  by 

You  pafs  to  him,  through  me:  the  way  is  openi 
Farewel:  when  next  I meet  you,  do  not  look  for 
A friend,  but  a vow’d  foe  ^ I lee  you  worthy. 

And  therefore  now  prelerve  you,  for  the  honor  > 

Of  my  fword  only : 

Vit.  Were  this  man  a friend. 

How  would  he  win  me,  that  being  my  vow’d  foe 

Deferves 


The  Martial  Maid. 


Deferves  fowell?  I thank  you  for  my  life  j 
But  how  I lhall  deferve  it,  give  me  leave 
, Hereafter  to  confider. 

Alv.  Qmt  thy  fear. 

All  danger  is  blown  over:  I have  jLetters 
To  the  Governor,  in  the  Kings  name,  toftcureus 
From  fuch  attempts  hereafter : yet  we  need  not,  ’ 

That  have  fuchftrong  Guards  of  our  own,  dread  others  j 
And  toincreafe  thy  comfort,  know,  this  young  man 
Whom  with  fuch  fervent  earneftnefs  you  eye, 

Is  not  what  he  appears,  but  fuch  a one 

As  thou  with  joy  wilt  blefs,  thy  Daughter  Clara. 

Eug.  Athoufand  blefljngs  in  that  word. 

Alv.  The  reafbn 

Why  I have  bred  her  up  thus,  at  more  leafure 
I will  impart  unto  you,  wonder  not 
"At  what  you  have  leenher  do,  it  being  the  lealt 
Of  many  great  and  valiant  undertakings 
She  hath  made  good  with  honor. 

Eug.  ril  return 

The  joy  1 have  in  her,  with  one  as  great 
To  you  my  Alvarez',  you,  in  a man. 

Have  given  to  me  a Daughter : in  a Woman, 

I give  to  you  a Son,  this  was  the  pledge 
You  left  here  with  me,  whom  I have  brought  up 
Different  from  what  he  was,  as  you  did 
And  with  the  like  fuccels  ^ as  fhe  appears 
Alter’d  by  cuftora,  more  than  Woman,  he 
Transform’d  by  his  foft  life,  is  lefs  than  man.  ^ 

Alv.  Fortune,  in  this  gives  ample  fatisfartion 
For  all  our  forrows  paft. 

Luc.  Mydeareft  Sifter. 
eta.  Kind  Brother. 

Alv.  Now  our  mutual  care  muft  be 
Imploy’d  to  help  wrong’d  nature,  to  recover* 

Her  right  in  either  of  them,  loft  by  cuftom : 

To  you  I give  my  Clara,  and  receive 

My  Lucw  to  my  charge  : and  we  ll  contend 

With  loving  induftry,  who  fooneft  can 

Turn  this  man  woman,  or  this  woman  man.  Exeunt. 


. Laz.  No,  nor  of  any  Maid  clfe-  for  the  miracle  of  Vi'r- 
nity7  can  read  Virgi- 

Pac.  She  that  liv’d  three  years  without  any  other  fufte- 
nance,  than  the  fmell  of  a Role. 

La^.  1 heard  of  her  Slgnior , but  they  fay  her  guts  Ihrunk 
aU  into  Lute-ftrmgs,  and  her  ncather-parts  cling’d  tose- 
ther  like  a Serpents  Tail,  Jb  that  though  ftie  continued  a 
woman  ftill  above  the  girdle,  beneath  yet  Ihe  was  mon- 


Pac.  So  aremoft  women,  believe  it. 

Laz.  Nzy  all  women  Signiar,  that  can  live  only  upon 
the  fmell  of  a Role.  ' ^ 

Pac.-iso  part  of  thcHiftory  is  fabulous. 

Ljzl.  I think  rather  no  part  of  the  Fable  is  Hiftorical  • 
but  for  all  this,  Sir,  my  rebellious  ftomach  will  not  let  me 
be  immortal:  1 will  be  as  immortal,  as  mortal  hunger  will 
luner : put  me  to  a certain  ftint  Sir,  allow  me  but  a red  hei  - 
ring  a day. 

Pac.  O’  deelioT:  wouldftthoubc  gluttonous  in  thy  deli- 
cacies ? ^ 

Laz.  He  that  eats  nothing  but  a red  herring  a day  lhalJ 
ne  r be  broil’d  for  the  devifts  rafter : a Pilchard,  a 

Surdiny,  an  Olive,  that  I may  be  a Fhilofopher  firft,  and 
immortal  after. 


Pac.  Patience  LazariUo-,  let  contemplation  be  thy  food 
awhile:  1 fay  unto  thee,  oncPcafe  was  a Soldiers  Provant  a 
whole  da)'-, 

At  the  deltrudion  oP  Jerufalem.'" 


Enter  .Mctaldi,  and  Mendeza. 


Laz.  1)  and  it  were  any  where  but  at  the  deftrueftion 
of  a place.  I’ll  be  bang'd. 

Met.  Sigttior  Pdcbieco  Alajlo,  my  moft  ingenious 
Cobler  of  S evil,  the  honor  noxios  to  your  Signiorie. 

Pac.  Signior  Metaldi  de Forgio.^  my  moft  famous  Smith, 
and  man  of  Mettle,  I return  your  courtelie  ten  fold,  and  do 
humble  my  Bonnet  beneath  the  Shooe-fole  of  your  congie: 
the  like  to  you  Signior  Mendoza  Pediculo  de  Vermim,  my  moft 
w.vquifite  Hofe-heeler. 


JBus  Seemdus, 

Scdcna  Trim  a. 

^ Eater  Pachieco,  and  Lazarillo. 

Pac.jyOy:  Cloak , and  Rapier  •,  it  fits  not  a Gentle- 

O man  of  my  rank,  to  walk  the  ftreets  in  ^erpo. 

Laz.  Nay,  you  are  a very  rank  Gent.  Signior,  I am  very 
hungry,  they  tell  me  in  SevH  here,  I iQok  like  an  Eel,  with 
a mans  head : and  your  neighbor  the  Smith  here  hard  by, 
would  have  borrowed  me  th’  other  day,  to  have  fift’d  with 
me,  becaule  he  had  loft  his  Angle-rod. 

Pac. Oh  happy  thou  Lazarillo  (being  the  caule  of  other 
mens  wits)  as  in  thine  own : live  lean,  and  witty  ftill : op- 
prels  not  thy  ftomach  too  much : grofs  feeders,  great  fleep- 
ers,  fat  bodies*,  fat  bodies,  lean  brains:  No  Lazarillo,  I will 
make  thee  immortal,  change  thy  Humanity  into  Deity,  for 
I will  teach  thee  to  live  upon  nothing. 

Laz.  Faith  Signior,  I am  immortal  then  already,  or  ve- 
ry near  it,  for  I do  liveupon  little  or  nothing:  belikethat’s 
the  reafon  the  Poets  are  faid  to  be  immortal,  for  fome  of 
them  live  upon  their  wits,  which  is  indeed  as  good  as  little 
or  nothing : But  good  Maftcr,  let  me  be  mortal  ftill,  and 
let’s  goe  to  fupper. 

Pac.  Beabftinent*,  (hew  not  the  corruption  of  thy  gene- 
ration : he  that  feeds,  lhall  die,  therefore,  he  that  feeds  not 
lhall  live. 

Laz.  I ',  but  how  long  lhall  he  live  ? there’s  the  queftion. 

Pac.  As  long  as  he  can  without  feeding : did’ft  thou  read 
of  the  miraculous  Maid  in  Flanders  ? 


Laz.  Here’s  a greeting  betwixt  a Cobler,  a Smith,  and  a 
Botcher : they  all  belong  to  the  foot,  which  makes  them 
ftand  lb  much  upon  their  Gentrie. 

Mend.  Signior  Lazarillo. 

Laz.  Ah  Signior  lee:  nay,  we  are  all  Signiors  here  in 
Spain,  from  the  Takes-farmer  to  the  Grandee,  or  Adelantado : 
this  Botcher  looks  as  if  he  were  Dough-bak’d,  a little  But- 
ter now,  and  I could  eat  him  like  an  Oaten-cake:  his  fathers 
diet  was  new  Cheefe  and  Onions  when  he  got  him : what 
a Icallion-fac’d  rafcal  ’tis 

Butwhy  Signior  Pachieco,  do  you  ftand  fo  much  on 
the  priority,  and  antiquity  of  your  quality  (as  you  call  it) 
in  comparifon  of  ours  ? 

Mend.  I ■,  your  reafon  for  that. 

Pac.  Why  thou  Iron-pated  Smith : and  thou  Woollen- 
witted  Hofe-heeler : hear  what  I will  fpeak  indifferently^ 
fand  according  to  antient  Writers)  of  our  three  profelTi- 
ons : and  let  the  upright  Lazarillo  be  both  judge  and  mode, 
rator. 

Laz.  Still  am  I the  moft  immortally  hungry,  that  may  be. 

Pac.  Suppofe  thou  wilt  derive  thy  Pedigree,  like  Ibme 
of  the  old  Heroes,  (as  Hercules,  Ai.neas,  Achilles')  lineally 
from  the  gods,  making  Saturn  thy  great  Grandfather,  and 
Vulcan  thy  Father;  F«/cvi«  was  a god. 

Laz.  He’ll  make!  your  godfather  by  and  by. 

Pac.  Yet  I fay,  Saturn  was  a crabbed  block-head,  and 
a limping  Horn-head,  for  his  wife  wasaftrum- 
pet,  2nd  Mars  begot  all  her  Children  *,  therefore  however, 
thy  original  muft  of  neceftity  fpring  from  Baftardic:  fur- 
ther, what  can  be  a more  dejeftipirit  in  man,  than  to  lay 
his  hands  under  every  ones  hones  feet,  to  do  him  fervice, 
as  thou  doft.?  For  thee,  1 will  be  brief,  thou  doft  botch, 

' and  not  mend,  thou  art  a hider  of  enormities,  viz.,  Scabs, 

Y Chilblains. 
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chilblains,  and  kibM  heels;  much  prone  thou  art  to  Seds, 
and  Herefies,  difturbing  State,  and  Government  ^ for  how 
canft  thou  be  a found  member  in  the  common-weath,  that 
art  fo  fubjed  to  ftitehes  in  the  ankles  ? blufh,  and  be  filpt 
then,  oh  ye  Mechanicks,  compareno  more  with  the  politick 
Cobler : For  Coblers  ( in  old  time  ) have  prophelied,  what 
may  they  do  now  then,  that  have  every  day  waxed  better, 
and  better  ? have  we  not  the  length  of  every  mans  foot 
are  we  not  daily  menders  ? yea,  and  what  menders  ? not 
horfe-menders. 

Laz.  Nor  manners-menders. 

Pach.  But  foul-menders:  Oh  divine  Coblers  i do  we  not, 
like  the  wife  man,  fpin  out  our  own  threds,  (or  our  wives 
for  us?)  do  we  not  by  our  lowing  the  Hide,  reap  the  Beet 
are  not  we  of  the  Gentle-craft,  whilft  both  you  are  but 
Crafts-men-,  You  will  fay,  you  fear  neither  Iron  nor  Steel, 
and.what  you  get  is  wrought  out  of  the  fire-,  I muftanfwer 
you  again,  though,  all  this  is  but  forgery:  You  may  like- 
wife  lay,  a man’s  a man,  that  has  but  a hofe  on  his  head : 
I mult  likewife  anfwer,  that  man  is  a botcher,  that  has  a 
heel’d  hofe  on  his  head:  to  conclude,  there  can  be  no  com- 
panion with  the  Cobler,  who  is  all  in  all  in  the  Common- 
wealth, has  hii  politique  eye  and  ends  on  ?very  mans  Heps 
that  walks,  and  whofecourfe  lliall  belalling  to  the  worlds 
‘end. 

Afet.  I give  place:  the  wit  of  man  is  wonderful:  thou 
haft  hit  the  nail  on  the  head,  and  I will  give  thee  fix  pots 
for’t,  though  I ne’r  clinch  Ihooe  again. 

Ewffr  Vitelli  Alguazier. 

Par.  Who’s  this?  oh  our  Ahujizier:  as  arrant  a knave 
as  e’er  wore  one  head  under  two  offices:  he  is  one  HideAl- 

i^ujzier. 

Met.  The  other  fide  Serjeant, 

Mend.  That’s  both  fides  carrion  I amfure. 

Pac.  This  is  he  apprehends  whores  in  the  w-ay  of  jullice, 
and  lodges  ’em  in  his  own  houfe,  in  the  way  of  profit:  he 
with  him,  is  the  Grand  Don  Vitelli.,  ’twixt  whom  and  Fer- 
iidndo  the  mortal  hatred  is he  is  indeed  my  Don’s 

Bawd,  and  does  at  this  prefent,  lo^e  a famous  Curtizan 
of  his,  lately  come  from  Madrid. 

l it.  Let  her  want  nothing  Smiiar.^  llie  can  aske ; 

What  lofs  or  injury  you  may  fuftain 
I will  repair^  and recompence your  love: 

Oiily  that  fellows  coming  I m.iflike, 

‘\nd  did  fore-warn  her  of  him : bear  her  this 
With  my  beft  love^  at  night  I’il  vilit  her. 

Alg.  I reft  your  Lordlltips  Servant. 

Vit.  Goodev’n,  Signiors: 

Oh  Alvarez-i  thou  halt  brought  a Son  with  thee 
Both  brightens,  andobfeuresour  Nation, 

Whofe  pure  ftrong  beams  on  us,  Ihoot  like  the  Suns 
On  bafer  fires : I would  to  heaven  my  bloud 
Had  never  llain’d  thy  bold  unfortunate  hand. 

That  with  mine  honor  I might  emulate. 

Not  perfecute  fuch  virtue : I will  lee  him, 

Though  with  the  hazard  of  my  life : no  reft 

In  my  contentious  fpirits,  can  I find 

Till  I have  gratify’dhim  in  like  kind.  Exit. 

Alg.  I know  you  not : what  are  ye hence  ye  bafe  Be- 
fegnios. 

Pac.  Mary  Catzo  Signior  Alguazier.^  d’ye  not  know  us  ? 
why,  we  are  your  honeft  neighbors,  the  Cobler,  Smith, 
and  Botcher,  that  have  fo  often  fate  fnoaring  cheek  by  joll 
with  your  Signiorie,  in  rug  at  midnight. 

Laz.  Nay,  good  Signior,  be  not  angry : you  muft  under- 
ftand,  a Cat,  andluch  an  Officer  fee  beft  in  the  dark. 

Met.  By  this  hand,  I could  find  in  my  heart  to  Ihooe 
his  head, 

Pac.  Why  then  know  you,  -,  thou  mongril,  begot 

at  midnight,  at  the  Goal  gate,  by  a Beadle,  on  a Catch- 
poles  wife,  are  not  you  he  that  w’as  whiptout  ofLoledo  for 
perjury. 


Men.  Nextj  condemn’d  to  the  Gallies  for  pilfery,  tothc 
Buis  pizel. 

Met.  And  after  call’d  to  the  Inquifition,  forApoftacie. 

Pac.  Are  not  you  he  that  rather  than  you  durft  goe  an 
induftrious  voyage  being  prefs’d  to  the  Iflands , skulk’d 
till  the  Fleet  was  gone,  and  then  earn’d  your  Royal  a day 
by  fquiring  puncks,  and  puncklings  up  and  down  the  City  ? 

Laz.  Are  not  you  a Portuguize  born , defeended  o’  the 
Moors.)  and  came  hither  into  Scw7with  your  Mafter,  an  ar- 
rant Tailor,  in  ypur  red  Bonnet,  and  your  blue  Jacket, 
loufie,  though  now  your  block-head  be  cover’d  with  the 
Spanish  block,  and  your  laffied  Shoulders  with  a Velvet  Pee. 

Pac.  Are  not  you  he  that  have  been  of  thirty  call ings,yet 
ne’r  a one  lawful?  that  being  a Chandler  firft,  profefs’d  fin- 
cerity,  and  would  fell  no  man  Muftard  to  his  Beef  on  the 
Sabbath,  and  yet  Ibid  Hypocrifie  all  your  life  time  ? 

Met.  Arc  not  you  he,  that  were  fince  a Surgeon  to  the 
Stews,  and  undertook  to  cure  what  the  Church  it  felf 
could  not.  Strumpets  that  rife  to  your  office  by  being  a 
great  Don’s  Bawd? 

\Laz.  That  commit  men  nightly,  offencelefs,  for  the 
gain  of  a groat  a prifoner,  which  your  Beadle  feems  to  put 
up,  when  you  lliare  three  pence? 

Mend.  Are  not  you  he  that  is  a killer  of  men,  indrunk- 
ennefs,  and  a berayer  in  Ibbriety? 

Alg.  Diabolo : they  11  rail  me  into  the  Gallies  again. 

Pac.  Yes  Signior,  thou  art  even  he  we  ipeak  of  all  this 
while:  thou  mayftby  thy  place  now,  lay  us  by  the  heels  : 

’tis  true : but  take  heed,  be  wifer,  pluck  not  ruin  on  thine 
own  head : for  never  was  there  fuch  an  Anatomic,  as  we 
ffiall  make  thee  then : be  wife  therefore , thou  child  of 
the  night ! be  friends,  and  fliake  hands,  thou  art  a proper 
man,  if  thy  beard  were  redder;  remember  thy  woriliipful 
funftion , a Conftable  ^ though  thou  turn’ft  day  into 
night,  and  night  into  day,  what  of  that?  watch  lefs  and 
pray  more:  Let  not  thy  mittens  abate  the  talons  of  thy  au- 
thority, but  gripe  theft  and  whoredom,  wherefoever  thou 
meet’ll;  ’em : bear  ’em  away  like  a tempeft,  and  lodge  ’em 
fafely  in  thine  own  houfe ; 

Laz.  Would  you  have  whores  and  thieves  lodgd  in  fuch  a 
houfe 

Pac.  They  ever  do  lb  : I have  found  a thief,  or  a whore 
there,  when  the  whole  Suburbs  could  not  furnifh  me. 

Laz.  But  why  do  they  lodge  there? 

Pac'  Thatthey  itiaybefafe  and  forth-coming:  for  in  the 
morning  ufually,  the  thief  is  fent  to  the  Goal,  and  the 
whore  proftrates  her  felf  to  the  Juftice. 

Men.  Admirable  Pachiecho. 

Met.  Thou  Cobler  of  Chriflendom. 

Alg.  There  is  no  railing  with  theft  rogues:  I will  dofe 
with  ’em,  till  I can  cry  quittance : why  Signiors,  and  my 
honeft  neighbors,  will  you  impute-  that  as  a negled  of  my 
friends,  which  is  an  imperfedion  in  me?  I have  been  Sand- 
blind  from  my  infancy : to  make  you  amends  you  fliall  ftp 
with  me. 

Laz.  Shall  we  ftp  with  ye.  Sir  ? O’  my  confcience,  they 
have  wrong’d  the  Gentleman  extreamly. 

Alg.  And  after  ftpper,  1 have  a projed  to  employ  you 
in,  ftall  make  you  drink  and  eat  merrily  this  month : I am 
a little  knavifli : why,  and  doe  not  I know  all  you  to  be 
knaves  ? 

Pac.  I grant  you,  we  are  all  knaves,  and  will  be  your 
knaves : But  oh,  while  you  live,  take  heed  of  being  a proud 
knave. 

Alg.  On  then  pafs : I will  bear  out  my  ftaffe , and  my  ,| 
ftaffe  ffiall  bear  out  me. 

Laz.  Oh  Lazarillo.,  thou  art  going  to  ftpper. 

Exeunt. 


Sc  ana  Secunda. 


Enter  Lucio,  and  Bobadilla. 


Luc.  Pray  be  not  angry. 

Bob.  I am  angry,  and  I will  be  angry  Viaholo : what 

ffiould 
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(hould  you  do  in  the  Kitchin,  cannot  the  Cooks  lick  their 
fingers  without  your  overfeeing/  nor  the  maids  make  pot- 
tage, except  your  dogs-head  be  in  the  pot } Don  Lucio,  Don 
^uot-^nean^  Don  Spinfier^  wear  a Petticoat  ftill,  and  put 
on  your  Smock  a’  Monday : 1 will  have  a baby  o’  clouts 
made  for  it,  like  a great  girl : nay,  if  you  will  needs  be 
ftarching  of  Ruffs,  and  fowing  of  Black-work,  I will  of  a 
mild,  and  loving  Tutor,  become  a Tyrant,  your  Father 
has  committed  you  to  my  charge,  and  I will  make  a man 
or  a moufe  on  you. 

Luc.  What  would  you  have  me  do?  thisfcurvy^  fword 
So  galls  my  thigh : I would  ’c  were  burnt : pifh,  look. 

This  Cloak  will  ne’r  keep  on  : thefe  Boots  too  hide-bound, 
Make  me  walk  frifli  as  if  my  legs  were  frozen, 

: And  my  Spurs  gingle  like  a Morris-dancer  : 

Lord,  how  my  headakes  with  this  roguilhHat  j 
This  mafculine  attire  is  moll  unealie, 

I am  bound  up  in  it : I had  rather  walk 
[n  folio  , again,  loofe  like  a woman. 

Bob.  In  Foolio.,  had  you  not? 

Thou  mock  to  heav’n,  and  nature,  and  thy  Parents, 

Thou  tender  Leg  of  Lamb  ^ oh,  how  he  walks 
As  if  he  had  bepifs’d  himfelf,  and  fleers! 

Is  this  a gate  for  the  young  Cavalier, 

Don  Lucio^  Son  and  Heir  to  Alvarez} 

Has  it  a corn  ? or  do’s  it  walk  on  confciencc. 

It  treads  fo  gingerly  ? Come  on  your  ways, 

Suppofe  me  now  your  Fathers  foe,  Vitelli^ 

And  fpying  you  i’ th’ ftreet,  thus  I advance 
I twill  my  Beard,  and  then!  draw  my  f.vord. 

Lmc.  Alas. 

Bob.  And  thus  acco  ft  thee:  traiterous  brat, 

How  dur ft  thou  thus  confront  me  ? impious  twig 
Of  that  old  flock,  dew’d  with  my  kinfmans  gore. 

Draw,  for  I’ll  quarter  thee  in  pieces  four. 

Lac.  Nay,  prethee  Bobadilla.^  leave  thy  fooling. 

Put  up  thy  fword,  I will  not  meddle  with  ye  j 
I,  juftle  me,  I care  not : I’ll  not  draw. 

Pray  be  a quiet  man. 

Bob.  D’  ye  hear:  anfwer  me,  as  you  would  do  Don  Vi’ 
tfUi.,  or  I’ll  be  fb  bold  as  to  lay  the  pomel  of  my  fword  over 
the  hilts  of  your  head:  my  name’s  VitelU^  and  I’ll  have  the 
wall. 

Luc.  Why  then  I’ll  have  the  kennel : what  a coil  you  keep  ? 
Signior,  what  happen’d  ’twixt  my  Sire  and  your 
Kinfman,  was  long  before  I faw  the  world. 

No  fault  of  mine,  nor  will  I juftifie 
My  Fathers  crimes : forget  Sir,  and  forgive. 

’Tis  Chriftianity  r I pray  put  up  your  fword. 

I’ll  give  you  any  fatisfaftion 

That  may  become  a Gentleman : however 

I hope  you  are  bred  to  more  humanity 

Than  to  revenge  my  Fathers  wrong  on  me 

That  crave  your  love,  and  peace:  l3.w-yon~novj Zancbo 

Would  not  this  quiet  him,  were  he  ten  Vitellies. 

Bob.  Oh  craven-chicken  of -a  Cock  o’ th’ game : well, 
what  remedy?  did  thy  Father  fee  this.  O’ my  confcience, 
he  would  cut  off  thy  Mafculine  gender,  crop  thine  ears,  beat 
out  thine  eyes,  and  fet  thee  in  one  of  the  Pear  trees  for  a 
ftare-crow : As  I am  ViteUi.^  1 am  fatisfied  ^ but  as  I am  Boba- 
diUa.,  Spindola , Zancho , Steward  of  the  houfe,  and  thy  Fa- 
thers Servant,  1 could  find  in  my  heart  to  lop  off  the  hin- 
der part  of  thy  face,  or  to  beat  all  thy  teeth  into  thy  mouth: 
Oh  thou  whay-bloodcd  milk-fop,  I’ll  wait  upon  thee  no 
longer,  thou  flialt  ev’n  wait  upon  me : 
come  your  ways  Sir,  Ifhalltakea  little  pains  with  ye  clfe. 

Lntcr  Clara, 

Cl.u  Where  art  thou  brother  Lucio  ? ran  tan  tan  ta  ran 
tan  ran  tan  tan  ta,  ta  ran  tan  tan  tan.  Oh,  I fhallno  more 
fee  thole  golden  dates, thefe  clothes  will  never  fadge  with  me : 

a O’ this  filthy  vmrdingale , this  hip-hape:  brother, 

why  are  womens  hanches  only  limited,  confin’d , hoop’d 


m,  as  it  were  wuth  thefe  fame  fcurvy  vardingalcs? 

Bob.  Becaufe  womens  hanches  only  are  molt  fubjetn;  to  dis- 
play and  flie  out. 

cla.  BobadiUa,  rogue,  ten  Duckets,  I hit  the  prepuce  of 
thy  Codpiece. 

L«c  Hold,  if  you  love  my  life,  Sifter:  I am  not  Zancho 
BobadiUa,  I am  your  brother  Lucio:  what  a fright  you  have 
put  me  m ? ° ^ 

Cla.  Brother  and  wherefore  thus  ? 

Luc.  Why , Mafter  Steward  here,  Signior  Zancho,  made 
me  change : he  does  nothing  but  mif-ule  me,  and  call  me 
Coward,  and  fwears  I fliallv.ait  upon  him. 

Bob.  Well:  I do  no  more  than  I have  authority  for: 
would  I were  away  though;  for  flic’s  as  much  too  manifh, 
as  hetoo  womanilli:  Idare  notmcddle  W'ithher,  yetimuft 
let  a good  face  on’t  (ii  I had  it  )l  havelike  charge  of  Ma- 
dam, lamas  well  tomollifie  you,  as toquallifie  him: what 
have  you  to  do  with  Armors,  and  Piftols,  and  Javelins,and 
iwords,  and  Inch  tools?  remember  Miftrifs|,  nature  hath 
given  you  a flieath  only, to  fignifie  w'omcn  are  to  put  up  mens 
weapons,  not  to  draw  them:  look  you  now,  is  this  a fit  trot 
jor  a Gentlewoman?  You  fhallfeethe  Coiirt-Ladies  move 
like  Goddelles  , as  if  they  trode  air-  they  will  f.vim 
you  their  meaftires,  like  W'hiting-mops,  as  if  their  feet  were 
Anns,  and  the  hinges  of  their  knees  oil’d:  doe  they  love  to 
ride  great  horfes,  as  you  do  ? no,  they  love  to  ride  great 
alTes  Iboner : faith,  I know  not  what  tofay  t’ yeboth:  Cu- 
ftemhath  turn’d  nature  topfie-turvie  in  you. 

Cla.  Nay,  butMafter  Stew-ard. 

Bob.  You  cannot  trot  fb  faft,  but  he  ambles  as  flowly. 

Cla.  Signior  Spindle.,  will  you  hear  me, 

Bob.  Hethatfhall  come  to  beftride  your  Virginity,  had 
better  be  afoot  o’er  the  Dragon. 

Clo.  Very  well. 

Bob.  Did  ever  Spanijh  Lady  pace  fb  ? 

Cla.  Hold  thefe  a little. 

Luc.  I’ll  not  touch  ’em,  I. 

Cla.  Firft  doe  1 break  your  Office  o’re  your  pate. 

You  Dog-skin-fac’d  rogue,  pilcher,  you  poorji?/;//. 

Which  1 will  beat  to  Stock-fifh. 

Luc.  Sifter, 

Bob.  Madam. 

Cla.  You  Cittern-head,  who  have  you  talk’d  to,  ha? 
Younafty,  ftinking,  and  ill-counrenanc’d  Cur. 

Bob.  By  this  hand.  I’ll  bang  your  brother  for  this,  when 
I get  him  alone. 

Cla.  How?  kick  him  Lucio,  he  fnall  kick  you 
Spighco’the  nofe,  that’s  flat:  kick  him,  Ifay, 

Or  I will  cut  thy  head  off 

Bob.  Softly  y’  had  beft. 

Cla.  Now,  thou  lean,  dry’d,  and  ominous  vifag’d  knave, 
Thou  falfe  and  peremptory  Steward,  pray. 

For  I willhangthee  upintliine  own  chain. 

Luc.  Good  Sifter  do  not  choak  him. 

Bob.  Murder,  murder.  Exit. 

Cla.  Well : I fliall  meet  with  ye : Lucio,  who  bought 
this  ? 

’Tis  a.reafonable  good  one-,  but  there  hangs  one 
S paints  Champion  ne’er  us’d  truer : with  this  Staffs 
Old  Alvarez  has  led  up  men  fo  clofe. 

They  could  almoftfpit  in  the  Cannons  mouth, 

Whilft  I with  that,  and  this  well  mounted,  fcour’d 
AHorfe-troop  through,  and  through,  like  fwift  defire, 

And  feen  poor  rogues  retire,  all  gore,  and  gafh’d 
Like  bleeding  Shads. 

Luc.  Blefs  us.  Sifter  Clara. 

How  defperately  you  talk : what  d’  ye  call 
This  Gun  a dag  ? 

Cla.  I’ll  give’t  thee:  z French  petroneh 
You  never  faw  my  Barbary,  the  Infanta 
Bellow’d  upon  me,  as  yet  Lucio} 

Walk  down,  and  fee  it 

Luc.  What  into  the  Stable? 

Not  L the  Jades  will  kick : the  poor  Groom  therd 
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Was  almoft  IpoilM  the  other  day. 

Cla.  Fie  on  thee, 

Thou  wilt  Tcarce  be  a man  before  thy  Mother, 

L«c.  When  will  you  be  a woman? 

Lmr  Alvarez  and  Eobadilla. 

Cla.  Would  I were  none. 

But  natures  privy  Seal  afliires  me  one. 

Alv.  Thouanger’ft  me:  can  ftrong  habitual cultome 
Work  with  luch  Magick  on  the  mind  and  manners. 

In  fpightof  fex  and  nature  ? find  out  firrah, 

Some  skilful  fighter. 

Boh.  Yes  Sir. 

Alv.  I will  redlifie, 

And  redeem  cithers  proper  inclination, 

Or  bray  ’em  in  a morter,  and  new  mold ’em.  Exit. 

Boh.  Believe  your  eyes,  Sir,  Itellyou,  wewaIhanEfl>w^. 
Cla.  I ftrike  it  for  ten  Duckets. 

A/v.  Uow  now  Clara., 

Your  Breeches  on  ftill  ? and  your  petticoat 
Not  yet  off  Ludo  ? art  thou  not  guelt  ? 

Or  did  the  cold  Mnfeovite  beget  thee. 

That  lay  here  Lieger  in  the  laft:  great  froft  ? 

Art  not  thou  Clara.,  turn’d  a man  indeed 
Beneath  the  girdle  ? and  a woman  thou 

I’ll  have  you  fearch’d  by,- 1 ftrongly  doubt  i 

We  muft  have  thefe  things  mended : come  goe  in.  Exit. 

Enter  Vitelli  and  Bobadilla. 

Boh.  With  Ludo  fay  you  ? there  is  for  you. 

Vit.  And  there  is  for  thee. 

Boh.  I thank  you : you  have  now  bought  a little  advice 
Of  me  •,  if  you  chance  to  have  conference  with  that 
Lady  there,  be  very  civil,  or  look  to  your  head : fhe  has 
Ten  nails,  and  you  have  but  two  eies:  If  any  foolifh 
Hot  motions  fiiould  chance  to  rife  in  the  Horizon 
Under  your  equinoTial  there,  qualifie  it  as  well  as 
You  can,  for  I fear  the  elevation  of  your  pole  will 
Not  agree  with  the  Horofeopeoi  her  conftitution : 

She  is  Bellahs  Dragon  I allure  you.  Exit. 

Vit.  Are  you  the  Ludo,  Sir,  that  fav’d  Vitelli  t 
Luc.  Not  I indeed,  Sir,  I did  never  brable  ^ 

There  walks  that  Ludo  Metamorphofed.  Exit. 

Vit.  Do  ye  mock  me  ? 

Cla.  No,  he  does  not : I am  that 
Suppofed  Ludo  that  was,  but  Clara, 

That  is,  and  daughter  unto  Alvarez. 

Vit.  Amazement  daunts  me  •,  would  my  life  were  riddles. 
So  you  were  fcill  my  fair  Expofitor : 

Protefted  by  a Lady  from  ray  death. 

Oh,  I fliall  wear  an  everlafting  blufn 
Upon  my  cheek  from  this  difeovery : 

Oh,  you  the  faireft:  Soldier,  I e’er  faw  y 
Each  of  whole  eyes,  like  a bright  beamy  Shield, 

Conquers  without  blows,  the  contentious. 

Cla.  Sir,  guard  your  felf,  you  are  in  your  enemies  houfe, 
And  may  be  injur’d. 

I Fi?. ’Tisimpolfible ; 

I Foe,  nor  opprelling  odds  dares  prove  Vitelli, 

If  fide  him,  and  will  call  him  friend^ 

I would  the  difference  of  our  bloods  were  fiich 
As  might  with  any  fliift  be  wip’d  away: 

Or  would  to  heaven  your  felf  were  all  your  name  y 

I That  having  loft  blood  by  you,  I might  hope 
Toraife  blood  from  you.  But  my  black-wing’d  fate 
Hovers  averlely  over  that  fond  hope : 

And  he,  whole  tongue  thus  gratifies  the  daughter, 

And  Sifter  of  hi^  enemy,  wears  a fword 
To  rip  the  Father  and  the  Brother  up. 

Thus  you  that  fav’d  this  wretched  life  of  mine. 

Have  fav’d  it Yo  the  ruin  of  your  friends. 

That  my  affedions  Ihould  promifcuoufly 


Dart  love  and  hate  at  once,  both  worthily? 

Pray  let  me  kifs  your  hand. 

Cla.  You  are  treacherous. 

And  come  to  do  me  mifehief. 

Vit.  Speak  on  ftill; 

Your  words  are  falfer  ( fair)  than  my  intents. 

And  each  fweet  accent  far  more  treacherous  ■,  for 
Though  you  fpeak  ill  of  me,  you  fpeak  fo  well, 

I doe  defire  to  hear  you. 

Cla.  Pray  be  gone  : 

Or  kill  me  if  you  pleafe. 

Vit.  Oh,  neither  can  I, 

For  to  be  gone,  were  to  deftroy  my  life 
And  to  kill  you,  were  to  deftroy  mylbul: 

I am  in  love,  yet  muft  not  be  in  love: 

I’ll  get  away  apace : yet  valiant  Lady, 

Such  gratitude  to  honor  I do  owe, 

And  fuch  obedience  to  your  memory. 

That  if  you  will  beftow  fbmething,  that  I 
May  wear  about  me,  it  fhall  bind  all  wrath. 

My  molt  inveterate  wrath,  from  all  attempts. 

Till  you  and  I meet  next. 

Cla.  A favour.  Sir  ? 

Why,  I will  give  ye  goodcounfel. 

Vit.  That  already. 

You  have  bellowed^  a Ribbon,  or  a Glove. 

Cla.  Nay,  thofe  are  tokens  for  a waiting-maid 
To  trim  the  Butler  with, 

Vit.  Your  feather. 

Cla.  Fie  *,  the  wenches  give  them  to  their  ferving-men. 
Vit.  That  little  Ring. 

Cla . ’Twill  hold  you  but  by  th’  finger 
And  I would  have  have  you  fafter. 

Vit.  Any  thing 

That  I may  wear,  and  but  remember  you. 

Cla.  This  fmile;  my  good  opinion,  or  my  felf. 

But  that  it  feems  you  like  not 
Vit.  Yes,  fo  well ; 

When  any  fmilcs,  I will  remember  yours*. 

Your  good  opinion  fhall  in  weight  poize  me 
Againft  a thoufand  illj.  Laftly,  your  felf, 

My  curious  eye  now  %ures  in  my  heart. 

Where  I will  wear  you,  till  the  Table  break. 

So,  whiteft  Angels  guard  you. 

Cla.  Stay  Sir,  I 

Have  fitly  thought  to  give,  what  you  as  fitly 
May  not  difdain  to  wear. 

Vit.  What’s  that 
Cla,  This  Sword. 

I never  heard  a man  fpeak  till  this  hour. 

His  words  are  golden  chains,  and  now  I fear 
1 The  Lyonefle  hath  met  a tamer  here : 

Fie,  how  his  tongue  chimes;  what  was  I faying? 

Oh  ; this  favour  I bequeath  you,  which  I tie 
In  a Love-knot,  faft,  ne’er  to  hurt  my  friends*, 

Yet  be  it  fortunate  ’gainft  all  your  foes 
(For  I have  neither  friend,  nor  foe,  but  yours) 

As  e’er  it  was  tome:  I’ve  kept  it  long. 

And  value  it,  next  my  Virginity ; 

But  good,  return  it,  for  I now  remember 
I vow’d,  who  purchas’d  it,  fhould  have  me  too. 

Vit.  Would  that  were  poffible:  but  alas  it  is  not  ^ 

Yet  this  affure  your  felf,  moft  honour’d  Clara, 

I’ll  not  infringe  a particle  of  breath 

My  vow  hath  offered  to  ye:  nor  from  this  part 

Whilft  it  hath  edge,  or  point,  or  I a heart.  Exit. 

Cla.  Oh,  leave  me  living : what  new  exercife 
Is  crept  into  my  breaft,  that  blauncheth  clean 
My  former  nature?  I begin  to  find 
lama  woman,  and  muft  learn  to  fight 
A fbfter  fweeter  battel,  than  with  fwords. 

I am  fick  methinks,  but  the  difeafe  I feel 
Pleafeth,  and  punifteth : I warrant  love 
Is  very  like  this,  that  folks  talke  of  fb  •, 

I skill 
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I skill  not  what  it  is,  yet  fure  even  here. 

Even  in  my  heart,  I fenfibly  perceive 

It  slows,  and  rifeth  like  a glimmering  flame. 

But  know  not  yet  the  Eflence  on’t,  nor  name. 

Which  I will  offer,  like  an  Indian  Queen. 

Alg.  And  I will  be  thy  devil,  thou  my  flelh^ 

With  which  I’ll  catch  the  world. 

Mai,  Fill  fome  Tobacco, 

And  bring  it  in  r if  Piorato  come 

Before  my  Ton,  admit  him  -,  if  my  Don 

Before  my  Love,  conduft  him,  my  dear  Devil.  Exit. 

Alg.  I will  my  dear  Flefh ; firll;  come, firft  ferv’d.Well  faid 

Oh  equal  Heaven,  how  wifely  thou  difpofefl: 

Thy  lever al  gifts  ? one’s  born  a great  rich  fool, 

For  the  fubordinate  knave  to  work  upon-. 

Anothers  poor,  with  wits  addition. 

Which  well  or  ill-us’d,  builds  a living  up-. 

And  that  too  from  the  Sire  oft  defeends: 

Only  fair  virtue,  by  tradudlion 

Never  fucceeds,  and  feldom  meets  fuccels, 

What  have  I then  to  do  with’t?  My  free  will 

Left  me  by  heaven,  makes  me  or  good,  or  ill: 

Now  fincevice  gets  more  in  this  vicious  world 

Than  Piety,  and  my  Stars  confluence 

Enforce  my  difpofition  to  afle(ft 

Gain,  and  the  name  of  rich,  let  who  willpradifo 

War,  and  grow  that  way  great : religious. 

And  that  way  good;  my  chief  felicity 

Is  wealth  the  nurfe  of  fenluafity : 

And  he  that  mainly  labours  to  be  rich, 

Muff  fcratch  great  fcabs,  and  claw  a Strumpets  itch.  Exit. 

Sctcna  Secunda. 

Enter  Piorato,  and  Babadilla,  mth  Letters, 

Pio.  Tol^ay,  Sir,  I will  wait  upon  your  Lord- 
Were  not  to  underlland  my  felf. 

Bob.  To  fay  Sir, 

You  will  do  any  thing  but  wait  upon  him, 

Were  not  to  underhand  my  Lord . 

Pio.  I’ll  meet  him 

Some  half  hour  hence,  and  doubt  not  but  to  render 

His  Son  a man  again : the  cure  is  eafie,  | 

I have  done  divers. 

Bob.  Women  do  ye  mean.  Sir  ? 

Pio.  Cures  I do  mean.  Sir  -.  be  there  but  one  Ipark 

Of  fire  remaining  in  him  unextinT, 

With  my  difeourfe  I’ll  blow  it  to  a flame 

And  with  my  pradfice  into  action : 

I have  had  one  fo  full  of  childifh  fear,  ^ 

And  womanifh-hearted  fentto  my  advice. 

He  durftnot  draw  a knife  to  cut  his  meat. 

Bob.  And  how  Sir,  did  you  help  him  ? 

Pio.  Sir,  I kept  him 

Seven  daies  in  a dark  room  by  a Candle-light, 

A plenteous  Table  fpread  with  all  good  meats, 

Before  his  eyes,  a Cafe  of  keen  broad  Knives, 

Upon  the  board,  and  he  fo  watch’d  he  might  not 

Touch  the  leaf!  modicum,  unlefs  he  cut  it; 

And  thus  I brought  him  firlt  to  draw  a knife. 

Bob.  Good.  • L- 

Pio.  Then  for  ten  daies  did  I diet  him 

Only  with  burnt  Pork,  Sir,  and  gammons  of  Bacon  ^ 

A pill  of  Caveary  now  and  then. 

Which  breeds  choler  adult  you  know, 

Pio.  And  to  purge  phlegmatick  humor,and  cold  crudities^ 

In  all  that  time  he  drank  mtAqua-fortU, 

And  nothing  elfe  but 

Boh.  Aqua-vita  Signior, 

For  Aqua-fortis  poifons. 

Pio.  Aqua-fortis 

1 fay  again : what’s  one  man’s  poifon,  Sigmor, 

Is  anothers  meat  or  drink. 

Your  patience,  Sir  ^ u n-^morW 

By  your  good  patience,  h’  had  ' 

^ Pio.  I fir’d  it : and  gave  him  then  three  fweats 

t 

Mtis  Tertius, 

Sc£na  Frima. 

Enter  Malroda  and  Alguazier, 

Mai  T lE  mufc  not  ? nor  he  lhall  not,  who  fliall  lett  him  ? 

’ JlI  You  politique  with  your  face  of  wifdora  j 

Don-blirt^  the on  your  Aphorifmes, 

Your  grave,  and  Sage-Ale  Phyfiognomy  : 

Do  not  I know  thee  for  the  Alguazier, 

Whofe  dunghil  all  the  Parilh  Scavengers 

Could  never  rid thou  Comedy  to  men, 

Whofe  ferious  folly  is  a Butt  for  all 

To  flioot  their  wits  at  *,  whilft:  thou  halt  not  wit. 

Nor  heart,  to  anfwer,  or  be  angry. 

mS.  p2e,  peace,  you  rotten  Rogue,  fiipported  by 

A ftaffe  of  rottener  office  : dare  you  check 

Any  accelfes,  that  I will  allpw  ? 

' piorato  is  my  friend,  and  vifits  me 

In  lawful  fort  to  efpoufe  me  as  his  wite 

And  who  willcrofs,  orj>all  our  enter-views? 

You  know  me  firrah,  for  no  Char^ermaid, 

That  call:  her  belly,  and  her  waRecoat  lately; 

Thou  think’lt  thy  Conftablefhip  is  much:  notfo, 

I am  ten  offices  to  thee : I,  thy  home. 

Thy  houfe,  and  office  is  maintain’d  by  me.  ^ 

Ak  My  houfe-of-office  is  maintain  d i th  garden . 

Go  too,  I know  you,  and  1 have  conmv  d 

Y’are  a delinquent,  but  Ihavecontriv  d 

A noifon  though  not  in  the  third  degree : 
f SwaJs  your  eye,  thoughit  be  grey; 

I have  conniv’dat  this,  your  friend^nd you. 

But  what  is  got  by  this  connivency . 

I like  his  feather  well ; a proper  man. 

Of  gooddifcourfe,  fine  conversation. 

Valiant,  and  a great  earner  of  the 

Sweet  breall:ed,asthe  Nightingale,  or  Thrufn. 

Yet  Imufl:  tell  you-,  you  forget  your  lelt. 

My  Lord  riteVies  love,  and  maintenance 

Deferves  no  other  Jack  i’th  box,  but  he: 

What  though  he  gather’d  firft  ^be  goto  fruit. 

And  blew  your  pigs-coat  up  into  a blilter. 

When  you  did  wait  at  Court  upon  his  mother-. 

Has  he  not  well  provided  for  the  barn 

Befide,  what  profit  reap  I by  ^be  other. 

If  you  will  have  me  ferve  your  Pl^^bire,  Lady, 

Your  pleafure  mult  accommodate  my  fervice, 

As  good  be  virtuous  and  poor,  as  not 

Thrive  by  my  knavery,  all  the  wor  d would  be 

Good,  prqfper’d  goodnefs  like  to  villany. 

I am  the  Kings  Vice-gerent  by  my  place -, 

His  risht  Lieutenant  in  mine  own  precinct. 

Mai  Thou  art  a right  ’ 

Yet nowmy  pair  of  twins,  of  fool,  andkna  , 

Look  we  are  friends  ^ there  ^ 

Whom  I willhave,  andkeep  it  my  P 

And  I will  make  thee  richer  than  tbou  rt  wife . 

Thou  lhalt  be  my  Bawd,  and  my  Owl  ‘ 

Thy  children  fltall  eatftdl,  my  good  mgh^ 

And  thy  old  wife  lell  Andirons  to  the  Court 

Be  countenanced  by  the  ,, , Mother- 

Nay,  keep  myGarden-houfe-,  1 U ini’ 

ThL  Father,  my  good  poyfonous  Red-hair  d D , 

And  Gold  lhall  daily  be  ^hy  Sacrifice 

Wrought  from  a fertile  IHund  of  mine  own. 

Ml.  I .1  ir.  wriMninnii«i..i^iiiri  1.  I ■■»  

Loves  Cure,  or 
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In  the  Artillery-yard  three  drilling  daies: 

And  now  he’ll  flioot  a Gun,  and  draw  a Sword, 

And  fight  with  any  man  in  Chrijiendom. 

Bob.  A receipt  for  a coward : I’ll  be  bold,  Sir , 

To  write  your  good  prefcription. 

Fio.  Sir,  hereafter 

You  fliall,  and  underneath  it  put  prohatumi 
Is  your  chain  right  ? 

Bob^  ’Tis  both  right  and  jufi;  Sir^ 

For  though  I am  a Steward,  I did  get  it 
With  no  mans  wrong. 

Fio.  You  are  witty. 

Bob.  So,fo. 

Could  you  not  cure  one  Sir,  of  being  too  rafh 
\nd  over-daring  ? there  now’s  my  difeale : 

Fool-hardy  as  they  fay,  for  thatinfooth, 

I am. 

Fio.  Moll;  eafily. 

Bob.  How? 

Fio.  To  make  you  drunk,  Sir, 

With  fmall  Beer  once  a day,  and  beat  you  twice, 

' Till  you  be  bruis’d  all  over:  if  that  help  not. 

Knock  out  your  brains. 

Bob.  This  is  flrong  Phyfick  Signior, 

And  never  will  agree  with  my  weak  body: 

I find  the  medicine  w’orfc  than  the  malady. 

And  therefore  will  remain  fool-hardy  ftill: 

Ydu’U  come.  Sir  ? 

Fio.  As  1 am  a Gentleman. 

Bob.  A man  o’ th’ Sword  ihould  never  break  his  word. 
Fio.  i’il  overtake  you  : I have  only,  Sir 
A complimental  vilitation 
To  offer  to  a Miltrifs  lodg’d  hereby. 

Bob.  A Gentlewoman? 

Fio.  Yes  Sir. 

Bob.  Fair,  and  comely? 

Fio.  Oh  Sir,  the  Paragon,  theNon-paril 
Of  Sm7,  the  moft  wealthy  Mine  of  Spain, 

For  beauty,  and  perfe(flion. 

Bob.  Say  you  fo.'? 

Might  not  a man  entreat  a crurtefie, 

To  walk  along  with  you  Signior,  to  perufe 
This  dainty  Mine,  though  not  todigin’t  Signior? 

Hauh 1 hope  you’ll  not  denie  me,  being  a ftranger  *, 

Though  I am  a Steward,  lam  flefn  and  blood,  ’ 

And  frail  as  other  men, 

Fio.  Sir,  blow  your  nofe  : 

I dare  not  for  the  world : no,  file  is  kept 
By  a great  Don,  Vite'lii. 

Bob.  How.? 

Fio.  ’Tis  true. 

Bob.  See,  things  will  veer  about : this  Don  ViteUi 
Am  I to  feek  now,  to  deliver  Letters 
From  my  young  Miftrifs  Clara : and  I tell  you. 

Under  the  Rofe,  becaufe  you  are  a ftranger. 

And  my  fpecial  friend,  1 doubt  there  is 
A little  foolifh  love  betwixt  the  parties, 

Unknown  unto  my  Lord. 

Fio.  Happy  difcovery : 

My  fruit  begins  to  ripen : hark  you  Sir, 

I would  not  wifh  you  now,  to  give  thofe  Letters : 

But  home,  and  ope  this  to  Madona  Clara, 

Which  when  I come  I’lljuftifie,  and  relate 
More  amply,  and  particularly. 

Bob.  I approve 

Yourcounfel,  andwillpraftifeit : hazilos  tnams : 

Here’s  two  chewres  chewr’d : when  wifdomisimploy’d 
’Tis  ever  thus:  your  more  acquaintance,  Signior: 

I fay  not  better,  leaft  you  think,  I thought  not 

Yours  good  enough.  E)cit. 

Enter  Alguazier. 

Ph.  Your  fervant  excellent  Steward. 


Would  all  the  Dons  in  Spain  had  no  more  brains. 

Here  comes  the  Alguazkr:  dieu^vous  gmrdMonfteur. 

Is  my  Cuz  ftirring  yet.? 

Alg.  Your  Cut;  (good  cofin?) 

A whore  is  like  a fool,  a kin  to  all 

The  gallants  in  the  Town:  Your  puz,  good  Signior, 

Is  gone  abroad:,  Sir,  with  her  other  Cofin, 

My  Lord  ViteUi : fince  when  there  hath  been 
Some  dozen  Cofins  here  to  enquire  for  her. 

Fio.  She’s  greatly  ally’d  Sir. 

Alg.  Marry  is  file.  Sir, 

Come  of  a lufty  kindred : the  truth  is, 

I muft  connive  no  more : no  more  admittance 
Muft  Iconfent  to  j my  good  Lord  hasthreatned  me. 

And  you  muft  pardon. 

Fio.  Out  upon  thee  man, 

T urn  honeft  in  thine  age  ? one  foot  i’th’  grave  ? 

Thou  fiialt  not  wrong  thy  felffb,  for  a million: 

Look,  thou  three-headed  Cerberus  (for  wit 
I mean)  here  is  one  fop,  and  two,  and  three. 

For  every  chop  a bit. 

Alg.  I marry  Sir: 

Well,  the  poor  heart  loves  you  but  too  well. 

We  have  been  talking  on  you  ’faith  this  hour  *. 

Where,  what  I laid,  goetoo:  file  loves  your  valour*, 

Oh,  and  your  Mufick  moft  abominably : 

She  is  within  Sir,  and  alone:  what  mean  you? 

Fio.  That  is  your  Sergeants  fide,  I take  it  Sir  j 
Now  I endure  your  Conftablesmuch  better^ 

There  is  lefs  danger  in’t:  for  one  you  know 
Is  a tame  harmlefs  monfter  in  the  light. 

The  Sergeant falvage  both  by  day,  and  night 
Alg.  I’ll  call  her  to  you  for  that. 

Fio.  No,  I will  charm  her. 

Enter  Malroda. 

Alg.  She’s  come. 

Fio.  My  Spirit. 

Mai.  Oh  my  Sweet, 

Leap  hearts  to  lips,  and  in  our  kifles  meet. 

SONG. 

Pio.  Turn,  turn  thy  beauteous  face  avoay, 

Hovp  pale  andfickly  lookjthe  day. 

In  emulation  of  thy  brighter  beams  ? 

Oh  envious  light,  fli,flie,  begone. 

Come  night,  and  piece  tveo  breads  as  one  •, 

When  Tcvhat  love  does,  roe  poill  repeat  in  dreams* 

Eet  (^thy  eyes  open')  nvho  can  day  hence  fright. 

Let  but  their  Lids  fall,  audit  mil  benight* 

Alg.  Well,  I will  leave  you  to  your  fortitude  *, 

And  you  to  temperance : ah,  ye  pretty  pair, 

’Twere  fin  to  funder  you.  Lovers  being  alone 
Make  one  of  two,  and  day  and  ^ight  all  one. 

But  fall  not  out,  I charge  you,  kfeep  the  peace  ^ 

You  know  my  place  elfo.  Exit. 

Mai.  No,  you  will  not  marry : 

You  are  a Courtier,  andcanfing  (my  Love  ) 

And  want  no  Miftrifles : but  yet  I care  not. 

I’ll  love  you  ftill  i and  when  I am  dead  for  you. 

Then  you’ll  believe  my  truth. 

Pio.  You  kill  me  (fair) 

It  is  my  leflbn  that  you  fpeak : have  I 
In  any  circumftance  deferv’d  this  doubt  ? 

I am  not  like  your  falfo  and  perjur’d  Don 
That  here  maintains  you,  and  has  vow’d  his  faith. 

And  yet  attempts  in  way  of  marriage 
A Lady  not  far  off 
Mai.  How’s  that? 

Pio.  ’Tisfo: 

And  therefore  Miftrifs,  now  the  time  is  come 

You 
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You  may  demand  his  promife  j and  I fvsrear 
To  marry  you  withfpced. 

Mai.  And  with  that  Gold 

Which  Don  Vitelli  gives,  you’ll  walk  fome  voyage 
And  leave  me  to  my  Trade  ^ and  laugh,  and  brag. 

How  you  o’er-reach’d  a whore,  and  gull’d  a Lord. 

Via.  You  anger  me  extreamly:  fare  you  well. 

What  Ihould  1 fay  to  be  believ’d  ? expole  me  " 

To  any  hazard  or  like  jealous  Juno 
•(  Th’  incenfed  ftep-mother  of  Hercules  ) 

Defign  me  labours  moll  impoffible, 

I’ll  doe ’em,  or  die  in  ’em  j fo  at  laft 
You  will  believe  me. 

Mai.  Come,  we  are  friends : I do, 

I am  thine,  walk  in:  my  Lord  hasfent  me  outfides. 

But  thou  llialt  have  ’em,  the  colours  are  too  fad : 

?io.  ’Faith  Millrifs,  I want  clothes  indeed. 

Mai.  1 have 

Some  Gold  too,  for  my  fervant. 

?io.  And  I have 

A better  mettal  for  my  Miltrifs.  * ^ 'Exeunt. 
Sc^na  Jertia. 

Enter  Vitelli  and  Alguazier,  at  feveral  doors. 

Alg.  Undone — wit  now  or  never  help  me:  my  Mafter 
He  will  cut  my  throat,  I am  a dead  Conltable  ^ 

And  he’ll  not  be  hang’d  neither,  there’s  the  grief: 

The  party.  Sir,  is  here. 

Vif.  What? 

Alg.  Hew'ashere; 

I cry  your  Lordlhip  mercy:  but  I railed  him-, 

1 told  him  here  was  no  companions 

Forfuch  debauch’d,  and  poor  condition’d  fellows-, 

I bid  him  venture  not  lb  defperately 
The  cropping  of  his  cars,  flitting  his  nofe. 

Or  being  gelt. 

Vit.  ’Twas  well  done. 

Alg.  Pleafe  your  honor, 

I told  him  there  were  Stews,  and  thenatlalh 
Swore  three  or  four  great  oaths  flie  was  remov’d, 

Which  I did  think  I might,  in  confcience. 

Being  for  your  Lordlhip. 

Vit.  What  became  of  him  ? 

Alg.  Faith  Sir,  he  went  away  with  a flea  in’s  ear. 

Like  a poor  cur,  clapping  his  trundle  tail 

Betwixt  his  legs.- — A chi  ha.y  a chi  ha.,  a chi  ha liowluck. 


in  labour,  even  with  anger,  big  with  child 
01  womans  rage,  bigger  than  when  my  womb 
Was  pregnant  by  thee : go  feducer,  flie 
Out  of  the  world,  let  me  the  lafl;  wretch  be 
Dilhonored  by  thee : touch  me  not  I loath 
My  very  heart,  becaiife  thou  lay’ll  there  lon^r- 
A woman’s  well  help’d  up,  that’s  confident  ’ 

In  e er  a glittering  outlideon  you  all : 

Would  1 had  honellly  been  match’d  to  fome 
Poor  Countrey-fwain,  e’er  known  the  vanity 
Of  Court : peace  then  had  been  my  portion 
Nor  had  been  cozen’d  by  an  hours  pomp 
1 o be  a whore  unto  my  dying  day. 

'T'U  waies  Fuch  women  have. 

Their  different  fpeech  and  meaning,  iioalTurance 
In  what  they  lay  or  do : Dillcmblcrs 
Evenin  their  prayers,  asif  the  weeping Cwk. 

That  flatter’d  Troj/  a-fire,  had  been  their  Adam- 
j Lyers,  asil  their  mother  had  been  made  ’ 

I Only  of  ail  the  lalfliood  ot  the  man, 

. Difpos’d  into  that  rib : Do  I know  this, 

' And  more : nay,  all  that  can  concern  this  Sex, 

I With  the  true  end  of  my  creation  ? ’ 

I Can  I with  rational  difcourlefometimes 
I Advance  my  fpirit  into  Heaven,  before 
i ’T  has  Ihook  hands  with  my  body,  and  yet  blindly 
Sul^r  my  filthy  flelh  to  mailer  it, 

W ith  light  of  Inch  fair  frail  beguiling  objeifts  ? 

When  lam  ablcnt,  ealily  I relblve 
Ne’er  more  to  entertain  thole  Urong  delires 
That  triumph  o’er  me,  even  to  adtual  fin 
Yet  when  I meet  again  thole  Ibrcerers  eies, 

Their  beams  my  hardell  refolutions  thaw. 

As  if  that  cakes  of  ice  and  Julymtt, 

And  her  fighs  powerful  as  the  violent  North, 

Like  a light  feather  twirl  me  round  about 
And  leave  me  in  mine  own  low  Hate  again. 

What  ayl’H  thou  ? pretheeweep  not : Oh,thofe  tears 
If  they  were  true,  and  rightly  Ipent,  would  raife 
A flow’ry  fpring  i’th’  midll  of  January : 

Celellial  MiniHers  with  Chryllal  cups 
Would  Hoop  tofave  ’em  for  immortal  drink: 

But  from  this  paflion  ^ why  all  this  ? 

Mai.  Do  ye  ask  ? 

You  are  marrying : having  made  me  unfit 
For  any  man,  you  leave  me  fit  for  all  : 

Porters  muft  be  my  burthens  now,  to  live. 

And  fitting  me  your  felf  for  Carts,  and  Beadles, 


Enter  Malroda  and  Piorato. 

Mai.  ’Tis  he,  do  as  I told  thee : Blels  thee  Signior. 

Oh,  my  dear  Lord. 

Vit.  Malroda.,  what  alone  ? 

Mai.  She  never  is  alone,  that  is  accompanied 
With  noble' thoughts,  my  Lord  j and  mine  are  fuch. 

Being  only  of  your  Lordiliip. 

Vit.  Pretty  Lafs. 

Mai.  Ohmy  goodLord,myPidure’sdone:  but’lhitli 
It  is  not  like  ^ nay,  this  way  Sir,  the  light 
Strikes  bell  upon  it  here. 

?io.  Excellent  wench.  Exit. 

Alg.  I am  glad  the  danger’s  over.  Exit. 

Vit.  ’Tis  wondrous  like. 

But  that  Art  cannot  counterfeit  what  Nature 
Could  make  but  once, 

Mai.  All’s  clear  ^ another  tune 
You  muH  hear  from  me  now:  Vitelli.,  thou’rt 
A moll  perfidious  and  a perjur’d  man. 

As  ever  did  ufiirp  Nobility. 

Vit.  What  meanllthou  Mai  ? 

Mai.  Leave  yCur  betraying  fmiles. 

And  changethe  tunes  of  yourinticing  tongues 
To  penitential  prayers  ffor  I am  great 


You  leave  me  to  ’em:  And  who  of  all  the  world 
But  the  virago,  your  great  Arch-foes  daughter  ? 

But  on : I care  not,  this  poor  rulh : ’twill  breed 
An  excellent  Comedy : ha,  ha : ’t  makes  me  laugh : 

I cannot  choofe : the  bell  is,  fome  report 
It  is  a match  for  fear,  not  love  o’  your  fide. 

Vit.  Why  how  the  devil  knows  ihe,  that  I law 
This  Lady?  are  all  whores,  piec’d  with  fome  witch.? 

I will  be  merry,  ’faith  ’tis  true,  fweet  heart, 

1 am  to  marry  ? 

Mai.  Are  you?  you  bafe  Lord, 

By — I’ll  pillol  thee. 

Vit.  A roaring  whore  ? 

Take  heed,  there’s  a Corredion-houfc  hard  by : (you  of. 
You  ha’ learn’dthis  o’  your  fwordman,  that  I warn’d 
Your  Fencers,  and  your  drunkards : but  whereas 
You  upbraid  me  with  oaths,  why  I muH  tell  you 
I ne’er  promis’d  you  marriage,  nor  have  vow’d. 

But  faid  1 lov’d  you,  long  as  you  remain’d 
The  wcmian  I expedled,  or  you  fwore. 

And  how  you  have  fail’d  of  that  ( fweet-heart } you  kiiow. 
You  fain  would  fliew  your  power,  but  fare  you  well, 

I’ll  keep  no  more  faith  with  an  infidel. 

Mai.  Nor  Imybofome  fora  7urk^:  d’  ye  hear? 

Goe,  and  the  devil  take  me,  if  ever 
I fee  you  more:  I was  too  true. 

^ Vit. 
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I Vh.  Come,  pifli ; 

That  devil  take  the  falfelt  of  us  two. 

MjI.  Amen. 

Vit.  You  are  an  ill  Clark-,  and  curfe  your  felf: 

Madnefs  tranfports  you:  Iconfefs,  I drew  you 
Unto  my  Will : but  you  muft  know  that  mult  not 
Make  me  doat  on  the  habit  of  my  fm. 

I will,  to  fettle  you  to  your  content. 

Be  malter  of  my  word  : and  yet  he  ly’d 
That  told  yon  1 was  marrying,  but  in  thought; 

But  will  you  (lave  me  to  your  tyranny 
So  cruelly  I (hall  net  dare  to  look 
Or  fpeak  to  other  women  ? make  me  not 
Your  fmock’s  Monopolie:  come,  let^s be  friends: 

Look,  here’s  a Jewel  for  thee ; I will  come 

At  night,  and 

Mil.  What  ’yfaith ; you  fliall  not.  Sir. 

Vit.  ’Faith,  and  troth,  and  verily,  but  I will 
MjI.  Half  drunk,  to  make  a noife,  and  rail? 

Vit.  No,  no. 

Sober,  and  dieted  for  the  nonce : I am  thine, 

1 have  won  the  day. 

Mai.  The  night  (though  J fltall  be  mine.  Exeunt. 

Sc<ena  ^urta. 

Enter  Clara,  and  Eobadilla  vpith  Letters, 

CIj.  W'hat  Laid  he,  firrah  ? 

Bob.  Little,  or  nothing;  faith  I Law  him  not, 

Nor  will  not : he  doth  love  a ftrumpet,  Miftrifs, 

Nay,  keeps  her  fpitefully,  under  the  Conftables  nofe, 

. It  lhall  be  juftifed  by  the  Gentleman 
Your  brothers  Mailer  that  is  now  within  ^ 

A praflifing;  there  are  your  Letters ; come 
You  lhall  not  call  your  lelf  away,  v^hi'e  1 live. 

Nor  will  1 venture  my  Right  worlhipful  place 
In  fuch  a bufmels — here’s  your  Mother,  down: 

And  he  that  loves  you : anotirer  ’gates  fellow,  I wiih. 

If  you  had  any  grace. 

Eugenia  Sayavedra. 

Cla.  WTIl  rogue. 

. Bob.  i’ll  in,  to  fee  Don  manage , he’ll  make 
A pretty  piece  offlelh,  I promife  you. 

He  does  already  handle  his  weapon  finely.  Exit. 

Euc;.  She  knows  your  love.  Sir,  and  the  full  allowance 
Her  Father  and  my  fcif  approve  it  with, 

And  I muft  tell  3^1,  I much  hope  it  hath 
W'rought  Ibme  impreflion  by  her  alteration  ^ 

• Shelighs,  and  faies,  forfocth,  and  cries  heigh-ho. 

She’ll  take  ill  words  o’  th’  Steward,  and  the  Servants, 

Yet  anfwer  alTably,  and  modellly: 

Things  Sir,  not  ufual  with  her;  there  Ihe  is. 

Change  fonie  few  words . 

Say.  Madam,  I am  bound  t’ye  3 
How  now,  fair  Millrifs,  working  ? 

Cla.  Yesforfooth, 

Learning  to  live  another  day. 

Say.  That  needs  not. 

Cla.  No  forfeoth : by  my  truly  but  it  does^ 

W'eknow  not  what  we  may  come  to. 

Eug,  ’Tis  flrange. 

Say.  Come,  I ha  begg’d  leave  for  you  to  play, 

Cla.  Forfooth 

’ ris  ill  for  a fair  Lady  to  be  idle. 

Say.  She  had  better  be  well-bulied,  I know  that. 

Turtle:  me  thinks  you  mourn,  Iliall  I lit  by  you.? 

Cla.  If  you  te  weary.  Sir,  you  had  belt  be  gone 
(I  work  not  a true  flitch)  now  you’re  my  mate. 

Say.  If  I be  fo,  I muft  do  more  than  fide  you. 

Cla.  Ev’n  what  you  will,  but  tread  me. 

Say.  Shall  we  bill.? 

— ■ — ______ 


Cla.  Oh  no,  forfooth. 

Say.  Being  fo  fair,  my  Clara., 

Why  d’ye  delight  in  Black-work  ? 

Cla.  Oh  White,  Sir, 

The  fairefl  Ladies  like  theblackellmenr 
I ever  lov’d  the  colour:  all  black  things 
Areleaflfubjedl  to  change, 

Say.  Why,  I do  love 

A black  thing  too:  and  the  mojl  beauteous  faces 
Have  oftneflof  them:  as  the  blackell  eyes, 

Jet-arched  brows,  fuch  hair : I’ll  kils  your  hand. 

Cla.  ’Twill  hinder  me  my  work  Sir:  and  my  Mother 
Will  chide  me,  if  I do  not  do  my  taske. 

Say.  Your  Mother,  nor  your  Father  fhall  chide:  you 
Might  have  a prettier  taske,  would  you  be  rul’d. 

And  look  with  open  eyes. 

Cla.  I flare  upon  you ; 

And  broadly  fee  you,  a wondrous  proper  man. 

Yet  ’tw^ere  a greater  taske  for  me  to  love  you 
Than  I fliall  ever  work  Sir,  in  feven  year, 

O’  this  Hitching,  I had  rather  feel 

T wo,  than  fbw  one ; — this  rogue  h’  as  given  me  a Hitch 
Clean  crofs  my  heart: 

Now  you  grow  troublefbme ; pifh,  the  man  is  foolifh. 

Say.  Pray  wear  thefe  trifles. 

Cla.  Neither  you,  nor  trifles, 

You  are  a trifle,  w'ear  your  felf.  Sir,  out. 

And  here  no  more  trifle  the  time  away. 

Say.  Come-,  you’re  deceiv’d  in  me,  I will  not  wake. 

Nor  fall,  nor  dye  for  you. 

Cla.  Goofe,  be  not  you  deceiv’d, 

I cannot  like,  nor  love,  nor  live  with  you. 

Nor  fall,  nor  watch,  nor  pray  for  you. 

Eug.  Her  old  fit. 

Say.  Sure  this  is  not  the  way,  nay,  I will  break 
Your  meiancholly. 

Cla.  I fhall  break  your  pate  then. 

Away,  you  fanguine  fcabbard. 

Eug.  Out  upon  thee 
Thou’lt  break  my  heart,  I am  Hire, 

Enter  Alvarez,  Piorato,  Lucio,  and  Bobadilla. 

Say.  She’s  not  yet  tame. 

Ah.  On  Sir  3 put  home ; or  I lhall  goadyou  here 
With  this  old  Fox  of  mine,  that  will  bite  better: 

Oh,  the  brave  age  is  gone  3 in  my  young  dales 
A Chevalier  would  flock  a needlefs  point 
Three  times  together;  flrait  i’th’hams? 

Or  fhall  I give  ye  new  Garters  ? 

Bob.  Faith  old  Mailer. 

There’s  little  hope:  the  linnen  fure  wasdanck 
He  was  begot  in,  he’s  fo  faint,  and  cold : 

Ev’n  fend  him  to  Eoledo.,  there  to  ftudy, 

For  he  will  never  fadge  with  thefe  ‘Toledos’, 

Bear  ye  up  your  point  there  s pick  his  teeth:  Ohbafe. 

Tio.  Fie:  you  are  the  moll  untoward  Scholar:  bear 
Your  body  gracefully ; what  a pofture’s  there? 

You  lie  too  open-breafted. 

Luc.  Oh ! 

Bio.  You’ld  never 
Make  a good  Statef-man; 

Luc.  Pray  no  more. 

I hope  to  breathe  in  peace,  and  therefore  need  not 
Thepr^ife  of  thefe  dangerous  qualities, 

I do  not  mean  to  live  by’t  -,  for  I trull 
You’ll  leave-me-better  able. 

Alv.  Not  a Button  : 

Let’s  goe  get  us  a new  heir. 

Eug.  I by  my  troth ; your  daughter’s  as  untoward. 

Alv.  I will  break  thee  bone  by  bone,  and  bake  thee, 

E’r  I’ll  ha’  fuch  a wooden  Son  to  inherit: 

T ake  him  a good  knock  fee  how  that  will  work. 

Bio.  Now,  for  your  life  Signior : 

Luc. 
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Luc.  Oh:  alas,  I am  kill’d 
My  eye  is  out : look  Father  Zancho : 

I’ll  play  the  fool  no  more  thus,  that  I will  not. 

Cla.  ’Heart:  ne’r  a rogue  in  S^ji«lhall  wrong  my  brother 
Whilfl:  I can  hold  a fword. 
fio.  Hold  Madam,  Madam. 

Alv.  Clara. 

Lug.  Daughter. 

Boh.  Miftrefs: 

Fio.  Bradamante. 

Hold,  hold  I pray, 

Alv.  The  devil’s  in  her,  o’che  other  fide  fure. 

There’s  Gold  for  you:  they  have  chang’d  whatyecalt’s: 
Will  no  cure  help  ? well  I have  one  experiment. 

And  if  that  fail.  I’ll  hang  him,  then  here’s  an  end  on’t. 
Come  you  along  with  me : and  you  Sir : Exeunt 

Bob.  Now  are  you  going  to  drowning.  Alv.Eug.Luc. 

Say.  I’ll  ev’n  along  with  ye:  Ihe’s  too  great  a Lady  Bob. 
For  me,  and  would  prove  more  then  my  match.  Exit 
Cla.  You’r  he  fpoke  of  ntelli  to  the  Stewerd: 

Fio.  Yes,  and  I thank  you,  you  have  beat  me  for’t. 

Cla.  But  are  you  fure  you  do  not  wrong  him  ? 

Fio.  Sure? 

So  fure,  that  if  you  pleafe  venture  your  felf 
I’ll  Ihew  you  him,  and  his  Cokatrice  together. 

And  you  lliall  hear  ’em  talk. 

Cla.  Will  you?  by Sir 

You  lhall  endear  me  ever  : and  I ask 
You  mercy 

Fio.  You  were  fomewhat  boyftrous.  . (pains, 

Cla.  There’s  Gold  to  make  you  amends:  and  for  this 
I’ll  gratifie  you  farther : I’ll  but  mafque  me 
And  walk  along  with  ye : faith  let’s  make  a night  on’t.  Exit. 

Sc£na  ^inta. 

Enter  Alguazier,  Pachieco,  Mendoza, Metaldi, 
Lazarillo. 

Alg.  Come  on  my  brave  water-Spaniels , you  that  hunt 
Ducks  in  the  night : and  hide  more  knavery  under  your 
ownes  than  your  betters  : obferve  my  precepts,  and  edi- 
e by  my  doftrine:  atyond  corner  will  1 fet  you-,  if  drun- 
kards moleft  the  ftreet,  and  fall  to  brabling,  knock  you 
down  the  malefadors , and  take  you  up  their  cloaks  and 
hats,  and  bring  them  to  me  : they  are  lawful  prifoners , 
and  mull  be  ranfom’d  ere  they  receive  liberty : what  elfe: 
you  are  to  execute  upon  occafion , you  fufficiently  know , 
and  therefore  I abbreviate  my  Le(flure. 

Met.  We  are  wife  enough , and  warm  enough. 

Men.  Vice  this  night  lhall  be  apprehended. 

Vach.  The  terror  of  rug-gownes  lhall  be  known;  and 
Difcharge  us  of  after  recknings.  (our  bilfs 

Laz.  I will  do  any  thing,  fo  I may  eat. 

Fach.  Lazarillo.,  We  will  fpend  no  more  now  we  arc 
grown  worfe,  we  will  live  better:  let  us  follow  our  calling 
faithfully.  (and  who 

Alg.  Away,  then  the  Common- wealth  is  our Miltrefs : 
Would  ferve  a common  Miftrefs , but  to  gain  by  her  ? 

i-xeunt. 


ABus  Quartus. 

Sctena  Prim  a. 

Enter  Vitelli,  Lamorall,  Genevora,  Anaftro,  and  two 
Fages  vpith  lights. 

Lam.  I pray  you  fee  the  Mafque,  my  Lord. 

Ana.  ’Tis  early  night  yet. 
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Gen.  O if  it  be  fo  late,  take  me  along; 

I would  not  give  advantage  to  ill  tongues 
To  tax  my  being  here,  without  your  prefence 
To  be  my  warrant. 

Vit.  You  might  fpare  this.  Sifter, 

Knowing  with  whom  I leave  you  one  that  is 
By  your  allowance,  and  his  choice,  your  Servant, 

And  may  my  councel  andperfwafion  work  it. 

Your  husband  fpeedily  : For  your  entertainment 
My  thanks  1 will  not  rob  you  of  the  means 
To  do  your  Miftrifs  feme  acceptable  fervice 
In  waiting  on  her  to  my  houfe. 

Gen.  My  Lord, 

Vit.  As  you  refpeft  me,  without  farther  trouble 
Retire,  and  taft  tliofe  pleafitres  prepar’d  for  you. 

And  leave  me  to  my  own  ways. 

When  you  pleafe  Sir.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Secunda. 

Enter  Malroda,  and  Alguazier. 

Mai.  You’ll  leave  my  Chamber.? 

Alg.  Let  us  but  bill  once. 

My  Dove,  my  Sparrow,  and  I,  with  my  office 
Will  be  thy  flaves  for  ever. 

Mai.  Are  you  fo  hot  ? 

Alg.  But  taft  the  difference  of  a man  in  place. 

You’]  find  that  when  authority  pricks  him  forward?. 

Your  Eon,  nor  yet  your  Eiego  comes  not  near  him 

To  do  a Lady  right;  no  men  pay  dearer 

For  their  ftoln  fwcets  , than  we:  three  minutes  trading 

Affords  to  any  finner  a proteftion 

For  three  years  after : think  on  that,  I burn  j 

But  one  drop  of  your  bounty. 

Mai.  Hence  you  Rogue, 

Am  I fit  for  you  ? is’t  not  grace  fufficient 
To  have  your  ftaff^,  a bolt  to  bar  the  door 
Where  a Eon  enters,  but  that  you’l  prefume 
To  be  his  tafter  ? 

Alg.  Is  no  morerefped 
Due  tofhis  rod  of  juftice? 

Mai.  Do  you  difpute? 

Good  Doiftor  of  the  Dungeon,  not  a word  more, 

If  you  do  , my  Loid  P'itelli  knows  it. 

Alg.  Why  1 am  big  enough  to  anfwer  him. 

Or  any  man. 

Mai.  ’Tis  well.  Vitelli  within. 

Vit.  Malroda. 

Alg.  How? 

Mai.  You  know  the  voice , and  now  crowch  like  a Cur, 
T ane  worrying  Iheep ; I now  could  have  you  guelded 
For  a Bawd  rampant ; but  on  this  fubmiffion 
For  once  I fpare  you 

Alg.  1 will  be  reveng’d 

My  honorable  Lord. 

Enter  Vitel. 

Vit.  There’s  for  thy  care 

Alg.  1 am  mad,  ftarkmad:  proud  Pagan fcorn her  hoft? 

1 would  1 were  but  valiant  enough  to  kick  her. 

Enter  Piorato,  and  Clara  above. 

I’ll  wifli  no  manhood  elfe. 

Mai.  What’s  that? 

Alg.  I am  gone.  Exit- 

Fio.  You  fee  1 have  kept  my  word. 

C.la.  But  in  this  objed 
Hardly  deferv’d  my  thanks. 

Fio.  Is  there  ought  elfe 
You  will  command  me? 

Cla.  Only  your  fword 

Which  I muft  have : nay  willingly  I yet  knovy 
To  force  it , and  to  ufe  it. 

I ’ . Z Flo. 
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Tio.  ’Tis  yours  Lady. 

Clt.  I ask  no  other  guard. 

Yio.  If  Ib  1 leave  you : 

And  now,  if  that  the  Conftable  keep  his  word , 

A poorer  man  may  chance  to  gull  a Lord. 

Exit. 

Mai.  By  this  good — .you  lliall  not. 

Vit.  By  this 

I mult,  and  will,  Malroda  j What  do  you  make 
A ft  ranger  of  me  ? 

Mai,  I’Jl  be  lb  to  you. 

And  you  Ihall  find  it. 

Vit.  Thefe  are  your  old  arts 
T’endear  the  game  you  know  I come  to  hunt  for, 

Which  I have  born  too  coldly. 

Mai.  Do  fo  ftill, 

For  if  I heat  you,  hang  me. 

Vit.  If  you  do  not 

I know  who’ll  ftarve  for’t : why,  thou  fhame  of  women , 
Whofe  folly,  or  whofe  impudence  is  greater 
Is  doubtful  to  determine  •,  this  to  me 
That  know  thee  for  a whore. 

Mai.  And  made  me  one, 

Remember  that. 

Vit.  Why  fhould  I but  grow  wife 
And  tye  that  bounty  up,  which  nor  difcretion 
Nor  honor  can  give  wav  to thou  wouldft  be 
A Bawd  e’re  twenty , and  within  a Month 
A barefoot,  lowzie,  and  difeafed  whore, 

And  fhift  thy  lodgings  oftner  than  a rogue 
That’s  whipt  from  poft  to  poft. 

Mai.  Pifn;  all  our  Colledge 
Know  you  can  rail  well  in  this  kind. 

Cla.  For  me 

He  never  fpake  fo  well. 

Vit.  I have  maintain’d  thee 
The  envy  of  great  fortunes , made  thee  fhine 
As  if  thy  name  were  glorious : ftuck  thee  full 
Of  jewels,  as  the  firmament  of  Stars, 

And  in  it  made  thee  fo  remarkable 

That  it  grew  queftionable,  whether  virtue  poor. 

Or  vice  fo  fet  forth  as  it  is  in  thee. 

Were  even  bymodefties  felt  to  be  preferr’d. 

And  am  I thus  repaid  ? 

Aial.  You  are  ftill  my  debtor-. 

Can  this  (though  true)  be  weigh’d  with  my  loft  honor. 
Much  lefs  my  faith  ? I have  liv’d  private  to  you. 

And  but  for  you , had  ne’r  known  what  luft  was. 

Nor  what  the  fbrrow  for’t.  . , 

Vit.  ’Tis  falfe. 

Mai.  ’Tis  true. 

But  how  return’d  by  you , thy  whole  life  being 
But  one  continued  aft  of  luft,  and  Ship  wrack 
Of  womens  chaftities. 

Vit.  But  that  I know 

That  file  that  dares  be  damn’d,  dares  any  thing, 

I fhould  admire  thy  tempting  me  : but  prefume  not 
On  the  power  you  think  you  hold  o’re  my  affeftions, 

It  wall  deceive  you  : yield,  and  prefently 

Or  by  the  inflamed  blood , which  thou  muft  quench 

I’ll  make  a forcible  entry. 

Mai.  T ouch  me  not : 

You  know  I have  a throat, if  you  do 

I will  cry  out  a rape,  or  fheath  this  here. 

Ere  I’ll  be  kept , and  us’d  for  Julip-water 
T’allay  the  heat  which  lufhious  meats  and  wine 
And  not  defire  hath  rais’d. 

Vit.  Adefperate  devil. 

My  blood  commands  my  reafbn  ^ I muft  take 
Some  milder  way. 

Mai.  I hope  (dear  Von)  I fit  you. 

The  night  is  mine , although  the  day  was  yours 
You  are  not  falling  now:  this  fpeedmg  trick 
Which  1 would  as  a principle  leave  to  all , 


That  make  their  maintenance  out  of  their  own  Indies 
As  1 do  now  ^ my  good  old  mother  taught  me,  ’ 
Daughter,  quoth  fhe,  conteft  not  with  your  lover 
His  ftomach  being  empty  ^ let  wine  heat  him. 

And  then  you  may  command  him:  ’tis  a fure  one: 

His  looks  flievv  he  is  coming. 

Vit.  Come  this  needs  not, 

Efpecially  to  me : you  know  how  dear 
I ever  have  efteemed  you. 

Cla.  Loft  again. 

Vit.  That  any  fight  of  yours,  hath  power  to  change 
My  ftrongeft  refolution,  and  one  tear 
Sufficient  to  command  a pardon  from  me. 

For  any  wrong  from  you , which  all  manland 
Should  kneel  in  vain  for.  * 

Mai.  Pray  you  pardon  thofe 
That  need  your  favor,  or  delire  it. 

Vit.  Prethee. 

Be  better  temper’d : I’ll  pay  as  a forfeit 
For  my  rafh  anger,  this  purfe  fil’d  with  Gold. 

Thou  fhalt  have  fervants , gowns,  attires,  whatnot? 
Only  continue  mine. 

Mai.  ’Twas  this  I fifh’d  for 
Vit.  Look  on  me,  and  receive  it. 

Mai.  Well,  you  know 

My  gentle  nature , and  take  pride  t’abufe  it : 

You  fee  a trifle  pleafes  me , we  arc  friends  ^ 

This  kils , and  this  confirms  it. 

Cla.  With  my  mine. 

Mil.  I’ll  have  this  diamond,  and  this  pearl. 

Vit.  They  are  yours. 

Mai.  But  will  you  not,  when  you  have  what  you  came  for, 
Take  them  from  me  to  morrow  ? ’tis  a faffiion 
Your  Lords  of  late  have  us’d. 

Vit.  But  I’ll  not  follow. 

Cla.  That  any  man  at  ftich  a rate  as  this 
Should  pay  for  his  repentance. 

Vit.  Shall  v/e  to  bed  now  ? 

Mai.  Inftantly,  Sweet  ^ yet  now  I think  on’t  better 
There’s  fometliing  firft  that  in  a word  or  two 
I^muft  acquaint  you  with. 

Cla.  Can  I cry  ay  me , 

To  this  againft  my  felf?  I’ll  break  this  match, 

Or  make  it  ftronger  with  my  blood.  Vefcends. 

Enter  Alguazier,  Piorato,  Pacchieco , Metaldi,  Mendoza, 
Lazarillo,  &c. 

Alg.  I am  yours. 

A Do«’s  not  priviledg’d  here  more  than  your  felf. 

Win  her,  and  wear  her. 

Via.  Have  you  a Prieft  ready  ? 

Alg.  I have  him  for  thee , Lad  ^ and  when  I have 
Married  this  fcornfiil  whore  to  this  poor  gallant. 

She  will  make  fuit  to  me  there  is  a trick 
To  bring  a high-pris’d  wench  upon  her  knees : 

For  you  my  fine  neat  Harpyes  ftretch  your  tallons 
And  prove  your  felves  true  night-Birds. 

Pach.  Take  my  word 
For  me  and  all  the  reft. 

Ldz.  If  there  be  meat 
Or  any  banquet  ftirring,  you  ffiall  fee 
How  I’ll  bellow  my  felf. 

Alg.  When  they  are  drawn, 

Rufli  in  upon  ’em : all’s  fair  prize  you  light  on : 

I muft  away : your  officer  may  give  way 

To  the  Knavery  of  his  w'atch,  but-muft  not  fee  it. 

You  all  know  where  to  find  me.  Exit. 

Met.  There  look*  for  us. 

Vit.  Who’s  that.'? 

Mai.  My  Viorato.,  welcome,  Welcome : 

Faith  had  you  not  come  when  you  did  my  Lord 
Flad  done  I know  not  what  to  me. 

F/t.  I am  gul’d , 

Firft  cheated  of  my  Jewels,  and  then  laug’d  at : 

Sirha, 


The  Martial  Maid, 
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Sirha,  what  makes  you  here  ? 

Yio.  A bufinefs  brings  me. 

More  lawful  than  your  own , 

Vit.  How’s  that,  you  fiave  ? 

MaU  He’s  filch , that  would  continue  her  a whore 
Whom  he  would  make  a wife  of. 

Vit.  I’ll  tread  upon 
The  face  you  doat  on,  firumpet. 

’Enter  Clara. 

Vach.  Keep  the  peace  there. 

Vit.  A plot  upon  mv  life  too  ? 

Down  with  him. 

CU.  Show  your  old  valor,  and  learn  from  a wOmanj 
One  Eagle  has  a world  of  odds  againlt 
A flight  of  Dawes,  as  thefe  are. 

Tio.  Get  you  off. 

I’ll  follow  inffantly. 

Vach.  Run  for  more  help  there.  Exeunt  all  hut  Vit.  and 
r//.Lois  of  my  gold, and  jewels,and  the  wench  too  (Clara 
AfRitfs  me  not  fo  much , as  th’having  Clara 
The  witnefs  of  my  weaknefs. 

Cla.  He  turns  from  me. 

And  yet  I may  urge  merit , fince  his  life 
Is  made  my  lecond  gift. 

Vit.  May  I ne’r  prolper 
If  I know  how  to  thank  her. 

Cla.  Sir,  your  pardon 
For  prefling  thus  beyond  a Virgins  bounds 
Upon  your  privacies : and  let  my  being 
Like  to  a man,  as  you  are,  be  th’excufc 
Of  my  folliciting  that  from  you , which  fhall  not 
Be  granted  on  my  part,  although  deflr’d 
By  any  other : Sir,  you  underltand  me. 

And  ’twould  fliew  nobly  in  you , to  prevent 
From  me  a farther  boldnefs,  which  I mult 
Proceed  in , if  you  prove  not  merciful , 

Though 'with  my  lofs  of  blufhes  and  good  name. 

Vit.  Madam,  I know  your  will,  and  would  be  thankful 
If  it  were  poflible  I could  afled 
The  daughter  of  an  enemy. 

Cla.  That  fair  falfe  one 
Whom  with  fond  dotage  you  have  long  purfu’d 
Had  filch  a father : ftie  to  whom  you  pay 
Dearer  for  your  difhonor , than  all  titles 
Ambitious  men  hunt  for,  are  worth. 

Vit.  ’Tis  truth. 

Cla.  Yet,  with  her,  as  a friend  you  fiill  exchange 
Health  for  difeafes , and,  to  your  difgrace, 

Nourifli  the  rivals  to  your  prefent  pleafiires , 

At  your  own  charge,  us’d  as  a property 
To  give  a fafe  protedion  to  her  luft. 

Yet  fhare  in  nothing  but  the  fhame  of  it. 

Vit.  Grant  all  this  fo,  to  take  you  for  a wife 
Were  greater  hazard  i for  fhoiild  I offend  you 
(As  ’tis  not  eafy  flill  to  pleafe  a woman) 

You  are  of  fb  great  a fpirit,  that  I muff  learn 
To  wear  your  petticoat , for  you  will  have 
My  breeches  from  me. 

Cla.  Rather  from  this  hour 
I here  abjure  all  adionsof  a man. 

And  will  efteem  it  happinefs  from  you 
To  fuffer  like  a woman ; love,  true  love 
dath  made  a fearch  within  me,  and  expell’d 
All  but  my  natural  foftnefs , and  made  perfed 
That  which  my  parents  care  could  not  begin. 

will  fhow  ftrength  in  nothing , but  my  duty. 

And  glad  delire  to  pleafe  you , and  in  that 
Grow  every  day  more  able.' 

Vit.  Could  this  be , 

What  a brave  race  might  I beget  ? I find 
A kind  of  yielding  *,  and  no  reafon  why 
^ fhould  hold  longer  out ; fhe’s  young,  and  fair , 
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And  chaff;  i forfure,  but  with  her  leave, the  Devil 
Durft  not  attempt  her:  Madam,  though  you  have 
A Soldiers  arm , your  lips  appear  as  if 
They  were  a Ladies, 

Cla.  They  dare  Sir, from  you 
Endure  the  tryal. 

Vit.  Ha:  once  more  I pray  you: 

The  belt  I ever  tailed  ^ and  ’tis  laid 
I have  prov’d  many,  ’tis  not  fafe  I fear 
To  ask  the  reft  now:  well,  I will  leave  whbring 
And  luck  herein  fend  me  with  her:  worthieft  Lady 
I’ll  wait  upon  you  home,  and  by  the  way  ’ 

(If  ere  I marry  , as  I’ll  not  forfwear  it) 

Tell  you,  you  are  my  wife. 

Cla.  Which  if  you  do, 

From  me  all  man-kind  wbmen,  learn  to  woe. 


Exeunt. 


Scdtna  Tertia. 


Enter  Alguazler , Pachieco  , Metaldi,  Mendoza, - 
Lazarillo. 

Alg.  A cloak  ? good  purchafe,  and  rich  hangers  ? w^l 
We’ll  fhare  ten  Pillolets  a man. 

Laz.  Yet  ftill 

I am  monftrous  hungry : could  you  not  dedu<ft 
So  much  out  of  the  grofs  fum , as  would  purchafe 
Eight  loynes  of  Veal , and  fbme  two  dozen  of  Capons  ? 
Facb.  O ftrange  proportion  for  five. 

Laz.  For  five  ? l have 
A legion  in  my  ftoraach  that  have  kept 
Perpetual  faff;  thefe  ten  years:  for  the  Capons, 

They  are  to  me  but  as  fo  many  black  Birds : 

May  I but  eat  once,  and  be  latisfied, 

Let  the  fates  call  me , when  my  fhip  is  fraught. 

And  I fnall  hang  in  peace. 

.^Ig.  Steal  well  to  night. 

And  thou  fhalt  feed  to  morrow  •,  fo  now  you  arc 
Your  lelves  again.  I’ll  raile  another  watch 
To  free  you  from  fufpition : let  on  any 
You  meet  with  boldly : I’ll  not  be  far  off, 

T’affift  you,  and  proted  you.  -Exit. 

Met.  O brave  officer. 

Ent^r  Alvarez,  Lucio,  Bobadilla. 

Pacb.  Would  every  ward  had  one  but  fb  well  given, 
And  we  would  watch,  for  rug , in  gowns  of  velvet. 

Mend.  Stand  dole,  a prize. 

Met.  Satten , and  gold  Lace,  Lads. 

Alv.  Why  do’ft  thou  hang  upon  me  ? 

Luc.  ’Tis  fo  dark 

I dare  not  fee  my  way : for  heaven  fake  father 
Let  us  go  home. 

Bob.  No,  ev’n  here  we’ll  leave  you : 

Let’s  run  away  from  him,  my  Lord. 

Luc.  Oh  ’las. 

Ah.  Thou  haft  made  me  mad:  and  I will  beat  thee  dead, 
Then  bray  thee  in  a morter,  and  new  mold  thee. 

But  I will  alter  thee. 

Bob.  ’Tvvil never  be: 

He  has  been  three  days  pradifing  to  drink , 

Yet  ftill  he  lips  like  to  a waiting  woman. 

And  looks  as  he  were  murdering  of  a fart 
Among  wild  Irifh  fwaggerers. 

Luc.  I have  ftill 

Your  good  word,  Zancho.,  fathef. 

Ah.  Milk-fop , coward 

No  houfe  of  mine  receives  thee : I diftlaim  thee, 

Thy  mother  on  her  knees  fhall  not  entreat  me 
Hereafter  to  acknowledge  thee. 

Luc.  Pray  you  fpeak  for  me. 

Bob.  I would-,  but  now  I cannot  with  mine  honpn 

Z 2 Ah. 
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Jlv.  There’s  only  one  coiirfe  left,  that  may  redeem  thee, 
Which  is,  to  ftrike  the  next  man  that  you  meet. 

And  if  \vc  chance  to  light  upon  a woman. 

Take  her  away,  and  ufe  her  like  a man, 

Or  I will  cut  thy  hamftrings. 

Pach.  This  makes  for  us. 

Alv.  What  do’ft  thou  do  now? 

Lhc.  Sir,  I am  laying  my  prayers^ 

For  being  to  undertake  what  you  would  have  me, 

I know  1 cannot  live. 

Enter  Lamorall,  Genevora,  Anaftro,  and  Pages 
with  Lights. 

Lam.  Madam,  I fear 

You’ll  vviHi  you  had  us’d  your  coach:  your  brothers  houfe 
Is  yet  far  off 

Gen.  The  better  fir  : this  walk 
Will  help  digeftion  after  your  great  fiipper , 

Of  which  1 have  fed  largely. 

Jllv.  To  your  task, 

Or  elfe  you  know  what  follows : 

Luc.  I am  dying: 

Now  Lord  have  mercy  on  me:  by  your  favor. 

Sir  1 muft  ftrike  you. 

Lam.  For  what  caufe? 

Luc.  I know  not : 

And  I muft  likewife  talk  W’ith  that  young  Lady, 

An  hour  in  private. 

Lam.  What  you  muft,  is  doubtful. 

But  I am  certain  Sir,  I muft  beat  you. 

Luc.  Help,  help. 

Ah.  Not  ftrike  again? 

Lam.  How,  Alvarez}  ' 

An.  This  for  my  Lord  ViteHis  love. 

Each.  Break  out. 

And  like  true  theeves,  make  prey  on  either  fide. 

But  feem  to  help  the  ftranger. 

Bob.  Oh  my  Lord, 

They  have  beat  him  on  his  knees. 

Luc.  Though  I want  courage : 

I yet  have  a Ions  duty  in  me,  and 
Compaffion  of  a fathers  danger that , 

That  wholly  now  pollelfes  me. 

Ah.  Lucio. 

This  is  beyond  my  hope. 

Met.  So  Lazariilo.y 
Take  up  all  boy:  well  done. 

Pach.  And  now  fteal  off 
Clofely  and  cunningly. 

An.  How  ? have  1 found  you  ? 

Why  Gentlemen,  are  you  mad,  to  make  your  felves 
A prey  to  Rogues? 

Lam.  Would  we  were  off 
Bob.  Theeves,  theeves. 

Lam.  Defer  our  own  contention:  and  down  with  them, 
Luc.  I’H  make  you  fure. 

Bob.  Now  he  plays  the  Devil. 

Gen.  This  place  is  not  for  me.  Exit. 

Luc.  I’ll  follow  her 

Half  of  my  pennance  is  paft  oe’r.  Exit. 

Enter  Alguazier,  Affiftant , and  other  Watches. 

Alg.  What  noyfe  ? 

What  tumult’s  there?  keep  the  Kings  peace  I charge  you, 
Pach.  I am  glad  he’s  come  yet. 

Alv.  O,  you  keep  good  Guard 
Upon  the  City , when  men  of  our  ranck 
Are  fet  upon  in  the  ftreets. 

Lam.  The  afliftants 
Shall  hear  on’t  be  afliir’d. 

An.  And  if  he  be 

That  careful  Governor  he  is  reported , I 


You  will  fmart  for  it. 

Alg.  Patience,  good  Signiors: 

Let  me  furvey  the  Rafcals:  O,  I know  them. 

And  thank  you  for  them : they  are  pilf’ring  rogues 

Of  Andaluzk  that  have  perus’d 

All  Prifbns  m Caliile : I dare  not  truft 

The  dungeon  with  them  : no,  I’ll  have  them  home 

To  my  own  houfe. 

Pach.  W’e  had  rather  go  to  prifon. 

Alg.  Had  you  fb  dog-bolts?  yes,  I know  you  had: 

You  there  would  ufe  your  cunning  fingers  on 
The  fimple  locks  ^ you  would:  but  I’ll  prevent  you. 

Lam.  My  Miftrifs  loft,  good  night.  Exit. 

Bob.  Your  Son’s  gone  too. 

What  fhould  become  of  him? 

Mh.  Come  of  him,  what  will : 

Now  he  dares  fight , I care  not : I’ll  to  bed , 

Look  to  your  prifoners  Alguazier.  Exit  with  Elba, 

yllg.  All’s  clear’d : 

Droop  not  for  one  difafter : let  us  hug , 

And  triumph  in  our  knaveries. 

Afpii.  This  confirms 
WTat  was  reported  of  him. 

Met.  ’Twas  done  bravely. 

Alg.  I muft  a little  glory  in  the  means 
We  Officers  have,  to  play  the  Knaves,  and  lafely : 

How  w e break  through  the  toyles,  pitch’d  by  the  Law, 
Yet  hang  up  them  that  are  far  lefs  delinquents: 

A fimple  fliopkeeper’s  carted  for  a bawd 
For  lodging  (though  unwittingly)  a fmock-Gamfter: 
Where,  with  rewards,  and  credit  I have  kept 
Malroda  ill  my  houfe , as  in  a cloyfter. 

Without  taint , or  fufpition. 

Vach.  But  fuppofe 
The  Governor  fhould  know’t  ? 

Alg.  He?  good  Gentleman , 

Let  him  perplex  himfelf  with  prying  into 
The  meafures  in  the  market,  and  th’abufcs 
The  day  Hands  guilty  of:  the  pillage  of  the  night 
Is  only  mine,  mine  own  fee  fimple  •, 

Which  you  fliall  hold  from  me,  tenants  at  will. 

And  pay  no  rent  for’t. 

; Pa(h.  Admirable  Landlord. 

! Alg.  Now  we’ll  go  fearch  the  Taverns,  commit  fuch 
As  we  find  drinking : and  be  drunk  our  felves 
With  what  w'e  take  from  them : thefe  filly  wretches 
Whom  I for  form  fake  only  have  brought  hither 
Shall  watch  without,  and  guard  us. 

Affij}.  And  we  will 

See  you  fafe  lodg’d , moft  worthy  Alguazier., 

With  all  of  you  his  comrads. 

Met.  ’Tis  the  Governor. 

Alg.  We  are  betray’d  ? 

A0.  My  guard  there-,  bind  them  faft: 

How  men  in  high  place  and  authority 

Are  in  their  lives  and  eftimations  wrong’d 

By  their  fubordinate  Minifters  ? yet  fuch 

They  cannot  but  imploy  : wrong’d  juftice  finding-  . 

Scarce  one  true  fervant  in  ten  officers. 

’T’expoftulate  with  you,  were  but  to  delay 

Your  crimes  due  punifhment,  which  fhall  fall  upon  you 

So  fpeedily,  and  feverely , that  it  fhall 

Fright  others  by  th’example : and  confirm 

How  ever  corrupt  Officers  may  difgrace 

Themfelves,  ’tis  not  in  them  to  wrong  their  place. 

Bring  them  away. 

Alg.  We’ll  fuffer  nobly  yet. 

And  like  to  Spanijh  Gallants. 

Pach.  And  we’ll  hang  fo. 

Laz.  I have  no  ftomach  to  it ; but  I’ll  endeavori 

Exeunt. 
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^ Sceena  ^arta. 

Enter  Lucio,  and  Genevora. 

Gen.  Nay  you  are  rude  ^ pray  you  forbear, you  offer  now 
More  than  the  breeding  of  a Gentleman 
Can  give  you  warrant  for. 

Luc.  ’Tis  but  to  kifs  you , 

And  think  not  I’ll  receive  that  for  a favour 
Which  was  enjoyn’d  me  for  a pennance.  Lady. 

Gen.  You  have  met  a gentle  confeflbr,  and  for  once 
(So  then  you  will  reft  fatisfied)  I vouchfafe  it. 

Luc.  Reft  fatisfied  with  a kifs?  why  can  a man 
Defire  more  from  a woman  ? is  there  any 
Pleafure  beyond  it  ? may  1 never  live 
If  I know  what  it  is. 

Gen.  Sweet  Innocence. 

Luc.  What  ftrange  new  motions  do  I feel  ? my  veins 
Burn  with  an  unknown  fire  : in  every  part 
I fuffer  alteration : I am  poyfon’d , 

Yet  languilh  with  defire  again  to  tall  it. 

So  fweetly  it  works  on  me. 

Gen.  I ne’r  faw 
A lovely  man,  till  now. 

Luc.  How  can  this  be 
: She  is  a woman,  as  my  mother  is, 

And  her  1 have  kifs’d  often  , and  brought  off 
My  lips  unlcortch’d yours  are  more  lovely.  Lady, 

And  lo  fhould  be  left  hurtful : pray  you  vouchfaic 
Your  hand  to  quench  the  heat  tane  from  your  Lip, 
Perhaps  that  may  reftore  me. 

Gen.  Willingly.  _ , 

Luc.  The  flame  increafes;  if  to  touch  you,  burn  thus, 
What  would  more  ftrift  embraces  do  ? I know  not. 

And  yet  methinks  to  die  fo , were  to  afeend 
To  heaven,  through  Paradife. 

Gen.  I am  wounded  too. 

Though  modefty  forbids  that  I Ihould  fpcak 
What  ignorance  makes  him  bold  in  : why  do  you  fix 
Your  eyes  fo  ftrongly  on  me.? 

Lu9.  Pray  you  fraud  ftill. 

There  is  nothing  elfe,  that  is  worth  the  looking  on ; 

I could  adore  you.  Lady. 

Gen.  Can  you  love  me? 

Luc.  To  wait  on  you,  in  your  chamber,  and  but  touch 
What  you,  by  wearing  it,  have  made  divine. 

Were  fuch  a happinels.  I am  refolved, 

I’ll  fell  my  liberty  to  you  for  this  glove. 

And  write  my  f^  your  Have. 


■)  Enter  LamoralL 

* 

i Gen.  On  eafier  terms. 

Receive  it  as  a friend. 

Lam.  How  ! giving  favor ! 

* I’ll  have  it  with  his  heart. 

Gen.  What  will  you  do? 

Luc.  As  you  are  merciful , take  my  life  rather. 

1 Gen.  Will  you  depart  with’t  fo  ?• 

Lam.  Do’s  that  grieve  you  / 

Gen.  I know  not : but  even  now  you  appear  valiant.’ 
Lt4c.  ’Twas  to  preferve  my  father:  in  his  caufe 
I could  be  fb  again.  (enemy  ? 

' ' Gen.  Not  in  your  own  ? Kneel  to  thy  Rival  and  thine 
'Away  unworthy  creature,  I begin 
■To  hate  my  lelf,  for  giving  entrance  to 
A good  opinion  of  thee:  for  thy  torment. 

If  my  poor  beauty  be  of  any  power, 

Mayft  thou  doat  on  it  delperately : but  never 
Prefume  to  hope  for  grace,  till  thou  recover 
And  wear- the  favor  that  was  ravilh’d  from  thee. 

Lam.  He  wears  my  head  too  then. 

Gen.  Poor  fool,  farev\^ell.  Exit. 


i8i 


L«c.  My  womanifti  foul,  which  hitherto  hath  govern’d 
This  coward  flefh,  I feel  departing  from  me  : 

And  in  me  by  her  beauty  is  infpir’d 
A new,  and  malculine  one : inftrufting  me 
What’s  fit  to  do  or  fuffer  ^ powerful  love 
That  haft  with  loud , and  yet  a pleafing  thunder 
Rous  d lleeping  manhood  in  me,  thy  new  creature, 
Perfeft  thy  work  fo  that  I may  make  known 
Nature  (though  long  kept  back)  will  have  her  own. 

Exeunt. 


Actus  V. 

Sccena  Vrima. 

Enter  Lamorall  and  Lucio. 

Lam.  Can  it  be  polfible,  thet  in  fix  fhort  hours 
The  lubjed  ftill  the  fame , fo  many  habits 
Should  be  remov’d  ? or  this  new  L«ao,  he 
That  yefternight  was  baffeld  and  difgrac’d. 

And  thank’d  tlie  man  that  did  it,  that  then  kneeld 
And  blubber’d  like  a ivoman,  Ihould  now  dare 
On  terms  of  honor  feek  reparation 
For  what  he  then  appear’d  not  capable  of? 

Luc.  Such  miracles,  men  that  dare  do  injuries 
Live  to  their  lhames  to  fee , and  for  punilhment 
And  fcourge  to  their  proud  follies. 

Lam.  Prethee  leave  me : 

Had  1 my  Page , or  foot-man  here  to  flelh  thee , 

I durft  the  better  hear  thee. 

Luc.  This  fcorn  needs  not: 

And  offer  i'uch  no  more. 

Lam.  Why  fay  1 fhould , 

You’ll  not  be  angry? 

Luc.  Indeed  I think  I Ihall , 

Would  you  vouchfafe  to  fhew  your  felf  a Captain  , 

And  lead  a little  farther,  to  fome  place 
That’s  left  frequented. 

Lam.  He  looks  pale. 

Luc.  If  not. 

Make  ufe  of  this. 

Lam.  There’s  anger  in  his  eyes  too: 

His  gefture,  voyce,  behaviour,  all  new  fafhion’d  ^ 

Well,  if  it  does  endure  in  aft  the  triall 
Of  what  in  fliow  it  promifes  to  make  good, 

Vlyffes  Cyclops,  Jo’/  transformation , 

Eurydice  fetch  trom  Hell  , with  all  the  reft 
Of  Ovids  Fables,  I’ll  put  in  your  Creed  ^ 

And  for  proof,  all  incredible  things  may  be. 

Write  down  that  Lac/o,  the  coward  Laa'o, 

The  womanifh  Lucio  fought. 

Luc.  And  Lamorall, 

The  ftill  imploy’d  great  duellift  Lamorall., 

Took  his  life  from  him. 

Lam.  ’Twill  not  come  to  that  fure : 

Methinks  the  only  drawing  of  my  Sword 
Should  fright  that  confidence. 

Luc.  It  confirms  it  rather. 

To  make  which  good , know  you  ftand  now  oppos’d 
By  one  that  is  your  Rival , one  that  wilhes 
Your  name  and  title  greater,  to  raifehis^ 

The  wrong  you  did,  left  pardonable  than  it  is. 

But  your  ftrengthto  defend  it,  more  than  ever 
It  was  when  juftice  friended  it.  The  Lady 
For  whom  we  now  contend , Genevora 
Of  more  defert,  (if  fuch  incompaiable  beauty 
Could  fuffer  an  addition)  your  love 
To  Don  Vitelli  multipli’d,  and  your  hate 
Againft  my  father  and  his  houfe  increas’d  j 

And 
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And  laftly,  that  the  Glove  which  you  there  wear, 

To  my  difhonoiir,  (which  I muft  force  from  you) 

Were  dearer  to  you  than  your  life, 

Lam.  You’I  find 
It  is , and  fo  I’ll  guard  it ; 

Luc.  All  thefe  muft  meet  then 
With  the  black  infamy , to  be  foyl’d  by  one 
That’s  not  allowd  a man  r to  help  your  valor , 

That  falling  by  your  hand,  I may,  or  dye. 

Or  win  in  this  one  fingle  oppofition 
My  Miftrifs,  and  fuch  honor  as  1 may 
Inrich  my  fathers  Arms  with. 

Lam.  ’Tis  faid  Nobly; 

My  life  with  them  are  at  the  ftake. 

Lttc.  At  all  then.  Fight. 

Lam.,  She’s  yours, this  and  my  life  too  follow  your  fortune, 
And  give  not  only  back  that  part,  the  loofer 

Scorns  to  accept  of 

Luc.  What’s  that  ? 

Lam.  My  poor  life. 

Which  do  not  leave  me  as  a farther  torment. 

Having  difpoil’d  me  of  my  Sword,  mine  honor, 

Hope  of  my  Ladies  grace,  fame,  and  all  elfe 
That  made  it  worth  the  keeping. 

Luc.  I take  back 

No  more  from  you,  than  what  you  forc’d  from  me  ; 
And  with  a worler  title:  yet  think  not 
That  I’ll  depute  this,  as  made  infolent 
By  my  fuccels,  but  as  one  equal  with  you , 

If  fo  you  will  accept  me ; that  new  courage , 

Or  call  it  fortune  if  you  pleafe , that  is 
Conferr’d  upon  me  by  the  only  light 
Of  fair  Genevora  , was  not  beftow’d  on  me 
To  bloody  puipofes:  nor  did  her  command 
Deprive  hie  of  the  happinefs  to  fee  her 
But  till  I did  redeem  her  favor  from  you  -, 

Which  only  I rejoyce  in,  and  Ihare  with  you 
In  all  you  fiiffer  elfe. 

Lam.  This  curtefie 

W' ounds  deeper  than  your  Sword  can,  or  mine  own ; 

Pray  you  make  ufe  of  cither , and  difpatch  me. 

Luc.  The  barbarous  Turk  is  fatisfied  with  fpoil ; 

And  fiiall  I,  being  pofleft  of  what  I came  for. 

Prove  the  more  Infidel  ? 

Lam.  You  were  better  be  fo. 

Than  publifli  my  difgrace,  as  ’tis  rhe  cuftom. 

And  which  I muftexpefl. 

Luc.  Judge  better  on  me: 

I have  no  tongue  to  trumpet  mine  own  praile 
To  your  difhonor  : ’tis  a baftard  courage 
That  feeks  a name  out  that  way,  no  true  born  one^ 

Pray  you  be  comforted , for  by  all  goodnefs 
But  to  her  virtuous  felf,  the  beft  part  of  it, 

I never  will  difeover  on  what  terms 
I came  by  thefe : which  yet  I take  not  from  you , 

But  leave  you  in  exchange  of  them,  mine  own , 

With  the  defire  of  being  a friend  ; which  if 
You  will  not  grant  me,  but  on  farther  trial 
Of  manhood  in  me,  feek  me  when  you  pleafe, 

(And  though  I might  refufe  it  with  mine  honorj 
^dn  them  again , and  wear  them:  fo  good  morrow.  Exit. 

Lam.  I ne’r  knew  what  true  valor  was  till  now ; 

And  have  gain’d  more  by  this  difgrace,  than  all 
The  honors  I have  won : they  made  me  proud , 
Preliimptuous  of  my  fortune ; a mere  beaft, 

Faftiion  d by  them,  only  to  dare  and  do : 

Yielding  no  reafons  for  my  wilful  aTions 
But  what  1 ftuck  on  my  Swords  point , prefuming 
It  was  the  beft  Revenew.  How  unequal 
Wrongs  well  maintain’d  makes  us  to  others,  which 
Ending  with  fhame  teach  us  to  know  our  felves, 

I will  think  more  on’t. 


Enter  Vitelli.  > 

Vit.  Lamorall. 

Lam,  My  Lord  ? 

Vit.  I came  to  feek  you. 

Lam.  And  unwillingly; 

You  ne’r  found  me  tell  now : your  plealure  Sir.'? 

Vit.Thnt  which  will  pleafe  thee  friendrthy  vowd  love  to  me 
Shall  now  be  put  inadion:  means  is  offer’d 
To  ufe  thy  good  Sword  for  me;  that  which  ftill 
Thou  wearft,  as  if  it  were  a part  of  thee. 

Where  is  it? 

Lam.  ’Tis  chang’d  for  one  more* fortunate: 

Pray  you  enquire  not  how. 

Vit.  Why,  I ne’r  thought 
That  there  was  mufick  in’t,  but  aferibe 
The  fortune  of  it  to  the  arm. 

Lam.  Which  is  grown  weaker  too.  I am  not  (in  a word) 
Worthy  your  friendfliip;  I am  one  new  vanquifli’d. 

Yet  lhame  to  tell  by  whom. 

Vit.  But  I’ll  tell  thee 

’Gainft  whom  thou  art  to  fight,  and  there  redeem 
Thy  honor  loft,  if  there  be  any  fiich: 

The  King,  by  my  long  fuit,  at  length  is  pleas’d 
That  Alvarez  and  my  felf,  with  eithers  Second, 

Shall  end  the  difference  between  our  houles , 

Which  he  accepts  of , I make  choice  of  thee ; 

And  where  you  fpeak  of  a difgrace,  the  means 

To  blot  it  out,  by  fiich  a publick  trial 

Of  thy  approved  valor,  will  revive 

Thy  antient  courage.  If  you  imbrace  it  do ; x 

If  not.  I’ll  feek  fome  other.  , 

Lam.  As  I am 
You  may  command  me. 

Vit.  Spoke  like  that  true  friend 
That  loves  not  only  for  his  private  end.  Exeunt. 

Senna  Secunda, 

Enter  Genevora,  vAtb  a Letter  Eobadilla. 

Gen.  This  from  Madam  Clara  ? 

Boh.  Yes,  an’t  pleafe  you. 

Gen.  Alvarez  daughter? 

Bob.  The  fame,  Lady. 

Gen.  She, 

That  fav’d  my  brothers  life  ? 

£ob.  You  are  ftill  in  the  right. 

She  wil’d  me  wait  your  walking  forth : and  knowing 

How  neceflary  a diftreet  wile  man 

Was  in  a bulinefs  of  fuch  weight,  Ihe  pleas’d 

To  think  on  me:  it  may  be  in  my  face 

Your  Ladylhip,not  acquainted  withmy  wildom. 

Finds  no  fiich  matter:  what  I am,  I am; 

Thought’s  free,  and  think  you  what  you  pleafe, 

Gen.  ’Tis  ftrange. 

Boh.  That  I Ihould  be  wile.  Madam? 

Gen.  No,  thou  art  lb ; 

There’s  for  thy  pains:  and  prethee  tell  thy  Lady 
I will  not  fail  to  meet  her:  I’ll  receive 
Thy  thanks  and  duty  in  thy  prelent  ablence : 

Farewell,  farewell,  I fay,  now  thou  art  wile.  Exit  Bob. 
She  writes  here,  Ihe  hath  fomething  to  impart 
That  may  concern  my  brothers  life ; I know  not, 

But  general  fame  does  give  her  out  lb  worthy. 

That  I dare  not  fiilpedt  her : yet  wilh  Lucio , 

Enter  Lucio. 

Were  Mafter  of  her  mind : but  fie  upon’t ; 

Why  do  I think  on  him  ? lee,  I am  punilh’d  for  it, 

In  his  unlook’d  for  prefence : Now  I muft 
Endure  another  tedious  piece  of  Courtlhip, 

Would 
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Would  make  one  forfwear  curtefie. 

Luc.  Gracious  Madam, 

The  forrow  paid  for  your  juft  anger  towards  me 
Ariling  from  my  wcaknefs,  I prefiime 
To  prefs  into  your  prefence , and  delpair  not 
An  eafie  pardon. 

Gen.  He  fpeaks  fence ; oh  ftrange. 

Luc.  And  yet  believe,  that  no  defire  of  mine. 

Though  all  are  too  ftrong  in  me,  had  the  power 
For  their  delight,  to  force  me  to  infringe 
What  you  commanded , it  being  in  your  part 
To  lellen  your  great  rigor  when  you  pleafe. 

And  mine  to  fuffer  with  an  humble  patience 
What  you’l  impofe  upon  it. 

Gen.  Courtly  too. 

Luc.  Yet  hath  the  poor,  and  contemn’d  Madam, 

(Made  able  only  by  his  hope  to  ferve  you) 

Recover’d  what  with  violence,  not  juftice, 

Was  taken  from  him : and  here  at  your  feet 
With  thefe , he  could  have  laid  the  conquer’d  head 
Of  Lamorall  (’tis  all  I lay  of  him) 

For  rudely  touching  that , which  as  a relique 
I ever  would  have  worlhip’d , fince  ’twas  yours. 

Gen.  Valiant,  and  every  thing  a Lady  could 
Wilh  in  her  fervant. 

Luc.  All  that’s  good  in  me. 

That  l^venly  love,  the  oppofite  to  bafe  lull , 

Which  would  have  all  men  worthy,  hath  created  j 
Which  being  by  your  beams  of  beauty  form’d , 

Cherilh  as  your  owm  creature. 

Gen.  I am  gone 

Too  far  now  to  dillemble : rife,  or  fin  e 
I muft  kneel  with  you  too ; let  this  one  kils 
Speak  the  reft  for  me : ’tis  too  mneh  I do. 

And  yet , if  chaftity  would , I could  wilh  more. 

Luc.  In  overjoying  me,  you  are  grown  fad  ^ 

What  is  it  Madam  ? by 

There’s  nothing  that’s  within  my  nerves  (and  yet 
Favour’d  by  you , I Ihould  as  much  as  man) 

But  when  you  pleafe , now  or  on  all  occafions 
You  can  think  of  hereafter,  but  you  may 
Difpole  of  at  your  pleafure. 

Gen.  If  you  break. 

That  oath  again,  you  loofe  me.  Yet  lb  well 
1 love  you , I lhall  never  put  you  to’t  •, 

And  yet  forget  it  not : reft  latisfied 

Vfith  that  you  have  receiv’d  now : there  are  eyes 

May  be  upon  us , till  the  difference 

Between  our  friends  are  ended ; I would  not 

Be  feen  fo  private  with  you. 

Luc.  I obey  you. 

Gen.  But  let  me  hear  oft  from  you , and  remember 
am  ViteUies  Sifter. 

Luc.  What’s  that  Madam  ? 

Gen.  Nay  nothing,  fare  you  well;  who  feels  loves  fire. 
Would  ever  ask  to  have  means  to  defire.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Tertij. 

E«t«*AfIiftente,  Sayavedra,  Anaftro,  Herald, 
Attendants. 

Are  they  come  in  ? 

Har.  Yes. 

Read  the  Proclamation, 

That  all  the  people  here  affembled  may 
Have  fatisfadion,  what  the  Kings  dear  love. 

In  care  of  the  Republick , hath  ordained  •, 

Attend  with  lilencc  :~'read  aloud. 


Herald  Reads. 


l^Oraimuch  as  our  high  and  mighty  h!al}er^  Philip  the 
1 potent  and  moji  Catbolick,  King  If  Spain,  hath  no)  only 
tnhisotvn  Royal  perfon , been  long,  and  often  foUicited,  and 
grieved  , nith  the  deadly  and  honorable  hatred,  fprung  up  be. 

antient  and  meji  tmcurable  defended  Houjh  of 
thefe  bis  tvpo  dearly  and  equaly  beloved  Sub)eas,  Don  Ferdi- 
nando  de  Alvare2,  Don  Pedro  de  Vitelli;  (all  mhich 
m vain  his  Majejiy  hath  often  endeavored  to  reconcile  and  qpta- 
lifie:)  Blit  that  atfo  through  the  debates , quarrels,  and  outra- 
ges daily  arifing,  falling,  and  florring  from  thefe  great  heads 
his  publicly  civil  Government  is  feditioitf.y  and  barbaroufy  mo) 
lejied  and  mounded,  and  many  of  bis  chief  Gentry  (no  lefs  ten- 
der to  his  Royal  Majejiy  then  the  very  branches  of  his  own  fa 
cred  blood)  fpoyld,  loji,  and  fubmerged,in  the  impious  inunda- 
tion  and  torrent  of  their  jiili-grojving  malice:  It  hath  therefre 
pleafed  His  facred  Majejiy,  out  of  his  infinite  affeCtion  topre- 
jerve  his  Common-wealth  , and  general  peace  , from  farther  vio- 
lation, (as  a frveet  and  heartily  loving  fat  her  of  his  people) 
and  on  the  earnefi  petitions  of  thefe  arch-enemies,  to  Order 
and  ordain  , that  they  by  ready  , each  with  his  well-chofen  and 
beloved  friend  , armed  at  all  points  liky  Gentlemen,  in  the 
Cajile  of  St.  Jago  , on  this  prefent  Monday  morning^  betwixt 
eight  and  nine  of  the  clotl{^,  where  (before  the  combattants  be  al- 
lowed to  commence  this  granted  Duel)  7 his  to  be  read  aloud  for 
the  publicly  fatisf action  of  his  Majejiies  well  beleved  Sub- 
jects. 


jav-.  vrumsw 

Say.  Hark  their  Drums  fpeak  their  inlatiate  thirft 
Of  blood,  and  ftop  their  ears  ’gainft pious  peace 
Who  gently  whifpering,  implores  their  friendlhip.> 
Affij.  Kings  nor  authority  can  mafter  fate  • 

Admit  ’em  then,  and  blood  extinguilli  hate.’ 


Enter  feverally,  Alvarez,  and  Liicio,  Vitelli  and 
Lamora. 

Stay,  yet  be  pleas’d  to  think , and  let  not  daring 
Wherein  men  now  adaies  exceed  even  beafts, 

And  think  themfelves  not  men  elfe,  fo  tranlport  you 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  CloriiHanity : 

Lord  Alvarez-i  Vitelli,  Gentlemen, 

No  Town  in  Spain,  from  our  Metropolis 
Unto  the  rudeft  hovel , but  is  great 
With  your  allured  valors  daily  proofs : 

Oh  will  you  then , for  a fuperHuous  fame , 

A found  of  honor,  which  in  thefe  times,  all 
Like  hereticks  profels  (with  obftinacy ) 

But  moft  erroneoufiy  venture  your  fouls, 

’Tis  a hard  task,  through  a Sea  of  blood 
To  fail,  and  land  at  Heaven 
Vit.  I hope  not 

If  juftice  be  my  Pilot : but  my  Lord , 

You  know,  if  argument,  or  time,  or  love, 

Could  reconcile , long  fince  we  had  fiiook  hands  •, 

1 dare  proteft , your  breath  cools  not  a vein 

In  any  one  of  us , but  blows  the  fire 

Which  nought  but  blood  reciprocal  can  quench. 

Alv.  Vitelli,  thou  layft  bravely,  and  fayll  right , 

And  I will  kill  thee  for’t,  I love  thee  fo. 

Pit.  Ha,  ha,  old  man : upon  thy  death  I’ll  build 
A ftory  (with  this  arm)  for  thy  old  wife 
To  tell  thy  daughter  Clara  feven  years  hence 
As  fhe  fits  weeping  by  a winters  fire , 

How  fuch  a time  Vitelli  flew  her  husband 
With  the  fame  Sword  his  daughter  favor’d  him, 

And  lives,  and  wears  it  yet ; Come  Lamorall, 

Redeem  thy  lelf. 

Lam.  Lucio,  Genevora 

Shall  on  this  Sword  receive  thy  bleeding  heart. 

For  my  prefented  hat,  laid  at  her  feet. 

' Luc 
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Loves  Cure,  or 


Luc.  Thou  talk’O:  well  LamoraV,  but  ’tis  thy  head 
That  I will  carry  to  her  to  thy  hat: 

Fie  Father,  I do  cool  too  much. 

/llv.  Oh  boy : 

Thy  fathers  true  Son : 

Beat  Drums, andlb  good  morrow  to  your  Lordihip. 

Enter  above  Eugenia,  Clara,  Genevora. 

Say.  Brave  refolutlons. 

Anaji.  Brave,  and  Spanifh  right. 

Gen.  Lncio. 

Ch.  Vitelli. 

Eng.  Alvarez. 

Alv.  How  the  devil 

Got  thefe  Cats  into  th’gutter  t my  pufle  too  ? 

Eug.  Hear  us. 

Gen.  We  muft  be  heard. 

Cla.  We  will  be  heard 

look,  fee  Clara  on  her  knees 
Imploring  thy  compalfion ; Heaven,  how  Eernly 
They  dart  their  emulous  eyes,  as  if  each  fcorn’d 
To  be  behind  the  other  in  a look ! 

Mother,  death  needs  no  Sword  here ; oh  my  Sifter 
(Fate  fain  would  have  it  fo)  perfuade , entreat, 

A Ladies  tears  are  lilent  Orators 

(Or  Ihould  be  lb  at  leall)  to  move  beyond 

The  honelt  tongu’d-Rhetorician: 

Why  will  you  fight?  why  do’s  an  uncles  death 
Twenty  year  old,  exceed  your  love  to  me 
But  twenty  days?  whofe  forc’d  caufe,  and  fair  manner 
You  could  not  underftand , only  have  heard. 

Cuflom,  that  wrought  lb  cunningly  on  nature 
In  me,  that  I forgot  my  fex,  and  knew  not 
Whether  my  body  female  were,or  male  , 

You  did  unweave , and  had  the  power  to  charm 
A new  creation  in  me,  made  me  fear 
To  think  on  thofe  deeds  1 did  perpetrate , 

How  little  power  though  you  allow  to  me 
That  cannot  with  my  lighs,  my  tears,  my  prayers 
Move  you  from  your  own  lofs,  if  you  ftould  gain. 

Vit.  I muft  forget  you  Clara , ’till  I have 
Redeem’d  my  unkles blood,  that  brands  my  face 
Like  a pefrifero us  Carbuncle : I am  blind 
,To  what  you  do  : deaf  to  your  cries:  and  Marble 
To  all  impulfive  exorations. 

When  in  this  point,  I have  perch’d  thy  fathers  foul, 

.’11  tender  thee  this  bloody  reeking  hand 
Drawn  forth  the  bowels  of  that  murtherer : 

If  thou  cunft  love  me  then.  I’ll  marry  thee, 

And  for  thy  father  loft , get  thee  a Son  y 
On  no  condition  elfe. 

Afiji.  Moft  barbarous. 

Say.  Savage. 

Anaji.  Irreligious. 

Gen.  Oh  Lucio ! 

Be  thou  merciful : thou  bear’ft  fewer  year''. 

Art  lately  wean’d  from  foft  effimmacy , 

A maidens  manners , and  a maidens  heart 
Are  neighbors  ftill  to  thee  : be  then  more  mild , 

Proceed  not  to  this  combat be’ft  thou  defperate 
Of  thine  own  lifek  yet  (deareft)  pittymine 
Thy  valour’s  not  thine  own,  1 gave  it  thee, 

Thefe  eyes  begot  it,  this  tongue  bred  it  up, 

This  breaft  would  lodge  it : do  not  ufe  my  gifts 
To  mine  own  ruine  : I have  made  thee  rich. 

Be  not  fo  thanklefs , to  undo  me  for’t 
Lnc.  Miftrifs,  you  know  I do  not  wear  a vein. 

I would  not  rip  for  you , to  do  you  fervice  : 

Life’s  but  a word,  a Ihadow,  a melting  dream. 

Compar’d  to  efiential,  and  eternal  honor. 

Why,  would  you  have  me  value  it  beyond 
Your  brother:  if  I firft  caft  down  my  fword 
May  all  my  body  here,  be  made  one  wound, 


And  yet  my  fbul  not  find  heaven  thorough  it. 

Alv.  You  would  be  carter- walling  too,  but  peace, 

Go,  get  you  home , and  provide  dinner  for 
Your  Son,  and  me:  wee’ll  be  exceeding  merry  : 

Oh  Lucio,  I will  have  thee  cock  of  all 
The  proud  Vitellies  that  do  live  in  Spain : 

Fie,  we  fnall  take  cold:  hunch: lam  hoarfe 

Already. 

Lam.  How  your  Sifter  whets  my  Ipleen! 

I could  eat  Lucio  now : 

Gen.  Vitelli,  Brother, 

Ev’n  for  your  Fathers  Ibul,  your  uncles  blood. 

As  you  do  love  my  life : but  laft,  and  moft 
As  you  refped  your  own  Honor,  and  Fame,  | 

Throw  down  your  fword  j he  is  moft  valiant  ! 

That  herein  yields  firft. 

Vit.  Peace,  you  fool. 

Cla.  Why  Lucio, 

Do  thou  begin ’tis  no  difparagement : 

He’s  elder,  and  thy  better,  and  thy  valor 
Is  in  his  infancy. 

Gen.  Or  pay  it  me, 

To  whom  thou  ow’ft  it:  Oh,  that  conftant  time 
Would  but  go  back  a week , then  Lucio 
Thou  would’ft  not  dare  to  fight. 

Eug.  Lucio,  thy  Mother, 

Thy  Mother  begs  it:  throw  thy  fword  down  firft. 

Alv.  I’ll  throw  his  head  down  after  then. 

Gen.  Lamorall. 

You  have  often  fwore  you’ld  be  commanded  by  me. 

Lam.  Never  to  this : your  Ipight,  and  fcorn  Genevora, 
Has  loft  all  power  in  me: 

Gen.  Your  hearing  for  fix  words. 

A^.  Say.  An.  Strange  obftinacy! 

Al.  Vit.  Lu.  Lam.  We’ll  ftay  no  longer. 

Cla.  Then  by  thy  oath  Vitelli, 

Thy  dreadful  oath,  thou  wouldft  return  that  Sword  I 

When  I Ihould  ask  it,  give  it  to  me,  now, 

This  inftant  I require  it.  : 

Gen.  By  thy  vow , 

As  dreadful  Lucio,  to  obey  my  will  i 

In  any  one  thing  I would  watch  to  challenge, 

I charge  thee  not  to  ftrike  a ftroak  : now  he  , ' 

Of  our  two  brothers  that  loves  perjury 

Beft,  and  dares  firft  be  damn’d , infringe  his  vow. 

Say.  Excellent  Ladies.  1 

Vit.  Pilli,  you  tyrannize.  ! 

Luc.  We  did  equivocate.  ! 

Alv.  On.  ! 

Cla.  Then  Lucio,  ' ' 

So  well  I love  my  husband,  for  he  is  Ib,  : 

(Wanting  but  ceremony)  that  I pray 
His  vengeful  fword  may  fall  upon  thy  head  i' 

Succesfully  for  falfe-hood  to  his  Sifter. 

Gen.  1 likewile  pray  (Vitelli)  Lucia’s  Iword 
(Who  equally  is  my  husband  as  thou  hers) 

May  find  thy  falfe  heart , that  durft  gage  thy  faith. 

And  durft  not  keep  it.  ^ 

Affiji.  Are  you  men,  or  ftone. 

Alv,  Men,  and  we’ll  prove  it  with  our  frvords  t ;■ 

Eug.  Y'our  hearing  for  fix  words , and  we  have  done , t 

Zancho  come  forth — we’ll  fight  our  challenge  too : j 

Now  fpeak  your  relblutions.  E«/fr  Bob idillan?itl;#wo  ,| 
Gen.  Thefe  they  are,  fvpords  and  a Fijiol.  1 

The  firft  blow  given  betwixt  you  , Iheathes  thefe  fwords  j 
In  one  anothers  bofomes. 

Eug.  And  rogue,  look 
You  at  that  inftant  do  diftharge  that  Piftol 
Into  my  breaft : if  you  ftart  back,  or  qu^e , i 

I’ll  ftick  you  like  a Pig. 

Alv.  Hold,  you  are  mad.  _ | 

Gen.  This  we  faid:  and  by  our  hopeof  blift  ! 

This  we  will  do : fpeak  your  intents.  j 

Cla.  Gen.  Strike.  | 

Euo. 
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Shoot. 

AH.  Vit.Lat.  La.HoId,  hold : all  friends. 

AjJjji.  Comedown. 

Ah.  Thefe  devil  i(h  women 
Can  make  men  friends  and  enemies  when  they  lift. 

Say.  A gal'antimdertakinganda  happy^ 

Why  this  is  noble  in  you;  and  will  be 
A welcomer  prefent  to  our  Mafrer  Philip 
Than  the  return  from  his  Indies. 

Enter  Clara,  Genevora,  Eugenia,  and  Bobadilla. 

Cla.  Father,  your  blelTing. 

Ah.  Take  her;  if  ye  bring  not 
Betwixt  you,  boys  that  will  find  out  new  worlds. 

And  win  ’em  too,  I’m  a falfe  Prophet. 

Vit.  Brother. 

There  is  a Sifter,  long  divided  ftreams 
Mix  now  at  length,  by  fate. 

Bob.  I am  not  regarded ; I was  the  careful  Steward  that 
provided  thefe  Inftruments  of  peace,  I put  the  longeft  wea- 
pon in  your  Sifters  hand,  ( my  Lord)  becaufe  (he  was  the 
Ihorteft  Lady  ; For  likely  the  fhorteft  Ladies  love  the  long- 
eft — men;  And  for  mine  own  part,  I could  have  difcharged 
it;  my  Piftol  is  no  ordinary  Piftol,  it  has  two  ramming  bul- 
lets^ but  thought  I,  why  fliouldl  (hoot  my  two  bullets  in- 
to my  old  Lady  > if  they  had  gone,  I would  not  have  ftaid 
long  after;  I would  ev’n  have  died  too,  bravely  y’ faith,  like 
a Koman  Steward ; hung  my  felf  in  mine  own  chain,  and 
there  had  beenaftoryof  Bobadilla^  Spin  dola^  Zancho^  for  af- 
ter ages  to  lament;  hum ; I perceive,  I am  not  only  not  re- 
garded, but  alfo  not  rewarded. 

Ah.  Prethee  peace ; ’{halt  have  a new  chain,  next  Saint 
Jaques  day,  or  this  new  gilt; 

hob.  I amfatisfied;  let  virtue  have  her  due:  And  yet  I 
am  melancholy  upon  this  atonement;  pray  heaven  the  State 
me  it  not ; I would  my  Lord  Vitellie^s  Steward,  and  1 could 
meet*;  they  fhould  find  it  fhould  coft  ’em  a little  more  to 
make  us  friends ; weil,  I will  foriwear  wine,  and  women 
for  a year : and  then  I will  be  drunk  to  morrow,  and  run  a 
whoring  like  a dog  with  a broken  bottle  at’stail-  then  will 
I repent  next  day,  and  foriwear ’em  again  more  vehement- 
ly ; be  forfworn  next  day  again,  and  repent  my  repentance ; 
for  thus  a melancholy  Gentleman  doth,  and  ought  to  live. 

AJJiji.  Nay,  yon  fta'l  dine  with  me ; and  afterw'ard 
I’ll  with  ye  to  the  King ; But  firft,  I will 
Difpatch  the  Caftles  bufinefs,  that  this  day 
May  be  compleat.  Bring  forth  the  raalefadors. 


Enter  Alguazier,  Pachicco,  Metaldi,  Mendoza,  Lazaril, 
Piorato,  Malroda,  and  Guard. 

You  Alptazier.^  the  Ringleader  of  thefe 
Poor  fcilow's,  are  degraded  from  your  oTce, 

You  muft  return  all  ftolen  goods  you  receiv’d. 

And  watch  a twelve  mOxith  without  any  pay : 

This,  if  you  rail  of,  ( all  your  goods  confifeate) 

1011  are  tobewhipt,  and  fent  into  the  Gallics. 

Ai^.  I like  all,  but  reftoring  that  Catholique 
Doftrine.  ^ 

I dcdillike:  Learn  all  ye  officers 

I By  this  to  live  uprightly  ( if  you  can.)  ^xit. 

Ajfjji.  You  Cobler,  to  tanflate  your  manners  new. 

Are  doom’d  to  th’Cloiftcrs  of  the  Mendicants, 
ith  this  your  brother,  botcher , there  for  nothing 
To  cobble,  and  heel  hofe  for  the  poor  Friers, 

Till  they  ai.ow  yoa  peniiance  for  fufficient. 

And  your  amendment  s then  you  lhall  be  freed. 

And  may  Let  up  again, 

Pach.  Mendoza^  COme, 

Our  fouls  have  trode  awry  in  all  mens  fight. 

We’ll  underlay  ’em,  till  they  go  upright, 

Exe.  Pach.  jWMend. 

AJJiii.  in  thofe  (hackles  you  for  your  hard  heart 
Muft  lie  by  th’  heels  a year. 

Met.  I have  Ihod  your  horfc,  my  lord.  Exit. 

AfijK  Away ; for  you,  my  hungry  white-loaf ’d  face. 
You  muft  toth’  Gallies,  where  you  ffia.l  be  lure 
To  have  no  more  bits,  than  you  (hall  have  blo.vs. 

Laz.  Well,  though  herrings  want,  I fliad  have  rowes. 
.A0.  Signior,  you  have  prevented  us,  and  puniln’d 
Yourfelfe  feverelier  than  we  would  have  done. 

You  have  married  a whore;  may  fhe  prove  honeft. 

Pio.  ’ Tis  better, my  Lord,thau  to  marry  an  honeft  woman, 
That  may  prove  a whore, 

Vit.  ’Tis  ahanfome  wench  .-and  thou  canft  keep  her  tame 
I’ll  fend  you  what  I promis’d. 

Pio.  Joy  to  your  Lordfhips. 

Ah.  Hear  may  all  Ladies  learn,  to  make  of  foes 
The  perfed’ft  friends : and  not  the  perfect’ft  foes 
Of  deareft  friends,  as  fome  do  now  a daies. 

Vit.  Behold  the  power  of  love,  to  nature  loft 
By  cuftome  irrecoverably,  paft  the  hope 
Of  friends  reftoring,  Love  hath  here  retriv’d 
To  her  own  habit,  made  her  blufhto  fee 
Her  lb  long  monftrous  Metamorphofes, 
i May  ftrange  affairs  never  have  worfe  fuccels.  Exeunt. 


EPILOG  LIE. 


OZJr  Author  fears  there  are  fotue  Rebel  heart  Sy 
Whofe  dulnefs  doth  oppoje  loves  piercing  darts  ^ 
Such  will  be  apt  to  fay  there  wanted  wit. 

The  language  low,  very  few  Scenes  are  writ 


With  Jpiritand  lifej  fuch  odd  things  as  thefe 
He  cares  not  for,  nor  ever  means  to  pleafe  j 
For  if  your  fives  a Mifirifs  or  loves  friends. 
Are  lifCd  with  this  fmooth  Play  he  hath  his  ends. 
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WOMEN  PLEASD 


T R A G Y C O M E D Y. 


The  Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Duke  of  Siena,  Suitor  to  Belvidere. 

Silvio,  A Gentleman  of  quality,  fervant  to  Belvidere. 
Claudio,  Silvio ‘s  friend,  brother  to  Kabella. 

Bartello,  Captain  of  the  Citadel,  Uncle  to  Silvio. 
Lopez,  A fordid  Ufurer,  thejealous  Husband  ofHabdla. 
Lords  of  Florence. 

Lords  of  Siem. 

Councellors. 

Courtiers, 


Penurio,  A hungry  fervant  to  Lopez. 
Soto,  A merry  fervant  to  Claudio. 

A Farmer,  Father  to  Soto. 
Captain. 

Soldiers  of  the  Guard. 

A Clarke. 


Bomby,i4«  enemy  to  Watches  and  May ‘poles. 
Morrice-dancers. 


Malquers. 


WOMEN. 


Dutchefs  of  Florence. 

Belvidere,  A virtuous  Princefs, daughter  to  the  Dutchep 
in  love  with  Silvio. 


Rodope,  wife  to  Bartello. 

Ifabella,  Wife  to  Lopez,  andSificr  to  Claudio. 
Jaquenett , fervant  to  Ilabella. 

Two  Gentlewomen. 


he  Scene  Florence, 


The  principal  A<a:ors  were 


JofephTaylor, 
John  Underwood, 
Rob.  Benjield, 
Rich.  Sharpe, 


John  Lowin, 

Will.  Eglefione, 
Nichohs  Toolie, 
Thomas  Holcombe. 


ABus  Trimm.  Scam  Trima, 


V . 


Enter  Bartello  Silvio. 


Si/.  true  Iheisa  right  good  Princefs,  and  a juft  one, 


Ar\d,  Florence  when  (he  fets,  has  loft  a Planet. 

Bar.  MyMiftrifs?  I tell  thee  gentle  Nephew, 

There  is  not  fuch  another  friend  to  goodnefs. 

To  down-right  dealing,  to  faith  and  true  heart 
Within  the  Chriftian  confines : Before  Ihe  bleft  us, 
Juftice  was  a Cheele-monger,  a nieer  Cheefe-monger, 
Weigh’d  nothing  to  the  world  but  Mites  and  Maggots, 
And  a main  ftink : Law  like  a Horfe-courfer, 

Her  rules,  and  precepts  hung  with  gawdes  and  ribbonds 
And  pamper’d  up  to  coufen  him  that  bought  her. 
When  fhe  herfelf  was  hackney,  lame,  and  founder’d. 

Sil.  But  thefweet  Lady, 


Belvidere  the  bright  one 

I,  there’s  a face  indeed:  Oh  my  dear  Nephew;  • ' 
Could  a young  fellow  of  thy  fiery  mettle  ->  ‘ ■ 

Freeze,  and  that  Lady  in  his  Arms  ? . ^ ' 

•Si/.  I think  not.  ' ‘ * t 

Bar.  Thou  haft  a parlous  judgement  i but  let  that  pafs, 
»ne  IS  as  truly  virtuous,  fair,  and  noble. 

As  her  great  Mother’s  good : and  that’s  not  ordinary. 

Sil.  But  why  ( lb  many  Princes,  and  lb  great  ones 
Being  Suitors)  Ihouldthe  Dutchefs  deny  to  match  her? 

Bar.  She  is  a Jewel  man,  hangs  in  herbofom. 

Her  only  Child  : with  her  eies  fte  lees  all  things, 
Difcourfes  with  her  tongue,  and  pluck  her  from  her 
(So  dotingly  the  old  one  loves  her  young  one  ) 
rou  pluck  her  heart  out  too:  Belldes,  of  late  dales, 

The 
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IVomen  pleas  d. 


The  Duke  of  who  could  never  win  her 
By  Love,  nor  Treaty,  laid  a clofe  train  for  her 
In  her  own  private  Walks ; Lome  forty  Horfe-men, 

So  to  furprize  her  •,  which  wc  found,  and  dealt  with. 

And  Tent  ’em  running  home  to  the  Duke  their  Mailer, 

Like  Dogs  with  bottles  at  their  tails. 

Sil.  Since  that,  1 heard  Sir, 

She  Ipsi^t  her  to  your  Cittadelto  fecure  her. 

My  your  wife  attending  her. 

BarC^XoM  hear  a truth,  and  ^11  convenient  pleafures 
Are  there  proportion’d  for  her. 

Sil.  1 would  fain,  Sir, 

Like  one  that  owes  a dutious  fervice  to  her 
Sometimes  lb  pleafe  you 

Bar.  Gentle  Cofm  pardon  me, 

I mull  not,  nor  you  mull  not  dare  to  offer, 

Thelall  Edifl  lies  on  his  life  purfues  it:, 

Your  friend.  Sir,  to  command,  abroad  to  love  you 
To  lend  ye  any  thing  1 have,  to  wait  upon  ye. 

But  in  the  Cittadel  where  I lland  charg’d. 

Not  a bit  upon  a march : no  fervice,  Sir, 

No,  good  Sir  by  no  sneans : Ikifs  your  hands,  Sir.  'Exit. 

SiL  T o your  keeping  only .?  none  elfe  to  look  npon  her  ? 
vJone  but  Barttllo  worthy  her  attendance  ? 

No  faith  but  his  to  ferve  her  ? Oh  Belvidere., 

Ty.ou  Saint  to  whom  my  youth  is  facriSc’d, 

Thou  point  to  which  my  life  turns,  and  my  fortune. 

Art  thou  lock’d  from  me  now  ? from  all  my  comforts, 

Art  thoufnatch’d  violently  ? thou  hear’ll  me  not. 

Nor canll thou  fee  (fair foul)  thy  fervants  mournings. 

Yet  let  thy  gentle  heart  feel  what  his  abfence. 

The  great  divorfe  of  minds  lb  truly  loving. 

So  long,  and  nurs’d  in  one  afieffion 

Even  from  our  infant  eyes,  fuck’d  in  and  nourilh’d : 

Oh  let  it  feel  but  that,  and  there  Hand  conllant 
And  I amblell.  My  dear  Aunt  Bodope^ 

That  is  her  Governefs,  did  love  me  dearly. 

There’s  one  hope  yet  to  fee  her : when  he  is  abfcnt 
It  may  be  ventur’d,  and  Ihe  may  work  it  clofely : 

I know  the  Ladies  will  goe  equal  with  me. 

And  fo  the  danger  of  the  Edid  avoided^ 

Let  me  think  more,  for  I mull  try  all  hazards. 

Enter  Claudio  and  Soto, 

Will  ye  go  yonder,  Sir? 

; Cla.  Yes  marry  will  I Sir. 

Soto.  And  by  this  Ladder? 

Cla.  By  that  Ladder,  coxcombe, 

Soto.  Have  ye  any  more  necks  at  home  when  this  is  broken, 
For  this w'ill  crack  with  the  bell  friend  he  has  Sir.?  ' 

Or  can  you  pitch  of  all  four,  like  an  Ape  now  ? 

Let  me  fee  you  tumble. 

Cla.  You  are  very  pleafant  Sir, 

Soto.  No  truly  Sir,  I Ihould  be  loath  to  fee  ye 
Come  fluttering  down  like  a young  Rook,  cry  fquab. 

And  take  ye  up  with  your  brains  beaten  into  your  buttocks. 

Cla.  Hold  your  peace  Alle : who’s  this  Hands  muling  here  ? 
Sylvio  ? 

Sil.  Who  calls  me? 

Cla.  One  moll  glad  to  fee  you  Sir. 

Sil.  My  denrell  Claudio .?  what  make  you  thus  private. 
And  with  a preparation  of  this  nature  ? (nells. 

Soto.  We  have  leave  to  play,and  are  going  to  climb  Birds 

Sil.  Pretheewhatis  it  friend?  why  Hart  ye  from  me  ? 

Is  your  old  Millrifs  grown  fo  coy  and  cruel. 

She  mull  be  fcal’d  ? it  feems  you  are  loath  to  tell  me. 
Since  twenty  years  continuance  of  our  friendfhip 
May  not  be  worth  the  weight  of  fuch  a lecret, 

’Twill  be  but  rude  to  aske  again : fave  ye. 

Cla.  Nay  Hay,  dear  Silvio.,  if  you  love  me  take  it : 

For  till  you  know  it,  never  woman  labour’d 
As  I do  now. 

Sil.  I’ll  doe  my  bell  to  eafe  it. 


Cla.  You  have  heard  the  Lady  Belvidere 

Sil.  What  heard  Sir  ? 

Cla.  Heard  to  the  Cittadel,  upon  fome  fears 
She  is  confin’d. 

Sil  Why  dreams  he  on  this  beauty  ? 

’Tistrue,  1 have  heard  it. 

Cla.  And  that  no  accefs. 

No  blefling  fromthofe  eyes,  but  with  much  hazard 
Even  hazard  of  a life.  ’ 

Sil.  He  dares  not  love  her 

I have  heard  that  too  but  whither  points  your  purpole  ? 

Cla.  Oh  Silvio.,  let  me  fpeak  that  none  may  hear  me. 
None  bat  thy  truth  ; I have  lov’d  this  Lady  long. 

Long  given  away  my  life  to  her  devotion. 

Long  dwelt  upon  that  beauty  to  my  ruine* 

Sil.  Do’s  Ihe  know  this? 

Cla.  No,  there  begins  my  mifery, 

Ijc/o«-like,  I have  only  yet  clasp’d  clouds. 

And  fed  upon  poor  empty  dreams  that  flarveme. 

Sil.  And  what  do  you  mean  to  do  no'.v? 

Cla.  Though  I dyefor’t. 

Though  all  the  tortures  in  the  world  hung  on  me, 

Arm’d  vv'ith  imperious  Love,  I fraud  prepar’d  now. 

With  this  to  reach  her  Chamber : there  to  fee  her, 

And  tell  her  boldly  with  what  truth  I love  her. 

Sil.  ’Twill  not  be  eafily  done  Sir. 

Cla.  Oh  my  Silvio, 

The  harden  things  are  fweeteft  in  pofleflloiu 
Sil.  Nor  will  fliew  much  diferetion. 

Cla.  Love  is  blind  man, 

And  he  that  looks  for  reafon  there  far  blinder, 

Sil.  Have  ye  con  fid  er’d  ripely? 

Cla.  All  that  may  fall. 

And  arm’d  againfl  that  all. 

S/7.  Her  honor  too  .? 

WTat  Ihe  may  fiffer  in  this  rafh  adventure 
The  beauty  of  her  name  ? 

Cla.  I’ll  doe  it  clofely. 

And  only  at  her  window,  with  that  caution 

Sil.  Are  there  no  Guards? 

Cla.  Corruption  chokes  their  fervice. 

Sil.  Or  do  you  hold  her  bred  fo  light  a woman 
To  hold  commerce  with  llrange  tongues  ? 

Cla.  Why  this  fervice, 

This  only  hazard  of  my  life  muft  tell  her. 

Though  Ihe  were  Cejia/fclf,  I mull  deferve  her. 

Sil.  I would  not  have  ye  go:  pray  let  it  fink  here, 

And  think  a nobler  way  to  raife  your  fervice, 

A lafer  and  a wifer. 

Cla.  ’Tistoo  late.  Sir. 

Sil.  Then  I mull  fay,  You  fliall  not  goe. 

Cla.  I fliall  not? 

Sil.  You  (hall  not  go  : that  part  bred  with  ye,  frleiidfliip 
Bids  me  fay  boldly  fo,  and  you  obferve  me. 

Cla.  Youflretch  thattye  too  far. 

Sil.  I’ll  flretchit  farther: 

The  honor  that  I bear  that  fpotlefs  virtue 
You  fouly  feek  to  taint,  unnobly  covet. 

Bids  me  command  ye  flay : if  not,  thus  force  ye. 

Soto.  This  will  be  worfethan  climbing. 

Cla.  Why  do  ye  draw  Sir  ? 

Sil.  To  kill  thee,  if  thy  bafe  will  be  thy  Mailer, 

Cla.  I ever  was  your  friend. 

Sil.  Whilfl  thou  wert  honefr. 

And  not  a Night-thief  of  anothers  honor  y 
I never  call’d  a fool  my  friend,  a mad  man, 

That  durfl  expofe  his  fame  to  all  opinions. 

His  life  to  unhonefl  dangers:  I never  lov’d  him, 

Durfl  know  hisnqme,  that  fought  a Virgins  mine. 

Nor  ever  took  I pleafure  in  acquaintance 
With  men,  that  give  as  loofe  rains  to  their  fancies 
As  the  wild  Ocean  to  his  raging  fluxes : 

A noble  foul  I twin  with,  .and  my  love 
Followes  his  life,"  dares  mhfler  his  afte(ffiC)ns. 
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Will  ye  give  ofT,  or  fight? 

Ch.  1 will  not  fight  with  ye: 

The  facred  name  of  friend  ties  up  that  anger. 

Rather  I’ll  ftudy. 

S/7.  Do,  to  be  a friend  (till. 

Cla.  If  this  way,  I lhall  never  hold. 

Sil.  I’ll  watch  ye; 

And  if  I catch  ye  falfe : by  heaven  ye  dye  for’t, 

All  love  forgot. 

Cla.  When  I fear  that,  I am  fit  for’t.  Exeunt. 

' Selena  Secunda. 

Enter  Lopez  at  a Table  rvith  Jerrels  and  Money  upon 
it^  an  Egg  roajiing  by  a Candle. 

Lop.  Whilll:  prodigal  young  gaudy  fools  are  banqueting, 
And  launching  out  their  Rates  to  catch  the  giddy. 

Thus  do  I Rudy  to  preferve  my  fortune. 

And  hatch  with  care  at  home  the  wealth  that  Saints  me. 
Here’s  Rubies  of  Bengala^  rich,  rich,  glorious  ^ 

Thefe  Diamonds  of  bought  for  little. 

Here  vented  at  the  price  of  Princes  Ranfomes  j 
How  bright  they  Riine  like  conRellations, 

The  South  Seas  treafure  here.  Pearl,  fair  and  orient 
Able  to  equal  Cleopatra'*^  Banquet : 

Here  chains  of  leller  Rones  for  Ladies  luRers, 

Ingotts  of  Gold,  Rings,  Brooches,  bars  of  Silver, 

Thefe  are  my  Rudies  to  fet  off  in  lale  well, 

.And  not  in  fenfual  furfeits  to  confume  ’em  ^ 

How  roRs  mine  egg  •,  he  heats  apace.  I’ll  turn  him ; 
Pe««r/(7,  where  you  knave  do  you  wait  ? Fenurio, 

You  lazie  knave. 

Pen.  Did  you  call  Sir? 

Lop.  Where’s  your  MiRrifs  ? 

What  vanity  holds  her  from  her  attendance  ? 

Ven.  Thevery  fight  of  this  egg  has  made  him  cockifli. 
What  would  a dozen  butter’d  do?  She  is  within  Sir. 

Lop.  Within  Sir,  at  what  thrif  ye  knave?  what  getting.? 

(get  meat  to  it. 

Pen.  Getting  a good  Romach  Sir,and  Ihe  knew  where  to 
She  is  praying  heartily  upon  her  knees  Sir, 

That  Heaven  would  fend  her  a good  bearing  dinner. 

Lop.  Nothing  but  gluttony  and  lurfeit  thought  on, 
Health  flung  behind ; had  Ihe  not  yeRernight  firrah 
Two  Sprats  to  flipper,  and  the  oil  allowable? 

W’as  Ihe  not  fick  with  eating  ? HadR  not  thou, 

(Thou  moR  ungrateful  knave,  that  nothing  fatisfies) 

The  water  that  I boil’d  my  other  egg  in 
To  make  thee  hearty  broth? 

Pen-,  ’Tis  true,  I ha' I Siri 

But  1 might  as  Toon  make  the  Philolbphers  Stone  on’t, 

Y ou  gave  it  me  m water,  and  but  for  manners  fake, 

I could  give  it  you  again,  in  wind, it  was  fb  hearty 
1 lhall  turn  pilTing-Conduit  Rortly;  my  MiRrifs  comes,Sir. 

Enter  Ifabella. 

Lop.  Welcome  my  Dove. 

Ifdb.  Pray  ye  keep  your  welcome  to  ye, 

Unlefs  it  carries  more  than  words  to  pleafe  me, 

Is  this  the  joy  to  be  a Wife  ? to  bring  with  me, 

Belides  the  noblenefs  of  blood  I fpring  from, 

A fiill  and  able  portion  to  maintain  me .? 
Isthisthe-happinefs  of  youth  and  beauty. 

The  great  content  of  being  made  a Miitrifs, 

To  live  a Slave  flibjeft  to  wants  and  hungers. 

To  jealoufies  for  every  eye  that  wanders? 

Unmanly  jealoufie. 

Lop.  Good  Ifabella. 

Jfab.  Too  good  for  you : do  you  think  to  familh  me. 

Or  keep  me  like  an  Alms-woman  in  fuch  rayment. 

Such  poor  unhandRime  weeds.?  am  I old,  or  ugly/ 

I never  was  bred  thus ; and  if  your  mifery 


Will  fuller  wilful  blindnefs  to  abule  me. 

My  patience  lhall  be  no  Bawd  to  nune  own  mine. 

Pen.  Tickle  him  Miftris  : to  him. 

Ifab.  Had  ye  love  in  ye, 

Or  any  part  of  man 

Pen.  Follow  that  MiRrifs. 

Ifab.  Or  had  humanity  but  ever  known  ye. 

You  would  fliame  to  ufeawoman  of  my  way  thus. 

So  poor,  and  bafely  ; you  are  Rrangely  jealous  of  me 
If  I Ihould  give  ye  caule. 

Lop.  How  Ifabella? 

Ifab.  As  do  not  venture  this  way  to  provoke  me. 

Pen.  E.xcellent  well  MiRrifs, 

Lop.  How’s  this  Ifabella  ? 

Ifab.  ’Twill  Rir  a Saint,  and  I am  but  a woman. 

And  by  that  tenure  may- 

Lop.  By  no  means  chicken. 

You  know  I love  ye:  fie,  take  no  example 

By  thofe  young  gadding  Dames : ( you  are  noted  virtuous) 

That  Rick  their  Husbands  wealth  in- trifles  on ’em 
And  point  ’em  but  the  way  to  their  own  mileries  : 

I am  not  jealous,  kifs  me, 1 am  not : 

And  for  your  Diet,  ’tis  to  keep  you  healthful. 

Surfeits  deRroy  more  than  the  fword : that  I am  careful 
Your  meat  fiiould  be  both  neat,  and  cleanly  handled 
See,  Sweet,  I am  Cook  myfelf,  and  mine  own  Cater. 

Pen.  A — of  that  Cook  cannot  lick  his  fingers. 

Lop.  I’ll  add  another  dilh:  you  lhall  have  Milk  to  it, 

’T is  nourilhing  and  good 
Pen.  With  Butter  in’t  Sir  ? 

Lop.  This  knave  would  breed  a famine  in  a Kingdom : 

And  cloths  that  lhall  content  ye : you  muR  be  wife  then. 

And  live  fequeRred  to  your  felf  and  me. 

Not  wandring  after  every  toy  comes  croft  ye,  ( Penurio. 
Nor  Rruck  \vith  every  fpleen : what’s  the  knave  doing .? 

Fen.  Hunting  Sir,  forafecondcourfeofFlieshere, 

They  are  rare  new  Sallads. 

Lop.  For  CQvtd.[n  Ifabella 

This  ravening  fellow  has  a Wolf  in’s  ' 

Untemperate  knave,  will  nothing  quench  thy  appetite? 

I law  him  eat  two  Apples,  which  is  monftrous. 

Pen.M  you  had  given  me  thofe ’t  had  been  more  monftrous. 
Lop.  ’Tis  a main  miracle  to  feed  this  villain. 

Come  Ifabella.,  let  us  in  to  flipper, 

And  think  the  dainties  at  our  Table, 

’Tis  all  but  thought.  ■ Exettnt. 

Pen.  Would  all  my  thoughts  would  do  it: 

The  Devil  Ihould  think  of  purchafing  that  Egg-lhell 
Toviftiisl  out  a.  Witch  for  the  Butmoothcs  : 

’Tis  Trealbn  to  any  good  Romach  living  now 

To  hear  a tedious  Grace  laid,  and  no  meat  to’t,  , 

I have  a Radilh  yet,  but  that’s  but  tranfitory.  Exit.  , 

Medina  Tertia. 

Enter  Soto.  I 

Soto.  Can  any  living  man,  unleft  a Rafcal 
That  neither  knows  himfelf,  nor  a falhion’d  Gentleman 
Take  me  for  a worle  man  than  my  Mafter  now  ? 

I am  naturally  proud  in  thele  clotlies  : but  if  pride  now  ; 
Should  catch  a fall  in  what  I am  attempting,  * 

’Tis  but  a Proverb  Ibund,  and  a neck  broken,  i j' 

That’s  the  worft  can  come  on’t,  a Gentleman’s  gone  then,  I' 
A Gentleman  o’th’  firRhoule,  there’s  the  end  on’t;  i « 
My  MaRer  lies  moR  pittifully  complaining,  ! 

Wringing  and  kicking  up  toth’  ears  in  love  yonder,  i 

And  fuch  a lamentable  nolle  he  keeps,  it  kills  me:  \ 

I have  got  hiscloaths,  and  if  I can  get  to  her  ■ , 

By  hook  or  crook  here,  fuch  a long  I’ll  ling  her | 

I think  1 lhall  be  hang’d,  but  that’s  no  matter,  (Elephant,  ■ i 
What’s  a hanging  among  friends : I am  valiant  now  as  an 
I have  conlider’d  what  to  lay  too : let  me  lee  now. 

This  is  the  place,  ’tis  plaguy  high : Ray  at  that  lower  window  ' 
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Let  me  aim  finely  now,  like  a good  Gunner, 

It  may  prove  but  a whipping.  1 

' Enter  Silvio.  ‘ ‘ 

S/7.  I law'Ibme  body 

Pafs  by  me  now,  and  though  it  were  dark,  me-thought  yet 
I knew  the  clothes : ha,  let  me  not  be  cozen’d. 

The  Ladder  too,  ready  to  fling  it  ? monfirous, 

’Tis  he,  Claudio:  inoft;  voluptuous  villain. 

Scandal  to  womans  credit:  Love,  I forget  thee,  (there  ? 
Soto.  What  will  he  do  i’th’  name  of  Heaven, what’s  that 
Sil.  And  all  the  friendlhipthat  I bore  thee,  bury  here. 
Soto.  What  has  he  in’s  hand?  I hope  but  a Cudgel. 

Sil.  Thy  taul’ts  forgive  O Heaven : farewel  thou  traitor. 
Soto.  I am  flain : 1 am  flain. 

Sil.  He’s  down,  and  dead : dead  certain, 

’T was  too  ralh,  too  full  of  fpleen,  ftark  dead : 

This  is  no  place  now  to  repent  in,  only 

Would  I had  given  this  hand  that  (hot  the  Pillol 

I had  mifs’d  thee,  and  thou  wer’t  once  more  Claudio.  Exit 

Enter  Claudio. 

Cla.  Whyfliould  I love  thus  foolifhly  ? thus  defperately  ? 
And  give  away  my  heart  where  no  hope’s  left  me? 
Whyfhould  not  the  true  counlelof  a friend  reftrain  me  ? 
The  Devils  mouth  I run  into  affright  me. 

The  honor  of  the  Lady,  charm  my  wildnefs^ 

I have  no  power,  no  Being  of  my  (elf, 

Noreafon  Itrong  enough  now  left  within  me 
To  bind  my  Will:  Oh  Love,  thou  god,  ordevil. 

Or  v/hat  thou  art,  that  playes  the  tyrant  in  me. 

Soto.  Oh. 

Cla.  What’s  that  cry? 

Soto.  A Surgeon,  a Surgeon, 

Twenty  good  Surgeons. 

Cla.  ’Tis  not  far  from  me, 

Somemurther  o’  my  life, 

Seto.  Will  you  let  me  dye  here.? 

No  drink  come,  nor  no  Surgeon  ? 

Cla.  ’Tismy  man  fure. 

His  voice,  and  here  he  lies:  how  is  it  with  thee? 

Soto.  I am  flain.  Sir,  lam  flain. 

Cla.  Slain  ? Who  has  flain  thee  ? 

Soto.  Kill’d,  kill’d,  out- right  kill’d. 

Cla.  Where’s  thy  hurt? 

Soto.  I know  not. 

But  I am  fure  I am  kill’d. 

Cla.  Canfl:  thou  fit  up. 

That  I may  find  the  hurt  out .?  , 

Soto.  lean  fit  up. 

But  ne’er  the  lefs  I am  flain. 

Cla.  ’Tis  not  o’ this  fide? 

Soto.  No  Sir,  I think  it  be  not. 

Cla.  Nor  o’  this  fide, 

Was  it  done  with  a fword  ? 

Soto.  A Gun,  a Gun,fweet  Mailer. 

Cla.  The  devil  a bullet  has  been  here : thou  art  well  man. 
Soto.  No  fure  I am  kill’d. 

Cla.  Let  me  fee  thy  thighs,  and  belly. 

As  whole  as  a fifh  for  any  thing  1 fee  yet ; 

Thou  bleed’ll:  no  where. 

Soto.  I think  1 do  not  bleed.  Sir, 

But  yet  1 am  afraid  I am  flain. 

Cla.  Stand  UJ3  fool, 

Thou  haft  as  much  hurt  as  my  nai4  wIk)  Ihot  thee, 

A Pottle,  ora  Piht? 

Soto.  Signior  Silvio  Ihot  me 
li'i  theft  clothesii  taking  me  for  you,  and  feeing 
I'he  Ladder  in  my  hand  here,which  I ftole  from  ye,  ( for  ye 
Thinking  to  have  gone  to  the  Lady  my  felf,  and  have  fpoke 
Cla.  If  he  had  hit  ye  home,he  had  ferv’d  ye  right  firrah, 
You  faucy  rogue,  how  poor  my  intent  (hews  to  me, 
How'naked  now,  and  foolifh  ? 

Soto.  Areyeliire  he  has  not  hit  me, 


It  gave  a monftrous  bounce  ? 

Cla.  You  role  o’  your  right  fide, 

Andfaid  your  prayers  too,  you  had  been  payed  clft: 

But  what  nced’ft  thou  a Bullet,  when  thy  ftar  kills  thee  ? 
Sirrah, keep  your  own  counftl  for  all  this,  you’ll  be  hang’d 
If  it  be  known.  (elft, 

Soto.  If  it  be  by  my  means,  let  me  •, 

I am  glad  I a n not  kill’d,  and  far  more  gladder 
xMy  Gentleman-like  humor’s  out;  I feel ’tis  dangerous, 
And  to  be  a gentleman,  is  to  be  kill’d  twice  a week. 

Cla.  Keep  your  ftlf  cloft  i’th’Countrcy  for  a while  firrah. 
There’s  Money,  walk  to  your  friends. 

Soto.  They  have  no  Piftols, 

Nor  are  no  Gentlemen,  that’s  my  comfort.  Exit. 

Cla.  I will  retire  too,  and  live  private^  for  this  Si/wo, 
Inflam’d  with  noblenefs,  wall  be  my  death  elft^ 

And  if  I can  forget  this  love  that  loads  me. 

At  leaftthe  danger;  and  now!  think  on’t  better, 

Ihavelbme  conclufions  elft  invites  me  to  it.  Exit. 


JBhs  Secundus, 

Selena  Trim  a. 

Enter  Rodope,  and  Silvio  at  fe'.eral doors. 

Rod.  TV  TEphew. 

Sil.  My  dear  Aunt. 

Rod.  Would  you  goby  thus  (lily. 

And  never  fee  me,  not  once  fend  in  to  me 
Your  loving  Aunt?  (he  that  above  all  thofe 
I call  my  kindred,  honour’d  you,  and  placed  you 
Neareft  my  heart  ? 

Sil.  I thank  you  worthy  Aunt 

Butfuch  at  this  timic  are  my  occafions- 

Rod.  You  (hall  not  goe  yet,  by  my  faith  you  (hall  not, 

I will  not  bedeny’d:  why  look  ye  (ad  Nephew  ? 

Sil.  I am  feldom  other ; Oh,  this  blood  fits  heavy ; 

As  I walk’d  this  way  late  laft  night. 

In  meditation  of  fome  things  concern’d  me ^ 

Rod.  What  Nephew? 

Sil.  Why  methought  I heart/  a Piece,  Lady, 

A Piece  (hot  off,  much  about  this  place  too. 

But  could  not  judge  the  cau(e,  nor  what  it  boaded, 

Under  the  Calfle-wall. 

Rod.  We  heard  it  too. 

And  the  Watch  purfu’d  it  prefently,  but  foimd  nothing, 
Not  any  traft. 

Sil.  I am  right  glad  to  hear  it ; 

The  Ruffians  furely  that  command  the  night 
Have  found  him,  ftript  him:  and  into  the  River 
Convey’d  the  body. 

Rod.  You  look  ftill  fadder,  Nephew, 

Is  any  thing  within  thefe  walls  to  comfort  ye  ? 

Speak,  andbeMafter  of  it. 

Sil.  Ye  are  a right  Courtier, 

A great  Profellbr,  bur  a poor  performer.  , 

Rod.  Do  you  doubt  my  faith  : you  never  found  ffle  that 
I dare  well  fpcak  it  boldly,  but  a true  friend.  (way. 
S/7.  Continue  then. 

Rod.  Try  me,  and  fee  who  falters. 

S/7.  I will,  and  prefently : ’tis  in  your  power 
To  make  me  the  moft  bound  man  to  your  courtefie. 

Rod.  Let  me  know  how,  and  if  I fail — • 

S/7-  ’ Tisthus then. 

Get  me  accefs  to  the  Lady  Belvidere., 

But  for  a minute,  but  to  lee  her:  your  Husband  novy 
Is  fafe  at  Court,  I left  him  full  employ’d  there. 

Rod.  You  have  ask’d  the  thing  without  my  power  W 
The  Law  lies  on  the  danger ; if  I lovM  ye  not  (grant  ye, 

I would 
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1 woald  bid  ye  goe,  and  there  be  found,  atnd  dye  for’t. 

Sil.  I knew  your  love,  and  where  there  fliewM  a danger 
How  far  you  durft  ftep  for  me : give  me  a true  friend^ 
That  where  occafion  is  to  do  a benefit 
Aims  at  the  end,  and  not  the  rubs  before  it  j 
I was  a fool  to  ask  ye  this,  a more  fool 
To  think  a woman  had  fo  much  noble  nature 
To  entertain  a lecret  of  this  burthen  ^ 

Ye  had  belt  to  tell  the  Dutchefs  I perl  waded  ye. 

That’s  a hnecourle,  and  one  will  win  ye  credit-. 

Forget  the  name  of  Colin,  blot  my  blood  out, 

And  fo  you  raife  your  lelf,  let  me  grow  fliorten 
A woman  friend?  he  that  believes  that  weaknefs 
Steers  in  a ftormy  night  without  a Compals. 

Kod.  What  is’t  I durft  not  do  might  not  impeach  ye? 
Sil.  Why  this  ye  dare  not  do,  ye  dare  not  think  of. 
"Rod.  ’Tis  a main  hazard. 

Sil.  If  it  were  not  fo 

I would  not  come  to  you  to  feek  a favour. 

Rod.  You  will  lofe  your  felf. 

Sil.  Thelofs  ends  with  my  felf  then. 

Rod.  You  will  but  fee  her  ? 

Sil.  Only  look  upon  her. 

Rod.  Not  flay  : 

Sil.  Prefcribe  your  time. 

Rod.  Not  traffique  with  her 
In  any  clofe  di (honourable  adion  ? 

Sil.  Stand  you  your  felf  by. 

Rod.  I will  venture  for  ye, 

Becaufe  ye  lhall  be  fure  I am  a touch’d  friend, 

PH  bring  her  to  ye : come  w'alk,  you  know  the  Garden, 
And  take  this  key  to  open  the  little  Poftern, 

There  Hand  no  guards. 

Sil.  I lhall  foon  find  it  Aunt.  Rxemt. 

Scxm  Secnnda, 

Enter  two  Soldiers. 

j Sol.  Is  the  Captain  come  home? 

2 Sol.  No,  who  commands  the  Guard  to  night? 

I Sold.  I think  Vetruchio. 

1 Sold.  What’s  the  Word  ? 

1 Sold.  None  knows  yet, 

2 Sol,.  I would  this  Lady  were  married  out  o’th’  way  once. 
Or  out  of  our  cuftodies  j I wifh  they  would  take  in  more 

(companies, 

For  I am  fure  we  feel  her  in  our  duties  fnrewdly. 

1 Sol..  ’Tis  not  her  fault  I warrant  ye,  fhe  is  ready  for’t. 
And  that’s  the  plague,  when  they  grow  ripe  for  marriage 
They  mult  be  flipt  likeHawkes, 

2 Sol.  Give  me  a mean  wench. 

No  State  doubt  lies  on  her,  Ihe  isalwayesready. 

1 Sol.  Come  to  the  Guard,  ’tis  late,  and  fure  the  Captain 
Can  not  be  long  away. 

2 Sol.  I have  watch’d  thefe  three  nights. 

To  morrow  they  may  keep  me  tame  for  nothing.  Exeunt. 

Sc£nj.  ‘Tertia. 

Enter  Silvio,  Belvidere,  and  Rodope  with  a Light. 

Sil.  This  is  the  place  I think  i what  Light  is  that  there  ? 
The  Lady  and  my  Colin  ? 

Bel.  Is  this  the  Garden  ? 

Rod.  Yes  Madam. 

Sil.  Oh  my  blelled  Miftrils, 

Saint  of  my  foul. 

Bet.  Speak  foftly : take  me  to  ye. 

Oh  Silvio^  I am  thine,  thine  ever  Silvio. 

Rod.  Is  this  your  promife.  Sir?  Lady  your  honor  ? 

I am  undone  if  this  be  feen,  difgrac’d, 

Fallen  under  all  dilcredit. 

Bell.  Do  you  love  ftill  ? 


pleased. 

Dear,  do  you  keep  your  old  faith  ? 

Sil.  Ever  Lady  -, 

And  when  that  fails  me,  all  that’s  good  forfake  me. 

Rod.  Donotyou  Ihame.^'  Madam,  1 mult  not  fuffer  this, 

I will  not  hiffer  it  ^ men  call  you  virtuous. 

What  do  you  mean  to  lofe  your  felf  thus^  Silvio  ? 

1 charge  thee  get  away,  I charge  you  retire  ye. 

I’ll  call  the  Watch  elfe, 

Sil.  Call  all  the  world  to  fee  us. 

We  live  in  one  anothers  happinefs, 

And  fb  will  die. 

Bel.  Here  will  I hang  for  ever. 

Rod.  As  ye  refped  me,  as  hereafter  Madam 
You  would  enjoy  his  love — nothing  prevail  with  ye? 

I’ll  try  my  ftrength  then  get  thee  gone  thou  villain. 

Thou  Promife-breaker. 

Sil.  I am  tide,  I cannot. 

Rod.  I’ll  ring  the  Bell  then. 

Sil.  Ring  it  to  death,  lamfixthere. 

Enter  Bartello,  two  Soldiers  with  lights. 

Bart.  I law  a Light  over  the  Garden  walk. 

Hard  by  the  Ladies  Chamber,  here’s  fome  knavery 
As  I live,  I favvit  twice. 

Rod.  The  Guard,  the  Guard  there-, 

I muft  not  fuffer  this,  it  is  too  mifchievous. 

Bart.  Light  up  the  T orch,  1 fear’d  this,  ha  ? young  Silvio  ? 
How  got  he  in  ? 

I Sold.  The  Devil  brought  him  in  fure 
He  came  not  by  us. 

Bart.  My  wife  between  ’em  buffing  ? 

Guard,  pull  him  off 

Rod.  Now,  now,  ye  feel  the  mifery. 

Bart.  You,  Madam,  at  an  hour  fo  far  undecent? 

Death,  O my  Ibul ! this  is  a foul  fault  in  ye, 

Your  mothers  care  abus’d  too.  Light’s  to  her  Chamber, 

I am  forty  to  fee  this, 

Bell.  Farewel  my  Silvio, 

And  let  no  danger  fink  thee. 

Sil.  Nor  death  Lady.  Exeunt  Bell.  Rod. 

Birt,  Are  ye  fo  hot  ? I fhall  prepare  ye  Phyfick 
Will  purge  ye  finely,  neatly : you  are  too  fiery. 

Think  of  your  prayers.  Sir,  an  you  have  not  forgot ’em*, 
Can  ye  flie  i’  th’  air,  or  creep  ye  in  at  key-holes  ? 

I have  a Gin  will  catch  ye  though  you  conjur’d  : 

Take  him  to  Guard  to  night,  toflrong  and  fure  Guards 
I’ll  back  toth’  Dutchefs  prefently : no  lefs  fport  ferve  ye. 
Than  the  Heir  to  a Dukedom  ? play  at  pufh-pin  there  Sir? 
It  w'as  well  aim’d,  but  plague  upon’t,  you  fhot  fhort,  , 
And  that  will  lofe  your  game. 

Sil.  I know  the  lofs  then.  Exeunt. 

Scecna  ^iuarta. 

Enter  Claudio  lil:^  a Merchant. 

Clan.  Now,  in  this  habit  may  I fafely  fee 
How  my  incenfed  friend  carries  my  murther, 

Who  little  I imagin’d  had  been  wrought 
To  fuch  a height  of  rage  , and  much  I grieve  now 
Mine  own  blind  paffion  had  fo  maflrer’d  me, 

I could  not  fee  his  love,  for  fure  he  loves  her, 

And  on  a nobler  ground  than  I pretended. 

Enter  Penurio. 

It  muft  be  lb,  it  is  fo  what  Penurio, 

My  fhotten  friend,  what  wind  blew  you  ? 

Fen.  Faith  ’tis  true. 

Any  flrong  wind  will  blow  me  like  a Feather, 

I am  all  Air,  nothing  of  earth  within  me. 

Nor  have  not  had  this  month,  but  that  pood  Dinner 
Your  Worfhip  gave  me  yefterday,  that  Ilaies  by  me. 

And 
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And  gives  me  ballaft,  elfe  the  Sun  would  draw  me  ? 

Cla.  But  does  my  Miftrifs  fpeak  ftill  of  me  ? 

Ten.  Yes,  Sir, 

And  in  her  fleep,  that  makes  my  Mafter  mad  too. 

And  turn  and  fart  for  anger. 

Cla.  Art  fureflielawrae.? 

Ten.  She  law  ye  at  a window. 

Cla.  ’Tis  molt  true. 

In  fuch  a place  I faw  a Gentlewoman, 

A young,  fweet,  hand  Tome  woman. 

FewThat’s  Ihe,  that’s  Ihe  Sir. 

Cla.  And  well  Ihe  view’d  me,  I view’d  her. 

Ten.  Still  Ihe  Sir. 

Cla.  At  lalt  Ihe  blulh’d,  and  then  look’d  o3I 
Pen.  That  blulh.  Sir, 

If  you  can  read  it  truly  - 
Cla.  But  didlt  thou  tell  her. 

Or  didfl  thou  fool  me,  thou  knew’ft  fuch  a one .? 

Ten.  I told  her,  and  1 told  her  fuch  a fweet  tale 

Cla.  But  did  fhehcar  thee  > 

Ten.  With  a thoufand  ears.  Sir, 

And  fwallow’d  what  I faid  as  greedily, 

Asgreat-belly’d  women  do  Cherries,  Itonesand  all  Sir. 

Cla.  Methinks  (he  (hould  not  love  thy  Mafter  ? 

Ten.  Hang  him  Pilcher, 

There’s  nothing  loves  him : his  own  Cat  cannot  endure  him 
She  had  better  lye  with  a Bear,  for  he  is  fo  hairy. 

That  a tame  Warren  of  Fleas  frisk  round  about  him. 

Cla.  And  wilt  thou  work  fcill  ? 

Ten.  Like  a Miner  for  ye. 

Cla.  And  get  accefs. 

Ten.  Or  conjure  you  together, 

’Tis  her  defire  to  meet:  (lie  is  poyfbn’d  with  him. 

And  till  (he  take  a fweet  fre(h  air,  that’s  you  Sir. 

Cla.  There’s  money  for  thee : thou  art  a precious  Varlet 
Be  fat,  be  fat,  and  blow  thy  Mafter  backward 
Ten.  Blow  you  my  Miftrifs,  Sir,  as  flat  as  a Flounder, 
Then  blow  her  up  again,  as  Butchers  blow  their  Yeals  ^ 

If  file  dye  upon  the  lame 
Bury  her,  bury^  her  in  Gods  name. 

Cla.  Thou  art  a merry  knave : by  this  hand  I’ll  feed  thee, 
Till  thoucrack’ft  at  both  ends,  if  thoudar’ftdo  this 
Thou  (halt  eat  no  fantaftical  Porridge, 

Nor  lick  thedilh  where  oil  wasyefterday. 

Duft,  and  dead  Flies  to  day  ^ Capons,fatCapons 

Ten.  Oh  hearty  found. 

Cla.  Cramb’d  full  of  itching  Oyfters. 

Ten.  W’ill  ye  have  the  Dutchels  ? 

Cla.  And  Lobfters  big  as  Gauntlets, 

Thou  (haltdefpil'e  bafe  Beef. 

Pen.  I do  delpife  it, 

And  now  methinks  I feel  a Tart  come  fiiding. 

Cla.  Leaping  into  thy  mouth:  but  firft  deal  faithfully. 
Ten.  When  will  ye  come  1 
Cla.  Tomorrow. 

Pen.  I’ll  attend  ye. 

For  then  my  Mafter  will  be  out  in  bufinefs. 

Cla.  What  news  abroad  1 

Pen.  ’Mas,  as  I was  coming  to  you, 

I heard  that  Signior  Si/wo,  a good  Gentleman, 

Many  a good  meal  I have  eaten  wit  him 

Cla.  W’hat  ofhim? 

Ten.  Was  this  day  to  be  arraigned  before  the  Dutchels, 
But  why,  I could  not  hear. 

.Cla.  arraign’d  ? 

Go,  get  ye  gone,  and  think  of  me. 

Ten.  I flie  Sir.  Lx/#  Pen. 

Cla.  Arraign’d?  for  what?  for  my  fupp^fecl  death  ? no, 
That  cannot  be  fure,  there’s  no  ruraor-of  it. 

Be  it  what  it  will,  I will  be  there  and  fee  it. 

And  if  ray  help  will  bring  himoff^  he  has  it.-  Exit. 


Selena  ^i?.ia. 

Enter  Dutchefs^  Lords ^ Silvio  prifoner.,  Belvidere,  Bar- 
tello,  Kodo]iQ^CLark^.,  Connfehr Attendants.  ' 

T>u.  Read  the  Ediftlaft  made. 

Keep  filence  there. 

Clerk.  If  any  man  of  tfh  at  condition  foever,  and  a fuhjeB., 
after  the pubiijhm  of  ihif  Edict ^ JhaU  rvithout  fpecial  Li- 
cence from  the  great  Vnuhefs^attempt  or  buy.^of'er^or  makp 
an  attempt.,  tofticite  the  love  of  the  Princejs  Belvidere 
the  perfinfo  offending.,  Jhall  forfeit  his  life.  ’ 

CoHnf.  The  reafon  why  my  Royal  Miftrifs  here 
In  her  laft  Treaty  with  Duke, 

Promis’d  her  beauteous  daughrer  there  in  marriage, 

The  Duke  ot  Milan.,  rival  in  this  fortune, 

Un-nobly  (ought  by  praftice  to  betray  her  ^ 

Which  found,  and  croii’d,  the  Cittadcl  receiv’d  her 
There  tofecure  her  I\ 'others  word , the  laft  caule 
So  many  Gentlemen  of  late  enamour’d 
On  this  moft  beauteous  Princefs,  and  not  brooking 
One  mor  e than  other,  to  delerve  a favour, 
oloud  has  been  (pilt,  many  brave  fpirits  loft, 
Andmore,unlefsfiie  had  been  kept,clofe  from  their  violence, 
Had  Uke  to  have  followed ; therefore  for  due  prevention 
Of  all  fuch  hazards  and  unnoble  actions. 

This  laft  Edift  was  publifli’d,  which  thou  Silvio 
Like  a falleman,  a bad  man,  and  a Traitor 
Haft  rent  a-peeces,  -and  contemn’d , for  which  caufe 
Thou  ftandeft  a guilty  man  here  now. 

Enter  Claudio. 

Clar]{.  Speak  Silvio., 

What  canft  thou  (ay  to  avoid  the  hand  of’  Juftlce  ? 

S il.  Nothing,  but  1 confels,  fubmit,and  lay  my  head  to  it. 
Tel.  Have  ye  no  eyes  my  Lords,  no  underftandings  ? 

The  Gentleman  will  cafthimfel  away, 

Cafthimfelf  wilfully : are  you,  or  you  guilty? 

No  more  is  he,  no  more  taint  fticks  upon  him  ; 

I drew  him  thither-,  ’twas  my  w’ay  betrai’d  him, 

1 got  the  entrance  kept,  I entertain’d  him, 

I hid  the  danger  from  him,  forced  him  to  me, 

Poor  gentle  foul,  he’s  in  no  part  tranfgrefilng,  i 

I wrote  unto  him, 

Sil.  Do  not  wrong  that  honor. 

Call:  not  upon  that  purenefs  thefeafperfions. 

It  was  my  love,my  violence, 

Mylifemuft  anlwer  it : I broke  in  to  her. 

Tempted  the  Law,  (blicited  unjuftly. 

Tel.  As  there  is  truth  in  Heaven,  1 was  the  firft  caufe  ; 
How  could  this  man  have  come  to  me,  left  naked 
Without  my  connfel  and  provifion  ? 

What  hour  could  he  find  out  to  pal's  the  W’atches, 
ButImuftmake  it  fure  firft?  Reverend  Judges, 

Be  not  abus’d,  nor  let  an  innocent  life  lie 
Upon  your  (linking  Confcience  •,  I did  it, 

My  love  the  main  wheel  that  (et  him  agoing; 

His  motion  but  compell’d. 

Sil.  Can  ye  believe  this.? 

And  know  with  what  a modefty  and  whitenefi 
Her  life  was  ever  ranck’d  ? Can  you  believe  this 
And  (e^  me  here  before  ye,  young  and  wilful?  ■ 

Apt  to  what  danger  Love  dares  thruft  me  on,  \ 

And  where  Law  flops  my  way,  apt  to  contemn  it?  , 

If  I werebafhfiil,  old,  or  dull,  and  (Icepy  : 

In  Loves  allarms,  a woman  . might  awake  me,  ! 

Direcft,  and  clew  me  out  the  way  to  happinefs ; " 1 

But  I,  like  fire,  kindled  with  that  bright  beauty,  t 

Catch  hold  of  all  occafions,  and  nin  through  ’em.  ^ j 
Tel.  I charge  ye,  as  your  honeft  fouls  will  anfwer  it. 

Sil  I charge  ye,  as  you  are  the  friends  to  virtue. 

That  . 
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Scxna.  Sexta. 


That  has  no  pattern  living  but  this  Lady. 

BfL  Let  not  his  blood 

Sil.  Let  not  her  wilhilnefs — 

For  then  you  aT  a Scene  Hell  will  rejoyce  at, 

Bel.  He  is  clear. 

Sil.  She  is  as  white  in  this  as  Infants. 

Cla.  The  god  of  Loveproteft  your  caufc,  and  help  ye, 
Two  nobler  pieces  of  aftedion 
Thcfc  eyes  ne’er  look’d  on,  if  fuch  goodnefs  perifli. 

Let  never  true  hearts  meet  again,  but  break.  Exit, 

1 Lord.  A hrange  exemple  of  drong  love,  a rare  one. 

2 Lord.  Madam,  we  know  not  what  to  fay,  to  think  on. 
Vudo.  Imiifi:  confefs  it  ferikes  me  tender  too, 

Searches  my  Mothers  heart:  you  found ’em  there  ? 

Bar.  Yes  certain  Madam. 

Dutth.  And  fo  linked  together  ? 

Bar. As  they  had  been  one  piece  of  Alablalter. 

Dutch.  Nothing  di {honourable? 

Sil.  So  let  my  foul  have  happinefs,_ 

As  that  thought  yet  durd  never  feek  this  bofom. 

Dutch.  What  lhall  I do.?  ’has  broke  my  Law,  abus’d  me. 
Fain  would  I know  the  truth,  either  confels  it. 

And  let  me  underftand  the  main  oftender, 

Or  both  fliall  feel  the  torture. 

Sil.  Are  yea  Mother  •, 

The  Mother  of  fo  fweet  a Rofe  as  this  is  ? 

So  pure  a Flower  ? and  dare  ye  lofc  that  nature  ? 

Dare  ye  take  to  yourfelf  lo  great  a wickednefs, 

(Oh  holy  Heaven)  of  thinking  what  may  mine 

This  goodly  building?  this  Tcm.ple  where  the  gods  dwell? 

Give  me  a thoufand  tortures,  I deferve  ’em, 

And  Ihew  me  death  in  all  the  ihapes  imagin’d. 

Bel.  No  death  but  Iwillanfvver  it,  meet  it,  feekit^ 

No  torture  but  I’ll  laugh  upon’t,  and  kifs  it. 

1 Lord.  This  is  no  way. 

2 Lord.  They  fay  no  more  for  certain 
Than  their  ftrong  hearts  will  fuller. 

I Dutch.  I have  bethought  me 
' No  Lords,  although  1 h^ave  a Child  ohending^ 

Nature  dares  not  forget  Hie  is  a Child  ftill 
Till  now,  I never  look’d  on  love  imperious  : 

I have  bethought  me  of  away  to  break  ye. 

To  feparate,  though  not  your  loves,  your  bodies  : 

Silvio  attend.  I’ll  be  your  Judge  my  felf  now. 

The  fentence  of  your  death  (becaufc  my  Daughter 
Will  bear  an  equal  part  in  your  affliftions  ) 

I take  away  and  pardon ; this  remains  then 
Anealie  and  a gentle  punilhment, 

And  this  fliall  be  fulfill’d : becaufe  unnobly 

You  have  fought  the  love,  and  marriage  of  a Princefs, 

The  ablblute  and  folc  Heir  of  this  Dukedom, 

By  that  means,  as  we  mult  imagine  Itrongly, 

To  plant  your  lelf  into  this  rule  hereafter. 

We  here  pronounce  yea  man  banifli’d  from  us 
Sil.  For  ever  bani fil’d  Lady? 

Dutch.  Yet  more  mercy, 

But  for  a year ; and  then  again  in  this  place 
To  ma'^e  your  full  appearance : yet  more  pitty,. 

If  in  that  time  you  can  abfolve  a quellion. 

Writ  down  within  this  fcrowl,  abfolve  it  rightly. 

This  Lady  is  your  wife,  and  fliall  live  with  ye  •, 

I f not,  yon  toofe  your  head. 

Sil.  I take  this-  honor. 

And  humbly  kifs  thofe  Royal  hands.  fPrincefs, 

Dutch.  Receive  it;  Barteh.,  to  your  old  guard  take  the 
And  fo  the  Court  break  up. 

Sil.  Farewel  to  all. 

And  to  that  fpotlefs  heart  my  endlefs  fervicc.  Exit, 

j Lord.  What  will  this  prove? 

2 Lord.  I’ll  tell  you  a year  hence.  Sir.  Exeunt. 


Enter  Penurio,  Ifabella,  Claudio. 

( der 

Pen.  Are  you  pleas’d  now.?  have  not  I wrought  this  won- 

Non  ebenfatto  Signieur. 

Cla.  Rarely  Penurio 

Pen.  Clofe,  clofethen,  and  work  wax. 

Cla.  lam  Itudying  for  thee 
A dinner,  that  fliall  virtual  thee  for  ten  year. 

Pen.  Do  you  hear  Miftrifs  ? 

You  know  what  a dundir  whelp  my  Mailer  is, 

I need  not  preach  Co  ye,  how  unfit  and  wanting 
To  give  a woman  latisfartion : 

How  he  ftinks,  and  fnores,  a Bull’s  a better  bed-fellow  j 
And  for  his  love,  never  Jet  that  deceive  ye. 

Jfab,  Nay  fure  he  loves  me  not. 

Pen.  If  he  could  coyn  ye. 

Or  turn  ye  into  mettal,  much  might  be  then; 

He  loves  not  anything  butwhat  istraffique: 

I have  heard  him  fweaghe  would  fell  ye  to  the  Signior. 

Ifab.  ThQ  Lurk.} 

Pen.  The  very  Lurkf.,  and  how  they  would  uleye. 

Jfab.  I’ll  fit  him  for’t  : the  LurkJ 
Pen.  I know  the  price  too : 

Now  ye  have  time  to  pay  him,  pay  him  home  Miflrils; 

P ay  him  o’  th’  pate,  clout  him  for  all  his  courtefies ; 

Here’s  one  that  dances  in  your  eyes,  young  delicate 
To  work  this  vengeance;  if  ye  let  it  flip  now. 

There  is  no  pittying  of  ye,  od’s  precious,  Miftrifs, 

Were  I his  wife,  I would  fo  mall  his  Mazard, 

’Tis  charity,  meer  charity,  pure  charity. 

Are  you  the  firft  ? has  it  not  been  from  Eves  time. 
Women  would  have  their  lafe  revenges  this  way  ? 

And  good  and  gracious  women,  excellent  women ; 

Is’t  not  a handfome  Gentleman  ? a fweet  Gentleman ; 
View  him  from  head  to  foot,  a compleat  Gentleman ; 
When  can  ye  hope  the  like  again.?  I leave  ye. 

And  my  revenge  too,  with  ye;  I know  my  office, 
i’ll  not  be  far  off,  be  not  long  a fumbling. 

When  danger  fliall  appear,  i’ll  give  the  ’larme.  Exit. 

Jfab.  You  are  welcome,  Sir,and  would  it  were  my  fortune 
Toafibrda  Gentleman  of  your  fair  feeming, 

A freer  entertainment  than  this  houfe  has, 

You  partly  know.  Sir.- 

Cla.  Know,  and  pity  Lady, 

Such  fweetnefs  in  the  bud,  fhould  be  fo  blafted  *, 

Dare  you  make  me  your  Servant .? 

Jfab.  Dare  you  make  Sir, 

That  lervice  worthy  of  a womans  favour 
By  conftancy  and  goodnefs  ? 

Cla.  Here  I fwear  to  ye. 

By  the  unvalued  love  I bear  this  beauty, 

( And  kifs  the  Book  too  ) never  to  be  recreant. 

To  honour  ye,  to  truly  love,  andferve  ye. 

My  youth  to  wait  upon  ye,  what  my  wealth  has. 

Jfab.  Oh  make  me  not  fo  poor  to  fell  affertion, 

Thofe  bought  loves  Sir,  wear  fafter  than  the  moneys ; 

A handfome  Gentleman. 

Cla,  A moft  delkate  fweet  one. 

Let  my  truth  purchafe  then. 

Jfab.  I fliould  firft  try  it. 

But  you  may  happily. 

Cla.  You  fliall  not  doubt  me, 

I hope  file  loves  me;  when  I prove  falfe,  fiiametakeme; 
Will  ye  believe  a little  ? 

Jfab.  I fear,  too  much.  Sir. 

Cla.  And  will  ye  love  a little  ? 

J/i^.  That  fhould  be  your  part." 

Cla.  Thus  IbegintTien,  thus  and  thus, 

Ifsb.  A good  beginmng. 

We  have  a proverb  faies,  makes  a good  ending. 

Cla.  Sayyefo?  ’tis  well  inferr’d. 

Jfab.  Good  Sir,  your  patience ; 

Me- 
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Enter  Maidy  and  Penun  0 . 


Methmks  i have  ventur’d  now,  like  a weak  Bark 
Upon  a broken  billow,  that  will  fwallow  me, 

Upon  a rough  Sea  of  fiifpitions. 

Stuck  round  with  jealous  rocks. 

Ten.  within.  A hem,  a hem  there. 

Jfab.  This  is  my  man  3 my  fears  too  foon  have  found  me, 

Enter  Penurio. 

Now  what’s  die  news? 

Fen.  A pox  of  yonder  old  Rigel, 

The  Captain,  the  old  Captain. 

Jfab  ? What  old  Captain  ? 

Fen.  Captain  courageous  yonder  of  the  Caftic, 

Captain,  Don  Diego,  old  Bartello. 

IJab.  Where  is  he  ? 

Fen.  He’s  coming  in; 

’Twouldvex  the  Devil,  thatfuchanoldPotgunasthis, 
That  can  make  no  fport,lliould  hinder  them  that  can  do  it, 
Jfab.  I would  not  have  him  fee  the  Gentleman, 

For  all  the  world,  my  credit  were  undone  then. 

Fen.  Shall  I fling  a pifs-pot  on’s  head  as  he  comes  in, 
And  take  him  into  th’  kitchin,  thereto  driehim. 

Jfab.  That  will  not  do-,  and  he  is  fo  humorous  too 
He  will  comein. 

Cla.  What  is  he  ? 

Jfab.  One  much  troubles  me. 

Fen.  Andean  do  nothing,  cannot  eat. 

Jfab.  Aour  fight  now. 

Out  of  a driveling  dotage  he  bears  to  me. 

May  make  him  tell  my  husband,  and  undo  me.- 
Cla.  What  would  ye  have  me  do  ? 

Jfab.  But  for  a while  Sir, 

Step  here  behind  this  hanging,  prefently 

I’ll  anfwer  him,  and  then 

Cla.  I will  obey  ye. 

Enter  Bartello. 

Bar.  Where’s  my  rich  Jeweller?  I have  Hones  to  lett. 
Fen.  He  is  abroad,  and  fure  Sir. 

Bart.  There’s  for  your  fervice; 

Where’s  the  fair  Lady  ? all  alone  fweet  beauty  ? 

< Jfab.  She’s  never  much  alone  Sir,  that’s  acquainted 
With  fuch  companions  as  good  honeft  thoughts  are. 

Bar.  I’ll  fit  down  by  thee,  and  I’llkifs  thy  hand  too, 
And  in  thine  ear  fwearby  my  life  I love  thee. 

Jfab.  Ye  are  a merry  Captain. 

Bar.  And  a mad  one.  Lady  3 
By  th’  mas  thou  hall  goodly  eies,  excellent  eies,  wench. 
Ye  twinkling  rogues,  look  what  thy  Captain  brings  thee, 
Thou  mulb  needs  love  me,  love  me  heartily. 

Hug  me,  and  love  me,  hug  me  clofe. 
jfab.  Fie  Captain. 

Bar.  Nay,  I have  ftrength,  and  I can  Hrain  ye  firrah. 
And  vault  into  my  leat  as  nimbly,  little  one. 

As  any  of  you  fmooth-chinn’d  boys  in  Florence^ 

I mull  needs  commit  a little  folly  with  ye. 

I’ll  not  be  long,  a brideling  cafr,  and  away  wench  -, 

The  hob-nail  thy  husband’s  as  fitly  out  o’th’  way  now.'? 
Iftb'.  Do  you  think  he  keeps  a bawdy-houfe  ? 

Bar.  That’s  all  one. 

Jfab.  Or  did  you  ever  fee  that  lightnefs  in  my  carriage. 

That  you  might  promife  to  your  lelf 

Bar.  Away  fool, 

A good  turn’s  a good  turn-,  I am  an  honeft  fellow: 

Jfab.  You  have  a handfome  wife,  a virtuous  Gentlewoman, 
Bar.  Thev  are  not  for  this  time  o’th’  year. 

Jfab.  ALadv, 

That  ever  bore  that  great  refped  to  you. 

That  noble  conftancy. 
i Bar.  That’s  more  than  I know. 


Maid.  Oh  Miftrifs,  ye  are  undone,  my  Mafte  r’s^oming. 
Fen.  Coming  hard  by  here. 

Bi/r.  Plague  confumc  the  Rafcal, 

Shall  I make  petty-pattics  of  him  ? 

Jfab.  Now  what  love  Sir  ? 

Fear  of^your  coming  made  him  j alous  firft  -, 

Your  finding  here,  will  make  him  mad  and  delperate. 

And  what  inthat  w ild  mood  he  will  execute 

Bar.  1 can  think  ot  nothing,  I have  no  wit  left  me. 
Certain  my  head’s  a I\lufi:ard-pcr. 

Ifab.  I have  thought  Sir, 

And  if  you’ll  pleaie  to  put  in  execution 
W'hat  I conceive— 

Bar.  I’ll  do  it,  tell  it  quickly. 

Jfab.  Draw  your  fword quickly,  andgodewninrag’d, 

As  if  ^011  had  perfu’d  fonie  loe  up  hither. 

And  grumble  to  your  fclf  extreamly,  terribly. 

But  not  a word  to  him,  andfo  pafs  by  him. 

Bar.  I’ll  doit  perfciftly. 

Enter  Lopez. 

Jfab.  Stand  YOU  ftill  good  Sir. 

Bar.  Ralcal,  Have,  villain,  take  a houfe  fo  poorly. 

After  thou  haft  wrong’d  a Gentleman,  a Soldier, 

Bale  Poiiitrcon  boy,  you  will  forfake  vour  ncaft  firrah, 

Lop.  The  matter,  good  fweet  Captain  ? 

B art  Run-away  rogue, 

And  take  a houfe  to  cover  thy  bafe  cowardize, 

I’ll  whip  ye.  I’ll  fo  fcourge  ye.  Exit. 

Lop.  Mercy  upon  me, 

What’s  all  this  matter  w’ife? 

Jfab.  Did  you  meet  the  mad  man? 

Lop.  I nev'er  law  the  Captain  fo  provok’d  yet. 

Jfab.  Oh  he’s  a Devil  fure’  a raoft  bloody  devil. 

He  follow’d  a young  Gentleman,  hisfword  drawn, 

With  fuch  a fury,  how  I fhake  to  think  on’t. 

And  foyn’d,  and  flafh’d  at  him,  and  fwore  he’d  kill  him, 
Drove  him  up  hither,  follow’d  him  ftill  bloodily. 

And  if  I had  not  hid  him,  fure  had  flain  him  ^ 

A rnercilefs  old  man. 

^la.  Moft  virtuous  Lady,  | 

Even  as  the  giver  of  my  life,  I thank  ye. 

Lop.  This  fellow  muft  notftay  here,  he  is  too  handlbme  j 
'He  is  gone  Sir,  and  you  may  pals  now  with  all  fecurity. 

I’ll  be  your  guide  my  felf,  and  fuch  a way  , 

I’ll  lead  ye,  none  lhailcrofs,  nor  none  fliall  know  ye. 

The  door’s  left  open  Sirrah,  I’ll  ftarve  you  for  this  trick,  j 
I’ll  make  thee  fall:  o’ Sundaies  3 and  for  you  Lady, 

I’ll  have  your  Lodgings  farther  off,  and  cloler,  ' 

I’ll  have  no  ftreet-lights  to  you  3 will  you  go  Sir  ? j 

Cla.  I thank  ye  Sir : the  devil  take  this  fortune  •,  ! 

And  once  more  all  my  fervice  to  your  goodnefs.  Exit,  j 

Pen.  Now  could  1 cat  my  very  arms  for  madnefs,  j 
Crofs’dinthe  nick  o’th’ matter?  vengeance  take  it. 

And  that  old  Cavalier  that  fpoil’d  our  Cock-fight  j 
I’ll  lay  the  next  plot  furer. 

Jfab.  I am  glad  and  lorry  3 

Glad,  that  I got  fo  fairly  off  fufpition  • ^ 

Sorry,  1 loft  my  new  lov’d  friend.  ; 

Pen.  Not  loft  Miftrifs  3 ; 

I’ll  conjure  once  again  to  raife  that  fpirit  j 
in,  and  look  foberly  upon  the  matter. 

We’ll  ring  him  one  peal  more,  and  if  that  fall,  ! 

The  devil  tak  the  Clappers,  Bells,  and  ail.  Exeunt.  ! 
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JHus  Tertius 


Scxna  Fr'tn?a. 

Enter  Dutchejs^  Lords^  and  Rhodope. 

Vittch.T^OvfRodope^  How  do  you  findmy  daughter  ? 

iN  T^ho.  Madam,  I find  her  now  what  you  would 
have  her, 

What  the  State  wifnesher-,  lurg’dher  fault  to  her, 
Open’d  her  eyes,  and  made  her  lee  themifchief 
She  was  running  with  a headlong  will  into. 

Made  her  ftart  at  her  folly,  fhake  and  tremble, 

At  the  meer  memory  of  fuch  an  ignorance. 

She  now  contemns  his  love,  hates  his  remembrance, 
Cannot  endure  to  hear  the  name  of  Silvio  j 
His  perfon  fpits  at. 

Dutch.  I am  glad  to  hear  this. 

Kho.  And  humbly  now  to  your  Will,  your  care.  Madam, 
Bends  her  afleff  ions,  bows  her  obedience 
S^'fww^VDuke,  with  new  eyes  now  Ihe  looks  on. 

And  with  a Princely  love,  fit  for  his  perfon. 

Returns  that  happi  nefs  and  joy  he  look’d  for  ^ 

T he  general  good  of  both  the  neighbor  Dukedoms, 

Not  any  private  end,  or  rafh  affedion 

She  aims  at  now  ; hearing  the  Duke  arriv’d  too, 

( To  whom  fire  owes  all  honor,  and  all  fervice,) 

She  charg’d  me  kneel  thus  at  your  Graces  feet, 

And  not  to  rife  without  a general  pardon. 

Dutch.  She  has  it,  and  my  love  again,  my  old  love, 

And  with  more  tendernefs  I meet  this  penitence. 

Than  if  fhe  ne’er  had  ftarted  from  her  honor  j 
I thank  ye  Khodope.^  am  bound  to  thank  ye, 

And  daily  to  remember  this  great  fervice, 

Thishonefl  faithful  fervice  \ go  in  peace, 

And  by  this  Ring,  delivered  to  BarteVo^ 

Let  her  enjoy  our  favour,  and  her  liberty. 

And  prefently  to  this  place,  with  all  honor. 

See  her  conduded. 

Kho.  Your  Grace  has  made  me  happy.  Exit. 

Enter  i Lord. 

I Lord.  Syennd'f  noble  Duke,  craves  his  admittacne. 

Enter  Duke  of  Syenna  rvith  Attendants. 

Dutch.  Go^  wait  upon  his  Grace;,  fair  Sir, you  are  welcome, 
k^^elcome  to  her  ever  admir’d  your  virtues : 

And  now  methinks,  my  Court  looks  truly  noble  j 
You  have  taken  too  much  pains  Sir. 

Syen.  Royal  Lady, 

To  wait  upon  your  Grace  is  but  my  fervice. 

Dutch.  Keep  that  Sir,  for  the  Saint  ye  have  vow’d  it  to. 
Syen.  I keep  a life  for  her:  fince  your  Grace  pleafes 
To  jump  fb  happily  into  the  matter, 

I come  indeed  to  claim  your  Royal  promife, 

The  beauteous  Belvidere  in  marriage, 

I come  to  tender  her  my  youth,  my  fortune, 

I\Iy  everlafting  love. 

Enter  Belvidere,  Bartello,  Rhodope,  Attendants, 

Dutch.  You  are  like  to  win.  Sir: 

All  is  forgot,  forgiven  too  •,  no  fadnefs 
My  good  Child,  you  have  the  fame  heart  flill  here, 

The  Duke  of  Syenna.,  Child,  prayufe  him  nobly. 

Sy.  An  Angel  beauty. 

Eel.  Your  Grace  is  fairly  welcome. 

And  what  in  modelly  a blufhing  maid  may  « 

Wifh  to  a Gentleman  of  your  great  goodnefs  j 


But  wilhes  are  too  poor  a pay  for  Princes. 

Sy.  You  have  made  me  richer  than  all  States  and  Titles 
One  kifs  of  this  white  hand’s  above  all  honors,  ^ 

My  faith  dear  Lady,  and  my  fruitful  fervipe,  ’ 

My  duteous  zeal 

Bel.  Your  Grace  is  a great  Maffer, 

And  fpeaks  too  powerfully  to  be  refifted : 

Once  more  you  are  welcome.  Sir,  to  me  you  are  welcome 
To  her  that  honors  ye  • I could  Anymore  Sir,  ’ 

But  in  anothers  tongue  ’twere  better  fpoken, 

S^.  As  wife  as  fair,  you  have  made  your  fervant  happy  • 

I never  faw  fo  rich  a Mine  of  fweetnefs.  ’ 

Dutch.  Will  your  Grace  pleafe,aff  er  your  painful  journey 
To  take  fomereft  ? Are  the  Dukes  Lodgings  ready  ? 

Lord.  All  Madam.  ^ ' 

DuM.  Then  wait  upon  his  Grace,all,and  to  morrow  Sir, 
We’ll  fhew  ye  in  what  high  efteem  we  hold  ye  ^ ^ 

-Till  then  a fair  repofe.  ’ 

Sy.  My  faireft  fervice.  Exit  Duke,  S:c. 

Dutch.  You  have  fo  honour’d  me,  my  deareft  daughter 
So  truly  pleas’d  me  in  this  entertainment,  ’ 

I mean  your  loving  carriage  to  Syenna,  ’ 

That  both  for  ever  I forget  all  treliDalles, 

And  to  lecure  you  next  of  my  full  favour. 

Ask  what  you  will  within  my  power  to  grant  ye. 

Ask  freely  : and  if  I forget  my  promife — . ^ 

Ask  confidently. 

Bel.  You  are  too  Royal  to  me^ 

To  me  that  have  fofoolilhly  tranlgrefs’d  you. 

So  like  a Girl,  fofar  forgot  my  virtue. 

Which  now  appears  as  bafe  and  ugly  tome. 

As  did  his  Dream,  that  thought  he  was  in  Paradife, 
Avyak’dand  faw  the  Devil  ^ how  was  I wander’d.^ 

With  what  eies  could  I look  upon  that  poor, that  courfthing, 
That  wretched  thing  call’d  Sylviohhzt  (now)  defpis’d  thing^ 
And  Jofe  an  objeT  of  that  graceful  fweetnels,  ^ 

That  god-like  prefence  as  Syenna  is  .•? 

Darknefs,  aud  cheerfiil  day,  had  not  fuch  difference: 

But  I muff:  everblels  your  care,  your  wildom, 

That  led  me  from  this  labyrinth  of  folly. 

How  had  I fiink  clfe  ? what  example  given  ? 

Dutch.  Pretheenomore,  and  as  thou  artmybeft  one. 

Ask  fomething  that  may  equal  fuch  a goodnefs. 

Bel.  Why  did  ye  let  him  go  fb  flightlyfromye. 

More  like  a man  in  triumph,  than  condemn’d: 

Why  did  ye  make  his  pennance  but  a queflion, 

A Riddle,  every  idle  wit  unlocks. 

Dutch.  ’Tis  not  fo, 

Nor  do  not  fear  it  fb : he  will  not  find  it, 

I have  given  that  (unlefsmy  felf  difeoverit) 

Will  coll:  his  head. 

Bel.  ’Tis  fubjedltoconltruftion? 

Dutch.  That  it  is  too. 

Bel.  It  maybe  then  abfblv’d. 

And  then  are  we  both  fcorn’d  and  laugh’d  at,  Madam; 

Befide  the  promife  you  have  ty’d  upon  it, 

Which  you  muff:  never  keep. 

Dutch.  I never  meant  it. 

Bel.  For  heaven  fake  let  me  know  it,  ’tis  my  Suit  to  ye. 

The  Boon  you  would  have  me  ask  \ let  me  but  fee  it, 

That  if  there  be  a way  tomake’t  fb  flrong,  j 

No  wit  nor  powerful  reafbn  can  run  through  it. 

For  my  dilgrace,  I may  beg  of  heaven  to  grant  it. 

Dutch.  Fear  not,  it  has  been  put  to  fharper  judgements 
Than  e’er  he  fhall  arrive  at : ray  dear  Father,  ' 

That  was  as  fiery  in  his  underflanding. 

And  ready  in  his  wit  as  any  living. 

Had  it  two  years,  and  ftudiedit,  yet  loft  it; 

This  night  ye  are  my  Bed-fellow,  there  Daughter 
Into  your  bofbm  I’ll  commit  this  fecret. 

And  there  we’ll  both  take  counfel. 

Bel.  I fhall  find 

Some  trick  I hope  too  ftrong  yet  for  his  mind.  Exeunt, 
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Sc£na  Secunda. 

Enter  Penurio. 

.• 

Pen.  Methinks  I am  batten’d  well  of  late,  grown  luflry. 
Fat,  high,  and  kicking,  thanks  to  the  boimteous  ^iu^'u 
And  now,  methinks  1 Icorn  thele  poor  repafts, 
Cheefe-parings,  and  the  ftinking  tongues  of  Pilchers  \ 

But  whylhould  I remember  thefe?  they  are  odious. 

They  are  odious  in  mine  eyes  ^ the  full  fat  difh  now, 

The  bearing  diili  is  that  I reverence. 

The  difh  an  able  Serving-man  fweats  under, 

And  bends  i’  rh’  hams,  as  if  the  houfe  hung  on  him. 

That  difh  is  the  difli ; hang  your  bladder  Bankets, 

Or  halfe  a dozen  of  Turnops  and  two  Muflirumps, 

Thefe  when  they  breed  their  belt,  hatch  but  two  belches  ^ 
The  ftate  of  a fat  Turkey,  the  decorum 
He  marches  in  with,  all  the  train  and  circumftance  •, 

’Tis  filch  a matter,  fiich  a glorious  matter. 

And  then  his  fauce  with  Oranges  and  Onions, 

And  hedifplaidin  all  parts,  for  fucha  difhpow. 

And  at  my  need  I would  betray  my  Father, 

And  for  a rolled  Conger,  all  my  Countrey. 

Enter  Bartello. 

• (Miftrifs  ? 

Bjr.  What  my  friend  how  does  thy  beauteous 

And  where’s  your  xMafler  Sirrah?  where’s  that  horn-pipe 

Pen.  My  Miftrifs,  Sir,  does  as  a poor  wrong’d  Gentlewo- 
T 00  much,  heaven  knows,  oppreft  with  injuries:,  ( man. 

May  do  and  live. 

Bar.  Is  the  old  fool  ftill  jealous .? 

Pea.  As  old  fools  are,  and  will  beflill  the  fame,  Sir. 

Bar.  He  mull  have  caufe : he  mufl  have  caufe. 

Pea.  ’Tis  true.  Sir, 

And  would  he  had  with  all  my  heart. 

Bar.  He  fhall  have. 

Pen.  For  then  he  had  Salt  to  his  Saffron  porridge. 

Bar.  W’hydo  not  1 fee  thee  fometime  ? why  thou  ftarv’d 
Why  do  not  ye  come  to  me,  you  precious  bow-cafe  ? ( raf cal  ? 
1 keep  good  meat  at  home,  good  llore. 

Pen.  Yes  Sir,  I will  not  fail  ye  all  next  week. 

Bar.  Thou  art  welcome, 

I  have  afecret  I would, fain  impart  to  thee. 

But  thou  art  fothin,  the  wind  will  blow  it  from  thee, 

Or  men  will  read  it  through  thee. 

Pen.  Wrap’t  up  in  beef  Sir, 

In  good  grofs  beef,  let  all  the  world  look  on  me, 

The  Englifh  have  that  trick  to  keep  intelligence. 

Bar.  A wittty  knave,  firfl  there’s  to  tie  your  tongue  up. 

Pen.  Dumb  as  a Dog,  Sir. 

Bar.  Next,  hark  in  your  ear.  Sirrah. 

Pen.  Well,  very  well,  excellent  well : ’tis  done.  Sir, 

Say  no  more  to  me. 

Bar.  Say  and  hold. 

Pen.  ’Tis  done.  Sir. 

Bar.  Asthoulov’fh  butter’d  eggs,  fwear. 

Pen.  Let  me  kifs  the  Book  firfl. 

But  here’s  my  hand,  brave  Captain. 

Bar.  Look  ye  hold,  firrah. 

Pea.  Oh  the  molt  precious  vanity  of  this  world  j 
Whenluchdry’d  Neats-tongues  mufl  belbak’dand  larded 
With  young  fat  fupple  wenches  ? Oh  the  Devil. 

What  can  he  do,  he  cannot  fuck  an  egg  off 

But  his  back’s  loole  i’th’  hilts : go  thy  wayes  Captain, 

Well  may  thy  warlike  name  work  Miracles, 

But  if  e’er  thy  founder’d  courier  win  much  more. 

Or  Hand  right  but  one  train 

Enter  three  Gentlemen. 

1 Gen.  Now  Signior  Shadonv., 

What  art  thou  thinking  of,  how  to  rob  thy  Mailer? 


Pen.  Of  his  good  deeds?  The  Thief  that  undertakes  that 
Mufl  have  a hook  will  poze  all  Hell  to  hammer : 

Have  ye  dined  Gentlemen,  or  do  you  purpofe? 

2 Gent.  Dined,  two  long  hours  ago. 

Pen.  Pray  ye  take  me  with  ye. 

3 Gent.  To  fupper  doll  thou  mean  ? 

Ped.  To  any  thing 

That  has  the  fmell  of  meatin’t:  tell  me  true,  Gentlemen, 
Are  not  you  three  going  to  be  linful? 

To  itoparda  joynt,  or  lb?  I have  found  your  faces, 

And  fee  whore  written  in  your  eyes. 

1 Gent.  A parlous  rafcal. 

Thou  art  much  upon  the  matter. 

Pen.  Have  a care  Gentlemen, 

’Tis  a fore  age,  very  fore  age,  lewd  age. 

And  women  now  are  like  old  Knights  adventures. 

Full  of  inchanted  Haines,  and  dangerous. 

2 here  the  mofl  danger  is,  there’s  the  mofl  honor. 
Pen.  I grant  ye,  honor  moll  conlifls  in  fufferance. 

And  by  that  rule  you  three  fhould  be  mofl  honorable. 

3 Gent.  Afubtle  Rogue;  but  canft  thou  tell  Penurio 

Where  we  may  light  upon 

Pen.  A learned  Surgeon  ? (wenches. 

3 Gent.  Pox  take  ye  fool  ^ I mean  good  wholfome 
Pen.  ’Faith  Vv^hollbme  women  will  but  fpoil  ye  too. 

For  you  are  fo  us’d  to  fhap-haunces ; But  take  my  counfel. 
Take  fat  old  women,  fat,  and  five  and  fifty. 

The  Dog-dayes  are  tome  in. 

2 Gent  Take  fat  old  women? 

Pen.  The  fatter  and  the  older,  flill  the  better. 

You  do  not  know  the  pleafure  of  an  old  Dame, 

A fat  old  Dame,  you  do  not  know  the  knack  on’t : 

They  are  like  our  countrey  Grotts,  as  coolasC/;r/}fm.j/, 
And  fure  i’  th’  keels. 

1 Gent.  Hang  him  flarv’d  fool:  he  mocks  us. 

3 Gent.  Pe.w//?,  thou  know ’ft  all  the  handfome  wrenches  ? 
W hat  fnall  I give  thee  for  a Merchants  wife  now .? 

Pen.  I take  no  money  Gentlemen,  that’s  bale, 

I trade  in  meat,  a Merchants  wife  willcoftye 
A glorious  Capon-,  a great  ftioulderof  Mutton  j 
And  a Tart  as  big  as  a Conjurers  Circle 
3 Gent.  That’s  cheap  enough. 

1 Gent.  And  what  a Haber dafhers  ? 

Pen.  'U’orfemeat  will  ferve  for  her,  a great  Goofe-Pie, 
But  you  mufl  fend  it  out  o’th’  Coimtrey  to  me. 

It  willnot  do  elfe;  withapiece  of  Bacon, 

And  if  you  can,  a pot  of  Butter  with  it. 

2 Gent.  Now  do  I aim  at  horfe-lleflT.  what  a Parfons? 
Pen.  A Tithe-Pig  has  no  fellow^,  if  I fetch  her. 

If  fhe  be  Puritane,  Plumb-porridge  does  it. 

And  a fat  loin  of  Veal,  well  fauc’d  and  roafted, 

2 Gent.  We’ll  meet  one  night, and  thou  ftalt  have  all  thefe-, 
O’  that  condition  we  may  have  the  wenches 
A dainty  rafcal. 

Pen.  When  your  ftomachs  ferve  ye, 

( For  mine  is  ever  ready  ) I’ll  fupply  ye. 

1 Gent.  Farevvel,  and  there’s  to  fill  thy  paunch, 

Pen.  Brave  Gentleman. 

2 Gent.  Hold  firrah,  there. 

Pen.  Any  young  wench  i’th’  Town,  Sir, 

3 Cent.  It  fhall  go  round.  Exit  Gent. 

Pen  Mofl  honorable  Gentlemen, 

All  thefe  are  Courtiers,  but  they  are  meer  Co.xcombs, 

And  only  for  a wench,  their  purfes  open, 

Nor  have  they  fo  much  judgement  left  to  chufe  her  j 
If  e’r  they  call  upon  me.  I’ll  fo  fit  ’em, 

I have  a pack  of  wry-mouth’d  mackrel  Ladies, 

Stink  like  a Handing  ditch,  and  thefe  dear  Damfels  ^ 

But  I forget  my  bufinefs,  I thank  ye  Monfieurs, 

I have  a thoufand  whimfeys  in  my  brain  now.  Exlt^ 
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Sc£na.  Tertia. 

Enter  {to  a Banquet)  Dutchejs.,  Sycnna,  Lords^  Attendants. 

Dutch.  Your  Grace  (hall  now  perceive  how  much  we  honor 
And  in  what  dear  regard  we  hold  your  frienddup  ; (ye 
Will  you  fit  Sir,  and  grace  this  homely  Banquet  ? 

Sy.  Madam,  to  your  poor  friend,  you  are  too  magnificent. 
Dutch.  To  the  Dukes  health,  and  allthejoyes  Iwifnhim, 
Let  nomanmifs  this  cup : have  we  no  Mulick  ? 

Sy.  Your  noble  favours  ftill  you  heap  upon  me, 

But  where’s  my  virtuous  Miflrifs,  fuch  a Feafl, 

And  not  her  fparkling  beauty  here  to  blefs  it  ? 

Methinks  it  (hould  not  be,  it  (hews  not  fully. 

Dutch.  Young  Ladies  Sir;,  are  long,  and  curious 
In  putting  on  their  trims,  forget  how  day  goes. 

And  then  ’tis  their  good  morrow  when  they  are  ready; 

Go  feme  and  call  her,  and  wait  upon  her  hither. 

Tell  her  the  Duke  and  1 defirc  her  company  : 

I warrant  ye,  a hundred  drelTings  now 

She  has  furvey’d,this,  and  that  fafnion  look’d  on, 

For  iluffs  and  Gowns caft  this  away,  thefe  Jewels 
Suited  to  thefe  and  thefe  knots : o’  my  life  Sir, 

She  fears  your  curious  eye  will  foon  difeover  elfe : 

Why  ftand  ye  ftill,  why  gape  ye  on  one  another  ? 

Did  I not  bid  ye  go,  and  tell  ray  Daughter? 

Are  ye  nailed  here  ? norftir?  nor  Ipeak?  who  am  I, 

And  who  are  you  ? 

- 1 Lord.  Pardon  m.e,  gracious  Lady, 

The  fear  to  tell  you  that  you  would  not  hear  of 
Makes  us  all  dumb,  the  Princefs  is  gone.  Madam. 

Dutch.  Gone  ? whither  gone  ? fome  wiler  fellow  anfwer  me 
2 Lord.  We  fought  the  Court  all  over,  and  believe  Lady 
No  news  of  where  (he  is,  nor  how  convey’d  hence. 

Dutch.  It  cannot  be,  it  muft  not  be. 
iLor^.  ’Tis  true.  Madam, 

No  room  in  all  the  Court,  but  we  learch’d  through  if. 

Her  women  found  her  want  firft,  and  they  cry’d  to  us. 
Dutch.  Gone  ? ftol’naway  ? I am  abus’d,  dilhonour’d, 

Sy.  ’Tis  I that  am  abus’d,  ’tis  I dilhonour’d. 

Is  this  your  welcome,  this  your  favour  to  me? 

Tofoife  atrick  upon  me,  this  trick  too, 

To  cheat  me  of  my  love.?  Am  I not  worthy  ? • 

Orfince  1 was  your  gueft,  am  I grown  odious  ? 

Dutch.  Your  Grace  miftakes  me,  as  I have  a life.  Sir. 

Sy.  And  1 another,  I will  never  bear  this. 

Never  endure  this  dor. 

Dutch.  But  hear  me  patiently. 

Sy.  Give  me  my  Love. 

Dutch.  As  foon  as  care  can  find  her. 

And  all  care  (hallbe  ufed. 

Sy.  And  all  ray  care  too. 

To  be  reveng’d  I fraell  the  trick,  ’tis  too  rank. 

Fie,  how  it  fmells  o’  th’  Mother. 

Dutch.  You  wrong  me,  Duke. 

Sy.  For  this  difgrace  ten  thoufand  Florentines 
Shall  pay  their  deareft  bloods,  and  dying  curfe  ye. 

And  (b  I turn  away  your  mortal  enemy.  Exit. 

Duc.S'mcc  ye  are  fo  high  and  hot  Sir,  ye  hava  half  arm’d  us. 
Be  careful  oftheTcnvn,of  all  the  Caftles, 
Andfeefuppliesof  Soldiers  every  where. 

And  Mufters  for  the  Field  when  he  invites  us, 

For  he  (hall  know  ’tis  not  high  words  can  fright  us. 

My  Daughter  gone  ? has  (lie  fo  finely  cozen’d  me 
This  is  for  Si/wo’s  fakefure.  Oh  cunning  falfe  one^ 
Publifna  Proclamation  thorough  the  Dukedom. 

That  whofoe’er  can  bring  to  th’ Court  young  Si/wo, 

Alive  or  dead,  befide  our  thanks  and  favour. 

Shall  have  two  tlioufand Duckets  for  his  labour; 
Seeitdilpatch’d,  and  fentin  hafte:  Oh  bale  one.  Exeunt. 

Scana 


Enter  Ifabella,  and  Penurio  rrith  a Light. 

Ifab.  Was’t  thou  with  Rugio  ? 

Ten.  Yes  marry  was  Iclofely. 

Ifab.  And  does  he  ftill  remember  his  poor  Miftrifs  ? 

Does  he  defire  to  (ee  me  ? 

Ten.  Yes,  and  prefently : 

Puts  off  all  bufmefs  elfe,  lives  in  that  memory, 

And  vyill  be  here  accenrding  to  diredions, 

Ifab.  But  where’s  thy  Mafter  ? 

Pen.  Where  a coxcomb  (hould  be. 

Waiting  at  Court  with  his  Jewels, 

Safe  for  this  night  I warrant  ye. 

Ifab.  I am  bound  to  thee. 

Pen.  I would  ye  were,  as  clofe  as  I could  tye  ye, 

Ifab.  Thou  art  my  belt,  my  trueft friend. 

Pen.  I labour 

I moil  and  toil  for  ye : lam  your  hackney. 

Ifab.  If  ever  I be  able— — 

Pen.  Steal  the  great  Cheele  Miftrifs, 

Was  lent  him  out  o’th’  Countrey. 

Ifab.  Anything. 

Ten.  That’s  meat, ’tis  lawful  Miftrifs;  where’s  the Caftle 
He  got  at  Court  ? (Cuftard. 

Ifab.  He  has  lock’d  ifin’s  ftudy. 

Ten.  Get  a warrant  to  fearch  for  counterfeit  Gold. 

Ifab.  Give  me  thy  Candle, 

I’ll  find  a time  to  be  thy  careful  Cater. 

Ten.  And  many  a time  I’ll  find  to  be  his  Cook, 

And  drefs  his  Calves  head  to  the  fweeteft  fauce  Miftrifs. 

Ifab.  To  bed  Tenurio.^  go,  the  reft  is  my  charge. 

I’ll  keep  the  Watch  out. 

Pen.  Now  if  you  (pare  him Exit. 

Ifab. 

I hope  mycfe^^'will  not  fail,  ’twculd  vex  me  : 

Now  to  my  firing;  fb,  furehe  cannot  mils  now. 

And  this  end  to  my  finger  I’ll  lie  down. 

For  on  a fuddain  I am  wondrous  heavy, 

’Tis  very  late  too-,  if  become  and  find  this. 

And  pull  it,  though  it  be  with  eafie  motion 
I fliall  foon  vraken,  and  as  foon  be  with  him. 

Enter  LopeZ. 

Lop.  Thou  fecret  friend,  how  am  I bound  to  love  thee? 
And  how  to  hug  thee  for  thy  private  (ervice  ? 

Thou  art  the  Star  all  my  fulpitions  fail  by. 

The  fixed  point  my  wronged  honor  turns  to. 

By  thee  I (hall  know  all,  find  all  the  fubtilties 
Of  devililh  women,  that  tormentme  daily: 

Thou  art  my  Conjurer,  my  Spell,  my  Spirit, 

All’s  hulh’d  and  ftill,  no  found  of  any  ilirring. 

No  tread  of  living  thing ; the  Light  is  in  ftill. 

And  there’s  my  Wife,  how  prettily  the  fool  lies. 

How  fweet,  and  handfbmely,  and  in  her  clothes  too. 
Waiting  for  me  upon  my  life  -,  her  fondnefs 
Would  not  admit  her  reft  till  I came  to  her  ; 

0 careful  fool,  why  am  I angry  with  thee.? 

Why  do  I think  thou  hat’ft  thy  loving  Husband  ? 

1 am  an  Afs,  an  over-doting  Coxcomb, 

And  this  fweet  foul,  the  mirror  of  perfeeftion : 

How  admirable  fair  and  delicate. 

And  how  it  ftirsme.  I’ll  fing  thy  fweetsa  Requiem, 

But  will  not  waken  thee. 

SONG. 

OH  fair  fveetface^y  oh  eyes  celefiial  bright 

Twin  Stars  in  Heaven,  that  now  adorn  the  night ; 
Oh  fruitful  Lips,  ^hereCherjies  ever  grow. 

And  Damasl{^  cheek/,  where  all  fweet  beauties  blow'. 
Oh  thou  from  head  to  foot  divinely  fair, 

Cupid’j  mojl  cunning  Nets  made  of  that  hair. 
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And  as  he  weaves  himfelf  for  atrioiis  eyes  ^ 

Oh  wf.  Oh  I am  caught  my  felf  he  cries  : 

Sn>eet  rejt  about  thee fveet  and  golden feep., 

Soft  peaceful  thoughts.,  your  hourly  watches  kpep^ 
ifhilii  I in /wonder  fmgthisfacrifice-, 

To  beauty  facred.,  and  thofe  Angel-eyes, 

Now  will  I flea!  a kifs,  a dear  kifs  from  her. 

And  fuck  the  Rofie  breath  of  this  bright  beauty  j 
What  a Devil  is  this?  ty’d  .to  her  finger  too  ? 

A firing,  a damned  firing  to  give  intelligence 
Oh  my  lov’d  key,  how  truly  haft  thou  ferv’d  me  •, 

I’ll  follow  this : foft,  foft,  toth’  door  it  goes. 

And  through  to  th’  other  fide  ^ a damned  firing  ’tis, 

I am  abus’d,  topt,  cuckolded,  fool’d,  jaded. 

Ridden  to  death,  to  madnefs  ^ fiay,  this  helps  not : 

Stay,  fiay,  and  now  invention  help  me, 

I’ll  fit  down  by  her,  take  this  from  her  eafily. 

And  thus  upon  mine  own : Dog,  I fhall  catch  ye, 

With  all  your  cunning.  Sir : 1 lhall  light  on  ye, 

I felt  itpullfure:  yes,  but  wondrous  foftly, 

’Tis  there  again,  and  harder  now,  have  at  ye , 

Now  and  thou  fcap’fi, the  Devil’s  thy  ghofily  father.  Exit. 

Ifab.  Sure  ’twas  my  husband’s  voice, the  firing  is  gone  too, 
He  has  found  the  trick  on’t:  I am  undone,  betray’d, 

And  if  he  meet  my  friend  he  perifhes, 

What  fortune  follows  me,  whatlpightfiil  fortune? 

Hoa  Jaquenet, 

Enter  Jaquenet, 

Jjtl.  Here  Mifirifs,  do  you  call  me  ? 

Jfab^  Didfi  thou  hear  no  nolle  ? 

Jaq.  1 hear  my  Mafier  mad  yonder. 

And  fwears,  and  chafes 

ICab.  Dar’firhou  do  one  thing  for  me? 

One  thing  concerns  mine  honor,  all  is  loll:  elle? 

Name  what  you  will. 

. Ifab.  It  can  bring  but  a beating. 

Which  I will  recompence  fo  largely - 

Jan.  Name  it. 

ir lb.  Sit  here,  as  if  thou  wert  afleep. 

Jsq.  Is  that  all/ 

Ifab,  When  he  comes  in,  vvhate’er  he  do  unto  thee 
(The  worfi  will  be  but  beating)  fpeaicnotaw'ord, 

Not  one  word  as  thou  lovefi  me. 

Jaq.  I’ll  run  through  it. 

Ijab.  I’ll  carry  away  the  Candle.  Exit. 

Jaq.  And  I the  blows  Mifirifs. 

Enter  LopeZ. 

Lop*.  Have  you  put  your  light  out  ? 1 fhall  fiumbic  to  ye. 
You  whore,  you  cunning  whore,  1 fhall  catch  your  rogue  too, 
H’as light  legselfe,  lhad  fo  Ferret-claw’d  him: 

Oh  have  1 found  ye?  do  ye  play  at  dog-fleepfiill  whore  ? 
Do  you  think  that  can  proteft  ye  ? yes,  I will  kill  thee, 
Butfirfi  I’ll  bring  thy  friends  to  view  thy  villanies. 

Thy  whorifh  villanies:  and  firft  I’ll  beat  thee. 

Beat  thee  to  pin-dufi,  thou  fait  whore,  thou  varlet. 

Scratch  out  thine  eyes  •,  I’ll  fpoil  your  tempting  vifage  j 
Areyefo  patient?  I’ll  put  my  nails  in  deeper. 

Is  it  good  whoring?  whoring  ye  bafe rafeal ? 

Is  it  good  tempting  men  with  firings  to  ride  ye? 

So,  I’ll  fetch  your  kindred,  and  your  friends,  whore. 

And  fuch  a Juftice  I will  aft  upon  thee.  Exit. 

Enter  Ifabella. 

W’hat  is  hegone? 

Jaq.  The  Devil  go  with  him  Mifirifs, 

Has  harrowed  me,  plough’d  Land  was  ne’r  fb  harrow’d: 

I had  themoftadoe  to  favemine  eyes. 

Ifab.  Has  paid  thee. 

But  I’ll  heal  all  again  with  good  Gold.  Jaquenet  *, 


H’as  damned  nails. 

Jaq.  They  are  ten-penny  nails  ! think  Mifirifs; 

I’ll  undertake  he  fnalJ  ftrike  ’em  through  an  inch  board. 

Ifab.  Goup,andwalh  thyfelf:  take  myFomaturn., 
Amdnow  let  me  alone  to  end  the  Tragedy. 

Jaq.  You  had  bell  beware. 

Ifab.  I lliall  deal  ftoutly  with  him, 

Reach  me  my  Book,  aud  lee  the  door  made  fall:  wench 
And  fo  good  night : now  to  the  matter  politick.  ’ 

Lopez  l{nocks  within. 
Lop.  JFtthin.  You  fhall  fee  what  flic  is,vv hat  a fweet  jewel. 
Ifab.  VVho’sthere,whatmad-man knocks?  isthisanhour 
And  in  mine  Husband’s  abfence? 

Lop.  IFithin.  Will  ye  open? 

^'ou  know  my  voice  ye  whore,  I am  that  Husband : 

Do  you  mark  her  fubtilty  ? but  I have  paid  her, 

I have  lb  ferk’d  her  face : here’s  the  blood  Gentlemen, 

Lcce  jignum : I have  fpoil’d  her  Goatifli  beauty, 
Obferveherhowlhe  looks  now,  how  fhe  is  painted. 

Oh  ’tis  the  mofi  vvicked’ft  whore, and  the  moft  treacherous— 

Enter  Lopez,  BartelIo,Gf//f.  and  two  Gentlewomen. 

Gent.  Here  walks  my  cofin  full  of  meditation. 

Arm’d  with  religious  thoughts. 

Bar.  Isthisthemonfier  ? 

^ I Gentltw.  Is  this  the  iubjefi  of  that  rage  you  talk’d  of. 
That  naughty  woman  you  l ad  pull’d  a-preecs  ? 

Bar.  Here’s  no  fuch  thing, 
j Gfntlaw.  How  hate  ye  wrong’d  this  beauty? 

Are  not  you  mad  my  friend.^  what  time  o’ th’  moon  is ’t? 
Have  not  you  Maggots  in  your  brains? 

Lop.  ’Tis  fheiiire. 

Gent.  W'here’s  the  firatch’d  face  ye  fpoke  of,  the  torn  gar- 
And  all  the  hair  pluck’aoT  her  head?  (ments. 

Bar.  Believe  me. 

’Twere  better  far  you  had  loft  your  pair  of  pibbles, 
Thanlbe  the  leafi  adornment  of  that  fweetnels. 

Lop.  Is  not  this  blood? 

1 Gentlew.  This  is  a monfirous  folly, 

A bafeabufe. 

Ifab.  Thus  he  does  ever  ufe  me, 

And  fiicks  me  up  a v^  onder,  not  a woman. 

Nothing  I doe,  bat’s  fubjed  tofufpitioni 
Nothing  I can  do,  able  to  content  him. 

Bar.  Lopez.,  you  mufi  not  use  this. 

2 ’Twerenotamifs,Sir. 

To  giveyefauce  to  your  meat,  and  fiuddainly. 

1 Gentlew.  You  that  dare  wrong  a woman  of  hergoodnefs, 
Thou  have  a Wife,  thou  have  a Bear  ty’d  to  thee, 
Tofcratch  thy  jealous  itch,  were  all  o’ my  mind, 

I mean  all  women,  wewoulddisburthenye 

Of  that  that  breeds  thefc  fits,  thefe  dog-flaws  in  ye, 

A Sow-guelder  fiiould  trim  ye. 

Bar.  A rare  cure  Lady, 

And  one  as  fit  for  him  as  a Thief  for  a halter. 

You  fee  this  youth;  will  you  not  cry  him  quittance, 

Body ’me,  I would  pine,  but  I would  pepper  him. 

I’ll  come  anon,  he,  hang  him,  poor  pompillion: 

How  like  awenchbepifi  he  loo.ts.  I’ll  come  Lad/j 
Lopez.  The  Law  mufi  teach  ye  what  a wile  is, 

A good,  a virtuous  wife. 

ICab.  I’ll  ne’r  live  with  him, 

I crave  your  loves  all  to  make  known  mycaufe, 

That  fo  a fair  Divorce  may  pafs  between  us, 

I am  weary  of  my  life:  in  danger  hourly. 

Bar.  You  fee  how  rude  you  are,  I will  not  mils  ye, 

1.1  nfufferab! crude:  I’ll  pay  him  loundly. 

You  fhould  be  whipt  in  Bedlam  • I’ll  reward  him. 

2 Gentlew.  Whipping’s  too  good. 

Lop.  I think  I am  alive  ftiil, 

And  in  my  wits.  ^ 

Bar.  I’ll  put  a trick  upon  him. 

And  set  his  goods  confifeate : you  fhall  have ’em  ^ 

° I wiB 
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I vvillnot  failat  nine. 

Lop.  1 think  I am  here  too. 

And  once  I would  have  Ivvorn  I had  taken  her  napping, 

I think  my  name  is  Lopez. 

Gent.  Fie  for  fliame.  Sir, 

You  fee  you  have  abus’d  her,  fouly  wrong’d  her. 

Hung  fcaiidalous  and  courfe  opinions  on  her. 

Which  now  you  find  but  children  of  llifpition : 

Ask  her  forgivenefs,  fhcw  a penitence. 

She  is  my  kinfvvoman,  and  what  Ihe  fuffers 
Under  fobafe  and  bealtly  jealoufies, 

I will  redrcfs  elfe.  I’ll  fcek  fatisfaftion. 

Bar.  Why,  every  boy  i’ th’  Town  will  pils  upon  thee. 
Lop.  I am  lorry  for’c. 

1 G'entlerv.  Down  o’ your  marrow-bones. 

Lop.  Even  forry  from  my  heart ; forgive  me  fweet  wife, 
Here!  confefs  molt  freely  lhave  wrong’d  ye, 

As  freely  here  I beg  a pardon  of  ye. 

From  this  hour  no  debate,  nocrofs  fiifpition 

Jfab.  To  Ihewye  Sir  I underlland  a wives  parr, 

Thus  I alTuremy  love,  and  leal  your  pardon. 

zGentlerv.  ’Tis  well  done,  now  to  bed,  and  there  confirm 
Gent.  And  lb  good  night.  it. 

Bar.  Aware  relapfes,,  Lopez.  _ Exeirnt. 

Lop.  Now  Ifibella  tell  me  truth,  and  fuddainly. 

And  do  not  juggle  with  me,  nor  dillemble, 

For  as  I have  a fife  ye  dye  then  : I am  not  mad. 

Nor  does  the  Devil  work  upon  my  weaknefs. 

Tell  me  the  trick  of  this,  and  tell  me  freely. 

Will  then  that  fatisfie  ye  ? * 

Lop.  If  yedealingcnioudy. 

Jfab.  I’ll  tell  ye  all;,  and  tell  ye  true  and  freely. 
EanelIo\N2iSt\\Q  end  of  all  this  jealoufic, 

H,’sofi:en  vifitations brought  by  you,  firft 
Bred  allthefe  fits,  andtherefurpitions: 

I knew  your  lalfe  key,  and  accordingly 
I fram’d  my  plot,  to  have  you  take  him  finely. 

Too  poor  apennance  for  the  wrong  his  wife  bears. 

His  worthy  virtuous  wife : I felt  it  fenfibly 

When  ye  took  off  thellring,  and  was  much  pleas’d  in’t, 

Bccaufe  I wifir’d  his  importunate  dotage  paid  well. 

And  had  you  fl aid  two  minutes  more,  ye  had  had  him. 

Lop,  Thislbunds  like  truth. 

Jfab.  Becaufe  this  lhall  be  certain. 

Next  time  he  comes,  as  long  he  cannot  tarry. 

Your  felf  lhall  fee,  and  hear,  his  lewd  temptatious. 

Lop.  Till  then  1 amfatisfied,  and  if  this  prove  true, 
Hen;e-forw’ard  Miftrifs  of  your  felf  I give  ye, 

And  Ito  ferve  ye:  For  my  lully  Captain, 

I’ll  make  him  dance,  and  make  him  think  the  Devil 
Claws  at  his  breech,  and  yet  I will  not  hurt  him : 

Come  now  to  bed,  and  prove  but  conllant  this  way. 

I’ll  prove  the  man  you  ever  wilhed. 

Ifab.  Youhaveblell;  me.  Exeunt. 


AHus  Quartus. 

Scd^na  Trim  a. 

Enter  Silvio. 

Sih.'X  7 T 7Hat  labour  and  what  travel  have  I run  through 
V V And  through  what  Cities  to  abfolve  this  Riddle 
Diviners,  Dreamers,  School-men,  deep  Magicians, 

All  have  I try’d,  and  all  give  feveral  meaning. 

And  from  all  hope  of  anyfliture  happinefs, 

To  this  place  am  I come  at  length,  the  Countrey, 

The  people  fimple,  plain,  and  harmlefs  witty. 

Whole  honefl  labours  Heaven  rewards  with  plenty 
Of  Corn,  Wine,  Oyl,  which  they  again  as  thankful. 

To  their  new  Crops,  new  paftimes  celebrate,  j 


And  crown  their  joyful  harvefts  with  new  voices  ^ 

By  a rich  Farmer  here  I am  entertain’d. 

And  rank’d  among  the  number  of  his  fervants,. 

Not  guelling  what  I am,  but  what  hew«uld  have  me. 
Here  may  be  fo  much  wit  ( though  much  I fear  it ) 

To  undo  this  knotty  queftion  j and  would  to  Heaven. 

Enter  Soto  witb  a Proclamation. 

My  fortunes  had  been  hatch’d  with  theirs,  as  innocent. 

And  never  known  a pitch  above  their  plainnels. 

Soto.  That  it  is,  that  it  is,  what’s  this  word  now. this 
Is  a plaguy  word,  that  it  is  r.e.a.  that  itis,reafon. 

By  your  leave,  Mr.  Sotoy  by  your  leave,  you  are  too  quick, 
There’s  a ftrange  parlous  T.  before  the  reafon,  (Sir, 
A very  tall  T.  which  makes  the  word  JJigb  Treafon.  * 

S il.  What  T reafon’s  that  ? does  this  fellow  underftand 
Himfclf.? 

Soto.  Pitch  will  infeT,  I’ll  meddle  no  more  with  this  geer- 
What  a devil  ails  this  fellow  1 this  foolilh  fellow  ? ^ 

Being  admitted  to  be  one  of  us  too, 

That  are  the  mailers  of  the  Iports  proceeding. 

Thus  to  appear  before  me  too,  unmorris’d 
Do  you  know  me  friend  ? 

5/7.  You  are  my  Mailers  Son,  Sir,. 

Soto.  And  do  you  know  what  fports  are  now  in  feafon  .J* 
5/7.  I hear  there  are  Ibme  a-foot. 

Soto.  Where  are  your  Bells  then } 

Your  Rings,  yourRibons,  friend  ? ha  your  clean  Napkins  ? 
Your  Nolegay  in  your  hat,  pinn’d  up,  am  not  I here.? 

My  fathers  eldelt  Son,  and  at  thistime,Sir,  (vant 

I would  have  ye  know  it,  though  ye  be  ten  times  his  ftr- 
A better  man  than  my  father  far.  Lord  of  this  Harvell,  Sir, 
And  lhall  a man  of  my  place  want  attendance.^ 

5/7.  ’Twas  want  of  knowledge.  Sir,  not  duty,  bred  this 
I would  have  made  Suit  elfc  for  your  Lordlhips  fervice. 

Soto.  In  Ibme  fort  I am  latisfied  now,mend  your  manners, 
But  thou  art  a melancholy  fellow,  vengeance  melancholy, 
And  that  may  breed  an  inlurre<ltion  amongllus  ^ 

Go  too,  I’ll  lay  the  bell  part  of  two  pots  now 
Thou  art  in  love,  and  I can  guels  with  whom  too, 

Ifawthe  wench  that  twir’dand  twinkled  at  thee. 

The  other  day  ^ the  wench  that’s  new  come  hither. 

The  young  Imug  wench. 

5/7.  You  know  more  than  I feel  Sir.  (for  thee, 

Soto.  Go  too.  I’ll  be  thy  friend,  I’ll  fpeak  agood  word 
And  thou  lhalt  have  my  Lordlhips  countenance  to  her  ^ 

May  be  I have  had  a fnap  my  folf,  may  be  I,  may  be  no, 

We  Lords  are  allow’d  a little  more. 

5/7.  ’Tis  fit,  Sir  i 

I humbly  thank  ye,  you  are  too  too  tender  of  me, 

But  what  Sir,  I befoech  ye,  was  that  paper, 

Your  Lordlhip  wasfolludioufly  imployed  in. 

When  ye  came  out  a-doors? 

Soto.  Thou  meanefl  this  paper. 

Sil.  That  Sir,  I think. 

Soto,  Why,  ’tis  a Proclamation, 

A notable  piece  of  villany,  hs  ever  thou  heard’ft  in  thy  life. 
By  mine  honor  it  is. 

Sil.  How  Sir.?  or  what  concerns  it? 

5 oto.  It  comes  ye  from  the  Dutchefs,a  plaguy  wife  woman, 

T o apprehend  the  body  of  one  Silvioy 
As  arrant  a Ralcalas  ever  pill  againflapolt. 

And  this  lame  sHvioy  or  this  forelaid  ralcal. 

To  bring  before  her,  live  or  dead  ^ for  which  good  forvice 
The  man  that  brings  him,  has  two  thoufand  Duckets  j 
Is  not  this  notable  matter  now  ? 

5/7.  ’Tis  fo  indeed. 

This  Proclamation  bears  my  bane  about  it ; 

Can  no  reft  find  me  ? no  private  place  fecure  me  ? 

But  ftill  my  miferies  like  blooddiounds  haunt  me .? 
Unfortunate  young  man,  which  way  now  guides  thee,  • 
Guides  thee  from  death  > the  Countrey’s  laid  round  for 
thee: 

Oh 
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Oh  Claudio.,  now  I feel  thy  blood  upon  me. 

Now  it  fpeaks  loudly  here,  I am  lure  againft  me. 

Time  now  has  fouudit  out,  and  truth  proclaim'd  it, 

And  Jultice  no  w crie'  out,  I muifc  die  for  it. 

Soto  Haft  thou  read  it.^ 

5/7.  Yes. 

Soto.  And  doft  thou  know  that  Silvio. 

Sil.  I never  law  him.  Sir. 

Soto.  I have,  and  know  him  too, 

I know  him  as  well  as  I know  thee,  and  better, 

Andif  I light  upon  him,  fora  trick  he  plaid  me  Once, 

A certain  kind  of  dog-trick,  Til  fo  fiddle  him, 
Twothoufand  Duckets,  I’ll  lb  pepper  him, 

And  with  that  money  I’ll  turn  Gentleman, 

Worth  a brown  baker’s  dozen  of  fuch  Silvios. 

Sil.  There  is  no  fraying  here,  this  rogue  will  know  me, 
And  for  the  money  fake  betray  me  too  i 
I mult  bethink  me  fuddenly  andfafely. 

Enter  Morris-dancers. 

Soto.  Mine  own  dear  Lady,  have-at-thy  honey-comb, 
Now,  for  the  honor  of  our  Town,  Boyes,  trace  fweetly, 

Cry  rritbin  of.  Arm.,  Arm 

Who  a vengeance  ails  this  whobub:  pox  refufe  ’em. 

Cannot  they  let  us  dance  in  our  own  defence  here  ? 

' Enter  Farmer  and  Captain. 

Capt.  Arm,honen:  friends,  arm  fuddenly  and  bravely, 

And  with  your  antient  relblutions  foHow  me  (bors 

kook  how  the  Beacons  (how  like  Comets, your  poor  neigh- 
Run  maddingly  ahrighted  through  the  Villages  ^ 

Syp/fw Duke  is  up,  burns  all  before  him. 

And  with  his  fword,  makes  tho  aland  mothers  childlefs. 

Soto.  What’s  this  to  our  Morris-dancers  ? 

Sil.  This  may  ferve  my  turn.  (game. 

Soto.  There’s  ne’r  a Duke  in  Chridendnm  but  loves  a May- 

Capt.  At  a horfe  you  were  always  ceaz’d,  pat  your  Son 
on  him. 

And  arm  him  well  i’  th’  States  name,  I command  ye  ^ 

And  they  that  dare  go  voluntarj'^,  (hall  receive  reward. 

Soto.  I dare  go  no  way.  Sir,  this  is  ftrange,  Mafter  Cap- 
tain, 

You  cannot  be  content  to  fpoilour  fport  here, 

W-'kicn  I do  not  think  your  Worlhip’s  able  toanlwer. 

But  you  mull  let  us  together  by  the  ears  with  1 know  not 
We  are  for  the  bodily  part  o’  th’  dance.  who  too  ? 

Cap.  Arm  him  fuddainly. 

This  is  no  time  to  fool,  I lhall  return  yeelle, 

A rebel  to  the  General,  State,  and  Duchefs, 

And  how  you’ll  anfwerthen 

Far.  I have  no  more  Sons,  Sir, 

This  is  my  only  boy  ^ I befeech  ye  Mafter  Captain. 

Soto.  I am  a rank  coward  too,  to  fay  the  truth,  Sir, 

I never  had  good  luck  at  buffets  neither. 

Far.  Here’s  vorty  fhillings,  fpare  the  child 

Cap.  I cannot. 

Soto.  Are  ye  a man  ? will  ye  cafl  away  a Mi/y-Lord  ? 

Shall  all  the  wenches  in  the  Countrey  curfe  ye  ? 

5/7.  (An’t  pleafe  you  Captain,  I’llfupply  his  perfon, 

’Tis  pity  their  old  cultomlhould  be  frighted. 

Let  me  have  Horfe,  and  good  Arms,  I’ll  ferve  willingly, 

And  if  1 Ihrink  a foot  of  ground.  Hell  take  me. 

Cap.  A promifing  Afped,  face  full  of  courage, 

I’ll  take  this  man,  and  thank  ye  too. 

Far.  There’s  for  thee, 

’Tis  in  a clout,  but  good  old  Gold. 

Sil.  I thank  ye  Sir 

Far.  Goe  faddie  my  fore-horfe,  put  his  feather  on  too. 
He’ll  praunce  it  bravely,  friend,  he  fears  no  Colours, 

And  take  the  Armor  down,  and  fee  him  dizin’d,  (matter, 

Soto.  Farewel,  and  if  thou  cary’ft  thy  felf  well  in  this 
I fay  no  more,  but  this,  there  rauft  be  more  Mi/j-Lords, 
And  1 know  who  are  fit. 


» or 


■ 5//.  Dance  you,  I’ll  fight.  Sir, 

Cap.  Away,  away.  * 

Sil.  Farewel,  1 am  Tor  the  Captain.  £xit 

Far  Now  to  this  matter  again  my  honefl  fellows, 
for  if  this  goc  not  forward,  1 forelee  friends, 

This  war  will  fright  our  neighbors  outo’th’viliaaes* 
Cheer  up  your  hearts,  wefha  hear  better  news  boys  ’ 
tlob.  Surely  i will  dance  no  more,  ’tis  mofr  ridiculous 
1 hnd  my  wives  inlcrufficns  no.vmere  verities,  ’ 

My  learned  wives,  (he  often  hath  pronounc’d  to  me 
A-ty  fafety  6/wl>v,dufie  theie  (ports,  thou  arc  damn’d  elfe 
This  Peaftof  Babylm,  I will  never  back  again  ^ 

His  pace  is  lure  prophane,  and  hisleud\\  i-hecs, 

The  Sons  of  tiymyn  and  Cymyn,  in  the  wildernefi 
Far.  Fie  neighbor  Rombs,  in^our  fits  again, 

Your  zeal  fweats,  this  is  not  careful,  neighbor, 

1 he  Hobby-horf?,  is  a (ecmly  Fcbbv-horle. 

Soto.  Andaspretty  a bcalf  on’s  inches,  tlioueh  T fay  it. 
H>b.  ThePcaff  is  an  unfeernly,  and  a lewdBeafr 
^ nd  got  at  K cme  by  the  Popes  ( oach-HcrIes,  ^ 

His  mother  was  the  Mare  o^  ignorance. 

Sntn.  Cobler  thou  ly’fi:,aad  thou  wert  a thoufand  f^oblers 
His  mother  was  an  honeft  Mare,  and  a .Mare  or  good  credit 
1 ki  ow  the  Mare,  andif  need  be, can  bring  witne;s-  ^ 
And  in  the  way  of  honefiy  I tell  tliee,  ’ 

‘^corn’d  any  Coach-Horfc  the  Pope  had : thou  art  foolilh 
And  thy  blind  zeal  makes  thee  abufe  the  Heaft.  ’ 

Elob.  I do  defie  thee,  and  thy  Ibot-cloth  too, 

And  tell  thee  to  thy  face,  this  prophane  riding 
i feel  it  in  my  con.ciencs^  and  1 dare  Ipcak  it. 

This  un-edified  ambling,  hath  broighc  a fcourge  upon  us, 
This  Hobby-horle  fincerity  we  liv’d  in  ^ 

W'ar,  and  the  Iword  of  (laughter:  * renounce  it. 

And  putthebeafeoT',  thus,  thebeafl:  po  luted, 

And  now  no  more  frail  hop  on  high  Bomby, 
rbllow  the  painted  nipesofhigh  pleafures. 

And  with  the  wickea,  dance  the  de  vils  meafures  ^ 

Av/ay  thou  pamper’d  jade  of  vanity, 

Stand  at  the  Livery  of  lewd  dehshes  now. 

And  eat  the  provinder  of  prick-ear’d  fo'ly. 

My  dance  (hall  be  to  the  pipe  of  p..r.tC‘ition. 

Far.  Will  you  daunce  no  more  neighbor 
Hob.  Surely  no, 

Carry  theBedft  to  his  Crib:  I have  renounc’d  him 
And  all  his  works. 

Soto.  Shall  the  Hobby-horfc  be  forgot  then? 

The  hopeful  Ffobby-horfc,  (hall  he  lye  founder’d/ 
if  thou  do’ft  this,  thou  art  but  a caff-away  Cobler: 

My  anger’s  up,  think  wifely,  and  think  quickly, 

And  look  upon  the  quondam  beafl  o ' plcafure, 

If  thou  doll:  this  ( mark  me,  thou  ierious'^o  .vter  ) 

Thou  Bench-whiftleroftheold  tribe  oftoe-pieces. 

If  thc  j doff  this,  there  fhall  benomorelhooe-mending. 
Every  man  fhall  have  a fpecial  care  of  his  o.vn  foul  : 

And  in  his  pocket  carry  his  two  Confef’ors, 

His  Yugel,  and  his  Navvl:  if  tltou  doft  this 

Far.  He  will  dance  again  for  certain. 

Hob.  I cry  out  o.n’t, 

’Twas  the  fore-running  (In  brought  in  thofe  Tilt-ftaves, 
They  brandifli  ’gainft  the  Church,  the  devil  calls  poles, 
Soto.  Take  up  your  Horle  again,  and  girth  him  to  ye. 
And  girth  him  handfomely,  good  neighbor  Bomby. 

Hob.  Ifpitathim. 

Soto.  Spit  in  the  Horfe  face,  Cobler? 

Thou  out  of  tunc;  Pp/w/-linging  flave;,  fpit  in  hlsvilhom}? 

Hob.  1 (pit  again,  and  thus  I rile  againft  him; 
Againffthis  Beaft:  thatfignify’d  defiTiiftion. 

Fore-diew’d  i’th’  falls  of  Monarchies. 

Soto.  I’th’  face  of  him? 

Spit  Inch  another  fpit,  by  this  hand  Cobler 
I’il  make  yc  fet  a new  piece  o’  your  no(e  there, 

Tak’t  up  I fay,  and  dance  without  more  bidding, 

And  dance  as  you  were  wo.nt:  you  ha.  e been  c.vccllent  § 
Andartftill,  but  for  this  new  niciev, 

__ 
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'Aii^  ybur  wives  learned  Ledures:  take  up  the  Hobby-horfe 
jCome,  ’tis  a thing  thou  haft  lov’d  with  all  thy  heart  Bomhy, 
■And  would’ft  do  ftill  but  for  the  round-breech’d  brothers : 
Yon  were  not  thus  in  the  morning;,  tak’t  up  I fay, 
iDonot  delay  but  do  it.*  you  know  I am  officer^ 

And  I know  ’tis  unfit  all  thefe  good  fellows 
_ Should  wait  the  cooling  of  your  zealous  porridge 
•Chufe  whether  you  will  dance,  or  have  me  execute  r 
I’ll  clap  your  neck  i’  th’  ftocks,  and  thrre  I’ll  make  ye 
Dance  a whole  day,  and  dance  with  thefe  at  night  too. 

You  mend  old  Ihooes  well,  mend  your  old  manners  better. 
And  fuddenly  fee  you  leave  offthis  fincerenefs. 

This  new  hot  Batch,  borrowed  from  fome  brown  Baker, 
ISome  learned  brother,  or  I’llfo  bait  ye  for’t, 

'Take  it  quickly  up. 

Hoh.  1 take  my  perfecution, 

And  thus  I am  forc’d  a by-word  to  my  brethren. 

50^0.  Strike  up,  ft  rike  up:  ftrike  merrily. 

Far.  To  it  roundly. 

Now  to  the  harveft  feaft : then  fport  again  boyes.  Exeunt. 


Scdna  Secnnda. 


Enter  Silvio,  arndd 


Sil.  Whatftall  I do.?  live  thus  unknown,  and  bale  ftill? 
Orthniftmyfelf  into  the  head  o’ th’ Battel  ? 

And  there  like  that  I am,  a Gentleman, 

!And  one  that  never  fear’d  the  face  of  danger. 


i(So  in  her  angry  eyes  fte  carried  honor  ) 
1 ••  ... 


fight  nobly,  and  (to  end  my  cares  ^die  nobly? 


Song  within. 

\ Ilvio  go  on^  and  raije  thy  noble  mind 

To  noble  ends  j fling  courfe  bafe  thoughts  behind'. 
Silvio,  thou  Son  of  ev er living  fame^ 

Now  aim  at  virtue.,  and  a Noble  Name. 

Silvio  conflder.,  Honor  is  not  won., 

Nor  virtue  reached.,  till  fame  brave  thing  be  done* 

Thy  Countrey  calls  thee  now.,  floe  burns.,  and  bleeds., 
Now  raife  thy  felf, young  man.,  to  noble  deeds. 

Into  the  battel  Silvio,  there  feek^  forth 

V anger ^ and  blood.,  by  them  \iands  [acred  worth. 


What  heavenly  voice  is  this  that  follows  me  ? 
This  is  the  fecond  time ’t  has  waited  on  me. 
Since  1 was  arm’d,  and  ready  for  the  battel 
It  names  m^e  often,  fteels  my  heart  with  courage. 


Enter  Belvidere  deformed. 


Sometimes  in  a flame  of  fire,  like  a Meteor  I afpire 
Sometimes  in  mine  own  lliape,  thus,  when  I help  the  vir- 
tuous, 

Men  of  honourable  minds,  command  my  Art  in  all  his 
kinds  ^ 

Purfue  the  noble  thought  of  War,  from  thy  Guard  I’ll  not 
be  far. 

Get  thee  worlhip  on  thy  foe,  lafting  Fame  is  gotten  lb. 
Single  SyennasEivkQ  alone,  hear  thy  friends,  thyCountrev 
groan. 

And  with  thy  manly  arm  ftiikefure,  then  thou  haft  wrought 
thine  own  free  cure. 

Sil.  Some  Sy^i’/fure,  fome  foul  heaven  loves, and  favours. 
And  lends  her  their  free  powers,  to  work  their  wonders .? 
How  file  incites  my  courage  ? 

Bel.  Sylvio., 

I knew  thee  many  daies  ago, 

Forclawthy  love  to  Belvidere^  the  Dutchefs  daughter,  and 
her  Heir  ^ 

Knew  Ihe  lov’d  thee,  and  know  what  paft-  when  you  were 
found  i’  th’  Caftle  fall; 

In  one  anothers  arms  ^ forlaw  the  taking  of  ye  and  the  Law 
And  fo  thy  innocence  I loved,  the  deepeft  of  my  skill  1 
proved  ^ 

Be  rul’d  by  me,  for  to  this  hour,  I have  dwelt  about  thee 
with  my  power. 

Sil.  I will,  and  in  the  courfeof  all  obfervethee. 

For  thou  art  fure  an  Angel  font  to  me. 

Bel.  Get  thee  gone  then  to  the  fight,  longer  ftay  but  robs 
thy  right  •, 

W'hen  thou  grow’ft  weary  I’ll  be  near,  then  think  on  beau- 
teous Belvidere., 

For  every  precious  thought  of  her,  I’ll  lend  thine  honor  a 
new  fpurre  ^ 

When  all  is  done,  meet  here  at  night;,  Go  and  be  happy  in 
the  fight.  Exit 

Sil.  I certainly  believe  I lhall  do  nobly. 

And  that  I’ll  bravely  reach  at  too,  or  die.  Exeunt 


And  in  a thouland  fweet  notes  comforts  me  • 

What  Beldam’s  this .?  how  old  Ihe  is,  and  ugly. 

Why  does  flie  follow  me  ? 

Bel.  Be  not  difmaid  Son, 

I wait  upon  thee  for  thy  good,  and  honor, 

’Twas  I that  now  fung  to  thee,  ftirr’d  thy  mind  up. 

And  rais’d  thy  fpirits  to  the  pitch  of  noblenefs. 

Sil.  Though  file  be  old,  and  of  a crooked  carkals. 

Her  voice  is  like  the  harmony  of  Angels. 

Bel.  Thou  art  my  darling,  all  my  love  dwelsonthee 
The  Son  of  virtue,  therefore  I attend  thee  ^ 

Enquire  not  what  I am,  I come  to  ferve  thee. 

For  if  thou  be’ft  inquifitive,  thou  haft  loft  me: 

A thoufand  long  miles  hence  my  dwelling  is, 

Deep  in  a Cave,  where  but  mine  own,  no  foot  treads, 
Thereby  mine  Art,  I found  what  danger  (^Sthio') 

And  deep  diftrefs  of  heart,  thou  wert  grown  into, 

A thoufand  Leagues  I have  cut  through  empty  air. 

Far  fwifter  than  the  fayling  rack  that  gallops 
Upon  the  wings  of  angry  winds,  to  leek  thee. 

Sometimes  o’er  a fwelling  tide,  on  a Dolphins  back  I ride, 
^metimes  pafs  the  earth  below,  and  through  the  unmoved 
* Center  go  •, 


Sc£na  Tenia. 


Enter  Claudio,  and  Penurio. 


Cla.  Is  Ihe  fo  loving  ftill? 

Pe;/.  She  is  mad  with  Love, 

As  mad  as  ever  unworm’d  dog  was,  Signior, 

And  does  fo  weep,  and  curfo,  for  your  prevention, 

Your  crofles  in  your  love  ^ it  frets  me  too, 

I am  fall’n  away  to  nothing,  to  a Ipindle, 

Grown  a meer  man  of  mat,  no  foul  within  me. 

Pox  o’  my  Mafter,  Sir,  will  that  content  ye  ? 

Cla.  This  rogue  but  cozens  me,  and  file  neglefts  me. 
Upon  my  life  there  are  fome  other  gamefters. 

Nearer  the  wind  than  I,  and  that  prevents  me. 

Is  there  no  other  holds  acquaintance  with  her? 

Prethee  be  true,  be  honeft,  do  not  mock  me. 

Thou  knoweft  her  heart,  no  former  intereft 

She  has  vow’d  a favour  too  ? and  cannot  handfomely 

Go  off,  but  by  regaining  fuch  a friendfiiip  ? 

There  are  a thouland  handfome  men,  young,  wealthy, 
That  will  not  ftick  at  any  rate,  nor  danger. 

To  gain  fo  fweet  a prizes  nor  can  I blame  her. 

If  where  file  finds  a comfort,  fne  deal  cunningly, 

I am  a ftranger  yet. 

Pen.  Ye  arc  all  file  looks  for, 

And  if  there  be  any  other,  file  negleds  all. 

And  all  for  you : I would  you  law  how  grievoufly 
And  with  what  hourly  lamentations. 

Cla.  I know  thou  flatter’d:  me  •,  tell  me  but  truth. 
Look  here,  look  well,  the  beft  meat  in  the  Dukedom, 
Therareft,  and  the  choiceft  of  all  Diets, 

The  will  I give  thee,  but  to  fatisfieme^ 

That  is,  not  to  dillemble  ^ this  rareLobfter, 

This  Pheafantof  the  Sea,  thisdifh  for  Princes, 


And 
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And  all  this  thou  llialt  enjoy,  eat  all  thyfelf. 

Have  good  Greei^Wine,  or  any  thing  belongs  to  it, 

A wench,  if  it’  dehre  one. 

Pen.  All  this,  Signior? 

CU.  All,  and  a greater  far  than  this. 

Pen.  A greater  ? . 

Cla.  If  thou  deferve  by  telling  truth. 

Pen.  A wench  too 

Cla.  Or  any  thing,  but  if  you  play  the  knave  now, 

The  cozening  knave,  belidcs  the  lofsofthis, 

In  which  thou  haft  parted  with  a paradi  fe, 

I ne’er  will  give  thee  meat  more,  not  a mcrfel, 

No  fmell  of  meat  by  my  means  fnall  come  near  thee. 

Nor  name  of  anything  that’s  nourifhing. 

But  to  thy  old  Tantalus  again, 

Thou  flialt  return,  and  there  fnap  at  a fliadow.  ..  • 
Pen.  Upon  this  point,  had  I intended  Treafon,..  j - 
Or  anything  might  call  my  lifeinqueftion, 

Follow’d  with  all  the  tortures  time  could  think  on, 

Give  me  but  time  to  eat  this  lovely  Lobfter, 

This  Alderman  o’th’  Sea,  and  give  me  Wine  to  him, 

I would  reveal  all,  and  if  that  all  were  too  little. 

More  than  I knew  ^ Bartello  holds  in  with  her, 

The  Captain  of  theCittadel,  butyou  need  not  fear  him, 
His  tongue’s  the  ftifTefl:  weapon  that  he  carries. 

He  is  old,  and  oat  of  life  ^ there  are  fome  other. 

Men,  young  enough,  handfome,  and  bold  enough. 

Could  they  come  but  to  make  their  game  once,  but  they  want 
They  want  the  unde  quare^  they  are  laid  by  then.  (Sir, 

Enter  Bartello. 

You  only  are  the  man  Ihall  knock  the  nail  in 

Bar.  How  now  Penurh  ? 

Pen.  Your  worlhip’s  fairly  met.  Sir. 

You  fnall  hear  further  from  me,  fteal  andc,Sir. 

Cla,  Remember  3'our  Mailer  for  thole  Chains, 

Pen.  They  are  ready.  Sir.  (Merchant^ 

Bart.  What  young  thing’s  this  > by  his  habit  he'’s  a 
I fear  he  trades  my  way  too,  you  dryed  dog-lilli. 

What  bait  was  that  ? 

Pen.  Who  Sir,  thethina  went  hence  now  ? 

A notable  young  whelp. 

Bart.  To  what  end  lirrah  ? 

Pen.  Cametobuy  Chains  and  Rings,  is  to  be  married. 
An  Alle,  a Co.xcomb,  h’as  nothing  in’s  houfe  Sir 
I warrant  you  think  became  to  fee  my  Miltrifs? 

Bart.  I doubt  it  llirewdly. 

Pen.  Away,  away ’tisfoolilh-, 

He  has  not  the  face  to  look  upon  a Gentlewoman, 

A poor  skim’d  thing,  his  Mothers  maids  are  fain.  Sir 
To  teach  him  howto  kifs,  and  againlt  he  is  married, 

To  Ihew  him  on  which  fide  the  llirrop  Hands. 

Bart.  That’s  a fine  youth. 

Pen.  Thou  wouldfl  hang  thyfelf,  that  thou  hadll  half 
Thou  empty  Potgun.  (his  power, 

Bart.  Am  I come  fit  Penuriol 
Pen.  As  fit  as  a fiddle. 

My  Mailer’s  now  abroad  about  his  bufinefs.  ( pedled 

Bart.  When  thou  cam’ll  to  me  home  to  day,  I halffuf- 
My  wife  was  jealous,  that  Ihe  whispered  to  thee. 

Pen.  You  deferve  well  the  whilfl,  there’s  no  fuch  matter. 
She  talk’d  about  fome  toyes  my  Mailer  mufl  bring  to  her, 
You  mufl  not  know  of. 

Bart.  I’ll  take  no  no2^:  Penurh. 

Pen.  No,  nor  you  fnall  not,  till  yon  have  it  Ibundly. 
Thisisthebravefl  Pompo. 

Enter  Ifabella. 


Ifab.  You  do  not  love  me.? 

Bart.  Thouliefr,  thou  little  rafcaT, 

There  Crrah,  to  your  Gentry. 

Pen.  How  the  Colt  itches  ? 

I’ll  help  ye  to  a Curry-comb  fliall  daw  ye.  Exit. 

Ij'ab.  And  how  much  dofl  thou  love  me? 

Bart.  Let’s  go  in  quickly. 

I’ll  tell  thee  prefently,  I’llmeafureit  to  thee. 

Ifab.  No  buflesfirll?  fit  o’ my  knee,  my  brave  boy, 

My  valiant  boy  ^ do  not  look  fo  fiercely  on  me. 

Thou  wilt  fright  me  with  thy  face come  bufs  aga’in  Chick, 
Smi/e  in  my  face  you  mad  thing. 

Bart.  I am  mad  indeed  wench. 

Precious,  I am  alio’  fire. 

Ifab.  I’ll  warm  thee  better. 

Bar,  I’ll  warm  thee  tOQ,  or  I’ll  blow  out  ray  bellows; 

Ha,  ye  fvveet  rogue,  you  lo  ving  rogue,  a boy  now, 

A Soldier  I will  get  fhall  prove  a fellow. 

Jaquenet.^W  Penurio. 

Jaq.  Miflrifs,  look  to  your  fdf,  my  Mailer’s  coming. 

Bar.  The  devil  come,  and  go  with  him. 

Pen.  The  devil’s  come  indeed,  he  brings  your  wife,  Sii'. 
Ifab.  We  are  undone,  undone  then. 

Bar.  My  wife  with  him  ? 

Why  this  is  a difinal  day^ 

Pen.  They  are  hard  by  too,  Sir, 

Bar.  I mull  not,  dare  not  fee  her. 

Ifab.  Nor  my  Husband, 

For  twenty  thoufand  pound. 

Bar.  That  I w^ere  a Cat  now. 

Or  any  thing  could  run  into  a Bench-hole, 

Saint  Anthonies  Fire  upon  the  rogue  has  brought  her 
Where  fliall  I be  ? jufl  i’th’  nick  o’th’  matter  ? 

When  I had  her  at  my  mercy  ? think  for  heaven  fake, 

My  wife,  all  the  wild  furies  hell  has. 

Pen.  Up  the  Chimney. 

Bar.  They’ll  fmoke  me  out  there  prefently. 

Ifab.  There,  there,  it  mufl  be  there, 

W e are  all  undone  elfe : it  mufl  be  up  the  Chimney, 

Bar.  Give  me  a Ladder. 

Ifab.  You  mufl  ufe  your  Art,  Sir, 

Alas,  we  have  no  Ladders. 

Bar.  Pox  o’thy  Husband, 

Does  he  never  mend  his  houle? 

Pen.  No,  nor  himlelf  neither : 

Up  nimbly,  Sir,  up  nimbly. 

Bar.  Thou  know  ’ft  I am  fat, 

Thoumercilefs  lean  rogue. 

Pen.  Will  ye  be  kill’d? 

For  if  he  take  ye 

Bar.  Lend  me  thy  flioulder. 

Pen.  Soft,  Sir, 

You’ll  tread  my  llioulder-boncs  into  my  fides  elfe, 

Have  ye  fall  hold  o’th’barrs? 

Bar.  A vengeance  barr  ’em. 

Ifab.  Patience  good  Captain,  Patience:  quickly, quickly. 
Bar.  Do  you  think  I am  made  of  fmoke? 

Pen.  Now  he  talks  of  fmoke. 

What  if  my  Mafler  fhouldcall  for  fire? 

Bar.  Will  ye  Martyr  me  ? 

Ifab.  He  mufl  needs  have  it. 

Bar.  Will  ye  make  me  Bacon?  _ > 1 

Ifab.  We’ll  do  the  befl  w e cpn,  are  ail  things  ready  ? j 
Pen.  All,  all,  I have  ’em  all.  ' 

Bar.  Go  let  ’em  in  then. 

Not  a word  now  on  your  life. 

Bar,  I hang  like  a Meteor. 


But  I Ihall  pump  ye  anon.  Sir. 

.Ifab.  Ohmy Bartellt  . (Rogue, 

Bart.  Ye  pretty  Rogue*,  you  little  Rogue,  you  meet 
Away  Penurh  f go  and  walk  i’  th’  Horfe-Fair. 


Enter  Lopez  and  Rhodope# 

Lop.  You  are  welcome  Lady. 

Kho.  You  are  too  too  courteous, 

C c 
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,But  I ftiall  make  amends,  fair  IfabeVa. 

; Ifab.  Welcome  my  worthy  friend,  mofl;  kindly  welcome. 

! H ho.  1 hear  on’t,  and  I’ll  fit  him  for  his  foolery. 

Lop.  Some  Sweet  meats  wife ; fome  Sweet  meats  preftntly. 
Bart.  Oh  my  Ibwre  fauce. 

Lop.  Away  quick  Ifabella.  Exit  Ifeb. 

Did  you  hear  him? 

Tv Yes,  yes,  perfedly,  proceed.  Sir. 

1 Lop.  Speak  loud  enough : Dare  ye  at  length  but  pity 
me .? 

K ho.  ’Faith  Sir,  yon  have  us’d  fo  many  reafons  tome, 

lAnd  thofe  fo  powerfully 

Lop.  Keep  this  kifs  for  me. 

Bar.  And  do  1 ft  and  and  hear  this  ? 

Bho.  This  for  me.  Sir, 

-This  is  fome  comfort  now ; Alas  my  Husband— • 

But  why  do  I think  of  fo  poor  a fellow. 

So  wretched,  fo  debauch’d  ? 

Bar.  That’s  I,  1 am  bound  to  hear  it. 

Bho.  I dare  not  lye  with  him,  he  is  foranka  Whore- 
. mafter. 

Lojr.  And  that’s  a dangerous  point. 

Bho-.  Upon  my  confidence.  Sir, 

He  would  ftick  athoufand  bafe  dileaies  on  me. 

Bar.  And  now  muft  I fay  nothing. 

Lop.  I am  found  Lady. 

Bho.  That’s  it  that  makes  me  love  ye. 

Lop.  Let’s  kils  again  then. 

Bho.  Do,  do. 

Bar.  Do,  the  Devil 

And  the  grand  Pox  do  with  ye. 

Lop.  Do  ye  hear  him  ? well 

Enter  Penurio  and  Ifabella. 

Now,  what’s  the  news  with  you  ? 

, Yen.  The  found  of  War,  Sir, 

I Comes  ftill  along ; The  Duke  will  charge  the  Cityj 
i W'e  have  loft  they  lay. 

Lop.  Whatlhall  become  of  me  then. 

And  my  poor  wealth  •, 

Bar.  Even  hang’d,  I hope. 

Bho.  Remove  your  Jewels  prelently. 

And  what  you  have  of  wealth  into  theCittadel, 

There  all’s  fecure. 

Lop.  I humbly  thank  ye  Lady: 

Fennrio,  get  me  Ibme  can  climb  the  Chimney, 

For  there  my  Jewels  are,  my  belt,  my  richeft, 

1 hid  ’em,  fearing  fuch  a blow. 

Pen.  Moft  happily: 

I have  two  boys  that  ufe  to  fweep  foul  Chimneys, 

Truly  I brought  ’em,  Sir,  to  mock  your  w'orlhip. 

For  the  great  Fires  ye  keep,  and  the  foil  Diet, 
i Lop.  1 forgive  thee  knave,  where  are  they  ? 

Pen.  Here  Sir,  here : 

Monfienr  will  your  fmall  worfiiip  mount : 

j Enter  two  Boys. 

I 

■ I Boy.  Madam  e be  com  to  creep  up  into  your 

Chimney,  and  make  you  Boy fings. 

Clcane,  as  any  Lady  in  de  world:  Malitia,  litla  frera, 
i and  e, 

^ ChantOr  frere,  chanta. 

i Pen.  Come  Monficur,  mounte,  mounte,  mount  Monfieur 
: Muftard-pot.  Boyfings. 

I Boy.  Monfieur  e have  dis  for  votrabarba,  pletavou 
Monfieur. 

Pen.  Mounte  Monfieur,  mounte  derebe  Jbmefine 
tings. 

I Boy.  He  will  creep  like  de  Ferret  Monfieur. 
i Derein  the  Chimney.  1 he  Boy  above  finging. 

I Boy.  He  be  de  flieilde  due  ftiaulbn.  Madam. 

* Boy  goes  in  behind  the  Arras. 

P en.  There’s  a Birds-neft,  I wou’d  have  ye  climb  it 
Monfieur, 

Up  my  fine  finging  Monfieur  : that’s  a foie  Monfieur. 

Lop.  Watch  him,  he  do  not  fteal. 

Pen.  I warrant  ye  Sir. 

iLop.  Thefe  Boys  are  knavilh.  Boy  within.,  Madam 

Pen.  I’ll  look  to  him  tightly  here  bedeKat.,deBat, 

Lop.  Lord,  what  comes  here,  Madam. 

A walking  apparition  ? Boy  fwgs  upon.  Ear- 

Ifab.  SdantChriilopher.  ttlW^Shanlder. 

Bho.  Mercy  o’ me,  what  is  it? 

How  like  my  Husband  it  looks  ? 

Bar.  Get  ye  down  devil. 

I’ll  break  your  neck  elfe : was  ever  man  thus  chimnied  ? 

Lop.  Go  pay  the  boys  well  i fee  them  fatisfied. 

■'  Pen.  ComeMonfieur  Devils,  come  my  Black-berries 

I’ll  butter  ye  o’  both  fides. 

Bay  Exit. 

Jfab.  Nay,  ev’n  look  Sir,  are  you  cooled  now.  Captain? 
Bar.  I am  cuckolled,  and  fool’d  to  boot  too; 

Fool’d  fearfully,  fool’d  fliamefully.  ' 

Lop.  You  are  welcome  Sir, 

I am  glad  I have  any  thing  wk:hin  thefe  doors  Sir 

T o make  ye  merry ; you  love  my  wife,  I thank  ye. 

You  have  Ihew’dyour  love. 

Bar.  Wife,  ami  this?  this  odd  matter. 

This  monftrous  thing?  j, 

Bho,  You  ought,  but  yet  you  are  not : 

I have  been  bold  with  you  Sir,  but  yet  not  bafely. 

As  I have  faith  I have  not. 

Lop.  Sir,  believe  it, 

’Twas  all  meant  but  to  make  you  feel  your  trefpafs; 

We  knew  your  hour,  and  all  this  falhion’d  for  it. 

Bar.  Were  you  o’th’  plot  too? 

Ifab.  Yes  by  my  troth,  fweet  Captain. 

Bar.  You  will  forgive  me  wife? 

Bho.  You  will  deferveit  ? 

Bar.  Put  that  toth’  venture. 

Bho.  Thus  am  I friends  again  then, 

And  as  you  ne’er  had  gone  aft  ray,  thus  kils  ye. 

Bar.  And  I’ll  kifs  you,  and  you  too  ask  forgivenels, 

Kils  my  wife  Lopez,,  ’tis  but  in  jeft  remember 

And  now  all  friends  together  to  my  Caftle, 

Where  we’ll  all  dine,  and  there  difcourle  thefe  ftories. 

And  let  him  be  Chimney-fwept  in’s  lull  that  glories.  Ex. 

Scana  ^arta. 

Enter  Silvio  and  Belvidere  feveraUy, 

Sil.  Hail  reverend  Dame,  heaven  wait  upon  thy  ftudies. 
Bel.  You  are  all  well  met  Son ; what  is  the  Battel  ended  ? 
Sil.  Mother,  ’tis  done. 

Bel.  How  has  thy  honour  prolper’d  ? 

S/7.  TheDutchefshasthe  day,  Syenna'^s  prilbner: 

Arm’d  with  thy  powerful  Art,  this  arm  difinountedhim, 
Receiv’d  him  then  on  foot,  and  in  fair  valour. 

Forc’d  him  mine  own,  this  Jewel  I took  from  him. 

It  hung  upon  his  cask,tlie  Vidors  triumph  : 

And  to  the  Dutchels  now  a Prilbner 

I have  render’d  him : Come  offagain  unknown,  Mother. 

Bel.  ’Tis  well  done,  let  me  fee  the  Jewel  Son ; 

’Tis  a rich  one,  curious  fet,  fit  foraPrincels  Burgonet; 

This  rich  T oken  late  was  fent,  by  the  Dutchefs  with  intent. 
The  Marriage  next  day  to  begin;  Dolt  thou  know  what’s 
hid  within  ? 

Wipe  thine  eyes,  and  then  come  near,  fee  the  beauteous 
Belvidere : 

Now  behold  it. 

Sil.  Oh  my  Saint. 

Bel.  Wear  it  nobly,  do  not  faint. 

Sil.  How  bleft  am  I in  this  rich  Ipoil,  thisPidure, 

For  ever  will  I keep  it  here,  here  Mother, 

For  ever  honor  it : how  oft,  how  chaflily 

Have  I embrac’d  the  life  of  this,  and  kill  it  ? 

Bel, 

IFomen  pleas'd. 
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Bel.  The  day  draws  on  that  thou  muft  home  return, 
And  make  thy  anfwer  to  the  Dutchefs  queftion 
I know  it  troubles  thee,  for  if  thou  fail  in’t. 

Sil.  Oh,  I mult  dye. 

Bel.  Fear  not,  fear  not,  ’111  be  nigh, 

Call  thy  trouble  on  my  back,Art  nor  cunning  fhall  not  lack, 
Toprelervethee,  ftillto  keep,  what  thy  envious  foemen 
feek  ^ 

Go  boldly  home,and  let  thy  mind,no  dillrultful  erodes  find : 
All  lhall  happen  for  the  belt  •,  fouls  walk  through  forrows 
that  are  bleft. 

Sil.  Then  I go  confident. 

Bel.  But  lirftmy  Son,  a thankful  fervice  mult  be  done. 
The  good  old  woman  for  her  pain,  when  every  thing  ftands 
fair  again, 

Mult  ask  a poor  Boon,  and  that  granting,  there’s  nothing  to 
thy  journey  wanting. 

Sil.  Except  the  trial  of  myfoul  tomifehief. 

And  as  1 am  a Knight,  and  love  mine  honor, 

I giant  it  whatfoever. 

Bel.  Thy  pure  foul 
Shall  never  link  for  me,  nor  howl. 

Sil.  Then  any  thing. 

Bel.  when  I diall  ask,  remember. 

Sil.  If  I forget,  heavens  goodnefs  forget  me. 

Bel.  On  thy  journey  then  awhile,  to  the  next  crofs  way 
and  Ttile, 

I’ll  conduilt  thee,  keep  thee  true,  to  thy  Miftrifs  and  thy 
vovv, 

.Ajid  let  all  their  envies  fall.  I’ll  be  with  thee,  and  quench 
all.  Exeunt. 


JBus  Quintus, 

ScxncL  Trinid, 

Enter  Dutchefs.^  Syenna,  and  Lords. 

5y.T  Ady,  the  Ifubborn  war’s  more  mild  than  you  are, 
JLv  That  allows  Ranfom,  and  the  Prifoner  taken — • 
Dutch.  We  muft  not  be  too  hafty : Remember  Sir, 

The  wrong  and  violence  you  have  offer’d  us, 

Burnt  up  our  frontier  Towns,  made  prey  before  ye 
Both  of  our  Beafts,  and  Corn  •,  llain  our  dear  liibjeds. 
Open’d  the  fountain  eyes  of  thoufand  widows, 

That  daily  fling  their  curfes  on  your  fury  j 
What  ordinary  fatisfadion  can  falve  this  ? 

What  hafty  thought-on  Ranfome  give  a remedy.? 

Youmuft  excule  us  yet,  we’ll  take  more  counfel : 

In  the  mean  time,  not  as  a prifoner, 

But  as  a noble  Prince  we  entertain  ye. 

Sy.  I am  at  your  mercy  Lady,  ’tis  my  fortune, 
Myftubbornfate the  day  is  yours,  you  have  me. 

The  valour  of  one  Angle  man  has  crofs’d  me, 

Croft  me  and  all  my  hope^  for  when  the  Battel’s 
Were  at  the  hotteft  game  ofall  their  furies, 

And  conqueft  ready  then  to  crown  me  Vidor. 

One  Angle  man  broke  in,  one  fword,  one  vertue. 

And  by  his  great  example  thoufands  followed. 

Oh  how  I lhame  to  think  on’t,  how  it  fhakes  me ! 

Nor  could  our  ftrongeft  head  then  ftop  his  fury. 

But  like  a tempeft  bore  the  field  before  him, 

Till  he  arriv’d  at  me,  with  me  he  buck’lled, 

A while  I held  him  play,  at  length  his  violence 
Beat  me  from  my  faddle,  then  on  foot  purfu’d  me. 

There  triumph’d  once  again,  then  took  me  prifoner  ; 

When  I was  gone,  a fear  pofleft  my  people. 

Dutch.  Onefinglearm,in  a juft  caufe,  heaven  profpers. 

Is  not  this  ftranger  Knight  as  yet  difeover’d. 

That  we  may  give  his  virtue  a due  honor? 

’ Lord.  Not  yet  that  we  hear  Madam,  but  to  that  purpqle, 
I Two  daies  ago  we  publilh’d  Proclamations. 


Enter  Soto  with  a Trumj>et^  andSiWlO, 

Soto.  Oh  dainty  Dutchefs,  here  I bring  that  Knight 
Before  thy  fragrant  face,  that  warlike  wight. 

He  that  Syenna* s Duke,  and  all  his  Louts 
Beat  ( as  theProverb  feemly  faies  ) to  clouts  .• 

He  that  unhors’d  the  man  o’  fame  to  boor. 

And  bootlefs  taught  his  Grace  to  walk  afoot ; 

He  that  your  writings  ( pack’d  to  every  pillar  j 
Promis’d  promotion  to , and  ftore  of  filler. 

That  very  man  I let  before  thy  Grace, 

And  once  again  pronounce,  this  man  it  was. 

Dutch.  A pretty  foolifli  Squire,  what  muft  the  Knight  be? 

5y.  Some  Jugler  or  fome  Mad  man, 

Sil.  I was  not  fo. 

When  thy  faint  Troops  in  flocks  I beat  before  me. 

When,  through  the  thickeft  of  thy  w'arlike  horfe, 

I Ihot  my  felf  even  to  thy  Standard  Duke, 

And  there  found  thee,  there  fingled  thee,  there  fliew’d  thee 
The  temper  of  my  Sword.  ’Tis  true,  thou  ftoodftme, 

And  like  a noble  foldier  bidft  me  welcome  i * 

And  this  I’ll  fay,  More  honor  in  that  arme, 

I found  and  rryed,  than aH  thy  Anny  carried; 

W hat  follows  thy  imprifonment  can  tell  thee. 

Sy.  His  fair  relation  carries  truth  and  virtue. 

And  by  thofe  Arms  I fee,  (for  fuch  were  his, 

So  old,  fo  rufty)  this  may  be  he  that  forc’d  me. 

Sil.  Do  you  know  this  Jewel,  from  your  Cask  I rent  it. 
Even  as  I clos’d,  and  forced  ye  from  your  iaddle  j 
Do  you  now  remember  me  - 

S\>.  This  is  the  valour 
Madam,  for  certain  he,  it  muft  be  he. 

That  day  I w’ore  this  Jewel,  you  remember  it. 

Dutch.  Yes,  very  well not  long  before  I fent  it, 

Sy.  That  day  I loft  this  Jewel,  in  fight  I loft  it, 

I felt  his  ftrokes,  and  felt  him  take  it  from  me, 

I wore  it  in  m.y  Cask take  it  again  Sir, 

You  won  it  nobly,  ’tis  the  prize  of  honor. 

Soto.  My  Father  and  my  felf  are  made  for  ever. 

P«tc/j.Kneel  down  brave  Sir, thus  my  Knight  firft  I raife  ye. 
Gird  on  a Sword next  General  of  my  Army,  Difeovers 
Give  him  a ftaff laft,  one  in  Counfel  near  me.  himfclf. 
Now,  make  us  happy  with  your  fight:  how?  Silvio} 

Have  Ion  thee  bellow’d  this  love,  this  honor? 

The  Treafonsthou  haft  wrought  let  off  wuth  favours  ? 
Unarm  him  prefently : Oh  thou  foul  Traitor, 

Traitor  to  me,  mine  honor,  and  my  Countrey, 

Thou  kindlerof  thefe  W’ars. 

Sil.  Miftakenot  Madam. 

Dutch.  Away  with  him  to  prilbn. 

See  him  fafe  kept,  the  Law  fliall  Ihortly  firrah. 

Find  fitter  Titles  for  ye,  than  1 gave  ye. 

Soto.  This  is  the  youth  that  kill’d  me,  I’ll  be  quit  with  him. 
What  a blind  rogue  was  I,  I could  never  know  him .? 

And’t  pleafe  your  Grace,  1 claim  the  benefit 
Of  the  Proclamation  that  proclaim’d  him  Traitor, 

I brought  him  in. 

Dutch.  Thou  lhalt  have  thy  reward  for’t. 

Soto.  Let  him  be  hang’d,  or  drown’d  then, 

Dutch.  Away  with  him. 

Sil.  Madam,!  crave  your  promifefirft^you  are  tyed  to  it. 
You  have  paft  your  Princely  word. 

Dutch.  Prove  it,  and  take  it. 

Sil.  This  is  the  day  appointed. 

Appointed  by  your  Grace  for  my  appeara.nce, 

To  anfwer  to  the  Queftion. 

Dutch.  I remember  it. 

Sil.  I claim  it  then, 

Dutch.,  If  you  perform  it  not, 

The  penalty  you  claim  too. 

Sil.  I not  repent  it- 
If  I ablblve  the  words  ? 

Dutch.  Your  life  is  free  then. 

You  have  drawn  alpeedycourfeaDOveiiiy  wiflies, 
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To  my  revenge,  be  Hire  ye  hit  it  right. 

Or  I’ll  be  lure  you  Ciall  not  fcape  the  danger. 

Sil,  iVly  reft  is  up  now  Madam. 

Dutch.  Then  piay  it  cunningly.  mifes, 

Sil.  Now,  where’s  the  Hag  where  now  are  all  her  pro- 
Shewould  be  with  me,  ftrengthen  me,  inform  me .? 

My  death  will  now  be  double  death,  ridiculous? 

She  was  wont  Hill  to  be  near,  to  feel  my  miferies. 

And  with  her  Art,  I fee  her  no  where  now  ^ 

What  have  I undertaken  ? now  Ihe  fails  me. 

No  comfort  now  I find,  how  my  foul  ftaggers? 

Till  this  hour  never  fear  nor  doubt  polFell  me. 

She  cannot  come,  llie  will  not  come,  fhe  has  fool’d  me  j 
Sure,  fne  is  the  Devil,  has  drawn  me  onto  ruine, 

And  now  to  death  bequeaths  me  in  my  danger. 

Sy.  He  Ifands  diftrafted,  and  his  colour  changes. 

Dutch.  1 have  given  him  that  will  make  his  blood  forfake 
Shortly  his  life.  him*, 

5>»,  His  hands  and  contemplation 

Have  motion  ftill,  the  reft  is  earth  already.  _ (out  Sir  j 
Due.  Come,  will  ye  fpeak  or  pray  ? your  time  grows 

How  every  where  he  looks  ? he’s  at  laft  calf. 

Enter  Bclxidcrc.^  and  fecretly gives  him  a paper.)  andExit. 

Sy.  His  colour  comes  again  frefn. 
r)«c  ’Tis  a flafli.  Sir, 

Before  the  flame  burns  out  *,  can  ye  yet  anfwer  } 

Sil.  Yes  Madam,  now  I can. 

Due.  I fear  you’ll  fail  in’t. 

Sil.  And  donot  thinkmyfilence  a prefage. 

Or  Omen  to  my  end,  youfhallnot  find  it*, 

I am  bred  a Soldier  not  an  Orator  : 

Madam,  perufe  this  fcrowl,  let  that  fpeak  for  me, 

And  as  you  are  Royal,  wrong  not  the  conftrudion. 

Dutch.  By  heaven  you  fhall  have  fair  play. 

5/7.  1 fliall  look  for’t. 

QuelHon. 

metvhat  is  that  only  thing.) 

A For  vphich  all  women  long  \ 

1 Tft  having  wJoat  they  moji  defircy 

1 Do  have  it  do* s them  wrong. 

Anlwe'r. 

1 ttot  to  he  chaflcy  nor  fair  ^ 

[ 1 Such  gifts  malice  may  impair  y 

j Richly  trimmed  to  walk^or  ridsy 

1 Or  to  wanton  unefpy^dy 

Do  prefervean  honefinamey 

And  fo  to  give  it  up  to  fame  j 

Dhefe  are  toys.  In  good  or  ill 

Dhey  deftre  to  have  their  Will  \ 

1 , Det  when  tioey  have  it)  they  ahufe  if 

I For  they  k^now  not  how  to  ufe  it. 

• 

Dutch.  You  have  anfwer’d  right,  and  gain’d  your  life, 

1 give  it. 

Sil.  Oh  happy  Hag ! But  my  moll:  gracious  Madam, 
Your  promife  ty’d  a nobler  favour  to  me. 

Duch.  ’Tis  true,  my  Daughter  too. 

Sil.  1 hope  you  will  keep  it. 

Dutch.^Tls  not  in  my  power  now,fhe  is  long  fince  wander’d, 
Stol’n  from  Court,  and  me*,  and  what  I have  not 

1 cannot  give  : no  man  can  tell  me  of  her. 

Nor  no  fearch  find  her  out : andifot  SHvi  o. 

Which  ftrongly  1 believe—— 

Sil.  Mock  me  not  Lady, 

For  as  I am  a fervant  to  her  virtue. 

Since  my  firft  hour  of  exile,  1 ne’er  law  her. 

Lord.  That  Ihe  is'  gone,  ’tis  too  too  true, and  lamentable. 
Our  laft  hope  was  in  you. 

Sil.  W^hat  do  I hear  then. 

And  wherefore  have  I life  beftow’d  and  honor .?  ' 

To  what  end  do  I walk?  for  men  to  wonder  at,  . 

And  fight,  and  fool  ? pray  ye  take  your  honors  from  me, 

( My  Ibrrows  are  not  fit  companions  for  ’em  ) , 

And  when  ye  pleafe  my  life ; Art  thou  gone  Millrifs, 

And  wander’ft  heaven  knows  where  ? this  vow  I make  thee. 
That  till  I find  thee  out,  and  fee  thofe  fair  eyes^ 

Thofe  eyes  that  fhed  their  lights,  and  life  into  me. 

Never  to  know  a friend,  to  feek  a kindred. 

To  reft  where  plealure  dwels,  and  painted  glory. 

But  through  the  worldj  the  wide  world,  thus  to  wander. 
The  wretched  world  alone,  no  comfort  with  me. 

But  the  meer  meditations  of  thy  goodnefs : 

Honor  and  greatnels,  thus  adieu. 

Enter  Belvidere. 

Bel.  Stay  Sifvioy 

And  Lady  fit  again,  I come  for  Jufticc. 

Sil.  What  would  Ihe  now  ? 

Bel.  To  claim  thy  promife  Silvio, 

The  boon  thou  fwor’ft  to  give  me. 

Sy.  What  may  this  be, 

A Woman  or  a Devil  ? 

Duch.  ’Tis  a Witch  fure. 

And  by  her  means  became  to  untwift  this  Riddle. 

Sil.  That  1 am  bound  to  her  for  my  life,  mine  honor  j 

And  many  other  thoufand  ways  for  comfort 

1 here  confefs ; confels  a promife  too, 

That  w'hat  fhe  would  askeme  to  requite  thefe  favours. 
Within  the  endeavour  of  my  life  to  grant, 

I Would  *,  and  here  I ftand  my  words  full  raafter. 

Bel.  I wifti  no  more;  great  Lady,  witnefswith  me, 

The  boon  I crave  for  all  my  fervice  to  thee. 

Is  now  to  be  thy  wife,  to  grant  me  marriage. 

Sil.  How  ? for  to  marry  thee  ? ask  again  woman, 

Thou  wilful  woman,  ask  again. 

Bel.  No  more  Sir. 

Sil.  Ask  Land,  and  Life. 

Bel.  1 aske  thee  for  a Husband. 

Soto.  Marry  her,  and  beat  her  into  Gun-powdof, 

She  would  make  rare  Crackers. 

Sit.  Ask  a better  fortune. 

Thou  art  too  old  to  marry : I a Soldier, 

And  always  married  to  my  fword. 

Bel.  Thy  word  Fool, 

Break  that,  and  I’ll  break  all  thy  fortunes  yet. 

Dutch.  He  fhall  not, 

I am  witnefs  to  his  faith  ? and  I’ll  compel  it. 

Sy.  ’Tis  fit  ye  hold  your  word.  Sir. 

Sil.  Oh  moft  wretched. 

Dutch.  This  was  a fortune  now  beyond  my  wifhes. 

For  now  my  Daughter’s  free,  if  e’er  I find  her. 

Sy.  But  not  from  me. 

Dutch.  You  are  fharer  in  this  happinefs. 

My  felfwill  wait  upon  this  marriage. 

And  do  the  old  woman  ail  the  honor  poffible.  ( ance, 

Sy.  I’ll  lead  the  Knight,  and  what  there  wants  in  dalli- 
We’ll  take  it  out  in  drink. 

Sil.  Oh  wretched  Silvio.  Exptftt. 

Scdna  Secunda. 

Enter  Lopez  and  Ifabella. 

Lop.  Haft  thou fent for  him, 

Ifab.  Yes. 

Lo//.  A young  man,  faift  thou 

Ifab.  Yes,  very  young,  and  very  amorous. 

Lop.  And  handfbme  ? 

Ifab,  As  the  Town  affords. 

Lop.  And  dar’ft  thou 

Be  fo  far  good,  and  Miftrifs  of  thine  honor. 

To  flight  thefe?  | 
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Ifab.  For  my  Husband’s  (ake  to  curfe  ’em. 

And  fince  you  have  made  me  Miftrifs  of  my  fortune. 

Never  to ‘point  at  any  joy,  but  Husband, 

I could  have  cozen’d  ye,  but  fo  much  I love  ye, 

And  now  fo  much  I weigh  the  eftimation 
Of  an  unfpotted  wife— — 

Lop.  I dare  believe  thee. 

And  never  more  fhall  doubt  torment  my  fpirit. 

Enter  Penurio. 

Ifah.  How  now  Penurio  ? 

Pen.  The  thing  is  comming,  Miftrifs. 

Lop.  I’ll  take  my  ftanding. 

Pen.  Do,  and  I’ll  take  mine.  Exit  Lopez. 

Ifab.  Where  didft  thou  leave  him  } 

Pen.  I left  him  in  a Cellar, 

Where  he  has  paidmetitely,  paid  me  home  Miftrils, 

We  had  an  hundred  and  fifty  healths  to  you,  ftveet  Miftrifs, 
And  threelcore  and  ten  damnations  to  my  Mafter  ^ 

Miftrifs,  fliall  I fpeakafoolifhwordto  ye.** 

IJab.  What’s  that  Penurio 
The  fellow’s  drunk. 

Pen.  I would  fain  know  your  body. 

Ifab.  How’s  that  ? how’s  that  prethee  ? 

Pen.  I would  know  it  carnally, 

I would  conglutinate. 

Ifab.  The  reafon  firrah.** 

Pen.  lobfter,  fweet  Miftrifs,  Lobfter. 

Ifab.  Thy  Mafter  hears. 

Pen.  Lobfter,  fweet  Mafter,  Lobfter. 

Ifab.  Thou  art  themoft  pretious  rogue. 

Enter  Claudio. 

Pen.  Moft  pretious  Lobfter. 

Ifab.  Do  you  fee  who’s  here  ? go  fleep  ye  drunken  raftal. 
Pen.  Remember  you  refufe  me  arm’d  in  Lobfter.  Exit. 

Ifab.  Oh  my  loft  R»<gw,  welcome,  welcome,  welcome, 
Athoufand  welcomes  here  I’llfeal. 

/ Cla.  Pray  ye  ftay.  Lady, 

Do  you  love  me  ever  at  this  rate  ? or  is  the  fit  now'. 

By  reafon  of  fome  wrong  done  by  your  Husband, 

More-  fervent  on  ye 

Ifab.  Can  Ichufe  but  love  thee? 

Thou  art  my  Martyr,  thou  haft  fuffered  for  me,  • 

My  fweet,  fweet  Kx^io. 

Cla.  Do  you  do  this  ferioufly  ? 

’Tis  true,  I would  be  entertained  thus. 

Ifab.  Thefe  are  nothing. 

No  kifles,  no  embraces,  no  endearments. 

To  thofe 

Cla.  Do  what  you  will, 

Ifab.  Thofe  that  lhall  follow, 

Thofe  1 will  crown  our  love  withal  •,  why  ligh  ye  ? 

Why  look  ye  fad  my  dear  one  ? 

Cla.  Nay,  faith  nothing. 

But  methinks  fo  fweet  a beauty,  as  yours  fhews  to  me, 

And  fuch  an  innocence  as  you  may  make  it. 

Should  hold  a longer  Siege. 

Ifab.-Wz,  you  Ipeak  truth,  Sir, 

Cla.  I would  not  have  it  fo. 

Ifab.  And  now  methinks, 

No\y  I confider  truly  what  becomes  me, 

I have  been  cozen’d,  fearfully  abus’d, 

My  reafon  blinded. 

Cla.  Nay,  I did  but  jeft  with  ye.  - 
Ifab.  I’ll  take  ye  at  your  word,  and  thank  ye  for’t  Sir ; 
And  now  I fee  no  fweetnefs  in  that  perfon. 

Nothing  to  ftir  me  to  abufea  Husband,  ; 

To  mine  my  fair  fame. 

Cla.  Good  IfabeVa.  , 

Ifab.  No  handfbme  man,  nor  any  thing  todoaton, 

No  face,  no  tongue  to  catch  me,  poor  at  all  points, 


Andl  anafs. 

Cla.  Why  do  ye  wrong  me  Lady? 

If  I were  thus,  and  had  no  youth  upon  me. 

My  fervice  of  lb  mean  a way  to  win  ye, 

( Which  you  your  felf  are  confeious  muft  deferve  ye. 

If  you  had  thrice  the  beauty  you  poflefs,  muft  reach  ye  ) 

If  in  my  tongue  your  fame  lay  wrack’d,  and  ruin’d 
With  every  cup  I drink:  if  in  opinion 
I were  a loft,  defam’d  man : but  this  is  common 
W here  we  love  moft,  where  moft  we  ftakeour  fortunes, 
TTiicrc  ic3.[t  3nd.  ba.ftftwc  are  rewarded:  fare  yewell^ 

Know  now  I hate  you  too  as  much,  contemn  ye. 

And  weigh  my  credit  at  as  high  a value. 

Ifab.  May  be  I did  but  jeft. 

Cla.  Ye  are  a woman, 

And  now  I fee  your  wants,  and  mine  own  follies^ 

And  task  my  felf  with  indifcretion, 

For  doating  on  a face  fo  poor. 

Ifab.  Say  ye  fo  Sir, 

( I muft  not  Jofe  my  end  ) I did  but  jeft  with  yoii, 

Only  fool’d  thus  to  try  your  faith:  my  Kugio., 

Do  you  think  I could  forget  ? 

Cla.  Nay, ’tis  no  matter. 

IJab.  Is’t  polfible  I Ihould  forfake  a conftancy, 

So  ftrong,  fogood,  lb  fweet 
Cla.  A fubtle  woman. 

Ifab,  You  fhall  forgive  me,  ’twas  a trick  to  try  y^, 

And  were  1 furehelov’dme 

Cla.  Do  you  doubt  now? 

Ifab.  I do  not  doubt,  but  he  that  would  profefs  this, 

And  bear  that  full  affedion  you  make  fliewof. 

Should  do^ 

Cla.  What  fhould  I do? 

Ifab.  I cannot  fhew  ye. 

Cla.  I’ll  try  thee  dam.nedft  Devil:  hark  ye  Lady, 

No  man  fhall  dare  do  more,  no  fervice  top  me, 
ril  marry  ye. 

Ifab.  How  Sir  ? 

Cla.  Your  Husband’s  fentenc’d, 

And  he  fhall  dye. 

Ifab.  Dye? 

Cla.  Dye  for  ever  to  ye. 

The  danger  is  mine  own. 

Ifab.  Dye  did  ye  tell  me? 

Cla.  He  fhall  dye,  I have  caft  the  wayi 
Ifab.  Oh  foul  man. 

Malicious  bloody  man. 

Enter  LopeZ. 

Lop.  When  fhall  he  dye.  Sir, 

By  whom,  and  how  ? 

Cla.  Haft  thou  betraid  me,  wpman  ? 

Ifab,  Bafe  man,  thou  would’ft^ave  ruin’d  me,my  name  too 
And  like  a Toad,poifon’d  my  virtuous  memory: 

Further  than  all  this,  doft  thou  fee  this  friend  here. 

This  only  friend,  fhame  take  thy  Luftand  thee. 

And  fhake  thy  foul,  his  hfe,  the  life  I love  thus. 

My  life  in  him,  my  only  life  thou  aim’ft  at. 

Cla.  Am  I catcht  thus  ? 

Lop.  The  Law  fiial!  catch  ye  better. 

Ifab.  You  make  a trade  of  betraying  Womens  honors, 

And  think  it  noble  in  ye  to  be  luftful. 

Report  of  me  hereafter — . 

Cla.  Fool’d  thus  finely? 

Lop.  I muft  intreat  ye  walk.  Sir,  to  the  Juftife, 

Where  if  he’ll  bid  ye  kill  me — 

Cla.  Pray  ftay  awhile.  Sir, 

I muft  ufea  Players  fhift,  do  you  know  me  now  Lady  ? 

Lop.  Your  brother  Claudio  {uve, 

Ifab.  Oh  me,  ’tis  he  Sir, 

Oh  my  beft  brother. 

Cla.  My  beft  lifter  now  too, 

I have  tryed  ye,  found  ye  fb,  and  now  I love  ye,  -v-  • .• 

Lbve ! 
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Love  ye  fo  truly  nobly. 

Lop.  Sir,  1 thank  ye, 

You  have  made  me  a moll  happy  man. 

Cla.  Thank  her  Sir, 

And  from  this  hour  preferve  that  happinefs, 

Be  no  more  fool’d  with  jealoufie. 

Lop.  I have  loft  it, 

And  take  me  now  new  born  again,  newnatur’d. 

Ifib.  I do,  and  to  that  promife  tye  this  faith, 
Nevertohaveafalfe  thought  tempt  my  virtue. 

Lop.  Enough,  enough,  1 muft  defire  your  prefence, 

My  Cofin  Rhodope  has  fent  in  all  hafte  for  us, 

1 am  fure  you  will  be  welcome. 

Cla.  i’ll  wait  on  ye. 

L"p.  What  the  Projeft  is 

Jfab.  We  ihall  know  when  we  are  there,  Sir,  Exemt- 

Scxna  Tertia. 

Enter  Vntchefs.,  Syenna,  Lords.,  Sylvio. 

Dutch,  Joy  to  you  and  your  young  fair  Bride, 

You  have  ftolen  aday  upon  us  ^ you  cannot  wooe,  Sir. 

Sil.  The  joyes  of  Hell  bang  ov  er  me,  ohmifchief, 

To  what  a fortune  has  the  Devil  driven  me 
Am  I referv’d  for  this  ? 

Sj'.  Befiirew  me.  Sir, 

But  you  have  gotten  you  a right  fair  bedfellow. 

Let  you  alone  to  chufe. 

Sil,  I beftech  your  Grace, 

’Tismifery  enough  to  have  met  the  Devil, 

Not  mens  reproaches  too. 

Sy.  Kow  old  is  fne  ? 

Dutch.  A very  Girl,  her  eye  delivers  it. 

5y.  Her  teeth  are  fcarce  come  yet. 

Lord.  What  goodly  children 
Will  they  two  have  now  ? Ihe  is  rarely  made  to  breed  on, 
What  a fweet timber’d  body? 

Dutch.  Knotty  i’th’ back. 

But  will  hold  out  the  ftronger  Whatanofe? 

Sy.  I marry',  fuch  a nofe,  fo  rarely  siounted. 

Upon  my  confcience,  ’twas  the  part  he  doted  on. 

Dutch.  And  that  fine  little  eye  to  it,  like  an  Elephant’s. 
Lord.  Yes,  if  her  feet  were  round,  and  her  ears  fachels. 
Sj.  For  any  thing  we  know'. 

Sil.  Haveyeno  mercy? 

No  pity  in  your  bloods  toufc  a wretch  thus.? 

Y ou  Princes  in  whofe  hearts  the  beft  companions, 

Neareft  tothofe  in  Heaven,  Ihould  find  fit  places. 

Why  do  you  mock  at  mifcry  ? fling  fcorns  and  baftnefs 
Upon  his  broken  back,  that  finks  with  lbrrows.> 

Heaven  may  reward  you  too,  and  an  hour  come. 

When  all  her  great  defignesfhallfliew  ridiculous. 

And  your  hearts  pinch’d  like  mine. 

Muftck^in  divers  places, 

Dutch.  Fie  Sir,  fo  angry 
Upon  your  wedding  day?  gofmug  your  felf, 

The  Maid  will  come  anon:  what  Mufick’s  this? 

Sy.  I warrant  you  lome  noble  preparation. 

Dutch.  Let’s  take  our  places  then. 

Sil.  More  ofthefe  Devils  dumps? 

Muft  I be  ever  haunted  with  thefe  witchcrafts  .? 

Enter  a Masquerade  of  fever al  Jhapes.,  and  Dances.,  after 
which,  enter  BelvidereaW  difperfes  them  •,  before  the  Masl^ 
ers  enter  two  Prefenters,  among  which  are  Bartello,  Lopez, 
Claudio,  Ifabella,  Rhodope,Soto,  Penurio,  Jaquenet. 

1 Pre.  Room,  room  for  merry  fpirits,  room. 

Hither  on  command  we  come. 

From  the  good  old  Beldam  Pent, 

Cares  and  Ibrrows  to  prevent. 

2.  Lookup5//wo,  finile,  and  fing. 

After  winter  comes  a Spring. 


fleas  d. 

1.  Fear  not  faint  fool  what  may  follow. 

Eyes  that  now  are  funk  and  hollow, 

By  her  Art  may  quick  return 
To  their  flames  again,  and  burn. 

2.  Art  commands  all  youth,  and  blood. 

Strength  and  beauty  it  makes  good. 

I.  Fear  not  then,  defpair  not,  fing 
Round  about  as  we  do  fpring  : 

Cares  and  forrows  caft  away. 

This  is  the  old  wives  Holy-day. 

Dance  here.,  then  enter  Belvidere. 

Dutch.  Who  is  this? 

Sy.  The  Ihape  of  Belvidere, 

Bel.  Now  Silvio, 

How  doft  thou  like  me  now  ? 

Stl.  Thus  I kneel  to  thee. 

BeL  Stand  up,  and  come  no  nearer,  mark  me  well  too, 
For  if  thou  troubieftme,  I vanilh  inftantly : 

Now  chufe  wifely,  or  chufe  never. 

One  thou  muft  enjoy  for  ever. 

Dolt  thou  love  me  thus  ? 

Sil.  Moft  dearly. 

Bel.  Take  heed  fool,  it  concerns  thee  nearly. 

If  thou  wilt  have  me  young  and  bright, 

Pleafingto  thine  eye  and  fight. 

Courtly,  and  admir’d  of  all. 

Take  heed  left  thy  fame  do  fall, 

I fhall  then  be  full  of  ftorn, 

Wanton,  proud,  beware  the  horn. 

Hating  what  I lov’d  before. 

Flattery  apt  to  fall  before, 

• All  con  fuming,  nothing  getting, 

. Thus  thy  fair  name  comes  to  Petting. 

But  if  old,  and  free  from  theft 
Thou  fhalt  chufe  me,  I fhall  pleafe ; 

I IhaU  then  maintain  thee  ftill. 

With  my  virtue  and  my  skill 
Still  increafe  and  build  thy  name, 

Chufe  now  Silvio,  here  I am. 

Sil.  I know  not  what  to  fay,  which  way  to  turn  me. 

Into  thy  Soveraign  will  I put  myanfwer. 

Bel.  I thank  ye  Sir,  and  my  Will  thus  rewards  ye. 

Take  your  old  Love,  your  beft,  your  deareft  Silvio-. 

No  more  Spells  now,  nor  further  fhapes  to  alter  me, 

1 am  thy  indeed.  Dear  Mother, 

There  is  no  altering  this heavens  hand  is  with  it; 

And  now  you  ought  to  give  me,  he  has  fairly  won  me. 

Sil.  But  why  that  Hag? 

Bel.  In  that  Ihape  moft  ftcure  ftill, 

I followed  all  your  fortunes,  ftrv’d,  and  couiifell’d  yc, 

I met  ye  at  the  Farmers  firft,  a Countrey  wench. 

Where  fearing  to  be  known,  I took  that  habit. 

And  to  make  ye  laughing  Iport  at  this  mad  marriage. 

By  fecretaidof  my  friend  Rhodope 
Wc  got  this  Maske. 

Sil,  And  I am  Pure  I have  ye. 

Bel.  For  ever  now,  for  ever. 

Dutch,  You  fee  it  muft  be. 

The  wheel  of  deft  iny  hath  turn’d  it  round  fb. 

Sj/.  It  muft,  it  is,  and  curs’d  be  he  that  breaks  it. 

Dutch,  I’ll  put  a choice  to  you,  Sir : ye  are  my  prifbner, 

i^.  lamfo,  and  I muft  befo,  tillitpleafeyou — 

Dutch.  Chuft  one  of  thefe,  either  to  pay  a Ranfom, 

At  what  a rate  I fhall  Petit,  which  lhall  be  high  enough. 
And  lb  return  a Free,  man,  and  a Batchelor, 

Or  give  me  leave  to  give  you  a fit  wife. 

In  honor  every  way  yours  Graces  equal. 

And  fb  your  Ranfbm’s  paid. 

Sy.  You  fay  moft  nobly, 

S/7wo’s  example ’s  mine,  pray  chufe  you  for  me. 

Dutch.  I thank  ye  Sir,  I have  got  ±emaftry  too. 

And  here  I give  your  Grace  a Husbands  freedom ; 

Give 
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Give  me  your  hand,  my  Husband. 

Sy.  You  much  honor  me, 

And  I fnall  ever  ferve  ye  for  this  favour. 

Bart.  Come  Lopoz,  let  us  give  our  wives  the  breeches  too. 
For  they  will  have  ’em. 

Lop.  Whim  they  rule  with  virtue 
I’ll  §i)Ve  ’em,  sJrin  and  an. 

Jfa  . We’ll  fcradi  it  offdfe. 


c ^ more  glad  ye  live  to  honor. 

And  from  this  hour  a ftronger  love  dwell  with  us  • 

Pray  you  take  your  man  again.  ’ 

Cla.  He  knows  my  houfe.  Sir. 

j you  longer  from  your  loves. 

We  11  lead  the  way and  you  young  men  that  know  not 
Howto  prefcrveawife,  and  keep  her  fair, 

Give’eatheu:  foveraiga  Wills,  and  pleas’d  they  are. 

Exeunt' 


Here  endeth  Women  pleased. 


NIGH  T-W  A L K E R 

OR  THE 

LITTLE  THIEF. 

A Gomedy. 


, The  Acliors  Names. 


Tom  Lnrcher^ 
Jacl{i  Vi  Id- hr  am 
GcMtlemcn. 
JiiJiice  Algripe. 
Fraf7^  Hartlove. 

Sexton. 


Bell-Ringers. 

Boy. 

A Lady^  Mother  to  Maria^ 
Maria. 

Nnrfe. 

Mijlrifs  New-love. 
Women. 

Mijirijs. 
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'Enter  Tom  Lurcher,  andjzzk  Wuld-brain. 
Ltir.'fAd{. 

J IT/’W.  What  wind  brought  thee  hither  ? 

In  what  hollow  tree,  or  rotten  wall 

Haft  thou  been  like  a Swallow  all  this  winter, 

Where  haft  thou  been  man  ? . - > . . ..  . 

Lur.  Following  the  Plow. 

IVild.  What  Plow?  Thou  haft  no  Land, 

Stealing  is  thyow^purchafe. 

Lnr.  The  heft  inheritance.  ‘ 
tnid.  Not  in  my  opinion. 

Thou  hadft  five  hundred  pound  a year. 

Lur.  ’Tisgone, 

Prethee  no  more  on’t,  have  I not  told  thee. 

And  oftentimes,  nature  made  all  men  equal, 

-Her  diftribution  to  each  child  alike ^ 

Till  labour  came  andthruftanew  Will  in. 

Which  I allow  not ; till  men  won  a priviledge 


Trimm, 


Prima. 


f By  that  they  call  endeavour,  which  indeed 
Is  nothing  but  a lawful  Cofenage, 

An  allowed  way  to  cheat,  whyfhould  my  neighbor 
That  hath  no  more  foul  than  his  Horfe-keeper 
Nor  bounteous  faculties  above  a Broom-man,' 

Have  forty  thoufand  pounds,  and  I four  groats. 

Why  fliould  he  keep  it  ? ° , 

Jf'ill.  Thy  old  opinion  ftill. 

Lur.  Why  fliould  that  Scrivener, 

That  ne’er  writ  reafonin  his  life,  nor  anything 
c ver  gloried  in,  that  never  knew 
How  to  keep  any.courtefie  conceal’d. 

But  Noverint  Vniverfi  muft  proclaim  it, 

Purchafe  perpetually,  and  I a rafeal : 
a)i]fider  this,  why  fhould  that  mouldy  Cobler 
Marry  his  Daughter  to  a wealthy  Merchant, 

And  give  five  thoufand  pounds,  is  this  good  juftice  ? ■ 
Becaufe  he  has  a tougher  conftitiition  • 

Can  feed  upon  old  Songs,  andfave  his  money. 
Therefore  muft  I go  beg.'?  ^ jy 


The  little  Thief. 


Wil.  What’s  this  to  thee  ? 

Thou  canft  not  mend , if  thou  beefl  determin’d 
To  rob  all  like  a Tyrant,  yet  take  heed 
A keener  juftice  do  not  overtake  thee, 

And  catch  you  in  a Nooze. 

Lwr.  I am  no  Wood-cock, 

He  that  lhall  fit  down  frighted  with  that  foolery 
I s not  worth  pity,  let  me  alone  to  Ihuffle, 

Thou  art  for  wenching. 

Wtl.  For  beauty  I,  a fafe  courfd. 

No  halter  hangs  in  the  way,  1 defie.it. 

L«r.  But  aworfe  fate,  a wilful  poverty. 

For  where  thou  gain’d  by  one  that  indeed  loves  thee , 

A thoufand  will  draw  from  thee , ’tis  thy  deltiny  ^ 

One  is  a kind  of  weeping  crofs 
A gentle  Purgatory,  do  not  fling  at  all  , 

You’ll  pay  the  Box  lb  often , till  you  perifh. 

IVd.  Take  you  no  care  for  that  fir,  ’tis  my  pleafure, 

1 will  imploy  my  wits  a great  deal  falter 
Than  you  lhall  do  your  fingers,  and  my  loves. 

If  1 miitake  not,  lliall  prove  ripei  harvelt 
And  handlbraer,  and  come  within  lefs  danger.  * 
Where’s  thy  young  Siller  ? 

Ltir.  I knownotwherelhe  is,  file  is  not  worth  caring  for, 
She  has  no  wit. 

Oh  you’d  be  nibling  with  her. 

She’s  far  enough  I hope,  I know  not  where , 

She’s  not  worth  caring  for , a liillen  thing , 

She  wou’d  not  take  my  counfel  Jac\^ 

And  fo  I parted  from  her. 

Wil.  Leave  her  to  her  wants  ? 

Lur.,  I gave  her  a little  money ,what  I could  Ipare , 

She  had  a mind  to  th’Countrey , fhe  is  turn’d. 

By  this,fbme  Farriers  dairy  maid  , 1 may  meet  her 
hiding  from  Market  one  day,  ’twixt  her  Dorfers, 

T 1 do , by  this  hand  1 wo’not  Ipare 
der  butter  pence. 

WtL  Thou  wilt  not  rob  thy  Siller. 

Lur.  She  lhall  account  me  for  herEgs  andCheeles. 
lyn.  A pretty  Girl,  did  not  old  Algripe  love  her? 

A very  pretty  Girl  Ihe  was. 

Lur.  Some  fuch  thing. 

But  he  was  too  wife  to  faften  •,  let  her  pals. 

Wil.  Then  where’s  thy  Miftrifs? 

Lur.  Where  you  lha’not  find  her. 

Nor  know  what  Huff  Ihe  is  made  on;,  no  indeed  Sir , 

" choofe  her  not  for  your  ule. 

Wil.  Sure  llie  is  handlbme. 

Lur.  Yes  indeed  is  Ihe  , Ihe  is  very  handlbme,  but  that’s 
all  one. 

PFil.  Y’ou’ll  come  to  th’ Marriage? 

Lur.  Is  it  to  day. 

Wil.  Now,  now,  they  are  come  from  Church  now. 
Lur.  Any  great  preparation  , 

Does  Jullice  Algripe  Ihew  his  power.? 

IFil.  Very  glorious,  and  glorious  people  there- 
Lur.  I may  meet  with  him  yet  e’re  1 dyQ  as  cunniilg  as 
lie  is.  ' 

Wil.  You  may  do  good  TVm,  at  the  carnage  fif  ®; 

We  have  plate  and  dainty  things. 

Lur.  Do  you  no  harm  Sir-, 

For  yet  methinks  the  Marriage  Ihould  be  mar’d 

If  thou  main  have  thy  will,  farewell , fay  nothing.  Lxit. 

Enter  Gentlemen. 

Wil.  You  are  w-elcome  noble  friends,  i.  I thank  you  Sir, 
Nephew  to  the  old  Lady,  his  name  is  Wtldbrain, 

And  wild  his  bell  condition.  2.  I have  heard  of  him, 

I pray  ye  tell  me  Sir,  is  young  Maria  merry 
After  her  Marriage  rites  > does  Ihe  look  lively  ? 

How  does  Ihe  like  her  man?  Wil.  Veryfeurvily, 

And  as  untowardly  Ihe  prepares  her  felf , j 

But  ’tis  mine  Aunts  will,  that  this  dull  raettal 
Mult  be  mixt  with  her  to  allay  her  handfomenefs. 

I . Had  Heart  love  no  fall  friends - 
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Wil.  His  means  are  little. 

And  where  thole  littles  are,  as  little  comforts 
Ever  keep  company : I know  Ihe  loves  him 

His  memory  beyond  the  hopes  of ’ 

Beyond  the  Indies,  in  his  mouldy  Cabinets 
But  ’tis  her  unhandfome  fate.  * 


E.nter  Heardove, 

1.  I am  forty  for’c. 

Here  comes  poor  frj«l;,nay  weare  friends,  flart  not  Sir 
VVe  lee  you’r  willow  and  are  forry  for’t,  ’ 

And  though  it  be  a wedding  we  are  half  mourners. 

Fr.  Good  Gentlemen  remember  not  my  fortunes* 
They  are  not  to  be  help’d  by  words.  * 

Wil.  Look  up  man, 

A proper  fenfible  fellow  and  Ihrink  fora  wench .? 

Are  there  no  more?  or  is  Ihe  all  the  handfomnefs.? 

Fr.  Prethee  leave  fooling. 

Wil.  Prethee  leave  thou  whining, 

Have  maids  forgot  to  love? 

Fr.  You  are  injurious. 

Wtl.  Let  ’em  alone  a while , they’ll  follow  thee. 

1.  Come  good  Frank. 

'orget  now,  fince  there  is  no  remedy. 

And  Ihew  a merry  face  , as  wife  men  would  do. 

2.  Be  a free  guell,  and  think  not  of  thofe  pallages. 

Wil.  Think  how  to  nick  him  home,  thou  knowll  Ihe 

Graffmea  dainty  medler  Oii  his  crabllocke -,  (dotes  on  thee 
Pay  me  the  dreaming  puppy. 

Fr.  Well,  make  your  mirth,  the  whilll  I bearmymifery  j 
Honell  minds  would  have  better  thoughts. 

Wil.  1 am  her  Kinfman, 

Aud  love  her  well,  am  tender  of  her  youth, 

Yet  honeft  Franks before  1 would  have  that  llinkard, 

That  walking  rotten  tombe,  enjoy  her  maidenhead. 

Fr.  Prethee  leave  mocking. 

Wil.  Prethee  Frank  believe  me. 

Go  to  conlider,  hark,  they  knock  to  dinner.  Knockwithin. 
Come  w o’t  thou  go  ? 

2.  I prethee  Franks  go  with  us, 

And  laugh  and  dance  as  we  do. 

Fr.  You  arc  light  Gentlemen, 

Nothing  to  weigh  your  hearts,  pray  give  me  leave, 

I’ll  come  and  fee,  and  take  my  leave. 

Wil.  We’ll  look  for  you. 

Do  not  defpair,  1 have  a trick  yet.  Exit. 

Fr.  When  1 am  mifehievous  I will  believe  your  projeds: 
She  is  gone , for  ever  gone,  I cannot  help  ir. 

My  hopes  and  all  my  happinels  gone  with  her. 

Gone  like  a pleafing  dream  ; what  mirth  and  joiUity 
Raigns  round  about  this  houfe  ? how  every  office 
Sweats  with  new  joyes , can  Ihe  be  merry  too  ? 

Is  all  this  pleafure  let  by  her  appointment .? 

Sure  Ihe  hath  a falfe  heart  then  -,  {till  they  grow  lowder  ^ 
The  Oldmans  God,  his  gold,  has  won  upon  her, 

(Light  hearted  Cordial  Gold)  and  all  my  fervices 
That  offered  naked  truth,  are  clean  forgotten : 

Yet  if  Ihe  were  compell’d,  but  it  cannot  be, 

If  1 could  but  imagine  her  will  mine. 

Although  he  had  her  body. 

Enter  Lady  and  Wildbrain. 

La.  He  lhall  come  in. 

Walk  without  doors  o’this  day,  though  an  enemy. 

It  mull  not  be. 

Wil.  You  mull  compel  him  Madam. 

La.  No  Ihe  lhall  fetch  him  in,  Nephew  it  fnall  be  lb. 
Wil.  It  will  be  StteR.  Exit. 

Fr.  Can  fair  Mur/ j look  again  upon  me? 

Can  there  be  fo  much  impudence  in  fweetnefs  ? 


Enter  Maria. 

Or  has  Ihe  got  a llrong  heart  to  defie  me .? 
She  comes  her  felf:  how  rich  Ihe  is  in  Jewels! 

D d 
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Mcthinks  they  fliow  like  frozen  Ificles , 

Cold  winter  had  hung  on  her,  how  the  Rofes 
That  kept  continii^pring  within  her  cheeks 
Arc  withered  withj^  mans  dull  embraces? 

She  would fpeak to  me.  lean  figh  too  Lady 
But  from  a founder  heart : yes,  and  can  weep  too 
But  ’tis  for  you,  that  ever  I believ’d  you, 

Tears  of  more  pious  value  than  your  marriage  •, 

You  wou^d  encafe  your  felf,  and  I mull:  credit  you. 

So  much  my  old  obedience  compels  from  me  j 
Go,  an4, forget  me,  and  my  poverty, 

I need  not  bid  you,  you  are  too  perfect  that  way: 

But  ftill  remember  that  I lov’d  Maria^ 

Lov’d  with  a loyal  love , nay  turn  not  from  me, 

I will  not  ask  a tear  more,  you  are  bountiful , 

Go  and  rejbyce  , and  1 will  wait  upon  you 
That  little  of  my  life  left. 

Mar.  Good  Sir  hear  me , 

What  has  been  done,  was  the  aift  of  my  obedience 
And  not  my  will : forc’d  from  me  by  my  parents , 

Now  ’tis  done,  do  as  I do,  bear  it  handfomly 
And  if  there  can  be  more  fociety 
Without  difhonor  to  my  tye  of  marriage 
Or  place  for  noble  love  , 1 (hall  love  you  ftill. 

You  had  the  firft,  the  laft,  had  my  will  profper’d  j 
You  talk  of  little  time  of  life  : dear  Franks-, 

Certain  I am  not  married  for  eternity , 

The  joy  my  marriage  brings  tells  me  I am  mortal. 

And  fhorter  liv’d  than  you , elfe  I were  miferable 
Nor  can  the  gold  and  eafe  his  age  hath  brought  me 
Add  what  I coveted,  content  go  with  me. 

They  feek  a day  of  joy,  prethee  let’s  fhow  it , 

Though  it  be  forc’d,  and  by  this  kils  believe  me 
However,  I muft  live  at  his  command  now, 

I’ll  dye  at  yours. 

Fr.  I have  enough.  I’ll  honor  ye.  Fxeunt. 

Enter  Lurcher. 

Lnr.  Here  are  my  trinkets,  and  this  lufty  marriage 
I mean  to  vilit , I have  fliifts  of  all  forts. 

And  here  are  a thoufand  wheels  to  fet  ’em  working, 

I am  very  merry,  for  I know  this  wedding 
Will  yield  me  lufty  pillage  : if  mad  Wildgoofe 
That  debolh’d  rogue  keep  but  his  antient  revels. 

And  breed  a hubbub  in  the  houfe  I am  happy. 

Enter  Boy. 

Nowwhat  are  you  ? 

Boy.  A poor  diftrelfed  Boy,  Sir, 

Friendlefsand  comfortlefs,  that  would  intreat 
Some  charity  and  kindnefs  from  your  worlhip, 

I would  fain  ferve.  Sir,  and  as  fain  endeavour 
With  dutious  labour  to  deferve  the  love 
Of  that  good  Gentleman  fhould  entertain  me. 

Lur.  A pretty  Boy,  but  of  too  mild  a breeding. 

Too  tender,  and  too  balhful  a behaviour. 

What  can  ft  thou  do  ? 

Boy.  I can  learn  anything. 

That’s  good  and  honeft,  andlhall  pleafe  a Mafter. 

Lter.  Heblufhes  as  hefpeaks,  and  that  I like  not, 

I love  a bold  and  fecure  confidence. 

An  impudence  that  one  may  truft,  this  boy  now: 

Had  I inftrudted  him,  had  been  a Jewel, 

A treafurc  for  my  ufe,  thou  canftnot  lye  ? j 

Boy.  I would  not  willingly. 

Lur.  Nor  thou  haft  not  wit 
To  diflemble  neatly  ? 

Boy.  Do  you  love  fiich  boys,  Sir? 

Lur.  Oh  mainly,  mainly,  I would  have  my  B oy  impudent. 
Out-face  all  truth,  yetdoitpioufly  : 

Like  Froteus^  caft  himlelf  into  all  forms. 

As  fuddainand  as  nimble  as  his  thoughts, 


Blanch  at  no  danger,  though  it  be  the  Gallows, 

Nor  make  no  confcience  of  a cofenage. 

Though  it  be  i’th’  Church.  Your  foft,demure,ftilI  children— 

Are  good  for  nothing,but  to  get  long  Graces- 

And  fing  Songs  to  dull  tunes  ^ I would  keep  thee 
And  cherilh  thee,  hadft  thou  any  aftive  quality. 

And  be  a tender  Mafter  to  thy  knavery. 

But  thou  art  not  for  my  ule. 

Bor.  Do  you  Ipeak  this  ferioufly  ? 

Lur.  Yes  indeed  do  I. 

Boy.  Would  you  have  your  boy  Sir 
Read  in  thefe  moral  mifehiefs? 

Lur.  Now  thou  mov’ft  me. 

Boy.  And  be  a v/ell-train’d  youth  in  all  adivitics? 

Lur.  By  any  means. 

Boy.  Or  do  you  this  to  try  me. 

Fearing  a pronels. 

Lur.  I fpeak  this  to  make  thee. 

Boy.  Then  take  me  Sir,  and  cherilh  me, and  love  me. 

You  have  me  what  you  would : believe  me,  Sir 
I ^ do  anything  for  your  advantage, 

I guefs  at  what  you  mean  ^ I can  lie  naturally, 

Aseafily,  as  I can  fleep  Sir,  and  fecurely : 

As  naturally  I can  fteal  too. 

Lur.  That  I am  glad  on. 

Right  heartily  glad  on,  hold  thee  there,  thou  art  excellent. 
Boy.  Steal  any  thing  from  any  body  living. 

Lur.  Not  from  thy  Mafter. 

Boy.  That’s  mine  ownbody: 

And  muft  not  be. 

Lur.  The  boy  mends  mightily. 

Boy.  A rich  man,  that  like  fnow  heaps  up  his  moneys, 

I have  a kind  of  pious  zeal  to  meet  ftill  ^ 

A fool  that  not  deferves  ’em,  I take  pitty  on. 

For  fear  he  fhould  run  mad,  and  fo  I eafe  him. 

Lur.  Excellent  boy,  and  able  toinftrudrae. 

Of  mine  own  nature  juft. 

Boy.  ifeorn  all  hazard. 

And  on  the  edge  of  danger  I do  beft.  Sir, 

I have  a thoufand  faces  to  deceive. 

And  to  thofe,  twice  fo  many  tongues  to  flatter. 

An  impudence,  nobrals  was  ever  tougher. 

And  for  my  confcience. 

Lur.  Peace,  I have  found  a Jewel, 

A Jewel  all  the  Indies  cannot  match. 

And  thou  lha’t  feel  — 

This  title,  and  I ha’ done.  Sir  *, 

I never  can  confels,  I ha’  that  Ipell  on  me  j 
And  filch  rare  modefties  before  a Magiftrate, 

Such  innocence  to  catch  a Judge,  fuch  ignorance. 

Lur.  I’ll  learn  of  thee,  thou  art  mine  own,  come  boy. 

I’ll  give  thee  adion  prelently, 

Boy.  Have  at  you.  ! 

Lur.  What  muft  I call  thee  ? 

Boy.  Sftap^  Sir.  I 

Lur.  ’Tis  moft  natural,  | 

Anameborn  tothee,  lure  thou  art  a Fairy,  ! 

Shew  but  thy  skill,  and  I ftiall  make  thee  happy.  * 

Enter  Lady.,  Tiurfe.,  Mifirifs.,  Newlove,  Tohie. 

La.  Where  be  thele  knaves  ? whoftrues  up  all  the  liveries. 
Is  the  Bride’s  bed  made?  j 

T oh.  Yes  Madam  and  a Bell 
Hung  under  it  artificially. 

La.  Out  knave,  out, 

Muft  we  have ’larms  now? 

‘Lob.  A little  warning 

That  we  may  know  to  begin  our  healths  M^am  j 
The  Jufticeis  a kind  of  old  Jade,  Madam, 

That  will  goe  merrieft  with  a Bell. 

La.  All  the  houfe  drunk. 

Tob.  This  isahoufeof  Jubile. 

La.  Are  the  beft  hangings  tip?~andthe  Plate  let  out?  ? 
Who  makes  the  Poflet,  Nu&  ? ! 

Nnr\ 
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Nur.  The  dayrie  mayd, 

And  fhee’ll  put  that  in,  will  make  him  caper : 

Well  Madam , well,  you  might  ha’chofe  another , 

A handlbmer  for  your  years. 

La.  Peace,  he  is  rich  Nurfe , 

He  is  rich,  and  that’s  beauty. 

N»r.  I am  fure  he  is  rotten, 

Would.he  had  been  hang’d  when  he  firll;  faw  her.TcrAWjr^^zw/! 

La.  What  an  angry  Quean  is  this,  where. 

Who  looks  to  him  ? 

Tob.  He  is  very  merry  Madam , 

M.  IVtldbrain , has  him  in  hand,  ith’bottom  o’th’Sellar 
He  fighs  and  tipples. 

Nur.  Alafs  good  Gentleman  , 

My  heart’s  fore  for  thee. 

La.  Sorrow  muft  have  his  courfe , firra. 

Give  him  fome  Sack  to  dry  up  his  remembrance , 

How  doss  the  Bridegroom,  I was  afraid  of  him. 

Nht.  He  is  a trim  youth  to  be  tender  of, hemp  take  him. 
Mull  my  fweet  new  blown  Rofe  find  I'uch  a winter*  ^ 
Before  her  fpring  be  near. 

La.  Peace,  peace,  thou  art  foolilh. 

Nur.  And  dances  like  a Town-top:and  reek, and  hobbles. 
La,  Alafs,  good  Gentleman  , give  him  not  much  wine. 
Lob.  He  (hall  ha’none  by  my  confent. 

La.  Are  the  women  comforting  my  daughter? 

Nerv.  Yes,  yes.  Madam, 

And  reading  to  her  a pattern  of  true  patience , 

They  read  and  pray  for  her  too. 

Nur.  They  had  need , 

Ye  had  better  marry  her  to  her  grave  a great  deal : 

There  will  be  peace  and  reft,  alafs  poor  Gentlewoman, 
Muft  Ihe  become  a Nurfe  now  in  her  tendernels  ? 

Well  Madam,  well  my  heart  bleeds. 

La.  Thou  art  a fool  ftill. 

Nur.  Pray  heaven  I be. 

La.  And  an  old  fool  to  be  vext  thus. 

’Tis  late  fhe  muft  to  bed,  go  knave  be  merry. 

Drink  for  a boy,, away  to  all  your  charges.  Exit. 


Speak  difcreetly,  fpeak  home  and  handfomly, 

Is’t  not  pitty,  naymilery,  nay  infamy  to  leave 
So  rare  a pie  to  be  cut  up  by  a raskal. 

Fr.  I will  go  prefently,  now,  now,  I ftay  thee. 

JVil.  Such  a dainty  Doe,  to  be  taken 
By  one  that  knows  not  neck-beef  from  a Phefant, 

Nor  cannot  rellift  Braggat  from  Annbrolia.  ' 

Is  it  not  confcience  ? ' 

Fr.  Yes,  yes,  now  I feel  it. 

^Fi/.  A meritorious  thing. 

Fr.  Good  Father  IFildanofe 
I do  confels  it. 

JFil.  Come  then  follow  me. 

And  pluck  a mans  heart  up , I’ll  lock  thee  privately,  ; 
Where  Ihe  alone  fliall  prelently  pafs  by  , j 

None  near  to  interupt  thee  but  be  fure  ^ 

Fr.  I fliall  be  fure  enough,  lead  on,  and  crown  me. 

Wil.  No  wringings  in  your  mind  now  as  you  love  me.  Ex.  ■ 

Enter  Lady^  Maria,  Jujlice,  Gem.  Nurfe.,  Nerelove. 

La.  ’Tis  time  you  were  a bed. 

Ju.  I prethee  fweet-heart 
Confider  my  necelTity,  why  art  fad  ? 

I muft  tell  you  a tale  in  your  ear  anon. 

Nur.  Of  T^om  Thumb.  j 

I believe  that  will  prove  your  ftiffeft  ftory. 

Nerp.  I pitty  the  young  wench. 

1.  And  Ib  do  I too. 

2.  Come,  old  fticks  take  fire. 

1.  But  the  plague  is,  he’ll  burn  out  inftantlyj 
Give  him  another  cup. 

2.  Thole  are  but  flaftes, 

A tun  of  lack  wonot  fet  him  high  enough. 

Will  ye  to  bed  ? M.  I muft. 

I.  Come,  have  a good  heart. 

And  win  him  like  a bowle  to  lye  dole  to  you, 

Make  your  beft  ufe. 

Ju.  Nay  prethee  Duck  go  inftantly. 

I’ll  dance  a Jig  or  two  to  warm  my  body. 


Enter  Wildbrain,  and  Franck  Heartlove. 


Enter  Wildbrain. 


JFil.  Do  as  thou  wo’t , but  if  thou  doft  refufe  it 
Thou  art  the  ftupid’ft  afs,  there’s  no  long  arguing. 

Time  is  too  precious  Frankie. 

Fr.  I am  hot  with  wine. 

And  apt  now  to  believe , but  if  thou  doft  this 
Out  of  a villany,  to  make  me  wrong  her. 

As  thou  art  prone  enough. 

Wil.  Dots  Ihe  not  love  thee? 

Did  fhe  not  cry  down-right  e’n  now  to  part  with  thee  ? 
Had  Ihe  not  fwounded  if  I had  not  caught  her  ? 

Canft  thou  have  more.^* 

Fr.  I muft  confefs  all  this. 

tFil.  Do  not  ftand  prating,  and  mifdoubting , calling. 
If  Ihe  go  from  thee  now , Ihe’s  loft  for  ever  -, 

Now,  now  Ihe’s  going,  ftie  that  loves  thee  going. 

She  whom  thou  lov’ft. 

Fr.  Pray  let  me  think  a little. 

I fFil.  There  is  no  Ieifur&,  think  when  thou  haft  imbrac’d 
I her 

' Can  Ihe  imagine  thou  dill  ever  honor  her  ? 

Ever  believe  thy  oaths,  that  tamely  fuffet’ft 
An  old  dry  ham  of  horfe-flelli  to  enjoy  her  f’ 

\ Enjoy  her  maiden-head take  but  that  from  her 
That  we  may  tell  pofterity  a man  had  it  , 

I A handfome  man,  a Gentleman,  a young  man, 

\ To  lave  the  honor  ,of  our  houfe , the  credit , 

- ’Tis  no  great  matter  I delire.  Fr.  I hear  you. 

TFil.  Free  us  both  from  the  fear  of  breeding  fools 
And  ophs,  got  by  this  lhadow : we  talk  too  long. 

' • Pr.  She  is  going  to  bed , among  the  women, 

What  opportunity  can  I have  to  meet  her  ? 

IFil.  Let  me  alone , haft  thou  a will  ? Ipeak  Ibundly , 


TFil.  ’Tis  almoft  midnight. 

1. 1.  Prethee  to  bed  Maria. 

Wil.  Go  you  afore,  and  let  the  Ladies  follow. 

And  leave  her  to  her  thoughts  a while,  there  muft  be 
A time  of  taking  leave  of  thefe  fame  fooleries 
Bewailling  others  maiden-heads. 

La.  Come  then. 

We’ll  wait  in  the  next  room. 

Ju.  Do  not  tarry. 

For  if  thou  doft,  by  my  troth  I lhall  fallafleep  MjH?.  Ex. 
Wit.  Do,  do,  and  dream  of  Doterels , get  you  to  bed 
quickly’ 

And  let  us  ha’no  more  ftir,  come  now , no  crying, 

’Tis  too  late  now , carry  your  lelves  diftrectly. 

The  old  thief  loves  thee  dearly,  that’s  the  benefit. 

For  the  reft  you  muft  make  your  own  play,Nay  not  that  way. 
They’ll  pull  ye  all  to  pieces,  for  your  whim-whams, 

Your  garters  and  your  gloves , go  modeftly. 

And  privately  fteal  to  bed,  ’tis  very  lateADll, 

For  if  you  go  by  them  fuch  a new  larum. 

Ma.  I kno^w  not  which  way  to  avoid’em.  j 

Wi.  This  way, 

This  through  the  Cloyfters:  andfo  fteal  to  bed. 

When  you  are  there  once,  all  will  feparate 
And  give  ye  reft,  1 came  out  of  my  pitty 
To  fliew  you  this. 

Ma.  I thank  you.  Wi.  Here’s  the  keyes. 

Go  prefently  and  lock  the  doors  faft  alter  ye. 

That  none  lliall  follow. 

Ma.  Good  niglit.  . , 

Wi.  Good  night  fweet  Cofen.  - 

A good,  and  fweet  night,  or  I’ll  curfetheeFr.?;/!;.  Exit,  j 
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Enter  Frank  Hartlove 

Era.  She  ftays  long,  fare  young  has  abus’d  me. 

He  has  made  Iport  wi’me,  I may  yet  get  out  again. 

And  1 may  fee  his  face  once  more , I ha’foul  intentions  , 
But  they*  are  drawn  on  by  a fouler  dealing 

Enter  Maria. 

Hark,  hark,  it  was  the  door , 

Something  comes  this  way , wondrous  Hill  and  ftealing 
May  be  fome  walking  fpirit  to  affright  me. 

Ma.  Oh  heaven  my  fortune. 

Fr.  ’Tis  her  voice,  ftay. 

Ma.  Save  me, 

Blefs  me  you  better  powers. 

Fr.  I am  no  devil. 

Ma.  Y’are  little  better  to  didurb  me  now.- 
Fr.  My  name  is  Hartlove. 

Ma.  Fye,  fye,  worthy  friend. 

Fye  noble  Sir. 

Fr.  I muft  talk  fajtherwithye. 

You  know  my  fair  affedlion.  ^ 

Ma.  So  prefen^e  i^ 

You  know  I am  married  now,  for  fliame  be  civillef. 

Not  all  the  earth  fhall  make  me. 

Fr.  Pray  walk  this  way. 

And  if  you  ever  lov’d  me. 

Ma.  Take  heed  Franks 

How  you  divert  that  love  to  hate  , go  homeprethee. 

Fr.  Shall  he  enjoy  that  fweet  ? 

Mar.  Nay  pray  unhand  me. 

Fr.  He  that  never  felt  what  love  was. 

Ma.  Then  I charge  you  Hand  farther  off 
Fr.  I am  tame,  but  let  me  walkwi’ye^ 

Talk  but  a minute. 

Mar.  So  your  talk  be  honelt. 

And  my  untainted  honor  fuffer  not 
I’ll  walk  a turn  or  two. 

Fr.  Give  me  your  hand  then.  Exit. 

Enter  Wildbrain,  Juflice,  Lady,  Nurfe,  Gent. 
Women,  Newlove. 

Jttjl.  Shee’s  not  in  her  Chamber 

La.  She  is  not  here. 

fFH.  And  I’ll  tell  you  what  I dream’d. 

Jii.  Give  me  a Torch. 

1.  G.  Be  not  too  hady  Sir. 

JFil.  Nay  let  him  go. 

For  if  my  dream  be  true  he  mud  be  fpeedy. 

He  will  be  trickt,  and  blaz’d  elfe. 

Nur.  As  I am  a woman 
I cannot  blame  her  if  fhe  take  her  liberty. 

Would  die  would  make  thee  Cuckold,  thou  old  bully, 

A notorious  cuckold  for  tormenting  her. 

La.  I’ll  hang  her  then. 

Nnr.  I’ll  blefs  her  then,  die  does  judice , 

Is  this  old  dinking  dogs-flefh  for  her  dyet? 

TFil.  Prethee  honed  Nurfe  do  not  fret  too  much. 

For  fear  I dream  you’ll  hang  your  felf  too. 

The  Cloider? 

IVil.  Such  was  my  fancy , I do  not  lay  ’tis  true , 

- Nor  do  I bid  you  be  too  confident. 

Ju.  WTere  are  the  keyes,  the  keyes  I fay. 
ivil.  I dream’d  die  had  ’em  to  lock  her  felf  in, 

Nnr.  What  a devil  do  you  mean.? 


Ju.  I am  mad. 

IFil.  I hope  fo. 

If  you  be  not  mad.  I’ll  do  my  bed  to  meyake. 

I-  This  is  fome  trick. 

2.  I fmell  the  Wildgoofe. 

Ju.  Come  Gentlemen , come  quickly  I befeech  you. 
Quick  as  you  can,  this  may  be  your  cafe  Gentlemen. 

And  bring  fome  light , fome  lights.  ^ Exit. 

VFil.  Move  fader,  fader,  you’ll  come  too  late  elfe. 

I’ll  day  behind  and  pray  for  ye,I  had  rather  die  were  didioned 
Than  thou  diouldd  have  her. 

Enter  Maria,  and  Franke. 

Mar.  Y’are  mod  unmanly,  yet  I have  Ibme  breath  left^ 
And  this  deel  to  defend  me,  come  near  me. 

For  if  you  offer  but  another  violence. 

As  I have  life  I’ll  kill  you , if  I mifs  that. 

Upon  my  own  heart  will  I execute. 

And  let  that  fair  belief  out , I had  of  you. 

'Fr.  Mod  vertuous  Maid,  I have  done,forgivenly  follies: 
Pardon,  O pardon,  I now  fee  my  wickednels. 

And  what  a mondrous  diape  it  puts  upon  me. 

On  your  fair  hand  1 feal. 

Enter  Ju, 

Ju.  Down  with  the  door. 

Ma.  We  are  betraid,  oh  Fraul{e->  Frankey 
Fr.  I’il  dye  for  ye 

Rather  than  you  fiiall  differ.  I’ll — Enter  all. 

Ju.  Now  enter. 

Enter  fweet  Gentlemen,  mine  eyes,  mine  eyes, 

Oh  how  my  head  askes. 

I . Is  it  podible  ? i.  Hold  her,  die  finks. 

Ma.  A plot  upon  my  honor 
To  poyfon  my  fair  name,  a dudied  villany. 

Farewell,  as  I have  hope  of  peace,  I am  honed, 

Ju.  My  brains , my  brains,  my  mondrous  brains,  they 
bud  fure. 

Nu.  She  is  gone,  die  is  gone. 

Ju.  A handfome  riddance  of  her. 

Would  I could  as  eafily  lofe  her  memory. 

Nur.  Is  this  the  fweet  of  Marriage,  have  I bred  thee 
For  this  reward? 

1.  Hold,  hold,  he’s  defperate  too. 

Ju.  Be  fure  ye  hold  him  fad,  we’ll  bind  him  over 
To  the  next  Seffions,  an'd  if  I can.  I’ll  hang  him. 

Fr.  Nay  then  I’ll  live  to  be  a terror  to  thee. 

Sweet  Virgin  Rofe  farewell:  heaven  has  thy  beauty. 
That’s  only  fit  for  heaven.  I’ll  live  a little 
To  find  the  Villain  out  that  wrought  this  injury. 

And  then  mod  bleded  foul , I’ll  climb  up  to  thee. 
Farewell,  I feel  my  felf  another  creature.  Exit. 

La.  Oh  mifery  of  miferies. 

Nu.  I told  ye  Madam. 

La.  Carry  her  in,  you  will  pay  back  her  portion? 

Ju.  No  not  a penny,  pay  me  back  my  credit. 

And  I’ll  condition  wi’ye. 

La.  A fad  wedding, 

Her  grave  mud  be  her  Bridal  bed : oh  MaVy  \ 

Would  I had  wed  thee  to  thy  own  coittent. 

Then  I had  had  thee  dill. 

Ju.  1 am  mad,  farewell, 

Another  wanton  wife  will  prove  a hell.  Exeunt. 


Enter  reS  vant. 


ini.  No  harm,  good  Nurfe  be  patient. 

Ser.  They  are  not  in  the  window,  where  they  nfo  to  be. 
ini.  What  foolifh  dreams  are  thefe  ? 
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Enter  Tom.  Lurch,  and  his  Boy. 

Lur.  What  hafi;  thou  done  ? 

Boy.  I have  walked  through  all  the  lodgings, 

A filence  as  if  death  dwelt  there  inhabits. 

Lur.  What  haft  thou  feen? 

Boy.  Nought  but  a lad  confufion 
Every  thing  left  in  fuch  a loofe  diforder 
That  were  there  twenty  theeves  , they  would  be  laden. 

Lm.  ’Tis  very  well,  I like  thy  care,  but  ’tisftrange 
A wedding  night  Ihould  be  fo  folitary. 

Boy.  Certainly  there  is  Ibme  caufe , fome  death  or 
licknefs 

Is  fain  fuddenly  upon  Ibmc  friend , 

Or  fome  ftrange  news  is  come. 

Ln.  Are  they  all  a bed  ? 

Boy.  I think  fo,  and  found  adeep,  unlefs  it  be 
Some  women  that  keep  watch  in  a low  parlor, 

. And  drink,  and  weep , I know  not  to  what  end, 

Lur.  Where’s  all  the  plate  ? 

Boy,  Why  lockt  up  in  that  room. 

I faw  the  old  Lady , ere  fne  went  to  bed 

Put  up  her  plate  , and  Ibme  of  the  rich  hangings 

In  a fmall  long  cheft,and  chains  and  rings  are  there  too , 

It  ftands  clofe  by  the  Table  on  a form. 

Lur.  ’Twas  a good  notice,  didftthou  fee  the  men. 

Boy.  I faw  them  fad  too , and  all  take  their  leaves, 

But  what  they  faid  I was  too  far  to  hear  Sir. 

Lur.  ’Tis  daintily  difcover’d,  we  Ihall  certainly 
Have  a moft  profperous  night,  which  vvay.^ 

Boy.  A clofe  one, 

A back  door,  that  the  women  have  left  open , 

To  go  in  and  out  to  fetch  necelTaries , 

Clofe  on  the  Garden  fide. 

Lur.  I love  diligence , 

Wert  thou  not  fearful? 

Boy.  Fearful?  I’ll  be  hang’d  firft. 

Lur.  Say  they  had  fpied  thee. 

Boy.  I was  then  determin’d 

T o have  cry’d  down  right  too,and  have  kept  ’em  company, 
As  one  that  had  an  intereft  in  their  (adncls , 

Or  made  an  errand  to  I know  not  whom  Sir. 

Lur.  My  dainty  Boy,  let  us  difcharge,  that  plate 
Makes  a perpetual  motion  in  my  fingers , 

Till  I have  1|ft  hold  of  it. 

Boy.  Pray  be  wife  Sir,  do’t  handfomly,  be  not  greedy. 
Lets  handle  it  with  fuch  an  excellence 
As  if  we  would  bring  thieving  into  honor  : 

We  muft  difguile,  to  fright  thefe  reverend  wathces. 

Lur.  Still  my  bleft  Boy. 

Boy.  And  clear  the  room  of  drunken  jealoufies. 

The  cheft  is  of  Ibme  weight , and  we  may  make 
Such  noife  ith’the  carriage  we  may  be  fnap’d. 

Lur.  Come  open,  here’s  a devils  face. 

Boy.  No,  no.  Sir,  wee’l  have  no  lhape  lb  terrible , 

We  will  not  do  the  devil  fo  much  pleafure , 

To  have  him  face  our  plot. 

Lur.  A winding  Iheet  then. 

Boy.  That’s  too  cold  a ftiift , 

I would  not  wear  the  reward  of  my  wickednefs, 

I wonder  you  are  an  old  thief,  and  no  cunmnger , 
Where’s  the  long  Cloak? 

Lur.  Here,  here. 

Boy.  Give  me  the  Turbant 
And  the  falle  beard , I hear  Ibme  coming  this  way , 
Stoop,  ftoop,  and  let  me  fit  upon  your  ftioulders. 

And  now  as  I dired,  flay,  let  them  enter,' 

And  when  I touch  move  forward , make  no  noife. 

i 
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Enter  Nurfe  and  Tobie. 

A«r.  Oh  ’tis  a fad  time,  all  the  burnt  wine  is  burnt 
Nic. 

Lob.  We  may  thank  your  dry  chaps  for’t,  theCaiiarie’s 
gone  too 

No  fubftance  for  a forrowfiil  mind  to  work  upon^ 

I cannot  mourn  in  beer , if  Ihe  fnould  walk  now 
As  difcontented  Ipirits  are  wont  to  do. 

Nur.  And  meet  us  in  the  Cellar. 

Lob.  W^hat  fence  have  we  with  fingle  beer  againft  her  ? 
What  heart  can  we  defie  the  Devil  with  ? 

Nur.  The  March’  beer’s  open. 

Lob.  A fortification  of  March  beer  will  do  well, 

I muft  confefs  ’tis  a moft  mighty  Armor, 

For  I prefume  I cannot  pray. 

Nur.  Why  Nicolas} 

Lob.  We  Coachmen  have  fuch  tumbling  faiths,  noprayrs 
Can  go  an  even  pace. 

Nur.  Hold  up  your  candle 
Lob.  Verily  Nurfe,  I have  cry’d  fo  much 
For  my  young  Miftrifs,  that  is  mortified. 

That  if  I have  not  more  lack  to  fupport  me, 

I fhall  even  fleep : heiho , for  another  flagon  ^ 

Thefe  Burials,  and  Chriftnings  arc  the  mournful  matters, 
And  they  ask  more  drink. 

Nur.  Drink  to  a fad  heart’s  needful. 

Lo.  Mine’s  ever  fad  , for  I am  ever  dry  Nurfe. 

Nur.  Methinksthe  light  burns  blew,  I prethec  fnuffit, 
There’s  a thief  in’t  1 think. 

Lo.  There  may  be  one  near  it. 

Nur.  What’s  that  that  moves  there , ith’  name  of — 
Nicholas  ? 

That  thing  that  walks. 

la.  Would  I had  a Ladder  to  behold  It , 

Mercy  upon  me,  the  Ghoft  of  one  oth’Guard  lure, 

’Tis  the  devil  by  his  clavves , he  fmels  of  Brimftone, 

Sure  he  farts  fire,  what  an  Earth-quake  I have  in  me  ^ 

Out  with  thy  Prayer-book  Nurfe. 

Nur.  It  fell  ith’  the  frying  pan , and  the  Cat’s  eat  it. 
Lob.  I have  no  power  to  pray,  it  grows  ftill  longer, 
’Tis  Steeple  high  now’,  and  it  fayls  away  Nurfe. 

Lets  call  the  butler  up,  for  he  fpeaks  Latine , 

And  that  will  daunt  the  devil : I am  blafted, 

My  belly’s  grown  to  nothing. 

Nu.  Fye,  fye,  Lobie.  Exit. 

Boy.  So  let  them  go,  and  whilft  they  are  aftonifh’d 
Let  us  prefently  upon  the  reft  now  fuddenly. 

Lur.  Ofi^  off,  and  up  agen,  whenwc  are  near  the  parlor. 
Art  fure  thou  knowft  the  Cheft? 

Boy.  Though  it  wereith’dark  Sir, 

I can  go  to’t. 

Lur.  On  then  and  be  happy.  Exit. 

Enter  Tobie. 

Lob.  How  my  haunches  quake,  is  the  thing  here  ftill? 
Now  can  I out-do  any  Button-maker,  at  his  own  [trade, 

I have  fifteen  fits  of  an  Ague,  Nurfe,  ’tis  gone  1 hope. 
The  hard-hearted  woman  has  left  me  alone.  Nurfe — 
And  file  knows  too  I-  ha  but  a lean  confcience  to  keep  me 
company.  Noife  mthin. 

The  devil’s  among  ’em  in  the  Parlour  fure. 

The  Ghoft  three  Itories  high,  he  has  the  Nurfe  fure. 

He  is  boyling  of  her  bones  now,  hark  how  Ihewhiftles : 
There’s  Gentlewomen  within  too,  how  will  they  do? 

I’ll  to  the  Cook,  for  he  was  drunk  laft night, 

And  now  he  is  valiant,  he  is  a kin  toth’devil  too, 

And  fears  no  fire. 

Enter  Lurcher  and  Boy. 

Lur.  No  light  ? 

Bov.  None  left  Sir,  • 
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They  arc  gone , and  carried  all  the  candles  with  ’em, 
Their  fright  is  infinite , let’s  make  good  ufe  on’t , 

VVe  mufii'be  quick  fir,  quick,  or  the  houfe  will  rile  elfe, 
Lh.  Was  this  the  Cheft? 

Boy.  Yes,  yes. 

Ltir.  There  was  two  of  ’em. 

Or  I miftake. 

Boy.  I know  the  right,  no  flay  Sir, 

Nor  no  difeonrfe,  but  to  our  labor  luftily. 

Put  to  your  flrength  and  make  as  little  noife. 

Then  prefently  out  at  the  back  door. 

Lur.  Come  Boy. 

Come  happy  child  and  let  me  hug  |thy  e.xcellence.  'Exit. 
Eater  Wildbrain. 

Wil.  What  thoiifand  noifes  pafs  through  all  the  rooms  ? 
What  cryes  and  hurries .?  lure  the  devil’s  drunk. 

And  tumbles  through  the  houfe , my  villanies 
That  never  made  me  apprehend  before 
Danger  or  fear,  a little  now  molefl  me- 
' My  Cofens  death  fits  heavy  o’m.y  confcience, 

Would  I had  been  half  hang’d  when  I hammer’d  it. 

1 aim’d  at  a living  divorce,  not  a burial 

That  might  have  had  feme  hope:  hark  fcill 

In  every  room  confufion , they  are  all  mad , 

, Mo  ft  certain  all  ftark  mad  within  the  houfe , 

A punilhm.ent  inflicted  for  my  lewdnefs, 

That  I might  have  the  more  fenfe  of  my  mifehief, 

And  run  the  more  mad  too , my  Aunt  is  hang’d  fure, . 

I Sure  hang’d  her  fclf , or  elfe  the  fiend  has  fetch’d  her. 
,1  heal'd  a hundred  cryes,  the  Devil,  the  Devil, 

1 Than  roaring,  and  then  tumbling,  all  the  chambers 
Are  a meer  Babel,  or  another  Bedlam. 

What  Ihbuld  I think?  I fhake  my  felf  too; 

Can  the  Devil  find  no  time,  but  when  we  are  merry, 
Here’s  fomething  comes. 

Enter  Newlove, 

Nerp.  Oh  that  I had  fome  company , 

I care  not  what  they  were,  to  eafe  my  mifery, 
j To  comfort  me. 

I IP'il,  Whofe  that.^ 

New.  Again  ? nay  then  receive — 

IFil.  Hold,  hold  1 am  no  fury. 

The  Merchants  wife. 

New.  Are  ye  a man  ? pray  heaven  you  be. 

IVil.  lam. 

Neiv.  Alafs  1 have  met  Sir 
The  ftrangeft  things  to  night. 

Wil.  Why  do  you  flare. 

New.  Pray  comfort  me,  and  put  your  candle  out. 

For  if  I fee  the  fpirit  again  I dye  for’t. 

And  hold  m.e  fall , for  I fhall  fhake  to  pieces  elfe. 

JFil.  I’ll  warrant  you , I’ll  hold  ye , 

Hold  ye  as  tenderly  ^ 1 have  put  the  light  out , 

Retire  into  my  Chamber,  there  I’ll  watch  wi’ye , 

I’ll  keep  you  from  all  frights. 

New.  And  will  ye  keep  me. 

JFil.  Keep  you  as  feciire  Lady. 

New.  You  mull  not  wrong  me  then,the  devil  will  have  us. 
Wtl.  No,  no.  I’ll  love  you,  then  the  devil  will  fear  us. 
For  he  fears  all  that  love,  pray  come  in  quickly. 

For  this  is  the  malicious  houfe  he  walks  in , 

The  hour  he  blaftsfweet  faces,  lames  the  limbs  in. 
Depraves  the  fenfes,  now  within  this  half  hour 
He  will  have  power  to  turn  all  Citizens  wives 
Into  ftrange  Creatures , Owles,  and  long-tail’d  Monkeys , 
Jayes,  Pies,  and  Parrots,  quickly,  I fmell  his  brimflone. 
New.  It  comes  agen  lamgonefhiftforyour  felf  Sir.  Ew>. 
Wil.  Sure  this  whole  night  is  nothing  but  illufion, 

Here’s  nothing  comes,  all  they  are  mad , damn’d  devil 
To  drive  her  back  again,  ’t  had  been  thy  policy 


To  have  let  us  alone,  we  might  Itave  done  fome  fine  thing 
To  have  made  thy  hel-hood  laugh , ’tis  a dainty  wench , 

If  I had  her  again,  not  all  your  fellow  goblins. 

Nor  all  their  clawes  flrould  fcratch  herhence,rilftayftill, 
May  be  her  fright  will  bring  her  back  again. 

Yet  I will  hope. 

Enter  Toby. 


Enter  Lurch,  and  Boy. 

Lur.  Where’s  my  love,  Boy. 

Boy.  She’s  coming  with  a Candle 
To  fee  our  happy  prize. 

Lur.  I am  cruel  weary. 

Boy.  I cannot  blame  ye , plate  is  very  heavy 
To  carry  without  light  or  help. 

Lur.  The  fear  too 

At  every  Humble  to  be  difeover’d  boy , 

At  every  cough  to  raife  a Conftable , 

Well,  we’ll  be  merry  now. 

Boy.  We  have  fome  reafbn  ^ 

Things  compafs’d  without  fear  or  eminent  danger, 

Are  too  luxurious  fir  to  live  upon. 

Money  and  wealth  got  thus  are  as  full  venture. 

And  carry  in  their  nature  as  much  merit 
As  his,  that  digs  ’em  out  ’oth’  mine,  they  laft  too 
Seafon’d  with  doubts  and  dangers  moft  delitioufly. 

Riches  that  fall  upon  us  are  too  ripe, 

And  dull  our  appetites. 

L«.  Moft  learned  child. 

Enter  Mijlriff. 

Mi.  Y’are  welcome,  where  have  you  left  it. 

Lu.  In  the  next  room,  hard  by. 

Mi.  Is  it  plate  all. 

Lu.  All,  all,  and  Jewels,  I am  monftrous  weary, 
Prethee  let’s  go  to  bed. 

Mi.  Prethee  let’s  fee  it  firft. 

Lu.  To  morrow’s  anew  day  fweet. 

Mi.  Yes  to  melt  it. 

But 


Toh.  I can  find  no  bed,  no  body, nor  no  chamber. 

Sure  they  are  all  ith’Cellar,  and  I cannot  find  that  neither, 

I am  led  up  and  down  like  a tame  afs , my  light’s  out 
And  I grope  up  and  down  like  blind-man-buffe. 

And  break  my  face,  and  break  my  pate. 

Wil.  It  comes  again  fure 
I fee  the  fhadow.  I’ll  have  fafterhold  now. 

Sure  fhe  is  mad,  I long  to  lye  with  a mad- woman. 

She  muft  needs  have  rare  new  tricks. 

Toh.  I hear  one  whifper 

If  it  be  the  devil  now  to  allure  me  into  his  clutches. 

For  devils  have  a kind  of  tone  like  crickets , 

:I  have  a glimpfe  of  her  guife , ’tis  fhe  would  fteal  me, 
But  I’ll  Hand  fure. 

Lob.  I have  but  a dram  of  wit  left , 

And  that’s  even  ready  to  run,  oh  for  my  bed  now. 

Wil.  She  nam’d  a bed , I like  that,  fhe  repents  fure, 
Where  is  fhe  now? 

Lob.  Who’s  that  ? 

Wil.  Are  you  there.  In,  In,  In  prefently. 

Lob.  I feel  his  talents  through  me , 

’Tis  an  old  haggard  devil , what  will  he  do  with  me  ? 
Wil.  Let  me  kifs  thee  firft,  quick,  quick. 

Tob.  A leacherous  Devil. 

Wil.  What  a hairy  whore  ’tis , fure  fhe  has  a muffler. 
Lob.  If  I fhould  have  a young  Satan  by  him,  for  1 dare 
not  deny  him. 

In  what  cafe  were  I.^  whodurft  deliver  me? 

Wil.  ’Tis  but  my  fancy,  fhe  is  the  fame,  in  quickly, 
gently  my  Sweet  girl. 

Lob.  Sweet  devil  be  good  to  me.  Exeunt. 
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But  let’s  agree  to  night,  how  it  lhall  be  handled, 

I’ll  have  a new  gown. 

Lur.  ’Shat  have  any  thing. 

Mi.  And  fuch  a riding  fuit  as  Miftrefs  Newlover. 

What  though  1 be  no  Gentlewoman  born , 

I hope  1 may  atchieve  it  by  my  carriage. 
hn.  T hou  fayfl:  right. 

Mi.  You  promis’d  me  ahorletoo,  and  alackquay. 

Lur.  Thou  Ibalthave  horles  fix,  and  a poflilion. 

Mi.  That  will  be  [lately  fweet  heart.a  poftilion. 

L«.  Nay,  we’ll  be  in  falhion-,he  [hall  ride  before  us 
In  winter , with  as  much  dirt  would  dampe  a musketj 
The  infide  of  our  coach  [hall  be  of  fcarlet. 

Mi.  That  will  be  dear. 

Lu.  There  is  a dye  projedting 
Will  make  it  cheap,  wench,  come  thou  [halt  have  any  thing. 

Mi.  Where  is  this  cheft,  I long,fweer,  to  behold 
Our  Indies. 

Boy.  Miftrefs  lets  melt  it  firft,  and  then  ’tis  fit 
You  fhould  difpofe  it,  then ’tis  lafe  from  danger. 

Mi.  I’ll  be  a loving  Miftrefs  to  my  boy  too. 

Now  fetch  It  in  and  lets  rejoyce  upon’t. 

Boy.  Hold  your  light  Miftrefs,  we  may  fee  to  enter. 
Mi.  Ha  what’s  here?  call  you  this  a cheft? 

Boy.  We  ha  mift  Sir. 

Our  nafte  and  want  of  light  made  hs  miftake. 

Mi.  A very  Coffin. 

Lu.  How  ! a Coffin  ? Boy,  ’tis  very  like  one. 

Boy.  The  devil  ov/’d  us,  a ffiame,  and  now  he  has  paid 
us. 

Mi.  Is  this  your  Treafure? 

Boy.  Bury  me  alive  in’t. 

Lu.  It  may  be  there  is  no  room. 

Mi.  Nay,  I will  fearch  it : 

I’ll  [ee  what  wealth’s  within, a womans  face. 

And  a fair  womans. 

Boy.  I cannot  tell  fir. 

Belike  this  was  the  fadnels  that  pofleft  ’em  j 
The  plate  ftood  next,  I’m  fure. 

Lur.  I [hake, I [hake  Boy,  what  a cold  fweat  ? — 

Boy.  This  may  work,  what  will  become  on’s  Sir? 

Mi.  She  is  cold,  dead  cold : de’e  find’  your  confeience , 
De’£  bring  your  Gillians  hither — nay,  Ihe’s  punilh’d. 

You  conceal’d  love’s  cas’d  up  ? 
jCur.  ’Tis  Marij^  the  very  lame,  the  Bride,  new  horror! 
Mi.  Thefe  are  fine  tricks,  you  hope  [lie’s  in  a found 
But  I’ll  take  order  ffie  [hall  ne’r  recover 
To  bore  my  Nofe,  come,  take  her  up  and  bury  her 
Quickly,  or  I’il  cry  out*,  take  her  up  inftantly. 

L«.  , Be  not  fo  hafty  fool,  that  may  undo  us  j 
We  may  be  in  for  murther  fo  be  patient , 

Thou  feeft  [he’s  dead , and  cannot  injure  thee. 

Mi.  I am  fure  [he  [hall  not. 

Boy.  Be  not.  Sir,  fdejeded , 

Too  much  a ftrange  miftake ! this  had  not  been  el[e. 

It  makes  me  almoft  weep  to  think  upon’t. 

Lu.  What  an  unlucky  thief  am  I? 

Mi.  I’ll  no  confidering , either  beftir  your  felf,  or  — 
Lu.  Hold. 

Mi.  Let  it  not  ftay,  to  ftnell  then,  I will  not 
Indure  the'  ftink  of  a Rival. 

Lu.  Would  ’twere  there  again. 

Bty.  We  rni^  bury  her. 

Lur.  But  'we^^S’thfudden,  or  with^what  providence. 
That  no  eyes  wttcch  us. 

Mi.  Take  a Spade  and  follow  me. 

The  next  fair  ground  we  meet , make  the  Church-yard  ^ 
As  I live.  I’ll  fee  her  lodg’d. 

* Lu.  ’It  muft  be  fo , 

How  ^heavy  my  heart  is  v I ha  no  life  left. 

.Bty.  I ampaft  thinking  too,  no  underftanding  , 

T^at  I^ould  nails  the. right  Cheft. 

Lu.  The  happy  Cheft. 

, Boy.  That,'  which  I faw  and  markt  too. 


Lu.  Well  paffion  wo’not  help  us, 

Had  I twenty  falls  for  this  > 

Bjy.  ’Twas  my  fault  fir. 

And  twenty  thoufand  fears  for  this , Oth’devil  ^ 

Now  could  I curfe , well,  we  have  her  now. 

And  muft  difpofe  her. 

Enter  Mijirefi. 

Mi.  Hang  both  for  two  blind  buzzards,  here’s  a Spade 
Quickly  or  I’ll  call  the  neighbors. 

There’s  no  remedy. 

Would  the  poor  hungry  prifoners  had  this  paftie.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Jujiice.f  and  a Servant  with  a light,  ''  < 

Ser.  ’Twas  a ftrange  mifchance  Sir. 

Ju  Mifchance,  fayft  ? No  ’twas  happinefs  to  me. 
There’s  fo  much  charge  fav’d,  I have  her  portion. 

I’ll  marry  twenty  more  on  fuch  conditions. 

Ser.  Did  it  not  trouble  you  Sir, 

To  lee  her  dead/ 

Ju.  Not  much,  I thank  my  confeience  •, 

I was  tormented  till  that  happen’d,  furies 
Were  in  my  brain  to  think  my  felf  a Cuckold 
At  that  time  of  the  night : 

When  I come  home , I charge  you  [hut  my  doors  ^ 

Locks,  bolts,  and  bars,  are  little  enough  to  fecure  me. 

Ser.  Why,  and  plea'e  you? 

Ju.  Fool  to  ask  that  queftion  ^ 

To  keep  out  women,  I expert  her  Mother 
Will  vifit  me  with  her  clamors,  oh  I hate 
Their  noife,  and  do  abhor  the  whole  fex  heartily^ 

They  are  all  walking  Devils,  Harpyes : I will  ftudy 
A week  together  how  to  rail  fufficiently. 

Upon  ’em  all,  and  that  1 may  be  furniffi’d, 

Thou  [halt  buy  all  the  railing  Books  and  Ballads, 

That  Malice  hath  invented  againft  women, 

I will  read  nothing  dfe,  and  prartife  ’em. 

Till  I grow  fat  with  curfes. 

Ser.  If  you’ll  go 

To  th’charge , let  me  alone  to  find  you  Books. 

Ju.  They  come  neer  us 
Ser.  Whats  that  / 

Ju.  Where?  hold  up  the  Torch  Knave. 

Ser.  Did  you  hear  nothing,  ’tis  a 

Ju.  Why  doft  make  a ftand  / 

Ser.  W’hats  that  ? 

Ju.  Where,  where,  doft  fee  any  thing? 

We  are  hard  by  the  Church-yard , and  I was  never 
Valiant  at  midnight  in  fuch  irkfome  places  *, 

They  fay  Ghofts  walk  fometimes,  hark,  de’e  hear  nothing  ? 

Enter  Lurcher.,  Boy.,  and  Mijirefi. 

Mi.  No  farther,  dig  here,  and  lay  her  in  quickly. 

Lur.  What  light  is  that  Boy , we  ffiall  be  difeover’d  *, 
Set  the  Coffin  up  an  end,  and  get  behind  me. 

There’s  no  avoiding. 

Boy.  Oh ! 

Ju.  Where’s  that  groan  ? I begin  to  be  afraid. 

Ser.  What  fhall  we  do  Sir  ? 

Ju:  We  are  almoft  at  home  now,  thou  muft  go  forward. 
Perhaps  ’twas  my  imagination. 

Lur.  ’Tis  he  ? 

Boy.  I know  him  too,  let  me  alone.  ^ . 1 

Ser.  Oh  Sir,  aGhoft,  the  very  Ghoft  ofMiftrels  Bride, 
I have  no  power  to  run  away. 

Ju.  Curfed  Ghoft,  bleis  me,  pteferve  me^ 

I do  command  thee  what  fo  ere  thou  art , 

I do  conjure  thee  leave  me  •,  do  not  fright  me  ^ 

If  thou  beeft  a devil  vex  me  not  fo  [bon , 

If  thou  beeft.  _ ; 

The  fpirit  of  my  wife.  ‘ 
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Boy.  Thy  Wife. 

Jtf.  I fliall  be  tormented. 

Boy.  Thy  abus’d  wife,  that  cannot  peaceably 
Enjoy  her  death,  thou  haft  an  evil  confcience. 

Ju.  I know  it 

Boy.  Among  thy  other  fins  which  black  thy  foul. 

Call  to  thy  mind  thy  vow  made  to  another  , _ 

Whom  thou  haft  wrong’d , and  make  her  fatisfadion 
Now  I am  dead,  thou  perjur’d  man  : orelfe 
A thoufand  black  tormentors  fliall  purfue  thee, 

Llntill  thou  leap  into  eternal  flames^ 

Where  gold  which  thou  ador’ft  here  on  earth 
Melted,  the  fiends  Ihall  powre  into  thy  throat  •, 

For  this  time  pafs,  go  home  and  think  upon  me, 

Lnr.  Away. 

Ser.  There  are  more  f|)irits. 

Jh.  Thank  you  dear  wife. 

I’ll  beftow  twenty  nobles  of  a Tomb  for  thee. 

Thou  Ihalt  not  walk  and  catch  cold  after  death. 

‘They  go  Backpi>ard  in. 

Lie.  So,  fo,  they’r  gone , ’twas  my  ingenious  rafcal : 
But  how  doft  thou  know  he  made  vows  to  another  ? 

Boy.  I over-heard  the  woman  talk  to  night  on’t  •, 

But  now  let’s  lofe  no  time  Sir,  pray  lets  bury 
This  Gentlewoman,  where’s  my  Miftrefs? 

Enter  Mijhefs, 

Mi.  Here  I durft  not  tarry. 

Lie.  hafocofen’d  the  old  forty i’th  hundred. 

And  the  devil  hinder  him  not,  he’ll  go  a pilgrimage  j 
But  come,  about  our  bufinels,  let  her  down  again. 

Mar.  oh ! 

Lttr.  She  groans,  ha. 

Mar.  Oh ! 

Lier.  Again,  Ihe  ftirs. 

Mi.  Lets  fly,  or  elfe  v/e  fiiall  be  torn  in  pieces. 

Lier.  And  you  be  good  at  that,  bury  your  felf. 

Or  let  the  Sexton  take  ye  for  his  fee, 

Away  boy.  Exit. 

Mar.  1 am  very  cold,  dead  cold  ^ 

Where  am  I?  What’s  this?  a Coffin  ? where  have  I been? 
Mercy  defend  me;  Ha?  1 do  remember 
1 was  betray’d,  and  fwoimded,  my  heart  akes, 

I am  wondrous  hungry  too , dead  bodies  eat  not  •, 

Sure  I was  meant  for  burial,  I am  frozen  ^ 

Death,  ’like  a cake  of  Ice  dwells  round  about  me  •, 
Darknefs  fpreads  o’re  the  world  too,  where  ? what  path.? 
Bell  providence  dired  me.  Exit. 


JUhs  Tertius'. 

Enter  Lady.,  Wildbraine,  W’omen,  Toby. 

La.  Thou  art  the  moft  unfortunate  fellow  j 
JViL  Why  Aunt  what  have  I done? 

La.  The  moft  malicious  \arlet. 

Thy  wicked  head  never  at  reft,  but  hammering. 

And  haching  hellilh  things , and  to  no  purpofe , 

So  thou  mayft  have  thy  bafe  will. 

IFi.  Why  do  you  rail  thus .? 

Cannot  a feurvy  accident  fall  out , 

But  I muft  be  at  one  end  on’t? 

La.  Thou  art  at  both  ends. 
in.  Cannot  young  fallen  wenches  play  the  fools 
And  marry,  and  dye , but  I muft  be  the  agent  ? 

All  that  I did  (and  if  that  be  an  injury. 

Let  the  world  judge  it)  was  but  to  perfwade  her. 

And  (as  I take  it)  I was  bound  to  it  too , 

To  make  the  reverend  coxcombe  her  husband  Cuckold : 


What  elfe  could  I advife  her?  was  there  harm  i’this .? 

You  are  of  years , and  have  run  through  experience 
Would  you  be  content  if  you  were  young  again  ^ 

To  have  a continual  cough  grow  to  your  pillow? 

A rottennefs , that  vaults  are  perfumes  to ; 

Hang  in  your  roof,  and  like  a fog  infed  you.? 

Anointed  hammes,to  keep  his  hinges  turning. 

Reek  ever  in  your  nofe,  and  twenty  night  caps. 

With  twenty  feveral  fweats  ? 

To,  Some  Jew,  fome  Juftice, 

A thoufand  heathen  fmels  to  fay  truth  Madam, 

And  would  you  mellow  my  young  pretty  Miftrifs 
In  luch  a mif-ken  ? 

La.  Sirra, 

Where’s  the  body  of  my  Girl  ? 

IFi.  I know  not, 

I am  no  Conjurer,  you  may  look  the  body , 

I was  like  to  beftol’n  away  my  felf,  the  Spirit 

Had  like  to  ha  furpris’dme  in  the  lhapeof  a woman, 

Ofa  young  woman,  and  you  know  thofe  are  dangerous. 

To.  So  had  I Madam,  fimply  though  I ftand  here, 

I had  been  ravilh’d  too ; I had  twenty  Spirits, 

In  every  corner  of  the  houfe  a Fiend  met  me. 

La.  You  lye  like  Raskals, 

Was  Miftrils  Nenlove  fuch  afpiritSir? 

To  fright  your  worlhip^ 

Well,  I difeharge  you  Sir,  y’are  now  at  liberty. 

Live  where  you  pleafe  , and  do  what  pranks  you  fancy, 
You  know  your  lubftance:  though  you  are  my  Nephew, 
I am  no  way  bound  Sir  to  proted  your  mifehief*. 

So  fare  you  well. 

in.  Farewell  good  Aunt,  I thank  you, 

Adievv  honeft  Nicl{^  the  devil  if  he  have  power. 

Will  perfecute  your  old  bones,  for  this  Marriage, 
Farewell  Miftrefs  IFin, 

lo.  And  Ihall  we  part  with  dry  lips? 

Shall  we  that  have  been  fellow  devils  together 
Flinch  for  an  old  womans  fart  ? 

Wi.  ’Tis  a fine  time  anight  too,  but  we  muft  partN/c)^. 
To.  Shall  we  never  ring  again?  ne’retofs  the  tenor  , 
And  roul  the  changes  into  a Cup  of  Clarret  ? 

You  fhall  not  want  what  ere  I lay  my  hands  on. 

As  I am  fure  Automedon  the  Coachman, 

Shall  be  diftributed  •,  bear  up,  I fay,  hang  forrow  , 

Give  me  that  bird  abroad  that  lives  at  pleafure, 

Sam  the  Butler’s  true , the  Cook  a reverend  Trojan, 

The  Faulkner  fliall  fell  his  Hawks,  and  fwearthey  were 
rotten , 

There  be  fome  wandring  fpoons,  that  may  be  met  with, 
i’ll  pawn  a Coach  horfe,  peace,  utter  no  fentences. 
Theharlhnefs  fliall  be  us’d  in  our  wars  alfo  ^ 

Or  fliall  I drive  her  (tell  me  but  your  will  now , 

Say  but  the  w’ord)  over  fome  rotten  bridg , 

Or  by  a Marl-pit  fide  , file  may  flip  in  daintily. 

Let  me  alone  for  my  felf. 

Wi.  No,  no,  farewell  Toby., 

Farewell  Nicholas .,  no  fuch  thing. 

There  be  waysi’the  world,  if  you  fee  me 
A day  or  two  hence , rnay  be  wce’l  crack  a quart  yet. 
And  pull  a bell , commend  to  the  houftiold  ^ 

Nay,  cry  not  Toby.,  ’twill  make  thy  head  giddy. 

To.  Sweet  Mafter  Wildbraine. 

Wi.  No  more  Toby , go  the  times  may  alter — — ; 

But  where’s  the  coarfe  of  my  dead  cofen, 

(If  Ihe  be  dead)  I hop’d  ’thad  but  diflcmbled 
That  fits  heavy  here;  Toby.,  honeft  Toby., 

Lend  me  thy  Lanthorn,  I forgot  ’twas  dark, 

I had  need  look  to  my  ways  now. 

To.  Take  a lodging  with  me  to  night  in  the  Stal^Ie, 
And  ride  away  to  morrow  with  one  of  the  horfes. 

Next  your  heart,  pray  da 

Wi.  No,  good  night  good  neighbor  Toby,  1 will  wander, 
I fcorn  to  fubmit  my  felf,  ere  I have  rambled. 

But  whither,  or  with  what,  that’s  more  material; 

No 
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I No  matter,  and  the  worit  come,  it  is  but  itealing, 

And  my  Aunt  wo’not  fee  me  bang’d  for  her  own  credit, 
And  farewei  in  a Halter  coils  me  nothing.  Exu 

Enter  Hartlove. 

Fra».  The  night,  and  all  the  evil  the  night  covers. 

The  Goblins,  Haggs,  and  the  black  fpawn  of  darknefs. 
Cannot  fright  me ; no  death,  I dare  thy  cruelty. 

For  I am  weary  both  of  life  and  light  too  ^ 

Keep  my  wits  heaven,  they  fay  fpirits  appear 
To  melancholy  minds,  and  the  graves  open, 

I would  fain  fee  the  fair  Mariah  lhadow. 

But  fpeak  unto  her  fpirit  e’er  I dyed. 

But  ask  upon  my  knees  a mercy  from  her  ^ 

I was  a villain,  but  her  wretched  kinfinan. 

That  fet  his  plot,  lliall  with  his  heart-blood  fatisfie 
Her  injur’d  life  and  honor,  what  light’s  this  ? 

Enter  Wildbrain  with  a Lanthorn, 

inid.  It  is  but  melancholy  walking  thus ; 

The  Tavern  doors  are  baracado’d  too, 

Where  I might  drink  till  morn  in  expeflation  •, 

I cannot  meet  the  Watch  neither  ^ nothing  in 
The  likenels  of  a Conllable,  whom  I might. 

In  my  dillrefs,abufe,  and  fo  be  carried. 

For  want  of  other  lodging,  to  the  Counter. 

Fra.  ’Tis  his  voice.  Fate,  I thank  thee. 

IF 'Id:  Ha,  who’s  that,  and  thou  be’ll  a man  fpeak  ? 
Franks  Hartlove.,  then  1 bear  my  dellinies. 

Thou  art  the  man  of  all  the  world  I wilh’d  for-. 

My  Aunt  has  turn’d  me  out  a doors,  fhe  has. 

At  this  unchrillianhour,  and  I do  walk, 

Methinkslike  Guido  with  my  dark  Lanthorn, 

Stealing  to  fet  the  Town  a fire  \ i’  th’  Countrey 
I fhould  be  tane  for  IFiViam  o’  the  Wilpe, 

Or : Kobin  Good-feUono^  and  how  doll  Fran\  ? 

Ha.  The  worle  for  you. 

Wild.  Come,  tha’rt  a fool,  art  going  to  thy  lodging  ? 

I’ll  lie  with  thee  to  night,  and  tell  thee  flories, 

How  many  devils  we  ha  met  withal  ^ 

Our  houfe  is  haunted  Franks-,  whole  legions, 

I faw  fifty  for  my  lhare. 

Fr.  Didfl  not  fright  ’em  ? 

Wild.  How^  fright  ’em  ? no,  they  frighted  me  fufficiently. 

Fr.  Thouhadftwickednels  enough  to  make  them  Hare, 
And  be  afraid  o’thee,  malicious  devil  ^ 

And  draw  thy  fword,  for  by  Maria's  fbu4 
I will  not  let  thee  fcape  to  do  more  railchief. 

Wild.  Thou  art  mad,  what  doll  mean  ? 

Fr.  To  kill  thee,  nothing  elle  will  cale  my  anger. 

The  injury  is  frelh,  I bleed  withal. 

Nor  can  that  word  exprefs  it,  theres  no  peace  in’t. 

Nor  mull  it  he  forgiven,  but  in  deaths 
Therefore  call  tip  thy  valour,  if  thou’fl  any. 

And  fummon  up  thy  fpirits  to  defend  thee  • 

Thy 'heart  mull  fufler  for  thy  damn’d  prafliles, 
Againllthy  noble  cofin,  and  my  innocence. 

Wild.  Hold,  hear  a word^  did  I do  anything 
But  iftyr  your  good,  that  you  might  have  her. 

That  in  that  defperate  time  I might  redeem  her. 
Although  with  Ihewof 'lols. 

Fr.  Out  Ugly  villain, 

Fling  on  her  the  mollhated  name  of  whore 
To  the  worlds  eye,  and  face  it  out  in  courtefie. 

Bring  him  tofee’t,  and  make  me  drunk  to  attempt  it. 

E^er  Maria. 

Ma.  I hear  fbme  voices  this  way. 

Fr.  NoTnore,’if  you  can  pray,  do  it  as  you  fight. 

M* . What  new  frights  oppofeme?!  have  heard  that  tongue 

Wild.  ’Tis  my  fortune. 


You  could  not  take  me  in  a better  time.  Sir 
I ha  nothing  to  lofe  but  the  love  I lent  thW 
My  life  mylwordprote(ft  ’ 

M^.  I knov^  ’em  both,  but  to  prevent  their  rubles 

Yuli  not  difcover flay  men  moll  defperate ; 

; he  milchief  you  are  forward  to  commit 
W ill  keep  me  from  my  grave,  and  tie  my  fpirit 
To  endlefs  troubles  elle. 

Wild.  Ha,  ’tis  her  Gholl. 

Fr.  Maria  ? 


> 


Ma.  Hear  me  both,  each  wound  you  make 
Runs  through  my  foul,  and  is  a new  death  to  me 
Each  threatening  danger  will  affright  my  relt^  ’ 

Look  on  me  Hartlove.,  and  my  kinfman  view  me  • ! 

Was  I not  late  in  ray  unhappy  marriage,  ’ 

Sufficient  miferable  ? full  of  all  misfortunes? 

But  you  mull  add,  with  your  moll  impious  angers^ 

LInto  myffeeping  dull  this  infolence.^ 

Would  you  teach  time  to  fpeak  cterna'ly 
Of  my  difgraces  • make  Records  to  keep  ’em, 

Keep  them  in  brafs  ? fight  then,  and  kill  my  honor ' 

Fight  deadly  both,  and  let  your  bloody  fwords  ’ 
through  my  reviv’d,  and  reeking  infamy  * 
r That  never  lhall  be  pu/g’d  ) find  your  own  mines ; 

Hartlove.,  I lov’d  thee  once,  and  hop’d  again 
In  a more  bleffed  love  to  meet  thy  fpirit, 
f thou  kill’ll  him,  thou  art  a murtherer, 

’•  nd  murther  lhall  never  inherit  heaven : 

My  time  is  come,  my  concealed  grave  cxpeTs  me, 

Farewei,  and  follow  not,  your  feet  are  bloody. 

And  will  pollute  my  peace  : I hope  they  are  melted 
This  is  my  way  lure  ’ 

Fr.  Stay  bleffed  foul. 

Wi.  Would  Ihe  had  come  foonCr,and  ha  fav’d  Ibme  blood 

Fr.  Doll  bleed  > 

Wild.  Yes  certainly,  I can  both  lee  and  feel  it. 

Fr.  Now  I well  hope  it  is  not  dangerous  j 
Give  me  thy  hand,  as  honor  guides  me. 

I’ll  know  thee  again. 

Wild.  I thank  thee  heartily  i 
I know  not  where  to  get  a Surgeon  ^ 

This  vifion  troubles  me,  fure  Ihe  is  living. 

And  I was  foolilh  blind,  I could  nor  find  it  j 
I bleed  apace  Hill,  and  my  heart  grows  heavy, 

If  I go  far  I faint.  I’ll  knock  at  this  houfe. 

They  may  be  charitable,  would  ’twcrc  perfect  day. 


Enter  Mijirifs. 


Mill.  ’Tis  not  he:  What  would  you,  Sir? 

Wild.  I would  crave  a little  reft  Lady, 

And  for  my  hurts  fome  Surgerie,  lam  a Gentleman 
That  fortune  of  a fight 
Miji.  A haridlbme  Gentleman, 

Alas  he  bleeds,  a very  handlbme  Gentleman, 

Wild.  A fweet  young  wench,  bellirew  my  heart  a fair  one 
Fortune  has  made  me  Ibmc  recompence, 

Miji.  Pray  come  in,  the  air  is  hurtful  for  you. 

Pray  let  me  lead  you,  , i’ll  have  a bed  for  you  prefently. 

I’ll  be  your  Surgeon  too,  alas  fweet  Gentleman, 

Wild.  I feel  no  hurts,  the  morning  comes  too  fall  now. 
Miji.  Softly,  I bcfeech  you.  Exn 

Enter  Lady  and  Toby. 

'lob.  He  is  not  up  yet  Madam,  what  meant  you 
To  come  forth  lb  early  ? 

La.  You  blockhead  j 

Your  cyesarefow’dupitill,  they  cannot  fee 
When  it  is  day:  oh  my  poor  Maria-., 

Where  be  the  women 

Fob.  They  laid  they  would  follow  us. 

La.  Helballnot  laugh  thus  at  my  mifery. 

And  kill  my  child,  and  ileal  away  her  body, 

E e And 
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• And  kec  p her  portion  too. 

T.  ob.  Let  him  be^haiig’d  for’t, 

Voahave  my  voice, 

Ld.  Thefe  women  not  come  yet 

A Son-in-law,  Pil  keep  a Conjurer, 

But  I’ll  find  out  his  knavery. 

7ob  Do,  and  I’ll  help  him. 

\nd  if  he  were  hSre',  this  whip  fnould  conjure  him, 

Here’s  a and  it  catch  hold  on’s  breech, 

.I’c'e  make  him  foon  believe  the  Devil  were  there. 

La.  AnoldUfurer, 

lob.  He  married  the  money,  that’s  all  he  lookt  for  i 

For  your  daughter,  let  her  link  orfvvim. 

La,  I’ll  fwim  him  ^ 

rhisishishoufe,  I wonder  they  Hay  thus. 

That  we  might  rail  him  out  on’s  wits. 
lob.  They’ll  come. 

Fear  not  jMadam,  and  bring  clappers  with  ’em. 

Or  fome  have  loft  their  old  wont,  I have  heard. 

No  difparagement  to  your  Ladyllhp,  fomeo’  their  tongues 
Like  .T^/M-^-L/wce/w,  three  miles  off. 

La.  Oh  fie. 

How  tedious  are  they  ? 

To^.  What  and  we  loft  no  time, 

; You  and  I fhall  make  a fhift  to  begin  with  him, 

• And  tune  our  Inftruments  till  the  Confort  come 

To  make  up  the  fullnoife.  I’ll  knock. 

Jh.  Who’s  that  rapt  fo  faucily  ? 

lob.  ’Tis  I,  To/')',coiTiedown,orelle  we’ll  fetch  you  down, 
Alas,  this  is  but  the  Saints-bell,  here’s  a Gentlewoman 

Will  ring  you  another  peal,  come  down,  I fay. 

Jh.  Some  new  fortifications,  look  to  my  doors. 

Put  double  barrs,  I will  not  have  her  enter. 

Nor  any  of  her  Tribe,  they  come  to  tcrrifie  me; 

■ Keep  out  her  tongue  too,  if  you  can. 
l.a.  I hear  you, 

And  I will  fend  my  tongue  up  to  your  worfliip. 

The  eccho  of  it  fliall  flye  o’er  the  ftreet  s 

My  Daughter  that  thou  killedft  withkindnefs  (Jew) 

That  thou  betrayedft  to  death,  thou  double  Jew, 

And  after  ftol’ft  her  body. 

Isb,  Jew’s  too  good  for  him, 

Jh.  1 defieyou  both^ 

Tiiy  daughter  plaid  the  villain  and  betraid  me. 

Betrai’d  my  honor. 

La.  HonOT,  Rafcal, 

And  let  that  bear  an  aftion,  I’ll  try  it  with  thee, 

Honor  } 

lob.  Oh  Reprobate ! 

La.  Thoumufty  Jiiftice, 

Buy  an  honourable  halter  and  hang  thy  felf. 

Fob.  A worfnipfiil  ropes  end  is  too  good  for  him. 

La.  Get  honor  that  way,  thou  wot  die  a dog  elfe. 
lob.  Come  and  be  whiptfirft. 

La.  Where  is  her  Portion. 

Inter  Nurfe  and  Women. 

Jh.  Where  riPkeep  it  fafely. 

Nnr.  Traitor,'thou  flialtnot  keep  it. 

Jh.  More  of  the  kennelPput  more  bolts  to  th’  doors  there, 
And  arm  your  Pelves,  hell  is  broke  loofe  upon  us. 

lob.  I am  glad  y’are  come,  we’ll  blow  the  houfe  down. 

La.  Oh  Nurre,  ’lhave  fuchcaufe 

^Ti;.  Villain,  viper ,although  you  had  no  caufe,we  are  bound 
To  help. 

IS! nr.  Yes,  and  believe,  we  come  not  here  to  examine. 
And  if  you  pleafe  we’ll  fire  the  houfe 

Jh.  Call  the  Con ftable. 

lob.  A charitable  motion,  fire  is  comfortable. 

La.  No,no,  we’ll  only  lethim  know  our  minds, 

We  will  commit  no  outrage,  he’s  a Lawyer, 

Jh.  Give  me  my  Musket. 

La.  Where’s  my  daughters  body. 

That  I may  bury  it  ? 

W 1.  Speak,  or  we’ll  bury  thee, 

Nur.  Alive,  we’ll  bury  thee,  fpeak  old  Iniquity. 
lob.  Bury  him  alive  by  all  means  for  a teftimony.' 

Jh.  Their  voices  make  my  houfe  reel,  oh  for  Officers, 

I am  in  a dream,  thy  daughters  fpirit  ’ 

Wa’ks  a nights,  and  troubles  all  the  neighbors : 

Go  hire  a Conjurer,  I’ll  fay  no  more. 

La.  The  Law  fhall  fay  more. 

Wo.  Nur.  We  are  witnefles. 

And  if  thou  be’ft  not  bang’d  — ^ — • 

Enter  Lurcher  and  Boy. 

Lur.  Buy  a Book  of  good  manners, 

Afhort  Book  of  good  manners. 
loy.  Buy  nballad,  a ballad  of  the  maid  was  got  with  child 
lob.  That  might  ha  been  my  cafe  laft  night. 

I’ll  ha’t,  what  e’er  it  coft  me. 

Boy.  A ballad  of  the  Witches  hang’dat  Ludlow, 
lob.  I will  have  that  too 

There  was  an  Aunt  of  mine,  I think  amongft  ’em, 

I would  be  glad  to  hear  her  Teftament. 

Lttr.  Anew  Book  of  Women, 

Jh.  The  thunder’s  laid,  how  they  flare  at  him 

Lur.  A new  Book  of  Fools,  a ftrangeBook, 

Veryftrange  fools. 

Ju.  I’ll  owe  thee  a good  turn,  vffiate’er  thou  art. 

Lur.  A Book  of  W’alking  Spirits. 

Jh.  That  I like  not. 

lob.  Nor  I,  they  walk’d  me  the  Fools  Morris. 

Lur.  A Book  of  Wicked  Women. 

Y«.  That’s  well  thought  on. 

fear.  Of  rude,  malicious  Women,  of  proud  Women, 

Of  fcolding  Women,  we  fhall  ne’er  get  in. 

Boy.  A ballad  of  wrong’d  Maids. 

La.  I’ll  buy  that. 

Lur.  A little,  very  little  Book, 

Of  good  and  godly  Women,  a very  little  one. 

So  little  you  may  put  it  in  a Nutfhel. 
lob.  With  a fsnall  print  that  no  body  can  read  it. 

Nur.  Peace  firrah,  or  I’ll  tear  your  Books. 

Ju.  Open  the  door  and  let  him  in,  1 love  him. 

Lttr.  A Book  of  evil  Magiftrates. 

La.  I marry  d’ye  hear  that  Juftice. 

Lttr.  And  their  eviller  wives. 

That  wear  their  Places  in  their  Petticoats. 

Ju.  D’ye  hear  that  Lady. 

Boy.  A Book  new  printed  againft  Playing, 

Dancing,  Masking,  May-poles  ^ a zealous  Brothers  Book, 
And  full  of  Fables. 

Lur.  Another  Book  of  Women,  of  mad  women, ' 
Women  that  were  born  in  March.  Exit. 

La.  Are  you  got  in? 

We  would  ha  puJi’d  your  knaves  hide  elfe  ^ this  fellow 

Was  fent  to  abufe  us,  but  we  fhall  have  time 

To  talk  more  with  this  Juftice. 

Jh.  Farewel  Madam,  as  you  like  this,  come  vifit  me  agen, 
Y ou  and  your  treble  ftrings,now  fcold  your  hearts  out— • 

Wo.  Shall  he  carry  it  thus  away  ? 

Nur.  Go  to  the  Judge,  and  what  you’ll  have  us  fwear— 
La.  I thank  ye  heartily. 

I’ll  keep  that  for  the  laft,  I will  go  home. 

And  leave  him  to  his  Confcience  for  a while, 

If  it  fleeplong.  I’ll  wake  it  with  a vengeance.  Exit. 

Enter  Servants. 

1.  What  book  has  he  given  thee  .? 

2.  A dainty  book,  a book  of  the  great  Navy, 

Of  fifteen  hundred  fhipsof  Cannon-proof, 

Built  upon  Whales  to  keep  their  keels  from  finking  j 

And  Dragons  in  ’em,  thatfpit  fire  ten  milej 

And  Elephants  that  carry  goodly  Caftles. 

I.  Doft 

The  Little  Thief^ 
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1.  Doft  thou  believe  it? 

2.  Shall  we  not  believe  Books  in  print? 

1 . I have  John  Traylors  book  of  Hempfeed  too. 

Which  for  two  lines  I hapned  on  by  chance, 

I reverence. 

2 . I prethee  what  are  they  ? 

1.  They  are  fo  pat  upon  the  time,  as  if 
He  (ludied  toanfwer  the  late  Hilfriomaftix', 

Talking  of  change  and  transformations, 

That  wittily,  and  learnedly  he  bangs  him, 

So  maj^^  a Puritans  ruff,  though  ftarch’d  in  print, 

Be  turn’d  to  Paper,  and  a Play  writ  in’t 
And  confute  Horace  with  a Water  Poet : 

A Play  in  the  Puritans  ruff?  I’ll  buy  his  Works  foi’t, 

What  haft  there  a Ballad  too  ? 

2.  This  is  a piece  of  Poetry  indeed  ^ 

He Jings  j Juflke  cries  rvhhbt. 

What  noife  is  that.? 

1.  Some  cry  i th’  ftreets ; prethee  fing  on.  Sing  again. 

2.  Agen,  doft  not  hear  ? ’tis  i’th’  houfe  certainly .? 

1.  ’Tis  a ftrange  hoife?  and  has  a tang  o’th’  Jufrice. 

2.  Let’s  fee.?  Exit. 

Enter  the  Servants  bringing  in  their  Majier 
bound  and  gag^d. 

1.  Untie  his  feet,  pull  out  his  gagg,he  will  choakelfe;, 
What  defperate  rogues  were  thefe. 

2.  Give  him  frefh  air. 

Jh.  I will  never  ftudy  books  more: 

I am  undone,  thefe  villains  have  undone  me. 

Rifled  my  Desk,  they  liave  undone  me  learnedly : 

A fire  take  all  their  Books,  I’ll  burn  my  Study : 

Where  were  you  rafcals  when  the  villains  bound  me. 

You  could  not  hear.  ? 

1.  He  gave  us  Books,  Sir,  dainty  Books  to  bufieus^ 

And  we  were  reading,  in  that  which  was  the  Brew-houfe-, 

A great  way  ofl^  ^ve  were  linging  Ballads  tooj 

And  could  not  hear 
Jh.  This  was  a precious  thief, 

A fubtle  trick  to  keep  my  fervants  fafe. 

2,  What  ha  yon  loft  Sir  ? 

Jit.  Theyranfack’d  all  before  my  face,  andthreatned 
To  kill  me  if  1 cough’d,  they  have  a chain. 

My  rings,  my  box  of  calling  gold,  mypurfetoo. 

They  robb’d  me  miferably but  that  which  mofl  grieves  me. 
They  took  away  fomc  Waitings  ’twas  a rogue 
That  knew  me,  and  fet  on  by  the  old  Lady, 

I will  indite  her  for’t.  u 

1.  Shallwe piirfne ’em.? 

Jh.  Run,  nin,  curfed  raskals, 

I am  out  of  my  wits,  let  not  a creature  in, 

No  not  with  neceflaries. 

2.  Wefhall  be  ftarv’d. 

Jh.  I’ll  buy  my  meat  at  window  as  they  pals  by  ^ 

I wo’nt  truft  my  Scrivenor,  he  has  books  too  ^ 

And  bread  I’ll  ha  flung  up  •,  I charge  ye  all 
Burn  all  the  books  i’th’  houfe. 

1.  Your  little  Prayer  Book  ? 

Jh.  I’ll  never  pray  agen.  I’ll  have  my  doors 
Made  up,  nothing  but  walls,  and  thick  ones  too  j 
No  found  fhall  tempt  me  agen,  remember  I 
Have  forfwore  books, 

2.  If  you  fhould  be  call’d  to  take  your  oath? 

Jh.  I will  forfwear  all  oaths,  rather  than  fee 

A thing  but  in  the  likenefs  of  a book : 

And  I were  condemn’d,  I’ll  rather  chufe  to  hang, 

Than  read  agen  •,  come  in,  and  fearch  all  places. 

They  may  be  about  the  houfe,  were  the  doors  lock  d? 

I . But  the  keys  in  ’em,  and  if  they  be  gone. 

They  couldnot  v/ant  wit  to  lock  us  in.  Sir, 

Jtt.  Never  was  a man  fb  miferably  undone, 

I W'ouldlofealimb,  to  fee  their  roguefhips  totter. 

Exeunt. 


Enter  Lady  and  Nurfe. 

La.  Thy  brothers  daughter, faifl:,and  born  in  TFales  ? 
Nur.  I have  long  time  defired  to  fee  her,  and  I hope 
Your  Ladyfhip  will  hot  be  offended. 

La.  No,  no. 

Nur.  I fhould  be  happy,  if  flie  might  be  ferviceable 
To  you  i\fadam. 

La.  Beflirewme,  but  at  firfl,  file  took  me  much 
Is  file  not  like  Maria  ? fitting  afide  * 

Her  language  very  like  her,  and  I love  her 
The  better  for’t,  I prethee  call  her  hither. 

She  fpeaks  feat  Englilh. 

TEur.  Why  G uenniih^  Guennith.^  du  hmritnah  Guennitbi 
She  is  courfe  Madam,  after  her  countrey  guife, 

And  were  flie  in  fine  cloths 

La.  I’ll  have  her  handfome ; 

Enter  Maria. 

W’hat  part  of  JFales  were  you  born  in .? 

Ma.  In  Abebundis  Madam. 

Nur.  She  fpeaks  that  name  in  which  we  call  Brech;; 

La.  What  can  you  do  ? (mA- 

Ma.  Her  was  toe  many  tings  in  frji/,know  not  the’ fafhi^ 

on  \n  Londons '{  her  was  milk  the  Cows,  make  feeze  and  but- 
ters, and  fpin  very  well  the  Welfh  freeze,  her  was  Cooke  to 
te  Mountain  Cots,  and  fing  very  line  prittifh  tunes, was  mage 
good  ales  and  breds,  and  her  know  to  dance  on  Sundays, 
marge  you  now  Madams.  ’ 

La.  A pretty  innocence,!  do  like  her  infinitely,  Kurfe^ 
And  if  1 live — 

Tenter  Servant. 

Ser.  Here  is  I\fr.  Hartlove.,  Madam,  come  to  fee  you. 

La.  Alas  poor  Gentleman,  prethee  admit  him. 

Enter  Hartlovc  and  Gent. 

Ha.  Madam,  I am  come  to  take  my  lafl  leave. 

La.,  How  Sir? 

Ha.  Of  all  my  home  affedions,  and  my  friends. 

For  the  intereft  you  had  once  in  Maria, 

I would  acquaint  yoinvhen  I leave  the  kingdom. 

La.  Would  there  were  any  thing  in  my  poor  power 
That  might  divert  your  Will,  and  make  you  happy  ^ 

I am  fure  I have  wrong’d  her  too,  but  let  your  pardon 
Aflure  me  you  are  charitable  i file’s  dead 
Which  makes  us  both  lad : W hat  do  you  look  on  ? 
Thelikeft  face 

Ma.  PlefTeus  awlc,  why  docs  that  fentilman  make  fuch 
unders  and  mazements  at  her,  I know  her  not. 

Ha.  Be  not  offended  maid.  (to  him. 

La.  How  the  wench  bluflics,  flie  reprefents  Mjr/W lols 
Ma.  Will  the  fentilman  hurt  her  ? pray  you  be  her  de- 
fences, w'as  have  madphifnomies,  is  her  troubled  with  Lu- 
naticksin  her  prainpans,  bid's  us  awle. 

Ha.  Where  had  you  this  face  ? 

Ma.  Her  faces  be  our  none,  I warrant  her. 

Ha.  I wonothurt  y'^ou,  all  the  lineaments 
That  built  Maria  up all  thofe  fpringing  beauties 
Dwell  on  this  thing,changebut  her  tongue  I know  her; 

Let  me  fee  your  hand. 

Ma.  Vu  Gnin.  was  never  thieves,  and  robberies  ^ here  is 
no  findge  in  her  hands  warrant  her. 

Ha.  Truflme,  the  felf  fame  white. 

And  foftnefs,  prethee  fpeak  our  Englifh  Dialeft. 

Ma.  Haleggs?  what  does  her  fpeage  hard  urds  to  her, 
to  make  poor  Guennith  ridicles,was  no  mannerly  fentilman 
to  abufe  her. 

Ha.  By  the  love, 

Thateverlafling  love  I bear  Maria 

Ma.  Maria^h^r  name  w'as  Guemth^-ind  good  names,w’as  poor 
elfe,omanmaid,her  have  no  fine  kanags  to  madge  her  tricklie 
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in  her  own  cnntrieswasheldafine  enfeher  can  telsher,and 
honefi:  enfe  too,  marg  yon  dat  now,  her  can  keep  her  little 
legs  dole  enough,  warrant  her. 

La.  How  prettily  this  anger  fliews. 

1.  She  gabblesinnocently. 

Ha.  Madam  farewel,  and  all  good  fortune  dwell  vve’e, 
Withme  my  ownahedions  j farewel  Maid, 

Fair  gentle  Maid. 

2.  She  lighs. 

hi  a.  Ducatawhee. 

Ha.  I cannot  goe,  there’s  fomewhat  calls  me  back. 

hla.  Poor  Fraakey 

Flow  gladly  would  1 entertain  thy  love. 

And  meet  thy  worthy  flame,  but  lhame  forbids,  me  : 

If  plea,le  her  Ladyflhp  dwell  here  with  Giiennethy  and  learn  to 
fpinn  and  card  nil,  to  mage  flannells,  and  linfeyes  ulfeis,  fall 
tavvgeo’d  urds  to  her  L adylhipsurfliips  for  her. 

Lbs  tsars  flow  from  him. 
The  tears  of  true  affedion,  woe  is  me, 

Oh  curled  love  that  glories  in  maids  miferies, 

And  true  mens  broken  hearts.  (forgive  her. 

L<7.  Alas  I pity  him, the  wench  is  rude,  and  knows  you  not, 

! hJj.  Wype  your  nyes  yray you,  though  was  porn  in  Walls 
’mong  craggy  rocks,  and moimtalns,yet  heart  is  foft,look  you 
hur  can  weep  too,  w'hen  hur  fee  men  mage  prinie  tears  and 
lamentations. 

H. n.  How  hard  Ihe  holds  me  ? 

Juft  as  Maria  did,  weeps  the  fame  drops. 

Now  as  1 have  a living  Ibul,  her  fight  too- 
, What  fnall  I think,  is  not  your  name  Maria^ 

] If  it  be  not,  delude  me  with  fo  much  charity 
* To  fay  itis; 

M.Z.  Upon  her  life,  you  was  mighty  deal  in  love  v/ith  Ibme 
podies,  your  pale  feekes  and  hollow  nyes,  and  pantings  upon 
. her  pofom,  know  very  well,  becaufe  look  you,  her  think  her 
honeft  fentilman,  you  fall  call  her  Maria. 

Ha.  Good  Madam,  think  notill  I am  thus  fancy. 

La.  Oh  no  Sir,  be  you  not  angry  with  the  wench. 

Ha.  lam  moft pleas’d. 

I.  Lets  interrupt  him,  heTl  be  mad  outright  elle. 

2 . Obferve  a little  more. 

Ha.  Would  I could  in  your  language  beg  a kifs, 

Ma.  If  her  have  neceftities  of  a kifs,  look  you,  dcreisone 
in  faritics. 

- Ha.  Letmefufter  death. 

If  in  my  apprehenflontwotwinn’d  cherries 
bemoreakinn,  than  her  lips  to  Maria'^s: 

And  if  thisharfh  illufion  would  but  leave  her, 

She  werethe  fame,  good  Madam,  fliall  I have 
'four  confeut  now  ? 

La.  To  what? 

I Ha.  To  give  this  Virgin  to  me. 

La.  She’s  not  mine,  this  is  her  kinfwoman. 

And  has  more  power  todifpofes  alas,  I pityhinr. 

Pray  gentleman  prevail  with  him  to  goe 
More  that  I wnlh  his  comfort  than  his  abfence. 

Ha.  You  have  been  always  kind  to  me,  will  you 
Deny  me  your  fair  Cofin? 

Ni(.  ’Twere  fit  you  firft  obtain’d  her  own  confent. 

Hj.  She  is  no  friend  that  wilhes  my  departure, 

I doe  not  trouble  you. 

I.  ’Tis  notMjriiZ. 

Ha.  Her  fliadow  is  enough.  I’ll  dwell  with  that, 

Purfiie  your  own  ways,  Ihall  we  live  together? 

Ma.  If  her  will  come  to  morrow  and  tauge  to  her,  her 
will  tell  her  more  of  her  meanings,  and.thenif  her  be  me- 
lancholy, her  will  fing  her  a Welch  Song  too,  to  make  her 
merries,  but  Guenith  was  very  honeft  ^ her  was  never  love 
but  onefentleman,andhewas  bear  her  great  teal  of  good- 
ills  too,  was  marry  one  day  S.  I>avy,  her  give  her  five  pair 
of  white  gloves,  if  her  will  dance  at  her  weddings. 

Ha.  All  I am  worth. 

And  all  my  hopes  this  ftrange  voice  would  forfake  her^ 

For  then  fne  fnud  be prethee  ftaya  little. 


Hark  in  thine  ear,  dillemble  not,  but  tell  me, 

And  fave  my  life-  I know  you  are  Maria: 

Speak  but  as  I doe,  ten  words  to  confirm  me  ^ 

You  have  an  En^lijh  foul,  do  not  dilguife  it 
From  me  with  thefe  ftrange  accents— She  pinch’d  hard 
Again,  andfigh’d. 

La.  What  ails  the  Wench?  Lxit. 

Nttr.  Why, 

Ha.  She’s  gone  too. 

2.  Come  leave  this  dream. 

Ha.  A dream  ? I think  fo  -, 

But  ’twas  a pleafing  one,  now  I’ll  obey. 

And  forget  all  thefe  wonders,  lead  the  way.  Exeunt^ 


JBus  Quartus, 

Sccena  Trim  a. 

Enter  Wildbrain  and  Toby. 
/Ti/.TjOneftro^j-? 

JlJL  ‘To.  Swe&t  Mr.  fFild  hr  ai>ty’ — I amgladi  ha  met 
ILild.  W hy,  did  my  Aunt  fend  for  me  ? (w’ye 

Lob.  Your  Aunt’s  a mortal,  and  thinks  not  on  yon 
For  ought  I can  perceive. 

Wild.  Is  my  cofin  alive  agen  > 

Tob.  Neither,  and  yet  we  do  not  hear 
That  file’s  buried. 

M'^ild.  What  fiiould  make  thee  glad  then  ? 

Lob.  What  fiiould  make  me  glad?  have  I notcaule. 

To  fee  your  Princely  body  well,  and  walk  thus. 

Look  blithe  and  bonny,  and  your  Wardrobe  wimie  ftill  ? 

Wild.  The  cafe  is  clear,  and  I ha  found  a Mine, 

A perfedt  Indky^  fince  my  Aunt  caftiier’d  me  j 
What  think’ft  of  this.'? 

Lob.  Oh  delicate  bells. 

Wild.  Thou  putteftme  in  mind. 

We  are  to  ring  anon,  I mean  to  fend  for  thee  j 
Meet  me  at  the  old  Parifii  Church. 

Lob.  Say  no  more. 

Wild.  Wftien  thy  Lady  is  a bed,  we  ha  confpir’d 
A midnight  peal  for  joy. 

Lob.  If  I fail , hang  me  i’  th’  bell-ropes. 

Wild.  And  how  ? and  how  does  my  Aunt  ? 

Lob  She’s  up  to  th’  ears  in  Law  j 
1 do  fo  whirl  her  to  the  Counfellors  chambers. 

And  back  again,  and  bounce  her  for  more  money. 

And  too  again,  I know  not  what  they  do  with  her  ^ 

But  file’s  the  merrieft  thing  among  thefe  Law-drivers; 

And  in  their  ftudies  half  a day  together; 

If  they  do  get  her  with  Magna  Chartay  file  fwear^ 

By  all  the  ability  of  her  old  body. 

She  will  fo  claw  the  Juftice,  file  will  fell 

The  tiles  of  the  houfe  file  vows,  and  Sack  out  o’th’  Cellar, 

I (Thatfheworfiiips  to  Idolatry)  but  file’ll  hang  him. 

Wild.  I would  Ihe  could : but  hark  thee  honeft  Lohy. 

If  a man  have  a Miftrils,  may  we  not. 

Without  my  Aunts  leave,  torrow  now  and  then 
A Coach  to  tumble  in,  towards  the  Exchange, 

And  fo  forth.'? 

Lob.  A Miftrifs  ? 

Wil.  She  may  be  thine  when  we  are  married. 

Tob.  Command,  I’ll  carry  you  both  in  pomp  ; 

And  let  my  Lady  go  a foot  a Law-catching, 

And  exercifo  her  corns : where  is  file  Mafter  John  ? 

Wild.  ’Shat  fee  her. 

Lob.  Shall  we  ring  for  her  ? 

Wild.  And  drink  her  health  ? 

Lob.  Drink  ftifly  for  five  hours. 

Wild.  We’ll  drink  fifteen. 

Lob. 
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- Tob.  To  night  ? we  will  ha  twenty  Torches  then, 

And  through  the  fcreets  drive  on  triumphantly  ^ 
Triumphantly  we’ll  drive,  by  my  Ladies  door. 

As  lama  Chrillian,  Coachman,  I will  rattle  yoii 
And  Urine  in  her  porch,  and  Ihelhall  fear  me; 

If  you  fay  more,  1 Ihall  run  mad  outright, 

I will  drink  Sack,  and  furfeit  inftantly  j 
I know  not  where  I am  now.  Exit^ 

Enter  Lurcher. 

IVi.  Hold  for  thy  buttons  lake,  the  knave’s  tranfported. 
Lttr.  Jacl^  Wildbrain  ? ( thee  now } 

IF lid.  Honelt  7'ow,  how  thrives  the  fellonious  world  with 
Lftr.  \ oil  look  and  talk  as  you  were  much  exalted. 

JFild.  Th’art  i’th’  right  Torn.  I’ll  tell  thee  firft, 

I ha  IhookofF  my  Aunt,  and  yet  I live  Itill, 

And  drink,  and  ling  ^ herhoufe  had  like  to  ha  Ipail’d  me  •, 

I keep  no  hours  now  ^ 

Nor  need  any  falfe  key 

To  the  old  womans  Cabinets,  I ha  money 

Upon  my  word,  and  pawn  no  oaths  to  th’  Butler. 

No  matrimonial  proteftations 

For  Sack-polTets  to  the  Chambermaid, 

I praiie  my  Fate,  there  be  more  ways  to  th’  wood  Tom. 

Lur.  Prethec  releafe  my  wonder. 

IF dd.  I’ll  increafe  it,  wipe  thine  eyes, 

Here  is  a chain  worth  money,  andfome  man  had  it, 

A fbolilt  Diamond,  and  other  trifles 

Lttr.  The  very  fame.  Oh  Gipfey ! Infidel ! 

All  that  I Iweat,  and  ventur’d  my  neck  for, 

He  has  got  already  *,  who  would  truH  a frrumpet ; 

IFtld.  This?  This  is  nothing  to  what  I pollefs 
At  home. 

Lur.  What  home? 

JFild.  A houfe  that  fliall  be  namelefs  s 
The  Millrifs  of  it  mine  too,  fuch  apiece 
For  flelh  and  blood,  added  to  that  lb  loving— 

Lur.  Is  fne  married  ? 

Wild.  I know  not,  nor  I care  not  ^ 

But  fuch  a prize,  fo  mounting,  fo  delicious. 

Thou  wilt  run  mad.  I’ll  tell  thee  more  hereafter, 

Lur.  Nay,  prethee  a word  more. 

Wild.  I took  no  pains  to  find  out  all  this  Paradife, 

My  defriny  threw  me  iipon’t  i’th  dark,  1 found  it 
Wanting  a Lodging  too. 

Lur.  No  old  acquaintance? 

Wild.  Never,  never  faw  her  j 
i But  thefe  things  happen  not  in  every  age: 

I cannot  ftay,  if  thou  wilt  meet  anon 

At  my  own  randevow,  thou  kno weft  the  Tavern, 

We’ll  flip  together,  after  that  a company 
Of  merry  lads  have  made  a match  to  ring. 

, Lur.  You  keep  your  exercife,  i’th’  old  Church? 

Wild.  No  other, 

There  is  no  Mufick  to  the  Bells,  wewo’d 
Have  Eonfires  if  we  durft,  and  thou  w’o’d  come 
Itfliallcoft  thee  nothing  Tow,  hang  pilfering, 

: And  keep  me  company,  in  time  I may 
i Shew  thee  my  wench  too. 

Lur.  I cannot  promife but  you  will  be  there  ? 

Wild.  WT’ll  tofs  the  Bells,  and  make  the  Steeple 
Roar  boy,  but  come  to  flipper  then. 

Lur,  My  hand,  and  exped  me  ; 

Yes,  I will  come  or  fend,  and  to  fome  purpofe  j 
Art  come  boy? 

^ Enter  Boy  veithGon  n,  Beard,  and  Con(l aides  jtajf. 

I Excellent,  Knave,  how  didft  thou  piirchale  thefe? 

Boy.  The  ftaff  Iftole  laft  night  from  a fleepingCon- 
The  reft  I borrowed  by  my  acquaintance  with  (ftable  •, 
ThePla3^ers  boyes-,  3'ou  werebeftto  lofe  no  time.  Sir. 
Lur.  So,  fo,  help  bo\^,  ’tis  very  well,  do  I not  look 


Like  one  that  breaks  the  Kings  peace  with  authority  ? 

\ ou  know  your  charge,  prepare  things  handfomely. 

My  diligent  boy,  and  leave  me  to  my  office, 

Boy.  There  wants  nothing  already  3 but  I fly  Siik  Exit. 

Lur.  Now  Fortune  prove  no  flut,  and  I’ll  adore  thee^ 
Within.  Ser.  Whofe there?  Knocks. 

Lur.  A friend  wo’d  fpeak  with  Mafter  Juftice.  ^ * 

Ser.  Who  are  you? 

Lur.  I am  the  Conftable. 

Ser.  My  Mafter  is  not  at  leafure  toliearbufinefs. 

Lur.  How?  Not  at  leafure  to  do  the  King  fervice* 

Take  heed  what  you  fay,  Sir  ^ I know  his  worfliip,  ’ 

If  he  know  my  bulinefs,  would  no  excufe. 

Ser.  Youmuft  goto  another  Juftice,  I’ll  aflure 
My  Mafter  is  not  well  in  health. 

Lur.  I know  not. 

But  if  yourworlhipful  be  not  at  leafure 
To  do  himfelf  a benefit,  1 am  gone  Sir, 

An  infinite  benefit,  and  the  State  fhall  thank  him  fbr’t  j 
Thank  him,  and  think  on  him  too  3 I am  an  Officer. 

And  know  my  place,  but  I do  love  the  Juftice  3 
1 honor  any  authority  above  me ; 

Befide,  he  is  my  neighbor,  and  I worfliip  him. 

Ser.  You  have  no  Books,  nor  Ballads,  Mr  Conftable, 
About  you  ? 

Lur.  W’hat  Ihould  I doe  with  Books  ? does  it  become 
A man  of  my  place  tounderftand  fugh  matters  ? 

Pray  call  your  Mafter,  if  he  pleafe  to  follow  me, 

I lhall  difeoverto  him  fuch  a plot. 

Shall  get  him  everlafting  fame.  I’ll  be  hang’d  for’t. 

And  he  be  not  knighted  inftantly,  and  for  reward 
Have  fbmeof  the  malefactors  Lands,  I’ll  bring  him  too  • 

But  I cannot  delay  time.  ' Within, 

Ju.  Who’s  that? 

Ser.  A Conftable  Sir,  would  fpeak  about  fome  bulinefs, 
He  fays  will  bring  you  Fame,  and  mighty  profit. 

Lur.  Pleafe  your  worlhip  come  down, I’ll  make  you  happy^ 
The  notabl’ft  piece  of  villany  1 have  in  hand  Sir, 

And^’ou  lhall  find  it  out-,  I ha  made  choice 
To  bring  yourworlbipto  the  firft  knowledge,  and 
Thank  me,  as  you  find  the  good  on’t  afterwards. 

Ju.  What  is  it  ? Treafon  ? 

Lttr.  ’Tis  little  better,  I can  tell  3'ou  I havelodg’d 
A crew  of  the  moft  rank  and  defperate  villains 
They  talk  of  robberies  and  vvaies  they  did  ’em  i 
And  how  they  left  men  bound  iu  their  ftudies. 

Ju.  With  Books  and  Ballads? 

Lur.  ThatSir,  that,  and  murders. 

And  thoufand  knaveries  more,  they’re  very  rich  Sir, 

In  Money,  Jewels,  Chains,  and  a hundred  more 
Devices. 

Ju.  Happy,  happy  Conftable,  I meet  3'e 
At  the  back  door,  get  ready  knaves. 

Lur.  Not  a man  I beleech  ^mu, 

I have  privately  appointed  ftrength  about  me, 

They  cannot  ftart,  your  men  would  breed  fufpition  *, 

All  my  defire  is,  you  would  come  alone  ^ 

That  you  might  have  the  hopeof  the  enterprile,  ^ , 

That  you  might  hear  ’em  firft,  and  then  proceed,  Sir, 

Ju.  Icome,  I come. 

Lur.  ’Tis  very  well.  ^xit. 

Ju.  Keep  all  my  doors  faft, ’tis  fomething  late. 

Lur.  So,fo,  and  pleafe  your  worlhip  1 dired  you. 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  My  Mafter  ftaies,  I doubt  his  lime-twigs  catch  not,. 
If  they  doe,  all’s  provided  3 but  I all 
This  while  forget  my  ownftatc,  fair  Maria 
Is  certainly  alive,  I met  her  in 
Another  habit,  with  her  Nurfe,  ’tvvasflie: 

There  is Ibme  trick  in’t,  but  when  this  is  over. 

I’ll  find  it  out,  this  projed  for  the  Ufiirer 
May  have  goodeffed;,  however, ’twill  be  fport 
To  mortifie  him  a little  3 

Enter 
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The  Slight -npall^r,  or 


Enter  Lurcher. 

He’s  coijie  without  him  : 

Have  you  fail’d,  Sir.? 

Lur.  Profpcr’d?  my  little  Ingineer  *,  away. 

He  is  i’th’  next  room,  be  not  you  feen,  firrah. 

Boy.  The  pitfall’s  ready,  never  Juftice 
Was  catcht  in  fuch  a nooze : e’er  he  get  out. 

He  fhall  run  through  a fcouring  purgatory, 

Shall  purge  him  to  the  quick,  ’tis  night  already. 


Exit 


Exit, 


Enter  Algripe  and  Lurcher. 

Lur.  Comefbftly,  yet  Sir,  Ibftly,  are  you  not  weary? 
y«.  Th’aft  brought  me  into  a melancholy  place, 

I fee  no  creature. 

Lur.  This  is,  Sir,  their  Den 
Where  they  fuppofe  themfelves  fecure,  I am  faint. 

With  making  hafte-,  but  I muff  be  thus  troubled, 

And  therefore  never  go  without  a Cordial  j ^ Seems  to 
Without  this  I fhould  dye  ^ drinks 

How  it  refrefhes  me 

Already  Pwiirtpleafe  your  worfnip?  I might  have  had 
The  manners  to  ha’  let  you  drink  before  me^ 

Now  amllufly. 

Ju.  ’Twas  agoodtafte. 

Lur.  T alle  ? how  d’ye  find  the  virtue,nay  Sir,fpare  it  not : 
My  wife  has  the  Receipt,  does  it  not  ftir 
Your  Worfhips  body  ? when  you  come  to  examine, 

’Twill  make  you  fpeak  like  thunder. 

Ju.  Hoy  he. 

Lur.  It  works  already. 

Ju,  Is  there  never  a chair,  1 was  wearier  than  1 thought, 
But  who  lliall  we  have  to  take  ’em.  Mr.  Conftable  ? 

Lur.  Let  me  alone,  when  1 but  give  the  watch-word 
We  will  have  men  enough  to  furprize  an  Army. 

Ju.  1 begin  to  be  fleepy,  what,  halt  a chair? 

Enter  another  with  a chair. 


Lur.  They  do  not  dream  of  us,  ’tfs  early  rifing  • 

Care,  care,  and  early  riling,  Common-vvealrhsmen 
Are  ever  ibb'/ea  to  the  nods  ^ fit  down.  Sir, 

A fhort  nap  is  not  much  amifs  •,  fo,  fo,  he’s  faff  • 
Faflasafilli  i’th’net,  he  has  winking  powder 
Shall  work  upon  him  to  our  wifli,  remove  him, 

^ Nay,  we  may  cut  him  intocollops  now 
1 And  hcne’rfeel-,  have  you  prepar’d  the  vault,  firrah? 

) Boy.  Yes,  yes,  Sir,  every  thing  in’s  place. 

Lur.  When  you  have  plac’d  him,  you  and  I boy 
Mull;  about  another  projedt  hard  by,  his  potion 
Will  bindhim  fure  enough  till  we  return, 

Thisvillany  weighs  mainly.  But  we’ll  purge  ye.  Exit. 

Bells  ring. 

Enter  Sexton. 

Sex.  Now  for  mine  ears,  mine  ears  be  conftant  to  me  j 
They  ring  a wager,  and  1 muff  deal  juftly,  ha  boys. 

Enter  Lurcher  and  Boy. 

Lur.  Doft  hear ’em,  hark,thefe  be  the  Ringers  ? 

Boy.  Are  you  fure  the  fame  > 

Lur.  Or  my  diredtions  fail  ^ 

The coaft is  clear: 

How  the  bells  go?  how  daintily  they  tumble? 

And  methinks  they  feem  to  fay  i Fine  fools  I’ll  fit  you. 

Sejc.  Excellent  agen,  good  boys — .oh  that  was  nought. 
Lur.  Who’s  that? 

Bey.  Be  you  conceal’d  by  any  means  yet,  hark. 

They  ftop,  I hope  they’ll  to’t  agen,  clofe  Sir. 


Enter  Wildbrain,  Toby,  Ringers. 

Wild.  A palpable  knock. 

Ring.  ’Twas  none. 

by  Sexton  then, 

Ir  1 have  ears. 

Sex.  A knock,  a knock,  agrofsone. 

^^™^,^’y°^^.6^jlo«ofwine,you  ring  moll  impiouflv, 
A vvprfhipful  company  of  the  Knights  o’thWefl: 

And  handle  a bell  with  no  more  dexterity  ? ^ 

Y oil  think  you  are  in  Lhames-flreet 
Juftling  the  Carts:  oh  a dean  hand’s  a Jewel. 

Boy.  Good  fpeed  to  your  good  exercife 
7o.  Y’ are-welcome 

% T come,  Sir, from^  Gentleman, and-aeighbor  hard  by, 

Onethat  loves  your  Mufick  well.  ^ 

io.  He  may  have  more  on’t. 

Handle  a bell,  as  you  were  haling  timber  > 

Grofs,  grofs,  and  bafe,  abfurd. 

Ring.  I’ll  mend  it  next  peal. 

R knowledge  of  you,  whether  it  be'  • 

By  the  Ear  you  ring  thus  cunningly,  or  by  the  Eye  i 
For  to  be  plain,  he  has  laid  ten  pounds  upon’t 
Wild.  But  which  way  has  he  laid .? 

Boy.  That  your  Ear  guides  you, 

And  not  your  Eye. 

?■  only  inftniment : 

Boy.  But  how  fhall  we  be  fure  on’t 

AnH?’  a fine  cunning  thing  to  ring  by  th’ 

And  can  you  ring  i’  th’  dark  fo  ? ^ d&r  fure 

All  night  long, boy.  ^ 

An^tin  Gentlemen, 

And  half  his  wager  he  allows  among  ye  • 

Is  t poflible  you  fhould  ring  fo/  ’ 

^ ""S  when  am  dead  drunt 

Out  with  the  lights,  no  twinkling  of  a candle, 

1 know  my  rope  too,  as  I know  my  nofe  , 

Andean  bang  it  foiindly  i’th’ dark,  I warrantyou.. 
W.Coine,let’sconlirmhimftraight’and  win  the  wager.  £*, 
Boy.  Letme  heartoftrengthen  me: 

And  when  y’ave  rung,  I’ll  bring  the  money  to  yob. 

Lur.  So,  fo,  follow  ’em  i 

They  fhall  luve  a cool  reward,  one  hath  gold  of  mine. 
Good  ftore  in’s  pocket,  ° j>  ■ 

But  this  will  be  reveng’d  in  a fliort  warning. 

They  are  at  it  lufrily  ^ hey,  how  wantonly 
They  ring  away  their  cloaths,  how  it  delights 
Boy.  Here,  here,  Sir. 


mo; 


Enter  Boy  with  cloaths. 

Lur.  Haft  Wildhrain^s  ? 

Hjs  whole  cafe.  Sir  - I felt  itout,  and  by  the  guards 
This  fhould  be  the  Coachmans,  another  fiiit  too. 

Lur.  Away  boy,  quickly  now  to  the  Ufurer, 

His  hour  to  wake  approaches. 

Boy.  That  once  finifhed. 

You  11  give  me  leave  to  play.  Sir : here  they  come.  Ex 
Enter  Wildbrain,  Toby,  and  Ringers. 

Wild.  \ am  monflrous  weary. 

T run  ^ Reach  me  my  cloak  to  cover  me, 

I run  tooyl  Iikea  Porpife-  ’twas  a brave  peal. 

Sex  Let  me  light  the  candle  firfl,then  I’ll  wait  on  you. 

A very  brave  peal.  ^ 

To.  Carman  you  came  in  clofe  now. 

Wild.  Sure ’tispafl  midnight. 

I hear.  (nofe^ 

^ pillar?  ’tis  harder  than  my 
Where  s the  boy  promis’d  us  fivepounds? 
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mid.  Room,  I fweat  (till  ^ come,  come,  my  cloak, 

I lliall  take  cold. 

Enter  Sexton. 

Sex.  Where  lies  it? 

JVild.  Here,  here,  and  all  our  deaths. 

Sex.  Where,  where.'? 

King.  I’th’ corner. 

T j.  Is  thy  candle  blind  too,  give  me  the  bottle, 
lean  drink  like  a Fifn  now,  like  an  Elephant. 

Sex.  Here  are  the  corners,  but  here  are  no  deaths  •, 

Yes,  here  is  a ciifb 

, mud.  A cuff?  give  me  the  candle, 

Cuffes  wonot  cover  me — Hmell  the  knavery. 

7ob.  Is’tcometoacuffPmywhoIefuit  turned  to  a button? 
JEild.  Now  am  las  cold  again  as  though  ’twere  Chriftmas;, 
Cold  with  my  fear,  I’ll  never  ring  by  the  ear  more. 

To.  My  new  deaths  vanifii’d  ? 

All  my  deaths 
Kidg.  Here’s  none. 

Tob.  Not  one  of  my  dragons  wings  left  to  adorn  me. 
Have  I muted  all  my  feathers 
Wild.  Cheated  by  the  ear  •,  a plot  to  put  out  the  candle  j 
I could  be  mad  ; Iny  chain,  my  rings,  the  gold,  the  gold.’ 

, 7ob.  Thecold,  the  cold  I cry,  and  1 ciy  truly. 

Not  one  fleeve,  nor  a cape  of  a cloak  to  warm  me. 

Wild.  W'hat  miferable  fools  were  we  ? 

Tob.  We  had  e’en  beft,  gentlemen. 

Every  man  chufe  his  rope  again,  and  fallen  it. 

And  takeafl:ort  turn  to  a better  fortune. 

To  be  bawds  to  our  miferies,  and  put  our  own  lights  out  ? 

Wild.  Prethee  Sexton  lets  have  a fire  at  thy  houfe. 

A good  fire,  we’U  pay  thee  fome  way  for’t,  I am  (tone  cold. 
Sex.  Alas  I pity  you,  come  quickly  Gentlemen. 
mud.  Sure  I ha  been  in  a dream,  I had  no  Miflrifs, 

Nor  gold,  nor  deaths,  but  am  a ringing  rafcal. 

T ob.  Fellows  in  afflidion,  let’s  take  hands  all. 

Now  are  we  fit  for  tumblers.  , ' 

Enter  Lurcher  bringing  in  Algripe, 

Lnr.  So,fo,  prefently  hisfleep  will  leave^him. 

And  v/onder  feizeupon  him, 

Bid’em  within  be  ready, 

Ju.  What  found’s  this  ? '• 

What  horrid  dinne.?  what difmal place  is  this.? 

I never  faw  before,  and  now  behold  it-, 

But  by  the  half  light  of  a Lamp,  that  burns  here: 

My  fpirits  fhake,  tremble  through  my  body  ^ 

Help,  help. 

Enter  two  Furies.)  with  bUckftapers. 

Mercy  proted  me,  my  foul  quakes, 

Whatdreadful  apparitions!  how  1 fhudder! 

1.2.  Fh.  Algripe. 

Ju.  What  are  you? 

I . We  are  hellhounds,  hellhounds,  that  have  commifTion 
From  the  Prince  of  darknefs. 

To  fetch  thy  black  Ibul  to  him. 

Ju.  Am  I not  alive  Hill  ? 

1 . Thou  art,  but  we  have  brought  thee  inllruments 
Will  quickly  rid  thy  miferable  life,  Stabb, 

2.  Poylbn. 

1.  Hang  thy  felf,  this  choice  is  offer’d, 

2.  Thou  canfl  not  hope  for  heavens  thybafe  foul  is 
Lofl:  to  all  hope  of  mercy. 

2.  Quickly,  quickly. 

The  torments  cool. 

I . And  all  thy  friends  exped  thee. 

Come  with  us  to  that  pit  of  endlefs  horror, 

Or  we  will  force  thee. 

Ju.  Oh,  oh,  oh.  • ’ 
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1 . Groans  are  too  late,  fooner  the  ravifher 
Whole  foul  is  hurl’d  into  eternal  frofl,  ’ 

Stung  with  the  force  of  twenty  thoufand  winters 
T o punifli  the  diflempers  of  his  blood,  ’ 

Shall  hope  to  get  from  thence,  than  thou  avoid 
The  certainty  of  meeting  hell  where  he  is. 

Shall  murderers  be  there  for  ever  dying. 

Their  fouls  fl:ot  through  with  Adders,  tornonEnmnes 
Dying  as  many  deaths  for  killing  one,  ° ’ 

Couldany  imagination  number  them. 

As  there  be  moments  in  eternity : 

And  Hiallthat  Juftice  Iparethec,  thathafl  flain 
Murdered  by  thy  extortion  fo  many .?  ’ 

Ju.  Oh,  oh. 

2 . Do  execution  quickly,  or  we’ll  carry  thee  alive  to  hell 
Ju.  Gently,  gentle  devils,  do  not  force  me 

To  kill  my  felf,  nor  do  not  you  do’tforme  ^ 

Oh  let  me  live.  I’ll  ma.ke  amends  for  all. 

1.  Tell  iis  of  thy  repentance?  perjur’d  villain. 

Pinch  oft  his  flefli,  hemufl  bewhipt,  falted  and  whipt, 

Ju.  Ohmifery  of  miferies! 

Recorders  i .2  .T ear  his  accurfed  limbs,  to  hell  with  him,ha ! 
Amifchief  on  that  innocent  face,  av/ay.  Creeps  in. 

Enter  Boy  like  an  Angel. 

Boy.,  Malicious  furies  hence,  choak  notthe  feeds 
Of  holy  penitence, 
f Ju.  Tliismufl  bean  Angel, 

How  at  his  prefence  the  fiends  crawl  away  ? 

Here  is  fome  light  of  mercy. 

Boy.  Be  thou  wife, 

And  entertain  it,  wretched,  wretched  man  ^ 

What  poor  defence  hath  all  thy  wealth  been  to  thee? 
W’hat  fays  thy  confcience  now  ? 

Ju.  Be  my  good  Angel,  here  I promifethee. 

To  become  honefl,  and  renounce  all  villany , 

Enjoyn  me  any  pennance.  I’ll  build  Churches  i 
A w'hole  City  of  Hofpitals. 

Boy.  Take  heed. 

There  is  no  dallying,  nor  are  thefe  impos’d. 

Ju.  Name  any  thing  within  my  power,  fweetAngelj 
And  if  I do  not  faithfully  perform  it. 

Then  whip  me  every  day,  burn  me  each  minute, 

Whole  years  together  let  me  freeze  to  Hides. 

Boy.  I’th’ number  of  thy  foul  oppreflions  ^ 

Thou  hafl  undone  a faithful  Gentleman, 

By  taking  forfeit  of  his  Land. 

Ju.  Young  L«rc/jfr, 

I do  confefs. 

Boy.  He  lives  moft  miferable, 

Andin  defpairmay  hang  or  drown  himfelf^ 

Prevenl  his  ruine,  or  his  blood  will  be 
More  fin  in  thy  account : haft  thou  forgotten 
He  had  a filler  ? 

Ju.  I do  well  remember  it. 

Boy.  Couldll  thou  for  Mammon  break  thy  folemn  vow. 
Made  once  to  that  unhappy  maid,  that  weeps 
A thoufand  tears  a day  for  thy  unkindnefs. 

Was  not  thy  faith  contracted,  and  thy  heart  ? 

And  couldll  thou  marry  another  ? 

Ju.  But  fhe  is  dead. 

And  I will  make  true  fatisfaClion. 

Boy  What  do  I inflance  thefe  that  hafl  been  falfe 
To  all  the  world. 

Ju.  I know  it,  and  will  henceforth 
Practice  repentance,  do  not  frown  fvveet  Angel  ^ 

I will  reflore  all  Mortgages,  forfwear 

Abominable  Ufury,  livechafles 

For  I have  been  wanton  in  my  Ihroud,  my  age  ^ 

And  if  that  poor  innocent  maid,  I fb  abus’d. 

Be  living,  I will  marry  her,  andfpend 
My  days  to  come  religioufly. 

Boy.  I was  commanded  but  a MefTenger 
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To  tell  thee  this,  and  refcue  thee  from  tliofe, 

Whofe  malice  would  have  dragg’d  thee  quick  to  hell, 

If  thou  abufe  this  mercy  and  repent  not. 

Double  damnation  will  expedthee  for  it  j 
But  if  thy  life  be  virtuous  hereafter, 

A bleflednels  (hall  reward  thy  good  example. 

Thy  fright  hath  much  dilfraded  thy  weak  fences. 

Drink  of  this  viol,  and  renew  thy  fpirits 
I ha  done  my  office,  think  on’t  and  be  happy. 

L«r.  So,  fo,  he  gapes  already,  now  he’s  tall:  •, 

Thou  haftaded  rarely,  but  this  is  not  all-, 

Firft,  help  to  convey  him  out  o’ th’ vault. 

Boy.  You  will  difpenfe  with  me  now,at;  you  promis’d.  Sir, 
Lur.  We  will  make  ffiift  without  thee,  th’all  done  well. 
By  our  device  this  bondage  may  fcape  hell.  Exit. 

Enter  Lady^  Nurfe^  Maria, 

La.  Didfr  think  Maria.,  this  poor  outfide,  and 
Dillcmbling  of  thy  voice  could  hide  thee  from 
A mothers  fearching  eye,  though  too  much  fear, 

Leif  thou  wert  not  the  fame,  might  blind  a Lover 
That  thought  thee  dead  too  ^ oh  my  dear  Maria., 

I hardly  kept  myjoyes  in  from  betraying  thee: 

Mdlcorae  again  to  life,  we  Oiall  find  out 

The  myflcry  of  thy  ablence  ^ conceal 

Thy  perfon  ftill,  for  Algripe  mu  ft  not  know  thee : 

And  exercile  this  pretty  Dialed  j 
If  there  be  any  courfe  in  Law  to  free  thee, 

Thou  fhaltnot  be  fbmiferable  ^ belilent 
Good  Nurfc. 

Ntir.  You  fhonld  not  need  to  fear  me,  Madam, 

. I do  not  love  the  ufuring  Jew  fo  w'eI4 
Befide,  ’twasmy  trick  to  difguife  her  fo. 

La.  Be  not  dejeded  Mall. 

Ma.  Your  care  may  comfort  me  ^ 

But  I defpair  of  happinefs : 

Hart  love,  I dare  not  fee  him. 

Nur.  We’ll  withdraw. 

L^.  I fhall  but  grieve  to  fee  his  paffions  too, 

Since  there’s  no  poffibility  to  relieve  him. 

Enter  Hartlove. 

Ha.  The  world’s  a Labyrinth,  where  unguided  men 
Walk  up  and  down  to  find  their  wearinefs 
Nofooner  have  we  meafured  with  much  toil 
Onecrpoked  path  with  hope  to  gain  our  freedom. 

But  it  betrays  us  to  a new  affiidion^ 

What  a ftrange  mockery  will  man  become 
Shortly  to  all  the  creatures  ? 

Oh  Mariahl 

If  thou  be’ft  dead,  why  does  thy  ftiadow  fright  me  ? 

Sure  ’tis  becaufe  I live  ■,  were  I but  certain 
To  meet  thee  in  one  grave,  and  that  our  dull 
Might  have  the  priviledgeto  mix  in,  filence. 

How  quickly  fhould  my  foul  fhake  off  this  burthen! 

Enter  Boy. 

Thus  far  my  wifhes  have  fuccefs,  I’ll  lofe 
No  time : Sir,  are  not  you  call’d  Mr.  Hartlove} 

Pardon  my  rudenefs. 

Ha.  What  does  that  concern 
Thee  Boy,  ’tis  a name  cannot  advantage  thee» 

And  I am  weary  on’t. 

Boy.  Had  you  conceal’d. 

Or  I forgot  it,  Sir,  fo  large  were  mv 
Diredions,  that  you  could  not  fpeak  this  language. 

But  I fhould  know  you  by  your  forrow. 

Ha.  Thou 

Wert  well  inform’d,  it  feems^  well,  what’s  your  bufinefs? 
Boy.  I come  to  bring  you  comfort. 

Ha.  Is  Marla 


Alive  agen?  that’s  fomewhat,  and  yet  not 
Enough  to  make  my  expectation  rife,  to 
Pafthalf  a bleffing-,  fince  we  cannot  meet 
To  make  it  up  a full  one  •,  th’artiniftaken. 

Boy.  When  you  have  heard  me,  you’ll  think  otherwife : 
In  vain  I fhould  report  Maria  living: 

The  comfort  that  1 bring  you,  muft  depend 
Upon  her  death. 

Ha,  Th’art  a diffembling  boy. 

Some  one  has  fent  thee  to  mock  me  j though  my  anger 
Stoop  not  to  punifhthy  green  years  unripe 
For  malice^  did  I know  what  perfon  Pent  thee 
To  tempt  my  forrow  thus,  I fhould  reveng  it. 

Boy.  Indeeci  I have  no  thought  fo  uncharitable. 

Nor  am  I fent  to  grieve  you,  let  mefuffer 
More  punifhment  than  ever  boy  deserv’d. 

If  you  do  find  me  falfe  ■,  I ferve  a Miftrifs 
Would  rather  dye  than  play  with  your  misfortunes*, 
Then  good  Sir  hear  me  out. 

Ha.  Who  is  your  Miftrifs  .■? 

Boy.  Before  I name  her,  givemefome  encouragement, 
That  you  receive  her  m.eflage  : fhe  is  one 
That  is  full  acquainted  with  your  mifery, 

And  can  bring  fuch  a portion  of  her  forrow 
In  every  circumftance  fo  like  your  own, 

You’ll  love  and  pity  her,  andwifli  your  griefs 
Might  marry  one  anothers. 

Ha.  Thou  art  wild? 

Canft  thou  bring  comfort  from  fb  fad  a creature  ? 

Her  miferable  Itory  can  at  beft. 

But  fwell  my  Volume,  large  enough  already. 

Boy,  She  was  late  belov’d,  as  you  were,  promis’d  faith, 
And  marriage^  and  was  worthy  of  a better 
Than  he,  that  ftole  Maria’’ s heart. 

Ha.  How’s  that? 

Boy.  Juft  as  Maria  dealt  with  your  affeCtion, 

Did  he  that  married  her  deal  with  my  Miftrifs, 

When  carelefs both  of  Honor  and  Religion^ 

They  cruelly  gave  away  their  hearts  to  ftrangers. 

Ha.  Part  of  this  truth  I know,  but  prethee  boy 
Proceed  to  that  thou  cam’ft  for  ^ thou  didft  Promile 
Something,  thy  language  cannot  hitherto 
Encourage  me  to  hope  for. 

Boy.  That  1 come  to  : 

My  Miftrifs  thus  unkindly  dealt  withal. 

You  may  imagine,  wanted  no  affliction^ 

And  had  e’r  this,  wept  her  felf  dry  as  Marble, 

Had  not  your  fortune  come  to  her  relief, 

Andtwinnto  her  own  forrow  brought  her  comfort. 

Ha.  Could  the  condition  of  my  fate  fo  equal, 

Leften  her  fufferings  ? 

Boy.  I know  not  how 
Companions  in  grief  fometimes  dirainilh 
And  make  the  prcfliire  eafie  by  degrees ; 

She  threw  her  troubles  off,  remembring  yours. 

And  from  her  pity  of  your  wrongs,  there  grew 
Affection  to  your  perfon  thus  increas’d. 

And  with  it,  confidence,  that  thole  whom  Nature 
Had  made  fo  even  in  their  weight  of  forrow. 

Could  not  but  love  as  equally  one  another, 

Were  things  but  well  prepar’d,  this  gave  her  boldnefs 
To  employ  me  thus  far. 

Ha,  A ftrange  mellage,  boy. 

Boy.  If  you  incline  to  meet  my  Miftrifs  love. 

It  may  beget  your  comforts^  befidesthat, 

’Tis  Ibme  revenge,  that  you  above  their  Icorn 
And  pride  can  laugh  at  them,  whofe  perjury 
Hath  made  you  happy,  and  undone  tiiemlelves. 

Ha.  Have  you  done  boy  ? 

Boy,  Only  this  little  more  ^ 

When  you  but  lee,  and  know  ray  Miftrils  well. 

You  will  forgive  my  tedioufnefs,  Ihe’sfair, 

Fair  as  Maria  was. 

Ha,  I’ll  hear  no  more. 


The  little  Thief^ 


Co  foolifhboy,  audtell  thy  fonder  Miftrifs  1 

She  has  no  fecond  Faith  to  give  away  ^ 

And  mine  was  given  to  Marh^  though  her  death 
Allow  me  freedom,  fee  the  Pidure  of  her. 

Enter  Maria,  Nurfe. 

I would  give  ten  thoufand  Empires  for  the  fubllance  ^ 

Yet  for  Mjriiz’s  fake,  whofe  divine  Figure 
That  rude  frame  carries,  I will  love  this  counterfeit 
Above  all  the  world,  and  had  thy  Miftrifs  had  all 
The  grace  and  bloflbmof  herfex-,  nowfhe 
Is  gone,  that  was,  walking,  a Spring  of  beauty, 

I would  not  look  upon  her. 

Boy.  Sir,  your  pardon, 

1 have  but  done  a meflage,  as  becomes 
A fervant,  nor  did  fhe  on  whole  commands 
I gladly  waited,  bid  me  urge  her  love 
To  your  difquiet,  fne  would  chide  my  diligence 
If  I fhould  make  you  angry. 

Ha.  Pretty  boy. 

Boy.  Indeed  I fear  I have  offended  you  : 

Pray  if  I have,  enjoyn  meanypennanceforit: 

I have  perform’d  one  duty,  and  could  as  willingly 
To  purge  my  fault,  andfhew  Ifuffer  with  you. 

Plead  your  canfe  to  another. 

Ha.  And  I’ll  take  thee 

At  thy  word  boy,  thou  haft  a moving  language. 

That  pretty  innocent,  Copy  of  Maria 
Is  all  I love,  I know  not  how  to  fpeak, 

Winn  her  to  think  well  of  me,  and  I w ill 
Reward  thee  to  thy  willies. 

Boy.  I undertake 

Nothing  for  gain,  but  fince  you  have  refolv’d, 

To  love  no  other.  I’ll  be  faithful  to  you. 

And  my  prophetick  thoughtsbid  me  already 
Say  I fhall  profper. 

Ha.  Thou  wert  fent  to  blefs  me. 

Boy.  Pray  give  us  opportunity. 

Ha.  Be  happy.  Exit. 

Nur,  Fle’s  gone. 

Boy.  With  YOur  fair  leave  Miftrifs. 

Ma.  Have  you  bufmefs  with  her  pray  you? 

Boy.  I have  a meflage  from  a Gentleman, 

Plcale  you  vouchfafe  your  ear  more  private. 

Nnr.  You  fhall  have  my  abfenceNeece.  Exit. 

Ma.  Was  the  fentleman  afear’d  to  declare  his  matters 
openly,  here  was  no  bodies  was  not  veryhoneft,  if  her  like 
not  her  errands  the  petter,  was  wilt  to  keep  her  preaths 
to  cool  her  porridges,  can  tell  her,  that  now  for  aule  her 
private  hearings  and  tawgings. 

Boy.  You  may,  ifpleafeyou,  find  another  language. 

And  with  left  pains  be  underftood. 

Ma.  What  is  her  meaning? 

Boy.  Come,  pray  fpeak  your  own  Englifh. 

Ma.  Have  boyes  loft  her  itts  and  memories  ? blefs  us  aule. 
Boy.  Imuft  be  plain  then,  come,  I knowyoii  are 
Maria^  this  thin  vail  cannot  obfcure  you: 

I’ll  tell  the  w'orld  you  live,  I have  not  loft  ye, 

Since  firft  with  grief  and  fhame  to  be  furpriz’d, 

A violent  trance,  took  away  fliew  of  life  ^ 

I could  difcover  by  what  accident 

You  were  convey’d  away  at  midnight,  in 

Your  coffin,  could  declare  the  place,  and  minute. 

When  you  reviv’d,  what  you  have  done  fince  as  perfeftly — 
Ma.  Alas,Iambetraid  to  new  misfortunes. 

Boy.  You  are  not,for  my  knowledge,  I’ll  be  dumb  , 
Forever,  rather  than  befuch  a traitor  ^ 

Indeed  I pity  you,  and  bring  no  thoughts,  ' 

, But  full  of  peace,  call  home  your  modeft  blood,  - . 

Pale  hath  too  long  ufurp’d  upon  your  face  j •; 

Think  upon  love  agen,  and  the  poCeffion  . .. 

Of  full  blown  joyes,  now  ready  to  falute  you.  , 

Ma.  Thefe  words  undo  me  more  than  my  own  griefs. 
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Boy.  I fee  how  fear  would  play  the  tyrant  with  you. 

But  I’ll  remove  fufpition  •,  have  you  in 

Your  heart,  an  entertainment  for  his  love 

To  whom  your  Virgin  faith  made  the  firft  promife? 

Ma.  If  thou  mean’ft  Hartlove^  thou,  doft  wound  me  ftill, 
I have  no  life  without  his  memory. 

Nor  with  it  any  hope  to  keep  it  long  ; 

Thou  feefti  walk  in  darknefs  like  a thief, 

That  fears  to  fee  the  w'orld  in  his  own  fhape, 

My  very  fhadow  frights  me,  ’ris  a death 
To  live  thus,  and  not  look  day  in  the  face. 

Away,  I know  thee  not. 

Boy  You  fhall  hereafter  know,  and  thank  me  Lady^ 

I’ll  bring  you  a difeharge  at  my  next  vifit, 

Of  all  your  fears,  be  content,  fair  Maria., 

’Tis  worth  your  w'onder. 

Ma.,  Impoffible. 

Boy.  Be  wife  and  filent, 

Drels  your  felf,  you  ffiall  be  what  you  wifh. 

Ma.  Do  this,  and  be 
My  better  Angel. 

Boy.  All  your  care’s  on  me.  Exeunt. 


JBus  Quintus,  * 

Sexna  Primjt 

Enter  Lurch,  and  Boy, 

Lur.^  Muft  applaud  thy  diligence. 

1 Boy.'  It  had  been  nothing 
To  have  left  him  in  the  Porch  •,  I call’d  his  fervants, 

With  wonders  they  acknowledg’d  him,  I pretended 
It  was  fomefpice,  fureof  the  falling  ficknefs, 

And  that,  ’tw^as  charity  to  bring  him  home  ^ 

They  rubb’d  and  chaf’d  him,  ply’d  him  wdth  Strong  water, 
Still  he  was  fenfelefs,  clamors  could  not  wake  him-, 

I wifli’d  ’em  then  get  him  to  bed,  they  did  fo. 

And  almoft  fmother’d  him  with  ruggs  and  pillows ; 
And’eaufe  they  fhould  have  no  caufeio  fufpedl  me^ 

I watch’d  them  till  he  wak’d. 

Lur.  ’Twas  excellent. 

Boy.  When  his  time  came  to  yawn,  and  ftretchhimfelf, 

I bid  ’em  not  be  hafty  to  difcover 

How  he  was  brought  home  ^ his  eyes  fiilly  open 

With  trembling  he  began  to  call  his  fervants, 

And  told  ’em  he  had  feenftrangevi  lions, 

That  fhould  convert  him  from  his  heathen  courfes  ; 

They  wondred,  and  were  filent,  there  he  preach’d 
Howfweettheair  of  a contented  confcience 
Smelt  in  hisnofe  now,  ask’d  ’email  forgiveneft 
For  their  hard  pafture  fince  they  liv’d  with  him  j 
Bid  ’em  believe,  and  fetch  out  the  cold  Sur-loin  : 

Pierce  the  ftrong  beer,  and  let  the  neighbors  joy  in’t : 

The  conceal’d  Muskadine  fhould  now  lie  open 
To  every  mouthy  that  he  would  give  to  th’ poor. 

And  mend  their  wages-,  that  his  doors  fhould  be 
Open  to  every  miferable  futor. 

Lur.  What  faid  his  fervants  then .? 

Boy.  They durft  not  fpeak, 

Butbleft  themfelves,  and  theftrange  me'Uns  that  had 
Made  him  a Chriftian  in  this  over-joy, 

I took  my  leave,  and  bad  ’em  fay  their  prayers^ 

And  humor  him,  left  he  turn’d  Jew  agen. 

Lur.  Enough,  enough.  Who’s  this. 

Enter  Toby. 

’Tis  one  of  my  ringers-,  ftand  dole,  my  Ladies  Coachman. 

To.  Buy  a mat  for  a bed,  buy  a mat  j 
Would  I were  at  rack  and  manger  among  my  horfes  ^ 

We  have  divided  the  Sextons  . , 

p f HoufhoM. 


2 26  T^he  U^ight'Vpalker,  or  ’ 

HoufhoH-ftuff  among  US,  one  has  the  nigg,  and  he’s 

1 Turn’d  Iri  fli,  and  another  has  a blanket,  and  he  mufi:  beg  in’t 
The  fheets  ferveanotherfor  a frock,  and  with  the  bed-cord. 
He  may  pafs  for  a Porter,  nothing  but  the  mat  would  fall 

To  my  fhare,which  with  the  help  of  a tune  and  a halTock 

Out  o’th’  Church,  may  difguife  me  till  I get  home  •, 

A pox  o’ bell-ringing  by  the  ear,  if  any  man  take  me 

At  itagen,  let  him  pull  mine  to  the  Pillory;  I could  wilh 

I had  loft  mine  ears,  fo  I had  my  cloaths  again : 

The  weather  wo’not  allow  this  fafiiion, 

I do  look  for  an  Aguebefides. 

L«r.  How  the  raskal  lhakes  ? 

'lo.  Here  are  company  : 

Buy  a Mat  for  a Bed,  buy  a Mat, 

A haflbek  for  your  feet,  or  a Pifs  clean  and  fweet  •, 

Buy  a Mat  for  a Bed,  buy  a Mat : 

Ringing  I renounce  thee.  I’ll  never  come  to  church  more. 
Lur.  You  with  a Mat. 

I am  call’d. 

If  any  one  fhould  offer  to  buy  my  Mat,what  a cafe  were  I in.? 
Oh  that  I were  in  my  Oat-tub  with  a horfe-loaf. 

Something  to  hearten  me : 

I dare  not  hear ’em-. 

Buy  a mat  for  a bed,  buy  a mat. 

Lur.  He’s  deaf. 

Lob.  1 am  glad,  I am  r buy  a mat  for  a bed. 

Lur.  How  the  raskal  fweats  ? What  a pickle  he’s  in? 
Every  ftreet  he  goes  through  will  be  a nev/  torment. 

Lob.  If  ever  I meet  at  midnight  more  a jangling  ; 

I am  cold,  and  yet  I drop  j buy  a mat  for  a bed, buy  a mat. 
Lur.  He  has  punifhment  enough.  Exit. 

Enter  Wildbrain. 

W’ho’s  this,  my  tother  youth  ? he  is  turn’d  Bear. 

Wild.  I am  halfe  afraid  of  my  felf : this  poor  ihift 
! ; got  o’  th’  Sexton  to  convey  me  handfbmily 

To  fome  harbor,  the  wench  will  hardly  know  me  ^ 

They’ll  take  me  for  fome  Watchman  o’th’parifh  j 

I ha  nc’r  a penny  left  me,  that’s  one  comfort  j 

And  ringing  has  begot  a monftrous  ftomach. 

And  that’s  another  mifthief:  I w'^erebeftgo  home. 

For  every  thing  will  fcorn  me  in  this  habit. 

Belides,  I amfo  fiill  of  thefe  young  bell-ringers  *, 

If  I get  in  adoors,  not  the  power  o’th’ countrey. 

Nor  all  my  Aunts  curfes  lhall  difembogue  me. 

Lur.  Bid  her  come  hither  prefently, — hum,’tis  he. 

Exit.  Serv. 

Wild.  I ambetraidtoone  that  will  eternally  laugh  at  me, 
Three  of  thefe  rogues  will  jeer  a horfe  to  death. 

, Lur.  ’TisMr./Ti/fif^Mi«ftire,  and  yet  me  thinks 
i His  falhion’s  ftrangely  alt’red,  firrah  ^'atchman, 

1 f ou  rugamuffin,  turn  you  lou2.ie  Sears  skin  ; 

' You  with  the  Bed-rid  Bill. 

^ Wild.  H’as  found  me  out  ^ 

' T here’s  no  avoiding  him,  I had  rather  now 
'■  3e  arraign’d  at  Nevogafb  for  a robbery. 

Than  anfwertohis  Articles;  your  Will  Sir, 

1 am  in  hafte. 

Lur.  Nay,  then  I will  make  bold  wi’ye  i 

A Watchman,  and  afham’d  to  fhew  his  countenance, 

His  face  of  authority  > I have  feen  that  phyfiognomy  j 
W^ere  you  never  in  prifbn  for  pilfering .? 

Wild.  How  the  rogue  worries  me. 

Lur.  Why  may  not  this 

Be  the  villain  robb’d  my  houfe  laft  night. 

And  walks  difguis’d  in  this  malignant  rugg. 

Arm’d  witn  a tun  of  Iron?  I will  have  you 

Before  a Magiftrate. 

Wild.  What  will  become  of  me? 

Lur.  What  art  thou?  fpeak. 

Wild.  I am  the  wandring  Jew,  and  pleale  your  worfhip. 
Lur.  By  your  leave  I wilHhew  you  then 

A Synagogue,  ielip’t  Bridenoel.y  where  you. 

Under  correction,  may  reft  your  felf ; 

Y ou  have  brought  a bill  to  guard  you,therebedog-whpi9 
Tofirk  fuch  rugg’d  currs,  whips  without  bells 

Indeed. 

Wild,  Bells. 

Lur.  How  he  fweats? 

Wild.  Imuftbe  known,  as  good  at  firft  ^ now  jeer  on. 

But  do  not  anger  me  too  impudently, 

T he  Rabbi  will  be  mov’d  then.  ; 

Lur.  How?  Jack^Wildbrain.^ 

What  time  o’  th’  Moon  man,  ha .?  what  ftrange  bells 

Haft  in  thy  brains.? 

Wild.  No  more  bells. 

No  more  bells,  they  ring  backwards. 

Lwr.  Why , where’s  the  wench,  the  bleffing  that  befel  thee? 
The  unexpected  happinefs  ? where’s  that  Jackj 

Where  are  thy  golden  days  ? 

Wild.  It  was  his  trick,  as  fure  as  I am  louzie. 

But  how  to  be  reveng’d  — — 

Lur.  Fie,fie, 

Marry  a Watchmans  widow  in  thy  young  daies, 

With  a revenue  of  old  Iron  and  a Rugg  ? 

Is  this  the  Paragon,  the  dainty  piece. 

The  delicate  divine  rogue  ? 

Wild.  ’Tis  enough,  lam  undone, 

Mark’d  for  a mifery,  and  lb  leave  prating  - 
Give  me  my  Bill. 

Lur.  You  need  not  ask  your  Taylors, 

Unlefs  you  had  better  Linings  \ it  may  be, 

To  avoid  fulpition,  you  are  going  thus 

Difguis’d  to  your  fair  Miftrifs. 

Wild.  Mock  no  further. 

Or  as  I live.  Til  lay  my  Bill  o’ thy  pate. 

I’ll  take  a Watchmans  fury  into  my  fingers, 

To  ha  no  judgement  to  diftinguifh  perfbns. 

And  knock  thee  down. 

Lur.  Come,  I ha  done,  and  now 

Will  fpeak  fome  comfort  to  thee,  I will  lead  thee  i 

Now  to  my  Miftrifs  hitherto  conceal’d  ^ 

She  fhall  take  pity  on  thee  too,  flie  loves 

A handfome  man  ^ thy  mifery  invites  me  ' 

To  do  thee  good.  I’ll  not  be  jealous, 

Her  beauty  fhall  commend  it  felf  ^ but  do  not,  , ■ 

when  I have  brought  you  into  grace,  fiipplant  me. 

Wild.  Art  thou  inearneft .?  by  this  cold  Iro.n 

Lur.  No  oaths,  I amnotcoftive^  here  Ihe  comes,  | 

Enter  Mi^rifs. 

Sweet-heart,  I have  brought  a Gentleman,  : 

A friend  of  mine  to  be  acquainted  with  you,  | 

He’s  other  than  he  feems  ^ why  d’ye  flare  thus  ? i 

Mill.  Oh  Sir,  forgive  me,  I have  done  ye  wrong. 

Lur.  What’s  the  matter?  didftever  fee  her  afore  ; 

Wild.  Prethee  do  what  thou  wot  wi’me,  if  thou  haft  i 
A mind,  hang  me  up  quickly.  ; 

Lur.  Never  defpair.  I’ll  give  thee  my  fhare  rather,  | 

T ake  her,  I hope  fhe  loves  thee  at  firffc  light,  j 

She  has  petticoats  will  patch  thee  up  a fuit  ^ J 

I refign  all,  only  I’ll  keep  thefe  trifles. 

I took  fome  pains  for  ’em,  Itakeit 

What  think  you  pink  of  beauty,  come  let  me 

Counfel  you  both  to  marry,  Ihe  has  a trade,  j 

If  you  have  audacity  to  hook  in  Gamefters : ; 

Let’s  ha  a wedding,  you  will  be  wondrous  rich  j i 

For  fhe  is  impudent,  and  thou  art  miferable  ^ j 

’Twill  be  a rare  match.  j 

Mifl.  As  you  are  a man,  forgive  me.  I’ll  redeem  all.  j 

Lur.  You  wo’not  to  this  geer  of  marriage  then?  ; 

No,  no,  I thank  you  Tow,  I can  watch  for  ! 

A groat  a night,  and  be  every  gentlemans  fellow.  ExitMi.\ 
Lur.  Rife  and  be  good,  keep  home  and  tend  your  bulinels.. 
Wild.  Thou  haft  don’t  to  purpofe,give  me  thy  hand  Lom^  r 
Shall  we  be  friends  ? thou  feeft  what  ftate  I am  in,  ' 

I’ll  undertake  this  pennance  to  my  Aunt,  j 
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Juft  as  I am,  and  openly  I’ll  goe  •, 

Where,  if  I be  received  again  for  currant, 

And  fortune  fmile  once  more  — 

Lur.  Nay, nay,  I’m  fatisfied,ro  farewsl  honeft  louzie  Jacl{, 
Wild.  I cannot  help  it,  fome  men  meet  with  ftrange  defti- 
If  things  go  right  thou  mayft  be  hang’d,  and  I nies. 

May  live  to  fee’t,  and  purchafe  thy  apparel : 

So  farewel  Tow . commend  me  to  thy  Polcat.  Uxh. 

Enter  Lsdy.^  Nttrfe^  Servant. 

(ripe  i 

La.  Now  that  1 have  my  counfel  ready,  andmycaufe 
The  Judges  all  inform’d  of  the  abufes  j 

Nowthathelhould  be  gone. 

Nur.  No  man  knows  whether. 

And  yet  they  talk  he  went  forth  with  a Conftable 

That  told  him  of  ftrange  bufmefs  that  would  bring  him 
xMoney  and  Lands,  and  Heaven  knows  what  ^ but  they 
Have  fearch’d,  and  cannot  find  out  fuch  an  Officer : 

And  as  a fecret,  -Madam,  they  told  your  man 

Nicholas.^  whom  you  fent  thither  as  a fpie, 

T hey  had  a Ihrewd  fufpition  ’twas  the  devil 

I’th’  likenefsof  a Conftable,  that  has  tempted  him  1 

By  this  time  to  ftrange  things  •,  there  have  been  men 

As  rich  as  he,  have  met  convenient  rivers. 

And  lo  forth  i many  trees  have  born  ftrange  fruits: 

D’ye  think  he  has  not  hang’d  himfelf  ? 

La.  If  he  be  hang’d,  who  has  his  goods? 

Nur.  They  arc  forfeited,  they  fay. 

La.  He  has  hang’d  himlelf  for  certain  then, 

Only  to  cofin  me  of  my  Girls  portion. 

Nur.  Very  likely. 

'La.  Or  did  not  the  Conftable  carry  him  to  fome  prilbn? 
Nh.  T hey  thought  on  that  too,and  fearch’d  every  where. 
La.  He  may  be  clofefor  treafon,  perhaps  executed. 

Nu.  Nay,  they  did  look  among  the  quarters  too. 

And  muftered  all  the  bridge-houfe  for  his  night-cap. 

Enter  Servant, 

Ser.  Madam,  here  is  the  gentleman  agen* 

La.  What  Gentleman? 

Ser.  He  that  lov’d  my  young  Miftrils. 

La.  Alas,  ’tis  Hartlove^  ’twill  but  feed  his  melancholy. 

To  let  him  fee  Maria^  fince  we  dare  not 

Yet  tell  the  world  ffie  lives  ^ and  certainly. 

Did  not  the  violence  of  his  paffion  blind  him,  . 

He  would  fee  paft  her  borrowed  tongue  and  habit. 

Nh.  Pleafe  you  entertain  him  awhile.  Madam, 

I’ll  caft  about  forfemething  with  your  daughter. 

La.  Do  what  thou  wot,  pray  Mr.  Hartlove  enter. 

Exit  Ser.  and  Nur.  fever  ally. 

Enter  Hartlove. 

Ha.  Madam,  I come  to  ask  your  gentle  pardon. 

La.  Pardon,  for  what?  you  ne’r  offended  me. 

Ha.  Yes,  if  ye  be  the  mother  of  Maria. 

La.  I was  her  mother,  but  that  word  is  cancell’d, 

And  buried  with  her  in  that  very  minute 

Her  foul  fled  from  her^  we  loft  both  our  names 

Of  mother  and  of  daughter. 

Ha.  Alas,  Madam, 

If  your  relation  did  confift  but  in 

Thofe  naked  terms,  I had  a title  nearer. 

Since  love  unites  more  than  the  tie  of  blood  j 

No  matter  for  the  empty  voice  of  mother  ^ 

Your  nature  ftill  is  left,  which  in  her  abfenCe 

Muft  love  Maria.,  and  not  fee  her  affies 
, And  memory  polluted. 

La.  You  amaze  me,  by  whom? 

I Ha.  Byrne,  I am  the  vile  profaner. 

La.  Why  do  you  fpeak  thus  indiftreetly.  Sir? 

You  ever  honour’d  her. 

Ha.  I did^ive. 

But  fince  Ihe  died,  I ha  been  a villain  to  her. 

La.  I do  befeech  you  fay  not  fo  i all  this 

Is  but  to  make  me  know  how  much  I finn’d 

In  forcing  her  to  marry. 

Ha.  Do  not  mock  me, 

I charge  you  by  the  Virgin  you  have  wept  for; 

For  I have  done  an  hnpious  aft  againft  her, 

A deed  able  to  fright  her  from  her  fleep. 

And  through  her  marble,  ought  to  be  reveng’d ; , 

A wickednefs,  that  if  I ffiould  be  filent. 

You  as  a witnefs  muft  accufeme  for’t. 

La.  Was  I a witnefs  t’ 

Ha.  Yes,  you  knew  I lov’d 

Maria  once;  or  grant,  you  did  but  think  fb. 

By  what  I ha  profeft,  or  Ihe  has  told  you, 

Was’enot  a fault  unpardonable  in  me. 

When  I ffiould  drop  my  tears  upon  her  grave. 

Yes,  and  proof  fufficient. 

La.  To  what? 

Ha.  That  I,  forgetfiil  of  my  fame  and  vows 

To  fair  Maria.,  e’rthe  worm  could  pierce 

Her  tender  fliroud,  had  chang’d  her  for  another ; 

Did  you  notblufn  to  fee  me  turn  a rebel 

So  fbon  to  court  affiadow,  a ftrange  thing. 

Without  a name  ? Did  you  not  curfe  my  levity. 

Or  think  upon  her  death  with  the  lefsforrovv 

That  ffie  had  fcap’d  a puniffiment  more  killing. 

Oh  how  I ffiame  to  think  on’t. 

La.  Sir,  in  my 

Opinion,  ’twas  an  argument  of  love 

To  your  Maria.,  for  whofe  lake  you  could 

Affeft  one  that  but  carried  her  fmall  likenels. 

Ha.  No  more,  you  are  too  charitable,  but 

I know  my  guilt,  and  will  from  henceforth  never 

Change  words  with  that  ftrange  maid,whofe  innocent  face 

Like  your  Marians  won  lb  late  upon  me  : 

My  paflions  are  correfted,  and  I can 

Look  on  her  now,  and  woman-kind,  without 
love  in  a thought;  ’tis  thus,  I came  to  tell  you. 

If  after  this  acknowledgement,  you’ll  be 

So  kind  to  fnew  me  in  w'hat  filent  grave 

You  have  dilpos’d  your  daughter,  I w/i!l  ask 

Forgivenefs  of  ^her  duft,  and  never  leave. 

Till  with  a loud  confeffion  of  my  ftiame, 

I wake  her  ghoft,  and  ttet  pronounce  my  pardon : 

W'ill  you  deny  this  favour?  thenfarewel, 

I’ll  never  fee  you  more : ha ! 

Enter  Nurfe.,  Maria  in  her  oven  apparel.,  after  fome 
fhepp  of  rvonder.,  he  goes  toVeards  her. 

L a.  Be  not  deluded.  Sir,  upon  my  life 

This  is  the  foul  whom  you  but  thought  Maria 

In  my  daughters  habit;  what  did  you  mean  Nurle? 

I knew  ffie  would  but  cozen  you,  is  ffie  not  like  now  ? 

One  dew  unto  another  is  not  nearer. 

Nu.  She  thinks  flie  is  a gentlewoman ; 

And  that  imagination  has  fo  taken  her. 

See  frorns  to  (peak,  how  handlbmly  ffie  carries  it. 

As  if  ffiev/ere  a well  bred  thing,  her  body? 

And  I warrant  you,  what  looks  ? 

La.  Pray  be  not  fooliffi. 

Ha.  I difturb  no  body,  (peak  but  half  a word 

And  I am  fatisfied,  but  what  needs  that  ? 

I’ll  fwear  ’tis  ffie. 

La.  But  do  not,  Ibeleech  you. 

For  truft  me.  Sir,  you  know  not  what  I know. 

Ha.  Peace  then. 

And  let  me  pray,  ffie  holds  up  her  hands  wdth  me. 

La.  This  will  betray  all. 

Ha.  Love  ever  honor’d, 

And  ever  young,  thou  Soveraign  of  all  hearts. 

Of  all  our  Ibrrows,  the  fweet  eale.  She  weeps  norv. 
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Does  file  flill  coIln  me? 

Nitr.  You  will  fee  anon, 

’Twashcr  dclirc,  expect  the  ifilie,  IMadam. 

U^.  My  Ibul’s  fo  big,  kannoc  pray;,  ’tis  file, 
I will  go  nearer. 


Efitcr  Algripe,  Lurcher,  Eoy. 


Nur.  Here’s  Mr.  Algripe ^ and  other  ftrangers,  Madam. 
Al.  Here  good  Lady, 

Upon  my  knees  I ask  thy  worfliips  pardon-, 

Here’sthe  wholeiummlhad  with  thy  fair  Daugliter-, 
A'ouldlhe  were  living,  I might  have  her  peace  too, 

.•iiid  yield  her  up  again  to  her  old  liberty: 

' had  a wife  before,  and  could  not  marry  ^ 

'ly  pennance  fiiallbe  on  that  man  that  honor’d  her, 
fo  conferr  lomc  I and. 

La.  This  is  incredible. 

A!.  ’Tis  truth 

Lu.  Do  you  know  me,  Sir  ? 

Al.  Ha.  the  Gentleman  I deceiv’d. 

Lur.  My  name  is  Limber. 

.AL  ’Shat  have  thy  Mortgage. 

Lh.  I ha  that  already,  no  matter  for  the  Deed 
ifyoureleafe  it. 

al  I’ildo’t  before  thy  witnefs -, 

8ut  where’s  thy  Siller?  if  file  live  I am  happy,  though 

1 conceal  our  contrad,  which  was 

Stolen  from  me  with  the  Evidence  of  this  Land. 


Ihe  Boy  ^oss  fo  Maria,  and  gives  her  a paper  -,  Jhe  wonders., 
and  [miles  npon  Hartlove,  he  amazed.,  approaches  her  : 
after  ward  Jhe  Jhervs  it  her  mother.,  and  then  gives  it  to 
Hartlove. 


AGr.  Your  daughter  fmiles. 

Lur.  I hope  file  lives,  biitudiere,  I cannot  tell,  Sir. 

Boy.  Even  here,  and  pleafe  you.  Sir. 

AL  How  ? 

Boy.  Nay,  ’tisfiie^ 

To  work  thy  fair  way,  I preferved  you  brother. 

That  would  have  loll  me  willingly,  and  ferv’d  ye 
Thnslike  a lx)y  y Ifervedyou  faithlully''. 

And  call  your  plots  to  preferve  your  credit  y 
Your  foul  ones  I diverted  to  fair  ufes  y ‘ 

So  far  as  you  would  hearken  to  my  counfel  y 

That  all  the  world  may  know  how  much  you  owe  me. 

AL  Welcome  entirely,  welcome  my  dear  Alathe., 

And  when  I lofe  thee  agen,  blelTirtg  forfake  me  ; 

Nay,  let  me  kifs  thee  in  thefe  cloaths. 

Lur.  And  I too,  (thief? 

And  blefs  the  time  I had  lb  wife  a fifi;er,w^er’t  thou  the  little 
Boy.  1 Hole  the  contrad,  I mull  confefs. 

And  kept  it  to  my  felf,  it  mod  concern’d  me. 

Ha.  Cotraded  ? this  defrroys  his  after  marriage. 

Ma.  Dare  you  give  this  band 
Tothisyoung  Gentleman  ?'my  heart  goes  withit. 

AL  Maria  alive ! how  my  heart’s  exalted,  ’tis  my  duty  y 


Take  her  Hartlove.,  take  her  y andall  joyes 
With  her  y befides  Ibme  Lands  to  advance  her  Joynture 
La.  What  I have  is  your  own,  and  bleffings  crown  ye'. 
Ha.  Give  me  room, 

And  frefii  air  to  conlider.  Gentlemen, 

My  hopes  are  too  high. 

Ma.  Be  more  temperate. 

Or  I’ll  be  Welfli  again. 

Al.  A day  of  wonder. 

Lttr.  Lady,  your  love,  I ha  kept  my  word  y there  was 
A time,  when  my  much  fuffering  made  me  hate  you. 

And  to  that  end  I did  my  bed  to  crofs  you : 

And  fearing  you  were  dead,  I dole  your  Coffin, 

That  you  might  never  more  ufurp  my  Office : 

Many  more  knacks  I did,  which  at  the  Weddings 
Shall  be  told  of  as  harmlefs  tales. 

Shout  within. 


I 


Enter  Wildbrain. 


JFild.  Hollow  your  throats  apieces,  I am  at  home  y 

If  you  can  roar  me  out  again 

La.  What  thing  is  this  ? 


Lur.  A continent  of  Fleas : room  for  the  Pageant  y 
Make  room  afore  there  y yourkinfman  Madam. 

La.  My  kinfman?  let  me  wonder! 

JFild.  Do,  and  I’ll  wonder  too  to  lee  this  company 
At  peace  one  with  another  y dis  not  worth 
Your  admiration,  I was  never  dead  yety 
Y’  re  merry  Aunt,  I fee,  andall  your  company: 

If  ye  be  not.  I’ll  fool  up,  and  provoke  ye: 

I will  do  any  thing  to  get  your  love  again: 

I’ll  forfwear  xMidnight,  Taverns  and  Temptations  y 
Give  good  example  to  your  Grooms,  the  Maids 
Shall  go  to  bed,  and  take  their  red  this  year  y 
None  lhall  appear  with  bliders  in  their  bellies. 

Ltir.  And  when  you  will  fool  again,  you  may  go  ring. 
IFitd.  Madam,  have  mercy. 

La.  Your  fubmilfion.  Sir, 

I gladly  take  y we  will 

Enquire  the  realbn  of  this  habit  afterwards  y 

Now  you  are  Ibundly  fham’d,  well,  we  redoreyoa  . 

Where’s  I'oby} 

W’here’s  the  Coachman .? 

Nur.  He’s  a bed.  Madam. 

And  has  an  ague,  he  fays. 

Lur.  I’ll  be  his  Phyfitian. 

La.  We  mud  afoot  then. 

Lur.  E’er  the  Pried  ha  done 
Toby  lhall  wait  upon  you  with  his  Coach, 

And  make  your  Flanders  Mares  dance  back  agen  we’ye, 

I warrant  you  Madam  you  are  mortified. 

Your  fute  lhall  be  granted  too. 

Wild.  Make,  make  room  afore  thee. 

La.  Home  forward  with  glad  hearts,  home  child. 

Ma.  I wait  you. 

Ha.  On  joyfully,  the  cure  of  all  our  grief. 

Is  owing  to  this  pretty  little  Thief.  {Exemt  onrnes. 
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W O M A NS  PRIZE 

OR 

THE  TAMER  TAMD. 

A Comedy_ 

The  Perfons  repre 

Morofo,  an  old  rich  doating  Citizen, f/iitor  to  Livia. 

Sophocles,^  Qe^tl^^enjriendf  to  Petruchio. 

Tranio,  ^ n , i • 

Petruchio,  ^/z  Italian  Gent.  Husband  Maria. 
Rowland,  A young  Gent,  in  love  with  Livia. 
Petronius,F^r/ier  to  Maria  and  Livia. 

Woi 

Maria,  A chafie  witty  LadyXThe  two  mafcAc  daiigh- 1 
Livia,  Rowland,  f ters  of  Pettomas. 

iancbti^TheirCofrt,  and  Coixmanderi/t  chief. 

The  Scent 

rented  in  the  Pla\N  ^ 

PeXo  fervants  to  Petruchio*  1 

Dodlor^  I 

Apothecarie,  I 

Watchmen, 

Porters, 

lien. 

City  Wives,  TTo  the  relief of  the  Ladies,  of  which. 

Countrey  Wives, d two  were  drunk. 

Maids. 

London. 

P R O L 

■r  Jdies  toy  on,  in  whofe  defence  and  right, 

|_  ^ F letchers  brave  Mitfe  prepar’d  her  felf  to  fight 

A battel  without  blood,  ’tw  as  well  fought  too,  i 

( The  viUory  s yours,  though  got  with  much  ado. ) 

We  doprefent  this  Comedy,  in  which 

Arivulet  of  pure  wit  flows,  ftrong  and  rich 

In  Fancy,  Language,  and  all part^  that  may 
. Add  Grace  and  Ornament  to  a merry  Play. 

Which  this  may  prove.  Yet  not  to  go  too  far  • 
Inpromifes  from  this  our  Female  War . 

0 G U E*  ' 1 

We  do  intreat  the  angry  men  would  not 

ExpeB  the  mazes  of  a fubtle  plot. 

Set  Speeches,  high  Exprejfions,  and  what’ sworfe^ 

In  a true  Comedy,  politick^difcourfe. 

The  end  we  atm  at,  is  to  make  you  [port  y 

Yet  neither  gall  the  City,  nor  the  Court. 

\ Hear,  and  obferve  his  Comtque ft  rain,  and  when 

1 T are  fick,  of  melancholy,  feet  agen. 

: Wisno  dear  Phyftciflnce  fwillqmt'thecoft: 

Or  his  intentions  with  our  pains,  are  loft.  • 

ABm  Frimus. 

Enter  Morofo,  Sophocles,  and  Tranio,  veithKofe- 
mary,  as  from  a wedding. 
give  ’em  joy. 

Ira.  Amen.  , 

a ^opb.  Amen,  fay  I too ; (wench. 

i^^^J^The  pndding^s  now  i’th’  proof,aIas  poor 
. 'MZ^^^i^ji-iPongliwhat  a mine  of  patience  mult  thou 
work, 

E’r  thou  know’ll  good  hour  more  ? 

Scdcna.  Trima.  I 

Trrz.  ’Tistco true:  Certain, 

Methinks  her  lather  has  dealt  hardily  with  her. 

Exceeding  hardily,  and  not  like  a Father, 

To  match  her  to  this  Dragon  j I protefe 

I pity  the  poor  Gentlewoman. 

Mor.  Methinks  now,  _ ^ , 

Pie’s  not  fo  terrible  as  people  think  him. 

Soph.  1 his  old  thief  Hatters,  out  of  mecr  devotion, 

To  pleafe  the  Father  for  his  fecond  daughter. 

^ Ira.] 

2^' 
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is  doubtful. 


Trj.  But  (hall  he  have  her  ? 

Soph.  Yes,  when  I have  Komf. 

And  yet  the  father’s  for  him. 

Mor.  ril  afiureye, 

1 hold  him  a good  man. 

Soph.  Yesfure  a wealthy. 

But  whether  a good  womans  man 
Tra.  Would ’twere  no  worfe. 

Mar.  What  though  his  other  wife. 

Out  of  her  mofl:  abundant  fobernefs, 

Out  of  her  daily  hue  and  cries  upon  him, 

( For  fure  (he  was  a rebel ) turn’d  his  temper. 

And  forc’d  him  blow  as  high  as  fne  ? dos’t  follow 
He  mu  ft  retain  that  longfince  buried  Tempeft, 

To  this  foft  Maid.? 

Soph,  I fear  it. 

Tra.  So  do  I too : 

And  fo  far,  that  if  God  had  made  me  woman. 

And  his  wife  that  mult  be 

Mor.  What  would  you  do.  Sir  ? 

Tra.  I would  learn  to  eat  coals  with  an  angry  Cat, 

And  fpit  fire  at  him:  1 would  (to  prevent  him) 

Do  all  the  ramping,  roaring  tricks,  a whore 
Being  drunk,  and  tumbling  ripe,  would  tremble  at; 
Thereisnolafety  elfe,  nor  moral  wifdom. 

To  be  a wife,  and  his. 

5(9/?/;.  So  1 (hould  think  too. 

Tra.  For  yet  the  bare  remembrance  of  his  firft  wife 
( I tel)  ye  on  my  knowledge,  and  a truth  too  ) 

Will  make  him  (tart  in’sfleep,  and  very  often 
Cry  out  for  Cudgels,  Cole(taves,  any  things 
Hiding  his  breeches  out  of  fear,  her  Ghoft 
Should  walk,  and  wear ’em  yet.  Since  his  firft  marriage, 

He  is  no  more  the  (till  Fetruebio, 

Than  I am  Babylon. 

Soph.  He’s  a good  fellow. 

And  on  my  word  I love  him : but  to  think 

A fit  match  for  this  tender  foul 

Tra.  His  very  frown,  if  (lie  but  fay  her  prayers 
Louder  than  men  talk  treafon,  makes  him  tindery 
1 he  motion  of  a Dial,  when  he’s  telly, . 

Is  the  lame  trouble  to  him  as  a Water-work  j 
She  mull  do  nothing  of  her  felf  s not  eat. 

Drink,  fay  Sir,  how  do  ye?  make  her  ready,  unready, 
Unlefs  he  bid  her. 

He  will  bury  her,  _ 

Ten  pound  to  twenty  lhillings,withinthe(e  three  weeks 
Tra.  I’ll  be  your  half. 

'Enter  Jaques  xpith  a pot  of  Wine, 

Mor.  He  loves  her  moft  extreamly. 

And  fo  long  ’twill  be  Honey-moon.  'Ho\sJaqHeT. 

You  are  abufie  man  I am  fure. 

Ja(].  Yes  certain. 

This  old  fport  mufthave  eggs, 

Sop.  Not  yet  this  tea  daies. 

Jaq.  Sw^eet  Gentlemen  with  Muskadel. 

Tra.  That’s  right.  Sir.  j «- 

Uor.  This  fellow  broods  his  Mailer;  fpeed  yQ  Jaques. 
Soph.  AVe  (hall  be  for  you  prefently. 

Jaq.  Your  worlhips 

Shil  have  it  rich  and  neat : and  o’  my  confcience 
As  welcome  as  our  Lady-day'.  Oh  my  old  Sir, 

When  (liall  we  fee  your  worfnip  run  at  Ring  ? 

That  hour,  a (landing  were  worth  money. 

Mor.  So  Sir. 

Jaq.  Uponmy  little  honelly,  your  Millrifs, 

If  I have  any  fpeculation,  mull  think 
This  fingle  thrumming  of  a Fiddle, 

Without  a Bow,  but  even  poor  fport, 

Mor.  Y’are  merry.  ^ ^ , r n,- 

Ja.  Would  I were  Wile  too;  fo  God  blefs  your  worlhip 

Tra.  The  fellow  tells  you  true.  Exit  Jaq. 


Soph.  When  is  the  day  man? 

Come,  come,  you’ll  (leal  a marriage. 

Mor.  Nay,  believe  me: 

But  when  her  Father  pleales,  I am  ready, 
And  all  my  friends  (hall  know  it. 

Tra.  Why  not  now  ? 

One  charge  had  (erv’d  for  both. 

Mor.  There’s  reafon  in’t. 

Soph.  Call’d  Rorvland 

Mor.  Will  ye  walk? 

They’ll  think  we  are  loll : Come  Gentlemen. 
Tra.  You  have  wip’d  him  now. 

Soph.  So  will  he  never  the  wench,  I hope. 
Tra.  Iwifhit. 


Exennt. 


Sc  Ana  Seemda. 

Enter  Rowland  and  Livia. 

Kow.  Now  Livia.f  if  you’ll  go  away  tonight, 

If  your  affeeftions  be  not  made  of  words. 

Lw.  I love  you,  and  you  know  how  dearly  Korrlandy 
Is  there  none  near  us  ? my  affe<ftions  ever 
Have  been  your  fervants  ^ with  what  fuperllition  ■ 

I have  ever  Sainted  you — . 

Kona.  Why  then  take  this  way. 

Liv.  ’Twill  be  a childifh,  and  a lefs  profperous  courfe, 
Than  his  that  knows  not  care;  why  (hould  we  do 
Our  honeft  and  our  hearty  love  (hch  wrong. 

To  over-run  our  fortunes  ? 

Rotv.  Then  you  flatter. 

Liv.  Alas,  you  know  I cannot. 

Rom.  What  hope’s  left  elfe 
But  flying  to  enjoy  ye.? 

Liv.  None  fo  far. 

For  let  it  be  admitted,  we  have  time. 

And  all  things  now  in  other  expe(ftation, 

My  father’s  bent  againft  us-,  what  but  ruine. 

Can  fuch  a by-way  bring  us .?  if  your  fears 
W ould  let  you  look  with  my  eyes,  I would  (hew  you, 
And  certain,  howourflayinghere  would  win  us 
A courfe,  though  fomewhat  longer,  yet  far  furer. 

Rorv.  And  then  Morofo  h’as  ye, 

Liv.  No  (iich  matter 

For  hold  this  certain,  begging,  dealing,  whoring, 
Selling  (which  is  a (in unpardonable  ) 

Of  counterfeit  Cods,  or  mufty  Englifh  Croacus  ; 
Switches,  or  Stones  for  th’  tooth-ache  (boner  finds  me. 
Than  that  drawn  Fox  Morofo. 

Row.  But  his  money. 

If  wealth  may  win  yoir 

Liv.  If  a Hog  may  be 
High  Pried  among  the  Yw/ ? his  money 
Oh  Love  forgive  me,  what  faith  haft  thou  ? 

Why,  can  his  money  ki(s  me? 

Row.  Yes. 

Liv.  Behind, 

Laid  out  upon  a Petticoat:  or  graspeme 
While  I cry.  Oh  good  thank  you  ? o’ my  troth 
Thou  mak’ft  me  merry  with  thy  fear;  or  lie  with  me, 
As  you  may  do .?  alas,  what  fools  you  men  are  ? 

His  mouldy  money  ? half  a dozen  Riders, 

That  cannot  fit,  but  ftamptfaft  to  their  Saddles? 

No  Rowland.^  no  man  (hall  make  ufe  of  me 
My  beauty  was  born  free,  and  free  I’ll  give  it 
To  him  that  loves,  not  buys  me.  You  yet  doubt  me. 
Row.  I cannot  (ay  I doubt  ye. 

Liv.  Goe  thy  ways. 

Thou  art  the  prettied  puling  piece  of  palTion: 

Y’faith  I will  not  fail  thee. 

Row.  I had  rather— 

Liv.  Prethee  believe  me,  if  I do  not  carry  it. 

For  both  our  goods 

Row.  But 
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Liv.  What  but  ? 

Jlorp.  I would  tell  jw. 

Liv.  I know  all  you  can  tell  me*,  all’s  but  this, 

I You  would  have  me,  and  lie  with  me  *,  is’t  not  lb? 

Koip.  Yes. 

Liv.  Whyyoulhall  *,  will  that  content  you  ? Goe. 

Loxv.  I am  very  loth  to  goe. 

Enter  Byancha  and  Maria. 

Liv.  Now  o’  my  confcience 
j Thou  art  an  honeft  fellow : here’s  my  Siller  ^ 

Go,  prethee  go  •,  this  kifs,  and  credit  me, 

' E’r  I am  three  nights  older,  I am  for  thee : 

You  lhall  hear  what  I do. 
i Farewel. 

Korp.  Farewel.  ^ Exit  Rowland. 

Liv.  Alas  poor  fool,  how  it  looks? 

It  would  ev’n  hang  it  felf,  fhould  I4iut  crofs  it. 

For  pure  love  to  the  matter  I mull  hatch  it. 

Bya.  Nay,  never  look  for  merry  hour,  Maria., 

I If  now  you  make  it  not  *,  let  not  your  blulhes. 

Your  modelly,  and  tendernefs  of  fpirit, 

Make  you  continual  Anvile  to  his  anger: 

Believe  me,  lince  his  firllwifefet  him  going. 

Nothing  can  bind  his  rage  : Take  your  own  council. 

You  lhall  not  lay  that  I perfwaded  you. 

But  if  you  fufferhim — 

Mar.  Stay,  fnall  I do  it 
Bya.  Have  you  a ftomach  to’t  ? 

Mar.  1 never  Ihew’d  it. 

Bya.  ’Twill  Ihev/ the  rarer  and  the  ftronger  in  you. 

But  do  not  fay  I urg’d  you. 

Mar.  I am  perfcdl. 

Like  Cttrtins,  to  redeem  my  Countrey,  I have 
I Leap’d  into  this  gulph  of  marriage,  and  I’ll  do  it. 
Farewel  all  poorer  thoughts,  but  fpight  and  anger. 

Till  I have  wrought  a miracle.  Now  cofin, 

I am  no  more  the  gentle,  tame  Maria  *, 

Miltake  me  not;,  I have  a new  foul  in  me 
Made  of  a North  wind,  nothing  buttempeft*, 

And  like  atempell  lhall  it  mabe  all  ruin. 

Till  I have  run  my  Will  out. 

Bya.  This  is  brave  now. 

If  you  continue  it^  but  your  own  Will  lead  you. 

Mar.  Adieu  all  tendernefs,  I dare  continue 
Maids  that  are  made  of  fears,  and  modelt  blulhes, 

View  me,  and  love  example. 

Bya.  Here  is  your  Siller. 

Mar.  Here  is  the  brave  old  mans  love. 

Bya.  That  loves  the  yoong  man.  (is’t 

Mar.  I and  hold  thee  tliere  wench : what  a grief  of  heart 
When  Paphos  Revels  Ihouldrowze  up  old  night. 

To  fwcat  againll  a Cork  j to  lie  and  tell 
The  clock  o’th  lungs,  to  rife  Iport  ftarv’d  ? 

Liv.  Dear  Siller, 

Where  have  you  been,  you  talk  thus  ? 

Mar.  Why  at  Church,  wench  ^ 

Where  I amti’d  totalke  thus : I am  a wife  now. 

Liv.  It  feems  fo,  and  a modeR. 

Mar.  You  are  an  als  ^ 

When  thou  art  married  once,  thy  modelly 
Will  never  buy  thee  pins. 

Liv.  ’Blefs  me. 

Mar.  From  what  > 

Bya.  From  fuch  a tame  fool  as  our  cofin  Livia  ? . 

You  are  not  mad. 

Mar.  Yes  wench,  and  lb  mull  you  be, 

Ornonexjf  our  acquaintance:  markmeLiz/wj 
Or  indeed  fit  for  ourfex:  ’Tisbed  time. 

Pardonme  yellow  Hymen,  that  I mean 
Thine  offerings  to  protraft,  or  to  keep  falling 
My  valiant  Bridegroom. 

Liv.  Whither  will  this  woman  ? 


Bya.  You  may  perceive  her  end. 

Liv.  Or  rather  fear  it. 

Mar.  Dare  you  be  partner  in’t  ? 

Liv.  Leave  it  Maria, 

I fear  I have  mark’d  too  much,  for  goodnefs  leave  it  j 
Divell  you  with  obedient  hands,  to  bed. 

Mar.  To  bed?  no  Livia,  there  are  Comets  hang 
Prodigious  over  that  yet  there’s  a fellow 
Mull  yet  before  I know  that  heat  (ne’r  Hart  wench) 

Be  made  a man,  for  yet  he  is  a monller  j 
Here  mull  his  head  be  Livia. 

Liv.  Never  hope  it. 

’Tisaseafiewith  a Siveto  fcoopthe  Ocean,  as 
To  tame  Petruchio. 

Mar.  Stay : Lucinc^  hear  me. 

Never  unlock  the  treafure  of  my  womb 
For  humane  fruit,  to  make  it  capable  ■, 

Nor  never  with  thy  fecret  hand  make  brief 

A mothers  labor  to  me  ^ if  1 do 

Give  way  unto  my  married  Husband’s  Will, 

Or  be  a Wife  in  any  thing  but  hopes. 

Till  I have  made  him  ealie  as  a child. 

And  tame  as  fear,  he  lhall  not  win  a Imile, 

Or  a pleas’d  look,  from  thisaullerity. 

Though  it  would  pull  another  Joynture  from  hhUy 
And  make  him  ev’ry  day  another  man 
And  when  I kifs  him,  till  1 have  my  Will, 

May  I be  barren  of  delights,  and  know 
Only  what  pleafures  are  in  dreams,  and  guefles.  • 

Liv.  A Itrange  Exordium. 

Bya.  All  the  leveral  wrongs 
Done  by  Imperious  Husbands  to  their  Wives 
Thefe  thoufand years  and  upwards,  llrengthen  thee: 
Thou  hall  a brave  caufe. 

Mar.  And  I’ll  do  it  bravely. 

Or  may  I knit  my  life  out  ever  aftir, 

Liv.  In  what  part  of  the  world  got  Ihe  this  fpirit? 

Yet  pray  Maria,  look  before  you  truly, 

Befides  the  obedience  of  a wifej 
Which  you  will  find  a heavy  imputation. 

Which  yet  I cannot  think  your  own,  itlhews 
SodiRant  from  your  fweetnefs. 

Mar.  ’Tis  I fwear. 

Liv.  Weigh  but  the  perlbn,  and  the  hopes  you  have, 
To  work  this  delperate  cure. 

Mar.  A weaker  fubjeft 
Would  lhame  the  end  I aim  at,  dilbbedicnce. 

You  talk  too  tamely  : By  the  faith  I have 
In  mine  own  noble  Will,  that  childifh  woman 
That  lives  a prifoner  to  her  Husbands  pleafure,’ 

Has  loR  her  making,  and  becomes  a beaR, 

Created  for  hisufe,  not  fellowlhip. 

Liv.  His  firR  wife  faid  as  much. 

Mar.  She  was  a fool, 

And  took  a Iciirvycourle  let  her  be  nam’d 
’MongRthofethat  wilhfor  things,  but  dare  not  do ’em : 

I have  a new  dance  for  him. 

Liv.  Are  you  of  this  faith  ? 

Bya.  Yes  truly,  and  will  die  in’t. 

Liv.  Why  then  let’s  all  wear  breeches. 

Mar.  Now  thou  com’R  near  the  nature  of  a woman ) 
Hang  thefe  tame  hearted  Eyalles,  that  no  Iboner 
See  the  Lure  out,  and  hear  their  Husbands  holloWj 
But  cry  like  Kites  upon  ’em : The  free  Haggard 
( Which  is  that  woman,  that  hath  wing,  and  knows  it. 
Spirit  and  plume)  will  make  an  hundred  checks. 

To  Ihew  her  freedom,  fail  in  ev’ry  air, 

Md  look  out  ev’ry  pleafure  *,  not  regarding 
Lure,  nor  quarry,  till  her  pitch  command 
What  fiiedefijes,  making  her  foundred  keeper 
Be  glad  to  fling  out  trains,  and  golden  ones, 

T o take  her  down  again. 

Liv.  You  are  learned.  Sifter  5 
Yet  1 fay  Rill  take  heed. 


Mar. 


2^2  he  Womans  or 

Mar.  A witty  faying^ 

I’ll  tell  thee  Livij^  had  this  fellow  tired 

As  many  wives  as  horfes  under  him, 

With  fpurring  of  their  patience  •,  had  he  got 

A Patent,  with  an  Office  to  reclaim  us. 

Confirm’d  by  Parliament-,  had  he  all  the  malice 

And  fubtilty  of  Devils,  or  of  us. 

Or  any  thing  that’s  worfe  than  both. 

Liv.  Hey,  hey  boys,  this  is  excellent. 

Mar.  Or  could  he 

Caft  his  wives  new  again,  like  Bels,  to  make  ’em 

Sound  to  his  Will  j or  had  the  fearful  name 

Of  the  firll  breaker  of  wild  women:  yet. 

Yet  would  I undertake  this  man,  thus  lingle, 

And,  fpight  of  all  the  freedom  he  has  reach’d  to. 

Turn  him  and  bend  him  as  I lift,  and  mold  him 

Into  a babe  again  ^ that  aged  women. 

Wonting  both  teeth  and  fpleen,  may  Mafterhim. 

Bya.  Thou  wilt  be  chronicl’d. 

Mar.  That’s  all  I aim  at. 

Liv.  I muft  confefs,  I do  with  all  my  heart 

Hate  an  imperious  Husband,  and  in  time 

Might  be  fo  wrought  upon. 

Bya.  To  make  him  cuckold .> 

Mar.  If  he  deferve  it. 

Liv.  Then  I’ll  leave  ye  Ladies. 

Bya.  Thou  haft  not  fo  much  noble  anger  in  thee. 

Mar.  Go  fleep,go  fleep,  what  we  intend  to  do. 

Lies  not  for  fuch  ftarv’d  fouls,  as  thou  haft  Livia. 

Liv.  Good  night : the  Bridegroom  will  be  with  you  pre- 
Mar.  That’s  more  than  you  know,  (fently. 

Liv.  If  ye  work  upon  him, 

As  you  have  promifed,  ye  may  give  example, 

Which  no  doubt  will  be  followed. 

Mar.  So. 

Bya.  Good  night : we’ll  trouble  you  no  further. 

Mar.  If  you  intend  no  good,  pray  do  no  harm. 

Liv.  None,  but  pray  for  you.  Exit  Livia. 

, Bya.  Cheer  wench. 

Mar.  Now  Byancha., 

Thofe  wits  we  have,  let’s  wind  ’em  to  the  height. 

My  reft  is  up  wench,  and  I pull  for  that 

Will  make  me  ever  famous.  They  that  lay 

Foundations,  are  half-builders,  all  men  fay. 

Enter  Jaques. 

Jaq.  My  Mafter  forfboth. 

Mar.  Oh  how  does  thy  Mafter  ? prethee  commend  me 

Jaq.  How’s  this  / my  Mafter  ftays  forfooth.  ( to  him. 
Mar.  Why  lethimftay,  who  hinders  him  forfooth/ 

Jaq.  The  Revel’s  ended  now, 

To  vifit  you. 

Mar.  I am  not  fick. 

Jaq.  I mean  to  fee  his  chamber  forfooth. 

Mar.  Am  I his  Groom where  lay  he  laft  night  forfooth? 
Jap.  In  the  low  matted  Parlour. 

Mar.  There  lies  his  way  by  the  long  Gallery. 

Jaq.  I mean  your  chamber : y’are  very  merry  Miftrils. 

Mar.  ’Tis  a good  fign  I am  found  hearted  Jaques: 

But  if  you’ll  know  where  I lie,  follow  me  ^ 

And  what  thoufeeft,  deliver  to  thy  Mafter. 

Bya.  Do  gentle  Jaques.  Exeunt, 

ja.  Ha,  is  the  wind  in  that  door  / 

3y’rLady  we  ffiallhave  foul  weather  then ; 
do  not  like  the  lliuffling  of  thefe  women,  J 

They  are  mad  beafts,when  they  knock  their  heads  together : 

have  obferv’d  them  all  this  day  -,  their  whispers, 

One  in  anothers  ear,  their  ligns  and  pinches, 

And  breaking  often  into  violent  laughters : t 

As  if  the  end  they  purpos’d  were  their  own. 

Call  you  this  weddings  / Sure  this  is  a knavery, 

A very  trick,  and  dainty  knavery. 

Marvellous  finely  carried,  that’s  the  comfort : t 

What  would  thefe  women  do  in  ways  of  honor?  t 

That  are  fuch  Mafters  this  w^ay  / Well,  my  Sir 

Has  been  as  good  at  finding  out  thefe  toys. 

As  any  living  ^ if  helofe  it  now. 

At  his  own  peril  be  it.  I muft  follow.  -gxit 

Sc£na  Tertia. 

Enter  Servants  with  Lights^  Petruchio,  Petronlus 
Morofo,  Tranio,  and  Sophocles.  ’’ 

Tet.  You  that  are  married.  Gentlemen-  have  at  ye 

For  a round  wager  now. 

Soph.  Of  this  nights  Stage  ? 

Petru.  Yes.  (ffiiUings. 

Soph.  I am  your  firft  man,  a pair  of  Gloves  of  twenty 
Petru.  Done : who  takes  me  up  next  ? I am  for  all  bets. 
Mar.  Well  lufty  Lawrence.,  were  but  my  night  now. 

Old  as  I am,  I would  make  you  clap  on  Spurs, 

But  I would  reach  you,  and  bring  you  to  your  trot  too: 

I would  Gallants.  ' 

Petru.  Wellfaid  good  Will^  but  where’s  the  ftaff  boy,  ’ 
Old  fatherTirae,  your  hour-glals  is  empty.  ’ 

Ira.  A good  tough  train  would  break  thee  all  to  pieces  • 
Thou  haft  not  breath  enough  to  lay  thy  prayers.  ^ 

Petron.  See  how  thefe  boys  delpife  us.  Will  you  to  bed  fon  ? 
This  pride  will  have  a fall. 

Petru.  Upon  your  daughter  *, 

But  I ffiallrife  again,  if  there  be  truth 

In  Eggs,  and  butter’d  Parlhips. 

Petro.  Will  you  to  bed  Ion,  and  leave  talking? 

Tomorrow  morning  we  ftiall  have  you  look. 

For  all  your  great  words,  like  St.  George  at  Kingjion., 

Running  a foot-back  from  the  furious  Dragon, 

That  with  her  angry  tail  belabours  him 

For  being  lazie. 

Lra.  His  courage  quench’d,  and  j(b  far  quench’d — . 

Petru.  ’Tis  well  Sir. 

What  then  ? 

Soph.  Fly,  fly,  quoth  then  the  fearful  dwarfe^ 

Here  is  no  place  for  living  man. 

Petru.  Well  my  mafters,  if  I do  fink  under  ray  bufinefs, 
as  I find  ’tis  very  poffible,  I am  not  the  firft  that  has  mif- 
carried  ^ So  that’s  my  comfort , what  may  be  done  with- 
out impeach  or  wafte,  I can  and  will  do. 

Enter  Jaques. 

How  now,  is  my  fair  Bride  a bed  ? 

Jaq.  No  truly.  Sir. 

Petron.  Not  a bed -yet?  body  o’ me:  we’ll  up  and  rifle 
her : here’s  a coil  with  a Maiden-head,  ’tis  not  intail’d,  is 
it? 

Petru.  If  it  be.  I’ll  try  all  the  Law  i’th’ Land,  but  I’ll  cot 
it  off:  let’s  up,  let’s  up,  come. 

Jaq.  That  you  cannot  neither. 

Petru.  Why  ? 

Jaq.  Unlefs  you’ll  drop  through  the  Chimney  like  a Daw, 
or  force  a breach  i’th’  windows ; you  may  untile  the  houle, 

’tis  poffible. 

Petru.  What  doft  thou  mean  ? 

Jaq.  A moral.  Sir,  the  Ballad  will  exprefs  it : 

Lhe  wind  and  the  rain.,  has  tunPdyou  hac\  again. 

And  you  cannot  be  lodged  there.  The  truth  is,  all  the  doors 
Are  baracadoed^  not  aCathoIe,  but  holdsamurd’rer  in’t. 
she’s  vidluall’d  for  this  month. 

Petru.  Art  not  thou  drunk  ? 

Soph.  He’s  drunk,  he’s  drunk  ^ come,  come,  let’s  up. 

Jaq.  Yes,  yes,  I am  drunk : ye  may  go  up,  ye  may  Gen- 
lemen,  but  take  heed  to  your  heads:  I fay  no  more. 

Soph.  I’ll  try  that.  Exit  Soph. 

Petron.  How  doft  thou  fay  ? the  door  faft  lock’d  fellow  / 

Jaq.  Yes  truly  Sir,  ’tis  lock’d,  and  guarded  too^  and 
wo  as  defperate  tongues  planted  behind  it,  as  e’er  yet  bat- 
er’d;  theyftand  upon  their  honors,  and  will  not  give  up 

without 

The  Tamer  tam'd. 
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without  ftrange  compofition.  I’ll  aflure  you  j marching  a 
way  with  their  Pieces  cockt,  and  Bullets  in  their  mouths, 
will  not  fatisfiethem. 

Petru.  How’s  this?  how’s  this?  they  are 

Is  there  another  with  her.** 

Jaq.  Yes  marry  is  there,  and  an  Enginier. 

Mor.  Who’s  that  for  Heavens  fake 
Jaq.  Colonel  Byancha^  Ifie  commands  the  works ; Spi- 
Hola^s  but  a Ditcher  to  her,  there’s  a half-moon : I am  but 
a poor  man,  but  if  you’ll  give  me  leave , I’ll  venture  a 
years  wages,  draw  all  your  force  before  it,  and  mount  your 
ableft  Piece  of  battery,  you  lhall  not  enter  it  thefe  three 
nights  yet. 

Enter  Sophocles. 

Petr».  I Ihould  laugh  at  thet  good  Jaques, 

Soph.  Beat  back  again,  fhe’s  fortified  for  ever. 

Jaq.  Am  I drunk  now.  Sir? 

Soph.  He  that  dares  moft,  go  up  now,  and  be  cool’d. 

1 have  fcap’d  a pretty  fcowring. 

Petrif.  What  are  they  mad?  have  we  another  5c<://j;w? 
They  do  not  talke  I hope? 

Soph.  Oh  terribly,  Textreamly  fearful,  the  nolle  at  Lon- 
don-bridge  is  nothing  near  her. 

Petru.  How  got  Ihe  tongue  ? 

Soph.  As  you  got  tail,  file  was  born  to’t. 

Petru.  Lock’d  out  a doors,  and  on  my  wedding. night? 
Nay,  and  I fuffer  this,  I may  goe  graze ; 

Come  Gentlemen,  I’ll  batter  j are  thefe  virtues? 

Soph.  Do,  and  be  beaten  off  with  lhame,  as  I was ; I went 
up,  cametoth’ door,  knock’d,  no  body  anfwer’di  knock’d 
loader,  yet  heard  nothing:  would  have  broke  in  by  force  ^ 
when  fuddainly  a Water-work  flew  from  the  window  with 
fuch  violence,  that  had  I not  duck’d  quickly  like  a Fryer, 
catera  quis  nefdt  ? The  chamber’s  nothing  but  a meer  Ojiend^ 
in  every  window  Pewter  Cannons  mounted,  you’ll  quickly 
find  with  what  they  are  charg’d,  Sir. 
Whythen/^i«r</r^forus. 

Soph.  And  all  the  lower  Works  lin’d  fare  with  Ifnall  (hot, 
long  tongues  with  Fire-locks,  that  at  twelve  fcore  blank  hit 
to  die  heart : now  and  ye  dare  go  up.^ 

V 

Enter  Maria  and  Byanca  above,  , 

Mor.  The  window  opens,  beat  a parley  firlt  • 

I am  Ib  much  amaz’d,  my  very  hair  Hands. 

Petron.  Why  how  now  Daughter:  what  intrench’d? 

Mur.  A little  guarded  for  my  fafety.  Sir. 

Petru.  For  your  lafety  Sweet-heart.'?  why  who  offends 
j come  not  to  ufe  violence.  (you  ? 

Mar.  I think  you  cannot.  Sir,  I am  better  fortified. 

Petru.  I know  your  end. 

You  would  fain  reprieve  your  Maiden-head 
Anight,  or  two.  , 

Mar.  Yes,  or  ten,  or  twenty,  or  fay  an  hundred  ^ 

Or  indeed,  till  I lift  lie  with  you. 

Soph.  That’s  a Ihrewd  laying  from  this  prelent  hour, 

I never  will  believe  a filent  woman. 

When  they  break  out  they  are  bonfires. 

Petro.  Till  you  lift,lie  with  him .?  why  who  are  you  Madam? 
Bya.  That  trim  Gentlemans  wife.  Sir. 

Petru.  Cry  you  mercy,  do  you  command  too  ? 

Mar.  Yes  marry  does  Ihe,  and  in  chief. 

Bya.  I do  command,  and  you  lhall  go  without : 

(I  mean  your  wife,  for  this  night) 

M<fr.  And  for  the  next  too  wench,  andfoas’t  follows 
/’f/ro.Thou  wilt  not,  wilt  ’a  ? 

Mar.  Yes  indeed  dear  father. 

And  till  he  feal  to  what  I lhall  fet  down. 

For  any  thing  I know  for  ever. 

SopL  Indeed  thefe  are  Bug- words. 

Tra.  You  hear  Sir,  Ihe  can  talk,  God  be  thanked. 


Petru.  I would  I heard  it  not.  Sir. 

M I find  that  all  the  pity  bellow’d  upon  this  woman 
Makes  but  an  Anagram  of  an  ill  wife  * 

F or  fhe  was  never  virtuous.  ^ 

You’ll  let  me  in  1 hope,  for  all  this  jelling. 

Mar.  Hope  ftill,  Sir.  ^ 

Petron.  You  will  come  down  I amfure. 

A/^r.  lamfure  I willnot. 

Petron.  I’ll  fetch  you  then. 

n of  fhe  whole  County  cannot.  Sir, 

Unlefs  we  pleale  to  yield,  which  yet  I think 
VV  e lliall  not  ^ charge  when  you  pleafe,  you  lliall 
Hear  quickly  from  us. 

Mor.  Blelsmefrom  a chicken  of  thy  hatching. 

Is  this  wiving  ? 

Petru.  Pretbee  Marta  tell  me  what’s  the  rcalbn 
And  doe  it  freely,  you  deal  thusftrangcly  with  me? 

Vou  were  not  forc’d  to  marry,  your  conlcnt 
\ '^ent  equally  with  mine,  if  rot  before  it: 

I hope  you  do  not  doubt  I want  that  mettle 
A man  lliould  have  to  keep  a woman  waking  • 

I W'ould  be  forty  to  be  ftich  a Saint  yet : 

My  perfon,  as  it  is  not  excellent, 

So’tis  not  old,  nor  lame,  nor  weak  with  Phyfick, 

But  well  enough  to  pleafe  an  honeft  wmman. 

That  keeps  her  houfe,  and  loves  her  Husband. 

Mar.  ’Tis  fo. 

Petru.  My  means  and  my  conditions  are  no  lhamers 
Of  him  that  owes  ’em,  all  the  world  knows  that. 

And  my  friends  no  reliers  on  my  fortunes. 

Mar.  All  this  I believe,  and  none  of  all  thefe  parcels 
I dare  accept  againft  ^ nay  more,  lb  far 
I am  from  making  thefe  the  ends  I aim  at, 

Thefe  idle  outward  things,  thefe  womens  fears, 

That  were  I yet  unmarried,  freetochoofe 
Through  all  the  Tribes  of  man,  Vlltdke  Petruchh 
In’s  Ihirt,  with  one  ten  Groats  to  pay  the  Prieft, 

Before  thebeft  man  living,  or  the  ableft 

That  e’er  leap’d  out  of  Lancajhire.^  and  they  are  right  ones. 

Petron.  W hy  do  you  play  the  fool  then,and  ftand  prating 
Out  of  the  window  like  a broken  Miller ! 

Petru.  If  you  will  have  me  credit  you  Maria, 

Comedown,  and  let  your  love  confirm  it. 

Mar.  Stay  there.  Sir,  that  bargain’s  yet  to  make. 

Bya.  Play  fure  wench,  the  Pack  s in  thine  own  hand. 

Soph.  Let  me  dielowfie,  if  thefe  two  wenches 
Be  not  brewing  knavery  to  flock  a Kingdom. 

Petru.  W^hy  this  is  a Riddle  : 

I love  you,  and  I love  you  not. 

Mar.  Itisfb: 

And  till  your  own  experience  do  untie  it, 

This  diftance  I muft  keep, 

Petru.  If  you  talk  more, 

I am  angry,  very  angry. 

Mar.  I amgladon’t,  and  I will  talk. 

Petru.  Prethee  peace. 

Let  me  not  think  thou  art  mad.  I tell  thee  woman, 

If  thou  goeft  forward,  I am  ftill  Petruchh. 

Mar.  And  I am  worfe,  a woman  that  can  fear 
Neither  Petruchh  Furius,  nor  his  fame. 

Nor  any  thing  that  tends  to  our  allegeance  ^ 

There’s  a fhortmethodforyou,  now  you  know  me, 

Petru.  If  you  can  carry’t  fo,  ’tis  very  well. 

Bya.  No,  you  fhall  carry  it.  Sir. 

Petru.  Peace  gentle  Low-bel. 

Petron.  Ufe  no  more  words,  but  come  down  inftantly, 

I charge  thee  by  the  duty  of  a child. 

Petru.  Prethee  come  Maria,  I forgive  all. 

Mar.  Stay  there That  duty,  that  you  charge  me  by 
(If  youconlider  truly  what  you  fay) 

Is  now  another  man’s,  you  gave’t  away 

I’ th’ Church,  if  you  remember,  to  my  Husband: 

So  all  you  can  exaeft  now,  is  no  more 
But  only  a due  reverence  to  your  perfon, 

G g Which 
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Which  thus  I pay  : Yourblelling,  and  I am  gone 

To  bed  for  this  night. 

Petron.  This  ismonllrous ; 

That  bleffing  that  St.  Dunjian  gave  the  Devil, 

If  I were  neerthec,  I would  give  thee 

Pull  thee  down  by  th’  nofe. 

By.  Saints  Iliouldriot  rave,  Sir-, 

A little  Rubarbnow  were  excellent. 

Petru.  Then  by  that  duty  you  owe  to  me  Maria^y 

Open  the  door,  and  be  obedient : I am  quiet  yet. 

Mar.  I doconfefsthat  duty,  make  your  belt  on’t. 

Petru.  Why  give  me  leave,  I will. 

Bya.  Sir,  there’s  no  learning 

An  old  ftiff  Jade  to  trot,  you  know  the  moral. 

Mar.  Yet  as  1 take  it.  Sir,  I owe  no  more 

Than  you  owe  back  again. 

Petru.  You  will  not  Aiiticle? 

All  I owe,  prefently,  let  me  but  up,  I’ll  pay. 

Mar.  Y’ are  too  hot,  and  fuch  prove  Jades  at  length 

You  do  confefs  a duty,  or  refpedl  to  me  from  you  again : 
That’s  very  near,  or  full  the  fame  with  mine/’ 

Petru.  Yes. 

Mar.  Then  by  that  duty,  or  rerpecft,  or  what 

You  pleafe  to  have  it,  go  to  bed  and  leave  me. 

And  trouble  me  no  longer  with  your  fooling  ^ 

For  know,  I am  not  for  you. 

Petru.  Well,  what  remedy? 

Petron.  A fine  fmart  Cudgel.  Oh  that  I were  near  thee. 

Bya.  If  you  had  teeth  now,  what  a cafe  were  we  in  ? 

Mor.  Thefe  are  the  molt  authentique  Rebels,  next 

Tyrone y 1 ever  read  of. 

Aiar.  A week  hence,  or  a fortnight,  as  you  bear  you. 

And  as  1 find  my  Will  obferv’d,!  may, 

With  intercelTion  of  fome  friends,  be  brought 
; May  be  to  kifsyou  ^ and  fo  quarterly 

To  pay  a little  Rent  by  compofition. 

You  underltand  me? 

Soph.  Thou  Boy  thou. 

Petru.  Well  there  are  more  Maids  than  Maudlin.,  that’s 
' my  comfort. 

W^r.Yes,and  more  men  than  (Lady. 

Petru.  I muft  not  to  bed  with  this  ftomach,  and  no  meat 

Mar.  Feed  where  you  will,  fo  it  be  found  andwholfome, 
Elfe  live  at  Livery,  for  I’ll  none  with  you. 

By.  You  had  bell  back  one  of  the  Dairy  Maids,  they’ll 
carry. 

But  take  heed  to  your  girths,  you’ll  get  a bruife  elfo. 

Petru.  Now  if  thou  wouldft  come  down  and  tender  me: 
All  the  delights  due  to  a marriage-bed. 

Study  liich  kilFes  as  would  melt  a man. 

And  turn  thy  felf  into  a thouland  Figures, 

: To  add  new  flames  unto  me,  I would  Hand 

Thus  heavy,  thus  regardlefs,  thus  delpifing 

Thee,  and  thy  beR  allurings  : all  the  beauty 
i That’s  laid  upon  your  bodies,  mark  me  well. 

For  without  doubt  your  mind’s  are  miferable. 

You  have  no  Masques  for  tlieni:  all  this  rare  beauty. 

Lay  but  the  Painter  and  the  Silk-worm  by, 

TheDocTtor  with  his  Dyets,  and  the  Tailor, 

And  yon  appear  like  flea’d  Cats,  not  fo  handfome. 

Mar.  And  we  appear  like  her  that  Lent  us  hither, 

That  only  e.xcellent  and  beauteous  nature  j 

Truly  our  folves  for  men  to  wonder  at. 

But  too  divine  to  handle  -,  we  are  Gold, 

In  our  own  natures  pure-,  but  when  we  fuller 

The  husbands  ftamp  upon  us,  then  allays. 

And  bafe  ones  of  you  men  are  mingled  with  us. 

And  make  us  blnlh  like  Copper. 

Petru.  Then,  and  never 

Till  then  are  women  to  be  Ipoken  of. 

For  till  that  time  you  have  no  fouls  I take  it : 

Good  night : come  Gentlemen  ^ I’ll  faft  for  this  night. 

But  by  this  hand,well  ^ I fnall  come  up  yet  ? 

Mar.  No. 

Petru.  There  will  I watch  thee  like  a wither’d  Jury 
Thou  fhalt  neither  have  meat.  Fire,  nor  Candle,  ’ 

Nor  any  thing  that’s  eafie : do  you  rebel  fo  foon? 

Yet  take  mercy. 

By.  Put  up  your  Pipes:  to  bed  Sir,  I’ll  alFureyou 

A months  fiege  will  not  Ihake  us. 

Moro.  Wellfaid  Colonel. 

Mar.  To  bed,  to  bed  Petruchio:  goodnight  Gentlemen. 
You’ll  make  my  Father  fick  with  fitting  up; 

Here  you  Ihall  find  us  any  time  thefo  ten  days, 

Unlefs  we  may  march  off  with  our  contentment. 

Petru.  I’ll  hang  firll. 

Mar.  And  I’ll  quarter  if  I do  not, 

I’il  make  you  know,  and  fear  a wife  Petruchio^ 

There  my  caufe  lies. 

You  have  been  famous  for  a woman-tamer. 

And  bear  the  fear’d-name  of  a brave  Wife-breaker : 

A w om.an  now  fhall  take  thofe  honors  ofl^  (me. 

And  tame  you  ^ nay,  never  look  fo  bigg,  Ilie  Ihall  believe  ’ 
And  I am  Ihe : what  think  ye : goodnight  to  all 

Ye  Ihall  find  Centinels. 

By.  If  ye  dare  fally.  p^eunt  above. 

Petro.  The  devil’s  in ’em,  ev’n  the  very  devil,  the  down- 
right devil. 

Petru.  I’il  devil ’em;  by  thefe  ten  bones  I will:  I’ll  bring 

it  to  the  old  Proverb,  no  fport  no  pie: ^taken  down 

i’4’top  of  all  my  fpeed.^  this  is  fine  dancing:  Gentlemen, 
flick  to  me.  You  fee  our  Freehold’s  touch’d,  and  by  this 
light,  we  will  beleagure  ’em,  and  either  Ilarve  ’em  out 
or  make  ’em  recreant.  ’ 

Petro.  I’ll  fee  all  paflages  Ilopt,  but  thofe  about  ’em: 

If  the  good  women  of  the  Town  dare  fuccor  ’em, 

W’e  Ihall  have  wars  indeed. 

S oph.  I’ll  Rand  perdue  upon  ’em. 

Mor.  My  Regiment  Iliall  lie  before. 

Jag.  I think  fo.  ’tis  grown  too  old  to  Rand. 

Petru.  Let’s  in,  and  each  provide  his  tackle. 

We’ll  fire ’em  out,  or  make  ’em  take  their  pardons : 

Hear  what  I lay  on  their  bare  knees^ — 

Ami  Petruchio,  fear’d,  and  Ipoken  of, 

.4nd  on  my  wedding  night  am  I thus  jaded  ? Exeunt  omn. 

Sc£na  ^uarta. 

Rowland  andPedro  at  Jeveral  doors. 

Kojv.  Now  Pedro} 

Ped.  Verybufie  MaRerKon^/^i«</. 

’Row.  What haRe man.? 

Ped.  I befecch  you  pardon  me, 

I am  not  mine  own  man. 

Rorv.  Thou  art  not  mad .? 

Ped.  No but  believe  me,  as  haRy 

Ron;.  The  caufe  good  Pedro  ? 

Ped.  There  be  a thoufand  Sir  ^ you  are  not  married  ? 
Rotp.  Not  yet. 

Ped.  Keep  your  felf  quiet  then. 

Ron;.  Why  ? 

Ped.  You’ll  find  a Fiddle 

That  never  will  be  tun’d  elfe:  from  all  women — Exit. 
Ron;.  What  ails  the  fellow  tro?  Jagues? 

Ewtfr  Jaques. 

Jag.  Your  friend  Sir.  , , 

But  very  full  of  bulinels. 

Ron.  Nothing  but  bufinefs .?  ... 

Prethee  the  reafon,  is  there  any  dying?  ) ; 

Jag.  I would  there  were  Sir.  . • j 

Ron.  But  thy  bufinefs.?  ' 

I’ll  tell  you  in  a word,  I am  lent  to  lay 

An  Impolition  upon  Soufe  and  Puddings,  ^ j 

PaRies,  and  penny , CuRards,  that  the  women  _ ; ; 

May  not  relieve  you  Rebels : Fare  ye  well,  Sir* 

Ron.  How  does  my  MiRrifs  ? 

Jagl  Like  a reRy  jade. 

She’s 
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she’s  fpoil’d  for  riding.  Exit  Jaques. 

Kon>.  What  a devil  ail  they  ? 

'Enter  Sophocles. 

Cufl-ards,  and  penny  Parties,  Fools  and  Fiddles, 

What’s  this  to  th’purpofe?  Oh  well  met. 

Soph.  Now  Eotvland. 

I cannot  rtay  to  talk  long.  * 

Kaip.  What’s  the  matter? 

Here’s  rtirring,  but  to  what  end  .?  whither  goe  you  ? 

Soph.  To  view  the  Works. 

Kotp.  What  Works? 

Soph.  The  womens  Trenches. 

Kon\  Trenches?  are  luch  to  lee? 

Soph.  I do  not  jert,  Sir. 

. I cannot  underrtand  you. 

Soph.  Do  not  you  hear 
In  what  a ft  ate  of  quarrel  the  new  Bride 
Stands  with  her  Husband  j? 

Rotp.  Let  him  Hand  with  her,  and  there’s  an  end. 

Soph.  It  fliould  be,  but  by’r  Lady 
She  holds  him  out  at  Pikes  end,  and  defies  him, 

And  now  is  fortifi’d,  fuch  a Regiment  of  Rutters 
Never  defied  men  braver : I am  fent 
To  view  their  preparation. 

Roip.  This  is  news 

Stranger,  thaiTArmsin  the  air;  youfawnot 
My  gentle  Miftrifs  ? 

Soph.  Yes,  and  meditating 
Upon  fome  fecret  bufinefs,  when  Ihe  had  found  it 
She  leap’d  for  joy,  and  laugh’d,  and  ftraight  retir’d 
To  ihmMorofo. 

' Row.  This  may  be  for  me. 

Soph.  Will  you  along? 

Row.  No. 

Soph.  Farewel.  Exit  Sophocles. 

Row.  Farewel,  Sir. 

What  fhould  her  mufing  mean,  and  what  her  joy  in’t. 

If  not  for  my  advantage  ? rtay  ye  •,  may  not 

Enter  Livia  at  one  door.^  and  Morolb  at  another.^  hearhpting. 

That  bob-tail  j^de  Morofo.,  with  his  Gold, 

Hisgew-gaudes,  and  the  hope  Ihe  has  to  fend  him 
Quickly  to  dull,  e.xcitethis?  here  Ihe  comes. 

And  yonder  walks  the  Stallion  to  difcover: 

Yet  I’ll  faluteher:  lave  you  beauteous  Miftrils. 

Liv,  TheFoxiskennell’d  for  me*,  fave  you  Sir. 

Row.  Why  do  you  look  foftrange.? 

Liv.  I ule  to  look  Sir 
Without  examination. 

Mor.  Twenty  Spur-Royals  for  that  word. 

Row.  Belike  then 
The  objed  difcontentsyou  ? 

Liv.  Yes  it  does. 

Row.  Is’t  come  to  this?  you  know  me,  do  you  not  ? 

Liv.  Yes,  as  I may  know  many  by  repentance. 

Row.  Why  do  you  break  your  faith  ? 

Liv.  I’ll  tell  you  that  too. 

You  are  under  age,  and  no  band  holds  upon  you. 

Mor,  Excellent  wench. 

Liv.  Sue  out  your  underftanding. 

And  get  more  hair  to  cover  your  bare  knuckle^ 

C For  boys  were  made  for  nothing,  but  dry  kilTes) 

And  if  you  can,  more  manners. 

Mor.  Better  rtill. 

Liv.  And  then  if  I want  Spanijh  Gloves,  or  Stockings^ 

A ten  pound  Vv^aftecoat,  or  a Nag  to  hunt  on. 

It  may  be  1 lhall  grace  you  to  accept  ’em. 

Row.  Farewel,  and  when  I credit  women  more. 

May  I to  Smithfield,  and  there  buy  a Jade, 

( Andknow’himto  be  fo)  that  breaks  my  neck. 

Liv.  Becaufe  I have  known  you.,  I’ll  be  thus  kind  toyoir^ 
Farewtl,  and  be  a man,  and  I’ll  provide  you, 

Becaufe  Ifeey’are  deipcrate,  fome  ftaid  Chamber-maid 


That  may  relieve  your  youth  with  wholfome  dodrine. 
Mor.  She’s  mine  from  all  the  world:  ha  wench  .i* 

Liv.  Ha  Chicken?"  - gives  him  a box  o'^th^  ear^  and  Ex. 
Mor.  How’s  this  ? I do  not  love  thefe  favors : fave  you. 

Row.  The  devil  take  thee wrings  him  b\  thi*  nofe. 

Mor.  Oh!  J 

Row.  There’s  a Love-token  for  you:  thank  me  now. 
Mor.  I’ll  think  on  fome  of  ye,  and  if  I live 
My  nofe  alone  lliallnot  be  plaid  withal.  ’ Exit. 


AShs  Secmdus. 

Scecna  Vrima. 

Enter  Petronius,  and  Morolb. 

Petro.  A Box  o’  th’  ear  do  you  fay  ? 

Mor.  Yes  lure,  a found  one, 

Befide  my  nofe  blown  to  my  hand  •,  if  Cupid 
Shoot  Arrow  s of  that  weight,  I’ll  fwear  devoutly, 
H’asliied  his  Livery,  and  is  no  more  a boy. 

Petro.  You  gave  her  fome  ill  language? 

Mor.  Not  a word, 

Petro.  Or  might  be  you  were  fumbling  ? 

Mor.  Would  1 had  Sir. 

I had  been  a forehand  then  •,  but  to  be  baffl’d. 

And  have  no  feeling  of  the  caiife  — • 

Petro.  Be  patient, 

I have  a medicine  clapt  to  her  back  will  cure  her. 

Mor.  No  lure  it  muft  be  afore.  Sir. 

Petro.  O’ my  confcicnce. 

When  I got  thefe  two  wenches  (who till  now 
Ne’r  Ihew’d  their  riding  ) I was  drunk  with  Bartard, 
Whofe  nature  is  to  form  things  Ike  it  lelf 
Heady,  and  monrtrous : did  ihe  flight  him  too? 

Mor.  That’s  all  my  comroit:  ameerHt  Dby.horle 
She  made  child  Rowland . s’foot  flie  would  not  know  him. 
Not  give  him  a freeiook,  not  reckon  him 
Among  her  thoughts,  which  I held  more  than  wonder, 

1 having  Icen  her  within’s  three  days  kifs  him. 

With  fuch  an  appetite  as  though  Ihe  would  eat  him. 
Petro.  There  is  fome  trick  in  this : how  did  hetajceit  ^ 
Mor.  Ready  to  cry  j he  ran  away. 

Petro.  I fear  her. 

And  yet  I tell  you,  ever  to  my  anger,  j 
She  is  as  tame  as  innocency  ^ it  may  be 
This  blow  was  but  a favour. 

Mor.  I’ll  be  fworn ’twas  well  tied  on  then. 

Petro.  Goe  too,  pray  forget  it, 

I have  befpoke  a Prieft : and  within’s  two  hours 
I’ll  have  ye  married  j will  thatpleafe  you  ? 

Mor.  Yes. 

Petro.  I’ll  fee  it  done  my  felf,  and  give  the  Lady 
Such  a found  exhortation  for  this  knavery 
I’ll  warrant  you,  lhall  make  herfmell  this  month  on’t- 
Mor.  Nay  good  Sir  be  not  violent. 

Petro.  Neither Mor.  it  may  be 

Out  of  her  earnert  love  there  grew  a longing 
( As  you  know  women  have  fuch  toys ) in  kmdnefs. 

To  give  me  a box  o’  th’  ear,  or  fo. 

Petro.  It  may  be. 

Mor.  I reckon  for  die  beft  rtill : this  night  then 
I lhall  enjoy  her. 

Petro.  You  fiiall  handfel  her. 

Mor.  Old  as  I am,  I’llgive  her  one  blow  for’t 
Shall  make  her  groan  this  tw^elve-month, 

Petro.  Where’s  your  Joynture  ? 

Mor.  I have  a Joynture  for  her. 

Petro.  Have  your  Council  perus’d  it  yet  ? (ter, 

Mor.  No  Council  but  the  night,  and  your  fweet  daugh- 
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Shall  e’r  perufe  that  joynture. 

?etro.  Very  well , Sir. 

Uoro.  i’ll  no  demurrers  on’t,  nor  no  rejoynd'ers. 

The  other’s  ready  i'eal’d. 

V nr 0.  Come  then  let’s  comfort 
My  Son  Fnrmhio^  he’s  like  little  Children 
That  loofe  their  baubles,  crjdng  ripe. 

Mor.  Pray  tell  me. 

Is  this  fbcrnwom.an  itill  upon  the  flaunt 
Of  bold  defiance? 

Tnra.  Still,  ^nd  Hill  flie  fhall  be, 

Till  fliebe  Harv’d  o'lt,  you  Iballfee  fuch  juHice, 

That  women  flialibe  glad  after  this  tempeih. 

To  tie  their  husbands  'll  cocs,  and  walk  their  horfes. 

Mor.  T hat  were  a me  rry  world ; do  you  hear  the  rumor  ? 
They  fay  the  women  are  in  infurredion , 

And  mean  to  make  a — • 

Petro.  They’ll  fooncr 

Drav/  upon  walls  as  we  do:  Let’em,  Ict’^em, 

We’ll  Ihip  ’em  out  in  Cuck-frocls,  there  they’ll  lail 
As  brave  Col!tt7.bnsd\d^  till  they  difeover 
The  happy  lllandsof  obedience. 

We  ftay  too  long.  Come. 

Mor.  Now  St.  George  he  with  its.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na:  Secunda. 

Enter  Livia  akne. 

liv.  Nowifl  can  hut  get  in  handfomely, 

Father  I fhall  deceive  yous  and  this  night 
For  all  your  private  plotting,  I’ll  no  wedlock  v 
I have  flnfrcd  fail,  and  find  my  Sifters  fafety 
A fure  retirement  •,  pray  to  heaven  that  Rowland 
Do  not  believe  too  far,  what  I faidtohim. 

For  yon  old  Faxcafe forc’d  me,  that’s  my  fear. 

Stay,  let  me  fee,  this  quarter  fierce  Petruchh 
Keeps  with  his  Myrmidons;,  I muft  befuddain, 

If  he  feize  on  me,  i can  look  for  nothing 

But  Marftial-Law  ^ to  this  place  have  Ifcap’dhimj 

Above  there. 

Enter  Maria  andByznchx  a$jve^ 

Mar.  ChevaPj. 

Liv.  A friend. 

By.  Who  are  you  ? 

Liv.  Look  out  and  know. 

Mjr.  Alas  poor  wench,  who  fent  thee  ? 

What  weak  fool  made  thy  tongue  his  Orator  ? 

I know  you  come  to  parly. 

Liv.  Y’are  deceiv’d. 

Urg’d  by  the  goodnefs  of  your  caufe,  I come 
To  do  as  you  do. 

Mar.  Y’aretoo  weak,  too  foolifb, 

To  cheat  us  with  your  fmoothnefs;  do  not  we  know- 
Thou  haft  been  kept  up  tame  ? 

Liv.  Believe  me. 

Mar.  No,  prethee  good  Livia 
Utter  thy  Eloquence  fomewhere  elfe. 

By.  GoodCofin 

Put  up  your  Pipes  ^ we  are  not  for  your  palate 
Alas  we  know  who  font  you. 

Liv.  O’  miy  word — — 

By.  Stay  there-,  you  muft  not  think  your  word. 

Or  by  your  Maidenhead,  or  fiich  Sunday  oaths. 

Sworn  after  Even-Song,  can  inveigle  us 
To  lofe  ourhand-faft:  did  their  wifdoms  think 
That  fent  you  hither,  we  would  be  fo  foolilh. 

To  entertain  our -gentle  Sifter 

And  give  her  credit,  while  the  wooden  Jade 

Petruchio  ftole  upon  US : no  good  Sifter, 

Go  home,  and  tell  the  merry  Gree/y  that  fent  you. 

Ilium  fhall  burn,  and  I,  as  did  JEneas.^ 


Will  on  my  back,  Ipite  of  the  Myrmidons^ 

Carry  this  warlike  Lady,  and  through  Seas 
Unknown,  and  unbeJiev  d,  feekout  a Land, 

W here  like  a race  of  noble  Amazons 
We’ll  roo,  osr  feivcs,  and  to  our  endJefs  glory 
Live,  and  deipifebafemen. 

Liv.  I’il  fecond  ye. 

By.  How  long  have  you  been  thus  > 

Liv.  That’s  all  one.  Cofin, 
ftand  for  freedom  now. 

By.  Take  heed  of  lyings 
dr  by  this  light,  if  we  do  credit  you, 

And  find  you  tripping,  hisinflidion 
That  kill’d  the  Prince  of  Orange.^  will  be  f]x)rt 
To  what  we  purpofe, 

Liv.  Letmefeeltheheavieft,  (maiden-head,  f 

A'lar.  Swear  by  thy  Sweet-hezttRowland  (forby  your 
fear  ’twill  be  too  kte  to  fwear  ) you  mean 
Nothing  but  fair  andfafe,  and  honourable 
To  us,  and  to  yourfeif. 

Liv.  1 fwear. 

By.  Stay  yet, 

Swear  as  you  iiate  Morofo,  that’s  the  fureft, 

And  as  you  have  a certain  fear  to  find  him 
Worlethan  a poor  dty'^djach^  full  of  more  aches 
Than  Autumn  has  ^ more  knavery,  and  ufiiry, 

And  foolery,  and  brokery,  than  dogs-ditch: 

As  you  do  conftantly  believe  he’s  nothing 
But  an  old  empty  bag  with  a grey  beard, 

And  that  Beard  fuch  a bob-tail,  that  it  lodes 
Worfethana  Mares  tail  eaten  off  with  Fillies  r 
As  you  acknowledge  that  young  handfbme  wench 
That  lies  by  fuch  a Bilboa  blade  that  bends 
With  ev’ry  pals  he  makes,  to  th’  hilts,  miferable, 

A dry  Nurfe  to  his  Coughs,  a fewterer 
To  fuch  a nafty  fellow^  a robb’d  thing 
Of  all  delights  youth  looks  for : and  to  end. 

One  call  away  on  courfe  beef,  born  to  brufh 
That  everlaftingCaflbckthat  has  worn 
As  many  Servants  out,  astheNortheaft  paffage 
Has  conlum’d  Sailors:  if  you  fwear  this,  and  truly 
Without  the  refervation  of  a gown 
Or  any  meritorious  Petticoat, 

’Tislike  we  fliall  believe  you. 

Liv.  I do  fwear  it.  • 

Mar.  Stay  yet  a little^  came  this  wholfbme  motion 
( Deal  truly  Sifter  ) from  your  own  opinion. 

Or  fome  fuggeftion  of  the  Foe  ? 

Liv.  Nev’r  fear  me, 

For  by  that  little  faith  I have  in  Husbands, 

And  the  great  zeal  I bear  your  caufe,  I come 
Full  of  that  liberty  you  ftand  for,  Sifter. 

Mar.  If  we  believe,  and  you  prove  recreant,  L/z/w, 
Think  what  a maim  you  give  the  noble  Caufe 
We  now  ftand  up  for : Think  what  women  fhall. 

An  hundred  years  hence, fpeak  thee,  when  examples 
Are  look’d  for,  and  fo  great  ones,  whofe  relations. 

Spoke  as  we  do  ’em  vvench,  fhall  make  new  cuftoms. 

By.  If  you  befalfe,  repent,  go  home,  and  pray. 

And  to  the  ferious  women  of  the  City 
Confefsyour  lelf-,  bring  not  a fin  fo  hainous 
To  load  thy  foul  to  this  place : mark  me  Livia^ 

If  thou  be’ft  doubfe,  and  betray’ft  our  honors. 

And  we  fail  in  our  purpofe:  get  thee  where 
There  is  no  women  living,  nor  no  hope 
There  ever  fhall  be. 

Mar.  If  a Mothers  daughter, 

That  ever  heard  the  name  of  ftubborn  husband 
Find  thee,  and  know  thy  fim 
By.  Nay,  if  old  age, 

One  that  has  worn  away  the  name  of  woman. 

And  no  more  left  to  know  her  by,  but  railing, 

No  teeth,  nor  eyes,nor  legs,  but  wooden  ones 

Come  buti’th’  wind- ward  of  thee,  for  fure  ftie’ll  fmellthee  ^ 

Thou’It 
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Thou’Itbe  forank,  Ihe’il  ride  thee  like  a night-Mare, 

And  fay  her  Prayers  back-ward  to  r.ndo  thee : 

She’ll  curfe  thy  meat  and  drink,and  when  thou  marriefl:, 
Clap  a lound  fpell  for  ever  on  thy  pleafures. 

Mar.  Children  of  five  year  bid,  like  little  Fairies, 

Will  pinch  thee  into  motley:  all  that  ever 
Shall  live,  and  hear  of  thee,  1 mean  all  women , 

Wfill  ( like  fo many  furies)  lhake  their  keys^ 

And  tofs  their  flaming  diftafis  o’r  their  heads. 

Crying  revenge  : take  heed,  ’tis  hideous : 

Oh  ’tis  a fearful  office,  if  thouhadfb 
( Though  thou  be’ft-perfed  now)  when  tnou  cam’lVhither, 
A falfe  imagination,  get  thee  gone. 

And  as  my  learned  Colin  faid,  repent^ 

This  place  is  fought  byfoundnels. 

L 'tv.  So  I feek  it, 

Or  let  me  be  a molt  defpis’d  example. 

Mar.  Ido  believe  thee,  be  thou  worthy  of  it. 

You  come  not  empty  ? 

Liv.  No,  here’s  Cakes,  and  cold  meat. 

And  Tripe  of  proof:  behold,  here’s  VVineandBeer, 
Befuddain,  I lhall  befurpriz’d  ePe. 

Mar.  Meet  at  the  low  parlour  door,  there  lies  a clofe  wdy : 
What  fond  obedience  you  have  living  in  you, 

Or  duty  to  a man  -before  you  enter. 

Fling  it  away,  ’twill  but  defile  our  Off ’rings. 

By.  Be  wury  as  you  come, 

Liv.  I warrant  ye.  Exeunt. 

Sc£nj  Tertia. 

Enter  three  Maids. 

I Mai.  How  goes  your  bufinels  Girls 

2.  A foot,  and  fair. 

3.  If  fortune  favour  us ; away  to  your  ftrcngth, 

The  Countrey  Forces  are  arriv’d,  begone. 

We  are  difcover’d  elfe. 

1 . Arm,  and  be  valiant. 

2.  Think  of  our  caufe. 

3.  Ourjuftice. 

I.  ’Tis  fufficient.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  ^arta. 

Rowland  andTs2XiiO  at  fever al  doors, 

7r7.  Nowr  Koxrland  ? 

Koto.  Howdoeyou? 

"Ira.  How  doff  thou  man  ? 

Thou  look’d;  ill : 

Borv.  Yes,  pray  can  you  tell  me  Iranis^ 

Who  knew  the  dqvil  firit  ? 

Ira.^  A woman. 

Eort>.  So.  Were  they  not  well  acquainted 
Ira.  Maybe  fo. 

For  they  had  certain  Dialogues  together. 

Eow.  He  fold  her  fruit,  I take  it? 

"Ira.  Yes,  and  Cheefe 
That  choak’d  all  mankind  after, 
t Bov,  Canfl;  thou  tell  me 
Whether  that  woman  ever  had  a faith 
After  fhe  had  eaten  ? 

Ira.  That’s  a Sehool-queftion 
Bow.  NOi 

’Tis  no  queftion,  for  believe  me  Iranio.,  ^ 

That  cold  fruit  after  eating  bread  naught  in  hcf 
But  windy  promifes,  and  chollick  vows 
That  broke  out  both  ways. 

Bow.  ^hou  haft  heard  I am  fure  . , 

Of  a faf  famed  Surgeon, 

One  that  could  fet  together  quartt  I’d  pTraitors 
And  make  ’em  honed;  men. 

Ira.  How  doft  thou  Bowland  i 
Bow.  Let  him  but  take,  ( if  be  dare  do  a cure 
Shall  get  him  fame  indeed)  a faithlefswoman. 

There  will  be  credit  for  him^  that  will  fpeak  hinii 
• \ 


A broken  woman  Iranio.^  a bafe  woman^ 

And  if  he  can  cure  luch  a rack  of  honor 
Let  him  come  here,  and  practice. 

Tra.  Now  for  honors  lake, 

Why  what  ail’d;  thou  Bowland} 

Row.  1 am  ridden 

And  Ipur-gall’d  to  the  life  of  patience 
(Heaven  keep  my  wits  together)  by  a thing 
Our  word  thoughts  arc  too  noble  for,  a woman. 

Ira.  Your  Miftrifs  has  a little  frown’d  it  may  be  } 

Bow.  She  was  my  Miftrifs. 

Ira.  Is  die  not? 

Bdw.  No  Iranio. 

She  has  done  me  fuch  difgrace,  lb  fpitefiilly 
So  like  a woman  bent  to  my  undoing. 

That  henceforth  a good  horfe  ftiall  be  my  Miftrifs, 

A good  Sword,  or  a Book : and  if  you  fee  her. 

Tell  her  I befeech  you,  even  for  love  fake. — . 

Ira.  I will  Bowland. 

Bow.  She  may  fboner 
Count  the  good  I have  thought  her, 

Our  old  love  and  our  friendlhip. 

Shed  one  true  tear,  mean  one  hour  conftantly, 

Be  old  and  honeft,  married,  and  a maid. 

Than  make  me  fee  her  more,  or  more  believe  her: 

And  now  I have  met  a meflenger,  farewel  Sir.  Exit, 
Ira:  Alas  poor  Bowland.,  I will  do  it  for  thee: 

Tliis  is  that  dog  Morofo.,  but  1 hope 

To  fee  him  cold i’th’ mouth  firft,  e’r  he  enjoy  her: 

I’ll  watch  this  young  man,defperate  thoughts  may  feizehim, 
And  if  my  purfe  or  council  can,  I’ll  eafe  him.  Exit. 

Sc£na  §luinta. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Petronius,  Morofo,  and  Sophocles. 

Petru.  For  look  you  Gentlemen,  lay  that  I grant  her. 

Out  of  my  free  and  liberal  love,  a pardon, 

Which  you,  and  all  men  elfe  know,  Ihe  deferves  not, 

( T eneatis  amid  ) can  all  the  world  leave  laughing  ? 

Petro.  I think  not. 

Petru.  No  by they  cannot^ 

For  pray  confidcr,  have  you  ever  read. 

Or  heard  of,  or  can  any  man  imagine. 

So  ftiff  a lom-boy.,  of  fo  fet  a malicCj 
And  fuch  a brazen  refolution, 

As  thisyoung  Crab-tree?  and  then  anfwer  me. 

And  mark  but  this  too  friends,  without  a caufe, 

Not  a foul  word  come  crofs  her,  not  a fear. 

She  juftly  can  take  hold  on,  and  do  ycJli  think 
I muft  fleep  out  my  anger,  and  endure  it, 

Sow  pillows  to  her  eafe,  and  lull  her  mifehief? 

Give  me  a Spindle  firft : no,  no  my  Mafters, 

Were  ftie  as  fair  as  Nell-a-Greece^  andhoufewife 
As  good  as  the  wife  Sailors  wife,  and  young  ftill, 

Never  above  fifteen,  and  thefe  tricks  to  it, 

She  ftiouldfide  the  wild  Mare  onceaweek,  fne  ftiould,- 
( Believe  me  friends  file  Ihould  ) I would  tabor  her. 

Till  all  the  Legions  that  are  crept  into  her, 

Flew  out  with  fire  i’th'  tails. 

Soph.  Methinks  you  err  now. 

For  to  me  feems,  a little  fuffcrance 
Were  afar  furercure. 

Petru.  Yes,  I can  fuffer. 

Where  I fee  promifes  of  peace  and  amendment 
Mor.  Give  her  a few  conditions. 

Petru.  I’ll  be  hanged  firft. 

Petron.  Give  her  a Cfab-tree  Cudgel* 

Petru.  So  I will  ^ ' 

And  after  it  a flock-bed  for  her  bones. 

And  hard  eggs,  till  they  brace  her  like  a Drum, 

She  lhall  be  pamper’d  with 

She  lhall  nbt  know  a ftool  in  ten  months,  Gentlemen, 

Soph.  This  muft  not  be. 

Enter 
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E>iter  Jaques. 

Jaq,  Arm,  arm,  out  with  your  weapons, 

For  all  the  women  in  the  Kingdom’s  on  ye  j 

Enter  Pedro. 

They  fwarm  l ike  wafps,  and  nothing  can  defrroy ’em. 

But  hopping  of  their  hive,  and  frnotheringof’em. 

Fed.  Stand  to  your  guard.  Sir,  all  the  devils  extant 
Are  broke  upon  ns  like  a cloud  of  thunder  ^ 

There  are  more  women  marching  hitherward. 

In  refeueof  my  Miftrifs,  than  e’er  turn’d  tail 
At  Sturbridge  Fair,  and  1 believe,  as  fiery. 

Jaq.  The  forlorn-hope’s  led  by  aTanner’s  wife, 

I know  her  by  her  Hide,  a defperate  woman : 

She  head  her  Husband  in  heryduth,  and  made 

Raynes  of  his  Hide  to  ride  the  parilh.Take  ’email  together, 

They  are  a genealogy  of  Jennets,  gotten 

And  born  thus  by  the  boifterous  breath  of  Husbands  ^ 

They  ferve  fure,  aad  are  fwift  to  catch  occafion, 

( I mean  their  foes  or  Husbands ) by  the  forelocks. 

And  there  they  hang  like  favours  i cry  they  can 
But  more  for  Noble  Ipight,  than  fear  : aud  crying 
Like  the  old  Gianjvsthat  were  foes  to  heaven, 

Theyluave  ye  Pool  on  (tool,  and  fling  main  Pot-lids 
Like  maflie  Rocks,  dart  Ladles,  tolling  Irons, 

And  Tongs  like  Thunderbolts,  till  overlaid. 

They  fall  beneath  the  weights  yet  ftiH  afpiring 
At  thole  Emperious  Godheads  that  would  tame ’em. 
There’s  ne’r  a one  of  thefe,  the  worll  and  weakelL, 

(Chufc  where  you  will,)  but  dare  attempt  the  railing, 
Againft  the  foveraign  peace  of  Puritans, 

A Miy-poleand  a Morris,  maugre  mainly 
Theii  zeal,  and  Dudgeon-daggers:  and  yet  more. 

Dares  plant  a ft  and  of  batt’ring  Ale  againft  ’em, 

And  drink  ’em  out  o’th’  parilh.  (tience. 

Soph.  Lo  you  fierce  Feirnchio.,  this  comes  of  your  irapa- 

Fed.  T here’s  one  brought  in  the  Bears  againft  the  Canons 
Of  the  Town,  made  it  good,  and  fought  ’em. 

Jaq.  Another  to  her  everlafting  fame,  ereded 
Two  Ale-houfes  of  eafe ; the  Quarter-Seflions 
Running  againft  her  roundly,  in  which bufinefs 
Two  of  the  difanullers  loft  their  night-caps  : 

A third  ftood  excommunic'ate  by  the  cudgel  ^ 

The  Conftable,  to  her  eternal  glory, 

Drunk  hard,  and  was  converted,  and  llievidor. 

Fed.  Then  are  they  vidualed  with  Pies  and  Puddings, 
(The trappings  of  g(X)d  Stomachs ) noble  Ale 
The  true  defender,  Saufages,  and  fmoak’d  ones. 

If  need  be,  fuch  as  ferve  (or  Pikes  ^ and  Pork, 

(Better  the  Jewsne’r  hated: ) here  and  there 

A bottle  of  MethegUn^  aftout  Britain 

That  will  frand  to  ’em what  elfe  they  want,  they  war  for. 

Fetrtt.  Come  to  council. 

Soph.  Now  you  muft  grant  conditions,  or  the  Kingdom 
Will  have  no  other  talke  but  this. 

Fetron.  Away  then,  and  let’s  advife  the  belt. 

Soph.  Why  do  you  tremble  ? 

Mor.  Havel  liv’d  thus  long  to  be  knockt  o’th’ head. 
With  half  a Wafliing-beetle  : pray  be  wife.  Sir. 

Fetrn.  Come, fomething  I’ll  do,  but  what  it  is,I  know  not. 

Soph.  To  Council  then,  and  let’s  avoid  their  follies. 
Guard  all  the  doors,  or  wefliallnot  liave  a Cloak  left. 

Exeunt. 


Era.  No  more  of  that.  Sir. 

Soph.  Are  yerefolv’dto  give  her  fair  conditions  ? 

’Twill  be  the  fafeft  way. 

Fetru.  lam  diftrafted. 

Would  I had  run  my  head  into  a halter 
When  I firft  woo’d  her : if  I offer  peace, 

She’ll  urge  her  own  conditions,  that’s  the  devil. 

Soph.  Why,  fay  fne  do  ? ' 

Fetru.  Say,  lam  made  an  Afs,  then^ 

I know  her  aim : may  I,  with  reputation 
( Anfwer  me  this  ) with  fafety  of  mine  honor, 

( After  the  mighty  manage  of  my  firft  wife. 

Which  was  indeed  a fury  to  this  Filly, 

After  my  twelve  ftrong  labours  to  reclaim  her. 

Which  would  have  made  Don  Hercules  horn  mad, 

And  hid  him  in  his  Hide)  fuffer  this  C/cf /y  ? 

E’refhe  have  warm’d  my  ftieets,e’regrappell’dwithmc, 
ThisPinck,  this  painted  Foift,  this  Cockle-boat, 

To  hang  her  Fights  out,  anddefieme  friends, 

A well  known  man^f  war  ? if  this  be  equal, 

And  I may  fuffer,  lay,  and  I have  done? 

Fetron.  I do  not  think  you  may. 

Era.  You’ll  make  itworfe.  Sir. 

Soph.  Pray  hear  me  good  butev’nnow, 

You  were  contented  to  give  all  conditions, 

To  try  how  far  Ihe  would  carry : ’Tis  a folly, 

( And  you  will  find  it  lb  ) to  clap  the  curb  on, 

E’reyou  befureit  proves  a natural  wildnefs, 

And  not  a forc’d.  Give  her  conditions. 

For  on  my  life  this  trick  is  put  into  her, 

Fetron.  I Ihould  believe  fo  too. 

Soph.  And  not  her  own. 

Era.  You’ll  find  it  lb. 

Soph.  Then  if  ftie  flownder  with  you. 

Clap  fpurs  on,  and  in  this  you’ll  deal  with  temperance. 
Avoid  the  hurry  of  the  world. 

Era.  And  loole.  Mufick.^  above. 

Mar.  No  honor  on  my  life.  Sir. 

Fetru.  I will  do  it. 

Fetron.  It  feems  they  are  very  merry. 

Enter  Jaques. 

Fetru.  Why  Heaven  hold  it. 

Mor.  Now  Jaques  ? 

Jaq.  They  are  i’th’  flaunt.  Sir. 

Soph.  Yes  we  hear ’em. 

Jaq.  They  have  got  a ftick  of  Fiddles,  and  they  firk  it. 

In  wondrous  ways,  the  two  grand  Capitano^s., 

(They  brought  the  Auxiliary  Regiments) 

Dance  with  their  coats  tucktup  to  their  bare  breeches. 
And  bid  the  Kingdom  kifs  ’em,  that’s  the  burden  i 
They  have  got  Metheglin.^  and  audacious  Ale  j 
And  talk  like  Tyrants. 

Fetron.  How  knovveft  thou  ? 

Jaq.  I peept  in 
At  a loole  Lansket. 

SONG. 

A Health  for  all  this  day 

To  the  woman  that  bears  the  fway 

And  wears  the  breeefoesi 

Let  it  come.,  let  it  cotnc. 

Let  this  health  be  a Seal, 

F or  the  good  of the  Common-'Vpeal 

the  woman.  jhaJL  wear  the  hreechu. 


Sc£na  Eertia: 

Enter  Petronius,  Petruchio,  Morolb,  Sophocles, 
and  Tranio. 

Fetro.  I am  indifferent,  though  I muft  confeft, 

I had  rather  fee  her  carted. 


LeFs  drinkjhen  and  laugh  it 
And  merrily  merrily  quaff  it 
And  tipple,  and  tipple  a round 

here*s  to  thyfool^ 
and  to  my  fool. 
Come,  to  fooU 
though  iitceffus  roenehy  a found. 


The  Tamer  tam'd. 
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Tra.  Hark. 

Petro.  A Song,  pray  filence.  AH  the  Women  above. 

Mor.  They  lookout.  Citizens  and  Countrey 

Petru,  Good  ev  n Ladies.  tvomen. 

Mar*  Good  you  good  ev’n  Sir. 

Vetrti.  How  have  you  flept  to  night  ? * 

Mar.  Exceeding  well  Sir. 

Petru.  Did  you  not  wilh  me  with  you  ? 

Mar.  No,  believe  me, 

I never  thought  upon  you. 

Cun.  Is  that  he  > 

Bya.  Yes. 

Cun.  Sir? 

Soph.  She  has  drank  hard,  mark  her  Hood. 

Cun.  You  are— 

Soph.  Learnedly  drunk,  Pll  hang  elle:  let  her  utter. 

Cun.  Andl  mult  tell  you,  viva  voce  friend, 

A very  foolilh  fellow. 

Tra.  There’s  an  Ale  figure. 

Petru.  I thank  you  Sufan  Brotes, 

Cir.  Forward  Siller. 

Cun.  You  have  erpoufed  here  a hearty  woman, 

A comly,  and  courageous. 

Petru.  Well,  1 have  lb. 

Cun.  And  to  the  comfoit  of  diHrefied  damfels. 

Women  out-worn  in  wedlock-,  and  fuch  veflels, 

This  w’oman  has  defied  you. 

Petru.  It  Ihould  feem  lb. 

Cun.  And  why  ? •' 

Petru.  Yes,  can  you  tell? 

Cun.  For  thirteen  caufes. 

Petru.  Pray  by  your  patience  Miflrifs. 

Cit.  Forward  Siller. 

Petru.  Do  you  mean  to  treat  of  all  thefe  ? 

Cit.  Who  lhall  let  her? 

Petro.  Do  you  hear,  Velvet  hood,  we  come  not  now 
To  hear  your  dodrine 
Cun.  For  the  firll,  I take  if, 

It  doth  divide  it  felf  into  leven  branches.  ‘ 

Petru.  Hark  you  good  Mam, 

Ha^'e  you  got  a Catechiler  here  ? ' 

Tra.  Good  zeal. 

Soph.  Good  three  pil’d  predication,  will  you  peace. 

And  hear  the  caule  we  come  for  ? 

Cun.  Yes  bob-tails 

We  know  the  caufe  you  come  for,  h’ere’sthecaufe,- 
But  never  hope  to  carry  her,  never  dream 
Or  flatter  your  opinions  with  atholight 
Of  bafe  repentance  in  her.  " -- 

Cit.  Give  me  Sack, 

By  this,  and  next  llrong  Ale. 

Cun.  Swear  forward  Sifter.  ' • 

Cit.  By  all  that’s  cordial,  in  this  place  w^’llTlury ' ' 

Our  bones,  fames,  tongues,  our  triumphs  and  all  ' 

That  everyet  Was  chfOnicl’d  of ‘yfoman  ^ • ‘ 

But  this  brave  wench,*  this  ext^lent  defpiler,  V 

This  banc  of  dull  obedience,  lhall  inherit 

His  liberal  Will,  and  march  off  with  conditions  • 

Noble,  and  worth  her  iHf. 

Cuni  She  lhall  * ' * 

And  brave  ones  too,  my  Hood  fnalffnake  a Hearle-cloth,  , 
And  I’ll  lie  under  it  like  Jone  <?’  Gaunt.,  . ^ ' 

E’r  I golefs,  my  Diftaff  ftuck  ujx'by  me,  ■ ■' ' 

For  the  eternal  Trophy  of  my  conqnefts  *,  • 

And  loud  fame  at  my  head  with  two  main  bottles, 

Shall  fill  to  all  the  world  the  glorious  fall 
Of  old  T^on  Gillian. 

Cit.  Yet  a little' ftifther;  , _ ’ 

We  have  taken  Amis'  iff  refcue  of  fhis  Lady ; 

Moll  juft  and  Noble': ‘if  ye  beatiis  off 
Without  conditions,  and  we  recant, 

Ufe  us  as  we  delerve  -,  and  firll  de^fhdems 

Of  all  our  antient  chambring:  ndxt  that 

The 'Symbols  of  our  fecrefie,  filk  Stockings,--  ' 


Hew  of  our  heels  ^ our  petticoats  of  Arms 
Tear  off  our  bodies,  and  our  Bodkins  break 
Over  our  coward  heads. 

Cun.  And  ever  after 
To  make  the  tainture  moll  notorious. 

At  all  our  Crefts,  videlicet  our  Plackets. 

I et  Laces  h-ang,  and  we  return  again 
Into  our  former  titles,  Dary-inaids. 

Petru.  No  more  wars:  puiffant  Ladies,  Ihew  conditions 
And  freely  I accept  ’em. 

Mar.  Call  in  Livia  3 
Shea’s  in  the  Treaty  too. 

Enter  Livia  above. 

Mor.  How,  Livia} 

Mar.  Hearyou that  Sir? 

There’s  the  conditions  for  ye,  prayperufe  ’em. 

Petron.  Yes,  there  Ihe  is : ’t  had  been  no  right  rebellion 
Had  fheheld  off^  what  think  you  man.'?  ’ 

Mor.  Nay  nothing. 

I have  enough  o’ th’ profpeff: : o’ my  confcLence 
The  worlds  end,  and  the  goodnefs  of  a woman^ 

Will  come  together. 

Petron.  Are  you  there  fwcet  Lady  ? 

Liv.  Cry  you  mercy  Sir,  Ifawyounot:  your  bleffing. 
Petron.  Yes,  when  Iblefs  a jade,  that  ftumbles  with  me. 
How  are  the  Articles? 

Liv.  This  is  for  you  Sir  3 
And  I lhall  think  upon’t. 

Mor.  You  have  us’d  me  finely. 

Liv.  There’s  no  other  ufe  of  thee  now  extant, 

But  to  be  hung  up,  Caffock,  Cap,  and  all. 

For  fome  ftrange  monfter  at  Apothecaries, 

Petron.  I hear  you  whore. 

Liv.  It  mull  be  his  then  Sir, 

For  need  wall  then  compel  me. 

Cit.  Bleffmg  on  thee. 

Petron.  There’s  iio  talking  to ’em  3 
How  are  they  Sir  ? 

Petru.  As  I expeded : Liberty  and  clothes,  Eeads. 
V'hen,  and  in  what  way  Ihe  will : continual  moneys. 
Company,  and  all  the  houfe  at  her  difpofe^ 

No  tongue  to  fay,  why  is  this?  or  whether  will  it; 

New  Coaches,  and  fome  buildings,  (he  appoints  here; 
Hangings,  and  Hunting-horfes : and  for  Plate 
And  Jewels  for  her  private  ufe,  I take  it. 

Two  thoufand  pound  in  prefent : thenfojr  Mufick, 

And  women  to  read  French ; 

Petron.  This  mull  not  be. 

Petru.  And  at  the  latter  end  a claufe  put  in. 

That  Livia  fnall  by  no  man  be  importun’d. 

T his  whole  month  yet,  to  marry. 

Petron.  This  is  monftrous. 

Petru.  This  lhall  be  done.  I’ll  humor  her  awhile; 

If  nothing  but  repentance  and  undoing 
Can  win  her  love.  I’ll  make  a lliift  for  one. 

Soph.  When  ye  are  once  a bed,  all  thefe  conditions 
Lie  under  your  own  feal. 

Mijr.  Do  you  like  ’em  ? 

Petru.  Yes. 

And  by  that  faith  I gave  you  ’fore  the  Prieft 
I’ll  rarifie  ’em. 

Cun.  Stay,  what  pledges? 

Mar.  No,  I’ll  take  that  oath ; 

But  have  a care  you  keep  it. 

Cit.  ’Tisnotnow 
As  when  Andrea  liv’d. 

Cun.  If  you  do  juggle. 

Or  alter  but  a Letter  of  thefe  Articles 
We  have  fet  downtime felf-Iame  perfecution. 

Mar.  Miftrufthim  not. 

Petra.  By  all  my  hdnefty 

Mar.  Enough,  1 yield.  • 

Petron. 


The  Womans  or 
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Tetron.  What’s  this  Inferted  here  ? 

Soph.  That  the  two  valiant  women  that  Commanded  here 
Shall  have  a Supper  made  ’em,  and  a large  one, 

And  liberal  entertainment  without  grudging. 

And  pay  for  all  their  foldiers. 

Petru.  That  lhall  be  too 
And  if  a Tun  of  Wine  will  ferve  to  pay  ’em. 

They  lhall  have  juftice : I ordain  ye  all 

IPay-mafters,  Gentlemen, 

Jr  a.  Then  we  lhall  have  fport  boys. 

Mar.  We’ll  meet  you  in  the  Parlor. 

PetrH.  Ne’r  look  fad,  Sir,  for  I will  do  it, 

Soph.  There’s  no  danger  in’t. 

Petro.  For  Liziah  Article  you  lhall  obferve  it, 

I have  ti’d  my  felf. 

^ Tetron.  I W’ill. 

Tetru.  Along  then:  now 

Either  1 break,  or  this  ftff plant  mull  bow.  Exeunt. 


JHus  Wertius, 

Sexna  ftma. 

Enter  Tranio  and  Rowland, 

Tra.  ^Omeyou  lhall  take  mycounfel. 

Koxv.  I fliall  hang  firft. 

I’il  no  more  love,  that’s  certain,  ’tis  a banc, 

(Next  that  they  poi  Ion  Rats  with)  the  moft  mortal: 

No,  I thank  Heaven,  I have  got  my  fleep  again, 

And  now  begin  to  write  fences  lean  walk  ye 
A long  hour  in  my  chamber  like  a man. 

And  think  of  fome  thing  that  may  better  me  *, 

Some  ferious  point  of  Learning,  or  my  Rate  •, 

No  more  ay-mees,  and  Miftrifles,  Jranio., 

Come  near  my  brain.  I’ll  tell  thee,  had  the  devil 
But  any  elicneein  him  of  a man. 

And  could  be  brought  to  love,  and  love  a woman, 

’ ’Twould  make  his  head  akeworfer  thanhishorns  do  *, 

And  firk  him  with  a fire  he  never  felt  yet, 

Would  make  him  dance.  I tell  thee  there  is  nothing 
( It  majrbc  thy  cafe  Jranio.,  therefore  hear  me :) 

Under  the  Sun  ( reckon  the  mafs  of  follies 
Crept'^  into  th’  world  with  man  ) fo  defperate, 

So  mad,  fo  lencelefs,  poor  and  bafe,  fo  wretched, 
Roguy,  and  fci^rvjr, 
dra.  Whether  wilt  thou  Koudandl 
Eoiv.  As ’tis  to  be  in  love. 

7Vj.  And  why  for  virtue  fake  ? 

Rorv.  And  why  for  virtue’s  fake?  doll  thou  not  conceive 
Jrj.  No  by  my  troth.  me? 

Ron;.  Pray  then  and  heartily. 

For  fear  thou  fall  into’t : I’ll  tell  thee  why  too, 

( For  I have  hope  to  fave  thee  ) when  thou  loveft, 
Andlirlt  beginft  to  worfnipthe  gilt  calf : 

Jmprmir.^  thou  haft  loft  thy  gentry. 

And  like  a Prentice,  flung  away  thy  Freedom, 

Forthwith  thou  art  a Have. 

Jro.  That’s  a new  Doftrine. 

Next  thou  art  no  more  man, 

Jra.  What  then? 

Rorv.  A Fryppery, 

Nothing  but  braided  hair  and  penny  ribbond, 

Glove,  Garter,  Ring,  Rofe,  or  at  beft  a Swabber, 

If  thou  canft  love  fo  near  to  keep  thy  making. 

Yet  thou  wilt  lofe  thy  language. 

Jra. 

Rorv.  Oh  Jranioj 

Thofe  things  in  love,  ne’er  talk  as  we  do, 

Jra.  No  ? 

Rorv.  No,without  doubt,  they  ligh,  and  fliake  the  head. 
And  Ibmetimes  whiftle  dolefully. 


Jra.  No  tongue  ? 

Rorv.  Yes  Jranio^  but  no  truth  in’t,  nor  no  reafbn. 

And  when  they  cant  ( for  ’tis  a kind  of  canting  ) 

Ye  lhall  hear,  if  you  reach  to  underftand ’em 
( Which  you  muft  be  a fool  firft,  or  you  cannot ) ^ 

Sudi  gibb’rifli^  luch  believe  me,  I proteft  Sweet, 

And  oh  dear  Heavens,  in  which  fuch  conftellations 
Reign  at  the  births  of  Lovers,  this  is  too  well. 

And  daignemeLady,  daigne  me  I befeechye 
You  poor  unworthy  lump,  and  then  Ihe  licks  him. 

Jra.  A — on’f,  this  is  nothing. 

Rorv.  Thou  haft  hit  it: 

Then  talks  Ihe  ten  times  worfe,  andwryes,  and  wriggles. 

As  though  Ihe  had  the  Itch  ( and  fo  it  may  be. ) 

Jra.  Why  thou  art  grown  a ftrange  difeoverer. 

R orv.  Of  mine  own  follies  J rank. 

Jra.  Wilt  thou  Rowland., 

Certain  ne’er  love  again  ? 

Rorv.  I think  fo,  certain. 

And  if  I be  not  dead  drunk  I lhall  keep  it. 

Jra.  Tell  niebut  this^  what  doft  thou  think  of  women? 
Rorv.  Why,  as  I think  of  Fiddles,  they  delight  me. 

Till  their  firings  break. 

Tra.  What  firings? 

Rorv.  Their  modefties. 

Faiths,  V ovvs,  and  Maidenheads,  for  they  are  like  Kits 
They  have  but  four  firings  to ’em. 

Jra.  What  wilt  thou 

Give  me  for  ten  pound  now,  when  thou  next  loveft. 

And  the  fame  woman  ftill 
Rorv.  Give  me  the  money  j 
A hundred,  and  my  Bond  for’t. 

Jra.  But  pray  hear  me. 

I’ll  work  all  means  I can  to  reconcile  ye; 

Rorv.  Do,  do.  Give  me  the  money  1 ! 

Jra.  There.  f \ 

Rorv.  Work  Jranio.  1 j 

Jra.  You  fhall  go  fbmetimes  where  fhe  is.  ']  '■ 

Rorv.  Yes  ftraight.  ! 

This  is  the  firfl  good  I e’er  got  by  woman.  r I 

Jra.  You  would  think  it  ftrange  now,  if  another  beauty  ' 
As  good  as  hers,  fay  better. 

Rorv.  Well. 

Jra.  Conceive  me. 

This  is  no  point  o’ th’ wager. 

Rorv.  That’s  all  one, 

Jra.  Love  you  as  much,or  more,than  now  fhe  hates  you.  ^ 
Rorv.  ’tis  a good  hearing,  let’em  love  : ten  pound  more,  . 

I never  love  that  woman. 

Jra.  There  it  is  j 
Andfo  an  hundred,  if  you  lofe. 

Row.  ’Tis  done  ^ 

Have  you  another  to  put  in.^ 

Jra.  No,  no  Sir. 

Rorv.  I am  very  fbrry : now  will  I ereft 
A new  game,  and  go  hate  for  th’bell  j I amfure 
I am  in  excellent  cafe  to  win. 

Jra.  I muft  have  leave.  i 

To  tell  you,  and  tell  truth  too,  what  fhe  is. 

And  how  fhe  fuffers  for  you. 

Rorv.  Ten  pound  more, 

I never  believe  you. 

Jra.  No  Sir,  I amftinted. 

Rorv.  Well,  take  your  beft  way  then, 

Jra.  Let’s  walk,  I am  glad 
Your  fullen  Feavor’s  off. 

Rorv.  Shalt  fee  me  ' 

A monftrous  merry  man  now : let’s  to  the  W edding. 

And  as  we  go,  tell  me  the  general  hurry 
Of  thefe  mad  wenches  and  their  works. 

Jra.  I will. 

Rorv.  And  do  thy  worft. 

Jra.  Something  I’ll  do. 

Rorv.  Do  Jranio.  Exeunt, 
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Sciina  Secunda. 

"Enter  Pedro,  amd  Jaques, 

** 

Ted.  A pair  of  Stocks  b'eftride  ’em,  Are  they  gone  ? 

Jac.  Yes  they  are  gone  ^ and  all  the  pans  i’th  Y ovvn 
Beating  before  ’em : W hat  ftrange  admonitions 
They  gave  my  Mailer  and  how  fearfully 
They  threaten’d,  if  he  broke  ’em  ? 

Ted.  O’  my  Confcience 
H’as  found  his  full  match  now. 

Jaq.  T hat  I believe  too. 

Ted.  How  did  fne  entertain  him  ? 

Jaq.  She  loqkt  on  him. 

Ted.  But  feurvely. 

Jaq.  With  no  great  afieTion 
That  I faw : and  I heard  fome  fay  hekifs’dher,' 

But  ’twas  upon  a treaty,  and  fbme  copies 
Say,  but  her  Cheek. 

Ted.  Jaques , What  wouldft  thou  give 
for  fuch  a Wife  now  ? 

Jaq.  Full  as  many  Payers 
As  the  moll  zealous  Puritane  conceives 
Out  of  the  meditation  of  fat  Veal, 

Or  Birds  of  prey,  cram’d  Capons,  againft  Players, 

And  1 3 as  good  a tune  too,  but  againft  her : 

That  heaven  would  blefs  me  from  her : mark  it  Tedroy 
If  this  houfe  be  not  turn’d  within  this  fortnight 
VVith  the  foundation  upward.  I’ll  be  carted. 

My  comfort  is  yet,  that  thofe  Ammtes^ 

That  came  to  back  her  caufe,  thofe  Heathen  Whores, 

Had  their  Hoods  hallowed  with  Sack. 

Ted.  How  Div’Iilh  drunk  they  were? 

Jac.  And  how  they  tumbled,  Tedro-^  Didfl:  thou  marke 
The  Countrey  Cavaliero  ? 

Ted.  Out  upon  her. 

How  Ihe  turn’d  down  the  Bragget  ? 

Jaq.  I that  fink  her. 

Ted.  That  Drink  was  well  put  to  her  •,  What  a Somer  lalt 
When  the  chair  fel,  fhe  fetch’d,  with  her  heels  upward  ? 

Jaq.  And  what  a piece  of  Landskip  fhedifeover’d? 

Ted.  Didflmarkher,  when  her  hood  fell  in  the  Pofet? 

Jaq.  Yes,  and  there  rid,  like  aP«t.-6-Hoy  j the  Tumbrel, 
When  (he  had  got  her  ballafle. 

Ted.  That  I faw  too. 

Jaq.  How  fain  (he  would  have  drawn  on  Sophocles 
To  come  hboard,  and  how  (he  (imper’d  it — 

Ted.  I warrant  her,  (lie  has  been  a worthy  (Iriker. 

Jaq.  I’th  heat  of  Summer  there  had  been  Ibme  hope 

Ted.  Hang  her.  fon’t. 

. Jac,  She  offer’d  him  a Harry-groat,  and  belchtout, 

Her  (lomach  being  blown  with  Ale.  (rich  Courtlliip, 

Upon  my  life  has  giv’n  him  twenty  (tools  fince : 

Believe  my  Calculation,  thefe  old  Women, 

When  they  are  tippled,  and  a little  heated. 

Are  like  new  wheels,  they’l  roare  you  all  the  Town  ore 
Till  they  be  greas’d. 

Ted.  The  City  Cinque-a-pace 
Dame  Tod  and  Butter,  had  the  Bob  too  ? 

Jaq,  Yes, 

But  (he  was  fullen  drunk,  and  given  to  filching, 

I fee  her  offer  at  a Spoon  •,  my  Mader 


I do  not  like  hisjook,  I fear  h’as  faded 
For  all  this  preparation  *,  lets  deal  by  him. 


Sc£Ha  Tertid. 

Enter  Petruchio,  and  Sophocles. 

Soph.  Not  let  you  touch  her  all  this  night  / 
f^tru.  Not  touch  her. 


Exeunt. 


Soph.  \\  here  was  your  couraee  ? 

Petru.  V\  here  was  her  obedience  ? , 

Never  poor  Man  was  (liam’d  fo  • never  Rafcal 
Tnat  keeps  a duuot  \\  horeswas  us’d  fo  balelv' 

Soph.  Pray  you  tell  me  one  thine  truly  • 

Do  you  love  her  ? ^ y ■> 

I would  I did  not,  upon  that  condition 
1 pad  thee  hall  my  I and. 

Soph.  It  maybe  then. 

Her  modefty  requir  d a little  violence  ? 

Some  Women  love  to  druggie. 

Petru.  She  had  it, 

And  fo  much  that  x fweat  for’t,  fo  I did. 

But  to  no  end : I vvalht  an  Lthupe 

She  fwore  my  force  might  weary  her,  but  win  her 

i never  could,  nor  (ho.ild,  t..i  ihe  conlented ; 

And  I might  take  her  body  prifoner, 

But  for  her  mind  or  appetite 

Soph.  ’ T is  drange  ^ , 

This  woman  is  the  (ird  I ever  read  of^ 
tfefus’d  a warranted  occalion, 

And  dandingon  fofair  termes. 

Petru.  j fiiail  q.iit  her. 

Soph.  Us’d  you  no  more  art  ? 

Petru.  Yes,  1 f vore  to  her. 

And  by  no  little  ones,  if  prelently 
Vdthout  more  dilputation  on  the  matter, 
jhe  grew  not  nearer  to  me,  and  difpatcht  me 
Out  of  the  pains  1 was,  for  I was  nettl'd. 

And  willingly,  and  eagerly,  and  fweetly, 
i would  to  her  Chamber-maid,  and  in  her  hearing 
Begin  her  luch  a h ncel-up. 

Soph.  Then  Ihe  darted  ? 

Petru  >-  o more  chan  i do  now  ^ marry  (he  anfwered 
If  I were  fo  diipo*  ff^e  could  not  help  it:^ 

But  there  Vv  as  One  ca'  ’d  a poor  butler 

One  that  might  w^t.  content  a (ingle  woman. 

Soph.  Ana  he  (liould  tilt  her. 

Tetru.  To  that  fence,  and  lad  ^ 

She  bad  meyetthelefix  nights  look  for  nothing. 

Nor  drive  to  purchafe  it,  but  lair  good  night, 

And  lo  good  mor rovv,  and  a kifs  or  two 
To  dole  my  domach,  for  her  vow  had  feal’d  it. 

And  (he  would  keep  it  condant. 

Soph.  Stay  ye,  day  ye, 

\\  as  Ihe  thus  when  you  woo’d  her? 

Petru.  Nothing  Sophocles., 

More  keenely  eager,  1 was  oft  afraid 

She  had  been  light,  and  eafie,  (he  would  (howre 

Her  kiffes  fo  upon  me. 

Soph.  Then  1 fear 
An  other  fpoke’s  i’th  wheele, 

Petru.  Now  thou  haft  found  me. 

There  gnawes  my  Devil,  5<7/?/;i7c/fj',  O patience 
Preferve  me  •,  that  1 make  her  not  example 
By  fome  unworthy  way  •,  as  fleaing  her, 

Boyling,  or  making  verjuice,  drying  her. 

Soph.  1 hear  her. 

Petru.  Mark  her  then,  and  fee  the  heir 
Of  fpight  and  prodigality,  fhe  has  dudied 
A way  to  begger’s  both,  and  by  this  hand 

Maria  at  the  dore.,  and  Servant  and  Woman. 
She  (hall  be,  if  I live,  a Doxy. 

Soph.  Fy  Sir. 

Mar.  I do  not  like  that  dreffing,  tis  too  poor. 

Let  me  have  fix  gold  laces,  broad  andmafly. 

And  betwixt  ev’ry  lace  a rich  Embroydryq 

Line  the  Gown  through  with  Plufn  perfum’d,  and  purSle, 

All  the  (leeves  down  with  Pearl. 

Tetru.  What  think  you  Sophocles. 

In  what  point  ftands  my  date  now  ? 

Mar.  For  thofe  hangings. 


Hh 


Let’er 
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i.ct’em  be  carried  where  I gave  appointment, 

They  are  too  bafe  for  my  uie,  and  befpeak 
New  Pieces  of  the  Civil  Wars  France^ 

Let  ’em  be  large  and  lively,  and  all  filk  work, 

The  borders  Gold. 

Soph.  1 marry  lir,  this  cuts  it. 

Mjr.  That  fourteen  yards  of  Satten  give  my  Woman, 

I do  not  like  the  colour,  ’tis  too  civil: 

Thcr’s  too  much  Silk  i’th  lace  too  ^ tell  the  Dutchman 
T1  a‘:  brought  the  Mares,  he  mult  with  all  fpeedfend  me 
An  other  fait  of  Horfes,  and  by  all  means 
Tencaftof  Hawkes  for  th’ River,  I much  care  not 
What  price  they  bear,  fo  they  be  found,  and  flying. 

For  the  next  Winter,  I am  for  the  Country  ^ 

And  mean  to  take  my  pleafiire  •,  where’s  the  Horfeman  ? 
Petru.  She  means  to  ride*  a great  Horfe. 

Soph.  With  a fide  fadle>  (month 

Petru.  Yes,  and  Ihee’l  run  a tilt  within  this  twelve- 
Mar.  To  morrow  I’ll  begin  to  learn,  but  pray  fir 
Have  a great  care  he  be  an  eafie  doer, 

’Twill  fpoil  a Scholar  elfe. 

Soph.  An  eafie  doer. 

Did  you  hear  that  ? 

Petru.  Yes,  I lhall  meet  her  morals 
Ere  It  be  long  I fear  not. 

Mar.  O good  morrow. 

Soph.  Good  merrow  Lady,  how  is’t  now. 

Mar.  Faith  fickly, 

This  houfe  ftandsin  anillayr. 

Petru.  Yet  more  charges  ? 

Mar.  Subject  to  rots,  and  rheums  j out  on’t, ’tis  nothing 
But  a tild  fog. 

Petru,  What  think  you  of  the  Lodge  then  ? 

Mar.  I like  the  feat,  but  ’tis  too  little,  Sophocles 
Let  me  have  thy  opinion,  thou  haft  ju4gment. 

Petru.  ’Tis  very  well. 

Mar.  What  if  I pluck  it  down. 

And  build  a Ibuare  upon  it,  with  two  courts 
Still  rifing  frem  the  entrance  ? 

Petru.  And  i’th  midft: 

A Col’ed^e  for  young  Scolds. 

Mar.  And  to  the  Southward 
Ta’.e  in, a Garden  of  lome  twenty  Acres, 

And  call:  it  of  the  Italian  fafliion,  hanging. 

Petru.  And  you  could  call;  yolir  lelf  fotoo;  pray  Lady 
Will  not  this  coll  much  Money.'* 

Mar.  Some  five  thou  fand, 

Say  fix : I’ll  have  it  Battel’d  too. 

Petru.  And  gilt  I,  Maria^i 

This  is  a fearful  courle  yoU  take,  pray  think  on’t. 

You  are  a Woman  now,  a Wife,  and  his 
That  mufl:  in  honefl:y,and  jultice  look  for 
Some  due  obedience  from  you. 

Mar.  That  barew'ord 

Shall  coft  you  many  a pound  more,  build  upon’t  j 
Tell  me  of  due  obedience?  What’s  a Husband? 

What  are  we  mar  i:d  for,  to  carry  Sumpters  ? 

Are  we  notone  peece  with  you,  and  as  worthy 
Our  own  intentions, as  you  yours? 

Petru.  Pray  hear  me. 

Mar.  Take  two  Imall  drops  of  water,  equal  weigh’d, 
TeUme  which  is  the  heavieft,  and  which  ought 
F irft  to  defeend  in  duty  ? 

Petru.  You  mifliake  me  j 
I urge  not  fervice  from  you,  nor  obedience 
In  way  of  duty,  but  of  love,  and  Credit  ^ 

All  I exped  is  but  a noble  care 
Of  what  I have  brought  you,  and  of  what  I am. 

And  what  our  name  may  be. 

Mar.  That’s  in  my  making. 

Petru.  ’Tis  true  it  is  fo. 

Mar,  Yes,  it  is  Petruchh, 

For  there  was  never  Man  without  our  molding. 

Without  our  ftamp  upon  him,  and  our  jultice. 


Left  any  thing  three  ages  after  him 
Good,  and  his  own. 

Soph.  Good  Lady  underftand  him. 

Mar.  I do  too  much,  fweet  he’s  one 

Of  a moll  Ipightful  fell  condition. 

Never  at  peace  with  anything  but  Age, 

That  has  no  teeth  left  to  return  his  anger: 

A Bravery  dwells  in  his  blood  yet,  of  abufing 
Hisfirft  good  wife  ■,  he’s  Iboner  &e  than  powder. 

And  fooner  milchief. 

Petru.  If  I be  lb  Ibdain 
Do  not  you  fear  me  ? 

Mar.  No  nor  yet  care  for  you. 

And  if  it  may  be  lawful,  I defie  you  : 

Petru.  Do’s  this  become  you  now  ? 

Mar,  It  lhall  become  me. 

Petru.  Thou  difobedient,  weak,  vain-glorious  woman, 
Were  I but  half  fo  wilfril,  as  thou  fpightful, 

I Ihould  now  drag  thee  to  thy  duty. 

Mar.  Drag  me  ? 

Petru.  But  I am  friends  again : take  all  your  pleafurc. 
Mar.  Now  you  perceive  him  Sophocles. 

Petru.  I love  thee 

Above  thy  vanity,  thou  faithlefs  creature. 

Mar.  Would  I had  been  fo  happy  when  I Married,  * 
But  to  have  met  an  honeft  Man  like  thee. 

For  I am  fure  thou  art  good,  I know  thou  art  honeft, 

A hanlbme  hurtlefs  man,  a loving  man. 

Though  never  a penny  with  him  ^ and  thole  eyes. 

That  face,  and  that  true  hearty  weare  this  for  my  lake. 

And  when  thou  think’ft  upon  me  pity  me : 

I am  call  away,  ExU  Mar, 

Soph.  Why  how  now  man? 

Petru.  Pray  leave  me. 

And  follow  your  advices. 

Soph.  The  Man’s  jealous: 

Petru.  I lhall  find  a time  ere  it  be  long,  to  ask  you 
One  or  two  foolilh  queftions.  ! 

Soph.  I lhall  anfwer 

As  well  as  I am  able,  when  you  call  me:  j 

If  Ihemean  true,  tis  but  a little  killing,  f 

And  if**!  do  not  venture  it’s — -i 

Farewel  fir.  Exit  Soph.'  j 

Petru.  Pray  farewel.  Is  there  no  keeping 
A Wife  to  one  mans  ufe  ? no  wintering 
Thefe  cartel  without  ft  raying  ? ’Tis  hard  dealing. 

Very  hard  dealing.  Gentlemen,  ftrange  dealing: 

Now  in  the  name  of  madnefs,  what  Star  raign’d,  |i 

Whac  dog-ftar,  bull,  or  bear-ftar,  when  I married  |: 

This  fecond  wife,  this  whirlwind,  that  takes  all  ! 

Within  her  compafs  ? was  I not  well  warn’d,  | 

( I thought  I had,  and  I believe  I know  it,)  j 

And  beaten  to  repentance  in  the  dayes  b 

Of  ray  firft  doting  ? had  1 not  wife  enough  || 

T o turn  my  love  to  ? did  I want  vexation, ' | j 

Or  any  fpecial  care  to  kill  my  heart  ? 

Had  I not  ev’ry  morning  a rare  breakfaft,  jJ 

Mixt  with  a learned  Ledure  of  ill  language,  9 

Louder  than  7om  o' Lincoln  •,  and  at  dinner,  ;J 

A dyet  of  the  fame  difti  ? was  there  evening  j ‘ 

That  ere  paft  over  us,  without  thou  Knave,  1 

Or  thou  Whore  fordigeftion?  had  1 ever 
\ pull  at  this  fame  poor  fport  men  run  mad  for  j 

But  like  a Cur  I was  fain  to  fhew  my  teeth  firft,  j • 

A nd  almoft  worry  her  ? and  did  Heaven  forgiv  e me,  | ; 

And  take  this  Serpent  from  roe?  and  am  I | ] 

Keeping  tame  Devils  now  again?  my  heart  akesj  [ 

Something  I muft  do  fpeedily : I’ll  die. 

If  I can  hanfomely,  for  that’s  the  way 
TomakeaRaftalof  her^  lamfick. 

And  I’ll  goe  very  near  it,  but  I’ll  perHh.  Exit.  | ^ 
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Sc£Ma  ^arta. 

Enter  Livia,Byancha,  Tranio,  Rowland. 

Ltv.  Then  I mull  be  content.  Sir,  with  my  fortune. 

Row.  And  I with  mine. 

Liv.  I did  not  think,  a look. 

Or  a poor  word  or  two,  could  have  difplanted 
Such  a fix’d  conftancy,  and  for  your  end  too.  (guws, 
Row.  Come,  come,  I know  your  courles : there’s  your  gew- 
Your  Rings,  and  Bracelets,  and  the  Purfe  you  gave  me, 

The  Money’s  Ipent  in  entertaining  you 
At  Plays,  and  Cherry-gardens. 

Liv.  There’s  your  Chain  too. 

But  if  you’ll  give  me  leave.  I’ll  wear  the  hair  ftill  ♦, 

I would  yet  remember  you. 

Bya.  Give  him  his  love  wench  ^ 

The  young  Man  has  imployment  for’t: 

• Tra.  Fie  Rowland. 

Row.  You  cannot  fie  me  out  a hundred  pound 
With  this  poor  plot : yet,  let  me  ne’r  fee  day  more. 

If  fomething  do  not  ftruggle  ftrangely  in  me. 

Bya.  Young  Man,  let  me  talk  with  you. 

Row.  Well,  young  Woman. 

Bya.  This  was  your  Miftrifs  once. 

Row.  Yes. 

Bya,  Are  ye  honefl:  ? 

I fee  you  are  young,  and  hanlbme. 

Row.  I am  honefl-.  (judgement 

Bya.  Why  that’s  well  faid : and  there’s  no  doubt  your 
Is  good  enough,  and  ftrong  enough  to  tell  you' 

Who  are  your  foes, and  friends : Why  did  you  leave  her? 
Row.  She  made  a puppy  of  me. 

Bya.  Be  that  granted : 

She  mult  do  fo  lometimes,  and  oftentimes  j 
Love  were  too  ferious  elfe. 

Row.  A witty  Woman. 

Bya.  Had  you  lov’d  me— - 
Row.  I would  I had. 

Bya.  And  dearly  9 

And  I had  lov’d  you  fb  : you  may  love  worfe  Sir, 

But  that  is  not  material. 

Row.  I fhall  loofe. 

Bya.  Some  time  or  other  for  variety 
I Ihould  have  call’d  you  Fool,  or  Boy,  or  bid  you 
Play  with  the  Pages : but  have  lov’d  you  flill. 

Out  of  all  queftion,  and  extreamly  too  *, 

You  are  a Man  made  to  be  loved  : 

Row.  This  Woman. 

Either  abufcs  me,  or  loves  me  deadly. 

Bya.  I’ll  tell  you  one  thing,  if  I were  to  choofe 
A Husband  to  mine  own  mind,  I Ihould  think 
One  of  your  Mothers  making  would  content  me. 

For  o’  my  Confcience  fhe  makes  good  ones. 

Row.  Lady, 

I’ll  leave  you  to  your  commendations : 

I am  in  again,  TheDivel  take  their  tongues. 

Bya.  You  fhall  not  goe. 

Row.  I will : yet  thus  far  Livia., 

Your  Sorrow  may  induce  me  to  forgive  you. 

But  never  love  again  ^ if  I flay  longer, 

I have  loft  two  hundred  pound. 

Liv.  Good  Sir,  but  thus  much— . 

7ra.  Turn  if  thou  beeft  a Man. 

Liv.  But  one  kifs  of  you  •, 

One  parting  kifs,  and  I am  gone  too. 

Row.  Come, 

I fhall  kifs  fifty  pound  away  at  this  clap : 

We’ll  have  one  more,  and  then  farewel. 

Liv.  Farewel.  1 • j u 

Bya.  Well , go  thy  wayes , thou  bear  ft  a hmd  heart 
Tra.  H’as  made  a ftand.  (with  thee. 

Bya.  A noble,  brave  young  fellow 


Worthy  a Wench  indeed. 

I will : I will  not.  Rowland. 

Tra.  He’s  gone:  but  fhoc  agen  j play  you  but  your  part. 
And  I will  keep  my  promife:  forty  Angels 
n fair  gold.  Lady : wipe  your  eyes : he’syours 
' I have  any  wit. 

Liv.  I’ll  pay  the  forfeit. 

Bya,  Come  then,  let’s  fee  your  lifter,  how  fhe  fares  now. 
After  herskirmifh  : and  be  fure,  Morofo 
Be  kept  in  good  hand-,  then  all’s  perfed,  Livia. 

Exeunt, 

Sana  Quinta. 

Enter  Jaques  and  Pedro. 

Ted.  O Jaques.^  Jaques^  What  becomes  of  US  ? 

Oh  my  fweet  Mafter. 

Jaq.  RunforaPhyfitian, 

And  a whole  peck  of  Pothecaries,  Pedro, 

He  will  die,  didle,  didle  die  -.  if  they  come  not  quickly. 
And  bring  all  People  that  are  skilful 
In  Lungs  and  Livers : raife  the  neighbours. 

And  all  the  ^quavit e-bottles  extent-. 

And,  O the  Parfbn,  Pedro  ^ O the  Parfbn, 

A little  of  his  comfort,  never  fo  little  ^ 

Twenty  to  one  you  find  him  at  the  Bulh, 

There’s  the  beft  Ale. 

Ted.  I fly.  Exit  Pedro. 

Enter  Maria,  and  Servants, 

Mar.  Out  with  the  Trunks,  ho: 

Why  are  you  idle?  Sirha,  up  to th’ Chamber, 

And  take  the  Hangings  down,  and  fee  the  Linnen 
Packt  up,  and  fent  away  within  this  half  hour. 

What,  Are  the  Carts  come  yet  ? fbme  honefl:  body 
Help  down  the  Chefts  of  Plate,  and  fome  the  Wardrobe, 
Alafs,  we  are  undone  elfe. 

Jaq.  Pray  forfooth  ^ 

And  I befeech  ye,  tell  me,  is  he  dead  yet  ? 

Mar.  No,  but  is  drawing  on : out  with  the  Armour. 

Jaq.  Then  I’ll  go  fee  hiin.  ' 

Mar.  Thou  art  undone  then  Fellow : no  Man  that  has 
Been  neer  him  come  near  me. 


Enter  Sophocles, and  Petronius. 

SoyB.  Why  how  now  Lady,  What  means  this? 

Petron.  Now  daughter.  How  does  my  Son  ? 

Mar.  Save  all  you  can  for  Heavens  fake. 

Enter  Livia,  Byancha,  and  Tranio. 

Liv.  Be  of  good  comfort.  Sifter. 

Mar.  O my  Casket. 

Petron.  How  do’s  thy  Husband  Woman? 

Mar,  Get  you  gon,  if  you  mean  to  fave  your  lives  *.  the 

Petron.  Stand  further  off,  I prethec.  (Sicknels. 

Mar.  Is  i’th  houfe  Sir, 

My  Husband  has  it  now  \ 

Alas  he  is  infefted,  and  raves  extreamly : 

Give  me  fome  Counfel  friends. 

Bya.  Why  lock  the  doors  up, 

And  fend  him  in  a Woman  to  attend  him. 

Mar.  I have  befpoke  two  Women  j and  the  Gty 
Hath  fent  a Watch  by  this  time:  Meat  nor  Money 
He  fhall  not  want,  nor  Prayers. 

Petron.  How  long  is’t 
Since  it  firft  took  him  ? 

Hfi  2 
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Mar.  Blit  within  this  three  hours. 

Enter  Watch. 

I am  frighted  from  my  wits : O here’s  the  Watch  ^ 

Pray  doe  your  Office,  lock  the  doors  up  friends, 

And  patience  be  his  AngeL 
7rj.  This  comes  unlook’d  for: 

Mar.  I’ll  to  the  lodge  j fome  that  are  kind  and  love  me, 
I know  will  vilit  me.  (Petruchio 

Fetrn.  Doc  you  hear  my  Mahers : ho,  you  that  lock  the 
Petron.  'Tis  his  voice.  fdoorsup. 

Era.  Hold,  and  let’s  hear  him. 

Vetru.  Will  ye  ftarve  me  here : am  I a Traytor,  or  an 
Or  am  1 grown  infeiftious  1 (Heretick. 

Petron.  Pray  lir,  pray. 

Petr  11.  1 am  as  well  as  you  are,  goodman  puppy. 

Mar.  Pray  have  patience. 

Youlhall  want  nothing  Sir. 

Petru.  1 want  a cudgel. 

And  thee,  thou  wickednefs. 

Petron.  He  fpeaks  well  enough. 

Mur.  ’Had  ever  a flrong  heart  Sir. 

Petru.  Will  ye  hear  me? 

Firll:  he  pleas’d 

To  think  1 know  ye  all,  and  can  difhinguifh 
Ev’ryMans  feveral  vo  ce:  you  that  fpoke  firh, 

I know  my  father  in  law  ^ the  other  Tranio^ 

And  1 Sophocles the  Iall:„pray  mark  me, 
s my  darn’d  Wife  Maria: 

If  any  Man  mifdoubt  me  for  infeTed, 

There  is  mine  Arme,  let  any  Man  lookon’t. 

’ Enter  Doctor  and  Pothecary. 

DoCt.  Save  ye  Gentlemen. 

Petron.  O welcome  DoTor, 

Ye  come  in  happy  time-,  pray  your  opinion, 

What  think  you  of  his  pulfe  ? 

; DoU.  It  beats  with  bufielh. 

And  Ihews  a general  inflammation  . 

Which  is  the  lymptome  of  a peftilent  Feaver, 

Take  twenty  ounces  from  him. 

‘ Petru.  Take  a Fool  ^ 

Take  an  ounce  from  mine  arme,  andDoTor  Deuz-ace., 
i’ll  make  a clofc-ftoole  of  your  Velvet  Coftard. 

Gentlemen,  doe  ye  make  a may-game  on  me? 

1 tell  ye  once  again , I am  as  found. 

As  well,  as  wholfome,  and  as  fenfible, 

As  any  of  ye  all : Let  me  out  quickly. 

Or  as  I am  a Man,  I’ll  beat  the  walls  down, 

And  the  firll;  thing  I light  upon  fnall  pay  for’t. 

Exit  DoSior  and  Pothecary. 
Petro.  Nay,wc’Il  go  withyou  Dodor. 

Mar.  ’Tis  the  fafell  ^ 

1 faw  the  Tokens  Sir. 

Petro.  Then  there  is  but  one  way. 

Petru.  Will  it  pleafe  you  open  ? 

Era.  His  fit  grows  ftronger  ftill. 

Mar.  Let’s  fave  our  felves  Sir, 

He’s  pall  all  worldly  cure. 

Petro.  Friends  do  your  office. 

And  what  he  wants,  if  Moneys  Love,  or  Labor, 

Or  any  way  may  win  it,  let  him  have  it. 

Farewell,  and  pray  my  honeft  Friends — Exeunt. 

Petru.  Why  Rafcals, 

Friends,  Gentlemen,  thou  beaflly  Wife,  Jaques  j 
None  hear  me  ? Who  at  the  door  there  ? 

1 Watch.  Think  I pray  Sir, 

Whether  you  are  going,  and  prepare  your  felf. 

2 Watch.  Thefe  idle  thoughts  difturb  you , the  good 

Gentlewoman 

Your  Wife  has  taken  care  you  fhall  want  nothing. 

Petru.  Shall  I come  out  in  quiet  ? anfwer  me. 


Or  lhall  I charge  a Fowling-Piece,  and  make 
Mine  own  way  j two  of  ye  1 cannot  mil's. 

If  I mifs  three  ^ ye  come  here  to  alTauIt  me. 

I am  as  excellent  well,  I thank  Heaven  for’t. 

And  have  as  good  a Itomach  at  this  inllant 

2 Watch.  That’s  an  ill  fign. 

1 Watch.  He  draws  on  ^ he’s  a dead  Man. 

Pftru.  And  lleep  as  foundly  •,  Will  ye  look  upon  me  ? 

1 Watch.  Do  you  want  Pen  and  Ink  ? while  you  have' 

Settle  your  Hate.  (fenfe  fir, 

Petru.  Sirs,  I am  well,  as  you  arey  ’ 

Or  any  Rafcal  living. 

2 Watch,  would  you  were  Sir,  i 

Petru.  Look  to  your  felves,  and  if  you  love  your  lives, 
Open  the  door,  and  fly  me,  for  I ffioot  elfe  s 
— I’ll  Ihoot,  and  prefently,  chain-bullets  •, 

And  under  four  1 will  not  kill..  i 

1 Watch.  Let’s  quit  him. 

It  may  be  it  is  a trick : he’s  dangerous. 

2 Watch.  The  Devil  take  the  hinmoft,  I cry. 

Exit  W atch  running. 

EntyVttm(:\i\Q  vrith  a Piece.  j 

Petru.  Have  among  ye-,  f 

The  door  lhall  open  too.  I’ll  have  a fair  Ihoot  ^ 

Are  ye  all  gone?  tricks  in  my  old  dayes,  crackers  « '< 

Put  now  upon  me  ? and,  by  Lady  Green-jleeves 
Am  I grown  lb  tame  after  all  my  triumphs  > . | j; 

But  that  I Ihould  be  thought  mad,  if  I rail’d,  . | 

As  much  as  they  deferve,agai.nfi:  thele  Women,  , -j 

I would  now  rip  up,  from  the  primitive  Cuckold,  f if 
All  their  arch-villanies,  and  all  their  doubles, 

Which  are  more  than  a hunted  Hare  ere  thought  on ; 

When  a Man  has  the  fairelt,  and  the  fvveetell 

Of  all  their  Sex,  and  as  he  thinks  the  nobleft,  fa 

What  has  he  then  ? and  I’ll  Ij^eak  modeftly,  J'- 

He  has  a Quartern-ague,  that  lhall  lhake 

All  his  eltate  to  nothing  ^ never  cur’d,  . i 

Nor  never  dying He’as  a Ihip  to  venture 

His  fame,  and  credit  in,  which  if  he  Man  not 

With  more  continual  labour  than  a Gaily 

To  make  her  tith,  either  fre  grows  a Tumbrel, 

Not  worth  the  Cloth  Ihe  wears  j or  fprings  more  leakes  - 

Than  all  the  fame  of  his  pofterity 

Can  ever  flop  again : I could  raile  twenty  dayes*. 

Out  on  ’em.  Hedge-hogs,  \ 

He  that  lhall  touch  ’em,  has  a thouland  thorns  - 
Runs  through  his  fingers : If  I were  unmarried, 

I would  do  any  thing  below  repentance. 

Any  bafe  dunghill  flavery  -,  be  a Hang-man,  I 

Ere  I would  be  a Husband : O the  thoufand, 

Thoufand,  ten  thouland  wayes  they  have  to  kill  us ! /v 

Some  fall  with  two  much  ftringing  of  the  Fiddles,  p j 

And  thofe  are  fools  ^ fome,  that  they  are  not  fuffer’d. 

And  thofe  are  Maudlin-lovers : fome,  like  Scorpions,  i 
They  poyfon  with  their  tails , and  thofe  are  Martyrs  *,  -f  j 
Some  dye  with  doing  good,  thofe  Benefactors,  ji 

And  leave  ’em  land  to  leap  away  : fome  few,  ; 

For  thofe  are  rarell,  they  are  laid  to  kill 
With  kindnefs,  and  fair  ufage  ^ but  what  they  are 
My  Catalogue  difeovers  not : only  ’tis  thought 
They  are  buried  in  old  Walls,  with  their  heels  upward. 

I could  raile  twenty  dayes  together  now. 

I’ll  feek  ’em  out,  and  if  1 have  not  reafon,  , 

And  very  fenfible,  why  this  was  done,  ^ i 

I’ll  go  a birding  yet,  and  fome  lhall  ftnart  for’t.  Exit4 
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Enter  Morofb  and  Petronius. 

ATor.  That  I do  love  her, 's  without  all  queflion, 

And  moft  extremely,  dearly,  mofl  exactly  ^ 

And  that  I would  ev’n  now,  this  preient  Monday, 

Before  all  others,  Maid'^,  Wives,  Women,  Widows, 

Of  what  degree,  or  calling.  Marry  her. 

As  certain  too  ^ but  to  be  made  a Whiiji-wham, 

A Jib-crack,  and  a Gentleman  ohh  firflhoufe 
For  all  my  kindnels  to  her.  ' 

Petron.  How  you  take  it. ' 

Thou  get  a Wench,  thoii  get  a dozen  night-caps  ? 

Wouldit  have  her  come^  and  lick  thee  like  a Calfe, 

And  blow  thy  nofe,  and  bufs  thee  ? ' ' • ' 

Mor.  Not  lb  neither.  • 

Petron.  Wdiat  wouldft  thou  have  her  do  ? 

Mi  r.  Do  as  Hie  would  do  • 

Put  on  a clean  Smock,'  and  to  Church,  and  Marry, 

And  then  to  Bed  a Gods  name,  this  is-  fair  play,  ' ■' 

And  keeps  the  Kings  peaci^-,  let  her  le^d  her  bobs,  ' 

I have  had  too  many  of  them,  and  her  quillets. 

She  is  as  nimble  that  way  as  an  Eeel  ^ 

But  in  the  way  Ihe  ought  to  me  efpecially, 

A fow  of  Lead  is  fwifter.  ' 

Peirm.  Quoat  your  griefs  down.  * 

Mor.  Give  fair  quarter,  I am  old  and  crafie. 

And  liibjed  to  much  fumbling,  I confels  it  •, 

Yet  fomething  I would  have  that’s  w'arme , to  hatch  me  : 
But  underftand  me  I would  have  it  lb,  ’ ' ‘ 

I buy  not  more  repentance,  in  the  bargain 
Than  the  ware’s  worth  I have  •,  if  you  allow  me 
Worthy  your  Son-in-Lavv,  and  your  allovVance, 

Do  it  a way  of  credit  ^ Ifct  me  (how  fo, 

.And  not  be  troubled  in  my  vifitations. 

With  blows,  and  bitternels,  and  down-right  railings, 

‘ As  if  we  were  to  couple  like  two  Cats, 

With  clawing,  and  loud  clamour : 

Petron.  Thou  fond  Man.  ' 

Haft  thou  forgot  the  Ballad,  crabbed  age,  * 

Can  May  and  January  match  together. 

And  nev’r  a ftorm  between  ’em  ? fay  fhe  abufe  thee, 

Put  cafe  Ihe  doe. 

Mor.  Well. 

Petron.  Nay,  believe  llie  do’s. 

Mor.  I do  believe  Ihe  do’s. 

Petron.  And  div’lilhly: 

Art  thou  a whit  the  worfe  > 

Mor.  That’s  not  the  matter, 

I know,  being  old,  tis  fit  I am  abus’d*, 

I know  ’tis  hanlbme,  and  I know  moreover 
I am  to  love  her  for’t. 

Perron.  Now  yon  come  to  me. 

Mor.  Nay  more  than  this  •,  I find  too,  and  find  certain, 
What  Gold  I have,  Pearle,  Bracelets,  Rings,  or  Owclies, 
Or  what  fine  can  define.  Gowns,  Petticotes, 

WaftcoteS)  Enbroydered-ftockings,  Scarffs,  Cals,  Feathers, 

• Hats,  five  pound  Garters,  Mulls,  Masks,  Ruffs,  and  Ribands, 

I arn  to  give  her  for’t. 

Petron.  ’Tis  right,  you  are  lb. 

Mor.  But  when  I have  done  all  this,  and  think  it  duty, 
Is’t  requifit  an  other  bore  my  noftrils  ? 

Riddle  me  that. 

Petron.  Go  get  you  gone,  and  dreame 
She’s  chine  within  thefe  two  dayes,  for  Ihe  is  lb  i 
The  Boy’s  befide  the  faddle  : get  warm  broths, 

And  feed  apace-,  think  not  of  worldly  bufinefs. 

It  cools  the  bbod  j leave  off  your  tricks  , they  are  hateful,. 
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And  meerc  fore-runners  of  the  ancient  raeafures  • 

Contrive  your  beard  o’th  top  cut  like  Verduaoes] 

It  Ihows  you  would  be  wife,  and  burn  your  night-cap 
It  looks  like  half  a winding-fheet,  and  ur^-es 
From  a young  Wench  nothing  but  cold  repentance  j 
You  may  eateOnyons,  fo  you’l  not  be  lavilh. 

Mor.  I am  glad  of  that. 

Petron.  They  purge  the  blood,  and  quicken. 

But  after  ’em,  conceive  me,  fweep  your  mouth. 

And  where  there  wants  a tooth , illck  in  a clove. 

Mor.  Shall  I hope  once  again,  fay’t. 

Petro.  Youfhall  Sir: 

And  you  lliall  have  your  hope. 

Moro.  Why  there’s  a match  then. 

Enter  Byancba  and  Tranio. 

Eyan.  You  fliall  not  find  me  wanting,  get  you  gone. 

Here’s  the  old  Man,  he’l  think  you  are  plotting  elle 
Somtehing  againft  his  new  Son.  Exit  Tranio. 

Moro.  Fare  ye  well  Sir.  Exit  Morofo. 

By^an.  And  ev'ry  Euck^  had  his  Poe, 

And  ev'ry  Cuckyld  a Bell  at  his  Toe : 

Oh  ivhat  /port  jhouldpoe  have  then.,  then  Eoyes  then^ 

Oh  rvhat  /port  Jhould  me  have  then  ? 

Petro.  This  is  the  fpirit,  that  infpires  ’em  all. 

By.  Give  you  good  ev’n. 

Petro.  A word  with  you  Sweet  Lady. 

By.  I amveryhafty.  Sir. 

Petro.  So  you  were  ever. 

By.  Well,  What’s  your  will  ? 

Petro.  Was  not  your  skilfiil  hand 
In  this  laft  ftratagem  ? Were  not  your  mifehiefs 
Eeking  the  matter  on  ? 

By.  In’s  Ihutting  up  ? 

Is  that  it } 

Petro.  Yes. 

By.  I’ll  tell  you. 

Petro.  Doe. 

By.  And  truly. 

Good  old  Man,  I do  grieve  exceeding  much, 

I fear  too  much. 

Petro.  I am  forry  for  your  heavinds. 

Belike  you  can  repent  then  ? 

By.  There  you  are  wide  too. 

Not  that  the  thing  was  done  (conceive  me  rightly) 

Do’s  any  way  moleft  me. 

Petro.  What  then  Lady? 

By.  But  that  I was  not  in’t,  there’s  my  Ibrrow,  there 
Now  youunderftand  me,  for  I’ll  tell  you. 

It  was  fo  found  a piece,  and  fo  well  carried. 

And  if  you  mark  the  way,  fo  hanfomely. 

Of  fuch  a heighth,  and  excellence,  and  art 
1 have  not  known  a braver for  conceive  me, 

When  the  grofs  fool  her  Husband  would  be  fick'— 

Petro.  Pray  ftay. 

By.  Nay,  good,  your  patience : and  no  fence  for’t. 

Then  ftept  your  daughter  in. 

Petro.  By  your  appointment. 

By.  I would  it  had,  on  that  condition 
I had  but  one  half  linock,  I like  it  lo  weU ; 

And  like  an  excellent  cunning  Woman,  cur’d  me 
One  madnefs  with  another,  which  was  rare. 

And  to  our  weak  beliefs,  a wonder. 

Petro.  Hang  ye. 

For  furely,  if  your  husband  look  not  to  ye, 

I know  what  will. 

By.  I humbly  thank  your  worlhip. 

And  fo  I take  my  leave. 

Petro.  You  have  a hand  I hear  too. 

By.  I have  two  Sir. 

Petro.  In  my  young  daughters  bufinefs. 

By.  You  will  find  there  A 
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A fitter  hand  than  mine,  to  reach  her  frets, 

And  play  down  diddle  to  her. 

Petro:  I ihall  watch  ye. 

By.  Do. 

Petro.  And  I fiiall  have  Juftice. 

By.  Where  ? 

Petro.  That’s  all  one  • 

I Ihall  be  with  you  at  a turne  hence  forward. 

By.  Get  you  a Foflet  too  j and  fo  good  ev’n  Sin 

Enter  Petruchio,  Jaques,<?«£^  Pedro. 


Exeunt 


Jaq.  And  as  I told  your  worlliip,  all  the  hangings, 
Brals,  Pewter,  Plate,  ev’n  to  the  very  looking-glades. 

Ped.  And  that  that  hung  for  our  defence,  the  Armor, 
And  the  March  Bcere  was  going  too : Oh  Jaques 
What  a fad  fight  was  that? 

Jaq.  Even  the  two  Rundlets, 

The  two  that  was  our  hope,  of  Muskadel, 

( Better  nev’r  tongue  triptover)  thofe  two  Cannons, 

To  batter  brawn  withal  at  Chrilimafs.,  Sir, 

Ev’n  thole  two  lovely  Twyns,  the  Enemy 
Had  almoft  cut  off  clean. 

Petrii.  Goe  trim  the  Houle  up. 

And  put  the  things  in  order  as  they  were. 

E.v.  Ved.and  Jaq. 

I fhall  find  time  for  all  this : could  I find  her 
But  conflant  any  way,  I had  done  my  bufinefs  j 
Were  fhe  a Whore  diredly,  or  a Scold, 

An  unthrift,  or  a Woman  made  to  hate  me, 

I had  my  wirn,and  knew  which  way  to  rayneher  • 

But  while  die  fhews  all  thefe,  and  all  their  lodes, 

A kindof  linfey  woolfey,  mingled  mifchief 
Not  to  be  gheft  at,  and  whether  true,  or  borrowed. 

Enter  Maria. 

Not  certain  neither.  What  a hap  had  I, 

And  what  a tydie  fortune,  when  my  fate 
Flung  me  upon  this  Bear-whelp  ? here  fne  comes, 

Now,  if  Ihe  have  a colour,  for  the  fault  is 
A cleanly  one,  upon  my  Confcience 
I Ihall  forgive  her  yet,  and  find  a fomething 
Certain,  I Married  for : her  wit : I’ll  marke  her. 

Mar.  Not  let  his  Wife  come  near  him  in  his  ficknefs 
Not  come  to  comfort  him  ? fhe  that  all  Laws 
Of  heaven,  and  Nations  have  ordain’d  his  fecond. 

Is  fhe  refus’d  ? and  two  old  Paradoxes, 

Pieces  of  five  and  fifty,  without  faith 
Clapt  in  upon  him?  h’as  a little  pet. 

That  all  young  Wives  mult  follow  necefiary, 

Having  their  Maiden-heads- — 

Petrif.  This  is  an  A.xiome 
I never  heard  before. 

Mar  Or  fay  Rebellion,' 

If  we  durft  be  fo  foul , which  two  fair  words 
Alas  win  us  from , in  an  hour,  an  inflant. 

We  are  fo  eafie,  make  him  fo  forgetful 
Both  of  his  rcafon,  honelty,  and  credit. 

As  to  deny  his  Wifea  vifitation? 

His  Wife,  that  (though  fhe  was  a little  foolifh,) 

Lov’d  him.  Oh  Heaven  forgive  her  for’t ! nay  doted. 

Nay  had  run  mad,  had  fhe  not  married  him. 

Petru.  Though  I do  know  this  falfer  than  the  Devil, 

I cannot  choofe  but  love  it. 

Mar.  What  do  I know 

But  thofe  that  came  to  keep  him,  rtiight  have  kill’d  him, 

In  what  a cafe  had  1 been  then?  Idare  not 
Believe  him  fuch  abafe,debolh’d  companion, 

That  one  refufal  of  a tender  Maid. 

Would  make  him  faign  this  Sicknefs  out  of  need, 

And  take  a Keeper  to  him  of  Fourfeore 
To])hyzt  Billiards',  one  that  mew’d  content 


And  all  her  teeth  together-,  not  come  near  him? 

Petru.  This  Woman  would  have  made  a mofl  rare  Je- 
She  can  prevaricate  on  anything:  (fuite 

There  was  not  to  be  thought  a way  to  fave  her  ’ 

In  all  imagination,  befide  this. 

Mar.  His  unkind  dealing,  which  wasworfl  of  all 
In  fending,  who  knowes  whether,  all  the  plate,  ’ 

And  all  the  houfhold-ftuffe,  had  I not  croft  it. 

By  a great  providence,  and  my  friends  affiftance 
W’hich  he  will  thank  me  one  day  for ; alas, 

I could  have  watch’d  as  well  as  they,  have  ferv’d  him 
In  any  ufe,  better,  and  willinger. 

The  Law  commands  me  to  do  it,  love  commands  me. 

And  my  own  duty  charges  me. 

Petru.  Heav’n  blefs  me. 

And  now  I have  faid  my  Prayers,  I’ll  go  to  her  r 
Are  you  a Wife  for  any  Man? 

Mar.  For  you  Sir. 

If  I were  worfe,  I were  better  ^ That  you  are  well. 

At  Ieaft,that  you  appear  fb,  I thank  Heaven, 

Long  may  it  hold,  and  that  you  are  here,  1 am  glad  too 
But  that  you  have  abus’d  me  wretchedly. 

And  fuch  a way  that  fhames  the  name  of  Husband, 

Such  a malicious  mangy  way,  fo  mingled, 

( Never  look  ftrangely  on  me,  I dare  tell  you) 

With  breach  of  honefty,  care,  kindnefs,  manners. 

Petru.  Holla,  you  kick  too  faft. 

Mar.  Was  I a ftranger  ? 

Or  had  I vow’d  perdition  to  your  perfon  ? 

Am  I not  Married  to  you,  tell  me  that  ? 

Petru.  I would  I could  not  tell  yom 
Mar,  Is  my  prefence. 

The  ftock  I come  of,  which  is  worfhipful. 

If  I fhould  fay  Right  worfhipful,  I ly’d  not. 

My  Grandfire  was  a Knight. 

Petru.  O’the  Shire  ? 

Mar.  A Soldier, 

Which  none  of  all  thy  Family  e’re  heard  of, 

But  one  condu(ftor  of  thy  name,  a Grafier 
That  ran  away  with  pay : or  am  I grown 
Becaufe  I have  been  a little  peevifh  to  you, 

Onely  to  try  your  temper  ) fuch  a dogge-leech 
I could  not  be  admitted  to  your  prefence  ? 

Petru.  If  I endure  this,  hang  me. 

Mar.  And  two  deaths  heads. 

Two  Htfrry  Groats,  that  had  their  faces  worn, 

Almoft  their  names  away  too. 

Petru.  Now  hear  me. 

For  I will  ftayno  longer. 

Mar.  This  you  Ihall : 

How  ever  you  fhall  think  to  flatter  me. 

For  this  offence,  which  no  fubmiffion 
Can  ever  mediate  for,  you’I  find  it  fb. 

What  ever  you  fhall  do  by  interceflion. 

What  you  can  offer,  what  your  Land  can  purchafe, 

What  all  your  friends,  or  families  can  win. 

Shall  be  but  this,  not  to  forfwear  your  knowledge. 

But  ever  to  forbear  it : now  your  will  Sir. 

Petru.  Thou  art  the  fubtleft  Woman  I think  living, 

I amfure  the  lewdeft  j now  be  ftill,  and  mark  mcj 
Were  I but  anyway  addidedtothe  Devil, 

I fhould  now  think  I had  met  a play-fellow 
To  profit  by,  and  that  way  the  moft  learned 
That  ever  taught  to  murmur.  Tell  me  thou. 

Thou  moft  poor,  paltry  fpiteful  Whore:  Do  you  cry? 

I’ll  make  you  roare,  before  1 leave. 

Mar.  Your  pleafure. 

Petru.  Was  it  not  fin  enough,  thou  Fruiterer, 

Full  of  the  fall  thou  eat’ft : thou  Devils  Broker, 

Thou  Seminary  of  all  fedition. 

Thou  Sword  of  veng’ance,  with  a thred  hung  o’re  us, 

Was  it  not  fin  enough,  and  wickednefs 
In  full  abundance?  Was  it  not  vexation 
At  all  points,  cap  ape}  nay,  I fhall  pinch  you. 

Thus, 
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Thus  like  a rotten  Ralcal  to  abufe 
The  name  of  Heaven,  the  tyeof  Marriage, 

The  honour  of  thy  Friends  ^ the  expedation 
Of  all  that  thought  thee  virtuous,  with  Rebelliori, 
Childifh  and  bale  Rebellion,  but  continuing 
After  forgivenefs  too,  and  worfe,  your  mifchief. 

And  againft  him,  fetting  the  hope  of  Heaven  by. 

And  the  dear  refervation  of  his  honor 
Nothing  above  ground  could  have  won  to  hate  thee  1 
Well,  goe  thy  wayes. 

Mar.  Yes. 

Petru.  You  lhall  hear  me  out  firfl: : 

What  punilhment  may’ll  thou  deferve,  thou  thing, 

Thou  Idle  thing  of  nothing,  thou  pull’d  Primrole, 

That  two  hours  after,  art  a Weed,  and  wither’d, 

For  this  laft  flourifh  on  me  ? ami  one 
Selected  out  of  all  the  Husbands  living. 

To  be  fo  ridden  by  a Tit  of  ten  pence. 

Am  I fo  blind  and  Bed-rid  ? I w-as  mad. 

And  had  the  Plague,  and  no  Man  mull  come  near  me, 

I I mull  be  Ihutup,  and  my  fubftance  bezel’d, 

I And  an  old  Woman  watch  me. 

I Mar.  Well  sir,  w^ell, 

I You  may  well  glory  in’t. 

I Petru.  And  when  it  comes  to  opening,  ’tis  my  plot, 

I I mull  undoe  my  felf  forfooth : do’ll  hear  me  ? 

If  I Ihould  beat  thee  now,  as  much  maybe. 

Do’ll  thou  not  well  deferve  it,  o’  thy  Confcience, 

Do’ll  thou  not  cry,  come  beat  me/ 

Mar.  1 defie  you. 

And  my  lall  loving  tears  farewell ; the  firft  llroke, 

The  very  firfl  you  give  me,  if  you  dare  llrike. 

Try  me,  and  you  lhall  find  it  fo,  for  ever, 

Never  to  be  recall’d:  I know  you  love  me. 

Mad  till  you  have  enjoy’d  me  ^ Ido  turne 
Utterly  from  you,  and  what  Man  I meet  firft 
That  has  but  fpirit  to  deferve  a favour. 

Let  him  bear  any  lhape,  the  worfe  the  better. 

Shall  kill  you,  and  enjoy  me  ^ what  I havefaid 
About  your,  foolilh  ficknefs,  e’re  you  have  me 
As  yoii  would  have  me,  you  lhall  fwear,  is  certain. 

And  challenge  any  Man,  that  dares  deny  it  i 
And  in  all  companies  approve  my  aftions, 

And  lb  farewell  for  this  time.  Ex.  Mar. 

Petru.  Grief  goe  with  thee. 

If  there  be  any  witchcrafts,  herbes,  or  potions, 

Saying  my  Prayers  backward.  Fiends,  or  Fayrics 

That  can  again  unlove  me,  1 am  made.  Exit. 

Sc£na  Secunda, 

Enter  Byancha,  and  Tranio. 

7>j.  Millrefs,  you  mull  do  it. 

By.  Are  the  Writings  ready  1 told  you  of  > 

'Ira.  Yes  they  are  ready,  but  to  what  ule  I know  not. 

By.  Y’are  an  Als,  you  mull  have  all  things  conllru’d, 

7ra.  Yes,  and  pierc’d  too, 

Or  I find  little  pleafure. 

By.  Now  you  are  knavilh, 

Goe  too,  fetch  Rojv/jW  hither  prelently, 

Your  Twenty  pounds  lies  bleeding  elle : Ihe  is  married 
Within  thefe  twelve  hours,  if  we  croft  it  not, 

And  fee  the  Papers  of  one  lize. 

Tra.  I have  ye. 

By.  And  for  difpofingof ’em. 

Ira.  If  I fail  you 

Now  I have  found  the  way,  ufe  Marlhal  Law 
And  cut  my  head  off  with  a hand  Saw ; 

By.  Well  Sir. 

Petroniuf  and  Morofo  I’ll  lee  lent  for, 

.\bout  your  bufinefs  ^ goe. 

Tri*.  I am  gone.  Eat.  i ra. 
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Enter  Livia. 

^y-  Ho  Liwj. 

Eiv.  Who’s  that? 

By.  A friend  of  yours.  Lord  how  you  look  flow. 

As  it  you  had  loll  a Carrack. 

Liv.  O Byancha. 

I am  the  moft  undone,  unhappy  W’ Oman. 

^ench,  thou  lhalt  be  done,  and  done 
And  done,  and  double  done,  or  ail  lhall  fplit  for’c,  * 

No  more  of  thele  minc’d  paffions,  they  are  mangy* 

And  eafe  thee  of  nothing,  but  a little  Wind, 

An  Apple  will  do  more : thou  fear’ll  Morofo. 

Liv.  Even  as  I fear  the  Gallowes. 

By.  Keep  thee  there  ftill. 

And  you  love  Rotvland  ? lay. 

Liv.  If  I lay  not, 

I am  fure  I lye. 

By.  W’hat  wouldll  thou  give  that  W'oraanj 
In  fpight  of  all  his  anger,  and  thy  fear. 

And  all  thy  Fathers  policy,  that  could 
Clap  ye  within  thele  two  jnights  quietly 
Into  a Bed  together  ? 

Liv.  How? 

By.  Why  fairly. 

At  half  fword  man  and  wife : now  the  red  blood  comes 
I marry  now  the  matters  chang’d. 

I Liv.  Byancha., 

Methinks  you  Ihould  not  mock  me. 

By.  Mock  a pudding. 

I fpeak  goodhonefl:  Engli(h.,iind  good  meaning. 

Liv.  1 Ihould  not  be  ungrateful  to  that  Woman. 

By.  I know  thou  would’lt  not,  follow  but  my  Councel, 
And  if  thou  hall  him  not,delpiteof  fortune 
Let  me  nev’r  know  a good  night  more  •,  you  mull 
Be  very  fick  o’th  inllant. 

Liv.  W'^ell,  what  follows? 

By.  And  in  that  ficknefs  fend  for  all  your  friends, 

Your  Father,  and  your  leaver  old  Morofo^ 

And  Rowland  lhall  be  there  too. 

Liv.  What  of  thefe  ? 

By.  Do  you  not  twitter  yet?  of  this  lhall  follow 
That  which  fnall  make  thy  heart  leap,  and  thy  lips 
Venture  as  many  kilib,  as  the  Merchants 
Doe  Dollars  to  the  Eaji-Indies : you  lhall  know  all. 

But  firll  walke  in,  and  praftife,  pray  be  fick. 

Liv.  I do  believe  you:  and  I am  fick. 

By.  Doe, 

To  bed  then,  come.  I’ll  fend  away  your  Servants 
Poll  for  your  Fool,  and  Father and  good  fortune, 

As  we  meane  honelly,  now  llrike  an  up-lhot.  Exunt 

Sc£na  Tertia. 

Ewffr  Tranio,  Rowland. 

Tra.  Nay,  on  my  confcicnce,  I have  loll  my  Money, 

But  that’s  all  one : I’ll  never  m.ore  perfwade  you, 

I fee  you  are  relblute,  and  I commend  you. 

Bow.  But  did  Ihe  fend  for  me  ? 

Tra.  You  dare  believe  me. 

Row.  I cannot  tell,  you  have  your  wayes  for  profit 
Allow’d  you  Tranio.,  as  well  as  I 
Have  to  avoid  ’em. 

Tra.  No,  on  my  w'ord.  Sir, 

I deale  direftly  with  you. 

Enter  Servant. 

Row.  How  now  fellow. 

Whither  Poll  you  fo  fall  ? 

Ser.  O fir  my  Mailer, 

Pray  did  you  fee  my  Mailer? 

Row.  Why  your  Mailer  ? , 

SiTi 
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Ser.  Sir  hi?  Jewel. 

Jlo)V.  with  the  gilded  Button  > I 

Serv.  hly  pretty  Milhrefs  Ltvia. 

Jlon\  What  of  her? 

Serv.  Is  falen  Tick  o’th  fuddain, 

Kon\  How  o’th  fullens  ? 

Ser.  O’th  fuddain  Sir,  I fay,  very  lick; 

Eo\k>.  It  feems  fne  hath  got  the  toothach  with  raw  Apples. 
Ser.  It  feemes  you  have  got  the  headach,  fare  you  well 
You  did  not  fee  my  IMaller  (Sir. 

7’  o:v.  Who  toW  you  :o. 

Trj.  No,  no,  he  did  not  fee  him. 

Jlniv.  FareA-e'l  Blew-bottle.  Ex.  Servant. 

What  fnoiild  her  ficknefs  be 
Tra.  For  you  it  may  be. 

Kon>.  Yes,  when  my  braines  are  out,  I may  believe  it, 
Never  before  I am  fure:  Yet  I may  fee  her  j 
’Twill  be  a point  of  honefly  : 

7rj.  It  will  fo. 

7xoa>.  It  may  be  not  too:  you  would  fain  be  nng’ring 
This  old  fin-offring  of  two  hundred, 

How  daintily,  and  cunningly  you  drive  me  _ 

Up  ii  :e  a I?)cer  to’th  toyle,  yet  I may  leap  it. 

And  what’s  the  W^oodman  then  ? 

Tra.  A loferby  yoii. 

Speak,  Will  you  go  or  not?  to  me  ’tis  equal. 

Kotv.  Como,  What  goes  lefs  ? 

Jrj.  Nay,  not  a penny  Howland. 

; 7x(?n>.  Shall  I have  liberty  of  confcience, 

; Which,  by  interpretation, is  ten  kilTcs  ? 

• Hang  me  if  I aflefl  her  ; yet  it  may  be. 

This  whorfon  manners  will  require  a ftrugling. 

Of  two  and  twenty,  or  by’r-Lady  thirty. 

7rj.  By’r-Lady  I’il  require  my  wager  then, 

For  if  you  kifs  lb  often,  and  no  kinduefs, 

I have  loft  my  fpeculation.  I’ll  allow  you-— . 

, Roiv.  Speak  like  a Gamlfer  now. 

Ira.  It  may  be  two. 

Rirv.  Under  a dozen  there’s  no  fetting, 

Youfliall  have  forty  Hullings,  winck  at  fmall  faults. 

Say  I take  twenty,  come,  by  all  that’s  honeft 
I do  it  but  to  vex  her. 
tra.  I’ll  no  by-blowcs. 

[f  you  can  love  her,  doe,  if  you  can,  hate  her. 

Or  anyclfe  that  loves  you — 

Ron'.  Prethce  tranio. 

tr a.  Why  farewell  twenty  pound,  ’twill  not  undoe  me  ^ 
You  have  my  relolution. 

Tunr.  And  your  Money, 

Which  llnceyouare  Ibflubborn,  if  I forfeit. 

Make  me  a Jack^  o'  Lent.,  and  break  my  Ihms 

For  untag’d  Points  and  Compters : I’ll  goewith  you,' 

But  if  thou  gett’ft  a penny  by  the  bargain  j 
A parting  kifs  is  lawful  ? 
tra.  I allow  it. 

Zfow.KnockoutraybrainsvvithApplesg  yeta  bargain: 
tra.  I tell  you,  I’ll  nobargai  .s*,  win,  and  wear  it. 

Korp.  Thou  art  the  ftrangeft  fellow. 
tra.  That’s  all  one. 

Hotv.  Along  then,  twenty  pound  more  if  thou  dar’fl, 

I give  her  not  a good  word. 

7'r^.,Not  a Penny.  Exeunt. 

Sc  ana  §l»arta. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Jaques,  Pedro. 

Fetru.  Prethee,  entreat  her  come,  I will  not  trouble  her 
Above  a word  or  two  ere  I endure  {Exit  Pedro. 

This  life,  and  with  a Woman,‘and  a vow’d  one 
To  all  the  mifehiefs  Ihe  can  lay  upon  me. 

I’ll  go  to  Plough,  and  eate  Leeke  Porridge^ 

Begging’s  a pleafure  to’t,  not  to  be  number’d  : 

No  there  be  other  Countries  for  me,  and  other  peo- 

ple, yea,  and  other  women. 


If  I have  need,  here’s  Money,  there’s  your  ware. 

Which  isfaire  dealing,  and  the  Sun,  they  lay. 

Shines  as  warme  there,  as  here,  and  till  I have  loft, 
either  my  felf,  or  her,  I care  not  whether 
Nor  which  firft. 

Jaq.  Will  your  worfliip  hear  me  ? 

Petru.  And  utterly  outworne  the  memory 
Of  fuch  a curfe  as  this,  none  of  my  Nation 
Shall  ever  know  me  more. 

Out  alas  Sir. 

What  a ftrangewaydoe  you  run? 

Petru.  Any  way. 

So  I out-run  this  Rafcal. 

! Jaq.  Me  thinks  now, 

: If  your  good  worlhip  could  but  have  the  patience. 

Petru.  The  patience,  why  the  patience  ? 

Jaq.  Why  I’ll  tell  you. 

Could  you  but  have  the  patience. 

Petru.  Well  the  patience. 

Jaq.  T o laugh  at  all  Ihe  do’s,  or  wHen  fhe  railes, 

T o have  a Drum  beaten  o’th  top  o’th  houle. 

To  give  the  neighbors  warning  of  her  Larme, 

As  1 do  when  my  Wife  rebels. 

Petru.  Thy  Wife? 

Thy  Wife’s  a Pigeon  to  her,  a meereflumber. 

The  dead  of  night’s  not  ftiller. 

Jaq.  Nor  an  Iron  Mill. 

Petru.  But  thy  Wife  is  certain. 

Jaq.  That’s  falfe  DoTrine, 

You  never  read  of  a certain  Woman. 

Petru.  Thou  know’ll  her  way. 

Jaq.  I fhould  doe,  I am  fure.  , S 

I have  ridden  it  night,  and  day,  this  twenty  year.  I 

Petru.  But  mine  is  fuch  a drench  of  Balderdalh, 

S uch  a ftrange  carded  cunningnefs,  the  Rayne-bow 
When  fhe  hangs  bent  in  Heaven,  Iheds  not  her  colours' 
Quicker,  and  more,  than  this  deceitful  Woman. 

Enter  Ped. 

Weaves  in  her  dye’s  of  w'ickednefs : what  fayes  fhe? 

Ped.  Nay  not  a word  fir,  but  fhe  pointed  to  me. 

As  though  fhe  meant  to  follow  \ pray  fir  bear  it 
Ev’n  as  you  may,  I need  not  teach  your  worfliip. 

The  befl  men  have  their  crofles,  we  are  all  mortal. 

Petru.  What  ailes  the  fellow  ? 

Ped.  And  no  doubt  fhe  may  Sir. 

Peirii.  W hat  may  fhe,  or  what  do’s  fhe,  or  what  is  fhe  ? 
Speak  and  be  hang’d. 

Ped.  She’s  mad  Sir. 

Petru.  Heaven  continue  it. 

Ped.  Amen  if’t  be  his  pleafure. 

Petru.  How  mad  is  fhe  ? 

Ped.  As  mad  as  heart  can  wifn  Sir : fhe  has  dreft  her  ftlf 
(Saving  your  worfliips  reverence)  juft  i’th  ’cut 
Of  one  of  thofe  that  multiply  i’th  Suburbs 
For  Angle  Money,  and  as  durtily : 

If  any  fpeak  to  her,  firft  fhe  whiftles. 

And  then  begins  her  compafs  with  her  fingers,  j 

And  points  to  what  fhe  would  have. 

Petru.  What  new  way’s  this  ? - - 

Ped.  There  came  in  Mailer  Sophocles., 

Petru.  And  what  ‘ . 

Did  Mafler  Sophocles  when  he  came  in  ? 

Get  myTruncks  ready,  firha.  I’ll  be  gone  ftraight. 

Ped.  He’s  here  to  tell  you  • - . - 

She’s  home  maAJaqttes.  - I 

Enter  SophocleSv  j 

Call  ye  this  a Woman  ? ; 

Petru.  Yesfir,fheisa  Wonaan, 

Soph.  Sir,  I doubt  it. 

Petru.  I had  thought  you  had  made  experience. 

Soph.  Yes,  I did  fb. 

And 
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And  almoll  with  my  life. 

Petru.  You  rid  too  fait.  Sir; 

Soph.^  Pray  be  npt.miltaken  ; by  this  hand 
Your  wife’s  as  chalte,  and  honefl:  as  a Virgin,  • 

For  anything  I know:  ’tis true flie gave  me 
A Ring. 

Petru,  For  rutting. 

Sopbk  You  are  much  deceiv’d  Hill, 

Believe  me,  1 never  kift  her  fince,  and  now 
Co  ing  in  villtation,  like  a friend,  ‘ 

I think  Ihe  is  mad.  Sir,  fuddainly  fne  frarted. 

And  fiiatch’d  the  Ring  away,  and  drew  her  knife  out. 

To  what  intent  I know  not. 

Petriu'l%  this  certain  ? 

Soph.  As  I am  here.  Sir. 

Petru.  I believe  you  honelt. 

And  pray  continue  lb. 

: ' Euter  Maria. 

Soph.  She  comes.  " 

Petru.  NowDamfel, 

What  will  your  beauty  do  if  I forfake  you  ? 

Do  you  deal  by  figns.  and  tokens  ? as  I ghels  then, 

You’ll  walk  abroad,  this  Summer,  and  catch  Captains, 

Or  hire  a piece  of  holy  ground  i’  th’  Suburbs, 

And  keep  a Ned  of  Nuns? 

Soph.  Oh  do  not  ftir  her ! 

You  fee  in  what  a cafe  Ihe  is? 

Petru.  She  is  dogged. 

And  in  a bealtly  cafe  I am  fure  : I’ll  make  her. 

If  llie  have  any  tongue,  yet  tattle.  Sophocles., 
Pretheeobfervethis  woman  feriouOy, 

And  eye  her  well,  and  when  thou  haft  done,  but  tell  me 
( For  thou  halt  underltanding  ) in  what  cafe 
My  fenfe  was,  when  I chofe  this  thing, 

Soph.  I’ll  tell  you 
I have  feen  a fweeter — ■ 

Petru.,  An  hundred  times  cry  Oilters. 

There’s  a poor  Begger-wench  about  Blach^Fryert 
Runs  on  her  breech,  may  be  an  Emprels  to  her. 

Soph.  Nay,  now  you  are  too  bitter. 

Petru.  NevY  a whit  Sir: 

I’ll  tell  thee  woman  for  now  I have  day  to  fee  thee. 

And  all  my  wits  about  me,  and  I Ipeak 

Not  out  of  padlon  neither  (leave  your  mumping) 

I know  you’re  well  enough : Now  would  I give 
A million  but  to  vex  her:  when  I chofe  thee 
To  make  a Bedfellow,  I took  more  trouble, 

Than  twenty  Terms  can  come  to,  fuch  a caule. 

Of  fuch  a title,  and  fo  everlalling 
That  Genealogie  may  be  ended 
E’r  any  Law  find  thee : I took  a Leprofie, 

Nay  worfe,  the  plague,  nay  worfeyet,  a poUeffion 
And  had  the  devil  with  thee,  if  not  more : 

And  yet  worfe,  was  a beaft,  and  like  a bead 
Had  my  reward,  a Jade  to  fling  my  fortunes  j 
For  who  that  had  but  reafon  to  didinguilh 
The  light  from  darknefs,  wine  from  water,  hunger 
From  full  fatiety,  and  Fox  from  Fern-bulh 
That  would  have  married  thee  ? 

Soph.  She  is  not  lb  ill. 

Petru,  She’s  worfe  than  I dare  think  of:  fhe’s  lb  lewd j 
No  Court  is  drong  enough  to  bear  her  caufe, 

She  hath  neither  manners,  honedy,  behaviour, 
Wife-hood,  nor  worrian-hood,  nor  any  mortal 
Can  force  me  think  llie  had  a mother : no 
I do  believe  her  dedfadly,  and  know  her 
To  be  a Woman-wolfe  by  tranfmigration, 

Her  fird  forme  was  a Ferrets  under-ground, 

Shekils  the  memories  of  men:  not  yet? 

; Soph.  Do  you  think  file’s  fenfible  of  this? 

' Petru.  I care  not. 

Be  what  Ihe  will : the  pleafure  I take  in  her. 
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Thus  1 blow  off-,  the- care  1 took  to  love  her, 

Like  this  point,  I untie,  and  thus  I loofe  it 
T he  husband  I am  to  her,  thus  I fever  ^ 

My  vanity  farewel  : yet,  for  you  have  been 
So  near  me,  as  to  bear  the  name  of  wife, 

Myunqucnch’d  charity  lhall  tell  you  thus  much, 

( Though  you  deferveit  well)  you  lhall  not  beg. 

What  I ordain’d  your  Joynture,  honedly 
You  lhall  have  fetled  on  you : and  half  my  houfe, 

J he  other  half  fliall  be  imploy’d  in  prayers, 

( That  meritorious  charge  I’ll  be  at  alfo 
Yet  to  confirm  you  ChrijUan)  your  apparel. 

And  what  belongs  to  buildup  fuch  a follyj 

Keep  I befeech  you,  it  infeds  our  ufes,  » 

And  now  I am  for  travel. 

Mar.  Now  I love  yon. 

And  now  I fee  you  are  a man,  I’ll  talketo  you, 

And  I forget  your  bitternels. 

Soph,  How  now  man? 

Petru.  Oh  Pliuy,  if  thou  wilt  be  ever  famous 
Make  but  this  woman  all  thy  wonders. 

Mar.  Sure  Sir 

You  have  hit  upon  a happy  courfe,  a blefled. 

And  what  will  make  you  virtuous.? 

Petru.  She’ll  Ihip  me. 

Mar,  A way  of  underdanding  I long  wilh’d  for, 

And  now  ’tis  come,  take  heed  you  fly  not  b-ck  Sir, 
Mechinks  you  look  a new  man  to  me  now, 

A man  of  excellence,  and  now  I fee 
Some  great  defign  let  in  you  : you  may  think  now 
(A  nd  fo  may  niod  that  know  me)  ’twere  my  part. 
V’eaklyto  weep  your  lols,  and  to  relid  you, 

Nay,  hang  about  your  neck,  and  like  a dotard 
Urge  my  drong  tie  upon  you : but  I love  you, 

A_ndall  the  world  fliall  know  it,  beyond  woman-, 

And  more  prefer  the  honor  of  your  Countrey, 

Which  chiefly  you  are  born  for,  and  may  perfed. 

The  ufes  you  may  make  of  other  Nations, 

The  ripening  of  your  knowledge,  converlation. 

The  full  ability,  and  drength  of  judgement. 

Than  any  prrv ate  love,  or  wanton  kifles 
Go  worthy  man,  and  bring  home  under  andinc. 

Soph.  This  were  an  excellent  woman  to  breed  School-men. 

Mar.  For  if  the  Merchant  through  unknown  Seas  plough 
To  get  his  wealth,  then  dear  Sir,  what  mud  you 
To  gather  wifdom  ? go,  and  go  alone. 

Only  your  noble  mind  for  your  companion. 

And  if  a woman  may  win  credit  with  you. 

Go  far,  too  far  you  cannot : dill  the  farther 
The  more  experience  finds  you : and  go  fparing, 

One  meal  a week  will  ferve  you,  and  one  lute. 

Through  all  your  travels:  for  you’ll findit  certain, 

The  poorer  and  the  bafer  you  appear, 

The  more  you  look  through  dill. 

Petru.  Dod  hear  her  ? 

Soph.  Yes. 

Petru.  What  would  this  woman  do  if  Ihe  were  fuffer’d. 
Upo.u  a new  Religion  ? 

Soph.  Make  us  Pagans, 

I wonder  that  Ihe  whites  not. 

Mar,  Then  when  time. 

And  fulnefsof  occafion  have  new  made  y^u, 

And  Iquar’dyou  from  a Sot  intoaSignior, 

Or  nearer,  from  a Jade  into  a Courfer  y 
Come  home  an  aged  man,  as  did  Vlyjfes, 

And  I your  glad  Penelope. 

Petru.  That  mud  have 
As  many  Lovers  as  I Languages. 

And  what  Ihe  does  with  one  i’th’  day,  i’th’  Right 
Undoe  it  with  another. 

Mar.  Much  that  way.  Sir  y 
For  in  your  abfence  it  mud  be  my  honor. 

That,  that  mud  make  me  fpoken  of  hereafter. 

To  have  temptations,  and  not  little  ones 
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Daily  and  hourly  offered  me,  and  ftrongly, 

Almofb  believed  againfl:  me,  to  fet  ofT 
The  faith,  and  loyalty  of  her  that  loves  you. 

Petrtt.  What  fhould  I do  ? 

Soph.  Why  by  my 1 would  travel. 

Did  not  you  mean  lb? 

Petr.  Alas  no,  nothing  lefs  man : 

I did  it  but  to  try.  Sir,  (he’s  the  Devil, 

And  now  I find  it,  for  fhe  drives  me^  I muff:  go: 

Are  my  trunks  down  there,  and  my  horfes  ready  ? 

Mar.  Sir,  foi  your  houfe,  and  if  you  pleafe  totruft  me 
With  that  you  leave  behind. 

Petru.  bringdown  the  money. 

Mar.  As  I am  able,  and  to  my  poor  fortunes, 

I’ll  govern  as  a widow' : I ffiall  long 
To  hear  of  your  well-doing,  and  your  profit: 

And  w'hen  I hear  not  from  you  once  a quarter. 

I’ll  wifliyou  in  the  Indies.,  or  Cataym., 

Thofe  are  the  climes  muftmake  you. 

Petru.  How’s  the  wind  ? 

She’ll  wiffi  me  out  o’  th’  world  anon. 

Mar.  For  France, 

’Tis  very  fair  •,  get  you  aboard  to  night,  Sir, 

And  loofe  no  time,  you  know  the  tide  ftaies  no  man, 

I have  cold  meats  ready  for  you. 

Petru.  Faretheewcll, 

Thou  haft  fool’d  me  out  o’ th’ Kingdom  with  a vengeance, 
And  thou  canft  fool  me  in  again, 

Mar.  Not  I Sir, 

I love  you  better,  take  your  time,  and  pleafure. 

I’il  fee  you  hors’d. 

Petru.  I think  thou  wouldft  fee  mehan^dtoo. 

Were  I but^ialf  as  willing. 

Mar.  Any  thing 

That  you  think  well  of,  Idare  look  upon. 

Petru.  You’ll  bear  me  to  the  Lands  end,  Sophocles.^ 

And  other  of  my  friends  I hope. 

Mar.  Nev’r  doubt.  Sir, 

You  cannot  want  companions  for  your  good: 

I am  fure  you’ll  kifs  me  e’r  I go  i I have  bufinefs, 

And  Itay  long  here  1 mufl  not. 

Petru.  Get  thee  going. 

For  if  thoutarrieft  but  another  Dialogue 
I’ll  kick  thee  to  thy  Chamber. 

Mar.  Fare  you  well.  Sir, 

And  bear  your  felf,  I dobefeechyou,  once  more, 

Since  you  have  undertaken  doing  wifely. 

Manly,  and  worthily,  ’tis  for  my  credit. 

And  for  thofe  flying  fames  here  of  your  follies. 

Your  gambols, 'and  ill  breeding  of  your  youth. 

For  which  1 underhand  you  take  this  travel, 

(Nothing  fhould  make  me  leave  you  elfe.  I’ll  deal 
So  like  a wife  that  loves  your  reputation, 

And  themoff  large  addition  of  your  credit, 

That  thofe  fliall  die : if  you  want  Limon-waters, 

Or  any  thing  to  take  the  edge  o’th’  Seaoff^ 

Pray  fpeak,  and  be  provided. 

Petru.  Now  the  Devil, 

That  w'as  yourfirfl  good  Mafter,  fnowrc  his  blefling 
Upon  ye  all : Into  whofe  cuftody — — - 
Mar,  1 do  commit  your  Reformation, 

And  fo  1 leave  you  toyour  Sh/y  mvo.  Exit  Maria. 

Petru.  I will  go;  yet  I will  not;  ovtCtraoiQ  Sophocles 
I’ll  put  her  to  the  tell. 

Soph.  You  had  better  go. 

Petru-  I will  go  then ; let’s  feek  my  Father  out, 

And  all  my  friends,  to  fee  me  fair  aboard : 

Then  women,  if  there  be  a ftorm  at  Sea, 

Worfe  than  your  tongues  can  make,and  waves  more  broken. 
Than  your  diflembling  faiths  are,  let  me  feel 
Nothing  but  tempefls,  till  they  crack  my  Keel. 

Exeunt. 


jiBus  Qmntus^ 

Sctxna  Trim  a. 

Enter  Petronius,  and  Byancha,  tvUh  four  papers, 

^ defervethat  blame  you  gave  me 
i \ Let  all  the  world  dilcern,  Sir,  ’ 

Petro.  If  this  motion, 

(I  mean  this  fair  repentance  of  mv  Daughter) 

Spring  from  your  good  perfwafion,  as  it  feems  fo, 

I mufl  confefs  I have  fpoke  too  boldly  of  you. 

And  I repent,  / / > 

By.  The  firfl  touch  was  her  own. 

Taken  no  doubt  from  dilbbeying  you. 

The  fecond  I put  to  her,  when  I told  her 
How  good,  and  gentle  yet,  with  free  contrition 
^ inight  be  purchas’d ; loving  woman, 

Me  heard  me,  and  I thank  her,  thought  me  worthy 
Oblervingmthis  point:  yet  all  my  counfel. 

And  comfort  in  this  cafe,  could  not  fb  heal  her 
But  that  grief  got  his  lhare  too,and  Ihe  lick’ned. 

Petro.  I am  forry  fhe’s  fo  ill,  yet  glad  her  ficknefs 
Has  got  fo  good  a ground. 

Enter  Morolb. 


By.  Here  comes  Morofo. 

Petro.  Oh,  you  are  very  welcome, 

Now  you  fhallknow  your  happinefs. 

Mor,  I am  glad  on’t. 

What  makes  this  Lady  here  ? 

By.  A difhfor  you.  Sir 
You’ll  thank  me  for  hereafter. 

Petro.  True  Morofo., 

Go  get  you  in,  and  fee  your  Miftrils, 

By.  She  is  lick.  Sir, 

But  you  may  kifs  her  whole. 

Mor.  How. 

By.  Comfort  her. 

Mor.  Why  am  I fent  for,  Sir  ? 

Petro.  Will  you  in,  and  fee  ? 

By.  May  be  fhe  needs  confeffion» 

Mor.  P>Y  St.Mary., 

She  fhall  have  abfblution  then,  and  pennance. 

But  not  above  her  carriage. 

Petro.  Get  you  in  fool.  E.xit  Mor. 

Bya.  Here  comes  the  other  too. 

Enter  Rowland  and  Tranio, 

Petro.  Now  7ranto. 

Good  ev’n  to  you  too,  and  you  are  welcomed 
Borp.  Thank  you. 

Petro.  I have  a certain  Daughter. 

Bow.  Would  you  had,  Sir. 

Petro.  No  doubt  you  know  her  well, 

Borp.  Nor  never  fhall.  Sir. 

She  is  a woman,  and  the  waies  unto  her 
Are  like  the  finding  of  a certain  path 
After  a deep  fall’n  Snow. 

Petro.  Well,  that’s  by  th’ by  Hill. 

This  Daughter  that  I tell  you  of,  is  fall’n 
A little  crop  lick,"  with  the  dangerous  furfeit 
She  took  of  your  affedion. 

Bovp.  Mine  Sir  ? 

Petro.  Yes  Sir. 

Or  rather,  as  itleems,  repenting. 

And  there  fhe  lies  within,  debating  on’t, 

Bovp.  Well  Sir. 

Petro.  I think  ’twere  well  you  would  lee  her. 

Rotp. 
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Koiv.  If  you  pleafe,  Sir  •, 

; am  not  fqueamifh  of  my  vifitation. 

Petron.  But,  this  I’ll  tell  you,  fhe  is  alter’d  much, 
You’ll  find  her  now  another  Livia. 

Korv.  I have  enough  o’ th’  old,  Sir. 

Petro.  No  more  fool, 

To  look  gay  babies  in  your  eyes  young 
And  hang  about  your  pretty  neck,  j 
Porv.  I am  gladon’t. 

And  thank  my  Fates  I have  fcap’d  fuch  execution.  ' 
Petron.  And  bufs  you  till  you  blulh  again. 

Kow.  That’s  hard.  Sir  ^ 

She  mult  kifs  fliamefully  e’re  I bluih  at  it, 

1 never  was  fo  boyilh  ^ well,  what  follows  ? 

Petro.  She’s  mine  now,  as  I pleafe  to  fettle  her 
At  my  command,  and  where  I pleafe  to  plant  her; 

Only  fhe  would  take  a kind  of  farewel  of  you. 

And  give  you  back  a wandring  vow  or  two. 

You  left  in  pawn^  and  two  or  three  flight  oaths 
She  lent  you  too,  fhe  looks  for. 

Kow.  She  fhall  have  ’em 

With  all  my  heart.  Sir  and  if  you  like  it  better, 

A free  releafe  in  writing. 

Petro.  That’s  the  matter. 

And  you  from  her,  flialJ  have  another  Kowland^ 

And  then  turn  tail  to  tail,  and  peace  be  with  you. 

Kotv.  So  be  it  : Your  twenty  pound  fweats  Pranlo. 
Ira.  ’Twill not  undoe  me  Korpland^  do  your  worlt. 
Kovp.  Come,  fhall  we  fee  her.  Sir? 

Byj.  What  e’er  fhe  faies 
You  mult  bear  manly  Rorrland.,  for  her  ficknefs 
Has  made  her  fomewhat  pettifh 
Row.  Let  her  talk 

Till  her  tongue  ake,  I care  not : by  this  hand 
Thouhaftahandfome  face  wench,  and  a body 
Daintily  mounted  •,  now  do  I feel  an  hundred 
Running  direftly  from  me,  as  I pilt  it. 

'Enter  difeovered  abed.j  a«iMorofb  by  her. 

By  a.  Pray  draw  ’em  foftly,  the  leafl  hurry,  Sir, 

Puts  her  to  much  impatience. 

Petro.  How  is’t  daughter  ? 

Liv.  Oh  veryfick,  very  fick,  yet  fomewhat 
Better  I hope a little  lightfomer, 

Becaufe  this  good  man  has  forgiven  me  j 
Pray  fet  me  higher  ^ oh  my  head : 

By  a.  Well  done  wench. 

Liv.  Father,  and  all  good  people  that  fliall  hear  me, 

I have  abus’d  this  man  pernicioiilly  •,  was  never  old  man 
humbled  fo  •, 

I have  fcorn’d  him,  and  call’d  him  nafty  names, 

1 have  fpit  at  him. 

Flung  Candles  ends  in’s  beard,  and  call’d  him  harrow. 
That  mull  be  drawn  to  ail  he  does:  contemn’d  him. 
For  methought  then,  he  was  a beaftly  fellow. 
rOh  my  fide)  a very  beaftly  fellow; 

And  gave  it  out,  hisCaffock  vras  a Barge-cloth, 

Pawn’d  to  his  predecefibr  by  a Sculler, 

The  man  yet  living:  I gave  him  purging  comfits 
At  a great  Chriftning  once. 

That  fporPd  his  Chamblet  breeches  ^ and  one  night 
I ftrew’d  the  flairs  with  peafe,  as  he  paft  down  -, 

And  the  good  Gentleman  ( woe  worth  me  for’t ) 

Ev’n  with  this  reverend  head,  this  head  of  wifdom, 
Told  two  and  twenty  flairs,  good  and  true  ^ 

Mifl  not  a flep,  and  as  we  fay,  verbatim 
Fell  to  the  bottom,  broke  his  cafling  Bottle, 
l.ofl  afairToad-ftone,  of  fome  eighteen  fhillings, 
Jumbled  his  Joynts  together,  had  two  flools. 

And  was  tranflated.  All  this  villany 
Did  I : I Liviay  I alone,  untaught. 

■ Mor.  And  I unask’d,  forgive  it. 

Liv.  'Whereas  Byancha  ^ ^ ^ ■ ■ 
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Byj.  Here  Cofin. 

Liv.  Give  me  drink. 

By  a.  There. 

Liv.  Who’s  that? 

Mor.  Rowland. 

Liv.  Oh  my  dilTembler,  you  and  I mull  part. 

Come  nearer.  Sir. 

Row.  lamforryfor  your  ficknefs. 

Liv.  Be  forry  for  your  felf.  Sir,  you  have  wrong’d  me. 
But  I forgive  you  •,  are  the  Papers  ready  ? 

Bya.  I have  ’em  here ; wilt  pleafe  you  view ’em? 

Petro.  Yes. 

Liv.  Shew  ’em  the  young  man  too,  I know  he’s  willing 
To  fhift  his  fails  too ; ’tis  for  his  more  advancement  j 
Alas,  we  might  have  begger’d  one  another  ^ 

We  are  young  both,  and  a world  of  children 
Might  have  been  left  behind  to  curfe  our  follies: 

W’e  had  been  undone  Byancba^  had  vve  married. 

Undone  for  ever,  I confefs  I lov’d  him, 

I care  not  who  fliall  know  it,  mofr  intirely^ 

And  once,  upon  my  confcience,  he  lov’d  me  ^ 

But  farewel  that,  we  muflbe  wifer,cofin. 

Love  mufl  not  leave  us  to  the  world ; have  you  done  ? 

Row.  Yes,  and  am  ready  to  fubferibe. 

Liv.  Pray  Hay  then : 

Give  me  the  papers,  and  let  me  perufe  ’em. 

And  fb  much  time,  as  may  afford  a tear 
At  ourlail  parting. 

Bya.  Pray  retire,  and  leave  her, 

I’ll  call  ye  prefently. 

Petro.  Come  Gentlemen,  the  fliowre  mUfl  fall. 

Korr.  Would  1 had  never  feen  her.  Exeunt. 

Bya.  Thou  haft  done  bravely  wench. 

Liv.  Pray  Heaven  it  prove  fo. 

Bya.  There  are  the  other  papers;  when  they  come 
Begin  you  firfl,  and  let  the  reft  fubferibe 
Hard  by  your  fide  ^ give  ’em  as  little  light 
As  Drapers  do  their  Wares. 

Liv.  Didfl  mark  Morofo., 

In  what  an  agony  he  was,  and  how  he  cry’d  moll 
When  I abus’d  him  mofr  ? 

Bya.  That  was  but  reafon. 

Liv.  Oh  what  a feinking  thief  is  this  ? 

Though  I was  but  to  counterfeit,  he  made  me 
Direftly  fick  indeed.  Lhames-jireet  to  him 
Is  a meer  Pomander. 

Bya.  Let  him  be  hang’d. 

Liv.  a4men. 

Bya.  And  lie  you  flillj 
And  once  more  to  your  bufinefs. 

Liv.  Call  ’em  in. 

Now  if  there  be  a powder  that  pities  Lovers, 

Help  now,  and  hear  my  prayers. 

Enter  Petronius,  Rowland,  Tranio,  Morofb 

Petro.  Is  fhe  ready  ? 

Bya.  she  has  done  her  lamentations ; pray  go  to  her. 
Liv.  come  near  me,  and  before  you  feal. 

Give  me  your  hand ; take  it  again  ^ now  kifs  me. 

This  is  thelafl  acquaintance  we  mufl  have* 

1 wifli  you  ever  happy ; there’s  the  paper. 

Row.  Pray  flay  a little 
Petro.  Let  me  never  live  more 
But  Ido  begin  to  pity  this  young  fellow  •, 

How  heartily  he  weeps! 

Bya.  There’s  Pen  and  Ink,  Sir. 

Liv.  Ev’n  here  I pray  you.  ’Tis  a little  Emblem 
How  near  you  have  been  to  me. 

Row.  There. 

Bya.  Your  hands  too. 

As  witnefles. 

Petro.  By  any  means 
Toth’ Book  foh. 

I 1 2 


The  Womans  or 


Mor.  With  all  my  heart. 

f.ya.  You'muft  deliver  it.  ^ 

K ow.  There  Livia^  and  a better  love  light  on  thee^ 

I can  no  more.  . 

Bya.  To  this  you  mult  be  witnels  too. 

Petro.  We  will. 

Bya.  Do  you  deliver  it  now. 
lit;.  Prayfet  meup^  , , , 

ThcxcKowland^  all  thy  old  love  back:  and  may 
A new  to  come,  exceed  mine,  and  be  happy, 
mull;  np  more. 


Jaq.  Her  lying  tongue. 

Fed.  Her  lifping  tongue. 

Jag.  Her  long  tongue. 

Fed.  Her  lawlefs  tongue. 

Jaq.  Her  loud  tongue. 

Ped.  And  her  liquorifh •' 

Jaq.  Many  other  tongues,  and  manyftranger  tongues 
Than  ever  Babel  had  to  tell  his  mines, 

Were  Women  rais’d  withal  •,  but  never  a true  one. 

Enter  Sophocles. 


Borv.  Farewel : t • n „ 

Liv.  A long  farewel.  Ex/#  Row. 

Bya.  Leave  her  by  any  means,  till  this  wild  pallion 
Be  off  her  head : draw  all  the  Curtains  clofe, 

A day  hence  you  may  lee  her,  ’twill  be  better. 

She  is  now  for  little  company. 

Petro.  Pray  tend  her. 

I mult  to  horfe  If  might,  you  mult  needs  along  too. 

To  fee  my  fon  aboard ; were  but  his  wife 
As  lit  for  pity,  as  this  wench,  1 were  happy. 

Bya.  Time  muR  do  that  too:  fare  yewell:  tomorrow 
You  mall  receive  a wife  to  quit  your  forrow.  Exeunt 

Sc£na  Secunda. 

Enter  Jaques,  Pedro,  and  Porters,  mth  Cheji 
and  Hampers. 

Jaq.  Bring ’em  away  Sirs. 

Ped.  Mult  the  great  Trunks  go  too? 

Jaq.  Yes,  and  the  Hampers i nay, be fpeedy Mailers-, 
He’ll  be  at  Sea  before  us  elle. 

Ped.  Oh  Jaques,  , „ , 

What  amolcblefledturn  hall  thou? 

Jaq.  1 hope  fo  , , , . 

Ped.  To  have  the  Sea  between  thee  and  this  woman, 
Nothing  can  drown  her  tongue  but  a ftorm. 

Jaq.  By  your  leave,  _ 

We’ll  get  us  up  to  Pi/m  with  all  fpeed^ 

For  on  my  foul,  as  far  as  Amiens 
She’ll  carry  blank,  away  to  Lyon-key 
And  fliip  ’em  prefently,  we’ll  follow  ye. 
ped.  Now  could  1 wifn  her  in  that  Trunk : 

Jaq.  God  Ihield  man,  _ 

I had  rather  have  a Bear  in  t; 

Pf^.  Yes,  I’ll  tell  ye: 

For  inthepalTagc,  if  a Tempeft  take  ye. 

As  many  doe,  and  you  lie  beating  font. 

Then,  if  it  pleas’d  the  fates,  I would  have  the  Mailer, 
Out  of  a powerful  providence,  to  cry. 

Lighten  the  fliip  of  all  hands,  or  we  periflr. 

Then  this  for  one,  as  belt  fpar’d,  fhould  by  all  means. 
Over-board  prefently. 

Jaq.  O’  that  condition, 

So  we  were  certain  to  be  rid  of  her, 

1 would  wifli  her  with  us,  but  believe  me  Pedro, 

She  would  fpoil  the  fifliing  on  this  coaftfor  ever. 

For  none  would  keep  her  company  butDog-Iilh, 

As  curriflias  her  felf  ^ or  Porpifces 
Made  to  all  fatal  ufes  : The  two  Fifh-Ilreets  ^ 

Were  flie  but  once  arriv’d  amongll  the  Whitings, 
Would  fing  a woful  mifereri  Pedro, 

And  mourn  in  Poor  John,  till  her  memory 
Were  call  o’  Ihore  agen,  with  a Ilrong  Sea-breach: 

She  W'ould  make  god  Neptune.,  and  his  Fire-fork, 
Andallhisdemi-gods,  and  goddefTes, 

As  weary  of  the  F lemmifh  Channel,  P edro. 

As  ever  boy  was  of  the  School,  tis  certain. 

If  Ihebut  meet  him  fair,  and  were  well  angred, 
she  would  break  his  god-head.. 

Ped.  Oh  her  tongue,  her  tongue. 

Jaq.  Rather  her  many  tongues. 

Ped.  Or  rather  ftrange  tongues. 


Soph.  Horae  with  your  Huff  agen,  the  journey’s  ended. 

Jaq.  What  does  your  worfliip  mean. 

Soph.  Your  Mailer,  Oh  Pf’#r«c^>/(?,  oh  poor  fellows. 

Ped.  Oh  Jaques.,  Jaques, 

Soph.  Oh  your  Mailer’s  dead, 

His  body  coming  back,  his  wife,  his  devil ; 

The  grief  of her 

Has  kill’d  him? 

Soph.  Kill’d  him,  kill’d  him. 

Ped.  Is  there  no  Law  to  hang  her. 

Soph.  Get  ye  in. 

And  Jet  her  know  her  milery,  I dare  not 
For  fear  impatience  feizeme,  fee  her  more, 

I muft  away  agen : Bid  her  for  wife-hood. 

For  honelly,  if  Ihehave  any  in  her. 

Even  to  avoid  the  Ihame  that  follows  her. 

Cry  if  Ihe  can,  your  weeping  cannot  mend  it. 

The  body  will  be  here  within  this  hour,  lb  tell  herj 
And  all  his  friends  to  curfe  her.  Farewel  fellows. 

Exit  Soph. 

Ped.  Oh  Jaques.,  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Oh  my  worthy  Mailer. 

Ped.  Oh  my  moR  beaRIy  MiRrils,  hang  her. 

Jaq.  Split  her. 

Ped.  Drown  her  dire<5lly. 

Jaq.  Starve  her. 

Ped.  Stink  upon  her. 

Jaq.  Stone  her  to  death : may  all  Ihe  eat  be  Eggs. 

Till  Ihe  run  kicking  mad  for  men. 

Ped.  And  he, 

That  man,  that  gives  her  remedy,  pray  Heav’n 
Hemayev’n  ipfo  faBo,  lofe  his  Padding 
Jaq.  Let’s  go  difchargeourfelves,  and  he  that  fervesher, 
Orfpeaksa  good  word  of  her  from  this  hour,  • 

A Sedgly  curfe  light  on  him,  which  is,  Pedro  -, 

The  Fiend  ride  through  him  booted,  and  fpurr’d,  with  a ■ 
Sythe  at’s  back.  Exeunt, 

Sc£na  Tertia.  1 

Enter  Rowland,  4«//Tranio/ff<//i«^  behind  hint. 

Koip.  What  a dull  afs  was  I to  let  her  go  thus  ? 

Upon  my  life  Ihe  loves  me  Rill:  well  Paper, 

Thou  only  monument  of  what  I have  had. 

Thou  all  the  love  now  left  me,  and  now  loft. 

Let  me  yet  kifs  her  hand,  yet  take  my  leave 
Of  what  I muft  leave  ever : Farewel  Livia. 

Oh  bitter  words.  I’ll  read  ye  once  again. 

And  then  for  ever  ftudy  to  forget  ye. 

How’s  this?  let  me  look  better  on’t:  AContraft  ? 

AContra(n;,feal’d,  and  ratified, 

Her  Fathers  hand  fet  to  it,  and  Morofi^s  ; 

I do  not  dream  fure,  let  me  read  again. 

The  fame  Hill,  ’tis  a Contraft 
Tra.  Fo  Kdpoland', 

And  by  the  virtue  of  the  fame,  you  pay  me 
An  hundred  pound  to  morrow. 

Rou>.  Art  fure  7ranio, 

We  are  both  alive  now  ? 

Tra.  Wonder  not,  ye  have  loft. 

Botp, 


The  Tamer  Tam'd. 


Kofv.  Ifthisbetrue,  I grant  it. 

Tra.  ’Tismofl:  certain, 

There’s  a Ring  for  you  too,  you  know  it. 

Koip.  Yes. 

Tra.  When  fhall  I have  my  money?  i 

Koxp.  Stay  ye,  fray  ye, 

W’hen  fhall  I marry  her  ? 

Tra.  To  night. 

Row.  Take  heed  now 
You  do  not  trifle  me  •,  if  you  do. 

You’ll  find  more  payment,  than  your  money  comes  to  : 
Come  fwear  I know  I am  a man,  and  find 
I may  deceive  my  felf : fwear  faithfully, 

Swear  me  diredly,  2m  I Rowland 
Tra.  Yes. 

Row.  Am  I awake  ? 

Tra.  Ye  are. 

Row.  Ami  in  health? 

Tra,  As  far  as  I conceive. 

Row.  Was  Iwith  LivU  ? 

Tra.  You  were,  and  had  this  Contrad, 

Row.  And  fhall  I enjoy  her  .<*  ” * t . 

Trj.  Yes,  if  ye  dare.  ^ i 

Row.  Swear  to  all  thefe.  A ■.  * 

Tra.  I will. 

Row.  As  thou  art  honefl,  as  thou  haft  a confcience. 

As  that  may  wring  thee  if  thou  liefl-,  all  thefe 
To  be  no  vifion,  but  a truth,  and  ferious. 

Jra.  Then  by  my  honefty,  and  faith,  and  confcience*, 
All  this  is  certain. 

Row.  Let’s  remove  our  places. 

Swear  it  again. 

Tra.  By ’tistrue. 

Row.  I have  loft  then,  and  Heaven  knows  I am  glad  on’t. 
Let's  goe,  and  tell  me  all,  and  tell  me  how. 

For  yet  I am  a Pagan  in  it. 

Tra.  I have  a Prieft  too, 

AndallfhaU  come  as  even  as  two  Tellers.  Exeunt. 


Sc£na  ^uarta. 

Enter  Petronius,  Sophocles,  Morofb,  (*«^fPetruchio 
born  in  a Coffin. 

Petro.  Set  down  the  body,  undone  call  her  out. 

Enter  Maria  in  black.^.,  and  Jaques. 

You  are  welcome  to  the  laflcaft  of  your  fortunes^ 

There  lies  your  Husband  j there,  your  loving  Husband, 
There  he  that  was  Petrachio.,  too  good  for  ye*, 

Your  flubborn  and  unworthy  way  has  kill’d  him 
E’er  he  could  reach  the  Sea  *,  if  ye  can  weep. 

Now  ye  have  caufe  begin,  and  after  death 
Doe  fomething  yet  to  th’  world,  to  think  ye  honefl. 

So  many  tears  had  fav’d  him,  fhed  in  time^ 

And  as  they  are  (fo  a good  mind  go  with  ’em) 

Yet  they  may  move  compaffion. 

Mar.  Pray  ye  all  hear  me. 

And  judge  me  as  I am,  not  as  you  covet. 

For  that  would  make  me  yet  more  miferable : 

’Tistrue,  I have  caufe  to  grieve,  and  mighty  caufe  j 
And  truly  and  unfeinedly  I weep  it. 

Soph.  I fee  there’s  fomegood  nature  yet  left  in  her. 

Mar.  But  what’s  the  caufe  ? millake  me  not,  not  this  man, 
As 'he  is  dead,  I weep  for  *,  Heaven  defend  it, 

I never  was  fo  childifli : but  his  life. 

His  poor  unmanly,  wretched,  foolifh  life. 

Is  that  my  full  eyes  pity,  there’s  my  mourning. 

Petro.  Dofl  thou  not  fhame? 

Mar.  I doe,  and  even  to  water, 
iTo  think  what  this  man  was,  to  think  how  fimple, 
dow  far  below  a man,  how  far  from  reafon, 

Tom  common  underflanding,  and  all  Gentry, 
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While  he  was  living  here  he  walk’d  amongfl  us. 

He  had  a happy  turn  he  dyed  ^ I’ll  tell  ye, 

Thefe  are  the  wants  I weep  for,  not  his  perfon  ? 

1 he  memorj^  of  this  man,  had  he  liv’d 
But  two  years  longer,  had  begot  more  follies, 

1 han  wealthy  Autumn  Flies.  But  let  him  reft. 

He  was  a fool,  and  farewel  he  i not  pitied, 

1 mean  in  way  of  life,  or  adtion 
By  any  underflanding  man  that’s  honefl  * 

But  only  in’s  poflerity,  which  I, 

Out  of  the  fear  his  ruines  might  out-live  him. 

In  feme  bad  iflue,  like  a careful  woman. 

Like  one  indeed,  born  only  to  preferve’him, 

Deny’d  him  means  toraife. 

Petru.  Unbutton  me, 

I die  indeed  elfe.?  Oh  Maria^ 

Oh  my  unhappinefs,  my  mifery. 

whovQ-.^ — if  he  perifh, 

I’ll  fee  thee  hang’d  my  felf. 

Petru.  Why,  why  Aiaria  ? 

Mar.  I have  done  my  worfl,and  have  my  end,  forgive  mcj 
From  this  hour  make  me  what  you  pjeafe:  I have  tam’d  ye. 
And  now  am  vow’d  yourfervant:  Look  not  flrangely. 
Nor  fear  what  1 fay  to  you.  Dare  youkifsme? 

Thus  I begin  my  new  love. 

Petru.  Once  again  ? 

Mar.  With  all  my  heart. 

Petru.  Once  again  Maria  , 

Oh  Gentlemen,  I know  not  where  1 am. 

Soph.  Getyetobed  then:  there  you’ll  quickly  know  Sir. 
Petru.  Never  no  more  your  old  tricks? 

M.zr,  Never  Sir. 

Petru.  You  fhall  not  need,  for  as  I have  a faith 
No  caule  fhall  give  occafion. 

Mar.  As  I am  honefl. 

And  as  I am  a maid  yet,  all  my  life 

From  this  hour,  fince  ye  make  fo  free  profeflion, 

I dedicate  infervice  to  yourpleafure. 

Soph.  I marry,  this,  goes  roundly  off 
Petru.  Goe  Jaques., 

Get  all  the  befl  meat  may  be  bought  for  money. 

And  let  thehogfheads  blood,  I am  born  again; 

Well  little  England.,  when  I fee  a Husband 
Of  any  other  Nation,  flern  or  jealous, 

I’llwilh  him  but  a woman  of  thy  breeding*, 

And  if  he  have  not  butter  to  his  bread. 

Till  his  teeth  bleed,  I’ll  never  trufl  my  travel. 

Enter  Rowland,  Livia,  Byancha,  and  Tranio. 

Petro.  What  have  we  here? 

Row.  Another  Morris,  Sir. 

That  you  mufl  pipe  too. 

Tra.  A poor  married  couple 
Defire  an  offering*  Sir. 

Bya.  Never  frown  at  it, 

You  cannot  mend  it  now : there’s  your  own  hand  j 
And  yours  Morofo.,  to  confirm  the  bargain. 

Petron.  My  hand? 

Mor.  Or  mine  j 
Bya.  You’ll  find  it  fo. 

Petro.  A trick. 

By a trick. 

Bya.  Yes  Sir,  we  tricktye. 

Liv.  Father. 

Petro.  Haft  thou  lain  with  him  ? fpeak  ? 

Liv,  Yes  truly  Sir. 

Petro.  And  hafl  thou  done  the  deed,  boy  ? 

Row.  I have,  Sir, 

That,  that  will  ferve  the  turn,  I think. 

Petru.  A match  then. 

I’ll  be  the  maker  up  of  this : Morofo.^ 

There’s  now  no  remedy  you  fee,  be  willing  *, 

^ Mor. 
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T^he  Womans  Tri^e,  or 


M^r  be,  or  be  not,  he  miifb  have  the  wench. 

Mnr.  Since  I am  over-reach’d,  let’s  in  to  dinner, 

And  if  I can.  I’ll  drink’t  away. 

Tra.  That’s  wellfaid. 

Petro.  Well  firrah,  you  have  plaid  a trick,  look  to’t. 
And  let  me  be  a Grandfire  within’s  twelve-month. 

Or  by  this  hand.  I’ll  curtail  half  your  fortunes. 

Kofp.  There  lhall  not  want  my  labour,  Sir  : your  moneys 


Here’s  one  has  undertaken. 

Tra.  Well,  I’ll  trull  her. 

And  glad  I have  lb  good  a pawn. 

Korp.  I’ll  watch  ye. 

Petru.  Let’s  in,and  drink  of  all  hands,and  be  jovial:  > 

I have  my  Colt  again,  and  now  Ihe  carries  j 
And  Gentlemen,  whoever  marries  next. 

Let  him  be  fure  he  keep  him  to  his  T ext.  Exiunt. 


■I  ^ • 


P I L O G U E- 


T He  Tamer’/ tam’d,  b»tfo^  as  nor  the  men 

Can  find  one  jttji  cauje  to  complain  ofi  when 
They-  fitly  do  confider  in  their  lives^ 

They  JldOuld  not  reign  as  Tyrants  o er  their  wives. 
Nor  can  the  Women  from  this  prefldent 
Infinity  er  triumph'-)  it  being  aptly  meant) 


To  teach  both  Sexes  due  equality  5 

And  as  they  jland  bound,  to  love  mutually. 

If  this  efieU  arifingfrom  a caufe 

Well  laid,  and  grounded,  may  deferve  applaufe. 

We  fomething  more  than  hope,  ourhoneji  ends 

Will  l{eep  the  Men,  and  Women  too,  aur  friends. 


v?o:: 


■) . 


THE 
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THE 


ISLAND  PRINCESS: 

A Tragi-Comedy. 


The  Perfons  reprefented  in  the  Play’, 


King  of  Sidore,  an  Ijland. 

Kinf  of  wT’ 

Governor  of  Terna,  an  If  and.  An  ill  man^ 

Ruy  Dias, 4 Captain  ofPoitugzl^alfofaitor  to  thePrin, 
Piniero,  Nephew  to  Ruy  Dias,  a merry  Captain. 

Fr/Vwf//  /<?  Piniero. 

Armulia,  a mile  daring  Portugueze,  7«  love  with  the 
Princejs, 


Soza,  ^companions  to  Armufia,  and  his  valiant 


Emanuel,  j 

Keeper, ' 

Moors, 

Guard, 

Captain, 

Citizens, 

Townfmen 


followers. 


Women. 


QmCzrs^the  Ijland  PrincepfjJier  to  the  KingofS'idore.  | Panura,  Waiting-woman  to  thePrincefs  Quilara. 
Quilana,  Annt  to  the  Princejs.  j Citizens  wives. 


j 

The  Scene  India. 


The  Principal  Actors  were 


John  Lowin, 

John  Underwood^ 
W illiam  Eglejione^ 
Rich.Sharpe, 


Jofeph  Tailor^ 
Robert  Benjield, 
George  Birch^ 
Tho.  Polard. 


( 


ASIhs  Primus, 

A Bell  Kings. 

Enter  Pyinero,  Chrlftophero,  and  Pedro. 

Kymero. 

Pen  the  Ports,  and  fee  the  Watch  reliev’d. 
And  let  the  guards  be  careful  of  their  buli- 
nefs. 

Their  vigilant  eyes  fixt  on  theft  Iflanders, 
They  are  falfe  and  dcfperate  people,  when 
they  find. 

Theleaft  occaflon  open  to  encouragement. 

Cruel,  and  crafty  fouls,  believe  me  Gentlemen, 


Scdena  Prima. 

Their  late  attempt,  which  is  too  frefh  amongfl  us, 

In  which,  againft  all  arms  and  honefty. 

The  Governor  of  lernata  madefurprize. 

Of  our  Confederate,  the  King  of  Tidore^ 

As  for  his  recreation  he  was  rowing 

Between  both  Lands,  bids  us  be  wife  and  circumfpect. 

Chr.  It  was  a mifchief  fuddenly  imagin’d, 

And  as  foon  done  ^ that  Governor’s  a fierce  knave, 
Unfaithfiil  as  he  is  fierce  too,  there’s  no  trufling  ^ 

But  1 wonder  much,  how  fuch  poor  and  baft  pleafures, 

As  tugging  at  an  Oar,  or  skill  in  Steerage, 

Should  become  Princes. 

Py.  Baft  breedings,  love  baft  plcafure  ^ 

They 
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They  rake  as  much  delight  in  a ' • 

A little  fcurvy  boat  to  row  her  tightly,  _ " rz 

And  have  the  Art  to  turn  and  wind  her  nimbly^  -ry  ' y ' 
Think  it  as  noble  too,  though  it  be  flavilh,  ' 

And  a dull  labour  "that  declines  a Gentleman;'  "T 

As  we  Pvrtifgals^  or  the  Sp.miards  do  in  riding,,  ^ 

In  managing  a- great  horfe,  which  is  princely: 

TheFrd>«c/?  in  CourcHiip,  or  the  dancing  Englijhy 

In  carrying  a fair  prefence. 

Fed.  He  was  llrangely  taken  v' 

But  where  no  i'aith  is,  there’s  no  trull; : he  has  paid  for’t 

His  Siller  yet  the  fair  and  great  ^iJaraT^ 

Has  IhewM  a noble  mind,  and  much  love  in’t 

To*  her  affliilted  brother,  and  the  nobler  frill  it  appears, 
And  fealbns  of  more  tendernefs,  becaufe  his  ruin  Itiles  her 
And  his  imprilbnment  adds  to  her  profit.  ^abfolute 

Feeling  all  this,  which  makes  all  men  admire  her,  •> 

The  warm  beams  of  this  fortune  that  fa'l  on  hci^,  ■ 

Yet  has  Ihe  made  divers  and  noble  Treaties, 

And  propofrtions  for  her  brothers  freedom. 

If  wealth  or  honor 

Py.  Peace,  peace,  you  are  fool’d,  Sirj 

Things  of  tjicie  natures  have  Itrange  outlides  Pedrs-^ 

And  cunning  lliadows,  let  ’em  far  Irom  us. 

Draw  ’em  but  near,  they  are  grofs,  and  they  abule  us  *, 
They  that  obferve  her  clofe,  lliall  find  her  nature. 

Which  I doubt  mainly  v/ill  not  prove  fo  excellent  •, 

She  is  a Princefs,  and  flic  mufl  be  fair. 

That’s  the  prerogative  of  being  Royal ; - ' • 

Let  her  want  eyes  and  no  fe,  flie  mulb  be  beauteous,. 

■ And  Die  muff  know  it  too,  and  the  ufe  of  it, 

A nd  jieople  mult  believe  it,  they  are  damn’d  efle : 

\\  hy,  all  our  neighbor  Princes  are  mad  for  her, 

Chr.  Is  Ihe  not  fair  then  ? 

Py.  But  her  hopes  are  fairer, 

: And  there’s  a haughty  Mafter,  the  King  of  Balkan, 

, That  lofty  Sir,  that  fpcaks  far  more,  and  louder 

In  his  own  commendations-,  than  a Cannon,; 

Fie  is  11  rucken  dumb  with  her. 

Pfi/.  Befhrewmefheisafweetone. 

Pv.  And  there‘'s  that  hopeful  man  of  Syana., 

That  fprightly  fellow,  he  that’s  wife  and  temperate, 

, He  is  a Lover  too. 

Chr.  V'ou’d  1 were  worth  her  looking 
' "or  V by  my  life  1 hold  her  a compleat  one. 

The  veH’ Sun,  1 think  afieTsher  iweetnels, 

Anddaresnot,  as  he  does  to  all  elfe,  dye  it. 

Into  his  tauny  Livery. 

; Py.  She  dares  not  fee  him, 

■ -'"ut  keeps  her  lelf  atdiftance  from  hiskilTes,  . . r 

And  lier  complexion  in  a Cafe-,  let  him  batdfe  it  I'lUl 

A week,  or  two,  or  three,  Ihe  would  look  like  a Lion  y 

But  the  main  Ipcrt  on’t  is,  or  rather  wonder 

The  Governor  of  To-«a^j,her  mortal  enemy, 

He  that  has  catcht  her  brother  King,  is  llruck  too, 

' And  is  arriv’d  under  fa*b  conduTallb, 

Py.  I marry. 

He  is  amongft  ’em  too. 

Ped.  A Lover. 

Py.  Nay, 

I know  not  that,  but  fince  he  ftandsin  favour,-. 

Or  would  {land  ftifly,  he  is  no  Portugal  elfe. 

Chr.  The  voice  fays  in  good  favour,  in  thelifi  too 

Of  the  privy  wooers,  how  cunningly  of  late 

I have  obferv’d  him,  and  how  privately 

He  hasftolenat  all  hours  from  us,  and  bow  readily 

He  has  feign’d  abufinefs  to  bid  the  Fort  farewel 

For  five  or  fixdajs,  or  a mouth  together. 

Sure  there  is  fbmething 

Fy.  Yes,  yes,  there  is  a thing  in’t, 

A thing  would  make  the  befl  on’s  all  dance  after  it  *, 
xA  dainty  things  Lord  how  this  Uncle  of  mine 

Ha.s  read  to  me,  and  rated  me  for  wenching. 

And  told  me  in  what  defperate  cafe  ’twould  leave  me 

And  how  ’twould  ilew.my  bones. 

Ped.  You  car’d  not  for  it. 

Py.  I’faith  not  much,  I ventur’d  on  flill  eafily. 

And  took  my  chance,  danger  is  a Soldiers  honor  y 

But  that  this  man,  this  herb  of  Grace,  Kuy  ViaSy 

This  father  of  our  facukies  fliould  flip  thus, 

For  lure  he  is  a ferriting,  that  he  ' 

That  would  drink  nothing,  to  deprefs  the  fpirit. 

But  mihe  and  water,  eat  nothing  but  thin  air 

To  make  his  bloud  obedient,  that  his  youth. 

In  fpight  of  all  his  temperance,  fhould  tickle. 

And  hgve  a love  mange  on  him. 
chr.  ’Tis  in  him.  Sir, 

Buthonourable  courtfhfp,  and  becomes  his  rank  too. 

Py.  In  me  ’tw'ere  abominable  Leachery,  or  would  be, 

For  when  our  thoughts  are  on’t,  and  mifs  their  level. 

We  mull  hit  Ibmething, 

P^d.  Well,  he’s  a noble  Gentleman, 

And  if  he  be  a fuitor,  may  he  Ipeed  in’t. 

Py.  Let  him  aloije,  our  family  ne’r  fail’d  yet., 

Chr.  Our  mad  Lieutenant  ftill,  merry  Pyniero., 

Thus  wou’d  he  do,  if  the  Surgeon  were  fearching  ofhim. 
Ped.  Efpecially  if  a warm  wench  had  fhot  him. 

Py.  But  hark  Chrijlophero  *,  com,e  hither  Pedro  j 

When  fawyou  outbrave  Countrey-man  Armufta? 

He  that’s  arriv’d  here  lately,  and  his  gallants? 

A goodly  fellow,  and  a brave  companion 

Methinks  he  is,  and  no  doubt,  truly  valiant,. 

For  he  that  dares  come  hither,  dares  fight  any  where;, 

Chr.-  Ifawhim  not  of  late,  a fober  Gentleman 

I am  lure  he  is,  and  no  doubt  bravely  ipriing. 

And  promifesmuch  noblenefs. 

Py.  I love  him, 

And  by  my  troth  v^ou’d  fain  be  inward  with  him^ 

Pray  let’s  go  feek  him. 

Ped.  We’ll  attend  you  Sir. 

Py.  By  that  time  we  {hall  hear  the  burit  of  bufinefs. 

Exeunt. 

^ And  hofeages  of  worth  delivered  for  him  • 

And  he  brought  a Letter  from  his  prifoner. 

Whether  compell’d,  or  wnllingly  delivered 

E«ffrRuyDias,  Quifara,  Quifanaj  WPanura. 

from  the  poor  King,  or  what  elfe  dare  be  in’t, 

Chr.  So  it  be  honourable,  anything,  ’tisall  one 

For  I dare  think  Ihe’ll  do  the  bdt. 

Py.  ’Tis  certain 

He  has  admittance,  and  Ibllicites  hourly^ 

Now  if  he  have  the  trick 

Fed.  What  trick? 

Py.  The  true  one. 

To  take  her  too,  if  he  be  but  skill’d  in  Bat-fowling, 

And  lime  his  bulli  right. 

Chr.  Til  be  bang’d  v/hen  that  hits. 

For ’tis  not  a compell’d,  or  forc’d  afeflion 

That  mufr  take  her,  I guelsher  flout  and  virtuous. 

But  where’s  your  Uncle,  Sir,  our  valiant  Captain, 

The  brave  K/yy  Vias  all  this- while  ? 

^ifar.  Aunt,  I much  thank  you  for  your  courtefie. 

And  the  fair  liberty  you  {lill  allow  me. 

Both  of  your  houfe  and  fervice,  though  I be 

A Princefs,  and  by  that  Prerogative  {land  free 

From  the  poor  malice  of  opinion, 

And  no  ways  bound  to  render  up  my  aTions, 

Becaufe  no  power  above  me  can  examine  me  y 

Yet  my  dear  brother  being  ftill  a prifoner. 

And  many  wandring  eyes  upon  my  ways. 

Being  left  alone  a Sea-mark,  it  behoves  me 

To  ufe  a little  caution,  andbecircumfpejft. 

^uifan.  You’re  wife  and  noble  Lady, 

^ifar.  Often  Aunt 

I relbrt  hither,  and  privately  to  fee  you. 

It  may  be  to  converfe  with,  fame  I favour  ; 

I wou’d 
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I wou’d  not  have  it  known  as  oft,  nor  conllru’d 
It  ftands  not  with  my  care.  * 

You  fpeakmoft  fairly. 

For  even  our  pure  devotions  arc  examin’d. 

^ifjr.  So  mad  are  mens  minds  now. 

Riiy.  Or  rather  monilroiis ; 


(nefs. . 


They  are  thick  dreams , bred  in  fogs  that  know  no  fair- 
Madam,  the  Houfe  is  yours,  I am  yours,  pray 
And  at  your  fervice  all  I have  liesproftrate  j (ufe  me,. 
My  care  fhall  ever  be  to  yield  ye  honor. 

And  when  your  fame  falls  here,  ’tis  my  fault  Lady  ^ 

A poor  and  fimple  banquet  I have  provided, 

Which  if  you  pleafe  to  honor  with  your  prefence  

^dfar.  I thank  ye  Aunt,  I (liall  be  with  you  inftantly, 

A few  words  with  this  Gentleman. 

^ifan.  I’ll  leave  ye.  Exeunt 

And  when  you  pleafe  retire,  I’ll  wait  upon  you.  ( & Fan. 

^ijar.  Why,  how  now  Captain,  what  afraid  to  fpeak  to 
A man  of  Armes,  and  danted  w'ith  a Lady  ? (me  r 

Commanders  have  the  power  toparlewith  Princes. 

Ktiy.  Madam,  the  favors  you  have  Itill  Ihowr’d  on  me, 
Which  are  Ib  high  above  my  means  of  merit, 

So  infinite,  that  nought  can  value  'em 

But  their  own  goodnefs,  no  eyes  look  up  to  ’em 

But  thofe  that  are  of  equal  light,  andlulfre. 

Strike  me  thus  mute,  you  are  my  royal  xMiftrifs, 

And  all  my  fervices  that  aime  at  honor, 

Take  life  from  you.  the  Saint  of  my  devotions  j 
Pardon  my  wilh,  it  is  a fair  ambition. 

And  well  becomes  the  Man  that  honors  you  ^ , 

i wou’d  I were  of  w'orth,  of  fornething  near  you. 

Of  fuch  a royal  piece,  a King  I wou’d  be, 

A mighty  King  that  might  command  affedion, 

And  bring  a youth  upon  me  might  bewitch  ye. 

And  you  a fweet  fbuld  Chriftian. 

^ifar.  Now  yOu  talk  Sir  ^ 

You  Portugals.,  though  you  be  rugged  Soldiers, 

Yet  when  you  lift  to  flatter,  you  are  plain  Courtiers-, 

And  could  you  wifh  me  Cbrijiian.,hr2.weRuy 
Ruy.  At  all  the  danger  of  my  life  great  Lady",  ' 

At  all  my  hopes,  at  all — - 
§uifjr.  Pray  ye  ftay  a little, 

T o what  end  runs  your  wifh  ? 

Ruy.  O glorious  Lady, 

That  I might but  I dare  not  Ipeak. 

^uijar.  I dare  then. 

That  you  might  hope  to  marry  me  ^ nayblufhnot, 

An  honorable  end  needs  no  excufe 
And  would  you  love  me  then  ? 

Ruy.  My  foul  not  dearer. 

^ifar.  Do  (bme  brave  thing  that  may  entice  me  that 
Something  of  fuch  a meritorious  goodnefs,  (way, 

Of  fuch  an  unmatcht  noblenefs,  that  I may  know 
You  have  a power  beyond  ours  that  prefervesyOu : 

’Tis  not  the  perfon,  nor  the  royal  title, 

Nor  wealth,  nor  glory,  that  I look  upon. 

That  inward  man  I love  that’s  lin’d  with  virtue,  ‘ 

That  well  deferving  foul  works  out  a favor  ^ 

I have  many  Princes  fuiters,  many  great  ones. 

Yet  above  thefe  I love  you,  you  are  valiant. 

An  adive  man,  able  to  build  a fortune  -, 

I do  not  fay  I dote,  nor  meane  to  marry, 

Only  the  hope  is, fornething  maybe  done, 

I'hat  may  compel  my  faith  , and  ask  my  freedome. 

And  leave  opinion  fair. 

Ruy.  Command  dear  Lady, 

And  let  the  danger  be  as  deep  as  Hell^ 

As  direful  to  attempt  — 

^ifar.  Y’are  too  hidden, 

I miift  be  rul’d  by  you,  find  out  a fortune 
Wifely,  and  hanfomely, examine  time, 

And  court  occafion  that  fhe  may  be  ready, 

A thoufand  ufes  for  your  forward  fpirit 
y^e  may  find  daily,  be  fure  ye  take  a good  one, 


A brave  and  worthy  one  that  may  advance  ye, 

.Forc’d  fmiles reward  poor  dangers^  you  are  a Soldier 
I wou’d  nottalke  fo  clfc,and  I love  a Soldier,  ^ 
And  that  that  fpeaks  him  true,  and  great,  his  valor  j 
^et  for  all  ihcfe  which  are  b it  W'omens  follies, 

7I0U  may  do  what  you  pleaie,  I fliall  ftill  know  ye, 

SAnd  though  ye  wcare  no  Sword. 

_ Ru.  Excellent  Lady, 
hdfi*  J grow  fo  cold,  and  d i fgrace  my  Nation, 

.>That  from  .their  hardy  nurfes  fuck  adventures, 

Twere  fit  I wore  a Tombftone you  have  read  to  me 
The  Icory  of  your  favor,  if  I miftake  it. 

Or  grow  a truant  in  the  ftudyof  it, 

A great  correft  ion  Lady— 

^ifar.  Let’s  toth’  banquet, 

And  have  fbme  merrier  talk  , and  then  to  Court, 

Where  I give  audience  to  my  general  Suiters  ■ 

Pray  heaven  my  womans  wit  hold  i there  brave  Captain, 

You  may  perchance  meet  fornething  that  may  ftartle  ye- 
I’ll  fay  no  more,  come  be  nor  fad ^ 

‘ y’^-  Tixemt. 

Enter  Pyniero,  Armufia,  Soza,  Chriftophero, 
and  Emanuel. 

Py.  You  are  Wellcome  Gentlemen,  raoft  worthy  welcom. 
And  knovt/ there’s  nothing  in  our  power  mayferve  ye. 

But  you  may  freely^challenge. 

Arm.  Sir  we  thank  ye, 

And  reft  your  fervants  too. 

Ey.  Y e are  worthy  Portugal f., 

You  fliew  the  bravery  of  your  minds  and  fpirits^ 

The  nature  of  our  Country  too,  that  brings  forth 

Stirring,  unwearied  Ibules  to  feek  adventures  j 

Minds  never  fatisfied  with  fearch  of  honor 

Where  time  is,  and  the  Sun  gives  light, brave  Conntrvmen, 

Our  names  are  known,  new  worlds  difclole  their  riches, 

Their  beauties,  and  their  prides  to  our  embraces  j 

And  we  the  firft  of  Nations  find  thefe  wonders. 

Arm.  Thefe  noble  thoughts,  Sir,  have  imic’d  us  forward, 
And  minds  unapt  for  eale  to  fee  thefe  miracles, 

In  which  we  find  report  a poor  relater  ^ 

We  are  arriv’d  among  the  bleffed  Iflands, 

Where-every  wind  that  riles  blows  perfumes. 

And  every  breath  of  air  is  like  an  Incence : 

The  treafure  of  the  Sun  dwells  here,  each  Tree 
As  if  it  envied  the  old  Paradice., 

Strives  to  bring  forth  immortal  fruit  ^ the  Spices 
Renewing  nature,  though  not  deifying. 

And  when  that  falls  by  time,  fcorning  the  earth. 

The  fullen  earth  fnould  taint  or  fuck  their  beauties, 

But  as  we  dreamt,  for  ever  lb  preferve  us: 

Nothing  we  fee,  but  breeds  an  admiration 
The  very  rivers  as  we  float  along, 

Throw  up  their  pearls,  and  curie  their  heads  to  court  us  j 
The  bowels  of  the  earth  fwell  with  the  births 
Of  thoufand  unknown  gemms,  and  thoufand  riches  j 
Nothing  that  bears  a life,  but  brings  a treafure^ 

The  people  they  Ihew  brave  too,  civil  manner’d. 
Proportioned  like  the  Mafters  of  great  minds, 

The  Women  which  I wonder  at — 

Py.  Yc  fpeak  well. 

Ar.  Of  delicate  afpefts,  fair,  clearly  beauteous. 

And  to  that  admiration,  fweet  and  courteous. 

Py.  And  is  not  that  a good  thing  > brave  Armufta 
You  never  law  the  Court  before.^ 

Ar.  No  certain. 

But  that  I fee  a wonder  too,  all  excellent. 

The  Government  exaft. 

Chr.  Ye  fhall  fee  anon, 

That  that  will  make  ye  ftart  indeed,  filch  beauties. 

Such  riches,  and  fiich  form. 
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Enter  Cakam,  S\'a:)a,  Governor. 


That  men  may  think  ye  can  do  more. 
Gov.  Talk  truth, 


Soz.  We  are  lire  already^ 

T)ie  wealthy  Magazine  of  nature  fiire 
Inhabits  here, 

Ann.  Thclc  hire  arc  a'l  7 Undoes. 

Py.  Yes,  and  great  Princes  too,  and  lulhy  lovers. 

Ar.  T hey  are  goodly  pcrlbns^  Wl’.atinighthebe  Signior 
That  hears  lb  proud  a Hate? 

Py.  King  of  Uak^in/^ 

A fellow  that  farts  terror, 

Em.  He  looks  highly. 

Sure  he  was  bcgoto’th’topof  a Steeple. 

Chr.  It  may  well  be, 

For  you  lliall  hear  him  ring  anon. 

Py.  That  is  Syam-f 

And  a brave  temper’d  fellow,  and  more  valiant. 

Poz.  What  rugged  face  is  that  ? 

Py.  That’s  the  great  Governor, 

The  man  fiirpriz’d  our  Friend,  I told  ye  of  him. 

Ar.  ’Has  dangerous  eyes. 

Pj/.  A perilous  Thief, and  fubtile. 

Chr.  And  to  that' fubtilty  a heart  of  Iron. 

Py.  Yet  the  young  Lady  makes  it  melt. 

Ar.  Theyfrart  all. 

And  thunder  in  the  eyes. 

Bj.  Away  ye  poor  ones. 

Ami  in  competition  with  fuch  bubbles.^' 

My  virtue,  and  my  name  rank’d  withfuch-  trifles-? 

Sy.  Ye  ipeak  loud. 

Bj.  Young-man,  I will  fpeak  louder  j 
Can  any  man  but  I deferve  her  favor. 

You  petty  Princes. 

Py.  He  wi'I  put  ’email  in’s  pocket, 

Sy.  Thou  proud  mad  thing  be  not  lb  full  of  glory. 

So  lu!l  of  vanity. 

Ba.  Kow  ? I contemn  thee. 

And  that  fort-keeping  fellow. 

Py.  How  the  Dog  looks. 

The  bandog  Governor  ? 

Gov.  Ha, Why? 

Bj.  Away  thing. 

And  keep  your  rank  with  thafe  that  fit  your  royalty  ^ 
Call  out  the  Princefs. 

Gov.  Doft  thou  know  me  bladder. 

Thou  infolent  impoftume  ? 

Bj.  I defpife  thee 

Gnv.  Art  thou  acquainted  with  my  nature  baby  ? 

With  my  revenge  for  Injuries?  darfl:  thou  hold,  me 
So  far  behind  thy  file,  I cannot  reach  thee  > 

Whatcanfl:  thou  merit? 

Bj.  Merit  ? I am  above  it  •, 

I am  equal  with  all  honors,  all  atchievements. 

And  what  is  great  and  worthy  ^ the  bell  doer 
I keep  at  my  command,  fortune’s  myfervant, 

’Tis  in  my  power  now  to  defpife  fiich  wretches. 

To  look  upon  ye  Ilightly,andncgle(ftye, 

And  but  fiiedaines  at  fome  hours  to  remember  ye. 

And  people  have  beftovved  fome  Titles  on  ye, 

I fhould  forget  your  names 

, Sy.  Mercy  of  me-, 

W’hat  a blown  fool  has  fclf  afreflion 
Aladc  of  this  fellovy  ? did  not  the  Queen  your  Mother 
Long  for  bellows,  and  bagpipes,  when  file  was  great  with  ye, 
She  brought  forth  fuch  a windy  birth? 

Gov.  ’Tis  ten  to  one 

She  eat  a Drum,  and  was  deliver’d  of  alarum. 

Or  elfehewas  fwadled  in  an  old  failc  when  he  was  young. 

Sy.  He  fwells  too  mainly  with  his  meditations 
Faith,  talk  a little  handforaer,  ride  foltly  . . 

That  we  may  be  able  to  hold  way  vyi  th  ye,  we  are  Prinyp s. 
But  thofe  are  but  poor  things  to  you tt^k  wiler,  ' d 
’Twill  well  become  your  mightinefs  j talklefs. 


That  men  may  think  ye  arc  honeft,  and  believe  ye. 

Or  talk  your  fell  afleep,  fori  am  weary  of  you. 

Bj.  Why  ? I can  talk  and  do. 

Gov.  That  wou’d  do  excellent. 

Bj.  And  tell  you,  only  I deferve  the  Princels, 

And  make  good  only  I,  if  you  dare,  you  fir. 

Or  you  Syjnjs  Prince.  j 

Py.Heres  a ftorm  toward, 

Mctlunks  it  fmgs  already,  to  him  Governor.  | 

Gov.  Here  lies  my  proof.  (pratv. ' 

Sy.  And  mine. 

Gov.  i’ll  be  Ihort  with  ye. 

For  thefe  long  arguments  I was  never  goodat. 

Py.  Kow  white  the  boafter  looks? 

Enter  Rny  Dias,  Quifara,  Quilana,  Panura. 

Ar.  I fee  he  lacks  faith. 

For  lhame  forbear  great  Princes,  rule  your  angers, 
You  violate  the  freedom  of  this  place. 

The  ftate  and  Royalty  — 

Gov.  He’s  well  contented 
It  feems,  and  lb  I have  done. 

Ar.  Is  this  file  Signior  ? 

Py.  This  is  the  Princefs  Sir. 

Ar.  She  is  fwcet  and  goodly, 

An  admirable  form,  they  have  caufe  to  juftle. 

^ftfar.  Yc  wrong  me  and  my  court,ye{orvvard  Princes-, 
Comes  your  Love  wraptin  Violence  to feek us?  j 

Is’t  fit  though  you  begre^,  ray  prefence  fiiould  be  | 

Stain’d,  and  polluted  with  your  bloody  rages  ? j 

My  privacies' afirighted  vyitli  your  Swords  ? { 

He  that  loves  me,  loves  my  command  ^ be  temper’d. 

Or  be  no  more  what  ye  profels,  my  Servants. 

Owwf/.  Wearecalmeas  peace. 

Ar.  What  cofnmand  Ihe  carries  > 

And  what  a Iparkling  Maj^Ily  flies  from  her  ? 

^ifar.  Is  it  ye  love,  to  do?  ye  Ihall  find  danger. 

And  danger  that  Ihall  flart  your  relblutions,  ; 

But  not  this  way  -,  ’tis  not  contention,  ' 

Who  loves  me  to  my  face  beft,  or  who  can  flatter  molt  | 
Can  carry  me,  he  that  delerves  my  favor. 

And  will  enjoy  what  I bring,  love  and  Majefty, 

Mull:  win  me  with  his  worth-,  muft  travel  for  me ; 

Muft  put  his  halty  rage  off,  and  put  on 
A well  confirmed,  a temperate,  and  true  valor. 

Omnes.  But  Ihew  the  way. 

^tifjr.  And  w'ill, and  then  fiiew  you 
A will  to  tread  the  way.  I’ll  fay  ye  are  worthy. 

I Py.  What  task  now 
I Will  file  turn  ’em  to  ? theie  hot  youths, 

; I fear  vvill  find  a cooling  card,  1 read  in  her  eyes 
1 Something  that  has  Ibme  Twinge  muftfiye  amongft  ’em  j 
j By  this  hand  I love  her  a little  now. 
i ^tfar,  ’Tis  not  unknown  to  you 
i I hM  a royal  Brother,  now  raiferable. 

And  Prifbner  to  that  Man  ^ if  I were  ambitious. 

Gap’d  for  that  glory  was  n’re  born  with  me. 

There  he  Ihould  lie  his  miferics  upon  him  : 

If  I were  covetous,  and  my  heart  fet 
On  riches,  and  thole  bafe  cfiecfls  that  follow 
On  pleafures  iincontrol’d,  or  lafe  revenges. 

There  he  fhould  die,  his  death  will  give  me  all  theic  ^ 

For  then  Hood  I up  abfolute  to  do  all  ^ 

Yet  all  thefe  flattering  fiiews  of  dignity, 

Thefe  golden  dreams  of  greatnefs  cannot  force 
To  forget  nature  and  my  fair  affedion. 

Therefore  that  Man  that  would  be  known  my  lover, 

Muft  be  known  his  redeemer,  and  muft  bring  him 
Either  alive  or  dead  to  my  embraces. 

For  even  his  bones  I Icorn  fnall  feel  fuch  fiavery. 

Or  leek  another  Miftrils  ’.twill  be  hard 
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To  do  this,  wondrous  hard,  a great  adventure. 

Fit  for  a fpirit  of  an  equal  greatnels  ^ 

But  being  done,  the  reward  is  worthy  of  it. 

Chr.  How  they  ftand  gaping  aii  ? 

^uifxr.  Kuy  Di.iS  cold  ? 

Not  fiyc  like  fire  into  it  ? may  be  you  doubt  me. 

He  that  fhall  do  this  is  my  husband  Prince  •, 

By  the  bright  heavens  he  is,by  whofe  juftice 
I openly  proclaim  it  •,  if  I lye. 

Or  feek  to  let  you  on  with  fubtilty. 

Let  that  meet  with  me,  and  reward  my  falfliood. 
Noftirring  yet,nofl:art  into  a bravery? 

Kuy.  Madam,  it  may  be,  but  being  a main  danger, 
Your  Grace  muft  give  me  leave  to  look  about  me, 
And  take  a little  time,  the  caufe  will  ask  it. 

Great  Ads  require  great  counfels. 

^ifar.  Take  your  plealure, 

I fear  the  Portugal. 

Ba.  I’ll  raife  an  Army 

That  fliall  bring  back  this  inand,Fort  and  all, 

And  fix  it  here. 

Gov.  How  long  will  this  be  doing  ? 

You  Ihoiild  have  begun  in  your  Grandfather’s  days. 
5j<.  What  may  be. 

And  what  my  power  can  promife  nobleft  Lady, 

My  vvill  I am  fure  Hands  fair. 

^tifar.  Faire  be  your  fortune. 

Few  promifes  are  beft,  and  fair  performance. 

Gov.  Thefe  cannot  doe. 

Their  power  and  arts  are  weak  ones. 

’Tis  in  my  will,  I have  this  King  your  brother. 

He  IS  my  prifoner,  I accept  your  proffer. 

And  blefs  the  fair  occafiouthat  atchiev’d  him; 

I love  ye,  and  I honor  ye,  but  fpeak-. 

Whether  alive  or  dead  he  fiiall  be  rendred, 

And  fee  how  readily,  how  in  aninftant. 

Quick  as  your  wifhes  Lady 

No,  I fcorn  ye, 

You  and  your  courteficj  1 hate  your  love  Sir^ 

And  ere  I would  lb  bafely  win  his  liberty, 

I would  ftudy  to  forget  he  was  my  brother  •, 

By  force  he  was  taken  \ he  that  fhall  enjoy  me, 

Shall  fetch  him  back  by  force,  or  never  know  me. 

By.  As  I live,  a rare  Wench. 

Ar.  She  has  a noble  fpirit. 

Gov.  By  force? 

Yes  sir,  by  force,  and  make  you  glad  too 
To  kt  him  goe. 

Gov.  How  ? you  may  look  nobler  on  me. 

And  think  me  no  fuch  Boy,  by  force  he  mull  not, 
For  your  love  much  maybe. 

Put  up  your  paffion. 

And  pack  ye  home,  1 fay,  by  force,  and  fuddenly. 

He  lies  there  till  he  rots  elfe,  although  I love  him 
Mofl  tenderly  and  dearly,  as  a brother, 

A nd  out  of  thefe  refpefl  s would  joy  to  lee  him  *, 

Yet  to  receive  him  as  thy  courtefie. 

With  all  the  honor  thou  couldft  add  unto  him 
From  his  hands  that  moll  hate  him,  I had  rather. 
Though  no  condition  were  propounded  for  him. 

See  him  far  funke  i’th  earth,  and  there  forget  him. 
Fy.  Your  hopes  are  gelt  good  Governor. 

Arm.  A rare  Woman. 

Gov.  Lady, 

I’ll  pull  this  pride.  I’ll  quench  this  bravery. 

And  turneyour  glorious  fcorn  to  tears  and  bowlings  ^ 

I will  proud  Princels  •,  this  neglefl  of  me 
Shall  make  thy  brother  King  moH  miferable-. 

Shall  turn  him  into  curfes  ’gainft  thy  cruelty  : 

'or  where  before  I us’d  him  like  a King, 

And  did  thofe  Royal  Offices  unto  him: 

Now  he  fhall  lie  a fad  lump  in  a dungeon, 
oden  with  chains  and  fetters,  colds  and  hunger, 
Darknefs,  and  lingring  death  for  his  companions  j 
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I And  let  me  fee  who  dare  attempt  his  refeue 
What  defperate  fool?  look  toward  it  j farewel. 

And  when  thou  know’ll  him  thus,  lament  thy  follies, 
i\ay  I will  make  thee  kneel  to  ta.ke  my  offer  • 

Once  more  farewel, 'and  put  thy  trull  m puppits.  Exit. 

If  none  dare  undeitake  it,  I’il  hve  a mourner. 
Ba.  \ou  cannot  want. 

Sy.  You  mull  not. 

’Tis  molt  dangerous,  * 

And  wife  men  wou’d  proceed  with  care  and  counfel' 

Yet  fome  way  would  I knew * 

Walke  with  me  Gentlemen—  Exeunt 

Ar.  How  do  you  like  her  fpir  it  ? Manent,  Arm. 

So^  1 IS  a clear  one,-  Comy 

Clog  d with  no  dirty  fluff,  ffie  is  all  pure  honor. 

Em.  The  bravefl  Wkneh  1 ever  look’d  upon. 

And  of  theltrongefl  parts,  fire  is  mofl  fair, 

Yet  het  mind  fuch  a mirrour  — 

Arm.  W hat  an  action 

W ou’d  this  be  to  put  forward  on,  what  a glory. 

And  what  an  everlafting  w ealth  to  end  it  ? 
iMethinks  my  foul  is  flrangcly  rais’d. 

Soz.  To  Hep  into  it, 

|uH  while  they  think,  and  ere  they  have  determin’d 
To  bring  the  King  off. 

Ar.  Tilings  have  been  done  as  dangerous. 

Em.  And  profper’d  beH  when  they  were  leaH  confider’d. 
Ar.  Blefs  me  my  hop?s. 

And  you  my  friends  affiH  me. 

None  but  our  compauions. 

Soz.  You  deale  wifely. 

And  if  we  fhrinkthenameof  (laves  dye  with  us. 

Em.  Stay  not  for  fecond  thoughts. 

Ar.  I am  determin’d  ^ 

And  though  I lofe,it  fhall  befung,!  was  valiant. 

And  my  brave  offer  fhall  be  turn’d  to  Hory, 

Wforthy  the  Princels  tongue.  A Boat,  that’s  all 
That’s  unprovided,  and'habits  like  to  Merchants, 
ThercHwee’lcouiicel  as  we  goe. 

Soz.  A way  then , 

, fortune  looks  fair  on  thofe,  make  haHe  to  win  her. 

Exeunt. 


JHus  Seemdus. 


Sc  ana  Prim  a. 


Enter  Keeper.,  and  lor  Moores.  ' 

Kee.  T Have  kept  many  a Man,  and  many  a great  one, 

1 Yet  1 confefs,  I nere  fa w before 
A Man  of  fuch  a fuHerance  ^ he  lies  now 
Where  I would  not  lay  my  dog,  for  fure  ’tvvould  kill  him. 

W' here  neither  light  or  comfort  can  come  near  him  ^ 

Nor  air,  nor  earth  that’s  wholfome^  it  grieves  me 
To  fee  a mighty  King  with  all  his  glory. 

Sunk  o’th’  hidden  to  the  bottome  of  a dungeon. 
Whether  fhonld  we  defeend  that  are  poor  Rafcals 
If  we  hadour  deferts? 

1.  Mo.  ’Tis  a Hrange  wonder, 

Load  him  with  Irons,  opprefs  him  with  contempts. 

Which  are  the  Governors  commands,  give  him  nothing. 

Or  fo  little,  to  fuftain  life, ’tis  next  nothing  j 
ThcyHir  not  him,  he  fmiles upon  his  miferies, 

And  beares  ’em  with  fuch  Hrenpth,  as  if  his  nature 
Had  been  nurs’d  up,  and  foHer’d  with  calamities. 

2.  He  gives  no  ill  words,  curies,  nor  repines  not. 

Blames  nothing,  hopes  in  nothing,  we  can  hear  of-. 

And  in  the  midHof  all  thefe  frights,  fears  notliing. 

Kk  2 Kee, 
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Kee.  ril  be  fwornc 

He  fears  noc,  lor  even  wlien'I  fhake  fOr  Mni-, 

As  many  times  my  pitty  will  compcll  me. 

When  other  Ibiils,  that  bear  not  half  his  burthen. 

Shrink  in^  their  powers,  and- burll  with  their  opprelTions  y 
Then  will  he  Sing,  wooc  Ms  afflie'hions. 

And  court  ’em  in  lad  airs,  as  if  he  wouM  wed  ’em. 

1 . That’s  more  than  we  have  heard  yet,  we  are  only' 
Appointed  for  his  Guard,  but  not  lb  near  hnn. 

If  we  could  hear  that  wonder — 

Kee.  Many  times 

I fear  the  Governor  fiiould  cotne  to  know  it  •, 

For  his  voice  fo  affefts  me,  lb  delights  me, 

That  w'hen  I find  his  hour,  I have  Mufick  ready, 

And  it  Ifirs  me  infinitely, be  but  ftill  and  private, 

/ n i you  may  chance  to  hear. 

Ki/tg  appears  laden  rrith  chains^his  head,  and  armet  only  above. 

2.  We  will  not  Itir,  Sir  ■, 

This  is  a rudden.change,butwhO'dareablame  it. 

Kee.  Now  hatk  ancF  melt,  for  I am  fure  I lhad  ■, 

Stand  filent,  what  Tubborn  weight  of  chains — 

1.  Yet  he  looks  temperately. 

2.  His  eyes  not  funk,  and  his  complexion  firm  ftill. 

No  wildnefs,  no  diflempcr’d  touch  upon  him. 

How  conftantly  he  fmiles,  and  how  undanted  ? 

\\  ich  what  a Majeffy  he  heaves  his  head  up  ? Mufick^ 
Kee.  Now  marke,!  know  he  will  ling  ■,  do  not  difturb  him. 
Your  allowance  from  the  Governor,  wou’d  it  were  more 
Or  in  my  power  to  make  ithanlbmcr.  (fir. 

Kin.  Do  not  tranfgrefs  thy  charge,  I take  his  bounty. 

And  fortune,  whilft  I bear  a mind  contented 
Not  leaven’d  with  the  glbry  I am  falen  from, 
Norhangupon  vain  hopes,  that  may  comiptme* 

Enter  Governor. 

Gov.  'thou  art  my  nave,arid  I appear  above  thee, 

Kee.  The  Governor  himlelf. 

Gov.  What,  at  your  banquet  ? 

And  in  fiich  Rate,  and  with  fuch  change  of  fervice?  ' 

Kin.  Nature  s no  glutton,  Sir,  a little  ferves  her. 

Gov.  This  diet’s  holfome  then. 

Km.  I beg  no  better. 

Gnv.  A calm  contented  mind,  give  him  left  nexty 
Thefc  full  meals  will  opprefs  his  health,  his  Grace  ^ 

Is  of  a tender,  and  pbre  conRitutiorty 
And  fuch  repletions — 

Km.  Mock,  mock,  it  moves  not  me  fir. 

Thy  mirths, as  do  thy  milchiefs,  ftiebehindme. 

Gov.  Y e carry  it  handlbmely,  but  tell  me  patience^ 

Do  not  you  curie  the  brave  and  royal  Lady 
Your  gracious  lifter?  do  not  you  damn  her  prtty. 

Damn  twenty  times  a day,and  damn  it  ferioully  ? 

Do  not  you  fwear  aloud  too,  cry  and  kick  ? 

The  very  foul  fw'eat  in  thee  with  the  agoay 
Of  her  contempt  of  me  ? Couldft  not  thou  eat  her 
For  being  lb  injurious  to  thy  fortune, 

Thy  fair  and  happy  fortune  ? Couldft  not  thou  wilh  her 
A Baftard,  or  a Whore,  fame  might  proclame  her  i 
Black  ugly  fame,  or  that  thou  hadft  had  no  fifter  ? 

Spitting  the  general  name  out,  and  the  nature  ^ 

Blafpheming  heaven  for  making  fuch  a mifebief  •, 

For  giving  power  to  pride,  and  will  to  Woman  ? 

Kin.  No  T yrant,  no,  I blefs  and  love  her  for  it  *, 

And  though  her  Icorn  of  thee,  had  laid  up  for  me 
As  many  plagues  as  the  corrupted  air  breeds. 

As  many  milchiefs  as  the  hours  have  minutes. 

As  many  formes  of  Death,  as  doubt  can  figure^ 

Yet  I Ihould  love  more  ftill,  and  more  honor  hery 
Aft  thou  canft  lay  upon  me,  cannot  bend  me. 

No  not  theftrokeof  death,  that  I defpile  too: 

For  if  fear  could  polfefs  me,  thou  hadft  won  me  ^ 

As  little  from  this  hour  I prize  thy  flatteries,  . 


And  lefs  than  thofe  thy  prayers,  though  thou  wouidft 
And  if  Ihe  be  not  Miftrifs  of  this  nature,  (kneel  to  me  • 
She  is  none  of  mine,  no  km.  and  1 contemne  her.  ’ 

Gov.  Are  you  fo  valiant  fir  ? 

Kin.  Yes,  andfo  fortunate*, 

For  he  that  holds  his  conftancy  ftill  conquers  ^ 

Hadft  thou  prelerv’d  me  as  a noble  enemy. 

And  as  at  hrft,  made  my  reftraint  feem  to  me 
But  only  as  thelhadow  of  captivity, 

I had  ftill  fpoke  thee  noble,  ftill  cleclar’d  thee 
A valiant,  great,  and  worthy  man,  ftill  lov’d  thee, 

And  ftill  prefer’d  thy  fair  love  to  my  fifter  j 
But  to  compell  this  from  me  with  a mifery, 

A moft  inhumane,  and  unhandlome  llavery 

Gov.  You  will  relent  for  all  this  talk  I ftar  not. 

And  put  your  wits  a work  agen. 

Kin.  You  are  cozen’d  ^ 

Or  if  I were  fo  weak  to  be  wrought  to  it, 

So  fearful  to  give  way  to  fo  much  poverty. 

How  I Ihould  curfe  her  heart  if  ftie  confented  ? 

Gov.  You  lhall  write,  and  entreat,  or — . 

Kin.  Dothy  utmoft, 

And  e’en  in  all  thy  tortures  I’ll  laugh  at  thee, 

I’ll  think  thee  no  more  valiant,  but  a villain  ^ 

Nothing  thou  haft  done  brave,  but  like  a thief, 

Atchiev’d  by  craft,  and  kept  by  cruelty  *, 

Nothing  thou  canft  deferve,  thou  art  unhoneft  y 
Nornowaylivetobuild  a Name,  thou  art  barbarous. 

Gov.  Down  with  him  low  enough,  there  let  him  murmur, 
And  lee  his  diet  be  fo  light  and  little. 

He  grow  not  thus  high  hearted  on’t,  I wii  coole  ye, 

And  make  ye  cry  for  mercy,  and  be  ready 
To  work  my  ends,  and  willingly  ^ and. your  fifter  taken 
Your  fcornhil,  cruel  fifter  fh^l  repent  too,  (down, 

And  fue  to  me  for  grace. 

Give  him  no  liberty. 

But  let  his  bands  be  doubled,  his  eale  leficned  ^ 

Nothing  his  heart  defires,  but  vex  and  torture  him ; 

Let  him  not  deep,  nothing  that’s  dear  to  nature 
Let  him  enjoy  *,  yet  take  heed  that  he  dye  not  y 
Keep  him  as  near  death,  and  as  willing  to  embrace  it. 

But  Ice  he  arrive  not  at  it^  I will  humble  him. 

And  her  front  heart  that  Hands  on  fuch  defiance  ^ 

And  let  me  fee  her  champions  that  dare  venture 
Her  high  and  mighty  wooers,  keep  your  guards  dole,. 

And  as  you  love  your  lives  be  diligent. 

And  what  1 charge,  obferve. 

Omnes.  We  lhall  be  dutiful.  (Exit.Gov. 

Gov.  I’ll  pull  your  courage  Ki.ng,  and  all  your  bravery. 

1 . Moft  certain  he  is  refolved  nothing  can  ftir  him  j 
For  if  he  had  but  any  phrt  about  him 

Gave  way  to  fear  or  hope,  he  durft  not  talk  thus, 

And  do  thus  ftoutlytoo,as  willingly. 

And  quietly  he  funk  down  to  his  Ibrrows, 

As  fome  men  dototheirlleeps. 

Keep.  Yes,  and  lleeps  with  e’m^ 

So  little  he  regards  them,there’s  the  wonder. 

And  often  foundly  lleeps,  wou’d  I durft  pity  him. 

Or  wou’d  it  were  in  my  will,  but  we  qre  fervants. 

And  tied  unto  command. 

2.  1 wifn  him  better. 

But  much  I fear  h’as  found  his  tombe  already. 

We  muft  obferve  our  guards. 

1 . He  cannot  laft  long, 

And  when  he  is  dead,  he  is  free. 

Kee.  That’s  the  moft  cruelty. 

That  we  muft  keep  him  living. 

2.  That’s  as  he  pleafej 

For  that  Man  that  refolves,  needs  no  Phifitian,  Extant. 
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Enter  Armufia , Soza  , Emanuel  like  Merchants^ 
arm’d  underneath. 

Arm.  Our  profperous  pallage  was  an  omen  to  us, 

A lucky  and  a fair  omen. 

Omnes.  We  believe  it. 

Ar  The  Sea  and  Wind  Urovcwho  fliould  molt  befriend 
And  as  they  favour’d  our  dellgn,  and  lov’d  us,  (us, 

So  lead  us  forth — Where  lies  the  Boat  that  brought  uS.? 

Soz.  Safe  lodg’d  within  the  Reeds,  dole  by  the  Caftle, 
That  no  eye  can  fiifped,  nor  thought  come  near  it. 

'Em.  But  where  have  you  been,  brave  lir  ? 

Ar.  I have  broke  the  Ice  Boyes  ; 

I have  begun  the  game,  fair  fortune  guide  it, 

Sulpedlels  have  I travell’d  all  the  Town  through. 

And  in  this  Merchants  fnape  won  much  acquaintance,- 
Survey’d  each  ftrength  and  place  that  may  befriend  us, 
View’d  all  his  Magazines,  got  per  fed  knowledge 
Of  where  the  Prifon  is,  and  what  power  guards  it. 

Soz.  Thele  will  be  Itrong  attempts. 

Ar.  Courage  is  ftrong  : 

V\'hat  we  begun  with  policy,  my  dear  friends,  , 

Let’s  end  with  manly  force there’s  no  retiring, 

Unhfs  it  be  with  Hiame. 

Fw.  Shame  his  that  hopes  it. 

Ar.  Better  a few,  and  clearer  fame  will  follow  us. 
However,  lofe  or  win,  and  fpeak  our  memories. 

Than  if  we  led  our  Armies-,  things  done  thus. 

And  of  this  noble  weight,  will  ftile  us  worthies. 

Soz.  DircT,  and  we  have  done,  bring  us  to  execute, 

And  if  we  flinch,  or  fail — 

Ar.  1 am  fure  ye  dare  nor. 

Then  farther  know,  and  let  no  ear  be  near  us. 

That  maybe  falfe. 

Em.  Speak  boldly  on,  we  are  honeft  ^ 

Our  lives  and  fortunes  yours. 

Hard  by  the  place  then 

Where  all  his Trealhre  lies,  his  Armes,his  W’omen, 
dole  by  the  Prifon  too  where  he  keeps  the  King, 

I have  hir’d  a lodging,  as  a Trading  Merchant, 

A Celler  to  ilut  loo.  to  llofv  my  Wares  in. 

The  very  Wall  of  which,  joynes  tohisflorc-houfe. 

Soz.  What  of  all  this  t 

Ar.  Ye  are  dull,  if  ye  apprehend  not ; 

Into  that  Cellar,  eleTed  friends,  1 have  convey’d. 

And  unfufpeTed  too,thatthatwilldoitv 
That  that  will  make  all  fhake,  and  fmoak  too. 

Em.  Ha  ? 

Ar.  My  thoughts  have  not  been  idle,  nor  my  pradice: 
The  f.re  l" brought  here  with  me  fhall  do  fomething. 

Shall  burft  into  material  flames,  and  bright  ones. 

That  all  the  Ifland  fliall  ftand  wondring  at  it. 

As  if  they  had  been  flrickcn  with  a Comet ; 

Powder  is  ready,  and  enough  to  work  it. 

The  i’Match  is  left  a-fire,  all,  all  hulht,  and  lockt  clofe. 
No  man  fufpeding  what  I am  but  Merchant: 

An  hour  hence,  my  brave  friends,  look  for  the  fury. 

The  fire  to  light  us  to  our  honour’d  purpofe. 

For  by  that  time  ’twill  take. 

Soz.  What  are  our  duties  ? 

Ar.  When  all  are  full  of  fear  and  fright,  the  Governor 
Out  of  his  wits,  to  fee  the  flames  fo  imperious. 

Ready  to  turn  to  afiies  all  he  worfhips. 

And  all  the  people  there  to  Hop  thefe  ruins, 

No  man  regarding  any  private  office  ^ 

Then  flie  we  to  the  prifon  fuddcniy. 

Here’s  one  has  found  the  way,  and  dares  dired  us. 

Em.  Then  to  our  fvvords  and  good  hearts, 

I long  for  it. 

Ar.  Certain  we  fhall  not  find  much  oppofition, 

But  what  is  mufl  be  forced. 

Soz.  ’Tis bravely  caft  Sir, 

And  furely  too  1 hope. 


Ar.  If  the  fire  fail  not. 

And  powder  hold  his  nature,  fbme  muft  prefently 
Upon  the  firll  cry  of  th’  amazed  people, 

(For  nothing  will  be  markt  then,  but  the  mifer>') 
Be  ready  with  the  boat  upon  an  inftant. 

And  then  all’s  right  and  fair. 

Em.  Blefs  us  dear  fortune. 

Ar.  Let  us  be  w orthy  of  it  in  our  courage, 
And  fortune  muff  befriend  us,  come  all  fever. 

But  keep  ftill  within  fight,  when  the  flame  rifes 
Let’s  meet,  or  either  doe,  or  dye. 


Soz.  So  be  it. 


Exeunt. 


Enter  Governor,  and  Captain. 


Gov.  No  Captain,  for  thofe  Troops  we  need  ’em  not. 

The  Town  is  ftrong  enough  to  ftand  their  furies  i 
I wou’d  fee  ’em  come,  and  offer  to  do  fomething. 

They  are  high  in  words. 

Cap.  ’Tisfafer  Sir  then  doing. 

Gov.  Deft  think  they  dare  attempt? 

Cap.  Maybe  by  Treaty, 

But  fure  by  force  they  will  not  prove  fb  ffoward. 

Gov.  No  faith,  I warrant  thee,  they  know  me  well 
And  know  they  have  no  Child  in  hand  to  play  with  : (enough 
They  knov/  my  nature  too,  I have  bit  fomeof  ’em, 

A.nd  to  tlie  bones,  they  have  reafon  to  remember  me. 

It  makes  me  laugh  to  think  how  glorious 
The  fools  are  in  their  promifes,  and  how  pregnant 
Their  wits  and  powers  are  to  bring  things  to  pafs  j 
Am  I not  grown  lean  with  lofs  of  fieep  and  care 
To  prevent  thefe  threatnings.  Captain  ? 

Cap.  You  look  well  Sir : 

Upon  my  confcience  you  are  not  like  to  ficken 
Upon  any  fuch  conceit. 

Gov.  1 hope  I fliall  not: 

Well,  wou’d  I had  this  Wench,  for  1 mufl:  have  her. 

She  muft  be  mine  ^ and  there’s  another  charge  Captain  i 
What  betwi.xt  love  and  brawling  1 got  nothing. 

All  goes  in  maintenance 

Heark,  What  was  that,  7he  Train  trikes. 

That  noife  there  ? it  went  with  a violence. 

Cap.  Some  old  wall  belike  Sir, 

T hat  had  no  neighbor  help  to  hold  it  up, 

Is  fallen  fuddenly. 

Gov.  1 mufl:  difeard  thefe  Rafcals, 

That  are  not  able  to  maintain  their  buildings. 

They  blur  the  beauty  of  the  Town. 

JFithin.  Fire,  Fire. 

Gov.  I hear  another  tune,  good  Captain, 

It  comes  on  frelher  frill,  ’tis  loud  and  fearful. 

Look  u])  into  the  Town,  how  bright  the  ayrffiewxs  •, 

•Upon  my  life  fome  fudderi  fire.  Ex.  Cap. 

The  bell  too?  Bell  Kings. 

I hear  the  noife  more  clear. 

Enter  Citizen. 

Cit.  Fu:e,firc. 

Gov.  Where  ? where  ? 

Cit.  Suddenly  taken  in  a Merchans  houfe  fir. 

Fearful  and  high  it  blazes-,  help  good  people. 

Gov.  Poxo’their  paper-houfes,  how  they  Another, 

They  light  like  Candles,  how  the  tore  ftill  riles  ? 

Enter  Captain. 

Cap.  Your  Magazine’s  a fire  Sir,  help,  help  fuddenly. 
The  Caftle  tools  in  danger,  in  much  danger, 

All  will  be  loft,  get  the  people  prefently. 

And  all  that  are  your  Guard,  and  all  help,  all  hands  Sir, 
Your  wealth,  your  ftrength,  is  burnt  elfe,  the  Town  perifht  ^ 
The  Caltle  now  begins  to  flame. 

Gov.  My  foul  fliakes. 

Cap.  A 
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Cap  A Merchants  houfe  next  joyning  ? fhame  lighten  him, 

That  ever  fuch  a neighbour,  liich  a villain 

Gov.  Raile  all  the  Garrifon,  and  bring  ’em  up. 

Ew/er  other  Citizens. 

And  beat  the  people  forward  — Oh  I have  loft- all 
In  one  houfe,  all  my  hopes : good  worthy  Citizens 
Follow  me  all,  and  all  your  powers  give  to  me, 

I  will  reward  you  all.  Oh  curfed  fortune — 

The  flame’s  more  violent ; arife  ftill,  help,  help,  Citizens, 
Freedom  and  wealth  to  him  that  helps ; follow,  oh  follow. 
Fling  wine,  or  any  thing.  I’ll  fee’t  recompenc’d. 

Buckets,  more  Buckets  •,  fire,  fire,  fire.  Ex.omnes. 

Enter  Armufia,  and  his  company. 

Arm.  Let  it  flame  on,  a comely  light  it  gives  up 
To  our  difcovery. 

Soz.  Heark,  what  a merry  cry  _ 

Thefe  hounds  make ! forward  fairly. 

We  are  not  feen  in  the  mill,  we  are  not  noted.  Away, 
.\way.  Now  if  we  lofe  our  fortune 

Enter  Captain  and  Citizens. 


Cap.  Up  Soldiers,  up,  and  deal  like  men. 

Ciu  More  water,  more  water,  all  is  conlum’d  elfe. 

Cap.  All’s  gone,  unlels  you  undertake  it  ftraight,  your 
Wealth  too,  that  muft  preferve,  and  pay  your  labor 
Up, up,  away. 

Ex.  Cap.  and  Cit.  Then-, 


Enter  Armufia  and  his  company  hreaking  open 
a Voore. 

Ar.  So, thou  art  open,  keep  the  way  clear 
Behind  ftill.  Now  for  the  place. 

Sold.  ’Tis  here  Sir. 

Ar.  Sure  this  is  it. 

Force  ope  the  doore^ A miferable  creature ! 

Yet  by  his  manly  face "Ihe  King  dijcover''d. 

Kin.  Why  ftare  ye  on  me  > 

You  cannot  put  on  faces  to  afright  me : 

In  death  I am  a King  ftill,  and  contemne  ye : 

Where  is  that  Governor?  Methinks  his  Man. hood 
Should  be  well  pleas’d  to  fee  my  Tragedy, 

And  come  to  bath  hisfterneyesin  my  borrows  •, 

I dare  him  to  the  fight,  bring  his  fcorns  with  him. 

And  all  his  rugged  threats:  here’s  a throat, foldiers ^ 
Come,  fee  who  can  ftrike  deepeft. 

Em.  Break  the  Chain  there. 

Kin.  What  does  this  mean  ? 

Ar.  Com.e,  talke  of  no  more  Governors, 

Flc  has  other  bufinefs.  Sir,  put  your  Legs  forw’ard, 

And  gather  up  your  courage  like  a Man, 

Wee’ll  carry  off  your  head  elfe : we  are  friends. 

And  come  to  give  your  borrows  cafe. 

Soz..  On  bravely, 

Delayes  may  lofe  agen, 

' Enter  Guard. 

Ar.  The  Guard. 

Soz.  Upon  ’em. 

Ar.  Make  fpeedy,  and  fure  work. 

Em.  They  flie. 

Ar.  Up  with  him,  and  to  the  Boat;  ftand  baft,  now  be* 
When  this  heat’s  paft,  wee’ll  fing  our  Hiftory.  (fpeedy ; 
Away,  like  thoughts,  fudden  as  defires,  friends ; 

Now  facred  chance  be  ours. 

Soz.  Pray  when  we  have  done,  Sir.  Exeunt. 


Enter  3 <?>•  4 Citizens  fever  ally. 

1.  What  is  the  fire  allaid? 

2.  ’Tis  out, ’tis  out. 

Or  paft  theworft,  I never  did  lb  ftoutly 
I’ll  allure  you  neighbours  fince  I w^as  a Man : 

I have  been  burnt  at  both  ends  like  a fquib ; 

I liv’d  two  hours  in  the  fire,  ’twas  a hideous  matter; 

But  when  men  of  underftanding  come  about  it,  | 

Men  that  judge  of  things,  my  Wife  gave  me  over. 

And  took  her  leave  a hundred  times,  i bore  up  ftill,  | 

And  toft  the  Buckets  Boys. 

3.  We  are  all  meere  Martins, 

1. 1 heard  a voice  at  latter  end  o’th  hurrv. 

Or  elfe  I dreamt  I heard  it,  that  faid  Treaibn. 

2.  ’Tis  like  enough, it  might  cry  Murder  too,for  there  was 
Many  without  a joint,but  what’s  that  tous:  Let’s  home 
And  fright  our  Wives,  for  we  look  like  Devils. 

Enter  3 Women. 

3.  Here  come  fome  of ’em  to  fright  us. 

1 J^T.Mine’s  alive  neighbor — oh  fweet  hony  husband. 

2.  Thou  lieft,  I think  abominably,  and  thou  hadft  been 
In  my  place,  thou  wouldft  have  ftunk  at  both  ends. 

Get  me  fome  drink,  give  me  whole  Tuns  of  drink. 

Whole  cifterns;  for  1 have  four  dozen  of  fine  firebrands 
In  my  belly,  1 have  more  fmoke  in  my  mouth,  than  would 
Blote  a hundred  Herrings. 

2 Wo.  Art  thou  come  fafe  agen  > 

3 Wo.  I prayyouwhat  beca.meof  mymanjisheinaWell 
2.  At  hearts  eafe  in  a W ell,  is  very  well  neighbor ; 

We  left  him  drinking  cf  a new  dozen  of  Buckets ; 

Thy  husbands  happy,  he  was  through  roafted. 

And  now  he’s  bafting  of  himfelf  at  all  f oints : 

The  Clark  and  he  are  cooling  their  pericraniums ; 

Body,  oh  me  neighbors  there’s  fire  in  my  Codpiece. 

I Wo.  Blebs  my  Husband.  ■ 

2.  Blow  it  out  Wife blo  .v,  blow,  the  gable  end  a’th’ 

Women.  Some  water,  water,  water.  ftoi  e-houfe 

3.  Peace,  ’tis  but  a fparkle; 

Raifenot  the  Town  again,  ’twill  be  a great  hindrance, 

I’m  glad  ’tis  out,  and’t  hadta’en  in  my  Hay-loft? 

What  frig  fits  arerhefe,  marry  heaven  blefs  thy  modicum. 

3 Wo.  But  is  a drown'd  outright,  pray  put  me  out  of 
Fear  neighbor. 

2.  Thou  wouldft  have  it  fo,  but  after  a hundred  fires 
More,  he’ll  live  to  fee  thee  burnt  for  brewing  mufty 
Liquor. 

1 . Come,  let’s  go  neighbor. 

2.  For  I would  very  fain  turn  dowmthis  liquor; 

Come,  come,  I fry  like  a burnt  mary-bone : 

Women  get  you  afore,  and  draw  upon  us ; 

Run  wenches,  run  , and  let  your  Taps  run  with  ye; 

Run  as  the  fire  w'ere  in  your  tails,  cry  Ale,  Ale. 

Worn.  Away,  let’s  nourifti  the  poor  wretches. 

2.  We’ll  railie  up  the  reft  of  the  burnt  Regiment. 

Enter  Governor.,  Captain.,  Soldier.,  and  Guard. 

G(;z/.The  fire’s  quencht  Captain, but  the  mifehief  hangs  ftill; 
The  King’s  redeem’d,  and  gone  too;  a trick,  a darn’d  one  : 
Oh  I am  overtaken  poorly,  tamely. 

Cap.  Where  were  the  guard  that  w'aited  upon  the  prifon? 
Sol.  Mod  of ’em  flain,  yet  Ibmelcap’d,  Sir, and  they  deliver. 
They  law  a little  boat  ready  to  receive  him, 

And  thole  redeem’d  him,  making  fuch  hafte  and  fighting ; 
Fighting  beyond  the  force  of  men. 

Gov.  I am  loft  Captain, 

And  all  the  world  will  laugh  at  this,  and  ftorn  me : 

Count  me  a heavy  lleepy  fool,  a coward, 

A coward  paft  recovery,  a confirm’d  coward. 

One 
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One  without  carriage,  or  common  fenfe. 

Sol.  Hee’s  gon  Sir, 

^nd  put  to  Sea  amainc,pan:  our  recovery, 

Not  a Boat  ready  to  pur  lue  -,  if  cherewere  any, 

The  people  ftand  amazed  fo  at  their  valor, 

Andtheiudden  fright  of  fire, none  knows  to  execute. 

Gov.  Oh , I could  tear  my  limbs,  and  knock  ray  boys 
’Gainft  every  poll  I meet  ^ fool’d  with  a fire  ? (brains 
Cap.  It  was  a crafty  trick. 

Gov.  No, I was  lazy, 

Confident  fluggifti  lazie,had  I but  met  era 
And  chang’d  a dozen  blowes,  I had  forgiv’n  em. 

By  boththefe  hands  held  up,  and  by  that  brightnefs 
That  gildes  the  world  with  light,  by  all  our  worfliips, 

The  hidden  ebbes  and  flowes  of  the  blew  Ocean, 

I will  not  reft  \ no  mirth  fhall  dwell  upon  me. 

Wine  touch  my  moutli,  nor  any  thing  refrefli  me. 

Till  I be  wholly  quit  of  this  difhonor  : 

Make  ready  my  Barrators  inftantly, 

And  what  I fliall  intend 

Cap.  We  are  your  fervants.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Quifara,  RuyDyas. 

^Ifar.  Never  tell  me,  you  never  car’d  to  win  me. 

Never  for  my  lake  to  attempt  a deed, 

Might  draw  me  to  a thought,  you  fought  my  favor . 

If  not  for  love  of  me,  for  love  of  armes  Sir, 

For  that  caufe  you  profels,  for  love  of  ho^r. 

Of  which  you  flile  your  lelf  the  mighty  Mafte^ 

You  might  have  fteptout  nobly,  and  made  an  oner. 

As  if  you  had  intended  fomething  excellent. 

Put  on  a forward  face. 

Kw.  Dear  Lady  hold  me — 

^ifar,  I hold  ye,  as  I find  ye,  a famt  fervant, 

Kk.  By — I dare  doe 

Huifar.  In  a Ladies  chamber 
* dare  believe  ye,  there’s  no  mortal  danger  t 
Give  me  the  man  that  dares  do,  to  deferve  that : 

I thought  you  Portugah  had  been  rare  wonders. 

Men  of  thole  haughty  courages  and  credits. 

That  all  things  were  ccflifin’d  within  your  promiles. 

The  Lords  of  fate  and  fortune  I believ’d  ye, 

But  well  1 fee  1 am  deceiv’d  Kuy  Viar., 

And  blame,  too  late,  my  much  beliefe. 

Ktt.  I amalham’d,Lady, 

I was  fo  dull,  fo  ftupid  to  your  offer : 

Now  you  have  once  more  Ichool’d  me,  I am  right. 

And  fomething  lhall  be  thought  onluddenly. 

And  put  in  A^  as  loon,  fome  preparation  . 

^ifar.  And  give  it  out  ? 

Ku.  Yes,  Lady, and  fo  great  too-. 

In  which,  the  noife  of  all  my  Countrey-men — 

Thofe  will  do  well  , for  they  are  all  approv  d 

And  though  he  be  reltor’d  alive. 

Ku.  I have  ye. 

^ifar.  For  then  we  are  both  fervants. 

Ku.  I conceive  ye,  , 

Good  Madam  give  me  leave  to  turn  niy  fancies. 

^//y.'Do,  and  make  all  things  fit,  and  then  I H vifit  you.  Ex. 
My  felf,  the  Cozen,  and  the  Garrilon, 

The  neighbors  of  the  out-Ifies  of  our  Nation, 

Syana'^s  ftrength,  for  I can  humor  him : 

And  proud  Bekamu^.^  I lhall  deceive  his  glor} . _ ^ou  . 

What  ringing  foundof  joy  isthis?  whence  comes  it. 

May  be  the  Princes  are  in  fport. 

Enter  Pyniero,  Chriftoph. 

Py.  Where  are  ye  ? r 1 ? 

Ku.  Now  Pyniero,  What’s  the  halle  you  feek  me  . 

Py.  Doe  you  know  this  fign  Sir  > 

■ Ra.  Ha ! 


Py.  Do  you  know  this  cmbleme  : 

Your  nofe  is  boar’d. 

Kit.  Bear'd?  W'liat’s  that? 

Py.  Y’are  topt  Sir  : 

The  King’s  come  home  again,  the  King. 

Ku.  The  Devil? 

Py.  Nay  fu re  he  came  a G ods  name  home ; 

He’s  return’d  Sir. 

Chrii^.  And  all  this  joy  ye  hear — 

Ku.  Who  durfr  attempt  him 
The  Princes  are  all  here. 

Chry.  They  are  worthy  Princes, 

They  are  fpecial  Princes,  all  they  love  by  ounces. 

Believe  it  Sir,  ’tis  done,  and  done  molt  bra.  ely  and  eafily. 
W’hat  fortune  have  ye  loll:  Sir.^ 

What  jullice  have  ^enow  unto  this  Lady  ? 

Py.  How  Hands  your  claim  ? 

That  ever  Man  lliould  be  fool’d  10, 

When  hefnould  do  and  profper^  lland  protelling, 

Killing  the  hand,  and  farting  for  a favor. 

When  he  Ihould  be  about  his  bulinefsfvveating  •, 

She  bid  you  go,  and  pickt  you  out  a purpofe,  ( one, 

To  make  your  lelf  a fortune  by,  a Lady,  a Lady,and  a lully 
A lovely,  that  now  you  may  go  look,  Ihe  pointed  ye, 
Knowing  you  were  a man  of  worth  and  merit, 

And  bid  you  fly,  you  have  made  a fair  flight  on’t, 

You  have  caught  aGoofe. 

Ku.  How  dare  you  thus  molell  me  ? t • 

It  cannot  be. 

Cbr.  Heark  how  the  general  joy  rings! 

Py.  Have  you  your  hearing  left?  Is  not  that  drunk  too 
For  if  you  had  been  Ibber,  vou  had  been  wife  lure. 

Ku.  Done  ? Who  dares  do.^ 

Py.  It  leems  an  honeft  fellow. 

That  has  ended  his  Market  before  yod  be  up. 

Cbr.  The  lhame  on’t ’s  a llranger  tco. 

Py.  ’Tis  no  Hame, 

He  took  her  at  her  word,  and  tied  the  bargain. 

Dealt  like  a man  indeed.  Hood  not  demurring. 

But  clapt  clofe  to  the  caufe,  as  he  will  do  to  the  Lady ; 

’Is  a fellow  of  that  fpeed  and  handlbmnels. 

He  will  get  her  with  child  too,  ere  you  fliall  come  to  know 
Is  it  not  brave,  a gentleman  fcarce  landed,  (him. 

Scarce,  eating  of  the  air  here,  not  acquainted, 
Nocircumllance  of  love  depending  on  him. 

Nor  no  command  to  lliew  him,  mull  Hart  fortli, 

At  thefirll  light  to 

Ku.  lam  undone. 

Py.  Like  an  Oylter  ; 

She  neither  taking  view,  nor  value  of  him. 

Unto  fuch  deeds  as  thefe- Pox  o’  thefc, 

Thele  wife  delayings 

They  make  men  cowards. 

You  are  undone  as  a man  would  undoe  an  egge, 

A hundred  lhames  about  ye. 


Enter  Quifara,  Panura,  anel  Traine. 


^ifjr.  Can  it  be  polTible, 

A llranger  that  I have  not  know-n,  not  feen  yet 
A man  I never  grac’d O Captain,  Captain, 
What  lhall  I do  > I am  betray’d  by  fortune, 

It  cannot  be,  it  mull  not  be. 

Py.  It  is  Lady, 

And  by  my  faith  a han'bme  Gentleman  •, 

’Tis  his  poor  Schollers  prize. 

^ifar.  Mull  I be  given 
Unto  a Man  I never  1aw,ne’re  fpozewitn, 

I know  not  of  what  Nation  .<’ 

Pv.  Is  a Portugal,  . , . , 

And  of  as  good  a pitch  he  will  be  giv  n to  you 
For  he’s  given  much  to  hanlomc  flcfh. 

This  was  your  lloth,  your  fiotn,  your  floth  Kuy 
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Py.  Your  love  floth,  Uncklcdo  yo  i f'lrd  it  now  ? 

You  Hiouldlinve  done  at  fiiil,  and  faithlully  : Ajhont. 

And  then  th’otiicr  had  lycd  ready  for  yc, 

Madam,  the  general  joy  comes, 

S>:iiC.iT.  W e muli;  meet  it  — but  with  what  comfort  ? 

'Enter  Citizens  carrying  bnitghs  ■,  boyes  finginir  after  ''em\ 
Ibsn  King,  Armuiia,  So/.a,  Emanuel;,  l.be 
Princes  and  train  fellorring. 

^ifar.  Oh  my  dear  brother,  what  a joy  runs  through  me. 
To  lee  you  fafe  again,  your  felf,  and  mighty, 

What  a blcfr  day  is  this  ? 

Kilt.  Rile  up  fair  Siller, 

I am  not  welcome  till  you  have  embraced  me. 

'Kn.  A general  gladnefs  lir  flics  through  the  City, 

And  mirth  poflefles  all  to  fee  yo  ir  Grace  arrive, 

Thus  happily  arriv’d  again,  and  fairly 
’ Fwas  a brave  venture  who  fo  e’er  put  tor  it, 

A high  and  noble  one,  worthy  much  honor  ^ 

And  had  it  faiPd,  we  had  not  fail’d  great  Sir, 

And  in  flnort  time  too,  to  have  forc’d  the  Governor, 

In  fpightof  all  his  threats. 

Kin.  I thank  yc  Gentleman. 

Kti.  And  all  his  fiibtilties  to  fet  you  free, 

With  all  his  heart  and  will  too. 

Kin.  I know  ye  love  me. 

Py.  This  had  been  good  with  Ibmething  done  before  it, 
Something  fet  off  tob£autifieit,now  it  founds  empty,like 
A Barbers  bafen,  pox  there’s  no  metall  in’t,  no  noble  mar- 

Pj.  I have  an  Army  Sir, but  that  the  Go-vernor,  (row. 
The  fcolifli  fellow  was  a little  provident. 

And  wife  in  letting  flip  no  time,  became  him  too, 

That  would  havefcour’d  himelfe,andaU  hisconfiiiesy  , 
That  would  have  rung  him  Inch  a peal 

f’j'.  Yes  backward. 

To  make  dogs  houl,  I know  thee  to  a farthing, 

I'hy  Army’s  good  for  Hawks , there’s 
Nothing  but  flieeps  hearts  in  it. 

Sy..  I have  done  nothing  Sir,  therefore  ^ 

1 think  it  convenient  1 fay  little  w’hat  I purpoled, 

And  what  my  love  intended. 

Kin.  I like  your  modefty. 

And  thank  ye  royal  friends,  I know  it  griev’d  ye 
To  know  my  mifery  ^ but  this  man,  Princefs,, 

. I mull;  thank  heartily,  indeed,  and  treuly, 

^or  th  is  Man  law  me  in’t,  and  redeemed  me  r 
Helookt  upon  me  finking,  and  then  caught  me.. 

This  Sifter  this,  this  all  Man, this  all  valor. 

Phis  pious  Man. 

Kte.  My  countenance,  it  fhamesme. 

One  fcarce  arriv’d,  not  harden’d  yet,  not 

Read  in  dangers  and  great  deeds,  fea-lick,not  fcafbn’d — 

Oh  I have  boy’d  my  lelf. 

Kin.  This  noble  bulwark. 

This  launce  and  honor  of  ourageandKingdome^ 

(This  that  I never  can  reward,  nor  hope 
To  be  once  worthy  of  the  name  of  friend  to. 

This,  this  Man  from  the  bowels  of  my  borrows 
Has  new  begot  my  name,  and  once  more  made  me : 

Oh  filler,  if  there  iway  be  thanks  for  this. 

Or  any  thing  near  recom pence  invented. 

Ar.  You  are  too  noble  Sir,  there  is  reward 
Above  my  adion  too  by  millions ; 

A recompence  fo  rich  and  glorious, 

I durfl:  not  dreame  it  mine,  but  that  ’twas  promifed  •, 

But  that  it  was  propounded,  fworn  and  fealed 
Before  the  face  of  Heaven,!  durfl;  not  hope  it. 

For  nothing  in  the  life  of  man,  or  merit, 
it  is  fo  truly  great,  can  elfe  embrace  it. 

Kin.  O fpcakit,fpeakit,blefs  mine  ears  to  hear  it. 

Make  me  a happy  man,  to  know  it  may  be, 

Forftill  methinks  I am  a prifoner, 

I And  feel  no  liberty  before  I find  it. 


Ar.  Then  know  it  is  your  filler,  fhe  is  mine  Sir, 

I claime  her  by  her  own  word,  and  her  honor  j 
It  was  her  open  promile  to  that  Man 
That  durfr  redeeme  ye  • Beauty  let  me  on. 

And  fortune  crowns  me  fair,  if  fire  receive  me. 

Kin.  Receive  ye.  Sir — why  Sifter — ha — fo  backward. 
Stand  as  you  knew  nie  not  ? nor  what  he  has  ventured  ? 

My  deareh  Siller. 

Ar.  Good  Sir  pardon  me. 

There  is  a blulliing  modefly  becomes  her, 

That  holds  her  back^  Women  are  nice  to  wooe  Sir-, 

I would  not  have  her  forc’d,  give  her  fair  liberty  ^ 

For  things  compell’d  and  fritted,  offoft  natures, 

I'lirn  into  fears,  and  flie  from  their  own  willies. 

Kin.  Look  on  himmy^zyiri«,fuch  another. 

Oh  all  ye  powers,  lb  excellent  in  nature  I 

ill  honor  fo  abundant ! 

^nifzr.  r confefs  Sir, 

''Mnfefs  my  word  is  pall  too,  he  has  purchafed 
Yet  good  Sir  give  me  leave  to  think  ^ but  time 
I o be  acquainted  with  his  worth  and  perfon^ 
fo  make  me  fit  to  know  it:,  we  are  both  ftrangers. 

And  how  we  Ihould  believe  fo  fuddenly. 

Or  come  to  fallen  our  affeflio:  s 

Alafs,  love  has  his  complements. 

Kin.  Be  hidden 

And  certain  in  your  way,  no  woman/doubles. 

Nor  coy  delayes,  you  are  his,  and  fo  allure  it,  ; 

Or  call  from  me  and  my  remembrance  ever  -, 

RefpeT  your  word,  I know  you  will,  come  Siller, 

Lets  fee  what  welcome  you  can  give  a prifoner. 

And  what  fair  looks  a friend — .Ohmymoft  noble 
Princes,  no  dilcontents,  but  all  be  lully. 

He  that  frowns  this  day  is  an  open  enemy : 

Thus  inmy  arraesmydear.  ! 

Ar.  You  make  me  blulh  Sir,  , 

Kin.  And  now  lead  on — , 

Our  whole  Court  crown’d  with  pleafure. 

Ku.  Madam,  defpair  not,  foraething  Ih^all  be  done  yet. 
And  fuddenly,  and  wifely. 

^nifar.  O Kny  Dias.  . Ex. 

Py.  Well,  he’s  a brave  fellow,  *nd  he  has  deferv’d  her 

(richly^ 

And  you  have  had  your  hands  full  I dare  fwear  Gentlemen. 
Soz.  We  have  done  fomething,  Sir,  if  it  hit  right. 

Ch.  The  woman  has  no  eyes  elfe,  nor  no  honeRy, 

So  much  I think. 

Py.  Come,  let’s  goe  bounce  amonglt  ’em,  , j 

To  the  Kings  health,  and  my  brave  Country-mans. 

My  Unckle  looks  as  though  he  were  fickoth’ 

Worms  friends.  Exeunt'' 

^ — I 

AUus  Ter  tins, 

<7\  ' 

Screna  Frima. 

Enter  Pyniero. 

Mine  Unckle  haunts  me  up  and  down,  looks  melancholy. 
Wondrous  proof  melancholy,  fometimes  fwears 
Then  whiffles,  flarts,  cries,  and  groans,  as  if  he  had  the  Bots, 
As  to  fay  truth,  I think  h’as  little  better, 

Aud  wo’d  fain  Ipeak  •.,  bids  me  good  morrow  at  midnight, 
And  good  night  when  ’tis  noon,  has  fomething  hovers 
About  his  brains,  that  would  fain  find  anffliie, 

But  cannot  out,  or  dares  not ; ftill  he  follows. 


Enter 
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Enter  Ruy  Dyas. 

How  he  looks  and  how  he  beats  about. 

Like  an  old  dog  at  a dead  feent  ? 1 marry. 

There  was  a figh  wou’d  afet  a Ihipa  failing: 

Thefe  winds  of  love  and  honor,  blow  at  all  ends. 

Now  fpeak  and’t  be  thy  Will  : good  morrow  Uncle* 

Ku.  Good  morrow  Sir. 

Py.  This  is  a new  falute: 

Sure h’as forgot  me:  this  is  pur-blind  Cupid. 

Eu.  My  Nephew? 

Py.  Yes  Sir,  if  I be  not  chang’d. 

Tv I wou’d  fain  fpeak  with  you.  c 
Py.  1 wou’d  fain  have  ye.  Sir, 

For  to  that  end  I ftay. 

Ku.  You  know  I love  ye, 
j^nd  I have  lov’d  ye  long,  my  dear  Py«/Vr<7, 

Bred  and  fupply’d  you. 

Py.  Whither  walks  this  Preamble  ? 

Ru.  You  may  remember,  though  I am  but  your  Uncle, 

I fure  had  a father’s  care,  afather’stendernefs. 

Py.  Sure  he  would  wrap  me  into  Ibmething  now  fuddenly. 
He  doubts  my  nature  in,  formineis  honeft. 

He  winds  about  me  fo. 

Ru.  A fathers  diligence. 

My  private  benefits  I have  forgot.  Sir, 

But  thofe  you  might  lay  claim  to  as  my  follower*, 

Yetfome  men  wou’d  remember 

Py.  I do  daily.  ^ fone, 

Ku.  The  place  which  I have  put  ye  in,  which  is  no  weak 
Next  to  my  felf  you  hand  in  all  employments. 

Your  counfels,  cares,  afiignments  with  me  equal. 

So  is  my  ftudy  hill  to  plant  your  perfon 
i;hefe  are  fmall  teftimonies  1 have  not  forgot  ye, 

Nor  wou’d  not  be  forgotten. 

Pyn.  Sure  you  cannot. 

Ru.  Oh  Fyniero 

Pyn.  Sir,  what  hangs  upon  you. 

What  heavy  weight  opprehes  ye,  ye  have  loh, 

( 1 muff  coiifcfs,  in  thofe  that  underhand  ye  ) 

Some  little  of  your  credit,  but  time  will  cure  that  ^ 

The  beh  may  Hipfomctimes. 

Ru.  Oh  my  beh  Nephew 

Pyn.  It  may  be  ye  fear  her  too,  that  dihiirbs  ye. 

That  Ihe  may  fall  her  felf,  or  be  forc’d  from  ye. 

R u.  She  is  ever  true,  but  1 undone  for  ever. 

Oh  that  Jrmufia.,  that  new  thing,  that  hrangre, 

T hat  flag  huck  up  to  rob  me  of  mine  honor  *, 

That  murd'ring  chain  Ihot  at  me  from  my  Countrey; 
That  goodly  plague  that  I muh  court  to  kill  me. 

Py>i.  Now  it  comes  flowing  from  him,  I fear’d  this. 
Knew,  he  that  durh  be  idle,  durh  be  ill  too. 

Has  he  not  done  a brave  thing  ? 

Ru.  I muh  confefs  it  Nephew,  muh  allow  it. 

But  that  brave  thing  has  undone  me,  has  funk  me. 

Has  trod  me  like  a name  in  fand,  to  nothing. 

Hangs  betwixt  hope  and  me,  and  threatens  my  ruin*, 

And  if  he  rife  and  blaze,  farewel  my  fortune  ^ 

And  when  that’s  fet,  where’s  thy  advancement.  Cofin  ? 
That  were  a friend,  that  were  a noble  kinfman. 

That  would  confider  thefe^  that  man  were  grateful  j 
And  he  that  durh  do  fomething  here,  durh  love  me. 

Pyn.  You  fay  true,  ’tis  worth  confideration, 

Your  reafons  are  of  weight,  and  mark  me  Unde, 

For  I’ll  be  hidden,  and  to  th’  purpofe  with  you. 

Say  this  Armufta.,  then  were  taken  ofl^ 

As  it  maybe  eafilydone. 

How  hands  the  woman  ? 

Rh.  She  is  mine  for  ever^ 

Forflie  contemns  his  deed  and  him. 

Pyn.  Pox  on  him. 

Or  if  the  Angle  pox  be  not  fufficient. 


The  hogs,  the  dogs,  the  devils  pox  poflefs  him: 

’Faith  this  Armufta  humbles  me,  ’tis  a brave  fellow^ 

And  if  he  could  be  fpaied  Uncle — 

Ru.  I muh  perifh : 

Had  he  fet  up  at  any  reh  but  this, 

Done  any  thing  but  what  concern’d  my  credit. 

The  everlahing  lofing  of  my  worth — 

Pyn.  I underhand  you  now,  who  let  you  on  too 
1 had  a reafbnable  good  opinion  of  the  devil 
Till  this  hour  ^ and  I fee  he  is  a knave  indeed, 

An  arrant, hinking  knave,  for  now  I fmell  him* 

I’ll  fee  what  may  be  done  then,  you  fhall  know 
You  have  a kinfman,  but  no  villain  Uncle, 

Nor  no  betrayer  of  fair  fame,  I fcorn  it , 

1 love  and  honor  virtue I muh  have 
Accefs  unto  the  Lady  to  know  her  mind  too, 

A good  word  from  her  mouth  you  know  may  hit  me  j 

A Ladies  look  at  fetting  on 

Ru.  You  fay  well. 

Here  Colin,  here’s  a Letter  ready  for  you. 

And  you  fhall  fee  lig^pobly  fhe’ll  receive  you, 

And  with  what  d&^mreft. 

Pyn.  Farewel  then  Uncle, 

After  I have  talk’d  with  her,  I am  yOur  fervant. 

To  make  you  honeh  if  I can— elfe  hate  you. 

Pray  yenomiore  compliments,  my  head  is  bufie,  heaven 
What  a malicious  foul  does  this  man  carry?  (blefsme*, 
And  to  whatfeurvy  things  this  ilove  converts  tis? 

What  hinking  things, and  how  fweetly  they  become  us  ? 
Murther’s  a moral  virtue  with  thefe  Lovers, 

A fpecial  piece  of  Divinity,  I take  it  ; 

I may  bemad,  or  violently  drunk. 

Which  is  a whelp  of  that  littery  or  I may  be  covetous. 

And  learn  to  murther  mens  ehates,  that’s  bale  too  j 
Or  proud,  but  that’s  a Paradife  to  this  *, 

Or  envious,  and  lit  eating  of  my  felf 
At  others  fortunes  ^ I may  lye,  and  damnably. 

Beyond  the  patience  of  an  honeh  hearer  i, 

Cofiri,  Cutpirles,  lit  i’th’  Stocks  for  apples. 

But  when  i am  a I over.  Lord  have  mercy, 
rhele  are  poor  pelting  lins,  or  rather  plagues, 

Love  and  Ambition  draw  the  devils  Coach. 

Enter  Quifana,  and  Panura. 

How  now  ! who  are  thefe  ? Oh  my  great  Ladies  followers- 
Her  Riddle-founders,  and  her  Fortune-tellers. 

Her  readers  of  her  Love-Ledures,  her  inflamers : 

Thefe  doors  I mnhpafs  through,  I hope  they  are  wide. 
Good  day  to  your  beauties,  how  they  take  it  to  ’em? 

As  if  they  were  fair  indeed. 

^ifan.  Good  morrow  to  you.  Sir,. 

That’s  the  old  Hen,  the  brood,  bird?  how  fnebufles? 
How  like  an  Inventory  of  Lechery  Ihe  looks 
Many  a good  piece  of  iniquity 
Has  pafl;  her  hands,  I warrant  her  — I befeech  you. 

Is  the  fair  Princefs  ftirring? 

Pan.  Yes  marry  is  flie.  Sir. 

But  fomewhat  private:  you  have  a bufinefs  with  her? 

Py.  Yesforfooth  have  I,  and  a ferious  bufinefs. 

Pan.,  May  not  we  know  ? 

Py.  Yes,  when  you  can  keepcounfel. 

Pan.  How  prettily  he  looks?  he’s  a Ibldier  fire. 

His  rudenefs  lits  lb  handibmly  upon  him. 

^ifan.  A good  blunt  Gentleman, 

Py.  Yes  marry  am  1: 

Yet  for  apufli  or  two  at  fharp,  and’t  plcafeyou 

Pan.  My  honeft  friend,  you  know  net  who  you  fpeak  to: 
This  is  the  Princefies  Aunt, 

Py.  I like  her  the  better 

And  Ihe  were  her  Mother  (Lady)  or  her  Grandmother, 
lam  not  fobafhlul,  but  I can  buckle  with  her. 

Pan.  Of  what  fize  is  your  bullnefs  ? 

L 1 Py- 
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Enter  Qiiifara. 


Fyu.  Of  the  long  fixteens. 

And  will  make  way  I warrant  ye. 

Pan.  How  fine  he  talks? 

Pyn.  Nay  in  troth  I talk  but  tourfely.  Lady, 

But  I hold  it  comfortable  for  the  imderftanding : 

How  fain  they  wou’d  draw  me  into  ribaldry  ? 

Thcfc  wenches  that  live  eafily,  live  high. 

Love  thefe  broad  difeourfes,  as  they  love  pollets  •, 

Thcfe  dry  delights  ferve  for  preparatives. 

Pan.  Why  do  you  look  fo  on  m^e? 

Pyn.  I am  guefling  Ihould  be, 

By  the  cad  of  your  face,  what  the  property  of  your  place. 
For  I prefume  you  turn  a key,  fweet  beauty. 

And  you  another,  gravity,  under  the  Piincels, 

And  by  my 1 warrant  ye  good  places, 

Comly  commodious  Seats 

£lujfan-  Prethee  let  him  talk  dill. 

For  me  thinks  he  talks  handlbmely. 

Py.  And  truly 

As  near  as  my  underdanding  diall  enable  me 
You  look  as  if  you  kept  my  Ladies  fecrets : 

Nay,  do  not  laugh,  for  I mean  honedly,  (end  ? 

How  thefe  young  things  tattle,  when  they  get  a toy  by  th’ 
And  how  their  hearts  go  pit-a-pat,  and  look  for  it.^ 

Wou’d  it  not  dance  too,  if  it  had  a Fiddle? 

Y our  gravity  1 guefs,  to  take  the  Petitions, 

And  hear  the  lingringfuits  in  love  difpos’d. 

Their  fighs  andforrows  in  their  proper  place, 

You  keep  the  Ay-me  Office. 

Prethee  differ  him, 

For^s  1 live  he’s  a pretty  fellow 
1 love  to  hear  fometimes  what  men  think  of  us: 

And  thus  deliver’d  freely,  ’tis  no  malice ; 

Proceed  good  honeft  man. 

Pin.  I will,  good  Madam. 

A.ccording  to  mens  Ifates  and  dignities, 
iMoneys  and  moveables,  you  rate  their  dreams^ 

And  call  the  Nativity  of  their  defires, 

if  he  reward  well,  all  he  thinks  is  profperous : 

And  if  he  promife  place,  his  dreams  are  Oracles  •, 

Your  antient  praeftique  Art  too  in  thefe  difeoveries, 

Who  loves  at  fijcha  length,  who  a fpan  farther. 

And  who  draws  home,  yield  you  no  little  profit, 
Fortheleyemilk  by  circumftance. 

^i.  Ye  are  cunning. 

Pin.  And  as  they  oil  ye,  and  advance  your  Spindle, 

So  you  draw  out  the  lines  of  love,  your  doors  too. 

The  doors  of  deftiny,  that  men  muff  pafs  through  •, 

Thefe  are  fair  places. 

Pan.  He  knows  all. 

Pin.  Your  trap-doors. 

To  pop  fools  in  it,  that  have  no  providence. 

Your  little  wickets,  to  work  wife  men,like  wires,  through  at, 
And  draw  their  Hates  and  bodies  into  Cobwebs, 

Your  Poflern  doors,  to  catch  thofe  that  are  cautelous. 

And  would  not  have  the  worlds  eye  find  their  knaveries  : 
Your  doors  of  danger,  fome  men  hate  a pleafure, 

Unlefs  that  may  be  full  of  fears-,  your  hope  doors. 

And  thofe  are  fine  commodities,  where  fools  pay 
For  every  new  encouragement,  a new  cullom  -, 

You  have  your  doors  of  honor,  and  of  pleafure^ 

But  thofe  are  for  great  Princes,  glorious  vanities. 

That  travel  to  be  famous  through  difeafes 
There  be  the  doors  of  poverty  and  death  too : 

But  thefe  you  do  the  belt  you  canto  damm  up, 

For  then  your  gain  goes  out. 

J^d.  This  is  a rare  Ledure. 

Pin.  Read  to  them  that  underffiand. 

Pan.  Befnrew  me, 

I dare  not  venture  on  ye,  ye  cut  too  keen.  Sir. 


J^uifan.  We  thank  you  Sir  for  your*  good  mirth. 

You  are  a good  companion.  j 

Here  comes  the  Prmcefs  now,  attend  yourbuflnefs, 

^^ifar.  Is  there  no  remedy,  no  hopes  can  help  me? 

No  wit  to  fetme  free?  whole  there  hoe? 

^ifan.  Troubled  ? her  looks  are  almoft  wild: 

What  ails  the  Princefs  ? 

I know  nothing  fhe  wants. 

^ifar.  Who’s  that  there  with  you  ? 

Oh  Signior  Pyniero  P you  are  moll  welcome : 

How  does  your  noble  Uncle  ? 

Pin.  Sad  as  you  are  Madam : 

But  he  commends  his  lervicc,  and  this  Letter. 

^ifar.  Go  offi  attend  within  — Fair  Sir,  I thank  ye, 
Pray  be  no  ftranger,  for  indeed  you  are  welcome  j 
For  your  own  virtues  welcome. 

^ifan.  We  are  miffiaken, 

This  is  fome  brave  fellow  fure. 

Pan.  I’m  furc  he’s  a bold  fellow : 

But  if  ffie  hold  him  fo,  we  mull  believe  it.  Exit 

^ifar.  Do  you  know  of  this,  fair  Sir  ? 

Pin.  I ghels  it  Madam, 

And  whether  it  intends : I had  not  brought  it  elle. 

It  is  a bufinefs  of  no  common  reckoning. 

Pin.  Thehandfomer  for  him  that  goes  about  itj 
Slight  adionsare  rewarded  with  flight  thanks: 

Give  me  a matter  of  fome  weight  to  wade  in. 

^ifar.  And  canyon  love  your  Uncle  fo  dircdly, 
Soferioufly^  and  lb  full,  to  undertake  this? 

Can  there  be  fuch  a faith  ? 

Pin,  Dare  you  fay  I to  it, 

Andfet  me  on?  ’tis  no  matter  for  my  Uncle, 

Or  what  I owe  to  him,  dare  you  but  wilh  it. 

^ifar.  I wou’d  fain 

pyn.  Have  it  done  ^ fay  but  fo  Lady. 

^ifan.  Conceive  it  lb. 

Pyn.  I wil4  ’tis  that  I am  bound  to : 

Your  Will  that  mult  command  me,  and  your  Pleafure, 
The  fairafpeds  of  thofe  eyes  that  mult  dired  me  : 

I am  no  Uncles  Agent,  I am  mine  own.  Lady, 

I fcorn  my  able  youth  ffiould  plough  for  others. 

Or  my  ambition  ferve  for  pay,  1 aim, 

Although  I never  hit,  as  high  as  any  man. 

And  the  reward  I reach  at,  ffiall  be  equal, 

And  what  love  fpurs  me  on  to,  this  delire. 

Makes  me  forget  an  honeft:  man,  a brave  man, 

A valiant,  and  a virtuous  man,  my  countrey-man,  Armufia. 
The  delight  of  all  the  Minions.,  ( your  excellence , 

This  love  of  you,doting  upon  your  beauty,the  admirationol 
Make  me  butfervant  to  the  pooreft  fmile, 

Or  theleaft  grace  you  have  bellow’d  on  others. 

And  fee  how  fuddenly  I’ll  work  your  fafety. 

And  Id  your  thoughts  at  peace  ^ I am  no  flatterer. 

To  promife  infinitely,  and  out-dream  dangers^ 

To  lye  a bed,  and  fwear  men  into  Feavers, 

Like  fome  of  your  trim  fuiters  ^ when  I promile. 

The  light  is  not  more  conftant  to  the  world. 

Than  I am  to  my  word She  turns  for  millions. 

^Hifar.  I have  not  feen  a braver  confirm’d  courage. 

Pyn.  Fora  Tun  of  Crowns  ffie  turns:  ffie  is  a woman. 
And  much  I fear,  a v/orfe  than  1 expeded. 

You  are  the  objed.  Lady,  you  are  the  eye 
In  which  all  excellence  appears,  all  wonder, 

From  which  all  hearts  take  fire,  all  hands  their  valour : 
And  when  he  Hands  difpnting,  when  you  bid  him. 

Or  but  thinks  of  his  Eftate,  Father,  Mother, 

Friends,  Wife,  and  Children, 

H’is  a fool,  and  I fcorn  him. 

And ’t  be  but  to  make  clean  his  fword,  a coward^ 

Men  have  forgot  their  fealty  to  beauty. 

Had  I the  place  i n your  affedions, 
j My  molt  unworthy  Uncle  is  fit  to  fall  from, 


Liv’d 
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Liv’d  in  thofe  blefied  eyes,  and  read  the  ftories 
Of  everlafting  pleafures  figur’d  there, 

I wou’d  find  out  your  commands  before  you  thought  ’em, 
And  bring  ’em  to  you  done,  e’r  you  dream’t  of  ’em, 

^if.  1 admire  his  boldnels. 

PyM.  This,  or  anything^ 

Your  brothers  death,  mine  Uncles,  any  mans. 

No  flate  that  ftands  fecure,  if  you  frown  on  it. 

Look  on  my  youth,  I bring  no  blaflings  to  you. 

The  firfl  flower  of  my  ftrength,  my  faith. 

No  more  Sir  j 

I am  too  willing  to  believe,  reft  fatisfi’d  •, 

If  you  dare  do  for  me,  I fhallbe  thankful: 

You  area  handfome  Gentleman,  afairone. 

My  fervant  if  you  pleafe I leal  it  thus,  Sir. 

No  more,  till  you  deferve  more.  Exit. 

Pyn.  I am  rewarded : 

This  woman’s  cunning,  but  fhe’s  bloody  too^ 

Although  fhe  pulls  her  Tallons  in,  file’s  mifchicvous  i 
Form’d  like  the  face  of  Heaven,  clear  and  tranfparentj 
I muft  pretend  ftill,  bear ’em  both  in  hopes. 

For  fear  fome  bloudy  (lave  thruft  in  indeed, 

Fafhion’d  and  flefli’d,  to  what  they  wifh  ; well  Llncle, 

WTat  w'ill  become  of  this,  and  what  difhonor 
Follow  this  fatal  fhaft,  if  Ihot,  let  time  tell, 

I can  but  only  fear,  and  ftrive  to  crofs  it.  Exit. 

Enter  Armufia,  Emanuel, Soza. 

Em.  Why  are  you  thus  fad  > what  can  grieve  or  vex  you 
That  have  the  pleafures  of  the  world,  the  profits. 

The  honor,  and  the  loves  at  your  difpofes  ? 

Why  fhoulda  man  that  wants  nothing,  want  his  quiet.? 

I want  what  beggars  are  above  me  in,  content  j 
I want  the  grace  I have  merited. 

The  favor,  the  due  refped.  • 

Soz.  Does  not  the  King  allow  it  ? 

Ar.  Yes,  and  all  honors  elfe,  all  I can  ask. 

That  he  has  power  to  give  •,  but  from  his  Sifter, 

The  fcornful  cruelty,  forgive  me  beauty, 

That  I tranfgrefs  from  her  thatfhould  lookonme, 

That  fhould  a little  fmile  upon  my  fervice. 

And  fofter  my  defer  ts  for  her  own  faiths  fake-, 

Thatfliould  at  leaft  acknowleage me,  fpcak  tome. 

Svz.  And  you  goc  whining  up  and  dowmfor  this.  Sir.? 
Lamenting  and  difputing  of  your  grievances  ? 

Sighing  and  fobbing  like  a fullen  School-bov, 

Andcurfing  good-wife  fortune  for  this  favour.? 

Ar.  What  w'ould  you  have  me  doe .? 

(Doe  w'hat  you  fhould  do. 

What  a man  would  doe  in  this  cafe,  a W'ifc  man, 

An  underftanding  man  that  knows  a woman  ^ 

Knows  her  and  all  her  tricks,  her  fcorns,and  all  her  trifles  : 
Coe  to  her,  and  take  her  in  your  arms,  and  fhake  her. 

Take  her  and  tofs  her  like  a barr. 

Em.  But  befure  you  pitch  her  upon  a Feather-bed, 

Shake  her  between  a pair  of  Sheets,  Sir, 

There  fnake  thefe  fullen  fits  out  of  her,  fpare  her  not  there 
There  you  may  break  her  Will,  and  bruife  no  bone,  Sir. 

Soz.  Goe  to  her. 

Em.  That’s  the  way. 

Soz.  And  tell  her,  and  boldly. 

And  do  not  mince  the  matter,  nor  mock  your  felf. 

With  being  too  indulgent  to  her  pride : 

Let  her  hear  roundly  from  ye,  what  ye  are. 

And  what  ye.have  deferved.  and  what  fhe  muft  be. 

Em.  And  be  not  put  off  like  a common  fellow. 

With  the  Princefs  would  be  private. 

Or  that  fhe  has  taken  phyfick,  and  admits  noncj 
would  talk  to  her  any  where. 

Ar.  It  makes  me  fmile. 

Em,  Now  you  look  handfbmiy : 
dad  I a wench  to  win,  I would  lb  flutter  her : 

They  love  a man  thatcrufhes  ’em  toverjuce  ■, 


A woman  held  at  hard  meat,is  your  Spaniel. 

Soz.  Pray  take  our  council.  Sir*. 

Ar.  I flialldo  fomething. 

But  not  your  way,  itfhews  too  boifterous, 

For  my  affections  areas  fair  and  gentle. 

As  her  they  ferve. 

Enter  King. 

Soz.  The  King. 

King.  Why  how  now  friend  ? 

Why  do  you  rob  me  of  the  company 
I love  lb  dearly,  Sir,  I have  beenfeeking  yon-. 

For  when  1 want  you,  I want  all  mypleafure: 

\Y  hy  fad .?  thus  fad  ftill  man  ? I will  not  have  it  j 
Imuft  not  fee  the  face  I love  thus  fhadowed.  fhim: 

Em.  And’t  pleafe  your  Grace,  methinks  it  ill  becomes 
A fbldier  fliould  be  jovial,  high  and  lufty. 

King.,  He  fliall  be  lb,  come,  come,  I know  your  reafbn. 
It  Ihall  be  none  to  crofs  you,  ye  fhall  have  her. 

Take  my  word,  ('tis  a Kings  word)  ye  Ihall  have  her. 

She  Ihall  be  yours  or  nothing,  pray  be  merry. 

Arm.  Your  Grace  has  given  me  caufc,  I fhall  be  Sir, 

And  ever  your  poor  fervant.  * 

King.  Me  my  felf.  Sir, 

My  better  fell,  I fliall  find  time,  and  fuddainly. 

To  gratifie  your  loves  too,  Gentlemen, 

And  make  you  know  how  much  I Hand  bound  to  you  : 
Nay, ’tis  not  worth  your  thanks,  no  further  complement  j 
Will  you  go  W’ith  me  friend.? 

Arm.  I befeech  your  Grace, 

Spare  me  an  hour  or  two,  I Ihall  wait  on  you. 

Some  little  private  bufinefs  with  my  felf.  Sir, 

For  fuchatime. 

King.  I’ll  hinder  no  devotion. 

For  I know  you  are  regular.  I’ll  take  you  Gentlemen, 
Becaufe  he  fliall  have  nothing  to  difturbhim, 

I fliall  look  for  your  friend. 

Exeunt,  manet  PnvaaEz, 

Enter  Panura. 

Arm.  I dare  not  fail,  Sir : 

What  fhall  I do  to  make  her  know  my  mifery. 

To  make  herfenfible.?  This  is  herwo.nan, 

I have  a toy  come  to  me  fuddenly. 

It  may  work  for  the  beft,  Ihe  can  but  fcorn  me. 

And  lower  than  1 am,  I cannot  tumble. 

I’ll  try,  what  e’er  my  fate  be — Good  even  fair  one. 

Pan.  ’Tisthe  brave  ftranger — A good  night  to  you, Sir. 
Now  by  my  Ladies  hand,  a goodly  Gentleman  ! 

How  happy  Ihall  flie  be  in  fuch  a Husband .? 

Wou’d  1 were  fo  provided  too. 

Arm.  Good  pretty  one,  [ 

Shall  I keep  you  company  for  an  hour  or  two  ? 

I want  employment  for  this  evening. 

I am  anhoneftiTian. 

Pan.  I dare  believe  ye: 

Or  if  ye  were  not,  Sir,  that’s  no  great  matter. 

We  take  mens  promifes,  wou’d  ye  ftay  with  me.  Sir  ? 

Arm.  So  it  pleafe  you,  pray  let’s  be  better  acquainted, 

I know  you  are  the  Princelles  Gentlewoman, 

And  wait  upon  her  near. 

Pan.  ’Tis  like  I do  fo. 

Arm.  And  may  befriend  a man,  do  him  fair  courtefies. 

If  hchavcbufinels  your  way. 

Pan.  I underftand  ye. 

Arm.  So  kind  an  office,  that  you  may  bind  a gentleman, 
Hereafter  to  be  yours^  and  your  way  too. 

And  ye  may  blefs  the  hour  you  did  this  benefit : 

Sweet  handfome  faces  fnould  have  courteous  minds. 

And  ready  faculties. 

Pan.  Tell  me  your  bufinefs. 

Yet  if  1 think  it  be  to  her,  your  felf.  Sir, 
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For  1 know  what  you  are,  and  what  we  hold  ye. 

And  in  what  gr^cQye  ftand,  without  a fecond. 

For  that  but  darkens,  yon  wouMdoit  better, 

1 he  Frincefs  mult  be  pleas’d  with  your  accellesi 

I’m  Hire  I hiould. 

^rm.  I want  a Courtiers  boldnefs, 

And  am  yet  but  a ftranger,  Iwou’d  fainfpeak  with  her: 
Pufs.  ’Tisvery  late,  and  upon  her  hour  of  deep.  Sir. 

Ar.  Pray  ye  wear  this,  and  believe  my  meaning  civil, 

My  bufinefs  of  that  fair  refpedt  and  carriage : 

; This  for  our  more  acquaintance.  Jeml. 

■ Pan,  How  clofe  he  kifles  ? 

And  how  fenfible  the  pahings  of  his  lips  are  ? 

I mult  do  it,  and  1 were  to  be  hang’d  now,  and  I will  do  it : 
He  may  do  as  much  for  me,  that’s  all  1 aim  at;, 

And  come  what  w'ill  cn’t,  life  or  death,  I’ll  do  it, 
Fortenfuch  kifles  more,  and  ’twere  high  trealbn. 

Arm.  I vvou’d  be  private  with  her. 

Pan.  So  you  fhall, 

’Tis  not  worth  thanks  elfe,  you  mufi:  difpatch  quick. 

Arhu  Suddenly. 

Pan.  And  I raufe  leave  you  in  my  chamber,  Sir^ 

Where  you  mufl;  lock  your  felf  that  none  may  fee  you-, 
’Tis  clofe  to  her,  you  cannot  mifs  the  entrance, 

When  flie  comes  down  to  bed. 

Arm.  I underftand  ye,  and  once  more  thank  ye  Lady. 

Pan.  Thank  me  but  thus. 

Arm.  If  I fail  thee 

Come  clofe  then.  Ex. 

Enter  Quifara,  and  Quilana. 

^eifar.  ’Tis  late  good  Aunt,  to  bed,  I am  ev’n  unready, 
My  woman  will  not  be  long  away. 

§HiJan.  I wou’d  have  you  a little  merrier  firff, 

I et  me  lit  by  ye,  and  read  or  difeourfe 

Something  that  ye  fancy,  or  take  my  inftrument. 

^ifar  No,  no  I thank  jou, 

■ fliall  deep  without  thefe,  I wrong  your  age  Aunt 

To  make  ye  wait  thus,  pray  let  me  intreat  ye, 

, Tomorrow  I’ll  fee  ye,  I know  y’arefleepy, 

.-yiid  reft  will  be  a welcome  gueft,  youihallnot, 
indeed  you  lhallnot  ftay^  oh  here’s  my  woman. 

Enter  Panura. 

- Good  night,  good  night,  and  good  reft  Aunt  attend  you. 
^lifan.  Sleep  dwell  upon  your  eyes, and  fair  dreams  court  ye. 
^«/ir.Corae,wherehave  you  been  wench  ? make  me  unrea- 
1 flept  but  ill  lafl:  night.  ( dy , 

Pan.  You’ll  deep  the  better 

I hope  no  night.  Madam. 

^ifar.  A little  reft  contents  me  *, 
rhoLi  lovefl:  thy  bed  Panura. 

Pan.  I am  not  in  love  Lady, 

Nor  feldom  dream  of  devils,  I fleep  loundly. 

^tifar.  I’ll  fvvear  thou  doff,  thy  Husband  wou’d  not  take 
If  thou  wert  married  wench.  (it  ib  well 

Pan.  Let  him  take,Madam, 

The  way  to  waken  me,  I am  no  Dormoufe, 

Husbands  have  larum  bels,  if  they  but 

Ring  once. 

illiiftr.  Thou  art  a merry  wench. 

Pan,  I (hall  live  the  longer. 

^ifar.  Prethee  fetch  my  Book. 

Pan.  I am  glad  of  that. 

I’ll  read  awhile  before  I fleep. 

Pan.  I will  Madam. 

^ifar,  ' And  if  iiuy  Dias  meet  you,  andbe  importunate,. 

He  may  come  in. 

Pan.  1 have  a better  fare  for  you. 

Now  leafl:  in  fight  play  L 

1 Exit, 

E«/«*Armufia,  locks  the  door, 

J §luifar.  Why  fhould  I love  him  ? 

Why  Ihould  I doat  upon  a mandefervesnot. 

Nor  has  no  will  to  work  it  ? who’s  there  wench  ? 

What  are  you  ? or  whence  come  you.? 

Arm.  Ye  may  know  me, 

I bring  not  fuch  amazement,  noble  Lady. 

^ifar.  Who  let  you  in  ? 

Arm,  My  reftiefs  love  that  ferves  ye. 

^ifar.  This  is  an  impudence  I have  not  heard  of, 

A rudenefs  that  becomes  a thief  or  ruffian  ^ 

Norffiallmy  brothers  love  proted  this  boldnefs, 

You  build  fo  ftronglyon,  my  rooms  are  fanduaries, 

And  with  that  reverence,  they  that  feek  my  favours. 

And  humble  fears,  lhall  render  their  approaches. 

Arm.  Mine  arenolefs. 

^uifar,  I am  Miffirifs  of  my  felf.  Sir, 

And  will  be  fo,  I will  not  be  thus  vilited: 

Thefe  fears  and  dangers  thrufl:  into  my  privacy. 

Stand  further  off.  I’ll  cry  out  elfe. 

Arm  Oh  dear  Lady! 

^uifar.  I fee  difhonor  in  your  eyes. 

Arm.  There  is  none: 

By  all  that  beauty  they  are  innocent  ^ 

Pray  ye  tremble  not,  you  have  no  caufe. 

^tifar.  I’ll  dye  firlt^ 

Before  you  have  your  Will,  be  torn  in  pieces  ^ 

The  lirtle  ftrength  I have  left  me  to  refift:  you. 

The  gods  will  give  me  more,  before  I am  forc’d 

To  that  I hate,  or  fuller 

Arm.  You  wrong  my  duty. 

^ffar.  So  bale  a violation  of  my  liberty  ? 

I know  you  are  bent  unnobly  ^ I’ll  take  to  m' 

The  fpirit  of  a manj  borrow  his  boldnefs. 

And  force  my  womans  fears  into  a madnefs. 

And  e’r  you  arrive  at  what  you  aim  at — . 

Arm.  Lady, 

If  there  be  in  you  any  womans  pity 

And  if  your  fears  have  not  proclaim’d  me  monflroiKj 

Look  on  me,  and  believe  me  •,  is  this  violence? 

Is  it  to  fall  thus  proftrateto  your  beauty 

A ruffians  boldnefs .?  is  humility  a rudenefs  ? 

The  griefs  and  forrovvs  that  grow  here  an  impudence? 

Thefe  forcings,  and  thefe  fears  I bring  along  with  mcj 
Thefe  impudent  abufes  offered  ye  •, 

And  thus  high  has  your  brothers  favour  blown  me: 

Alas  dear  Lady  of  my  life,  I came  not 

With  any  purpofe,  rough  ordefperate, 

With  any  thought  that  was  not  fmooth  and  gentle, 

As  your  fair  hand,  with  any  doubt  or  danger 

Far  be  it  from  my  heart  to  fright  your  quiet  j 

A heavy  curFe  light  on  it,  when  I intend  it. 

^leifar.  Now  1 dare  hear  you. 

Arm.  If  I had  been  mifehievous, 

As  then  I mufl  be  mad  ^ or  were  a monfrer. 

If  any  fuch  bafe  thought  had  harbour’d  here. 

Or  violence  that  became  not  man. 

You  have  a thoufand  bulwarks  to  afliire  you. 

The  holy  powers  bear  fhields  to  defend  chaflity^ 

Your  honor,  and  your  virtues  are  fuch  armours  ^ 

Your  clear  thoughts  fuch  defences  ifyoumif-doubtltill 

And  yet  retain  a fear,  I am  not  honeft. 

Come  with  impure  thoughts  to  this  place- 
Take  this,  and  fheath  it  here^  be  your  own  fafety; 

Be  wife,  and  rid  your  fears,  and  let  me  perifh  j 

How  willing  fhall  I fleep  to  fatisfie  you. 

^ifar.  No,  I believe  now,  you  fpeak  worthily  j 

What  came  you  then  for  ? 

Arm.  To  complain  me,  beauty. 

But  modeftly. 

^ifar.  Of  what? 

Arm.  Of  your  fierce  cruelty. 

For  though  I dye,  I will  not  blame  the  doer ; 

Humbly 

The  Ifland  Trincefs^ 


Humbly  to  tell  your  grace,  ye  had  forgot  me : 

A little  to  have  touch’d  at,  not  accufed. 

For  that  1 dare  not  do,  your  Icorns,  pray  pardon  me 
And  be  not  angry  that  I ufe  the  liberty 
To  urge  that  word,  a little  to  have  Ihew’d  you 
What  I have  been,  and  what  done  to  deferveye, 
if  any  thing  that  love  commands  may  reach  ye : 

To  have  remembred  ye,  but  I am  unworthy, 
Andtothatmifery  falls  all  ray  fortunes, 

[To  have  told  ye,  and  by  my  life  ye  may  believe  me, 

That  lam  honeit,  and  will  only  marry 
You,  or  your  memory;,  pray  be  not  angry. 

§iuifar.  I thank  you  Sir,  and  let  me  tell  you  ferioufly, 

Ye  have  taken  now  the  right  way  to  befriend  ye. 

And  to  beget  a fair  and  clear  opinion. 

Yet  to  try  your  obedience  — 

Jrm.  I ftand  ready  Lady. 

Without  prefuming  to  ask  any  thing. 

^ifar.  Or  at  this  time  to  hope  for  further  favour  ^ 

Or  to  remember  lervices  or  fmiJes  •, 

Dangers  you  have  palt  through,  and  rewards  due  to  ’em  •, 
Loves  or  defpairs,  but  leaving  all  to  me: 

I Quit  this  place  prefently. 

Arm.  1 fliall  obey  ye. 

Enter  RuyDias. 


Ru.  Ha? 

Arm.  Who’s  this? 

What  art  thou? 

K«.  A Gentleman. 

Arm.  Thou  art  no  more  I’m  fure:  oh  hisKuy  Viasy 
How  high  he  looks,  and  harih  ? 

Ru.  Is  there  not  door  enough, 

You  take  fuch  elbow  room  ? 

Arm.  If  1 take  it,  I’ll  carry  it. 

Rh.  Does  this  become  you  Princels? 

Arm.  The  Captain's  jealous. 

Tealousof  that  he  never  durltdeferve  yet^ 

Goe  freely,  goe.  I’ll  give  thee  leave. 

Rtf.  Your  leave.  Sir 

Arm.  Yes  my  leave  Sir,  I’ll  not  be  troubled  neither, 
Norlhall  my  heart  ake,  or  my  head  be  jealous, 

Nor  ftrange  fufpitious  thoughts  reign  in  my  memory. 

Go  on.  and  dothy  worlb.  I’ll  fmile  at  thee  ^ 

I kils  your  fair  hand  firft,  then  farewel  Captain.  Exit. 

^ifar.  What  a pure  Ibul  inherits  here  ? what  innocence.'' 
Sure  I was  blind  when  I firft  lov’d  this  fellow. 

And  long  to  live  in  that  fogg  ftill:  how  he  blufters  ! 

Rtt.  Am  I your  property  ? or  thole  your  flatteries, 

The  banquets  that  ye  bid  me  to,  the  truft 
I build  my  goodly  hopes  on  ? 

Slitifar.  Be  more  temperate. 

Rh.  Arethefe  the  flievvs  of  your refped and  favour? 
What  did  he  here,  what  language  had  he  with  ye  ? 

Did  ye  invite  ? could  ye  flay  no  longer  ? 

Is  he  fo  gracious  in  your  eye  ? 

J^ifar.  You  are  too  forward. 

Ku.  Why  at  thefc  private  hours  ? 

^Htfar.  You  are  too  faucy. 

Too  impudent  to  task  me  with  thofe  errors. 

Do  ye  know  what  I am  Sir,  and  my  prerogative.^ 

Though  you  be  athing  I have  ca”’dbyth’  name  bffriend, 
I never  taught  you  to  difpofe  my  liberty  j 
How  durfl:  you  touch  mine  honor  > blot  my  meanings  ? 
And  name  an  adion,  and  of  mine  but  noble? 

Thou  poor  unworthy  thing,  how  have  I grac’d  thee  ? 
How  have  I nourrlht  thee,  and  railed  thee  hourly  ? 

Are  thefe  the  gratitudes  yOu  bring  Rny  Dias  ? 

The  thanks  ? the  lervices?  I am  fairly  paid  •, 

W’as’t  not  enough  I faw  thou  wert  a Coward, 

And  fhaddowed  thee  ? no  noble  fparkle  in  thee  ? 

Daily  provok’d  thee,  and  ftill  found  thee  coward? 

R.ais’d  noble  caufes  for  thee,  ftrangers  ftarted  at^ 


Yet  ftill,  ftill,  ftill  a Coward,  ever  Coward^ 

And  with  thole  taints,  doft  thou  upbraid  my  virtues  ? 

Ruy.  I was  too  blame 
Lady. 

^if^r.  So  blindly  bold  to  touch  at  my  behaviour? 
Durft  thou  but  look  amifs  at  my  allowance  ? 

If  thou  hadft  been  a brave  fellovv,thouhadfi:  haUfome  licence 

Some  liberty  I might  have  then  allowed  thee 

for  thy  good  face,  fomclcope  to  have  argued  with  me  • 

But  being  nothing  but  a found,  a lhape,  * 

Themeer  fign  of  a Soldier — of  a Lover. 

The  dregs  and  drafly  part,  difgrace  andjcaloufie, 

I fcorn  thee  and  contemn  thee. 

Ru.  Deareft  Lady, 

If  1 have  been  too  free 

J^xipr.  Thou  haft  been  too  foolilh. 

And  go  on  ftill,  I’llftudyto  forgetthee, 

I would  1 could,  and  yet  I pity  thee. 

Rh.  I am  not  worth  it,  if  I were,  that’s  niifery. 

The  next  door  is  but  death,  I muft  aim  at  it.  Exit 


Mms  Quartus, 

Scxna  Prim  a. 

Enter  King  and  Governor.^  like  a Moar-Priejf. 

Kin.  QO  far  and  truly  you  have  difeovered  to  me 
O The  former  currents  of  my  life  and  fortune. 
That  lam  bound  to  acknowledge  yemoftholy, 

And  certainly  to  credit  your  predidions. 

Of  what  are  yet  to  come. 

^ Gov.  lam  no  Iyer, 

’Lis  ftrange  llhould,  and  live  fo  near  a neighbor  ^ 

But  thefe  are  not  my  ends. 

Kin.  Pray  ye  fit  good  father. 

Certain  a reverend  man,  and  moft  religious. 

Gov.  I,  that  beliefs  well  now,  and  letme  w'Orktlien, 
I’ll  make  ye  curfe  Religion  e’r  I leave  ye. 
f have  liv’d  a longtime  Son,  a mew’d  up  man, 
Sequefter’d  by  the  fpecial  hand  of  Heaven 
From  the  worlds  vanities,  bid  farewel  to  follies, 
Andfhook  hands  with  all  heats  of  youth  and  pleafiires. 
As  in  a dream  thefe  twenty  years  1 have  number’d, 
xMany  a cold  Moon  have  I,  in  meditation 
And  fcarching  out  the  hidden  Wils  of  heaven. 

Lain  Ihaking  under;,  many  a burning  Sun 
Has  fear’d  my  body,  and  boil’d  up  my  blood, 

Feebl’d  my  knees,  andftampt  a Meagernefs 
Upon  my  figure,  all  to  find  out  knowledge, 

Which  1 have  now  attained  to,  thanks  to  heaven. 

All  for  my  countreys  good  too : and  many  a vifion^  * 
Many  a miftick  vifion  have  I feen  Son. 

And  many  alight  from  heaven  which  has  been  terrible, 
Wherein  the  Goods  and  Evils  of  thefe  Iflands 
Were  lively  ftiadowed  •,  many  a charge  I have  had  too^ 
Still  as  the  time  grew  ripe  to  reveal  thefe, 

To  travel  and  difeover,  now  I am  come  Son, 

The  hour  is  now  appointed. 

My  tongue  is  touch’d,  and  now  I Ijieak. 

Kin.  Do  Holy  man,  I’ll  hear  ye. 

Gov.  Beware  thefe  PortUgals-.,  I fay  beware ’em, 
Thefe  Imooth-fac’dftrangers^  have  an  eye  upon  ’em. 
Thecaufe  is  now  the  God’s,  hear,  and  believe  King, 

King.  1 do  hear,  but  before  I give  ralh  credit. 

Or  hang  to’o  light  on  belief,  which  is  a fin,  father  ^ 
Know  I have  found  ’em  gentle,  faithful,  valiant, 

And  am  in  my  particular,  bound  to  ’em, 

I mean  tblbnie  for  my  moft  ftrange  deliverance. 

Gov.  Oh  Son,  the  future  aims  of  men,  obferveme, 
Above  their  prefent  aftions,  and  their  glory. 
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Are  to  be  look’d  at,  the  Stars  fliew  many  turnings. 

If  you  could  fee,  mark  but  with  my  eyes,  pupil  •, 

1 hele  men  came  hither,  as  my  vilion  tells  me. 

Poor  weather-beaten,  almoftloft,  ftarv’d,  feebled, 

T heir  veirels.  like  themfelves,  moll:  miferable » 

A'Jadc'along  '<utefor  rraffique,  and  for  comfort. 

To  vent  their  childrens  toys,  cure  their  difeafes: 

< They  had  their  fute,  they  landed,  and  to  th’  rate 
Grew  rich  and  powerful,  fuckt  the  fat,  and  freedom 
Of  this  molt  blefled  Kle,  taught  her  to  tremble, 
Witnefsthe  Caftlehere,  the  Citadel, 

^ They  haveclapt  upon  the  neck  of  your  ‘TiJore^ 

This  happy  Town,  till  that  fhe  knew  thefe  Itrangers, 

To  check  her  when  Ihe’s  jolly. 

They  have  fo  indeed  Father. 

Gov.  Take  heed,  take  heed,  I find  your  fair  delivery. 
Though  you  be  pleas’d  to  glorifiethat  fortune, 

' And  think  thefe  Itrangers  gods,  take  heed  1 fay, 

I find  it  but  a handfome  preparation, 

A fair-fac’d  Prologue  to  a further  mifehief : 

Mark  but  the  end  good  King,  the  pin  he  flicots  at 
That  was  the  man  deliver’d  ye  ^ the  mirror. 

Your  Sifter  is  his  due  what’s  fhe,  your  heir.  Sir? 

, And  what’s  he  a kin  then  to  the  kingdom  ? 

, But  heirs  are  not  ambitious,  who  thenfuffers? 

What  reverence  fnall  the  gods  have?  and  wlrat  j,ufl:ice 
The  miferable  people?  what  fliall  they  do  ? 

Ki^g,  He  points  at  truth  diredly. 

Gov.  Think  of  thefe  Son: 

The  perfon,  nor  the  manner  I miflike  not 
, Of  your  preferver,  nor  the  whole  man  together. 

Were  he  but  feafon’din  theFaith  w’eare. 

In  our  Devotions  learn’d. 

Khg.  You  fay  right  Father.  _ ^ ' 

Gov.  To  change  our  Worfhips.now,  and  our  Religion  ? 
To  be  tray  tor  to  our  God? 

King.  You  have  well  advifed  me, 

' Audi  will  ferloudy  confider  Father, 

In  the  mean  time  you  fnail  have  your  fair  accefs 
Unto  my  Sifter,  advife  her  to  your  purpofe. 

And  let  me  ftill  knowhow  the  gods  determine. 

Gov.  I w'ill,  but  my  main  end  is  to  advife 
Thedeftriuftion  of  you  all,  a general  mine. 

And  when  I am  reveng’d,  let  the  gods  whiftle.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Ruy  Dias,  and  Pyniero. 

Euy.  Indeed,  I am  right  glad  ye  were  not  greedy^ 

And  Hidden  in  performing  what  I will’d  you, 

Upon  the  perlbn  of  Armnfia, 

I was  afraid,  fori  well  knew  your  valour. 

And  love  to  me. 

Py.  ’Tw^asnot  a fair  thing.  Uncle, 

It  fhew’d  not  handfome,  carried  no  man  in  it. 

Euy.  I muft  confefs  ’twasill>  and  I abhor  it, 

Oniy’this  good  has  rifen  from  this  evil  j 
I have  tried  your  honefty,  and  find  proof, 

A conftancythat  will  not  be  corrupted. 

And  I much  honor  it. 

Py.  This  Bell  founds  better, 

Ktiy.  My  anger  now,  and  that  difgrace  I have  fuller’d, 
Shalf  be  more  manly  vented,  and  wip’d  offj 
And  my  fick  honor  cur’d  the  right  and  ftraight  way  *, 

My  Sword’s  in  my  hand  now  Nephew,  mycaufe  uponit. 
And  man  to  man,  one  valour  to  another. 

My  hope  to  his. 

Py.  Why  ? this  is  likeRw^  Viaj} 

This  carries  fomethingof  fome  fubftance  in  it  y 
So  me  mettle  and  fome  man,  this  founds  a Gentleman  •, 

And  now  methinks  ye  utter  what  becomes  ye  ^ 

To  kill  men  feurvily,  ’tis  fuch  a dog-uick. 

Such  aRat-catchers  occupation ; 

Km.  It  is  no  better. 

But  Tyniero.^  now 

Py.  Now  you  do  bravely. 


Rti.  The  difference  of  our  States  flung  by,  forgotten 
The  full  opinion  I have  won  in  fervice,  * 

And  fuch  refpeUs  that  may  not  fhevv  ns  equal. 

Laid  handfomly  afide,  only  our  fortunes. 

And  lingle  manhoods 

Py.  In  a fervice.  Sir, 

Of  this  moft  noble  nature,  all  I am. 

If  I had  ten  lives  more,  thofeandmy  fortunes 
Are  ready  for  ye,  I had  thought  ye  hadforfworn  fighting. 
Or  banifh’d  thole  brave  thoughts  were  wont  to  wait  upon  ^ 
I am  glad  to  lee  ’em  call’d  home  agen.  you- 

Kuy.  They  are  Nephew, 

And  thou  fhalt  fee  what  fire  they  carry  in  them. 

Here,  you  guefs  what  this  means.  sloews  a challenge. 

Py.  Yes  very  well.  Sir, 

A portion  of  Scripture  that  puzles  many  nn  interpreter. 

Kuy.  As  foon  as  you  can  find  him 

Py.  That  will  not  be  long  Uncle, 

And  o’ my  confcience  he’ll  be  ready  as  quickly. 

Kuy.  I make  no  doubt  good  Nephew,  carry  it  Co 
If  you  can  polfible,  that  we  may  fight. 

Py.  Nay  you  lhall  fight,  afliire  your  felf. 

Ku.  Pray  ye  hear  me 

In  fome  fuch  place  where  it  may  be  poITible 
The  Princefs  may  behold  us. 

Py.  1 conceive  ye, 

! Upon  the  fand  behind  the  Caftle,  Sir, 

A place  remote  enough,  and  there  be  windows 
Out  of  her  Lodgings  too,  or  I am  miftaken. 

Kuy.  Y’are  i’th’  right,  if  ye  can  work  that  handfomly— 
Py.  Let  me  alone,  and  pray  be  you  prepar’d 
Some  three  hours  hence. 

Kuy.  1 will  not  fail. 

Py.  Get  you  home. 

And  if  you  have  any  things  to  difpofe  of^ 

Or  a few  light  prayers 

That  may  befriend  you,  run  ’em  over  quickly, 

I warrant.  I’ll  bnng  him  on. 

Kuy.  Farewel  Nephew, 

And  when  we  meet  again 

Py.  I,  I,  fight  handfomly  *, 

Take  a good  draught  or  two  of  Wine  to  fettle  ye, 

’Tis  an  excellent  armour  for  an  ill  confcience.  Uncle  i 
I am  glad  to  fee  this  mans  converfioit, 

I was  afraid  fair  honor  had  been  bed-rid. 

Or  beaten  out  o’  th’  Ifland,  foldiers,  and  good  ones, 
Intended  fuch  bafe  courfes  ? ? he  will  fight  now  ^ 

And  I believe  too  bravely » I have  feen  him 
Curry  a fellows  carkafte  bandfomely  : 

And  in  the  head  of  3 troop,  ftand  as  ifhe  had  been  rooted 
Dealing  large  doles  of  death-,  whatarafeal  wasi  (there, 
I did  not  fee  his  will  drawn? 

What  does  fhe  here  ? 

Enter  Quifara. 

If  there  be  any  mifehief  towards,  a woman  makes  one  ftill  j 
Now  what  new  bufinefs  is  for  me?  ' 

^ijar.  I was  fending  for  ye, 

Butiince  we  have  met  lo  fair. 

You  have  fav’d  that  labour^  Imuftintreatyou,  Sir-— 

Py.  Anything  Madam, 

Your  Wils  are  my  Commands. 

^uifar.  Y’are  nobly  courteous^ 

Upon  my  better  thoughts  Signior  Pyniero^ 

And  my  more  peaceable  confiderations. 

Which  now  I find  the  richer  ornaments-, 

I wou’d  defire  you  to  attempt  no  farther 
Againft  the  perlbn  of  the  noble  ftranger. 

In  truth  I am  afham’d  of  my  fhare  in’t  ^ 

Nor  be  incited  farther  by  your  Uncle, 

I lee  it  will  fit  ill  upon  your  perfon  ^ 

I have  confidered,  and  it  will  fhevv  ugly. 

Carried  at  beft,  a moft  unheard  of  cruelty  \ 
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Good  Sir  defilt-  — ■ 

Py.  You  fpeak  now  like  a woman, 

And  wondrous  well  this  tenderneis  becomes  yoj 
But  this  you  muft  remember — your  command 
Was  laid  onwithakifs,  and  ferioufly 
It  mufl;  be  taken  off" the  lame  way,  Madam, 

Or  I ftand  bound  ftill. 

^tifar.  That  lhall  not  endanger  ye. 

Look  ye  fair  Sir,  thus  I take  off  that  duty. 

Py.  By  th’  mafs  ’twas  foft  and  fweet. 

Some  bloods  would  bound  now. 

And  run  a tilt-,  do  not  you  think  bright  beauty; 

You  have  done  me  in  this  kifs,  a mighty  favour. 

And  that  Hlirnd  bound  by  virtue  of  this  honor,  <7 
To  do  what  "ever  you  command  me  ? ^ 

I think  Sir, 

From  me  thefe  are  unufual  comtefies. 

And  ought  to  be refpefted fo  ; there  arefome. 

And  men  of  no  mean  rank,  would  hold  themfelves 
Not  poorly  blell  to  tafte  of  fuch  a bounty. 

Py.  I know  there  are,  that  vvou’d  do  many  unjuft  things 
For  luch  a kifs,  and  yet  I hold  this  modeft ; 

All  villanies,  body  and  foul  difpenfe  with. 

For  fuch  a provocation,  kill  their  kindred, 

Dcmolifh  the  fair  credits  of  their  Parents; 

Thole  kiffes  1 am  not  acquainted  with,  moll  certain  Madam, 
The  appurtenance  of  this  kifs  wou’d  not  provoke  me 
To  do  a mifchief,  ’tis  the  devils  own  dance. 

To  bekifs’d  into  cruelty. 

^ipr.  I am  glad  you  make  that  ufe  Sir. 

Py.  I am  gladder 

That  you  made  me  believe  you  were  cruel, 

For  by  thishand,,!  know  I amfo  honelt, 

However  I deceiv’d  ye,  ’tvvas  high  time  too, 

Some  common  Have  might  have  been  let  upon  it  elle; 

That  willingly.!  wou’d  not  kill  a dog 
That  could  but  fetch  and  carry  for  a woman. 

She  mult  be  a good  w oman  made  me  kick  him. 

And  that  will  be  hard  to  find,  to  kill  a man, 

If  you  will  give  me  leave  to  get  another. 

Or  any  flie  that  plaid  the  belt  game  at  it. 

And  ’fore  a w'omans  anger,  prefer  her  fancy. 

J^itfar  I take  it  in  you  well. 

Py.  I thank  ye  Lady, 

.And  I fliall  fcudyto  confirm  it. 

^^ijar.  Do  Sir, 

For  this  time,  and  this  prefent  caule,  I allow  it. 

Molt  holy  Sir. 

Enter  Governor j Quilana,  and  Panura. 

Gov.  Blels  ye  my  Royal  Daughter, 

And  in  you,  blefs  this  Illand  Heaven. 

^Jnifar.  Good  Aunt, 

What  think  ye  of  this  man  ? 

Sluifan.  Sure  h’  is  a wife  man. 

And  a Religious,  he  tells  us  things  have  hapened 
So  many  years  ago,  almolt  forgotten. 

As  readily  as  if  they  were  done  this  hour. 

S^ifar.  Does  he  not  meet  with  your  lharp  tongue? 

Pan.  He  tells  me  Madam, 

Marriage,  and  mouldy  Cheefe  will  make  me  tamer. 

Gov.  A Itubborn  keeper,  and  worfe  fare, 

An  open  Itable,  and  cold  care. 

Will  tame  a Jade,  may  be  your  fnare. 

Pan.  BirLady,  a lharp  prophet,  when  this  proves  good. 
I’ll  bequeath  you  a skin  to  make  ye  a Hood. 

Gov.  Lady,  1 would  talk  with  you. 

£^ifar.  Do  reverend  Sir. 

Gov.  And  for  your  good,  for  that  that  mull  concern  ye, 
And  give  ear  wifely  to  me. 

£>Hifar.  I lhall  father. 

Gov.  You  are  a Princels  of  that  e'xcellence, 

Sweetnefs,  and  grace,  that  Angel-like  fair  feature, 


Nay,  do  not  bluft,  1 do  not  flatteryou. 

Nor  do  I dote  in  telling  this,  I am  amazed  Lady, 

AndasI  thinkthegodsbcllovv’d  thefe  on  ye 
The  gods  that  love  ye.  ’ 

Slnijar.  I confefs  their  bounty. 

Gov.  Apply  it  then  10  their  ufe,  to  their  honor. 

To  them,  and  to  their  Icrvice  give  this  fweetnels  ; 

They  have  an  inltant  great  ufe  of  your  goodnefs  • 

You  are  a Saint  elleem’d  here  for  your  beauty  ’ 

And  many  a longing  heart * 

^ifar.  I leek  no  fealty. 

Nor  will  I blemifnthat,  heaven  has  feal’d  on  me, 

I know  my  worth,  indeed  the  Portu^als 
I have  at  thole  commands,  and  their  lalt  lervices 
Nay,  even  their  lives,  lb  much  I think  my  handfomnels 

That  what  1 lhall  enjoyn ’ 

Gov.  Ufe  it  difcreetly. 

For  I perceive  ye  underhand  me  rightly, 

For  here  the  gods  regard  your  help,  and  fuddainly 
The  Porfwg.?//,  like  lliarp  thorns  ( mark  me  Lady  ) ^ 

Stick  in  our  fides,  like  Razors,  wound  Religion  ' 

Draw  deep,  they  wound,  till  the  Life-bloud  follow?  • 

Our  gods  they  Ipurn  at,  and  their  worlhipslcorn, 

A mighty  hand  they  bear  upon  our  government 
Thefe  arc  the  men  your  miracle  muft  work  on,^ 

Your  heavenly  form,  either  to  root  them  out. 

Which  as  you  may  endeavour;  will  be  ealie. 

Remember  whofe  great  caufe  you  have  to  execute 
To  nip  their  memory,  that  may  not  fpriugmore^ 

Or  fairly  bring  ’em  home  to  our  devotions,  ’ 

I Which  will  b^e  blelled,  and  forwhich  you  fainted 
But  cannot  be,  and  they  go  ; let  me  buzle.  ’ 

^ifar.  Go  up  with  me, 

Wheie  we’ll  converfemore  privately; 

I’ll  Ihew  ye  Ihortly  how  I hold  their  temper ; 

And  in  what  chain  thir  fouls. 

Gov.  Keep  fait  that  hold  ftill. 

And  either  bringthat  chain,  and  thofe  bound  in  it. 

And  link  it  to  our  gods,  and  their  fair  worlhips. 

Or  Daughter,  pinch  their  hearts  apieces  with  it. 

I’ll  wait  upon  your  grace. 

J^ifar.  Come  reverend  father. 

Wait  you  below.  Ex.Q^i^zt. and  Gov. 

Pan.  If  this  Prophet  were  a young  thing, 

I Ihould  fulpedthim  now,  he  cleaves  fo  dole  to  her; 
Thefe  holy  Coats  are  long,  and  hide  iniquities. 

^ifan.  Away,  away  fool,  a poor  wretch. 

Pan.  Thefe  poor  ones 

Warm  but  their  Itomachs  once 

^ifan.  Come  in,  thou  art  foolifii. 

Ex.  Quifania  andPmvuti. 

Enter  Armufia,  Emanuel,  and  Pyniero. 

ylrm.  I am  forty.  Sir,  my  fortune  is  fo  Itubborn, 

To  court  my  Ivvord  againft  my  Countrcyman, 

I love  my  Nation  well,  and  where  I find 
A Portugal  noble  Name  and  Virtue, 

I am  his  humble  fervant,  Signior  Pyniero^ 

Your  perfon,  nor  your  Uncles  am  I angry  with, 

You  are  both  fair  Gentlemen  in  my  opinion. 

And  I protell,  I had  rather  ufe  my  fword 
In  your  defences,  than  againlt  your  fafeties  ; 

’Tis  methinks  a ftrange  dearth  of  enemies. 

When  we  feek  foes  among  our  felves. 

Em.  You  are  injured. 

And  you  mull  make  the  belton’t  now,  and  readieft 

a4rm.  You  fee  lam  ready  in  the  place,  and  arm’d 
To  his  delire  that  call’d  me. 

Py.  Ye  fpeak honeftly. 

And  I could  wifh  ye  had  met  on  terms  more  friendly, 

But  it  cannot  now  be  fo. 

Enter 
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Enter  Ruy  Dias. 

Em.  Turn  Sir,  and  lee. 

Py.  I have  kept  my  word  with  ye  Unde, 

The  Gentleman  is  ready. 

Enter  Governor^  and  Quilara  above. 

Arm.  Ye  are  welcome. 

lin.  Bidthofe  fools  welcome,  that  affed  your  courtefie, 
I come  not  to  ufe  compliment,  ye  have  wrong’d  me, 

And  ye  lhall  feel,  proud  man,  e’r  I part  from  ye. 

The  effeds  of  that,  iffortunedonotfoolmei 
Thy  life  is  mine,  and  no  hope  lhall  redeem  thee. 

Arm.  That’s  a proud  word. 

More  than  your  faith  can  juftifie. 

^ifar.  Sure  they  will  fight. 

Euy.  She’s  there,  I am_  happy. 

Gov.  Let ’em  alone,  let ’em  kill  one  another,, 
rhefeare  the  main  polls,  if  they  fall,  the  buildings 
Will  tumble  quickly. 

ihiifar.  How  temperate  Armufia  > 

No  more,  be  quiet  yet. 

Arm.  1 am  not  bloody. 

Nor  do  not  feel  fuch  mortal  malice  in  me. 

But  lince  we  cannot  both  enjoy  the  Princefs, 

1 am  refolv’d  to  fight. 

Ruy.  Fight  home  Armufia., 

For  if  thou  faint’ll,or  fall’ll 

Arm.  Do  ye  make  all  vantages-.? 

Ruy  ^ Always  •'  unto  thy  life  I will  not  fpare  thee, 

Nor  look  not  for  thy  mercy. 

Arm.  I am  arm’d  then. 

Ruy.  Stand  Hill  1 charge  ye  Nephew,  as  ye  honor  me^ 
Arm.  And  good  Emanuel  llir  not  — . 

Py.  Ye  fpeak  fitly. 

For  we  had  not  Hood  idle  elfe. 

Gov.  I am  forry  for’t. 

Em.  Eu>^  lince  you  will  have  it  lb  — 

Ruy.  Come  Sir. 

Arm.  I wait  ye. 

Py.  I marry,  this  looks  handfomely. 

This  is  warm  work. 

Gov.  Both  fall  and’t  be  thy  Will.  Ruy,/il//. 

Py.  My  Uncle  dead  } 

Em.  Stand  Hill,  ormyfwords  in— — - 
Arm.  Now  brave  Ray  D/ii/, 

Now  where’s  your  confidence,  your  prayers?  quickly 
Your  ownfpitehas  condemn’d  ye. 

^ipir.  Hold  ArmuftJ. 

Ar.  MoH  happy  Lady. 

£^ifar.  Hold,  and  let  him  rife. 

Spare  him  for  me. 

Ar.  Along  life  may  he  enjoy.  Lady. 

Gov.  What  ha  you  done  ? ’tis  better  they  had  allperilht. 
^utfir.  Peace  father,  I work  for  the  bell Armufia. 

Be  in  the  Garden  an  hour  hence.  Ex.Qu.  and  Gov. 

Ar.  I flialJ  Madam. 

Py.  Now  as  1 live,  a Gentleman  at  all  inches. 

So  brave  a mingled  'temper  faw  I never. 

Ar.  Why  are  ye  fad  Sir  ? how  would  this  have  griev’d  you, 
If  ye  had  falPn  under ’a  profell  enemy? 

Under  one  had  taken  vantage  of  . your  lhametoo? 

Pray  ye  be  at  peace,  I am  fo  far  from  wronging  ye. 

Or  glorying  in  the  pride  of  fuch  a vidory. 

That  I defireto  ferveye,pray  lookchearfully.  ("Gentleman 
P\.  Do  you  hear  this  Sir  ? this  love  Sir  ? do  you  fee  thb 
How  he  courts  y e .?  why  do  you  hold  your  head  down  > 
’TisnohighTreafon,  1 take  it,  to  beequall’di 
To  have  a flipi’  th  field,  no  fin,  that’s  mortal  ^ 

Come,  come,  thank  fortune  and  your  friend. 

Ar.  It  may  be 

You  think  my  tongue  may  prove  your  enemy  •, 


And  though  rellrain’d  fometimes,  out  of  a bravery 
May  take  a Licenfe  to  difable  ye : ’ 

Believe  me  Sir,  fo  much  I hate  that  liberty, 

Thatin  allr^ers  tongue,  ’twill  prove  an  injury. 

And  I lhall  right  you  in’t. 

Py.  Can  you  have  more.  Uncle? 

Ru.  Sir,  you  have  beat  me  both  ways,  yet  lb  nobly. 

That  I lhall  ever  love  the  hand  that  did  it ; 

Fortune  may  make  me  worthy  of  fome  title 
That  may  be  near  your  friend. 

Ar.  Sir,  I muft  leave  ye. 

But  with  fo  hearty  love  *,  and  pray  be  confident, 

I carry  nothing  from  this  place  lhall  wrong  ye. 

Exit  Arm. andEm. 

Py.  Come,  come,  you  are  right  agen,Sir,  love  your  honor. 
And  love  your  friend,  take  heed  of  bloody  purpofes. 

And  unjult  ends,  good  heaven  is  angry  with  ye  •, 

Make  your  fair  virtues,  and  your  fame  your  Millrifs, 

And  let  thefe  trinkets  go. 

Ru.  You  teach  well  Nephew, 

Now  to  be  honourably  even  with  this  Gentleman, 

Shall  be  my  bulinefs,  and  my  ends  his. 

Enter  Governor  and  King. 

Gov.  Sir,  Sir,  you  muft  do  Ibmething  fuddainly, 

To  flop  his  pride  lo  great  and  high,  he  islhotup. 

Upon  his  perfontoo,  your  flateisfunk  elle  : 

You  mull  not  Hand  now  upon  terms  of  gratitude. 

And  let  a fimple  tendernefs  belbt  ye : 

I’ll  bring  ye  fuddenly  where  you  lhall  fee  him, 

Attempting  your  brave  Siller,  privatel}^, 

Mark  but  his  high  behaviour  then. 

King.  I will  Father. 

Gov.  And  with  fcornj  I fear  contempt  too. 

King.  I hope  not. 

Gov.  I will  not  name  a lull  j 
It  may  be  that  allo 

A little  force  mull  be  applyed  upon  him, 

Now,  now  applyed,  a little  force  to  humble  him 
Thefe  fweet  intreaties  do  but  make  himw'anton. 

King.  Take  heed  ye  wrong  him  not. 

G ov.  Take  heed  to  your  fafety, 

I but  forewarn  ye  King if  you  millruft  me. 

Or  think  I come  un-fent — ^ — • 

King.  No,  I’ll  go  with  you.  Exeunt^ 

Enter  ArmuCa,  Quilara. 

Arm.  Madam,  you  fee  there’s  nothing  1 can  reach  at. 
Either  in  my  obedience,  or  my  fervice. 

That  may  deferve  your  love,  or  win  a liking. 

But  a poor  thought,  but  I purfue  it  ferioufly. 

Take  pleafure  in  your  Will,  even  in  your  anger. 

Which  other  men  would  grudge  at,  and  growllormy, 

I lludy  new  humility  to  pleafe  ye. 

And  take  a kind  of  joy  in  my  afflidions, 

Becaufe  they  come  from  ye,  I love  my  Ibrrows : 

Pray  Madam  but  conlider — 

^uifar.  Yes,  I do  Sir, 

And  to  that  honell  end  I drew  ye  hither^ 

I know  ye  have  deferv’d  as  much  as  man  can. 

And  know  it  is  a juftice  to  requite  you: 

I know  ye  love. 

Arm.  If  ever  love  was  mortal. 

And  dwelt  in  man,  and  for  that  love  command  me. 

So  flrong  I find  it,  and  fotrue,  here  Lady, 

Something  of  fuch  a-greatnels  to  allow  me, 

Thole  things  I have  done  already,  mayfeemfoyls  too: 
’Tis  equity  that  man  alpires  to  heaven, 

Should  win  it  by  his  worth,  and  not  fleep  to  it. 


Enter 
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’Enter  Governor,  and  King. 

Gov.  Now  Hand  clofe  King  and  hear,  and  as  you  find  him, 
Believe  me  right,  or  let  Religion  fuffer. 

^ifar.  I dare  believeyour  worth  •without additions*, 
But  lince  you  are  fo  liberal  of  your  love  Sir, 

And  wou’d  be  farther  tried,  I do  intend  it, 

Becaufe  you  Iball  not,  or  you  wou’d  not  win  me 
At  fuch  an  eafie  rate. 
jdrm.  I am  prepared  Hi!), 

And  if  I Ihrink 

^ifar.  1 know  ye  are  no  coward. 

This  is  the  utmoft  trial  of  your  conilancy. 

And  if  you  Hand  fait  now,  I am  yours,  your  wife  Sir  5 
You  hold  there’s  nothing  dear  that  mayatchieve  me. 
Doubted  or  dangerous. 

There’s  nothing,  nothing: 

Let  me  but  know,  that  I may  llraight  file  to  it. 

^utfar.  I’ll  tell  you  then,  change  your  Religion. 

And  be  of  one  belief  with  me. 
j4rni.  How  ? 

^ifar.  Mark, 

W orfhip  our  Gods,  renounce  that  faith  ye  are  bred  in  *, 
’Tis  eaiily  done.  I’ll  teach  ye  fuddenly  j 

And  humbly  on  your  knees 

Arm,  Ha  > I’ll  be  bang’d  firft. 

^ifar.  Offer  as  we  do. 

Arm.  To  the  devil  Lady  ? 

Offer  to  him  1 hate?  I know  the  devil. 

To  dogs  and  cats?  you  make  offer  to  them  ^ 

To  every  bird  that  flies,  and  every  worm. 

How  terribly  I ffiake.'?  Is  this  the  venture  ? 

The  trial  that  you  talk’d  of?  where  have  I been  ? 

And  how  forgot  my  felf?  how  lolt  my  memory? 

When  did  I pray,  or  look  up  If  edfaftly  ? 

Had  anygoodnels  in  my  heart  to  guide  me  ? 

That  I Ihould  give  this  vantage  to  mine  enemy  •, 

The  enemy  to  my  peace,  forfake  my  faith  ? 

Sluifar.  Come,  come,  I know  ye  love  me. 

Arm.  Love  ye  this  way? 

This  molt  deltroying  way  ? lure  you  but  JeR,  Lady/ 
^ifar.  My  Love  and  Life  *are  one  way. 

Arm.  Love  alone  then,  and  mine  another  way. 

I’ll  love  difeafes  firlh, 

Doat  on  a villain  that  would  cut  my  throat, 

Wooe  all  affli(flions  of  all  forts,  kifs  cruelty. 

Have  mercy  heaven,  how  have  I been  wand’ring  ? 
Wand’ring  the  way  of  Lult,  and  left  my  l^laker  ? 

How  have  I ffept  like  Cork  upon  a water, 

And  had  no  feeling  of  the  ftorm  that  tofb  me  ? 

Trode  the  blind  paths  of  death?  forfook  affiirancc. 
Eternity  of  bleffednefs  for  a woman.? 

For  a young  handfome  face,  hazard  my  Being  ? 

^iCar.  Are  not  our  powers  eternal,  fo  their  conifbrts  ? 
As  great  and  full  of  hopes  as  yours  ? 

Arm.  They  are  puppets. 

Gov.  Now  mark  him  Sir,  and  but  oblerve  him  nearly, 

Ar.  Their  comforts  like  themfelves,coId,fennefs  outfides  ^ 
You  make  ’em  fick,  as  we  are,  peeviffi,  mad, 

Subjeft  to  age  ^ and  how  can  they  cure  us , 

That  are  nor  able  to  refine  themfelves? 

^uif.  The  Sun  and  Moon  we  worfhip,  thofe  are  heavenly. 
And  their  bright  influences  we  believe. 

Arm.  Away  fool, 

I adore  the  Maker  of  that  Sun  and  Moon, 

That  gives  thole  bodies  light  and  influence^ 

That  pointed  out  their  paths,  and  taught  their  motions  *, 
They  are  not  lb  great  as  we,  they  are  our  fervants. 

Plac’d  there  to  teach  us  time,  to  give  us  knowledge^ 

Of  when  and  how  the  fwellings,  of  the  main  are. 

And  their  returns  agen  s they  are  but  our  Stewards 
To  make  the  earth  fat,  with  their  influence. 

That  Ihe  may  bring  forth  her  increale,  and  feed  us* 

Shall  I fall  from  this  faith  to  pleafe  a woman  ? 


lit  ■ 

For  her  embraces  bring  my  foul  to  ruin  ? 

I look’d  you  Ihould  have  faid,  make  me  a Chrifiiaa 
Work  that  great  cure,  for  ’tis  a great  one  woman* 

That  labor  truly  to  perform,  that  venture,  ’ 

The  crown  of  all  great  trial,  and  the  fairelt: 

1 look’d  ye  fnould  have  wept  and  kneel’d  to  beg  it 

Walht  off' your  milt  of  ignorance,  with  waters  ’ 

Pure  and  repentant,  from  thofe  eyes^  I look’d 
You  ffiould  have  brought  me  your  chief  god  ye  worlhip 
He  that  you  offer  humane  bloud  and  life  to  ^ ’ 

And  make  a facrifice  of  him  to  memory,  ’ 

Beat  down  his  Altars,  ruin’d  his  falfe  Templesi 
Gov.  Now  you  may  lee. 

Take  heed,  yougoetoo  far.  Sir, 

And  yet  I love  to  hear  him,  I muff:  have  ye. 

And  to  that  end  I let  you  fform  a little  j * 

I know  there  muff:  be  lome  ffrife  in  your  bofbm 
To  cool  and  quiet  ye,  e’r  you  can  come  back: 

I know  old  friends  cannot  part  fiiddainly. 

There  will  be  fome  lett  Ifill,  yet  I muff:  have  ye. 

Have  ye  of  my  faith  too,  and  fo  enjoy  ye. 

Arm.  Now  I contemn  ye,  and  I hate  my  lelf 
For  looking  on  that  face  lafeiviouffy, 

And  it  looks  ugly  now  me  thinks. 

^Inifar.  How  Portngil? 

Arm.  It  looks  like  death  it  felf,  to  which  ’twou’d  lead  mcj 
Y'oureyes  relemble  pale  dilpair,  they  fright  me. 

And  in  their  rounds,  a thoiifand  horrid  ruins, 

Methinks  I fee^  and  in  your  tongue  hear  fearfully 
The  hideous  murmurs  of  weak  fouls  have  fuffer’d ; 

Get  frorri  me,  I defpile  yej  and  know  woman, 

That  for  all  this  trap  you  have  laid  to  catch  my  life  in, 

To  catch  my  immortal  life,  I hate  and  curie  ye. 

Contemn  your  Deities,  fpurn  at  their  powers, 

And  where  I meet  your  Mahumet  gods,  I’llfwing  ’em 
Thus  o’r  my  head,  and  kick  ’em  into  puddles. 

Nay,  I will  out  of  vengeance  fearch  your  Temples. 

And  with  thofe  hearts  that  ferve  my  God,  demolifh 
Your  lhambles  of  wild  worfhips. 

Gov.  Now,  now  you  hear  Sir. 

Arm.  I will  have  my  faith,  fince  you  are  lb  crafty, 

The  glorious  crofs,  although  1 love  your  brother  ^ 

Let  him  frown  too,  I will  have  my  devotion. 

And  let  your  whole  State  ftorm. 

King.  Enter  and  take  him ; 

I am  lorry  friend  that  I am  forc’d  to  do  this. 

Gov.  Be  liire  you  bind  him  faft. 

^iifar.  But  ule  him  nobly. 

King.  Had  it  to  me  been  done,  I had  forgiven  it. 

And  ftill  preferv’d  you  fair,  but  to  our  gods  Sir — ; 

^ifar.  Methinks  I hate. ’em  now\ 

King.  To  our  Religion, 

To  thele  to  be  thus  ftubborn,  thus  rebellious 
To  threaten  them.  | 

Arm.  life  all  your  violence,  | 

I ask  no  mercy,  nor  repent  my  words . j 

I fpit  at  your  beft  powers;,  I ferve  one. 

Will  give  me  ftrengthto  feourge  your  gods-. 

Gov.  Away  with  him.. 

Arm.  To  grind  ’em  into  bafe  dull,  and  difperle  ’em. 

That  never  more  their  bloiidy  memories 

Gov.  Clap  him  clofe  up. 

King.  Good  friend  be  cooler.  , 

.Arm.  Never  ^ ' 

Your  painted  Sifter  I defpife  too. 

King.  Softly. 

Arm.  And  ail  her  devil ifh  Arts  laugh  and  fcorn  at. 

Mock  her  blind  purpofes. 

King.  You  muff;  be  temperate  ^ 

Offer  him  no  violence,  I command  you  ftriJlIy. 

Gov.  Now  thou  art  up,  1 lhall  have  time  to  fpeaktoo. 
^far.  Oh  how  I love  this  man,  how  truly  honor  him. 

Exeunt. 
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/Bus  Quintus. 

Sccxna  Frima. 

Enter  Chrift-ophero,  md  Pedro  ( at  one  door  ) Ema- 
nuel, and  Soza,  (^at  another') 

C/;?r.  "T^O  you  know  the  news  Gentlemen? 

'Em.  JL/WouM  we  knew  as  well.  Sir, 

How  to  prevent  it. 

Soz.  Is  this  the  love. they  bear  us. 

For  our  late  benefit  ? taken  lb  malicioufly. 

And  clapt  up  clofe  > is  that  the  thanks  they  render  ? 

Ch.  It  mult  not  be  put  up  thus,  fmother’d  flightly, 
’Tis  fuch  a bale  unnatural  wrong. 

Fed.  I know. 

They  may  think  to  doe  wonders,  aim  at  all. 

And  to  blow  us  with  a vengeance,  out  o’th’  Iflands: 
But  if  we  be  our  felves,  honeft  and  refblute, 

And  continue  but  Mafeers  of  our  antient  courages. 
Stick  clofe,  and  give  no  vantage  to  their  villanies — . 

Soz.  Nay,  if  we  faint  or  fall  apieces  now. 

We  are  fools,  and  worthy  to  be  markt  for  mifery  *, 
Begin  toftrike  at  him,  they  are  all  bound  too  ? 

To  cancel  his  deferts  ? what  mult  we  look  for 
If  they  can  carry  this  ? 

Em.  ni  carry  coals  then  ^ 

I have  but  one  life,  and  one  fortune.  Gentlemen, 

But  I’ll  fo  husband  it  to  vex  thefe  r^caJs, 

Thefe  barbarous  Haves. 

Ch.  Shall  we  go  charge  ’em  prefently  ? 

Soz.  No,  that  will  be  too  weak,  and  too  fool -hardy. 
We  mull  have  grounds,  that  promife  fafety,  friends. 
And  fure  offence,  we  lofe  our  angers  elfe, 

Andworfc  t[ian  that,  yentureour  lives  too  lightly* 

Enter  Pyniero. 


Ett.  Upon  what  caufe  ? 

Py.  Hehasdeferv’d  too  much.  Sir  ^ 

The  old  heathen  policie  has  light  upon  him. 

And  paid  him  home. 

Efi.  A moll  unnoble  dealing. 

Py.  You  are  the  next,  if  you  can  carry  it  tamely 
He  has  defervedof  all. 

Ru.  I mull  confefs  it. 

Of  me  fb  nobly  too. 

Py.  I am  glad  to  hear  it, 

Y ou  have  a time  now  to  make  good  your  confeffion 
Your  faith  will  Ihew  but  cold  elfe,  and  for  fafhion 
Now  to  redeem  all,  now  to  thank  his  courtefie  ’ 

Now  tomakethofe  believe  that  held  you  backward 
And  an  ill  inftrument,  you  are  a Gentleman,  ’ 

An  honeft  man,  and  you  dare  love  your  Nations  i 

Dare  ftick  to  virtue,  though  file  be  oppreft,  ’ 

And  for  her  own  fair  fake,  ftep  to  her  refeue : 

If  you  live  ages.  Sir,  and  lofe  this  hour, 

Not  now  redeem,  and  vindicate  your  honor 
Your  life  will  be  a murmure,  and  no  man  in’t. 

Ru.  I thank  ye  nephew,  come  along  with  me  Gentlemen 
We’ll  make  ’em  dancing  fport  immediately ; 
WeareMaftersofthe  fort  yet,  welhall  fee 
What  that  can  do. 


Py.  Let  it  but  fpitfire  finely. 

And  play  their  turrets,  and  their  painted  Palaces, 
A frisking  round  or  two,  that  they  may  trip  it, 

And  caper  in  the  air. 

Ru.  Come,  we’ll  do  fomething 
Shall  make  ’em  look  about,  we’ll  fend  ’em  plums. 
If  they  be  not  too  hard  for  their  teeth. 

Py.  And  fine  Potatoes 


Rolled  in  Gunpowder,  fuch  a Banquet,  Sir 
Will  prepare  their  unmannerly  ftomachs. 

Ru.  They  fliall  lee 
There  is  no  fafe  retreat  in  villany , 

Come,  be  high-hearted  all. 

Omnes.  We  are  all  on  fire,  Sir.  Exeunt. 


Py  Did  you  lee  mine  Uncle?  plague  o’ thefe  Barbarians., 
How  the  rogues  ftick  in  my  teeth,  I Icnow  ye  are  angry. 

So  I am  too,  monftrous  angry,  Gentlemen, 

I am  angry,  that  I choak  agen. 

You  hear  Armufia^s  up,  honeft  adrm: 

Clapt  up  in  prilbn,  friends,  the  brave  Arm : 

Here  are  finb  boys. 

Em.  We  hope  he  lhall  not  ftay  there. 

Py.  Stay,  no,  he  mull  not  ftay,  no  talk  of  flaying, 
Thefe  are  no  times  to  ftay  ^ are  not  thefe  rafcals  ? 

Speak,  I befeech  ye  fpeak,  are  they  not  Rogues  ? 

Think  fome  abominable  names , are  they  not  devils  ? 

But  the  devil’s  a great  deal  too  good  for  ’em— -fully  villains. 
C/>.  They  are  a kind  of  hounds. 

Py.  Hounds  were  their  fathers^ 

Old  blear-ey’d  bob.  tail’d  hounds— Lord,where’s  my  Uncle? 
Soz.  But  what  lhall  be  done.  Sir  ? 

Py.  Done? 

Soz.  Yes,  to  relieve  him  ^ 

Ifitbenot  fudden  they  may  take  his  life  too. 

Py.  They  dare  as  foon  take  fire  andfwallow  it, 

Take  Hakes  and  thruft  into  their  tails  for  glifters: 

His  life,  why  ’tis  a thing  worth  all  the  Blands, 

And  they  know  will  be  rated  at  that  value  ^ 

His  very  imprifonment  will  make  the  Town  ftink. 

And  lhake  and  ftink,  1 have  phylick  in  my  hand  for  ’em 
Shall  give  the  goblins  liich  a purge — ■ 

Enter  Ruy  Dias. 

Fed.  Your  Uncle, 

Ru.  1 hear  llrangenews,  and  have  been  feeking  ye^ 
They  fay  Armufia’s  prilbner. 

Py.  ’Tis  molt  certain. 


Enter  King  and  Governor. 


King.  I am  ungrateful,  and  a wretch,  perfwade  me  not, 
Forgetful  of  the  mercy  he  Ihew’d  me. 

The  timely  noble  pity whylhould  I 

See  him  fall  bound  and  fetter’d,  whole  true  courtefie. 
Whole  manhood,  and  whole  mighty  hand  let  me  free? 
Why  Ihould  it  come  from  me  ? why  I command  this?  j 
Shall  not  all  tongues  and  truths  call  me  unthankful? 

Gov.  Had  the  offence  been  thrown  on  you,  ’tis  certain 
It  had  been  in  your  power,  and  your  dilcretion 
To  have  turn’d  it  into  mercy,  and  forgiven  it, 

And  thenithadfliew’d  a virtuous  point  of  gratitude. 
Timely,  and  nobly  taken  ^ but  fincethc  caufe 
Concerns  the  honor  of  our  gods,  and  their  Title, 

And  lb  tranfeends  your  power,  and  your  companion, 

A little  your  own  lafety,  if  you  faw  it  too. 

If  your  too  fond  indulgence  did  not  dazle  you. 

It  cannot  now  admit  a private  pitty  \ 

’Tis  in  their  Wills,  their  Mercies,  or  Revenges, 

And  thefe  revolts  in  you,  Ihew  mere  rebellions. 

King.  They  are  mild  and  pittifuj. 

Gov.  To  thofe  repent. 

King.  Their  nature’s  loft  and  tender. 

Gov.  To  true  hearts. 

That  feel  compundion  for  their  trelpafles : 

This  man  defies  ’em  Hill,  threatens  deftrudion 
And  demolition  of  their  Arms  and  Worlhip, 

Spits  at  their  powers^  take  heed  ye  benpt  Ibnndj  Sir, 
And  mark’d  a favourer  of  their  dilhonofj 
T hey  ufe  no  common  j uftice. 

King.  What  lhall  Ido 
Todeferve  of  this  man 

Gov.  If  ye  more  bemoan  him. 
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Or  mitigate  your  power  to  prelerve  him, 

I’ll  curfe  ye  from  the  gods,  call  up  their  vengeance. 

Enter  Quilara  rpith  her  hands  bounds  Quilana,  Panura. 

And  fling  it  on  your  Land  and  you,  I have  charge 
I hope  to  wrack  you  all. 

King.  What  ails  my  Sifter  ? 

Why,  is  flie  bound  ? why  looks  fhe  fo  diltradedly  ? 

Who  does  do  this } 

^ifan.  We  did  it,  pardon  Sir, 

And  for  her  prefervation — She  is  grown  wild. 

And  raving  on  the  Arrangers  love  and  honor. 

Sometimes  crying  out  help,  help,  they  will  torture  him, 
They  will  take  his  life,  they  will  murder  him  prefently. 

If  we  had  not  prevented  violently 
Have  laid  hands  on  her  own  life. 

Gov.  Tliefe  are  tokens. 

The  gods  difpleafure  is  gone  out,  be  quick. 

And  e’r  it  fall,  doe  fomething  to  appeafe’em. 

You  know  the  facnfice ■!  am  glad  it  works  thus. 

^nifa.Uow  low  and  bafe  thou  looklt  now,  that  wert  nobi  e? 
No  figure  of  a King,  methinks  Ihews  on  you. 

No  face  of  Majefty,  foul,  fwarth  ingratitude 
Has  taken  off  thy  fweetnefs,  bafe  forgetfulnefs 
Of  mighty  benefits,  has.  turned  thee  Devil: 

Thou  haft  peii'ecuted  goodnefs,  innocence-, 

And  laid  a hard  and  violent  hand  on  virtue. 

On  that  fair  virtue  that  fltould  teach  and  guide  us 
Thou  haft  wrong’d  thine  own  preferver,whofc  leaft  merit. 
Pois’d  with  thy  m.ain  Eftate,  thou  canft  not  latisfie. 

Nay,  put  thy  life  in  too,  ’twill  be  too  light  ftill : 

What  haft  thou  done? 

Gov.  Goe  for  him  prefently. 

And  once  more  we’ll  try  if  we  can  win  him  fairly : 

If  not,  let  nothing  fhe  fays  hinder  ye,  or  ftir  ye  -, 

She  fpeaks  diftraftedly — Do  that  the  gods  command  ye, 
Do  you  know  what  ye  fay  Lady  ? 

^ifar.  I could  curfe  thee  too, 

Religion  and  feverity  has  fteel’d  thee. 

Has  turn’d  thy  heart  to  ftone  ^ thou  haft  made  the  gods  hard 
Againft  their  fweet  and  patient  natures,  cruel:  (too. 

None  of  ye  feel  what  bravery  ye  tread  on? 

What  innocence  ? what  beauty  ? 

King.  Pray  be  patient. 

^ifar.  What  honourable  things  ye  caft  behind? 

What  monuments  of  man 

Enter  and  Gnard., 

King.  Once  more  Armtifia., 

Becaufe  I love  ye  tenderly  and  dearly. 

And  would  be  glad  to  win  ye  mine,  Iwifli  ye. 

Even  from  my  heart  1 wifh  and  wooeye — 

Ar.  What  Sir, 

Take  heed  how  ye  perfwade  me  falfly,  then  ye  hate  me: 
Take  heed  how  ye  intrap  me. 

King.  I advife  ye. 

And  tenderly  and  truly  I advife  ye. 

Both  for  your  fouls  health,  and  your  fafety. 

Ar.  Stay, 

And  name  my  foul  no  more,  fhe  is  too  precious. 

Too  glorious  for  you  flatteries,  toofecure  too. 

Gov.  Confider  the  reward,  Sir,  and  the  honor 
That  is  prepared,  the  glory  you  fhall  grow  to. 

Arm.  They  are  not  to  be  confider’d  inthefe  cafes, 

Not  to  be  nam’d  when  fouls  arequeftion’d 

They  are  vain  and  flying  vapors toucli  my  life, 

’Tis  ready  for  ye,  put  it  to  what  teft 

It  fhall  pleafe  ye,  I am  patient  ^ but  for  the  reft 

You  may  remove  Rocks  with  your  little  Angers, 

Or  blow  a Mountain  out  o’th’way,  with  bellows, 

As  foonasftir  my  faith  ^ ufeno  more  arguments. 

Gov.  We  muft  ufe  tortures  then. 


Arm.  Your  worft  and  painfull’ft 
I am  joyful  to  accept. 

Gov.  You  muft  the  fharpeft. 

For  fuch  has  been  your  hate  againft  our  Deities 
Delivered  openly,  your  threats  and  fcornings, 

And  either  your  repentance  muft  be  mighty. 

Which  is  your  free  converfion  to  our  cuftoms 
Or  equal  punifliment  which  is  your  life,  Sir. 

Arm.  I am  glad  I have  it  for  ye,  take  it  Prieft, 

And  all  the  miferies  that  fliall  attend  it : 

Let  the  gods  glut  themfelves  with  Chriftian  bloud. 

It  will  be  ask’d  again,  and  fofar  followed. 

So  far  reveng’d,  and  with  fiich  holy  juftice. 

Your  gods  of  gold  lhall  melt  and  fink  before  it^ 

Your  Altars  and  yourTemples  fliake  to  nothing  ^ 

And  you  falfc  worfhipers,  blind  fools  of  ceremony. 

Shall  leek  for  holes  to  hide  your  heads,  and  fears  in, 

For  feas  to  fwallow  you  from  this  deftruftion, 

Darknefs  to  dwell  about  ye,  and  conceal  ye^ 

Your  mothers  womb  agen^ - 

Gov.  Make  the  fires  ready. 

And  bring  the  feveral  tortures  out. 

^ifar.  Stand  faft.  Sir, 

And  fear  ’em  not,  you  that  have  ftept  fo  nobly 
Into  this  pious  Trial,  ftart  not  now, 

Keep  on  your  way,  a Virgin  will  affift  ye, 

A Virgin  won  by  your  fair  conftancy. 

And  glorying  that  fhe  is  won  fo,  will  dye  by  ye : 

I have  touch’d  ye  every  way,  tried  yemoft  honeft, 

Perfeeft,  and  good,  chafte,  blufhing  chafte,  and  temperate. 
Valiant,  without  vain-glory,  modeft,  ftayed. 

No  rage,  or  light  afledion  ruling  in  you: 

Indeed,  the  perfed  fchool  of  worth  I find  ye. 

The  temple  of  true  honor. 

Arm.  Whether  will  flie  ? 
what  do  you  infer  by  this  fair  argument.  Lady  ? 

^ifar.  Your  Faith,  and  your  Religion  muft  be  like  ye, 
They  that  can  fhew  you  thefe,  muft  be  pure  mirrors. 

When  the  ftreams  flow  clear  and  fair,  what  are  the  foun- 
I do  embrace  your  faith.  Sir,  and  your  fortune  j tains? 
Go  Oil,  1 will  afllft  ye,  I feel  a fparklc  here, 

A lively  fpark  that  kindles  my  afledion. 

And  tells  me  it  will  rife  to  flames  of  glory : 

Let  ’em  put  on  their  angers,  fufler  nobly. 

Shew  me  the  way,  and  when  I faint,  inftrudme; 

And  if  I follow  not — 

Arm.  Oh  blefledLady, 

Since  thou  art  won,  let  me  begin  my  triumph, 

Come  clap  your  terrors  on. 

Sluifar.  All  your  fell  tortures. 

For  there  is  nothing  he  fhall  fufler,  brother, 

I livear  by  a new  faith,  which  is  m^oft  facred. 

And  I will  keep  it  fo,  but  1 will  follow  in. 

And  follow  to  a fcruple  of  afflidion, 

In  fpight  of  all  your  gods  without  prevention. 

Gov.  Death  ! file  amazes  me. 

King.  What  fliall  be  done  now  ? 

Gov.  They  muft  dye  both. 

And  fuddenly,  they  will  corrupt  all  elfe  -, 

This  woman  makes  me  weary  of  my  milchief. 

She  fnakes  me,  and  fhe  ftaggers  me,  go  in  Sir, 

I’ll  fee  the  execution. 

Kin.  Not  fo  fuddain : 

If  they  go,  all  my  Friends  and  Sifters  perifh. 

Gov.  Wou’d  I were  fafe  at  home  agen. 

Enter  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Arm,  arm.  Sir, 

Seek  for  defence,  the  Caftle  plays  and  thunders, 

The  Town  Rocks,  and  the  houfes  flyi’th’  air. 

The  people  dye  for  fear— Captain  Kuy  Dias., 

Has  made  an  oath  he  will  not  leave  a ftone  here , 

No,  not  the  memory,  here  has  ftood  a City,  ,,  , r 
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Unlefs  ArmitCta  be  deliver’d  fairly. 

Kiytg.  1 have  my  fears ; what  can  our  gods  do  now  for  us 
Gov.  Be  patient,  but  keep  him  ftill;  he  is  a cure,  Sir, 
Againfl-  both  Rage  and  Cannon  : goe  and  fortihe, 

Call  in  the  Princefs,  make  the  Palace  fure. 

And  let  ’em  know  you  are  a King  : look  nobly  i 
And  take  you  courage  to  ye-,  keep  clofe  the  prifoner. 

And  under  command,  wcarebctraid  elfe. 

Jr.  How  joyfully  I goe  ? 

^ijar.  Take  my  heart  with  thee. 

Gov.  I hold  a Wolf  by  the  car  now: 

Fortune  free  mei  Exeunt. 

Enter  four  7owns-men. 

1.  Heaven  blefsus, 

W’hat  a thund’ring’s  here  ? what  fire-fpitting  ? 

We  cannot  drink,  but  our  Cans  are  mauld  amongfl  us. 

2.  I wou’d  they  would  mall  our  fcores  too  : 

Shame  o’ their  Guns,  I thought  they  had  been  bird-pots, 

Or  great  Candle-cafes,  how  devililhly  they  bounce. 

And  how  the  Bullets  borrow  a piece  of  a houfe  here. 
There  another,  and  mend  thole  up  agen 
With  another  PariHi here  flies  a poudring-tub. 

The  meat  ready  rofl;cd,and  there  a barrel  piffing  vinegar. 
And  they  two  over-taking  the  top  of  a high  Steeple, 

Newly  llic’d  off  for  a Sallet. 

3.  A vengeance  fire ’em. 

2.  Nay,  they  fire  fait  enough-. 

You  need  not  help  ’em. 

4.  Arethefethe  Portugal  Bulls 

How  loud  they  bellow 

2.  Their  horns  are  plaguy  ftrong,  they  pufli  down  Palaces 
They  tofs  our  little  habitations  like  whelps, 
Likegrindle-tails,  with  their  heels  upward;, 

All  the  w indows  i’th  Town  dance  a new  Trenchmore, 

’Tis  like  to  prove  a blefled  age  for  Glafiers, 

I met  a hand,  and  a Letter  in’t,  in  great  hafte. 

And  by  and  by,  a Angle  leg  running  after  it. 

As  if  the  arm  had  forgot  part  of  his  errand. 

Heads  flielike  Foot.balls  every  where. 

1.  What  fnall  we  do? 

2.  I care  not,  my  fliop’s  cancell’d, 

And  all  the  Pots,  and  earthen  Pans  in’t  vaniflt’t : 

There  was  a Angle  Bullet,and  they  together  by  the  ears  j 
You  would  have  thought  TomPzmbkr  had  been  there, 

And  all  his  tfoop  of  devils. 

3.  Let’s  to  the  King, 

And  get  this  Gentleman  deliver’d  handfomly  : 

By  this  hand,  there’s  no  walking  above  ground  elfe. 

2.  By  this  leg -let  me  fwear  nimbly  by  it. 

For  I know  not  how  long  I fliall  owe  it. 

If  I were  out  o’th’ Town  once,  if  I came  in  agen  to 
Fetch  my  breakfaft,  I will  give ’em  leave  to  crammme 
With  a Portugal  Pudding:  Come-,  let’s  doe  any  thing 
To  appeafe  this  thunder.  " Exeunt, 

Enter  Pyniero  and  Panura. 

Py.  Art  fure  it  was  that  blind  Priefl  ? 

Pan.  Yes  mofl;  certain. 

He  has  provok’d  all  this^  the  King  is  merciful. 

And  wond’rous  loving;,  but  he  Ares  him  on  ffill. 

And  when  he  cools,  enrages  him,  I know  it : 

Threatens  new  vengeance,  and  the  gods  Aerce  juftice 
When  he  but  looks  with  fair  eyes  on  Jrmufia, 

Will  lend  him  no  time  to  relent ;,  my  royal  Miflrifs, 
Shelias  entertain’d  a Cbrljl  Ian  hope, 

Py.  Speak  truly. 

Pan.  Nay, ’tis  mofl  true,  but  Lord!  how  he  lies  at  her, 

And  threatens  her,  and  flatters  her,  and  damns  her. 

And  I fear,  if  not  fpcedily  prevented. 

If  fhe  continue  flout,  both  fhall  be  executed, 

Py.  I’ll  kifs  thee  for  this  news,  nay  more  Panura, 


If  thou  wilt  give  me  leave  I’ll  get  thee  with  Chrijiian, 

The  bell  way  to  convert  thee. 

Pan.  Make  me  believe  fb  ? 

Py.  I will  y’faith.But  w'hich  way  cam’ll  thou  hither? 

The  Pallace  is  dole  guarded,  and  barricado’d. 

Pan.  I came  through  a private  vault,  which  few  there 
Itrifes  in  a Temple  not  far  hence,  Cknowof- 

Clofeby  the  Caftle  here.  ^ 

Py.  How — To  what  end 
Pan.  A good  one : 

To  give  ye  knowledge  of  my  new-born  Millrifsj 
And  in  what  doubt  Armufta  Hands, 

Think  any  prefent  means,  or  hope  to  flop  ’em  ' 

From  their  fell  ends : the  Princes  are  come  in  too,  , 

And  they  are  harden’d  alfb. 

Py.  The  damn’d  Priefl 

Pan.  Sure  he’s  a cruel  man,  methinks  Religion 
Should  teach  more  temperate  Lefibns. 

Py,  He  the  Are-brand  ? 

He  dare  to  touch  at  fuch  fair  lives  as  theirs  are  ? 

Well  Prophet,  I fliall  propheAe,  I fiiall  catch  ye. 

When  all  your  Prophecies  will  not  redeem  ye.^ 

Wilt  thou  c^o  one  thing  bravely  ? 

Pa.  Any  good  I am  able.  (virtuous, 

Py.  And  by  thine  own  white  hand.  I’ll  fwear  thou  art 
And  a brave  wench,  durfl  thou  but  guide  me  prefently. 
Through  the  fame  vault  thou  cam’fl,  into  the  Pallace 
And  thole  I fhall  appoint,  fuch  as  I think  At. 

Pa.  Yes  I will  doit,  and  fuddainly,  and  truly. 

Py.  I wou’d  fain  behold  this  Prophet, 

Pa.  Now  I have  ye : | 

And  fhall  bring  ye  w'hereye  fhall  behold  him,  j 

Alone  too,  and  unfurnifh’d of  defences:  | 

That  fliall  be  my  care  •,  but  you  muflnot  betray  me.  :: 

Py.  Dofl  thou  think  we  are  fo  bafe,  fuch  flaves,  rogues?  ji 
Pa.  I do  not : I 

And  you  fhall  fee  how  fairly  I’ll  work  for  ye. 

Py.  I inufl  needs  fleal  that  Priefl,  |i 

Steal  him,  and  hang  him.  ‘ 

Pa.  Do  any  thing  to  remove  his  mifchief,llrangle  him— - 
Py.  Come  prethee  love. 

Pa.  You’ll  offer  me  no  foul  play  ? • ■ ! 

The  Vault  is  dark.  ! 

Py.  ’Twas  well  remember’d.  ^ 

Pa.  And  ye  may 

But  I hold  ye  honell, 

Py.  Honefl  enough  I warrant  thee.  (place. 

Pa.  I am  but  a poor  weak  wench  ^ and  what  with  the  j! 

And  your  perfwafions  Sir- -but  I hope  you  will  not  5,' 

You  know  we  are  often  cozen’d. 

Py,  If  thou  dofl  fear  me,  * 

Why  dofl  thou  put  me  in  mind  ? 

Pa.  To  let  you  know  Sir, 

Though  it  be  in  your  power,  and  things  Atting  to  it. 

Yet  a true  Gent 

Py.  I know  what  he’ll  do: 

Come  and  remember  me,  and  I’ll  anfwer  thee. 

I’ll  anfwer  thee  to  the  full  we’ll  call  at  th’  Caftle,  j 

And  then  my  good  guide,  do  thy  Will  fha’t  And  me  ' 

A very  tradable  man.  |, 

I hope  I fhall  Sir.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Bakam,  Syana,  and  Soldiers. 

Bak.  Let  my  men  guard  the  Gates. 

Syan.  And  mine  the  Temple,  , 

For  fear  the  honor  of  Our  gods  fhould  fuffer,  % 

And  on  your  lives  be  watchftil.  ' 

Ba.  And  be  valiant  ■,  , 

And  let’s  fee,  if  thefe  Portugah  dare  enter  *, 

What  their  high  hearts  dare  do:  Let’s  fee  how  readily,  | 
The  great  Buy  Dias  will  redeem  his  Countrey-men  j | 

He  fpeaks  proud  words,  and  threatens.  j 

Sy.  He  is  approv’d.  Sir,  . i 

And 
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And  will  put  fair  for  what  he  promifes  •, 
I could  willi  friendlier  terms. 

Yet  for  our  liberties  and  for  our  gods. 
We  are  bound  in  our  belt  lervice 
Even  in  the  hazard  of  our  lives. 


King.  Come  up  Princes, 

And  give  your  counfels,  and  your  helps;  the  Fort  Hill 
Plays  fearfully  upon  us,  beats  our  buildings,' 

And  turns  our  people  wild  with  fears.  ■ 

Bj.  Send  for  the  prilbner. 

And  give  us  leave  to  argue.  Exit  B*a.  and  Sy.  then. 

Enter  Ruy  Dias, Emanuel,  Chrilloph.Pedro, Sold. 

Bu.  Come  on  nobly, 

And  let  the  Fort  play  ftill,  we  are  ^ . . 

Strong  enough  to  look  upon  ’em,  i ‘ > v • . 

And  return  at  pleafure it  may 
Be  on  our  view  they  will  return  him. 

Chr.  We  will  return  ’em  luch  thanks  ell^,  / ^ 

Shall  make  ’em  fcratch  where  it  itches  not.  ^ 

Em.  How  the  people  ftare, 

Andfome  cry,  fomepray,  and  Ibme  curie  heartily ; 

But  it  is  the  King 

Enter  Syana,Bakam,  Quifara,  Armufia,  rchh 
Soldiers  above, 

Kuy.  I cannot  blame  their  wifdoms. 

They  are  all  above,  Jrmnfja  and  bound  too? 

Oh,  thefe  are  thakful  Squires. 

Ba.  Hear  us  Ruy  Dios, 

Be  wife  and  hear  us,  and  give  Ipeedy  anfvver, 

Command  thy  Cannon  prefently  to  ceafe. 

No  more  to  trouble  the  afflided  people, 

Or  fuddaiiily  Armufiah  head  goes  offj 
As  fuddainlyas  faid. 

Em.  Stay  Sir,  be  moderate. 

Arm.  Do  nothing  that’s  dilhonourableR^y  Dyas 
Let  not  the  fear  of  me,  niafter  thy  valour  •, 

Purfue  ’em  ftill,  they  are  bafe  malicious  people. 

King.  Friend,  be  not  defperate. 

Ar.  Hcornyour  courtcliess 
Strike  when  you  dare,  a fair  arm  guide  the  Gunner, 

And  may  he  let  flic  ftill  with  fortune : friend, 

Do  me  the  honor  of  a Soldiers  funerals,  ^ 

Thelaft  fair  right,  fee  me  i’th’ ground. 

And  let  the  Palace  burn  firft,  then  the  Temples, 

And  on  their  fcorn’d  gods,  ered  my  monument : 

Touch  not  the  Prmcefs,  as  you  are  a Soldier. 

^ifar.  Which  way  you  goe.  Sir, 

Imuft  follow  necelfary/y- 
One  life,  andonedeatn. 

King.  Will  you  take  a truce  yet? 

Enter  Pyniero,  Sozz,  aud  Soldiers,  with  the  Governor. 

Py.  No,  no,  go  on : 

Look  here,  your  god,  your  prophet. 

King.  How  came  he  taken  ? 

Fy.  I conjur’d  for  him.  King. 

I am  a fiire  Curr  at  an  old  blind  Prophet. 

I’ll  haunt  ye  fuch  a falfe  knave  admirably. 


A terrier  I-,  I eartht  him,  and  then  fnapt  himj 
Soz.  Saving  the  reverence  of  your  grace,  we  ftole  him, 
E’en  out  of  the  next  chamber  to  ye. 

Py.  Come,  come,  begin  King, 

Begin  this  bloudy  matter  when  you  dare  ^ 

And  yet  I ftotn  my  fword  Ihould  touch  the  ralcal, 

I’ll  tear  him  thus  before  ye.  Ha? 

What  art  thou?  ^ ' ^PuUs  his  Beard  and 

K/w.  How’s  this ! \ hair  off. 

Art  thou  a Prophet  ? 

Ru.  Come  down  Princes. 

King.  We  are  abus’d 

Oh  my  moft  dear  Armufia 

Oft  with  his  chains.  And  now  my  noble  Sifter 
Rejoyce  with  me,  I know  yc  are  pleas’d  as  I am. 

Py.  This  is  a precious  Prophet.  Why  Don  Governor, 

V\  hat  make  you  here,  how  long  have  you  taken  Orders,^ 
Ruy.  Why  what  a wretch 
Art  thou  to  work-this  mifehief? 

T o afliime  this  holy  fhape  to  ruine  honor, 

Honor  and  chaftity  j 

Enter  King,  and  all  from  above. 

Gov.  I had  paid  you  all. 

But  fortune  plaid  the  flut.  Come, 

Give  me  my  doom. 

King.  I cannot  ipeak  for  wonder. 

Gov.  Nay,  ’tis  1 Sir, 

And  here  I ftay  your  fentence. 

King.  Take  her  friend. 

You  have  half  perfwaded  me  to  be  a Chrifiian,^ 

And  with  her  all  the  joyes,  and  all  the  blelTings. 

Why  what  dream  have  we  dwelt  in  ? 

Ru.  All  peace  to  ye. 

And  all  the  happinefs  of  heart  dwell  with  ye. 

Children  as  fweet  and  noble  as  their  Parents. 

Py.  And  Kings  at  leaft. 

Ar.  Good  Sir,  forget  my  raflinefs. 

And  noble  Princeflb,  for  1 was  once  angry. 

And  out  of  that,  might  utter  fome  diftemper. 

Think  not  ’tis  my  nature. 

Syj.  Your  joy  is  ours.  Sir. 

And  nothing  we  find  in  ye,  but  moft  noble. 

King.  To  prifon  with  this  dog,  there  lethimhoul, 

And  if  he  can  repent,  figh  out  his  villanies : 

His  Ifland  we  fliall  leize  into  our  hands. 

His  Father  and  himfelf  have  both  ufiirp’d  it, 

And  kept  it  by  oppreflion  ■,  the  Town  and  Caftle, 

In  which  I lay  my  iHf  moft  miferable. 

Till  my  moft  honourable  friend  redeem’d  me, 

Signior  Pyniero,  I beftow  on  you. 

The  reft  of  next  command  upon  thefe  Gentlemen, 

Upon  ye,  all  my  love. 

Arm.  Oh  brave  Ruy  Dias, 

You  have  ftarted  now  beyond  me.  I muft  thank  ye, 

And  thank  ye  for  my  life,  my  wife  and  honor. 

Ruy.  I am  glad  I had  her  for  you.  Sir. 

King.  Come  Princes, 

Come  Friends  and  Lovers  all,  come  noble  Gentlemen, 

No  more  Guns  now,  nor  hates,  but  joyes  and  triumphs. 

An  univerfal  gladnefs  fly  about  us ; 

And  know  however  ftibtle  men  dare  call. 

And  promife  wrack,  the  gods  give  peace  at  laft, 

* Exeunt. 
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The  Perfons  reprefented  in  the  Play* 


MonCitmMaxme^t  he  Noble  Gent,  bnt  none  oftheivifefi. 
Jaques,  an  old  fervant  to  Maxine  f family^ 

Clerimont,  a GuU,  Cojin  to  Monfteur  Marine, 

A Gentleman,  Servant  to  MarineV  wife. 
Lougueville,X/»’i>  Courtiers  that  plot  to  abufi 
Beaufort,  S Marine. 


Shattillion,  a fordy  mad  for  Lovei 
Doctor, 

Page, 

Gentlemenj 

Servants, 

Duke. 


Women. 

Marine’j-  Wife^  a witty  wanton^  I ShattillionV  Mijtrifsy  a virtuous  Virgin, 

Clerimont's  a i (Imp le  countrey  Gentlewomany  > Mari^  Servant  to  Maxim* s wife. 

The  Scene  France. 


PROLOGUE. 


WIT  is  become  an  Antic^^  and  puts  on 
As  many  f japes  of  variation^ 

To  court  the  times  applauje,  as  the  times  dare^ 
Change  feveral  fajhions^  nothing  is  thought  rare 
Which  is  not  new^  and  follow' d,  yet  we  know 
That  what  was  Worn  Jome  twepty  years  agoe. 


Comes  into  grace  again,  and  we  purjue 
That  cufiom,  by  prefenting  to,  your  view 
A Play  in  fajhion  then,  not  doubting  now 
But  'twill  appear  the  fame,  if  yon  allow 
Worth  to  their  noble  memory,  whofe  name. 
Beyond  all  power  of  death,  live  in  their  fame. 


ASim  Primus. 


Enter  Gentleman  and  Jaques. 

happinefs  waits  on  the  life  at  Court, 
^®<^\^^hat  dear  content, greatnefs,  delight  ar  d eale? 
^^^^VVhatever-fpringing  hopes,  what  tides  of  ho- 
That  raile  their  fortunes  to  the  height  of  wifhes  ? nor? 
What  can  be  more  in  man,  what  more  in  nature. 

Than  to  be  great  and  fear’d?  A Courtier, 


Scdena  Prima, 

A noble  Courtier,  ’Tis  a name  that  draws 
Wonder  and  duty  from  all  eyes  and  knees. 

Jaq.  And  fo  your  Worlhips  Land  within  the  Walls, 
Where  youlhall  have  it  all  inclos’d,  and  fure. 

Gent.  Peace  knave  ^ dull  creature,bredof  fweat  and  linoke, 
Thefe  myfteries  are  far  above  thy  faith : 

But  thou  flialt  fee 

Jaq.  And  then  I lhall  believe 
Your  fair  revenues,  turn’d  into  fair  fuits; 


^ he  ^(^cbk'  Qentlemani 


279 


I (hall  believe  your  Tenant’s  bruis’d  and  rent 
Under  the  weight  of  Coaches,  all  your  (fate 
Drawn  through  the  (freets  in  triumph,  fuits  for  places 
Plied  with  a Mine  of  Gold-,  and  being  got 
Fed  with  a great  ftream.  I (hall  believe  all  this. 

Gent.  You  (hall  believe,  and  know  me  glorious. 

Cofin,  good  day  and  health. 

'Enter  Cojin. 

Co  fin.  The  fame  to  you.  Sir, 

And  more,  without  my  wilhes,  could  you  know 
What  calm  content  dwels  in  a private  houfe : 

Yet  look  into  your  felf,  retire:  this  place 

Of  promifes,  and  protedations,  fits 

Minds  only  bent  10  ruin,  you  (hould  know  this. 

You  have  their  language  perfed,  you  have  tutors 
I donotdoubt,fufficient:  butbewarei 

Gent.  You  are  merry  Cofin; 

Cofin,  Yet  your  patience. 

You  (hall  learn  that  too,  but  not  like  it  (elf. 

Where  it  is  held  a virtue  •,  tell  me  Sir, 

Have  you  cad  up  your  State,  rated  your  Land, 

And  find  it  able  to  endure  the  change 
Of  time  and  fafhion  ? is  it  always  harved  ? 

Alw'ays  vintage  ? have  you  Ships  at  Sea, 

To  bring  you  Gold  and  Stone  from  rich  Peru., 

Monthly  returning  Treafure?  doth  the  King 
Open  his  large  Exchequer  to  your  hands 
And  bid  ye  be  a great  man  ? can  your  wife 
Coin  off  her  beauty  ? or  the  week  allow 
Suits  to  each  day?  and  know  no  ebb  in  honor? 

If  thefe  be  poITible,  and  can  hold  out. 

Then  be  a Courtier  dill,  and  dill  be  wading, 

Gent.  Cofin,  pray  give  me  leave; 

Cof.  I have  done. 

Gent.  I could  requite  your  gall,  and  in  a drain 
As  bitter,  and  as  full  of  Rubarb,  preach 
Againd  your  Countrey  life,  but  ’tis  below  me 
And  only  fubjecd  to  my  pitty,  know 
The  eminent  Court,  to  them  that  can  be  wife, 
Andfadenon  her  bleflings,  is  a Sun 
That  draws  men  up  from  courfe  and  earthly  Being, 

I mean  thefe  men  of  merit  that  have  power 
And  reafon  to  make  good  her  benefits, 

Learns  them  a manly  boldnefs,  gives  their  tongues 
Sweetnefs  of  Language,  makes  them  apt  to  pleale  j 
Files  of  all  rudenefs,  and  uncivil  haviour, 

Shews  them  as  neat  in  carriage,  as  in  deaths  i 
Cofin,  have  you  ever  feen  the  Court  ? 

Cof.  No  Sir, 

Nor  am  I yet  in  travel  with  that  longing. 

Gent,  Oh  the  date  and  greatnefs  of  that  place 
Where  men  are  found 
Only  to  give  the  fird  creation  glory ! 

Thofe  are  the  models  of  the  antient  world 
Left  like  the  Roman  Statues  to  dir  up 
Our  following  hopes,  the  place  it  felf  puts  on 
The  brow  of  Majedy,  and  flings  her  ludre 
Like  the  air  newly  li^it’ned-,  Form,  and  Order, 

Are  only  there  themfelvcs,  unforc’d,  andlbimd, 

As  they  were  fird  created  to  this  place. 

Cof.  You  nobly  came,  but  will  goe  from  thence  bafe. 

Gent.  ’Twasvery  pretty,  and  a good  conceit  j 
You  have  a wit  good  Cofin,  I do  joy  in’t. 

Keep  it  for  Court : but  to  my  felf  again. 

When  I have  view’d  thefe  pieces,  turn’d  thefe  eyes, 

And  with  (bme  tade  of  fuperdition. 

Look’d  on  the  wealth  of  Nature,  the  fair  dames. 
Beauties,  that  light  the  Court,  and  make  it  (hew 
Like  a fair  heaven,  in  a frodyr  night : 

And ’mongd  thefe  mine,  not  poored,  ’tis  for  tongues 
Of  blefled  Poets,  fuch  as  was, 

T o give  their  worth  and  praifes  *,  Oh  dear  Cofin : 


You  have  a wife,  and  fair,  bring  her  hither. 

Let  her  not  live  to  be  the  Midrifs  of  a Farmers  heir 
And  be  confin’d  ever  to  a fearge, 

Far  courfer  than  my  horfe-cloth. 

Let  her  have  Velvets,  Tiffinies,  Jewels,  Pearls, 

A Coach,  an  Uiner,  and  her  two  Lacquies,  ^ 

And  I will  fend  my  wife  to  give  her  rules. 

And  read  the  rudimeuts  of  Court  to  her. 

Cof.  Sir,  1 had  rather  fend  her  to  Virginia 
To  help  to  propagate  the  Englifi^  Nation. 

Enter  Servant, 

Gent.  Sirrah,  how  flept  your  Midrifs,  and  what  vifitants 
Are  to  pay  (ervice 

Serv.  As  I came  out. 

Two  Counts  were  newly  ent’red. 

Gent.  This  is  greatnefs. 

But  fewfuch  fervants  wait  a Countrey  beauty; 

Cof.  They  are  the  more  to  thank  their  m^edy 
God  keep  my  Wife,  and  all  my  Kliie  Female 
From  dich  uprifings. 

Enter  a VoBer. 

Gent.  What  ? my  learned  Dodor  ? 

You  will  be  welcome,  give  her  health  and  youth 

And  1 win  give  you  gold.  ^xit  TioSor. 

Colin,  hovv  favors  this?  is  it  notfweet 

And  very  great,  tads  it  not  of  Noblenefs  ? 

Cof  Faith  Sir,  my  pallatis  too  dull  and  lazle 
I cannot  tade  it,  ’tis  not  for  my  relilh. 

But  be  fo  dill. 

Since  your  own  mi(ery  mud  fird  reclaim  ye 
To  which  I leave  you,  Sir,  * 

If  you  will,  yet  be  happy,  leave  the  humor 
And  bafe  fubjedionto  your  Wife,  be  wile 
And  let  her  know  with  fpeed,  you  are  her  Husband 
I (hall  be  glad  to  hear  it.  ’ 

My  horfe  is  fent  for, 

Gent.  Even  fuch  another  countrey  thing  as  this 
Was  I,  fuch  a piece  of  dirt,  fo  heavy. 

So  provident  to  heap  up  ignorance. 

And  be  anafs : fuch  mufty  cloaths  wore  I, 

So  old  and  thred-bare,  1 do  yet  remember 
Divers  young  Gallants  lighting  at  my  Gate, 

To  fee  my  honoured  Wife,  have  offered  pence. 

And  bid  me  walk  their  horfes,  fuch  a (lave 
Was  I in  (hew  then : but  my  eyes  are  open’d. 

Enter  Gent.  Wife. 

Many  fweet  morrows  to  my  worthy  Wife. 

Wife.  ’Tis  well,  and  aptly  given,  as  much  for  you. 

But  tomyprefent  bufinefs,  which  is  money 

Gent.  Lady,  I have  none  left.  ( low. 

Wife.  I hope  you  dare  not  lay  (b,nor  imagine  fo  bafe  and 
A thought : I have  none  left  ? 

Are  thefe  words  fitting  for  a man  of  worth. 

And  one  of  your  full  credit  ? Do  you  know 
The  place  you  live  in?  me?  and  what  I labour 
For,  you  ? and  your  advancement  ? 

Gent.  Yes  my  deareft. 

Wife,  And  do  you  pop  me  ofFwith  this  (light  anfwer. 

In  troth  I have  none  left?  in  troth  you  mud  have  ^ 

Nay  ftarenot,  ’tis  moil  true,  fend  fpeedily 
To  all  that  love  you,  let  your  people  flye 
Like  thunder,  through  the  City, 

And  not  return  under  five  thouland  Crowns- 

Try  all,  take  all,  let  not  a worthy  Merchant  be  untempted 

Or  any  one  that  hath  the  name  of  Money, 

Take  up  at  any  life,  give  Band,  or  Land, 

Or  mighty  Statutes,  able  by  their  ftrength. 

To  tye  up  Sampfon,  were  he  now  alive. 

There 
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There  muftbe  money  gotten;,  forte  perfwaded. 

If  we  fall  now,  or  be  but  feen  to  fnrink,  ^ 

Under  our  fair  beginnings,  ’tis  our  ruin. 

And  then  good  night  to  all,  ( but  our  difgrace  ) 

Farewel  the  hope  of  coming  happinefs, 

And  all  the  aims  we  levied  at  fo  long. 

Are  ye  not  mov’d  at  this  ? no  fenfe  of  want. 

Towards  your  felf  yet  breeding?  be  old. 

And  common jaded  to  the  eyes 

Of  Grooms,and  Pages,  Chamber-maids,  and  Guarders, 

And  when  you  have  done, put  your  poor  houfein  order 

And  hang  your  felf,  fprfuch  mull  be  the  end 

Of  him  that  willingly  forfakes  his  hopes 

And  hath  a joy  to  tumble  to  his  ruin. 

All  that  I fay  is  certain,  if  ye  fail 
Do  not  upbraid  me  with  it,  I am  clear. 

Gent.  Now  heaven  forbid  I Ihould  do  wrong  to  you 
Mydeareft  Wife,  and  Madam*,  yet  give  leave 
To  your  poor  creature  to  unfold  himfelf. 

You  know  ray  debts  are  many  more  than  means, 

My  bafids  not  taken  in,  my  friends  at  home 
Drawn  dry  with  thefe  expences,my  poor  Tenants 
More  full  of  want  than  we,  then  what  new  courfe 
Can  I beget,  to  raife  thole  crowns  by  ? fpeak. 

And  I fnall  execute. 

JVife.  Pray  tell  me  true. 

Have  you  not  Land  in  the  Countrey  ? 

Gent.  Pardon  me,  I had  forgot  it. 

I fife.  Sir,  you  mull  remember  it, 

There  is  no  remedy,  this  Land  mufl:  be, 

In  Paris  e’r  to  morrow  night. 

Gent.  It  fnall,  let  me  confider,  fome300  acres 
Willferve  the  turn. 

fife.  ’Twill  fur  nifii  at  all  points. 

Now  you  fpeak  like  your  felf,  and  know  like  him. 
That  means  to  be  a man,  fufpeft  nolefs 
For  the  return  will  give  ye  five  for  one. 

You  Ihall  be  great  to  morrow,  I have  Paid  it. 

FareWel,  and  fee  this  bufinefs  be  a-foot. 

With  expedition. 

Gent.  Health,  all  joy,  and  honor 
W^ait  on  my  lovely  Wife.  WTat?  Jaqttes^,  JaqueSt 

Enter  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Sir,  did  you  call? 

Gent.  I did  fo,  hie  thee  Jaques. 

Down  to  the  Bank,  and  there  to  fome  good  Merchant 
( Conceive  me  well,  good  and  be  private .) 

Offer  300  acres  of  ray  Land ; 

Say  it  is  choice  and  fertile,  ask  upon  it 
Five  thoufand  Crowns,  this  is  the  bufinefs 
1 mull:  employ  thee  in,  be  wife  and  fpeedy. 

Jaq.  Sir,  do  not  do  this. 

Gent.  Knave,  I mufl  have  money,  \ 

Jaq.  If  you  have  money  thus,  your  knave  mull  tell  ye 
You  will  not  have  a foot  of  Land  left,  be  more  wary. 
And  more  friend  to  your  felf,  this  honefl  Land 
Your  Worfhip  has  difearded,  has  been  true. 

And  done  you  loyal  fervice. 

Gent.  Gentle  Jaques.^ 

You  have  a merry  wit,  employ  it  well 
About  the  bufinefs  you  have  now  in  hand. 

When  ye  come  back,  enquire  me  in  the  Prefence, 

If  not  in  the  Tennis-Court,  or  at  my  houfe.  _ 

Jaq.  If  this  vain  hold,  I know  where  to  enquire  ye. 
Five  thoufand  Crowns ! this,  with  good  husbandry, 

May  hold  a month  out,  then  50comore, 

And  more  Land  a bleeding  for’t,  as  many  more. 

And  more  Land  laid  afide.  God  and  St.  Dennis 
Keep  honefc  minded  young  men  batchelors. 

’Tis  flrange,  my  Mafter  fhould  be  yet  fo  young 
A puppy,  that  he  cannot  fee  his  fall 
And  gotfc  near  the  Sun.  I’ll  to  his  Cofin. 


And  once  more  tell  him  on’t,  if  he  fail. 

Then  to  my  Mortgage,  next  unto  myfale.  Exit. 

Enter  Longovile,  Bewford,  and  the  Servant. 

Serv.  Gentlemen,  hold  on  difeourfe  a while, 

I Ihall  return  with  knowledge  how  and  where* 

We  fliall  have  befl  accels  unto  my  Millrifs 
To  tender  your  devotions. 

Long.  Be  it  fb : 

Now  to  our  firll  dilcourPe. 

Ben>.  I prethee  peace  ^ 

Thou  canll  not  be  fb  bad,  or  make  me  kno\V 
Such  things  are  living,  do  not  give  thy  felf 
So  Common  and  fo  idle,  fo  open  vile. 

So  great  a wronger  of  thy  worth,  fo  low, 

I cannot,  nor  I mull  not  credit  thee. 

Lon.  Now  by  this  light  I am  a whoremaHer, 

An  open^  and  an  excellent  -whormalter. 

And  take  a fpecial  glory  that  I am  fb : 

I thank  my  Stars  I am  a whoremafler. 

And  fuch  a one  as  dare  be  known  and  feen. 

And  pointed  at  to  be  a noble  wencher, 

Berp.  Do  not  let  all  ears  hear  this,  hark  he  Sir^ 

I am  my  felf  a whoremafler,  I am 
Believe  it  Sir  (in  private  be  it  fpoken) 

I love  a whore  dircdtly,  moll  men  are  wencherS, 

And  have  profefc  the  Science,  few  men 
That  look  upon  ye  now,  but  whoremaflers. 

Or  have  a full  delire  to  be  fb. 

Lon.  This  is  noble. 

Bem.  It  is  without  all  quellion,  being  private. 

And  held  as  needful  as  intelligence. 

But  being  once  difeover’d,  blown  abroad. 

And  known  to  common  fenles,  ’tis  no  more 
Than  geometrical  rules  in  Carpenters, 

That  only  know  Ibme  meafure  of  an  Art,, 

But  are  not  grounded:  be  no  more  deceived, 

I have  a confcience  to  reclaim  you.  Sir. 

Millakeme  not:  I do  not  bid  you  leave  your  whore 
Or  lefs  to  love  her  j forbid  it, 

I Iliould  be  fuch  a villain  to  my  friend. 

Or  Ib unnatural:  ’twas  never  harbor’d  here. 

Learn  to  be  fecret  firll,  then  Ilrike  your  Deer. 

Lon.  Your  fairinflrudions,  I Ihall  learn. 

Betv.  And  you  fhall  have  them  *,  1 defire  your  care. 

Lon.  They  are  your  fervants. 

Bem.  You  mufl  not  love. 

Lon.  How  Sir  ? 

Bert^.  I mean  a Lady,  there’s  danger. 

She  hath  an  Ufher  and  a Waiting  Gentlewoman, 

A Page,  a Coach-man,  thefe  are  fee’d  and  fee’d 
And  yet  for  all  that  will  be  prating. 

Lon.  So. 

Bea\  You  underlland  me  Sir,  they  will  difeover’t. 

And  there  is  a lofsof  credit,  Table-talk 
Will  be  the  end  of  this,  or  worfe,  than  that*. 

Will  this  be  worthy  of  a Gentleman  ? 

Long.  Proceed  good  Sir. 

Bew,  Next  leave  your  City  Dame  ^ 

The  bell  of  that  Tribe,  are  molt  meerly  coy. 

Or  mollextreamly  foolilh,  both  which  vices 
Are  no  great  ftirrers  up,  unlefs  in  Husbands 
That  owe  this  Cattle,  fearing  her  that’s  coy 
To  be  but  feeming,  her  that’s  fool  too  forward. 

Lon.  This  is  the  rarell  fellow,  and  the  fbundell, 

I mean  in  knowledge,  that  e’r  wore  a Codpiece, 

H’as  found  out  that  will  pafs  all  Italy., 

All  France 2ind  En^land-.,tothe\T  lhames  Ilpeak, 

And  to  the  griefs  of  all  their  Gentlemen, 

The  noble  Theory  of  Luxury, 

Bern.  Your  patience. 

And  1 will  lay  before  your  eyes  a courfc 
That  I my  felf  found  out,  ’tis  excellent, 

Eafie, 
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Eafie,  and  full  of  freedonie. 

Long.  O good  Sir, 

You  rack  me  till  I know  it. 

Bexv.  This  it  is, 

When  your  defire  is  up,  your  blood  well  heated 
And  apt  for  fweet  encounter, chufe  the  night. 

And  with  the  night  your  Wench,  the  ftreets  have  Ilore, 
There  feize  upon  her,  get  her  to  your  chamber, 

Give  her  a cardecew',  ’tis  toyal  payment  ^ 

When  ye  are  dull,  difmifs  her,  no  man  knows. 

Nor  file  her  felf,  who  hath  encountred  her. 

Lon.  O but  their  faces. 

Ben>.  Nere  talke  of  faces  : 

The  night  allows  her  equal  with  a Dutchel^ 

Imagination  doth  all  think  her  fair. 

And  great,  clapt  in  Velvet,  Ihe  is  fb,  ^ - - 

Sir,  I have  tryed  thofe,  and  do  find  it  certain 
It  never  fades  me,.?tis  but  twelve  nights  fince 
My  lalt  experience. 

Lon.  O my  meiching  Varlet,  I’ll  fit  ye  as  I live. 

’Tis  excellent,  I’ll  be  your  Scholar  Sir. 

Lntcr  Lady  and  Servant. 

JVife.  You  are  fairly  welcome  both : troth  Gentlemen 
You  have  been  ftrangers,  I could  chide  you  for’t, 

And  taxeye  with  unkindnefs.  What’s  the  news? 

The  Town  was  never  empty  of  fome  novelty, 

> Servant,  What’s  your  intelligence  ? 

Ser.  Faith  nothing. 

I have  not  heard  of  any  worth  relating. 

Berv.  Nor  1 fweet  Lady. 

Lon.  Then  give  me  attention, 

Mon/teur  Shaltillion^ s mad. 
m/e.  Mad? 

Lon.  Mad  as  May-butter, 

And  which  is  more,  mad  for  a Wrench. 

Lady.  ’Tis  ftrange,  and  full  of  pity. 

Lon.  All  that  comes  near  him 
He  thinks  are  come  of  purpofe  to  betray  him, 

Being  fiill  of  ftrange  conceit : the  wench  he  loved 
Stood  very  near  the  Crown. 

Lady.  Alafs  good  Monfieur  •, 

A’  was  a proper  man,  and  fair  demean’d, 

A Perfon  worthy  of  a better  temper. 

Lon.  He  is  ftrongopinion’dthat  the  Wench  he  lov  d 
Remains  dole  prilbner  by  the  Kings  command  : 

Fearing  her  title,  when  the  poor  grieved  Gentlewoman 
Follows  him  much  lamenting,  and  much  loving 
In  hope  to  make  him  well,  he  knows  her  not. 

Nor  any  elle  that  comes  to  vifit  him. 

L^idy.  Let’s  walk  in  Gentlemen,  and  there  dilcourfe 
His  further  mileries,  you  fliall  ftay  dinner, 

In  truth  you  muft  olky. 

Om.  We  are  your  fervants.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Couzen. 

Coitf.  There’s  no  good  to  be  done,  no  cure  to  be  wrought 
Upon  my  defperate  Kinfman;  I’ll  to  horfe 
And  leave  him  to  the  fc^Is  whip,  mifery. 

I lhall  recover  twenty  miles  this  night. 

My  horfe  ftands  ready,  I’ll  away  with  fpecd. 

Enter  Shattillion. 

Shat.  Sir,  may  I crave  your  name  ? 

Coxf.  Yes  Sir  you  may : 

My  name  is  Cleremonf. 

Shat.  ’Tis  well,  your  faftion? 

What  party  knit  you  with  ? 

Couf.  I know  no  parties, 

Nor  no  Fadlions,  Sir. 

Shat.  Then  weare  this  Crofs  of  white : 


(jentleman. 

And  where  you  fee  the  like  they  are  my  friends, 

Obferve  them  well,  the  time  is  dangerous,  (fellow 

Couf.  Sir  keep  your  crofs , I’ll  weare  none , fuie  this 
Is  much  befidehimfelf,  grown  mad. 

Shat.  A word  Sir  j 

You  can  pick  nothing  out  of  this,  this  croft 
Is  nothing  but  a crofs,  a very  crofs. 

Plain,  without  fpell,  or  witchcra'.t,  fearch  it. 

You  may  fufpe'ft,and  well,  there’s  poyfbn  in’t, 

Powder,  or  wild-fire,  but  ’tis  nothing  fb. 

Couf.  I do  believe  you.  Sir, ’tis  a plain  crofs. 

Shat.  Then  do  your  worft,  1 care  not,  tell  the  King, 
Let  him  know  all  this,  as  I am.  lure  he  fhall  y 
When  you  have  fpit  your  venome,  then  will  I 
Stand  up  a faithful,  and  a loyal  Subjeft, 

And  foGod  faveHis  Grace,  this  is  no  Treafon. 

Couf.  He  is  March  mad,  farewell  Monfieur.  Exit  Couzen. 
Shat  Farewel  ■, 

I fliall  be  here  attending,  ’tis  my  life 
They  aime  at,  there’s  no  way  to  lave  it,  well 
Let  ’em  fpread  all  their  nets : they  fhall  not  draw  me 
Into  any  open  Treafon,  I can  fee, 

And  can  beware,  I have  my  wits  about  me, 

I thank  heaven  for’t. 

Enter  Love. 

Love.  There  he  goes. 

That  was  the  faireft  hope  the  French  Court  bred. 

The  worthieft  and  the  fweeteft  temper’d  fpirit. 

The  trueft,  and  the  valianteft,  the  beft  of  judgment, 

Till  moft  unhappy  I : fever’d  thofe  virtues. 

And  turn’d  his  wit  wild  with  a coy  denial, 

Which  heaven  forgive  me,  and  be  pleas’d,  O heaven 
To  give  again  his  fenfes : that  my  love 
May  ftrike  off all  my  follies. 

Shat.  Lady. 

Love.  1 Sir. 

Shat.  Your  will  with  me  fweet  Lady. 

Love.  Sir,  I come. 

Shat.  From  the  dread  fbvereign  King,  I know  it  Lady, 
He  is  a gracious  Prince,  long  may  he  live. 

Pertain  you  to  his  chamber  ? 

Lov.  No  indeed  Sir, 

That  place  is  not  for  women.  Do  you  know  me  ? 

Shat.  Yes,  I do  know  you. 

Lov.  What’s  my  name  ? pray  you  fpeak. 

Shat.  That’s  all  one,  I do  know  you  and  your  bufinefs. 
You  aredifeover’d  Lady,  1 am  wary. 

It  ftands  upon  my  life pray  excufe  me. 

The  beft  man  of  this  Kingdom  fentyou  hither. 

To  dive  into  me,  have  I toucht  you  ? ha  ? 

Lov.  You  are  deceiv’d  Sir,  I come  from  your  love. 

That  fends  you  fair  commends , and  many  kilTes.  ^ 

Shat.  Alafs,  podf  foul.  How  does  Ihe  ? Is  Ihe  living? 
Keeps  fne  her-bed  ftill? 

Lov.  Still  Sir,  She  is  living. 

And  well,  and  fliall  do  fo. 

Shat.  Are  ye  in  counfel  ? 

Lov.  No  Sir,  nor  any  of  my  fex. 

Shat.  Why  fo. 

If  you  had  been  in  counfel,  you  would  know, 

Her  time  to  be  but  flender  •,  fhe  muft  die, 

Lov.  I do  believe  it,  Sir. 

Shat.  And  fuddenly. 

She  ftands  too  near  a fortune. 

Lov.  Sir  ? 

Shat.  ’Tis  fb,  , 

There  is  no  jefting  with  a Princes  Title, 

Would  we  had  both  been  born  of  common  parents, 

And  liv’d  a private  and  retir’d  life. 

In  homely  cottage,  w'e  had  then  enjoyed. 

Our  loves,  and  our  embraces,  thefe  are  things, 

That  cannot  tend  to  Treafon 

N n 
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Lov.  I am  wretched. 

Shat.  O I pray  as  often  for  the  King  as  any. 

And  with  as  true  a heart,  for’s  continuance, 

And  do  moreover  pray  his  heirs  may  live  •, 

And  their  fair  illues,thenasl  am  bound 
For  all  the  Hates  and  commons : if  thele  prayers 
Be  any  vvayes  ambitious,  I fubmit, 

And  lay  my  head  daw.n,let  ’em  take  itofi  ; 

You  mayinformeagainltme,  but  withal! 

Remember  my  obedience  to  the  Crown, 

And  fervice  to  the  State. 

Lov.  Good  Sir,  1 love  ye. 

Shat.  Then  love  the  gracigus  King,.and  fay  with  me 
Lov.  Heaven  lave  his  Grace. 

Shat.  This  is  ftrange 

■ A woman  Ihould  be  fent  to  undermine  me. 

And  buz  love  into  me  to  try  my  fpirit  ^ 

Offer  me  kilfes,  and  enticing  follies. 

To  make  me  open,  and  betray  my  felf  y 
It  was  a fubtile  and  a dangerous  plot. 

And  very,  foindly  followed,  farewel  Lady, 

Let  me  have  equal  hearing,  and  relate 
: I am  an  honeft  Man.  Heaven  fave  the  King..  Exit. 

Love,  ril  never  leave  him,till,by  art  or  prayer, 

; I have  reltor’d  his  fenfes.  If  I make 
Him  perfed  Man  again,  he’s  mdne,till  when, 
i I here  abjure  all  loves  of  other  men.  Exit. 

[ Euler  Cozen,  and  Jaques. 

Jaques.  Nay,  good  Sir  be  perfwaded,  go  but  back, 

And  tell  him  hee’s  undone,  fay  nothing  elfe  •, 

And  you  fliall  fee  how  things  will  work  upon’t 

• Cozen.  Not  fo  good  Jaques.^  I am  held  an  alley 
A Countrey  Fool,  good  to  converfe  with  dirt, 

. And  eate  courfe  bread,  weare  the  worft  Woqll, 

Know  nothing  but  the  high-way  to  Paris., 

And  wouldft  thpu  have  me  bring  thefe  ftains. 

And  imperfedions  re  the  rifing  view 
I Of  the  right  worfhipful  thy  worthy  Malter  ?• 
i They  muft  bebright,  and  flune,  their  deaths 

• Soft  Velvet, and  the  Tjrijw  Purple 

'Like  the  gums,  hung  like  the  Sun, 

Their  golden  beames  on  all  fides  ^ 

' Such  as  tiiefe  may  come  and  know 
Thy  Mailer  , 1 am  bafe,  and  dare  n®t  Ipeak  unto  liim,. 
Hee’s  above  me. 

J(t.  If  ever  you  did  love  him,.or  his  Hate, 

His  name,  his  inue,or  your  felf,  go  back : 

’Twill  beanhoneHand  a:  noble  part 
Worthy  a Kinfmanyfave  900  Acres 
^From  prefent  execution  y they  have  had  fentence, 
Andcaonot  be  repriev’d,  be  merciful. 

Co.  Have  I not  urg’d  already  all  the  reafons, 

I had  to  draw  him  from  his  will  > his  r J(n  ? 

But  all  in  vain,  no  counfel  will  prevail-, 

H’as  fixt  himfelf, there’s  no  removing, 

’Twill  prove  but  breath  and  labor  fpent  in  vain, 

^I’ll  to  my  horfe,  farewell. 

Ja.  For  Gods  fake.  Sir, 

' As  ever  you  have  hope  of  joy, turn  back  y 
I’ll  be  your  Have  &r  ever,do  but  gOy 
And  I will  lay  fuch  fair  diredions  to  you 
That  if  he  be  not  doting  on  his  fall. 

He  Ihall  recover  light,  and  fee  his  danger. 

And  ye  fliall  tell  him  of  his  Wives  abufes, 

I fear, too  foul  againH  hiiuy  how  Ihe  plots, 

. With  our  young  Mounfiers,  to  milk-dry  her  husband,. 

And  lay  it  on  their  backs-,  the  next  her  pride 
Then  what  liis  debts  are,  and  how  infinite 
,The  curfesof  his  Tenants,  this  will  work 
I’ll  pawn  my  life  and  head,  he  cries  away. 

I’ll  to  my  houle  in  the  Countrey. 

Co.  Come,  I’ll  go,  and  once  more  try  him, 


If  he  yield  not,  lb. 

The  next  that  tryes  him  fliall  be  want  and  woe.  Exeunt 


JBus  Secundus, 


S Coen  a Prim  a. 

Enter  Gentleman.,  Solus, 

Gent.  Jaqittt, 

Jaq.  Sir.  Iftthin. 

Gent.  Rile  Jaques  ’tis  grown  day. 

The  Country  life  is  beH,  where  quietly. 

Free  from  the  darner  of  thetrouWed  Court, 

We  may  enjoy  our  own  green  lhadowed  walks. 

And  keep  a moderate  diet  without  art. 

Why  did  I leave  my  houfe,  and  bring  my  Wife, 

To  know  the  manner  of  this  fubtile  place 
I would,  when  firft  theluH  to  fame  and  honor, 

PolIeH  me,  I had  met  with  any  evil. 

But  that^  had  I been  tied  to  Hay  at  home. 

And  earn  the  bread  for  the  whole  family^ 

With  my  own  hand,  happy  had  I been. 

Enter  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Sir,  this  is  from  your  wonted  courfe  at  home, 
When  did  ye  there  keep  fuch  inordinate  hours? 

Goe  to  bed  late  ? Hart  thrice  ? and  call  on  me  ? 

Would  you  were  from  this  place  ^ our  Councrey  fleeps. 
Although  they  were  but  of  that  moderate  leng^ 

That  might  maintain  us  in  our  daily  work, 

Y et  were  they  found  and  fweet.  (together  ^ 

Gent.  I Jaques,  there  we  dreamt  not  of  our  Wiv?S,  we  lay 
And  needed  not  -,  now  at  length  my  Cozens  words, 

So  truly  meant,  mixt  with  thy  timely  prayers 
So  often  urged,  to  keep  me  at  my  home. 

Condemn  me  quite. 

Ja.  ’Twas  not  your  fathers  conrle : 

He  liv’d  and  dy’d  in  Orleance,  where  he  had 

His  Vines  as  fruitful  as  experience 

(Which  is  the  ait  of  Husbandry)  could  make-. 

He  had  his  preflb  for  ’em,  and  his  wines 
Were  held  the  beft,  and  out-lbld  other  Mens, 

His  corn  and  cattel  ferv’d  the  neighbor  Towns 

With  plentiful  provifion,  yet  his  thrift 

Could  mifs  one  BeaH  amongH  the  heard 

He  rul’d  more  where  he  liv’d,  than  ever  you  will  here. 

Gent.  ’Tis  true,  why  Ihould  my  , Wife  then,  ’gaiiiH  my 
Perfwade  me  to  continue  in  this  courfe  ? (good, 

Ja.  Why  did  you  bring  her  hither  at  the  firH, 

Before  you  warm’d  her  blood  with  new  delights  ? 

Our  Coiintrey  fports  could  have  contented  her^ 

When  you  firH  married  her  a puppet-play 
Pleas’d  her  as  well  as  now  the  tilting  doth. 

She  thought  her  felf  brave  in  a bugle  chain. 

Where  Orient  pearl  will  fcarce  content  her  now. 

Gent.  Sure  Jaques,  Ihe  fees  iomething  for  my  good 
More  than  I do^  file  oft  will  talk  to  me. 

Of  Offices,  and  that  Ihe  Ihortly  hopes, 

By  her  acquaintance  with  the  friends  Hie  hath, 

To  get  a place  ffiali  many  times  outweigh 
Our  great  expences,  and  if  this  be  lb 

Ja.  Think  better  of  her  words,  Ihe  doth  deceive  you, 
And  only  for  her  vain  and  fenfnal  ends 
Perfwade  ye  thus.  Let  me  be  fet  to  dwell 
For  ever  naked  in  the  bareH  Ibil, 

.So  you  will  dwell  from  hence. 

Gent.  I lee  my  folly, 

Pack 
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Pack  up  my  ftufFe,  1 will  away  this  morne, 

Hafte— hafte. 

Ja.  I,  now  I fee  your  Father’s  honors  . , . • 

Trebling  upon  you^and  the  many  prayers 
TheCountrcy  fpent  for  him,  which  aimoft  now  - 
Begun  to  turn  to  curies,  turning  back, 

And  falling  like  a mighty  fliovver  j . 

Upon  ye. 

Gent.  Goe,.call  my  W ife. 

Ja.  But  fhall  ihe  not  prevail, 

And  fway  you,  as  file  oft  hath  done  before  ? y-' 

Gent  I will  not  hear  her,  butraileon  her. 

Till  I be  ten  miles  off!  • 

Ja.  If  you  be  forty, 

I ’Twill  not  be  worfe  Sir : 

' Gent.  Call  her  up, 

Ja.  I will  Sir.  • Exit. 

' Gent.  Why  what  an  Afs  was  I that  fuch  a thing 
As  a W’ife  is  could  rule  me  ? 

Know  not  I that  woman  was  created  for  the  man, 

That  her  dehres,  nay  all  her  thoughts  Ihould  be 
As  his  are?  is  my  fenfe  reffor’d  at  length? 

Now  fhe  iliall  know,  that  which  flie  fliouid  defire, 

She  hath  a husband  that  can  govern  her. 

Enter  Wife, 

If  her  defires  leads  me  againfl  my  will  ^ 

Are  you  come  ? 

Wife.  What  fad  unwonted  courfe 
iNlakes  you  raife  me  fo  foon,  that  went  to,  bed 
So  late  lalf -night. 

Gent.  O you  iliall  goe  to  bed  iboner  hereafter, 

.And  be  rais’d  again  at  thrifty  hours : 

In  Summer  time  wee’I  walk 

An  hour  after  our  Supper,  and  to  bed. 

In  Winter  you  fhall  have  a fet  at  Cards, 

And  fet  your  Maids  to  work. 

Wife.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Gent.  I will  no  more  of  your  new  tricks,  your  honors, 
Your  Offices,  and  all  your  large  preferments. 

Which  ftill  you  beat  into  my  ears,  hang  o’er  me, 

I’ll  leave  behind  for  others,  the  great  fway 
Which  I fhajl  bear  at  Court ; my  living  here 
With  countenance  of  your  honoured  friends. 

I’ll  be  content' to  lofe ; for  you  fpeak  this 
Only  that  you  may  ftill  continue  here 
In  wanton  eafe ; and  draw  me  to  confume, 

In  cloaths  and  other  things  idle  for  iltew. 

That  which  my  Father  got  with  honeft  thrift. 

Wife.  Why,  who  hath  been  with  you  Sir, 

That  you  talk  thus  out  of  Frame. 

Gent,  You  make  a fool  of  me : 

You  provide  one  to  bid  me  forth  to  fupper, 

And  make  me  promife  ^ then  mufl  fome  one  or  other 
Invite  you  forth,  if  you  have  born  your  felf 
Loofely  to  any  Gentleman  in  my  fight 
At  home,  you  ask  me  how  I like  the  carriage. 

Whether  if  were  not  rarely  for  my  good. 

And  open’d  not  a way  to  my  preferment  ? 

; Come,  I perceive  all : talk  not,  we’ll  away. 

Wife.  Why  Sir,  you’ll  flay  till  the  next  triumph 
Day  be  paft  ? 

Gent.  I,  you  have  kept  me  here  triumphing 
Thisfeven  years,  and  I have  ridden  through  the  flreets, 
And  bought  embroyder’d  hofe  and  foot-cloths  too, 

' |To  fhew  a fubjedls  zeal,  I rode  before 
In  this  moft  gorgeous  habit,  and  faluted 
All  the  acquaintance  Icouldefpie 
From  any  window,  thefe  are  wayes  ye  told  me 
To  raife  me*,  I fee  all : make  you  ready  ftraight. 

And  in  that  Gown  which  you  came  firft  to  Town  in, 
Your  fafe-guard,  cloak,  and  your  hood  futable : 

I Thus  on  a double  gelding  fhall  you  anibk, 


And^  my  man  Jaques  fliall  be  fet  before  you. 

Wife.  But  will  you  goe  ? 

; Gent,  I w'ill. 

• Wife.  And  fhall  I too? 

! Gent.  And  you  fliall  too. 

Wife.  But  fliall  I by  this  light  ? 

Gent.  Why  by  this  light  you  fhall. 

Wife.  Then  by  this  light 
You  have  no  care  of  your  Eflate,  and  mine. 

Have  we  been  feven  years  venturing  in  a Ship, 

And  now  upon  return , with  a fair  wind,  * 

And  a calm  Sea,  full  fraught  with  ourownwifhes 
Laden  with  wealth  and  honor  to  the  brim,  * 

And  fnall  we  flye  away  and  not  receive  it  ? 

Have  we  been  tilling,  fowing,  labouring, 

With  pain  and  charge  a long  and  tedious  winter, 

And  when  we  fee  the  corn  above  the  ground. 

Youthful  as  is  the  Morn  and  the  foil  care. 

That  promifes  to  ffuffe  our  fpacious  garners. 

Shall  we  then  let  it  rot,  and  never  reap  it? 

Gent.  Wife  talke  no  more,  your  Rhetorick  comes  too  late 
I am  inflixible  ^ and  how  dare  you  ^ 

Adventure  to  diredb  my  courfe  of  life  ? 

Was  not  the  husband  made  to  rule  the  Wife? 

Wife.  ’Tis  true ; but  where  the  man  doth  mils  his  way, 
It  is  the  Womans  part  to  fet  him  rights 
So  Fathers  have  a power  to  guide  their  Sons 
In  all  their  courfes,  yet  you  oft  have  feen 
Poor  little  children,  that  have  both  their  eyes, 

Lead  their  blind  Fathers. 

Gen,  She  has  a plaguy  wit,  ‘ 

I fayyou’r  but  a little  piece  of  man. 

Wife.  But  fuch  a piece,  as  being  tsneaway, 

Man  cannot  laft;  the  faireff  and  talleft  fhip. 

That  ever  fail’d,  is  by  a little  piece  of  the  fame 
Wfood,  fteer’d  right,  and  turn’d  about. 

Gen.  ’Tis  true  fhe  fayes,  her  anfwersftand  with  reafbn. 

Wife.  But  Sir,  your  Cozin  put  this  in  your  head, 

Who  is  an  enemy  to  your  preferment, 

Becaufe  1 fhould  not  take  place  of  his  wife ; 

Come,  by  this  kifs,  thou  fhalt  not  go  fweet  heart. 

Gen.  Come,  by  this  kifs  I will  go  Sweet-heart, 

On  with  your  riding  ffuffe;  Ikcov  your  tricks. 

And  if  preferment  fall  ere  you  be  ready, 

’Tis  welcome,  elfe  adieu  the  City  life. 

Wife.  Well,  Sir,  I will  obey. 

Gent.  About  it  then. 

Wife.  To  pleafe  your  humor  I would  drefs  my  felf, 

In  the  moft  loathfome  habit  you  could  name. 

Or  travel  any  whether  o’re  the  World, 

If  you  command  me,  it  fhall  ne’r  be  laid. 

The  frailty  of  a woman,  whofe  weak  mind, 

Is  often  fet  onloofe  delights,  and  fhews, 

Hathdrawnher  husband  to  confume  his  ftate. 

In  the  vain  hope  of  that  which  never  fell. 

Gen.  About  it  then,  women  are  pleafant  creatures. 
When  once  a man  begins  to  know  himfelf. 

Wife.  But  harkyouSir,bccaufeI  will  be  fore, 

. You  fnall  have  no  excufe,  no  word  to  fay 
In  your  defence  hereafter  •,  when  you  fee 
i What  honors  were  prepar’d  for  you  and  me. 

Which  you  thus  willingly  have  thrown  away, 

I tell  you  I did  look  for  prefent  honor, 

This  morning  for  you,  which  I know  had  coraei 
But  if  they  do  not  come  ere  I am  ready 
( Which  I will  be  the  fooner  leaft  they  fhould) 

When  I am  once  fet  in  a countrey  life. 

Not  all  the  power  of  earth  fliall  alter  me. 

Not  all  your  prayers  or  threats  fhall  make  me  fpeak 
The  leaft  words  to  my  honorable  friends. 

To  do  you  any  grace. 

Gent.  I will  not  wifh  it. 

Wife.  And  never  more  hope  to  be  honorable, 

Cent,  My  hopes  are  lower. 

N n 2 


Wife.  As 
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IFife.  As  I live  you  fhall  not. 

You  Ihall  be  fo  far  from  the  name  of  noble 
That  you  fliall  never  fee  a Lord  again  y 
You  lhall  not  fee  a iMaske,  or  Barriers, 

Or  Tilting,  or  a fblemn  Chriftning, 

Or  a great  Marriage,  or  new  Fire-works, 

Or  any  bravery  but  you  lhall  live 

At  home,  befpotted  with  your  own  lov’d  durt. 

In  feurvy  cloaths-,  as  you  were  wont  to  doe. 

And  to  content  you,  I will  bve  fo  too. 

Gen.  Tis  all  I willi,  make  hafte,  theday  di’awson. 

It  lliall  be  my  care  to  fee  your  Stuffe  paekt  up. 

IFife.  It  lhall  be  my  care  to  gull  you : you  lhall 
And  more  than  lb,  intreat  me  humbly  too. 

You  lhall  have  honors  prefcntlyj  Maria. 

E)Her  Maria. 

Mar.  Madam. 

JFife.  Bring  hither,  pen,  ink,  and  paper. 

Ma.  ’Tis  here. . 

JFfe.  Your  Maher  will  not  hay, 

Unlefs  preferment  come  vvitliin  an  hour. 

Aw,  Let  him  command  one  of  the  City  gates. 

In  time  of  mutiny,  or  you  may  provide  him. 

To  be  one  of  the  counfel  for  invading. 

Some  favage  Countrey  to- plant  Chrihian  faith. 

IFfe.  No,  no,-I  have  it  for  him,  call  my  page*. 

Now,  my  dear  husband,  there  it  is  will  lit  you.  Ex.  Maria. 

And  when  the  world  lliall  fee  what  I have  done. 

Let  it  not  move  the  fpleen  of  any  Wife, 

To  make  an  Aft  of  her  beloved  husband. 

Without  good  ground,  but  if  they  will  be  drawn 
To  anyreafon  %you,  do  not  gull  them^ 

But  if  they  grow  conceited  of  themfelves. 

And'  be  fine  Gentlemen-,  have  no  mercy,, 

Publilh  them  fo  the  World,  ’twill  do  them  good 
When  they  lhall  fee  their  follies  underltood. 

Go  bear  thefe  Letters  to  my  fervant. 

And  bid  himraak*  hafte,  I willdreft  myfelf, 
n all  the  Journey-CIoaths  f us-’d  before. 

Not  to  ride,  but  to  make  the  Laughter  more;  Exit. 

Enter  Gentleman,  ^rWJaques. 

Gent.  Is  all  paekt  up  ? 

Ja.  All,  all  Sir,  there  is-  no  tumbler 
Runs  through  his  hoop  with  more  dexterity, ■ 

Then  I about  this  bulinelsr.’Tisaday, 

That  I have  long  long’d  to  fee. 

Gent.  Come,  W'here’s  my  Spurs  ? 

Ja.  Here,  Sir,  and  now  ’tis  come. 

■-  Gent.  I,  Jaques.^  now, 

I thank  my  fates,  I can  command  my  Wife. 

Ja.  I am  glad  to  fee  it.  Sir, 

Gent.  I do  not  love  alwayes. 

To  be  made  a puppie, 

Ja.  But,  yet  me  thinks  your  Worlhip  does  not  look,^ 
Right  like  a Countrey  Gentleman. 

Gent.  I will,  give  me  my  t’other  hat. 

Ja.  Here. 

Gent.  So,  my  Jerkin. 

Ja.  Yes,  sir. 

Gent.  On  with  it  Jaques.^  thou  and  I 
Will  live  fo  finely  in  the  Countrey, 

And  have  fuch  pleafant  walks  into  the  Woods 
A mornings,  and  then  bring  home  riding-rods. 

And  walking  ftaves 

Ja.  And  I will  bear  them.  Sir, 

And  Skurdge-fticks  for  the  children. 

Gent.  So  thou  lhalt. 

And  thou  lhak  do  all,  over-fee  my  Work-folkcs, 

And  at  the  weeks  end  pay  them  all  their  wages, 

Ja.  I will.  Sir,  fo  your  Worlhip  give  me  Money! 


Cent.  Thou  lhalt  receive  all  too:  give  me  my  Drawers. 
Ja.  They  are  ready.  Sir. 

Gent.  And  I will  make  thy  Miftrift, 

My  wife,  look  to  her  landrie,  and  her  dairy. 

That  we  may  Have  our  linnen  clean  onSiuadaye^. 

Ja.  And  Holy-dayes. 

Gent.  I,  and  ere  we  walk  about  the  Grounds 
Provide  our  break-faft. 

Or  Ihe  lhall  finoke,  I’ll  have  her  a gootf  hufwife  ^ 

She  lhall  not  make  a voyage  to  her  Sifters, 

But  Ihe  lhall  live-  at  home, 

And  feed  her  pullen  fat,  and  fee  hei*  Maides 
In  bed  before  her,  and  lock  all  the  doors. 

Ja.  Why  that  will  be  a life  for  Kings  and  Queens. 

Gen.  Give  me  my  Scarfe  with  the  great  Button  quickly. 
Ja»  ’Tis  done,  Sir. 

Gen.  Now  my  Mittens,. 

Ja.  Here  they  are.  Sir, 

Gen.  ’Tis  well : now  my  great  dagger. 

Ja.  There. 

Gen.  Why  foi  thus  it  Ihould  be,  no, v my  riding  rod. 
Ja.  There’s  nothing  wanting.  Sir. 

Gen.  Another,  man,  to  ftick  under  my  girdle. 

Ja.  There  it  is. 

Gent.  All  is  well. 

Ja.  Why  now  methinks  your  Worlhip  looks 
Like  to  your  felf,  a Man  of  means  and  credit, 

So  did  your  grave  and  famous  Anceftors, 

Ride  up  and  down  to  Fairs,  and  cheapen  cattel. 

Gent.  Goe,  haften  your  Miftrift,  Sirra. 

Ja.  It  fliall  be  done.  ’ Ex.  Jaques. 

Enter  Servant  and  Page. 

Ser.  Who’s  that?  who’s  that  Boy? 

Page.  1 think  it  be  my  Mafter.  (rod? 

Ser.  Who,  he  that  walkes  in  gray,  whisking  his  riding 
Pag.  Yes,  Sir,  ’tis  he. 

Ser.  ’Tis  he  indeed  •,  he  is  prepar’d 
For  his  new  journey  ^ when  I wink  upon  you. 

Run  out  and  tell  the  Gentleman  ’tis  time 

Monfienr  good  day.  • (dy. 

Gen.  Monpeur.,  your  Miftrift  is  within,  but  yet  not  rea- 
Ser.  My  bulTnefs  is  with  you.  Sir  j ’tis  reported, 

1 know  not  whether  by  feme  enemy 
Malicioufly,  that  envies  your  great  hopes^ 

And  would  be  ready  to  few  difcontents 
Betwixt  his  Majefty,  and  you,  or  truely. 

Which  on  my  faith  I would  be  ferry  for. 

That  you  intend  to  leave  the  Court  in  hafte. 

Gen.  Faith,  Sir,  within  this  half  hour.  Jaques 
Jaqnes  rvitbin : Sir  ? 

‘ Gent.  Is  my  Wife  ready? 

Ja.  Prefcntly, 

' Ser.  But  Sir, 

I needs  muft  tell  you,  as  I am  yotir  friend,  , 

You  Ihould  have  ta’en  your  journey  privater,’ 

For  ’tis  already  blai’^d  about  the  Court. 

Gen.  Why  Sir,  I hope  it  is  no  Treafen,is  it? 

Ser.  ’Tis  true.  Sir,  but ’tis  grown  the  common  talk^ 
There’s  nodifcoveryelfe  held,  and  in  the  prefence 
All  the  Nobility  and  Gentry, 

Have  nothing  in  their  mouths  but  only  this, 

Monpeur  Marine.,  that  noble  Gentleman, 

Is  now  departing  hence : every  Mans  face 
Looks  ghaftly  on  his  fellows  j fuch  a fadneft 
(Before  this  day)  I ne’er  beheld  in  Court, 

Mens  hearts  begin  to  fail  them  when  they  hear  it. 

In  expectation  of  the  great  event 

That  needs  muft  follow  it,  pray  Heaven  it  be  good ! 

Gen.  Why,  I had  rather  all  their  hearts  Ihould  fail. 

Than  I ftay  here  until  my  purfe  fail  me. 

Ser.  But  yet  you  are  a SubjeCt,  and  beware, 

I charge  you  by  the  love  1 bear  to  you, 

How 
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How  you  do  venture  rafhly  on  a courfe. 

To  make  your  Sovereign  jealous  of  your  deeds, 

For  Princes  jealoufies,  where  they  love  molt, 

Areeafily  found,  but  they  be  hardly  loft. 

Gen.  Come,thefe  are  tricks,  I fmell  ’em,  I will  goe. 

Ser.  Have  1 not  flill  profelt  my  felf  your  friend  ? 

Gen.  Yes,  butyounev^r  fliewd  it  tb  me  yet. 

Ser.  But  now  I will,  becaufe  I fee  you  wife, 

And  give  ye  thus  much  light  into  a bulinefs. 

That  came  to  me  but  now,  be  refolute. 

Stand  ftiflyto  it  that  you  will  depart. 

And  prefently. 

Gen.  Why  fb  I mean  to  dde. 

Ser.  And  by  this  light  you  maybe  what  yoilwiil  ^ 

WiU  you  be  fecret,Sir? 

Gen.  Why?  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Ser.  The  King  does  fear  you. 

Gent.  How  ? 

Sir.  And  is  now  in  Counfel  ^ 

Gent.  About  me? 

Ser.  About  you,  and  you  be  wife. 

You’ll  find  he’s  in  Counfel  about  you  ; 

His  Counfellors  have  told  him  all  the  truth. 

Gent.  What  truth  ? 

Ser.  Why,  that  which  now  he  knows  too  well. 

Gent.  What  is’t?  > 

Ser.  That  you  have  followed  him  feven  years. 

With  .a  great  train : and  though  he  have  notgrac’t  you, 
Yet  you  have  div’d  into  the  hearts  of  thoufands. 

With  liberality  and  noble  carriage  •, 

And  if  you  fhould  depart  home  unprefer’d. 

All  difeontented,  and  feditious  fpirits 
Would  flock  to  you,  and  thruft  you  into  adion : 

With  whofe  help,  and  your  Tenants,  who  doth  not  know 
flf  you  were  fo  difpos’d  :)  . ' 

How  great  a pait  of  this  yet  fertile  peaceful  Realm  of  France 
You  might  make  defolate  ? but  when  the  King 
Heard  this 

Gent.  What  laid  he  ? 

Ser.  Nothing,  but  fnook. 

As  never  Chriflian  Prince  did  fhake  before. 

And  to  be  fhort,  you  may  be  what  you  will  ? 

But  be  not  ambitious  Sir,  fit  down 

With  moderate  honors,  leafb  you  make  your  felf 

More  fear’d. 

Gent.  I know.  Sir,  what  I have  to  doe 
In  mine  own  bufinefs. 

Enter  Lx>ngavile. 

Long.  Where’s  Monfieur  Mount  Marine. 

Ser/  Why  there  he  Hands,  will  you  ought  wnth  him  ? 

Long.  Yes:  Good  day  Marine. 

Gent.  Good  day  to  you- 

Long.  His  Majefly  doth  commend  himfelf, 

Mofl  kindly  to  you  Sir,  and  hath,by  me. 

Sent  you  this  favor ; kneel  down,  rife  a Knight. 

Gent.  I thank  his  Majefty. 

Long. And  he  doth  further  requeft  you, 

Not  to  leave  the  Court  fo  foon, 

l^or  though  your  former  merits  have  been  flighted. 

After  this  time  there  fhall  no  Office  fall 
Worthy  your  fpirit,  as  he  doth  confefs 
There’s  none  fo  great,  but  you  fhall  furcly  have  it. 

Ser,  Do  you  hear  ? if  you  yield  yet  you  are  an  afs, 

Gent,  ril  fhew  my  fervice  to  his  Majefty 
In  greater  things  than  thefe,  but  for  this  fmall  one 
I muft  intreat  his  Highnefs  to  excufe  me. 

Long.  I’ll  bear  your  Knightly  words  unto  the  King, 

And  bring  his  Princely  anfwer  back  again.  Exit  Long. 

Ser.  Well  faid,  be  refolute  a while,  I know 
There  is  a tide  of  honors  coming  on. 

I warrant  you. 
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-tv.  Where  is  this  new  made  Knight  ? 

Gent.  Here,  Sir. 

' Berp.  Let  me  enfold  you  in  my  arms. 

Then  call  you  Lord,  the  King  will  have  it  fb. 

Who  doth  entreat  your  Lordfliip  to  remember 
His  Mellage  fent  to  you  by  Longavile. 

Ser.  If  ye  be  durty,  and  dare  not  mount  aloft  *, 

You  may  yield  now,  I knovy  what  I would  do. 

Cent.  Peace,  1 will  fit  him tell  his  Majefly 
I am  a Subje(n:,  and  I do  confefs 
I ferve  a gracious  Prince,  that  thus  hath  heapt 
Honors  on  me  without  defert,  but  yet 
As  for  the  Meflage,  bufinefs  urgeth  me, 

I muH  be  gone,  and  he  mufl  pardon  me. 

Were  he  ten  thoufand  Kings  and  Emperors. 

Bew.  I’ll  tell  him  fo. 

Ser.  Why,  this  was  like  your  felf. 

Bew.  As  he  hath  wrought  him,  ’cis  the  fineft  fellow 
That  e’re  was  Chriflmafs  Lord,  he  carries  it 
So  truely  to  the  life,  as  though  he  were 
One  of  the  plot  to  gull  himfelf.  ExitBewt. 

Ser.  Why^  fo,  you  fent  the  wifeu;  and  the  fhrewdeft  anfwer 
Unto  the  King,  I fwear,  my  honored  friend. 

That  ever  any  Subjeib  fent  his  Liege. 

Gent.  Nay  now  I know  I have  him  on  the  hip, 

I’ll  follow  it. 

Enter  Longavile. 

Long.  My  honorablc'Lord, 

Give  me  your  noble  hand  right  courteous  Peer, 

And  from  henceforth  be  a courtly  Earl  ^ 

The  King  fo  wills,  and  Subjeds  muHobey: 

Only  he  doth  defire  you  to  confider 
Of  his  requefl. 

Ser.  Why  faith  you’r  well  my  Lord,  yield  to  him. 

Gent.  Yield?  why  ’tvvas  my  plot. 

Ser.  Nay,  ’twas  your  Wives  plot. 

Gent.  To  get  preferment  by  it. 

And  thinks  he  now  to  pop  me  i’th’  mouth 
But  with  anEcrldorae?  I’ll  be  one  ftep  higher. 

Ser.  ’Tis  the  finefl  Lord,  I am  afraid  anon  ^ 

He  will  Hand  upon’t  tofhare  the  Kingdom  with  him. 

Enter  Bewford. 

Berp.  Where’s  this  Courtly  Earl  ? 

His  Majefly  commends  his  love  unto  you ; 

And  will  you  but  now  grant  to  his  requefl. 

He  bids  you  be  a Duke,  and  chufe  of  whence. 

Ser.  Why  if  you  yield  not  now,  you  are  undone. 

What  can  you  wilh  to  have  more,  but  the  Kingdom  ? 

Gent.  Sopleafe  his  Majefly,!  would  bcD.of  Burgundy y 
Becaufc  I like  the  place. 

Bew.  I know  the  King  is  pleas’d. 

Gent.  Then  will  I flay  and  kils  his  Highnefs  hand. 

Bew.  His  Majefly  will  be  a glad  man  when  he  hears  it. 

Lon.  But  how  lhall  we  keep  this  from  the  world’s  ear. 
That  fbme  one  tell  him  not,  he  is  no  Duke  ? 

Ser.  VVee’l  think  of  that  anon. 

Why  Gentlemen,  Is  this  a gracious  habit  for  a Duke? 

Each  gentle  body  fet  a finger  to 
To  pluck  the  clouds  of  this  his  riding  weeds 
From  oT  the  orient  Sun  of  his  befl  cloaths  j 
I’ll  pluck  one  Boot  and  fpur  off 

Long.  I another. 

Bew.  I’ll  pluck  his  Jerkin  off 

Ser.  Sit  down  my  Lord  ^ 

Both  his  fpurs  off  at  once  good  Longavile^ 

And  Bewfordytnke  that  Scarfe  off, and  that  Hat, 

Doth  not  become  his  largely  fprouting  fore-head. 

Now 
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■ Now  fet  your  gracious  foot  to  this  of  mine, 

' One  pliick  will  do  it,  lb,  off  with  the  other. 

Lon.  Loe,  thus  your  kw^XitLongavile  doth  pluck 
The  trophy  of  your  former  gentry  off. 

Off  with  his  Jerkin  Beroford. 

Ser.  Didft  thou  never  fee 
A nimble  footed  Taylorftand  Ib  in  his  ftockings, 
Whilft  fbme  friend  help’d  to  pluck  his  Jerkin  off, 
To  dance  a Jigg  ? 


ABm  Ter  tins* 

Scxna  Trim  a* 

Enter  Cozen,  and  Jaques. 


Enter  Jaques, 

Lon.  Here’s  his  man  Jaques  come. 

Booted  and  ready  ftill. 

Jaq.  My  Miftrifs  ftayes  ^ 

Why  how  now  Sir  ? What  do’s  your  Worlliip  mean^ 

To  pluck  your  grave  and  thrifty  habit  off 
Gent,  My  flippers,  Jaques. 

Lnn.  O thou  mighty  E)uke, 

Pardon  this  Man, 

That  thus  hath  trefpaffed  in  ignorance. 

Gent.  I pardon  him. 

Lon.  His  Graces  flippers,  Jaques. 

Why  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Lon.  Foot-man,  he’s  a Duke : 

The  King  hath  rais’d  him  above  alt  his  Land. 

Ja.  I’ll  to  his  Cozen  prefently,  and  tell  him  ft)  *, 

' O what  a dung-hill  Countrey  rogue  was  I.  Exit  Jaques. 

Enter  IFife. 

Ser.  See,  fee,  my  Miftrifs. 

Lon.  Let’s  obferve  their  greeting. 

Wife.  Unto  your  will,  as  every  good  Wife  ought, 

I have  turn’d  all  my  thoughts,  and  now  am  ready. 

Gent.  O Wife,  I am  not  worthy  to  kifs  the  leaft 
Of  all  thy  toes,  much  lefs  thy  Thumb, 

Which  yet  I would  be  bold  with  i all  thy  counfel 
Hath  been  to  me  Angelical,  but  mine  to  thee 
Hath  been  moft  dirty,  like  my  mind : 

Dear  Duchefs  I miift  fray.  ' 

Wife.  What  are  you  mad,  to  make  me 
Drefs,  and  undrefs,  turn  and  wind  me, 

Becaufe  you  find  me  plyant  ? laid  I not 
The  whole  world  fhould  not  alter  me,  if  once 
i were  relblv’d  ? and  now  you  call  me  Duchefs : 

Why  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Gent.  Loe  a Knight  doth  kneel. 

Wife.  A Knight  ? 

Gent.  A Lord. 

Wife.  A Fool. 

Gent.  I fay  doth  kneel  an  Earl,  a Duke. 

Long.  In  Drawers. 

Betr>.  Without  fhoes. 

Wife.  Sure  you  lunatick. 

Ser.  No,  honoured  Duchefs, 

If  you  dare  but  believe  your  lervants  truth, 

I know  he  is  a Duke. 

Long,  God  lave  his  Grace. 

Wife.  I ask  your  Graces  pardon. 

Gent.  Then  I rife, 

And  here,  in  token  that  all  ftrife  fnall  end, 

’Twixt  thee  and  me,  I let  my  drawers  fall. 

And  to  thy  hands  Ido  deliver  them; 

Which  fignifies,that  in  all  a^ts  and  fpeeches, 

From  this  time  forth,  my  Wife  fhall  wear  the  bregches. 

Ser.  An  honorable  compofition.  Exeunt  omnes. 


Coz.  QHall  I believe  thee,  Jaques? 

Ja.  O Sir  you  may. 

C oz.  Didfl  thou  not  dreame  ? 

Ja.  I did  not. 

Coz.  Nor  imagine  ? 

Ja.  Neither  of  both : I faw  him  great  and  mighty, 

I law  the  Monfeurs  bow,  and  heard  them  cry, 

Good  health  and  fortune  to  my  Lord  the  Duke. 

Coz.  A Duke  art  fure  ? a Duke  ? 

Ja,  I am  fure  a Duke, 

And  fbfure,  as  I know  my  felf 
Coz.  Yet  the  Sun  may  dazel-,  Jaques^  Was  it  not 
Some  leane  Commander  of  an  angry  Block-houfe 
To  keep  the  Fleemilh  Eele-boatsfrom  invafion. 

Or  fbme  bold  Baron  able  to  difpend 
His  fifty  pounds  a year,  and  meet  the  foe 
Upon  the  Kings  command,  in  gilded  canvas. 

And  do  his  deeds  of  worth  ? or  was  it  not 
Some  place  of  gain,  as  Clerk  to  the  great  Band 
Of  maribones,  that  people  call  the  Srpitzers? 

Men  made  of  Beufe.and  Sarcenet  ? (prefence  ? 

Ja.  Isa  Duke  his  chamber  hung  with  Nobles  like  a 
Coz.  I am  fbmething  wavering  in  my  faith  j 
Would  you  would  fettle  me,  and  fwear  ’tis  fo, 

Is  he  a Duke  indeed } 

Ja.  1 fwear  he  is. 

Coz.  I am  fatisfied,  he  is  my  Kinfman.  Jaqttet, 

And  I his  poor  unworthy  Cozen. 

Ja.  True,  Sir. 

Coz.  I might  have  been  a Duke  too,  I had  means, 

A wife  as  fair  as  his,  and  as  wife  as  his  ^ 

And  could  have  brookt  the  Court  as  well  as  his, 

And  laid  about  her  for  her  husbands  honor : 

0 Jaques.^  had  I ever  dreamt  of  this, 

1 had  prevented  him. 

Ja.  Faith  Sir  it  came 
Above  our  expedation,  we  were  wife 
Only  in  fecking  to  undoe  this  honor. 

Which  fhewed  our  dung-hill  breeding  and  our  durt. 

Coz.  But  tell  me  Jaques., 

Why  could  we  not  perceive?  what  dullDivel 
Wrought  us  to  crofs  this  noble  courfe,  perfwading 
’Twouldbe  his  overthrow?  ’fore  me  a Courtier 
Is  he  that  knows  all,  Jaques.,  and  does  all, 

’Tis  as  his  noble  Grace  hath  often  faid. 

And  very  wifely,  Jaques,  we  are  fools, 

And  underftand  juft  nothing. 

Ja.  I,  as  we  were,  I confefs  it.  ’ 

But  riling  with  our  great  Mafter, 

We  fhall  be  call’d  to  knowledge  with  our  places, 

’Tis  nothing  to  be  wife,  not  thus  much  there, 

There’s  not  the  leaft  of  the  billet  dealers, 

Nor  any  of  the  Paltry,  or  the  Kitehin, 

But  have  it  in  meafure  delicate. 

Coz.  Methinks  this  greatnefe  of  the  Dukes  my  Cozens, 

(I  ask  you  mercy,  Jaiyw/,  that  near  name 
Is  too  familiar  for  me)  fhould  give  prorhife 
Of  fbme  great  benefits  to  his  attendants. 

Ja.  I have  a fuit  my  felf,  and  it  is  lure,  "" 

Or  I miftake  my  ends  much. 

Coz,  What  is’t  Jaques., 

May  I not  crave  the  place  ? 
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Ja,  Yes,  Sir,  you  fhall, 

’T IS  to  be  but  his  Graces  Secretary, 

Which  is  my  little  all,  and  my  ambition. 

Till  my  known  worth  fliall  take  me  by  the  hand, 

And  fet  me  higher  •,  how  the  fates  may  do 
In  this  poor  thread  of  life,  is  yet  uncertain  ^ 

; I was  not  born  I take  it  for  a Tfencher, 

Nor  to  el’poufe  my  MiTtrifs'Dairy-maid. 

Couz.  1 am  refolv’d  my  Wife  11  all  up  tn  Court  *, 
ril  furnilh  her,  that  is  a fpeeding  coune, 

And  cannot  chufe  but  breed  a mighty  fortune  j 
W^'hat  a fine  youth  \Vas  I,  to  let  him  ftart, 

And  get  the  rife  before  me?  I’ll  dilpatch. 

And  put  my  felf  in  Moneys. 

Ja.  Mals  ’tis  true. 

Arid  now  you  talke  of  Money  •,  Sir,  my  bufinels 
For  taking  thole  Crowns  mult  be  diljDatcht : 

This  little  plot  in  theCountrey  lies  moll  fit 
To  do  his  Grace  fuch  ferviceable  ufes, 

I mull  about  it. 

Couz.  Yet,  before  you  goe, 

Give  me  your  hand,  and  bear  my  humble  fcrvice 
To  the  great  Duke  your  Mailer,  and  his  Duchcls, 

And  live  your  felf  in  favor  : fay  my  Wife 
Shall  there  attend  them  Ihortly,  fo  farewell. 

Ja.  I’ll  fee  you  mounted,  ^r, 

Couz.  It  may  not  be, , 

Your  place  is  far  above  it,  fpare  your  felf. 

And  know  I am  your  fervant,  fare  ye  well.  Exri  Couzen. 

Ja.  Sir  I lliall  reft  to  be  commanded  by  you  , 

This  place  of  Secretary  will  not  content  me, 

I mull  be  more  and  greater;  let  me  lee-, 

To  beaEaronisno  fuch  great  matter 
As  people  take  it ; pf  fay  I were  a Count, 

. I am  ftill  anunder-perfontothisDuke, 

Which  methinks  founds  but  harfiily : but  a Duke  > 

O I am  llrangely  taken,’tis  a Duke 

Or  nothing,  I’ll  advife  upon’t,  and  lee 

What  may  be  done  by  wit  and  indullry.  l^xit. 

Enter  Wife,  Longoveil,  Eewford,  Servants. 

Wife.  It  mull  be  carried  clofcly  with  a care 
That  no  man  fpeak  unto  him,  or  come  near  him. 

Without  our  private  knowledge,  or  be  made 
Afore-hand  to  our  pradice  : 

Vly  good  husband, 

lhall  entreat  you  now  to  llay  a while. 

And  prove  a noble  coxcomb. 

Gentlemen, 

Your  counfel  and  advice  about  this  carriage, 

Ser.  Alas  good  man,  I do  begin  to  mourn 
' rlis  dire  Mallacre : what  a perfecution 
! s pouring  down  upon  him  ? fure  he  is  finful. 

Long.  Let  him  be  kept  in’s  chamber  under  Ihew 
Of  Hate  and  dignity,  and  no  man  fuffer’d 
To  fee  his  noble  face,  or  have  accefs, 

But  We  that  are  Confpirators.  ( his  Tenants, 

Betv.  Orelfe  down  with  him  into  the  Countrey  amongll 
There  he  may  live  far  longer  in  his  greatnels. 

And  play  the  fool  in  pomp  airiOngll  his  fellows. 

Wife,  No,  he  lhall  play  the  fool  in  the  City,  and  llay, 
will  not  lofe  the  greatnefs  of  this  jell. 

That  lhall  be  given  to  my  wit, for  the  whole  Revenues. 

Ser.  Theft  thus  wee’ll  have  a guard  about  hisperfon. 
That  no  man  come  too  near  him,  and  our  felvcs 
Alwayes  in  company  ^ have  him  into  the  City 
To  fee  his  face  fwell^  whilll,in  divers  corners. 

Some  of  our  own  appointing  lhall  be  ready 

To  cry  heaven  blels  your  Grace,  long  live  your  Grace. 

Wife.  Servant, your  counfel’s  excellent  good. 

And  lhall  be  follow’d, ’twill  be  rarely  llrange 
To  fee  him  Rated  thus,  as  though  he  went 
A fliroving  through  the  City,  or  intended 


To  letup  fome  new  Wake  : 

I lhall  not  hold 

From  open  laughter,  when  I hear  him  cry. 

Come  hither  my  fweet  Duchefs:  let  me  kils 
Thy  gracious  lips:  for  this  will  behis  phrafes? 

I fear  me  nothing  but  his  legs  will  break 
Under  his  mighty  weight  of  fuch  a greatnefs. 

Berv.  Now  me  thinks  dearell  Lady  you  are  too  cruel  j 
His  very  heart  will  freeze  in  knowing  this. 

Wfe.  No,  no,  the  man  was  never  of  fuch  deepnels. 

To  make  conceit  his  Mailer ; Sir,  I’ll  alTure  ye 
He  will  out-live  twenty  fuch  pageants. 

Were  he  but  my  Cozen,  or  my  Brother, 

And  fuchadefperate  killer  of  his  fortune. 

In  this  belief  he  Ihould  dye,  though  it  coll  me 
A thoufand  Crowns  a day  to  hold  it  up  j 
Or  were  I not  known  his  wife,  and  fo  to  have 
An  equal  feeling  of  this  ill  he  fullers. 

He  Ihould  be  thus  till  all  the  Boyes  i’th’  Town 
Made  fute  to  weare  his  badges  in  their  hats. 

And  walk  before  his  Grace  with  Ricks  and  nole-gayes, 

We  Married  Wemm  hold 

S’fr.  ’Tis  well,  no  more. 

The  Duke  is  entring,  fet  you  faces  right. 

And  bow  like  Countrey  Prologues:  here  becomes. 

Make  room  afore,  the  Duke  is  entring. 

Enter  Duk^. 

Long.  The  choifeR  fortunes  wait  upon  our  Duke, 

Ser.  And  give  him  all  content  and  happinels. 
letv.  Let  his  great  name  live  to  the  end  of  time. 

Duke.  \A  e thank  you,  and  are  pleas’d  to  give  you  notice 
We  lhall  at  fitter  times  wait  on  your  Loves, 

Till  when,  be  near  Us* 

Longv.  ’Tis  a valiant  purge,  and  works  extreamly  j 
’Thas  delivered  him 

Of  all  Right  worllripful  and  gentle  hUmors, 

And  left  his  belly  full  of  noblenefs. 

T>h.  It  plcafed  the  King  my  MaRer, 

For  fundry  vertues  not  unknown  to  him. 

And  the  all-feeing  Rate,  to  lend  his  hand. 

And  raife  me  to  this  Eminence,  how  this 
May  feem  to  other  Men,  or  ftir  the  minds 
Of  liich  as  are  my  fellow  Peers, I know  not, 

1 would  deiire  their  loves  in  juftdefigns. 

Wfe.  Now  by  my  faith  he  does  well,  very  well : 

Bellirew  my  heart  I have  not  feen  a better-j 
Of  a raw  fellow,  that  before  this  day 
Never  rehearft  his  Rate  : ’tis  marvellous  well. 

Ser.  Is  he  not  Duke  indeed,  fee  how  he  looks 
As  if  his  fpiritwerC  alaft,ortwo 
Above  his  vein?,  and  ftretcht  his  noble  hide.  (not 

Long.  Hee’s  high-brac’t  like  a Drum,  pray  God  he  break 
Berv.  Why  let  him  break,  there’s  but  a Calves-skinloR. 
Long.  May  it  pleale  your  Grace  to  fee  the  City, 

’Twill  be  to  the  minds  and  much  contentment 
Of  the  doubtful  people, 

Vu.  I am  determin’d  fo,  rill  my  return 
I leave  my  honour’d  Dutchefs  to  her  chamber. 

Be  careful  of  your  health,  1 pray  you  be  fo. 

Str.  Your  Grace  fnall  fuffer  us  your  humble  fervants 
To  give  attendance,  fit  lb  great  a perfon 
Upon  your  body. 

Vu.  I am  pleafed  fo. 

Lang.  Away  good  raife  a guard  fufficient 

To  keep  him  from  the  reach  of  Tongues,  be  quick  j 
And  do  you  hear,  remember  how  the  Rrects 
Muft  be  dilpos’d  with,  for  cries,  and  falutations. 

Your  Grace  determines  not  to  fee  the  King  — 

Vu.  Not  yet,  I fnall  be  ready  ten  dayes  hence 
To  kifs  his  Highnefs  hand,  and  give  him  thanks. 

As  it  is  fit  I Riould  for  his  great  bounty. 

Set  forward  Gentlemen. 

Groom. 
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Groow.  Room  for  the  Duke  there.  Exeunt  Duke  andTrain. 

Wife.  ’Tis  fit  he  fiiould  have  room  to  fhew  his  mightinel^ 
He  fvvells  fo  with  his  poyfon, 

’Tis  better  to  reclaim  yethus,thSn  make 
A fheeps-head  of  you,  It  had  been  but  your  due  j 
But  1 have  mercy  Sir,  and  mean  to  reclaim  you 
By  a dire<fter  courfe. 

That  Woman  is  not  worthy  of  a Soul 

That  has  the  Ibvereign  power  to  rule  her  husband. 

And  gives  her  title  up,  fo  long  provided 
As  there  be  fair  play,  and  his  Rate  not  wrong’d. 

Enter  Shattillion. 

Shit  1 w’ould  be  glad  to  know  whence  this  new  Duke 
The  people  buz  abroad  •,or  by  what  title  (fprings, 

He  receiv’d  his  dignity, ’tis  veryflrange 
There  Riould  be  hich  clofe  jugling  in  the  State, 

But  I am  ty’dtofiIence,yet  a day 

May  come,  and  fbon  to  perfcfl  all  thele  doubts. 

Wife.  It  is  the  mad  by  my  Soul, 

I fuffer  much  for  this  poor  Gentleman  ^ 
i’ll  fpeak  to  him,  may  be  he  yet  knows  me. 

Monfteur  Shattiliou. 

Shat.  Can  you  give  me  reafbn  from  whence 
This  great  Dukelprang  that  walks  abroad  ? 

Wife.  Even  from  the  Kinghimfelf. 

Shat.  As  you  are  a Woman,  I think  you  may  be  cover’d  > 
Yet  your  prayer  would  do  no  harm  good  Woman. 

Wife.  God  prefervehim. 

Ew/d-r  Shattillions  Love. 


Shat.  I fay  Amen,  and  fo  fay  all  good  Subjefts. 

Love.  Lady,  as  ever  you  have  lov’d,  or  fhall. 

As  you  have  hope  of  heaven  lend  your  hand. 

And  wit,  to  draw  this  poor  diftrafted  man 
Under  your  roofe,  from  the  broad  eyes  of  people, 

And  wonder  of  the  llrects. 

Wife.  With  all  my  hearty 
iMy  feeling  ofhis  grief  and  lofs  is  much. 

Love.  Sir,  now  you  are  come  fo  near  the  prifon,  will  ye 
Goe  in,andvifit  your  fair  Love ; poor  foul 
She  would  be  glad  to  feepu. 

Shat.  This  fame  Duke  is  but 
Apocryphal,  there’s  no  creation 
That  can  Rand  where  titles  are  not  right. 

Lot/. ’Tis  true.  Sir. 

Shat.  This  is  another  draught  upon  my  life-. 

Let  me  examine  well  the  v/ords  I fpake. 

The  w'ords  I fpake  were,  that  this  novel  Duke^ 

Is  not  o’th’  true  making,  ’tis  to  me  moR  certain. 

Wife.  You  are  as  right.  Sir,  as  you  went  by  line. 

• Shat.  And  to  the  grief  of  many  thoufands  more. 

Wife.  If  there  be  any  Rich,  God  comfort  them,  (pleafe  ^ 

Shat.  Whofe  mouths  may  open  when  the  time  fliall 
I’m  betray’d , comviend  me  to  the  King, 

And  tell  him  I am  found,  and  crave  but  juRice  ^ 

You  fliall  not  need  to  have  your  guard  upon  me. 

Which  I am  furc  are  plac’d  for  my  attachment  ^ 

Lead  on:,  I’m  obedient  to  my  bonds. 

Lov.  Good  Sir  be  not  difpleafed  with  us-. 

We  are  but  fervants  to  his  Highnefs  will. 

To  make  that  good. 

Shat.  I do  forgive  you  even  with  my  heart  -, 

Shall  I entreat  a favor  ? 

Wife.  Any  thing. 

Shat.  To  fee  my  love  before  that  fatal  Rroak, 

And  publilh  to  the  world  my  chriRian  death. 

And  true  obedience  to  the  Crown  of  Frawce. 

Lov.  I hope  itlhall  not  need  Sir,  for  there  is  mercy 
As  well  as  JuRice  in  his  Royal  heart.  Eneunt. 


Enter  three'Gentlemen. 

Gent.  Every  man  take  his  corner,  here  am  I, 

You  there,  and  you  in  that  place,  fo  be  perfeR, 

Have  a great  care  your  cries  be  loud  -,  and  faces 
Full  of  dejedled  fear  and  humblenefs. 

He  comes. 

Enter  Jaques. 

Ja.  Fye,  how  thefe  Rreets  are  charg’d  and  fvvell’d 
With  thefe  fame  rafcally  people  ? give  more  room. 

Or  I fliall  have  occafion  to  diRribute 
A martial  almes  amongR  you  -,  as  I am  a Gentleman 
I have  not  feen  Rich  rude  dilbrder. 

They  follow  him  like  a prize,  there’s  no  true  gaper 

Like  to  your  Citizen,  he  will  be  lure 

The  Beares  fliall  notpafs  by  his  door  in  peace. 

But  he  and  all  his  family  will  follow. 

Room  there  afore : Sound ; 

Enter  Vuk^  and  his  company. 

Ja.  Give  room,  and  keep  your  places, 

And  you  may  fee  ehough  •,  keep  your  places. 

Long.  Thefe  people  are  too  far  unmanner’d,  thus 
T o Rop  your  Graces  way  with  multitudes. 

I>H.  Rebuke  them  not,  good  Monfieur^  ’tis  their  loves 
Which  I will  anfwer,  if  it  pleafe  my  Rars 
To  Ipare  me  life  and  health. 

2 Gen.  Blefs  your  Grace. 

Vtt.  And  you  with  all  my  heart. 

I Gen.  Now  heaven  preferve  your  happy  dayes: 

J)u.  I thank  you  too. 

3.  Gen.  NowHeavdn  fave  your  Giracej 
Uh.  I thank  you  all. 

Bean.  On  there  before. 

Vn.  Stand  Gentlemen,  flay  yet  a while. 

For  I am  minded  to  impart  my  love 
To  thefe  good  people,  and  my  friends, 

Whole  love  and  prayers  for  my  greatnefs. 

Are  equal  in  abundance,  note  me  well. 

And  with  my  words  ^ my  heart?  for  as  the  Tree— — 
Long.  Your  Grace  had  beR  beware,  ’twill  be  inform’d 
Your  greatnefs  with  the  people. 

Duke.  I had  more, 

My  honeR,and  ingenious  people. But 

The  weight  of  bufinefs  hath  prevented  me. 

1 am  call’d  from  you  -.  but  this  tree  I fpake  of 
Shall  bring  forth  fruit,  I hope,  to  your  content. 

And  fo  I fhare  my  bowels  amongR  you  all. 

Omnes.  A noble  Duke,  a very  noble  Duke. 

Enter  a Gentleman. 

Ser.  Afore  there  Gentlemen. 

Gen.  You’r  faithfully  met  good  Monjieur  Mount  Marine. 
Ser.  Be  advis’d,  the  time  is  alter’d, 

Gen.  Is  he  not  the  fame  man  he  was  afore  ? 

Duke.  Still  the  fame  man  to  you.  Sir. 

Long.  You  have  received  mighty  Grace,  be  thankful,, 

Gen.  Let  me  not  dye  in  ignorance  ^ 

Long.  You  fhall  not. 

Then  know,  the  King  out  of  his  love,  hath  pleai’d 
To  Rile  him  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

Gen.  O great  Duke, 

Thus  low,  I plead  for  pardon,  and  defIre 
To  be  enrol’d  amongR  your  pooreR  Raves. 

Vu.  Sir,  you  have  niercy,and  withal  my  hpd. 

From  henceforth  let  me  call  you  one  of  mine. 

Ser.  Make  room  afore  there,  and  difmifs  the  people. 

Vu.  Every  Man  to  his  houfe  in  peace  and  quiet.  . (Duke. 
Pfofc.  Now  heaven  preferve  the  Duke,  heaven  blefs  the 

Exeunt  Omnes. 

Enter 


The  3^ol?le  (gentleman. 


Enter  Wife. 

Wife.  This  Letter  came  this  morn  from  my  Colin 
To  the  great  Lady,  high  and  mighty  Duchels 
Of  Burgundy^  be  thefe  delivered.  Oh, 

For  a ftronger  lace  to  keep  my  breath 

That  I may  laugh  the  nine  days  till  the  wonder 

Fall  to  an  ebb:  the  high  and  mighty  Duchefs? 

The  high  and  mighty  God?  whata  ftile  is  this? 
Methinks  it  goes  like  a Duchy  lope-man, 

A ladder  of  loo  rounds  will  fail 

To  reach  the  top  on’t : well  my  gentle  CofIn 

I know  by  thefe  contents,  your  itch  of  honor  ^ 

You  mult  to  the  Court  you  lay,  and  verylhortly: 
You  lhall  be  welcome and  if  your  wi^e  have  wit 
I’ll  put  her  in  a thriving  courfe,  if  not 
Her  own  fin  on  her  own  head,  not  a blot 
Shall  ftain  my  reputation,  only  this 
I mull  for  healths  fake  fometimes  make  an  afs 
Of  the  tame  moil  my  Husband  ^ ’twill  do  him  good , 
And  give  him  frefher  brains,  Me  freiber  bloud. 

Now  for  the  noble  Duke,  I hear  him  coming. 

Enter  Vuke-i  his  train. 
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I prethee  fervant  fetch  him  hither. 

Serv.  Why,  what  do  you  mean  to  put  him  to^ 

Husband- 

Twill  be  brave  to  hear  them  Ipeak,  babble 
Stare,  and  prate.  ’ 

Berp.  But  what  lhall  be  the  end  of  all  this,  Lady  ? 

Enter  Shattillion  and  Lady. 

Wife.  Leave  that  to  me,  now  for  the  grand  difpute 
For  lee,  here  conies  : as  I live,  methimcs  ’ 

All  France  Hiould  bear  parr  of  his  griels. 

Long.  I’ll  fetch  my  Lord  the  Duke. 

Shat.  Where  am  I now,  or  whether  will  you  lead  me? 

To  my  death?  I crave  my  privilcdge, 

I mult  not  dye,  but  by  jult  courfe  ot  Law. 

Serv.,  His  Majelly  hath  lent  by  me  your  pardon. 

He  meant  not  you  Ihould  dye  ^ but  would  intreat  /ou 
To  lay  the  full  Itate  of  your  Title  open. 

Unto  a grave  and  Noble  Gentleman. 

Enter  Duke  and  Longovile. 


Your  Grace  is  well  return’d. 

T)nl{e.  As  well  as  may  be  : 

Never  in  younger  health,  never  more  able : 

I mean  to  be  your  bed-fellow  this  night, 

Lec  me  have  good  encounter, 

Berp.  Blefs  me  heaven 
What  a hot  meat  this  greatnels  is  ? 

Long.  It  may  be  fo, 

For  I’ll  be  fworn  he  hath  not  got  a lhap 

This  two  months  on  my  knowledge,  or  her  woman 

Is  damn’d  for  fwearing  it 

Vukf.  I thank  you  Gentlemen  for  your  attendance 
And  allb  your  great  pains,  pray  know  my  Lodgings 
Better  and  ofitner,  do  fo  Gentlemen. 

Now  by  my  honor,  as  I am  a Prince, 

1 fpeak  lincerely,  know  my  lodgings  better. 

And  be  not  ftrangers,  I lhall  fee  your  fervice 
And  your  defervings,  when  you  leafl:  exped. 

Otn.  We  humbly  thank  your  grace  for  this  great  favor. 
Du.  Jaquesl 

Jaq,  Your  Grace.  * • 

Du.  Bereadyfor  the  Countrey, 

And  let  my  Tenants  know  the  Kings  great  love : 

Say  I would  fee  them,  but  the  weight  at  Court 

Lies  heavy  on  my  Ihoulders : let  them  know 

I do  expedL  their  duties  in  attendance 

Againft  the  next  feaft,  wait  for  my  coming 

TO  take  up  Poft-horfe,  and  be  full  of  fpeed.  Exit  Jaq. 

Wife.  1 would  defire  your  Grace- 

Du.  You  lhall  defire,  and  have  your 
Fulldefire:  fweetDuchefs  fpeak. 

Wife.  Tohavefome  conference  with  a Gentlemail 
That  feems  not  altogether  void  of  realbn. 

He  talks  of  Titles,  and  things  near  the  Crown, 

And  knowing  none  fo  fit  as  your  Grace, 

To  give  thedifferencc  infuch  points  of  State 

Du.  What  is  he  ? if  he  be  noble,  or  have  any  parti' 
That’s  worthy  our  converfe,  we  do  accept  him. 

Wife.  I can  allure  your  Grace,  his  ftrain  is  noble. 

But  he’s  very  fubtle. 

Duks.  Let  him  be  lb. 

Let  him  have  all  the  brains,  1 lltall  demonllrate 
How  this  moH  Chriltian  Crown  of  France  C2n  bear 
No  other  fnew  of  Title  than  the  Kings. 

I will  go  in  and  meditate  for  half  an  hour. 

And  then  be  ready  for  him  prefently, 

Iwil!  convert  him  quickly,  or  confound  him. 

Serv.  Is  mad  Shattillion  here  ? 

Wife.  Is  here,  and’s  Lady, 


The  Duke  of  Burgundy  who  here  doth  come. 

Who, either  by  his  wifdom  will  confute  you. 

Or  clfc  inform  and  fatisfie  the  King.  ’ 

Betv.  May’tpleafe  your  grace,  this  is  the  Gendeman, 

Duky.  Is  this  he  that  chops  Logickwith  my  Liege? 

Shat.  D’ye  mock  me?  you  are  great,  the  time  will  come, 
When  you  lhall  be  as  much  contemn’d  as  I, 

Where  are  the  anticnt  compliments  of  France, 

The  upftarts  brave  the  Princes  of  the  bloud  ? 

Duk^.  Your  Title  Sir,  in  fiiort. 

Shat.  He  mult  Sir, 

Be  a better  Statef-man  than  your  felf,  that  can 
Trip  me  in  any  thing,  1 will  not  fpeak 
Before  thefe  witnelTes. 

Duke.  Depart  thh  room,  for  none  fnall  flay. 

No,  not  my  dearefl;  Duchefs. 

Wife.  We’ll  Hand  behind  the  Arras  and  hear  all.  Exeunt. 

Duke.  In  that  chair  take  your  place,  I in  this, 

Difcourfc  your  Title  now. 

Shat.  Sir,  you  lhall  know, 

My  Loves  true  Title,  mine  by  Marriage, 

Setting  afidethe  firftrace  of  French  Kings, 

Which  will  not  here  concern  us,  2s  Pb  iramond., 

With  Clodian.,  Meroveuf.,2nd  Chilperickj, 

And  to  come  down  unto  the  lecond  Race, 

Which  we  will  likewile  flip 

Duke.  But  take  ine  with  you. 

Shat.  I pray  you  give  me  leave,  of  Martel  Charles 
The  Father  of  King  who  was.  Sire 

To  Charles  the  Great,  and  famous  Charlemain. 

And  to  come  to  the  third  Race  of  French  Kings, 

Which  will  not  be  greatly  pertinent  in  this  caufc. 

Betwixt  the  Kingand  me,  of  which  you  know 
HVGH  CAPEL  was  the  firll,  ; 

Next  his  Son  Robert.,  Henry  then,  and  Philip 
With  Lervis,  and  his  Son  a Lerris  too. 

And  of  that  name  the  Seventh,  but  all  this 
Springs  frorii  a Female,  as  it  fliall  appear. 

Duke.  Now’  give  me  leave,  I grant  you  this  your  Title 
At  the  firll;  fight,  carries  fbme  Ihew  of  truth ^ 

But  if  ye  u-eigh  it  w'cll,  ye  lliall  find  light. 

Is  not  his  Majelly  poflell  in  peace, 

And  jullice  executed  in  his  name. 

And  canyon  think  the  moll  Chriltian  King 
Would  do  this  if  he  law  not  realbn  for  it  ? 

Shat.  But  had  not  the  Tenth  Lexvis  a foie  Daughter? 

I cannot  tell. 

Shat.  But  anfwer  me  directly. 

Dukes  It  is  a molt  feditious  quellion. 

O O Shat. 


2^0  The  J^oble  (jentleman. 

Shat.  Is  this  your  juftice> 

Vnkf.  I ftand  for  my  King. 

Shat.  Was  ever  Keir-apparant  thus  abusM-'^ 
ril  have  your  head  for  this. 

Duks.  Why,  do  your  worlt. 

Shat.  Will  no  oneftirto  apprehend  this  Traitor? 

A guard  about  my  perfon,  will  none  come  ? 

Muft  my  own  royal  hands  perform  the  deed  ? 

I'hen  thus  I do  arrefl:  you. 

Duk^e.  Treafon,  help. 

Enter  Wije^  Long.  Bew.  and  Sfry. 

Wife.  Help,  help,  my  Lord  and  Husband. 

Duke.  Help  the  Duke. 

Long.  Forbear  his  grace’s  perfon. 

Shat.  Forbear  3^011  to  touen  him  that 

Your  Heir-apparent  weds. 

But  by  this  hand,  I will  have  all  your  heads.  Exit. 

Serv.  How  doth  your  Grace  ? 

Duke.  Why?  well. 

Serv.  How  do  you  find  his  Title? 

Vttke.  ’Tis  a dangerous  one. 

As  can  come  by  a female. 

Serv.  I,  ’tis  true. 

But  the  Law  Saliqueoxts  him  off  from  all. 

Long.  I do  befeech  your  Grace, how  ftands  his  Title? 
Viike.  Pew, nothing-,  the  Law  Sa Uqite cuts  him  offfrom  all. 
Wife.  My  gracious  Husband,  you  muft  now  prepare. 

In  all  your  Graces  pomp  to  entertain 

Your  Cofin,  who  is  now  a convertite. 

And  follows  here,  this  night  he  will  he  here. 

Duke.  Be  ready  all  in  hafle,  I do  intend, 

To  fliew  before  my  Cofin’s  wondring  face. 

The  greatnefs  of  my  pomp,  and  of  my  place. 

Exeunt  omues. 

Ma.  Married  ? to  whom  Sir  ? | 

Long.  To  a proper  fellow,  landed,  and  able  bodied, 

Ma.  Why  do  you  flout  me,  Sir  ? (free?i 

Long.  I fwear  I do  not^  I love  thee  for  thy  Ladies  fake  be 
Ma.  If  1 could  meet  fuch  matches  as  you  fpeak  of  * 
were  a very  child  to  lofe  my  time.  Sir.  ’ 

Long.  What faift  thou  to  Monfieur  Bedford} 

Ma.  Sir,  I fay  he’s  a proper  Gentleman,  and  far 

Above  my  means  to  look  at. 

Long.  Doft  thou  like  him? 

Ma.  Yes  sir,  and  ever  did.  t 

Long.  He  is  thine  own. 

Ma.  You  are  too  great  in  promifes. 

Long.  Be  rul’d,  and  follow  my  advice,  he  fhall  be  thine 
AEa.  Would  you  would  make  it  good.  Sir. 

Long.  Do  but  thus,  i 

Get  thee  a cufhion  underneath  thy  cloaths, 

And  leave  the  reft  to  me. 

Ma.  I’ll  be  your  ftholar, 

I cannot  lofe  much  by  the  venture  fure,  | 

Long.  Thou  wilt  lofe  a pretty  maidenhead,  my  rogue. 

Or  lam  much  o’th’ bow  hand,  you’ll  remember 

If  all  this  take  effeeft,  who  did  it  for  you? 

And  what  I may  deferve  for  fuch  a kindnefs. 

Ma.  Yours  Sir.  Exeunt. 

Enter  ]2Lqnes  and  ShattUlion  feverally. 

Jaq.  Saveyc  Sir. 

Shat.  Save  the  King. 

Jaq.  I pray  you  Sir,  which  is  the  neareft  way. 

Shat.  Save  the  King,  this  is  the  neareft  way. 

Jaq.  Which  is  the  neareft  way  to  the  Poft-houfc? 

Shat.  God  fave  the  King  and  his  Poft-houfe. 

Jaq.  I pray  Sir  dire<ft  metothehoufe^ 

Shyt.  Heaven  fave  the  King,  you  cannot  catch  me.  Sir. 
Jaq.  I do  not  underftand  you.  Sir. 

Shat.  You  do  not,  I fay  you  cannot  catch  me,  Sir. 

Jaq.  Not  catch  you.  Sir  ? 

Shat.  No  Sir,  nor  can  the  King, 

With  all  his  ftratagems,  and  his  forced  tricks. 

Although  he  put  his  Nobles  in  difguife  3 

Never  fo  oft  to  fift  into  my  words. 

By  courfeof  Law,  lay  hold  upon  my  life. 

Jaq.  It  is  bufinefsthat  my  Lord  the  Duke 

Is  by  the  King  imployed  in,  and  he  thinks 

I am  acquainted  with  it. 

SJoat.  I fhall  not  need  to  rip  thecaufeup. 

From  the  firft,  to  you. 

But  if  his  Majcfty  had  fuffer’dme 

To  marry  her,  though  fhe  be  after  him. 

The  right  heir  general  to  the  Crown  of  France. 

1 would  not  have  convey’d  her  into  spain^i 

As  it  was  thought,  nor  would  I e’er  have  joyn’d. 

With  the  reformed  Churches,  to  make  them. 

Stand  for  my  caufe. 

Jaq.  Ido  not  think  you  would, 
j Shat.  I thank  you  Sir, 

1 And  fince  I fee  you  are  a favourer 

Of  virtues,  kept  in  bondage  3 
iTelldireftlyto  my  foveraign  King, 

For  fb  I will  acknowledge  him  for  ever, 
j How  you  have  found  my  ftaid  affections 

1 Setled  for  peace,  and  for  the  prefent  ftate. 

1 Jaq.  Why  Sir  ? 

i Shat.  And  good  Sir,  tell  him  further  this, 

1 That  notwithftanding  all  fuggeftions 

Brought  to  him  againft  me,  and  all  his  fufpitionsi. 

Which  are  innumerable  to  my  treafbns, 

If  he  will  warrant  me  but  publique  trial. 

I’ll  freely  yeild  my  felf  into  his  hands  3 

Can  he  have  more  than  this  ? 

Jaq.  No  by  my  troth. 

j Shat.  I would  his  Majefty  would  hear  but  reafbo, 

1 As 

ABus  Qmrtm. 

SciStta  Primn, 

Enter  Cofin  and  his  Wife. 

Co/Olrrah,  is  all  things  carried  to  the  Tailor  ? 

OThe  meafure,  and  the  fafhion  of  the  Gown, 

With  the  beft  trim  ? 

Man.  Yes  Sir,  and ’twill  be  ready  within  this  two  days. 

Cof.  For  my  felf  Icare  not, 

I have  a fuit  or  two  of  antient  Velvet-, 

WTich  withfome  fmall  corredingand  addition, 

May  deal  into  the  prefence.  (life, 

Wife.  Would  my  Gown  were  ready^  Husbands’ll  lay  niy 
To  make  you  fomethinge’r  tomorrow  night. 

Cof.  It  muft  not  be 

Before  we  fee  the  Duke,  and  have  advice,  _ 

How  to  behave  our  felves:  lets  in  the  while. 

And  keep  our  felves  from  knowledge,  till  time  fhall  call  us. 

Enter  Long  and  Bew. 

Long.  I much  admire  the  herce  mafculine  fpint., 

Of  this  dread  Amazon. 

Berv.  This  following  night  I’ll  have  a wench  in  folace. 
Long.  Sir,  I hear  you. 

And  will  be  with  you  if  I live,  nO  more. 

Enter  Maria. 

Ma.  My  Lady  would  intreat  your  prefence.  Gentlemen. 
Bem.  We  will  obey  your  Lady,  fhe  is  worthy. 

Long.  You,  light  alone,  a word,  or  two. 

' Your  Will,  Sir.  _ (thou  marry? 

Long.  Hark  in  your  ear^wilt  thou  be  married  ? fpeak,  wilt 
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As  well  as  you. 

Jaq.  But  Sir,  you  do  miftake  me. 

For  I never  fawthe  King. 

In  all  _my  life  but  once,  therefore  good  Sir, 

May  itpleafe  youtolhew  me  which  is  the  Poft-houre, 

Sha.  I cry  you  mercy.  Sir,  then  you  are  my  friend. 

Jaq.  Yes  Sir. 

Sha.  And  fuch  men  are  very  rare  with  me, 
ThePoll-houfe  is  hard  by,  farewelj 

Jag.  I thank  you,  Sir,  I mull  ride  hard  to  night. 

And  it  is  dark  already. 

Sha.  lam  cruel,  to  fend  this  man  dire^lly  to  his  death 
That  is  my  friend,  and  I might  eafily  fave  him. 

He  lhall  not  dye,  come  back,  my  friend,  come  back. 

Jag.  What  is  your  Will? 

Sha.  Do  you  not  know  ? 

Jag.  Not  I. 

. Sha.  And  do  you  gather  nothing  by  iby  face  ? 

Jag.  No  Sir. 

Sha.  Virtue  is  ever  innocent. 

Lay  not  the  fault  on  me,  I grieve  for  you, 

Andwifh  that  all  my  tears  might  win  your  fafety. 

Jag.  Why  Sir? 

Sha.  Alas  good  friend  you  are  undone. 

The  more  ill  fortune,  mine  to  be  the  means 

Of  your  fad  overtlirow,  you  know  not  me. 

Jag.  No  truly  Sir. 

Sha.  Would  you  had  never  feen  me, 

I am  a man  purfu’d  by  the  whole  Hate 

And  fure  fome  one  hath  feen  me  talk  with  you. 

Jag.  Yes,  divers  Sir. 

Sha.  Why  then  your  head  is  gone. 

Jag.  I’il  out  of  town. 

Sha.  Would  it  were  Ibon  enough, 
feftrif  you  love  your  life,  or  elfe  you  are  taken,- 
^jag.  What  fliail  I do  ? 

Sha.  I’ll  venture  deeply  for  him. 

Rather  than  to  call  away  an  innocent. 

Take  courage  friend,  I will  prelervethy  life^ 

With  hazard  of  mine  own. 

Jag.  I thank  you.  Sir. 

Sha.  This  night  thou  lhalt  be  lodg’d  within  my  doors^ 
Which  lhall  be  all  lock’d  fait,  and  in  the  morn 

I’ll  fo  provide,  you  lhall  have  free  accefs. 

To  the  Sea-fide,  and  fo  be  Ihipt  away, 

E’r  any  know  it. 

Jag.  Good  Sir,  fuddainly,  I am  afraid  to  dye. 

Sha.  Then  follow  me.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Shatillion’x  Love. 

Love.  This  way  he  went,  and  there’s  the  houfej  I hope, 
dis  better  Angel  hath  direfled  him. 

To  leave  the  wandring  ftreets,  poor  Gentleman. 

.Would  I were  able  with  as  free  a heart. 

To  fet  his  foul  right,  as  lam  to  grieve. 

The  ruineofhis  fame,  which  God  forgive  me  5 

Sir,  if  you  be  within,  I pray  Sir  Ipeak  to  me. 

Sha.  I am  within,  and  will  be^  what  are  you? 

Love.  A friend. 

Sha.  No  Sir,  you  mult  pardon  me, 

I am  acquainted  with  none  fuch;  befpeedy. 

Friend,  there  is  no  other  remedy. 

Love.  A word  Sir,  I fay,  I am  your  friend. 

Sha.  You  cannot  Icape  by  any  other  means. 

Be  not  fearful,  God  fave  the  King, 

What’s  your  bulinefs.  Sir  ? 

Loz;.  To  fpeak  with  you. 

Sha.  Speak  out  then? 

Lov.  Shall  I not  come  up? 

Sha.  Thou  lhalt  not:  flie  if  thou  be’lt  thine  own  friend. 
There  lies  the  fuit  and  all  the  furniture 

Belonging  to  the  head,  on  with  it  friend. 

Lov.  Sir  do  you  hear  ? 

1 Sha.  I do,  God  blefs  the  King, 

It  was  a habit  I had  laid  alide. 

For  myownperlbn,  if  the  hate  had  forced  me. 

Love.  Good  Sir,  unlock  your  door. 

Sha.  Be  full  offpeed,  I fee  fome  20  Mulquetiers  in  ambulh 
Whate’r  thou  art,  know  I am  here  and  will  be, 

Sceftthou  this  bloody  livord  that  cries  revenge  ? 

Shake  not  my  friend,  through  millionsof  thelc  foes 
ril  be  thy  guard,  and  fet  thee  fafe  aboard. 

Lov.  Dare  you  not  trull  me,  Sir  ? 

Sha.  My  good  fvvord  before  me. 

And  my  allegeance  to  the  King  I tell  thee 

Captain  (for  fo  1 ghcls  thee  by  thy  Arms) 

Andtheloole  flanks  of  Halberdiers  about  thee. 

Thou  art  too  weak,  and  foolifn  to  attempt  me. 

If  you  be  ready,  follow  me,  and  hark  you 

Upon  your  life  fpeak  to  no  living  wight. 

Except  my  felf. 

Love  Monfieur  ShattiUion} 

Sha.  Thoufhalt  not  call  agen-  thus  with  my  fword. 

And  the  llrong  faith  I bear  unto  the  King-, 

Whom  God  preferve,  I will  defend  my  chamber. 

And  cut  thy  throat,  I fwear  I’il  cut  thy  throat. 

Steal  after  me  and  live. 

Love.  I will  not  Itay. 

The  fury  of  a man  fo  far  diflrafted.  Ex/VLove. 

Enter  Shattillion. 

Where’s  the  Officer  that  dares  not  enter. 

To  intrap  the  life  of  my  diflrefled  friend  > 

I,  have  you  hid  your  felf. ^ you  mufh  be  founl. 

What  do  you  fear?  is  not  authority  on  your  fide 

Nay,  I know  the  Kings  command 

Will  be  your  warrant,  why  then  fear  you  ? fpeak 

What  flrange  deligns  are  thefe  ? Shattillion, 

Be  refolute  and  bear  thy  felf  upright, 

Though  the  whole  world  defpife  thee : foft,  methinks. 

I heard  a rulhing  which  was  like  thelhake 

Of  a difeovered  Officer,  i'll  fearch 

The  whole  ftreetover,  but  I’il  find  thee  out.  Exn. 

Enter  Jaques  in  rromans  apparel. 

Jag.  How  my  joynts  do  lhake,  where  had  I been 

But  for  this  worthy  Gentleman,  that 

Hath  fome  touch  of  my  infortunes  would  I were 

Safe  under  hatches  once,for  Callicut^ 

Farewel  the  pomp  of  Court,  I never  more 

Can  hope  to  be  a Duke  or  any  thing, 

I never  more  lhall  fee  the  glorious  face 

Of  my  fair  fpreading  Lord  that  lov’d  me  well. 

Enter  Shattillion. 

Shat.  Fly  you  lb  faft  ? I had  a fight  of  you, 

But  would  not  follow  you  ^ I was  too  wife. 

You  fhall  not  lead  me  with  a cunning  trick j 

Where  you  may  catch  me  ■,  ipoor  Shattillion  ■, 

Hath  the  Kings  anger  left  thee  never  a friend  ? 

No,  all  mens  loves  move  by  the  breath  of  Kings. 

Jag.  It  is  the  Gentleman  that  lav’d  my  life.  Sir. 

Shat.  Blels  Shattillion,  another  plot. 

Jag.  No  Sir,  ’tis  I. 

Shat.  Why,  who  are  you  ? 

Jag.  Your  friend  whom  3’ou  prelsrv’d.. 

Shat.  Whom  I preferv’d  ? 

My  friend  I have  no  woman  friend  but  one, 

Who  is  too  clofe  in  prifon  to  be  here^ 

Come  near,  let  me  look  on  you. 

Jag.  ’Tis  I. 

Shat.  You  Ihould  not  be  a woman  by  your  ftature. 

Jag.  I am  none.  Sir. 

Shat.  I know  it,  then  keep  off, 
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Strange  men  and  times!  how  I amftill  preferv’d  ? 

Here  they  have  lent  a yeoman  of  the  guard, 

Difguis’d  in  womans  clothes,  to  work  on  me, 

To  make  love  to  me;,  and  to  trap  my  words. 

And  lo  infnare  my  life,  I know  you.  Sir, 

Stand  back,  upon  your  peril,  can  this  be 
In  Chrijiian  Common-weals,  from  this  time  forth 
i’ll  cut  off  all  the  means  to  work  on  me. 

I’ll  ne’er  ftir  from  my  houfe ; and  keep  my  doors 
Lockt  day  and  night,  and  cheapen  meat  and  drink 
At  the  next  (hops  by  Signs,  out  of  my  window. 

And  having  bought  it,  d^ravv  it  up  in  my  garters. 

Jan»  Sir,  will  you  help  me  ? 

Shat.  Do  not  follow  me. 

I’ll  take  a courfe  to  live,  delpight  of  men.  Exit  Shat. 

Jaq.  He  dares  not  venture  for  me,  wretched  Jaqttes  ! 
Thou  art  undone  for  ever  and  for  ever, 

Never  to  rife  again ? what  fnall  Ido? 


Enter  Bewfort. 

Where  lhall  I hide  me  ? here’s  one  to  take  me, 

I mull  ftand  dole,  and  not  fpeak  for  my  life. 

herv.  This  is  the  time  of  night,  and  this  the  haunt. 

In  which  I ufe  to  catch  my  Waflcoatiers, 

It  is  not  very  dark,  no,  I lhall  fpie  ’em, 

I have  walk’t  out  in  luch  a pitchy  night. 

I could  not  lee  my  fingers  this  far  off, 

And  yet  have  brought  home  venilbn  by  the  fraell, 

I hope  they  have  not  left  their  old  walk,  ah  ? 

Have  I fpied  you  fitting  by  this  light  ? 

To  me  there’s  no  luch  fine  fight  in  the  world, 

As  a white  apron ’twixt  twelve  and  one  ^ 

See  how  it  gliflers  ? do  you  think  to  fcape  ? 

So  now  1 have  you  fall;  ^ come,  anddonotftrive. 

It  takes  away  the  edge  of  appetite  \ 

Come,  I’ll  be  liberal  every  way.  Exeunt. 

Take  heed  you  make  nonoife,  for  waking  of  the  Watch, 

E^ter  Coftn  and  his  Wife. 

Cof  Now  the  blelfing  of  fome  happy  guide. 

To  bring  us  to  the  Duke,  and  we  are  ready. 

Enter  Long,  and  Servant^ 

Come  forward,  fee  the  door  is  open’d. 

And  two  of  his  Gent.  I’H  fpeak  to  them. 

And  mark  howl  behave  my  felf,  God  faveye^ 

For  lefs  I cannot  wifh  to  men  of  fort,  and  of  your  leeming  : 
Are  you  of  the  Dukes  > 

Long.  We  are.  Sir,  and  your  fervants,  your  falutes, 

We  give  you  back  again  with  many  thanks. 

Cof.  When  did  you  hear  fuch  words  before  Wife  ? peace, 
Do  you  not  dare  to  anfwer  yet  is’t  fit 
So  mean  a Gentleman  as  my  lelf  fnould  crave. 

The  prefence  of  the  great  Duke  yourMafter? 

Serv.  Sir  you  may. 

Long.  Shall  we  defire  your  name,  andbufinels,  Sir? 

And  we  will  prefently  inform  him  of  you, 

Cof,  My  name  is  Cleremont. 

Serz/.  You  are  his  Graces  kinfinan. 

Or  1 a n much  miftaken  ? 

Cof.  You  are  right. 

Some  of  his  noble  bloud  runs  through  thele  veins. 

Though  far  unworthy  of  his  graces  knowledge. 

Long.  Sir,  we  mull  all  be  yours  ^ his  graces  kinfinan. 

And  we  fomuch  forgetful?  ’twas  a rudenels. 

And  raufl;  attend  your  pardon,  thus  I crave  it : 

Firft  to  this  beauteous  Lady,  whom  I take 
To  be  your  Wife,  Sir,  next  your  mercy. 

Cof.  You  have  it.  Sir,  I do  not  like  this  kilTing, 

It  liesfo  open  to  a world  of  wilhes. 

Serv.  This  is  the  merry  fellow  j this  is  he 


That  muft  be  noble  too. 

Long.  And  fo  he  lhall. 

If  all  the  Art  I have  can  make  him  noble, 

I’ll  dub  him  with  a Knight-hood  :i  if  his  ’wife 
Will  be  but  forward,  and  joynilfue, 

I like  her  above  excellent. 

Serv.  Wil’t  pleale  you 
To  walk  a turn  or  two,  whilft  to  the  Duke 
We  make  your  comming  known?  Exit  Serv.  and  Long\ 
Cof.  I lliall  attend,  Sir. 

Wife.  Thefe  Gentlemen  are  very  proper  men. 

And  kifs  the  belt  that  e’er  I tailed. 

For  goodnefs-lake  husband,  let  us  never  more 
Come  near  the  Countrey,  whatlbe’er  betide  us  j 
I am  in  malice  with  the  memory 
Of  that  fame  ftinking  dung-hil. 

Cof.  Why  now  you  are  my  chicken  and  my  dear. 

Love  where  I love,  hate  where  1 hate : now 
You  lhall  have  twenty  Gowns,  and  twenty  Chains, 

See,  the  door  is  opening. 

Groom.  Room  afore  there,  the  Duke  is  entring. 

Enter  Duke.,  Wife.,  Long.  Servant^  Maria. 

Cff.  ’Tis  the  Duke,  even  he  himlelf,  be  merry, 

This  is  the  golden  age  the  Poet  fpeaks  on. 

Wife.  I pray  it  be  not  brazen’d  by  their  faces, 
Andyetmethinks  they  are  theneatell  Pieces 
For  lhape,  and  cutting  that  e’er  I beheld. 

Cof.  Moll  gracious  Duke,  my  poor  Spoufe  andmy  felf, 
Do  kilsyour  mighty  foot,  and  next  to  that 
The  great  hand  of  your  Dutchels,  ever  wilhing 
Your  honors  ever  Ipringing,  and  your  years. 

Duke.  Cofin  ? 

Cof.  Your  Graces  vaflal,  far  unworthy 
The  nearnels  of  your  blood. 

Duke,  Correfl  me  not,  I know  the  word  I fpeak. 

And  know  the  perfon. 

Though  1 befomething  higher  than  the  place 
Where  common  men  have  motion,  and  delcending 
Down  with  my  eye,  their  forms  arelellenedto  mej 
Yet  from  this  pitch  can  I behold  my  own, 

From  millions  of  thole  men  that  have  no  mark. 

And  in  my  fearful  Itoop,  can  make  them  Hand, 

When  others  feel  my  feet,  and  peri  Ih:  Colin, 

Be  comforted,  you  are  very  welcome,  fo 
Is  your  fair  Wife:  the  charge  of  whom  I give 
To  my  own  dearell,  and  bell  beloved. 

Tell  me,  you  have  relblv’d  your  felf  for  Court, 

And  utterly  renounc’d  the  flavilh  Countrey, 

With  all  the  cares  thereof? 

Cof.  I have.  Sir. 

Duke.  Have  you  dilmlll  your  eating  houlhold. 

Sold  your  hangings  of  Nebuchadnezar,  for  fuch  they  were, 
As  I remember,  with  the  Furnitures 
Belonging  to  your  Beds  and  Chambers  ? 

Cof  I Sir. 

Duke.  Have  you  moll  carefully  ta’en  off  the  Lead, 

From  you  roof,  weak  with  age,  and  fo  prevented 
The  ruin  of  your  houfe,  and  clapt  him 
In  a fummer  fiiit  of  thatch  to  keep  him  cool 
Cof.  All  this  I have  perform’d. 

P«^f.Then  lend  me  all  your  hands,I  will  embrace  my  Cofin 
Who  is  an  underllanding  Gentleman, 

And  with  a zeal  mighty,  as  is  my  name. 

Once  more  I bid  you  welcome  to  the  Court  j 
My  flate  again. 

Duch.  As  I was  telling  you,  your  Husband 
Mull  be  no  more  Commander,  look  to  that. 

Be  feveral  at  meat,  and  lodging , let  him  have 
Board-wages,  and  Diet,  ’mongft  his  men  i’  th’  Town 
Forpleafure,  if  he  be  given  to’t,  let  him  have  it, 

Elfe  as  your  own  fancy  lhall  dire^fl  you. 

Cofin,  you  fee  this  mighty  man  here : he  was  an  als 
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When  he  came  firft  to  Town:  indeed  he  was 
Juft  luch  another  coxcomb  as  your  Husband, 

God  blefs  the  mark,  and  every  good  mans  child ! 

This  muft  not  ftir  you  Cofin. 

IVif.  Heaven  forbid? 

Long.  Sweet  provide  the  cufhion  ready  for  it. 

Mar.  It  fhall  be  done. 

Duke.  Receive  all  your  advices  from  our  felf. 

Be  once  a day  with  us,  and  fo  farewel 
For  this  time,  my  fair  Cofin,  Gentlemen 
Conduct  him  to  his  Lodging. 

Duch.  Farewel,  and  think  upon  my  words. 

Wife.  I fhall  obferve  them.  Luke  and  Luchefs. 

Cof.  Health,  and  the  Kings  continual  love,  attend  you. 
Serv.  Oh  for  a private  place  to  eafemy  Lungs! 

Heaven  give  me  patience,  fuch  a pair  of  jades 
Were  never  better  ridden  to  this  hour, 

Pray  heaven  they  hold  out  to  the  journeys  end. 

Long.  T witch  him  afide  good  Monfieur^  whilft  I break 
Upon  the  body  of  his  ftrength,  his  wife, 

I have  a conftant  promife : flie  is  my  own. 

Serv.  Ply  her  to  wind-ward  you  have  taken 

The  moft  compendious  way  to  raife  your  felf. 

That  couldhavebeen  delivered  by  a Counfel. 

Cof.  I have  fome  certain  aims,  Sir:  but  my  wife-  — 
Serv.  Your  wife,  you  muft  not  let  that  trouble  you. 

Cof  It  will  Sir,  to  fee  her  in  a ftrangers  arms. 
^frz'.What  mean  you  ? let  her  alone, be  wife,  ftir  not  a foot 
For  if  you  do,  all  your  hopes  are  buried: 

I fwear  you  are  a loft  man  if  you  ftir. 

Cof.  I thank  you  Sir,  I will  be  more  advis’d. 

Serv.  But  what  great  Office  do  you  level  at? 

'Cof.  Sir,  they  are  kiffing 
Serv.  Let  them  kifs, 

And  much  may  do  their  good  hearts  • they  mult  kifs 
And  kifs,  and  double  kifs,  and  kifs  again. 

Or  you  may  kifs  the  poft  for  any  rifing : . • ' 

'dad  your  noble  kinfman  ever  mounted 
To  thefe  high  Spheres  of  honor,  now  he  moves  in. 

But  for  the  kiffes  of  his  wife  ? 

Cof.  I know  not 

Serv.  Then  I do  ^ credit  me,  he  had  been  loft,  > 

A fellow  of  no  mark,  and  no  repute, 
dad  not  his  wife  kift  foon,  and  very  fweetly 
She  was  an  excellent  woman,  and  difpatcht  him 
To  his  full  being,  in  a moment.  Sir — Exit  Long,  and  Jffe. 

Cof.  But  yet  methinks  he  would  not  take  her.  Sir, 
nto  a private  room. 

Serv.  Now  ftand  and  flouriffi, 

You  are  a mads  man  for  ever. 

do  envy  you  if  you  ftand  your  fortunes  up. 

You  are  thehappieft  man,  but  your  great  CofIn, 

This  day  in  Court : well,  I will  marry  fiirely. 

And  not  let  every  man  out-run  me  thus. 

’Tis  time  to  be  mine  own  friend,  I live 
In  town  here,  and  dire<fl  the  readieft  way. 

To  other  men,  and  be  a Have  my  felf. 

Cef  Nay,  good  Sir  be  not  mov’d,  I am  your  fervant. 

And  will  not  be  ungrateful  for  this  tatowledge. 

Serv.  Will  you  be  walking  home? 

Cof.  I would  defire  to  have  my  wife  along. 

Serv.  You  are  too  raw. 

Begone,  and  take  no  notice  where  5fOU  left  her. 

Let  her  return  at  leaftire.  if  fhe  ftay 
A month,  ’twill  be  the  better,  underftand  me 
This  Gentleman  can  do’t.  Exit  Coftn. 

Co/:i  will  Sir,  and  wife  remember  me, a Duke,a  Duke  wife. 
Serv.  Aboard  her  Lo«g<»'r/ei/c,  fhe’s  thine  own, 

To  me  the  fooling  of  this  fool  is  venery.  Exit  Servant. 

Enter  Bewford  and  Jaques. 

Berv.  Come,  prethee  come,  have  I not  crowns  .<*  behold 
And  follow  me,  here  •,  not  a word,  go  in 


Grope  by  the  walls,  and  yon  fhall  find  a bed, 

Lie  down  there,  fee,  lee,  a turn  or  two,  tonve 
My  blooJ  Ibme  heats,  and  I am  prefently  ^ 

For  action  ; darknefs,  by  thy  leave,  1 come.  Exit  Eew. 

Enter  Maria. 

Ma.  I am  perfed  in  my  lelTon,  be  my  fpeed. 

Thou  god  of  marriage,rhis  is  the  door,  I’ll  knock. 

Bew.  ]vithi».  WliOle  there,  I cannot  come  yet.  * 

Ma.  Mo’iiUqut Bervford} 

Bew.  Stay  till  I light  a candle,  who  are  ye? 

Ma.  Sir?  a poor  Gentlewoman. 

Enter  Bewford. 

Bew.  Oh  come  in,I’ll  finda  timefor  you  too, be  not  loud. 

Ma.  Sir,  you  have  found  that  time  already,  fhame 
On  my  foul  therefore. 

Bew  hy  ? what’s  the  matter  ? 

Ma.  Do  you  not  fee.  Sir,  is  your  light  fo  dim  ? 

Bew.  Do  you  not  wait  on  the  Lady  Mount  Marine  > 

Ma.  I do  Sir,  but  my  love  on  you. 

Bew.  Poor  foul!  how  cam’ft  thou  by  this  big  belly? 

Ma.  By  your  felf. 

Bew.  By  heaven  I ne’er  touch’d  your  bodv. 

Ma.  Yes,  unfwear  that  oath  again.  I’ll  tell  you  a'l  j 
Thefe  two  years  I have  lov’d  you,  but  the  means 
How  to  enjoy  you,  I did  never  know 
Till  Twelf-night  laft,  when  hearing  of  vour  game 
To  take  up  wenches  private  in  the  night, 

I apprehended  ftraight  this  ccurfe  to  make 
My  felf  as  one  of  them,  and  wait  your  coming  j 
I did  fo  and  enjoyed  you,  and  now  this  child 
That  now  is  quick  within  me,  hide  my  fname. 

And  marry  me,  or  elfe  I muft  be  forc’d  

Long,  within.  Monfieur  Buford.,  Monlieur  Bewford. 

Bew.  Whofe  that  calls  ? 

Long.  Are  you  a bed  .i* 

Bew.  No  Sir,  the  hangings. 

Enter  Longaveil. 

Long.  Nay  A/fl»y?c«r,I’ll  forbid  that,  we’ll  have  fair  play, 
Lend  me  your  candle,  are  you  taken  Bewfrd  ? 

A lecher  of  your  praftice,  and  dole  carriage 
Tobe  difeoveredthus?  I amaftiam’d 
So  great  a mafter  in  his  art  fiiouldfail. 

And  flagger  in  his  grounds. 

Bew.  You’re  wide. 

This  woman  and  my  felf  are  man  and  wife. 

And  have  been  fo  this  half  year. 

Where  are  you  now  ? have  1 been  difeover’d  ? 

You  cannot  break  fo  eafily  on  me.  Sir, 

I am  too  wary  to  be  open’d  by  you. 

Long.  But  thefe  are  but  illufions.  tegive  colour 
Toyourmoft  myftick  leachery,  but  Sir, 

The  belly  hath  betraid  you  all,  it  muft  out. 

Bew.  Good  Longaveil  believe  me  on  my  faith, 

I am  her  husband. 

Long.  On  my  faith  I cannot,  unlefs  I faw 
Your  hands  faft,  and  your  hearts. 

Be'ie.  \A'hy  LongaviJe.,\v\\e:n  did  I give  that  to  your  ears, 
That  was  not  truth  ? by  aU  the  world  fhe’s  mine, 

She  is  my  wife,  and  to  confirm  you  better 
I give  my  felf  again,  here  take  my  hand 
And  I yours,  we  are  once  more  married, 

Will  this  content  you  ? 

Long.  Yes  I am  believing,  and  God  give  you  joy. 

Bew.  My  loving  wife,  I will  not  wrong  thee, 

Since  I am  thine  and  only  loved  of  thee 
From  this  hour  I vow  my  felf  a new  man, 

3e  not  jealous : for  though  I had  a purpofe. 

To  have  Ipeiit  an  hour  or  two  in  folate  otherwife, 
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And  was  provided  for  it,  yet  my  love 

Shall  put  a better  temper  to  my  blood, 

Come  out  thou  woman  of  unwliolfome  life, 

Be  lorry  for  thy  fins,  and  learn  to  mend, 

Nay,  never  hide  your  face,  you  fiiallbe  feen. 

Lnypr.  Jaques^wX^^  Ja(]ues^2.'Cl  Jaques, 

The  very  Hade,  and  right  hand  of  our  Duke? 

Speak,  thou  bearded  Venus. 

Jjq.  1 am  he,  by  miracle  prefervM  tobethat 

Within  this  two  hours  Gentlemen,  poor  Jaques 
\^'as  but  as  coarfe  in  grave  : a man  of  wifdom, 

That  of  my  confcience,  if  he  had  his  right 

Should  have  a pretty  State,  but  that’s  all  one 

That  Noble  Gentleman  did  lave  this  life, 

I keep  it  for  him,  ’tishis  own.  (the  Duke 

Loyifi.  Oh  Bacchus ! is  all  the  world  drunk  ? come  we’ll  to 
And  give  thanks  for  this  delivery. 

Due.  You  are  the  firfl;,Sir,  andl  hope  thelaft, 

But  you  are  Hark  horn-mad. 

Duke.  Forbear  good  wife. 

Due.  As  I have  faith  you’re  mad  : your  horns 

Have  been  too  heavy  for  you,  and  have  broke 

Your  skull  in  pieces:  If  you  be  in  earnefl:. 

Duke.  Well,  you  fhall  know  my  skull  and  wits  are  whole 
E’r  I have  done,  and  yet  1 am  in  earneft. 

Due.  Why,  do  you  think  I’ll  go  ? 

Duke.  1 know  you  fhall. 

Due.  I Ihall?  by  what  authority  Ihall  I? 

Duke.  I am  your  Husband. 

Due.  True,  Iconfefs  it, 

And  by  that  name,  the  world  hath  given  you 

A power  to  fway  me  5 but  Sir,  you  Ihall  know 

There  is  a greater  bond  that  ties  me  here, 

Allegeance  to  the  King,  has  he  not  heapt 

Thole  honors  on  you  to  no  other  end. 

But  to  ftay  ycuhere,  and  Ihall  I have  a hand 

In  the  offending  fiich  a gracious  Prince  ? 

Pefides,  our  o wn  undoings  lies  upon’t. 

Were  there  no  other  caufe,  I do  not  fee. 

Why  you  Ihould  go  : If  I Ihouldlayyoulhouldnot. 

Duk^.  Do  you  think  Ib? 

Due.  Yes  faith. 

Puke.  Now  good  wife  make  me  underlland  that  point. 
Due.  W hy  that  you  Ihall,  did  I not  bringyou  hither  .i* 

Duke.  Yes.  (fire  by  me.? 

Due.  And  were  not  all  thefe  honors  wrought  out  of  the 
Dui^e.  By  you? 

Due.  Byrne?  howllrange you  make  it  ? 

When  you  came  firfl,  did  you  not  walk  the  Town, 

In  a long  Cloak  half  compafs?  an  old  Hat, 

Lin’d  with  Vellure,  and  on  it  for  a band, 

A skein  of  crimfon  Cruil? 

Duke.  I confefs  it. 

Due.  And  took  bafe  courles  ? 

Duke.  Bale?  (flrousbafe. 

Due.  Bafe,  by  this  light, extream  bafe,  and  feurvie,  mon- 
Dujie.  What  were  thefe  courfes,  wife  ? 

Due.  Why,  you  Ihall  know. 

Did  you  not  thus  attir’d,  trot  up  and  down, 

Plotting  for  vild  and  lowfie  Offices, 

And  agreed  with  the  Sergeant  of  the  Bears, 

To  buy  his  place?  deny  this,  if  you  can. 

Dul^e.  Why  it  is  true. 

Due.  And  was  not  that  monftrous  bale  ? 

Duke.,  Be  advis’d  wife,  a Bear’s  a Princely  beall. 

Due.  A Bear? 

Duke.  Yes  wife,  and  one  fide  veniibn. 

Due.  You’re  more  than  one  fide  fool,  I amfureofthat. 
Duke.  But  fince  you  have  vextmewife,knowyouIhallgOj 
Or  you  fnall  never  have  penny  from  me. 

Due.  Nay,  I have  done,  and  though  I know ’twill  be 

Your  overthrow.  I’ll  not  forlakeyou  now. 

Duks.  Be  ready  then.  Exit  Duk,e, 

Due,  I will. 

Enter  Bewf.  Long,5frz'.  Maria. 

Long.  What  are  you  married  ? canmake  us.  ■ 

Berv.  I,  as  fall  as  words,  and  hearts,  and  hands,  andPrieft 
Due.  Oh  Gentlemen,  we  are  undone. 

Long.  For  what  ? 

Due.  This  Gentleman,  the  Lord  of  my  Husband, 

Will  be  gone  down  to  Ihew  his  play-fellows 

Where  he  is  gay. 

Berv.  What,  down  into  Countrey .? 

Due.  Yes  faith,  was  ever  fool  but  he  Ibcrols? 

I would  as  fain  be  gracious  to  him. 

As  he  could  wiffi  me,  but  he  will  not  let  me  ^ 

Speak  faithfully,  will  he  delerve  my  mercy  ? 

Long.  According  to  his  merits  he  Ihould  wear, 

A guarded  coat,  and  a great  wooden  dagger. 

Duch. 

JBus  Quintus. 

Frima. 

Enter  J)uk^  and  Jaques, 

D«j^».T^TOt  gone  unto  my  Tenants  to  relate 

In  My  Grace  and  Honor-,  the  mightineft 

Of  my  new  name,  which  would  have  ftnick  a terror 
Through  their  courfe  doublets,  to  their  very  hearts? 

Jaq.  Alas,  great  Lord  and  Malter,  I could  fcarce 

Whth  fafety  of  my  life  return  again 
, Unto  your  graces  houfe,  and  but  for  one 
i hat  had  fome  mercy,  I had  furebeen  hang’d. 

T>ukf.  My  houfe  > 

Jrq.  Yes  Sir,  this  houfe,  your  houfe  i’th’  Town. 

Duke.  we  are  difpleas’d,  hath  it  no  name? 

Jaq.  What  name? 

Duke.  Dull  rogue  ^ what  hath  the  King  bellow’d 

So  many  honors,  open’d  all  his  fprings, 

Andlliow’rcd  his  graces  down  upon  my  head. 

And  has  my  houfe  no  name  ? no  title  yet  ? 
utirgundy  houfe  you  afs. 

Jaq.  Your  graces  mercy, 

-nd  when  I was  come  off^  and  had  recover’d 

SurgtinJy  houfe.,  I durft  not  yet  be  feen, 

3ut  lay  all  night  for  fear  of  purfevants 
n Burgundy  privie  houfe. 

Duke.  Oh  Sir,  ’tis  well, 

'"an  you  remember  now  ? but  Jaques  know 

Since  thy  intended  journey  isfo  croU, 

1 will  go  down  my  felf  this  morning. 

Jaq.  Sirj? 

Vtik^.  Have  I not  faid  this  morning  ? 

Jaq.  But  confider. 

That  nothing  is  prepared  yet  for  your  journey. 

Your  graces  teams  not  here  to  drawvour  cloaths  ^ 

And  not  a Carrier  yet  in  town  to  fend  by. 

Duke.  I fay  once  more  go  about  it. 

You’re  a wife  man,  you’d  have  me  linger  time. 

Till  I have  worn  thefe  cloaths  out : will  ye  go  ? Ex.  Jaq. 

1 Make  ye  ready  Wife 

Enter  Wife. 

Due.  I am  fo,  mighty  Duke. 

Du'<e.,  Nay,  for  the  Countrey. 

Due.  How  ? for  the  Countrey  ? 

' Duke.  Yes  I am  refolv’d  to  fee  my  Tenants  in  this  bravery, 

, Make  them  a fumptuous  fealt,  with  a flight  Ihew, 

Of  Dives  and  Lazarus^  and  a Iquib  or  two. 

And  lb  return. 

Due.  W hy  Sir  ? you  are  not  mad  ? (Ipeak. 

How  many  Dukes  have  ye  known  mad  ? I pray 
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Vttc.  If  there  be  any  woman  that  doth  know. 

The  duties  ’twixt  a Husband  and  his  wife, 

Will  fpeakbut  one  word  for  him,  helhallfcape-, 

Is  not  that  reafonable  ? but  there’s  none, 

Be  ready  therefore,  to  purfue  the  plot 
We  had  againft  a pinch,  for  he  mult  flay. 

Long.  \\  ait  you  here  for  him,  whilfl  I goe 
And  make  the  King  acquainted  with  your  fport. 

For  fear  he  be  incens’d  for  our  attempting 

Places  of  fo  great  honor.  Exit  Long. 

Vitc.  Go,befpeedy. 

t 

Enter  DhI^,  Cofm^  Jaques,  Aisn. 

VM\e.  Come  let  me  fee  how  all  things  are  difpos’d  of. 

Jaq.  One  Cart  will  ferve  for  all  your  furniture. 

With  room  enough  behind  to  eale  the  Footman, 

A capeafe  for  you  linnen,  and  your  plate. 

With  a ftrangelock  that  opens  with  Amen^ 

For  my  young  Lord,  becaule  of  eafie  portage, 

A quiver  of  your  graces  lin’d  with  Cunney, 

Made  to  be  bang’d  about  the  Nurfes  neck, 

Thus,  with  a Scarfe  or  Towel. 

Dnke,  Very  good. 

Jaq.  Nay,  ’tis  well,  but  had  you  flaid  another  week, 

I would  have  had  you  fiirnilht,  in  fuch  pomp, 

As  never  Duke  of  Burgundy  was  furnilht. 

You  fhould  have  had  a Sumpter,  though ’t  had  coil  me 
The  laying  on  my  felf,  where  now  you  are  fain. 

To  hire  a Rippers  mare,  and  buy  new  doflers. 

But  1 ha\re  got  them  painted  with  your  Arms, 

With  a fair  darnex  Carpet  of  my  own 
Laid  crols  for  the  more  flate. 

Duke.  Jaques  I thank  you : your  Carpet  fhall  be  brufht 
And  lent  you  home  ^ what,  are  you  ready  wife  } 

Due.  An  hour  ago. 

I cannot  chufe  but  kifs  thy  royal  l ips. 

Dear  Duchefs  mine,  thou  art  fo  good  a woman. 

Berv.  Youl’d  lavfo  if  you  knew  a.I,  goodman  Duckling. 

C of.  This  was  the  happiefl  fortune  could  befalme 
Now  in  his  abfencewiil  i follow  clofe 
Mine  own  preferment,  and  I hope  e’rlong. 

To  make  my  mean  and  humble  name  fo  ftrong, 

As  my  great  Colins,  when  the  world  fhall  know, 

1 bear  too  hot  a ipiritto  live  low. 

The  next  Spring  will  1 down,  my  wife  and  houfnold, 

I’ll  have  my  Ulhers,  and  my  four  Lacquies, 

Sixfpaie  Caroches  too,  but  mum,  no  more, 

W hat  1 intend  to  do  I’ll  keep  inftore. 

D«k?.  Mountey,  mountey,  beourQuerry. 

Groom.  Tohorfe  there  Gentlemen,  and  fall  in  couples. 

Dul{e.  Come  honoured  Duchefs. 

Enter  Longavile. 

Long.  Stand  thou  proud  man. 

Du^.  Thieves,  Jaques.^  raife  the  people. 

Long.  No,  raife  no  people,  ’tis  the  Kings  command. 
Which  bids  thee  once  more  Hand,  thou  haughty  man, 
Thou  art  a monfler,  for  thou  art  imgrateful. 

And  like  a fellow  of  a rebel  nature, 

Hafl  flung  from  his  embraces : and  for 
His  honors  given  thee,  hafl  not  return’d 
So  much  as  thanks,  and  to  oppofe  his  Will, 

Refblv’d  to  leave  the  Court,  and  fet  the  Realm 
A fire,  in  difeontent,  and  open  aiftion : 

Therefore  he  bids  thee  ftand,  thou  proud  man, 

W^'hilfl  with  the  whisking  of  my  fword  about, 

I take  thy  honors  off : this  firfb  fad  whisk 
Takes  off  thy  Dukedom,  thou  art  but  an  Earl. 

Duks^  You  are  milraken,  Longavile. 

Long.  Ohwouldl  were  ; this  fecond  whisk  divides 
Thy  Earldom  from  thee,  thou  art  yet  a Baron. 

Duke.  No  more  whisks  if  you  love  me  Longavile. 
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Long.  Two  whisks  are  paff,  and  two  arc  yet  behind, 
Yetall  muflcome,  but  not  to  linger  time. 

With  tiicfe  two  whisks  1 end,  now  mount  .Mjriw, 
Forthogart  now  no  more,  fo  fays  the  King, 

And  I have  done  his  Highnefs  Wdll  with  grief. 

Duke.  Degraded  from  my  honors  ? 

Long.  ’Tis  too  certain. 

Duke.^  I am  no  Traitor  fure,  that  I know  of* 

Speak  hafl:  thou  ever  heard  me  utter  word 

Tending  to  Treafon,  or  to  bring  in  the  enemy  .> 

Jaq.  Alas  Sir,  I knovv  nothing, 

Why  fhoalJ  your  \\  orlhip  bring  me  in  to  hang  me 
I never  mcdicd 

But  with  the  brufliing  of  his  cloaths,  or  fetching 
In  water  in  a morning  for  his  hands. 

Cof  Are  thele  the  honors  of  this  place.?  Anthony 
Help  me  to  take  her  Gown  off  quickly. 

Or  I’ll  fo  fwinge  ye  for’t 

IVife.  W hy  Husband .?  Sir  ? 

Cof.  I’ll  not  loofe  a penny  by  this  town. 

Long.  Why  what  do  you  mean,Sir,have  her  to  her  lodging 
And  there  undrefsher,  1 will  wait  upon  her.  ’ 

Cof  Indeed  you  lhall  not,your  month  is  out  I take  it 
Get  you  out  before  me  wife  r * 

Cofin  farewel,  I told  you  long  agoe. 

That  pride  begins  with  pleafure,  ends  with  w’oe. 

Exit  Wife. 

Betv.  Goe  thy  way  fentences,  ’twill  be  thy  fortune 
To  live  and  dye  a Cuckold,  and  Churchwarden.  ’ 

Du-.  Oh  my  poor  Husband ! what  a heavy  fortune 
Is  fallen  upon  him.? 

Bew.  Methinks  ’tis  ftrange. 

That  heaven  fore-warning  great  men  of  their  falls, 

\A.  ithfuch  plain  tokens,  they  fliould  not  avoid  ’em  ? 
Forthelaff  night  betwixt  eleven  and  twelve, 

T wo  great  and  hideous  blazing  liars  were  feen 
To  fight  a long  hour  by  the  clock,  the  one 
Dreft:  like  a Duke,  the  other  like  a King^ 

Till  at  the  lall  the  crowned  Star  o’er-came. 

Serv.  Why  do  ye  Hand  fo  dead,  MonlieurAft/r/w? 

D«^?.  So  fell,  when  in  the  Capitol 
They  gave  his  body  two  and  thirty  wounds. 

Be  w arned  all  ye  Peers,  and  by  my  fall. 

Hereafter  learn  to  let  your  wives  rule  all. 

Serv.  Moiifieur  Marine^  pray  let  me  fpeak  with  you  j 
Sir,  I muff  wave  you  to  conceal  this  party. 

It  ftands  upon  my  utter  overthrow  ^ 

Seem  not  difeontented,  nor  do  not  ffir  afoot, 

For  if  you  do,  you  and  your  hope 

1 fwearyou  are  a loff  man  if  you  ffir. 

And  have  an  eye  to  bervford.,  he’ll  tempt  you. 

Bevp.  Come,  come,  for  fliame  go  down  j 
Were  I Marine^  I would  go  down : 

And  being  there,  I would  rattle  him  fiich  an  anfw’cr 
Should  make  himfmoke. 

Duke.  Good  Monfieur  Berpford^  peace 
Leave  thefe  rebellious  words. 

Or  by  the  honors  which  I once  enjoj^ed. 

And  yet  may  fwearby. 

I’ll  tell  the  King  of  your  proceedings  ^ 

1 am  fatisfied. 

Wife.  You  talkt  of  going  down  when  'twas  not  fit. 

But  now  let’s  fee  yourfpirit, 

A thoufand  and  a thoufand  will  e.xpcff;  it. 

Duke.  Why  wife,  are  ye  mad  ? (ffrength. 

Wife.  No,  nor  drunk,  but  I’d  have  you  know  your  own 
Duks.  You  talke  like  a moff  foolilh  woman,  wife  j 
I tell  you  I will  flay,  yet  I have  a 
Crotchet  troubles  me, 

Long.  More  crotchets  yet  ? 

Du)^.  Follow  me  Jaques.,  I muff  have  thy  counfel, 

I will  return  again,  ffay  you  there  wifc._  ^ fftools. 
Long.  I fear  this  lofs  of  honor  will  give  him  fome  few 
Wif.  No,  no,  he  is  relblv’d,  he  will  not 

Stir 


.w.  1 


2q6 


The  [h(j)ble  (jentleman. 


Stir  a foot,  Til  lay  my  life. 

B‘n\  I,  but  he’s  dilcoiitented,  how  fliall  wercfolvethat, 
And  make  him  flay  with  comfort? 

jyife.  Faitlr  Bervford  we  mufl;  even  let  nature  work, 

For  he’s  the  fwectelt  temper’d  man  for  that 

As  one  can  wife,  for  let  men  but  go  about  to  fool  him. 

And  he’ll  have  his  finger  as  deep  in’t  as  the  beft  ^ 

But  fee  where  he  comes  frowning,  blefs  us  all! 

Duli?.  Off  with  your  hats,  for  here  doth  come 
The  high  and  mighty  Dukco  Burgundy. 

\\  hat  ever  you  may  think,  l have  thought 

And  thought,  and  thought  upon’t,  and  1 find  it  plain. 

The  King  cannot  take  back  what  he  has  given, 

Tmlefs  I forteit  it  by  courfe  of  Law. 

Not  all  the  water  in  the  River  5ciw, 

Can  wafli  the  blood  out  of  thefe  Princely  veins. 

Wife,  God-a-meicy  Husband,  thou  art  the  beft 
To  work  out  a thing  at  a pinch  in  France. 

Duks.  alcendmy  State  again, 

Duchefs,  rake  your  place. 

And  let  our  Champion  enter. 

Long.  Has  he  his  Champion?  that’s  excellent. 

Duke.  And  let  loud  Mufick  found  before  his  entrance. 
Sound  Trumpet. 


Enter  Jaques  in  Armor.,  one  carrying  a Scutcheon  before 
him.,  and  a nvo-handed  Svaord. 

Wife.  How  well  our  Champion  doth  demean  himlelf. 

As  if  he  had  been  made  for  fuch  an  aftion  ? 

Methinkshis  fturdy  truncheon  he  doth  weild. 

Like  Mjr j- approaching  to  a bloody  field, 

Duke-  I think  there’s  no  man  fo  deFperate 
To  dare  encounter  with  our  Champion, 

But  truft  me,  Jaquesy  thou  haft  pleas’d  us  well  y 
Once  more  our  warlike  Mufick,  then  proceed. 

Enter  Shattillion;  , 

Shat.  What  wondrous  age  is  this  ? what  dole  proceedings? 
I hear  the  clang  of  Trumpets  inthishoufe. 

To  what  intent  do  not  our  Statef-men  fearch? 

Oh  no,  they  look  not  into  fimple  truth  •, 

For  I am  true,  and  they  regard  not  me, 

A man  in  Armor  too:  God  have  the  King, 

The  w orld  will  end,  there’s  nought  but  treachery. 

faq.  I Jaques.,  lervant  to  the  high  and  mighty  Godfrey., 
Duke  of  Burgundy.,  do  come  hither  to  prove  by  natural 
ftrength,  and  activity  of  my  body,  without  the  help  of  Ibr- 
cery,  inchantment,  or  negromancy,  that  the  faid  Godfrey., 
late  of  Mount  Marine.,  and  now  oi  Burgundy.,  hath  perfed 
right  thereto,  notvvithftandingthe  Kings  command  to  the 
contrary,  and  no  other  perlbn  whatfoever : and  in  token 
that  I will  be  ready  to  make  good  the  fame  : I throw  down 
my  gage  which  is  my  honor,  pronounced  the  3.7  of  Feb. 
Stilo  novo.,  God  five  the  Duke. 

Shat.  Of  all  the  plots  the  King  hath  laidforme 
This  was  the  flirewdeft,  ’tis  ray  life  they  feek 
And  they  fhall  have  it : if  I Ihould  refufe 
To  accept  the  challenge  in  the  Kings  behalf. 

They  have  fome  caufeto  take  away  my  life. 

And  if  I do  accept  it,  who  can  tell, 

But  I may  fall  by  doubtful  chance  of  War? 

’Twasfhrew’d,  but  I muft  take  the  leaft  of  evils, 

I take  thy  gauntlet  up,  thou  treacherous  man. 

That  ftands  in  armed  Coat  againft  the  King. 

Whom  God  preferve,  and  with  my  fingle  Iword, 

Will  juftifie  whatever  he  commands 
I’ll  watch  him  for  catching  of  my  W'ords. 

Duke-  Jaqites  go  on,  defend  our  Princely  Title. 

Shat.  Why  fniink’ft  thou  back?  thou  haft  an  evilcaufe^ 


Come  forward  man,  I have  a rock  about  me,  ’ 

I fight  for  my  true  Liege. 

Dttks-  Go  forward  Jaques. 

Jaq.  I do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 

I will  not  fight  with  him,  with  any  elfe 
I’ll  fliew  my  refolution  Ipeedily. 

Shat.  Come,  do  thy  worft,  for  the  King  fliall  fee 
All  is  not  true,  that  is  reported  of  me. 

Jaq.  1 may  not  fight  with  him  by  Law  of  Arms; 

Duke.  What?  fhall  my  Title  fall  wilt  thou  not  fight? 
Jaq.  Never  with  him  that  once  hath  fav’d  my  life 
Shat.  Dar’ft  thou  not  fight  ? behold  then,  1 do  go 
Strong  with  the  zeal  I bear  my  Sovereign; 

And  ieize  upon  that  haughty  man  himfelf. 

Defcendthe  fteps  (that  thou  haft  thus  ufurp’d 
Againft  the  King  and  State,)  down  to  the  ground. 

And  if  thou  do  utter  but  a fyllable 
Tocrofs  the  Kings  intent,  thou  art  but  dead; 

There,  lye  upon  the  earth,  and  pine,  and  dye/ 

Did  ever  any  man  wade  through  fuch  ftorms 
Tofave  his  life,  as  poor  Shattillion} 

Long.  I fear  tMs  challenge  hath  fpoil’d  all. 

Due.  Ne’er  fear  it,  he’ll  work  it  out  again,  fervant. 

See  where  ShattillwBs  Love,  poor  Lady,  comes. 

Enter  Love. 

Duke.  Jaques.  (he’s  gone, 

Jaq.  Lieftill,Sir,  if  you  lOve  your  life.  I’ll  whiftle  when 
Love.  Oh  Gentlemen,  I charge  you  by  the  Love 
Which  you  bear  to  women,  take  tome  pitty 
On  this  diftrefIM  man,  help  to  reftore 
That  precious  Jewel  to  him  he  hath  loft. 

Bea>.  Lady,  whatever  power  doth  lie  in  us 
By  Art,  or  Prayer,  or  danger,  we  are  yours, 

Lov.  A ftrange  conceit  hath  wrought  this  malady, 
Conceits  again  muft  bring  him  to  himfelf. 

My  ftridt  denial  tohis  Will  wrought  this; 

And  if  you  could  but  draw  his  wilder  thoughts 
To  know  me,  he  would  fure  recover  fenfe. 

Long.  That  charge  I’ll  undertake. 

Du^e.  Look  Jaques  Jook,  for  Gods  fake  let  me  rife, 
Thisgreatnefs  is  a jade,  I cannot  fit  it. 

Jaq.  His  fword  is  up,  and  yet  he  watcheth  you. 

Dtt.  I’ll  down  again,  pray  for  thy  Mafter,  Jaques.  (true, 
Shat.  Now  the  King  may  fee  all  the  fuggeftions  are  not 
He  hath  receiv’d  againft  my  loyalty  *, 

When  all  men  elfe  refufe,  I fight  his  battels, 

Andthruft  my  body  into  dangers  mouth; 

I am  become  his  Champion,  and  this  fword 
Flas  taught  his  enemies  to  know  themfelves ; 

Oh  that  he  would  no  more  be  jealous  of  me ! 

Long.  Monfiour Shattillion.,  the  King  alTures  you, 

That  for  this  valiantloyal  aT  of  yours. 

He  hath  forgot  all  jealoufies  and  fears. 

And  never  more  will  tempt  you  into  danger. 

Shat.  But  how  fhall  I believe  this,  what  new  token 
Of  reconcilement  will  he  fhew  me 
Let  him  releafe  my  poor  Love  from  her  torment. 

From  her  hard  fare,  and  ftrid  imprifbnment. 

Long.  He  hath  done  this  to  win  your  after-love. 

And  fee  your  Lady  fentyou  from  the  King 
By  thefe  two  Gentlemen : be  thankful  for  her. 

Shat.  She  lives,  fhehves,  I know  her  by  the  power 
Shoots  from  her  eyes. 

Love.  Rife  dear  ShattilUon. 

Shat.  I know  my  duty. 

Next  unto  my  King,  I am  to  kneel  to  you. 

Love.  I’ll  have  you  rife,fetch  me  a chair,  fit  down  Shat. 
Shat.  I am  commanded,  and  faith  tell  me  Miftrifs, 
What  ufage  have  you  had?  pray  be  plain? 

Love,  Oh  my  moft  lov’d  ShattilUon.,  pain  enough. 

But  now  I am  free,  thanks  to  my  God  and  King. 

Long.  His  eyes  grow  very  heavy,  not  a word. 

That 
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I That  his  weak  I'enfes  may  come  fweetly  home. 

^h3t>  The  King  is  honourable. 

When  do  you  whiftle  Jaqnes  ? 

Jaq.  By  and  by. 

LoMg.  Come  hither  Moniieur,  canltthou  laugh  a little? 
Serv.  Yes  Sir. 

Loffg.  So  thou  lhalt  then.  how  doll  thou  ? 

Eeiv.  Why  well. 

Long.  I’m  glad  on’t,  and  how  does  thy  wife? 

Why,  you  may  lee  her,  Sir,  Hie  Hands  behind  you. 
Long.  By  the.mafs  fne’s  there  indeed, but  where’s  her  belly? 
Bew.  Belly? 

Long.  Her  great  belly, man ^ what  hall  thou fent thee? 
Serv.  A Boy,  I’ll  lay  my  life,  it  tumbled  Jo. 

Berv.  Catcht  by  this  light. 

Long.  I’ll  be  a GolTip  Bedford. 

Serv.  And  I. 

Long,  lhave  anoddApoltle  fpoon. 

Ben>.  S’foot,  catcht. 

Due  Why,  what’s  the  matter.  Gentlemen? 

Long.  He’s  married  to  your  woman. 

Due.  And  I not  know  it  ? 

Serv.  ’Tvvas  a venial  fin. 

Bew.  Gall,  gall,  gall. 

Due.  Forgive  her,  Monfieur  Bevpford.^  ’twas  her  love. 

Bew.  You  may  rife  if  youpleafe,  1 mull  endure  it. 
Long.  See  how  my  great  Lord  lies  upon  the  ground 
And  dare  not  Hir  yet 
I Jaques  whillles  ? 

Dukf.  Jaques.^  Jaques.,  is  the  Kings  Champion  gon  yet  ? 
Jaq.  No,  but  he’s  alleep. 

'Dul{e.  Is  he  alleep  art  fure.<* 

Jaq.  I am  fure  he  is,  I hear  him  Ihore. 

Duk^.  Then  by  your  favours  Gentlemen  I rile, 

And  know  I am  a Duke  Hill. 

Jaq.  And  I am  his  Champion. 

Due.  Hold  thee  there,  and  all  Frame  cannot  mend  theci 
. I arha  Prince  as  great  within  my  thoughts 

As  when  the  whole  ftate  did  adorn  my  perfouj 
What  trial  can  be  made  to  try  a Prince  > 

I will  appofe  this  noble  corps  of  mine 
To  any  danger  that  may  end  the  doubt. 

Due.  Great  Duke,  and  Husband,  there  is  but  one  way 
Tolatisfie  the  world  of  our  true  right. 

And  it  is  dangerous. 

Duke.  What  may  it  be  ? 

Were  it  to  bring  the  great  Turk  bound  in  chains 
Through  Frame  in  triumph : or  to  couple  up 
The  Sophie.,  and  great  ? reft  or  John  together, 

I would  attempt  it  Duchefs,  tell  the  courle. 

Due.  There  is  a ftrong  opinion  through  the  world, 

And  no  doubt,  groimdedon  experience. 

That  Lions  will  not  touch  a lawful  Prince, 

If  you  be  confident  then  of  your  right, 

Amongll  the  Lions  bear  your  naked  body. 

And  if  you  come  off  clear,  and  never  winch. 

The  world  will  fay  you  are  a perfect  Prince. 
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^ you  Duchefs,  for  your  kind  advice. 

But  LOW  we  do  notaffedl  thole  ravenous  beafes 
Long.  A Lion  is  a beafe  to  try  a King- 
But  for  the  trial  oJ  fuch  a Hate  like  this' 

Pliny  reports  a maftivedog  will  ferve. 

D«V.  \Y’e  will  not  deal  with  dogs  at  all,  but  men. 
Serv.  You  fi:all  not  need  to  deal  with  them  at  all  ‘ 
Hare  you  Sir,  the  King  doth  kno.v  you  are  a Duke- 
Duke.  No,  does  he  ? 

Yes  acid  is  content  you  ihall  be, bat  with  this  caution. 
That  none  know  it  but  your  felf : ’ 

For  if  ye  do,  he’ll  take  it  away  by  Ad  of  Parliament. 

D^.  Here’s  my  hand,  and  whilH  I live  or  breath 
No  h/ing  wight  lhall  know  i am  a Duke  ’ 

5-rj..  Mare  me  diretUy,  Sir,  your  wife  may  know  it. 
Uuh.  May  not  Jaques.. 

Serv.  Yes,  he  may. 

Duke.  May  not  my  Countrey  Colin? 

Serv.  By  no  means.  Sir,  if  you  love  your  life  and  Hate 
Duke.  Well  then,  know  all,  I am  no  Duke. 

Serv.  No,  I’ll  fwear  it. 

Long.  See,  he  wakes. 

Shat.  Where  am  I,  or  where  have  I been  all  this  while? 
Sleep  hath  not  fate  fb  ibund  upon  mine  eyes 
But  I remember  well  that  face 
Oh  thou  too  cruel,  leave  at  length  to  Horn 
Him  that  but  looking  on  thy  beauty,  dies. 

Either  receive  me,  or  put  out  my  eyes. 

Love.  Deareit  Shattillion^  fee  upon  my  knees 
I offer  up  my  love,  forget  my  wrongs.  ’ 

Shat.  Art  thou  mine  own  ? 

Love.  By  heaven  I am. 

Shat.  Then  all  the  world  is  mine. 

Love.  I have  Hranger  things  to  tell  thee,  my  dcarcH  love. 
Shat.  Tell  nothing,  but  that  thou  art  mine  own: 

I do  not  care  to  know  where  I have  been. 

Or  how  I have  liv’d,  or  any  thing. 

But  that  thou  art  my  own. 

Berv.  Well  wife,  though  ’twere  a trick  that  made  ns  wed. 
We’ll  make  our  felves  merry  foon  in  bed* 

Dukp.  Know  all,  I am  no  Duke. 

JFife.  What  fay  ’e  ? 

Dukf.  Jaques  ? 

Jaq.  Sir. 

Duke.  I am  a Duke* 

Both.  Are  ye? 

Duke.  Yes  faith,  yes  faith. 

But  it  mull  only  run  among  our  felves, 

And  Jaques.,  thou  fhalt  be  my  Secretary  Hill. 

IVife.  Kind  Gentlemen,  lead  in  Shattilliony 
For  he  muH  needs  be  weak  and  fickly  yet. 

Now  all  my  labours  have  a perfed  end,  as  I could  wifii, 
Let  all  young  fprightly  wives  that  have 
Dull  foolifh  coxcombs  to  their  Husbands, 

Learn  by  me  their  duties,  what  to  do. 

Which  is,  to  make  ’em  fools,  and  plcafe  ’em  too. 

Exeunt 


EPILOGUE. 


THe  \Aonunients  of  virtue^  and  deferty 
Appear  more  goodly y when  the  glofs  of  Art 
beaten  off  hy  time,  than  when  at  ffrji 


They  were  fet  up.,  not  cenfurd  at  the  worji. 
We  'ave  done  our  bejly  for  your  contents  to  ffty 
With  newpainsy  this  old  monument  of  wit. 
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THE 

CORONATION. 

A Comedy. 

The  Perfons  rcpref 

Philockf, 

Lifander^ 

Cajpinder^ 

Li  (JmjichHS^ 

AntigOftm^ 

Arctdim^ 

M.ac4riHSy 

SelehCHS^ 

^»eeK. 

Charilla^ 

ented  in  the  Play. 

Polidora, 

Neflorius. 

Eubulus, 

A Bijhop, 

Polianus, 

Sophia, 

Demetrius, 

Gentlemen  and  Gentlewomen. 

Servants  and  Attendants. 

P R.  0 L 

Q^lfjce  ’tis  become  the  Title  of  our  Plaj^ 

A woman  once  in  a Corporation  day 

With  pardon^  fpeakjhe  Prologue,  give  as  free 

A welcome  to  the  Theatre^  as  he 

That  with  a little  Beard^  a long  hlach^  Cloak.^ 

With  a Jiarch’dface^  and fupple  leg  hath  jpokg 

Before  the  Plays  the  twelvemonth^  let  me  then 

Prefent  a welcome  to  thefe  Gentlemen^ 

If  you  be  kind,  and  noble,  you  will  not 

Think.tke  worfe  of  me  for  my  Tetticote  : 

But  to  the  Play,  the  Poet  bad  me  tell 
j His  fears  Jirji  in  the  T/tle,  left  ik  fwell 
j Some  thoughts  with  expectation  of  a Jirain, 

That  but  once  could  be  feen  in  a Kings  Reign, 

This  Coronation,  he  hopes  you  tnay 

See  often,  while  the  genius  of  his  Play, 

Doth  prophejte,  the  Conduits  may  run  Wine, 

When  the  days  triumph's  ended,  and  divine 

Brisks  Neihar  fwell  his  Temple  to  a rage, 

W/th  fomething  of  more  price  t'  invefl  the  Stage. 
Thererefs  but.to  prepare  you,  that  although 

It  be  a Coronation,  there  doth  plow 

0 G U E. 

No  undermirth,  fuch  as  doth  lard  the  Scene 

For  courfe  delight  the  language  here  is  clean. 

And  confident,  our  Poet  b ide  me  fay. 

He  U hate  you  but  the  folly  of  a Play. 

P or  which,  although  dull  fouls  his  Pen  defpife. 

Who  thinks  it  yet  too  early  to  be  wife. 

The  nobler  will  thanks  his  Mufe,  at  leaf 

Excufe  him,  caufe  his  thought  aim'd  at  the  bef. 

But  we  conclude  not,  it  does  ref  in  you, 

Tocenfure  Poet,  Play,  and  Prologue  too^ 

But  what  have  I omitted  is  there  not 

A blufj  upon  my  cheeky  that  1 forgot 
■ The  Ladies,  and  a Femal  Prologue  too  .<? 

Tour  pardon  noble  Gentlewomen,  you 

Were  firf  within  my  thoughts,  I kyiowyou  fit 

As  free,  and  high  Commijf oners  of  wit. 

Have  clear,  and  aBive  fouls,  nay,  though  the  men 

Were  lof  in  your  eyes,  they'll  be  found  agen, 

Tou  are  the  bright  intelligences  move. 

And  make  a harmony  this  Jphere  of  Love, 

Be  you  propitious  then,  our  Poet  fays, 

1 Our  wreath  fromyou,is  worth  their  grove  of  Bayes : 

A Si  US  Primus, 

Enter  Pliilocles  and  Lifander.  - 

Ptj}.  Akewayfor  my  Lord  Protetlor. 

Cifan.  Your  graces  fervants. 

Enter  Callander,  and  Lifimachus. 

Caf.  I like  your  diligent  waiting, where’s 

Lifimachus  ? 

Lif.  I wait  upon  you.  Sir. 

Sccena  Prim  a. 

Caf.  The  Queen  looks  pleafant 

This  morning,  does  llie  not.^ 

Lif  I ever  found 

Her  gracious  fmiles  on  me.  ■ 

Caf  She  does  confult 

Herfafety  in’t,  for  I mull  tell  thee  boy, 

But  in  the  alHirance  of  her  love  to  thee, 

1 Ihould  advance  thy  hopes  another  way. 

And  ufe  the  power  I have  in  Epire,to 

Settle 
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Settle  our  own,  and  uncontrouled  sreatnefs- 

But  fince  Ihecarries  her  felf  fo  fairly, 

I am  content  to  expect,  and  by  her  marriage 

Secure  thy  fortune,  that’s  all  my  ambition 

Now,  be  ftill  careful  in  thy  applications 

To  her,  I muft  attend  other  affairs. 

Return,  andufe  what  Art  thoucanfttolay 

More  charms  of  love  upon  her. 

Lif.  I prefume 

She  always  fpeaksthe  language  of  her  heart, 

And  I can  be  ambitious  for  no  more 

Happinefs  on  earth,  than  Ihe  encourages 

Me  to  expe<fl. 

Caf.  It  W2S  an  afl  becoming 

The  wifdomofher  Father  to  engage 

A tye  between  our  Families,  and  Ihe’ 

Hath  play’d  her  beft  difcretion  to  allow  it  *, 

But  we  lofe  time  in  conference,  wait  on  her. 

And  be  what  thou  wert  born  for,  King  of  E/w, 

I mult  away.  , 

Lif.  Succels  ever  attend  you. 

Is  not  the  Queen  yet  coming  forth  ? 

Lifa.  Your  fervant. 

You  may  command  our  duties, 

This  is  the  Court  Star,  Philocles. 

Phi.  The  Star  that  we  muft  fail  by. 

Lifa.  All  mufb  borrow 

A light  from  him,  the  young  Queen  dircds  all 

Her  favours  that  way. 

Phi.  He’s  a noble  Gentleman, 

And  worthy  of  his  expectations : 

Too  good  to  be  the  fon  of  fuch  a Father. 

Lift.  Peace,  remember  he  is  Lord  ProteCtor. 

Phil.  We  have  more  need  of  Heavens  Protection 

I’  th’mean  time,  I wonder  the  old  King 

Did  in  his  life,  deffgnhim  for  the  office. 

Lift.  He  might  expeCt  his  faith,  I have  heard  when 

The  Kmg,  who  was  no  Epirote^  advanc’d 

His  claim,  Caffander.y  our  ProteCtornow, 

Young  then,  oppos’d  himtoughly  with  hisfaCtion, 

5ut  forc’d  to  yield,  had  fair  conditions. 

And  was  declar’d  by  the  whole  State,  next  heir  j 
f the  King  wanted  ifliie,  our  hopes  only 

Thriv’d  in  this  daughter. 

Phi.  Whom  but  for  her  fmiles 

And  hope  of  marriage  with  Lifimachus, 

dis  Father,  by  Ibme  cunning,  had  remov’d  | 

I’r  this. 

Lift.  Take  heed,  the  Arras  may  have  ears 
fhouldnot  weep  much  if  his  grace  would  hence 
temove  to  Heaven. 

Phi.  1 pretheewhat  fhould  he  do  there? 

Lz/i.  Some  Offices  will  fall. 

Phi.  And  the  Skie  too,e’rI  get  one  ftair  higher 

While  he’s  in  place. 

Enttt  Antigonus. 

Aitt.  LifanJer.f  Philocles^ 

How  looks  the  day  upon  us.#*  where’s  the  Q^een? 

Phi.  In  her  bed-chamber. 

Ant.  Who  was  with  her  ? 

Lift.  None  but  the  young  Lord  Lifimiebut. 

Am.  ’Tis  no  trealbn 

If  a man  wilh  himfelf  a Courtier 

Of  fuch  a poflibility  ; he  has 

The  mounting  fate. 

Phi.  I would  his  Father  were 

Mounted  to  th’  gallows. 

Ant.  He  has  a path  fair  enough. 

If  he  furvive  by  title  of  his  Father. 

Lift.  The  Queen  will  haften  his  afeeflt. 

Phi.  Would  1 were  Queen,  ' 

Ant.  Thou  wou’dfl:  become  rarely  the  petticoat,  t 

What  wou’dfl:  thou  do/ 

Phi.  Why,  I w’ou’d  marry 

My  Gentleman ufher,  and  truftall  theflrength 

And  burden  of  my  State  upon  his  legs. 

Rather  than  be  caii’dwifebv  any  fon 

Of  filch  a Father. 

Lift.  Come,  let’s  leave  thisfubjeT, 

We  may  find  more  fecure  difcoiirle  • when  faw 

You  young  Arcadint.,  Lord  A/jCijr/K/’s  Nephew  ? 

Ant.  There  s a ipark,  a youth  moulded  lor  a Favourite 
The  Queen  might  do  him  honor. 

Phi.  t avourite,  ’tis  too  cheap  a name,  there  wereamatch 
Now for  her  Virgin  blood. 

Lifa.  Mull  every  man 

That  has  ahandlomeface  or  leg,  feed  fuch 

Ambirion : 1 confefs  I honor  him. 

He  has  a nimble  loul,  and  gives  great  hope 

To  be  no  woman-hater,  dances'handlbmiy. 

Can  court  a Lady  powerfully,  but  more  goes 

Toth’ making  of  a Prince  > he’s  here 

And’s  Uncle. 

Enter  Arcadius,  Macarius,  Seleucus. 

Sel.  Save  you  Gentlemen,  who  can  direct  me 

To  find  my  Lord  Protedor  ? 

Lift.  He  was  here 

Within  this  half  hour,  young  Lifmachur 

His  Son  is  with  the  Queen. 

Sel.  There  let  him  compliment, 

I have  other  bufmefs,  ha , Arcudms ! Exit. 

Phi.  Obferv’d  you,  with  what  eyes  Arcadint 

And  he  faluted,  their  two  families 

Will  hardly  reconcile. 

Ant.  Seleucus  carries 

Himfelf  too  roughly  •,  with  what  pride  and  fcora 

He  pafl  by  ’em  ? 

Lift.  Th’other  with  left  fliew 

Of  anger,  carries  pride  enough  in’s  foul, 

I wifli  ’em  all  at  peace,  Macarius  looks 

Are  without  civil  war,  a good  old  man, 

The  old  King  lov’d  him  well,  Father 

Was  as  dear  to  him,  and  maintain’d  thecharader 

Of  an  honeft:  Lord  through  Epire : that  two  men 

So  lov’d  of  others,  fhould  be  fb  unwelcome 

To  oneanbther. 

Arc.  The  Queen  was  not  wont  to  fend  for  me. 

Mac.  Therealbn’stoher  felf, 

It  will  become  your  duty  to  attend  her. 

Arc.  Save  you  Gentlemen,  what  novelty 

Does  the  Court  breathe  to  day  ? 

Lift.  None  Sir,  the  news 

That  took  the  laft  impreffion  is,  that  you 

Purpofe  to  leave  the  Kingdom,  and  thofe  men, 

That  honor  you,  take  no  delight  to  hear  it. 

Arc.  I have  ambition  to  fee  the  difference 

Of  Courts,  and  this  may  Ipare  ^ the  delights 
.At  home  do  fiirfet,  and  the  Miflrifs,  whom 

We  all  doferve,  is  fixt  upon  one  object. 

Her  beams  are  too  much  pointed,  but  no  Countrey 

Shall  make  me  lofe  your  memories. 

Enter  Lifimachus,  Macarius,  Charilla. 

Arcadius. 

Mac.  Your  Lordfhip  honor’d  me, 

Ihave  nobleffing  inhis  abfence. 

Lif.  ’Tis  done  like  a pious  Uncle. 

Hu.  We  muft:  not 

Give  any  licence. 

Arc.  If  your  Majefty 

Would  pleafe. 

Slu.  We  are  not  pleas’d,  it  had  become  your  duty^ 

To  have  firfl  acquainted  us,  e’r  you  declar’d  I 

P p 2 Your  ‘1 
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Your  relblution  publick,  is  our  Court 
Not  worth  your  Itay  ? 

A,\'.  I humbly  beg  your  pardon. 

Where’s  Lyfmacbits? 

Lif.  Your  humble  fervant,  Madam, 

^n.  Wefiiallfind 

Employment  at  home  for  you,  do  not  lofe  us. 

Arc.  Madam,  I then  write  my  felf  bleft  on  earth 
W hen  I may  do  you  fervice. 

W'c  would  be  private,  Macarius. 

Mac.  Madam,  you  have  bleft  me. 

Nothing  but  your  command  could  iaterpole  to 
Stay  him. 

Lifimachiis, 

You  inufr  not  leave  us, 

Lifa.  Nothing  but  Lifmachus  ? has  fhe  not 
Ta’tna  phiiter 

Nay,  pray  be  cover’d.  Ceremony  from  you, 

IMuil  be  excus’d. 

Lifi.  it  will  become  my  duty.. 

Not  your  love? 

I know  you  would  not  have  me  look  upon 
Your  perlon  as  a Courtier,  not  as  Favorite^ 

I'hat  Title* were  too  narrow  to  exprefs 
Kow  we  cflecm  you. 

Lif.  The  lead:  of  all 

1 he!e  names  from  you,  Madam,  is  grace  enough. 

^t.  'i  et  here  you  wou’d  not  reft  ? 

L/C  Not  if  you  pleafe  : 

To  lay  there  is  a happinefs  beyond, 

And  teach  my  ambition  how  to  make  it  mine. 

Although  the  honors  you  already  have. 

Let  fall  upon  your  fervant,  exceed  all 
My  merit  :,  1 have  a heart  isftudious 
To  reach  it  with  defert,  and  make  it  polTible 
\ our  fac  or’s  mine  by  juftice,  with  your  pardon.  _ 

W e are  confident  this  needs  nO  pardon,  Sir, 

But  a reward  to  cherifh  your  opinion, 

And  that  you  maTkeep  warm  your  paffion. 

Know  we  refolvefor  marriage,  and  it 
I had  another  gift,  belide  my  felf. 

Greater,  in  that  you  fliould  difeern,  how  much 
My  heart  is  fixt. 

Lif.  Let  me  digeft  my  bleffing. 

^u.  But  I cannot  refolve  when  tliis  fliall  be, 

How^  Madam?  do  not  make  me  dream  of  Heaven, 
And  wake  me  intomifery,  if  your  purpofe 
Be,  to  immortalize  your  humble  fervant, 

Your  power  on  earth’s  divine,  Princes  are  here 
The  copies  of  Eternity,  and  create, 

W'henthey  but  will  our  happinels. 
gCi.  1 fhall 

Believe  you  mock  me  in  this  argument, 

1 have  no  power. 

Lif.  How,  no  power? 

NotasaC^een. 

Lif.  I underftand  you  not. 

^u.  I muft  obey,  your- Father’s  my  Proteflor. 

Lf.  How? 

Whenl  amabfolute,  Lifmachus 
Our  power  and  Titles  meet,  before,  we  are  but 
Aftadow,  and  to  give  you  that  were  nothing. 

Lif.  Excellent  Queen, 

My  love  took  no  original  from  State, 

Or  the  defire  of  other  greatnefs. 

Above  what  my  birth  may  challenge  modcftly, 

I love  your  virtues-,  mercenary  fouls 
Are  taken  with  advancement,  you’ve  an  Empire 
Within  you,  better  than  the  worlds,  to  that 
Looks  my  ambition. 

fhi.  T’other  is  not.  Sir, 

To  bedefpis’d,  Collnography  allows 
Lfrre^  a place  i’  th’  Map,  and  know  till  I 
Poftefs  what  1 veas  born  to,  and  alone 


Do  grasp  the  Kingdoms  Scepter,  I account 

My  lelf  divided,  he  that  marries  me 

Shall  take  an  obfolute  Queen  to  his  warm  bofom, 

My  temples  yet  are  naked,  until  then 

Our  Loves  can  be  but  compliments,  and  wiflies^ 

Yet  very  hearty  ones. 

Lif  I apprehend, 

^{.  Your  Father. 


Enter  Callander  and  Seleucus,' 


Caf  Madam,  a Gentleman  has  an  humble  ftiit, 

’Tis  in  your  power  to  grant,  you  are  Protedor, 
I am  not  yet  a Queen. 

Caf  How’s  this  ? 

Lif  I fliall  expound  her  meaning. 

Why  kneel  you,  Sir  ? 

Sei.  Madam,  to  reconcile  two  families 
That  may  unite,  both  Counfels  and  their  blood 
To  ferveyour  Crown. 

^u,  Macarius^  and  Euhulus 
That  beare  inveterate  malice  to  each  other. 

It  grew,  as  I have  heard,  upon  the  queftion 
Which  Lome  of  either  family  had  made 
Which  of  their  Fathers  was  the  beft  Commander ; 

If  we  believe  our  ftories,  they  have  both 
Defer ved  well  of  ourftate,  and  yet  this  quarrel 
Has  coft  too  many  lives,  a fevere  fadion. 

Set  But  i’!l  propound  a way  to  plant  a quiet 
And  peace  in  both  o irhoules,  which  are  torn 
With  their  dillentions,  and  lofe  the  glory 
Of  their  great  names,  my  blood  Ipeaks  my  relation 
To  Eubulus.,  andl  wifn  my  veins  were  emptied 
To  appeafe  their  war. 

Thou  haft  a noble  Ibul, 

This  is  a charity  above  thy  youth. 

And  it  flows  bravely  from  thee,  name  the  way. 

Sel.  In  fuch  a defperate  caufe,  a little  ftream 
Of  blood  might  purge  the  foulnefs  of  their  hearts 
If  you’ll  prevent  a deluge. 

Be  particular. 

Sel.  Let  but  your  Maqefty  confent  that  two. 

May  with  their  per  fonal  valour,  undertake 
The  honor  of  their  family,  and  determine 
Their  difference. 

This  rather  will  inlarge 
Their  hate,  and  be  a means  to  call  more  blood 
Into  the  ftream. 

Sel.  Not  if  both  families 
Agree,  and  ftvear- 


And  who  lhali  be  the  Champions  ? 

Sel.  I beg  the  honor,  for  E«^>a/«/ caufe 
To  be  ingag’d,  if  any  for  Macariusy 
Worthy  to  wager  heart  with  mine,  accept  it, 

I am  confident,  Arcadius., 

For  honor  would  diredl  me  to  his  fword. 

Will  not  deny,  to  ftake  againft  my  life 
His  own,  if  you  vouchfafe  us  priviledge. 

Youaretheexped;ation,  and  top  boughs 
Of  both  your  houfes,  it  would  feem  injuftice, 

. To  allow  a civil  war  to  cut  you  off. 

And  your  felves  the  inftruments,  befides 

You  appear  a foldier^  Arcadius 

Hath  no  acquaintance  yet  with  rugged  war. 

More  fit  to  drill  a Lady,  than  expofe 
His  body  to  fuch  dangers : a fmall  wound 
I’th’  head,  may  fpoil  flie  method  of  his  hair, 
Whofe  curiofity  exads  more  time , 

Than  his  devotion,  and  who  knows  but  he 
May  lofe  his  ribondby  it  in  his  lock. 

Dear  as  his  Saint,  with  whom  be  would  exchange 
His  head,  for  her  gay  colours  ^ then  his  band 
May  he  dilbrder’d,  and  transform’d  from  Lace 


To 
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ToCutvvork,.his  rich  deaths  be  difcomplexioned 
VVithbloud,  befide  the  infafliionable  flaflies  : 

And  at  the  nextFeftival  take  Phyfick, 

Or  put  on  black,  and  mourn  for  his  (lain  breeches  i 
'His  hands  cas’d  up  in  gloves  all  night,  and  fweet 
Pomatum:  the  next  day  may  be  endanger’d 
To  blifters  with  a fword,  how  can  he  hand 
Upon  his  guard,  who  hath  Fidlers  in  his  head. 

To  which,  his  feet  mult  ever  be  a dancing? 

Befide  a falfify  may  fpoil  his  cringe. 

Or  making  of  a leg,  in  which  conGfts 
Much  of  his  Coart-perfedion. 

Sel.  Is  this  Charader 
Bellow’d  on  him/ 

It  fomething  may  concern  the  Gentleman, 

Whom  if  you  pleale  to  challenge 
To  Dance,  play  on  the  Lute,  or  Sing. 

Sel.  Some  Ketch  ? 

He  fliall  not  want  thofe  will  maintain  him 
For  any  fum. 

Sel.  You  are  my  Sovereign, 

I dare  not  think,  yet  I mult  fpeak  Ibmewhat, 

I lhall  burll  elfe,  1 have  no  skill  in  Jiggs, 

Nor  Tumbling. 

^te.  How  Sir? 

Sel.  Nor  was  I born  aMinllrel,  and  in  this  you  have 
So  infinitely  dilgrac’d  Arcaditu. 

But  that  I have  heard  another  Charader, 

And  with  your  royal  Licence  do  believe  it, 

I Ihould  not  think  him  wwthmy  killing, 

Hn.  Your  killing  ? 

Sel.  Does  file  not  jeer  me  ^ 

I lhall  talk  treafon  prefently,  I find  it 
At  my  tongues  end  already,  this  is  an 
Affront,  I’ll  leave  her. 

Come  back,  do  you  know  Arcadius  ? 

Sel.  I ha’  chang’d  but  little  breath  with  hinijOUr  petlbns 
Admit  no  familiarity,  we  were 
Born  to  live  both  at  diftance,  yet  I ha’  leen  him 
Fight,  and  fight  bravely. 

When  the  fpirit  of  Wine 
Made  his  brain  valiant,  he  fought  bravely. 

Sel.  Although  he  be  my  enemy,  Ihould  any 
Of  the  gay  flies  that  buzzc  about  the  Court, 

Sit  to  catch  trouts  i’th’  fummer,  tell  me  lb, 

I durlt  in  any  prefence  but  your  own. 

What/ 

Sel.  Tell  him  he  were  not  honell. 

I fee  Selecus.,  thou  art  refolute. 

And  I but  wrong’d  Arcadius^  your  firft 
Requefl  is  granted,  you  lhall  fight,  and  he 
That  conquers  be  rewarded,  to  confirm 
Firft;  place  and  honor  to  his  Family: 

Is  it  not  this  you  plead  for  ? 

Sel.  You  are  gracious. 

Lifimachus. 

Lif.  Madam. 

Caf.  She  has  granted  then 
Sel.  With  much  ado. 

Caf.  I w’ilh  thy  fword  may  open 
His  wanton  veins,  Macari.-is  is  too  popular, 

And  has  taught  him  to  infinuate. 

It  lhall 

But  hafte  the  confirmation  of  our  loves. 

And  ripen  the  delights  of  marriage,  Sf/cKc«r.  Sel. 

Lif.  As  I guell. 

It  cannot  be  toofoon. 

Caf.  To  morrow  then  we  crown  her,  and  inveft: 

My  Son  with  Majelly,  ’tistomy  willies. 

Beget  a race  of  Princes,  my  Lifimachus. 

Lif.  Firft:,  let  us  marry.  Sir. 

Caf.  Thy  brow  was  made 
To  wear  a golden  circle,  I’mtranfported, 

Thou  lhalt  rule  her,  and  I will  govern  thee. 
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I Lif  Although  you  be  my  Father,  that  will  not 
Loncern  my  obedience,  as  I take  it. 

. 'Enter  Philoclcs,  Lifander,  and  Antigonus, 
Gentlemen, 

Prepare  your  fclves  fora  folemnity 
Will  turn  the  Kingdom  into  triumph,  Epire 
Lookfrelhto  morrow,  ’twill  become  your  duties 
in  ail  your  glory,  to  attend  the  Queen 
A t her  Coronation,  ffie  is  pleafed  to  make 
1 he  next  day  happy  in  our  Calendar, 

My  office  doth  expire,  and  my  old  blood 
Renews  with  thought  on’t. 

Pbi.  Hovv’s  this  ? 

Ant.  Crown’d  to  morrow. 

Eifa.  And  he  fo  joyful  to  refignhis  Regency, 

There  s !ome  trick  in’t,  I do  not  likethefe  hally 
roceecings,  and  wffiirls  of  Hate,  they  have  commonNr 
As  Itrange  and  violent  effeefts  ^ well,heaven  fave  the  Q^crt 
Heaven  fave  the  Queen,  fay  I,  and  fend  her  a fprijhtiv 
Bed-fellow,  lor  the  Protedor,  let  him  pray  for 
Himfelf,  he  is  like  to  have  no  benefit  of  my  devotion. 

Caf  But  this  doth  quicken  my  old  heart,  Liftmachuu 
There  is  not  any  Ilep  into  her  throne. 

But  is  the  fame  degree  of  thy  own  Rate  • 

Come  Gentlemen. 

Lifz.  We  attend  your  grace. 

Caf  Lifimachus. 

Lift.  _ What  heretofore  could  happen  to  mankind 
Was  with  much  pain  to  climb  to  heaven,  but  in 
Sophias  marriage  of  all  Queens  thebeR, 

Heaven  will  come  down  to  earth,  to  make  me  bleR.  Exe. 


JBus  Secundus. 

Scd^nn  Prim  a. 

Enter  Arcadius  and  Polydora. 


Pol.  TNdeedyou  lhall  not  go. 

I.  Arc.  Whither? 

Pol.  To  travel,  ' 

I know  you  fee  me,  but  to  take  your  leave. 

But  I muR  never  yield  to  fuch  an  abfence. 

Arc.  I prethee  leave  thy  fears,  I am  commanded 
To  th’  contrary,  I wonot  leave  thee  now. 

Pol.  Commanded?  by  whom? 

Arc.  The  Queen. 

Pol.  I am  very  glad,  for  truft  me,  I could  think 
Of  thy  departure  with  no  comfort,  thou 
Art  all  the  joy  I have,  half  of  my  Ibul , 

But  I muR  thank  the  Queen  now  for  thy  company, 
I prethee,  what  could  make  thee  lb  defirous 
To  be  abroad? 

Arc.  Only  to  get  an  appetite 
To  thee  Polidora. 

Pol.  Then  you  muR  provoke  it. 

Arc.  Nay,  prethee  do  not  lb  miftakethy  fervant. 
Pol.  Perhaps  you  furfeit  with  my  Love. 

Arc.  Thy  love  ? 

Pol.  Although  I have  no  beauty  to  compare 
With  the  beR  faces,  I have  a heart  above 
All  competition. 

Arc.  Thou  art  jealous  now. 

Come  let  me  take  the  kils  I gave  thee  laR, 

I am  lb  confident  of  thee,  no  Lip 
Has  ravilht  it  from  thine  j I prethee  come 
To  Court. 


Pol. 


The  Coronation, 
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Pol.  For  what  ? 

/4rc.  There  is  the  throne  for  beauty. 

Pol.  ’Tis  fafcr  dwelling  here. 

Jrc.  There’s  none  will  hurt, 

Or  dare  but  think  anill  to  Polydora., 

The  greateftwill  be  proud  to  honor  thee. 

Thy  lufter  wants  the  admiration  here; 

There  thou  wot  Ihine  indeed,  and  ftrikea  reverence 
Into  the  gazer. 

Pol.  You  can  flatter  too. 

Arc.  No  praifeoftheecan  be  thought  fo,  thy  virtue 
Will  deferve  all,  I miift  confeft,  we  Courtiers 
Do  oftentimes  commend  to  Ihew  our  Art, 

There  is  necelTity  fometimes  to  fay. 

This  Madam  breaths  Arabian  Gumms, 

Amber  and  CalTia  •,  though  while  we  are  prailing, 

Vi'  e wifh  w'e  had  no  noftrils  to  take  in 
Th’  offenfive  fleam  of  her  corrupted  Lungs. 

Nay,  fome  will  fwearthey  love  their  Miftrifs, 

Would  hazard  lives  and  fortunes,  to  preftrve 
One  of  her  liairs  brighter  than  Berinkes-., 

Or  young  Apollo's.^  and  yet  after  this, 

A favour  from  another  toy  would  tempt  him 
To  laugh,  while  the  officious  hangman  whips 
Her  head  off. 

Pol.  Fine  men. 

.Arc.  I amnoneofthele. 

Nay,  there  are  women  Polidora.,  too 
That  can  do  pretty  well  at  flatteries  *, 

Make  men  believe  they  dote,  will  languilh  for  ’em. 

Can  kifs  a Jewel  out  of  one,  and  dally 
A carcanet  of  Diamonds  from  another. 

Weep  intoth’bolbme,of  a third,  and  make  ^ 

Him  drop  as  many  Pearls-,  they  count  it  nothing. 

To  talkareafonable  heir  within  ten  days 
Out  of  his  whole  Ellate,  and  make  him  mad 
He  has  no  more  wealth  to  coiifumc. 

Pol.  You’ll  teach  me 

To  think  I may  be  flattered  in  your  promifes. 

Since  you  live  where  this  Artis  mod  profell. 

Arc.  1 dare  not  be  fb  wicked  Polidoray 
The  Infant  errors  of  the  Court  I may 
Be  guilty  of,  but  never  toabufe 
So  rare  a goodnefs,  nor  indeed  did  ever 
Converfe  with  any  of  thofe  lhamesof  Court, 
Topradife  for  bafe  ends  ^ be  confident 
My  heart  is  full  of  thine,  and  I fo  deeply 
Carry  the  figure  of  my 
It  is  not  in  the  power  of  time  or  diflance 
To  cancel  it,  by  all  that’s  blefl  I love  thee  : 

1 Love  thee  above  all  women,  dare  invoke 
1 Acurfe  when  I forfakethee. 

Pol.  Let  it  be  fome 
{ Gentle  one. 

I Arc.  Teach  me  an  oath  I prethee. 

One  flrong  enough  to  bind,  if  thou  dofl  find 
Any  fufpition  of  my  faith,  or  elfe  ^ 

Diced  me  in  fome  horrid  imprecation ; 

When  I forfake  thee  for  the  love  of  other 
Women,  may  heaven  reward  my  apoftacy 
To  blafl:  my  greatell  happinefs  on  earth. 

And  make  all  joys  abortive. 

Pol.  Revoke  thefe  hafly  fyllables,  they  carry 
Too  great  a penalty  for  breach  of  Love 
To  me,  I am  not  worth  thy  fuffering. 

You  do  not  know,  what  beauty  may  invite 
Your  change,  what  happinefs  may  tempt  your  eye 
And  heart  together. 

Arc.  Should  all  the  graces  of  your  fex  confpire 
In  one,  and  flie  Ihould  court,  with  a Dowry, 

Able  to  buy  a Kingdom,  when  I give 
My  heart  from  Polidora. 

Pol.  I fiifpednot, 

And  to  requite  thy  conflancy,  I fwear. 


Arc.  ’Twere  fin  t6  let  thee  wafte  thy  breath 
I have  allurance  of  thy  noble  thoughts. 

' Enter  a Servant. 

Serv.  My  Lord,yOur  Uncle  hath  been  every  where 
I’th’  Court  inquiring  for  you,  his  lOoksfpeak 
Some  earnell  caufo. 

Arc.  I am  more  acquainted  with 
Thy  virtue,  than  to  imagine  thou  wilt  not 
Excufe  me  now,  one  kifs  difmilles  him 
Whofe  heart  fhall  wait  on  Polidoray  prethee 
Let  me  not  wifh  for  thy  return  too  often. 

My  Father.  i 

Entet  Neflorius,  and  a fervant, 

Nef.  \ met  Arcadiut  in  flrange  hafle,  he  told  ffie 
He  had  been  with  thee. 

Pol.  Some  affeir  too  fbon 
Ravilh’d  him  hence,  "his  Uncle  lent  for  him 
You  came  now  from  Court:  how  looks  the  Queen' 

This  golden  morning? 

Nef.  Like  a Bride,  her  foul 
Is  all  on  mirth,  her  eyes  have  quick’ning  fires, 

Able  to  flrike  a fpring  into  the  earth, 

In  winter. 

P ol.  Then  Lifimachns  can  have 
No  froft  in’s  blood,  that  lives  fo  near  her  beams. 

Nef.  His  politick  Father  the  Proteddr  fmiles  too,. 

Refol  ve  to  fee  the  ceremony  of  the  Queen 
’T will  be  a day  of  flate. 

Pol.  I am  not  well. 

Nef.  How!  not  well?  retire  then,  I mull  return 
My  attendance  is  expeded,  Polidoray 
Be  careful  of  thy  health. 

Pa/.  It  will  concern  me.  ExH. 

Enter  Arcadius,  and  Macarius. 

Arc.  You  amaze  me.  Sir. 

Mac.  Dear  Nephew,  if  thou  refped  thy  fafety 
My  honor,  or  my  age,  remove  thy  felf. 

Thy  life’s  in  danger. 

Arc.  Mine  j?  who«’s  my  enemy  ? 

Mac.  Take  horfe,  andinftantly  forfake  the  City, 

Or  elfo  within  fome  unfiifpeded  dwelling, 

Obfeure  thy  feif,  flgy  not  to  know  the  reafon. 

Arc.  Sir,  I befeech  your  pardon,  which  i’th’numbecj 
Of  ray  offences  unto  any,  Ihould 
Provoke  this  dilhonourable  flight  ? 

Mac.  I would,  when  I petition’d  for  thy  flay, 

I had  pleaded  for  thybanifhment,  thou  knowfl  not 
What  threatens  thee. 

Arc.  I would  defire  to  know  it, 

I am  in  no  confpiracy  of  treafon. 

Have  ravifh’d  no  mans  Miflrils,  not  fomuch 
As  given  the  lye  to  any,  what  Ihould  mean 
Your  flrange  and  violent  fears,  I will  not  flir 
Until  you  make  me  fenfible  I have  loft 
My  innocence. 

Mac.  I mull  not  live  to  fee 
Thy  body  full  of  wounds,  it  were  left  fin 
To  rip  thy  Fathers  Marble,  and  fetch  from 
The  reverend  vault,  hisafnes,  and  difperfe  them 
By  fome  rude  winds,  where  none  fhould  ever  find 
The  facred  dull  : it  was  his  Legacy, 

The  breath  he  mingled  with  his  prayers  to  Heaven 
I would  preferve  Arcadiuiy  whofe  fate 
He  prophefied  in  death,  would  need  protedlion,  | 

Thou  wot  diflurb  his  ghofl,  and  call  it  to  ’ 

Affright  my  dreams,  if  thou  refufe  to  obey  me,  | 

Arc.  You  more  inflame  me,  to  enquire  the  caufe 
Of  yourdiftraftion,  and  you’ll  arm  me  better 

Than 
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Than  any  coward  flight  by  acquainting  me 
Whofe  malice  aims  to  kill  me,  good  Sir  tell  ine, 
Mac.  Then  prayers  and  tears  allifb  me.  ’ 
Arc.  Sir. 

Mac.  Arcadius., 

Thou  art  a ralh  young  man,  witnefs  thefpirit 
Of  him  that  truihed  me  fo  much,  I bleed, 

Till  I prevent  this  mifchief.  ’ 

Enter  Philocles,  Lifander. 


Exit. 


Arc.  Ha.  keep  off 

Phi.  What  mean- you,  Sir.? 

Lif.  We  are  your  friends. 

Arc.  I know  your  faces,  but 
Am  not  fecure,  I would  not  be  betraid. 

Lif.  You  wfong  our  hearts,  who  truly  honor  you. 

Arc.  They  fay  I mull;  be  kill ’d.j 

Phi.  By  whom  } 

Arc.  I know  not,  nor  wou’d  I part  with  life  fo  tamely. 

Phi.  We  dare  engage  ours  in  your  quarrel,  hide 
Yourfword,  it  may  beget  lufpition, 

It’s  enough  to  queftion  you. 

Arc.  lam  confident^ 

Pray  pardon  me,  come,  I defpife  all  danger : 

Yet  a dear  friend  of  mine,  my  Uncle  told  me 
He  would  not  fee  my  body  full  of  wounds. 

Your  Uncle,  this  is  ftrange. 

Arc.  Yes,  my  honefl  Uncle, 

If  my  unlucky  Stars  have  pointed  me 
So  dire  a fate. 

Phi.  There  is  fbme  ftrange  miftakein’t. 

Enter  Antigonus. 

Ant.  Arcadiuf.,  the  Queen  would  fpeak  with  you, 

You  mufl  make  hafte. 

Are.  Though  to  my  death.  I flie 
Upon  her  fummons  I give  up  my  breath 
Then  willingly,  if  fhe  command  it  from  me. 

Phi.  This  does  a little  trouble  me. 

Lif  I know  not 
What  to  imagine,  fbmething  is  the  ground 
Of  this  perplexity,  but  1 hope  there  is  not 
Any  fuch  danger  as  he  apprehends. 

Enter  Queen,  Lifimachus,  Macarius,  Eubulus,  Seleucus 
Arcadius,  Ladies^  Attendants  and  Gent. 

We  have  already  granted  to  Seleucus 
And  they  lhall  try  their  valour,  if  Arcadius 
Havefpirit  in  him  to  accept  the  challenge. 

Our  Royal  word  is  paft. 

Phi.  This  is  ftrange.  . - 

Eub.  Madam,  myfon  knew  not  what  he  ask’d. 

And  you  were  cruel  to  confent  fo  foon. 

Mac.  Wherein  have  I offended,  to  be  rob’d 
At  once,  of  all  the  wealth  I have,  Arcadius 
Is  part  of  me. 

Eub.  5f/e«c«j-’slife  and  mine 
Are  twilled  on  one  thred,  both  Hand  or  fall 
Together,  hath  the  fervice  for  my  Countrey 
Delerved  but  this  reward,  to  be  lent  weeping 
To  my  eternal  home } W’as’t  not  enough 
When  I was  young,  to  lofe  my  blond  in  wars. 

But  the  poor  remnant  that  isfcarcely  warm 
And  faintly  creeping  through  my  wither’d  veins 
Muff  be  let  out  to  make  you  Iport. 

Mac.  How  can 

We,  that  lhall  this  morn  fee  the  facred  oyl. 

Fall  on  your  Virgin  trelTcs,  hope  for  any 

Pretedion  hereafter,  when  this  day 

You  facrilice  the  blood  or  them  that  pray  for  you. 

Arcadius.^  I prethee  fpeak  thy  lelf. 


It  is  for  thee  i plead. 

Eub.  Seleucus.  kneel 

And  fay  thou  half  repented  thy  ralh  liiit^ 

If  e’er  1 lee  thee  fight,  I be  thus  wounded, 

How  will  the  lead  di op  forc’d  irom  thy  veins 
Afflid  my  heart.  ’ 

Mac.  \\  hy,  that’s  gcod  •, 

Arcadius.,  fpeak  to  h.r-  hear  him  Madam. 

Arc.,  It  you  call  back  this  honor  you  have  done  me 
I fliall  repent  Hive,  doe  not  perfwade  me: 

Seleucus.,  thou  art  a noble  enemy. 

And  I will  love  thy  foul,  though  I defpair 
Our  bodies  friendly  cenverfation : 

I would  we  were  to  tugg  upon  Icme  clilfc. 

Or  like  two  prodigies  i’th’  air,  our  confiiff 
Might  generafly  be  gaz’d  at,  and  our  bloud 
Appeafe  our  grandlircs  allies. 

Mac.  I am  undone. 

Sel.  Madam,  my  father  fays  I have  offended, 

If  16,  Ibeg  your  pardon,  but  befecchyou 
For  your  own  glory,  call  rot  back  your  word. 

Eub.  They  are  teth  mad. 

^i.  No  more,  we  ha"e  refi)lv’d. 

And  fince  their  courage  is  fo  nobly  flam’d. 

This  morning  we’il  behold  the  Champions 
Within  the  Lift,  be  net  afraid,  their  ifrife 
Will  Ilretch  fo  far  as  death,  fo  foon  as  we 
Are  rrown’d,prepare  your  felves,  Seleu-us.  Kijf  s her  hand. 

Sel.  1 have  receiv’d  another  life  in  this  highravour, 

And  may  lofe  what  nature  gave  me. 

J^t.  Arcadius.,  to  encourage  thy  young  valour, 

W’e  give  thee  our  Fathers  fword. 

Command  it  from  our  Armory  ^ Lifimachus., 

To  oar  Coronation,  Exeunt. 

Sel.  i’ll  forfeit 

My  head  fora  rebellion,  than  fuller  it.  Exit. 

Arc.  1 am  circled  with  confufions.  I’ll  do  fomewhat 
My  brains  and  friends  affifl:  me.  Exit. 

Phi.  But  do  you  think  they’ll  fight  indeed? 

Lif  Perhaps 

Her  Majcfty  will  fee  a bout  or  two. 

And  yet  ’tis  wondrous  ftrange,  fuch  fpcftacles 

Are  rare  i’th’  Court,  and  they  were  to  skirmilh  naked 

Before  her,  then  there  might  be  fome  cxcufe. 

There  is  girncracks  in’t,  the  Queen  is  wnfe 
Above  her  years. 

Phi.  Macarius  is  perplex’d.  ' 

Enter  Eubulus. 

Lif.  I cannot  blame  him,  but  my  Lord 
Returns,  they  are  both  troubled,  ’las  good  men. 

But  our  duties  are  expefted,  ivc  forget.  Ex.  Phil.  Lif. 

Eub.  I mull  relblve,  and  yet  things  are  not  ripe. 

My  brains  upon  the  torture. 

Mac.  This  may  quit 

The  hazard  of  his  perfbn,  wdiofe  leaft  drop 
Of  blood,  is  w'orth  more  than  our  families. 

My  Lord  Eubulus.,  I have  thought  a w-ay 
Toftay  the  young  mens  delperate  proceedings, 

It  is  our  caule  they  fight,  let  us  bcfeech 
The  Queen,  to  grant  us  two  the  priviledge 
Of  Duel,  rather  than  expofe  their  lives 
To  eirhers  fury,  it  were  pity  they 
Should  run  upon  fo  black  a deftiny, 

Wearebotli  old,  and  may  befpar’d,  a pair 
Of  fruitlefs  trees,  moffie,  and  wither’d  trunks. 

That  fill  up  too  much  room. 

Eub.  Moft  willingly. 

And  I will  praife  her  charity  to  allow  it- 
I have  not  yet  forgot  to  ufc  a fword, 

Let’s  lofe  no  time,  by  this  adl,  Ihe  will  licence 
Our  fouls  to  leave  our  bodies  but  a day. 

Perhaps  an  hour  the  fooner  ^ they  may  live 

To 
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To  do  her  better  fervice,  and  be  friends 
W' lien  we  are  dead,  and  yet  I have  no  hope 
'l  liis  will  be  granted,  curie  upon  our  fadion, 

Mac.  If  fne  deny  us. 

Kiib.  What? 

Mac.  1 wouM  do  fomewhat 

hub.  There’s  fomething  o’th’fuddain  ftruck  upon 
My  imagination  that  may  lecure  us. 

Mac.  Name  it,  if  nodiflionor  wait  upon’t 
To  preferve  them.  I’ll  accept  any  Ganger, 

hub.  There  is  no  other  way,  and  yet  my  heart 
W'ouldbe  excus’d,  but’tisto  have  his  life. 

Mac.  Speak  it  Eubulus. 
i ub.  In  your  ear  1 lhall. 

It  Ilia’not  make  a noifeif  you  refufe  it. 

Mac.  Hum?  though  itlfirmy  bloud,l’llmeet.^ri:^?i//«/, 
If  this  preferve  thee  not,  I muft  unfeal 
Another  miftery.  Exit. 

Enter  ^een.,  Lilimachus,  Caffander,  Charilla, 
Liiander,  Philocles,  Antigonus. 

We  owe  to  all  your  loves,  and  will  deferve 
At  lealt  by  our  endeavours,  that  nonesiay 
This  day  repent  their  prayers,  my  Lord  Protedor. 

Caf.  Madam,  I have  no 
Such  Title  now,  and  aniblefltolore 
That  name  fo  happily  : I was  but  truHed 
with  a glorious  burden. 

You  have  prov’d 

Your  lelf  our  faithful  Counfellor,  and  muft  {till 
Proted  our  growing  ftate : a Kingdoms  Scepter 
W'cighsdown  a womans  arm,  this  Crown  fits  heavy 
Upon  my  brow  already,  and  v/eknow 
There’s  fomething  more  than  mettal  in  this  wrcatii, 

Of  Alining  glory,  but  your  faith,  and  counfel,  , ' ' 

That  are  familiar  with  myfteries. 

And  depths  of  ftate,  have  power  to  make  us  fit 
For  fuch  a bearing,  in  which  both  you  lhall 
Doe  loyal  fervice,  and  reward  your  Duties. 

Caf.  Heaven  preferve  your  Highnels, 

But  yet  my  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  let  none 
Miftakeme,  that  becaufe  I urge  your  wildoms, 

I fliall  grow  carelefs,  and  impofe  on  you 
The  managing  of  this  great  Province,  no. 

We  will  be  adive  too,  and  as  we  are 
Indignity  above  your  perfons,  fo. 

The  greateft  portion  of  the  difficulties 
We  call  to  us,  you  in  your  feveral  places 
Relieving  us  with  your  experience, 

Obferving  in  your  beft  diredions 
All  modefty,  and  diftances  for  although 
We  are  but  young,  no  adion  lhall  forfeit 
Our  royal  priviledge,  or  encourage  any 
Too  unreverent  boldnefs  s as  it  will  become 
Our  honor  to  coniult,  e’r  we  determine 
Of  the  moft  necellary  things  of  ftate. 

So  we  are  fenfible  of  a check. 

But  in  a brow,  that  laucily  controuls 
Our  adion,  prefuming  on  our  years 
As  few,  or  frailty  of  our  fex  that  head 
Ms  not  fecure,  that  dares  our  power  or  }uftice. 

I hhi.  She  has  abrave  Ipirit,  look  how  the  Protedor 
Grows  pale  already. 

£)u.  But  I fpeaktoyou 
ArTperfed  in  obedience,  and  may  fpare 
ThisThem.e,  yet  ’twas  no  immatrial 
Part  of  cur  charader,  fince  I delire 
All  Ihould  take  notice,  Ihaveftudied 
The  knowledge  of  my  felf,  by  which  I lhall 
Better  diftinguilh  of  your  worth  and  perlbns 
111  your  relations  to  us. 

Lif  This  language 
Is  but  a threatening  to  fome  body. 


^u.  But  w^e  mifs  fome,  that  ufe  not  to  abfent 
Their  duties  from  us,  where’s  Macarius} 

Caf.  Retir’d  to  grieve,  your  Majefty  hath  given 
Confent,  Arcadius  Ihould  enter  the  Lift 
To  day  with  young  Seleucus. 

Wepurpofe. 

Enter  Gentleman. 

They  lhall  proceed,  what’s  he  ? (tice 

Phil.  A Gentleman  belonging  to  Se/c?/c»x,  that  gives  no- 
He  is  prepar’d,  and  waits  your  royal  pleafure. 

He  was  compos’d  for  adion,  give  notice 
To  .Arcadius.^  and  admit  the  challenger : 

Let  other  Princes  boaft  their  gaudy  tilting. 

And  mockery  of  battles,  but  our  triumph 
Is  celebrat<=d  with  true  noble  valour. 

Tenter  Seleucus,  Arcadius,  at  feveral  doors^  their  Fages 
before  them.,  bearing  their  targets. 

Two  young  men  fpirited  enough  to  have 
T wo  kingdoms  ftaked  upon  their  fwords,  Lifimachus 
Do  not  they  excellently  become  their  arms  ? 

’Twere  pity  but  they  lliould  do  fomething  more 
Then  wave  their  plumes.  A Jhout  rvithin. 

.\\  hat  noife  is  that  ? 

Enter  Macarius,  and  Eubulus. 

Mac.  The  pepplesjov  to  know  us  reconcil’d. 

Is  added  to  the  jubile  of  the  day. 

We  have  no  more  a fadion  but  one  heart. 

Peace  flow  in  every  bolbm. 

Eiib.  Throw  away 

Thele  inftruments  of  death,  and  like  two  friends 
Embrace  by  our  example. 

This  unfein’d  ? 

Mac.  By  our  duties  to  your  felf,  dear  Madam 
Command  them  not  advance,  our  houfes  from 
This  minute  are  incorporated-  happy  day 
Our  eyes  at  which  before  revenge  look’d  forth, 

May  clear  fufpition,  oh  my  Arcadius ! 

Eub.  Wehavefounda  nearer  way  to  friendlhip,Madam, 
Than  by  expofing  them  to  fight  for  us. 

If  this  be  faithful,  our  defires  are  bleft. 

We  had  no  thought  to  wafte,  but  reconcile 
Your  bloud  this  way,  and  we  did  prophelie 
This  happy  chance,  Ipring  into  eithers  bolbm, 

Arcadius  ^nd  Seleucus,  what  can  now 
Be  added  to  this  days  felicity } 

Yes,  there  is  fomething,  is  there  not  my  Lord? 

While  we  are  Virgin  Queen. 

Caf.  Ha,  that  ftring 
Doth  promife  Mufick. 

I am  yet  my  Lords 

Your  Angle  joy,  and  when  I look  upon. 

What  I have  took,  to  manage  the  great  care 
Of  this  moft  flourifning  kingdom,  I incline 
To  think  I lhall  do  juftice  to  my  felf. 

If  I choole  one,  whofe  ftrength  and  virtue  may 
AlTift  my  undertaking,  think  you  Lords, 

A Husband  would  not  help  ? 

Lif.  Noqueftion,  Madam, 

And  he  thatj^^^pofe  to  make  yeu  Ib  bleft 
Muft  needs  be  worthy  of  ourhumbleft  duty. 

It  is  the  general  vote. 

We  will  not  then 

Trouble  Ambaffadors  to  treat  with  any 
Princes  abroad,  within  our  own  dominion. 

Fruitful  in  honor,  we  lhall  make  our  choice  *, 

And  that  we  may  not  keep  you  over  long 
InthQ,imagination,  from  this  circle,  we 
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Have  purpole  to  eledl  one,  whom  I (hall 
Salute  a King  and  Husband. 

Ufa.  Now  my  Lord  Liftmachus. 

^e.  Nor  (hall  we  in  this  adion  be  accus’d 
Of  rafhnefs,  fince  themanwefhall  declare 
Deferving  our  affedion,  hath  been  early 
In  our  opinion,  which  had  reafon  lirfb 
To  guide  it,  and  his  known  nobility  * 

Long  marry’d  to  our  thoughts,  will  jufcifie 
Our  fair  eledion. 

Fhi.  Lifmachus  blulhes. 

Caf.  Dired  our  duties.  Madam,  to  pray  for  him. 

^e.  Arcadius^  you  fee  from  whence  we  come. 

Pray  lead  us  back,  you  may  afcend. 

She  comes  from  the  State. 

Caf.  How’s  this?  o’re-rcach’d  ? 

Arc.  Madam,  be  charitable  to  your  humbleft  creature, 
Doe  not  reward  the  heart,  that  falls  in  duty 
Beneath  your  feet,  with  making  me  the  burden 
Of  the  Court-mirth,  a mockery  for  Pages, 

’Twere  Trealbn  in  me  but  to  think  you  meane  thus. 

^e.  Arcaditis.,  you  muft  refule  my  love, 

Or  lhame  this  Kingdom. 

Phi.  Is  the  wind  in  that  corner  ? 

Caf  I lhall  run  mad  Lifimachns. 

Lift.  Sir,  contain  your  felf. 

Set.  Is  this  to  be  believ’d  ? 

Mac.  \^'hat  dream  is  this? 

Phi.  He  killes  her,  now  by  this  day  I am  glad  on’t, 

Ufa.  Mark-  the  Protedor. 

Ant.  Let  him  fret  his  hcart-ftrings. 

^e.  Is  the  day  cloudy  on  the  fudden? 

Arc.  Gentlemen, 

It  was  not  my  ambition,  I durlt  never 
Alpire  lb  high  in  thought,  but  fince  her  Majelty 
Hath  pleas’d  to  call  me  to  this  honor,  I 
Will  ftudyto  be  worthy  of  her  grace. 

By  whom  1 live. 

^e.  The  Church  to  morrow  lhall 
Confirme  our  marriage,  noble  Liftmachus  j 
We’ll  find  out  other  wayes  torecompence 
Your  love  tous,fet  forward,  come  jircadius. 

Mac.  It  mult  be  fo,  and  yet  let  me  confider, 

Caf.  He  infults  already,  policy  alTilt  me. 

To  break  his  neck. 

Liji.  Who  would  trult  Woman? 

Loll  in  a pair  of  minutes,  loft,  how  bright 
A morning  rofe,  but  now,  ’tis  night  ? Exeunt. 
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Scrzna  Trima* 

Enter  Polidora,  and  a Servant. 

Pol.  /^H. where  lhall  Virgins  look  for  faith  hereafter? 

If  he  prove  falfe,  after  fo  many  vowes? 

And  yet  if  I confider , he  was  tempted 
Above  the  ftrength  of  a young  Lover,  two  c . 

Such  gtef  ious  courting  his  acceptance,  were  a 
Able  to  Aake  didoyalty  no  fin , u 

At  leaft  not  feem  a fault,  a Lady  firft, 

Whofe  very  looks  would  thaw  a man  more  frozen 
Than  the  quicken  a Ibulmore  dead  than  Winter, 
Add  to  her  beauty  and  perfedion. 

That  Ihe’s  a Queen,  and  brings  with  her  a Kingdom 
Able  to  make  a great  mind  forfeit  Heaven, 

What  could  the  frailty  of  Arcadius 
Suggeft,  to  unlpirit  him  fo  much,  as  not 
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To  fly  to  her  embraces,  you  were  prefent 
When  file  declar’d  her  lelf. 

Ser.  Yes  Madam. 

Pol.  Tell  me. 

Did  not  he  make  a panic,  when  the  fair  Qiieen 
A full  temptation  Hood  him  ? 

Ser.  Very  little 

My  judgment  could  diftinguifh,  flic  did  no  fooner 
Propound,  but  he  accepted. 

Pol.  That  was  ill, 

He  might  \yith  honor  Hand  one  or  two  minutes. 

Me  thinks  it  fliould  have  ftartled  him  a little, 
Tohavercmemberd  me,  I have  deferv’d 
At  leaft  a cold  thought,  well,  pray  give  it  him. 

Ser.  I lhall. 

Pol.  When? 

Ser.  Inftantly. 

Pol.  Not  lb. 

But  take  a time  when  his  joy  fwels  him  moft. 

When  his  delights  are  high  andraviihing. 

When  you  perceive  his  Soul  dance  m his  eyes, 

When  flie  that  muft  be  his.  hath  drelt  her  beauty, 

U’ith  all  her  pride,  and  fends  a thoafand  Cupids 
To  call  him  to  the  tailing  of  her  lip; 

Then  give  him  this,  and  tell  him,  while  I live, 

I’li  pray  for  him. 

Ser.  1 fliall.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Caflander,  and  Lifimachus. 

Caf.  There  is  no  way  but  death. 

Lift.  That’s  black,  and  horrid, 

Confider,  Sir,  it  was  her  fin,  not  his; 

I cannot  accufe  him,  what  man  could  carry 
A heart  lb  frozen,  not  to  melt  atfuch 
A glorious  flame  ? Who  could  not  fly  to  fuch 
A happinels? 

Caf.  Have  you  ambition 
To  be  a tame  fool  ? fee  fo  vail  an  injury 
And  not  revenge  it  ? make  me  not  fufpetl 
Thy  Mother  for  this  lufferance,mySon. 

Lif  Pray  hear  me.  Sir, 

Caf.  Hear  a patient  gull, 

A property,  thou  haft  no  blood  of  mine. 

If  this  affront  provoke  thee  not,  how  canft 
Be  charitable  to  thy  felf,  and  let  him  live 
To  glory  in  thy  lhame?  Nor  is  he  innocent^ 

He  had  before  crept  flily  into  her  bofomc, 

And  pra(n;ifed  thy  dilhonor. 

Lift.  You  begin  to  ftir  me.  Sir. 

Caf.  How  elle  could  Ihe  be  guilty 
Of  fuch  contempt  of  thee  > and  in  the  eye 
Of  all  the  Kingdom,  they  confpir’d  this  ftain. 

When  they  had  cunning  meetings,  lhall  thy  love 
And  blooming  hopes  be  Icatter’d  thus,  and  Lifmachus 
Stand  idle  gazer  ? 

Lift.  What,  Sir,  will  his  death 
Advantage  us,  if  Ihe  be  falle  to  me  ? 

So  irreligious,  and  to  touch  her  perfon — ■ 

Paufc,  we  may  be  obferved. 

Enter  Philocles,  Lifander. 

Lift.  ’Tis  the  Protector 
And  his  Ibn. 

Phi.  Alas,  poor  Gentleman,  I pitty 
His  negleft,  but  am  not  forry  for  his  father- 
Phi.  ’Tis  a ftrange  turne. 

Lift.  The  whirligigs  of  Women. 

Phi.  Your  Graces  fervant. 

Caf.  I am  yours  Gentlemen, 

And  Ihould  be  happy  to  deferve  your  loves. 

Phi.  Now  he  can  flatter. 

Ufa.  In’t  Sir,  to  inlarge  your  fufferings,  I have 

CLq  A 


The  Coronation 


1,06 


A heart  doth  vvifn 

The  Qeeen  had  known  better  to  reward 
Yoar  love  and  merit. 

Lipi.  If  you  would  cxprefs 
Your  love  to  me,  pray  do  not  mention  it, 

I mull  obey  my  fate. 

Phi.  She  will  be  married 
To  t’other  Gentleman  for  certain  then  ? 

Caf.  I hope  you’ll  v/ilh  ’em  joy. 

Phi.  Indeed  I will,  Sir. 

• Lifa.  Your  Graces  fervant.  Exit. 

Caf.  We  are  grown 

' Ridiculous,  the  paftime  of  the  Court : 

Here  comes  another. 

\ 

Enter  Seleucus. 

Sel.  Where’s  your  Son,  my  Lord  ? 

Caf.  l ike  a neglected  fervant  of  hisMiftrefs. 

Sel.  I would  ask  him  a queftion. 

Caf.  What  ? 

Sel.  Whether  the  Queen, 

As  ’tis  reported,  lov’dliim,  he  can  tell 

Whether  Ihe  promis’d  what  they  talke  of,  marriage, 

Caf  I can  refolve  you  that,  Sir. 

Sel.  She  did  promife  ? 

Caf.  Yes. 

Sel.  Then  Ihee’s  a Woman,  and  your  Son  j 
Caf  What? 

Sel  Not  worthy  his  blood,  and  expedation, 

If  he  be  calme. 

Caf.  There’s  no  oppofing  deftiny* 

Sel.  I would  cut  the  Throat. 

' Caf  Whofe  throat.^ 

Sel.  The  delHnies,  that’s  all,  your  pardon,  Sir, 

1 am  Seleucus  ftill,  a poor  lhadow 

Oth’  World,  a walking  pidure,  it  concerns 

Not  me,  I am  forgotten  by  my  ftars. 

Caf  The  Queen,  with  more  diferetion,  might  ha  cholen 
Thee. 

Sel.  Whom  ? 

Caf.  Thee,  Seleucus. 

Sel.  Me  ? I cannot  dance,  and  frisk  with  due  adivity. 
My  body  is  lead,  I have  too  much  phlegme,whatlhould 
I do  with  a Kingdome  ? no,  Arcadius 
Becomes  the  culhion,  and  can  pleale,  yet  fetting 
Alide  the  trick  that  Ladies  of  Blood  look  at,  ' 

Another  Man  might  make  a Ihift  to  weare 
Rich  Clothes,  lit  in  the  chair  of  Rate,  and  nod. 

Dare  venture  on  difeourfe,  that  does  not  trench 
On  compliment,  and  think  the  ftudy  of  Armes 
And  Arts,  more  commendable  in  a Gentleman, 

Than  any  Galliard, 

Caf.  Arcadius., 

And  you,  were  reconcil’d. 

Sel.  VVe  ? yes,  oh  yes. 

But  ’tis  not  manners  now  to  lay  we  are  friends. 

At  our  equality  there  had  been  reafon. 

But  now,  fubjedfion  is  the  word. 

Caf.  They  are  not 
Yet  married. 

Sel.  I’ll  make  no  Oath  upon% 

My  Lord  Lifimachus. 

A word,  you’ll  not  be  angry  if  I love  you, 

May  not  a Batchellor  be  made  a Cuckold  ? 

Lift.  How,  Sir  ? 

Caf.  Lifmachus.,  this  Gentleman 
Is  worth  our  embrace,  hee’s  fpirited. 

And  may  be  uleful. 

Sel.  Hark  you,  can  you  tell 
Where’s  the  belt  Dancing-mailer?  and  you  mean 
To  rife  at  Court,  praeftife  to  caper,  farewel 
The  noble  fcience,  that  makes  work  for  cutlers, 

It  will  be  out  of  falhionto  weare  iwords, 


Mafques,  and  devices  welcome,  I lalute  you. 

Is  it  not  pitty  any  divillon 

Should  be  heard  out  of  Mufick  ? Oh  ’twill  be 

An  excellent  age  of  crotchets and  of  Canters. 

Buy  Captains,  that  like  fools  will  fpend  your  blood 
Out  of  your  Country,  you  will  be  of  left 
life  than  your  feathers,  if  you  return  unman’d 
You  lliall  be  beaten  foon  to  a new  march, 

When  you  lhall  think  it  a diferetion 

To  fell  your  glorious  buffes  to  buy  fine  pumps. 

And  pantablcs,  this  is  I hope  nd  treafon. 

Enter  Arcadius  leading  the  Queen,  Charia,  Eubulusy 
Lifander,  Philocles,  P61idora,/^z/j«. 

Caf.  Wot  flay  Lifimachus? 
lift.  Yes, Sir, 

And  ihew  a patience  above  her  injury. 

A rc.  This  honor  is  too  much.  Madam,  aflume 
Your  place,  and  let  Arcadius  waite  ftill; 

’Tis  happineft  enough  to  be  your  fervant. 

Caf.  Now  he  dilfembles. 

§ue.  Sir,  you  muft  lit,- 
■^rc.  I am  obedient. 
i^e.  This  is  not  Mufick 

Sprightly  enough,  it  feeds  the  foul  vvith  melancholy. 

How  layes  Arcadius? 

Arc.  Give  me  leave  to  think 
There  is  no  harmony  but  in  your  voice. 

And  not  an  accent  of  your  heavenly  tongue. 

But  ftrikes  me  into  rapture,  I incline 
To  think,  the  tale  of  Orpheus  no  fable, 

’Tis  pofiible  he  might  inchant  the  Rocks, 

And  charme  the  Forreft,  foften  hell,  hell  it  felf, 

With  his  commanding  Lute,  it  is  no  miracle 
To  what  you  work,  whofe  very  breath  conveyes 
The  hearer  into  Heaven,  how  at  your  lips. 

Day-winds  gather  Perfumes,  proudly  glide  away. 

To  dilperfe  fweetnefs  round  about  the  world. 

Sel.  Fine  ftulT. 

^e.  You  cannot  flatter. 

Arc.  Not,  if  I Ihould  fay. 

Nature  had  plac’d  you  here  the  creatures  wonder. 

And  her  own  fpring,  from  which  all  excellence 
On  Earth’s  deriv’d,  and  copy ed  forth,  and  when 
The  charader  of  fair,  and  good  in  others 
Is  quite  worne  out,  and  loft,  looking  on  you 
It  is  fupply’d,and  you  alone  made  mortal 
To  feed,  and  keep  alive  all  beauty. 

Sel.  Ha, ha, Can  youindureit  Gentlemen.^ 

Lifa.  What  do  you  meane  ? 

Sel.  Nay,  ask  him  what  he  meancs,  mine  is  a down 
Right  laugh. 

^e.  Well,  Sir,  proceed. 

Arc.  At  fuch  briglit  eyes  the  ftars  do  light  themfelves. 

At  luch  a forehead  Swans  renew  their  white. 

From  fuch  a lip  the  morning  gathers  blufhes. 

Sel.  The  morning  is  more  modeft  than  thy  praifes. 
What  a thing  does  he  make  her? 

Arc.  And  when  you  flie  to  Heaven  and  leave  this  world 
No  longer  maintenance  of  goodnefs  from  you; 

Then  Poetry  fliall  lofe  all  itfe  with  us. 

And  benomore,fince  nothing  in  your  abfence 
Is  left,  that  can  worthy  of  a Verfe. 

Sel.  Ha,  ha. 

^e.  VVhofethat? 

Sel.  ’TwasT,  Madam. 

Are.  Seleucus  ? 

Caf.  Ha? 

Sel.  Yes,Sir,’twas  I that  laugh’d. 

Arc.  At  what? 

Sel.  At  nothing. 

Lifa.  Contain  your  felf,  Seleucus. 

Arc  you  mad? 

JPue.  Have 
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^e.  Have  you  ambition  to  be  punifli’d,  Sir  ? 

Sel.  I need  not,  ’tvvas  punilhment 
Enough  to  hear  him  make  an  Idol  of  you,  he  left 
Out  the  commendation  of  your  patience,  I’was  a little 
Mov’d  in  my  nature,  to  hear  his  Rodomontados,  and 
Make  a moniter  of  his  Milbrefs,  which  1 pitty’d  firft 
But  feeing  him  proceed,  I gueft  he  brought  you  ’ 

Mirth  with  his  inventions,  and  Ib  made  bold  to  laugh  at  it. 
^e.  You  are  fawey. 

We’ll  place  you  where  you  lha’not  be  fo  merry, 

• Take  him  away. 

Ufa.  Submit  your  felf. 

Arc.  Let  me  plead  for  his  pardon. 

Sel.  I wo’d  not  owe  my  life  fb  poorly,  beg  thy  own. 
When  you  are  King  you  cannot  bribe  your  deftiny. 

Hub.  Good  Madam  hear  me,  I fear  he  is  diltrafted. 
Brave  boy,  thou  fhould’lt  be  Matter  of  a foul 
Like  his : thy  honors  more  concern’d. 

: Sel.  ’Tis  charity, 

A way  wo’  mee,  ’boy  Madam  ? 

Caf  He  has  a daring  Ipirit.  E.v  Sel.  Eub.  Caf. 

Arc.  Thefe,  and  a thoufand  more  affronts  I mult 
Exped  ; your  lavors  draw  them  all  upon  me  j 
In  my  lirfc  Rate  I had  no  enemies, 

I was  fecure,  while  i did  grow  beneath 
This  expedation,  humble  valleys  thrive  with 
Their  bofomes  full  of  flowers,  when  the  Hills  melt 
With  lightning,  and  rough  anger  of  the  clouds. 

Let  me  retire. 

^s.  And  can  Arcadim 
At  Inch  a breath  be  mov’d,  I had  opinion 
Your  courage  durlt  have  flood  a tempefl  for 
. Onr  love,  can  you  for  this  incline  to  leave 
^ What  other  Princes  fhould  in  vain  have  fued  for  ? 

. How  many  Lovers  are  in  Epire  now 
W’ould  throw  themfelveson  danger,  not  exped 
One  enemy,  but  empty  their  own  veins, 

^ And  think  the  lofs  of  all  their  blood  rewarded. 

To  have  one  fmile  of  us  when  they  are  dying  ? 

And  fhall  this  murmur  fhake  you  ? 

Arc.  Not  dear  Madam, 

My  life  is  fuch  a poor  defpifed  thing. 

In  value  your  lead  graces,  that 
To  lofe  it  were  to  make  my  felf  avidory. 

It  is  not  for  my  felf,  I fear : the  envy 
Of  others  cannot  fallen  wound  in  me 
Gi  eater,  than  that  your  goodnefs  fhould  be  check’d 
So  daringly. 

Let  not  thofe  thoughts  afflid  thee, 

While  we  have  power  to  corred  the  offences, 

Arcadius  be  mine,  this  lhall  confirm  it. 

Arc.  I fhall  forget, 

And  lofe  m.v  way  to  heaven,  that  touch  had  been 
Enough  to  have  reicor’d  me,  and  infus’d 
A fpirit  of  a more  ^eleftial  nature. 

After  the  tedious  abfence  of  my  foul, 

Oh  blefs  me  not  too  much,  one  fmile  a day 
Would  llretch  my  life  to  mortality  ^ 

Poets  that  wrap  divinity  in  tales. 

Look  here,  and  give  yourcoppies  forth  of  angels. 

What  bleffing  can  remain? 

^e.  Our  Marriage. 

Arc.  Place  then  fome  horrors  in  the  way 
For  me,  not  you,to  pafs , the  journeys  end 
Holds  out  fuch  glories  to  me,  I fhould  think 
Hell  but  a poor  degree  of  fufdring  for  it. 

What’s  that,  fome  petition?^  Letter  to  me. 

Eou  had  a Polidora.,  ha-f  that^. 

' Ith’  minure  when  myveffels  new  lanch’d  fortli. 

With  all  my  pride,  and  filken  wings  about  me 
I llrike  upon  a Rock ; What  power  can  fave  me  ? 

You  had  a Polidora  •,  there’s  a name 
Kill’d  with  grief,  1 can  fo  foon  forget  her. 

Ser.  She  did  impofe  on  me  this  iervice,Sir, 
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And  while  fhe  lives  ihe  fayes,  fhee’il  pray  for  you. 

Arc.  She  lives. 

That’s  well,  and  yet  ’twere  better,  for  my  fame. 

And  honor,  fhe  were  dead  ^ What  fate  hath  pla^d  me 
Upon  this  fearful  precipice  ? 

Ser.  He’s  troubled. 

Arc.  I muff  rdblve,  my  faith  is  violated 
Already,  yet  poor  loving  Polidora 
Will  pray  for  me,  fhe  fayes,  to  think  fhe  can 
Render  me  hated  to  my  felf,  and  every 
Thought’s  vi  tormentor,  let  me  then  be  juft. 

^ue.  Arcadius. 

Arc.  That  voice  prevailes  agen,  oh  Polidora.^ 

Thou  muff  forgive  Arcadius.^  I dare  not 
Turn  rebel  to  a Princefs,  I fhall  love 
Thy  vertue,but  a Kingdom  has  a charme 
Toexcufeour  failty,  dearefl  Madam. 
flue.  Now  let  forward. 

Arc.  To  perfefl  all  our  joyes. 

Enter  Macarius,  and  a Bifhop,  Cafander* 
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Mac.  I’ll  fright  their  glories. 

Caf.  By  what  means  ? 

Mac.  Oblerve. 

Arc.  Our  good  Unckle,  welcome. 

^e.  My  Lord  Macarius.,  we  did  want  your  perfon  j 
There’s  fomething  in  our  joyes  wherein  you  fhare. 

Mac.  This  you  intend  your  highnefs  wedding  day. 

^e.  We  are  going. 

Mae  Save  you  labor 
I have  brought  a Priefl  to  meet  you. 

Arc.  Reverend  Father. 

^e.  Meet  us.  Why  ? 

Mac.  To  tell  you,  that  you  muff:  not  Marry, 

Caf.  Didft  thou  hear  that.,  Lifimachus 
LiJj.  And  wonder  what  will  follow. 

J^e.  We  muff  not  marry. 

B^.  Madam,  ’tis  a rule 
'irfl  made  in  heaven,  and  I muff  needs  declare 
You  and  Arcadius  muff  tie  no  knot 
Of  iMan  and  Wife. 

Arc,  Is  my  Unckle  mad  ? 

^e.  Joy  has  tranfported  him. 

Or  age  has  made  him  dote, 

Provoke  us  not  too  much,  you  will  prefume 
Above  our  mercy. 

Mac.  I’ll  difeharge  my  duty. 

Could  your  frown  ftrike  me  dead,  my  Lord,  you  know 
Whole  charaTer  this  is. 

Caf.  It  is  TheodofiuSj 
Your  graces  Father. 

Bif  I am  fubferib’d  a witnefs. 

Phi.  Upon  my  life  ’tis  his. 

Mac.  Fear  not.  I’ll  crofs  this  Match. 

CaJ.  I’ll  blefs  thee  for’t. 

Arc.  Unckle,  d’ee  knov/  what  you  do,  or  what  we  are  . 
Going  to  finifli?  you  will  not  break  the  neck  of  my  glorious 
Fortune,  now  my  foots  ith’  ffirrup,  and  mounting. 

Throw  me  over  the  faddle?!  hope  you’ll  let  one 
Be  a King,  Madam, ’tis  as  you  fay. 

My  Unckle  is  fomething  craz’d,  there’s  a worm 
In’s  brain,  but  I befeechyoii  pardon  him,  he  is 
Not  the  firff  of  your  counfel,  that  has  talk’d 
Idly,  d’ee  hear  my  I ord  Bifliop,!  hope 
You  have  more  Religion  than  to  joyn  with  him 
To  undoe  me. 

Bif  Not  I Sir,  but  I am  commanded  by  oath. 

And  confcience  to  (peak  iruth. 

Arc.  If  your  truth  fliould  do  me  any  harm,  I fhall  never 
Be  in  charity  vyith  a Croziers  flaffe,  look  roo’c. 

§ue.  My  youngeff  Brother, 

Cj/;  Worfe  and  worfe,  my  brains.  _ _ Exit. 

Mac.  Deliver  to  me  an  fill  ant  with  this  writing, 

O c 2 T”  ^ 
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To  which  this  reverend  Father,  is  a witnefs. 

Ufa.  This  he  whom  we  folong  thought  dead,  achilde? 

^e.  But  what  fhould  make  my  Father  to  truft  him 
To  your  toncealment  ? give  abroad  his  death,  and  bury 
An  empty  coffin  ? 

Mac.  A jealoulle  he  had 
UYionCalJjuder.,  whofe  ambitious  bralii 
Fie  fear’d  would  make  no  confcience  to  depofe 
Flis  ibr)^ton]3.k.e Lifimachus  Kingof Epire. 

He  made  no  fcruple  to  expofe  me  then 
To  any  danger  ? 

Mac.  He  fecur’d  you,  Madam, 

By  an  early  Engagement  of  your  affedion 
To  Lifxmachus.^  exempt  this teftimony. 

Had  he  been  /^rM(^/«j-,andmy  Nephew, 

1 needed  not  obtrude  him  on  the  Hate, 

Your  love  and  marriage  had  made  him  King 
Without  my  trouble,  and  lav’d  that  ambition, 

" here  was  neceffity  to  open  now 
His  birth,  and  title. 

Phi.  Pemeiriuj  alive. 

Arc.  What  riddles  are  thefe.  Whom  do  they  talk  of? 

Own.  Congratulate  your  return  to  life,  and  honor, 

A nd  as  becomes  us,  with  one  voice  falute  you, 

I)en.£triHS  King  of  Epire. 

Mac.  I am  no  Uncle,  Sir,  this  is  your  Siller, 

I ffiould  have  fuffer’d  incell  to  have  kept  you 
Longer  ith’  dark:  love,  and  be  happy  both. 

My  trull  is  now  dilcharg’d. 

Lija.  P nd  w-e  rejoyce. 

Arc.  Entc’o  not  mock  me,  Gentlemen, 

May  I be  bold  upon  your  words  to  fay 
I am  VnviQoPbcocPifus  Son? 

Mac.  The  King. 

Arc,  You’ll  juftife  it  ? 

Sifler,  i am  very  glad  to  fee  you. 

5 p.  1 am  to  find  a brother,  and  refign  my  glory. 

My  triumph  is  my  lhame. 

Eater  Cafimnder. 

Caf.  Thine  ear  UfmachHs. 

Arc.  Gentlemen  1 o»ve 
Unto  your  loves,  as  large  acknowledgment 
As  to  my  birth,  for  this  great  honor,  and 
Myfludy  lhall  be  equal  to  be  thought 
Worthy  of  both- 

Cjf.  Thou  art  turn’d  Marble. 

Lift.  Thvre  will  be  the  lefs  charge  for  my  Monument. 

Caf.  This  mull  not  be,  lit  fall  young  King.  ' Exit. 

LiCa.  Your  filler.  Sir,  is  gone. 

Arc.  My  filler  ffiould  have  been  my  Bride,  that  name 
Puts  me  in  mind  of  P(jlidoraf[i2.1 
L/fandtr.^  Phitochf.^ Gentlemen, 

f you  will  have  me  think  your  hearts  allow  me 
Theodnfus  fon,  oh  quickly  fnatch  fome  wings, 

Lxprefs  it  in  your  halle  to  Polidora., 

Tell  her  what  thle  is  new  dropt  from  heaven 
To  ma'^e  her  rich;,  onely  creaud  for  me: 

Give  her  the  ceremony  of  my  Queen, 

With  all  the  Hate  that  may  become  our  Bride, 

Attend  her  to  this  throne  Are  you  not  there  ? 

Yet  Hay,  ’tis  too  much  pride  to  fend  for  her. 

Wee’ll  go  cur  felf,  no  honor  is  enough 
For  Polidora , to  redeem  our  fault. 

Salute  her  gently  from  me,and,upon 
Your  knee,  preient  her  with  this  Diadem, 

’Tis  our  firffi  gift,  tell  her  Demetrius  follows 
To  be  her  guell,  and  give  himfelf  a fervant 
To  herchall  bofome,  bid  her  llretch  her  heart 
To  meet  me,  I am  loft  in  joy  and  wonder.  Exeunt  Otmes. 


ABus  QmrtHU 

Sc  an  a Prim  a. 

Enter  Callander,  Eubulus,  Soldier. 

Caf.  IT  7 Here’s  the  Captain  of  the  Callle  ? 

y V Sol.  Hee’ll  attend  your  honors  prelhifly. 
Caf  Give  him  knowledge  we  expedt  him. 

Sol.  I lhall,  my  Lord.  Exit. 

Cap.  He  is  my  creature,  fear  not. 

And  lhall  run  any  courfe  that  we  propound. 

Eub.  My  Lord,  I like  the  fubllance  of  your  plot, 

’Tis  promifing,  but  matters  of  this  confequence 
Are  not  fo  eafily  perfedV,  and  it  does 
Concern  our  heads  to  build  upon  fecure 
Principles,  though  Sekucus.,  I confefs, 

Carry  a high,  and  daring  fpirit  in  him, 

’Tis  hard  to  thru  11  upon  the  Hate  newfetled 
Anyimpollor,and  we  know  not  yet 
Whether  hee’ll  undertake  to  play  the  Prince  j 
Or  if  he  ffiould  accept  it,  with  what  cunning 
He  can  behave  himfelf. 

Caf.  My  Lord,  affairs 

Of  fuch  a glorious  nature,  are  halffiniffi’d. 

When  they  begin  with  confidence. 

Eub.  Admit 

He  want  no  art,  or  courage,  it  mufi:  reft 
Upon  the  people  to  receive  his  title, 

And  with  whst  danger  their  uncertain  breath 
; May  flatter  ours,  Demetrius  fcarcely  warm 
; In  the  Kings  feat,  I may  fufpedt, 

Caf  That  reafon 

Makes  for  our  part,  for  if  it  be  fo  probable. 

That  young  Demetrius  ffiould  be  living,  Why 
May  not  we  work  them  to  believe,  Leonatus, 

The  eldell  fon  was,  by  fome  trick,  preferv’d. 

And  now  would  claim  his  own : there  were  two  Ions, 
Who  in  their  Fathers  life  we  fuppofed  dead, 

May  not  we  find  a circumllance  to  make 
This  feem  as  clear  as  t’other,  let  the  vulgar 
Be  once  pofleft,  wee’ll  carry  Epire  from 
Dmf^r/»j-,and  the  World. 

Eub.  I could  be  pleas’d 
To  fee  my  Son  a King. 

Enter  Poleanus. 

The  Captain’s  here. 

Pol.  I waite  your  Lordffiips  pleafure. 

Caf.  We  come  to  vifit  yoiy:  late  prilbner  ; 

I will  not  doubt,  but  you  intreat  him  fairly, 

He  will  deferve  it  for  himfelf,  and  you 
Be  fortunate  inanyoccafion. 

To  have  expreft  yourfervice. 

Pol.  Sir,  the  knowledge 
Of  my  honorable  Lord  his  Father,  will 
Inllruft  me  to  behave  my  felf  with  all 
RelpeCls  becoming  me,  to  fuch  a Ion. 

Caf.  Thefe  things  will  leaft 
Oblige  you,  but  how  bears  he  his  reftraint? 

Pol.  As  one  whofe  foul’s  above  it. 

Eub.  Patiently  ? 

Pol.  With  contempt  rather  of  the  great  command 
Which  made  him  prifoner,  he  will  talke  fometimes 
So  ftrangely  to  himfelf. 

Eub.  Hee’s  here. 


Enter 
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Enter  Seleucus. 

Sel.  Why  was  I born  to  be  afubjed?  ’tis 
Soon  anfwer’d,  fuie  my  Father  was  no  Prince, 

That’s  all:  the  fame  ingredients  ufe  to  make 
A Man,  as  adive,  though  not  royal  blood 
Went  to  my  compofition,  and  I 
Was  gottenpvith  as  good  a will  perhaps. 

And  my  birth  coll  my  Mother  as  much  forrow. 

As  I had  beon  born  an  Emperor, 

Caf.  While  I look 

Upon  him,  fomething  in  his  face  prefents 
A King  indeed. 

Eub.  He  does  refemble  much 
‘Xheodofnts  too. 

Caf.  W’hofe  Ion  we  would  pretend  him. 

This  will  advance  our  plot, 

Sel.  ’Tis  but  a name. 

And  mere  opinion,  that  prefers  one  man 
Above  another.  I’ll  imagine  then 
I am  a Prince,  or  fome  brave  thing  on  Earth, 

And  fee  what  follows:  but  it  mull  not  be. 

My  lingle  voice  wiH  carry  it,  the  name 
Of  King  mulbbe  attended  with  a troop 
Of  acclamations,  on  whofe  ayrie  wings 
He  mounts,  and  once  e.xalted,  threatens  Heaverf, 

And  all  the  flats : how  to  acquire  this  noife. 

And  be  the  thing  I talke  of,  men  have  rife 
From  a more  cheap  nobility  to  Empires, 

From  dark  originals,  and  fordid  blood. 

Nay  fome  that  had  no  fathers,  fors  of  the  earth. 

And  flying  people,  have  afpir’d  to  Kingdoms, 

Made  nations  tremble,  and  have  practis’d  frowns 
To  awe  the  world,  their  memory  is  glorious. 

And  I would  hug  them  in  their  lhades,  but  what’s 
All  this  to  me,  that  am  I know  not  what. 

And  lefs  in  expeeftation  ? 

Fol.  Are  you  ferio  js  > 

Caf.  Will  you  aflift,  and  run  a fate  wdth  us. 

Pol.  Command  my  life,  I owe  it  to  your  favor. 

Sel.  ylrcadius  was  once  as  far  from  being 
As  I,  and  had  v/e  not  fo  cunningly 
Been  reconciled,  or  one,  or  both  had  gone 
T o feek  our  fortunes  in  another  world  \ 

What’s  the  device  now  ? If  my  death  be  next, 

The  fummons  fhall  not  make  me  once  look  pale. 

Caf.  Chide  your  too  vain  fufpitions,  we  bring 
A life,  and  liberty,  with  what  elfe  can  make 
Thy  ambition  happy,  th’aft  a glorious  flame. 

We  come  to  advance  it. 

Stl.  How  ? 

Caf.  Have  but  a will. 

And  be  w'hat  thy  own  thoughts  dare  prompt  thee  to, 
A King. 

Sel.  You  do  not  mock  me  Gentlemen? 

You  are  my  Father,  Sir. 

Eub.  This  minute  fhall 
Declare  it,my  Seleucus^  our  hearts  fwell’d 
With  joy,  with  duty  rather,  oh  my  boy ! 

SeK  VVhat’s  themiflery? 

Pol.  You  mull  be  a King. 

Caf  Seleucus.,  flay,  thou  art  too  incredulous^ 

Let  not  our  faith,  and  fludy  to  exalt  thee. 

Be  fo  rewarded. 

Eub.  I pronounce  thee  King, 

Unlefs  thy  fpirit  be  turn’d  coward , and 
Thou  faint  to  accept  it. 

Sel.  King  of  what  ? 

Caf  Of  Epire. 

Sel.  Although  the  Queen,  fince  flie  fent  me  hither. 
Were  gone  to  Heaven  1 know  not  how. 

That  title  could  devolve  tome. 

Caf.  We  have 


No  Q^ieen,  fince  he  that  (hould  have  married  her, 

Is  prov’d  her  youngeft  brother,  and  now  King 
In  his  own  title. 

Sel.  Thank  you  Gentlemen, 

There’s  hope  for  me. 

Caf.  Why,  you  dare  fight  with  him 
And  need  be,  for  the  Kingdom. 

Sel.  With /^rcadiuj 

If  you’ll  make  ftakes,  my  life  againft  his  crown^ 

I’ll  fight  with  him,  and  you,  and  your  fine  Son, 

And  all  the  Courtiers  one  a ter  another. 

Caf.  ’Two’not  come  to  that. 

Sel.  lam  of  your  Lordfnips  mind,  fo  fare  you  welh 

Cii/7  Yet  flay  and  hear  - 

Sel.  What?  that  you  have  betray’d  me  • 

Do,  tell  your  King,  my  life  is  gro*\  n a burden. 

And  I’ll  confefs,and  make  your  loiils  lootc  pale. 

To  fee  how  nimble  mine  fliall  leap  this  battlement 
Offlefli,  anddjing,  laugh  at  your  poor  malice. 

Omnes.  No  more,  long  live  King  of  Epire. 

SeL  Leor.atus.,  W ho’s  that  ? 

Cjf  Be  bold,  and  be  a King, our  brains  have  been 
W orking  to  raife  you  to  this  height,  here  are 
None  but  friends,  dare  you  but  call  your  felf 
Leouatus^  and  but  juflifie  with  confidence 
W'hat  we’ll  proclaime  you,  if  we  do  not  bring  , 

The  Crown  to  your  head,  we  ’ill  forfeit  ours. 

Eub.  The  date  is  in  diftradion,  Ar-adius 
Is  prov’d  a King,  there  was  an  elder  brother. 

If  you  dare  but  pronoi  nce,  you  are  the  fame. 

Forget  you  are  my  foiv 

Pol.  Thefe  are  no  trifles.  Sir,  all  is  plotted, 

To  aflurc  your  greatnefs , if  you  will  be  wife, 

And  take  the  faire  occafion  that’s  prelented. 

Sel.  ArcadiHs.,^Q>Vi  fay,  is  lawful  King, 

And  now  to  depofe  him,  you  would  make  me 
An  elder  brother,  is’t  not  fo  ? 

Caf.  Mod  right, 

Sel.  Nay,  right  or  wrong,  if  this  be  your  true  meaning. 

Omnes.  Upon  our  lives. 

Sel,  I’ll  venture  mine,  but  with  your  pardon, 

Whofe  brain  was  this?  from  whom  took  this  plot  life? 

Eub.  My  Lord 

Sel.  And  you  are  of  his  mind?  and  you?  and  think 
This  may  be  done? 

Eub.  Thededinies  fnallnot  cf5^sus,  if  you  have 
Spirit  to  undertake  it. 

Sel.  Undertake  it  ? 

I am  nor  us’d  to  compliment.  I’ll  owe 
My  life  to  you,  my  fortunes  to  your  Lordlhip, 

Compofe  me  as  you  pleafe,and  when  y’ave  made 
Me  whatyou  promile, you  fhall  bothdivide 
Me  equally:  one  word,  my  Lord,!  had  rather 
Live  in  the  prifon  dill,  than  be  a propeaty 
To  advance  his  politick  ends. 

Ettb.  Have  no  fufpition. 

Caf.  So,  fb,  I lee  Demetrius  heels  already 
Trip’d  up,  and  I’ll  dlfpatch  him  out  oth’  way^ 

Which  gone,  I can  depofe  this  at  my  leafure. 

Being  an  Impodor,  then  my  Son  dands  fair. 

And  may  piece  with  the  Princefs,we]oie  time, 

W'hat  think  you,  if  we  fird  furprize  the  Court  ? 

While  you  command  the  Cadlc,  we  lhall  curbe  _ 

All  oppofition. 

Eub.  Let’s  proclaim  him  fird. 

I have  fome  faftion,  the  people  love  me. 

They  gain’d  to  us,  wee’ll  fall  upon  the  Court. 

Caf  Unlefs  Demetrius  yield  himfelf,  he  bleeds. 

SeL  Who  dares  call  treafon  fin,  when  it  fucceeds  > 

Exeunt  Omnes. 


Enter 
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Enter  Sophia,  and  Charilla. 


Enter  Lifimachus. 


Chj.  Madam,  you  are  too  paffionate,  and  lofe 
The  greatnefs  of  your  foul,  with  the  expence 
Of  too  much  grief,  for  that  which  providence 
Hath  eas’d  you  of,  the  burden  of  a ftate 
Above  your  tender  bearing. 

Sop.  Thour’t  a fool, 

And  canft  not  reach  the  fpirit  of  a Lady, 

Born  great  as  1 was , and  made  onely  lefs 
By  a too  cruel  dehiny,  above 
Our  tender  bearing  : What  goes  richer  to 
The compofition  of  Man,  than  ours? 

Our  foul  as  free,  and  fpatious  ^ our  heart’s 
As  great,  our  will  as  large,  each  thought  as  adive, 

A nd  in  this  onely  Man  more  proud  than  we. 

That  would  have  us  lefs  capable  of  Empire, 

But  fearch  the  lfories,and  the  name  of  Queen 
Shines  bright  with  glory,  and  fome  precedents 
Above  Mans  imitation. 

Cha.  I grant  it. 

For  the  honor  of  our  fex,  nor  have  you.  Madam, 

3y  any  weaknefs,  forfeited  command. 

He  that  fucceeds,in  jullice,was  before  you, 

And  you  have  gain’d  more,  in  a royal  brother. 

Than  you  could  lofe  by  your  refign  of  Epire. 

Sop.  This  I allow  chariVa.,  1 ha  done  ^ 

’Tis  not  the  thought  I am  depos’d  affiiTs  me. 

At  the  lame  time  I feel  a joy  to  kno  w 
My  Brother  living:  no, there  is  another 
Wound  in  me  above  cure. 

Cha.  Virtue  forbid. 

Sop.  Canft  find  me  out  a Surgeon  for  that? 

Cha.  For  what  ? 

Sop.  My  bleeding  fame. 

Cha.  Oh  do  not  injure 
Your  own  clear  innocence. 

Sop.  Do  not  flatter  me, 

I have  been  guilty  of  an  ad,  will  make 
All  love  in  women  queftion’d,  is  not  that 
A blot  upon  a Virgins  name  ? my  birth 
Cannot  ext  nuate  my  flianie,  1 am 
Become  the  ftain  of  Epire. 

Cha.  ’Tis  but 

Your  own  opinion,  Msd  :m,  which  prefents 
Something  to  fright  your  felf,  which  cannot 
Be  in  the  lame  lhape  fo  horrid  to  our  fenJe, 

Sop.  Thou  wod’ft,but  canft  not  appear  ignorant: 
Did  not  the  Court,  nay,  the  whole  Kingdom,  take 
Notice,  I lov’d  Liftmachus? 

Cha.  True,  Madam. 

Sop.  No,  I was  falfe. 

Though  counfel’d  by  my  Father  to  affed  him, 

I had  my  politick  ends  upon  CaJJander, 

To  beabfolute  C^een,  flattering  his  Ion  with  hopes 
Of  love  and  marriage,  when  that  very  day 
I blulh  to  think  1 wrong’d  Liftmachns, 

That  noble  Gentleman,  but  heaven  punilh’d  me  j 
For  though  to  know  Demetrius  was  a blelfing. 

Yet  who  will  not  impute  it  mydilhonor. 

Cha.  Madam,  you  yet  m.ay  recompence  Liftmachut., 
■fyouaffed  him  now,  you  were  not  falfe 
To  him,  whom  then  you  lov’d  not,  if  you  can 
Find  any  gentle  paflTion  in  your  foul 
To  entertain  his  thought,  no  doubt  his  heart, 

Though  fad  retains  a noble  will  to  meet  it. 

His  love  was  firm  to  you,  and  cannot  be 
Unrooted  with  one  ftorme. 

Sop.  He  will  not  fure 

Truft  any  language  from  her  tongue  that  mock’d  him. 
Although  my  foul  doth  weep  for’t,andis  punilh’d 
To  love  him  above  the  world. 


Cha.  Hee’s  here 

As  fate  would  have  him  reconcil’d,  be  free, 

And  fpeak  your  thoughts. 

Lifi.  If,  Madam,  I appear 
Too  bold,  your  charity  will  lign  mypardon: 

I heard  you  were  not  well,  which  made  me  hafte 
To  pay  the  duty  of  an  humble  vifit. 

Sop.  You  do  not  mock  me.  Sir. 

Lifi.  I am  confident 

You  think  me  not  fo  loft  to  manners,  in 
The  knowledge  of  your  perfbn,  to  bring  with  me 
Such  rudenefs,  I have  nothing  to  prefent. 

But  a heart  full  of  wifhes  for  your  health. 

And  what  elfe  may  be  added  to  your  happinefs. 

Sop.  I thought  you  had  been  lenfible. 

Lifi.  How  Madam? 

Sop.  A man  of  underftanding,  can  you  fpend 
One  prayer  for  me,  remembring  the  dilhonor 
I hzYC  done  Lifimachus .? 

Lift.  Nothing  can  deface  that  part  of  my 
Religion  in  me,  not  to  pray  for  you. 

Sop.  It  is  not  then  impolfible  you  may  * 

Forgive  me  too,  indeed  I have  a foul 
Is  lull  of  penitence,  and  Something  elfe. 

If  blulhing  would  allow  to  give’t  a name. 

Lifii.  What  Madam  ? 

Sop.  Love,  a love  that  fhould  redeem 
My  paft  tfF.nce,ani  make  me  white  again. 

Left.  I hope  no  fadnefs  can  polTefs  your  thoughts 
For  me,  I am  not  worthy  of  this  forrow, 

Sut  if  you  mean  it  any  latisladion 

For  what  your  will  hath  made  me  fuller,  ’tis 

But  a ftrange  overflow  of  Charity, 

T Q keep  me  ftill  alive,  be  your  lelf  Madam, 

/And  let  nacaule  of  mine,  be  guilty  of 
This  rape  upon  your  eyes,  my  name  s not  worth 
The  Laft  of  all  yojr  tears. 

Sop.  You  think  ’em  counterfeit, 

Lifi.  Altnough  I may 
Sufpeift  a Wom.ans  fmile  hereafter,  yet 
I would  believe  their  wet  eyes,  and  if  this 
’’e  what  you  promife,  for  my  fake,  I have 
lut  one  reply. 

Sop  I waite  it. 

Lifi.  I have  now 
Another  Miftrels. 

Sop.  Stay. 

Lift.  To  whom  I have  made 
Since  your  revolt  from  me,  a new  chafte  vow. 

Which  not  the  fecond  malice  of  my  fate 
Shall  violate,  and  Ihe  deferves  it.  Madam, 

Sven  for  that  wherein  you  are  excellent. 

Beauty,  in  which  Ihe  Ihines  equal  to  you 
Her  vertue,  if  flie  but  maintain  what  now 
She  is  Miftrefs  of,  beyond  all  competition, 

So  rich  it  cannot  know  to  be  improv’d. 

At  leaft  in  my  efteem,  I may  offend. 

But  truth  lhall  juftifie,  I have  not  flatter’d  her, 

I beg  your  pardon,  and  to  leave  my  duty 

Upon  your  hand,  all  that  is  good^ow  in  you.  ' Exit- 

Sop.  Did  he  not  fay,  Charilla,  that  he  had 
Another  Miftrefs  ? 

Cha.  Such  a Ibund,  methought. 

Came  from  him. 

Sop.  Let’s  remove,  here’s  too  much  ayre, 

The  fad  note  multiplies. 

Cha.  Take  courage.  Madam, 

And  my  advice,  he  has  another  Miftrefs, 

If  he  have  twenty,be  you  wife,  and  crofs  him 
With  entertaining  twice  as  many  fervants, 

And  when  he  fees  your  humor  he’ll  return. 

^ And 
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And  fue  for  any  Livery,  grieve  for  this, 

Sop.  It  muft  be  Ihe,  ’tis  Polidors  has 
Taken  his  heart,  Ihe  live  my  rival. 

How  does  the  thought  inflame  me  ? 

Cha.  Polidora 

Sop.  And  yet  Ihe  does  but  juftly,  and  he  too-, 

I would  have  rob’d  her  of  Arcadius  heart. 

And  they  will  both  have  this  revenge  on  me. 

But  fomething  will  rebel. 

Bnter  Demetrius,  PhiIocles,LilMder: 


Eat//. 


Ve.  The  houfe  is  defolate,  none  comes  forth  to  meet  us, 
Shee’s  flow  to  entertain  us : Philocles, 

I prethee  tell  me,  did  flie  weare  no  cloud 
Upon  her  brow,  was’t  freely  that  ftie  faid 
We  fiiould  be  welcome. 

Phi.  To  my  apprehenflon, 

Yet’tis  my  wonder  Ihe  appears  not. 

Ufa.  She,  nor  any  other. 

Sure  there’s  fome  conceit 

To  excufe  it.  o 

J)em,  Stay,  Who’s  this?  oblerve  what  follows?' 

Phi.  Fortune  ? fome  inaske  to  entertain  you, Sir. 

Enter  fortune  crown*  d.^  attended  with  Touth^Health^ 
and  Pleafure. 

Tor.  Not  yet?  What  filence  doth  inhabit  here/ 

No  preparation  to  bid  Fortune  welcome ! 

Fortune,  the  genious  of  the  World,  have  we 
Delcended  from  our  pride,  and  ftate  to  come. 

So  far  attended  with  our  darlings.  Youth, 

Pleafure,  and  Health,  to  be  negledled  thus  ? 

I Sure  this  is  not  the  place?  c^l  hither  Fame. 

Enter  Fame.' 


Ta.  What  would  great  Fortune? 

For.  Know.  ■ 

Who  dwells  here; 

Fa.  Once  more  I report  great  Queeii, 

This  is  the  houle  of  Love. 

For.  It  cannot  be,  ' • 

This  place  has  too  much  fliade,  and  looks  as  if 
It  had  been  quite  forgotten  of  the  Spring, 

And  Sun-beames,*Love,  affeftjlbcie^,  • 

And  heat,  here  all  is  cold  as  the  hairs  of  Winter, 

No  harmony,  to  catch  the  bufie  eare  - 
Of  pafle’ngers,  no  objed  of  delight. 

To  take  the  wandring  eyes,  no  long,  no  grone 
Of  Lovers,  no  complaint  of  Wiliow  garlands, 

Love  has  a Beacon  upon  his  palace  top. 

Of  flaming  hearts,  to  call  the  weary  pilgrime 
To  reft,  and  dwell  with  him,  I lee  no  fire 
To  threaten,  or  to  warme:  Can  Love  dwell  here? 

Fa.  If  there  be  noble  love  upon  the  World,’ 

Truft  Fame,  and  find  it  here. 

For.  Make  good  yourboaft. 

And  bring  him  to  us. 

Df.  What  does  mean  all  this  ? 

Ufa.  I told  you.  Sir,  we  Ihould  have  fome  device. 

Enter  Love. 

There’s  Cupid  now,  that  little  Gentleman, 

Has  troubled  every  Malque  at  Court  this  feven  year. 

Vem.  No  more. 

Love.  Welcome  to  Love,  how  much  you  honor  me! 
It  had  become  me,  that,  upon  your  fummons, 

I Ihould  have  waited  upon  mighty  Fortune, 

But  fince  you  have  vouchfafed  to  vifit  me  ^ 

All  the  delights  Love  can  invent,  lhall  flow 
1 To  entertain  you/Mufick  through  theayre 


Shoot  your  inticing  harmony. 

For.  We  came  to  dance  and  revel  with  you. 

Lov.  I am  poor 

In  my  ambition,  and  want  thought  to  reach 

How  much  you  honor  Love.  Vance. 

Enter  Honor. 

Hon.  What  intrufion’s  this  ? 

Whom  doyoufeek  here. 

Lov.  ’Tis  honor. 

For.  He  my  fervarit. 

Lov.  Fortune  is  come  to  vifit  us. 

Hon.  And  has 

Corrupted  Love:  Is  this  thy  faith  to  her. 

On  whom  we  both  waite,  to  betray  her  thus 
To  Fortunes  triumph?  take  her  giddy  wheel. 

And  be  no  more  companion  to  honor  j 
I blulh  to  know  thee.  Who’ll  believe  there  can 
Be  truth  in  L6ve  hereafter  ? 

Lov.  I have  found 

My  eyes,  and  fee  mylhame,and  with  it,  this 
Proud  forcerefs,  from  whom,  and  all  her  charmes, 

I flye  agen  to  Honor,  be  my  guard. 

Without  thee  I am  loft,  and  cannot  boaft. 

The  merit  of  a name- , 

For.  Delpis’d  ? I lhall 
Remember  this  affront. 

Vem.  What  Moral’s  this  ? Exeunt. 

Enter  Honor  with  the  Crown  upon  a mourning 
Cujhion. 

What  melancholly  objeft;  ftrikes  a hidden 
Chillnefs  through  all  my  veines  •,  and  turns  me  Ice  ? 

It  is  the  fame  I Lent,  the  very  lame. 

As  the  firft  pledge  of  her  irifulng  greatnefs: 

W^hy  in  this  mourning  livery,  if  Ihe  live 
I To  whom  1 fent  it  ? ha.  What  lhape  of  forrow  ? 

Enter  Polidora  in  mourning. 

It  is  not  Polidora.^  fne  was  faire 
Enough,  and  wanted  not  the  fetting  off 
With  fuch  a black;  if  thou  bceft  Polidora., 

Why  moufnes  my  love  ? it  neither  does  become 
Thy  fortune,  nor  my  joyes. 

Pol.  But  it  becomes- 
My  griefs,  this  habit  fits  a funeral. 

And  it  were  lih,  my  Lord,  not  to  lament 
A ffksnd  new  dead. 

Vem.  And  I yet  living  ? can 
A forrow  enter  but  upon  thy  Garment, 

Or  difeomplexidn  thy  attird,  whilft  I 
Enjoy  a life  for  thee  ? Who  can  deferve. 

Weigh’d  with  thy  living  comforts,  but  a piece 
Of  all  this  Ceremony  ? give  him  a name. 

Pol.  He  was  Arcadius. 

Vem.  Arcadius^ 

Pol.^  A Gentleman  that  lov’d  me  dearly  once. 

And  does  compel  thefe  poor,  and  fruitlefs  drops, 

Which  willingly  would  fall  upon  his  hearfe. 

To  imbalme  him  twice. 

Vem.  And  are  you  lure  hee’s  dead  ? 

Pol.  As  fure  as  you’r  living.  Sir,  and  yet 
I did  not  clofe  his  eyes,  but  he  is  dead. 

And  I lhall  never  fee  the  fame  Arcadius  : 

He  was  a Man  fo  rich  in  all  that’s  good. 

At  lea  ft  I thought  him  fo,  fo  perfed  in 
The  rules  of  honor,  whom  alone  to  imitate 
Were  glory  in  a Prince,  Nature  her  felf. 

Till  his  creation,  wrought  imperfectly. 

As  Ihe  had  made  but  tryal  of  the  reft. 

To  mould  him  excellent. 


The  Coronation. 


Dem.  And  is  he  dead  ? 

Come,  Hiamehim  not  with  praifes,  recolle^H; 

Thy  fcatter’d  hopes,  and  let  me  tell  my  belt. 

And  deateftPo/id'or^i,  that  he  lives. 

Still  lives  to  honor  thee. 

Fol.  Lives,  Where? 

Dem.  Look  here. 

Am  not  1 worth  your  knowledge  ? 

Pol.  And  my  duty, 

Y ou  are  Demetrius^  King  of  Epire^  Sir. 

[ could  not  ealily  miftake  him  fo, 

To  whom  I gave  my  heart. 

Dem.  Mine  is  not  chang’d, 

But  ftill  hath  fed  upon  thy  memory, 

Thefe  honors,  and  additions  of  ftate 
Are  lent  me  for  thy  fake,  be  not  fo  ftrange, 

Let  me  not  lofe  my  entertainment,  now 
I am  improv’d,  and  rais’d  unto  the  height. 

Beneath  which,  I did  blulh  to  ask  thy  love. 

Pol.  Give  me  your  pardon.  Sir,  Arcadmfy 
At  our  lalt  meeting,  without  argument, 

To  move  him  more  than  his  afteel;ion  to  me, 

Vow’d  he  did  love  me;,  love  me  above  all  Women, 
And  to  confirm  his  heart,  was  trueiymine, 

He  wifh’d,  T tremble  to  remember  it, 

When  he  forfook  his  Pohdorus  love. 

That  Heaven  might  kill  his  happinefs  on  Earth : 

Was  not  this  nobly  faid  ? did  not  this  promile 
A truth  to  flrame  the  Turtles? 

Dem.  And  his  heart 

Is  ftill  the  fame,  and  1 thyconftant  Lover. 

Pol.  Give  me  your  leave,  I pray,  I would  not  fay, 
Arcad'iHS  was  perjur’d,  but  the  fame  day 
Forgetting  all  his  promifes,  and  oathes. 

While  yet  they  hung  upon  his  lips,  forlbok  me, 
D’ee  not  remember  this  too,  gave  his  faith 
From  me,  tranfported  with  the  noile  of  greatnels. 
And  would  be  married  to  a Kingdom. 

Dem.  But  Heaven  permitted  not  I Ihould  dilpofc 
What  was  ordain’d  for  thee. 

Pol.  It  was  not  virtue 
In  him,  for  fure  he  found  no  check,  no  fting 
In  his  own  bofome,  but  gave  freely  all 
The  reines  to  blind  ambition. 

Dem.  I am  wounded. 

The  thcught  of  thee  ith’  throng  of  all  my  joyes. 
Like  poyfonpowr’d  in  Ne(fl:ar,turnes  me  frantick; 
Dear,  if  Arcadins  have  made  a fault. 

Let  not  Demetrius  be  punilh’d  for’t, 

rle  pleads  that  ever  will  be  conftant  to  thee. 

Pol.  Shall  I believe  Mans  flatteries  agen, 
ofe  my  fweet  reft,  and  peace  of  thought  agen, 

3e  drawn  by  you,  from  the  ftreight  paths  of  virtue, 
'nto  the  maze  of  Love. 

Dem.  I fee  compalfion  in  thy  eye,  that  chides  me, 
f I have  either  foul,  but  what’s  contain’d 
Within  thefe  words,  or  if  one  fyllable 
Of  their  full  force,  be  not  made  g09d  by  me, 

May  all  relenting  thoughts  in  you  take  end. 

And  thy  difdain  be  doubled,  from  thy  pardon. 

I’ll  count  my  Coronation  ^ and  that  hour 


Fix  witli  arubrick  in  my  Calendar, 

As  an  aulpicious  time,  to  entertain 
Affairs  of  weight  with  Princes*,  think  who  novt 
Intreats  thy  mercy,  come,  thou  lha’t  be  kind. 

And  divide  Titles  with  me. 

Pol.  Hear  me.  Sir, 

I lov’d  you  once  for  virtue,  and  have  not 
A thought  fo  much  unguarded,  as  to  be  won 
From  my  truth,  and  innocence  with  any 
Motives  of  ftate  toaffeift;  you. 

Your  bright  temptation  mourns  while  it  ftayes  here  j 
Ncr  can  the  triumph  of  glory,  which  made  you 
Forget  me,  lb  court  my  opinion  back. 


W’ere  you  no  King,  I Ihould  be  fooner  drawn 
Again  to  love  you,  but  ’tis  now  too  late, 

A low  obedience  (hall  become  me  beft : 

May  all  the  joyes  I want 

Still  wait  on  you,  if  time  hereafter  tell  you. 

That  forrow  for  your  fault  hath  ftruck  me  dead 
May  one  foft  tear  drop  from  your  eye,  in  pitty  ’ 

Bedew  my  hearfe,and  I ftiall  fleep  fecurely : 

1 have  but  one  word  more  for  goodnefs  fake 
For  your  own  honor.  Sir,  corred  your  paffion, 

T o her  you  Ihall  love  next,  and  I forgive  you.  ’ Exit. 

Dem.  Her  heart  is  frozen  up,  nor  can  warm  prayers 
Thaw  it  toany  Ibftnels.  ^ 

Phi.  I’ll  fetch  her.  Sir,  again. 

Dem.  Perfwade  her  not. 

Phi.  You  give  your  paffion  too  much  leave  to  triumph. 
Seek  in  another  what  Ihe  denies. 

Enter  Macarius. 

Mac.  Where’s  the  King?  oh, Sir, you  are  undone, 

A dangerous  trealbn  is  a foot. 

Dem.  What  Trealbn  ? 

Mac.  C ajfander,  and  Euhutus  have  proclaim’d 
Another  King,  whom  they  pretend  to  be 
Leonatus  your  elder  Brother,  he  that  vras. 

But  this  morning  prifoner  in  the  Caftle. 

Dem.  Ha? 

Mac.  The  eafie  Epirotes 
Gather  in  multitudes  to  advance  his  Title, 

They  have  feifed  upon  the  Court,  fecure  your  peribn, 
Whilft  we  raife  power  to  curbe  this  Inliirredion. 

Ant.  Lole  no  time  then. 

Dem.  We  will  not  Arme  one  Man, 

Speak  it  agen,  have  I a brother  living  > 

And  muft  be  no  King. 

Mac.  What  means  your  Grace? 

Dem.  This  newes  doth  Ipeak  me  happy,  it  exalts 
I\ly  heart,  and  makes  me  capable  of  more 
Than  twenty  Kingdoms. 

Phi.  Will  you  not.  Sir,  ftand 
Upon  your  guard  ? 

Dem,  I’ll  ftand  upon  my  honor, 

Mercy  relieves  me. 

Lifa.  Will  you  lole  the  Kingdom  ? 

Dfw.The  World’s  too  poor  to  bribe  me  Heave 
Me  all,  left  you  extenuate  my  feme,  and  I 
Be  thought  to  have  redeem’d  itbyyourcounfel. 

You  fhall  not  Ihare  one  feruple  in  the  honor  ^ 

Titles  may  let  a glofs  upon  our  Name, 

But  Virtue  onely  is  the  foul  of  Fame. 

Mac.  He’s  ftrangely  pofleft  Gentlemen.  Es^ut^  Omnes. 


JBus  Quintus, 

Sccena  Frima, 

Enter  Philocles,^x«iLiIander. 

Phi.  rrEres  a ftrange  turne,  Lifander. 
iTj  Lifa,  ’Tis  a Kingdom 
Eafily  purchas’d,  who  will  truft  the  faith 
Of  multihides  ? 

Phi.  It  was  his  fault,  that  would 
So  tamely  give  his  Title  to  their  Mercy, 

The  new  King  has  poffelTion. 

Lifa.  And  is  like 

Tokeep’t,  we  are  alone,  what  doll  think  of 
This  innovation  ? Is’t  not  a fine  Jigge  > 
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A precious  cunning  in  the  late  Protedor 
To  fhuffle  anew  Prince  into  the  ftste. 

Phi. , 1 know  not  how  they  have  fliufflcd,  but  my  head  on^t, 
A falle  card  is  turn’d  up  trump,  but  fates  look  to’t. 

Ejiter  Callander  and  Eiibulus. 

E»h.  Does  he  not  carry  it  bravely  ? . -‘n  edi 

Caf.  Excellently. 

Philocles.^  Lifander.  . tl  . . 

Phi.Lif.  Your  Lordlhips  Icrvants,  ■ • ^ • • 

_Are  we  not  bound  to  heaven,  for  multiplying  ■ 

Thefe  blelTings  on  the  Kingdom. 

Phi.  Heaven  alone 
Works  miracles,  my  Lord. 

Lifa.  I think  your  Lordfhip 
Had  as  little  hope  once  to  fee  thefe  Princes 
Revive. 

Phi.  Here  wc  mufl:  place  our  thanks, 

Next  providence,  for  preferving 
So  dear  a pledge.  

•--'O' 

Enter  Leonatus  attended. 

Euh.  The  King. 

Leo.  It  is  ourpleafure 

The  number  of  our  guard  be  doubled,,  give 
A Largefs  to  the  Soldiers^  but  difmifsnot 
The  I'roops  till  we  command. 

Caf.  May  it  pleafe. 

Leo.  It  will  not  pleafe  us  otherwife,  my  Lord, 

We  have  try’d  your  faith. 

Euh.  Does  he  not  fpeak  with  confidence  ? 

Leo.  My  Lords  and  Gentlemen, to  whole  faith  we  mull 
Owe  next  to  Heaven  our  fortune,  and  our  fafety, 

After  a tedious  eclipfe,  the  day 
Is  bright,  and  we  invefted  in  thole  honors, 

Ourbloud,  and  birth  did  challenge. 

Caf.  May  no  time 

Be  regillred  in  our  annals,  that  fliali  mention 
One  that  had  life  to  oppole  your  facred  peribn, 

Leo.  Let  them,  whole  Titles  forg’d  and  flaw’d,  fiifpeT 
Their  ftates  fecurity,  our  right  to  Epire, 

Heaven  is  oblig’d  to  profper,  trealon  has 
No  face  lb  black  to  fright  it,  all  my  cares 
Level  to  this,  that  I may  worthily 
Manage  the  province,  and  advance  the  honor 
Of  our  dear  Countrey,  and  be  confident. 

If  an  expence  of  blond,  may  give  addition 
Of  any  happlnefs  to  you,  Ilhall 
Oiler  my  heart  the  facrifice,  and  rejoyce 
To  make  my  lelfa  ghjofl,  toh'ave  inlcrib’d 
Upon  my  marble,  bntwhofe  caule  1 died  for. 

Euh.  May  Heaven  avert  fuch  danger. 

Caf  E.xcellent  Prince, 

In  whom  we  fee  the  . Copy  of  his  Father, 

None  but  the  Son  of  tbeodofiusy 
Could  have  fpokethus. 

Leo.  We  arc  pleas’d  to  interpret  well. 

Yet  give  me  leave  to  fay  in  my  own  julfice, 

I have  but  exprellthc  promptnels  of  my  loul 
To  ferveyou  all,  but  ’tis  not  empty  willies 
Can  fatisfie  our  mighty  charge,  a weight 
'Would  make  an  Atlas  double,  a Kings  name 
Doth  found  harmoniouny  to  men  at  dillance^ 

And  thofe  who  cannot  penetrate  beyond 
The  bark,  and  out-skin  of  a Common-wealth, 

Or  Rate,  have  eyes,  bntravifh’d  with  the  Ceremony 
That  mull  attend  a Prince,  and  nnderftand  not 
What  cares  allay  the  glories  of  a Crown, 

But  good  Kings  find  and  feel  the  contrary, 

You  have'try’d,  my  Lord,  the  burden,  andcantelL^  • 

It  would  require  a Pilot  of  more  years 
To  lleer  this  Kingdom,  now  impos’d  on  me. 


1/  By  julliceof  my  birth. 

Caf.  I wifh  not  life. 

But  to  partake  thofe  happy  days,  which  muft 
Succeed  thefe  fair  proceedings,  we  are  blell. 

But  Sir,  befparingtoyourfelf,  welliail 
' Hazard  our  joyesin  you  too  Ibon,  the  burden 
Of  Rate  affairs,  impofeupon  your  counlel. 
i ’Tis  fitter  that  we  waRe  our  lives  than  you^ 

. Call  age  too  foon  upon  you  with  the  trouble. 

And  cares  that  threaten  fuch  an  undertaking, 

Preferve  your  youth. 

Lfo.  Andchboleyou  our  ProteRor, 

Is’tthat  you  would  conclude  my  Lord  ? Wewill 
Deferve  our  fubjefls  faith  for  our  own  lake, 

Not  lit  an  idle  gazer  at  the  helm 

Enter  Mef'enger. 

Phi.  How  oblerv’d  you  that, 

Mark  how  Cafander's  Planet  Rruck. 

Eh.  He  might  have  look’d  more  calmly  for  all  that, 

I begin  to  tear  •,  but  do  notyetlecm  troubled. 

Leo.  Wfith  what  news  travels  his  haRe?  ImuRlecure 
My  felf  betimes,  not  be  a King  in  jeft. 

And  wear  my  Crown  a Tenant  totheit  breath. 

Caf.  Demetrius.,  Sir,  your  brother. 

With  other  Traitors  that  oppole  your  claims. 

Are  fled  to  the  CaRle  of  Neflorius. 

Andfortifie. 

Mef  I laid  not  lb  my  Lord. 

Caf  I’ll  have  it  thought  fo,  hence.  Exit  Mejfen. 

Leo.  Plant  forces  to  batter 
The  walls,  and  in  their  ruin  bring  us  woriL 
They  live  not. 

Euh.  Good  Sir  hear  me. 

Caf  Let  it  work. 

Were  Demetrius  dead,  we  eafily  might  uncrown 
This  fwoln  ImpoRor,  and  my  Son  be  fair 
To  piece  with  young  Sophia.,  who  1 hear 
Repents  her  late  affront. 

Euh.  Their  lives  may  do 
You  fervice,  let  not  blood  Rain  your  beginnings 
The  people  not  yet  warm  in  their  allegeance. 

May  think  it  worth  their  tumult  to  revenge  it 
W ith  hazard  of  your  lelf. 

Leo.  Who  dares  but  think  it  ? 

Yet  offer  firff  our  mercy,  if  theyyield, 

Dfwc/r/«rmuR  not  live,  my  Lord  your  counlel, 

W’hat  if  he  were  in  heaven? 

Caf.  Ybuhave  my  confent. 

You  Iha’notRay  long  after  him. 

Leo.  Sophia  is 
Not  miy  SiRer, 

To  prevent  all  that  may  indanger  us,  we’ll  marry  her^ 

That  done,  no  matter  though  wc  Rand  diicovcr’d. 

For  in  her  Title  then  we  are  King  of  Efre, 

Without  difpute, 

Caf.  Hunii  in  my  judgement,  Sir, 

That  wonot  do  lb  well. 

Leo.  What’s  your  opinion? 

I Caf.  He  countermines  my  plot:  are  you  lb  cunning 
! Leo.  W'hat’s  that  you  mutter^  Sir  ? 

' Caf.  I mutter.  Sir? 

Leo.  BeR  fay  I am  no  King,  but  fomeimpoRor 
Rais’d  up  to  gull  the  Rate. 

Caf.  Very  fine  to  have  faid  within 
Few  hours  you’d  been  no  King,  nor  like  to  be. 

Was  not  in  the  compafs  of  High  Trealon 
I take  it. 

Euh.  ReRrein  your  anger,  the  KingsmbV’d,  fpeaYnot. 

Caf.  I will  fpeak  louder,  do  I not  know  him? 

That  felf-fame  hand  that  rais’d  him  to  the  thrond 
Shall  pluck  him  from  it,  is  this  my  reward  ? 

Leo.  Our  guard,  to  prifon  with-him, 

R r C.tf  I 
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Caf.  Me  to  prifbn  ? 

Leo.  Off  with  his  head. 

Caf.  My  head? 

Euh.  Vouchfafeto  hear  me,  great  Sir. 

Caf.  How  dares  he  be  fo  infolent? 

I ha’  wrought  ray  felf  into  a fine  condition, 

Do’e  know  me  Gentlemen  ? 

Phi.  Very  well  my  Lord  ^ 

How  are  we  bound  to  heaven  for  multiplying 
Thefe  blelTings  on  the  Kingdom. 

Leo.  We  allow  it. 

Eub.  Counfel  did  never  blafl;  a Princes  ear. 

Leo.  Convey  him  to  the  fanduary  of  Rebels, 

Nejiorius  houfe,  where  our  proud  brother  has 
Enfcons’dhimfelf,  they’ll  entertain  him  lovingly, 

He  will  be  a good  addition  to  the  Traitors, 

Obey  me,  or  you  dye  for’t,  what  are  Kings 
When  fubjefts  dare  affront  ’em  ? 

Caf.  I fhallvex 
Thy  foul  for  this. 

Leo.  Away  with  him ; when  Kings- 
Frown,  let  offenders  tremble,  this  flows  not 
From  any  cruelty  in  my  nature,  but 
The  fate  of  anUfurper  : he  that  will 
Be  confirm’d  great  without  juft  title  to’t. 

Muff;  lofe  compaflion,  know  what’s  good,  not  do’t. 

Exemt. 

Enter  Polidora  and  her  fervant. 

Serv.  Madam,  the  Princefs  Sophia. 

Pol.  I attend  her  HighneS. 

Enter  Sophia. 

How  much  your  grace  honors  your  humble  fervant 

Sop.  1 hope  my  brother’s  well. 

Pol.  1 hopefo  too.  Madam. 

Sop.  Do  you  but  hope  ? became  tobeyourguefl. 

Pol.  We  are  all  his,  whilft  he  is  pleas’d  to  honor 
This  poor  roof  with  his  royal  prefence.  Madam. 

Sop.  I came  to  ask  your  pardon  Polidora. 

Pol.  You  never.  Madam,  trefpafs’d  upon  me. 

Wrong  not  your  goodnefs. 

Sop.  I can  be  but  penitent, 
llnlefs  you  point  me  out  fome  other  way 
Tofatisfie. 

Pol.  Dear  Madam,  do  not  mock  mcr 

Sop.  There’s  no  injury  like  that  to  love, 

I find  it  nowin  my  own  fufferings : 

But  though  I would  have  rob’d  thee  of  Arcadius 
Heaven  knew  a way  to  reconcile  your  hearts. 

And  punifn  me  inthofe  joys  you  have  found  : 

1 read  the  ftory  of  my  lofs  of  honor, 

Vetcanrejoyce,  and  heartily,  that  you 
Have  met  your  own  agen. 

Pol.  Whom  do  you  mean  ? 

Sop.  My  brother, 

Pol.  He  is  found  to  himfelf  and  honor. 

He  is  my  King,  and  though  I muff:  acknowledge 
He  was  the  glory  of  my  thoughts,  and  I 
Lov’d  him,  as  you  did.  Madam,  with  defire 
To  be  made  his,  reafon,  and  duty  fince. 

Form’d  me  to  other  knowledge,  and  I now 
Look  on  him  without  any  wifh  of  more 
Than  to  be  call’d  his  fubjeft. 

Sop.  Flashe  made 

Himfelf  lefs  capable  by  being  King?  ' 

Pol.  Of  what? 

Sop.  Ofyouraffedion. 

Pol.  With  your  pardon.  Madam. 

Love  in  that  fenfeyou  mean,  left  Polidora 
When  he  forfbok  Arcadius.,  I difclaim 
All  ties  between  us,  more  than  what  a name 
Of  King  muft  challenge  from  my  obedience. 


Sop.  This  does  confirm  my  jealoufie,  my  heart. 

For  my  fake.  Madam,  has  he  loft  his  value? 

Pol.  Let  me  befeech  your  grace,  I may  have  leave 
To  anfwerin  fome  other  caufe,  or  perfon: 

This  argurnent  but  opens  a fad  wound 
T o make  it  bleed  afrefh  \ we  may  change  this 
Difeourfe;  I would  eled  fome  fubjed,  whofe 
Praifes  may  more  delightyour  ear  than  this 
Can  Hiine^  let’s  talk  of  young  Lifimachus. 

Sop.  Hi ! my  prefaging fears. 

Pol.  How  docs  your  grace? 

Sop.  Well,  you  were  talking  of  Li/machns., 

Pray  give  me  your  opinion  of  him. 

Pol.  Mine? 

It  will  be  much  Ihort  of  his  worth : I think  him 
A gentleman  foperfedinall  goodneft. 

That  if  there  be  one  in  the  world  deftrves  ' 

The  beftof  women,  heaven  created  him. 

To  make  her  happy. 

Sop.  Youhave,in  a little,  Madam, 

Expreft  a volume  of  mankind,  a miracley 
But  all  have  not  the  lame  degree  of  faith. 

He  is  but  young.. 

Pol.  What  Miftrils  would  defire 
Her  fervant  old  ? he  has  both  Spring  to  pleale 
Her  eye,  and  Summer  to  return  a harveft. 

Sop.  He  is  black. 

Pil.  He  fets  a beauty  off  more  rich. 

And  fhe  that’s  fair  will  love  him-  faint  complexions 
Betray  effeminate  minds,  and  love  of  change : 

Two  beauties  in  a bed,  compound  few  men^ 

He’s  not  lb  fair  to  counterfeit  a woman, 

Nor  yet  lb  black,  but  blulhes  may  betray 
His  modefty. 

Sop.  His  proportion  exceeds  not. 

Pol.  That  praifeshim,anda  well  compaded  frame 
Speaks  temper,  and  fweet  flow  of  elements; 

Vaft  buildings  are  more  oft  for  Ihew  than  ufe; 

I would  not  have  my  eyes  put  to  the  travel 
Of  many  acres,  e’r  I could  examine 
A man  from  head  to  foot  ^ he  has  no  great. 

But  he  may  boaft,  an  elegant  compofition. 

Sop.  I’ll  hear  no  more,  you  have  lo  far  out-done 
My  injuries  to  you,  that  1 call  back 
My  penitence,  and  muft  tell  Polidora., 

This  revenge  ill  becomes  her.  Am  I thought 
So  loft  in  foul  to  hear,  and  forgive  this  > 

In  what  lhade  do  I live  ? or  lhall  I think 
I have  not,  at  the  loweft,  enough  merit. 

Setting  afidemy  birth,  to  poize  with  yours: 

Forgive  my  modeft  thoughts,  if  I rife  up 
In  my  own  defence,  and  tell  this  unjuft  Lady 
So  great  a winter  hath  not  frozen  yet 
My  cheek,  but  there’s  fbmething  nature  planted. 

That  carries  as  much  bloom,  andlpringupon’t, 

As  yours.  What  flame  is  in  your  eye,  but  may 
Find  competition  here.^(  forgive  agen 
My  Virgin  honor,  what  is  in  your  lip 
Toticethe  enamour’d  Ibul,  to  dwell  with  more 
Ambition,  than  the  yet  unwither’d  blulh 
That  Ipeaks  the  innocence  of  mine  ? 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Oh  brother  ? 

Vem.  I’ll  talk  with  you  anon,  my  Polidora., 

Allow  thy  patience  till  my  breath  recover. 

Which  now  comes  laden  with  the  richeft  news 
Thy  ear  was  ever  bleft  with. 

Sop,  Both  your  looks, 

And  voice  exprels  Ibme  welcome  accident. 

Vem.  Guefs  whatinwifti  could  make  me  fortunate 
And  heaven  hath  dropt  that  on  Demetrius, 

Sop.  What  means  this  extafie? 

Vem. 
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Bern.  ’Twerefin  to  bufie 
Thy  thoughts  upon’t.  I’ll  tell  thee  that  I could 
Retein  Ibme  part-,  ’tis  too  wide  a joy 
To  be  ex'preft  fo  foon,  and  yet  it  falls 
In  a few  fyllables,  thou  wot  fcarce  believe  me, 

I am  no  King. 

Sop.  How’s  that! 

Pol.  Good  Heaven  forbid. 

Bern.  Forbid?  Heaven  has  reliev’d  me  with  a mercy 
I knew  not  how  to  ask, I have,  they  lay. 

An  elder  brother  living,  crown’d  already, 

I only  keep  my  name  Bemetrius^ 

Without  delire  of  more  addition, 

Than  to  return  thy  fervant. 

Pol.  You  amaze  me. 

Can  you  rejoyce  to  be  depoled  ; 

Bern.  It  but 

Tranflatesmetoafairer  and  better  Kingdom 
In  Polidora. 

Pol.  Me? 

Bern.  Did  you  not  lay, 

W'ere  I no  King,  you  could  be  drawn  to  love 
Me  agen,  that  was  confented  to  in  Heaven : 

A Kingdom  firft  betraid  my  ambitious  foul 
To  forget  thee,  that,  and  the  flattering  glories, 

How  willingly  Bemetrins  does  religil. 

The  Angels  know  : thus  naked  without  Titles 
I throw  me  on  thy  charity,  and  lhall 
Boafl:  greater  Empire  to  be  thine  agen,  than 
To  wear  the  triumphs  of  the  world  upon  me. 

Enter  Macarius. 

Mac.  Be  not  fo  carelefs  of  your  felf,  the  people 
Gather  in  multitudes  to  your  protedion 
Offering  their  lives  and  fortunes,  if  they  may 
But  lee  you  Sir,  and  hear  yon  Ipeak  to ’em. 

Accept  their  duties,  and  in  time  prevent 
Your  ruin. 

Sop.  Be  not  defperate,  ’tiscounlel.  . 

Bern.  You  trouble  me  with  noife,  fpeak  Polidora 
Pol.  For  your  own  fake  preferve  your  felf. 

My  fears  diltrad  my  reafon. 

Enter  Antigcuius. 

/int.  Lord  Lijtmachur.f 

With  Ibmething  that  concerns  yourlafety,  is 
Fled  hither,  and  defires  a prefent  hearing. 

Mac.  His  Ibul  is  honeft,  be  not.  Sir,  a mad  man. 

And  for  a Lady,  give  up  all  our  freedoms.  Exit. 

Pol.  I’ll  fay.any  thing  here,  Liftmachus. 

Sop.  Dear  brother  hear  him. 

Enter  Lilimachus. 

Lif.  Sir,  I come  to  yield 

My  felf  your  prifoner,  if  my  father  have  • 

Rais’d  an  Impolfor  to  fupplant  your  Title  " • 
Which  I fufped,  and  inwardly  do  bleed  for, 

1 fliall  not  only,  by  the  tender  of 

My  felf,  declare  my  innocence,  but  either. 

By  my  unworthy  life,  fecure  your  perfon. 

Or  by  what  death  you  fnall  impofe,  reward 
The  iinexpededTrealbn. 

Sop.  Brave  young  man. 

Did  you  not  hear  him  Brother? 

Lif.  I am  not  minded. 

Pol.  Be  witnefs  Madam,  I relign  my  heart 
It  never  was  anothers,  you  declare 
Too  great  a fatisfadion,  I hope 
This  will  dellroy  your  jealoiifie, 

Remember  now  your  danger. 

Bern.  I defpife  it. 
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I What  fate  dares  injure  me  ? 

Lif.  Yet  hear  me  Sir. 

Sop.  Forgive  me  Polidora.^  you  are  happy. 

My  hopes  are  remov’d  farther,  I had  thought 
had  meant  you  for  his  Milfrils, 

’Tis  milerv  to  feed,  and  not  know  where 
To  place  my  jealoufie. 

Enter  Macarius. 

Mac.  Now  ’tis  too  late, 

Youmaybedeafe,  until  the  Cannon  make. 

You  find  yourfenfe,  we  are  flmtup  now  by 
A troop  of  Horfe,  thank  your  lelf. 

Pol.  They  will 
Admit  conditions. 

Sop.  A nd  allow  us  quarter.  A front  rritbin. 

Pol.  We  are  all  loft. 

Bern.  Be  comforted. 

Enter  Antigonus. 

u4nt.  News  my  Lord  Cajfander  fent  by  the  new  King. 

To  bear  us  company. 

Bern.  Not  asprilbner 

Ant.  It  does  appear  no  otherwife,  the  foldiers 
Declare  how  much  they  love  him,  by  their  noife 
Of  icorn,  and  joy  to  fee  him  fo  rewarded. 

Bern.  It  cannot  be. 

Ant.  You’ll  find  it  prefently. 

He  curfesthe  new  King,  talks  treafon ’gainft  him 
As  nimble  as  he  were  in’s  Ihirt,  he’s  here. 

Enter  CalTander. 

Caf.  Oh  let  me  beg  untill  my  knees  take  root 
I’ th’ earth.  Sir,  can  you  pardon  me.? 

Bern.  For  what  > 

Caf.  For  T realbn,  defperate,  moll  malicious  T realbn : 

I have  undone  you  Sir. 

Bern.  It  does  appear 
You  had  a Will. 

Caf.  I’ll  make  you  all  the  fecompence  I can, 

Bute’r  you  kill  me,  hear  me,  know  the  man. 

Whom  I to  fervemyunjuft  ends,  advanc’d 
To  your  throne,  is  an  impoftor,  a mere  counterfeit, 

EubuluP  5oni  Etxi  Anti 

Bern.  It  is  not  then  our  brother  ? 

Caf  An  inlblent  ufurper,  proud,  and  bloudy;, 

Selencui^  is  no  leprolie  upon  me.? 

There  is  not  punilhment  enough  in  nature 
To  quit  my  horrid  aft,  I have  not  in 
My  ftock  of  blood,  to  fatisfle  with  weeping. 

Nor  could  my  foul,  though  melted  to  a flood  ; 

Within  me,  gufli  out  tears  to  wafh  my  ftain  off 

Bern.  How  ? an  Impoftor,  what  will  become  on’s  now  ? 
We  are  at  his  mercy. 

Caf.  Sir,  the  peoples  hearts 
Will  come  to  their  own  dwelling,  when  they  lee 
I dare  accufe  my  felf,  and  fuffer  for  it. 

Have  courage  thpn  young  King,  thy  fate  cannot 
Be  long  compell’d. 

Bern.  Rife,  our  misfortune 
Carries  this  good,  although  itlofeour  hopes. 

It  makes  you  friend  with  virtue,  we’ll  expeft 
What  providence  will  do. 

Caf.  You  are  too  merciful. 

Lif.  Our  duties  lhall  beg  heaven  ftill  to  preferve  you. 

Enter  Antigonus.  ^ 

Ant.  Our  enemy  deffres  Ibme  parley.  Sir,  ’ 

Lif.  ’Tis  not  amifs  to  hear  their  propolition. 

Pol.  I’ll  wait  upon  you. 

R r 2 Bet?2. 
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The  Coronation. 


Dem.  Thou  art  my  Angel,  and  canfl  befl  inftrudt  me, 
Boldly  prefent  our  lelves,  you’ll  with  Cajfander. 

Caf.  And  in  death  be  bleft 
To  hnd  our  charity.  Exit. 

Sup.  Lifimachus. 

Lif.  Madam. 

Sop.  They  will  not  mils  your  prefence,  the  Imall  time 
I5  fpent  in  asking  of  aqueftion. 

Uf.l  wait  your  plealure. 

Sop.  Sir,  I have  a fuit  to  you. 

Lif.-  To  me  ? it  mull;  be  granted. 

Sop.  If  you  have 

Cancell’d  your  kind  opinion  of  me, 

Deny  me  not  to  know,  who  hath  fucceeded 
Sophia  in  your  heart,  1 beg  the  name 
Of  your  new  Miftrifs. 

Lif.  You  lliall  know  her.  Madam, 

If  but  thefe  tumults  ceafe,  and  fate  allow  us 
To  lee  the  Court  agen,  I hope  you’ll  bring 
No  mutiny  againft  her,  but  this  is 
No  time  to  talk  of  Love,  let  me  attend  you. 

Sop.  Imuft  exped,  till  you  are  pleas’d  to  fatisfie 
I My  poor  requefc,  condud  me  at  your  pleafure.  Exeunt 

Enter  Leonatus,  Eubulus,  Billrop,  Lifander, 
and  Philocles. 

■» 

Leo.  They  are  too  How,  clilpatch  new  mellengers, 

To  intreat  ’em  fairly  hither,  I am  extafi’d, 

Were  you  witnefs  for  me  too?  isitpolTible 
I am  what  this  affirms,  true  Leonatus, 

And  were  you  not  my  Father,  wasl  given 
In  trull  to  you  an  Infant? 

Eub.  ’Tis  a truth. 

Our  foul’s  bound  to  acknowledge,  you  fupply’d 
The  abfence  and  opinion  of  my  Son. 

Who  died,  but  to  make  you  my  greater  care 
1 know  not  of  Demetrius,  but  luppos’d 
Him  dead  indeed,  as  Epire  thought  you  were. 

Your  Fathers  charader  doth  want  no  tellimony. 

Which  but  compar’d  with  what  concerns  Demetrius 
Willfroveit  felf  King  LheodofiusnCc, 

Your  Royal  Father. 

Bijh.  I am  fubferib’d  to  both  his  Legacies 
By  oath  oblig’d  to  fecrefie,  until 
Thus  fairly  fummon’d  to  reveal  the  trull. 

Eub.  Cajfander  had  no  thought  you  would  prove  thus. 
To  whofe  policie  I gave  this  aim,  although 
He  wrought  you  up  to  ferve  but  as  his  Engine 
To  batter  young  Demetrius,  for  it  was 
Your  Fathers  prudent  jealoufie,  that  made  him 
Give  out  your  early  deaths,  as  if  his  foul 
Prophecy’d  his  own  firll,  and  fear’d  to  leave 
Either  of  you,  to  the  unfafe  protedion, 

Of  one,  whole  lludy  would  be  to  fupplant 
Your  right,  and  make  himfelf  the  King  of  Epire. 

BiJh.  Your  Siller,  fair  Sophia,  in  your  Fathers 
Life,"  was  defign’d  to  marry  with  Lifimachus 
That  guarded  her^  although  Ihe  us’d  Ibme  Art 
To  quit  her  pupillage,  and  being  abfolute. 

Declar’d  love  to  Demetrius,  which  enforc’d 
Macarius  to  difcover  firll  your  brother. 

Leo.  No  more,  left  you  deftroy  agen  Leonatus 
With  wonder  of  his  fate,  are  they  not  come  yet  ? 
Something  it  was,  I felt  within  my  envy 
Of  young  Demetrius’^s  fortune,  there  were  feeds 
Scattered  upon  my  heart,  that  made  itfwell 
With  thought  of  Empire,  Princes  I fee  cannot 
Be  totally  eclips’d,  but  wherefore  ftays 
l')emetrius  nnd  Sophia,  at  whofe  names 
A gentle  fpirit  walk’d  upon  my  blood. 


Enter  Demetrius,  Polidora,  Sophia,  Macarius, 
Cajfander,  Lijtma. 

Eub.  They  are  here, 

Leo.  Then  thus  I Hie  into  their  bofoms. 

Nature  has  redifi’d  in  me,Demetrius, 

The  wandrings  of  ambition,  our  dear  Sifter 
You  are  amaz’d,  I did  exped  it,  read 
All'urance  there,  the  day  is  big  with  wonder, 

Mac.  Wffiat means  ail  this? 

Leo.  Lifimachus,  be  dear  to  us, 

Cajfander,  you  are  welcome  too. 

Caf.  Not  I, 

I do  not  look  for’t,  all  this  llia’not  bribe 
My  confcience  to  your  fadion,  and  make 
Me  falfe  agen,  Seleucus  is  no  fon 
Of  7 heodofus,  my  dear  Countrey-men 
Corred  y-our  erring  duties,  and  to  that. 

Your  lawful  King,  proftrate  your  felves,  Demetrius 
Doth  chaiienge  all  your  knees. 

Dem.  Aii  Love  and  Duty, 

Flow  iiom  me  to  my  Royal  King,  and  Brother 
I am  confirm’d. 

Caf  Y’ou  are  two  credulous, 

\Yffiat  can  betray  your  faith  lb  much  ? 

Leo.  Sophia,  you  appear  lad,  as  if  your  Will 
Cave  no  conlent  to  this  days  happinefs. 

Sop,  No  joy  exceeds  Sophiah  for  your  felf. 

Lif  ^^'ith  your  pardon.  Sir,  I apprehend 
A caufe.hat  makes  her  troubled,  Ihe  defires 
Toiinovv,  what  other  Miftrils,  finceher  late 
Unkindnefs  1 have  cholen  to  dired 
My  .'aith  and  fervice. 

Leo.  Another  Miftrifs? 

Lif.  Yes,  Sir. 

Leo.  P nd  doesonr  Sifter  love  Lifimachus  ? 

Sop.  Here’s  fomething  would  coafels. 

Leo.  He  mull  not  dare 
To  affront  Sophia. 

Caf  How  my  lhame  confounds  me, 

I beg  your  juftice,  without  pity  on 
My  age. 

Leo.  Your  pennance  lhall  be,  to  be  faithful 
To  our  ftate  hereafter, 

Omnes.  May  you  live  long  and  happy, 

Leonatus,  King  of  Epire. 

Leo.  But  where’s  your  Other  Miftrifs? 

Lif  Even  here,  Sir. 

Leo,  Our  Sifter?  is  this  another  Miftrifs,  Sir? 

Sif  It  holds 

To  prove  my  thoughts  were  fo  when  Ihe  began 
Her  forrow  for  negleding  me,  that  fweetnefs 
Deferv’d,  I Ihould  elleem  her  another  Miftrifs, 

Then  when  Ihe  cruelly  forlbok  Lifimachus, 

, Your  pardon  Madam,  and  receive  a heart 
Proud  with  my  firll  devotions  to  ferve  you. 

Sop.  In  this  I am  crown’d  agen,  now  mine  for  ever. 

Leo.  You  have  deceiv’d  her  happily, 

Joy  to  you  both. 

Dem.  We  are  ripe  for  the  lame  wilhes, 

Polidora's  part  of  me. 

Pol.  Heall  myblelling. 

Leo.  Heaven  pour  full  joys  upon  you. 

Mac.  We  are  all  bleft. 

There  wants  but  one  to  fill  your  arms. 

Leo.  My  Miftrifs, 

And  Wife  ihall  be  my  Countrey,  to  which  I 
Was  in  my  birth  contraded,  your  love  fince 
Hath  plaid  the  Prieft  to  perfed  what  was  ceremony 

Though  Kingdoms  by  juft  Titles  prove  our  own. 

The  fubjeds  hearts  dobeft  fecure  a Crown. 

Exeunt  Omnes. 
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E P I L O G U E. 


I : 


Here  is  no  Coronation  to  day^ 

TJnlefs  your  gentle  votes  do  crown  cur  Play^ 
If  fmiles  appear  within  each  Ladies  eye^ 

Which  are  the  leading  Stars  in  this  fair  skie^ 

Our  Jolemn  day  fets  glorious,  for  then 

We  hope  by  their  fad  infuence,  the  men 

Will  grace  what  they  frji  JImd  on,  makft  appear. 


C Both  ^ how  we  pleafe,  and  hlefs  our  covetous  ear 
With  your  applaufe,  more  welcome  than  the  Bells 
Upon  a triumph.  Bonfires,  or  what  el fe 
Can  fpeak^  a Coronation,  And  though  I 
Were  late  deposed,  and  fpoild  of  Majejiy, 

By  the  kjnd  aid  of  your  hands.  Gentlemen, 
Iquickjymay  be  Crown'd  a £^een  agen. 


THE 


J 


C O X COM  B 

A Comedy, 


The  Perfons  reprefented  in  the  Play, 


young  Genthnian^in  love  with  Viola. 
Antonio,  the  Coxcomb  Gentleman, 

Mercuric,  fellow-traveller  with  Antonio, 

Uberto,  ^ 

Pedro  %three  merry  Gentlemen^  friends  to  Ricardo, 

Silvio,  ^ 

Valerio,  ^ Countrey  Gentleman- 
Curio,  Kinfman  to  Antonio. 

Juftice,  a fjai/ow  one. 


Andrugio,  Father  to  Viola. 

Alexander,  fervant  to  Mercuric  s Mother^ 
Marke,  the  Jufiices  Clerk. 

Rowland,  fervant  to  Andrugio. 

Tinker, 

Conftable, 

Watch, 

Drawer, 

Muficians. 


Women. 


viola.  Daughter  to  Andrugio. 

Maria,  Wife  to  Antonio. 

A Countrey-woman,  Mother  to  Mercuric. 


Nan^^rf? 

Madge.  S^dkcmaids. 
Dorothie,/^e  Tinkers  Trull. 


T he  Scene  England,  F ranee. 


The  Principal  AcSors  were 


Nathan  Fields 
Giles  Gary, 
Rich.  AUen^ 
Robert  Benfeild. 


Jofeph  Taylor, 
Emanuel  Read, 
Hugh  Atawell, 
Will.  Barckflod, 


P R O L 

THis  Comedy  long  forgot,  by  fame  thought  dead. 
By  us  preferv  d,once  more  doth  raife  her  head. 
And  to  your  noble  cenf/res  does  prefent. 

Her  cutwardform,  and  inward  ornament. 

'Nor  let  this  fmell  of  arrogance,  fnce  *tis  known. 

The  makers  that  confeji  it  for  their  own 
Were  this  way  skilful,  and  without  the  crime 
Of  flatteries  1 may  fay  did  pleafe  the  time:, 

The  work  it  felf  too,  when  it  flrfi  came  forth. 

In  the  opinion  of  men  of  worth. 

Was  well  receiv’d  and  fa  vour  d,t hough  fame  rude 


O G U E 

And  harflj  among  t h'  ignorant  multitude, 

( That  relijhgrofs  food,  better  than  a dijh. 

That's  cookjd  with  care,  and  fervd  into  the  wifly. 
Of  curious  pall  at  s ) wanting  wit  and'flrength. 
Truly  to  judge,  condemn  d it  for  the  length. 

That  fault’s  reform’d,  and  now  ’tis  to  be  try  d 
Before  fuch  Judges  'twill  not  be  deny  d 
A free  and  noble  hearing:  nor  fear  I, 

But  ’twill  deferve  tohavefree  liberty. 

And  give  you  caufe  ( and  with  content)  to  fay  , 
j Their  care  was  good,  that  did  revive  this  Play. 


The  Coxcomhe. 


319 


A^m  PrimHfo  Sc<ena  Prim'a. 


Richardo  and  Viola. 


Kicb. 


Etusmakeufe  of  this  ftolen  privacy, 

" And  not  loofe  time  in  proteftation,Miftrirs, 
For  ’twere  in  me  a kind  of  breach  of  faith, 
To  lay  again  I love  you. 

Vio.  Sweet,  Ipeak  foftly 
For  though  the  venture  of  your  love  tome. 
Meets  with  a willing,  and  a full  return: 

Should  it  arrive  unto  my  Fathers  knowledge-, 

This  were  our  lafl:  dilcourle. 

Rich.  Flow  lhall  he  know  it? 

Vio.  Fiis  watching  cares  are  fuch,  lor  my  advancementy^fi . 
That  every  where  his  eye  is  fix’d  upon  me  : 

This  night  that  does  afford  us  fome  fmall  freedom. 

At  the  requeft  and  much  intreaty  of 
The  Miftrifs  of  the  Houfe,  was  hardly  given,  me  . 

For  I am  never  fuller’d  to  ftir  out. 

But  he  hath  fpies  upon  me : yet  I know  not  ^ 

You  have  fo  won  upon  me,  that  could  I think 
You  would  love  faithfully  (though  to  entertain 
Another  thought  of  you,  would  be  my  death  ) 

I Ihould  adventure  on  his  utmoll:  anger. 

Rich.  Why  do  you  think  1 can  be  falle  ? 

Vio.  No  faith, 

You’ave  an  honefl:  face,  but  if  you  Ihould 

Rich.  Let  all  theltor’d  vengeance  of  heaven’s  juftice— 
Vio.  No  more,  1 do  believe  you,  the  dance  ended, 
Which  this  free  womans  ghells  have  vow  d to  have 
E’r  they  depart,  I will  make  home,  andltore  me 
With  all  the  Jewels,  Chains,  and  Gold  are  trulted 
Unto  my  cuftody,  and  at  the  next  corner. 

To  my  Fathers  houfe,  before  one  at  the  fartheft, 

Be  ready  to  receive  me. 

Rich.  I defire 

No  bond  beyond  your  promile,  let’s  go  in. 

To  talk  thus  much,  before  the  door,  may  breed 
Sufpition. 

Enter  Mercury  and  Antonio  talking. 


Vio.  Here  are  company  too. 

Rich.  Away, 

Thofe  powers  that  profper  true  and  honeft  loves 
Will  blefs  our  undertakings. 

Vio.  ’Tismy  wilh.  Sir.  Ezvi#  Rich.  andVlol. 

Mer.  Nay,  Sir,  excufe  me,  I have  drawn  you  to 
Too  much  expence  already  in  my  travel: 

And  you  have  been  too  forward  in  your  love-. 

To  make  my  wants  your  own,  allow  me  manners 
Which  you  muff:  grant  I want,  Ihould  I increafe. 

The  bond  in  which  your  courtefies  have  ti’d  me: 

By  ftillconfumingyou,  give  me  leave 
To  take  mine  own  ways  now,  and  I lhall  often. 

With  willingnefs,come  to  vifit  you, and  then  thank  you. 

A»t.  By  this  hand  I could  be  angry,  what  do  you  think  me  ? 
Muftwe  that  have  fo  long  time  been  as  one 
Seen  Cities,Countreys,Kingdoms,and  their  wonders  ^ 

Been  bedfellows,  and  in  our  various  journey 
Mixt  all  ouroblervations,  part  (as if 
We  were  two  Carriers  at  two  feveralways. 

And  as  the  fore-horfe  guides,  cry  God  be  with  you) 
Without  or  compliment,  or  ceremony? 

In  Travellers,  that  know  tranfalpine  garbs. 

Though  our  defigns  are  nee’r  fo  ferious,  friend. 

It  were  a capital  crime,  it  mull:  not  be  : 

Nay,  what  is  more,  you  lhall  not  ^ you  e’r  long. 

Shall  fee  my  houfe,  and  find  what  1 call  mine 


Is  wholly  at  your  lervice. 

Mer.  ’Tis  this  tires  me. 

Sir,  I were  eafily  woo’d,  if  nothing  elfe 
But  my  Will  lay  in  the  choice : but  ’tis  not  fo^ 

My  friends  and  kindred  that  have  part  of  me. 

And  fuch  on  whom  my  chiefefl:  hopes  depend, 

Jultly  expect  the  tender  of  my  love 
After  my  travel : then  mine  own  honefty 
Tells  me  ’tis  poor,  having  indifferent  means 
To  keep  me  in  my  quality  and  rank. 

At  my  return,  to  tire  anothers  bounty. 

And  let  mine  own  grow  lulty,  pardon  me. 

I will  not,  cannot,  to  conclude,  I dare  not ; 

.Can  any  thing  conferr’d  upon  my  friend 
Be  burthenlbme to  me?  for  this  excule 
Had  I no  realbn  elfe,  you  Ihould  not  leave  me. 

By  a travellers  faith  you  Ihould  not,  I have  faid. 

And  then  you  know  my  humor,  there’s  no  contending!  ’ 

Mer.  Is  there  no  way  to  ’fcape  this  Inundation  ? 

I lhall  be  drown’d  with  folly  if  I go : 

And  after  nine  days,  men  may  take  me  up. 

With  my  gall  broken. 

Ant.  Are  you  yet  relblv’d? 

Mer.  Wou’d  you  would  fpare  me. 

Ant.  By  this  light  I cannot 
By  all  that  may  be  fworn  by. 

Mfr.  Patience  help  me. 

And  heaven  grant  his  folly  be  not  catching : 

If  it  be,  the  Town’s  undone,  I now  would  giv6 
A reafonable  fum  of  gold  to  any  Sheriff^ 

That  would  but  lay  an  execution  on  me. 

And  free  me  from  his  company-,  while  he  was  abroad. 

His  want  of  wit  and  language  kept  him  dumb  ? 

But  Balaarn’s  Affe  will  Ipeak  now,  without  Ipurring; 

Ant.  Speak,  have  I won  you? ^ 

Rnter  Servant  and  Mnfician. 

Mer.  You  are  not  to  be  refilted. 

Ser.  Be  ready  I intreat  you,  the  dance  done, 

Befides  a liberal  reward  1 have, 

A bottle  of  Sherry  in  my  power  lhall  beget 
New  crotchets  in  your  heads. 

Mufi.  T ulh,  fear  not  us,  we’ll  do  our  parts, 

Serv.  Go  in. 

Ant.  I know  this  fellow. 

Belong  you  to  the  houfe? 

Serv.  I ferve  the  Miftrils. 

Ant.  Pretty,  and  fhort,  pray  you  Sir  then  inform  her, 
Two  Gentlemen  are  covetous  to  be  honor’d, 

With  her  fair  prefence. 

Serv.  She  lhall  know  lb  much. 

This  is  a merry  night  with  us,  and  forbid  not 
Welcome  to  any  that  looks  like  a man  t 
I’ll  guiae  you  the  way. 

Ant.  Nay,  follow,  I have  a trick  in’t.  Exit. 

Enter  Uberto,  Silvio,  Richardo,  Maria,  Pedfb. 

Pbrtia,  Viola,  with  others. 

Vher.  Come,  where’s  this  Masque?  faireft^forburchear. 
Our  thanks  and  fervice, may  you  long  furvive. 

To  joy  in  many  ofthefe  nights. 

Mar.  I thank  you.  . 

Vher.  We  muff:  have  Mufick  too,  or  elfe  you  give  us^ 
But  half  a welcome. 

Mar.  Pray  you  Sir,'  excufe  me. 

Silv.  By  no  means.  Lady. 

Vher.  We’ll  crown  our  liberal  feafl:,’ 

With  fome  delightful  Itrain  fitting  your  love : 
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And  this  good  company. 

Mar.  Since  you  enforce  it, 

I will  not  plead  the  exciife  of  want  of  skill 
Or  be,  or  nice,  or  curious,  every  year 
I celebrate  my  marriage  nighty  and  will 
Till  I fee  my  abfent  Husband. 

Vber.  ’Tis  fit  freedom, 

Silv.  nichar do  thow  art  dull 

'Enter  Servant. 

Kick  I fliall  be  lighter. 

When  I have  had  a heat. 

Mar.  Now  Sir,  the  news? 

Serv.  Miftrifs,  there  are  two  Gentlemen. 

Mar.  Where  ? « , , c n.  ^ 

Serv.  Complimenting  who  Ihould  hrlt  enter. 

Mar.  what  are  they  ? , . n r u 

Serv.  Heaven  knows,  but  for  their  ftrangenefs,  have 

you  never  feen  a Cat  wafh  her  face 
her  ^ 

Serv.  Jnft’fucha  ftir  they  keep,  if  you  make  but  hafle. 
You  may  fee  'em  yet  before  they  enter. 

Enter  Antonia  and  Mercuric. 


M«.Let  ’erabewhat  they  we’ll,  I’llkeeptheitifair 
Entertain,  and  gentle  welcome. 

^nt.  It  fnall  be  fo. 

Mer.  Then  let  it  be  your  pleafure. 

Attt.  Lets  flandalide,  and  youfhallfee  us  have 

Mer.  A fair  fociety,  do  you  know  thefe  Gentlewomen . 

Ant.Yts. 

Aifr.  What  are  they  ? (^Viola. 

Ant.  The  fecond  is  a neighbors  Daughter,  her  name  is 

There  is  my  kinfinans  wife,  Portia  her  name,  and  a 

Mer.  Let  her — what’s  hie  that  leads  the  dance? 

1 Serv.  A Gentlewoman. 

Mer.  I fee  that. 

1 Serv.  Indeed.^ 

Mer.  What? 

1 Serv.  A Gentlewoman. 

Mer.  Udsfoot,  good  Sir,  what’s  fhe  that  leads  the  dance. 

2 Serv.  My  Miftrifs. 

Mer.  What  el fe? 

2 Serv.  My  Miftrifs,  Sir. 

Mer.  Your  Miftrifs?  a pox  on  you. 

What  a fry  of  fools  are  here?  1 fee  ’tis  treafonto  under- 
hand in  thishoufc;  if  nature  were  not  better  to  them,than 
they  can  be  to  themfelves,they  w’ould  leant  hit  their  mouths 
rny  Miftrifs.?  is  there  any  one  wuth  fo  much  wit  in’s  head, 
that  can  tell  me  at  the  firft  fight,  what  Gentlewoman  that 
is  that  leads  the  dance  ? 

/fii?Tis  my  wife. 


Mer.  Hum. 

Ant.  Howdoft  thou  like  her? 

Mer.  Well,  a pretty  Gentlewoman. 

Ant.  Pretheebe  quiet. 

Aler.  I would  1 could 
Let  never  any  hereafter  that’s  a man. 

That  has  affedionsin  him,  and  free  paflions,  ^ 

Receive  the  leaft  tye  from  fiich  a fool  as  this  is,  (tiuly 
That  holds  fo  fwcet  a wife,  ’tis  lamentable  to  confider 
Whatri'^ht  he  robshimfelf  of,  and  what  wrong 
He  doth^the  youth  of  fuch  a Gentlewoman  ? 

That  knows  her  beauty,  is  no  longer  k^^s,  ^ 

Than  men  will  pleafe  to  make  it  lb,  and  ufe  it 
Neither  of  which  lies  freely  in  a Husband, 

Oh  what  have  Idone,  what  have  I done.  Coxcomb. 

If  I had  never  feen,  or  never  tailed 

The  goodnefs  of  thiskix,  I had  been  a made  man. 

But  now  to  make  a Cuckold  is  a fin 


Againft  all  forgivenefs,  worfethana  murther^ 

1 have  a Wolf  by  the  ears,  and  am  bitten  both  ways. 

Ant.  How  now  friend,  what  are  you  thinking  of? 

Mer.  Nothing  concerning  you,  1 muft  be  gone. 

Ant.  Pardon  me,  Pll  have  no  going,  Sjr.  . 

Mer.  Then  good  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  go  to  bed, 

1 am  very  weary,  and  ill-temper’d. 

Ant.  You  lliall  prefently,  the  dance  is  done. 

I Serv.  Miftrifs,  thefe  are  the  Gentlemen. 

Mar.  My  Husband’jf'welcome  home,  dear  Sir.  (one, 

Mer.  She’s  fairftill,  chtbatl  were  a knave,  ordur.ftbe 
For  thy  fake  coxcom.b  ^ he  that  invented  honefty,  undid  me. 

Ant.  I thought  you  had  not  known  mc,y’are  merry  ’tis  well:, 
And  how  ill  with  thele  worthy  Gentlemen  ? (thought, 
Vh.&Sil.  We  are  glad  to  lee  you  here  again.  (vcls, 

Ant.  Oh  Gent,  what  ha’  you  loft  ? but  get  you  into  tra- 
There  you  may  learn,  I cannot  fay  what  hidden  virtues. 

Mer.  Hidden  from  you  1 am  hire, 

My  blood  boils  like  a furnace. 

She’s  a fair  one. 

Ant.  Pray  entertain  this  Gent,  with  all  the  coui  telle. 
Fitting  my  molt  elpecial  friend. 

Mar.  'What  this  poor  houfe  may  yield, 

To  make  you  welcome,  dear  Sir,  command 
Without  more  compliment. 

Mer.  I thank  you : 

She’s  wife,  and  fpeaks  well  too,  oh  what  a blelfing 
Is  gone  by  me,  ne’er  to  be  recovered  ? 

Well,  ’twas  an  old  fhame  the  Devil  laid  up  for  me,  and 
now  has  hit  me  home^  iftherebeany  waysto  bediflioneft, 

and fave my  lelf  yet, No, it  muft  not  be,  why  llieuld 

I be  a fool  too Yet  thofe  eyes  would  tempt  another, 

Adam.y  how  they  call  to  me,  and  tell  me S’foot,  they 

fliall  not  tell  me  any  thing.  Sir,  will  you  walk  in  ? 

Ant.  How  is’t,  Signior  r 

Mfr.  Crazie  a little. 

Mar.  What  ail  you,  Sir? 

What’s  in  my  power,  pray  make  u fe  of.  Sir.  (fare  ? 

Mer.  ’Tisthatmuft  do  me  good,  file  does  not  mock  me 
And’t  pleafe  you  nothing,  my  difeale  is  only  wearinels. 

Vb.  Come  Gentlemen,  we,ll  not  keep  you  from  your  beds 
too  long.  i 

Rich.  I ha’ fome  bufinefs,  and ’tis  late,  and  you  far  from 
your  lodging. 

5/7.  Well.  Exitmanent.^  Ant.  Mar  Mer. 

Ant.  Come  my  dear  Mercury.^  I’ll  bring  you  to  your  cham-  . 
ber,  and  then  I am  for  you  Maria.,  thou  art  a new  wile  to 
me  now,  and  thou  fiialtfmdite’r  I fleep. 

Mer.  And  I,  an  old  afsto  myfelf,  mine  own  rod  whips 
me, — good  Sir,  no  more  of  this,  ’tis  tedious,  you  are  the 

beft  guide  in  your  own  houfe — go  Sir 

Exit  Ant  andMii'. 

This  fool  and  his  fair  Wife  have  made  me  frantick 
From  two  fuch  Phyficks  for  the  foul,  deliver  me.  Exit. 

Enter  Richardo,  libeito,  Pedro,  and  Silvio. 

Vb.  Well  you  muft  have  this  wench  then. 

Kic.  I hope  lb,  I am  much  o’th’  bow-hand  elfe. 

Fed.  Wou’d  I were  hang’d,  ’tis  a good  loving  little  fool, 
that  dares  venture  her  felf  upon  a coaft  fhe  never  knew  yet, 
but  thefe  women,  when  they  are  once  thirteen,  god  Ipeed 
the  plough. 

5/7.  Faith  they’ll  venture  further  for  their  lading,  than  a 
Merchant,  and  through  as  many  ftorms,  but  they’ll  be 
fraughted,  they  are  mad  like  Carreckj^  only  ftrength  and 
ftorage. 

Kic  Come,  come,  you  talk,  you  talk.  (her  ? 

5/7.  We  do  fb,  but  tell  me  Richardo.,  wot  thou  marry  her  ? 

R/’c.  Marry  her  ? why,  what  fliould  I do  with  her  ? 

Fed.  Po.x,  I thought  we  Ihould  have  all  fhares  in  her,  like 
lawful  prize. 

Kic.  No  by  my  faith.  Sir,  you  lhall  pardon  me, 1 lanch’d 
her  at  my  own  charge,  without  partners.audfo  I’ll  keep  her. 
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Vb.  What’s  the  hour  ? 

Rich.  Twelve. 

Vb.  Whatfhall  we  do  the  while?  ’tis  yet  fcarce  eleven. 
Sil.  There’s  no  ftanding  here,  is  not  this  the  place  ? 

Ric.  Yes. 

Ted.  And  to  go  back  unto  her  fathers  houfe,  may  breed 
fufpition,  _ 

Let’s  flip  into  a Tavern,  for  an  hour,  ’tis  very  cold. 

Vb.  Content,  there  is  one  hard  by,  a quart  of  burnt 
fack  will  recover  us,  1 am  as  cold  as  Chriftmas , this  Iteal- 
ing  flelh  in  the  frolty  weather,  may  be  fweet  i’th’  eating , 
but  fure  the  Woodmen  have  no  great  catch  on’t-,  Shall’s 
go? 

Rich.  Thou  art  the  Ifrangefl:  lover  of  a Tavern,  What 
lhall  we  do  there  now  ? lole  the  hour  and  our  felves 
too. 

Vb.  Lofe  a pudding  •,  What  do’ft  thou  talk  of  the 
hour  ^ Will  one  quart  muzle  us  ? have  we  not  ears  to 
hear,  and  tongues  to  ask  the  Drawers,  but  we  muft  ftand 
here  like  bawds  to  watch  the  minutes  ? 

Sil.  Prethee  content  thy  felf,  we  lhall  Icout  here,  as 
though  we  went  a haying,  and  have  fome  mangey  prentice, 
that  cannot  fleep  for  Icratching,  over-hear  us  ^ Come,  Will 
you  go  Sirs  ? when  your  love  fury  is  a little  frozen,  you’ll 
come  to  us. 

Ric.  Will  you  drink  but  one  quart  then? 

Fed.  Noniorel’faith. 

Sil.  Content. 

’ Ric.  Why  then,  have  with  you,  but  lets  be  very  watch- 
ful. 

Vb.  As  watchfiil  as  the  Belman,  come.  I’ll  lead,  becaule 
! I hate  good  manners,  they  are  too  tedious.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Viola  with  a Rey.^  and  d little  Casket, 

The  night  is  terrible,  and  I enclos’d 
With  thatmyvertuc  and  my  felf  hate  molt, 

Darknels  ^ yet  mull  I fear  that  which  I wilh, 

Some  company,  and  every  ftep  I take 
Sounds  louder  in  my  fearful  ears  to  night 
Than  ever  did,  the  Ihrill  and  facred  bell 
That  rang  me  to  my  prayers  ^ the  houfe  will  rile 
When  I unlock  the  dore,  were  it  by  day 
I am  bold  enough,  but  then  a thouland  eyes 
Warne  me  from  going,  might  not  heaven  have  made 
A time  for  envious  prying  folk  to  fleep, 

Whilfl:  lovers  met,  and  yet  the  Sun  have  Ihone  ? 

' Yet  I was  bold  enough,  to  fteal  this  key 
Out  of  my  fathers  Cham.ber,  and  dare  yet 
Venture  upon  mine  enemy,  the  night. 

Arm’d  only  with  my  love,  to  meet  my  friend. 

Alas  how  valiant,  and  how  fraid  at  once 
Love  makes  a Virgin  ? I will  throw  this  key 
^ Back  through  a window,  I had  wealth  enough 
In  Jewels  with  me,  if  I hold  his  love 
i d fteal  e’m  for;,  farewell  my  place  of  birth, 

■ I never  make  account  to  look  on  thee  again  ^ 

And  if  there  be,  as  I have  heard  men  fay, 

; Thefe  houfnold  gods,  I do  befeech  them  look 
To  this  my  charge,  blels  it  from  theeves  and  fire. 

And  keep,  till  happily  my  love  I win. 

Me  from  thy  door,  and  hold  my  Father  in.  Exit. 

Enter  Richardo,  Pedro,  llberto,  Silvio,  Drawer 
with  a Candle. 

Ric.  No  more  for  Gods  fake,  how  is  the  night  boy  ? 

Draw.  Faith  Sir,  ’tis  very  late. 

Vb.  Faith,  Sir,  you  lie,  is  this  your  jack  i’th’  clock-houfe? 
will  you  Itrike,  Sir  ? gi’s  Ibme  more  fack,  you  varlet. 

Ric.  Nay,  if  you  love  me,  good  goe, 

I am  monltrous  hot  with  Wine. 

Vh.  Quench  it  again  with  love,  Gentlemen,  I will  drink 
one  health  more,  and  then  if  my  legs  fay  me  not  fliamefully 
nay,  1 vvill  go  with  you,  give  me  a lingular  quart. 

Vrdw.  Of  what  Wine  Sir.^ 


Vber.  Of  Sack,  you  that  fpeak  coniulion  at  the  bar,  of' 
Sack,  I fay,  and  everyone  his  quart,  what  a Devil  lets  be  ' 
merry. 

Vraw.  You  fliall.  Sir. 

Fed.  \Ve  v;ill,  Sir,  and  a dryed  tongue. 

Sil.  And  an  Olive,  boy,  and  a whole  bunch  of  fidlcrs,  my 
head  fv\'imspJaguely,’uds  pretious  I fliall  be  dawd. 

Enter  Drawer  with  four  quarts  of  wine. 

Ric.  Pray  go,  I candrinlc  no  more,  think  on  your  pro- 
mile,  ’tis  midnight  Gentlemen. 

Vb.  O that  it  were  dum  midnight  now , not  a word 
more,  every  man  on’s  knees , and  betake  himfelf  to  his 
faint,  here’s  to  your  wench,  feignior,  all  this, and  then  awav. 
Rich.  I cannot  drink  it. 

P ’Tis  a toy,  a toy,  away  vvo’t. 

Vber.  Now  dare  I Ipeak  any  thing,  to  any  body  living 
come,  Where’s  the  fault  ? offwith  it. 

Ric.  I have  broke  my  wind.  Call  you  this  Sack? I 

wonder  w’ho  made  it  ? he  was  a fure  workman , for  ’tis 
plaguy  flrong  work.  Is  it  gone  round  ? 

Vb.  ’Tis  at  the  laft,  out  of  my  way,  good  bov.  Is  the 
Moon  up  yet  ? 

Draw.  Yes,  Sir, 

Vb.  Where  is  flie  boy  ? 

Draw.  There,  Sir. 

Vb.  We  lhall  have  rain  and  thunder,  boy. 

Draw.  When  Sir? 

Vb.  I cannot  tell,  but  fure  we  lhall,  boy. 

Draw.  The  Gentleman  is  Wine-wife. 

Vber.  Drawer  ? 

Vraw.  Here,  Sir. 

Vb.  Can  you  procure  ? 

Draw.  What  Sir  ? 

Vber.  A Whore,  or  two  or  three,  as  need  lhall  ferve,boy  ? ; 
Sil.  I,  a good  Whore  were  worth  money,  boy. 

Draw.  I proteft  Sir,  we  are  all  together  unprovided. 

Ric.  The  mor’s  the  pitty,  boy,Can  you  not  ’vize  us  where 
my  Child? 

Fed.  Why  where  were  you  brought  up,  boy  ? no  inckling 
of  a Whore  ? no  aym  my  boy  ? 

Vber.  It  cannot  link  in  my  head  now,  that  thou  fliouldfr  j 
marry,  Whylhouldlb  thou  marry,  tell  me?  | 

Rich.  I marry.?  I’ll  be  hang’d  lirfl;:  fome  more  wine  boy.  I 
Sil.  Is  Ihe  not  a Whore  tranllated?  and  flic  be,  lets  re-( 
pair  to  her.  ! 

Ric.  I cannot  tell,  Ihe  may  be  an  offender  but  ligniorf 
Silvio.^  I lhall  fcratch  your  head,  indeed  I fliall.  ; 

Sil.  Judge  me,  I do  but  jell  with  thee,  what  an  Ihe  were  | 
inverted  with  her  heeles  upward , like  a traitor’s  Coat  ? ,■ 
what  care  I.  \ 

Vh.  I,  hang  her,  Shall  we  fall  out  for  her  ? [ 

Rich.  I am  a little  angry , but  thefe  wenches , Did  you 
not  talke  of  wenches? 

Sil.  Boy,  lend  me  your  Candle. 

Draw.  Why  Sir?  | 

Sil.  To  fet  fire  to  your  rotten  feeling,  you’ll  keep  no  ; 
Whores,  Rogue,  no  good  members,  j 

Draw.  Whores,  Sir.  | 

Silv.  I,  Whores  Sir,  Do  youtliialc  we  come  to  lye  wlthl 
your  hogsheads  ? 1 

Rich.  I mult  beat  the  watch  , I have  long’d  for’t  anyj 
time  this  three  weeks.  [ 

Sih.  Wee’ll  beat  the  Towm  too,  and  thou  wilt,  we  drel 
proof  boy  ^ Shall  Ifee^  kill  any  body  ? 

Rich.  No,  but  wx^ll  hurt  ’em  dangcroufly. 

Vber.  Silv.  Now  mull:  I kill  one,  I cannot  avoid  it,  boy, 
ealily  afore  there  with  your  candle Where’s  your  Miltrils  ? 
Draw.  A bed.  Sir. 

Sil.  W'ith  whom .? 

Vraw.  Wdth  my  Mafler. 

Vber.  You  lye  Boy,  Ihee’s  better  brought  up  than  to  lye 
with  her  husband.  Has  he  not  call  his  head  yet  ? next  year  he 
will  be  a velvet-headed  Cuckold.  Exeunt.  | 

Vraw.  You  are  a merry  Gentleman,  there  Sir,  take  hold.  1 
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Eater  Viola. 

Viola.  This  is  the  place,  I have  out-told  the  Clock, 

For  hade,  he  is  not  here.  Kichardo?  no-, 

Now  every  power  that  loves  and  is  belov’d  : 

Keep  me  from  fliame  to  night,  for  all  you  know 
iiach  thought  of  mine  is  innocent,  and  pure. 

As  flelh  and  blood  can  hold  : I cannot  back  ^ 

I threw  the  Ky  w Ithin,  and  ere  I raile 
My  Father  up,  to  fee  his  daughters  fliame, 

I’ll  fet  me  down,  and  tell  the  Northern  Wind, 

That  it  is  gentler  than  the  curling  Weft  j 
If  it  will  blow  me  dead,  but  he  will  come 
I’faith  ’tis  cold  ^ if  he  deceive  me  thus, 

A woman  will  not  eafilytrufla  Man,  Hark,  What’s  that? 

Sil.  within.  Th’art  over  long  at  thy  pot,  tom,  tom,  thou 
art  over  long  at  the  pot  tom. 

Viol.  Blefs  me  ! Whofe  that? 

Pedro  within,  V’hoo ! 

Vher  within.  There  Boyes. 

Viol.  Darknefs  be  thou  my  cover,  I muft  fly. 

To  thee  I halle  for  help 

Enter  Richardo,  Pedro,  Uberto,  Drawer  jvith  a Torch. 

Viol.  They  have  a light, 

\^’ind,  if  thou  lov’lt  a Virgin,  blow  it  out. 

And  I will  never  fnut  a window  more. 

To  keep  thee  from  me. 

E kh.  Boy  ? 

Draw.  Sir. 

Kich.  Why  Boy? 

Draw.  What  fay  you.  Sir  ? 

Kich.  Why  Boy?  Art  thou  drunk  Boy  ? 

Draw.  W^hat  would  you.  Sir  ? 

Kich.  Why  very  good,  Where  are  we? 

Vher.  I,  that’s  the  point. 

Draw.  Why  Sir,  you  will  be  at  your  Lodging  prefently. 

Kich.  I’ll  go  to  no  lodging  Boy. 

Draw.  Whither  will  you  go  then.  Sir? 

Kich.  I’ll  go  no  farther. 

Dr2w.  For  Gods  fake.  Sir,  do  not  ftay  here  all  night. 

Kich.  No  more  I will  not.  Boy,  lay  me  down,  and  rowle 
me  to  a WTore. 

Vher.  And  me. 

Fed.  There  fpoke  an 

Silvio.  Then  let  your  foot  to  my  foot,  and  up  tailes  all. 

Viola.  That  \s,Kichardo.y\^\\2l  anoife  they  make? 

’Tis  ill  done  on  ’em : here.  Sirs,  Kt  hardo 

Kich.  What’s  that  Boy? 

Draw.  ’Tis  a Wench,  sir,  pray  Gentlemen  come  away. 

Viol.  O my  dear  love!  Hovvdoefl:  thou? 

K ich.  Faith  fweet  heart  ? even  as  thou  fecit. 

Fed.  Where’s  thy  Wench  ? 

Vher.  Where’s  this  bed  worme  ? 

Viol.  Speak  loftly  for  the  love  of  heaven. 

Draw.  Miltrifs,  get  you  gone,  and  do  not  entice  the  Gen- 
tlemen, now  you  fee  they’r  drunk,  or  I’ll  call  the  Watch, and 
lay  you  faft  enough. 

Vio.  Alas,  What  are  you  ? or,  What  do  you  mean? 
Sweet  love.  Where’s  the  place  ? 

K ic.  Marry  fweet  love,  e’en  here,  lye  down.  I’ll  feefe  thee. 

Vio.  Good  God!  What  mean  you? 

Fed.  I’ll  have  the  Wench. 

Vher.  If  you  can  get  her. 

Stl.  No,  I’ll  lye  with  the  Wench  to  night, and  (he  fliall  be 
yours  to  morrow. 

Fed.  Let  go  the  Wench. 

' Si!.  L et  you  go  the  Wench. 

Viol.  O Gentlemen,  as  you  had  mothers ! 

Vher.  They  had  no  mothers  •,  they  are  the  Sons  of  bitches. 

Kic.  Let  that  be  maintain’d. 

Sil.  Marry  then. 


viol.  Oh  blef^me  heaven ! 

Vher.  How  many  is  there  on’s  ? 

Kic.  About  five. 

Vher.  Why  then  lets  fight  three  to  three. 

Sil.  Content,  (Dra^  and  fall  doa,n. 

Draw.  The  Watch  ? the  watch  ? the  watch  ? Where  are 

(Eocit 

Kic.  Wdiere  are  thefe  Cowards?  Fxit. 

Fed.  There’s  the  Wore. 

Viol.  I never  faw  a drunken  man  before. 

But  thefe  I think  are  lb. 

Sil.  Oh  ! 

Fed.  I mill  you  narrowly  there. 

Viol.  My  flate  is  fuch,  I know  not  howto  think, 

A prayer  fit  for  me,  only  I could  move. 

That  never  Maiden  more  might  be  in  love*.  E.xit. 

Enter  Drawer,  Conftable  and  Watch. 

IVatch.  \A.  here  are  they,  Boy? 

Draw.  Make  no  fuch  hafte.  Sir,  they  are  no  runners. 

Vh.  I am  hurt , but  that’s  all  one , I lhall  light  upon 
feme  of  ye. 

Pedro.,  thou  art  a tall  Gentleman,  let  mekifs  thee. 

IVatch.  My  friend. 

Vher.  Your  friend  ? you  lie. 

Kic.  Stand  further  off,  the  watch,  you  are  full  of  fleas. 
Con.  Gentlemen , either  be  quiet,  or  we  muft  maKe  you 
quiet. 

K ich.  Nay,  good  Mr.  Conftable,  be  not  fo  Rigorous. 
Vher.  Mr.  Conftable,  lend  me  thyhandof  Jufticc. 

Con^.  T hat  I will  Sir.  (fb  blind 

Vher.  FyMr.  Conftable,  What golls  you  have?  isjuftice 
Y’  cannot  lee  to  wafh  your  hands  ? I cry  you  Mercy,  Sir  ^ 
Your  gloves  are  on. 

I raw.  Now  you  are  up.  Sir,  Will  you  go  to  bed? 

Fed.  I’ll  truckle  here.  Boy,  give  me  another  pillow. 
Draw.  Will  you  ftand  up,  and  let  me  lay  it  on  then  ? 

Fed,  Yes.  (be  going  Mr.  Conftable. 

Draw.  There  hold  him  two  of  ye , now  they  are  up, 
Kich.  And  this  way,  and  that  way,  tom. 

Vher.  And  here  away,  and  there  away,  tom. 

Silv.  This  is  the  right  way,  the  others  the  wrong. 

Fed.  Th’  others  the  wrong. 

All.  Thou  art  over-long  at  the  pot,  tom,  tom. 

Kich.  Lead  vahantly,  fweet  Conftable,  whoop ! ha  Boyes. 
Confi.  This  Wine  hunts  in  their  heads. 

Kich.  Give  me  the  bill,  for  I’ll  be  the  Sergeant. 

Conji.  Look  to  him.  Sirs. 

Kich.  Keep  your  Ranks,  you  Rafcalls,,  keep  your  Ranks. 

' Exeunt. 


ABus  Seemdus, 

Scdena  Frima, 

\ 

Enter  Mercury. 


Mer. 


Cannot  fleep  for  thinking  of  this  Afles  Wife, 


I’ll  be  gon  prefently,  there’s  no  ftaying  here, 
with  this  Devil  about  me  ? hoe,  this  is  the  houfe  of  fleep, 
hoe  ? again  there,  ’sfoot,  the  darknefs,  and  this  love  toge- 
ther, will  make  me  lunatick  ^ ho  ? 

Enter  a Servingman  above  unready. 

Ser.  Who  calls  there  ? 

Mer  Pray  take  the  pains  to  rife  and  light  a candle. 

Ser.  Prefently, 

Mer.  Was  ever  man  but  I in  fuch  a ftocks  ? well,  this  fliall 
be  a warning  to  me,  and  a fair  one  too,  ho  a’"  I betray  my  felf 
to  fuch  a Dunce,  by  way  of  benefit. 

Enter 
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'Enter  Servingman. 


Set.  Did  you  call  ? 

Her.  Yes,  pray  do  me  the  kindnefs.  Sir,  to  let  me  out,  and 
not  enquire  why,  for  Imuft  needs  be  gone. 

Ser.  Not  to  night,  I hope.  Sir. 

Her.  Good  Sir  to  night,  I would  not  have  troubled  you 
elfe,  pray  let  it  be  fo. 

Ser.  Alas,  Sir,  my  Mailer  will  be  offended. 

Her.  That  I have  bufinefs?  no  I warrant  ye. 

Ser.  Good  Sir  take  your  reft. 

Her.  Pray  my  good  friend  let  me  appoint  my  own  reft. 

Ser.  Yes,  Sir. 

Mer.  Then  fhew  me  the  way  out.  I’ll  confider  you. 

Ser.  Good  Lord,  Sir, 

Her.  If  1 had  not  an  excellent  temper’d  patience , now 
Ihould  I break  this  fellows  head,  and  make  him  underftand 
’twere  necellary  ^ the  onely  plague  of  this  houfe  is  the  un- 
handfome  love  of  fervants,  that  ne’er  do  their  duty  in  the 
right  place,  but  when  they  mufter  before  dinner,  and  fweep 
the  Table  with  a wodden  dagger,  and  then  they  are  trou- 
blelbme  too,  to  all  mens  ihoulders,  the  Woodcocks  flelht 
agen,  now  I lhall  have  a new  ftir. 

Enter  Antonio. 

✓ 

^»t.  Why  how  now  friend  ? \\  hat  do  you  up  fo  late  ? 
are  you  well  ? Do  you  want  any  thing  ? pray  fpeak. 

Her.  Onely  the  caufe  I rife  for. 

Ant.  What  knaves  are  thefe  ? What  do  you  want  ? why 
Sirrah  ? 

Her.  Nothing  i’th’  World,  but  the  keyes  to  let  me  out 
of  dores  j I muft  be  gon,  be  not  againft  it,  for  you  cannot 
ftay  me. 

Ant.  Be  gon  at  this  time  ? that  were  a merry  jeft. 

Her.  If  there  be  any  mirth  in’t,  make  you  ufeon’t,  but 
I muft  go. 

Ant.  W’hy  for  loves  fake  ? 

Her.  ’Twill  benefit  your  underftanding  nothing  to 
know  the  caufe , pray  go  to  bed.  I’ll  trouble  your  Man 
only. 

Ant.  Nay,  Sir,  you  have  rais’d  more,  that  has  reafon  to 
curfe  you,  and  you  knew  all,  my  Wifes  up  , and  coming 
down  too. 

Mer.  Ala?,  it  will  be  a trouble,  pray  go  up  to  her,  and 
let  me  difturbe  no  more,  ’tis  unmannerly. 


Enter  Wife  as  out  of  her  bed. 

Ant.  Shee’s  here  already  •,  fweet  heart : How  fay  you  by 
this  Gentleman  ? he  would  away  at  midnight. 

Wife.  That  I am  fure  he  will  not. 

Mer.  Indeed  I muft. 

Har.  Good  Sir  let  not  your  homely  entertainment  prefs 
you  to  leave"  your  bed  at  midnight  •,  if  you  Want,  what  my 
houfe  or  our  town  may  afford  you,  make  it  your  own  fault 
if  you  call  not  for  it  •,  pray  go  to  bed  again  •,  let  me  com- 
pel you,  I am  fure  you  have  no  power  to  deny  a Womans 
the  ayr  is  piercing,  and  to  a body  beaten  with  long  travel, 
’twill  prove  an  ill  Phyfitian. 

Her.  If  Ihe  fpeak  longer  I fhall  be  a knave,  as  rank  as 
ever  fweat  for’t-,  Sir,  if  you  will  fend  your  Wife  uppre- 
fently,  I will  either  ftay  with  you,  d’ye  mark  me,  or  deliver 
you,  fo  juft  a caufe,  that  you  your  felf,  fhall  thruft  me  out 
of  dores,  botli  fuddenly,  and  willingly. 

Ant.  I would  fain  hear  that  ’faith,  pray  thee  go  up  fweet 
heart,  I have  half  perfwaded  him , befides,  he  hath  fome 
private  bufinefs  with  me. 

Har.  Good  night,  Sir,  and  what  content  you  would  have, 
I wifh  with  you.  Exit. 

Her.  Could  any  man  that  had  a back  ask  more ! 6 me ! 

Ome! 

---■  ■ . ■ ~ — 


Ant.  Now  deal  directly  with  me:  Whyfhould  yoiigo  ? 

Her.  If  you  be  wife  do  not  enquire  the  caufe,  ’twill  trou- 
ble you. . 

Ant.  Why  ? , prithee  why  ? 

Her.  ’Faith  I would  not  have  you  know  it , let  me  go , 
’twill  be  far  better  tor  you. 

Ant.  Who’s  that , that  knocks  -there  ? i’ft  not  at  the 
ftreet  door  > 

Ser.  Yes,  Sir. 

Ant.  Who’s  there,  cannot  you  fpeak  ? 

Within  Vio.  A poor  diftreffed  Maid , for  gods  lake  let 
me  in. 

Mer.  Let  her  in  and  me  out  together,  ’tis  but  one  la- 
bor, ’tis  pity  fhe  ffiould  ftand  i’th’  ftreet,  it  feems  Ihe 
knows  you. 

Ant.  There  file  fhall  ftand  for  me,  you  are  ignorant  s this 
is  a common  cuftome  of  the  Rogues  that  lie  about  the 
loofe  parts  of  the  City. 

Mer.  As  how  ? 

Ant.  To  knock  at  doors  in  dead  time  of  night,and  ufe 
fome  feigned  voice  to  raife  companion,  and  when  the  doors 
are  open,  in  they  rulh,  and  cut  the  throats  of  all,  and  take 
the  booty,  we  cannot  be  too  careful. 

Within  Vi.  ^s  ever  you  had  pity  let  me  in,  I am  undone  elfe. 

Ant.  Who  are  you  } 

Vio.  My  name  is  Viola.,  a Gentlewoman , that  ill  chance 
hath  diftreffed,  you  know  my  Father. 

Her.  Alas  of  god  we’II  let  her  in,  ’tis  one  of  the  Gen- 
tlewomen were  here  i’th’  evening,  1 know  her  by  her  name, 
( poor  foul)  fhee’s  cold  I warrant  her , let  her  have  my 
warme  Bed,  and  I’ll  take  her  fortune  •,  come,  pray  come . 

Ant.  It  is  not  Viohj  that’s  certain,  fhe  went  home  to  her 
Fathers,  I am^fure. 

Vio.  Will  not  you  be  fb  good  to  let  me  in  ? 

Ant.  I’ll  be  fo  good  to  have  you  whipt  away  if  you  ftay 
a little  longer  : Shee’s  gone  I warrant  her,now  let  me  know 
your  caufe , for  I will  hear  it,  and  not  repent  the  know- 
ing. 

Mer.  Since  you  are  fo  importunate.  I’ll  tell  you,  I love 
your  Wifeextreamly. 

Ant.  Very  well. 

Her.  And  fo  well  that  I dare  not  ftay. 

Ant.  Why? 

Mer.  For  wronging  you,  I know  I am  flefh  and  blood, 
and  you  have  done  me  friendffiips  infinite  and  often,  that 
muft  require  me  honeft,  and  a true  Man,  and  I will  be  lb,or 
I’ll  break  my  heart. 

Ant.  Why,  you  may  ftay  for  all  this,  methinks. 

Mer.  No,  though  I wood  be  good,  I am  no  faint,  nor  is 
it  fafe  to  try  me,  I deal  plainly. 

Ant.  Come,  I dare  try  you,  do  the  beft  yon  can. 

Mer.  You  ftiall  not,  when  I am  right  agen.  I’ll  come  and 
fee  you,  till  when.  I’ll  ufe  all  Countryes,  and  all  means,  but  I 
will  lofe  this  folly, ’tis  a Divel. 

Ant.  Is  there  no  way  to  ftay  you  ? _ 

Her.  No,unIefsyou  will  have  me  fuch  a villain  to  you,as 
all  men  fhall  fpit  at  me. 

Ant.  Do’s  ’fhe  know  you  love  her  > 

Mer.  No,  I hope  not , that  were  recompence  fit  for  a 
Rogue  to  render  her.  . ■ 

Ant.  If  ever  any  had  a faithftil  friend,  I am  that  Man, 
and  I may  glory  in’t,  this  is  he,  thati^/^jhe  that  pafles  all 
Chriftendome  for  goodnefs , he  fliall  not  over  goe  me  in 
his  friendfhip,  ’twere  recreant  and  bafe,  and  I’ll  be  hang’d 
firft,I  am  refolv’d,  go  thy  wayes,  aW'ife  will  never  partus : 
I have  confider’d,  and  1 find  her  nothing  to  fuch  a friend  as 
thou  art*.  I’ll  fpeak  a bold  world  , take  your  time  and 
woe  her,  you  have  overcome  me  clearly,  and  do  what’s 
fitting  with  her,  you  conceive  me,  1 am  glad  at  heart  you 
love  her:  by  this  light,  ne’re  flare  upon  me,  for  I will  not 
flye  from  it,  if  you  had  fpoken  iboner,  fure  you  had  been 
ferv’d  Sir,  you  are  not  every  Man,  now  to  your  taske,  I 
give  you  free  leave,  and  the  fin  Is  mine  it  there  be  any 
in  it. 

S f 2 Mer.  He 
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Mer.  He  >vill  be  bang’d  before  he  makes  this  good,  he 
cannot  be  ib  innocent  a Coxcombe,  he  can  tell  ten  fure,  if  1 
had  never  known  you  as  I have  done,  I might  be  one,  as 
others  perhaps  jfooner,  but  now  ’tis  impoffible,  there’s  too 
much  good  between  us. 

Ant.  Well,  thou  art  e’en  thebeftman I can  fay  no 

more,  I am,  fb  over-joy’d,  you  mufl  ftay  this  night,  and  in 
the  morning  go  as  early  as  you  pleale,  I have  a toy  for  you. 

Mer.  I thought  this  pill  would  make  you  fick. 

Ant.  But  where  you  mean  to  be  1 mull  have  notice. 

And  it  mull  be  hard  by  too,  do  you  mark  me  ? 

Mer.  Why,  What’s  the  matter  } 

Ant.  There  isathing  in  hand. 

Mer.  Why  ? What  thing  ? 

Ant.  A found  one,  if  it  take  right,  and  you  be  not  pee- 

vifli.  We  two  will  be you  would  little  think  it  j as 

famous  for  our  friendfhip 

Mer.  How? 

Ant.  If  Heaven  pleafe,  as  ever  was,  and  Tythm^ 

or  Tylades.,  and  Orefies,  or  any  two  that  ever  were : do  you 
conceive  me  yet  ? 

Mer.  No,  by  my  troth,  Sir  he  will  not  help  me  up  lure. 

Ant.  You  lhall  anon,  and  for  our  names,  I think  they  lhall 
live  after  us, and  be  remember’d  while  there  is  a ftory or  I’ll 
lofe  my  aime. 

Mer.  What  a vengeance  ailes  he?  How  do  you? 

Ant.  Yes  faith,  we  two  will  be  liich  friends,  as  the  world 
fnall  ring  of. 

Mer.  And  why  is  all  this? 

Ant.  You  lhall  enjoy  my  wife. 

Mer.  Away,  away. 

Ant.  The  wonder  m.uft  begin,  fb  I have  calf  it,  ’twill  be 
feurvy  elfe,  you  lhall  not  ftira  foot  in’t,  pray  be  quiet  till 
I ha''e  made  it  perfedl. 

Mer.  Waat  (hall  a Man  do  with  this  wretched  fellow  ? 
the'e  s . o mercy  to  be  ufed  towards  him,  he  is  not  capa- 
ble of  any  pitty,  he  will  in  fpight  of  courle  be  a Cuckold, 

And  who  can  help  it?  mull  it  begin  fo  needs  Sir? 

think  agen. 

Ant.  Yes  marry  mull  it,  and  1 my  felf  will  woe  this  w^o- 
man  for  you,  Do  yon  perceive  it  now  ? ha  ? 

Mer.  Yes,  now  1 have  a little  light  ith’  matter  O that 
thy  head  ftould  be  lb  monflrous,  that  all  thy  Servants  hats 
may  hang  upon’t ! but  do  you  meane  to  do  this  > 

Ant.  Yes  certain,  1 will  woe  her,  and  for  you,  ftrivc  not 
againll  it , ’tis  the  overthrow  of  the  belt  plot  that  ever 
was  then. 

Mer.  Nay,  I’ll  alTuieyou,  Sir,  I’ll  do  no  harm,  you  have 
too  much  about  you  of  your  own. 

Ant.  Have  you  thought  of  a place  yet  ? 

Mer.  A place  ? 

Ant.  I a place  where  you  will  bide,  prethee  no  more  of 
this  modefty,  ’tis  foolilh,  and  we  were  not  determin’d  to  be 
ablblute  friends  indeed, ’twere  tolerable. 

Mer.  I have  thought,  and  you  fhall  hear  from  me. 

Ant.  Why,  this  will  gain  me  everlafting  glory  ^ I have 
the  better  of  him,  that’s  my  comfort,  good  night.  Exit. 

Mer.  Good  night,  well  go  thy  wayes,  thou  art  the  tydieft 
wittall  this  day  I think  above  ground,  and  yet  thy  end  for 
all  this  mull  be  inottly.  Exit. 

Enter  a Tinker  rvith  a Cord.,  Dorothy. 

Tink.  ’Tis  better  cold  •,  a plague  upon  thefe  Rogues, 
Vnvv  wary  they  are  grown?  not  a door  open  now,  but 
oo'ible  barr’ds  not  a Window,  but  up  with  a cafe  of  wood 
like  a fpice  box,  and  their  locks  unpickable,  the  very 
Smiths  that  were  half  ventures,  drink  penitent, 
linrle  Ale,  this  is  the  Iron  age,  the  Ballad  fingsof  ^ well,  I 
fhall  meet  with  fomeof  our  loofe  Linnen  yet,  good  fellows 
rnulf  not  ftarve-,  here’s  he  lhall  Ihew  God  a mighties  dog 
bolts,  if  this  hold. 

Dorothy.  Faith  thou  art  but  too  merciful,  that’s  thy 




fault,  thou  art  as  fweet  a Thief,  that  lin  excepted,  as  ever 
fuffer’d,  that’s  a proud  word,  and  I’ll  maintain  it. 

Tinck.  Come,  prethee  let’s  Ihogg  off,  and  b/owze  an 
hour  or  two , there’s  Ale  will  make  a Cat  (peak , at  the  i 
harrow,  we  fhall  get  nothing  now,  without  we  batter, ’tis 
grown  too  near  morning,  the  Rogues  deep  fober,  and’ are 
watchful. 

Dorit.  We  want  a Boy  extreamly  for  this  funaion,kept 
under  for  a year,  with  milk,  and  knot-grafs  ^ in  my  time  1 
have  feen  a boy  do  wonders the  red  Tinker  had  a 
Boy,  Reft  his  Soul,  he  fuffer’d  this  time; 4 years,  for  two 
Spoons,  and  a Pewter  Candleftick,  that'lweet  Man  had  a 
Boy,  as  I am  Curftend  Whore,  would  have  run  through  a 
Cat  hole,  he  would  have  boulted  fuch  a piece  of  LinSi  in 
an  evening 

Tincl{,  Well,  we  will  have  a Eoy,  prethee  lets  go  lam 
vengeance  cold  I tell  thee.  ’ 

Dorothy.  I’ll  be  hang’d  before  I ftir  without  fome  pur- 
chafe  , by  thefe  ten  bones.  I’ll  turn  Ihe-ape,  and  untile  a 
houfe , but  I’ll  have  it , it  may  be  I have  a humor  to  be 
hang’d,!  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Viola. 

Tinc}{.  Peace,  you  head  Whore,  thou  haft  a mouth  like  a 
Bloodhound,  here  comes  a night-fhade. 

Dorit.  A Gentlewoman  Whore,  by  this  darknefs  I’ll  cafe 
her  to  the  skin. 

Tinck.  Peace,  I fay. 

Viola.,  What  fear  have  I endur’d  this  difmal  night? 

And  what  difgrace,  if  1 were  feen  an-d  known? 

In  which  this  darknefs  oneiy  is  my  friend, 

Thatonely  has  undone  me  j a thoiifand  curfes 
Light  on  my  ealie,  foolilh,  childifli  love. 

That  durft  fo  lightly  lay  a confidence 
Upon  a Man,  fo  many  being  falfe  •, 

My  wearinefs , and  weeping,  makes  me  flecpy , I muft  lie 
down. 

Tinck:  What’s  this?  a Prayer,  or  a Homily,  or  a Ballad 
of  good  councel?  llic  has  a Gown,  I am  fure. 

Dor.  Knock  out  her  brains,  and  then  fhee’ll  nee’rbite. 

Tinck.  Yes,  I will  knock  her,  but  not  yet,  you?  woman? 

Viol.  For  Gods  fake  what  are  you? 

Tinck.  One  of  thegroomes  of  your  wardrobe,  come,un. 
cafe,  uncafe  byr  Lady  a good  Kerfey. 

Vio.  Pray  do  not  hurt  me,  Sir. 

Dor.  Let’s  have  no  pitty,  for  if  you  do,  here’s  that  fhall 
cut  your  whiftle. 

Viol.  Alas,  what  would  you  have  ? I am  as  miferable 
as  you  can  make  me  any  w^ay. 

Bor.  That  fhall  be  try’d. 

Vio.  Here,  take  my  Gown,  if  that  will  do  you  pleafure. 

Tink.  Yes  marry  will  it,  look  in  the  Pockets  Doll,  there 
may  be  birds. 

Dor.  They  are  flown,  a pox  go  with  them^  I’ll  have  this 
Hat,  and  this  Ruffe  too,  I like  it,  now  will  I flourilh  like  a 
Lady,  brave,  I faith  boy. 

Vio.  Y’are  fb  gentle  people  to  my  feeming, 

That  by  my  truth  I could  live  with  you. 

Tin.  Could  you  fo  ? a pretty  young  round  wench , well 
bloudded,  I am  for  her,  Theeves. 

Dor.  But  by  this  I amnot,  coole  your  Codpiece,  Rogue, 
or  I’ll  clap  a fpell  upon’t,  fhall  take  your  edge  off  with  a 
very  vengeance. 

Tin.  Peace,  horfe-flefh,  peace.  I’ll  call;  off  my  Amazon , 
Ihe  has  walk’d  too  long,  and  is  indeed  notorious , fhee’ll 
fight  and  fcould,  and  drink  like  one  of  the  worthies. 

P(?rf.llds,pretious  you  young  contagious  Whore,muft  you^ 
be  ticing  ? and.  Is  your  flefh  fo  wranck.  Sir,  that  two  may' 
live  upon’t  ? I am  glad  to  hear  your  Cortalls  grown  fb 
lufty  •,  he  was  dry  founder’d  t’other  day,  wehee  my  pam- 
per’d Jad'^f  Afia. 

Vio.  Good  Woman  do  not  hurt  me , I am  fbrry  that  I 
have  given  any  caufe’of  anger. 

Dor.  Either  bind  her  quickly,  and  come  away,  or  by  this  ^ 
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ftee]  I’ll  tell  tlwe,  though  I trufs  for  company now  could 
I eate  her  broyl’d,  or  any  way,  without  Vinegar,  I mufl: 
: have  her  Nole. 

Vio.  By  any  thing  you  love  belt  , good  Sir,  good  Wo- 
! man. 

Tin.  Why  her  Nofe,  Derothy  ? 

Dor.  If  I have  it  not,  and  prelently  warm,  I lofe  that  I 
go  withal. 

Tin.  Wood  the  Devil  had  that  thou  goeft  withall , and 
thee  together, for  fure  he  got  thy  whelps  if  thou  haft  any, 
' thy  deere  dad,  Whore  • put  up  your  cutpurfe  -,  an  I 
take  my  fwitch  up,  ’twill  be  a black  time  with  you  elle  , 
Iheth  your  bung  Whore. 

Dor.  Will  you  bind  her?  we  ftiall  Hand  here  prating  , 
and  be  hang’d  both. 

Tin.  Come,  I muft  bind  you,  not  a word,  no  crying. 

Vio.  Do  what  you  will,  indeed  I will  not  cry. 

Tin.  Hurt  her  not,  if  thou  doft,  by  Ale  and  Beer,  I’ll 
clout  thy  old  bald  brain  pan,  with  a piece  of  Brafs , you 
Bitch  incarnate.  Exeunt  Tinker  and  Dorothy. 

Viola.  O Heaven,  to  what  am  I referv’d,  that  knew  not 
Through  all  mychildilli  hours  and  aftions. 

More  fm,  than  poor  imagination. 

And  too  niuch  loving  of  a faithlefs  Man  ? 

For  which  I’m  paid,  and  fo,  that  not  the  day 
That  now  is  riling  toprotedf  the  harmlefs. 

And  give  the  innocent  a fanduary 
From  theeves  and  fpoiIers,can  deliver  me 
From  lham.e,  at  Ha/t  fufpition- — 

Enter  Valerio. 

Val.  Sirrah,  lead  down  the  horfes  ealily.  Til  w'alke  a 
foot  till  I be  down  the  hill , ’tis  very  early , I Ihall  reach 
home  betimes.  How  now,  whofe  there  ? 

Vio,  Night,  that  was  ever  friend  to  Lovers,  yet 
Has  rais’d  fome  weary  Soul,  that  hates  his  bed. 

To  come  and  fee  me  blulh,  and  then  laugh  at  me. 

Val.  H’ad  a rude  heart  that  did  this. 

Vio.  Gentle  Sir, 

If  you  have  that  which  honeft  men  call  pitty. 

And  be  as  far  from  evil  as  you  ftiew  ^ ' 

Help  a poor  Maid,  that  this  night  by  bad  fortune 
Has  been  thus  us’d  by  Robbers,  ' •' 

Val.  A pox  upon  his  heart  that  would  not  help  thee,  this 
Thief  was  half  a Lawyer  by  his  bands , How  long  have 
you  been  tyed  here 

Viol.  Alas,  this  hour,  and  with  cold  and  fear  am  almoft 
perilht. 

Val.  Where  were  the  watch  the  while  ? good  fober  Gent, 
they  were  like  careful  members  of  the  City , drawing  in 
diligent  Ale,  and  linging  catches,  while  Mr.  Conftable  con- 
triv’d the  Tofts : thefe  fellows  would  be  more  feverelypu- 
nilht  than  wandring  Gipfies,  that  every  ftatute  whips’^  for 
if  they  had  every  one  two  eyes  a piece  more,  three  pots 
would  put  them  out. 

Viol.  I cannot  tell,  I found  no  Chriftian  to  give  me  fuc- 
cor. 

Val,  When  they  take  a Thief,  I’ll  take  OJlend  agen  ;,the 
w'horfons  drink  Opium  in  their  Ale,  and  then  they  fleep  like 
roj  S^  as  for  their  bills,  they  only  ferve  to  reach  down  Ba- 
con to  make  Rafhers  on^  now  let  me  know  whom  I have 
done  this  courtefie  too , that  I may  thank  my  early  riling 
lor  it  ? 

Viol.  Sir,  All  1 am,  you  lee. 

Val.  You  have  a name  I’m  fure,  and  a kindred,  a Father, 
friend,  or  fomething  that  muft  own  you Ihce’s  a handfome 
young  Wench  j What  Rogues  were  thefe  to  Rob 
her  ? 

Vio.  Sir,  you  lee  all  I dare  reveale. 

And  as  you  are  a Gentleman  prefs  me  no  further^ 

For  there  begins  a grief,  whofe  bitternefs 
Will  break  a ftronger  heartthan  I have  in  me. 

And  ’twill  but  make  you  heavy  with  the  hearing. 


For  your  own  goodnefs  fake  delire  it  not. 

Val.  If  you  would  not  have  me  enquire  that , How  do 
you  live  then  ? 

Viol.  Howl  have  liv’d,  is  frill  one  queftion, 

Which  muft  not  berelolv’d— - — 

How  1 delire  to  live,  is  in  your  liking, 

So  worthy  an  opinion  1 have  of  you. 

Val.  Is  in  my  liking?  Howl  pray  thee?  tell  me,-i’faith 
I’ll  do  you  any  good  lies  in  my  pow  er  ^ Hie  has  an  eye  would 
raife  a bedrid  man  ^ come,  leave  your  fear,  and  tell  me , 
that’s  a good  Wench. 

Viol.  Sir,  1 would  lerve — 

V al.  Who  would’ft  thou  ferve . do  not  weep  and  tell 
me. 

Viol.  Faith,  Sir,  even  fome  good  woman,  and  fuch  a wife 
if  you  be  married,  1 do  imagine  yours. 

Val.  Alas!  thou  art  young  and  tender,  let  me  fee  thy 
hand,  this  was  ne’er  made  to  wafli,  or  wind  up  water,  beat 
j cloaths,  or  rub  a floor,  by  this  light,  for  one  ufe  that  lhail 
I be  namelefs,  ’tis  the  beft  wanton  hmi  that  e’re  I lookt 
on. 

Vio.  Dare  you  accept  me,  Sir,  my  heart  is  honeft, 

Among  your  vertuous  charitable  deeds. 

This  will  not  be  the  leaft. 

Val.  Thou  canft  in  a Chamber? 

Vio.  In  a Chamber,  Sir  ? 

Val.  1 mean  wait  there  upon  a Gentle wom.an, 

How' quick  Ihe  is,  I like  that  mainly  too:, 

I’ll  have  her,  though  I keep  her  with  main  ftrength  like  a 
befieged  Town,  for  1 know  I fliall  have  the  Enemy  afore  me 
I within  a w’eek. 

i Viol.  Sir,  I canfowtoo,  and  make  pretty  laces, 

Drels  a head  handfome,  teach  young  Gentlew'omen, 

For  in  all  thefe  1 have  a little  knowledge. 

Val.  ’Tis  well,  no  doubt  I fliall  encreafe  that  knowledge;, 

1 like  her  better  ftill,  how  flie  provokes  me  pritty  young 
Maid,  you  fnall  ferve  a good  Gentlewoman,  though  I fay’t, 
that  will  not  be  unwilling  you  Ihould  pleale  me,  nor  1 
forgetful  if  you  do. 

Viol.  I am  the  happier. 

Val.  My  man  fnall  make  fome  fnift  to  carry  you  behind 
him,  Can  you  ride  well? 

Viola.  But  I’ll  hold  fall:  for  catching  of  a fall. 

Val.  That’s  the  next  way  to  pull  another  on  you.  I’ll  work 
her  as  I go,  I knovvlhee’s  wax,  now,  now,  at  this  time  could 
1 beget  a \\^orthyon  this  Wench, 

Viol.  Sir,  for  this  Gentlenefs,  may  Heaven  requite  you 
tenfold. 

P'al  ’Tis  a good  Wench,  however  others  life  thee,  be 
fure  I’ll  be  a loving  Mafter  to  thee,  come.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Antonio  lih^  an  Irijh  Footman^  mth  a Letter. 

Ant.  I hope  I am  wild  enough,  for  being  known,  I have 
writ  a Letter  here,  and  in  it  have  abus’d  my  felfmoft  bit-  , 
terly,yet  all  my  fear  is  not  enough,  for  that  muft  do  it,that 
muft  lay  it  on.  I’ll  win  her  out  i’th’  flint,  ’twill  be  more 
famous,  now  for  my  language. 

Enter  Servingman. 

Ser.  Now,  Sir,  Who  would  you  fpeak  with  ? 

Ant.  Where  be  thy  Maftres  Man?  I would  fyeak  with 
her, 

I have  a Letter. 

Ser.  Cannot  I deliver  it  ? 

Ant.  No,  by  my  trot,  and  fait,  can’ll  thou  not  Man. 

Ser.  Well, Sir,  I’ll  call  her  to  you, pray  fl’akeyour  ears 
without  a little.  Exit  Servingman. 

Ant.  Cran  a Cree  do  it  quickly;^  this  rebbel  tonge  fticks 
in  my  teeth  worfe  than  a tough  Hen,  fure  it  was  ne’er  known 
at  Babel,  for  they  fould  no  Apples,  and  this  was  made 
for  certain  at  the  firft  planting  of  Orchards,  ’tis  fo  crab- 
bed. 
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Enter  Wife,  and  Servingman. 

Mar.  What’s  he  wood  Ipeak  with  me? 

Ser.  A kill  kenny  ring,  there  he  Hands  Madam. 

M ar.  W’hat  would  you  have  with  me,  friend? 

.^nt.  He  has  a Letter  for  other  Women,Wilt  thou  read  it. 

A'a-.  From  whence? 

Ant.  De  Crofle  creeft  from  my  Mafter. 

yi^.ir.  Who  is  your  Mailer  ? 

A;  t.  I pray  do  you  look. 

Mar.  Do  you  know  this  fellow  ? 

Ser.  No  Maddam,  not  I more  than  an  Irijh  Footman, 
Hand  further  friend,  I do  not  like  your  roperunners,What 
Hallicn  Rogues  rre  thefe,to  weare  fuch  dowfetts,  the  very 
Cotton  may  commit  adultery. 

Mar.  I cannot  find  whofe  hand  this  firould  be , I’ll  read, 
T 0 the  beauteous  wife  of  Don  Antonio.^  fure  this  is  fome  blind 
feribe  — well  now, What  follows  ? 

Ant.  Pray  Goci  it  take,  I have  given  her  that,  will  Hir 
her  confcicnce,  how  it  works  with  her  •,  hope,  if  it  be  thy 
will,  let  the  lleHi  have  it. 

Mar.  This  is  the  moH  abhor’d,  intollerable  knavery, 
that  ever  Have  entertain’d , fure  there  is  more  than  thine 
own  head  in  this  villany,  it  goes  like  practic’d  mifehiefe  ^ 
difabkd  in  his  body  ? O good  God,  as  I live  he  lies  fear- 
fully, and  bafely,  ha  ? I Ihould  know  that  Jewel, ’ds  my  hus- 
band, come  hither  fnat.  Are  you  an  IriHi  Man  ? 

Ant.  S weete  Woman  a Crec  I am  an  Irifn  man  ? 

Mar.  Now  I know  it perfertly is  this  your  trick.  Sir? 
I’ll  trick  3^ou  for  it  ^ How  long  have  you  ferv’d  this  Gen- 
tleman. 

Ant.  Fleafe  thee  a little  day,  Omy  Mac  dermond put  mQ 
to  my  MaHree,  ’tis  don  I know. 

Mar.  By  my  faith  he  fpeaks  as  well  as  if  he  had  been 
loufy  for  the  language  a year  or  two  •,  well.  Sir,  you  had  been 
better  have  kept  your  own  fhape  as  I will  ufe  you.  What 
have  I done  that  flxruld  deferve  this  tryal?  I never  made 
him  Cuckold , to  my  knowledge,  Sirrah  come  hither. 

Ant.  Now  will  fire  fend  fome  Jewel,  or  Ibme  Letter,  I 
know  her  mind  as  well I fliall  be  famous. 

Mar.  Take  this  Irilhbawde  here. 

Ant.  How  ? 

Mtr.  And  kick  him  till  his  breeches  and  breech  be  of 
one  colour,  a bright  blew  both. 

Ant.  I m.ay  be  well  fvving’d  thus,  for  I dare  not  reveale 
my  felt,  1 hope  He  does  not  mean  it,  O hone,  Ohone,  O 
St.  Patricks.,  O a Cree,0  fvveet  Woman. 

Mar.  No,  turn  him,  and  kick  him  o’  t’other  fide,  that’s 
well. 

Ant.  O good  waiting  Man,  I befeech  thee  good  waiting 
man,  a pox  fyre  your  Legs. 

M.ir.  You  Rogue,  you  enemy  to  aH.  but  little  breeches, 
How  dar’H  thou  come  to  me  with  fjch  a Letter  ? 

Ant.  Prethee  pitty  the  poor  Irifhman,  all  this  makes  for 
me,  if  I win  her  yet,  I am  Hill  more  glorious. 

Mar.  Now  could  I weep  at  what  I have  done,  but  I’ll 
harden  my  heart  agen,  go  fhut  him  up,  ’till  my  husband 
comes  home,  yet  thus  much  ere  ye  go,  frrah  thach’d  head, 
Would’H  not  thou  be  whipt,  and  think  it  JuHice?  well 
Aqiiavit£  Barrel,  I will  bounce  you. 

Ant.  I pray  do,  I befeech  you  be  not  angry. 

Mar.  O you  hobby  headed  Rafcal,  I’ll  have  you  flead , 
and  troflers  made  of  thy  skin  to  tumble  in,  go  a way  with 
him,  let  him  fee  no  fun,  till  my  husband  come  home,  Sir,  I 
iHall  meet  with  you  for  your  knavery,  I fear  it  not. 

Ant.  Wilt  thou  not  let  me  go?  I do  not  like  this. 

Mar.  Away  with  him. 

Servingman.  Come , I’ll  lead  you  in  by  your  Jack  a lent 
hair,  go  quietly,  or  I’ll  make  your  crupper  crack. 

Mar.  And  do  you  hear  me,  Sirrah  ? and  when  you  have 
done,  make  my  Coach  ready. 

Sen  lug:.  Yes  forfooth.  Exit  Servingman  n>ith  Antonio. 

Mar.  Lock  him  up  fafe  enough.  I’ll  to  this  Gentleman, 


I know  the  reafon  of  all  this  bufinefs,  for  I do  ful*pea  it 
If  he  have  this  plot,  I’ll  ring  him  fuch  a peal,  fhall  make 
his  eares  deaf  for  a month  at  leaH. 

Enter  Richardo. 

Ric.  Am  I not  mad  ? Can  this  weak  temper’d  head. 
That  will  be  mad  with  drink,  endure  the  wrong 
That  I have  done  a Virgin,  and  my  Love? 

Be  mad,  for  fo  thou  ought’ft,  or  I will  beate 
The  walls  and  trees,  down  with  thee,  and  will  let 
Either  thy  memory  out,  or  madnefs  in  j 
But  fure  I never  lov’d  fair  Viola^ 

I never  lov’d  my  Father,  nor  my  Mother, 

Or  any  thing  but  drink  ^ had  I had  love  ^ 

Nay,  had  1 known  fo  much  charity, 

As  would  have  fav’d  an  Infant  from  the  fire, 

I had  been  naked,  raving  in  the  Hreet  ^ 

With  halfe  a face,  gafhing  my  felf  with  knives. 

Two  houres  ere  this  time. 

Enter  Pedro,  Silvio,  Uberto. 

Fed.  Good  morrow  Sir. 

Rich. Good  morrow  Gentlemen,  fhall  we  go  drink  a«^en  > 

I have  my  wits.  ^ 

P ed.  So  have  I,  but  they  are  unfetled  ones,  would  I had 
fome  porrige. 

Rich.  The  Tavern  boy  was  here  this  morning  with  me 
And  told  me,  that  there  was  a Gentlewoman, 

Which  he  took  for  a Whore,  that  hung  on  me: 

For  whom  we  quarrel’d,  and  I know  not  what. 

Fed.  1 faith  nor  I. 

'i^be.  I have  a glimmering  of  fomefiich  thing. 

Rich.  Was  it  you,  Silvio., 

That  made  me  drink  fb  much  ? ’twas  you  or  Pedro. 

Fed.  I know  not  who. 

Sil.  We  are  all  apt  enough. 

Rich,  But  I will  lay  the  fault  on  none  but  me. 

That  I would  be  fo  entreated,  come -Si/wV, 

Shall  we  go  drink  agen,  come  Gentlemen, 

Why  do  you  Hay,  let’s  never  leave  off  now, 

Whil’lt  we  have  Wine,  and  Throats,  I’ll  pradife  it, 

Till  I have  made  it  my  beft  quality  •, 

For  what  is  beH  for  me  to  do  but  that  ? 

For  Heaven  fake  come  and  drink;  when  I am  nam’d. 

Men  fnall  make  anfwcr, V Vhich  RLhardo  mean  you? 

The  excellent  drinker  ? I will  have  it  fb, 

V'Vill  you  go  drink? 

Silv.  VVe  drunk  too  much  too  lately. 

Ri'h.  Why  there  is  then  the  lefs behind  to  drink. 

Let’s  end  it  al!,difpatchthat^wee’l  fend  abroad. 

And  purchafe  all  the  Wine  the  world  can  yield. 

And  then  drink  it  off,  then  take  the  fruits  o’th’  earth, 
DiHilthe  Juice  from  them,  and  drink  that  off; 

Wee’l  catch  the  rain  before  it  fall  to  ground. 

And  drink  off  that  that  never  more  may  grow ; 

Wee’l  fet  our  mouths  to  Springs,  and  drink  them  offi 
And  all  this  while  wee’l  never  think  of  thole 
That  love  us  beH,  more  than  we  did  iaft  night. 

We  will  not  give  unto  the  poor  a drop 
Of  all  this  drink,  but  when  we  fee  them  weep, 

Wee’l  run  to  them,  and  drink  their  tears  off  too, 

Wee’l  never  leave  whilH  there  is  heat  ormoiHure, 

In  this  large  globe,  but  fuck  it  cold  and  dry. 

Till  we  have  made  it  Elemental  earth, 

Merely  by  drinking. 

Fed.  Is’t  flattery  to  tell  you,  you  are  mad? 

Rich.  If  it  be  falfe, 

There’s  no  fuch  way  to  bind  me  to  a Man  ; 

He  that  will  have  me,  lay  my  goods  and  lands. 

My  life  down  for  him,  need  no  more,  but  fay, 

Richardo  thou  art  mad,  and  then  all  thefe 
Are  at  his  fervice,  then  he  pleafes  me. 

And  makes  me  think  that  I had  vertue  in  me. 

That 
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That  I xhad  love,  and  tendernefs  of  heart, 

That  though  I have  committed  fiich  a fault, 

As  never  creature  did,  yet  running  mad, 

As  honeft  men  fliould  do  for  fuch  a crime, 

L have  expreft  fome  w'orth,  though  it  be  late : 

But  I alas  have  none  of  thefe  in  me. 

But  keep  my  wits  ftill  like  a frozen  Man, 

That  had  no  fire  within  him. 

Sil.  Nay, good  Kicbardo  leave  this  wild  talk,  and  fend; 
letter  to  her.  I’ll  deliver  it. 

Kich.  ’Tis  to  no  purpofe  •,  perhaps  fhe’s  lofllafl:  night, 
Or  fhe  got  home  agen,  fhe’s  now  fo  flridly 
Look’d  to,  the  wind  can  fcarce  come  to  her,  or  admit 
She  were  her  felf  ^ if  fhe  would  hear  from  me, 

From  me  unworthy,  that  have  us’d  her  thus. 

She  were  fb  foolifli,  that  fhe  were  no  more 
To  be  belov’d. 

Enter  Andrugio  and  Servant  rrith  a Nigbt-gorrn. 


Ser.  Sir,  we  have  found  this  night-gown  flie  took  with  her. 
Kich.  Where  ? where  ? fpeak  quickly. 

Ser.  Searching  in  the  Suburbs , we  found  a Tinker  and 
his  Whore  that  had  it  in  a Tap-houfe , whom  we  appre- 
hended, and  they  confeft  they  ftole  it  from  her. 

Ki-b.  And  murthered  her 
Sil.  What  aile  you  man  ? 

R^h.  Why  all  this  doth  not  make  me  mad. 

Sil.  It  does,  you  would  not  offer  this  elfe,  good  Pedro 
look  to  his  fword. 

Ser.  Theydoefeny  the  killing  of  her,  but  fwore  they  left 
her  tyed  to  a Tree,  in  the  fields,  next  thofe  Suburbs  that 
are  without  our  Ladies  gate,  near  day,  and  by  the  Rode,  fo 
thatibme  paflinger  muft  needs  uuty  her  quickly. 

A id.  The  will  of  Heaven  be  done  ? Sir,  I wi’l  only  en- 
treat you  this,  that  as  you  were  the  greateft  oecaho  i o*-'  her 
lofs,  thatyoi  will  be  pleafed  to  urge  your  friends,  and  be 
your  felf  earneft  in  the  fearch  of  her  •,  if  fhe  be  found,  fhe 
is  yours,  if  fhe  pleafe,!  my  felf  only,  fee  thefe  people  bet- 
ter examin’d,  and  after  follow  fome  way  in  fearch,  God 
keep  you  Gentlemen.  Exit. 

Sil.  Alas  good  man ! 

Ric.  What  think  you  now  of  me,  I think  this  lump 
Is  nothing  but  a piece  of  fleagme  congeal’d 
Without  a fbul,  for  w)|ere  there’|[  fo  much  fpirit 
As  would  but  warm  a flea,  thofe  faults  of  mine 
Would  make  it  glow,  and  (lame  in  this  dull  heart, 

And  run  like  molten  gold  through  every  fin. 

Till  it  could  burft  thefe  walls,  and  fly  away. 

Shall  I intreat  you  all  to  take  your  horfes. 

And  fearch  this  innocent? 

Fed.  With  all  our  hearts. 

Ric.  Do  not  divide  your  felves  till  you  come  there, 
Where  they  fay  fhe  was  ty’d.  I’ll  follow  too. 

But  never  to  return  till  fhe  be  found. 

Give  me  my  fword  good  Pedro.,  I will  do 
No  harm,  believe  me,  with  it,  I am  now 
Farr  better  temper’d\  if  I were  not  fo, 

I have  enow  befides,  God  keep  you  all. 

And  fend  us  good  fuccefs.  Exeunt. 
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Sccuna  Vrima. 

Enter  Mercury,  and  Servant. 

Mer . T X THo  is  it  f can  you  tell  ? 

. ^ V V Ser.  By  my  troth.  Sir,  I know  not,  but 

tis  a Gentlewoman. 

_ A Gentleman,  I’ll  lay  my  life,  yoitpuppy,  h’asfent 
us  A'lfe  tome:  if  he  have,  fling  up  the  bed, 

Ser.  Here  fhe  is.  Sir. 

Enter  Wife  rvith  a Litter. 

Ipfe  I am  glad  I found  you  Sir,  there,  take  your  Letter, 
and  keep  it  till  you  have  another  friend  to  wrong,  ’tis  too 
nalicious  falfe  to  make  me  fin,  you  have  provoxed  me  to 
that  Hove  not,  a talker,  and  you  lhailhearme. 

.Vhy  fnould  you  dare  to  imagine  me 
>0  light  a hufvvife,  that  from  four  hours  knowledge 
'^ou  might  prefume  to  offer  to  my  credit 
This  rude  and  ruffian  tryal,  I am  hire 
1 never  courted  you,  nor  gave  you  tokens. 

That  might  concern  affurance,  you  are  a fool, 

Mer.  I cannot  blame  you  now,  I fee  this  letter. 

Though  you  be  angry,  yet  with  me  you  mult  not, 

Unlefs  you’l  make  me  guilty  of  a wrong. 

My  worfl  affedtions  hate — 

IFife.  Did  not  you  fend  it  ? 

Mer.  No,  upon  my  faith,  which  is  more , I imderftand 
It  not  ^ the  hand  is  as  far  from  my  knowledge,  as  the  ma- 
lice. 

Wife.  This  is  ftrange. 

Mer.  It  is  fb,  and  had  been  flranger,  and  indeed  more 
hateful. 

Had  I,  that  have  receiv’d  fuch  courtefies,  and  owe  fomany 
Thanks,  done  this  bafe  office. 

Wife.  Your  name  is  at  it. 

Mer.  Yes,  but  not  my  nature,  and  I fhall  hate  my  name 
worfe  than  the  manner,  for  this  bafe  broking  you  are 
wife  and  vertuous,  remove  this  fault  from  me  j for  o i the 
love  I bear  to  truth  and  goodnefs,  this  Letter  dare  not 
name  me  for  the  author. 

Wife.  Now  I perceive  my  husbands  knavery,  if  any  man 
can  but  find  where  he  has  been,  I will  goe  with  this  Gen- 
tleman whatfbever  comes  on’t : and  as  I mean  to  carry  it, 
both  he  and  all  the  World  fhall  think  it  fit,  and  thank  me 
for  it. 

Mer.  I muft  confefs  I loved  you,  at  fir  ft,  hovvever  this 
made  me  leave  your  houfe  unmannerly , that  might  pro- 
voke me  to  do  lomething  ill,  both  to  your  honor  and  my 
faith,  and  not  to  write  this  Letter,  which  I hold  fo  truly 
wicked,  that  I will  not  think  on’t. 

Wife.  I do  believe  you,  and  fince  I fee  you  are  free,  my 
words  were  not  meant  to  you,  but  this  is  not  the  half  o 
my  afflidion. 

Mer.  ’Tis  pitty  you  fhouldknow  morS  vexation*,  may 
enquire  } 

Wjfe.  Faith,  Sir,  I fear  I have  loft  my  husband. 

Mer.  Your  husband  ? it  cannot  be;  I pitty  her,  how  fhe’s 
vext  } 

Enter  Servant 

Wife.  How  now  ? What  news  ? nay  fpeak,  for  we  muft 
know. 

Ser.  Faith  I have  found  at  length,  by  chance,  where  he 
has  been. 

Wife.  Where/* 

Ser.  In  a blind  out-houfe  in  the  Suburbs,  pray  God  all  be 
well  with  him 

Wife.  Why  ? Ser.  There 
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Serv.  There  are  his  cloaths,  but,  What’s  become  of  him, 

I cannot  yet  enquire. 

I am  glad  of  this  ^ fure  they  have  murther’d  him, 
What  (liall  I do  ? 

Mer.  Be  not  fo  grieved,  before  you  know  the  truth,  you 
have  time  enough  to  weep,  this  is  the  fodain’d;  mifehief^ 
Did  you  not  bring  an  Officer  to  fearch  there,  where  you  fay 
you  found  his  cloaths. 

Yes,  and  we  fearcht  it , and  charg’d  the  fellow 
with  him;  but  he,  like  a Rogue,  ftubborn  Rogue,  made  an. 
fwer,  he  knew  not  vvhere  he  was:;  he  had  been  there  , but 
where  he  was  now,  he  could  not  tell  I tell  you  true,  I fear 

him. 

lyife.  Are  all  my  hopes  and  longings  to  enjoy  him. 

After  this  5 years  travel,  come  to  this? 

Ser.  It  is  the  ranked;  houfe  in  all  the  City,  the  mod;  cur- 
led roguy  Bawdy-houfe.  Hell  fire  it. 

TShr.  This  is  the  word;  I heard  yety  Will  you  go  home? 
I’ll  bear  you  company,  and  give  you  the  belt  help  I may: 
this  being  here  will  wrong  you. 

Wife.  As  you  are  a Gentleman,  and  as  you  lov’d  your 
dead  friend , let  me  not  go  home,  that  will  but  heap  one 
forrovv  on  another. 

Afer.  Why  propofe  any  thing  and  I’ll  perform’t I am 
at  my  wits  end  too. 

Ser.  So  am  I,  Omy  dear  Mafter ! 

Mer.  Peace  you  great  fool. 

Wife.  Then  good  Sir  carry  me  to  fome  retir’d  place,  far 
from  the  fight  of  this  unhappy  City,  whether  you  will  in. 
deed,  fb  it  be  far  enough. 

Mer.  If  I might  Councel  you,  I think  ’twere  better  to  go 
home, 

And  try  what  maybe  done  yet,  he  may  be  at  home  afore 
you.  Who  can  tell  ? 

Wife.  O no,  I know  he’s  dead , I know  he’s  murder’d  ^ 
tell  me  not  of  going  home,  you  murder  me  too. 

Ahr.  Well,  dnee  it  pleafes  you  to  have  it  fb,  I will  no 
more  perfwade  you  to  go  home.  I’ll  be  your  guide  in  the 
Countrey,  as  your  grief  doth  command  me,  I have  a Mother 
dwelling  from  this  place  fome  20 miles:  the  houfe  though 
homely,  yet  able  to  fhew  fomething  like  a welcome^  thither 
I’ll  fee  you  fafe  with  all  your  fbrrows. 

Wife.  With  all  the  fpeed  that  may  be  thought  upon  I 
have  a Coach  here  ready , good  Sir  quickly  i I’ll  fit  you 
my  fine  husband. 

Mer.  It  fhall  be  fo-,  if  this  fellow  be  dead,  I fee  no  band 
of  any  ether  Man,  to  tye  me  from  my  will,  and  I will  fol- 
low her  with  fuch  careful  fervice,  that  fhe  ffiall  either  be  my 
Love,  or  Wife  -,  V/ill  you  walk  in? 

Wife.  I thank  you.  Sir,  but  one  word  with  my  Man,  and 
I am  ready;,  keep  the  Irip  fellow  fafe,  as  you  love  your 
life,  for  he  I fear  has  a deep  hand  in  this,  then  fearch  agen, 
and  get  out  warrants  for  that  naughty  man,  that  keeps  the 
bad  houfe , that  he  may  anfwer  it , if  you  find  the  body, 
give  it  due  burial  ^ farewel.  You  fhall  hear  from  me,  keep 
all  fafe.  Exeunt. 

Ser.  O my  fweet  Mafter ! 

Antonio  k^ockln^  vpithin. 

Ant.  within.  Man-a-cree,  the  Devil  take  thee.  Wilt  thou 
kill  me  here?  I prethee  now  let  me  goe  feek  my  Mafter,  I 
fnall  be  very  cheel  elfe. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Do  you  hear  man-a-cree.  I’ll  cree  your  coxcombe , 
and  you  keep  not  ftill,  down  you  rogue. 

yint.  Good  fweet  fad  ferving-man,  let  me  out  I befeech 
de,  and  by  my  trot  I will  give  dye  VVorfhip  2 fhillings  in 
good  argOtt,  to  buy  dy  Worffiip  pippines. 

Ser.  This  rogue  thinks  all  the  worth  of  man  confifts  in 
Peepins-,  by  this  light  I’ll  beat  rebellion  out  of  you  forever. 

Ant.  Wilt  thou  not  hear  me  Man?  isfet^  I’ll  give  thee 
all  I have  about  me. 

Ser.  1 thank  you,  Sir,  fo  I may  have  picking  work. 


Ant,  Here  is  five  fliillingS-Man. 

Serv.  Here  is  a cudgel,  a very  good  one. 

Enter  two  Serving-men. 

2.  Ser.  How  now.  What’s  the  matter?  VVffiere’s  the 
Irishman. 

i.Ser.  There,  a wyth  take  him,  he  makes  more  noife 
alone  there,  than  ten  Lawyers  can  do  with  double,  and  a 
feurvy  Cafe. 

2.  Ser.  Let  him  out,  I rauft  talk  with  him. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Wilt  thou  give  me  fome  drink,  Ohone  > lam  very 
dry  Man.  ^ 

2 Ser.  You  fhall  have  that  ffiall  quench  your  thirft,  my 
friend.  ^ 

Ant.  Fate  doft  thou  mean  man. 

2 Ser.  Even  a good  tough  halter. 

Ant.  A halter  ? O hone ! 

2 Ser.  Sirrah , you  are  a mifehievous  Rogue,  that’s  the 
truth. 

Ant.  No,  fet  I am  not. 

I Ser.  Shall  I knock  out  his  brains  ? I have  kill’d  dogs  i 
have  been  worth  three  of  him  for  all  ufes.  j 

t Ser.  Sirrah , the  truth  on’t  is,  you  muft  with  me  to  a ' 
Juftice.  O Koger^^Koger.  • ! 

1 Ser.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  William? 

2 S er.  Heavy  news  Eager heavy  newes^  god  comfort  us.  , 

I Ser.  What  is’t  Man  ? 1 

Ant.  What’s  the  matter  now  ? I am  e’en  weary  of  this  ■ 

way,  would  1 were  out  on’t.  i 

I Ser.  My  Mafter  fure  is  murder’d,  and  this  curled 
rogue 

I fear,  has  had  a hand  in’t. 

Ant.  No  fet  not.  I 

1 Ser.  Stand  away , I’ll  kickt  out  of  him : come,  Crrha, 
mount,  I’ll  make  you  dance,  you  Rafcal,  kill  ray  Mafter  ? 

If  thy  breech  were  cannon  proof,  having  this  good  caufe 

on  my  fide,  I would  encounter  it hold  fair,  Shamrock^.  i 

Ant.  Why  how  now  Sirs  ? you  will  not  murder  me  indeed.  I 

2 Ser.  Blefs  us  Roger ! j 

Ant.  Nay,  I am  no  fpirit. 

2 S?r.  How  do  you  Sir,  this  is  my  very  Mafter.  j 

Ant.  Why  well  enough  yet,  but  you  have  a heavy  foot  of  ' [ 

your  own  ^ Where’s  my  Wife.  | 

I Ser.  Alas  poor  forrowful  Gentlewoman,  ffie  thinks  you  I 
are  dead,  and  has  given  o’re  houfe-keeping.  [ 

Ant.  Whether  is  ffie  gone  then  ? [ 

I Ser.  Into  the  Countrey  with  the  Gentleman  your  i 

Friend  Sir,  to  fee  if  ffie  can  wear  her  forrows  out  there  j fhe  i 

weeps  and  takes  on  too  too 

Ant.  This  falls  out  pat  ^ I ffiall  be  everlafting  for  a name : 

Doe  you  hear  ? upon  your  lives  and  faiths  to  me , not  one  | 
word  I am  living,  but  let  the  fame  report  pafs  along , that  ; 
I am  murther’d  ftill  ^ I am  made  for  ever.  J \ 

I 5er.  VVhy  Sir?  ! 

Ant.  I have  a Caufe  Sir,  that’s  enough  for  you^  well,  if  , : 

I be  not  famous,  I am  wrong’d  much  for  any  thing  I know 
I will  not  trouble  him  this  week  at  leaft,  no,  let  them  take 
their  way  one  of  another. 

1 Ser.  Sir,  Will  you  be  ftill  an  JeiJlj-man  ? 

Ant.  Yes  a while. 

2 Ser.  But  your  Worffiip  will  be  beaten  no  more? 

Ant.  No,  I thank  you ’IT/T/ww. 

I Ser.  Intrath,Sir,if  itmuft  befo.  I’ll  doit  better  than  a 
ftranger. 

Ant.  Goe,  you  are  Knaves  both,  but  I forgive  you,  I am 
almoft  mad  with  the  apprehenfion  of  what  I ffiall  be , not 
a word  I charge  you.  Exeunt. 

Valerio,  and  Vioh. 

Val.  Come,  pretty  foul,  we  now  are  near  our  home, 

And  whilft  ourhorfesare  walkt  down  the  hill. 

Let  thou  and  I walke  here  over  this  Clofe : 

The  foot-way  is  more  pleafant,  ’tis  a time 

My 
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My  pretty  one,  not  to  be  wept  away, 

For  every  living  thing  is  full  of  love  i 
Art  not  thou  fo  too  ? ha  ? 

Vio.  Nay,  there  are  living  things  empty  of  love, 

Or  1 had  not  been  here,  but  for  my  felf, 

Alas,  I have  too  much. 

Val.  It  cannot  be,  that  fo  much  beauty,  fo  much  youth 
and  grace  Ihould  have  too  much  of  love,  (know. 

Vio.  Pray  what  is  love?  for  I am  full  of  that  I do  not 

Val.  Why,  love  fair  Maid  is  an  extream  defire, 

That’s  not  to  be  examin’d,  but  fulfill’d, 

To  ask  the  realbn  why  thou  art  in  love. 

Or  what  might  be  the  nobleft  end  in  love. 

Would  overthrow  that  kindly  rifing  warmth. 

That  many  times  Hides  gently  o’r  the  heart, 

’Twould  make  thee  grave  and  lfaid,thy  thoughts  would  be, 
Like  a thrice  married  Widow,  full  of  ends. 

And  void  of  all  companion,  and  to  fright  thee 
Trom  fuch  enquiry,  whereas  thou  art  now 
Living  in  ignorance,  mild,  frefli , and  fvveet. 

And  but  fixteen^  the  knowing  what  love  is, 

Would  make  thee  fix  and  forty. 

Vio.  Would  it  would  make  me  nothing,  I have  heard 
Scholars  affirm,  the  world’s  upheld  by  Love, 

But  I believe,  women  maintain  all  this, 

For  there’s  no  love  in  men. 

Val.  Yes,  inlbmemen. 

Vio.  I know  them  not. 

Val.  Why,  there  is  love  in  me. 

Vio.  There’s  charity  I am  fure  towards  me.  (maid, 

Val.  And  love  •,  which  I will  now  exprefs,  my  pretty 
I dare  not  bring  thee  home,  my  wife  is  foul, 

And  therefore  envious,  Ihe  is  very  old, 

And  therefore  jealous:  thou  art  fair  and  young, 

Afubjed  fit  for  her  unlucky  vices 
To  work  upon,  Ihe  never  will  endure  thee, 

Vio.  She  may  endure 

If  fhe  be  ought,  but  Devil,  all  the  friendfhip 
That  I will  hold  with  you  ^ can  Ihe  endure 
I Ihould  be  thankful  to  you  ? may  I pray 
For  you  and  her,  will  Ihe  be  brought  to  think. 

That  all  the  honelt  induftry  I have, 

Deferves  brown  bread  ? if  this  may  be  endur’d 
She’ll  pick  a quarrel  with  a fleeping  child, 

E’r  Ihe  fall  out  with  me. 

V al.  But  truft  me,  Ihe  does  hate  all  handfomnels. 

V io.  How  fell  you  in  love  with  fuch  a creature  ? 

V al.  I never  lov’d  her. 

Vio.  And  yet  married  her  ? 

Val.  She  was  a rich  one.  ( then  too. 

Vio.  And  you  fwore  I warrant  you.  Die  was  a fair  one 

Val.  Or  believe  me,  I think  I had  not  had  her.  (place 

Vio.  Are  you  men  allllich  ?wou’dyou  wou’d'wall  us  in  a 
Where  all  we  women  that  are  innocent, 
xMight  live  together. 

Val.  Do  not  weep  at  this. 

Although  I dare  not  for  Lome  weighty  realbn 
Difpleafe  my  Wife,  yet  I forget  not  thee. 

Vio.  What  will  you  do  with  me  ? 

Val.  Thou  fhalt  be  plac’d 
Atmymanshoufc,  and  have  fuch  food  and  raiment 
As  can  be  bought  with  money : thele  white  hands 
Shall  never  learn  to  work,  but  they  Ihall  play 
As  thou  fay’H:  they  were  wont,  teaching  the  firings 
To  move  in  order,  or  what  ellethou  wilt. 

Vio.  Ithankyou,Sir,  but  pray  you  cloath  me  poorly. 

And  let  my  labor  get  me  means  to  live. 

Val.  But  fair  one,  you,  I know  do  Ib  much  hate 
A foul  ingratitude,  you  will  not  look 
I Ihould  do  this  for  nothing. 

Vio.  I will  work  as  much  out  as  I can,  and  take  as  little, 
Thatyou  Ihall  have  as  duely  paid  to  you 
Aiever  fervant  did. 

val.  But  give  me  now  a trial  on’t,  I may  believe 
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Wearealone,  Ihew  me  how  thou  wilt  kifs 
And  liug  me  hard,  when  I have  frolcn  avvay 
From  my  too  clamorous  wife  that  watches  me. 

To  Ijjend  a bleflcd  hour  or  too  with  thee.  / 

Vio.  Is  this  tne  love  you  mean  ? you  would  have  that 
Is  not  in  me  to  give,  you  would  have  lull. 

Val.  Not  todillemble,  or  to  mince  the  word,' 

’Tis  Lull  Iwilh  indeed. 

Vio.  And  by  my  troth  I have  it  not:  for  heavens  lake  ule 
me  kindly. 

Though  I be  good,  and  fliew  perhaps  a monller 
As  this  world  goes.  ’ 

Val.  I do 

But  ipeak  to  thee,  thy  anfwers.are  thy  own, 

I compel  none,  but  if  refiifethis  motion, 

Thou  art  not  then  for  me,  alasgood  Ibul^ 

What  profit  can  thy  work  bring  sie  ? 

Vio.  But  I fear,  I pray  goe,  for  lull  they  fay,  will  grow 
Outragious,  being  deni’d,  Igive  you  thanks 
For  all  yourcourtefies,  and  there’s  a Jewel 
That’s  worth  the  taking,  tnat  I didpreferve 
Safe  from  the  robbers,  pray  you  leave  me  here 
Juft  as  you  found  me,  a poor  innocent, 

And  Heaven  will  blefs  you  for  it. 

Val.  Pretty  maid,  I am  no  Robber,  nor  no  Raviflier 
1 pray  thee  keep  thy  Jewel,  I have  done 
No  wrong  to  thee,  though  thou  beeft  virtuous 
And  in  extremity,  I do  not  know. 

That  lam  bound  to  keep  thee. 

Vio.  No  Sir,  for  gods  fake,  if  you  know  an  honeft  man 
in  allthefe  Countreys,  givemefome  diredions  to  find  him 
out. 

V al.  More  honeft  than  my  felf,  good  footli  I do  not 
know  ^ I would  have  lain  with  thee,  with  thy  conienr,  and 
who  would  not  in  all  thefe  parts,  is  paft  my  memory,  1 
am  forty  for  thee  , farewel  gentle  maid,  God  keep  thee 

. Exit. 

Vio.  I thank  you  Sir,  and  you ; 

Woman  they  fay,  was  only  made  of  man, 

Methinks  ’tis  ftrange  they  fnould  be  fo  unlike. 

It  may  be  all  the  bell  was  cut  away 
To  make  the  woman,  and  the  naught  w^as  left 
Behind  with  him.  I’ll  fit  me  down  and  weep. 

All  things  have  caft  me  from  ’em  but  the  earth  j 
The  evening  comes,  and  every  little  flower 
Droops  now,  as  well  as  I. 


V.Hter  tvpo  MiH{;tnaids  mth^ails. 


Nsh.  Good  Madge  lets  reft  a little,  by  my  troth  I am  wea- 
ry, this  new  pail  is  a plaguy  heavy  one,  would  Tom  were 
hang’d  for  choofing  it , ’tis  the  untoward’ft  fool  in  a 
Countrey. 

Madg.  With  all  my  heart,  and  I thank  youtoo, 

Vio.  What  true  contented  happinefs  dwels  here, 

More  than  in  Cities?  wou’dto  God  my  Father 

Had  liv’d  like  one  of  thefe,  and  bred  me  up 

Tomilk:  and  do  as  they  do ; methinks 

’Tis  a life  that  I wou’dchoofe,  if  1 were  now 

ToteU  my  time  agen,  above  a Princes  \ maids,  for  charity 

Give  a poor  wench  one  draught  of  Milk , 

That  wearinefs  and  hunger  have  nigh  famllli’d. 

Nan.  If  I had  but  one  Cows  Milk  in  all  theworl  .l,  you 
Ihould  have  fome  on’t  •,  there,  drink  more,  the  Cheele  Ihall 
pay  for  it,  alas  poor  heart,  Ilie’sdrie. 

Madge.  Do  you  dwell  here  abouts  ? 

Vio.  No,  would  I did. 

Nan.  Madge.^\C  Ihe  does  not  looke like  my  cofin  o’th’ 
Moor  lane.,  as  one  thing  can  look  like  another 

Madge.  Nay,  i’ttehas  ahazle  eye,  I know  Sue  well,  and 
by  your  leave,  not  lb  trim  a body  neither,  this  is  a feat  bo- 
died thing  I tell  you. 

T t Nm. 
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Kan.  She  laces  clofc  by  the  raafs  I warrant  you,  and  16 

does  too.  f r-  -j 

Vto.  1 thank  you  for  your  gentlenefs,  fair  maids. 

. Kan.  Drink  agcii  pray  thee. 

^ nm  ratislkd,  and  heaven  reward  thee  tor  t,  yet 


Sil.  You  have  heard  of  a young  wench  that  was  feen  iafri 
Fed.  Yes. 

Sil.  Has  Kichdrdh.t2X&o^  this.^ 

Fed.  Yes,  and  I think  he’s  ridden  after,  farewel,  I’ll  havej 
another  round. 

Stl.  If  you  hear  any  thing,  pray  fpare  no  horfe-flelh, 
the  like. 

Do,  Exeunt.] 


came. 

Nan.  MadgeJookyonhQTC  Madge.  . , „ , , 

Madg  Nay,  I have  as  fine  a one  as  you,  mine  s all  gold, 
and  painted,  and  a precious  ftone  iii’t^  1 warrant  it  cofea 

crown  wench.  i s i 

Kan.  But  mine  is  the  moll:  fumptuous  one,  that  e r 1 

One  favour  you  mull  do  me  more,  for  you  are  well 

acquainted  here.  , • , r ca 

Kan.  Indeed  we’ll  do  pu  anykindnefs,  Silter. 

Via.  Only  to  fend  me  tofomehoneft  place,  where  I may 

find  a fervice.  , , n.  i j 

Kan  lMs  me,  our  I/^rof/jyiwent  away  but  laltweek,  and 

I know' my  Millrifs  want’s  a maid,  and  why  may  file  not  be 
plac’d  there?  this  is  a likely  wench,  I tell  you  truly,  and 

a good  wench  I warrant  her.  ^ . r 

Madg.  And  ’tisahard  cafe  if  we  that  have  ferv  d four 
years  apiece,  cannot  bring  in  one  lervant,  we  will  prefer 
her , hark  you  lifter,  pray  what’s  your  name? 

'vio.  Melvia.  -n 

Kan.  A feat  name  i’faith-,  and  can  you  milk  a Cow 

and  make  a merry-bufii  ? that’s  nothing. 

I fiiall  learn  quickly,  . ^ ^ 

Nan.  Anddrefsa  houfewith  flowers?  and  fervea  pig.-* 
this  you  mult  do,  for  we  deal  in  the  Dary,  and  make  abed 
or  two  ? 

Vio.  I hope  I lhall. 

Kan.  But  be  fure  to  keep  the  men  out,  they  will  mar  all 
that  you  make  elfe,  I know  that  by  mylelf^  fori  have  been 
lotouz’d  among  ’em  in  my  days,  come  you  lhall  e’en  home 
with  us  and  be  our  fellow,  our  houfe  isfo  honeft,  and  we 
ferve  a very  good  woman,  and  a Gentlewoman,  and  we  live 
as  merrily,  and  dance  a good  dales  after  even-long ; our 
Wake  lhall  be  on  Sunday-,  do  you  know  what  a Wake  is  ? we 
have  mighty  cheer  then,  and  fuch  a coil,  ’tvvould  blels  ye^ 
you  muft  not  be  fo  balhful,  you’ll  fpoil  all. 

Madg  Let’s  home  for  Gods  fake,  my  Miftrifs  thinks  by 
this  time  we  are  loft,  come,  we’ll  have  a care  of  you,  1 
warrant  you  •,  but  you  muft  tell  my  Miftrifs  where  you  were 
born,  and  every  thing  that  belongs  to  you,  and  the  ftrangeft 
things  you  candevife,  for  Ihe  loves  thole  extreamly,  ’tis  no 
matter  whether  they  be  true  or  no,  Ihe  s not  lo  Icrupulousj 
you  muft  be  our  Sifter,  and  love  us  belt,  and  tell  us  every 
thing,  and  when  cold  weather  comes,  we’ll  lye  together, 
will  you  do  this  ? 

Vio.  Yes. 

Nan.  Then  home  again  o’gods  name,  can  you  go  apace. 
Vio.  I warrant  you.  Exeunt. 


JBus  Qmrtus, 

SccCfta  Prim  a. 


Enter  Pedro  and  Uberto,  feverally. 


Fed. 


HOw  now,  any  good  news  yet  ? 
Silvio.  Faith  not  any  yet. 


Fed.  This  comes  o’ tipling-,  would ’twere  treafon  and’t 
pleale  God,  to  drink  more  than  three  draughts  at  a meal. 

Sil.  When  did  you  fee  Kichardo} 

Fed.  1 croft  him  twice  to  day. 


Enter  Richardo  and  Valerio. 

Eicb.  Sir,  I did  think  ’twas  you  by  all  deferiptions. 

Val.  ’Tis  16, 

took  her  up  indeed,  the  manner  how 
You  have  heard  already,  andwhat  Ihe  had  about  her, 

As  Jewels,  Gold,  and  other  trifling  things : 

And  what  my  end  was,  which  becaufelhe  flighted, 

1 left  her  there  i’th’  fields. 

Kich.  Left  i’th’  fields  > could  any  but  a Rogue 
That  had  defpis’d  humanity  and  goodnels. 

Heavens  law  and  credit  •,  and  had  fet  himfelf 
To  lofe  his  nobleft  part,  and  be  abeaft. 

Have  left  16  innocent  unmatch’d  a virtue, 

T o the  rude  mercy  of  a wildernefs  ? 

Val.  Sir,  if  you  come  to  rail,  pray  quit  myhoule, 

I do  not  ufe  to  have  fuch  language  given 
Within  my  doors  to  me  for  your  wench. 

You  may  go  feek  her  with  more  patience, 

She’s  tame  enough,  I warrant  you. 

Rich.  Pray  forgive  me. 

I doconfefs  my  much  forgetfulnefs  ^ 

And  weigh  my  words  no  farther,  I befeech  you, 

Then  a mere  madnefs,  for  fuch  a grief  hasfeiz’dme 
So  ftrong  and  deadly,  as  a punilhment, 

And  a juft  one  too, 

That  ’tis  a greater  wonder  I am  living. 

Than  any  thing  I utter  j yet  let  me  tell  you  thus  much, 
’Twas  a fault  for  leaving  her 
So  in  the  fields. 

Val.  Sir,  I will  think  16  now,  and  credit  me. 

You  have  fo  wrought  me  with  your  grief,  that  I 
Do  both  forgive  and  pity  you  : 

And  if  you’ll  pleafe  to  take  a bed  this  night  here  j 
To  morrow  I’ll  bring  you  where  I left  her. 

Etch.  I thank  you,  now  lhall  I be  fo  unworthy: 

To  think  upon  a bed,  or  eafe,  or  comfort, 

And  have  my  heart  ftray  from  me,  God  knows  where. 

Cold  and  forfaken,  deftituteof  friends. 

And  all  good  comforts  elfe,  unlefs  fome  tree 
Whofe'lpeechlefs  charity  muft  better  ours, 

With  which  the  bitter  eaft  winds  made  their  fport 
And  lung  through  hourly,  hath  invited  her 
To  keej)  off  half  a day?  lhall  Ihe  be  thus, 

And  I draw  in  foft  flumbers?  God  forbid. 

No,  night  and  bitter  coldnefs,  I provoke  thee, 

And  all  the  dews  that  hang  upon  thy  locks,  ( prime 

Showrs,  HaiIs,Snows,Frofts,  and  two  edged  Winds  that 
The  maiden  blolloms,  I provoke  you  all. 

And  dare  expofe  this  body  to  your  lharpnefs. 

Till  I be  made  a Land-mark. 

Val.  Will  you  then  ftay  and  eat  with  me? 

Rich.  Y’are  angry  with  me,  I know  y’are  an^ry. 

You  would  not  bid  me  eat  elfe ',  my  poor  Miftrifs, 

For  ought  I know  thou’rt  famifh’d,  for  what  elfe 
Can  the  fields  yield  thee,  and  the  ftubborn  lea  Ion, 

That  yet  holds  in  the  fruit  ? good  gentle  Sir, 

Think  not  ill  manners  in  me  for  denying 
Your  offer’d  meat,  for  fure  I cannot  eat 
While  I do  think  fhe  wants  ^ well  I’m  a rafeal  ^ 

A villain.  Have,  that  only  was  begotten, 

To  murder  women,  and  of  them  the  belt. 

Fj/.  Thisisaftrangeafflidion. 

If  you’ll  accept  no  greater  courtelie,  yet  drink  Sir. 
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Kic.  Now  I am  fure  you  hate  me,  and  you  knew 
What  kind  of  man  I am,  as  indeed  ’tis  fit, 

That  every  man  fhould  know  me  to  avoid  me. 

If  you  have  peace  within  you,  Sir,  or  goodnefs 
Name  that  abhordword  Drink,  no  more  unto  me, 

You  had  fafer  fl-rike  me, 

I pray  you  do  not,  if  you  love  me  do  not. 

P'^al.  Sir,  I mean  no  ill  by  it. 

Kic.  It  may  be  Ib, 

Nor  let  me  fee 

None  Sir,  if  you  love  heaven  •, 

You  know  not  what  offence  it  is  unto  me, 

Nor  good  now  do  not  ask  mew’hy  : 

And  1 warn  you  once  again,  let  no  man  elfe  fpeak  oPt, 

I fear  your  fervants  will  be  prating  to  me. 

Val.  Why  Sir,  what  ail  you  ? 

Rich.  I hate  drink,  there’s  the  end  on’t. 

And  that  man  that  drinks  with  meat  is  damn’d 
Without  an  age  of  prayers  and  repentance. 

And  there’s  a hazard  too  i good  Sir,  no  more 
If  you  will  do  me  a free  courtefie  ^ 

That  1 fhall  know  for  one:  go  take  your  horfe. 

And  bring  me  to  the  place  where  you  left  her  ; 

Val.  Since  you  are  fo  impotunate,  I will  •, 

But  1 will  wifh  Sir,  you  had  ftaid  to  night 
Upon  my  credit  you  fliall  fee  no  drink. 

Rich.  Be  gone,  the  hearing  of  it  makes  me  giddy, 

Sir,  will^  you  be  intreated  to  forbear  it, 

I fhall  be  mad  elfe. 

Val.  I pray  no  more  of  that,  I am  quiet. 

I’ll  but  walk  in,  and  away  ftraight. 

Rich.  Now  I thank  you. 

But  what  you  do,  do  in  a twinkling,  Sir. 

Val.  As  foon  as  may  be.  Exit. 

Enter  Mother Viola,  and  two  Adilkjtnaids, 

Moth.  Is  this  the  wench  you  have  brought  me  .<?  fome  catch 
I warrant. 

How  daringly  fhe  looks  upon  the  matter  ? 

Madge.  Yes  forfooth,  this  is  the  maiden. 

Moth.  Come  hither,  wou’d  you  ferve  ? 

Vio.  If  it  fhall  pleafe  you  to  accept  my  fervice,  I hope  I 
fhall  do  fbmething  that  fhall  like  you,  though  it  be  but 
truth,  and  often  praying  for  you. 

Moth.  You  are  very  curious  of  your  hand  methinks^ 

You  preferve  it  fo  with  gloves,  let  me  fee  it 
I marry,  here’s  a hand  of  march-pane, wenches , 

This  pretty  palme  never  knew  forrow  yet  j 
How  foft  it  is  I warrant  you,  and  fupple  : 

O’my  w'ord,thisis  fitter  for  a pocket  to  filch  withal 
Than  to  w'ork  witlial,  I fear  me  little  one. 

You  are  no  better  than  you  fhould  be  ^ goe  to. 

Vio.  My  Confcienceyet  isbut  one  witnefstome. 

And  that  heaven  knows,  is  of  mine  innocence, 

’Tis  true,  I niuft  confeft  withfhame  enough. 

The  time  that  I have  led,  yet  never  taught  me 
What  ’twas  to  break  a fleep,  or  to  be  weary. 

Moth.  You  can  fay  well : if  you  be  mine,  wench,  youmuft 
doe  well  too,  for  words  are  but  flow  workers,  yet  fo  much 
hope  I have  of  you,  that  I’ll  take  you,  fo  you’ll  be  dili- 
gent, and  do  your  duty:  how  now? 

Enter  Alexander. 

Jlex.  Thereisa  mefiengercome  from  your  fon. 

That  brings  you  word  he  is  return’d  from  travel, 

And  will  be  here  this  night. 

Moth.  Now  joy  upon  thee  for  it,  thou  art  ever 
A bringer  of  good  tidings,  there,  drink  that : 

In  troth  thou  haft  much  contented  me,  my  Son  ? 

Lord  how  thou  haft  pleas’d  me,  fliall  I fee  my  Son 
Yete’r  I dye?  take  care  my  houfe  be  handfome. 

And  the  new  fcools  fet  out,  and  boughs  and  rulhes. 
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And  flowers  for  the  window,  and  the  Carpet, 

And  the  great  parcel  Salt,  with  the  Cruets, 

And  prethee  Alexander  goe  to  the  Cook, 

‘And  bid  himfparefor  nothing,  myfon’s  come  home, 
MTo’seome  with  him? 

Alex.  1 hear  of  none  yet,  but  a Gentlewoman . 

Moth.  A Gentlewoman .?  what  Gentlewoman.? 

Alex.  I know  not,  but  fuchaone  there  is,  he  fays. 

Moth.  Pray  God  he  have  not  cafl:  away  himfelf 
Upon  fome  fnout-fair  piece,  I do  not  like  it. 

Alex.  No  fure,  myMafter  has  more  difcrction. 

Moth.  We’ll  be  it  how  it  will,  he  fliall  be  welcome. 

Sirs  to  your  tasks,  and  fhew  this  little  novice 
Howtobeflir  her  felf.  I’ll  fort  out  things.  Exit. 

Madge,  We  will  forfooth,  lean  tell  you,  my  Miftrifs  is 
a flirting  woman. 

Nan.  Lord  how  fhe’ll  talk  fometimes  ? ’tis  the  maddefl 
cricket 

Vio.  Me±inks  fhe  talks  well,  and  fliews  a great  deal  of 
good  hufwivery,  pray  let  me  deck  the  chambers,  lhall  I? 

lVj«.Yes,  you  fliall,but  do  not  fcorii  to  be  ad  vis’d, Sifter  ,foj 
there  belongs  more  to  that,  than  you  are  aware  on^  why 
fhould  you  venture  fo  fondly  upon  the  ftrowings  ? there’s 
mighty  matters  in  them  I’ll  alTure  you,andin  the  fpreading 
of  a bough-pot,  youmay  mifs,  if  you  were  ten  years  elder, 
if  you  take  not  a fpecial  care  before  you. 

Vio.  I wall  learn  willingly,  if  that  be  all. 

Nan.  Sirrah  where  is’t  they  fay  my  young  Mafter  hath 
been  ? 

Madg.  Faith  I know  not,  beyond  the  Sea,  where  they  are 
born  without  nofes. 

Nan.  Blefs  us ! without  nofes?  how  do  they  do  for  hand- 
kerchiefs ? 

Madg.  So  Richard  fays,  and  firrah,  their  feet  ftand  in 
their  foreheads. 

Nan.  That’s  fine  by  my  troth,  thefe  men  have  peftilent 
running  heads  then^  do  they  fpeak  as  we  do? 

Mag.  No,  they  never  fpeak. 

Nan.  Are  they  curfend? 

Mag.  No,  they  call  them  Infidels,  I know  not  what  they 
are. 

Nan.  Sirrah,  we  fhall  have  fine  courting  now  my  young 
mafter  is  come  home,  were  you  never  courted  Sifter .? 

Vio.  Alas,  I know  it  not. 

Mag.  What  is  that  courting,  firrah  ? 

Nan.  I can  tell,  for  I was  once  courted  in  the  matted 
chamber,  you  know  the  party  Madge.,  faith  he  courted 
finely. 

Madg.  Pray  thee  what  is’t  ? 

Nay.  Faith,  nothing  but  he  was  fomewhat  figent  with 
me,  faith  ’tis  fine  fport,  this  courting. 

u4lex.  within.  Where  be  the  Maids  there  ? 

Madg.  We  fhall  be  hang’d  anon,  away  good  wenches, 
and  have  a care  you  dight  things  handfbmiy,  I will  look 
over  yoii.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Mercury  and  Maria. 

Mer.  If  your  forrow  will  give  you  fb  far  leave,  pray  think 
your  felf  moft  welcome  to  this  place,for  lb  upon  my  life  you 
are,  and  for  your  own  fair  fake,  take  truce  awhile  with  thefe 
immoderate  mournings. 

JVife.  I thank  you  Sir,  I fhall  doe  what  I may  5 
Pray  lead  me  to  a chamber. 

Enter  Mother  and  Alexander. 

Mer.  Prefently, 

Before  your  blefling  Mother,  I intreat  ye 
To  know  this  Gentlewoman,  and  bid  her  welcome. 

The  virtuous  wife  of  him  that  was  my  felf 
In  all  my  travels. 

Moth.  Indeed  fhe  is  moft  welcome,  fo  are  you  fbn  {klt^el. 

T t 2 Now 
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Now  all  my  bleffing  on  thee  •,  thou  haft  made  me 
Younger  by  20  years,  than  I was  yefterday. 

Will  you  walk  in  what  ails  this  Gentlewoman  > 

Alas,  I fear  fhe  is  not  well,  good  Genlewoman. 

Mer.  You  fear  right. 

Moth.  Shelias  fafted  over  long, 

You  (hall  have  fupper  prefently  o’th’ board. 

Mer.  She  will  not  eat-,  I can  afliire  you  Mother, 

For  Gods  fake  let  your  Maid  condud  her  up 
Into  fome  fair  becoming  Chamber 
Fit  for  a woman  of  her  Being,  and 
As  foon  as  may  be, 

I know  ftie’s  very  ill,  and  wou’d  have  reft. 

Moth.  There  is  one  ready  for  her,  the  blew  chamber. 

Mer.  ’Tis  well.  I’ll  lead  you  to  your  chamber  door 
And  there  I’ll  leave  you  to  your  quiet,  Miftrifs. 

mfe.  I thank  you.  Sir,  good  reft  to  every  one. 

You’ll  fee  me  once  again  to  night,  I hope.  Exit. 

Mer.  When  you  fhall  pleafe.  I’ll  wait  upon  you.  Lady. 

Moth.  Wdiere  arethefe  maids,  attend  upon  the  Gentle- 
woman, and  fee  Ihe  want  no  good  thing  in  the  houle  ? good- 
night with  all  my  heart  forfooth,  good  Lord  how  you  are 
grown,  is  \iq  not  Alexander 

Alex.  Yes  truly,  he’s  ftiot  up  finely,  God  be  thanked. 

Mer.  An  ill  weed.  Mother,  will  dofo. 

Alex.  You  fay  true,  Sir,  an  ill  weed  grows  apace. 

Mer.  Alexander  the  ihntp.,  you  take  very  quickly. 

Moth.  Nay,  I cnnteWyou^  Alexander  will  do  it,  do  you  | 
read  madcap  (fill? 

Alex.  Sometimes  forfboth. 

Moth.  But  faith  Son,  what  Countreys  have  you  travell’d  ? 
Mer.  Why  many.  Mother,  as  they  lay  before  me,  France, 
Spam,  Italy  and  Germany,  and  Other  Provinces  that  1 am 
fure,  you  are  not  better’d  by,  when  you  hear  of  them. 

Moth.  Andcanyouthefe  tongues  perfedly  > 

Mtr.  Of  fome  a little.  Mother. 

Moth.  Pray  fpout  fome  French  Son. 

Mer.  Youunderftand  it  not,  and  to  your  ears  ’twill  goc 
like  an  unfliod  cart  upon  the  ftones,  only  a rough  unhand- 
fome  found. 

I would  fain  hear  fome  Fri?«c&. 

Alex.  Good  Sir,  fpeak  fome  French  to  my  Miftrifs. 

Mer.  At  yout  inttenty  Alexander,  Iwill,  whofhall  I f|)eak 

to?  \ ^ . 

Alex.  Ifyourworfhip  will  dome  the  favour  Sir,  to  me. 
Mer.  Uomfetr,  Poultron,  Conksto,  Ctdlione,  Befay,  Man  cur. 
Alex.  Arve  Monnfeir. 

Moth.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  this  fine  indeed,  gods  bleffing  on  thy 
heart  Son,  by  my  troth  thou  art  grown  a proper  Gentleman, 
-cullenand  puUen,  good  god  what  awkeward  words  they  ufe 
beyond  the  feas,  ha,  ha,  ha  ? 

Alex.  Did  not  I anfwer  right. 

Mer.  Yts  good  Alexander,  if  you  had  done  fo  too, 

But  good  Mother,  I am  very  hungry,  and  have  rid  far  to 
day,  and  am  faffing. 

Moth.  You  fliall  have  your  fupper  prefently,  my  fwect 
Son. 

Mer.  As  foon  as  you  pleafe,  which  once  ended. 

I’ll  go  andvifityou  fick  Gentlewoman. 

Moth.  Come  then.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Antonio  lik^e  a PojI,  "^ith  a Letter. 

Ant.  I have  ridden  like  a fury,  to  make  up  this  work, 
and  I will  do  it  bravely,  e’r  I leave  it  j this  is  the  houfe  I 
am  fure. 

Enter  Alexander. 


A lex.  Sir,  cannot  I deliver  ’em  ? for  the  truth  is,lhe’sill, 
and  in  her  chamber.  ’ 

Ant.  Pray  pardon  me,  I muff  needs  fpeak  with  her,  my 
bufmefs  is  fb  weighty. 

Alex.  I’ll  tell  her  fo,  and  bring  you  prefent  word. 

Ant.  Pray  do  fb,  and  I’ll  attend  her,  pray  god  the  grief  of  I 
my  imagined  death,  fpoil  not  what  I intend,  I hope  it  will 
not. 

Alex.  Though  fhe  be  very  ill,  and  defires  no  trouble, 
Yet  if  your  bufinefs  be  fo  urgent,  you  may  come  up  and  | 
fpeak  with  her. 

Ant.  I thank  you  Sir,  I follow  you.  Exit  Alex  i 


Enter  Wife. 

Wife.  What  fliould  this  fellow  be  i’th’  name  of  Heaven, 
that  comes  withfuch  poft  bufinefs?  fiiremy  Husband  hath 
reveal’d  himfelf,  and  inthishafte  lent  after  me,  are  you  the 
Poft  my  friend  ? 

Enter  Antouio. 

Ant.  Yes  forfboth  Miftrifs. 

Wife.  What  good  news  haft  thou  brought  me  gentle  Poft? ' 
For  I have  woe  and  grief  too  much  already. 

Ant.  I would  you  had  left,  Miftrifs,  I could  wifh  it,  be- 
fhrew  my  heart  fhe  moves  me  cruelly. 

Wife.  Have  I found  you  once  more  Jugler  ? well  Jewel,  I 
thou  haft  only  virtue  in  thee,  of  all  i read  of  yet*,  what 
ears  has  this  afs  to  betray  him  with  ? well,  what’s  your  | 
bufinefs  then? 

Ant.  I have  brought  a Letter  from  your  fervant,  Miftrifs,  | 
in  hafte. 

Wife.  Pray  give  it  me,  I hope  thebeft  ft  ill. 

Ant.  This  is  the  upfhot,  and  I know  1 have  hit  it. 

Well,  if  thefpiritsof  the  dead  do  walk,  I fhall 
Hear  more  of  this  one  hundred  years  hence. 

Wife.  By  any  means  you  muft  have  fpecial  care,  for  now  I 
the  City  is  pofleft  for  certain,  my  Matter  is  made  away,  I 
which  for  ought  I know  is  truth  indeed  *,  good  Miftrifs  leave  I 
your  grief,  and  fee  your  danger,  and  let  that  wife  and  no- 
ble Gentleman  with  whom  you  are,  be  your  right  hand  in 
all  things. 

Ant.  Now  do  I know  I have  the  better  on’t,  by  the  Ian. 
guiftiing  of  her  eye  at  this  near  inftant,  ’tisftill  iimminginl 
her  blood,  in  coyning  fomewhat  to  turn  Mercury,  I know  | 
it. 

Wife.  He  is  my  Husband,  and  ’tis  reafbnable  he  fhould  1 
command  in  all  things,  fince  he  will  be  an  afs  againftthe 
hair,  at  his  own  peril  be  it,  in  the  morn  you  lhall  have  a* 
pacquet,  till  when,l  muft  intreat  you  ftay,  you  fhall  not  lofe  ] 
by  it. 

Ant.  1 do  not  doubt  it,  Miftrifs  I’ll  leave  you  to  your  j 
reft,  and  wait  your  pleafure. 

Wife.  Do,  and  feek  out  the  Gentleman  of  the  houfe,  bid 
him  come  to  me  prefently. 

Ant.  Who,  Mr.  Mercury  ? 

Wife.  Do  you  know  hiin,  Poft  ? 

Ant.  Only  by  fight  forfooth,  now  I remember  your  fer- 
vant will’d  me  to  let  you  know  he  is  the  only  man,  you  and 
and  your  fortunes,  are  now  to  reft  upon. 

Wife.  Prethee  no  more,  I know  all  this  already. 

Ant.  I’ll  take  my  leave  now,  I am  made  for  ever.  Ex//. 

Wife.  Good  night,  1 am  provided  for  you,  my  fine  youth. 

Exit. 


Alex.  Who  wou’d  you  fpeak  with.  Sir? 

Ant.  Marry  Sir,  1 would  fpeak  with  a Gentlewoman, 
came  this  night  late  here  from  the  City,  I have  fome  Let- 
ters of  importance  to  her,  I am  a Poft  Sir,  and  would  be  dif- 
pach’d  in  hafte. 


Enter  Mother,  beating  Viola,  Alexander  vrith 
a broken  Glafs. 

Mother.  I’ll  make  thee  have  more  care, 

Viola.  Good  Miftrifs  pardon  me 

Moth.  Thou’ltne’r  be  good  I warrant  thee,  can  your  fine 
fingers  hold  no  fatter  ? 

Viola.  Indeed  it  was  sgainftmy  will. 

Moth 
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Moth.  Mixattder.^  let’s  fee  the  glafs,  as  I am  true  kiiTome 
woman,  it  is  one  of  the  chryftal  glaflb  my  Cofm  fent  me, 
,and  the  baggage  hath  broke  it  where  it  cannot  be  mended, 
.Alexander.^  can  Humphrey  mend  this  think  you  ? 

Alex.  No  truly,  this  will  ne’er  be  mended. 

Fio.  Truly  I meant  but  to  walh  it  for  the  Gentlewoman 
that  is  fick  above,  and  lhaking  out  the  water,  knockt  it 
againfl:  the  pail  fide. 

Moth.  Did  you  fo  > be  fure  I’ll  flop  it,  ’twill  make  a good 
gap  in  your  quarters  wages,  I can  tell  you. 

Fiola.  I pray  forgiyeme,  and  let  me  have  no  wages  this 
firfi:  quarter. 

Moth.  Go  whimling,  and  fetch  two  or  three  grating 
loaves  out  of  the  Kitching,  to  make  Ginger-bread  of,  ’tis 
fuch  an  untoward  thing.  E;ic/f  Viola. 

Alex.  She’s  fomewhat  fimple  indeed,  Ihe  knew  not  what  a 
kimnel  was,  flie  wants  good  nurture  mightily. 

Moth.  My  Son  tells  me,  that  this  young  widow 

^ means  to  fojourn  here,  file  offers  largely  for  her  board,I  may 
offer  her  good  cheer , prethee  make  a ftep  i’th’  morning 
down  to  the  Parfonage  for  fome  Pigeons  ? what  are  you 
mad  there  / what  noife  is  that  ? are  you  at  bowls  within  ? 
why  do  you  whine  ? 

Enter  Viola  weeping. 

Vio.  I have  done  another  fault,  I befeech  you  fvveet  Mi- 
ftrifs  forgive  me. 

Moth.  What’s  the  matter. 

'Vio.  As  I was  reaching  for  the  bread  that  lay  upon  the 
Ihelf,  I have  thrown  down  the  minc’d  meat,  that  fliould  have 
made  the  pies  to  morrow. 

Moth.  Get  thee  out  of  my  houfe,  thou  filthy  deltroying 
Harlot,  thou.  I’ll  not  keep  thee  an  hour  longer. 

Vio.  Good  Miftrifs,  beat  me  rather  for  my  fault,  as  much 
as  it  deferves,  I donotlcnow  whithir  to  go. 

Moth.  No  I warrant  thee,  out  of  my  doors. 

Vio.  Indeed  I’ll  mend,  I pray  fpeak  you  for  me. 

Alex.  If  thou  hadfb  hurl’d  down  any  thing  but  the  Pie- 
meat,  I would  have  fpoke  for  thee,  but  I cannot  find  in  my 
heart  now. 

Moth.  Art  thou  here  yet?  I think  I mull  have  an  Officer 
to  thruft  thee  out  of  my  doors,  mull  I ? 

Vio.  Why,  you  may  flop  this  in  my  wages  too. 

For  God’s  fake  do.  I’ll  find  my  felf  this  year  j 
And  let  me  flay. 

Met.  Thon’t  fpoil  ten  times  as  much.  I’ll  cudgel  thee 
out  of  my  doors. 

Vio.  lamaffur’dyou  are  more  merciful. 

Than  thus  to  beat  me  and  difeharge  me  too. 

Moth.  Doft  thou  dilpute  with  me,  Alexander  carry  the 
prating  hilding  forth. 

Vio.  Good  Miftrifshear  me,  I have  here  a Jewel, 

My  Mother  left  me,  and  ’tis  fomething  worth : 

Receive  it,  and  when  all  my  faults  together 
Come  to  the  worth  of  that,  then  turn  me  forth. 

Till  then  I pray  you  keep  me. 

Moth.  Whatgiggombob  have  we  here?  pray_  god  you 
have  not  pilfred  this  fomewhere,  th’art  fuch  a puling  thing, 
wipe  your  eyes,  and  rife,  go  your  ways,  A lexander  ^hid  the 
Cook  mince  fome  more  meat,  come,  and  get  you  to  bed 
quickly,  that  you  may  up  betime  i’th’  morning  a milking, 
or  you  and  1 fnall  fall  out  worle  yet.  Exit  Moth,  and  Alex. 

Vio.  She  has  hurt  my  arm  •,  I am  afraid  ffie  is  a very  angry 
woman,  butblefshim  heaven  that  did  me  the  moft  wrong, 

1 am  afraid wife  fliould  fee  me,  flie  will  know  me. 

Mother  rvithin,  Melvia. 

Vio.  I am  coming,  flie’s  not  angry  agen  I hope.  Exit. 

Enter  Mercury. 

Mer.  Nowwhataml  the  better  for  enjoying 
This  woman  that  1 lov’d  lb  ? all  I find. 

That  1 before  imagined  to  be  happy : 


illi 

Now  I have  done,  it  turns  to  nothing  elfe 

But  a poor  pitied,  and  a bale  repentance,  1 

Lldsfoot,  I am  monftrous  angry  with  my  felf : 

Why  fnouldamanthathas  dilcourfeandreafon. 

And  knows  how  near  he  lofes  all  in  thefe  things, 

Covet  to  have  his  wiflies  latisfied; 

Which  when  they  are,  are  nothing  but  the  fliamc 
I do  begin  to  loath  this  woman  Ibrangely, 

And  I think  juftly  too,  that  durfl;  adventure. 

Flinging  away  her  modefly  to  take 
A ftranger  to  her  bed,  her  Husbands  body 
Being  fcarce  cold  in  the  earth  for  her  content. 

It  was  no  more  to  take  my  fenles  with 

Than  if  I had  an  idle  dream  in  fleep 

Yet  I have  made  her  promifes ; which  grieves  me 

And  I mult  keep  ’em  too,  1 think  flie  hunts  me; 

The  devil  cannot  keep  thefe  women  off^ 

When  they  arc  fletchedonce. 

Enter  Wife  in  night  attire. 

Wife.  To  bed  for  gods  fake  Sir,  why  do  you  Pay  here? 
Some  are  up  i’th’  houfe,  I heard  the  wife,  * 

Good  dear  fweet-heart  to  bed. 

Mfr.  Why,  I am  going?  why  do  you  follow  me.? 

You  would  not  have  it  kno  wn  I hope,  pray  get  you 
Back  to  your  chamber,  the  doors  hard  by  for  me, 

Let  me  alone,  1 warrant  you  this  it  is 
Tothrefliwell,  I have  got  a cullomcr, 

Whll  you  go  to  bed  ? 

Wife.  Will  you? 

Mer.  Yes,  1 am  going. 

Wife.  Then  remember  your  promile  you  made  to  marry 
me. 

Mer.  I will,  but  it  was  your  fault,  that  it  came 
To  this  pinch  now,  that  it  mull:  need  remembrance; 

For  out.  of  honelty  1 offer’d  you 

To  marry  you  firfi,  why  didyou  flack  that  offer  ? 

Wife.  Alas  I told  you  the  inconvenience  of  it. 

And  what  wrong  it  would  appear  to  the  world 
If  I had  married  in  fuch  polt-haffe 
After  his  death ; befide,  the  foolifli  people 
Would  have  been  bold  to  have  thought  we  had  lain  toge- 
ther in  his  time,  and  like  enough  imagin’d 
We  two  had  murther’d  him. 

Mer.  I love  her  tongue  yet. 

If  I were  a Saint 

A gilded  Saint,  and  fuch  a thing  as  this 
Should  prate  thus  wittily  and  feelingly 
Unto  my  Holinefs,  I cannot  tell. 

But  I fear  Ihrewdly  I fliould  do  fomething 
That  would  quite  fcratch  me  out  o’th’  Kalender, 

And  if  I flay  longer  talking  with  her, 

Though  I am  mad  at  what  I have  done  already, 

Yet  I fliall  forget  my  felf  again  j 
I feel  the  Devil 

Ready  to  hold  my  llirrop  •,  pray  to  bed,  good  night. 

Wife.  This  kifs,  good  night  IweetLove, 

And  peace  goe  with  thee  : thou  haft  prov’d  thy  felf 
Thehonefteftman  that  ever  was  entic’d 
To  thatfweet  fin  as  people  pleafe  to  call  it, 

Of  lying  with  anothers  wife,  and  I, 

I think  the  honefteft  woman  without  blufliing. 

That  ever  lay  with  another  man,  I lent  my  Husband 
Into  a Cellar,  poll,  fearing,  and  juftly 
He  fliould  have  known  him,  which  I did  not  purpole 
Till  I had  had  my  end. 

Well,  now  this  plot  is  perfeft,  let  him  brag  oa’t. 

Exit.  * 
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JBus  Quintus, 

Scd^na  Frima, 

Enter  JujUce  and  Curio  rvith  a Paper. 

////?. -Olrlady  Sir,  you  have  rid  hard  that  you  have. 

Cwr.  ijThey  that  havebufinefs,  muft  dolo,I  take  it. 

Juii.  You  fay  true,  w’hen  fet  you  out  my  triend? 

Cur.  About  ten  a clock,  and  I have  rid  all  night. 

Ju(i.  By  the  matsyou  are  tough  indeed,  I have  feen  the 
day,  I would  have  rid  too  with  the  proudetl  otthem,  and 
fling  dirt  in  their  faces,  and  I have  don’t  with  this  loolifli 
boy.  Sir,  many  a time^  but  what  canlatt  always?  ’tisdone, 
’tis  done  now.  Sir,  age,  care,  and  office,  brings  us  to  our 
footcloaths,  the  more  the  pity. 

Curio.  I believe  that.  Sir,  but  will  it  pleafe  you  to  read 
the  bufinefi  ? 

Jtifl.  My  friend,  lean  read,  and  I can  tell  you  when’. 

Cur.  Would  I could  too  Sir,  for  my  hafte  requires  it. 

Juji.  Whence  comes  it  do  you  fay  ? 

Cur.  Sir  from,  the  City. 

Juji.  Oh  from  tne  City,  ’tis  a reverent  place. 

Curio.  And  his  juftice  be  as  ffiort  as  his  memory, 

A Dudgion  Dagger  will  fervehim  to  mow  down  finwith- 

W hat  clod-pole  Commiffioner  is  this  > 

Juji.  And  by  my  faith,  govern’d  by  worthy  members, 
Dilcreet  and  upright. 

Cur.  Sir,  they  are  beholding  to  you,  you  have  given  fome 
of  them  a commendations,  they  were  not  worthy  of  this 
twenty  years. 

Ju{i.  Go  to,  go  to,  you  have  a merry  meaning,  I have 
found  you  Sir,  i’  faith,  you  are  a wag,  away,  fie  now  I’ll  read 
Your  Letter. 

Cur.  Pray  do  Sir  ^ what  a mifery  ’tis 
To  have  an  urgent  bufinefs  wait  the  Jullice 
Of  fuchan  old  Tuffitaffata  that  knows  not. 

Nor  can  be  brought  tounderftand  more  fence. 

Than  howto  refiore  fupprefl: Alehoufes, 

And  have  his  man  compound  fmall  trefpalles. 

For  ten  groats. 

y«y?.Sir,it  feems  hare  your  bufinefs  is  of  a deeper  circum- 
ftance  than  I conceiv’d  it  for  ^ what  do  you  mean.  Sir? 

Cur.  ’Tis  for  mine  own  eafe  I’ll  affure  your  Worffiip. 

Juji.  It  fliall  not  be  i’faith  friend,  here  I have  it. 

That  one  Antonio  a Gentleman,  1 take  it  fo, 

Y es,  it  is  fo,  a Gentleman  is  lately  thought  to 
Have  been  made  away,  and  by  my  faith,  upon  a 
Pearls  ground  tco,  if  you  confider  \ well,  there’s 
Knavery  in’t,  I I'ee  that  without  Ipedacles. 

Cur.  Sure  this  fellow  deals  in  revelation,  he’s  lb  hidden, 
Goe  thy  ways,  thou  wilt  fiick  a bench  fpitas  formally. 

And  ffiew  thy  Agot,  and  hatch’d  chain 
As  well  as  the  belt  of  them. 

Juji.  And  now  I have  confider’ d,  I believe  it. 

Cur.  What  Sir? 

Juji.  That  he  was  murdered, 

Cttr.  Did  you  know  him  ? 

Juji.  No. 

Cur.  Nor  how  it  is  fuppos’d. 

Juii.  No,  nor  1 care  not  two-pence,  thole  are  toys  and 
yet  I verily  believe  he  was  murdered,  as  fure  as  I believe 
thou  art  a man,  1 never  fail’d  in  thefe  things  yet,  w’are 
a man  that’s  beaten  to  thefe  matters,  experience  is  a certain 
conceal’d  thing  that  fails  not ; pray  let  me  ask  you  one 
thing,  why  do  you  come  to  me? 

Cur.  Becaufethe  Letter  is  addrefi;  to  you,  being  the  near- 
efi;  Jultice. 

ju{i.  Thenearelt  ? is  that  all  ? 


Cur.  I think  it  be  Sir,  I would  be  loth  you  ffiouldbethe 
wifelt. 

Juji.  Well  Sir,  as  it  is,  I will  endeavour  in  it-,  yet  if  it 
had  come  to  me  by  name,  I know  not,  but  I think  it  had 
been  as  fooii  difpatcht  as  by  another,  and  with  as  round  a 
wifdom,  I,  and  as  happily,  but  that’s  all  one;  I have  born 
this  place  this  thirty  years,  and  upwards,  and  with  fufficient 
credit,  and  they  may  when  they  pleafe,  know  me  better- 
tothenearefl;  ? well.  . ’ 

Cur.  Sir,  it  is  not  my  fault,  for  had  I known  you 
fooner , 

Juji.  I tfiank  you  Sir,  I know  it. 

Cur.  I’ll  befworn  you  fliould  have  plaid  for  any  bufinefs 
now. 

Jtifl.  And  further,  they  have  fpecified  unto  me,  his 
Wife  is  forely  fufpeded  in  this  matter,  as  a main, 
caiife. 

Cur.  I think  ffie  be  Sir,  for  no  other  caule  can  be  yet 
found. 

Jufl.  A nd  one  a traveller,  with  whom  they  fay 

diredly  ffie  is  runaway,  and  as  they  think  this  way. 

Cur.  1 knew  all  this  before. 

Jufl.  V.ffill  Sir,  this  Mercury  I know,  and  his  breeding, 
a neighbors  child  hard  by,  you  have  been  happy.  Sir,  in 
coming  hither. 

Cur.  Then  you  know  where  to  have  him.  Sir? 

Juji.  I do  Sir,he  dwells  near  me.  ' 

Cur.  I doubt  your  Worffiip  dwels  near  a knave  then. 

Jufl.  I think  fc  ^ pray  put  on  : but  ’tis  a wonder 
Tofeehcwgracelefs  people  are  now  given. 

And  How  bafe  virtue  is  accounted  with  them 
That  ffiouldbe  all  in  all,  as  fays  a wife  man. 

I tell  you  Sir,  and  it  is  true,  that  there  have  been  fuch 
murthers,  and  of  late  days,  as!  ’twould  make  your  very 
heart  bleed  in  you,  and  fome  of  them  as  I flrall  be  enabled, 

I will  tell  you,  it  fell  out  of  late  days. 

Cur.  It  may  be  fo,  but  will  it  pleafe  you  to  proceed  in 
this  ? 

Jufl.  An  honefl:  Weaver , and  as  good  a workman,  as 
e’er  ffiot  fhuttle,  and  as  clofe : but  every  man  mull  dye  j this 
honeft  Weaver  being  a little  mellow  in  his  Ale,  that  was 
the  evidence  verbatim.,  Sir,  God  blefs  the  mark,  Iprung 
his  neck  juft  in  this  place:  well  Jarvh thou  hadlfc 
wrongs,  and  if  I live*  fome  of  the  belt  ffiali  Bveat  for’t, 
then  a wench 

Cur.  But  Sir,  you  have  forgot  my  bufinefs. 

Jufl.  Afober  pretty  maid  about  17.  they  lay,  certainly, 
howfoever  ’tis  ffiuffled,  ffie  burfl  her  lelf,  and  fondly,  if  it 
be  fo,  with  Furmety  at  a Churching,  but  I think  the  Devil 
had  another  agent  in’t : either  of  which,  if  I can  catch, 
ffiali  flretch  for’t. 

Cur.  This  is  a mad  Jullice  that  will  hang  the  Devil  j 
but  I would  you  would  be  ffiort  in  this,  before  that  other 
notice  can  be  given. 

Juji.  Sir,  I will  doe  difcreetly  what  is  fitting  j what,  An^ 
tonio  ? 

Ant.  within.  YourWorffiip. 

Jufl.  Put  on  your  bell  coat,  and  let  your  fellow  Uar\  goe 
to  the  Conllable,  and  bid  him  aid  me  with  all  the  fpeed  he 
can,  and  all  the  power,  and  provide  Pen  and  Ink  to  take 
their  confeffions,  and  my  long  fword  : I cannot  tell  what 
danger  we  may  meet  with  ^ you’ll  go  with  us? 

Cur.  Yes,  what  elle  ? I came  to  that  end  to  accufe  both 
parties. 

Jufl.  May  I crave  what  you  are  ? 

Cur.  Faith  Sir,one  that  to  be  known  would  not  profit  you, 
more  than  a near  kinfmanof  the  dead  Antonio's. 

Juii.  ’Tis  well,  I am  lorry  for  my  neighbor,  truly,  that  i 
he  had  no  more  grace,  ’twill  kill  his  Mother^  ffie’sagood  ; 
old  woman,  will  you  walk  in?  I’ll  but  put  my  cloak  on,  and  i 
my  chain  off,  and  a clean  band,  and  have  my  ffiooes  blackt  j 
over,  and  ffiift  my  Jerkin,  and  we’ll  to  our  bufinefs,  and  you 
ffiali  fee  how  I can  bolt  thefe  matters. 

Cur.  As  foonas’t  pleafe  you.  Sir.  Exit. 

En  Cf 
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Enter  Valerio,  and  Richardo. 

Val.  This  is  the  place  ^ here  did  I leave  the  Maid 
Alone  lafl;  night,  drying  her  tender  eyes, 

Uncertain  what  to  do,  and  yet  delirous 
To  have  me  gone. 

Rich.  How  rude  are  all  we  men. 

That  take  the  name  of  Civil  to  our  felves  ? 

If  me  had  fet  her  foot  upon  an  earth 
Where  people  live  that  we  call  barbarous  ^ 

Though  they  had  had  no  houfe  to  bring  her  to, 
They  would  have  fpoil’d  the  glory,  that  the  fpring 
I^s  deckt  the  trees  in,  and  with  willing  hands 
Have  torn  their  branches  down,  and  every  man 
Would  have  become  a builder  for  her  fake. 

What  time  left  you  her  there? 

Val.  1 left  her,  when  the  Sunhad  fomuchto  fett. 
As  he  is  now  got  from  his  place  of  rife. 

Rich.  So  near  the  night  fhe  could  not  wander  far  *, 
Fair  Viola ! 

Val.  It  is  in  vain  to  call,  file  fought  a houfe 
Without  all  queftion. 

Rich.  Peace,  fair  Viola  ? 

Fair  Viola  ? who  fhould  have  left  her  here 
On  fuch  a ground  ? if  you  had  meant  to  lofe  her. 
You  might  have  found  there  were  no  ecclios  here 
To  take  her  name,  and  carry  it  about, 

When  her  true  Lover  came  to  mourn  for  her. 

Till  all  the  neighboring  valleys  and  the  hills, 

Refounded  Viola,^ 

And  fuch  a place. 

You  fhould  have  chofe 

You  pity  us  becaufe 

The  dew  a little  wets  our  feet. 

Unworthy  far  to  feek  her  in  the  wet  • 

And  what  becomes  of  her  ? where  wandred  fhe. 
With  two  fhowers  raining  on  her,  from  her  eyes 
Continually,  abundantly,  from  which 
There’s  neither  tree  nor  houfe  to  fhelter  her^ 

Will  you  go  with  me  to  travel  ? 

Val.  Whither  ? 

Rich.  Over  all  the  world. 

Val.  No  by  my  faith.  I’ll  make  a fhorter  journey 
When  I do  travel. 

Rich.  But  there’s  no  hope 
To  gain  my  end  in  any  fhorter  way. 

Val.  Why,  what’s  your  end? 

Ricf?.  Itisto  fearch  theearth. 

Till  we  have  found  two  in  the  fhapes  of  men. 

As  wicked  as  our  felves. 

Val.  ’Twere  not  fo  hard  to  find  out  thofc. 

Rich.  Why,  ifwe  find  them  out. 

It  Were  the  better,  for  what  brave  villany. 

Might  we  four  do  ? we  wou’d  not  keep  together : 

For  every  one  has  treachery  enough 

For  twenty  countreys,  one  fhould  trouble  Afta., 

Another  fhould  fow  flrife  in  Africa  *, 

But  you  fhould  play  the  knave,  in  at  home  in  Europe., 
And  for  America  let  me  alone. 

Val.  Sir,  I am  honefter. 

Than  you  know  how  to  be^  and  can  no  more 
BeVvrong’d,  but  I fhall  find  my  felf  aright. 

Rich.  If  you  had  any  fpark  ofhonefty. 

You  would  not  think  that  honefter  than  1, 

Were  a praifehigh  enough  to  ferve  your  turn: 

If  men  were  commonly  fo  bad  as  I, 

Thieves  would  be  put  in  Calendars  for  Saints; 

' And  bones  of  murderers  would  work  miracles, 
h am  a kind  of  knave,  of  knave  fo  much 

There  is  betwixt  me,  and  the  vileft  elfe 

But  the  next  place  of  all  to  mine  is  yours. 


Enter trpoMilk^maidi  andWoXz  rvith  path,, 

V al.  That  laft  is  fhe,  ’tis  flie. 

Rich.  Let  us  away,  we  fliall  infed  her,  let  her  have  the 
wind, 

And  we  will  kneel  down  here. 

Vio.  Wenches  away,  for  here  are  men. 

Val.  Fair  maid,  I pray  you  ftay. 

Vio,  Alas,  agen  ? (go. 

Rich.  Why  do  you  lay  hold  on  her  ? I pray  heartily  let  her 
Val.  With  all  my  heart,  I do  not  mean  to  hurt  her. 

Rich.  But  ftand  away  then  for  the  pureft  bodies 
Will  fboneft  take  infedion,  ftand  away. 

But  for  infeding  her  my  felf,  by  heaven, 

I would  come  there,  and  beat  thee  further  off 
Vio.  I know  that  voice  and  face. 

V al.  You  are  finely  mad,  goodbvvy  Sir,  now  you  are  here 
together.  I’ll  leave  oou  fo,  god  fend  you  good  luck,  both; 
when  you  are  fbberer,  you’ll  give  me  thanks.  Exit. 

Madg.  Wilt  thou  go  milic  ? come.  -- 
Nan.  Why  doft  not  come  ? 

Madge.  She  nods,  fhe’s  afleep.  , 

Nan.  What  wert  up  fb  early  > ' 

Madge.  I think  yon  man’s  mad  to  kneel  there,  nay  come' 
come  away,  uds  body,  Nan,  help,  fhe  looks  black  i’th  face. 
She’s  in  a found. 

Nan.  And  you  be  a man,  come  hither,  and  help  a woman. 
Rich.  Come  thither  ? you  are  a fool. 

Nan.  And  you  a knave  and  a beaft  that  you  are. 

Rich.  Come  hither,  ’twas  my  being  now  fo  near. 

That  made  her  her  fwound,  and  you  are  wicked  people,  , 
Or  you  wou’d  do  fb  too;  my  venom  eyes 
Strike  innocency  dead  at  fuch  a diftance. 

Here  I’ll  kneel,  for  this  is  out  of  diftance. 

Nan.  Th’art  a prating  afs,  there’s  no  goodnefs  in  thee, 

I warrant,  how  doft  thou? 

Vio.  Why?  well. 

Madge.  Art  thou  able  to  go  ? 

Vio.  No,  pray  go  you  and  milk,  if  I be  able  to  come 
I’ll  follow  you,  if  not,  I’ll  fit  here. 

Till  you  comeback. 

Nan.  I am  loth  to  leave  thee  here  with  yon  wild  fool, 

Vio.  I know  him  well,  I warrant  thee  he  will  not  hurt 
me. 

Madge.  Come  then  Nan.  Exeunt  Maids. 

R ich.  How  do  you  ? be  not  fearfull,  for  I hold  my  hands 
Before  my  mouth,  and  fpeak,  and  fo 
My  breath  can  never  blaft  you, 

Vio.  ’Tw'as  enough  to  ufe  me  ill,  though  you  had  never 
fought  me  to  mock  me,  why  kneel  you  fo  far  off,  were  not 
that  gefture  better  us’d  in  prayer,  hadl  dealt  fb  with  you, 
I fhould  not  fleep,  till  heaven  and  you  had  both  forgiven 
me. 

Rich.  I do  not  mock,  nor  lives  there  fuch  a villain 
That  can  do  any  thing  contemptible 
To  you,  but  I do  kneel,  becauleit  is 
Anadion  very  fit  and  reverent. 

In  prefence  of  fo  pure  a creature. 

And  fb  far  off,  as  fearful  to  offend. 

One  too  much  wrong’d  already. 

Vio.  You  confefs  you  did  the  fault,  yet  fcorn  to  come. 

So  far  as  hither,  to  ask  pardon  for’t; 

Which  I could  willingly  afford  to  come. 

To  you  to  grant,  good  Sir  if  you  have 
A better  love,  may  you  be  bleft  together. 

She  fhall  not  wifhyou  better  than  I will, 

I but  offend  you,  there  are  all  the  Jewels 
I ftole,  and  all  the  love  I ever  had, 

I leave  behind  with  you.  I’ll  carry  none 
To  give  another  may  the  next  maid  you  try 
Love  younoworfe,  nor  be  no  worfethan  I, 

Rich.  Do  not  leave  me  yet  for  all  my  fault. 

Search  out  the  next  things  to  impoflible. 

And 
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And  pntmcon  them  when  they  are  effefted, 

I may  widi  better  modefty  receive 
Forgiveiicis  from  yon. 

Vid.  I willfctno  pennance, 

To  gain  the  great  forgiveneis  yon  delire : 

But  to  come  hither  and  take  me  audit, 

I Orelfe  Bll  come  and  beg,  Ibyou  willgraht^ 

I That  you  will  be  content  to  be  forgiven. 

1 Kkh.  Nay,  I will  come  fince  you’ll  have  it  fo, 

I And  fince  you  pleale  to  pardon  me  I hope 
1 Free  from  inteflion,  here  I am  by  you  ^ 

I A carelefs  man,  a breaker  of  my  faith, 
lAlothfome  drunkard^  ana  in  that  wild  fury  : 

I A hunter  after  whores  ; I do  befeech  you, 

I To  pardon  all  thefe  faults,  and  take  me  up 
I An  honelf,  fober,  and  a faithful  man. 

I Vio.  For  heavens  fake,  urge  your  faults  no  more,but  mend, 
I All  the  fdrgivenefs  I can  make  you,  is, 

I To  love  you,  which  I will  do,  and  defire 
I Nothing  but  love  again,  which  if  I have  not 
I Yet  I will  love  you  Ifill. 

I Rich.  Oh  Women,  that  fome  one  of  you  will  take, 

I An  everlafting  pen  into  your  hands : 

I And  grave  in  paper  which  the  writ  fhall  make, 

I More  laffing  than  the  marble  Monuments, 

I Your  matchlefs  virtues  to  poflerities  ; 

I Which  the  defedfive  race  of  envious  man, 

I Strive  to  conceal. 

I Vio.  Methinks  1 would  not  now  for  any  thing, 

I But  you  had  miff  me,  1 have  made  a ftory, 

[willferve  to  wafte  many  a winters  fire 
I When  we  are  old.  I’ll  my  daughters  then, 

1 Themiferies  their  Mother  had  in  love: 

I And  Fay,  my  girls  be  wifer,  yet  I would  not 
'I  Have  had  more  wit  my  felf,  take  up  thofe  Jewels, 
iFor  I think  I hear  my  fellows  coming. 

J 'Enter  the  Milketttaids  mth  their  paili. 

j Madge.  How  doft  thou  now  ? ( home  ? 

j Vio.  why,  very  well  I thank  you,  ’tis  late,  fhall  I hafle 

j Nan.  I prethee  we  fnall  be  fhent  foundly. 
j Madge.  Why  does  that  railing  man  goe  with  us  ? 
j Vio.  I prethee  fpeak  well  of  him,  on  my  word, 
j He’s  an  honeft  man. 

j Nan.  There  was  never  any  Fo  one’s  complexion,  a Gen- 
j tleman  ? 

j I’de  be  afham’d  to  have  fuch  a foul  mouth.  Exemt. 

I Enter  ATother^  Alexander,  Andrugio,  and  bis 
j man  Rowland. 

Moth.  How  now  Alexandev.^  what  Gentleman  is  this  ? 
Alex.  Indeed  forfooth  1 know  not,  I found  him  at  the  mar- 
ket full  of  woe,  crying  a lofl:  daughter,  and  telling  all  her 
j tokens  to  the  people^  and  what  you  wot  1 by  all  fubfeription 
J in  the  world,  it  fhould  be  our  new  Maid  Melvia.^  one  would 
j little  think  it,  therefore  I was  bold  to  tell  him  of  her  Mi- 
j flrifs. 

j Moth.  Melvial  It  cannot  be,  fool,  alas  you  know  fhe 
I is  a poor  wench,  and  I took  her  in  upon  mere  charity. 

I And.  So  Feem’dmy  daughter  when  fhe  went  away,  as  fhe 
had  made  her  felf. 

Moth.  What  ftature  was  your  child  of,  Sir  ? 

And.  Nothigh,  and  of  a brown  complexion. 

Her  Hair  aborn,  a round  face,  which  feme  friends  that 
flattered  me,  would  fay  ’twould  bem  good  one. 

Alex.  This  is  ftill  Melvia.,  Miftrifs,  that’s  the  truth  on’t. 
Moth.  It  maybefo,  I’llpromife  you. 

Alex.  Well,  goe  thy  ways,  the  flower  of  our  Town,  for 
a hand  and  a foot,  I fhall  never  fee  thy  fellow. 

Moth.  But  had  fhe  not  fuch  toyes,  as  Bracelets,  Rings, and 
Jewels  ? 


, And.  She  was  fomething  bold  indeed,  to  take  fuch  things 
that  night  fhe  left  me.  ° 

Moth.  Then  belike  Iherun  away? 

And.  Though  fhe  be  one  I love^  I dare  not  lye,  flie  did 
indeed. 

Moth.  What  think  you  of  this  Jewel? 

And.  Yes,  this  was  one  of  them,  and  this  was  mine, 
you  have  made  me  a new  man,  I thank  you  for  it. 

Moth.  Nay,  and  file  be  given  to  filching,  there  is  your 
Jewel,  I am  clear  on’t:  but  by  your  leave, Sir,  you  fhall 
anfwer  me  for  what  is  loft  fince  fhe  came  hither,  I can  tell 
you,  there  lye  things  fcattering  in  every  place  about  the 
houl'e. 

Alex.  As  I am  virtuous,  I have  the  lyingft  old  Gentle- 
woman to  my  Miftrifs,  and  the  moft  malicious,  the  devil  a 
good  word  will  fhe  give  a fervant,  that’s  her  old  rule  ^ and 
God  be  thanked,  they’ll  give  her  as  few,  there  is  perfed 
love  on  both  fides,  it  yearns  my  heart  to  fee  the  wench 
mifeonftrued,  a careful  foul  fhe  is.  I’ll  be  fworn  for  her, 
and  when  fhe’sgone,  let  them  fay  what  they  will,  they  may 
caft  their  caps  at  fuch  another. 

And.  What  you  have  loft  by  her,  with  all  my  heart 
I’ll  fee  you  double  paid  for,  you  have  fav’d 
With  your  kind  pity,  two  that  muft  not  live 
llnlefs  it  be  to  thank  you  •,  take  this  Jewel, 

Thisftrikes  off  none  of  her  offences,  Miftrifs, 

Would  I might  fee  her. 

Moth.  Alexander.^  run  , and  bid  her  make  hafte  home, 
fhe’s  at  the  milking  dole  ^ but  tell  her  not  by  any  means 
who’s  here,  I know  fhe’ll  be  too  fearful. 

Alex.  Well,  we’ll  have  a pofTet  yet  at  parting,  that’s  my 
coffifort,  and  one  round,  orelfe  I’ll  lofe  my  Will. 

Exit. 

And.You  fliall  find  Silvio.,  Ztberto,  and  Pedro  enquiring 
for  the  Wench  at  the  next  Town,  tell  them  fhe  is  found, 
and  where  I am,  and  with  the  favor  of  this  Gentlewoman, 
defire  them  to  come  hither. 

Moth.  I pray  do,they  fhall  be  all  welcome.  Exit.Serv 

Enter  Jtijiice,  Curio,  and  Mark. 

Juji.  By  your  leave  forfooth,  you  fliall  fee  me  find  the 
parties  by  a flight. 

Moth.  Who’s  that,  Mr.  Juftice  ? how  do  you.  Sir  ? 

Jujl.  Why,  very  well,  andbufie,  where’s  your  Son? 
Moth,  He’s  within.  Sir. 

Juji.  Hum,  and  how  does  the  young  woman  my  Colin, 
that  came  down  with  him. 

Aloth.  She’s  above,  as  a woman  in  her  cafe  may  be. 

Ju^.  You  have  confeft  it  ? then  firrah  call  in  the  Offi- 
cers : fhe’s  no  Cofin  of  mine  \ a mere  trick  to  diftover 
all. 

To  difeover?  what? 

Enter  Mark  and  Officers. 

Juffi.  You  fhall  know  that  anon : I think  I have  over- 
reached you-,  oh  welcome,  enter  thehoufe,  and  by  virtue 
of  my  warrant  which  you  have  there,  feize  upon  the  bodi- 
yperfons  of  thofe  whofe  names  are  there  written,  to  wit, 
one  Mercury.,  and  the  wife  of  one  Antonio. 

Moth.  For  what. 

Juji.  Away  1 fay. 

This  Gentleman  fhall  certifie  you  for  what.  Ex.  Officer. 

Moth.  He  can  accufe  my  Son  of  nothing,  he  came  from  tra- 
vel but  within  thefe  two  days  ? 

Jufi.  There  hangs  a tale. 

Moth.  I fnould  be  lorry  this  fnould  fall  out  at  any  time  : 
Dut  efpecially  now  Sir  •,  will  you  favour  me  lb  much,  as 
to  Jet  me  know  of  what  you  accufe  him  .<* 

Cur.  Upon  fufpition  of  murther. 

Moth.  Murther  ? I defie  thee. 

Curig. 
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Cur,  I pray  God  he  may  prove  himfelf  innocent. 

. Fie,  fay  not  fo,  you  fhew  your  felf  to  be  no  go6d 
Common-wealths  man : for  the  more  are  hang’d  the  better 
’tis  for  the  Common-wealth. 

Moth.  By  this  rule  you  were  belt  hang  your  felf. 

Jufl.  I forgive  your  honeft  mirth  ever ; Oh  welcome, wel- 
come Mark^ 


Enter  Mark  and  Officers-,  with  Mercury  and  the  Wife. 


Your  Pen,  Ink,  and  Paper,  to  take  their  examinati- 
ons. 

Mer.  Why  do  you  pull  me  fo  ? I’ll  go  alone. 

Juft.  Let  themftand,  let  them  Hand  quietly,  whilfl:  tliey 
are  examin’d? 

JFife.  What  will  you  examine  us  of. 

Jufi.  Of  murther. 

Mer.  Why,  he  was  my  friend. 

Wife.  He  was  my  Husband. 

Juf.  The  more  lhame  for  you  both  •,  Mari^  your  Pen  and 
Ink. 

Moth.  Pray  God  all  be  well,  I never  knew  any  ofthefe 
travellers  come  to  good  ^ I befeech  you,  Sir,  be  favourable 
to  my  Son. 

Jufi.  Gentlewoman,  hold  you  content,  1 would  it  were 
/come  to  that  ? 

' Mer.  For  gods  lake  mother,  why  kneel  you  to  fuch  a pig- 
brib’d  fellow  ? hehasfurfeited  ofGeefe,  and  they  have  put 
him  into  a fit  of  Jullice^  lethimdohisworll. 

Jujl.  Is  yourpaper^ready  ? 

Markc  I am  ready.  Sir. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Jufi.  Accufe  them.  Sir,  I command  thee  to  lay  down  ac- 
cuiations  againll  thefe  perfons,  in  behalf  of  the  State,  and 
firft  look  upon  the  parties  to  be  accus’d,  and  deliver  your 
name. 

Cur.  My  name  is  Curio.,  my  murthered  kinfraan 
If  he  were  living  now,  I Ihouldnot  know  him,  ' 

’Tis  lb  long  fince  we  faw  one  another. 

Ant.  My  Colin  Curio} 

Cur.  But  thus  much  from  the  mouths  of  hisfcrvants,and 
others,  whofe  examinations  I have  in  writing  about  me,  I 
can  accufe  them  of-,  this  the  lall;night,but  this  lalt, 

lay  in  /4«#o«zVs  houfe,  and  in  the  night  he  role,  railing  An- 
tonio., where  privately  they  were  in  talk  an  hour,  to  what 
end  I know  not : but  of  likelyhood,  finding  Antonio*s  houle 
not  a fit  place  to  murder  him  in,  he  fulferedhim  to  go  to 
bed  again,  but  in  the  morning  early,  he  train’d  him  I think 
forth,  after  which  time  he  never  jfaw  his  home  i his  cloaths 
were  found  near  the  place  where  Mercury  was,  and  the  peo- 
ple at  firlt  denyed  they  faw  him : but  at  laft  he  made  a fri- 
vilous  tale,  that  there  he  Ihifted  himfelf  into  a Footmans 
habit : but  in  Ihort,  the  next  hour  this  woman  went  to  Afcr- 
cury,  and  in  her  Coach  they  polled  hither -,  true  accufations, 
1 have  no  more,  and  I will  make  none. 

Jtifi.  No  more?  we  need  no  more,  firrah,  be  drawing 
their  Mittimus  before  we  hear  their  anfwer.  What  fay  you 
Sif  ? are  you  guilty  of  this  murther  ? 

A'fer.  No  Sir. 

Jufi.  Whether  you  are  or  no,  confefs,  it  will  be  the  bet- 
ter for  you. 

Mer.  If  I were  guilty,  your  Rhetorick  could  not  fetch  it 
forth : but  though  I am  innocent,  I confefs,  that  if  I 
were  a Hander  by,  thefe  circmllances  urg’d,  which  are 
true,  would  make  me  doubtlefs  believe  the  acculed  parties, 

' to  be  guilty. 

Jufi,  Write  down,  that  he  being  a Hander  by  ^ for  fo 
you  fee  he  is,  doth  doubtlefly  believe  the  accufed  parties, 
I which  is  himfelf  to  be  guilty. 
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Mer.  I fay  no  fuch  thing. 

Jufi.  Write  It  down  J fay,  we’ll  try  that. 

Mer.  I care  not  what  you  write,  pray  God  you  did  not 
kill  him  for  my  love,  though  I am  free  from  this,  we  both 
deferve 

Wife.  Govern  your  tongue  I pray  you,  all  is  well,  my 
Husband  lives,  I know  it,  and  I lee  him. 

Jufi.  They  whifper,  fever  them  quickly  I fay,  Officers^ 
why  do  you  let  them  prompt  one  another.  Gentlewoman, 
what  fay  you  to  this,  are  not  you  guilty  ? ' 

Wife.  No,  as  I hope  for  mercy. 

Jufi.  But  are  not  thofe  circumHances  true,  that  this  Gen- 
tleman hath  fo  Hiortly  and  methodically  deliver’d  ? 

Wife.  They  are,  and  what  you  do  with  me,  I care  not, 
Since  he  is  dead,  in  whom  was  all  my  care : ’ 

You  knew  him  not. 

Jufi.  No,  an’t  been  better  for  you  too,  and  you  had  ne- 
ver kno  wn  him. 

Wife.  Why  then  you  did  not  know  the  worlds  chief  joy. 
His  face  lb  manly  as  it  had  been  made, 

To  fright  the  world,  yet  he  fo  fw^eetiy  temper’d  • 

That  he  would  make  himlclf  a natural  fool,  ^ 

To  do  a noble  kindefs  fora  friend. 

He  was  a man  whole  name  I’ll  not  out-live, 

Longer  than  heaven,  whofe  Will  muH  be  obey’d  *, 

Will  have  me  do. 

Ant.  And  1 will  quit  thy  kindnefs. 

Jufi.  Before  me,  fne  has  made  the  tears  Hand  in  mine 
eyes,  but  ImuHbe  auHejre,  Gentlewoman-,  you  muH  toa- 
fefs  this  murder. 

Wife.  I cannot.  Sir,  I did  it  not,  but  1 delire  to  fee  thoH 
examinations  which  this  Gentleman  acknowledges  to  have 
about  him,  for  but  late  laH  night  I receiv’d  Letters  from- 
the  City,  yet  I heard  ofnoconfellion,then. 

Jufi,  You  Ihall  fee  them  time  enough  I warrant  you,  bur 
Letters  you  fay  you  had,  where  are  thofe  Letters  ? 

Wife,  Sir,  they  are  gone.  ..  . . .\  ' 

Jufi.  Gone  ? whither  are  they  gone  ?, . < 

How  haveyoudifpos’d  of ’em?  v 

Wife.  Why  Sir,  they  are  for  womens 'matters,  and  fo  I 
ule  ’em. 

Jufi.  Who  writ ’em? 

Wife.  A man  of  mine. 

Jufi.  Who  brought  ’efti  ? 

Wife.  APoH. 

Jufi.  A PoH  .f*  there  is  fome  great  haHe  Hire,  aha,  where 
is  that  PoH  ? 

Wife.  Sir,  there  he  Hands. 

Jufi.  Does  he  lb?  bring  hither  chat  PoH,  I am  afraid  that 
PoH  will  prove  a knave  ^ come  hither  PoH,  what  ? what 
can  you  fay  concerning  the  murder  oi  Antonio} 

Ant.  What’s  that  to  you  ? 

Jufi.  Oh  PoH,  you  have  no  anfwer  ready,  have  you?  I’ll 
have  one  from  you. 

Ant.  You  Ihall  have  no  more  from  me  than  you  have- 
you  examine  an  honeH  Gentleman  and  Gentlcmoman 
here,  ’tis  pitty  fuch  fools  as  you  Ihould  be  i’th  Coin- 
miflion. 

Jufi.  Say  you  lb  PoH,  take  away  that  PoH,  whip  him 
and  bring  him  again  quickly.  I’ll  hamper  you  PoH. 

Mer.  Antonio,  I know  him  now  as  well;  what  an 
irregular  fool  is  this? 

Ant.  Whip  me  ? hold  off! 

Wife.  Oh  good  Sir  whip  him,  by  his  murmuring  he  fnould 
know  fomething  ofmy  Husbands  death  j that  may  quit  me, 
for  gods  fake  fetch’t  out. 

Jufi.  Whip  hii-n  I fay. 

Ant.  Who  is’t  dares  whip  me  now? 

Wife.  Oh  my  lov’d  Husband. 

Mer.  My  moH  worthy  friend?  where  have  you  been  lb 
long  ? 

Jint.  I cannot  fpeak  for  joy. 

Jufi.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  now,  and  Hia’I  not  Law 
then  have  her  courfe  ? 
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Andra.  It  fliall  hevc  no  other  coisrfc  than  it  has  I think. 

Ju\K  It  fliall  have  other  coiuTe  lieforc  I go,  or  Til  beat 
mv  brains,  and  I fay  it  was  not  honefcly  done  of  him  to 
difeover  hirnl'clf  before  tlie  parties  accus’d  were  executed, 
that  Law  might  have  had  her  courfe,  for  then  the  kingdom 
fourifhes. 

Ant.  Butfucha  wife  as  thou,  had  never  any  man,  and 
fuch  a friend  as  he,  b;.‘lieve  me  wife,  fliall  never  be  good 
wife,  love  niy  friend,  friend  love  my  wife,  hark  friend, 

Jnji.  Mark^^  if  we  can  have  nothing  to  do,  you  fliall  fwear 
the  peace  of  lome  body. 

Yes  Sir. 

ylnt.  By  my  troth  I am  forty  my  wife  is  fo  obffinate, 
footh,  if  I could  yet  do  thee  any  good,  I wou’d,  faith  1 
wou’d. 

Mer.  I thank  you  Sir,  I have  lofl  that  paflion. 

yjHt.  Colin  Ck/vo,  you  and  I muff  be  better  acquainted, 

C«r.  It  is  my  wifli.  Sir, 

Ant.  I fliould  not  have  known  you  neither,  ’tis  fo  long 
fince  we  law,  we  were  but  children  then : but  you  have 
fliew’d  your  felf  an  honeflman  tome. 

Cur.  I would  be  ever  fb. 

Enter  Richardo  and  Viola. 

Moth.  Look  you,  who’s  there. 

And.  Say  nothing  to  me,  for  thy  peace  is  made. 

Rich.  Sir,  I can  nothing  fay,  1 

But  that  you  are  her  Father,  you  can  both 

Not  only  pardon,  when  you  have  a wrong, 

Butlove  where  you  have  moft injury. 

Jtiji.  1 think  1 fliall  hear  of  no  hanging  this  year,  there’s 

A Tinker  and  a Whore  yet,  the  Cryer  laid,  that  rob’d  her 
and  are  in  prifon,  1 hope  they  lliall  be  hang’d.  ’ 

And.  No  truly  Sir,  they  have  broke  prifon. 

Juji.  ’Tis  no  matter,  then  rhe  Jaylor  lhall  be  hang’d. 

Afid.  You  are  deceiv’d  in  that  too.  Sir,  ’twas  known  to 
be  againft  his  will,  and  he  hath  got  his  pardon,  1 think  for 
nothing,  but  if  it  doth  coft  him  any  thing.  I’ll  pay  it. 

Juji.  Mark^,  up  with  your  papers,  away. 

Mcr\  Oh  you  fhallltay ‘dinner,  I have  a couple  of  brawling 
neighbors,  that  I’ll  afliire  you  will  not  agree,  and  youfhall  ' 
have  the  hearing  of  their  matter. 

Juji.  With  all  my  heart, 

Mer.  Go,  Gentlemen,  go  in.  , 

Rich.  Oh  Viola,  that  no  fuccceding  age, 

Might  loofe  the  memory  of  what  thou  wert. 

But  fuch  an  overfwayed  Sex  is  yours. 

That  all  the  virtuous  adions  you  can  do. 

Are  but  as  men  will  callthem^  and  I fwear, 

’Tis  my  belief,  that  women  want  but  ways  •, 

To  praife  their  deeds,  but  men  want  deeds  to  praife. 

Exeunt  omnes. 

E P I L < 

0 G U E.  ! 

^ Is  ended,  hutnty  hopes  and  fears  begin, 

J Uor  can  it  be  imputed  as  a ftn 

In  me  to  roijf)  it  favour,  if  this  night. 

To  the  Judicious  it  hath  givn  delight.  . 

1 have  my  ends,  and  may  fuch  for  their  grace, 
Vbuchfafd  to  this,  find  theirs  in  every  place. 

. 
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THE 


SEA-VOYAGE. 

A Comedy. 


The  Perfons  reprefcnted  in  the  Play. 


Albert,  aYi^nchPirat^  in  love  with  kmvsAi. 

Tibalt  du  Pont,  a.  merry  Gentleman, friend  to  Albert. 
Mafter  of  the  Ship,  an  honeji  merry  man. 

Lamure,  an  ufuring  Merchant. 

Franville,  a vain-glorious  gallant. 

Morillat,  a Jhallow-braind  Gentleman. 

Bortlwain,  an  honeji  man. 


Sebaftian,  a noble  Gentleman  tj/Portugal,  Husband  to 
Rofellia. 

Nicula,  hucphew  to  Sebaftian,  both  caji  upon  a defart 
Ijiand. 

Rairaond,  brother  to  Aminta. 

Surgeon, 

Sailors. 


Women. 

hmmtOi,  Mifirifs  to  h\htxt,anoble  French  Virgin,  .Hippolita,^#,  r ,.  , 

Ro^ellia,G^7^>eyw/f  of  the  Amazonian  Portugals.  1 Crocale,  J Ladies,  Members  of  the  Female  Com- 

Clarinda,  Daughter  toKokWiz^in  love  with Mhtit,  l juletta.  ^ mon-wealth. 

The  Scene,  Firft  at  Sea,  then 
in  the  defart  Iflands. 

The  Principal  Aiftors  were 


Jofeph  Taylor, 
William  Eglejione, 
Nich.Toolie. 


Joh  Lowin. 

^ohn  Underwood, 


ASim  Frimus, 

A ‘Tempe(i,  Thunder  and  Lightning. 

Enter  Majier  and  two  Sailors. 

Mafier. 

Ay  her  aloof,  the  Sea  grows  dangerous. 
How  it  Ipits  againft  the  clouds,  how'  it  ca- 
pers. 

And  how  the  fiery  Element  frights  it  back 
There  be  Devils  dancing  in  the  airlthink 
I faw  a hang  i’th  horns  oW  moon 
Shot  from  a wave,  heyday,  heyday. 

How  fhe  kicks  and  yerks  ? 


Sceena  Frhna. 

(Down  with  the  Main  Mad;,,  lay  her  at  hull, 

Farle  up  all  her  Linnens,  and  let  her  ride  it  out. 

I Sailor.  She’ll  never  brook  it  Mafter. 

She’s  fo  deep  laden  that  file’ll  bulge  ^ 

Majier.  Hang  lier. 

Can  fhe  not  buffet  with  a ftorm  a little  ? 

How  it  tollesher,  flie  reels  like  a Drunkard. 

2.  Sail.  We  have  difcover’d  the  Land,  Sir, 

Pray  let’s  make  in,  fhe’s  fb  drunk  elfe. 

She  may  chance  to  caft  up  all  her  Lading.  (perifli’d 

I Sail.  Sland  in,  hand  in,  we  are  all  loft  elfe,  loft  and 
Steer  her  a Star-board  there. 

U u 2 iSail. 
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iSail.  Ecarin  with  a!!  the  fail  we  can, fee  Mafter 
See,  what  a clap  of  Thunder  there  is, 

W hat  a fa^  e ol  heaven,  how  dreadfully  it  looks  ? ( praying-, 
Mjft.  T fiou  ralcal,  thou  fearful  rogue,  thou  had  been 
I fee’e  in  thy  face,  thou  hail  been  mumbling, 

When  wcarefplit  you  Have  :,  is  this  a time. 

To  difeonrage  our  friends  v/ith  your  cold  orizons  ? 

Callup  thei'oathvain-,  how  it  ftorms-,  holla. 

Bojtf.  What  fl^ali  \vc  do  ivlafter  ? 

Call;  over  all  heiTadmg  ? IhewilL  not  fvvira 
An  hour  elfe  ^ 

Enter  Albert,  Franviic,  La-mure,  Tibalt 
de  pout.  Morillat 

The  florm  is  loud. 

We  cannot  hear  one  another, 
j What’s  the  coaft?  ^ 

i Weknow  notyc fiiall  wemakein? 

/ibert.  Vfhat  comfort  Sailors  > 

; never  faw,  fince  1 have  known  the  Sea, 

( which  has  been  this  twenty  years)  forude  a tempeft  : 
m what  State  are  we  ? 

Miji.  Dangerous  enough  Captain, 

We  have  fprung  five  leaks,  and  no  little  ones  •, 

Still  rage befides,  her  ribs  are  open  -, 

Her  rudder  almoll:  {pent  •,  prepare  your  felves  -, 

And  have  good  courages,  death  comes  but  once. 

And  let  him  come  in  all  his  frights. 

Albert.  Is’t  not  poflible. 

To  make  intoth’  Land  ? ’tis  here  before  us. 

MoriU.  Here  hard  by  Sir. 

jifjjE  Death  is  nearer,  Gentlemen. 

Yet  do  not  cry,  let’s  dye  like  men. 

Tib.  Shall’shoife  the  Boat  out. 

And  goe  all  at  one  cad  ? the  more  the  merrier. 

Enter  Amint. 

■ MA.  You  are  toohady  Mounfieur, 

Do  ye  long  to  be  i’th’Fifn-market  before  your  time? 
i Hold  her  up  there. 

Ambit.  Oh  miferable  fortune. 

Nothing  but  horror  Ibuiiding  in  mine  ears, 

No  minute  to  promife  to  my  frighted  foul, 

7ib.  Peace  woman, 

We  ha  dorms  enough  already  ^ no  more  howling. 

Amint.  Gentle  Mader, 

Ms\i.  Clap  this  woman  under  hatches. 

Alb.  Prethelpeak  mildly  to  her. 

Amint.  Can  no  help  ? 

Mali.  None  that  I know. 

Amint.  No  promife  from  your  gooodnels.' 

Ma[f-.  Am  1 a God  ? for  heavens  fake  dow  this 
"lib.  Go:  take  your  gilt  Prayer-Book  woman  ^ 

And  to  your  bulmefs  -,  wink  and  die, 

There’s  an  old  Haddock  dales  for  ye. 

Amint.  Mud  Idle  here  in  all  the  frights  and  terrors, 

The  thoufand  feveral  diapes  death  triumphs  in.^ 

No  friend  to  counfel  me 

Alb.  Have  peace  fweet  Midriis. 

Amint.  No  kindreds  tears  upon  me?  oh  ! my  countrey? 
No  gentle  hand  to  clofe  mine  eyes  ? 

Alb.  Be  comforted,  hea*/cn  has  the  lame 
Power  dill,  and  the  fame  mercy. 

Amint.  Oh,  that  wave  will  devour  me. 

Maft.  Carry  her  dow-n  Captain  ^ 

Or  by  thefe  hands  I’ll  give  no  more  direftion. 

Let  the  Ship  fink  orfwim,  we  ha  ne’er  better  luck, 
\A'henweha  fuch  dowageas  thefe  trinkets  with  us^ 

Thefe  fweet  fin-breeders : how  can  heaven  fmile  onus, 
VA'hen  fuch  a burthen  of  iniquity 

Lies  tumbling  like  a potion  in  our  Ihip’s  belly  ? Exit. 

Tib.  Away  with  her,  and  if  Ihe  have  a Prayer, 

That’s  fit  for  fuch  an  hour,  let  her  fay’t  quickly. 


And  ferioufly.  j^^it. 

Alb.  Come,  I lee  it  clear  Lady,  come  in. 

And  take  fome  comfort.  I’ll  day  w ith  ye. 

Amint.  WTerc  lliould  I day  ? to  what  end  Ihould  I hope, 
Am  not  I circled  round  with  mifery  ? 

Confufions  in  their  full  heights  dwell  about  me: 

Oh  Mounfieur  Albert.,  How  am  I bound  to  curfe  ye, 

If  curies  could  redeem  me  ? how  to  hate  ye  ? 

You  forc’d  me  from,  my  quiet,  from  my  friends  ^ 

Even  from  their  Arms,  that  were  as  dear  to  me. 

As  day-light  is,  or  comfort  to  the  wretched^ 

Y ou  forc’d  my  friends  from  their  peaceful  red. 

Some  your  relentlefs  fword  gave  their  lad  groans  j 
W ould  I had  there  been  numbred  -, 

And  to  fortunes  never  fatisfied  afflidions, 

Yc  turn’d  my  Brother  j and  thofe  few  friends  I’d  left, 

Like  defperate  creatures,  to  their  own  fears 
And  the  world’s  dubborn  pitties : Oh  mercilefs! 

Alb.  Sweet  Midrifs. 

Amint.  And  whither.they  are  waiidred  to  avoid  ye. 

Or  whither  dead,  and  no  kind  earth  to  cover  ’em^ 

Was  this  a Lovers  part?  but  heaven  has  found  ye. 

And  in  his  loudeft  voice,  his  voice  of  thunder. 

And  in  the  mutiny  of  his  deep  wonders. 

He  tells  ye  now,  ye  weep  too  late : 

Alb.  Let  thefe  tears  tell  how  I honor  ye  ^ 

Ye  know  dear  Lady,  fince  ye  are  mine. 

How  truly  I have  lov’d  ye,  how  fandimonioufly 
Obferv’d  your  honor  i not  one  lafcivio'us  word. 

Not  one  touch  Lady  jnOjUota  hopethatmight  not  render 
The  unpolluted  fervant  of  your  chadity  ^ (me 

For  you  I put  to  fea,  to  leek  your  Brother  ; 

Your  Captain,  yet  your  Have,  that  his  redemption. 

If  he  be  living,  where  the  Sun  has  circuit. 

May  expiate  your  rigor,  and  my  ralhnels^ 

Amint,  The  dorm  grows  greater,,  what  lhall  we  do? 

Alb.  Let’s  in : 

And  ask  heavens  mercy ; mydrongmind  yet  prelages, 

Through  all  thefo  dangers,  we  lhall  fee  a day  yet 

Shall  crown  your  pious  hopes,  and  my  fair  wilhes.  Exit. 

Enter  Majler,  Sailors.,  Gentlemen.,  and  Boatfivain. 

Ma^.  It  mud  all  over-board. 

Boatf.  It  clears  to  Sea- Ward  Mad. 

Fling  o’er  the  Lading  there,  and  let’s  lighten  her  j 
All  the  meat,  and  the  Cakes,  we  are  all  gone  elfo  ^ 

That  we  may  find  her  Leaks,  and  hold  her  up  j 
Yet  fave  fome  little  Bisket  for  the  Lady, 

Till  we  come  to  the  Land. 

La-m.  Mud  my  Goods  over  too  ? 

Why  honed  Mader  ? here  lies  all  my  money  *, 

The  Money  I ha  w’rackt  by  uliiry. 

To  buy  new  Lands  and  Lordfiiips  in  new  Countreys, 

’Caufo  I was  banilh’d  from  mine  own 
I ha  been  this  twenty  years  a raifing  it. 

Tib.  Out  with  it: 

The  devils  are  got  together  by  the  ears,  who  lhall  have  it  j 
And  here  they  quarrel  in  the  clouds. 

La-m.  I am  undone  Sir: 

Tib.  And  be  undone,  ’tis  better  than  we 

La-m.  Oh  fave  one  Ched  of  Plate. 

1 ib.  Away  with  it  ludily.  Sailors  ^ 

It  was  fome  pawn  that  he  has  got  unjudly^ 

Down  with  it  low  enough,  and  let  Crabs  breed  in’t  j 

Mafi.  Over  with  the  Trunks  too. 

Enter  Albert. 

Alb.  Take  mine  and  Ipare  not. 

Mali.  We  mud  over  with  all. 

Fran.  Will  ye  throwaway  my  Lorddip 
That  I fold,  put  it  into  cloaths  and  necellaries. 

To  goe  to  fea  with? 

Tib.  Over  with  it  j I love  to  fee  aLordlhip  fink^ 

Sir, 
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sir,  you  left  no  wood  npon’t,  to  buoy  it  up^ 

You  might  ha’  fav’dit  clfe. 

Fran.  I am  undone  for  ever  j 

yllb.  Why  we  are  all  undone  • would  you  be  only  happy? 
La-m.  Sir,  you  may  loofe  too. 
lib.  Thoulieft-,  I ha’  nothing  but  my  skin. 

And  my  cloaths  ^ my  fvvord  here,  and  my  felf  j 
Two  Crowns  in  my  pockety  two  pair  of  Cards  i 
And  three  falle  Dice  ; I can  fwim  like  a filh 
Rafcal,  nothing  to  hinder  me. 

Boatfrv.  In  with  her  of  all  hands. 

Mali.  Come  Gentlemen,come  Captain,  ye  mull  help  all  j 
My  life  now  for  the  Land, 

’Tis  high,  and  rocky,  and  full  ofperilsj 

Alb  However  let’s  attempt  it, 

Ma(i.  Then  cheer  lullily  my  hearts.  Exit. 

Enter  Seballian  and  Nicula. 


Ni.  A llrong  young  man.  Sir,  with  a handfom  woman. 
Hanging  about  his  neck. 

Sebaji.  Thatfliews  fome  honor*. 

May  thy  brave  charity,  what  e’er  thou  art. 

Be  fpoken  in  a place  that  may  renown  thee. 

And  not  dye  here. 

Nicuf.  The  Boat  it  feems  turn’d  over. 

So  forced  to  their  fliifts*,  yet  all  are  landed ; 

They’re  Pirates  on  my  life. 

S ebaji.  They  will  not  rob  us  *, 

For  none  will  take  out  mifery  for  riches : 

Come  Cofin,  let’s  defeend,  and  try  their  pities  *, 

If  wegetofF,  a little  hope  walks  with  us:^ 

If  not,  we  lliallbut  load  this  wretched  Ifland 

With  the  lame  lhadows  frill,  that  mull  grow  fliorter.  Ex. 

Enter  Albert,  Aminta,  Tibalt,Morillat,La-mure, 
Mafier^  Franvile,5«r^e(?rt,  Sailors. 


Sebaji.  Yes,  ’tis  a Ship,  I fee  itnow,  a tall  Ship^ 

She  has  wrought  lullily  for  her  deliverance  ^ 

Heavens  mercy,  what  a wretched  day  has  here  been? 

Nicu.  To  flill  and  quiet  minds  that  knew  no  mifery, 

It  may  feem  wretched,  but  wfith  us  ’tis  ordinary  ^ 

Heaven  has  no  ftorm  in  llore,  nor  earth  no  terror. 

That  can  leem  new  to  us. 

Sebaji.  ’Tis  true  ZVirwj^,  if  fortune  were  determin’d 
To  be  wanton,  and  would  wipe  out  the  llories 
Of  mens  mileries ; yet  we  two  living. 

We  could  crofsher  purpole^  for  ’tisimpofiible, 

Shelhould  cureus,  we  are 4b  excellent  in  our  afflidions*. 

It  would  be  more  than  glory  to  her  bfindnels, 

Andllile  her  pow’-er  beyond  her  pride,  to  quit  us. 

NicH.  Do  they  live  Hill  ? 

Sebaji.  Yes,  and  make  to  harbor: 

Nicu.  Moll  miferable  men  *,  I grieve  their  fortunes. 

Sebaji.  How  happy  had  they  been, had  the  Sea  cover’d  em? 
They  leap  from  one  calamity  to  another  *, 

Had  they  been  drown’d,  they  had  ended  all  their  forrows. 
What  Ihouts  of  joy  they  make? 

NicH.  Alas  poor  wretches,  had  they  but  once  experience 
Of  this  Ifland,  they’d  turn  their  tunes  to  wailings  ^ 

Sebajii  Nay,  to  curfes. 

That  ever  they  fet  foot  on  fuch  calamities-, 

Here’s  nothing  but  Rocks  and  barrennefs. 

Hunger,  and  cold  to  eat  *,  here’s  no  Vineyards 
To  cheer  the  heart  of  man,  no  Chriftal  Rivers, 

After  his  labour,  to  refrefli  his  body. 

If  he  be  feeble^  nothing  to  rcllore  him. 

But  heavenly  hopes,  nature  that  made  thofe  remedies. 

Dares  not  come  here,  nor  look  on  our  diltrelfes. 

For  fear  fhe  turn  wild,  like  the  place,  and  barren. 

Nicu.  Ohllncle,  yet  a little  memory  of  what  we  were, 
’Twnll  be  a little  comfort  in  our  calamities  ^ 

When  we  were  feated  in  our  blelled  homes. 

How  happy  in  our  kindreds,  in  our  families. 

In  all  our  fortunes  ? 

Sebaji.  Curie  on  thofe  French  Pirats,that  difplanted  us*, 
That  flung  us  from  that  happinefs  wx  found  there 
Conftrain’d  us  to  Sea,  to  ftive  our  lives,  honors,  and  our 
With  ail  we  had,  our  kinfmen,and  our  jewels,  (riches. 
In  hope  to  find  fome  place  free  from  fuch  robbers. 

Where  a mighty  llorm  fever’d  our  Barks, 

That,  where  my  Wife,  my  Daughter 
And  my  noble  Ladies  that  went  with  her. 

Virgins  and  loving  fouls,  to  fcape  thofe  Pirats. 

Nicuj'.  They  are  yet  living  fuch  goodnefs  cannot  perilh. 

Sebaft.  But  never  to  me  Cofin  ^ 

Never  to  me  again  i what  bears  their  Flag- Haves  ? 

Nicu.  The  Arms  of  France  fure  *, 

Nay,  doe  not  Hart,  w’e  cannot  be  more  miferable  j 
Death  is  a cordial,  now,  come  when  it  will. 

Sebaji.  T hey  get  to  flrore  apace,  they’ll  flie  as  fall  (there.? 
VTen  once  they  find  the  place  *,  what’s  that  which  fwims 


Tib.  Wet  comealhore  my  mates,wearefafe  arrived  yet. 
Majl.  Thanks  to  heavens  goodnefs,  no  man  loll^ 

The  Ship  rides  fair  too,  and  her  leaks  in  good  plight. 

Alb.  The  weathers  turn’d  more  courteous  j 
How  does  my  Dear .? 

Alas,  how  weak  lire  is,  and  wet  ? 

Amint.  lam  glad  yet,  ifeap’dwith  lifej 
Which  certain,  noble  Captain,  next  to  heavens  goodnefs, 

I mull  thank  you  for,  and  which  is  more. 

Acknowledge  your  dear  tendernels,  your  firm  love 
To  your  unworthy  Millrils,  and  recant  too 
( Indeed  I mull ) thofe  harlh  opinions. 

Thole  cruel  unkind  thoughts,  I heaptuponye^ 

Farther  than  that,  I mull  forget  your  injuries. 

So  far  lamti’d,  andfet’redtoyourfervice. 

Believe  me,  I will  learn  to  love. 

Alb.  I thank  ye  Madam, 

And  it  lhallbemy  praftife  to  ferve. 

What  cheer  companions  ? 

Tib.  No  great  cheer  Sir,  a piece  of  fouc’d  Bisket 
And  halfe  a hard  egg  for  the  Sea  has  taken  order 
Being  young  and  ftrong,  we  lhall  not  furfet  Captain. 

For  mine  own  part,  I’ll  dance  till  I’m  dry  ^ 

Come  Surgeon,  out  with  your  Cliller-pipe, 

Andllrike  a Galliard. 

Alb.  What  a brave  day  again.? 

And  what  fair  weather,  after  fo  ferula  florm? 

La  w«re.I,an’t  pleas’d  the  Mailer  he  might  ha  feeri 
This  weather,  and  ha’ fav’d  our  goods. 

Alb.  Never  think  on ’em,  we  have  our  lives  and  healths. 

La-m.  I mull  think  on  ’em,  and  think 
’Twas  moll  malicioufly  done  to  undoe  me. 

Fran.  And  me  too,  I loll  all  \ 

I ha’n’t  another  Ihirt  to  put  upon  me,  nor  cloaths 
But  thele  poor  rags  \ I had  fifteen  fair  fuits. 

The  worll  was  cut  upon  Taflaty. 

Tib.  I am  glad  you  ha’ loll,  give  me  thy  hand. 

Is  thy  skin  whole  ? art  thou  not  purl’d  with  fcabs  ? 

No  antient  monuments  of  Madam  V enus  ? 

Thou  hall  afuit  then  will  pofethe  cunning’ll  Tailor, 

That  will  never  turn  fafliion,  nor  forfake  thee, 

Till  thy  executors  the  Worms,  uncafe  thee. 

They  take  off  glorious  futes  Franvile : thou  art  happy. 
Thou  art  deliver’d  of ’em*,  here  are  no  Brokers^ 

No  Alchymilts  to  turn  ’em  intoMettal*, 

Nor  leather’d  Captains,  with  Ladies  to  adore  ’em  % 

Wilt  thou  fee  a Dog-filh  rife  in  one  of  thy  brave  doublets, 
And  tumble  like  a tub  to  make  thee  merry. 

Or  an  old  Haddock  rife  with  thy  hatch’d  fword 
Thou  paid’ll  a hundred  Crowns  for  ? 

A Mermaid  in  a Mantle  of  your  Worfhips, 

Or  a Dolphin  in  your  double  Ruffe  ?_ 

Fran.  Ye  are  merry,  but  if  I take  it  thus. 

If  I be  foilled  and  jeer’d  out  of  my  goods. 

La-m.  Nor  I,  I vow  thee. 

Nor 
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Nor  Mafter,  nor  Mate,  1 fee  your  cunning, 

Alb.  Oh  be  not  angry  Gentlemen. 

Moril.  Yes  Sir,  we  have  reafon. 

And  Ibmc  friends  I can  make. 

' Mai^.  What  I did  Gentlemen,  was  for  the  general  fafety. 

If  yc  aim  at  me,  I am  not  fo  tame. 

Tib.  Pray  take  mycounfel  Gallants. 

Fight  not  rill  the  Surgeon  be  well. 

He’s  damnable  fea-lick,  and  may  fpoil  all  ^ 

Befides  he  has  loft  his  Fiddleftick,  and  the  bell 
Boxof  Bores-greafe  •,  why  do  you  makefuch  faces. 

And  hand  your  fwprds  ? 

Alb.  Who  would  ye  fight  with  Gentlemen  ? 

Who  has  done  ye  wrong?  for  fliamebe  better  temper’d. 
No  fboner  come  to  give  thanks  for  our  fafeties, 

But  we  mull;  raile  new  civil  broils  amongfi;  us 

inflame  thofe  angry  powers,to  (bower  new  vengeance  on  us? 

What  can  we  expecl;  for  thefe  unmanly  murmurs, 

Thefe  ftrong  temptations  of  their  holypitties, 

But  plagues  in  another  kind,  a fuller,  fo  dreadful. 

That  the  finging  ftorms  are  flumbers  to  it  ? 

Tib.  Be  men,  and  rule  your  minds  ^ 

If  you  will  needs  fight.  Gentlemen, 

And  think  to  raife  new  riches  by  your  valours, 

Have  at  ye,  I have  little  elfe  to  do  now 
I have  faid  my  prayers  i you  fay  you  have  loft. 

And  make  your  lofs  your  quarrel. 

And  grumble  at  my  Captain  here,  and  the  Mafter 

Two  worthy  perfons,  indeed  too  worthy  for  fuch  rafcals. 

Thou  gallant,  and  you 

That  build  on  golden  Mountains,  thou  Money-Ailaggot*, 

Come  all,  draw  your  fwords,  ye  fay  ye  are  miferable. 

Alb.  Nay,  hold  good  Tibalt 
Tib.  Captain  , let  me  corred  ’em  ^ 

I’ll  make  ye  ten  times  worfe,  I will  not  leave  ’em  ^ 

For  look  ye,  fighting  is  as  nourifhing  to  me  as  eating, 

I w'as  born  quarrelling. 

Majl.  Pray  Sir. 

Tib.  I will  not  leave  ’em  skins  to  cover  ’em  ^ 

Do  ye  grumble,  when  ye  are  well,  ye  rogues? 

Mafl.  Noble  Vu-pofit. 

Tib.  Yehavecloaths  now  : and  ye  prate. 

Amin.  Pray  Gentlemen,  for  my  fake  be  at  peace. 

Let  it  become  me  to  make  all  friends. 

Fran.  You  have  ftopt  our  angers  Lady. 

Alb.  This  Ihews  noble. 

Tib.  ’Tis  well : ’tis  very  well : there’s  half  a Bisket, 
Break’t  amongftye  all,  and  thank  my  bounty. 

This  is  Cloaths  and  Plate  too  ^ come  no  more  quarrelling. 

Amin.  But  ha!  what  things  are  thefe. 

Are  they  humane  creatures  ? 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Nicula. 

Tib.  I have  heard  of  Sea-Calves. 

Alb.  They  are  no  lhadows  fure,  they  have  Legs  and  Arms. 
Tib.  They  hang  but  lightly  on  though. 

Amint.  How  they  look,  are  they  mens  faces? 

Tib.  They  have  horfe-tails  growing  to  'em. 

Goodly  long  manes. 

Amint.  Alas  what  funk  eyes  they  have ! 

How  they  are  crept  in,  as  if  they  had  been  frighted ! 

Sure  they  are  wretched  men. 

Where  are  their  Wardrobes? 
took  ye  here  area  couple  of  Courtiers. 

Amint.  They  kneel,  alas  poor  fouls. 

Alb.  What  are  ye?  fpeak  •,  areye  alive. 

Or  wandring  fnadows,  that  find  no  peace  on  earth, 

Till  ye  reveal  fome  hidden  Iccret? 

Sebaji.  We  are  men  as  you  are  ^ 

Only  our  rnileries  make  us  feem  monllers. 

If  ever  pitty  dwelt  in  noble  hearts , (men 

A lb.  We  underftand  ’em  too : pray  mark  ’em  t Gentle- 
Sebaji.  Or  that  heaven  is  pleas’d  with  human  echarity  i 


If  ever  ye  have  heard  the  name  of  frieridlhip? 

Orluffered  in  your  felves,  the  leaft  affluftions, ' 

Have  gentle  Fathers  that  have  bred  ye  tenderly, 

And  Mothers  that  have  wept  for  your  misfortunes 
Have  mercy  on  our  miferies.  ’ 

Alb.  Stand  up  wretches- 
Speak  boldly,  and  have  releale  j 
Nicuf.  If  ye  be  Chriftians, 

And  by  that  blelfed  name,  bound  to  relieve  us. 

Convey  us  from  this  Ifland. 

Alb.  Speak  j what  are  ye  ? 

Seb.  As  you  are.  Gentle  born-  to  tell  ye  more 
Were  but  to  number  up  our  own  calamities,  ' 

And  turn  your  eyes  wild  with  perpetual  weepings  • 

Thefe  many  years  in  this  moll  wretched  Ifland  ’ 

We  two  have  liv’d:  thefcornand  game  of  fortune  i 
Blefsyour  felves  from  it  Noble  Gentlemen  ^ 

The  greatefb  plagues  that  humane  nature  fuffers. 

Are  feated  here,  wildnefs,  and  wants  innumerable, 

Alb.  How  came  ye  hither  ? 

Nicuf.  In  a Ihip  as  you  do,  and  you  might  have  been. 

Had  not  Heaven  preferv’d  ye  for  fome  more  noble  ufei 
Wracktdefperately  ^ our  men,  and  allconfum’d. 

But  we  two  j that  dill  live,  andfpinout 
The  thin  and  ragged  threds  of  our  misfortunes. 

Alb.  Is  there  no  meat  above  ? 

Sebaf  Nor  meat  nor  quiet  ^ 

No  fummerhere,  to  promife  any  thing  ^ 

Nor  Autumn,  to  make  full  the  reapers  hands  j 
The  earth  ©bdurate  to  the  tears  of  heaven, 

Lets  nothing  flioot  but  poilbn’d  weeds. 

No  Rivers,  nor  no plcafant Groves,  no  Beads; 

All  that  were  made  for  man’s  ufe,  flie  this  defart; 

No  airy  Fowl  dares  make  his  flight  over  it. 

It  isfb  ominous. 

Serpents,  and  ugly  things,  the  fhames  of  nature. 

Roots  of  malignant  tads,  foul  danding  waters; 

Sometimes  we  find  a fulfbme  Sea-root, 

And  that’s  a delicate  ? a Rat  Ibmetimes, 

And  that  we  hunt  like  Princes  in  their  pleafure ; 

And  when  we  take  a Toad,  we  make  a Banquet. 

Amint.  For  heavens  fake  let’s  aboard. 

Alb.  D’ye  know  no  farther  ? ( inhabited ; 

Nicu.  Yes,  we  have  fbmetimes  feen  the  fliadow  of  a place 
And  heard  the  noife  of  hunters ; 

And  have  attempted  ro  find  it,  to  far  as  a River,  ^ 

Deep,  flow,  and  dangerous,  fenced  with  high  Rocks, 

We  have  gone;  but  not  able  to  atchieve  that  hazard. 
Return  to  our  old  miferies. 

If  this  fad  dory  may  deferve  your  pities.  (ries ; 

Alb.  Ye  fh^l  aboard  with  us,  we  will  relieve  your  mift- 
Sf^<?d*Nor  will  we  be  unthankful  for  this  benefit,  | 
No  Gentlemen,  we’ll  pay  for  our  <ieliverance  i I 

Look  ye  that  plough  the  Seas  for  wealth  and  pleafures,  | 
That  out-run  day  and  night  with  your  ambitions,  I 

Look  on  thofe  heaps,  they  feem  hard  ragged  quarries  ; 1 

Remove  ’em,  and  view ’em  fully.  I 

Mafi.  Oh  heaven,  they  are  Gold  and  Jewels.  I 

Sebaft.  Be  not  toohady,  here  lies  another  heap.  I 

Moril.  And  here  another. 

All  perfed  Gold.  ( vers ; 

Alb.  Stand  farther  offi  you  mud  not  be  your  own  car- 
La-m.  Wehavefhares,  and  deep  ones; 

Fran.  YesSir,we’II  maintain’t : ho  fellow  Sailors, 

La-m.  Stand  all  to  your  freedoms ; 

I’ll  have  all  this. 

Fran.  And  I this. 

Tib.  You  fhall  be  bang’d  fird, 

La~m.  My  lofles  lhall  be  made  good. 

Fran.  Sofnallmine,  or  withmyfword  I’ll  do’t; 

All  that  will  fhare  with  us,  aflid  us. 

Tib.  Captain,  let’s  fet  in. 

Alb.  This  money  will  undo  us,  undo  us  all: 

Sebafi.  This  Gold  was  the  overthrow  of  my  happinefs ; 

I had 
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I had  command  too,  when  I landed  here, 

And  lead  young,  high,  and  noble  fpirits  under  me, 

This  curfed  Gold  enticing  ’em, they  let  upon  their  Captain, 
On  me  that  own’d  this  wealth,  and  this  poor  Gentleman, 
Gave  us  no  few  wounds,  forc’d  us  from  our  own  •, 

And  then  their  civil  fvvords,  who  hioiild  be  owners. 

And  who  Lords  overall,  turn’d  againft  their  own  lives, 
Firll;  in  their  rage,  conlum’d  the  Ship, 

That  poor  part  of  the  Ship  that  fcap’dthe  flrfl:  wrack. 
Next  their  lives  by  heaps  ^ Oh  be  you  wife  and  careful ; 
La-m.  We’ll  ha’ more;  firrah,  come  Ihewit. 

Fran.  Or  ten  times  worfeafflidions  than  thou  fpeak’fl:  of. 
Alb.  A'ay,  and  ye  will  be  dogs.  Beats'* em out. 

Fib.  Let  me  come,  C aptain  ; 

This  Golden  age  mufi:  have  an  Iron  ending. 

Have  at  the  bunch.  He  beats  *emoff.  Exit. 

Amint.  Q\i  Albert  ■.,  Oh  Gentlemen,Oh  Friends.  Exit. 

Stbaft.  Come  noble  Nephew,  if  we  flay  here,  we  dye, 
Here  rides  their  Ship,  yet  all  aregone  toth’fpoil. 

Let’s  makea  quick ufe. 

Nicuf.  Away  dear  Uncle. 

This  Gold  was  our  overthrow.  Exit. 

Nicnf.  It  may  now  be  our  happinefs. 

, Enter  Tibalt  and  the  reji. 

Fib.  You  fha^!  have  Gold  : yes,  I’ll  cram  itint’ye  •, 

You  fhall  be  your  own  carvers  ^ yes.  I’ll  carve  ye, 

Moritt.  I arn  fore,  I pray  hear  reafbn  ; 

Jib.  I’ll  hear  none. 

Covetous  bale  minds  have  no  reafon  ^ 

I am  hurt  my  felf , but  whilft  I have  a leg  left, 

I will  fo  haunt  your  gilded  fouls  •,  how  d’ye  Captain? 

Ye  bleed  apace,  curie  on  the  cauferson’t  j 

Ye  do  not  faint  ? 

Alb.  No,  no  •,  I am  not  fo  happy. 

7?i>.  D’ye  howl,  nay,  ye  deferve  it : 

Bafe  greedy  rogues  •,  come,  lhall  we  make  an  end  of ’em  ? 
Alb.Thty  are  our  Countrey- men, for  heavens  fake  fpare  ’em- 
Alas,  they  are  hurt  enough,  and  they  relent  now.  . 

Amiat^  above. 

Aminta.  Oh  Captain,  Captain. 

Alb.  Whofe  voice  is  that  ? 

Jib.  The  Ladies.  (tain, 

Amint.  Look  Captain,  look*,  ye  are  undone:  poorCap- 
Weareall  undone,  all,  all:  we  are  all  miferable,  , , 

Mad  wilful  men  ye  are  undone,  your  Ship,  your  Ship. 

Alb.  What  of  her  > 

Amint.  She’s  under  fail,  and  floating  • 

See  where  Ihe  flies : fee  to  your  lhames,  you  wretches : 

Thefe  poor  ftarv’d  things  that  fhew’d  you  Gold. 

La-m.  Erznv’ile goes  up  to  feethe  Ship.^ 

1 Sail.  They  have  cut  the  Cables, 

And  got  her  out  y the  Tide  too  has  befriended ’em. 

Maft.  Where  are  the  Sailors  that  kept  her? 

Boatf.  Here,  here  in  in  the  mutiny,  to  take  up  money. 

And  left  no  creature,  left  the  Boat  afhoretoo  •, 

This  Gold,  this  damn’d  enticing  Gold. 

2 Sdi/,  How  the  wind  drives  her. 

As  if  it  vied  to  force  her  from  our  furies  ? 

La-m.  Comeback  good  old  men: 

Tran.  Good  honefl  men,  come  back. 

Jib.  The  wind’s  againft  ye,  fpeak  louder  i 

La~m.  Ye  fl^all  have  all  your  Gold  again;  they  fee  ns. 

Jib.  Hold  up  your  hands,  and  kneel. 

And  howl  ye  block-heads  ^ they’ll  have  companion  on  ye  *, 

Yes,  yes,’tis  very  likely,  ye  have  deferv’d  it, 

D’ye  look  like  do^s  now? 

Are  your  mighty  courages  abated  ? 

1 bleed  apace 

Jib.  Retire  Sir:  andmakethebeft  ufeofourmiferies. 
They  but  begin  now. 

Enter  Aminta. 

Amint.  Arc  ye  alive  ftill  ? 

Alb.  Ycsfweet. 

Jib.  Help  him  off  Lady  j 

And  wrap  him  warm  in  your  arms,  (fomely 

Here  sfomething  that’s  comrortable- off  with  him  hand- 
1 11  come  to  ye  ftraighti  but  vex  thefe  rafcals  a little. 

j.  T 1 Albert,  Aminta. 

tran.  Oh,  I am  hungry,  and  hurt,  and  I am  weary.  '' 

^ Jib.  Here’s  aPeftleof 'd  Portigue,  Sir^ 

Tis  excellent  meat,  with  four  iauce  ^ 

And  here’s  two  Chains,  fuppole  ’em  Saufages  x 

Then  there  wants  Aluftard  ^ 

But  the  fearful  Surgeon  willfupply  ye  prefently: 

La-m.  Oh  for  that  Surgeon,  I lhall  die  elfe. 

Tib.  Faith  there  he  lies  in  the  lame  pickle  too, 

Surg.  My  Salves,  and  all  my  Inftruments  are  loft  1 

And  I am  hurt  anJ  ftarv’d  j 

Good  Sir.  leek  for  fome  herbs. 

7 lb.  Here’s  Herb-gracelefs,  will  thatferve? 

Gentlemen  will  ve goto  lupper  ? 

All.  W here’s  the  meat  ? 

Jib.  V\  here’s  the  meat  ? what  a Veal  voice  is  there  ? 

Fiyn.  Would  we  had  it  Sir,  or  anything  elley 

Jib.  I would  now  cut  your  throat  you  dog. 

But  that  1 w'o’not  doe  you  fuch  a courtelie  y 
fo  take  you  from  the  benefit  of  ftarving,  (hence? 

Oh ! vyhat  a comfort  will  your  w- orlhip  have  fbme  three  days 

Ye  things  beneath  pitty.  Famine  lhall  be  your  harbinger  j 
fou  muft  not  look  for  Down-beds  here. 

Nor  Hangings  ^ though  I could  wi(h  ye  ftrong  ones , 

Yet  there  be  many  lightlbme  cool  Star- chambers, 

Open  to  every  fweet  air.  I’ll  allure  ye. 

Ready  provided  for  ye.  and  fo  I’ll  leave  ye; 

Your  firftcourfe  is  ferv’d,  expeft  the  fecond.  Exit. 

A vengeance  on  thefe  Jewels. 

La-m.  Oh ! this  curfed  Gold.  Exeunt 

JBus  Secundus. 

Scc^na  Prim  a. 

Enter  Albert,  Aminta. 

Alb.  A Las  dear  Ibul  ye  faint. 

r\  Amint.  You  fpeak  the  language 

Which  I Ihouldufetoyou,  heaven  knows,  myweaknefs 

Is  not  for  what  I fuller  in  mylelf, 

M to  imagine  what  you  endure,  and  to  what  fate 

Your  cruel  Stars  refer  ve  ye. 

Alb.  Do  not  add  to  my  affliftions 

By  your  tender  pitties;  fure  we  have  chang’d  Se.xes; 
fou  bear  calamity  with  a fortitude 

Would  become  a man-,  I like  a weak  girl,  fuller. 

Amint.  Oh,  but  your  wounds. 

How  fearfully  they  gape  ? and  every  one 

To  me  is  a Sepulchre:  if  I lov’d  truly, 

( Wile  men  affirm,  that  true  love  can  do  no  wonders,) 

Thele  bath’d  in  my  warm  tears,  would  lbon.be  cur’d, 

And  leave  no  orifice  behind ; pray  give  me  leave. 

To  play  the  Surgeon,  and  bind  ’eni  up ; 

The  raw  air  rankles  ’em. 

Alb.  Sweet,  we  want  means. 

Amint.  Love  can  fupply  all  wants. 

Alb.  What  have  ye  done.  Sweet  ? 

Oh  facriledgc  to  beauty:  there’s  no  hair 

Of  thefe  pure  locks,  by  which  the  greateft  King 

Would  not  be  gladly  bound,  and  love  his  Fetters. 
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Amint.  Oh  Alhsrt^  I offer  this  facrifice  of  fervice 

1 To  the  Altar  of  your  flaid  temperance,  and  Hill  adore  it, 

{ When  with  a violent  hand  you  made  me  yours, 

1 I curs’d  the  doer ; but  now  I confider, 

iHow  long  I was  inyour  power;  and  with  what  honor  •, 

You  entertain’d  me,  it  being  feldomfeen, 

That  youth,  and  heat  of  blond,  could  e’r  preferibe 

Laws  to  it  felf:,  your  good nefs  is  the  Leths^ 

\ In  which  I drovvn  your  injuries,  and  now  live 

Truly  to  ferve  ye ; how  do  you  Sir  ? 

; Receive  you  theleafteale  from  my  fervice  ? 

If  you  do,  I am  largely  recompenc’d. 

Alb.  You  good  Angels, 

That  are  ingag’d,  when  mans  ability  fails. 

To  reward  goodnefs : look  upon  this  Lady 

Though  hunger  gripes  my  croaking  entrails, 

^ Yet  when  I kifs  thefe  Rubies,  methinks 

I’m  at  a Banquet,  a refrelhing  Banquet  ^ 

Speak  my  blefs’done,  art  not  hungry? 

Amint.  Indeed  I could  eat,  to  bear  you  company.  , 

Alb.  Blufli  unkind  nature,  - 
If  thou  haft  power:  or  being  to  hear 

Thy  felf,  and  by  fuch  innocence  accus’d  \ 

Mull:  print  a thoufand  kinds  of  fliame,  upon 

Thy  various  face  : canft  thou  fupply  a drunkard. 

And  with  a prodigal  hand  reach  choice  of  Wines, 

Till  he  caftupthy  bleffings?  or  a glutton,. 

That  robs  the  Elements,  tofoothhis  palat. 

And  only  eats  to  beget  appetite. 

Not  to  be  fatisfied  ? and  fuffer  here 

1 A Virgin  which  the  Saints  would  make  their  gueft, 
i To  pine  for  hunger?  ha,  if  my  fence  Horns  mthin. 

1 Deceive  me  riot,  thefe  Notes  take  Being 
' From  the  breath  of  men  ^ confirm  me  my  Aminta'., 

Again,  this  way  the  gentle  wind  conveys  it  to  us. 

Hear  you  nothing  ? 

Amint.  Yes,  it  feems  free  hunters  Mufick  •, 

Alb.  Still  ’tis  louder;,  and  I remember  the  Fortugals 

1 Inform’d  us,  they  had  often  heard  fuch  founds, 

] But  ne’r  could  touch  the  fhorc  from  whence  it  came 

Follow  me,  my  Amihta:  my  good  genius. 

Shew  me  the  way  ftill^  ft  ill  we  are  directed*, 

When  we  gain  the  top  of  this  near  riling  hill. 

We  fhall  know  further.  Exit.  And  Enter  above. 

Alb.  Courteous  Zephyr  ns. 

On  his  dewy  wings,  carries  perfumes  to  cheer  us*, 

The  air  clears  too  •, 

And  now,  we  may  difoern  another  Ifland, 

And  queftionlefs,  the  feat  of  fortunate  men ; 

Oh  that  we  could  arrive  there. 

Amint.  No  Albert,  ’tisnotto  be  hop’d* 

This  envious  Torrent’s  cruelly  interpos’d  *, 

We  havenoveffel  that  may  tranfport  us» 

Nor  hath  nature  given  us  wings  to  flie. 

Alb.  Better  try  all  hazards. 

Than  perilli  here  remedilefs  *,  I feel 

New  vigor  in  me,  and  a fpirit  that  dares 

More  than  a man,  to  ferve  my  fair  Aminta  -, 

Thefe  Arms  fhal^  be  my  oars,  with  which  I’llfwisii 

And  my  zeal  to  fave  thy  innocent  folf , 

Like  wings,  fhalJ  bear  me  up  above  the  brackifh  waves. 

Amint.  Will  ye  then  leave  me  ? 

Alb.  Till  now  I ne’er  was  wretched. 

My  beft  Aminta,  1 fvvear  by  goodnefs 

’Tis  nor  hope,  nor  fear,  of  my  felf  that  invites  me 

To  this  extream  ’tis  to  fupply  thy  wants:  and  believe  me 
Though  pleaftiremet  meinmoft  ravifhing  forms. 

And  happinefs  courted  me  to  entertain  her, 

I would  nor  eat  nor  fleep,  till  I return’d 

And  crown’d  thee  with  my  fortunes. 

Amin.  Oh  but  your  abfence. 

Alb.  Suppofeit  butadream,  and  as  you  may. 

Endeavour  to  take  reft  ■,  and  when  that  fleep 

Deceives  your  hunger  with  imagin’d  food, 

Think  you  have  font  me  fordifeovery 

Of  fome  moft  fortunate  Continent,  yet  unknown 

Which  you  are  to  be  Queen  of.  ’ 

And  now  ye  Powers,  that  e’er  heard  Lovers  Prayers, 
Orcheriflit  pure  affedion^  look  on  him 

That  is  your  Votary;,  and  make  it  known 

Againft  all  ftops,  you  can  defend  your  own.  E.xit. 

Enter  Hippolita,  Crocale,  Juletta. 

Hip.  Kowdidwelofe  Clarinda}  (take  foil 

Cro.  When  we  believ’d  the  Stag  was  fpent,  and  would’ 
The  fight  of  theblacklake  which  we  fuppos’d 

He  chole  for  his  laft  refuge,  frighted  him  more 

Than  we  that  did  purfue  him. 

Jul.  That’s  ufual  ^ for,  death  it  felf  is  not  fo  terrible  ■ 
T o any  beaft  of  chafe. 

Hip.  Since  we  liv’d  here,  we  ne’er  could  force  one  to  it.! 

Cro.  ’Tis  fo  dreadful, 

Birds  that  with  their  pinions  cleave  the  air 

Dare  not  flie  over  it;  when  the  Stag  turn’d  head. 

And  we,  even  tir’d  with  labor,  Clarinda,  as  if 

She  were  made  of  Air  ahd  Fire, 

And  had  no  part  of  earth  in  her,  eagerly  purfii’d  him*,  ; 
Nor  need  we  fear  her  fafety,  this  place  yields  not  ’ ' 

Fawns  nor  Satyrs,  or  more  luftful  men  j 

Here  welivefecure,  ' f 

And  have  among  our  felves  a Common-wealth, 

Which  in  our  felves  begun,  with  us  muft  end.  ' ' 1 

Jul.  I,  there’s  the  mifery. 

Cro.  But  being  alone,  ; 

Allow  me  freedom  but  to  fpeak  my  thoughts 

The  ftridnefs  of  our  Governefs,  that  forbids  us,  ] 

On  pain  of  death,  the  fi^ht  and  ufo  of  men,  i 

Is  more  than  tyranny : for  her  felf,  fhe’s  paft  i 

Thofe  youthful  heats,  and  feels  not  the  want 

Of  that  which  young  maids  long  for : and  her  daughter 

The  fair  Clarinda,  though  in  few  years 

Improv’d  in  height  and  large  proportion. 

Came  here  fo  young. 

That  fcarce  remembring  that  fhe  had  a father,  : 

She  never  dreams  of  man  -,  and  fnould  fhe  foe  one,  ) 

In  my  opinion,  a would  appear  a ftrange  beaft  to  her. 

7«/.  ’Tis  not  fo  with  us. 

Hip.  For  my  part,  I confefs  it,  I was  not  made 

For  this  Angle  life;,  nor  do  I love  hunting  fo, 

But  that  I had  rather  be  the  chace  my  folf. 

Cro.  Venus  (out  upon  me)  Ilhouldhavefworn 

By  Diana,  I am  of  thy  mind  too  wench  •, 

And  though  I have  ta’en  an  oath,  not  alone  * ■ 

To  deteft,  but  never  to  think  of  man. 

Every  hour  fomethingtels  me  I am  forfworn ; 

For  I confefs,  imagination  helps  me  fometimes. 

And  that’s  all  is  left  for  us  to  feed  on, 

We  might  ftarve  elfo,  for  if  I have  any  pleafure 

In  this  life,  but  when  I fleep,  I am  a Pagan  -, 

Then  from  the  Courtier  to  the  Countrey-clown, 

I have  ftrange  vifions. 

Jul.  Vifions  Crocale  ? 

Cro.  Yes,  and  fine  vifions  too  ^ 

And  vifions  I hope  in  dreams  are  harmlefs. 

And  not  forbid  by  our  Canons  j the  laft  night 
( Troth’tisafoolifhone,  but  I muft  tell  it) 

As  I lay  in  my  Cabin,  betwixt  fleeping  and  waking. 

flip.  Upon  your  back  ? 

Cro.  How  ftiould  a young  Maid  lie,  fool. 

When  fhe  would  be  intranc’d 

Hip.  We  are  inftruded  *,  forward  I prethee. 

Cro.  Methought  a fweet  young  man 

In  years  fome  twenty,  with  a downy  chin, 

Promifing  a future  beard,  and  yet  no  red  one, 

Stole  flylie  to  my  Cabin  all  unbrac’d, 

Took  me  in  his  arms,  and  kifs’d  me  twenty  limes. 

Yet  ftill  Iflept. 

Jul 
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: Jul.  Fie^  thy  lips  run  over  Croc  ale.  ' 

! But  to  the  reft. 

Cro.  Lord,  What  a man  is  this  thought  I, 

; To  do  this  to  a Maid! 
j Yet  then  for  my  life  I could  not  wake. 

The  youth,  a little  danted,  with  a trembling  hand 
! Heav’d  up  the  clothes. 

Hip.  Yet  ftill^oj  llept? 

' Cro.  Y ’faith  1 did  ^ and  when,  methoughts,  he  was  warm 
i by  my  fide, 

' Thinking  to  catch  him,  I ftretcht  out  both  mine  armes  •, 

And  when  I felt  him  not,  I Ihreekt  out, 

And  wak’d  for  anger. 

Hip.  ’Twas  a pretty  dream. 

Cro.  I,  if  it  had  been  a true  one. 

Enter  Albert. 

Jul.  But  ftay.  What’s  here  caft  o’th’  lliore? 

Hip.  ’Tisaman^ 

Shall  1 Ihoot  him } 

Cr^7.  No,no, ’tisa  handfome  beaft^  * 

Would  we  had  more  o’th’  breed  j ftand  clofe  wenches, 

And  let’s  hear  if  he  can  fpeak. 

Alb.  Do  I yet  live? 

Sure  it  is  ayr  1 breathe  i What  place  is  this  ? 

Sure  Ibmething  more  than  humane  keeps  relidence  here, 
For  I have  paft  the  Stygian  gulph. 

And  to  ichupontheblclfed  ihore?  ’tis  fo  • 

This  is  the  E/izia?t  [b^de-.,  thefe  happy  fpirits. 

That  here  enjoy  ail  plealures. 

Hip.  He  makes  towards  us. 

JhI.  Stand,  or  I’il  Ihoot. 

Cro.  Hold,  he  makes  no  refiftance. 

Alb.  Be  not  offended  Goddellcs,  that  I fall 
Thus  proftrateat  your  feet:  or  if  not  fuch. 

But  Nymphs  of  Dianh  train,  that  range  thefe  groves, 

Which  you  forbid  to  men ; vouchfafe  to  know 

I am  a man,  a wicked  finful  man  j and  yet  not  fold 

So  far  to  impudence,  as  to  prefiimc 

Toprefs  upon  your  privacies,  or  provoke 

Your  Heavenly  angers  •,  ’tis  not  for  my  fclf 

I beg  thus  poorly,  for  I am  already  wounded. 

Wounded  to  death,  and  faint  ^ my  laft  breath 
Is  for  a Virgin,  comes  as  near  your  felves 
' In  all  perfedion,  as  what’s  mortal  may 
Refemble  things  divine.  O pitty  her. 

And  let  your  charity  free  her  from  that  defart. 

If  Heavenly  charity  can  reach  to  Hell, 

For  fure  that  place  comes  near  it : and  where  ere 
My  gho  t fhall  find  abode, 

Eternally  I fhall  powre  bleiTings  on  ye. 

Hip.  By  my  life  1 cannot  hurt  him. 

Cro.  Though  I lofe  my  head  for  it,  nor  I. 

I mull  pitty  him,  and  will. 

Enter  Clarinda. 

JhI.  But  ftay,  Clarinda  ? 

Cla.  What  new  game  have  ye  found  here,  ha ! 

What  beaft  is  this  lies  wallowdng  in  his  gore  ? 

Cro.  Keepofti 

Cla.  Wherefore,  I pray?  I ne’er  turn’d 
From  a fell  Lionels  rob’d  of  her  w'helps. 

And,  Shall  I fear  dead  carrion  ? 

Jul.  O but. 

C/^z.  But,  What  is’t? 

Hip.  It  is  infedious. 
j Cla.  Has  it  not  a name  ? 

Cro.  Yes,  but  fuch  a name  from  which 
j As  from  the  Devil  your  Mother  commands  us  fliew 

Cla.  Is’t  a man  ? 

Cro.  It  is. 

Cla.  What  a brave  fhape  it  has  in  death  \ 


How  excellent  would  it  appear  had  it  life  I 
Why  fhould  it  be  infedious  ? I have  heard 
My  Mother  fay,  I had  a Father, 

And  w'as  not  he  a Man  ? 

Cro.  Queftionlefs  Madam. 

Cla.  Youf  fathers  too  were  Men  ? 

Jul.  Without  doubt  Lady. 

Cla.  And  without  fuch  it  is  impolfible 
We  could  have  been. 

Hip.  A fin  againft  nature  to  deny  it. 

Cla.  Nor  can  you  or  I have  any  hope  to  be  a Mother, 
Without  the  help  of  Men. 

Cro.  Impolfible. 

Cla.  Which  of  you  then  moft  barbarous,  that  knew 
You  from  a man  had  Being, and  owe  to  it 
The  name  of  parent,  durft  prefume  to  kill 
The  likenefs  of  that  thing  by  which  you  are  ? 

Whofe  Arrowes  made  thefe  wounds?  Ipeak,  orbyI>M« 
Without  diftindion  I’ll  let  fly  at  ye  all. 

Jul.  Not  mine. 

Hip.  Nor  mine. 

Cro.  ’Tis  ftrange  to  fee  her  mov’d  thus. 

Reftrain  your  fury  Madam  had  we  kill’d  him. 

We  had  but  perfoim’d  your  Mothers  command. 

Cla.  But  if  fhe  command  unjull  and  cruel  things^ 

W’e  are  not  to  obey  it. 

Cro.  We  are  innocent  j fome  ftorm  did  caft 
Flim  fhipwrackt  on  the  Ihore,  as  you  fee  wounded : 

Nor  durft  we  be  Surgeons  to  fuch 
Your  Mother  doth  appoint  for  death. 

Cla.  Weak  excufey  Where’s  pity? 

Where’s  loft  compaffion  ? cruel,  and  ungrateful 
Did  providence  offer  to  your  charity 
But  one  poor  Subjed  to  exprefs  it  on. 

And  in’t  to  fhew  oar  wants  tooy  and  could  you 
So  carelefly  negled  it  ? 

Hip.  For  ought  I know,  he’s  living  yety 
And  you  may  tempt  your  Mother,  by  giving  him  fuccor. 

Cla.  Ha,  come  near  I charge  ye. 

So,  bend  his  body  foftly  y rub  his  temples  *, 

Nay,  that  fhall  be  my  office:  how  the  red 
Stealesinto  his  pale  lips!  run  and  fetch  the  fimples 
With  which  my  Mother  heal’d  myarme 
W hen  laft  I was  wounded  by  the  Bore. 

Cro.  Doe ; but  remember  her  to  come  after  ye. 

That  fire  may  behold  her  daughters  charity. 

Cla.  Now  he  breathes  y Exit  Flippolita. 

The  ayr  paffing  through  tbt  Arabian  groves 
Yields  not  fo  fweet  an  odour : prethee  tafte  it  y 
T afte  it  good  Crocale  •,  yet  I envy  thee  fo  great  a blefling  y 
’Tis  not  fin  to  touch  thefe  Rubies,  is  it  ? 

Jul.  Not,  I think. 

Cla.  Or  thus  to  live  Camelion  like  ? 

I could  refign  my  eflence  to  live  ever  thus. 

0 welcome  y raife  him  up  Gently.  Some  fbft  hand 
Bound  up  thefe  wounds a w'oraans  hair.  What  fury 
For  wffiich  my  ignorance  does  not  know  a name, 

is  crept  into  my  bofome  ? But  1 forget 

Enter  Hippolita. 

My  pious  work.  Nov^  if  this  juyee  hath  power. 

Let  it  appear  •,  his  eyelids  ope : Prodigious ! 

Two  Suns  break  from  thefe  Orbes. 

Alb.  Ha,  Where  am  I?  What  new  vifion’s  this? 

To  what  Goddefs  do  I owe  this  fecond  life  ? 

Sure  thou  art  more  than  mortal  : 

And  any  Sacrifice  of  thanks  or  duty 

In  poor  and  wetched  man  to  pay,  comes  fhort 

Of  your  immortal  bounty : but  to  fhew 

1 am  not  unthankful,  this  in  humility 

I kifs  the  happy  ground  you  have  made  facred^ 

By  bearing  of  your  weight. 

Cla.  No  Goddefs,  friend : but  made 
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of  that  fame  brittle  mould  as  you  are  ^ 

One  too  acquainted  with  calamities. 

And  from  that  apt  to  pity.  Charity  ever 

Finds  in  the  ad  reward,  and  needs  no  Trumpet 

In  the  receiver.  0 forbear  this  duty 

I have  a hand  to  meet  with  yours,  ^ 

And  lips  to  bid  yours  welcome. 

Cro,  I fee,  that  by  inftind. 

Though  a young  Maid  hath  never  feen  a Man, 

Touches  have  titiilations,  and  inform  her. 

Enter  Rolella. 

But  here’s  our  Governefs  *, 

Now  I exped  a llorme. 

Kof.  Child  of  my  flefh. 

And  not  of  my  fair  unfpotted  mind. 

Un-hand  this  Monfter. 

Cla.  Monfter,  Mother  ? 

Rof.  Yes^  and  every  word  he  fpeaks,  a Syrew/ note, 

To  drown  the  carelefs  hearer.  Have  I not  taught  thee 

The  fallliood  and  the  perjuries  of  Men  ? 

On  whom,  but  for  a woman  tolhew  pity. 

Is  to  be  cruel  to  her  felf  ^ the  Soveraignty 

Proud  and  imperious  men  ufurp  upon  us. 

We  conferr  on  our  lelves,  and  love  thofe  fetters 

We  fallen  to  our  freedomes.  Have  we,  Clarinda^ 

Since  thy  fathers  vvrack,  fought  liberty. 

To  lofe  it  un-compelM  ? Did  fortune  guide. 

Or  rather  deftiny,  our  Barke,  to  which 

We  could  appoint  no  Port,  to  this  bleft  place. 

Inhabited  heretofore  by  warlike  women. 

That  kept  men  in  fubjedion  ? Did  we  then, 

By  their  example,  after  we  had  loft 

All  we  could  love  in  man,  here  plant  our  felves, 

VV' ith  execrable  oaths  never  to  look 

On  man,  but  as  a Monfter  ? and,  Wilt  thou 

Be  the  firft  prelident  to  infringe  thofe  vows 

We  made  to  Heaven } 

Cla.  Hear  me-,  and  hear  me  with  juftice. 

And  as  ye  are  delighted  in  the  name 

Of  Mother,  hear  a daughtei;..thac  would  be  like  you. 
Should  all  Women  ufe  this  obftinate  abftinence. 

You  would  force  upon  us^  in  a few  years 

The  whole  World  would  be  peopled 

Onely  with  Bcafts. 

Hip.  We  muft,  and  will  have  Men. 

Cro.  I,  or  weefti  fnake  oft' all  obedience. 

Kof.  Are  ye  mad  ? 

Can  no  perfwalion  alter  ye  ? fuppole 

You  had  my  fuftf  age  to  your  fute  ^ 

Can  this  Shipwrackt  wretch  fupply them  all? 

Alb.  Hear  me  great  Lady  ? 

I have  fellowes  in  m.y  raifery,  not  far  hence. 

Divided  only  by  this  hellifli  River, 

There  live  a company  of  wretched  Men, 

Such  as  your  charity  may  make  your  flaves  j 

Imagine  all  the  miferies  mankind 

May  fuffer  under : and  they  groan  beneath  ’em. 

Cla.  But  are  they  like  to  you  ? 

ful.  Speak  they  your  Language  ? 

Cro.  Are  they  able,  lufty  men? 

Alb.  They  were  good,  Ladies  ^ 

And  in  their,  May  of  youth  of  gentle  blood. 

And  fuch  as  maydeferveye  now  cold  and  hunger 

Hath  Icften’d  their  perfeeftion : but  reftor’d 

To  what  they  were,  I doubt  not  they’ll  appear 

W^orthv  your  favors. 

Jiil.  This  is  a blefling 

We  durft  not  hope  for. 

Cla.  Dear  Mother,  be  not  obdurate. 

Rof.  Hear  then  my  refolution : and  labor  not 

To  add  to  what  I’ll  grant,  for  ’twill  be  fruitlefs. 

You  fhall  appear  as  good  Angels  tothefe  wretched  Manj 

In  a I'mall  Boat  wee’ll  pafs  o’er  to  ’em  • 

And  bring  ’em  comfort ; if  you  like  their  perfons. 

And  they  approve  of  yours : for  wee’ll  force  nothing- 
And  ftnee  we  want  ceremonies. 

Each  one  fhall  choofe  a husband,  and  injoy 

His  company  a Month,  but  that  expir’d. 

You  ftiall  no  more  come  near  ’em  j if  you  prove  fruitful. 
The  Males  ye  lhall  return  to  them,  the  Females 

We  will  referve  our  felves : this  is  the  utmoft. 

Ye  fhall  e’er  obtain : as  ye  think  fit  j 

Y e may  difmifs  this  ftranger. 

And  prepare  to  morrow  for  the  journey.  Exit. 

Cla.  Come,  Sir,  Will  ye  walk  ? 

We  will  fhew  ye  our  pleafant  Bowers, 

And  fbmething  ye  fhall  find  to  cheer  your  heart. 

Alb.  Excellent  Lady  ^ 

Though  ’twill  appear  a wonder  one  near  ftarv’d 

Should  refufe  reft  and  meat,  I muft  not  take 

Your  noble  offer : I left  in  yonder  defart 

A Virgin  almoft  pin’d. 

Cla.  Shee’s  not  your  Wife  ? 

Alb.  No  Lady,  but  my  Sifter  (’tis  now  dangerous 

To  fpeak  truth)  To  her  I deeply  vow’d 

Not  to  taft  food,  or  reft,  if  fortune  brought  it  me. 

Till  I blefs’d  her  with  my  return:  now  if  you  pleafe 

To  afford  me  aneafiepaflagetoher. 

And  Ibme  meat  for  her  recovery, 

I fhall  live  your  Have : and  thankfully 

She  fhall  ever  acknowledge  her  life  at  your  fervice. 

Cla.  You  plead  fb  well,  I can  deny  ye  nothing  j 

I my  felf  will  fee  you  furnilht ; 

And  with  the  next  Sun  vifit  and  relieve  thee. 

A/^.  Ye  are  all  goodnefs Exit. 

JBus  Tertius. 

Scddtia  Frtma. 

Enter  feverally.^  Lamure,  Franvile,  Moriltet. 

Lam.  /^H!  What  atempeft  have  I in  my  ftomach? 

\J  How  my  empty  guts  cry  out?  my  wounds  ake. 
Would  they  would  bleed  again,  that  I might  get 

Something  to  quench  my  thirft. 

Fran.  O Lamure^the  happinefs  my  dogs  had 

When  I kept  houfe  at  home ! theyhadaftorehoufe, 

A ftorehoafeof  moft  bleffed  bones  and  crufts. 

Happy  crufts : Oh ! how  fharp  hunger  pinches  me  ? 

Exit  Franvile. 

Mor.  O my  importunate  belly,  1 have  nothing 

Tofatisfie  thee^  I have  fought. 

As  far  as  my  weak  legs  would  carry  me, 

Y et  can  find  nothing : neither  meat  nor  water  j 

Nor  any  thing  that’s  nourilliing. 

My  bellies  grown  together  like  an  empty  fachel. 

Enter  Franvile. 

Lam.  How  now.  What  news  ? 

Mor.  Haft  any  meat  yet  ? 

Fran.  Not  a bit  that  I can  fee  ^ 

Here  be  goodly  quarries,  but  they  be  cruel  hard 

To  gnaw : I ha  got  fome  mud,  we’ll  eat  it  with  Ipoons, 

Very  good  thick  mud : but  it  ftinks  damnably^ 

There’s  old  rotten  trunks  of  Trees  too. 

But  not  a leafe  nor  blofibme  in  all  the  Ifland. 

Lam.  Hqv/ it  looks? 

Mor.  It  ftinks  too. 

Lam.  Itmaybepoyfbn. 

Fran.  Let  it  be  any  thing  ^ 

So  I can  get  it  down : Why  Man, 

Poyfbn’s  a Princely  difh. 
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■ Mor.  Haft  thou  no  Biskct  ? 

No  crumbs  left  in  thy  pocket : here’s  my  dublet. 

Give  me  but  three  fmall  crumbes. 

Fran.  Not  for  three  Kingdoms, 

If  I were  mafcerof  ’em : Oh  Lamure., 

But  one  poor  joynt  of  Mutton : we  ha  fcorn’d  (Man) 

Lam.  rhoii  fpeak’fi:  of  Paradife 
Or  but  the  fnuffes  of  thofe  healths, 

We  have  lewdly  at  midnight  flangawa3^ 

Mor.  Ah ! but  to  lick  the  Glalfes. 

Enter  Surgeon. 

Fran.  Here  comes  the  Surgeon:  What 
Haft  thou  dilcover’d  ? fmile,  fmile,  and  comfort  us. 

Sur.  I am  expiring 

Smile  they  that  can  : i can  find  nothing  Gentlemen, 
Here’s  nothing  can  be  meat,  without  a miracle. 

Oh  tha;  i had  my  boxes,  and  my  lints  now’, 

My  f u 5es,  my  tents,  and  thole  fv^'eet  helps  of  nature. 
What  dainty  diflies  could  1 make  of  ’em. 

Mor.  Haft  ne’er  an  old  fuppofitory? 

Snr.  Oh  would  I had  Sir. 

Lam  Or,  but  the  paper  w’hcre  fuch  a Cordial 
Potion,  or  Pills  hath  1 e.n  entomb’d. 

Fran.  Or  the  belt  bladder  where  a cooling-glillcr. 

M'jr.  Haft  thou  no  learcloths  left  ? 

Nor  anvold  pultefles? 

Fran.  We  care  not  to  what  it  hath  beenminiltred. 

Snr.  Sure  I have  none  of  thefe  dainties  Gentlemen. 

Fran,  Where’s  the  great  Wen 
Thou  cut’ll  from  Hugh  the  faylers  Ihoulder? 

That  would  ierve  now’ for  a molt  Princely  banquet. 

Sur.  I,  if  we  had  it  Gentlemen. 

I flung  it  over-board,  have  that  I was. 

Lam.  A molt  unprovident  villain - 

Sur.  If  1 had  any  thing  that  were  but  ftipple  now! 

I could  make  Sallads  of  your  fhoos  Gentlemen, 

And  rare  ones : any  thing  undious. 

Mor.  I,  and  then  we  might  fry  the  foals  i’th’  Sun, 
The  foals  would  make  a fecond  difn. 

Lam.  Or,  louce  ’em  in  the  falt-water. 

An  inner  foal  well  fouc’d. 

En.  Aminta. 

Fran.  Here  comes  the  W’oman  ^ 

It  may  be  Ihe  has  meat,  and  may  relieve  us, 

Let’s  withdraw,  and  mark,  and  then  be  ready, 

She’il  hide  her  flore  elfe,  and  fo  cozen  us. 

Amin.  How  weary,  and  how  hungry  am  I, 

How  feeble,  and  how  faint  is  all  my  body  ? 

Mine  eyes  like  fpenc  Lamps  glowing  out,  grow  heavy. 
My  fight  forlaking  me,  and  all  my  fpirits^ 

As  if  they  heard  my  paffingbell  go  forme. 

Pull  in  their  powers,  and  give  me  uptodeftiny. 

Oh ! for  a little  water : a little,littlc  meat, 

A little  to  relieve  me  ere  I perilh : 
i had  whole  floods  of  tears  awhile  that  nouriflit  me. 
But  they  are  all  conlum’d  for  thee  Albert 
For  thee  they  are  fpent,  for  thou  art  dead  •, 

Mercilefs  fate  has  fwallow’d  thee. 

Oh 1 grow  heavy : fleep  is  a lalve  for  mifefy  •, 

Heaven  look  on  me,  and  either  take  my  life. 

Or  make  me  once  more  happy. 

Lam.  Slice’s  fall  afleep already. 

Why  fhoiild  fhe  have  this  bleffing,  and  we  wake  ftill. 
Wake  to  our  wants  ? 

Mor.  This  thing  hath  been  our  overthrow. 

And  all  thefe  biting  raifehiefs  that  fall  on  us 
Are  come  through  her  means. 

Fran.  True,  we  were  bound  ye  all  know. 

For  happy  places,  and  mofl:  fertile  Iflands, 

Where  we  hadconftant  promifosof  all  things, 

She  turn’d  the  Captains  mind. 

And  muft  have  him  go  in  foarch,  I know  not  of  who. 
Nor  to  what  end  : of  fuch  a fool  her  brother. 


And  fuch  a coxcomb  her  kinlraan,  and  we  muii:  put  in  every 
where. 

She  has  put  us  in  now  yfaith. 

Lam.  \\  hyfliould  weconfume  thus,  and  llarve, 

Have  nothing  to  relieve  us  ^ 

And  Ihe  live  there  that  bred  all  our  miferies. 

Unrofeed,  or  unlod  ? 

Mor.  I have  read  in  florics. 

Lam.  Of  fuch  reftoring  meates, 

W e have  examples  j 

Thoufand  examples,  and  allow’d  for  excellent  j 
Women  that  have  eate  their  Children, 

Men  their  Haves,  nay  their  brothers : butthefo^re  nothing  • 
Husbands  devoured  their  ^^'ives: 

(thye  are  their  Chattels,) 

And  of  a Schoolmatler,that  in  a time  of  famine. 

Powdered  up  all  his  Scholars. 

Mor.  Shee’s  young  and  tydie, 

In  ray  confcience  Ihe’ll  eat  delicately  j 
Tuft  like  young  Pork  a little  lean. 

Your  opinion  Surgeon. 

Sur.  I think  Ihe  may  be  made  good  meat. 

But  look  we  fliall  want  Salt. 

Fran.  Tulh,lhe  needs  no  powdering, 

Sur.  I grant  ye  ^ 

But  to  fuck  out  the  humorous  parts  : by  all  means, 

Lets  kill  her  in  a chafe,  fhe’ll  eat  the  fweeter. 

Lam.  Let’s  kill  her  any  way : and  kill  her  quickly, 

That  we  might  be  at  our  meat. 

Su^.  How  if  the  Captain  ? 

Mor.  Talk  not  of  him,  he’s  dead,  and  the  reft  fimilh’d. 
W’ake  her  Surgeon.^  and  cut  her  throat. 

And  then  divide  her, every  Man  hisfhare. 

Fran.  She  wakes  her  felf. 

Amin.  Holyand  good  things  keep  me! 

What  cruel  dreams  have  I had ! W'ho  are  thefo  ? 

O they  are  my  friends for  heavens  fake  Gentlemen 
Give  ire  fome  food  to  fave  my  life : if  ye  have  ought  to 
fpare  ^ 

A little  to  relieve  me:  I mayblcfs  ye-, 

For  weak  and  wretched,  ready  to  perifli. 

Even  now  I die. 

Mor.  You’ll  fave  a labor  then. 

You  bred  thefe  miferies,  and  you  fliall  pay  for’t  ^ 

We  have  no  meat,  nor  where  to  have  we  know  not. 

Nor  how  to  pull  our  felves  from  thefe  affliiftions. 

We  are  ftarv’d  too,  famiflit,  all  our  hopes  deluded  j 
Yet  ere  we  die  thus,  wee’ll  have  one  dainty  meal. 

Amin.  Shall  1 be  with  ye  Gentlemen  } 

Lam.  Yes  mary  lhall  ye:  in  our  bellies  Lady. 

We  love  you  well 

Amin.  W’hat  faid  you  Sir  ? 

Lam.  Mary  wee’ll  eat  your  Ladiihip. 

Fran.  You  that  have  buried  us  in  this  bale  Ifland, 
Wee’ll  bury  ye  in  a more  noble  Monument. 

Sur.  Will  yc  fay  your  prayers,  that  I may  perform  Lady? 
We  are  wondrous  lharp  fet-,  come  Gentlemen, 

Who  are  for  the  hinder  parts  ? 

Mor.  I. 

Fran,  I. 

Lam.  And  I. 

Sur.  Bepatiept^ 

They  will  not  fall  to  every  Man’s  lhare. 

Amin.  O hear  me  ^ 

Hear  me  ye  barbarous  men. 

Mor.  Be  Ihort  and  pithy. 

Our  ftomachs  cannot  ftay  a long  difeourfe. 

Sur.  And  be  not  fearful. 

For  I’ll  kill  ye  daintily. 

Amin.  Are  ye  not  Chriflians  .<* 

Lam.  Why,  do  not  Chrillians e2t  Women? 

Enter  Tibalt,  Mailer,  Saylors. 

Amin.  Eat  one  another?  ’tis molt  impious. 

Sur.  Come,  come. 
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Amin.  Oh,  help,  help,  help. 

lib.  The  Ladies  voice!  ftand  off  flaves, 

What  do  you  intend  villains  ? 

: have  ilrength  enough  left  me,  if  youabufe  this  foul, 

Mj.  They  would  have  ravifl]t  her  upon  my  life, 

Speak,  how  was  it  Lady  ? 

Amin.  Forgive ’em,  ’twas  their  hungers. 
lib.  Ha,  their  hungers  1 

Ma.  They  would  have  eaten  her. 

Tib.  0 darn’d  villains  •,  Ipeak,  Js  it  true? 

Sur.  1 confefs  an  appetite. 

Trb.  An  appetite,  i’ll  fit  ye  for  an  appetite. 

Are  yefb  fharp  let,  that  her  fielh  mult  lerveyou  ? 

Murther’s  a main  good  fervice  with  your  Worfliips 

Since  ye  would  be  liich  Devils, 

Vvhy  did  you  not  begin  with  one  another  handfomly, 
Andfpare  the  Woman  to  beget  more  food  on  ? 

Amin.  Good  Sir. 

l/b.  You  fiiall  grow  mummy  rafcals^ 

’ll  make  you  fall  to  your  brawns,  and  your  buttocks, 
nd  worry  one  another  like  keen  bandogs. 

Amin.  Good  Sir  be  merciful. 

lib.  You  (hall  know  what  ’tis  to  be  damn’d  Canibals. 
Amin.  O my  bell  friend  I 

Enter  Albert. 

Al.  Alas  poor  heart!  here. 

Here’s  Lome  meat  and  Ibvereign  drink  to  eafe  you, 

Sit  down  gentle  Sweet. 

Amin.  1 am  bleft  to  fee  you. 

lib.  Stir  not  within  forty  foot  of  this  food. 

If  you  do  dogs ! 

All.  Oh,  Captain,  Captain,  Captain. 

Alb.  Ye  lhall  have  meat  all  of  you. 

Tib.  Captain,  hear  me  firft;  hark, 

’Tis  lb  inhumane!  Iwouldnot  ha  the  air  corrupted  with  it. 

Alb.  0 barbarous  men ! fit  down 

Good  Mailer,  and  honell  Saylors. 

1 ib.  But  ftand  you  ofi^ 

Amd  waite  upon  our  charity.  I’ll  wait  on  you  elle  •, 

And  touch  nothing  but  what’s  flung  ye;  as  if  you  were 
dogs- 

1 f you  do.  I’ll  cut  your  fingers  -,  friends, 
ril  fpoil  your  carving. 

Amin.  There  wretches,  there. 

Tib.  Eat  your  meat  handfomely  now, 

•ind  give  Heaven  thanks. 

Alb.  There’s  more  bread, 

Tib.  See,  they  fnarle  like  dogs -, 

Eat  quietly  you  Rafcals,eat  quietly. 

Alb.  There  is  drink  too. 

Tib.  Come,  come.  I’ll  fill  you  each  your  cups. 

Ye  lhall  not  iurfet. 

Amin.  And  what  have  you  dilcover’d  ? 

Alb.  Sweet,  a paradife, 

A paradife  inhabited  with  Angels, 

''■ich  as  you  are ; their  pitties  make ’m  Angels, 

1 hey  gave  me  thefe  viands,  and  fupply’dme 

With  thefe  pretious  drinks. 

Amin.  Shall  not  we  fee  ’em? 
yllb.  Yes,  they  will  fee  you 

Out  of  their  charities,-  having  heard  our  ftory. 

They  will  come,  and  comfort  us,  come  prefently  i 

We  lhall  no  more  know  wants  nor  miferies. 

Amin.  Are  they  all  women  ? 

Alb.  All,  and  all  in  love  with  us. 

Amin.  How ! 

Alb.  Do  not  miftake : in  love  with  our  misfortunes, 

They  will  cherilhand  relieve  our  men. 

lib.  Do  you  Ihrug  now, 

And  pull  up  your  nofes?  you  Imell  comfort. 

See  they  ftretch  out  their  Legs  like  Dottrels, 

Each  like  a new  Saiat  Dennis. 

Alb.  Dear  Miftris, 

When  you  would  name  me,  and  the  women  hear 

Call  me  your  brother,  you  I’ll  call  my  filter,  ’ 

And  prayobferve  this  all- — . 

W'hy  do  you  change  color  fweet. 

Amin.  Eating  too  much  meat. 

Alb.  Sawe’t  with  jealoufie  • 

Fie,  fie,  dear  faint,  yfaith  ye’are  too  blame 

Are  ye  not  here?  here  fixt  in  my  heart  > ’ 

All.  Hark,  hark  j 

Enter  Rofella,  Clarinda,  Crocale,  Hipollitta,  Juletta. 

Alb.  They  are  come,  Itand  ready,  andlooknobly. 

And  with  all  humble  reverence  receive  ’em,  * 

Our  lives  depend  upon  their  gentle  pitties. 

And  death  waits  on  their  anger. 

Mor.  Sure  they  are  Fairies. 

lib.  Be  they  Devils:  Devilsofflefh and  blood-. 

After  lb  long  a Lm,  and  tedious  voyage. 

To  me  they  are  Angels. 

Fran.  0 for  fome  Eringoesl 

Lam.  Potatoes.,  or Cantharides. 

Tib.  Peace  you  Rogues,  that  buy  abilities  of  your  ’no- 
thecaries,  ^ 

Had  I but  took  the  diet  of  green  Cheefe, 

And  Onions  for  a month,  I cojld  do  wonders. 

Rof.  Are  thefe  the  Jewels  you  run  mad  for  ? 

What  can  you  fee  in  one  of  thefe. 

To  whom  you  would  vouchfafe  a gentle  touch? 

Can  nothing  perfwade  you 

To  love  your  lelves,  and  place  your  happinels 

In  cold  and  chaft  embraces  of  each  other. 

Ju.  This  is  from  thepurpole. 

Hip.  We  had  your  grant  to  have  them  as  they  were. 

Cla.  ’Tis  a beauteous  Creature, 

And  to  my  felf,  Ido  appear  deform’d, 

When  I confider  her,  and  yet  Ihe  is 

The  ftrangers  filler-.  Why  then  Ihould  I fear? 

She  cannot  prove  my  rival. 

RoJ.  When  you  repent, 

That  you  refus’d  mycounlel,  may  it  add 

To  your  afflift ions,  that  you  were  forward -, 

Yetleap’d  into  the  Gulfe  of  your  misfortunes. 

But  have  your  wilhes. 

Maji.  Now  Ihe  makes  to  us. 

Amin.  I am  in  irudded,  but  take  heed  Albert, 

You  prove  not  falfe  ^ 

Alb.  Ye  are  your  own  afliirance. 

And  lb  acquainted  with  your  own  perfeftions, 

That  weak  doubts  cannot  reach  you  ■,  therefore  fear  not. 

Rof.  That  you  are  poor  and  milerable  men. 

My  eyes  inform  me : that  without  our  fiiccors, 

Hope  cannot  flatter  you  to  dream  of  fafety 

The  prefent  plight  you  are  in,  can  relblve  you 

That  to  be  merciful,  is  to  draw  near 

The  Heavenly  eflence : whether  you  will  be 

Thankful,!  do  notqueftion^  nor  demand 

What  country  bred  you,  what  names,  what  maners  j 

To  us  it  is  fufficient  we  relieve 

Such  as  have  lhapes  of  men : and  I command  you. 

As  we  are  not  ambitious  to  know 

Farther  of  you,  that  on  pain  of  death 

You  prefume  not  to  enquire  what  we  are. 

Or  whence  deriv’d. 

Alb.  In  all  things  we  obey  you, 

.^nd  thankfully  we  ever  lhall  confefs 

Our  felves  your  creatures. 

Rof.  You  fpeakas  becomes  you  ^ 

Firft  then,  and  willingly,  deliver  up 

Thofe  weapons  we  could  force  from  you. 

Alb.  We  lay  ’em  down 

Moft  gladly  at  your  feet. 

Tib.  I have  had  many  a combat  with  a tall  wench  •, 

But  never  was  difarm’d  before. 

Rof  And 

V, 
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'Kof.  And  now  hear  comfort, 

Your  wants  fnall  be  fupplyM,  and  though  it  be 
A debt  women  may  challenge  to  be  fued  to, 

Elpecially  from  fuch  they  may  command  ^ 

We  give  up  to  you  that  power,  and  therefore 
Freely  each  make  his  choice. 

Fran.  Then  here  I fix. 

A-Ior,  Nay,  Ihe  is  mine : I eyed  her  Srft, 

Lam.  This  mine. 

Lih.  Stay  good  rafcals  ^ 

You  are  too  forward,  fir  Gallant, 

You  are  not  giving  order  to  a Taylor 
For  the  fafhion  of  a new  fuit  ^ 

Nor  are  you  in  your  warehoule,  mailer  Merchant, 

Stand  back,  and  give  your  betters  leave ; your  betters  j _ 
And  grumble  not : if  ye  do,  as  I love  meat 
I w'ill  fo  fwinge  the  fait  itch  out  on  you. 

Captain,  Mailer,  and  the  reft  of  us. 

That  are  brothers,  and  good  fellows ; we  have  been 
Too  late  by  the  ears : and  yet  fmart  for  our  follies  ^ 

To  end  therefore  all  fiiture  emulation:  if  youpleafe. 

To  trull  to  myeletdion,'you  Hiallfay, 

I am  not  partial  tomyfelfj  I doubt  not 
Give  content  to  all. 

AU.  Agreed,  agreed. 

Lib.  Then  but  obfervc,  how  learned  and  dilcreetly, 

I will  proceed,  and  as  a skilful  Doflor 
In  all  the  quirks  belonging  to  the  game  ^ 

Read  over  your  complexions : for  you  Captain 
Being  firftin  place,  and  therefore  firft  to  be  ferv’d, 

•I  give  ipy  judgment  thus,  for  your  afpeft, 

Y’are  much  inclin’d  to  melancholy : and  that  tells  me, 
The  fullen  Saturm  had  predominance 
At  your  nativity,  a malignant  Planet, 

And  if  not  qualified  by  a fweet  conjundion 
Of  a foft  and  ruddy  wench,'  born  under 
It  may  prove  fatal : therefore  to  your  armes, 

1 give  this  rofe-cheekt  Virgin. 

Cla.  To  myv/ilh-. 

Till  now  I never  was  happy. 

Amin.  Nor  I accurs’d. 

Lib.  Mailer,  you  are  old  ^ 

Yet  love  the  game,  that  I perceive  too. 

And  if  not  well  fpurr’d  up,  you  may  prove  rufty  j 
Therefore  to  help  ye  here’s  a Br  adamant  a ^ 

Or  I am  cofen’d  in  my  calculation. 

Cfo.  A poor  old  man  alloted  to  my  fliare. 

Li.  Thou  would  ft  have  two  ^ 

Nay,  I think  twenty : but  fear  not  wench. 

Though  he  be  old  he’s  tough  : look  on’s  making, 
Hee’ll  not  fail  I warrant  thee. 

Kof.  A merry  fellow. 

And  were  not  man  a creature  I deteft, 

1 could  indure  his  company. 

Li.  Here’s  a fair  heard  of  Does  before  me. 

And  now  for  a barren  one : 

For,  though  I like  the  fport:  I do  not  love 
To  Father  children:  like  the  Grand Signior., 

Thus  I walk  in  my  Seraglio., 

And  view  ’em  as  I pafs : then  draw  I forth 
My  handkercher,  and  having  made  my  choice, 

I thus  bellow  it. 

Kof.  On  me. 

Li.  On  you  ; now  my  choice  is  made  j 
To  it  you  hungry  Rafcals. 

.Alb.  Excellent. 

Amin.  As  I love  goodnels. 

It  makes  me  Imile  i’th’  height  of  all  my  fears. 

C a.  What  a llrong  contention  you  may  behold 
Between  my  Mothers  mirth  and  anger. 

lib.  Nay,  nocoynels;  beMiftrifs  of  your  word, 

I mull,  and  will  enjoy  you. 

Kof.  Be  advis’d  fool : alas  I am  old  ^ 

How  canll  thou  hope  content  from  one  that’s  fifty. 


Li.  Never  talk  on’t^ 

I have  known  good  ones  at  threefcore  and  upwards 
Belides  the  weathers  hot : and  men 
That  have  experience,  fear  Fevers: 

A temperate  diet  is  the  onely  Phyfick, 

Your  Jultps,  nor  Guajacum prurullj^S^ 

C amphire  pills,  nor  Goord- water., 

Come  not  near  your  old  Woman;, 

Youthful  ftomachs  are  Hill  craving, 

T hough  there  be  nothing  left  to  Hop  their  mouths  with  5 
And  believe  me  1 am  no  frequent  giver  of  thofe  bounties  : 
Laugh  on  : laugh  on  : good  Gentlemen  do, 

I lhall  make  holiday  and  lleep,  when  you 
Dig  in  the  mines  till  your  hearts  ake.  ' 

Kof.  A mad  fellow^  ^ , 

Kof.  Weil,  Sir,  I’il  give  you  hearing  : and  as  I like 
Your  wooing,  and  difeourfe : but  I mull  tell  ye  Sir, 

That  nch  Widows  look  for  great  fums  inprefent, 

Or  afliirances  of  ample  joynters. 

li.  That  to  me  is  eafie, 

For  inftantly  I’ll  doit,  hear  me  comrades. 

What  fay’ft  thou 

lib.  Why,  that  to  woo  a Wench  with  empty  hands 
Is  no  good  Heraldry,  therefore  let’s  to  the  gold. 

And  lhare  it  equally ; ’twill  fpeak  for  us 
’ More  than  a thoufaad  complements  or  cringes. 

Ditties  ftolen  from  Petrarch,  01  Diftourle  from  Ovidj 
Befides,  ’twill  beget  us  refpeft. 

And  if  ever  fortune  friend  us  with  a Barque, 

Largel / fupply  us  with  all  provifion. 

Alb.  Well  advis’d,  defer  it  not. 

Li.  Are  ye  all  contented. 

All,  We  are  .> 

7;.,  Lets  away  then. 

Strait  wee’ll  return,  £xir. 

And  you  ftiall  fee  our  riches. 

Kof.  Since  I knew  what  wonder  and  amazement  was, 

I nee’r  was  fo  tranfported. 

Cla.  Why  weep  ye  gentle  Maid  > 

There  is  no  danger  here  to  fuch  as  you  ^ 

Banilhfear;  for  with  us  I dare  promife. 

You  lhall  meet  all  courteous  entertainment. 

Crc.  We  efteem  our  felves  molt  happy  in  you. 

Hij . And  blefs  fortune  that  brought  you  hither. 

Cla.  Hark  in  your  ear 
I love  you  as  a friend  already. 

Ere  long  you  ftiall  call  me  by  a nearer  name, 

I wilh  your  brother  well : I know  you  apprehend  me, 

Amin.  1 , to  my  grief  I do  j 
Alas  good  Ladies,  there  is  nothing  left  me, 

But  thanks,  to  pay  ye  with. 

Clar.  That’s  more, 

Than  yet  you  Hand  ingag’d  for. 

Enter  Albert,  Tibalt,  and  the  re(l  with  treafnret 
Kof.  So  foon  return’d ! 

Alb.  Here:  fee  the  Idol  of  the  Lapidary. 

Li.  Thefe  Pearls,  for  which  the  llavifh  Negro 
Dives  to  the  bottom  of  the  Sea. 

Lam.  To  get  which  the  indullrious  Merchant 
Touches  at  either  pole. 

Fran.  Fhenever-fayling  purchafe 
Of  Lordlhips,  and  of  lionors. 

Mor.  The  Worlds  Miftrifs, 

That  can  give  every  thing  to  thepoileflbrs. 

Ma.  For  which  the  Saylors  fcorn  tempeftuous  Winds, 

And  fpit  defiance  in  the  Sea. 

Li.  Speak  Lady : Look  we  not  lovely  now  ? 

Kof  Yes,  yes, O my  Stars, 

Be  now  for  ever  blell,  that  have  brought 

To  rhy  revenge  thefe  Robbers take  your  arrowes, 

And  nayl  thefe  Monllers  to  the  earth.  ■' 

Alb.  What  mean  ye  Lady  ? 

In  I 
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In  what  have  we  offended  .■? 

Rof.  O my  daughter ! 

And  you  companions  with  me  in  all  fortunes. 

Look  on  thefe  Caskets,  and  thefe  Jewels, 

Thele  were  our  own,  when  firft  we  put  to  Sea 
With  good  Sebjjiijn:  and  thefe  the  Pyrats 
That  not  alone  depriv’d  him  of  this  treafure. 

But  alfo  took  his  life. 

Cro.  Part  of  my  prefent  * 

I will  remember  was  mine  own. 

Hip.  And  thefe  were  mine. 

Jh.  Sure,  I have  worn  this  Jewel. 

Kof.  Wherefore  do  ye  flay  then, 

And  not  perform  my  command  ? 

Jl.  O Heaven ! 

What  cruel  fate  purfues  us. 

Ti.  I am  well  enough  ferv’d, 

Tliat  mult  beoff’ring  Joyntures,  Jewels, 

And  precious  ftones,  more  than  I brought  with  me. 

Kof.  Whylhoot  ye  not? 

C/j.  Hear  me  dear  Mother  • 

And  when  the  greateft  cruelty,  is  Juflice, 

Do  not  fhew  mercy : death  to  thefe  ff  arv’d  wretches 
Is  a i'eward,  not  punilhment : let’em  live 
To  undergoe  the  full  weight  of  your  difpleafure. 

And  that  they  may  have  fence  to  feel  the  torments 
, They  have  deferv’d ; allow  ’em  fome  fmall  pittance. 

To  linger  out  their  tortures. 

Kof.  ’Tis  well  counfell’d. 

All.  And  wee’ll  follow  it  j 
Alb  Hear  us  fpeak. 

Kof.  Peace  dogs. 

Bind  ’em  fait ; when  fury  hath  given  way  to  reafon, 

1 will  determine  of  their  fufferings, 

Which  Ihall  be  horrid.  Vengeance,  though  flow  pac’d. 
At  length  o’rtakes  the  guilty and  che  wrath 
Of  the  incen fed  powers,  will  fall  moltfure 
On  wicked  men,  when  they  are  moft  fecure.  Exeunt. 


ABus  Quartus. 

Sceena  Trim  a. 

‘ . Enter  Raymond,  Sebaflian,  Nicula,  Saylors. 

1.  Sayl.  TjErc’s  nothing.  Sir,  but  poverty  and  hunger^ 

No  promife  of  inhabitance  j neither  track 

of  Beaft, 

Nor  foot  of  Man  : we  have  fearcht 

Adi  this  Rocky  defart,  yet  cannot  dilcover  any  afliirance 

Here  is , or  hath  been  fuch  men. 

2.  Sayl.  Notareliqueof  anything  they  wore  j 
; Nor  mark  left  by  ’em,  either  to  find  relief, 

' Or  to  warn  others  from  the  like  misfortune. 

Believe  it,  thefe  fellows  are  both  falfe, 

A.nd,  to  get  a little  fuccor  in  their  mifery. 

Have  fram’d  this  cunning  Tale. 

Ray.  The  Ship,  I know,  is  French,  and  own’d  by  Pirats, 
If  not  by  Albert  my  archenemy. 

You  told  me  too  there  was  a woman  with  ’em. 

A young  and  handfome  Woman. 

Sebaji.  There  was  Ib  Sir. 

Kaym.  And  fuch,  and  fuch  young  gallants. 

Nic.  We  told  you  true.  Sir, 

That  they  had  no  means  to  quit  this  Ifland. 

Kaym.  And  that  amidfl  their  mutiny  to  fave  yorfr  lives, 
You  got  their  Ship. 

Sebaji.  All  is  molt  certain.  Sir. 

Kaym.  Where  are  they  then  Where  are  thefe  Men 


Or  Woman?  we  are  landed  where  your  faiths 
Did  aflure  us,  we  could  hot  mifs  their  lights. 

For  this  news  we  took  ye  to  our  mercy. 

Reliev’d  ye,  when  the  furious  Sea,  and  Famine 

Strove,  which  Ihould  firlt  devour  ye  i 

Cloath’d,  and  cheriftit  ye udd  ye  as  rhofe  ye  fay  ye  are. 

Fair  Gentlemen,  now  keep  your  words. 

And  Ihew  us  this  company,  your  own  free  pitties  Ipokeof- 
Thefe  men  ye  left  in  mifery  j,  the  Woman.  ’ 

Men  of  thofe  noble  breedings  you  pretend  to 
Should  fcorntolie,or  get  their  food  with  falfnood; 

Come,  direfl  us. 

Sebaji.  Alafs,  Sir,  they  are  gone. 

But  by  what  means,  or  providence,  we  know  not. 

2.  Sayl.  Was  not  the  Captain 
A fellow  of  a fiery,  yet  brave  nature, 

A middle  fl:atUTe,and  of  brown  complexion  ? 

Nic.  He  was.  Sir.  j 

Kaym.  ’Twas  Albert,  : 

And  my  poor  wretched  After.  ^ 

7.  Sayl.  ’Tv\as  he  certain, 

I ha  been  at  Sea  with  him many  times  at  Sea.  , 

Kaym.  Come,  Ihew  us  thefe  Men  -, 

Shew  us  prefently,  and  do  not  dally  with  us. 

Seb.  W’e  left  ’em  here^  What  Ihould  we  fay, Sir? 

Here,  in  this  place. 

2.  Sayl.  The  earth  cannot  fwallow ’em  •, 

They  have  no  wings,  they  cannot  fly  fure. 

Kaym.  You  told  US  too 

of  heaps  of  treafure,  and  of  fums  conceal’d, 

That  let  their  heart  a fire^-  we  fee  no  fuch  thing,. 

No  fuch  fign  •,  What  can  ye  fay  to  purge  ye  ? 

What  have  ye  done  with  thefe  men? 

Nic.  We, Sir? 

Kaym.  You  Sir  ^ 

For  certain  I believe  ye  faw  ftich  people. 

Sebaji.  By  all  that’s  good. 

By  all  that’s  pure  and  honeft. 

By  all  that’s  holy. 

Kaym.  I dare  not  credit  ye. 

Ye  have  fb  abus’d  my  hope,  that  now  1 hate  ye. 

I . Sayl.  Let’s  put  ’em  in  their  ragged  clothes  again  Cap-* 
tain. 

For  certain  they  are  knaves,  lets  e’en  deliver  ’em 
To  their  old  fruitful  Farm  •,  here  let  ’em  walk  the  Ifland.  ' 
Sebaji.  If  ye  do  fo,  we  Ihall  curie  your  mercies. 

Nic.  Rather  put  us  to  Sea  again. 

Kaym.  Not  fo.  | 

Yet  this  I’ll  do,  becaufe  ye  fay  ye  are  Chrifiianj, 

Though  I hardly  credit  it : bring  in  the  boat. 

And  all  aboard  again,  but  thefe  two  wretches  ’ 

Yet  leave  ’em  four  dayes  meat.  If  in  that  time,  j 

(For  I will  fearch  all  nookes  of  this  ftrange  Ifland) 

I can  difcover  any  traft  of  thefe  men,  | 

Alive  or  dead.  I’ll  bear  ye  off,  and  honor  ye 

If  not,  ye  have  found  your  Graves  •,  fo  farewell.  Fxit. 

Nic.  That  goodnels  dwells  above,  and  knows  us  innocent,  i 
Comfort  our  lives,  and  at  his  pleafurc  quit  us. 

Sebaji.  Come  CouAn,  come  -,  old  time  will  end  our  Itory : 
Butnotime  (if  we  end  well)  ends  our  glory.  Exit-  . 

Enter  Rofella,  Clarinda,  Crocale,  Hippolita,  Juletta. 

Kof.  Ule  ’em  with  all  the  aufterity  that  may  be,  i 

They  are  our  Haves  •,  turn  all  thofe  pitties,  ^ i 

Thole  tender  reludations  that  Ihould  become  your  fex,  j 

To  ftern  anger : and  when  ye  look  upon  ’em. 

Look  with  thole  eyes  that  wept  thofe  bitter  forrows,  ; 

Thofe  cruelties  ye  fuller’d  by  their  Rapines.  | 

Some  flve  dayes  hence  that  blefled  hour  comes  ■ 

Moft  happy  to  me,  that  knit  this  hand  to  my  dear  husbands,  ■'  [ 
And  both  our  hearts  in  mutual  bands.  ; ! 

That  hour  Ladies. 

Cla.  What  of  that  hour  ? 

Kof.  Why,  on  that  hour  daughter. 

And 
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And  in  the  height  of  all  our  celebrations, 

Our  dear  remembrances  of  that  dear  Man, 

Andthofe  that  fuffer’d  with  him,  our  fair  kinfmen, 

Their  lives  (hall  fall  a facrifice  to  vengeance. 

Their  lives  that  ruin’d  his  ^ ’tis  a full  juftice. 

I will  look  glorious  in  iheir  bloods  ^ 

And  the  molt  Noble  of  Sebajliany 
Thatpcriflit  by  the  pride  of  thefe  French  Pirates, 

Shall  fmile  in  Heaven,  and  blefs  the  hand  that  kill’d  ’em. 
Look  frridly  all  unto  your  pnToners  ^ 

For  he  that  makes  a fcape  beyond  my  vengeance. 

Or  entertains  a hope  by  your  fair  iifage  ^ 

Take  heed,  1 lay,  Ihe  that  deceives  mytrult. 

Again  take  heed:  her  life,  and  that’s  but  light  neither-, 

Her  life  in  all  the  tortures  mylpirit  can  put  on. 

AU.  We  lhall  be  careful. 

Kof.  Do  lb.  Ex.  RoJJella. 

Cla.  You  are  angry  Mother,  and  ye  are  old  too. 
Forgetting  what  men  are:  butw'e  lhall  temper  ye. 

How  fare  your  prifooers.  Ladies  ? in  what  formes 
Do  they  appear  in  their  afflidions  ? 

Jttl.  Mine  fare  but  poorly  ^ 

For  Fo  1 am  commanded  : ’tis  none  of  their  fault. 

Cla.  Of  what  fort  arc  they  ? 

Jul.  They  lay  they  are  Gentlemen. 

But  they  Ihcw  Mungrels. 

Cla.  How  do  they  fufler  ? 

Jul.  Faith  like  boyes  ^ 

They  ar^-fearful  in  all  fortunes  -,  when  I fmile 
They  kneel,  and  beg  to  have  that  face  continued  y 
And  like  poor  Haves,  adore  the  ground  I go  on. 

When  1 frown,  they  hang  their  molt  dejeded  heads,  . 

Like  fearful  Iheephoiinds Ihew  ’em  a cruft  of  bread 
They’ll  Saint  me  prefently,  and  skip  like  Apes 
For  a fup  of  Wine.  I’ll  whip  ’em  like  hackneys, 

Saddle  ’em,  ride  ’em,  do  what  I will  with  ’em. 

Cla.  Tulh,  thefe  are  poor  things. 

Have  they  names  like  ChrijUans  ? 

Jul.  Very  fair  names : Franvile.,  Lamure^  and  Morillat  -, 
And  brag  of  great  kindreds  too.  They  offer  very  hand- 
fomely. 

But  that  1 am  a fool,  and  dare  not  venture. 

They  are  found  too  o’my  confcience. 

Or  very  near  upon’t. 

Cla.  Fy,  away  fool. 

Jul.  They  tell  me. 

If  they  might  be  brought  before  you. 

They  would  reveale  things  of  ftrange  confequencc. 

Cla.  Their  bale  poorftars. 

Jul.  I,  that  makes  me  hate  ’em  too  ^ 

For  if  they  were  but  manly  to  their  fufferance. 

Sure  I Ihould  ftrain  a point  or  two. 

• Cla.  An  hour  hence  I’ll  take  a view  of  e’m. 

And  hear  their  bufineffs.  Are  your  Men  thus  too? 

Cro.  Mine  ? No,  gentle  Madam,  mine  were  not  call 
Infuch  bafe molds,  afflictions, tortures. 

Are  names  and  natures  of  delight,  to  my  men  ^ 

All  forts  of  cruelties  they  meet  like  pleafures. 

1 have  but  two  ^ the  one  they  call  Vu-pont., 

7 ibalt  Vn-pont  ^ the  other  the  Ship-mafter. 

Cla.  Have  they  not  lives,  and  fears  ? 

Cro.  Lives  they  have  Madam 
But  thofe  lives  never  linkt  to  fuch  companions 
As  fears  or  doubts. 

Cla.  Life  ’em  Nobly  ^ 

And  where  you  find  fit  fubjeCts  for  your  pitties 
Let  it  become  ye  to  be  courteous  ^ 

My  Mother  will  not  alwayes  be  thus  rigorous. 

Hip.  Mine  are  Saylors  Madam, 

But  they  fleep  foundly,  and  feldom  trouble  me,  unlefs  it  be 
when 

They  dream  Ibmetimes  of  fights  and  tempefts  ^ 

Then  they  rore  and  whiffle  for  Cans  of  Wine, 

And  down  they  fling  me  j and  in  that  rage, 
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(For  they  are  violent  fellows)  they  play  fuch  reaks. 

If  they  have  meat,  they  thank  me^ 

If  none,  they  heartily  delire  to  be  bang’d  quickly. 

And  this  is  all  they  care. 

Cla.  Look  to  ’em  diligently,  and  where  your  pitties 
tells  ye 

They  may  deferve,  give  comfort. 

All.  We  will. 

Cla.  Come  hither,  be  not  frighted , 

• - * .• 

Enter  Aminta, 

Think  notyefteal  this  liberty,  for  we  give  it 
Your  tender  innocence  allures  me.  Virgin,  ' 

Y e had  no  fiiare  in  thofe  wrongs  thefe  men  did  us 
I find  ye  arc  Jiot  hardned  in  fuch  mifehiefs. 

Your  brother  was  mif-led  fure. 

Foully  mif-led. 

Amin.  How  much  I fear  thefe  pities! 

Cla.  Certain  he  was,  fomuch  1 pity  him  ; 

And  for  your  fake,whofe  eyes  plead  for  him  j 
Nay,  for  his  own  fake. 

Amin.  Ha  I 

Cla.  For  I fee  about  him 
Women  have  fubtill  eyes,  and  look  narrowly  ^ 

Or  I am  much  abus’d : many  fair  proinifes  ^ 

Nay  beyond  thofe,  two  many  lliadowed  virtues. 

Amin.  1 think  he  is  good. 

Cla  I afliire  my  felf  he  will  be  ^ 

And  out  of  that  alTurance  take  this  comfort, 
for  1 perceive  your  fear  hath  much  dejected  ye. 

I love  your  brother. 
aimin.  Madam. 

Cla.  Nay,  do  not  take  it  for  a dreamt  of  favor, 

That  comforts  in  the  fleep,  and  awake  vanifhes 
Indeed  1 love  him. 

Amin.  Do  ye  indeed  ? 

Cla.  You  doubt  ftill,becaufe  ye  fear  his  fafety  5 
Indeed  he  is  the  fweeteft  man  I ere  law  •, 

I think  the  belt.  Ye  may  hear  without  blulhes, 

And  give  me  thanks,  if  ye  pleale,  for  my  curtefici 
Amin.  Madam,  1 ever  muff  -, 

Yet  witnds  Heaven,  they  are  hard  pull’d  from  me. 

Believe  me.  Madam,  fo  many  imperfeeftions  I could  find, 
(Forgive  me  Grace  for  lying)  and  fuch  wants, 

(’Tis to  anhoneftufe)  fuch  poverties. 

Both  in  his  main  proportion,  and  his  mind  too  ; 

There  are  a hundred  handfomer (1  lie  leudly) 

Your  noble  ufage.  Madam,  hath  fo  bound  me  to  ye. 

That  I muft  tell  ye. 

Cla.  Come,  tell  yourworft, 

Amin.  He  is  no  husband  for  ye. 

I think  ye  mean  in  that  fair  w^ay. 

Cla.  Ye  have  hit  it. 

Amin.  I am  fiire  ye  have  hit  my  heart. 

You  will  find  him  dangerous.  Madam;, 

As  fickle  as  the  flying  ayr,  proud,  jealous. 

Soon  glutted  in  your  fweets,  and  foon  forgetful  j j 

I could  fay  more,  and  tell  ye  1 have  a brother,  | 

Another  brother,  that  fo  far  excells  this. 

Both  in  the  ornaments  of  Man,  and  making. 

Cla.  If  you  were  not  his  fifter,  I fhould  doubt  ye  mainly  i 
Doubt  ye  for  his  love,  ye  deal  fo  cunningly. 

Do  not  abufe  me,  I have  trufted  ye  with  more  than  life. 
With  my  firft  love-,  be  careful  of  me. 

Amin.  In  whatufe.  Madam  ? 

Cla.  In  this  Lady, 

Speak  to  him  for  me,  you  have  power  upon  him  y 
Tell  him  Hove  him,  tell  him  I dote  on  him  : 

It  will  become  your  tongue. 

Amin.  Become  my  grave. 

O fortune,  O curfed  fortune  ! 

Cla.  Tell  him  his  liberty. 

And  all  thofe  with  him  -,  all  our  wealth  and  Jewels^ 

Good 
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Good  filter,  for  I’ll  call  ye  fo. 

Amin.  1 (hall  Lady, 

Even  die,  I hope. 

Cla.  Here’s  Meat  and  Wine,  pray  take  it. 

And  there  he  lies give  him  what  liberty  you  pleafe  •, 

But  hill  conceal’d.  What  pleafure  you  (hall  pleafe,  Sifter. 
He  (hall  ne’er  want  again.  Nay,  (ee  an  you’l  take  it  j 
Why  do  you  ftudy  thus  ? 

Amin.  T o avoid  mifchiefs,  if  they  (hould  happen. 

Cla.  Goe,  and  be  happy  for  me. 

Amin.  O blind  fortune  ^ 

Yet  happy  thus  far,  I (hall  live  tofeehim. 

In  what  ftrange  delolation  lives  he  here  now? 

Sure  this  Curtain  will  reveale. 

Enter  Albert. 

Alb.  Who’s  that  ? ha ! 

Some  gentle  hand,  I hope,  to  bring  me  comfort. 

Or  if  it  be  my  death,  ’tis  fweetly  (hadowed. 

Amin.  Have  ye  forgot  me,  Sir  ? 

Alb.  Aminta? 

Amin.  She  Sir, 

That  walks  here  up  and  down  an  empty  (hadow. 

One,  that  for  fome  few  hours 

But  wanders  here,  carrying  her  own  fad  CofHn, 

Seeking  fome  Defart  place  to  lodge  her  griefs  in. 

Alb.  Sweet  forrow  welcome,  welcome  noble  grief  j 
How  got  you  this  fair  liberty  to  (ee  me  .■? 

For  forrows  in  your  (hape  are  ftrangers  to  me. 

Amin.  1 come  to  counfel  ye. 

.nib.  Yt  are  ftill  more  welcome  *, 

. For  good  friends  in  afflidions  give  good  Councels. 

Pray  then  proceed. 

Amin.  Pray  eat  firft,  ye  (hew  faint  ^ 

Here’s  Wine  to  refrefn  ye  too. 

Alb.  I thank  ye  dear. 

Amin.  Drink  again. 

Alb.  Here’s  to  our  loves. 

How,  turn  and  weep ! 

Pray  pledge  it : this  happinefs  we  have  yet  left. 

Our  hearts  are  free.  Not  pledge  it  ? Why  > 

And  though  beneath  the  Axe  this  health  were  holy. 

Why  do  ye  weep  thus  ? 

Amin.  I come  to  woo  ye. 

Alb.  To  woo  me  Sweet?  I am  woo’d  and  won  already, 
You  know  I am  yours.  This  pretty  way  becomes  ye. 

But  you  would  deceive  my  (brrows  ^ that’s  your  intent. 

Amin.  I would  I could,  I (hould  not  weep,  but  fmile. 

Do  ye  like  your  Meat  and  Wine? 

Alb.  Like  it  ? 

Amin.  Do  you  like  your  liberty  ? 

Alb.  All  thefe  I well  may  like. 

Amin,  Then  pray  like  her  that  (ent  ’em. 

Do  ye  like  wealth,  and  moft  unequal’d  beauty  ? 

Alb.  Peace,  indeed  you’l  make  me  angry. 

Amin.  W’ould  I were  dead  that  ask  it, 

Then  ye  migl  t freely  like,  and  I forgive  ye. 

Alb.  What  like,  and  who  ? add  not  more  mifery 
To  a man  that’s  fruitful  in  afflidions. 

Who  is’t  you  would  have  me  like? 

Who  fent  thele  comforts  ? 

Amin.  I muft  tell. 

Alb.  Be  bold. 

Amin.  But  be  you  temperate. 

If  you  be  bold  I die.  The  young  fair  Virgin  ^ 

(Sorrow  hath  made  me  old.)  O hearken, 

And  wifely  hark,  the  Governefs  daughter : 

That  Star  that  ftrikes  this  Illand  full  of  wonder. 

That  blooming  fweetnefs. 

Alb.  What  of  her? 

A»/z«.,She  fent  it:  and  with  it, 

It  muft  be  out,  (he  dotes  on  ye. 

And  muft  enjoy  ye : el(e  no  joy  muft  find  ye. 


' Alb.  And  have  you  the  patience  to  deliver  this  > 

A filler  may  fay  much,  and  modeftlv. 

Al^.  A lifter? 

Arflin.  Yes,  that  name  undid  ye  ^ 

Undid  us  both:  had  ye  nam’d  Wife,  fire  had  fear’d  ye- 
And  fear’d  the  fin  (he  follow’d^  She  hadrnun’d,yea  ’ 

Her  Virgin  modefty  had  not  touch’d  at  ye.  ’ 

But  thinking  you  were  free,  hath  kindled  a fire, 

I fear  will  hardly  be  extinguilht. 

Alb.  Indeed  I played  the  jOoI. 

O my  bed  Sir,  take  heed, 

T ake  heed  of  lies.  Truth,  though  it  trouble  fome  minds 
Some  wicked  minds,  that  are  both  dark  and  dangerous : ’ 
Yetitprelerves  it  felf,  comes  offpure,  innocent, 

And  like  the  Sun,  though  never  ib  eclips’d, 

Muft  break  in  glory.  O Sir,  lie  no  more. 

Alb.  Ye  have  read  me  a fair  Lefture, 

And  put  a fpell  upon  my  tongue  for  fayning. 

But  how  will  you  counlel  now  ? 

Amin-  Ye  muft  ftudy  to  forget  me.  i 

Alb.  How?  ; 

Amin.  Be  patient.  i 

Be  wife  and  patient,  it  concens  ye  highly.  | 

Can  ye  lay  by  our  loves?  But  why  firould I doubt  it  ? ! 

Ye  are  a man,  and  man  may  Ihift  afieftions,  ' 

’Tis  held  no  fin.  To  come  to  the  point, 

Ye  muft  lole  me  ^ many  and  mighty  reafons. 

A b.  Hear  me  Aminta.^ 

Have  you  a man  that  loves  you  too,  that  feeds  ye. 

That  fends  ye  liberty  ? Has  this  great  Governefs 
A noble  fon  too,  young,  and  apt  to  catch  ye  ? 

Am  I,becaufe  I am  in  bonds,  and  miferable. 

My  health  decay’d,  my  youth  and  ftrength  half  blafted, 

My  fortune  like  my  warning  felf,  for  this  delpis’d  ? 

Am  I for  this  forfaken } a new  love  chofen. 

And  my affeeftions, like  my  fortunes, wanderers.? 

Take  heed  of  lying,  you  that  chid  me  for  it  ^ 

And  (hew’d  how  deep  a fin  it  was,  and  dangerous. 

Take  heed,  your  felf,  you  fwore  you  lov’d  me  dearly; 

No  few,  nor  little  oathes  you  fwore  Aminta.,  ,! 

Thole  feal’d  with  no  (mall  faith,  I then  afliir’d  my  felf. 

O feek  no  new  wayes  to  cozen  truth,  i 

Amin.  I do  not. 

By  love  it  felf  I love  thee,  , I 

And  ever  muft,  nor  can  all  deaths  difiblve  it. 

Alb.  Why  do  you  urge  me  thus  then  ? 

Amin.  For  your  (afety, 

To  preferve  your  life. 

Alb.  My  life,!  do  confefs,  is  hers, 

She  gives  it, 

And  let  her  take  it  back,  I yield  it. 

My  loves  intirely  thine,  none  (hall  touch  at  it ; i 

None,my/^»ii«M,  none.  ! 

Amin.  Ye  have  made  me  happy,  | 

And  now  I know  ye  are  mine.  Fortune,  I (corn  thee. 

Goe  to  your  reft,  and  I’ll  fit  by  ye ; 

Whilft  I have  time  I’ll  be  your  mate,  and  comfort  ye, 

For  only  I am  trufted : you  (hall  want  nothing,  ’ ! 

Not  a liberty  that  I can  fteal  ye.  [ 

Alb.  May  we  not  celebrate  our  loves  Aminta  ? \ ' 

And  where  our  wifiies  cannot  meet. 

Amin.  You  are  wanton. 

But  with  cold  kifies  I’ll  allay  that  fever ; * 

Look  for  no  more,  and  that  in  private  too. 

Believe  me,  I fnall  blulh  elfe. 

But,  let’s  confider,  we  are  both  loft  elfe. 

A/^.  Let’s  in,  and  prevent  fate.  Exeunt.  \\ 


Enter  Crocale,  Juletta,  Tibalt,  Mafter. 

Tib.  You  do  well  to  ayrus.  Ladies,  we  (hall  be  mufty  elfe. 
What  are  your  wife  wills  now  ? 

Cro.  You  are  very  crank  ftill. 

Tib.  As 
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'lib,  As  crank  as  a . holy  Fryer,  fe'd  with  hail-ftones. 

But  do  ye  bring  us  out  to  bait,  like  Bulls  ? 

MajK  Or  are  you  weary  of  the  charge  ye  are  at .? 

Turn  us  abroad  again,  let’s  jog  Ladies^ 

We  are  grofs,  andcourfe,  unfit  for  your  fwcet  pleafures, 
7ib.  Knock  off  our  Ihooes,  and  turn’s  to  graft. 

Cro.  You  are  determined 
Still  to  be  flubborn  then : it  well  becomes  ye. 

7tb.  An  humour  Lady  that  contents  a prifoner, 

A fullen  fit  fometimes  ferves  for  a fecond  courle. 

Jul.  Ye  may  as  well  behind. 

And  gain  our  favours  ^ gain  meat  and  drink, 

And  lodging  to  refl:  your  bones.  . 

7ib.  My  bones  have  bore  me  thus  long,  , 

And  had  their  lhare  of  pains  and  recreations; 

If  they  fail  now,  they  are  no  fair  companions. 

Cro.  Are  ye  thus  harlli  to  all  our  Sex  ? 

Mafi.  W e cannot  be  merry  without  a Fidler, 

Pray  flrike  up  your  Tabors,  Ladies. 

Cro.  The  fools  defpife  us. 

jul.  We  know  ye  are  very  hungry  novv. 

Tib.  Yes  ’tisvery wholfom.  Ladies; 

For  we  that  have  grOft  bodies,  mufb  be  careful 
Have  ye  no  piercing  air  to  ftir  our  ftomachs  ? 

We  are  beholding  to  ye  for  our  Ordinary. 

Jul.  Why  flaves,  ’tis  in  our  power  to  hang  ye. 

Maii.  Very  likely. 

’Tisiri  our  powers  then  to  be  hang’d,  and  fcornye. 
Hanging’s  asfweetto  us,  as  dreaming  to  you. 

Cro.  Come,  be  more  courteous.  (faries. 

JhI.  Do, and  then  ye  lhall  be  pleas’d,  and  have  all  necef- 
7ib..  Give  me  fome  Ratsbane  then. 

Cro.  And  why  Ratsbane,  Mounfieur? 

7 lb  We  live  like  vermine  here,  and  eat  up  yourcheele. 
Your  mouldy  cheefe,  that  none  but  Rats  would  bite  at ; 
Therefore  ’tis  juft  that  Ratsbane  Ihould  reward  us. 

U^e  are  unprofitable,  and  our  Ploughs  are  broken ; 

There  is  no  hope  of  Harveftthis  year.  Ladies. 

Jul.  Ye  lhall  have  all  content 
Mill.  I,  and  we’ll  ferve  yourules. 

I had  rather  ferve  hogs,  there’s  more  delight  in’t ; 

Your  greedy  appetites  are  never  fatisfied; 

Juft  like  hungry  Camels,  fleeping  or  waking 
You  chew  the  cud  ftill. 

Cro.  By  this  hand  we’ll  ftarve  ye; 

Maft.  ’Tis  a noble  courtefie. 

I had  as  lief  ye  Ihould  familh  me,  as  founder  me; 

To  be  jaded  to  death,  is  only  fit  for  a hackney. 

Here  be  certain  Tarts  of  Tarr  about  me. 

And  parcels  of  potargo  in  my  Jerkin, 

As  long  as  thefe  laft. 

Jul.  Which  will  not  laft  ever. 

Tib.  Then  we’ll  eat  one  another  like  good  fellows. 
Alhoulder  of  his  for  a haunch  of  mine. 

Jul.  ’Tis  excellent. 

7 lb.  ’Twill  be  as  we’ll  drefs  it  Ladies. 

Cro.  Why  fure  ye  arc  not  men? 

Mafl.  Ye  had  belt  come  fearch  us, 

A Seaman  is  feldom  without  a fait  Eele. 

7ib.  I am  bad  enough. 

And  in  my  nature  a notorious  wencher; 

And  yet  ye  make  me  blufh  at  your  immodefty. 

Tell  me  good  Mafter,  didft  ever  feefuch  things? 

Maji.  I could  like ’em,  though  they  were  lewdly  given, 
If  they  could  fay  no; 

7ib.  Well,  ye  may  hang,  or  ftarve  us ; 

But  your  commanding  impudence  fliall  never  fear  us. 

Had  ye  by  blufiiing  figns,  foft  cunings,  crept  into  us. 

And  Ihew’dus  your  neceftities:  we  had  met  your  purpoles, 
Supply’d  your  wants.  We  are  no  Saints  Ladies ; 

I love  a good  wench,  as  I love  my  life. 

And  with  my  life  I will  maintain  my  love; 

But  fuch  a fordid  impudence  I’ll  fpit  at. 

Let’s  to  our  dens  again.  Cdme  noble  Mafter. 


Exit  Tib.  and  Ma(i. 


You  know  our  minds,  Ladies : 

This  is  the  faith  in  w^hich  we’ll  die. 
Cro.  I do  admire ’em 
Jul.  They  are  noble  fellows^ 

And  they  lhall  not  want,  for  this. 

Cro.  But  lee,  Clariuda  comes. 
Farevvel,  I’ll  to  my  charge. 

Enter  Clarinda. 


Cla.  Bring  out  thole  prilbncrs  now, 

And  let  me  lee  ’em,  and  hear  their  bulinels. 

Jul.  I will.  Madam. 

C la.  I hope  fne  hath  prevail’d  upon  her  brother. 

She  has  a fweet  tongue,  and  can  deferibe  the  happinefs 
My  love  is  ready  to  fling  on  him. 

And  lure  he  mult  be  glad,  for  certain,  wonder, 

Andbleft  the  hour  that  brought  him  to  this  Ifland. 

I long  to  hear  the  full  joy  that  he  labours  with. 

Enter  Juletta,  Morillat,  Franvile,  Lamure. 

Mor.  Bleftthy  Divine  Beauty. 

Fran.  Mirror  of  fweetnefs. 

La-m.  Ever-fpringing  brightneft. 

Cla,  Nay,  Stand  up  Gentlemen, and  leave  your  flatteries 
Mor.  She  calls  us  Gentlemen,  fure  we  lhall  have  fo  ne  meat 
Cla.  I am  a mortal  creature, 

W'orlhip  Heaven,  and  give  thefe  attributes  ^ 

To  their  Divinities.  Methinks  ye  look  but  thin. 

Mor.  Oh  we  are  ftarv’d,  immortal  beauty. 

We  are  all  poor  ftarv’d  knaves. 

Fran.  Neither  liberty  nor  meat.  Lady  (nien 

Mor.  Wewerehandfome  men,  and  Gentlemen,  and  fvveet 
And  were  once  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  beauties. 

But  now  we  look  like  Rogues; 

Like  poor  ftarv’d  rogues. 

Cla.  What  would  yedoifye  were  to  die  now? 

Fran.  Alas,  we  were  prepar’d.  If  you  will  hanf^  us 
Let’s  have  a good  meal  or  two  to  die  with,  ° ’ 

To  put’s  in  heart. 

Mor.  Or  if  you’ll  drown  us. 

Let’s  be  drunk  iirft,  that  we  may  die  merrily, 

Andbleft  the  founders. 

Cla.  Ye  lhall  not  die  Ibhaftily. 

What  dare  ye  do  to  delerve  my  favour? 

La-m.  Put  us  to  any  lervice, 

Fran;  Any  bondage, 

Let’s  but  live. 

Mar.  We’ll  get  a world  of  children, 

For  we  know  ye  are  hainoufly  unprovided  that  way ; 

And  ye  lhall  beat  us  when  we  offend  ye ; ’ 

Beat  us  abundantly,  and  take  our  meat  from  us. 

Cla.  Thefe  are  weak  abjed  things, that  Ihew  ye  poor  ones. 
What’s  the  great  lervice  ye  lb  oft  have  threatned, 

If  ye  might  fee  me,  and  win  my  favour  ? 

Jul.  That  bufineftof  dilcovery. 

Mor.  Oh,  III  tell  ye  Lady. 

La-m.  And  fo  will  I. 

Fran.  And  I, 

Pray  let  me  fpeak  firft. 

Mor.  Good,  no  tbnfufion. 

We  are  before  a Lady  that  knows  manners ; 

And  by  the  next  meat  I lhall  eat,  ’tis  certain. 

This  little  Gentlewoman  that  was  taken  with  us. 

Cla.  Your  Captains  Sifter,  llie  you  mean. 

Mar.  1,1,  file’s  the  bufineft  that  we  would  open  to  ye. 
Youarecoulened  in  her. 

LamS  How,  what  is’t  you  would  open  ? 

Fran\  She  is  no  Sifter.  , 

Mor.  Good  Sirs  how  quick  you  are. 

She  is  no  Sifter,  Madam. 

Fran.  She  is  his. 

Mor.  Peace  I fty. 

Y y Cla. 


?54 


The  Sca'Voyage. 


Cla.  What  is  file  ? 

A/or.  Faith,  fvveet  Lady, 

She  is,  as  a man  would  lay,  his. 

Cla.  What? 

Lam.  His  Miftrifs. 

Mor.  Or,  as  Tome  new  Tranflators  read,  his, 
Cla.  Oh  me! 

A/or.  And  why  he  Ihould  delude  you  thus, 

Unlefs  he  meant  Tome  villany  ? thefe  ten  weeks 
He  has  had  her  at  Sea,  for  his  own  proper  appetite. 
Lam.  His  Cabin-mate  I’ll  afliire  ye. 

Cla.  No  Sifter,  lay  ye  ? 

A/or.  No  more  than  lam  brother  to  your  beauty, 
I know  not  why  he  ITiould  juggle  thus. 

Cla.  Do  not  lie  to  me. 

A/or.  If  ye  find  me  lie.  Lady,  hang  me  em^y. 
Cla.  How  am  I fooFdl 
Away  with  ’^cvajuletta.,  and  feed  ’em 
But  hark  ye,  with  fuchfoodas  they  have  given  me. 
Newmilery! 

Fran.  Nor  meat  nor  thanks  for  all  this. 

Cla.  Make  ’em  more  wretched. 

Oh  I could  burft ! curie  and  kill  now, 

I Kill  any  thing  I meet,  Juletta,  follow  me, 

And  call  the  reft  along. 

Jitl.  We  follow,  Madam. 

Enter  Albert  and  Aminta. 


Exit. 


Exeunt 


Amint.  Imuft  begone  now,  elle  Ihe  mayfulpcft;  me; 
How  fliall  1 anfwer  her  ? 

Alb.  Tellher  diredly. 

Amint.  That  were  too  fuddain,  too  improvident  j 
Fires  of  this  nature  muftbeputout  cunningly. 

They’ll  wafteall  come  near  ’em  elle. 

Farewel  once  more. 

Alb.  Farewel, 

And  keep  my  love  entire. 

Nay,  kifs  me  once  again,  me  thinks  we  lliould  not  part. 
Amint.  Oh  be  wile.  Sir. 

Alb.  Nay,  one  kifs  more. 

Amin.  Indeed  you’re  wanton  j 
W’e  may  be  taken  too. 

Enter  Clarinda,  Juletta,  Crocale,  Hippolita. 

Cla.  Out  thou  bafe  woman. 

I’ll  Ihoot  ’em 'both. 

Cro.  Nay  ftay,  brave  Lady,  hold ; 

A fuddain  death  cuts  off  a Nobler  vengeance. 

Cla.  Am  I made  Bawd  toyourlalcivious  meetings? 

Are  ye  grown  lb  wife  in  fin.? 

Shut  up  that  villany : and  firrah, 

;Now  exped  my  utmoft  angey. 

Let  him  there  ftarve. 

■ Alb.  I mock  at  your  mifehiefs.  Exit 

Cla.  'Tie  that  falfe  \yitch  unto  that  Tree,. 

There  let  that  favage  beafts 
Gnawoff  her  fweetnefs,  and  Snakes 
Embrace  her  beauties  ^ tie  her,  and  watch 
That  none  relieve  her. 

Hip.  We  could  wilh  ye  better  fortune,  Lady, 

But  dare  not  help  ye. 

Amin.  Be  your  own  friends,  I thank  ye. 

Now  only  my  laft  audit,  and  my  greateft. 

Oh  Heaven,  be  kind  unto  me, 

•And  if  it  be  thy  Will,  preferve. 

Enter  Raymond, 

Kay.  Who  is  this  ? 

Sure’tisa  woman,  I have  trode  this  place. 

And  found  much  footing*,  now  I know  ’tis peopl’d. 

Ha,  let  me  lee ! ’tis  her  fece. 

Oh  Heaven!  turn  this  way  Maid. 

Amin.  OhKaymond.,  oh  Brother. 

Kaym.  Her  tongue  too ; ’tis  my  Sifter  ^ what  rude  hand  1 


Nay  kifs  me  firft,  Oh  joy ! 

Amin.  Fly,  fly  dear  brother. 

You  are  loft  elfe. 

JhI.  a man,  a man,  a new  man. 

Kaym.  What  are  theft  ? 

Enter  Juletta,  Crocale,  Clarinda* 

Cro,  An  enemy,  an  enemy. 

Cla.  Dilpatch  hi^. 

Take  him  off,  Ihoot  him  ftraight. 

Kaym.  I dare  not  ufe  my  fword,  Ladies, 

Againft  fuch  comely  foes. 

Amin.  Oh  brother,  brother  I 
Cla.  Away  with ’em,  and  in  dark  prilbns  bind ’em. 

One  word  reply’d,  ye  die  both. 

Now  brave  mother,  follow  thy  noble  anger. 

And  I’ll  help  thee.  Exeunt] 


ABus  Qmntus. 

Sc  ana  Trima. 

Enter  Roffella,  Clarinda,  Crocale,  Juletta,  Hippolita. 

Kof.X  Am  deaf  to  all  your  intreaties:  Ihe  that  moves  me 
1 For  pity  or  compalTion  to  thefe  Pirats, 

Digs  up  her  Fathers,  or  her  Brothers  Tomb, 

And  fpurns  about  their  alhes. 

Couldftthou  remember  what  a Father  thou  hadft  ©nee 
’Twouldfteel  thy  heart  againft  all  foolilh  pity.  ’ 

By  his  memory’and  the  remembrance  of  his  dear  embraces 
I am  taught,  that  in  a A/oble  caufe  revenge  is  Noble  • ' 

And  they  lhall  fall  the  facrifices  to  appeaft  ^ 

His  wandring  Ghoft,  and  my  incenfed  fury. 

Cla.  The  new  come  prifbner  too  I 
Kof.  He  too  yet  that  we  may  learn 
Whether  they  are  the  lame,  or  near  ally’d 
To  thoft  that  forc’d  me  to  this  cruel  courft. 

Better  their  poor  allowance,  and  permit  ’em 
To  meet  together  and  confer. 

Within  the  diftance  of  your  ear ; perhaps 
They  may  difcoverlbmethingthat  may  kill 
Defpair  in  me,  and  be  a means  to  fave  ’em 
From  certain  mine. 

Ceo.  That  lhall  be  my  charge. 

Kof.  Yet  to  prevent 

All  hope  of  reftue : for  this  new-come  Captain 
Hath  both  a Ship  and  Men  not  far  from  us. 

Though  ignorant  to  find  the  only  Port, 

That  can  yield  entrance  to  our  happy  Ifland, 

Guard  the  place  ftrongly,  and  e’r  the  next  Sun 

Ends  his  diurnal  progrels,  I will  be 

Happy  in  my  revenge,  or  ftt ’em  free.  Exeunt 

Enter  Crocale,  Juletta,  Hippolita.  A Table  furnifh^d. 

Cro.  So  ferve  it  plentifully. 

And  loft  not  time  to  enquire  the  cauft ; 

There  is  a main  defign  that  hangs  upon  this  bounty. 
Seethe  Table  furnifht  with  Wine  too. 

That  difeovers  ftcrets  which  tortures  cannot  open : 

Open  the  doors  too  of  the  ftveral  prilbns. 

And  give  all  free  entrance  into  this  room, 

Undifeover’d  I can  here  mark  all. 

Enter  Tib.  Maft. 


Here’s  Captain  carelefs,  and  the  tough  Ship-mafter, 
The  Haves  are  nos’d  like  Vultures 


Hov\ 
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How  wild  they  look. 

■ ‘Itb.  Ha,  themiftery  of  this. 

Some  good  Hobgoblin  rife  and  reveal. 

Maji.  I’m  amazed  at  it:  nor  can  I found  the  intent, 
lib.  Is  not  this  bread, 

Subftantial  bread,  not  painted  ? 

Maji.  But  take  heed, 

You  may  be  poifoned. 

‘tib.  I am  fure  I am  famiHi’d  ^ 

And  famine,  as  the  wife  man  fays. 

Gripes  the  guts  as  much  as  any  Mineral. 

This  may  be  "Treacle  fentto  prcferve  me 
After  a long  Fait ; or  be  it  Vipers,  fpittle. 

I’ll  nm  the  hazard. 

We  arc  palt  all  fear,  I’ll  take  part  with  ye. 

Tib.  Do:  and  now  i’faith,  how  d’ye  feel  your  felf? 

I find  great  eafe  in’t.  What’s  here  ^ 

Wine,  and  it  be  thy  Will-, 

Strong  lufty  Wine.  W ell,  fools  may  talk 
Of  Mythridate^  Cordials,  and  Elixirs. 

But  from  my  youth  this  was  my  only  Phyfick. 

Here’s  a colour,  what  Ladies  cheek. 

Though  cerus’d  over,  conies  near  it  ? 

It  fparkles  too : hangs  out  Diamonds. 

Oh  my  fweet-heart,  how  I will  hug  thee, 

Again,  and  again ! They  are  poor  drunkards. 

And  not  worth  thy  favors. 

That  number  thy  moilt  killes  in  thefe  Cryftals. 

Mail.  But  Mounfieur, 

Here  are  Suckets,  and  fweetdillies. 

Tib.  Tufii,  boys  meat, 

I am  pall  it  here’s  ftrong  food  fit  for  men: 

Nedar,  old  lad.  Miftrifs  of  merry  hearts. 

Once  more  I am  bold  with  you. 

MajL  Take  heed  (man) 

Too  much  will  breed  dillemper. 

Tib.  Haft  thou  liv’d  at  Sea 
The  moft  part  of  thy  life,  whereto  be  fober 
While  we  have  Wine  aboard,  is  capital  Trealbn*, 

And  doft  thou  preach  Ibhriety  ? 

MaJl.  Prethee  forbear, 

I We  may  offend  in  it  j we  know  not  for  whom 
It  was  provided. 

Tib.  I amfure  forme:  therefore /oo^rj, 

’When  I am  full,  let  ’em  hang  me,  I care  not. 

Enter  Albert,  Aminta,  Raymond,  Lamure,  Mor- 
rillat,  Franvile,  feverally. 

Mafi.  This  has  been  his  temper  ever. 

See,  provoking  dillies-,  candid  Eringoes.^ 

And  Potatoes. 

Tib.  I’ll  not  touch  ’em,  I will  drink  -, 

But  not  a biton  a march.  I’ll  be  an  Eunuch  rather. 

Mali  Who  are  thefe? 

T/^,  Marry,  who  you  will 
I keep  my  Text  here. 

Alb.  Raymond ! 

Ray.  Alberti 

Tib.  Away,  I’ll  be  drunk  alone  ^ 

Keep  off  Rogues,  or  I’ll  belch  ye  into  air  ^ 

Not  a drop  here. 

Amint.  Dear  brother,  put  not  in  your  eyes  fuch  anger 
Thofe  looks  poifon’d  with  fury,  fhot  at  him, 
Refletftonme.  Oh  brother,  look  milder,  or 
j I The  Cryftal  of  his  temperance 
Wdll  turn  ’em  on  your  felf. 

Alb.  Sir,  I have  fought  ye  long 
To  find  your  pardon : you  have  plough’d  the  Ocean 
l o wreak  your  vengeance  on  me,  for  the  rape 
Of  this  fair  Virgin.  Now  our  fortune  guides  us 
To  meet  on  fuch  hard  terms,  that  we  need  rather 
A mutual  pitty  of  our  prefent  ftate, 

Than  to  expoftulate  of  breaches  paft, 


Which  cannot  be  made  up.  And  though  it  be  • ' 

Far  from  you  power,  to  force  me  to  confefs, 

That  I have  done  ye  wrong,  or  fuch  fubmiflion 
Failing  to  make  my  peace,  to  vent  your  anger  ^ 

You  being  your  felf  llav’d,  as  I to  others ; 

Yet  for  you  Sifters  fake,  her  bleffed  fake, 

111  part  of  recompence  of  what  file  has  fuffer’d 
or  my  raffi  folly the  contagion 
Of  my  black  actions,  catching  hold  upon 
der  purer  innocence , 1 crave  your  mercy^ 

And  wifh  however  feveral  motives  kept  us 
rom  being  friends,  while  we  had  hope  to  live, 

-.et  death  which  we  expeT,  and  cannot  fly  from,  ' 
znd  all  contention. 

Tib.  Drink  upon’t,  ’tis  a good  motion 
datifie  it  in  Wine,  and  ’tis  authentical. 

Ray.  When  I confider 
The  ground  of  our  long  difference,  and  look  on 
Our  not  to  be  avoided  miferies. 

It  doth  beget  in  me  I know  not  how 
A foft  Religious  tendernels  ^ which  tells  me. 

Though  we  have  many  faults  to  anfwer  for  ' • 

Upon  our  own  account,  our  Fathers  crimes 
Are  in  us  punifh’d.  Oh  Albert.,  the  courfe 
They  took  to  leave  us  rich,  wasnothoneft, 

Korean  that friendlhip  laft,  which  virtue  joyns  noL 
When  firft  they  forc’d  the,  induftrious  Portngals.f 
From  their  Plantations  in  the  Happy  JJlands. 

Cro.  This  is  that  I watch  for. 

Kay.  And  did  omit  no  tyranny,  which  men, 

Inured  to  fpoil,  and  mifehief  could  inflift. 

On  the  griex’d  fufferers  when  by  lawlefs  rapine 
They  reap’d  the  harveft,  which  their  Labourers  low’d  j 
And  not  content  to  force  ’em  from  their  dwelling. 

But  laid  for ’em  at  jea,  to  ravilh  from ’em 
The  laft  remainder  of  their  wealth : then,  then, 

After  a long  purfuit,  each  doubting  other. 

As  guilty  of  the  Portugals  efcape. 

They  did  begin  to  quarrel,  like  in  men  ^ 

(Forgive me  piety,  that  I call  ’emfo) 

No  longer  love,  or  correfpondence  holds. 

Than  it  is  cimented  with  prey  or  profit : 

Then  did  they  turn  thefe  fwords  they  oft  hadbloodi’d 
With  innocent  gore,  upon  their  wretched  lelves, 

'And  paid  the  forfeit  of  their  cruelty 
Shewn  to  Sebajiian.^  and  his  Colonie, 

By  being  fatal  enemies  to  each  other. 

Thence  grew  Amintasiz'^Q.f  and  my  defire 
To  be  reveng’d.  And  now  obferve  the  iffue  :• 

As  they  for  fpoil  ever  forgot  compalTion 
To  women,  (who  Ihould  be  exempted 
From  the  extremities  of  a lawful  War) 

We  now,  young  able  men,  are  fall’n  into 
The  hands  of  Women  ^ that,  againft  the  fbft 
Tendernefs  familiar  to  their  Sc.x, 

WilHhew  no  mercy. 


Enter  Crocale. 

Cro.  None,  unlefs  yoit  Ihew  us 
Our  long  loft  Husbands. 

We  are  thofe  Portugals  you  talk’d  of. 

Kay.  Stay, 

I met  upon  the  Sea  in  a tall  Ship 

Portugal s.f  familh’d  almoft  to  deathj 
Tib.  Our  Ship  by  this  Wine. 

And  thofe  the  rogues  that  ftole  her. 

Left  us  to  familh  in  the  barren  Iffands. 

Kay.  Some  fuch  tale  they  told  me. 

And  fomething  of  a Woman,  which  I find. 

To  be  my  Sifter. 

Cro.  Where  are  thefe  men? 

Kay.  I left  ’em,  ^ _ 

Y y 2 Suppofing 
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Suppoling  they  had  deluded  me  with  forg’d  tales, 

In  the  Illand,  where  theyfaid 

They  had  liv’d  many  years  the  wretched  owners 

Of  a huge  mafs  of  treafiirc. 

/4/h.  The  fame  men  : and  that  the  fatal  muck 
Wc  quarrell’d  for. 

Cro.  They  were  Portugals  you  fay. 

Hay.  So  they  profefs’d. 

Cro.  They  may  prove  fuchmen  as  may  lave  your  lives, 
And  fo  much  lam  taken  with  fair  hope. 

That  I will  hazard  life  to  be  refolv’don’t: 

How  came  you  hither  ? 

Kay.  My  fhip  lies  by  the  Rivers  itiouth. 

That  can  convey  yetothefe  wretched  men. 

Which  you  defire  to  fee. 

Cro.  Back  to  your  prifons. 

And  pray  for  thefuccefs;  if  they  bethofe 
Which  1 defire  to  find,  you  arefafe  j 
If  not,  prepare  to  die  to  morrow : 

For  the  world  cannot  redeem  ye. 

Alb.  However,  we  are  arm’d 
For  either  fortune. 

Tib.  Whatmuft  become  of  me  novi^ 

That  I am  not  difmifs’d  ? 

Cro.  Oh  Sir,  I purpofe 
To  have  your  company. 

I t.  Take  heed  wicked  woman, 

I am  apt  to  mifchief  now. 

Cro.  You  cannot  be  fb  unkind, 

To  her  that  gives  you  liberty. 

Ti.  No,  I fhall  be  too  kind,  that’s  the  devil  on’t ; 

I have  hadflore  of  good  wine:  and  when  lam  drunk, 

Joan  is  a Lady  tome,  and  I fhall 

Lay  about  me  like  a Lord : I feel  ftrange  motions : 

Avoid  me  temptation. 

Cro,  Come  Sir,  I’ll  help  ye  in.  Exeunt. 

^nter  Sebaltian  and  Nicufa* 

Nicu.  What  may  that  be 
That  moves  upon  the  Lake  ? 

Sebath  Still  it  draws  nearer. 

And  now  1 plainly  candifcernit. 

’Tisthe  French  Ship. 

Nicu.  In  it  a woman. 

Who  feems  to  invite  us  to  her, 

Sebafi.  Still  Ihe  calls  with  figns  of  Love  tahaftcn  to  her  ^ 
So  lovely  hope  doth  ftill  appear : 

I feel  norage,  nor  weaknefs. 

Nicu.  Though  it  bring  death. 

To  us  ’tis  comfort : and  deferves  a meeting. 

Orelfe  fortune  tyr’d  with  what  we  have  luffer’d. 

And  in  it  overcome,  as  it  maybe, 

! Now  lets  a period  to  our  mifery.  Exeunt. 

Uorid  Muftcl{. 

Enter  feveraVy^  Raymond,  Albert,  Aminta. 

Kay.  What  dreadful  founds  are  thefo? 

Amint.  Infernal  Mufick, 
fit  for  a bloody  Feaft. 

Alb.  It  feems  prepar’d 
To  kill  our  courages  e’r  they  divorce 
Our  fouls  and  bodies. 

Kay.  But  they  that  fearlefs  fall. 

Deprive  them  of  their  triumph. 

Ah  Altar  prepar'd. 

Enter  RofTillia,  Clarinda,  Juletta,  Hippolita,  &c. 

Amin.  Seethe  furies. 

In  their  full  trym  of  cruelty. 


Kof.  ’Tis  thelafl: 

Duty  that  I can  pay  to  my  dead  Lord, 

Set  out  the  Altar,  I my  felf  will  be 

The  Prieft,  and  boldly  do  thofe  horrid  Rites 

You  fhaketothinkon,  lead  thefe  Captains  nearer. 

For  they  fhall  have  the  honor  to  fall  firft 
To  my  Seha/l tan's  afhes  : and  now  wretches. 

As  I am  taught  already,  that  you  are. 

And  lately  by  your  free  confeffion, 

Pirats,  and  thefons  of  thofe  I hate. 

Even  equal  with  the  devil  ^ heafwith  horror. 

What  ’tis  invites  me  to  this  cruel  courfe. 

And  what  you  are  to  fuffer,  no  Amazons  vic. 

But  women  Portugal  have  from  you 

Sebafiian  znd  Nicufa-.,  we  are  they 

That  groan’d benea^ your  fathers  wrongs; 

We  are  thole  wretched  women. 

Their  injuries  purfu’d,  andovertook ; 

And  from  the  fad  remembrance  of  our  lofles 
We  are  taught  to  be  cruel  j when  we  were  forc’d 
From  that  fweet  air  we  breathed  in,  by  their  rapine. 

And  fought  a place  of  being  ^ as  the  Seas 
And  Winds  confpir’d  withtheir  ill  purpofes. 

To  load  us  with  afflidions  in  a ftorm 
1 hat  fell  upon  us  ^ the  two  fhips  that  brought  us, 
Tofeeknew  fortunes  in  an  unknown  world 
Were  fevered:  the  one  bore  all  the  able  men. 

Our  Treafure  and  our  Jewels : in  the  other. 

We  Women  were  embarqu’d:  and  fell  upon. 

After  long  toffing  in  the  troubled  main. 

This  pleafant  Ifland:  but  in  few  months. 

The  men  that  did  conduft  us  hither,  died. 

We  long  before  had  given  our  Husbands  toft; 
Remembring  what  we  had  fuff ’red  by  the  Frenci 
W e took  a folemn  Oath,  never  to  admit 
The  curs’d  fociety  of  men ; neceflity 
Taught  us  thofe  Arts,  not  ufual  to  our  Sex, 

And  the  fertile  Earth  yielding  abundance  to 
We  did  refolve,  thus  fhap’d  like  j^mazont 
To  end  our  lives-,  hut  when  you  arriv’d  here. 

And  brought  as  prefents  to  us,  our  own  Jewels^ 

Thofe  which  were  boorn  in  the  other  Ship, 

How  can  ye  hope  to  fcapeour  vengeance? 

Amint.  It  boots  not  then  to  fwear  our  innocence  ? 

Alb,  Or  that  we  never  forc’d  it  from  the  owners? 

Kay.  Or  that  there  are  a remnant  of  that  wrack. 

And  not  far  off? 

Kof.  All  you  affirm,  I know. 

Is  but  to  win  time  i therefore  prepare  your  throats. 

The  world  fhall  not  redeem  ye ; and  that  your  cries 
: May  find  no  entrance  to  our  ears. 

To  move  pity  in  any  r bid  loud  Mufick  found 
rheir  fatal  knellsy  if  ye  have  prayers  ufe  ’em  quickly, 

To  any  power  will  own  ye  j but  ha ! 

Enter  Crocate,  Sebaftian,Nicuf3,Tibal£. 

Who  are  thefe?  what  Ipeftacles  of  misfortune? 

Why  are  their  looks 

So  full  of  Joy  and  Wonder  ? 

Cro.  Oh ! lay  by 

Thefe  inftriunents  of  death,  and  welcome 

To  your  arms,  what  you  durft  never  hope  toimbracc ; 

This  is  Sebafi laHy  this  Nicufa.^  Madam; 

Preferv’d  by  miracle  ; look  up  dear  5/V, 

And  know  your  own  Ko fella : be  not  toft 
In  wonder  and  amazement  i or  if  nature 
Can  by  inftinft,  inftruftyou  what  it  is, 

Tobebleffedwith  the  name  of  Father, 

Freely  enjoy  it  in  this  fair  Virgin. 

SeL  Though  my  miferies. 

And  many  years  of  wants  1 have  endur’d. 

May  well  deprive  me  of  the  memory 

Of  all  joys  paft-,  yet  looking  on  this  building, 

I This 
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This  ruin’d  biiilding  of  a heavenly  form 
In  myKofiHa-^  Tmuft  remember,  lam  Sebaflian. 

Kof  Oh  my  jiyes ! 

Seb.  And  here, 

I fee  a perfect  model  of  thy  felf, 

As  thou  wertvvhen  thy  choice  firfl:  made  thee  mine; 

Thefe  cheeks  and  fronts,  though  wrinkled  now  with  time 
Which  Art  cannot  reftore : had  equal  purenels, 

Of  natural  white  and  red,  and  as  much  tavilhing: 

Which  by  fair  order  and  fuccelfion, 

I fee  defcend  on  her : and  may  thy  virtues 
Wind  into  her  form,  and  make  her  a perfefr  dower : 

No  part  of  thyfweet  goodnels  wanting  to  her. 

I will  not  now  KofiUa,  ask  thy  fortunes. 

Nor  trouble  thee  with  hearing  mine ; 

Thole  lhall  hereafter  lerve  to  make  glad  hours 
In  their  relation : All  pafl:  wrongs  forgot  ^ 

I ’mglad  to  lee  you  Gentlemen*  but  moll. 

That  is  in  my  power  to  fave  your  lives  *, 

You  fav’d  ours,  when  we  were  near  Itarv’d  at  Sea, 

And  I defpair  not,  for  if  Ihe  be  mine, 

KoftUaczndcny  Sebajiian  nothing. 

^of.  She  does  give  up  her  felf. 


Her  power  and  joys,  and  all,  to  you. 

To  be  difcharged  of ’em  as  too  barthenfom  j 
Welcome  in  any  hiapc. 

Seb.  Sir,  in  your  looks, 

I read  your  fute  of  my  Ctarinia : Ihe  is  yours ; 
And  Lady,  if  it  be  in  me  to  confrm 
Your  hopes  in  this  brave  Gentleman, 

Prefume  L am  yourlervanr. 

Alb.  Wk  thank  you  Sir. 

Amin.  Oh  happy  hour! 

Alb.  O my  dear  Aminta-^ 

Now  all  our  fears  are  ended. 

lib.  Here  I fix:  ihe’s  mettle, 

Steel  to  the  back : and  will  cut  my  leaden  dagger. 
If  not  us’d  with  difcrction. 

Cro.  You  are  Hill  no  changling. 

Sebafl.  Nay, 

All  look  chearfiilly,  for  none  lhall  be 
Deny’d  their  lawful  wilhes  *,  when  a while 
W’e  have  here  refrelh’d  ourlclves*,  we’ll  return 
To  our  feveral  homes*,  and  well  that  voyage  ends, 
That  makes  of  deadly  enemies,  faithful  friends* 


Exeunt. 
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at  feveral  weapons. 


A COMEDY. 


The  Perfons  reprefented  in  the  Playi 


Sir  Peyfidious  Oldcraft,  an  old  Knight^agreaf  admirer 

of  Wit. 

Witty-pate  Oldcraft,  his  Fathers  own  Son. 

Sir  Gregory  Fopp,  a rvitkfs  Lord  of  Land. 
Cunningham,  a difcreet  Gen.  Sir  Gregories  comrade 
and  fupplanter. 


Sir  Ruinous  Gentry, 4 decaid  Finight^fTwo  Jharkjng 
Prilcian,  a poor  Scholar^  j companions. 

Pompey  Doodle,  a clown^  Sir  Gregories  man,  a piece 
of  pttjf-pa^fle,  lihfi  his  Majier. 

Mr.  Credulous,  Nephew  to  Sir  Perfidions,  a fiallow- 
brain  d Scholar. 


Women. 


Neece  to  Sir  Perfidious,  4 rich  and  witty  Heir, 
Lady  Ruinous,  Wife  to  Sir  Ruinous. 


Guardianels,  to  Sir  Perfidious  his  Neece, an  old  doting 
Croane. 

Mirabell,  theGuardianeJfes  Neece. 


The  Scene,  London. 


AHm  Trimus. 

Eater  Sir  Perfidious  Old-craft  an  old  Knight,  and 
Witty-pate  his  Son. 

I R,  I’m  no  boy,  I’m  deep  in  one 
and  twenty. 

The  fecond  years  approaching, 
OldK.  A fine  time 
Fora  youth  to  live  by  his  wits  then 
^ , I fhould  think, 

li  e cr  he  mean  to  make  account  of  any. 
tEitty.  W'its,Sir? 

OldK.  1 Wits  Sir,  if  it  be  fb  flrangeto  thee, 

I m lorry  I fpentthat  time  to  get  a Fool, 

I might  have  imploy’d  my  pains  a great  deal  better  1 
T hou  knowfl  allthat  I have,  I ha’ got  by  my  wits. 

And  yet  to  fee  how  urgent  thou  art  too 
t grieves  me  thou  art  fb  degenerate 
To  trouble  me  for  means,  I never  offer’d  it 
My  Parents  from  a School-boy,  paft  nineteen  once. 

See  whatthefe  times  are  grown  to,  before  twenty 
I.rufli’dinto  the  world,  which  is  indeed 

- ■ - - 


Sceena  Trima. 

Much  like  the  Art  of  fwiming,  he  that  will  attain  to’t 
Muff:  fall  plump,  and  duck  himfelf  at  firfl. 

And  that  will  make  him  hardy  and  advent’rous. 

And  not  Hand  putting  in  one  foot,  and  fhiver, 

And  then  draw  t’other  after,  like  a quake-buttock 
Well  he  may  make  a padler  i’th’ world, 

From  hand  to  mouth,  but  never  a brave  Swimmer, 

Born  up  by  th’  chin,  as  I bore  up  myTelf, 

With  my  ftrong  induffry  that  never  fail’d  me  •, 

For  he  that  lies  born  up  with  Patrimonies, 

Looks  1 ike  a long  great  Afs  that  fwims  with  bladders. 

Come  but  one  prick  of  adverfe  fortune  to  him 

He  finks,  becaufe  he  never  try’dtofwim 

When  Wit  plaies  with  the  billows  that  choak’d  him. 

Witty.  Why  is  it  not  a fafhion  for  a Father,  Sir, 

Out  of  his  yearly  thoufands  to  allow 
His  only  Son,  a competent  brace  of  hundreds 
Or  fuch  a toy  ? 

Old  K.  Yes,  if  die  mean  to  fpoil  him. 

Or  mar  his  wits  he  may,  but  never  I, 

This  is  my  humor.  Sir,  which  you’ll  find  conflant  j 

I love 
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riove  Wit  fowell,  becaufe  I liv’d  by’t, 

That  I’ll  give  no  man  power  out  of  my  means  to  hurtit, 
And  that’s  a kind  of  gratitude  to  my  raifer. 

Which  grcat.ones  oft  forget  ^ I admire  much 
This  Ages  dulnels,  when  I fcarcc  writ  mao. 

The  firit  degree  that  e’erltooTc  in  thriving, 

I lay  incelligencer  clolb  for  wenching. 

Could  give  this  Lord  or  Knight  a true  Certificate 
Of  all  the  Maiden,  heads  extant,,  how  many  lay 
’Mongft  Chamber-maids,  how  many  ’raongft  Exchange 
Though  never  many  there  I mujtconfefs 
They  have  a trick  to  utter  Ware  fo  faft^ 

I knew  which  Lady  had  a mind  to  fall,  (breaking, 

W hich  Gentlewoman  new  divorc’d,  which  Tradefman 
The  price  of  every  finner  to  a hair. 

And  where  to  railc  each  price  ^ which  were  theTearmers, 
That  would  give  Velvet  Petticoats,  Tiflue  Gowns, 

Which  Pieces,  Angels,  Suppers,  and  Half  Crowns  j 
I knew  how  to  match,  and  make  ray  market. 

Could  give  intelligence  where  the  Pox  lay  leidger. 

And  then  to  iee  the  Letchers  Ihift  a point, 

’Twas  fport  and  profit  too-,  how  they  would  Hum 
Their  adorM  Miftrifs  chambers,  and  run  fearfully. 

Like  Rats  from  burning  houfes,  fo  brought  I 
My  Clyents  the  game  ftill  fafe  together. 

And  noble  gameflers  lov’d  me,  and  I felt  it. 

Give  me  a man  that  lives  by  his  wits,  fay  I, 

And’s  never  left  a Groat,  there’s  the  true  Gallant. 

When  I grew  fomewhat  purfie,  I grew  then 
In  mens  opinions  too,  and  confidences. 

They  put  things  call’d  Executorlhips  upon  me, 

Th^  charge  of  Orphans,  little  fenflefs  creatures. 

Whom  in  their  Childhoods  I bound  forth  to  Felt- makers, 
To  make  ’em  lofe,  and  work  away  their  Gentry, 

Dilguife  their  tender  natures  with  hardcuftom. 

So  wrought  ’em  out  in  time,  there  I rile  ungently. 

Nor  do  I fear  to  difeourfe  this  unto  thee, 

I’m  arm’d  at  all  points  againlt  treachery, 

I hold  my  humor  firm,  if  I can  fee  thee  thrive  by 
Thy  wits  while  I live,  I lhall  have  the  more  courage 
To  truftthee  with  my  Lands  when  I dye  \ if  not. 

The  next  bell  wit  I can  hear  of,  carries  ’era : 

For  fince  in  my  time  and  knowledge,!©  many  rich  children 
Of  the  City,  conclude  in  beggery,  I’de  rather 
Make  a wile  ftranger  my  Executor,  thenafoolilh 
Son  my  Heir,  and  to  have  my  Lands  call’d  after  my 
Wit,  than  after  my  name^  and  that’s  my  nature. 

’Tis  a ftrange  harlh  one,  mult  1 llill  Ihift  then  > 

I come  brave  Cheats,  once  to  my  trade  agen. 

And  I’ll  ply’t  harder  now  than  e’er  I did  for’t. 

You’ll  part  with  nothing  then.  Sir  ? 

Old  K.  Not  a jot.  Sir. 

Witty.  If  I Ihould  ask  youblelfuig  e’r  I goe,  Sir, 

I think  you  would  not  give’t  me. 

Old  K.  Let  me  but  hear  thbuliv’ll  by  thy  wits  once 
Thou  lhalthave  any  thing,  thou’rtnone  ofmineelfe. 
Then  why  lliould  I take  care  for  thee  ? 

Witty.  ’Thank  your  bounty.  Exit. 

OldK.  So  wealth  love  me,  and  long  Efe,  I befeechit. 
As  1 do  love  the  man  that  lives,  by  his  wits. 

He  comes  fo  near  my  nature-.  I’m  grown  old  now. 

And  even  arriv’d  at  my  lafl:  cheat  I fear  me. 

But  ’twill  make  Ihift  to  bury  me,  by  day-light  too, 

And  difeharge  all  my  Legacies,  ’tis  fo  wealthy. 

And  never  trouble  any  Intereft  money  : 

I’ve  yet  a Neece  to  wed,  over  whofe  fteps 
I have  plac’d  a trufty  watchful  Guardianefs, 

For  fear  fomepoor  Earl  Heal  her,’t  has  beenthreat’ned. 
To  redeem  mortgag’d  Land,  but  he  lhall  mils  on’t^ 

To  prevent  which,  I have  fought  out  a match  for  her. 

Fop  of  Fop-Hall.,  he  writes  himlelf,  I take  it. 

The  antient’ll  Fop  in  England.,  with  whom  I’ve  privately 
Compounded  for  the  third  part  of  her  portion. 
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Enter  Sir  Gregory  Fop,  and  Cuningham. 

And  Ihe  leems  pleas’d,  fo  two  parts  reft  with  me. 

He’s  come  ^ Sir  Gregory.,  welcome,  what’s  he  Sir? 

Sir  Greg.  Young  Cumnghum,  a Nof/o/^Gentleman^ 

One  that  has  liv’d  upon  the  Fop/,  my  kindred. 

Ever  fince  my  remembrance  i he’s  a wit  indeed. 

And  weallftrive  to  have  him,  nay,  ’tis  certain 
Jomeof  our  name  has  gone  to  Law  for  himj 
Now ’tis  my  turn  to  keep  him,  and  indeed 
He’s  plaguy  chargeable,  as  all  your  wits  are, 

But  1 will  give  him  over  when  1 lift, 

I ha’ us’d  wits  lb  before. 

Old  K.  I hope  when  y’are  married  Sir,  you’ll  lliake  him  off 

Sir  Greg.  Why  what  do  you  take  me  to  be,  old  Father- 
i’Lawthat  lhall  be,  do  you  think  i’ll  have  any  of  the  Witi 
hang  upon  me,  after  I am  married  once?  none  of  my  kind- 
red ever  had  before  me , but  where’s  this  Neece  .■?  is’t  a fa- 
Ihion  in  London.,  to  marry  a woman  and  never  fee  her  ? 

OldK.  Excufe  the  nicenefs,  Sir,  that  care’s  your  friend’s. 
Perhaps  had  Ihe  been  feen,  you  had  never  leen  her  ^ 

There’s  many  a fpentthingCd.\Pd.,  and"* t like  yonr  honor.. 

That  lies  in  wait  for  her,  at  firftfnap  llie’s  a Countels, 
Drawn  with  fix  Mares  through  and  a Coachman, 

Sitting  bare-headed  to  their  Flanders  buttocks. 

This  whets  him  on. 

Sir  Greg.  Pray  let’s  clap  up  the  bufinefs.  Sir, 

I long  to  fee  her,  are  you  fure  you  have  her. 

Is  Ihe  not  there  already.  Hark  ? Hark,  oh  hark. 

OldK.  How  now,  what’s  that  Sir? 

Sir  Greg.  Every  Caroach  goes  by, 

Goesev’nto  th’  heart  of  me- 

OldK.  I’ll  have  that  doubt  eas’d.  Sir, 

Inftantly  eas’d.  Sir  Gregory.,  and  now  Ithinkon’t 
A toy  comes  i’  my  mind,  feeing  your  friend  there. 

We’ll  have  a little  fport,  give  you  but  way  to’t. 

And  put  a trick  upon  her,  I love  Wit  pretioully. 

You  ftiall  not  be  leen  yet,  we'll  ftale  your  friend  firft,* 

If ’t  pleafe  but  him  to  Hand  for  the  Anti- mask. 

SirGr.  Puh,  he  lhall  ftand  for  any  thing,  whyhisfupper 
Lies  i’my  breeches  here.  I’ll  make  him  fall  elfe. 

•-  OldK.  Then  come  you  forth  more  unexTeftedly 
The  Mask  it  felf,  a thouland  a year  joynture. 

The  cloud,  your  friends  will  be  then  drawn  away. 

And  only  you  the  beauty  of  the  Play. 

SirGr.  For  Red  and  Black,  I’ll  put  down  all  your  Fullers, 
LetbutyourNeecebring  White, and  we  have  three  colours. 

Exit  Sir  Greg. 

Old  K.  I’m  given  to  underftandyou  are  a Wit,  Sir. 

Cuning.  I’m  one  that  Fortune  Ihews  fmall  favour  to,  Sir. 

OldK.  Why  there  you  conclude  it,  whether  you  will  or 
no,  Sir^ 

To  tell  you  truth,  I’m  taken  with  a W’it. 

Cm.  Fowlers  catch  Woodcocks  fo,  let  not  them  know 
lb  much. 

Old  K.  A peftilence  mazard,  a Duke  Humphrey  fpark 
Had  rather  lofe  his  dinner  than  his  jell, 

1 fay  I love  a Wit  the  bell  of  all  things. 

Cun.  Always  except  your  felf. 

Old  K.  Has  giv’n’t  me  twice  now. 

Enter  Neecs  and  Guardianefs. 

All  with  a breath,  I thank  him  but  that  I loVe  a Wit 
I Ihould  be  heartily  angry  -,  cuds,  my  Neece, 

You  know  the  buiinelswith  her. 

Cun.  With  a Woman? 

’Tis  ev’n  the  very  fame  it  was  I’m  fure 
Five  thoufand  years  ago,  no  fool  can  mils  it.- 

Old  K.  This  is  the  Gentleman  I promis’d  Neece, 

To  prefent  to  your  affeeftion. 

Cun.  W’are  that  Arrow. 

OldK.  Deliver  me  the  truth  now  of  your  liking. 

Cun'nrr, 
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Cnn.  Pm  fpoil’d  already,  that  fuch  poor  lean  Game 
Should  be  found  out  as  1 am. 

Old  K.  Go  fet  to  her  Sir — ha,  ha,  ha. 

Citn.  How  noble  is  this  virtue  in  you,  Lady? 

Your  eye  may  feem  to  commit  a thoufand  daughters 
On  your  dull  fervants  which  truly  tailed 
Conclude  all  in  comforts. 

OIdK.  Puh. 

Neece.  It  rather  fhews  what  a true  worth  can  make, 

Such  as  yours  is. 

OldK.  And  that’s  not  worth  a groat, 

How  like  you  him  Neece? 

Neece.  It  fnall  appear  how  well',Sir, 

I humbly  thank  you  for  him. 

OldK.  Hah  ? ha,  gcodgullery,  he  does  it  well  i’faith. 
Light,  as  if  he  meant  to  purchafe  Lip-land  there  : 

Hold,  hold,  bear  off  I fay,  (lid  your  part  hangs  too  long. 

Cun.  My  joys  are  mockeries. 

Neece.  Y’have  both  expreft  a worthy  care  and  love,  Sir, 

! Had  mine  own  eye  been  fet  at  liberty. 

To  m.akc  a publick  choice  (believe  my  truth.  Sir) 

It  could  not  ha’  done  better  for  my  heart 
Than  your  good  providence  has. 

Old  K.  You  will  fay  fothen, 

Alas  fweet  Neece,  all  this  is  but  the  fcabbard. 

Now  I draw  forth  the  weapon.. 

Neece  ? How  ? 

OldK.  S\i  Gregory., 

Approach  thou  lad  of  thoufands.  ■ 

Enter  Sir  Gregory- 

- SifGr.  Who  calls  me?  ‘ ^ " ■ 

Neece.  What  motion’s  this,  the  Model  of  Ninivk.^ 

OldK.  AccsH  her  daintily  now,  let  me  advife  thee. 

Sir  Gr.  I was  advis’d  to  bellow  dainty  coll  on  you.  > ^ 

Neece.  You  were  ill  advis’d,  back,  and  take  better  coun- 

feU 

You  may  have  good  for  an  Angel,  the  leaft  coll 
You  can  beftow  upon  a woman.  Sir 
Trebles  ten  Counfellors  Fees  in  Lady-ware, 

Y’are  over  head  and  ears,  e’r  you  be  aware. 

Faith  keep  a batchelor  flill,  and  go  to  Bowls,  Sir, 

Follow  your  Millrifs  there,  and  prick  and  fave,Sir^ 

For  other  Miftrefles  will  make  you  a Have,  Sir. 

Sir  Gr.  So,fo,  1 have  mylerrepoop  already. 

Old  f.  Why  how  now  Neece.,  this  is  the  man  I tell  you. 
Neece.  He,  hang  him,  Sir,  I know  you  do  but  mock. 

This  is  the  man  you  would  fay.  _ 

Old  K.  The  Devil  rides  I think. 

Cun.  I mull  life  cunning  here. 

OldK.  Make  me  not  mad,  ufehim  with  all  relpcd, 

, This  is  the  man  I fwear. 

Neece.  Would  you  could  perfwade  me  to  that  j 
< Alafs,  you  cannot  go  beyond  me  Uncle, 

. You  carry  a Jell  well,  I mull  confefs. 

For  a man  of  your  years,  but 

Old  K.  Pm  wrought  befide  my  felf. 

CtiH.  I never  beheld  comlinefs  till  this  minute. 

Guar.  Oh  good  fweet  Sir,  pray  offer  not  thefe  words 
To  an  old  Gentlewoman. 

Neece.  Sir. 

Cun.  Away"  fifteen, 

Here’s  Fifty  one  exceeds  thee.  ^ 

Neece.  What’s  the  bufinefs? 

Cun.  Give  me  thefe  motherly  creatures,  come,  ne’er  Imo- 
ther  it, 

I know  you  are  a teeming  woman  yet. 

Guard.  Troth  a young  Gent,  might  do  much  I think.  Sir. 
Cun.  Go  too  then. 

Guard,  And  I lltould  play  my  part,  or  I were  ingrateful. 
Neece.  Can  you  fo  foon  negled  me ! 

; Cun.  Hence  Pm  bufie. 

: Old  iC.This  crofs  point  came  in  luckily,impudent  baggage. 


Hang  from  the  Gentleman,  art  thou  not  alham’d  - 

To 'be  a Widows  hind’rance  ? 

Cun.  Are  you  angry.  Sir?  ■ 

Old  K.  You’re  welcome,  pray  court  on,  I lhall defire 
Yourhoneft  wife  acquaintance*,  vex  me  not 
After  ray  care  and  pains  to  find  a match  for  thee. 

Left  I confine  thy  life  to  fome  out-chamber, 

Where  thou  fhalt  wafte  the  fw'eetnefs  of  thy  youth, 
Likea.confuming  Light  in  her  own  locket, 

And  not  allow’d  a male  creature  about  thecj 
A very  Mpnky,  thy  necelfity 
Shall  prize  at  a thoufand  pound,  a Chimneji-fweeper 
At  Fifteen  hundred. 

Neece.  But  are  you  ferious,  Uncle  ? 

Old  K.  Serious. 

Neece.  Pray  let  me  look  upon  the  Gentleman 
Wdth  mioreheedp  then  I did  but  hum  him  over 
In  hafte,  good  faith,  as  Lawyers  Chancery  Iheets  \ 

Befhrew  my  blood,  a tollerable  man, 

Now  Idiftindlly  read  him. 

Sir  Gr.  Hum,  hum,  hum.  : 

Neece.  Say  he  be  black,  he’s  of  a very  good  pitch,  ' 

Well  arkled,  two  good  confident  calves,  they  look 
As  if  they  would  not  Ihrink  at  the  ninth  child^ 

The  rednefs  i’th  face,  why  that’s  in  fafhion, 

Moll  of  your  high  bloods  have  it,  lign  of  greatnefs  marry*, 
’Tis  to  be  taken  down  too  with  M^jj-butter,  ' 

I’ll  lend  to  my  Lady  Spend-tail  for  her  Medicine. 

SirGr.  Lumtedum,dum,  dum  dedum.  ; 

Neece.  He’s  qualified  too,  believe  me.  | 

Sir  Gr.  Lum  te  dum,  de  dum,  de  dum.  ; 

Neece.  Where  was  my  judgement?  ^ I 

SirGr.  Lum  tedum,  dum,  dum,  tedfim^tedum.  | 

Neece'.  Perfedlions  cover’d  mefs.  j 

SirGr.  Lumte  dum,  te  dum,  te  dum. 

Neece.  It  fmoaks  apparantly,  pardon  fweet  Sir, 

The  error  of  my  Sex. 

OldK.  Why, 'well  faid  Neece,  J 

Upon  fubmilfion  you  mull  pardon  her  now,  Sir. 

Sir  Gr.  I’ll  do’t  by  courfe,do you  think  I’m  an  als,  Knight? 
Here’s  firft  my  hand,  nOw’t  goes  to  the  Seal-Office. 

OldK.  Formally  linilht,  how  goes  this  5uit  forward? 

Cun.  I’m  taking  meafure  of  the  Widows  mind,  Sft,  ! , 
I hope  to  fit  her  heart. 

Guard.  Who  would  have  dreamt  i 

Of  a young  morfel  now  ? things  come  in  minutes.  ; 

SirGr.  Trull  him  not  Widow,  he’s  a younger  brother,  , 
He’ll  fwear  and  fie  y believe  me  he’s  worth  nothing.  ; ' 

Guard,  He  brings  more  content  to  a woman  with  that  no-  ; 

' , . . I 

Than  he  that  brings  his  thoufands  without  any  thing. 

We  have  prelidents  for  that  amongft  great  Ladies.  i 

OldK.  Come,  come,  no  language  now  Ihakl  be  in  faffiion, 
But  your  Love-phrafe,  the  bell  to  procreation.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  Ruinous  Gentry,  Witty-pate,  and  Prifeian. 

I 

Witty-  Pox,  there’s  nothing  puts  me  befides  my  wits, 
but  this  fourth. 

This  laft  illiterate  fhare,  there’s  no  confcience  in’t. 

Kuitt.  Sir,  it  has  ever  been  lb,  where  I have  practis’d, 

‘ and  mull  be. 

Still  where  I am,  nor  has  it  been  iindeferv’d  at  the  years 
End,  and  Ihufflie  the  Almanack  together,  vacations  and 
Term-times,  one  with  another,  though  I fay’t,  my  wife  is  a 
Woman  of  a good  fpirit,  then  it  is  no  lay-lhare. 

Prif.  Faith  for  this  five  y'^ear.  Ego  pojfum  probare.,  1 have  ' 
had 

A hungry  penurious  lhare  with ’em, and  Ihe  has  had  as  much 
As  I always. 

Witty.  Prelent,  or  not  prefent*, 

Prif.  Refidensaut  non  reftdens^per  fdem. 

Witty.  And  what  prefident’s  this  for  me  ? becaule  your 
Hic&hac^  Turpis  and  §lui  mihi  dijeipidus  brains  (that  ne- 
ver 
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ver  gofany  thing  but  by  accidence  and  uncertainty  ) did  al- 
low it,  therefore  Imuft,  that  have  grounded  conclufions  of 
wit,  hereditary  rules  from  my  Father  to  get  by 

Kuin.  Sir,  be  compendious,  either  take  or  reftife,  I will 
’bate  HO  token  of  my  vvives  fliare,  make  even  the  laft  reckon- 
ings, and  either  fo  unite,  or  here  divide  company. 

Prif.  A good  refblution,  profeElo^  let  every  man  beg  his  j 
own  way,  and  happy  man  be  his  dole.  i 

Witty.  Well,  here’s  your  double  (hare,  and  (ingle  brains 
Po/,  £dipol^  here’s  toward,  Cafi or  ecaji or  for  you.,  1 will  en- 
dure it  a fortnight  longer,  but  by  thefe  juft  five  ends. 

Prif  Take  heed,  five’s  odd,  put  both  hands  together, 
or  feverally,  they  are  all  odd  unjuft  ends. 

Witty.  Medius  filius.,  hold  your  tongue,  I- depole  you 
from  half  a (hare  prefently  el(e  , I will  make  you  a parti- 
ciple, and  decline  you,  now  you  underftand  me,  be  you  a 
quiet  ConjuiKftion  amongft  the  undeclined  ^ you  and  your 
Latine  ends  (hall  go  fhift.  Solus  cum  folo  together  elle,  and 
then  if  ever  they  get  ends  of  Gold  and  Silver,  enough  to 
ferve  that  Gerundine  maw  of  yours,  that  without  Vo  will 
end  in  DiandD^w  inftantly. 

'Enter  Old  Knight  and  Sir  Gregory. 

Puin.  Enough,  enough,  here  comes  company,  we  lofe 
five  (hares  in  wrangling  about  one. 

Witty.  My  Father,  put  on  Prifdan  he  has.  Latine  frag- 
ments too,  but  I fear  him  not.  I’ll  cafe  my  face  with  a lit- 
tle more  hair  and  relieve. 

Old  K.  Tu(h  Nephew  ( I’ll  call  you  (o  ) for  if  there  be 
No  other  obftacles  than  thofe  you  fpeak  of 
They  are  but  Powder-charges  without  pellets. 

You  may  fafely  front  ’em^  and  warrant  your  own  danger. 

Sir  Gr.  No  Other  that  I can  perceive  i’faith.  Sir,  for  I 
put*- her  to’t,  and  felt  her  as  far  as  I could,  andtheftrong- 
eftrepuKe  was,  (hefaid,  (he  would  have  a little  Soldier  in 
me  , that  (if  need  were)  (hould  defend  her  reputatioui 

Old  K.  And  furely.  Sir,  that  is  a principle 
Amongft  your  principal  Ladies,  they  require 
Valour,  either  in  a friend  or  a Husband. 

Sir  Gr.  And  I allow  their  requefts  i’faith,  as  well  as  any 
womans  heart  can  defire,  if  I knew  where  to  get  va- 
lour,! would  as  willingly  entertain  it  as  any  man  that  blo  ws. 

Old  K.  Breaths^  breaths  Sir,  that’s  the  fvveeter  phrafe. 

SirGr.  Blows  for  a Soldier,  i’faith  Sir,  and  I’m  in 
Pradife  that  way.  . 

Old  K.  For.  a Soldier,  I grant  it. 

SirGr.  ’Slid,  I’ll  fwallow  fome  bullets,  and  good  round 
ones  too,  but  I’ll  have  a little  Soldier  in  me. 

Ruin.  Will  you  on  and  beg,  or  ftealandbe  hang’d. 

SirGr.  And  fome  Scholar  (he  would  have  me  befides, 

Tufh,  that  (hall  be  no  bar,  ’tis  a quality  in  a 
Gentleman,  but  of  the  lead:  queftion. 

Prif.  Salvete  Vomini  benignifftmi.,  mumficentijfimi. 

Old  K.  Salvete  dicis  ad  nos  ? jubeo  te  falvere., 

Nay,  Sir,  we  have  Latine.,  and  other  metall  in  us  too,’ 

Sir,  you  (hall  fee  me  talk  with  this  fellow  now. 

Sir  Gr.  I could  find  in  my  heart  to  talk  with  him  too,' 

If  I could  underftand  him. 

Prif.  Chariffimi,  VoSijJimitjue.,  Vomini,  ex  ahundantiai 
Charitatis  velira  ejiote  propitii  in  me  jejunum 
Miferum,  pauperem,  & omni  confolatione  exulem. 

OldK.  A prdty  Scholar  by  my  faith.  Sir,  but  I’ll  to  him 
agen. 

Sir  Gr.  Does  he  beg  or  fteal  in  this  Language,.can  you  tell 
Sir? 

He  may  take  away  my  good  name  from  me,  ancj  I ne’er 
Thewifer. 

Old.  K.  He  begs,  he  begs.  Sir. 

Prif.  Ecce,  ecce,  in  occulis  laebrymarum  flumen.^  in  ore 
F ames  fitifq-,  ignU  in  vultu,  pudor  & impudentia. 

In  omni  parte  necejjitas  & indigentia. 

Old  K.  Audi  tu  bonus  focius,  tu  es  Scholajlicus,  fic  inteJligo., 
Ego  faciam  argumentum^  mark  now  Sir,  now  I fetch 


Him  up. 

Sit  Gr.  I have  been  fetcht  up  a hundred  times  for  this, 

Yet  I could  never  learn  half  fo  much. 

OldK.  Audi,  &-refponde,hoc  eft  Argumentum,  nomen  eft 
Nomen,  ergo,  quod  eft  tibi  nomen  ? Refponde  nunc, 

Refponde argumentum  meum.  Have  1 not  put  himto’t,  Sir? 

Sir  Gr.  Yes  Sir,  I think  lo. 

Witty.  Step  in,  the  rafeal  is  put  out  of  his  pen’d  Speech, 
And  he  can  go  no  i'arther. 

Old  K Cur  non  refpondes  ? 

Prif.  Oh  Domine,  tantamea  eft  miferia. 

Witty.  So,  he’salmoft  in  agen. 

Prif.  IJt  nuVie  mecum  pernoCiat  egeftas,luce  quotidie 
Paupertas  habitat. 

OldK.  Sed  quod  eft  tibi  nomen:  & quisdedit?  Refponde 
Argumentum. 

Prif  Hem,  hem. 

Witty.  He’s  dry  he  hems,  on  quickly. 

Ruin.  Courteous  Gentlemen,  if  the  brow  of  a Military 
face  may  not  be  offenfive  to  your  generous  eye-balls,  let  his 
w'ounds  fpeak  better  than  his  words,  for  fome  branch  or 
fmall  fprig  of  charity  to  be  planted  upon  this  pOor  barren 
foil  of  a Soldier. 

Old  K.  How  now,  what  Arms  and  Arts  both  go  a begging? 

Ruin.  Such  is  the  Poft-progrefs  of  cold  charity  now  a- 
days,  who  f for  heat  to  her  frigid  Limbs  ;pg(lcs  infofvvif: 
a motion,  that  two  at  the  lea  ft  had  need  be  to  ftayher. 

SirG.  Sir,  lets  reward  urn  I pray  you,  and  be  gone,  If 
any  quarrel  (hould  arife  amongft  us,  i am  able  to  anfiver 
neither  of  them,  his  Iron  and  Steel  tongue  is  as  hard  as  the 
t’others  Latine  one. 

OldK.  Stay,ftay  Sir  I will  talk  a little  with  him  firft, 

Let  me  alone  with  both,  I w ill  try  whether  they 
Live  by  their  wits  or  no ; for  fiich  a man  I love, 

And  what?  you  both  beg  together  then ; 

Prif.  Conjunflis  manibus,  profeao,  Vomine. 

Ruin.  With  equal  fortunes,  equal  diftribution,  there’s 
not  the  breadth  of  afwordspoint  uneven  in  our  divifion. 

Sir.Gr.  What  two  qualities  are  here  caft  away  upon 
two  poor  fe'iows,  if  a man  had  urn  that  could  maintain 
um.f  what  a double  man  were  that,  if  thele  two  fellows 
might  be  bought  and  fodden,  and  boil’d  to  a jelly,  and  eat- 
en failing  every  morning,  I do  not  think  but  a man  (hould 
find  ftrange  things  in  his  ftorriach. 

Old  K.  Come  Sir,  joyn  your  charity  with  mine,  and  We’ll 
make  up  a couple  of  pence  bewixtus. 

Sir  Gr.  If  amancouldhave  a penny  worth  for  his  penny, 

I would  beftow  more  money  with  ’em. 

Witty.  Save  you  Gentlemen,  how  now?  what  are  you  en. 
count’red  here .?  what  fellows  are  thefe  ? 

OldK.  Faith  Sir,  here’s  Mars  and  Mercury,  a pair  of 
poor  Planets  it  (eems,  that  Jupiter  has  turn’d  out  to  live 
by  their  wits,  and  we  are  e’en  about  a little  Ipark  of  cha- 
rity to  kindle  um  a new  fire. 

Witty.  Stay,  pray  you  ftay  Sir,  you  hiay  abufe  your  cha- 
rity, nay,  make  that  goodnefs  in  you  no  better  than  a vices 
fo  many  deceivers  walk  in  thefe  (hadovvs  no  w a days^  that 
certainly  your  bounties  were  better  fpilt  than  referv’d  to 
folewd  and  vicious  ufes  j which  is  he  that  profefles  the  Sol- 
dier ? - 

Ruin.  He  that  profefles  his  own  profeflion.  Sir,-  and 
the  dangerous  life  he  hath  led  in  it,  this  pair  of  half  fcore 
years. 

Witty.  In  what  fervices  have  you  been,  Sir? 

Ruin.  The  firft  that  fleflit  me  a Soldier,  Sir,  was  that 
great  battel  at  Alcazar  in  Barbary,  where  the  noble  Englifh 
Stukely  fell,  and  where  that  royal  Portugal  Sebaftian  ended 
his  untimely  days. 

Witty.  Are  you  fare  Sebajlian  died  there  ? 

Ruin.  Faith  Sir,  there  was  fome  other  rumour  hop’t 
amongft  us,  that  he,  wounded,  efcapM,  and  toucht  on  his 
Native  (bore  agen,  where  finding  his  Countrey  at  home 
morediftreft  by  the  invafion  of  the  Spaniard.,  than  his  lofs 
abroad,  forfook  it,  ftill  fupporting  a raiferable  and  un- 
I Z z fortunate 


Wu  at  fever al  capons. 


fortunate  life , which  ( where  he  ended  ) is  yet  uncertain. 

JFnty.  By  my  faith  Sir,  he  fpeaks  the  nearcll  fame  of 
truth  in  this. 

liitin.  Since  Sir,  I ferv’d  in  France^  the  Lorv  Coumreys^ 
LaftJy,  at  that  memorable  skirmifh  at  Nenfort^  where  the 
forward  and  bold  Scot  there  (pent  his  life  fo  freely,  that 
from  every  fingle  heart  that  there  fell,  came  home  from 
his  refolution,  a double  honor  to  his  Countrey. 

Witty.  This  Ihould  be  no  counterfeit.  Sir. 

OldK.  Ido  not  think  he  is,  Sir. 

Witty.  But  Sir,  me  thinks  you  do  not  fiievv  the  marks  ofa 
Soldier,  could  you  fo  freely  fcape,  that  you  brought  home 
no  fcarrs  to  be  your  chronicle  ? 

Kuhi.  Sir,  1 have  wounds,  and  many  , but  in  thofe 
parts  where  nature  and  humanity  bids  me  fhame  to 
pubiilh. 

Witty.,  A good  Soldier  cannot  want  thofe  badges. 

Sir  Greg.  Now  am  not  1 of  your  mind  in  that , for  I 
hold  him  the  bell  foldier  that  fcapes  belt,  alwaies  at  a 
Cock-fencing  I give  him  the  belt  that  has  the  feweft 
I knocks. 

Witty.  Nay,  I’ll  have  a bout  with  your  Scholar  tod. 

To  ask  you  why  you  fliould  be  poor  ( yet  richly  learn’d) 

Were  noqueltion,  atlealt,  you  can  ealily 

Anfwer  it  ^ but  whether  you  have  learning  enough. 

To  deferve  to  be  poor  or  no  ( lince  poverty  is 
Commonly  the  meed  of  Learning)  is  yet  tobetryed^ 

You  have  the  Languages,  I mean  the  chief. 

As  the  Hebrew.,  Syriack^  Gretk^,  Latine,&CC. 

Frif.  AliqHantulHm,  non  totaliter.,  Vomine, 

Old  K.  The  Latine  I have  fufficiently  tried  him  in. 

And  I promife  you  Sir,  he  is  very  well  grounded. 

Witty.  I will  prove  him  infome  of  the  relt. 

T oia  miois  fatherois  ijie  Cock^fcomboy  ? 

Frif.  Kayyankeron  nigitton  oyfouleroi  AJiniJoy. 

Jntty.  C heateron  ton  biton  ? 

Frif.  Four  pollous  jiriks^our.,  Angelo  to  pee  fa.  (Greek- 

Witty.  Certainly  Sir,  a very  excellent  Scholar  in  the 

Old  K.  I do  note  a wondrous  readinefs  in  him. 

Sir  Greg.  I do  wonder  how  the  could  hold  out  ten 

years  fiege  ( as  ’tis  reported  againft  the  Greeks.,  if  Achilles 
• fpoke  but  this  tongue  ? I do  not  think  but  he  might  have 
' lhaken  down  the  Walls  in  a feven-night,  and  ne’er  trou- 
bled the  wooden  horfe. 

Witty.  1 will  try  him  lb  far  as  I can  in  the  Syriack. 

Kircom  bragmen,  fltag  a dou  ma.  dell  matbou. 

Frif  Hajkagath  rabgabnjh  jhobos  onoriadka. 

JKitty.  Colpack^  Kubafea,  gnarrerthem  Jbigjhag. 
Napfjamotbem'RibfebongomcJh  lajhemecb  nagotbi. 

Witty.  Gentlemen  I have  done,  any  man  that  can  go  far- 
I confefs  my  felf  at  a Nonplus.  _ ther. 

Sir  Greg.  Faith  not  I,  Sir,  I was  at  my  farthell  in  my  na- 
tural language,  I was  never  double-tongu’d,  I thank  my 
hard  fortune. 

Witty.  W'tW  Gentlemen,  ’tis  pity,  (walk  farther  off  a lit- 
tle my"^ friends)  I fay,  ’tis pity  fuch fellows  fo  endow’d,  fo 
^ qualified  with  the  gifts  of  A'ature  and  Arts,  yet  Ihould  have 
fuch  a fcarcity  of  fortune’s  benefits,  we  mull;  blame  our  Iron- 
■ hearted  age  for  it. 

Old  K.  ’Lis  pity  indeed,  and  ourpitylhall  fpeak  a little. 
Come  Sir,  here’s  my  groat.  for ’em  ^ 

Witty.  A Groat  Sir?  oh  fie,  give  nothing  rather,  ’twere 
better  you  rail’d  on  ’em  for  begging,  and  foquit  your  felf, 
lam  a poor  Gentleman,that have  but  little  but  my  wits  to 
live  on. 

Old  K.  Troth  and  I love  you  the  better.  Sir. 

Witty.  Yet  I’ll  begin  a better  example  than  lb,  here  fel- 
low^s,  there’s  between  you,  take  Purfe  and  all,  and  I would 
it  were  here  heavier  for  your  fakes,  there’s  a pair  of  An- 
gels to  guide  you  to  your  lodgings,  a poor  Gentleman’s  good 
Will. 

Frif.  Gratias,  maximas gratias.,  benigniftmeDomine. 

Old  K.  This  is  an  ill  example  for  us.  Sir,  I would  this 
bountiful  Gentleman  had  not  come  this  way  to  day. 


Sir  Gr.  Pox,  we  muft:  not  fhame  our  felves  now.  Sir,  PH  ■ \ 
give  as  much  as  that  Gentleman,  though  I never  be  Soldier  j 
or  Scholar  while  I live  s here  friends,  there’s  a piece  ,that  ; 
if  he  were  divided,  would  make  a pair  of  Angels  for  me  too  ' 

in  the  love  I bear  to  the  Sword  and  the  Tongues.  ^ 

Old  K.  Mylargefsfhall  be  equal  too,  and  much  good  do  > 
you,  this  bounty  is  a little  abatement  of  my  wit,  though  I 
feel  that. 

Kuin.  May  fbldiers  ever  defend  fuch  charities. 

Frif.  And  Scholars  pray  for  their  increafe. 

OldK.  Fare  you  well.  Sir,  thefe  fellows  may  pray  for 
you,  you  have  made  the  Scholars  Commons  exceed  to 
day,  and  a word  with  you,  Sir,  you  laid  you  liv’d  by  your  i 

wits,  if  you  ufe  this  bounty,  you’ll  begger  your  wits,  be-  -i 

lieve  it.  ' ' 

Witty.  Oh  Sir,  I hopetoencreafe  ’em  by  it,  this  feed  ne-  ^ 
ver  wants  his  harvefb,  fare  you  well.  Sir.  Exit.  \ \ 

SirGr.  I think  a man  were  as  good  meet  with  a reafbn-  ' 
able  Thief,  as  an  unreafbnable  Begger  fometimes,  I could  ; 
find  in  my  heart  to  beg  half  mine  back  agen,  can  you  change  i 
my  piece  my  friends?  j. 

Frif.  Femporamutantur,  & nos  mutamurinillis.  ! 

SirGr.  My  Gold  is  turn’d  into  Latine.  ; 

j 

Enter  Witty-pate.  jj 

t , * 

Look  you  good  fellows,  here’s  one  round  ! 

Shilling  more  that  lay  conceal’d.  I 

Old  K.  Sir,  away,  we  fhall  be  drawn  farther  into  damage 
elfe. 

SirGr.  A pox  of  the  Fool,  he  live  by  his  v/its?  if  his  wits 
leave  him  any  money,  but  what  hebegsorfteals  very  fhort- 
ly,  I’ll  be  hang’d  for  him. 

Exeunt  the  two  Kni^ts. 

Ruin.  This  breakfaft  parcel  was  well  fetcht  offi’faim. 
Witty.  Tufh,  a by-blow  for  mirth,  we  muft  have  better 
purchafe,  we  want  a fourth  for  another  projed  that  I 
have  ripen’d.  1 

Ruin.  My  wife  fhe  fhares,  and  can  deferve  it.  ' 

Witty.  She  can  change  her  fhape,  and  be  mafeuline,  ■ 

Ruin,  ’Tis  one  of  thefree’ft  conditions,  fhe  fears  not  the  | 
crack  of  a Piftol,  fhe  dares  fay  Stand  to  a Grazier.  ; 

Frif  Frobatumfuit^  profeFlo  Vomine.  i 

Witty.  Good,  then  you  Sir  Bacchus , Apollo  fhall  be  dif- 
patcht  with  her  fhare , and  fome  contents  to  meet  us  ij 
to  morrow  ( at  a certain  place  and  time  appointed ) in  | 
the  Mafeuline  Gender,  my  Father  has  a Nephew,  and  I i 
an  own  Cofin  coming  up  from  the  Univerfity,  whom  he  | 
loves  moft  indulgently,  eafie  Milfter  Credulous  Oldcraft,  | 
( for  you  know  what  your  meer  Academique  is ) your  \ 
Carrier  never  milFeS  his  hour,  he  muft  not  be  rob’d  (be-  < 
caufe  he  has  but  little  to  lofe  ) but  he  muft  joyn  v^th  us 
in  a devife  that  I have,  that  fhall  rob  my  Father  ofa'  j 
hundred  pieces,  and  thank  me  to  be  rid  on’t,  for  there’s 
the  ambition  of  my  wit,  to  live  upon  his  profeft  wit,  that  ' | 
has  turn’d  me  out  to  live  by  my  wits.  | 

Frif.  Cum  birundinis  alis  tibi  regratulor.. 

Witty.  A male  habit, a bag  of  an  hunder’d  weight,  though  /j 
it  be  Counters  (for my  Alchimy  fhall  turn  ’em  into  Gold  'i 
of  my  Fathers  ) the  hour,  the  place,  the  adtion  fhall  be  at  | 
large  let  down,  and  Father,  you  fliall  know,  that  I put  my  j 
portion  to  ufe,  that  you  have  given  me  to  live  by  j [ 

And  to  confirm  your  felf  in  me  renate, 

I hope  you’ll  find  my  wits  legitimate.  Exeunt.  ' 


Aldus. 


VFit  at  fever al  Weapons. 


JFlus  Secundus 


Scdcna  Prima, 


Enter  Lady  and  Servants. 

^frz/.TVTAy  Lady. 

i\  Lady.  Putmenotinmindon’t,  prethee; 

You  cannot  do  a greater  wrong  to  Women, 
for  in  our  wants,  ’tis  the  molt  chief  afflidion 
To  have  that  name  remembred  ^ ’tis  a Title 
That  mifery  mocks  us  by,  and  the  worlds  malice. 

Scorn  and  contempt  has  not  wherewith  to  work 
On  humble  Callings  they  are  fafe,  and  lye 
Level  with  pitty  ftill,  and  pale  diftrefs 
Is  no  great  ftrangerto ’em  ^ but  when  fortune 
Looks  with  a ftormy  face  on  our  conditions. 

We  find  afflidion  work,  and  envypaftime. 

And  our  word  enemy  than  that,  molt  abufes  us, 

Is  that  we  are  call’d  by.  Lady,  Ohmyfpirit, 

Will  nothing  make  thee  humble  ? I am  well  methinks. 

And  can  live  quiet  with  my  fate  Ibmetimes, 

Until  I look  into  the  world  agen,  ' 

Then  I begin  to  rave  at  my  Stars  bitternels. 

To  fee  how  many  muckhils  plac’d  above  me-, 

Peafants  and  Droyls,  Caroches  full  of  Dunghils, 

Whole  very  birth  dinks  in  a generous  nodril, 

Glidringby  night  likeGlow-worms  through  the  High  dreets 
Hurried  by  Torch-light  in  the  Foot-mans  hands 
That  Ihewlike  running  Fire-drakes  through  the  City, 

And  I put  to  my  Ihids  and  wits  to  live,  i 

Nay  Ibmetimes  danger  too  on  Foot,  on  Horfeback, 

And  earn  myfiipper  manfully-e’r  I get  it. 

Many  a meal  I have  purchas’d  at  that  rate, 

'Enter  Pridian. 

Fed  with  a wound  Upon  me,  dampt  at  midnight. 

Hah,  what  are  you  ? ^ 

Prif.  Now  you  may  tell  your  lelf.  Lady.  S P alls  off  "'s 

Lady.  Oh  Mr.  Prifdan^  what’s  the  projed,  i beard. 
For  you  ne’r  come  without  one. 

Prif.  Fird,your  Husband, 

'SirR«i«oKjr  greets  you  with  bed  wilhes, 

And  here  has  fent  you  your  full  fhare  by  me 
In  five  Cheats  and  two  Robberies.  ^ 

Lady.  And  what  comes  it  too  ? 

Prijc.  Near  upon  thirteen  pound. 

Lady.  A goodly  lhare, 

’Twill  put  a Ladyfcarce  in  Philip  and  Cheyney, 

With  three  fmall  Bugle  Laces,  like  a Chamber-maid,  ’ 
Here’s  precious  lifting. 

Prif.  ’Las  you  mud  confider.  Lady, 

’Tis  but  young  Term,  Attornies  ha  ftnall  doings  yet. 

Then  Highway  Lawyers,  they  mud  needs  ha  little, 

We’ave  had  no  great  good  luck  to  Ipeak  troth.  Beauty, 

Since  your  dout  Ladyfflip  parted  frora’s  ztHighgate^ 

But  there’s  a fair  hope  now  for  a prefent  hunder’d, 

Here’s  mans  Apparel,  yourHorfe  dands  at  door. 

Lady.  And  what’s  the  virtuous  plot  now  ? 

Prif.  Marry  Lady, 

You,  like  a brave  youiig  Gallant  mud  be  robb’d. 

Lady.  I robb’d? 

Prif.  Nay  then 

Lj£^y.  Well,  well,  goon,  let’s  hear  Sir. 

Prif.  Here’s  a feal’dbagof  a Hunder’d,  which  indeld 
Arc  Counters  all,  only  fome  fixteeri  Groats 
Of  white  money  i’th’ mouth  on’t. 

Lady.  So,  what  Saddle  have  I ? 

Prif.  Monfieur  Larooa’s  the  Frenchmans. 


Lady.  That  agen,  I 

Y ou  know  fo  well  it  is  not  for  my  dride,  i 

How  oft  have  1 complain’d  on’t  ? 

Prif  You  may  have  Jock’s  then,  the  little  Scotch  one,  | 
You  mud  difpatch,  Prif 

Lady.  I’ll  loon  be  ready,  Sir, 

Before  you  ha  fhifted  Saddles,  many  Women 

Have  their  wealth  flow  to  ’em,  I was  made  1 fee 

To  help  my  fortune,  not  my  fortune  me.  £xit. 

Enter  Cuningani 

C««.  My  ways  are  Goblin-led,  and  the  night-Elf 
Still  draws  me  from  my  home,  yet  I follow. 

Sure,  ’tis  not  altogether  fabulous. 

Such  Haggs  do  get  dominion  of  our  tongues 
So  foon  as  we  fpeak,  the  Inchantment  binds  j 
I have  dilTembled  fuch  a trouble  on  me, 

As  my  bed  wits  can  hardly  clear  agen  ^ 

Piping  through  this  old  reed,  the  Guardianels, 
Withpurpofe  that  my  harmony  lhall  reach 
And  pleafe  the  Ladies  ear,  fire  dops  below, 

And  ecchoes  back  ray  Love  unto  my  Lips, 

Perfwaded  by  mod  violent  arguments 
Of  felf-love  in  herfelf^  I am  lb  felf-fool. 

To  doat  upon  her  hunder’d  wrinkl’d  face- 
I could  beggdr  her  to  accept,  the  gifts 
She  would  throw  upon  me ’tvvere  charity. 

But  for  pities  fake  I will  be  a niggard 
And  undo  her,  refilfing  to  take  from  her  j 
I’m  haunted  agen,  if  it  take  not  now 
I’ll  break  the  Spell. 

Enter  Guardianefs. 

Guard.  Sweet  Cuningam.^  welcome;  1 

What  ? a whole  day  abfent  ? Birds  that  build  Neds 
Have  care  to  keep  ’em. 

Cun.  That’s  granted. 

But  not  continually  to  fit  upon  ’em ; 

Left  in  the  yotfngling  feafon,  elfe  they  defire  ' 

To  fly  abroad,  and  recreate  their  labours. 

Then  they  return  with  freflier  appetite 
To  work  agen. 

Guard.  Well,  well,  you  have  built  a Nelt 
That  will  dand  all  dorms,  you  need  not  midriid 
A weather- wrack,  and  one  day  it  may  be 
The  youngling  fealbntoo,  thenl  hope 
You’ll  ne’er  fly  out  of  fight. 

Cun.  There  will  be  pains, 

I fee  to  Ihake  this  Burr  off,  and  fweeted, 

Pretheehow  fares  thy  charge?  has  my  good  friend 
Sir6r£gor^,the  countenance  of  a Lover? 

Guard.  No  by  my  troth,  not  in  my  mind,  methinks 
( Setting  his  Worfhip  afide  ) he  looks  like  a fool. 

Cun.  Nayi’faith,  ne’r  divide  his  Worlhip  from  him  for 
Small  matter  j Fool  and  Worfhip  are  no  fuch  (that 

Strangers  now  adaies,  but  my  meaning  is. 

Has  he  thy  Ladies  countenance  of  Love? 

Looks  fhe  like  a welcome  on  him?  plainly. 

Have  they  as  good  hope  Of  one  another. 

As  Cup'id  blels  us,  we  have  ? 

Guard.  Troth  1 know  not, 

I can  perceive  no  forwardnefs  in  my  charge^ 

But  I proted  I wifn  the  Knight  better 
For  your  lake,  Bird. 

Cun.  Why  thanks  fweet  Bird,  and  with  my  heart  I wilh, 
That  he  had  as  drong  and  likely  hope  of  her 
As  thou  had  of  me. 

Guard.  Well,  he’s  like  to  Ipeed 
Ne’er  the  worfe  for  that  good  wilh,  and  I’ll  tell  you 
Bird  ( for  fecrets  are  not  to  be  kept  betwixt  us  two  ) 

My  charge  thinks  well  of  you. 

Cun.  Of  me  ? for  what  ? 

Z Z 2 Guard. 
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Gmrd.  For  my  fake’  I mean  fo,  I have  heard  her 
! A hundred  times,  fince  her  Uncle  gave  her 
The  firftbob  about  you,  that  fiie’d  doc  Ibmewhat 
For  my  lake,  if  things  went  well  together, 

'We  have  fpokc  of  doors  and  bolts,  and  things  and  things, 

Go  too,  ril  tell  you  all,  but  you’ll  find 

Some  advancement,  for  my  fake,  I do  believe. 

Ci0i.  Faith  benotfparing,  tell  me. 

Gujrd.  By  my  Lady 

You  fnall  pardon  me  for  that,  ’twere  a fiiame 
If  men  Ihould  hear  all  that  women  fpeak  behind 
Their  backs  fometimes. 

Cun.  You  mufi:  give  me  leave  yet. 

At  leafi;  to  give  her  thanks. 

Giurd.  Nor  that  neither. 

She  mulL  not  take  notice  of  my  blabbing, 
it  is  fufficient  you  lhall  give  me  thanks. 

For  ’tis  for  my  fake  if  Ihebe  bountiful. 

She  loves  me,  and  loves  you  too  for  my  lake. 

Cun.  How  fliall  I,  knowing  this,  but  be  ingrate. 

Not  to  repay  herwithmy  deareft  duty. 

Guard.  1,  but  you  mull  not  know  it,  if  you  tell 
All  that  1 open  to  yoir,  you’ll  lhame  us  bothy 
A far  off  you  may  kils  your  hand,  blulh  or  lb, 

But  I’ll  allow  no  nearer  conference. 

Cun.  Whoop!  you’ll  be  jealous  I perceive  now. 

I Guard.  Jealous  ? why  there’s  no  true  love  without  it, Bird, 
I muff  be  jealous  of  thee,  but  for  her, 

{ ( Were  it  within  my  duty  to  my  Mailer) 

! 1 dorff  trull  her  with  the  ftrongefl  temper, 

I And  I dare  fwear  her  now  as  pure  a Virgin  ; 

; As  e’er  was  welcom’d  to  a marriage  bed  y 
If  thoughts  may  be  untainted,  hers  are  lb. 

Cun.  And  where’s  the  caule  of  your  fear  then  > 

Guard.  Well, well-, 

W'hen  things  are  pall,  and  the  wedding  Torches^ 

Lighted  at  Matches,  to  kindle  better  fire. 

Then  I’ll  tel]  you  more. 

Cun.  Come,  come,  I fee  farther. 

That  if  we  were  married,  you’d  be  jealous. 

Guard.  I protell  I Ihould  a little,  but  notof  he£i 
It  is  the  married  woman  ( if  you  mark  it)  ^ 

And  not  the  Maid  that  longs,  the  appetite 
Follows  the  firll  talle,  when  we  have  relilht 
We  wifh  cloying,  the  talle  once  pleas’d  before. 

Then  our  defire  is  whetted  on  to  more. 

But  1 reveal  too  much  to  you,  i’faith  Bird. 

Cun.  Not  a whit  i’faith,  Bir 4 betwixt  you  and  I, 

I am  beholding  for  bettering  of  my  knowledg. 

Guard.  N ay, you  fnall  know  more  of  fine,  if  you’ll  be  rul’d 
But  make  not  things  common., 

Cun.  Ud’ fo,  your  Lady 

Guard.  1,  ’tis  no  matter,  Ihe’ll  like  well  of  this,. 

Our  familiarity  is  her  content, 

I "Enter  Neece  and  Clown, 

( Nee.  This  prefent  from  Sir  Gregery  ? 

Clow.  From  my  Mailer,  the  Worlhipful,  right  Sir  Gre- 
gery Fop. 

Nee.  A Rufie?  and  what  might  be  his  high  conceit 
In  lending  of  a Ruff.*’  ...  ( 

Clorv.  1 think  he  had  two  conceits  in  it  forlboth,  too 
Low,  Ruff  high,  becaufe  as  the  Ruff  does  embrace  your 
neck'  all  day,  fo  does  he  delire  to  throw  his  Knightly 
Anns. 

Nee.  But  then  I leave  him  off  a-nights. 

Clow.  Why  then  he  is  ruffe  low,  a ruffian,  a bold  .adven- 
turous errand  to  do  any  rough  fervice  for  his  Lady. 

Nee.  A witty  and  unhappy  conceit,  does  he  mean 
i As  he  feems  to  fay  unto  chat  reverence  ? (Toward  Cuning. 
He  does  \vooe  her  line. 

Clow.  To  tell  you  you  truth.  Lady,  his  conceit,  was  far 
better  than  1 have  blaz’d  it  yet. 

Nee.  Do  you  think  fo.  Sir? 


Clow.  Nay,  I know  it  forfooth,  for  it  was  two  days  e’r 
he  compafs’d  it,  to  find  a fitting  prefent  for  your  Lady- 
Ihip,  he  was  fending  once  a very  fine  Puppy  to  you. 

Nee,  And  that  he  would  have  brought  himfeJf. 

Clow.  So  he  would  indeed,  but  then  he  alter’d  his  de-  ^ 
vice,  and  lent  this  Ruffe^  requelling  with  all,  that  whenfo- 
ever  it  is  foul,  you  ( with  your  own  hands  ) would  bellow 
the  Hatching  of  it. 

Nee.  Elfe  file  wooes  him,  now  his  eyes  llioots  this  way  • 
And  what  was  the  realbn  for  that.  Sir?  1 award  Cun! 

Clow.  There  lies  his  main  conceit.  Lady,  for  fays  he,  lii 
lb  doing  file  cannot  chufe  but  in  the  llarchiiig,  to  clap  ' 
it  often  between  her  hands,  and  lb  Ihe  gives  a great  li  - 
king and  applaufe  to  my  Prefent,  whereas,  if  I Ihould  fend 
a Puppy,  Ihe  ever  calls  it  to  her  with  hill,  hifs,  hifs,  which 
IS  a tearful  difgrace,  he  drew  the  device  from  a Play,  at 
the  Bull  tother  day. 

Nee.  I marry  Sir,  this  was  a rich  conceit  indeed. 

Clow.  And  far  fetch’d,  therefore  good  for  you.  Lady; 

Guard.  How  now?  which  way  look  you.  Bird? 

Cun.  At  the  Fool  Bird,  fnall  I not  look  at  the*  Fool  ? 

Guard.  At  the  Fool  and  1 here  ? what  need  that?  pray  look 

Nee.  I’ll  fit  him  aptly,  either  I’ll  awake  (this  way. 

His  wits  ( if  he  have  any, ) or  force  him 
To  appear  (as  yet  I cannot  think  him) 

Without  any.  Sirrah,  tell  me  one  thing  true 
That  1 fiiall  aske  you  now.  Was  this  device 
Your  Mailers  own?  I doubt  his  wit  in  it  ^ 

He’s  not  fo  ingenuous. 

Clow.  His  own  I allure  you,  Madam. 

Nee.  Nay,  you  muH  not  lye. 

Clow.  Not  with  a Lady,  I’d  rather  lye  with  you,  than  lie 
with  my  Mailer,  by  your  leave  in  liich  a cafe  as  this, 

Guard.  Yet  agen  your  eye  ? 

Cun.  The  fool  makes  mirth  i’faith, 

I would  hear  Ibme. 

Guard.  Come,  you  lhall  hear  none  but  me. 

Nee.  Come  hither,  friend,  nay,  come  nearer  me  ^ did 
Thy  Mailer  fend  thee  to  me?  he  may  be  wile. 

But  did  not  Ihew  it  much  in  that  ^ men  fometimes 
May  wrong  themfelves  unawares,when  they  leall  think  on’tj 
Was  Vulcan  ever  ib  unwile  to  fend  Mars 
To  be  his  fpokefman,  when  he  went  a wooing.? 

Send  thee?  hey-ho,  a pretty  rovvlingeye. 

! Clow.  I can  turn  vp  the  white  and  the  black  too,  and  need 
be  forlboth. 

' Neec.  Why,  here’s  an  amorus  nofe. 

You  fee  the  worllof  my  nole,  forlboth 

Nee.  A cheek,  how  I could  put  it  now  in  dalliance,. 

A pair  of  Lips,  bh  that  we  wereuney’d, 

I could  liick  Sugar  from  ’em,  what  a beard’s  here .? 

When  will  the  Knight  thy  Mailer  have  fuch  a 
Stamp  of  man-hood  on  his  face  ? nay,  do  not  blufii. 

Clow.  ’Tis  nothing  but  my  flelh  and  blood  that  riles  lb. 

Cun.  ’Death,  Ihe  courts  the  fool. 

, Guard.  Away,  away, ’tis  Iport,  do  not  mind  it._ 

Nee.  Give  me  thy  hand,  come,  be  familiar^ 

Here’s  a promiling  palm  ^ what  a foft 
Handful  of  picafure’s  here,  here’s  Down  compar’d 
With  Flocks  and  quilted  Straw,  thy  Knights  fingers 
Are  lean  mattrice  rubbers  to  thele  Feathers, 

I prethee  let  me  lean  my  cheek  npon’t. 

What  a loft  pillow’s  here  ? 

‘ Clow.  Hum,  umh,  hu,  hum. 

Neece.  Why  there’s  a courage  in  that  lively  palTion, 
Meafure  thee  all  o’r,  there’s  not  a limb 
But  has  his  full  proportion,  it  is  my  voice, 

There’s  no  compare  betwixt  the  Knight  and  thee. 

The  goodlier  man  behalf,  at-  once  now 
I feethee  all  over. 

Clow.  If  you  had  feen  melwim  t’other  day  on  my  back, 
you  would  have  fed  you  had  feen,  there  was  two  Chamber- 
maids that  faw  me,  and  my  legs  by  chance  were  tang- 
led in  the  flags,  and  when  they  law  how  1 was  hang’d, 
* they 
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the}^  cryed  out.  Oh  help  the  man  for  fear  he  be  drown’d. 

iieec.  They  could  do  no  lels  in  pity,  come  thine  arm, 
we’ll  walk  together. 

Cun.  Blindnefs  of  Love  and  Women,  why  fhe  dotes  up- 
on the  fool. 

Guard.  What’s  that  to  you,  mind  her  not. 

Cun.  Away  you  Burr. 

Guard.  How’s  that? 

Cun.  Hang  of  Flefhook,  faften  thine  itchy  clafpe 

Onfome  dry  Toad-ftool  that  will  kindle  with  thee. 

And  burn  together. 

Guard.  Oh  abominable. 

Why  do  you  not  love  me  ? 

Cun.  No,  never  did^ 

I took  thee  down  a little  way  to 

Enforce  a Vomit  from  my  ofiended  ftomachj 

Now  thou’rt  up  agen,  I loath  thee  filthily. 

Guard,  Oh  villain. 

Cun.  Why  doll  thou  not  fee  a light. 

Would  make  a man  abjure  the  fight  of  Women. 

Neece.  Ha,  ha,  ha„  he’s  vext  ^ ha,  ha,  ha, 

Clorp.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Nfccf.  Why  doft  thou  laugh  ? 

Clorv.  Becaufe  thou  laugh  ’ft,  nothing  elfe  i’faith. 

Cun.  She  has  but  mockt  my  folly,  elfe  Ihe  finds  not 

The  bofome  of  my  purpole,  lome  other  way, 

Muft  make  me  know  1 11  try  her,  and  may  chance  quit 

The  fine  dexterity  of  her  Lady-wit.  Exit. 

Neec.  Yes  introth,  I laughtto  think  of  thy  Mafter, 

Now,  what  he  would  think  if  he  knew  this? 

Clotv.  By  my  troth  I laugh  at  him  too,  faith  firrah,  he’s 
but  a fool  to  fay  the  truth,  though  I lay’t,  that  Ihould  not 
fay’t. 

Neece.  Yes,  thou  Ihouldft  lay  truth,  and  I believe  thee  j 
Well,  for  this  time  we’ll  part,  you  perceive  Ibmething, 

Our  tongues  betray  our  hearts,  there’s  our  weaknefs. 

But  pray  be  filent. 

Clon>.  AsMoufe  in  Cheele,  orGoofeinHay  i’faith. 

Neece.  Look,  we  are  cut  off^  there’s  my  hand  vvhere  my 
Lips  would  be. 

Clon>.  I’ll  wink,  and  think  ’em  thy  Lips,  farevvel.  Exit. 

Now  Guardianels,  I need  not  ask  where  you  have 

Guard.  Oh  Lady,  never  was  woman  fo  abus’d.  (been. 

Enter  Cloven. 

Clove.  Doft  thou  hear  Lady,  fweet-heart,  I had  forgot 
to  tell  thee,  if  you  will,  I will  come  back  in  the  evening.; 

Neece.  By  no  means,  come  not  till  I fend  for  you. 

Clorv.  If  there  be  any  need,  you  may  think  of  things  when 

I am  gone,  I may  be  convey’d  into  your  chamber,  I’ll  lye  un- 
der the  bed  while  midnight,  or  lb,  oryoufnallputmeup  in 
one  of  your  little  boxes,  I can  creep  in  at  a final!  hole. 

Neece.  Thefe  are  things  I dare  not  venture,  I charge  you 
on  my  love,  never  come  till  I fend  for  you. 

Clorv.  Verbum  infapienti.,  "^tis  enough  tO  the  wife^norl 
think  it  is  not  fit  the  Knight  Ihould  Imow  any  thing  yet. 

Neece.  By  no  means,  pray  you  go  now^  we  are  fufpedted. 

Clorv.  For  the  things  that  arepaft,  let  us  ufeourfecrcts. 

Neece.  Now  I’ll  make'  a firm  trial  of  your  love^ 

As  you  love  me,  not  a word  more  at  this  time. 

Not  a fyllable,  ’tis  the  feal  of  love,  take  heed. 

CW.  Hum,  hum,  hum,  hum — 

He  humhs  loath  to  depart.  ■ ' : EkitClervn. 

Neece.  So,  this  pleafant  trouble’s  gone,  now  GnardiaUefs, 
What?  your  eyes  eafing  your  heart,  the caule  woman?'  ' 

Guard.  Thecaufe  is  falfeman,  Madam,'' oh  Lady^ 

I have  been  gull’d  in  a Ihining  Carbuncle^ 

A very  Glo-worm,  that 'I  thought  had  fire  in’t. 

And ’tis  as  cold  as  Ice.  ■ ■ 

Neece.  And  juftly  ferv’d, 

W'ouldftthou  once  think  thatfuch  an  early  fpring 

Would  dote  upon  thine  Autumn  ? 

Oh,  had  you  heard  him  but  proteft. 

Neece.  I would  not  have  believ’d  him. 

Thou  might’!!:  have  perceiv’d  how  I mock’d  thy  folly.  I 
In  wanton  imitation  with  the  Fool,  I 

Go  weep  the  fin  of  thy  credulity,  I 

Not  of  thy  lols,  for  it  was  never  thine,  | 

And  it  is  gain  to  mil's  it;  w'ert  thoufo  dull?  ( 

Nay,  yet  thou’rt  ftupid  and  uncapable,  I 

Why,  thou  wert  but  the  bait  to  fifli  wnth,  not  I 

The  prey,  the  ftaleto  catch  another  Bird  with.  I 

Guard.  Indeed  he  call’d  me  Bird.  I 

Neece.  Yet  thou  perceiv’ft  not,  I 

It  is  your  Neece  he  loves,  would!!:  thou  be  made  I 

A ftalking  Jade  ? ’tis  !he  examine  it,  1 

I’ll  hurry  all  awry,  and  tread  my  path  I 

Over  unbeaten  grounds,  go  level  to  the  mark,  I 

Not  by  circular  bouts,  rare  things  are  plealing^  I 

And  rare’s  but  feldom  in  the  fimple  fence,  1 

But  hasher  Emphafis  with  eminence,  I 

Guard.  My  Neece?  fne  the  rival  of  my  abufe?  I 

My  fielh  and  blood  wrong  me  ? I’ll  Aunt  her  for’t ; I 

Enter  Mirabel.  | 

Oh  opportunity,  thou  bleiTeft  me  I 

Now  Gentlewoman  are  you  parted  lb  loon  ? { 

Where’s  your  friend  I pray  ? your  Cuningam  ? { 

Mir.  What  lay  you  Aunt.^  I 

Guard.  Come,  come,  your  C uningame  ? | 

I am  not  blind  with  age  yet,  nor  deaf.  I 

Mir.  Dumb  I am  fure  you  are  not,  what  ail  you  Aunt  ? I 
Are  you  not  well  ? I 

Guard.  No,  nor  lick,  nor  mad,  nor  in  my  wits,  nor  lleep-  j 
ing,  nor  waking,  nor  nothing,  nor  any  thing ; I know  not  ( 
what  I am,  nor  what  I am  not,  I 

Mir.  Mercy  cover  us,  what  do  you  mean,  Aunt  ? I 

Guard.  I mean  to  be  reveng’d.  I 

Mir.  On  whom  ? I 

Guard.  On  thee  Baggage.  1 

Mir.  Revenge  Ihould  follow  injury,  j 

Which  never  reacht  fo  far  as  thought  in  me  I 

Towards  you  Aunt,  I 

Quard.  Your  cunning,  minion.  | 

Nor  your  Cuningame ; can  either  blind  me,  1 

The  gentle  Beggar  loves  you.  I 

i Mir.  Beleechyou,  I 

•Let  me  ftay  your  error,  I begin  to  hear,  ^ j 

And'lhake  off  my  amazement;  if  you  think  | 

; That  ever  any  paflage  treating  love  I 

' Hath  been  betwixt  us  yet  commenc’d,  any  | 

.Silent  eye-glance  that  might  but  fparkle  fire,  I 

jSomuchas  Brother  and  Sifter  might  meet  with,  I 

jThc  Lip-lalufe,  Ibniuch  as  ftrangers  might  j 

iTake  a farewel  with,  the  commixed  hands, 

'Nay,  but  the  leaft  thought  of  the  leaf!:  of  thefe 

In  troth  you  wrong  yourbolbm,  by  that  truth 

(Which  I think  yet  youdurftbe  bail  for  in  me,  j 

If  it  were  offer’d  ye)  lam  as  free 

ASallthisproteftation.  . ^ 

May  I believe  this? 

Mtr.  If  ever  you’ll  believe  truth:  why,!  thought  he  had 
fpokfe  love  to  you,  and  if  his  heart  prompted  his  tongue, 
fure  I did  hear  fb  much. 

Guard.  Oh  falfeft  man,  Txion^s  plague  fell  on  me, 

Never  by  woman  (fucha  mafeuline  clond') 

So  airy  and  fb  fubtle  was  embrac’d.  • 

Mir.  By  no  caufe  in  me,  by  mv  life  defar  Aunt.  ‘ i 

Guard.  I believe  you,  then  help  in  my  revenge. 

And  ypu  flialldo’t,  or  lo'fe  my  love  for  -ever. 

I’ll  have  him  quitted  at  his  equal  weapon,  . 

Thou  art  yOung,  follow  him,  bait  his  defires  " • 

With  all  the  Engines  of  a w'omans  wit,' . . 

^Stretch  modefty  even’  td  the  higheft  pitcjfi ; • ‘ 

He  cafinot  freeze  at  fuch  a flaming  beauty 

And  when  thou  haft  him  by  th’  amorous  gifis. 

Think  on  my  vengeance,  choak  up  hisdelires, 

^Then  let  his  banquetings  hetantaUfmep 

j(56  fever allVeapons. 

Let  thy  difdain  fpurn  the  dilTembler  out  •, 

Oh  1 Ihould  climb  my  Stars,  and  Ik  above. 

To  fee  him  burn  to  allies  in  his  love. 

Mir.  This  will  be  a ftrange  take.  Aunt,  and  an 
Unwilling  labour,  yet  in  your  in] undlion 

I am  a fervant  to’t. 

Guard.  Thou'lt  undertak’t? 

Mir.  Yes,  letthefuccefs  commend  it  felf  hereafter. 

G»ard.  EffeditGirl,  my  fubftance  is  thy  (tore, 

N othing  but  want  of  Will  makes  woman  poor.  Exeunt. 

E-^ter  Sir  Gregory,  and  CIotph. 

Sir  Grejr.  Why  Pompey.,  thou  art  not  flark  mad,  art  thou  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  tell  me  how  my  Ladydoos.^ 

Cl6tv.  Your  Lady? 

Sir  Greg.  Did  llie  receive  the  thing  thatifent  her  kind- 
ly, or  no : v 

Clow.  The  thing  that  you  fenther,  Knight,  by  the  thing 
that  you  lent,  was  for  the  things  fake  that  was  fent  to  car- 
ry the  thing  that  you  lent,  very  kindly  receiv’d  ^ firlt,  there 
is  your  Indenture,  now  go  feek  you  a fervant:  fecondly, 
you  arc  a Knight:  thirdly  and  laftly,  I am  mine  own  man  : 
and  lourthly,  fare  you  well. 

SirGr:g.\\'\\^  Pompey}  prethee  letmefpeak  with  thee. 
I’ll  lay  my  life  Ibmehare  has  croft  him. 

Clow.  Knight,  if  you  be  a Knight,  fo  keep  you  ^ as  for 
the  Lady,  who  lhall  fay  tliat  Ihcis  not  a fair  Lady,  a fweet 
Lady,  anhoneft  and  a virtuous  Lady,  I will  lay  he  is  a bafe 
fellow,  a blab  of  his  tongue,  and  I will  make  him  eat  thefe 
lingers  ends. 

Sir  Greg.  Why,  here's  no  body  lays  lb  Pompey, 

Clow.  Whatfoever  things  have  paft  between  the  Lady  and 
the  other  party,  whom  I will  not  name  at  this  time,  I fay 
Ihe  is  virtuous  and  honeft,andI  will  maintain  it,  as  long  as 

I can  maintain  my  felf  with  bread  and  water. 

Sir  Greg.  Why  I know  no  body  thinks  otherwile. 

Clow.  Any  man  that  does  but  think  it  in  my  hearing,  I 
will  make  him  think  on’t  while  he  has  a thought  in  his  bo- 
fom  ^ lhall  we  fay  that  kindnelfes  from  Ladies  are  common? 
or  that  favours  and  proteftations  are  things  of  no  moment 
betwixt  parties  and  parties  ? I fay  ftill,  whatfoever  has  been 
betwixt  the  Lady  and  the  party,  which  I will  not  name,that 
file  is  honeft,  and  lhall  be  honeft,  whatfoever  Ihe  does  by 
day  or  by  night,  by  light  or  by  darknefs,  with  cut  and  long 
tail. 

Sir  Greg.  Why  I fay  Ihe  is  honeft. 

Clow.  Is  file  honeft  ? in  what  fenfe  do  you  fay  Ihe  is  honeft, 
Knight  ? 

Sir  Greg.  If  I could  not  find  in  my  heart  to  throw  my 
dagger  at  thy  head,  hilts  and  all,  I’m  an  afs,  and  no  Gen- 
tleman. 

Clow.  Throw  your  Dagger  at  me ! do  not  Knight,  I 
give  you  fair  warning,  ’tis  but  call:  away  if  you  do,  for 
you  fliall  have  no  other  words  of  me,  the  Lady  is  an  ho- 
neft Lady,  whatfoever  reports  may  go  of  fports  and  toys, 
and  thoughts,  and  words,  and  deeds,  betwixt  her  and 
the  party  which  I will  not  name  •,  this  I give  you  to  under- 
hand, That  another  man  may  have  as  good  an  eye,  as 
amorous  a nofe,  as  fair  a ftampt  beard,  and  be  as  proper 
a man  as  a Knight,  (I  name  no  parties ) aServingmanmay 
be  as  good  as  a Sir,  a Pompey  as  2.Gregory.^  a Doodle 2S a Fop-, 
fo  Servingman  Pompey  Doodle.,  may  be  relpeded  as  well 
with  Ladies  (though  I name  no  parties)  as  5/r(jrf’^oryF6»;>-, 
fo  farewell:  ^ ^ Exit. 

Sir  Greg.  If  the  fellow  be  not  out  of  his  wits,  then  will  I 
never  have  any  more  wit  while  I live  ^ either  the  fight  of 
the  Lady  has  gafter’d  him,  or  elfe  he’s  drunk,  or  elfe  he 
walks  in  his  deep,  or  elfe ’s  a fool,  or  a knave,  or  both,  one 
of  the  three,  I’m  fure  ’tis  •,  yet  now  I think  on’t,  Ihe  has 
not  us’d  mefo  kindly  as  her  Uncle  promis’d  me  Ihe  Ihould, 
but  that’s  all  one,  he  fays  I lhall  have  her,  and  I dare  take 
, his  word  for  the  beft  worfe  I have,  and  that’s  a weightier 
thing  than  a Lady,  I’m  fure  on’t.  Exit. 

E»ter  Lady  Rmnom(^dT  a man)  Witty-Pate,  Sir  Ruinous 
Vn^chn^and  MafterClt^wlowi^bindingand  rohbina  her 
and  in  Scarfs)  Cieduloa^  finds  the  hag.  ^ ’ 

LadyKuin.  Nay,  lam  your  own,  ’tis  in  your  pleafure 
How  you’ll  deal  with  me  ^ yet  I would  intreat. 

You  will  not  make  that  which  is  bad  enough'^ 

Worfe  than  it  need  be,  by  a fecondill. 

When  it  can  render  you  no  fecond  profit ; 

If  it  be  coin  you  feek,  you  have  your  prey. 

All  my  ftore  I vow,  (and  it  weighs  a hundred) 

My  life,  or  any  hurt  you  give  my  body. 

Can  inrich  you  no  more. 

Witty.  You  may  purfue, 

L.  Kuin.  As  1 am  a Gentleman-,  I never  wrU, 

Only  we’ll  bind  you  to  quiet  behaviour 

Till  you  call  out  for  Bail,  and  on  th’ other 

Side  of  the  hedge  leave  you  • but  keep  the  peace 

Till  we  be  out  of  hearing,  for  by  that 

We  lhall  be  out  of  danger,  if  we  come  back. 

We  come  with  a mifehief. 

Lady.  You  need  not  fear  me. 

Prife.  Come,  we’ll  beftow  you  then. 

Exit  Ruin.  Prife.  and  Lady. 
Wit.  Why  law  you  Sir,  is  not  this  a fwifter  Revenue 
than,  Sicprobas.,ergiPs&igHttr's  can  bring  in?  why  is  not  this 
one  of  your  Syllogilines  in  Barbara}  Omne  utile  eft  bo’ 
neftum. 

Cred.  Well  Sir,  d little  more  of  this  acquaintance; 

Will  make  me  know  you  fully,  I proteft. 

You  have  (at  firft  light)  mademeconlcious 

Of  fuch  a deed  my  dreams  ne’er  prompted,  yet 

I could  almolt  have  wilh’d  rather  ye’ad  rob’d  me 

Of  my  Cloak,  (formyPurle  ’tis  a Scholars) 

Than  to  have  made  me  a robber. 

I had  rather  have  anfwered  three  difficult  queftions. 

Than  this  one,  as  eafie,  asyetitfeems. 

Witty.  Tulh  , you  lhall  never  come  to  farther  anfwer 
for’t  ^ 

Can  you  confefsyour  penurious  Uncle, 

In  his  full  face  of  love,  tobefo  ftrifl 

A Nigard  to  your  Commons,  that  you  are  fain 

To  lizeyour  belly  out  with  Shoulder  Fees? 

With  Rumps  and  Kidneys,  and  Cues  of  lingle  Beer, 

And  yet  make  to  feed  more  daintily. 

At  thisealierrate  ? he  Mafter  Credulous.^ 

I blulh  foryou. 

Cred.  This  is  a truth  undeniable. 

Wit.  Why  go  to  then,  I hope  1 know  your  Uncle, 

How  does  he  ufe  his  Son,  nearer  than  you  ? 

Cred.  Faith,  like  his  Jade,  upon  the  bare  Commons, 
Turn’d  out  to  pick  his  living  as  he  can  get  it; 

He  would  have  been  glad  to  have  Ihar’din  fuch 

Apurchafe,  and  thank’d  his  good  fortune  too. 

Enter  Ruinous  and  Priftiam 

■ J 

But  mum  no  more is  all  fafe.  Bullies?  (hislols, 

Kuin.  Secure,  the  Gentleman  thinks  him  moft  happy  in 
With  his  lafe  life  and  limbs,  and  redoubles 

His  firft  vow,  as  he  is  a Gentleman, 

Never  to  purfue  us. 

Wit.  Well  away  then, 

Difperfe  you  with  Mafter  Credulous.^  who  ftill 

Shall  bear  the  purchafe,  Prifeian  and  I, 

Will  take  Ibme  other  courle : You  know  our  meeting 

At  XhQ’Ihree  Cups'mSt  Gile\  withthis/»rcwy^, 

( For  ’tis  a Law  with  us  ) that  nothing  be  open’d 

Till  all  be  prefent,  theloofer  faies  a hundred, 

And  it  can  weigh  no  lefs. 

Kuin.  Come,  Sir,  we’ll  be  your  guide. 

Cred.  My  honefty,  which  till  now  was  never  forfeited,  ^ 

All  lhall  be  dole  till  our  meeting.  Exit  Cred.  and  Ruin. 

Wit 
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Witty.  Tufli,  I believ’t, 

And  then  all  Ihall  out  j where’s  the  thief  that’s  robb’d  ? 

Enter  Lady  Ruinous. 

L.Ktti.  Here  Mafter  all  follows  nowi 

Witty.  ’Twas  neatly  done,  wench,  now  to  turn  that  bag 
Of  counterfeits  to  current  pieces,  & aHum  eft. 

L.Kui.  You  are  the  Chymift^  we’ll  blow  the  fire  ftill. 

If  you  can  mingle  the  ingredients. 

Witty.  Iwillnotmifs  acaufe,  a quantity,  a dram. 

You  know  the  place. 

Prif.  I have  told  her  that,  Sir. 

Witty.  Good,  turnRaiw^itobea  Conftable,  I’mfure 
We  want  not  beards  of  all  forts,  from  the 
Worfliipful  Magiftratetothe  under  Watchman*, 

Becaufe  we  muft  have  no  danger  of  life. 

But  a cleanly  cheat,  attach  Credulous.^ 

The  caufe  is  plain,  the  theft  found  about  him  ^ 

Then  fall  I in  his  own  Cofins  fhape 
By  mere  accident,  where  finding  him  diftreft, 

I with  fome  difficulty  muft  fetch  him  off. 

With  promife  that  his  Uncle  fhall  fhut  up  all 
With  double  reftitution : Mafter  Conftable,  Kutnoiti 
His  mouth  fhall  be  ftopt*,  you,  Miftrifsrob-thief, 

Shall  have  your  fhare  of  what  we  can  gull  my  Father  of*, 
Is’t plain  enough? 

L.Kui.  As  plain  a cozenage  as  can  be,  faith. 

Witty.  Father,  I come  again,  and  again  when  this  is 
Paft  too,  Father,  one  will  beget  another  j 
I’d  be  loath  *x>  leave  your  pofterity  barren. 

You  were  beftcometo  compofition  Father, 

Two  hundred  pieces  yearly  allow  me  yet. 

It  will  be  the  cheaper  ( Father ) than  my  wit, 

For  I will  cheat  none  but  you,  dear  Father. 

Exeunt. 


ABus  7'ertius. 

Scdena  Primao 

Enter  Old  Knight,  and  Sir  Gregory, 

Old.  K.\T7lAy  now  you  take  the  courfe  Sir  Gregory  Fop  : 

V V I could  enforce  her,  and  1 lift  but  love 
That’s  gently  won,  is  a man’s  own  for  ever. 

Have  you  prepar’d  good  Mufick? 

SirGr.  As  fine  anoife.  Uncle,  as  heart  can  wiffi. 

Old  K.  Why  that’s  done  like  a Suitor, 

They  muft  be  woo’d  a hundred  feveral  ways. 

Before  you  obtain  the  right  way  in  a woman, 

’Tisanodd  creature,  full  of  creeks  and  windings. 

The  Serpent  has  not  more  ^ for  fti’asallhis, 

And  then  her  own  befide  came  in  by  her  mother. 

Sir  Gr.  A fearful  portion  for  a man  to  venture  on. 

OldK.  But  the  way  found  once  by  the  wits  of  men. 
There  is  no  creature  lies  lb  tame  agen. 

SirGr.  I promife  you,  not  a houfe-Rabbit,  Sir. 

OldK.  No  fucker  on  ’em  all. 

Sir  Gr.  What  a thing’s  that  ? 

They’re  pretty  fools  I warrant,  when  they’rtame 
Asa  man  can  lay  his  lips  too. 

Old  K.  How  were  you  bred.  Sir? 

Did  you  never  make  a fool  of  a Tenants  daughter  ? 

Sir  Gr.  Never  i’faith,  they  ha’  made  feme  fools  for  me. 
And  brought ’em  many  a time  under  their  aprons. 

Old  K.  They  could  not  fhew  you  the  way  plainlier,  I 
think. 

To  make  a fool  again. 

^ SirGr.  There’s  fools  enough.  Sir, 


’Lefs  they  were  wifer. 

Old  K.  This  is  wondrous  rare. 

Come  yoa  to  London  with  a Maiden-head,  Knight? 

A Gentleman  of  your  rank  ride  with  a Cloak-bag? 

Never  anHoftefsby  the  way  to  leave  it  with.t’ 

Nor  Tapfters  Sifter/  nor head-Oftlcrs Wife? 

What  no  body  / 

Sir  Gr.  W’ell  mock’d  old  Wit-monger, 

I keep  it  for  your  Neece, 

Old  K.  Do  not  fay  fo  for  fhame,  flie’il  laugh  at  thee, 

A wufe  ne’er  looks  ror’t,’tis  a batchelors  penny, 

He  may  giv’ttoabegger-wench,  i’th’ progrefs  time.  Ex. 
And  ne’er  be  call’d  to  account  for’t. 

Sir  Gr.  Would  I had  known  fo  much, 

I could  ha’ ftopt  a beggers  mouth  byth’  way. 

Enter  Page  and  F idlers  hoy. 

That  rail’d  upon  me,  ’caufe  I’d  give  her  nothing 

What,  are  they  come  / 

Pag.  And  plac’d  diredtly.  Sir, 

Under  her  window. 

5ir  Gr.What  may  I call  you,  Gentleman? 

Boy.  Apoorfervant  to  the  Viol,  I’m  the  Voice,  Sir. 

SirGr.  In  good  time  Mafter  Foicf. 

Boy.  Indeed  good  time  does  get  the  maftery. 

Sir  Gr.  What  Countreyman,  Mafter  Voice  ? 

Boy.  Sir,  born  at  E/y,  we  all  fet  up  in  El  a 
But  our  houle  commonly  breaks  in 

Sir  Gr.  Afhrewdplace  by  my  faith,  it  may  well  break 
your  voice. 

It  breaks  many  a mans  back*  come,  fet  to  your  buimefs. 

I 

SONG. 

» { I 

F Ain  would  Itoakeyou.^  Sweet.,  hut  fear 
I Jfwuld  invite  you  to  rvorfe  chear  y 
In  your  dreams  you  cannot  fare 
Meaner  than  Muftckj,  no  compare  y 
None  of  your  flumbers  are  compil'd 
Under  the  pleafure  makes  a Child  y 
Tour  day-delights,  fo  well  compact,  ; 

That  what  you  think,,  turns  all  to  act  : f 

Td  wifj  my  life  7W  better  play,  j 

Tour  dream  by  night,  your  thought  by  day.  \ 
Wake  gently,  wakg,  | 

Part  foftly  from  your  dreams  j j 

The  morning  flies 
To  your  fair  eyes. 

To  take  her  fpecial  beams: 

Sir  Gr.  I hear  her  up,  here  Mafter  Voice., 

Pay  you  the  Inftruments,  favewhat  you  can. 

Enter  Neece  above. 

To  keep  you  when  you’re  crackt.  Exit  Boy. 

Neece.  Who  ftiould this  be? 

That  I’m  fo  much  beholding  to,  for  fweetnefs  ? 

Pray  Heaven  it  happens  right. 

SirGr.  Good  morrow,  Miftrifs. 

Neece.  An  ill  day  and  a thoufand  come  upon  thee, 

SirGr.  ’Light,  that’s  fix  hundred  more  than  any  Alma- 
nack has. 

Neece.  Comes  it  from  thee?  it  is  the  mangieft  Mufick 
That  ever  woman  heard. 

Sir  Gr.  Nay,  fay  not  fo.  Lady, 

There’s  not  an  itch  about  ’em. 

Neece.  1 could  curfe 

My  attentive  powers,  for  giving  entrance  to  ty 
There  is  no  boldnefs  like  the  impudence 

That’, 
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T hate's  lockt  in  a fools  blond,  howdnrllyou  do  this? 
in  confcicncc  1 abus’d  yon  as  Infficiently 
As  woman  could  a man  inlatiate  Coxcomb, 

The  mocks  and  fpitehil  language  I have  given  thee, 
ould  o’  my  life  ha’  Icrv’d  ten  reafonable  men, 

And  rife  contented  too,  and  left  enough  for  their  friends. 
Thou  glutton  at  abules,  never  fatisfied? 

I am  pciiwaded  thou  devour’ft  more  flouts 
Than  all  thy  body’s  worth,  and  ftill  a hungred ! 
y mifehief  ofthatmavv,  prethee  feek  elfewTere, 
ntroth  1 am  weary  of  abulingthee  •, 

Get  thee  a frcfli  Miftrils,  thou’il  make  work  enough-, 

1 do  not  think  there’s  fcorn  enough  in  Town 
To  fervethy  turn,  take  the  Court-Ladies  in. 

And  all  their  Women  to ’em,  that  exceed ’em. 

SirGr.  Is  this  in  earneft.  Lady? 

Necce.  Oh  unfatiable ! 

Dofr  thou  count  all  this  but  ancarnefl;  yet? 
dd  thought  I’d  paid  thee  all  the  whole  fum,  truft  me  j 
Thou’lt  beggermy  deriflon  utterly 
if  thouftay’  longer,  1 fliall  want  a laugh: 

TI  knew  where  to  borrow  a contempt 

Vfould  hold  theetaGk,fl-ay  and  be  hang’d,thou  Ihouldfl:  then: 

But  rhoii’ftno  confciencenow  to  extort  hate  from  me, 

W hen  one  has  fpent  all  fhe  can  make  upon  thee-, 

!\Iulf  I begin  to  pay  tliee  lure  again  ? 

After  1 have  rid  thee  twice?  faith ’tis  unreafonable. 

SirGr.  Say  you  fo  ? i’fl  know  that  prefently.  Exit. 

Neece.  Now  he  runs 

To  fetch  my  Uncle  to  this  mufly  bargain. 

But  I have  better  ware  always  at  hand. 

And  lay  by  this  itiil,  when  he  comes  to  cheapen. 

Enter  Cuningam. 

Cun.  I met  the  Mufick  now,  yet  cannot  learn 
What  entertainment  he  receiv’d  from  her 

Nee.  There’s  fome  body  fet  already,  I mufttoT,  I fee,.. 
W’cll,  well,  Sir  Gregory  ? 

Cun.  Hah,  Sir  Gregory? 

Nee.  Where  e’er  you  come,  you  may  well  boaft  your  con- 
quelh. 

Cun.  She’s  lolt  y’faith,  enough,  has  fortune  then 
RcmembredhcF  great  boy.?  flieleldom  fails  ’em. 

Nee.  H’'was  the unlikelicfl manat  firlt, methought. 

To  have  my  love,  we  never  met  but  wrangled. 

Cun.  A pox  upon  that  wrangling,  fay  I ftill, 

I never  knew  it  fail  yet,  where  e’er’t  came-. 

It  never  comes  but  like  a ftorm  of  hail, 

’Tisfureto  bring  fine  weather  at  the  tail  on’t. 

There’s  not  one  match ’mongft  twenty  made  without  it. 

It  fights  i’  th’  tongue,  but  fure  to  agree  i’  th’  haunches. 

Nee.  That  man  that  Ihouldha’  told  me  when  time  was. 

I fliould  ha’  had  him,  had  been  langht  atpiteoufly. 

But  fee  how  things  will  change  ? 

Cun.  Here’sa  heart  feels  it — Oh  the  deceitful  promifes 
of  love ! 

What  truft  Ihould  a man  put  i’th’lipof  woman? 

She  kift  me  with  that  ftrength,  as  if  Ih’ad  meant 
To  ha’  fet  the  fair  print  of  her  foul  upon  me, 

Nee.  I would  ha’  fworn  ’twould  ne’er  ha  been  a match 
once. 

Cun.  I’il  hear  no  more,  I’m  mad  to  hear  fo  much. 

Why  fliould  I aim  my  thoughts  at  better  fortunes 
Than  younger  brothers  have  ? that’s  a Maid  with  nothing. 
Or  fome  old  Soap-boilers  Widow,  without  Teeth, 

There  w^aitsmy  fortune  forme;,  feek  no  farther.  Ex.  Cun. 

Enter  Old  Knight,  and  Sir  Gregory 

OldK.  You  tell  me  things.  Sir  Gregory^  that  cannot  be. 
She  will  not,  nor  Ihe  dares  not. 

Sir  Gr.  W ould  I were  whipt  then. 

Nee.  I’il  make  as  little  fltew  of  love.  Sir  Gregory'. 

As  ever  Woman  did,  you  Ihall  not  know 


^ou  have  my  heart  a good  while. 

OldK.  Heard  you  that  ? 

Nee.  Man  will  infult  fo  foon,  ’tis  his  condition, 

’Tis  good  to  keep  him  off  as  long  as  we  can, 

I’ve  much  ado,  I fwear and  love  i’  th’  end 
Will  have  his  courfe,  let  Maids  do  what  they  can. 

They  are  but  frail  things  till  they  end  in  man. 

Old  K.  What  fay  you  to  this.  Sir? 

SirGr.  This  is  fomewhat  handfome. 

Nee.  And  by  that  little  wrangling  that  I fain’d, 

Novv  I fhall  try  how  conftant  his  love  is, 

Although’t  went  fore  agairJf  my  heart  to  chide  him'. 

Sir  Gr.  Alas  poor  Gentlewoman. 

OldK.^  Now  y’are  fure  of  truth. 

You  hear  her  own  thoughts  fpeak. 

S'tr  Gr.  They  fpeak  indeed. 

OldK.  Go,you’reabrainIefsCoax-,  aToy,  aFop^ 

: I’il  go  no  farther  than  your  name.  Sir  Gr. 

’ll  right  my  felf  there  i were  you  from  this  place, 
ou  Ihould  perceive  I’m  heartily  angry  with  you, 

Ofler  tofow  ftrife  ’twixt  my  Neece  and  I ? 

Good  morrow  Neece,  good  morrow. 

Nee.  Many  fair  ones  to  you.  Sir. 

Old  K.  Go,  you’re  a Coxcomb.  How  doft  Neece  this  morn- 
A n idle  (hallow  fool : fleep’ft  thou  well.  Girl  ? 
fortune  may  very  well  provide  thee  Lordfhips, 

Forhonefty  has  left  thee  little  manners. 

Sir  Gr.  How  am  I bang’d  o’both-fides  ? 

xAbufe  kindnefle  ? Will’t  take  the  air  to  day  Neece? 
iYef.  When  you  plcale,  Sir, 

There  ftands  the  Heir  behind  you  I muft  take, 

( W'  hich  I’d  as  lieve  take,  as  take  him  I fwear.)  now? 

OldK.  La’ you  ^ do  you  hear’t  continued  to  your  teeth 
A pox  of  all  fuch  Gregories what  a hand  \ Neece  lets  fall 

Have  I with  you  ? l her  Scarfe. 

SirGr.  No  morey’feck,  I ha’ done.  Sir; 

Lady,  your  Scarf’s  fal’ndown. 

1 Nee.  ’Tis  but  your  luck.  Sir, 

And  does  prelage  the  Miftrifs  muft  fall  fhortly. 

You  may  wear  it,  and  you  pleafe. 

OldK.  There’s  a trick  for  you. 

You’re  parlouOy  belov’d,  you  Ihould  complain. 

Sir  Gr.  Yes,  when  I complain.  Sir, 

Then  do  your  worft,  there  I’ll  deceive  you.  Sir. 

OldK.  You  are  a Dolt,  and  lb  I leave  you.  Sir.  Exit. 
SirGr.  Abfiriah,'  Miftrifs  were  you  caught,  i’faitli? 

We  overh  ard  you  all I muft  not  know 
I have  your  heart,  take  heed  o’ that,  Ipray, 

I knew  fome  Scarf  would  come. 

Nee.  He’s  quite  gone,  fure : 

Ah  you  bale  Coxcomb,  couldft  thou  come  again  ^ 

And  (b  abus’d  as  thou  waft  ? 

Sir  Gr.  How  ? 

Nee.  ’Twould  ha’  kill’d 

A fenfible  man,  he  would  ha’  gone  to  his  chamber. 

And  broke  his  heart  by  this  time. 

Sir  Gr.  Thank  you  heartily. 

Nee.  Or  fixt  a naked  Rapier  in  a Wall, 

Like  him  that  earn’d  his  Knighthood,  e’r  he  had  it. 

And  then  refus’d  upon’t,  ran  up  to  th’  hilts.  (to’t, 

SirGr.  Yes,  let  him  run  for  me,I  was  never  brought  up 
I never  profeft  running  i’  my  life.  (vermin. 

Nee.  What  art  thou  made  on  ? thou  tough  villanous 
Will  nothing  deftroy  thee  ? 

SirGr.  Yes,  yes, allure  your  felf 
Unkind  words  may  do  much. 

. Nee.  Why,  doft  thou  want  ’em? 

Tve  e’en  conlum’d  my  fpleen  to  help  thee  to  ’em : 

Tell  me  what  Ibrt  of  words  they  be  w'ouldlpeed  thee? 

I’ll  fee  what  I can  do  yet. 

SirGr.  I’m  much  beholding  to  you. 

You’re  willing  to  bellow  huge  pains  upon  me. 

Nee,  I lliould  account  nothing  too  much  to  rid  thee. 

Sir  Gr,  I wonder  you’d  not  offer  to  deftroy  me, 
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All  the  while  your  Uncle  was  here. 

Neece.  Why  there  thou  betray’ft  thy  houfe  •,  we  of  the 
Old-Crafti 

Were  born  to  more  wit  than  fo. 

Sir  Greg.  I wear  your  favor  here. 

Neece.  Would  it  might  rot  thy  arme  off:  if  thou  knewft 
With  what  contempt  thou  hafl:  it,  what  hearts  bitcernefs, 
How  many  cunning  curies  came  along  with  it, 

Thoud’lt  quake  to  handle  it. 

Sir  Greg.  A pox,  tak’t  again  then  ^ 

Who’d  be  thus  plagu’d  of  all  hands  ? 

Neece.  No,wear’t  Hill, 

But  long  I hope  thou  (halt  not,’tisbut  caft 
Upon  thee,  purpofely  to  ferve  another 
That  has  more  right  to’t,  as  in  fome  Countries  they  con- 
vey 

Their  treafure  upon  Afles  to  their  friends*. 

If  mine  be  but  fo  wife  , and  apprehenfive, 

As  my  opinion  gives  him  to  my  heart. 

It  Hayes  not  long  on  thy  defertlels  arme  ^ 

I’il  make  thee  e’er  I ha’  done,  not  dare  to  wear 
Anything  of  mine,  although  I give’t  thee  freely^ 

Kifs  it  you  may,  and  make  what  Ihew  you  can. 

But  fure  you  carry’t  to  a worthier  Man, 

And  lo  good  morrow  to  you.  Exit. 

Sir  Greg.  Hu  hum,  ha  hum  *, 

I han’t  the  fpirit  now  to  dalh  my  brains  out, 

Nor  the  audacity  to  kill  my  felf. 

But  I could  cry  my  heart  out,  that’s  as  good. 

For  fo’t  be  out,  no  matter  which  way  it  comes. 

If  I can  dye  with  a fillip,  or  depart 
At  hot-cockles.  What’s  that  to  any  man> 

If  there  be  fo  much  death  that  ferves  my  turn  there. 

Every  one  knows  the  ftate  of  his  own  body, 

No  Carrion  kills  d Kite,  but  then  agen  ' 

There’s  Cheefe  will  choak  a Daw  ^ time  I were  dead  I’faith, 
If  I knew  which  w'ay  without  hurt  or  danger. 

I am  a Maiden-Knight,  and  cannot  look 
Upon  a naked  weapon  with  any  modefty, 

Elfe  ’twould  go  hard  wnth  me,  and  to  corhplain 
To  Sir  the  old  Knight  agen,  ' . 

Were  to  be  more  abus’d  j perhaps  he  would  beat  me  well. 
But  ne’er  believe  me. 

Enter  Cuningame. 

And  few  Men  dye  o’  beating,  that  were  lofl;  too : 

Oh,  here’s  my  friend,  I’ll  make  my  moan  to  him. 

Cun.  I cannot  tear  her  memory  from  my  heart. 

That  treads  mine  down,  was  ever  man  fo  fool’d 
That  profell  wit  ? 

Sir  Greg.  O Cuningame? 

Cun.  Sir  Gregory  ? 

The  choice,  the  Vidlor,  the  Towns  happy  Man  ? 

Sir  Greg.  ’Snigs,  What  do’fl:  mean  ? come  I to  thee  for 
comfort,  and  do’ll  abufe  me  too? 

Cun.  Abufe  you  ? How  Sir  ? 

With  juHifying  your  fortune,  and  your  joyes  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Pray  hold  your  hand,  Sir,l’ve  been  bob’d  enough, 
You  come  with  a new  way  now  ^ Itrike  me  merrily. 

But  when  a man’s  fore  beaten  o’  both  lides  already. 

Then  the  leaft  tap  in  jell  goes  to  the  guts  on  him  j 
Wilt  ha  the  truth  ? I’m  made  the  ranbeft  als 
That  e’er  was  born  to  Lordihips. 

Cun.  What  ? No  Sir  ? 

Sir  Greg.  I had  not  thought  my  body  could  a yielded 
Allthofe  foul  fcurvie  names  that  Ihe  has  call’d  me, 

I wonder  whence  Ihe  fetcht  ’em? 

Cm.  Is  this  credible  ? . 

Sir  Greg.  She  pin’d  this  Scarf  upon  me  afore  her  Unckle, 
But  his  back  turn’d,  Ihe  curll  me  lb  for  wearing  on’t. 

The  very  brawn  of  mine  arme  has  ak’d  ever  lince. 

Yet  in  a manner  forc’t  me  to  wear’t  Hill, 


309 

But  hop’t  I Ihould  not  long*,  if  good  luck  ferve 
I Ihould  meet  one  that  has  more  wit  and  worth 
Should  take  it  from  me,  ’twas  but  lent  to  me. 

And  fent  to  him  for  a token.  * 

Cun.  I conceit  ir,  I know  the  Man 
That  lies  in  wait  for’t,  part  with’t  by  all  means^ 

In  any  cafe,  you  arc  way-laid  about  it. 

Sir  Greg.  How  Sir?  way-laid? 

Cun.  Pox  of  a Scarf,  fay  I, 

I prize  my  friends  life  ’bove  a million  on  ’em. 

You  lhall  be  rul’d,  Sir,  I know  more  than  you. 

Sir  Greg.  If  you  know  more  than  I,  let  me  be  rid  on’t, 
’Lafs,  ’tis  not  for  my  wearing,  fo  Ihe  told  me. 

Cun.  No,  no,  give  mc’c,  the  knave  lhall  mifs  his  purpofe, 
And  you  lhall  live.  ’ 

Sir  Greg.  I would, 'as  long  as  I could.  Sir. 

Cun.  No  more  replyes,  you  lhall,  I’ll  prevent  this, 

Pompey  lhall  march  without  it. 

Sir  Greg.  What,  is't  he  ? 

My  Man  that  was? 

Cun.  Call  him  your  deadly  Enemy, 

You  give  him  too  fair  a name,  you  deal  too  nobly. 

He  bears  a bloody  mind,  a cruel  foe,  Sir, 

I care  not  if  he  heard  me. 

Sir  Greg.  But,  Do  you  hear.  Sir? 

Can’t  found  with  reafon  llie  Ihould  afieft  him  ? 

Cun.  Do  you  talk  of  reafon  ? I never  thought  to  have 
heard 

Such  a word  come  from  you  ^ reafon  in  love  ? 

Would  you  give  that,  no  DoTor  could  e’er  give  ? 

Has  not  a Deputy  married  his  Cook-maid  ? 

An  Aldermans  Widovy,  one  that  was  her  turn-broach  ? 
Nay,  Has  not  a great  Lady  brought  her  Stable 
Into  her  Chamber : lay  with  herHorfe-keeper? 

Sir  Greg.  Did  ever  love  play  fuch  Jades  tricks.  Sir  ? 

Cun..  Oh  thoufands,  thoufands  *.  Beware  a llurdy  Clown 
e’re  while  you  live.  Sir  ^ 

’Tis  like  a hufwifery  in  mod  Shires  about  us^ 

You  lhall  ha’  Farmers  Widows  wed  thin  Gentlemen, 

Much  like  your  felf,  but  put’em  to  no  Itrels^ 

What  work  can  they  do,  with  fmall  trap-llick  legs  ? 

They  keep  Clowns  to  flop  gaps,  and  drive  in  pegs, 

A drudgery  .fit  for  Hindes,  e’en  back  agen,  Sir, 

Your ’re  fafell  at  returning. 

Sir  Greg.  Think  you  fo.  Sir  ? 

tun.  But,  How  came  this  Clown  to  be  call’d  Pompey  firll  ? 
Sir  Greg.  Pulh,  one  good-man  a Pump-maker  ker- 
len’d  hiip  ^ 

Pompey  he  writes  himfelf,  but  his  right  name’s  Pumpey.^ 
And  Itunk  too  when  I had  him,  now  he’s  crank. 

Cun.  I’m  glad  I know  fo  much  to  quel!  his  pride,  Sir, 
Walk  you  Hill  that  way.  I’ll  make  ufe  of  this. 

To  relolve  all  my  doubts,  and  place  this  favor 
On  fome  new  Millrifs,  only  for  a try. 

And  if  it  meet  my  thoughts.  I’ll  fwear  ’tis  I.  Exit, 

Sir  Greg.  Is  Pompey  grown  lb  malepert?  foframpel? 

The  onely  cutter  about  Ladies  honors? 

Enter  Old  Knight. 

And  his  blade  foonell  out? 

O.K.  Now,  What’s  the  news, Sir? 

SirGre.  I dare  not  fay  but  good;,  oh  excellent  good.  Sir. 
O.K.  I hope  now  you’re  refolv’d  Ihe  loves  you,  Knight  ? 
Sir  Gr.  Cuds  me.  What  elfe  Sir  ? that’s  not  to  do  now. 
0.  K.  You  would  not  think  how  delperately  you  anger’d 
me. 

When  you  bely’djher  goodnelSj  bh  youvextme^ 

Even  to  a Palfey. 

Sir  Greg.  What  a thing  was  that  Sir? 
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Enter  Necce. 

Neecf.  ’Tis,  that  ’tis^  as  I have  hope  of  fwectneis,  the 
Scarfe’s  gone  ^ 

Worthy  wife  friend,  Idoatiipon  thy  cunning, 

We  two  fha'il  be  well  inatcht,  our  Ifllie-male,  lure 
Will  be  bornCounfellors^  is’t  pollible? 

Thou  /halt  have  another  token  out  of  hand  for’t  ^ 

Nay,  lince  the  way’s  found,  pitty  tiiou  fhouldfi;  want, 
y’faith, 

0 my  beft  joy,  and  dearefi:. 

O.K.  Well  faid,  Necce, 

So  violent  ’fore  your  Uncle  ? What  will  you  do 
In  fecret  then  > 

Sir  Gre^.  Marry  call  me  Have,  and  rafcal. 

Neere.  Your  S:arfe theStarfe  1 gave  you 

0.  K.  Mafs  that’s  true  Neece, 

1 ne’er  thought  upon  that the  Scarfe  file  gave  you — Sir  ? 
What  dumb  ? No  anfwer  from  you  ? the  Scarfe  ? 

Sir  Greg.  1 was  way-laid  about  it,  my  life  threatned  ^ 
Life’s  life,  Scarfe’s  but  a Scarfe,  and  fo  I parted  from’t. 
Neece.  Unfortunate  woman!  myfirft  favor  too? 

. O.K.  Will  you  be  ftill  an  afs?  no  reconcilement 
’Twixt  you  and  wit?  Are  you  Ib  far  fallen  out, 

You’l  never  come  together  ? I tell  you  true. 

I’m  very  lowfily  afliain’d  on  you. 

That’s  the  worll  fliame  that  can  be  •, 

Thus  baytingonhim : now  his  heart’s  hook’t  in. 

I’ll  make  him,  e’er  1 ha’  done,  take  her  with  nothing, 

I love  a man  that  lives  by  his  wits  alife  ^ 

Nay  leave,  fwcet  Neece,  ’tis  but  a Scarfe,  let  it  go. 

Neece.  Thegoingof  it  never  grie'/esme.  Sir. 

It  is  the  manner,  the  manner 

SirGre^.  O diflembliiig  Marmafet ! If  I durlt  fpeak. 

Or  could  be  believ’d  when  I fpeak, 

What  a tale  could  I tell,  to  make  hair  Hand  upright  now? 
Neece.  Nay  , Sir,  at  your  requeft  you  Ihall  perceive. 
Unde, 

Wdth  what  renewing  love  I forgive  this? 

Here’s  a fair  Diamond,  Sir,  I’ll  try  how  long 
You  can  keep  that  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Not  very  long,  you  know’t  too, 

Like  a cunning  witch  as  you  are. 

Neece.  Y’are  beft  let  him  ha’  that  too. 

Sir  Greg.'  So  I were,  I think,  there  were  no  living  df«, 

I thank  you,  as  you  have  handled  the  matter. 

O.  K.  Why  this  is  mufical  now,  and  Tuefday  next 
Shah  tune  your  Inftruments,  that’s  the  day  fet. 

Neece.  A mafeh,  good  Uncle, 

O.K.  Sir,  you  hear  me  too  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Oh  very  well,  I’m  for  you. 

Neece.  What  e’er  you  hear,  you  know  my  mind. 

Exeunt  Old  Knight  and  Neece. 

Sir  Gre.  I,  a on’t,  too  well,  if  1 do  not  wonder  how 

we  two  ftiall  come  together,  I’m  a Bear  whelp?  he  talks 
o Tuefday  next,  as  familiarly,  as  ifwe  lov’d  one  another, 
b t ’tis  as  unlikely  to  me,  as  ’twas  feven  year  before  I faw 
Ter  ^ I ftiall  try  his  cunning,  it  may  be  he  has  a way  was  ne- 
ver yet  thought  on,  and  it  had  need  to  be  fuch  a one , for 
all  that  I can  think  on  will  never  do’t-,  I look  to  have  this 
Diamond  taken  from  me  very  fpeedily,  therefore  I’ll  take 
it  off  o’  my  finger,  for  if  it  be  leen,  I ftall  be  way-laid  for 
that  too. 

Exit. 


JBus  Quartus, 
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Enter  Old  Knight^  and  JVitty~pate. 

^ ^ torture  1 torture ! thou  carrieft  aftingi’thy 

Thou  never  brought’!!:  good  news  i’thy  life  yet. 

And  that’s  an  ill  quality,  leave  it  when  thou  wilt. 

IKitty.  Why  you  receive  a bldfing  the  wrong  way.  Sir, 

Call  you  not  this  good  newes  ? to  lave  at  once  Sir  ^ 

Your  credit  and  your  kinfmans  life  together  j 
Would  it  not  vex  your  peace, and  gaule  your  worth? 

T’have  one  of  your  name  hang’d  ? 

O.K.  Peace,  no  fuch  words,  boy, 

JKit.  Be  thankful  forthebleffingof  prevention  then. 

0.  K.  Le’  me  fee,  there  was  none  hang’d  out  of  our  houfe 
fince  Brute.,  \ 

I ha’  fearch’t  both  Storv,  and  l-hUinjhead.  \ 

Wit.  OSir. 

O.K.  I’ll  lee  what  fayes  anon  too. 

Wit.  ’Twas  a miraculous  fortune  that  I heard  on’t,  ^ 

0.  K.  I would  thou’dft  never  heard  on’t,  • ' 

Wit.  That’s  true  too,  i 

So  it  had  ne’er  been  done;,  to  fee  the  luck  on’t,  ; 

He  w^as  ev’n  brought  to  Juftice  u4urums  threftold,  ! 

There  had  flew’n  forth  a Mittimus  ftraight  for  Newgate  ■ \ 

And  note  the  fortune  too,  Seifions  aThurfday,  ’ , 

Jury  cull’d  out  a Friday,  Judgment  a Saturday,  i 

Dungeon  a Sunday,  Tyburne  a Munday,  j 

Miferies  quotidian  ague,  when’t  begins  once,  ! 

Every  day  pulls  him;  till  he  pull  his  laft.  ; 

0.  K.  No  more,  I fay,  ’tis  an  ill  theam : where  left  you  I 
him  ? I 

Wit.  He’s  i’th’  Conftables  hands  below  i’th’  Hall,  Sir, 

Poor  Gentleman,  and  his  accufer  with  him. 

0.  K.  What’s  he  ? 

Wit.  A Judges  Son  ’tis  thought,  Ib  much  the  worfe  too, 

He’l  hang  his  enemy,  au’t  fliall  coft  him  nothing. 

That’s  a great  prjviledge. 

0.  K.  Within  there?  i 

Enter  Servant.  | 

Ser.  Sir  ? ; 

0.  K.  Call  up  the  folks  i’th’  Hall.  I had  fuch  hope  on  ' ! 

him. 

For  a Scholar  too,  a thing  thou  ne’er  w’aft  fit  for 
Therefore  ereefted  all  my  joyes  in  him  j 
Got  a Welch  Benefice  in  reverfion  for  him. 

Dean  of  Cardigan.,  has  his  grace  already,  1 

He  can  marry  and  bury,  yet  ne’er  a hair  on’s  face  *,  j 

Enter  Credulous,  Sir  Ruinous  (as  a Conftablc,)  and  > 

Lady  Gentry  (as  a Man. ) 

Likea  French  Vicar,  and.  Does  he  bring  fuch  fruits  to  Town  i 
with  him  ? | 

A Thief  at  his  firft  lighting  ? Oh  good  den  to  you. 

Wit.  Nay,  fweet  Sir,  you’r  fo  vext  now,  you’l  grieve 
him. 

And  hurt  your  lelf.  | 

0.  K.  Away,  I’ll  hear  no  counfeJ  ^ j 

Come  you  but  once  in  feven  year  to  your  Uncle, 

And  at  that  time  muft  you  be  brought  home  too  ? p 
And  by  aConftable  ? 

Wit.  Oh  fpeak  low.  Sir,  i 

Remember  your  own  credit,  you  profefs 
You  love  a Man  o’ wit,  begin  at  home.  Sir, 

Exprefs  it  i’your  felf. 

Lady.  Nay,  Mailer  Conftable, 

' • " Shew 
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Shew  your  felf  a wife  man,  ’gainfi:  your  nature  too. 

» Kuin.  Sir,  no  Dilh-porridgment,  we  have  brought  home 
As  good  men  as  ye. 

O.K.  Out,  a Nortb-Brittain  Conflable,  that  tongi.ie 
Will  publifh  all,  it  fpeaks  fo  broad  already  •, 

Are  you  the  Gentleman. 

' Lady.  The  unfortunate  one , Sir, 

That  fell  into  the  power  of  mercilefs  Thieves, 

Whereof  this  fellow,  whom  IM  call  your  kinfman, 
j As  little  as  1 could  (for  the  fair  reverence 
i I owe  to  fame  and  years)  was  the  prime  villain. 

; 0.  K.  A wicked  prime. 

frit.  Nay,  not  fo  loud,  fweet  father. 

I Lad.  The  reft  are  fled,  but  1 fliall  meet  with  ’em, 

^ Hang  one  of  ’em  I will  certain,  I ha’  fwore  it, 

! And  ’twas  my  luck  to  light  upon  this  firft. 

' 0.  K.  ^Cambridge  man  for  this  ? theft  your  degrees, Sir  ? 

i j Nine  years  at  Univerfity  for  this  fellowlhip  ? 

1 i Take  your  voice  lower,  dear  Sir. 

I ' O.K.  What’s  your lofs.  Sir ? 

i Lady.  That  which  offends  me  to  repeat , the  Money’s 
! : whole.  Sir, 

' ] ’Tis  i’th’  Conftables  hands  there,  a ftal’d  hundred, 

I ; But  I will  not  receive  it. 

O.K.  No?  Not  the  Money,  Sir, 

Having  confeft  ’tis  all  ? 

’Tis  all  the  Money,  Sir, 

i But  ’tis  not  all  I loft,  for  when  they  bound  me, 

I i They  took  a Diamond  hung  at  my  ffiirt  firing, 

I ^ Which  fear  of  life  made  me  forget  to  hide  ^ 

. ; It  being  the  fparkling  witnefs  of  a Contraft, 

’Twixt  a great  Lawyers  daughter  and  my  felf. 

fVit.  I told  you  what  he  was  ^ What  does  the  Diamond 
Concern  my  Cozen,  Sir? 

Lady.  No  more  did  the  Money, 

But  he  lhall  anfwer  all  now. 

l^it.  There’s  your  conftience. 

It  fhewes  from  whence  you  fprung. 

Lady.  Sprung  ? I had  leapt  a Thief, 

Had  I leapt  fome  of  your  alliance. 
mt.  Slave! 

Lady.  You  prevent  me  ftill. 

OiK.  ’Slid,  Son,  Are  you  mad? 

Lady.  Come,  come.  I’ll  take  a legal  courfe. 

0.  k.  Will  you  undo  US  all?  What’s  your  demand, Sir? 
Now  we’re  in’s  danger  too. 

Lady.  A hundred  Mark,  Sir, 

I will  not  bate  a doit. 
fTitty.  A hundred  Rafcals. 

Lady.  Sir,  find  ’em  out  in  your  own  blood,  and  take  ’em. 
JTit.  Go  take  your  courfe,  follow  the  Law  , and  fpare 
not. 

0.  K.  Does  fury  make  you  drunk  ? know  you  what  you 
fay  ? 

fTit.  A hundred  dogs  dungs,  do  your  worft. 

0.  K.  You  do  I’m  fure^  Whoft  loud  now  ? 

Wit.  What  his  own  asking 
O.K.  Not  in  filch  a caft? 

Wit.  You  fhallhave  but  threefcofe  pound  y fpite  a your 
teeth. 

I’ll  fee  you  hang’d  firft. 

0.  K.  And  what’s  feven  pound  more  man  ? 

That  all  this  coyle’s  about  ? flay,  I fay,  he  fhall  ha’t. 

Wit.  It  is  your  own,  you  may  do  what  you  pleaft  with 

Pardon  my  zeal,  I would  ha’  lav’d  you  money  j 
Give  him  all  his  own  asking  ? 

O.  K.  What’s  that  to  you , Sir  ? 

Be  fparing  of  your  own,  teach  me  to  pinch 
In  fuch  a cafe  as  this  ? go,  go,  live  by  your  wits,  go. 

Wit.  I pradift  all  I can. 

O.K.  Follow  you  me.  Sir, 

And,  Mailer  Conftable,  come  from  the  knave. 

And  be  a witnefs  of  a full  rccompence. 
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Wit.  Pray  flop  the  Conftables  mouth,  what  ere  you  do 
Sir.  ^ ^ 

O.K.  Yet  agen?  as  if  I meant  not  to  do  that  my  ft!, ^ 
Without  your  counfel?  As  for  yoii,  precious  kinfinan, 

Your  firft  years  fruits  in  Wales  fhall  go  to  rack  for  this, 

You  lie  not  in  my  houft,  I’Jl  pack  you  out, 

And  pay  for  your  lodging  rather. 

Knight,  Pvuiii.  Lady. 
Wijty.  Oh  fie  Cozen,  ^ 

Thele  areillcourfts,  you  a Scholar  too  ? 

Cnd.  I was  drawn  into’t  moft  unfortunately. 

By  filthy  deboift  company. 

^Wit.\,\^\. 

’Tis  even  the  fpoil  of  all  our  youth  in  England. 

What  were  they  Gentlemen  ? 

Cred.  Faith  fo  like  ^forne  on  ’em. 

They  were  ev’n  the  worft  agen. 

Wit.  Hum. 

Cred.  Great  Tobacco  uhiffers. 

They  would  go  near  to  rob  with  a pipe  in  their  mouths. 

Wit.  What, no? 

Cred.  Faith  leave  it  Cozen,  becauft  my  Rafcals  ufe  it. 
Wit.  So  they  do  meat  and  drink,  muft  worthy  Gentle, 
men. 

Refrain  their  food  for  that  ? an  honeft  man 
May  eat  of  the  lame  Pig  Ibme  Parfon  dines  with, 

A Lawyer  and  a fool  ieed  of  one  Woodcock, 

Yet  one  ne’er  the  ftnpler,  t’other  ne’er  the  wifer^ 

Tis  not  meat,  drink,  or  finoak,  difh,  cup,  or  pipe, 
Co-operates  to  the  making  of  a Knave, 

’Tis  the  condition  makes  a Have,  aflave, 

There’s  L Philofophy  for  you^  I tell  you  Cozen, 

You  cannot  be  too  cautelous,  nice,  or  dainty. 

In  your  fociety  here,  efpecially 
When  you  come  raw  from  the  Univerfity, 

Before  the  World  has  hard’ned  you  a little,’ 

For  as  a butter’d  loaf  is  a Scholars  breakfaft  there. 

So  a poach’t  Scholar  is  a cheaters  dinner  here, 

1 ha’  known  feven  of  ’em  fupt  up  at  a Meale. 

Cred.  W'hy  a poacht  Scholar  ? 

Wit.  ’Caufe  he  povyres  himfelf  forth. 

And  all  his  fecrets,  at  the  firft  acquaintance, 

Never  fo  crafty  to  be  eaten  i’th’  Ihell, 

But  is  outflript  of  all  he  has  at  firft. 

And  goes  down  glib,  he’s  fwallowed  with  fharp  wit, 

Stead  of  Wine  Vinegar. 

Cred.  I fhall  think.  Cozen, 

O’  your  poach’t  Scholar,  while  I live. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Mailer  Credulous., 

Your  Uncle  wills  you  to  forbear  the  Houft,  , 

You  muft  with  me,  I’m  charg’d  to  fee  you  plac’d 
In  feme  new  lodging  about  Theeving  Lane, 

What  the  conceit ’s,  I know  not,  but  commands  you 
To  be  ftenherenO  more,  till  you  hear  further. 

Cred.  Here’s  a flrange  welcome,  Sir. 

Wit.  This  is  the  World,  Cozen  ^ 

When  a Man’s  fame’s  once  poylbn’d,  fare  thee  well  Lad. 

Exit  Cred.  and  Servant. 

This  is  the  happieft  cheat  I e’er  claim’d  Ihare  in. 

It  has  a tw'o-fold  fortune,  gets  me  coyne. 

And  puts  him  out  of  grace,  that  ftcod  between  me. 

My  fathers  Jewel,  much  fulpeded 

To  be  his  Heir,  now  there’s  a bar  in’s  hopes. 

Enter  Ruinous,  and  Lady  Gentry.' 

Kuin.  It  chinks,  make  hafte. 

Lady.  'Th^Ceat  at  Smitbjield  Pens. 
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fMer  Cunningame. 

iVit.  Zo,  zo,  ziifTicicnt.  Maftcr  Cunningame  ? 

I never  have  ill  kick  when  I meet  a wit, 

Cttn.  A Wit’s  better  to  meet,  than  to  follow  then, 
for  1 lia’  none  fo  good  I can  commend  )*et,  . 

But  commonly  men  unfortunate  to  themfelves, 

Are  luckicft  to  their  friends,  and  fo  may  I be. 

A/v/.I  run  o’er  fo  much  worth, going  but  in  hafle  from  you, 
All  my  deliberate  Ifienddiip  cannot  equal. 

Cun.  ’Tis  but  to  Ikevv,  that  you  can  place  ibmetimes, 

'Enter  Mirabell. 

Your  modefty  a top  of  a!)  your  virtues.  Exit  Wit. 

This  Gentleman  may  plcafure  me  yet  agen-^ 

1 am  fo  haunted  with  this  broad-brim’d  hat. 

Of  the  lafi  progrefs  block,  with  the  young  hat-band. 

Made  for  a fucking  Devil  of  two  years  old, 

I know  not  where  to  turn  my  felf. 

Mir.  Sir  ? 

Cun.  More  torture  ? 

Mir.  ’Tis  rumor’d  that  you  love  me. 

Cun.  A my  troth  Gentlewoman, 

Rumor’s  as  falfe  a knave  as  ever  pift  then, 

Pray  tell  himfo  from  me-,  I cannot  fain 
W’ithalweet  Gentlewoman,  I mult  deal  downright. 

Mir.  I heard,  though  you  diHembied  with  my  Aunt,  Sir, 
And  that  makes  me  more  confident. 

Cun.  There’s  no  falfiiood. 

But  payes  us  our  own  feme  w^ay,  I coiifefs 
' I Pain’d  with  lier,  ’tvvas  for  a w'eightier  purpofe, 

I But  not  with  thee,  I fwear. 

Mir.  Nor  I with  you  then, 

•Although  my  Aunt  enjoyn’d  me  to  diflemble. 

To  right  her  fplene,  I love  you  faithfully. 

Cun.  Light,  this  is  worfe  than  ’twas. 

Mir.  I find  liich  worth  in  you, 

I cannot,  nay  I dare  not  dally  with  you. 

For  fear  the  flame  confume  me. 

Cun.  Here’s  frefit  trouble. 

This  drives  me  to  my  confcience,  for  ’tis  foul’ 

To  injure  one  that  deals  direftly  with  me. 

Mir.  I crave  but  fuch  a truth  from  your  love.  Sir, 

As  mine  brings  you,  and  that’s  proportionable. 

Cun.  A good  Geometrician,’fnrew  my  heart 
Why  are  you  out  o’your  wits,  pretty  plump  Gentlewo- 
man, 

You  talk  fo  defperately?  ’tis  a great  happinels. 

Love  has  made  one  on’s  wiler  than  another, 

We  Ihould  be  both  call  away  clfe  ^ 

Yet  1 love  gratitude,  1 mull  requite  you, 

1 fiiall  be  lick  elfe,butto  give  you  me, 

A thing  you  mull  not  take,  if  you  mean  to  live,. 

Tor  a’ my  troth  1 hardly  can  my  felf  ^ 

No  wife  Phyiitian  wall  prelcribe  me  for  you. 

Alafs,  your  llate  is  weak,  you  had  need  of  Cordials, 

I Some  rich  EleTuary,  made  of  a Son  an  Heir, 

{An  elder  brother,  inaCnllilIe,whoIe, 

’Tmull  be  Pome  wealthy  (jrcg(7rj/,  boyl’dto  a Jelly, 

That  mull  rellore  you  to  the  Hate  of  new  Gowns, 

French  Ruffs,  and  mutable  head-tires, 

Mir.  But,  Where  is  he.  Sir  ? 

One  that’s  lo  rich  will  ne’er  wed  me  with  nothing. 

Cun.  Then  fee  thy  Confcience, and  thy  wit  together, 
Wculd’fc  thou  have  me  then,  that  has  nothing  neither? 
What  fay  you  to  Fop  Gregory  the  firll,yonder  .■? 

Will  you  acknowledge  your  time  amply  recorapenc’d? 

Full  fatisfadion  upon  Io\'-es  record  ? 

Without  any  more  fuit,  if  I combine  you? 
Yes,bythishonell  kifs. 

Cun.  You’re  awifeCIyent, 

I'o  pay  V our  fee  before-hand,  but  all  do  lb. 

You  know  the  worfe  already,  that’s  the  belt  too. 

Mir.  I know  he’s  a fool. 


Cun.  You’r  Ihrewdly  hurt  then  ^ 

This  is  your  comfort,  your  great  wifell  Women 
Pick  their  firft  Husband  Hill  out  of  that  houfe. 

And  Ibmevvill  have  ’em  to  chufe,  if  they  bury  twenty. 

Mir.  I’m  of  their  minds,  that  like  him  for  a Husband, 
To  run  youths  race  with,  ’tis  very  plealant , 

But  when  I’m  old,  I’d  alwayes  wilh  for  a wiler. 

C un.  You  may  have  me  by  that  time : 

For  this  firll  bufinefs, 

Reft  upon  my  performance. 

Mir.  With  all  thankfulnels. 

Cun.  I have  a projed  you  mult  aid  me  in  too, 

Mir.  You  bind  me  to  all  lawful  adion.  Sir, 

Cun.  Pray  wear  this  Scarf  about  you  ^ 

Mir.  1 conjedure  now- 

Cun.  There’s  a Court  Principle  for’t,one  office  mull  help 
another 

, As  for  example,  for  your  call  o’  Manchits  out  o’th’  Pantry, 
I’ll  allow  you  a Goole  out  o’th’  Kitchin. 

Mir.  ’Tis  very  fociably  done,  Sir,  farewel  performance, 
1 fhall  be  bold  to  call  you  lb. 

Cun.  Do,  fweet  confidence. 

Enter  Sir  Gregory. 

If  1 can  match  my  two  broad  brim’d  hats ; 

’Tis  he,  1 know  the  Maggot  by  his  head^ 

Now  lhall  1 learn  newesof  him,  my  precious  chief. 

Sir  Greg.  I have  been  feeking  for  you  i’th’  bowling- 
Green, 

Enquir’d  at  Netiletons.,  and  Anthonies  Ordinary, 

T’ha’s  vext  me  to  the  heart,  look,  I’ve  a Diamond  here. 
And  it  cannot  find  a Mailer. 

Cun.  No  ? That’s  hard  y’faith. 

Sir  Greg.  It  does  belong  to  fomebody,  a — :::r  on  him, 

1 would  he  had  it,  do’s  but  trouble  me. 

And  Ihe  that  lent  it,  is  lb  walpilh  too. 

There’s  no  returning  to  her  till’t  be  gone. 

Cun.  Oh,  ho,  ah  lirrah,  are  you  come  ? 

Sir  Greg.  What’s  that  friend? 

Cun.  Do  you  note  that  corner  fparkle  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Which  ? which  ? which  Sir  ? 

Cun.  At  the  Well  end  o’th’  Coller. 

Sir  Greg.  Oh  1 fee’t  now.  i 

Cun.  ’Tis  an  apparent  mark-,  this  is  the  Hone,  Sir, 
That  lb  much  blood  is  threatned  to  be  fned  for. 

Sir  Greg.  1 pray . 

Cun.  A tun  at  leall. 

Sir  Greg.  They  mull  not  find’t  i’me  then,  they  mult 
Goe  where  ’tis  to  be  had. 

Cun.  ’Tis  well  it  came  to  my  hands  firft,  Sir 
I know  where  this  mull  go. 

Sir  Greg.  Am  I difeharg’d  on’t  ? 

Cun.  My  life  for  yours  now.  Drams. 

Sir  Greg.  What  now  ? 

Cun.  ’Tis  diferetion.  Sir, 

I’ll  Hand  upon  my  Guard  alJ  the  while  I ha’t. 

Sir  Greg.  ’Troth  thou  tak’ft  too  much  danger  on  t^hee 
Hill, 

To  prelervc  me  alive. 

Cun.  ’Tis  a friends  duty.  Sir, 

Nay,  by  a toy  that  lhave  late  thought  upon. 

I’ll  unndertake  to  get  your  Miftrils  for  you. 

Sir  Greg.  Thou  wilt  not .?  Wilt?  . ^ 

Cun.  Contradlherby  atrick.  Sir, 

When  Ihe  leall  thinks  on’t.  , 

Sir  Greg.  There’s  the  right  wayto’t. 

For  if  Ihe  think  on’t  once,  Ihee’l  never  do’t. 

Cun.  She  does  abufe  you  ftill  then  ? 

Sir  Greg.  A damnably,  j 

Every  time  worfe  than  other  yet  her  Uncle  , 

Thinks  the  day  holds  a Tuelday  ^ fay  it  did.  Sir, 

She’s  fo  familiarly  us’d  to  call  me  Rafcal, 

She’ll  quite  forget  to  wed  me  by  my  own  name, 

And  then  that  Marriage  cannot  hold  in  Law,  you  know. , 
Cun.  Will  you  leave  all  to  me  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  Greg.  Who  flioiild  I leave  it  to  / 

Cun.  ’Tis  our  luck  to  love  Neeces^  I love  aNeece  too. 
Sir  Greg.  I would  you  did  y’faith. 

Cun.  But  mine’s  a kind  wretch. 

Sir  Greg.  I marry  Sir,  I would  mine  were  lb  too. 

Cun.  No  rafcal  comes  in  her  mouth. 

Sir  Greg.  Troth,  and  mine  has  little  elfe  in  hers. 

Cun.  Mine  fends  me  tokens. 

All  the  World  knows  not  on. 

Sir  Greg.  Mine  gives  me  tokens  too,  very  fine  tokens, 

But  I dare  not  wear  ’em. 

Cun.  Mine’s  kind  in  fecret. 

Sir  Greg.  And  there  mine’s  a hell-cat* 

Cun.  We  have  a day  fet  too. 

Sir  Greg.  ’Slid,  lb  have  we  man. 

But  there’s  no  fign  of  evet  coming  together. 

Cun.  I’ll  tell  thee  who  ’tis,  the  old  womans  Neece^ 

Sir  Greg.  Is’t  Ihe? 

1 Cun.  I w'ould  your  luck  had  been  no  worfe  for  mild- 
nels  • 

But  mum,  no  more  words  on’t  to  your  Lady, 

Sir  Greg.  Foh! 

Cun.  No  blabbing,  as  you  love  me. 

Sir  Greg.  None  of  our  blood 
Were  ever  bablers 

Cun.  Prethee  convey  this  Letter  to  her, 

' But  at  any  hand  let  not  your  Miftrifs  fee’t. 

1 Sir  Greg.  YetagenSir.? 

I Cun.  There’s  a Jewel  in’t. 

The  very  art  would  make  her  doat  upon’t. 

Sir  Greg.  Say  you  lb  ? 

And  Ihe  fhall  lee’t  for  that  trick  only. 

Cun.  Remember  but  your  Miftrifs,  and  all’s  well. 

Sir  Greg  Nay,  if  I do  not,  hang  me.  Exit. 

Cun.  I believe  youj 

This  is  theonely  way  to  return  a token, 

I know  he  will  do’t  now , ’caufe  he’s  charg’d  to’th’  con- 
trary. 

He’s  the  nearefl:  kin  to  a Woman,  of  a thing 
Made  without  liibHance,  that  a man  can  findagen. 

Some  Petticoat  begot  him.  I’ll  be  whipt  elfe, 

Engendring  with  an  old  pair  of  paund  hofe. 

Lying  in  fome  hot  chamber  o’er  the  Kitchin  : 

Very  fteame  bred  him, 

He  never  came  where  Kem  in  Ke  e’er  grew  j 
The  generation  of  a hundred  fuch 
Cannot  make  a man  Hand  in  a white  Iheet, 

;For  ’tis  no  adtin  Law,  nor  can  aConftable 
Pick  out  a bawdy  bufinefs  for  Bridewell  in’t  ^ 

Clown  (^at  a Gallant.') 

r*  - 

A lamentable  cafe,  he’s  got  with  a Mans  Urine,  like  a Man- 
drake. 

How  now  ? hah  ? What  prodigious  bravery’s  this  ? 

A npll;  prepofterous  Gallant,  the  Doublet  fits 
As  if  it  mock’t  the  breeches. 

Clow.  Save  yon,  Sir, 

Cun.  H’as  put  his  tongue  in  the  fine  fiirt  of  words  too. 
Clow.  How  does  the  party 

Ctin.  Takes  me  for  a Scrivener.  V/hich  of  the  parries  ? 

Clow.  Hum,  fimplicity  betide  thee 

I would  fain  hear  of  the  party  •,  I would  be  loath  to  go 
Farther  with  her  i honor  is  not  a thing  to  be  dallied  with- 
all,_ 

No  more  is  reputation,  no  nor  fame,  I take  it,  I mult  not 
Have  her  wrong’d  when  I’m  abroad my  party  is  not 
To  be  compell’d  with  any  party  in  an  oblique  way  y 
’Tis  very  dangerous  to  deal  with  Women  ^ 

May  prove  a Lady  too,  but  lhall  be  namelefs. 

I’ll  bite  my  tongue  out,  e’er  it  prove  a Traitor. 

C^.  Upon  my  life  I know  her. 

Clnw.  Not  by  me, 

Know  what  you  can,  talk  a whole  day  with  me. 
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Y’are  ne’er  the  wifer,  flie  comes  not  from  thefe  lips. 

Cun.  The  old  Knights  Neece. 

Clow.  ’Slid  he  has  got  her,  pox  of  his  heart  that  told 
him. 

Can  nothing  be  kept  lecret  ? let  me  entreat  you 
To  ufe  her  name  as  little  as  you  can,  though. 

Cun.  ’Twill  be Imall  pleafure,  Sir,toufchername. 

^ Clow.  I had  intelligence  in  my  Iblemn  walks, 

Twixt  Paddington  and  Fancridge.,  of  a Scarle, 

Sent  for  a token,  and  a Jewel  follow’d. 

But  I acknowledge  not  the  receipt  of  any, 

How  e’er  ’tis  carried,  believe  me.  Sir, 

Upon  my  reputation  I receiv’d  none. 

C un.  What,  neither  Scarfe  nor  Jewel  ? 

Clo\\).  ’Twould  be  feen 

Some  where  about  me,  y^ou  may  well  think  that, 

I have  an  arme  for  a Scarfe,  as  others  have. 

An  Ear,  to  hang  a Jewel  too,  and  that’s  more 
Then  fome  men  have,  my  betters  a great  deal, 

I mult  have  reftitution,  where  e’er  it  lights. 

Cun.  And  realbn  good. 

Clow.  For  all  thefe  tokens,  Sir, 

Pafs  i’  my  name. 

Cun.  It  cannot  otherwife  be. 

Clow.  Sent  to  a worthy  friend. 

Cun.  I,  that’s  to  thee. 

Clow.  I’m  wrong’d  under  that  title. 

Cun.  I dare  fware  thou  art, 

’Tis  nothing  but  circumvention. 

His  envious  fpite,  when  thou’rt  at  Paddington-, 

He  meets  the  gifts  at  Pancridge. 

Clow.  Ah  falfe  Knight  ? 

Falleboth  to  honor,  and  the  Law  of  Arms? 

Cun.  What  wilt  thou  lay  if  I be  reveng’d  for  thee? 
Thou  fit  as  Witnefs.'? 

Clow.  I Ihould  laugh  in  Rate  then. 

Cun.  I’ll  fob  him,  here’s  my  hand. 

Claw.  Ifliall  be  as  glad  as  any  Man  alive,  to  fee  him  well 
fob’d.  Sir-,  but  now  you  talk  of  fobbing,  1 wonder  the  La- 
dy fends  not  for  me  according  to  promiic?  I ha’  kept  out 
o’  Town  thefe  two  dayes,  a purpole  to  be  fent  for  y I am 
almoft  ftarv’d  with  walking. 

Cun.  Walking  gets  men  a ftomach. 

Clow.  ’Tis  molt  true,  Sir,  I may  fpeak  it  by  experience, 
for  I ha’  got  a ftomach  fix  times,  and  loft  it  agen,  as  often 
as  a traveller  from  Cheljy  fliall  lofe  the  light  of  Pauls^  and 
get  it  agen. 

Cun.  Go  to  her,  Man. 

Clow.  Not  for  a Million,  enfringe  my  oath?  there’s  a toy 
call’d  a Vow,  has  paft  between  us,  a poor  trifle,  Sir Pray 
do  me  the  part  and  office  of  a Gentleman,  if  you  chance 
to  meet  a Footman  by  the  way,  in  Orange  tawny  ribbands, 
running  before  an  empty  Coach , with  a Buzard  i’th’  Poop 
on’t,  dired  him  and  his  horfes  toward  the  new  River  by 
Jflington,  there  they  lhall  have  me  looking  upon  the  Pipes , 
and  whiftling.  Exit.  Clow. 

Cun.  A very  good  note  ^ this  love  makes  us  all  Mon- 
keyes, 

But  to  my  work : ’Scarfe  firft  ? and  now  a Diamond  ? thefe 
Ihould  be  fure  figns  of  her  affedions  truth  Exit. 

Y et  I’ll  go  forward  with  my  furcr  proof.  Exit. 

Enter  Neece,  and  Sir  Gregory. 

Neece.  Is’t  poffiible? 

Sir  Greg.  Nay,  here’s  his  Letter  too,  there’s  a fine  Jewel 
in’t. 

Therefore  I brought  it  to  you. 

Neece.  You  tedious  Mongril!  Is’t  not  enough 
To  grace  thee,  to  receive  this  from  thy  hand, 

A thing  which  makes  me  almoft  lick  to  do, 

But  you  muft  talk  too  ? 

Sir  Greg.  I ha’  done. 

Neece.  Fall  back. 

Yet  backer,  backer  yet,  you  unmannerly  puppy, 

Do 
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Do  you  not  lee  I’m  going  about  to  read  it? 

Sir  Grig.  Nay,  thele  are  golden  dayes,  now  I ftay  by’t. 
She  was  wont  not  to  endure  me  in  her  fight  at  all. 

The  World  mends,  I fee  that. 

■'  Neece.what  an  ambiguous  Superfcription’s  here  ? 

I To  ths  b.f  of  Nieces.  Why  that  title  may  be  mine. 

And  more  than  her’s  r 
Sure  I much  wrong  thencatnefs  of  his  art  j 
’Tis  certain  fent  to  me,  and  to  requite 
I\fy  cunning  in  the  carriage  ot  my  Tokens, 

Us’d  the  fame  Fop  for  his. 

Sir  Greg.  She  nodded  now  to  me,  ’twill  come  in  time. 
Neece.  What’s  here?  an  entire  cut  into  a heart. 

And  this  the  word,  Ijiud  Amoris  op»s.e 

Sir  Greg.  Yes,  yes,  I have  heard  him  fay,  that  love  is  the 
belt  Hone-cutter. 

Neece.  Why  thou  lawcy  ilTue  of  fome  travelling  Sow- 
gelder. 

What  makes  love  in  thy  mouth?  Is  it  a thing 
That  evei  will  concern  thee  ? 1 do  wonder 
How  thou  dar’ll  think  on’t?  halt  thou  ever  hope 
To  come  i’  the  fame  roome  where  lovers  are  ^ 

And  fcape  unbrain’d  with  one  of  their  velvet  flippers  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Love  tricks  break  out  I fee  , and  you  talk  of 
flippers  once, 

’Tis  not  far  off  to  bed  time. 

Neece.  Is  it  poITible  thoucanll  laugh  yet? 

I would  ha’  undertook  to  ha’  kill’d  a fpider 
With  lefs  venome  far, than  I have  Ipit  at  thee. 

Sir  Greq.  YoumuH  conceive, 

A Knight’s  another  manner  a piece  of  flelh. 

Neece.  Back,  Owles-face. 

Within.O .K.  Do, do. 

Neece.  ’Tis  my  Unckles  voice,  that. 

Why  keep  you  fo  far  off,  Sir  Gregory  ? 

Are  you  afraid.  Sir,  to  come  near  your  Miltrifs  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Is  the  proud  heart  come  down  ? I lookt  for  this 
Hill. 

Neece.  He  comes  not  this  way  yet : Away  , you  dog- 
whclp. 

Would  you  offer  to  come  near  me,  though  I laid  lb  ? 

I’ll  make  y^ou  underffand  my  mind  in  time  ^ 

: You  run  in  greedily,  like  a hound  to  his  breakfall, 

. That  chops  in  head  and  all  to  beguile  his  fellows  y 
I’m  to  be  eaten.  Sir,  w'ith  Grace  and  leifure. 

Behaviour  and  difeourfe,  things  that  ne’er  trouble  you  *, 
After  I have  pelted  you  fufficiently, 

: I tro  vou  will  learn  more  manners. 

Sir  Greg.  Tm  w'ondring  Hill  when  we  two  lhall  come  to- 
gether ? 

; Tuefday’s  at  hand,  but  I’m  as  far  olF,  as  I was  at  firlt,  I 
■ Ivvear. 

Enter  Gardianefs. 

Gurd.  Novj  CHHingame,  I’ll  be  reveng’d  at  large  : 

Lady,  what  was  but  all  tins  while  fufpition. 

Is  truth,  full  blowm  now,  my  Neece  wears  your  Scarfe. 
Neece.  Hah  ? 

Gard.  Do  but  follow  me.  I’ll  place  you  inffantly 
Where  you  lhall  lee  her  couitcdby  Cmtingame.^ 

Neece.  1 go  with  greedinefs  •,  we  long  for  things 
That  break  our  hearts  Ibmetimes,  there’s  plcafures  mifery, 

Neece  andG^xd. 

, Sir  Greg.  Where  are  thofe  gad-flies  going  ? to  fome 
Junket  now  •, 

That  fome  old  bumhle-hee  toles  the  young  one  forth 
To  fweet  meats  after  kind,  let  ’em  look  to't, 

The  thing  you  wot  on  be  not  milt  or  gone, 

I bring  a Maiden-head,  and  I look  for  one. 

I Which  is  only  a Puppet  fo  drefi..  Exit' 


Enter  CmnmgzmQ  (in  difeourfe  rrith  a Mask’t  Gen- 
tlevpoman  in  a broad  hat.,  and fcarfdf)  Neece 
at  another  door. 

Cun.  Yes,  yes. 

Neece.  Toomanifeft  now,  the  Scarfe  and  all. 

Cun.  It  cannot  be,  you’re  fuch  a fearful  foul, 

Neece.  I’ll  give  her  caufe  of  fear  e’er  I part  from  her. 
Cun.  Will  you  fay  fo?  Is’t  not  your  Aunts  delire  too.? . 
Neece.  What  a diflemblmg  croane’s  that  ? Ihe’l  forfwear’t 
now. 

Cun.  I fee  my  projed  takes,  yonder’s  the  grace  on’t. 

Neece.  Who  would  put  confidence  in  wit  again, 

. i m plagu’d  for  my  ambition,  to  defire 
A wife  Man  tor  a husband,  and  I fee 
Fate  will  not  have  us  go  beyond  our  Hint, 

We  are  allow’d  but  one  difli,  and  that’s  Woodcock 
it  keeps  up  wit  to  make  us  friends  and  fervants  of, 

And  chinks  any  thing’s  good  enough  to  make  us  husbands:  > 
Qh  chat  Whores  hat  o’  thine,  o’  the  riding  block, 

A lhade  for  lecherous  kifles. 

Cun.  Make  you  doubt  on’t  ? 
is  not  my  love  of  force  ? 

Neece.  Yes,  me  it  forces 

To  tear  that  Ibrcerous  Itrumpet  from  th’ imbraces.  r 

Cun.  Lady? 

Neece.  Oh  thou  hafi:  wrong’d  the  exquifit’H  love—  ^ 
Cun.  What  mean  you.  Lady  ? 

Neece.  Mine,  you’l  anlwer  for’t.  , 

Cun.  Alas,  What  leek  you  ? 

Neece.  Sir,  mine  own  with  lols. 

Cun.  You  lhall 

Neece.  I never  made  fo  hard  a bargain. 

Cun.  Sweet  Lady  ? 

2Yf fee.  Un juft  man,  let  my  wrath  reach  her. 

As  you  owe  virtue  duty  i (Cun.  fedls  on  purpofe.  [ 

Your  caufe  trips  you, 

Now  Minion.,  you  lhall  feel  what  loves  rage  is. 

Before  you  tafte  the  pleafure^  fmile  you  faUe,  Sir? 

Cun.  How  can  I ehule?  to  fee  what  pains  you  take. 

Upon  a thing  will  never  thank  you  toTt. 

Neece.  How? 

Cun.  See  what  things  you  women  be.  Lady, 

W'hen  cloaths  are  taken  for  the  belt  part  of  you  ? 

This  wastolhow  you,  when  you  think  I love  you  not, 

How  y’are  deceiv’d  ftill,  there  the  Moral  lies, 

’Tw^as  a trap  fet  to  catch  you,  and  the  only  bait  ' 

To  take  a Lady  nibling,  is  fine  clothes , 

Now  I dare  boldly  thank  you  for  your  love, 

I’m  pretty  well  relblv’d  in’t  by  this  fit. 

For  a jealous  ague  alwayes  ulhers  it. 

Neece.  Nowblellings  ftill  maintain  this  wit  of  thine. 

And  I have  an  excellent  fortune  coming  in  thee. 

Bring  nothing  elle  I charge  thee. 

Cun.  Not  a groat  I warrant  ye. 

Neece.  Thou  fnalt  be  worthily  welcome,  take  my  Ihith 
for’t. 

Next  opportunity  lhall  make  us. 

Cuu.  The  old  Gentlewoman  has  fool’d  her  revenge 
fweetly. 

Neece.  ’Lais,  ’tis  her  part,  Ihe  knows  her  place  lb  well 
yonder  ^ 

Alwayes  when  Women  jumpe  upon  thrcefcore. 

Love  Ihoves  e’m  from  the  chamber  to  the  door. 

Cun.  Thou  art  a precious  Ihe-wit.  Exeunt. 
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ABus  Quintus, 

Scxna  Frima. 

Enter  Cuniiingame  ^at  one  door')  Witty-Pate, Ruinous, 

L.  Ruinous,  Prifdan  (at  the  other.) 

Chu.  T^Riend,  met  in  the  harvefi:  of  our  defigns, 

L Not  a thought  hut’s  bulie. 

TFit.  I knew  it  Man, 

And  that  made  me  provide  thefe  needful  Reapers, 

Hooks,  Rakers,  Gleaners  ^ we’ll  ling  it  home 

With  a melodious  Home-pipe  this  is  the  Bond, 

That  as  we  further  in  your  great  affair, 

You’l  fufter  us  to  glean,  pickup  for  cruras. 

And  if  we  fnatch  a handful  from  the  flieaf, 

You  will  not  look  a churle  on’s. 

Cu  1.  Friend,  we’ll  fliare 

The  (heaves  of  gold,  only  the  Love  Aker 

Shall  be  peculiar. 

'IVit.  Much  good  do  you,  Sir, 

Away,  vo.i  know  your  way,  and  your  ft  ay  •,  get  you 

The  M.ifick  ready,  while  we  prepare  the  dancers. 

1 uin.  We  are  a confort  of  our  felves. 

T ,if.  And  can  Rrike  up  lultily. 

Wit,  You  mull:  bring  Sir  Fop. 

■ Cun^  That’s  perfect  enough. 

Fu'ih.  Bring  all  thel'A/r  you  can,  the  more,  the  better 
fare 

So  the  proverb  runs  backwards.  Exeunt  Ruin,  and  Prif. 

L.Ruin.  I’il  bring  the  Ladies.  Exit. 

Wit.  Do  fo  firlf,  and  then  the  Fops  will  follow  j 

I mull  to  my  Father,  he  mult  make  one.  Ex  'it. 

Enter  tppo  Servants  a Banquet. 

Cun.  While  1 dilpatch  a bulinels  with  the  Knight, 

And  I go  with  you.  Well  fed,  I thank  you. 

This  fmall  Banquet  will  furnifn  our  few  Guelts 

AVith  talte  and  Hate  enough^  one  reach  my  Gown. 
jThe  adion  craves  it  rather  than  the  weather. 

1 I Serv.  There’s  onellayes  to  (peak  with  you.  Sir. 

1 Cun.  What  is  he  ? 

j I Serv.  Faith  I know  not  what.  Sir,  a Fool,  I think, 

That  fome  Brokers  lliop  has  made  half  a Gentleman-, 

Has  the  name  of  a Worthy  too. 

Cun.  Pompey.^  Is’tnot? 

I Ser.  That’s  he,  Sir. 

Cun.  Alas,  poor  fellow,  prethee  enter  him,  he  will  need 
, too. 

Enter  Jecond  Servant  with  a Gown. 

He  lhall  lerve  for  a Witnefs.  Oh  Gramercy  : 

If  my  friend  S 'lr  Gregory  comes,  you  know  him, 

Enter  Clown. 

Entertain  him  kindly.  Oh  Mafter  Pompey^  How  is’t  man  ? 
Clow.  ’Snails,  I’m  almolt  llarv’d  with  Love,  and  cold, 
and  one  thing  or  other 

Has  not  my  Lady  fent  for  me  yet  ? 

Cun.  N ottliat  I hear,  fure  fome  unfriendly  Mehenger 

Is  imploy’d  bitwixt  you. 

Clow.  I was  ne’er  fo  cold  in  my  life,  in  my  Confcience  I 
have  been  feven  mile  in  length,  along  the  New  River-,  I 
have  feen  a hundred  llicklebags  1 do  not  think  but  there’s 
gudgeons  too  ^ ’twill  ne’er  be  a true  water. 

Cun.  Why  think  you  lb  ? 

Clow.  I warrant  you,  I told  a thoufand  Millers  thumbs 
in  it, 

I’ll  make  a little  bold  with  your  Sweet-meats. 

Cun.  And  welcome  Po»2/>fj(. 

Clow.  ’Tis  a ftrange  thing,  1 have  no  talfe  in  any  thing.  , 

Cun.  Oh,  that’s  Lo've,  that  diftafes  any  thing  but  it  * 
felf. 

Clow.  ’Tis  worfe  than  Cheefe  in  that  point,  may  not  a 
Man  break  his  word  with  a Lady  ? 1 could  find  in  my  heart 
and  myhofe  too. 

Cun.  By  no  means.  Sir,  that  breaks  all  the  Laws  of 
Love. 

Clow.  Vfell,  I’ll  ne’er  pafs  my  word  without  my  deed  to 

A Lady,  while  I liye  agen,  I would  fain  recover  my  talte. 

Cun.  Well,  I have  news  to  tell  you. 

Clow.  Good  news,  Sir  ? 

Cun.  Happy  news,  I help  you  away  with  a Rival  vour 
Mafccr  bellow’d. 

Clow.  W'here,  for  this  Plumbs  fake  

Cun.  Nay,lin:enme. 

Clow.  I warrant  you.  Sir,  I have  two  ears  to  one  mouth, 

I hear  more  than  I eat,  I’de  ne’er  row  byOueenHive 

While  1 liv’d  elfe. 

Cun.  I have  a Wife  for  him,  and  thou  fiialt  witnefs  the 
Contract. 

Clow.  The  old  one  I hope,  ’tis  not  the  Lady  ? 

Cun.  Choak  him  firft,  ’tis  one  w hich  thou  (halt  lee, 

See  him,  lee  him  deceiv’d,  lee  the  deceit,  only 

The.  injunftion  is,  you  lhall  fmile  with  modelty. 

Clow.  I’ll  fimper  I’faith,  as  co^d  as  I am  yet,  the  old  one 

I hope. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  here’s  Sir  Gregory. 

Cun.  11 ’d  fo,  llielter,  Ihelter,  if  you  be  feen. 

All’s  ravell’d  out  again  ^ Hand  there  private. 

And  you’ll  find  the  very  opportunity 

To  call  you  forth,  and  place  you  at  the  Table. 

Enter  Sir  Gregory. 

You  are  welcome.  Sir,  this  Banquet  will  ferve, 

V\'hcn  it  is  crowm’d  with  fuch  a dainty  as  you 

Expefl;,  and  mull  have. 

Sir  Greg.  ’Tulh,  thefe  fweet-meats  are  but  fauce  to  that, 
WYll,  T there  be  any  honelty,  or  true  word  in  a dream, 
She’s  mine  own,  nay,  and  chang’d  extreamly, 

Not  the  fame  Woman. 

Cun.  Who,  not  the  Lady  ? 

Sir  Greg.  No  not  tome,  the  edge  of  her  tongue  is  taken 
off. 

Gives  me  very  good  words,  turn’d  up-fidc-down  to  me. 

And  we  live  as  quietly  as  two  Torto/yer,  if  Ihe  hold  on. 

As  Ihe  began  in  my  dream.  Soft  Mufjcl{. 

Cun.  Nay,  if  Love  fend  forth  fiuh  .Fred ill: ions. 

You  are  bound  to  believe ’em,  there’s  the  watch-w'crd 

Of  her  coming  -,  to  your  practis’d  part  now. 

If  you  hit  it,  JEqnus  Cupido  nobis. 

Both  go  into  the  Gown. 

Sir  Greg.  I will  warrant  you.  Sir,  I will  give  armes  to 
Your  Gentry,  look  you  forward  to  your  bulinefs, 

I am  an  eye  behind  you,  place  her  in  that  Chair, 

And  let  me  alone  to  grope  her  out. 

' ' Enter  MirabclI. 

Cun.  Silence,  Lady, your  fweet  prclence  illullrates 

This  homely  roof,  and,  as  courfc  entertainment  j 

But  where  afeflions  .are  both  Floft  and  GueR', 

They  cannot  meet  unkindly:,  pleafe  you  fit. 

Your  fomething  long  Itaymade  me  unmannerly, 

To  place  before  you,  you  know  this  friend  here, 

He’s  my  Guelt,  and  more  efpecially,  j 

That  this-  our  meeting  might  not  be  too  fingle,  ] 

Without 
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Without  a vvitnefs  to’t. 

Mir  ah.  I came  not  unrefolv’d,  Sir, 

And  when  our  hands  are  clalp’d  in  that  firm  faith 
W'hich  I expe(ft  from  you  ^ fame  lhall  be  bold 
' To  fpeak  the  loudefl:  on’t : oh  you  grafp  me 
Somewhat  too  hard  friend. 

Cun.  That’s  Loves  eager  will. 

I’ll  touch  it  gentlier.  Ki(fef  her  hand. 

That’s  too  low  in  you, 

Lefs  it  be  doubly  recompenc'd  in  me.  She  kjjfes  his  hand. 

CloTP,  Puh,  I mull  flop  my  mouth,  I lhall  be  choakt  elfe. 

Cun.  Come,  we’ll  not  play  and  trifle  with  delayes, 

We  met  to  joyn  thele  hands,  and  willingly 
I cannot  leave  it  till  confirmation. 

Aitrab.  One  word  firft,  how  does  your  friend,  kind  Sir 
Gregory  ? 

Cun.  Why  do  you  mention  him  ? you  love  him  not  / 

Mir.  I lhall  love  you  the  lefs  if  you  fay  fo,  Sir, 

In  troth  I love  him,  but  ’tis  you  deceive  him. 

This  flattering  hand  of  yours  does  rob  him  now. 

Now  you  fteal  his  right  from  him,  and  I know 
I lhall  have  hate  for’t,  his  hate  extreamly. 

Cun.  Why  I thought  you  had  not  come  fo  weakly 
arm’d, 

Upon  my  life  the  Knight  will  love  you  for’t. 

Exceedingly  lo;e  you,  for  ever  love  you. 

M/r.  I,  you’ll  perfwade  me  fo. 

Cun.  Why  he’s  my  friend, 

And  wifnes  me  a fortune  equal  with  him, 

I know,  and  dare  fpeak  it  for  him. 

^ M/r.  Oh,  this  handbetrayes  him,  you  might  remember 
him  in  feme  courtefie  yet  at  lealt. 

Cun.  I thank  your  help  in’t,  here’s  to  his  health 
Where  e’er  he  be. 

Mir.  I’ll  pledge  it,  were  it  againft  my  health. 

Clorv.  Oh,  oh,  my  heart  hops  after  twelve  mile  a day, 
upon  a good  return,  now  could  I walk  three  hundred  mile 
a foot,  and  laugh  forwards  and  backwards. 

Mir.  Yoa’ll  take  the  Knights  health,  Sir, 

Clow.  Y es,  yes  forfooth,  oh  my  fides ! fuch  a Banquet  once 
awe;k,\vojId  make  me  grow  fat  in  a fortnight. 

Cun.  Well,  now  to  clofe  our  meeting,  with  the  dofe 
Of  mutual  hands  and  hearts,  thus  1 begin,  - 

Here  in  Heavens  eye,  and  aH  loves  facred  powers', 

(Which  in  my  Prayers  ftand  propitious) 

I knit  this  holy  hand  faff,  and  with  this  hand 
The  heart  that  owes  this  hand,  ever  binding  -- 
By  force  of  this  initiating  Contrad 
Both  heart  and  hand  in  love,  faith,  loyalty, 

Eliate,  or  what  to  them  belongs,  in  all  the  dues. 

Rights  and  honors  of  a faithful  husband, 

And  this  firm  vow,  henceforth  till  death,  to  ftand 
Irrevocable,  feal’d  both  with  heart  and  hand. 

Mir.  Which  thus  I fecond,  but  oh.  Sir  Gregory. 

Cun.  Agen  ? this  interpofition’s  ill,  believe  me. 

Mir.  Here,  in  Heavens  eye,  and  all  Loves  facred  powers, 

I knit  this  holf  hand  faft,  and  with  this  hand 
The  heart  that  ow^es  this  hand,  ever  binding 
Both  heart  and  hand  in  love,  honor,  lovalty,  ' 
Eftate,orwhat  tothem  belongs  in  all  the  dues. 

Rights,  and  duties  of  a true  faithful  Wifey 
And  this  firm  Vow,  henceforth  till  death,  to  ftand, 
Irrevocable,  feal’d  both  with  heart  and  hand. 

Sir  Greg.  A full  agreement  on  both  parts. 

Cun.  I,  here’s  vvitnefs  of  that. 

Sir  Greg.  Nay,  I have  over-reacht  you  Lady,  and  that’s 
much. 

For  anyKnight  in  England  to  over-reach  a Lady. 

Mir.  I rejoyce  in  my  deceit,  I am  a Lady 
Now,  I thank  you.  Sir. 

Clow.  Good  morrow  Lady  Fop. 

Sir  Greg.  ’Snails,  I’m  gull’d,  made  a worlhipful  als,  this 
is  not  my  Lady. 

Cun.  But  it  is  Sir,  and  true  as  your  dream  told  you, 


That  your  Lady  was  become  another  Woman. 

Sir  Greg.  I’ll  have  another  Lady , sir,  if  there  were  no 
more  Ladies  in  London , blind-man  buff  is  an  un- 
lawful Game. 

on  your  knees  firft,  and  thank  your 

Sir  Greg.  A fire  of  my  ftars,  I may  thank  you,  I think. 

C««.  So  you  may  pray  for  me,  and  honor  me. 

That  have  preferv’d  you  from  alafting  torment. 

For  a perpetual  comfort  j Did  you  call  me  friend^ 

Sir  Greg  I pray  pardon  me  for  that,  I did  mifcall  you  I 
confefs.  ^ ’ 

Cun.  Andlhould  I,  receiving  fuch  a thankful  name, 
Abufe  It  in  the  ad?  Should  I fee  my  friend 
Bafled,  difgrac’d,  without  any  reverence 
To  your  title,  to  be  caU’d  Have,  rafcal  ? 

Nay  curft  to  your  face,  fool’d,  fcorn’d,  beaten  down 
With  a womans  peevifli  hate,  yet  I Ihould  ftand 
And  fuffer  you  to  be  loft,  call:  away  ? 

1 would  have  feenyou  buried  quick  firft. 

Your  Ipurs  of  Knighthood  to  have  wanted  rowels, 

And  to  be  kickt  from  your  heels  • Have,  rafcall  ? 

Hear  this  Tongue  ? 

Mir.  My  deareft  Love,  fweet  Knight,  my  Lord,  my  Hus- 
band. 

Cun.  So,  this  is  not  Have,  and  rafcall  then. 

What  fhall  your  eye  command,  but  lhall  be  done, 
In  all  the  duties  of  a loyal  Wife? 

Cun.  Good,  good,  are  not  curies  fitter  for  you?  wer’t 
not  better 

Your  head  were  broke  with  the  handle  of  a fan, 
Oryournofe  bor’d  with  a filver  bodkin/ 

Mir . W hy,  I will  be  a lervant  in  your  Lady. 

Cun.  ’Pox,  but  you  lhall  not,  Ihe’s  too  good  for  you, 
This  contrad  lhall  be  a nullity,  I’U  break’t  olF, 

And  fee  you  better  bellow’d. 

Sir  Greg.  ’Slid,  but  you  lhall  not.  Sir,  Ihe’s  mine  own,and 
I am  hers,  and  we  are  one  anothers  lawfully  , and  let  me 
lee  him  that  will  take  her  away  by  the  Civil  Law ; if  you 
be  my  friend,  keep  you  lb,  if  you  have  done  me  a good 
turn,  do  not  hit  me  i’th’  teeth  with’t,  that’s  not  the  part  of 
a friend. 

Cun.  If  you  be  content * 

Sir  Greg.  Content  ? I was  never  in  better  contention  in 
my  life. 

I’ll  not  change  her  for  both  the  Exchanges,Neworthe01d-, 
Come,  kils  me  boldly. 

Clow.  Give  you  joy.  Sir. 

Sir  Greg.  Oh  Sir,  I thank  you  as  much  as  though  I did,, 
you  are  belov’d  of  Ladies,  you  lee  we  are  glad  of  under- 
women. 

Clow.  Ladies?  let  not  Ladies  be  dilgrac’d,  you  are  as  it 
were  a Married  Man,  and  have  a family,  and  for  the  jiar- 
ties  fake  that  was  unnam’d  before , being  Pefe-cod  time;  I 
am  appeas’d , yet  I would  wilh  you  make  a Ruler  of  your 
Tongue. 

Cun.  Nay,  no  dillention  here,  I muft  bar  that. 

And  this  (friend)  I entreat  you,  and  be  advis’d. 

Let  this  privateiContracL  be  yet  conceal’d. 

And  ftill  liipport  a leeming  face  of  love 
Unto  the  Lady  mark  how  it  availes  you. 

And  quits  all  her  fcorns,  her  Unckle  is  now  hot 
In  purfuit  of  the  match,  and  will  enforce  her, 

Bena  her  proud  ftomach,  that  Ihe  lliall  proffer 
Her  felf  to  you,  which  when  you  have  flouted. 

And  laught  your  fill  at,  you  lhall  from  her  ofi^ 

With  all  your  dil^aces  trebled  upon  her. 

For  there  the  pride  of  all  her  heart  will  bow^ 

When  you  lhall  foot  her  from  you,  not  Ihe  you. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  I’faith  j I’ll  continue  it,  I’d  fain  laugh  at 
the  old  fellow  too,  for  he  has  abut’d  me  as  Icurvily  as  his 
Neece,  my  Knight- hoods  upon  the  Ipur,  we’ll  go  to 
Bed,  and  then  to  Church  as  faft  as  we  can. 

Exit  Sir  Greg,  and  Mirab. 

Clow.  I 
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Clow.  I do  wonder  I do  not  hear  of  the  Lady  yet. 

Cun.  The  good  minute  may  come  fooner  than  you  are 
aware  of, 

I do  not  think  but  ’twill  e’r  night  yet,  as  near  as’cis. 

Clow.  Well,  I will  go  walk  by  the  New  River,  in  that 
meditation,  I am  o’er  Ihooes,  I’m  hire  upon  the  drie  bank, 
thisgullery  of  my  Maher  will  keep  me  company  this  two 
hours  too,  if  love  were  not  an  enemy  to  laughter,  I Ihould 
drive  away  the  time  well  enough;,  you  know  my  walk.  Sir, 
if  fhe  fends,  1 Ihall  be  found  angling,  for  i vvilf  try  what 
‘ I can  catch  for  luck  fake,  I will  hlhfair  for’t. 

Oh  Knight,  that  thou  Ihouldh  be  gull’d  foj  ha,ha,  it  does 
me  good  at  heart. 

But  oh  Lady,  thou  tak’h  down  my  merry  part. 

Enter  Witty-pate. 

IFitty.  Friend. 

Cun.  Here  friend. 

Witty.  Alls  afoot,  and  will  gee  fmooth  away, 

The  woman  has  conquer’d  the  women,  they  are  gone, 
W'hich  I have  already  complain’d  to  my  Father, 

Suggehing  that  sir  Gregory  is  fall’n  off 
From  his  charge,  forneglehsand  ill  ufage. 

And  that  he  is  moh  violently  bent 
On  wife  (whom  lhave  call’d  a widow) 

And  that  without  mofe  hidden  prevention 
He  will  be  married  to  her. 

Cun.  All  this  is  wrong. 

This  wiugshis  purfuit,  and  will  be  before  me^  lam  loft  for 
ever. 

Witty.  No,ftay,  you  (hall  not  go 
But  with  ray  Father,  on  my  wit  let  it  lie, 

You  Ihall  appear  a friendly  alTiftant, 

To  help  in  all  affairs,  and  in  e.xecution 
Help  your  felf  only. 

Cun.  W^ould  my  belief 
Were  ftrong  in  this  allurance. 

Witty.  You  fhail  credit  it. 

And  my  wit  Ihall  be  your  fiave,  if  it  deceive  you. 

Enter  Old  Knight. 

My  Father 

Old  K.  Oh  Sir  ? you  are  well  met,  where’s  the  Knight 
your  friend  ? 

Cun.  Sir,  I think  your  Son  has  told  you. 

Witty.  Shall  1 ftand  to  tcll’t  agen  ? 1 tell  you  he  loves, 
Butnot  myKinfwoman,  her  bale  ufage. 

And  your  flack  performance  which  he  accufes  moft 
Indeed,  has  turn’d  the  Knights  heart  upfidedown. 

OldK.  I’ll  curb  her  for’t,  can  he  be  but  recover’d. 

He  fhail  have  her,' and  fne  fhail  be  dutiful. 

And  love  him  as  a Wife  too. 

Witty.  With  that  condition.  Sir, 

I dare  recall  him  where  he  enter’d  the  Church, 

So  much  intereft  of  love  I afliire  in  him. 

OldK.  Sir,  it  fliall  benolofsto  you  if  you  do. 

Witty.  I,  but  theft  are  words  ftill,  will  not  the  deeds 
Be  wanting  at  the  recovery,  if  it  fhould  be  agen  y 
OldK.  W'hy  here  fool,  I am  provided,  five  hunder’d  in 
earneft. 

Of  the  thoufands  in  her  Dower,  but  were  they  married 
once, 

I’d  cutrhim  fhort  enough,  that’s  my  agreement. 

Witty.  I,  now  I perceive  fome  purpoft  in  you.  Father.. 
Old  K.  But  wherefore  is  fhe  then  ftol’n  out  of  doors  to 
him  ? 

Wuty.  To  him  ? oh  fie  upon  your  error,  fhe  has  ano- 
ther objed,  believe  it.  Sir. 

Old  K.  I never  could  perceive  it. 

Cun.  I did  Sir,  and  to  her  fhame  I fhould  fpeak  it, 

To  my  own  fbrrow  I faw  it,  dalliance. 

Nay,  dotage  with  a very  Clown,  a Fool. 


Old  K.  W it  and  wantons  nothing  elfe?  nothing  elft*^ 
She  love  a fool  ? fhe’il  Iboner  make  a Fool 
Of  a wife  man. 

Cun.  1,  my  friend  complains  fb, 

Sir  Gregory  fays  flatly,  ihe  makes  a fool  of  him) 

And  theft  bold  circumftances  are  approv’d  : 

Favours  have  been  ftnt  by  him,  y'et  he  ignorant 
Whither  to  carry  ’em  •,  they  have  been  underftobd, 

And  taken  from  him,  certain,  Sir,  there  is 
An  unfufpeded  fellow  lies  conceal’d. 

What,  or  wheree’er  heis,  theft  flight  neglefts 
Could  not  be  of  a Knight  elft. 

Old  K.  WellSir,  you  have  promis’d  (if  we  reedverhim 
Unmarried)  tofalvc  all  theft  old  bruifts.^ 

Cun.  i’ll  do  my  beft.  Sir. 

OldK.  Ifta'lthank  ydu,  coftlySir,  and  kindly  too. 

Witty.  Will  you  talk  away  the  time  here.  Sir,  and  come 
behind  all  your  purpofes? 

Old  K.  Away  good  Sir. 

Witty.  Thenftaya  little,  good  Sir,  for  my  advice. 

Why,  Father  arc  you  broke  ? your  wit  beggar’d, 

Or  are  you  at  your  wits  end  1 or  out  of 
Love  with  wit  ? no  trick  of  wit  to  lurprize 
Thofe  defigns,  but  with  open  Hue  and  Cry, 

For  all  the  world  to  talk  on,  this  is  ftrange. 

You  were  not  wont  to  flubber  a projeft;  Co. 

Old  K.  Can ) on  help  at  a pinch  now  ? fhewyour  felf? 

My  Son,  go  too,  I leave  this  to  your  wit, 

Becauft  I’ll  make  a proof  on’t. 

Witty.  ’Tis  thus  then, 

I have  had  late  intelligence,  they  are  now 
Biickfbm  as  Bacchus  Froes,  revelling,  dancing, 

Telling  the  Mulicks  numbers  with  their  feet. 

Awaiting  the  meeting  of  permonifli’d  friends. 

That’s  queftionlcls,  little  dreading  you. 

Now  Sir,  with  a dexterous  trick  indeed,  fuddain 
And  lufheient  were  well,  to  enter  on  um 
As  fomething  like  theabftraft  of  a Masque; 

What  though  few  perfons?  if  beft  for  our  purpofe 
That  commends  the  projeift. 

OldK.  This  takes  up  time. 

Witty.  Not  at  all,  I can  preftntly  furnifh 
With  looft  difgniles  that  ftiall  fit  that  Scene. 

Old  K.  Why  what  wants  then  ? 

Witty.  Nothing  but  charge  of  Mufick, 

That  m:;!!:  be  paid,  you  know. 

OldK.  That  fliall  be  my  charges.  I’ll  pay  the  Mufick, 

What  e’er  it  coft. 

Witty.  And  that  fhail  be  all  vour  charge. 

Nowon,  I like  it,  there  will  be  wit  in’t  Father. 

Exit  OldK.  Witty, 

Cun.  I will  neither  diftruft  his  wit  nor  friendfhip. 

Yet  if  his  Mafter  brain  fhould  be  o’er-thrown 
Myrcfolution  now  flrall  ftizc  mine  own.  Exit. 

Enter  Necce,  Lady  Ruinous,  Guardianefs,  Ruinous, 
Prifeian,  ( with  injimments  vtasqud. ) 

L.  Kui.  Nay,  let’s  have  Mufick,  let  that  fvveet  breath  at 
lead; 

Give  us  her  airy  welcome,  ’twill  be  the  beft 
1 fear  this  ruin’d  receptacle  will  yield. 

But  that  moft  freely. 

Nee.  My  welcome  follows  me, 

Elft  I am  ill,  come  hither,  you  afiiire  me 
Still  Mr.  Cttnningamew'iW  be  here,  and  that  it  was 
His  kind  entreaty  that  wifli’d  me  meet  him. 

L.Kuin.  Elfe  let  me  be  that  fliameunto  ray  Se.x',' 

That  all  belief  may  flie  um. 

Nee.  Continue  ftill 

The  Knights  name  unto  my  Guardianefs, 

She  expeds  no  other. 

. Ruin.  He  will,  he  will,  afTure  you 
Lady,  Sir  Gr^^ory  will  be  here,  andfuddainly 
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This  Miifick  fore-ran  him,  is’t  not  fo  conforts  ? 

Kitin.  Yes  Lady,  he  ftays  on  fome  device  to  bring  along 
Such  a labour  he  was  bufiein,  Tome  witty  device. 

Nee.  ’Till  be  long  e’r  he  comes  then,  for  wits  a great 
Labour  to  him. 

Guard.  Well,  well,  you’ll  agree  better  one  day. 

Nee.  Scarce  two  I think. 

Guard.  Such  a mock-beggar  fuit  of  cloaths  as  led  me 

Into  the  fools  pair-of-Dice,  with  Devvze  Ace, 

He  that  would  make  meIVlifrrifsO/«,  Cm/;,  Cunme.f 

He’s  quite  out  of  my  mind,  but  I fhall  ne’er 

Forget  him,  while  I have  a hole  in  my  head  j 

Such  a one  I think  would  pleafe  you  better, 

Though  he  did  abufeyou. 

Kuin.  Fye,  fpeak  well  of  him  now, 

Your  Neece  has  quitted  him. 

Guard.  I hope  Ihe  has, 

Fife  flieloles  me  for  ever-,  but  forS/r  Gregory. 

Would  he  w'ere  come,  I fnall  ill  anfwer  this 

Unto  your  Uncle  elfe. 

Nee.  You  know  ’tishis  pleafure 

I ihould  keep  him  company. 

Guard.  I,  and  fliould  be  your  own 

If  you  did  well  too  -.  Lord,  I do  wonder 

At  the  nicenefs  of  you  Ladies  now  a days, 

They^mun:  have  Husbands  with  fo  much  wit  forfboth. 
Worlhip  and  wealth  were  both  wont  to  be 

In  better  requeft  I’mfure,  I cannot  tell. 

But  they  get  ne’erthe  wifcr  children  that  I lee. 

La.Kum.  La, la, la,  la,  Sol,  this  Mufick breaths  in  vain- 
I\lethinks  ’ds  dull  to  let  it  move  alone. 

Let’s  have  a female  motion,  ’tis  in  private. 

And  we’ll  grace’tour  felves,  however  it  delcrves. 

Nee.  What  fay  you  Guardianefs .? 

Guard.  ’Las  I’m  weary  with  the  walk, 

My  jaunting  days  are  done. 

L.  Ku.  Come,  come,  we’ll  fetch  her  in  by  courfe,  or  elfe 
She  lhall  pay  the  Mufick. 

Guard.  Nay,  I’ll  have  a little  for  my  money  then. 

‘TheyVance^  a Cornet  Urtainded. 
L.Ku.  Hark?  uponmy  life  the  Knight-,  ’tis  your  friend, 
This  was  the  warning-piece  of  his  approach. 

Enter  Old  Knight,  Witty-pate,  Cunningame, 
MasqiPd.,  and  tal{f  them  to  Vance. 

L.Ku.  Ha?  noivordsbut  mum  ? well  then. 

We  fhall  need  no  counfel-keeping 

Nee.  Cunnhigam} 

Cun.  Yes,  fear  nothing. 

Nee.  Fear  ? why  do  you  tell  me  of  it  ? 

Cun.  Your  Uncles  here. 

Nee.  Aye  me. 

Cun.  Peace. 

Old  K.  W’e  have  caught  ’em. 
fVitty.  Thank  my  wit  Father. 

Guard.  Which  is  the  Knight  think  you? 

Nee.  I know  not,  he  will  be  found  when  he  fpeaks, 

No  Masque  can  difguife  his  tongue. 

JLitty.  Are  you  charg’d  ? 

OldK.  Are  you  awake .? 

Witty.  I’m  anfwer’d  in  a queftion. 

Cun.  Next  change  \vemeet,welofe  our  hands  no  more. 
Nee.  Are  you  prepar’d  to  tye  ’em  ? 

Cun.^  Yes, 

You  mult  go  wuth  me. 

Guard.  Whither  Sir  ? not  from  my  charge  believe  me. 
Cun.  She  goes  along. 

Nee.  Will  you  venture  and  my  Unde  here? 

Cun.  Hisltay’s  prepar’d  for. 

Guard.  ’Tis  the  Knight  fure.  I’ll  follow. 

Exit  Cun.  Nee.  G.uard. 
OldK.  How  now,  the  Mufick  tir’d  before  us? 

Kuin.  Yes  Sir,  wemuft  be  paid  now. 

1 

Witty.  Oh  that’s  my  charge,  Father. 

Old.  K.  But  flay,  w'here  are  our  wanton  Ladies  gone? 

Son,  where  are  they  ? 

Witty.  Only  chang’d  the  room  in  a change,  that’s  all 
fure. 

Old  K.  I’ll  make  ’em  all  fure  elfe,  and  then  return  to 
you. 

Kuin.  Youmufl  pay  for  your  Mufick  firfl.  Sir. 

OldK.  Mull  ? are  there  mufly  Fidlers  are  Beggars 
choofers  now  ? 

Ha  ? why  Witty-pate.^  Son,  where  am  I ? 

Witty.  You  were  dancing  e’en  now,  in  good  meafure. 
Sir, 

Is  your  health  mi  fcarried  fince?  what  ail  you.  Sir  ? 

OldK.  Death,  I may  be  gull’d  to  my  face,  where’s  my 
Neece? 

What  are  you? 

L.Ku.  None  ofyour  Neece, Sir? 

Old  K.  How  now?  have  you  loud  inllruments  too?  I’ll 
hear 

No  more,  I thank  you^  what  have  I done  tro 

To  bring  thefe  fears  about  me?  Son,  where  am  I? 

Witty.  Not  where  you  fliould  be.  Sir,  you  fnall  be  pay- 
ing 

For  your  Mufick,  and  you  are  in  a maze. 

Old  K.  Oh,  is’t  fo,  put  up,  put  up,  I pray  you, 

Here’s  a crown  for  you. 

L.Ruin.  Pifli,  a crown? 

Kuin.  Prif.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  a crown  ? 

OldK.  Which  way  do  you  laugh?  1 have  feen  a crown 
HasmadeaConlbrt  laugh  heartily. 

Witty.  Father, 

Totellyou  truth,  thefe  are  no  ordinary 

Muficians,  they  exped  a bounty 

Above  their  pundual  defert. 

OldK.  A — on  your  Punks,  and  their  deferts  too. 

Am  I not  cheated  all  this  while  think  you  ? 

Is  not  your  pate  in  this  ? 

Witty.  If  you  be  cheated. 

You  are  not  to  be  indided  for  your  own  goods. 

Here  you  trifle  time  to  market  your  bounty 

And  make  it  bafe,  when  it  mufl:  needs  be  free 

For  ought  I can  perceive. 

Old  K.  Will  you  know  the  lowefl;  price.  Sir  ? 

Witty.  That  I will  Sir,  with  all  my  heart. 

OldK.  Unlefs  I was  difcover’d,  and  they  now  fled 

Home  agen  for  fear,  I am  abfolutely  beguil’d, 

That’s  the  bed  can  be  hop’d  for. 

Witty.  Faith  ’tis  fomewhat  too  dear  yet.  Gentlemen. 
Kuin.  There’s  not  a Denier  to  be  bated.  Sir. 

Old  K.  Now  Sir,  how  dear  is  it  ? 

Witty.  Bate  but  the  t’other  ten  pound  ? 

Prif.  Not  a Bawbee,  Sir. 

Old  K.  How  ? bate  ten  pound  ? what’s  the  whole  fum 
then  ? 

Witty.  Faith  Sir,  a hundred  pound,  with  much  adoe, 

I got  fifty  bated,  and  faith  Father,  to  fay  truth, 

’Tis  reafbnable  for  men  of  their  falhion. 

OldK.  La,  la,  la,  down,  a hunder’d  pound  ? la,  la,  la. 
You  are  a Confort  of  Thieves,  are  you  not? 

Witty.  No  Muficians,  Sir,  I told  you  before. 

Old  K.  Fiddle  faddle,is  it  not  a robbery  ? a plain  robbery. 
Witty.  No,  no,  no,  by  no  means  Father,  you  have  receiv’d 
For  your  money,  nay  and  that  you  cannot  give  back, 

’Tis  fomewhat  dearl  confefs,  but  who  can  help  it? 

If  they  had  been  agreed  with  before-hand, 

’Twas  ill  forgotten. 

Old  C.  And  how  many  fhares  have  you  in  this?  I fee  my 
force. 

Cafe  up  your  inflruments,  I yield,  here,  as  robb’d  and 
Taken  from  me,  I deliver  it. 

Witty.  No  Sir,  you  have  perform’d  your  promife  now, 
Which  was,  to  pay  the  charge  of  Mufick,  that’s  all. 

OldK.  I have  heard  no  Mufick,  I have  receiv’d  none.  Sir, 

There’s 
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There’s  none  to  be  found  in  me,  nor  about  me. 

IFitty.  Why  Sir,  here’s  witnefs  againft  you,  you  have 
danc’d. 

And  he  that  dances,  acknowledges  a receipt  of  Mufick. 

OldK.  I denie  that.  Sir,  look  you,  lean  dance  without 
Mufick,  do  you  fee.  Sir  ? and  1 can  fing  without  it  too  •,  you 
are  a Conlbrt  of  Thieves,  do  you  hear  what  1 do  ? 

ITitty.  Pray  you  take  heed.  Sir,  if  you  do  move  the  Mu- 
fick agen,  it  may  coft  you  as  much  more. 

OldK.  Held,  hold,  I’ll  depart  quietly,  I need  not  bid  you 
farewel,  1 think  now,  fo  long  as  that  hundred  pound  lafts 
with  you. 

Enter  Gnardianefs, 

Ha,  ha,  am  1 Inapt  i’faith  ? 

Guar.  Oh,  Sir ^PerfidiouSj 

old  K.  1, 1,  fome  howling  another  while,  Mufick’s  too 
damnable  dear. 

Guard.  Oh  Sir,  my  heart-ftrings  are  broke,  if  I can  but 
live  to  tell  you  the  tale,  1 care  not,  your  Neece  my  charge 
is 

Old  K.  What,  is  file  fick  > 

Guard.  No,  no  Sir,  fhe’s  luftily  wdl  married. 

Old  K.  To  whom? 

Guard.  Oh,  to  that  cunning  difiembler,  Cumngam. 

OldK.  I’ll  hang  the  Prieft,  firft,  what  was  he? 

Guard.  Yourkinfman,  Sir,  that  has  the /A'f/c/;  Benefice. 

OldK.  I fav’d  him  from  the  Gallows  to  that  end,  good : 
is  there  any  more  ? 

Guard.  And  Sir  Gregory  is  married  too. 

OldK.  To  my  Neece  too,I  hope,  and  then  I may  hang  her. 

Guard.  No  Sir,  to  my  Neece,  thznk  Cupid-.,  and  that’s  all 
that’s  likely  to  recover  me,  Ihe’s  Lady  top  now,  and  I am 
One  of  her  Aunts,  I thank  my  promotion. 

Enter  Credulous,  Cuningam,  iVeece,  Sir  Gregory, 
and  Mirabel. 

Gred.  I have  perform’d  your  bell:.  Sir. 

Old  K.  What  have  you  perform’d.  Sir  ? 

Witty.  Faith  Sir  I muft  excule  my  Cofin  in  this  aifV, 

If  youcanexcufe  your  felf  for  making  him 
A Prieft,  there’s  the  moft  difficult  anfwer. 

I put  this  pra<ftife  on  him,  as  from  your  defire, 

A truth,  a truth.  Father. 

Cred.,  1 proteft.  Sir,  he  tells  you  truth,  he  mov’d  me 
to’t  in  yournamh. 

OldK.  1 proteft.  Sir,  he  told  you  a lye  in  my  name,  and 
were  you  lb  eafie,  Mr. Credulous.,  to  believe  him? 

Cred.  If  a man  Ihould  not  believe  his  Cofin,  Sir,  whom 
ftiould  he  believe  ? 

OldK.  Good’entoyou,  good  Mr. Coiin Cuningam, 

And  your  fair  Bride,  my  Coda  Cuningam  too. 

And  how  do  you  Sir  Gregory.,  with  your  fair  Lady  ? 

Sir  Greg.  A little  better  than  you  would  have  had  me,  I 
thank  you  Sir,  the  days’  of  Puppy,  and  Slave,  and  Rafcal, 
are  pretty  vVell  blown  over  now,  I know  Crabs  from  Ver- 
juyee , I have  tryed  both,  and  thou’dft  give  me  thy  Neece 
for  nothing,  I’d  not  have  her. 

Cun.  I think  lb  Sir  Gregory,  for  my  fake  you  would  not. 

Sir  Gr.  I wou’d  thou  hadft  fcap'd  her  too,  and  then 
(he  had  died  of  the  Green  ficknefs : know  this,  that  I did 
marry  in  fpight,  and  I will  kifs  my  Lady  in  fpight,  and 
love  her  in  fpight,  and  beget  children  of  her  in  fpight,  and 
when  I dye,  they  fhall  have  my  Lands  in  fpight  this  was 
my  refblution,  and  now  ’tisout. 

Nee.  Howfpightful  are  you  now.  Sir  Gregory} 

Why  look  you,  I can  love  itiydeareft  Husband, 

With  all  the  honors,  duties,  fweet  embraces. 

That  can  be  thrown  upon  a loving  man. 

Sir  Gr. ^This  is  afore  your  Uncles  face,  but  behind 

1 his  back,  in  private,  you’ll  fhew  him  another  tale 
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Cun.  You  lee,  Sir,  now  the  irrecoverable  ftate  of  all 
thefe  things  before  you : come  out  of  your  mule,  they 
have  been  but  Wit-weapons , you  were  wont  to  love  the 
Play. 

Enter  Closvn. 

OldK.  Let  me  alone  in  my  mufe  a little.  Sir,  I will  wake 
to  you  anon. 

Cun.  U’dfo,your  friend  how  will  you  anfwer  him? 

Nee.  Very  well,  if  you’ll  but  fecond  it,  and  help  me. 

CloTP.  I do  hear  ftrange  ftories,are  Ladies  things  obnoxi- 
ous ? 

Nee.  Oh,  the  difiembling  falfeft  wretch  is  come. 

Cun.  How  now  Lady? 

Nee.  Letmecometo  him,  andinfeead  of  love 
Let  me  have  revenge. 

Witty,  Pray  you  now,  will  you  firft  examine,  whether  he 
be  guilty  or  no. 

Nee.  He  cannot  be  excus’d. 

How  many  Mefiengers  ( thou  perjur’d  man  ) 

Haft  thou  return’d  with  Vows  and  Oaths,  that  thou 
Wouldft  follow,  and  never  till  this  unhappy  hour 
Could  I feteyeof  thee,  fince  thy  falfe  eye 
Drew  my  heart  to  it?  oh  I could  tear  thee  now, 

Inftead  of  foft  embraces,  pray  give  me  leave 

Witty.  Faith  this  was  iil  done  of  you  Sir,  if  you  promis’d 
othervvife. 

Clotv.  By  this  hand,  never  any  Mefienger  came  at  me, 
fince  the  firft  time  I came  into  her  company  -,  that  a man 
fhould  be  wrong’d  thus? 

Nee.  Did  not  I fend  thee  Scarfs  and  Diamonds  .■? 

And  thou  return’dftme  Letters,  one  with  a falfe  heart  in’t. 

W/tty.  Oh  fie,  to  receive  favours,  return  fallhoods,  and 
hold  a Lady  in  hand — ^ — • 

Clotp.  Will  you  believe  me.  Sir?  if  ever  I receiv’d  Dia- 
monds, or  Scarf,  or  fent  any  Letter  to  her,  would  this 
fword  might  ne’er  go  through  me. 

Witty.  Some  bad  Mefiengers  have  gone  between  you  then. 

Nee.  Take  him  from  my  fight  if  I fhall  fee  to  morrow'. 

Witty.  Pray  you  forbear  the  place,  this  difeontent  may 
impair  her  health  much. 

Clow.  ’Foot,  if  a man  had  been  in  any  fault,  ’twoald  ne’er 
a griev’d  him,  Sir,  if  you’ll  believe. 

Witty.  Nay,  nay,  proteft  no  more,  I do  believe  you, 

But  you  fee  how  the  Lady  is  wrong’d  by^t  -, 

She  has  caft  away  her  felf,  it  is  to  be  fear’d, 

Againft  her  Uncles  Will,  nay,  any  confent. 

But  out  of  a mere  negleft,  and  fpight  to  her  felf. 

Married  fuddainly  without  any  advice. 

Clow.  Why,  who  can  help  it  ? if  fhe  be  caft  away,  fhe  may 
thank  her  felf,  fhe  might  have  gone  farther  and  far’d 
w'orfe^  I could  do  no  more  than  I could  do  : ’twas  her 
own  pleafure  to  command  me,  that  I fhould  not  come,  till 
I was  fent  for,  I had  been  with  her  every  minute  of  an 
hour  elfe. 

Witty.  Truly  I believe  you. 

Clow.  Night  and  day  fhe  might  have  commanded  me, 
and  that  fhe  knew  well  enough  •,  1 laid  as  much  to  her 
between  her  and  yet  I proteft,  file’s  as  honeft  a Lady 
for  my  part,  that  I’d  fay,  if  llie  would  fee  me  hang’d : ifflie 
be  caft  awa^^  I cannot  help  it,  fhe  might  have  ftay’d  to  have 
fpokewitha  man. 

Witty.  Well,  ’twas  a hard  mi fs  on  both  parts. 

Clow.  So  ’twas,  I was  within  one  of  her,  for  all  this 
crols  luck , I was  fure  1 was  between  the  Knignt  and 
home. 

Nee.  Not  gone  yet  ? oh  my  heart ! none  regard  my 
health  ? 

Witty.  Good  Sir,  forbear  her  fightawhile,  youhearhow 
ill  file  brooks  it. 

Clow.  Foolifh  woman,  to  overthrow  her  fortunes  lb-,  I 
fhall  thinkthew'orfeof  a Ladies  wit,  while  I live  for’t — 

I could  almoft  cry  for  anger,  ifflie  fhould  mifearry  now, 
’twould  touch  my  confcience  a little,  and  who  knows 
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what  love  and  conceit  may  do  ? what  would  people  lliy,  as 
1 go  along?  there  goes  he  that  the,  Lady  died  for  love  on, 
I am  liire  to  hear  on^t  i'’th’  fcreets,  I lhall  weep  before 
^hand^  foolifh  woman,  I do  grieve  more  for  thee  now, than 
*Idid  love  thee  before^  well,  go  thy  w'ays,  wouldft  thou 
fparethy  Husbands  head,  and  break  thine  own  heart?  if 
thou  hadft  any  wit,  I would  fonie  other  had  been  the  caufe 
of  thy  undoing,  I fhall  be  twitted  i’th’  teeth  with  it,  I’m 
fure  of  that,  foolifh  Lady.  Exit. 

Nee.  So,  fo,  this  trouble’s  well  fhook  off^  Uncle,  how  d’ye 
there’s  aDowriedue,  Sir. 

Cun.  We  have  agreed  it  fweeteft. 

And  find  your  Uncle  fully  recover’d,  kind  to  both  of  us. 

IVitty.  To  all  the  reft  I hope 

Old  K.  Never  to  thee,  nor  thee,  eafie  cofin  Crediilous.f 
Was  your  wit  fo  raw  .? 

Cred.  Faith  yours  Sir,  fo  long  fcafbn’d 
Has  been  faulty  too,  and  very  much  to  blame. 

Speaking  it  with  reverence.  Uncle. 

SirGr.  Yes  faith.  Sir,  you  have  paid  as  dear  for  your 
time,  as  any  man  here. 

7Fi-7/y.I  Si-r,  and  I’ll  reckon  it  to  him.  Imprimis^  Thefirft 
preface  cheat  of  a pair  of  pieces  to  the  Beggars,  you  re- 
member that  I was  the  e.xample  to  your  bounty  there,  I 
fpake  Greeks  and  Syriack^.^  Sir,  you  underlfand  me  now. 
Next,  the  Robbery  put  upon  your  indulgent  Cofin,  which 
indeed  was  no  Robbery,  no  Conffable , no  Jiiftice,  no 
Thief,  but  all  Cheaters  •,  there  was  a hunder’d  Mark,  mark 
you  that ; LafUy,  this  memorable  i oo  pounds  worth  of  Mu- 
lick,  this  was  both  cheats  and  wdt  too,  and  for  the  afliftance 
of  this  Gentleman  to  my  Cofin  (for  which  1 am  to  have  a 
Fee)  thatv/asa  little  practice  of  my  wit  too.  Father^ 
w'ill  you  come  to  compofition  yet.  Father  ? 

Cmt.  Yes  faith  Sir,  do,  two  hundr’d  ayear  willbeeafier 
than  fo  much  weekly,  I do  not  think  he’s  barren  if  he  Ihould 
be  put  to‘’t  agen 


Old  K.  Why  this  was  the  day  I look’d  for,  thoulhalt 
have’t. 

And  the  next  cheat  makes  it  up  three  hundr’d  j 
Live  thou  upon  thy  ten  pound  Vicarage, 

Thou  get’ft  not  a penny  more,  here’s  thy  full 
Hire  now. 

Cred.  I thank  you,  Sir. 


Witty.  Why  there  was  the  fum  of  all-my  Wit,  Father, 
Tofhuvehim  out  of  your  favour,  which  I fear’d 
Would  havedifinheritedme. 

Old  K.  Moft  certain  it  had. 

Had  not  thy  wit  recover’d  it , is  there  any  here 
That  had  a hand  with  thee? 

Witty.  Yes,  all  thefe.  Sir. 

OldK.  Nephew,  part  a hundr’d  pound  amongft ’em, 

I’ll  repay  it  •,  wealth  love  me  as  I love  wit  i 
When  I die. 

I’ll  build  an  Alms-houle  for  decay’d  wits. 

Sir  Gr.  I’ll  entertain  one  in  my  life  time  •,  Scholar,  you  . 
fhall  be  my  Chaplain,  I have  the  gift  of  twenty  Benefices, 
fimple  as  I am  here. 

Prif.  Thanks  my  great  Patron. 

Cutt.  Sir  your  Gentry  and  your  name  fhall  both  be  rais’d 
as  high  as  my  fortunes  can  reach  ’em,  for  your  friends 
lake. 

Witty.  Something  will  be  in  my  prefent  power,  the  fu- 
ture more. 

You  fhall  fnare  with  me. 

Ruin  and  Wife.  Thanks  worthy  Gentlemen. 

Nee.  Sir,  I would  beg  one  thing  of  you? 

Sir  Gr.  Y ou  can  beg  nothing  of  me. 

Witty.  Oh  Sir,  if  fhe  begs,  there’s  your  power  over  her. 
Sir  Gr.  She  has  begg’dmefor  a fool  already,  but  ’tisno 
matter. 

I have  begg’d  her  fora  Lady,  that  Ihe  might  have  been, 
That’s  one  for  another. 

Witty.  Nay,  but  if  Ihe  beg 


SirGr.  Let  her  beg  agen  then. 

Nee.  That  your  man  Pompeys  Coat  may  come  over  his 
ears  back  agen,  I would  not  he  Ihould  be  loft  for  my 
fake. 

Sir  Gr.  Well,  ’tis  granted,  for  mine  own  fake. 

Mirab.  I’ll  intrcat  it  Sir. 

SirGr.  Why  then  ’tis  granted  for  your  fake. 

OldK,  Come,  come,  down  with  all  weapons  now, 
Mufick  time. 

So  it  be  purch  as’d  at  an  eafie  rate  j 
Some  have  receiv’d  the  knocks,  Ibmegiv’n  the  hits, 

And  ail  concludes  in  love,  there’s  happy  wits. 


’tis 
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The  Epilogue  at  the  reviving  of  this  Play. 


WE  need  not  tell  you  Gallants.,  that  this  night 

The  Wits  have Jumpt.,  or  that  the  Scenes  hit  right 
"Trpould  be  but  labor  lojifor  to  excufe 
What  Fletcher  had  to  do  in  : his  brisl^MuJe 
Was  fo  Mercurial.,  that  if  he  but  writ 
An  ASt.,  or  two.,  the  whole  Play  rofe  up  wit0 


We’ll  not  appeal  unto  thofe  Gentlemen 
Judge  by  tljcir  Cloaths,  if  they  ft  rights  nor  when 
The  Ladies  fmile,  and  with  their  Fanns  delight 
Towhisli  a clinch  afde,  then  all  goes  right  .* 

’Twas  well  receiv  d before,  and  we  dare  fay. 

Ton  now  are  welcome  to  no  vulgar  Play^ 


THE 
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The  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn. 

A T R A G I-C  0 M E D Y. 

The  Perfons  repre 

Duke  <7/ Florence, 

Cefario,  a young  Gentleman  of  a fiery  nature^  Son  to 
Alberto. 

Albertus,  Father  to  Celario,  Admiral  of  Florence. 
Baptifta,  4 Sea-Commander^antient  friend  to  Al- 

bertus,andFathertoMent\vole  and  Biancha. 
Mentiuole,  Son  to  Baptifta,  Lover  of  Clarifla. 
Profpero,  a noble  friend  to 

Two  Magiftrates  of  Florence. 

■ Woi 

Mariana,  Wife  to  Albertus,  4 virtuous  Lady. 

Clarifla,  Marianas  Daughter,  in  love  Mentiuole. 

Juliana,  Neeceto  the  Duke  of  Genon,  Baptifta’s  fecond 
wife. 

The  Scene, 

rented  in  the  Play. 

Hoft,  the  fuppofed  Father  to  Biancha, 

Forobolco,  a cheating  Mountebank. 

Clown,  the  Mountebanks  man,  and  fetter 

Three  Gentlemen, 

Secretary  Duke. 

Dancer,  i 

Taylor,  C Four  fools  and  knaves,  who  pretend  love 
Mulitteer,  ? Biancha,  the  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn, 
Pedant,  3 

Sailors. 

men. 

Biancha,  the  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn,  beloved  of  Ce- 
fario, and  Daughter  to  Baptifta  and  Juliana. 
Hoftels,  the  fuppofed  Mother  of  Biancha. 

♦ 

Florence, 

P R 0 L 

'T^J^^yfhave  their  fates,  not  as  in  their  true  fence 

1^  They're  underjiood,  but  as  the  influence 

Of  idle  cujiom,  madly  works  upon 

The  drofs  of  many  tongu'd  opinion. 

A worthy  ftory,  howfoever  writ 

For  Language,  modeit  Mirth,  Conceit  Wit, 

Meets  oftentimes  with  the  fweet  commendation 

Of  hangt,  'tis  fenrvy,  when  for  approbation 

A Jigg  fljaU  be  clapt  at,  and  every  rhime 

0 G U E. 

Prais'd  and  applauded  by  a clamorous  chime. 

Let  ignorance  and  laughter  dwell  together. 

They  are  beneath  the  Mufes pity.  Hither 

Come  nobler  Judgements,  and  to  thofe  the  Jirain 

Of  our  invention  is  not  bent  in  vain. 

The  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn  to  you  commends 

Her  hopes  and  welcomes,  and  withal  intends 

In  th'  Entertains  to  which  fbe  doth  invite  ye. 

All  things  to  pleafe,  and  fome  things  to  delight  ye. 

ASius  Primus, 

Enter  Cefario,  and  ClariflL 

Cefario. 

l^tsrpret  not  C/^r/jf^,  my  true  zeal 

In  giving  you  counfel,  to  tranfeend  the 

^^^That  fhould  confine  a brother^  ’tis  your 

And  peace  of  mind  ( which  honor  laft  will 
leave  you  ) 

I labor  to  prclerve,  and  though  you  yet  are 

Sc(Xna  Frima. 

Pure  and  untainted,  and  relblve  to  be  fo : 

Having  a Fathers  eye,  and  Mothers  care 

In  all  your  ways  to  keep  you  fair,  and  upright. 

In  which  refperts  my  bell:  advices  mull 

Appear  fuperfluous  •,  yet  fince  Jove,  dear  Sifter 

Will  fometimes tender  things  unneceflary, 

Mifeonftrue  not  my  purpole. 

Clarif.  Sir,  I dare  not: 

But  ftill  receive  it  as  a large  addition. 

To  the  much  that  I already  Hand  ingag*d  for, 

Yet 

:^S2  The  fair  Maid  of  the  Inn. 

Yet  pardon  me,  though  I profefs  upon 

A true  examination  of  my  felf. 

Even  to  my  private  thoughts  I cannot  find 
( Having fuch  ftrong  fupporters  to  uphold  me  ) 

On  what  flight  giound  the  leaft  doubt  can  be  rais’d 

To  render  me  fufpeded,  I can  fall, 

Or  from  my  Fame  or  Virtue. 

Cjifar.  Far  be  it  From  me, 

T 0 nourilh  fuch  a thought  *,  and  yet  excufe  me, 

As  you  would  do  a Lapidary,  whoFe  whole  fortunes 

Depend  upon  the  fafety  of  one  Jewel, 

If  bethink  no  cafe  precious  enough 

To  keep  it  in  full  luftre,  nor  no  locks, 

'Though  lending  ftrength  to  Iron  doors  fufficient 

To  guard  it,  andfecurc  him;,  you  to  me  are 

A Gemm  of  moreefteem,  and  priz’d  higher 

Than  Ufurers  do  their  Muck,  or  great  men  Title 

And  any  flaw  ( which  heaven  avert)  in  you, 

(Whole  reputation  like  a Diamond 

Cut  newly  from  the  rock,  women  withenvie. 

And  men  with  covetous  defires  look  up  at ) 

By  prying  eies  difeovered  in  a moment 
would  render  what  the  braveries  of  Florence 

For  want  of  counterpoize,  forbear  to  cheapen. 

Of  little  of  no  value, 

Clarif.  I fee  brother 

The  mark  you  Ihoot  at,  and  much  thank  your  love-, 

But  for  my  Virgin  Jewel  which  is  brought 

Incomparifon  with  your  Diamond,  reft  allur’d 

It  lhall  not  fall  in  fiich  a workmans  hands 

Whofe  ignorance  or  malice  lhall  have  power 

To  caft  one  cloud  uponit,  but  ftillkeep 

Her  native  fplendor.  * 

Cefa.  ’Tis  well,  I commend  you  • 

And  ftudy  your  advancement  with  that  care 

As  I would  do  a Sifters,  whom  I love 

With  more  than  common  order. 

Clarif.  That  from  me, 

I hope’s  return’d  to  you, 

Cefar.  I do  confefs  it. 

Yet  let  me  tell  you,  (but  ftill  with  that  love, 

I wifn  to  increaie  between  us ) that  you  arc 

Obferv’d  againft  the  gravity  long  maintain’d 

In  Italy  ( where  to  fee  a maid  unmasqu’d 

Is  held  a blemilh  ) to  be  over-frequent 

In  giving  or  receiving  vifits. 

Clari.  How? 

Cefar.  Whereas  the  cuftom  is  here  to  wooe  by  Picture, 
And  never  fee  the  fubftance ; you  arc  fair. 

And  beauty  draws  temptations  on You  know  it, 

1 would  not  live  to  fee  a willing  grant 

From  you,  to  one  unworthy  of  your  birth. 

Feature  or  fortune  j yet  there  have  been  Ladies 
• Of  rank,  proportion,  and  of  means  beyond  youy 

That  have  prov’d  this  no  miracle. 

Clarif.  One  unworthy  ? 

Why,  pray  you  gentle  brother,  who  are  they 

That  i vouchfafe  thefe  bounties  to  ? I hope 

In  your  ftrid  Cnticifme  of  me,  and  my  manners. 

That  you  will  not  deny  they  are  your  equals. 

Cefar.  Angry? 

Clarif.  Ihaverealbn,  but  in  coldblood  tell  me, 

Had  we  not  one  Father  > 

Cefar.  Yes,  and  Mother  too^ 

Clarif.  And  he  a Soldier, 

Cefar.  True^ 

Clarif.  If  I then  borrow  ' 

A little  of  the  boldnefs  of  his  temper. 

Imparting  it  to  fuch  as  may  deferve  it  ^ 

( However  indulgent  to  your  felves,  you  brothers  - 

Allow  no  part  of  freedom  to  your  Sifters) 

I hope  ’twill  not  pals  for  a crime  in  me,  ■ 

To  grant  accefsandfpeech  to  noble  fiiitors'y 

And  you  efcape  for  innocent,  that  deftend 

To  a thing  fo  far  beneath  you.  Are  you  touch’d  > 

Why  did  you  think  that  you  had  Gige/Ring, 

Or  the  Herb  that  gives  invifibility  ? 

Or  that  Biancha*s  name  had  ne’er  been  merition’d^ 

The  fair  Maid  of  the  grand  O/Io-w,  brother, 

Cefar.  No  more. 

Clarif.  A little,  brother.  Your  night  walks. 

And  ofter’d  prefents  ^ which  coy  Ihe,  contemn’d. 

Your  combats  in  difguifes  with  your  Rivals, 

Brave  Muletiers.  Scullions  perfum’d  with  greafe. 

And  fuch  as  want  meat  for  Cats  muft  be  remembred  y 

And  all  this  pother  for  a common  trull, 

A tempting  fign,  and  curioufly  fet  forth. 

To  draw  in  riotous  guefts,  a thing  expos’d 

To  every  Ruffians  rude  aflault-,  andfubjed 

For  a poor  falary,  to  a rich  mans  lull. 

Though  made  up  of  difeafes. 

Cefar.  Will  you  end  yet  ? 

Clarif.  And  this  a Miftrils  for  Alhertas  Son, 

One  that  I fhould  call  Sifter?;  ^ 

Cefar.  Part  not  with  ^ 

Yourmodefty  in  this  violent  heat^  the  truth  is, 
(Foryoufhallbemy  Confeffor)  Hove  her. 

But  virtuoufly  i report  that  gives  her  out 

Only  for  fair,  and  adds  not  ftieis  chafte, 

Detrads  much  from  her  : for  indeed  fne  is. 

Though  of  a low  condition;  compos’d 

Of  all  thofe  graces,  dam  es  of  higheft  birth. 

Though  rich  in  natures  bounties,  fhould  be  proud  of; 

But  leave  her,  and  to  you  my  neareft  care. 

My  deareft  belt  Clarifja.  Do  not  think 
( For  then  you  wrong  me  ) I wifh  you  fhould  live 

A barren  Virgin  life ; I rather  aim  at 

A noble  Husband,  that  may  make  you  mother 

Of  many  children,  one  that  when  I know  him 

Worth  your  embraces,  I may  lerve,  andfue  too: 

And  therefore  fcorn  not  to  acquaint  me  with 

That  man,  that  happy  man ; you  pleafeto  favour. 

Clarif.  1 ever  purpos’d  it,  for  I will  like 

With  your  allowance : 

Cefa.  As  a pawn  of  this ; 

Receive  this  Ring,  but  e’r  you  part  with  it 

On  any  terms,  be  certain  of  your  choice  ; 

And  make  it  known  to  me. 

'Enter  Servants  tvith  Lights.,  Alberto,  Baptifta, 
Mariana,  Mentivole. 

Clarif.  You  have  my  hand  for’t; 

Cefar.  Which  were  it  not  my  Sifters,  I fhould  kifs: 

With  too  much  heat. 

Clarif.  My  Father  and  his  guefts.  Sir. 

Alher.  Oh  my  old  friend,  my  tri’d  friend,  my  ^aftifia: 
Thefe  days  of  reft  and  feafting,  lute  not  with 

Our  tougher  natures,  thofe  were  golden  ones. 

Which  were  enjoy’d  at  Sea ; that’s  our  true  Mother : 

The  Land’s  to  us  a ftep-dame ; there  we  fought 

Honor,  and  wealth  through  dangers' : yet  thofe  dangers 
Delighted  more  than  their  rewards,  though  great  ones. 

And  worth  the  undertakers : here  we  ftudy 

The  Kitchin  Arts,  to  fharpen  appetite. 

Dull’d  with  abundance ; and  difpute  with  Heaven ; 

If  that  the  leaft  puff  of  the  rough  North- wind, 

Blaft  our  times  burthen,  rendring  to  our  Palats 

The  charming  juice  lefs  pleafing ; whereas  there 

If  we  had  Bisket,  powder’d  flelh,  frefh  water. 

We  thought  them  delicates,  and  for  Mufick 

If  a ftrong  gale  but  made  the  main  yard  crack, 

We  danc’d  to  the  loud  Minftrel. 

Bapt,  And  fear’d  left, 

( So  far  we  were  in  love  with  noble  adion  ) 

Afempeftthan  a calm. 

^ Mber.,  ’Tis  true  Baptifia  ; 

There,  there,  from  mutual  aids  lent  to  each  other, 

1 fT  ’ 'And 
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And  virtuous  emulation  to  exceed 

In  manly  daring,  the  true  School  of  friendfliip. 

We  learnt  thole  principles,  which  confirm’d  us  friends 
Never  to  be  forgot. 

Baptift.  Never  I hope,  (non, 

Alber.  W’e  were  married  there,  for  bells  the  roaring  Ca- 
Aloud  proclaim’d  it  lawful,  and  a prize 
Then  newly  ta’cn,and  equally  divided. 

Serv’d  as  a dowry  to  you,  then  ftil’dmywife  •, 

And  did  enable  me  lobe  a Husband, 

Fit  to  encounter  fo  much  wealth,  though  got 
With  blond  and  horror. 

Maria.  If  fo  got,  ’tis  fit  Sir 
Now  you  pofiefs  it,  that  you  fhould  enjoy  it 
In  peace,  and  quiet 1,  your  Son,  and  Daughter 
That  reap  the  harvell  of  your  winters  labour, 

Though  debtors  for  it  yet  have  often  trembled. 

When,  ill  way  of  difcourfe,  you  have  related 
How  yon  came  by  it. 

Alber.  Trembled?  how  the  foftnefs 
Of  your<ex  n ay  excufeyou.  I’ll  not  argue, 

I But  to  the  world,  howe’er  I hold  thee  noble 
I Ihould  proclaim  this  boy  Ibme  cowards  baftard, 

And  not  the  Image  of  Albertns  youth  : 

If  when  fome  wilh’d  occafion  calls  him  forth. 

To  a brave  trial,  one  weak  artery 
Of  his,  Ihould  fnowa  fever,  though  grim  death 
Put  onathoufand  dreadful  Ihapesto  frighthim  j 
The  Elements,  the  Sea,  and  all  the  Winds 
We  number  on  our  compafs,  then  conlpiring 
To  make  the  Scojnemore  ghaftly;,  1 mull;  have  thee 
' Sirrah,  I mult.  If  once  you  grapple  with 
An  enemies  fnip,  to  board  her,  though  you  fee 
The  defperate  Gunner  ready  to  give  fire. 

And  blow  the  deck  up,  or  like  Cafar  s Soldier 
Thy  hands  like  his  cut  ofl^  hang  by  the  teeth, 

And  die  undaunted. 

Maria.  I even  die  to  hear  you : 

My  fon,  my  lov’d  Cefario  run  fuch  hazards  ? 

Elefs’d  Saints  forbid  it ; you  have  done  enough 
Already  for  one  family,  that  rude  way  ^ 

I’ll  keep  him  fafe  at  home,  and  train  him  up 
A compleat  Courtier;  may  I live  to  fee  him. 

By  fweet  dilcourfe.  and  gracious  demeanor, 

Winn,  and  bring  home  a fair  Wife,  and  a rich  j 
’Tis  all  I reft  ambitious  of. 

Alber.  A Wife  ! 

As  if  there  were  a courfe  to  purchafeone 
Prevailing  more  than  honourable  aiftion  ? 

Or  any  Intercellbrs  move  fo  far. 

To  take  a Miftrils  of  a noble  Ipirit, 

As  the  true  fame  of  glorious  victories, 

Atchiev’d  by  fweat  aiidbloud  ! Oh  the  brave  dames 
Of  warlike  Gemieal  they  had  eyes  to  lee 
The  inward  man,  and  only  from  his  wortli. 

Courage,  and  conquefts ; the  blind  Archer  knew 
To  head  his  lhafts,  or  light  his  quenched  Torch, 

They  were  proof  againft  themelfe. 

No  Carpet  Knight 

That  fpent  his  youth  in  Groves,  or  plealant  Bowers  ^ 

Or  ftretching  on  a Couch  his  lazy  limbs. 

Sung  to  his  Lute  fuchfoft  and  melting  Notes, 

As  Ovid.,  nor  Anacreon  ever  knew. 

Could  work  on  them,  nor  once  bewitch’d  their  fenfe  ^ 
Though  he  came  fo  perfundas  he  had  robb’d 
Sab£a.,  or  Arabia.,  of  their  Wealth  j 
And  ftor’d  it  in  one  fute  : 

I ftiil  remember. 

And  ftill  remember  it  with  joy,  Bapiiff 
When  from  the  reftue  of  the  GenouafloGt, 

Almoft  furpriz’d  by  theKeKe#/««  Gallies, 

Thou  didft  return,  and  wert  receiv’d  in  triumph. 

How  lovely,  in  thy  honor’d  wounds  and  Icars 
Thou  didft  appear  what  worlds  of  amorous  glances 


The  beauties  of  the  City  ( where  they  ftood, 

Fix’d  likelo  many  of  the  faireftftars) 

Shot  from  their  windows  at  thee  ? how  it  fir’d 
Their  blonds  to  fee  the  enemies  captive  ftreams 
Born  through  the  ftreets?  nor  could  chafte7«/w«^ 

The  Du.ke’s  fair  Necce,  though  guarded  with  hergreatnefs 
Relift  this  gallant  charge,  but  laying  by 
Delparity  of  fortune  from  the  objed. 

Yielded  her  lelf  thy  priibner. 

Bap.  Pray  you  chule  fome  other  theme. 

Mari.  Can  there  be  one  more  pleafing 

Bap.  That  triumph  drew  on  me  a greater  torture, 

And ’tis  in  the  remembrance  little  lefs 
Than  ever  Captive  fuller’d. 

Mari.  How.^*  to  gain  the  favour  of  fo  great  a Lady.? 
Bap.  Yes,  fince  it  prov’dfataI,t’have  been  happy, Madam, 
Adds  to  calamity,  and  the  heavy  lofs 
Of  her  I durft  not  hope  for, once  enjoy’d. 

Turns  what  you  think  a blefling  to  a curie. 

Which  grief  would  have  forgotten. 

Alber.  I am  forty  I touch’d  upon  it. 

Maria.  I burn  rather.  Sir, 

With  a defire  to  hear  the  ftory  of 
Your  loves,  and  lliall  receive  it  as  a favour. 

Which  you  may  grant. 

Bap.  You  muft  notbedeny’d. 

Yet  with  all  brevity  I muft  report  it^ 

’Tistrue,  Juliana  {Genoua'*si)xlde') 

Enamour’d  of  my  adions,  lik’d  my  perfon  i 
Nor  could  I but  with  joy  meet  her  affedion  •, 

Since  it  was  lawful,  for  my  firft  wife  dead  ^ 

We  were  clofely  married,  and  for  fome  few  months 
Taftcd  the  fruits  of’t but  malicious  fate. 

Envying  our  too  much  happinefs,  wrought  upon 
A faithlefsfervant,  privy  to  our  plot, 

And  Cabinet-Counfelor  to  Juliana., 

Who  either  for  hope,  or  reward,  or  fear, 

Dilcover’d  us  to  the  incenfed  Duke : 

Whofe  rage  made  her  clofe  priibner,  and  pronounc’d 
On  me  perpetual  banillunent : fome  three  years 
I wander’d  on  the  Seas,  fince  entertain’d 
By  the  great  Duke  of  Florence  but  wdiat  fate 
Attended  her  ? or  Profpero  my  friend. 

That  ftaid  at  Genoiia.,  to  exped  theillue, 

Is  yet  uncertain. 

Enter  a Gentleman. 

From  the  Duke: 

Bap.  He’s  w^elcome,  to  end  my  forc’d  relation. 

Alber.  Signior  Baptijia-., 

The  Great  Dukes  Will  commands  yourprefent  care, 

Gent.  It  points  indeed  at  both  of  you  ^ 

Bap.  I wait  it. 

Alber.  In  Mariana.,  to  your  reft. 

Bap.  Nay  leave  us,  we  muft  be  private, 

Maria.  Stay  not  long  Cefario: 

Exeunt.  Manet  CcCzuO^Montiyole. 

Mentivo.  So  thefeoldmen  vanilh’d,  ’tis  allow’d 
That  we  may  fpeak,  and  howlbe’rthey  take 
Delight  in  the  difcourfe  of  former  dangers,; 

It  cannot  hinder  us  to  treat  a little 
Of  prefent  pleafures. 

Cefario.,  Which  if  well  injoy’d. 

Will  not  alone  continue,  butincreafe 
In  us  their  friendlhip. 

Mem.  How  lhall  we  Ipend  the  night  ? 

Tofnoreitout  like  drunken  Dutchmen.,  would 
Sc^till  with  us  Italians.  We  are  made 
Of  other  metall,  fiery,  quick,  and  adive  ^ 

, Shall  we  take  our  fortune  ? and  while  our  cold  fathers 
' ( In  whom  long  fince  their  youthful  heats  were  dead, ) 
Talk  much  of  Mars.,  ferve  under  Venus  Enligns, 

And  lieck  a Miftrifs, 
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Cefjr.  Thst’sagame  dear  friend, 

That  does  admit  no  rival  in  chafe  of  it. 

And  either  to  be  undertook  alone, 

Or  not  to  be  attempted. 

Mem.  Til  not  prefs  you  •, 

What  other  fports  to  entertain  the  time  witli 
The  following  morning? 

Cefjr.  Any  that  may  become  us. 

Ment.  Is  the  horfc  the  Viceroy  fentyou. 

In  a fit  plight  to  run? 

Cefar.  So  my  Groom  tells  me. 

I can  boafc  litrle  of  my  horfemanfiiip  j 
Yet  upon  his  afliirance,  I dare  wager 
Athoufand  Crowns,  ’gainftany  horfein  Florence^ 

For  an  eight  mile  courie. 

Merit.  1 would  not  win  of  you. 

In  refpefl  you  are  impatient  of  lofs  : 

Fife  I durll  match  him  with  my  Barbary 
For  twice  the  fum.  ^ (beaten 

Cefar.  You  do  well  to  excufe  it,  being  certain  to  be 
M'nt.  Tufii.  You  know  the  contrary. 

Cl  far  To  end  the  controverlie 
Put  it  to  trial,  by  my  life  PH  meet  you. 

Enter  Clarifla. 


Cla.  But  that  you  took  me  off 
E’re  1 came  to  a period^  I had  added 
A long  experience  mull  be  requir’d 
Both  of  his  faith  and  trull,  with  whom  a Virgin 
Trafficksfor,  what’s  deareft  in  this  life. 

Her  liberty,  and  honor  ^ Iconfefs 
I oft  have  view’d  you  with  an  eye  of  favour, 

And  with  your  generous  parts  the  many  tenders 
Of  doing  me  all  fair  offices,  have  won 
A good  opinion  from  me. 

Ment.  Ohfpeakever,  I never  heard  fuch  Mufick  •, 

Cla.  A plain  tune.  Sir : 

But  ’tis  a hearty  one  •,  when  I perceive 
By  evident  proofs,  your  aims  are  truly  noble. 

And  that  you  bring  the  Engines  of  fair  Love, 

Not  of  foul  Lull,  to  ftake  and  undermine 
My  Maiden-fortrefs : I may  then  make  good 
What  now  I dare  not  promife. 

Merit.  You  already 

In  taking  notice  of  my  poor  defervings. 

Have  been  magnificent,  and  ’twill  appear 
A frontlefs  impudence  to  ask  beyond  this 
Yet  qualifie,  though  not  excufe  ray  error. 

Though  now  1 am  ambitious  to  defire 
A confirmation  of  it. 
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With  the  next  rifing  Sun, 

Ment.  A match.  But  here 
Appears  a Cynthia.,  that  fcorns  to  borrow 
A beam  of  light  from  the  great  eye  of  Heaven, 

She  being  her  lelf  all  brightnefs-,  how  I envy 
Thofe  amorous  fmiles,  thole  killes,  butfure  chafleones 
Which  file  vouchlafes  her  brother  ? 

Clarif  You  arc  Vv'anton  : 

Pray  you  think  me  not  Biancha.,  leave  I pray  you*, 

My  Mother  will  not  lleep  before  file  fee  you, 

And  finceyou  know  her  tendernefs,  nay  fondnefs*, 

In  every  circumftance  that  concerns  your  lafety. 

You  arc  not  equal  to  her. 

Cifar.  I mull  leave  you,  but  will  not  fail  to  meet  you 
Ment.  Soft  ileeps  to  you. 

IVithin.  Mariana : Cefirio. 

Clarif.  You  are  call’d  again. 

Cefar.  Some  Sons 

Complain  of  tcomuch  rigor  in  their  Mothers-, 

I of  too  much  indulgence:,  you  will  follow. — • E.vit. 

Clarif  You  cLTQ  her  firileare,  therefore  lead  the  way. 
Ment.  Shellaies;  blell  opportunity,  fiiellaies: 

As  ffie  invited  conference,  fine  was  ever 
Noble,  and  free : but  thus  to  tempt  my  frailty. 

Argues  a yielding  in  her:,  or  contempt 
Of  all  that  I dareoffier*,  lland  I now 
Confulting  ? No,  I’ll  put  it  home. 

Clarif.  \\T.o  waits  there  ? more  Lights, 

Ment.  You  need  them  not,  they  are  as  ufelefs, 

As  at  noon-day  I,  can  there  be  darknefs,  where 
Nature  then  wifely  liberal,  vouchfaf’d 
To  lend  two  Suns. 

Clarif.  Hyperboles : 

Ment.  No,  truths : 

Truths  beauteous  Virgin,  fo  my  love-fick  heart 

Allures  me,  and  myunderllanding  tells  me 

I mult  approach  them  wifely,  fltould  I rafiily 

Prefs  near  their  fcorching  beams,  they  would  confume  me 

And  on  the  contrary,  Ihould  your  difdain 

Keep  me  at  too  much  dillance,  and  I want 

Their  comfortable  heat,  the  froftof  death 

Would  feize  on  all  ray  faculties. 

Cla.  Pray  you  paule.  Sir. 

This  vehemency  of  difeourfe  mull  elfe  needs  tire  you. 
Thefe  gay  words  take  not  mie,  ’tis  fimple  faith 
Honefl  integrity,  and  lawful  flames 
I am  delighted  with : 

Ment.  Such  I bring  with  me,  and  therefore  Lady, 


Cla.  So  it  wrong  not  my  modelly  to  grant  it, 

Ment.  ’Tis  far  from  me, 

I only  am  a fuitor,  you  would  grace  me 
With  feme  103/',  but  made  rich  in  that  you  wore  it. 

To  warrant  to  the  world  that  I iifiirpnot 
W’hen  I prefume  to  flile  my  felf  your  fervant, 

A ribond  from  your  fliooe: 

Cla.  You  are  too  humible. 

I’ll  think  upon’t  3 and  fomething  of  more  value 
Shall  witnels  how  I prize  you,  it  grows  late. 

I’ll  bring  you  to  the  door, 

Ment.  You  Hill  more  bind  me.- 

Enter  of  Florence,  Alberto,  Baptilla,  Ma-  X 
gijlratesj  and  Attendants. 

Vuk^.  You  find  by  this  allur’d  intelligence  r» 

The  preparation  of  the  Furkj  againit  us. 

W’e  have  met  him  oft  and  beat  him  3 now  to  fear  him  ft 

Would  argue  want  of  courage,  and  I hold  it.  I 

A fafer  policie  for  us  and  our  figniories  5 

To  charge  him  in  his  paflage  o’er  the  Sea,  f 

Than  to  expeft:  him  here.  ^ 

Alb.  May  it  pleafe  your  Highnefs  ^ 

Since  you  vouchfafe  to  think  me  worthy  ot 
This  great  imployment,  if  I may  deliver  *- 

My  jucigement  freely,  ’tis  not  flattery 
Though  I fay  my  opinion  waits  on  you. 

Nor  would  I give  my  fuffrage  and  confent 
To  what  you  have  propos’d,  but  that  I know  it 
Worth  the  great  fpeaker,  though  that  the  denial 
Call’d  on  your  heavy  anger.  For  my  felf 
1 do  profefs  thus  much,  if  a blunt  Soldier, 

May  borrow  fo  much  from  the  oyl’d  tongu’d  Courtier,  j 
( Thatecchoes  whatfoe’er  the  Prince  allows  of) 

All  that  my  long  experience  hath  taught  me 

That  have  fpent  three  parts  of  my  life  at  Sea,  | 

( Let  it  not  talle  of  arrogance  that  I fay  it ) 

Could  not  have  added  reafons  of  more  weight  ; } 

Tofortifie  your  affedions’  than  fuch  : | 

As  your  grace  out  of  obfervation  meerly 
Already  have  propounded.  ‘ 1 

Bap.  With  the  honor  to  give  the  daring  enemy  an  affront 
In  being  the  firft  oppofer  it  will  teach 
Your  Soldiers  boldnefs : and  ftrikefear  in  them  ' 

That  durll  attempt  you. 

I Magi.  Viduals  and  Ammunition, 

And  Money  too,  the  finews  of  the  War,arellor’dupmthe 
Magazine. 

2 Magi. 


Exeunt.^ 
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2.  Magi.  And  theGalUesnewrig’d  and  train’d  up. 
And  at  two  dayes  warning  fit  for  the  fervice. 

Duke.  We  commend  your  care. 

Nor  will  we  e’er  be  wanting  in  Our  counfels, 

As  we  doubt  not  your  adion you  Baptijia 
Shall  ftay  with  us  *,  that  Merchant  is  not  wife. 

That  ventures  his  whole  fortunes  in  one  bottom. 

Jlbert.  Be  our  Admiral,  Ipare  your  thanks, 

’Tis  Alerit  in  you  that  invites  this  honor, 

Preferve  it  fuch ere  long  you  lhall  hear  more. 

Things  rafhly  undertaken  end  as  ill. 

But  great  ads  thrive  when  reafon  guides  the  will. 


' — ^ Exeunt.  Enter  3 Gentlemen. 

1.  No queftion ’twas  not  welUdone  in  C£farioy 
To  crofs  the  horfe  of  young  Mentivole 

In  the  midfi;  of  this  courfe. 

2.  That  was  not  all,  the  fwitching  him  dull’d  him, 

3 . Would  that  both  the  jades 

Had  broke  their  necks,  when  they  firft  darted  • ’Slight, 
We  ftand  here  prating,  give  then^  leave  to  whilper, 
And  when  they  have  cut  one  anotfiers  throats  ■ ’ * 


Enter  Mentivole,  and  Cjefario. 

Make  in  to  part  ’em. 

2.  There  is  no  filch  hazard. 

Their  Fathers  friendfhip,  and  their  love  forbid  ity 
See  where  they  come ! 

1.  With  fury  in  their  looks. 

Ment.  You  have  the  wager,  with  what  foul  play  got 
I’ll  not  difpute : 

Cafar.  Foul  play? 

Ment.  I cannot  fpeak  it 
In  a fairer  language,  and  if  Ibme  rclpeds 
Familiar  to  my  ftlf  chain’d  not  my  tongue, 

I Ihould  fay  no  more.  I Ihould,  but  I’ll  fit  down, 

Wfith  this  difgrace^  how  e’er  prefs  me  no  farthW.' 

For  if  once  more  provok’d,  you’ll  underltand 
I dare  no  more  fuller  an  Injury, 

Than  I dare  do  one. 

C£far.  Why  Sir  are  you  injur’d 
In  that  I take  my  right  which  I would  forcc^ 

Should  you  detain  it  ? 

Ment.  Put  it  to  judgment. 

Cafar.  No^  my  will  in  this  lhall  carry  it. 

Ment.  Your  will  ? nay,  farewell  foftnefs  then. 

‘Theyjuddenly  draw, 

5.  This  i forelaw. 

2,  Hold,  hold. 

C£fjr.  I am  hurt. 

2.  Shift  for  your  felf,  ’tis  death.  ^ 

Men.  As  you  relpeft  me,  bear  him  off*  with  carc. 

If  he  mifcarry  fince  he  did  the  wrong, 

I’ll  ftand  the  Ihockef’t. 

2.  Gently,  he  will  faint  elle 

Exeunt  Gent,  with  Cxfario. 

Ment.  And  fpeedily,  I befeech  you  ^ my  rage  over, 

That  pour’d  upon  my  reafon  clouds  of  error, 

I fee  my  folly,  and  at  what  dear  lols 
I have^exchang’d  a real  innocence. 

To  gain  a meer  fantaftical  report,  ^ 

Tranfported  only  by  vain  popular  wind. 

To  be  a daring,  nay,  fool-hardy  Alan. 
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Ehtef  Baptifta. 

But  could  I latisfie  my  felf  within  here 

How  Ihould  I bear  my  fathers  frown?  Thevmeetme 

xMy  guilt  conjures  him  hither.  ^ ' ’ 

Bap.  Sirrah : 

Mentiv,  Sir ; 

; Bap.  I have  met  the  trophies  of  your  ruffian  fiv'ord ; 

' Was  there  no  other  Anvile  to  make  triall 
How  far  thou  durft  be  wicked,  but  thebofome 
Of  him,  which  under  the  adulterate  name 
Of  friendlhip,  thou  haft  murder’d. 

Alent.  Murder’d  Sir? 

My  dreams  abhor  lb  bafe  a fa^t  • true  valour 
Imploy’d  to  keep  my  reputation  fair 
From  the  auftereft  Judge,  can  never  merit 
To  be  branded  with  that  title  ^ you  begot  me 
A man,  no  cow'ard  j and  but  call  your  youth 
To  memory,  when  injur’d,  you  could  never 
Boaftof  the  Alles  fortitude,  llavc-like  patience  ^ 

And  you  might  jiiftly  doubt  I w’ere  your  Ion, 

If  I Ihould  entertain  itj  if  C^fario 
Recover,  as  I hope  his  wound’s  not  mortal, 

A fecond  tiy'al  of  what  I dare  doe 

In  a juft  caufe,  lhall  give  ftrong  witnefs  for  me 

I am  the  true  heir  to  Baptijia'’ s courage. 

As  to  his  other  fortunes. 

Baptijl.  Boy,  to  neither : 

But  on  this  ftri^  condition,  which  intreaties 
From  Saints,  nay  Angels,  lhall  not  make  me  alter; 

A friendlhip  fo  began,  and  fo  continu’d 
Between  me  and  Alberto  my  bell  friend, 

Your  brawls  lhall  not  diflblve  ^ it  is  ray  will. 

And  as  I am  thy  Father,  I command  thee. 

That  inftantly,  onanytermes,  how  poor 
So  e’er,  it  skills  not,  thou  defire  his  pardon. 

And  bring  allurance  to  me,  he  has  fign’d  it. 

Or  by  my  Fathers  foul  I’ll  never  know  thee ; 

But  as  aftranger  to  my  blood  •,  perform  it, 

And  fuddenly,  without  reply,  I have  faid  it. 

Ment.  And  in  it  given  a heavier  fentence  on  me 
Than  the  moft  cruel  death  •,  you  are  nly  father 
And  your  will  to  be  fcrv’d,  and  not  dilputed 
By  me,  that  am  your  Son ; But  I’ll  obey. 

And  though  my  heart-ftrings  crack  for’t,  make  it  known. 
When  you  command,  my  faculties  are  your  own.  Exeunt. 


JBus  Secmdus. 


Scecaa  Prima. 

Alberto,  Phyfitian,  and  a CHirurgibn. 

Phyf.  TTAve  patience.  Noble  Sir  •,  your  fon  C£faTb 
Will  recover  without  queftion. 

Surgeon.  A flight  wound. 

Though  it  pierc’t  his  body,  it  hath  mifs’d  the  vitals. 

Fhyf  My  life  for’t , he  lhall  take  the  air  again  within 
thefe  ten  dayes. 

.Alber.  O but  from  a friend, 

To  receive  this  bloody  meafurefrom  a friend! 

If  that  a man  fliould  meet  a violent  death. 

In  a place  where  he  had  taken  fandtuary. 

Would  it  not  grieve  him?  fuch  all  F/orf  held 
Their  friendlhip,  and  ’tis  that  w'hich  multiplies 
The  injury. 

Phyfi.  Have  patience  worthy  Signior. 

C c c Alber.  1 
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Alher.  I do  proteft,  as  I am  Man  and  Soldier,  ' 

If  I had  buried  him  in  a wave  at  Sea, 

(Loft  in  fome  honorable  aftion)^. 

I would  not,  to  the  faltnefs  of  his  grave, 

Have  added  the  leaft  tear  j bufthele  quarrels 

Ew/rr  Mariana,  and  Clarifla. 

Bred  out  of  game  and  wine,  I had  as  live 
He  llipuld  have  died  of  a Surfet. 

Maria.  Oh  what  comfort  ? How  is  it  with  our  Son  Sir  ? 
Alber.  His  Work-mafters 
Bear  me  in  hand  here,  as  my  Lawyer  does. 

When  1 have  a cracktTitle,orbadSuCeinLaw, 

All  lliall  go  well. 

Maria..  I pray  you  Gentlemen,  what-  think  you  of  his 
wound. 

rhyfu  ’Tis  but  a fcratch,  nothing  to  danger. 

Clarif.  But  he  receiv’d  it  from  a friend. 

And  the  unkindnefs  ta’en  at  that,  may  kill  him. 

Mari.  Let  me  fee  him  : 

Thyfi.  By  no  means,  he  flumbers. 

Miri.  Then  I cannot  believe  you. 

When  you  tell  me  there’s  hope  of  him.  1 

Yet  many  Ladies 

Do  give  more  faith  to  their  Phyfitian  , 

Than  to  their  ConfeUbr. 

Clarij'.  O my  poor  loft  brother. 

And  friend  more  dear  than  Brother. 

Alkr.  More  loud  inftruments 
Todifturb  his  flumbers!  goe,goe,  take  Caroch: 

And  as  you  love  me,  you  and  the  Girle  retire 

To  our  Summer  hoiile,  kth’  Country,  I’ll  be  with  you 

Within  thefe  two  days. 

I am  yours  in  all  things,.  ^ • •[ 

Though  with  much  forrow  to  leave  him. 

Exeunt  Maria,  Clarif 

Alher.  I pray  you  Gentlemen, 

Withbeft  obfervanee  tend  your  Patient  •, 

The  lofs  of  my  heir-male,  lies  now  a bleeding. 

Enter  Mentivole.  ,1 

And  think  what  payment  his  recovery 
Shall  fliow’r  upon  you. 

Of  all  men  breathing  ^ 

ExfKMi  Phyfitian,  Chirur.' 
Wherefore  do  you  arrive  here  ? Are  you  mad  ? 

My  injury  begins  to  bleed  afrefli 
At  fight  of  you  ^ why  this  affront  of  yours 
I receive  more  malitiousthan  the  other. 

Your  hurt  was  only  danger  to  my  Ion : 

But  your  fight  to  me  is  death  •,  Why  come  you  hither  ? 

Do  you  come  to  view  the  wounds,  which  you  have  made  ? 
And  glory  in  them? 

Memi,  Rather  worthy  Sir,  to  pour  Oyl  into  them. 

Alber.  I am  a Soldier  Sir, 

Leaft  part  of  a Courtier, and  underftand 
By  your  fmoothOyl, 

Your  prefent  flattery. 

Menti.  Sir,  for  my  Fathers  fake  acknowledge  me 
To  be  born  a Gentleman,  no  flave^  I ever 
Held  flatterers  of  that  breed  ^ do  not  mifeonftrue 
In  your  diftafte  of  me,  the  true  intent 
Of  my  coming  hither,  for  I do  proteft 
I do  not  come  to  tell  you  I am  forry 
For  your  fons  hurt. 

Alber.  Not  forry  ? 

Menti.  No  not  forry  j I have  to  the  loweft  ebbe  , loft  all 
my  fury : 

But  1 muft  not  lofe  my  honefty  ^ ’twas  he 
Gave  hcatunto  the  injury,  which  return’d 
(Like  a Petar,  ill  lighted,  into  ’th’  bofome 
Of  him,  gave  fire  to’ t)  yet  I hope  his  hurt. 

Is  not  fo  dangerous,  but  he  may  recover  ^ 


When  if  it  pleafo  him,  call  me  to  account, 

For  the  lofs  of  ibmuch  blood,  I fliall  be  ready 
To  do  him  noble  reafon. 

Alber.  You  are  arm’d  me  thinks  with  wondrous  confi- 
dence. 

Menti.  O with  the  beft  Sir , 

For  I bring  penitence,  and  fatisfadion. 

Alber.  Satisfaftion  ? Why  I heard  you  fay  but  now. 

You  were  not  forry  for  his  wounds. 

Menti.  Nor  am  I:  the  fatisfadion  which  I bring  Sir,  is 
to  you  j ’ 

You  are  a Gentleman  ne’er  injur’d  me  - 
, One  ever  lov’d  my  Father,  the  right  way. 

And  molt  approv’d  of  noble  amity. 

Yet  1 have  run  my  fword  quite  through  your  heart. 

And  flightly  hurt  your  fon-,  for’t  may  be  fear’d, 

A grief  ta’en  at  thefe  years  for  your  fons  lofs. 

May  hazard  yours:  And  tKerefore  I amfent 
: By  him  that  has  moft  intereft  in  your  forrow  j 
\\  ho  having  chid  me  almoft  to  the  ruin 
Of  a difheritance,  for  violating 
; So  continued  and  fo  facred  a fricndfhip 
: Of  50  Winters  ftanding : fuch  a friendlhip, 
rhat  ever  did  continue  like  the  fpring^ 

Ne’er  faw  the  fall  o’th’  leaf-,  by  him  I am  fent 
To  lay  the  wrong  I have  done  Sir,  is  to  you : 1 

^ And  that  I have  quite  loft  him  for  a Father, 

' Until  I find  your  pardon^  nay  there  follows 
A weightier  deprivation  -,  his  Eftate 
I could  with  a left  number  of  fighs  part  with. 

Fortune  might  attend  my  youth,  and  my  delervings 
In  any  Climate : but  a Fathers  blefling, 

; T o fettle  and  confirm  that  fortune,  no  where  j 
But  only  here.  Your  pardon,  give  me  that  ^ 

And  when  you  havedohe,  kill  me;  for  ’tis  that 
Takes  from  me  the  efied  of  excommunication  ; 

A Fathers  heavy  curie. 

Alber.  Nay,  may  that  curfo 
Light  on  himfelf,  for  lending  thee  in  this  minute : 

When  I am  grown  as  deaf  to  all  compaflion. 

As  the  crnelleft  Sea-fight,  or  moft  horrid  tempeft. 

That  I haddrownM  i’th’  Seaa  thoufand  duckets. 

Thou  hadft  not  made  this  vifit : ralh  young  man. 

Thou  tak’ft  me  in  an  ill  Planet,  and  haftcaufe 
To  curie  thy  Father-,  for  I do  proteft. 

If  I had  met  thee  in  any  part  o’th’  World, 

But  under  my  own  roofe,  I would  have  kill’d  thee.' 

IFitbin  there. Enter  Phyfitian,  Chirurgion, 

and  Servants. 

Look  you ! 

Here’s  a triumph  fent  for  the  death  of  your  young  Mafter. 
Serv.  Shall  we  kill  him  ? 

Alber.  No,  I’ll  not  be  fo  unhofpitable ; but  Sir, 

By  my  life,  I vow  to  take  allurance  from  you. 

That  right  hand  never  more  lhall  ftrike  my  fon. 

Menti.  That  will  be  eafily  protefted. 
jilber.  Not  eafily,  when  it  muft  be  exaded,  and  a bloody 
feal  to’t. 

Bind  him,  and  cutoff’s  right  hand  prelently: 

Fair  words  lhall  never  latisfic  foul  deeds. 

Chop’s  hand  off 

Menti.  You  cannot  be  fo  unrighteous,  to  your  own  honorf 
Thy.  O Sir,  colled  your  felf; 

And  recall  your  bloody  pur  pole. 

Alber.  My  intents  of  this  nature,do- ever  cometoadion, 

Chirur.  Then  I muft  fetch  another  ftickler. Exit. 

Alber.  Yet  I do  grieve  at  heart; 

And  I do  curfe  thy  Father  heartily. 

That’s  the  caufeofmydilhonor  ; fending  thee 
In  fuch  an  hour,  when  I am  apt  for  mifehief : 

Apt,  as  a Dutch,  man  after  a Sea-fight, 

W'hen  his  enemy  kneels  afore  him ; come  dilpatch. 

Phyf.  Intreat 
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Phyf.  Intreat  him.  Noble  Sir  ^ 

Msnti.  Youfhall  excufe  me^ 

VVhatfoever  he  dares  do,  tltat  1 dare  fuffer. 

Enter  Ccefario,  and  Chirurgion. 

Cafar.  Oh  Sir,  for  honors  lake  ftay  your  foul  purpofe, 
For  if  you  do  proceed  thus  cruelly. 

There  is  no  queftion  in  the  wound  you  give  him, 

I fball  bleed  to  death  for’t.  . ^ 

Alber^  Thou  art  not  of  my  temper. 

What  I purpofe,  cannot  be  alter’d. 

Serv.  Sir  •,  the  Duke 

With  all  fpeed  expeds  ytju.  You  mull  inllantly  • ' ^ 

Ship  all  your  followers,  and  to  Tea.  >"  ' 

Alber.  My  blefling  ftay  with  thee  upon  this  condition. 
Take  away  his  ufe  of  fighting^  as  thou  hop’it 
To  be  accounted  for  my  fon,  perform’t  Exit. 

Cefir.  You  hear  what  I am  injoyn’d  to. 

M‘‘ntt.  Pray  thee  take  it. 

Only  this  ring,  this  belt  efteem’d  Jewel: 

I will  not  give’t  to’ch’  hangman  chops  it  off ^ 

It  is  too  dear  a relique.  I’ll  remove  it  nearer  my  heart. 

CaCar.  Ha,  that  Rings  my  Sifters. 

The  Ring  I injoyn’d  her  never  part  withal 
Without  my  knowledge  ^ come.  Sir,  we  are  friends : 

Pardon  my  fathers  heat,  and  melancholy^ 

Two  violent  Fevers  which  he  caught  at  Sea, 

And  cannot  yet  lhake  off:  only  one  promile 
I mull  injoyn  you  to,  and  ferioufly. 

Hereafter  you  lhall  never  draw  a Sword 
To  the  prejudice  of  my  life. 

Menti.  By  my  beft  hopes  I lhall  not. 

Cafar.  I pray  deliver  me  yourfword 
On  that  condition. 

Meiti.  I lhall  Sir,  may  it  hereafter 
Ever  fight  on  your  part. 

Cafar.  Noble  Sir,  I thank  you  •, 

But  for  performance  of  your  vow,  I intreat 
Some  gage  from  you. 

Menti.  Any  Sir. 

Cajar.  Deliver  me  that  ring. 

Menti.  Ha,  this  Ring?  indeed  this  Jewel  binds  me, 

If  you  knew  the  vertue  of  it,  never  more 
To  draw  my  fword  againft  you. 

C£far.  Therefiare  I will  have  it. 

Menti.  You  may  not. 

Cdifar.  Come : you  muft. 

I that  by  violence  could  take  your  hand , 

Can  inforce  this  from  you  \ this  is  a token  Sir, 

That  we  may  prove  friends  hereafter.  Pare  you,  well. 

Phyf.  Why  did  you  ceife  his  Sword  Sir  ? 

Cefar.  To  perform  what  my  Father  bade  me, 

I have  for  the  prefent  ta’en  away  his 
life  of  fighting. 

Phyf.  Better  fo. 

Than  take  that  which  your  Father  meanti 

Exeunt  Manet,  Mentivole. 
Was  ever  the  like  ufage  ? O that  Ring! 

Dearer  than  life,  W^  hither  is  honor  fled? 

Cefario.  Thou  art  unmanly  in  each  part, 

To  feize  my  fword  firft,  and  then  fplit  my  heart.  Exit. 


Enter  Hoft,  Clown. 

Hof.  Thy  Mafter  that  lodges  herein  my  Ofteria, 

Is  a rare  man  of  art , they  fay  he’s  a Witch. 

Clow.  A Witch?  Nay,  he’s  one  ftep  of  the  Ladder  to 
preferment  higher,  he  is  a Conjurer  ? 

Hofi.  Is  that  his  higher  title  / 

Clow.  Yes , I afliire  you , for  a Conjurer  is  the  Devils 
Mafter , and  commands  him  ^ whereas  a Witch  is 
the  Devils  Prentice,  and  obeys  him. 

H)jl.  Bound  Prentice  to  the  Devil  1 

Clow.  Bound  and  inroll’d  I afture  you,  he  cannot  ftart ) 


and  therefore  I would  never  wifh  any  Gentleman  to  turn 
Witch.  1 

Hofi.  Why  Man?  ( 

CloWt.  Oh  he  lolcs  his  Gentility  by  it,  the  Devil  in  this 
cafe  cannot  help  him,  he  muft  go  to  the  Flerald  for  hew 
Armes  believe  it. 

Hoft.  As  I am  true  Inkeeper,  yet  a Gentleman  bofn, 

I’il  ne’er  turn  Witch  ior  that  trick  ^ 

And  thou  haft  been  a great  Traveller  ? 

Clow.  No  indeed,  not  I Sir  j i 

Hofi.  Come,  you  are  modeft. 

Clow.  No,  I am  not  modeft,  for  I told  you  a lye,  that 
you  might  the  better  underftand  I have  been  a Traveller, 
Hoft.  So  Sir,  they  fay  your  Mafter  is  a great  Phyfitian  too. 
Clow.  He  was  no  fool  told  you  that,  I afliircyou. 

Hoft.  And  you  have  been  in  England  .<'but  they  fay, Ladies  ic 
England  take  a great  deal  of  Phylick. 

Clow,  both  wayes  on  my  reputation. 

Hoft.  So  ’tis  to  be  underftood : 

But  they  fay , L adies  there  take  Phylick  for  fafliion. 
clow.  Yes  Sir,  and  many  times  dye  to  kcepfalhioil. 

Hoft.  How  ? dye  to  keep  fafluon! 

Clow.  Yes,  I have  known  a Lady  lick  of  the  fina”  Pocks, 
oncly  to  keepherface  from Pitholes, take  cold,  ftri  te  them 
in  again,  kick  up  the  heels,  andvanilh. 

Hoft.  There  w^as  kicking  up  the  heels  with  a witnefs. 
Clow.  No  Sir  •,  I confels  a good  face  has  muDv  times 
been  the  motive  to  the  kicking  up  of  the  heels  with  a wit- 
nefs ; but  this  was  not. 


Enter  Hoftefs,  Bianca. 

Hoft.  Here  comes  my  wife  and  daughter. 

Clow.  You  have  a prety  commodity  of  this  night-worm' 

Hoft.  Why  Man? 

Clow.  She  is  a pretty  lure  to  draw  cuftom  to  your  ordi- 
nary. 

Hoft.  Do’ftthinkI  keep  hertothat  purpofe? 

Clow.  When  a Dove-houfe  is  empty,  there  is  cuminfecd 
ufed  to  purloine  from  the  reft  of  the  neighbors  ^ In  Eng- 
land you  have  feveral  Adamants,  to  draw  in  fpurs  and  rapi- 
ers ^ one  keeps  lilk-worms  in  a Gallery : A Milliner  h.i'- 
choice  of  Monkics,  and  Paraketoes  ^ another  fliewes  bawdy 
Eaft-Indian  Pidures,  worfe  than  ever  were  Aretines-.  a 
Goldfmith  keeps  his  Wife  wedged  into  his  Ihop  like  a Mer-’ 
maid,  nothing  of  her  to  be  feen  (thats  Woman)  but  her  up- 
per part  ? 

Hoft.  Nothing  but  her  upper  part  ? 

Ciow.  Nothing  but  her  upper  bodies,  and  he  lives  at  the 
more  hearts  eafe. 

Hoft.  What’s  the  reafon  ? 

Clow.  Becaule  her  nether  part  can  give  no  temptation 
by  your  leave.  Sir,  I’ll  tend  my  Mafter,  and  inllantly  be  with 
you  for  a cup  of  Cher  ally  this  hot  weather. 

Hoft.  A nimble  pated  Rafcal,  come  hither  Daughter, 
When  was  Cefario  here  ? 

Bian.  Sir,  not  this  fortnight. 

Hoft.  I do  not  like  his  vifits,  commonly 
He  comes  by  Owl-light,  both  the  time  and  manner 
Is  fufpitious I donotlikeir. 

Bian,  Sir,  the  Gentleman 
Is  every  way  lb  noble,  that  you  need  not 
Qiieftionhis  intent  of  coming,  though  you  did  ^ 

Pray  Sir  preferve  that  good  opinion  of  me, 

That  though  the  cuftomeof  the  place  Iwas  born  in, 
Makes  me  familiar  to  every  gueft, 

I lhall  in  all  things  keep  my  felf  a ftranger 
To  the  vices  they  bring  with  them. 

Hod  is.  Right  my  daughter : 

She  has  the  right  ftrain  of  her  Mother. 

Hoft.  Of  her  Mother  ? 

And  I would  fpeak,  I know  from  whence  flietook  it^ 
When  I was  as  young,  I was  as  honeft. 

Ccc  2 


Hoftefs.  Leave 
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IMefs.Lcd.yc  your  prating. 

And  frudy  to  be  drunk  j and  abufe  your  guefts  over  and 
over. 

I^nter  Forobofeo,  Clown. 

I-Ioff.  Peace  Wdfe.  My  honorable  guelt. 

Fnro.  My  indcar’d  Landlord? 

And  the  reft  o’th’  complements  o’th’  houfe. 

HnjL  Breakfall  is  ready  Sir 
It  waites  only  the  tide  of  your  ftomach. 

Clon\  And  mine  gapes  for’c  like  a ftaleOylfer. 

Frc  YOU  goto  bed,  fail  not  of  that  I pray. 

— Exeunt  aU  hut  Forobofco,  and  Clown. 

Toro.  We  will  inftantly  be  with  you  j 
Now  we  are  all  fellows. 

Nine  a Clock,  and  no  Clyents  come 
Yet,  hire  thou  do’lf  not  let  up  bills  enough. 

Ckrv.  I have  let  up  bills  in  abundance. 

Foro.  What  Bills? 

Clow.  Marry  for  curing  of  all  difeafes, 

Recovery  of  ftoln  goods, 

I And  a thoufand  fuch  irapoHibilities. 

Foro.  The  place  is  unlucky. 

Clow.  No  certain,  ’tis  fcarcity  of  mony  j do  not  you 
hear  the  Lawyers  complain  of  it?  Men  have  as  much  Ma- 
lice as  ever  they  had  to  wrangle,  but  they  have  no  Mony : 
Whither  fhould  this  Monybetravell’d? 

For(7.  Tothe Devil Ithink. 

Clow.  ’Tis  with  his  Cofferer  I am  certain,  that’s  the  U- 
furer. 

Fore.  Our  cheating  does  not  profper  fo  well  as  it  was 
wont  to  do. 

Clow.  No  fure,  why  in  England  vjq  coo’d  cozen  ’em  as 
familiarly,  as  if  we  had  travell’d  with  a Brief,  or  a Lot- 
tery. 

Foro.  I’th’  Low-countries  we  did  pretty  well. 

Clow.  Sofo-.as  long  as  we  kept  the  Mop-headed  butter- 
boxes  fober  ^ marry  when  they  were  drunk , _ then  they 
grew  buzards ; You  fliould  have  them  reel  their  heads  to- 
gether, and  deliberate-,  your  Dutchman  indeed,  when  he 
IS  foxt,  is  like  a Fox  -,  for  when  he’s  funk  in  drink , quite 
earth  to  a Mans  thinking,  ’tis  full  Exchange  time  with  him, 
then  he’s  fubtleft-,  but  your  <y»^i#;j:er,’twas  nothing  to  cheat 
him. 

Foro.  Nothing  ? 

Clow.  No,  nor  confcience  to  be  made  of  it  for  Fnce  na- 
ture afore-hand  cozen’d  him  of  his  wit, ’twas  the  lefs  fin  for 
us  to  cozen  him  of  his  Mony. 

Foro.  But  thefe  Italians  are  more  nimblc-patcd,  we  muft 
have  fome  new  trick  for  them^  1 proteft  but  that  our 
Hoftefs’s  daughter  is  a fweet  Lafs,  and  draws  great  relbrt 
to’th’  houfe,  we’ were  as  good  draw  teeth  ahorfeback. 

Clow.  I told  ’em  in  the  hlarket-place  you  could  conjure, 
and  no  body  would  believe  me  r but  ere  long  I will  make 
’em  believe  you  can. conjure  with  luch  a figuary. 

Foro.  What  language  fliall’s  conjure  in?  high  Dmch  I 
think,  that’s  full  i’th’  mouth. 

Cloiv.  No,no,S;?^*wj'^,  that  roars  bell*,  and  will  appear 
more  dreadful. 

Foro.  Prethee  tell  me  thy  conceit  thou  hafl  to  gull  them. 

Clow.  No,  no , I will  not  ftael  it  ^ but  my  dear  Jews- 
trump,  for  thou  art  but  my  inftrument,  1 am  the  plotter, 
and  when  we  have  cozen’d  ’em  molt  titely,  thou  fhalt  fteal 
away  the  Inn-keepers  daughter , I’ll  provide  my  felf  of 
another  moveable  : and  we  will  molt  purely  retire  our  felves 
to  Geneva. 

Foro.  Thou  art  the  compafs  I fail  by. 

Enter  Baptifta  and  Mcntivole. 

tap.  Was  ever  expertation  of  fo  Noble 
A requital  anfvvered  with  fuch  contumely ! 

A wild  Numidian  that  had  fuck’d  a Tigrefs, 


Would  not  have  been  fo  barbarous  1 Did  he  threat 
To  cut  thy  hand  off? 

Adent.  Y es  Sir,  and  his  flaves  were  ready  to  perform’t 
Bv/p#.What  hind’red  it? 

Adeiit.  Only  his  fons  intreaty. 

Bapt.  Noble  youth, 

I wifli  thou  went  not  of  his  blood  thy  pitty 
Gives  me  a hope  thou  art  not. 

Ment.  You  miflake  Sir, 

The  injury  that  followed,  from  the  fbn, 

Was  worfe  than  the  fathers  he  did  firfb  difarme 
And  took  from  me  a Jewel,  which  I prize 
Above  my  hand  or  life. 

Bap.  Take  thy  fword  from  thee  ? 

' He  hole  it  like  a Thief  rather,  he  could  not 
I’th’  Field  deprive  thee  of  it. 

Ment.  He  took  it  from  me. 

And  fent  me  forth  fbthin,  and  fb  unmade  up. 

As  if  I had  been  a Foot-boy. 

Bap.  O my  fury! 

1 muft  now  ask  thee  forgivenefs,  that  myrafhnefsy 
Bred  out  of  too  much  friendfhip,  did  expofe  thee 
To  fb  eminent  a danger  ^ which  I vow 
I will  revenge  on  the  whole  Family : 

All  the  calamities  of  my  whole  life. 

My  baniflimenf  from  Genoa,  my  wifes  lofs 
Compar’d  to  this  indignity,  is  nothing  -, 

Their  Family  fhal!  repair’Cj  it  fhalibe  to  them 
Like  a plague,  when  the  Dog-ftar  reigns  moft  hot : 

. An  Itali  revenge  may  paufe,but’s  ne’er  forgot.  Exit. 

Ment,  I would  1 had  conceal’d  this  from  my  Father, 

For  my  interefi;  in  ClariJJa  -,  my  care  now 
Muft  be  to  untangle  this  divifion. 

That  our  moft  equal  flames  may  be  united  ^ 

And  from  thefe  various  and  perturbed  ftreames. 

Rife,  like  a fweet  Morn,  after  terrible  dreams. — . Exit. 

Enter  Clarifla  and  Cxfario. 

Clar.  Brother,  I am  happy  in  your  recovery,  / 

; C^f. And  I Sifter,  am  ever  belt  pleafed  in  your  happinefs;. 
But  1 mifs  a toy  fliould  be  on  your  finger. 

Clar.  My  Ring  ^ this  morning  when  I wafh’t 
I put  it  off^  ’tis  in  my  Window. 

Cef.  Where’s  your  Looking-glafs  ? 

Clar.  Here,  Sir.  | 

Cef.  ’Tis  a fair  one.  | 

Clar.  ’Tis  pure  Chryftal. 

Cef.  Can  a Diamond  cut  in  Cryftal  ? let  rtie  fee,^ 

I’ll  grave  my  name  in’t. 

Clar.  Oh,  you’ll  fpoyl  my  glafs. 

Would  you  not  have  your  brother  in  your  eye  ? 

Cef.  I had  thought  he  had  been  Planted  in  your  heart. 
Look  you,  the  Diamond  cuts  quaintly,  you  are  cozen’d, 

Your  Chryftal  is  toobritle. 

Clar.  ’Tis  the  Ring 
I gave  nnloMemivole,  fure  the  fame. 

Y on  put  me  to  amazement  Sir,  and  horror  i 
How  came  you  by  that  Ring  ? 

C^yr  Does  the  blood  rife?  • ' 

Clar.  Pray  Sir  refolve  me,  O for  pitty  do  \ 

And  take  from  me  a trembling  at  the  heart. 

That  elfe  will  kill  me : for  I too  much  fear 
Nothing  but  Death  could  ravifh.it  from  his  hand 
That  wore  it. 

Cefar.  Was  it  given  to  Mentivola  on  that  condition  ? 

Clar.  Tell  me  of  his  health  firft. 

And  then  I’ll  tell  you  any  thing. 

Cefar.  By  my  life  he’s  well. 

In  better  health  than  I am. 

Clar.  Then  it  was  Sir. 

Cefar.  Then  fhall  I ever  hate  thee.  Oh  thou  falfe  one 
Haft  thou  a Faith  to  give  unto  a friend. 

And  break  it  to  a brother  ? Did  I not, 

Bv 
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By  all  the  tyes  of  blood  importune  thee 
Never  to  part  with  it  without  my  knowledge  ? 
Thou  might’ll  have  given  it  to  a Muliter, 

And  made  a contradl  with  him  in  a llabie 
At  as  cheap  a price  of  my  vengeance:  never  more 
Shall  a Womans  trull  beguile  me  ^ You  are  all 
Like  Relicks : you  may  well  be  look’t  upon, 

But  come  a Man  to’tli’  handling  of  you  once. 

You  fall  in  pieces. 

Clar.  Dear  Sir,  I have  no  way 
Look't  either  beneath  realbn,or  rhylelf. 

In  my  eleftion^  there’s  parity  in  our  blood. 

And  in  our  fortunes,  antient  amity  ’ 

Betwixt  our  parents:  to  which  wants  nothing, 

But  the  Fruit  of  blell  Marriage  between  us, 
Toaddtotheir  pollerities : nor  does  now 
Any  impeachment  rife,  except  the  fad 
And  unexpeded  quarrel,  which  divided 
So  noble,  and  fo  excellent  a friendfiiip. 

Which  as  I ne’er  had  Magick  to  forelee. 

So  I could  not  prevent. 

C-e/ir.  Well,  you  mull  give  me  leave  , 

To  have  a hand  in  your  difpoling,!  lhall. 

In  the  abfence  of  my  Father, be  your  Guardian ; 

His  Suit  mull  pafs  through  my  office.  Mentivole^ 
He  has  too  much  of  my  blood  already  j he  has 
And  he  get’s  no  more  of’t — * 

Wherefore  weep  you  Mother  ? 

Enter  Mariana,  and  a Sailor; 


Marian.  ’Tis  occallon’d  by  a Ibrrow, 

Wherein  you  have  a Child’s  part,  and  the  mainell,’ 

Your  Father’s  dead. 

Cdefar.  Dead  ? 

Marian.  There’s  one  can  relate  the  refl. 

Sailor.  I can  Sir,  your  Father’s  drown’d, 

Moll  unfortunately  drown’d. 

C^far.  How  ? In  a tempell  ? 

Sailor.  No  Sir,  in  a calm. 

Calm  as  this  evening  \ the  Gunner  being  drunk. 

Forgot  to  fallen  the  Ordnance  to  their  ports, 

When  came  a fudden  gull , which  tumbled  theni 
All  to  the  Starboord  fide,  o’erturn’d  the  Ship, 

And  funk  her  in  a moment,  fome  fix  men 
That  were  upon  the  deck  were  fav’d : the  reft 
Perilh’d  with  your  Father. 

Clarif.  O my  deareft  Father r- 

Cefar.  I pray  thee  leave  us. 

Maria.  I have  a forrow  of  another  nature,  equal  to  the 
former. 

Cefar.  And  moll  commonly  they  come  together. 

Maria.  The  Family  of  the  Baptijii 
Are  grown  to  faction,  and  upon  dillall 
Of  the  injury  late  offer’d  in  my  houfe, 

Have  vow’d  a moll  fevere,  and  fell  revenge 
'Gainll  all  our  famjjy,  but  efpecially 
’Gainll  you  my  dear  C£fario. 

, C£far.  Let  them  threat,  I am  prepar’d  to  oppofe  them. 

Maria.  And  is  your  lols  then 
Of  fo  eafie  an  ellimation  ? What  comfort 
Have  I but  in  your  life,  and  your  late  danger 
Prefents  afore  me  what  I am  to  fuffer. 

Should  you  mifearry  i therefore  I’ll  advife  you 
When  the  Funeral  is  over,  you  would  travel. 

Both  to  prevent  their  fury,  and  wear  out  th’  injury^ 

C£far.  No  Mother , I will  not  travel. 

So  in  my  abfence  he  may  marry  my  Siller, 

I will  not  travel  certain. 

Maria.  Omy  Cefario., 

Whom  I refpefl  and  love  ’bove  my  own  life. 

Indeed  with  a kind  of  dotage,  he  lhall  never 
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Go  forth  o’  doors , but  the  contrary  fadlion 
Will  indanger’s  life,  and  then  am  I nioft  wTetched, 

I am  thinking  of  allrange  prevention. 

Which  I lhall  witnefs  with  a bleeding  eye 

Fondnefs  fometimes  is  worfe  than  cruelty.’ Exemit. 


JUus  Tertius. 

Sceetia  Prim  a. 

Enter  Holl,  Hollels,  and  Bianca. 


Hofi. 


HAunted,  my  houfe  is  haunted  with  goblins.  I 
lhall  be  frighted  out  of  my  wits,  and  fet  up  a 
jjgn  only  to  invite  Carriers  and  Foot-polls^  fcar-crows  to 
keep  off  the  Cavalry,  and  Gentry  of  the  bell  rank.  I will 
nail  up  my  doors,  and  wall  up  my  Girle  (wife)  like  an  An- 
chorels-  or  ffic  will  be  raviffit  before  our  faces,  by  rafcalls 
and  cacafugo’s  (wife)  cacafugo’s,  ’ 

Hojiefs.  1 hefe  are  your  In-comes , remember  your  own 

^hank  no 

body  but  your  lelffor  this  trouble. 

Hofi.  No  gauling  (dear  Spoufe)  no  gauling,  every  davs 
new  vexation  abates  me  two  inches  in  the  walte  terrible 
pennance  lor  an  Holl,  Girle,  girle,  girle.  Which  if  all  this 
galJy-m.aufry  of  Mans  flefh  appears  tolerable  tothychoice- 
fpeaklhortly,andfpeak  truely  : I mull  and  will  knowmiull 
and  will  • Hear  ye  that  ? 

Bian.  Sir,  be  not  jealous  of  my  care  and  duty  • 

I am  fo  far  from  entertaining  thoughts  ’ 

Of  liberty,  that  much  more  excellent  objeds 
Than  any  of  fuch  courfe  contents  as  thefe  arc 
Could  not  betray  mine  eye  to  force  my  heart 
Conceive  a wilh  of  any  dearer  happinels 
Than  your  diredion  warrant’s.  1 am  yours  Sir. 

Hojiefs.  What  thinks  the  Man  now } Is  not  this  llrange 
at  13. 

Hoji.  Very  good  words,  there’s  a tang  in  e’m,  and  alvvect 
one,  ’tis  mufick  (wife)  and  now  I come  t’ee.  Let  us  a lit- 
tle examine  the  feveral  conditions  of  our  Paragraphillica! 
luitqrs.  The  firll,  a travelling  Tailor,  who  by  the  myllery 
of  his  Needle  and  Thimble,  hath  Purvey’d  the  fafhions  of 
the  French,  andEnglifh^  this  Signior  Ginger-bread,  llitcht 
up  in  the  Ihreds  of  a gudy  outfide , fows  Linings  with  his 
crofs-leg’d  complement,  like  an  Ape  doing  tricks  c- 
ver  a llaffe,  cringes,  and  crouches,  and  killes  his  fore- 
finger. 

Hojiefs,  Out  upon  him. 

Hoji.  Afecond,  a lavolteteere,  a faltatory,  a dancer  with 
a Kit  at  his  Bum,  one  that,  by  teaching  great  Madonnas  to 
foot  it,  has  miraculouflypurchall  a ribanded  VV^allcote,  and 
four  clean  pair  of  focks^  a fellow  that  skips  as  he  walkes, 
and  inllead  of  fenfible  difeourfe,  vents  the  curious  conceit 
of  Ibme  new  tune  llolen  from  a Mask  , or  a bawdy  dittie, 
elevated  for  the  Vole  Artick,  of  a Ladies  chamber , in  that 
file  Hands  another  of  your  inamoratoes. 

Hofiefs.  Hang  him  and  his  Fiddle  togcther,he  never  fidles 
any  child  of  ours. 

Hoji.  The  third,  a Mongrel,  got  by  2.  Swit tier  on  an  Ita- 
lian ^ this  puppy,  being  left  well  ellated,  comes  to  Florence., 
that  the  world  may  take  notice,  how  impoffible  it  is  for 
experience  to  alter  the  courfe  of  nature  j a fool  (wife)  and 
indeed,  a Clown  turn’d  Gallant,  feldom  or  never  proves 
other  than  a gallant  fool,  this  toy  prates  to  little  purpofe 
other  than  What’s  a Clock  ? Shall’s  go  drink  ? De’e  fbrfooth? 
and  thank  ye  heartily,  I fear  no  art  in  him  to  catch  thee, 
and  yet  we  mull  be  tormented  with  this  buzard  amongll 
the  reft. 

Hojiefs,  Tis 
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hlnficfs.  ’Tis  yoiir  own  folly,  forbid  him  the  Hoale. 

Hoji.  The  fourth,  a Mule-driver,  a il.ubborn  and  a harlh 
knave;  the  fifth  a School-Mafcer,  a very  amorous  Pedant , 
run  almoft  mad  with  lludyof  Sonnets,  and  Complements 
out  of  old  Play-ends,  the  lall  an  Advocates  Clerk,  that 
fpeaks  pure  Fuifian  in  Law-terms:  excellent  Courtiers  all, 
and  all  as  ncatc  as  a Magnipoh  poft  new  painted , at  his 
entrance  to  an  ofbcc  •,  thou  lhalt  have  none  of  ’em.  Laugh 
at  ’em,  do.  1 fay  thou  fhalt  have  none  of  ’em. 

Lian.  Still  your  command  to  meflrall  Land  a Law. 

Hep.  Now  they  throng  like  fo  many  horfe-courfers  at  a 
air,  m clulfcers  about  the  Man  of  Art,  for  Love-powders, 
ingredients,  potions,  counfels,  poLures,  complements,  phil- 
ters ; the  Devil  and  the How  now  ^ Tumults  ? Batte- 

rieSjNoife?  ha,get  from  my  Lght.  ■ Clon»t  cries  tvithm. 

Enter  Forobolco,  and  Clown,  his  head  bloody. 

Clow.  Murthcr  me,  do,  pound  me  to  Mummy , do  j fee. 
what  will  come  on’t. 

Eoro.  Dog,le  ave  thy  fnarling,  or  I’ll  cut*thy  tongue  out, 
Thou  iin'ickt  Bear,  dar’ft  thou  yet  Land  my  fury. 

My  generous  rage  ? yet ! by  the  fulpherous  damps  1 

That  feed  the  hungry  and  inceflant  darknels. 

Which  curies  around  the  ^limAlapors  back, 

Mutter  again,  and  with  one  powerful  word, 

111  call  an  HcL:  up  fxomthQ Stygian  Lakes,  , 

Shall  waft  thee  to  the  Acherontick^  fens-. 

Where  chcak’t  with  MiLs  as  black  as  thy  impoLurcs, 

Thou  flialt  live  Lill  a dying. 

Clort\  Conjure  me  to  the  Devil  and  you  can,  I live  in  Hell 
upon  earth  already,  and  you  had  any  mercy,  youwoulcfmotj 
I prafl  ice  upon  a kind  heart  thus.  . ' '• 

Hop,  You  have  drawn  blood  from  him  Signior",'ls  his 
offence  unpardonable  ? 

Foro.  A lump  of  ignorance,  pray  fpeak  not  for  him, 

A drowfie  grofsnefs,  in  all  Chriltian  Kingdoms,  ^ ■ 

The  mention  of  my  art,  my  name,  my  praftife. 

Merit  and  Glory  hath  begot  at  once  i 

Delight  and  wonder;,  I’ll  not  be  entreated \ * 

Spare  interceflion  for  him, O thou  fcorn 

Of  learning,  fliame  of  duty  ^ muft  thy  Loth 

Draw  my  juL  fame  in  queLion  ? 1 difeharge  thee  ' 

From  my  fervicc  ^ fee  me  no  more  henceforth. 

Cbrv.  Difeharge  me ! Is  that  my  years  wages  ? 

I’ll  not  be  fo  anfw'er’d. 

Foro.  Not  Camel?  Sirrah  I am  liberal  to  thee^ 

Thou  hail  thy  life,  be  gone. 

CloTv.  Vengeance,  fvveet  vengeance. 

Foro.  De’e  mumble  ? 

Clotv.  I’ll  be  reveng’d,  monLrouLy,  fuddenly,  and  infatia- 
bly  my  bulk  begins  tolwell. 

F oro.  Homotolenton^  Pragmatophoros^  HelioPycorax. 
do.  Call  up  your  Spirits , I defie  ’em well , I’ll  have 
Law  for  my  broken  pate,  twelve  ounces  of  pure  blood  i Froy- 
weight.  In  defpight  of  thee  my  MaLer,  and  thy  MaLer  the 

grand  Devil  himfelf,  ■zz/W/cif./,  vindicta. Exit. 

Hflji.  Signior,  you  are  exceeding  mov’d. 

Alercy  upon  us,  What  terrible  words  thou  talk’ft? 
Foro.  A Have,  acurr— butbe  not  you  a frighted 
Young  Virgin,  ’twere  an  injury  to  fweetnefs : 

Should  any  rough  found  draw  from  your  cheeks. 

The  pretious  tinflure  which  makes  nature  proud 
Of  her  own  workmanlhip. 

I-lofi.  Wife,  Mark,  mark  that  Wife. 

Bian.  Shake  then  your  anger  off  Sir 
Foro.  You  command  it 

Fair  one,  mine  Hoft  and  HoLefs,  with  your  leaves 
I have  a motion  joyntly  to  you  all. 

Hopefs.  An  honeL  one  I hope. 

Hop  Well  put  in  Wife. 

Foro.  A very  neceflary  one,  the  Mefs 
And  half  of  fuitors,  that  attend  to  ufner 
Their  Loves  lir-reverence  to  your  daughter,  wait 


With  one  confent,  which  can  beft  pleafe  her  eye  •, 

In  oLering  at  a Dance,  I have  provided 

Muiick.  And,  ’twill  be  fomething  I dare  promife  . ■ 

Worthy  your  laughter.  Shall  they  have  admittance  ? ■ • 

Hop.  By  any  means,  for  I am  perfwaded  the  manner  will 
be  lo  , ^ _ ;;g-> 

Ridiculous,  that  it  will  confirm  the  aflurance  of  their  u'i.I 
Miferable  fooleries,  but  no  longer  trouble:  with  !em  here, 
Than  they  are  in  thefe  May-games.  .j;!  .jv 

Foro.  So  1 am  refolv’d.  ' . . i. ' p) 

Hopefs.  Nor  any  wife  word  of  fencelefs  love.  / --ij 

Foro.  Not  any  y I have  charm’d  them.  Did  you  fee  ;-;  n- 
How  they  prepar’d  themfelves?  how  they  Lroak  up  - ! . C 
Their  foretops,  how  they  juftleforthe  Looking- la  Is,  j-  • 
T o fet  their  faces  by  it  ■ _ see  they  Mifper. 

You  would  looK  for  fome  moL  impolTible  antick.  ^ 

Enter  Tailor,  Dancer,  Mule-driver,  School-Maftdr, 

! Clark : {all  rvithfeveral  papers.,  and  prefent 

'*em  to  Forobofeo.) 

Flop.  So,  fo,  fo,  fo,  here  flutter  the  neft  of  Hornets,  the 
hotch-potch  of  rafqallity  ^ now,  now,  now,  now,  the  dung- 
hill of  corruption  hath  yawn’d  forth  the  burthen  of  abho- 
mination.  1 am  vext,vext  to  the  foul,  will  rid  my  houfo  of 
this  unchriLen’d  fry,  and  never  open  my  doors  again, 

Foro.  Some  other  time.  I’ll  give  no  anlwer  now. 

But  have  preferred  your  fuits,  here  Ihew  your  cunning. 

FirL,  everyone  in  order  do  his  honor 

To  the  fair  mark  you  Ihoot  at courtly,  courtly. 

Convey  your  feveral  loves  in  lively  meafure : 

Come,  let  us  take  our  feates,  fome  fprightly  MuLck. 

Hop.  Dance  all  and  part, ’tis  a very  neceflary  farewell. 

Enter  Cxlario,  They  all  make  ridiculous  conges  t > Bi- 
anca; rank^themfelves  , and  dame  in  feveral 
pofures : during  the  dance.,  F.nter  Cx~ 

. fario,  'andpands  ojf, 

K 

Flop.  Well  done  my  luLy  bloods,  precifely  well  done. 
One  luLy  roufoof  Wine,  and  take  leave  on  all  fides. 

Cefar.  Thanks  for  your  Revels  Gentlemen accept 
This  Gold,  and  drink  as  freely  as  you  danc’d.  r.-u 

Flop.  My  noble  Lord  Cf/ario,  clear  the  rooms  Sirs. 

Foro.  Away.  Attend  youranfwers. 

ExeuntYoiOy  and  thofe  that  danced. 

Cefar.  With  your  favor  Kolando.,  I would  change  a word 
or  two  with  your  fair  daughter. 

Hop.  At  your  Lordfhips  pleafure,  come  Wife,  no  mut- 
tering, have  a care  Girle,  my  love,  fervice,  and  duty  to  your 
good  Lordfhip.  Exeunt  and  Wife. 

Cefar.  My  often  vi  fits  (fweet  Bianca')  cannot 
But  conLantly  inform  thy  judgment,  wherein 
Thy  happinefs  confiLs,  for  to  Leal  minutes 
From  great  imployments,  to  converfe  with  beauty. 

Lodg’d  in  fo  mean  a fortune,  to  lay  by 
Confideration  of  the  unequal  diLance 
Between  my  blood  and  thine,  to  Ihun  occafions 
Of  courtfhip  with  the  Ladies  of  the  time : 

Noble,  and  fair,  only  for  love  to  thee, 

MuL  of  necelfity  invite  a tendernefs:^ 

As  low  as  nature  could  have  Lampt  a Bondv^mans, 

To  entertain  quick  motions  of  rare  gratitude 
For  my  uncommon  favors. 

Bian.  ’Deed  my  Lord,  as  far  as  my  fimplicity  can  lead 
me, 

j freely  thank  your  curtefies. 

Cefar.  To  thank  them,  is  to  reward  them  pretty  one. 

Bian.  Then  teach  me 

How  I may  give  them  back  again  ^ in  truth 
I never  yet  receiv’d  a pair  of  Gloves : 

A trifling  Ring  from  any  that  expeTed 

An  cquall  fatisfadion,  but  as  willingly  . 

I parted  with  the  guift  unto  the  owner,  as  he  beflow’d  it. 

Cefar.  But 
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C£far.  But  I pour  before  thee 
Such  plenties,  as  it  lies  not  in  the  ability 
Ofthy  whole  kindred,  to  return  proportionable 
One  for  a thouland. 

BijH.  You  my  l ord  conclude 
For  my  inftrudion,  to  ingage  a debt 
Beyond  a poffibilityof  paiment, 

1 ever  thought  a fin  ^ and  therefore  jufrly 
Without  conceit  of  fcorn,  or  curious rudenefs, 

I muft  refufe  your  bounty. 

Cefar.  Canlt  thou  love  ? 

Biaft.  Love!  Is  there  fuch  a word  in  any  Language 
That  carries  honeft  fence  ? 

Cefar.  Never  dwelt  ignorance 
In  fb  fweet-lhap’t  a building  : lore,  Bianca^ 

Is  that  firm  knot  which  ties  two  hearts  in  one  t 
Shall  ours  be  tied  fo  ? 

Bian.  life  a plainer  word. 

My  Lord.  In  Head  of  tyes,  fay  marries  hearts^ 

Then  I may  underhand. 

Cdfar.  Their  hearts  are  married 
Whofe  enterchange  of  pleafures,  and  embraces^ 

Soft  kifies,  and  the  privacies  of  fweets, 

Keeps  conftant  league  together,  wlien  temptation 
Of  great  mens  oathes  and  gifts,  lhall  urge  contempt^ 

Rather  than  batter  refolution,  novelty 
Of  fights,  or  tafiie  of  new  delights  in  wantonnefs. 

Breeds  furfeit  more  than  appetite  in  any 
Referv’d  to  noble  vowes  \ my  excellent  Maid, 

Live  thou  but  true  to  me,  and  my  contents. 

Mine  only,  that  no  partner  may  partake  ^ _ 

The  treafure  of  thofe  fweets  thy  youth  yet  glories  lUj 

And  I will  raife  thy  lownefs  to  abundance 

Of  all  varieties,  and  more  triumph 

In  fuch  a Miftris,  than  great  Princes  doating 

On  truth-betraying  Wives. 

Bian.  Thus  to  yield  up  then 
The  cottage  of  my  virtue,  to  be  fwallow’d 
By  fome  hard-neighbouring  Landlord,  fuch  as  you  are, 

Is  in  efFeib  to  love,  a Lord  fo  vicious ! 

O where  fnali  innocence  find  fome  poor  dwelling. 

Free  from  temptations  tyranny; 

Ce^ar.  Nayprethee.  ^ j n a 

By  an.  Gay  clothes,  high  feeding,  eafie  beds  or  lult, 
Change  of  unfeemly  fights  \ with  bafe  dilcourle, 

Draw  curies  onyourPallaces’,  for  my  part. 

This  I will  be  confirm’d  in,  I will  eate 

The  bread  of  labour,  know  no  other  reft 

Than  what  is  earn’d  from  honeft  pains,  ere  once  more 

Lend  ear  to  your  vile  toyles  • Sir,  would  you  were 

As  noble  in  defires,  as  I couldbe  in  knowing  virtue. 

Pray  do  not  afflid  a poor  foul  thus. 

Cefar.  I fwear to  me? (Bmczjiealesofi 

lEnter  a Gentleman. 

Gent. The  Duke  my  Lord  commands  your  fpeedy  prefeno 
For  anfwering  agrievances  lately  urg’d 
Againft  you  by  your  Mother? 

Cefar.  By  my  Mother. 

Gent.  The  Court  is  near  on  fitting. 

ar^r.  I wait  on  it  Sir, Exeunt.  ^ 

Enter  Duke,Magiftrate,Secretary,Baptifta,  Attendants, 
Mentivole  ; Qhey  fit')  Mentivole  fiands  by. 

Duke.  What  wafte  of'blood,what  tumults, what  divilions, 

What  outrages,  what  uprores  in  a State, 

' Fadions,  though  ilfuingfrom  mean  fprlngs  at  hrit,- 
Have  (notreftrain’d)  flowed  to,  the  fad  example 
At  Home,  between  the  Vrfins  and  Columni  s ; 

Nay, here  at  home, mFlorence.,  ’twixt  the  Neers 
And  the  Bianchi,  can  too  mainly  witnefs. 

I fit  not  at  the  Helm  (my  Lords)  of  Sovereignty 
Deputed  Pilot  for  the  Common-wealth,  ^ 

To  fleep  while  others  fteere  (as  their  wild  fancies 
Shall  counfcl)  by  the  compafsof  dilbrders. 

Baptiftay  Tins  Ihort  Preface  is  di reded 


Chiefly  to  you,  the  petty  brawls  and  quarrels 
Late  urg’d  betwixt  th’  Alberti  and  your  family  ; 

Muft,  yes,and  lhall,  like  tender  unknit  joynts. 

Fallen  again  together  of  themfelves : 

Or  like  an  angry  Chyrurgion,  we  will  ule 
The  roughneft  of  our  juftice,  to  cut  off 
The  ftubborn  rancour  of  the  limbes  offending; 

Bap.  Moft  gracious 

Ditl{e.  Our  commaUd  was  fignified. 

That  neither  of  the  followers  of  each  party 
Should  appear  here  with  weapons. 

Bap.  ’Tis  obey’d  Sir,  on  my  fide. 
puke.  We  muft  leave  the  general  caufc 
Ol  State  employments,  to  give  car  to  brawls  ' 

Of  fome  particular  grudges^  pollitick  government 
For  tutor’d  Princes,  but  no  more  henceforth. 

Enter  Mariana,  a«^/Clari(la  at  one  door ^ Celario 
at  the  other. 

Our  frown  lhall  check  prefumption,  not  our  clemency; 

Mari.  All  bleflingsdue  to  unpartial  Princes, 

Crown  Florence  with  eternity  of  happinefs. 

Ce[ar.  If  double  Prayers  can  double  bleffings  (great  Sir) 
Mine  joyn  for  your  profperity  with  my  Mothers. 

Duke.  Rife  both  ^ now  briefly  (Lady  ) without  circum- 
ftance 

Deliver  thole  agrievances,  which  lately 
Your  importunity  polfeft  our  Counlel, 

Were  fit  for  audience,  wherein  you  petition’d^ 

You  might  be  heUrd  without  an  Advocate, 

Which  boon  you  find  is  granted. 

Mari.  Though  divided. 

I ftand  between  the  Laws  of  truth  and  raodefty^ 

Yet  let  my  griefs  have  vent : Yet  t he  clearnefs 
Of  ftrange  necelTity  requires  obedience 
To  nature  and  your  Mercy,  in  my  weeds 
Of  mourning,  emblems  of  too  dear  misfortunes. 

Badges  of  griefs,  and  Widdowhood,  the  burthen 
Ofmy  charg’d  foul,  muft  be  laid  down  before  you; 
Wherein,  if  ftrift  opinion  cancel  Iliame, 

My  frailty  is  my  plea ; 

Stand  forth  young  Man, 

And  hear  a ftory  that  will  ftrike  all  reafon 
Into  amazement, 

Cefar.  I attend. 

Mar.  Alberto  (peace  dwell  upon  his  afhes)  ftiil  the  hus- 
band 

Of  my  remembrance  and  unchanging  vowes, 

Has,  by  his  death,  left  to  his  heir  pofiefllon 
Of  fair  revenew,which  this  young  man  claimes 
As  his  inheritance.  I urg’d  him  gently. 

Friendly,  and  privately,  *to  grant  a partage 
Of  this  eftate  to  her  who  ownes  it  all , 

This  his  fuppofed  Sifter. 

Bap.  How  fuppofod  ? 

Cefar.  Pray  Madam  recolleft;  your  felf. 

Mar.  Therelilh 

Of  a ftrange  truth  begins  to  work  like  Phyfick 
Already : I have  bitternefs  to  mingle 
With  thefe  preparatives,  fo  deadly  loathfome; 

It  will  quite  choak  digeftion ; fiiortly  hear  it 
Cefario.^  fot  1 dare  not  rob  unjuftly 
The  poor  foul  of  his  name  •,  this,  this  Cefario 
Neither  for  Father  had  Alberto.,  me 
For  Mother,  nor  Clariffa  for  his  Sifter; 

Clarif  Mother,  O Mother. 

Ment.  I am  in  a Dream  fure. 

Vukp.  No  interruptions.  Lady  on. 

Mari.  Miftake  not. 

Great  Duke  of  Tnfcany.,  or  the  beginninlg 

Or  procefs  of  this  novelty  •,  my  husband 

The  now  deceas’d  Alberto.,i'[om.  his  youth 

In-ur’d  to  an  impatiency,  and  roughnefs 

Of  difpofition,  when  not  many  months 

After  our  Marriage  were  worn  out,  repinM 

At 
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-At  the  iinfritfiil  barrennefs  of  youth, 

Which,  as  he  pleas’d  to  terme  it,  cut  our  hopes  off' 
From  biefling  of  fome  ifiiie  ^ to  prevent  it 
I grew  ambitious  of  no  fairer  honor 
Than  to  preferve  his  love,  and  asoccailons 
Still  call’d  him  fromme,  ftudied  in  his  abfence 
How  I might  frame  his  welcome  home  with  comfort. 
Atlnfl  I fain’d  my  felf  with  Child  ^ theMellage 
Of  frecdome,  or  relief,  to  one  half  Itarv’d 
In  prilon,  is  not  utter’d  with  fuch  greedinefs 
Of  cxpccldation,  and  delight,  as  this  was 
T o my  m iich  alfecT:ed  Lord  •,  his  care,  his  goodnefs ; 
(Fardon  me  that  I life  the  word)  exceeded 
All  former  fears,  the  hour  of  my  deliverance 
-As  I pretended,  drawing  near,  I falhion’d 
birth-rights  at  a Country  Garden-houfe, 

Where  then  my  Faulk’ners  Wife  was  brought  a bee} 

Of  this  cefario  •,  him  I owm’d  for  mine  ^ 

Prefented  him  unto  a joyful  Father. 

Vuke:  Can  vou  prove  this  true  ? 

Mari.  Proef.  I have  molt  evident^ 

But  oh  the  curfe  of  my  impatiency  ^ fnortly, 

E’r  three  new  Moons  had  fpent  their  Dorrow'’d  Lights, 
i grew  with  Child  indeed,  ib  juft  is  Heaven, 

The  iiliieof  which  burthen  was  this  Daughter 
Judge  noivmoft  gracious  Prince,  my  Lords  and  you,. 
What  combats  then,  and  fince,  ■ I have  indur’d, 

Between  a Mothers  piety,  and  v/eaknefs 
Of  a Soul  trembling  Wife  •,  to  have  reveal’d 
This  fecrct  to  Alberto^  had  been  danger 
Of  ruin  to  my  fame,  befides  the  conflicT: 

Of  his  diftractions now  to  have  fuppreft  it. 

Were  to  defeat  my  Child,  my  only  Child, 

Of  her  inoft  lawful  honors,  and  inheritance. 

C.cfario^  th’art  a Man  ftill.  Education 
Hath  moulded  thee  a Gentleman,  continue  lb  \ 

Let  not  this  fall  from  greatnefs  fink  thee  lower 
Than  worthy  thoughts  may  warrant,  yet  chfclainT 
All  intereft  in  ^/^crio’s  blood,  thou  haft  not 
One  drop  of  his  or  mine. 

Viiks-  Produce  your  witnefs. 

Marian.  The  Faulconers  Wife  his  Mother, 

And  fuch  women  as  waited  then  upon  me, 
i Sworn  to  the  privacy  of  this  great  fecret. 

I Give  them  all  their  Oaths. 

Cejar.  O let  me  crave  forbearance,  gracious  Sir^ 
Vouchlafe  me  hearing. 

Duke.  Speak  Cdefario. 

Cefar^  Thus  long 

: I have  ftood  filent,2nd  with  no  unwillingnefs. 

Attended  the  relation  of  my  fall. 

From  a fair  expedation  ^ what  I fear’d 
(Since  the  firft  fyllabic  this  Lady  utter’d 
Of  my  not  being  hers)  benevolent  Fates 
Have  cas’d  me  off*,  for  to  be  bafely  born. 

If  not  bafe-born,  detrads  not  from  the  bounty 
Of  natures  freedom,  or  an  honeft  birth. 

Nobility  claim’d  by  the  right  of  blood, 

Shevves  chiefly,  that  our  Anceftors  defir’d 
What  we  inherit but  that  Man  whofe  adions 
Purchafe  a real  merit  to  himfelf. 

And  ranckshira  in  the  file  of  praife  and  honor. 

Creates  his  own  advancement  ^ let  me  want 
The  fuel  which  belt  feeds  the  fires  of  greatnefs, 

I-  ordly  podellions,  yet  fliall  ftill  my  gratitude 
By  fome  attempts , of  mention  not  unworthy. 
Endeavour  to  return  a fit  acquittance 
To  that  large  debt  I owe  your  favours  (Madam)- 
And  great  memory  and  goodnefs  ^ 

0 that  1 could  as  gently  ftiake  off  paffion 

For  the  lolsof  that  great  brave  Man,  as  I can  ftiake  off 
Remembrace  of  that  once  I was  reputed  ^ 

1 have  not  much  to  fay,  this  Princely'  pr-efence 
N ecds  not  too  ftridly  to  examine  farther 


The  truth  of  this  acknowledgment : a Mother 
Dares  never  difavow  her  only  Fon 
And  any  woman  muft  come  ftiort'of  Piety 

That  can,  or  dif. inherit  her  own  iflue  * 

Or  fears  the  voice  of  rumor  for  a ftranger. 

■Madam,  you  have  confeft,  my  Father  was 
A Feryant  to  your  Lord  and  you  : by  intereft 
f being  his  Ion,  I cannot  but  claim  juftly 
The  honor  of  continuing  ftill  myfervice 
lo  you  and  yours  -,  which  granted,  I beg  leave 
I may  for  this  time  be  difmift.  ^ 

Duk^.  Bold  Ipirit. 

Bap.  I love  thee  now  with  pitty  i 

Dukp.  Go  not  yet 

A hidden  tempeft  that  might  lhake  a rock 
^et  he  liands  firm  agamft  it-  much  it  moves  me 
He,  not  AlbertPs  fen,  and  ftie  a Widdow  ’ 

Andlhea  Widdow,  — Lords  your  ear,' 

O nines.  Your  pieaFcre mifpers. 

cO,  Lady,  what  you  have  avouch’d  is  truth. 

Man.  Truth  only,  gracious  Sir. 

Duke.  Hear  then  our  Sentence. 

Since  from  his  cradle  you  have  fed  and  fofter’d 
C£fario  as  your  Son,  and  train’d  him  up 
To  hopes  of  greatnefs^  which  now  in  a moment 
You  utterly  again  have  ruin’d,  this  way 

refolv’d,  you  being 

A Widdow,  lhall  accept  him  for  a husband. 

Maria.  Husband  to  me.  Sir? 

Dukp.  ’Tis  in  ,us  to  raife  him 
To  honors,  and  his  vertues  will  delerve  ’em. 

Afaria.  But  Sir,  ’tis  in  no  Prince,  nor  his  Prerogative, 
To  force  a Womans  choice  againft  her  heart. 

Du^.  True,  if  then  you  appeale  to  higher  Juftice, 

Gur  Doom  mcludes  this  claufe  upon  refulal. 

Out  of  your  Lords  revenues  ftiall  Cefario 
Afliire  to  any,  whom  he  takes  for  Wife, 

The  inheritance  of  three  parts  ^ the  left  remainer 
Is  dowry  large  enough  to  marry  a daughter  j 
And  we  by  our  Prerogative,  which  you  queftion. 

Will  publickly  adopt  him  into  th’name 
Of  your  deceas’d  Alberto.^  that  the  memory 
Of  lb  approv’d  a Peer  may  live  in  him 
That  can  preferve  his  memory  ’left  you  find  out! 

Some  other  means,  which  may  as  amply  latisfie 
His  wrong,  our  Sentence  ftands  irrevocable ; 

What  think  you  Lords? 

Omnes.  The  Duke  is  juft  and  honorable. 

Bap.  Let  me  embrace  C^Jario^  henceforth  evetr 
I vow  a conftant  friendfliip. 

Mentivoie.  I remit  all  former  difference. 

Ce/ar.  I am  too  poor 

In  words  to  thank  this  Juftice,  Madam.)  alwayes 
My  ftudics  fhall  be  love  to  you,  and  duty. 

Dukp,  Replies  we  admit  none.  Cefario  wait  on  us. 

Exeunt.  Manent^  Mentivoie,  Bap.  Mari.  Clarif. 
Bap.  Mentivoie. 

Menti.  My  Lord. 

Bap.  Look  onC/^r;J/If,fhe’s  noble,  rich,  young,  fair. 
Mentivoie.  My  Lord,  and  virtuous. 

Bap.  Mentivoie  and  virtuous.-— 

Marta.  Tyranny  of  Juftice,  I fhall  live  reports  derifion, 
That  am  compell’d  to  exchange  a graceful  W’iddow-hood 
For  a continual  Maityrdome  in  Marriage, 

With  one  lb  much  beneath  me.  ’ 

Bap.  I’ll  plead  for  ye 

Boldly  and  conftantly,  let  your  daughter  only 
Admitmyfbnherfervant,at  next  vifit. 

Madam,  I’ll  be  a meflenger  of  comfort. 

Mentivoie,  be  confident  and  earneft.  Exit. 

Maria.  Married  again,  to  him  too!  better  ’thad  been 
The  young  Man  fliould  have  ftill  retain’d  the  honors 
Of  old  Albertos  fbn,  than  I the  fhame 
Of  making  him  fuccefibr  of  his  bed  ■,  I was  too  blame.  : 

Ment.  Indeed 
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Ment.  Indeed  without  offence, 

Madam  I think  you  were, 

Claris.  You  urge  it  fairly,  and  like  a worthy  friend. 

Maria.  Can  you  fay  any  thing 
In  commendation  of  a Muffiroom  withered 
Affbon  as  ilarted  up  > 

Ment.  You  fcorn  an  Innocent 
Of  noble  growth,  for  whiles  your  husband  liv’d 
I have  heard  you  boafl  Ccfario  in  all  actions 
Gave  matter  of  report  of  Imitation, 

Wonder  and  envy  ^ let  not  difcontinuance 
Of  Ibme  few  dayseffrange  a fweet  opinion 
Of  virtue , cheifly  when,  in  fuch  extremity. 

Your  pitty  not  contempt  will  argue  goodnefs. 

Maria.  O Sir. 

Cla.  If  you  would  ufe  a thriving  courtfhip. 

You  cannot  utter  a more  powerfull  language 
That  I fliall  liden  to  with  greater  gr#edinels 
Than  th’argument  you  profecutc  j this  fpcaks  you 
A man  compleat  and  excellent. 

Ment.  I fpeak  not,  they  are  his  own  delerts. 

Maria.  Good  Sir  forbear, 

I am  now  fully  fenfible  of  running 
Into  aviolent  Lethargy,  whole  deadlinels 
Locks  up  all  realbn,  I lhall  never  henceforth 
Remember  my  paff  happinefs. 

Meytt.  Thefe  clouds  may  be  difperft. 

Maria.  I fear  continuall  night 
Will  over-lhroud  me,  yet  poor  youth  his  trefpafs 
Lies  in  his  fortune,  not  the  cruelty 
Of  the  Duke’s  fentence. 

C/a:,  I dare  think  it  does. 

Maria.  If  all  fail  I will  learn  thee  to  conquer 
Adverllty  with  fufferance. 

You  refolve  Nobly.  'Exeunt. 


JHtis  Quartui, 

Scdcna  Prima. 

Efiter  Cefario  and  a Servant. 

Cefar.  Let  any  friend  have  entrance. 

Servant.  Sir  a’ffiall. 

Cefar.  Any,  I except  none. 

S'erv.  We  know,  your  mind  Sir  -—Exit. 

Cefar.  Pleafures  admit  no  bounds. 

I am  pitcht  fo  high 

To  fuch  a growth  of  full  profperities 

That  to  conceal  my  fortunes  were  an  injury 

To  gratefulnefs,  and  thofe  more  liberall  favours 

By  whom  my  glories  profper.  He  that  Howes 

In  gracious  and  fwolne  tydes  of  belt  abundance. 

Yet  will  be  Ignorant  of  his  own  fortunes, 

Deferves  to  live  contemn’d,  and  dye  forgotten  j 
The  harvell  of  my  hopes  is  now  already 
Ripen’d  and  gather’d,  I can  fatten  youth 
W ith  choice  of  plenty,  and  fupplics  of  comforts. 
My  fate  fprings  in  my  own  hand,  and  I’ll  ufe  it. 

Enter  2 Servants  and  Biancha. 

1 ’Tis  my  place, 

2 Yours?  here  fair  one.  I’ll  aquaintmy  Lord. 

1 He’s  here,  go  to  him  boldly. 

2 Pleafe  you  to  let  him  underftand  how  readily 
I waited  on  your  errand  ? 

I Saucy  fellow,  you  mult  excufe  his  breeding. 

Cefar.  What’s  tlie  matter  ? 


Biancha.,  my  Biancha.,  to  your  offices.  Exit  Ser. 

This  vilit  ( Sweet)  from  thee  ( my  pretty  dear  ) 

By  how  much  more  ’twas  unexpeded,  comes 
So  much  the  more  timely ; witnefs  this  free  welcome 
What  ere  occafion  Jed  thee.  ^ 

Bian:  You  mult  guefs  Sir, 

Yet  indeed  ’tis  a rare  one. 

Cef.  Prethee  fpeak  it,  my  honeff;  virtuous  maid. 

Bian.  Sir  I have  heard 
Of  your  misfortunes,  and  I cannot  tell  you 
\Affiether  I have  more  caufe  of  joy  or  fadnels, 

1 o know  they  are  a truth.  * 

Cef.  What  truth  Biancha  > misfortunes,  how,  wherein  ? 

Biait.  You  are  difelaym’d 
For  being  the  Lord  Alherto^s  Son,  and  publickly 
Acknowledg’d  of  as  mean  a birth  as  mine  is. 

It  cannot  chufe  but  greive  ye. 

Cef  Greive  me?  ha  ha  ha  ha?  is  this  all? 

Bian.  This  all  ? 

Cef.  Thou  art  forty  for’t 
I warrant  thee : alas  good  foul,  Biancha., 

That  which  thou  call’ft  misfortune  is  my  happinefs 
My  happinefs  Biancha. 

Bian  If  you  love  me,  it  may  prove  mine  too. 

Cef.  May  it  ? I will  love  thee. 

My  good,  good  maid. 

If  that  can  make  thee  happy,- 
Better  and  better  love  thee, 

Bian.  Without  breach  then 
Of  modeffy  I come  to  claime  the  Interefl 
Your  proteftations,  both  by  vows  and  letters. 

Have  made  me  owner  of:  from  the  firff:  hour 

I faw  you,  I confefs  I wdfht  I had  been 

Or  not  fo  much  below  your  rank  and  greatnefs. 

Or  not  fo  much  above  thole  humble  flames 

That  fhould  have  warm’d  my  bofome  with  a temperate 

Equality  of  defires  in  equal  fortunes. 

Still  as  you  utter’d  Language  of  affbflion, 

I courted  time  to  pafs  more  f.owly  on 
That  I might  turn  more  fool  to  lend  attention 
To  what  I durlb  not  credit,  nor  yet  hope  for: 

Yetflill  as  more  I heard,  I wiflit  to  hear  more. 

Cef  Didff:  thou  introth  wench  ? 

Biajt.  Willingly  Betraid 
Afy  felf  to  hopelefs  bondage. 

Cef.  A good  girl, 

I thought  I fhould  not  mils 
What  ere  thy  anfwer  was. 

Biancha.  But  as  I am  a maid  Sir,  and  I’faith 
You  may  believe  me,  for  I am  a maid, 

So  dearly  I refpeTed  both  your  fame 
And  quality,  that  I would  firfl  have  perifht 
In  my  fick  thoughts  than  ere  have  given  confent 
To  have  undone  your  fortunes  by  inviting 
A marriage  with  fo  mean  an  one  as  1 am. 

I fhould  have  dyed  fiare,  and  no  creature  known 
The  ficknefs  that  had  kill’d  me. 

Cef  Pretty  heart,  good  Soul,  alas,  alas. 

Bian.  Now  fince  1 know 

There  is  no  cjiffercnce  ’twixt  your  birth  and  mine,  , 
Not  much  ’twixt  our  effates,  if  any  be. 

The  advantage  is  on  my  fide,  I come  willingly 
To  tender  you  the  firfl  fruits  of  my  heart,  ^ 

-And  am  content  t’accept  you  for  my  husband. 

Now  when  you  are  at  lovvefr. 

Cef.  For  a husband  ? 

Speak  fadly,  dofl  thou  mean  fo  ? 

Bian.  In  good  deed  Sir, 

’Tis  pure  love  makes  this  proffer. 

Cef  I believe  thee. 

What  counfail  urg’d  thee  on,  tell  me,  thy  Father 
My  worfliipfull  fmug  Hofl  ? waft  not  he  wench  ? 

Or  mother  Hoftefs  ? ha  ? 

Bian.  D’ee  mock  my  parentage  ? 

Odd  I doe 
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^ doe  not  fcorn  yours. 

Mean  iblks  are  as  worthy 

To  be  well  fpoken  of  if  they  deferve  well, 

Asfome  whole  onely  fame  lies  in  their  blood, 

O y’are  a proud  poor  man ; all  your  oaths  fallhood, 

Yo^r  vows  deceit,  your  letters  forg’d,  and  wicked. 

Ceji  ThouMft  be  my  wife,  I dare  fwear. 

Bian.  Had  your  heart. 

Your  hand  and  tongue  been  twins,  you  had  reputed 
This  courtefy  a benefit. 

Cef.  Simplicity,  , 

How  prettily  thou  mov’d  me  ? why  Biancha.^ 

Report  has  coz’ned  thee,  I am  not  fallen 
From  my  expeTed  honors,  or  pofleflions. 

Though  from  the  hope  of  birthright. 

Are  you  not  ? 

Then  I am  loft  again,  I have  a fuit  too^ 

You’ll  grant  it  if  yoube  a good  man. 

Cef.  Any  thing, 

Bian.  Pray  doe  not  talk  of  ought  what  I have  faid  fee, 
Cef  As  I wi  fn  hejrith  I will  not. 

Bian.  Pitty  me,  but  never  love  me  more. 

Cef.  Nay  now  y’are  cruell, 

W’hy  alithefe  tears? Thou  flialt  not  go. 

Bun.  1 11  pray  for  ye 

That  you  may  have  a virtuous  wife,  a fair  one, 

And  when  I am  dead 

Cef  Fy,  fy. 

Bun.  Think  on  me  fometiraes, 

With  mercy  for  this  trefpafs. 

Cef  Let  us  kifs 
At  parting  as  at  coming. 

Bun.  This  1 have 

As  a free  dovVer  to  a virgins  grave. 

All  goodnefs  dwell  with  ye. Exit. 

Cf.  Harmelels  ! unskilPd:, 

What  hanfome  toyes  are  maids  to  play  with  ? 

Enter  Mariana  and  Clarifft. 


How  innocent  ? but  I have  other  thoughts 

Of  nobler  meditation. my  felicity, 

Thou  commeftasi  could  wifli,  lend  me  a lip 
Soft  as  melting  as  when  old  yhberto 
After  his  firft  nights  triall  taking  farewell 
Of  thy  youth’s  conqueft  tailed. 

Afarij.  You  are  uncivil!. 

Cef  I will  be  Lord  of  my  own  plealures,  Madam 
Y'arc  mine,  mine  freely. 

Come,  no  whimpering  henceforth 

New  con  the  leftons  of  loves  beft  experience. 

That  our  delights  may  meet  in  equal  meafure 
Of  refolutions  and  deliresj  this  fullenels 
isfeurvy,  I like  it  not. 

Mar.  Be  modeft. 

And  do  not  learn  Cefirio  how  to  proftitutc 
The  not  of  thy  hopes  to  common  folly, 

Take  a fad  womans  word,  how  ere  thoudoaflt 
Upon  the  prefent  graces  of  thy  greatnes. 

Yea  I am  not  falen  fo  below  my  conftancy 
To  virtue,  nor  the  care  which  I once  tend’rcd 
For  thy  behoof  that  1 prefer  a fentence 
Of  cruelty  before  my  honor. 

C ef.  Honor ! 

A'^aru.  Hear  me,  thou  feeft  this  girl ! now  the  comfort 
Of  my  laft  days.  She  is  the  onely  pledge 
Of  a bed  truely  noble;  Iheehad  a father 
( I need  not  fpeak  him  more  than  thou  remembreft  ) 
Whom  to  difhonor  by  a meaner  choice. 

Were  injury  and  infamy. 

Clarif.  To  goodnes. 

To  time  and  virtuous  mention. 

Mar.  1 have  vow’d, 


Obferve  me  now  Cefark.^  that  how  ere 
may  be  forc’d  to  marry,  yet  no  tyranny, 

Perfuafions,  flattery,  guifts,  intreats,  or  tortures. 

Shall  draw  me  to  a Iccond  bed. 

Clar.  Tis  juft  too. 

Maria.  Yes  and  ’tis  juft  Clarijsa.  I allow 
The  Duke’s  late  fentence,  am  refolr’d  young  man 
To  be  thy  wife,  but  when  the  ceremony 
Of  marriage  is  perform’d,  in  life  I will  be. 

Though  notinname,  awiddow. 

C ef.  Pray  a word  t’ee. 

Shall  I in  earned:  never  be  your  bedfellow? 

Maria.  Never,  O never  j and  ’tis  for  your  good  too. 

Cef.  Prove  that. 

Mar.  Alas  too  many  years  are  numbred 
In  my  account  to  entertain  the  benefit 
Which  youth  in  thee  Cefario^  and  ability 
Might  hope  for  and  require,  it  were  Injuftice 
To  rob  a gentleman  deferving  memory 
Of  I flue  to  prelerve  it. 

Cef.  No  more  herein,  ^ 

You  are  an  excellent  “pattern  of  true  piety. 

Let  me  now  turn  your  advocate.  Pray  look  into 
The  order  of  the  Duke.  Injoyn’d,  admit 
I fatisfie  the  fentence  without  mariage 
With  you,  how  then? 

Mar.  Cefario. 

Cef.  If  I know 

How  to  acquit  your  fears,  yet  keep  th’injundion 
In  every  claufe  whole  and  entire,  your  charity 
Will  call  me  ftill  your  fervant. 

Mar.  Still  my  Ibn. 

Cef.  Right  Madam,  now  you  have  it,  ftill  your  fbn. 

The  Genius  of  your  bleflings  hath  inftrufted 
Your  tongue  oraculoufly,  we  will  forget 
How  once  I and  Clan  fa  enterchang’d 
The  tyes  of  brother  and  of  After,  henceforth 
New  ftile  us  man  and  wife. 

Cla.  By  what  authority.? 

CeJ.  Heavens  great  appointment,  yet  in  all  my  dotage'-^^ 
On  thy  perfedions,  when  I thought  Clarifsa 
W’e  had  been  pledges  of  one  womb,  no  lofe 
No  wanton  heat  of  youth,  defir’d  to  claime 
Priority  in  thy  affedions,  other 
Than  nature  might  commend.  Chaftly  I tend’red 
Thy  welfare  as  a brother  ought but  fince 
Our  bloods  are  ftrangers,  let  our  hearts  contrad 
A long  lifc-Iafting  unity,  for'  this  way 
The  fentence  is  to  be  obferv’d  or  no  way. 

Mar.  Then  no  way. 

Cef.  I expeded  other  anlwer  Madam  from  you. 

Mar.  No,  every  age  lhall  curfe  me. 

The  monfter,  and  the  prodigie  of  nature. 

Horrors  beyond  extremity. 

Cla.  Pray  mother  confine  the  violence  of  greif. 

Cef  Yes  mother,  pray  do. 

Mar.  Thus  fome  catch  at  a matrons  honor 
By  flying  lull  to  plot  Inceftuous  witchcrafts. 

More  terrible  than  whoredomes  ^ cruell  mercy ! 

When  to  prelerve  the  body  from  a death 
The  foul  is  ftrangled. 

Cef  This  is  more  than  palflon. 

It  comes  near  to  diftradion. 

Mar.  I am  quieted. 

Cefario^y  thou  mayeft  tell  the  Duke  fecurely 
Alberto* s titles,  honors  and  revenues. 

The  Duke  may  give  away,  enjoy  them  thou. 

Ctariffas  birthright,  Marianas  dower 
Thou  lhalt  be  Lord  of  j turn  us  to  the  world 
Vnpittied  and  unfriended,  yet  my  bed 
Thou  never  fleep’ft  in  ^ as  for  her  ^ Ihe  hears  me. 

If  Ihe  as  much  as  in  a thought  confent^ 

That  thou  may’ft  call  her  wife,  a Mothers  curie 
Shall  never  leave  her. 

Clar. 
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C/rfr,  As  a brother  once 
I lov’d  you,  as  a noble  friend  yet  honor  ye. 

But  for  a husband  fir,  I dare  not  own  you/ 

My  faith  is  given  already. 

Cef.  To  a Villain,  I’ll  cut  his  throat. 

Mar.  Why  this  is  inoretlian  palTion? 

It  comes  near  a diftradion. 

Clar.  Call  to  mind  Sir. 

How  much  you  have  abated  of  that  goodnels 
Which  once  reign’d  in  ye,  they  appear’d  lo  lovely 
That  fuch  as  friendfhip  led  to  oblervation 

Enter  Baptijia  and  Mentivole. 

I 

Courted  the  great  example. 

Cef.  Left,  and  flatter’d  into  a broad  derifion  ? 

Mar.  Why  d’ee  think  fo  .> 

My  Lord  Baptijia.^  is  your  Son  grown  cold 
In  halting  on  the  marriage,  which  his  vows 
Have  feal’d  to  my  wrong’d  daughter  ? 

Bap.  We  come  Lady,  to  confummate  the  contrad. 

CeJ.  With  Mentivole  < is  he  the  man  ? 

Ment.  C/anffai.,  troth  and  mine, 

C efario.,  are  recorded  in  a charader 

So  plain  and  certain , that  except  the  hand 

Of  heaven,  which  writ  it  firft,  would  blot  it  out  again, 

No  humane  power  Can  raze  it. 

Cef  But  lay  you  fo  too  young  Lady  ? 

Cla.  I Ihould  elle  betray 

My  heart  to  falihood,  and  my  tongue  to  perjury. 

Cef.  Madam,  you  knowthefentence. 

Bap.  From  the  Duke, 

I have  particular  comlorts  which  require 
A private  care. 

Mar.  I Ihall  approve  it  gladly 
' We  are  relblv’d  Ceftno. 

Bap.  Be  not  infolent  upon  a Princes  favor. 

Cla.  Looie  no  glory. 

Your  younger  years  have  piirchafi:. 

Ment.  And  deferved  too,  v'have  many  worthy  frelnds. 
Bap.  Prelerve  and  ulc  them,  txmnt^  Manet  C far. 
Cef.  Good,  very  good,  wb)  here’s  a complement 
Of  mirth  in  defperation,  I could  curie 
My  fate;  O with  what  fpeed  men  tumbledown 
From  hopes  that  fbar  too  high.  Biancba  now 
May  Icorn  me  juftly  too,  Clarijfa  married, 

Albertos  widdow  refolute,  Biancba 
Refus’d,  and  Iforlaken;  let  me  ftudy, 

I can  but  die  a Batchelor  that’s  the  worlt  on’t,  Exit. 

Enter  Hojl.^  Taylor.^  Mnliter.^  Dancer.^  Tedant.,  Coxcombs. 

Hft.  Come  Gentlemen, 

This  is  the  day  that  our  gieat  artift  hath 
Promis’d  to  give  all  your  feverall  fuits  faisfadion. 

Ejancer.  Is  he  ftirring  ? 

Hof.  He  hath  been  at  his  book  thefe  to  hours. 

Pedant.  He’s  a rare  Phyfitian. 

Hof.  Why  I’ll  tell  you, 

VVere  Paraceljuf  the  German  now 
Living,  he’d  take  up  his  Angle  rapier  againll  his 
Terrible  long  fword,  he  makes  it  a matter  of  nothing 
To  cure  the  gout,  fore  eyes  he  takes  out  as  familiarly, 
Walhes  them,  and  puts  them  in  again. 

As  you’d  blanch  almonds. 
jay.  They  fay  he  can  make  gold. 

Hof.  I,  I,  he  learnt  it  of  Kelly  in  Germanny. 

There’s  not  a Chymift 

In  chriftendoroe  can  goe  beyond  him  for  multiplying. 

Pedant.  Take  heed  then^ 

He  get  not  up  your  daughters  belly  my  HoR. 

H(f.  You  are  a merry  Gentleman 
And  the  man  of  art  will  love  you  the  better; 

. I Dancer,  Does  he  love  mirth  and  crotchets  ? 


Hof.  Ohe’s  the  moft  courteous  Phyfitian, 
i'ou  may  drink  or  drab  in’s  company  freely. 

The  better  he  knows  how  your  dileale  grows. 

The  better  he  knows  how  to  cure  it. 

Dane.  But  I wonder  my  Holt 
He  has  no  more  relort  of  Ladyes  to  him. 

Hyi.  \\  hy  Sir  > 

Dan.  O divers  of  them  have  great  beleifin  conjurers : 
Lechery  is  a great  help  to  the  quality. 

Hof.  He’s  icarce  known  to  be  m town  yet. 

Ere  long  we  fliall  have  ’em  come 
Hurr>-ing  hither  in^  Fetherbeds. 

Dan.  How?  bedridden  > 

Hof.  No  fir,  in  fetherbeds  that  move  upon  4 wheels  in 
Spaniih  caroches. 

Ped.  Fray  accquaint  him  we  give  attendance. 

Hnfi.l  Ihall  gentlemen;,  I would  fain  be  rid 
Of  thefe  rafcalls,  but  that  they  raife  profit 
To  my  wine  cellar. 

vV'hen  I have  made  ule  of  them  fiifficiently, 

1 wiil  intreat  the  conjurer  to  tyc  crackers  to  their  tails. 
And  fend  them  packing. 

Enter  Forebofo  as  in  his  Study.  ( A paper) 

Foro.  Come  hither  mine  Holt,  look  here, 

Hof.  What’s  that? 

Foro.  A challenge  from  my  man. 

Hof..  For  breaking’s  pate  ? 

Foro.  Fie  writes  here  if  I meet  him  not 
I’th’  Feild  within  this  half  hour, 

1 Ihall  hear  more  from  him. 

Hf.  O fir,  m.inde  your  profit. 

Ne’er  think  of  the  raicall,  here  are  the  gentlemen. 

Foro.  ’Morrow  my  worthy  clients, 

What  are  you  all  prepar’d  of  your  qiieftions  ^ 

That  1 may  give  my  refolution  upon  them  ? 

Omnes.  We  are  Sir. 

Pedant.  And  have  brought  our  mony. 

Foro.  Each  then  in  order. 

And  differ  not  for  precedency. 

Dan.  1 am  buying  of  an  office  Sir, 

And  to  that  purpole  I would  fain  learn 
To  dillemble  cunningly. 

Foro.  Doe  you  come  to  me  for  that  ? you  Ihould  rather 
Have  gone  to  a cunning  woman. 

Dane.  I fir  but  their  Inftrudions  are  but  like  woman, 
Pretty  well  but  rot  to  the  depth,  as  I’d  have  it : 

You  are  a conjurer,  the  devils  Mailer, 

And  1 would  learn  it  from  you  fo  exactly. 

Foro.  That  die  devill  himlelf 
Might  not  go  beyond  you. 

Dane.  You  are  i’th’  right  Sir. 

F oro.  And  fo  your  mony  for  your  purchale 
Might  come  in  again  within  a 12  month. 

Dane.  I would  be  a Graduate  fir,  no  frelhman. 

Faro.  Here’s  my  hand  fir, 

I will  make  you  diflemble  lb  methodically. 

As  if  the  divell  Ihould  be  lent  from  the  great  Turk, 

In  the  Ihape  of^n  Emballador 

To  fet  all  tlie  cliriltian  princes  at  variance. 

Dane.  I cannot  with  any  modclly  delire  any  more. 
There’s  your  mony  fir. 

Foro,  For  the  art  of  dilTembling. 

Cox.  My  fuit  fir  will  be  news  to  you  when  I tell  it. 
Foroj  Pray  on. 

Cox.  I would  fet  up  a prefs  here  in  Italy, 

To  write  all  the  Corantos  for  Chriflendome. 

Foro.  That’s  news  indeed. 

And  how  would  you  imp.Oj.  me  iri’t  ? 

Cox.  Marry  fir,  from  you 
1 w'ould  gain  my  intelligence. 

Foro.  I conceive  you,  you  would  have  me  furnilh  you 
With  a fpirit  to  inibrme  you. 

...  - Ddd  2 .Gix, 
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Cox.  But  as  quiet  aDivell  as  the  woman. 

The  firft  day  and  a half  after  Ihe’s  married, 

I can  by  no  means  induce  a terrible  one. 

Voro.  No,  no,  Tli  qualifie  him. 

He  ihall  not  fright  you, 

It  fliall  be  the  ghoft  of  fome  lying  Stationer, 

A Spirit  Hiall  look  as  if  butter  would  not  melt  in  his 
mouth.  A new  Mercurm  Gallo-helgiciis. 

Cox.  O there  was  a captain  was  rare  at  it. 

Foro.  Ne’er  thinke  of  him. 

Though  that  captain  writ  a full  hand  gallop, 

And  waited  indeed  more  harmelefs  paper  than 
Ever  did  laxative  Phyfick, 

Yet  will  I make  you  to  out-fcribble  him. 

And  let  down  what  you  pleafe. 

The  world  Hiall  better  believe  you. 

Cox.  \\’orthy  fir  I thank  you,  there’s  mony. 

Foro.  A new  office 
For  writing  pragraaticaU  Curranto’s 

Fedant.  1 am  a fchool-maller  fir. 

And  would  fain  conferre  with  you 

About  eredling  4 new  feffs  of  religion  at  Amsterdam. 

Foro.  What  the  Divell  lliould 
New  fefls  of  religion  doe  there? 

Pedant.  1 allure  you  I v/ould  get 
A great  deal  of  money  by  it. 

Foro.  And  what  arc  the  4 new  lesfls 
Of  religion  you  would  plant  there? 

Fed.  Why  that’s  it  I come  about  fir, 

’Tis  a Divel  of  your  railing  muft  invent ’em, 

I confefs  I am  too  weak  to  compafs  it. 

Foro.  So  fir,  then  you  make  it  a matter  of  no  difficulty 
To  have  them  tolerated. 

Pedant.  Trouble  not  your  felf  for  that, 

Let  but  your  Divel  fet  them  a foot  once, 
i have  Weavers,  and  Ginger-bread  makers. 

And  mighty  Aquavit £-men.,  Ihall  fet  them  a going. 

Foro.  This  is  fomewhat  difficult. 

And  will  aske  fome  conference  with  the  divell. 

Fed.  Take  your  own  leafurelir, 

I have  another  bufinefs  too,  becaufe  I mean 
T o leave  and  bury  my  felf  in  thole  neather  parts 

Of  the  jo.v  countries. 

Fero.  What’s  that  fir. 

Fed.  Marry  1 would  fain  make  p dayes  to  the  week, 
forth  a more  ample  benefit  of  the  captain. 

Foro.  You  have  a Ihrewd  pate  fir. 

Fid.  But  how  this  might  be  compals’d? 

Foro.  Compals’d  eafily  ■,  tis  but  making 
A new  Almanack,  aud  dividing  the  compals 
Of  the  year  into  larger  penny-worths. 

As  a Chandler  with  his  compafs  makes 
A Geom  trick  proportion  of  the  Holland 
He  retailes  by  ftivers. 

But  for  getting  of  it  licenc’d  ? 

Ped.  Trouble  not  your  felf  with  that  fir. 

There’s  your  mony, 

I Foro.  For  four  new  fecTs  of  religions, 

? And  9 dayes  to  the  week. 

Fed.  To  be  brought  in  at  general  pay-dayes, 

Y’^Tite  I befeech  you. 

Foro.  At  generall  pay-dayes. 

Taylor.  I am  by  profeffion  a Taylor, 

You  have  h>.afd  of  me^ 

Foro.  Yes  fir,  and  will  not  fteal  from  you 
The  leaffipart  of  that  commendation  I have  heard  utter’d. 

Taylor.  I take  meafure  of  your  worth  fir. 

And  becaufe  I will  notafflifh  you  with  any  large  bill 
Of  circumltances,  I will  fnip  off  particulars. 

! I would  fain  invent  Ibme  ftrange 
I.  And  exquifite  new  falhions. 

I Foro.  Are  you  not  travel’d  fir. 

1 Tay.  Yes  fir,  but  have  oblcrv’d  all  we  can  fee 
Or  invent,  are  but  old  ones  with  new  names  to*em. 


Now  I would  Ibme  way  or  other  grow  more  curious. 

Woro.  Let  me  fee^  to  devife  new  falhions*—— 

Were  you  never  in  the  Moon  ? ... 

Tay.  In  the  Moon  tavern ! yes  fir,  often.’ 

Foro.  No,  I do  mean  in  the  new  wcMrld 
In  the  world  that’s  in  the  Moon  yonder.  ’ 

Tay,  How.^*  a new  world ’ith’ moon? 

Foro.  Yes  1 allure  you. 

Tay.  And  peopled  ? 

Foro.  O moft  fantaftically  peopled. 

Tay.  Nay  certain  then  there’s  work  for  taylors  ? 

Foro.  That  there  is  I allure  you. 

Tay.  Yet  I have  talked  with  a Scotch  taylor 
That  never  dilcover’d  lb  much  to  me. 

Though  he  has  traveled  far,  and  was  a pedlar  in  Poland. 

Foro.  That  was  out  of  his  way. 

This  lies  beyond  China'. 

You  would  Itudy  new  falhions  you  fay? 

Take  my  councell,  make  a voyage. 

And  difeover  that  new  world. 

Tay.  Shall  I be  a moon-man  ? 

Foro.  I am  of  opinion,  the  people  of  that  world 
( If  they  be  like  the  nature  of  that  climate  they  live  in  ) 
Do  vary  thefalhion  of  their  cloathsoftener  than  any 
Quick-filver’d  nation  in  Europe, 

Tay.  Not  unlikely,  but  what  Ihouldthatbe  we  call 
The  man  in  the  moon  then? 

Foro.  Why  ’tis  nothing  but  an  Englilhraan 
That  ftands  there  ftark  naked, 

With  a. pair  of  fheers  in  one  hand. 

And  a great  bundle  of  broad  cloath  in  the  other 
( Which  relembles  the  biilh  of  thorns) 

Cutting  out  of  new  falhions. 

Taylor.  I have  heard  Ibmewhat  like  this. 

But  how  fliall  I get  thither? 

Foro.  I’ll  make  a new  compals  Ihall  direct  yotu 

Tay.  Certain  ? 

Foro.  Count  me  elfe  for  no  man  of  direftion, 

Tay.  There’s  20  duckats  in  hand,  at  my  return 
I’ll  give  you  a too. 

Foro.  A new  voyage  to  difeover  new  falhions. 

Mul.  I have  been  a traveller  too  fir. 

That  have  Ihewed  Itrange  beafts  in  Chriltendome, 

And  got  money  by  them,  but  I find  the  trade  to  decay. 
Your  Camelion,  or  Eaft-Indian  hedg-hog 
Gets  very  little  mony,  and  your  Elephant  devours 
So  much  bread,  brings  in  fo  little  profit. 

His  keeper  were  better  every  morning 
Cram  1 5 Taylors  with  white  manchet : 

I would  have  fome  new  fpedacle. 

And  one  that  might  be  more  attractive. 

Foro.  Let  me  fee,  were  you  ever  in  Spain  ? 

Mule.  Not  yet  Sir. 

Foro.  I would  have  you  go  to  Ma drill.,  and  againft  Ibme 
great  feltivall,  when  the  court  lies  there,  provide  a great 
and  fpacious  Ergillh  Oxe,  and  roft  him  whole,  with  a 
pudding  in’s  beiy  *,  that  would  be  the  eighth  wonder  of  the 
world  in  thole  parts  I affure  you. 

Mule.  A rare  projeft  without  quellion. 

Foro.  Goe  beyond  all  their  garlike  olle  padridoes,  though 
you  Ibd  one  inGarguentuas  couldron, bring  inmoreraonoy, 
then  all  the  monfters  of  Africk^ 

Hoji.  Good  Sir  do  your  belt  for  him  ^ he’s  of  my  acquain- 
tance, and  one  if  ye  knew  him 

Foro.  What  is  he  ? 

Hofl.  He  was  once  a man  of  infinite  letters. 

Foro.  A Scholar? 

Hoji.  No  fir,  a packet  carrier,  which  is  alwaies  a man  of 
many  letters,  you  know : then  he  was  Mule-driver,  now  he’s 
a gentleman,  and  feeds  moniters. 

Foro.  A moft  ungratefull  calling. 

Mule.  There’s  money  for  your  direction ; the  price  of  the 
Oxe  Sir  ? 

Foro.  A hundred  French  crowns,  for  it  muft  be  a Lmolm 

fliire 
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(hire  Oxe,  and  a prime  one : 

For  a rare  and  monllrous  fpedacle,  to  be  feen  at  Madrill. 

Enter  Clovpn,  Hoftefjt^  and  Bianca. 

Hofief.  Pray  forbear  fir,  we  lhall  have  a new  quarrel). 

CloTP.  You  durftnot  meet  me  ’ith  field,  I am  therefore 
come  to  fpoyl  your  market, 

Foro.  What’s  the  newes  with  you  fir. 

Clow.  Gentlemen,  you  that  come  hither  to  be  mofi:  abomi- 
nably cheated,  liften,  and  be  as  wife  as  your  planet  will 
liiffer  you,  keep  your  mony,  be  not  gul’d,  be  not  laught 
at. 

Pedant.  What  means  this  ? would  I had  my  mony  again 
in  my  pocket. 

Hoji.  The  fellow  is  full  of  malice,  do  not  mind  him. 
Clow.  This  profefl;  cheating  rogue  was  my  mafter,  and 
confefs  my  felf  a more  preternotorious  rogue  than  himfelf, 
in  fo  long  keeping  his  villainous  counfell, 

Foro.  Come,  come,  I will  not  hear  you. 

Clow.  No  couz’ner,  thou  wouldefi;  not  hear  me,  I do 
but  dare  thee  to  fiiffer  me  to  fpeak , and  then  thou  and  all 
thy  divells  fpit  fire,  and  fpout  A<jtta  fortii. 

Foro.  Speak  on,  I freely  permit  thee. 

Clow.  Why  then  know  all  you  fimple  animals,  you  whofe 
purfes  are  ready  to  call  the  calf,  if  they  have  not  calf  it 
already,  if  you  give  any  credit  to  thisjuglingrafcal,  you  are 
w orfe  than  fimple  widgins,  and  will  be  drawn  into  the  net 
by  this  decoy  duck,  this  tame  cheater, 

Foro.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  pray  mark  him 
Clow  He  does  profefs  Phyficke,  and  counjuring  i for  his 
Phyfick.  I,  he  has  but  two  medicines  for  all  manner  of  difeafes , 
when  hewas  i’th’low  countryes,  he  us’d  nothing  but  but- 
ter’d beer,  colour’d  with  Allegant , for  all  kind  of  mala- 
dies, and  that  he  called  his  catholick  med’cine  j fure  the 
Dutch  fmelt  out  it  was  butter’d  beer,  elle  they  would  ne- 
ver have  endur’d  it  for  the  names  fake  ; then  does  he  mi- 
nilfer  a . grated  Dogs  turd  inftead  of  Rubarb,  many  times 
of  Unicornes  horn,  which  working  ftrongly  with  the  con- 
ceit ot  the  Patient , would  make  them  befeummer  to  the 
height  of  a mighty  purgation. 

Foro 

Clow.  Now  for  his  conjuring,  the  witches  of  are 

the  divells  chare-women  to  him,  for  they  will  fell  a man 
a wind  to  Ibme  purpofe  ^ he  fells  wind,  and  tells  you  for- 
tie  lyes  over  and  over. 

Hnjiejf.  I thought  what  we  fhould  find  of  him. 

Hoji.  Hold  your  prating,  be  not  you  an  heretick. 

Clow.  Conjure!  I’ll  tell  you,  all  the  divells  names  he  calls 
upon  are  but  fuftion  names,  gather’d  out  of  welch  heral- 
dry , in  breif , he  is  a rogue  of  fix  reprieves , four  par- 
dons of  courfe,  thrice  pilloried,  twice  lung  Lacryma  to 
the  Virginalls  of  a carts  tail,  h’as  five  times  been  in  the 
Galliefy  and  will  never  truelyrun  himlelf  out  of  breath,  till 
he  comes  to  the  gallowes. 

Foro.  You  have  heard  worthy  gentlemen,  what  this  lying, 
detradfing  rafcall  has  vomited. 

Tay.  Yes  certain,  but  we  have  a better  trull  in  you,  for 
you  have  ta’en  our  money. 

Foro.  I have  fo,  truth  is  he  was  my  fervant,  and  for  fome 
chaftifement  I gave  him,  he  does  pradife  thus  upon  me  ^ 
Ipedk  truely  firra,  are  you  certain  I cannot  conjure 
Clow.  Conjure  I ha,  ha,  ha, 

Foro.  Nay,  nay,  but  be  very  fure  of  it. 

Clow.  Sure  of  it?  why  I’ll  make  a bargain  with  thee, 
before  all  thefe  gentlemen,  ufe  all  thy  art,  all  thy  roguery, 
and  make  me  do  any  thing  before  al  this  company  I have 
not  a mind  to , I’ll  firll  give  thee  leave  to  claime  me  for 
thy  bond  flave,  and  when  thou  hall  done  hang  me. 

Foro.  ’Tis  a match, firra.  I’ll  make  you  caper  i’th’airpre- 
fently. 

Clow.  I have  too  folid  a body,  and  my  belief  is  hke  a 
Puritans  on  Good-Friday,  too  high  fed  with  capon. 

Foro.  I will  firll  fend  thee  to  Green-land  for  a haunch 


The  rogue  has  lludied  this  invedive. 


of  venifon , juft  of  the  thicknefs  of  thine  own  tallow 
Clow.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  I’ll  not  Itir  an  in,h  for  thee 
baked  AmboynaWEaji  jndus,  for  pepper  to 

Clow.  To  Amhoyna?  fo  I might  be  pepper’d. 

Foro.  Then  will  I conveigh  thee  Hark  naked  to  Develinn 
to  beg  a pair  of  hrogs.,  to  hide  thy  mountainous  buttocks 
Clow.  And  no  doublet  to  ’em  ? 

Foro.  No  fir,  I intend  to  fend  you  of  a fleevelefs  errand- 
but  before  you  vanilh,  in  regard  you  fay  I cannot  conjure’ 
and  are  lo  Itupid,  and  opinionated  a Have,  that  neither  l’ 
nor  my  art  can  compel!  you  to  do  any  thing  that’s  beyond’ 
your  own  pleafure,  the  gentlemen  lhall  have  fome  fpbrt, 
you  cannot  endure  a cat  firra  > ^ ^ 

Clow.  What’s  that  to  thee  lugler  ? 

Foro.  Nor  you’ll  do  nothing  at  my  entreaty? 

Clow.  I’ll  be  hang’d  firll. 

Foro.  Sit  Gentlemen,  and  whatlbever  you  fee,  be  not 
frighted, 

Hojieff:  Alas  I can  endure  no  conjuring. 

Hofl : Stir  not  wife. 

Bian:  Pray  let  me  go  fir,  I am  not  fit  for  thefe  fobleryes. 
Hoji : More  not  daughter, 

For;  I wil  make  you  dance  a new  dance  call’d  leap-fro^ 
Clow : Ha,  ha,  ha.  ^ ° 

For:  And  as  naked  as  a frog. 

Clow:  Ha,  ha,  ha,  I defie  thee. 

Forobofeo  looks  in  a bookjf  jlrikes 
with  his  Veandy  Mufick^ylayes. 

Enter  4.  Boyes  Jhaf  dlik^  ^^ogSy  and  dance. 

Padant : Sprits  of  the  w^ater  in  the  likenefs  of  frogs. 
lay:  He  has  filht  fair  believe  me. 

Mtde : See,  fee,  he  fvveats  and  trembles. 

Foro:  Are  you  tome  to  your  quavers  > 

Cluvp.  Oh,  ho,  ho. 

Foro.  I’ll  make  you  run  di  vifion  on  that  o’r  ere  I leave  you , 
looke  you,  here  are  the  playfellowes  that  are  fo  indear’d 
to  you  ^ come  fir,  firftuncafe,  and  then  dance,  nay  I’ll  make 
him  dance  ftark  naked. 

Hoji.  Oh  let  him  have  his  lliirt  on  and  his  Mogols  breeches, 
here  are  W’omen  ith’  houfe. 

Foro.  Well  for  their  fakes  he  lhall. 

Clown  teares  off  his  dottblety  making  jirange  faces  as 
if  compePd  to  it , falls  into  the  Dance. 

Fay.  He  dances,  what  a lying  rogue  was  this  to  lay  the 
gentleman  could  not  conjure  ? 

Foro.  He  does  prettily  well,  but  ’tis  voluntary,  I allure 
you,  I have  no  hand  in’t. 

Clowy  As  you  are  a Counjurer , and  a rare  Artill,  free 
me  from  thefe  couplets  ^ of  all  creatures  I cannot  endure  a 

Foro.  But  your  dancing  is  voluntary,  I can  compell  you 
to  nothing. 

Hojief.  O me,  daughter,  lets  take  heed  of  this  fellow,  he’ll 
make  us  dance  naked,  an’  we  vex  him. 

■ Exeunt  Hojieff  and  Bianca. 

Foro.  Now  cut  capers  firra,  I’ll  plague  that  chine  of  yours 
Clow.  Ho,  ho,  ho,  my  kidneys  arc  rofted.  I drop  away 
like  a pound  of  butter  rolled. 

tayl.  He  will  dance  himfelf  to  death. 

Foro,  No  matter  I’ll  lell  his  fat  to  the  Fothecaries,'  and 
repair  my  injury  that  w^ay. 

H^fi.  Enough  in  confcience. 

Foro.  Well,  at  your  entreaty  vanilh.  And  now  I vvil  only 
make  him  break  his  neck  in  doing  a fommerfety  and  that’s 
all  the  revenge  I mean  to  take  of  him. 

Clow.  O gentlemen,  what  a rogue  was  I to  belye  fo  an 
approved  Malleg  in  the  noble  dark  Icitnce?  you  can  vvit- 
nefs,  this  I did  only  to  fpoyle  hispraltife  afid  deprive  you 
of  the  happynefs  of  injoying  his  vvorthy  labors  -,  rogue  that 
I was  to  do  it,  pray  fir  forgive  me. 

. ...  - Fora.| 
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Taro.  W'ith  what  face  canfl:  thou  ask  it  ? 

Clow.  With  fuch  a face  as  I deferve,  with  a hanging  look, 
as  all  here  can  teflifie. 

Foro.  Well  gentlemen,  that  you  may  perceive  the  good- 
nefs  of  my  temper,  1 will  entertain  this  rogue  againein  hope 
of  amendment , for  Ihould  1 turn  him  off,  he  would  be 
hang’d. 

Clow.  You  may  read  that  in  this  foul  coppy. 

Foro.  Only  with  thispromife,  you  fnall  never  cozen  any 
of  my  patients. 

Clow.  Never. 

Fora.  And  remember  hence  forward,  that  though  1 can- 
not conjure,  lean  snake  you  dance  firra,  go  get  your  felf 
into  the  cottage  again. 

Enter  Ceefarh. 

Clow.  1 will  never  more  dance  leap-frog:  now  I have 
got  you  into  credit,  hold  it  up,  and  cozen  them  in  abun- 
dance. 

Foro.  Oh  rare  rafcall.  Exit  Clown. 

Cefar,  How  now,  a Frankford  mart  here,  a Mountebank, 
and  his  worfliipfull  auditory  .? 

Hnji.  They  are  my  guefts  Sir. 

Cefar.  A upon  them,  Ihew  your  jugling  tricks  in  fome 

other  room. 

Hofl.  And  why  not  here  Sir  > 

Cefar.  Hence  , or  firra  I fhall  Ipoil  your  figure  flinging, 
and  all  their  radicall  queftions. 

Omnes  Sir  we  vanifh. 

Exeunt.  Manet  Hofl.  ^ Cefar. 

Floji.  Signior  Cefario,  you  make  bold  with  me. 

And  fomewhat  I mull  tell  you  to  a degree 
Of  ill  manners : they  are  my  guefts,  and  men  I live  by. 
And  1 would  know  by  what  authority 
You  command  thus  far. 

Cefar.  By  my  intereftin  your  daughter. 

Floji.  Intereft  do  you  calPt  ? as  1 remember  I never  put 
her  out  to  Vfury  on  that  condition. 

Cefar.  Pray  thee  be  not  angry. 

En:er  Bianca  and  Hojiefs. 

1 am  come  to  make  thee  happy,  and  her  happy : 

She’s  here  •,  alas  my  pretty  foul,  I am  come 
To  give  alTurance  that’s  beyond  thv  hope. 

Or  thy  beleif,  I bring  repentance  ’bout  me. 

And  fatisfadion,  I will  marry  thee. 

Bianca.  Ha? 

Cefar.  As  1 live  1 will,  but  do  not  entertain ’t 
W ith  tco  quick  an  apprehenfion  of  joy. 

For  that  may  hurt  thee,  1 have  heard  fome  dye  of ’t, 

Bian.  Do  not  fear  me. 

Cefar.  Then  thou  think’ft  Ifeign 
This  proteftation,  I will  inftantly 
Before  thefe  teftitie  my  new  alliance, 

Contraff  my  lelf  unto  thee,  then  I hope 
W^e  may  be  more  private. 

Hof.  But  thou  lhalt  not  fir, 

For  fo  has  many  a maiden-head  been  loft,  and  many  abaftard 
gotten, 

Cef.  Then  to  give  you  the  beft  of  any  allurance  in  the 
world. 

Entreat  thy  father  to  go  fetch  a Preift 

Wee  will  inftantly  to  bed,  and  there  be  married. 

Bian.  Pride  hath  not  yetforfaken  you  1 fee. 

Though  prolperity  has. 

Hof.  Sir  you  are  too  confident 
To  fafhion  to  your  felf  a dream  of  purchafe 
When  you  are  a begger. 

Cef.  You  are  bold  with  me. 

Hnfef  Doe  we  not  know  your  value  is  cried  down 
Fourfeore  i’th’  hundred. 

Bian.  Oh  fir  I did  love  you 


With  fuch  a fixed  heart,  that  in  that  minute 
Wherein  you  flighted,  or  contemn’d  me  rather, 

I took  a vow  to  obey  your  laft  decree, 

And  never  more  look  up  at  any  hope 

Should  bring  me  comfort  that  way:  and  though  fince 

Your  Fofter-mother,  and  the  fair  Clarijft 

Have  in  the  way  of  marriage  defpis’d  you. 

That  hath  not  any  way  bred  my  revenge. 

But  compailion  rather.  1 have  found 
So  much  forrow  in  the  way  to  a chafte  wedlock 
That  here  1 will  fet  dowUj  and  never  wilh 
To  come  to’th’  journies  end.  Your  fuit  to  mee 
Henceforth  be  ever  filenc’d. 

Cefar.  My  Bianca. 

Hofef.  Henceiorward  pray  forbear  her  and  my  houfe : 
She’s  a poor  virtuous  wench,  yet  her  eftate 
May  weigh  with  yours  in  a gold  balance. 

Hof.  Yes,  and  her  birth  in  any  -Heralds  office  in 
Chriftendom. 

Hofef.  It  may  prove  fo : 

When  you’ll  fay,  you  have  leapt  a W^hiting.  Exit 

Enter  Baptifia  and  Mentivole. 

Cef.  How  far  am  I grown  behind  hand  with  fortune? 

Bap.  Here’s  Cefario  ! 

My  Ion  Sir,  is  to  morrow  to  be  married 
Unto  the  fair  Cl  ar  iff  a. 

Cef  So. 

Mem.  Wee  hope  you’ll  be  a gueft  there. 

Cef.  No  1 will  not  grace  your  triumph  lb  much. 

Bap.  1 will  not  tax  your  breeding. 

But  it  alters  nor  your  birth  Sir,  fare  you  well. 

Mem.  Oh  Sir,  doe  not  greive  him. 

He  has  too  much  afflidion  already.  Exenm. 

Emer  a Sailor. 

Cef.  Every  way  fcorn’d  and  loft. 

Shame  follow  you 

For  1 am  grown  moft  miferable. 

Sail.  Sir  do  you  know  a Ladies  jRm  in  town  here 
They  cal  Cefario  ? 

Cefar.  There’s  none  fuch  I aflurc  thee  j 

Sail.  1 was  told  you  were  the  man. 

Cefar.  What’s  that  to  thee  > 

Sail.  A on’t.  You  are  melancholy,  will  you  drink  Sir? 

Cefar.  With  whom  ? 

Sail.  With  me  Sir^  defpife  not  this  pitch’d  Canvas , the 
time  was  we  have  known  them  lin’d  with  Spanilh  Duckets  j 
1 have  news  for  you : 

Cefar.  For  me  1 

Sail.  Not  unlels  you’ll  drink  j 
We  are  like  our  Sea  provifion,  once  out  of  pickle, 

V^e  require  abundance  of  drink  ^ lhave  news  to  tell  you, 
That  were  you  Prince, 

Would  make  you  lend  your  mandate 
To  have  a thouland  bonfires  made  i’th’  Gty 
And  pift  out  agen  with  nothing  but  Greek  wine. 

Cefar.  Come,  1 will  drink  with  thee  howlbever. 

Sail.  And  upon  thefe  terms  I will  utter  my  mind  to  you. 

Exeunt, 
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ABus  Quintus 


Scdcna  r rima. 


Enter  Albert Erofpero-,  Juliana  and  Sailors. 

Sail.  QHall  we  bring  your  neceflaries  afliore  my  Lorc^? 

Alb.  IDo  what  you  pieafe,  I am  land-fick,  worfe  by  far 
Than  ere  I was  atfea, 

?rof.  Collecft  your  felf. 

Alber^  O my  moft  worthy  Profpero.y  my  beft  friend. 

The  noble  fav’Or  I receiv’d  from  thee 
In  freeing  me  from  the  Turks  I now  accompt 
Worfe  than  my  death-,  for  I Ihall  never  live 
1 o make  requitall  ^ what  do  you  attend  for  ? 

Sail.  To  underftandyour  pleafure. 

Alber.  They  do  mock  me  ^ 

I do  protell  I have  no  kind  of  plealure 
In  any  thing  i’th’  world,  but  in  thy  friendihip, 

I muft  ever  exxept  that. 

Prof.  Pray  leave  him,  leave  him. Exeunt  Sailors. 

Alber.  The  new's  I heard  related  fince  my  landing 
Of  the  divilion  of  my  Family, 

How  is  it  pofiible  for  any  man 
To  bear’t  with  a let  patience  } 

Prof  You  have  fuller’d 

Since  your  imprifonment  more  waighty  forrows. 

.Alber.  I,  then  I was  man  of  flelli  and  blood, 

Now  I am  made  up  of  fire,  to  the  full  height 
Of  a deadly  Calenture^  O thefe  vild  women 
That  are  lo  ill  prefervers  of  mens  honors. 

They  cannot  govern  their  own  honefties. 

That  I Ihould  thirty  and  odd  winters  feed 
My  expefration  of  a noble  heir, 

And  by  a womans  falfhood  find  him  now 
A fiftion,  a mere  dream  of  w’hat  he  was 
And  yet  I love  him  frill. 

Prof.  In  my  opinion 

The  fentence  (on  thistryall)  from  the  Duke 

Was  noble,  to  repair  Cefario^s  lofs 

With  the  marriage  of  your  wife,  had  you  been  dead. 

Alber.  By  your  favor  but  it  was  not,  I conceive 
T'was  difparagement  to  my  name,  to  have  my  widdow 
Match  with  a Faulkeiners  fon,  and  yet  beli’ve’t 
I love  the  youth  frill,  and  much  pitty  him. 

I do  remember  at  my  going  to  Sea, 

Upon  a quarrel , and  a hurt  receiv’d 
From  young  Mentivole.,  my  rage  fo  far 
Oretopt  my  nobler  temper,  I gave  charge 
To  have  his  hand  cut  off,  which  fince  I heard. 

And  to  my  comfort,  brave  Cefirio-^ 

W^otthyly  prevented. 

Prof.  And  ’twas  nobly  done. 

Albert.  Yet  the  revenge,  for  this  intent  of  mine 
Hath  bred  much  flaughter  in  our  families, 

And  yet  my  wife  ( which  infinitely  moans  me ) 

Intends  to  marry  my  Ible  heir  Clarifsa 
To  the  head  branch  of  the  other  faction. 

Prof,  ’Tis  the  mean  to  work  reconcilement. 

Alber.  Between  whom? 

Prop.  Your  felf  and  the  worthy  Baptifla. 

Alber.  Never, 

Prof.  O vou  have  been  of  a noble  and  remarkable  friend- 
Ihip, 

And  by  this  match  ’tis  generally  in  Florence 
Hop’d,  ’twill  fully  be  reconcil’d  j to  me 
’T would  be  ablblute  content. 

Mia.  And  to  my  fclf,  I have  main  interefr  in  it. 

Alb.  Noble  Sir,  you  may  command  my  heart  to  break 


for  you 

But  never  to  bend  that  way,  pooi  Cifario, 

When  thou  put’fr  on  thy  mournfull  willow-garland 
Thy  enemy  fiiall  be  futed  ( 1 do  vow  ; * 

n the  lame  livery,  my  Cefario 
^oved  as  my  fofrer  child,  though  not  my  Son, 

W hich  in  fome  countryes  formerly  were  barbarous, 

Was  a name  held  mofr  afredionate  -,  thou  art  lofr 
Vnfortunate  young  man,  not  only  llighted  * 

Where  thou  received’!!:  thy  breeding,  but  fince  frorn’d 
th’  way  of  marriage,  by  the  poor.  Bianca 
The  In-keepers  daughter. 

Prof.  I have  heard  of  that  too ; 

But  let  not  that  afflld  you  : for  this  Lady 
May  happily  deliver  at  more  leafure 
A circumftance  may  draw  a fair  event, 

Better  than  you  can  hope  for. 

For  this  prefent  we  muft  leave^you, 

And  Ihall  vifit  you  again  within  thefe  two  hours. 

■ Enter  Cefario. 

Albert.  Ever  to  me  mofr  welcome, O my  Cefario. 

Cefzr.  I am  none  of  yours  Sir,  fo  ’tis  prbtefted  j 
And  I humbly  beg, 

Siace  ’tis  not  in  your  power  to  preferve  me 
Any  longer  in  a noble  courfe  of  life, 

Give  me  a worthy  death. 

Alber.  The  youth  is  mad. 

Cejar.  Nay  Sir,  I will  inftrudyou  in  a way 
To  kill  me  honorably. 

Alber.  That  were  moft  ftrange. 

Cefar.  1 am  turning  Pirate,  You  may  be  imployed 
By  the  Duke  to  fetch  me  in  -,  and  in  a Sea-fight 
Give  me  a noble  grave. 

Alber.  Quefrionlefs  he’s  mad ; I would  give  any  Dodor 
A thoufand  crovvns  to  free  him  from  this  forrow. 

Cefar.  Here’S  the  Phyfitian. —Sberves  a Poniard. 

Alber.  Hold  Sir,  I did  fay 
To  free  you  from  the  forrow,  not  from  life. 

Cefar.  Why  life  and  forrow  are  unfeparable. 

Alber.  Be  comlortcd  Cefario.,  Mentivole 
Shall  not  marry  Clarifsa. 

Cefar.  No  Sir,  ere  he  Ihall,  I’ll  kill  him. 

Albar.  But  you  forfeit  your  own  life  then. 

Cefar.  That’s  worth  > nothing. 

Alber.  Cejario,  be  thy  felf,  be  mine  Cejario  ; 

Make  not  thy  felf  uncapable  of  that  po.tion 
I have  full  purpofe  to  confer  upon  thee  ? 

By  falling  into  madnefs ; bear  thy  wrongs 
With  noble  patience,  the  afflided ’s  friaid 
Which  ever  in  all  adions  crowns  the  end. 

C ef.  You  well  awak’d  me  ^ nay  recover’d  me 
Both  to  fence  and  full  life,  O moft  noble  fir. 

Though  I have  loft  my  fortune,  and  loft  you 
For  a worthy  Father:  yet  I will  not  lofe 
My  former  virtue,  my  integrity 
Shaft  not  yet  forlake  me but  as  the  wild  Ivy, 

Spreads  and  thrives  better  in  fome  pittious  ruin 
Of  tower,  or  defac’d  Temple,  than  it  does 
Planted  by  a new  building  -,  fo  fhall  1 
Make  my  adverfity  my  inftrument 
To-winde  me  up  into  a full  content. 

Alber.  ’Tis  worthily  relolv’d our  firft  adventure 
Is  to  ftop  the  marriage  ^ for  thy  other  lollb,  ^ 

Pradis’d  by  a womans  malice,  but  account  them 
Like  conjurers  winds  rais’d  to  a fearfull  blaft. 

And  do  fome  mifeheif,  but  do  never  laft.  Exeunt^ 

Enter  Forobofeo  and  Clown. 

Clow.  Now  fir,  will  yon  rot  acknowledge  that  I have 
mightily  advanc’d  your  pradice? 

Forobof  ’Tisconfeft,and  1 will  make  thee  agreat  man  foi ’t. 

Clew  I 
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Qlnn\  1 take  a courJe  to  do  that  my  lelf,  for  I drink  fack 
in  abundance. 

, t'oro.  O iiiy  rare  rafcall!  We  mult  remove. 

Cloiv.  Whither? 

Foro.  Any  whither;  Europe  is  too  little  to  becoz’ned  by 
ns,  I am  ambitious  to  go  to  the  hajl-Indies-^  thou  and  I to 
ride  on  our  brace  of  Elephants. 

Cion'.  And  for  my  part  I long  lohzinEngland  agen|,you 
will  never  get  fo  much  as  in  England^  we  have  fnifted  many 
countryes,  and  many  names : but  trance  the  world  over 
)0U  fhall  never  purfe  up  lb  much  gold  as  when  you 
were  in  Enel^nd  , and  tail’d  your  felf  Dodor  Lambe- 
Itones. 

Foro.  ’Twas  an  atradive  name  I confefs,  women  were 
then  my  only  admirers. 

Clow.  And  all  their  viiits  was  either  to  further  their 
lull,  or  revenge  injuries. 

Foro.  You  Ihould  have  forty  in  a morning  beleaguer  my 
clofet,  and  Erive  who  Ihould  be  cozen’d  firlh,  amngfl: 
fourlcore  love-lick  waiting  women  that  has  come  to  me 
in  a morning  to  learn  what  fortune  fliould  betide  them 
in  their  hrft:  marriage,  I have  found  above  94  to  have  loll 
their  maidenheads, 

Clow.  By  their  own  confelTion  , but  I was  fain  to  be 
your  male  midwife , and  work  it  out  of  them  by  circum- 
Itance. 

Foro.  Thou  wall,  and  yet  for  all  this  frequent  refort  of 
women  and  thy  handing  of  their  urinals  and  their  cafes, 
thou  art  not  given  to  lechery  , what  fliould  be  the  reafon 
of  it?  thou  haft  whollbme  flefli  enough  about  thee:,  me 
thinks  the  divel!  fiould  tempt  thee  to’t. 

Clow.  WTat  need  he  do  that,  when  lie  makes  me  his 
inltrument  to  tempt  others. 

Foro.  Thou  canft  not  chufe  but  utter  thy  rare  good  parts  ^ 
thou  waft  an  excellent  baud  I acknowledge. 

Clow.  Well,  and  what  I have  done  that  way,  I will  fpare 
to  fpeak  of  all  you  and  I have  done  fir,  and  though  we 
fliould — 

Foro.  We  ivill  for  England.,  that’s  for  certain. 

Clow.  We  fliall  never  want  there. 

Foro.  W ant  ? their  Court  of  Wards  fliall  want  money  firft ; 
for  I profefs  my  felf  Lord  Paramount  over  fools  aud  mad- 
‘blkes. 

Clow.  Do  but  flore  yoiir  felf  with  lyes  enough  againft 
' ou  come  thither. 

Foro.  Why  that’s  all  the  familiarity  1 ever  had  wdth  the 
Divel),  my  guift  of  lying,  they  fay  he’s  the  Father  of  lyes  ^ 
and  though  I cannot  conjure,  yet  I profefs  my  felf  to  be 
one  of  his  poor  goflips.  I will  now  reveale  to  thee  a rare 
peece  of  ferviee. 

Clow.  What  is  it  my  mofl;  worHiipful  Dodor  Lamb- 
(lones? 

Foro.  There  is  a Captain  come  lately  from  Sea, 

They  call  Vrofper.,  Ifaw  him  this  morning 
Through  a chink  of  wainfeote  that  divides  my  lodging. 
And  the  Hoft  of  the  houfe,  withdraw  my  Hofr,  and  Ho- 
ftefs,  the  fair  Biancha.,  and  an  antient  gentlewoman  into 
their  bedchamber  ^ I could  not  overhear  their  conference, 
but  I faw  fuch  a mafs  of  gold  Sr  levvels,  & when  he  had 
done  he  lock’t  it  up  into  a casket  •,  great  joy  there  was 
amongfl  them,  & forth  they  are  gone  into  the  city,  and 
my  Hoft  told  meat  his  going  forth  he  thought  he  fliould 
not  return  till  after  fupper  ; now  Sir,  in  their  abfence  will 
we  fall  to  our  picklocks,  enter  the  chamber,  feize  the 
lewels , make  an  efcape  from  Florence , and  we  are  made 
for  ever. 

j Clow.  But  if  they  fliould  go  to  a true  conjurer,  and  fetch 
us  back  in  a whirle-wind  ? 

Foro.  Do  not  believe  there  is  any  fuch  fetch  in  Ajlrology., 
and  this  may  be  a means  to  make  us  live  honeft  here- 
after. 

Clow.  ’Tis  but  an  ill  road  to’t  that  lyes  through  the 
high  way  of  theeving. 

Foro.  For  indeed  I am  weary  of  this  trade  of  fortune- 1 


telling  i and  mean  to  give  all  over,  when  I come  into  Eng~ 
land.,  for  it  is  a very  ticklifn  quality. 

Clow.  And  i’th’  end  will  hang  by  a twine  thred. 

Foro.  Befides  the  Ifland  has  too  many  of  the  profeffion, 
they  hinder  on  anothers  market. 

Clow.  No,  no,  the  pillory  hinders  their  market. 

Foro.  You  know  there  the  jugling  captain. 

Clow.  I there’s  a fure  card. 

Foro.  Only  the  fore-man  of  their  jury  is  dead,  but  he 
dyed  like  a Roman. 

Clow.  Elfe  ’tis  thought  he  had  made  work  for  tlie  hang- 
man. 

Foro.  And  the  very  Ball.,  of  your  falfe  prophets,  he’s 
quaflit  too. 

Clow.  He  did  meafure  the  Ears  with  a falfe  yard,  and 
may  now  travail  to  Rome^  with  a morter  on’s  head  to  fee 
if  he  can  recover  his  money  that  way. 

Foro.  Come,  come,  lets  filh  for  this  casket,  and  to  Sea 
prefently. 

Clow.  We  fliall  never  reach  London.,  I fear^ 

My  mind  runs  fo  much  of  hanging,  landing  at  JFapping. 

Enter  Mariana.  Exeunt. 

This  well  may  be  a day  of  joy  long  wifh’d  for 
To  my  Clarita.,  fhe  is  innocent. 

Nor  can  her  youth  but  with  an  open  bofbme  > 

I\leet  Hymens  pleafing  bounties,  but  to  me 
That  am  inviron’d  with  black  guilt  and  horror 
It  does  appear  a funeral  though  proniifing  much 
In  the  conception  were  hard  to  mannage 
But  fad  in  event,  it  was  not  hate 
But  fond  indulgence  in  me  to  preferve 
Cefario‘*s  threatn’d  life  in  open  court 
Then  forc’d  me  to  difclaime  him,  choofing  rather 
To  rob  him  of  his  birth-right,  and  honor 
Than  fuller  him  to  run  the  hazard  of 
Inrag’d  Baptifia's  fury,  while  he  lives  ^ 

I know  I have  a Son,  and  the  Dukes  lentence 
A while  deluded,  and  this  tempeft  over. 

When  he  affures  himfelf  defpair  hath  feiz’d  him. 

Knock,,  within. 

Enter  Baptljla. 

I can  relieve  and  raife  him fpeak,  who  is  it 

That  prefles  on  my  privacies  ? Sir  your  pardon. 

You  cannot  come  unwelcome,  though  it  were 
To  read  my  fecret  thoughts. 

Bap.  Lady  to  you 

Mine  fhall  be  ever  open  •,  Lady  faid  I, 

That  name  keeps  too  much  diflance,  lifter  rather 
I Ihould  have  ftil’d  you,  and  I now  may  claime  it, 

Since  our  divided  families  are  made  one 
By  this  blelled  marriage  ^ to  whofe  honor  comes 
The  Duke  in  perfon,  waited  on  by  all 
The  braveries  of  his  Court,  to  witnefs  it, 

And  then  to  be  our  ghefts,  is  the  bride  ready 
To  m.eet  and  entertain  him  ? 

Maria.  She  attends  the  comming  of  your  Son. 

Bap.  Pray  you  bring  her  forth. 

The  Duke’s  at  hand — Mufick,  in  her  loudvoyce. 

Speaks  his  arrival!, 

Maria,  She’s  prepar’d  to  meet  it.  •^Exit. 
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“Enter  Mariana , ClariHa , led  by  two  Maids : at  the  other 
door^  Baptifta  meets  mth  Mentivole,  led  by  two  Couri- 
ers^ the  Vuke^  Bijhop  j divers  Attendants : ( A Song  ) 
whilji  they  falute. 

Duke.  It  were  impertinent  towifh  youjoy. 

Since  all  joyes  dwell  about  you,  Hymens  torch 
Was  never  lighted  with  a luckier  Omen. 

Nor  burnt  with  fo  much  fplendor,  to  defer 
Withfruitlefs  compliment,  the  means  to  make 
Your  certain  pleafures  lawful  to  the  world  j 
Since  in  the  union  of  your  hearts  they  are 
Confirm’d  already  : would  but  argue  us 
A boafter  of  our  favours  ^ to  the  Temple, 

And  there  thefacred  knot  onceti’d,  all  triumphs 
Our  Dukedom  can  afford,  (hall  grace  your  Nuptials. 

Enter  Alberto  and  Cefario. 

Bap.  On  there. 

Ment.  I hope  it  is  not  in  the  power 
Of  any  to  crofs  us  now. 

.Alber.  But  in  the  breath 
Of  a wrong’d  Father  I forbid  the  Banes. 

Cefar.  What,  do  you  hand  at  gaze 

Bap.  Rifen  from  the  dead ! 

Maria.  Although  the  Sea  had  vomited  up  the  Figure 
In  which  thy  better  part  liv’d  long  imprifon'd, 

True  love  defpifing fear,  runs  thus  to  meet  it. 

Clarif.  In  duty  I kneel  to  it. 

Alber.  Hence  vile  wretches, 

To  you  I am  a fubllance  incorporeal. 

And  not  to  be  prophan’d,  with  your  vile  touch  ? 

That  could  fo  foon  forget  me,  but  fuch  things 
Are  neither  worth  my  Anger,  nor  reproof. 

To  you  great  Sir,  I turn  my  felf  andthele 
Immediate  Miniftersof  your  Government, 

And  if  in  my  rude  language  I trangrels  j 
Afcribe  it  to  the  cold  remembrance  of 
My  fervices,  and  not  my  rugged  temper. 

Duke.  Speak  freely,  be  thy  language  ne’er  fo  bitter. 

To  fee  thee  lafe  fignesthy  pardon. 

Alber.  My  pardon.?  I can  need  none,  if  it  be  not 
Receiv’d  for  an  offence.  I tamely  bear 
Wrongs,  which  a flave-born  Mufeovite  would  check  at* 
Why  if  for  Trealbn  I had  been  deliver’d 
Uptothe  Hangmans  Axe,  andthis  dead  trunk 
Unworthy  of  a Chriftian  Sepulchre 
Expos’d  a prey  to  feed  the  ravenous  Vulture, 

The  memory  of  the  much  I oft  did  for  you, 

Had  you  but  any  touch  of  gratitude. 

Or  thought  of  my  defervings,  would  have  flopp’d  you 
Fromthefe  unjuft  proceedings. 

Vuks.  Hear  the  motives  that  did  induce  us. 

Alber.  I have  heard  them  all, 

YourHighnefs  fentence,  the  whole  Court  abus’d. 

By  the  perjuries  and  pradice  of  this  woman. 

( We  peft  thou  Crocodile ) my  hopeful  fon. 

Whom  I dare  fwear  mine  own,  degraded  of 
The  honors  that  defeendto  him  from  me : 

And  from  that,  inhislovefcorn’dby  a creature 
Whofe  bale  birth,  though  made  eminent  by  her  beauty. 
Might  well  have  mark’d  her  out  Cefario's  fervant, 

All  this  I could  have  pardon’d  and  forgot  ^ 

But  that  my  daughter  with  my  whole  Eftate 
So  hardly  purchas’d,  is  affign’d  a Dower- 
To  one  whofe  Father,  and  whole  Family 
I fo  deteft  i that  I would  lofe  my  ellence 
And  be  transformed  to  a Bafiliske 
To  look  them  dead,  to  me’s  an  injury 
Admits  no  fatisfadion. 

Bap.  There’s  none  offer’d. 

Alber.  Nor  would  not  be  accepted, 
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Though  upon  thy  knees  ’twere  tender’d, 

Maria.  Now  the  ftorm  grows  high. 

Bap.  But  that  I thought  thee  dead,  and  in  thy  death 
The  brinie  Ocean  had  entomb’d  thy  name 
I would  have  fought  a Wife  in  a Bordello 
For  my  Mentivole.,  and  gladly  huggd 
Her  lj;)urious  ifflie  as  my  lawful  Nephews, 

Before  his  bloud  ftiould  e’er  have  mix’d  with  thine  ^ 

So  much  I fcorn  it. 

Alber.  I’ll  not  bandy  words, but  thus  diffblve  the  contrad. 

Bap.  There  I meet  thee,  and  feizeon  what’s  mine  own. 

Alber.  For  all  my  fervicc. 

Great  Sir,  grant  me  the  combat  with  this  wretch, 

That  I may  fcourge  his  infolence. 

Bap.  I kneel  foi  it. 

Cejar.  And  to  approve  my  felf  Alberto'^sSon^ 

I’ll  be  his  fecond  upon  any  odds, 

’Gainff:  him  that  dare  moftof  Baptijia's  race. 

Menti.  Already  upon  honourable  terms. 

In  me  thou  haft  met  thy  better,  for  her  fake 
I’ll  add  no  more. 

Alber.  Sir,  let  our  fvvords  decide  it. 

Maria.  Oh  flay  Sir,  and  as  you  would  hold  the  Title 
Of  a juft  Prince,  e’r  you  grant  licence  to 
Thele  mad-mens  fury,  lend  your  private  ear 
To  the  moft  diftrefs  d of  Women. 

Dukp.  Speak,  ’tis  granted.  He  takes  Mariana  afide. 

Clar.  In  the  meantime,  let  not  Clarijfa  be 
A patient  looker  on,  though  as  yet  doubtful. 

To  whom  to  bend  her  knee  firft,  yet  to  all 
I ftoop  thus  low  in  duty,  and  would  walh 
The  duff;  of  fury  with  my  Virgin  tears, 

Fromhis  blefs’dfeet,  and  make  them  beautiful 
That  would  move  to  conditions  of  peace. 

Though  with  a fhail-like  pace,  they  all  are  wing’d 
Tobearyoutodeftrudion ; reverend  Sirs, 

Think  on  your  antient  friendfliip  cemented 
With  fo  much  bloud,  but  flied  in  noble  adion, 

Divided  now  in  paffron  for  a brawl  ^ 

The  Makers  blufhtoown,  much  lov’d  Cefario. 

Brother,  or  friend,  (each  Title  may  prevail,) 

Remember  with  what  tendernefs  from  our  childhood 

We  lov’d  together,  you  preferring  me 

Before  your  felf,  and  I fo  fond  of  you 

That  it  begot  fufpition  in  ill  minds 

That  our  affedion  was  inceftuous. 

Think  of  that  happy  time,  in  which  I know 
That  with  your  deareft  bloud  you  had  prevented 
Thisfliower  of  tears  from  me^ 

My  Husband,  regiftredin  that  bright  ftar-chamber. 

Though  now  on  earth  made  ftr^ingers,  be  the  e.xample 

And  offer  in  one  hand  the  peaceful  Olive 

Of  concord,  or  if  that  can  be  denied 

By  powerfiil  interceflion  in  the  other 

Carry  the  Hermian  rod,  and  force  attonement. 

Now  we  will  not  be  all  marble.  Death’s  the  w'orff  then 
And  he  fhall  be  my  Tridegroom.  ( Offers  to  kill  her  felf. 

Ment.  Hold  Clarfff  his  loving  violence  needs  muff: 
Offer  in  fpite  of  honor — ■ 

He  fnatches  away  her  k^nife.,  and  fets  it  to 
his  own  breaj}.,  Jhe  Jiaies  his  hand. 

Duke.  Was  it  to  that  end  then  on  your  Religion  ? 

Mar.  And  my  hope  in  Heaven,  Sir. 

Duke.  We  then  will  leave  intreaties,  and  make  ufe 
Of  our  authority,  muft  I cry  ai-me 
To  this  unheard  of  infolence  ? in  my  prefence 
To  draw  your  fwords,  andas  all  reverence 
That’s  due  to  Majefty  were  forfeited, 

Cherifh  this  wildenefs ! ffieath  them  inftantly, 

And  fhew  an  alteration  in  your  looks,  or  by  my  power 

Alber.  Cut  off  my  head.  (man. 

Bap.  And  mine,  rather  than  hear  of  peace  with  this  bad 

E e e • I’ll 
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I’ll  not  alone,  give  up  my  throat,  but  fuffer 
[ Your  rage  to  reach  my  family. 

Enter  Profpero,  Juliana,  Biancha. 

Alb.  And  my  name  to  be  no  more  remembred. 

Duke.  What  are  thefe> 

Cef.  Biancha.^  ’cis  Biancha.,  flill  Biancha : but  ftrangely 
alter’d. 

Bapt.  If  that  thirteen  years 
Of  abfence  could  raze  from  my  memory 
The  figure  of  my  friend,  I might  forget  thee  j 
But  if  thy  Im.age  be  graven  on  my  heart, 

Thou  art  my  Profpero. 

Prof.  Thou  my  Baptijia} 

Duke.  A fuddain  change ! 

Bap.  I dare  not  ask,  dear  friend 
If  Juliana  live!  for  that’s  a blelTing 
I am  unworthy  of,  but  yet  denienot 
To  let  me  know  the  place  fhe  hath  made  happy 
By  having  there  her  Sepulchre. 

Prof.  IfyourHighnefs  pleafe  to  vouchfafe  a patient 
Ear,  we  fliall  make  atrue  relation  of  a ftory 
That  fiiall  call  on  your  wonder. 

Duk.e.  Speak,  we  hear  you. 

Prof.  Baptijia'^s  fortune  in  the  Genoua  Court, 

His  banilhment,  with  his  fair  Wife’s  reftraint 
You  are  acquainted  with  •,  what  fincehath  follow’d 
I faithfully  will  deliver.  E’r  eight  Moons 
After  Baptijia'^s  abfence  were  compleat. 

Fair  found  the  pleafures,  that 

They  had  injoy’d  together,  were  not  barren. 

And  blulhing  at  the  burthen  of  her  womb, 

No  father  near  to  own  it,  itdrev/  on 
A violent  ficknefs,  which  call’d  down  compalTtoii 
From  the  angry  Duke,  then  careful  of  her  health. 
Phyfitians  were  enquir’d  of,  and  their  judgment 
Preferib’d  the  Baths  of  Luca  as  a means 
For  her  recovery to  my  charge  it  pleas’d  her 
To  be  committed  I,  but  as  on  the  way 
We  journey’d,  thofe  throws  only  known  to  Women 
Came  thick  upon  her,  in  a private  Village. 

Bap.  She  died? 

Prof.  Have  patience,  fhe  brought  to  the  world 
A hopeful  Daughter  ^ for  her  bodies  ficknefs 
It  foon  decay’d,  but  the  grief  of  her  mind 
Hourly  increas’d,  and  life  grew  tedious  to  her, 

And  defperate  e’er  to  fee  you  •,  fhe  injoyn’d  me 
To  place  her  in  a Monaftery, 

And  to  my  care  gave  up  her  pretty  Daughter . 

Bapt.  What  Monaftery  ? as  a Pilgrim  bare-foot, 

I’ll  fearch  it  out. 

Prof.  Pray  you  interrupt  me  not. 

Now  to  my  fortunes  •,  the  girl  well  difpos’d  of 
With  a faithful  friend  of  mine,  my  cruel  fate 
Made  me  a prifbner  to  the  lurkifh  Gallies, 

Where  for  1 2 years,  thefe  hands  tugg’d  at  the  Oar, 

But  fortune  tyr’d  at  length  with  my  afflidions. 

Some  Ships  of  Maltha  met  the  Ottoman  Fleet, 

Charg’d  them,  and  boarded  them,  and  gave  me  freedom. 
With  my  deliverers  I ferv’d,  and  got 
Such  reputation  with  the  great  Mafter 
That  he  gave  me  command  over  a tall 
And  lufty  fhip,  vv'here  my  firft  happy  ferviCe 
Was  to  redeem  rumour’d  dead. 

But  was  like  me  furpriz’d  by  Cortugogly. 

Alher.  I would  I had  died  there. 

Prof.  And  from  him  learning 
BaptijiaWd.,  and  their  difiblv’d  friendfhip, 

I hois’dup  fails  for  Greece.,  iomd  Juliana 
A votary  at  her  Beads having  made  known 
Both  that  you  liv’d,  and  where  you  were : fhe  borrow’d 
So  much  from  her  devotion,  as  to  wifh  me 
T o bring  her  to  you  ^ if  the  objedt  pleafe  you, 


With  joy  receive  her, 

Bapt.  Rage  and  fury  leave  me.  ‘Ihrorvs  away  his /word. 

I am  fo  full  of  happinefs,  there’s  no  room  left 
To  entertain  you,  oh  my  long  loft  Jewel, 

Light  of  mine  eyes,  my  fouls  ftrength. 

Julia.  My  beft  Lord,  having  embrac’d  you  thus, 

Death  cannot  fright  fne. 

Bapt.  Live  long  to  do  fo,  though  I fhould  fix  here. 

Pardon  me  Prq/^ero,  though  I enquire  my  daugliters  fortune.] 
Prof.  That  your  happinefs 
May  be  at  all  parts  perfed,  here  fhe  is ! 

Cef  Biancha.,  daughter  to  a Princefs. 

Prof.  True  with  my  faithful  Hoft  I left  her. 

And  with  him  till  now  fhe  hath  refided. 

Ignorant  both  of  her  birth  and  greatnefs. 

Bap.  Oh  my  bleft  one.  Joy  upon  joy  o’erwhelms  me. 
Dukp.  Above  wonder. 

Alb.  I do  begin  to  melt  too,  this  ftrange  ftory 
Works  much  upon  me. 

Dukp.  Since  it  hath  pleas’d  heaven 
To  grace  us  with  this  miracle,  I that  am 
Heavens  inftrument  here,  determine  thus  ^ Alberta 
Be  not  unthankful  for  the  bleftings  fhown  you, 

Nor  you  Baptifla  •,  difeord  was  yet  never 
A welcome  facrifice  j therefore  rage  laid  by. 

Embrace  as  friends,  and  let  pafs’d  difference 
Be  as  a dream  forgotten. 

Bap.  ’Tis  to  me. 

Alber,  And  me,  and  thus  confirm  it. 

Dukp.  And  to  tye  it 

In  bonds  not  to  be  broken,  with  the  marriage 
Of  young  Mentivole.,  and  fair  Clarijfa., 

So  you  confent  great  Lady,  your  Biancha 
Shall  call  Cafario  Husband. 

Julia.  ’Tis  a motion  I gladly  yield  to. 

Cefar.  One  in  which  you  make  a lad  man  happy. 

Offers  to  l{tieel.\ 

Bian.  Kneel  not,  all  forgiven.  I 

Duke.  With  the  Duke  your  Uncle  I will  make  attonement,! 
and  will  have  no  denial. 


Enter  Hoff , Forobofeo,  Clown  and  Officers^ 


Maf.  Let  this  day  be  ftill  held  facred. 

Hoft.  Now  if  you  can  conjure,  let  the  Devil  unbind 
you. 

Foro.  We  are  both  undone. 

Clow.  Already  we  feel  it. 

Hoft.  Juftice  Sir. 

Duke.  What  are  they  .? 

Pref.  I can  refolve  you,  Haves  freed  from  the  Gallies 
By  the  Viceroy  of  Sicilia. 

Duke.  What’s  their  offence  ? 

Hofi.  The  robbing  me  of  all  my  Plate  and  Jew^els, 

I mean  the  attempting  of  it. 

Cion’.  Pleafe  your  Grace  I will  now  difeover  this  Var- 
let  in  earneft,  this  honeft  peftilent  rogue,  profeft  theArt 
of  Conjuring,  but  all  the  skill  that  ever  he  had  in  the 
black  Art,  was  in  making  a Seacole  fire  ^ only  with  wearing 
ftrange  fhapes,  he  begot  admiration  amongft  Fools  and 
Women. 

Foro.  Wilt  thou  peach  thou  varlet? 

Vukp.  Why  does  he  goggle  with  his  eyes,  and  ftalke  fb  ? 

Clow.  This  is  one  of  his  Magical  raptures. 

F oro.  1 do  vilifie  your  cenfure,  you  demand  if  I am  guilty, 
whir  fays  my  cloak  by  a trick  of  Legerdemain,  now  I amt 
not  guilty,  I amguarded  with  innocence,pure  Silver  Lace  I i 
afliire  you. 

Clow.  Thus  have  I read  to  you  your  virtues,  which  not- 
withftanding  I would  not  have  you  proud  of. 

Foro.  Out  thou  concealment  of  Tallow,  and  counterfeit 
Mummia. 

Duke, 
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Duke.  To  the  Gallieswith  them  both. 

Clow.  TheonlySea-phyfickfora  knave,  is  to  be  baited  in 
a Gaily,  with  the  oil  of  a Bulls  Peefel. 

Fom.  And  will  not  you  make  a four  face  at  the  fame 
fauce,  lirrah/  I hope  to  find  thee  fo  lean  in  one  fortnight, 
thou  mayft  be  drawn  by  the  ears  through  the  hoop  of  a 
a firkin. 


Vuke^  Divide  them,  and  away  with  them  to  th’ Gallies. 

Clow.  This  will  take  down  your  pride,  Juglen 

This  day  that  hath  given  birih  to  blellings  beyond 
hope,  admits  no  criminal  Ibtence  : to  the  Temple,  and 
there  with  humblenels,  praife  heavens  bounties  ^ 

For  blelfings  ne’er  defcend  from  thence,  but  when 
A lacrifice  in  thaiiKS  alcends  from  men.  Fxsuytt  otmtss 
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CUPIDS 


The  Perfons  reprefented  in  the  Pky. 


Cupid. 

Leontius,  the  old  Duke  <7/Lycia. 
Leucippus,  Son  to  the  Duke, 
Ifmenus,  Nepherv  to  the  Duke, 
Telamon,  a hyciznLord, 
Dorialus, 

Agenor,  xCourtkrs, 

Nifus,  § 


Timantus,  a villainous  Sycophant, 

The  Prieft  of  Gupid. 

Four  young  Men  and  Mbiidf, 

"NilOj/ent  inCommijjton  topuU  down  Cupid  / Image,  , 
Zoilus,  Leucipp  us  / Dwarf, 

Four  Citizens, 


Women. 


Hidalpes,  Daughter  to  the  Duke, 
Cleophila,  and  Hero  her  Attendants^ 
Bacha,  a Strumpet, 

Urania,  her  Daughter. 


.'A 


Bacha’ s,  Maid, 

Urania’s  Maid, 

Servants  and  Attendants. 


ASlus  Primus.  Sexna  Prima. 


Enter  Dorialus,  Agenor,  Nifus. 


Agenor. 

Ruft  me  my  Lord  Voriahs.,  I had  mill:  of 
this,  if  you  had  not  call’d  me  ^ I thought 
the  Princefles  birth-day  had  been  to  mor- 
row. 

Nifus.  Why,  did  your  Lordihip  fleep  out 
the  day. 

Bor.  I marvel  what  the  Duke  meant  to  make  fuch  an 
idle  vow. 

Nif.  Idle,  why? 

Bor.  Is’t  not  idle,  to  fwear  to  grant  his  Daughter  any 
thing  ihe  fhall  ask  on  her  birth-day  ? Ihe  may  ask  an  impof 
fible  thing;  and  I pray  heaven  Ihe  do  not  ask  an  unfit  thing 
at  one  time  or  other  • ’tis  dangerous  trufting  a mans  vow 
upon  thedifcretion  on’s  Daughter. 

Age.  I wonder  moft  at  the  Marquifs  her  Brother,  who 
is  always  vehem.ently  forward  to  have  her  defires  granted, 

Bor.  He’s  acquainted  with ’em  before. 

Age.  She’s  doubtlefs  very  chafce  and  virtuous 

Bor.  So  is  Leucippus  her  brother. 

Nif.  She’s  twenty  year  old,  I wonder 
She  aske  not  a Husband. 

Bor.  That  were  a folly  in  her^  having  refus’d  all  the 
Great  Princes  in  one  part  of  the  world  ^ 

She’ll  die  a Maid. 

Age.  She  may  ask  but  one,  may  file  ? 


Nif.  A hundred  times  this  day  if  Ihe  will; 

And  indeed,  every  day  is  fuch  a day,  for  though 
The  Duke  has  vow’d  it  only  on  this  day. 

He  keeps  it  every  day : he  can  deny 
Her  nothing. 

Cornets. 


Enter  Hidafpes,  Leucippus,  Leontius, 
fimantas^  Leltamon. 


Leon.  Come  fair  Hidaspes^  thou  art 
Duchefs  to  day. 

Art  thou  prepar’d  to  aske,  thou  knowell 
My  oath  will  force  performance. 

And  Leucippus.^  if  Ihe  now  ask  ought  that  Ihall, 
Or  would  have  performance 
After  my  death,  when  by  the  help  of  heaven. 
This  Land  is  thine,  accurfed  be  thy  race. 

May  every  one  forget  thou  art  my  Son, 

And  fo  their  own  obedience. 

Leucip.  Mighty  Sir, 

I do  not  wilhto  know  that  fatal  hour. 

That  is  to  make  me  King,  but  if  I do, 

I Ihall  molt  haftily,  ( and  like  a Son  ) 

Perform  your  grant  to  all,  chiefly  to  her: 
Remember  that  you  aske  what  we 
Agreed  upon. 

Leon.  Are  you  prepar’d?  then  Ipsak. 


Hida 
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Htda.  Moft  Royal  Sir,  I am  prepar’d. 

Nor  fhallmy  Will  exceed  a Virgins  bounds, 

What  I requeR  lhall  both  at  once  bring 
Me  a full  content. 

Leon.  So  it  ever  does: 

Thou  only  comfort  of  my  feeble  age. 

Make  known  thy  good  defire. 

For  I dare  fwear  thou  lov’ft  me. 

Hidaf.  This  is  it  I beg. 

And  on  my  knees.  The  people  of  your  Land, 

The  Lycians.,  are  through  all  the  Nations 
That  know  their  name,  noted  to  have  in  ufe 
A vain  and  fruitlefs  fuperftition  ^ 

So  much  more  hateful,  that  it  bears  the  fhew 
Of  true  Religion,  and  is  nothing  elfe 
But  a falfe-pleafmg  bold  lafcivioufnefs. 

Leon.  What  is  it? 

Hidaf.  Many  ages  before  this. 

When  every  man  got  to  himfelf  a Trade, 

And  was  laborious  in  that  chofen  courfe. 

Hating  an  idle  life,  far  wbrfe  than  death : 

Some  one  that  gave  himfelf  toWiite  and  Sloth, 

Which  breed  lafcivious  thoughts  *, 

And  found  himfelf  conjoyn’d 
For  that  by  every  painful  man. 

To  take  his  Rain  away,  fram’d  to  himfelf 
A whom  he  pretended  to  obey. 

In  being  thus  difhoneR,  for  a name 
He  call’d  him  Capid.  This  created  god. 

Mans  nature  being  ever  credulous 

Of  any  vice  that  takes  part  with  his  blood. 

Had  ready  followers  enow : and  fince 
In  every  age  they  grew,  efpecially 
AmongR  your  SubjeRs,  who  do  yet  remain 
Adorers  of  that  drowiie  Deitie : 

Which  drink  invented : and  the  winged  Boy, 

( For  lb  they, call  him  ) has  his  facrifices. 

Thefeloofe  naked  Ratues  through  the  Land, 

And  in  every  Village,  nay  the  palace 
Is  not  free  from  ’em.  This  is  my  requeR, 

That  tliefe  ered  obfcene  Images 
Maybeplucktdown  and  burnt:  and  every  man 
That  offers  to  ’em  any  facrifice,  may  lofe  his  life. 

Leon.  But  be  advis’d  my  faireR  daughter,  if  he  bc 
A god,  he  will  exprefs  it  upon  thee  my  child: 

Which  heaven  avert. 

Leucip.  There  is  no  Rich  power: 

But  the  opinion  of  him  fiUs  the  Land 
With  luRfiil  fins : every  young  man  and  maid 
That  feel  theleaR  defire  to  one  another. 

Dare  not  fupprcls  it,  for  they  think  it  is 
Blind  motion  : and  he  is  a god. 

Leon.  This  makes  our  youth unchaRe.  lamrelblv’d: 
Nephew  JRwewxx,  break  the  Statues  down 
Here  in  the  Palace,  and  command  the  City 
Do  the  like,  let  proclamations 
Be  drawn,  and  haRily  fent  through  the  Land 
To  the  fame  purpofe. 

Jfmen.  Sir,  I will  break  down  none  my  felf. 

But  I will  deliver  your  command  : 

Hand  I will  have  none  in’t,  for  I like  it  not. 

Leon.  Goe  and  command  it.  Pleafureofmy  life, 

WouldR  thou  ought  elfe  ? make  many  thoufand  Riits. 

They  muR  and  fhall  be  granted. 

Hid.  Nothing  elfe.  ^xit  Ifinenus. 

Leon.  But  go  and  meditate  on  other  fuits,_ 

Some  fix  days  hence  I’ll  give  thee  Audience  again,' 

And  by  a new  oath,  bind  my  felf  to  keep  it : 

Ask  largely  for  thy  felf,  dearer  than  life 
In  whom  I maybe  bold  to  call  my  felf, 

More  fortunate  than  any  in  my  age, 

I will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Lett.  ’T  was  well  done,  SiRer. 

Exeunt  all  but  thefe  three  Lords. 
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Nif  How  like  you  this  requeR  my  Lord .«' 

Lor.  I know  not  yet,  I am  lb  full  of  wonder. 

We  fhall  be  gods  our  lelvcs  Ihortly, 

And  we  pull  ’em  out  of  Heaven  o’  this  fafhion. 

Age.  We  fhall  have  wenches  now  when  we  can 
Catch  ’em,  and  we  tranfgrefs  thus. 

Nif.  And  we  abufe  the  gods  once,  ’tis  a JuRice 
We  fhould  be  held  at  hard  meat : for  my  part. 

I’ll  e’en  make  ready  for  mine  own  affedion 
I know  the  god  incenR  muR  fend  a hardnefs 
Through  all  good  Womens  hearts,  and  then  we  have 
Brought  our  Eggs  and  Muskadine  to  a fair  Market; 

Would  I had  giv’n  an  icol.  for  a tolleration. 

That  I might  but  ufe  my  confcienceinmine 
Own  houfe. 

Lor.  The  Duke  he’s  old  and  paftit,  he  would 
Never  have  brought  Rich  a plague  upon  the  Land  elfe, 

’Tis  worfe  than  Sword  and  Famine : 

Yet  to  lay  truth,  we  have  deferv’d  it,  we  have  liv’d 
So  wickedly,  every  man  at  his  Livery,  and  vvou’d  that 
Wou’d  have  fuffic’d  us  : we  murmur’d  at  this 
Blefling,  that  was  nothing  ^ and  cry’d  out  to  the 
God  for  endlefs  pleafures,  he  heard  us. 

And  fuppied  us,  and  our  Women  were  new  Rill 
.4s  we  need  ’em:  yet  we  like  beaRs  Rill  cry’d. 

Poor  men  can  number  their  woers,  give  us 
Abundance  : we  had  it,  and  this  curfe  withal. 

Age.  Berlady  we  are  like  to  have  a long  Lent  on’t, 

Flefh  fnall  be  flefh  : now  Gentlemen  I had  rather 
Have  anger’d  all  the  gods,  than  that  blind  Gunner. 

I remember  once  the  people  did  but  flight  him 
In  a facrifice : and  what  followed  ? 

Women  kept  their  houfes,  grew  good  hufwives 
HoneR  forfooth  ? was  not  that  fine  ? 

Wore  their  own  faces. 

Though  they  wear  gay  cloaths  without  furveying, 

And  which  was  moR  lamentable. 

They  lov’d  their  Husbands. 

Nif.  I do  remember  it  to  my  grief. 

Young  Maids  were  as  cold  as  Cowcurabers 
And  much  of  that  complexion  : 

Bawds  were  abolifht:  and,  to  which  mifery 
It  muR  come  again. 

There  were  no  Cuckolds, 

Well,  we  had  need  pray  to  keep  thefe 
Divels  from  us. 

The  times  grow  mifehievous. 

There  he  goes.  Lord! 

Enter  one  rrith  an  Image. 

This  is  a facriledge  I have  not  heard  of: 

Would  I were  gelt,  that  I might  not 
Feci  what  follows. 

Age.  And  I too.  You  lhall  fee  within  thefe 
Few  years,  a fine  confufion  i’the  Countrey ; mark  it  : 

Nay,  and  we  grow  for  to  depofe  the  Powers, 

Andfet  up  ChaRity  again,  well,  I have  done. 

A fine  new  goddefs  certainly,  whofe  bleffings 
Are  hunger  and  hard  beds. 

Nif.  This  comes  of  fulnefs,  a fin  too  frequent  with  us 
I believe  now  we  lhall  find  fliorter  commons. 

Lor.  Would  I were  married,  fomewhat  has  fome  favour  • 
The  race  of  Gentry  will  quite  run  out  now, 

’Tis  only  left  to  Husbands,  if  younger  SiRers 
Take  not  the  greater  charity,  ’tis  lawful. 

Age.  W’ell,  let  come  what  will  come, 

I am  but  one,  and  as  the  plague  falls, 

ril  lhape  my  felf:  If  Women  willbehoneR,  PR  be  found. 

If  the  godhtnot  too  unmerciful. 

I’ll  take  a little  Rill,  where  I can  get  it. 

And  thank  him,  and  fay  nothing. 

Nif  This  ill  wind  yet  may  blow  the  City  good. 

And  let  them,  ( if  they  can  ) get  their  own  children, 

The\ 
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They  have  hung  long  enough  in  doubt,  but  howfoever,  the 
old  way  was  the  iurer,  then  they  had  ’em. 

Dor.  Farewel  my  Lords,  I’ll  e’en  take  up  what  Rent  I can 
before  the  day,  Ifear  the  year  will  fall  out  ill. 

/Ige,  We’ll  with  you  Sir : And  love  fo  favour  us, 

As  we  are  ftillthy  fervants.  ComemyLords^ 

Let’s  to  thd  Duke,  and  tell  him  to  what  folly 

His  doting  now  has  brought  him.  Exeunt, 

Friejl  of  Cupid,  rvith  four  young  men. 
and  Maids. 

Prieft.  Come  my  children,  let  your  feet, 

In  an  even  meafure  meet  : 

And  your  chearful  voices  rife. 

For  to  prefent  this  Sacrifice  i 
Lo  great  Cupid.,  in  whofe  name, 

I his  Prieji  begin  the  fame. 

Young  men  take  your  Loves  andkifs. 

Thus  om  Cupid  honour’d  is 
Kifs  again,  and  in  your  kilTing, 

Let  no  promifes  be  miffing  : 

Nor  let  any  Maiden  here. 

Dare  to  turn  aw’ay  her  ear. 

Unto  the  whisper  of  her  Love, 

But  give  Bracelet,  Ring  or  Glove, 

As  a token  to  her  fweeting. 

Of  an  after  fecret  meeting  : 

Now  boy  fing  to  ftick  our  hearts 
Fuller  of  great  darts. 


SONG. 

T Overs  rejojee^  jour  pains  he  rewarded, 

^ 7 he  god  of  Love  himfelf  grieves  at  your  crying  : 

No  Ktore  fjall  frozen  honor  be  regarded, 

Isor  the  coy  frees  of  a Maids  denying. 

Ko  more  fall  Virgins  Jigh,  and  fay  we  dare  not. 

For  men  are  fulfe,  and  what  they  do  they  care  not. 

All fall  he  well  again,  then  do  not  grieve. 

Men  fall  be  true,  and  Women  fall  believe. 

Lovers  rejoyce,  what  you  fall fay  henceforth. 

When  you  have  caught  your  Sweet-hearts  in  your  arms. 
It  fall  be  accounted  Oracle,  and  Worth  : 

No  more  faint-hearted  Girls  fall  dream  of  harms. 

And  cry  they  are  too  young,  the  god  hath  faid. 

Fifteen  fall  make  a Mother  of  a Maid: 

Then  wife  men,  pull  your  Rofesyet  unblown. 

Love  hates  the  too  ripe  fruit  that  falls  alone. 

The  Meafure. 

After  the  Meafure,  Enter  Nilo  and  others. 

Nilo.  No  more  of  this:  here  break  your  Rights  forever, 
The  Duke  commands  itfb  Prieft  do  not  Rare, 
i I mult  deface  your  Temple,  though  unwilling, 

And  your  god  here  muftmake  a Scare-crow 
For  any  thing  I know,  or  at  the  belt, 

Adorn  a Chimney-piece. 

Prieji.  Oh  Sacriledge  unheard  of  ? 

Nilo,  This  will  not  help  it,  take  down  the  Image 
And  away  with  ’em. 

Prieft,  change  your  coat  you  hadbeft,  all  fervice  now 
Is  given  to  men;  Prayers  above  their  hearing 
Will  prove  butbablings : learn  to  lye  and  thrive, 

’Twill  prove  your  beftprofeflion : forthegods, 

Fie  that  lives  by  ’em  now,  muft  be  a beggar. 

There’s  better  holinefs  on  earth  they  fay. 


Pray  God  it  ask  not  greater  facrifice.  Go  home,} 

And  if  our  god  be  not  deaf  as  well  as  blind, 

He  will  fome  fmoak  for  it. 

Gent.  Sir 

Nilo.  Gentlemen,  there  is  no  talking. 

This  muft  be  done  and  fpeedily^ 

1 have  commiflion  that  I Hiuft  not  break. 

Gent.  We  are  gone,  to  wonder  w hat  ihall  follow*. 

Nilo.  On  to  the  next  Temple.  Exeunt. 

Cornets.  Defendit  Cupid. 

Cupid.  Am  I then  fcorn’d  ? is  my  all-doing  Will 
And  Power,  that  knows  no  limit,  nor  admits  none. 

Now  look’d  into  bylefsthan  gods  ? and  weak’ned 
Am  I,  whofe  Pow  ftruck  terror  through  the  earth. 

No  lefsthan  Thunder,  and  in  this,  exceeding 
Even  gods  themlelves,  whofe  knees  before  my  Altars 
Now  fhook  off^  and  contemn’d  by  fuch,  whole  lives 
Are  but  ray  recreation ! anger  rife 
My  fuffe ranee  and  my  IcLaremade  the  fubjedl 
Of  fins  agamft  us.  Go  thou  out  difpleafure, 
Difpieaiureof  a great  god,  fl'd'ng  thy  felf 
Through  all  this  Kingdom  : fow  whatever  evils 
Proud  flelli  is  taking  off,  amongft  theft  Rebels : 

And  on  the  firft  heart  that  defpife  my  Greatnefs, 

Lay  a ftrange  mifery,  that  all  may  know 
-Cupid's  revenge  is  mighty with  his  Arrow 
Hotter  than  plagues  or  mine  own  anger,  will  I 
Now  nobly  right  my  felf : nor  fhall  the  prayers 
Nor  fmoaks  on  my  Altars  hold  my  hand, 

Till  I have  left  this  a moft  wretched  Land,  Lxlt. 

Enter  Hidafpes,  and  Cleophila. 

Hidaf  Cleophila,  what  was  he  that  went  hence  ? 

Cleo.  What  means  your  Grace  now.^ 

Hidaf  I mean  that  hand  fome  man. 

That  fomething  more  than  man  I met  at  door. 

Clen.  Here  was  no  handfome  man. 

Hidaf  Come,  he’s  Ibme  one 
You  would  preferve  in  private,  but  you  want 
Cunning  to  do  it,  and  my  eyes  are  Ibarper 
Than  yours,  and  can  with  one  negledling  glance. 

See  all  the  graces  of  a man.  Who  was’t  ? 

Cleo.  That  went  hence  now.'? 

Hidaf  That  went  hence  now,  I,  he 

Cleo.  Faith  here  was  no  fuch  one  as  your  Grace  thinks. 
Zoylous  your  Brothers  Dwarf  went  out  but  now. 

Hidaf  I think  ’twas  he ; how  bravely  he  paft  by : 

Is  he  not  grown  a goodly  Gentleman? 

Cleo.  A goodly  Gentleman,  Madam  ? 

He  is  the  moft  deformed  fellow  i’the  Land. 

flidaf  Ohblafphemy:  he  may  perhaps  to  thee 
Appear  deform’d,  for  he  is  indeed 
Unlike  a man;  hisfhapeand  colours  are 
Beyond  the  Art  of  Painting  he  is  like 
Nothing  that  we  have  feen,  yet  doth  reftmble 
Apollo,  as  I oft  have  fancied  him, 

When  rifingfrom  his  bed,  he  ftirs  himfelf  • 

And  fhakes  day  from  his  hair. 

Cleo.  He  rcfcmbles  ApolIo\  Recorder. 

Hidaf.  Cleophila,  go  fend  a Page  for  him, 

And  thou  fhalt  fee  thy  error,  and  repent.  Exit  Cleo. 
Alas,  what  do  I feel,  my  bloud  rebells. 

And  I am  one  of  thoft  I us’d  to  ftorn. 

My  Maiden-thoughts  are  fledagainftmy  felf? 

I harbor  Traitors  in  my  Virginity, 

That  frommy  Childhood  kept  me  company. 

Is  heavier  than  I can  endure  to  bear  : 

Forgive  me  Cupid,  for  thou  art  a god. 

And  I a wretched  creature^  I havefinn’d. 

But  be  thou  merciful,  and  grant  that  yet 
I may  enjoy  what  thou  wilt  have  me,  Love. 

Entei 
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Enter  Cleo.  and  Zoy. 

ZoyloHf  is  here  Madam. 

Hida.  He’s  there  indeed. 

Now  be  thine  own  Judges  fee  thou  worfe  than  mad. 

Is  he  deformed  ? look  upon  thofe  eyes, 

That  let  all  pleafure  out  into  the  world. 

Unhappy  that  they  cannot  fee  themfelves  j 
Look  on  his  hair,  that  like  fo  many  beams. 

Streaking  the  Eafi^  Ihoot  light  o’er  half  the  world. 

Look  on  him  altogether,  who  is  made 
As  if  two  Natures  had  contention 
About  their  skill,  and  one  had  brought  forth  him. 

Zoy.  Ha,  ha,  ha : Madam,  though  Nature 
Hath  not  given  me  fo  much 
As  others  in  my  outward  fliew  *, 

I bear  a heart  as  loyal  unto  you 
In  this  unfightly  body  (which  you  pleale 
To  make  your  mirth)  as  many  others  do 
That  are  far  more  befriended  in  their  births  ^ 

Yet  I could  wifli  myfelf  much  more  derormed 
Than  yet  I am,  fo  I might  make  your  Grace 
More  merry  than  you  are,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Hidaf.  Belhrew  me  then  if  I be  merry  •, 

But  I ’m  content  whilfl;  thou  art  with  me ; 

Thou  that  art  my  Saint : 

By  hope  of  whole  mild  favour  I do  live 
To  tell  thee  fo : I pray  thee  fcorn  me  not  i 
Alas  what  can  it  add  unto  thy  worth 
To  triumph  over  me,  that  am  a Maid, 

Without  deceit  ? whofe  heart  doth  guide  her  tongue, 
Drown'd  in  my  pafiions  •,  yet  I will  take  leave 
To  call  it  reafon  that  I dote  on  thee. 

Cleo.  The  Princels  is  befides  her  Grace  I think, 

T o talk  thus  with  a fellow  that  will  hardly 
Serve  i’th’  dark  when  one  is  drunk. 
hida.  What  anfwer  wilt  thou  give  me  ? 

Zoy.  If  it  pleafe  your  Grace  to  jell  on,  I can  abide  it. 
Hida.  If  it  be  jeft,  not  to  efteem  my  life. 

Compar’d  with  thee : If  it  be  jell:  in  me. 

To  hang  a thoufand  kifles  in  an  hour 
Upon  thofe  Lips,  and  take  ’em  off  again : 

If  it  be  jeft  for  me  to  marry  thee. 

And  take  obedience  on  me  whilfl;  I live: 

Then  all  1 fay  is  jell: 

For  every  part  of  this,  Ifwear  by  thole 
That  fee  my  thoughts,  I amrelblv’dtodo. 

And  Ibefeech  thee,  by  thine  own  white  hand, 

( Which  pardon  me,  that  I am  bold  to  kifs 
With  lb  unworthy  Lips)  that  thou  wilt  fwear 
To  marry  me,  as  I do  here  to  thee. 

Before  the  face  of  heaven. 

Zoy.  Marry  you  ? ha,  ha,  ha, 

Hida.  Kill  me  or  grant,  wilt  thou  not  fpeak  at  all? 

Zoy.  Why  I will  do  your  Will  for  ever. 

Hida.  I ask  no  more;  but  let  me  kifs  that  mouth 
That  is  fo  merciful^  that  is  my  will: 

Next  go  with  me  before  the  King  in  halle. 

That  is  my  Will-,  where  I will  make  our  Peers 
Know,  that  thou  art  their  better. 

Zoy.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  that  is  line, ha,  ha,  ha. 

Cleo.  Madam,  what  means  your  Grace  ? 

Confider  for  the  love  of  Heaven  to  what 
You  run  madly  will  you  take  this  Viper 
Into  your  bed  ? 

Hida.  Away,  hold  off  thy  hands ; 

Strike  her  fvveet  Zoylus,  for  it  is  my  Will, 

Which  thou  hallfworntodoe. 

Zoy.  Away  for  lhame. 

Know  you  no  manners : ha,  ha,  ha,  E 

Cleo.  Thou  know’ll  none  I fear. 

This  is  juft  Cupid^s  Anger,  Venns  look  down  mildly  onus : 
And  command  thy  Son  to  fpare  this  Lady  once,  and  let  me 
be  in  love  withal : and  none  in  love  with  me.  Exit. 
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Enter  Ilmenus,^W  Timantus. 

Timan.  Is  your  Lordlhip  for  the  Wars  this  Summer? 

Jfmen.  'Timantus.,  wilt  thou  go  with  me  ? 

Timan.  If  I had  a Company,  my  Lord.' 

^ Ifmen.  Of  Fidlers : Thou  a company  ?* 

No,  no,  keep  thy  Company  at  home,  and  caufe  cuckolds : 

The  Wars  will  hurt  thy  face,  there’s  no  Semrters, 
Shoomakers,  nor  Taylors,  nor  Almond-milk  i’th’ morning, 
Nor  poach’d  Egs  to  keep  your  worlhip  foluble. 

No  man  to  warm  your  Shirt,  and  blow  your  Rofes  : 

Nor  none  to  reverence  your  round  lace  Breeches: 
if  thou  wilt  needs  goe,  and  goe  thus, 
GetaCafeforthyCaptainlhip,  a Ihower  will  fpoil  thee  elfe. 
Thus  much  for  thee. 

lim.  Your  Lordfliip’s  wondrous  witty,  very  plealantbe- 
neve  t.  Exit. 

Telamon,  Dorialus,  Agenor,  Nifiis,  Leonti. 

Leon.  No  news  yet  of  my  Son  ? 

T-ela.  Sir,  there  be  divers  out  in  fearch : 

No  doubt  they’ll  bring  the  truth  where  he  is. 

Or  the  occafionthat  led  him  hence. 

'Im.  They  have  good  eyes  then. 

Leon.  The  gods  goe  with  them : 

Who  be  thole  that  wait  there? 

Tele,  The  Lord  Ifmcnus.,  yourGeneral,  for  hisdifpatch. 
Leon.  Oh  Nephew : we  have  no  ule  to  imploy  your 
Virtue  in  our  War  : nowtheProvinceiswellfetled. 

Hear  you  ought  of  the  Marquis  ? 

Ifmen.  No  Sir? 

Leon.  ’Tis  llrange  he  lliould  be  gone  thus : 

Thefe  five  days  he  was  not  feen, 

Tim.  I’ll  hold  my  hold,  I could  bolt  him  in  an  hour : 

Leo«.  Where’s  my  Daughter? 

Hori.  About  the  purging  of  the  Temples,  Sir. 

Leon.  She’s  challe  and  virtuous  ^ fetch  her  to  me. 

And  tell  her  I am  pleas’d  to  grant  her  now 
Her  lall  requell,  without  repenting  me.  Exit  Nif 

Be  it  what  it  will : Ihe  is  wife,  Dorialus 
Andwillnotprefsme  farther  than  a Father. 

Dor.  I pray  the  bell  may  follow : yet  if  your  Grace 
Had  taken  the  opinions  of  your  people. 

At  leall  ol  fuch,  whofe  wifdoms  ever  w'ake 
About  your  lafety,  I may  lay  it.  Sir, 

Under  your  noble  pardon  : that  this  change 
Either  had  been  more  honor  to  the  gods. 

Or  I think  not  at  all.  Sir,  the  Princefs. 

Enter  Hidafpes,  Nifus,  and  Zoylus. 

Leon.  Oh  my  Daughter,  my  health ! 

And  did  I fay  my  foul,  I ly’d  not  ^ 

Thou  art  fo  near  me,  fpeak,  and  have  whatever 
Thy  wife  Will  leads  thee  too  : had  1 a Heaven, 

It  were  too  poor  a place  for  fuch  a goodnefs. 

Dor.  What’s  here? 

Agen.  An  Apes  skin  fluft  I think,  ’tis  lb  plump. 

Hida.  Sir,  you  have  pall  your  word. 

Still  be  a Prince,  and  hold  you  to  it. 

Wonder  not  I prefs  you,  my  life  lies  in  your  word : 

If  you  break  that,  you  have  broke  my  heart,  I mull  ask 
That’s  my  lhame,  and  your  Will  mult  not  deny  me : 

Now  for  Heaven  be  not  forfworn. 

Leon.  By  the  gods  I will  not, 

I cannot,  were  there  no  other  power. 

Than  my  love  call’d  to  a witnefs  of  it. 

T>or.  They  have  much  reafon  to  trull. 

You  have  forfworn  one  of  ’em  out  o’th’  coiintrcy  already. 

Hida.  Then  this  is  my  requelt;  This  Gent. 

Be  not  afhamed,  5ir : 

You  are  worth  a Kingdom. 

Leon.  In  what  ? 

Hida.  In  the  way  of  marridge.- 

Leon. 


4o8  CupidV  %evenge. 


Leon.  How? 

Rida.  In  the  way  of  marriage,  it  muft  be  fo, 

Your  oath  is  tiM  to  Heaven ; as  my  love  to  him. 

Leon.  I know  thou  doft  but  try  my  age. 

Come  ask  again. 

Rida.  If  I fhouldask  all  my  life-time,  this  isallftill. 

Sir,  I amferious,  I mufl;  have  this  worthy  man  without  en- 
quiring why  I,  and  fuddenly,  and  freely : 

Doe  not  look  for  rcafbn  or  obedience  in  my  words : my 
Love  admits  no  wifdora; 

Only  hafte,  and  hope  hangs  on  my  fury. 

Speak  Sir,  fpcak,  but  not  as  a Father, 

[ am  deaf  and  dull  to  counlel : inflamed  blood 
Hears  nothing  butmyWilli 
For  Gods  fake  fpeak. 

Dor.  Here’s  a brave  alteration. 

N’J.  This  comes  of  Chalfity. 

H/da.  Will  not  you  fpeak  Sir? 

Agen.  Thcgod  begins  his  vengeance what  a fweet  youth 
he  hasfentus  here,  with  a pudding  in’s  belly? 

Lm/.  Oh  let  menever  Ipeak, 

Or  with  my  words  let  me  Ipeak  out  my  life  ^ 

Thou  power  abus’d  ; great  Love,  whole  vengeance  now  we 
•bel  and  fear,  have  mercy  on  this  Land. 

Nif.  How  does  your  Grace  ? 

Leon.  Sick,  very  fick  1 hope. 

L>or.  Gods  comfort  you. 

Rida.  Will  not  you  fpeak?  is  this  your  Royal  word? 

! Do  not  pull  perjurieupon  your  lo^l. 

I Sir,  you  are  old,  and  near  your  punilbment  ^ remember. 

I Leon.  Away  bafe  woman. 

I HidaJ.  Then  be  no  more  my  Father,  but  a plague, 

I I am  bound  to  pray  againfl:  be  any  fin 
May  force  m.e  to  dcfpair,  and  hang  my  felf, 

Be  thy  name  never  mere  remembred  King 
But  in  example  of  a broken  faith. 

And  curfl:  even  to  forgetfnlnefs ; 

I\lay  thy  Land  bring  forth  fuch  Monikers  as  thy  Daughter  is  ? 
I am  weary  of  my  rage.  Ipray  forgive  me. 

And  let  me  have  him,  will  you  Noble  Sir  ? 

Leon.  Mercy,  mercy  heaven : 

Thou  heir  of  alldifhonor,  fhameft  thou  not  to  draw 
This  little  moilfureleit  for  life,  thus  rudely  from  me? 
Carry  that  Have  to  death. 

Zoy.  For  heavens  fake  Sir,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine, 

That  file  will  love  me. 

Leon.  To  death  with  him,  I lay. 

Rida.  Then  make  hafte  Tyrant,  or  I’ll  be  for  him: 

TJiis  is  the  way  to  Hell. 

Leon.  Hold  fail:,  I charge  you  away  with  him, 

Rida.  Alas  old  man.  Death  hath  more  doors  than  one. 
And  1 will  meet  him.  Exit  Hida. 

Leon.  Dorialns.,  Pray  fee  her  in  her  chamber. 

And  lay  a guard  about  her  : 

The  greatefl:  curfe  the  gods  lay  on  our  frailties. 

Is  Will  and  Diiobediencc  in  our  Iflues, 

Wdiich  we  beget  as  well  as  them  to  plague  us. 

With  our  fond  loves  i Bealts  you  are  only  blelt 
That  have  that  happy  dulnefs  to  forget 
\Y’hat  you  have  made,  your  young  ones  grieve  not  you 
They  wander  where  they  lift,  and  have  their  ways 
Without  diflionortoyou^  and  their  ends, 

Fallon  ’em  without  forrow  of  their  Parents, 

Or  after  ill  remembrance ; Oh  this  Woman 
k^'ould  I had  made  my  felf  a Sepulcher, 

When  I made  her ; Nephew,  where  is  the  Prince  ? 

Pray  God  he  have  not  more  part  of  her  bafenefs 
Than  of  her  bloud  about  him. 

Gentlemen  ; where  is  he  ? 

Ifm.  Iknow  r>ot  Sir. 

H’as  his  ways  by  himfelf,  is  too  wife  for  my  company. 

Leon.  I do  not  like  this  hiding  of  himlclf. 

From  fuch  fociety  as  his  perlbn: 

Some  of  it  ye  needs  muft  know. 


Jfme.  I am  fure  not  I : nor  have  known  twice  this  ten 
days,  which  if  I were  as  proud  as  fome  of  ’em,  I Ihould  take 
feurvily,  but  he  is  a young  man. 

Let  him  have  this  fwinge,  ’twill  make  him. 

Timantus  wbifpers  to  the  Rtt^e, 
There’s  fome  good  matter  now  in  hand : 

How  the  Have  jeers  and  grins the  Duke  is  pleas’d. 
There’s  a new  pair  of  Scarlet  Hole  now,  and  as  much 
Money  to  fpare,  as  will  fetch  the  old  from  pawn,  a Hat 
a ad  a Cloak  to  goeout  tomorrow  : 

Garters  and  Stockingsoome  by  nature. 

Leon.  Be  fure  of  this. 

lima.  Idurftnot  fpeak  elfe,  Sir. 


ABus  Secundus, 

Scdsna  Trima, 

Cornets.  Defcend  Cupid. 

Cupid. T Eucippus  thou  art  Ihot  through  with  a Ibaft 
JLThat  will  not  rankle  long,  yet  Iharp  enough 

To  fow  a world  of  helplels  milery 

In  this  unhappy  Kingdom,  doft  thou  think 
Becaufethou  art  a Prince,  to  make  apart 
Againft  ray  power,  but  it  is  all  the  fault 
Of  thy  old  Father,  who  believes  this  age 
Is  cold  enough  to  quench  my  burning  Darts, 

Buthe  ftiailknowe’r  long,  that  myfmart  loofe. 

Can  thaw  Ice,  and  inflame  the  wither’d  heart 
Of  Neftor.,  thou  thy  felf  art  lightly  ftruck. 

But  his  mad  love,  lhall  publifli  that  the  rage 

Of  Cupid^  has  the  power  to  conquer  Age.  Exit. 

Enter  Bacha,  and  Leucippus,  Bacha, 
a Handkerchief, 

Leu.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Bacha.  Have  you  got  the  fpoil 
You  thirfted  for?  Oh  tyrannie  of  men ! 

Leu.  Ipray  thee  leave, 

Bacha.  Your  envy  is.  Heaven  knows. 

Beyond  the  reach  of  all  our  feeble  fex: 

What  pain  alas,  could  it  have  been  to  you. 

If  I had  kept  mine  honor?  you  might  ftill 
Have  been  a Prince,  and  ftill  this  Countreys  Heir, 

That  innocent  Guard  which  I till  now  had  kept. 

For  my  defence,  my  virtue,  did  it  feem 
So  dangerous  in  a State , that  your  felf  came  to  fiipprels  it 
Leu.  Drie  thine  eyes  again.  I’ll  kifs  thy  tea5s  away. 
This  is  but  folly,  ’tis  paft  all  help. 

Bacha.  Now  you  have  won  the  treafure, 

’Tismyrequeft  that  you  would  leave  me  thus: 

And  never  fee  thefe  empty  Walls  again, 

I know  you  will  do  fo,  and  well  you  may : 

For  there  is  nothing  in  ’em  that’s  worth 
A glance,  I loath  my  felf,  and  am  become 
Another  Woman-,  Onemethinks  with  whom 
I want  acquaintance. 

Leu.  If  I do  offend  thee,  I can  be  gone. 

And  though  I love  thy  fight,  fo  highly  do  I prize  thine  own 
content,  that  I will  leave  thee. 

Bac.  Nay,  you  mayftaynow^ 

You  Ihould  have  gone  before : I know  not  now 
Why  I Ihould  fear  you : All  I Ihould  have  kept 
Is  ftol’n  : Nor  is  it  in  the  power  of  man 
To  rob  me  farther : if  you  can  invent. 

Spare  not  ^ No  naked  man  fears  robbing  le’Is 
Than  I doe:  nowyoumayfor  everftay 

Leu.  Why,  I could  do  thee  farther  wrong.  ' 

Bacha. 
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Bac.  Yoa  have  a deeper  reach  in  evill  than  I : 

’Tis  paft  my  thoughts. 

Leii.  And  paft  my  will  to  ad  : but  trufl:  me  I could 
do  it. 

Bac,  Good  Sir  do , that  I may  know  there  is  a wrong 
beyoqd  what  you  have  done  me. 

I could  tell  all  the  world  what  thou  haft  done. 
Bac.  Yes  you  may  tell  the  world 
And  do  you  think  I am  fo  vain  to  hope 
You  will  not  ? you  can  tell  the  world  but  this^ 

That  I am  a widow  , full  of  tears  in  Ihew, 

My  Husband  dead ; And  one  that  lov’d  me  lb. 

Hardly  a week,  forgot  my  modeftie. 

And  caught  with  youth  and  greatnefs. 

Gave  my  felf  to  live  in  fin  with  you  ^ 

This  you  may  tell : And  this  I do  deferve. 

Leu.  Why  doll  thou  think  me  fo  bafe  to  tell ! 

Theft  limbs  of  mine  fnall  part 
From  one  another  on  a wrack, 

Ere  I difcloft  •,  But  thou  doft  utter  words 
That  much  afflidb  me  : you  did  ftem  as  ready 
Sweet  Bacba^  as  my  ft]f. 

Bac.  You  are  right  a man:  when  they  have  ’witcht  us 
into  miferie,  poor  innocent  fouls. 

They  lay  the  fault  on  us : 

But  be  it  fo  *,  for  Prince  Leucippus  fake 
I will  bear  any  thing. 

Leucip.  Come  weep  no  more, 

I wrought  thee  to  it,  it  was  my  fault ; 

Nay,  fee  if  thou  wilt  leave  ? Here,  take  this  pearl, 

Kifs  me  fweet  Bacha^  and  receive  this  purfe. 

Bacha.  What  Ihould  I do  with  theft  ? they  will  not 
deck  my  mind; 

L eucip.  Why  keep  ’em  to  remember  me. 

I muft  be  gone,  I have  been  abfent  long  ; 

I know  the  Duke  my  Father  is  in  rage, 

But  I will  fee  thee  fuddenly  again. 

Farewell  my  Bacha. 

Bacha.  Gods  keep  you. 

Do  you  here  Sir : pray  give  me  a point  to  w^ear. 

Leu.  Alas  good  Bacha^  take  on,  I pray  thee  where  thou 
wilt. 

Bac.  Coming  from  you.  This  Point  is  of  as  high 
Efteem  with  me,  as  all  pearl  and  gold : nothing  but  good 
be  ever  with  or  near  you. 

Leu.  Fare  thee  well  mine  own  good  Bacha  j 
I will  make  all  hafte.  Lxii. 

Bacha.  Juft  as  you  are  a Dofen  1 fteem  you : 

No  more,  does  he  think  I would  proftitute  , 

My  felf  for  love  ? it  was  the  love  of  theft  pearls 
And  gold  that  won  me , I confefs 
I lull  more  after  him  than  any  other. 

And  would  at  any  rate  if  1 had  ftore,  •! 

Purchaft  his  fellowfiiip  : but  being  poor,  ' 

Pll  both  enjoy  his  bodie  and  his  purfe. 

And  he  a Prince.,  nere  think  my  felf  the  worft. 

Enter  Leontius.,  Leucippus.,  Ifmenus,  'timantus. 

Leon.  Nay,  you  muft  back  and  Ihew  us  what  it  is, 

That  ’witches  you  out  of  your  Honor  thus. 

Bacha'  Who’s  that  ? 
lima.  Look  there  Sir. 

Leon.,  Lady,  never  flye  you  are  betray’d. 

Bacha.  Leave  me  my  tears  a while. 

And  to  my  Juft  rage  give  a little  place : 

What  faucy  man  are  you,  that  without  leave. 

Enter  upon  a Widows  mournfull  houft  ? 

You  hinder  a dead  man  from  many  tears. 

Who  did  deferve  more  than  the  world  can  fhed. 

Though  they  Ihould  weep  themfelves  to  Images. 

If  not  for  love  of  me,  yet  of  your  felf 
Away,  for  you  can  bring  no  comforts  to  me. 

But  you  may  carry  hence,  you  know  not  what. 


Nay  forrow  is  infedioiis. 

Leon.  Thou  thy  felf 

Art  grown  infeftious : would  ft  thou  know  my  name  ? 

I am  the  Duke,  father  to  this  young-man 
VV'hom  thoucorrupt’ft  ? 

Bacha.  Has  he  than  told  him  all  ? 

Leuc.  You  do  her  wrong  Sir. 

Bacha.  O he  has^not  told.  Sir  I befcecii  you  pardon 
My  wild  tongue,  direded  by  a weak  diilemper’d  head 
xMadded  with  grief : Alas  I did  not  know 
You  were  my  Sovereign-,  but  now  you  may 
Command  my  poor  unworthy  life. 

Which  will  be  none  1 hope  ere  long. 

Leon.  All  thy  difiembling  will  never  hide  thyfhame: 

And  wer’t  not  more  refpe(fting  W’oman-hood  in 
General,  than  any  thing  in  thee,  thou  ftiouldft 
Be  made  fuch  an  example,  that  pofteritie. 

When  they  would  Ipeak  moft  bitterly,  fliould  fay, 

Ihou  art  as  impudent  as  Bacha  was. 

Bacha.  Sir,  though  you  be  my  King,  whom  I will 
Serve  in  all  juft  caufes : yet  when  wrongfully 
You  feek  to  take  my  Honor,  I will  rift 
Thus,,and  defie  you  ^ for  it  is  a Jewell 
Dearer  than  you  can  give,  which  whilft  I keep, 
f Though  in  this  lowly  houft  ) I fhall  efteem 
My  felf  above  the  Princes  of  the  earth 
That  are  without  it.  If  the  Prince  your  fbn. 

Whom  you  accuft  me  with  know  how  to  ipeak 
Difhonor  of  me,  if  he  do  not  do  it. 

The  plagues  of  hell  light  on  him,  may  he  never 
Govern  this  Kingdome ; here  I chalenge  him 
Before  the  face  of  heaven,  my  Liege,  and  thefe. 

To  fpeak  the  worft  he  can ; if  he  will  lye, 

To  loft  a womans  fame.  I’ll  fay  he  is 
Like  you  ( I think  I cannot  call  him  worft.) 

He’s  dead,  that  with  his  life  would  have  defended 
My  reputation  and  I forft  to  play 
( That  which  I am  ) the  foolifh  woman, 

And  ufe  my  liberal  tongue. 

Leu.  Is’t  poflible ! we  men  are  children  in  our 
Carriages,  compar’d  with  women : ’wake  thy  felf 
For  fhame,  and  leave  not  her  whofe  honor  thou 
Shou’dft  keep  fafe  as  thine  own,  alone  to  free  Iter  felf ; 

But  I am  preft  I know  not  how,  with  guilt. 

And  feel  my  confcience  ( never  us'd  to  lye  ) 

Loth  to  allow  my  tongue  to  add  a lye 

To  that  too  much  I did  : but  it  is  lawflill 

To  defend  her,  that  only  for  my  Love  lov’d  evill.  , 

Leon.  Tell  me,  why  did  you  Leucip  : ftay  here  fo  long? 

Leu.  If  I can  urge  ought  from  me  but  a truth,  hell 
Take  me. 

Leon.  What’s  the  niattcr,  why  ipeak  you  not.^ 

lima.  Alas  good  Sir,  forbear 
To  urge  the  Prince,  you  fee  his  fliamefaftnels. 

Bacha.  What  does  he  fay  Sir?  if  thou  be  a Prince 
Shew  it,  and  tell  the  truth. 

Ifmen.  If  you  have  lain  with  her  tell  your  Father 
No  doubt  but  he  has  done  as  ill  before  now : 

The  Gentlewoman  will  be  proud  on’t. 

Bacha.  For  God’s  fake  Ipeak. 

Leu.  Have  you  done  prating  yet  ? 

Jfmen.  Who  prates  ? 

Leu.  Thou  know’ll  I!do  not  fpeak  to  thee  Ifmenus : 

But  what  faid  you  Lima ) concerning  my  lhamefaftnefs  ? 

Lima.  Nothing  I hope  that  might  dilpleafe  your  - 
Highnefs. 

Leu.  If  any  of  thy  great.  Great-grandmothers 
This  thoufand  years,  had  been  as  chaft  as  fne, 

It  would  have  made  thee  honeftcr,  I ftay’d 
To  here  what  you  wou’d  lay : fiie  is  by  heaven 
Of  the  moft  ftridl  and  blamclels  chaftitie 
That  ever  woman  was : ( good  gods  forgive  me  ) 

Had  larquin,  met  with  her,  fhe  had  beenkU’d 
With  a Slave  by  her  ere  Ihe  had  agreed : 

Fff  live 
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[ lye  with  her ! wou’d  I might  perilh  then. 

Our  Mothers,  whom  we  all  mulb  reverence. 

Could  nere  exceed  her  for  her  chaltitie. 

Upon  my  foul : for  by  this  light  Ihe’s 
A mofr  obhinate  modeft  creature. 

Leon.  What  did  you  with  her  then  fo  long  Leucippus > 
Leu.  I’ll  tell  you  Sir;  You  fee  file’s  beautifull. 

Leon.  I fee  it  well. 

Leu.  Mov’d  by  her  face, 

I came  with  luftful  thoughts. 

Which  was  a fault  in  me: 

But  telling  truth,  fomething  more  pardonable, 

( And  for  the  world  I will  not  lye  to  you : ) 

Proud  of  my  felf,  I thought  a Princes  name 
Had  power  to  blow  ’em  down  flat  of  their  backs  •, 

But  here  I found  a Rock  not  to  be  fhook : 

For  as  I hope  for  good  Sir,  all  the  battery 
That  I could  lay  to  her,  or  of  my  perfon. 

My  greatnefs,  or  gold,  could  nothing  move  her. 

Leon.  ’Tis  very  Itrange,  being  fo  young  and  fair. 

Leu.  She’s  almofi;  thirty  Sir. 

Leon.  How  do  you  know  her  age  ib  juft  ? 

Leu.  She  told  it  me  her  felf 
Once  when  file  went  about  to  fiiew  by  realbn 
I fiiould  leave  wooing  her. 

Leon.  She  ftains  the  ripeft  Virgins  of  her  age. 

Leu.  If  1 had  lin’d  with  her,  I would  be  loth 
To  publifh  her  dilgrace:  but  by  my  life 
I would  have  told  it  you,  bccaufe  I think 
You  would  have  pardon’d  me  the  rather: 

And  I will  tell  you  father : By  this  light  Sir, 

( But  that  I never  will  beftow  my  felf 
But  to  your  liking ) if  Ihe  now  would  have  me, 

I now  would  marry  her. 

Leon.  How’s  that  Leucippus  ! 

Leu.  Sir,  will  you  pardon  me  one  fault,  which  yet 
I have  not  done,  but  had  a will  to  do,  and  I will  tell  it? 
Leon.  Ee’t  what  it  will  I pardon  thee. 

Leu.  I offered  marriage  to  her. 

Leon.  Did  file  refufe  it  ? 

Leucip.  With  that  earneftnls,  and  almoft  fcorn 
To  think  of  any  other  after  her  loft  Mate,  that  Ihe 
Made  me  think  my  felf  unworthy  of  her. 

Leon.  You  have  ftay’d  too  long  Leucippus 
Leu.  Yes  Sir,  forgive  me  Heaven,  what  multitude 
Of  oaths  have  I bellow’d  on  lies,  and  yet  they  were 
Officious  lyes,  there  was  no  malice  in  ’em. 

Leon.  She  is  the  faireft  creature  that  ever  I beheld  ^ 

And  then  fo  chafte,  ’tis  wonderfull : the  more  I look 
On  her,  the  more  I am  amaz’d. 

I have  long  thought  of  a wife,  and  one  I would  have 
Had,  but  that  I was  afraid  to  meet  a woman 
That  might  abufemy  age ; but  here  flie  is 
Whom  I may  trull  to;,  of  a chaftitie 
I Impregnable,  and  approved  fo  by  my  Ion  : 

The  meanefs  of  her  birth  will  ftill  prelerveher  • 

In  due  obedience  ^ and  her  beauty  is 
Of  force  enough  to  pull  me  back  to  youth. 

My  fon  once  fent  away,  whofe  rivall-fiiip 
I have  juft  caufe  to  fear,  if  power,  of  gold, 

Or  wk,  can  win  her  to  me,  Ihe  is  mine. 

Nephew  Ifmemts^  I have  new  intelligence. 

Your  Province  is  unquiet  ftill. 

Ifmen.  I am  glad  on’t. 

Leon.  And  fo  dangeroufiy,  that  I muft  fend  the 
Prince  in  perfon  with  you. 

Ifmen.  I am  glad  of  that  too:  Sir,  will  you  dilpatch 
Us  we  fiiall  wither  here  for  ever. 

Leon.  You  fiiall  be  difpatcht  within  this  hour: 

Leucippus,  never  wonder,  nor  ask,  it  muft  be  thus. 

Lady  I ask  your  pardon,  whofe  virtue  I have 
Slubberd  with  my  tongue,  and  you  fiiall^  ever  be 
Chaft  in  my  memory  hereafter  j 
But  we  old  men  often  doat : to  make  amends  for 


My  great  fault,  receive  that  Ring  r 
I’m  forty  for  your  grief,  may  it  loon  leave, ^ou : 

Come  my  Lords  lets  begon.  Exeunt. 

Bacha.  Heaven  blefs  your  Grace. 

One  that  had  but  fo  much  modeftie  left,  as  to  blufli, 

Or  Ihrink  a little  at  his  firft  encounter. 

Had  been  undone  •,  where  I come  off  with  honor. 

And  gain  too ; they  that  never  wou’d  be  traft 
In  any  courle,  by  the  moft  fubtle  fenfe 
iMuft  bear  it  through  with  frontlefs  impudence. 

Exit.  ; 

Enter  Vorialus,  .^genor.,  Nifus. 

Bor.  Gentlemen  this  is  a ftrange  peece  of  Juftice, 

To  put  the  wretched  Dwarf  to  death  becaufe 
She  doated  on  him  ^ Is  Ihe  not  a woman,  and 
Subjeft  to  thofe  mad  figarieshcr  whole  Sex 
Is  infeded  with?  Had  ihe  lov’d  you,  or  you,  or  I,' 

Or  all  on’s  (as  indeed  the  more  the  merryer  ftill 
With  them  } muft  we  therefore  have  our  heads  par’d 
With  a Hatchet?  So  Ihe  may  love  all  the  Nobility 
Out  o’th  Dukedome  in  a month,  and  let  the  raskals  in. 

Nif.  You  will  not,  or  you  do  not  fee  the  need 
That  makes  this  juft  to  the  world  ? 

Bor.  I cannot  tell,  I would  be  loth  to  feel  it: 

But  the  belt  is,  Ihe  loves  not  proper  men,  we  three 
Were  in  wife  cafes  elfe:  but  make  me  know  this  need. 

Eif.  Why  yes : He  being  taken  away,  this  bafe  incon- 
tinence dyes  prefently,  and  Ihe  muft  fee  her  fliame  and  for- 
row  for  it. 

Bor.  Vtsly  God  do:  but  was  the  Sprat  beheaded, 
Or  did  they  fwing  him  about  like  a chickin , and  lb  break 
his  neck? 

.^gen.  Yes,  he  was  beheaded,  and  a folemn  Juftice  made 
of  it. 

Bor.  That  might  have  been  deduded. 

Agenor.  Why  how  would  you  have  had  him  dyed  ? 

Bori.  Faith  I would  have  had  him  rolled  like  a war- 
den in  a brown  paper,  and  no  more  talk  on’t:  or  a feather 
ftuck  in’s  head  , like  a Quail : or  a hanged  him  in  a 
Dog-coller  : what  fhould  he  be  beheaded  ? we  fhall  have 
it  grow  lb  bafe  ftiortly  , Gentlemen  will  be  out  of  love 
with  it. 

Nif.  I wonder  from  whence  this  of  the  Dwarf’s  firft 
fprung  ? 

Bor.  From  an  old  leacherous  pair  of  breeches  that 
lay  upon  a wench  to  keep  her  warm  : for  certainly  they 
are  no  mans  work  : and  I am  fure  a Monkey  would  get 
one  of  the  guard  to  this  fellow  , he  was  no  bi^er  than  a 
fiuall  Portmanteu , and  much  about  that  making  if ’tad 
legs. 

' Age.  But  Gentlemen,  what  fay  you  to  the  Prince  ? 

Nif.  I,  concerning  his  being  fent  I know  not  whither. 
Borialus.  Why  then  he  will  come  home  I know  not 
when  : you  lhall  pardon  me , I’ll  talk  no  more  of  this 
fubjed , but  fay , gods  be  with  him  where  ere  he  is,  and 
fend  him  well  home  again  : For  why  , he  is  gone , or 
when  he  will  return , let  them  know  that  direded  him : 
Only  this,  there’s  mad  Morifeo’s  in  the  ftate  ^ but  what 
they  are.  I’ll  tell  you  when  I know.  Come  , let’s  go , 
hear  all,  and  lay  nothing. 

Agen.  Content.  Exeunt. 

Enter  fimantus.^  and  ^telamon. 


Hela,  Timantus.^  is  the  Bu\e  ready  yet  > 

Bima.  Almoft. 

T^ela.  What  ails  him  ? 

Lima.  Faith  I know  not,  I think  he  has  dreamt  he’s 
but  eighteen;  has  been  worls  fince  he  fent  you  forth  for 
the  frizling  iron. 

Lei.  That  cannot  be , he  lay  in  Gloves  all  night , and 
this  morning  I brought  him  a new  Periwig.^  with  a lock 

at 
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at  it,  and  knockt  up  a fwing  in’s  chamber. 
tim.  O but  iince,  his  Taylor  came,  and  they  have  fal- 

• kn  out  about  the  fafliion  on’s  cloaths : and  yonders  a fel 
low  come , has  board  a hole  in’s  ear  and  he  has  be- 
fpoke  a Vaulting-horle,  you  lhall  fee  him  come  forth  pre- 
fently : he  looks  like  Winter,  ftuck  here  and  there  with 
frefh  flowers. 

‘Tela.  Will  he  not  Tilt  think  you  ? 

‘lima.  I think  he  will. 

‘Ida.  What  does  he  mean  to  doe  ? 

‘lim.  I know  not;  but  by  this  light  I think  he  is  in  lovcj 
he  wou’d  ha’  bin  fliav’d  but  for  me. 

Ida.  In  love  with  whom  ? 

Tim.  Icouldguefs,  but  you  lhall  pardon  me : he  will  take 
me  along  with  him  fome-whither, . 

‘Ida.  I over-heard  him  ask  your  opinion  of  fome  bodies 
beauty. 

‘lima.  Yes,  there  it  goes,  that  makes  him  lb  youthfiill, 
and  h’as  layd  by  his  Crutch , and  halts  now  with  a leading 
ftaff 

Enter  Leontine  rritb  a (iaff  and  a looking  ghfs. 

Leon.  ‘limantui, 

Tim.  Sir. 

Leon.  This  Feather  is  not  large  enough. 

Tim.  Yes  faith,  ’tis  fuch  an  one  as  the  reltof  the  young 
Gallants  w'ear. 

Leon.  Telamon.,  does  it  doe  well  ? 

Tela,  Sir , it  becomes  you  , or  you  become  it , the  rare- 
liefl: — 

Leon.  A way,  doll  think  fo  ? 

Tela.  Think  Sir,  I know  it.  Sir,  the  Frincefs^  is  pall  all 
hope  of  life  lince  the  Dwarf  was  put  to  death. 

Leon.  Let  her  be  fo,  I have  other  matters  in  hand  ; but 
this  lame  Taylor  angers  me,  he  has  made  my  doublet  fo 
wide  : and  lee , the  knave  has  put  no  points  at  my  arme. 

Tima.  Thofe  will  be  put  to  quickly  Sir,  upon  any  oc- 
cafion. 

• Leon.  Telamon.,  have  you  bid  this  Dancer  come  a morn- 

• ings } 

Tela.  Yes  Sir. 

Leon.  Temantus  , let  me  fee  the  glafs  again  : look 
you  how  carelefs  you  are  grown,  is  this  tooth  well  put 
in.> 

Tima.  WTich  Sir  ? 

Leon.  This  Sir. 

‘lima.  It  lhall  be. 

Telam.  Me  thinks  that  tooth  Ihould  put  him  in  mind 
on’s  years  : and  Timantus ftands  as  if  ( feeing  the  Duke.^ 
in  filch  a youthfull  habit)  he  were  looking  in’s  mouth  how 
old  he  were. 

Leon.  So,  lb. 

Tela.  Will  you  have  your  Gown  fir  ? 

Leon.  My  Gown  ? why,  am  I fick?  bring  me  my  Sw'ord. 

Exit  Tela. 

_Le0it.  Let  a couple  of  the  great  horfes  be  brought  out 
for  us 

Tima.  He’ll  kill  himfelf.  Why,  will  you  ride  Sir: 

Leon.  Ride  ? Dolt  thou  think  I cannot  ride  ? 
liman.  O yes  Sir,  I know  it  : but  as  I conceive  your 
journey , you  wou’d  have  it  private  j and  then  you  were 
better  take  a Coach. 

Leon.  Thele  Coaches  make  me  fick : yet  ’tis  no  matter, 
let  it  be  fo. 

Enter  Telamon  with  a fmrd, 

Tel.  Sir,  here’s  your  fword. 

Leon.,  O well  led : let  me  fee  it,  I could  me  thinks 
Why  Telamon.,  bring  me  another;  what,  thinkft  thou 
I will  wear  a fword  in  vain  ? 

Tela.  He  has  not  firength  enough  to  draw  it, 

A yoak  of  Fleas  ty’d  to  a hair  ivould  have  drawnit.  i 


’Tis  out  fir  now,  the  Scabbard  is  broke. 

Leon.  O put  it  up  again,  and  on  with  it  • me  thinks  I 
am  not  drefc  till  I feel  my  fivord  on. 

Leon.  Telamon.,  if  any  of  my  counfcll  aske  for  me, 

Say  1 am  gone  to  take  the  air. 

Tima.  He  has  not  been  dreft  this  twenty  j^ears  then,  If 
this  vain  hold  but  a week,  he  will  learn  to  play  o’th  bale 
violl  and  ling  to’t : He’s  poetical  alrcadie  •, 

For  1 have  fpide  a Sonnet  on’s  making  lye  by’s  beds  fide. 
I’ll  be  lb  unmannerly  to  read  it.  Exit 

He’s  dead,  he’s  dead,  and  I am  following. 

Enter  Hidajpes , Cleophila^  and  Hero,  Hida^es 
in  a Bed. 

Cleo.  Ask  Cupid  mercie  Madann 
Hida.  O my  heart, 

Cleo.  Help  ! 

Hero.  Stir  her: 

Hida.  O,  O! 

Cleo.  She’s  going,  wretched  woman  that  we  are : 

Look  to  her,  and  I’ll  pray  the  while. 

Hero.  Why  Madam  ? shee  kneels. 

Cleo.  Cupid.,  pardon  what  is  pall. 

And  forgive  our  fins  at  laft, 

Then  we  will  be  coy  no  more. 

But  thy  Deity  Adore, 

Troths  at  fifteen  we  will  plight, 

And  will  tread  a Dance  at  night. 

In  the  fields,  or  by  the  Fire, 

With  the  youths  that  have  delire.  ( Horv  does  (he  yet.? 
Hero.  O ill : 

Cleo.  Given  Ear-rings  we  will  wear. 

Bracelets  of  our  Lovers  hair. 

Which  they  on  our  Arms  fliall  twill. 

With  their  Names  carv’d  on  our  wrift : 

All  the  money  that  we  owe. 

We  in  Tokens  will  bellow  : 

And  learn  to  write,  that  when  ’tis  fent, 

Onely  our  Loves  know  wltat  it  meant ; 

O then  pardon  what  is  pall, 

And  forgive  our  Sins  at  lall.  ( What,  Mends  jhe  ? 

Hero.  Nothing,  you  do  it  not  wantonly,  you  Ihou’dling. 
Hero.  Leave,  leave,  ’tis  now  too  late. 

Cleo.  Why? 

Shee  is  dead: 

Hero.  Her  lall  is  breathed. 

Cleo.  What  lhall  we  doe. 

Hero.  Go  run. 

And  tell  the  Duke  •,  And  whilll  I’ll  clofe  her  eyes. 

Thus  I Ihut  thy  faded  light. 

And  put  it  in  eternall  night. 

Where  is  Ihe  can  boldly  fay 
Though  Ihe  be  as  frelh  as  May: 

She  fnall  not  by  this  Corps  be  laid. 

Ere  to  morrows  light  doe  fade.  « 

Let  us  all  now  living  be. 

Warn’d  by  thyflricl  Challitie.^ 

And  marry  all  fall  as  we  can. 

Till  then  we  keep  a piece  of  man. 

Wrongfully  from  them  that  owe  it 

Soon  may  every  Maid  bellovy  it.  ' Exeunt. 

Enter  Bach  a and  a Maid. 

Bac.  Who  is  it  ? 

Maid.  Forlboth  there’s  gallant  Coach  at  the  dore. 

And  the  brave  old  man  in’t,  that  you  laid  was  the  Duke. 
Bacha.  Cupid,  grant  he  may  be  taken.  dway  : 

Maid.  He  is  coming  up,  and  looks  the  fwaggeringll,  and 
has  fuch  glorious  cloaths.  ' 

Bac.  Let  all  the  houfe  fee  me  lad,  and  fee  all  handfome  ' 
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Enter  Leonim-,  andlL  imrntuSta  Jexi>ell  and  a King. 


not  now  to 


of 


Leon.  Na;,/’  widow  flie  not  back,  we  com 
chide,  fiandnp  and  bid  me  welcome, 

Bjc.  To  a poor  widows  houfe  that  knows  no  end 
her  ill  fortune  : yonrHighnefs  is  moft  welcome. 

Leon.  Come  kifs  me  then,  this  is  but  manners  widow: 
Nere  lling  your  head  afide,  I have  morecaufe  of  grief  than 
you  : my  Daughters  dead  : but  what?  ’Tis  nothing.  Is  the 
rough  French  liorfe  brought  to  the  dorc  ? 

They  lay  he  is  a high  goer , Ifljall  fbontry  his  mettle. 

'liin.  He  wi'l  be  Sir,  and  the  gray  Barbary ^ they  are  fiery 
both. 

Leon.  They  are  the  better : Before  the  gods  I am  light- 
fbrne  , very  iightlbme  : Hovv  doeft  thou  like  me  wid- 
ow ? 

Bach.  As  a perfon  in  whom  all  graces  are. 

Leon.  Come,  com.e,  ye  flatter  : i’ll  clap  your  cheek  for 
that,  and  you  lhall  not  be  angry. 

Hafi  no  A fufick^:  Now  could  I cut  three  times  with  eafe, 
and  do  a crofs  point , fi.ould  lhame  all  your  gallants 
Bacha.  I do  believe  you,  and  your  fclf  too : 

Lord  what  a fine  o;d  Zany  my  Love  has  made  him  ? 

’is  mine  , I am  fure  : Heaven  make  me  thankful  for 
him. 

Leu.  Tell  me  how  old  thou  art  , my  pretty  fweet 
heart  ? 

Timantiis.  Your  Grace  will  not  buy  her,  Ihe  may  trip 
Sir  ? 

Bacha.  My  forrow  Ihovves  me  elder  then  I am  by  many 
years  ? 

Leon.  Thou  art  lb  witty  I muft  kifs  agen. 

Lima.  Indeed  her  Age  lyes  not  in  her  mouth  : nere 
look  it  there  Sir,  Ihe  has  a better  Regiller  , if  it  be  not 
burnt. 

Leon.  I will  kifs  thee,  I am  a fire  Limantus. 

Tima.  Can  you  cliufe  Sir , having  fuch  heavenly  fire  be 
fore  you  ? 

Leon.  Widow,  guefs  why  I come,  I prethee  do, 

Bacha.  I cannot  Sir  , unlefs  you  be  pleas’d  to  make 
a mirth  outof  my  rudenefs  : and  that  1 hope  your  pity  wil 
not  let  ye,  the  fubjed  is  fb  Barren : Bite  King,  Bite,  I’l 
let  you  j)lay  a while. 

Leon.  Now  as  I am  an  honefl:  man.  I’ll  tell  thee  truely, 
how  many  foot  did  1 Tump  yefterday  L’imantus} 
lim.  Fourteen  of  your  own,  and  fome  three  fingers. 
Bacha.  This  fellow  lyes  as  lightly , as  if  hee  were  in  cut 
Taftata.  • 

Alas  good  Almanack  get  thee  to  Bed , and  tell  what 
weather  we  lhall  have  to  morrow. 

Leon.  Widow  I am  come  in  fhort  to  be  a Suiter. 

Bacha.  For  whom  ? 

Leon.  Why  by  ray  troth,  I come  to  wooethee  wench; 
And  win  thee  for  my  felf:  Nay,  look  upon  me  : 

I have  about  me  that  will  do  it. 

Bac.  Now  Heaven  defend  me,  your  Whore  lhall  never  : 
I thank  the  Gods,  I have  a little  left  me  to  keep  me 
warm,  and  honelt : if  your,  grace  take  not  that , I feek  no 
more. 

Leon.  I am  fb  far  from  talcing  any  thing,  I’ll  add  unto 
thee. 

Bach.  Such  Additions  may  be  for  your  eafe  Sir, 

Not  my  honeflie : 1 am  well  in  being  fmgle,  good  Sir  feek 
another,  I am  no  meat  for  money. 

Leon.  Shall  I fight  for  thee  ? 

This  fword  lhall  cut  his  throat,  that  dars  lay  claim 
But  to  a Finger  of  thee,  but  to  a look,  I would  i 

See  fuch  a fellow. 

Bac.  It  would  be  but  a cold  fight  to  you : 

'his  is  the  father  of  5.  George  a foot-back, 
an  fuch  dry  mumming  talk. 

Lim.  Before  the  gods,  your  grace  lookes  like  JEneas. 


Bac.  He  looks  like  his  old  father  upon  his  back. 

Crying  to  get  A boord.  « 

Leon.  How  fhall  Iwin  thy  love,  I pray  thee  tell  me? 

’ll  marry  thee  if  thou  defirefl  that : That  is  an  honefi 
Courfc  , lam  in  good  earnefl , and  prefently  within  this 
lOur,  am  mad  for  thee:  prethee  deny  me  not, 
i^or  as  I live  I’ll  pine  thee,  but  I’ll  have  thee 
Bacha.  Now  he’s  in  the  Toyl,  I’ll  hold  him  fafb. 

Lima.  You  do  not  know  what  ’tis  to  be  a Queen, 

Go  too  you  Maid  , elfe  what  the  old  man  falls  fhort 
of,  there’s  others  can  eech  out,  when  you  pleafe  to  call 
on  ’em. 

Bacha.  I underhand  you  not,  Love  I adore  thee 
Sir,  on  my  knees  1 give  you  hearty  thanks , for  Vo  much 
Honoring  your  humble  Hand-mayd  above  her  birth  : 

Far  more  her  weak  defervings , 1 dare  not  truft  the  En-  j 
vious  tongues  of  all  that  muft  repine  at  my  unworthy 
riling. 

Befide,  you  have  many  fair  ones  in  your  Kingdome 
Born  to  fuen  vrorth : O turn  your  felf  about 
And  make  a Noble  choice. 

Leon.  If  1 do,  let  me  famifli : I will  have  thee. 

Or  break  up  hou^e,  and  boord  here. 

Bac.  Sir,  you  may  command  an  unwilling  woman  to  obey 
ve  : but  heaven  knows 


Leon.  No  more  ;thefe  half  a dozen  kifles,  and  this  Jewell, 
and  every  thing  I have  , and  away  with  me , and  clap  it 
up  j and  have  a boy  by  morning.  Limantus  let  one  be  | 
lent  poll  for  my  ion  again : and  lor  Jfmenus.y  they  are  Icarce 
twenty  miles  on  their  way  yet,  by  that  time  we’ll,  be  mar-| 
ried. 

Lima.  There  fhall  Sir.  Exeunt. 


JHus  Tertii, 


Scan  a Trim  a. 

Enter  Dorialns.^  Agenor^  Nifm. 

Nifus.  Is  not  this  a fine  marriage  ? 

Agenor.  Yes,  yes,  let  it  alone. 

Dor.  I,  I,  the  King  may  marry  whoni’s  lift,  let’s  talk  of 
other  matters. 

Nif.  Is  the  Prince  coming  home  certainly  ? 

Dor.  Yes,  yes,  he  was  fent  poll  for  yefterday  , lets  make 
hafte  we’ll  fee  how  his  new  Mother-in-Iavv  will  entertain 
him. 

Nif.  Why  well  I warrant  you  ; did  you  inot  mark  how 
humbly  fhe  carried  her  felf  to  us  on  her  marriage  day,  ac- 
knowledging her  own  unworthinefs , and  that  file  would 
be  our  fervant. 

Dor.  But  mark  what’s  done. 

Nif.  Regard  not  fhew  . 

Age.  O God ! I knew  her  when  I have  been  ofPred  her 
to  be  brought  to  my  bed  for  five  pounds:  whether  it  could 
have  been  perform’d  or  no,  I know  not. 

Nif.  Her  Daughters  a pretty  Lady. 

Dor.  Yes : and  having  had  but  mean  bringing  up,  it  talks 
the  pretileft  and  innocentlieft,  the  Queen  will  be  fo  angry 
to  hear  her  betray  her  breeding  by  her  language : but  I 
am  perfwaded  fhe’s  well  difpos’d. 

Agenor.  I think  better  than  her  Mother. 

Nif.  Come,  we  flay  too  long.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Leucippus.,  and  Jfmenus. 

Ifme.  How  now  man,  ftrook  dead  with  a tale  ? 

Leu.  No,  but  with  a truth. 

Ifme.  Stand  off  your  felf ; can  you  endure  blows,  and 
fhrink  at  words  > 

Leu,  Thou  knowfl:  I have  told  thee  all. 

Ifm^. 


Ifme.  But  that  all’s  nothing  to  make  you  thus;  your 
Sifters  dead, 

ten.  That’s  much,  but  not  the  moft. 

Ifme.  Why,  for  the  other  let  her  marry  and  hang,  ’tis 
no  purpos’d  fault  of  yours  : and  if  your  Father  will  needs 
have'  your  call:  Whore,  you  ihail  ftew  the  duty  of  a child 
better  in  being  contented,  and  bidding  much  good  doe 
his  good  old  heart  with  her,  than  in  repining  thus  at  it  \ 
let  her  go  : what,  there  are  more  wenches  man,  we’ll 
have  another. 

Len.  O thou  art  vain,  thou  knowft  I doe  not  love  her : 
\\  hat  fhall  I doe  / I w’ould  my  tongue  had  led  me 
To  any  other  thing,  but  blafphemy. 

So  1 had  mill:  commending  of  this  woman, 

V\  horn  i muft  reverence  now  r fhe  is  my  Mother, 

My  tin  Ifmenm  has  wrought  all  this  ill ; 

And  i belecch  thee,  to  be  warn’d  by  me, 

And  doe  not  lye,  if  any  man  Ihould  aske  thee 
But  hon>  thoH  dojf  or  IFhut  a clockftis  mrv. 

Be  fure  thou  doe  not  lye,  make  no'excufe 
For  him  that  is  moft  near  thee  ; never  let 
The  moft  o'ficious  failehood  fcape  thy  tongue. 

For  they  above  (that  are  intirely  truth) 

V\’i!l  make  that  feed,  which  thou  haft  lown 
Of  lyes,  yield  miferies  a thouland  fold 
Upon  thine  head,  as  they  have  done  on  mine. 


Enter  liimMtw;. 

I 

T««.  Sir,  your  Flighnefs  is  welcome  home,  the  'Dit\e  and 
^een  will  prefently  come  forth  to  you. 

Leu.  I’ll  wait  on  them, 

Linu.  Worthy  Ifmenus.,  I pray  you,  have  you  fped  in 
your  wars 

Ifme.  This  Rogue  mocks  me.  Well  Limantus.^  Pray  how 
have  you  fped  here  at  whom  at  Ihovelboord } 

Lim.  Faith  realbnable.  How  many  Towns  have  you  taken 
ill  this  Summer  ? 

Ifme.  How  many  Stags  have  you  been  at  ‘the  death  of 
this  grafs  ? 

Lima.  A number : ’Pray  how  is  the  Province  fettled  ? 
IFme.  Prethee  how  does  the  dun  Nag? 

Tim.  I think  you  mock  me  my  Lord. 

Ifme.  Mock  thee?  Yes  by  my  troth  doe  I:  why  what 
wouldft  thou  have  me  doe  with  thee  ^ Art  good  for  any 
thin 2;  elfe  ? 


in  this  ftrange 


Enter  Leontius, 
Nifts, 


Bacha^  Vorialus,  Agenor, 
Telamon. 


Leu.  My  good  Ifmenus,  hold  me  by  the  wrift-^ 

And  if  thou  fee’ll:  me  fainting,  wring  me  hard,' 

For  I Ihall  fwoon  again  elfe  — ■ Kneels. 

Leon.  Welcome  my  fbn^  rife,  I did  lend  for  thee 
Back  from  the  province,  by  thy  Mothers  counfell. 

Thy  good  Mother  here,  who  loves  thee  well ; 

She  would  not  let  me  venture  all  my  joy 
Amongft  my  enemies : I thank  thee  for  her. 

And  none  but  thee,  I took  her  on  thy  word. 

Leucip.  Pinch  harder. 

Leon.  And  Hie  Ihall  bid  thee  welcome : I have  now 
Some  near  affairs,  but  I will  drink  a Health 
To  thee  anon  ; Come  Telamon,  I am  grown 
T uftier,  I thank  thee  for’t,  lince  I marryed  •, 

I can  ftand  now  alone,  wh'p  Telamon, 

And  never  ftagger. 

Exit  Leontins,  Telamon. 

Bac.  ^^'Tlcome  moft  noble  Sir,  whofe  fame  is  come 
Hither  before  you : out  alas  you  fcorn  me. 

And  teach  me  what  to  doe. 

Lcn.  No,  yon  are  my  Mother. 

Bacba.  Far  unworthy  of  that  name  God  knows : 


But  truft  me,  here  before  thefe  Lords, 

I am  no  more  but  Nurfe  unto  the  Vukp  • 

Nor  will  I breed  a faftion  in  the  State,  ^ 

It  is  too  much  for  me  that  I am  rais’d 
Unto  his  bed,  and  will  remain  the  fervant 
Of  you  that  did  it. 

Leu.  Madam  I will  ferve  ycri 
As  fliall  become  me.  O dillembling  woman! 

Whom  I muft  reverence  though.  Take  from  thy 
Qiiiver,  fure-aim’d  Apollo  ■,  one  of  thy  fwift  darts, 

Headed  with  thy  confuming  golden  beams. 

And  let  it  melt  this  body  into  milt. 

That  none  may  find  it. 

Bac.  Shall  I beg  my  Lords 
This  Room  in  private  for  the  Prince  and  me  ? 

Exeunt  all  but  Leu.  and  Bach. 

Leu.  What  will  Ihe  fay  now  ? 

Bach.  I muft  ftill  enjoy  him ; 

Yet  there  is  ftill  left  in  me  a fpark  of  woman. 

That  wilhes  he  Ihould  move  it,  but  he  ftauds. 

As  if  he  grew  there  with  his  eyes  on  ear  h, 

Sir,  you  and  I when  we  were  laft  together 
Kept  not  this  diftance  as  we  were  afraid 
Of  blafting  by  our  lelves. 

Leu.  Madam  ’tis  true.  Heaven  pardon  it. 

Bach.  Amen  Sir, 

! You  may  think  that  I have  done  you  wrong 
I marriage, 

j Leu.  ’Tis  paft  now. 

I Bach.  But  it  was  no  fault  of  mine : 

! The  world  had  call’d  me  mad,  had  i refus’d 
I The  King : nor  layd  I any  train  to  catch  him, 

‘ It  was  your  own  Oaths  did  it. 

Leu.  ’Tis  a truth  : that  takes  my  fleep  away,  but 
Would  to  Heaven,  if  it  had  lb  been  pleas’d,  you  had 
Refus’d  him,  though  I had  gratifi’d  that  courtefie 
With  having  you  my  felf : But  lince  ’tis  thus, 

I doe  belecch  you  that  you  will  be  honeft 
From  henceforth  y and  not  abufe  his  credulous  Age, 

Which  you  may  eafily  doe.  As  for  my  felf 
What  I can  fay,  you  know  alas  too  well 
Is  ty’d  within  me,  here  it  will  fit  like  lead. 

But  Ihall  offend  no  other,  it  will  pluck  me 
Back  from  my  ent’rance  into  any  mirth, 

As  if  a fervant  came,  and  whifper’d  with  me 
Of  fome  friends  death,  but  I will  bear  my  felf. 

To  you,  with  all  the  due  obedience 
A Ion  owes  to  a Mother  : more  than  this. 

Is  not  in  me,  but  I muft  leave  the  reft  to  the 
Tuft  gods : who  in  their  blelled  time. 

When  they  have  given  me  puniftiment  enough, 

For  my  rafn  Sin,  will  mercifully  find 
As  unexpefted  means  to  eafe  my  grief 
As  they  did  now  to  bring  it. 

Bac.  Grown  lb  godly  ? this  muft  not  be. 

And  I will  be  to  you,  no  other  than  a natural  Mother  ought;, 
And  for  my  honefty,  fo  you  will  fwear 
Never  to  urge  me,  I lliall  keep  it  fafe  from  any  other. 

Leu.  Blefs  me  I lliould  urge  you  ? 

Bacha.  Nay  but  fwear  then  that  I may  be  at  peace. 

For  I doe  feel  a weaknefs  in  my  lelf. 

That  can  denie  you  nothing,  if  you  tempt  me, 

I Ihall  embrace  Sin  as  it  were  a friend , and  run  to  meet 
it. 

Leu.  If  you  knew  how  far 
It  were  from  me,  you  would  not  urge  an  Oath. 

But  for  your  fatisfaftion,  when  I tempt  you, 

Bac.  Swear  not : I cannot  move  him,  this  fad  talk 
Of  things  paft  help,  does  not  become  us  well. 

Shall  I fend  one  for  my  Muftcians,  and  w«’ll  dance? 

Leu.  Dance  Madam? 

Bac.  Yes,  Alaualta. 

Leu.  I cannot  dance  Madam. 

Bac.  Then  lets  be  merry. 

Len. 
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J.eif.  I am  as  my  Fortunes  bid  me, 
j,  Do  not  you  Ice  me  lowr  > 

Bjc.  Yes. 

And  why  think  you  I fmile  ? 

Leu.  I am  io  far  from  any  joy  my  fclf, 

I cannot  fancie  a caufe  of  mirth, 

Bac.  ril  tell  you,  we  are  alone  r 
Lcn.  Alone  ? 

Bxc.  Yes. 

Leu.  ’Tis  true  : what  then  ? 

Ru'.  What  then  ? you  make  my  finiling  now 
Enak  into  laughter:  what  think  you  is  to  be  done  then? 
Leu.  We  fi:bu’d  pray  to  Heaven  for  mercy. 

Bach.z.  Pray  ? that  were  a way  indeed 
To  pals  the  time:  but  I will  make  you  blufh, 

To  iee  a ballifull  woman  teach  a man 
What  we  Htould  doe  alone:  try  again 
If  you  can  find  it  out. 

Leu.  I dare  not  think  I underltand  you. 

Bac.  I muft  teach  you  then^  Come,  kifsme. 

Leu.  Kifs  you  ? 

Bac.  Yes,  be  not  afliam’d: 

You  did  it  not  your  felf,  I will  forgive  you. 

Leuc.  Keep  you  dilpleas’d  gods,  the  due  refpeft 
I ought  to  bear  unto  this  wicked  woman, 

As  file  is  now  my  Mother,  Halle  within  me. 

Left  I add  fns  to  fins,  till  no  repentance  will  cure  me, 

Bac.  Leave  thefe  melancholly  moods. 

That  I may  ftvear  thee  welcome  on  thy  Lipps 
A thoufand  times. 

Leuc.  Pray  leave  this  wicked  talk. 

You  doe  not  know  to  what  my  Fathers  wrong 
May  urge  me. 

Bac.  I’m  carelefs,  and  doe  weigh 
The  world,  my  life,  and  all  my  after  hopes 
i Nothing  without  thy  Love,  miftake  me  not : 

Thy  Leva,  as  I have  had  it,  free  and  open 
As  wedlock  is,  within  it  felf,  what  lay  you  ? 

Leu.  Nothing. 

Bac.  Pitty  me,  behold  a Duchels 
Kneels  for  thy  rffercie,  and  I fwear  to  you 
Though  I Ihouldlyc  with  you,  it  is  no  Lull, 

For  it  delifes  no  change,  I could  with  you  « 

Content  my  felf-,  what  arifwer  will  you  give? 

Leuc.  They  that  can  anfwer  muft  be  lefs  amaz’d. 

Than  I am  nov/ ; you  fee  my  tears  deliver 
My  meaning  to  you. 

Bac.  Shall  I be  contem’d  ? thou  art  a beaft,  worfethana 
lavage  beaft. 

To  let  a Lady  kneel,  to  beg  that  thing  -C 
Wliich  a right  nran  would  offer.  i 

Leu.  ’Tis  your  will  Heaven  ; but  let  me  bear  me  likej 
My  felf,  how  ever  Ihe  does. 

Bac.  Were  you  made  an  Eunuch.^  fince  you  went  hence  ? 
Yet  they  have  more  defire  than  I can  find  in  you : 

How  fond  was  1 to  beg  thy  love  I’ll  force  thee  to  my 
wul) 

Doft  thou  not  know  that  I can  make  the  King 
Dote  as  my  lift?  yield  quickly,  or  by  Heaven 
I’ll  have  thee  kept  in  prifon  for  my  purpofe, 

W here  1 will  make  thee  ferve  my  turn,  and  have  thee  fed 

With  fuch  meats  as  bell  fnall  fit  my  ends 

And  not  thy  health,  why  doft  not  Ipcak  to  me  ? 

And  when  thou  doft  difpleafeme,  and  art  grown 
Lefs  able  to  perform-,  then  I will  have  thee 
Kill’d  and  forgotten:  Are  you  ftriken  dumb? 

Leu.  All  you  have  nam’d  but  making  of  me  fin 
W'ith  you,  you  may  command,  but  never  that  •, 

Say  w hat  you  will.  I’ll  hear  you  as  becomes  me. 

If  you  fpeak,  I will  not  follow  your  counfell. 

Neither  will  I tell  the  world  to  your  dilgrace. 

But  give  you  the  juft  honor 
! That  is  due  from  me  to  my  Father’s  wife. 

' Bac.  Lord  how  full  of  wife  formality  you’r  grown 


Of  late : but  you  were  telling  me 

You  could  have  wilht  that  1 had  marry’d  you. 

If  you  will  fwear  fo  yet.  I’ll  make  away  the  Kimr. 

Leuc.  You  are  a ftrumpet.  * 

Bacha.  Nay,  I care  not 
For  all  your  Railings : They  will  Batter  walls 
And  take  in  Towns,  as  loon  as  trouble  me : 

T'ell  him,  I care  not,  I ftiall  undoc  you  only  which  is  no 
matter.  ’ 

Leu.  I appeal  to  you  ftill,  and  for  ever,  that  are 
And  cannot  be  other,  Madam,  I lee  ’tis  in  your  power 
To  work  your  will  on  him  : And  I defire  you 
To  lay  what  trains  you  will  for  iny  wifla’d  death 
But  fuller  him  to  find  his  quiet  grave  ’ 

In  peace  -,  Alas  he  never  did  you  wrong. 

And  farther  I befeech  you  pardon  me. 

For  the  ill  word  I gave  you,  for  however 
Y'ou  may  deferve,  it  became  not  me 
To  call  you  fb,  but  paflion  urges  me 
I know  not  whither ; my  heart  break  now,  & eafe  me  ever 
Sa.ha.  Pray  you  get  you  hence 
With  your  goodly  humor,  I am  weary  of  you  extreamely  • 
Leu.  Truft  me,  fo  am  I of  my  felf  too : 

Madam,  I’il  take  my  leave  -,  gods  let  all  right. 

Bacha.  Amen,  Sir,  get  you  gon  ^ 

Am  I deny’d  ? it  does  not  trouble  me 
That  I have  mov’d,  but  that  I am  refus’d  : 

I have  loft  my  patience  : I will  make  him  know 
Luff;  is  not  Love,  for  Luff:  will  find  a mate 
While  there  are  men,  andfo  will  I:  and  more. 

Enter  Timantus. 

Than  one,  or  twenty:  yonder  is  TimantHs., 

A fellow  void  of  any  worth,  to  raife  himfelf , 

And  therefore  like  to  catch  at  any  evil 
That  will  but  pluck  him  up:  him  will  I make 
Mine  own  : Limantus.^  Limantus.  Madam  ? 

Bac.  Thou  know’ft  well 

Thou  wert  by  chance,  a means  of  this  my  railing  : 

Brought  the  Duke  to  me,  and  though  ’twere  but  cliance 
I muft  reward  thee. 

Tim.  I ffiall  bend  my  fervice  unto  your  Highnels. 

Bacha.  But  do  it  then  entirely,  and  in  every  thing. 

And  tell  me,  couldft  thou  now  think  that  thing 
Thou  wouldftnot  do  for  me  ? 

Timant.  No  by  my  Ibul  Madam. 

Bacha.  Then  thou  art  right. 

Go  to  my  Lodging,  and  I’ll  follow  thee. 

, . Exit  Timantus. 

'With  my  inftriuftion  I do  fee  already, 

-TJiis  Prince  that  did  but  now  contemn  me,  dead; 

Yet  will  I never  fpeak  an  evil  word 
Unto  his  Father  of  him,  till  I have  won 
A belief,  I love  him,  but  I’ll  make 
His  virtues  his  undoing,  and  my  praifes 
Shall  be  fb  many  fwords  againft  his  breaft. 

Which  once  perform’d.  I’ll  make  Vrania 
My  Daughter,  the  Kings  heir,  and  plant  my  iffiie 
In  this  large  Throne : nor  fhall  it  be  withftood, 

They  .that  begin  in  Luft,  muff:  end  in  Blood.  Exit. 

Enter  Dorialus,  Agenor,  Nifus. 

Boria.  We  live  to  know  a fine  time,  Gentl. 

Nif.  And  a fine  Duke,  that  through  his  doting  age 
Suffers  him  to  be  a child  again 
Under  his  Wives  tuition. 

.y4ge».  All  the  Land  holds  in  that  tenor  too  : in  womans 
fervice?  fure  we  fhall  learn  to  fpinn. 

T)or,  No,  that’s  too  honeft : we  fnall  have  other 
Liberal  Sciences  taught  us  too  foon  j 
Lying,  and  flattering,  thofe  are  the  ftudies  now : 
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And  Murther  fhortly  I know,  will  be  humanity,  Gent. 

If  we  live  here  we  muft  be  knaves,  believe  it. 

NifuT.  I cannot  tell  my  Lord  Vorialus,  though  my 
Own  nature  hate  it,  if  all  determine  to  be  knaves. 

I’ll  try  what  I can  do  upon  my  felf;  that’s  certain, 

I will  not  have  my  throat  cut  for  my  goodnefs. 

The  virtue  will  not  quit  the  pain. 

Age.  But  pray  you  tell  me, 

W’hy  is  the  Prince  now  ripe  and  full  ex'pericnt. 

Not  made  a dore  in  the  State  ? 

]S[if.  Becaufe  he  is  honelf. 

Enter  limantus. 

Tim.  Goodnefs  attend  your  Honors. 

Vor.  You  mult  not  be  amongft:  us  then. 

T^im.  The  Vutchefs.,  whofe  humble  fervant  I am  proud 
to  be,  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Age.  Sir,  we  are  pleas’d  to  wait ; when  is  it  ? 

*tim.  An  hour  hence  my  good  Lords,  and  lb  I leave  my 
fervice. 

' D^r.  This  is  one  of  her  Ferrets  that  Ihe  bolts  bufincfs 
out  withall  : this  fellow , if  he  were  well  ript,  has  all 
the  linings  of  a knave  within  him  : how  flye  he  looks  ? 

Nif.  Have  we  nothing  about  our  cloaths  that  he  may 
catch  at  ? 

Agenor.  O my  confcience  , there’s  no  trealbn  in  my 
dublet,  it  there  be,  my  elbows  will  difcover  it,  they  are 
out. 

Vor,  Faith , and  all  the  harm  that  I can  find  in  mine 
is,  that  they  are  not  pay’d  for-  let  him  make  what  he  can 
of  that,  fohe  difchargethat.  Come,  let’s  go. 

Exeunt. 


Enter  Each,  Leontius.,  Telia. 

Bac.  And  you  fhall  find  Sir  what  blelTing  heaven  gave 
you  in  fuch  a fon. 

Le.  Pray  gods,  I may.  Let’s  walk  & change  our  fubjed. 

Bac.  O Sir,  can  any  thing  come  fweeter  to  you,  or  Itrike 
a deeper  joy  into  your  heart  than  your  fon’s  virtue  ? 

- Leon.  1 allow  his  virtues : but  ’tis  not  handfome  thus  to 
feed  my  felf  with  fuch  moderate  praifes  of  mine  own. 

Bac.  The  fubjeft  of  our  comendations  is  it  felf  grown 
fb  infinite  in  goodnefs  , that  all  the  glory  we  can  lay 
upon  it,  though  we  Ihould  open  volumes  of  his  praifes, 
is  a mere  modefly  in  his  exprelfion  , and  Ihews  him  lame 
ftill,  like  an  ill  wrought  peece  wanting  proportion. 

Leo.  Yet  fcill  he  is  a man,  and  fubjedl  ftill  to  more  in- 
ordinate vices,  than  our  love  can  give  him  blelTing. 

Bac.  Fife  he  were  a god.  yet  lb  near  as  he  is,  he  comes 
to  heaven  , that  we  may  lee  lb  far  as  flelli  can  point  us 
things  only  worthy  them  , and  only  thefe  in  all  his 
aft  ions. 

Leon.  This  is  too  much  my  Queen. 

Bach.  Had  the  gods.,  lov’d  me  •,  that  my  unworthy  womb 
had  bred  this  brave  man. 

Leon.  Still  you  run  wrong. 

Bach.  I would  have  liv’d  upon  the  comfort  of  him^  fed 
on  his  growing  hopes . 

Leo.  This  touches. me. 

Bach.  I know  no  friends,  nor  Being,  but  his  virtues, 

Le.  You  have  laid  out  words  enough  upon  a fubjeft. 

Bach.  But  words  cannot  exprefs  him  »Sir : why  what  a 
lhape  Heaven  has  conceiv’d  him  in  , oh  Nature  made 
him  up! 

Leon.  I wonder  Vutchefs. 

Bach.  So  you  muft : for  left  than  admiratfon  lofes  this 
god -like  man. 

Leon.  Have  you  done  with  him  ? 

Bach.  Done  with?  O good  gods  what  frailties  thus  paft 
by  us  without  reverence  ? 

Leon.  I fee  no  fuch  perfeeftion. 


Bac.  O dear  Sir : you  are  a father,  and  thole  joys 
To  you,  fpeak  in  your  heart,  not  in  your  tongue. 

Leo,  This  leaves  a tall;  behind  it  vvorfe  than  phyfick. 

Baca.  Then  for  all  his  wifdome,  valour. 

Good  fortune,  and  all  thofe  friends  of  honor,  > 

They  are  in  him  as  free  and  natural,  as  paftions 
n a W oman. 

Leon.  You  make  me  blulh  at  all  thefe  years 
To  fee  how  blindly  you  have  flung  your  praifes 
Jpon  a Boy,  a very  child,  and  worthlefs, 

W hilft  1 live,  of  thefe  Honors. 

Bac.  I would  not  have  my  love  Sir,  make  my  tongue 
Shew  me  fo  much  a woman:  as  to  praile 
Or  difpraife,  where  my  will  is,  without  reafon, 

Or  generall  allowance  of  the  people. 

Leon.  Allowance  of  the  people,  what  allow  they ! 

Bac.  All,  I have  fed  for  truth,  and  they  muft  do  it, 

And  doat  upon  him  *.  love  him,  and  admire  him. 

Leen.  How’s  that  ? 

Bac.  For  in  this  youth  and  noble  forwardnefs 
All  things  are  bound  together  that  are  kingly, 

A fitnefs  to  bear  rule  ; 

Leon.  No  more. 

Bac.  And  Sovereignty  not  made  to  know  command. 

Leon.  I have  fed,  no  more. 

Bae.  I have  done  Sir,  though  unwilling,  and  pardon  me. 
Leon.  1 do,  not  a word  more. 

Baca.  1 have  gi’n  thee  poyfon 
Of  more  infedion  than  the  Dragons  tooth, 

Or  the  grofs  Air  o’er  heated. 

Leon.  Timantus  when  law  you  the  Prince  ? 

Tim.  1 left  him  now  Sir. 

Leon.  Tell  me  truely,  out  of  your  free  opinion  without 
courting.  How  you  like  him. 

Tim.  How  I like  him  ? 

Leon.  Yes;  for  you  in  converfation  may  fee  more 
Than  a Father. 

Bac.  It  works. 

Timantus.  Your  Grace  has  chofen  out  an  ill  obferver. 
Leon.  Yes,  I mean  of  his  ill:  you  talk  rightly. 

Tim.  But  you  take  me  wrong:  All  I know  by  him 
I dare  deliver  boldly:  He  is  the  ftore-houfe 
And  head  of  virtue  *,  your  great  felf  excepted, 

That  feeds  the  Kingdorae. 

Leon.  Thefe  are  flatteries:  fpeak  me  his  vices,  there  you 
do  a fervice  worth  a Fathers  thanks. 

Tim.  Sir,  I cannot.  If  there  be  any,  fure  they  are  the 
times  which  I could  wifli  left  dangerous. 

But  pardon  me,  I am  too  bold. 

Leon.  You  are 'not,  forward  and  open  what  thefe  dan- 
\ gets  are. 

Timan.  Nay,  good  Sir. 

Leon.  Nay,  fall  not  off  again,  I will  have  all. 

Timan.  Alas  Sir, what  ami,  you  fhould  believe 
My  eyes  or  ears,  fo  fubtle  to  obferve 
Faults  in  a State  : all  my  main  bufineft 
Is  fervice  to  your  Grace,  and  neceflaries 
For  my  poor  life. 

Leon.  Do  not  difpleafe  me  Sirrah, 

But  that  you  know  tell  me,  and  prefently, 

Timan.  Since  your  Grace  will  have  it 
I’ll  fpeak  it  freely : Alwayes  my  obedience 
And  love  preftrv’d  unto  the  Prince. 

Leon.  Prethec  to  the  matter. 

Tim,  For  Sir,  if  you  confider 
How  like  a Sun  in  aU  his  great  employments, 

How  full  of  heat. 

Leon.  Make  me  underftand  what  I defire. 

Tim.  And  then  at  his  return. 

Leon.  Do  not  anger  me. 

Tim.  Then  thus  Sir : All  miflike  ye. 

As  they  would  do  the  gods,  if  they  did  dwell  with  ’em. 
Leon.  What  ? 

Tim 
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Tim.  Talke  and  prate,  as  their  ignorant  rages 
Leads  ’em  without  Alleageaiice  or  Religion. 

For  Flcavens  fake  have  a care  of  your  own  perfon : 

1 cannot  tell,  their  wickednefs  may  lead 
Farther  than  1 dare  think  yet. 

I Leo.  O bafe  people. 

T/m,  Yet  the  Prince,  for  whom  this  is  pretended  may 
Pcrfiiade  ’em , and  no  doubt  will : virtue  is  ever  watchful!, 
Hut  be  you  ftill  lecur’d  and  comforted. 

I Leon.  Heaven  how  have  I offended , that  this  rod 
i So  heavy  and  unnaturall,  fhould  fall  upon  me 
i When  1 am  old  and  helplefs. 

j 7im.  Brave  Gent!,  that  fuch  a madding  love  fhould  fol- 
low thee,  to  rob  thee  of  a Father : 

All  the  Court  is  full  of  dangerous  whifpers. 

L"on.  1 perceive  it,  and  ’fpight  of  all  their  ftrengths  will 
make  my  fafety  ; I’ll  cut  him  Ihorter. 
ril  cut  him  fliorter  firft,  then  let  him  rule. 

Bach.  What  a foul  Age  is  this,  when  Virtue  is  made  a 
fvvord  to  finite  the  virtuous  ? Alas,  alas : 

Leon.  I’ll  teach  him  to  fly  lower. 

Tim.  By  no  means  Sir,  rather,  make  more  your  love, 
And  hold  your  favor  to  him ; for  ’tis  now 
Impofflble  to  yoke  him,  if  his  thoughts, 

As  I muff;  ne’er  believe,  run  with  their  rages, 

He  never  was  fo  innocent,  but  what  reafbn 
His  Grace  has  to  withdraw  his  love  from  me, 

' And  other  good  men  that  are  near  your  perfon, 

I cannot  yet  find  out;  I know  my  duty 
Has  ever  been  attending. 

Leon.  ’Tis  too  plain : He  means  to  play  the  villain. 

I’ll  prevent  him,  not  a word  more  of  this,  be  private. 

Exit  Leontius* 

‘Tim.  Madam  ’tis  done. 

Bac.  He  cannot  efcape  me.  Have  you  Ipoken  with  the 
noble  men? 

Tim.  Yes  Madam  they  are  here:  I wait  a farther  fer- 
vice. 

Jjc,  Till  yet  be  the  Prince,  you  need  no  more  inftruc- 
tions. 

Tim.  No,  I have  it.  Exit  Timantus. 


Enter  VorialuSj  Nifus,  Agenor. 

Bac.  That  fool  that  willingly  provoks  a woman. 

Has  made  himfelf  another  evill  Angell, 

And  a new  Hell,  to  which  all  other  torments 
Are  but  mere  paflime:  Now  my  noble  Lords, 

You  muff;  excule  me,  that  unmannerly 
W'e  have  broke  your  private  bufinels. 

Agen.  Your  good  Grace  may  command  us,  and  that. 
Bac.  Faith  my  Lord  Agemr:  ’Tis  fo  good  acaufe 
I am  confident,  you  cannot  loofe  by  it. 

Vorialus.  Which  way  does  flie  filh  now? 

The  devill  is  but  a fool  to  a right  woman. 

Nifus.  Madam,  we  muft  needs  win  in  doing  fervice 
to  fuch  a gracious  Lady. 

Bac.  I thank  you,  and  will  let  you  know  the  bufinefs: 

So  I may  have  your  helps,  never  be  doubtfull. 

For  ’tis  fo  juft  a caufe,  and  will  to  you 
Upon  the  knowledge  feem  fo  honorable. 

That  I affiire  my  felf  your  willing  hearts 
Will  ftrait  be  for  me  in  it. 

Age.  If  ftie  fhould  prove  good  now,  what  wer’t  like? 
Vorial.  Thunder  in  lanmrie.^  or  a good  woman. 

That’s  ftranger  than  all  Affric\. 

Bac.  It  fliall  not  need  your  wonder,  this  it  is ; 

The  Duke  you  know  is  old,  and  rather  fubjedt 
To  eafe  and  prayers  now,  tlian  all  thole  troubles, 

Cares,  and  continuall  watchings,  that  attend 
A Kingdomes  fafety,  therefore  to  prevent 
The  M of  fuch  a flourifhing  Eftate 
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As  this  has  been,  and  to  put  off 
The  murmure  of  the  people  that  encreafe 
Againlt  my  government,  which  the  gods  knows 
1 onely  feel  the  trouble  of : I prefent 
The  Prince  unto  your  loves,  a Gent. 

In  whom  all  Excellencies  are  knit  together. 

All  peeces  of  a true  man,  let  your  prayers 
Win  from  the  Duke  half  his  Vexation, 

That  he  may  undertake  it,  whole  dilcretion 
I mufl:  confefs,  though  it  be  from,  the  Father, 

Yet  now  is  ftronger,  and  more  apt  to  govern. 

’Tis  not  my  own  defire,  but  all  the  Lands, 

I know  the  weakenefs  of  it. 

Nifus.  Madam,  this  noble  care  and  love  has  won  us 
For  ever  to  your  lives,  we’ll  to  the  King, 

And  fince  your  Grace  has  put  it  in  our  mouths. 

We’ll  win  him  with  the  cunning’fl  words  we  can. 

Vorial.  I was  never  coufen’d  in  a woman  before; 

For  commonly  they  are  like  Apples : If  once  they  bruife 
They  will  grow  rotten  thorow,  and  ferve  for  nothing  but 
to  affwage  Iwellings. 

Bac.  Good  Lords  delay  no  time,  fince  ’tis  your  good 
Pleafures  to  think  my  counfell  good,  and  by  no  means 
Let  the  Prince  know  it,  whofe  affections 
Will  ftir  mainly  againft  it : befides  his  Father 
May  hold  him  dangerous,  if  it  be  not  carried 
So  that  his  forward  will  appear  not  in  it. 

Go,  and  be  happy. 

Vorial.  Well,  I would  not  be  Chronicl’d  as  thou 
Wilt  be  for  a good  woman,  for  all  the  world. 

Nifus*  Madam,  we  kils  your  hand,  and  fb  infpire. 
Nothing  but  happinefs  can  crown  our  prayers.  Exeunt. 


ABus  Quarti 

Sccetsa  Frima. 

Enter  Leucippus.,  Ifmenus. 

Leu.  \ Nd  thus  flie  has  us’d  me,  is’t  not  a good  mother  ?' 
Ifmenus. Why  kill’d  you  her  not? 

Leu.  The  gods  forbid  it. 

, Ifmenus.  S’light,  if  all  the  women  i’th’  world  were  bar- 
ren, fhee  had  dy’d. 

Leuc.  But  ’tis  not  realbn  directs  thee  thus. 

Ifmen.  Then  have  I none  at  all,  for  all  I have  in  me 
Directs  me ; Your  Father’s  in  a pretty  rage.j 
Leucippus.  Why  ? 

ICmenus.  Nay,  ’tis  well,  if  he  know  himfelf,  but  fome 
of  the  Nobility  have  deliver’d  a petition  to  him:  what’s 
in’t,  I know  not,  but  it  has  put  him  to  his  trumps  : he  has 
taken  a months  time  to  anfwerit,  and  chafes  like  hira- 
felf. 

Enter  Leontius.^  Bacha.,  and  Telamon. 

Leu.  He’s  here  Ifmenus.. 

Leon.  Set  me  down  TeJlamon.  Leucippus. 

Leu.  Sir. 

BacL  Nay  good  Sir,  be  at  peace,  I dare  fwcar  he  knows 
not  of  it. 

Leon.  You  are  foolifh : peace. 

Bach.  All  will  go  ill,  deny  it  boldly  Sir,  trufl:  me  he 
cannot  prove  it  by  you. 

Leu.  What? 

Bach.  You’ll  make  all  worfe  too  with  your  facing  it. 
Leuc.  What  is  the  matter.? 

Leon.  Know’ft  thou  that  petition  ? 

Look  on  it  well : wouldlt  thou  be  joyn’d  with^  me 
( Unnaturall  child  to  be  weary  of  me  ) 
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i,’r  Fate  efteem  me  fit  for  other  worlds. 

Bac.  May  be  he  knows  not  o f i t. 

Lett.  Oh  ftraiige  carriages ! 

Sir,  as  I.have  hope  that  there  is  anything 

To  reward  doing  well,  my  ufages 

Which  have  been  ( but  ’tis  no  matter  what ) 

Have  put  me  fo  far  from  the  thought  of  Greatneft} 

That  I fhould  welcome  it  likeadifcafe 
That  grew  upon  me,  and  I could  not  cure. 

They  are  my  enemies  that  gave  you  this. 

And  yet  they  call  me  friend,  and  are  thcmfelve^ 

I fear  abusM.  I am  weary  of  my  life. 

For  Gods  fake  take  it  from  me  : it  creates 
More  mifchief  in  the  State  than  it  is  worth. 

The  ufage  I have  had,  I know  would  make 
Wifdomherfclf  run  frantick  through  the  ftreets. 

And  Patience  quarrel  with  her  fhadow. 

Sir,  this  fword 

Bac.  Alas!  help  for  the  love  of  Heaven, 

Make  way  through  me  firfl:,  for  he  is  your  Father* 

Leon.  What,  would  he  kill  me  ? 

Bac.  No  Sir,  no. 

Leon.  Thou  always  makes  mak’ft:  the  befl:  on’t,but  I fear — 
Leu.  Why  do  you  ufe  me  thus  ? whois’tcan  think 
That  I would  kill  my  Father,  that  can  yet 
Forbear  to  kill  you?  Here  Sir,  ismyfwordj 
I dare  not  touch  it^  left  fhe  fay  again 
I would  have  kill’d  you ; let  me  not  have  mercy 
When  I moft  need  it,  if  1 would  not  change 
Place  with  my  meaneft  fervant.  Let  thefe  faults 
Be  mended  Madam : if  yCu  law  how  ill 
They  did  become  you,  you  would  part  with  thenl. 

Bac.  I told  the  Duke  as  much  before. 

Leu.  What?  what  did  you  tell  him  ? 

Bac.  That  it  was  only  an  ambition, 

Nurftinyouby  your  youth,  provok’d  you  t-hus, 

Which  age  would  take  aw^ay. 

Leon.  It  was  his  doing  then  come  hither  Love. 

Bac.  No  indeed,  Sir. 

Leu.  How  am  I made,  that  I can  bear  all  this? 

If  anyone  had  us’d  a friend  of  mine  ne’r  this. 

My  hand  had  carried  death  about  it. 

Leon.  Lead  me  hence  Leliamon : come  my  dear 
Bacha.^  1 fhall  find  time  for  this. 

Ifm.  Madam,  you  know  I dare  not  fpeak  before 
The  King  but  you  know  well,  if  not,  I’ll  tell  you, 

You  are  the  moft  wicked’ft,  and  moft  murderous 
Strumpet,  that  ever  was  call’d  Woman, 

Bac.  My  Lord,  what  can  I do  for  him?  he  lhall  command 
me. 

Leon,  I know  thou  art  too  kind  ^ away  I fay. 

Exit  Leon.  Bac.  Fima.  Telia. 

Ifme.  Sir,  I am  fure  we  dream,  this  cannot  be. 

Leu.  Oh  that  v/e  did,  my  wickednefs  has  brought 
All  this  to  pafs,  elfe  Ift-ould  bear  my  felf. 

Enter  Urania. 

J/me.  Look,  doe  you  fee  who’s  there  ? your  Virtu- 
ous Mothers  ifliie : kill  her , yet  take  fome  little  pidling 
revenge. 

Leu.  Away,  the  whole  Court  calls  her  virtuous-,  for 
they  fay,  fhe  is  unlike  her  Mother,  and  if  fb,  fhe  can  have 
no  vice. 

Jfw.  Pll  truft  none  of ’em  that  come  of  fuch  a breed. 
Leu-.  But  I have  found 
A kind  of  love  m her  to  me : alas. 

Think  of  her  death!  1 dare  be  Iworn  for  hef, 

She  is  as  free  from  any  hate  to  me 
I A s her-bad  Mother’s  full.  She  was  brought  up 
I’th’  Countrey,  asher  tongue  will  let  you  know, 


Enter  Urania. 

If  you  but  talk  with  her,  with  a poor  Unde, 

Such  as  her  Mother  had. 

Ifm.  She’s  come  again. 

Vra.  I would  fene  fpeak  to  the  good  Marqiiefs  my  bro- 
ther, if  I but  thought  he  could  abaid  me. 

Leu.  Sifter,  how  do  you? 

Vra.  Very  well  I thank  you. 

Ifm.  How  does  your  good  Mother  ? 

Leu.  Fie,  fie,  Ifmenuf  for  ih2mQ,  mock  fuch  an  innocent 
foul  as  this.  ^ 

Vra.  Fetha  fliebeno  good,  god  mayherfb. 

Leu.  I know  you  wilh  it  with  your  heart  dear  Sifter, 
but  fhe  is  good  I hope. 

Ifm.  Are  you  fo  fimplc,  to  make  fb  much  of  this  ? 

Do  you  not  kuow,  > 

That  all  her -wicked  lifother  labours  for,  isbutto  rai/e 
Her  to  your  right,  and  leave  her  this  Dukedom? 

Vra.  I,  but  ne’r  Sir  be  afred:, 

For  though  fhe  take  th’ungain’ft  weasfliecan^ 

I’ll  ne’er  ha’t  fro’  you. 

Leu.  I fhould  hate  my  felf  Ifmenus  ^ 

If  I fliould  think  of  her  fimplicity, 

Ought  but  extreamly  well. 

Ifm.  Nay,  as  you  will 

Vra.  And  though  fhe' be  my  Mother, 

If  fhe  take  any  caurfe  to  do  you  wrong. 

If  lean  fee’t,  youft  quickly  hear  on’t  Sir: 

And  fo  I’ll  take  my  leave. 

Leu.  Farewel  good  Sifter,  I thank  you. 


Ifm.  You  believe  all  this. 
Leu.  Yes, 


Exit  Urania. 


Enter  Timantus, 

Ifm.  A good  faith  doth  well,  but  methinks 
It  were  no  hard  matter  now,  fOrher  Mother  to  feiidher  • 
Yonder’s  one  you  may  truft  if  you  will  too. 

Leu.  So  I wi'I,  if  he  can  fhewme  as  apparent  figns 
Of  truth  as  fhe  did  -,  Does  he  weep  Ifmenus? 

Ifm.  Yes,  I think  fo:  fbme  good’s  happen’d  I warrant: 
Do  you  hear,  you  ? What  honeft  man  has  fcap’dmilery, 
that  thou  art  crying  thus? 

Tim.  Noble  Ifmenus.,  where’s  the  Prince  ? 

Ifm.  Why  there?  haft  wept  thine  eyes  Out  ? 

Tim.  Sir,  I befeech  you  hear  me. 

Leu.  Well,  fpeak  on. 

Ifm.  W hy,  will  you  hear  him  ? 

Leu.  Yes  Ifmenus.,  why  ? 

Ifm.  I would  hear  blalphemy  as  willingly. 

You  are  too  blame. 

Tim.  No  Sir : he  is  not  to  blame  ; 

If  I were  as  I was. 

Ifm.  Nor  as  thou  art,  yfaith  awhit  too  blame, 

Lett.  What’s  your  bulinefs  ? 

Tim.  Faith  Sir,  lam  afhamed  to  fpeak  before  you, 
Myconfcience  tells  me  I have  injur’d  you, 

And  by  the  earneft  inftigation 
Of  others,  have  not  done  you  to  the  King 
Always  the  beftandfriendlieft  offices ; 

Which  pardon  me,  or  I will  never  fpeak. 

Ifm.  Never  pardon  him  and  filence,  a knave. 

Leu.  I pardon  thee. 

Tim.  Your  Mother  fure  is  naught. 

Leu.  Wffiy  fhouldft  thou  think  fo  ? 

Tim.  Oh  noble.  Sir,  your  honeft  eyes  perceive  not 
The  dangers  you  are  led  to  ^ fhame  upon  her, 

And  what  fell  miferies  the  gods  can  thinkon 
Shower  down  upon  her  wicked  head,  fhe  has  plotte  d 
I know  too  well  your  death:  would  my  poor  life 
Or  thoufandfuch  as  mine  is,  might  be  offer’d 
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^ikc  facrificcs  up  for  your  prcfcrving, 

I\V  liat  free  oblations  v.’ould  fhe  have  to  glut  her. 

But  fne  is  mercilefs,  and  bent  to  ruin  ^ 

If  heaven  and  good  men  ftepnot  to  your  refeue. 

And  timely,  very  timely:  Oh  this  Dukedom! 

I weep,  1 weep  for  the  poor  Orphans  fth’ Countrey 
Left  with  but  Friends  or  Parents. 

Lea.  Now  Ifmenus^  what  think  you  of  this  fellow? 
This  was  a lying  knave,  a fiatterer. 

Does  ijot  this  Love  Hill  Ihew  him  ib. 

Jfm.  This  Love?  this  Halter : if  he  prove  not  yet 
The  cunning’ft  rankeft  rogue  that  ever  Canted, 
ril  never  fee  man  again:  1 know  him  to  bring, 

. And  can  interpret  every  new  face  he  makes  •, 

' Look  how  he  wrings  like  a good  ftool  fora  tear: 

Take  heed.  Children  and  Fools 
Firll  feel  thefmart.  Then  weep. 

Leu.  Away,  away,  fjch  an  unkind  dillruft. 

Is  worfe  than  a diliembling,  if  it  be  one, 

And  fooner  leads  to  mifehief,  I believe  it. 

And  himanhoneflman:  he  could  not  carry 
Under  an  evil  caufe,  fo  true  a forrow. 

Jfm.  Take  heed,  this  is  your  Mothers fcorplon. 

That  carries  flings  even  in  his  tears, 

Whofefoulisa  rank  poilbn  through:  Touch 

Not  at  him,  if  you  do,  you  are  gone,  if  you  had  twenty 

Lives:  I knew  him  for  a Roguifli  boy,  when 

He  would  poifon  Dogs,  and  keep  tame  Toads, 

He  lay  with  his  Mother,  and  infeded  her,  and  now 
She  begs  i’th’ Hofpital,  with  a patch  of  Velvet, 

Where  her  Nofe  Hood  : like  the  Queen  of  Spades. 

And  all  her  teeth  in  her  purfe,  the  Devil  and  this 

Fellow  are  lb  near,  ’Tis  not  yet  known  which  is  the  eviler 

Angel. 

Lett.  Nay,  then  Ifee’tis  fpite:  Come  hither  friend. ' 
Haft  thou  not  heard  the  caufe  yet  that  incens’d  my  Mother 
to  my  death,  for  I protell  I feel  none  in  my  felf  ? 

Lim.  Her  Will  Sir,  and  Ambition,  as  1 think. 

Are  the  provokers  of  it,  as  in  Women, 

Thole  two  are  ever  powerful  to  deflrudion, 

Bef  de  a hate  of  your  fcill  growing  virtues. 

She  being  only  wicked. 

Leu.  Heavens  defend  me  as  I am  innocent. 

And  ever  have  been  from  all  immoderate  thoughts  and 
Adions,  that  carry  fuch  rewards  along  with  ’em. 

Lim.  Sir,  all  I know,  my  duty  mull  reveal. 

My  Countrey  and  my  Love  command  it  from  me, 

For  whom  I’ll  lay  my  life  down;  this  night  coming, 

A Counfel  is  appointed  by  the  Duke, 

To  fit  about  your  apprehenfion : 

If  YOU  dare  trull  my  faith : which  by  all  good  things 
Shall  ever  watch  about  you : goe  along. 

And  to  a place  I’ll  guide  you:  where  no  word  . ■. 

Shall  fcape  without  your  hearing,  nor  no  plot. 

Without  dilcovering  to  you,  which  once  known,  you  have 
your  anfwers  and  prevention.' 

Jfm.  You  are  notfo  mad  to  goe-,  Iliift  off  this  fellow, 
you  fliall  be  rul’d  once  by  a wife  man  : Ratsbane  get  you 
gone,  or 

Leu.  Peace,  peace  for  fname,  thy  love  is  too  fulpitious, 
j ’tis  a way  offer’d  to  preferve  my  life,  and  I will  take  it:  be 
my  Guide  Timautus.  and  do  not  mind  this  angry  man,  thou 
know’fl  him:  I may  live  to  requite  thee. 

Tim.  Sir,  thisfervice  is  done  for  viituesfake,  not  for  re- 
ward, however  he  may  hold  me. 

Jfm.  The  great  pox  on  you:  but  thou  haft  that  curfe  fo 
much,  ’twill grow  a blelfing  in  thecftortly.  Sir,  for  wif- 
doms  fake  court  not  your  death,  I am  your  friend  and  fub- 
jedt,  and  I fliall  lofe  in  both  : if  I lov’d  you  not,  I would 
laugh  at  you,  and  fee  you  run  your  neck  into  the  noofc, 
and  cry  a Woodcock. 

Leu.  So  much  of  man,  and  fo  much  fearful^  he,  pre- 
thee  have  peace  within  thee:  I ftiall  live  yet  many  a gol-, 
I den  day  to  hold  thee  here  deareft  and  ncareft  to  me  : Go 


onTmauius,  I chargejeu by  ^curlcve  ro  more,  no  more 

Exeunt  Leu.  Tim.' 

Jfm.  Goe,  and  kt  your  own  rod  whip  you- 

1 II  ftudyforthypunifhment,  and  it  fliall  laft  ^ ^ 

longer  and  Harper  than  a tedious  Winter 

Till  thou  blalphem  ft,  and  then  thou  dieft  and  damn’ll. 

Exit 

Eftter  Leontius  and  Teliamon. 


Leon.  I wonder  the  Dutchefs  comes  not 
n.  she  has  heard,  Sir,  your  Willtofp'eak  with  her' 
But  there  is  fomething  leaden  at  her  heart  • 

( Pray  God  it  be  not  mortal  ) that  even  kcensher 
From  coiiverfation  with  her  felf. 

Enter  the  Dutchefs. 


i Oh  whither  will  you  my  crofs  affetflions  pull  me 

vvhofe  powers  diira  our  adlions 
And  dwell  within  us : you  that  are  Angels  ’ 

Guiding  to  virtue,  wherefore  have  you  given 
Soltronga  hand  to  evil?  wherefore fuffer’d 
A Temple  of  your  own,  you  Deities  ’ 

Where  your  fair  felvcs  dwelt  only,  and  yonr  aoodnefs 
Thustobe  foyl’d  with  ITn?  j guoaneis 

Leon.  Heaven  blefs  us  all. 

From  whence  con, esthis  diftemper?  fpeakmyfair  one. 

Bac.  And  haveyou  none,  Love  and  Obedience, 

You  ever  faithful  Servants  to  imploy 
In  this  ftrangeftory  of  impiety, 

But  me  a Mother-  Muft  I bey  Wftrumpet? 

To  lay  black  Treafonupon,  and  in  him 
In  whom  all  fvveetnels  was ; in  whom  my  love 
U as  prov’d  to  have  a Being,  in  whom  Juftice, 

And  all  the  gods  for  our  imaginations 

Can  work  into  a man,  were  more  than  virtues 

Ambition  down  to  hell,  where  thou  wertfofter’d ' 

Thou  haft  poifon’d  the  heft  fonl,  the  pureft,  whi’teft. 
And  meereft  mnccent’ft  it  felf  ihat  ever 
Mens  greedy  hopes  gave  life  to. 

Leon.  This  is  frill  ftranger:  lay  this  treafoii 
Open  to  my  correction. 

Bac.  Oh  what  a cembat  duty  and  affeift  ion 
Breeds  in  my  blood  I 


Leon.  If  thou  conccal’ft  him,  may, 

Belide  my  death,  the  curfes  of  the  Countrey 
Troubles  of  confcience,  and  a wretched  end^ 

Bring  thee  unto  a poor  forgotten  grave.  ’ 

Bach.  My  Being;  for  another  tongue  to  tell  it 
Ccafe,  a Mother ! fome  good  man  that  dares  ^ 
Speak  for  his  King  and  Ccuntrey:  I am  full 
Of  too  much  womans  pity:  yet  oh  Heaven 
Since  it  concerns  the  fafety  of  my  Sovereign, 

Let  it  not  be  a cruelty  in  me, 

Nor  draw  a Mothers  name  in  queft'ion, 

Amongft  unborn  people,  to  give  up  that  man 
To  Law  and  Juftice,  that  unrighteoully 
Has  loiight  his  Fathers  death : be  deaf:  be  deaf  Sir, 
Your  Son  is  the  offender : Now  have  you  ail, 

Would  I might  never  fpcak  again. 

^ Leon.  My  Son ! Heaven  help  me. 

No  more!  I thought  it,  andfince 

His  life  is  grown  fo  dangerous:  Let  them  that 

Gave  him,  take  him  : he  Hall  dye. 

And  with  him  all  my  fears. 

Bac.  Oh  life  your  mercy;  you  have  a brave  fubjeCl 
To  beftow  iton.  I’Jl  forgive  him,  Sir  i and  for  his 
Wrong  tome.  I’ll  be  before  ye. 

Leo?t.  Durfthis  villany  extend  to  thee? 

Bac.  Nothing  but  heats  of  youth.  Sir. 


Leon. 
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Leon.  Upon  my  life  he  fought  my  bed. 

Bacha.  I mull  confefs  he  loved  me 
Somewhat  beyond  a Son  : and  ftill  purfiiM  it 
Withfnch  a Lull;,  I will  notify  Ambition: 

That  clean  forgetting  all  obedience. 

And  only  following  his  firit  heat  unto  me. 

He  hotly  fought  your  death,  and  me  in  Marriage. 

Leon.  Oh  Villain ! 

Bac.  But  I forget  all;  and  am  half  alham’d 
To  prels  a man  lb  far. 

Enter  Timantus. 

Tim.  Where  is  the  Duke?  for  Gods  fake  bring  me  to  him: 
Leon.  Here  I am;  each  corner  of  the  Dukedom 
Sends  new  affrights  forth  ; what  wouldfl:  thou  ? fpeak. 

Tim.  I cannot  Sir,  my  fear  ties  up  my  tongue  : 

Leon.  Why,  what’s  the  matter?  Take  thy  courage 
To  thee,  and  boldly  fpeak,  where  are  the  Guard  ? 

In  the  gods  name,  out  with  it : 

Tim.  Treafon,  treafbn. 

Leon.  In  whom? 

Bacha.  Double  the  Guard. 

Tim.  There  is  a fellow,  Sir. 

Leon.  Leave  fliaking  man. 

Titnan.  ’Tis  not  for  fear,  butw’onder. 

Leon.  Well. 

Timan.  There  is  a fellow.  Sir,  clofei’th’  Lobby  ; 

You  o’the  Guard,  look  to  the  door  there. 

Butletmeknow  the  bufinefs. 

Tima.  Oh  that  the  hearts  of  men  fhould  be  lb  hard’ned 
Againlffo  good  a Duke,  for  Godsfake,  Sir, 

Seek  means  to  fave  your  felf  s This  v/retched  Have 
Has  his  fword  in  his  hand,  I know  his  heart ; 

Oh  it  hath  almofl;  kill’d  me  with  the  thought  of  it. 

Leon.  Where  is  he? 

Enter  the  Guards  and  bring  him  in. 

Timan.  I’th’  Lobby  Sir,  clofe  in  a corner  : 

Look  to  your  felves  for  Heavens  fake. 

Me  thinks  he  is  here  already. 

Fellows  of  the  Guard  be  valiant. 

Leon.  Goe  Sirs,  and  apprehend  him  •,  Treafon  Ihall 
Never  dare  me  in  mine  own  Gates. 

Tim.  ’Tis  done. 

There  they  bring  the  Prince  in. 

' Bacha.  And  thou  fhaltfind  it  to  thy  beft  content. 

Leon.  Are  thefe  the  comforts  of  my  age  ? 

They’re  happy  that  end  their  daies  contented 
With  a little,  and  live  aloof  from  dangers,  to  a King 
Every  content  doth  a new  peril  bring. 

Oh  let  me  live  no  longer,  fname  of  Nature, 

Ballard  to  Honor:  Traytor,  Murderer, 

Devil  in  a humane  fliape.  Away  with  him. 

He  fhall  not  breathe,  his  hot  affedion  here. 

Leu.  Sir,  hear  me. 

Leon.  Am  I or  he  your  Duke?  away  with  him 
To  a dole  prifbn;  your  Highnefs  now  Ihall  know. 

Such  branches  muft  be  cropt  before  they  grow. 

Leu.  V’hatever  fortune  comes,  I bid  it  welcome, 

^ly  innoccncy  is  my  Armor:  gods preferve you. 

Exit. 

Bacha.  Fare  thee  well,  I fliall  never  fee  fo  brave  a Gent. 
Would  I could  weep  out  his  offences. 

Tim.  Or  I could  weep  out  mine  eyes. 

Leon.  Come  Gentlemen,  we’ll  determine  prefcntly 
About  his  death  : we  cannot  be  too  forward  in  our 
Safety;  I amvery  fick,  lead  me  unto  my  bed.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Citizen  and  hit  Boy. 

Cit.  Sirrah,  goe  fetch  my  Fox  from  the  Cutlers  : 

There’s  money  for  the  fcowring : Tell  him  I flop  a groat 


ffnee  the  laff:  great  Mufler  ; he  had  in  ffonc  Pitch  for  die 
bruife  ; he  took  with  the  recoyllhg  of  his  Gun, 

Boy.  Yes  Sir. 

Cit.  And  doyOu  hear?  when  you  come,  Take  down  my 
Buckler,  and  fweep  the  Cobw'ebs  off;  and  grind  the  pick 
out,  and  fetch  a Nail  or  two;  and  tack  on  bracers:  your 
Miftrifs  made  a pot-lid  ont’t, 

I thank  her,  at  her  Mans  W'edding,  and  burnt  off  the 
Handle. 

Boy.  I will  sir.  Pxit 

Cn.  Who’s  withiil  here,  hoe  Neighbor,  not  ftirring 

2 Cit.  Oh,  good  morrow,  good  morrow ; what  news, 
what  news? 

1 Cit.  It  holds,  he  dies  this  morning.  ^ . 

2 Cit.  Then  happy  man  be  his  fortune,  I arn  refolv’d. 

1 Cit.  And  fo  am  I,  and  forty  more  good  fellows, 

That  will  not  give  their  heads  for  the  vv  afliing,  I take  it. 

2 Cit.  ’Sfoot  man,  who  would  not  hang  in  fuch  good 
company,  and  fuch  a caufe?  A Fire,  a Wife  and  Chil- 
dren ^ ’ pis  fuch  a jefl  that  men  firould  look  behind  Vni  to 
the  world;  and  let  their  honors,  their  honors  neighbor, 
flip. 

1 Cit.  I’ll  give  thee  a pint  of  BajlarJ  2nd  a Rollfo.'  that 
bare  word. 

2 Cit.  They  fay,  that  we  Tailors,  are  things  that  lay  one 
another,  and  our  Geefe  hatch  us;  I’ll  make'iouie  of ’em 
feel  they  are  Geefe  o’th’ game  then. 

I’fack,  take  down  my  Bill,  ’tis  ten  to  one  I ufe  it.  Take  a 
good  heart  man,  all  the  low  ward  is  ours,  with  a wet  finger. 
An  lay  my  cut-fing’red  Gantlet  ready  for  me, 

That,  that  I us’d  to  work  in,  when  tlie  Gentl.fwere 
Upagainftus,  and  beaten  out  of  Town,  and  ahnoff  onto’ 
Debt  too ; for  a plague  on  ’em  they  never  paid  well  fince  : 

And  take  heed  firrah,  your  Miflriis  hears  not  of  this 
Bnfinefs,  flic’s  near  her  time : yet  if  fhe  do, 

I care  not,  flie  may  long  for  Rebellion, 

For  fhe  has  a devilifli  fpirit. 

I Cit.  Come,  let’s  call  up  the  new  Iremonger,  he’s  as 
tough  as  fleel,  and  has  a fine  wit  in  thefe  refurre;^ions  j 
Are  you  ftirring  neighbor  ? 

3.  IVithin.  Oh,  Good  morrow  neighbors. 

I’ll  come  to  you  prefently. 

2.  Goe  to,  this  is  his  Mothers  doings  file’s  a 

1.  As  any  is  in  the  world. 

2.  Then  fay,  I have  hit  it,  and  a vengeance  on  her,  let 
her  be  what  fhe  will. 

1.  Amen  fay  I,  fhe  has  brought  things  to  a fine  pafs  with 
her  wifdom  : do  you  mark  it  ? 

2.  One  thing  I arn  furc  fne  has,  the  good  old  Duke,  ffie 
gives  him  pap  again  they  fay,  and  dances  him,  and  ha.ngs 
a corral  and  bells  about  his  neck,  and  makes  him  believe 
his  teeth  will  come  agen  ^ which  if  they  did,  and  I he, 
would  worry  her  as  never  Curr  was  worried : I would 
neighbor,  till  my  teeth  met  I know  where,  but  that’s  coun- 
fel. 

Enter  3 Citizen. 

3.  Good  morrow  neighbors : hear  you  the  fad  news  ? 

1 . Yes,  would  we  knew  as  well  how  to  prevent  it. 

3.  I cannot  tell,  methinks  ’twere  no  great  matter,  if  men 
were  men  ; but 

2.  You  do  not  twit  me  with  my  calling  neighbor  ? 

3.  No  Purely:  for  I know  your  fpirit  to  be  tall  j prny  be 
not  vext. 

2.  Pray  forwar-cl  with  your  counfcl ; 

I am  what  I am,  and  they  that  prove  me  fhall  find  me  to 
their  coft : do  you  mark  me  neighbor,  to  their  coft  I fay. 
I.  Nay,  look  how  foon  you  are  angry  ? 

<2.  They  fliall  neighbors:  yes,  1 lay  they  fhall, 

3.  I do  believe  they  fhall. 

I.  1 know  they  fnall. 

G g g 2 2.  Whe- 
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2 Whether  yftii  do  or  no  I care  not  two  pence, 

1 am  no  bealt,  1 know  mine  own  ftrength  neighbors  •, 

God  blefs  the  King,  your  companies  is  fair. 

1.  Nay  neighbor,  now  yeerre,  now  1 mult  tell  you  fo, 
and  ye  are  twenty  Neighbors. 

3,  Youhadbeftgoe  peach,  doe,  peach, 

2 . Peach  I,  1 Icorn  the  motion. 

3.  Doe,  and  fee  what  follows:  I’ll  Ipend  an  hundred 
pound,  and  be  two  I care  not : but  I’ll  undoe  thee. 

2.  Peach,  Oh  difgrace ! Peach  in  thy  face,  and  doe 
the  worft  thou  canft : I am  a true-man,  and  a free-man : 
peach  ! 

1.  Nay,  look,  you  will  fpoil  all. 

2.  Peach! 

1 . W'hillt  you  two  brawl  together,  the  Prince  will  lofe  his 
life. 

3.  Come,  give  me  your  hand,  I love  you  well,  are  you 
for  the  atlion? 

2.  Yes:  but  Peach  provokes  me,  ’tis  a cold  fruit,  I feel 
it  cold  in  my  ftomach  frill. 

3.  No  more.  I’ll  give  you  Cake  to  dLfgell  it. 

Enter  the  Fourth. 

4.  Shut  up  my  fhop,  and  be  ready  at  a call  boys,  and 
one  of  you  run  over  my  old  tuck  with  a few  afhes,  ’tis  grown 
odious  with  tolling  Cheefe;  and  burn  a little  Juniper  in  my 
Murrin,  the  Maid  made  it  her  Chamber-pot : an  hour  hence 
I’ll  come  again  ^ and  as  you  hear  from  me,  fend  me  a clean 
hiirt. 

3.  The  Chandler  by  thy  Wharf,  and  it  be  thy  Will. 

2.  GolTip,  good  morrow. 

4.  Oh  good  morrow  Goflip:  good  morrow  all,  1 fee  ye 
of  one  mind  you  cleave  lb  dole  together:  come  ’tis  time, 
I have  prepared  an  hundred  if  they  ftand. 

1.  ’Tis  well  done  : Ihall  we  fever,  and  about  it? 

3.  Firfl,  let’s  to  the  Tavern,  and  a pint  a piece  will  make 
us  Dragons. 

2.  I will  have  no  mercy,  come  what  will  of  it. 

4.  If  my  tuck  hold,  I’ll  fpit  the  Guard  like  Larks  with 
fage  betw^een  'em. 

2.  1 have  a foolifn  Bill  to  reckon  with  ’em,  will  make 
fome  of  their  hearts  ake,  and  I’ll  lay  it  on : now  Ihall  1 fight, 
’twill  do  you  good  to  fee  me. 

3.  Come,  I’ll  do  fomething  for  the  Town  to  talk  of 

when  I am  rotten:  pray  God  there  be  enough  to  kill,  that’s 
all.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Dorialus,  Nifus,  Agenor. 

y4ge.  How  black  the  day  begins ! 

Dor.  Can  you  blame  it,  and  look  upon  fuch  a deed  as  fhall 
be  done  this  morning  ? 

Nlf.  Does  the  Prince  fuller  to  day  ? 

D )r.  Within  this  hour  they  fay. 

A(ren.  Well,  they  that  are  mofl  wicked  are  moll  fafe  : 
’twill  be  a flrange  jullice,  and  a lamentable,  gods  keep  us 
from  the  too  foon  feeling  of  it. 

Doria.  I care  not  if  my  throat  were  next ; for  to  live 
Hi  1 1,  and  live  here,  were  but  to  grow  fat  for  the  Sham- 
bles, 

Nif.  Yet  we  muft  do  it,  and  thank  ’em  too,  that  our 
lives  may  be  accepted. 

Age.  Faith  I’ll  goflarvemy  my  felf,  or  grow  difeas’d  to 
Ihame  the  hangman  •,  for  I am  fure  he  Ihall  be  my  Herald,  and 
quarter  me. 

Dor.  I,  a plague  on  him,  he’s  too  excellent  at  Arms. 

Nifus.  Will  you  go  fee  this  lad  fight,  my  Lord  Agenor} 

Age.  I’ll  make  a mourner. 

Dor.  If  I could  do  him  any  good,  I would  goe. 

The  bare  light  elfe  will  but  afflid  my  fpirit. 

My  prayers  Ihall  be,  as  near  him  as  your  eyes: 

As  you  find  him  letled,  remember  my  love  and  fervice  to  his 
Grace. 


Nif.  We  will  weep  for  you.  Sir  : farewel.  Exeunt. 

Dor.  Farewell  to  all  our  happinefs,  a long  farewel. 

Thou  angry  power,  whether  of  Heaven  or  Hell, 

Thou  laifl  this  fliarp  corredion  on  our  Kingdom 
For  our  offences,  infinite  and  mighty ! 

Oh  hear  me,  and  at  length  be  pleas’d,  be  pleas’d 
With  pity  to  draw  back  thy  vengeance. 

Too  heavy  for  our  weaknefsi  and  accept, 

(Since  it  is  your  diferetion,  heavenly  Wifdoms, 

To  have  it  fb)  this  facrifice  for  all. 

That  now  is  flying  to  your  happinefs. 

Only  for  you  molt  fit : let  all  our  fins  fuffer  in  him. 

A Jhout  mthin. 

Gods,  what’s  the  matter  > I hope ’tis  joy. 

How  now  my  Lords  ? 

Enter  Agenor  an^  Nifiis. 

Nf.  I’ll  tell  you  with  that  little  breath  I have  • 

More  joy  than  you  dare  think.  The  Prince  is  fafeVrom  dan- 
ger. 

T>or.  How! 

Age.  ’Tis  true,  and  thus  it  was  ^ his  hour  was  come 
To  lofe  his  life,  he  ready  for  the  flroke. 

Nobly,  and  full  of  Saint-like  patience. 

Went  with  his  Guard:  which  when  the  people  law, 
Compaflion  firfl  went  out,  mingled  with  tears. 

That  bred  defires,  and  whifpers  to  each  other. 

To  do  fome  worthy  kindnefs  for  the  Princej 
Ande’r  they  underitood  well  how  to  do. 

Fury  fleptin,  and  taught  them  what  to  do, 

Thrufling  on  every  hand  to  relcue  him. 

As  a white  innocent : then  flew  the  roar 
Through  all  the  flreets,  of  Save  him.,  fave  him^  favehirn  : 
And  as  they  cry’d,  they  did  ^ for  catching  up 
Suchfudden  weapons  as  their  madnefsfhevv  them. 

In  fhort,  they  beat  the  Guard,  and  took  him  from  ’em. 

And  now  march  with  him  like  a royal  .^irmy. 

Dor.  Heaven,  heaven  I thank  thee. 

What  a flave  was  I to  have  my  hand  fo  far  from 
This  brave  refeue,  ’t ’ad  been  a thing  to  brag  on 
When  I was  old.  Shall  we  run  for  a wager  to  the 
Next  Temple,  and  give  thanks  ? 

Nf.  As  fall  as  wifhes. 

Enter  Leucippus  and  Ifmenus : the  people 
vpithin  flops. 

Leu.  Good  friends  goe  home  again,  there’s  not  a man 
fhall  goe  with  me. 

Ifne.  Will  you  not  take  revenge  > I’ll  call  them  on. 

Leuc.  All  that  love  me,  depart : 

I thank  you,  and  will  ferve  you  for  your  loves : 

But  I will  thank  you  more  to  fuf^r  me 
To  govern  ’em  once : more,  I do  beg  ye. 

For  my  fake  to  your  houfes. 

All  rvithin.  Gods  preferve  you. 

Ifn.  And  what  houfe  will  you  goe  to? 

Leu.  Ifmenus.,  I will  t;ake  the  wariefl  courfes  that  I can 
think  of  to  de^nd  my  felf,  but  not  offend. 

Ifne.  You  may  kill  your  Mother,  and  never  offend  your 
Father,  anhoneft  man. 

Leu.  Thou  know’ll  I can  fcape  now,  that’s  all  I look  for; 
I’ll  leave. 

Ifne.  Timantus^  a pox  take  him,  would  I had  him  here, 
I would  kill  him  at  his  own  weapon  fingle,  fithes  we  have 
built  enough  on  him : plague  on’t,  I’m  out  of  all  patience : 
difeharge  fuch  an  Army  as  this,  that  would  have  followed 
you  without  paying.  Oh  gods  I 

Leu.  To  whatendfhould  I keep  ’em  ? I am  free. 

Ifne,  Yes,  free  o’ th’  Traitors,  for  you  arc  proclaim’d 
one. 

Leu.  Should  I therefore  make  my  felf  one  ? 

Ifne 
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IJme.  Thisisoneof  your  moral  Philofophy,  is  it? 
Heaven  blels  me  from  fubtilties  to  undoe  my  IHf  v/ith : 

But  I know,  ifrealbn  herlelf  were  here. 

She  would  not  part  with  her  ownlafety. 

Leu.  Well,  pardon  Ifmcnus.,  for  I know 
My  courfes  are  molt  juft  ^ nor  will  I ftain  ’em 
With  one  bad  adion  •,  for  thyfelf  thou  know’ll:. 

That  though  I may  command  thee,  I lhall  be 

A ready  fervanttotheeif  thouneedH;  and  lb  I’ll  take  my 

leave. 

Ifme.  Of  whom,^ 

Leu.  Of  thee. 

Ifme.  Heart,  you  lhall  take  no  leave  of  me. 

Leu.  Shall  I not? 

Ifme.  No,  by  the  gods  lhall  you  not;  nay,  if  you  have 
no  more  wit  but  to  goe  abfolutely  alone.  I’ll  be  in  a 
little. 

Leu.  Nay,  prethee  good  Ifmenus  part  with  me. 

Ifme.  I wonnot  i’faith,  never  move  it  any  more  •,  for  by 
this  good  light  I wonnot. 

Leu.  This  is  an  ill  time  to  be  thus  unruly: 

Ifmenus.,  You  mull  leave  me. 

Ifme.  Yes,  if  you  can  beat  me  away:  elfe  the  gods  re- 
fufe  me  if  I will  leave  you  till  I fee  more  reafon  j you  flia'nt 
undoe  your  felf. 

Leu.  But  why  wilt  not  leave  me  ? 

J/me.  Why  I’ll  tell  you : Becaufe  when  you  are  gone , 

then life,  if  I have  not  forgot  my  reafon hell 

take  me : you  put  me  out  of  patience  fo : Oh ! marry  when 
you  are  gone,  then  will  your  Mother  ( a pox  confound  her) 
Ihe  never  comes  in  my  head,  but  Ihelpoils  my  memory  too; 
there  are  a hundred  realbns. 

Leu.  But  fnew  me  one. 

Ifme.  Shew  you^  what  a ftir  here  is  j why  I will  Ihew  you : 
Do  you  think  ^ well,  well,  I know  what  1 know,  I pray  come, 
come.  ’Tisin  vain:  but  I am  fure.  Devils  take  ’em^  what 
do  1 meddle  with ’em?  You  know  your  felf.  Soul,  I think 
I am : is  there  any  man  i’th’  world.?  as  if  you  knew  not 
this  already  better  than  I.  Pifh,  pilh , I’ll  give  no  rea- 
fbn. 

Leu.  But  1 will  tell  thee  one,  why  thou  fliouldft  ftay : 
have  not  one  friend  in  the  Court  but  thou. 

On  whom  I may  be  bold  to  truft  to  fend  me 
Any  intelligence : and  if  thou  lov’ll  me 
Thou  wilt  do  this,  thou  needfl:  not  feartoftay. 

For  there  are  new-come  Proclamations  out. 

Where  all  are  pardon’d  but  my  felf. 

Ifme.  ’Tistrue,  and  in  the  fame  Proclamation,  your  fine 
Sifter  Vrania.,  whom  you  us’d  lb  kindly,  is  proclaim’d  Heir 
apparent  to  the  Crown. 

Leu.  What  though,  thou  mayft  ftay  at  home  without 
danger  ? 

Ifme.  Danger,  hang  danger,  what  tell  you  me  of  dan- 
ger? 

Leu.  Why  if  thou  wilt  not  do’t,  I think  thou  dar’ft 
not. 

Ifme.  I dare  not : if  you  fpeak  it  in  earneft,  you  are  a 
Boy. 

Leu.  Well  Sir,  if  you  dare,  let  me  fee  you  do’t. 

Ifme.  Why  lb  you  fhall,  I will  ftay. 

Leu.  Why  God-a-mcrcy- 

Ifme.  You  know  I love  you  but  too  well. 

Leu.  Now  take  thefe  few  direftions:  farewel,  fend  to 
me  by  the  warieft  ways  thou  canft : I have  a foul  tells  me  we 
fnall  meet  often.  The  gods  prote(ft  thee. 

Ifme.  Pox  o’  my  felf  for  an  afs,  I’m  crying  now,  God  be 
with  you,  if  I never  fee  you  again:  why  then  pray  get  you 
gone,  for  grief  and  anger  wonnot  let  me  know  what  I fay, 
I’ll  to  the  Court  as  faftas  I can,  and  fee  the  new  Heir  appa- 
rant.'  Exeunt. 


JBus  Omntus^ 

ScdCtia  Friuia. 

Enter  Urania  and  her  iroman. 


Vran 
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■Hat  haft  thou  found  him  ? 

IFo.  Madam,  he  is  coming  in. 

Vran.  Godsblefs  my  brother,  whereloe’er  he  is; 

And  I befeech  you  keep  me  fro  the  bed 
Of.  any  naughty  Tyrant,  whom  my  Mother 
Would  ha  me  have  to  wrong  him. 

Enter  Ifmenus. 

( 

Ifme.  What  would  her  new  Grace  have  with  mc.^ 

Vra.  Leave  us  a while.  My  Lord  Ifmenus.  Exit  M. 

I pray  for  the  love  of  Heaven  and  God, 

That  you  would  tell  me  one  thing,  which  I know 
You  can  do  weell. 

Ifne.  Where’s  her  fain  Grace? 

Vra.  You  know  me  well  inough,biit  that  you  mock,  ! am 
fhe  my  fen. 

Ifme.  God  blefs  him  that  ftall  be  thy  husband,  if  thou 
wear’ft  the  breeches  thus  foon,  thou’Jt  be  as  impudent  as 
thy  Mother. 

Vra.  But  will  you  tell  me  this  one  thing .? 

Ifn.  What  is’t  ? if  it  be  no  great  matter  whether  I do 
or  no,  perhaps  I will. 

Vra.  Yes  faith,  ’tis  matter. 

Ifn.  And  what  is’t  ? 

Vra.  1 pray  you  let  me  know  whaire  the  Prince  my  Bro- 
ther is. 

Ifn.  I’faith  you  fhan  be  hang’d  firft,  is  your  Mother  fo 
foolifh  to  think  your  good  Grace  can  lift  it  out  of  me.? 

Vra.  If  you  have  any  mercy  le.ft  i’you  to  a poor  wench, 
tell  me. 

Ifn.  Why  wouldft  thou  not  have  thy  brains  beat  out  for 
this,  to  follow  thy  Mothers  ftepsfo  young? 

Vra.  But  believe  me,  fhe  knows  none  of  this. 

Ifn.  Believe  you  ? why  do  you  think  I never  had  wits? 
or  that  I am  run  out  of  them  .?  howftould  it  belong  to  yo.i 
to  know,  if  I could  tell*? 

Vra.  Why  I will  tell  you,  and  if  I fpeak  falie 
Let  the  devil  ha  me:  yonder’s  a bad  man, 

Come  from  a Tyrant  to  my  Mother,  and  what  name 
They  ha’  for  him,  good  faith  I cannot  tell.' 

Ifne.  An  AmbaHador. 

Vra.  That’s  it ; but  he  would  carry  me  away, 

And  have  me  marry  hisMafter^  and  I’ll  day 
E’r  I will  ha’ him. 

Jfn.  But  what’s  this  to  knowing  where  the  Prince  is  ? 

Vra.  Yes : for  you  know  all  my  Mother  docs  ; 

Agen  the  Prince  is  but  to  ma  me  great. 

Ifn.  Pray,  I know  that  too  well,  what  ten  ? 

Vra.  Why  I could  goe  to  the  good  Marquis  my 
Brother,  and  put  my  felf  into  his  hands,  that  lo 
He  may  preferve  himfelf. 

Ifn.  Oh  that  thou  hadftno  feed  of  thy  Mother  in  thee, 
and  couldft  mean  this  now. 

Vra.  Why  feth  1 do,  wou’d  I might  ne’er  ftir  more  if  1 
do  not. 

I/m.  I fhall  prove  a ridiculous  fool.  I’ll  be  damn’d  elfc : 
hang  me  if  I do  not  half  believe  thee. 

Z^'ra.  By  my-troth  you  may. 

lfm.  By  my  troth  I doe:  I know  Tman  Afs  for’t. 

But  I cannot  help  it. 

Vra.  And  won  you  tell  me  then  ? 

lfn.  Yes  faith  will  I,  or  any  thing  elfe  i’th’  world:  for 
I think  thou  art  as  good  a creature  as  ever  was  born. 

Vra.  But  ail  goe  i’  this  ladft  apparel : 

But 
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But  YOU  miin  liclp  me  to  Silver. 

h './i.  Help  thee  ? why  the  po.Y  take  him  that  will  not  help 
thtc  to  any  thing  P th’  world,  I’ll  help  thee  to  Money,  and 
I’lldo’r  prclently  too,  and  yet  foul.  If  you  fhould  play  the 
j feurvy  Harlotry  little  pocky  baggage  now  and  cofinme, 
j what  then? 

Z'ra.  Why,  an  Ido,wou’d  I might  ne’r  fee  day  agen. 

Jfhi.  Nay,  by  this  light,  I do  not  think  thou  wilt : 

I’ll  prefcntly  provide  thee  Money  and  a Letter.  E.vzV.IlIn. 

Vra,  I,  but  I’ll  ne’er  deliver  it. 

V.  hen  1 have  found  my  Brother,  I will  beg 
1 1 o lerve  him  butheflrall  never  know  who  I am : 
j For  he  muft  hate  me  then  for  my  bad  mother  ; 

1 I’il  fay  I am.  a Coiintrey  Lad  that  want  a fervice, 

And  have  ftraid  on  him  by  chance,  left  he  difeoverme^ 

1 know  I muft  not  live  long,  but  that  taime 
I ha’tofpend,  lhall  beinferving  him. 

And  though  my  Mother  Peek  to  take  his  life  away. 

In  ai  day  my  brother  lhall  be  taught 

That  I was  ever  good,  though  Ihe  were  naught.  Exit. 

Enter  Bacha  and  Timantus : Bacha  reading 
a Letter. 

Bac.  Run  away,  the  Devil  be  her  guide. 

‘lim.  Faith  foe’s  gone:  there’s  a Letter  I found  it  in  her 
pocket,  would  I were  with  her,  Ihe’s  a handfome  Lady, 
a plague  upon  my  balhfulnefs,  I hadbobb’d  her  long  ago 
elfc. 

Each.  \^’hat  abafevvhore  is  this,  that  after  all 
My  ways  for  her  advancement,  fhould  fo  poorly 
Make  virtue  her  undoer,  andchoofe  this  time. 

The  King  being  deadly  lick,  and  lintending 
A prefect  marriage  with  Ibme  forreign  Prince, 

I Tofrrengthen  and  fecure  mylelf.  She  writes  here 
Like  a wife  Gentlewoman,  She  will  not  ftay: 

And  the  example  of  her  dear  brother,  makes  her 
Fear  her  lelf,  to  whom  Ihe  means  to  flie. 

7im.  Why,  who  can  help  it  ? 

Bac.  Now  Poverty  and  Lechery,  which  is  thy  end,  rot 
thee,  where  e’er  thou  goeft  with  all  thy  goodnels. 

l iman.  Berlady  they’ll  bruze  her : and  Ihe  were  ofbrafs 
1 am  lure  they’ll  break  ftone  Walls:  I have  had  experience 
I of  them  both, and  they  have  made  me  delperate:  but  there’s 
a mellenger.  Madam,  come  from  the  Prince  with  a Letter 
j to  Ifmemf.y  who  by  him  returns  gp  anfwer. 

1 Bac.  This  comes  as  pat  as  wifhes ; thou  lhalt  prefently 
away  Limantns. 

Jim.  Whither  Madam? 

Bi  To  the  Prince,  and  take  the  MelTenger  for  guide, 
j Jim.  What  lhall  I do  there?  I have  done  too  much  mif- 
chief  to  be  believ’d  again  •,  or  indeed,  to  fcape  with  my 
head  on  my  back,  if  I be  once  known. 

Bac.  Thou  art  a weak  Ihallowfool ; get  thee  a dilguile, 
and  withal, when  thou  corn’ll  before  him,  have  a Letter  fain’d 
to  deliver  him : and  then,  as  thou  haft  ever  hope  of  good- 
nefs  by  me , or  after  me,  ftrike  one  hqme  ftroke  that  lhall 
not  need  another : dar’ft  thou  Ipeak,  aar’ft:  thou  ? if  thou 
fall’ll  oft^  go  be  a Rogue  again,  and  lie  and  pander  to  pro- 
cure thy  meat?  dar’ft  thou?  fpeakto  me  ? 

Jim.  Sure  I lliall  never  walk  when  1 am  dead ; I have  no 
fpirit.  Madam,  I’ll  be  drunk  but  I’ll  do  it,  that’s  all  my  re- 
fuge. Exit' 

Bac,  Away,  no  more,  then  I’ll  raife  an  Army  whilft  the 
Kingyetlives,  if  all  the  means  and  power  I have  can  do  it, 
I cannot  tell.  , 

Enter  Ifmcnus  and  three  Lords. 

Ipn.  Are  you  inventing  Hill?  w'e’ll  eafe  yourftudies. 

Bac.  Why  hownowfaucy  Lords  ? 

Ifm.  NslYi  I’lllhakeye^  yes  devil,  Iwilllhake  ye. 

Bac.  Do  not  you  know  me  Lords.'? 

NiJ'.  Yes  deadly  lin  we  know  ye,  would  we  did  not. 


Ifm.  Doe  you  hear  whore,  a plague  a God  upon  thee,  the 
Duke  is  dead. 

Back  Dead! 

Ifm.  I,  wild-fire  and  brimftone  take  thee : good  man  he 
is  dead,  and  pall  thofe  miferies  which  thou,  fait  infedion- 
like-,  like  a difeafe  flungft  upon  his  head.  Doll  thou  hear, 
and  ’twere  not  more  rePped  in  Womanhood  in  general  than 
thee,  becaufe  I had  a Mother,  who  I will  not  fay  Ihe  was 
good,  Ihe  liv’d  fo  near  thy  time,  I would  have  thee  in  ven- 
geance of  this  man,  whole  peace  is  made  in  heaven  by  this 
time,  tied  to  a poll;,  and  dried  i’  th’  fun,  and  after  carried 
about,  and  Ihewn  at  Fairs  for  money,  with  a long  ftory  of 
the  devil  thy  father  ,that  taught  thee  to  be  whorifli,  envious, 
bloudy. 

Bac.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ifm.  You  fleering  harlot.  I’ll  have  a horfe  to  leap  thee, 
and  thy  bale  ilfue  lhall  carry  Sumpters.  Come  Lords,  bring 
her  along,  we’ll  to  the  Prince  all,  where  her  hell-hood  lhall 
wait  his  cenfure  •,  andifhefpare  the  Ihe-Goat,  may  he  lie 
with  thee  again;  and  befide,maift  thou  lay  upon  him  Pome 
naftyfoul  diieafe,  that  hate  ftill  follows,  and  his  end  a dry 
ditch.  Lead  you  corrupted  whore,  or  I’ll  draw  a goad  lhall 
make  you  skip : away  to  the  Prince. 

Bac.  I la, ha,  ha,  I hope  yet  I lhall  come  too  late  to  find 
him. 

Cornets.  Cupid  from  above. 

Enter  Leucippus,  Urania : l.eucippus  with  a 
bloody  Handkp'chief. 

Leu.  Alas  poor  boy,  why  doft  thou  follow  me? 

What  canft  thou  hope  for  ? I am  poor  as  thou  art. 

Vra.  In  good  feth  i lhall  be  weel  and  rich  enough 
If  you  will  love  me,  and  not  put  me  from  you. 

Leu.  Why  doft  thou  choole  out  me  Boy  to  undo  thee  ? 
Alas,  for  pitty  take  another  Mafter, 

That  may  be  able  to  deferve  thy  love 
In  breeding  thee  hereafter:  me  thou  knoweft  not. 

More  than  my  mifery : and  therefore  canft  not 
Look  for  rewards  at  my  hands : would  I were  able 
My  pretty  knave,  to  doe  thee  any  kindnefs : truly 
Good  Boy,  I would  upon  my  faith,  thy  harmlels 
Innocence  moves  me  at  heart : wilt  thou  goe 
Save  thy  felf  ^ why  doll  thou  weep  ?' 

Alas,  I do  not  chide  thee. 

Vra.  I cannot  tell  if  I go  from  you  •,  Sir,  I lhall  ne’er 
dawn  day  more : Pray  if  you  can,  I will  be  true  to  you : Let 
me  wait  on  you ; if  I were  a man,  I would  fight  for  you : 
Sure  you  have  fome  ill-willers,  I would  flay  em. 

Leu.  Such  harmlels  Ibuls  are  ever  Prophets:  well,  I take 
thy  wifii,  thou  lhalt  be  with  me  Hill : But  prethee  eat,  my 
good  boy ; Thou  wilt  die  my  child  if  thou  fall  one  day 
more.  This  fourdaies  thou  haft  tailed  nothing:  Goe  into 
the  Cave  and  eat ; thou  lhalt  find  fomething  for  thee,  to 
bring  thy  bloud  again,  and  thy  fair  colour, 

Vra.  I cannot  eat,  God  thank  you. 

But  I’ll  eat  to  morrow. 

Leu.  Thou’tbe  dead  by  that  time. 

Vra.  I Ihould  be  well  then,  for  you  will  not  love  me. 

Leu.  Indeed  I will.  This  is  the  prettiell  paflion  that  e’er 
I felt  yet : why  doll  thou  look  lb  earneftly  upon  me  ? 

Vra.  You  have  fair  eyes  Mailer. 

Leu.  Sure  the  boy  dotes : why  doll  thou  figh  my  child  ? 
Vra.  To  think  that  fuch  a fine  man  Ihould  live,  and  no 
gay  Lady  love  him. 

Leu.  Thou  wilt  love  me  ? 

Vra.  Yes  lure  till  I die,  and  when  I am  in  heaven,  I’ll 
e’en  wilh  for  you. 

, Leu.  And  I’ll  come  to  thee  boy. 

This  is  a Love  I never  yet  heard  tell  of : come,  thou  art^ 
lleepy  child  ^ goe  in,  and  I’ll  lit  with  thee .-  heaven  what  por- 
tends this? 

Vra.  You  are  fad,  but  I am  not  lleepy,  would  I could  do 
ought  to  make  you  merry : lhall  I fing  ? 

' Len. 
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Leu.  If  thou  wilt  good  Boy.  , 

Alas  my  boy , that  thou  fliouldll  comfort  me,  and  art 
far  worfe  than  I ! 

Enter  Tlrcizntas  ivith  a Letter  difguifed. 

■ Vra.  Law  Mafter,  there’s  one,  look  to  yourfelf. 

Leu.  What  art  thou  that  in  this  difmal  place. 

Which  nothing  could  find  out  but  niifery. 

Thus  boldly  ftepft?  Comfort  was  never  here, 

Here  is  no  food,  nor  beds,  nor  any  houfe 
Built  by  a better  Architeff  than  beaffs  ^ . 

And  e’r  you  get  dwelling  from  one  of  them. 

You  mull  fight  for  it ; if  you  conquer  him. 

He  is  your  meat;  if  not,  you  mull  be  his,.  .■  .....  ' 

Tim.  I come  to  you  (for  if  I not  rniftake,  y-ouare  the 
Prince)  from  that  molt  Noble  Lord  Jfmenus  a Let- 
ter. 

Vra.  Alas,  I fear  I fhall  bedifeover’d  now. 

Leu.  Now  I feel  my  felf  thepooreftofall  mortal  things. 
Where  is  he  that  receives  fuch  eburtefies 
But  he  has  means  to  fhew  his  gratefulnels 
Some  way  or  other  ? I have  none  at  all : 

I know  not  how  to  fpeak  fo  much  as  well 
Of  thee,  but  to  thefe  trees. 

Leucippus  opening  the  Letter.,  the 
rphilji  Timantus  rum  at  him, 
and  Urania  jieps  before. 

Urn.  His  Letters  fpeak  him,  Sir-— — • 

Vra.  Gods  keep  me  but  from  knowing  him  till  I die : 
aye  me,  fure  I cannot  live  a day.  Oh  thou  foul  Traitor: 
How  do  you  Mafter  ? 

Leu.  Howdoft  thou  my  child.?  alas,  look  on  his,  it  may 
make  thee  repentant,  to  behold  thofe  innocent  drops  that 
thou  haft  drawn  from  thence. 

Vra.  ’Tis  nothing  Sir,  and  you  be  well. 

‘Tim.  Oh  pardon  me,  know  you  me  now.  Sir  ? 

Leu.  How  couldft  thou  find  me  out  ? 

Lima.  We  intercepted  a Letter  from  Ifmenus.,  and  the 
bearer  di  reded  me. 

Leu.  Stand  up  boldly. 

The  world  conceives  that  thou  art  guilty^ 

Of  divers  treafons  to  the  State  and  me : 

But  oh  far  be  it  from  the  innocence 
Of  a j uft  man,  to  give  a T raitor  death 
Without  a tryal : here  the  Countrey  is  not 
To  purge  thee  or  condemn  thee  ^ therefore 
A nobler  trial  than  thou  doft  deferve. 

Rather  than  none  at  all,  here  I accufe  thee 
Before  the  face  of  Heaven,  to  be  a Traitor 
Both  to  the  Duke  my  Father  and  to  me,  and  the 
Whole  Land ; fpeak,  is  it  fo  or  no  ? 

Lima.  ’Tis  true  Sir,  pardon  me. 

Leu.  Take  heed  how  thou  doft  caft  away  thy 

felf,  I muft  proceed  to  execution  haftily  if  thou  confefs  it : 
fpeak ; once  againe,  is  it  fo  or  no .? 

Liika.  I am  not  guilty.  Sir. 

Fight  here:  the  Prince  gets  his 
Jfivord,  and  gives  it  him. 

Leu.  Gods  and  thy  fword  acquit  thee,  here  it  is. 

Lima.  I will  not  ufe  any  violence  againft  your  High- 
nefs. 

Leu.  At  thy  peril  then,  for  this  muft  be  thy  trial : and 
from  henceforth  look  to  thy  felf. 

Timantus  drarrs  his  fword,  and  runs 
at  him  xvhen  he  turns  afide. 

7im.  I do  beleech  you,Sir,  let  me  not  fight. 

Leu.  Up,  up  again  Timantus, 

There  is  noway  but  this,  believe  me. 

Now  if Fie,  fie  Timantus,  is  there  no 

Ufage  can  recover  thee  from  balenefs,  ? wert  thod 
Longer  to  converfe  with  men,  I would  have  chid 
Thee  for  this : be  all  thy  faults  forgiven. 

Tim.  Ohfpare  me  Sir,  I am  not  fit  for  death. 
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Leu.  I think  thau  art  not,  yet  truft  me,  fitter  than  for 
life  ; Yet  tell  me  e’r  thy  breath  be  gone,  know’ft  of  anv 
other  plots  againft  me  ? ^ 

Tim.  Of  none. 

L wouldft  thou  have  taken,  when  thou 

hadft  kill'd  me  ? 

1 would  have  ta’en  your  Page,  and  married  her. 

Leu.  What  Page? 

Lim.  Your  boy  there. Lies. 

T T , r.i  1 founds. 

Leu.  Is  he  fall  n mad  in  death,  what  docs  he  mean  ? 

Some  good  god  help  me  at  the  worft;  how  doft  thouV 
Let  not  thy  mifery  vex  me,  thou  flialt  have 
What  thy  poor  heart  can  wifh : I am  a Prince, 

And  I will  keep  thee  in  the  gayeft  cloaths. 

And  the  fineft  things,  chat  ever  pretty  boy  had  giv'en 
him. 

Vra . I know  you  well  enough, 

Feth  I am  dying,  and  now  you  know  all  too. 

But.ftiriip  thy  felf{  look  what  a Jewel  here  is, 

See  how  it  glifters ; what  a pretty  fhew 
Will  this  make  in  thy  little  ear  ? ha,  fpeak, 

Eat  but  a bit,  and  take  it. 

Vra.  Do  you  not  know  me  ? 

Leu.  1 prethee  mind  thy  health;  why  that’s  well  faid  my 
good  boy,  fniile  ftill. 

Vra.  1 fhall  fmile  rill  death  an  I fee  you, 

I arn  Vrania,  your  Sifter-in-law. 

Leu.  How? 

Vra.  ISimVrania. 

Leu.  Pulnefs  did  feizeme,  now  I know  thee  well  5 
Alas,  why  qam’ft  thou  hither  ? 

Vra.  Feth  for  love,  I would  not  let  you  know  till  I was 
dying  ■,  for  you  could  not  love  me,rny  Mother  w as  fo  naught. 

Leu.  I will  love  thee,  or  any  thing ; what  ? wilt. 

Thou  leave  me  as  foon  as  I know  thee  ? 

Speak  one  word  to  me : alas  fhe’s  paft  it. 

She  will  ne’er  fpeak  more 

What  nbife  is  that?  it  is  no  matter  who 

Enter  Ifmenus  with  the  Lords. 

Comes  on  me  now.  What  worfe  than  mad  are  yon 
That  feek  out  forrows  ? if  you  love  delights 
Begone  from  hence. 

Ifme.  Sir,  for  you  we  come,  as  Soldiers  to  revenge  the 
wrongs  you  have  fuffer’d  under  this  naughty  creature : • 
whatlliall  be  done  with  her?  fay,^  I am  ready. 

Leu.  Leave  her  to  Heaven,  brave  Cofin,  they  fhall  tell 
her  how  file  has  finn’d  againft  ’em,  my  hand  fhall  never  be 
ftain’d  with  fuch  bafebloud:  live  wicked  Mother:  that  re. 
verend  Title  be  your  pardon,  for  I will  ufc  no  extremity 
againft  you,  but  leave  you  to  Heaven. 

Eacha.  Hell  take  you  all,  or  if  there  be  a place 
Of  torment  that  exceeds  that,  get  you  thither; 

And  till  the  devils  haveyou,  may  your  lives 
Be  one  continued  plague,  and  fuch  a one. 

That  knows  no  friends  nor  ending. 

May  all  ages  that  fliall  fucceed,curfe  you  as  IdO} 

And  if  it  be  poffible,  I ask  it  heaven. 

That  yoSr  bafe  iffues  may  be  ever  Monfters, 

That  muft  for  fhameof  nature  and  fucceffion, 

Be  drown’d  like  dogs. 

Would  I had  breath  to  pleafeyou. 

Leu.  Would  you  had  love  within  you,  and  fuch  grief 
As  might  become  a Mother ; look  you  there. 

Know  you  that  face  ? that  was  Vrania  ; 

Thefe  are  the  fruits  of  thofe  unhappy  Mothers, 

That  labour  with  fuch  horrid  births  as  you  do : 

If  you  can  weep,  there’s  caufe-,  poor  innocent. 

Your  wickednefs  has  kill’d  her : I’il  weep  for  yom 
Ifme.  Monftrous  woman, 

Mjr.r  would  weep  at  this,  and  yet  fhe  cannot. 

Leu.  Here  lies  your  Miniontoo,  fain  by  my  liand, 

I will 


CupidV  %evenge. 
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I wiil  not  fay  you  arc  the  caufe : yet  certain,  1 

I know  you  were  too  blame,  the  gods  forgive  ^'ou, 

Ifms.  See,  fneftands  as  if  fhe  were  inventibg' 

Some  new  deftrudion  for  the  world.  \ 

Leu.  Ifniemts^  thou  art  welcome  yet  to  mylhd  company. 

Ifme.  I come  to  make  you  fomewhatfaddcr,  Sir. 

Leu.  You  cannot,  lamatthe  height  already. 

Ifme.  Your  Fathers  dead. 

Leu.  I thought  fo.  Heaven  be  with  him : CIi  woman, 
woman,  weep  now  or  never,  thou  hafl:  made  more  ibr  1 ows 
than  we  have  eyes  to  utter, 

Bac.  Now  let  Heaven  fall,  1 am  at  the  wor?!;  of  evils,  a 
a thing  fo  miferably  wretched,  that  every  thing,  the  lalf 
of  humane  comforts  hath  left  me : I will  not  be  io  bafe 
and  cold,  to  live  and  wait  the  mercies  of  thefe  men  I hate , 
no,  dis  juft  I die,  lince  fortune  hath  left  me,  my  ftep  diftent 
attends  me:  hand,  ftrike  thou  home,  I have  Ibul  enough  to 
guide and  let  all  know,  as  I ftood  a Queen,  the  fame  i’ll 
fall,  and  one  with  me. 

Sl^e  (labs  the  Prince  mth  a htife. 

Leu.  Ho. 

Ifme.  How  do  you.  Sir  ? 

Leu.  Nearer  my  health,  than  I think  any  here,  my  tongue 
begins  to  faulter : what  is  man  ? or  who  would  be  one, 
when  he  fees  a poor  w'eak  woman  can  in  an  inftant  make  him 
none. 

Dor.  She  is  dead  already. 

Ifme.  Let  her  be  damn’d  already  as  Ihe  is ; poll  all  for 
Surgeons. 

Leu.  Let  not  a manftirr,  for  I am  but  dead  : 

I have  fome  few  words  which  I would  have  you  hear, 

And  am  afraid  I fliall  want  breath,  to  fpcak  ’em  ; 


Firfttoyou  my  Lords,  you  know  is 

Undoubtedly  Heir  of  Lj'ck*,  I do  befeech  you  all, 

When  I am  dead,  to  lliew  your  duties  to  him. 

Lords.  Wevovvtodo’t. 

Leu.  1 thank  you. 

Next  to  you  Colin  that  fhall  be  the  Duke, 

1 pray  you  let  the  broken  Image  of  Cupid 
Be  re-edified,  I know  all  this  is  done  by  him. 

Ifme.  It  (hall  be  fo. 

Leu.  Laft,  I befeech  you  that  my  Mother-in-law  may 

have  a burial  according  to Vies. 

Ifme.  To  what.  Sir? 

Vor.  There  is  a full  point. 

Ifme.  I will  interpret  for  him-,  Ihe  Ihall  have  burial  ac- 
cording to  her  own  deferts,  with  dogs. 

Dor.  I would  your  Majefty  would  hafte  for  fetling  of  the 
people. 

Ifme.  I am  ready, 

Age.  Goe,  and  let  the  Trumpets  Ibund 
Some  mournful  thing,  whilft  we  convey  the  body 
Of  this  unhappy  Prince  unto  the  Court, 

And  of  that  virtuous  Virgin  to  a Grave : 

But  drag  her  to  a ditch,  where  let  her  lie, 

Accurft,  whilft  one  man  has  a memory.  Exeunt. 

Cupid’x  Speech. 

’Ihe  time  mrv  of  my  Kevenge  drarps  neat. 

Nor  JhaJl  it  lefen  as  Jam  a god.,  ■ ' 

With  all  the  cries  and  prayers  that  have  been  % 

And  thofe  that  be  to  come.,  fhougjj  they  be  infimtej 
In  need  and  number. 


. ■ 


The  Two  Noble  Kinfmen. 


The  Perfons  rept;efented  in  the  Play, 


Hymen, 

Thcfeus, 

Nymphs. 

Three-  Queens, 

Three  valiant  Knights, 

PalsLVCiOU^'^he  tivo  Noble  Kwfwen,  in  love  with  fair 
Arcite,  S Emelia. 


^erithous, 

Jaylor, 

His  Daughter,  in  love  with  Palamoil;^ 
Countreymen, 

Wenches, 

A Taborer, 

Gerrold,  A Schoolmajler: 


PROLOGUE 


Florifli. 

N(  Ew  Vlays  and  Maidenheadf  are  near  a-ktrt^ 
Much  follow  d both'-)  for  both  much  money  gi\ 
If  they  Jiand  found,  and  well:  And  a good  Play 
( Whofe  modeji  Scenes  blufj  on  his  marriage  day, 
^Andjhaketo  loofk  his  honour')  klikehir 
That  after  holy  lie,  and  firfl  night sjiir 
Tet  fill  is  Modejiy,  and  fill  retains 
More  of  the  Maid  to  fight,  than  Husbands  ^ains^ 
We  pray  our  Play  may  be  foj  for  Vm  fare 
It  has  a nobler  breeder,  and  a pure, 

A Learned,  and  a Poet  never  went 

More  famous  yet  'twixtVo,  and  fiver  Titwt. 

Chaucer  ( of  all  admir'd)  the  Story  gives. 

There  conflant  to  eternity  it  lives  .* 

If  we  let  fall  the  Noblenefs  of  this. 

And  the  firfl  found  this  Child  hear,  be  a hijs) 


How  will  it  Jl)ake  the  hones  of  that  good  man 
And  make  him  cry  from  under-ground.  Oh  fan 
From  me  the  witlefs  chaff  of fuch  a writer  ^er 

That  blalis  my  Bayes, and  my  fam'd  Works  makes  light- 
Than  Robin  Hood,  this  is  the  fear  we  bring 
For  to  fay  Truth,  it  were  an  endlefs  thing  : 

And  too  ambitious  toafpire  to  him'-, 

Weafaswe  are,  andalmoji  breathlefs fwim 
In  this  deep  water.  Do  but  you  hold  out 
Tour  helping  hands,  and  we  fhall  tackjibout. 

And  fomething  do  to  fave  us  : Tou  fhall  hear 
Scenes,  though  below  his  Art,  may  yet  appear 
Worth  two  hours  travel.  To  his  bones  fweet  fleep  : 
Content  to  you.  If  this  Play  do  not  kgep, 

I A little  dull  time  from  us,  we  perceive 
Our  Ioffes  fall  fo  thick.,  we  mufi  needs  leave, 

FloriOi. 


ASIhs  Trtmns.  Serena-  Trima, 


'EnterH^Wie.TiwithaTorchhurning'.aBoy,  in  a white  Kobe 
before,  finging,  and  ji rewing  Flowers : after  a 

Nytnph,  encompafs^d  in  her  Trejfes,  hearing  a wheaten 
Garland.  T/^fwThefeus  between  two  other  Nymphs,  with 
wheaten  Chaplets  ontheir  heads. IheniiipTpolita.  the  Bride 
lead  by  Thefeus,  and  another  holding  a Garland  over 
her  head  fh^t'lreffes  lik^wije  hanging.)  After  herFuii- 
lia  holding  up  her  Train, 

The  SONG.  Mufick. 

0/fx  their Jlsarp  fpines  being  gone, 
in  their Jmells  alone, 

'■But  in  their  hew, 

; Maiden-Pinky,  of  odour  faint, 

Daiziesfnell  lefs,  yetmojl  quaint 
And  fweet  Time  true. 

Primrofe  firfi  born,  child  of  Ver, 

Merry  Spring  timers  Harbinger, 


R 


With  her  hels  dimm. 

Oxlips  in  their  Cradles  growing. 
Marigolds  on  death-beds  blowing. 
Larky-heels  trim. 

All  dear  natures  children fveet. 

Lie  fore  Bride  and  Bridegrooms  feet, 

B lefftng  their  fence. 

Not  an  Angel  of  the  Air, 

Bird  melodious,  or  Bird  fair. 

Is  abfeni  hence. 

the  Crow,  the fanderons  Cuckyoe,  ncf 
I he  boadingRaven,  nor  Clough  bo 
Nor  chatfring  Pie, 

M ay  on  our  Bridehoufe  pearch  or  ftng. 
Or  with  them  any  diford  bring 
But  pom  it fly. 

. H h h 


Strew 

flowers. 


Tnter 
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‘1  he  Two  DT^oble  tyinfmen. 


Enter  three  ^leens  in  with  vails  jiain'd^  with  Impe- 

rial Crowns.  1 he  prji  ^lueen  fails  down  at  the  foot  of 'T^^- 
ieiis:,  The  fecoitd'fab  down  at  the  foot  of  Hippoiitau  The 
third  before  Emilia. 

1 ^{.  For  pities  fake,  and  true  gentilities, 
Hea':'?ndTefpe(‘t  me. 

2 For  your  Mothers  lake. 

And  as  you  wiih  your  womb  ipay  thrive-  with  fair  ones, 
Hear  and  reipccl  me, 

3 f)n.  Now  ibr  the  love  of  him  w'ho'.n  Jove  hath  mark’d 
Theh.onor  of  your  Bed,  and  for  the  fake 

Of  clear  Virginity,  be  Advocate 
For  us,  andour  difrrelTcs ; This  good  deed 
Shall  raze  you  outo’th’  Book  of  Tr^lpalles 
All  you  are Tet  down  there. 

Ihef.  Sad  Lady  rife. 

Hip.  Stand  up. 

Emil  No  knees  to  me. 

V^  ’hat  \\’oman  I may  heed  that  is  dihreft. 

Dees  bind  me  to  her. 

2 hef  V\  hat’s  your  rcqiiclL  > Deliver  you  for  all  ? 

1 Weave  three  C^eens,whore  Sovereigns- fell  before 
The  wrath  of  cruel  Crfo/r,  who  endur’d 

The  Beaks  of  Ravens,  Tallents  of  the  Kites, 

And  pecks  of  Crows  in  the  foul  field  of  fbebs. 

He  will  not  liifier  us  to  burn  their  bones. 

To  urne  their  alhes,  nor  to  take  th’  ohence 
Ofmortal  loathfomnefs  from  the  bleR  eye 
Of  holy  fhsehus^  but  infetfts  the  winds 
Withfceiichof-oitr  flain  Lords.  Oh  pity  Duke,, 

Thou  purger  of  the  earth,  draw  tliy  fear’d  Sword 
Tiiat  does  good  turns  to  th’  world  •,  give  us  the  Bones 
Of  our  dead  Kings,  that  we  may  Chappel  them  ^ 

And  of  thy  boundlels  goodnefs  take  fome  note 
That  for  our  crowned  heads  we  have  no  roofj 
Save  this  which  is  the  Lions  and  the  Bears, 

And  vault  to  every  thing, 

2 hef  Pray,  you  kneel  not, 

I wastranfportedwnth  your  Speech,  and  fuffer’d 
. : Your  knees  to  wrong  themfelves-,  I have  heard  the  fortunes 
* Of  your  dead  Lords,  which  gives  rhe  luch  lamenting 
: ; As  wakes  ray  vengeance,  and  revenge  fbr ’em : 

'' KingC.7;>.i«f«j-,  was  your  Lord  the  day 
Thathoihouldmiarryyou,  at  llich  afealbnr. 

As  now  it  is  with  me,  I met  your  Groom, 

By  Mars'^s  Altar.^  you  were  that  time  fair 
Not  Jn nob  Mantle^’  fairer  than  yourTrefies, 

Nor  in  more  bounty  fpread  her.  Your  wheaten  wreatff 
, \A'’as  then  not  thrafli’d,  nor  blaftcd-,  Fortune  at  you 
Dimpled  her  Clleek  vvitirfmiles : Hercuhs  our  kinfman 
( Then  weaker  than  your  eyes)  laid  by  his  Club, 

He  tumbled  do-wn  upon  his  Nenuanbide 

And  fvvore  his  linew'S  thaw’d:  Oh  grief,  and  time. 

Fearful  conhimers,  you  will  all  devour, 

1 Oh  I hope  fome  God, 

Some  God  hath  put  his  mercy  in  your  manhood 
Whereto  lie’ll  infulc  power,  and  prefs  you  forth 
.Our  undertaker. 

^ ■ 7 hef  Oh  y.o  knees,  none  Widow, 

^ Unto  the  HehncLcd-BfA;/.^  ufe  them, 
j And  prav  for  me  your  Soldier. 

I Troubl’d  I am.  Turns  away. 

2 ^u.  Honoured  Hippolita 

Moit  dreaded  Amazonian that  haft  flain 
1 he  Sith-tusk’d-Bore  ■,  that  with  thy  Arm  as  ftrorig 
As  it  is  white,  was’tnear  to  make  the  male 
Tothv  Sex  captive-,  but  that  this  thy  Lord 
Ecni  to  uphold  Creation,  in  that  honor 
Firfl  nature  Itil’d  it  in,  flirunkthee  into 
I'he  bound  thou  wait  o’er-fiowing  -,  at  once  fubduing 
j Thy  force,  and  thy  affeddion  : Soldierefs 
. That  equally  caiift  poize  Iterunefs  with  pity. 


Whom  now  I know  haft  much  much  more  powder  on  him 
Than  ever  he  had  on  thee,  who  ow’ft  hisftrengthL' 

Arid  his  Love  too*  who  is  a Servant  for 
The  Tenor  of  the  Speech.  Dear  Glafs  of  Ladies. 

Bid  him  that  we  whom  flaming  war  doth  fcorch. 

Under  the  lliadow  of  his  Svwfd,  may  cool  us : 

Require  him  he  advance  it  o’er  our  heads  • 

Spcak’tina  womans  key;  like  fuch  a woman 
As  any  of  us  three  ^ weep  e’r  you  fail lend  us  a knee*, 

; But  touch  the  ground  fbr  usno  longer  time 
Than  a Doves  motion,  when  the  head  s pluckt  off: 

T ell  him  if  he  i’th’  blood-ciz’d  field,  lay  fwoln 
Shewing  the  Sun  his  Teeth,  grinning  at  the  Moott 
What  you  would  do. 

Hip.  Poor  Lady  fay  no  more : 

I had  as  Icif  trace  this  good  adicn  with  yoii 
As  that  vyhereto  I ’ingoing,  and  never  yet 
Went  I lb  willing,  way.  My  Lord  is  taken 
' Heart  deep  with  your  difirers : Let  him  confider  j 
i’ll  fpeak  anon. 

Oh  my  petition  was,  ICwe/iff  Emilia. 

Set  down  in  Ice,  which  by  hot  grief  uncandied 
Afeltsinto  drops,  fb  forrow  wanting  form 
^ Is  prefc  with  deeper  matter. 

. Emil.  Pray  Hand  up, 

' Your  grief  is  written  in  your  cheek.. 

3 Oh  woe. 

You  cannot  read  it  there  ^ therethrough  my  tears, 

Like  wrinkl’d  pebbles  in  a Glafsftreara 
You  may  behold  ’cm(  Lady,  Lady, alack) 

He  that  will  all  the  treafurc  know  o’th’  earth 
Muft  know  the  Center  too  y he  that  will  filh 
For  my  Icaft  minnow,  let  him  lead  his  line 
To  catch  one  at  my  heart.  Oh  pardon  me  » 

Extremity  thatlharpens  fundry  wits 
Makes  me  a fool. 

Emil.  Pray  you  fay  nothing , pray  yoi2. 

Who  cannot  feel,  nor  fee  the  rain  being  in’t, 

Knows  neither  wet,  nor  dry,  if  that  you  were 
The  ground-piece  of  fome  Painter,  I would  buy  you 
T’inf^udd  me  ’gainll:  a capital  grief  indeed 
Suchhcart-pierc’ddemonftration  j but  alas 
Being  a natural  Sifter  of  our  Sex 
Your  forrow  beats  fo  ardently . upon  me: 

That  it  fliaJl  make  a counter-refleT  ’gainft 

My  Brothers  hf  art,  and  warm  it  fo  fome  pity 

Though  it  were  made  of  ft  one:  pray  have  good  comfort: 

Ihef  Forward  to  th’  Temple,  leave  not  out  a jot 
O’th’  facred  ceremony. 

I Oh  this  celebration 
Will  long  laft,  and  be  more  coftly  than 
Your  Suppliants  war:  Remember  that  your  Fame 
Knowlsinthe  ear  o’th’ world:  what  you  do  quickly. 

Is  net  done  raflfty  ^ your  firft  thought  is  more. 

Than  others  laboured  meditance ; your  premeditating 
More  than  their  adions ; But  oh  Jove.,  your  adions. 

Soon  as  they  move,  as  Afprays  do  the  filh. 

Subdue  before  they  touch : think , dear  Duke  think 
What  beds  our  flain  Kings  have. 

2^.  What  griefs  our  beds 
That  our  dear  Lords  have  none. 

3.  None  fit  forth’  dead: 

Thole  that  with  Cords,  Knives,  Drams  precipitance, 

Weary  of  this  worlds  light,  havetothemfolves 
Been  deaths  moft  horrid  Agents,  humane  grace 
Affords  them  duft:  and  fliadow. 

_ 1 i>u.  But  our  Lords 
Lie  blift’ring  ’fore  the  vifitating  Sun, 

And  were  good  Kings,  when  living. 

Thef.  It  is  true,  and  I will  give  you  comfort. 

To  give  your  dead  Lords  graves: 

The  which  to  do  muft  make  fome  work  with  Crem, 

1 And  that  work  prefents  it  folf  to  th’  doing : 

Now  ’twill  take  form,  the  heats  are  gone  to  morrow, 

• Then 


) 


The  U\(^oblc  Kjnjmen. 


Thenbootlefs  toil  mult  recompenceitfelf. 

With  its  ownfvveat  ^ Now  he’s  fecure, 

Notdretms,  we  Hand  before  your  puillance 
Wrinchingoiir  holy  begging  in  our  eyes 
To  make  petition  clear. 

2 Now  you  may  take  him, 

Drunk  with  his  vivHory. 

3 ^if.  And  his  Army  full 
Of  Bread,  and  floth. 

7hef.  Artefis  that  bell  knowell 
How  to  draw  out,  fit  to  thisenterprize, 

The  prim’ll  for  this  proceeding,  and  the  number 
To  carry  fuch  a bulinefs,  forth  and  levy 
Our  vvorthiefr  Inllruments,  whilll  we  difpatch 
This  grand  acfl  or  our  life,  this  daring  deed 
Of  Fate  in  w’edlock. 

I Hu,  Dowagers,  take  hands 
Let  us  be  Widows  to  our  woes,  delay 
Commends  us  to  a familliing  hope. 

All.  Farewell. 

iH^.  We  come  unlealbnably : But  when  could  grief 
Cull  forth  as  unpanged  judgement  can,  fit’ll  time 
For  bell  folicitation. 

7hef  Why  good  Ladies, 

Thisisafervice,  whereto  i am  going. 

Greater  than  any  was  ^ it  more  imports  me 
Than  all  theadions  that  I have  foregone, 

Or  futurely  can  cope. 

I Hjf  The  more  proclaiming 
Our  fuitlhall  beneglefted,  when  her  Arms, 

Able  to  lock  Jove  from  a Synod,  lhall 
By  warranting  Moon-light  corflet  thee,  oh  when 
Her  twining  Cherries  fhall  their  fweetnefs  fall 
Upon  thy  tailful  Lips,  what  wilt  thou  think 
Of  rotten  Kings,  or  blubber’d  Queens,  what  care 
For  what  thou  feel’ll  not?  what  thou  feel’ll  being  able 
TomakeMrfr/fpurn  his  Drom.  Oh  if  thou  couch 
But  one  night  with  her,  every  hour  in’t  will 
Take  hoHage  of  thee  for  a hundred,  and 
Thou  lhalt  remem.ber  nothing  more,  than  what 
■That  Banquet  bids  thee  too. 

Hip.  Though  much  unlike 
You  flrould  be  fo  tranfported,  as  much  forty 
I fnould  be  fuch  a Suitor  yet  I think 
Did  I not  by  th’  abllaining  of  my  joy 
Which  breeds  a deeper  longing,  cure  their  furfeit 
That  craves  a prefent  med’eine,  1 Ihould  pluck 
All  Ladies  fcandal  on  me.  Therefore  Sir 
As  I lliall  here  make  trial  of  my  Prayers, 

Either  prefuming  them  to  have  Ibme  force. 

Or  Icntencing  for  ay  their  vigor  dumb, 

Proroguethis  bulinefs,  we  are  going  about,  and  hang 
Your  Shield  afore  your  heart,  about  that  neck 
Which  ismyFee,  and  which  I freely  lend 
To  do  thefe  poor  Queens  fervice. 

All  Hi^eeus.  Oh  help  now 
Our  Caufe  cries  for  your  knee. 

Emil.  If  you  grant  not 
My  Siller  her  petition  in  that  force. 

With  that  Celerity,  and  nature  which 
She  makes  it  in  : from  henceforth  I’ll  not  dare 
To  ask  you  anything,  nor  be  fo  hardy 
Ever  to  take  a Husband. 

7hef.  Pray  Hand  up. 

I am  intreating  of  my  felf  to  do 
That  which  you  kneel  to  have  me  ^ Pyrithous 
Lead  on  the  Bride  •,  get  you  and  pray  the  gods 
For  fuccels,  and  return  omit  not  any  thing 
In  the  pretended  Celebration  •,  Queens 
Follow  your  Soldier  (as  before)  hence  you 
And  at  the  banks  of  Anly  meet  us  with 
The  forces  you  can  raile,  where  we  lhall  find 
The  moiety  of  a number,  for  a bufinels. 

More  bigger  look’t  j fince  that  our  Theme  ishafle 
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I framp  this  kifs  uppon  thy  currant  Lip,  j 

Sweet  keep  it  as  my  token  ^ let  you  forward 

For  I will  fee  you  gone.  Exeu>,t  towards  the  Temple 

harewel  my  beauteous  Sifter  ^ Pyrithous 

Keep  the  Fcall  full,  bate  not  an' hour  on’e. 

Pyri.  Sir, 

I’ll  loL'ow  you  at  heels-  TheFeaftsfoIemnity 
Shall  want  tilh  our  return, 

1 hef.  Colin  1 charge  you 
Budge  not  from  Atbeics  ^ w'e  fliah  be  returning 
E-  r \oii  can  end  tliis  Fcall  ^ ol  which  I pray  you 
Ma  e no  abatement  i once  more  farewel  all.  (world. 

1 Hj-  Thus  doll  thou  Hill  make  good  the  tongue  o’th’ 
ip>u.  AndearnHaDeity  equal  with  Mars. 

3 H-t.  If  not  above  him,  for 
Thou  oeing but  mortal,  makeHafFcdions  bend 
To  godlike  honors:,  they  themfelves  fome  lay 
Groan  under  fuch  a Maft’ry. 

2 hef.  As  w'e  are  men 

Thus  Ihould  we  doe,  being  fenfually  fubdu’d 
Weloofeour  humane  Title  ^ good  cheer  Ladies.  F/oriJh. 

Now  turn  we  towards  our  Comforts.  Exeunt. 

Sc£fia  Secunda. 

Enter  Palamon,  and  Arcite. 

Arche.  "Dzzt  Palamon.,  dearer  in  Lovc  than  Blood 
And  our  prime  Colin,  yet  unhard’ned  in 
The  Crimes  of  nature  ^ Let  us  leave  the  City 
Thebs.,  and  the  temptings  in’t,  before  we  further 
Sully  our  glofsof  youth, 

And  here  to  keepinabHinence  wefname 
As  in  Incontinence^  for  not  to  fwim 
I’th’  aid  o’th’  current,  were  almoH  to  fink, 

AtleaHto  fruHrate  Hriving,  and  to  follow 

The  comm.on  Hream,  ’t  would  bring  us  to  an  Eddy 

Where  we  Ihould  tumor  drown  j if  labour  through, 

Our  gain  but  life,  and  weaknels. 

Pal.  Your  advice 

Iscry’d  up  with  example-,  what  Hrangejuins 
Since  firH  we  went  to  School,  may  we  perceive 
Walking  in  ? Skars,  and  bare  weeds 
The  gain  o’th’  MartiahH,  who  did  propound 
To  his  bold  ends,  honor,  and  golden  Ingots, 

Which  though  he  won,  he  had  not,  and  now  flurted 
By  peace,  for  w'hom  he  fought,  who  then  fhhll  offer 
To  Mars’’ s fo  fcorn’d  Altar  ? I doe  bleed 
When  fuch  I meet,  and  wilh  great  would 
Refume  her  antient  fit  of  jeabufie 
To  get  the  Soldier  work,  that  peace  might  purge 
For  her  repletion,  and  retain  anew 
Her  charitable  heart  now  hard,  and  harHier 
Than  Hrife,  or  war  could  be. 

Arche.  Are  you  not  out  ? 

Meet  you  no  ruin,  but  the  Soldier  in 

The  crancks  and  turns  of  Jhebs  ? you  did  begin 

As  if  you  met  decaies  of  many  kinds; 

Perceive  you  none,  that  do  aroule  your  pity 
But  th’  unconlider’d  Soldier  ? 

Pal.  Yes,  I pity 

Decaies  vvhere-e’er  I find  them,  but  fuch  moH 
That  fweating  in  an  honourable  toil 
Are  paid  with  Ice  to  cool  ’em. 

Arche.  ’Tis  not  this 
I did  begin  to  fpeak  of,  this  is  virtue 
Of  no  relped  in  Ihebs.,  I ifiks  of  1 hebs 
How  dangerous  if  we  will  keep  our  honors,  . 

It  is  for  ourrefiding,  where  every  evil 
Hath  a good  colour  ^ where  ev’ry  feeming  go'od^s 
A certain  evil,  where  not  robe  ev’n  jump 
As  they  are,  here  were  to  be  Hrangers,  and 
Such  things,  to  be  ineer  MonHers. 

Pal.  ’Tis  in  our  power, 

( llnicfs  we  fear  that  Apes  can  Tutor’s ) toi 
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'^c  Mailers  of  our  manners : what  need  I 
Allett  anothers  gate,  which  is  not  catching 
Where  there  is  laith,  or  to  be  fond  upon 
Anothers  way  of  fpeech,  when  by  mine  own 
I may  be  realbnably  conceiv’d  s fav’d  too, 

Speaking  it  truly  •,  why  am  I bound 
By  any  generous  bond  to  follow  him 
Follows  his  Taylor,  haply  fo  long,  until 
The  follow’d,  makepuriuit?  or  let  me  know. 

Why  mine  own  Barber  is  unblell,  with  him 
My  poor  Chinn  too,  for  ’tis  not  Cizardjuft 
To  fuch  a Favorites  glafs:  What  Cannon  is  tijere 
That  docs  command  my  Rapier  from  my  hip 
To  dangle’t  in  my  hand,  or  to  gee  tip  toe 
Before. the  ftreet  be  foul?  either  lam 
The  fore-horfe  in  the  Team,  or  I am  none 
That  draw  i’th’  fequent  trace : thefe  poor  flight  fores, 
Need  not  a Plantain  ^ That  which  tips  my  bofome 
Almoll  to  th’  heart’s, 

Arcite.  Our  Uncle 

Pal.  He, 

A moft  unbounded  Tyrant,  whofe  fucceUes 

Afakes  Heaven  unfear’d,  andvillany  allured 

Beyond  its  power : there’s  nothing,  almoll  puts 

Faith  in  a Feavor,  and  deifies  alone 

Voluble  chance,  who  only  attributes 

The  faculties  of  other  Inllruments 

To  hisown  Nerves  and  aft;,  Commands  men  fervice. 

And  what  they  win  in’t,  boot  and  glory  on  ^ 

That  fears  not  to  harm  ^ good,  dares  not ;,  Let 
The  bloud  of  mine  that’s  libbe  to  him,  be  fuckt 
From  me  with  Leeches,  let  them  break  and  fall 
Off  me  with  that  corruption. 

Arc.  Clear  fpirited  Cofin 
Let’s  leave  his  Court,  that  we  may  nothing  fltare, 

Of  his  loud  infamy : for  our  milk. 

Will  relifh  of  the  pafture,  and  we  mull 
Be  vile,  or  difobedient,  not  his  kinfmen 
In  blood,  unlefs  in  quality. 

Pal.  Nothing  truer: 

I think  the  ecchoes  of  his  fhames  have  deaf’t 
The  ears  of  heav’nly  Juflice  : wuddows  cries 
Defcend  again  into  their  throats,  and  have  not 
Due  audience  of  the  gods:  Valerius 

Enter  Valerius. 

Val.  The  King  calls  for  you ;,  yet  be  leaden-footed 
Till  his  great  rage  be  off  him.  when 

He  broke  his  whipflock,  and  exclaim’d  againfl 
Tlie  Horfes  of  the  Sun,  but  whifper’d  to 
The  loudnefsof  his  fury. 

Pal.  Small  winds  fhakehim. 

But  what’s  the  matter  > 

Val.  Thefeus  ( who  whete  he  threats  appals, ) hath  fent 
Deadly  defiance  to  him,  and  pronounces 
Ruin  to  Thehs.,  who  is  at  hand  to  feal 
The  promife  of  his  wrath. 

Arc.  Let  him  approach: 

But  that  we  fear  the  gods  in  him,  he  brings  not 

A jot  of  terror  to  us ;,  yet  what  man 

Thirds  his  own  worth  ( the  cafe  is  each  of  ours) 

When  that  his  actions  dregg’d,  with  mind  allur’d 
’Tis  bad  he  goes  about. 

Pal.  Leave  that  unreafon’d. 

Ourfervicesflandnow  for  Ihehs.^  not  Creon., 

Yet  to  be  neutral  to  him,  weredifhonor 
Rebellious  to  oppofe;  therefore  we  mu  ft 
With  him.  Hand  to  the  mercy  of  our  Fate, 

Whio  hath  bounded  our  laft  minute. 

Arc.  So wc mufti 

Ift  fed  this  wars  afoot  ? or  itfhallbe 
On  fail  of  fbme  condition. 

VA.  ’Tis  in  motion 


The  intelligence  of  Hate  came  in  the  inflant 
With  the  clefief. 

Pol.  Let’s  to  the  King,  who,  w^ere  he 
A quarter  carrier  of  that  honor,  which 
His  enemy  came  in,  the  bloud  we  venture 
Should  be_ as  for  our  health,  which  were  not  fpent. 

Rather  laid  out  for  purchafe : but  alas 

Our  hands  advanc’d  before  our  hearts,  what  will 

The  fall  o’th’  Broke  do  damage? 

Arci.  Let  th’  event. 

That  never-erring  Arbitrator,  tell  us 

When  weknow  allourfelves,  and  let  us  follow 

The  becking  of  our  chance.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Perithous,  Hippolita,  Emilia.' 

Pir.  No  farther. 

Hip.  Sir  farewel  ^ repeat  my  wifhes 
To  our  great  Lord,  of  whofe  fuccefs  I dare  not 
xMakeany  timerous  queftion-,  yet  I wilhhim 
Excels,  and  overflow  of  power,  and’t  might  be 
To  dure  ill-dealing  fortune^  fpeedto  him, 

Store  never  hurts  good  Governors.  ' 

Pir.  Though  I know 

His  Ocean  needs  not  my  poor  drops,  yet  they 
Mufl  yield  their  tribute  there ; My  precious  Maid, 
Thofebeftaffeftions  that  the  heavens  infufe 
In  their  bell  temper’d  pieces,  keep  enthron’d 
In  your  dear  heart. 

Emil.  Thanks  Sir  j remember  me 
To  our  all-Royal  Brother,  for  whole  fpeed 
The  great  I’ll  folicite  ^ and 
Since  in  our  terrene  State,  petitions  are  not 
Without  gifts  underflood:  I’ll  offer  to  her 
What  I fliall  be  advis’d  fhe  likes  •,  our  hearts 
Are  in  his  Army,  in  his  Tent. 

Hip.  In’s  bofom : 

W e have  been  Soldiers,  and  we  cannot  weep 
W’hen  our  Friends  do’n  their  helms,  or  put  to  Sea, 

Or  tell  of  Babes  broach’d  on  the  Launce,  or  Women 
That  have  fod  their  Infants  in  ( and  after  eat  them  ) 

The  brine,  they  wept  at  killing  ’em  j Thenif 
You  flay  to  fee  of  us  fuch  Spinllers,  we 
Should  hold  you  here  for  ever, 

Pir.  Peace  be  to  you 
As  I purfue  this  war,  which  fhall  be  then 
Beyond  further  requiring.  Exit  Pir. 

Emil.  How  his  longing 

Follows  his  friend  i fince  his  depart,  his  fports 
Though  craving  ferioufhefs,  and  skill,  paflflightly 
His  carelefs  execution,  where  nor  gain 
Made  him  regard,  or  lofs  confider,  but 
Playing  o’er  bufinefs  in  his  hand,  another 
Dircfting  in  his  head,  his  mind,  nurfe  equal 
To  thefe  fb  diff’ring  Twins  j have  you  obferv’dhim. 

Since  our  great  Lord  departed? 

Hip.  With  much  labour: 

And  I did  love  him  for’t,  they  two  have  Cabin’d 
In  many  as  dangerous,  as  poor  a corner. 

Peril  and  want  contending,  they  have  skift 
Torrents,  whole  roaring  tyranny  and  power 
I’th’  leafl  of  thefe  was  dreadful,  and  they  have 
Fought  out  together,  where  Death’s-felf  was  lodg’d. 

Yet  Fate  hath  brought  them  off*,  their  knot  of  love 
Tr’d,  weav’d,  intangl’d,  with  fo  true,  folong. 

And  with  a finger  of  fo  deep  a cunning 
May  be  out-worn,  never  undone.  I think 
1 hejeus  cannot  be  umpire  to  himfelf 
Cleaving  his  confcience  into  twain,  and  doing 
Each  fide  like  Juflice,  which  he  loves  bell. 

Emil.  Doubtlefs 

There  is  a bell,  and  reafbn  has  no  manners 

To 
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■^o  fay  it  is  not  you  : I was  acquainted 
Once  with  a time,  when  I enjoy’d  a Play-fellow  •, 

You  were  at  wars,  when  (lie  the  grave  enrich’d. 

Who  made  too  proud  the  Bed,  took  leave  o’ th’  Moon 
( Which  then  lookt  pale  at  parting  ) when  our  count 
\\’as  each  eleven. 

Hip.  ’Twas  Fldvia. 

Twa  Hearfei  ready  n>ith  Falamon,  aWArcite: 
T^be  three  ^eens.  Thefeus,  and  his  Lords  ready. 
‘Emil.  Yes,  ^ 

You  talk  of  PirithoMS  and  Thefeus  love*. 

Theirs  has  more  ground,  is  more  maturely  feafbn’d^' 

More  buckled  with  ftrong  judgement,  and  their  need^ 

The  one  of  th’  other  may  be  (aid  to  water 

Their  intertanglcd  roots  of  love,  but  I 

And  (he  (High  andfpokeof)  were  things  innocent, 

' ov’d  for  we  did,  and  like  the  Elements 
That  know  not  what,  nor  why,  yet  do  e(le(!l: 

^are  ilTues  by  their  operance  •,  our  fouls 
Did  fo  to  one  another what  fhe  lik’d. 

Was  then  of  me  approv’d,  what  not  condemn’d 
No  more  arraignment,  the  flower  that  I would  pluck 
And  put  between  my  breafts,  oh  ( then  but  beginning 
To  fwell  about  The  blofibm  ) (he  would  long 
Till  (he  had  fuch  another,  and  commit  it 
To  the  like  innocent  Cradle,  where  Phenix-likQ 
They  di’d  in  perfume : on  my  head  no  toy 
But  was  her  pattern,  her  affe^ions  ( pretty 
Though  happily,  her  carelefs,  were,  I followed 
For  my  moft  ferious  decking,  had  mine  ear 
Stol’n  fome  new  air,  or  at  adventure  humm’d  on 
From  mulical  Coynage,  why,  it  was  a Note 
Whereon  her  fpirits  would  fojourn  ( rather  dwell  on  ) 

And  fing  it  in  her  (lumbers  ^ This  rehearfal 
( Which  fury  innocent  wots  well ) comes  in 
Like  old  importments-balfard,  has  this  end; 

That  the  true  love  ’tween  Maid,  and  Maid,  may  be 
More  than  in  fex  individual. 

tup.  Y’are  out  of  breath 
And  this  high  fpeeded-pace,  is  but  to  (ay 
That  you  (hall  never  (like  thQ  Maid  Elavina  ) 

Love  any  that’s  call’d  Man. 

Emil.  I ’m  fure  I (liall  not. 

Hip.  Now  alack  weak  Sifter, 

I muft  no  more  believe  thee  in  this  point 
( Though  in’t  I know  thou  doft  believe  thy  felf) 

Then  I will  truft  a fickly  appetite. 

That  loaths  even  as  it  longs,  but  (ure  my  Sifter 
If  I were  ripe  for  your  perlwafion,  you 
Have  faid  enough  to  (hake  me  from  the  Arm 
Of  the  a\\noh\QThefeHS^  for  whofe  fortunes, 

I will  now  in,  and  kneel  with  great  alTurance, 

That  we,  more  than  his  Pirathous^  polTefs 
The  high  Throne  in  his  heart. 

Etp'il.  I amnotagainft  your  faith, 

Yet  1 continue  mine.  Exeunt 

Cornets 

Scena  ^arta. 

A 'Battel  fir Hck^voithin:  then  a Retreat : Florijh.  ‘Then  En- 
ter Thefeus  ( viBor  ) the  three  Queens  meet  him^  and 
" fall  on  their  faces  before  himi 

I To  thee  no  Star  be  dark. 

2.^.  Both  Heaven  and  Earth 
Friend  thee  for  ever. 

3 All  the  good  that  may 
Be  wifh’d  upon  thy  head,  I cry  Amen  to’t. 

Jhef.  Th’impartial  gods,  who  from  the  mounted  heavens 
View  us  their  mortal  Herd,  behold  who  erre. 

And  in  their  time  chaftife : goe  and  find  out 
The  bones  of  your  dead  Lords,  and  honor  them 
With  treble  ceremony,  rather  than  a gap 
Should  be  in  their  dear  rights,  we  would  fupply’t. 


But  4ofe  we  will  depute,  which  (hall  inveft 

You  in  your  dignities,  and  even  each  thing 

Our  hafle  does  leave  in^perfevH; ; So  adieu 

And  heavens  good  eyes  look  on  you,  what  are  thofe? 

Exeunt  Qi^eens. 

Herald.  Men  of  great  quality,  as  may  be  judg’d 
By  their  appointment ; ibme  of  Ihcbs  have  fold’s 
They  are  Sifters  children.  Nephews  to  the  King.. 

Tbef.  By  th’Helmeof  Mars.,  I (hw  them  in  the  War, 

,ike  to  a pair  of  Lions,  fmear’d  with  prey, 

Makfe  lanes  in  troops  agaft.  Ifixtmynote 
Conftantly  on  them ; (or  they  were  a mark 
Worth  a god’s  view : whatprilbner  was’t  that  told  me 
When  I enquir’d  their  names  ? 

Herald.  We  leave,  they’r  called 
Arcite  and  Palarnon.,  - * 

Thef.  ’Tis right,  thofe,  thofe 
They  are  not  dead? 

‘Three  Hearfes  ready. 

Her.  Norinaftate  of  life,  had  they  been  taken 
When  their  laft  hurts  were  given,  ’twas  polfible 
They  might  have  been  recover’d  Yet  they  breathe 
And  have  the  name  of  men. 

Thef.  Then  like  men  ufe ’em 
The  very  lees  of  fuch  (millions of  rates  ) 

Exceed  the  Wine  of  others,  all  our  Surgeons 
Convent  in  their  behoof,  our  richeft  balmes 
Rather  than  niggard  wafte,  their  lives  concern  us. 

Much  more  than  is  worth,  rather  than  have  ’em 
Freed  of  this  plight,  and  in  their  morning  ftate 
(Sound  and  at  liberty  ) I would ’em  dead. 

But  forty  thoufand  fold,  we  had  rather  have  ’em 
Prifoners  to  us,  than  death ; bear  ’em  fpeedily 
From  our  kind  air,  to  them  unkind,  and  minifter 
What  man  to  man  may  do  for  our  fake  more. 

Since  I have  known  frights;  fury,  friends,  bcheafts, 

Loves,  provocations,  zeal,  a Miftrifs  taske. 

Defire  of  liberty,  a feavor,  madnels. 

Hath  fet  a mark  which  nature  could  not  reach  too 
Without  fome  impofition,  ficknefs  in  Will  ■ 

Or  wreftling  ftrength  in  reafon,  for  our  Lovb 
And  great  ApoUos  mercy,  all  our  belt. 

Their  bed  skills  tender.  Lead  into  the  City, 

Where  having  bound  things  fcatter’d,wewilll  poft.  Florijh. 
To  for  onr  Army.  Exeunt. 

Mufick^. 

Scena  fjmnta. 

Enter  the  ^eens^  mith  the  Hearfes  their  Knights, 
in  a Funeral  Solemnity^  &c. 

Vrns  and  Odours.,  bring  array. 

Vapors,  ftghs,  darken  the  day. 

Our  dole  more  deadly  look/,  than  dying 
Balmes,  and  Gumms,  and  heavy  cheers. 

Sacred  viols  JllPd  rvith  tears. 

And  clamors,  through  the  rrildair  fiyingl 

Come  all  fad  and  folemn  Sharps, 

That  are  quickc-ey^d pleafures  fees  ; 
fV ? convent  nought  elfe  but  rpoes. 

JVe  convent, ^C. 

3 This  funeral  path,  brings  to  your  houfhold  graver 
Joy  feize  on  yon  again : peace,  deep  with  him. 

2 And  this  to  yours. 

1 Yours  this  way:  Heavens  lend 

A thoufand  differing  ways  to  one  fure  end. 

3 This  world’s  a City  full  of  ftraying  ftreets. 

And  Death’s  the  Market-place,  where  each  one  meets. 

Exeunt  feveraVy 
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JBiis  Secundus, 


SccCfia  Frima. 

Enter  Jaylor  and  lVooer» 

Jail,  T ^^ay  depart  with  little, while  1 live,  fomething  I 
1 Maycalttoyoii,  notmuch : AiasthePrilon  I 
Keep,  though  it  be  for  great  ones,  yet  they  feldoiii 
Come  •,  before  one  Salmon.-,  you  fhai!  take  a number 
Of  Minnows  : I am  given  out  to  be  better  lin’d 
Than  it  can  appear,  to  me  report  is  a true 
Speaker;  I would  I were  really,  that  I am 
Deliver’d  to  be ; Marry,  what  I have  ( be  it  what 
It  will)  I will  allure  upon  my  daughter  at 
The  day  of  my  death. 

JFooer.  Sir,  I demand  no  more  than  your  own  offer. 

And  I will  elf  ate  your  Daughter,  in  what  I 
Have  promifed. 

Jail.  Well,  we  will  talk  more  of  this,  when  the  folemnity 
Is  pall  ^ But  have  you  a full  promife  of  her  ? 

Enter  Vaieghter, 

When  that  fliallbe  feen,  I tender  my  confent. 

JFooer.  I have  Sir here  hie  comes. 

Jail.  Your  friend  and  I have  chanced  to  name 
You  here,  upon  the  oldbulinefs:  but  no  more  of  that. 
Now,  fo  foon  as  the  Court-hurry  is  over,  we  will 
Have  an  end  of  it:  1’  th’mean  time  look  tenderly 
To  the  two  prilbners.  I can  tell  you  they  are  Princes. 

Dau^h.  Thefe  ftrewings  are  for  their  Chamber,  ’dspity 
Are  in  prifbn,  and  ’tvvere  pity  they  fhou'd  be  out ; 1 (th^y 
Do  think  they  have  patience  to  make  any  advcrlity 
Alham’d  i theprifonit  felf  is  proud  of  ’em , and 
They  have  all  the  world  in  their  Chamber. 

Jail.  They  are  fam’d  to  be  a pair  of  abfolutemen, 
Dangh.  By  my  troth, I think  Fame  bat  Hammers  ’em,  they 
Stand  a grief  above  the  reach  of  report.  (doers. 

Jail.  1 heard  them  reported  in  the  battel, to  be  the  only 
Vaugh.  Nay,  mofl  likely,  for  they  are  rioDie  iafferers , 1 
Marvel  bow  they  would  have  look’d,  had  they  been 
Victors,  that  with  fuch  a conlfant  Nobility,  enforce 
A freedom  oat  of  bondage,  making  mifery  their 
Mirth,  and  affliftion  a toy  to  jell  at. 

Jail.  Doe  they  fo^ 

Dangb.  It  feems  to  me,  they  have  no  more  fence  of  their 
Captivity,  than  I of  ruling  Athens-,  they  tat 
Well,  look  merrily,  dilcourfe  of  many  things. 

But  nothing  of  their  own  relli  aint,  and  difallers : 

Y et  fometime  a divided  ligh,  martyr’d  as  ’tv/ere 
1’  th’  deliverance,  will  break  from  one  of  them, 

When  the  other  prelently  gives  it  fo  fweet  a rebuke. 

That  I could  wifhipyfelf  a figh  to  befo  chid. 

Or  at  leall  a ligher  to  be  comforted. 

Wooer.  I never  faw  ’em. 

Jail.  The  Dukehimfeif  came  privately  in  the  night. 

Enter  Palamon,  and  Arcite  above. 

And  fo  did  they,  what  the  reafon  of  it  is,  f 
Know  not  : Look,  yonder  they  are;,  that’s 
Arcitelooks  out. 

Baugh.  No  Sir,  no,  that’s  airdte  is  the 

Lower  of  the  twain  j you  may  perceive  a part 
! Of  him. 

Goto,  leave  3Wir  pointing;,  they  would  not 
Make  us  their  object  ^ out  of  their  light. 

I Baugh.  It  isahoilidaytolookon  tbeai : Lord,  the 
I Diff ’rence  of  men.  Exeunt. 


Scsena  Secunda. 

Enter  Palamon,  and  Arcite  infrifon. 

Pal.  How  do  you,  Noble  Colin .? 

Arcite.  How  Co  you.  Sir  } 

Pal.  \Yhy,(:rong  enough  to  laugh  at  mifery. 

And  bear  the  chance  of  war  yet,  we  are  prilbners 
I fear  for  ever  Coljn. 

Arcite.  I believe  it. 

And  to  that  delliny  have  patiently 
Laid  up  my  hour  to  come. 

Pal.  Oh  Colin  Arcite., 

Where  is  7 hebs  now  } where  is  our  noble  Countrey  ? 
Where  are  our  friends,  and  kindreds.?  nevermore 
MuH  we  behold  thofe  comforts,  never  lee 
The  hardy  youths  Hrive  for  the  Games  of  honor 
( Hung  with  the  painted  favours  of  their  Ladies) 
Like  tali  Ships  under  Sail : then  Hart  amongll ’em 
And  as  an  Ealtwind  leave  ’em  all  behind  us, 

Like  lazy  Clouds,  whilfi;  Palamon  and  Arcite. 

Even  in  the  wagging  of  a wanton  leg 
Out-ftript  the  peoples  praifes,  won  the  Garlands, 
E’r  they  have  time  to  wilh  ’em  ours.  Oh  never 
Shall  v/e  twoexercile,  like  twins  of  honor, 

Our  Arms  again,  and  feel  our  fiery  horfes. 

Like  proud  Seas  under  us,  our  good  Swords, now 
( Better  the  red-ey’d  god  of  War  nev’r  were  ) 
Bravihi’d  our  lides,  li  ke  age,  mull  run  to  rull. 

And  deck  the  Temples  of  thole  gods  that  hate  us, 
Thefe  hands  fhali  never  draw ’em  out  like  light’ning 
T o blafl  w'hole  Armies  more. 

Arcite.  No  Palamon., 

Thofe  hopes  are  prilbners  with  us,  here  we  are 
And  here  the  graces  of  our  youths  mufl  wither 
Like  a too-timely Spring;,  here  age  mufl  find  us. 
And  which  is  heaviefl  ( Palamon)  unmarried, 

I'he  fweet  embraces  of  a loving  wife 
I oaden  with  killes,  arm’d  with  thoufand,C«y?iWx 
Shall  never  clalpe  our  necks,  no  ifliieknowus, 
Nofgures  of  our  felvesfhall  w'e  ev’r  fee, 
i o glad  our  age,  and  like  young  Eagles  teach  ’em 
' oldlytogaze  againfl  bright  arms,  and  fay 
Remember  what  your  Fathers  were,  and  conquer. 
The  fair-ey’d  Maids,  fliall  weep  our  banifhments,. 
And  in  their  Songs,  curfe  ever-blinded  fortune 
Till  file  for  fhame  fee  what  a wrong  Ihe  has  done 
To  vouth  andnature;,  Thisis  allourworldj 
A^'e  lhall  know  nothing  here,  but  one  another, 

Hear  nothing,  but  the  clock  that  tels  our  woes. 

The  Vine  fhali  grow,  but  we  lhall  never  fee  it: 
Summer  flail  come,  and  with  her  all  delights  j 
But  dead-cold  winter  mufl  inhabit  here  flill. 

Pal.  ’Tis  too  true  To  our  Theban  hounds, 
That  frook  the  aged  Forrefl  with  their  ecchoes. 

No  more  now  mull  we  hollo,  no  more  fhake 
Our  pointed  Javelins,  whilfl  the  angry  Swine 
Flies  like  a Parthian  quiver  from  our  rages. 

Struck  with  our  well-fteel’d  Darts ; All  valiant  ufes, 
(The  food  and  nourifhment  of  noble  minds, ) 

In  us  two  here  fliall  perifn  •,  w^e  fhali  die 
( Which  is  the  curfe  of  honor)  laflly. 

Children  of  grief,  and  Ignorance, 

Arc.  Yet  Cofin, 

Even  from  the  bottom  of  thefe  mileries 
From  all  that  fortune  caninflid  upon  us, 

I fee  two  comforts  riflng,  two  meer  bleflings, 
ff  the  gods  pleafe  to  hold  here  a brave  patience, 
And  the  enjoying  of  our  griefs  together. 

Whilfl  Palamon  is  with  me,  let  me  perifh 
if  I think  this  ourprifon. 

Pala.  Certainly, 

’Tisamain  goodnefs,  CofIn,  that  our  fortunes 


Were 
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Were  twin’d  together  ^ ’tis  moft  true,  two  Ibuls 

Emil.  That’s  a good  wench  : 

Put  in  two  noble  bodies,  let  ’em  fufter 

But  take  heed  to  your  kindnefs  though. 

The  gaul  of  hazard,  To  they  grow  together. 

IVom.  Why  Madam? 

Will  never  fink,  they  muft  not,  lav  they  could, 

A willing  man  dies  deeping,  and  all’s  done. 

Emil.  Men  are  rriad  things. 

Arcite.  Will  ye  go  forward.  Cofin  ? 

/Irc.  Shall  w'e  make  worthy  ufes  of  this  place 

Emil.  Canll  not  thou  work  fuch  Flowers  in  Silk  werlch  ? 

That  all  men  hate  fo  much? 

Pal.  How  gentle  Colin  ? 

Emil.  I’ll  have  a Gown  fall  of ’em,  and  of  thefe 

Arc.  Let’s  think  this  prilbn,  Holy  SaniTuary, 

This  is  a pretty  colour,  rvil’t  not  do  ' * 

To  keep  us  from  corruption  of  worfe  men, 

We  are  young,  and  yet  delire  the  weaves  of  honour, 

Rarely  upon  a skirt  wench  ? 

JVom.  Dainty  Madam. 

That  liberty  and  common  converfation. 

Arc.  Colin, Cofin,  how  do  you.  Sir?  Why  Pahmtn'> 

The  poifonofpure  fpirits,  might,  lilte  women. 

Pal.  Never  till  now,  I was  inprifon  Arcite. 

Wooe  us  to  wander  from.  What  worthy  blefling 

Arc.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  man  ? 

Can  be  but  our  imaginations 

‘Pal.  Behold,  an'dw’onder. 

May  make  it  ours  > And  here  being  thus  together. 

By  heaven  Ihe  is  a Goddefs. 

Wearean  endlefs  mine  to  oneanother^ 

Arcite.  Ha. 

We  are  one  anothers  Wife,  ever  begetting 

Pal.  Do  reverence. 

New  births  of  love  ^ we  arc  Father,  Friends,  Acquaintance, 

She  isaGoddefs  Arcite. 

We  are,  in  one  another,Families, 

Emil.  Of  all  Flowers, 

I am  your  Heir,  and  you  are  mine : This  place 

Methinks  a R.ofe  is  belt. 

Is  our  Inheritance  : no  hard  opprellbr 

JFum.  Why  gentle  Madam? 

Dare  take  this  from  us:^  here  with  a little  patience 

Emil.  It  is  the  very  Emblem  of  a Maid. 

We  fhall  live  long,  and  loving : No  furfeits  feek  us ; 

For  when  the  Weft  wind  courts  her  gently 

The  hand  of  War  hurts  none  here,  nor  the  Seas- 

Howmodeftly  flie  blows,  andpaintsthe  Sun, 

Sw'allow  their  youth : were  we  at  liberty. 

With  her  chafte  blufiies  ? When  the  North  comes  neiar  her 

A Wife  might  part  us  lawfully,  or  bufmefs. 

Rude  and  impatient,  then  like  Chaftity  ’ 

Quarrels  confume  us;  Envy  of  ill  men 

She  locks  her  beauties  in  her  bud  again, 

Crave  our  acquaintance,  I might  ficken  Cofin, 

And  leaves  him  to  bhfe  briers, 

W here  you  Ihould  never  know  it,  and  fo  perilh 

IFom.  Yet  good  Madam, 

W'ithout  your  noble  hand  to  clofe  mine  eyes, 

Sometimes  her  modefty  will  blow  fb  far 

Or  prayers  to  the  gods  a thbufand  chances 

She  falls  for’t : a Maid 

Were  we  from  hence,  would  fever  uS. 

If  Ihe  have  any  honor,  would  be  loth 

Pal.  You  have  madenie 

To  take  example  by  her. 

( I thank  you  CoCn  Arcite  ) almolt  wanton 

Emil.  Thou  artwantoii. 

With  my  Captivity ; what  a mifery 

Arc.  She  is  wondrous  fair. 

It  is  to  live  abroad  ? and  every  where ; 

Pal.  She  is  all  the  beauty  extant. 

’Tis  like  a Beaft  me  thinks:  I findthe  Court  here. 

Emil. The  Sun  grows  high, let’s  walk  ih, keep  thefe  flowers, 

I ’m  fureamore  content,  andallthofe  pleafures 

We’ll  fee  how  Hear  Art  can  come  near  their  colours  ^ 

That  wooe  the  Wills  of  men  to  vanity. 

I ’m  wondrous  merry-hearted,  I could  laugh  now. 

I fee  through  now^  and  am  fufficient 

IVom.  I could  lie  down  I amfure. 

To  tell  the  world,  ’tis  but  a gaudy  lhadow. 

Emil.  And  take  one  with  you  ? 

That  olaTime,as  he  palfes  by,  takes  with  him. 

IV 9m.  That’s  as  we  bargain.  Madam, 

What  had  we  been  old  in  the  Court  of  Creon^ 

Emil.  Well,  agree  then. 

W^hercfin  isjultice.  Lull,  and  Ignorance, 

Exeunt  EmiliU  and  IFoman. 

The  virtues  of  the  great  ones : Colin  Arc  ite 

Pal.  Whatthinkyou ofthis  beauty? 

Had  not  the  loving  gods  found  this  place  for  us 

Arc.  ’Tis  a rare  one. 

W^e  had  di’dastheydoe,  ill  old  men  unwept. 

Pal.  Is’t  but  a rare  one  ? 

And  had  their  Epitaphs,  the  peoples  Curfes, 

Arc.  Yes,  amatchlefs  beauty. 

Shall  I lay  more? 

Pal.  Might  not  a man  well  lofc  himfelf,  and  love  her? 

Arc.  I would  hear  you  Hill. 

Arc.  I cannot  tell  what  you  have  done,  I have. 

Pal.  Yc  lhall. 

Befhrew  mine  eyes  for’t,  now  I feel  my  Shackles. 

Is  there  record  of  any  two  that  lov’d 

P^i/.  You  lovelier  then? 

Better  than  we  two  Arcite  ? 

Arc.  \\  ho  would  not  ? 

Arc.  Sure  there  cannot. 

Pal.  And  defire  her? 

Vat.  Idoenotthinkitpoffible  our  friendlhip 

Arc.  Before  my  liberty. 

Should  ever  leave  us. 

Pal.  I faw  her  firft. 

Arc.  Till  our  deaths  it  cannot. 

Arc.  That’s  nothing 

Pal.  But  it  lhall  be. 

'Entit  Emilia  and  her  WomaH, 

Arc.  I law  her  too. 

Pal.  Yes,  but  you  muft  not  love  her. 

And  after  death  our  fpirits  fiiall  be  led 

Arc.  I wall  not'ds  you  do  j to  worlhip  her  j 

To  thofe  that  love  eternally.  Speak  onSir. 

As  file  is  heavenly,  and  a blefled  goddefs  ^ 

This  Garden  has  a world  of  pleafures  in’t. 

( I love  her  as  a woman,  to  enjoy  her  ) 

Emil.  What  Flower  is  this.? 

So  both  may  love. 

IS^ont.  'Tis  call’d  Narciffus^  Madam. 

Pal.  You  lhall  not  love  at  alh 

Emil.  That  was  a fair  Boy  certain,  but  a fool. 

Arc.  Not  love  at  all  j 

To  love  himfelf,  were  there  not  Maids  enough  ? 

Who  lliall  denie  me  ? 

Arc.  Pray  forward. 

Pal.  I that  firft  faw  her  ^ I that  took  pofleinorj 

Pal.  Yes. 

Firft  with  mine  eye  of  all  thole  beauties 

Emil.  Or  were  they  all  hard-hearted  > 

In  her  reveal’d  to  mahkind  ; ifthoulov’ftherj 

Worn.  They  could  not  be  to  one  fo  fair. 

Or  entertain’fta  hope  to  blaftmy  wilhes, 

Emil.  Thouwbuldlf  not. 

Thou  art  a Traitor  Arcite.,  and  a fellow 

Falfe  as  thy  Title  to  her:  friendlhip,  bloud 

And 

Worn.  I think  1 Ihould  not,  Madam. 
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And  all  the  ties  between  us  I difclain 
If  thou  once  think  upon  her. 

Arc.  Yes,  I love  her. 

And  ifthe  livesof  all  my  name  lay  on  it, 

1 muft  do  fo,  1 love  her  with  my  foul, 

Ifthat  will  lole  ye,  farewcl  Patamon. 

I fay  again,  I love,  and  in  loving  her,  maintaLn 
I am  as  worthy  and  as  free  a Lover 
And  have  as  juft  a title  to  her  beauty 
As  any  Palamon^  or  any  living 
That  is  a mans  Son. 

Pal.  Have  I call’d  thee  friend  ? 

Arc.  Yes,  and  have  found  me  fo  j why  are  you  mov’d  thus? 
Let  me  deal  coldly  with  you,  am  not  I 
Part  of  your  blood,  part  of  your  foul  ? you  have  told  me 
That  I was  Palamon.^  and  you  were  Arcite. 

Pul.  Yes. 

Arc.  Am  not  I liable  to  thofe  affeftions, 

' Thofe  joyes,  griefs,  angers,  fears,  my  friend  fliall  fufter  ? 
Pal.  Ye  may  be. 

Arc.  Why  then  would  you  deal  fo  cunningly,'. 

So  ftrangely,  fo  unlike  a Noble  Kinfman 
To  love  alone?  fpcak  truly,  do  you  think  me 
Unworthy  of  her  light  ? 

Pal.  No,  but  unjuft. 

If  thou  purfue  that  fight. 

Arc.  Becaufe  another 
Firft  Ibes  the  Enemy,  lhall  Iftandftiil 
And  let  mine  honor  down,  and  never  charge  B 
Pal.  Yes,  if  he  be  but  one. 

Arc.  But  fay  that  one 
Had  rather  combat  me  ? 

Pal.  Let  that  one  fay  fo, 

And  ufe  thy  freedom : elfe  if  thou  purlueft  her. 

Be  as  that  curfed  man  tliat  hates  his  Countrey,. 

A branded  villain. 

Arc.  You  are  mad»’ 

Pal.  I muft  be. 

Till  thou  art  worthy,  Arcite.,  it  concerns  mdif 
And  in  this  madnels,  if  I hazard  thee 
And  take  thy  life,  I deal  bun  truly. 

Arc.  Fie  Sir. 

You  play  the  child  extreamly : I will  love 
I muft,  I ought  to  do  fo,  and  I dare. 

And  all  this  juftly. 

Pal.  Oh  that  now,  that  now 
Thy  falfe-felf,  and  thy  friend,  hadbut  this  fortune 
To  be  one  hour  at  liberty,  andgraspe 
Our  good  fwordsinour  hands,  1 would  quickly  teach  thee 
What ’t  were  to  filch  afledtion  from  another  r 
Thou  art  baferin  it  than  a Cutpurfe  •, 

Put  but  thy  head  out  of  this  window  more, 

.And  asl  havealbul.  I’ll  nail  thy  life  to’t. 

Arc.  Thou  dar’ft  not  fool,  thou  canft  not, thou  art  feeble. 
Put  my  head  out?  I’ll  throw  my  Body  out. 

And  leap  the  Garden,  when  I fee  her  next, 

"Enter  Keeper. 

And  pitch  between  her  Arms  to  anger  thee. 

Pal.  No  more  ^ the  Keepers  coming-,  I fliall  live 
To  knock  thy  brains  out  with  my  Shackles. 

Arc.  Doe. 

Keep.  By  your  leave.  Gentlemen. 

Pala.  Now  honeft  Keeper  ? 

Keep.  Lord  Ar-.ite,  you  muft  prefently  to  th’  Duke  j 
The  caufe  I Know  not  yet. 

Arc.  I am  ready  Keeper. 

Keep.  Vnnee  Palamon.,  Imuft  awhile  bereave  you 
Of  your  fair  Cofins  company. 

Exeunt  Arcite,  and  Keeper. 

Pal.  And  me  too, 

Even  when  you  pleafeof  life-,  why  ishefent  for?;- 
. Itmay  be  helhall  marry  her,  he’s  goodly. 


And  like  enough  the  Duke  hath  taken  notice 
Both  of  his  Bloud  and  Body ; but  his  falfiiood. 

Why  Ihould  a triend  be  treacherous?  ifthat 
Get  him  a Wife  fo  noble,  and  fo  fair  ^ 

Let  honeft  men  ne’er  love  again.  Once  more 
I would  but  fee  this  fair  one:  bleffed  Garden, 

And  Fruit,  and  Flowers  more  bletfed  that  ftillbloflbiH 
As  her  bright  eies  fiiine  on  ye.  Would  I were 
For  all  the  fortune  of  my  life  hfcreafter 
Yon  little  Tree,  yon  blooming  Apricock  -, 

How  I would  fpread,  and  fling  ray  wanton  arms 
In  at  her  window  -,  I would  bring  her  fruit 
Fit  for  the  gods  to  feed  on : youth  and  plealure 
Still  as  fhe  tailed  Ihould  be  doubled  on  her. 

And  if  fne  be  not  heavenly,  I would  make  her 
; So  near  the  gods  in  nature,  they  Ihould  fear  her» 

Enter  Keeper. 

And  then  I ’m  fure  ftie  v/ould  love  me : how  now  Keeper, 
Where’s  Arcite} 

Keep.  Banifh’d : Prince  Pirithous 
Obtain’d  his  liberty^  but  never  more 
Upon  his  oath  and  life  muft  he  let  foot 
Upon  this  Kingdom. 

Pal.  He’s  a blellM  man. 

He  fnall  fee  T hebes  again,  and  call  to  Arms 
The  bold  young  men,  that  when  he  bids  ’em  charge. 

Fall  on  like  fire : Arcite  fhall  have  a Fortune, 

If  he  dare  make  himfelf  a worthy  Lover, 

Yet  in  the  Field  to  ftrike  a battel  for  her  ^ 

And  if  he  lofe  her  then,  he’s  a cold  Coward 
How  bravely  may  he  bear  himfelf  to  win  her 
If  he  be  noble  Arcite  ^ thoufand  ways. 

Were  I at  liberty,  I would  do  things 
Of  fuch  a virtuous  greatnefs,  that  this  Lady, 

: This  blulhing  Virgin  Ihould  take  njanhood  to  her 
And  feek  to  ravifh  me. 

Keep.  My  Lord  for  you 
I have  this  charge  too. 

Pal.  To  difeharge  my  life. 

Keep.  No,  but  from  this  place  to  remove  your  Lordlhip, 
The  windows  are  too  open. 

Pal.  Devils  take ’em 

That  are  lb  envious  to  me  -,  prethee  kill  me# 

Keep.  And  hang  for’t  afterward. 

Pal.  By  this  good  light 
Had  I a fivord  I would  kill  thee. 

Keep.  Why  my  Lord? 

Pal.  Thou  bfing’ft  fuch  pelting  Icurvy  news  continually 
Thou  art  not  worthy  life  -,  I will  not  go. 

Keep.  Indeed  you  muft  my  Lord. 

Pal.  May  I fee  the  Garden  ? 

Keep.  No. 

Pal.  Then  I am  relblv’d,  I will  not  go. 

Keep.  I muft  conftrain  you  then:  and, for  you  are  dangerous 
I’ll  clap  more  irons  on  you. 

Pal.  Doe  good  Keeper. 

I’il  fhake  ’em  lb,  ye  lhall  not  fleep. 

I’ll  makeyeanewMorriffe,  muft  I goe? 

Keep.  There  is  no  remedy. 

Pal.  Farewel  kind  window. 

May  rude  wind  never  hurt  thee.  Oh  my  Lady, 

If  ever  thou  haft  felt  what  fbrrow  was, 

Dream  how  I fuller.  Come*,  now  bury  me. 

Exeunt  Palamon  and  Keeper. 

Sema  'Tertia. 

Enter  Arcite. 

Banifh’d  the  Kingdom?  ’tis  a benefitj 
A mercy  I muft  thank  ’em  for,  but  banilh’d 
The  free  enjoying  of  that  face  I die  for. 


i 


Oh 


The  Tvpo  ^J\(ohle  K^njmen, 


Oh  ’twas  a ftuddied  punifhment.  a death  » 

Beyond  Imagination;  Such  a vengeance 

That  were  I old  and  wicked,  all  my  fins 

Could  never  pluck  upon  me,  PaUmon 

Thou  halt  the  Start  now,  thou  (halt  ftay  and  fee 

Her  bright  eyes  break  each  morning  ’gainfi;  thy  window. 

And  let  in  life  into  thee;,  Thou  fiialt  feed 

Upon  the  fweetnefs  of  a noble  beauty. 

That  nature  never  exceeded,  nor  never  lhall ; 

Good  gods  ? what  happinefs  has  Palamon  ? 

Twenty  to  one,  he’ll  come  to  fpeak  to  her. 

And  if  fne  be  as  gentle,  as  (he’s  fair, 

I know  file’s  his,  he  has  a Tongue  will  tame 
Tempefts,  and  make  the  wild  Rocks  wanton.  Come  what 
can  come. 

The  worft  is  death I will  not  leave  the  Kingdom, 

I know  mine  own  is  but  a heap  of  ruins. 

And  no  redrefs  there,  if  I go,  he  has  her, 

I ’m  refolv’d  an  other  fliape  fliall  make  me. 

Or  end  my  fortunes.  Either  way,  I ’m  happy ; 

I’ll  fee  her,  and  be  near  her,  or  no  more. 

Knter  4,  Country  people^  & one  rvitb  a garland  before  them. 

1.  My  Maffers,  I’ll  be  there  that’s  certain. 

2.  And  I’ll  be  there. 

3.  And  I. 

4.  Why  then  have  with  ye  Boys^  ’Tis  but  chiding. 

Let  the  plough  play  to  day.  I’ll  ticktl’  out 

Of  the  jades  tails  tomorrow. 

1 '.  I'm  fure 

To  have  my  wife  as  jealous  as  a Turkey : 

But  that’s  all  one.  I’ll  goe  through,  let  her  mumble. 

2.  Clap  her  aboard  to  morrow  night,  and  ftoa  her. 
And  all’s  made  up  again. 

3.  I,  do  but  put  a fesku  in  her  fift,  and  you  fiiall  fee  her 
Take  a new  leflbn  out,  and  be  a good  wench. 

Doe  we  all  hold,  againfl:  the  Maying  ? 

4.  Hold  ? what  fiiould  ail  us  ? 

3.  Arcas^  will  be  there. 

2.  And  Sennois. 

And  Kycas^  and  3 . Better  lads  never  danc’d  under  green  Tree, 
And  yet  know  what  wenches : ha  ? 

But  will  the  dainty  Domine^  the  Schoolemafter  keep  touch 
Doe  you  think ; For  he  do’s  all  ye  know. 

3.  He’ll  eat  a hornbook  ere  he  fail:  goe  too,  the  mat- 
ter’s too  far  driven  between  him,  and  the  Tanners  daugh- 
ter, to  let  flip  now,  and  fhe  mufl;  fee  the  Duke,  and  Ihe 
mufi;  dance  too. 

4.  Shall  we  be  lufly. 

2.  All  the  Boys  in  Athens  blow  wind  i’th’  breech  on’s, 
and  here  I’ll  be  and  there  I’ll  be,  for  our  Town,  and  here 
again  , and  there  again : Ha  , Boys  , heigh  for  the  wea- 
vers. 

1.  This  muR  be  done  i’th’  woods. 

4.  O pardon  me. 

2.  By  any  means  our  thing  of  learning  fees  lb  : Where 
he  himfelf  will  edifie  the  Duke  mofl;  parloufly  in  our  be- 
halls : He’s  excellent  i’th’  woods,  bring  him  to’tlf  plains, 
his  learning  makes  no  cry. 

3.  We’ll  lee  the  fports,  then  every  man  to’s  Tackle : and 
Sweet  Companions  lets  rehearfe  by  any  means,  before 
The  Ladies  fee  us,  and  doe  fweetly,  and  God  knows  what 
May  come  on’t. 

4.  Content  j the  fports  once  ended,  we’ll  perform.  Away 
Boys  and  hold. 

Arc.  By  your  leaves  honefi;  friends ; Pray  you  wither  goe 
you. 

4.  Whither?  Why,  what  a queflion’s  that  ? 

Arc.  Yes,  ’tis  a queftion,  to  me  that  know  not, 

3.  To  the  Games.,  my  Friend 

2.  Where  were  you  bred  you  know  it  not  ? 

Arc.  Not  far  Sir, 

Are  there  fuch  Games.,  to  day  ? 


1.  Yes  marry  are  there: 

And  fuch  as  you  never  iaw^  The  himfelf 
W’ill  be  in  perfon  there. 

Arc.  What  pafiimes  arethey? 

2.  Wraftling.  and  Running  • ’ pis  a pretty  Fellow. 

3.  Thou  wilt  not  goe’ along. 

Arc.  Not  yet  Sir. 

4.  Well  Sir 

Take  your  own  time,  come  Boys. 

1.  My  mind  mifgives  me 

This  fellow  has  avcng’ancc  trick  o’th  hip, 

Marke  how  his  iSodi’s  made  for’t 

2.  I’ll  be  bang’d  though 

If  he  dare  venture,  hang  him  plumb-porredge. 

He  wreftle  ? He  roll  eggs.  Come  lets  be  gon  Lads.  E.veunt  a.. 

Arc.  This  is  an  otfer’d  oportunity 
I durfi  not  wifh  for.  Well,  I could  have  wrcftled, 

The  beft  men  call’d  it  excellent,  and  run 
.Swifter,  than  wind  upon  a feild  of  Corn 
( Curling  the  wealthy  ears)  never  flew:  I’ll  venture 
And  in  Ibme  poor  difguize  be- there,  who  knows 
Whether  my  brow's  may  not  be  girt  with  garlands? 

4 nd  happinefs  prefer  me  to  a place. 

Where  1 may  ever  dwell  in  fight  of  her.  Exit  Arche 

I 

Sc£na  Seettnda. 

Enter  Jailon  Vanghter  .'’.lone. 

Daugh.  Why  fliouM  I love  this  Gentleman  ? ’Tis  odds 
He  never  will  affeR  me I ’m  bafe, 

My  Father  the  mean  Keeper  of  his  Prifon, 

And  he  a Prince-,  To  marry  him  is  hopelels-. 

To  be  his  whore,  is  witles;,  Out  upon’t 

What  puOies  are  we  wenches  driven  to 

When  fifteen  once  has  found  us?  Firfi:  I law  him, 

I ( feeing)  though  the  was  a goodly  man;, 

He  has  as  much  to  plealc  a woman  in  him, 

( If  he  pleafe  to  bellow  it  lb  ) as  ever 
Thefe  eyes  yet  lookt  on  ^ Next,  I pittied  him, 

.^nd  fo  would  any  young  wench  o’my  Confcience 
That  ever  dream’d,  or  vow’d  her  Maydenhcad 
To  a young  hanfom  Man , Then  I lov’d  him, 

(Extremely  lov’d  him)  infinitely  lov’d  him; 

And  yet  he  had  Cofen,  fair  as  he  too. 

But  in  my  heart  was  Palamon ^ and  there 
Lord,  what  a coyl  he  keepes?  To  hear  him 
Sing  in  an  evening,  what  a Heaven  it  is? 

And  yet  his  Songs  are  fad-ones ;,  Fairer  fpoken, 

Was  never  Gentleman.  When  I come  in 
To  bring  him  water  in  a morning,  firfi; 

He  bows  his  noble  body,  then  falutcs  me,  thus ; 

Fair , gentle  Mayd  , good  morrow  , may  thy  goodncls, 
Get  thee  a happy  husband-.  Once  he  kilt  me, 

I lov’d  my.  lips  the  better  ten  daies  after, 

Would  he  would  doe  fo  ev’ry  day^  He  grcivcsmuch. 

And  me  as  much  to  fee  his  milery; 

What  fiiould  I doe,  to  make  him  know  I love  him, 

For  I would  fain  enjoy  him  f Say  I ventur’d 
Tofethim  free?  What  faies  the  Law  then?  Thusmuch 
For  Law,  or  kindred:  I will  doc  it. 

And  this  night,  or  to  morrow  he  lhall  love  me.  Exit. 

‘Ibis  Jhort  florijh  of  Cornets  and  Sbopetet  jvuh/n. 

Scxna  Secunda. 

Enter  Thefeus.,  HippoUta^  Pirithous.,  Emilia'.  Arche 
TPttb  a Garland.,  &c. 

Thef.  You  have  done  worthily;  I have  not  fecn 
Since  Hercules.,  a man  of  tougher  finews  -, 

What  ere  you  are,  you  run  the  belt,  and  wrcltld, 

That  thefe  times  can  allow. 

I i i /ircitf 
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Arcite,  1 ’m  proud  to  pleafe  you. 

Ihef.  What  Countrie  bred  you  > 

Arche.  This  •,  But  far  off.  Prince, 

Ihef.  Are  you  a Gentleman? 

Arche.  My  father  faid  fo  ^ 

And  to  thole  gentle  ufes  gave  me  life. 

"Ibef.  Are  you  his  heir  ? 

Arche.  His  youngelt  Sir. 

Ibef.  Your  Father 

Sure  is  a happy  Suie,  then  : WJiat  proves  you  ? 

Arche.  A little  of  all  noble  Qualities; 

I could  have  kept  a Hawk,  and  well  have  hollow’d 
7'o  a deep  crie  of  Dogs  ^ I dare  not  praife 
My  feat  in  horlemanfhip : yet  they  that  knew  me 
Would  fay  it  was  my  belt  peece : laft,  and  greateft, 

I would  be  thought  a Soldier. 

Ihef.  You  are  perfeft. 

Firhh.  Upon  my  foul,  a proper  man.. 

Hinilia,  He  is  lo. 

Per.  How  doe  you  like  him  Ladie  ? 

Hip.  I admire  him, 

I have  not  Icen  fo  young  a man,  fo  noble 
( If  he  fay  true, ) of  his  fort. 

Emil.  Believe, 

His  mother  was  a wondrous  handlbme  woman. 

His  face  me  thinks,  goes  that  way. 

Hip.  But  his  Body 

And  firie  mind,  illuftrate  a brave  Father. 

Per.  Mark  how  his  virtue,  like  a hidden  Sun^ 

Breaks  through  his  baler  garments, 

Jlip.  He’s  well  got  fure. 

Pbef.  What  made  you  feek  this  place  Sir  ? 

Arc.  Noble  Phefeus. 

To  purchafe  name,  nnd  doe  my  ableft  fervice 
To  luch  a well-found  w'onder,  as  thy  worth. 

For  only  in  thy  Court,  of  all  the  world 
Dwells  fair-ey’d  honor. 

Per.  All  his  words  are  worthy. 

Phef.  Sir,  we  are  much  endebted  to  your  travell. 

Nor  fliali  you  loofe  your  wifn : Perithous 
Difpofe  of  this  faire  Gentleman^ 

Ferhh.  Thanks  Ihefeus. 

What  ere  you  are  y’are  mine,  and  I Ihall  give  you 
To  a moll  noble  fervice,  to  this  Lady, 

This  bright  young  Virgin  ^ Pray  oblerve  her  goodnefs 
You  have  honour’d  her  fair  birth-day , with  your  virtues, 
And  as  your  due  y’are  hers : kifs  her  fair  hand  Sir. 

Arc.  Sir,  y’are  a noble  Giver : deareft  Beautie, 

Thus  let  me  fcal  my  vow’d  faith : when  your  Servant 
( Your  mod:  unworthie  Creature  ) but  offends  you,-, 
Command  him  die,  he  Ihall. 

Emil.  That  were  too  cruell. 

If  you  deferre  well  Sir-,  I Ihall  foon  fee’t: 

Y’are  mine,  and  fomewhat  better  than  your  ranck  I’ll  ufe 
you. 

Ter.  I’ll  fee  you  furnilh’d,  and  becaule  you  fay 
You  are  a horfeman,  I muff;  needs  intreat  you 
This  after  noon  to  ride,  but  ’tis  a rough  one. 

Arc.  1 like  him  better  ( Prince  ) I Ihall  not  then 
Freeze  in  my  Saddle. 

Tbef.  Sweet,  you  muff  be  readie. 

And  you  Emilta.,  and  you  ( Friend)  and  all 
To  morrow  by  the  Sun,  to  doe  obfervance 
To  dowry  May,  in  DiatPs  w'ood : wait  well  Sir, 

Upon  your  Miftris : Emely.,  I hope 
He  lhail  not  goe  a foot. 

Emil.  That  were  a lhame  Sir, 

While  I have  horfes:  take  your  choice,  and  what 
You  want  at  any  time,  let  me  but  know  it^ 

If  you  ferve  faithfully,  I dare  affure  you 
You’ll  find  a loving  Miftris. 

Arc.  If  1 doe  not, 

Let  me  find  that  my  Father  ever  hated, 

Dilgrace,  and  blows. 


Phef.  Go  lead  the  way  ^ You  have  won  it: 
t Ihall  be  fo^  You  Ihall  receive  all  dues 
Fit  for  the  honor  you  have  won^  ’Twere  wrong  elle. 

Sifter,  bellirew  my  heart,  you  have  a Servant, 

That  if  I were  a woman,  would  be  Mafter, 

But  you  are  wife.  F/oriJh 

Emil.  I hope  too  wife  for  that  Sir.  Exemt  omnes. 

Sc£na  6, 

Enter  Jaylors  daughter  alone. 

Daughter.  Let  all  the  Dukes,  and  all  the  divells  rore, 
He  is  at  liberty:  I have  ventur’d  for  him: 

And  out  I have  brought  him  to  a little  wood 
A mile  hence,  I have  fent  him,  where  a Cedar, 

Higher  than  all  the  reft,  Ipreads  like  a plane 
Faff:  by  a Brook,  and  there  he  Ihall  keep  clofe. 

Till  I provide  him  Fyles,  and  food  ^for  yet 
His  yron  bracelets  are  not  off.  O Love 
What  a ftout  hearted  child  thou  art ! My  Father 
Durft  better  have  induc’d  cold  iron,  than  done  it ; 

I love  him  beyond  love,  and  beyond  reafon. 

Or  wit,  or  fafetie  : I have  made  him  know  it 
I care  not,  I am  defperate:  If  the  Law 
Find  me,  and  then  condemne  me  for’t  •,  Some  wenches. 
Some  honeft  hearted  Maids,  will  ling  my  Dirge,] 

And  tell  to  memory,  my  death  was  noble. 

Dying  almoft  a Martyr : That  way  he  takes, 

I purpole  is  my  way  too : Sure  he  cannot 
Be  fo  unmanly,  as  to  leave  me  here. 

If  he  doe,  Maids  will  not  fo  eafily 

Truft  men  again ; And  yet  he  has  not  thank’d  me 

For  what  I have  done : no  not  fo  much  as  kill;  me. 

And  that  ( me  thinks ) is  not  fo  well  ^ Nor  fcarcely 
Could  I perfuade  him  to  become  a Freeman, 

He  made  luch  fcruples  of  the  wrong  he  did 
To  me,  and  to  my  Father.  Yet  I hope 
When  he  confiders  more,,  this  love  of  mine 
Will  take  more- root  within  him : Let  him  doe 
What  he  will  with  me,  Ib  he  ufe  me  kindly. 

For  ufe  me  Ib  he  Ihall,  or  I’ll  proclaim  him. 

And  to  his  face,  no  man : I’ll  prefently 
Provide  hixii  necellaries,  and  pack  my  cloaths  up. 

And  where  there  is  a path  of  ground  I’ll  venture 
So  he  be  with  me  By  him,  like  a Ihadow 
I’ll  ever  dwell  ^ Within  this  hour  the  whoobub 
Will  be  all  o’er  the  prifon : I ’mthen 
Kifling  the  man  they  look  for : Farewell  Father, 

Get  many  more  fuch  priibners,  and  fuch  daughters. 

And  Ihortly  you  may  keep  your  felf.  Now  to  him : 

Cornets  in  fundry  places,  Noife 
and  hoHorving  as  people  a Maying. 


ABus  Tertius. 


Scdrna  Prima,  . 

Enter  Arcite  alone. 

^reite.^^Ue  Duke  has  loft  Hypolita*,  Each  took 

JL  A feverall  land.  This  is  a folemn  Right 
They  owe  bloom’d  May,  and  the  Athenians  pay  it 
To’th’  heart  of  Ceremony:  O Queen  Emilia 
Frelher  than  May,  fweetcr 
Then  her  gold  Buttons  on  the  bows,  or  all 
Th’enamell’d  knacks  o’th’  Mead,  or  garden,  ye 
( We  challenge  too  ) the  banck  of  any  Nymph 
That  makes  the  ftream  leem  flowers  j Thou  o Jewell 

O’th’ 
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O’th  wood,  o’th  world,  haft  likewife  bleft  a pace 
With  thy  lole  prefence,  in  thy  rumination 
That  I poor  man  might  eftfoones  come  betwen 
And  chop  on  Tome  cold  thought,  thrice  blellM  chance 
To  drop  on  fuch  a Miftris,  expe(ftation 
Moft  guiltlefs  on’t:  tell  me  O Lady  Fortune 
(Next  after  Emely  my  Sovereign)  how  far 
1 may  be  proud.  She  takes  ftrong  note  of  me, 

Hath  made  me  near  her  •,  and  this  beauteous  Morn 
(The  prim’ft  of  all  the  year)  prefents  me  with 
A brace  of  horfes,  two  iuch  Steeds  might  well 
Be  by  a pair  of  Kings  backt,  in  a Field 
That  their  crowns  titles  tried : Alas,  alas 
Poor  Cofen  Vahmon^  poor  prilbner,  thou 
So  little  dream’it  upon  my  fortune,  that 
Thou  thinkft  thy  lelf,  the  happier  thing,  to  be 
So  near  Emilia^  me  thou  deem’ft  at  "thebs^ 

And  therein  wretched,  although  free  i But  if 
Thou  knew’ft  my  Miftris  breath’d  on  me,  and  that 
I ear’d  her  language,  liv’d  in^iier  eye-,  O Coz. 

What  palTion  w'ould  enclofe  thee. 

Enter  T ataman  as  out  of  a Bujh^  rvith  his  Shackles: 
bends  his  fifi  at  Arcite. 

Palamon.  Traytor  kinfman. 

Thou  Ihouldft  perceive  my  pafllon,  if  thele  ftgns 
Of  prifonment  were  off  me,  and  this  hand 
But  owner  of  a Sword : By  all  oaths  in  one 
1,  and  the  juftice  of  my  love  would  make  thee 
A confeft  Traytor:  Othou  moft  perfidious 
That  ever  gently  look’d  the  voydes  of  honor. 

That  ev’r  bore  gentle  Token-,  falfeft  Cofen 
That  ever  blood  made  kin,  call’ft  thou  her  thine  ? 

I’ll  prove  it  in  my  Shackles,  with  thefe  hands. 

Void  of  appointment,  that  thou  ly’ft,  and  arc 
A very  theef  in  love,  a Chaffy  Lord 
Nor  worth  the  name  of  villain  : had  1 a Sword 
And  thefe  houfe  cloggs  away. 

Arc.  Dear  Cofin  Palamon. 

Pal.  Cofoner  Arcite^  give  me  language,  fiich 
As  thou  haft  Ihew’d  me  feat. 

Arc.  Not  finding  in 

The  circuit  of  my  breaft,  any  grofs  ftuff 
To  form  me  like  your  blazon,  holds  me  to 
This  gentlenefs  of  anfwer  -,  ’tis  your  paflion 
That  thus  miftakes , the  which  to  you  being  enemy. 
Cannot  to  me  be  kind : honor,  and  honeftie 
I cherilh,  and  depend  on,  how  fo  ev’r 
You  skip  them  in  me,  and  with  them  fair  Coz. 
i’ll  maintain  my  proceedings  j pray  be  pleas’d 
To  fnew  in  generous  terms,  your  griefs  fince  that 
Your  queftion’s  with  your  equall,  who  profefies 
To  clear  his  own  w'ay,  with  the  mind  and  Sword 
Of  a true  Gentleman. 

Pal.  That  thon  durft  Arcite. 

Arc.  My  Coz,  my  Coz.  you  have  been  well  advertis’c 
How  much  I dare,  y’ave  feen  me  ufe  my  Sword 
Againft  th’  advice  of  fear : fure  of  another 
You  would  not  hear  me  doubted,  but  your  filence 
Should  break  out,  though  i’th’  Sandluary. 

Pal.  Sir, 

I have  feen  you  move  in  fuch  a place,  which  well 
Might  juftifie  your  manhood,  you  were  call’d 
A good  knight  and  a bold  ^ But  the  whole  week’s  not  fair 
If  any  day  it  rayn : Their  valiant  temper 
Men  loofe  when  they  encline  to  trecherie. 

And  then  they  fight  like  coupel’d  Beeres,  would  fly 
Were  they  not  ty’d. 

Arc.  Kinfman,  you  might  as  Well 
Speak  this,  and  adt  it  in  your  Glafs,  as  to 
His  ear,  which  now  difdains  you. 

Pal.  Come  up  to  me. 

Quit  me  of  thefe  cold  Gyves,  give  me  a Sword 


Though  it  be  ruftie,  and  the  charity  ^ . 

Of  one  meal  lend  me  ^ Come  before  me  then,  i 

A good  Sword  in  thy  hand,  and  doe  but  lay 

That  Emily  is  thine,  1 will  forgive 

The  trefpals  thou  haft  done  my,  ye  my  life 

If  then  thoucarry’t,  and  brave  Ibuls  in  lliades 

That  have  di’d  manly,  which  wiil  leek  of  me 

Some  news  from  earth,  they  fliall  get  none  but  this  ■ 

That  thou  art  brave,  and  noble.  ’ 

Arr.  Be  content. 

Again  betake  you  to  your  hawthorn  houfe. 

With  counfel  of  the  night,  I will  be  here 
With  wholelbme  viands  ^ thefe  impediments 
Will  I file  off,  yOu  ihall  have  garments,  and 
Perfumes  to  kill  the  fmell  o’th’  prifon,  after 
When  you  (hall  ftretch  your  felf,  and  fay  but  Arcite 
’m  in  plight,  there  Ihall  be  at  your  choice 
Both  Sword,  and  Annoy. 

Val.  Oh  you  heavens,  dare  any 
So  noble  bear  a guilty  bufinefs ! none 
3ut  only  Arcite.,  therefore  none  but  Arcite 
n this  kind  is  lb  bold. 

Arc.  Sweet  Palamon. 

Pal.  I doe  embrace  you,  and  your  offer,  for 
Your  offer  do’t  I only.  Sir  your  peribn 
Without  hypocrify  I may  not  wifli 

IFind  horns  of  Cornets. 

More  than  ray  Swords  edge  ont. 

Arc.  You  hear  the  Horns-, 

Enter  your  Mufick  leaft  this  match  between’s 
Be  croft  e’r  met,  give  me  your  hand,  farewell. 

I’ll  bring  you  every  needfull  thing ; 1 pray  you 
Take  comfort  and  be  ftrong. 

Pal.  Pray  hold  your  promilc-, 

And  doe  the  deed  with  a bent  brow,  moft  certain 
You  love  me  not,  be  rough  with  me,  and  poiir 
This  oil  ont  of  your  language^^  by  this  ayr  . 

I could  for  each  word,  give  a Cuff:  my  ftomach 
Not  reconcil’d  by  reafon, 

Arc.  Plainly  fpoken. 

Yet  pardon  me  hard  language,  when  I fpur 

lEind  horns. 

My  horfe,  I chide  him  not  -,  content,  and  anger 
In  me  have  but  one  face.  Hark  Sir,  they  call 
The  fcatter’d  to  the  Banket^  you  muft  guefs 
I have  an  office  there. 

Pat.  Sir  your  attendance 
Cannot  pleafe  heaven,  and  I know  your  office 
Llnjuftly  is  atcheiv'd. 

Arc.  If  a good  ti  tie. 

I’m  perfuaded  this  queftion  lick  between’s. 

By  bleeding  muft  be  cur’d.  I ’m  a Suitor, 

That  to  your  Sword  you  will  bequeath  this  plea, 

And  talk  of  it  no  more. 

Pal.  But  this  one  word : 

You  are  going  now  to  gaze  upon  my  Miftris, 

For  note  you,  mine  Ihe  is. 

Arc.  Nay  then. 

Pal.  Nay  pray  you, 

You  talk  of  feeding  me  to  breed  me  ftrength 

You  are  going  now  to  look  upon  a Su.i 

That  ftrengthens  what  it  looks  on,  there 

You  have  a vantage  o’er  me,  but  enjoy’t  till 

I may  enforce  my  remedy.  Farewell.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Secunda. 

Enter  Jay  lor  s daughter  alone. 

Vaugh.  He  has  miftook  ^ the  Beak  I meant,  is  gone 
After  his  fancy,  ’Tis  now  welnigh  morning, 

No  matter,  would  it  were  perpctuall  night. 

And  darknefs  Lord  o’th’  worlcf,  Flark  'tis  a wolf: 

In  me  hath  grief  flain  fear,  and  but  for  one  thing 
I care  for  nothing,  and  that’s  Palamon. 

I i i 2 I wreak 
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'I  wieak  not  if  the  wolves  would  jaw  me,  fo 
He  had  this  File  ^ what  if  I hollow’d  for  him? 

I cannot  hollow : if  I whoop’d  ^ what  then  ? 

If  he  not  anfwer’d,  I Ihould  call  a wolf. 

And  doe  him  but  that  fervice.  I have  heard 
Strange  howls  this  live-long  night,  why  may’t  not  be 
1 hey  have  made  prey  of  him  ? he  has  no  weapons. 

He  cannot  run,  the  Jengling  of  his  Gives 
Might  call  fell  things  to  liften,  who  have  in  them 
A fence  to  know  a man  unarm’d,  and  can 
Smell  where  refiftance  is.  I’ll  fet  it  down 
He’s  torn  to  peeces,  they  howl’d  many  together 
And  then  they  fed  on  him : So  much  for  that. 

Be  bold  to  ring  the  Bell  j How  Hand  I then  ? 

All’s  char’d  when  he  is  gone.  No,  no  I lye. 

My  Father’s  to  be  hang’d  for  his  efcape. 

My  felf  to  beg,  if  I priz’d  life  lb  much 
As  to  deny  my  ailf , but  that  I would  not. 

Should  I try  death  by  duUbns:  I am  mop’t. 

Food  took  I non  thefe  two  dales. 

Sipt  Ibme  water,  1 have  not  clos’d  mine  eyes 
Save  when  my  lids  fcowrd  off  their  bine  •,  alas 
Diflblve  my  life.  Let  not  my  fence  unfettle 
Leall  I Ihould  drown,  or  ftab  or  hang  my  felf. 

O ftate  of  Nature,  fail  together  in  me. 

Since  thy  beft  props  are  warpt ; So  which  way  now  ? 

The  beft  way  is,  the  next  way  to  a grave : 

Each  errant  ftep  befide  is  torment.  Loe 
The  Moon  is  down,  the  Cr’ckets  chirpe,  the  Schreich-owl 
Calls  in  the  dawn  •,  all  offices  are  done 
Save  what  I fail  in:  But  the  point  is  this 
An  end,  and  that  is  all.  "Exit 

Scdena  tertia. 

Enter  Arcite^  rrith  Meaty  WinCy  and  Files, 

Arc.  1 Ihould  be  near  the  place,  hoa.  Colen  Falamon. 
Enter  Falamon. 


But  if  it  did , yours  is  too  tart ; fweet  Cofen : what  is  this  ? 
Are.  Venifon. 

Pal.  *Tis  a lufty  meat : 

Give  me  more  wine  y here  Arcite  to  the  wenches 
We  have  known  in  our  daies.  The  Lord  Stewards  daughter  I 
Doe  you  remember  her  > 

Arc.  After  you  Cuz. 

Pal.  She  lov’d  a black-hair’d  man. 

Arc.  She  did  fo  •,  well  Sir. 

Pal.  And  I have  heard  fome  call  him  Arcite  j and 
Arc.  Out  with’t  faith. 

Pal.  She  met  him  in  an  Arbor : 

What  did  Ihe  there  Cuz  .<*  play  o’the  virginals  ? 

Arc.  Something  Ihe  did  Sir. 

Pal.  Made  her  groan  a Month  for’t:  or  2.  or  3. or  10. 
Arc.  The  Marlhals  Sifter, 
dad  her  Ihare  too,  as  1 remember  Colen, 

’"-Ife  there  be  tales  abroad,  you’ll  pledge  her? 

Pal.  Yes. 

Arc.  A pretty  brown  wench  ’tis : There  was  a time 
When  young  men  went  a hunting,  and  a wood. 

And  a broad  beech : and  thereby  hangs  a tale : heigh  ho. 

Pal.  For  tmilyy  upon  my  life,  fool 
A way  with  this  ftrain’d  mirth  y I fay  again 
That  ligh  was  breath’d  for  Emily  y bale  Co/en, 

Dar’ft  thou  break  lirft? 

Arc.  You  are  wide. 

Pal.  By  heaven  and  earth,  there’s  nothing  in  thee  honeft. 
Arc.  Then  I’ll  leave  you:  you  are  a Beaftnow: 

Pal.  As  thou  mak’ft  me.  Tray  tor. 

Arc.  There’s  all  things  needfull,  files  and  Ihirts,  and  per- 
fumes. 

I’ll  come  again  fome  two  hours  hence,  and  bring 
That  that  ffiall  quiet  all. 

Pal.  A Sword  and  Armor. 

Arc.  Fear  me  not  *,  you  are  now  too  fowl  y farewell. 

Get  off  your  Trinkets,  you  ftiall  want  nought  j 
Pal.  Sir  ha: 

Arc.  I’ll  here  no  more.  Exit. 

Pal.  If  he  keep  touch,  he  dies  for’t.  Exit. 


Pal.  Arcite} 

Arc.  The  lame  j I have  brought  you  food  and  files, 
Come  forth  and  fear  not,  here’s  no  Ihefeus. 

Pal.  Nor  none  fo  honeft:  Arcite. 

Arc.  That’s  no  matter, 

Wee’ll  argue  that  hereafter ; Come  take  courage. 

You  lhall  not  dye  thus  beaftly,  here  Sir  drink  : 

1 know  you  ’re  faint,  then  I’ll  talk  further  with  you. 

Pal.  ArcitCy  thou  mightft  now  poylbn  me. 

Arc.  1 might. 

But  I muft  fear  you  firft : Sit  down,  and  good  now 
No  more  of  thefe  vain  parlies  y let  us  not 
Having  our  ancient  reputation  with  us 
Make  talk  for  Fools,  and  Cowards,  To  your  health,  &c 
Pal.  Doe. 

Arc,  Pray  fit  dowu  then,  and  let  me  entreat  you 
By  all  the  honefty  and  honor  in  you. 

No  mention  of  this  woman,  ’t  will  difturb  us, 

We  lhall  have  time  enough. 

Pal.  Well  Sir,  I’ll  pledge  you. 

Arc.  Drinke  a good  hearty  draught,  it  breeds  good  blood 
man. 

Doe  not  you  feel  it  thaw  you  ? 

Pal.  Stay,  I’ll  tell  you  after  a draught  or  two  more. 

Arc.  Spare  it  not,  the  Duke  has  more  Cuz ; Eat  now. 
Pal.  Yes. 

Arc,  I ’m  glad  you  have  lb  good  a ftomach. 

Pal.  I ’m  gladder  1 have  fo  good  meat  to’t. 

Arc.  Is’t  not  mad  lodging  here  in  the  wild  woods  Colen? 
Pal.  Yes,  for  them  that  have  wild  Confciences. 

Arc.  How  tails  your  viftuals?  your  hunger  needs  nofawce 
I fee. 

Pal.  Not  much. 


Sc£na  ^ttarta. 

Enter  Jaylors  daughter. 

Daugh.  I am  very  cold,  and  all  the  Stars  are  out  too. 
The  little  Stars,  and  all,  that  look  like  aglets: 

The  Sun  hasleen  my  Folly:  Falamon y 
Alas  no  j he’s  in  heaven  ^ where  am  I now  ? 

Yonder^s  thefea,  and  there’s  a Ship^  how’t  tumbles 
And  there’s  a Rock  lies  watching  under  water  j 
Now,  now,  it  beats  upon  it*,  now,  now,  now. 

There’s  a leak  fprung,  a found  one,  how  they  cry? 

Upon  her  before  the  wind,  you’ll  loofe  all  els : 

Up  with  a courfe  or  two,  and  tack  about  Boys. 

Good  night,  good  night,  y’are  gone  *,  I ’m  very  hungry, 
Would  I could  find  a fine  Frog  ^ he  would  tell  me 
News  from  all  parts  o’th’  world,  then  would  I make 
A Careck  of  a Cockle-lhell,  and  fayll 
By  Eaft  and  North  Eaft  to  the  King  of  Pigmiesy 
For  he  tels  fortunes  rarely.  Now  my  Father 
Twenty  to  one  is  truft  up  in  a trice 
To  morrow  morning,  I’ll  fay  never  a word. 

Sing. 

For  I’ll  cut  my  green  coaty  afoot  above  my  hneCy 
And  Vll  clip  my  yellow  lockj  *,  an  inch  below  mine  cie. 

heyy  nonnyy  nonnyy  nonny. 
He’s  buy  me  a whit  Cut,  forth  for  to  ride 
And  PU  goe  feek  him,  throw  the  world  that  is  f>  wide. 

hey  nonnyy  nonny,  nonny. 

O for  a prick  now  like  a Nightingale,  to  put  my  breft 
Again!!:.  I lhall  fleep  like  a Top  elfc.  F.xit. 

Sexna 
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Sceena  Sexta. 

i 

Enter  a School-mafier  4.  Countrymen:  and  Baum, 

2.  or  3,  Tvenchei^  -with  a Taborer, 

Sch^  Fy,fy,whattediofity,&direnranity  is  here  among  ye? 
have  my  Rudiments  bin  labour’d  lb  long  with  ye  ? milk’d  unto 
ye,  and,  by  a figure,  even  the  very  plumbroth  & marrow  of 
my  underftanding  laid  upon  ye?  and  do  you  ftill  cry  where, 
and  how,  & wherefore>you  moll:  courfe  freeze  capacities,  ye 
jave  Judgements,  have  I faid  thus  let  be,  and  there  let  bC; 
and  then  let  be,  and  no  man  underftand  me , proh  deum , 
medius  fidius^  ye  are  all  dunces:  For  why  here  ftand  I.  Heie 
the  Duke  comes,  there  are  you  clofe  in  the  Thicket  ^ the 
Duke  appears,  1 meet  him,  and  unto  him  I utter  learned 
things,and  many  figures,  he  hears,  and  nods, and  hums, and 
then  cries  rare,  and  I goe  forward,  at  length  1 fling  my  Cap 
up  ■ mark  there then  do  you  as  once  did  Melea^er^^nd  the 
Bore  break  comely  out  before  him ; like  true  lovers,  calf  your 
felves  in  a Body  decently,  and  l\veetly,  by  a figure  trace, 
and  turn  Boys. 

1 . And  fweetly  we  will  doe  it  Mafter  Gerrold. 

2.  Draw  up  the  Company,  Where’s  the  Taboror  ? 

3.  Why  Timothy  ? 

Tab.  Ffere  my  mad  boys,  have  at  y^ 

Sch,  But  I lay  where’s  their  woman  ^ * 

4.  Here’s  Friz  ZTid  Maudline. 

2.  And  little  L«c<r,  with  the  white  legs,  and  bouncing 

Barbary. 

1.  And  freckled  Nel\  that  never  fail’d  her  Mafter. 

Sch.  Where  be  your  Ribands  maids?lwym  with  your  Bodies 

And  carry  it  Iweetly,  and  deliverly 
And  now  and  then  a favor,  and  a friske. 

Net.  Let  us  alone  Sir. 

Sch.  Where’s  the  reft  o’th’  Mufick. 

3.  Difpers'd  as  you  commanded. 

Sch  Couple  then 

And  lee  what’s  wanting^  where’s  the  Bavian  ? 

My  friend,  carry  your  tail  without  offence 
Or  fcandall  to  the  Ladies  •,  and  be  fure 
You  tumble  with  audacity,  and  manhood. 

And  when  you  bark  doe  it  with  judgement. 

Bau.  Yes  Sir. 

Sch.  rto  usque  tandem  ? Here  is  a woman  warttingi 

4.  We  may  goe  whittle : all  the  fat’s  i’th’  fire. 

Sch.  We  have. 

As  learned  Authors  utter,  walh’d  a Tile, 

We  have  been and  labour’d  vainly. 

2.  This  is  that  fcornfuU  peece,  that  feurvy  hilding 
That  gave  her  promife  faithfully,  Ihe  would  be  here, 
Ci-ely  the  Sempfters  daughter: 

The  next  gloves  that  I give  her  lhall  be  dogs-skin  ^ 

Nay  and  Ihe  fail  me  once,  you  can  tell  jitcas., 

She  fwore  by  wine,  and  bread,  Ihe  would  not  breaki 
Sch.  An  Eeel  and  woman, 

A learned  Poet  layes : unles  by’th’  tail 
And  with  thy  teeth  thou  hold,  will  either  fail. 

In  manners  this  was  falle  pofition. 

I,  A fire  ill  take  her  j do’s  Ihe  flinch  now? 

3.  What 

Shall  we  determine  Sir  ? 

Sch.  Nothing, 

Our  bufinefsis  become  a nullity 

Yea,  andawoefull,  and  a pittious  nullity. 

4.  Now  when  the  credit  of  our  Town  lay  on  it, 

Novi  to  be  frampall,  now  to  pifso’th’  nettle, 

Goe  thy  ways,  I’ll  remember  thee,  I’ll  fit  thee. 


Enter  laylor^s  daughter. 

Daughter, 

The  George  alotv^  came  front  the  South.,  front 
The  coaji  of  Barbary  a. 

And  there  he  met  n ith  brave  gallants  of  rvar 

By  one,  by  two,  by  three,  a. 

IF  ell  haiPd,  well  hail  d,  you  jolly  gallants.  Chair  and 

And  whither  now  are  you  hound  a ? ftools  out; 

0 let  me  have  your  company  till  come  to  the  fund  a. 

There  ir as  three  fools,  fell  out  about  an  hondet: 

The  one  fed  it  was  an  owl 
The  other  he  fd  nay. 

The  third  he  fed  it  was  a hawk^,  and  her  bels  were  cut  away. 

3.  There’s  a dainty  mad  woman  Mr,  comes  i’th’  Nick,  as 
mad  as  a march  Hare  ^ If  we  can  get  her  dance,  we  are  made 
again : 1 warrant  her,  flie’ll  do  the  rareft  gambols. 

1 . A mad  woman  > we  are  made  Boys. 

Sch.  And  are  you  mad  good  woman  ? 

Vauqh.  I would  be  foiry  ellc. 

Give  me  your  hand. 

Sch.  Why  ? 

Vaugh.  I can  tell  your  fortune. 

You  are  2 fool:  tel)  ten,  I havepoz’d  him  : Buz. 

Friend  you  mutt  eat  no  white  bread,  if  you  do 
Your  teeth  will  bleed  extremely,  lhall  wc  dance  hO  ? 

I know  you,  y’are  a Tinker:  Sir,  ha  Tinker 
Stop  no  more  holes,  but  what  you  flioald. 

Sch.  Dii  honi.  A Tinker  Damzell  / 

Vaug.  Or  a Conjurer : raife  me  a devill  now,  and  let 
him  play. 

^ipajfa,  o’th’  bels  and  bones. 

Sch.  Go  take  her,  and  fluently  perfuade  her  to  a peace : 
Et  opus  exegi,  quod  nec  JuuU  ira-,  nec  ignUi 
Strike  up,  and  lead  her  in. 

2.  Come  Lafs,  lets  trip  it. 

Daugh.  I’ll  lead.  (^JFind  Horns '. 

3.  Doe,  doe. 

Sch.  Perfuafively , and  cunningly  : away  boys, 

( tx.  all  but  Schoolem after. 

1 hear  the  horns : give  me  fome 
Meditation,  and  mark  your  Cue  y 
Pallas  infpire  me. 

Enter  Thef.  Fir.  Hip.  Emil,  Arcite:  and  train. 

Thef.  This  way  the  Stag  took. 

Sch.  Stay,  and  edifie. 

Thef.  What  have  we  here? 

Fer.  Some  Countrey  fport,  upon  my  life  Sir. 

Thef.  Well  Sir,  goe  forward,  we  will  edifie. 

Ladies  fit  down,  we’ll  ftay  it. 

S$h.  Thou  doughtie  Duke  all  hail  ; all  hail  fvveet  La- 
dies. 

Thef.  This  is  a cold  beginning; 

Sch.  If  you  but  favor  i our  Country  paftinie  made  is, 
We  are  a few  of  thole  collected  here 
That  ruder  Tongues  diftinguifli  villager. 

And  to  fay  veritie,  and  not  to  fable  ■, 

We  are  a merry  rout,  Or  eife  a rable 
Or  company,  or  by  a figure,  Chorus 
That  for  thy  dignitie  will  dance  a Morris, 

And  I that  am  the  redifier  of  all 

By  title  Pedagogus,  that  let  fall 

The  Birch  upon  the  breeches  of  the  fniall  ones. 

And  humble  with  a Ferula  the  tall  ones. 

Doe  here  prefent  this  Machine,  or  this  frame 
And  daintie  Duke,  whole  doughtie  difinall  fame 
From  Vis  to  Vedalus,  from  poll;  to  pillar 
Is  blown  abroad  •,  help  me  thy  poor  well  wilier, 

And  with  thy  twinckling  eyes,  look  right  and  ftraight 
Upon  this  mighty  Morr — of  mickle  waight 
Is-— now  comes  in,  which  being  glcw’d  together 


Makei- 
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Makes  Morris,  and  the  caufe  that  we  came  hither 
1 he  body  of  oiir  fport  of  no  fmall  ffudy 
I f rft  appear,  though  rude,  and  raw,  and  muddy, 
To  fpeak  be.'ore  thy  noble  grace,  this  tenner: 

Ac  vvho!c  great  feet  I offer  up  my  penner. 

The  next  the  Lord  of  May,  and  Lady  bright. 

The  Chambermaid,  and  Servingman  by  night 
That  feek  out  lilent  hanging : 'Lhen  mine  Holt 
And  his  fat  Spoufe,  that  welcomes  to  their  colt 
The  gauled  Traveller,  and  with  a beck’ning 
informes  the  T'aplter  to  inflame  the  reckhiingr 
Then  the  bead;  eating  Clown,  and  next  the  fool. 
The  Bavian^  with  long  tail,  and  eke  long  tool 
Cmn  nii/ltis  aliis^  that  make  a dance. 

Say  I,  and  all  fliall  prefently  advance. 

Ib.f,  I,  I by  any  means,  dear  Vomine, 

Per.  Produce. 

hitrate  flii^  Comc  forth,  and  foot  it. 

Knock  for  Schoolm. 


Mufick^  Dance: 
Enter  The  Dance. 


Ladies.^  if  we  have  been  merry 
/.nd  have  fleas  d thee  with  a derry.^ 

And  a derry^  and  a dotvn 
S ly  the  Scbool-majier^s  no  Clown: 

Dnke^  if  ive  have  fleas'*d  thee  too 
And  have  done  as  good  Boys  Jhonld  doe^ 

Give  Its  but  a tree  or  ’twaine 
For  a Maypole^  and  again 
Ere  another  year  run  ont^ 

mahf  thee  lauodo  and  all  this  rout. 

Ihcf.  Take  20.  Vomine  \ ho'N  does  my  fweet  heart? 

Hip.  Never  fo  pleas’d  Sir. 

Emil.  ’Twas  an  excellent  dance,  and  for  a preface 
i never  heard  a better, 

“Ihef.  School-mafter,  I thank  you,  One  fee’em  all  re- 
warded. 


As  kind  a kinfman,  as  you  force  me  hnd 
A beneficiall  foe,  that  my  embraces 
Might  thank  ye,  not  my  blows. 

Arc.  I (hall  think  either 
Well  done,  a noble recom pence. 

Pal.  Then  I lhall  quit  you. 

Arc.  Defy  me  in  thefe  fair  terms,  and  you  Ihow 
More  than  a Miftris  to  me,  no  more  anger 
As  you  love  any  thing  that’s  honorable  : 

We  were  not  bred  to  talk  man,  when  we  are  arm’d 
And  both  upon  our  guards,  then  let  our  fury  ' 

Like  meeting  of  two  tides,  fly  ftrongly  from  us. 

And  then  to  whom  the  birthright  of  this  Beauty 
Truely  pertains  ( without  obbraidings,  fcorns, 

E)ilpifings  of  our  perfons,  and  fuch  povvtings 

Fitter  for  Girles  and  Schooleboyes ) will  be  lecn 

And  quickly,  vots,  or  mine : Wilt  pleafe  you  arme  Sir  ? 

Or  if  you  feel  your  felf  not  fitting  yet 

And  fiirnilh’d  with  your  old  ftrength.  I’ll  Hay  Cofen 

And  ev’ry  day  difcourle  you  into  health. 

As  Pm  fpar’d,  your  perfon  1 ’m  friends  with 
And  1 could  wifli  I had  not  faid  I lov’d  her 
Though  I had  did  ^ But  loving  fuch  a Lady 
And  juftifying  my  Love,  I mull  not  fly  from’L 

Pal.  Arche.,  thou  art  fo  brave  an  enemy 
That  no  man  but,  thy  Cofen’s  fit  to  kill  thee, 

I ’m  well,  and  lufiy,  choofe  your  Armes. 

Arc.  Choofe  you  Sir. 

Pal.  Wilt  thou  exceed  in  all,  or  do’ll  thou  doe  it 
To  make  me  fpare  thee  ? 

Arc.  If  you  think  fo  Cofen, 

You  ,are  deceiv’d,  for  as  I ’m  a Soldier. 

I will  not  fpare  you. 

Pal.  That’s  well  laid. 

Arc.  You’ll  find  it. 

Pal.  Then  as  I ’m  an  honell  man  and  love. 


Per.  And  heer’s  Ibmething  to  paint  your  Pole  withall.  With  all  the  juHice  of  affe(flion 

rr»  r>nr  fhnrfc  ciCToIn  I I’ll  Dau  thpp  fnnnrlhr  • 'This  T’ll 


Ihef.  Now  to  our  fports  again. 

Sch.  May  the  Stag  thou  huntll  Hand  long. 

And  thy  dogs  be  fwift  and  Ilrong : 

May  they  kill  him  without  lets. 

And  the  Ladies  eat  his  dowfets : Come  we  are  all  made. 

IFind  Horns.. 

Dii  De£q:  Omnes.,  ye  have  danc’d  rarely  wenches.  Exeunt.  I And  to  fay  true,  I Hole  it,  doe  I pinch  you? 

Pah  No. 


I’ll  pay  thee  foundly  : This  I’ll  take. 

Arc.  That’s  mine  then. 

I’ll  arme  you  firll. 

Pal.  Do : Pray  thee  tell  me  Colen, 
Where  gotll  thou  this  good  Armor? 
Arc.  ’Tis  the  Dukes, 


Sc£na  Septima. 

Enter  Palamon  from  the  Bttjh. 

Pal.  About  this  hour'ray  Cofen  gave  his  faith 
fo  vifit  me  again,  and  with  him  bring 
Two  Swords,  and  two  good  Armors  j If  he  fail 
He’s  neither  man,  nor  Soldier  ^ When  he  left  me 
I did  not  think  a week  could  have  reltor’d 
My  loft  ftrength  to  me,  I was  grown  fo  low. 

And  Creft-fal’n  with  my  wants ; I thank  thee  Arcite^ 

Thou  art  yet  a fair  Foe  ^ And  I feel  my  felf 
With  this  refrefhing,  able  once  again 
To  out- dure  danger : To  delay  it  longer 
V^'ould  make  the  world  think  when  it  comes  to  hearing. 
That  I lay  fatting  like  a Swine,  to  fight 
And  not  a Soldier  : Therefore  this  bleft  morning 
Shall  be  the  laft  ^ And  that  Sword  he  refufes. 

If  it  but  hold,  I kill  him  with  ^ ’tis  Juftice  : 

So  love,  and  Fortune  for  me:  O good  morrow. 

Enter  Arche  with  Armors  and  Swords, 

Arc.  Good  morrow  noble  kinfman. 

Pal.  1 have  put  you 
To  too  much  pains  Sir. 

Arc.  That  too  much  fair  Colen, 

Is  but  a debt  to  honor,  and  my  duty. 

Pal.  Would  you  were  fo  in  all  Sir  y 1 could  wilh  ye 


Arc.  Is’t  not  too  heavie  ? 

Pal.  I have  worn  a lighter. 

But  I lhall  make  it  ferve. 

Arc.  I’ll  buckl’t  clofe. 

Pal.  By  any  means. 

Arc.  You  care  not  for  a Grand  guard  ? 

Pal.  No,  no,  we’ll  ufe  no  horfes,  I perceive 
You  would  fain  be  at  that  Fight. 

Arc.  I ’ra  indifferent. 

Pal.  Faith  fo  am  I : Good  Cofen,  thruft  the  buckle 
Through  far  enough. 

Arc.  I warrant  you. 

Pal.  My  Cask  now. 

Arc.  Will  you  fight  bare-arm’d? 

Pal.  We  lhall  be  the  nimbler. 

Arc.  But  ufe  your  Gantlets  though  y'thofe  are  o’th’Ieaft, 
Prethee  take  mine  good  Cofen. 

Pal.  Thank  you  Arche. 

How  doe  I look,  am  I falen  much  away  ? 

Arc.  Faith  very  little*,  Love  has  us’d  you  kindly. 

Pal.  I’ll  warrant  thee.  I’ll  ftrike  home. 

Arc.  Doe,  and  fpare  not  y 
I’ll  give  you  caufe  fweet  Cofen. 

Pal.  Now  to  you  Sir, 

Me  thinks  this  Armor’s  very  like  that,  Arche. 

Thou  wor’ft  that  day  the  3.  Kings  fell,  but  lighter. 

Arc.  That  was  a very  good  one,  and  that  day 
I well  remember,  you  out-did  me  Cofen, 

I never  faw  fuch  valour  : When  you  charg’d 

Upon 
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Upon  the  left  wing  of  the  Enemie, 

I fpur’d  hard  to  come  up,  and  under  me 
I had  a right  good  horfe. 

fal.  You  had  indeed 
A bright  Bay  I remember. 

Arc.  Yes  but  all 

Was  vainly  labour’d  in  me,  you  out-went  me. 

Nor  could  my  wifhes  reach  you  i Yet  a little 
I did  by  imitation. 

Pal.  More  by  virtue, 

Yor  are  modelt  Co  fen. 

Arc.  When  I faw  you  charge  firlt. 

Me  thought  1 heard  a dreadfull  clap  of  Thunder 
Break  from  the  Troop. 

Pal  But  ftill  before  that  flew 
The  lightning  of  your  valour ; Stay  a little. 

Is  not  this  peece  too  ftreight  ? 
j4rc.  No,  no,  ’tis  v/ell. 

Pal.  I would  have  nothing  hurt  thee  but  my  Sw’ord, 

A bruife  would  be  difnonor. 

Arc.  Now  I ’m  perfeft. 

Pal.  Stand  off  then. 

Arc.  Take  my  Sword,  I hold  it  better. 

Pal.  I thank  ye : No,  keep  it,  your  life  lyes  on  it, 
Here’s  one,  if  it  4 but  hold,  I aske  no  more. 

For  all  my  hopes ; My  Caufe  and  honor  guard  me. 

They  botv  fever  all  rvayes : then  advance  and  ft  and. 
Arc.  And  me  my  love  : Is  there  ought  elle  to  fay  ? 

Pal.  This  only,  and  no  more:  Thou  art  mine  Aunts  Son. 
And  that  blood  we  defire  to  flied  is  mutuall. 

In  me,  thine,  and  in  thee,  mine : My  Sword 
Is  in  my  hand,  and  if  thou  killft  me 
The  gods,  and  I forgive  thee  ^ If  there  be 
A place  prepar’d  for  thofe  that  fleep  in  honor, 

I wilh  his  wearie  foul,  that  falls  may  win  it : 

Fight  bravely  Cofen,  give  me  thy  noble  hand. 

Arc.  Here  Palamon : This  hand  fhall  never  more 
Come  near  thee  with  fuch  friendlhip. 

Pal.  I commend  thee. 

Arc.  If  I fall,  curfe  me,  and  fay  1 was  a coward, 

For  none  but  fuch,  dare  die  in  thefe  juft  Tryalls, 

Once  more  farewell  my  Colen. 

Pal.  Farewell  Arche.  Fight 

Horns  rpithin:  they  ft  and, 
Arc.  Loe  Cofen,  loe,  our  Folly  has  undone  us. 

Pal.  Why? 

Arc.  This  is  the  Duke,  a hunting  as  I told  you. 

If  we  be  found,  we  ’re  wretched,  O retire 
For  honors  fake,  and  fafely  prefently 
Into  your  Bulh  agen  ^ Sir  we  fhall  find 
Too  many  hours  to  dye  in,  gentle  Cofen : 

If  you  be  feen  you  perifh  inftantly 
For  breaking  prifon,  and  I,  if  you  reveal  me. 

For  my  contempt  •,  Then  all  the  world  will  fcorn  us, 

And  fay  we  had  a noble  difference. 

But  bafe  difpofers  of  it. 

Pal.  No,  no.  Cofen 
I will  no  more  be  hidden,  nor  put  off 
This  great  adventure  to  a fecond  Tryall 
I know  your  cunning,  and  I know  your  caufe, 

He  that  faints  now,  fhame  take  him,  put  thy  felf 
Upon  thy  prefent  guard. 

Arc.  You  are  not  mad  ? 

Pal.  Or  I will  make  th’advantage  of  this  hour 
Mine  own,  and  what  to  come  fhall  threaten  me, 

1 fear  lefs  then  my  fortune : Know  w’eak  Cofen 
I love  Emilia.,  and  in  that  I’ll  bury 
Thee,  and  all  croffes  elfe. 

Arc.  Then  come,  what  can  come 
Thou  fhalt  know  Palamorij  I dare  as  well 
Die,  as  difeourfe,  or  fleep  : Only  this  fears  me, 

The  law  will  have  the  honor  of  our  ends. 

Have  at  thy  life. 

Pal.  Look  to  thine  own  well  Arche. 

Fight  again.  Horns 


Enter  Thejeus.^  Hippolita y Emilia^  Perithous  and  train. 

Thefeus.  What  ignorant  and  mad  malicious  Traitors, 

Are  you?  That  ’gainft  the  tenor  of  my  Laws 
Are  making  Battail,  thus  like  Knights’  appointed, 

Without  my  leave,  and  Officers  of  Armes  ? 

By  Caftor  both  fhall  dye. 

Pal.  Hold  thy  word  Thefeusy 
We  are  certainly  both  Traitors,  both  defpifers 
Of  thee,  and  of  thy  goodnefs : 1 ’m  Palamon 
That  cannot  love  thee,  he  that  broke  thy  Prifon, 

Think  well,  what  that  deferves-,  And  this  \s  Arche 
A bolder  Traytor  never  trod  thy  ground, 

A Falfer  never  feem’d  friend : This  is  the  man 
Was  beg’d  and  banifh’d,  this  is  he  contemnes  thee 
And  what  thou  dar’ft  doe^  and  in  this  difguife 
Againft  this  own  Edid  follows  thy  Sifter, 

That  fortunate  bright  Star,  the  fair  Emilia 
Whofe  fervant,  ( if  there  be  a right  in  feeing. 

And  firft  bequeathing  of  the  foul  to)  juftly 
I ’m,  and  w'hich  is  more,  dares  think  her  his. 

This  treacherie  like  a moft  trufty  Lover, 

I call’d  him  now  to  anfwer  •,  If  thou  be’ft 
As  thou  art  fpoken,  great  and  virtuous, 

The  true  defeider  of  all  injuries. 

Say,  Fight  again,  and  thou  fhalt  fee  me  Thefens 
Doe  fuch  a Juftice,  thou  thy  felf  wilt  envie 
Then  take  my  life.  I’ll  wooe  thee  to’t. 

Per.  O Heaven, 

What  more  than  man  is  this ! 

Thef  I have  fworn. 

Arc.  We  feek  not 

Thy  breath  of  mercy  Thefens.y  ’Tis  to  me 
A thing  as  foon  to  dye,  as  thee  to  fay  it. 

And  no  more  mov’d : where  this  man  calls  me  Traitor, 
Let  me  fay  thus  much  *,  If  in  love  be  Treafon, 

In  fervice  of  fo  excellent  a Beautie, 

As  I love  moft,  and  in  that  faith  will  perifh. 

As  I have  brought  my  life  here  to  confirme  it. 

As  I have  ferWd  her  trueft,  worthieft. 

As  I dare  kill  this  Cofen,  that  denies  it. 

So  let  me  be  moft  Traitor,  and  ye  pleafe  me: 

For  fcorning  thy  Edid  Duke,  aske  that  Lady 
Why  fhe  is  fair,  and  why  her  eyes  command  me 
Stay  here  to  love  her.  And  if  fhe  fay  Traytor, 

I ’m  a 'villain  fit  to  lye  unburied. 

Pal.  Thou  fnalt  have  pity  of  us  both,  O Thefeus^ 

If  unto  neither  thou  fliew  mercy,  flop 
( As  thou  art  juft  ) thy  noble  ear  againft  us. 

As  thou  art  valiant For  thy  Cofens  foul 
Whofe  12.  ftrong  labors  crown  his  memory, 

Let’s  die  together,  at  one  inftant,  Duke, 

Only  a little  let  him  fall  before  me. 

That  I may  tell  my  Soul  he  fhall  not  have  her. 

Thef  I grant  your  wifh,  for  to  fay  true,  your  Cofen 
Has  ten  times  more  offended,  for  I gave  him 
More  mercy  than  you  found,  Sir,your  offences 
Being  no  more  than  his : None  here  fpeak  for’em 
For  ere  the  Sun  fet,  both  fhall  fleep  for  ever. 

Hippol.  Alas  the  pity,  now  or  never  Sifter 
Speak  not  to  be  denied  ^ That  face  of  yours 
Will  bear  the  curfes  elfe  of  after  ages 
For  thefe  loft  Cofens. 

Emil.  In  my  face  dear  Sifter 
I find  no  anger  to’em  ^ Nor  no  ruin. 

The  mifadjventure  of  their  own  eyes  kill’em  •, 

Yet  that  I will  be  woman,  and  have  pitty. 

My  knees  fhall  grow  to’th’  ground  but  I’ll  get  mercie. 
Help  me  dear  Sifter,  in  a deed  fb  virtuous. 

The  powers  of  all  women  will  be  with  us, 

Moft  royall  Brother. 

Hippol.  Sir  by  our  tye  of  Marriage. 

Emil.  By  your  own  fpotlefs  honor. 

Hii 
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tap.  By  that  faith, 

Thtt  fair  hand,  and  that  honeft  heart  yon  gave  me. 

EtJiil.  By  that  you  would  have  pitty  in  another. 

By  your  own  virtues  infinite. 

Hip.  By  valor, 

By  all  the  chaft  nights  I have  ever  pleas’d  you 
Thtf.  Thefe  are  ftiange  Conjurings. 

Per.  Nay  then  I’il  in  too:  By  all  our  frienddiip  Sir,  by 
all  our  dangers, 

By  all  you  love  nioll,  wars^  And  this  Iweet  Lady. 

Emil.  By  that  you  would  have  trembled  to  deny 
A blulhing  Maid. 

Eiip.  By  your  own  eyes : By  llrength 
In  which  you  fwore  1 went  beyond  all  women, 

.Almoll:  all  men,  and  yet  I yielded  Phefeus. 

Per.  To  crown  all  this  •,  By  your  moll  noble  foul 
Which  cannot  want  due  mercie,  I beg  firll. 

Hip.  Next  hear  my  prayers. 

Emil.  Lalt  let  me  intreat  Sir. 

Per.  For  mercy. 

Hip  Mercy. 

Emil.  Mercy  on  thele  Princes. 

IbeJ]  Ye  make  my  faith  reel:  Say  I felt 
Companion  to’em  both,  how  would  you  place  it  ? 

Emil.  Upon  their  lives : But  with  their  banilhments. 
Ihef.  You  are  a right  woman.  Siller  j You  have  pitty, 
But  want  the  underllanding  where  to  ufe  it. 

If  you  delire  their  lives,  invent  a way 
Saler  than  banillmient;  Can  thele  two  live 
And  have  the  agony  of  love  about  ’em. 

And  not  kill  one  another  ? Every  day 
They’ld  fight  about  you  •,  Hourly  bring  your  honor 
In  publique  queftion  with  their  Swords  ^ Be  wife  then 
And  here  forget  ’em  ^ It  concerns  your  credit, 

And  my  o’th  equally : 1 have  faid  they  die. 

Better  they  fall  byth’  Law,  than  one  another. 

Bow  not  my  honor. 

Emil.  O my  noble  Brother, 

That  o’th  was  ralhly  made,  and  in  yonr  anger. 

Your  rcafon  will  not  hold  it,  if  fuch  vows 
Stand  tor  exprefs  will,  all  the  world  mull  perilh. 

Befidc,  I have  another  oath,  gainll  yours 
Of  more  authority,  I ’m  lure  more  love. 

Not  made  in  palfion  neither,  but  good  heed. 

I'hef  What  is  it  Siller  > 

Per.  Urge  it  home  brave  Lady. 

Emil.  That  you  would  never  deny  me  any  thing 
Fit  for  my  modell  liiit,  and  your  free  granting : 

I tye  you  to  your  word  now,  if  ye  fall  in’t. 

Think  how  you  maim  your  honor  ^ 

( For  now  1 ’m  fet  a begging  Sir,  I ’m  deaf 
To  all  but  your  co^mpalTion)  how,  their  lives 
Might  breed  the  ruin  of  my  name  j Opinion, 

Shall  any  thing  that  loves  me  perilh  for  me> 

That  were  a cruell  wifdom,  doe  men  proyn 
The  llraight  young  Bows  that  blulhwith  thoufand  Blollbms 
Becaufe  they  may  be  rotten  ? O Duke  ‘Phefeus 
The  goodly  Mothers  that  have  groan’d  for  thefe. 

And  all  the  longing  Maids  that  ever  lov’d, 

If  your  vow  Hand,  fliall  curie  me  and  my  Beauty, 

And  in  their  funerall  fongs,  for  thefe  two  Cofens 
Defpile  my  cnieltie,  and  cry  woe  worth  me. 

Till  I ’m  nothing  but  the  fcorn  of  women 
For  Heavens  fake  fave  their  lives,  and  banilh  ’eml 
7bef.  On  what  conditions? 

Emil.  Swear’em  never  more 
T o make  me  their  Contention,  or  to  know  me^ 

To  tread  upon  the  Dukedome,  and  to  be 
Where  ever  they  Ihall  travel,  ever  ftrangers  to  one  another. 
I Pal.  I’ll  be  cut  a peeces 
Before  I take  this  oath,  forget  I love  her  ? 

0 all  ye  gods  difpife  me  then ; Thy  Banilhment 

1 not  millike,  fo  we  may  fairly  carry 

Our  Swords,  and  caufe  along:  Elfe  never  trifle, 


But  take  our  lives  Duke,  I mull  love  and  will. 

And  for  that  love,  mull  and  dare  kill  this  Cofen 
On  any  peece  the  earth  has. 

Phef.  Will  you  Arcite 
Take  thefe  conditions  ? 

Pal.  He’s  a villain  then. 

Per.  Thefe  are  men. 

Arcite.  No,  never  Duke : ’Tis  v;orfe  to  me  than  begging 
To  take  my  life  fo  balely,  though  I think  ° 

i never  Ihall  enjoy  her,  yet  I’ll  preferve 
The  honor  of  affeTion,  and  dye  for  her. 

Make  death  a Devill. 

Ihef.  What  may  be  done?  For  now  I feel  compaffion. 

Per.  Let  it  not  fall  again  Sir. 

‘Ihef  Say  Emilia 

If  one  of  them,  were  dead,  as  one  mull,  are  you 
Content  to  take  fh’other  to  your  husband  ? 

They  cannot  both  enjoy  you^  They  are  Princes 
As  goodly  as  your  own  eyes,  and  as  noble 
As  ever  fame  yet  fpoke  of : Look  upon’em. 

And  if  you  can  love,  end  this  difference, 

I give  conlent,  are  you  content  too,  Princes? 

Both.  With  all  our  fouls. 

Phef  He  that  file  refufes 
Mufc  dye  then. 

Both.  Any  death  thou  canll  invent  Duke. 

Pal.  If  I fall  from  that  mouth,  I fall  with  favori 
And  Lovers  yet  unborn  Ihall  blels  my  alhes. 

Arc.  If  Ihe  refule  me,  yet  my  grave  will  wed  me," 

And  Soldiers  ling  my  Epitaph. 

Phej.  Make  choice  then. 

Emil.  1 cannot  Sir,  they  are  both  too  excellent 
For  me,  a hayr  Ihall  never  fall  of  thele  men. 

Hip.  What  will  become  of  ’em  ? 

Phef  Thus  I ordain  it. 

And  by  mine  honor,  once  again  it  Hands, 

Or  both  Ihall  dye.  You  Ihall  both  to  your  Countrey, 

I And  each  within  this  month  accompanied 
With  three  fair  Knights,  appear  again  in  this  place, 

In  which  I’ll  plant  a Pyramid  ^ And  whether 
Before  us  that  are  here,  can  force  his  Cofen 
By  fair  and  knightly  llrength  to  touch  the  Pillar, 

He  Ihall  enjoy  her : The  other  loole  his  head. 

And  all  his  friends : Nor  Ihall  he  grudge  to  fall. 

Nor  think  he  dies  with  interell  in  this  Lady : 

Will  this  content  ye  ? 

Pal.  Yes:  Here  Colen  Arcite 
I ’m  friends  again,  till  that  hour. 

Arc.  I embrace  ye. 

Phef  Are  you  content  Siller? 

Emil.  Yes,  I mull  Sir, 

Ecel  both  milcarry. 

Phef.  Come  lhake  hands  again  then. 

And  take  heed,  as  you  are  Gentlemen,  this  Quarrell 
Sleep  till  the  hour  perfixt,  and  hold  your  courfc. 

Pal.  We  dare  not  fail  thee  Phefeus, 

Poef  Come,  I’ll  give  ye 
Now  ufage  like  to  Princes,  and  to  Friends : 

When  ye  return,  who  wins.  I’ll  fettle  here. 

Who  lofes,  yet  I’ll  weep  upon  his  Beer.  Exeunt. 


Adlus 
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J&us  Quartus. 


Scan  a Vrima^ 

Enter  Jailor  and  his  freind. 

Jail,  r TEar  you  no  more  ? was  nothing  faid  of  me 
nConcerningthe  efcapeof  ? 

Good  Sir  remember. 

1 Fr.  Nothing  that  I heard. 

For  I came  home  before  the  bufineis 
Was  fully  ended  ; yet  I might  perceive 
E’r  I departed,  a great  likelyhood 
Of  both  their  pardons  : for  Hippolita., 

And  fair-ey’d  Emilia.^  upon  their  knees, 

Begg’d  with  fuch  handfome  pitty,  that  the  Duke 
Methought  flood  flaggering  whether  he  fliould  follow 
His  ralh  oath,  or  the  fweet  companion 
Of  thofe  two  Ladies  •,  and  to  fecond  them. 

That  traly  noble  Prince  Perithous. 

Half  his  own  heart,  fetin  too,  that  I hope 
All  fhall  be  well : neither  heard  I one  queftion 
Of  your  name,  or  his  fcape. 

Enter  2 Friends, 

Jail.  Pray  Heaven  it  hold  fb. 

2 Fr.  Be  of  good  comfort  man  *,  I bring  you  news 
Good  news. 

Jail.  They  are  welcome, 

2 Fr.  Palamon  has  clear’d  you. 

And  got  your  pardon,  and  difcover’d  (Daughter’s, 

How,  and  by  whofe  means  he  fcap’d,  which  was  your 
Whofe  pardon  is  procured  too,  and  the  prifoner 
Not  to  be  held  ungrateful  to  her  goodnefs. 

Has  given  a fiim  of  money  to  her  Marriage, 

A large  one  I’ll  aflure  you. 

Jail.  Ye  are  a good  man 
And  ever  bring  good  news. 

1 Fr.  How  was  it  ended? 

2 Fr.  Why,  as  it  fhouldbe ; they  that  ne’er  begg’d 
But  they  prevail’d,  had  their  fiiits  fairly  granted. 

The  prifoners  have  their  lives. 

1 Fr.  I knew ’tvvould  be  fb. 

2 Fr.  But  there  be  new  conditions,  which  you’ll  hear  of 
At  better  time. 

Jail.  I hope  they  are  good. 

2 Fr.  They  are  honourable. 

How  good  they’ll  prove,  I know  not. 

Enter  U'^ooer. 

t Fr.  ’Twill  be  known. 

JVoo.  Alas  Sir,  where’s  your  Daughter  ? 

Jail.  Why  do  you  ask  ? 

IFoo  Oh  Sir,  when  did  you  fee  her  ? 

2 Fr.  How  he  looks 

Jail.  This  morning.  fleep  ? 

Woo.  Was  fhe  well  ? was  fhe  in  health  Sir?  when  did  fte 
I Fr.  Thefe  are  flrange  queflions. 

Jail.  I do  not  think  fhe  was  very  well,  for  now 
You  make  me  mind  her,  but  this  very  day 
I ask’d  her  queflions,  and  fhe  anfwer’d  me 
So  far  from  what  fhe  was,  fochildifhly, 

So  fillily,  as  if  file  were  a fool. 

An  Innocent,  and  I was  very  angry. 

But  what  of  her  Sir ; ( as  good  by  me 

W 90.  Nothing  but  my  pity,  but  you  mufl:  know  it,  and 
As  by  another  that  lefs  loves  her  : 
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Jail.  Well  sir. 

1 Fr.  Not  right  ? 

2 Fr.  Not  well  ? 

Woo.  No  Sir,  not  well. 

Woo.  ’Tis  too  true,  fhe  is  mad. 

1 Fr.  It  cannot  be. 

W 00.  Believe,  you’ll  find  it  fb. 

Jay.  I half  fufpedcd 

What  you  cold  me  : the  gods  comfort  her: 

Either  this  was  her  love  to  Palamon.^ 

Or  fear  of  my  mifcarrying  on  his  fcape. 

Or  both. 

Woo.  ’Tis  likely. 

Jay.  But  why  all  this  hafle,  Sir  ? 

Woo.  I’ll  tell  you  quickly.  As  I late  was  angling- 
In  the  great  Lake  that  lies  behind  the  Palace,  ° 

From  the  far  fliore,  thick  fet  with  Reeds  and  Sedges. 

As  patiently  I was  attending  fport, 

I heard  a voice,  a Ihrill  one,  and  attentive 
I gave  my  ear,  when  I might  well  perceive 
’Twas  one  that  fung,  and  by  the  fmallnefs  of  it 
A Boy  or  Woman.  I then  left  my  angle 
To  his  own  skill,  came  near,  but  yet  perceiv’d  not 
W ho  made  the  founds  the  Rufhes, andthe  Reeds 
Had  fo  encompafl  it ; I laid  me  down 
And  liflned  to  the  words  fhe  fung,  for  then 
Through  a fmall  glade  cut  by  the  Fifner-men, 

I faw  it  w’as  your  Daughter. 

Jail.  Pray  goe  on  Sir  ? 

Woo.  She  fung  much,  but  no  fence-,  only  I heard  her 
Repeat  "-.his  often.  Palamon  is  gone. 

Is  gone*  .0  th’  wood  to  gather  Mulberries, 

I’ll  find  him  out  to  morrow. 

1 Fr.  Pretty  foul. 

Woo.  His  fhackles  will  betray  him,  he’ll  be  taken, 

And  wTat  fliall  I do  then?  I’ll  bring  a heavy, 

A hundred  black-ey’d  Maids  that  love  as  I do 
With  Chaplets  on  their  heads  withDaffadillies, 

With  cherry  lips,  and  cheeks  of  Damask  Rofes, 

And  all  we’ll  dance  an  Antique  ’fore  the  Duke, 

And  beg  his  pardon-,  then  flie  talk’d  of  you.  Sir:, 

That  you  mufl  lofe  your  head  to  morrow  morning 
And  fhe  mufl  gather  Flowers  to  bury  you. 

And  feethehoufe  made  handfome,  then  fhe  fung 
Nothing  but  willow,  willow,  willow,  and  between 
Ever  was,  Palamon.,  Palamon., 

And.  P alamon.,  was  a tall  young  man.  The  place 
Was  knee  deep  where  (lie  fate  ^ her  carelefs  Trefles, 

A wreak  of  Bull-rufh  rounded  ^ about  her  fluck 
Thoufand  frefli  Water  Flowers  of  feveral  colours. 

That  methought  fire  appear’d  like  the  fair  Nymph 
That  feeds  the  lake  with  waters,  or  as  Iris 
Newly  dropt  down  from  heaven  ^ Rings  fhe  made 
Of  Rufhes  that  grew  by,  and  to  ’em  fpoke 
The  prettiefl  pofies:  thus  our  true  love’s  ty’d, 

This  you  may  loofe,  not  me,  and  many  a one  : 

And  then  fhe  wept,  and  fung  again,  and  figh’d. 

And  with  the  fame  breath  fmil’d,  andkifl  her  hand. 

2 Fr.  Alas  what  pity  it  is.^ 

Woo.  I made  into  her. 

She  faw  me,  and  flraight  fought  the  flood,  I fav’dher, 

And  fet  her  fafe  to  land : when  prcfently 
She  flipt  away,  and  to  the  City  made. 

With  fuch  aery,  and  fwiftnefs,  that  believe  me 
She  left  me  far  behind  her  ^ three,  or  four, 

I faw  from  far  off  crofs  her,  one  of  ’em 
I knew  to  be  your  brother,  where  we  flaid, 

And  fell,  fcarceto  be  got  away : I left  them  with  her. 

Enter  Brother,  Daughter,  and  others. 

And  hither  came  to  tell  you  : Here  they  are. 

Daugh.  May  yon  never  more  enjoy  the  light,  &C: 

Is  not  this  a fine  Song  ? 

K k k Pro. 
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Bro.  Oh,  a very  fine  one. 

Vaugh.  I can  fing  twenty  more. 

Bro.  I think  you  tan, 

Vaugh.  Yes  truly  can  I,  I can  fing  the  Broom y 

And  Bonny  Bobbin.  Are  not  you  a Tailor? 

Bro.  Yes. 

Vaugh.  Where’s  my  wedding-Gown  ? 

Bro.  rn  bring  it  to  morrow.  - 

Vaugh.  Doe,  very  rarely,  I mult  be  abroad  elfe  j 

To  call  the  Maids,  and  pay  the  Minftrels  ^ ^ 

For  I muft  loofe  my  Maidenhead  by  cock-light 
’Twill  never  thrive  elfe.  _ ^ 

Ohfair.^ohfiveet.,^Q.  Sings.  ^ 

Bro.  You  muft  ev’n  take  it  patiently. 

Jay.  ’Tis  true, 

Vaugh.  Good  ev’n,  good  men,  pray  did  you  ever  hear 

Of  one  young  Valamon  ? 

Jay.  Yes  wench,  we  know  him. 

Vaugh.  Is’tnota  fine  young  Gentleman? 
y<i)'.'^’Tis  Love. 

Bro.  By  no  mean  crofs  her,  file  is  then  diftemper’d 

For  vvorie  than  now  fne  ftiows. 

I Fr.  Yes,  he’s  a fine  man. 

Vaugh.  Oh,  is  he  fo  ? you  have  a Sifter. 

1 Fr.  Yes, 

Vaugh.  But  Ihe  fnall  never  have  him,  tell  her  lb. 

For  a trick  that  I know,  y’had  belt  look  to  her. 

For  i^  ihe  fee  him  once,  fhe’s  gone,  Ihe’s  done, 

And  undone  in  an  hour.  All  the  young  Maids  ^ 

Of  our  Town  are  in  love  with  him,  but  I laugh  at  ’em 
Ajid  let  ’em  all  alone,  is’t  not  a wife  courfe  ? 

iFr.  Yes.  . (by  him, 

Vaugh.  There  is  at  leaft  two  hundred  now  with  child 
There  muft  be  four  ^ yet  I keep  clofe  for  all  this, 

Clofe  as  a Cockle  ^ and  all  thefe  muft  be  boys, 

He  has  the  trick  on’t,  and  at  ten  years  old 

They  muft  be  all  gelt  for  Muficians, 

: And  fing  the  wars  of  7 he  feus. 

2 Fr.  This  is  ftrange. 

Vauoh.  As  ever  your  heard,  but  fay  nothing. 

I Fr.  No.  (him, 

Vaugh.  They  come  from  all  parts  of  theDuhedom  to 

I’ll  warrant  ye,  he  had  not  fb  few  laft  night 

As  twenty,  to  difpatch,  he’ll  tickle’t  up 

In  two  hours,  if  his  hand  be  in. 

Jay.  She’s  loft 

Paft  all  cure, 

Bro.  Heaven  forbid  man. 

Vaug.  Come  hither,  you  are  a wife  maa 

I Fr.  Does  fhe  know  him  ? 

2.  Fr.  No,  would  fhe  did. 

Vaugh.  You  are  mafter  of  a Ship  ? 

Jay.  Yes. 

Vaugh.  Where’s  your  Compafs  ? 

Jay.  Here. 

Vaugh.  Set  it  to  th’ North. 

And  now  diredl  your  courfe  to  th’  wood,  where  Valamon 
■ Lies  longing  for  me-,  for  the  Tackling 

Let  me  alone  come  weigh  my  hearts,  cheerly.  _ 

Abi.  Owgh,  owgh,  owgh,  ’tis  up,  the  wind’s  fair,  top  the 
j Bowlings  out  with  the  main  fail,  where’s  your 
; Whiffle  Mafter? 

; Bro.  Let’s  get  her  in. 

Jay.  Up  to  the  top  Boy. 

Bro.  Where’s  the  Pilot  ? 

1 Fr.  Here. 

Vau^.  What  ken’ ft  thou  ? 

3 Fr.  A fair  wood. 

Vaugh.  Bear  for  it  mafter  : tack  about:  Sings 

When  Cinthia  with  her  borrowed  lights  &;c.  Exeunt 

Scans  Secunda. 

Enter  Emilia  alonoy  with  two  Tiaures. 

Emil.  Yet  I may  bind  thole  wounds  up,  that  muft  open 
fnd  bleed  to  death  for  my  fake  elfe  I’ll  choole, 

^nd  end  their  ftrife  two  fuch  young  handfome  men 
;hall  never  fall  for  me,  their  weeping  Mothers, 

'ollowing  the  dead  cold  afhes  of  their  Sons 
)hall  never  curfe  my  cruelty : Good  Heaven^ 

^hat  a fweet  face  has  Arcitey  if  wife  nature 

With  all  her  belt  endowments,  all  thole  beauties 
she  fhews  into  the  births  of  noble  bodies. 

Were  here  a mortal  woman,  and  had  in  her 

The  coy  denials  of  young  Maids,  yet  doubtlefs. 

She  would  run  mad  for  this  man : what  an  eye  ? 

Of  what  a fiery  fparkle,  and  quick  fweetnels: 

Has  this  young  Prince  ? here  Love  himlelf  fits  finiling, 
]uftfuch  another  wanton  Ganimeady 

Set  Love  a fire  with,  and  enforc’d  the  god 

Snatch  up  the  goodly  Boy,  and  fet  him  by  him 

A Ihining  conftellation : what  a brow. 

Of  what  a Ipacious  Majefty  he  carries  ? 

Arch’d  like  the  great  ey’d  Juno\  but  far  fweeter. 

Smoother  than  Felops  Shoulder  .?  Fame  and  Honor 

Methinks  from  hence,  as  from  a Promontory 

Pointed  in  heaven,  fliould  clap  their  wings,  and  fing 

To  all  the  under  world,  the  Loves,  and  Fights 

Of  gods,  and  fuch  men  near  ’em.  Palamony 

Is  but  his  foil,  to  him,  a mere  dull  lhadow. 

He’s  fwarth,  and  meagre,  of  an  eye  as  heavy 

As  if  he  had  loft  his  mother  •,  a ftill  temper, 

Noftirring  inhim,  no  alacrity. 

Of  all  this  Iprightly  ftiarpnels,  not  a Imile^ 

Yet  thefe  that  we  count  errors,  may  become  him? 

Narcifjus  was  a lad  Boy,  but  a heavenly  : 

Oh  who  can  find  the  bent  of  womans  fancy  ? 

I’m  a fool,  my  realbn  is  loft  in  me, 

I have  no  choice,  and  I have  ly’d  lb  lewdly 

That  Women  ought  to  beat  me.  On  my  knees 

I ask  thy  pardon : Palamony  thou  art  alone. 

And  only  beautiful,  and  thefe  thy  eyes, 

Thefe  the  bright  lamps  of  Beauty  that  command 

And  threaten  Love,  and  what  young  Maid  dare  crofs  ’em 
What  a bold  gravity,  and  yet  inviting 

Has  this  brown  manly  face  ? Oh  Love,  this  only 

1 From  this  hour  is  complexion : lye  there  Arcite, 

Thou  art  a changling  to  him,  a mere  Gipfie. 

And  this  the  noble  Bodie : I am  lotted, 
j Utterly  loft : My  Virgins  faith  has  fled  me. 

1 For  if  my  Brother,  but  even  now  had  ask’d  me 
j Whether  1 lov’d,  I had  run  mad  for  Arcite. 

Now  if  my  Sifter-,  More  for  Palamony 

Stand  both  together  : now,  come  ask  me  Brother-' 

Alas,  I know  not ; ask  me  now  Iweet  Sifter, 

I may  go  look  ^ what  a mere  child  is  Eancky 

That  having  two  fair  gawds  of  equal  fweetnels. 

Cannot  diftinguilh,  but  muft  cry  for  both. 

Enter  Emil.  andGent. 

Emil.  How  now  Sir  ? 

Gent.  From  the  Noble  Duke  your  Brother 

Madam,  I bring  you  news:  the  Knights  are  come. 

Emil.  To  end  the  quarrel  ? 

Gent.  Yes. 

Emil.  Would  I might  end  firft : 

What  fins  have  I committed,  chafte  Viansy 
. That  my  unfpotted  youth  muft  now  be  Ibifd 
. With  blond  of  Princes  ? and  my  Chaftity 

Be  made  the  Altar,  where  the  Lives  of  Lovers, 

Two  greater,  and  two  better  never  yet 

Made  Mothers  joy,  muft  be  the  lacrifice 

To  my  unhappy  Beauty  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  Thefeus,  Hippolita , Perithous,  and  Attendants 

\ 

7bcf.  Bring 'em  in  quickly. 

By  any  means  I long  to  fee  ’em. 

Your  two  contending  Lovers  are  return’d. 

And  with  them  their  fair  Knights:  Nowmy  fair  Siller, 
Youraufi;  love  one  of  them. 

Emil,  I had  rather  both. 

So  neither  for  my  fake  fhouldfall  untimely. 

Enter  Mejfenger,  Curtis. 

7hef.  Whofaw’em? 

Per  I a while. 

Gent.  And  1. 

7bef.  From  wlience  come  you,  Sir? 

Mejf'.  From  the  Knights. 

Jhef.  Pray  Ipeak 

You  that  have  feen  them,  what  they  are. 

MeJf.  I will  Sir, 

And  truly  what  I think ; fix  braver  fpirits 

Than  thofe  they  have  brought,  ( if  we  judge  by  the  outfide) 

1 never  faw,  nor  read  of:  he  that  ftands 

In  the  firft  place  with  Ardtey  by  his  feeming 

Should  be  a flout  man,  by  his  face  a Prince, 

( His  very  looks  fo  fay  him  ) his  complexion. 

Nearer  a brown,  than  blacky  Item,  and  yet  noble, 

Which  fhews  him  hardy,  fearlefs,  proud  of  dangers ; 

The  circles  of  his  eyes,  fhewfair  within  him. 

And  as  a heated  Lion,  fo  he  looks: 

His  hair  hangs  long  behind  him,  black  and  fliining , 

Like  Ravens  wings : his  fhoulders  broad,  and  flrong. 

Arm’d  long  and  round,  and  on  his  Thigh  a Sword 
Hung  by  a curious  Bauldrick : when  he  frowns 
Tofealhis  Will  with,  better  o’  my  confcience 
Was  never  Soldiers  friend. 

7hef.  Thou  haft  well  defcrib’d  him. 

Per.  Yet,  a great  deal  fhort 
Mcthinks,  of  him  that’s  firfl  with  Palamon* 

7bef.  Pray  fpeak  him  friend. 

Per.  I ghefsheis  a Prince  too. 

And  if  it  may  be,  greater  *,  for  his  fhow 
Has  all  the  ornament  of  honor  in’t : 

He’s  fomewhat  bigger  than  the  Knight  he  fpokc  of, 

But  of  a face  far  fwecter^  his  complexion 
Is  ( as  a ripe  Grape  ) ruddy : he  has  felt 
Without  doubt,  what  he  fights  for,  andfo  apter 
To  make  this  caufehisown:  in’s  face  appears 
All  the  fair  hopes  of  what  he  undertakes. 

And  when  he’s  angry,  then  a fetled  valour 
( Not  tainted  with  extreams ) runs  through  his  body. 

And  guides  his  arm  to  brave  things : Fear  he  cannot. 

He  fhews  no  fuch  foft  temper,  his  head’s  yellow. 

Hard  hair’d,  and  curl’d,  thick  twin’d,  like  Ivy  tops. 

Nor  to  undoe  with  thundery  in  his  face 
The  Livery  of  the  warlike  Maid  appears. 

Pure  red  and  white,  for  yet  no  beard  has  blefl  him. 
Andinhisrowling  eyes  fits  vidory. 

As  if  (he  ever  meant  to  corred  his  valour  : 

His  Nofe  Hands  high,  a Charader  of  honor. 

His  red  Lips,  after  fights,  are  fit  for  Ladies. 

Emil.  Muflthefe  men  die  too.^* 

Per.  When  he  fpeaks,  his  tongue 
Sounds  like  a Trumpet^  all  his  lineaments 
Are  as  a man  would  wifli  ’em,  flrong  and  clean. 

He  wears  a well-fleel’d  Axe,  theflafle  of  Gold, 

His  age  fome  five  and  twenty. 

Mejf.  There’s  another, 

A little  man,  but  of  a tough  foul,  feesning 
As  great  as  any,  fairer  promifes 
In  fuch  a Body  yet  I never  look’d  on. 

Per.  Oh  he  that’s  freckle  fac’d 
Mejf.  The  fame  my  Lord, 


Are  they  not  fweet  ones  > 

Pery  Yes,  they  are  well. 

Mejf.  Methinks. 

Being  fb  few,  and  well  difpos’d,  they  fhew  > 

Great,  and  fine  Art  in  nature,  he’s  white  hair’d, 
Notwanton  white,  but  fuch  a manly  colour 
Next  to  an^aborn,  tough,  and  nimble  fet, 

VVhich  Hows  aiiadive  foul;  his  arras  arebrawny 
Lin’d  with  flrong  finews  : to  the  fiiouldcr-picce. 

Gently  they  fwcl),  like  Women  new  conceiv’d, 

Which  fpeaks  him  prone  to  labour,  never  fainting 
Under  the  weight  of  Arms,  flout-hearted  flill. 

But  when  he  flirs,  a Tiger  he’s  grey  ey’d. 

Which  yields  compaffion  where  he  conquers : Harp 
To  fj^ie  advantages,  and  where  he  finds ’em, 

He’sfivift  to  make  ’em  his  ; He  does  no  wrongs. 

Nor  takes  none-,  he’s  round  fac’d,  and  when  he  fmiles 
He  Hows  a Lover  w'hen  he  frowns,  a Soldier : 

About  his  head  he  wears  the  winners  oak. 

And  in  it  fluck  the  favour  of  his  Lady : 

His  age,  fome  fix  and  thirty.  In  his  hand 
He  bears  a Charging  Stafie,  embofs’d  with  Silver 
Tbef.  Are  they  all  thus  ? 

Per.  Th?y  are  all  the  fons  of  honor. 

Tbef.  Now  as  I have  a foul,  I long  to  lee ’em, 

Lady,  you  Hall  fee  men  fight  now^ 

Hip.  1 wiHit, 

But  not  thecaufe  my  Lord-,  They  would  Hew 
Bravely  about  the  Titlesof  tw'O  Kingdoms  j 
’Tis  pity  Love  Hould  be  lo  tyrannous : 

Oh  my  foft-hearted  Sifter,  what  think  you? 

Weep  not,  till  they  weep  bloud : Wench  itmiiH  be. 

Tbef.  You  have  fteel’d  ’em  with  your  Beauty  .-  fionor’d 
To  you  I give  the  Field-,  pray  order  it,  ■’  (friend. 

Fitting  the  perfons  that  moll  ufe  it. 

Per.  Yes  Sir. 

Tbef.  Come,  I’ll  govifit  'em  : I cannot  flay, 

Their  fame  has  fir’d  me  fo  ^ till  they  appear. 

Good  friend  be  royal. 

Per.  There  Hali  want  no  bravery.  ■ 

Emil.  Poor  wench  go  weep,  forwhofoever  wins, 

L oofes  a noble  Cofin,  for  thy  fins.  Exemi^ 

Scena  lertia. 

Enter  Jailer yWooety  Dodor. 

Do£f.  Herdiflradionismorc  at  fome  time  of  the  Moon, 
Than  at  other  fome,  is  it  not  ? 

Jay.  She  is  continually  in  a harmlcls  dillcmper,  flceps 
Little,  altogether  .without  appetite,  fave  often  drinking. 
Dreaming  of  another  world,  and  a better-,  and  what 
Broken  piece  of  matter  fo  e’er  He’s  about,  the  name 
Palamon  lards  it,  that  He  farces  cv’ry  bufinefs. 

Enter  Dan^Jter. 

Withal,  fits  it  to  every  qucHion  -,  Look  where 
She  comes,  you  Hall  perceive  her  behaviour. 

Vangb.  I have  forgot  it  quite  y the  burden  on’t  was  Vjtvh 
A dawn  a : and  penn’d  by  no  vvorfe  man,  than 
Giraldoy  Emilias  Schoolmafter  ^ he’s  as 
Fantaflical  too,  as  ever  l.e  may  goe  upon’s  legs, 

For  in  the  ne.xt  world  will  Dido  fee  Palamony  and 
Then  will  He  be  out  of  love  with 
VoB.  What  fluff’s  here  ? poor  foul.- 
Jay.  Ev’nthus  all  day  long. 

Hangh.  Now  for  this  Charm,  that  I told  you  of,  youmsfc 
Bring  a piece  of  filveronthe  tip  of  your  tongue. 

Or  no  ferry:  then  if  it  be  your  chance  to  come  where 
The  blelled  fpirits,  as  there’s  a fight  now  -y  we  Maids 
That  have  our  Livers,  periHt,  crackt  to  pieces  with 
Love,  we  Hall  come  tnere,  and  do  nothing  all  day  long 
But  pick  Flowers  with  Proferplney  thzn.  will  1 make 
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Valamon  a Koicgay,thcn  Icthim  mark  me, then, 

J)oli.  How  prettily  flic’s  amifs  ? note  her  a little  farther. 

Z Faith  i’ll  tell  you,  fometime  we  goe  toBarly-break, 
We  of  the  bleflcd:,  alas,  ’tisafore  life  they  have  i’ th’ 

0[her  place,  iiich burning,  frying,  boiling,  hifltng. 

Howling,  chatt’ring,  curling,  oh  they  have  flirowd 

Mcalnre,  take  heed  if  one  be  mad,  or  hang,  or 

Drown  liiemlelves,  thither  they  goe,  Jupiter  blefs 

Us,  and  there  fliall  wc  be  put  in  a Cauldron  of 

Ixad,  and  Ui'lirers  greafe,  amongfl:  a whole  million  of 

Cut-piirfes,  and  there  boil  like  a Gamon  of  Bacon 

That  will  never  be  enough.  Exit. 

Toil:.  Hovvher  brain  coins? 

Vaugh.  Lords  and  Courtiers,  that  have  got  Maids  with 
child,  V.'icy  arc  in  this  place,  they  fhall  ftand  in  fire  up  to  the 
j\ avcl , and  in  Ice  up  to  th’  heart,  and  there  th’  offending  part 
burns,  and  the  deceiving  part  freezes-,  in  troth  a very  grie- 
vous puniflniient,  as  one  would  think,  for  fuch  a Trifle,  be- 
lieve me  one  would  marry  a leprous  witch,  to  be  rid  on’t 
I’ll  allure  you. 

'DoB.  How  file  continues  this  fancieP’Tis  not  an  engraffed 
madnefs  but  amoflthick,  and  profound  melancholly. 

Vjiiob.  To  hear  there  a proud  Lady,  and  a proud  City 
wife,  howl  together  • I wereabeaft,  and  Il’d  call  it  good 
fport : one  cries,  oh  this  finoak,  another  this  fire  one  cries 
oh  that  I ever  did  it  behind  the  Arras,  and  then  howls  j 
th’  other  curfes  a filing  fellow  and  her  Garden-houfe. 

Sings.  I rvill betrue.)  my  Stars my  6tc. 

Exit  Vaugh. 

Jay.  What  think  yon  of  her.  Sir (miniflerto. 

Duel.  I think  fhe  has  a perturbed  mind,  which  I cannot 

Jay.  Adas,  what  then  ? 

Vocl.  llndcrfland  you,  flie  ever  affeTed  any  man,  e’r 
She  beheld  Palamon  ? 

Jay.  I was  once.  Sir,  in  great  hope  fhe  had  fix’d  her 
Liking  on  this  Gentleman  my  friend. 

JToo.  I did  think  fo  too,  and  would  account  I had  a great 
Pcn’vYcrth  on’t,  togivehalfmyftate,  that  both 
She  and  I at  this  prefent  flood  unfainedly  on  the 
Same  terms.  ( the 

Toa.  That  intemperate  fnrfetofher  eye,  hath  diflemper’d 
Other  fences,  they  may  return  and  fettle  again  to 
Execute  their  preordained  faculties,  but  they  are 
Now  in  a mofl  extravagant  vagary.  This  you 
Muff  doe,  confine  her  to  a place,  where  the  light 
May  rather  feem  to  flealin,  than  be  permitted-,  take 
Upon  you  ( young  Sir,  her  friend)  the  name  of 
Palamon-.,  fay  you  come  to  eat  with  her,  and  to 
Commune  of  Love  ^ this  willcatch  her  attention,  for 
This  her  mind  beats  upon  s other  objefls  that  are 
inferted ’tween  her  mind  and  eye,  become  the  pranks 
And  friskins  of  her  madnefs  ^ ling  to  her  fuch  green 
Songs  of  Love,  as  fire  fays  hath  fung  in 

Prii'en Com.c  to  her,  fluck  in  as  fiveet  Flowers  as  the 
Seafon  is  miftrifsof,  and  thereto  make  an  addition  of 
Some  other  compounded  odors,  which  are  grateful  to  the 
Senfe:  all  this  fhall  become  Palamon.,  for  Palamonc-rn 
Sing,  and  Fj/rfmo/;  isfw'eet,  andev’ry  good  thing  defirc 
To  cat  with  her,  carve  her,  drink  to  her,  andflill 
Am^ong,  intermingle  your  petition  of  grace  and  acceptance 
Into  her  favour : learn  what  Maids  have  been  her 
( ompaniens,  and  Play.pheers-,  and  let  them  repair  to 
Her  with  Palamon  in  their  mouths,  and  appear  with 
Tokens,  asif  they  fuggefted  forhim,  it  is  a falfhood 
Sheisin,  which  is  with  falfhoods  to  be  combated. 

T'his  may  bring  her  to  eat,  to  fleep,  and  reduce  what’s 
Now  out  of  fquare  in  her,  into  their  former  Law,  and 
Regiment  ^ I have  feen  it  approved,  how  many  times 
1 know  not,  but  to  make  the  number  more,  I have 
Great  hope  in  this.  I will  between  the  paffages  of 
This  projcT,  come  in  with  myapplyance:  Let  us 
Put  it  in  execution -,  and  haften  the  fuccefs,  which  doubt  not 
Will  bring  forth  comfort.  Florifli.  £Are»«#. 


Jtius  Quintus, 

Sc  an  a Trim  a. 

Enter  Thefius,  Perithous,Hippolita,  Attendants. 

77;(/rTV  T Ow  let  ’em  enter,  and  before  the  gods 

Tender  their  holy  Prayers ; Let  the  Temples 
Burn  bright  with  facred  fires,  and  the  Altars 
In  hallowed  clouds  commend  their  fwelling  Incenfe 
T o thofe  above  us : Let  no  due  be  wanting, 

Florijh  of  Cornets.^ 

They  have  a noble  work  in  hand,  will  honor 
The  very  powers  that  love  ’em. 

Enter  Palamon  and  Arcite,  and  their  Knights. 

Per.  Sir,  they  enter. 

T-hef  You  valiant  and  flrong-hearted  enemies 
You  royal  German  foes,  that  this  day  come 
To  blow  that  nearnefsout,  that  flames  between  ye^ 

Lay  by  your  anger  for  an  hour,  and  Dove-like 
Before  the  holy  Altars  of  your  helpers 
(The  all'fear’d  gods  ) bow  down  your  flubborn  bodies. 
Your  Ire  is  more  than  mortal  -,  So  your  help  be. 

And  as  the  gods  regard  ye,  fight  with  Juftice, 

I’ll  leave  you  to  your  prayers,  and  betwixt  ye 
I part  my  wifhes. 

Per.  Honor  crown  the  worthieft. 

Exit  Thefeus  and  his  train. 
Pal.  The  glafs  is  running  now  that  cannot  finifh 
Till  one  of  us  expire ; think  you  but  thus. 

That  were  there  ought  in  me  which  ftrove  to  Ihew 
Mine  enemy  inthisbufinefs,  were’tone  eye 
Againft  another:  Armoppreftby Arm ; 

I would  deftroy  th’  offender,  Coz.  I would 
Though  parcel  of  my  felf : then  from  this  gather 
How  I Ihould  tender  you. 

Arc.  I am  in  labour 

To  pufh  your  name,  your  antient  love,  our  kindred 
Out  of  my  memory  -,  and  i’  th’  felf-fame  place 
To  feat  fbmething  I would  confound:  fbhoiftwe 
The  fails,  thatmuft  thefe  veffels  port,  even  where 
The  heavenly  Lymiter  pleafes. 

Pal.  You  fpeak  wel4 
Before  I turn,  let  me  embrace  thee  Cofin 
This  I fhall  never  do  agen. 

Arc.  One  farewel. 

Pal.  Why  let  it  be  fo:  Farewel  Coz, 

Palamon  andhis  Knights. 

Arc.  Farewel  Sir  ^ 

Knights,  Kinfmen,  Lovers,  yea  my  Sacrifices 
True  worfliipers  of  Mars.,  whofe  fpirit  in  you 
Expells  the  feeds  of  fear,  and  th’  apprehenflon 
Which  frill  is  farther  off  it,  goe  with  me 
Before  the  god  of  our  profefTion : There 
Require  of  him  the  hearts  of  Lions,  and 
The  breath  of  Tygers,  yea,  the  fiercenefs  too. 

Yea,  the  fpeedalfb,  to  go  on,  I mean 
Elfe  wilh  we  to  be  fnails : you  know  my  prize 
Muft  bedragg’d  out  ofbloud,  force  and  great  fear 
Mufr  put  my  Garland  on,  where  fhe  flicks 
The  Queen  of  Flowers : our  interceffion  then  ; 

Muft  be  to  him  that  makes  the  Camp,  a Ceftron 
Brim’d  with  the  blood  of  men : give  me  your  aid 
And  bend  your  fpirits  towards  him.  Tkeyk^eel. 

Thou  mighty  one,  that  with  thy  power  haft  turn’d 
Green  Neptune  mto  purple. 

Comets  prewarn,  whofe  havock  in  vaft  Field 
Unearthed  skulls  proclaim,  whole  breath  blows  down. 

The  teeming  Cores  foyzon,  who  doft  pluck 
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With  hand  armenipotent  from  both  blew  clouds, 

The  mafon’d  Turrets,  that  both  mak’ft  and  break’ll; 

The  ftony  girths  of  Cities ; me  thy  pupil, 

Youngeft  follower  of  thy  Drum,  inllrutft  this  day 

With  military  skill,  that  to  thy  laud 

I may  advance  my  llreamcr,  and  by  thee, 

Be  ftil’d  the  Lord  o’  th’  day,  give  me  great  Mars 

Some  token  of  thy  Pleafure. 

Here  they  fall  on  their  faces  as  former^ 
ly-f  and  there  is  heard  clanging  of  Ar^ 

! wor,  with  a Jhort  Thunder^ as  the  hurji 

of  a battel^  whereupon  they  all  rife^and 
bow  to  the  Alt’Sr. 

Oh  great  CorreTor  of  enormous  times. 

Shaker  of  o’er,  rank  States,  thou  grand  decider 

Of  dully,  and  old  Titles,  that  heal’ft:  with  blood 
•The  earth  when  it  is  lick,  and  curll  the  world 

O’ th’  pleurefie  of  people I do  take 

Thy  ligns  aufpicioufly,  and  in  thy  name 

To  my  defign  •,  march  boldly,  let  us  goe.  Exeunt. 

! Enter  Palamon  and  his  Knights^  with  the  former 

! obfervance. 

Pal.  Our  Stars  mull  gliller  with  new  fire,  or  be 

Today  extind  •,  our  argument  is  love. 

Which  if  the  goddefs  of  it  grant,  file  gives 

Vidlory  too,  then  blend  your  fpirits  with  mine. 

You,  whole  free  noblenefs  do  make  my  caufe 

Your  perfonal  hazard  ^ to  the  goddels  Venus 

Commend  we  our  proceeding,  and  implore 

Her  power  unto  our  partie. 

Here  they  kjteel  as  formerly. 
Hail  Sovereign  Q^en  of  lecrets,  who  hall  power 

To  call  the  fierc^  Tyrant  from  his  rage-. 

And  weep  unto  a GirU  that  haft  the  might 

Even  with  an  eye-glance,  to  choak  Marfts  Drum 

And  turn  th’ allarm  towhifpers,  that  canll  make 

A Cripple  florilh  with  his  Crutch,  and  cure  him 

Before  Apollo  -,  that  may’ll  force  the  King 

To  be  hisfubjccls  vaflal,  and  induce 

Stale  gravity  to,  the  pould  Batchelor 

Whofe  youth  like  wanton  boys  through  Bonfires 

Have  skipt  thy  flame,  at  feventy,  thou  canll  catch 

And  make  him  to  tl^e  fcornof  his  hoarfe  throat 

Abufe  young  lavs  of  Love  , what  godlike  power 

Hall  thou  not  power  upon?  To  Ph£bus  thon 

Add’H  flames,  hotter  than  his  the  heavenly  fires 

Did  fcorch  his  mortal  Son,  thine  him  ^ the  huntrels 

All  moiHand  cold,  fome  fay,  began  to  throw 

Her  Bow  away,  and  figh : take  to  thy  grace 

Me  thy  vow’d  Soldier,  who  do  bear  thy  yoak 

As’twere  a wTeath  of  Roles,  yetis  heavier 

Than  Lead  it  felf,  flings  more  than  Nettles ; 

I have  never  been  foul-mouth’d  againll  thy  Law, 

Ne’er  reveal’d  fecret,  for  Iknew  none^  w'ouldnot 

Had  I ken’d  all  that  were I never  practis’d 

Upon  mans  wife,  nor  would  the  Libels  read 

Of  liberal  wits;  I never  at  great  fealls 

Sought  to  betray  a beauty,  but  haveblulh’d 

At  fimpringSirs  that  did:  I have  been  harlh 

To  large  Confellbrs,  and  have  hotly  aSk’d’em 

If  they  had  Mothers,  I had  one,  a w^oman. 

And  w'omen ’t  were  they  wTong’d.*  I knew  a man 

Of  eighty  winters,  this  I told  them,  who 

A Lafs  of  fourteen  brided,  ’twas  thy  pow’er 

To  put  life  into  dull,  the  aged  Cramp 

Had  fcrew’d  his  fquare  foot  round. 

The  Gout  had  knit  his  fingers  into  knots. 

Torturing  Convulfions  from  his  globy  eies. 

Had  almoll  drawn  their  fpheres,  that  what  was  life 

In  him  fcem’d  torture : this  Anatomie 

Had  by  his  young  fair  Sphere  a Boy,  and  I 

Believ’d  it  was  his,  for  file  fwore  it  was, 
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And  who  would  not  believe  her?  brief!  am 

Tothofe  that  prate,  and  have  done  • no  Companion 

1 0 thole  that  boafc  and  have  not  j a defyer 

To  thofe  that  would  and  cannot  a Rejoycer. 

Yea  him  I do  not  love,  that  tells  clofc  offices 

The  foulell  way,  nor  names  concealments  in 

The  boldell  language,  fuch  a one  I am. 

And  vow  that  lover  never  yet  made  figh  ^ 

Truer  than  I.  Oh  then  moll  foil  fvveet  goddels 

Give  me  theviToryof  this  quellion,  which 
s true  loves  merit,  and  blefs  me  with  a fign 

Of  thy  great  pleafure. 

Here  Muftek^is  heard,  Haves  are  feen  to  flutter 
they  fall  again  upon  their  faces,  then  on  their 
l^nees. 

Pal.  Oh  thou  that  from  c leven  to  ninety  reign’R 

In  mortal  bolbms,  whole  Chafe  is  this  world 

And  we  in  Herds  thy  Game  ^ I give  thee  thanks 
-or  this  fair  Token,  which  being  laid  unto 

Mine  innocent  true  heart,  arms  in  afliirance  2 hey  bow 

My  body  to  this  bufinefs Let  us  rile 

And  bow  before  the  goddels : Time  comeson.  Exeunt. 

Still  APufick^  of  Records. 

Ewtfr  Emilia  inwhite.,  her  hair  aoouther  (houlders,  a xvhea- 
ten  TV)  eath  . One  in  white,  holding  up  her  tram,  her  hair 
ftuck^  rrith  Flowers:  One  before  her  carrying  j fher  Hyyfd, 
in  which  is  conveyed  Incenfe  and  fweet  odors,  rAoich  being 
fet  upon  the  Altar,  her  Maids  ft anding  aloof,  jhs  fets  f re  \ 
to  it,  then  they  curPfy  and  kneel. 

Emil.  Ohfacred,  lhadowy,  cold  and  conllant  Queen, 
Abandonee  of  Revels,  mute  contemplative. 

Sweet,  folitary,  white  as  challe,  and  pure 

Aswind-fan’d  Snow,  who  to  thy  femal  Knights 

AlIow’R  no  more  blood  thainvill  make  ablulh, 

Which  is  their  Orders  Robe.  I here  thy  Priell  * 

Am  humbled  for  thine  Altar,  oh  vouchfafe 

With  that  thy  rare  green  eye,  which  never  yet 

Beheld  thing  maculate,  look  onthy  V'irgln, 

And  facredfilver  Millrifs,  lend  thine  ear 
( Which  ne’r  heard  fcurril  term,  into  vvliofeport 

Ne’er  entred  wanton  found, ) to  my  petition 

Seafon’d  with  holy  fear  ■,  this  is  my  lall 

Ofveltal  office,  I’m  Bride-habited, 

But  Maiden-hearted ; a Husband  I have  pointed. 

But  do  not  know  him,  out  of  two,  Illiould 

Choofe  one’,  and  pray  for  his  fuccels,  but  I 

Am  guiltlefs  of  eledion  of  mine  eyes. 

Were  I to  lole  one,  they  are  equal  precious, 

I could  doome  neither,  that  which  perilli’d  Ihould 

Gocto’t  unfentenc’d:  Therefore  mollmodelt  Queen, 

He  of  the  two  Pretenders,  that  bell  loves  me 

And  has  the  truell  Title  iii’t,  let  him 

Take  off  my  wheaten  Garland,  or  elfc  grant 

The  file  and  quality  I hold,  I may 

Continue  in  thy  Band. 

Here  the  Hind  vanifhes  under  the  Altar : and 
in  the  place  afeends  a Kofe-Pree,  having  one 
Kofe  upon  it. 

See  what  our  General  of  Ebbs  and  Flows 

Out  from  the  bowels  of  her  holy  Altar 

With  facred  Aift  advances : But  one  Rofe, 

If  well  infpir’d,  this  Battel  fliall  confound 

Both  thele  brave  Knights,  and  I a Virgin  Flower 

Mull  grow  alone  unpluck’d. 

Here  is  heard  a fodain  twang  of  Irftru" 
ments,  and  the  Kofe  falls  from  the  Tree- 

The  Flower  is  fall’n,  the  Tree  delcends ; oh  Millrifs 

Thou  here  dilchargell  me,  Ilhatl  be  gather’d, 

I think  lb,  but  I know  not  thineown  Will  j 

linclafps 
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Unclaspethe  Miflcry : I hope  fhe’s pleas’d. 

Her  Signs  were  gracious. 

7hey  curi^fey-t  and  Exeunt. 
Sc£na  Secundj. 

Enter  Doclor^  Jaylor-f  and  iroocr.,  inhabit 

T>oEi.  Has  this  advice  I told  you,  done  any  good  upon  her? 
If^oo.  Oh  very  much  •,  the  Maids  that  kept  her  company  _ 
Have  half  perfwaded  her  that  I am  ? alimony  within  this 
Half  hour  fne  camefmilingto  me,  and  ask’d  me  what  I 
Would  eat,  and  when  I would  kifsher:  I told  her, 
Prefently,  and  kill  her  twice. 

’Twas  well  done  •,  twenty  times  bad  been  far  better, 
For  there  the  cure  lies  mainly. 

Woo.  Then  flic  told  me 

She  would  watch  with  me  to  night,  for  well  Iheknew 
What  hour  my  fit  would  take  me. 

T)oa.  Let  her  do  lb, 

j^ndwhen  your  fit  comes,  fit  her  home, 

And  prefently. 

Wooer.  She  would  have  me  fing. 

Doll.  You  aid  fo.? 

Woo.  No. 

DoVt.  ’Twas  very  ill  done  then. 

You  fliould  obferve  her  ev’ry  w’ay. 

Woo.  Alas 

I have  no  voice  Sir,  to  confirm  her  that  way. 

D0C1.  That’s  all  one,  if  ye  make  a noile. 

If  flieintreat  again,  do  any  thing, 

Lie  with  her  if  flieaskyou. 

Jail.  Hoa  there  Doftor. 

Doci.  Yes,  in  the  way  of  cure. 

Jail.  But  firft,  by  your  leave 
r th’  way  of  honefty. 

DoEl.  That’s  but  a nicenels, 

Nev’r  calf  your  child  away  for  honefty  •, 

Cure  her  firft  this  way,  then  if  ftie  wUl  be  honeftt 
She  has  the  path  before  her. 

Jail.  Thank  ye  Dodor^ 

DoCt.  Pray  bring  her  in 
And  let’s  fee  how  flie  is. 

■ Jail.  I will,  and  tell  her 
Her  Pj/i7wo«ftaies  for  her:  but  Dodor, 

Methinks  you  are  i’  th’  wrong  ftill.  Exit  Jaylor. 

Dod.  Goe,  goc : you  Fathers  are  fine  fools : her  honefty? 
And  we  fliould  give  her  phyfick  till  we  find  that : 

Woo.  V Ty,  do  you  think  Ihe  is  not  honeft,  Sir  ? 

Dolt.  How  old  is  flie  ^ 

Woo.  She’s  eighteen. 

Doll.  She  maybe. 

But  that’s  all  one,  ’tis nothing  to  our  purpoFe,, 

What  ev’r  her  Father  laies,  if  you  perceive 
Her  Mood  inclining  that  way  that  I fpoke  of. 

Videlicet^  Dhe  rvay  of  flejh^  yOU  have  mc. 
iroo.  Yes  very  well  Sir. 

Dolt.  Pleafe  her  appetite 
And  do  it  home,  it  cures  her  ipjo  falfoy 
Themelancholly  humor  that  infects  her. 

Woo.  I am  of  your  mind,  DeHor. 

I 

Enter  Jailor.,  Daughter,  Maid. 

Dolt.  You’ll  find  it  fb  •,  flie  com.es,  pray  honor  her. 

Jail.  Come,  your  LoveP^z/awowftays  for  you  child, 

And  has  done  this  long  hour,  to  vifit  you 
Dangdo.  I thank  him  for  his  gentle  patience, 

He’s  a kind  Gentleman,  and  I am  much  bound  to  him, 
i Did  you  never  fee  the  horfe  he  gave  me  ? 

I Jail.  Yes. 

I Datigh.  How^  do  you  like  him  ? 

. Jail.  He’s  a very  fair  one 


Daugh.  You  never  Law  him  dance? 

Jail.  No. 

Daugh.  I have  often. 

He  dances  very  finely,  very  comely. 

And  forajigg,  come  cut  and  long  tail  to  himj 
He  turns  ye  like  a Top. 

Jatl.  That’s  fine  indeed. 

Daugh.  He’ll  dance  the  Morrix  twenty  mile  an  hour* 

And  that  will  founder  thebefthobby-horle 
( If  I have  any  skill)  in  all  the  parifli. 

And  gallops  to  the  turn  of  Light  unlove.. 

What  think  you  of  this  horfe  ? 

Jail.  Having  thefe  virtues 
I think  he  might  be  brought  to  play  at  Tennisi 
Daugh.  Alas  that’s  nothing. 

Can  he  write  and  read  too? 

Daugh.  A very  fair  hand,  and  calls  himfelf  th’ accounts 
Of  all  his  Hay  and  Provender : that  Hoftlcr 
Mull  rife  betimethat  cozens  him*,  you  know 
The  Chelhut  Mare  the  Duke  has  ? 

Jail.  Very  well. 

Daugh.  She  is  horribly  in  love  with  him,  poorbeaft. 

But  he  is  like  his  Mailer,  coy  and  Icornful. 

Jail.  What  Dowry  has  flie? 

Daugh.  Some  two  hundred  Bottles, 

And  twenty  ftrike  of  Oats  ^ but  he’ll  ne’er  have  her  j 
He  lifps,  in’s  neighing,  able  to  entice 
A Millers  Mare, 

He’ll  be  the  death  of  her, 

DoH.  What ftulF Ihe  utters? 

Jail.  Make  curt’fie,jh  ere  your  love  comes. 

Woo.  Pretty  Ibul 

How  doe  ye  ? that’s  a fine  Maid,  there’s  a curt’ lie. 

Daugli.  Yours  to  command  i’th’  way  of  honefty  j 
How  far  is’t  now  to  th’ end  o’th’  world  my  Mailers? 

DoCt.  Why  a days  journey  wench. 

Daugh.  Will  you  go  with  me  ? 

W to.  M^hat  lhall  we  do  there  wench  ? 

Daugh.  Why  play  at  Stool-ball., 

What  is  there  elle  to  do? 

Woo.  I am  content 
If  we  lhall  keep  our  wedding  there 
Daugh.  ’Tis  true 

For  there  I will  aflureyou,  we  lhall  find 
Some  blind  Prieff  for  the  purpole,  thi£  will  venture 
To  marry  us,  for  here  they  are  nice  and  foolilh  j 
Befides,  my  Father  mull  be  hang’d  tomorrow 
And  that  would  be  a blot  i’th’  bullnels 
Are  not  you  Palamon  ? 

Woo.  Do  not  you  know  me? 

Daugh.  Yes,  but  you  care  not  for  me*,  I have  nothing 
But  this  poor  Petticoat,  and  two  courle  Smocks. 

Woo.  That’s  all  one,  I will  have  you. 

Daugh.  Will  you  Purely  ? 

Woo.  Yes,  by  this  fair  hand  will  I. 

Daugh.  We’II  to  bed  then. 

Woo.  Ev’n  when. you  will. 

Daugh.  Oh  Sir,  you  would  fain  he  nibling. 

Woo.  Why  do  you  rub  my  kifs  off? 

Daugh.  *Tisa  fweetone, 

And  will  perfiimeme  finely  againllthe  wedding. 

Is  not  this  your  Cofin  Arcitel 
DoH.  Yes  Sweetheart, 

And  I am  glad  my  Colin  Palamon 
Has  made  fb  fair  a choice. 

Daugh,  Do  you  think  he’ll  have  me  ? 

Doid.  Yes  without  doubt, 

Daugh.  Do  you  think  fo  too  ? 

Jail.  Yes. 

Daugh.  We  lhall  have  many  children : Lord,  how  y’are 
My  Palamon  I hope  will  grow  too  finely 
Now  he’s  at  liberty : alas  poor  Chicken, 

He  was  kept  down  with  hard  Meat,  and  ill  Lodging, 

But  ril  kifs  him  up  again. 

Fntfr 
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Enter  a Mejfen^er. 

Mef.^  What  do  you  here?  you’ll  lofethe  nobleft  fieht. 
That  e’er  was  fee.  ° ’ 

Jail.  Are  theyi’th’  field? 

Mejf.  They  are 
You  bear  a charge  there  too. 

Jail.  I’ll  away  ftraight 
I mufl:  ev’n  leave  you  here. 

VoCt.  Nay,  we’ll  goe  with  you, 

I will  not  loofe  the  Fight. 

Jail,  How  did  you  like  her  ? 

Vort.  I’ll  warrant  you  within  thefe  three  Or  four  days 
1 11  make  her  right  again.  You  muft  not  from  her 
But  ftill  preferveherinthisway. 

^00.  I will. 

DoCi.  Let’s  get  her  in. 
oo.  Come  Sweet,  we’ll  go  to  dinne^ 

And  then  we’ll  play  at  Cards. 

Dangh.  And  lhall  we  kifs  too  ? 

IV 00.  A hundred  times. 

T)augh.  And  twenty. 

IFoo.  I,  and  twenty. 

Daugh.  And  then  we’ll  fleep  together* 

HoH.  Take  her  offer. 

Woo.  Yes  marry  will  we.  ' 

Vaugh.  But  you  fhall  not  hurt  me. 

Woo.  I will  not  Sweet. 

Vaugh.  If  you  do  (Love)  I’ll  cry.  Florifh 
Scxtta  Taenia. 

Enter  Thefe  us,  Hippolita,  Emilia,  Perithous : and 
fome  Attendants.,  T.  Tuck  : Curtis. 

T 

Emil.  I’ll  no  ftep  further. 

Ver.  Will  you  loofe  this  fight  > 

Emil.  I had  rather  fee  a Wren  hawk  at  a Fly 
Than  thisdecifion  ^ ev’ry  blow  that  falls 
Threats  a brave  life,  each  ftroke  laments 
The  place  whereon  it  falls,  and  founds  more  like 
A Bell,  than  Blade,  I will  flay  here, 

It  is  enough,  my  hearing  lhall  be  punifh’d, 

With  what  fhall  happen,  ’gainftthe  which  there  is 
^o  deafing,  but  to  hear  ^ not  taint  mine  eye 
With  dread  fights,  it  may  Ihun, 

Per.  Sir,  my  good  Lord 
Your  Sifter  will  no  further. 

'Ihef.  Oh  file  muft. 

She  fhall  fee  deeds  of  Honor  in  their  kind. 

Which  fonietime  fhew  well  pencill’d.  Nature  now 

Shall  make,  and  aft  the  Story,  the  belief 

Both  feal’d  with  eye,  and  ear  ^ you  muft  be  prefent, 

You  are  the  viftors  meed,  the  price,  and  garland 
To  crown  the  Queftions  Title. 

Emil.  Pardon  me. 

If  I were  there,  I’d  wink 
^ef.  You  muft  be  there  j 
This  trial  is  as  ’twere  i’  th’  night,  and  you 
The  only  Star  to  fhine. 

Emil.  I am  extinft. 

There  is  but  envy  in  that  light,  which  fhows 
The  one  the  other;  darknefs  which  ever  was 
The  dame  of  horror^  who  does  ftand  accurft 
Of  many  mortal  Millions,  may  even  now 
By  calling  her  black  mantle  over  both 
That  neither  could  find  other,  get  her  lelf 
Some  part  of  a good  name,  and  many  a murthec 
Set  off  whereto  fhe’s  guilty. 

Hip.  You  muft  go. 

Emil.  In  faith  I will  not. 

Jbef.  Why  the  Knights  muft  kindle 
Their  valour  at  your  eye  : know  of  this  war 
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You  are  the  Treafure,  and  muft  needs  be  by 
To  give  the  Service  pay, 

Emil.  Sir,  pardon  me. 

The  Title  of  a Kingdom  may  be  trv’d 
Out  of  it  felf. 

Thef.  Well,  well  then,  at  your  pleafure, 

Thofe  that  remain  with  you,  could  wifli  their  office 
To  any  of  their  enemies. 

Hip.  Farewel  Sifter, 

I am  like  to  know  your  Husband  ’fore  your  felf 
By  fomefmall  ftart  of  time,  he  whom  the.  gods 
Doc  of  the  two,  know  beft,  I pray  them,  he 
Be  made  your  Lot, 

Enter  Thefeus,  Hippolita,  Perithous,  &c.  " 

Emil.  Arcite  is  gently  vifag’d^  yet  his  eye 
Is  like  an  Engine  bent,  or  a fliarp  weapon 
In  a foftfheath  ^ mercy,  and  uanly  courage 
Are  bedfellows  in  his  vifage ; Palajnon 
Has  a moft  menacing  afpeft,  his  brow 
Is  grav’d,  and  feems  to  bury  what  it  frowns  on, 

Yet  fbmetimes ’tis  not  fb,  but  alters  to  ’ 

The  quality  of  his  thoughts  ^ long  time  his  eye 
Will  dwell  upon  his  objeft.  Melancholly 
Becomes  him  nobly  •,  fo  does  Ardte'^s  mirth. 

But  Valamoy^s  fadnefsis  a kind  of  mirth, 

So  mingled,  as  if  mirth  did  make  him  fad. 

And  fadnefs,  merry  • thofe  darker  humors  that 
Stick  mif  becomingly  on  others,  on  them 
Live  in  fair  dwelling. 

Cornets.  7rumpets  found  as  to  a Charge. 
Hark  how  your  Ipurs  to  fpirit  doe  incite 
The  Princes  to  their  proof,  ^mVemay  winme. 

And  yet  may  Palamon  wound  Ardte.,  to 
The  Ipoiling  of  his  figure.  Oh  what  pity 
Enough  for  fuch  a chance  if  I were  by 
I might  do  hurt,  for  they  would  glance  their  eies 
Toward  my  Seat,  and  in  that  motion  might 
Omit  a Ward,  or  forfeit  an  offence 
Which  crav’d  that  very  time : it  is  much  better 

(^Cornets.  A great  cry,  andnoife 
mthin^  crying aVahmon.) 

I am  not  there,  oh  better  never  born 
Thanminifter  to  fuch  harm,  what  is  the  chance  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser,  The  cry’s  a | 

Emil.  Then  he  has  won;  ’twas  ever  likely,  I 

He  look’d  all  grace  and  fuccefs,  and  he  is 
Doubtlefs  the  prim’ft  of  men ; I prethcc  run 
And  tell  me  how  it  goes. 

Shout.^  and  Cornets  : crying  a 

Ser.  Still  Palamon. 

Emil.  Run  and  enquire,  poor  Servant  thou  haft  loll. 

Upon  my  right  fide  ftill  I wore  thy  Pifture, 

Palamon''^  on  the  left,  why  fo  I know  not, 

I had  no  end  in’t  ^ elfe  chance  would  have  it  lb. 

Another  cry  and  jhout  rrithin,  and  Cornets. 
On  the  finiftcr  fide  the  heart  lies  ^ Palamon 
dad  the  beft  boding  chance ; this  burft  of  clamor 
s lure  th’ end  o’th’  combat. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  They  laid  that  Palamon  had  Arches  body 
Within  an  inch  o’th’  Pyramid,  that  the  cry 
Was  general  a Palamon  ; but  anon, 

Th’  Afilftants  made  a brave  redemption,  and 
The  two  bold  Tytlers,  at  this  inftant  are 
dand  to  hand  at  it. 

Emil.  Were  they  metamorphos’d 
Both  into  one-  oh  why  ? there  were  no  vyoman 
VV’orth  fo  compos’d  a man  ; their  fingle  Ihare, 

Their 
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T' c prejudice  of  difparity  values  fliortnefs 

Cornets.  Cry  within.^  Arcite,  Arcite. 

To  any  Lady  breathing More  exulting? 

rji.tnion  ftill  ? 

S'.r.  Nay,  now  the  found  is 

YmiL  I prethee  lay  attention  to  the  Cry. 

Cornets.  A great  jhout^  and  cry.,  Arcite,  viClory. 
Set  both  thine  ears  to  th’bufinefs. 

Ser.  The  cry  is 

Arcite.  and  victory,  hark  Arcite.,  viTory, 

The  Combats  confiimmation  is  proclaim’d 
By  the  wind  Inftruments, 

Ymil.  Half  fights  law 

That  /mVe  W’as  no babe^  god’s  lyd,  his  richnefs 
And  coiflinefs  of  Ipirit  lookt  through  him  j it  could 
No  more  be  hid  in  him,  than  fire  in  flax. 

Than  humble  banks  can  goto  law  with  waters. 

That  drift  winds,  fiorce  to  raging:  I did  think 
Good  would  mifearry,  yet  I knew  not 

Why  I did  think  fo;,  Ourreafons  are  not  prophets 
W'hcnoft  our  fancies  are they  are  coming  off: 

Alas  poor  Palamon.  Cornets. 

Enter  Thefeus,  Hippolita,  Perithous,  Arcite  as 
Victor  and  Attendants.,  &C. 

Ibef.  Lo,  where  our  Sifter  is  in  expeftation, 

Yet  quaking,  andunfetled  : fairefl  Emilia., 

The  gods  by  their  Divine  arbitrament 
Have  given  you  this  Knight,  he  is  a good  one 
As  ever  ftruckat  head  : Give  me  your  hands  ^ 

Receive  you  her,  you  him,  be  plighted  with 
A love  that  grows,  as  you  decays 
Arcite.  Emily. 

To  buy  you  1 have  loll  what’s  deareft  tome. 

Save  what  is  bought,  and  yet  I purchafe  cheaply. 

As  I do  rate  your  value. 

Thef.  Oh  loved  Sifter, 

He  fpeaks  now  of  as  brave  a Knight  as  e’er 
Didfpur  a noble  Steed:  Purely  the  gods 
Would  have  him  die  a batchelor,  left  his  race 
Should  fliow  i’ th’ world  too  godlike:  his  behaviour 
So  charm’d  me,  thatmethought  Alcides'N2S 
To  him  a Sow  of  Lead:  if  I could  praife 
Each  part  of  him  to  th’  all  •,  I have  fpoke,  your  Arcite 
Did  not  lofe  by’t for  he  that  was  thus  good 
Encountred  yet  his  Better,  I have  heard 
T wo  emulous  Philomels,  beat  the  ear  o’th’  night 
With  their  contentious  throats,  nowon  the  higher. 

Anon  the  other,  then  again  the  firft. 

And  by  and  by  out-breafted,  that  the  fenfe 
Could  not  be  judge  between  ’em : fo  it  far’d 
Good  fpace  between  thefe  kinfmen  •,  till  heavens  did 
Make  hardly  one  the  winner ; wear  the  Garland 
With  joy  that  you  have  won:  for  the  fubdu’d. 

Give  them  our  prefent  Juftice,  fince  I know 
Their  lives  but  pinch  ’em,  let  it  here  be  done : 

The  Scene’s  not  for  our  feeing,  goewe  hence. 

Right  joyful,  with  fome  forrow.  Arm  your  prize, 

I  know  you  will  not  lofe  her : Hippolita 
I fee  one  eye  of  yours  conceives  a tear 
The  which  it  will  deliver.  Florijk. 

Emil.  Is  this  winning? 

Oh  all  you  heavenly  powers,  where  is  your  mercy? 

But  that  your  wills  have  faid  it  mufl  be  fo. 

And  charge  me  live  to  comfort  this  unfriended,, 
Thismiferable  Prince  that  cuts  away 
A life  more  worthy  from  him,  than  all  women  j 
I fhould,  and  would  die  too. 

Flip.  Infinite  pity 

That  four  fuch  eyes  fhould  be  fo  fix’d  on  one 
That  twomuft  needs  be  blind  for’t, 

Tbef.  So  it  is.  Exeunt. 


Scena  ^uarta. 

Enter  Volomon  andkis  Knights  pinion’ d : Jailor 
Executioner.,  &C.  Card. 

There’s  many  a man  alive  that  hath  out-liv’d 
The  love  o’th’  people,  vea,  i’th’  felf-fame  ftate 
Stands  many  a Father  with  his  child Ibme  comfort 
We  have  by  fb  confidering:  we  expire 
And  not  vidthout  mens  pity.  To  liveftill. 

Have  their  good  wifhes,  we  prevent 
The  lothfbme  mifery  of  age,  beguile 
The  Gout  and  Rheum,  that  in  lag  hours  attend 
For  grey  approachers  we  come  towards  the  gods 
Young,  and  unwapper’d,  not  halting  under  Crimes 
Many  and  ftale  : that  fure  fhall  pleafe  the  gods 
Sooner  than  fuch,  to  give  us  Neiffar  with  ’em. 

For  we  are^more  clear  Spirits.  My  dear  kinfmen. 

Whofe  lives  ( for  this  poor  comfort ) are  laid  down. 

You  have  fold ’em  too  too  cheap. 

1 K.  What  ending  could  be 

Of  more  content  ? o’er  us  the  vicHiors  have 
Fortune,  whofe  Title  is  as  momentary. 

As  to  us  death  is  certain : a grain  of  honor 
They  not  o’er-weigh  us. 

2 if.  Let  us  bid  fareweT, 

And,  with  our  patience,  anger  tott’ring  Fortune, 

Who  at  her  certain’fl  reels. 

3 if.  Come : who  begins  ? 

Pal.  Ev’n  he  that  led  you  to  this  Banquet,  IhalF 
Tafte  to  you  all  : ah  ha  my  Friend,  my  Friend, 

Your  gentle  daughter  gave  me  freedom  once^ 

You’ll,  fee’t  done  now  forever;  pray  how  does  fhe? 

I heard  fhe  was  not  well  ^ her  kind  of  ill 
Gave  me  fbme  forrow. 

Jail.  Sir,  fhe’s  well  reftor’d,  , 

And  to  be  married  fhortly. 

Pal.  By  ray  fhort  life 
I am  moll  glad  on’t  •,  ’tis  the  lateft  thing 
I fhall  be  glad  of,  prethee  tell  her  fb ; 

Commend  me  to  her,  and  to  piece  her  portion 
Tender  her  this* 

1 if.  Nay,  let’srbe  offerers  all. 

2 if.  Is  it  a maid  ? 

Pal.  Verily  I think  fb, 

A right  good  creature,  more  to  me  deferving 
Than  I can  quight  or  fpeak  of. 

AUK.  Commend  us  to  her.  They  give  their  purfes. 

Jail.  The  gods  requite  you  all. 

And  make  her  thankful. 

Pal.  Adieu  ^ and  let  my  life  be  now  as  fliort, 

As  my  leave  taking.  Lies  on  the  Blocks 

I if.  Lead  courageous  Cofin. 

1 . 2 . if . We’ll  follow  cheerfully. 

A great  noife  mthin,  crying.,  run.,  fave.,  hold. 

4 

Enter  in  hajle  a Mejfenger. 

Mejf.  Hold,  hold,  oh  hold,  hold,  hold. 

Enter  Pirithous  in  hafte. 

Pir.  HoId,hoa:  It  is  a curled  hafte  you  made 
If  you  have  done  fo  quickly  : noble  Palamon., 

The  gods  will  fhew  their  glory  in  a life. 

That  thou  art  yet  to  lead. 

Pal.  Can  that  be, 

WhenF(e»»i-  I have  laid  is  falfe?  How  do  things  fare? 

Pir.  Arife  great  Sir,  and  give  the  tidings  ear 
That  are  moft  early  fweet,  and  bitter. 

Pal.  What 

Hath  wak’t  us  from  our  dream 
Pir.  Lift  then  .*  your  Cofin 

MountCc' 
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Mounted  upon  a Steed  that  Emily 
Did  firlt  beftow  on  him,  a black  one,  owing 
Not  a hayr  worth  of  white,  which  fome  will  fay 
Weakens  his  price,  and  many  will  not  buy 
His  goodnefs  with  this  note ; Which  iiiperftition 
Hear  finds  allowance  : On  this  horfe  is  Arcite 
Trotting  the  ftones  of  Athens,  which  the  Calkins 
Did  rather  tell,  than  trample  *,  For  the  horfe 
Would  make  his  length  a mile,  if’t  pleas’d  his  Rider 
To  put  pride  in  him  : as  he  thus  went  counting 
J'he  flinty  pavement,  dancing  as  t’were  to’th’  Mufick 
His  own  hoofs  made  •,  ( For  as  they  fay  from  iron 
Came  Muficks  origen  ) what  envious  Flint, 

Cold  as  old  Saturne-,  and  like  him  pofleft 
•With  fire  malevolent,  darted  a Spark, 

Or  what  feirce  fulphur  elfe,  to  this  end  made, 

I comment  nots  The  hot  horfe,  hot  as  fire. 

Took  Toy  at  this,  and  fell  to  what  diforder 

His  power  could  give  his  will, bounds,  comes  on  end, 

Forgets-fchooldooing,  being  therein  train’d. 

And  of  kind  mannage,  pig-like  he  whines 
At  the  (harp  Rowell,  which  he  frets  at  rather 
Than  any  jot  obeyes  •,  Seeks  all  foul  means 
Of  boyftrous  and  rough  lad’rie,  to  diC-feat 
His  Lord,  that  kept  it  bravely  : When  nought  ferv’d. 
When  neither  Curb  would  crack,  girth  break,  nor  diff’ring 
plunges 

Dif-root  his  Rider  whence  he  grew,  but  that 
He  kept  him  ’tween  his  legs,  on  his  hind  hoofs 

( on  end  he  ftands 

That  Arcites^  legs  being  higher  than  his  head 
Seem’d  with  flrange  art  to  hang  ; His  vidors  wreath 
Even  then  fell  off  his  head  : And  prefently 
Backward  the  jade  comes  o’er,  and  his  full  poyze 
Becomes  the  Riders  load  : Yet  is  he  living. 

But  fuch  a veflell  ’tis  that  floats  but  for 

The  furge  that  next  approaches : He  much  defires 

To  have  fome  fj^eech  with  you  : Loe  he  appears. 

Enter  ‘Ihefeus^  Hippolita^  Emilia^  Arcite.,  in  a chair. 

Pal.  O miferable  end  of  our  alliance 
The  gods  are  mightie  Arcite,  if  thy  heart. 

Thy  worthie,  manly  heart  be  yet  unbroken; 

Give  me  thy  lafh  words,  I ’m  Palamon, 

One  that  yet  loves  thee  dying. 

' Arc.  Take  Emilia 

And  with  her,  all  the  worlds  joy : Reach  thy  hand. 
Farewell : 1 have  told  my  laft  hour  ■,  1 was  falfe. 

Yet  never  treacherous ; Forgive  me  Cofen  : 


EPIL 

I Would  flow  aske  ye  how  ye  like  the  Play, 

But  as  it  is  with  School  Boys,  cannot  fay, 

Fm  crnell  fearefuU  : pray  yet  ft  ay  a while, 

Jnd  let  me  look^upon  ye:  No  man  fmile  ^ 

Then  it  goes  hard  I fee  j He  that  has 
Lovd  a young  hanfome  wench  then,  jhow  his  facet 
'Tis  ftrange  if  none  be  here,  and  if  he  will 
Againft  his  Confcience  let  him  hijs  and  kpll 
Our  Market:  ’Tis  in  vain,  1 fee  to  ft  ay  ye. 
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One  kifs  from  fair  Emilia : ’Tis  done  : 

Take  her  ; I die. 

Pal.  Thy  brave  foul  feek  EHzium. 

Emil.  I’ll  clofe  thine  eyes,  Prince  •,  Blefled  fouls  be  with 
thee 

Thou  art  a right  good  man,  and  while  I live. 

This  day  1 give  to  tears. 

Pal.  And  1 to  honor. 

‘Ihsfs.  In  this  place  frit  you  fought : Even  very  here 
I fundred  you,  acknowiedg  to  the  gods 
Our  thanks  that  you  are  living ; 

His  part  is  play’d,  and  thou^  it  were  too  fhort 
He  did  it  well  ; your  day  is  length’ned,  and 
The  bliflfull  dew  of  heaven  do’s  arowc^e  you  : 

The  povverfull  Venus,  well  hath  grac’d  her  Altar, 

And  given  you  your  love  : Our  Mafter  Mars, 

Haft  vouch’d  his  Oracle,  and  to  Arcite,  gave 
The  grace  of  the  Contention  : So  the  Deities 
Have  fhew’d  due  juftice  : Bear  this  hence. 

Pal.  O Cofcn, 

That  we  fhould  things  defire,  which  doe  coft  us 
The  lofs  of  our  defire  ■,  That  nought  could  buy 
Dear  love,  but  lofs  of  dear  love. 

Phef.  Never  Fortune 

Did  play  a fiibtler  Game  : The  conquer’d  triumphs. 

The  vidtor  has  the  Lofs : yet  in  the  paflage. 

The  gods  have  been  molt  equall ; Palamon, 

Your  kinfman  hath  confefl  the  right  o’th’  Lady 
Did  lye  in  you,  for  you  firft  faw  her,  and 
Even  then  proclaim’d  your  fancie  : He  reftor’d  her 
As  your  flolen  Jewell,  and  defir’d  your  fpirit 
To  fend  him  hence  forgiven  ^ The  gods  my  juftice 
Take  from  my  hand,  and  they  themfelves  become 
The  Executioners;  Lead  your  Lady  off^ 

And  call  your  Lovers  from  the  ftage  of  death, 

Whom  I adopt  my  Friends.  A day  or  two 
Let  us  look  fadly,  and  give  grace  unto 
The  Funerall  of  Arcite,  in  whofe  end 
The  vifages  of  Bridegroomes  we’ll  put  on 
- And  fmile  with  Palamon  •,  For  whom  an  hour. 

But  one  hour  fince,  I was  as  dearly  forry. 

As  glad  of  Arcite  : And  am  now  as  glad. 

As  for  him  forry.  O you  heavenly  Charmers, 

What  things  you  make  of  us  ? For  what  we  lack  , 

We  laugh,  for  what  we  have,  are  forry  ftill. 

Are  children  in  fome  kind.  Let  us  be  thankefull 
For  that  which  is,  and  with  you  leave  difpute 
That  are  above  our  queftion : Let’s  goe  ofl^ 

And  bear  us  like  the  time.  Florijh.  Exeunt 


Have  at  the  worft  can  come,  then  5 Now  what  fay  ye  .<? 
And  yet  miftake  me  not:  I am  not  bold 
We  have  no  fuch  canfe.  If  th‘  tale  we  have  told 
For ’tis  no  other  ) any  way  content  ye  ) 

(^For  to  that  honeft  purpofe  it  was  ment ye  }] 

We\have  our^end^  And  ye  JhaU  have  ere  long 

I dare  fay  many  a better,  to  prolong 

Tour  old  loves  to  us : We,  and  all  our  might. 

Reft  at  your  fervke.  Gentlemen,  good  night, 

Florilh 
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THE  TRAGEDY 

O F 

Thierry  and  Theodoret. 


Primus, 


Enter  Eheodoret,  Brmhaltj  Sawdher. 

BRVNHALT. 

Axe  me  with  thefe  hot  tainters  ? 

Iheodoret.  You  are  too  fudain^ 

I doe  but  gently  tell  you  what  becomes  you 
And  what  may  bend  your  honor ! how  thefe 
courfes 

Of  loofe  and  lazie  pleafuresj  not  fulpedled 
But  done  and  known,  your  mind  that  grants  no  limit 
And  all  your  Adions  follows,  which  loofe  people 
That  fee  but  through  a mill  of  circumltance 
Dare  term  ambitious  *,  all  your  wayes  hide  fores 
Opening  in  the  end  to  nothing  but  ulcers. 

‘ Your  inftruments  like  thefe  may  call  the  world 
And  with  a fearfull  clamor,  to  examine 
Why,  and  to  what  we  govern.  From  example 
If  not  for  vertues  fake  ye  may  be  honell : 

There  have  been  great  ones,  good  ones,  and  ’tis  neceflary 
Becaufe  you  are  your  lelf,  and  by  your  felf 
A felf-peece  from  the  touch  of  power  and  Juftice, 

You  Ihould  command  your  felf,  you  may  imagine 
Which  cozens  all  the  world,  but  chiefly  women. 

The  name  of  grcatnefs  glorifies  your  adions 
And  llrong  power  like  a pent-houfe,  promife 
To  fnade  you  from  opinion  ^ Take  heed  motlter. 

And  let  us  all  take  heed  thefe  mofl;  abule  us 
The  fins  we  doe,  people  behold  through  opticks. 

Which  fhews  them  ten  times  more  than  common  vices, 
And  often  multiplys  them:  Then  what  juftice 
Dare  we  inflid  upon  the  weak  offenders 
When  we  are  theeves  our  felvss  S 
Brun.  This  is,  MarteJl., 

Studied  and  pen’d  unto  you,  whofe  bafe  perfon 
I charge  you  by  the  love  you  owe  a mother 
And  as  you  hope  for  bleffings  from  her  prayers. 

Neither  to  give  belief  tp,  nor  allowance. 

Next  I tell  you  Sir,  you  from  whom  obedience 
Is  fo  far  fled,  that  you  dare  taxe  a mother  ^ 

Nay  further,  brand  her  honor  with  your  Handers, 

And  break  into  the  treafures  of  her  credit. 

Your  calinefs  is  abufed,  your  faith  fraited  . 

Vvfith  lyes,  malitious  lyes,  your  merchant  mifehief. 

He  that  never  knew  more  trade  then  Tales,  and  tumbling 
Sufpitious  into  honeft  hearts What  you  or  he, 

.Or  all  the  world  dare  lay  upon  my  worth. 

This  for  your  poor  opinions:  1 am  fhee. 

And  fo  will  bear  my  Idf,  whofe  truth  andwhitenefs 
Shall  ever  Hand  as  far  from  thefe  detedions 
As  you  from  dutie,  get  you  better  fervants 
• People  of  honeft  adions  without  ends, 

A nd  whip  thefe  knaves  away,  they  eat  your  favours, 
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, And  turn  ’em  unto  poyfons : my  known  credit 
Whom  all  the  Courts  o’  this  fide  have  envied. 

And  happy  fhe  could  fite  me,  brought  in  queftion 
Now  in  my  hours  of  age  and  reverence. 

When  rather  fuperftition  fhould  be  rendred 
And  by  a Rufh  that  one  days  warmth 
Hath  Ihot  up  to  this  fwelling  i Give  me  juftice. 

Which  is  his  life. 

This  is  an  impudence,  and  he  muft  tell  you,that  till 
now  mother  brought  ye  a Ions  obedience,  and  now  breaks  it 
Above  the  fufferance  of  a Son. 

Blels  us? 

For  I doe  now  begin  to  feel  my  felf 
Turning  into  a halter,  and  the  ladder 
Turning  from  me,  one  pulling  at  my  legs  too. 

I'heod.  Thefe  truths  are  no  mans  tales,  but  all  mens 
troubles. 

They  are,though  your  ftrange  greatnefs  would  out-ftare  u’m: 
Witnefs  the  daily  Libejs,  almoft  Ballads 
In  every  place,  almoft  in  every  Province, 

Are  made  upon  yourrluft,  Tavern  difeourfes. 

Crowds  cram’d  with  whifpers  •,  Nay,  the  holy  Temples, 
Are  not  without  your  curfes:  Now  you  would  blulh. 

But  your  black  tainted  blood  dare  not  appear 
For  fear  I fliould  fright  that  too. 

Brun.  O ye  gods ! 

‘Iheod.  Do  not  abufe  their  names : They  fee  your  adions 
And  your  conceal’d  fins,  though  you  work  like  Moles, 

Lies  level  to  their  juftice. 

Brun.  Art  thou  a Son  ? 

‘Theod.  The  more  my  fhame  is  of  fb  bad  a mother. 

And  more  your  wretchednefs  you  let  me  be  fb  ^ 

But  womam,  for  a mothers  name  hath  left  me 
Since  you  have  left  your  honor  ^ Mend  thefe  ruins. 

And  build  again  that  broken  fame,  and  fairly  ^ 

Your  moft  intemperate  fires  have  burnt,  and  quickly 
Within  thefe  ten  days  take  a Monafterie, 

A moft  ftrickt  houfe^  a houfe  where  none  may  whifper. 
Where  no  more  light  is  known  but  what  may  make  ye 
Believe  there  is  a day  where  no  hope  dwells, 

Nor  comfort  but  in  tears. 

Brun.  O miferie ! 

T/yeod.  And  there  to  cold  repentance,  and  ftarv’d  penance 
Tye  your  fucceeding  days^  Or  curfe  me  heaven 
If  all  your  guilded  knaves,  brokers,  and  bedders. 

Even  he  you  built  from  -nothing,  ftrong  Protalyde.^ 

Be  not  made  ambling  Geldings  ^ All  your  maids, 

If  that  name  doe  not  fname  ’em,  fed  with  fpunges 
To  fuck  away  their  rancknefs  ^ And  your  felf 
Onely  to  empty  Piftures  and  dead  Arras 
Offer  your  old  defires. 

Brun.  I will  not  curfe  you, 

Nor  lay  a prophefie  upon  your  pride. 

Though  heaven  might  grant  me  both : unthankrull,  no, 
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I nourifliM  ye,  ’twas  I,  poor  I groan’d  for  you, 

’Twas  I felt  what  you  fuffer’d,  I lamented 

When  ficknefs  or  lad  hours  held  back  your  Iwctnefs  ^ 

’Twas  I pay’d  for  your  fleeps,  I watchd  your  wakings : 

My  daily  cares  and  fears,  that  rid,  plaid,  walk’d, 
Dilcours’d,  difcover’d,  fed  and  fafliion’d  you 

To  what  you  are,  and  I am  thus  rewarded, 

7heod.  But  that  I know  thefe  tears  I could  dote  on  ’em, 
And  kneell  to  catch  ’em  as  they  fall,  then  knit  ’em 

Into  an  Armlet,  ever  to  be  honor’d  ^ 

But  woman  they  are  dangerous  drops,  deceitfull. 

Full  of  the  weeper,  anger  and  ill  nature. 

Brun.  In  my  laft  hours  delpis’d. 

Iheod.  That  Text  Ihould  tell 

How  ugly  it  becomes  you  to  err  thus  i 

Your  flames  are  fpent,  nothing  but  fmoke  maintains  ye  *, 

And  thofe  your  favour  and  your  bounty  fullers 

Lye  not  with  you,  they  do  but  lay  luft  on  you 

And  then  imbrace  you  as  they  caught  a pallie 

Your  power  they  may  love,  and  like  Ipanilh  Jennetts 
Commit  with  fuch  a guft. 

Bawd.  I would  take  whipping. 

And  pay  a fine  now.  Exit  Bawdher. 

Iheod.  But  were  ye  once  difgraced. 

Or  fallen  in  wealth,  like  leaves  they  would  flie  from  you, 

And  become  browfe  for  every  beaft  ^You  will’d  me 

To  flock  my  felf  with  better  friends,  and  fervants, 

With  what  face  dare  you  fee  me,  or  any  mankind, 

That  keep  a race  of  fuch  unheard  of  relicks. 

Bawds,  Leathers,  Letches,  female  fornications. 

And  children  in  their  rudiments  to  vices. 

Old  men  to  Ihew  examples : and  left  Art 

Should  loofe  her  felf  in  adt,  to  call  back  cuftome. 

Leave  thefe,  and  live  like  Niohe.  I told  you  how 

And  when  your  eyes  have  dropt  away  remembrance 

Of  what  you  were.  I ’m  your  Son  ! performe  it. 

Brm.  Am  I a woman,  and  no  more  power  in  me, 

To  tye  this  Tyger  up,  a foul  to  no  end. 

Have  I got  lhame  and  loft  my  will  ? Brunhalt 

From  this  accurfed  hour,  forget  thou  bor’ft  him. 

Or  any  part  of  thy  blood  gave  him  living. 

Let  him  be  to  thee  an  Antipathy, 

A thing  thy  nature  fweats  at,  and  turns  backward ; 

Throw  all  the  mifohiefs  on  him  that  thy  felf. 

Or  woman  worfe  than  thou  art,  have  invented, 

‘ And  kill  him  drunk,  or  doubtful!. 

Enter  Bawdherj  Protaldie^f  Lecure. 

Bawd.  Such  a fweat, 

I never  was  in  yet,  dipt  of  my  minftrels. 

My  toyes  to  prick  up  wenches  withall  i Uphold  me. 

It  runs  like  fnow-balls  through  me. 

Brm.  Now  my  varlets. 

My  Haves,  my  running  thoughts,  my  executions. 

Baw.  Lord  how  fhe  looks ! 

Brm.  Hell  take  yc  all. 

Baw.  We  fhall  be  gelt. 

Brm.  Your  Miftrefs, 

Your  old  and  honor’d  Miftrefs,  you  tyr’d  curtals 

Suffers  for  your  bafe  fins-,  I muft  be  cloyfter’d. 

Mew’d  up  to  make  me  virtuous  who  can  help  this? 

Now  you  ftand  ftill  like  Statues-,  Come  Protaldye., 

One  kifs  before  I perifh,  kifs  me  ftrongly. 

Another,  and  a third. 

Lecure.  1 fear  not  gelding 

As  long  Ihe  holds  this  way. 

Brun.  The  young  courier 

That  unlikt  lumpe  of  mine,  will  win  thy  Miftri'fs  *, 

Muft  I be  chaft  Protaldye  ? 

Pro.  Thus  and  thus  Lady. 

Brun.  It  lhall  be  lb,  let  him  feek  fools  for  Veftalls, 

Here  is  my  Cloyfter. 

Lecure. ^ But  what  fafety  Madam  . 

Find  you  in  flaying  here  ? 

Brun.  Thou  haft  hit  my  meaning, 

I will  to  Lhierry  Son  of  my  bleffings. 

And  there  complain  me,  tell  my  tale  fo  fubtilly. 

That  the  cold  ftones  fhall  fweat  ^ And  Statues  mourn. 

And  thou  fhalt  weep  Protaldye  in  my  witnels-^ 

And  there  forfwear. 

Bawd.  Yes,  any  thing  but  gelding, 

I ’m  not  yet  in  quiet  Noble  Lady, 

Let  it  be  done  to  night,  for  without  doubt 

To  morrow  we  are  capons, 

Brun.  Sleep  fhall  not  feize  me. 

Nor  any  food  befriend  me  but  thy  kifles. 

'-’re  1 forfake  this  defart,  1 live  honeft  ^ 

He  may  as  well  bid  dead  men  walk,  I humbled. 

Or  bent  below  my  power  ^ let  night-dogs  tear ’me, 

And  goblins  ride  me  in  my  fleep  to  jelly 

Ere  1 forfake  my  fphear.  ’ 

Lecure.  This  place  you  will. 

^ Brun.  \^' hat’s  that  to  you,  or  any, 

\e  dofs,  you  powder’d  pigsbones,  rubarbe  glifter; 

Muft  you  know  my  defigns  ? a colledge  on  you. 

The  proverbe  makes  but  fools. 

Prota.  But  Noble  Lady. 

Brun.  You  a faweie  afs  too,  off  I will  not. 

If  you  but  anger  me,  till  a fow-gelder 

Have  ait  you  all  like  colts,  hold  me  and  kifs  me. 

For  I ’m  too  much  troubled  j Make  up  my  treafure. 

And  get  me  horfes  private,  come  about  it. 

Exeunt. 

ABus  Seemdus. 

S Cdena  P rim  a. 

Enter  Lheodoretj  MarteV.  &c:  , ' 

Theod.  Though  I affiire  my  felf  ( MarteU)  your  counfell 
Had  no  end  but  allegeance  and  my  honor : 

Yet  1 ’m  jealous,  1 have  pafs’d  the  bounds 

Of  a fons  duty  -,  For  fuppofe  her  worfe 

Than  you  report,  not  by  bare  circumftance. 

But  evident  proof  confirm’d  has  given  her  out ; 

Yet  fince  allweaknefs  in  a kingdome,  are 

No  more  to  be  feverely  punifhed  than 

The  faults  of  Kings  are  by  the  Thunderer 

As  oft  as  they  offend,  to  be  reveng’d : 

If  not  for  piety,  yet  for  policie. 

Since  fome  are  of  neceffitie  to  be  fpar’d, 

I might,  and  now  I wifh  1 had  not  look’d 

With  fuch  ftrid  eyes  into  her  follies. 

Mart.  Sir,  a duty  well  difeharg’d  is  never  follow'd 

By  fad  repentance,  nor  did  your  Highnefs  ever  ‘ 

Make  payment  of  the  debt  you  ow’d  her,  better 

Than  in  your  late  reproofs  not  of  her,  but 

Thofe  crimes  that  made  her  worthy  of  reproof. 

The  moft  remarkeable  point  in  which  Kings  differ 

From  private  men,  is  that  they  not  alone 

Stand  bound  to  be  in  themfelves  innocent. 

But  that  all  fuch  as  are  allyed  to  them 

In  nearnefs,  to  dependance,  by  their  care 

Should  be  free  from  fufpition  of  all  crime  j 

And  you  have  reap’d  a double  benefit 

From  this  laft  great-aft  i firft  in  the  reftraint 

Of  her  loft  plealures,  you  remove  th’  e.xaraple 

From  others  of  the  like  licentioufhefs, 

Then  when  ’tis  known  that  your  feveritie 

Extended  to  your  mother,  who  dares  hope  fot 
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T^e  leaft  indulgence  or  connivence  in 
The  ealicft  Hips  that  may  prove  dangerous 
I'o  you,  or  to  the  Kingdome  ? 

I mull  grant 

Your  reafon  good  ( Martell')  if  as  Ihe  is 
My  mother,  Ihe  had  been  my  fubjeft,  or 
That  only  here  Ihe  could  make  challenge  to- 
A place  of  Being But  I know  her  temper 
And  fear  ( if  liich  a word  become  a King, ) 

That  in  difeovering  her,  I have  let  lofe 
A Tygrefs,  whofe  rage  being  Ihut  up  in  darknefs. 

Was  grievous  only  to  her  lelf ^ Which  brought 
Into  the  view  of  light,  her  cruelty, 

Provok’d  by  her  own  fliame,  will  turnon  him 
That  foolifhly  prefum’d  to  let  her  lee 
The  loath’d  lhape  of  her  own  deformitie. 

Mart.  Bealls  of  that  nature,  when  rebellious  threats 
Begin  to  appear  only  in  their,  eyes,. 

Or  any  motion  that  may  give  fufpition 

Of  the  lealt  violence  Ihould  be  chain’d  upy 

Their  fangs  and  teeth,  and  all  their  means  of  hurt, 

Far’d  off,  and  knockt  out,  and  fo  made  unable 
To  do  ill;,  They  would  foon  begin  to  loath  it. 

I’ll  apply  nothing : but  had  your  Grace  done. 

Or  would  doe  yet,  what  your  lefs  forward  zeal 
In  words  did  only  threaten,  far  left  danger 
Would  grow  from  afting  it  on  her,  than  may 
Perhaps  have  Being  from  her  apprehenlion 
Of  what  may  once  be  pradis’d : For  believe  it. 

Who  confident  of  his  own  power,  prefumes 
To  fpend  threats  on  an  enemy,  that  hath  means 
To  Ihun  the  worll  they  can  elfed,  gives  armor 
To  keep  off  his  own  Itrength  ^ Nay  more,  difarms 
Himfelf,  and  lyes  unguarded  'gainft  ail  harms. 

Or  doubt,  or  malice  may  produce. 

. 7heo(i.  ’Tis  true. 

And  fuch  a defperate  cure  I would  have  us’d. 

If  the  intemperate  patient  had  not  been 
So  near  me  as  a mother  •,  but  to  her. 

And  from  me  gentle  unguents  only  were 
To  be  appli’d:  and  as  phyfitians 
When  they  are  fick  of  fevers,  eat  themlelves 
Such  viands  as  by  their  diredions-  are 
Forbid  to  others  though  alike  difeas’d  ^ 

So  fhe  confidering  what  Ihe  is,  may  challenge 
Thofe  cordiallsto  reftore  her,  by  her  birth. 

And  priviledge,  which  at  no  fuit  mull  be 
Granted  to  others. 

Mart.  May  your  pious  care 
Filed  but  what  it  aim’d  at,  I am  lilent. 

Enter  Devitry:. 

I'heod.  What  laught  you  at  iJir? 

Vitry.  I have  fome  occafion, 

I Ihould  not  elfe  , And  the  lame  caufe  perhaps 
That  makes  me  do  fo,  may  beget  in  you 
A contrary  effed. 

Iheod.  Why,  what’s  the  matter? 

Vitry.  I fee  and  joy  to  fee  that  fometimes  poor  men^ 
(And  molt  of  them  are  good)  Hand  more  indebted- 
For  mean’s  to  breathe  to  fuch  as  are  held  vitious. 

Than  thofe  that  wear,  like  Hypocrites  on  their  foreheads, 
Th’ambitious  titles  of  juft  men  and  vertuouS; 

Mart.  Speak  to  the  purpofe. 

Vitry.  Who  would  e’er  have  thought 
The  good  old  Queen,  your  Highnefs  reverend  mother,. 
Into  whole  houle  ( which  was  an  Academ, ) 

In  which  all  principles  of  luft  were  pradis’d : 

No  foldier  might  prefume  to  fet  his  foot  j 

At  whofe  moft  blellM  intercelTion 

All  offices  in  the  ftate,  were  charitably 

Confer’d  on  Panders,  o’er-worn  chamber  vvreftlers, 

And  fuch  phyfitians  as  knew  [how  to  kill 


With  falety  under  the  pretence  of  laving. 

And  fuch  like  children  of  a monftrous  peace. 

That  Ihe  I lay  Ihould  at  the  length  provide 
That  men  of  war,  and  honeft  younger  brothers, 

That  would  not  owe  their  feeding  to  their  cod-peece. 
Should  be  eftcem’d  of  more  than  mothers,  or  drones, 

Or  idle  vagabonds. 

7 head.  I am  glad  to  hear  it,  ' ' 

Prethee  what  courle  takes  Ihe  to  doe  this  ? 

Vitry.  One  that  cannot  fail,lhe  and  her  virtuous  train. 

With  her  jewels,  and  all  that  was  worthy  the  carrying, 
The  laft  night  left  the  court,  and,  as  ’tis  more 
-Than  faid,  for  ’tis  confirm’d  by  luch  as  met  her. 

She’s  fled  unto  your,  brother.. 

7 head.  How  ? 

Vitry.  Nay  ftorm  not. 

For  if  that  wicked  tongue  of  hers  hath  not 

Forgot  ti’s  pace,  and  T'hierry,  be  a Prince 

Of  fuch  a fiery  temper,  as  report 

Has  given  him  out  for  ^ You  lhall  have  caule  to-  ufe 

Such  poor  men  as  my  felf  ^ And  thank  us  too 

For  comining  to  you,  and  without  petitions ; 

Pray  heaven  reward  the  good  old  woman  for’t. 

Mart.  I forefaw  this. 

*7heod<.  I hear  a tempeft  comming. 

That  lings  mine  & my  kingdomes  ruin  : hafte. 

And  caufe  a troop  of  horfe  to  fetch  her  back  t 
Yet  ftay,  why  Ihould  I ufe  means  to  bring  in 
A plague  that  of  her  felf  hath  left  me?  Mufter 
Our  Soldiers  up,  we’ll  Hand  upon  our  guard. 

For  we  lhall  be  attempted  •,  Yet  forbear 
The  inequality  of  our  powers  will  yield  me 
Nothing  but  lofs  in  their  defeature : fomething 
Muft  be  done,  and  done  fuddainly,  lave  your  labor. 

In  this  I’ll  ufe  no  counfell  but  mine  own. 

That  courle  though  dangerous  is  beft.  Command 
Our  daughter  be  in  readinels,  to  attend  us : 

Martell.,  your  company,  and  honeft  Vitry., 

Thou  wilt  along  with  me. 

Vitry.  Yes  any  where. 

To  be  worfe  than  I ’m  here,  is  paft  my  fear. 

Exeunt, 


JBus  Secundus. 


Scaina  Frima,. 

Enter  7hierry.,  Brunhalt.,  Barpdher.,  hecure-,  &c. 

7hier.'\7'o\\  arc  here  in  alanduary  ^ and  that  viper 
' X (Who  fince  he  hath  forgot  to  be  a Son, 

I much  difdain  to  think  of  as  a brother  ) 

Had  better,  in  delpight  of  all  the  gods, 

'To  have  raiz’d  their  Temples,  and  Ipurn’d  down  their 
Altars, 

Than  in  his  impious  abule  of  you, 

;To  have  call’d  on  my  juft  anger. 

Brun.  Princely  Son^ 

And  in  this,  worthy  of  a near  name 
I have  in  the  relation  of  my  wrongs. 

Been  modeft,  and  no  word  my  tongue  deliver’d 
T’exprefs  my  infupportable  injuries. 

But  gave  my  heart  a wound : Nor  has  my  grief 
Being  from  what  I fuller  ^ But  that  he. 

Degenerate  as  he  is,  Ihould  be  the  ador 
Of  my  extremes  y And  force  me  to  divide 
The  fiers  of  brotherly  affedicn. 

Which  Ihould  make  but  one  flame. 
thier.  That  part  of  his 

As 


Thierry  and 

As  it  defervcs  fliall  burn  no  more:  or  if 

The  tears  of  Orphans,  Widows,  or  all  fuch 

As  dare  acknowledge  him  to  be  their  Lord, 

loyn’d  to  your  wrongs,  with  his  heart  blood  have  power 

To  put  It  out ; and  you,  and  thefe  your  fervants 

Who  in  our  favours  lhal  find  caufe  to  know  ’ 

In  that  they  left  not  you,  how  dear  we  hold  them  i 
Shal  give  iheodoret  to  underlland, 

His  ignorance  of  the  prizelefs  Jewel,  which 
He  did  poflefs  in  you,  mother  in  you. 

Of  which  I am  more  proud  to  be  the  donor. 

Than  if  th’  abfolute  rule  of  all  the  world 
Were  offer’d  to  this  hand  ^ Once  more  you  are  welcome, 
Wliich  with  all  ceremony  due  to  greatnefs 
I would  make  known,  but  that  our  juft  revenge 
Admits  not  of  delay,  Your  hand  Lord  Generali. 

Enter  Protaldie^  with  foldiers. 

Brun.  Your  favor  and  his  merit  I may  fay 
Have  made  him  fuch,  but  I am  jelous  how 
Your  fubjeifts  will  receive  it. 

7bier.  How  my  fubjefts  ? 

What  doe  you  make  of  me  ? Oh  heaven  ! My  fubjeds  ! 
dovv  bafe  fhould  I efteem  the  name  of  Prince 
If  that  poor  duft,  were  anything  before 
The  whirlc-wind  of  my  abfolute  command  ? 

Let  ’em  be  happy  and  reft  fo  contented : • 

They  pay  the  tribute  of  their  hearts  & knees, 

To  filch  a Prince  that  not  alone  has  power. 

To  keep  his  own  but  to  increafe  it  ^ That 
Although  he  hath  a body  may  add  to 
The  fam’d  night  labor  of  ftrong  Hercules: 

Yet  is  the  mafter  of  a continence 
That  fo  can  temper  it,  that  I forbear 
Their  daughters,  and  their  wives,  whole  hands  though 
ftrong. 

As  yet  have  never  drawn  by  unjuft  mean 
Their  proper  wealth  into  my  treafury, 

, 3ut  I grow  glorious,  and  let  them  beware 
That  in  their  leaft  repining  at  my  pleafures. 

They  change  not  a mild  Prince,  ( for  if  provok’d 
dare  and  will  be  fo)  into  a Tyrant. 

Brun.  You  fee  there’s  hope  that  we  lhall  rule  again, 

And  your  fal’n  fortunes  rife. 

Bawd.  I hope  your  Highnefs 
s pleas’d  that  I fhould  ftill  hold  my  place  with  youj 
^or  I have  been  lb  long  us’d  to  provide  you 
'refh  bits  of  flefh  fince  mine  grew  ftale,  that  furcly 
f cafhir’d  now,  I fhall  prove  a bad  Cator 
In  the  Fifh-market  of  cold  chaftity, 

Lecure.  For  me  I am  your  own,  nor  fince  I firft 
Cnew  what  it  was  to  ferve  you,  have  remembred 
had  a foul,  but  fuch  an  one  whofe  eflcnce 
Depended  wholy  on  your  Highnefs  pleafure, 

And  therefore  Madam — 

Brun.  Reft  afliir’d  you  are 
Such  inftruments  we  muft  not  lofe. 

Lecure.  Bawd,  Our  fervice. 

Thier.  You  have  view’d  them  tlien,  what’s  your  opinion 
of  them  s' 

n this  dull  time  of  peace,  we  have  prepar’d  ’em 
Apt  for  the  war.  Ha  ? 

Prota.  Sir,  they  have  limbs 
That  promife  ftrength  fufficient,  and  rich  armors 
The  Soldiers  bell  lov’d  wealth : More,  it  appears 
They  have  been  drill’d,  nay  very  pretily  drill’d : 

-or  many  of  them  can  difcharge  their  muskets 
Without  the  danger  of  throwing  off  their  heads, 

Or  being  offenfive  to  the  Handers  by, 

3y  fv/eating  too  much  backwards  j Nay  1 find 
They  know  the  right,  and  left  hand  file,  and  may 
With  feme  impulfion  no  doubt  be  brought 
To  pafs  the  Bj  C,  of  war,  and  come 


Theodoret. 


Unto  the  Horn-book. 

Thier.  Well,  that  care  is  yours  ; 

And  lee  that  you  effedl  it. 

Prota.  I am  How 

To  promife  much  ^ But  if  within  ten  days. 

By  precepts  and  examples,  not  drawn  from 
Worm-eaten  prehdenrs  of  the  Boman  wars 
But  from  mine  own,  i make  them  not  tranfeend 
All  that  e’er  yet  bore  armes,  let  it  be  laid, 

Protdldye  brags,  which  would  be  unto  me 
As  hatefull  as  to  be  efteem’d  a coward  ; 

For  Sir,  few  Captaines  know  the  way  to  win ’em 
And  make  the  foldiers  valiant.  You  fhall  feem  ’ 

Lie  with  them  in  their  trenches,  talk,  and  drink, 

1 1 what  feem  s ftrangcr. 

We  II  fbmetimes  wench  together,  which  once  practis’d 
And  with  lome  other  care  and  hidden  aCls, 

They  being  all  mademi.’ie,  i’ll  breath  intd  them 
Such  fearlefs  refoiution  and  fuch  fervor 
That  though  I brought  them  to  beieige  a fort, 

Whofe  walls  were  iteeple  high,  and  cannon  proof. 

Not  to  be  undermin’d,  they  (hould  fly  up, 

Like  fwallows ; and  the  parapet  once  won. 

For  proof  of  their  obedience,  if  I will'd  them 
They  Ihould  leap  down  again,  and  what  is  more. 

By  fome  directions  they  fhould  have  from  me. 

Not  break  their  necks. 

Thi.  This  is  above  belief. 

Brun  Sir,  on  my  knowledg  though  he  hath  Ipdke  much. 
He’s  able  to  do  more. 

Lecure.  She  means  on  her. 

Brun.  And  howfoever  in  his  thankfulnefs, 

For  fome  few  favors  done  him  by  my  lelf, 

He  left  Aujiracia^  not  ‘Iheodoret.f 
Though  he  was  chiefly  aim’d  at,  could  have  laid 
Withall  his  Dukedomes  power,  that  lhame  upon  him, 
Which  in  his  barborous  malice  to  my  honor. 

He  fwore  with  threats  to  elfcCt. 

Ihier.  I cannot  but 

Believe  you  Madam,  them  art  one  degree 
Grown  nearer  to  rriy  heart,  and  I am  proud 
To  have  in  thee  fb  glorious  a plant 
Tranfported  hither^  In  thy  conduCt,  we 
Go  on  affar’d  of  conqueft  ^ our  remove 
Shall  be  with  the  next  Sun. 

Enter  Theoderet.^  Memberge,  Martel!.,  Vtvitry, 

Lecure.  Amazement  leave  me,  ’tis  he, 

Barrd.  W'e  are  again  undone. 

Prot.  Our  guilt  hath  no  alTurance  nor  defence. 

Bawd.  If  now  your  ever  ready  wit  fail  to  proteCl  us. 
We  fhall  be  all  difeover’d 
Brun.  Be  not  fo 

In  your  amazement  and  your  foolifh  fears, 

I am  prepared  for’t. 

Iheod.  How.^  Not  one  poor  welcome, 

In  anfwer  of  fo  long  a journey  made 
Only  to  fee  your  brother. 

Ihier.  I have  flood 

Silent  thus  long,  and  am  yet  unrefblv’d 
W'hether  to  entertaine  thee  on  my  fword. 

As  fits  a parricide  of  a mothers  honor  •, 

Or  whether  being  a Prince,  I yet  Hand  bound 
( Though  thou  art  here  condemn’d  ) to  give  thee  hearing 
Before  I execute.  What  foolifh  hope, 

( Nay  pray  you  forbear  ) or  defperate  madnefs  ralher, 

( Unlefs  thou  corn’ll  allur’d,  I ftand  in  debt 
As  far  to  all  impiety  as  thy  felf  ) 

Has  made  thee  bring  thy  neck  unto  the  axe  ? 

Since  looking  only  here,  it  cannot  but 
Draw  frefh  blood  from  thy  fear’d  up  confcience, 

To  make  thee  fenfible  of  that  horror,  which 
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They  ever  bear  about  them,  that  like  Nero, 

I ,ike  laid  I ? Thou  art  worfe : lince  thou  dareft  ftrive 
In  her  defame  to  murther  thine  alive. 

Ibeod.  That  Ihe  that  long  fince  had  the  boldnefsto 
Be  a bad  w^oman,  ( though  I wilh  fome  other 
Should  lb  report  her  ) could  not  want  the  cunning, 

( Since  they  go  hand  in  hand)  to  lay  lair  colors 
On  her  black  crimes,  1 was  relblv’d  betore. 

Nor  make  I doubt  but  that  Ihe  hath  irapoyfon’d 
Vour  good  opinion  of  me,  and  fo  far 
licens’d  your  rage  againll;  me,  that  too  late 
1 come  to  plead  my  innocence. 

Brun.  To  excufethy  impious  fcandalls  rather. 

Prot.  Rirtber  forc’d  with  fear  to  be  compel’d  to  come. 
d'h terry.  Forbear. 

Iheod.  This  moves  not  me,  and  yet  had  I not  been 
Tranfported  on  my  own  integrity, 

[ neither  am  lb  odious  to  my  fubjeds. 

Nor  yet  fo  barren  of  defence,  but  that 
3y  force  1 could  have  juftified  my  guilt. 

Had  1 been  faulty,  but  lince  innocence 
;s  to  it  felf  an  hundred  thouland  gards, 

And  that  there  is  no  Son,  but  though  he  owe 
That  name  to  an  ill  mother,  but  hands  bound 
Rather  to  take  away  with  his  own  danger 
From  the  number  of  her  faults,  than  for  his  own 
Security,  to‘ add  unto  them.  This, 

This  hath  made  me  to  prevent  th’ expence 
Of  blond  on  Loth  fides,  the  injuries,  the  rapes, 

'Pages,  that  ever  wait  upon  the  war; ) 

The  account  of  all  which,  lince  you  are  the  caufe. 

Believe  it,  would  have  been  required  from  you  j 
Rather  I fay  tb  offer  up  my  daughter, 

W ho  living  onely  could  revenge  my  death, 

V.'ith  my  heart  blood  a facrifice  to  your  anger 
Than  that  you  ffiould  draw  on  your  head  more  curfes 
1 hail  yet  you  have  deferved. 

Jhier.  I do  begin 

To  feel  an  alteration  in  my  nature, 

^.nd  in  his  full  fail’d  confidence,  a Ihowre 
Of  gentle  rain,  that  falling  on  the  fire 
Of  my  hot  rage  hath  quenched  it,  ha  ! 1 would 
Once  more  fpeak  roughly  to  him,  and  I will. 

Yet  there  is  fomething  whifpers  to  me,  that 
I have  faid  too  much.  Flow  is  my  heart  devided 
B etween  the  duty  of  a Son,  and  love 
Due  to  a brother ! yet  I am  fwayed  here. 

And  muff  aske  of  you,  how  ’tis  polTible 
You  can  effed  me  that  have  learned  to  hate. 

Where  you  fliould  pay  all  love? 

Pheod.  Which  joyn’dwith  duty. 

Upon  my  knees  I fliould  be  proud  to  tender. 

Had  fhe  not  us’d  her  felf  fo  many  fwords 
To  cut  thofe  bonds  that  tide  me  to  it. 

Ihier.  Fie  no  more  of  that. 

Iheod.  Alafs  it  is  a theme, 

I take  no  pleafure  to  difeourfe  of:,  Would 
It  could  allcon  be  buried  to  the  world,  ‘‘ 

As  it  fhould  die  to  me : nay  more,  I wifh 
( Next  to  my  part  of  heaven  ) that  fhe  would  Ipend 
The  laft  part  of  her  life  fb  here,  that  all 
Indifferent  Judges  might  condemn  me,  for 
A moff  malicious  flanderer,  nay  texde  it 
Upon  my  forehead,  if  you  hate  me  mother. 

Put  me  to  fuch  a fhame,  pray  you  do,  believe  it 
There  is  no  glory  that  may  fall  upon  me. 

Can  equall  the  delight  I fhould  receive 
In  that  difgrace  •,  provided  the  repeal 
Of  your  long  banifh’d  virtues,  and  good  name, 

Ufher’d  me  to  it. 

Phier.  See,  fhe  fhewrs  her  felf 
An  enfie  mother,  which  her  tears  confirme. 

■‘I  head.  ’Tis  a good  fign,  the  comfortablefl:  rain 
I ever  faw. 


Ihier.  Embrace : Why  this  is  well. 

May  never  more  but  love  in  you,  and  duty  | 

On  your  part  rife  between  you.  j 

. Bawd.  Do  you  hear  Lord  Generali, 

Does  not  your  new  fiamp’d  honor  on  the  fuddain 
Begin  to  grow  fick  ? . , 

Prot  a.  Yes  I find  it  fit,  . ^ 

That  putting  off  my  armor  I fhould  think  of  i 

Some  honefl  hofpitall  to  retire  to.  ! 

Bawd.  Sure  although  I am  a bawd,  yet  being  a Lctfd,  | 
They  cannot  whip  me  for’t,  what’s  your  opinion  ? • ! 

Lecure.  The  beadle  will  refblve  you,  for  I cannot,  ; 
There  is  fomething  that-  more  near  concerns  my  felf, 

That  calls  upon  me.  ' 

Mart.  Note  but  yonder  fcarabs. 

That  liv’d  upon  the  dung  of  her  bafepleafiires, 

How  from  the  fear  that  fhe  may  yet  prove  honeft 
Hang  down  their  wicked  heads. 

Vi  try.  What  is  that  to  me  > 

Though  they  and  all  the  poicats  of  the  Court, 

Were  truft  together,  I perceive  not  how 
It  can  advantage  me  a cardekue. 

To  help  to  keep  me  honeft.  • . ^ jjorn. 

Enter  a Pofi. 

7hiev.  How,  from  whence  ? ' . 

Pojl.  Thefe  letters  will  refolve  your  grace. 

Thier.  What  fpeak  they?  Keads. 

How  all  things  meet  to  make  me  this  day  happy? 

See  mother,  brother,  to  your  reconcilement 
Another  bleffing  alrnoft  equall  to  it. 

Is  coming  towards  me  ^ My  contradted  wife 
OrdeVa,  daughter  of  wife  Batarkk^ 

The  King  of  ^dragon  is  on  our  confines  j 
Then  to  arrive  at  fuch  a time,  when  you 
Are  happily  here  to  honor  with  your  prefence 
Our  long  defer’d,  but  much  wifh’d  nuptiall. 

Falls  out  above  expreflion  •,  Heaven  be  pleaTd 
That  I may  ufe-  thefe  blefTmgs  powr’d  on  me 
With  moderation, 

Brun.  Hell  and  furies  ayd  me. 

That  I may  have  power  to  avert  the  plagues 
That  prefs  upon  me. 

7hier.  Two  dayes  journy  fayeft  thou, 

W’e  will  fet  forth  to  meet  her : in  the  mean  time 
See  all  things  be  prepar’d  to  entertain  her  ^ 

Nay  let  me  have  your  companies,  there’s  a Forreft 
In  the  mid  w?y  fhalf  yeild  us  hunting  fport,  j 

To  eafe  our  travel.  I’ll  not  have  a brow  ! 

.But  fhall  wear  mirth  upon  it,  therefore  clear  theiHi  I 

We’ll  wafh  away,  all  forrow  in  glad  feaffs^ 

And  the  war  we  mean  to  men,  we’ll  make  on  beafts. 

Exeunt  otnnes.,  pr<eter  Brun.  Bawdber,  Portaldy.  Lecure.  }. 
Brun.  Oh  that  I had  the  Magick  to  transforme  you 
Into  the  fhape  of  fiich,  that  your  own  hounds 
Might  tear  you  peece-meale  ^ Are  you  fb  ftupid  ?-  1 

No  word  of  comfort  ? have  I fed  you  mothers  | 

From  my  excefs  of  moyfture,  with  fuch  coff:  S 

And  can  you  yeild  no  other  retribution,  | 

But  to  devour  your  maker,  pandar  fponge, 
lmpoyfoner,all  grown  barren  > 

Prota.  You  your  felf  j 

That  are  our  mover,  and  for  whom  alone 
We  live,  have  fail’d  your  felf  in  giving  way  I 

To  the  reconcilement  of  your  Son.  . | 

Lecure.  Which  if  | 

You  had  prevented,  or  would  teach  us  how 
They  might  again  .be  fever’d,  we  could  eafily  1 

Remove  all  other  hind’rances  that  flop 
The  pallage  of  your  pleafures. 

Baud.  And  for  me. 
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If  I fail  in  my  office  to  provide  you 
Frefh  delicats,  hang  me. 

Bmn.  Oh  you  are  dull,  and  find  not 
The  caufe  of  my  vexation  Their  reconcilement 
Is  a mock  caftle  built  upon  the  land 
By  children,  which  when  I am  pleas’d  to  o’rethrow, 

I can  with  eafe  fpurn  down. 

Lecure,  If  fo,  from  whence 
Grows  your  afflidion  ? 

Brnn  My  grief  comes  along 
W’ith  the  new  Queen,  in  whole  grace  all  my  power 
Mull  lufter  Ihipwrack : for  me  now. 

That  hitherto  have  kept  the  firlf,  to  know 
A lecond  place,  or  yeeld  the  lealt  precedence 
To  any  others  death  •,  To  have  my  fleeps 
Lefs  enquir’d  after,  or  my  riling  up 
Saluted  with  lefs  reverence,  or  my  gates 
Empty  of  fuitcrs,  or  the  Kings  great  favours 
To  pals  through  any  hand  but  mine,  or  he 
Himlclftobe  direded  by  another. 

Would  be  to  me : doe  you  underltand  me,  yet 
No  meanes  to  prevent  this. 

Prota.  Fame  gives  her  out 
To  be  a woman  of  challity 
Not  to  be  wrought  upon and  therefore  Madam 
For  me,  though  I have  pleas’d  you,  to  attempt  her 
Were  to  no  purpole. 

Brnn.  Tuffi,  lome  other  w'ay. 

Baud.  Faith  I know  none  elfe,  all  my  bringing  up 
Aim’d  at  no  other  learning. 

Lecure.^Cut  me  leave. 

If  my  art  fail  me  not,  I have  thought  on 
Afpeeding  projeft. 

Brun.  What  i’fb  ? but  effed  it. 

And  thou  Ihalt  be  my  Ptfculapius^ 

Thy  image  ffiall  be  fet  up  in  pure  gold. 

To  w hich  I’ll  fall  down  and  worlhipit. 

Lecure.  The  Lady  is  fair. 

Brun.  Exceeding  fair. 

Lecure.  And  young. 

Brun.  Some  fifteen  at  the  moll. 

Lecure.  And  loves  the  King  with  equall  ardor. 

Brun.  More,  fne  dotes  on  him. 

Lecure.  Well  then,  think  you  if  I make  a drink 
Which  given  unto  him  on  the  bridall  night  < 

Shall  for  five  days  fo  rob  his  faculties. 

Of  all  ability  to  pay  that  duty. 

Which  new  made  waves  exped,  that  flie  ffiall  fwear 
She  is  not  match’d  to  a man. 

Prota.  ’Twere  rare. 

Lecure.  And  then. 

If  Hid  have  any  part  of  woman  in  her. 

She’ll  or  fly  out,  or  at  leaffi  give  occafion  , 

Of  fuch  a breach  which  nere  can  be  made  up, 

Since  he  that  to  all  elfe  did  never  fail 
Of  as  much  as  could  be  perform’d  by  man 
Proves  only  Ice  to  her. 

Brun.  ’Tis  excellent. 

Barvd.  The  Phyfitian 

Helps  ever  at  a dead  lift^  a fine  calling,  .• .« f 

That  can  both  raife,  and  take  down,  out  upon  thee! 

Brun.  For  this  one  fervice  I ’m  ever  thine. 

Prepare  it  •,  I’ll  give  it  him  my  felf,  for  you  Protaldye^ 

By  this  kifs,  and  our  promis’d  fport  at  night. 

Doe  conjure  you  to  bear  up,  not  minding 
The  oppofition  of  Lheodoret^ 
j Or  any  of  his  followers  ^ What  fo  ere 
I You  are,  yet  appear  valiant,  and  make  good 
The  opinion  that  is  had  of  you  : For  my  felf 
I In  the  new  Queens  remove,  being  made  fecure, 

I Fear  not,  I’ll  make  the  future  building  fure,  Exeunt. 

' i 
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Wind  horns.  j 

Enter  Pheodoret.^  Phierry.  ' 

Pheod.  This  Stag  ffiood  well,  and  cunninelv 
P hurry.  My  horle, 

I ’m  fure,  has  lound  it,  for  her  fides  are 
Blooded  Ifom  flank  to  flioulder,  where’s  the  troop? 

t 

Enter  JlParteU. 

Pheodoret.  Paft  homeward , weary  and  tir’d  as  we  are 
Now  Martel}^  have  you  remembred  >vhat  we  thought  of?’ 

Mart.  Yes  Sir,  I have  fnigled  him,  and  if  there  be 
Any  defert  in  his  blood,  belide  the  itch, 

Or  manly  heat,  but  what  decoclions 
Leaches,  and  calliles  have  cram’d  into  him. 

Your  Lordffiip  fliail  know  perfedL. 

Thicr . What’s  that,  may  not  I know  too  j 
j head.  Yes  Sir, 

To  that  end  we  call  the  projeft.. 

What  i’ft? 

Mart.  A delire  Sir, 

Upon  the  gilded  flag  your  Graces  favor 

Has  Ituck  up  for  a Generali,  and  to  inform  you. 

For  this  hour  he  ffiall  pafs  the  telf,  what  valour, 

Staid  judgement,  foul,  or  lafe  difcrction 
Your  mothers  wandring  eyes , and  your  obedience 
Have  flung  upon  us,  to  aflure  your  knowledge. 

He  can  be,  dare  be,  ihali  be,  mull  be  nothing. 

Load  him  with  piles  of  honors  • Set  him  off 
With  all  the  cunning  foyls  that  may  deceive  us; 

But  a poor,  cold,  unipirited,  unmanner’d, 

Unhoneft,  unaffefted,  undone,' fool. 

And  molt  unheard  of  coward,  a meer  lump 
Made  to  loade  beds  withall,  and  like  a night-mare, 

Ride  Ladies  that  forget  to  fay  their  prayers. 

One  that  dares  only  , be  difeas’d,  and  in  debt. 

Whole  body  mewes  more  plaiffiers  every  month. 

Than  women  doe  old  faces. 

Phier.  No  more,  I know  him, 

I now  repent  my  error,  take  your  time 
And  try  him  home,  ever  thus  far  referv’d. 

You  tie  your  anger  up. 

Mart.  1 loft  it  elle  Sir. 

Phier.  Bring  me  his  fword  fair  taken  without  violence. 

For  that  will  belt  declare  him. 

Pheod.  That’s  the  thing. 

Pheir.  And  my  belt  horle  is  thine. 

Mart.  Your  Graces  fervant.  Exit. 

Pheod.  You  I’ll  hunt  no  more  Sir. 

Phier.  Not  to  day,  the  weather 
Is  grown  too  warm,  bclides  the  dogs  are  fpent. 

We’ll  take  a cooler  morning,  let’s  to  horfe. 

And  hollow  in  the  troop.  Exeunt.  Wind  horns. 

Enter  i Huntjmen. 

J.  I marry  Twainer,  , 

This  woman  gives  indeed,  thefe  are  the  Angels 
That  are  the  keepers  faints. 

2.  I like  a woman  ^ 

That  handles  the  deers  dowfets  with  diicretion  j 
And  payes  us  by  proportion. 

1.  ’"iris  no  treafon 

To  think  this  good  old  Lady  has  a ftump  yet 
That  may  require  a corrall.. 

2,  And  the  bells  too. 

Enter  Protaldye. 

Shee  has  loft  a friend  of  me  elfe,  but  here’s  the  clark^ 

No  more  forfeare  o’ch’  bell  ropes. 

Prota.  How  now  Keepers, 

Saw  you  the  King  ? 

1.  Yes 
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I.  Yc;  Sir,  he’s  newly  inoiinced. 

And  as  we  take ’t  ridden  home. 

Farewll  then. 

Exit  Keepers. 

Enter  Mart  ell. 

Aly  honour’d  Lord,  Fortune  has  made  me  happy 
To  meet  with  iuch  a man  of  men  to  fide  me. 

Protald.  How  Sir,  I know  ye  not 
Nor  what  your  fortune  means. 

Mart.  Few  words  (liall  lerve  , I am  betrai’d  Sir  ; 

Innocent  and  honeft  ^ malice  and  violence. 

Are  both  againft  me,  bafely  and  foully  layd  for  ^ 

For  my  life  Sir,  danger  is  now  about  me. 

Now  in  my  throat  Sir. 

Protald.  Where  Sir  ^ 

Mart.  Nay  1 fear  not. 

And  let  it  now  powr  down  in  ftorms  npon  me, 

1 have  met  with  a nob’e  guard. 

Prot.  Your  meaning  Sir, 

For  I have  prefent  bufinefs. 

Mart.  O my  Lord, 

I Your  honor  cannot  leave  a gentleman 
At  leaft  a fair  delign  of  this  brave  nature. 

To  which  your  worth  is  wedded,  your  profedion, 

Hatcht  in,  and  made  one  peece  in  fuch  a perill. 

There  are  but  fix  my  Lord. 

Prot.  What  lix.'? 

Mart.  Six  villains  fworn,  and  in  pay  ta  kill  me. 
Protaldye.  Six  ? 

Mart.  Alas  Sir , what  can  fix  do,  or  fixfcore,  now  you 
are  prefent  ? . 

Your  name  will  blow  ’em  off:  fay  they  have  Ihot  too^ 

Who  dare  prefent  a peece  ? your  valour’s  proof  Sir. 

Prot.  No,  I’ll  afliire  you  Sir,  nor  my  diferetion 
Againft  a multitude;,  ’Tis  true,  I dare  fight 
Enough,  and  well  enough,  and  long  enough  : 

But  vvifedome  Sir,  and  weight  of  what  is  on  me. 

In  which  I am  no  more  mine  own,  nor  yours  Sir, 

Nor  as  1 take  it  any  fingle  danger. 

But  what  concerns  my  place,  tels  me  diredfly, 

Befide  my  perfon,  my  fair  reputation. 

If  I thruft  into  crowds,  and  feek  occafions 
Suffers  opinion,  fix  ? Why  Hercules 
Avoyded  two  men,  yet  not  to  give  example  ^ 

But  only  for  your  prefent  dangers  fake  Sir, 

Were  there  but  four  Sir,  I car’d  not  if  I ktH’d  them. 

They  will  ferve  to  whet  my  fword. 

There  are  but  four  Sir, 

I did  miftake  them  •,  but  four  fuch  as  Europey 
Excepting  your  great  valour. 

Prot.  Well  confider’d, 

I will  not  meddle  with  ’em,  four  in  honor. 

Are  eqiiall  with  fourfeore,  befides  they  ’re  people 
. Only  direded  by  their  fury. 

Mart.  So  much  nobler  fliall  be  your  way  of  juftice. 

Prot.  That  1 find  not. 

Mart.  You  will  not  leave  me  thus .«? 

Prot.  I would  not  leave  you,  but  look  you  Sir, 
h'en  of  my  place  and  bufinefs,  muft  not 
Ee  queftion’d  thus.  v 
Mart.  You  cannot  pals  Sir, 

Now  they  have  feen  me  with  you  without  danger. 

They  are  here  Sir,  within  hearing,  take  but  two. 

Prot.  Let  the  law  take ’em-,  take  a tree  Sir 
I’ll  take  my  horfc,  that  you  may  keep  with  lafety. 

If  they  have  brought  no  hand-laws,  within  this  hour 
I’ll  fend  you  refeue,  and  atoyl  to  take  ’em. 

Mart.  You  lhall  not  goe  fo  poorly,  flay  but  one  Sir. 

Prot.  1 have  been  fo  hamper’d  with  thefe  refeues, 

So  hew’d  an  tortur’d,  that  the  truth  is  Sir, 

I have  mainly  vowd  againft  ’em,  yet  for  your  lake. 

If  as  you  fay  there  be  but  one.  I’ll  ftay. 


And  fee  fair  play  o’  both  fides. 

Mart.  There  is  no 

More  Sir,  and  as  I doubt  a bafe  one  too. 

Prot.  Fie  on  him,  goe  lug  him  out  by  th’  ears. 

Mart.  Yes, 

This  is  he  Sir,  the  bafeft  in  the  kingdome. 

Prot.  Do  you  know  me  « 

Mart.  Yes,  for  agenerall  fool, 

A knave,  a coward,  and  upftart  ftallion  bawb, 

Beaft,  barking  puppy,  that  dares  not  bite. 

Prot.  The  beft  man  belt  knows  patience. 

Mart.  Yes, 

This  way  Sir,  now  draw  your  fword,  and  right  you. 

Or  render  it  to  me,  for  one  you  lhall  doe. 

Pro.  If  wearing  it  may  do  you  any  honor, 

I lhall  be  glad  to  grace  you,  there  it  is  Sir. 

Mart,  Now  get  you  home,  and  tell  your  Lady  Miftris, 
Shee  has  fhot  up  a fweet  mufhrum  -,  quit  your  place  coo. 
And  fay  you  are  counfel’d  well , thou  wilt  be  beaten  eHe 
By  thine  own  lancepriladoes^  when  they  know  thee,  ' 
That  tuns  of  oyl  of  rofes  will  not  cure  thee  j 
Goe  get  you  to  your  foyning  work  at  Court, 

And  learn  to  Iweat  again,  and  eat  dry  mutton  j 
An  armor  like  a froft  will  fearch  your  bones 
And  make  you  roar  you  rogue  ^ Not  a reply. 

For  if  you  doe,  your  ears  goe  ofL 
Prot.  Still  patience.  Exeunt. 

Loud  mufickj,  A Banquet  fet  out. 

Enter  Lhierry^  Ordella.,  Brunhalt^  Theodorety  Lecure^ 
Baipdher.  &c. 

Tbier.  It  is  your  place,  and  though  in  all  things  elle 
You  may  and  ever  lhall  command  me,  yet 
In  this  I’ll  be  obey’d. 

OrdeUa.  Sir,  the  confent, 

That  made  me  yours,  lhall  never  teach  me  to 
Repent  I am  fo  yet  be  you  but  pleaf  d 
To  give  me  leave  to  fay  fo  much  *. The  honor 
You  offer  me  were  better  given  to  her. 

To  whom  you  owe  the  power  of  giving. 

Lhier.  Mother, 

You  hear  this  and  rejoy  ee  in  fuch  a bleffing 
That  payes  to  you  fo  large  a lhare  of  duty. 

But  fie  no  more,  for  as  you  hold  a place 
Nearer  my  heart  than  flie,  you  mull:  lit  nearelt 
To  all  thole  graces,  that  are  in  the  power 
Of  Majefty  to  bellow. 

Brun.  Which  I’ll  provide. 

Shall  be  Ihort  liv’d  Lecure. 

Lecure.  I have  it  ready. 

Brun.  ’Tis  well,  wait  on  our  cup. 

Lecure.  You  honor  me. 

Lhier.  We  are  dull, 

No  obiedt  to  provoke  mirth. 

7 head.  Martelly 

If  you  remember  Sir,  will  grace  your  Feaft, 

With  fome  thing  that  will  yield  matter  of  mirth. 

Fit  for  no  common  view. 

Tihier.  Touching  Protaldye. 

Lheod.  You  have  it. 

Brun.  What  of  him,  I fear  his  bafene/^  afide 

In  Ipight  of  all  the  titles  that  my  favours 
Have  cloth’d  him,  which  will  make  dilcovery 
Of  what  is  yet  conceal’d. 

Enter  JldarteV. 

T’heod.  Look  Sir,  he  has  it. 

Nay  we  lhall  have  peace  when  lb  great  a Ibldier 
As  the  renoun’d  Portaldye,  will  give  up 
His  fword  rather  then  ufe  it. 

Brun.  ’Twas  thy  plot. 

Which  I will  turn  on  thine  own  head.  a/ide 

7 bier. 


'Ihie.  Pray  you  fpeak. 

How  won  you  him  to  part  from’t  ? 

Mart.  Won  him  Sir, 

He  would  have  yielded  it  upon  his  knees 
Before  he  would  have  hazarded  the  exchange 
Of  a philip  of  the  forehead  : had  you  will’d  me 
I durll  have  undertook  he  lliould  have  fent  you 
His  Nofe,  provided  that  the  lols  of  it 
Might  have  fav’d  the  reft  of  his  face  : he  is,  Sir 
The  moft  unutterable  coward  that  e’er  nature 
Bleft  with  hard  Ihoulders,  which  were  only  given  him. 

To  the  ruin  of  baftinados. 

Ihkr.  Pofllble.? 

'[heod.  Obfervebut  how  Ihe  frets. 

Mart.  Why  believe  it : 

But  that  I know  the  (hame  of  this  dilgrace. 

Will  make  the  beaft  to  live  with  fuch,  and  never 
Prefume  to  come  more  among  men  •,  I’ll  hazard 
'My  life  upon  it,  that  a boy  of  twelve 
Should  fcourgehim  hither  like  a Parilh  Top, 

And  make  him  dance  before  you. 

Brun.  Slave  thou  lieft,  • 

Thou  dar’ftas  welllpeak  Treafoninthe  hearing 
Of  thofe  that  have  the  power  to  punifh  it, 

As  the  leaft  lyllable  of  this  before  him, 

But  ’tis  thy  hate  to  me, 

Martel.  Nay,  pray  you  Madam, 

1 have  no  ears  to  hear  you,  though  a food 
To  let  you  underftand  what  he  is. 

Brun.  Villany.  • 

‘Ibeod.  You  are.too  violent. 

’Enter  Protaldye. 

^ ; 

The  worft  that  can  come 
Isblanketing^  for  beating,  and  fuch  virtues 
I have  been  long  acquainted  with. 

• Mart.  Oh  Arrange ! 

Barvdb.  Behold  the  man  you  talk  of. 

Brun.  Give  me  leave, 

.Or  free  thy  felf,  ( think  in  what  place  you  are  ) 

From  the  foul  imputation  that  is  laid 
Upon  thy  valour  ( be  bold,  I’ll  proted  you  ) 

Or  here  I vow  ( deny  it  or  forftvear  it ) 

Thefe  honors  which  thou  wear’ft  unworthily, 

.Which  be  but  impudent  enough,  and  keep  them, 

^ Shall  be  torn  from  thee  with  thy  eyes. 

Trot.  I have  it, 

Myvolour!  is  there  any  here  beneath. 

The  ftile  of  King,  dares  queftion  it 
‘Thier.  This  is  rare. 

Prot.  Which  of  my  my  adions,  which  have  ftill  been  noble> 
Has  rend’ rd  me  fufpefted  ? 

Phier.  Nay  Martel 
You  muft  not  fall  offi 

Mart.  Oh  Sir,  fear  it  not. 

Doe  you  know  this  fword  ? 

Prot.  Yes. 

Mart.  Pray  you  on  what  terms 
Did  you  part  with  it? 

Prot.  Part  with  it  fay  you  ? 

Mart.  So. 

7hier.  Nay,  ftudynot  an  anfwer,  confels  freely. 

Prot.  Oh  I remember’t  now  at  the  Stags  falls, 

As  we  to  day  were  hunting,  a poor  fellow. 

And  now  I view  you  better,  I may  lay 
Much  of  your  pitch : this  filly  wretch  I fpoke  of 
With  his  petition  falling  at  my  feet, 

( Which  much  againft  my  Will  he  kill:, ) defir’d 
Thatasafpecialmeansfor  his  preferment, 

I would  vouchfafeto  let  him  ufe  my  fword. 

To  cutoff  the  Stags  head, 

Brm.  Will  you  hear  that  ? 

Bawdb.  This  Lye  bears  a limilitude  of  Truths 
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Prot.  I ever  courteous,  ( a great  weaknefs  in  me)  1 
Granted  his  humble  fuit.  ; 

Mart.  Oh  impudence? 

Thier.  This  change  is  excellent. 

Mart.  A word  with  you, 

Denyit  not,  Iwasthatman  difguis’d,  ‘ 

You  know  my  temper,  and  as  you  relpeift 
A daily  cudgeling  for  onewbole  year. 

Without  a lecond  pulling  by  the  ears. 

Or  tweaks  by  th’nofe,  or  the  moft  precious  baliij 
V ou  us’d  of  patience,  patience  do  you  mark  me, 

Confefs  before  thefe  Kings  with  what  bale  fear 
Thou  didft  deliver  it. 

Prot.  Oh,  Ifnould  burft. 

And  if  I have  not  inftant  liberty 
Tqtear  this  fellow  limb  by  limb,  the  wrong. 

Will  break  my  heart,  although  Herculean., 

And  fomewhat  bigger  •,  there’s  my  gage,  pray  you  hear. 

Let  me  redeem  my  credit. 

Thier.  Ha,  ha,  forbear. 

Mart.  Pray  you  let  me  take  it  up,  and  if  I do  not, 
Againft  alloddsof  Armor  and  of  Weapons, 

With  this  make  him  confefs  it  on  his  *knees 
Cut  offmy  head. 

Prot.  No,  that’s  my  office, 

Barvdb.  Fie,  you  take  the  Hangmans  place. 

Or  del.  Nay,  good  my  Lord 
Let  meattone  this  difference,  donotfuffer 
Our  bridal  night  to  be  the  Centaurs  Feaft. 

)(ou’re  a Knight,  and  bound  by  oath  to  grant 
All  juft  ftiits  unto  Ladies  ^ for  my  lake 
Forget  your  fuppos’d  wrong. 

Prot.  Well  let  him  thank  you, 

For  your  lake  he.  lhall  live,  perhaps  a day^ 

And  maybe,  onfubmiffion  longer. 

Theod.  N^Y  Martel  you  mull  be  patient. 

Mart.  I am  yours. 

And  this  Have  lliall  be  once  more  mine. 

'thier.  SitalT, 

One  health,  and  lb  to  bed,  for  I too  long 
Deferr  my  choiceft  delicates. 

Brun.  Which  if  poifon  ; 

Have  anypowxr,  thou  lhalt  like  tantalus 
Behold  and  never  tafte,  be  careful. 

Lecu.  Fear  not. 

Brun.  Though  it  be  rare  in  our  Sex,  yet  for  once 
I will  begin  a health. 
ttoier.  Let  it  come  freely. 

Brun.  Lecure.,  the  cup  ^ here  to  the  Ibnwehope 
This  night  lhall  be  an  Embrion. 
thier.  You  have  nam’d 

A bleffingthat  I moft  delir’d,  I pledge  you^ 

Give  me  a larger  cup,  that  is  too  little 
Unto  fo  great  a god. 

Brun.  Nay,  then  you  wrong  me,  ^ 

Follow  as  1 began. 

thier.  Well  as  you  pleale. 

Brun.  Is’t  done  ? 

Lecu.  Unto  yOur  wifh  I warrant  you, 

For  this  night  I durft  trull  him  with  my  Mother^ 
thier.  So ’tis  gone  round,  lights. 

Brun-t  Pray  you  ufe  my  lervice. 

Ordel.  ’Tis  that  which  I Aiall  ever  owe  you,  Maddm, 

And  mull  have  none  from  you,  pray  pardon  me. 
thier.  Good  reft  to  all. 
theod.  And  to  your  plealant  labour. 

Mart.  Your  company.  Madam,  goodniglft 

Exeunt  all  but  Brunhalt,  Protal,  Lccure,  Bmvdber. 
Brun.  Nay,  you  have  caufetobluffi,  but  I w'ill  hide  it, 
'And  what’s  more,  I forgive  you  , is’t  not  pity 
That  thou  that  art  the  firft  to  enter  combate 
With  any  Woman,  and  what  is  more,  o’ercome  her,- 
In  w'hich  Aie  is  bell  pleas’d,  Ihould  be  lb 
To  meet  a man. 
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Pr:t^  Why  would  you  have  me  lole 
That  blond  that  is  dedicated  to  your  fervice 
In  any  other  quarrel? 

Bruit.  No,  referveit. 

As  1 will  ftudy  to  preferve  thy  credit : 

Youlirrah,  be’t  your  care  to  find  out  one 
That  is  poor,  though  valiant,  that  at  any  rate 
W’ill,  to  redeem  ray  fervants  reputation, 

Receive  apublique  baffling. 

Ban'db.  Would  your  Highnefs 
Were  pleas’d  to  inform  me  better  of  yourpurpofe. 

Brun.  W'hy  one,  Sir,  that  would  thus  be  box’d 
Or  kick’d,  do  you  apprehend  me  now  ? 

Barvdb.  1 feel  you  Madam, 

The  man  that  fhall  receive  this  from  my  Lord, 

Shall  have  a thoufand  crowns. 

Pro.  Hefflall, 

Bajvdb.  Eelides 

His  day  of  baftinadoing  pafl  o’er. 

He  fhall  not  lofe  your  grace,  nor  your  good  favour? 

Eruif.  Thatfflall  make  way  to  it. 

Barvdb.  It  mufl  be  a man 
Of  credit  in  the  Court,*  that  is  to  be 
The  foil  unto  your  volour. 

Pret.  True,  it  Ihould. 

Birpdb.  And  if  he  have  place  there,  ’tisnot  the  worfe. 

Brun.  ’Tis  much  the  better. 

Barvdb.  If  lie  be  a Lord, 

’Twill  be  the  greater  grace 

Brun.  T hou  art  in  the  right. 

Barvdb.  W'hy  then  behold  that  valiant  man  and  Lord, 
That  for  your  fake  will  take  a cudgeling: 

For  be  allur’d,  when  itisfpread  abroad 
That  you  have  dealt  with  me,  they’ll  give  you  out 
For  one  of  the  Nine  W^orthies. 

Brun.  Out  you  pandar, 

W-ffly,  to  beat  thee  is  only  exercife 
For  fuch  as  do  affed  it,  lofe  not  time 
Invainreplies,  but  doit:  come  my fblace 
Let  us  to  bed,  and  our  defires  once  quench’d 
W'e’il  there  determine  of  7'beodorets  death 
For  he's  the  Engine  us’d  to  ruin  us  s 
Yet  one  work  more,  Lecurcj  art  thou  allur’d 
The  potion  will  work? 

Lecure.  My  life  upon  it, 

Brun.  Come  my  Protaldye.,  then  glut  me  with 
Thofe  bell  delights  of  man,  that  are  deny ’d 
To  her  that  does  expect  them,  being  a Bride. 


ABus  Ter  tins. 

Sc  vena  Prim  a. 

Enter  Thierry,  and  Ordella,  as  from  bed. 

7^>/Vr.QUre  I have  drunk  the  bloud  of  Elephants: 

OThe  tears  of  Mandrake,  and  the  Marble  dew, 
Mixt  in  my  draught,  have  quencht  my  natural  heat. 

And  left  nofpark  of  fire,  but  in  mine  eyes, 

Wath  which  I may  behold  my  miferies: 

Ye  wretched  flames  which  play  upon  my  fight. 

Turn  inward,  make  me  all  one  piece,  though  earth. 

My  tears  fhall  ovcr-whelm  you  elfe  too. 

Or.  What  moves  my  Lord  to  this  ftrange  fadnefs  ? 

If  any  late  difceriicd  want  in  me, 

Give  caufe  to  your  repentance,  care  and  duty 
Shall  find  a painful  w^ay  to  recompence. 

7 bier.  Arc  you  yet  frozen  veins,  feel  you  a breath, 
W'hofe  temperate  heat  would  make  the  North  Star  reel. 


Her  Icy  pillars  thaw’d,  and  do  you  not  melt'? 

Draw  nearer,  yet  nearer. 

That  from  thy  barren  kils  thou  maiflconfefs 
I have  not  heat  enough  to  make  a blufh. 

Ordel.  Speak  nearertomy  underftanding,  like  a Husband, 

libleT.  How  fhould  he  fpcak  the  language  of  a Husband. 
Who  wants  the  tongue  and  organs  of  his  voice? 

Ordel.  It  is  a phrafe  will  part  with  the  fame  cafe 
From  you,  with  that  you  now  deliver. 

Thier.  Bind  not  h is  ears  Up  with  fo  dull  a charm 
\yho  hath  no  other  fenfe  left  open,  why  fhould  thy  words 
Find  more  reflraint  than  thy  free  fpeaking  adlions. 

Thy  clofe  embraces,  and  thy  midnight  fighs 
The  filent  Orators  to  flow  defire? 

Ordel.  Strive  not  to  win  content  from  ignorance 
Wh  ich  mufl  be  loft  in  knowledge:  heaven  can  witnefs 
My  farthefl  hope  of  good,  reacht  at  your  pleafure, 

Which  feeing  alone,  may  in  your  look  be  read: 

Add  not  a doubtful  comment  to  a text 
That  in  it  felf  is  direct  and  eafie. 

Phier.  Oh  thou  haft  drunk  the  juyee  of  heoalock  tbo^- 
Or  did  upbraided  nature  make  this  pair 
To  flievv  file  had  not  quite  forgot  her  firft 
Juftly  prais’d  Workmanfhip,  the  firft  chaft  couple 
Before  the  want  of  joy,  taught  guilty  fight 
A way  through  fliame  and  forrow  to  delight : 

Say,  may  we  mix,  as  in  their  innocence 
When  Turtles  kift,  to  confirm  happinefs,  , 

Not  to  beget  it. 

Ordel.  I know  no  bar. 

Phier.  Should  I believe  thee,yet  thy  pulfe  beats,  Woman, 
And  fays  the  name  of  Wife  did  promife  thee 
The  bleft  reward  of  duty  to  thy  mother. 

Who  gave  fo  often  witnefs  of  her  joy. 

When  fhe  did  boaft  thy  likenefsto  her  Husband. 

Ordel.  ’Tis  true,  that  to  bring  forth  a fecond  to  your, 
felf. 

Vl^as  only  worthy  of  my  Virgin  lols  *, 

And  fhould  I prize  you  lefs,  unpattern’d  Sir  ? 

T hen  being  exemplify’d,  is’tnot  more  honor 
To  be  polieflbr  of  unequall’d  virtue. 

Than  what  is  paralelPd,  give  me  behef. 

The  name  of  mother,  knows  no  way  of  good, 

{ More  than  the  end  in  me : who  weds  for  Luft 
Is  oft  a widow  : when  I married  you, 

I loft  the  name  of  Maid  to  gain  a Title 
Above  the  wifh  of  change,  which  that  part  can 
Only  maintain,  is  ftill  the  fame  in  man. 

His  virtue  and  his  calm  fociety. 

Which  no  gray  hairs  can  threaten  to  difiblve 
Nor  wrinkles  bury. 

Phier.  Confine  thy  felf  to  filence,  left  thou  take 
That  part  of  reafon  from  me,  is  only  left 
To  give  perfwafion  to  me,  I’m  a man: 

Or  fay  thou  haft  never  feen  the  Rivers  hafte 
With  gladfome  fpeed,  to  meet  th’  amorous  fea. 

Ordel.  We  are  but  to  praife  the  coolnefs  of  their 
ftreams. 

Phier.  Nor  view’d  the  Kids,  taught  by  their  luftful 
fires, 

Purfue  each  other  through  the  wanton  lawns. 

And  lik’d  the  fport. 

Ordel.  As  it  made  way  unto  their  envied  reft 
With  weary  knots,  binding  their  harmlefs  eyes. 

Thier  Nor  do  you  know  the  reafon  why  the  Dove, 

One  of  the  pair,  your  hands  wont  hourly  feed. 

So  often  dipt  and  kift  her  happy  mate. 

Ordel.  Unlefs  it  were  to  welcome  his  wifh’d  fight, 
Whofe  abfence  only  gave  her  mourning  voice. 

Phier.  And  you  could.  Dove-like  to  a fingle  objeeft. 

Bind  your  loofe  fpirits  to  one,  nay,  fuch  a one 
Whom  only  eyes  and  ears  mufl  flatter  good, 

Yourfurer  femce  made  ufelels,  my  felf,  nay 
As  in  my  all  of  good,  already  known. 

Ordel. 
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Ordel.  Let  proof  pleach  for  me^  let  me  be  mew’d  up. 
Where  never  eye  may  reach  me,  but  your  own;, 

And  when  I fhall  repent,  but  in  my  looks,  if  ligh. 

Thier,  Or  filed  a tear  that’s  warm. 

Ordel.  But  in  your  fadnels. 

Thier.  Or  when  you  hear  the  birds  call  for  their  mates. 
Ask  if  it  be  5#.  V^alentine.,  their  coupling  day. 

Ordel.  U any  thing  may  make  a thought  fiifpefted 
Of  knowing  any  happinefs  but  you. 

Divorce  me,  by  the  Title  of  Moll  Faldiood. 

Thier.  Oh,  who  would  know  a wife,  that  might  have 
fuch  a friend  > 

Pofterity  henceforth,  lofe  the  name  of  bleHing 
And  leave  the  earth  inhabited  to  people  heaven. 

Enter  Theodoret,  Brunhalt,  Martel,  Protaldye. 

Mart.  Allhappinels  to  Thierry  ^.n^Ordella. 

Thier.  ’Tis  a delire  but  borrowed  from  me,  my  happi- 
nels. 

Shall  be  the  period  of  all  good  mens  wilhes. 

Which  friends,  nay  dying  Fathers  diall  bequeath, 

'And  in  my  one  give  all ; is  there  a duty 

Belongs  to  any  power  of  mine,  or  love  w ' 

To  any  virtue  I have  right  to  ? here,  place  it  here, 
OrdtUa*s  name  fliall  only  bear  command, 

,Rule,  Title.  Sovereignty. 

Brun.  What  palTion  fways  my  Son  ? 

Thier.  Oh  Mother,  Ihe  has  doubled  every  good 
The  travel  of  your  bloud  madepolTible 
To  my  glad  being. 

Trot.  He  Ihould  have  done 
Little  to  her,  he  is  ib  light  hearted, 

Thier.  Brother,  friends,  if  honor  unto  lhame 
If  wealth  to  want  inlarge  the  prelent  fenfe, 

I My  joyes  are  unbounded,  infteadof  queftion 
Let  it  be  envy,  not  bring  a prefent 
To  the  high  offering  of  our  mirth.  Banquets,  and  Masquesj 
<eep  waking  our  delights,  mocking  nights  malice, 

Whofe  dark  brow  would  fright  pleafure  from  us. 

Our  Court  be  but  one  flange  of  Revels,  and  each  ye 
The  Scene  where  our  content  moves. 

T^heod.  There  lhall  want  , 

Nothing  to  exprefs  our  lhares  in  your  delight.  Sir. 

Mart.  Till  now  I ne’er  repented  the  ellate 
Of  Widower. 

Thier.  Mufick,  why  art  thou  fo  flow  voic’d  ? itllaiesthy 
prefence 

My  Ordella^  this  chamber  is  a Iphere 
Too  narrow  for  thy  all-moving  virtue. 

Make  way,  free  way  I fay. 

Who  mult  alone,  her  Sexes  want  fupply. 

Had  need  to  have  a room  both  large  and  high. 

Mart.  This  paffion’s  above  utterance. 

Iheod.  Nay,  credulity. 

Exit  all  but  Thierry,  Brunhalt. 


T i V 1151115  uui  age,  to  near  t 
VvalJ  dream  themfelves  to  women,  and  convert 
Ih  example  to  a miracle. 

Brun.  Alas,  ’tis  your  defefr  moves  my  amazement 
But  what  111  can  be  leparate If oni  ambition  ? 

Cruel  Theodoret. 

Thier.  What,  of  my  brother  ? 

Tx  his  name  your  barrenriefs  adds  rulc- 

ho  loving  the  effect,  would  not  be  llrange  ’ 

In  favouring  the  caufe-,  look  on  the  profit. 

And  gam  will  quickly  point  the  milchief  o’ut. 

Thier.  The  name  of  Father,  to  what  1 poilefs 
Is  lhame  and  care. 


Brun.  Were  we  begot  to  linglc  happinefs 
[grant  you-  but  from  fjch  a wife.  Inch  virtue 
To  get  an  heir,  what  hermet  would  not  find 
Deferving  argument  to  break  his  vow 
Even  in  his  age  of  chaltity  ? 

Thier.  You  teach  a deaf  man  language. 

Brun.  The  caufe  found  out,  the  malady  may  ccafe 
Have  you  heard  of  one  Forts  ? ^ 


Thier.  A learned  Affronomer,  great  Magician 
Who  lives  hard  by  retir’d.  ’ 

^ Brun.  Repair  to  him,  with  the  juff:  hour  and  place 
Of  your  nativity-  fools  arc  amaz’d  at  fate. 

Griefs  but  conceal’d  are  never  defperate. 

Thier.  You  have  timely  waken’d  me,  nor  ffiall  I deep 
Without  the  latisfaffion  of  his  Arc.  txit  Thierry 


Enter  Lecure. 


Brun.  Wifdom  prepares  you  to’t,  Lecure,  met  har- 

piiy- 

Lecure.  The  ground  anfwets  your  purpofe,  the  conveni- 
ence 

Being  fecure  and  eaffe,  falling  juff; 

Behind  the  ftatefet  for  Theodoret. 

Brun.  ’Tis  well,  your  truff;  invites  you  to  a fecon  lcharae 
You  know  Cell.  ' ^ ’ 

Lecure.  Who  conlfellated  your  fair  birth. 

Brun.  Enough,  I fee  thou  know’ff;  him,  where’s  Barvdber} 
Lee.  1 left  him  careful  of  the  project;  calf. 

To  raife  Protaldie^s  credit. 

Brun.  A fore  that  muff:  be  plaiffer’d,  in  whofe  wound 
Others  fliall  find  their  graves,  think  themlclves  found. 

Your  ear,  and  quickeltapprehenlion.  Exeunt 


Enter  Bavvdber  and  a jervant. 

Bavedb.  This  man  of  war  will  advance. 

Lecu.  His  hour’s  upon  the  Itroke. 

Ban'db.  Wind  him  back,  as  you  favour  my  ears, 
Ihave  nonoife  in  my  head,  my  brains  have  hitherto 
Been  imploy’d  in  filent  bulineffes. 

Enter  Devitry. 


Brun.  Why  Son  what  mean  you,  are  you  a man  ? 

Thier.  No  Mother  1 am  no  man,  were  I a man? 

How  could  I be  thus  happy  ? 

Brun.  How  can  a wife  be  author  of  this  joy  then  > 

Thier.  That  being  no  man,  I am  married  to  no  woman 
The  beff;  of  men  in  full  ability. 

Can  only  hope  to  fatisfie  a wife. 

And  for  that  hope  ridiculous,  I in  my  want 

And  fuch  defedive  poverty,  that  to  her  bed 

From  my  firft;  Cradle  brought  no  ffrength  but  thought 

Have  met  a temperance  beyond  hers  that  rockt  me, 

Neceflity  being  her  bar  -,  where  this 

Is  fo  much  fenffefs  of  my  depriv’d  fire^ 

She  knows  it  not  a lofs  by  her  defire. 

Brun.  It  is  beyond  my  admiration. 

Thier,  Beyond  your  fe.Yes  faith. 


Lecu.  The  Gentleman  is  within  your  reach  Sir.  Exit. 
Barrdb.  Give  ground,  vvhilff:  I drill  my  wits  to  the  en- 
counter, 

Devitry,  1 take  it. 

Devi.  All’s  that  left  of  him. 

Barvdb.  Is  there  another  parcel  of  yon, if  it  be  at  pawn 
I will  gladly  redeem  it,  to  make  you  wholly  mine. 

Vitry.  Youfeek  too  hard  a pennyworth. 

Barvdb.  You  too  ill  to  keep  liich  diltancciyour  parts  have 
been  long  known 

To  me,  howfbever  -you  pleafe  to  forget  acquaintance. 

Vit.  I muff;  confefs  I have  been  liibjefl  to  lewd  company. 
Bawdb.  Thanks  for  your  good  remembrance. 

You  have  been  a fbldicr  Devitry,  and  born  Arms. 

Vit.  A couple  of  unprofitable  ones,  that  have  only  ferv’d 
to  get  me  a Ifomach  to  my  dinner. 
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B^rvdb.  Mucli  good  may  it  do  you.  Sir. 

Vitry.  You  Hialfhave  heard  me  lay  1 had  din’d  firft,  I have 
^^ilt  on  an  unwhollbme  ground,  rais’d  up  a houfe,  before 
I knew  a Tenant,  matcht  to  meet  wearinefs,  fought  to  find 
want  and  hunger. 

Ban'db.  It  is  time  you  put  up  your  fword,  and  run  away 
for  meat , Sir,  nay,  if  I had  not  withdrawn  e’r  now, I 
might  have  kept  thee;,  fait  with  you  : but  fince  the  way  to 
thrive  is  never  late,  what  is  the  neareft  courfe  to  profit 
think  you  ? 

Vitry.  It  may  be  your  w'orlhip  will  lay  bawdry. 

harvdb.  True  fenfe,  bawdry. 

Vitvy.  Why,  is  their  five  kinds  of  them,  I never  knew  but 
one. 

Barvdb.  I’ll  fiiew  you  a new  way  of  profiitution,  fall  back, 
further  yet,  further,  there  is  fifty  crowns,  do  but  as  much 
to  Protaldye  the  Queens  favorite,  they  are  doubled. 

Vitry,  But  thus  much. 

Barvdh.  Give  him  but  an  affront  as  he  comes  to  the  pre- 
fence,  and  in  his  drawing  make  way,  like  a true  bawd  to  Ins 
valour,  the  Ion’s  thy  own-,  if  you  take  a fcratch  in  the 
arm  or  fo,  every  drop  of  bloud  weighs  down  a ducket. 

Vitry.  After  that  rate,  I and  my  friends  would  begger  the 
kingdom.  Sir,  you  have  made  me  blufh  to  fee  my  ivant, 
whole  cure  is  fuch  a cheap  and  eafie  purchale,  this  is  Male- 
bawdry  belike. 

Enter  Protaldy,  a Lady.^  and  KeveUers, 

Ban'db.  See,  you  fhall  not  be  long  earning  your  wages, 
your  work’s  before  your  eyes. 

Vitry.  Leave  it  to  my  handling,  I’ll  fall  upon’t  inftant- 

^y* 

Barvdb.  Whatopinion  will  the  managing  of  this  affair 
Bring  to  my  wifdom  ? my  invention  tickles 
With  apprehenfionon’t: 

Pro.  Thefe  are  the  joyes  of  marriage.  Lady, 

U'hofe  fights  are  able  to  difiblve  Virginity. 

Speak  freely,  do  you  not  envy  the  Brides  felicity? 

Lady.  How  fliould  L,  being  partner  of’t? 

Pro.  What  you  enjoy  is  but  the  Banquets  view, 

Thetafie  Hands  from  your  pallat-,  if  he  impart 
Byday  fo  much  of  his  content,  think  what  night  gave? 

Vitry.  Will  you  have  a relifh  of  wit,  Lady.<‘ 

Barvdb.  This  is  the  man. 

Lady.  If  it  be  not  dear.  Sir, 

Vitry.  If  you  affed  cheapnefs,  how  can  you  prize  this  fill- 
lied  ware  fo  much  ? mine  is  frefh,  my  own,  not  retail’d. 

Pro.  You  are  fancy,  firrah. 

Vitry.  The  fitter  to  be  in  the  difliwith  fuch  dry  Stock-fifh 
as  you  arc,  how,  flrike  ? 

Baivdb.  Remember  the  condition  as  you  look  for  pay- 
ment. 

Vitry.  That  box  was  left  out  of  the  bargain. 

Pro.  Help,  help,  help. 

Barvdb.  Plague  of  the  Scriveners  running  hand. 

What  a blow  is  this  to  my  reputation? 

Enter  Thierry,  Theodoret,  Brunhalt,  Ordella, 
Memberge,  Martell. 

1‘hier.  What  villain  dares  this  outrage  ? 

Vevitry.  Hear  me.  Sir,  this  creature  hir’d  me  with  fifty 
crowns  in  hand,  to  let  Protaldye  have  the  better  of  me  at 
(ingle  Rapier  on  a made  quarrel  ^ he  miftaking  the  weapon, 
laies  me  over  the  chops  with  his  club  fill,  for  which  I was 
bold  to  teach  him  the  Art  of  memory. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Iheo.  Your  General,  Mother,  will  difplay  himfelf. 
’Spightof  our  Peace  I fee. 

liner.  Forbear  thefe  civil  jars,  fie  Protaldy., 

So  open  in  your  projeds,  avoid  our  prelence,  firrah. 

Devi.  Willingly^  if  you  have  any  more  wages  to  earn. 
You  fee  I can  take  pains. 


Ibeo.  There’s  fomewhat  for  thy  labour. 

More  than  was  promis’d,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Barvdb.  Where  could  I willi  my  felf  now  ? in  the  Jjle  of 
Dogs. 

So  I might  fcape  fcratching,  for  I fee  by  her  Cats  eyes 
I fliall  be  claw’d  fearfully. 

Jhier.  We’ll  hear  no  moreon’t.  Soft  MuPtch 

Mufick  drown  all  ladnefs  ^ 

Command  the  Revellers  in,  at  what  a rate  I do  purchale 
My  Mothers  ablence,  to  give  my  fpleen  full  liberty. 

Brnn.  Speak  not  a thoughts  delay,  it  names  thy  ruin. 

Pro.  1 had  thought  my  life  had  born  more  value  with 
you. 

Brun.  Thy  lofs  carries  mine  with’t,  let  that  fecure  thee. 
The  vault  is  ready,  and  the  door  conveys  to’t 
Falls  juH  behind  his  chair,  the  blow  once  given, 

Thou  art  unfeen. 

Pro.  1 cannot  feel  more  than  I fear,  I’m  lure.  Withdra-^s. 

Bn,rt.  Begone,  and  let  them  laugh  their  own  deferudi- 
on. 

Phier.  You  will  add  unto  her  rage. 

Th^ud.  ’Foot,  I Ihallburft,  unlefs  I vent  my  felf,  ha,  ha, 
ha. 

Brun.  Me  Sir,  you  never  could 
Have  found  a time  to  invite  more  willingnefs 
In  my  difpofe  to  pleafure. 

Memb.  Would  you  would  pleafe  to  make  feme  other 
choife. 

Bevel.  ’Tisa  dilgrace  would  dwell  upon  me.  Lady, 
Should  you  refufe. 

Memb.  Your  realbn conquers^  my  Grandmothers  looks 
Have  turn’d  all  air  to  earth  in  me,  they  fit 
Upon  my  heart  like  night-charms,  black  and  heavy. 

Phey  Dance. 

Thier.  You  are  too  much  libertine. 

Pheod.  The  fortune  of  the  fool  perfivades  my  laughter 
More  than  his  cowardize  ^ was  ever  Rat 
Ta’en  by  the  tail  thus  ? ha,  ha,  ha. 

Phier,  Forbear  I fay. 

Prot.  No  eye  looks  this  way,  I will  wink  and  ftrike. 

Left  1 betray  my  felf.  Behind  the  State Jiabs  Theodoret? 

Iheo.  Ha,  did  you  not  fee  one  near  me  ? 

Phier.  How  near  you,  why  do  you  look  Ib  pale,  brother.^ 
Trealbn,  treafon. 

Memb.  Oh  my  prelage ! Father. 

Ordella.  Brother, 

Mart.  Prince,  Noble  Prince. 

Phier.  Make  the  gates  fure,  fearch  into  every  angle 
And  corner  of  the  Court,  ohmylhame!  Mother, 

Your  Son  is  flain,  Pheodoret.,  noble  Pheodoret., 

Here  in  my  arms,  too  weak  a Sanduary 

’Gainft  treachery  and  murder,  fay,  is  the  Traitor  taken  ? 

I Guard.  Nomanhath  paft  the  chamber  on  my  life  Sir. 

Phier.  Set  prefent  fire  unto  the  place,  that  all  unfeen 
May  perifli  in  this  mifehief,  who  moves  flow  to’t. 

Shall  add  unto  the  flame. 

Brun.  What  mean  you  ? give  me  your  private  hearing. 

Phier.  Perfwafion  is  a partner  in  the  crime, 

I will  renounce  my  claim  unto  a mother. 

If  you  make  offer  on’t. 

Brun.  E’er  a Torch  can  take  flame,  I will  produce 
The  author  of  the  fad. 

Phier.  Withdraw  but  for  your  Lights. 

Memb.  Oh  my  too  true  fufpition. 

Exeunt  Martel,  Memberg. 

Phier.  Speak,  where’s  the  Engine  to  this  horrid  ad? 

Brun.  Here  you  do  behold  her:;,  upon  whom  make  good 
Your  caufelefs  rage  -,  the  deed  was  done  by  my  incitement. 
Not  yet  repented. 

Phier.  Whether  did  nature  ftart,when  you  conceiv’d  ? 

A birth  fo  unlike  woman  ? fay,  what  part 
Did  not  confent  to  make  a fbn  of  him, 

Referv’d  it  felf  within  you  to  his  ruine. 

Brun.  Ha,  ha,afon  of  mine!  doe  not  diffever 

Thy 


Thierry  and 

Thy  fathers  duft,  fliaking  his  quiet  urn. 

To  which  my  breath  would  fend  fo  foul  an  ifliie. 

My  Son,  thy  Brother? 

Hhier.  Was  not  I’beodoret  my  brother,  or  is  thy  tongue 
Confederate  with  thy  heart,  tofpeakanddo 
Only  things  monftrous  ? 

BruH.  Hear  me  and  thou  (halt  make  thine  own  belief, 
Thy,fcill  with  forrow  mention’d,  father  liv’d 
Three  careful  years,  in  hope  of  wilhed  heirs. 

When  I conceiv’d,  being  from  his  jealous  fear 
Injoyn’d  to  quiet  home,  one  fatal  day  : 

Traiifported  with  my  pleafure  to  the  chafe, 

I forc’d  command,  and  in  purfuit  of  game 
Fell  from  my  horfe,  loll  both  my  child  and  hopes. 

Defpair  which  only  in  his  love  law  life 
Worthy  of  being,  froma  Gard’ners  Arms 
Snatchtthis  unlucky  brat,  and  call’d  it  mine. 

When  the  next  year  repaid  my  lofs  with  thee : 

But  in  thy  wrongs  preferv’d  my  mifery. 

Which  that  I might  diminilh,  though  not  end. 

My  fighs,  and  wet  eies  from  thy  Fathers  Will, 

Bequeath  this  largeft  part  or  his  Dominions 
Of  France  unto  thee,  and  only  left 
Auiiracia  unto  that  changling,  whofe  life  affords 
Too  much  of  ill  ’gainft  me  to  prove  my  words. 

And  call  him  ffranger. 

Finer.  Come,  doe  not  weep,  I mull,  nay  do  believe  you. 
And  in  my  fathers  fatisfaffion  count  it 
Merit,  not  wrong,  or  lofs: 

Brun.  You  doe  but  flatter,  there’s  anger  yet  flames 
In  your  eyes. 

Ibier.  See,  I will  quench  it,  and  confefs  that  you 
Have  fuffer’d  double  travel  for  me. 

Brun.  You  will  not  fire  thehoufe  then  ? 

Fbier.  Rather  reward  the  author  who  gave  caufe 
Of  knowing  fuch  a fecret,  my  oath  and  duty 
Shall  be  affiirance  on’t. 

Brun.  Trotaldycj  rife  good  faithful  fervant,  hcaveii  knows. 
How  hardly  he  was  drawn  to  this  attempt. 

Enter  Protaldye. 

Finer.  Protaldye  ? he  had  a Gard’ners  face  I’ll  fwear : 
Tell  by  thy  hand.  Sir,  we  doe  owe  unto  you  for  this  fer- 
vice. 

Brun.  Why  lookeft  thou  fo  dejeefted? 

Enter  Martel. 

Prot.  I want  alittlefliifc.  Lady,  nothing  elle. 

Mart.  The  fires  are  ready,  pleafe  it  your  grace  withdraw, 
Whilft  we  perform  your  pleafure. 

Fbier.  Referve  them  for  the  body fince  he  had  the  fate 
To  live  and  die  a Prince,  he  fnall  not  lofe 
The  Title  in  his  Funeral,  Exit. 

Mart.  His  fate  to  live  a Prince, 

Thou  old  impiety,  made  up  byluft  andmifehief. 

Take  up  the  body.  Exeunt  vphb  tbe  body  of  Theod. 

Enter  Lecure  and  a Servant, 

Lecu.  Dofl:  think  Leforte'^s  fure  enough  ? 

Serv.  As  bonds  can  make  him,  I have  turn’d  his  eyes  to 
the  Eaft and  left  him  gaping  after  the  Morning  ftar,  his 
head  is  a meer  Aftrolobe,  his  eyes  ftand  for  the  Poles,  the 
gag  in  his  mouth  being  the  Coachman,  his  five  teeth  have 
the  neareft  refemblance  to  Charles  IVain. 

Lecure.  Thouhaft  caft  a figure  which  fhall  raifethee,  di- 
re(ft  my  hair  a little : and  in  my  likenefs  to  him,  read  a for- 
tune fuiting  thy  largeft  hopes. 

Ser.  You  are  fo  far ’bove  likenefs,  you  are  the  fame. 

If  you  love  mirth,  perfwadehim  from  himfelf. 

’Tisbut  an  Aftronomer  out  of  the  way. 

And  lying,  will  bear  the  better  place  for’t 
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Lecure.  I have  profitabler  ufe  in  hand,  hafte  to  the 
And  tell  her  how  you  left  me  chang’d.  (Queen 

Exit  Seriant. 

Who  would  not  ferve  this  virtuous  aTive  Queen  ? 

She  that  loves  mifchief’bove  the  man  that  does  it, 

And  him  above  her  pleafure,  yet  knows  no  heaven  elfe. 

E.nter  Thierry. 

liner.  How  well  this  loans  fuits  the  Art  I feek, 
Diicovering  fecret,  and  fuccceding  Fate, 

Knowledge  that  puts  all  lower  happinefs  on, 

\\'ith  a remifs  and  carelefs  hand. 

Fair  peace  unto  your  meditations,  father. 

Lecure.  The  fame  to  yon , you  bring.  Sir. 

Ihkr.  Drawn  by  your  much  fam’d  skill.  I come  to  know 
Whether  the  man  who  owes  his  charafter. 

Shall  e’er  have  ifliie. 

Lecure.  A refolution  falling  with  mofteafe, 

Of  any  doubt  you  could  have  nam’d,  he  is  a Prince 
Whofe  fortune  you  enquire. 

F hie.  He  is  nobly  born. 

Lecure.  He  had  a Dukedom  lately  fall’nunto  him. 

By  one,  call’d  Brother,  who  has  left  a Daughter. 

Fbier.  The  queltion  is,  of  Heirs,  not  Lands. 

Lecure.  Heirs,  yes,  he  ftall  have  Heirs. 

Fbier.  Begotten  of  his  body,  why  look’d:  thou  pale? 
Thou  canft  not  fuffer  in  his  want. 

Lecure.  Nor  thou,  I neither  can  nor  will 
Give  farther  knowledge  to  thee. 

Fbier.  Thou  muft,  I am  the  man  myfelf. 

Thy  Sovereign,  who  muft  owe  unto  thy  wifdom 
In  the  concealing  of  my  barren  fliame. 

Lecure.  Your  Grace  doth  wrong  your  Stars  •,  if  this  be 
yours. 

You  may  have  children. 

Fbier.  Speak  it  again. 

Lecure.  You  may  have  fruitful  ifTue. 

Fhie.  By  whom  ? when  ? how  ? 

Lecure.  It  was  the  fatal  means  firft  ftruckmybloud 
With  the  cold  hand  of  wonder,  when  I read  it 
Printed  upon  your  birth. 

Fbier.  Can  there  be  any  way  unfmooth,  has  end 
So  fair  and  good  ? 

Leatre.  We  that  behold  the  fad  afpedts  of  Heaven, 
Leading  fence  blinded,  men  feel  grief  enough 
To  know,  though  not  to  fpeak  their  miferies. 

Fbier.  Sorrow  muft  lofe  a name,  where  mine  finds  life-, 
If  not  in  thee,  at  leafteale  pain  with  fpecd. 

Which  muft  Imovv  no  cure  elfe. 

Lecure.  Then  thus, 

The  firft  of  Females  which  your  eye  fliall  meet 
Before  the  Sun  next  rife,  coming  from  out 
The  Temple  of  Diana ^ being  flain,  you  live 
Father  of  many  fons. 

Fbier.  CaH’ft  thou  this  fadnefs,  can  I beget  a Son? 
Deferving  lefs  than  to  give  recompence 
Llntofo  poor  a lofs?  what  e’er  thou  art. 

Reft  peaceable  bleft  creature,  born  to  be 
Mother  of  Princes,  whofe  grave  fhall  be  more  fruitful 
Than  others  marriage  beds:  methinks  his  Arc 
Should  give  her  form  and  happy  figure  to  me, 

I long  to  fee  my  happinefs,  he  is  gone. 

As  I remember,  he  nam’d  my  brothers  Daughter, 

Were  it  my  Mother,  ’twere  a.gainful  death 

Could  give  OrdeUa's  virtue  living  breath.  hxeunt 
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Mart.  Here  comes  a woman. 


Mhs  Ouartus, 


Enter  Or  della  veiPd. 


Sc  Jin  a F rim  a. 

Enter  Thierry  a^ld  Martel, 

A!art.\7Gm  Grace  is  early  ftirring. 

Y 2 How  can  he  fleep, 

Whofe  happinefs  is  laid  up  in  an  hour. 

He  knows  tomes  Healing  towards  him,  Oh  Martel  I 
H’Vporiible  the  longing  Bride,  whofe  wifhes 
Out-runs  her  fears,  can  on  that  day  Hie  is  married 

Confamemnumbers,  or  his  Armsruftineale, 

That  hears  the  charge,  and  fees  the  honor’d  purchafe 
Ready  to  gil’d  his  valour.?  Mine  is  more 
A pokier  above  thefe  paflions  -,  this  day  France., 

France  that  in  want  of  ifliie  withers  with  us  •, 

And  like  an  aged  River,  runs  his  head 
I^to  toi'EOtten  v/ays,  again  Iranlbme, 

And  his  fair  coiirfe  turn  right ; this  day  Thierry, 

'X'hc  Son  of  France,  whofe  manly  pow'crs  like  priloners 
Have  been  tied  up,  and  fetter  d,  by  one  death 
Give  lifetothouiand  ages-,  this  day  beauty 
The  envy  of  the  world,  Pleafure  the  glory. 

Content  above  the  world,  defire  beyond  it 
Are  made  mine  own,  and  ufeful. 

Mart.  Happy  Woman 
That  dies  to  do  thefe  things. 

7 bier.  But  ten  times  happier 
That  lives  to  do  the  greater^  oh 

rhegods  h3.vc  hesrd  me  now-j  3nd  thofc  thsticorn  d 

‘ Mothers  of  many  children,  and  bleft  fathers 
That  Tee  their  iflues  like  the  Stars  un-number’d,. 
Their  comfort  more  than  them,  fhall  in  my  praifes 
Now  teach  their  infants  fongs^  and  tell  their  ages 
From  fuchaSon  of  mine,  or  fuch  a Queen, 

That  chafte  Or  della  brings  me  blclled  marriage 
The  chain  that  links  two  Holy  Loves  together 
And  in  the  marriage,  more  than  bleft  Or  della. 

That  comes  lb  near  the  Sacrament  it  lelf, 

The  Priefts  doubt  whether  purer. 

Mart.  Sir,  y’are  loft. 

Thier.  I prethee  let  me  be  fo. 

Mart.  The  day  wears, 

Andthofe  that  have  been  offering  early  prayers. 

Are  now  retiring  homeward. 

7 bier.  Stand  and  mark  then. 

^Mart.  Is  it  the  firft  muft  fuffeic 
Ibier.  The  firft  Woman. 

An  art.  What  hand  fhall  do  it.  Sir 
Tbier.  This  hand  Martell, 

For  who  Ids  dare  prefume  to  give  the  gods 
An  incenfc  of  this  offering? 

Mart.  Would  1 were  fhe. 

For  fuch  away  to  die,  and  fuch  a blefling 
Can  never  crown  my  parting. 

Enter  two  menpajftngover, 

I 

Thier.  What  are  thofe  > 

Mart.  Men,  men.  Sir,  men. 

Ihier.  The  plagues  of  men  light  on  ’em. 

They  crofsmy  hopes  like  Hares,  who’s  that  r 

Enter  a Frieft. 

Mart.  A Prieft,Sir. 

'Ihier.  \A  ould  he  were  gelt.  ' 

Mart.  May  not  thefe  rafcals  ferve,  Sir, 

^ Well  bang’d  and  quarter’d  ? 


Thier.  Stand  and  behold  her  then. 

Mart.  1 think  a fair  one. 

Ibier.  Move  not  whilft  I prepare  her : may  her  peace 
Like  his  whofe  innocence  the  gods  are  pleas’d  with, 

And  offering  at  their  Altars,  gives  his  fbul 
Far  purer  than  thofe  fires  •,  pull  heaven  upon  her. 

You  holy  powers,  no  humane  fpot  dwell  in  her. 

No  love  of  any  thing,  but  you  and  goodnefs, 

Tie  her  to  earth,  fear  be  a ftranger  to  her. 

And  all  weak  blouds  affedions,  but  thy  hope 
Let  her  bequeath  to  Women : hear  me  heaven, 

Give  her  a fpirit  m'afeuline,  and  noble, 

Fitforyourfelvesto  ask,  and  me  to  offer. 

Oh  let  her  meet  my  blow,  doat  on  her  deathg 
And  as  a wanton  Vine  bows  to  the  pruner. 

That  by  his  cutting  off^  more  may  increafe. 

So  let  her  fall  to  raife  me  fruit  ■,  hail  woman. 

The  happieft,  and  the  beft  (if  the  dull  Will 
Do  not  abufethy  fortune)  e’er  found  yet. 

Or  del.  Sh’is  more  than  dull.  Sir,  left,  and  worfe  than^ , 
Woman, 

That  may  inherit  fuch  an  infinite 

As  you  propound,  a greatnefs  fo  near  goodnefs  j 

And  brings  a Will  to  rob  her. 

Thier.  Tell  me  this  then. 

Was  there  e’er  woman  yet,  or  may  be  found, 

That  for  fair  Fame,  unlpotted  memory. 

For  virtues  fake,  and  only  for  it  felf  fake 
Has,  or  dare  make  a ftory  } 

Ordel.  Many  dead  Sir, 

Living  I thing  as  many. 

Thier.  Say,  the  kingdom 

May  from  a womans  Will  receive  a blefling,  , 

The  King  and  kingdom,  not  a private  fafety.  ; 

A general  blefling.  Lady. 

Ordel.  A general  curie 
Light  on  her  heart,  denies  it. 

Ihicr.  Full  of  honor  ^ 

And  filch  examples  as  the  former  ages 
Were  but  dim  fhadows  of,  and  empty  figures. 

Ordel.  Youftrangely  ftirme,Sir,  and  were  my  weakiieft 
In  any  other  ffefh  but  modeft  womans. 

You  fhould  not  ask  more  queftions,  may  I do  it  ? 
liner . You  may,  and  which  is  more,  you  muft. 

Ordel.  I joy  in’t, 

Above  a moderate  gladneft,  Sir,-yon  promife 
It  fhall  behoneft. 

Thier.  As  ever  time  difeover’d.  ^ 

Ordel.  Let  it  be  what  it  may  then,  v/hat  it  dare, 

I have  a mind  will  hazard  it. 

Thier.  But  hark  ye. 

What  may  that  woman  merit,  makes  this  blefling ! • 

Ordel.  Only  her  duty.  Sir. 

Thier.  ’Tis  terrible. 

Ordel.  ’Tisfb  much  the  more  noble. 

T/:7/>r.’Tisfullof  fearful  fhadows. 

Ordel.  So  is  fleep.  Sir. 

Or  any  thing  that’s  meerly  ours,  and  mortal, 

We  were  begotten  gods  elfe  •,  but  thofe  fears 
Feeling  but  once  the  fires  of  nobler  thoughts.  ^ 

Flie,like  the  fhapes  of  clouds  we  form,  to  nothing. 

Thier.  Suppofeit  death. 

Ordel.  I do. 

Thier.  And  endlefs  parting 
With  all  we  can  call  ours,  with  all  our  fweetneft. 

With  youth,  ftrength,  pleafure,  people,  time,  nay  reafon : 
For  in  the  filent  grave,  no  converfation. 

No  joyful  tread  of  friends,  no  voice  of  Lovers, 

No  careful  Fathers  counfel,  nothing’s  hard. 
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Nor  nothing  is,  but  all  oblivion, 

Dufc  and  an  endlels  darknels,  and  dare  you  woman 
Defire  this  place  ? 

Ofdeel.  ’Tis  of  all  fleeps  the  fweetell:. 

Children  begin  it  to  us,  ftrong  menfeekit, 

And  Kings  from  heighth  of  all  their  painted  glories 
Fall  likefpent  exhalations,  to  this  centre: 

And  thofe  are  fools  that  fear  it,  or  imagine 
A few  unhandfome  pleafures,  or  lifes  profits 
Can  recompence  this  place  ^ and  mad  that  ftaiesit. 

Tillage  blow  out  their  lights,  or  rotten  humors. 

Bring  them  difpers’d  to  th’  earth. 

Thier.  Then  you  can  fuffer  > 

Or  del.  As  willingly  as  lay  it. 

Ihier.  A'fartell^  a wonder, 

Here’s  a woman  that  dares  die,  yet  tell  me. 

Are  you  a Wife  ? 

Ordel.  I am  Sir. 

. ’Ihier.  And  have  children  ? 

■ She  lighs  and  weeps. 

Ordel.  Oh  none  Sir. 

Ihier.  Dare  you  venture  . , 

For  a poor  barren  praife  you  ne’er  lhall  hear. 

To  part  with  thefe  fweet  hopes? 

Ordel.  With  all  but  Heaven, 

And  yet  die  full  of  children he  that  reads  me 
When  I am  alhes,  is  my  Son  in  wilhes, 

. And  thofe  chalte  dames  that  keep  my  memory. 

Singing  my  yearly  requiems,  are  my  Daughters. 

Ihier.  Then  there  is  nothing  wanting  but  my  know- 
ledg. 

And  what  I mufl;  doe.  Lady? 

Ordel.  You  are  the  King,  Sir, 

And  what  you  do  I’ll  fuffer,  and  that  bleffmg 
That  you  defire,  the  gods  Ihowr  on  the  Kingdom. 

Thier.  Thus  much  before  1 ftrike  then,  fori  muff  kill 
■ you. 

The  gods  have  will’d  it  lb.  they’re  made  the  blcfling 
Muff  make  France  young  again,  and  me  a man. 

Keep  up  your  ftrength  ftill  nobly. 

Ordel.  Fear  me  not, 

Ihier.  And  meet  death  like  a meafure. 

Ordel.  I am  ftedfaft. 

Ihier.  Thou  fhalt  be  fainted  woman,  and  thy  Tomb 
Cut  out  in  Chryftal,  pure  and  good  as  thou  art  j 
And  on  it  lhall  be  graven  every  age, 

Succeeding  Peers  of  France  that  rife  by  thy  fall. 

Tell  thou  lieft  there  like  old  and  fruitful  nature. 

Darcft  thou  behold  thy  happinels  ? 

Ordel.  1 dare  Sir. 

Ihier.  Ha?  Puls  ojf  her  veii.y  left  fall  his  [word. 

Mar.  Oh  Sir,  you  muff  not  doe  it. 

Ihier.  No,  Idare  not. 

There  is  an  Angel  keeps  that  Paradice, 

A fiery  Angel  friend oh  virtue,  virtue^' 

Ever  and  endlefs  virtue. 

Ordel.  Strike,  Sir,  ftrike  *, 

And  if  in  my  poor  death  fair  Frjwf  may  merit, 

Give  me  a thouland  blows,  be  killing  me 
A thoufand  days. 

7 hier.  Firft  let  the  earth  be  barren. 

And  man  no  more  remembred,  rile  Ordella., 

Theneareft  tothy  maker,  and  the  pureft 

That  ever  dull  Iklh  lliewedus,— oh  ray  heart-ftrings  .Exit. 

Mart.  I fee  you  full  of  wonder,  therefore  nobkft. 

And  trueft  amongft  W’omen,  I will  tell  you 
The  end  of  this  ftrange  accident. 

Ordel.  Amazement 

Has  lb  much  wove  upon  my  heart,  that  truly 
I feel  my  felf  unfit  to  hear,  oh  Sir, 

My  Lord  has  flighted  me. 

Mart.  Oh  no  fweet  Lady. 

Ordel.  Robb’d  me  of  fuch  a gtory  by  his  pity^ 

And  molt  unprovident  relpefr. 


Mart.  Dear  Lady,  j 

It  was  not  meant  to  you. 

Orfd'e/.  Elfe  where  the  day  is. 

And  hours  diftinguifli  time,  time  runs  to  ages, 

And  ages  end  the  world,  I had  been  fpoken. 

P^vi.  I’ll  tell  you  what  it  was,  if  but  your  patienco  ^ 
Will  give  me  hearing. 

Ordel.  If  I have  tranfgreft. 

Forgive  me.  Sir. 

Matt.  Your  noble  Lord  was  counfel’d. 

Grieving  the  barrennels  between  you  both. 

And  all  the  Kingaom  with  him,  to  feek  out 
A man  that  knew  thefecrets  of  the  gods, 
ie  went,  found  fuch  an  one,  and  had  this  anlwer. 

That  if  he  wou’d  haveifiiie,on  this  morning, 

■or  this  hour  was  prefixt  him,  helhouldkill 
The  firft  he  met,  being  Female,  from  the  Temple^ 

And  then  he  Ihould  have  children,  the  miftake 
Is  now  too  perfed,  Lady. 

Ordel^  Still  ’tis  I,  Sir, 

■or  may  this  work  be  done  by  common  women? 

Durft  any  but  my  felf  that  knew  the  bleffing. 

And  felt  the  benefit,  affume  this  thing 
In  any  other,  ’t’ad  been  loft,  and  nothing, 

A curfe  and  not  a bleffing  ^ 1 was  figur’d  j 
And  lhall  a little  fondnefs  barr  my  purchafe? 

Mart.  Where  Ihould  he  then  feek  children  ? 

Ordel.  Where  they  are  ' 

In  wombs  ordain’d  for  iffues,  in  thofe  beauties 
Thatblefs  a marriage-bed,  and  makes  it  proceed 
With  killes  that  conceive,  and  fruitful  pleafures  \ 

Mine  like  a grave,  buries  thofe  loyal  hopes, 

And  to  a grave  it  covet  s. 

Mart.  You  are  too  good, 

Too  excellent,  toohoneft;,  rob  not  us 
And  thofe  that  lhall  hereafter  feek  example. 

Of  fuch  ineftimable  worthies  in  woman. 

Your  Lord  of  fuch  obedience,  all  of  honor 
In  coveting  a cruelty  is  not  yours, 

A Will  Ihort  of  your  Wifdom  ^ make  not  error 
A Tomb-ftone  of  your  virtues,  whofe  fair  life 
Deferves  a conftellation : your  Lord  dare  not  j 
He  cannot,  ought  not,  muft  not  run  this  hazard. 

He  makes  a feparation,  nature  lliakes  at. 

The  gods  deny,  and  evedafting  juftice 
Shrinks  back,  and  llieathsherfword  at. 

All’s  but  talk.  Sir,: 

I find  to  what  I am  referv’d,  and  needful. 

And  though  my  Lord’s  companion  makes  me  poor,’ 

And  leaves  me  in  my  beftufe,  yet  a ftrength 
Above  mine  own,  or  his  dull  fondnefs  finds  me-, 

The  gods  have  given  it  to  me.  Draws  a hpife. 

Mart.  Self-deftrudion ! 

Now  all  good  Angels  blefs  thee,  oh  fweet  Lady, 

You  are  abus’d,  this  is  a way  to  lhame  you. 

And  with  you  all  that  knows  you,  all  that  loves  yoM, 

To  ruin  all  you  build,  would  you  be  famous  ? 

Is  that  your  end  ? 

Ordel.  I would  be  what  I Ihould  be.  ('den 

Mart.  Live  and  confirm  the  gods  then,  live  and  be  loa- 
With  more  than  Olive-bear,  or  fruitful  Autumn  j 
This  way  you  kill  your  merit,  kill  your  caufe. 

And  him  you  would  raile  life  to,  where,  or  how 
Got  you  thefe  bloudy  thoughts  what  Devil  durft 
Look  on  that  Angel  face,  and  tempt  ? doc  you  kno\V 
What  is’tto  diethus,howyou  ftrike  the  Stars, 

And  all  good  things  above,  do  you  feel 

What  follows  a felf-bloud,  whether  you  venture. 

And  to  what  punifhment  ? excellent  Lady, 

Be  not  thus  cozen’d,  do  not  fool  your  felf. 

The  Prieft  was  never  his  own  lacrifice. 

But  he  that  thought  his  hell  here. 

Ordel.  I am  counfcll’d. 

Mart,  And  I am  glad  on’t,  lie,  I know  you  dare  not. 

Ordel. 
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Ordel.  1 never  have  done  yet. 

Mart.  Piaytakemy  comfort. 

Was  this  a foul  to  lofo  ? two  more  fuch  women 
W’ould  fave  their  fox  •,  foe,  file  repents  and  prayes, 

Oh  hear  her,  hear  her,  if  there  be  a faith 
Ableto  reach  your  mercies,  fiiehath  font  it. 

Ordel.  Now  good  Martel  confirm  me. 

Mart.  I will  Lady, 

And  every  hour  advifo  you,  for  I doubt 
Whether  this  plot  be  heavens,  or  hells  ^ your  mother 
And  I will  find  it,  if  it  be  in  mankind 
To  fearch  the  center  of  it:  in  the  meantime 
PH  give  you  out  for  dead,  and  by  your  fell. 

And  fiievv  the  inffrument,  fo  fiiall  I find 
A joy  that  will  betray  her. 

Ordel.  Do  what’s  fitteflj 
And  I will  follow  you. 

Mart.  Then  ever  live 

Both  able  to  engrofs  all  love,  and  give.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Brunhalt,  PwDpldye. 

Brun.  I’m  in  labour 

To  be  deliver’d  of  that  burthenous  projeft 
I have  fo  long  gone  with  j ha,  here’s  the  Midwife, 

Or  life,  or  death* 

Enter  Lecure. 

Lecu.  If  in  the  fuppofition 
Of  her  death  in  whofe  life  you  die,  you  ask  me, 

I think  you  are  fafe. 

Brun.  Is  fine  dead  ? 

Lecu.  I have  us’d 

All  means  to  make  her  fb,  I faw  him  waiting 
At  the  Temple  door,  and  us’d  fuch  Art  within. 

That  only  Ihe  of  all  her  Sex  was  firfi: 

Giv’n  up  unto  his  fury. 

Brun.  Wdiich  if  love 
Or  fear  made  him  forbear  to  execute 
The  vengeance  he  determin’d,  his  fond  pity 
Shall  draw  it  on  himfolf,  for  were  there  left 
Not  any  man  but  he,  to  ferve  my  pleafures, 

Or  from  me  to  receive  commands,  which  are 
The  joyes  for  which  I love  life,  he  fnouldbe 
Remov’d,  and  I alone  left  to  be  Queen 
O’er  any  part  of  goodnels  that’s  leftm  me. 

Lecu.  If  you  are  fo  refolv’d,  I have  provided 
A means  to  fnip  him  hence  : look  upon  this. 

But  touch  it  fparingly,  for  this  once  us’d. 

Say  but  to  dry  a tear,  will  keep  the  eye-lid 
From  doling,  until  death  perform  that  office. 

Brun.  Give’t  me,  I may  have  ufo  of  it,  and  on  you 
I’ll  make  the  firfi;  experiment ; if  one  figh 
Or  heavy  look  beget  the  leafi;  fulpition, 

Childifti  companion  can  thaw  the  Ice 
Of  your  fo  long  congeal’d  and  flinty  hardnels. 

Slight,  go  onconftant,  or  I Ihall. 

Trot.  Bell:  Lady, 

We  have  no  faculties  which  are  not  yours. 

Lecu.  Nor  will  be  any  thing  without  you. 

Baun.  Befo,  and  wewillftand  or  fall  together,  for 
Since  we  have  gone  fo  far,  that  death  mull  flay 
The  journey,  which  we  wilhlhould  never  end*, 

And  innocent,  or  guilty,  we  mull  die. 

When  we  do  fo,  let’s  know  the  reafon  why. 

Enter  Thierry  and  Courtiers. 

Lecu.  The  King. 

Ihier.  We’ll  be  alone. 

Trot.  I would  I had 
A Convoy  too,  to  bring  me  lafe  off. 

For  rage  although  it  be  allai’d  with  forrow. 


Appears  fo  dreadflil  in  him,  that  I lhake 
d o look  upon’t. 

Brun.  Coward  Fwill  meet  it. 

And  know  frem  whence ’t  has  birth:  Son,  kingly  7i^/Vrrj. 

7hier.  Is  cheating  grown  fo  cemn' on  among  men  .? 
And  thrives  fo  well  here,  that  the  gods  endeavour 
To  pradifo  it  above? 

Brun.  Your  Mother. 

Tbier.  Ha  !.  or  are  they  only  careful  to  revenge, 

Not  to  rew^ard  ? or  when,  for  your  offences 
We  ftudy  fatisfadion,  mufethe  cure 
Be  w'orfe  than  the  difeafo.? 

Br7in.  Will  you  not  hear  me  ? 

Ibier.  To  lofo  th’  ability  to  perform  thofe  duties 
For  which  I entertain’d  the  name  of  Husband,  ' 

Ask’d  more  than  common  forrow  ^ but  t’impofo 
For  the  redrefs  of  that  defed,  a torture 
In  marking  her  to  death,  for  whom  alone 
■ felt  that  weaknefs  as  a want,  requires 
More  than  the  making  the  head  bald : or  falling 
Thus  flat  upon  the  earth,  or  curfing  thgt  way. 

Or  praying  this,  oh  fuch  a Scene  of  grief, 

Andfo  fet  down,  ( the  world  the  flage  to  ad  on  ) 

May  challenge  a Tragedian  better  pradis’d 
Than  I am  to  exprefs  it  *,  for  my  caufe 
Of  palfion  is  fo  ftrong,  and  my  performance 
So  weak, that  though  the  part  be  good,  I fear 
Th’ill  ading  of  it,  will  defraud  it  of 
The  poor  reward  it  may  deferve,  mens  pity. 

Brun.  I have  given  you  way  thus  long,  a King,  and  what 
Is  more,  my  Son,  and  yet  aiflavetothat 
Which  only  triumphs  over  cowards  forrow, 

For  lhame  look  up. 

Lhier.  Is’t  you,  look  down  on  me ; 

And  if  that  you  are  capable  to  receive  it, 

Let  that  return  to  you.  that  have  brought  forth 
One  mark’d  out  only  for  it : what  are  thefe  ? 

Come  they  upon  your  privilege  to  tread  oa 
The  Tomb  of  myafflidions  ? 

Prot.  No,  not  we  Sir. 

Lhier.  How  dare  you  then  omit  the  ceremony 
Due  to  the  funeral  of  all  my  hopes. 

Or  come  unto  the  marriage  of  my  lorrcws, 

Butin  fuch  colours  as  may  fort  with  them. 

Prot.  Alas*,  we  will  wear  any  thing. 

Brun.  This  is  madnefs 
Take  but  my  counfol. 

‘Lhier.  Yours  > dare  you  again 
Though  arm’d  wdth  th’  authority  of  a mother, 

Attempt  the  danger  that  will  fall  on  you 
If  fuch  another  lyllable  awake  it? 

Goe,  and  with  yours  be  fafe,  I have  fuch  caufe 
Of  grief,  nay  more,  to  love  it,  that  I will  not 
Have  fuch  as  thefo  be  fharers  in  it» 

Lecu.  Madam. ' 

Prot.  Another  time  were  better. 

Brun.  Donotftirr, 

Fori  mult  be  refolv’d,  and  will,  belbatuesF 
Enter  Martel. 

Lhier.  I,  thou  art  \VeIcome,  and  upon  my  foul 
Thou  art  an  honeft  man,  do  you  foe,  he  has  tears 
To  lend  to  him  whom  prodigal  expence 
Of  forrow,  has  made  bankrupt  of  fuch  treafure. 

Nay,  thou  doft  well. 

Mart.  I would  it  might  exciife. 

The  ill  I bring  along. 

Lhier.  Thou  mak’ft  me  Imile 
I the  heighth  of  my  calamities,  as  if 
There  could  be  the  addition  of  an  Atome, 

To  the  gyant-body  of  my  miferies 

But  try,  for  I will  he  ar  thee,  all  fit  dowm,  ’tis  death 


Thierry  and  Theodorec. 


To  any  that  fhall  dare  to  interrupt  him 
In  look,  gefture,  or  word. 

Mart.  Andfuch  attention 
As  is  due  to  the  lafl;,  and  the  belt  flory 
That  ever  was  deliver’d,  will  become  you. 

The  griev’d  Ordella.,  (for  all  other  titles 
But  take  away  from  that ) having  from  me 
Prompted  by  your  lafl:  parting  groan,  enquir’d. 

What  drew  it  from  you,  and  the  caufe  foonlearn’d: 

For  Ihe  whom  barbarifm  could  deny  nothing, 

With  fuch  prevailing  earneftnefs  defir’d  it, 

’Twasnot  in  me,  though  it  had  been  my  death, 

To  hide  it  from  her,  fhe  I fay,  in  whom 
, All  was,  that  Athens.,  Rome.,  or  warlike  Sparta^ 

Have  regiftred  for  good  in  their  belt  W^omen  : 

But  nothing  of  their  ill,  knowing  her  felf 
Mark’d  out,  (I  know  not  by  what  power,  hut  fure 
A cruel  one)  to  dye,  to  give  you  children  j 
Having  firfl:  with  a fetled  countenance 
Look’d  up  to  Heaven,  and  then  upon  her  felf, 

(It  being  the  next  belt  objeifl)  and  then  Imil’d, 

As  if  her  joy  in  death  to  do  you  fervice, 

Would  break  forth,  in  delpight  of  the  much  Ibriow 
She  fliew’d  fhe  had  to  leave  you ; and  then  taking 
Me  by  the  hand,  this  hand  which  I mufl;  ever 
l ove  better  than  I have  done,  fmce  Ihe  touch’d  it. 

Go  faid  Ihe,  to  my  Lord,  ( and  to  goe  to  him 
Is  fuch  a happinefs  I mufl:  not  hope  for  J 
And  tell  him  that  he  too  much  priz’d  a trifle 
Made  only  worthy  in  his  love,  and  her 
Thankful  acceptance,  for  her  fake  to  rob 
The  Orphan  Kingdom  of  fuch  guardians,  as 
Mufl:  of  neceflity  defcend  from  from  him  *, 

And  therefore  in  feme  part  of  recompence 
Of  his  much  love,  and  to  Ihew  to  the  world 
That  ’twasnot her  fault  only,  but  her  fate. 

That  did  deny  to  let  her  be  the  mother 
Of  luch  molt  certain  blelTings : yet  for  proof. 

She  did  not  envy  her,  that  happy  her. 

That  is  appointed  to  them,  her  guick  end 
Should  make  way  for  her,  which  no  fooner  fpoke, 

Butin  a moment  this  too  ready  engine 
Made  fuch  a battery  in  the  choifeft  Caftle 
That  ever  nature  made  to  defend  life, 

That  ftrait  it  Ihook,  and  funk. 

thier.  Stay,  dares  any 
Prefume  to  flied  a tear  before  me  ? or 
Afcribe  that  worth  unto  themfelves  to  merit : 

To  do  ft)  for  her  ? I have  done,  now  on. 

* Mart.  Fall’n  thus,  once  more  fne  fmil’d,  as  ifthat  death 
For  her  had  Itudied  a new  way  to  fever 
The  foul  and  body,  without  fcnfe  of  pain  *, 

And  then  tell  him  ( quoth  Ihe)  what  you  have  feen, 

And  with  what  willingnels  ’twas  done ; for  which 
My  lafl:  requeft  unto  him  is,  that  he 
Would  inftantly  make  choice  of  one  ( molt  happy 
In  being  fo  chofen  ) to  fupply  my  place. 

By  whom  if  heaven  blels  him  with  a daughter. 

In  my  remembrance  let  it  bear  my  name 
Which  laid  flie  dy’d. 

Thier.  I hear  this,  and  yet  live  j 
Heart ! art  thou  thunder  proof,  will  nothing  break  thee  ? 
She’s  dead,  and  what  her  entertainment  may  be 
Inth’other  world  without  nte  is  uncertain, 

'And  dare  I ftay  here  unrefolv’d? 

Mart.  Oh  Sir! 

Brun.  Dear  fon. 

Prot,  Great  King. 

7hier.  Unhand  me,  am  I fall’n 
So  low,  that  1 have  loft  the  power  to  be 
Difpofer  of  my  own  life  ? 

Mart.  Be  but  pleas’d 
To  borrow  ft)  much  tittle  oflbrrow,  as 
To  call  to  mind  her  lafl:  requeft,  for  whom 
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( I muft  confels  a loft  beyond  expreflion  ) 

You  turn  your  hand  upon  your  felf,  ’twas  herg 
And  dying  hers,  that  you  fhould  live  and  happy* 

In  feeing  little  models  of  your  felf. 

By  matching  with  another,  and  will  you 
Leave  any  th  ing  that  flie  deiir’d  ungranted  ? 

And  fuffer  fuch  a life  that  was  laid  down 
For  your  fake  only  to  be  fruitleft  ? 

Jhisr.  Oh  thou  doft  throw  charms  upon  me,  againfi:  which 
I cannot  ftop  my  ears,  bear  witneft  heaven 
That  not  defire  of  life,  nor  love  of  pleafure 
Nor  any  future  comforts,  but  to  give 
Peace  to  her  blelTedfpiric  in  fatisfying 
Her  lafl:  demand,  makes  me  defer  our  meeting. 

Which  in  my  choice,  and  fuddain  choice  fliall  be 
To  all  apparent, 

Brun.  How  ? doe  I remove  one  mifehief 
To  draw  upon  my  head  a greater? 

Ibier.  Go,  thou  only  good  man,  to  whom  for  her  felf 
Goodneft  is  dear,  and  prepare  to  interr  it 
In  her  that  was  •,  oh  my  heart ! my  Ordella^ 

A monument  worthy  to  be  the  casket 
Of  fuch  a jewel. 

Mart.  Your  command  that  makes  way 
Unto  my  abfence  is  a welcome  one. 

For  but  your  felf  there’s  nothing  here  Martel, 

Can  take  delight  to  look  on;  yet  fome  comfort 
Goes  back  with  me  to  her,  who  though  Ihe  want 
Deferves  all  bleflings. 

Brun.  So  foon  to  forget 
The  loft  of  fuch  a wife,  believe  it  will 
Be  cenfur’d  in  the  world. 

Ihier.  Pray  you  no  more, 

There  is  no  argment  you  can  ufe  to  croft  it, 

But  doesincreafein  me  fuch  a fufpition 
Iw'ouldnot  cherifli  — who’s  that? 

Enter  Memberge. 

Memh.  One,  no  guard 

Can  put  back  from  accefs,  whofe  tongue  no  threats 
Nor  praifes  can  filence,  a bold  fuitor,  and 
For  that  which  if  you  are  your  fell,  a King, 

You  were  made  fo  to  grant  it,  Juftice,  Juftice. 

I hier.  With  what  alfurance  dare  you  hope  for  that 
Which  isdeny’dto  me.?  or  how  can  I 
Stand  bound  to  be  juft,  unto  fuch  as  are 
Beneath  me,  that  find  none  from  thoft  that  arc 
Above  me  ? 

Memb.  There  is  juftice,  ’twere  unfit 
That  any  thing  but  vengeance  Ihould  fail  on  him, 

That  by  his  giving  way  to  more  than  murther, 

( For  my  dear  fathers  death  was  parricide  ) 

Makes  it  his  own. 

Brun.  I charge  you  hear  her  not. 

Memh.Hdl  cannot  ftop  juft  prayers  from  ent ’ring  heaven, 

I muft  and  will  be  heard  Sir  ^ but  remember 
That  he  that  by  her  plot  fell,  was  your  brother. 

And  the  place  where,  your  Palace,  againft  all 
Th’  inviolable  rites  of  hofpitality, 

Your  word,  a Kings  word,  given  up  for  his  fafety. 

His  innocence,  his  protedion,  and  the  gods 
Bound  to  revenge  the  impious  breach  of  fuch 
So  great  and  facred  bonds  •,  and  can  you  wonder, 

( That  in  not  punilhing  fuch  a horrid  murther 
You  did  it  ) that  heavens  favour  is  gone  from  you? 

Which  never  will  return,  until  his  bloud 
Be  walk’d  away  in  hers. 

Brun.  Drag  hence  the  wretch. 

Jhier.  Forbear,  with  what  variety 
Of  torments  do  I meet  > oh  thou  haft  open’d 
A Book,  in  which  writ  down  in  bloudy  Letters, 

My  confcience  finds  that  I am  worthy  of 
More  than  I undergoe,  but  i’ll  begin 
For  my  OrdeUa*s  fake,  and  for  thine  own 
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To  make  lefs  heavens  great  anger  : thou  halt  loft 

A father,  I to  thee  am  fo  the  hope 

Of  a good  Husband,  in  me  have  one  ^ nor 

Be  fearful  I am  ftill  no  man,  already 

That  weaknefs  is  gone  from  me. 

BruM.  That  it  might  Aftde. 

Have  ever  grown  infeparably  upon  thee. 

What  will  you  do  ? Is  fuch  a thing  as  this 

Worthy  the  lov’d  place,  the  daughter 

Of  a poor  Gardener  ? 

Memb.  Your  Son. 

Ihier.  The  power 

To  take  away  that  lownels  is  in  me. 

Brun,  Stay  yet,  for  rather  than  thou  flialt  add 

Incefl:  unto  thy  other  fins,  I will 

With  hazard  of  my  own  life,  utter  all, 

Theodoret  was  thy  Brother. 

Jhier.  You  deny’d  it. 

Upon  your  oath,  nor  will  I now  believe  you. 

Your  Protean  turnings  cannot  change  my  purpole. 

Memb.  And  for  me,  be  allur’d  the  means  to  be 

Reveng’d  on  thee,  vile  hag,  admits  no  thought. 

But  what  tends  to  it. 

Britft.  Is  it  come  to  that  ? 

Then  have  at  the  laft  refuge : aft  thou  grown 

Infenlible  in  all,  that  thou  goefl;  on 

Without  the  leafl:  compundion  ? there,  take  that 

To  witnefi,  that  thou  hadft  a mother,  which 

Forelaw  thy  caufe  of  grief,  and  fad  repentance. 

That  fb  foon  after  bleft  OrdeUa^s  death 

Without  a tear  thou  canft  imbrace  another. 

Forgetful  man. 

Thier.  Mine  eyes  when  fhe  is  nam’d 

Cannot  forget  their  tribute,  and  your  gift 

Is  not  unufeful  now 

LecH.  He’s  pall;  all  cure,  that  only  touch  is  death. 

Thier.  This  night  I’ll  keep  it. 

To  morrow  I will  fend  it  you,  and  full  of  my  afflidion. 

Ex// Thierry. 

Brm.  Is  the  poilbn  mortal  ? 

Lecu.  Above  the  help  of  Phyfick. 

Bmn.  Tomywilh, 

Now  for  our  own  fecurity,  you  Brotaldye 

Shall  this  night  poft  towards  Auftrada^ 

With  Letters  to  Theodorets  baftard  fon, 

In  which  we  will  make  known  what  for  his  riling 

We  have  done  to  T/j/>rr^  : no  denial. 

Nor  no  excufe  in  fuch  ads  mufl  be  thought  of. 

Which  all  diflike,  and  all  again  commend 

When  they  are  brought  unto  a happy  end.  Exeunt. 

1.  If  they  want  Art  to  perfwade  it.  I’ll  keep  it  myCelf. 

Vevh.  So  you  be  not  a partial  judge  in  your  own  caufe, 

you  Ihall. 

Omnes.  A match. 

2.  I’ll  begin  to  you,  brave  Sir-,  be  proud  to  make  him 
happy  by  your  liberality , whofe  tongue  vouchlafes  now 
to  petition,  w'as  never  heard  before  lefs  than  to  command, 

I am  a Soldier  by  profelTion,  a Gentleman  by  birth,  and  an 
Officer  by  place, whole  poverty  blufhes  to  be  the  caule,that 
lb  high  a virtue  fhould  defeend  to  the  pity  of  your  cha- 
rity. 

I.  In  any  cafe  keep  your  highftile,  it  is  not  charity  to 
lhame  any  man,  much  left  a virtue  of  your  eminence,  where- 
fore preferve  your  worth,  and  I’ll  preferve  my  money. 

3.  You  perfwade  ? you  are  lhallow,  give  way  to  merit: 
ah  by  the  bread  of  a good  man,  thou  haft  a bonny  counte- 
nance and  a blith,  promifing  mickle  good  to  a ficker  womb, 
that  has  trodea  long  and  a fore  ground  to  meet  with  friends, 
that  will  owe  much  to  thy  reverence,  when  they  fhall  hear 
of  thy  courtefie  to  their  wandiing  countreyman. 

I . You  that  will  ufe  your  friends  fo  hardly  to  bring  them 
in  debt.  Sir,  will  deferve  worfe  of  a ftranger,  wherefore 
peadon,  peadon.  Hay. 

4.  It  is  the  Welch  muftdo’t  I lee,  comrade  man  of  ur- 
Ihip,  St.Eavyhc  her  Patron,  the  gods  of  the  mountains 
keep  her  cow  and  her  cupboard^  may  (he  never  want  the 
green  of  the  Leek,  and  the  fat  of  the  Onion,  if  fhe  part 
withher  bounties  to  him,  that  is  a great  deal  away  from 
her  cozines,  and  has  two  big  fuits  in  law  to  recover  her 
heritage. 

I.  Pardon  me  Sir,  I will  have  nothing  to  do  with  your 
fuits,  it  comes  within  the  ftatute  of  maintenance : home 
to  your  cozines,  and  fome  garlick  and*  hempfeed,  the  one 
will  ftop  your  hunger  j the  other  end  your  eml%.fgammau>ajh 

comrade.^  gammavpafh. 

4.  ’Foot  he’ll  hoord  dll  for  himfelf. 

Vitry.  Yes,  let  him^  now  comes  my  turn.  I’ll  fee  if  he 
can  anlwer  me;  fave  you  Sir,  they  lay,  you  have  that  I 
want.  Money. 

I.  And  that  you  are  like  to  want,  for  ought  I perceive 
yet.  ' f 

Vitry.  Stand,  deliver. 

I.  ’Foot  what  mean  you,  you  will  not  rob  the  Exche- 
quer? 

Vit.  Do  you  prate  ? 

1 . Hold,  hold,  here  Captain. 

2.  Why  I could  have  done  this  before  you  ? 

3.  And  I. 

4.  And  I. 

Vit.  You  have  done  this^  brave  man  be  proud  to  make  him 
happy,  by  the  bread  of  God  man,  thou  haft  a bonny  coun- 
tenance, comrade  man  of  urfhip,  St.  7 avy  be  her  patron, 
out  upon  you,  you  uncurried  colts,  walking  cans  that  have 
no  fouls  in  you,  but  a little  Rolin  to  keep  your  ribs  fweet, 
and  hold  in  liquor. 

Omnes.  Why,  what  would  you  have  us  to  do  Captain  ? 

Vevit.  Beg,  beg,  and  keep  Conftables  waking,  wear  out 
ftocks  and  whipcord,  maunder  for  butter-milk,  dye  of  the 
Jaundice,  yet  have  the  cure  about  you.  Lice,  large  Lice,  be- 
got of  your  own  duft,  and  the  heat  of  the  Brick-kills,  may 
you  ftarve,  and  fear  of  the  gallows,  which  is  a gentle  con- 
fumption  to’t,  only  preferr  it,  or  may  you  fall  upon  your 
fear,  and  be  hanged  for  felling  thole  purfes  to  keep  you 
from  famine,  whole  monies  my  valour  emptfes,  and  be 
caft  without  other  evidence  •,  here  is  my  Fort,  my  Caftle 
of  defence,  who  comes  by  lhall  pay  me  toll,  the  firlt  purle 
is  your  mitimus  Haves. 

2.  Thepurfe,  ’foot  we’ll  lhare  in  the  money  Captain,  if 
any  come  within  a furlong  of  our  fingers. 

4.  Did  you  doubt  but  we  could  fteal  as  well  as  yourfelf, 
did  not  I Ipeak  Wellh  ? , ^ 

3.  We  are  thieves  from  our  cradles,  and  will  dye  lb. 

Vit.  Then  you  will  not  beg  again. 

Omnes.  Yes,  as  you  did,  ftand,  and  deliver. 

2.  Hark, 

jJUus  Quintus. 

Scana  Prma, 

Enter  Devitry  and  four  Soldiers. 

Dm.TVTO  War,  no  Money,  ao  Mafter^  banilh’d  the 
Court,  not  trufted  in  the  City,  whipt  out  of 
the  Countrey,  in  what  a triangle  runs  our  mifery  ? let  me 
hear  which  of  you  has  the  befc  voice  to  beg  in,  for  other 
hopes  or  fortunes  I fee  you  have  not be  not  nice,  nature 
provided  you  with  tones  for  the  purpofe,  the  peoples  cha- 
rity was  your  heritage,  and  I would  fee  which  of  you  de- 
ferves  his  birth-right. 

Omnes.  We  underftand  you  not  Captain. 
l>evit.  You  fee  this  cardicue,  the  laft,  and  the  only  quin- 
tcllenceof  50  Crowns,  diftill’d  in  the  limbeck  ofyourgard- 
age,  of  which  happy  piece  thou  lhalt  be  trealurer : now  he 
that  can  fooneft  perfwade  him  to  part  with’t,  enjoyes  it, 
pollefles  it,  and  with  it,  me  and  my  future  countenance. 

Thierry  and  Theodoret. 


467 


2.  Hark,  here  comes  handfel,  ’tis  a Trade  quickly  fet 
up,  and  as  loon  caftdown. 

Vitry.  Have  goodnefs  in  your  minds  var lets,  and  to’t  like 
men  •,  he  that  has  more  money  than  we,  cannot  be  our  friend, 
and  I hope  there  is  no  law  for  fpoilmg  the  enemy. 

3.  You  need  not  inftrutif  us  farther,  your  example  pleads 
enough'. 

Devitry.  Dilperfe  yourfelves,  and  as  their  company  is, 
fall  on. 

2.  Come,  there  are  a band  of  ’em,  I’ll  charge  lingle. 

Enter  Protaldye.  Exit  Soldier. 

Trot.  'Tis  wonderful  dark,  I have  loll  my  man,  and  dare 
not  call  for  him,  left  1 Ihould  have  more  followers  than  1 
would  pay  wages  to  ^ what  throws  am  1 in,  in  this  travel  ? 
theie  be  honourable  adventures had  I that  honeft  blo  .din 
my  veins  again  Queen,  that  your  feats  and  thefe  frights  have 
drain’d  from  me, honor  Ihould  pull  hard,e’rit  drew  me  in- 
to thefe  brakes. 

Devitry.  Who  goes  there.? 

Prot.  Hey  ho,  here’s  a pang  of  preferment. 

Devi.  ’Heart,  who  goes  there? 

Prot.  He  that  has  no  heart  to  your  acquaintance,  what 
lhall  I do  with  my  Jewels  and  my  Letter , my  codpiece 
that’s  too  loofe^  good-/  rny  boots,  who  is’t  that  fpoke  to 
me  ? here’s  a friend. 

Devit.  We  lhall  find  that  prefently,  Hand,  as  you  love 
yourfafety.  Hand. 

?m.That  unlucky  word  of  Handing,  has  brought  me  to 
all  this,  hold,  or  1 lhall  never  Hand  you. 

Devit.  I Ihould  know  that  voice,  deliver. 

Enter  Soldiers. 

Prot.  All  that  1 have  is  at  your  lervice  Gentlemen,  and 
much  good  may  it  do  you. 

Devit.  Zones  down  with  him,  do  you  prate.? 

Prot.  Keep  your  firH  word  as  you  are  Gentlemen,  and 
let  me  Hand,  alas,  what  do  you  mean? 

2.  Totye  youtousSii',bindyouintheknotoffriendHiip. 
Prot.  Alas  Sir,  all  the  phyfick  in  Europe  cannot  bind  me. 
Devit.  \ ou  Hiould  have  jewels  about  you.  Hones,  precious 
llones. 

1 . Captain  away,  there’s  company  within  hearing,  if  you 
[lay  ionger,  we  are  furpriz’d. 

Devit.  Let  the  Devil  come.  I’ll  pillage  this  Fregat  a lit- 
tle better  yet. 

2.  ’Foot  we  areloH,  they  arc  upon  us. 

revit.  Ha,  upon  us,  make  the  leaH  noile,  ’tis  thy  part- 
nggalpe. 

^ 3 . W hich  way  lhall  we  make  Sir  ? 

Devit.  Fvery  man  his  owny  do  you  hear,  only  bind  me, 
bind  me  before  you  goe,  and  when  the  company’s  paH, 
make  to  this  place  again,  this  karvel  , Hiould  have  better 
Lading  in  him,  you  are  flow,  why  do  you  not  tye  harder.? 
I.  Youarefure  enough  I warrant  you  Sir. 

Devit.  Darknefs  befriend  you,  away.  Exit  Soldiers. 

Prot  What  tyrants  have  I met  with,  they  leave  me  alone 
in  the  dark,  yet  would  not  have  me  cry.  1 lhall  grow  vron 
drous  rnelancholly  if  1 Hay  long  here  without  company  *,1 
was  wont  to  get  a nap  with  faying  my  prayers.  I’ll  lee  if 
"hey  will  work  upon  me  nowy  but  then,  if  1 Ihould  talkin 
my  fleep,  and  they  hear  me,  they  would  make  a Recorder 
of  my  windpipe,  flit  my  throat : heaven  be  prais’d,  1 hear 
fome  noife,  it  may  be  new  purchafe,  and  then  I lhall  have 
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ing,  then  talk  as  loud  as  youpleafe  Sir,  I am  bound  not  to 
Hir,  therefore  lie  Hill  and  fuore  I lay. 

Devit.  Then  you  have  met  with  thieves  too  I fee. 

Prot.  And  deiire  to  meet  with' no  more  of  them. 

Devit.  Alas,  what  can  we  fuller  more?  they  arc  far 
enough  by  this  time;,  have  they  not  a'.l,all  that  we  have  Sir  ? 

Prot.  No  by  my  faith  have  they  not  Sir  - I gave  them  one 
trick  to  boot  tor  their  learning,  m<'  Boots  Sir,  iuy  Foo'-s  I | 
havefav’d  my  Hock,  and  my  jewels  in  them,  and  therefore  ! 
delirc  to  hear  no  more  of  them. 

Devit.  Now  blefling  on  your  wit,  Sir,  what  a dull  flave 

wasl?  dreamt  not  of  your  conveyance,  help  to  unbind  me 
Sir,  and  I’ll  undoeyou,  my  life  for  yours,  no  worle  thiefthan 
my  lelf  meets  you  again  this  night. 

Prot.  Reach  me  thy  hands, 

Devit.  Here  Sir,  here,  I couM  beat  my  brains  out,  that 
could  not  think  of  boots,  boots  Sir,  widetopt  boots,  I lhall 
love  them  the  better  whilH  I live  •,  but  are  you  lure  you-' 
Jewels  are  here  Sir  ? ^ 

Prot.  Surefayll  thou?  ha, ha,  ha. 

Devit,  So  ho,  il!o  ho.  Soldiers. 

Here  Captain,  here, 

Prot.  ’Foot  what  do  you  mean  Sir  ? 

Enter  Soldiers. 

Devit.  A trick  to  boot,  fay  you  here  ’-ou  dull  flnves, 
purchafe,  purchale  the  foul  of  the  Rock,  Diamonds  Ipark’ 
ling  Diamonds.  ’ 

Prot.  I’m  berraid,  ]oH,paH  recovery,  loH, as  you  arc  men. 
Z)mf.Nayrook,linceyou  will  De prating, vre’il  flaL-e  vour 
iTion  with  you,  have  you  auyo  h.r  conveya  ;.enow"s!r  ? 


Devit.  They  are  gone  paH  hearing,  now  to  taske  Devitry, 
help,  help,  as  you  are  men  help-,lome  charitable  hand,  re- 
lieve a poor  diHreflcd  miferable  wretch,  thieves,  wicked 
thieves  have  robb’d  me:,  bound  me. 

Prot.  ’Foot,  would  they  had  gagg’d  you  too,  your  noife 
will  betray  us,  and  fetch  them  again. 

Devit.  What  blefled  tongue  Ipake  to  me,  where,  where 
where  are  you  Sir  ? 

Prot.  A plague  of  your  bawling  throat, we  are  well  enough 
if  you  have  the  grace  to  be  thankful  for’t,  do  but  fnore  to  me, 
and  ’tis  as  much  asIdefire,topalsaway  time  with,  till  morn- 
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I.  ’Foothereare  Letters, EptHlos,fam.Imr  Hpirtic.,  wedl 
fee  what  treafure  is  in  them,  they  are  fear'd  fiire. 

Prot.  Gentlemen,  as  you  are  Gentlemen  fpare  my  Letters, 
and  take  all  willingly,  all:  i’ll  give  you  a rekalc,  a general 
releafe,  and  meet  you  here  to  morrow  with  as  much  niorc. 

Devit.  Nay,  fince  you  have  your  tricks,  and  your  convey- 
ances, we  will  not  leave  a wrinkle  of  youiinfearcht. 

Prot.  Hark,  there  comes  com  pa  nyq  you  will  be  betraid, 
as  you  love  your  fafcties,  beat  out  my  brains,  1 lliall  betray 
you  elle.  ^ 

Devit.  Treafon,  unheard  of  Treafon,  monHrous,  mon- 
Hrous  villanies. 

Prot  1 confefs  my  felf  a Traitor,  11, ew  your  felves  good 
fubjeefts,  and  hang  me  up  for’t. 

1.  If  it  be  treafon,  the  difeovery  will  get  our  pardon, 
Captain. 

Devit.  Would  we  were  all  loH,  hang’d,  quarter’d,  to  fave 
this  one,  one  innocent  Prince  Ihierry'^s  poifon’d.  by  his 
mother  poilbn’d,  theMiferifs  to  this  Hallion,  who  by  that 
poilbn  ne  'er  lhall  fleep  again. 

2.  ’Foot  let  us  mince  him  by  piece-meals,  till  he  cat  him- 
felf  up. 

3.  L.et  usdigout  his  heart  with  needles,  and  half  broil 
him,  like  a Muflel. 

Prot.  Such  another  and  I prevent  yo.i,  mybloud’s  fc'dcG 
already. 

Devit.  Here’s  that  fliall  remove  it,  toad,  viper,  drag  him 
unto  Martel,  unnatural  paricidc,  cruel,  bloudy  won.an. 

Omnes.  On  you  dogfilh,  leech,  caterpillar. 

Devit.  A longer  fight  of  him  will  make  my  rageti'rnpHy, 
and  with  hisfuddain  end, prevent  revenge  andtormre,  wick- 
ed, wicked  Brunhalt.  Exit. 

Enter  Bawdber  and  three  Courtiers. 

I . Not  fleep  at  all,  no  means.  2.  No  A it  can  do  it. 

Barvdb.  I will  afliirc  you,  he  can  fleep  no  more 
Than  a hooded  Hawks,  a centincl  to  him, 

Oi  one  of  the  City  ConHablcs  are  tops. 

3.  How  came  held? 

Bawdb.  They  are  too  wile  that  dare  know. 

Something’s  amifs,  heaven  help  all. 

I.  What  cure  has  he  ? Bawdb.  Armies  of  thofe  We  call 
Phyfitians,  fome  with  glilters. 

Some  with  Lettice-caps,  fome  pollet-drinks,  fome  Pills^ 
Twenty  confultinghcre  about  a drench, 
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Enter  Mejjenger. 

Th-  bringing  in  of  Leonor  the  baflard 
Son  to  your  miirther’d  brother,  her  Phyfitian 
By  this  time  is  attacht  to  that  damn’d  devil. 

Meff.  ’Tis  like  he  will  be  fo,  for  e’er  we  came 
Fearing  an  equal  jultice  for  his  mifchiefs, 

Hedrencht  himfelf. 

Brim.  He  did  like  one  of  mine  then. 

Thier.  Mull;  I ftill  lee  thefe  miferies,  no  night 
To  hide  me  from  their  horrors,  that  Protaldy 
See  jultice  fall  upon. 

Brim.  Now  I could  deep  too. 

Enter  Ordella. 

Mart.  I’ll  give  you  yet  more  Poppy,  bring  the  Lady 
And  heaven  in  her  embraces;,  givesbim  quiet, 

Madam,  unveil  your  lelf. 

Ordel.  I do  forgive  you. 

And  though  you  fought  my  bloud,  yet  I’ll  pray  for  you. 
Brnn.  Art  thou  alive  ? 

Mart.  Now  could  you  deep  ? 

Brim.  For  ever. 

Mart.  Go  carry  her  without  wink  of  deep,  or  quiet, 
Where  her  Itrong  knave  Protaldye'^s  broke  o’th’  wheel. 

And  let  his  cries  and  roars  be  raufick  to  her, 

I mean  to  waken  her. 

7 hier.  Do  her  no  wrong. 

Mart.  Nor  right,  as  you  love  jultice. 

Brtm.  I will  think. 

And  if  there  be  new  curfes  in  old  nature, 

I have  a loul  dare  fend  them. 

Mart.  Keep  her  waking.  Exit  Brunhalt. 

Thier.  What’s  that  appears  lb  fweetly  ? there’s  that  face. 
Mart.  Be  moderate,  Lady. 

7 hier.  That  Angels  face. 

Mart.  Goe  nearer. 

7hier.  Martel.  I cannot  lad:  long,  fee  the  Ibul, 

I fee  it  perfedly  of  my  Ordella.^ 

The  heavenly  figure  of  her  fweetnefs  there. 

Forgive  me  gods,  it  comes.  Divined;  fubdance. 

Kneel,  kneel,  kneel  every  one.  Saint  of  thy  Sex, 

If  it  be  for  my  cruelty  thou  cornelt. 

Do  ye  fee  her  hoe  } 

Mart.  Yes  Sir,  and  you  lhall  know  her. 

7hier.  Down,  down  again,  to  be  reveng’d  for  bloud. 
Sweet  Spirit  I am  ready,  die  fmiles  on  me,  . 

O bleded  lign  of  Peace. 

Mart.  Goe  nearer  Lady. 

Ordel.  I came  to  make  you  happy. 

7hier,  Hear  you  that.  Sir  ? 


She  comes  to  crown  my  Ibul  away,  get  facrifice 
Whillt  I w'ith  holy  Honors. 

Mart.  She’s  alive.  Sir. 

7hier.  In  everlading  life,  I know  it  friend, 

Oh  happy,  happy  foul. 

Ordel.  Alas,  I live  Sir, 

A mortal  woman  dill. 

7 hier.  Can  fpirits  weep  too  ? 

Mart.  She’s  no  fpirit  Sir,  pray  kifs  her , Lady, 

Be  very  gentle  to  him. 

Thier.  Stay,  Ihe  is  warm, 

And  by  my  life  the  fame  lips  tell  me  brightnels, 

Are  you  the  fame  Ordella  dill  ? 

Mart,  The  fame,  Sir. 

Whom  heavens  and  my  good  Angel  daid  from  ruin. 

Thier.  Kifs  me  again. 

Ordel.  The  fame  dill,  dill  your  fervant. 

T^hier.  ’Tis  die,  I know  her  now  Martel  j fit  down 
fweet. 

Oh  bled  and  happied  woman,  a dead  dumber 
Begins  to  creep  upon  me,  oh  my  jewel ! 

Enter  Mejfen^er  and  Meraberge. 

Ordel,  Oh  deep  my  Lord. 

Thitr.  Myjoyesare  too  much  forme. 

inpatient  of  her  condrainttofee 
tortur’d,  haschoak’dher  felf. 

Mart..  No  more,  her  fins  go  with  her. 

Thier.  Love,  I mud  die,  I faint,  clofe  upmyglafies. 

1 DoH.  The  Queen  faints  too,  and  deadly. 

Thier.  One  dying  kifs. 

Ordel  My  lad  Sir,  aud  my  deared,  and  now 
Clole  my  eyes  too. 

Thier.  Thou  perfeeft  woman. 

Martel.^  the  Kingdom’s  yours,  take  Memberge  to  you. 

And  keep  my  line  alive  ^ nay,  weep  not.  Lady, 

.Take  me,  I go. 

Ordel.  Take  me  too,  farewel  honour  Vie  both. 

2 VoEl.  They  are  gone  forever. 

Mart.  The  peace  of  happy  fbuls  go  after  them. 

Bear  them  to  their  lad  beds,  whild  I dudy 
A Tomb  to  fpeak  their  loves  ^ whild  old  timeladeh 
I am  your  King  inforrows. 

Omnes.  We  your  fubjefts. 

Mart.  Vevitry.,  for  your  fervice,  be  near  us. 

Whip  out  thefe  indruments  of  this  mad  mother 
From  Court,  and  all  good  people  *,  and  becaufe 
She  was  born  Noble,  let  that  Title  find  her 
A private  grave,  but  neither  tongue  nor  honor : 

And  now  lead  on,  they  that  fhall  read  this  dory. 

Shall  find  that  Virtue  lives  in  Good,  not  Glory. 

Exeunt  Omnes. 
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l£ntle»ten  , InditUions  arc  . out  of  date,  and  a 
Prologue  in  Verfe,  is  as  Jiale  as  a blacky  Velvet 
Cloaks,  and  a Bay  Garland:  therefore  you  fliall 
have  it  plain  Proje,  thus:  If  there  be  any  amongjiyou, 
that  come  to  hear  lafcivious  Scenes,  let  them  depart : for 
I do  pronounce  this,  to  the  utter  difcomfort  of  alltvpo- 
penny  Gallery  men,  you  fjuU  have  no  bawdery  in  it:  or 
if  there  be  any  lurking  amongjiyou  in  corners,  with  Ta- 
ble-books, T^ho  have  fome  hope  to  find  fit  matter  to  feed 
his  ^malice  on,  let  them  claspe  them  up,  andfiink 
away,  or  Jiay  and  be  converted.  For  he  that  made  this 
Play,  means  to  pleafe  Auditors  fo,  as  he  may  be  an  Au- 
ditor himfelf  hereafter,  and  not  purchafe  them  with  the 
dearnefs  of  his  cares  : I dare  not  call  it  Comedy  or 
Tragedy  5 'tis  perfe&ly  neither  : A Play  it  is,  which 


was  meant  to  make  you  laugh,  how  it  would  pleafe  you, 
is  not  written  in  my  Part:  for  though  you  firJd  like 
it  to  day,  perhaps  your  felves  k^ow  not  howyoufijould 
digefi  it  tomorrow:  Some  things  in  it  you  may  meet 
with,  which  are  out  of  the  common  road  : a Dul{e  there 
is,  and  the  Sc£ne  lies  in  Italy,  as  thofe  twothim^s 
lightly  we  never  mifs.  But  you  Jloall  not  find  in  it 
\the  ordinary  and  over-worn  Trade  of  Jefiing  at  lords 
\and  Courtiers,  and  Citizens,  without  taxation  of  am, 
■particular  or  new  vice  by  them  found  out,  but  at  the 
fer'ons  ofthem:  fuch,  he,that  made  this,  thinks  vile  , 
and  for  his  own  part  vows-.  That  he  did  never  t hi, 
but  that  a Lord,  Lord  born  might  be  a wife  man,  and 
a Courtier  an  honesi  man. 


ASlm  Primus.  Sc<sna  Prima. 


Enter  Duke  of  Milhin,  Arrigo,  Lucio,  and  two  Courtiers. 

Is  now  the  fweeteft  time  for  Ileep,  the  night 
is  fcarce  Ipent  Arrigo,  what’s  a clock  ? 
Arri.  Paftfour, 

Duke.  Isitfo  much,  and  yet  the  morn  not 
up  ? 

See  yonder  where  the  fhamefac’d  Maiden 
comes 

Into  our  fight,  how  gently  doth  flie  Aide, 

Hiding  her  chaftecheeks,  like  a modeft  Bride, 

With  a red  veil  of  bluflies  ^ as  if  Aie, 

Even  fuch  all  modelt  virtuous  Women  be. 

Why  thinks  your  LordAiip  I am  up  fo  foon  ? . 

Lucio.  About  fome  weighty  State  plot.  _ ’ 

Dukg.  And  what  thinks  your  knighthood  of  it  ? 

Arr.  "l  do  think  to  cure  fome  Erange  corruptions  in  the 
Common- wealth. 

Duke.  Y’are  well  conceited  of  your  felves  to  think  . 

I chufe  you  out  to  bear  me  company 
In  fuch  affairs  and  bufinefs  of  ftate  : 

For  am  not  I a pattern  for  all  Princes, 

'That  break  myfoft  Aeep  for  my  fubjedts  good? 

Am  I not  careful  ? very  provident? 

Luc.  Your  Grace  is  careful. 

Arri.  Very  provident. 

Dukg.  Nay,  knew  you  how  my  ferious  working  plots. 
Concern  the  whole  Eltates  of  all  my  fiibjedts. 


I,  and  their  lives-,  then  L«c;V thou  would fffwcar, 

I were  a loving  Prince. 

Luc.  I think  your  Grace  intends  to  walk  the  publick 
Ereets  difguis’d,  to  fee  the  Erects  diforders, 

Duke.  It  is  not  fb 

Arri.  You  fecretly  will  crofs  fome  other  Eates,  that  do 
confpire  againE  you. 

Duke.  Weightier  far : 

You  are  my  friends,  and  you  ffiall  have  the  caufc  • 

I break  my  Aeeps  thus  foon  to  fee  a wench. 

Luc.  Y’are  wond’rous  careful  for  your  fubjeEs  good. 

Arri.  You  are  a very  loving  Prince  indeed. 

Duke.  This  care  I take  for  them,  when  their  dull  eyes, 
Are  clos’d  with  heavy  flumbers. 

Arri.  Then  you  rife  to  lee  your  wenches? 

Luc.  What  M/7^z«  beauty  hath  the  power,  tocharmcher 
Sovereign  eyes,  and  break  hisfleeps; 

Duke.  SiEer  to  Count  Valore,  file’s  a Maid 
Would  make  a Prince  forget  his  throne,  and  Earc, 

And  lowly  kneel  to  her ; the  general  fate 
Of  all  mortality,  is  hers  to  give  ■, 

Asfliedifpofeth,  fo  w'e  die  and  live. 

Luc.  My  Lord,  the  day  grows  clear,  the  Court  wall  rife. 

Duf.  W’e  Eay  too  long,  is  the  Vmbrances  head  as  we  com- 
manded, fent  to  the  fad  Gondarino,  our  General  ? 

Arr.  ’Tisfent. 

Dukg.  But  Eay,  where  Eincs  that  light  ? 

Jirri.  ’Tisinthe  chamber  ot  Lazar ello. 

Du}^^ 
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Duh.  LazjriUi)}  what  is  he? 


A Courtier  my  Lord,  and  one  that  I wonder  your 
Grate  knows  not:  for  he  hath  followed  your  Court,  and 
your  lad;  predeccflors,  from  place  to  place,  any  time  this 
ieven  years,  as  faithfullyasyoiir  Spits  and  your  Dripping- 
pans  have  done,  and  aimoft  as  grealily. 

Vtike.  Oh  we  know  him,  as  we  have  heard,  he  keeps  a 
Kalender  of  all  thedifnes  of  meat,  that  have  been  in  the 
Court,  ever  iince  our  great  Grandfathers  time  ^ and  when 
he  can  thrull;  in  at  no  Table,  he  makes  his  meat  of  that. 

Lucio.  The  very  fame  my  Lord. 

Vifkc,  A Courtier  call’ll;  thou  him? 
believe  meL.’^ri;?,  there  be  many  fuch 
About  our  Court,  refpeefted,  as  they  think, 

Even  by  our  felf;,  with  thee  I will  be  plain: 

We  Princes  do  ufe,  to  preferremany  for  nothing,  and  to 
take  particular  and  free  kiiowledg,  almofl:  in  the  nature  of 
acquaintance  of  many  •,  whom  we  do  ufe  only  for  ourplea- 
furcs,  and  to  give  largely  to  numbers  •,  more  out  oi  policy 
to  be  thought  liberal,  and  by  that  means  to  make  the  peo- 
ple frrive  to  deferve  our  Love  ^ than  to  reward  any  parti- 
cular defert  of  theirs,  to  whom  we  give  ; and  do  fuffer  our 
felves  to  hear  flatterers,  more  for  recreation 
Than  for  love  of  it,  though  we  feldom  hate  it.* 

A nd  yet  we  know  all  thefe,  and  when  we  pleafe. 

Can  touch  the  wheel,  and  turn  their  names  about. 

Lite.  I wonder  they  that  know  their  Hates  fo  well,  fnonld 
fancy  fuch  bafe  Haves. 

Vul^e.  Thouwond’reft 

Doff  not  thou  think,  if  thou  wert  Duke  of  Mitany 
Thou  fjjould’it  be  flattered? 

Luc.  I know  my  Lord,  I would  not. 

Vnkj.  W hyfo,  I thought  till  I was  Duke,  I thought  I 
f];ouid  have  left  me  no  more  flatterers^  than  there  are  now 

•j 

Plain-dealers  V'and  yet  for  all  this  my  refolution,  1 am  molt 
palpably  flattered:  the  poor  man  may  loath  covetoufnefs 
and  flattery,  but  fortune  will  alter  the  mind  when  the  wind 
turns:  there  miay  be  well  a little  conflift,  but  it  will  drive 
the  billows  before  it. 

yhrigo  it  grows  late,  for  fee,  fair  T'kth  hath  undone  the 
I I'arrs 

j To  I'hebus  team  •,  and  his  unrival’d  light, 

I Hath  chac'd  the  mornings  modeft  blufh  away : 

I Now  mull;  we  to  our  love,  bright  Paphian  Queen*, 
j Thou  Cytberean  goddefs,  that  delights 
In  ftirring  glances,  and  art  Hill  thy  felf, 

More  toying  than  thy  team  of  Sparrows  be  ^ 

Thou  laughing  Erreciua^  oh  inlpire 

Her  heart  with  love,  or  lellen  my  defire.  'Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Secunda. 

Enter  Lazarillo  and  his  boy. 

Ljz.  Go  run,  fearch,  pry  in  every  nook  and  angle  of 
the  Kitchins,  Larders,  and  Fafteries,  know  what  meat’s 
boil’d,  bak’d,  roft,  ftew’d,  fri’d,  or  hous’d,  at  this  dinner 
to  be  ferv’d  direffly,  or  indircdly.  to  every  feveral  Table 
in  the  Court,  be  gone. 

Bny.  I run,  but  not  fo  fait  as  your  mouth  will  do  upon 
the  llrol.e  of  Eleven.  Exit  Boy. 

Ltsz.  What  anexcellentthingdidGodbeftowuponman, 
when  he  gave  him  agoodftomach?  what  unbounded  graces 
there  are  pour’d  upon  them  that  have  the  continual  com- 
mand oithe  very  belt  of  thefe  bleffings?  ’tis  an  excellent 
thing  to  be  a Prince^  he  is  ferv’d  with  fuch  admirable  va- 
riety of  Fare  •,  fuch  innumerable  choice  of  Delicates^  his 
Tables  are  full  fraught  w'ith  moft  nourifliing  food,  and 
his  Cubbards  heavy  laden  with  rich  Wines  , his  Court  is 
ftill  filled  with  moll  pleafant  variety:  In  the  Summer,  his 
Palace  is  full  of  Green  Goele  ^ and  in  Winter  it  fwarmeth 
with  Woodcocks, 

Oh  thou  goddefs  of  Plenty 
'Fill  me  this  day  with  Ibme  rare  delicates 


And  I will  every  year  moll  conllantly. 

As  this  day  celebrate  a fumptuous  Feaft, 

If  thou  wilt  fend  me  vidualsin  thine  honor  ? 

And  to  it  fliall  be  bidden  for  thy.lake. 

Even  all  the  valiant  Itomachs  in  the'  Court : 

All  fiiort-cloak’d  Knights,  and  all  crofs-garter’d  Gentlemen- 
All  pump  andpantolk,  foot-doth  riders ^ 

With  all  the  fwarming  generation 

Of  long  Hocks, fhoit  pain’d  hofe,and  huge  Huff ’d  doublets : 

11  thefe  fl^all  eat,  and  which  is  more  than  yet 
Hath  e’er  been  Hen,  they  fhall  be  fatisfied 
I wonder  my  Ambaflador  returns  not  ? 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  Here  I am  MaHer. 

Lazj.  And  welcome : 

Never  did  that  fweet  Virgin  in  her  fmock, 

Fair-cheek’d  Andromeda.,  when  to  the  rock 

Her  Ivorie  limbs  were  chain’d,  and  Hraight  before 

A huge  Sea-nionHer,  tumbling  to  the  fhore, 

To  have  devour’d  her,  with  more  longing  fight 
Expeft  the  coming  of  fbme  hardy  Knight, 

That  might  have  quell’d  his  pride,  and  let  her  free. 

Than  i with  longing  firht  have  look’d  for  thee. 

Boy.  Your  is  come  MaHer,  that  will  deHroy  him. 
The  very  (om fort  of  whofe  prefence  fhuts 
The  monHer  hanger  from  your  yelping  guts 

Laza.  Brief  bo/,  brief,  difeourfe  the  Hrvice  of  each  fe- 
veral Table  compendioufly. 

Boy.  Here’s  a Bill  of  all  Sir. 

Laza.  Giceitme,  a Bill  of  all  the  feveral  lervices  this 
day  appointed  for  every  Table  in  the  Court, 

I,  this  is  it  onwh'ch  mv  hopes  relye. 

Within  this  paper  all  my  joyes  are  dos’d : 

Boy,  open  if,  and  read  it  with  reverence. 

Boy.  For  the  Captain  of  the  Guards  Table,  three  chines 
of  Beef,  and  two  joaL  of  Sturgeon. 

Laza.  A portly  fervice,  but  grofs,  grofs,  proceed  to  the 
Dukes  own  Table,  dear  boy,  to  the  Dukes  own  Table, 

Boy.  For  the  Dukes  own  Table,  the  head  of  an  Vmbrana. 

Laza.  Is’t  poITible  s can  Heaven  be  lb  propitious  to  the 
Duke  ? 

Boy.  Yes,  I’ii  aliiire  vdu  Sir,  ’tis  poIFible,  Heaven  is  lb 
propitious  to  him. 

Laza.  Why  then  he  is  the  richeH  Prince  alive: 

He  werethewcalthieH  Monarch  in  all  Europe., 

Had  he  no  other  Territories,  Dominions,  Provinces,  Seats,, 
Not  Palaces, but  only  that  Vmbrana  % head. 

Boy.  ’Tis  very  frefii  and  fweet.  Sir,  the  fifh  was  taken 
but  this  night,  and  the  head,  as  a rare  novelty,  appointed 
by  fpecial  commandement  for  the  Dukes  own  TaWe,  this 
dinner. 

Laza.  If  poor  unworthy  I may  come  to  eat 
Of  this  moHfacred  difh,  I here  do  v ow 
( If  that  blind  Hufwife,  Fortune  will  beHow 
But  means  on  me  ) to  keep  a fumptuous  houle, 

A board  groaning  under  the  heavy  burden  of  the  beaHs 
that  cheweth  the  cudd,  and  the  Fowl  that  cutteth  the 
Air:  I fliall  not  like  the  Table  of  a countrey  JuHice,  be- 
fprinkled  over  with  all  manner  of  cheap  Sallads,  fliced 
Beef,  Giblets,  and  Petitoes,  tofilluproom,norfliould  there 
Hand  any  great,  cumberfom,  un-cut-up  pies,  at  the  nether 
end  fill’d  with  mofs  and  Hones,  partly  to  make  a Ihew  with 
and  partly  to  keep  the  lower  Mefs  from  eating,  nor  Hall 
my  meat  come  in  fneaking,  like  the  City  fervice,  one  difh  I 
a quarter  of  an  hour  after  another,  and  gone,  as  if  they  had  i 
appointed  to  meet  there,  and  had  miHook  tlje  hour,  nor 
fhould  it,  like  the  new  Court  fervice,  come  in  in  haHe,  as 
if  it  fain  would  be  gone  again,  all  courfes  at  once,  like  a 
hunting  breakfaH,  but  I would  have  my  feveral  courfes, 
and  mydifhes  well  fill’d,  myfirHcourfe  fhould  be  brought 
in  after  the  antient  manner,  by  a fcore  of  old  bleer-ey’d 
Servilig-men,  in  long  blew  coats,  ( marry  they  fhall  buy 
Silk, Facing,  and  Buttons  themfelves)  but  that’s  by  the  way. 

Boy. 
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Boy.  Mafter  the  time  calls  on,  will  you  be  walking  ? 

• Exit  Boy. 

Laza.  Follow  boy,  follow,  my  guts  were  half  an  hour- 
fince  in  the  privy  Kitchin. 

Exeunt. 


Sc£ns  TsYtia. 


Enter  County  and  his  Sijhr  Oriana. 

Orta.  Faith  brother,  I mull  needs  go  yonder. 

Count.  Afid  faith  Siller  what  will  you  do  yonder  ? 

Oria  I know  the  Lady  Homria  will  be  glad  to  fee  me. 

I-  Count.  Glad  to  fee  you  ? faith  the  Lady  Honor ia  cares  for 
you  as  Ihe  doth  for  all  other  young  Ladies,  (lie’s  glad 
to  fee  you,  and  will  Ihew  you  the  Privy  Garden,  and  tell 
you  how  many  Gowns  the  Duchefs  had  ^ Marry  if  you  have 
ever  an  old  Uncle,  that  would  be  a Lord,  or  ever  a kinfman 
that  hath  done  a murther,  or  committed  a robbery,  and 
will  give  good  (lore  of  Money  to  procure  his  pardon,  then 
the  Lady  Honoris  will  be  glad  to  fee  you. 

Oria.  I,  but  they  fay  one  (ball  fee  fine  fights  at  the  Court. 

Count.  I’ll  tell  you  what  you  lhall  fee  , you  lhall  fee 
many  faces  of  mans  making,  for  you  lhall  find  very  few  as 
God  left  them : and  you  lhall  fee  many  legs  too  amongft 
the  reft  you  lhall  behold  one  pair,the  feet  of  which,were  in 
times  paft,  Ibcklefs,  but  are  now  through  the  change  of  time 
( that  alters  all  things)  very  llrangely  become  the  legs  of  a 
Knight  and  a Courtier;,  another  pair  you  lhall  lee,that  were 
heir  apparent  legs  to  a Glover,  thefe  legs  hope  Ihortly  to  be 
honourable  j when  they  pals  by  they  will  bow,  and  the  mouth 
to  thefe  legs,  will  feem  to  offer  you  Ibme  Courtlhip it 
will  not  Iwear,  but  it  it  will  lye,  hear  it  not. 

Oria.  Why,  and  ate  not  thefe  fine  fights  ? 

Count.  Siller,  in  ferioulhefs  you  yet  are  young 
And  fair,  a fair  young  Maid,  and  apt. 

Oria.  Apt  .<* 

Count.  Exceeding  apt  to  be  drawn  to. 

Oria.  To  what? 

Count.  To  that  you  fhould  not  be,  ’tis  no  dilpraife, 

She  is  not  bad  that  hath  defire  to  ill. 

But  (he  that  hath  no  power  to  rule  that  Will : 

For  there  you  (hall  be  w'ooed  in  other  kinds 
. Than  yet  your  years  have  known,  the  chiefefl  men 
Will  feem  to  throw  themlelves 
As  vaffals  at  your  voice,  kifs  your  hand, 

Prepareyour  Banquets,  Masques,  ShevVs,  all  inticements 
That  Wit  and  Lull  together  can  devife. 

To  draw  a Lady  from  the  Hate  of  Grace 
To  an  old  Lady  widdows  Gallery^ 

And  they  will  p'raife  your  virtues,  beware  that. 

The  onlyvv^ay  to  turn  a Woman  whore, 

Is  to  commend  her  chaftity  : you’ll  goe? 

Oria.  I would  go,  if  it  were  but  only  to  Ihew  you,  that 
I could  be  there,  and  be  mov’d  with  none  of  thefe  tricks. 

Count.  Your  fervants  are  ready ! 

Oria.  An  hour  Cnee. 

Count.  Well,  if  you  come  off  clear  from  this  hot  fervice. 
Your  praife  lhall  be  the  greater.  Farewel  Siller. 

Oria.  Farewel  Brother. 

Count.  Once  more,  if  you  Hay  in  the  pre  fence  till  candle- 
light, keep  on  the  forefide  o’th’  Curtain-,  and  do  you  hear, 
take  heed  of  the  old  Bawd,  in  the  cloth  ol  Tiffue  lleeves, 
and  the  knit  Mittines.  Farewel  Siller.  Exit  Oria. 

Now  am  I idle,  I would  I had  been  a Scholar,  that  I might 
a lludied  now  : the  punilhment  of  meaner  men  is,  they  have 
too  'much  to  do  ^ our  only  mifery  is,  that  without  compa- 
ny we-knownot  what  todo^  I mud  take  Ibme  of  the  com- 
mon courles  of  our  Nobility^  which  is  thus  : if  I can  find 
no  company  that  likes  me,  pluck  off"  my  Hatband,  throw 
an  old  Cloak  bver  my  face,  and  as  if  1 would  not  be  known, 
walk  hallily  through  the  llreets,  till  1 be  difeovered^ 
then  there  goes  Count  fuch  a one,  fays  one  -,  there^ 
goes  Count  fuch  a one,  fays  another:  Look  how  fall 
he  goes,  fays  a third  j there’s  Ibme  great  matters  in  hand 


quellionlefs,  fays  a fourth  ^ when  all  my  bufinefs  is  to  hav. 
them  lay  fo;  this  hath  been  ufed-  or  if!  can  find  any  com 
pany’  1 11  after  dinner  to  the  Stage,  to  fee  a Play  i where 
when  I firll  enter,  you  lliall  have  a mjrmure  in  the  houle^ 
every  one  that  does  not  know  cries,  \\  hat  Nobleman  is  that? 
all  the  Gallants  on  the  Stage  rife,  vail  to  me, kifs  theirhand’ 
offer  me  their  places : then  I pick  out  Ibme  one^  whom  I 
pleafe  to  grace  among  the  reft,  take  his  feat,  ufe  it,  throw 
my  cloak  ovei  niy  face,  and  laugh  at  him : the  poor  Gen- 
tleman imagines  himfelf  mod  highly  grac’d,  thinks  ail  the 
Auditors  eileem  him  one  of  my  bolbm  friends:  and  in  right 
fpecial  regard  with  me.  But  here  comes  a Gentleman,  that 
I hope  will  make  me  better  fport,  than  either  ftreet  and 
ftage  fooleries. 


Enter  Lazarellb  and  Boyt 

m 

This  man  loves  to  eat  good  meat,  always  provided,  he 
do  not  pay  for  it  himlelf , he  goes  by  the  name  of  the  Hun- 
gp  Courtier,  marry,  becaufe  I think  that  name  will  notfuf- 
hciently  diftinguilh  him,  for  no  doubt  he  hath  more  fellows 
there,  his  name  is  LazareVo,  he  is  none  of  theft  ordinary 
eaters,  that  will  devour  three  breakfafts,  and  as  many  din- 
ners, without  any  prejudice  to  their  Beavers,  Drinkings, 
or  Suppers-,  but  he  hath  a more  courtly  kind  of  hunger, 
and  doth  hunt  more  after  novelty,  than  plenty  i’ll  over- 
hear him. 

Lazi.  Oh  thou  mod  itching  kindly  appetite 
Which  every  creature  in  his  ftomach  feels  ^ ’ 

Oh  leave,  leave  yet  at  laftthus  to  torment  me. 

Three  feveral  Sallads  have  I facrific’d, 

Bedew’d  with  precious  oil  and  vinegar 
Already  to  appeaft  thy  greedy  wrath.  Boy. 

Boy.  Sir. 

Laza.  Will  the  Count  (peak  with  me  ?. 

Boy.  One  of  his  Gentlemen  is  gone  to  inform  kim  of 
your  coming.  Sir. 

Laza.  There  is  no  way  left  for  me  to  compals  the  Filh- 
head,  but  by  being  preftntly  made  known  to  the  Duke. 

Boy.  That  will  be  hard  Sir. 

Laza.  When  I have  rafted  of  this  lacred  dilh. 

Then  lhall  my  bones  reft  in  my  Fathers  tomb 
In  peace  -,  then  lhall  I dye  mod  willingly, 

Andasadilh  be  ferv’d  to  fatisfie, 

Deaths  hunger,  and  I will  be  buried  thus  : 

My  Bier  lhall  be  a charger  born  by  four. 

The  Coffin  where  I lye,  a povvd’ring-tub, 

Bellrew’d  with  Lettice,  and  cool  Sallad  herbs, 

My  Winding-lheet  of  Tanfies,  the  black  Guard 
Shall  be  my  folemn  Mourners,  and  inftead 
Of  ceremonies,  wholfom  burial  Prayers : 

A printed  dirge  in  rhyme,  lhall  bury  me. 

Inftead  of  tears,  let  them  pour  Capon  fauceupon  my  hearfe 
And  fait  inftead  of  dull,  Manchets  for  Hones,  for  other  glo- 
rious Ihields 

Give  me  a Voider  - and  above  myHearie 
Fora  Trutch  fword,  my  naked  knife  duck  up. 

Ihe  Count  difeovers  himfelf^ 

Boy.  Mafter,  the  Count’s  here, 

Laza.  Where  ? my  Lord  I do  beftcch  you. 

Count.  Y’are  very  welcome  Sir,  I pray  you  Hand  up,  you 
fliall  dine  with  me. 

Laza.  I do  beftech  your  Lordlhipbythe  love 
I dill  have  born  to  your  honourable  houfe. 

Count.  Sir,  what  need  all  this?  you  lhall  dine  with  me, 

I pray  rift. 

Laza.  Perhaps  your  Lordffiip  takes  me  for  one  of  thefe 
lame  fellows,  that  do  as  it  were  refpeft  vidluals. 

Count.  Oh  Sir  by  no  means. 

Laza.  Your  Lordffiip  has  oftenpromifed,thatwhenfo- 
ever  Iffiouldaffedgreatnefs,  j-our  own  hand  ffiould  help  to 
raift  me. 


Count. 
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Count.  Hark  you  Sir,  there  may  perhaps  be  feme  within 
ear^ihots. 

He  tohifpert  with  bint. 


Count.  And  fo  much  ftill  afTure  your  felf  of. 

Laza.  And  though  i mull  confels,  I have  ever  fhun’d 
popularity,  by  the  example  of  others,  yet  Ido  now 
feel  my  felf  a little  ambitious,  your  Lordlhipis  great,  and 
though  young,  yet  a Privy  Counfellor, 

Count.  I pray  you  Sir  leap  into  the  matter,  what  would 
You  have  me  do  for  you  ? 

Lazit.  I would  intreat  your  Lordlhipto  make  me  known 
to  the  Duke. 

Count.  When  Sir? 

Laza.  Suddainly  my  Lord,  I would  have  you  prelent  me 
unto  him  this  morning. 

Count.  It  (hall  be  done,  but  for  what  virtues,  would  you 
have  him  take  notice  of  you  ? 

Laza.  Your  Lordlhip  lhall  know  that  prelcntly. 

Count.  ’Tis  pity  of  this  fellow,  he  is  of  good  wit,  and 
fufficient  underftanding,  when  he  is  not  troubled  with  tliis 
greedy  worm. 

Laza.  ’Faith,  you  may  intreat  him  to  take  notice  of  me 
for  any  thing  y for  being  an  excellent  Farrier,  for  playing 
well  at  Span-counter,  or  flicking  knives  in  walls,  for  being 
impudent,  or  for  nothing  y why  may  not  I be  a Favorite  on 
the  fuddain  ? I fee  nothing  againft  it. 

Count.  Not  fo  Sir,  I know  you  have  not  the  face  to  be  a 
Favourite  on  the  fuddain. 

Laz.  Why  then  you  lhall  prelent  me  as  a Gentleman  well 
qualified,  or  one  extraordinary  feen  in  divers  ftrange  my- 
lleries. 

Count.  In  what  Sir  ? as  how  ? 

Laz.  Marry  as  thus. 

"Enter  Intelligencer. 

Count.  Yonder’s  my  old  Spirit,that  hath  haunted  me  dai- 
' ly,  ever  lince  I was  a privy  Counfellor,  I muft  be  rid  of  him, 
1 pray  you  flay  there,  I am  a little  bufie,  I will  fpeak  with 
you  prefently. 

Laza.  You  lhall  bring  me  in,  and  after  a little  other  talk 
taking  me  by  the  hand,  you  lhall  utter  thefe  words  to  the 
Duke  : May  it  pleafe  your  grace,  to  take  note  of  a Gentle- 
man, well  read,  deeply  learned,  and  throughly  grounded  in 
the  hidden  knowledge  of  all  Salladsand  Pot-herbs  whatlb. 
ever. 

Count.  ’Twill  be  rare  if  you  will  walk  before.  Sir,  I will 
overtake  you  inflantly. 

Laza.  Your  Lordlhips  ever. 

Count.  Tliis  fellow  is  a kind  of  an  informer,  one  that  lives 
in  Alehoufes  and  Taverns,  and  becaufe  he  perceives  Ibme 
worthy  men  in  this  Land,  with  much  labour  and  great  ex- 
pence, to  have  difeovered  things  dangeroully  hanging  over 
the  State  •,  he  thinks  to  difeover  as  much  out  of  the  talk  of 
drunkards  in  Tap-houfes:  he  brings  me  informations, 
pick’d  out  of  broken  words,  in  mens  common  talk,  which, 
with  his  malicious  mif-application,  he  hopes  will  feem  dan- 
gerous, he  doth  befides,  bring  me  the  names  of  all  the 
young  Gentlemen  ill  the  City,  that  ufe  Ordinaries,  or  Ta- 
verns, talking  ( to  my  thinking  ) only  as  the  freedom  of 
their  youth  teach  them,  without  any  further  ends  ^ for 
dangerous  and  feditious  ^irits  i he  is  befides,  an  arrant 
whoremafler,  as  any  is  in  Milan.,  of  a Lay-man^  I will  not 
meddle  with  the  Clergy : he  is  parcel  Lawyer,  and  in  my 
confcience  much  of  their  religion,  I muft  put  upon  him 
fome  piece  of  fervice  ^ come  hither  Sir,  what  have  you  to 
do  with  me.-? 

Int.  Little  my  Lord,  I only  come  to  know  how  your  Lord- 
fliip  would  employ  me. 

Count.  Obferved  you  that  Gentleman,  that  parted  from 
me  but  now  ? 

Int.  I faw  him  now  my  Lord. 

Count.  I was  fending  for  you,  I have  talked  with  this 
man,  and  1 do  find  him  dangerous, 

Int.  Is  yo  ur  Lordlhip  in  good  earn  eft  ? 
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Enter  Lazarello  and  his  Boy. 

Laz.  Sirrah,  will  you  venture  your  life,  the  Duke  hath 
fent  the  Filh-head  to  my  Lord  ? 

Boy.  Sir  if  he  have  not,  kill  me,  do  what  you  will  with 
me. 

Laz.  How  uncertain  is  the  ftate  of  all  mortal  things  ? 
1 have  theft  crofles  from  my  Cradle,  from  my  very  Cra- 
dle, inlbmuch  that  I do  begin  to  grow  defperate : Fortune 
I do  defpife  thee,  do  thy  worft  • yet  when  I do  better  ga- 
ther my  felf  together,  I do  find  it  is  rather  the  part  of  a 
wift  man,  to  prevent  the  ftorms  of  Fortune  by  ftirring, 
than  to  fiifftr  them  by  ftanding  ftill,  to  pour  themftlvcs  up- 
on his  naked  body,  »I  will  about  it. 

Count.  Who’s  within  there? 

Enter  a Servingman. 

Let  this  Gentleman  out  at  the  back  door,  forget  not  my 
inftrudtions,  if  you  find  any  thing  dangerous  j trouble  not 
your  felf  to  find  out  me,  but  carry  your  informations  to 
the  Lord  Lucio.,  he  is  a man  grave,  and  well  experienced  in 
theft  bufinelTes. 

Int.  Your  Lordlhips  Servant. 

Exit  Intelligencer  and  Servingman. 

Count.  Your  Lordlhips  fervant. 

Laz.  Will  itpleaft  your  Lordlhip  to  walk  ? 

Count.  Sir  I was  coming,  I will  overtake  you. 

Laz.  I will  attend  you  over  againft  the  Lord  Gonderinoes 
houft. 

Count.  You  lhall  not  attend  there  long. 

Laz.  Thither  muft  I to  fee  my  Loves  face,  the  chafte 
Virgin  head 

Of  a dear  Filh,  yet  pure  and  undeflowred. 

Not  known  of  man  no  rough  bred  countrey  hand. 

Hath  once  toucht  thee,  no  Pandars  withered  paw, 
Noranun-napkin’d  Lawyers  greafie  lift. 

Hath  once  flubbered  thee ; no  Ladies  fupple  hand, 
Walh’d  o’er  with  Urine,  hath  yet  ftiz’d  on  thee 
With  her  two  nimble  talents ; no  Court  hand. 

Whom  his  own  natural  filth,  or  change  of  air. 

Hath  bedeck’d  with  ftabs,  hath  marr’d  thy  whiter  grace : 
Oh  let  it  be  thought  lawful  then  for  me. 

To  crop  the  flower  of  thy  Virginity. 

Exit  LaZarello, 

Count.  This  day  I am  for  fools,  I am  all  theirs. 

Though  like  to  our  young  wanton  cocker’d  heirs. 

Who  do  afft(fl  thoft  men  above  the  reft. 

In  whoft  baft  company  they  ftill  are  beft  ; 

I do  not  with  much  labour  ftrive  to  be 
The  wifeft  ever  in  the  company : 

But  for  a fool,  our  wifdom  oft  amends. 

As  enemies  do  teach  us  more  than  friends. 

Exit  Count. 


Jdus 
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AUus  Secundus, 

Scxna  Prima. 

Enter  Gondarino  and  his  fervants. 

Serv.  \ y|Y  Lord : 

LVl  GW.  Ha! 

Serv.  Here’s  one  hath  brought  you  a prefent, 

Gond.  From  whom?  from  a woman?  if  it  be  from  a woman, 
bid  him  carrie  it  back,  and  tell  her  /he’s  a whorej  what  is  it  ? 
Serv.  A Filh  head  my  Lord. 

Gnnd.  Wliat  Filh  head  j? 

Serv.  I did  not  aske  that  my  Lord. 

Gond.  Whence  com.es  it? 

Ser.  From  the  Court. 

Gond.  O ’tis  a Cods-head. 

Serv.  No  my  Lord,  ’tis  fome  ftrange  head,  it  comes  from 
the  Duke. 

Gond.  Let  it  be  carried  to  my  Mercer,  I doe  owe  him 
money  for  filks , ftop  his  mouth  with  that. 

■ « Exit  Serv. 

Was  there  ever  any  man  that  hated  his  wife  after  death  but 
I ? and  for  her  fake  all  women , women  that  were  created 
only  for  the  prefervation  of  little  dogs. 


xidvc  liu  woman  in 


L\J 


...  tlJLClLdlH  you.  no 

Ihew  you  your  chamber  ^ why  lliould  you  come  to  me  M 
fiave  no  Galleries  nor  banqueting  houfes,  nor  bawdy  pictures 
to  Ihew  your  Ladylhip. 

Orian.  Believe  me  this  your  Lordlhips  plainefs  makes  me 
t link  my  fell  more  welcome,  than  if  you  had  IWorn  by  all 
the  pretty  Court  oaths  that  are,  lhad  been  welcomer  than 
your  foul  to  your  body. 

I treafon  will  get  her  out 

I duritfooner  undertake  to  talk  an  Intelligencer  out  of  the 
room,  and  fpeak  more  than  he  durft  hear,  than  talk  a wo- 
man out  of  my  company. 

Enter  a Servant. 


Serv.  xAIy  Lord  the  Duke  being  in  the  ftrcets,and  the  llorm 
continuing,  is  entred  your  gate,  and  now  coming  up. 

Gond  7 he  Duke ! now  1 know  your  Errand  Madam  • you 
nave  plots  and  private  meetings  in  hand : why  doe  you  choofc 
my  houle  ? are  you  alham’d  to  goe  to’t  in  the  old  coupIin<> 
place,  though  it  be  lels  fufpicious  here  ^ for  no  Chriftian  wib 
lulpea  a woman  to  be  in  my  houfe?  yet  you  may  do  it  • lean- 
lyer  there,  for  there  is  a care  had  of  thole  bufinelles  • and 
whereloever  you  remove,  your  great  mamtainer  and’ you 
mail  have  your  lodgings  direflly  oppofite,  it  is  but  putting 
on  your  night-gown,  and  your ' lliippers , Madam,  you  un- 
der Hand  me  ? ^ 

Orian.  Before  I would  not  underhand  him,  but  now  he 
Ipeaks  riddles  to  me  indeed. 


Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  My  Lord  the  Count’s  filler  being  overtaken  in  the 
ftreets , with  a great  hail-fform  , is  light  at  your  gate, 
andii^^es  Rome  till  the  ftorni  be  overpaft. 

Gond.  Is  Ihe  a woman? 

Serv.  I my  Lord  I think  lb. 

Gond,  I have  none  for  her  then : bid  her  get  her  gone, 
tell  her  llieisnot  welcome. 

Serv.  My  Lord,  Ihe  is  now  comming  up.  • 

Gond.  She  lhall  not  come  up,  tell  her  any  thing-,  tell  her 
1 have  but  one  great  room  in  my  houfe,  and  I am  now  in 
it  at  the  clofe  ftool. 

Serv.  She’s  here  my  Lord. 

Gond.  O impudence  of  women  .-  I can  keep  dogs  out  of 
my  houfe,  or  I can  defend  my  houfe  againft  theeves,  but 
I cannot  keep  out  women. 

Enter  Oriana,  a waiting  woman-,  and  a Page. 

Now  Madam,  what  hath  your  Ladylhip  to  fay  to  me  ? 

Oria.  My  Lord,  I was  bold  to  crave  the  help  of  your 
houle  againft  the  ftorm. 

Gond.,  Your  Ladyfhips  boldnefs  in  coming  will  be  impu- 
dence in  ftaying  •,  for  you  are  moft  unwelcome. 

Oriana.  Oh  my  Lord ! • 

Gond.  Doe  you  laugh  ? by  the  hate  I bear  to  you,  ’tis  true. 

Orian.  Y’are  merry  my  Lord, 

Gond.  Let  me  laugh  to  death  if  I be,  or  can  be  vvhilft 
thou  art  here,  or  liveft or  any  of  thy  fex. 

Oriana.  I commend  your  Lordfliip. 

Gond.,  Doe  you  commend  me  ? why  doe  you  commend 
me  f I give  you  no  fuch  caule : thou  art  a filthy  impudent 
whore  ^ a woman,  a very  woman. 

Oria.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Gond.  Begot  when  thy  father  was  drunk. 

Orian.  Your  Lordfhip  hath  a good  wit. 

Gond.  How^  what  have  I a good  wit  ? 

Orian.  Come  my  Lord,  I have  heard  before  of  your  Lord- 
lhips merry  vain  in  jefting  againft  our  Sex,  which  I being 
delircus  to  hear  , made  me  rather  choofe  your  Lordlhips 
houfe,  than  any  other,  but  1 know  I am  welcome. 

Gond.  Let  me  not  live  if  you  be;  me  thinks  it  doth  not 
become  you,  to  come  to  my  houfe  being  a ftranger  to  you. 


Enter  the  Arrigo.,  and  Lucio, 

Ouke.  ’Twas  a ftrange  hail-ftorm. 

Litcio.  ’Twas  exceeding  ftrange. 

Gond.  Good  morrow  to  your  grace. 

T>uks.  Good  morrow  Gonderino. 

Gond.  Juftice  great  Prince. 

Why  Ihould  you  beg  for  juftice,  I never  did  you 
wrong ; What’s  the  ofendor  ? 

Gond.  A woman. 

Duke.  I know  your  ancient  quarr^ll  againft  that  Sex  • but 
what  hainous  crime  hath  llie  committecl.>  ’ 

Gond.  She  hath  gone  abroad. 

, What  ? it  cannot  be. 

Gond.  She  hath  done  it. 

Duke.  How?I  never  heard  of  any  woman  that  did  fo  before. 

Gond.  If  file  have  not  laid  by  that  modefty 
That  Ihould  attend  a Vfi'rgin,  and,  quite  void 
Of  lhame,  hath  left  the  houfe  where  llie  was  born. 

As  they  Ihould  never  doe-,  let  me  endure 
The  pains  that  Ihc  Ihould  fuller. 

Onks.  Hath  Ihe  fo  ? Which  is  the  woman  ? 

Gond.  This,  this.  , 

Duke.  How!  Arrigo:  Lneio; 

Gond.  1 then  it  is  a plot,  no  Prince  alive 
Shall  force  me  make  my  houfe  a Brothell  houfe 
Not  for  the  fins,  but  for  the  wonians  fake, 

1 will  not  have  her  in  my  doors  lo  long : 

Will  they  make  my  houfe  as  bawdy  as  their  own  are? 

Vnl^e.  Is  it  not  Oriana  ? 

Lucio.  "Tis. 

Sifter  to  Count  Valero.  ? 

Arri.  The  very  fame. 

Duke.  She  that  1 love? 

Lucio.  She  that  you  love. 

Duke.  I do  fufpccft 

Lucio.  So  doe  1. 

Duh^e.  This  fellow  to  be  but  a counterfeit. 

One  that  doth  leem  to  loath  all  woman-kind. 

To  hate  himfelf,  becaufe  he  hath  Ibme  part 
Of  woman  in  him  ^ feems  not  to  endure 
To  fee,  or  to  be  feen  of  any  woman. 

Only,  becaufe  he  knows  it  is  their  nature 
To  wilh  to  tail  that  which  is  moft  forbidden  : 

And  with  this  Ihew  he  may  the  better  compafs 
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^ And  with  far  Icfs  Hifpition)  his  bale  ends.  i 

Lucio.  Upon  my  life  ’tis  fo.  I 

Duke.  And  I doe  know,  | 

Before  his  Oaiii  wife  gave  him  that  oflence. 

He  was  the  greatefl  lervant  to  that  Sex 

That  ever  was  : what  doth  this  Lady  here 

With  him  alone?  why  Ihould  he  rail  at  her  to  me? 

Ludo.  Becaufc  your  grace  might  not  rufped:. 

puke.  ’Twas  fo : I doe  love  her  ftrangely  : 

I would  fain  know  the  truth : counfell  me . 

7 hey  three  vphifper. 

"Enter  County  Lazarello^  and  his  hoy. 

Count.  It  falls  out  better  than  we  could  expeft  Sir,  that 
we  fiiould  find  the  Duke  and  my  Lord  Gondarino  together  ^ 
both  which  you  defire  to  be  acquainted  with. 

haz.  ’T was  very  happy ; Boy,  goe  down  into  the  kitchen, 
and  lee  if  you  can  fpy  that  fame  •,  I am  now  in  fome  hope : 

I have  me  thinks  a kind  of  fever  upon  me.  Exit  Boy. 

A certain  gloominefs  within  me , doubting  as  it  were,  be- 
twixt two  pafiions : there  is  no  young  maid  upon  her  wed- 
ding night,vvhen  her  husband  fets  firfl  foot  in  the  bed,  blulhes, 
and  looks  pale  again,  oftner  than  I doe  now.  There  is  no 
Poet  acquainted  with  more  fliakings  and  quakings,  towards 
the  latter  end  of  this  new  play,  when  he’s  in  that  cale,  that 
he  frands  peeping  betwixt  Curtains , fo  fearfully  that  a 
Bottle  of  Ale  cannot  be  opened,  but  he  thinks  fome  body 
hifles,  than  I am  at  this  inftant. 

Count.  Are  they  in  conlultation  ? If  they  be,  either  my 
young  Duke  hath  gotten  fome  Ballard,  and  is  perfuading 
my  Knight  yonder  to  father  the  child, and  marry  the  wench, 
or  clfe  fome  Cock-pit  is  to  be  built. 

Laz.  My  Lord  ! w’hat  Nobleman’s  that? 

Count.  His  name  is  Ludo.,  ’tis  he  that  was  made  a Lord 
at  the  requefl  of  fome  of  his  friends  for  his  wives  fake : he 
, affecfls  to  be  a great  States-man,  and  thinks  it  confifts  in 
night-caps  and  jewells,  and  tooth-picks  ? 

Laz.  And  what’s  that  other? 

Count.  A Knight  Sir,  that  pleafeth  the  Duke  to  favour, 
and  to  raife  to  fome  extraordinary  fortunes,  he  can  make 
as  good  men  as  himfelf,  every  day  in  the  week,  and  doth— 

Laz:  For  what  was  he  raifed  ? 

Count.  T ruely  Sir,  I am  not  able  to  fay  diredlly,for  what  ^ 
But  for  wearing  of  red  breeches  as  I take  it  •,  he’s  a brave 
man,  he  will  fpend  three  Knighthoods  at  a Supper  without 
Trumpets. 

Laza.  My  Lord  I’ll  talk  with  him,  for  I have  a friend, 
that  would  gladly  receive  the  humor. 

Count.  If  he  have  the  itch  of  Knighthood  upon  him,  let 
him  repair  to  that  Phyfitian,  he’ll  cure  him ; but  I will  give 
you  a note  ^ is  your  friend  fat  or  lean  ? 

' Laz.,  Something  fat. 

Count,  ’Twill  be  the  worle  for  him. 

Laza.  I hope  that’s  not  material. 

Count.  Very  much,  for  there  is  an  impoll  fet  upon  Knight- 
hoods, & your  friend  fhall  pay  a Noble  in  the  pound. 

Duke.  I doe  not  like  examinations. 

We  fhall  find  out  the  truth  more  eafily. 

Some  other  way  lefs  noted,  and  that  courfe. 

Should  not  be  us’d,  till  we  be  fure  to  prove 

Some  thing  diretflly,  for  when  they  perceive 

Themfelves  fufpeded,  they  will  then  provide 

More  warily  to  anfwer. 

Luc.  Doth  fhe  know  your  Grace  doth  love  her  ? 

Duke.  She  hath  never  heard  it. 

Luc.  Then  thus  my  Lord.  C 7hey  whifper 

Laz.  What’s  he  that  walks'^  again 
alone  fb  fadly  with  his  hands  behind  him  ? 

Count.  The  Lord  of  the  houfe,  he  that  you  defire  to  be 
acquainted  with,  he  doth  hate  women  for  the  fame  caufe 
that  1 love  them. 

Laz.  What’s  that? 

Count.  For  that  which  Apes  want : you  perceive  me  Sir  ? 

Laz.  And  is  he  fad  ? Can  he  be  fad  that  hath  fo  rich  a 
gem  under  his  roof,  as  that  which  I doe  follow. 

What  young  Lady’s  that  ? 

Count.  W hich  ? Have  1 mine  eye-fight  perfefl,  ’tis  my 
fifter  : did  I fay  the  Duke  had  a Ballard  ? What  fhould  Ihc 
make  here  with  him  and  his  Councell  ? She  hath  no  papers 
in  her  hand  to  petition  to  them,  fhe  hath  never  a husband 
in  prifon,  whofe  releafe  Ihe  might  fue  for : That’s  a fine 
trick  for  a wench  ^ to  get  her  husband  clapt  up,  that  fhe  may 
more  freely,  and  with  lefs  fufpition,  vifit  the  private  ftudies  • 
of  men  in  authority.  Now  I doe  difeover  their  confultation, 
yon  fellow  is  a Pander  without  all  falvation : But  let  me 
not  condemn  her  too  ralhly  without  weighing  the  matter  • 
file’s  a young  Lady,  fhe  went  forth  early  this  morning  with 
a waiting  woman,  and  a Page,  or  fo : This  is  no  garden  houfe, 
in  my  confcience  file  went  forth  with  no  difiionefc  intent : 
for  file  did  not  pretend  going  to  any  Sermon  in  the  further 
end  of  the  City : Neither  went  fhe  to  fee  any  odd  old  Gen- 
tlewoman , that  mourns  for  the  death  of  her  husband  , or 
the  lofs  of  her  friend,  and  mufl  have  young  Ladys  come  to 
comfort  her  : thofe  are  the  damnable  Bawds : ’Twas  no 
fet  meeting  certainly  ^ for  there  was  no  wafer-woman  with 
her  thefe  three  days  on  my  knowledge  : I’ll  talk  with  her- 
Good  morrow  my  Lord.  ’ 

Gond.  Y’are  welcome  Sir ; here’s  her  brother  come  now 
to  doe  a kind  office  for  his  fifter^  is  it  not  ftrange> 

Count.  I am  glad  to  meet  you  here  filler. 

Orian.  I thank  you  good  brother : and  if  you  doubt  of 
the  caufe  of  my  coming  I can  fatisfie  you. 

Count.  No  faith,  I dare  trufl  thee,  I doe  fufpe(5l  thou 
art  honefl  ^ for  it  is  fo  rare  a thing  to  be  honeft  amongfl 
you,  that  fome  one  man  in  an  age,  may  perhaps  fufped 
fome  two  women  to  be  honefl,  but  never  believe  it  verily. 

Luci.  Let  your  return  be  fuddain. 

.Arri.  Uufufpeded  by  them. 

Duke.  It  fiiall  1,  fo  fiiall  I beft  perceive  their  Love,  if  there 
be  any;^  Farewell. 

Count.  Let  me  entreat  your  grace  to  flay  a little. 

To  know  a gentleman,  to  whom  your  felf 

Is  much  beholding^  he  hath  made  the  fport 

For  your  whole  Court  thefe  eight  years,  on  my  knowledge. 

"Duke.  His  name? 

Count.  Lazarello. 

Duke.  I heard  of  him  this  morning,  which  is  he  ? 

Count.  Lazarello.,  pluck  up  thy  fpLrits,  thy  Fortune  is  no\V 
railing,  the  Duke  calls  for  thee,  and  thou  fiialt  be  acquainted 
with  him. 

Laz.  He’s  going  away,  and  I mufl  of  neceflity  flay  here 
upon  bufinefs. 

Count.  ’Tis  all  one,  thou  fhalt  know  him  firfl. 

Laz.  Stay  a little,  if  he  fhould  offer  to  take  me  away  with 
him,  and  by  that  means  I fhould  loofe  that  I feek  for  ^ but 
• if  he  fhould  I will  not  goe  with  him. 

Count.  Lazarello , the  Duke  flayes , wilt  thou  lofe  this 
opportunity  ? 

Laz.  How  mufl  I fpeak  to  him  ? 

Count.  ’Twas  well  thought  of : you  mufl  not  talk  to  him 
as  you  doe  to  an  ordinary  man,  honefl  plain  fence,  but  you 
mufl  wind  about  him ; for  example,  if  he  fhould  aske  you 
what  a clock,  it  is,  you  mufl  not  fay  ^ If  it  pleafe  your  grace 
’tis  nine  •,  but  thus  • thrice  three  a clock,  fo  pleafe  my  Sove- 
reign ; or  thus  ^ 

Look  how  many  Mufes  there  doth  dwell 

Upon  the  fweet  banks  of  the  learned  Well  ^ 

And  jufl  fo  many  flroaks  the  clock  hath  flruck, 

And  fo  forth  •,  And  you  mufl  now  and  then  enter  into  a 
defeription. 

Laz.  I hope  I fhall  doe  it.  * 

Count.  Come : May  it  pleafe  your  grace  to  take  note 
of  a Gentleman , wel  feen , deeply  read  , and  throughly 
grounded  in  the  hidden  knowledge  of  all  fallets  and  pot- 
herbs whatfbever. 

Duke. 

The  VVomaU' Hater 


) 

47^ 


Vuke.  I (hall  defire  to  know  him  more  inwardly. 

Laz.  I kils  the  Oxe-hide  of  your  graces  foot. 

Count.  Very  well : will  your  grace  queftion  him  a little  ? 

Dukf.  How  old  are  you  ? 

Laz.  Full  eight  and  twenty  fcveral  Almanacks 
Have  been  compiled,  all  for  feveral  years 
Since  firft  I drew  this  breath,  four  prentilhips 
Have  I molt  truely  ferved  in  this  world : 

And  eight  and  twenty  times  hath  Phxbm  Car 
Run  out  his  yearly  courfe  fince- 

T>uk^.  I underftand  you  Sir. 

Luci.  How  like  an  ignorant  Poet  he  talks. 

!>«%■.  You  are  eight  and  twenty  years  old?  what  time 
of  the  day  doe  you  hold  it  to  be  ? 

Laz.  About  the  time  that  mortals  whet  their  knives 
On  threlholds,  on  their  Ihooe  fols,  and  on  Hairs, 

New  bread  is  grating,  and  the  tefty  Cook 
Hath  much  to  doe  now,  now  the  Tables  all. 

Vuk^.  ’Tis  ahnolt  dinner  time  ? 

Laz.  Your  grace  doth  apprehend  me  very  rightly. 

Count.  Y our  grace  fliall  find  him  in  your  further  conference 
Grave,  wife,  courtly,  and  fcholar  like,  underftandingly  read 
In  the  neceflities  of  the  life  of  man. 

He  knows  that  man  is  mortal  by  his  birth  ^ 

He  knows  that  man  mull  dye,  and  therefore  live  j 
He  knows  that  mull  live,  and  therefore  eat. 

And  if  it  lhall  pleafe  your  grace,  to  accompany  your  fell 
with  him,  I doubt  not,  but  that  he  will,  at  the  leaft,  make 
good  my  commendations. 

T>u\.  Attend  us  Lazarello^  we  doe  want 
Men  of  fuch  Ad  ion , as  we  have  received  you 
Reported  from  your  honorable  friend. 

Laza.  Good  my  Lord  Hand  betwixt  me  and  my  over- 
throw, you  know  I ’m  ti’d  here,  and  may  not  depart , my 
gracious  Lord,  fo  waightie  are  the  bufinefses  of  mine  own, 
which  at  this  time  do  call  upon  me,  that  I will  rather  chufe 
to  die,  than  to  negled  them. 

Count.  Nay  you  lhall  perceive,  befides  the  virtues  that 
I have  alreadie  inform’d  you  of,  he  hath  a ftomach  which 
will  Hoop  to  no  Prince  alive. 

^ T>u}{.  Sir  at  your  belt  leifure,  1 lhall  thirfi:  to  lee  you. 

Laza.  And  I lhall  hunger  for  it. 

T)uk^.  Till  then  farewell  all. 

, Gon.  Count.  Long  life  attend  your  Grace.  ; 

Vuk.  I doe  not  tall  this  Iport,  Arrigo  Lucio. 

Arrigo.  Luci.  We  doe  attend. 

Exeunt  Duk.e^  Arrigo.^  Lucio. 

Cond.  His  grace  is  gone,  and  hath  left  his. 

Hellen  with  me,  I ’m  no  pander  for  him  , neither  can  I 
be  won  with  the  hope  of  gain , or  the  itching  defire  of 
-tailing  my  Lords  lecherie  to  him,  to  keep  her  at  ( my  houfe) 
or  bring  her  in  difguife,  to  his  bed  Chamber. 

The  twyns  of  Adders,  and  of  Scorpions 
About  my  naked  brell,  will  feem  to  me 
More  tickling  than  thofe  clafpes,  which  men  adore 
The  lullfull,  dull,  ill  fpirited  embraces 
01  women-,  The  much  prayfed  Amazones, 

Knowing  their  own  infirmities  fo  well. 

Made  of  themfelves  a people,  and  what  men 
They  take  amongll  them,  they  condemne  to  die. 
Perceiving  that  their  folly  made  them  fit  , 

To  live  no  longer  that  would  willingly 
Come  in  the  worthlefs  prefence  of  a woman. 

I will  attend,  and  fee  what  my  young  Lord  will  doe  with 
his  filler. 

Enter  Lazarilloes  Boy.  ^ ^ 

Boy.  My  Lord  ^ The  fifh  head  is  gone  again. 

Count.  Wither  ? 

Boy.  I know  whither  my  Lord. 

Count.  Keep  it  from  Lazarillo : Siller  lhall  I confer  with 
you  in  private,  to  know  the  caufe  of  the  Dukes  coming 
hither,  1 know  he  makes  you  acquainted  with  his  bufinefs  ol 
State. 

Oria.  I’ll  fatisfie  you  brother, for  I fee  you  are  jealous  of  me. 

Gond.  Now  there  lhall  be  fome  courfe  taken  for  her  con- 


veiance. 

Laza.  Lazarillo^  thou  art  happy,  thy  carriage  hath  bcaot  ■ 
love,  and  that  love  hath  brought  forth  fruits,  thou  art  here  ! 
in  the  company  of  a man  honorable,  that  will  help  tiicc  i 
to  tall  ot  the  bounties  of  the  Sea,  and  when  thou  had  fo  1 
done  thou  ll-ialt  retire  thy  felf  unto  the  court,  and  there  ' 
tad  ol  the  delicates  of  the  earth,  and  be  great  in  the  eyes  j 
ot  thy  Soveraign : now  no  more  lhalt  thou  need  to  fcranible  i 
tor  ihy  meat,  nor  remove  thy  fton  ach  with  the  Court  -^Buc 
thy  credit  lhall  rommand  thy'hearts  defire,  and  all  novelties 
Ihan  be  lent  as  prelcnts  unto  thee. 

Count.  Good  Siller  , when  ^ou  fee  your  own  time  wil 
you  return  home.  ’ 

Oria.  Yes  brother,  and  not  before. 

Laz.t.  I will^grow  popu  a-  in  this  State,  and  o;^crthrow 
the  fortunes  of  a number,  tnai,  nve  by  extortion. 

Count.  Laz  rello  , befeirr  thy  felf  mud'y  and  fodairdy, 
and  h.  ar  me  w.th  patience  to  hear. 

Laza.  Let  me  not  fall  fiom  my  felf^  Speak  I ’m  bound. 

Count.  So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou  llialt  hear  the 
filh  head  is  gone,  and  w’e  know  not  whither. 

Laza.  I will  not  curie,  nor  fwcar,  nor  rage,  nor  rail, 

Nor  with  contemptuous  tongue,  accufe  my  Fate  j 
T hough  1 might  judly  doe  it,  nor  wall  I 
Wilh  my  lelt  uncreated  for  this  evil : 

Shall  I entreat  your  Lordfnip  to  be  feen 
A little  longer  in  the  company 
Of  a man  crols’d  by  Fortune  ? 

Count.  I hate  to  leave  my  friend  in  his  extremities. 

Laza.  ’Tis  nobl^  in  you,  then  I take  your  lianJ, 

And  doe  protell,  I doe  not  foiIo\v  this 
For  any  malice  or  for  private  ends, 

But  with  a love,  as  gentle  and  as  chad, 

As  that  a brother  to  his  fider  bears : 

And  if  I fee  this  filh  head  yet  unknown  j 
The  lad  words  that  my  dying  father  fpakc. 

Before  his  eye  drings  brake,  lhall  not  of  me 
So  often  be  remembred,  as  our  meeting  -. 

Fortune  attend  me,  as  my  ends  are  jud. 

Full  of  pure  love,  and  free  from  fervile  lud. 

Count.  Farwell  my  Lord,  I was  entreated  to  invite  your 
Lorddiip  to  a Lady’s  upiiting. 

Gond.  Omy  ears,why  Madam, will  not  you  follow  your  bro- 
ther? you  are  waited  for  by  great  men,  heel  bring  you  to  him. 

Oria.  I ’m  very  well  my  Lord , you  doe  midake  me,  if 
you  think  I afiedt  greater  company  than  yonr  felf. 

Gond.  What  madnefs  polTelleth  thee , that  thou  cand 
imagine  me  a fit  man  to  entertain  Lady’s  •,  I tell  thee,  I doe 
ufe  to  tear  their  hair,  to  kick  them,  and  twindge  their 
nofes,  if  they  be  not  carefull  in  avoiding  me. 

Oria.  Your  Lordlliip  may  difeant  upon  your  own  behavior , 
as  pleale  you,  but  I proted,  fo  fvveet  and  courtly  it  ap- 
peares  in  my  eye,  that  I mean  not  to  leave  you  yet. 

Crnd.  I fnall  grow  rough, 

Oria.  A rough  carriage  is  bed  in  a man. 

I’ll  dine  with  you  my  Lord. 

Gond.  Why  I will  darve  thee,  thou  lhalt  have  nothing. 

Oria.  I have  heard  of  your  LordiTups  i.othing , I’ll  put 
that  to  the  venture. 

Gond.  Well  thou  fiialt  have  meat,  I’ll  fend  it  to  thee. 

Oria.  I’ll  keep  no  date  my  Lord,  neither  doe  1 mourn, 
I’ll  dine  with  you. 

Gond.  Is  fuch  a think  as  this  allowed  to  live.? 

What  power  hath  let  the  loofe  upon  the  earth 
To  plague  us  for  our  Sins?  Out  of  my  doors. 

Oria.  I would  your  Lorddip  did  but  fee  how  well 
This  fury  doth  become  you,  it  doth  fiievv 
So  neer  the  life,  as  it  were  natural. 

Gond.  O thou  damn’d  woman,  I will  fiie  the  vengeance 
That  hangs  above  thee,foIlow  if  thou  dar’d.  ExitGondarino. 

Oria.  I mud  not  leave  this  fellow,  I will  torment  him  to 
madnels. 

To  teach  his  pafiions  againd  kind  to  move, 

The  more  he  hates, the  more  I’ll  leerri  to  love. 

Exeunt  Oriana  and  Maid.  O o o 2 


Enter 


^he  Woman-Hater. 


Enter  Pandar  and  Mercer  a citiz.e». 

Tand.  Sir,  what  may  be  done  by  art  fhall  be  done, 

I wear  nor  this  black  cloak  for  nothing. 

Mer,  Perform  tins,  help  me  to  this  great  heir  by  learn- 
ing, and  yon  lhali  want  no  black  cloaks  ^ taflaties,  filkgro- 
grans,  lattins  and  velvets  are  mine,  they  fnall  be  yours  •, 
perform  what  you  have  promis’d , and  you  ftiall  make  me 
a lover  of  Sciences,  1 will  ftudy  the  learned  languages,  and 
keep  my  fliop-book  in  Latine. 

Pand.  Trouble  me  not  now  , I will  not  fail  you  within 
this  hour  at  your  fhop. 

Mer.  Let  Art  have  her  courfe. 

Exit  Mercer. 

jEnter  Curtezan. 

Pand.  ’Tis  well  fpoken,  Madona. 

Mad.  Haft  thou  brought  me  any  cuftomers. 

Pan.  No. 

Ma.  What  the  devil  do’ft  thou  in  black  ? 

Pa.  As  all  folemii  profellbrs  of  fetled  courfes,  doe,  cover 
my  knavery  with  it : will  you  marry  a citizen  \ Realbnably 
rich , and  unrealbnably  foolilh,  filks  in  his  Ihop,  mony  in 
his  purfe,  and  no  wit  in  his  head  ? 

Ma.  Out  upon  him,  I could  have  otherwife  than  fo,  there 
was  a Knight  fwore  he  would  have  had  me,  if  I would 
have  lent  him  but  forty  Ihillings  to  have  redeem’d  his  cloak, 
to  goe  to  Church  in. 

Pan.  Then  your  waftcote  wayter  fhall  have  him, call  her  in? 

Ma.  Francejjtna? 

Fr.  Anon? 

Ma.  Get  you  to  the  Church,  and  fhrive  your  felf, 

For  you  Oiall  be  richly  marryed  anon. 

Pan.  And  get  you  after  her,  I will  work  upon  my  citi- 
zen whilft  he  is  w^arm,  I muft  not  fiiffer  him  to  confiilt 
v/ith  his  neighbours,  the  opeiieft  fools  are  hardly  coufened, 
if  they  once  grow  jealous.  Exeunt 


JBus  Ter  tins. 

Sccctta  Prim  a. 

Enter  Gondarino  flying  the  Lady. 

Gond.^hxQ  me  ye  better  powers,  let  me  not  fall 

O Between  the  lole  embracements  of  a woman ; 
Heaven,  if  my  Sins  be  ripe  grown  to  a head. 

And  muft  attend  your  vengeance : I beg  not  to  divert  my  fate. 
Or  to  reprive  a while  thy  punilhment 
Only  I crave,  and  hear  me  equall  heavens. 

Let  not  your  furious  rod,  that  muft  afflid  me 
Be  that  imperfed  peece  of  nature. 

That  art  makes  up,  woman,  unfatiate  woman. 

Had  we  not  knowing  fouls,  at  firft  infus’d 
To  teach  a difference,  ’twixt  e.xtremes  and  goods  ? 

Were  we  not  made  our  felves,  free,  unconfin’d 
Commanders  of  our  own  afiedions  ? 

And  can  it  be,  that  this  moft  perfed  creature. 

This  image  of  his  maker,  well  fquar’d  man. 

Should  leave  the  handfaft,  that  he  had  of  grace. 

To  fall  into  a womans  eafie  armes. 

Enter  Oriana. 

Orian.  Now  Venus.,  be  my  fpeed,  infpire  me  with  all  the 
feverall  fubtil  temptations,  that  thou  haft  already  given, 
or  haft  in  ftore  heareafter  to  beftow  upon  our  Sex ; grant 
that  I may  apply  that  Phyfick  that  is  moft  apt  to  work 


upon  him  : whether  he  will  fooneft  be  mov’d  with  wan-^ 
tonnefs,  finging,  dancings  or  being  pafiionate,  with  fcorn ; 
or  with  lad  and  ferious  looks,  cunningly  mingled  withfighs, 
with  fmiling,  lifping,  kiffing  the  hand,  and  miking  fhort! 
curt’fies.  Or  with  whatfoever  other  nimble  power,  he  mayj 
be  caught , doe  thou  infufe  into  me,  and  when  I have  him,! 

I will  facrifice  him  up  to  thee. 

It  comes  again  ^ New  apparitions,  j 

And  tempting  fpirits : Stand  and  reveal  thy  felf,  i 

Tell  why  thou  followeft  me?  I fear  thee 
As  I fear  the  place  thou  cara’ft  from  : Hell. 

Orian.  My  Lord,  I ’m  a woman,  and  fuch  a one — | 

Gond.  That  I hate  truely,  thou  hadft  better  bin  a deviil,  | 
Orian.  Why  my  unpatient  Lord  ? 

Gond.  Devils  were  once  good,  there  they  exceiPd  you 
woman. 

Orian.  Can  ye  be  lb  uneafie,  can  ye  freeze.,  and 
Such  a fummers  heat  fo  ready 
To  diflblve?  nay  gentle  Lord,  turn  not  away  in  fcorn, 

Nor  hold  me  left  fair  than  I am  : look  on  thelb  checks. 
They  have  yet  enough  of  nature,  true  complexion. 

If  to  be  red  and  white,  a forehead  high. 

An  eafie  melting  lip,  a fpeaking  eye. 

And  filch  a tongue,  whole  language  takes  the  ear 
Of  ftrift  religion,  and  men  moft  auftere : 

If  thefe  may  hope  to  pleafe,  look  here. 

Gond.  This  woman  with  entreaty  wo’d  Ihow  all. 

Lady  there  lies  your  way,  I pray  ye  farewell. 

Orian.  Y’are  yet  too  harfh,  toe  /diflbnant. 

There’s  no  true  mufick  in  your  words,  my  Lord. 

Gond.  What  ftiall  1 give  thee  to  be  gone? 

Here’s  ta,  and  tha  wants  lodging,  take  my  houfe,  ftis  big 
enough,  ’tis  thine  own  , ’twill  hold  five  leacherous  Lords, 
and  their  lackies  without  difeovery : there’s  ftoves  and  bath- 
ing tubs. 

Orian.  Dear  Lord : y’are  too  wild. 

Gond.  Shalt  have  a Dodor  too,  thou  ftiat,  ’bout  fi.x  and 
twentie,  ’tis  a pieafmg  age  ^ Or  I can  help  thee  to  a hand- 
fome  Vflier : or  if  thou  lack’ft  a page.  I’ll  give  thee  one, 
preethee  keep  houfe,  and  leave  me. 

Oria.  I •doe  confeft  I ’m  too  eafie,  too  much  woman. 

Not  coy  enough  to  take  affedion. 

Yet  I can'frown  and  nip  a paffion. 

Even  in  the  bud : I can  lay 

Men  pleafe  their  prefent  heats;  Then  pleafe  to  leave  us. 
I can  hold  off,  and,  by  my  Chymick  power. 

Draw  Sonnets  from  the  melting  lovers  brain; 

Ayme's.,  and  Elegies  : yet  to  you  my  Lord 
My  Love,  my  better  felf,  I put  thefe  off^ 

Doing  that  office,  not  befits  our  fex. 

Entreat  a man  to  love ; 

Are  ye  not  yet  relenting.?  ha’ye  blood  and  Spirit 
In  thofe  veins  ? ye  are  no  image,  though  ye  be  as  hard 
As  marble : liire  ye  have  no  liver,  if  ye  had, 

’Twould  fend  a lively  and  defiring  beat 
To  every  member;  Is  not  this  miferable? 

A thing  fo  truely  form’d,  lhapt  out  by  Symetry, 

Has  all  the  organs  that  belong  to  man. 

And  working  too,  yet  to  Ihew  all  thefe 
Like  dead  motions  moving  upon  wyers? 

Then  good  my  Lord,  leave  off  what  you  have  been. 

And  freely  be  what  you  were  firft  intended  for,  a man. 

Gond.  Thou  art  a precious  peece  of  ftie  damnation, 

I will  be  deaf,  1 will  lock  up  my  ears. 

Tempt  me  not,  I will  not  love;  If  I doe. 

Oria.  Then  I’ll  hate  you. 

Gond.  Let  me  be  ’nointed  withhony,and  turn’d  into  the 
Sun, 

To  be  ftung  to  death  with  horfe-flies, 

Hcar’ft  thou,  thou  breeder,  here  I’ll  fit. 

And,  in  delpight  of  thee,  I will  fay  nothing, 

Oria.  Let  me  with  your  fair  patience,  lit  befide  you. 
Gond.  Madam,  Lady,  tempter,  tongue,  woman,  ayr. 
Look  to  me,  I ftiall  kick  ; I lay  again, 

Look 
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Look  to  me  1 fball  kick. 

Oria.  1 cannot  think  your  better  knowledg  can  ule  a 
woman  fo  uncivilly. 

Gtmd.  I cannot  think,  I lhall  become  a coxeombe. 

To  ha’my  hair  curl’d,  by  an  idle  finger. 

My  cheeks  turn  Tabers,  and  be  plaid  upon. 

Mine  eyes  lookt  babies  in,  and  my  nofe  blowd  to  my  hand, 

I fay  again  1 lhall  kick,  fure  I lhall. 

Oria.  ’Tis  but  your  outfidc  that  you  lhew,I  know  your 
mind 

Never  was  guilty  of  lb  great  a weaknefs. 

Or  could  the  tougues  of  all  men  joyn’d  together. 

Poflels  rile  with  a thought  of  your  dill  ike 
My  weaknefi  were  above  a womans,  to  fall  off 
From  ray  affedion,  for  one  crack  of  thunder, 

0 wo’d  you  covdcf  love,  my  Lord. 

Gond.  I wo’d  thou  wouldfl:  fit  ftiU,  and  fay  nothing : what 
raad-man  let  thee  lofe  to  do  more  mifchief  than  a doufen 
wWrlwinds,  keep  thy  hands  in  thy  muff,  and  warm  the 
idle  worms  in  thy  fingers  ends:  wiH  ye  be  doing  ftill?  will 
no  entreating  ferve  ye.<’  no  lawfiill  warning?  I mull  remove 
and  leave  your  Ladyfhip^  Nay  never  hope  to  ftay  me, 
for  1 will  run,  from  that  Smooth,  Smiling,  U^tching,  Couf- 
ening.  Tempting,  Damning  face  of  thine,  as  far  as  I can 
find  any  land,  where  I will  put  my  felf  into  a daily  courfc 
of  Curies  for  thee,  and  all  thy  Familie. 

Oria.,  Nay  good  ray  Lord  fit  ftill,  Pll  promife  peace 
And  fold  mine  Armes  up,  tec  but  mine  eye  dilcourfe  ^ 

Or  let  my  voyce,  let  to  feme  pteafing  cord,  found  out 
The  fullen  ftrains  of  my  negleded  love. 

Gond.  Sing  till  thon  crack  thy  treble-ftring  in  pceccs. 
And  when  thou  haft  done,  put  up  thy  pipes  and  walk. 

Doe  any  thing,  fit  ftill  and  tem^  me  not. 

Oria.  I had  rather  fmg  at  doors  for  bread,  than  fing  to 
this  fellow,  but  for  hate : if  this  fhodd  be  told  in.  the  Court, 
that  I begin  to ’woe  Lords , what  a troop  of  the  untruft 
nobilitie  fhould  i have  at  my  lodging  to  morrow  morning? 

; SONG. 

deceiving-^ 

L^kitne  in  drlight  a while., 

Let  fome  ^leafing  'Dreamt  beguile 
All  my  fancies  j that  from  t hence ^ 

J may  feel  an  injhtenee., 

AB  my  fowers  of  care  bereaving. 

though  but  a jhadow.,  but  a jlidiugy 
Let  me  k^ow  fome  little  toy, 
fVe  that  fit  fer  lor^  unoy 

1 yire  contented  with  a thought 

1 through  an  idle  fancie  wrought 

0 let  my  joyes.,  have  fame  abiding. 

Gond.  Have  you  done  your  waflayl?  ’tis  a handfome 
drowfie  dittie  I’ll  aflure  ye,  nowl  had  as  kave  hear  a Cat 
cry,  when  her  tail  is  cut  off,  as  hear  thete  lamentations, 
thete  lowfie  love-layes,  thefe  bewailements : you  think  you 
have  caught  me  Lady , you  think  I inelt  now,  like  a difh 
of  May  butter,  and  run,  all  into  brine,  and  paflion  ? yes, 
yes,  I ’m  taken,  look  how  1 cfbls  my  arms,  look  pale,  and 
dwyndle,  and  wo’d  cry,butfor  fpoyling  my  foce  ^ 
part,  nay  we*ll  avoyd  all  Ceremony ,no  kifling  Lady,  1 denre 
to  know  your  Ladifhipno  more  j death  of  my  foul  the  Duke. 
Oria.  God  keep  your  Lordfhip. 

Gond,  From  thee  and  all  thy  fex. 

Oria.  I’ll  be  the  Clark,  and  crie,  Amen^ 

Your  Lordlhips  ever  alTured  encmie  Oriana. 

Exit.  Oriana.,  Manet  Gondanno. 


ABus  Tertius, 


■ Scdena  Secunda. 


Enter  Duk^,  Arrigo.,  Lucio. 

Gond.  A LL  the  days  good,  attend  your  Lordfhip. 

jt\  Du}{.  We  thank  you  Gondarino,  is  it  pofllble? 
Can  belief  lay  hold  on  fiich  a miracle, 

T o fee  thee,  one  that  hath  cloyft’red  up  all  pafllbn, 

Turn’d  wilfull  votary,  and  forfworn  converfe  with  wo- 
men, in  company  and  fair  difeourte,  with  the  beft  beauty 
of  Millain  ? 

Gon.  ’Tis  true,  and  if  your  Grace  that  hath  the  fway 
Of  the  whole  State,  will  mffer  this  lude  fe.v, 

Thefe  women : to  purfue  us  to  our  homes, 

Not  to  be  prayd,  not  to  be  rail’d  away. 

But  they  will  woe,  and  dance,  and  fing. 

And,  in  a manner,  loofcr  than  they  are 
By  nature  ( which  ftiould  feem  impolTible  ) 

To  throw  their  armes,  on  our  unwilling  necks. 

DmI{.  No  more,  I can  fee  through  your  villore,  diffemble 
it  no  more. 

Doe  not  I know  thou  haft  us’d  all  Art, 

To  work  upon  the  poor  fimplicitie 

Of  this  yong  Maid,  that  yet  hath  known  none  ill  > 

Thinkeft  that  damnation  will  fright  thofe  that  vvdje 
From  oaths,  and  lies  > But  yet  I think  her  chaft, 

And  will  from  thee,  before  thou  fhalt  apply 
Stronger  temptations,  bear  her  hence  with  me. 

Gond,  My  Lord,  I fpeak  not  this  to  gain  new  grace, 

But  howfoever  you  efteeme  my  words, 

My  love  and  dutie  will  not  fuffer  me 
To  fee  you  favour  fuch  a proftitute. 

And  I ftand  by  dumb^  Without  Rack,  Torture, 

‘Or  Strappado,  I unrip  my  felf : 

I doe  confefs  1 was  in  company  with  that  pleafing  pecce 
of  frailtie,  that  we  call  woman  *,  I doe  confefs  after  along 
and  tedious  feige,  I yielded. 

Dukf.  Forward. 

Gond.  Faith  my  Lord  to  come  quickly  to  the  point,  the 
woman  you  faw  with  me  is  a whore  •,  An  arrant  whore. 

Duke.  Was  fhe  not  Count  Valores.,  Sifter  ? 

Gond.  Yes,  that  Count  Valores  Sifter  is  naught. 

Duk:  Thou  dar’ft  not  fay  fo. 

Gond.  Not  if  it  be  diftafting  to  your  Lordfhip,  but  give 
me  freedome,  and  I dare  maintain,  fhe  ha’s  imbrac’d  this 
body,  and  grown  to  it  as  clofe,  as  the  hot  youthfull  vine 
to  the  elme. 

Duke  Twice  have  I feen  her  with  thee,  twice  my  thoughts 
were  prompted  by  mine  eye,  to  hold  thy  ftridnefi  falfe  and 
imjiofterous : Is  this  your  mewing  up,  your  ftrift  retire- 
ment , your  bitternefs  and  gaul  againft  that  fex  ? Have  1 
not  heard  thee  fay,  thou  wouldft  fooner  meet  the  Bafiitsks., 
dead  doing  eye,  than  meet  a woman  for  an  objed  ? Look 
it  be  true  you  tell  me,  or  by  our  countries  Saint  your  head 
goes  off:  if  thou  prove  a whore,  no  womans  face  fhall  ever 
move  me  more. 

Exeunt. 
Manet  Gondarino. 

Gond.  So,  fo,  ’tis  as ’t  fhould  be  , are  women  grown  fo 
mankind  ? Muft  they  be  wooing,  I have  a plot  fhall  blow 
her  up  fhe  flyes,  fhe  mounts-,  I'll  teach  her  Ladylhip  to 
dare  my  fury  , I will  be  known  , and  fear’d  , and  more 
trucly  hated  of  women  than  an  Eunuch. 


Enter 
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Enter  Oriana. 

She’s  here  again,  good  gaul  be  patient,  for  Imulldillemble. 

Ori  in.  Now  my  cold,  frofty  Lord,  my  woman-Hater,  you 
chat  have  f.vorn  an  everlafting  hate  to  all  our  fex : by 
my  troth  good  Lord,  and  as  I ’m  yet  a maid,  my  thought 
’tvvas  excellent  fport  to  hear  your  honor  fwear  out  an  Al- 
phabet, chafe  nobly  like  a Generali,  kick  like  a refty  Jade, 
and  make  ill  faces  ;*  Did  your  good  Honor  think  1 was  in 
love  P where  did  I firft  begin  to  take  that  heat?  From  thoie 
:vvo  radiant  eyes, that.piercing  light  ?oh  they  were  lovely,  if 
.he  balls  fcood  right  ^ and  there’s  a leg  made  out  of  a 
iainty  Itaff',  Where , the  Gods  be  thanked,  there  is.  calf 
enough. 

Gond.  Pardon  him  Lady,  that  is  now  a convert. 

■ our  beauty,  like  a Saint  hath  wrought  this  wonder. 

Oriana.  Ahfs^  ha’s  it  been  prick’d  at  the  heart?  is  the 
flomach  come  down?  will  it  rail  no  more  at  women,  and 
-call  ’em  Divells,  llie  Cats,  and  Goblins?  ■ 

Gond.  He  that  Ihall  marry  thee,  had  better 'Ipend  the 
poor  remainder  of  his  days  in  a dung-barge,  for' two  pence 
a week,  and  find  hirafelf. 

Down  again  Spleen,  I prethee  down  again,  fhalll  find 
favour  Lady?  fnall  at. length  my  true  ilnfeigned  penitence 
get  pardon  for  my  harfh  unfeafoned  follies?  I’m  no  more 
an  Atheiff,  no  I doe  acknowledge,  that  dread  poyverfull 
Deity,  and  his  all  quic’kning  heats  burn  in  my  breall;  oh 
be  not  as  I was,  hard  unrelenting but  as  I ’m,  be  partner 
of  my  fii  *s.  jAoit 

Oria.  Sure  we^have  flore  of  Larks,  the  Skies  vvill  not  hold 
up  long,  I fliould  have  look’d  as  fbon  for  Frofl  in  the  dpg 
days,  or  another  Inundation,  as  hop’d  this  ftrange  conver- 
I’on  above  miracle  : let  me  look  upon  your  Lordfliipy  is 
) our  name  Gondarino  P are  you  Millams  Generali,  that  great 
Eug-bear  bloody-bones , at  whofe  name  all  women,  from 
the  Lady  to  the  Landrefs,  fhake  like  a cold  fit  ? 

Gond.  Good  patience  help  me,  this  Fever  will  inrage  my 
blood  again : Madam  I’m  that  man  j I ’m  even  he  that  once 
bd  owe  unreconcil’d  hate  to  you,  and  all  that  bear  the 
name  of  woman : I ’m  the  man  that  wrong’d  your  Honor 
to  the  Duke:  I’m  the  man  that  faid  you  were  unchaft, 
and  proftitutc,  yet  I ’m  he  that  dare  deny  all  this. 

Orian.  Your  big  Nobility  is  very  merry. 

Gend.  Lady  ’tis  true  that  I have  wrong’d  you  thus. 

And  my  contrition  is  as  true  as  that. 

Yet  have  I found  a means  to  make  all  good  again, 

I doe  befeech  your  beautie,  not  for  my  felf. 

My  merits  are  yet  in  conception. 

But  for  your  honors  fafety  and  my  zeal 

Retire  a while,  while  I unfay  my  felf  unto  the  Duke, 

And  call  out  that  ill  Spirit  1 have  poflefl;  him  with, 

I have  a houfe  conveniently  private. 

Ori.  Lord,  thou  haft  wrong’d  my  innocence,  but  thy 
confefllon  hath  gain’d  thee  faith. 

Gond.  By  the  true  honeft  fervice,  that  I owe  thefe  eyes 
ftrangely. 

My  meaning  is  as  fpotlefs  as  my  faith. 

Oria.  The  Duke  doubt  mine  honor?  a may  judge 
’Twill  not  be  long,  before  I’ll  be  enlarg’d  again. 

Gond.  A day  or  two. 

Orian.  Mine  o\m  fervants  fl:iall  attend  me. 

Gond.  Your  Ladyfliips  command  is  good. 

Orian.  Look  you  be  true.  Exit  Oriana. 

Gond.  Fife  let  me  lofe  the  hopes  my  foul  afpires  to : I will 
be  a fcourge  to  all  females  in  my  life,  and  after  my  death, 
the  name  of  Gondarino.,  fhall  be  terrible  to  the  mighty  wo- 
men of  the  earth They  fhall  fliake  at  my  name,  and  at  the 
fci  ndoF  it,  their  knees  ftall  knock  together  •,  And  they  fhall 
run  into  Nunneries,  for  they  and  I are  beyond  all  hope  irre- 
concilable : for  if  I could  endure  an  ear  with  a hole  in’t,  or 
a pleated  loclr,  or  a bareheaded  Coachman,  that  fits  hke  a 
fi^n  where  great  Ladys  are  to  be  fold  within  ^ agreement 
betwuxt  us  , w ere  not  to  be  dilpaired  of if  I could  be 
but  brought  to  endure  to  fee  women , 1 would  have  them 
come  all  once  a week, and  kifs  me,as  Witches  doe  the  devill, 
in  token  of  liomagc  : I miiift  not  live  here^  I will  to  the  Court, 


and  there  purfue  my  plot  i when  itha^h  took^  women  fhall 
ftand  in  awe,  but  of  my  look.  Exit 

— - — — --t — ^ 

JBus  Tert'm, 

Sccena  Tertia, 

Enter  trvo  Intelligencers difeovering  treafin  in  the 
Courtiers  words. . ^ 

. ! j 

I.  Zwte/.'^Here  take  your  ftanding,  be  clofe  and  vigilant, 
1.  here  will  I fet  my  felf,  and  let  him  look  to  his' 
language,  a fhall  know  the  Duke  has  more  ears  in  Conit 
than  two.  . i < ; ' ' ,-4,j 

2.  I’ll  quote  him  to  a tittle,  let  him  fpeak  wifelw,.and 
plainly,  and  as  hidden  as  a can,  or  i fhafU  crulh  him,  a fliall 
; not  fcape  charrafters,  though  a fpeak  Babel,  I fhall  crufi! 
him:  we  have  a Fortune  by  this, fervice  hanging  over  jufi, 
that  within  this  year  or  two^I  hope  we  fliall  be  called  to  b. 
iexaminers,ij^^ar  politick,  ^owns  garded  with  copper  lace, 

^ making  great  faces  fuH  of  fear  and  office,  our  labors  may 
, deferve  ^his. 

I.  Ini.  I hope  it  fhall:  why,  has  not  many  men  been  railed 
from  this  worming  trade,  firft  to  gain  gopd  accefs  to  great 
■men,  then  to  have  coramiffions  out  for  fearch,  and  lallly, 

; to  bejvprthiiy  nam’d  at  a great  Arraignment : yes,  and  why 
not  we  ? They  that  endeavor  well  deferve  their  Fee. 

Clofe,  dofe,  a comes : mark  well,  and  all  goes  well. 

If? 

Enter  CoMft.y  LasaareVoy  and  his  Boy. 

Laz.  Farewell  my  hopes, my  Anchor  now  is  broken, 

; Farewell  .my  quondam  joys,  of  which  no  token 
Is  now  , remaining,  fuch  is  the  fad  mifchance. 

Where  Lady  Fortune  leads  the  flipp’ry  dance. 

Yet  at  the  length,  let  me  this  favour  have. 

Give  me  my  wifhes,  or  a wifhed  grave. 

! Count.  The  gods  defend  la  brave  and  valiant  maw, 
’Should  flip  into  the  never  fatiate  jaw 
Of  black  Defpair  •,  no,  thou  fnalt  live  and  know 
Thy  full  defires,  hunger  thy  ancient  foe, 

Shall  be  fubdued-,  thole  "guts  that  daily  tumble 
Through  ayr  and  appetite,  fhall  ceafe  to  rumble : 

And  thou  lhalt  now  at  length  obtain  thy  difh. 

That  noble  part,  the  fweet  head  of  a filh. 

Laz.  Then  am  I greater  than  the  Duke. 

2.  Int.  There,  there’s  a notable  peece  of  treafbn,  greater 
than  the  Duke,  mark  that. 

Count.  But  how,  or  where,  or  when  this  fhall  be  com- 
pas’d,  is  yet  out  of  my  reach.  j 

Laz..  I am  fo  truely  miferable,  that  might  1 

I be  now  knockt  oth’  head,  with  all  my  heart 
I would  forgive  a dog-killer. 

Count.  Yet  doe  I fee  through  this  confufednefs  fbme  little 
comfort. 

Laz..  The  plot  my  Lord,  as  er’e  you  came  of  a woman, 
difeover. 

I.  Int.  Plots,  dangerous  plots,  I will  deferve  bythismoft 
liberally. 

Count.  ’Tis  from  my  head  again. 

Laz.  O that  it  would  ftand  me,that  I might  fight, or  have 
fbme  venture  for  it, that  I might  be  turn’d  loofe,to  try  my  for- 
tune amongft  the  whole  frie  in  a Colledge,  or  an  Inn  of 
Court-,or  fcramble  with  the  prifoners  in  the  dungeon  j nay 
were  it  fet  down  in  the  outward  court. 

And  all  the  Guard  about  it  in  a ring. 

With  their  knives  drawn,  which  were  a difmall  fight. 

And  after  twenty  leifurely  were  told, 

I to  be  let  loofe  only  in  my  fhirt. 

To  trie  the  valour,  how  much  of  the  fpoyl, 
i would  recover  from  the  enemies  mouths  : 

I wou  D 
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Upon  country  people  in  progrefs  time,  and 

Wilt  thou  lofe  this  opinion,  for  the  cold  head  of  a Filh  ? 

I fay,  let  it  goe : I’ll  help  thee  to  as  good  a difh  of  meat. 

haz,.  God  let  me  not  live,  if^  doe  not  wohder, 

Men  Ihould  talk  fo  propanely  r 

But  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  loofe  words, 

Of  any  vain  or  misbeleeving  man, 

To  make  me  dare  to  wrong  thy  purity. 

Shew  me  but  any  Lady  in  the  Court, 

That  hath  fb  full  an  eye,  fo  fweet  a breath. 

So  foft  and  white  a flelh : this  doth  not  he 

In  almond  gloves,  nor  ever  hath  bin  walht 

In  a rfificiall  baths : no  traveller 

That  hath  brought  dotftor  home  with  him,  hath  dat’d 

With  all  his  waters,  powders,  Fucufles, 

To  make  thy  lovely  corps  fophilticate. 

Count.  I have  it,  ’tis  now  infus’d,  be  comforted. 

Laz.  Can  there  be  that  little  hope  yet  left  in  nature  ? Ihall 
I once  more  eredt  up  Trophies/  Shall  I enjoy  the  fight  of 
my  dear  Saint,  and  blels  my  pallate  with  the  belt  of  crea- 
tures, ah  good  my  Lord,  by  whom  I breathe  again,  fnall 
I receive  this  Being? 

Count.  Sir  I have  found  by  certain  calculation,  and  fetled 
revolution  of  the  Itars,  the  Fifh  is  fent  by  the  Lord  Gondarim 
to  his  Mercer,  now  ’tis  a growing  hope  to  know  where  ’tis. 

Laz.  O ’tis  far  above  the  good  of  women , the  Pathkk^ 
cannot  yield  more  pleafing  titilation. 

Count.  But  how  to  compafs  it  fearch,  call  about,  and 
bang  your  braius,  Lazarello.,  thou  art  too  dull  and  heavy  to 
deferve  a blelfmg. 

Laz.  My  Lord,  I will  not  be  idle  j now  Lazarello,  think, 
think,  think. 

Count.  Yonder’s  my  informer 
And  his  fellow  with  table  books,  they  nod  at  me 
Upon  my  life,  they  have  poor  Lazarello,  that  beats 
His  brains  about  no  fuch  waighty  matter,  in  for 
Treafon  before  this — 

Laz.  My  Lord  , what  doe  you  think  , if  I Ihould  Ihave 
my  felf. 

Put  on  midvvives  apparell,  come  in  with  a hand-kercher. 
And  beg  a piece  for  a great  bellied  woman,  or  a lick  child  ? 
Count.  Good,  very  good. 

Laz.  Or  corrupt  the  waiting  prentife  to  betray  the 
reverfion. 

1.  Inte.  There’s  another  point  in’s  plot,  corrupted  with 
money  *,  to  betray : lure  ’tis  fome  Fort  a means : mark^  have 
a care. 

Laz.  And ’twere  the  bare  vinegar  ’tis  eaten  with,it  would 
in  Ibme  fort  fatisfie  nature : but  might  I once  attain  the 
dilh  it  felf,  though  I cut  out  my  means  through  fword  and 
fire,  through  poifon,  through  any  thing  that  may  make 
good  my  hopes. 

2.  Int.  Thanks  to  the  gods,  and  our  officioulhels,  the 
plots  difeover’d,  fire,  fteel,  and  poifon,  burn  the  Palace, 
kill  the  Duke  and  poilbn  his  privie  Councell. 

Count.  To  the  mercers,  let  me  fee:  how,  if  before  we 
can  attain  the  means,  to  make  up  our  acquaintance  , the 
fifh  be  eaten  ? 

Laz.  If  it  be  eaten,  here  he  Hands,  that  is  the  moll  de- 
jefled,  moil  unfortunate,  miferable,  accurfed,  forfaken  flave 
this  Province  yields : I will  not  fure  outlive  it,  no  I will  dye 
bravely,  and  like  a Roman  j and  after  death,  amidll  the 
Elizian  fhades.  I’ll  meet  my  love  again. 

I.  In.  I will  dye  bravely,  like  a Roman:  have  a care,  mark 
that,  when  he  hath  done  all,  he  will  kill  himfelf. 

Count.  Will  nothing  eafe  your  appetite  but  this? 

Laz.  No  could  the  Sea  throw  up  his  vaftnefs. 

And  offer  free  his  belt  inhabitants : ’twere  not  fo  much  as 
a bare  temptation  to  me. 

Count.,  If  you  could  be  drawn  toaffedl  Beef,  Veiiifon,or 
Fowl,  ’twould  be  far  the  better. 

Laza.  I doe  befeech  your  Lordfhips  patience, 

I doe  confefs  that  in  this  heat  of  blood, 

I have  contemn’d  all  dull  gnd  grofler  meats. 


But  I protefl  I doe  honor  a Chine  of  Beef, 

I doe  reverence  a loyn  of  Veal, 

But  good  my  Lord,  give  me  leave  a little  to  adore  this: 
But  my  good  Lord,  would  your  Lordlfiip,  under  color  of 
taking  up  Ibme  filks,  goe  to  the  Mercers,  1 would  in  all 
humilitie  attend  your  honor,  where  we  may  be  invited,  if 
Fortune  Hand  propitious. 

Count.  Sir  you  fliall  work  me  as  you  pleafe. 

LJZ..J.  Let  It  be  fuddenly,  I doe  befecch  your  Lordllfip, 
’tis  now  upon  the  point  of  dinner  time. 

Count.  1 am  all  yours. 

Exeunt  LazareVo  and  Count. 

1 . In.  Come  let  us  confer, 

Imprimis  he  faith,like  a blafphemous  villain, he ’s  greater  than 
the  Duke,  this  peppers  him,  and  there  were  nothing  elle. 

2.  In.  Then  he  was  naming  plots-,  did  you  not  hear  ? 

I . In.  Yes  but  he  fell  from  that  unto  difeovery,  to  cor- 
rupt by  money,  and  fo  attain. 

• Fort, or  Cyttadcll  the  Duke  hath, 

his  very^ce  betraid  his  meaning,0  he  is  very  fubtile  and  a 
dangerous  knave,  but  if  he  deal  a Gods  name,  we  Ihall  worm 
him 

1.  In.  But  now  comes  the  Stroak,  the  fatall  blow.  Fire, 
Sword  and  Poyfon,  O Canibal,  thou  bloody  Canibal. 

2.  In.  What  hadbecome  of  this  poor  Hate, had  we  not  been? 

1.  In.  Faith  it  had lyen buried  in  his  own  allies  ^ had  not 
a greater  hand  been  in’t. 

2.  In.  But  note  the  rafcalls  refolution,  after  th’a(ffs  done, 

becaufe  he  wo’d  avoid  all  fear  of  torture,and  coufen  the  Law! 
he  wo’d  kill  himfelf^  was  there  ever  the  like  danger  brought 
to  light  in  this  age?  fure  we  fiiall  merit  much,  wc  fliall  be 
able  to  keep  two  men  a peece,  and  a two  hand-fword  be- 
tween us,  we  will  live  in  favour  of  the  State,  betray  our  ten 
or  twelve  trealbns  a week,  and  the  people  Ihall  fear  us : 
come,  to  the  Lord  Ludo , the  Sun  Ihall  not  goe  down  til! 
he  be  hang’d.  Exeunt. 


JBus  T ertius. 

SceCfia  quart  a. 

Enter  Mercer. 

Mer.  T Ook  to  my  Ihop,  and  if  there  come  ever  a Scholar 
I . in  black,let  him  Ipeak  with  me-,  we  that  are  Ihop- 
keepers  in  good  trade,  are  fo  peller’d,  that  we  can  fcarce 
pick  out  an  hour  for  our  mornings  meditation  : and  how- 
foever  we  are  all  accounted  dull,  and  common  jelling  flocks 
for  your  gallants  -,  There  are  fome  of  us  doe  not  deferve  it : 
for,  for  my  own  part,  I doe  begin  to  be  given  to  my  book, 

I love  a Icholar  with  my  heart , for  quellionlefs  there  are 
merveilous  things  to  be  done  by  Art:  why  Sir,  fome  of  them 
will  tell  you  what  is  become  of  horfes,  and  filver  fpoons, 
and  will  make  wenches  dance  naked  to  their  beds : I am  yet 
unmarried,  and  becaufe  fome  of  our  neighbours  are  laid  to 
be  Cuckolds,  I will  never  be  married  widiout  the  confent 
of  fome  of  thefe  fcholars , that  know  what  will  come  of  it. 

Enter  Pander. 

Pan.  Are  you  bufie  Sir  ? 

Mer.  Never  to  you  Sir,  nor  to  any  of  your  coat.  % 
Sir  is  there  any  thing  to  be  done  by  Art,  concerning  the 
great  heir  we  talk’d  on  ? 

Pan.  Will  Ihe,  nill  Ilie ; Ihe  Ihall  come  running  into  ray 
houfe  at  the  farther  corner,  in  Sa.  Marks  Ilreet,  betwixt 
three  and  four. 

Betwixt  three  and  four  ? Ihe’s  brave  in  cloaths,  is 
Ihe  not  ? 

Pan.  O rich  ! rich  ! where  Ihould  I get  cloaths  to  drefs 
her  in  > Help  me  invention : Sir, that  her  running  through  the 

Hreei 
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'Irect  may  be  Ids  noted,  mv  Art  more  fhown,  and  your 
■ car  to  i peak  with  her  Ids,  flie  fliall  come  in  a white  waft- 
coat,  And — 

AiV.  What  fnall  Ihc? 

Pmi.  And  perhaps  torn  ftockings,  Ilie  hath  left  her  old 
tvont  die. 

Enter  Prentice, 

Pren.  Sir  my  Lord  Gond.  hath  Cent  you  a rare  fifli  head, 
i A/er.  It  comes  right,  all  things  fute  right  with  rne  lince 
I I began  to  love  Icholars,  you  fliall  have  it  home  with  you 
aiiainft  flie  come:  carrie  it  to  this  Gentleman’s  houfe. 
"P.^n.  Tkc  fmr  white  houfe  at  the  farther  corner  at  S. 

[ Alarksftrcet,  makehafte,  1 miift  leave  you  too  Sir,  1 have 
t'A  o hours  to  ftudy buy  a new  Accedence, and  ply  your  book, 
and  you  fnall  want  nothing  that  all  the  fcholars  in  the  Town 
can  doc  for  you.  ^ Pander. 

Mer.  Heaven  profper  both  our  ftudles,  what  ^ull  Have 
was  1 before  I fell  in  love  with  this  learning?  nW  worthy 
to  tread  upon  the  earth,  & what  frefli  hopes  it  hath  put  in 
to  me?  1 doe  hope  within  this  twelve-month  to  be  able  by 
Art  to  ferve  the  Court  with  filks,  and  not  undoe  my  felf  ^ 
totruft  Knights,  and  yet  get  in  my  money  again  •,  to  keep 
my  v/ife  brave,  and  yet  Ihe  keep  no  body  el(e  lb. 

Enter  Count.,  and  Lazarel'o. 

Your  Lordfliip  is  moft  honourably  welcome  in  regard  of  your 
Noli’ity^ut  moft  efpccialy  in  regard  of  your  fchoIarlhip:did 
yOur  Loidniip  come  openly  > 

Count,  Sir  this  cloak  keeps  me  private, befldes  no  man  will 
fufped:  me  to  be  in  the  company  of  this  Gentleman,  with 
vvl4m,I  will  defire  you  to  be  acquainted,  he  may  prove  a 
.Tcod  cuftomer  to  you. 

Laza.  For  plain  filks  and  velvets.  * ' 

Mf/’.  Are  you  fcholafticall  ? 

Laza.  Something  addiefted  to  the  xAlufes. 

Count.  I hope  they  will  not  difpute. 

ALr.  You  have  no  skill  in  the  black  Art. 

Enter  a Prentice. 

Pren.  Sir  yonder’s  a Gentleman  enquires  haftily  for  Count 
Valore, 

Count.  For  me.?  what  is  he? 

Pren.  One  of  your  followers  my  Lord  I think. 

'count.  Let  him  come  in. 

A/er.  Shall  1 talk  with  you  in  private  Sir  ? 

Enter  a Mujfenger  with  a Letter  to  the  Count,  he  reads. 

Count.  Couut,  come  to  the  Court  your  bufmefs  cah  you  thither, 
I will  goe,  farewell  Sir,  I will  fee  your  filks  fome  other 
time  : Larewell  Lazardlo. 

Ahr.  Will  not  your  Lordfiiip  take  a peice  of  Beef  with  me? 

Count.  Sir  I have  greater  bufmefs  than  eating  4 will  leave 
this  Gentleman  with  you. 

Exeunt  Count.  &Mef. 

Laza.  No,  no,  no,  no:  now  doe  I feel  that  ftrain’dftrug- 
ling  within  me,  that  I think  I could  prophefie. 

Aler.  I'he  Gentleman  is  meditating. 

Laza.  Hunger,  valour,  love,  ambition  are  alike  pleafing, 
and  let  our  Philofophers  fay  vvliat  they  will,  are  one  kind 
of  heat,  only  hunger  is  the  fafeft : ambition  is  apt  to  fall  ^ 
love  and  valour  are  not  free  from  dangers  •,  only  hunger, 
begotten  of  fome  old  limber  Courtier,  in  pan’de  hofe,  and 
nurs’d  by  an  Attourneys  wife:,  now  fo  thriven,  that  he  need 
not  fear  to  be  of  the  great  Turks  guard ; is  fo  free  from 
all  quarrels  and  dangers,!©  full  of  hopes,  joyes, and  ticklings, 
that  my  life  is  not  io  dear  to  me  as  his  acquaintance. 


Enter  LazareUo^s  boy. 

Boy.  Sir  the  Fifli  head  fs  gone. 

Laza.  Then  be  thou  henceforth  dumb,  with  thy  ill-boding 
voice.  ° 

Farewell  Millain,  farewell  Noble  Duke, 

Farewell  my  fellow  Courtiers  all,  with  whom, 

I have  of  yore  made  many  afcrambling  meal 
In  corners,  behind  Aralles,  on  ftairs. 

And  in  the  adion  oftentimes  have  fpoil’d, 

Our  Doublets  and  our  Hofe  with  liquid  ftulT: 

Farewell  you  lufty  Archers  of  the  Guard, 

1 o whom  1 now  doe  give  the  bucklers  up, 

And  never  more  with  any  of  your  coat 
Will  eat  for  wagers,  now  you  happy  be. 

When  this  lhall  light  upon  you,  think  on  me: 

You  fewers,  carvers,  ulhers  of  the  court 
Sirnamed  gentle  for  your  fair  demean. 

Here  1 doe  take  of  you  my  laft  farewell. 

May  you  ftand  ftiflyinyour  proper  places,  and  execute  your 
offices  aright. 

Farewell  you  Maidens,  with  your  mother  eke, 

Farewell  you  courtly  Chaplains  that  be  there 
All  good  attend  you,  may  you  never  more 
.Marry  your  Patrons  Ladys  way  ting-woman. 

But  may  you  raised  be  by  this  my  fall 
May  Lazarillo  fuffer  for  you  all. 

Merc.  Sir  I was  hearkning  to  you. 

Laz.  I will  hear  nothing,  I will  break  my  knife,the  Enfign 
of  my  former  happy  ftate,  knock  oat  my  teeth,  have  them 
hung  at  a Barbers,  and  enter  into  Religion. 

Boy.  Why  Sir,  I think  I know  whither  it  is  gone. 

Laz,a.  See  the  ralhnefs  of  man  in  his  nature,  whither?! 
do  unfay  all  that  I have  faid,  go  on,  go  on ; Boy,  I humble 
my  felf  and  follow  thee  ^ Farewell  Sir. 

Mer.  Not  lb  Sir,  you  lhall  take  a piece  of  Beef  with  me. 

Laz.  I carmot  ftay. 

Mer.  By  my  fay  but  you  lhall  Sir,  in  regard  of  your  love 
to  learning,  and  your  kill  in  the  black  Art. 

Laz.  I do  hate  learning,  and  I have  no  skill  in  black  Art, 
I would  I had. 

Mer.  Why  your  defire  is  fufficient  to  me,  you  fliaU  ftay. 

Laz.  The  moft  horrible  and  detefted  curfes  that  can  be 
imagined,  light  upon  all  the  profeflbrs  of  that  Art  ■,  may 
they  be  drunk,  and  when  they  goe  to  conjure,  and  reel  in 
the  Circle,  may  the  fpirits  by  them  rais’d,tear  ’em  in  pieces, 
and  hang  their  quarterson  old  brokenwalls  and  Steeple  tops. 

Aler.  This  fpeech  of  yours,  fhews  you  to  have  fome  skill  in 
the  Science,  wherefore  in  civilitie,  I may  not  fuffer  you  to 
depart  empty. 

Laz.  My  ftomach  is  up,  I cannot  endure  it,  I will  fight 
in  this  quarrell  as  foon  as  for  my  Prince. 

Draws  his  Kapier  Exeunt  Omnes. 

Room,  make  way : 

Hunger  commands,  my  valour  rhuft  obey. 


A'dus  Tertius. 

Sccena  Trima. 

Enter  Count  and  Arrigo. 

Count. 'WB  the  Duke  private  ? 

J.  Arr.  He  is  alone,  but  I think  your  Lordfliip  may. 
enter.  Exit  County 

Enter  Gondarino. 


i 


Gond.  Who’s  with  the  Duke  ? 

Arr.  The  Count  is  new  gone  in  *,  but  the  Duke  will  come 

forth 


The  IVoman^Hater, 


forth,  before  you  can  be  weary  of  waiting. 

Cond.  I will  attend  him  here. 

Arr.  I mufl:  wait  without  the  door.  Exit  Arrigo. 

Cond,  Doth  he  hope  to  clear  his  Sifter  ? llie  will  come  no 
more  to  my  houfe,  to  laugh  at  me  : I have  fent  her  to  a ha- 
bitation, where  when  Hie  Ihall  be  feen,  it  will  let  a glofs  up- 
on her  name  ^ yet  upon  my  foul  I have  beftowM  her 
amongft  the  pureft  hearted  creatures  of  her  fex,  and  the 
freeft  from  diffimulation  •,  for  their  deeds  are  all  alike,  only 
they  dare  fpeak,  what  the  reft  think : the  women  of  this  age, 
if  there  be  any  degrees  of  comparifon  amongft  their  fex, 
areworfe  than  thofe  of  former  times  ^ for  I have  read  of 
women,  of  that  truth,  fpirit,  and  conftancy  •,  that  were  they 
now  living,  I Ihould  endure  to  fee  them;  but  I fear  the  wri- 
ters of  the  time  belied  them,  for  how  familiar  a thing  is  it 
with  the  Poets  of  our  age,  to  extoll  their  whores,  which 
they  call  Miftrelles,  with  heavenly  praifes  ? butl  thank  their 
furies,  and  their  craz’d  brains,  beyond  belief ; nay,  how 
many  that  w'ould  fain  leem  lerious,  have  dedicated  grave 
Works  to  I adies,  toothlels,  hollow-ey’d,  their  hair  Ihed- 
ding,  purple  fac’d,  their  nails  apparently  coming  off-,  and 
the  bridges  of  their  nofes  broken  down,  and  have  ca  11  ’d 
them  the  choice  handy  works  of  nature,  the  patterns  of 
perfedion,  and  the  wonderment  of  Women.  Our  Women 
begin  to  fwarm  like  Bees  in  the  Summer:  as  I came  hither, 
there  was  no  pair  of  ftairs,  no  entry,  no  lobby,  but  was  pe- 
ered with  them ; methinks  there  might  be  fome  courfe  ta- 
xen  to  deftroy  them. 

Enter  Arrigo,  and  an  old  deaf  countrey  Gentlewoman 
fuitor  to  the  Vnket 

Arri.  I do  accept  your  money,  walk  here,  and  when  the 
Duke  comes  out,  you  Ihall  have  fit  opportunity  to  deliver 
your  petition  to  him- 

Gentlerv.  I thank  you  heartily,  I pray  you  who’s  he  that 
walks  there? 

Ar.  A Lord,  and  a Soldier,  one  in  good  favour  With  the 
Duke  -,  if  you  could  get  him  to  deliveryour  Petition  — 

Gentlerv.  What  do  you  fay.  Sir  ? 

Ar.  If  you  could  get  him  to  deliver  your  petition  for 
you,  or  tofecond  you, ’twerefure.  ' 

Gentlew.  I hope  I Ihall  live  to  requite  your  kindnefs. 

Ar.  You  have  already.  Exit  Arri. 

Gent  lew.  May  it  pleafe  your  Lordihip-  ■ » 

Gond.  No,  no. 

Gent  lew.  To  confider  the  eftate 

Gond.  No. 

Gentlew.  Of  a poor  oppreded  countrey  Gentlewoman. 

Cond.  No,  it  doth  not  pleafe  my  Lordlhip. 

Gentlew.  Firft  and  formoft,  I have  had  great  injury,  then 
I have  been  brought  up  to  the  Town  three  times. 

Gond.  A pox  on  him,  that  brought  thee  to  the  Town.  l| 

Gentlew.  I thank  your  good  Lordftiip  heartily  j though  I 
cannot  hear  well,  I know  it  grieves  you  and  here  we  have 
been  delaid,  and  fent  down  again,  and  fetch’d  up  again,and 
fent  down  again,  to  my  great  charge;  and  now  at  laft  they 
have  fetch’d  me  up,  and  five  of  my  daughters 

Gond.  Enough  to  damn  five  worlds. 

Gentlew.  Handfome  young  women,  though  1 fay  it,  they 
are  all  without,  if  it  pleafe  your  Lordfliip  I’ll  call  them  in. 

Gond.  Five  Women  ! how  many  of  my  fences  Ihould  I 
have  left  me  then  ? call  in  five  Devils  firft. 

I will  rather  walk^with  thee  alone., 

' And  hear  thy  tedious  tale  of  injury., 

And  give  thee  an fwers\  Vthifperin  thine  ear. 

And  make  thee  underjiand  through  thy  French  hood  : 
And  all  this  with  tame  patience. 

Gentlew.  I fee  your  Lordlhip  does  believe,  that  they  are 
without,  and  I perceive  you  are  much  mov’d  at  our  injury; 
here’s  a paper  will  tell  you  more. 

Gond.  Away. 


481 

Gentlew.  It  may  be  you  had  ratlier  hear  me  tell  it  viva 
voce,  as  they  lay. 

Gond.  Oh  no,  no,  no,  no,  I have  heard  it  before. 

Gentlew.  Then  you  have  heard  of  enough  injurvs  fora 
poor  Gentlewoman  to  receive. 

Gond.  Never,  never,  but  that  it  troubles  my  confcience 
tovvilh  anygood  to  thefe  women  • I could  afford  them  robe 
valiant,  and  able,  that  it  might  be  no  difgrace  for  a Sol- 
dier to  beat  them. 

Gentlew.  I hope  your  Lordlhip  will  deliver  my  petition 
to  his  grace,  and  you  may  tell  him  withal— — . 

Gond.  What  ? I wilideliver  any  thing  againftmy  felf  to 
be  rid  on  thee.  ^ ’ 

Gentlew.  That  yefterday  about  three  a clock  in  the  after 
noon,  I met  my  adverfary. 

Gond.  Give  me  thy  paper,  he  can  abide  no  long  tales. 

Gentlew. _‘‘T\s  verylhortmy  Lord,  and  I demanding  of 

Gond.  I’ll  tell  him  that  lliall  ferve  thy  turn. 

Gentlew,  How  ? 

Gond.  I’ll  tell  him  that  Ihall  ferve  thy  turn,  begone ; man 
never  doth  remember  how  great  his  offences  are,  till  he  do 
meet  with  one  of  you,  that  plagues  him  for  them : why 
fliould  Women,  above  all  other  creatures  that  were  crea- 
ted for  the  benefit  of  man,  have  the  ufe  of  fpeech  ? or  why 
fhould  any  deed  of  theirs,  done  by  their  flefhly  appkites,  be 
difgraceflil  to  their  owners  ? nay,  why  fhould  not  an ’aft 
done  by  any  beaft  I keep,  againft  my  confent,  difparage 
me  as  much  as  that  of  theirs  ? ° 

Gentlew.  Here  s fome  few  Angels  for  your  Lordlhip. 

Gond.  Again  ? yet  more  torments  ? 

Gentlew.  Indeed  you  fnall  have  them. 

Gond.  Keep  off 

Gentlew.  A fmall  gratuity  for  your  kindnefs. 

Gond.  Hold  away. 

Gentlew.  Why  then  I thank  your  Lordlhip,  Pll  gather 
them  up  again,  and  I’ll  be  fworn,  it  is  the  firft  money  that 
was  refus’d  fince  I came  to  the  Court. 

Gond.  What  canlhe  devife  to  fay  more  > 

Gentlew.  Truly  I would  have  willingly  parted  with  them 
to  your  Lordfhip. 

Gond.  I believe  it,  I believe  it. 

Gentlew.  But  fince  it  is  thus — 

Gond.  More  yet. 

Gentlew.  1 will  attend  without,  and  expeft  an  anlvver. 

, Gond.  Do,  begone,  and  thou  fhalt  expeft,  and  have  any 
thing,  thou  fnalt  have  thyanfwer  from  him  -,  and  he  were 
beft  to  give  thee  a good  one  at  firft,  for  tliy  deaf  importu 
nity,  will  conquer  him  too,  in  the  end. 

Gentlew.  God  blefs  your  Lordlliip,  and  all  thar  favour 
a poor  diftrcfled  countrey  Gentlewoman,  Exit  Gentlew. 

Gond.  All  the  difeafes  of  man  light  upon  them  that  doe, 
and  upon  me  when  1 do.  A week  of  fuch  days,  would  ei- 
ther make  me  ftark  mad  or  tame  me : yonder  other  woman 
that  I have  fure  enough,  fhall  anfvver  for  thy  fins : dare 
they  incenfe  me  ftill,  1 will  make  them  fear  as  much  to  be 
ignorant  of  me  and  my  moods,  as  men  are  to  be  ignorant 
of  the  law  they  live  under.  Who’s  there?  My  bloud  grew 
cold,  I began  to  fear  my  Suiters  return  ^ ’tis  the  Duke. 

Enter  the  Duke  and  the  Count. 

Count.  I know  her  chafte,  though  fhe  be  young  and  free. 
And  is  not  of  that  forc’d  behaviour 
That  many  others  are,  and  that  this  Lord, 

Out  of  the  boundlefs  malice  to  the  fex, 

Hath  thrown  this  Icanddl  on  her. 

Gond.  Fortune  befriended  me  againft  my  Will,  with  this 
good  old  countrey  gentlewoman  ^ I bel'eech  your  grace,  to 
view  favourably  the  petition  of  a wronged  Gentlewoman. 

DukS‘  What  Gondarino,  are  you  become  a petitioner  for 
your  enemies  ? 

Gond.  My  Lord,  they  are  no  enemiejof  mine,  I confefs, 
thebetter  to  recover  my  deeds,  which  Ibmetimes  were  loofe 

P p p enough 
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enough,  I pretended  it,  as  it  is  wifdom , to  keep  clofe  our 
incontinence,  but  lince  you  have  difcover’d  me,  I will  no 
more  put  on  that  vizard,  but  will  as  freely  open  all  niy 
thoughts  to  you,  as  to  my  Confeflbr. 

What  fay  you  to  this? 

Count.  He  that  confeflb  he  did  once  dillemble, 

I’ll  never  truft  his  words : can  you  imagine 
A Maid,  whofe  beauty  could  not  fuffer  her 
To  live  thus  long  untempted,  by  the  noblefh, 

Richeft,  and  cunningft  Mailers  in  that  Art 
And  yet  hath  ever  held  a fair  repute-. 

Could  in  one  morning,  and  by  him  be  brought, 

To  forget  all  her  virtue,  and  turn  whore  ? 

Gond.  I would  I had  feme  other  talk  in  hand. 

Than  to  accule  a Sifter  to  her  Brother  : 

Nor  do  I mean  it  for  apublick  fcandal, 

Unlefs  by  urging  me  you  make  it  Ib. 

T>tt\e.  I will  read  this  at  better  leifurc  : 

Gnnd.  Where  is  the  Lady  ? 

Count.  Athishoufe. 

Gond.  No,  fhe  is  departed  thence, 

Count.  Whither? 

Gond.  Ur^eitnotthus,  or  let  me  be  excus’d, 

If  what  I fpeak  betray  her  chaftity. 

And  both  increafe  my  forrow,  and  your  own  ? 

Count.  Fear  me  not  fo,  if  Ihe  deferve  the  fame 
Which  Ihe  hath  gotten,  1 would  have  it  publifht. 

Brand  her  my  felf,  and  whip  her  through  the  City; 

I wilh  thofe  of  my  bloud  that  doe  offend. 

Should  be  more  ftridly  punilh,  than  my  foes. 

Let  it  be  prov’d. 

Vuks.  Gondarino , thou  ftialt  prove  it,  or  fuffer  worfc 
than  Ihe  fhould  do. 

Gond.  Then  pardon  me,  if  I betray  the  faults 
Of  one,  1 love  more  dearly  than  my  felf. 

Since  opening  hers,  I fhall  betray  mine  own; 

But  I will  bring  you  where  Ihe  now  intends 
Not  to  be  virtuous,  pride  and  wantonnels, 

That  are  true  friends  indeed,  though  not  inihew, 

Have  entr’d  on  her  heart,  there  Ihe  doth  bathe,  '- 
Andlleek  her  hair,  and  praftife  cunning  looks  ( 

To  entertain  me  with  ^ and  hath  her  thoughts 
As  full  of  lull,  as  ever  you  did  think 
Them  full  of  modefty. 

Duke.  Gondarino^  lead  on,  we’ll  follow  thee . 

Exeunt. 


ABus  Qmrtus. 

Sc^na  Seennda, 

Enter  Pandar. 

Pan,'T  TEre  hope  I to  meet  my  Citizen,  and  hopes  he 
JLj.  to  meet  his  Scholar  j I am  lure  I am  grave  enough, 
to  his  eyes,  and  knave  enough  to  deceive  him ; I am  believ’d 
to  conjure,  raife  ftorms,  and  devils,  by  whofe  power  lean 
do  wonders  •,  let  him  believe  fo  ftill,  belief  hurts  no  man^ 
1 have  an  honeft  black  cloak,  for  my  knavery,  and  a general 
pardon  for  his  foolery,  from  this  prelent  day,  till  the  day 
of  his  breaking.  Is"t  not  a mifery,  and  the  greateft  of  our 
age,  to  fee  a handfome,  young , fair  enough,  and  well 
mounted  wench,  humble  herielf,  in  an  old  ftammel  petti- 
coat, Handing  polfeft  of  no  more  fringe,  than  the  ftreet 
can  allow  her ; her  upper  parts  fo  poor  and  wanting,  that 
ye  may  fee  her  bones  through  her  bodies : Ihooes  Ihe  would 
have,  if  our  Captain  were  come  over,  and  is  content  the 
while  to  devote  herielf  to  antient  flippers.  Thefe  premillb 
well  confidered,  Gentlemen,  will  move,  they  make  me  melt 


1 promife  ye,  they  ftirr  me  much ; and  wer’t  not  for  my ' 
fmooth,  foft,  filken  Citizen,  I would  quit  this  tranlltory 
T rade,  get  me  an  everlalting  Robe,  fear  up  my  confcience, 
and  turn  Serjeant.  But  here  he  comes,  is  mine  as  good  as 
prize : Sir  Pandarut  be  my  fpeed,  ye  are  moft  htly  met 
Sir, 

Enter  Afercer. 

Mer.  And  you’as  well  encount’red,  what  of  this  heir?  hath 
your  Books  been  propitious  ? 

Pan..  Sir,  ’tis  done,  Ihe’s  come,  Ihe’s  in  my  houle,  make 
your  felf  apt  for  Courtihip,  ftroke  up  your  ftockii^s,  loofe 
not  an  inch  of  your  legs  goodnels  j 1 am  lure  ye  wear 
focks. 

Mer.  There  your  Books  fail  ye  Sir,  in  truth  I wear  no 
focks. 

Pand.  I would  you  had.  Sir,  it  were  the  Iweeter  grace  for 
your  legs-,  get  on  your  Gloves,  are  they  perfum’d. 

Ader.  A pretty  walh  I’ll  allure  you. 

Pand.  ’Twill  iferve ; your  offers  muft  be  full  of  bounty, 
Velvets  to  furnilh  a Gov¥n,Silks  for  Peticoats,and  Foreparts 
Shag  for  lining  ^ forget  not  fome  pretty  Jewel  to  fallen, 
after  fome  little  compliment?  if  &e  deny,this  courtelie, 
double  your  bounties,  be  not  wanting  in  abundance,  fulnefs 
of  gifts,  link’d  with  a plealing  tongue,  will  win  an  Ancho- 
rite. Sir,  ye  are  my  friend,  and  friend  to  all  that  profefles 
good  Letters^  I muft  not  ufc  this  office  elfe,  it  fits  not  for 
a Scholar,  and  a Gentleman;  thofe  ftockins. are  of 
they  are  filk. 

Mer.  Yeareagain  befide  your  Text,  Sir,  they ’re  of  the 
belt  of  Wooll,  and  the  clipped  Jerfey. 

Pan.  Sure  tl^y  are  very^ear.  ^ 

Mer.  Ninelhillings,  by  my  love  to  learning. 

Pan.  Pardon  my  judgement,  we  Scholars  ufe  no  cdier 
objeds,  but  our  Books. 

Mer.  There  is  one  thing  entomb’d  in  that  grave^reall, 
that  makes  me  equally  admire  it  with  your  Scholarlhip. 

Pand.  Sir^  but  that  in  modefty  I am  bound  not  to  affed 
mine  own  commendation,  1 would  enquire  it  of  you. 

Merc.  Sure  you  are  veryhonefti  and  yet  ye  have  a kind 
of  modeft  fear  to  Ihew  it ; do  not  deny  it,  that  face  of  yours 
is  a worthy  , learned  modeft  face. 

Pand.  Sir,  I can  blulh. 

Mer.  Virtue  and  grace  are  always  pair’d  together : but 
I will  leave  to  ftirr  your  bloud  Sir,  and  now  to  our  bulinels. 

Pand.  forget  not  my  inftrudions, 

Mer.  I apprehend  ye  Sir,  I will  gather  my  felf  together 
with  my  bell  phrafes,  and  Ib  I Ihall  difeourfe  in  fome  fort 
takingly. 

Pand.  Thiswas  well  worded  Sir,  and  like  a Scholar. 

Mer.  The  Mufes  favour  me  as  my  intents  are  virtuous  ^ 

Sir,  ye  fnallbemy  Tutor,  ’tis  never  too  late  Sir,  to  love 
Learning. 

When  I can  once  fpeak  true  Latine- 

Pand.  What  do  you  intend  Sir? 

Mer.  Marry  I will  then  begger  all  your  bawdy  Writers, 
and  undertake,  at  the  peril  of  my  own  invention,  all  Page- 
ants, Poefies,  for  Chimneys,  Speeches  for  the  Dukes  enter- 
tainment, whenibever  and  whatfoever  *,  nay  I will  build,  at 
mine  owncharge,anHofpital,  to  which  Ihall  retire  alldifeaf- 
ed  opinions,  all  broken  Poets,  all  Profe-men  that  are  fall’n 
from  fmall  fence,  to  meet  Letters  ^ and  it  Ihall  be  lawful 
for  a Lawyer,  if  he  be  a civil  man,  though  he  have  undone 
others  and  himfelf  by  the  language,  to  retire  to  this  poor 
Ufe,  and  learn  to  be  honeft. 

Pand.  Sir,  ye  are  very  good,  and  very  charitable:  ye  are 
a true  pattern  for  the  City  Sir. 

Merc.  Sir,  I doe  know  fulficiently,  their  Shop-books  can- 
not lave  them,  there  is  a farther  end — 

Pand.  Oh  Sir,  much  may  be  done  by  manufeript.  ^ I 

Mfr.  Ido confels  it  Sir,  provided  Hill  they  be  Canonical,  i 

and  I have  fome  worthy  hands  let  to  ’em  for  probation  : but  ' 
we  forget  ourfelves. 

Pand. 
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P and.  Sir,  enter  when  you  pleale,  and  all  good  language 
tip  your  tongue. 

Merc.  All  that  love  Learning  pray  for  my  good  fuccefs. 

Pxit  Mercer. 

" — — ■'  " — - — — , . 

JBus  Quartus, 


Scdcna  Tertia, 

Enter  Lazarello  and  his  Boy. 

Laz.  "1X7  Hereabouts  are  we  > 

VV  Boy.  Sir,  by  all  tokens  this  is  the  houle, 
bawdy  I am  fure,  becaufeof  the  broken  windows,  the  Filh 
head  is  within  ^ if  ye  dareventure,  here  you  may  liirprize 
it. 

Laz.  Themifery  of  man  may  fitly  be  compar’d  to  a Di- 
dapper, who  when  fhe  is  under  water,  paft  our  fight,  and 
indeed  can  feem  no  more  to  us,  riles  again;,  lhakes  but  her 
fell,  and  is  the  fame  fne  was,  lb  is  it  ftill  with  tranlitory 
man,  this  day ; oh  but  an  hour  fince,  and  I was  mighty, 
mighty  in  knowledge  , mighty  in  my  hopes , mighty 
in  blefled  means , and  was  fo  truly  happy  , that  I durft 
have  faid,  Ywq  Lazar tUo.  , andbefatisfied  : but  now — 

Boy.  Sir,  ye  are  yet  afloat,  and  may  recover,  be  not  your 
own  wreck,  here  lies  the  harbor,  goe  in  and  ride  at  eafe. 

Laz.  Boy,  I am  receiv’d  to  be  a Gentleman,  a Courtier, 
and  a man  of  adlion,  modeft,  and  wife,  and  be  it  fpoken 
with  thy  reverence.  Child,  abounding  virtuous  i and  wouldft 
thou  have  a manofthefe  choife  habits,  covet  the  cover  of 
a bawdy-houfe } yet  if  I goe  not  in,  I am  but 

Boy.  But  what  Sir  ? 

Laz.  Dufl;  boy,  but  dull,  and  my  foul  unfatisfied,  fliall 
haunt  the  keepers  of  my  blefled  Saint,  and  I will  appear. 

Boy.  An  afs  to  all  men  j Sir,  thefe  are  no  means  to  ftay 
your  appetite,  you  muft:  relblve  to  enter. 

Laz.  Were  not  the  houfe  fubjedl  to  Martial  Law — 

Boy.  If  that  be  all.  Sir,  ye  may  enter,  for  ye  can  know  no- 
thing here  that  the  Court  is  ignorant  of,  only  the  more 
eyes  lhall  look  upon  you,  for  there  they  wink  one  at  ano- 
thers  faults. 

Laz.  If  I doe  not. 

Boy.  Then  ye  muH  beat  fairly  back,  again  fall  to  your 
phyfical  mefs  of  porridge,  and  the  twice  lack’d  carkafs  of 
a Capon : Fortune  may  favour  you  fo  much,  to  lend  the 
bread  to  it ; but  it’s  a meet  venture,  and  money  may  be  put 
out  upon  it. 

Laz  I will  go  in  and  live  •,  pretend  Ibme  love  to  the  Gen- 
tlewoman, ferewmy  felf  in  affedion,  and  fo  be  fatisfied. 

Pan.  This  Fly  is  caught,  is  mafli’d  already,  I will  fuck 
him,  and  lay  him  by. 

Boy.  Muffle  your  lelf  in  your  cloak  by  any  means,  ’tis  a re- 
ceiv’d thing  among  gallants,  to  walk  to  their  leachery,  as 
though  they  had  the  rheum,  ’twas  well  you  brought  not 
your  horfe. 

Laz.  Why  Boy? 

Boy.  Faith  Sir.  ’tis  the  falhion  of  our  Gentry,  to  have 
their  horfes  wait  at  door  like  men,  while  the  bcafts  their 
Mailers,  are  within  at  rack  and  manger,  ’twould  havedif- 
cover’d  much.  - i 

Laz.  I will  lay  by  thefe  habits,  forms,  and  grave  relpe(n;s 
of  what  I am,  and  be  my  felf^  only  my  appetite,  myfire,my 
foul,  my  being,  my  dear  appetite^  lhall  go  along  with  me, 
arm’d  with  whofe  llrength,  I fearlefs  will  attempt  the 
greatefl:  danger  dare  oppole  my  fury : I am  refolv’d  where 
ever  that  thou  art,  moll  facred  dilh,  hid  from  unhallow’d 
eyes,  to  find  thee  out. 

Be’ll  thou  in  Hell,  rap’t  by  Proferpina^ 

To  be  a rival  in  black  Plnto^s  love  j 
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Or  mov’fl:  thou  in  the  heavens,  a form  Divine : 

Lalhing  the  lazie  Sphear, 

Or  if  thou  be’lt  return’d  t6  thy  firfl:  Being, 

Thy  mother  Sea,  theri  will  I feek  thee  forth. 

Earth,  Air,  nor  Fire, 

Nor  the  black  Ihadcs  below  lliallbar  my  fight 
So  daring  is  my  powerful  appetite. 

Boy.  Sir,  you  may  fave  this  long  voyage,  and  take  a IhOrt- 
ercut:  you  have  forgot  your  felf,  the  filh  head’s  here,  your 
own  imaginations  have  made  you  mad. 

Laz.  Term  it  a jealous  fury,  good  my  boy. 

Boy.  Faith  Sir  term  it  what  you  will,  you  mull  ufe  Other 
terms  before  you  can  get  it. 

Laz.  The  looks  of  my  fwcet  love  are  fair, 

Frelli  and  feeding  as  the  air. 

Boy.  Sir,  you  forget  your  felf. 

Laz.  Was  never  leen  fo  rare  a head, 

Of  any  Filh  alive  or  dead. 

Boy.  Good  Sir  remember  ; this  is  the  houle.  Sir, 

Laz.  Curled  be  he  that  dare  not  venture. 

Boy.  Pity  your  felf,  Sir,  and  leave  this  fury 

Laz.  For  luch  a prize,  and  fo  1 enter. 

Exit  Lazarello  and  Boy, 

Pan.  Dun’s  i’th’  mire,  get  out  again  how  he  can : 

My  honefl:  gallant , I’ll  fflew  you  one  trick  more 
Than  e’er  the  fool  your  father  dream’d  of  yet. 

Madona  Julia  ? 

Enter  Madona  Julia,  a Whore. 

Julia.  What  news  my  fweet  rogue,  my  dear  fins-broker, 
what  good  new^s  ? 

Pan.  There  is  a kind  of  ignorant  thing, 

Much  like  a Courtier,  now  gone  in. 

Jul.  Is  he  gallant 

Pan.Lle  Ihines  not  very  glorioufly, nor  doeshewear  one  skin 
perfum’d  to  keep, the  other  fweet his  coat  is  not  inC?r,nor 
does  the  world  run  yet  on  wheels  with  him  ^ he’s  rich  enough, 
and  has  afmall  thing  follows  him,  like  to  a boat  tyed  to  a 
tall  Ihips  tail : give  him  entertainment,  be  light,  and  flalhing 
like  a Meteor,  hug  him  about  the  neck,  givehim  akifs,anG 
lifping  cry,  good  Sir and  he’s  thine  own,  asiafl;  as  he  were 
tied  to  thine  arm.s  by  Indenture. 

Jul.  I dare  doe  more  than  this,  if  he  be  o’th’  true  Court 
cut I’ll  take  him  out  a kflbn  worth  the  Learning : but  we 
are  but  their  Apes  ^ what’s  he  worth  / 

Pan.  Be  he  rich,  or  poor;,  if  he  will  take  theewdth  him, 
thou  maifl  ufe  thy  trade  from  Conflables,  and  Marlhals : who 
hath  been  here  fince  I went  out  ? 

Jul.  There  is  a Gentlewoman  fent  hither  by  a Lord,  Ibe’s 
a piece  of  dainty  fluff  my  rogue,  linooth  and  foft,  as  new 
Sattin;,  Ihe  was  never  gumm’d  yet  boy,  nor  fretted. 

Pan.  Where  lies  flie  ? 

Jul.  She  lies  above,  towards  the  llreet,  not  to  be  fpoke 
with,  but  by  my  Lord  that  fent  her,  or  fome  from  him, 
we  have  in  charge  from  his  fervants. 

Enter  Lazarello. 

Pan.  Peace,he  comes  out  agah  upon  difeovery,  up  with 
all  y'our  Canvas,  hale  him  in ;,  and  when  thou  halt  done, 
clap  him  aboard  bravely,  my  valiant  Pinnace. 

Jul.  Begone,  I Iliall  doe  reafon  with  him. 

Laz.  Are  you  the  fpecial  beauty  of  this  houle  ? 

Jul.  Sir,  you  have  given  it  amorefpccial  regard  by  your 
good  language,  than  thefe  black  brows  can  merit, 

Laz.  Lady,  you  are  fair 

Jul.  Fair  Sir : I thank  ye  ? all  the  poor  means  I have  left 
to  bethought  grateful,  is  but  akifs,and  ye  lhall  have  it  Sir. 

Laz.  Ye  have  a very  moving  lip. 

Jul.  Prove  it  again  Sir,  it  may  bej’our  Icnlcvras  let  too 
high,  andfo  over-wrought  it  felf. 

Laz.  ’Tis  ftill  the  fame:  how  far  may  ye  hold  the  time  to 
be  fpent  Lady  ? 

P p p 2 Jul. 
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Jttl.  Four  a clock.  Sir. 

Laz.  \ have  not  eat  to  day. 

Jul.  You  will  have  the  better  ftomach  to  your  fupper^ 
in  the  mean  time  I’ll  feed  you  with  delighi. 

Laz.  ’Tis  not  fo  good  upon  an  empty  ftomach  : if  it 
might  be  without  the  trouble  of  yourhoufe,  I would  eat? 

Jitl.  Sir,  wc  can  have  a Capon  ready, 

Laz.  The  day? 

Jul.  ’Tis  Friday,  Sir. 

Laz.  I do  eat  little  flefh  upon  thefe  days. 

Jul.  Comefweet,  ye  Ihall  not  think  on  meat^  I’ll  drown 
it  with  a better  appetite. 

Laz.  I feel  it  work  more  ftrangely,  I mu  ft  eat. 

Jul.  ’Tisnow  too  late  to  lend-,  I fay  ye  fliall  not  think 
on  meat  : if  ye  do,  by  this  kifs  I’ll  be  angry. 

Laz.  I could  be  far  more  Iprightful,  had  I eaten,  and 
more  lafting. 

' Jul.  What  will  you  have  Sir  ? name  but  the  Fifh,  my 
Maid  ftall  bring  it,  if  it  may  be  got, 

Laz.  Methinksyour  houle  Ihould  not  be  lb  unfurnilh’d, 
as  not  to  have  Ibme  pretty  modicum. 

Jul.  It  is  now;  but  cou’dyeftay  till  fupper.? 

Laz.  Sure  I have  offended  highly,  and  much,  and  my 
afflidions  makes  it  manifeft,  I will  retire  henceforth,  and 
keep  my  chamber,  live  privately,  and  dye  forgotten. 

Jul.  Sir,  I muft  crave  your  pardon,  I had  forgot  my 
felt  j I have  a difliof  meat  within,  and  it  is  fifh  ^ I think  this 
Dukedom  holds  not  a daintier  : ’tis  an  Vmhranoes  head. 

Laz.  This  kils  is  yours,  and  this. 

Hoe?  within  there?  cover  the  board,  and  fet  the 
Fifh  head  on  it. 

Laz.  Now  am  I fo  truly  happy,  fo  much  above  all  fate 
and  fortune,  that  I fhould  defpile  that  man,  durft  fay,  re- 
member Lazarello.^  thou  art  mortal. 

LnteT  Intelligencers  veith  a Guard. 

2 Int,  This  is  the  villain,  lay  hold  on  him. 

Laz.  Gentlemen,  why  am  I thus  intreated  ? what  is  the 
nature  of  my  crime  ? 

2 hit.  Sir,  though  you  have  carried  it  a great  while  pri- 
vately, and  (as  you  think)  well  ^ yet  we  have  feen  you  Sir, 
and  we  do  know  thee  LazareUo.,  for  a Traitor. 

Laz.  The  gods  defend  our  Duke, 

2 Int.  Amen,  Sir,  Sir,  this  cannot  fave  that  ftiff  neck 
from  the  halter. 

Jul.  Gentlemen,  I am  glad  you  have  difeover’d  him, he 
fhould  not  have  eaten  under  my  roof  for  twenty  pounds  \ 

■ and  furely  I did  not  like  him,  when  he  call’d  for  Fifh, 

Laz.  My  friends,  will  ye  let  me  have  that  little  favour-— 

1 Int.  Sir,  yefliall  have  Law,  and  nothing  elfe. 

Laz.  To  let  me  ftay  the  eating  of  a bit  or  two,  for  I pro- 
teft  I am  yetfafting. 

Jul.  I’ll  have  no  Traitor  come  within  my  houfe. 

Laz.  Now  could  I wifh  my  felf  I had  been  a Traitor,  I 
have  ftrength  enough  for  to  endure  it,  had  I but  patience : 
Man  thou  art  but  grafs,  thou  art  a bubble,  and  thou  muft 
perifh. 

Then  lead  along,  I am  prepar’d  for  all ; 

Since  I have  loft  rny  hopes,  welcome  my  fall.  . 

2 Int.  Away  Sir. 

Laz.  As  thou  haft  hope  of  man,  ftay  but  this  difh  this 
two  hours,  I doubt  not  but  I Ihall  be  difeharged  : by  this 
light  I will  marry  thee. 

Jul.  You  fhall  marry  me  firftthen. 

Laz.  I do  contrad  my  felf  unto  thee  now,  before  thefe 
Gentlemen. 

Jul.  I’ll  preferve  jt  till  you  behang’dor  quitted. 

Laz.  Thanks,  thanks. 

2 Int.  Away,  away,  you  fliall  thank  her  at  the  gallows. 

Laz.  Adieu,  adieu. 

Exeunt  Laz.  2 Int.  and  Guard, 

Jul.  If  he  live  PU  have  him,  if  he  be  hang’d,  there’s  no 
iofsinit.  Exit. 


Enter  Oriana  and  her  rraiting  woman.^  looking 
out  at  a vpindovp. 

Orian.  Haft  thou  provided  one  to  bear  my  Letter  to  my 
brother  ? 

W ait.  I have  enquir’d,  but  they  of  the  houfe  will  fuffer 
no  L.etter  nor  mellage  to  be  carried  from  you,  but  fuch  as 
the  Lord  Gondarim  fhall  be  acquainted  with : truly  Madam 
1 fufped  the  houfe  to  be  no  better  than  it  fhould  be. 

Ori.  What  doft  thou  doubt  ? 

Wait.  Faith  I am  loth  to  tell  it.  Madam. 

Ori.  Out  with  it,  ’tis  not  true  modeftyto  fear  to  fpeak 
that  thou  doft  think. 

W ait.  I think  it  to  be  one  of  thefe  Bawdy  houfes. 

Ori.  ’Tis  no  matter  wench^  we  are  warm  in  it,  keep  thou 
thy  mind  pure,  and  upon  my  word,  that  name  will  do  thee 
no  hurt : I cannot  force  my  felf  yet  to  fear  any  thing  • 
when  I do  get  out,  I’ll  another  encounter  with  my  Woman- 
Hater.  Here  will  I fit.  I may  get  fight  of  fome  of  my  friends, 
it  muft  needs  be  a comfort  to  them  to  fee  me  here. 

Enter  Duke,  Gondarino,  Count,  Arrigo. 

Gand.  Are  we  all  fufficiently  difguis’d  ? for  this  houfe 
where  fhe  attends  me,  is  not  to  be  vifited  in  our  own 
fhapes. 

Duke.  We  are  notourfelves. 

Hrr.  I know  the  houfe  to  be  finfiil  enough,  yet  I have 
been  heretofore,  and  durft  now,  but  for  difeovering  of  you, 
appear  here  in  my  own  likenefs. 

Duke.  Where’s  Lucio  ? 

Hrri.  My  Lord,  he  faid  the  afters  of  the  Common-wealth 
would  not  fuller  him  to  attend  always. 

Luke.  Some  great  ones  queftionlefs  that  he  will  handle. 

Count.  Come,  let  us  enter. 

Gond.  See  how  Fortune  ftrives  to  revenge  my  quarrel  up- 1 
on  thefe  women,  fhe’s  in  the  window,  were  it  not  to  undoe 
her,  I fhould  not  look  upon  her. 

Duke.  Lead  us  Gondarino. 

Gond.  Stay  ^ lince  you  force  me  to  dilplay  my  fhame. 

Look  there,  and  you  my  Lord,  know  you  that  face  ? 

Duk^.  Is’t  fhe? 

Count.  It  is. 

Gond.  ’Tis  file,  whofegreateft  virtue  ever  was 
Diffimulation^  fhe  that  ftill  hath  ftrove 
More  to  fin  cunningly,  than  to  avoid  it : 

She  that  hath  ever  fought  to  be  accounted 
Moft  virtuous,  when  fhe  did  deferve  moft  fcandal : 

’Tis  fhe  that  itches  now,  and  in  the  height 
Of  her  intemperate  thoughts,  with  greedy  eyes 
Expeds  my  coming  to  allay  her  Luft : 

Leave  her  ^ forget  fhe’s  thy  fifter. 

Count.  Stay,  ftay. 

Duk^.  I am  as  full  of  this,  as  thou  canft  be. 

The  memory  of  this  will  eafily 

Hereafter  ftay  my  loofe  and  wandring  thought] 

From  any  Woman. 

Count.  This  will  not  down  with  me,  I dare  not  truft 
this  fellow. 

Duk^.  Leave  her  here,  that  only  fhall  be  her  punifhment, 
never  to  be  fetcht  from  hence  •,  but  let  her  ufe  her  trade  to 
get  her  living. 

Count.  Stay  good  my  Lord,  I do  believe  all  this,  as  great 
men  as  I,  have  had  known  whores  to  their  Sifters,  and  have 
laught  at  it : I would  fain  hear  how  fhe  talks,  fince  fhe 
grew  thus  light:  will  your  grace  make  him  Ihew  himfelfto 
her,  as  if  he  were  now  come  to  fatisfie  her  longing!  whilft 
we,  unfeen  of  her,  over-hear  her  wantonnefs, let’s  make  our 
beft  of  it  now,  we  fhall  have  good  mirth. 

Duks.  Doit  Gondarino. 

Gond. I muft  i fortune  affift  me  but  this  once. 

Count.  Herewefnallftand  unfeen,  and  near  enough. 

Gond.  Madam,  Oriana.  ^ . 

Oria.l 
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Oria.  Who’s  that  ? oh ! my  Lord  ? 

Gond.  Sljall  I come  up  ? 

Orta.  Oh  you  are  merry,  fhall  I come  down .? 

Gond.  It  is  better  there. 

Oria,  What  is  the  confeffion  of  the  lye  you  made  to  the 
Duke,  which  I fcarce  believe,  yet  you  had  impudence  c- 
nough  todo?  did  it  not  gain  you  lb  much  faith  with  me,  as 
that  I was  willing  to  be  at  your  Lorddiips  bellowing, 
till  you  had  recover’d  my  credit,  and  confefl;  your  felf  a ly- 
ar,  as  you  pretended  to  do  ? I confefs  I began  to  fear  you, 
and  detir’d  to  be  out  of  your  houfe,  but  your  own  follow- 
ers forc’d  me  hither. 

Gond.  ’Tis  well  fufpeded,  dilTemble  ftill,  for  there  are 
fome  may  hear  us. 

Orta.  More  tricks  yet,  my  Lord  ? what  houle  this  is  I 
know  not,  I only  know  my  felf : it  were  a great  conqueft, 
if  you  could  fallen  a fcandal  upon  me : ’faith  my  Lord, 
give  me  leave  to  write  to  my  brother  ? 

T)u]t^.  Comedown, 

Count.  Come  down. 

Arr.  If  it  pleale  your  Grace,  there’s  a back  door. 

Count.  Come  meet  us  there  then. 

Duke.  It  feemsyou  are  acquainted  with  the  houfe. 

Arr.  I have  been  in  it. 

Gond.  She  faw  you  and  dillembled. 

Duke.  Sir,  we  Ihall  know  that  better, 

Gond.  Bring  me  unto  her,  if  I prove  her  not 
To  be  a llrumpet,  let  me  be  contemn’d 
Of  all  her  fex.  Exeunt. 


JUus  Quintus* 

Scxna,  Prima, 

Enter  Lucio. 

Lwc.TV  TOw  whilft  the  young  Duke  follows  his  delights, 
1 \ We  that  do  mean  to  pradile  in  the  State, 

Mull  pick  our  times,  and  fet  our  faces  in. 

And  nod  our  heads  as  it  may  prove  moll  fit 
For  the  main  good  of  the  dear  Common- wealth ; 

Who’s  within  there 

Enter  a Servant. 

Serv.  My  Lord  ? 

Luc.  Secretary,  fetch  the  Gown  I ufe  to  read  Petitions 
in,  and  the  Standilh  I anfwer  French  Letters  with : and  call 
in  the  Gentleman  that  attends : ^ Exit  S erv. 

Little  know  they  that  do  not  deal  in  State,  r V 
How  many  things  there  are  to  be  obferv’d. 

Which  feem  but  little  •,  yet  by  one  of  us 
( Whofe  brains  do  wind  about  the  Common-wealth  ) 
Negledled,  cracks  our  credits  utterly. 

Enter  Gentleman  and  a Servant. 

Sir,  but  that  I do  prefume  upon  your  fecrefie,  I would  not 
have  appear’d  to  you  thus  ignorantly  attir’d  without  a 
tooth-pick  in  a ribbond,  or  a Ring  in  my  bandllring. 

Gent.  Your  Lordfhip  fend  for  me  ? 

Lttc.  I did;  Sir,  your  long  pradice  in  the  State,  under 
a great  man,  hath  led  you  to  much  experience. 

Gent.  My  Lord. 

Luc.  Suffer  not  your  modelly  to  excufe  it : in  Ihort,  and  in 
private,  I defire  your  diredion,  I take  my  ftudy  already  to 
be  furnilht  after  a grave  and  wife  method. 

What  will  this  Lord  do  ? 

Luc.  My  Book-ftririgs  are  futable,  and  of  a reaching 
colour. 


Gent.  How’s  this.? 

Luc.  My  Standilli  of  Wood,  llrange  and  fwcet,  and  my 
fore-flap  hangs  in  the  right  place,  and  as  near  MachiavePs^ 
as  can  be  gathered  by  tradition. 

Gent.  Are  there  Inch  men  as  will  lay  nothing  abroad,  and 
play  the  fools  in  their  Lodgings?  this  Lord  mult  be  follow- 
ed: and  hath  your  Lordfliiplbme  new  made  wordstolcat- 
ter  in  your  fpceches  in  publick,  to  gain  note,  that  the 
learers  may  carry  them  away,  and  difputeof  them  at  din- 
ner ? 

Luc.  I have  Sir;  and  belides,  my  feveral  Gowns  and 
Caps  agreeable  to  my  levera!  occafions. 

Gent.  ’Tis  well,  and  you  have  learn’d  to  write  a bad  hand, 
that  the  Readers  may  take  pains  for  it, 

Luc.  Yes  Sir,  and  I give  out  I haveihc  palfie. 

Cent.  Good,  ’twere  better  though,  if  you  had  it:  your 
Lordfhip  hath  a Secretary,  that  can  write  fair,  when  you 
purpofe  to  be  underllood. 

Luc.  ’Faith  Sir  I have  one,  there  he  Hands,  he  hath  been 
my  Secretary  thefc  feven  years,  but  he  hath  forgotten  to 
write. 

Gen.  If  he  can  make  a writing  face,  it  is  not  amifs,  fo  he 
keep  his  own  counfel:  your  Lordlliip  hath  no  hope  of  the 
Gout  > 

Luc.  Uh,  little  Sir,  fince  the  pain  in  my  right  foot  left 
me. 

Gent.  ’Twill  be  fome  fcandal  to  your  wifdom,  though  I 
fee  your  Lordfhip  knows  enough  in  publick  bufinefs. 

Luc.  I am  not  imploy’d  (though  to  my  defert ) in oc- 
calions  forreign,  nor  frequented  for  matters  domellical. 

Gent.  Not  frequented  ? what  courfe  takes^ur  Lordfhip  ? 

Luc.  The  readiell  way,  my  door  Hands  '>^^‘!fn^Secre- 
tary  knows  I am  not  denied  to  any.  ^ 

Gent.  In  this  (give  me  leave  ) your  Lordfhip  is  out  of 
the  way  : make  a back  door  to  let  out  Intelligencers  ^ feem  to 
be  ever  bufie,  and  put  your  door  under  keepers,  and  you 
Ihall  have  a troop  of  Clients  fweating  to  come  at  you. 

Luc.  I have  a backdoor  already,  1 will  henceforth  be  bu- 
fie, Secretary,  run  and  keep  the  door.  Exit  Secretary. 

Gent.  This  will  fetch  ’um  ? 

Luc.  I hope  fo. 

Enter  Secretary. 

Seer.  My  Lord,  there  are  fome  require  accefs  to  you,  a- 
bout  weighty  affairs  of  State. 

Luc.  Already? 

Gent.  I told  you  lb. 

Luc.  How  weighty  is  the  bufinefs  ? 

Seer.  Treafon  my  Lord. 

Luc.  Sir,  my  debts  to  you  for  this  are  great. 

Gent.  I will  leave  your  Lordfhip  now. 

Luc.  Sir,  my  death  muH  be  fuddain,  if  I requite  you 
not  ; at  the  back  door  good  Sir. 

Gent.  I will  be  your  Lordlliips  Intelligencer  for  once. 

Exit  Gentleman. 

Enter  Secretary. 

Seer.  My  Lord. 

Luc.  Let’em  in, and  fay  I am  at  my  ftudy. 

Enter  Lazarello,  and  ttro  Intelligencers^ 

Lucio  being  at  his  [iudy. 

1 Int.  Where  is  your  Lord? 

Seer.  At  his  ftudy,  but  he  will  have  you  brought  in. 

Laza.  Why  Gentlemen,  what  will  you  charge  me  with- 
al? 

2 Int.  Treafon  , horrible  treafon,  I hope  to  have  the 
leading  of  thee  to  prilbn,  and  prick  thee  on  i’th’ arle  with  a 
Halbert : to  have  him  hang’d  that  lalutes  thee,  and  call  all 
thofe  in  queftion  that  fpit  not  upon  thee. 

Laz.  My  thred  is  fpun,  yet  might  I but  call  for  this  dilh 
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of  meat  dt  the  gallows,  inftead  of  a Pfalm,  it  were  to  be 
endur’d;  the  Curtain  opens,  now  my  end  draws  on. 

Secretary  dravos  the  Curtain. 

Luc.  Gentlemen  j I am  not  empty  of  weighty  occafions  at 
this  time  ^ 1 pray  you  your  bufinels. 

1 hit.  My  Lord,  1 think  we  have  difeover’d  one  of  the 
mole  bloudy  Traitors,  that  ever  the  world  held. 

Luc.  Signior  Lazanllo.,  I am  glad  yc  are  one  of  this  dif- 
covery,  give  me  your  hand. 

2 hit.  My  Lord,  that  is  the  Traitor. 

L«c,  Keep  him  off^  I w’ould  not  for  my  whole  eflate  have 
toiichd  him. 

Laz.  My  Lord. 

Luc.  Peace  Sir,  I know  the  devil  is  at  your  tongue’s  end, 
to  furnifn  you  with  fpeeches : what  are  the  particulars 
you  charge  him  with  ? 

Lhsy  deliver  a paper  tg  Lucio,  rrho  reads. 

Bothlnt.  We  conferr’d  our  Notes,  and  have  extracted 
that,  which  we  will  jufbifie  upon  our  oaths. 

Luc.  That  he  would  be  greater  than  the  Duke,  that  he 
had  call  plots  for  this,  and  meant  to  corrupt  fome  to  be- 
tray him,  that  he  would  burn  the  City,  kill  the  Duke,  and 
poilbn  the  Privy  Council^  and  laftly  kill  himfelf.  Though 
thou  deferv’fr  jullly  to  be  hang’d,  with  lilence  yet  I allow 
thee  to  fpeak,  be  Ihort. 

Laz.  My  Lord,  fo  may  my  greatellwilh  fucceed, 

So  may  I live,  and  compafs  what  I feek. 

As  1 had  never  trealbn  in  my  thoughts, 

Nor  ever  didconfpire  the  overthrow 
Of  any  creatures  .but  of  brutidi  beafts. 

Fowls,  Filhes,  and  fuch  other  humane  food. 

As  is  provided  for  the  good  of  man. 

If  Healing  Cultards,  Tarts,  and  Florentines 
By  fome  late  Statute  be  created  Treafon  •, 

How  many  fellovv-Courtiers  can  I bring, 

Whofe  long  attendance  and  experience, 

Hath  made  them  deeper  in  the  plot  than  I ? 

Luc.  Peace,  fuch  hath  ever  been  the  clemency  of  my  gra- 
cious Mailer  the  Duke,  in  all  his  proceedings,  that  1 had 
thought,  and  thought  1 had  thought  rightly  that  malice 
would  long  e’r  this  have  hid  her  lelf  in  her  Den,  ahd  have 
turn’d  her  ownlling  againll  her  owm  heart : but  1 well  per- 
ceive, that  fo  frow'ard  is  the  difpolition  of  a deprav’d  na- 
ture, that  it  doth  not  only  feek  revenge,  where  it  hath  re- 
ceiv’d injury,  but  many  times  thirll  after  their  deltruftion, 
where  it  hath  met  with  benefits. 

Laz.  But  my  good  Lord 

2 Int.  Let’s  gagg  him. 

I u\  Peace  again,  but  many  times  thirll  after  dcHrudi- 
on,  where  it  hath  met  with  benefits:^  there  I left;  Such, 
and  no  better  are  the  bufinefs  that  we  have  now  in  hand. 

1 Int.  He’s  e.xcellently  fpoken.  • 

lint.  He’ll  wind  a Traitor  I warrant  him,  - 

Luc.  Butfurelymethinks,  fetting  afide  the  touch  of  con- 
fcience,  and  all  inward  convulfions. 

2 Int.  He’ll  be  hang’d,  I know^  by  that  word. 

Laz.  Your  Lordlhip  may  confider — - 

Lur.  Hold  thy  peace  : thou  canll  not  anfwer  this  fpeech : 
no  T raitor  can  anfwer  it ; but  becaufe  you  cannot  anfwer 
this  fpeech,  I take  it  you  have  confefs’d  the  Trealbn. 

I Int.  The  Count  Valore  was  the  firll  that  difeover’d 
him,  and  can  witnels  it  but  he  left  the  matter  to  your 
Lordlliip’s  grave  confideration. 

Luc.  I thank  his  Lordlhip,  carry  him  away  fpeedily’to 
the  Eiuke. 

Laz.  Now  LazariVo  thou  art  tumbl’d  down  . - 
The  hill  of  fortune,  with  a violent  arm  •, 

All  plagues  that  can  be.  Famine,  and  the  Sword 
Will  light  upon  thee,  black  defpair  w'ill  boil 
In  thy  defpairing  breall,  no  comfort  by. 

Thy  friends  far  off,  thy  enemies  are  nigh. 

Luc.  Away  with  him,  I’ll  follow  you,  look  you  pinion 


him,  and  take  his  money  from  him,  left  he  fwallow  a Ihil- 
ling,  and  kill  himfelf. 

2 Int.  Get  thou  on  before.  tlxeunf. 


JUus  Quintus, 

Sccena  Terfia. 

Enter  the  Duke.,  the  Count.,  Gondarino,  and  Arrigo. 

^«^^*]VTOw  Gondarino,  what  can  you  put  on  now 
1 \ That  may  deceive  us  ? 

Have  ye  more  ftrange  illufions,  yet  more  mills. 

Through  which,  the  weak  eye  may  be  led  to  error; 
What  can  ye  lay  that  may  do  fatisfaftion 
Both  for  her  wrong’d  honor,  and  your  ill  ? 

Gond.  All  I can  fay,  or  may,  is  laid  already: 

She  is  unchafte,  or  elle  1 have  no  knowledge, 
i do  not  breathe,  nor  have  the  ufe  of  ferile. 

Duke.  Dare  ye  be  yet  fo  wilful,  ignorant  of  your  own 
nakednefs  ? did  not  your  fervants 
In  mine  own  hearing  confels 
They  brought  her  to  that  houle  we  found  her  in, 

Almoft  by  force : and  with  a great  diilruft 
Of  fome  enluing  hazard  'i 

Count.  He  that  hath  begun  fo  worthily. 

It  fits  not  with  his  refolution 

To  leave  off  thus,  my  Lord,  t know  thele  .are  but  idle 
proofs. 

What  fays  your  Lordlhip  to  them? 

Gond.  Count,  I dare  yet  pronounce  again,  thy  Sifter  is 
not  honeft. 

Count.  You  are  your  lelf  my  Lord,  I like  your  Fetled. 
nefs. 

Gond.  Count,  thou  art  young,  and  unexperienc’d  in  the 
dark,  hidden  ways  of  Women  : Thou  dar’ft  affirm  with 
confidence,  a Lady  of  fifteen  may  be  a Maid. 

Count.  Sir,  if  it  were  not  fo,  I have  a Sifter  would  fet 
near  my  heart. 

CondXjX  her  fit  near  her  ftiame,it  better  fits  her : call  back 
the  bloud  that  made  our  ftream  in  nearnefs,  and  turn 
the  Current  to  a better  ufe  ■,  ’ds  too  much  mudded,  I do 
grieve  to  know  it. 

Duke.  Dar’ft  thou  make  up  again,  dar’ft  ‘thou  turn 
face,  knowing  we  know  thee,  haft  thou  not  been  difeo- 
ver’d openly  > did  not  our  ears  hear  her  deny  thy  court- 
ings  ? did  v/e  not  fee  her  blulh  with  modeft  anger,  to  be 
fo  overtaken  by  a trick  •,  can  ye  deny  this  Lord  ? 

Gond.  Had  not  your  Grace,  and  her  kind  brother 
Been  within  level  of  her  eye. 

You  Ihould  have  had  a hotter  volley  from  her. 

More  full  of  bloud  and  fire,  ready  to  leap  the  window 
where  ftie  Hood. 

So  truly  fenfual  is  her  appetite. 

Duke.  Sir,  Sir,  thefe  arc  but  words  and  tricks,  give 
me  the  proof. 

Count.  What  need  a better  proof  than  your  Lordffiip  ? 
I amfure  ye  have  lain  with  her  my  Lord. 

Gond.  I have  confeft  it  Sir. 

Duke.  I dare  not  give  thee  credit  without  witnefs. 

Gond.  Does  your  grace  think  we  carry  feconds  with  us, 
to  fearch  us , and  fee  fair  play;  your  Grace  hath  been 
ill  tutor’d  in  the  bufinefs^  but  if  you  hope  to  try  her 
truly,  and  fatisfy  your  lelf  what  frailty  is,  give  her  the 
Tell : do  not  remember  Count  Ihe  is  your  Sifter^  nor 
let  my  Lord  the  Duke  believe  Ihe  is  fair^  but  put  her 
to  it  without  hope  or  pity,  then  ye  lhall  fee  that  goldeu 
form  flie  off,  that  all  eyes  wonder  at  for  pure  and  fixt, 
and  under 't  bafe  blulhing  Copper  j metall  not  worth  the 
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meanen:  honor : you  (hall  behold  her  then  my  Lord  tranfpa- 
rent,look  through  her  heart,  and  view  the  fpirits  how  they 
leap,  and  tell  me  then  1 did  belie  the  Lady. 

Btiks-  It  Ihall  be  done : come  Condarino  bear  com- 
pany. 

We  do  believe  thee  : Ihe  fhall  die,  and  thou  flialt  fee 
it. 

Enter  Lazarello,  tPi>o  ImtHigencers^  and  Guard. 

How  now  my  friends,  who  have  you  guarded  hither? 

* Int.  So  pleafe  your  Grace  we  have  difcover’d  a vil- 
lain and  a Traitor  : the  Lord  Lmio  hath  examin’d  him. 
and  lent  fiim  to  your  Grace  for  Judgement. 

Count.  My  Lord,  I dare  ablblve  him  from  all  fin  of 
Treafon  : I know  his  moH  ambition  is  but  a di(h  of  meat;, 
which  he  hath  hunted  with  lb  true  a Icent,  that  he  de- 
ferveth  the  Collar  not  the  Halter. 

Vuke.  Why  do  they  bring  him  thus  bound  up?  the 
poor  man  had  more  need  have  fbme  warm  meat, to  com- 
fort his  cold  ftomach. 

Count.  Your  Grace  fhall  have  the  caufe  hereafter,  when 
you  fhall  laugh  more  freely ; 

But  thefe  are  call’d  Informers : men  that  live  by  Treafon, 
as  Rat-catchers  do  by  poifon. 

Vttks.  Would  there  were  no  heavier  prodigies  hung 
over  us,  than  this  poor  fellow,  I durft  redeem  all  perils 
ready  to  pour  themfelves  upon  this  State,  with  a cold 
Cultard. 

Count.  Your  Grace  might  do  it  without  danger  to  your 
perfon. . 

Ljz.  My  Lord,  if  ever  I intended  treafon  againft  your 
^erfon,  or  the  State,  unlefs  it  were  by  wilhing  from  your 
fable  feme  difh  of  meat , which  I muft  needs  confefs, 
was  noi  a fubje(n:s  part : or  coveting  by  ftealth,  fupsfrom 
.hofe  noble  bottles , that  no  mouth,  keeping  allegiance 
true,  (hould  dare  to  tafte:  I muft  confefs,  with  more 
tliaii^  covetous  eye,  I have  beheld  thofe  dear  conceal’d 
diihes , that  have  been  brought  in  by  cunning  equi- 
page, to  wait  upon  your  Graces  pallat : I do  confefle, 
out  of  this  prefent  heat,  I have  had  Stratagems  and 
Ambufeado’s  j but  God  be  thank’d  they  have  never 
took. 

Duke-  Count,  this bufinefs is  your  own*  when  you  have 
done,  repair  to  us.  Exit  Duk^e. 

Count.  I will  attend  your  Grace : LazareVo.,  you  are  at 
liberty,  be  your  own  man  again*,  and  if  you  can  be  mafter 
of  yourwifhes,  I wifh  it  maybe  fo. 

Laz.  I humbly  thank  your  Lordfhip : I muft  be  unman- 
nerly, I have  Lome  prefent  bufinefs,  once  more  I heartily 
thank  your  Lordfhip.  Exit  Lazarillo. 

Count.  Now  even  a word  or  two  to  you,  and  fo  farewell^ 
you  think  you  have  delerv’d  much  of  this  State  by  thisdif- 
covery : y’are  a flavifh  people,  grown  fubjeT  to  the  com- 
mon courfe  of  all  men.  How  much  unhappy  were  that  no- 
ble fpirit,  could  work  by  fuch  bafer  gains  ? whatmifery 
would  not  a knowing  man  put  on  with  willingnefs,  e’r  he 
fee  himfelf  grown  fat  and  full  fed,  by  fall  of  thofe  you 
rife  by  ? I do  difeharge  ye  my  attendance  ^ our  healthful 
State  needs  no  fuch  Leeches  to  fuck  out  her  bloud. 

1 Int.  I dobefeechyour  Lordfhip. 

2 Int.  Good  my  Lord. 

Count.  Go  learn  to  bemorehoneft,  what  I fee  you  work 
your  means  from  honeft  induftry. 

Exeunt  Informers. 

I will  be  willing  to  accept  your  labours : 

Till  then  I will  keep  back  my  promis’d  favours: 

Here  comes  another  remnant  of  folly  : 

Enter  Lucio. 

I muft  dlfpatch  him  too.  Now  Lord  Luch^  what  bufi- 
nefs brings  you  hither? 


Luc.  Faith  S;r,  I am  diftovering  what  will  become  of 
that  notable  piece  of  treafon,  intended  by  that  Varlet  La- 
zarillo  j I have  fent  him  to*the  Duke  for  judgement. 

Count.  Sir,  you  have  perform’d  the  part  of  a moft 
careful  Statefman,  and  let  me  fay  it  to  your  face,  Sir, 
of  a Father  to  this  State  : I would  wifh  you  to  retire, 
and  infconce  your  felf  in  ftudy : for  fuch  is  your  daily  la- 
bour, and  our  fear,  that  our  lofs  of  an  hour  may  breed 
our  overthrow. 

, Luc.  Sir,  I will  be  commanded  by  your  judgement,  and 
though  I find  it  a trouble  fcant  to  be  waded  through, 
by  thefe  weak  years : yet  for  the  dear  care  of  the  Com- 
mon-wealth, I will  bruife  my  brains,  and  confine  my  felf 
to  much  vexation. 

Count.  Go,  and  maift  thou  knock  down  Treafon  like  an 
Ox. 

Luc.  Amen.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Mercer.,  Pandar,  Erancijjtna, 

Mer.  Have  I fpoke  thus  much  in  the  honor  of  Learn- 
ing? learn’d  the  names  of  the  feven  liberal  Sciences,  be- 
fore my  marriage  *,  and  fince,  have  in  hafte  written  Epi- 
ftles  congratulatory,  to  the  Nine  Mufes,  and  is  fhe 
prov’d  a Whore  and  a Begger  ? 

Tan.  ’Tis  true,  you  are  not  now  to  be  taught,  that  no 
man  can  be  learn’d  of  a fuddain  ■,  let  not  your  firftpro- 
jed  difeourage  you,  what  you  have  loft  in  this,  you  may 
get  again  in  Alchumie. 

Fran.  Fear  not  Husband,  I hope  to  make  as  good  a 
wife,  as  the  beft  of  your  neighbors,  have,  and  as  ho- 
neft. 

Mer.  I will  goe  home  good  Sir,  do  not  publifh  this, 
as  long  as  it  runs  amongft  our  felvesj  'tis  good  ho- 
neft mirth;  you’ll  come  home  to  fiipperj  1 mean  to 
have  all  her  friends,  and  mine,  as  ill  as  it  goes. 

Pan.  Do  wifely  Sir,  and  bid  your  own  friends,  your 
whole  wealth  will  fcarce  feaft  all  hers,  neither  is  it  for  your 
credit,  to  walk  the  ftreets  with  a woman  fo  noted-,  get 
you  home  and  provide  her  cloaths:  let  her  come  an 
hour  hence  with  an  Hand-basket,  and  fhift  her  felf,  fhe’U 
ferve  to  fit  at  the  upper  end  of  the  Table,  and  driok 
to  your  cuftomers. 

Mer.  Art  is  juft,  and  will  make  me  amends.' 

Pan.  No  doubt  Sir. 

Mer.  The  chief  note  of  a Scholar  you  fay,  is  to  govern 
his  paflions  ^ wherefore  I do  take  all  patiently  *,  in  fign 
of  which,  my  dear  Wife,  I do  kifs  thee,  make  hafte  heme 
after  me,  I fhall  be  in  my  ftudy.  Exit  Mercer. 

Pan.  Go,  avaunt,  my  new  City  Dame,  fend  me  what 
you  promis’d  me  for  confideration  j and  may’ft  thou 
prove  a Lady. 

Fran.  Thou  fnalt  have  it,  his  Silks  fhall  file  for  it. 

ExeuHt. 

Enter  Lazarello  and  his  hoy. 

Laz.  How  fweet  is  a Calm  after  a Tempeft,  what  is 
there  now  that  can  ftand  betwixt  me  and  felicity?  I 
have  gone  through  all  my  croflesconftantlyi  have  confound- 
ed my  enemies,  and  know  where  to  have  my  longing 
fatisfied;  I have  my  way  before  me,  there’s  the  door, 
and  I may  freely  walk  into  my  delights : knock  boy. 
Jul.  Who’s  there  ? JVitbin. 

Laz.  Madona.,  my  Love,  not  guilty,  not  guilty,  open 
the  door. 

Enter  Julia. 

Jul.  Art  thou  come  fweet-heart? 

Laz.  Yes,  to  my  foft  embraces,  and  the  reft  of  ffly 
overflowing  blilfes  *,  come,  let  us  in  and  fwim  in  our  de- 
lights : a fhort  Grace  as  we  go,  and  lb  to  meat. 

Julia. 
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JhI.  Nay  my  dear  Love,  you  rauft  bear  with  me  in  this', 
we’ll  to  the  Church  firfl:. 

Laz..  Shall  I befureofit  then? 

JhI.  By  my  love  you  iliall. 

Laz.  1 am  content,  for  I do  row  wilh  to  hold  ofFlong- 
er,  to  whet  my  appetite,  and  do  defire  to  meet  with  more 
troubles,  lb  I might  conquer  them  ; 

And  as  a holy  Lover  that  hath  Ipent 
The  tedious  night  with  many  a figh  and,^  tears 
Whilft  he  purlu’d  his  wench  : and  hath  oblerv’d 
The  fmiles,  and  frowns,  not  daring  to  difpleafe 
When  at  lall,  hath  with  his  fervice  won 
Her  yielding  heart  ^ that  Ihe  begins  to  dote 
Upon  him,  and  can  hold  no  longer  out. 

But  hangs  about  his  neck,  and  wooes  him  more 
Than  ever  he  defir’d  her  love  before : 

Then  begins  to  flatter  his  defert. 

And  growing  wanton,  needs  will  call  her  ofF^ 

Try  her,  pick  quarrels,  to  breed  ffelh  delight. 

And  to  increale  his  plealing  appetite. 

Jul.  Come  Moufe  will  you  walk  ? 

Laz.  I pray  thee  let  me  be  deliver’d  of  the  joy  I am 
lb  big  with,  I do  feel  that  high  heat  within  me,  that 
I begin  to  doubt  whether  I be  mortal : 

How  I contemn  my  fellows  in  the  Court,  - 
With  whom  I did  but  yefterday  converfe .? 

And  in  a lower,  and  an  humbler  key 
Did  walk  and  meditate  on  groller  meats? 

There  are  they  Hill  poor  rogues,  lhaking  their  chops. 

And  fneaking  after  Cheefts,  and  do  run 
Headlong  in  chace,  of  every  Jack  of  Beer 
That  crofleth  them,  in  hope  of  fomerepaft. 

That  it  will  bring  them  to,  whilft  I am  here. 

The  happieft  wight  ithat  ever  fet  his  tooth 
To  a dear  novelty  : approach  my  love, 

Come,  let’s  go  to  knit  the  True  Loves  knot. 

That  never  can  be  broken. 

Boy.  That  is  to  marry  a whore. 

Laz.  When  that  is  done,  then  will  we  taftethe 

Which  Fates  have  fent  my  Fortunes  up  to  lift. 

Boy.  When  that  is  done,  you’ll  begin  to  repent  upon 
a fall  ftomach  •,  but  I fee,  ’tis  but  a form  in  deftiny,  not 
to  be  alter’d. 

Exenm. 


Enter  Arrigo  and  Oriana. 


Orta.  Sir,  what  may  be  the  current  of  your  bufinefs, 
that  thus  you  Angle  out  your  time  and  place  ? 

Arri.  Madam,  the  bufinefs  now  impos’d  upon  me,  con- 
cerns you  nearly,  I wifti  feme  worfer  man  might  finifli 

it- 

Ori.  Why  are  ye  chang’d  fb  ? are  ye  not  well  Sir  ? 

Arr.  Yes  Madam,  I am  well,  wo’d  you  were  fo. 

Orta.  Why  Sir,  I feel  my  felf  in  perfed  health. 

Arri.  And  yet  ye  cannot  live  long.  Madam. 

Orta.  Why  good  Arrigo  ? 

Arr.  Why  ? ye  muft  dye. 

Oria.  I know  I muft,  but  yet  my  fate  calls  not  upon 

i 

I Arr.  It  does  ^ this  hand  the  Duke  commands  ftiall  give 
you  death. 

Orta.  Heaven,  and  the  powers  Divine,  guard  well  the 
’innocent. 

Arr.  Lady,  your  Prayers  may  do  your  foul  fome 
good. 

That  fure  your  body  cannot  merit  by  ’em : 

You  muft  prepare  to  die. 

Orian.  What’s  my  offence?  what  have  thefe  years  com- 
mitted. 

That  may  be  dangerous  to  the  Duke,  or  State? 

* Have  1 conlpir’d  by  poifon,  have  I giv’n  up. 


My  honor  to  Ibme  loole  unfetl’d  bloud 
That  may  give  adion  to  my  plots  ? 

Dear  Sir,  let  me  not  dye  ignorant  of  my  faults? 

Arr.  Ye  fhall  not. 

Then  Lady,  you  muft  know,  you  ’re  held  unhoneft  • 

The  Duke,  your  Brother,  and  your  friends  in  Court, 

With  too  much  grief  condemn  ye  : though  to  me. 

The  fault  deferves  not  to  be  paid  with  death. 

Orian.  Who’s  my  accufer? 

Arri.  Lord  Gondarino. 

Orian.  Arrigo,  take  theft  words,  and  bear  them  to  the 
Duke, 

It  is  the  laft  petition  I lhall  ask  thee  : 

Tell  him  the  child  this  prefent  hour  brought  forth 
To  fee  the  world  has  not  a foul  more  pure,  more 
white. 

More  Virgin  than  I havej  Tell  him  Lord  Condarino*% 
Plot,  I fuller  for,  and  willingly  .-  tell  him  it  had  been 
a greater  honor , to  have  fav’d  than  kill’d : but  I have 
done : ftrike,  1 am  arm’d  for  heaven.  Why,  ftay  you  ? is 
there  any  hope  ? 

Arri.  I would  not  ftrike. 

Orian.  Have  you  the  power  to  fave  ? 

Arri.  With  hazard  of  my  life,  if  it  Ihould  be  known. 
Orian.  You  will  not  venture  that  ? 

Arri.  I will  Lady  : there  is  that  means  yet  to  efcape 
your  death,  if  you  can  wifely  apprehend. 

Orian.  Ye  dare  not  be  fo  kind  ? 

Arri.  I dare,  and  will,  if  you  dare  but  deferve’t. 

Ori.  If  I fhould  flight  my  life,  I were  too  blame. 

Arri.  Then  Madam,  this  is  the  means,  or  elfe  you  die : 
I love  you. 

Orian.  I lhall  believe  it,  if  you  fave  my  life. 

Arri.  And  you  muft  lie  with  me. 

Orian.  I dare  not  buy  my  life  lb. 

Arri.  Come,  ye  muft  refolve,  fay  yea  or  no. 

Orian.  Then  no  j nay,  look  not  ruggedly  upon  me, 

I am  made  up  too  ftrong  to  fear  fneh  looks : 

Come,  do  your  Butchers  part : before  I would  wifli  life, 
with  the  dear  loft  of  honour,  I dare  find  means  to  free 
my  felf. 

Arr.  Speak,  will  ye  yield  ? 

Orian.  Villain,  I will  not  •,  Murtherer,  do  thy  worft, 
thy  baft  unnoble  thoughts  dare  prompt  thee  to*  I am 
above  thee  Have. 

Arri,  Wilt  thou  not  be  drawn  to  yield  by  fair  perfwa- 
fions  ? 

Orian.  No,  nor  by 

Arri.  Peace,  know  your  doom  then  j your  Ladylhip 
muft  remember,  you  are  not  now  at  home , where  you 
dare  feaft  all  that  come  about  you : but  you  are  fallen 
under  my  mercy,  which  lhall  be  but  Imall  if  thou  refufe 
to  yield  : hear  what  I have  fworn  unto  my  felf  j I will 
enjoy  thee,  though  it  be  between  the  parting  of  thy 
foul  and  body  *,  yield  yet  and  live. 

Orian.  I’ll  guard  the  one,  let  Heaven  guard  the  other, 
jirri.  Are  you  lb  relblute  then  ? 

Onks  from  above. 

Hold,  hold  I fay. 

Orian.  What  I ? yet  more  terror  to  my  tragedy? 

Arri.  Lady,  the  Scene  of  bloud  is  done  *,  ye  are  now  as 
free  from  fcandal,  as  from  death. 


Enter  Oukf,  Count,  and  Gondarino. 


r«j^e.  Thou  Woman  which  wert  born  to  teach  men 
virtue. 

Fair,  fweet,  and  modeft  Maid,  forgive  my  thoughts, 

My  trelpafs  was  my  love. 

Seize  Gondarino,  let  him  wait  our  dooms. 

Gond.  I do  begin  a little  to  love  this  woman  ^ I could 
endure  her  already  twelve  miles  off. 

Count 
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Count.  Sifter,  I am  glad  you  have  brought  your  honor 
off  To  fairly,  without  lofs  : you  have  done  a work  above 
your  fex,  the  Duke  admires  it ; give  him  fair  encounter. 

Duke.  Bell  of  all  comforts , may  I take  this  hand,  and 
call  it  mine  ? 

On.  1 am  your  Graces  handmaid. 

I>ul{e.  Would  ye  had  fed  my  felf;  might  it  not  be  fo  La- 
dy 

Count.  Sifter,  fay  I,  I know  you  can  afford  it, 

Ori . My  Lord,  I am  your  fubjedt,  you  may  command  me, 
provided  flill,  your  thoughts  be  fair  and  good. 

Duk^e.  Here  I am  yours,  and  when  I ceafe  tobefo, 

Let  heaven  forget  me:  thus  I make  it  good. 

Ori.  My  Lord,  1 am  no  more  mine  own. 

Count.  So,  this  bargain  was  well  driven. 

Gond.  Duke,  thou  haft  fold  away  thy  felf  to  all  perdition-, 
thou  art  this  prefent  hour  becomming  Cuckold  : methinks 
I fee  thy  gaul  grate  through  thy  veins,  and  jealoufie  feize 
thee  with  her  talons ; I know  that  womans  nofe  muft  be 
cut  off,  fhe  cannot  fcape  it. 

I>H}{e.  Sir,  we  have  punifhment  for  you. 

Orian.  I do  befeech  your  Lordfhip , for  the  wrongs 
this  man  hath  done  me,  let  me  pronounce  his  punifh- 
ment. 

Vuks-  Lady,  I give’t  to  you,  he  is  your  own. 

Gond.  1 do  befeech  your  Grace,  let  me  be  banifht  with  all 
the  fpeed  that  may  be. 

Count.  Stay  ff  ill,  you  fhall  attend  her  fentence. 

Orian.  Lord  Gondarino^  you  have  wrong’d  me  highly  *, 
yet  fince  it  fprung  from  no  peculiar  hate  to  me,  but  from 
a general  diflike  unto  all  women,  you  fhall  thus  fuffer  for 
it  ^ Arrigo.,  call  in  fome  Ladies  to  aflift  us  ^ will  your  Grace 
make  your  State  ? 

^Gond.  My  Lord,  I do  befeech  your  Grace  for  any  pu- 
nifhment faving  this  woman , let  me  be  fent  upon  dif- 
covery  of  fome  Ifland:,  1 do  defire  but  a fmall  Gondela, 
with  ten  Holland  Cheefes,  and  I’ll  undertake  it. 

Oria.  Sir,  ye  muff  be  content,  will  ye  fit  down  ? nay, 
do  it  willingly  : Arrigo.^  tie  his  Arms  clofeto  the  chair,  I 
dare  not  truff  his  patience. 

Cond.  JMayft  thou  be  quickly  old  and  painted-,  mayff 
thou  dote  upon  fome  flurdy  Yeoman  of  the  Wood-yard, 
and  he  be  honeff  -,  mayft  thou  be  barr’d  the  lawful  le- 
chery of  thy  Coach,  for  want  of  inflruments  -,  and  laft, 
be  thy  womb  unopen’d, 

D«k?.  This  fellow  hath  a pretty  gaul. 

Count.  My  Lord,  I hope  to  fee  him  purg’d  e’r  he  part, 

'Enter  Ladies. 


Oria.  Your  Ladyfliips  are  welcome : 

I muff  defire  your  helps,  though  you  are  no  Phyfitians,  to 
do  a ftrange  cure  upon  this  Gentleman. 

Ladies.  In  what  we  can  affifl  you  Madam,  ye  may  com- 
mand us. 

Gond.  Now  do  I fit  like  a Conjurer  within  my  circle, 
and  thefe  the  Devils  that  are  rais’d  about  me,  I will  pray 
that  they  may  have  no  power  upon  me. 

Oria.  I adies,  fall  off  in  couples,  then  with  a foft  flill 
march,  with  jovy  dejn.eanors,  charge  this  Gentleman,  I’ll 
be  your  Leader. 

Gond,  Let  me  be  quarter’d  Duke  quickly,  I can  endure 
it ; thefe  women  long  for  Mans  flefh,  let  them  have  it. 

'Duke.  Count,  have  you  ever  feen  fo  flrange  a paffion? 
what  would  this  fellow  do,  if  he  fhould  findhimfelf  in  bed 
with  a young  Lady  ? 

Count.  ’Faith  my  Lord,  if  he  could  get  a knife,  fure  he 
wou’d  cut  her  throat,  or  elfe  he  wou’d  do  as  Hercules 
by  Lycas.,  fwing  out  her  foul:  h’as  the  true  hate  of  a wo- 
man'in  him. 

Oria.  Low  with  your  Curfies  Ladies. 

Gond.  Come  not  too  near  me,  I have  a breath  will  poi- 
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fon  ye,  my  lungs  are  rotten,  andmy  fepmach  is  raw  : lam 
given^  much  to  belching:  hold  off,  as  you  love  fweet  airs 
Ladies,  by  your  firit  nights  pleafure,  I conjure  you,  as  yon 
jyou’dhave  your  Husbands  proper  men,  ffrong  backs,  and 
little  legs,  as  you  would  have  ’em  hate  your  Waiting-wo- 
men. ' ° 

Oria.  Sir,  we  muff  court  ye,  till  we  have  obtairi’d  fome 
little  favour  from  thole  gracious  eyes , ’cis  but  a kifs  a 
piece, 

Gond.  I pronounce  perdition  to  ye  all  ; ye  are  a parcel 
of  that  damned  crew  that  fell  down  with  LueiJer^yLudi  here 
ye  flaid  on  earth  to  plague  poor  men  vanifh,  ava’unt,  I am 
forafied  againfl  your  charms^  heaven  grant  me  breath  and 
patience. 

1 Lady.  Shall  we  not  kifs  then? 

Gond.  No  fearmy  lips  with  hot  irons  fir  ff,  or  flitch  them 
up  like  a Ferrets : oh  that  this  brunt  were  over ! 

2 Lady.  Come,  come,  little  rogue,  thou  art  too  mai- 

denly by  my  troth,  I think  I mull  box  thee  till  thoube’ff 
bo|der the  more  bold,  the  more  welcome ; I prethee 
kifs  me,  be  not  afraid.  she  Jits  on  his  kyee. 

Gond.  If  there  be  any  here,  that  yet  have  fo  much  of 
the  fool  left  in  them,  as  to  love  their  mothers,  let  them 
on  her,  and  loath  them  too. 

2.  Lady.  W’hat  a llovenly  little  villain  art  thou,  why  doff 
thou  not  flrokeup  thy  hair  > 1 think  thou  ne’er  comb’ll  it : 

I muff  have  it  lie  in  better  order  j fo,  fo,  fo,  let  me  fee 
thy  hands,  are  they  wafh’d? 

Gond.  I would  thy  were  loofe  for  thy  fake. 

Duke.  She  tortures  him  admirably. 

Count.  The  beft  that  ever  was. 

2 Lady.  Alas,  how  cold  they  are,  poorgolls,  why  doff 
thee  not  get  thee  a Muff'? 

Arri.  Madam,  here’s  an  old  Countrey  Gentlewoman  at 
the  door,  that  cam.e  nodding  up  fof  juffice,  Ihe  was  with 
the  Lord  Gondarino  to  day,  and  would  now  again  come  to 
tlie  fpeech  of  him,  fhe  fays. 

Oria.  Let  her  in,  for  fports  fake,  let  her  in. 

Gond.  Mercy,oh  Duke,l  do  appeal  to  thee : plant  Canons 
there,  and  difeharge  them  againfl  my  breaff  rather : nay, 
firft  let  this  fhe-fury  fit  flill  where  ffie  does',  and  with  her 
nimble  fingers  llroke  my  hair,  play  with  my  fingers  ends, 
or  any  thing , until  my  panting  heart  have  broke  my 
breaff. 

Duke.  Y'oumuff  abide  her  cenfure.  ^ 

The  Lady  rifes  from  his  kgiee. 


Enter  old  Gentletroman. 


Gond.  I fee  her  come,  unbutton  me,  for  flie  will  fpeak. 

Gentlcrv.  Where  is  he  Sir  ? 

Gond.  Save  me,  I hear  her. 

Ar.  There  he  is  in  ffate  to  give  you  audience 

Gentlew.  How  docs  your  Lordfhip? 

Gond.  Sick  of  the  fpleen. 

Gentlen'.  How  ? 

Gond.  Sick. 

Gentlevp.  Will  you  chew  a Nutmeg,  you  fliall  not  refufe 
it,  it  is  very  comfortable. 

Gond.  Nay,  now  thou  art  come,  I know  it  

Is  the  Devils  Jubile,  Hell  is  broke  loofe : 

My  Lord,  if  ever  I have  done  you  fervice, 

Or  have  deferv’d  a favour  of  your  Grace, 

Let  me  be  turn’d  upon  fome  prefent  adion, 

Where  1 may  Iboner  die,  than  languifn  thus 
Your  Grace  hath  her  petition,  grant  it  her,  and  cafe  me 
now  at  laff. 

Duke.  No  Sir,  you  muff  endure, 

Gentlerp.  For  my  petition,  I hope  your 
Lordfliip  hath  remembred  me. 

Oria.  ’Faith  I begin  to  pity  him,  Arrigo, tyke  her  offbeat 
her  away,  fay  her  petition  is  granted. 

O a 0 Gentlevp. 
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Gentlexv.  Whether  do  you  draw  me  Sir  ? I know  it  is  not  i 
my  Lords  pleafu  re  I fnould  bethusufed,  before  my  bufinefs  , 
be  difpatched  ? 

Arr.Yow  fhall  know  more  of  that  without. 

Oria.  Unbind  him  Ladies,  but  before  he  go,  this  he  (hall 
promife-,  for  the  love  I bear  to  our  own  fex,  I would  have 
them  ftill  hated  by  thee,  and  injoyn  thee  as  a punilhment, 
never  hereafter  willingly  to  come  in  the  prefence,  or  fight 
of  any  woman,  nor  never  to  feek  wrongfully,  the  publick 
dilgrace  of  any. 

Gond,  ’Tis  that  I would  have  fworn,  and  do  : when  I 
meditate  with  them,  for  their  good,  or  their  bad-,  may 


Time  will  call  back  this  day  again,  and  when  I come  in 
their  companies , may  I catch  the  pox,  by  their  breath 
and  have  no  other  pleafiire  for  it, 

T)uks-  Ye  are  moll  merciful. 

Oria.  My  Lord,  1 ftiewM  my  fex  the  better. 

Gond.  All  is  over-blown  Sifter : y’are  like  to  have  a fair 
night  of  it,  and  a Prince  in  your  Arms  ; let’s  goe  my 
Lord. 

Duks^  Thus  through  the  doubtful  ftreams  of  joy  and 
grief. 

True  Love  doth  wade,  and  finds  at  laft  relief. 

Exeunt  omnes. 


The  Perfons  reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Duke  of  Geneva.  ^ „ i Two  Brothers  to  the  LAdy^affe&wg  the pajfwnate  Lord 

Shamont  his  Favourite,  a jJiperfiitioHs  lover  of  repu- roumers 

tation.  ^ 

A paflionate  Lord,  the  Dukes  difir a&ed  l^nfman, 

A Soldier,  brother  to  Shamont. 

Lapet,  the  cotoardly  Motijieur  of'Fi\cQ'Vz\owx, 

A Gallant  <7/  the  fame  Temper. 

MoSzon,]^"’"  MHjImmCoHrtkrs. 


Jefter. 

Six  Women,  j ^ 

Galolhio,  a Clown,  fuch  another  try  d piece  of  Alans 
pefij. 


WOMEN. 


Lady,.  Sifier  to  the  Duke^  Shamont V beloved 
Lapet  s Wife. 


A Lady,  perfonating  Cupid,  Alifirifs  to  the  mad 
Lord. 


The  Scene  Genoua 


The  PROLOGUE  at  the  reviving  of  this  Play. 


rr  s grown  in  fajhion  of  late  in  thefe  days, 

\To  come  and  beg  afiifirage  to  our  Plays  3 
'Faith  Gentlemen,  our  Poet  ever  writ 
Language  fo  good,  mixt  with  fuch  Jprightly  wit. 

He  made  the  Theatre  Jo  Sovereign 

With  his  rare  Scanes,  he fcorn  dthis crouching  vein: 


I We fiabb'd  him  with  keen  daggers  when  we  pray'd 
Him  write  a Preface  to  d Play  well  made. 

He  could  not  write  thefe  toyes,  'twos  ea(ter  far. 
To  bring  a Felon  to  appear  at  th'  Barr 
So  much  he  hated  bafenefs  5 which  this  day, 

I His  Scenes  will  befi  convince  you  of  vis  Play. 


) 

f 


ASlm  Trimus. 


Semw  Trtma. 


Enter  Duks,  Shamount,  and  four  Gentlemen. 


Duke. 


Hamount,  welcome  •,  we  have  miftthee  long, 
but  two  days ; I hope  your 
Anfwer  your  time  and  wifhes.  (Iports 
Sham.  Very  nobly  Sir  •, 

We  found  game,  worthy  your  delight  my 
It  was  fo  royal.  (Lordj 

I’ve  enough  to  hear  on’t.  • 

Prethee  beftow’t  upon  me  in  difcourle. 

I What  is  this  Gendeman,Coz?  you  are  a Courtier, 

Therefore  know  all  their  iafides. 


2 Gent.  No  farther  than  the  TalTaty  goes,  good  Coz. 
For  the  mofl;  part,  which  is  indeed  the  belt  part 
Of  the  molt  general  infide^  marry  thus  far 
I can  with  boldnefs  fpeak  this  one  mans  character. 

And  upon  honor,  pafs  it  for  a true  one  -, 

He  has  that  ftrength  of  manly  merit  in  him, 

That  it  exceeds  his  Sovereigns  power  of  gracing  j 
He’s  faithfully  true  to  valour,  that  he  hates  ' 

The  man  from  Cafar'^s  time,  or  farther  off^ 

That  ever  took  dilgrace  unrevengM : 

And  if  he  chance  to  read  hisabj&T  ftory, 

He  tears  his  memory  out^  and  holds  it  virtuous, 

Not  to  let  Ihamc  havefo  much  life  amonglt  us 
There  is  not  fiich  a curious  piece  of  courage 

q 2 Among 


\ — 
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7 he  v/Y  ice  Valour^  or 


mans  fellowfliip,  or  one  fo  jealous 
honors  lofs,  or  repuations  glory : 

There’s  ib  much  perfed  of'  his  growing  ftory. 

I Gent.  ’Tvvould  make  one  dote  on  virtue  as  youtell  it, 
iGent.  I have  told  it  to  much  loJs,  believe  it  Coz. 

3 Gefit.  How  the  Duke  graces  him>  what  is  he  brother  ? 
Doyoii  not  yet  know  him  ? a vain-glorious  cox- 
As  proud  as  he  that  fell  for’t : (comb, 

Set  but  alide  his  valour;,  no  virtue^ 

Which  is  indeed,  not  fit  for  any  Courtier^ 

And  V,  e his  fellows  arc  as  good  as  he. 

Perhaps  as  capable  of  favour  too, 

For  one  thing  or  another,  if’twerc  look’d  into: 

Give  me  a man,  were  I a Sovereign  now 
Has  a good  flroke  ot  andaftiff  one, 

Can  play  at  JEquinociinm  with  the  Line, 

As  even,  as  the  thirteenth  of  Septemkr^ 

When  day  and  night  lie  in  a fcale  together : 

Or  may  I thrive,  as  I deferve  at  Billiards  j 
No  otherwife  at  Chejfe^  or  at  Primer o : 

Thefeare  the  parts  requir’d,  why  not  advanc’d? 

Duke.  Truftrrifc,  it  was  no  lefs  than  excellent  plealurc, 
Andl’m right  glad ’twas thine.  Howfaresour  kinimau? 
WTo  can  refolve  us  befi:  ? 

1 Gem.  I can  my  Lord. 

There,  if  I had  a pity  without  bounds, 

It  might  be  all  bellowed A man  fo  loft 

In  the  wild  ways  of  paffion,  that  he’s  fenfible 
Of  nought,  but  what  torments  him 
I Gem.  True  my  Lord, 

He  runs  through  all  the  Paflions  of  mankind, 

And  fhifts  ’em  fttangely  too : one  while  in  love, 

And  that  Ib  violent,  that  for  want  of  bufmefs. 

He’ll  court  the  very  Prentice  of  a Laundrefs, 

Though  Ihe  havekib’d  heels:  and  in’s  melanchollyagen,-'' 
He  will  not  brook  an  Emprefs  though  thrice  fairer 
Than  ever  Maud  was^  or  higher  fpirited 
Than  Cleopatra.,  or  your  Englijh  Countefs  .* 

Then  on  a fuddain  he’s  fo  merry  again,  . 

Out- laughs  a Waiting-woman  before  her  firft  Child  : 

And  turning  of  a hand,  fo  angry 

Has  almoft  beat  the  Northern  fellow  blind  i 

That  is  for  that  ule  only  if  that  mood  hold  niy  Lord, 

Had  need  of  a frelh  man  I’ll  undertake. 

He  Ihall  brnile  three  a month. 

Duke-  I pity  him  dearly : 

And  let  it  be  your  charge,  with  his  kind  brother 
To  fee  his  moods  obferv’ci  ^ let  every  palTion 
Be  fed  ev’n  to  a furfet,  which  in  time  • 

May  breed  a loathing ; let  him  have  enough 
Of  every  objed,  that  his  fence  is  wrapt  with  ; 

And  being  once  glutted,  then  the  tafte  of  folly 
Will  come  into  his  rellilh.  Exit. 

I Gem.  I Ihall  fee 

Your  charge  my  Lord,  moft  fa ithlfuly  effected  : 

And  how  does  noble  Sbamouut  ? 

Sham.  Never  ill  man  “ — 

Until  I hear  of  bafenels,  then  I ficken: 
lamthehealthfull’ft  mani’th’  kingdom  elfe. 

Enter  Lapet. 

1 Gem.  Be  arm’d  then  for  a fit. 

Here  comes  a fellow 

Wfill  make  you  lick  at  heart,  if  bafenels  do’t. 

Sha.  Let  me  begone:  what  is  he  ? 

1 Gem.  Let  me  tell  you  firft. 

It  can  be  but  a qualm;  pray  ftay  it  out  Sir, 

Come,  y’ave  born  more  than  this. 

Sha.  Born  ? never  any  thing 
That  was  injurious, 

2 Gem.  Ha,  I am  far  from  that. 

Sham.  He  looks  as  like  a man  as  I have  leen  one  : 
What  would  you  fpeak  of  him  ? fpeak  well  I prethee. 


Even  for  humanities  caufe. 

iGem.  You’d  have  it  truth  though  .■? 

^ Sham.  What  elfe  Sir?  1 have  no  reafbn  to  wrong  heav’n 
1 o favour  nature  j let  her  bear  her  own  fliame 
If  file  be  faulty. 

I Gem.  Monftrous  faulty  there  Sir. 

Sham.  I’m  ill  at  cafe  already. 

I Gent.  Pray  bear  up  Sir.' 

Sham.  I prethee  let  me  take  him  down  with  Ipeed  then- 
Like  a wild  objeTthat  I would  not  look  upon.  ^ 

I Gem.  Then  thus ; he’s  one  that  will  endure  as  much 
As  can  be  laid  upon  him. 

Sham.  I'hat  may  be  noble ; 

I’m  kept  too  long  from  his  acquaintance. 

I Gem.  Oh  Sir, 

T akc  hted  Of  rafli  repentance,  y’are  too  forward 
1 o Imd  out  virtue  where  it  never  fetl’d : 

J ake  ihepai  ticulars  firft,  of  what  he  endures ; 

Videlicet.,  Baftinadoes  by  the  great. 

Sham.  How ! . t t ('lale 

I * Gem.  Thumps  by  the  dozen,  and  your  kicks  by  whole- 
Sham.  No  more  of  him. 

I Gem.  The  twinges  by  the  noftril  he  fnuffs  up, 

And  holds  it  the  belt  remedy  for  Iheezing^ 

Sham.  Away. 

I Gem.  H’as  been  thrice  Twitch’d  from  7 a clock  til!  9 
Yet  with  a Cart-Horfe  ftomach,  fell  to  breakfaft- 
Forgetful  of  his  fmart.  ’ 

Sham.  Nay,  the  dilgrace  on’t  ^ 

There ’s  no  fmart  but  that:  bafe  things  are  felt 
More  by  their  Ihames  than  hurts,  Sir.  I know  you  not. 
But  that  you  live  an  injury  to  nature  ; 

I’m  heartily  angry  with  you. 

Lap.  Pray  give  your  blow  or  kick,  and  begone  then; 

For  I ne’er  faw  you  before^  and  indeed, 

Have  nothing  to  fay  to  you,  for  I know  you  not. 

Sham.  Why  wouldft  thou  take  a blow? 

Lap.  I would  not  Sir, 

Unlefs’twere  offer’d  me  j and  if  from  an  enemy  ? 

I’d  be  loth  to  deny  it  from  a ftranger. 

Sham.  \A^hat,  a blow? 

Endure  a blow  ? and  Ihall  he  live  that  gives  it  ? 

Lap.  Many  a fair  year- why  not  Sir? 

Sham.  Let  me  wonder  ! 

As  full  a man  to  fee  to,  and  as  perfed— - 

I prethee  live  not  long 

Lap.  How  ? 

Sham.  Let  me  intreat  it ; 

Thou  doll  not  know  what  wrong  thou  doll  mankind, 

To  walk  Ib  long  here^  not  to  dye  betimes. 

Let  me  advile  thee,  while  thou  haft  to  live  here, 

Ev’n  for  man’s  honour  lake,  take  not  a blow  more. 

Lap.  You  Ihould  advife  them  not  to  ftrike  me  then  Sir 
For  I’ll  take  none  I allure  you,  ’lefs  they  are  given. 

S ham.  How  fain  would  I preferve  mans  form  from  Ihame 
And  cannot  get  it  done?  however  Sir, 

I charge  thee  live  not  long. 

Lap.  This  isworlethan  beating. 

Sham.  Of  what  profelFion  art  thou,  tell  me  Sir 
Befides  a Tailor  ? for  I’ll  know  the  truth.  ’ 

Lap.  A Tailor.?  I’m  as  good  a Gentleman 

Can  ihew  my  Arms  and  all. 

Sham.  How  black  and  blew  they  are  ? 

Is  that  your  manifeftation  ? upon  pain 
Of  pounding  thee  to  dull,  alFumenot  wrongfully 
The  name  of  Gentleman , becaufe  I ’m  one. 

That  muff:  not  let  thee  live. 

Lap.  I have  done,  I have  done  Sir. 

If  there  be  any  harm,  beihrew  the  Herald, 

I’m  fure  I ha’  not  been  Ib  long  a Gentleman, 

To  make  this  anger  : I have  nothing  no  where, 

(But  what  I dearly  pay  for.  Exit. 

Sham.  Groom  begone  ^ 

I never  was  Ib  heart-lick  yet  of  man. 

Enter 


The  Tajsionate  Mad^man. 


Enter  Lady,  the  Vukfs  Sijler,  Lapet’s  rvife. 

I Gent.  Here  comes  a cordial,  Sir  , from  th’other  fex, 
Able  to  make  a dying  face  look  chcarful. 

Sham,  The  bleflednefs  of  Ladies 

Lady.  Y’arewell  met  Sir. 

Sham.  The  fight  of  you  has  put  an  evil  from  me, 

VVhofe  breath  was  able  to  make  virtue  ficken, 

Lady.  I’m  glad  I came  fo  fortunately.  What  was’t  Sir  ? 
Sham.  A thing  that  takes  a blow,  lives,  and  eats  after  it. 
In  very  good  health  •,  you  ha’  not  ften  the  like.  Madam, 

A Monfter  worth  your  lixpence,  lovely  worth. 

Speak  low  Sir  •,  by  all  likely-hoods  ’tis  her  Husband,  Lady, 
That  now  bellow’d  a vifitation  on  me.  Farewel  Sir.  Exit. 

Sham.  Husband  ? is’t  pohible  that  he  has  a wife  > 
W^oiild  any  creature  have  him  ? ’tis  fome  forc’d  match. 

If  he  were  not  kick’d  toth’  Church  o’  th’  wedding  day. 

I’ll  never  come  at  Court.  Can  be  no  othervvife  : 

Perhaps  he  was  rich , fpeak  millrifs  Lapet,  was’t  not  fo  ? 
Wife.  Nay,  that’s  without  all  quellion. 

Sh.  O ho,  he  would  not  want  kickers  enow  then  j 
If  you  are  wife,  I much  fufped  your  honelly  •, 

For  wifdom  never  fallens  conllantly. 

But  upon  merit : if  you  incline  to  fool, 

You  are  alike  unfit  for  his  fociety 
Nay,  if  it  were  not  boldnefs  in  the  man 
That  honors  you,  to  advife  you,  troth  his  company 
Should  not  be  frequent  with  you. 

Wife.  ’Tis  good  counfel  Sir. 

sham.  Oh,  I am  fo  careful  where  I reverence. 

So  juft  to  goodnefs,  and  her  precious  purity, 

I ’m  as  equally  jealous,  and  as  fearful. 

That  any  undeferved  ftain  might  fall 
Upon  her  fandified  whitenels,  as  of  the  fin 
That  comes  by  wilfulnefs. 

Wife.  Sir,  I love  your  thoughts. 

And  honor  you  for  your  counfel  and  your  care. 
sham.  We  are  your  fervants. 

TFife.  He’s  but  a Gentleman  o’th’  chamber-,  he  might 
have  kill  me : 

Faith,  where lhall  one  find  lefs  courtefie,  than  at  Court? 
Say  1 have  an  undeferver  to  my  Husband : 

That’s  ne’er  the  worle  for  him  : well  ftrange  lip’d  men, 
’Tis  but  a kifs  loft,  there’ll  more  come  agen.  Exit, 

Enter  the  paffionate  Lord,  the  Dukes hinfman,  mak£s 
a congie  or  tiro  to  nothing. 

I Geyit.  Look,  who  comes  here  Sir,his  love-fit’s  upon  him: 
I know  it,  by  that  fettfmile,  andthofecongies. 

How  courteous  he’s  to  nothing  ? which  indeed. 

Is  the  next  kin  to  woman  -,  only  lhadow 
T he  elder  Sifter  of  the  twain,  becaufe  ’tis  feen  too 
See  how  it  kifles  the  fore-finger  ftil4 
V/hich  is  the  laft  edition,  and  being  come 
So  near  the  thumb,  every  Cobler  has  got  it. 

Sham.  W'hat  a ridiculous  piece,  humanity 
Here  makes  it  felf? 

I Gent.  Nay  good  give  leave  a little.  Sir, 

Y’are  fo  prccile  a manhood 

Sham.  Itafflidsme 

When  I behold  unfeemlinefs  in  an  Image 
So  near  the  Godhead,  ’tis  an  injury 
To  glorious  Eternity. 

I Gent.  Pray  ufe  patience,  Sir. 

Vaf.  I do  confels  it  freely,  precious  Lady, 

And  loves  fuit  is  fo,  the  longer  it  hangs 

The  worfe  it  is  better  cut  off^  fweet  Madam  i 

bh,  that  fame  drawing  in  your  neather  Lip  there,  ^ 

Fore- fnews  no  goodnefs.  Lady  -,  make  you  queftionon  t? 

Shame  on  me,  but  I love  you. 

I Gent.  Who  is’t  Sir, 

You  arc  at  all  this  pains  for  ? may  I know  her? 
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Laf.  For  thee  thou  faireft,  yet  the  falfeft  woman. 

That  ever  broke  m^n’s  heart-firings. 

I Gent.  How  ? how’s  this  Sir  ? 
faf.  What  the  old  trick  of  Ladies  ? man’s  apparel, 
Will’t  ne’er  be  left  amongft  you?  fteal  from  Court in’t? 

I Gent.  I fee  the  Fit  grows  ftrongcr. 

Paf.  Pray  let’s  talk  a little. 

Sham.  I can  endure  no  more. 

I Gent.  Good,  let’s  alone  a little : 

You  are  fo  exad  a work:  love  light  things fomewhat, Sir. 
Sham.  Th’are  all  but  flrames. 

1 Gent.  What  is’t  you’d  fay  to  me.  Sir  ? 

Paf.  Can  you  be  lb  forgetful  to  enquire  it  Lady  ? 

I Gent.  Yes  trucly.  Sir. 

Paf.  The  more  I admire  your  flintinefs : 

What  caufe  have  1 given  you,  illuftrious  Madam, 

To  play  this  ftrange  part  with  me? 

1 Gent.  Caufe  enough, 

Do  but  look  back  Sir,  into  your  memory. 

Your  love  to  other  women,  oh  lewd  man  ; 

’Tas  almoft  kill’d  my  heart,  you  fee  I’m  chang’d  with  it, 
ha’  loft  the  fafnion  of  my  Sex  with  grief  on  t. 

When  I have  feen  you  courting  of  a Dowdie  ■, 

Compar’d  with  me,  and  kifling  your  fore-finger 
To  one  o’th’  Black-Guards  Miftrefies : would  not  this 
Crack  a poor  Ladies  heart,  that  believ’d  love. 

And  waited  for  thecom.ort?  bur  ’tvvas  faid,  Sir, 

A Lady  of  my  hair  cannot  want  pittying  : 

The  Countrey’s  coming  up,  farewel  to  you  Sir. 

Paf.  Whither  intend  you.  Sir? 

I Gent.  A long  journey.  Sir ; 

The  truth  is,  I’m  with  child,  and  goe  to  travel. 

Paf.  With  child  ? I never  got  it. 

I Gent.  I heard  you  were  bulie 
At  the  fame  time.  Sir,  andwaslotJi  to  trouble  you. 

Paf.  Why,  are  not  you  a whore  then,  excellent  Madam? 

I Gent.  Oh  by  no  means,  ’twas  done  Sir  in  the  ftate 
Of  my  belief  in  you,  and  that  quits  me  j 
It  lies  upon  your  Mlhood. 

Paf  Does  it  fo  ? 

You  ihall  not  carry  her  though  Sir,  fhe’s  mycontraft. 

Sham.  I prethee,  thou  four  Elements  ill  brued, 

Torment  none  but  thy  felf-,  away  I fay 
Thou  beaft  of  paffion,  as  the  drunkard  is 
Thebeaft  of  Wine-,  dillionorto  thy  making. 

Thou  man  in  fragments.  • 

Paf  Hear  me,  precious  Madam. 

Sham.  Kneel  for  thy  wits  to  Heaven. 

Paf  Lady,  I’ll  father  it. 

Who  e’er  begot  it : ’tis  thecourfe  of  greatnefs. 

Sham.  How  virtue  groans  at  this  ? 

Paf  I’ll  raife  the  Court,  but  I’ll  flay  your  flight. 

Sham.  How  wretched  is  that  piece  ? Ex.  Paf. Lord. 

I Gent.  He’sthe  Dukes  kinfman.  Sir. 

Sham.  That  cannot  take  a paflion  away.  Sir, 

Nor  cut  a Fit,  but  one  poor  hourlhorter, 

He  muft  endure  as  much  as  the  pooreft  begger. 

That  cannot  change  his  moneys  there’s  th’  equality 
In  our  impartial  Efience: 

What’s  the  news  now  ? 

Enter  a Servant. 

Ser.  Your  worthy  brother,  Sir,  ’has  left  liis  charge. 

And  come  to  fee  you. 

Enter  Shamount’r  brother,  a Soldier. 

Sham.  Oh  the  nobleft  welcome 
That  ever  came  from  man,  meet  thy  defervings : 
Methinks  I’ve  all  joyes  treafure  in  mine  arms  now. 

Sold.  You  are  fo  fortunate  in  prevention,  brother, 

You  always  leave  the  anfwerer  barren.  Sir, 

You  comprehend  in  few  words  fb  much  worth— 

Sham, 
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Shjm.  ’Tis  all  too  little  for  thee : come  th’art  welcome 
I include  all  : take  cfpccial  knowledge  pray, 
Ofrhisdear  Gentleman,  my  abfolute  friend, 

T hat  loves  a Soldier  far  above  a Aliftrifs,. 

rhon  excellently  faithful  to  ’em  both. 

but  love  to  manhood,  owns  the  purer  troth.  Exeunt. 


Jtlus  Secundus, 

ScdtncL  Prim  a. 

Enter  Shamont’s  brother a Soldier  and  a Lady^ 
the  Vnk^s  Sijier. 

Laiy.'T^Here  fbould  be  in  this  Gallery— oh  th^are  here, 

1 Pray  lit  down,  believe  me  Sir,  I’m  weary. 

Sold.  It  well  becomes  a Lady  to  complain  a little 
Of  what  file  never  feels:  your  walk  was  Ihort,  Madam, 

Vou  can  be  but  afraid  of  wearinefs^ 

V\Ttich  well  employs  the  foftnefs  of  your  Sex, 

As  ibr  the  thing  it  felf,  you  never  came  to’t. 

La.  You’re  wond’roufly  well  read  in  Ladies,  Sir. 

Sold.  Shall  I think  fuch  a creature  as  you  Madam, 

Was  ever  born  to  feel  pain,  but  in  Travel 
There’s  your  full  portion, 

Befides  a little  tooth-achin  the  breeding, 

Which  a kind  Husband  too,  takes  from  you.  Madam. 

La.  But  where  do  Ladies,  Sir,  find  fuch  kind  Husbands .? 
Perhaps  you  have  heard 

The  Rheumatickftory  of  fome  loving  Chandler  now, 
Orfomefuch  melting  fellow  that  you  talk 
So  prodigal  of  mens  kirldnefs:  I confefs  Sir, 

Afaiiy  of  thofe  wives  are  happy,  their  ambition 
Does  reach  no  higher,  than  to  Love  and  Ignorance, 

Which  makes  an  excellent  Husband,  and  a fond  one: 

Now  Sir,  your  great  ones  aim  at  height,  and  cunning. 

And  fo  are  oft  deceiv’d,  yet  they  muft  venture  it  j 
For  ’tis  a \ adies  contumely.  Sir, 

To  have  a Lord  an  Ignorant  ^ then  the  worlds  voice 
Will  deem  her  for  a wanton,  e’r  fhe  tafte  on’t  : 

But  to  deceive  a wife  man,  to  whofe  circumfpeftion, 

Thg  world  refigns  it  felf,  with  all  his  envy; 

’Tis  lefs  diflionor  to  ns,  than  to  fall, 

Eecaufe  his  believ’d.vvifdom  keeps  out  all. 

Sold.  WVjiiId  I were  the  man,  Lady,  tliat  fhould  venture 
His  wifdom  to  your  goodnefs. 

La.  You  might  fail 

In  the  return,  as  many  men  have  done.  Sir : 

I dare  not  juftifie  what  is  to  come  of  me, 

Becaule  I know  it  not,  though  I hope  virtuoufly  i 
Afarry  what’s  part:,  or  prefent,  I durft  put 
Into  a good  mans  hand,  which  if  he  take 
Upon  my  word  for  good,  it  fhall  not  cozen  him. 

Sol.  No,  nor  hereafter  ? 

La.  It  may  hap  Co  too.  Sir: 

A womans  goodnefs,  when  fhe  is  a wife, 

LicsmiTch  upon  a mansdefert,  believe  it  Sir, 

If  there  be  fault  in  her.  I’ll  pawn  my  life  on’t, 

’Tis  firft  in  him,  if  fhe  were  ever  good, 

That  makes  one  •,  knowing  not  a Husband  yet. 

Or  what  he  may  be : I promife  no  more  virtues. 

Than  1 may  well  perform,  for  that  were  cozenage. 

Sol.  Happy  were  he  that  had  you  with  all  fears. 

That’s  my  opinion,  Lady. 

Enter  Shamount  at/d  a fervant  lijVning. 

Serv.  W’hat  fiy  you  now.  Sir? 

Dare  you  give  conhdence  to  your  own  eyes? 

Notyct  I dare  not. 

Srri'.  No? 


Sham.  Scarce  yet,  or  yet : 

Although  I fee  ’tis  he.  Why  can  a thing, 

That’s  but  my  felf  divided,  be  fo  falfe  ? 

Serv.  Nay,do  but  mark  how  the  chair  plays  hie  part  too : 
How  amoroclly  ’tis  bent, 

Shvm..  Hell  take  thy  bad  thoughts, 

For  they  are  ftrange  ones.  Never  take  delight 
To  make  a torment  worfe.  Look  on ’em  heaven. 

For  that’s  a brother:  fend  me  a fair  enemy. 

And  take  him  for  a fouler  Fiend  there  breathes  not: 

I will  not  fin  to  think  there’s  ill  in  her. 

But  what’s  of  his  producing. 

Yet  goodnefs,  whofe  inclofiire  is  but  flefh, 

Holds  out  oft  times  but  forrily.  But  as  black  Sir, 

As  ever  kindred  was ; I hate  mine  own  bloud, 

Becaufe  isfonear  thine.  Live  without  honefty. 

And  may  ft  thou  dye  with  an  unmoift’ned  eye. 

And  no  tear  follow  thee.  Ex.  Shamont,  Servant. 

La.  Y’arewond’rousmerrySir  •,  I would  your  Brother 
Sold.  Oh  my  Sifter,  heard  you. 

I would  not  out  o’th’  way,  let  fall  my  wordsXady, 

For  the  precifeft  humor. 

Enter  -paffionate  Lord. 

Paf.  Yea,  fo  clofe.  ’em  : 

Sold.  Th’are  merry,  that’s  the  worft  you  can  report  on 
Th’are  neither  dangerous,  nor  immodeft. 

Taf.  So  Sir, 

Shall  I believe  you,  think  you  ? 

Sold.  Who’s  this  Lady  ? 

La.  Oh  the  Dukes  Colin, he  came  late  from  travel,  Sir. 
Sold.  Refpedl  belongs  to  him. 

Paj.  For  as  I faid,  Lady, 

Th’are  merry,  that’s  the  worft  you  can  report  of  ’em  : 
Th’are  neither  dangerous,  nor  immodeft. 

Sold.  How’s  this ' 

Paf.  And  there  I think  I left. 

Sold.  Abufes  me, 

Paf  Now  to  proceed.  Lady;,  perhaps  I fwore  I lov’d  you, 
If  you  believe  me  not,  y’aremuch  thewifer. 

Sold.  He  fpeaksftill  in  my  penon,  and  derides  me. 

Paf  For  I can  cog  with  you. 

La.  You  can  all  do  fo: 

We  make  no  queftion  of  mens  promptnefs  that  way. 

Paf  And  fmile,  and  wave  a chair  with  comely  grace  too. 
Play  with  our  Taftle  gently,  and  do  fine  things. 

That  catch  a Lady  fooner  than  a virtue. 

Sold.  I never  us’d  to  let  man  live  fb  long 
That  wrong’d  me. 

Paj.  Talk  of  Battalions,  wooe  you  in  a skirmifh  *, 

Divine  my  mind  to  you  Lady,  and  being  fharp  fet, 

Can  court  you  at  Half  pike : or  name  your  weapon. 

We  cannot  fail  you  Lady. 

Enter  i Gentleman. 

Sold.  Now  he  dies : 

Were  all  fucceeding  hopes  ftor’d  up  within  him. 

1 Gent.  Ohfie,  i’th’  Court, Sir? 

Sold.  I moft  dearly  thank  you^  Sir. 

I Gent.  ’Tis  rage  ill  fpent  upon  a paflionate  mad  man. 
Sold.  Thatftiall  not  priviledge  him  for  ever,  Sir : 

A mad  man  call  you  him?  I have  found  too  muchreafon 
Sound  in  his  injury  to  me,  to  believe  him  lb. 

1 Gent.  If  ever  truth  from  mans  lips  may  be  held 
In  reputation  with  you,  give  this  confidence  ^ 

And  this  his  Love-ftt,  which  we  oblerve  ftill, 

By’s  flattering  and  his  finenefs : at  Ibme  other  time. 

He’ll  go  as  flovenly  as  heart  can  wifli. 

The  love  and  pity  that  his  Highnefs  Ihews  to  hiuL, 

Makes  every  man  the  more  refpeftful  of  him : 

Has  never  a palliori,  but  is  well  provided  for. 

As  this  of  Love,  he  is  full  fed  in  all 
Hisfwinge,  as  I maytearmit  : have  byt  p;atience, 

And  yelliall  witnefs  fomewhat. 

Sold. 
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Sold.  Still  he  mocks  me: 

Look  you,  inadion,  in  behaviour,  Sir^ 

Hold  {till  the  chair,  with  a grand  mifchief  to  you. 

Or  I’ll  let  lb  much  ftrength  upon  your  heart.  Sir 

Faf.  I feel  fome  power  has  reftrain’d  me  Lady: 

If  it  be  fent  from  Love,  fay,  I obey  it. 

And  ever  keep  a voice  to  welcome  it. 

' SONG. 

THou  Deity ^ rvwged  Love, 

Sometimes  below,  fometimes  above. 

Little  in  jJjafe,  but  great  in  power. 

Thou  that  ma^Ji  a heart  thy  Tower, 

Jnd  thy  loop-holes  Ladies  eyes. 

From  whence  thon  jiril(Jl  the  fond  and  wife. 
Did  all  the  Shafts  in  thy  fair  Quiver 
Sticky  faji  in  my  ambitions  Liver  ^ 

Tet  thy.  power  would  I adore. 

And  call  upon  thee  to  fjoot  more. 

Shoot  more,  Jldoot  more. 

Enter  one  lihy  a Cupid,  offering  to  Jhoot  at  him. 

Faf.  I prethee  hold  though,  fweet  Celeftial  boy 
I*m  not  requited  yet  with  love  enough. 

For  the  firll  Arrow  that  1 have  within  me  •, 

And  if  thou  be  an  equal  Archer  Cupid^ 

Shoot  this  Lady,  and  twenty  more  for  me. 

La.  Me  Sir  ? 

I Gem.  ’Tis  nothing  but  device,  fear  it  not  Lady^ 
You  may  be  as  good  a Maid  after  that  lhaft.  Madam, 

As  e’er  your  mother  was  at  twelve  and  a half: 

’Tis  like  the  boy  that  draws  it,  ’tas  no  fting  yet. 

Cup.  ’Tis  like  the  miferable  hlaid  that  draws  it — Afide. 
That  lees  no  comfort  yet,  feeing  him  fo  palTionate, 

Faf.  Strike  me  the  Duchefs  of  Valois  in  love  with  me, 
With  all  the  Ipeed  thou  canll,  and  two  of  her  W'omen. 
Cu.  You  lhall  have  more.  Exit. 

Faf.  Tell  ’em  I tarry  for ’em.  now? 

I Gen.  \'\  ho  would  be  angry  with  that  walking  trouble 
That  hurts  none  but  it  felf  ? 

Sold.  I am  better  quieted. 

Faf  I’ll  have  all  women-kindlfruck  in  time  forme 
After  thirteen  once : 

I fee  this  Cupid  will  not  let  me  want, 

And  let  him  fpend  his  forty  lhafts  an  hour. 

They  fhall  be  all  found  from  the  Dukes  Exchequer-, 

He’s  come  already. 

Enter  again  the  fame  Cupid,  two  Brothers',  fx  Wo- 
men, Maskers,  Cupid’s  Bow  bent  all  the  way  to- 
wards them,  the  firfl  woman  fnging  and  playing, 
Frieji. 

SONG. 

QH  turn  thy  bow. 

Thy  power  we  feel  and  kftow. 

Fair  Cupid  turn  away  thy  Bow  : 

They  be  thofe  golden  Arrows, 

Bring  Ladies  all  their  forrows. 

And  till  there  be  more  truth  in  men. 

Never  fhoot  at  Maid  agen, 

Faf  What  a felicity  of  whores  are  here? 

And  all  my  Concubines  ftruck  bleeding  new ; 

A man  can  in  his  lifetime,  make  but  one  woman, 

But  he  may  make  his  fifty  Queans  a month. 


Cu.  Have  you  remembred  a Prieft,  honell:  brothers  ? 

1 Bro.  Yes  Silter,  and  this  is  the  young  Gentleman 

Make  you  no  queltion  of  our  faithfulness.  ’ 

2 Bro.  His  growing  ftame.  Sifter,  provokes  our  care- 
Fnejl.  He  muft  be  taken  in  this  fit  of  Love,  Gentlemen 
I Bro.  What  elfe  Sir,  he  Hiall  do’t. 

2 Bro.  Enough. 

I Bro.  Be  chearful  wench.  A dame.  Cupid  leadim 

faf  Now  by  the  ftroke  of  pleafure,  a deep  oath. 
Nimbly  hopt  Ladies  all what  height  they  bear  too  ? 

A ftory  higher  than  your  common  ftafures  • 

A little  man  muft  go  up  ftairs  to  kifs  ’em  :’ 

What  a great  fpace  there  is 
Betwixt  Loves  Dining  Chamber,  and  1us  Garret  ? 
ni  try  the  utmoft  height  the  Garret  ftoops  methinks  i 
The  rooms  are  made  all  bending,  I fee  that, 

And  not  fo  high  as  a man  takes  ’em  for.  ^ 

Cu.  Now  ifyou’ll  follow  me  Sir,  I’ve'that  power. 

To  make  them  follow  you. 

Faf.  Are  they  all  fhot 

Cu.  All , all  Sir,  every  mothers  daughter  of  ’em.  ((hot 
FaJ.  Then  there’s  no  fear  of  following  •,  if  they  be  once 

T hey ’ll  follow  a man  to  th’  devil  — As  for  you.  Sir 

Ex.  rvith  the  Lady  and  the  Ad afauers. 

Sold.  Me  Sir  ? 

I Gent.  Nay  fweet  Sir. 

Sold.  A noife,  a threatening,  did  you  not  hear  it  Sir  ? 
iGent.  Without  regard.  Sir,  lb  would  I hear  you 
Sold.  This  muft  come  to  Ibmething, never  talk  of  that  Sir 
You  never  (aw  it  otherwife. 

I Gent.  Nay  dear  merit- 

Sold.  Me  above  all  men? 

I Gent.  Troth  you  wrong  your  anger. 

Sold.  I will  be  arm’d,  my  honouraWe  Letcher. 

1 Gent.  Oh  fie  fweet  Sir. 

Sold.  That  devours  womens  honefties  by  lumps. 

And  never  chaw’ft  thy  pleafure: 

2 Gent.  What  do  you  mean,  Sir  ? 

Sold.  What  does  he  meant’ingrols  alltohimfelf? 

There’s  others  love  a whore  as  well  as  he  Sir. 

1 Gent.  Oh,  if  that  be  part  o’  th’  fury,  we  have  a City 
Is  very  well  provided  for  that  cafe-, 

Let  him  alone  with  her.  Sir,  we  have  ^^'omen 
Are  very  charitable  to  proper  men. 

And  to  a Soldier  that  has  all  his  limbs  ■, 

Marry  the  lick  and  lame  gets  not  a penny: 

Right  womens  charity,  and  the  Husbands  follow’t  too  : 
Here  comes  his  HighnefsSir. 


Enter  Du\e  and  Lords. 

Sold.  I’ll  walk  to  cool  my  felf. 

Vukg.  Who’s  that  ? 

I Gent.  The  brother  of  Shamont. 

Duke.  He’s  Brother  then 
To  all  the  Courts  love,  they  that  lo\'e  difcreetly, 

And  place  their  friendlincls  upon  defert : 

As  for  the  reft,  that  with  a double  face 
Look  upon  merit  much  like  fortunes  vilage. 

That  looks  two  ways,  both  to  life’s  calms  and  ftorms, 
I’llfo  provide  for  him,  chiefly  for  him. 

He  lhall  not  wilh  their  loves,  nor  dread  their  envies. 
And  here  comes  my  Shamont. 

Enter  Shamont. 

Sham.  That  Ladies  virtues  are  myonly  joyes, 

And  he  to  offer  to  lay  fiege  to  them  ? 

Duke.  Shamont. 

Sham.  Her  goodnefs  is  my  pride : in  all  difeourfes. 
As  often  as  I hear  ralh  tongu’d  gallants, 

Speak  rudely  of  a woman,  prefently 
I give  in  but  her  name,  and  th’are  all  filent : 

Oh  who  would  loofe  this  benefit  ? 


Exit. 
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Jjfiks-  Come  hither  Sir. 

Sham.  ’Tishke  the  Gift  of  Healing,  but  Diviner-, 

'or  that  but  cures  difeafes  in  the  body. 

This  works  a cure  on  Fame,  on  Reputation; 

T he  nobleft  piece  of  Surgery  upon  earth. 

Duke,  shamnnt  i heminds  me  iiot. 

Sham.  A Brother  do’t  ? 

Shamont  1 ^y. 

Gives  him  a touch  mth  1ms  ftvitch. 

Sham.  Ha  ? 

If  he  be  mortal,  by  this  hand  he  perilhes  • Vrarss . 

Unlefs  it  be  a ftroke  from  heaven,  he  dies  for’t. 

Why,  hov|ipw  Sir  ? ’twas  I. 
sham.  The  more^my  mifery. 

Vuhe.  U'hy,  what’s  the  matter  prethee  ? 

Sham.  Gan  you  ask  it.  Sir  ? 

No  man  elle  fhould Rood  forty  lives  before  him. 

By  this  I would  have  op’d  my  way  to  him 
jt  could  not  be  you  Sir,  excufe  him  not, 

W’hat  e’er  he  be,  as  y’are  dear  to  honor. 

That  1 may  find  my  peace  agen. 

Duke.  Forbear  I fay. 

Upon  my  love  to  truth,  ’twas  none  but  I. 

Sham.  Still  miferable  ? 

Puke.  Come,  come,  what  ails  you  Sir  ? 

Sham.  Never  fate  fliam.e  cooling  lb  long  upon  me, 
Without  a latisfaftion  in  revenge. 

And  heaven  has  made  it  here  a fin  to  wifit  it. 

Duke.  Hark  you  Sir? 

Sham.  Oh  y’ave  undone  me. 

I)ul{e.  How  ? 

Sham.  Cruelly  undone  me  j 
1 have  loR  my  peace  and  reputation  by  you ; 

Sir,  pardon  me,  I can  never  love  you  more.  Exit. 

Duke.  What  language  call  you  this  Sirs  ? 

1 Gent.  Truth  my  Lord,  I’ve  feldom  heard  a ftranger— 

2 Gent.  He  is  a man  of  a molt  curious  valour. 
Wondrous  precife,  and  pundual  in  that  virtue. 

Puke.  But  why  to  me  lb  punTual  ? my  laft  thought 
\\  as  moll:  intirely  fixt  on  his  advancements 
Why,  I came  now  to  put  him  in  pofielTion 
Of  his  fair  fortunes  : what  a mif-conceiver ’tis  ? 

And  from  a Gentleman  of  our  Chamber  meerly, 

Made  him  Vice-Admiral : I was  fetled  in’t. 

I love  him  next  to  health : call  him  Gentlemen  -, 

Why  would  not  you,  or  you,  ha’  taken  as  much. 

And  never  murmur’d  ? Exit  i Gent 

2 Gent.  Troth,  I think  we  Ihould,  my  Lord, 

And  there’s  a fellow  walks  about  the  Court, 

\y  ould  take  a hundred  of  ’em. 

Duke.  I hate  you  all  for’t.. 

And  rather  praife  his  high  pitch’d  fortitude. 

Though  in  extrcams  for  nicenefs : now  I think  on’t, 

I wourd  1 had  never  done’t — Now  Sir,  where  is  he? 

Enter  i Gentleman. 


1 Gent.  His  fute  is  only  Sir,  to  be  excus’d. 

D«%.  He  fiiall  not  be  excus’d,  1 love  himdearlier: 

Say  we  intreat  him  goe,  he  muft  not  leave  us 

Exit  two  Gentlemen, 

So  virtue  blefs  m.e,  I ne’er  knew  him  paralell’d  -, 

Why,  he’s  more  precious  to  me  now,  than  ever. 

Enter  trvoGentlemen.^  and  Shamont. 

iGent.  With  much  fair  language  w’ave  brought  him? 
Thanks — —Where is  he? 

2 Gent.  Yonder  Sir. 

Vuh^e.  Come  forward  man. 

Sham.  Pray  pardon  me,  Pmalham’d  tobefeen  Sir. 
Duke.  Was  ever  fuch  a touchie  man  heard  of? 

Prethee  come  nearer. 

Sham.  More  into  the  light  ? 


Put  not  fuch  cruelty  into  your  requells  my  Lord, 

Firll  to  dilgrace  me  publickly,  and  then  draw  me 
Into  mens  eye-fight,  with  the  Ibame  yet  hot 
Upon  my  reputation. 

Duk^e.  What  difgrace.  Sir? 

Sham.  What? 

Such  as  there  can  be  no  forgivenels  for. 

That  1 can  find  in  honour. 

Duke.  That’s  molt  llrangc.  Sir, 
sham.  Yet  I have  fearch’d  my  bolbm  to  find  one. 

And  vvrellled  with  my  inclination. 

But  ’twill  not  be would  you  had  kill’d  me  Sir. 

With  what  aneafe  had  I forgiven  you  then? 

But  to  endure  a llroke  from  any  hand 
Under  a punilhing  Angel,  which  is  jultice, 

Honor  difclaim  that  man,  for  my  part  chiefly : 

Had  it  been  yet  the  malice  of  your  fword. 

Though  it  had  cleft  me,  ’thad  been  noble  to  mej 
You  fnould  have  found  ray  thanks  paid  in  a fmile 
If  I had  fell  unworded  \ but  to  lhame  me, 

W’ith  the  correftion  that  your  horfe  Ihould  have. 

Were  you  ten  thoufand  times  my  royal  Lord, 

I cannot  love  you  never,  nor  defire  to  ferve  you  more. 

If  your  drum  call  me,  I am  vowed  to  valour. 

But  peace  lhall  never  know  me  yours  agen, 

Becaufe  I’ve  loll  mine  own,  I fpeak  to  dye  Sir*, 

W’ould  you  were  gracious  that  way  to  take  off  fliame. 

With  the  lame  Ivviftnefs  as  you  pour  it  on ; 

And  fince  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  Monarchs 
To  make  a Gentleman,  which  is  a fubflance 
Only  begot  of  merit,  they  Ihould  be  careful 
Not  to  dellroy  the  worth  of  one  fo  rare, 

W’hich  neither  they  can  make  ^ nor  loll,  repair.  Exit. 

Duke.  Y’ave  feta  fair  light  Sir  before  my  judgement. 
Which  burns  with  wondrous  clearnefs  ^ 1 acknowledge  it. 
And  your  worth  with  it : but  then  Sir,  my  love. 

My  love what  gone  agen  ? 

I Gen.  And  full  of  fcorn,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  That  language  will  undoe  the  man  that  keeps  it. 
Who  knows  no  diff’rence,  ’twixt  contempt  and  manhood. 
Upon  your  love  to  good nefs.  Gentlemen, 

Let  me  not  lofe  him  long  ; how  now  ? 


Enter  a Wuntfman. 

Huntf.  The  game’s  at  height  my  Lord, 

Duke.  Confound  both  thee  and  it : hence  break  it  offj 
He  hates  me,  brings  me  news  of  any  pleafure : 

I felt  not  fuch  a conflid  fince  I cou’d 

Dillinguifli  betwixt  worthinefs  and  bloud.  Ex. 
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Scdsna  Prim  a. 

Enter  the  two  Brothers.,  i Gentleman,  with  thofe  that 
were  the  Adafquers,  and  the  Cupid. 

I Gent.T  Heartily  commend  your  projed.  Gentlemen, 
I’Twas  wife  and  virtuous. 

1 Bro.  ’Twas  for  the  fafety 
Of  precious  honour  Sir,  which  near  bloud  binds  us  to: 
He  promis’d  the  poor  eafie  fool  there,  marriage. 

There  was  a good  Maiden-head  loll  i’th’ belief  on’t, 
Belhrew  her  hafty  confidence. 

I Gent.  Oh  no  more.  Sir, 

You  make  her  weep  agen  *,  alas  poor  Cupd  : 

Shall  Ihenot  fhift  her  felf? 

I Bro.  Oh  by  no  means  Sir  ; 

We  dare  not  have  her  feen  yet,  all  the  while 


She 
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she  keeps  this  fhape,  ’tis  but  thought  device. 

And  fhe  may  follow  him  fo  without  fufpition, 

T o fee  if  (he  can  draw  all  his  wild  paffions. 

To  one  point  only,  and  that’s  love,  the  main  point  : 

$0  far  his  Highnefs  grants,  and  gave  at  firft, 

Large  approbation  to  the  quick  conceit, 

Which  then  was  quick  indeed. 

I Gent.  You  make  her  blulh  inlboth. 

I Bro.  I fear ’tis  more  the  flag  of  fliame,  than  grace  Sir. 

1 Gent.  T hey  both  give  but  one  kind  of  colour,  Sir : 

If  it  be  bafhfulnefs  in  that  kind  taken. 

It  is  the  fame  with  grace , and  there  Ihe  weeps  agen. 

In  truth  y’are  too  hard,  much,  much  too  bitter  Sir, 
llnlefs  you  mean  to  have  her  weep  her  eyes  out, 

To  play  a Cz/pii  truly. 

I Bro.  Come  ha’  done  then ; 

V\'e  fhould  all  fear  to  fin  fir  ft  ^ for  ’tis  Certain, 

When  ’tis  once  lodg’d,  though  entertain’d  in  mirth. 

It  muft  be  wept  out,  if  it  e’er  come  forth. 

I Gent.  Now  ’tis  lb  well.  I’ll  leave  you. 

I Bro.  Faithfully  welcome.  Sir, 

Go  Cupid  to  your  charge  •,  he’s  your  own  now  •, 

If  he  want  love,  none  will  be  blam’d  but  you. 

Cu.  The  ftrangeft  marriage,  and  unfortunat’ft  Bride 
That  ever  humane  memory  contain’d  ^ 

I cannot  bemyfelf  for’t..  Exit. 

Enter  the  Clovpn. 

Clove.  Oh  Gentlemen? 

r Bro.  How  now.  Sir,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

do.  His  melancholly  pafiion  is  half’  fpent  already. 

Then  comes  his  angry  fit  at  the  very  tail  on’t. 

Then  comes  in  my  pain,  gentlemen  •,  h’as  beat  me  e’en  to  a 
Cullis.  I am  nothing-,  right  worfhipful.  but  very  pap, 

And  jelly:  I have  no  bones,  my  body’s  all  one  bulinefs. 
They  talk  of  ribs  and  chines  moft  freely  abroad  i’th’  world. 
Why,  i have  no  fuch  thing  s who  ever  lives  to  fee  me  dead. 
Gentlemen,  lhall  find  me  all  mummie  good  to  fill  Gallipots, 
And  long  dildo  glafies:  I lhall  not  have  a bone  to  throw 
At  a dog. 

Omnes.  Alas  poor  vafialj  how  he  goes  ? 

Clo.  Oh  Gentlemen, 

I am  unjoynted,  do  but  think  o’  that : 

’ Mybreaft  is  beat  into  my  maw,  that  what  I eat, 

I am  fain  to  take’t  in  all  at  mouth  with  fpoons  -, 

A lamentable  hearing  •,  and  ’tis  well  known,  my  belly 
Is  driven  into  my  back. 

I earn’d  four  Crowns  a month  moft  dearly  Gentlemen, 
-And  one  he  muft  have  when  the  fit’s  upon  him. 

The  Privy-purfe  allows  it,  and ’tisthriftinefs, 

..He  would  break  el  fe  fame  forty  pounds  in  Cafements, 

And  in  five  hundred  years  undo  the  Kingdom : 

I have  call:  it  up  to  a quarrel. 

1 Bro.  There’s  a fellow  kickt  about  Court,  1 would 
.He  had  his  place,  brother,  but  for  one  fit  of  his  indignation. 

2 Bro.  Andfuddainly  1 have  thought  upon  a means  for’t. 

1 Bro,  I prethee  how  ? 

2 Bro.  ’Tis  but  preferring.  Brother 
This  ftockfifh  to  his  fervice,  with  a Letter 

Of  commendations,  the  fame  way  he  wiflies  it, 

And  then  you  win  his  heart : for  o’  my  knowledge 
He  has  laid  wait  this  half  year  for  a fellow 
That  will  be  beaten,  and  with  a fafe  confcience 
We  may  commend  the  carriage  of  this  man  in’t  •, 
•Nowfervants  he  has  kept,  luity  tall  feeders. 

But  they  have  beat  him,  and  turn’d  themfeives  away: 

Now  one  that  would  endure,  is  like  to  ftay. 

And  get  good  wages  of  him  •,  and  the  fervice  too 
Is  ten  times  milder.  Brother,  I would  not  wilh  it  elfe. 

I fee  the  fellow  has  a fore  crulh’d  body, 

And  the  more  need  he  has  to  be  kick’d  at  eafe.  (Mafter. 
Clorv.  I fweet  Gentlemen, a kick  of  ea(e,fend  me  to  fuch  a 
2 Bro.  No  more  I fay,we  have  one  for  thee,  a foft  footed 
One  that  wears  wooll  in’s  toes.  (Mafter, 


Clon\  Oh  Gentlemen,  foft  garments  may  you  wear, 

Soft  skins  may  you  wed, 

But  as  plump  as  pillows,  both  for  white  and  red. 

And  now  will  I reveal  a fecret  to  you. 

Since  you  provide  for  my  poor  tlclh  fo  tenderly. 

Has  hir’d  meer  rogues  out  of  his  chamber  window, 

To  beat  the  .Soldier,  Monlieur  Sb^wowt’s Brother; 

1 Bro.  That  nothing  concerns  us,  Sir. 

Clove.  Fornocauic,  Gentlemen, 

Unlels  it  befor  w'catiug  Shoulder-points, 

With  longer  taggs  than  his. 

2 Bro, Is  not  that  fomewhat  ? 

Birlakin  Sir,  the  difference  of  long  taggs, 

Hascoft  many  a mans  life,  and  advanc’d  other  fome, 

Come  follow  me. 

Clotv.  See  what  a gull  ami: 

Oh  every  man  in  his  profeffion 
I know  a thump  now  as  judicioufiy, 

As  the  proudeft  he  that  walks.  I’ll  except  none  3 
Come  to  a tagg, how  Ihort  I fall?  I’m  gone.  Exeunt 

Enter  Lapet. 

Lap.  I have  been  ruminating  with  my  felf, 

W hat  honor  a manlofes  by  a kick : 

Whyj  what’s  a kick?  thefuryof  a foot, 

Whofe  indignation  commonly  is  Itainpt 
Upon  the  hinder  quarter  cf  a man  : 

Which  is  a place  very  unfit  for  honor. 

The  world  will  confefs  fo  much  : 

Then  what  dilgrace  I pray,  doesthot  partfiiffer 
Where  honor  never  comes,  I’de  ain  know  that 
This  being  well  forc’d,  and  urg’d,  may  have  the  power 
To  move  moft  Gallants  to  take  kickb  in  tune. 

And  Ipurnout  the  dudloesout  o’th’  kingdom. 

For  they  that  Hand  upon  their  honor  moft. 

When  they  conceive  there  is  no  honor  loft. 

As  by  a Table  that  I have  invented 

For  that  purpofe  alone,  lhall  appear  plainly, 

W'hich  fnews  the  vanity  of  all  blows  at  large. 

And  with  what  eafe  they  may  be  took  of  all  fides, 
Numbring  but  twice  o’er  the  Letters  patience 
From  C.P.  to  E.I.  doubt  not  but  in  fmall  time 
To  fee  a diffblution  of  all  bloud-fhed. 

If  the  reform’d  Kkk^  do  but  once  get  up : 

For  what  a lamentable  folly  ’tis, 

If  we  obferve’t,  for  every  little  jiiftic, 

Which  is  but  the  ninth  part  of  a found  thump, 

In  our  meek  computation,  we  hiuft  fight  forlooth,  yes,  , 
If  I kill,  I’m  hang’d if  I be  kill’d  my  felf, 

I dye  for’t  alfo : is  not  this  trim  wifdom  > 

Now  for  the  Co»,  a may  may  be  well  beaten. 

Yet  pafs  aw'ay  his  fourfeore  years  fmooth  after : 

1 had  a Father  did  it,  and  to  my  power 
I will  not  be  behind  him. 

Enter  Shamont. 

Sham.  Oh  well  met. 

Lap.  Now  a fine or  two,  1 look  for’t  duly. 

Sham.  I’ve  been  to  feek  you. 

Lap.  Let  me  know  your  Lodging,  Sir, 

I’ll  come  to  you  once  a day,  and  ufe  your  plcafure.  Sir, 
Sham.  I’m  made  the  fitteft  man  for  thy  lociety : 

I’ll  live  and  dye  with  thee,  come  ffiew  me  a chamber  j 
There  is  no  houfe  but  thine,  but  only  thine. 

That’s  fit  to  cover  me : I’ve  took  a blow,  firrah. 

Lap.l  would  you  had  indeed;  why,  you  may  fee.  Sir  ^ 
You’ll  all  come  to’tin  time,  when  my  Book’s  out. 

Sham.  Since  I did  fee  thee  laft.  I’ve  took  a blow. 

Lap.  PhaSir,  that’s  nothing:  ( ha’ took  forty  fince. 
Sham.  What  ? and  I charg’d  thee  thou  Ihouldft  not  ? 

Lap.  I Sir,  you  might  charge  your  pleafure. 

But  they  would  give’t  me,  whether  1 would  or  no. 

R r r Sham. 
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Shjni.  Oh,  I walk  without  my  peace,  Pve  no  companion 
Frethee  relolveme,  for  I cannot  aske  ( now  ^ 

A man  more  beaten  to  experience. 

Than  thou  art  in  this  kind,  what  manner  of  blow 
Is  held  their.oil;  difgracefiil,  or  diftafteful  ? 
for  thou  doll-  only  cenfure  ’em  by  the  hurt. 

Not  by  the  fliame  they  do  thee  : yet  having  felt 
Abufes  of  all  kinds,  thou  may’ll;  deliver, 

Though’t  be  by  chance,  the  mofl;  injurious  one. 

Ljp.  You  put  meto’t,  Sir;,  but  to  tell  you  truth. 
They’re  allasone  with  me,  little  exception. 

ShamTl  at  little  may  do  much,  let’s  have  it ‘from  you. 

L ap.  With  all  the  fpeed  I may,  firll;  then,  and  foremoll, 
I hold  lb  reverently  of  the  Bajiinado^  Sir, 

That  if  it  were  the  dearell  friend  i’th’  world, 

I’de  put  it  into  his  hand. 

Sbanu  Go  tco,  I’ll  pafs  that  then. 

Lap.  Y’are  the  more  happy.  Sir, 

Would  I were  paft  it  too : 

But  being  accullom’d  to’t.  It  is  the  better  carried. 

Shani.W  ill  you  forward  ? 

Lip,  Then  there’s  your  •^on's:  roherit  and  your 
Lfigson  the  hair,  your  bob  o’th’  lips,  a whelp  on’t, 

I ne’er  could  find  much  difference  ; Now  your  thnmp^ 

A thing  deriv’d  firll  from  your  Hemp-beaters, 

Takes  a mans  wind  aw'ay,  moll  fpitefully  : 

There’s  nothing  that  deftroys  a Collick  like  it, 

For’t  leaves  no  wind  i’th’  body. 

Sham.  On  Sir,  on. 

Lap.  Pray  give  me  leave,  I’m  out  of  breath  with  thinking 
Sham.  This  is  far  off  yet.  (on’t. 

Lap.  For  thQtxpmgehy  th’nofe, 

’Tis  certainly  unfightly,  fo  my  Tables  lays,  , 

But  helps  againlt  the  head-ach,  wond’rous  flrangely. 
Sham.  Is’t  polTible  ? 

I.ap.  Oh  your  crnjh'*d  mftrils  Hakes  your  opilatioyi., 

And  makes  your  pent  powers  flulh  to  wholfome fneezes. 

Sham.  I never  thought  there  had  been  half  that  virtue 
In  a wrung  nofe  before. 

Oh  plenitude, Sir: 

Now  come  we  lower  to  our  modern  Ktck^., 

Which  has  been  mightily  in  ule  of  late. 

Since  our  young  men  drank  Coltsfoot : and  I grant  you, 

’Tis  a molt  fcornful  wrong,  caufe  the  foot  plays  it-, 

But  mark  agen,  how  we  that  take’t,  requite  it 
With  the  likefcorn,  for  we  receive  it  backward  j 
And  can  there  be  a worfe  dilgrace  retorted  ? 

Sham.  Aad  is  this  all.^* 

Lap.  All  but  a Lttg  by  th’’  ear.^ 

Or  filch  a trifle. 

Sham.  Happy  fufferer. 

All  this  is  nothing  to  the  wrong  I bear : 

I fee  the  worfe  difgrace,  thou  never  felt’ll  yet  ^ 

It  isfo  far  from  thee,  thon  carill  not  think  on’t  ; 

Nor  dare  I let  thee  know,  it  is  fo  abjedl.  (for’t 

Lap.  hvould  you  would  though,  that  I might  prepare 
For  I lhall  ha’t  at  one  time  or  another  .- 
If’t  be  a thrrackey  ^ make  account  of  that^ 

There’s  no  new  falhion’d  fwap  that  e’er  came  up  yet. 

But  I’ve  the  firll  on  ’em,  1 thank  ’em  for’t. 

Enter  the  Lady  and  Servants. 

La.  Hall  thou  enquir’d  ? 

I Strv.  But  can  hear  nothing.  Madam. 

Sham.  If  there  be  but  fo  much  fubllance  in  thee 
To  make  a Ihelterfor  a man  difgrac’d. 

Hide  my  departure  from  that  glorious  woman 
That  comes  with  all  perfection  about  her : 

So  noble,  that  I dare  not  be  feen  of  her. 

Since  lliamc  took  hold  of  me:  upon  thy  life 
No  mention  of  me. 

Lap.  I ll  cut  out  my  tongue  firll. 

Before  I’ll  loofe  my  life,  there’s  more  belongs  to’t. 


Lad.  See  there’s  a Gentleman,  enquire  of  him. 

2 Ser.  For  Monfieur  Shamont.^  Madam  ? 

Lad.  For  whom  elfe.  Sir  ? ‘ 

I Serv.  W'hy,  this  fellow  dares  not  fee  him. 

Lad.  How  ? 

I Serv^  ShamoKtj  Madam  ? 

His  very  name’s  worfe  than  a Feaver  to  him. 

And  when  he  cries,  there’s  nothing  llil’s  him  Iboner  r, 
Madam,  your  Page  of  thirteen  is  tco  hard  for  him, 

’Twas  try’d  i’th’  wood-yard. 

Lad.  Alas  poor  grieved  Merit! 

What  is  become  of  him  ? if  he  once  fail, 

Virtue  lliall  find  fmall  friendfhip : farewel  then 
To  Ladies  worths,  for  any  hope  in  men. 

He  lov’d  for  goodnefs,  not  for  W ealth,  or  Lull, 

After  the  \yorlds  foul  dotage,  he  ne’er  courted 
The  body,  but  the  beauty  of  the  mind, 

A thing  which  common  courtlhip  never  thinks  on  : 

All  his  affeClions  were  Ib  Iweet  and  fair, 

There isno  hope  for fameif  hedefpair. 

Exit  Lady  and  Serv. 

Enter  the  Clorvn.  He  kjckj  Lapet. 

t 

Lap.  Good  morrow  to  you  agen  moll  heartily.  Sir, - 
Cry  you  mercy,  I heard  you  not,  I was  fomewhat  bulie. 

Clorsa.  He  takes  it  as  familiarly,  as  an  Ave, 

Or  precious  falutation : I was  fick  till  I had  one, 

Becaufe  I am  fo  us’d  fo’t. 

Lap.  However  you  deierve,your  friends  and  mine,  here 
Give  you  large  commendations  i’this  Letter, 

They  lay  you  will  endure  well. 

Cloa>.  I’de  be  loath 

To  prove ’em  liers : I’ve  endur’d  as  much 
As  mortal  pen  and  ink  canfet  me  down  for. 

Lap.  Say  you  me  fb  7 

Clovp.  I know  and  feel  it  fo.  Sir, 

I have  it  under  Black  and  White  already  ; 

I need  no  Pen  to  paint  me  out. 

Lap.  He  fits  me. 

And  hits  my  wilhes  pat,  pat  ; I was  ne’er 
In  polfibility  to  be  better  mann’d, 

For  he’s  half  lame  already,  I fee’t  plain. 

But  take  no  notice  on’t,  for  fear  I make 

The  rafeal  proud,  and  dear,  to  advance  his  wages  j 

Firll,  let  me  grow  into  particulars  with  you  \ 

What  have  you  endur’d  of  worth?  let  me  hear. 

Clovp.  Marry  Sir,  I’m  almoll  beaten  blind. 

Lap.  That’s  pretty  w^ell  for  a beginning. 

But  many  a Mill-horfe  has  endur’d  as  much. 

Clove.  Shame  o’th’  Millers  heart  for  his  unkindnefs  then. 
Lap.  Well  Sir,  what  then? 

Clovp.  I’ve  been  twice  thrown  down  flairs,  jufl  before  fup- 
Lap.  Puh,  lb  have  I,  that’s  nothing.  (per, 

Clovp.  I but  Sir, 

Was  yours  pray  before  fupper  ^ 

Lap.  There  thou  pofeft  me. 

C/oW.  I marry,  that’s  it,  ’t  had  been  lels  grief  to  me. 

Had  I but  fill’d  my  belly,  and  then  tumbled, 

But  to  be  flung  down  falling,  there’5  the  dolour. 

Lap.  It  would  have  griev’d  me,  that  indeed  : proceed  Sir. 
Clo.  I have  been  pluck’d  and  tugg’d  by  th’  hair  o’th’  head 
About  a Gallery,  half  an  Acre  long. 

Lap.  Yes,  that’s  a good  one,  I mull  needs  confels, 

A principal  good  one  that,  an  abfolute  good  one, 

I have  beentrode  upon,  and  fpurn’d  ab^out. 

But  never  tugg’d  by  th’  hair,  I thank  my  fates. 

Clovp.  Oh  ’tis  a fpiteful  pain. 

Lap.  Peace,  never  Ipeak  on’c, 

For  putting  men  in  mind  on’t.j 
Clovp.  To  conclude. 

Pm  burften  Sir:  my  belly  will  hold  no  meat. 

Lap.  No?  that  makes  amends  for  all. 

Clovp.  Unlefs  ’t  be  puddings. 

Or 
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Or  fuch  faft  food,  any  loofe  thing  beguiles  me,  I’m  ne’er  the 
Lap.  Sheeps-heads  will  ftay  with  thee  ? (better  for’t. 
Clo.  Yes  Sir,  or  Chaldrons. 

, Lap.  Very  well  fir: 

Your  burften  fellows  mulb  take  heed  of  furfets : 

Strange  things  it  feems,  you  have  endur’d  ^ 

Clo.  Too  true  Sir. 

Lap.  But  now  the  queftion  is,  what  you  will  endure 
Hereafter  in  my  fervice  > 

Clo.  Anything 

That  fhallbe  reafon  Sir,  for  I’m  but  frothy 

Much  like  a thing  new  calv’d,  or  come  more  nearer  Sir, 

Y’avefeen  a clufterof  Frog-fpawns  in  April., 

E’en  fuch  a ftarch  am  I,  as  weak  and  tender 
As  a green  woman  yet. 

Lap.  Now  I know  this, 

I will  be  very  gently  angry  with  thee. 

And  kick  thee  carefully. 

Clopp.  Oh  I.  fweet  Sir. 

Lap.  Peace,  when  thou  art  offer’d  well,  left  I begin  now. 
Your  friends  and  mine  have  writ  here  for  your  truth, 
They’ll  pafs  their  words  themfelves,  and  I muft  meet  ’em. 

Clow.  Then  have  you  all : Exit. 

As  for  my  honefty,  there  is  no  fear  of  that. 

For  I have  ne’er  a whole  bone  about  me.  Exit. 


Mttpck^  Enter  the  paffionate  Cofm.,  rudely^  and  carele/ly  ap- 
parrelPd.,  unbraced.,  and  untrufs’d.  Lhe  C\y^\<ifoliowing. 

(Ibme, 

Cup.  Think  upon  love,  which  makes  all  creatures  hand- 
Seemly  for  eye-iight  ^ goe  not  lb  diffufedly, 

There  are  great  Ladies  purpofe  Sir  to  vifit  you. 

?af.  Grand  plagues,{hutinmy  ca(ements,-that  the  breaths 
Of  their  Coach -mares  reek  not  into  my  noftrils  j 
Thofe  beafts  are  but  a kind  of  bawdy  fore-runneri. 

Cup.  It  is  not  well  with  you. 

When  you  fpeak  ill  of  fair  Ladies. 

Paf.  Fair  mifchiefs,  give  me  a neft  of  Owls  and  take ’em  ^ 
Happy  is  he,  lay  I,  whofe  window  opens 
To  a brown  Bakers  chimney,  he  ftiall  be  fure  there 
To  hear  the  Bird  fometimes  after  twilight: 

What  a fine  thing  ’tis  methinks  to  have  our  garments 
Sit  loofe  upon  us  thus,  thus  carelefly. 

It  is  more  manly,  and  more  mortifying  ^ 

For  we  ’re  lb  much  the  readier  for  our  fiirouds : 

For  how  ridiculous  wer’t,  to  have  death  come. 

And  take  a fellow,  pinn’d  up  like  a Miftrifs? 

About  his  neck  a Ruffj  like  a pinch’d  Lanthorn, 

Which  School-boys  make  in  winter  ^ and  his  doublet 
So  clofe  and  pent,  as  if  he  fear’d  one  prifbn 
Would  notbeftrong  enough,  to  keep  his  foul  in’-,  • 

But’s  Tailor  makes  another : 

And  truftrae^  (for  I know’t  when  I lov’d  Cupid 
He  does  endure  much  pain,  for  the  poor  praife 
Of  a neat  fitting  fuit. 

Cup.  One  may  be  handlbme.  Sir, 

And  yet  not  pain’d,  nor  proud. 

Paf.  There  you  lie  Cupid., 

As  bad  as  Mercury : there  is  no  handfbmnefs. 

But  has  a walh  of  Pride  and  Luxury, 

And  you  go  there  too  Awaydifiembler,  ; 

Thou  tak’ft  the  deeds  part,  which  befools  us  all ; 

Thy  Arrow  heads  fhoot  out  finners : hence  away. 

And  after  thee  I'll  fend  a powerful  charm. 

Shall  banifh  thee  for  ever. 

Cup.  Never,  never, 

I am  too  fure  thine  own.  Exit. 


Paf,  Sings. 

Ettce  all  you  vaiu  Delights^ 

] As  J]?ort  as  are  the  rsigkts., 

Wherein  you  jpcnd  your  folly., 

"There  s nought  in  this  life  fveet. 

If  man  were  rvije  to  feed. 

But  only  mel  nicholly. 

Oh  (jvceteji  melanchoUy. 

Welcome  folded  Arms.,  and  fixed  Eyes., 

A (Igh  that  piercing  mortifies, 

A look  thafs  fafi’ned  to  the  ground, 

A tongue  chain’d  up  vpithout  a found. 

Fount  lin  heads,  and  pat  hie fs  Groves, 

Places  which  pale  p.tjjion  loves  : 

Moon-light  walks,  when  all  the  Forth 
Are  warmly  hous'd.  Cave  Bats  and  Owls  5 
A mid-night  Bell,  a parting  groan, 

Thefe  are  the  founds  we  feed  upon  , 

Then  f retch  our  bones  in  a fill  gloomy  valley, 
Nothing  sfo  dainty  Jw..et,as  lovely  melanchoUy. 

Exit. 

Enter  at  another  door  Lapct,  the  Cupid’j-  Brothers 
watching  bit  coining. 

1 Bro.  So,  fo,  the  Woodcock’s  ginn’d 
Keep  this  door  faft  brother. 

2 B ro.  I’ll  warrant  this. 

1 Bro.  I’ll  goe  incenfe  him  inftantly  •, 

I know  the  way  to’t. 

2 Bro.  Will’tnot  be  too  foon  think  you. 

And  make  two  fits  break  into  one? 

I Bro.  Pah,  no,  noi  the  tail  of  his  melancholy 
Is  always  the  head  of  his  anger,  and  follows  as  dole. 

As  the  Report  follows  the  powder. 

Lap.  This  is  the  ap|X)inted  place,  and  the  hour  ftruck. 

If  I can  get  fecurity  for’s  truth, 

I’ll  never  mind  his  honefty,  poor  worm, 

I durft  lay  him  by  my  wife,  which  is  a benefit 
Which  many  Mailers  ha’  not : I fliall  ha’  no  Maid 
Now  got  with  child,  but  what  I getmyfelf. 

And  that’s  no  finall  felicity : in  moft  places 
Th’aregotby  th’  Men,  and  put  upon  the  Mailers, 

Nor  fhall  I be  refilled  when  I ftrike, 

For  he  can  hardly  Hand;,  thefe  are  great  bleflings. 

Paf.  I want  my  food,  deliver  me  a Varlet.  JCithin. 

Lap.  How  now,  from  whence  comes  that  ? 

Paf.  I am  allow’d  a carkafs  toinfultonj 
Where’s  the  villain  ? 

Lap.  He  means  not  me  I hope. 

Paf  My  maintenance  raftals  my  bulk,  my  exhibition. 

Dap.  Blefs  us  all. 

What  names  are  thefe?  Would  I were  gone  agen. 

7 hepajponate  man  enters  in  fury  with  a Truncheon. 

He  Sings. 

ACurfi  upon  thee  for  a (lave. 

Art  thou  here,  and  heardfi  me  rave 
Fly  not  fparklesfrom  mine  eye. 

To  Jhew  my  indignation  nigh  .<? 

Am  I not  aU  foam,  and  fre. 

With  voice  as  hoarfe  as  a Town-crier  ^ 

How  my  hack.  fmts  together. 

With  jury,  as  old  mens  with  weather  .<? 

Cohldfi  thou  not  hear  my  teeth  gnafs  hither} 

R r r 2 Lap 
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L'^p.  No  truIy,Sir,  I thought  ’thadbeen  a Squirrel, 
Sj.aving  a Hazel-nut.  , ^ , r 

p.iC  Death- Hell,  Fiends,  and  darknefs. 

I will  thralh  thy  maiingy  carkafs. 

Lap.  Oh  fweetSir. 

Paf.  There  cannot  be  too  many  tortures. 

Spent  upon  thole  louzie  Quarters.  ^ . n , j 

Lap.  Hold,  oh.  domifor  dead, 

pjf.  Thy  bones  lhall  rue,  thy  bones  fliall  rue. 

Sings  again. 

THoh  fcftrvj^  mot^gril  Toad., 

Mijchkfon  thee  , 

Light  upon  thee. 

All  the  plagues 

That  can  confound  thee 

Or  did  ever  raign  abroad  : 

Better  a thoufand  lives  it  coji. 

Than  have  brave  anger  fpilt  or  loft. 


The  very  vomit.  Sir,  of  Holpitals, 

Bridewels,  and  Spittle-houfes  •,  fuch  nafty  fmellers. 

That  if  they’d  been  unfurnifh’d  of  Club-Truncheons, 
They  might  have  cudgell’d  me  with  their  very  ftinks. 

It  was  fo  ftrong,  and  ftnrdy ; and  lliall  this. 

This  filthy  injury,  befet  off  withmadnefs? 

i Gen.  Nay,  take  your  own  blonds  counfel,Sir,  hereafter, 
I’ll  deal  no  further  in’t:  if  you  remember. 

It  was  not  come  to  blows,  when  I advis’d  you. 

Sold.  No,  but  I ever  faid,  ’twould  come  tolbmething, 
And’tis  upon  me,  thank  him:  were  he  kin 
To  all  the  mighty  Emperors  upon  earth. 

He  has  not  now  in  life  three  hours  to  reckon  •, 

I watch  but  a free  time. 

i Enter  Shamont. 


Exit. 


Lap,  May  I open  mine  eyes  yet,  and lafely peep: 
I’ll  try  a groonfirft— oh— Nay  then  he’sgone. 
There  was  no  other  policy  but  to  dy. 

Fie  would  ha’  made  me  elfe.  Ribs  are  you  fore . 

I was  ne’er  beaten  to  a tune  before. 

Enter  the  tn>o  Brothers. 

I Bro.  Lapet, 

Lap.  Agen? 

I Bro.  Look,  look,  he’s  flat  agen, 

And  ffretched  out  like  a Coarle,  a handful  longer 
' Than  he  walks,  trull  me  brother.  Why  Lapet 
I hold  my  life  wefhall  not  get  him  fpeaknow : 
xMonfieur  Lapef,  it  muff  be  a privy  token. 

If  any  thing  fetch  him,  he’s  fo  far  gone 


iGent.  Your  noble  brother.  Sir,  I’ll  leave  you  now.  Ex 
Sham.  Soldier,  I would  I could  perfwade  my  thoughts 
From  thinking  thee  a brother,  as  I can 
My  tongue  from  naming  on’t : thou  haft  no  friend  here. 
But  fortune  and  thy  own  llrength  truR  to  them. 

Sham.  Treachery  to  virtue  •, 

Thy  treachery,  thy  faithlefs  circumvention : 

Has  Honor  fo  few  daughters,  never  fewer. 

And  mull  thou  aim  thy  treachery  at  the  belt  ? 

The  very  front  of  virtue, that  blefl  Lady  ? the  Dukes  Sifter  ? 
Created  more  for  admirations  caufe. 

Than  for  loves  ends  ^ whole  excellency  Iparkles 
More  in  Divinity,  than  mortal  beauty  •, 

And  as  much  difference  ’twixther  mind  and  body. 

As  ’twixt  this  earths  poor  centre,  and  the  Sun : 

And  could ’ft  thou  be  lb  injurious  to  fair  goodnels, 

Tails  again.  [ Once  to  attempt  to  court  her  down  to  frailty  > 

Or  put  her  but  in  mind  that  there  is  weaknels, 

Sin,  and  defire,  which  flie  Ihould  never  hear  of? 

Wretch,  thou’ft  committed  worfe  than  Sacriledge, 

In  the  attempting  on’t,  and  ought’ft  to  dye  for’t. 

Sold.  I rather  ought  to  do  my  bell,  to  live.  Sir. 
Provoke  me  not  *,  for  I’ve  a wrong  fits  on  me. 

That  makes  me  apt  for  mifehief  1 lhali  lofe 


We  come  to  pals  our  words  for  your  mans  truth.  ^ — 

Lap  Oh  Gentlemen  y’are  welcome:  lhave  been  thralh  d All  refpeefts  fuddainlyof  friendlhip.  Brother-hood, 
2 Bro.  How  ? thralh’d  Sir  ? 0’  ^aith.  Or  any  found  that  way. 


2 Bro.  

Lap.  Never  was  Shrove-tuefday  Bird 
So  cudgell’d.  Gentlemen. 

I Bro.  Pray  how.?  by  whom  Sir 
Lap.  Nay,  that  I know  not. 

I Not  who  did  this  wrong? 

Lap.  Only  a thing  came  like  a Walking  Song? 
. I Bro.  What  beaten  with  a Song  ? 

Lap.  Never  more  tightly,  Gentlemen: 

Such  crotchets  happen  now  and  then,  methmks 
He  that  endures  well,  of  all  waters  drinks. 


Exeunt. 


ABus  QuartuSi 


Sceena  Prim  a. 

Enter  Shamont’s  Brother,  the  Soldier,  and  i Gentleman. 

Sold.\7L'i,  yes,  this  was  a Madman,  Sir,  with  you, 

1 A paffionate  Mad-man. 

, Gen  Who  would  ha’  looktfor  this.  Sir? 

Sold.  And  mull  be  priviledg’d  : a pox  priviledge  him : 
I was  never  fo  dry  beaten  lince  I was  born. 

And  by  a litter  of  rogues,  meer  rogues,  the  whole  twenty 
Had  not  above  elbows  amongll  ’em  all  too : 

And  the  moll  part  of  thofe  left-handed  rafcals. 


Sham.  But  ’ware  me  moll  •, 

For  I come  with  a two-edg’d  injury  *, 

Both  my  difgrace,  and  thy  apparent  fallhood, 

Which  mull  he  dangerous. 

Sold.  I courted  her.  Sir  -, 

Love  ftarve  me  with  delays,  when  I confels  it  not. 

Sham.  There’s  nothing  then  but  death 
Can  be  a pennance  fit  for  that  confelTion. 

Sold.  But  far  from  any  vitious  taint. 

Sham.  Oh  Sir, 

Vice  is  a mighty  ftranger  grown  to  courtlhip. 

Sold.  Nay,  then  the  fury  of  my  wrong  light  on  thee. 

Enter  i Gentleman,  and  others. 

I Gen.  Forbear,  the  Duke’s  at  hand. 

Here,  hard  at  hand,  upon  my  reputation. 

Sold.  I mull  do  fomething  now. 

Sham.  I’ll  follow  you  clofe  Sir. 

1 Gen.  We  muft  intreat  you  mull  not  -,  for  the  Duke 
j Defires  fome  conference  with  you. 

Sham.  Let  me  go. 

As  y’are  Gentlemen. 

2 Gent.  Faith  we  dare  not  Sir. 

Sham.  Dare  ye  be  falfe  to  honor,  and  yet  dare  not 

Do  a man  juftice  ? give  me  leave 

1 Good  fweet  Sir. 

I H’as  fent  twice  for  you. 


Ex.  Sold. 


Sham.  Is  this  brave,  or  manly  ? 
iGent.  I prethce  be  conform’d. 
Sham.  Death 


Eater 
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Enter  Dftke. 

1 Gent.  Peace,  he’s  come  in  troth. 

Sham.  Oh  have  you  betraid  me  to  my  (hame  afredi  ? 
How  am  I bound  to  loath  you  ? 

Dukf.  Shamont.,  welcome, 

I fent  twice. 

2 Gent.  But  my  Lord,  he  never  heard  on’t. 

Sham.  Pray  pardon  him,  for  his  falfcnefs,  I did  Sir, 

Both  times  •,  I’d  rather  be  found  rude,  than  faithlefs. 

I love  that  bluntnefs  dearly  ; h’as  novice. 

But  is  more  manly  than  fome  others  virtue. 

That  lets  it  out  only  for  Ihew  or  profit. 

Sham.  Will’t  pleafe  you  quit  me, Sir, I’ve  urgent  bufinefs.^ 
J)uks>  Come,  you’re  fo  hafty  now,  I fent  for  you 
To  a better  end. 

Sham.  And  if  it  be  an  end, 

Better  or  worle,  1 thank  your  goodnels  for’t. 

Tuke.  I’ve  ever  kept  that  bounty  in  condition. 

And  thankfulnels  in  bloud,  which  well  becomes 

Both  Prince  and  Subjeft,  that  where  any  wrong 

Bears  my  imprelTion,  or  the  hafty  figure 

Of  my  repented  anger,  I’m  a Law 

Ev’n  to  my  fell,  and  doom  my  felf  moft  ftriftly 

To  Juftice,  and  a noble  fatisfaftion : 

So  that,  what  you,in  tendernefs  of  honor. 

Conceive  to  belofsto  you,  which  is  nothing 
But  curious  opinion,  I’ll  reftore  agen. 

Although  I give  you  the  belt  part  of  Genoa., 

And  take  to  boot  but  thanks  for  your  amends. 

Sham.  Oh  miferable  fatisfaftion. 

Ten  times  more  wretched  than  the  wrong  it  felf ; 

Never  was  i 11  better  made  good  with  worfe : 

Shall  it  be  laid,  that  my  pofterity 

Shall  live  the  foie  heir  of  their  fathers  fliame  ? 

And  raife  their  wealth  and  glory  from  my  ftripes  ? 

You  have  provided  nobly,  bounteous  Sir, 

For  my  difgrace,  to  make  it  live  for  ever, 

Out-lafting  Brafs  or  Marble : 

This  is  my  fears  conftruftion,  and  a deep  one. 

Which  neither  argument  nor  time  can  alter: 

Yet  I dare  fwear,  I wrong  your  goodnefs  in’t  Sir, 

And  the  moft  fair  intent  on  t,  which  I reverence 
With  admiration,  that  in  you  a Prince, 

Should  be  fofweet  and  temperate  a condition. 

To  offer  to  reftore  where  you  may  ruine. 

And  do’t  with  juftice,  and  in  me  afervant. 

So  harfh  a difpofition,  that  I cannot 

Forgive  where  I Ihould  honor,  and  am  bound  to’t. 

But  I have  ever  had  that  curiofity 
In  bloud,  and  tendernels  of  reputation 
Such  an  antipathy  againft  a blow, 

I cannot  fpeak  the  reft : Good  Sir  difeharge  me. 

It  is  not  fit  that  I Ihould  ferve  you  more. 

Nor  come  fo  near  you;,  I’m  made  now  for  privacy. 

And  a retir’d  condition,  that’s  my  lliit: 

To  part  from  Court  for  ever,  my  laft  fuit^j 
And  as  you  profefs  bounty,  grant  me  that  Sir. 

I would  deny  thee  nothing. 

Sham.  Health  reward  you.  Sir  Exit. 

Duke-  Fft*s  gone  agen  already,  and  takes  hold 
Of  any  opportunity  ; not  riches 

Can  purchafe  him,  nor  honors,  peaceably,  ‘ (him. 

And  force  were  brutilh : what  a gredt  worth’s  gone  with 
.\cd  but  a Gentleman  ? well,  for  his  fake, 

►I’ll  ne’er  offend  more,  thofe  I cannot  make. 

They  were  his  words,  and  (hall  be  dear  to  memory. 

Say  1 defire  to  fee  him  once  agen  ^ _ 

Yetftay,  he’s  fo  well  forward  of  his  peace, 

’Twere  pity  to  difturb  him  : he  would  groan 
Like  a foul  fetch’d  agen  •,  and  that  were  injury. 

And  I’ve  wrong’d  his  degree  too  much  already. 

! Call  forth  the  Gentleman  of  our  chambet  inftantly. 


I Serv.  I lhall  my  Lord.  THthin. 

Vukf.  I may  forget  agen. 

And  therefore  will  prevent;  theftrain  of  this 
Troubles  me  fo,  one  would  not  hazard  more. 

Enter  i Gent,  and  divers  others. 

Gent.  Your  W’ill  my  Lord  ? 

T)uk^.  Yes;,  I difeharge  you  all. 

2 Gent.  My  Lord 

Vti^e.  Your  places  fliall  be  otherwife  difpos’d  of. 

^Cent,  Why  sir.? 

Z)«^e.  Reply  not,  Idifmifsyou  all: 

Y’are  Gentlemen,  your  worths  will  find  you  fortunes  j 
Nor  lhall  your  farewell  taxe  me  of  ingratitude. 

I’ll  give  you  all  noble  remembrances. 

As  teftimonies’gainft  reproach  and  malice, 

That  you  departed  lov’d. 

3 Gen.  This  is  moft  ftrange.  Sir. 

I Gent.  But  how  is  your  Grace  furnilh’d,  thefe  dilmifs’d? 
Drti^e.  Seek  me  out  Grooms. 

Men  more  inlenfible  of  reputation, 

Left  curious  and  precife  in  terms  of  honor, 

That  if  my  anger  chance  let  fall  a ftroke. 

As  we  are  all  fubjed  to  impetuous  paffions, 

Yet  it  may  pafs  unmurmurM,  undilputedj 

And  not  with  braver  fury  profecuted.  Exit. 

1 Gent.  It  lhall  be  done,  my  Lord. 

3 Gent.  Know  you  thecaule.  Sir  ? 

I Gent.  Not  I kind  Gentlemen,  but  by  conjedures, 

And  lb  much  lhall  be  yours  when  you  pleale. 

4.  Thanks  Sir. 

3 Gent.  We  lhall  i’th  mean  time  think  our  felves  guilty 
Of  fome  foul  fault,  through  ignorance  committed. 

.1  Gent.  No,  ’tis  not  that,  nor  that  way. 

4 Gent.  For  my  part, 

I lhall  be  dif-inherited,  I know  lb  much. 

I Gent.  Why  Sir,  for  what  ? 

4 Gent.  My  Sire’s  of  a ftrange  humor. 

He’ll  form  faults  for  me,  and  then  fwear  ’em  mine. 

And  commonly  the  firft  begins  with  leachery. 

He  knows  his  own  youths  trefpa  ft, 

I Gent.  Before  you  go. 

I’ll  come  and  take  my  leave,  and  tell  you  all  Sirs. 

3 Gent.  Thou  wert  ever  juft  and  kind.  Exit. 

I Gent.  That’s  my  poor  virtue,  Sir, 

And  parcel  valiant  ^ but  it’s  hard  to  be  perfed  ; 

The  choofing  of  thefe  fellows  now  will  puzlc  me. 

Horribly  puzie  me  •,  and  there’s  no  judgement 
Goes  true  upon  mans  outfide,  there’s  the  mifehief : 

He  muft  be  touch’d,  and  try’d,  for  gold  or  droft  y 
There  is  no  other  way  for’t,  and  that’s  dangerous  too  y 
But  fince  I’m  put  in  truft,  and  1 will  atttempt  it ; 

The  Duke  lhall  keep  one  daring  man  about  him. 

Enter  a Gallant. 

Soft,  who  comes  here  a pretty  bravery  this ; 

Every  one  goes  lb  like  a Gentleman, 

’Tis  hard  to  find  a difference,  but  by  th’  touch. 

I’ll  try  your  mettal  fure. 

Gal.  Why  what  do  y^ou  mean  Sir  ? 

I Gent.  Nay,  and  you  underftand  it  not,  I do  not. 

Gal.  Yes,  would  you  Ihould  well  know, 

I underftand  it  for  a box  o’th*  ear  Sir. 

I Gent.  And  o’my  troth,  that’s  all  I gave  it  for. 

Gal.  ’Twere  belt  it  be  lb. 

I Gent.  This  is  a brave  Coward, 

A jolly  threat’ning  Coward  •,  he  lhall  be  Captain : 

Sir,  let  me  meet  you  an  hour  hence  i’th’  Lobby. 

Gal.  Meet  you  ? the  world  might  laugh  at  you  then  i’faith. 
I Ge.  Lay  by  your  fcorn  and  pride, they ’re  feurvy  qualities. 
And  meet  me,  or  I’ll  box  you  while  I have  you, 

And  carry  you  gambril’d  thither  like  a Mutton. 
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Gal.  Nay,  and  you  bein  carnefl-,  here’s  my  hand 
will  not  fail  you. 

1 Ge>tt.  ’Tis  for  your  own  good. 

Gal.  Away. 

I Gent.  Too  much  for  your  own  good,Sir,  a pox  on  you. 
Gal.  1 prethee  curfe  me  all  day  long  lb. 

I Gent.  Hang  you. 

Gal.  ril  make  him  mad  : he’s  loth  to  curie  too  much  to  mei 
Indeed  I never  yet  took  box  o’th’  ear. 

But  itredounded,  I mult  needs  fay  lo 

1 Gent.  Will  you  be  gone  ? 

Cal.  Curfe,  curfe,  and  then  I goe. 

Look  how  he  grins.  I've  anger’d  him  to  th’  kidneys. 

r Gen.  Was  ever  fuch  a prigging  coxcomb  feen  ? 

One  might  have  beat  him  dumb  now  in  this  humor, 

And  he’d  ha’  grin’d  it  out  Hill : 

Enter  a plain  fellow. 

oh,  here’s  one  made  to  my  hand, 

Methinks  looks  like  a Craven  ^ 

Lefs  pains  will  ferve  his  trial : fome  flight  juftle. 

Plain.  How  ? take  you  that  Sir ; 

And  if  that  content  you  not 

1 Gent.  Yes  very  well.  Sir,  I defire  no  more. 

Plain.  I think  you  need  not  ^ 

For  you  have  not  loll  by’t.  Exit. 

1 Gen.  Who  would  ha’  thought  this  would  have  prov’d 

( a Gentleman  ? 

I’ll  never  triifi- long  chins  and  little  legsagen. 

I’ll  know  ’em  fure  for  Gentlemen  hereafter: 

A griHle  but  in  Ihew,  but  gave  his  cuff 
With  fiKh  a fetch,  and  reach  of  gentry. 

As  if  h’  had  had  his  arms  before  the  floud  *, 

1 have  took  a villanous  hardtaske  upon  me; 

Now  I begin  to  have  a feeling  on’t. 

Enter  Lapet,  and  Clown  his  fervant.,  and  fo  habited. 


Oh,  here  comes  a try’d  piece,  now,  the  reformed  kick. 

The  millions  of  punches,  fpurns,  and  nips 
That  he  has  endur’d  ? his  buttock’s  all  black  Lead, 

He’s  half  a Negro  backward  ^ he  was  pafl  a Spaniard 
In  Eighty  eight,  and  more  Egyptian  like  ^ 

His  Table  and  his  Book  come  both  out  Ihortly, 

And  all  the  cowards  in  the  Town  exped  it  y 
So,  if  I fail  of  my  full  number  now, 

I fhallbe  fure  to  find  ’em  at  Church  corners. 

Where  Dives.y  and  the  fuff ’ring  Ballads  hang. 

Lap.  Well,  fince  thou  art  of  fo  mild  a temper. 

Of  fo  meek  a fpirit,  thou  mayfl;  live  with  me. 

Till  better  times  do  fmile  on  thy  deferts. 

I am  glad  I am  got  home  again. 

Clow.  I am  happy  in  your  fervice.  Sir, 

You’ll  keep  me  from  the  Hofpital. 

Lap.  So,  bring  me  the  laft  proof,  this  is  correded. 

Clow.  I,  y’are  too  full  of  your  corredion.  Sir, 

Lap.  Look  I have  perfed  Books  within  this  half  hour. 

Clow.  Yes  Sir. 

Lap.  Bid  him  put  all  the  Thumps  in  PicaKoman. 

A nd  with  great  T’s,  ( you  vermin)  as  Thumps  fhould  be. 

Claw.  Then  in  what  Letter  will  you  have  your  Kicks  ? 

Lap.  All  in  Italica.,  your  backward  blows 
All  in  Italica.^  you  Hermaphrodite  : 

When  fhall  I teach  you  wit? 

Clow.  Oh  let  it  alone. 

Till  you  have  fome  your  felf,  Sir. 

Lap.  You  mumble? 

Clow.  Theviduals  are  lockt  up^ 

I’m  kept  from  mumbling.  Exit. 

Lap.  He  prints  my  blows  upon  Pot  Paper  too,  the  rogue, 
Which  had  been  proper  for  Ibme  drunken  Pamphlet.’ 

I Gent.  Lapet } howthe  world  rings  of  you,  Sir/* 

Your  name  founds  far  and  near. 


Lap.  A good  report  it  bears,  for  an  enduring  name- 

1 Gent.  What  luck  have  you  Sir? 

Lap,  Why,  what’s  the  matter? 

I Gent.  I’m  but  thinking  on’t. 

’ve  heard  you  wifhthefe  five  years  for  a place. 

Now  there’s  one  fall’n,  and  freely  without  money  too- 
And  empty  yet,  and  yet  you  cannot  have’t.  ’ 

Lap,  No?  what’s  the  reafon?  I’ll  give  money  for’t. 
Rather  than  go  without  Sir. 

I Gen.  That’s  not  it  Sir; 

The  troth  is,  there’s  no  Gentleman  mull  have  it 
either  for  love  or  money,  ’tis  decreed  fo  j 
I was  heartily  lorry  when  I thought  upon  you. 

Had  you  not  been  a Gentleman,  I had  fitted  you. 

Lap.  Who  I a Gentleman?  a pox  I’m  none.  Sir. 

I Gent.  How  ? 

Lap.  How  ? why  did  you  ever  think  I was  ? 

1 Gent.  What  ? not  a Gentleman  ? 

Lap.  I would  thou’dft  put  it  upon  me  i’faith  j 
Did  not  my  Grand-father  cry  Cony-skins  ? 

My  Father  jiquavitde  ? a hot  Gentleman : 

All  this  I fpcak  on,  i’  your  time  and  memory  too-, 

Only  a rich  Unde  dy’d,  and  left  me  chattels. 

You  know  all  this  lb  well  too 

I Cent.  Pray  excufe  me,  Sir,  ha’ not  you  Arms? 

Lap.  Yes,  a poor  couple  here. 

That  ferve  to  thrult  in  wild-Fowl. 

I Gent.  Heralds  Arms, 

Sy  mbols  of  Gentry,  Sir  ; you  know  my  meaning  ^ 

They’ve  been  (hewn  and  ften. 

Lap.  They  have, 

I Gen.  I fex  have  they. 

Lap.  Why  I confefs,  at  my  wives  inftigation once, 

(As  Women  love  thefe  Heralds  kickfhawes  naturally) 

I bought  ’em : but  what  are  they  think  you  ? pulls. 

I Gent.  Why,  that’s  proper  to  your  name  being  Lapet, 
Which  is  La  fart.,  after  the  Engiijh  Letter. 

Lap.  The  Herald,  Sir,  had  much  adoe  to  find  it. 

I Gent.  And  can  you  blame  him? 

Why,  ’tis  the  only  thing  that  puzles  the  devil. 

Lap.  At  lalt  he  lookt  upon  my  name  agen. 

And  having  well,  compar’d  it,  this  he  gave  me. 

The  two  Cholliques  playing  upon  a wind  Inftrument. 

I Gent.  An  excellent  proper  one  s but  I pray  tell  me. 
How  does  he  exprefs  the  Cholliques  ? 

They  are  hard  things. 

Lap.  The  Cholliques?  with  hottrenchers  at  their  bellies^ 
There’s  nothing  better.  Sir,  to  blaze  a Chollique. 

I Gent.  And  are  not  you  a Gentleman  by  this  Sir  P 
Lap.  No,  I difclaim’t ; no  belly-ake  upon  earth 
Shall  make  me  one  -.  helhallnot  think 
To  put  his  gripes  upon  me. 

And  wring  out  gentry  fo,  and  ten  pound  firft. 

If  the  wind  Inftrument  will  make  my  wife  one. 

Let  her  enjoy’t,  for  Ihe  was  a Harpers  Grand-child  ; 

But  Sir,  for  my  particular,  I renounce  it. 

1 Gent.  Or  to  be  call’d  fo  ? 

Lap.  I Sir,  or  imagin’d. 

iGent.  None  fitter  for  the  place  : give  me  thy  hand. 
Lap.  A hundred  thouland  thanks,  befide  a Bribe,  Sir. 

1 Gent.  Yov  muft  take  heed 

Of  thinking  toward  a Gentlemaa,  now. 

Lap.  Pilh,  I am  not  mad,  I warrant  you : nay,  more  Sir, 
If  onelhould  twit  me  i'th’  teeth  that  I’m  a Gentleman, 
Twit  me  their  worft,  I am  but  one  fince  Lammas, 

That  lean  prove,  if  they  would  fee  my  heart  out 

2 Gen.  Marry,  in  any  cale  keep  me  that  evidence. 


Enter  Clown. 

Lap.  Here  comes  my  fervant^  Sir.  Galojhio, 

Has  not  his  name  for  nought,  he  will  be  trode  upon : 
What  fays  my  Printer  now  ? 

Clow.  Here’s  your  laft  Proof,  Sir. 
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Youfhall  have  perfe<n;  Books  now  in  a twinkling. 

Lap.  Thefe  marks  are  ugly. 

Clow.  He  fays,  Sir,  they’re  proper  : ' 

Blows  fhoiild  have  marks,  or  elfe  they  are  nothing  w^orth. 

La.  But  why  a Peel-crow  here  ? 

Clow.  { told  ’em  fo  Sir  : 

A fcare-crow  had  been  better. 

Lap.  How  Have  ? look  you.  Sir, 

Did  not  I fay,  this  IFhirrit^  and  this  Hob^ 

Should  be  both  Pica  Roman. 

Clow.  So  laid  1,  Sir,  both  Picked  Remans ^ 

And  he  has  made ’em  IFelch  B'lWs^ 

Indeed  I know  not  what  to  make  on  ’em. 

Lap.  Hay-day,  a Soufe.,  Italica} 

Clow.  Yes,  that  may  hold,  Sir, 

Soufe is 2i bona roba.^  Ibis  Flops  too. 

Lap.  But  why  Hands  i Wo  fo  far  off  here  > 

Clow.  Alas,you  muff  allow  him  room  to  lay  about  him, Sir. 
La.  Why  lies  this  Spurn  lower  than  that  Sir  ? 

Clow.  Marry,  this  fignifies  one  kick  down  Hairs,  Sir, 

The  other  in  a Gallery  ; I ask’d  him  all  thefe  queHions. 

I Gent.  Yofir  Books  name? 

Prethee  Lapet  mind  me,  you  never  told  me  yet. 

La.  Marry  but  lhall  Sir  : ’tis  call’d  the  Upriling  of  the 
And  the  downfall  of  the  Duello  (.kjek^'-, 

I Gent.  Bring  that  to  pals,  you’ll  prove  a happy  member, 
And  do  your  Countrey  fervice  : . your  young  blouds 
Will  thank  you  then,  why  they  fee  fourlcore. 

Lap.  I hope 

To  lave  my  hundred  Gentlemen  a month  by’t. 

Which  will  be  very  good  for  the  private  houfe. 

Clow.  L ook  you,  your  Table’s  finilh’d.  Sir,  already. 

Lap'  Why  then  behold  my  MaHer-piece : lee,  fee,  Sir, 
Here’s  all  your  Blows,  and  Blow-men  whatfoever^ 

Set  in  their  lively  colours,  givers,  and  takers. 

I Gent.  Troth  wondrous  line.  Sir. 

L^/>.  Nay,  but  mark  the  poHures, 

The  Handing  of  the  takers,  I admire  more  than  the  givers-. 
They  H and  Hornfully,  moH  contumelioufly,  I like  not  them, 
Oh  here’s  one  caH  into  a comely  Figure.  (headlong 

‘Clow.  My  MaHer  means  him  there  that’s  caH  down 
Lap.  How  fweetly  does  this  fellow  take  his  Vowjl  ? 
Stoops  like  a Cammel,  that  Heroick  beaH, 

■ At  a great  load  of  Nutmegs  ^ and  how  meekly 
This  other  fellow  here  receives  his  JFhirrit} 

Clow.  Oh  MaHer,  here’s  a fellow  Hands  moH  gallantly. 
Taking  his  in  private,  behind  the  hangings. 

And  raifing  up  his  hips  to’t.  But  oh,  Sir, 

How  daintily  this  man  lies  trampled  on  > 

Would  I were  in  thy  place,  what  e’er  thou  art : 

.How  lovely  he  endures  it?  (think you  ? 

■ “ 1 Gent.  But  will  not  thefe  things,  Sir,be  hard  to  pradtife, 

Lap.  Oh,eafie,  Sir  : I’ll  teach  ’em  in  a Dance. 

I Gent.  How  in  a dance 
Lap.  I’ll  lofe  my  new  place  elle. 

What  e’er  it  be  ^ I know  not  what  ’tis  yet. 

1 Gent.  And  now  you  put  me  in  mind,  I could  employ 
For  your  grace,  fpecially : For  the  Dukes  Colin  ( it  well. 
Is  by  this  time  in’s  violent  fit  of  mirth. 

And  a device  muH  be  fought  out  for  fuddainly. 

To  over-cloy  the  paflion. 

Lap.  Say  no  more.  Sir, 

I’ll  fit  you  with  my  Scholars,  new  praditioners, 

Endurers  ot  the  time. 

Clow.  Whereof  I am  one  Sir. 

I Gent.  You  carry  it  away  fmooth  ^ give  me  thy  hand.  Sir. 

Exeunt. 
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Enter  the  two  Brothers. 

Par.  r|A,ha,  ha. 

a J 2Bro.  Hark,  hark,  how  loud  his  fit’s  grown. 

Paf.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

1 Bro.  Now  let  our  Siffer  lofe  no  time,  but  ply  it 
With  all  the  power  He  has. 

2 Bro.  Her  lliame grows  big,  brother; 

The  Cupidh  lhapewill  hardly  hold  it  lo.nger, 
Twouidtakeup  halt  an  Ed  of  China  Damask  more. 

And  all  too  little  : it  ftruts  per’loudy : * 

There  is  no  tamp’ring  with  thefe  Cupids  longQr.,  j 

The  meer  conceit  with  Womari-kind  works  Hrona.  ^ 

Paf.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

2 Bro.  The  laugh  comes  nearer  now, 

’T were  good  we  were  not  feen  yet.  Ex.  Bro. 

Enter  Paffton.,  and  Bafe.^  his  jejler. 

Paf.  Ha.  ha,  ha. 

And  was  he  baffinado’d  to  the  life?  ha,  ha,  ha, 

I prethee  fay,  Lord  General,  how  did  the  rafcals 
Entrench  themlelves  ? 

Bafe.  MoH  deeply,  politickly,  all  in  ditches. 

Paf  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Baf.  ’Tis  thought  he’ll  ne’r  bear  Arms  in  field  agen, 

Has  much  ado  to  lift  ’em  to  his  head,  Sir. 

Paf.  I would  he  had. 

Baf.  On  either  fide  round  Truncheons  plaid  fo  thick. 
That  Shoulders,  Chines,nay  Flanks  were  paid  to  th’  quick. 
Paf  Well  faid  Lord-General : ha,  ha,  ha. 

Baf.hvit  pray  how  grew  the  diff’rence  firff  betwixt  you? 
Paf.  There  was  never  any.  Sir;  there  lies  the  jeH  man ; 
Only  becaufe  he  was  taller  than  his  brother  ; 

There’s  all  my  quarrel,  to  him ; andmethought 
He  fhould  be  beaten  for’t,  my  mind  fo  gave  me.  Sir, 

I could  not  fleep  for’t : Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Another  good  jeH  quickly,  while  ’tis  hot  now. ; 

Let  me  not  laugh  in  vain  : ply  me,  oh  ply  me. 

As  you  will  anfwer’t  to  my  cofin  Duke. 

Baf  Alas,  who  has  a good  jeH? 

Paf.  1 fall,  I dwindle  in’t. 

Baf.  Ten  Crowns  for  a god  jeH;  ha’  you  a good  jeH,  Sir  ? 
Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  A pretty  moral  one, 

Baf.  Let’s  ha’t,  what  e’er  it  be. 

Serv.  There  comes  a Cupid 
Drawn  by  fix  fools. 

Baf  That’s  nothing. 

Paf  Help  it,  help  it  then. 

Baf.  I ha’  known  fix  hundred  fools  drawn  by  a Cupid. 
Paf.  I that,that,  that’s  the  fmarter  Moral : ha,  ha,  ha. 
Now  I begin  to  be  Song-ripe  methinks. 

Baf  I’ll  fing  you  a pleafant  Air  Sir,  before  you  ebb. 

SONG. 

PaC  Oh  how  my  Lungs  do  tickle}  ha.^  ha,  ha. 

BaF  Oh  how  my  Lungs  do  tickje}  oh,  oh,  ho,  ho. 

/ 

PaC 


t 
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Paf.  Sings.  j 

Set  a J?)arp  JeJi 
Againjl  my  breaji. 

Then  how  my  Lungs  do  tickle  .<? 

As  Nightingales^ 

And  things  in  Cam  bricky  rails^ 

, Sing  beji  againji  a prickle^ 

Ha^  ha^  ha.  ha. 

Baf,  Ho^  ho^  ho^  ho^  ha. 

i  Paf.  Laugh.  Baf.  Laugh.  Paf,  Laugh.  Baf  Laugh, 

Paf  Wide.  Baf  Loud,  Paf  And  vary. 

Baf  A [mile  is  fora  flmpering  Novice. 

Paf  One  that  ne’er  iajied  Cave  are, 

Baf  ISJor  kpows  the  fmac^  of  dear  Anchovis, 

Paf  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Baf  Ho,  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho. 

Paf  A gigling  waiting  wench  for  me. 

That  fjews  her  teeth  how  white  they  be. 

Baf  A thing  not  fit  for  gravity. 

For  theirs  are  foul,  and  hardly  three. 

Paf  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Baf  Ho,  ho,  ho. 

Paf  Democritus,  thou  antknt  Fleerer, 

How  1 mifs  thy  laugh,  and  ha  (Ince. 

Baf  There  you  namA  the  famous  ^eerer. 

That  ever  Jeer  d in  Rome,  or  Athens. 

Paf  Ha,  ha,  ha, 

Baf  Ho,  ho,  ho. 

Paf  How  brave  lives  he  that  heeps  a fool. 

Although  the  rate  be  deeper  ^ 

Paf  But  he  that  is  his  own  fool.  Sir, 

Does  live  a great  deal  cheaper. 

Paf  Sure  1 Jhall  burf, bur jl, quite  breakjjhou  art  fo  witty. 
Baf  'Tis  rare  to  breakat  Court, for  that  belongs  to  th'City. 
Paf  Ha, ha,  m p fpleen  is  almoji  worn  to  the  laji  laughter. 
Baf  Oh  keep  a corner  for  a friend,  a jeflmay  come  here- 
inafter. 

Enter  Lapet  and  Clown,  and  four  other, like  fools  dancing, 
the  Cupid  leading,  and  bearing  his  Table,  and  bolding 
it  up  to  Lapet  at  every  flrain,  and  aVxing  thepojiures. 

Lap.  Twinge  all  now,  twinge  I fay. 

2 Strain. 

Soufe  upon  Soufe. 

3 Strain. 

' Doufes  fingle. 

4 Strain. 

Jufcle  fide> 

5 Strain. 

Knee  Belly. 

6 Strain. 

Kickfee  Buttock. 

7 Strain. 

La.  Dcwnderry. 

Enter  Soldier,  ShamontV  brother,  his  fword  draVen. 


Sol.  Not  angry  Law,  nor  doors  of  Brals  fhallkeepme, 
Frommy  wrongs  expiation  to  thy  Bowels, 

I return  niydifgrace-,  and  after  turn 
My  face  to  any  death  that  can  be  fentenc’d, 

Baje.  Murder,  oh  murder,  flop  the  murderer  there — 
Lap.  I am  glad  he’s  gone  ■,  h’as  almoft  trode  my  guts  outj 
Follow  him  who  lift  for  me,  I’ll  ha’  no  hand  in’t. 

do.  Oh  ’f  was  your  luck  and  mine  to  be  fquelch’d,  Mr. 

H as  damp’d  my  very  Puddings  into  Pancakes, 

Cup.  Oh  brothers,  oh,  I fear  ’tis  mortal : help,  oh  help, 
I’m  made  the  wretchcdft  woman  by  tliis  accident, 

That  ever  love  beguil’d. 


Enter  two  Brothers. 

2 Bro.  We  are  undone  Brother, 

Our  lhames  are  too  apparent : Away  receptacle 
Of  Luxury,  and  dilhonor,  moft  unfortunate. 

To  make  thy  felfbut  lucky  to  thy  fpoil, 

After  thy  Sexes  manner:  lift  him  up  Brother  ^ 

He  breaths  not  to  our  comfort,  he’s  too  wafted 
Ever  to  cheer  us  more : A Chirurgeon  fpeedily  •, 

Hence  s the  unhappieft  that  e’er  ftept  afide. 

She’ll  be  a Mother,  before  fhe’s  known  a Bride. 

Cup.  Thou  hadft  a moft  unfortunate  conception, 

What  e’er  thou  prov’ft  to  bej  in  midft  of  mirth 
Comes  mine,  for  a welcome,  to  thy  birth.  Exeunt. 

Scana  Secunda. 

Enter  Shamont. 

Sham.  This  is  a beautiful  life  now  privacy 
The  fweetnefs  and  the  benefit  ofElTence: 

I fee  there  is  no  man,  but  may  make  his  Paradice  -, 

And  it  is  nothing  but  his  love,  and  dotage 
Upon  the  worlds  foul  joyes,  that  keeps  him  out  on’t : 

For  he  that  lives  retir’d  in  mind,  and  fpirit. 

Is  ftill  in  Paradice,  and  has  his  innocence, 

Partly  allow’d  for  his  companion  too. 

As  much  as  ftands  with  juftice : here  no  eyes 
Shoot  their  fharp  pointed  fcorfs  upon  my  fiiame-, 

They  know  no  terms  of  reputation  here. 

No  punftual  limits,  or  precife  dimenfions : 

Plain  down-right  honefty  is  all  the  beauty 
And  elegancy  of  life,  found  amongft  Shepheardsj 
For  knowing  nothing  nicely,  or  doming  it. 

Quits  many  a vexation  from  the  mind. 

With  which  our  quainter  knowledge  does  abufe  us 
The  name  of  envy  is  a ftranger  here. 

That  dries  mens  blouds  abroad,  robs  Health  and  Reft, 
Why  here’s  no  fuch  fury  thought  on:  no,  nor  falfhood, 
That  brotherly  difeafe,  fellow-like  devil. 

That  plays  within  our  bofbm,  and  betrays  us. 

Enter  i Gent. 

1 Gent.  Oh  are  you  here  ? 

Sham.  La  Move,  ’tis  ftrange  to  fee  thee. 

I Gent.  I ha’  rid  onehorfe  to  death. 

To  find  you  out.  Sir. 

Sham.  I am  not  to  be  found  of  any  man 
That  fawmy  fhame,  nor  feen  long. 

I Gent.  Good,  your  attention : 

You  ought  to  be  feen  now,  and  found  out.  Sir, 

If  ever  you  defire  before  your  ending 
To  perform  one  good  office,  nay,  a dear  one. 

Mans  time  can  hardly  match  it. 

Sham.  Be’t  as  precious 
As  reputation  -,  if  it  come  frcwn  Court 
I will  not  hear  on’t. 

1 Gent.  You  muft  hear  of  this,  Sir. 

Sham.  Muft? 

I Gent.  You  fhall  hear  it. 

Sham.  I love  thee,  that  thou’lt  dye. 

I Gent.  ’Twerenobler  in  me. 

Than  in  you  living  : you  will  live  a murderer. 

If  you  deny  this  office. 

Sham.  Even  to  death.  Sir. 

I Gent.  Why  then  you’ll  kill  your  brother. 

Sham.  How  ? 

I Gent.  Your  Brother,  Sir : 

Bear  witnefs  heaven^  this  man  deftroys  his  Brother 
When  he  may  fave  him,  his  leaft  breath  may  lave  him  : 

Can  there  be  wilfuller  deftruftion  ? 

He  was  forc’d  to  take  a moft  unmanly  wrong. 

Above 
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Above  the  fufT’ring  virtue  of  a Soldier, 

Has  kill’d  his  in jurer,  a work  of  honor  ^ 

For  which,  unlefs  you  lave  him,  he  dies  fpeedily 
My  confcience  is  difcharg’d.  I’m  but  a friend, 

A Brother  lliould  go  forward  where  1 end.  Exit. 

Sham.  Dyes  ? 

Say  he  be  naught,  that’s  nothing  to  my  goodnefs, 

Which  ought  to  fliine  through  ufe,  or  elfc  it  lofes 
The  glorious  name  ’tis  known  by : he’s  my  brother  j 
Yet  peace  is  above  bloud  : Let  him  go  ■ I, 

But  where’s  the  noblenefs  of  affedion  then  ? 

That  mull  be  car’d  for  too,  or  I’m  imperfed. 

The  fame  bloud  that  flood  up  in  wrath  againfl  him, 

Now  in  his  mifery,  runs  all  to  pity^ 

I’d  rather  dye  than  fpeak  one  fyllable 
To  lave  my  feif,  but  living  as  lam. 

There’s  no  avoiding  on’t,  the  worlds  humanity 
Expeds  it  hourly  from  me:  curfeof  fortune, 

I took  my  leave  fo  well  too:  Let  him  dye, 

’Tis  but  a brother  loft  ^ fo  pleafingly. 

And  fwifcly  I came  off,  ’twere  more  than  irkfomnefs. 

To  tread  that  path  agen  ^ and  I fliall  never 
Depart  fo  haudfomely;  but  then  where’s  pofterity? 

The  confummation  ofourhoufe  and  name? 

I’m  torn  in  pieces  betwixt  love  and  fliame.  Exit. 

%c£na  T’ertia. 

Enter  Lapet,  Clown,  Poultrot,  Moulbazon,^^^/ 
others.,  the  new  Court  Officers. 

Lap.  Good  morrow  fellow  d.’nA  Moulbazon-, 

Good  morrow  fellows  all. 

Pol.  Moniiem  Lapet  ? (you. 

Lap.  Look,  I’ve  remembred  you,  here’s  books  apiece  for 
Moul.  Oh  Sir,  we  dearly  thank  you. 
hap.  So  you  may  : 

There’s  two  impreflions  gone  already.  Sirs. 

Pol.  What  no?  in  lb  Ihort  a time  ? 

Lap.  ’Tis  as  1 tell  you,  Sir. 

My  Kick  fells  gallantly,  1 thank  my  ftars. 

Clow.  So  does  your  Table  •,  you  may  thank  the  Moon  too. 
Lap.  ’ ris  the  Book  lefts  the  Table, 

Clow.  But  ’tis  the  Bookfeller 
That  has  the  money  for  ’em,  I’m  furc  o’  that. 

Lap.  ’Twill  much  enrich  the  Company  of  Stationers, 
’Tis  thought  ’twill  prove  a lafting  benefit. 

Like  the  Wife  Maflers , and  the  Almanach^s. 

The  hundred  Novels.,  and  the  Book  of  Cookery., 

For  they  begin  already  to  engrofs  it. 

And  make  it  a Stock-book,  thinking  indeed 
’Twill  prove  too  great  a benefit,  and  help. 

For  one  that’s  new  fet  up  : they  know  their  way. 

And  make  him  Warden,  e’r  his  beard  be  gray. 

Moul.  Is’t  poffible  fuch  virtue  Ihould  lye  hid. 

And  in  fo  little  Paper  ? 

Lap.  How?  why  there  was  the  Carpenter, 

An  unknown  things  an  odoriferous  Pamphlet, 

Yet  no  more  Paper,  by  all  computation, 

Than  Ajax^elamon^^'OM\d\^k  at  once. 

Your  Herring  prov’d  the  like,  able  to  buy 
Another  Fijhers  Folly,  and  your  fafquil 
Went  not  below  the  mad-caps  of  that  time. 

And  fliall  my  elaborate  K/c/;,come  behind,  think  you  ? 

Clow.Yes,  itmuftcome behind,  ’tisin Italica  too. 
According  to  your  humor. 

Lap.  Not  in  lale,  Varlet. 

Clow.  In  fale.  Sir  ? it  fhall  fail  beyond  ’em  all  I tro. 

Lap.  What  have  you  there  now?  oh  Page  21. 

Clow.  That  Page  is  come  to  his  years,  hefhould  beaSer- 
Lap.  Mark  how  I fnap  up  the  Duello  there : (ving  man. 
One  would  not  ufe  a dog  fo, 

Imuft  needs  fay  ^ but’sfor  the  common  good. 

Clow.  Nay  Sir,  your  Commons  feldom  fight  at  lharp. 


But  buffet  in  a Warehoule. 

Lap.  This  will  lave 

Many  a Gentleman  of  good  bloud  from  bleeding,  Sirs, 

I have  a curfe  from  many  a Barber-Surgeon  • 

They’d  give  but  too  much  money  to  call’t  in  \ 

Turn  to  Page  45.  lee  what  you  find  there. 

Clow.  Oh,  out  upon  him. 

Page  45.  that’s  an  old  thief  indeed. 

Enter  Duke.,  the  Lady  his  S ffier.^  x Gent. 

Lap.  The  Duke,  clap  down  your  Books  ^ Calojhio. 
Clow.  Indeed  1 am  too  foul  to  be  i’th’  pretence. 

They  ufe  to  ftiakeme  off  at  the  chamber  doorftill.  Ex. 

Lady.  Good  my  Lord,  grant  my  fuit:  let  me  not  rife 
Without  the  comfort  on’t  .*  I have  not  often 
Been  tedious  in  this  kind. 

Duke.  Sifter,  you  wrong  your  fclf. 

And  thofe  great  virtues  that  your  Fame  is  made  of. 

To  wafte  fo  much  breath  for  a murderers  life. 

Lad.  You  cannot  hate  th’ offence  more  than  I do.  Sir, 
Nor  the  offendor,  therefped  I owe 
Unto  his  abfent  brother,  makes  me  a fuitor, 

A molt  importunate  Sifter,  make  me  worthy  . 

But  of  this  one  requeft. 

Duke.  I am  deaf 
To  any  importunacy,  and  forry 
For  your  forgetfulnefs  j you  never  injur’d 
Your  worth  fo  much,  you  ought  to  be  rebuk’d  for’t: 
Purfue  good  ways,  end  as  you  did  begin, 

’Tis  half  the  guilt  to  fpeak  for  fuch  a fin. 

La.  This  is  loves  beggery  right,  that  now  is  ours, 

When  Ladies  love,  and  cannot  Ihew  their  powers.  Ex. 
Du.  La  Move  ? 

I Gent.  My  Lord. 

Duke,  Are  thefeour  new  Attendants  ? 

Lap.  We  are  my  Lord,  and  will  endure  as  much 
As  better  men,  my  lord,  and  more  I truft. 

Duke.  What’s  he  ? 

1 Gent.  My  Lord,  a decay’d  Gentleman, 

That  will  do  any  fervice. 

Duke.  A decay’d  one? 

I Gent.  A renounc’d  one  indeed  : for  this  place  only. 
Duke.Vde  renounce  him  then,  go,difcharge  him  inftantly. 
He  that  difclaims  his  gentry  for  meer  gains. 

That  man’s  toobafeto  makeavallal  on. 

Lap.  What  lays  the  Duke  ? 
r Duke.  Faith  little  to  your  comfort,  Sir, 

You  mull  be  a Gentleman  agen. 

Lap.  How? 

I Gent.  The^'e’s  no  remedy. 

Lap.  Marry,  the  fates  forefend  : ne’r  while  I breathe, Sir, 
iGent.  TheDukewill  haveit  lb,  there’s  no  refilling. 

He  fpy’d  it  i’  your  forehead. 

Lap.  My  wife’s  doing. 

She  thought  Ihe  Ihould  be  put  below  her  betters  now. 

And  fil’d  to  ha’  me  a Gentleman  agen. 

I Gent.  And  very  likely.  Sir, 

Marry,  I’ll  give  you  this  comfort  when  all’s  done. 

You’ll  never  pals  but  for  a Icurvy  one. 

That’s  all  the  help  you  have : come  fnew  your  pace. 

Lap.  The  heavieft  Gentleman  that  e’er  loft  place  j 
Bear  witnefs,  I am  forc’d  to’t.  Exit. 

Duke.  Though  you  have  a courfer  Title  yet  upon  you. 
Than  thofe  that  left  your  places,  without  blame, 

’Tis  in  your  power  to  make  your  felves  the  fame ; 

I cannot  make  you  Gentlemen,  that’s  a work  ' 

Rais’d  from  your  own  defervings , merit,  manners,  } 

And  in-born  virtue  does  it.  Let  your  own  goodnels  | 

Make  you  fo  great,  my  power  lhall  make  you  greater  ^ ; 

And  more  t’encourage  you,  this  I add  agen,  j 

There’s  many  Grooms,  now  exadt  Gentlemen.  ' 


Sff 


Enter 


The  3^ice  Valour^  or 


‘^06 


Enter  Shamont. 

Sham.  Methinks  ’tisftrange  to  me  to  enter  here: 

Is  there  in  nature  fuch  an  awful  power. 

To  force  me  to  this  place/  and  make  me  do  this? 

Is  mans  aHeftion  hronger  than  his  Will  ? 

His  relblution  > was  1 not  relblvM 

Never  to  lee  this  place  more/  Do  I bear 

Within  mybreall;  one bloud  that  confounds  th’ other? 

The  blond  jof  Love,  and  Will,  and  thelaft  weakcfl? 

Had  I ten  Millions,  I would  give  it  all  now, 

1 were  but  paft  it,  or’twould  never  come  ^ 

For  I fliall  never  do’t,  ornotdo’t  well. 

But  fpoil  it  utterly  betwixt  twopaliions, 

Yonder’s  the  Duke  himlelf,  I will  not  do’t  now, 

Had  twenty  lives  their  fcveral  fufferings  in  him.  Exit. 
'Duke.  Who’s  that  went  out  now? 

Pol.  I faw  none  my  Lord. 

Duke.  Nor  you? 

Monl.  I faw  the  glimpfe  of  one  my  Lord. 

Duke.  What  e’er  it  was,methoughtit  pleas’d  me  ftrangely 
And  fuddenly  my  joy  was  ready  ior’t. 

Did  you  not  mark  it  better  ? 

Pol.  & Moul.  T roth  my  Lord,  ^ 

We  gave  no  great  heed  to’t. 

Enter  Shamont. 

Sham.  ’Twill  not  be  anfwer’d. 

It  brings  me  hither  Itill  -,  by  main  force  hither  : 

Either  1 mufbgive  over  to  profels  humanity. 

Or  1 mull  fpcak  for  him. 

Duk^e.  ’Tis  here  agen  : 

No  marvel  ’twas  fo  plealing,  ’tis  delight 
And  worth  it  felf,  now  it  appears  unclouded. 

Sham.  My  Lord - 

Heturnsaway  from  me:  by  this  hand 
1 am  ill-us’d  of  all  fidcs : ’tis  a fault 
That  fortune  ever  had  t’abufe  a goodnels. 

Duke.  Methought  you  were  laying  fomewhat. 

Sham.  Mark  the  Language, 

As  coy  as  fate^  I lee ’twill  ne’er  be  granted. 

Duk^e.  We  little  look’d  in  troth  to  lee  you  here  yet. 
Sham.  Not  till  the  day  after  my  brother’s  death,  I think. 
Duke.  Sure  fome  great  bufmefs  drew  you. 

Sham.  Noinfooth,  Sir, 

Only  to  come  to  fee  a brother  dye,  Sir, 

That  I may  learn  to  go  too  ^ and  if  he  deceive  me  not, 

1 think  he  will  do  well  in’t  of  a Ibldier, 

Manly,  andhonellly:  and  if  he  weep  then, 

1 lhall  not  think  the  worfe  on’s  manhood  for ’t, 

Becaufe  he’s  leaving  of  that  part  that  has  it. 

Duke.  Hasllainanoble  Gentleman,  think  on’t.  Sir, 
Sham.  I would  I could  not.  Sir. 

Onrkinlraantoo. 

Sham.  All  this  is  but  worle.  Sir. 

Duke.  When  ’tis  at  worll. 

Yet  feeing  thee,  he  lives. 

Sham.  My  Lord— — 

Duke.  He  lives, 

Believe  it  as  thy  blils,  he  dies  not  for’t : 

Will  this  make  fatisfadion for  things  paft? 

Sham.  Oh  my  Lord — 

Duke.  Will  it?  fpeak. 

Sham.  With  greater  lhame  to  my  unworthinefs. 

Duke.  Rife  then,  we’re  even : I never  found  it  harder 
I’o  keep  juft  with  a man ; my  great  work’s  ended. 

1 knew  your  brother’s  pardon  was  your  fuit.  Sir. 
However  your  nice  modefty  held  it  back. 

Sham.  I take  a joy  now,  to  confefs,it.  Sir. 


Enter  i Gent. 

1 Gent.  My  Lord- 

Duk^.  Hear  me  firft,  Sir,  what  e’er  your  news  be  : 

Set  free  the  Soldier  inllantly. 

I Gent.  ’ ris  done,  my  Lord, 

Duke.  How  ? 

I Gent.  In  efteT  : ’twas  part  of  my  news  too, 

There’s  fair  hope  of  your  noble  kinlman’s  life.  Sir, 

Duke.  What  fayft  thou  / 

I Ger,t.  And  the  moll  admired  change 
That  living  flelh  e’r  had  •,  he’s  not  the  man  my  Lord  j 
Death  cannot  be  more  free  from  palTions,  Sir, 

Than  he  is  at  this  inftant:  he’s  fomeek  now. 

He  makes  thofefeem  paOionate,  was  never  thought  of: 

And  for  he  fears  his  moods  have  oftdifturb’d  you.  Sir, 
He’s  only  hafty  now  for  his  forgivenels. 

And  here  behold  him.  Sir. 

Enter  Pajjion^  the  Cupid,  and  mo  Brothers. 

Duke.  Let  me  give  thanks  firft  : our  worthy  Cofin 

FaJ.  Your  unworthy  trouble,  Sir^ 

For  which,  with  all  acknowledg’d  reverence, 

1 ask  your  pardon  ^ and  for  injury 

More  known  and  wilful,  I have  chofe  a wife. 

Without  your  counfel,  or  confent,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  A wife  ? where  is  Ihe,  Sir  ? 

Paf.  This  noble  Gentlewoman. 

Duke.  How? 

Paf.  Whole  honor  my  forgetful  times  much  wrong’d. 
Duke.  He’s  madder  than  he  was. 

I Gent.  I would  ha’  fworn  for  him. 

Duke.  The  Cupid.,  Cofin  ? 

Paf.  Yes,  this  worthy  Lady,  Sir. 

Duke.  Still  worle  and  worfe. 

1 Bro.  Our  Sifter  under  pardon,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  What  ? 

2 Bro.  Which  lhape  Love  taught  her  to  alFume. 

Duke.  Is’t  truth  then  ? (Lord. 

i Gent.  It  appears  plainly  now,  below  the  wafte,  my-' 
Duke.  Shamont.^  didft  ever  read  of  a She- ? 

Sham.  Never  in  fidion  yet : but  it  might  hold.  Sir  j 
For  defire  is  of  both  Genders. 

Enter  the  Dukes  Sijier. 

Duke.  Make  that  good  here : 3 He  joyns  Shamont’s  hand 
I take  thee  at  thy  word.  Sir.  ( and  his  Sijters. 

Sham.  Oh  my  Lord, 

Love  would  appear  too  bold,  and  rude  from  me. 

Honour  and  admiration  are  her  rights. 

Her  goodnels  is  my  Saint,  my  Lord, 

Duky.  I lee, 

Y’are  both  too  modeft  to  bellow  your  lelves : 

I’ll  lave  that  virtue  Hill,  ’tis  but  my  pains : come. 

It  lhall  be  lb. 

Sham.  This  gift  does  but  fet  forth  my  poverty. 

La.  Sir,  that  which  you  complain  of,  is  my  riches. 

Enter  Shamont’j  brother  the  Soldier. 

(come. 

Duke.  Soldier,  now  every  noife  founds  peace, th’art  wel- 
Sol.  Sir,  my  repentance  lues  for  your  bleft  favour. 
Which  once  obtain’d,  no  injury  lhall  lofc  it  j 
I’ll  fuffer  mightier  wrongs. 

Duke.  Rile,  lov’d  and  pardon’d : 

For  where  Hope  fail’d,  nay  Art  it  felf  refign’d, 

Thou’ft  wrought  that  cure,  which  skill  could  never  find  •, 
Nor  did  there  ceale,  but  to  our  peace  extend^ 

Never  could  wrongs  boaft  of  a nobler  end. 

Exeunt. 

EPILOGUE. 


EPILOGUE. 


T)r  Poet  bid  us  Cay  for  his  ovpn]  part^ 
He  cannot  lay  too  much  forth  gf  his  Art  .* 
But  fears  our  over-adding  pajjions  ntajt 
As  not  adorn^  deface  his  labour'd  P^‘^y 
Tetjiill  he's  re  Colute,  for  what  is  rvrit. 

Of  Nicer  valour^  and  ajfumes  the  wit  * 


But  for  the  Love- Sc£nes  which  he  ever  meant, 
Cupid  ins  PeticoatJljould reprejent. 

He'll jiand  no  JJ3ol\  of  cenfure  ^ the  Play's  good. 

He  fays  he  knows  it,  ( if  well  underjiood.  ) 

But  we  ( blind  god  ) beg,  if  thou  art  Divine. 

Thou  It  jJjoot  thy  Arrows  round,  this  Play  was  thine. 


c 
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THE 


Mr.  Francis  ^Beaumonts  Letter  to  B en,f  obnfon/ wriittn  before  he  and 
Mr.  Fletcher  came  to  Londony  with  two  of  the  precedent  Comedies  then 
not  finilVd,  which  deferred  their  men  y meetings  at  the 


Sun  rphich  doth  the  greatejl  comfort 
g bring 

To  ahfcntfrie?idsJ?ecaHfe  the  felf-fame  thing 
They  ki^orp  they  fee  however  abfentj  is^ 

Here  our  heji  Hay-niakgrs  forgiz>e  me  this^ 

It  if  our  Countreys  file.  In  this  warm  fhine^ 
lie  and  dream  of  your  full  Mermaid  Wine. 

Oh  we  ha^ve  water  mixt  with  Claret  LeeSy 
Drink^apt  to  brinfr  in  dryer  Herefies 
Than  Beery  good  only  for  the  Sonnets  firawy 
Withfuflian  Metaphors  to  fluff  ' the  brainy 
So  mixty  that  gi^en  to  the  thirfliefl  oney 
Mivdl  not  pro^e  AlmSy  unlefs  he  ha^ve  the  flone : 
' / ibinh^with  one  draufljt  mans  invention  fades  y 
Two  Cups  had  quite  fpoil’d  Homers  Illiads ; 
Tis  Liquor  that  will  fnd  out  SutcIifFs  wity 
Lye  where  he  willyand  make  him  write  worfeyety 
Fild  with  fuch  moiflure  in  mofl  grievous 

quahnsy 

Did  Rob.  Wifdom  write  his  Singing  Pfalms  , 
And  fo  mu  ft  I do  thiSy  and  yet  I thin\ 

It  IS  a potion  fent  us  down  to  drinl^y 
By  fpecial  Providence  keeps  us  from  fight Sy 
, Makgs  ns  not  laugh ywhen  we  mahg  legs  to  knights 
'Tis  this  that  keeps  our  minds  ft  for  our  StateSy 
A Medicine  to  obey  our  Magiflrates  : 

Far  we  do  live  more  free  than y on y no  hatey 

No  envy  at  one  anothers  State 

Moves  uSy  we  are  all  equal  every  whit  : 

Of  Land,  that  God  gives  men  here  is  their  wit  : 
If  we  con fider  fully y for  our  befly 
Andcravefl  men  will  with  his  main  houfe  jefly 
S(  arcc  plcafe  you  ‘y  we  want  fubtilty  to  do  • 

The  City  tricky  y lycy  hatCy  and  flatter  too  : 

Here  are  none  that  can  bear  a painted  fhoWy 
Strife  when  you  winchyUnd  then  lament  the  blow: 
II  ho  life  Mills  fet  the  right  way  for  togrinef 
Can  make  their  gains  alihg  with  every  wind : 
Only  fame  fellows  with  the  fubgilfl  pate 
Anioncfl  USy  may  perchance  equivocate 
At  fell  inq  of  a Florfcy  and  that’s  the  mofl. 
Methinks  the  little  wit  I had  is  lofl 
Since  I fair  yoUy  for  Wit  is  lihg  a Refl 
Held  up  at  Tennis y which  men  do  the  befly 


With  the  befl  gameflers : what  things  have  we  , 

fleetly 

Done  at  the  Mermaid  f heard  words  that  have 
been 

S 0 nimbUy  and flo  full  of  flubtilfllamey 
As  if  that  every  one  from  whence  they  camey 
Had  meant  to  put  his  whole  wit  in  a jefly 
And  had  rejolvA  to  live  a foof  the  refl 
Of  his  dull  life'ythen  whenthere  hath  been  thrown 
Wit  able  enough  to  juflifle  the  Town 
For  three  days  pafly  wit  that  might  warrant  he 
For  the  whole  City  to  talffooliflhly 
Till  that  were  cancelTdy  and  when  that  wasgoney 
We  left  an  Air  behind  uSy  which  alone y 
Was  able  to  makg  the  two  next  Companies 
Right  witty  ; though  but  downright  foolsy  more 
wife. 

When  I remember  thisy  and flee  that  now 
The  Countrey  Gentlemen  begin  to  allow 
My  wit  for  dry  bobsy  then  I needs  mufleryy 
I flee  my  days  of  Ballatinggrow  nigh  , 

I can  already  Riddle y and  can  Sing 
Ketchesyflell  bargains  yand  1 fear  /hall  bring 
My  flelf  to  flpeakjh eh ar deft  words  I flndy 
Overy  as  oft  as  anyy  with  one  windy 
That  takes  no  medicines : But  one  thought  of  thee 
Makes  me  remember  all  thefle  things  to  he 
The  wit  of  our  young  meny  fellows  that  /how  1 
No  part  of  goody  yet  utter  all  they  hqyow  : 

Who  like  trees  of  the  Guard  y have  orowino 
fouls,  ^ ^ 

Only  flrong  deflinyy  which  all  controulsy 
I hope  hath  left  a better  fate  inflorcy 
For  me  thy  friend^  than  to  live  ever  poor y 
Banifht  unto  this  home ; fate  once  again 
Bring jne  to  theOy  who  canfl  mah^  flmooth  and 
plain 

The  way  of  Knowledge  for  mOy  and  then  /, 

Who  have  no  good  but  in  thy  company y 
Protefl  it  will  my  great efl  comfort  be 
To  acknowledge  all  1 have  to  flow  from  thee. 
Ben.  whentbefleScxncs  are  perfeSly  weTltafle 
wine  y 

IJl  drinfthy  Mufles  healthythou  flfjalt  quaff mine} 
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A TRAGI-COME 


ii 


e. 


The  Perfons  reprefcnted  in  the  Play. 


Duke  of  Orleans^  a fpleenful  detra&ing  Lord, 

1 Brother-in-law  to  Orleans,  a noble 
Earl  of  Amiens,  S accomplij!)  d Gentleman,  fervant  to 
Lamira. 

Mountague,  an  honefi  Lord, 

Du- boys,  \ 

Longueville,  faithful  followers  ^Mountague. 
Voramer,  the  loving  and  loyal  Page  of  Mountague. 


La  Verdi ne,  a knavijld  Courtier. 
La  Poop,  afoijiing  Captain. 
Mallicorn,  a Jljarking  Citizen. 
Two  Lawyers. 

Two  Creditors. 

Officers. 

Servants. 


WOMEN. 


-;ucb 


’ L ( but  fujpeu  ed^wife  to  the  Duke. 


Lamira, 4 modefl  Virgin,  and  a Lady,  rich  and  noble. 
Charlotte,  Lamira’s  Woman. 


The  Scene  France. 


The  principal  A(5tors  were 


Nathan  Field, 
Rob.  Benfeld, 
Emanuel  Read, 


Jofeph  Taylor, 
Will.  Eglejione, 
Thomas  Bajfe. 


A^m  Primus.  Sccena  Prim  a. 


'Enter  the  Dukg  of  Orleance,  and  the  Earl  of  Amiens, 
at  feveral  doors. 

Amiens. 

Orrow,  my  Lord  of  Orleans. 

Orl.  You  falute  me  like  a Franger  *,  bro- 
ther Orleance  were  to  me  a Title  more  be 
longing,  whom  you  call  the  Husband  of 
your  Sifter. 

Ami.  Would  the  circumftances  of  your 
brotherhood,  had  never  offer’d  caufe  to  make  our  conver- 
fation  lefs  familiar  : I meet  you  like  a hindrance  in  your  way: 
your  great  Law-fuit  is  now  upon  the  tongue,andreadyfora 
judgement. 


Orl.  Came  you  from  the  Hall  now  ? 

Ami.  Without  ftay,  the  Courtis  full,  and  fuch  a preft 
of  people  does  attend  the  iffiie,  as  if  fome  great  man  were 
brought  to  his  arraignment. 

Orl.  Every  mothers  fon  of  all  that  multitude  of  hearers, 
wenc  to  be  a witnels  of  the  mifery  your  Sifters  fortunes  mult 
have  come  to,  if  my  adverfary  who  did  love  her  firlt,  had 
been  her  Husband. 

Ami.  Thefuccefs  may  draw  a teftimony  from  them,  to 
confirm  the  fame  opinion,  but  they  went  prepar’d  with  no 
fuch  hope  or  purpofe. 

Orl.  And  did  you  intreat  the  number  of  them,  that  are 
come  with  no  fuch  hope  or  purpofe. 

Ami.  T ulh,  your  own  experience  of  my  heart  can  an- 
fwer  ye. 

Orl. 


The  tionefl  mans  fortune.  | 

Orl.  This  doubtful,  makes  me  clearly  underftand  your 
dirpofition. 

Ami.  It  your  caufe  be  juft, 

1 wift  you  a conclufion  like  your  caufe. 

Orl.  I can  have  any  common  charity  to  fuch  a Prayer 
From  a friend  I would  exped  a love  to  profper  in  ■, 
Without  exceptions  fuch  a love  as  might 

Make  all  my  undertakings  thankful  to’t  -, 

Precifely  juft  is  feldom  faithful  in  our  wifhes 

To  another  mans  dclires : Farewel.  Exit  Orl. 

Enter  xMontagiie  having  a Tttrje.,  Duboys,  Longueville, 
and  Voramer  the  Tage,  mth  tn>o  Cask^ets. 

Dub.  Here  comes  your  adverfarie’s brother-in-law. 

The  Lord  of  Amiens. 

Dub.  From  the  Hall  I think. 

Ami.  I did  fo  : fave  your  Lordfliip.  fent  ftate, 

Aiflunt.  That’s  a wilh  my  Lord,as  courteous  to  my  pre- 
As  ever  honeft  mind  was  thankful  for  *> 

For  now  my  fafecy  muft  expofe  it  ft  lf 

To  queftion  : yet  to  look  for  any  free 

Or  hearty  falutation  ( Sir  ) from  you 

Would  be  unreafonable  in  me. 

.Ami.  Why? 

Mont.  Your  Sifter  is  my  adverfarie’s  wife- 
That  nearnefs  needs  muft  confequently  draw 

Your  inclination  to  him. 

Ami.  1 will  grant 

Him  all  the  nearnefs  his  alliance  claims, 

And  yet  be  nothing  lefs  impartial. 

My  Lord  of  Montague. 

Mont.  Lord  of  Mont  ague : 

^'ut  ( Sir  ) how  long  the  dignity  or  ftate 

Belonging  to  it  will  continue,  ftands 

Upon  rhe  dangerous  paflage  of  this  hour. 

Either  for  evermore  to  be  confirm’d. 

Or  like  the  time  wherein  ’twas  pleaded,  gone  : 

Gone  with  it,  never  to  be  call’d  again. 

Ami.  Juftice  dired  your  procefs  to  the  end ; 

To  both  your  perfons  myrefped  fliall  ftill 

Be  equal  •,  but  the  righteous  caufe  is  that 

V.  hich  bears  my  wifhes  to  the  fide  it  holds, 

Where-ever  may  it  profper.  £«:/>  Amiens. 

Mont.  Then  my  thanks 

Are  proper  to  you,  if  a man  may  raife 

A confidence  upon  a lawful  ground 

I have  no  reafon  to  be  once  perplex’d 

With  any  doubtful  motion,  Longuezille, 

That  Lord  of  Amiens.,  (didft  obferve  him?)  has 

A worthy  nature  in  him. 

Long.  Either  ’tis  his  nature  or  his  cunning. 

Mont.  That’s  the  vizard  of  moftmens  adions, 

Whofe  dillembled  lives 

Do  carry  only  the  fimilitude 

Of  goodnefs  on  ’em : but  for  him 

Honeft  behaviour  makes  a true  report, 

What  difpofition  does  inhabit  him, 

Efiential  virtue. 

Long.  Then  ’tis  pity  that 

Injurious  Orleans  is  his  brother. 

Dub.  He  is  but  his  brother-in-law. 

Long.  Law  ? that’s  as  bad. 

Dub.  How  is  your  Law  as  bad  ? I rather  vvifh 

The  hangman  thy  Executor  than  that 

Equivocation  fhould  be  ominous. 

Enter  two  Lawyers.^  and  two  Creditors'. 

Long.  Some  of  your  Lawyers 

1 Law.  What  is  ominous  .i* 

2 Law.  Let  no  diftruft  trouble  your  Lordfhips  thought. 
i Law.  The  evidences  of  your  queftion’d  Land 

Ha’  not  fo  much  as  any  literal 

Advantage  in  ’em  to  be  made  againft  I 

Your  Title.  | 

2 Law.  And  your  Council  underftands  I 

The  bufinefs  fully.  | 

1 Law.  Th’are  indiiftrious,  juft.  I 

2 Law.  And  very  confident.  1 

1 Liiw’.  Your  ftate  endures  j 

A voluntary  trial  •,  like  a man  | 

U hofe  honors  are  malicioufly  accus’d.  ] 

2 Law.  The  accufation  ferves  to  clear  his  caufe.  1 

1 Law.  And  to  approve  his  truth  more.  ] 

2 Law.  So  fliall  all  i 

Y our  adverfarie’s  pleadings  ftrengthen  your  | 

PoflelFion.  | 

1 Law.  And  be  fet  upon  record  1 

To  vvitnefs  the  hereditary  right  | 

Of  you  and  yours.  1 

2 Law.  Courage,  you  have  the  law.  ' | 

Long.  And  you  the  profits.  I 

Mont.  If  difeouragement  I 

Could  work  upon  me,  your  aflurances  1 

Would  put  me  ftrongly  into  heart  again  1 

ifut  I was  never  fearful : and  let  fate  1 

Deceive  my  expedation,  yet  I am  1 

’repared  againft  dejedion.  I 

1 Cre.  So  are  we.  I 

2 Cre.  We  have  received  a comfortable  hope  | 

That  all  will  fpeed  well.  1 

Long.  What  is  he  Duboys  ? j 

Dub.  A Cre  ditor.  ' | 

Long.  I thought  fo,  for  he  fpeaks  1 

As  if  he  were  a partner  in  his  ftate.  i 

Mont.  Sir,  I am  largely  indebted  to  your  loves,  | 

Long.  More  to  their  purfes.  | 

Mrnt.  Which  you  fhall  not  lofe.  1 

I Cred.  Yourllordfhip.  | 

Dub,  That’s  another  creditor.  I 

I Cred.  Has  intereft  in  me.  | 

Long.  You  have  more  of  him.  j 

I Cred.  And  I have  had  fo  many  promifes 

From  thefe,  and  all  your  learned  Counfellorsj 

How  certainly  your  caufo  will  profper : that—  ! 

Long.  You  brought  no  Serjeants  with  you  ? 

Dub.  To  attend  his  ill  fuccefs. 

Mont.  Good  Sir,  I will  not  be  i 

Unthankful  either  to  their  induftries 

Or  your  affedions. 

iLaw.  All  your  Land  (my  Lord) 

Is  at  the  barrnow,  give  me  but  ten  Crowns 

I’ll  fave  you  harmlels. 

Long.  Take  him  at  his  word^^ 

If  he  does  lofe,  you’re  fav’d  by  miracle. 

For  I never  knew  a Lawyer  yet  undone. 

1 Law.  Then  now  you  fhall.  Sir,  if  this  profpers  not. 
Long.  Sir,  1 befeech  you  do  not  force  your  voice 

To  fuch  aloudnefs,  but  be  thrifty  now  j 

Preferveit  till  you  come  to  plead  at  bar 

It  will  be  much  more  profitable  in 

The  fatisfadion  than  the  promife. 

I Law.  Is  not  this  a fatisfadion  to  engage 

Myfelffor  this  afliirance,  if  he 

Mont.  No  Sir,  my  ruin  never  fhall  import 

Anothers  lofs,  if  not  by  accident. 

And  that  my  purpofe  is  not  guilty  of : 

You’re  engag’d  in  nothing  but  your  care.  Ex.  Law. 

Attend  the  Procurator  to  the  Court, 

Obferve  how  things  incline,  and  bring  me  word. 

Long.  I dare  not,  Sir,  if  I be  taken  there. 

Mine  ears  will  be  in  danger. 

Mont.  Why  ? haft  thou 

Committed  fomething  thatdeferves  thine  ears? 

Long.  No,  but  I fear  the  noife  ^ my  hearing  will  be 
Perifhed  by  the  noife  ’tis  as  good ’t  want 

A member,  as  to  loofe  the  ufe 

Mont. 

T/ie  Honejl  Mans  Fortune. 
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Exit  Long, 


A member  as  to  lole  the  ufe 

Alont.  The  ornament  is  excepted. 

Long.  Well  my  Lord 
I’ll  put  ’em  to  the  hazard. 

1 Cred.  Yourdefires  be  profperousto  yon. 

2 Cred.  Our  belt  Prayers  wait 
Upon  your  fortune. 

Dub.  For  your  lelves,  not  him. 

Mont.  Thou  canft  not  blame  ’em : I am  in  their  debts. 

Ver.  But  had  your  large  expence  ( a part  whereof 
You  owe ’em  ) for  unprofitable  Silks 
And  Laces,  been  beltowcd  among  the  poor, 

That, would  have  prayed  ±e  right  way  for  you  : 

Not  upon  you, 

Mont.  For  unprofitable  Silks 
And  Laces?  now  believe  mehoneftboy 
Th’all;  hit  upon  a reprehenfion  that  belongs 
Unto  me. 

Ver.  By my  Lord, 

I had  not  fo  unmannerly  a thought, 

To  reprehend  you. 

Mont.  Why  I love  thee  for’t. 

Mine  own  acknowledgement  confirms  thy  words : 

For  once  I do  remember,  comming  from 
The  Mercers,  where  my  Purfe  had  fpent  it  felf 
On  tnofe  mprofitable  toys  thou  fpeak’Il  of, 

A man  half  naked  with  his  poverty 
Did  meet  me,  and  requefted  my  relief : 

I wanted  whence  to  give  it,  yet  his  eyes 
Spoke  for  him,  thofe  1 could  have  latisfied 
With  fome  unfruitful  Ibrrow,  ( if  my  tears 
Would  not  have  added  rather  to  his  grief. 

Than  eas’d  it)  but  the  true  companion  that 
I fhonld  have  given  I had  not  : this  began 
To  make  me  think  how  many  fuch  mens  wants 
The  vain  fuperfluous  coft  I wore  upon 
Myouttide,  would  have  clothed,  and  left  my  felf 
A habit  as  becomming ; to  increafe 
This  new  confideration  there  came  one 
Clad  in  a garment  plain  and  thrifty,  yet 
As  decent  as  thefe  fair  dear  follies  ^ made 
A s if  it  were  of  purpofe  to  defpife 
The  vanity  of  fhew  : his  purfe  had  ftill 
The  power  to  do  a charitable  deed. 

And  did  it. 

Dub.  Yet  your  inclination.  Sir, 

Delerv’d  no  lefsto  be  commended,  than  his  adion. 

Mont.  Prethee  do  not  flatter  me  *, 

He  that  intends  well,  yet  deprives  himfelf 
Of  means,  to  put  his  good  thoughts  into  deed. 

Deceives  his  purpofe  of  the  due  reward 
That  goodnefs  merits;  oh  antiquity 
Thy  great  examples  of  Nobility 
Are  out  of  imitation,  or  at  Icafl 
So  lamely  follow’d,  that  thou  art  as  much 
Before  this  age  in  virtue,  as  in  time, 

Viih.  Sir,  it  miifb  needs  be  lamely  followed,  when 
The  chiefeft  men  love  to  follow  it 
Are  for  the  moft  part  cripples. 

Mont.  Who  are  they? 

Dub.  Soldiers,  myLord,fbldiers. 

Mont.  ’Tis  true  Duboys ; but  if  the  law  difables  me  no 


For  Noble  adions,  than  good  purpofes. 

I’ll  pradice  how  to  exercife  the  worth 
Commended  to  us  by  our  anceftors  •, 

The  poor  negleded  foldier  fhall  command 
Me  from  a Ladies  Courtfhip,  and  the  form 
I’ll  ftudy  fhall  no  more  be  taught  me  by 
The  Taylor,  but  tlie  Scholar-,  that  expence 
Which  hitherto  has  been  to  entertain 
Th’  intemperate  pride  and  pleafiire  of  the  tafle 
Shall  fill  my  Table  more  to  fatisfie,- 
And  lefs  to  furfeit. 

What  an  honed  work  it  would  be  when  we  find 
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A Virgin  in  her  poverty,  and  youth 
Inclining  to  be  tempted,  to  imploy 
As  much  perfwafion,  and  as  much  cxpence 
To  keep  her  upright,  as  men  ufe  to  do  upon  her  fallina 

Dub.  ’Tischaritythat  many  Maids  will  be  unthankdilfor 

Ancl  lome  will  rather  take  it  lor  a wrona. 

To  buy  ’em  out  of  their  inheritance, 

The  thing  that  they  were  born  to.  ’ 

Liitcr  Longueviile. 

(face. 

Ls«^«?wl’d>,thoubringfl-achcarrul  promifein  thy 
There  fcands  no  pale  report  upon  thy  check. 

To  give  me  fear  or  knowledge  of  my  lo|s,’tis  red  and  lively 
How  proceeds  my  fiiit  ? (HercuLi' 

^ Long.  That’s  with  leave.  Sir,  a labour  that  to  thofe  of  ^ 
May  add  another  - or  (at  lead)  be  call’d 
An  imitation  of  his  burning  Ihirt : 

For  ’twas  a pain  of  that  merciful 
Perplexity,  to  fhoulder  through  the  throng 
Of  people,  that  attended  your  fuccefs ; 

My  fu^eaty  liiinen  fixt  upon  my  skin. 

Still  as  they  pull’d  me,  took  that  with  it  ^ ’twas 
A fear  I fliould  have  left  my  flcfli  among  ’em  : 

Yet  Iwas  patient,  for  ( methought)  the  to.l 
Might  bean  emblem  of  the  difficult 
And  weary  palfagc  to  get  out  of  Law. 

And  to  make  up  the  dear  fimilitude. 

When  I was  forth  feeking  my  handkerchief 
To  wipe  myfwcat  off,  { did  find  a caufe 
To  make  me  fweat  more,  for  my  Purie  waslod 
Among  their  fingers. 

Dub.  There ’twas  rather  found. 

Long,  By  them. 

Dub.  I mean  fb. 

Mont.  Well,  I will  redore 
Thy  damage  to  thee  .•  how  proceeds  my  fuit  ? 

Lang.  Like  one  at  Brokers  j I think  forfeited. 

Your  promifing  Counfel  at  the  fird 
Put  drongly  forward  with  a labour’d  fpeed. 

And  fuch  a violence  of  pleading,  that  » 

His  Fee  in  Sugar-candy  fcarce  will  make 
His  throat  a fatisfadion  for  the  huic 
He  did  it,  and  he  carried  the  whole  caufe 
Before  him,  with  fo  clear  a paflage,  that 
The  people  in  the  favour  of  your  fide 
Cried  Montague.,  Montague:  in  the  fpightof  him 
That  cryed  out  lilence,  and  began  to  laugh 
Your  adverlaries  advocate  to  fcorn; 

Who  like  a cunning  Footman  fet  me  forth 
With  fuch  a temperate  eaiie  kind'of  courfe 
To  put  him  into  exercife  of  drength. 

And  follow’d  his  advantages  fo  dole. 

That  when  your  hot  mouth’d  pleader  thought  h’  had  tvon. 
Before  he  reacht  it,  he  was  out  of  breath, 

And  then  the  other  dript  him. 

Aiont.  So  all  islod. 

Long.  But  how  I know  not  ^ for,  (methought)  I dobd 
Confounded  with  the  clamiour  of  the  Court, 

Like  one  embark’d  upon  a dorm  at  Sea, 

Where  the  tempeduous  noifeof  Thunder  mixt 
With  roaring  of  the  billows,  and  the  thick, 

Imperfed  language  of  the  Sea.  men,  takes 
His  underdanding  and  his  fafety  both 
Together  from  him. 

Mont.  Thou  dod  bring  ill  news 

Long.  Of  what  I was  unwilling  to  have  been 
The  fird  reporter. 

Mont.  Didd  obferve  no  more  ? 

Long.  At  lead  no  better 

Mont.  Then  th’art  not  inform’d 
So  well  as  I am  ^ I can  tell  thee  that 
Will  plealethee,  for  when  allelfe  left  ray  caufe. 

My  very  adverfaries  took  my  part. 

Lony. 
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1.0)1^  • — Whofoevcr  told  you  that,  abufed  you. 

Moirt.  Credit  me,  he  took  my  part 
Wlier.  all  forfook  me. 

Lourr.  Took  it  from  you. 

Yes  I mean  fo,  and  I think  he  had  jufi:  caufe 
To  take  it.  when  the  verdift  gave  it  him. 

Vitb.  His  Spirit  would  ha’  funk  him,  e’r  he  could 
Have  carried  an  ill  fortune  of  this  weight  fo  lightly. 

Mont.  Nothing  isamifery,  unlefs  our  weaknefs  appre- 
hend it  lb  ^ 

\Vc  cannot  be  more  faithful  to  our  felves 
In'any  thing  that’s  manly,  than  to  make 
111  Ibrtnnc  as  contemptible  to  us 
As  it  makes  us  to  others. 

Enter  Lan>yers. 

Long.  Here  come  they 

Whole  very  countenances  will  tell  you  how 
Contemptible  it  is  to  others. 

Mont.  Sir?  , 

Long.  The  Sir  of  Knighthood  may  be  given  him,  e’r 
; They  hear  you  now  ? 

hhnt.  Good  Sir  but  a word. 

Dub.  How  foon  the  lofs  of  wealth  makes  any  man 
Grow  out  of  knowledge. 

Long.  Let  me  fee,  I pray,  Sir, 

Never  ftood  you  upon  the  Pillory  ? 

1 Law.  The  Pillory  ? 

Long.  Oh  now  I know  you  did  not. 

Y’ave  ears,  I thought  ye  had  loft  ’em^  prayoblerve, 

Here’s  one  that  once  was  gracious  in  your  eyes. 

1 Law.  Oh  my  Lord,  have  an  eye  upon  him. 

Long.  But  ha’  you  ne’er  a Counfel  to  redeem 

His  Land  yet  from  the  judgement  ? 

2 Law.  None  but  this,  a Writ  of  error  to  remove  the 
caufe. 

Lons^.  No  more  of  error,  we  have  been  in  that  too  much 
already. 

2 Law.  If  you  will  reverfe  the  judgement,  you  mull; 
trull:  to  that  delay. 

Long.  Delay  ? indeed  he’s  like  to  trull:  to  that. 

With  you  has  any  dealing-  {fefftmem. 

2 Law.  E’r  the  Law  proceeds  to  an  Habere  facias  pof- 
Diib.  That’s  a language  Sir,  I underftand  not. 

Long.  Th’art  a very  ftrange  unthankful  fellow  to  have  ta- 
ken Fees  of  fuch  a liberal  meafure,  and  then  give  a man 
hard  words  for’s  money. 

1 Law.  If  men  will  hazard  their  falvations. 

What  llionld  I fay:,  I’ve  other  bufinefs. 

Mont.  Y’arei’th’  right  ^ 

That’s  it  you  lliould  fay,  now  profperity  has  left  me. 

Enter  two  Creditors. 

1 Cred.  Have  an  eye  upon  him  ^ if 
We  lofe  him  now,  he’s  gone  for  ever  ^ flay 
And  dog  him  ; I’ll  go  fetch  the  Officers. 

Long.  Dog  him  you  Bloud-hound : by  this  point  thou 
fiialt  more  fafely  dog  an  angry  Lion,  than  attempt  him. 
Mont.  What’s  the  matter  : (your  lofs 

Long.  Do  but  Ifir  to  fetch  a Serjeant^  andbefides 
Of  labour.  I’ll  have  you  beaten,  till 
Thofe  cafement  in  your  faces  be  falfe  lights. 

Bub.  Falfer  than  thofe  you  fell  by. 

Mont.  W ho  gave  you  Commiffion  to  abufe  my  friends 
thus  ? 

Lon.  Sir,  are  thofe  your  friends  that  would  betray  you? 
Mont.  ’Tis  to  fave  themfelves  rather  than  betray  me. 

1 Cred.  Your  Lordffiip  makes  a juft  conftrudlion  of  it. 

2 Cred.  All  our  delire  is  but  to  get  our  own. 

Long.  Your  wives  delires  and  yours  do  differ  then. 

Mont.  So  far  as  my  ability  will  go 

You  fnall  have  latisfaftion  Longeville. 

Long.  And  leave  your  fcif  ncgleded  j every  man 


Is  firft  a debtor  to  his  own  demands,  being  honeft. 

Mont.  As  I take  it.  Sir,  I did 
Not  entertain  you  for  my  Counfelor. 

Long.  Counfel’s  the  office  of  a fervant. 

When  the  mafter  falls  upon  a danger  as 
Defence  is  ^ never  threaten  with  your  eyes. 

They  are  no  cockatrices i do  you  hear? 

Talk  with  the  Girdler,  or  the  Mill’ner, 

He  can  inform  you  of  a kind  of  men 

That  firft  undid  the  profit  of  thofe  trades 

By  bringing  up  the  form  of  carrying 

Their  Morglays  in  their  hands:  withlbme  of  thofe 

A man  may  make  himfelf  a priviledge 

To  ask  a queftion  at  the  prilon  gates 

Without  your  good  permiflion. 

2 Cred.  By  your  leave. 

Mont.  Stay  Sir,  what  one  example  fince  the  time 
That  firft  you  put  your  hat  off  to  me,  have 
You  noted  in  me  to  encourage  you 
To  this  prefumption?  by  the  jufticenow 
Of  thine  own  rule,  I ffiould  begin  with  thee, 

I fhould  turn  thee  away  ungratified 
For  all  thy  former  kindnefs,  forget 
Thou  ever  didft  me  any  fervice : ’tis  not  fear 
Of  being  arrefted,  makes  me  thus  incline 
Tofatisfy  you-,  for  you  fee  by  him, 

I loft  not  all  defences  with  myftate  ^ 

The  curfes  of  a man  to  whom  1 am 
Beholding,  terrify  me  more,  than  all 
The  violence  he  can  purfue  me  with. 

Duboys.,  I did  prepare  me  for  the  worft  ^ 

Thefe  two  fmall  Cabinets  do  comprehend 
The  fum  of  all  the  wealth  that  it  hath  pleafed  - 
Adverfity  to  leave  me,  one  as  rich 
As  th’other,  both  in  Jewels  ^ take  thou  this. 

And  as  the  Order  put  within  it,  fhall 
Direcftthee,  diftribute  it  half  between 
Thofe  Creditors,  and  th’  other  half  among 
My  lervants : for  ( Sir  ) they  are  my  Creditors 
As  well  as  you  are,  they  have  trufted  me 
With  their  advancement:  if  the  value  fail. 

To  pleafeyou  all,  my  firft  increafeof  means 
Shall  offer  you  a fuller  payment  ^ be  content 
To  leave  mefomething,  and  imagine  that 
You  put  a new  beginner  into  credit. 

Cred.  So  profper  our  own  bleffings,  as  we  wifh  you  to 
your  merit. 

Mont.  Are  you  filencesof  diftontent,  or  of  fbrrow  > 

Dub.  Sir,  we  would  not  leave  you. 

Long.  Do  but  fuffer  us  to  follow  you,  and  what  our 
prelent  means,  or  induftries  hereafter  can  provide,  ihal 
ferve  you. 

Mont.  Oh  defire  me  not  to  live 
To  fuch  a bafenels,  as  to  be  maintained 
By  thofe  that  ferve  me  ^ pray  begone,  I will 
Defend  your  honefties  to  any  man 
That  fhall  report,  you  have  forfaken  me  *, 

I pray  begone.  Exeunt  Servants  and  Creditors. 

Why,' doft  thou  weep  my  boy, 

Becaufe  I do  not  bid  thee,  go  to  ? 

Ver.  No,  I weep  ( my  Lord  ) becaule  I would  not  go  *, 

1 fear  you  will  command  me. 

Mont.  No  my  child, 

I will  not  ^ that  would  dilcommend  th’  intent 
Of  all  my  other  adions;  thou  art  yet 
Unable  to  advile  thy  felf  a courfe. 

Should  I put  thee  to  feek  it  -,  after  that 

I muftexcufe,  or  at  the  lea  ft  forgive 

Any  charitable  deed  that  can  be  done  agaiiift  my  felf.  i 

Ver.  Every  day  ( my  Lord  ) I tarry  with  you,  I’ll  account  [ 
A day  of  bleffing  to  me  ^ for  I lhall 
Have  fo  much  lefs  time  left  me  of  my  life 
When  I am  from  you : and  if  mifery 
Befall  you  ( which  I hope  lb  good  a man 
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Was  never  born  to  J I will  take  my  part, 
j And  make  my  willingnefs  increafe  my  ftrength 
[To  bear  it.  In  the  Winter  I will  {pare 
Mine  own  cloths  from  my  (elf  to  cover  you-. 

And  in  the  Summer,  carry  fome  of  yours 
; To  eafe  you  : Pll  doe  any  thing  I can. 

Moytt.  Why,  thou  art  able  to  make  milery 
[ Alhamed  of  hurting,  when  thy  weaknefs  can 
Both  bear  it,  and  defpife  it : Come  my  boy 
I will  provide  Ibme  better  way  for  thee 
I Than  this  thou  fpeaklt  of:  ’tis  the  comfort  that 
1 I’ll  fortune  has  undone  me  into  the  falhion : 

For  now  in  this  age  molt  men  do  begin. 

To  keep  but  one  boy,  that  kept  many  men.  Exe^t. 


Enter  Amieni. 


Enter  Orleans.^  a Servant.,  hit  Lady  following. 

Orl.  Where  is  Ibe  > call  her. 

Lady\  I attend  you  Sir. 

Orl.  Your  friend  fweet  Madam. 

Lady.  What  friend,  good  my  Lord  ? 

Orl.  Your  Montague,  Madam,  he  will  Ihortly  want 
Thofe  Courtly  graces  that  you  love  him  for  ^ 

The  means  wherewith  he  purchafed  this,  and  this^ 

And  all  his  own  provifions  to  the  leaft 
Proportion  of  his  feeding,  or  his  clothes, 

Came  out  of  that  inheritance  of  land 
Which  he  unjuftly  lived  on;  but  the  law 
Has  given  me  right  in’t,  and  polfeHion  ^ now 
Thou  fhalc  perceive  his  bravery  vanilh,  as 
This  Jewell  does  from  thee  now , and  thele  Pearls 
To  him  that  owes  ’em. 

Lady,  Ye  are  the  owner  Sir  of  every  thing  that  does 
belong  to  me. 

Orl.  No,  not  of  him,  fweet  Lady. 

Lady.  O good  Heaven ! 

Orl.  But  in  a while  your  mind  will  change,  and  be 
As  ready  to  difclaim  him  ^ when  his  wants 
And  miferies  have  perilh’d  his  good  face. 

And  taken  off  the  fweetnefs  that  has  made 
Him  pleafing  in  a womans  underftanding. 

- La.  O Heaven,  how  gratious  had  Creation  been 
To  women,  who  are  born  without  defence  , 

If  to  our  hearts  there  had  been  doors  through  which 
Our  husbands  might  have  lookt  into  our  thoughts. 

And  made  themfelves  undoubtfull. 

Orl.  Made  ’em  mad. 

La.  With  honeft  women. 

Orl.  Thou  doft  ftill  pretend 
A title  to  that  virtue ; prethee  let 
Thy  honefly  fpeak  freelie  to  me  now. 

Thou  know’ll  that  Montague.,  of  whole  Land 
1 ’m  the  mailer,  did  affedl  thee  firll, 

^nd  Ihould  have  had  thee,  if  the  ftrength  of  friends 
Had  not  prevail’d  above  thine  own  confent. 

I have  undone  him  •,  tell  me  how  thou  doft 
Confider  his  ill  fortune  and  my  good. 

La.  I’ll  tell  you  juftly  his  undoing  is 
An  argument  for  pity  and  for  tears 
In  all  their  difpolitions  chat  have  known 
The  honor  and  the  goodnefs  of  his  life  ; 

Yet  that  addition  of  profperity. 

Which  you  have  got  by’t,  no  indifferent  man 
W ill  malice  or  repine  at,  if  the  Law 
Be  not  abufed  in’t  i howlbever  fince 
You  have  the  upper  fortune  of  him,  ’twill 
Be  fome  dilhonor  to  you  to  bear  your  felf 
With  any  pride  or  glory  over  him. 

Orl.  This  may  be  truely  fpoken,  but  in  thee 
It  is  not  honeft. 

La.  Yes,  fo  honeft,  that  I care  not  if  the  chaft  Fenelope 
Were  now  alive  to  hear  me. 


Orl.  W’ho  comes  there  ? 

La.  My  brother. 

.^yn.  Save  ye. 

Orl.  Now  Sir,  you  have  heard  of  profperous  Montague., 
Am.  No  Sir,  I have  heard  of  Montague^ 

But  of  your  profperiry, 

Orl.  Is  he  diftradeci. 

Am.  He  does  bear  his  lofs  with  fuch  a noble  ftrength 
Of  patience  that, 

dad  fortune  eyes  to  lee  him,  Ihe  would  weep 
^or  having  hurt  him,  and  pretending  that 
Shee  did  it  but  for  triall  of  his  worth : 

Hereafter  ever  love  him. 

Orl.  1 perceive  you  love  him, and  becaufe  ( I mult  confefs ) 
He  does  deferve  that  though  for  lome  refpeds, 

I have  not  given  him  that  acknowledgement. 

Yet  in  mine  honor  I did  Hill  conclude  to  ule  him  nobly. 

Am.  Sir,  that  will  become  your  reputation  and  make  me 
grow  proud  of  your  alliance. 

Orl.  I did  referve  the  doing  of  this  friendlhip  till  I had  | 
His  fortunes  at  my  mercy,  that  the  world 
May  tell  him  ’tis  a willing  courtefie. 

La.  This  change  will  make  me  happy. 

Orl.  ’Tis  a change  j thou  lhalt  behold  it : then  oblerve 
me  when 

That  Montague.,  had  poflellidn  of  my  Land, 

I was  his  rival!,  ^d  at  laft  obtain’d 
This  Lady  who,  by  promife  of  her  own 
Affeftion  to  him,  Ihould  ha’  bin  his  wife  ^ 

1 had  her,  and  withheld  her  like  a pawn. 

Till  now  my  Land  is  rend’red  to  me  again. 

And  lince  it  is  fo,  you  lhall  fee  I have 
The  confcience  not  to  keep  her — give  him  her — draws 
For  by  the  faithfull  temper  of  my  fword,  Ihe  lhall  not 
tarry  with  me.  * 

Am.  Give  me  way — draws. 

Thou  moll  unworthy  man  — give  meway^ 

Or  by  the  wrong  he  does  the  Innorent, 

I’ll  end  thy  mifery  and  his  wickednefs , together. 

Lady.  Stay  and  let  me  juftifie 
My  husband  in  that, I have  wrong’d  his  bed.  Exeunt  Am : Orl 


Enter  Orleans  in  amazement,  the  fervants 
following  him. 

Never — all  lhames  that  can  afflid  me  fall 
Upon  me  if  I ever  wrong’d  you 
Orl.  Didft  thou  not  confels  it  ■, 

La.  ’Twas  to  lave  your  blood  from  Ihedding,  that  has 
Turn’d  my  brothers  edge  ■, 

He  that  beholds  our  thoughts  as  plainely  as 
Our  faces,  knowes  it,  I did  never  hurt 
My  honefty  but  by  acculing  it. 

Orl.  Womens  confents  are  Iboner  credited 
Than  their  denials : and  I’ll  never  truft 
Her  body  that  prefers  any  defence 
Before  the  fafetyof  her  honor — here 

Enter  Servant. 

Show  forth  that  ftranger  — give  me  not  a word 
Thou  feeft  a danger  readie  to  be  tempted. 

La.  Call  that  upon  me  rather  than  my  lhame. 

And  as  I am  now  dying  I will  vow — 

That  I am  honeft. 

Orl.  Put  her  out  of  dores  •,  but  that  I fear  my  land 
May  go  again  to  Montague , I would  kill  thee , I am 
loch , 

To  make  a beggar  of  him  that  way  •,  or  elfe — > 
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Go  liow  you  have  the  liberty  of  flefh. 

And  you  may  put  it  to  a double  ule, 

One  jor  your  pleafure,  th’other  to  maintain 
Vour  vvciibeloved,  he  will  want.  Exit  Lady. 

n fuch  a charitable  exercife 

The  virtue  will  excufe  you  for  the  vice.  Exit  Orleans. 

Enter  Amiens  drarvn.y  Mont  ague  Veramor 
meeting. 

Mont.  What  means  your  Lordfliip  ? 

Ver.  For  the  love  of  Heaven. 

Am.  Thou  haft  advantage  of  me,  call  away  this  buckler. 

Mont.  So  he  is  Sir,  for  he  lives 
W ith  one  that  is  undone avoyd  us  boy. 

Ver.  ril  firft  avoid  my  fafety. 

Your  Rapier  fhall  be  button’d  with  ray  head,  before  it 
touch  my  Mafter. 

Am.  Montague  ? 

Mont.  Sir. 

Am.  You  know  my  lifter  ? 

Mont.  Yes  Sir. 

Am.  For  a whore? 

Mont.  You  lye,  and  Ihall  lie  lower  if  you  dare  abule 
her  honor. 

Enter  Lady. 

l a.  I am  honeft 

Am.  Honeft ! * 

La.  Upon  my  faith  I am. 

Am.  WTat  did  then  parfuade  thee  to  condemn  thy  felf? 

La.  Your  fafety. 

Am.  1 had  rather  be  expos’d 
To  danger,  than  difhonor^  th’aft  betray’d 
The  reputation  of  my  familie 
xMore  bafely  by  the  fallenefs  of  that  word, 

Than  if  thou  hadft  delivered  me  adeep 
Into  the  hands  of  bafe  enemies. 

Relief  will  never  make  thee  fenfible 

Of  thy  difgraces  -,  let  thy  wants  compell  thee  to  it. 

Exit, 

La.  O I am  a miferable  woman. 

Mont.  WTy  Madam  ? are  you  utterly  without  means  to 
relieve  you  ? 

La.  I have  nothing  Sir,  unlefs  by  changing  of  thefe 
cloaths  for  worfe , and  then  at  laft  the  worft  for  naked- 
nels. 

Mont.  Stand  off  boy,  nakednefs  would  be  a change 
To  pleafe  us  Madam,  to  delight  us  both. 

Ea.  What  nakednefs  Sir  ? 

Mont.  Why  the  nakednefs  of  body  Madam,  we  were 
Lovers  once. 

La.  Never  dilhoneft  Lovers. 

Mont . Honeftie  has  no  allowance  now  to  give  our  felves. 

La.  Nor  you  allowance  againft  honeftie. 

Mont.  I’ll  fend  my  Boy  hence,  opportunitie 
Shall  be  our  fervant,  come  and  meet  me  firft 
W'ith  kifl'es  like  a ftranger  at  the  door. 

And  then  invite  me  nearer  to  receive 
A more  familiar  inward  Wellcome  ^ where, 

Inftead  of  tapers  made  of  Virgins  wax 
Th’increallng  flames  of  our  defires  fhall  light 
Us  to  a banquet : and  before  the  tafte 
Be  dull  with  fatisfaftion,  I’ll  prepare 
A nourifliment  compos’d  of  every  thing 
That  bears  a naturall  friendfhip  to  the  blood, 

And  that  fhall  fet  another  edge  upon  ’t. 

Or  elfe  between  the  courfes  of  the  feaft 
We’il  dallie  out  an  exercife  of  time. 

That  ever  as  one  appetite  expires  another  may  fucceedit. 

La.  O my  •Lord,how  has  your  nature  loft  her  worthinefs  ? 
When  our  affeTions  had  their  liberty. 


Our  kiffes  met  as  temperatelie  as 

The  hands  of  fifters,  or  of  brothers,  that 

Our  bloods  were  then  as  moving*,  then  you  were 

So  noble , that  I durft  have  trufted  your 

Embraces  in  an  opportunity 

Silent  enough  to  ferve  a raviflier. 

And  yet  come  from  you— undiflionor’d~how 
You  think  me  altered,  that  you  promife  your 
Attempt  fiiccefs  1 know  not  ^ but  were  all  « 

The  fweet  temptations  that  deceive  us  fet 
On  this  llde,  and  one  that  fide  all  the  waiters, 

Thefe  neither  fhould  parfuade  me,  nor  thefe  force. 

Mont.  Then  miferymay  wafte  your  body. 

Lady.  Yes,  butluft  fhall  never. 

Mont.  I have  found  you  ftill  as  uncorupted  as  I left 
you  firft 

Continue  fb  ^ and  I will  ferve  you  with 
As  much  devotion  as  my  word,  my  hand 
Or  purfe  can  fhow  you^  and  to  juftifie 
That  promil'e,  here  is  half  the  wealth  I have, 
r ake  it,  you  owe  me  nothing,  till  you  fall 
r rom  virtue,  which  the  better  to  protecft 
f have  bethought  me  of  a prefent  means : 

Give  me  the  Letter  ^ this  commends  my  Boy 

Into  the  fervice  of  a Lady , whofe 

Free  goodnefs  you  have  bin  acquainted  with,  Lamira, 

Lady.  Sir  I know  her. 

Mom.  Then  believe  her  entertainment  will  be  noble  to 
you  ? 

My  boy  fhall  bring  you  thither:  and  relate 

Your  manner  of  misfortune  if  your  own 

Report  needs  any  witnefs : fb  I kifs  your  hand  good  Lady . 

Lady.  Sir,  I know  not  how  to  promife , but  I cannot 
be  unthankful!. 

Mont.  All  that  you  can  implore  in  thankfulnefs 
Be  yours,  to  make  you  the  more  profperous. 

Farvvell  my  boy,— I am  not  yet  opprefs’d.  Exit  Lady 
Having  the  power  to  helpe  one  that’s  diftrefs’d.  Vere. 

Exeunt.. 


ABus  Secundi 


Scmna  Trim  a. 

Enter  Longaville  and  Bubois. 

LoKg.T'T  7Hat  fhall  we  do  now:  fwords  are  out  of  ufe, 
V V And  words  are  out  of  credit. 

Vuh.  We  muft  ferve. 

Leng.  The  means  to  get  a fervice  will  firft  fpend 
Our  purfes  ^ and  except  we  can  allow 
Our  felves  an  entertainment,  fervice  will 
Negledt  us now  ’tis  grown  into  a doubt 
Whether  the  Mr.  or  the  fervants  gives  the  countenance. 
Dub.  Then  fall  in  with  Miftreflb. 

Long.  They  keep  more  fervants  now  (indeed)  than  men. 
But  yet  the  age  is  grown  fo  populous 
Of  thofe  attendants,  that  the  women  are 
Grown  full  too. 

Dub.  What  fhall  we  propound  our  felves  ? 

Long.  I’ll  think  on’t. 

Dub.  Do  ^ Old  occupations  have  too  many  fetters  up  to 
profper,  fome  uncommon  trade  would  thrive  now. 

Wee’ll  e’en  make  up  fome  half  a dozen  proper 
men. 

And  fhould  not  we  get  more 
Than  all  your  female  finners  ?; 

Dub.  If  the  houfe  be  feated  as  it  fhould  be  privately. 
Long.  l,but  that  would  make  a multitude  of  witches. 

Dub. 
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Dub.  Witches  ? how  prethee  ? 

Long.  7 hus  the  bauds  would  all  turn  witches  to  revenge 
Themfelves  upon  us,  and  the  women  that 
Come  to  us,  for  difguiles  muft  wear  beards. 

And  that’s  they  fay,  a token  of  a witch. 

Dub.  What  Ihall  we  then  do  j 

Long.  We  muft  ftudy  on’t 
With  more  confideration  j ftay  Duboyes 
Are  not  the  Lord  of  Orleans  and  the  Lord 
Of  Amiens  enemies? 

Dub.  Yes,  what  of  that. 

Long.  Methinks  the  fadions  of  two  fuch  great  men. 
Should  give  a promile  of  advancement  now 
To  us  that  want  it. 

Dub^  Let  the  plot  be  thine  , and  in  the  enterprize  I’ll 
fecond  thee. 

Lang.  1 have  it  we  will  firft:  let  down  our  felves 
The  Method  of  a quarrell  ^ and  make  choyce 
Of  Ibme  frequented  Tavern  •,  or  fuch  a place 
Of  common  notice,  to  perform  it  in 
By  way  of  undertaking  to  maintain 
The  feverall  honors  of  thole  enemies. 

Thou  for  the  Lord  of  Orleans-., A for  Amiens. 

Dub.  1 like  the  projed:,  and  I think  ’twill  take 
The  better,  liiKe  their  difference  firft  did  rife 
From  his  occafion  whom  we  followed  once. 

Long.  We  cannot  hope  lefs  after  the  report. 

Than  entertainment  or  gratuity. 

Yet  thole  are  ends,  I do  not  aim  at  moft ; 

Great  fpirits  that  are  needy,  and  will  thrive, 

Muft  labour  whiles  fuch  troubles  are  alive.  Exeunt. 


Enter  Laverdine  and  La-foope. 

La-p.  Slander  is  lharper  than  the  fword.  I have  fed  this 
three  dayes  upon  leaf  Tobacco.,  for  want  of  other  Viduals. 

Lav.  You  have  liv’d  the  honefter  Captain-,  but  be  not 
fo  dejeded,  but  hold  up  thy  head , and  meat  will  fooner 
fall  i’thy  mouth. 

k La-p.  1 care  not  lb  much  for  meat,  fo  I had  but  good 
liquor , for  which  my  guts  croak  like  fo  many  Frogs  for 
rain. 

Lav.  It  feeras , you  are  troubled  with  the  wind-Collick, 
Captain  , fwallow  a bullet ; ’tis  prefent  remedy  I’ll  aflure 
you. 

La-p.  A bullet  ? I’ll  tell  you  Sir,  my  panch  is  nothing 
but  a pile  of  bullets  when  I was  in  any  lervicc  I flood  be- 
tween my  Generali  and  the  Ihot , like  a mud-wall  • I am 
all  lead,  from  the  crown  of  the  head  to  the  foal  of  the 
foot,  not  a found  bone  about  me. 

Lau.  It  feems  you  have  bin  in  terrible  hot  fervice 
Captain. 

La-p.  It  has  ever  bin  the  fate  of  the  low  Country  wars 
to  fpoil  many  a man , I ha’  not  bin  the  firft  nor  ffiall  not 
be  the  laft : but  I’ll  tell  you  Sir,  ( hunger  has  brought  it 
in  to  mind  ) I ferved  once  at  the  Siege  of  Brafie,  ’tis  me- 
morable to  this  day,  where  we  were  in  great  diftrefs 
for  viftuals , whole  troops  fainted  more  for  want  of  food 
then  for  blood  , and  died  , yet  we  were  refolved  to  ftand 
it  out  •,  I my  felf  was  but  then  Gentleman  of  a Company, 
and  had  as  much  need  as  any  man,  and  indeed  1 had 
perilhed  had  not  a miraculous  providence  preferved  me. 

Lav.  As  how  good  Captain? 

La-p.  Marry  Sir,  e’en  as  I was  fainting  and  falling  down 
for  want  of  luftenance  , the  enemy  made  a ffiot  at  me,  and 
ftruck  me  full  ith’  paunch  with  a penny  loaf. 

Lav.  Inftead  of  a bullet ! 

La-p.  In  ftead  of  a bullet. 

Lav.  That  was  miraculous  indeed  j and  that  loaf  fuf- 
tained  you. 

La-p.  Nourifhed  me  or  1 had  famifhed  with  the  reft. 

Lav.,  You  have  done  worthy  adts  being  a foldier , and 


now  you  fhall  give  me  leave  to  requite  your  tale,  and 
to  acquaint  you  with  the  moft  notorious  deeds  that  I 
have  done  being  a Courtier.  I proceft  Captain  I will  lie  no 
more  than  you  have  done. 

La-p.  I can  indure  no  lies. 

Lav.  I know  you  cannot  Captain , therefore  I’ll  only 
tell  you  of  ftrange  things ; I did  once  a deed  of  chari- 
ty for  it  fc!f-,  1 affiffcd  a poor  widow  in  a fute,  and 
obtained  it , yet  I protcll  1 took  not  a penny  for  my  la- 
bor. 

La-p.  ’Tis  no  fuch  ftrange  thing. 

Lav.  By  Mars  Captain,  but  it  is,  and  a very  ftrange 
thing  too  in  a Courtier  , it  may  take  the  upper  hand  of 
your  penny  loaf  for  a miracle.  I could  ha’  told  you  how 
many  Ladyes  have  languilhed  for  my  love  , and  how  I 
was  once  follicited  by  the  mother , the  daughter  , and 
grand-mother  -,  out  of  the  leaft  of  which  I might  have 
digg’d  my  lelf-a  fortune  ^ they  were  all  great  Ladyes, 
for  two  of  them  were  fo  big  I could  hardly  embrace  them; 
but  1 was  fluggifh  in  my  riling  courfes , and  therefore  let 
them  pafs  ^ what  means  I had  is  fpent  upon  fich  as 
had  the  wit  to  cheat  me  -,  That  wealth  being  gone  , I 
have  only  bought  experience  with  it , with  a ftrong  hope 
to  cheat  others-,  but  fee  here  comes  the  much  declined 
Montague  , who  had  all  the  Manor  houfes , which  were 
the  body  of  his  feftate  , overthrowen  by  a great  wind. 


Enter  Montague.,  Adallicorne. 

La-p.  How  by  a great  wind  ? was  he  not  overthrown 
by  law  ? 

Lav.  Yes,  marry  was  he : but  there  was  terrible  puffing 
and  blowing  before  he  was  overthrown,  if  you  oblerv’d, 
and  believe  it  Captain,  there’s  no  wind  fo  dangerous  to  a 
building  as  a lawyers  breath. 

La-p.  What’s  he  with  him  ? 

Lav.  An  eminent  Citizen.  MOunfier  MaUicorne,  let’s  ftand 
a fide  and  liften  their  delign. 

Mai.  Sir,  profit  is  the  Crown  of  labor,  it  is  the  life,* 
the  foul  of  the  induftrious  Merchai^,  in  it  he  makes  his' 
paradife,  and  for  it  neglefts  Wife,  Children,  Friends , Pa- 
rents , nay  all  the  world,  and  delivers  up  himfelf  to  the 
violence  of  ftorms,  and  to  be  tos’d  into  unknown  ayrs^ 
as  there  is  no  faculty  fo  perillous,  fo  there’s  none  fo  worthy 
profitable. 

Mont.  Sir,  I am  very  well  poffeft  of  it,  and  what  of 
my  poore  fortunes  remaines , I would  gladl^  ha,>ard  upon 
the  Sea  ; it  cannot  deal  worfe  with  me  than  the  Land, 
though  it  fink  or  throw  it  in  the  hands  of  Pirats.  I have 
yet  five  hundred  pounds  left,  and  your  honeft  and  worthy 
acquaintance  may  make  me  a young  Merchant^  th’one 
moity  of  what  I have  I would  gladly  adventure. 

Mai.  How  adventure?  you  fhall  hazard  nothing-,  you 
ffiall  only  joyn  with  me  in  certain  commodities  that 
are  fafe  arrived  unto  the  Key  you  ffiall  neither  be  in 
doubt  of  danger  nor  dammage  j But  fo  much  money  dis- 
burft,  fo  much  receive  ^ Sir,  I would  have  you  conceive 
I purfue  it  not  for  any  good  your  money  will  do  me  but 
meerly  out  of  mine  own  freenefs  and  courtefie  to  pleafure 
you. 

Mont.  I can  believe  no  left,  and  you  exprefs  a noble 
nature  , feeking  to  build  up  a man  fo  ruin’d  as  my  felf. 

Lav.  Captain  here  is  fubjeeft  for  us  to  work  upon 
if  we  have  wit^  you  hear  that  there  is  money  yet  left, 
and  it  is  going  to  be  layd  out  in  Rattels,  Bels , Hobby- 
Horfes,  brown  paper , or  fome  fuch  like  fale  commodities  s 
now  it  would  do  better  in  our  purfes,  upon  our  backs  in 
good  Gold-lace,  and  Scarlat,  and  then  we  might  pur- 
fue our  projeds , and  our  devices  towards  my  Lady 
Annabella  i go  to,  there’s  a conceit  newly  landed^  hcarki 
ftand  in  good  reputation  with  him  , aad  thcre:ore  may 
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the  better  cheat  him  : Captain  , take  a few  inftrudlions 
from  me. 

Mont.  W hat  monies  I have  is  at  your  difpofing,  and 
upon  twelve  I will  meet  you  at  the  Pallace  with  it. 

Mai.  I will  there  expeift  you, and  fo  I take  my  leave.  Exit. 
Lav.  You  apprehend  me  ? 

La~p.  Why  do  ye  think  I am  a dunce? 

Lav.  Not  a dunce  Captain,  but  you  might  give  me  leave 
to  mil'doubt  that  pregnancy  in  a Soldier,  which  is  pro- 
per and  hereditary  to  a Courtier  •,  but  profecute  it,  I will 
both  fecond,  and  give  credit  to  it.  Good  Mouniler  Mon- 
tagne^  1 w'ould  your  whole  revenues  lay  within  the  circuit 
of  mine  armes,  that  1 might  as  eafily  bellow,  or  reftore  it 
unto  you  as  my  curtefie. 

La-p.  My  zealous  willies  Sir,  do  accompany  his  for  your 
good  fortunes. 

Lav.  Believe  it  Sir,  our  affection  towards  you  is  a ftrong 
band  of  friendfhip. 

Mont.  To  which  I fhall  rnofl  willingly  feaL  But  be- 
lieve me  Gentlemen  in  a broken  eflate,  the  bond  of  friend - 
(hip  0!t  is  forfeited,  but  that  it  is  your  free  and  ingenuous 
nature  to  renew  it. 

Lav.  Sir,  I w ill  amply  extend  my  felf  to  your  ufe,  and  am 
very  zealoufly  afhidled  as  not  one  of  your  leall  friends  for 
your  crooked  fate  -,  But  let  it  not  feile  you  with  any 
deje(flion,  you  have  as  I hear  a fufficient  competency  left, 
which  well  difpofed  may  ered  you  as  high  in  the  worlds 
account  as  ever. 

Mont.  I cannot  live  to  hope  it,  much  lefs  injoy  it,  nor 
is  it  any  part  of  my  endeavor  ^ my  ftudy  is  to  render  e- 
very  man  his  own,  and  to  contain  my  lelf  within  the  limits 
of  a Gentleman. 

Lav.  I have  the  grant  of  an  Ofhee  given  me  by  Ibme 
noble  favorites  of  mine  in  Court,  there  Hands  but  a fmall 
matter  between  me  and  it,  if  your  ability  be  fuch  to  lay 
down  the  prefent  fumm,out  of  the  love  1 bear  you,  before 
any  other  man,  it  fhall  be  confirmed  yours. 

Mont.  I have  heard  you  often  fpcak  of  fuch  a thing  ; 
If  it  be  affur’d  to  you  I will  gladly  deal  in  it : that  por- 
tion 1 have,  I would  not  hazard  upon  one  courfe,  for  I 
fee  the  moll  certain  is  incertain. 

La-p.,  Having  money  Sir  , you  could  not  light  upon 
men  that  could  give  better  diredion  •,  there  is  at  this  time 
a friend  of  mine  upon  the  Seas^  to  be  plain  with  you, 
he  is  a pyrate,  that  hath  wrote  to  me  to  work  his  fre- 
dom,  and  by  this  Gentlemans  means,  whofe  acquaintance" 
is  not  fmall  at  Court we  have  the  word  of  a worthy  man 
for  it , only  there  is  fome  money  to  be  luddainly  disburft, 
and  if  your  happiiiefs  be  fitch  to  make  it  up  you  fhall 
receive  treble  gain  by  it,  and  good  aflurance  for  it. 

Mont.  Gentlemen,  out  of  the  weaknefs  of  my  eflate 
you  feein  ( to  have  fome  knowledge  of  my  breft  ) that 
wou’d  if  it  were  pofTible  advance  my  declined  fortunes, 
to  latisfie  all  men  of  whom  I have  had  credit,  and  I know 
no  way  better  than  thefe  which  you  propofe  ^ I have  fome 
money  ready  under  my  command,  fome  part  of  it  is  al- 
ready promis’d , but  the  remainder  is  yours  to  fuch  ufes 
as  are  propounded. 

Lav.  Appoint  fome  certain  place  of  meeting,  for  thefe 
affaires  require  expedition. 

Mount.  I will  make  it  my  prefent  bufinefs : at  twelve,  I 
am  to  meet  Mallknrne , the  Marchant  at  the  Pallace , you 
know  him  Sir  , about  fome  negotiation  of  the  fame  na- 
ture,  there  I will  be  ready  to  tender  you  that  money, 
upon  fuch  conditions  as  we  fnall  conclude  of. 

Lav.  The  care  of  it  be  yours,  fo  much  as  the  affair 
concerns  you. 

Mmt.  Your  caution  is  cffeduall , and  till  then  I take 
my  leave, 

Lar,  Good  Mr  Montague. 

Exit. 

iFhlthin  a clamor  , dorvn  mth  tbek  rveapont. 


Enter  Longavile^  and  DuboU.,  their  ftvordi  draven.^ 
Jervants  and  others  betvpeen  them. 

Ser.  Nay  Gentlemen  what  mean  youPpray  be  quiet,  have 
fome  refpeft  unto  the  houfe. 

Long.  A treacherous  Have. 

Du.  Thou  doll  revile  thy  felf  bafe  Longamle.. 

Long,  i fay  thou  art  a villain  and  a corrupt  dhe,  that 
haft  fome  feven  years  fed  on  thy  mailers  trencher , yet  never 
bredft  good  blood  towards  him  : for  if  thou  hadft,  thou’dft 
have  a Ibunder  heart. 

Du.  So  Sir,  you  can  ufe  your  tongue  fomething  nimbler 
than  your  fword. 

Long.  Wou’d  you  cou’d  ufe  your  tongue  well  of  your 
Mailer,  friend  you  might  have  better  imployment  for  vour 
fword. 

Du.  \ fay  again,  and  I will  fpeak  it  loud  and  often , 
that  Orleans^  is  a noble  Gentleman  with  whom  Amiens  is 
too  light  to  poyfe  the  foale. 

Long.  He  is  the  weaker  for  taking  of  a prayfo  out  o 
thy  mouth. 

Du.  T his  hand  fhall  feal  his  merit  at  thy  heart. 

Lav.  Part  them  my  mafters,  part  them. 

Ser.  Part  them  Sir  , why  do  you  not  part  them , you 
Hand  by  with  your  fword  in  your  hand , and  cry  part 
’em. 

Lav.  Why  you  muft  know  my  friend  my  cloaths  are 
better  than  yours,  and  in  a good  fuit,  I do  never  ufe  to 
part  any  body. 

La-p.  And  it  is  diferetion. 

Lav.  1 marry  is  it  Captain. 

Long.  Dubois  though  this  place  priviledge  thee , know 
where  next  we  meet,  the  blood  which  at  thy  heart  flows 
drops  at  thy  feet. 

Enter  Amience  in  hajie.^  his  fveord  drawn. 

Du.  I would  not  fpend  it  better  than  in  this  quarrell 
and  on  fuch  a hazard. 

Ami.  What  uprore’s  this,  muft  my  name  here  be  quefti 
on’d  in  Tavern  brawls, -and  by  affe^ed  Ruffins? 

Lav.  Not  we  indeed  Sir. 

Du.  Fear  cannot  make  me  Ihrink  out  of  your  fury 
jfhough  you  were  greater  than  your  name  doth  make  you^ 
r am  one,  and  the  oppofer  ^ if  your  fwoln  rage  have  ought 
in  malice  to  inforce  exprels  it. 

Ami.  I feek  thee  not,  nor  fhalt  thou  ever  gain 
That  credit,  which  a blow  from  me  wou’d  give  thee, 

By  my — I more  deteft  that  fellow 
Which  took  my  part  than  thee,  that  he  durft  offer 
To  take  my  honor  in  his  feeble  armes, 

And  (pend  it  in  a drinking  room  i which  way  went  he  ? 

Lav.  That  way  Sir,  I wou’d  you  wou’d  after  i for  I do  fear 
we  fhall  have  fome  more  feuffling. 

Ami.  I’ll  follow  him,  and  if  my  Ipeed  o’er  take  him, 

I fhall  ill  thank  him,  for  his  forwardnels.  Exit 

Lav.  I am  glad  he’#  gone,  for  1 doe  not  love  to  fee 
fword  drawn  in  the  hand  of  a man  that  lookes  fo  furious, 
there’s  no  jelling  with  edge  tooles,  how  fay  you  Captain  ? 

Cap.  I fay  ’tis  better  jelling  than  to  be  in  earnell  with 
them. 

Enter  Orleance. 


Orl.  How  nov/  ? what’s  the  difference  ? they  fay  there 
have  bin  fwords  drawn,  and  in  my  quarrell : let  me  know 
that  man,  whole  love  is  fo  lincere  to  fpend  his  blood  for 
my  fake,  I will  bounteoufly  requite  him. 

Lav.  We  were  all  of  your  fide,  but  there  he  Hands  be- 
gun it. 

Orl.  What’s  thy  name  ? 


Dub. 
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■ • "Gub.  Vubsyes  ? 

Orl.  Give  me  thy  hand,  haft  received  no  hurt? 

Vub.  Not  any,  nor  were  this  body  ftuck  full  of  wounds, 
Ifhould  not  count  them  hurts,  being  taken  in  fb  honorable 
a caufe  as  the  defence  of  my  moft  worthy  Lord. 

Orl.  The  dedication  of  thy  love  to  me  requires  my 
ample  bounty,  thou  art  mine,  for  I do  find  thee  made  un- 
, to  my  purpofes : Mounfieur  Laverdine  , pardon  my  negle<ft 
1 not  obferved  you,  and  how  runs  .rumour? 

Lav.  Why,  it  runs  my  Lord  like  a foot-man  without 
a cloak,  to  Ihow  that  what’s  once  rumour’d  it  cannot  be 
hid. 

Ori.  And  what  fay  the  rable,  am  not  I the  fubje^ft  of 
their  talk .? 

Lav.  Troth  my  Lord  the  common  mouth  {peaks  foul 
words. 

Orl.  Of  me,  for  turning  away  my  wife,  do  they  not  > 

Lav,  Faith  the  men  do  a little  murmure  at  it  and  lay, 
’tis  an  ill  prefident  info  great  a manj  marry  the  women y 
they  rayl  out  right. 

Orl.  Out  upon  them  rampallions.  I’ll  keep  my  lelf  fafe 
enough  out  of  their  fingers,  but  what  fay  my  pritty  jolly 
compofed  gallants  that  cenfure  every  thing  more  defperate 
than  it  is  dangerous-,  what  lay  they? 

Lav.  Marry  they  are  laying  wagers,  what  death  you 
lhall  die  one  offers  to  lay  five  hundred  pounds  And  yet 
he  had  but  a groat  about  him,  & that  was  in  two  two- 
pences  too  to,  any  man  that  wou’d  make  it  up  a ftjilling-, 
that  you  were  kil’d  with  a Piftoll  charg’d  with  white  Pow- 
der ^ another  offerd  to  pawn  his  foul  for  five  Ihillings , 
and  yet  no  body  wou’d  take  him , that  you  were  ftab’d  to 
death,  and  fhou’d  die  with  more  wounds  than  (fefar. 

Orl.  And  who  Ihou’d  be  the  Butchers  that  Ihou’d  do  it  ? 
Montague  and  his  aflbciates  ? 

Lav.  So  ’tis  conjedtured. 

La~p.  And  believe  it,  fweet  Prince,  it  is  to  be  feared,  and 
therefore  prevented. 

Orl.  By  turning  his  purpofe  on  himfelf , were  not  that 
the  way? 

Lav.  The  moft  diredt  path  for  your  lafety.  For  where 
doth  danger  fit  more  furious  than  in  a defperate  man  ? 

La-p.  And  being  you  have  declined  his  means , you  have 
increaft  his  malice. 

Lav.  Beiides  the  generall  report  that  fteeras  in  every 
mans  breath , and  ftains  you  all  over  with  infamy,  that 
Time  the  dcvourer  of  all  things  cannot  eat  out. 

La-p.  I,  for  that  former  familiarity,  which  he  had  with 
your  Lady. 

Lav.  Men  fpeak  it  as  boldly  as  words  of  compliment  jgood 
morrow , good  even , or  fave  you  Sir,  are  not  moreufuall;, 
if  the  word  cuckold  had  been  written  upon  your  forehead 
in  great  Capitall  Letters,  it  could  not  have  been  dilated 
with  more  confidence. 

Orl.  He  lhall  not  fleep  another  night,  I will  have  his 
blood,  though  it  be  required  at  my  hands  again. 

Lav.  Your  Lordlhip  mayy  and  without  hazarding  your 
own  perfon  -,  here’s  a Gentleman  in  whofe  looks  1 fee  a 
refolution  to  perform  it. 

Dub.  Let  his  Lordftiip  give  me  but  his  honorable  word 
for  my  life.  I’ll  kill  him  as  he  walks. 

Lav.  Or  piftoll  him  as  he  fits  at  meat. 

La-p.  Or  at  game. 

Lav.  Or  as  he  is  drinking. 

Dub.  Any  way. 

Orl.  Won’t  thou  ? call  what  is  mine  thine  own,  thy  re- 
putation lhall  not  be  brought  in  queftion  for  it , much  lefs 

■ thy  life  ^ it  lhall  be  nam’d  a deed  of  valour  in  thee,  not 
murder  : Farewell. 

Exit. 

Dub.  I need  no  more  ^encouragement , it  is  a work  I 
will  perfuade  my  felf  that  I was  born  to. 

Laver.  And  you  may  perfuade  your  felt  too  that  you 


lhall  be  fav’d  by  it,  being  that  it  is  for  his  honorable 
Lordlhip. 

Dub.  But  you  mull  yield  me  means , how  , when  and 
where. 

Lav.  That  lhall  be  our  tasks 
Nay  more,  we  will  be  agents  with  thee: 

This  hour  we  are  to  meet  him,  on  the  receipt  of  certain 
moneys. 

Which  indeed  we  purpofe  honeftly  to  cheat  him  of 
And  that’s  the  main  caufe  I wou’d  have  him  (lain,  * 

Who  works  with  fafety  makes  a double  gain. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Longaville.,  Amiens  fuUovping  him. 

Ami.  Stay  Sir,  I have  took  fomc  pains  to  overtake  you. 
—Your  name  is  Longaville. 

Long.  I have  the  word  of  many  honeft  men  for’t,  1 
crave  your  Lordllfips  pardon  , your  fiidden  apprehenfion 
on  my  fteps  made  me  to  frame  an  anfwer  unwitting  and 
unworthy  your  refpefl. 

.Ami.  Doe  you  know  me? 

Long,  Yes,  my  Lord. 

Ami.  I know  not  you  ^ nor  am  I well  plcafed  to  make 
this  time,  as  the  alTair  now  Hands , the  indu(ftion  of  your 
acquaintance  you  are  a fighting  fellow. 

Long.  How  my  Lord  ? 

Ami.  1 think  1 too  much  grace  you  ^ rather  you  are  a 
fellow  dares  not  fight , but  fpit  and  pufie  and  make  a 
noyfe,vyhilft  your  trembling  hand  draws  out  your  Sword, 
to  lay  it  upon  andirons , ftools  or  tables  , rather  than 
on  a man. 

Long.  Your  honor  may  bell  fpeak  this  • yet 

with  little  fafety,  if  I thought  it  ferious. 

Ami.  Come,  you  ate  a verie  braggart . and  you  have 
given  me  caufe  to  tell  you  fo  : what  w^eaknefs  have  you 
ever  feen  in  me  to  prompt  your  felf , that  1 could  need 
your  help-,  or  what  other  reafon  could  induce  you  to 
it.?  you  never  yet  had  a meals  meat  from  my  Table, 
nor  as  I remember  from  my  Wardrop  any  call  Suit. 

Lon.  ’Tis  true,  I never  durft  yet  have  fuch  a fervile 
fpirit,  to  be  the  minion  of  a full  fwoln  Lord , but  alwaies 
did  deteft  fuch  llavery  : a meals  meat,  or  a call  Suit?  I 
wou’d  firft  eat  the  Hones,  and  from  fuch  rags  the  dung- 
hils  doe  afford,  pick  me  a garment. 

Ami.  I have  miftook  the  man,  his  refolute  fpirit 
Proclaimes  him  generous,  he  has  a noble  heart 
As  free  to  utter  good  deeds  as  to  aft  them ; 

For  had  he  not  been  right,  and  of  one  piece. 

He  would  have  crumpled,  curled,  and  ftruck  himlelf 
Out  of  the  lhape  of  man  into  a lhaddow. 

But  prethee  tell  me,  if  no  fuch  fawning  hope 
Did  lead  thee  on  to  hazard  life  for  my  fake  j 
What  was  it  that  incited  tliee  ? 

Tell  me  -,  fpeak  it  without  the  imputation  of  a Sycophant. 

Long.  Your  own  defert , and  with  it  was  joyn’d  the  un- 
fained  friendlhip  that  I judged  you  ever  held  unto  my  for- 
mer Lord. 

Ami.  The  noble  Montague  ? 

Long.  Yes,  the  noble  and  much  injured  Montague. 

Ami.  To  fuch  a man  as  thou  art,  my  heart  fliall  be 
A Caiket:  I will  lock  thee  up  there. 

And  efteem  thee  as  a faithfull  friend. 

The  richeft  Jewell  that  a man  enjoyes 
And  being  thou  didft  follow  once  my  friend. 

And  in  thy  heart  Hill  doll  not  with  his  fortunes  calling 
him  off,  • 

Thou  lhalt  go  hand  in  hand  with  me,  and  lliare 
As  well  in  my  ability  as  love-,  ’tis  not  my  end 
To  gain  men  for  my  ule,  but  a true  friend. 

Exeunt. 


Enter 
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Enter  Dtthnys. 

Dub.  There’s  no  fuch  thriving  way  to  live  in  grace, 

‘'s  to  have  no  fence  of  it  j his  back  nor  belly 

Shall  not  want  warming  that  can  pradife  me  mifehief:, 

( walk  now  with  a full  purfe,  grow  high  and  wanton, 
Prune  and  briske  my  felf  in  the  bright  fhine 
(^f  his  good  Lordlhips  favours-,  and  for  what  virtue? 
for  fafnioning  my  felf  a murderer. 

O  noble  Montague^  to  whom  I owe  my  heart. 

With  all  my  bell  thoughts,though  my  tongue  have  promis’d 
To  exceed  the  malice  of  thy  deftiny, 

\TvCi  in  time  of  all  my  fervice  knew  I 

Such  a (in  tempt  thy  bounty  j thole  that  did  feed 

Upon  thy  charge  had  merit  or  elfe  need. 

Enter  Laverdine^  and  La-poope^  with  difguifes. 

Lav.  Vuboys.,  moll  profperouHy  met. 

Dub.  How  now  ? will  he  come  this  way  .«* 

La.  This  way  , immediately  ^ therefore  thy  afliftance, 
dear  Duhoys. 

D»b.  What  have  you  cheated  him  of  the  money  you 
fpoke  of  ? 

Lav,  Fough,  as  eafily  as  a filly  Countrey  wench  of  her 
maydenhead we  had  it  in  a twinkling. 

Duh.  ’Tis  well  Captain,  let  me  help  you,  you  mult  be 
our  leader  in  this  aeffion. 

La-p.  Tut,  fear  not,  I’ll  warrant  you  if  my  Sword  hold, 
we’ll  make  no  fweating  ficknefs  of  it. 

Dttb.  Why  that’s  well  faid,  but  let’s  retire  a little,  that 
we  may  come  on  the  more  bravely  -,  this  way,  this  way. 

E^xeunt. 

Enter  Montague  in  the  hands  of  three  Officers  .y 
and  three  Creditors. 

1  Cre.  Officers  look  to  him,  and  be  fure  you  take  gQod 
fecurity  before  he  part  from  you. 

Mont.  Why  but  my  friends,  you  take  a flrange  courfe 
with  me  -,  the  fums  I owe  you  are  rather  forgetffilnefs, 
they  are  fo  flight , than  want  of  will  or  honelly  to  pay 
you. 

1 Cred.  I Sir,  it  may  be  fo  •,  but  we  mull  be  paid,  and 
we  will  be  paid  before  you  fcape  : we  have  wife  and  chil- 
dren, and  a charge , and  you  are  going  down  the  wind, 
as  a man  may  fay  ^ and  therefore  it  behooves  us  to  look 
to’t  in  time. 

2 Cred.  Your  cloak  here  wou’d  fatisfie  me,  mine’s  not  a- 
bove  a three  pound  matter,  befides  the  arreft;, 

3 Cred.  ’Faith  and  mine  is  much  about  that  matter  too  \ 
your  Girdle  and  Hangers,  and  your  Beaver,  lhall  be  fuf- 
ficient  bail  for’t. 

I Cred.  If  you  have  ever  a plain  black  fute  at  home,  this 
Silken  one  , with  your  Silke-ftockings  , Garters  , and 
Rofes  fliall  pacifie  • me  too  ^ for  I take  no  delight , if  I 
have  a fufficient  pawn,  to  call  any  Gentleman  in  prilbn- 
therefore  ’tis  but  an  untruffing  matter  ; and  you  are  free, 
we  are  no  unreafonable  creatures  you  fee  ^ for  mine  own 
part , I protefl  I am  loth  to  put  you  to  any  trouble  for 
Iccnrity, 

Mont.  Is  there  no  more  of  you  ? he  wou’d  next  demand 
my  skin, 

- 1 Cred.  No  Sir,  here’s  no  more  of  us,  nor  do  any  of  us 
demand  your  skin,  we  know  not  what  to  do  with  it : but 
it  may  be  if  you  ow’d  your  Glover  any  money,  he  knew 
what  ufe  to  make  of  it. 

Mont.  Y e dregs  of  bafenefs,  vultures  amongft  men. 
That  tyre  upon  the  hearts  of  generous  fpirits, 

I Cred.  You  do  us  wrong  Sir,  we  tyre  no  generous 
fpirits,  we  tyre  nothing  but  our  hackneys. 


Enter  Mallicorne. 

Mont.  But  here  comes  one  made  of  another  piece  y 
A man  well  meriting  that  free  born  name 
Of  Citizen  ^ welcome  my  deliverer,  I am  falen 
Into  the  hands  of  blood-hounds,  that  for  a fum 
Lefler  than  their  honeflies,  which  is  nothing, 

Wou’d  tear  me  out  of  my  skin. 

Mai.  Why  Sir, . what’s  the  matter  ? 

I Cre.  Why  Sir  the  matter  is , that  we  mult  have  our 
money,  which  if  we  cannot  have  , we’ll  fatisfie  our  felves 
with  his  carcafs,  and  be  payd  that  vvayes:  you  had  as 
good  Sir , not  have  been  fo  peremptory.  Officer,  hold 
fall. 

I OJH.  The  flrenuous  fifl  of  vengeance  now  is  clutcht 
therefore  fear  nothing. 

Mai.  What  may  be  the  debt  in  grofs  > 

Mont.  Some  forty  Crowns,  nay  rather  not  fb  much,  ’tis 
quickly  call. 

Mai.  ’Tis  flrange  to  me,  that  your  eftate  fhou’d  have 
fb  low  an  ebb,  to  flick  at  fuch  Height  fums:  why  my 
friends,  you  are  too  ftrid  in  your  accounts , and  call  too 
fudden  on  this  Gentleman,  he  has  hopes  left  yet  to  pay 
you  all. 

I Cred.  Hopes?  I marry  ybid  him  pay  his  friends  with 
hopes , and  pay  us  with  currant  Coyn : I knew  a gallant 
once  that  fed  his  creditors  ftill  with  hopes,  and  bid  ’em 
they  fhou’d  fear  nothing,  for  he  had  ’em  tyed  in  a firing  • 
and  truft  me  fo  he  had  indeed , for  at  lafl  he  and  all  his 
hopes  hopt  in  a halter. 

Mont.  Good  Sir,  with  what  fpeed  you  may,  free  me  out 
of  the  company  of  thefe  flaves,  that  have  nothing  but  their 
names  to  fhow  ’em  men. 

Mai.  What  wou’d  you  wifh  me  do  Sir  > 1 protefl  I ha’ 
not  the  prefent  fum  ( fmall  as  it  is  ) to  lay  down  for  you  ^ 
and  for  giving  my  word , my  friends  no  later  than  yefler. 
night  made  me  take  bread  and  eat  it,  that  I fliou’d  not 
do  it  for  any  man  breathing  i’th’  world  therefore  I pray 
hold  me  excufed. 

Mont.  You  do  not  fpeak  this  ferioufly  ? 

Mal.y  As  ever  I faid  my  prayers,  I protefl  to  you. 

Mont.  What  may  I think  of  this? 

Mai.  Troth  Sir  thought  is  free  for  any  man  j we  abufe 
our  betters  in  it,  1 have  done  it  my  felf. 

Mont.  Trufl  me,  this  fpeech  of  yours  doth  much  amaze 
me  j pray  leave  this  language , and  out  of  that  fame  fum 
you  lately  did  receive  of  me , lay  down  as  much  as  may 
difeharge  me. 

Mai.  You  are  a merry  man  Sir,  and  I am  glad  you  take 
your  crofles  fo  temperately  ^ tare  you  well  Sir,  and  yet  I 
have  fomething  more  to  fay  to  ye , a word  in  your  ear 
I pray  -,  to  be  plain  with  you  I did  lay  this  plot  to  arrefl 
you  to  enjoy  this  money  I have  of  yours,  with  the  more 
fefety.  I am  a fool  to  tell  you  this  now^  but  in  good 
faith  1 coyld  not  keep  it  in.  And  the  money  wou’d  a done 
me  little  good  elfe.  An  honefl  Citizen  cannot  wholly  en- 
joy his  own  wife  for  you,  they  grow  old  before  they  have 
true  ufe  of  them , which  is  a lamentable  thing , and 
truely  much  hardens  the  hearts  of  us  Citizens  againfl  you  : 
I can  fay  no  more , but  am  heartily  fbrry  for  your  heavi- 
nefs , and  fb  I take  my  leave. 

Exit  Mallycorne. 

I Cred.  Officers  take  hold  on  him  again,  for  Mounfier 
Mallycorne  will  do  nothing  for  him  I perceive. 

Enter  Duboys^  Lapoope,  and  Laverdine, 

Dub.  Nay  come  my  mailers , leave  dancing  of  the  old 
meafures,  and  let’s  aflault  him  bravely. 

Lav.  By  no  means  -,  for  it  'goes  againfl  my  ftomach  to 
kill  a man  in  an  unjufl  quarrell. 

La-p.  It  mufl  needs  be  a clog  to  a mans  confcience  all 
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Lav,  It  mult  indeed  Captain : befides  doe  ye  not  fee  he 
has  gotten  a guard  of  friends  about  him,  as  if  he  had 
iome  knowledge  of  our  purpofe? 

V»b.  Had  he  a guard  of  Devils,  as  I think  them  little 
better , my  Sword  fhould  doe  the  meflage  that  it  came 
for. 

Lav.  If  you  will  be  fo  defperate , the  blood  lie  upon 
your  own  neck,  for  we’ll  not  meddle  in’t. 

Vuboys  rnni  upon  Montague , and  ftrugling  yields 
him  his  Sword  •,  the  Officers  dran>^  Laverdine  and 
La-poope  in  the  /cuffing  retire^  Montague  chafetb 
them  off  the  Stage.^  himfelf  wounded. 

Dub.  I am  your  friend  and  fervant. 

Struggle  with  me  and  take  my  Sword  *, 

Noble  Sir,  make  your  way,  you  have  flain  an  Officer. 

Mont.  Some  one  of  them  has  certainly 
Requited  me  ^ for  I doe  lofe  much  blood. 

1 Offic.  Udfprecious,  we  have  loft  a brother,  purfuc  the 

Gentleman, 

2 Offic.  Pll  not  meddle  with  him  ; you  fee  what  comes 
on’t ; befides  I know  he  will  be  hang’d  ere  he  be  taken. 

I Offic.  I tell  thee  yeoman  he  mufl:  be  taken  ere  he  be 
hanged^  he  is  hurt  in  the  guts,  run  afore  therefore  and 
know  how  his  wife  will  rate  his  Sawfages  a pound. 

3 Offic.  Stay  brother , I may  live,  for  ffirely  I find  I’m 
but  hurt  in  the  leg,  a dangerous  kick  on  the  fhin-bone. 

Exeunt. 


JHus  Tertius. 

Scddna  Prim  a. 

Enter  Madam  Lamiray  Madam  le  Orleans ^ Ver amour. 
Lam.'^^ OU  fee  Lady 

X What  harmlefs  fports  ous  Countrey  life  affords  *, 
And  though  you  meet  not  here  with  City  dainties. 

Or  Courtly  entertainment,  what  you  have 
Is  free  and  hearty. 

L.  Orl.  Madam,  I find  here 
What  is  a ftranger  to  the  Court,  content, 

'And  receive  curtefies  done  for  themfelves. 

Without  an  expeflation  of  return, 

Which  binds  me  to  your  fervice. 

Lam.  Oh  your  love-. 

My  homely  houfe  built  more  for  nfe  than  fhew 
Obferves  the  Golden  mean  equally  diffiant 
From  glittering  pomp,  and  fordid  avarice  -, 

For  Maskes , we  will  obferve  the  works  of  nature. 

And  in  the  place  of  vifitation,  read  : 

Our  Phyfick  fhall  be  wholfome  walks,  our  viands, 
Nourilhing,  not  provoking:  for  I find 
Pleafures  are  tortures  that  leave  flings  behind. 

L,  Orl.  You  have  a great  eftate. 

Lam.  A competency 
Sufficient  to  maintain  me  and  my  rank. 

Nor  am  I,  I thank  Heaven,  fo  Courtly  bred 
As  to  imploy  the  utmofl  of  my  Rents 
In  paying  Tailors  for  phantaflick  Robes  j 
Or  rather  than  be  fecond  in  the  fafhion. 

Eat  out  my  Officers  and  my  Revenues 
With  grating  ufiify  ^ my  back  fhall  not 
Be  the  bafe  on  which  your  foothing  Citizen 
Ereds  his  Summer-houfes nor  on  th’  other  fide 
Will  I be  fb  penurioufly  wife, 

As  to  make  money  ( that’s  my  (lave  ) my  Idoll, 

Which  yet  to  wTong,  merits  as  much  reproof. 

As  to  abufe  our  fervant. 

L.  Orl.  Yet  with  your  pardon 


I think  yon  want  the  Crown  of  all  contentment. 

Lam.  In  what  good  Madam  ? 

L.  Orl.  In  a worthy  husband. 

Lam. It  is  ferange  the  galley-ffave  fliould  praife 

His  Oar,  or  flroaks^  or  yoj,  that  have  mide  jlfp.v-a'-k  - 
Of  all  delight  upon  this  Rock,  cal’d  marriage. 

Should  ling  Encomions  on’t. 

L.  Orl.  Madam,  though  one  fall 
From  his  horfe  and  break  his  neck,  will  you 
Conclude  from  that  it  is  unfit  to  ride? 

Or  mull  it  fohow,  becaule  Orl  sans 
My  Lord’s  plealed  to  make  his  paffionate  triall 
Of  my  llilpeHed  patience,  that  my  brother, 

( he  not  fo,  I might  lay,  worthy  Amiens  ) 
vViil  imi  ate  h:s  ills,  that  cannot  fancy 
W hat’s  trnely  Noble  in  him? 

Lam.  I mufl  grant 

There’s  as  much  worth  in  him  as  can  be  lookt  for 
From  a young  Lord,  but  not  enough  to  make 
Me., change  my  golden  liberty  and  confent 
To  be  a fervant  to  it,  as  wives  arc 
To  the  Imperious  humors  of  their  Lords : 

Me  thinks  I’m  well,  I rife  and  goe  to  bed 
W'hen  1 th  nk  fit,  eat  what  my  appetite 
Defires  without  controie , my  fervants  Iludy 
Is  my  contentment,  and  to  make  me  merry 
Their  farthefl  aymS  s my  flecps  are  enquired  after. 

My  rifing  up  fainted  with  rclpecff: : ’ 

Command  and  liberty  now  wait  upon 
My  Virgin  flate^  what  w’ould  I raor  • ^hange  a’l. 

And  for  a husband  ? no  ^ thefe  free'  o ns  die. 

In  which  they  live  with  my  Virginity  ^ 

’Tis  in  their  choice  that’s  rich  to  be  a wife. 

But  not  being  yoakt  to  chufe  the  fingle  life. 

Ver.  Madam. 

Lam.  How  like  you  the  Countrey  ? 

Ver.  I like  the  ayr  of  it  well  xMadam,  and  the  rather 
becaufe,  as  on  Irijh  Timber  your  Spider  will  not  make 
his  web,  fo  for  ought  1 fee  yet  your  Cheater,  Pander,  and 
Informer  being  in  their  difpofitions  too  foggy  for  this 
piercing  climate,  fhun  it,  and  chofe  rather  "to  walk  in 
mills  in  the  City. 

Lam.  Who  did  you  ferve  firft  boy? 

Ver.  A rich  Merchants  widow , and  was  by  her  preferr- 
ed to  a young  Court-Lady. 

L.  Orl.  And  what  difference  found  you  in  their  fervice  ? 

Ver.  Very  much : for  look  how  much  my  old  City  Ma- 
dam gave  to  her  young  vifitants,  fo  much  my  Lady  receiv- 
ed from  her  hoary  Court-fervants. 

Lam.  And  what  made  you  to  leave  her  ? 

V'tr.  My  father  (Madam)  had  a defire  to  have  me  a tall- 
man,  took  me  from  thence. 

Lam.  Well,  I perceive  you  inherit  the  wag,  from  your 
father. 

Ver.  Doves  beget  Doves ; and  Eagles,  Eagles,  Madam  : 
A Citizen  here,  tho  left  never  fo  rich,  feldomeat  the  bell 
proves  a Gentleman  : the  fon  of  an  Advocate , tho  duh’d 
like  his  father,  will  fhew  a reliffi  of  his  defeent,  and  the 
fathers  thriving  praTice , as  I have  heard  : ffie  that  of  a 
Chambermayd  is  metamorpholed  into  a Madam , will  yet 
remember  how  oft  her  daughter  by  her  mother  ventured 
to  lie  upon  the  ruffles  before  ffie  could  get  in  that  wiiich 
makes  many  Lad  yes. 

L.  Orl.  But  what  think  you  of  your  late  Maffer  ? 

Ver.  Oh  Madam — Sighs. 

Lam.  Why  doe  you  figh  ? you  are  forry  that  you  h.fi; 
him. 

He  made  a wanton  of  you. 

Ver.  Not  for  that : 

Or  if  he  did,  for  that  my  youth  mufl  love  him. 

Oh  pardon  me,  if  I fay  liberty  ^ 

Is  bondage,  if  compar’d  with  his  kind  fervice  ^ 

And  but  to  have  power  now  to  fpeak  his  worth 
To  its  defert  ^ 1 fhould  be  well  content 
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To  be  an  old  man  when  his  praile  were  ended ; 

And  yet,  if  at  this  inllant  you  were  pleafed, 

\ Ihoiild  begin,  the  livery  of  age 
Would  take  his  lodging  upon  this  head 
I'ae  1 fnoiild  bring  it  to  a period, 
n 1)1  ief  he  is  a man  (for  Heaven  forbid 
riiat  I (hould  ever  live  to  fay  he  was 
Of  (iich  a Hiape  as  would  make  one  beloved,  . 

That  never  had  good  thought;,)  and  to  his  body 
He  hath  a mind  of  fuch  a conftant  temper 
In  which  virtues  throng  to  have  a room: 

Yet  ’gainft  this  noble  Gentleman,  this  Montague^ 
For  in  that  name  I comprehend  all  goodnefs, 

Wrong,  and  the.  wrefted  law,  falfe  witnelles. 

And  envy  fent  from  hell,  have  rofe  in  Armes, 

And  though  not  pierc’d,  batter’d  his  honor’d  Ihield. 
What  (hall  I fay?  I hope  you  will  forgive  me. 
That  if  you  were  but  pleas’d  to  -love, 

1 know  no  Juno  worthy  fuch’^^w^'j  ..  ■ 


( 


Lam^  ’Tis  iw^lf'yet’tKatT  have'  the  fecond  place 
In  your  aneftion j^Erpm  whence? 

C bar L From  the  Lord:.'Ainieniy  Ma'dam. 

Lam.  ’Tis  Wellcome,  though  it  bear  his  ufiial  language: 
I thought  fo  much,  his  love-Iuit  fpeaks.  his  health. 

What’s  he  that  brought  it  ? 

Chari.  A Gentleman  of  good  rank,  it  feems. 

Lam.  Where  is  he  > 

Chari.  Receiving  entertainment  in  your  houle 
Sorting  with  his  degree. 

Lam.  ’Tis  well. 

Chari.  He  waits  your  Ladylhips  pleafure. 

Lam.  He  fhall  not  wait  long: 

I’ll  leave  you  for  a while-,  nay  flay  you  boy. 

Attend  the  Lady.  Exeunt  Lam.  Chari. 

Vir.  Would  I might  live  once 
To  wait  on  my  poor  Mailer. 

L.  Orl.  That’s  a good  boy: 

This  thankfulnefs  looks  lovely  on  thy  forehead. 

And  in  it , as  a book,  me  thinks  I read 
Inllrudions  for  my  felf,  that  am  his  debtor. 

And  wou’d  do  much  that  I might  be  lb  happy 
To  repair  that  which  to  our  grief  is  ruin’d. 

Vir.  It  were  a work  a King  might  glory  in. 

If  he  faw  with  my  eyes;  If  you  pleale  Madam, 

For  hire  to  me  you  feem  unapt  to  walk. 

To  fit,  although  the  churlilh  Birds  deny 
To  give  us  mufick  in  this  grove,  where  they 
Arc  prodigall  to  others  ; I’ll  llrain  my  voyce 
For  a fad  Song,  the  place  is  fafe  and  private. 

L.  Orl.  ’Twasmy  defire-,  begin  good  Viramour. 

- ‘ ( 

Mujicl^.^  a Song.,  at  the  end  of  it  enter  Montague., 
fainting.,  his  Sword  drawn. 

L.~Or[.  What’s  he 
Vir.  A goodly  perfonage. 

Mont.  Am  I yet  fafe  > or  is  my  flight  a dream  •, 

My  wounds  and  hunger  tell  me  that  I wake ; 

Whither  have  my  fears  born  me  ? no  matter  where, 

WTo  hath  no  place  to  goe  to,  cannot  err : 

What  lhall  I do  ? cunning  calamity ! 

That  others  grofs  wits  ufes  to  refine. 

When  I molt  need  it  duls  the  edg  of  mine. 

L.  Orl.  Is  not  this  Montagues  voyccj? 

Vir.  My  Mahers  > fie. 

Mont.  What  found  was  that,  ’pilh. 

Fear  makes  the  wretch  think  every  leaf  oth’  Jury: 

Wh?t  courfe  to  live,  ’beg?  better  men  have  done  itj 
But  in  another  kind ; Heal  Alexander 
Though  hil’d  a Conqueror,  w'as  a proud  thief. 

Though  he  rob’d  with  an  Army  ^ he  how  idle 
Thele  meditations  are  : though  thou  art  worfe 


Than  forrows  tongue  can  fpeak  thee,  thou  art  hill,.  . i 
Or  Ihouldft  be,  Koneh  ^ 

L.  Orl,  ’Tis  too  true.  . 

Vir.  ’Tis  he : what  villains  hands  did  this.?  oh  that  my  flelh  t 
Were  Balm  j in  faith  Sir,  I would  pluck  it  off 
As  readily  as  this  i pray  you  accept 
My  will  to  do  you  lervice:  I have  heard 
The  Moufe  once  fav’d  the  Lyon  in  his  need. 

As  the  poor  Scarab  fpild  the  Eagles  feed, 

L.  Orl.  How  do  you? 

Mont.  As  a forfaken  man. 

L.  Orl.  Do  not  fay  fo,  take  comfort. 

For  your  misfortunes  have  been  kind  in  this. 

To  call  you  oh  a hofpitable  (hoar. 

Where  dwels  a Lady- 

Vir.  She  to  whom,  good  Mailer, 

You  prefer’d  me. 

L,  Orl.  In  whole  houfe,  whatfbere 
Your  dangers  are.  I’ll  undertake  your  fafety. 

Mont.  I fear  that  I am  purfiied,  and  doubt  that  I, 

In  my  defence  have  kild  an  Officer. 

Vir.  \%  that  all.?  there’s  no  law  under  the  Sun 
But  will  I hope  confefs,  one  drop  of  blood 
Shed  from  this  arme  is  recompence  enough 
Though  you  had  cut  the  throats  of  all  the  Catchpoles 
In  France,  nay  in  the  world. 

Mont.  1 would  be  loth 
To  be  a burthen,  or  feed  like  a drone 
On  the  indullrious  labor  of  a Bee, 

And  baler  far  I hold  it  to  owe  for 
The  bread  I eat,  what’s  not  in  me  to  pay 
Then  fince  my  full  fortunes  are  declin’d. 

To  their  low  ebb  I’ll  fafhion  my  high  mind. 

It  was  no  ffiame  to  Hecuba,  to  ferve 
When  Troy  was  fir’d  : if’t  be  in  your  power 
To  be  a means  to  make  her  entertainment. 

And  far  from  that  I was  -,  but  to  fupply 
My  want  with  habit  fit  for  him  that  ferves, 

I fhall  owe  much  to  you. 

L.  Orl.  Leave  that  care  to  me. 

Vir.  Good  Sir,  lean  on  my  ffioulder^  help  good  Ma- 
dam : oh  that  I were  a horfe  for  half  an  hour,  that  I 
might  carry  you  home  on  my  back : I hope  you  will  love 
me  Hill? 

Mont.  Thou  doll  deferve  it  boy,  that  I fhould  live 
To  be  thus  troublefome. 

L.  Orl.  Good  Sir,  ’tis  none. 

Vir.  Trouble  ?mofl  willingly  I would  be  chang’d 
Like  Apuleius,  weare  his  Afles  ears. 

Provided  I might  flill  this  burthen  bear. 

L.  Orl.  ’Tis  a kind  boy. 

Mont.  I find  true  proof  of  it. 

Exeunt. 


Enter  Amiens,  and  LongeviUe,  with  a Taper. 

Ami.  You’ll  carry  it. 

Long.  As  I live  although  my  packet  were  like  Bellero- 
fhon*s , what  have  you  feen  in  me  or  my  behavior  fince 
your  favors  fb  plentifully  fhowr’d  upon  my  waiits,  that  may 
beget  diflruft  of  my  preformance  ? 

Ami.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  if  I entertained 
But  the  leaft  Icruple  of  your  love,  or  courage, 

I would  make  choyce  of  one  which  my  eflate 
Should  do  me  right  in  this,  nor  can  you  blame  me 
If  in  a matter  of  fuch  cohifequence 
I am  fb  importunate.  ‘ 

Long.  Good  my  Lord  let  me  prevent  your  farther  con- 
jurations 

To  rayfe  my  fpirit,  I know  this  is  a challenge 
To  be  delivered  unto  Orleane  hand. 

And  that  my  undertaking  ends  not  there. 

But 
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But  I niuft  be  your  fecond,  and  in  that 
Not  alone  fearch  your  enemy,  meafurc weapons. 

But  ftand  in  all  your  hazards,  as  our  blouds 
Ran  in  the  felf-fame  veins,  in  which  if  I 
Better  not  your  opinion,  as  a limb 
That’s  putrifi’d  and  ufelefs,  cut  me  off. 

And  underneath  the  Gallows  bury  it. 

Ami.  At  full  you  underif  and  me,  and  in  this 
Bind  me,  and  what’s  mine  to  you  and  yours, 

I will  not  fo  much  wrong  you  as  to  add 
One  fyllable  more,  let  it  fuffice  I leave 
My  honor  to  your  guard:  and  in  that  prove, 

You  hold  the  firft  place  in  my  heart  and  love.  Ex.  Ami. 

Long.  The  fir  ft  place  in  a Lords  affedion?  vfiry  good^ 
and  how  long  doth  that  laft  ? perhaps  the  changing  of 
fome  three  fhirts  in  the  Tennis-Court-,  well, it  were  very 
neceftary  that  an  order  were  taken  ( if  it  were  poflible, ) 
that  younger  brothers  might  have  more  wit,  or  more  mo- 
ney ; for  now,  however  the  fool  hath  long  been  put  upon 
him  that  inherits,  his  revenue  hath  bought  him  a fpunge, 
and  wip’t  off  the  imputation,  and  for  the  underftanding  of 
the  younger,  let  him  get  as. much  Rhetorick  as  he  can,  to 
grace  his  language. 

Ettter  Dubois. 

They  will  fee,  he  (hall  have  glofs  little  enough  to  fet 
out  his  Bark-,  Hand  look  about,  ’sallfafe? 

Vub.  Approach  not  near  me  but  with  reverence 
Lawreland  adorations,  I have  done  more  than  deferves,a 
hundred  thanks. 

Long.  How  now,  what’s  the  matter? 

Bub.  With  this  hand,  only  aided  by  this  brain. 
Without  an  Orpheus  Harp  redeem’d  fromHells 
Three  headed  Porter,  our  Euridice. 

Long.  Nay,  prethee  fpeak  fence,  this  is  like  the  ftale 
bragart  in  a Play. 

Bub.  Then  in  plain  Profe  thus,  and  with  as  little  adion 
as  thou  canft  defire,  the  three  headed  Porter , were  three 
unexorable  Catch-pole<‘,oat  of  whole  jaws  without  the  help 
of  Orpheus  Harp,  bait  or  bribe^  for  thofe  tvvo  ftrings  make 
the  Mufick,  that  molifics  thofe  flinty  furies,  I refcued  our 
Euridice.,  1 mean  my  old  Mafter  Montague. 

Long.  And  is  this  all?  a poor  reftue I thought  thouhadft 
revers’d  the  judgement  for  his  overthrow  in  his  fute,  or 
wrought  upon  his  adverfary  Orleance\  taken  the  fhape  of  a 
Ghoft,  frighted  his  mind  into  diftradion,  and  for  the  ap- 
pealing of  his  confcience,  forc’d  him  to  make  reftitution 
of  Mintague'^s  Lands,or  fuch  like  refcue  j Sftight  1 would  have 
hired  Acrocheture  for  two  Cardel^ues.,  to  have  done  fb  much 
with  his  whip. 

Bub.  You  wood  Sir.  and  yet  ’tis  more  than  three  on  their 
foot-cloaths,  durft  do  forafworn  Brother,  in  a Coach, 

Long.  Befides,  what  proof's  of  it  ? for  ought  1 know, this 
may  be  a trick,  1 had  rather  have  him  a prifbner,  where  1 
might  vifit  him,  and  do  him  fervice,  than  not  at  all,  or  1 
know  not  where. 

Dub.  W^ell  Sir,  the  end  will  Ihew  it,  what’s  that,  a chal- 
lenge ? 

Long.  Yes,  where’s  ? though  we  fight  in  jeft,  he 

mull  meet  with  Amiens  inearneft,  - fall  off,  we  are  difco. 
vered  ^ my  horfe  garfon\  ha ! 

Bub.  Were  it  not  inahoufe,  and  in  his  prefence. 

To  whom  I owe  all  duty 

Long.  What  would  it  do  ? prate  as  it  does  ? but  be  as  far 
from  ftriking,  as  he  that  owes  it  Orleance.  Dttb.  How? 

Long.  I think  thou  art  his  Porter, 

Set  here  to  anfvver  creditors,  that  his  Lordihip 
Is  not  wnthin,  or  takes  the  diet  -.  I am  fent. 

And  will  grow  here  until  I have  an  anfwer. 

Not  to  demand  a debt  of  money,  but 
To  call  him  to  aftrid  account  for  wrong 
Done  to  the  honors  of  a Gentleman, 

Which  nothing  but  his  heart-bloud  fhall  wafli  off 

Bub.  Shall  I hear  this  ? 

Long.  And  more,  that  if  I may  not 


Have  accefs  to  him,  I will  fix  this  here 
To  his  difgrace  and  thine. 

Bub.  And  thy  life  with  it. 

Long.Then  have  the  copies  of  it  pafted  on  polls. 

Like  Pamphlet  Titles,  that  fue  to  be  Ibid  ^ 

Have  his  difgrace  talk  for  Tobacco-fhops, 

His  pidure  baffled. 

Bub.  All  refped  a.vay,  wer’t  in  a Church — dr  asp  both. 

Long.  This  is  the  rook  I pray  with. 

Enter  Orleance. 

Orl.  Forbear  upon  your  lives. 

. Long.  \A''hat  are  you  rouz’d  ? 1 hope  your  Lordfhip  can 
read  (though  he  ftain  not  his  birth  with  Scholar-fhip  ) doth 
it  not  pleafeyounow  ? if  you  area  right  Mounfieur.,  mufter 
up  the  reft  of  your  attendance,  which  is  a Page,  a Cook,  a 
Pander,  Coach-man,  and  a Footman,  in  thefe  days  a great 
Lords  train,  pretending  1 am  unworthy  to  bring  you  a chal- 
lenge, inftead  of  anfwering  it,  have  me  kick’d. 

Bub.  If  he  does , thou  deferv’ft  it. 

Long.  1 dare  you  all  to  touch  me.  I’ll  not  ftaidftill, 

What  anfwer  ? 

Orl.  That  thou  haft  done  to  Amiens 
The  office  of  a faithful  friend,  which  I 
Would  cherifh  in  thee,  were  he  not  my  foe. 

How  ever  fince  on  honourable  terrns 
He  calls  me  forth,  fay  I will  meet  with  him, 

And  by  Bubois  e’r  Sun-fetmake  him  know 

The  time  and  place,  my  fwords  length,  and  whatever 

Scruple  of  circumftance  he  can  exped. 

Long.  This  anfwer  comes  unleokt  for,  fare  you  well. 
Finding  your  temper  thus,  wou’d  I had  faid  lels.  Exit. 

Orl.  Now  comes  thy  love  to  the  teft. 

Bub.  My  Lord,  ’twill  hold, 

And  in  all  dangers  prove  it  felf  true  Gold.  Exeunt. 

Laverdine,  La-poop,  Malicorn,/eryu«f 

Ser.  I will  act^uaint  my  Lady  with  your  coming. 

Pleafe  you  repole  your  felves  here, 

Mai.  There’s  a Tefter,  nay,  no  w I am  a wooer,  I muft' 
be  bountiful. 

Ser.  If  you  would  have  two  three-pencesfor  it  Sir, 

To  give  fome  of  your  kindred  as  you  ride.  I’ll  fee  if  I can 
get  them ^ we  ufe  not  ( tho  fervants ) to  take  bribes.  Ex- 

Lav.  Then  thou  art  unfit  to  be  in  office,  either  in  Court  or 
City. 

La-^.  Indeed,  corruption  is  a Tree,  whole  branches  are 
of  an  unmeafurable  length,  they  fpread  every  where,  and 
the  dew,  that  drops  from  thence,  hath  infeded  fome  chairs 
and  ftools  of  authority. 

Mal.h\\.  Captain  Hay  notallthe  fault  upon  Officers, you' 
know  you  can  fhark , tho  you  be  out  of  adion,  witnefs 
Montague. 

Lav.  Hang  him,  he’s  fafe  enough  ^ you  had  a hand  in  it 
too,  and  have  gained*by  him  ^ but  I wonder  you  Citizens, 
that  keep  fo  many  books,  and  take  fuch  ftrid  accounts  for 
every  farthing  due  to  you  from  others,  referve  not  fo  much 
as  a memorandum  for  the  courtefies  you  receive. 

Mai.  Would  you  have  a Citizen  book  thofe  s'  thankfulnefs 
js  a thing,  we  are  not  fworn  to  in  our  Indentures ; you  may 
as  well  urge  confcience. 

Lav.  Talk  no  more  of  fuch  vanities,  is  irreco- 

verably funk,  1 would  we  had  twenty  more  to  fend  after 
him^  the  Snake  that  would  be  a Dragon,  and  have  wings, 
muft  eat-,  and  what  implies  that,but  this,  that  in  this C an-> ■ 
nibal  age,  he  that  would  have  the  fute  of  wealth,  muft  not 
care — whom  he  feeds  on  ? and  as  I have  heard,  no  fleffi 
battens  better,  then  that  of  a profeft  friend^  and  he  that 
would  mount  to  honor,  muft  not  make  dainty  to  ufe  tlie 
head  of  his  mother,backofhis  Father, or  neck  of  his  Brother, 
for  ladders  to  his  preferment  j for,but  oblerve,  and  you  lhall 
find  for  the  moft  part,  cunning  villany  fit  at  a Feaft  as  prin- 
cipal gueft,  and  innocent  honefty  wait  as  a contemn’d  fer- 
vant  with  a trencher. 

La-p.  The  Ladies. 
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£ liter  Montague  bare-headed,  Lamira,  Lady 
Orleaiice,  Charlotte  and  Voramour, 


hlont.  Do  ye  fmell  nothing  ? 

Char.  Not  1 Sir. 

A'font.ThQ  carrion  of  knaves  isveryUrong  in  my  noflrils 

Lav.  we  came  to  admire,  and  find  Fame  was  a niggard, 
'A  hich  we  thought  prodigal  in  our  report 
■jefore  we  law  you* 

Lam.  TufhSir,  this  Courtfiiip’s  old. 

La-p.  I’ll  fight  for  thee^  fweet  wench. 

This  is  my  tongue,  and  woes  forme. 

Lam.  Good  man  of  War, 
dands  offi  if  you  take  me,  it  mult  be  by  fiege. 

Not  by  an  onfet^  and  for  your  valour,  I 
Think  that  1 have  derfeved  few  enemies, 

A nd  therefore  need  it  not. 

Mai.  Thou  need’lt  nothing,  fiveet  Lady,  but  an  obfe- 
quious  husband , and  where  wilt  thou  find  him,  if  not  in 
che  City?  We  are  true  Mufcovites  to  our  Wives, and  are 
never  better  plealedj  than  when  they  ufe  us  as  flaves,  bri- 
dle and  Saddle  us  Have  me,  thou  lhalt  command  all 
my  wealth  as  thine  own,  thou  lhalt  fit  like  a Queen  in 
my  Ware-houfe:,  And  my  Fadors  at  the  return  with  my 
fhips,  fliall  pay  thee  tribute  of  all  the  rarities  of  the  earth-, 
thou  lhalt  wear  gold,  feed  on  delicatcs,  the  firfl:  Pealcods, 
Strawberries,  Grapes,  Cherries  fliall — 

Lam.  Be  mine  ? I apprehend  what  you  would  lay, 
Thofedainties  which  the  City  paysfodear  for. 

The  Countrey  yields  for  nothing,  and  as  early, 

^nd, credit  me,  your  far-fet  viands  pieafe  not 
My  appetite  better  than  thole  that  are  near  hand. 

Then  for  your  promis’d  fervice  andfubjedion 
To  all  my  humors,  when  I am  your  wife, 
vX'hich  is  as  it  feems,  is  frequent  in  the  City, 

1 cannot  find  what  pleafure  they  receive 
in  ufing  their  fond  Husbands  like  their  Maids  ^ 

But  of  this,  more  hereafter  : I accept 
'our  prolfer  kindly,  and  yours  ^ my  houfe  Hands  open 
To  entertain  you,  take  your  pleafure  in  it. 

And  eafe  after  your  journey. 

La.  Or /.Do  you  note  the  boldnefs  of  the  fellows  ? 

Lam.  Alas  Madam, a Virgin  mull  in  this  be  like  a Lawyer, 
And  as  he  takes  all  Fees^  Ihemuft  hear  allfuitors  \ the 
One  for  gain,  the  other  for  her  mirth  j Hay  with  the 
Gentlemen,  we’ll  to  the  Orchards. 

Exeunt  Lamira,  Orleance,  Vera,  and  Chari. 

La-p. What  art  thou  ? 

Mont.  An  honeHman,  though  poor^ 

And  look  they  like  to  monHers,  arc  they  lb  rare  ? 

Lav.  Rofe  from  the  dead. 

Mai.  Do  you  hear  Monfieur  Serviture,  didH  thou  nevet 
hear  of  one  Montague,  a prodigal  gull,  that  lives  about 
Paris } . 

Mont.  So  Sir. 

Lav.Onc  that  after  the  lofs  of  his  main  eHate  ina  Law- 
fute,  bought  an  Office  in  the  Court. 

i a p.  And  Ihould  have  Letters  of  Mart,  to  have  the 
Spanifl)  treafure  as  it  came  from  the  Indies  j were  not  thou 
and  he  twins?  put  off  thy  Hat,  let  me  fee  thy  Fore-head.  • 

Mont.  Though  you  take  priviledge  to  ufe  your  tongue, 

1 pray  you  hold  your  fingers, 

’Twas  your  bafe  cozenages  made  me  as  1 am: 

And  were  you  Ibmewhere  elle,  I would  take  off 
This  proud  fi  lm  from  your  eyes,  that  will  not  let  you, 
Know  I am  Montague. 

Enter  Lamira  behind  the  Arras. 

Lam.  I will  obferve  this  better. 

Lav.  And  art  thou  he  ? I will  do  thee  grace  give  me 
thy  hand  ; I am  glad  thou  haH  taken  fo  good  a courfe  -, 
ferve  God,  and  pieafe  thy  Miftrifs  ■,  if  I prove  to  be  thy 
MaHer,  as  I am  very  likely,  I will  do  for  thee. 


Mai.  Faith  the  fellow’s  well  made  for  a Serving-man,  and 
will  no  doubt,  carry  a chine  of  Beef  w ith  agooagrace. 

La-p.  Prethee  be  careful  of  me  in  my  chamber,  I wiil  re- 
member thee  at  my  departure. 

Mont.  All  this  lean  endure  under  this  roof. 

And  fomuch  owe  I her,  whofenovv  I am. 

That  no  wrong  fliall  incenfe  me  to  moleft. 

Her  quiet  houfe,  while  you  continue  here, 

1 will  not  be  alhamed  to  do  you  fervice 
More  than  to  her,  because  fiichis  her  pleafure. 

But  you  that  have  broke  tiirice,and  fourteen  times 
Compounded  for  two  fhillings  in  the  pound. 

Know  I dare  kick  you  inyourfhop  ^ do  you  hear 

If  ever  I fee  Paris,  thou^  an  Army 

Of  muHy  Murrions,  ruHy  brown  Bills  and  Clubs, 

Stand  for  your  guard — 1 have  heard  of  your  tricks,  ' 

And  you  that  fmell  of  Amber  at  rny  charge. 

And  triumph  in  your  cheat  ^ vve'l,  1 may  live 
To  meet  thee,  be  it  among  a rroopo^  fuch 
That  are  upon  the  fair  face  of  the.  ( iourt 
Like  running  Ulcers  and  before  thy  whore 
Trampel  upon  thee. 

La-p.  This  a language  for  a'Livery?  take  heed,  1 am  a 
Captain 

Mont.  A Coxcomb, are  you  not  ? that  thou  and  I, 

To  give  proof  which  of  us  dares  nioH,  were  now 
In  midftof  a rough  Sea,  upon  a piece 
Of  a fplit  Ship,  where  only  one  might  ride, 

Lamira/row*  the  Arras. 
I would  -«-but  foolifh  anger  makes  me  talk 
Like  a Player. 

Lrfw.Indeed  you  aft  a part 
Doth  ill  become  you  my  fervant  •,  is  this  your  duty 

Mont.  I crave  your  pardon,  and  will  hereafter  be  more 
circumfpedt. 

Lav.  Oh  the  power  of  a Womans  tongue;  it  hath  done 
more  than  we  three  with  our  fwords  durH  undertake  j put 
a mad  man  to  filence. 

Lam.  Why  firrah,  thefe  are  none  of  your  comrades 
To  drink  with  in  the  Cellar^  one  of  them 
For  ought  you  know,  may  live  to  be  your  MaHer. 

La-p.  There’s  fbme  comfort  yet. 

Lam.  Here’s  choice  of  three,  a wealthy  Merchant. 

Mai.  Hem,  Ihe’s  taken.  Hie  hath  fpy’dmygood  Calf, 
And  many  Ladies  chufe  their  Husbands  by  that. 

Lam.  A Courtier  that’s  in  grace,  a valiant  Captain, 

And  are  thefe  mates  for  you,  away,  begone. 

Mont.  1 humbly  pray  you  will  be  pleafed  to  pardon. 

And  to  givelatisfadtion  to  you  Madam, 

( Although  I break  my  heart ) I will  confefs 
That  I have  wrong’d  them  too,  and  make  lubmilfion. 

Lam.  No  I’ll  Iparc  that  go  bid  the  Cook  haHe  fupper. 

Exit  Mont. 

La-p.  Oh  brave  Lady,  thou  art  worthy  to  have  fer\%nts, 
to  be  commaiidrels  of  a Family,  that  knoweH  how  to  ufe 
and  govern  it. 

Lav.  You  fliall  have  many  MiHrefles  that  will  lb  miHake, 
as  to  take  their  Horfe-keepers,  and  footmen  inHead  of  their 
Husbands,  thou  art  none  of  thofe. 

Mai.  But  Ihe  that  can  make  diHindlion  of  men,  and 
knows  when  flie  hath  gallants,  and  fellows  of  rank  and 
quality  in  her  houfe 

Lam.  Gallants  indeed,  if  it  be  the  Gallants  fa fli ion 
To  triumph  in  the  miferies  of  a man. 

Of  which  they  are  the  caufe;  one  that  tranlcends 
(In  fpight  of  all  that  fortune  hath,  or  can  be  done  ) 

A million  of  fuch  things  as  you,  my  doors 
Stand  open  to  receive  all  fuch  as  wear 
The  lhape  of  Gentlemen,  and  my  gentler  nature 
( 1 might  fay  weaker  ) weighs  not  the  expence 
Of  entertainment  think  you  I’ll  forget  yet 
What’s  due  unto  my  felf  ? do  not  I know, 

That  you  have  dealt  with  poor  Montague,  but  like 
Needy  Commanders,  cheating  Citizens, 
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And  perjur’d  Courtiers  ? I am  much  mov’d,  elfe  ufe  not 
To  fay  fo  much,  if  you  will  bear  your  felves 
As  fits  fuch,  you  would  make  me  think  you  are, 

You.may  ftay  •,  ifnot,  the  way  lies  before  you.  Exit. 

Mai.  What  think  you  of  this  Captain? 

La-p.  That  this  is  a bawdy-hoiife,  with  Pinacles  and 
Turrets,  in  which  this  difguifed  Montague  goes  to  Rut^rj- 
///,  and  that  this  is  a landed  pandrefs,  and  makes  her  houle  a 
brothel  for  charity. 

Mai.  Come,  that’s  no  miracle^  but  from  whence  derive 
you  the  luppofition  ? 

Lav.  Obferve  but  the  circumfiance  ^ you  all  know  that 
in  the  height  of  Mount  agues  profperity,  he  did  afted, 
and  had  his  love  return’d  by  this  Lady  Orleans  •,  fmee  her 
divorcement,  and  his  decay  of  eftate,  it  is  known  they  have 
met,  not  fo  much  as  his  boy  but  is  wanting and  that  this 
can  be  any  thing  elfe  than  ameer  plot  for  their  night-work, 
is  above  my  imagination  to  conceive. 

Mai.  Nay,  it  carries  probability,  let  us  obferve  it  better, 
but  yet  with  liich  caution,  as  our  prying  be  not  difeovered ; 
here’s  all  things  to  be  had  without  coll,  and  therefore  good 
ftaying  here. 

La-p.  Nay,  that’s  true,  I would  we  might  wooe  her  twen- 
ty years,  like  Penelopes  futors  •,  come  Laver  dine. 

Exeunt  Malli.  La  Poop. 

Lav.  I follow  inftantly,  yonder  he  is. 

Enter  Viramor. 

The  thought  of  this  boy  hath  much  cool’d  my  affedtion  to 
his  Lady,  and  by  all  conjedures,  this  is  a difguifed  whorej 
I will  try  if  I can  fearch  this  Mine,  Page  — — 

Ver.  Yourpleafure,  Sir  ? 

Lav.  Thou  art  a pretty  boy. 

Ver.  And  you  a brave  man ; now  I am  out  of  your  debt. 

Lav.  Nay,  prethee  ftay. 

Ver.  I am  in  hafte,  Sir, 

Lav.  By  the  faith  of  a Courtier. 

Ver.  Take  heed  what  you  fay,  you  have  taken  a ftrange 
oath. 

Lav,  1 have  not  feen  a youth  that  hath  pleafed  me  bet- 
ter^ 1 would  thou  couldft  lie  me,  fo  far  as  to  leave  thy  La- 
dy and  wait  on  me,  I would  maintain  thee  in  the  braveft 
cloaths. 

Ver.  Though  you  took  them  up  ontruft,  or  bought  ’em 
at  the  Brokers. 

Lav.  Or  any  way ; then  thy  imployments  fhould  be  fo 
neat  and  cleanly,  thou  fhouldft  not  touch  a pair  of  pan- 
tables in  a month,  and  thy  lodging 

Ver.  Should  be  in  a brothel. 

Lav.  No,  but  in  mine  arms. 

Ver.  That  may  be  the  circle  of  a Bawdy-houfe,  or 
worfe. 

Lav.  I mean  thou  fhould’ft  lye  with  me. 

Ver.  Lie  with  you  ? 1 had  rather  lye  with  my  Ladies 
Monkey-,  ’twas  never  a good  world,  fince  our  French 
Lords  learned  of  the  Neapolitans.,  to  make  their  Pages  their 
Bed-fellows,  doth  more  hurt  to  the  Suburb  Ladies,  than 
twenty  dead  vacations  ^ ’Tis  fupper  time,  Sir. 

Ex//Veram. 

Lav.  1 thought  fb,  I know  by  that  ’tis  a woman,  for  be- 
caufe,  perad  venture  fhe  hath  made  trial  of  the  Monkey,  fhe 
prefers  him  before  me,  as  one  unknown  -,  well,  thefe  are 
ftanding  creatures,  and  have  ftrange  defires*,  andmenmuft 
ufe  ftrange  means  to  quenceh  ftrange  fires. 

Exit. 


J'cluf  Quart  US. 

Sc<.^?hi  Friv/j. 

Enter  Montague  alone  in  mean  habit. 

A/^7«^■\TOw  Mo;;fj(r«?,wl^difcerns  thy  fpirit  now? 
IN  Thy  breeding,  or  thy  blond?  here’s  a poor 
cloud 

iclipfeth  all  thy  fplendor  who  can  read 
‘n  thy  pale  face,  dead  eye,  or  lenten pute., 

The  liberty  thy  ever- giving  hand 
Tath  bought  for  others,  manacling  it  felf 
n gyves  of  parchment  indiflblublc  ? 

The  greateft  hearted  man  fupplyed  with  means, 
NJobility  of  birth  and  gentleft  parts, 

' thought  the  right  hand  of  his  Sovereign, 
f virtue  quit  her  feat  in  his  high  foul. 

Glitters  but  like  a Palace  let  on  fire. 

Whole  glory  whilft  it  fhincs,  but  ruins  him, 

And  his  bright  fhovv  each  hour  to  alhes  tending 
Shall  at  the  laft  be  rak’d  up  like  a fparkle, 

Unlcfs  mens  fives  and  fortunes  feed  the  flame. 

Not  for  my  own  wants,  though  blame  I my  Stars, 

But  fuffering  others  to  call;  love  on  me. 

When  I can  neitlier  take,  nor  thankful  be. 

My  Ladies  woman,  fair  and  virtuous 
Young  as  the  prefent  month,  follicites  me 
For  love  and  marriage  now  being  nothing  worth  — 

Enter  Veramour. 


‘Ver.  Oh  ! Mafter,  I have  fought  you  a long  hour, 

Good  faith,  I never  joy’d  out  of  your  fight  i ' 

For  Heavens  fake.  Sir,  be  merry)  or  clle  bear 
The  buffets  of  your  fortunes  with  more  fcorn-. 

Do  but  begin  to  rail,  teach  me  the  way. 

And  I’ll  fit  down, . and  help  your  anger  forth : 

1 have  known  you  wear  afuit^  full  worth  a Lordfhip, 

Give  to  a man  whofe  need  ne’er  frighted  you 
From  calling  of  him  friend,  five  hundred  Crowns 
E’er  fleep  had  left  your  fences  to  confider 
Your  own  important  prefent  ufes-,  yet 
Since  I have  feen  you  with  a tenchcr  wait, 

Void  of  all  fcorn,  therefore  I’ll  wait  on  you. 

Mont.  Would  Heaven  thou  wert  Icfs  honeft. 

Ver.  Would  to  Heaven  you  were  lefs  worthy:  I amev' 
w’e  Sir. 

Mon.  Is  not  thy  Mafter  ftrangely  fall’n,  when  thou 
Serveft  for  no  wages,  but  for  charity  ? 

Thou  doft  furcharge  me  with  thy  plenteous  love  : 

The  goodnefs  of  thy  virtue  fhown  to  me. 

More  opens  ftill  my  difability 
To  quit  thy  pains:  credit  me  loving  boy, 

A free  and  honeft  nature  may  be  oppreft. 

Tir’d  with  courtefies  from  a liberal  fpirit. 

When  they  exceed  his  means  of  gratitude. 

Ver.  But  ’tis  a due  in  him  that  to  that  end 
Extends  his  love  or  duty, 

Mont.  Little  world 

Of  virtue,  why  doft  love  and  follow  me  ? 

Ver,  I will  follow  you  through  all  Countreys, 

I’ll  run  ('fait  as  I can  J by  your  horfe  fide. 

I’ll  hole!  your  ftirrop  when  you  do  alight. 

And  without  grudging,  wait  till  you  return  ; 

I’ll  quit  offer’d  means,  and  expofe  my  felf 
To  cold  and  hunger,  ftill  to  be  with  you  ^ 

Fearlefs  I’ll  travel  through  a wildernefs. 

And  when  you  are  weary,  I will  lay  me  down 
That  in  my  bofom  you  may  reft  your  head. 

Where  whilft  you  fleep.  I’ll  watch,  that  no  wild  beaft 
Shall  hurt  or  trouble  you : and  thus  we’ll  breed  a ftory 
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\ To  make  every  hearer  weep, 

hen  they  difeonrfe  our  fortiines  and  our  loves, 
hhm.  Oh  what  a (coff  might  men  of  women  make, 

* If  they  did  know  this  boy  / but  my  delire 
Is,  that  thou  wouldelt  not  ( as  thou  ufell  ftill ; 

When  like  a fervaut,  I ’mong  fervants  fit ) 

W ait  on  my  Trencher,  fill  my  cups  with  Wine: 

Why  (hould’fi:  thou  do  this  boy/*  prethee  confider, 

I am  not  what  I was. 

Ver.  Curit  be  theday  when  I forget  that  was 

my  Lord,  or  not  remember  him  my  Mailer  ftill. 

Mmt.  Rather  curie  me, with  whom  thy  youth  hath  fpent. 
So  many  hours,  and  yet  untaught  to  live 
By  any  worldly  quality. 

Ver.  Indeed  you  never  taught  me  how  to  handle  Cards 
To  cheat  and  cozen  men  with  oaths  and  lies: 

'rhofe  arc  the  worldly  qualities  to  live  : 

Some  of  our  fcarlet  Gallants  teach  their  bo^^s 
Thefe  worldly  qualities. 

Since  Humbling  fortune  then  leaves  virtue  thus 
Let  me  leave  fortune,  e’r  be  vicious. 

Mon.  Oh  lad,  thy  love  will  kill  me. 

}'er.  In  truth,  I think  in  conicience  1 Ihalldye  for  you: 
Good  Mafter  weep  not,  do  you  want  aught,  Sir.<* 

Will  you  have  any  money,  here’s  fome  Silver  y 
And  here’s  a little  Gold,  ’twill  ferve  to  play. 

And  put  more  troublefome  thoughts  out  of  your  mind  : 

I pray  Sir  take  it.  I’ll  get  more  with  finging. 

And  then  I’ll  bring  it  you,  my  Lady  ga’tme. 

And — it  was  not  covetoufnefs. 

But  I forgot  to  tell  you  fooner  on’t. 

Mont.  Alas  boy,  thou  art  not  bound  to  tell  it  me, 

And  lefsto  give  it,  buy  thee  Scarfs  and  Garters, 

And  when  1 have  money,  I will  give  thee  afword: 

Nature  made  thee  a beauteous  Cabinet 
To  lock  up  all  all  the  goodnefsof  the  earth. 

Enter  Charlofe. 

Ver.  I have  loll  my  voice  with  the  very  fight  of  this  Gen- 
tlewoman? good  Sir  Heal  away,  you  were  wont  to  be  a 
curious  avoider  of  womens  company. 

Mont.  Why  boy,  thou  dar’ft  trull  me  any  where,  dar’ll 
thou  not  ? 

Ver.  I had  rather  trull  you  by  a roaring  Lion,  than  a 
ravening  woman. 

Mont.  Why  boy? 

Ver.  W hy  truly  file  devours  more  mans  flelh 

Mont.  I,  but  Ihe  roars  not  boy. 

Ver.  No  sir,  why  fhe  is  never  filentbut  when  her  mouth 
is  full. 

Chjrl.  ■ Monfieur  Montague. 

Mont.  My  fweet  fellow,  fince  you  pleale  to  call  me  lb, 
Ver.  Ah  my  confcience,  Ihe  wou’d  be  pleas’d  well  e- 
nough  to  call  you  bed-fellow  ; oh  Mailer,  do  not  hold  her 
by  the  hand  lb ; a woman  is  a Lime-bulh,  that  catcheth  all 
Ihc  toucheth. 

Chj-rl.  I do  moH  dangeroufly  fufpect  this  boy  to  be  a 
wench  art  thou  not  one  ? come  hither,let  me  feel  thee. 

--  Ver.  With  all  my  heart. 

Chari.  Why  doll  thou  pull  off  thy  Glove  ? 

Ver.  Why,  to  feel  whether  you  be  a boy,  or  no. 

Chari.  Fie  boy,  go  too.  I’ll  not  look  your  head,  nor 
comb  your  locks  anymore,  if  you  talk  thus. 

Ver.  Why,  I’ll  ling  to  you  no  more  then. 

Chari.  Fieupon’t,  how  fad  you  are?  a young  Gentleman 
that  was  the  very  Sun  of  France. 

Mont.  But  I am  in  theeclipfe  now. 

Chal.  Suffer  himfelf  to  be  over-run  with  a Lethargy  of 
melancholy  and  difeontent ! rouze  up  thy  fpirit,  man,  and 
\ j]  ake  it  olf: 

I A Noble  Soul  is  like  a Ship  at  Sea, 

I Thatffeeps  at  Anchor  when  the  Ocean’s  calm  j 
, But  when  Ihe  rages,  and  the  wind  blows  high, 


Fie  cuts  his  way  with  skill  and  Majelly. 

I w'ould  turn  a Fool,  or  Poet,  or  any  thing,  or  marry,  to 
make  you  merry  •,  prethee  let’s  walk  : good  leave 

thy  Mailer  and  me,  I have  earnell  bufinefs  with  him. 

V er.  Pray  do  you  leave  my  Mailer,  and  me : we  were 
very  merry  before  you  came,  he  does  not  covet  womens 
company. 

What  have  you  to  do  with  him  ? come  Sir  will  you  go  ? 
And  I’ll  ling  to  you  again : 

I’faith  his  mind  is  frronger  than  to  credit  Womens  vows, 
jnd  too  pure  to  be  capable  of  their  loves. 

Chari.  The  boy  is  jealous,  fweet  lad  leave  us  : my  Lady 
call’d  for  you  1 fivear : that’s  a good  child,-  there’s  a piece 
of  Gold  for  thee,  go  buy  a Feather. 

Ver.  There’s  two  pieces  for  you,  do  you  go  and  buy  one, 
or  what  you  will,  or  nothing,  fo  you  go.  Nay  then  I fee 
you  would  have  me  go.  Sir  •,  why,  i’faith  I will,  now  Iper- 
ceive  you  love  her  better  than  you  dome^  but  Heaven  blels 
you  v^hatever  you  do,  or  intend,  I know  you  are  a very  ho- 
nelt  man.  Exit. 

Chari.  Still  will  I wooe  thee,  whilH  thy  ears  reply 
I cannot,  or  1 will  not  marry  thee? 

Why  hall  thou  drawn  the  bloud  out  of  my  cheeks. 

And  given  a quicker  motion  to  my  heart  ? 

Oh  thou  haft  bred  a Leaver  in  my  veins 
Call’d  love,  which  no  Phyfitian  can  cure  ^ 

Have  mercy  on  a Maid,  whole  fimple  youth— 

Mont.  How  your  example,  faireft,  teacheth  me 
A ceremonious  Idolatry ! Kneels. 

By  all  the  joy  of  love,  I love  thee  better. 

Than  I or  any  man  can  tell  another  •, 

Anclwill  exprefs  the  mercy  which  thoucrav’ft, 

I will  forbear  to  marry  thee : confider 

Thou  art  Natures  heir  in  feature,  and  thy  parenis, 

In  fair  Inheritances  ^ rife  with  thefe  thoughts. 

And  look  on  me  ^ but  with  a womans  eye, 

A decaid  fellow,  void  of  means  and  fpirit. 

Chari.  Of  Ipirit  ? 

Mont.  Yes,  could  I tamely  live. 

Forget  my  Fathers  bloud,  wait,  and  make  legs, 

Stain  my  beft  breeches,  with  the  fervile  drops 

That  fall  from  others  draughts.  (fpirit, 

Chari.  This  vizard  wherewith  thou  wouldft  hide  thy 
Is  perlpedive,  to  Ihcw  it  plainlier. 

This  undervalue  of  thy  life,  is  but 

Becaufe  I Ihoiild  not  buy  thee,  what  more  fpeaks 

Greatnefs  of  man,  than  valiant  patience. 

That  Ihrinksnot  under  his  fates  ftrongeft  ftrokes? 

Thefe  Roman  deaths,  as  falling  on  a fword. 

Opening  of  veins,  with  poifon  quenching  thirft, 

( Which  we  erroneoully  do  ftile  the  deeds 
Of  the  heroick  and  magnanimous  man  ) 

Was  dead-ey’d  cowardize,  and  white-cheek’d  fear. 

Who  doubting  tyranny,  and  fainting  undir 
Fortunes  falfe  Lottery,  defperately  run 
To  death,  for  dread  of  death  j that  foul’s  moft  ftout. 

That  bearing  all  mifchance,  dares  laft  it  out  j 
Will  you  perform  your  word,  and  marry  me. 

When  I Ihall  call  you  to’t  ? . 

Enter  Longueville  a riding-rod. 

Mont.  I’faith  I will. 

Chari.  Who’s  this  alights  here  ? 

Long.  With  leave,  fair  creature,  are  you  the  Lady  Miftrifs 
of  the  houle  ? 

Chari.  Herfervant,  Sir. 

Long.  I pray  then  favour  me,  to  inform  your  Lady,  and 
Duke  Orleans  wife, 

A bufinefs  of  import  awaits  ’em  here. 

And  craves  for  fpeedy  anfwer. 

Chari.  Are  you  in  poll,  Sir  ? 

Long.  No,  I am  in  Satin^Lady  j I would  you  would  be  in 
poll. 


Chari. 
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Chari.  I will  return.  Sweet. 

Long.  Honeft  friend,  do  you  belong  to  the  houle  ? 

I pray  be  covered. 

Mont.  Yes  Sir,  Ido. 

Long.  Ha,  dream’ll  thou. Longaville}  fure  ’tis  not  he*  Sir 
I fliould  know  you. 

Mont.  So  fhould  1 you,  but  that  I am  afham’d 
But  though  thou  know’ll  me,  prethee  LongaviUe\ 

Mock  not  my  poverty,  pray  remember  your  lelf- 
Shows  it  notftrangely  for  thy  deaths  to  Hand  ’ 

Without  a Hat  to  mine?  mock  me  no  more. 

Long.  The -embroider  me  all  over.  Sir, 

If  ever  I began  to  mock  you  yeL 
The — on  me,  why  fhould  I wear  Velvet 
And  Silver  Lace  ? — 1 will  tear  it  off 

Mont.  Why  Mad- man? 

Long.  Put  on  my  Hat  ? yes,  when  I am  hang’d  I will : 

• — -I  could  break  my  head. 

For  holding  eyes  that  knew  not  you  at  firft : 

But  time  and  fortune  run  your  courfes  with  him, 

He’ll  laugh  and  ftorm  you,  when  you  Ihew  moft  hate. 

Enter  Lamira,  Orlean’s  Laverdine,  La  Poop, 
Malycorn,  Veramour,  Oiarlot. 

Lam.  You’re  a fair  Mounfieur. 

Long.  Do  you  mock  me.  Lady  ? 

Lam.  Your  bufmefs.  Sir,  I mean. 

Lady.  Regard  your  felf  good  Mounfieur  LongueviHe. 

Lam.  You  are  too  negligent  of  your  felf  and  place. 
Cover  your  head  fvveet  Mounfieur. 

Long.  Millake  me  not  fair  Ladies, 

’Tis  not  to  you,  nor  you,  that  I Hand  bare. 

Lav.  Nay  fweet  dear  Mounfieur,  let  it  not  be  to  us  then. 

La  Poop.  compliment. 

Mai.  And—of  manners. 

Pray  hide  your  head,  your  gallants  ufe  to  do’t. 

Long.  And  you  your  foreheads,  why  you  needful  accef- 
fary  rafcals. 

That  cannot  live  without  your  mutual  knaveries, 

More  than  a Bawd,  aPandor,  or  a Whore 
From  one  another  *,  how  dare  you  fufpedl 
That  I Hand  bare  to  you  ? what  make  you  here? 

Shift  your  houfe.  Lady  of  ’em,  for  I know  ’em. 

They  come  to  fleal  Napkins,  and  your  Spoons  j 
Look  to  your  Silver-bodkin,  ( Gentlewoman  ) 

’Tis  a dead  Vtenfil.,  and  Page ’ware  your  pockets  j 
My  reverence  is  unto  this  man,  my  Mafter, 

Whom  you,  with  proteftations,  and  oaths 
As  high  as  Heaven,  as  deep  as  Hell,  which  would 
Deceive  the  vvifefl  man  of  honefl  nature. 

Have  cozen’d  and  abus’d  but  I may  meet  you. 

And  beat  you  one  wuth  th’  other. 

Mont.  Peace,  no  more. 

Long.  Not  a word.  Sir. 

Lav.  I am  fomething  thick  of  hearing^  what  laid  he  ? 

La  ptop.  I hear  him,  W regard  him  not. 

Mai.  Nor  I,  I am  never  angry  falling. 

Long.  My  love  keeps  back  my  duty,  noblell  Lady  *, 

If  Husband  or  brother  merit  love  from  you. 

Prevent  their  dangers,  this  hour  brings  to  trial 
Their  hereto  fleeping  hates  ^ by  this  time  each 
Within  a yard  is  of  the  others  heart. 

And  met  to  prove  their  caufes  and  their  Ipirits 
With  their  impartial  fwords  points  *,  halle  and  lave. 

Or  never  meet  them  more,  but  at  the  grave. 

Lady.  Oil  my  diltraded  heart,  that  my  wrackt  honor 
Should  for  a Brothers,  or  a Husbands  life,  through  thy  un- 
doing, die. 

Lam.  Amiens  engag’d  ^ if  he  mifearry  all  my  hopes  and 
1 now  confefs  it  loudly,  are  undone : (joys, 

Caroch,  and  halle,  one  minute  may  betray 
A life  more  worth  than  all  time  can  repay. 

Exeunt  Ladies  and  Mont. 
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Afal.  Hump:  Monfieur  Laverdine  purfucs  this  bov  ex- 
treamly.  Captain,  w'hat  will  you  do  ? ^ ' 

La  p.  Any  thing  but  follow  to  this  Land-fervice  • I am 
a Sea-Captain  you  know,  and  to  offer  to  part  ’em  ^ with- 
out we  could  do’t  like  Watermen  with  long  Ha ves,’a  quar- 
ter of  a mile  off^  might  be  dangerous. 

Mai.  Why  then  let’s  retire  and  pray  for  ’em,  I am  re- 
lolv  d to  Itop  your  intent  i abus’d  more  than  we  have  been 
we  cannot  be,  without  they  fall  to  flat  beating  on’s. 

, . , , Maly,  La-poop. 

And  that  were  unkindlydonei’fairh. 

Ver.  But  you  are  the  troulefomell  Afs’that  e’er  I met 
with  j retire,  you  fmell  like  a womans  chamber,  that’s  new 
ly  up,belore  Ihe  have  pinflither  vapours  in  with  her  cloaths 

Lav.  I will  haunt  thee  like  thy  Grandames  GhoH,  thou 
malt  never  reft  for  me. 

V er.  V ell,  I perceive  ’tis  vain  to  conceal  a fecret  from 
you:  believe  it  Sir,  indeed  I am  a woman. 

Lav.  Why  la-,  1 knew’t , this  Prophetical  tongue  of 
mine  never  fail’d  me-,  my  mother  was  half  a witch  ne- 
ver any  thing  that  Ihe  forefpake,  but  came  to  pafs : a wo- 
man how  happy  am  I ? now  we  may  lawfully  come  toge- 
ther without  fear  of  hanging  -,  ftveet  wench,  be  gracious  in 
honourable  Ibrt  I woe,  no  otherwife.  ’ 

Ver.  Faith,  the  truth  is,  I have  loved  you  long. 

Lav.  See,  fee. 

Ver.  But  durft  not  open  it. 

Lav. 1 think  lb. 

Ver.  But  briefly,  when  you  bring  it  to  the  tell,  if  there 
Ije  not  one  Gentleman  in  this  houfe,  will  challen<Je  more 
interell  in  me,  than  you  can,  I am  at  your  dilpofiire. 

Exit. 

Lav.  Oh  Fortunatus.,  1 envy  thee  not 
For  Cap,  or  pouch,  this  day  I’ll  prove  my  Fortune, 

In  which  your  Lady  doth  eledl  her  Husband, 

Who  will  he  Amitna.,  ’twill  fave  my  wedding  dinner, 

Povera.,  La  Poop.,  and  Malicorn : if  all  fail, 

1 will  turn  Citizen,  a beauteous  wife 

Is  the  Horn-book  to  the  richell  Tradefmans  life. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Duboys, Orleans,  Longueville,  Amiens, 

LacqueSy  a Page  rvith  two  Pijiols. 

Duh.  Here’s  a good  even  piece  of  ground  my  Lords ; 
Will  you  fix  here  ? 

Orl.  Yes,  any  where  -,  Lacquey,  take  off  my  fpurs  • 

Upon  a bridge,  a rail, but  my  fwords  breadth  upon  a battie- 
I’ll  fight  this  quarrel.  ment. 

Vub.  O’  the  Ropes,  my  Lord. 

Orl.  Upon  a Line. 

Vub.  So  all  our  Countrey  Duels  are  carried,  like  a fire- 
work on  a thred. 

Orl.  Go  now.  Hay  with  the  horfes,  and,  do  you  hear  ? 
Upon  your  lives,  till  fome  of  us  come  to  you. 

Dare  not  to  look  this  way. 

Vub.  Except  you  feeftrangersor  others  that  by  chance 
or  purpofe  are  like  to  mterrupt  us. 

Orl,  Then  give  warning. 

Long.  W ho  takes  a fvvord?  the  advantage  isfb  fmall, 

As  he  that  doubts,  hath  the  free  leave  to  choofe. 

Orl.  Come,  give  me  any,  and  fcarch  me  -,  ’tis  not 
The  ground,  weapon,  or  leconds  that  can  make 
Odds  in  thofe  fatal  trials : but  the  caufe. 

aimi.  Moll  true,  and,  but  it  is  no  time  to  vvifh 
When  men  are  come  to  do,  1 would  delirc 
The  caufe ’twixt  us  were  other  than  it  is^ 

But  where  the  right  is,  there  prevail  our  Swords. 

And  if  my  Sifter  have  out-liv’d  her  honor, 

I do  not  pray  I may  out-live  her  lliame. 

Orl.  Your  Siller  Amiens y is  a whore,  at  once. 

Ami.  You  oft  have  fpoke  that  fence  to  me  before, 

Eut  never  in  ths  language  Orleance-y 

And  when  you  fpoke  it  fair,  and  firft,  1 told  you 

That 
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That  it  was  poflible  you  might  be  abus’d  : 

But  now,  lince  you  forget  your  manners,  you  fliall  find. 

If  I tranfgrefs  my  cufiom,  you  do  lye. 

And  area  villain,  which  I had  rather  yet 
My  iwordhadprov’d,  than  I been  forc’d  Co  (peak: 

Nay,  give  us  leave,  and  fince  you  ftand  fo  haughtily 
And  highly  on  your  caufe,  let  you  and  I, 

Without  engaging thele  two  Gentlemen, fingly  determine 
Lo>ig.  My  Lord,  you’ll  pardon  us.  (it. 

Vttb.  I trufl  your  Lordftips  may  not  do  us  that  affront. 
Jmi.  As  how  ? 

Dub.  We  kils  your  Lordlhips  hand,  and  come  to  ferve 
you  here  with  fwords. 

Lnug.  My  Lord,  v/e  underfland  our  felves. 

Dub.  We  have  had  the  honor  to  be  call'd  unto  the  bufi- 
nels,  and  we  mull:  not  now  quit  it  on  terms. 

Ami.  Not  terms  of  reafon? 

Lo>ig.  No,  no  treafon  for  the  quitting  of  our  calling. 

Dub.  T rue,  if  1 be  call’d  to’t  I mull  ask  no  reafon. 

Lo}fg.  Nor  hear  none  neither,  which  is  lefs  : 

It  is  a favour,  if  my  throat  be  cut. 

Your  Lordlhip  does  me  ^ which  I never  can, 

Amife  -within.,  crying  down  vpithyour  fwords. 
Nor  mult  have  hope  how  to  requite:  what  noife? 

What  cry  is  that  my  Lord  upon  your  guard  ? 

So,  treachery  is  a foot.^ 


Enter  Lady  Orleans,  Lamira,  Montague. 

Lady.  Oh  here  they  are; 

My  Lord  (dear  Lady  help  me  ) help  me  alU 
I have  fo  woful  intereft  in  both, 

I know  not  which  to  fear  for  moft : and  yet 
I mull:  prefer  my  Lord.  Dear  brother. 

You  are  too  underftanding,  and  too  noble 
To  be  offended,  when  I know  my  duty. 

Though  Icarce  my  tears  will  let  me  lb  to  do  it. 

Orl,  Out-loathed  {trumpet. 

Lady.  Oh  my  deareft  Lord, 

If  words  could  on  me  call  the  name  of  whore, 

I then  were  worthy  to  be  loath’d  •,  but  know. 

Your  unkindnefs  cannot  make  me  wicked^ 

And  therefore  Ihould  lefs  ufe  that  power  upon  me. 

Or/.Was  this  your  Art  to  make  thefe  Adors  come. 

To  make  this  interlude?  withdraw,  cold  man, 

And  if  thy  fpirit  be  not  frozen  up. 

Give  me  one  Itroke  yet  at  thee  for  my  vengeance. 

Ami.  Thou  lhalt  have  ftrokes,and  Itrokes,  thou  glorious 
man. 

Till  thou  breath’ll  thinner  air  than  that  thou  talkeft. 

Lam.  My  Lord,  Count  Amiens. 

Lady.  Princely  Husband. 

Orl.  Whore. 

You  wrong  her  impudent  Lord  \ oh  that  I had  the  bulk 
Of  thofe  dull  men  ^ look  how  they  ftand,  and  no  man 
Will  revenge  an  innocent  Lady. 

Amt.  You  hinder  it  Madam. 

Lam.  I would  hinder  you-,  is  there  none  elle  to  kill  him? 
Lady.  Kill  him,  Madam?  have  you  learn’d  that  badlan- 
guage  ? oh  repent. 

And  be  the  motive,  rather  both  kill  me. 

Orl.  Then  dye  my  infamy. 

Mont.  Hold  bloody  man. 

Orl.  Art  thou  there  Bafilisk  ? 

Mont.  To  ftrike  thee  dead,  but  that  thy  fate  deferves 
fome  weightier  hand. 

Dub.  Sweet  my  Lord. 

Orl.  Oh  here’s  a plot  ^ you  bring  your  champions  with 

you-,  the  adultrefs  with  the  adulterer : Out-howling 

Dub.  Good  my  Lord. 


Orl.  Are  you  her  Graces  countenancer,Lady,  the  receiver 
to  the  poor  vicious  couple. 

Dub.  Sweet  my  Lord. 


Orl.  Sweet  rafcal,  didft  not  thon  tell  me,  falfe  fellow. 
This  Montague  here  was  murdered  ? 

Dub.  I did  lb  •,  but  he  was  fuller,  and  a worthlefs  Lord, 
Like  thy  foul  felf  that  would  have  had  it  lb. 

Long.  Orleance  ’tis  true,  and  fhall  be  prov’d  upon  thee. 
Mont.  Thy  malice  Duke,  and  this  thy  wicked  nature,  are 
all  as  vifible  as  thou  ■,  but  I born  to  contemn  thy  injuries, 
do  know,  that  though  thy  greatnefs  may  corrupt  a Jury, 
and  make  a Judge  afraid,  and  carry  out  a world  of  evils 
with  thy  Title:  yet  thou  art  not  quiet  at  home,  thou  bear- 
eft  about  thee  that,  that  doth  charge  thee,  and  condemn 
thee  too.  The  thing  that  grieves  me  more,  and  doth  in- 
deed difpleafe  me,  is,  to  think  that  lb  much  bafenefs  Hands 
here  to  have  encountred  fo  much  honor  : Pardon  me  my 
Lord,  what  late  my  pallion  Ipake,  when  you  provok’d  my 
innocence. 

Orl.  Yes,  do,  oh!  flattery  becomes  him  better  than  the 
luit  he  wears  j give  him  a new  one,  Amiens. 

Ami.  Orleance.,\\=>  here  no  time  nor  place,  to  jeftorrai. 
Poorly  with  you,  but  I will  find  a time  to 
Whilper  you  forth  to  this,  or  Ibme  fit  place. 

As  lhall  not  hold  a lecond  interruption. 

Mont.  I hope  your  Lordlhips  honor,  and  your  life 
Are  deftined  unto  higher  hazards  ^ this  is  of 
A meaner  arm. 

Dub.  Yes  faith,  or  none. 

Long.  He  is  not  fit  to  fall  by  an  honeft  Sword, 

A Prince  and  lye ! 

Dub.  And  Hander,  and  hire  men 
To  publilh  the  falfe  rumours  he  hath  made. 

Long.  And  ftick  ’em  on  his  friends,  and  innocents. 

Duh.  And  pradice  againft  their  lives  after  their  fames. 

Long.  In  men  that  are  the  matter  of  all  lewdnels. 

Bawds,  Thieves,  and  Cheaters,  it  were  monftrous. 

Duh.  But  in  a man  ofbloud,  how  more  conlpicuous? 

Ami.  Can  this  be  ? 

Lady.  They  do  flandcr  him. 

Orl.  Hang  them,  a pair  of  railing  hangbies. 

Long.  How  ? ftand  Orleance  -,  ftay,  give  me  my  Piftols  boy. 
Hinder  me  not,  by — . 

I will  kill  him 

Lady.  Oh,  ftay  his  fury. 

Ami.  Longueville.,  my  friend. 

Long.  Not  for  my  felf,  my  Lord,  but  for  mankind. 

And  all  that  have  an  intereft  to  virtue, 

Or  title  unto  innocence. 

Ami.  Why  hear  me. 

Long.  For  juftice  lake. 

Ami.  That  cannot  be. 

Long.  To  punilh  his  wives,  your  honor,  and  my  Lords 
wrongs  here,  whom  I mull  ever  call  fo  for  your  loves 
I’ll  fwear  I’ll  facrifice 

Ami.  Longueville,  I did  not  think  you  a murtherer  be 
fore. 

Long.  I care  not  what  you  thought  me. 

Ami.  By If  thou  attempt 

His  life,  thy  own  is  forfeit. 

Mont.  Foolilhfrantickman,  themurder  will  beof  us,not 
him. 

Lady.  Oh  Heaven! 

Mont.  We  could  have  kill’d  him,  but  we  would  not  take 

The  juftice  out  of  fates. 

Sindge  but  a hair  of  him,  thou  dieft. 

Long.  No  matter,  Ihoot. 

Ami.  Villain. 

Dub.  My  Lord,  your  Sifter  is  flain. 

Ami.  Biancha  ? 

Mont.  Oh  haplels, and  moft  wretched  chance.  (made? 

Lam.  Standft  thou  looking  upon  the  mifehiefthou  haft 
Thou  godlefsman,  feeding  thy  blood-lhot  eyes 
With  the  red  fpedacle,  and  art  not  turn’d  to  Hone 
With  horror  ? Hence,  and  take  the  wings  of  thy  black 
Infamy,  to  carry  thee  beyond  the  Ihoot  ot  looks. 

Or  found  of  curies,  which  will  purfuc  thee  ftill : 

Thou 
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Thou  hafl:  out-fled  all  but  thy  guilt. 

Orl.  Oh  vvifli  it  ofF  again,  for  I am  crack’d 
Under  the  burden,  and  my  heart  will  break. 

How  heavy  guilt  is, when  men  come  to  feel  ? 

If  you  could  know  the  mountain  I fultain 
With  horror,  you  would  each  take  off  your  part 
And  more,  to  eafe  me  : I cannot  Hand, 

Forgive  where  1 have  wrong’d,  I pray. 

Ami.  Look  to  him  Montague.  (for  fear, 

Long.  My  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  the  Lady  is  well,  but 
Unlefs  that  have  Ihot  her  ^ 

I have  the  worfl:  on’t,  that  needs  would  venture 
Upon  a trick  had  like  to  ha’  coft  my  guts  : 

Look  to  her,  Ihe’ll  be  well,  it  was  but  Powder 
I charg’d  with,  thinking  that  a guilty  man 
Would  have  been  frighted  fooner^  but  I’m  glad 
He’s  come  at  laft. 

Lctn.  How  is  Byancha  > well  } 

Ami.  Lives  flie?  fee  Sifter,  doth  Ihe  breathe? 

Lady.  Oh  Gentlemen,  think  }'ou  I can  breathe. 

That  am  reftored  to  the  hateful  fenfe 
Of  feeling  in  me  my  dear  husbands  death  ? 

Oh  no,  I live  rots  life  was  that  I left  ^ 

And  what  you  have  call’d  me  to,  is  death  indeed: 

I cannot  weep  fo  fall  as  he  doth  bleed. 

Dub.  Pardon  me.  Madam,  he  is  well. 

Lady.  Ha’  my  Husband. 

Orl.  1 cannot  fpeak  whether  my  joy  or  lhame 
Be  greater,  but  1 tltankthe  Heavens  for  both. 

Oh  look  not  black  upon  me,  all  my  friends. 

To  whom  1 will  be  reconcil’d , or  grow  unto 
This  earth,  till  1 have  wept  a trench 
That  lhall  be  great  enough  to  be  my  grave, 

And  I will  think  them  too  moft  manly  tears, 

If  they  do  move  your  pities ; it  is  true, 

Man  ftiould  do  nothing  that  he  ftiould  repent  j 
But  if  he  have,  and  fay  that  he  is  forty. 

It  is  a worfe  fault,  if  he  be  not  truly, 

Lam.  My  Lord,  fuch  Ibrrow  cannot  be  fulpeded : 

Here  take  your  honoured  wife,  and  joyn  your  hands. 

She  hath  married  you  again : 
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And  Gentlemen,  I do  invite  you  all. 

This  night  to  take  my  houfe,  where  on  the  morrow. 

To  heighten  more  the  reconciling  feaft. 

I’ll  make  my  felf  a Husband  and  a gueft.  Exeunt. 


/Bus  Quintus. 

Serna  Frima, 

Enter  Montague,  and  Charlotte, 

Chari.  TT  7 Ell  now  I am  fure  you  are  mine. 

W Mont,  I am  fure  I am  glad 
I have  one  to  own  then  ^ you’ll  find  me  honeft 
As  thefe  days  go,  enough  ^ poor  without  queftion, 
M’hich  beggars  hold  a virtue-,  give  me  meat,  and  I 
Shall  do  my  work,  elle  knock  my  ihooes  off^ 

And  turn  me  out  again. 

Char.  You  are  a merry  fellow. 

Mont.  I have  no  great  caufe. 

Char.  Yes,  thy  love  to  me, 

Mont.  That’s  as  we  nlake  our  game. 

Char.  Why,  you  repent  then  .< 

Mont.  Faith  no,  worfe  than  I am  I cannot  be*, 
Much  better  1 expeft  not : I lhall  love  you. 

And  when  you  bid  me  go  to  bed,  obey, 

•Lie  ftill  or  move,  as  you  lhall  minifter  ■, 

Keep  a four-Nobles  Nag,  and  a Jack^ 


Now  1 am  poor,  and  willing  to  do  well. 

Hold  rue  in  thatcourfe-,  of  all  the  Kings  creatures 
1 hate  his  com,  keep  me  from  that,  and  fhve  me  ■ ' 

if  you  chance  out  of  your  houftwiverv  ’ 

i O'*  two,  beftovv  it 

In  Plumb-broth  e r t know  it,  elfe  I take  it* 

Seek  out  a hundred  men  chat  want  this  monev 

InTfo  iTanl 

tiTr  ' afraid  ray  loofeners 

’’iJr  though  It  have  nought  to  workon 

out  the  racer  air  of  what  I have  had 

Cbar.  Pretty. 

Mont.  I wonder  fweet  heart  why  you’ll  marry  me 
can  lee  nothing  in  mylelf  delerves  it,  * 

^nJels  the  handibme  wearing  of  a band, 

myftock  now,  or  a pair  ofgarters* 

Neceffity  willnot  let  me  Joofe. 

Char.  I fteSir,  a great  deal  more,  a handfome  man,  a 
Husband,  ’ 

To  make  a right  good  woman  truly  happy. 

Mont.  Lord,  where  are  my  eyes,  either  you  are  foolilh 
As  wenches  once  a year  are,  or  far  worfe, 

■^Jrtrcamly  virtuous,  can  you  love  a poor  man 
That  rehes  on  cold  meat,  and  call  ftockings. 

One  only  fujt  to  his  back,  which  now  is  mewing? 

But  what  will  bethenext  coat  will  pofe  Trijiram. 
ir  1 mould  leavy  from  my  friends  a fortune* 

I could  not  raife  ten  groats  to  pay  the  Prielir  now. 

^har.  1 11  do  that  duty  ^ ’tis  not  means  nor  money 
Makes  me  purfiie  your  love^were  your  mind  bankrupt, 

I wouldnever  love  you. 

Eriter  Lamira. 

Mont.  Peace  wench,  here’s  my  Lady. 

fo"'  rnyprefeucc: 

D’ye  find  her  willing  Montague? 

Mont.  Willing  Madam  ? 

Lam.  How  dainty  you  make  of  it,  do  not  I know 
You  two  love  oneanother?  fthefe matter*-  • 

Certain  Madam,  I think  ye’ave  revelations  of 
Your  Ladylhip  cannot  tell  me  when  I kifther. 

Lam.  But  Ihe  can,  Sir, 

Mont.  But  Ihe  wiH  not  Madam  • 

For  when  they  talk  once,  ’tis  like  Fairy-Money, 

They  get  no  more  clofe  kiffes. 

Lam.  Thou  art  wanton. 

Mont.  Heaven  knows  I need  not,  yet  I would  be  lufty; 
But ray  Provender  fcarce  pricks  me.  ^ * 

Lam.  It  lhall  be  mended  Montjgue.f  I am  glad  you  are 
grown  lb  merry. 

Mont.  So  am  I too  Madam. 
lam.  You  two  will  make  a pretty  handfome  Con  fort 
Mont.  Yes  Madam,  if  my  Fiddle  fail  me  not. 

Lam.  Your  Fiddle  ? why  your  Fiddle  ? I wart  ant  thou 
meaneft  madly : 

Mont.  Czn  you  blame  me  ? alas  I am  in  love. 

Char.  ’Tis  very  well.  Sir. 

Lam.  How  long  have  you  been  thus  ? 

Mont.  How  thus  in  love  .? 

Lam.  You  are  very  quick.  Sir  : no,  I mean  thus  pleafant. 

Mont.— Ever  fince  I was  poor. 

Lam.  A little  wealth  would  change  you  then  ? 

Mont.  Yes  Lady,  into  another  fuit,  but  nevermore 
Into  another  man:  I’ll  bar  that  mainly. 

The  wealth  I get  hence- forward  lhall  be  charm’d 
For  ever  hurting  me.  I’ll  fpend  it  faffing: 

As 
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As  I live  noble  Lady,  there  is  nothing 
! have  found  direcTily,  cures  the  melancholy, 

But  want  and  wedlock  ^ when  I had  ftore  of  money, 

( liinper’d  foinetime,  and  (poke  wondrous  wife. 

But  never  laught  out-right-,  now  I am  empty, 

.My  heart  founds  like  a Bell,  and  ftrikesat  both  fidcs. 

Lc/w.  You  are  finely  temper’d,  (fended. 

hlntit.  Pardon  Lady,  if  anyway  my  free  mirth  have  of- 
’Twas  meant  to  pleafeyou:  if  it  prove  too  faucy, 

Give  it  a frown,  and  I am  ever  lilenc’d. 

Lam.  I like  it  pafTmg  well:,  pray  follow  it  : 

This  is  my  day  of  choice,  and  fliall  be  yours  too, 

’Twere  pity  to  delay  ye : call  to  the  Steward, 

And  tell  him  ’tis  my  pleafure  he  Ihould  give  you 
Five  hundred  Crowns : make  your  felf  handfome  Montague,^ 
Let  none  wear  better  cloaths,  ’tis  for  my  credit^ 

But  pray  be  merry  ftill.  (hundreds, 

Moftt.  If  I be  not,  and  make  a fool  of  twice  as  many 
Clap  me  in  Canvas,  Lady.  Exeunt, 

Enter  La-poop,  Laverdine,  and  Malycorne. 

Lav.  I am  llrangely  glad,  I have  found  the  myftery 
Of  this  difguifed  boy  out:  lever  trufled 
It  w'as  a woman;,  and  how  happily 
1 have  found  it  fo  •,  and  for  my  felf,  I am  fure. 

One  that  would  offer  me  a thoufand  pound  now 
( And  that’s  a pretty  fiim  to  make  one  ffagger  ) 

In  ready  Gold  for  this  concealment,  could  not 
Buy  my  hope  of  her,  fhe’s  a dainty  wench. 

And  luchaone  I find  I want  extreamly. 

To  bring  me  into  credit : beauty  does  it. 

Mai.  Say  we  fliould  all  meach  here,  and  flay  the  Feaft, 
now,  what  can  the  worft  be  ? we  have  plaid  the  knaves, 
that’s  without queffion. 

La-p.  True,  andasi  take  it,  this  is  the  firft  truth 
W’e  told  thefe  ten  years,  and  for  anything 
1 know,  may  be  the  laft : but  grant  we  are  knaves. 

Both  bafe and  beaftly  knaves r 

Mai.  Say  fo  then. 

Lav.  Well. 

La-p.  And  likewife  let  it  be  confidered,we  have  wrong’d, 
Andmoffmalicioufly,  this  Gentlewoman 
W'e  caff  to  flay  with,  what  muff  we  exped  now  ? 

Mai.,  I,  there’s  the  point,we  would  exped  good  eating. 
La-p.  I knowwew'ould,  but  we  may  find  good  beating. 

Lav.  You  fay  true  Gentlemen,  and  by 

Though  I love  meat  as  well  as  any  man, 

1 care  not  ^vhat  he  be,  if  a eat  a Gods  name  j 
Such  a crab-fauce  to  my  meat  will  turn  my  pallate. 

Mai.  There’s  all  the  hazard,  for  the  frozen  Montague 
Has  now  got  fpring  again,  and  warmth  in  him. 

And  without  doubt,  dares  beat  us  terribly. 

For  not  to  mint  the  matter,  we  are  cowards. 

And  have,  and  fhall  be  beaten,  when  menpleafe 
To  call  us  into  cudgeling. 

La~p.  I feel  we  are  very  prone  that  way. 

Lav.  The  fons  of  Jdam. 

La-p.  Now,  here  then  reffs  the  ftate  o’th’  queffion  •, 
W’hether  we  yield  our  bodies  for  a dinner 
To  a found  dog-whip  .i*  for  I promife  ye. 

If  men  be  given  to  corredion, 
e can  exped  no  lefs:,  or  quietly 
Take  a hard  Egg  or  two,  and  ten  mile  hence 
Bait  in  a ditch,  this  we  may  do  fecurely, 
for,  to  ffay  hereabout  will  be  all  one. 

If  once  our  moral  mifehiefs  come  in  memory. 

Mai.  But  pray  ye  hear  me,  is  not  this  the  day 
The  Virgin  Lady  doth  eled  her  Husband.'? 

Lav.  The  dinner  is  to  that  end.  I 

Mai  Very  well  then,  fay  we  all  ffay,  and  fay  we  allfcape 
this  whipping,  and  be  well  entertained,  and  one  of  us  car- ) 
ry  the  Lady.  . (ffay,  how  fitly  j 

La-p.  ’Tis  a feemly  faying,  I muff  confefs,  but  if  wc 
W'e  may  apply  it  to  our  felves  ( i’th’  end  ) 


Will  ask  a Chrijlianfenn-.,  I cannot  fee, 

If  I fay  true,  what  fpecial  ornaments 

Of  Art  or  Nature,  ( lay  afide  our  lying 

Whoring  and  drinking,  which  are  no  great  virtues ) 

We  are  endued  withal,  to  win  this  Lady. 

Mai.  Yet  Women  go  not  by  the  beft  parts  ever*,  that  I 
have  found  diredly. 

Lav.  Why  Ihould  we  fear  then?  they  choofe  men 
As  they  feed  ^ fpmetmies  they  fettle 
Upon  a White  broth’d  face,  a fweetfmooth  gallant. 

And  him  they  make  an  end  of  in  a night  ^ 

Sometimes  a Goofe,  fometimes  agroffermeat, 

A rump  of  Beef  will  lerve  ’em  at  fome  feafbn. 

And  fill  their  bellies  too,  though  without  doubt 
They  are  great  devourers : Stock-fifh  is  a difh. 

If  it  be  well  dreff,  for  the  tuffhefsfake 

Will  make  the  proud’ft  of ’em  long  and  leap  for’t. 

They’ll  run  mad  for  a Pudding, e’r  they’ll  ftarve, 

La-p.  For  my  own  part  I care  not,  come  what  can  come. 
If  I be  whipt,  why  fo  be  it  -,  if  cudgell’d, 

I hope  I fhall  out-live  it,  lamfiire 

’Tis  not  the  hundredth  time  I have  beenferv’d  fb, 

And  yet  I thank  Heaven  I am  here. 

Mai.  Here’s  refolution. 

La-p.  A little  patience,  and  a rotten  Apple 
Cures  twenty  worfe  difeafes  ^ what  fay  you.  Sir  ? 

Lav.  Marry  I fay  Sir,  if  I had  been  acquainted 
With  lamming  in  my  youth,  as  you  have  been 
With  whipping,  and  fuch  benefits  of  nature, 

Ifhould  do  better:  as  I am.  I’ll  venture, 

And  if  it  be  my  luck  to  have  the  Lady, 

I’ll  ufe  my  fortune  modeffly  ^ if  beaten. 

You  fhall  not  hear  a word,  one  I am  fure  of. 

And  if  the  worft  fall,  fhe  fhall  be  my  Phyfick. 

Lets  go  then,  and  a merry  wind  be  with  us. 

Mai.  Captain,  your  fhooes  are  old,  pray  put  ’em  oft^ 
And  let  one  fling  ’em  after  us  -,  be  bold,  Sirs, 

And  hovyfbever  our  fortune  falls,  lets  bear 
An  equal  burden  j if  there  be  an  odd  lafh. 

We’ll  part  it  afterwards. 

La-p.  I am  arm’d  at  all  points.  Exeunt 

Enter  four  ferving  in  a Banquet. 

1.  Then  my  Lady  will  have  a bedfellow  to  night. 

2.  So  fhe  fays;,Heaven ! what  a dainty  arm-full  fliall  he  en 
joy,  that  has  the  launching  of  her,  what  a fight  fhe’ll  make. 

3.  I marry  boys,  there  will  be  fport  indeed,  there  will 
be  grapling,  fhe  has  a murderer  lies  in  her  prow, 

I am  afraid  will  fright  his  main  Maft,  Kobin. 

4.  Who  doff  thou  think  fliall  have  herxif  thy  confcience, 
thou  art  a wife  man  ? 

3.  If  fhe  go  the  old  way,  the  way  of  lot,  the  longeft 
cut  fweeps  all  without  queffion. 

1.  She  has  loft  a friend  of  me  elfe , what  think  ye  of  the 
Courtier  ? 

2.  Hang  him  Hedge-hog:  h’as  nothing  in  him  but  apiece 
of  Euphues.,  and  twenty  dozen  of  twelvcpenny  ribond,  all 
about  him,  he  is  but  one  Pedlers  fhop  of  Gloves  and  Gar- 
ters, pick-teeth  and  pomander. 

3.  The  Courtier,  marry  God  blelsher  Steven.,  fhe  is  not 
mad  yet,  fhe  knows  that  trindle-tail  too  well,  he’s  creft- 
fall’n,  and  pin-buttock^t,  with  leaping  Landrefles. 

4.  The  Merchant,  fure  fhe  will  not  be  fo  bafe  to  have 
him. 

I.  I hope  fb  Kobin.,  he’ll  fell  us  all  to  the  Moors  to  make 
Mummy  ^ nor  the  Captain. 

4.  Who  Pot  gun  ? that’s  a fweet  youth  indeed,  will  he 
ftay,  think  ye  ? 

3.  Yes,  without  queftion,  and  have  halfe  din’d  too,  e’r 
the  Grace  be  done^  he’s  good  for  nothing  in  the  world  but 
eating,  lying  and  fleeping  ^ what  other  men  devour  in 
drink,  betakes  in  potage,  they  fay  h’as  been  at  Sea,  aHer- 
ring-fifhing,  for  without  doubt  he  dares  not  hale  an  Eel- 
boat,  i’th’  way  of  War. 
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2.  I think  fb,  they  would  beat  him  off  with  Butter. 

3 . When  he  brings  in  a prize,  unlefs  it  be  Cockles,  or 
Callis  fand  to  Icourwith,  I’ll  renounce  my  Five  Mark  a year, 
and  all  the  hidden  Art  I have  in  carving,  to  teach  young 
Birds  to  whiftle  Walfingbam  ^ leave  hirh  to  the  Lime-Boats 
now,  what  think  you  of  the  brave  Amiens } 

1.  That’s  a thought  indeed. 

2.  I marry,  there’s  a peribn  fit  to  feed  upon  a dilh  fo 
dainty,  and  he’ll  do’t  I warrant  him  i’th’  nick  boys,  has  a 
body  world  without  end. 

4.  And  fuch  a one  my  Lady  will  make  no  little  of-,  but 
is  not  Montague  marrieclto  day? 

3.  Yes  faith,  honell:  Montague  mull;  have  his  bout  too. 

2.  He’s  as  good  a lad  as  ever  turn’d  a trencher  ^ muft  we 
leave  him  ? 

3.  He’s  too  good  for  us,  Steven^  I’ll  give  him  health  to 
his  good  luck  to  night  i th’  old  Beaker,  and  it  lhallbe  Sack 
too. 

4.  I mull  have  a Carter  ^ and  boys  I have  befpoke  a 
Pofiet,  fome  body  fhallgiveme  thanks  fort,  ’tas  a few  toys 
in’t  will  rafe  commotions  in  a bed,  lad. 

I.  Away ^ my  Lady.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Or]Q^ncQ  and  his  Lady.)  arm  in  arm.,  Amiens,  Lami- 
ra,  Charlotte,///^?  a Montague  brave.)  Laverdine, 
LongavUie,  Dubois,  Mallycorn,  La-poop. 

Lam.  Seat  your  felves  noble  Lords  and  Gentlemen, 

You  know  your  places  many  royal  welcomes 
I give  your  Grace how  lovely  fliews  this  change  ? 

My  houfe  is  honor’d  in  this  reconcilement. 

Orl.  Thus  Madam  muft  you  do,  my  Lady  now  lhall  fee 
You  made  a Woman  ^ 

And  give  you  fome  lliort  lelibns  for  your  voyage. 

T ake  her  inftrudtions  Lady,  Ihe  knows  much. 

Lam.  This  becomes  you,  Sir. 

Lam.  My  Lord  muft  have  his  Will. 

Orl.  ’Tisall  I can  do  now,  fweet-heart,  fair  Lady  •, 
This  to  your  happy  choice,  brother  Amiens.^ 

You  are  the  man  I mean  it  to. 

Ami.  I’ll  pledge  you. 

Orl.  And  with  my  heart. 

Ami.  With  all  my  love  I take  it. 

Lam.  Noble  Lords,  I am  proud  ye  have  done  this  day, 
fo  much  content,  and  me  fuch  eftimation,  that  this  hour 
(In  this  poor  houfe)  lhall  be  a league  for  ever. 

For  fo  I know  ye  mean  it. 

Ami.  1 do  Lady. 

Orl.  And  I my  Lord. 

Omnes.  Y’avedone  a work  of  honor. 

Ami.  Give  me  the  Cup,  where  this  health  flops,  let 
That  man  be  either  very  fick,  or  very  fimplej 
Or  I am  very  angry  •,  Sir,  toyou^ 

Madam,  methinks  this  Gentleman  might  fit  too-. 

He  would  become  the  belt  on’s. 

Orl.  Pray  fit  down.  Sir,  I know  the  Lady  of  the  Feaftex- 
peds  not  thisdayfo  much  oldcuftom. 

Ami.  Sit  down  Montague  h nay,  never  blulli  for  the  mat- 
ter. 

Mont.  Noble  Madam,  I have  too  reafons  rgainft  it,  and 
I dare  not-,  duty  to  you  firft,  as  you  are  my  Lady,  and  I 
your  pooreft  fervant^next  the  cuftomof  this  days  ceremony. 

Lam.  As  you  arc  my  fervant,  I may  command  youthen. 

Mo«r.  To  my  life.  Lady. 

Lam.  Sit  down,  and  here.  I’ll  have  it  16. 

Ami.  Sit  down  man,  neyer  refufe  fo  fair  a Ladies 
offer. 

' Mont.  It  is  your  pleafure.  Madam,  not  my  pride. 

And  I obey  •,  I’ll  pledge  ye  now  my  Lord,  Monficur  Lon- 
gaville.  , 

Long.  1 thank  you.  Sir. 

A-font.  This  to  my  Lady,  and  her  fair  choice  to  day,  and 
happinefs. 

Lon.  'Tis  a fair  health.  I’ll  pledge  you  though  I fink  for’t. 

Lsm.  Montague  you  are  too  modeft ; come.  I’ll  add  a lit- 
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tie  more  wine  t’yee,  'twill  make  you  merry,  this  to  the 
good  I vvilh. — 

Mont.  Honour’d  Lady,  I lhall  forget  my  felf  with  tliis 
great  bounty. 

Lam.  You  lhall  not  Sir,  give  him  fome  Vine, 

Ami.  By  Heaven  you  are  a worthy  woman’  and  that 
Man  IS  bleft  can  come  near  fuch  a Lady. 

Lami.  Such  a bleding  wet  weather  waflies. 

Mont.  At  all,  I will  not  go  a lip  lefs,  my  Lord. 

Orl.  ’ I is  well  caft.  Sir, 

Mai.  II  Montague  get  more  Wine,  we  are  all  like  to  hear 
on’t. 

Lav.  I do  not  like  that  fitting  there. 

Mai.  Nor  I,  methinks  he  looks  lik  a Judge. 

La-p.  Now  have  I a kind  of  grudging  of  a beating  on 
me,  I fear  my  hot  fit: 

Mai.  Drink  apace,  there’s  nothing  allays  a cudgel  like  it. 

Lami.  Montague.)  now  I’ll  put  my  choice  to  you  who  do 
you  hold  in  all  this  honor’d  company,  a Husband  fit  to  en- 
joy thy  Lady?  fpeak  direftly. 

Mont.  Shall  I fpeak.  Madam? 

Lami.  Montague  you  fiiall. 

Mont.  Then  as  1 have  a foul.  I’ll  fpeak  my  confcience, 
Give  me  more  Wine,  in  vino  veritas. 

Here’s  to  my  felf,  and  Mont  ague 'evdsz  a care. 

Lami.  Speak  to  th’  caufe. 

Mont.  Yes  Madam,  firft  I’ll  begin  to  thee. 

Lav.,  Have  at  us. 

La-p.  NowforaPfahn  of  mercy. 

Mont.Yovt  good  Monfieur,you  that  belye  the  noble  name 
of  Courtier,  and  think  your  claim  good  here,  hold  up  your 
hand  ^ your  Worlhip  is  endited  here,  for  a vain  glorious 
fool. 

Lav.  Good,  oh  Sir. 

ALont.  For  one  whofe  wit 
Lies  in  a ten  pound  waftcoat^  yet  not  warm  • 

Ye  have  travell’d  like  a Fidler  to  make  faces. 

And  brought  home  nothing  but  a cale  of  tooth-picks. 

You  would  be  married  and  no  left  than  Ladies, 

And  of  the  bell  fort  can  ferve  you  •,  thou  Silk-worm, 

What  haft  thou  in  thee  to  delcrve  this  woman  ? 

Name  but  the  pooreft  piece  of  man,  good  manners 
There’s  nothing  found  about  thee,  faith,  th’aft  none 
It  lies  pawn’d  at  thy  Silk-man’s,  for  fo  much  Lace  j ’ 

Thy  credit  with  his  wife  cannot  redeem  it, 

Thy  cloathsareallthe  Ibul  thou  haft,  for  16 
Thoufav’ft  them  handlome  for  the  next  great  tilting. 

Let  who  will  take  the  t’other,  thou  wert  never  chriften’d 
(Upon  my  confcience)  but  in  Barbers  water- 
Thou  art  never  out  o’th’  Balbn,  thou  art  rotten, 

And  if  thou  dar’fttell  truth,  thou  wilt  confieftit  -, 

Thy  skin 

Looks  of  a Chefnut  colour,  greaz’dwith  Amber, 

All  women  that  on  earth  do  dwell,  thou  lov’ft, 

Yet  none  that  underftand,  love  thee  again, 

But  thofe  that  love  the  Spittle  i get  thee  home 
Poor  painted  Butter-flie,  the  Summers  paft  ^ 

Go  fweat,  and  eat  dry  Mutton,  thou  may’l't  live 
To  do  fo  well  yet-,  a bruis’d  Chamber-Maid 
May  fall  upon  thee,  and  advance  thy  follies. 

You  have  your  fentence  j now  it  follows  Captain, 

I treat  of  you. 

La-p.  Pray  Heaven  I may  delerve  it. 

Orl.  Befiirevv  my  heart,  he  fpeaks  plain. 

Ami.  That’s  plain  dealing. 

Mont.  Youarearafeal  Captain. 

La-p.  A fine  Calling. 

Mont.  A Water-coward; 

Ami.  He  would  make  a pretty  ftuff!  * 

Mont.  May  I fpeak  freely,  Madam? 

Lami.  Here’s  none  ties  you.  ^ f thought 

Mont.  Why  Ihouldft  thou  dare  come  hither  with  a 
To  find  a wife  here  fit  for  thee?  are  all 
Thy  Angle  money  whores  that  fed  on  Carrots, 
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ntl  fill ’d  the  high  Grafs  with  familiars 
fall’n  orF  to  Footmen  i prethee  tell  me  truly, 

For  now  I know  thou  dar’ft  not  lie,  couldft  thou  net 
Wilh  thy  felf  beaten  well  with  all  thy  heart  now. 

And  out  of  pain  > fay  that  1 broke  a rib, 

Cr  cut  thynofe  ofl’  wer’t  not  merciful  for  thisambition  ? 

La-p.  Do  your  pleafure, Sir, beggars  mufc  not  be  choofers. 

Orl.  He  longs  for  beating. 

But  that  I have  nobler  thoughts  polTefs  my  foul. 
Than  liich  brown  Bisket,  fuch  a piece  of  Dog-fifli, 

SiiJi  a mod  maungy  Mackril  cater  as  thou  art, 

1 hat  dares  do  nothing  that  belongs  toth’  Sea, 

•But  fpue,  and  catch  Rats,  and  fear  m'en  of  War, 

Though  thou  had  nothing  in  the  world  to  loofe 
Aboord  thee,  but  one  piece  of  Beef,  one  Musket 
W ithout  a cock  for  peace  fake,  and  a Pitch-barrel, 

I’ii  tell  thee,  if  my  time  were  not  more  pretious 
Than  thus  to  loofe  it,  I would  rattle  thee. 

It  may  be  beat  thee,  and  thy  pure  fellow, 

The  Merchant  thereof  Catskins,  till  my  words. 

Or  blows,  or  both,  made  ye  two  branded  wretches 
To  all  the  vcorld  hereafter  ^ you  would  fain  to 
Venture  your  Bils  of  lading  for  this  lady^ 

\\  hat  would  you  give  now  for  her  ? fome  five  frayl 
Of  rotten  Figs, good  Godfon,  would  you  not.  Sir? 

Or  a Parrot  that  fpeaksFI/g/?  can  all  thou  ever  faw’d 

Ofthine  own  fraughts  from  Sea,  or  cofenage 
( At  which  thou  art  as  expert  as  the  Devil  ) 

Nay,  fell  thy  foul  !br  wealth  to,  as  thou  wilt  do, 

Forleit  thy  friends,  and  raife  a mint  of  Money, 

Make  thee  dream  all  thefe  double,  could  procure 
A kifs  from  this  good  Lady?  cand  thou  hope 
She  would  lye  with  fuch  a nook  of  Fiell  as  thou  art, 

And  hatch  young  Merchant-furies  ? oh  ye  dog-bolts  1 
T hat  fear  no  Flell  but  I fball  fee  you 

Serve  in  a lowfy  Lime-boat,  e’r  I dye, 

‘ For  mouldy  Cheefe  and  Butter,  Billing  fixate 
\^'ould  rot  endure,  or  bring  in  rotten  Pippins 
To  cure  blew  eyes,  and  fvvear  they  came  from  China. 

Lami.  \'ex  ’em  no  more,  alas  they  fliake: 

Mmt.  Down  quickly  on  your  marrow-bones,  and  thank 
this  Lady. 

! v-.  ould  not  leave  you  thus  clfe,  there  are  blankets. 

And  fuch  delights  for  fuch  knaves-,  but  fear  dill^ 

’ Twill  be  revenge  enough  to  keep  you  waking. 

Ye  have  no  mind  of  marriage,  ha’ ye? 

La-p.  Surely  no  great  mind  now. 

Mnnt.  Nor  you. 

Mai.  Nor  I,  1 take  it. 

Moat.  Two  eager  fuitors. 

Lov.  T roth  ’tis  wondrous  hot,Heaven  blefs  us  from  him. 

Lami.  You  have  told  me  Montague 
Who  are  not  fit  to  have  me,  let  me  know 
The  man  you  would  point  out  forme 

Mont.  There  he  fits my  Lord  of  Amiens.,  Madam,  is  my 
choice,  he’s  noble  every  way,  and  worthy  a wife  with  all 
the  dowries  of 

Ami.  Do  you  fpeakSir,  out  of  your  friendHiip  to  me  ? 

Mont.  Yes  my  Lord, and  out  of  truth,  for  I could  never 
flatter. 

Ami.  I would  not  fay  how  much  I owe  you  for  it. 

For  that  were  but  a promife,  but  I’ll  thank  ye. 

As  now  I find  you,  in  defpite  of  fortune, 

.A  fair  and  noble  Gentleman.  (made 

Lami.  My  Lords,  I muff  confefsthe  choice  this  man  hath 
Is  everyway  a great  one,  if  not  too  great. 

And  noway  to  be  flighted  ; yetbecaufe 
1 W’e  love  to  have  our  owm  eyes  fometimes  new, 
j Give  me  a little  liberty  to  fee, 

-j  Flow  I could  fit  my  felf,  if  I were  put  to’t. 

Ami.  A'adamwc  muff. 

Lami.  Are  ye  all  agreed  ? 

. Omnes.  We  be. 

' . Lami.  Then  as  I am  a Maid,  I £iall  choofe  here. 


Montague  I mu  ft  have  thee. 

Mont.  Why  Madam,  I have  learnt  to  fu  ffer  more 
Than  you  can(out  of  pity  ) mock  me  with  this  w'ay  efpe- 
cially. 

Lami.  Thouthink’fl  Ijefl  now  ^ 

But  by  the  love  1 bear  thee,  I will  have  thee. 

Mor.t.  If  you  could  be  fo  weak  to  love  a fall’n  man, 

Fde  muff. deferve  more  (ban  I ever  can. 

Or  ever  lhall  ( dear  Lady,)  look  but  this  way 
Upon  that  Lord,  and  you  will  tell  me  then 
Your  eyes  are  no  true  choofers  of  good  men. 

Ami.  "Do  you  love  him  truly  ? 

Lam.  Yes  my  Lord,  I will  obey  him  truly,  for  I’ll  marry 
him,  and  juffly  think  he  that  hasfb  well  ferv’dmewith  his 
obedience,  being  born  to  greatnefs,  muff  ufe  me  nobly  of 
neceflity,when  I fliall  ferve  him. 

Ami.  ’Twere  a deep  fin  to  crofs  ye,  noble  Montague., 

I wifli  ye  all  content,  and  am  as  happy 
In  my  friends  good  as  it  were  meerly  mine. 

Mont.  Your  Lordfhip  does  ill  to  give  up  your  rights 
I am  not  capable  of  this  great  goodnefs. 

There  fits  my  wife  that  holds  my  troth. 

Cha.  I’ll  end  all,  I wooed  you  for  my  Lady,  and  now  give 
up  my  Title,  alas  poor  wench,  my  aims  are  lower  far. 

Mont.  How’s  this  fweet-heart? 

Lami.  Sweet-heart  ’tisfo,  the  drift  was  mine  to  hide 
My  purpofe  till  it  ffruck  home. 

Omnes.  Give  you  joy. 

Lamt.  Prethee  leave  w'ondring,  by  this  kifs  I’ll  have 
thee. 

Mont.  Then  by  this  kifs,  and  this.  I’ll  ever  ferve  yc. 

Long.  This  Gentleman  and  I Sir,  muff  needs  hope  once 
more  to  follow  ye. 

Mont.  As  friends  and  fellows,  never  as  fervantsmore. 

Long.  Dub.  You  make  us  happy. 

Orl.  Friend  Montague,  ye  have  taught  me  fb  much  ho- . 
nor,  I have  found  a fault  in  my  felf,  but  thus  I’ll  purge  my  ! 
confcience  of  it,  the  late  Land  I took  by  falle  play,  from  j 
you,  with  as  much  contrition,  and  entirenefs  ofaffedfOn 
to  this  moft  happy  day  again,  I render;,  be  maflerof  your 
own,  forget  my  malice,  and  make  me  worthy  of  your  love,. 
L.  lAontague. 

Mont.  You  have  won  me  and  honor  to  your  name, 

Mai.  Since  your  Lordfhip  has  begun  good  deeds,  we’ll- 
follow  •,  good  Sir  forgive  us,  we  arenowthofe  men  fear  you  j 
for  goodnefs  fake-,  thofe  fums  of  money  unjuftly  we  detain 
from  you,  on  your  pardon  fhall  be  reftor’d  again,  and  wc 
your  fervants.  | 

La-p.  You  are  very  forward  Sir,  it  feems  you  have  mo-^ 
ney,  I pray  you  lay  out.  I’ll  pay  you,  or  pray  for  you,  as  the^ 
Sea-works. 

Lav.  Their  pennance  Sir,  I’ll  undertake,  fopleafe  ye 
To  grant  me  one  concealment. 

Long.  A right  Courtier,  ftill  a begging. 

Mont.  What  is  it  Sir  ? 

Lav.  A Gentlewoman. 

Mont,  In  my  gift  ? 

Lav.  Yes  Sir,  in  yours. 

Mont.  Why,  bring  her  forth,  and  take  her. 

Lami.  What  wench  would  he  have? 

Mont.  Any  wench  I think. 

JE;//frLaverdine4«^  Veramour  Vik^  arpoman. 

Lav.  This  is  the- Gentlewoman. 

Mont.  ’Tis  my  Page,  Sir. 

Ver.  No  Sir,  I am  a poor  difguis’d  Lady,  (wot. 

That  like  a Page  have  followed  you  full  long  for  love  god-  t ► 

Omnes.  A Lady — Laverdine  — yes,  yes,  ’tis  a Lady. 

Mont.  It  may  be  fo,  and  yet  we  have  lain  together. 

But  by  my  troth  I never  found  her,  Lady. 

L . Orl.  Why  wore  you  boys  cloaths  ? 

Ver  I’ll  tell  you,  Madam, 


I took 
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I took  example  by  two  or  three  Plays,  that  methought 
Concerned  me. 

Mont.  Why  made  you  not  me  acquainted  with  it  ? 

' Ver.  Indeed  Sir,  I knew  it  not  my  felf. 

Until  this  Gentleman  open’d  my  dull  eyes, 

And  by  perfwarion  made  me  fee  it. 

Ami.  Could  Jiis  power  in  words  make  fuch  a change? 
Ver.  Yes,  as  truly  w'oman  as  your  felf,  my  Lord. 

Lav.  Why, but  hark  you,  are  not  you  a woman  ? 

Ver.  If  hands  and  face  make  it  not  evident,  you  fhall  fee 
MaI.  Breeches,  breeches,  Laver  dine.  (more. 

La-p.  ’Tisnot  enough,  women  may  wear  thole  cales. 
Search  further  Courtier. 

'Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

La-p.  Ch  thou  frefh-water  Gudgeon,  wouldft  thou  come 
To  point  of  Marriage  with  an  Ignoramus  ? 

Thou  fnouldft  have  had  her  Urin  to  the  Do(ff  ors. 

The  foolilheft  Phyfitian  could  have  made  plain 


The  liquid  Epic<tne  a blind  man  by  the  hand 
Could  have  difcovered  the  ring  from  the  hone. 

Boy,  come,  to  Sea  with  me,  I’ll  teach  thee  to  climb, 

And  come  down  by  the  Rope,  nay  to  eat  Rats. 

Ver.  I lhall  devour  my  Mafrer  before  the  prilbn  then, 

Sir,  I have  began  my  Trade. 

Mai.  Trade?  to  the  City,  child,  a fiat-cap  will  become 
thee. 

Mont.  Gentlemen,  I befecch  you  moleltyour  lelvcs  no 
For  his  preferment  it  is  determin’d.  (further 

Lav.  1 am  much  alhamed,  and  if  my  check 
Gives  not  fatisfadion,  break  my  head. 

Mont.  Your  lliame’s  enough.  Sir. 

Ami.  Montague.^  much  joy  attend  thy  marriage-bed  •, 

By  thy  example  of  true  goodnefs,  envy  is  exil’d. 

And  to  all  honelt  men  that  truth  intend, 

I wifli  good  luck,  fair  fate  be  Rill  thy  friend. 

Exeunt. 
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YOh  that  canlookjhrough  Heaveft^and  tell  the 

Ohferve  their  kind  conjtin&ions,  and  their  vpars  j- 
¥wd  out  new  Lights,  and  give  them  where  you  fleafe, 
Lo  thofe  men  honors,  fleafures,  to  thofe  eafe  , 

Toil  that  are  God's  Surveyors,  and  can  jlsow 
How  far,  and  when,  and  why  the  wind  doth  blow  5 
Know  all  the  charges  of  the  dreadful  thundery 
And  when  itwilljlwot  over,  or  fall  under: 

Tell  me,  by  all  your  Art  I conjure  ye, 

Tes,  and  by  truth,  what  jlsall become  of  me} 

Find  out  my  Star,  if  each  one,  as  you  fay. 

Have  his  peculiar  Angel,  and  his  way  ^ 

Obferve  my  fate,  next  fall  into  your  dreams. 

Sweep  clean  your  houfes,  andnew  line  your  Seeames, 
Tien fay  your  worfi  : or  have  I none  at  all} 

Or  is  it  burnt  out  lately  } or  did  fall} 

Or  am  I poor  } not  able,  no  full  flame  } 

My  Star,  like  me,  unworthy  of  a name  } 

Is  it  your  Art  can  only  work,  on  thoje. 

That  deal  with  dangers,  dignities,  and  cloaths  } 

With  Love,  or  new  Opinions}  you  all  lye, 

A Fiflj-wife  hath  a fate,  and  fo  have  I, 

But  far  above  your  finding  \ he  that  gives. 

Out  of  his  providence,  to  all  that  lives. 

And  no  mank^wws  his  treafure,  no,  not  you  : 

He  that  made  Egypt  blind,  from  whence  you  grew 
Scabbj,  and  lowzie,  that  the  world  might  fee 
Tour  Calculations  are  as  blind  as  ye  : 

He  that  made  all  the  Stars,  you  daily  read. 

And  from  thence  flitch  a knowledge  how  to  feed^ 

Hath  htd  this  from  you,  your  conJeBures  all 
Are  drunken  things,  not  how,  but  when  theyfaU: 

Man  is  his  own  Star,  and  the  foul  that  cm 
Render  an  honefl,  and  a perflU  man. 

Command's  all  light,  all  influence,  aU  fate, 

Nothingto  him  falls  early,  or  too  late. 

Our  ABs  our  Angels  are,  or  good  or  ill. 

Our  fatal  fljadows  that  walk  hy  us  fill. 

And  when  the  Stars  are  labouring,  we  believe 
It  is  not  that  they  govern,  but  they  grieve 
For  flu  born  ignorance  ^ all  things  that  are 
Made  for  our  general  ujes,  are  at  war. 

Even  we  among  our  felves,  and  from  the flrife. 

Tour  firfl  unlike  opinions  got  a life. 

Oh  man  I thou  Image  of  thy  Makers  good. 

What  canfl  thou  fear,  when  breath'd  into  thybloud. 


His  fpirit  is,  that  built  thee}  what  duU f^^e 
Makes  thee  fufpeU,  in  need,  that  Providence 
Who  made  the  morning,  and  who  plac'd  the  Hiht 
Guide  to  thy  labours^  who  call'd  up  the  night. 

And  bid  her  fall  upon  thee  likgjweet  jhowers 
In  hollow  murmurs, to  lock  thy  powers  } 

Who  gave  thee  knowledge,  whofo  trufied  thee. 

To  let  thee  grow  fo  near  himfelf,  the  Tree  } 

Mufl  he  then  be  diflrufled  } Jhall  his  frame 
Dijeourfe  with  him,  why  thus,  and  thus  I am} 

He  made  the  Angels  thine,  thy  fellows  all. 

Nay,  even  thy  fervants,  when  Devotions  call. 

Oh  I canji  thou  be  fo ftupid  then,fo  dim. 

To feeku faving  influence,  and  loefe  him} 

Can  Stars  proteH  thee  } or  can  poverty. 

Which  is  the  light  to  Heaven,  put  out  his  eye} 

He  is  my  Star,  in  him  all  truth  I find, 

AU  influence,  aUfate,  and  when  my  mind 
Isfurnijh'd  with  his  fuUnefs,  mypoorflory 
ShaU  out-live  aU  their  age,  and  aU  their  glory. 
The  hand  of  danger  cannot  faU  amifs. 

When  I kjtow  what,  and  in  whofe power  it  if. 

For  want,  the  caufe  of  man,fhaU  makp  me  groan, 

A Holy  hernsit  is  a mind  alone 
Doth  not  experience  teach  us  aU  we  can. 

To  workour  felves  into  a glorious  man} 

Loves  hut  an  exhalation  to  befl  eyes 
The  matter  fpent,  and  then  the  fools  fire  dies  } 
Were  I in  hue,  and  could  that  bright  Star  bring 
Increafe  to  Wealth,  Honor,  and  every  thing  : 
Werejhe  asperfeUgood,  as  we  can  aim. 

The  firfl  was  fo,  and  yet  Jhe  loft  the  Game. 

My  Miflrifs  then  be  knowledge  and  fair  truth  9 
So  1 enjoy  aU  beauty  and  aU  youth. 

And  though  to  time  her  Lights,  and  Laws  fii  lends. 
She  knows  no  Age,that  to  corruption  bends. 
Friends  promifes  may  lead  me  to  believe. 

But  hg  that  kpows  his  own  friend,  kpows  to  live. 
Affl0ion,  when  I know  it  is  but  this, 

A diep  allay,  whereby  man  tougher  is 
To  hear  the  hammer,  and  the  deeper  ftill. 

We  fliU arife  more  image  of  his  WiU. 

Sicknefs,  an  humorous  cloud  'twixt  us  and  light 
And  death,  at  longeft  but  another  night. 

Man  is  his  own  Star,  and  that  foul  that  can 
Be  honefl,  is  the  only  perfeU  man, 
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gT(ArSJ3^3^E  and  the  HJ^^^C^ET^TE MT L B ; 
performed  before  the  I 3^  g iw^^^BancJueting-Houre  in  White-Hall, 

at  the  Marriage  of  the  Illuftrious  Frtrferrt^and  Elizabeth,  Prince  and  Princefs 
Palatine  of  the  Rhinei 


Written  by  FRJ!^CCIS  ‘BE  A MO  3^1  Gent, 


Enter  his  runnings  Mercury  faUomng,  and 
catching  hold  of  bert 

Mercury. 

T ay  Light-  loot  Irh.,  for  thou  ftriv’ft  in  vain , 
My  wings  are  nimbler  than  thyfeet. 

Iru.  Away, 

Dill^bling  Mercury.,  fhy  mellagcS 
Askhoneft  hafte^  not  like  thofe  wanton  ones, 
Your  thundering  Father  fends, 

Mer.  Stay  foolilh  Maid, 

Or  I will  take  my  rife  upon  a hill, 

When  I perceive  thee  feated  in  a cloud, 

'^n  all  the  painted  glory,  that  thou  haft, 

’And  never  ceafe  to  clap  ray  willing  wing. 

Till  I catch  hold  on  thy  difcolour’d  Bow, 

And  ihiver  it  beyond  the  angry  power 
Of  your  mad  Miftrifs  to  make  up  again. 

Im,  hermet  forbear,  will  chide  and  ftrike  •, 

IS  great  Jove  jealous  ciwi  that  I am  imploy’d 
On  her  Love-errands  > fliedid  never  yet 
Claspe  weak  mortality  in  her  white  arms. 

As  he  has  often  done  •,  I only  come 
To  celebrate  the  long  wilh’d  Nuptials 
Here  in  Olympia.,  which  are  now  perform'd 
Betwixt  two  goodly  Rivers,  that  have  mixt 
Their  gentle  winding  waves,  and  are  to  grow 
Into  athoufand  ftreams.  great  as  theraielvcs. 

I need  not  name  them,  ior  the  found  is  loud 
In  Heaven  and  Eaith,  and  I amfent  from  her 
The  Queen  of  marriage,  that  was  prefent  here. 

And  fmil’dto  fee  them  joyn,  and  hath  not  chid 
Since  it  was  done.  Good  Hermes  let  me  goe. 

Merc.  Nay,vou  muft  ftay,  Jove’ srae^2%c  is  the  fame 
Whole  eyes  are  lightning,  and  whole  voice  is  thunder, 
Whofe  breath  is  airy  wind,  he  will,  who  knows 
Howtobefirft  in  Earth,  as  well  as  Heaven. 

Iris.  But  what  hath  he  to  do  with  Nuptial  rites  .> 

Let  him  fit  pleas’d  upon  his  Starry  throne. 

And  fright  poor  mortals  with  his  Thunder-bolts, 
Leaving  to  us  the  mutual  darts  of  eyes. 

Mere.  Alas,  whenever  offer’d,  het’abndge 
Your  Ladies  power,  but  only  now,  in  thefe, 

Whofe  match  concerns  the  general  government? 


Hath  not  each  God  a part  in  thefe  high  joyes  ? 

And  (hall  not  he  the  King  of  gods  preftrme 
Without  proud  Juno'^ceuce  ? let  her  kno  /, 

That  when  enamour’d  Jove^rk  gave  her  po  wer 
To  link  foft  hearts  in  undilTolving  bands. 

He  then  forelaw,  and  to  himfelf  relerv’d 
The  honor  of  this  marriage : thou  fhalc  ftand 
Still  as  a Rock, while  I tc  blefs  this  Feaft 
Will  fiimmon  up  with  mine  all-charming  rod 
The  Nymphs  of  Fountains,  from  whofe  watry  locks, 

( Hung  with  the  dew  of  bleiling  and  increafe  ) " 

The  greedy  Rivers  take  their  nourifhment. 

Yea  Nymphs,  who  bathing  in  your  loved  Springs, 

Beheld  thefe  Rivers  in  their  infancy. 

And  joy’d  to  fee  them,  when  their  circled  heads 
Refrefli'dthe  Air,  andfpreadthe  ground  with  Flowers-, 
Rile  from  your  Wells,  and  with  your  nimble  feet 
Perform  that  office  to  this  happy  pair. 

Which  in  thefe  Plains  you  to  uilpheus  did. 

When  pairing  hence,  through  many  Seas  unmixt, 

He  gain’d  the  favour  of  his  Arethufe. 

"the  Nymphs  rife,  and  dance  a little, 
and  then  make  a ftand. 

Iris.  Is  Hermes  grown  a Lover  ? by  what  power 
Unknown  to  Us,  calls  he  tlie  Maids  > 

Merc.  Prefumptuous /r/f,  I could  make  thee  dance. 

Till  thou  forgetft  thy  Ladies  mwilages, 

And  rann’ft  back  crying  to  her  thou  lhaltknow 
My  power  is  more,  only  my  breath,  and  this 
Shall  move  fix’d  Stars,  and  force  the  Firmament 
To  yield  the  Hyades,  who  govern  fliowers. 

And  dewy  clouds,  in  whofe  difperfed drops 
Thou  form’ll;  the  fhape  of  thy  deceitful  Bow. 

Yea  Maids,  who  yearly  at  appointed  times 
Advance  with  kindly  tears,  the  gentle  floods 
Difcend,  and  pour  your  bleiling  on  thefe  ftreams, 

Which  rolling  down  from  Heaven-afpiting  hills. 

And  now  united  in  the  fi'uitftil  vales, 

Bear  all  before  them,  ravifh’dwith  their  joy, 

And  IweH  in  glory,  till  they  know  no  bounds. 

‘The  Cloud  difeends  voith  the  Hyades,  at  rrhich  the 
Maids feem  to  he  rejoyned  •,  they  all  dance  a while 
together,  then  make  another  ftand,  as  if  they  rvant* 
ed  fomethiMg. 
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Jf  is.  Great  Wit  and  Power  hath  Hermes  to  contrive 
A lively  dance,  which  of  one  fex  confifts, 

Merc.  Alas  poor /rix  / Venus  hath  in  ftore 
A Iccret  ambiifh  of  her  winged  boys, 

Who  lurking  long  within  thefe  pleafant  groves, 

Firlf.  ftuck  thefe  Lovers  with  tl>eir  equal  darts  i 
Thofe  Cupids  (hall  come  forth,  and  joyn  with  thefe, 

To  honor  that  which  they  themfelves  began. 

dhe  come  forth  and  dance.,  they  are  weary 

with  their  blind  parfuingthe  Nymphs  ^ and  the 
Nymphs  weary  with  flying  them. 

Iris.  Behold  the  Statues  which  wild  Vulcan  plac’d 
Under  the  Altar  of  Olympian  Jove., 

And  gave  to  then-'  an  artificial  life : 

Sec  how  11*^  ' move,  drawn  by  this  Heavenly  jcy. 

Like  the  wild  Trees,  which  followed  Ovpheus  Harp. 

1 he  Statues  come  down.,  and  they  all  dance.,  till  the 
Nymphs  out-run  them.,  and  lofe  ^hem^  then 
the  Cupids  go  off.,  and  laji  the  Statues. 

A/rrc.  And  what  will do  for  her  ? 

Ins.  Juft  match  this  fhew,  or  mine  inventions  fail , 

Had  it  been  worthier,  I would  have  invok’d 
The  blazing  Comets,  Clouds,  and  falling  Stars, 

And  all  my  kindred,  Meteors  of  the  air, 

To  have  excell’d  it  ^ but  1 now  muft  ftrive 
To  imitate  confulion  •,  therefore  thou 
Delightful  flora,  if  thou  ever  feltft 
Increafe  of  fweetnefs  in  thofe  blooming  Plants, 

On  which  the  horns  of  my  fair  Bow  decline. 

Send  hither  a'l  thatrura'  company, 

Which  dec.-:  the  Ma} -games  with  their  clownilh  fports  ^ 
Juno  will  have  it  lb.  . 

T.‘he  fecond  Anti-Mafqt^rufheth  in.,  they  dance 
their  meafure.,  and  as  rudely  depar 

Merc.  Iris,  we  ftrive 

Like  winds  at  liberty,  who  fhould  do  worft 
E’r  we  return.  If  Juno  be  the  Queen 
Of  Marriages,  let  her  give  happy  way 
T o what  is  done  in  honor  of  the  State 
She  governs. 

Iris.  Hermes,  fo  it  may  be  done 
Mcerly  in  honor  of  the  Stgfe,  and  thole 
That  row  have  prov’d  it-,  not  to  latisfy 
The  Inft  of  Jupiter,  in  having  thanks 
More  an  his  Juno-,  if  thy  Snaky  rod 
Have  power  to  fearch  the  Heaven,  or  found  the  Sea, 

Or  call  together  all  the  ends  of  earth. 

To  bring  thee  any  thing  that  may  do  grace 
To  us,  and  thefe,  doit,  we  fnall  be  pleas’d. 

Merc.  Then  know  that  from  the  mouth  of  Jove  himfelf, 
Whofe  words  have  wings,  and  need  not  to  be  born, 

I took  a meftage,  and  1 bore  it  through 
A thoufand  yielding  clouds,  and  never  ftaid 
Till  his  high  Will  was  done : the  Olympian  games. 

Which  long  had  flept,  at  thefe  wilh’cl  Nuptials, 

He  pleas’d  to  have  renew’d,  and  all  his  Knights 
Are  gather’d  hither,  who  within  their  Tents 
Reft  on  this  hill,  upon  whofe  riling  head 

Ihe  Altar  is  difeovered  with  thePriefls  about  it f 
and  the  Statues  under  it,  and  the  Knights  lying 
in  their  fents  on  each  fide,  near  the  top  ^ the  hilf 
Behold  Joves  Altar,  and  his  blelled  Priefts 
Moving  about  it come  you  Holy  men, 

And  with  your  voices  draw  thefe  youths  along. 

That  till  Joves  Mufick  call  them  to  their  games. 

Their  aftive  fports  may  give  a bleft  content 
To  thofe, for  whom  they  are  again  begun. 


The  firft  Song,  when  the  Priefts  defeend, 
and  the  Knights  follow  them. 

Shakp  off  your  heavy  trance, 
and  leap  into  sa  dance. 

Such  as  no  mortals  it  fie  to  tread,  ■. 

y fit  only  for  Apollo 
fo  play  to,  for  the  Moon  to  lead. 

And  ah  the  Stars  to  follow. 

The  fecond  Song  at  the  end  ofthe  firft  Dance. 

0 ihlef^fl youths,  for  Jove  doth  pOufe, 

LayingaJ.de  his  graver  L2.ws 

For  this  device : 

And  at  the  Wedding  fuch  apair. 

Each  dance  isial^en  for  a prayer. 

Each  S ong  a Saarifice. 

The  third  Song,  after  their  many  Dances,  when 
they  are  to  take  out  the  Ladies. 

Single. 

More pleafing  were  thefe  fweet  delightr. 

If  Ladies  mov'^d  as  well  as  Knights  •, 

Kun  every  one  of  you  and  catch 
A Nymph,  in  honor  of  his  match 
Andwhifper  boldly  in  her  ear, 

Jove  wiU  but  laugh,  if  you  forfwear. 

All. 

And  this  days  fins  he  doth  refolve, 
fhat  we  his  f riejis fhould  aUahfolve. 

The  fourth  Song,  when  they  have  parted  with 
the  Ladies,  a fhrill  Mufick  founds,  foppofed  to 
be  that, which  calls  them  to  the  Olympian  games, 
at  which  they  all  make  a foeming  preparation 
to  depart. 

fou  fhould  Jiay  longer  if  we  durji. 

Away,  alas  ! that  he  that  firji 
Gave  time  wild  wings  to  fly  aw,ay, 

H'as  now  no  power  to  make  him  flay. 

And  though  thefe  games  mufl  needs  be  plaid, 

1 would  thefe  pair,  when  they  are  laid. 

And  not  a creature  nigh  ^em. 

Might  catch  his  fit  he,  as  he  dothpafs. 

And  clip  his  wings,  and  breakjois  glafs. 

And  keep  him  ever  by  “'em. 

The  fifth  Song,  when  all  is  done,  as  they  afoend 

Peace  and  ftlence  he  the  guide 
fo  the  Man,  and  to  the  Bride : 

If  there  be  a joy  yet  new 
In  marriage,  let  it  fall  on  you, 

fhat  all  the  world  may  wonder : 

If  we  fhould  flay,  we  fhould  do  worji. 

And  turn  our  hleffings  to  a curfe^ 

By  keeping  you  ajunder. 
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Four  P L A Y S in  One. 

The  Perfons  reprefented  i'<  the  Play. 

Emanuel,  2C7>^i?/Portugal,  & Catlile,  l Frigofo,  a Courtier^  -^Spe^ators  of  the  Play  at  the  celebration 

Kabella,  his  ^jieen,  | f^inaldo,  his  acquaintance,  lof  their  Nuptials. 

Lords,  ^ 

0 

The  Triumph  ol  Honor. 


Martins,  a Roman  General. 
Valerius,  his  Brother. 
Nicodemus,  a cowardly  Corporal. 


Diana 

Dorigen,  Sophocles  wife^  the  example  of^haUity. 

'H  . 


, Cornelius,  a wittal  Sutler. 
Captain. 

I Sophocles,  Duke  of  Athens. 

Women. 

Florence,  Cornelius. 


The  Triumph  of  Love. 


Cupid. 

Rinaldo,  DukeofM\\zn. 

Bcnvoglio,  Xsrothen,  Lords  ofUiha. 
Randulpho,j 


Angelina,  TF7/ef^?Benvoglio. 

Violante,  her  Daughter,  Gerard’s  Mijirifs. 


• iFeTdimnd  D„ke,f“ppofid  loft. 


Women. 


Dorothea,  Violante’s  Attendant. 
Cornelia,  thhobfcured  Duchefs. 


he  T riumph  of  Death. 


Duke  <7/ Anjou. 

.Lavall,  his  lujiful  Heir 
'Gentille,  aCourtier,  Father  to  Perolot 
Perolot,  contra&ed  f(?Gabriella. 

Gabriella,  the  defpifedwife  t?/ Lavall. 
Hellena,  his fecond  wife. 


Two  Gentlemen. 

A Spirit. 

Shalloonc,  fervant  to  Lavall. 

Women. 

Cafta,  Daughter  to  Gentille. 

Maria,  a fervant  attending  on  Gabriella. 


The  Triumph  of  Time. 


Jupiter. 

Mcrcurie. 

Plutus. 

Time. 


Atropos. 

Defire. 

Vain  Delight. 
Bounty. 


Poverty. 

Honefty. 

Simplicity. 

Fame. 


FOUR 
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Moral  Reprefentations 

IN  ONE. 

Enter  Von  Frigozo. 


Fr/V.  NoiR  rvith'iH 

^ « 

A^ay  with  thofe  bald-pated  Raf- 
cals  there,  their  wits  are  bound 
up  in  Vellora,  they  are  pot  cur- 
rant here.  Down  with  thofe 
City-Gentlemen,  &c.  Out  with 
thole — I fay,  and  in  with  their 
wives  at  the  back  door.  Worlhip 
and  plaoe,  lam  weary  of  ye,  ye 
lye  on  my  fhoulders  lik  a load  of 
Gold  on  an  Aflesback.  A man 
in  Authority,  is  but  as  a candle  in  the  wind,  fooner  wafted 
or  blown  out,  than  under  abulhel.  How  now,  what’s  the 
matter  ? 

Who  are  you,  Sir? 

Enter  Rinaldo. 

K in.  Who  am  I,  Sir  ? why,  do  y’  not  know  me  ? 

frig.  No  by  my— do  I not. 

Kin.  I am  fire  we  din’d  together  to  day. 

Frig.  That’s  all  one  : as  I din’d  with  you  in  the  City,  and 
as  yon  paid  for  my  dinner  there,  I do  know  you,  and 
am  beholding  to  you  : But  as  my  mind  is  fince  tranfmi- 
grated  into  my  office,  and  as  you  come  to  Court  to 
have  me  pay  you  again,  and  be  beholding  to  me,  I know 
you  not,  I know  you  not. 

Kin.  Nay,  but  look  ye,  Sir, 

Frig.  Pardon  me:  If  you  had  been  my  bed-fellow  thefe 
leven  years,  and  lent  me  money  to  buy  ray  place,  I muft 
not  tranlgrefs  principles:  This  very  talking  with  you,  is 
an  ill  example. 

Kin.  Piffi,  you  are  too  pundual  a Courtier,  Sir : why, 
I am  a Courtier  too,  yet  never  underftood  the  place  or 
name  to  be  lb  infeftious  to  humanity  and  manners,  as  to 
call:  a man  into  a burning  pride  and  arrogance,  for  which 
there  is  no  cure.  1 am  a Courtier,  and  yet  I will  know 
my  friends,  I tell  you. 

Frig.  And  I tell  you,  you  will  thrive  accordingly,  I war- 
rant you. 

Kin.  But  hark  ye,  Signior  Frigozo^  you  {hall  firft  under- 
ftand,  I have  no  friends  with  me  to  trouble  you, 

, Frig.  Humh : That’s  a good  motive. 

Kin.  Not  to  borrow' money  of  you. 

Fr/V.  That’s  an  excellent  motive. 

Kin.  -No  my  fweet  Don,  nor  to  ask  what  you  owe  me. 

I F^ig.  Why,  that  is  the  very  motive  of  motives,  why  I 


ought  and  will  know  thee:  and  if  I had  not  wound  thee  up 
to  this  promife,  I would  not  have  known  thee  thefe  fif- 
teen years,  no  more  than  the  errantft,  or  moft  founder’d 
Ca{Ullian  that  followed  our  new  Queens  Carriages  a-foot. 

Kin.  Nor  for  any  thing,  dear  Don,  but  that  you  would 
place  me  conveniently  to  fee  the  Play  to  night. 

Frig.  That  fhall  I,  Signior  Kinaldo:  but  would  you 
had  come  fooner : you  fee  how  full  the  Scaffolds  are,  there 
is  feant  room  for  a Lovers  thought  here.  Gentlewomen 
fit  clofe  for  fhame : Has  none  of  ye  a little  corner  for 
this  Gentleman?  I’ll  place  ye,  fear  not.  And  how  did  our 
brave  King  of  Portugal.,  Emanuel.,  bear  himfelf  to  day  ? You 
law  the  fblemnityof  the  marriage. 

Kin.  Why,  like  a fit  Husband  for  lb  gracious  and  excel- 
lent a Prineefs,  as  his  worthy  mate  Ifabella^  the  King  of 
Caftiles  Daughter  doth  in  her  very  external  lienaments, 
mixture  of  colours,  and  joyning  Dove,  like  behaviour  aflure 
her  felf  to  be.  And  I proteft  ( my  dear  Don  ) ferioufly, 
I can  fing  prophetically  nothing  but  bleffed  Hymns,  and 
happy  occafions  to  thisfacred  union  of  Portugal  and  Cafiile., 
which  havefo  wifely  and  mutually  conjoyned  two  fuch  vir- 
tuous and  beautiful  Princes  as  thefe  are  • and  in  all  opinion 
like  to  multiply  to  their  very  laft  minute. 

Frig.  The  King  is  entring:  Signior,  hover  here  about, 
andasfoon  as  the  Train  is  fet-,  clap  into  me,  we’ll  ftand 
near  the  State.  If  you  have  any  Creditors  here,  they  fhall 
renew  bonds  a Twelvemonth  on  fuch  a fight : but  to  touch 
the  pomel  of  the  King’s  Chair  in  the  fight  of  a Citizen, 
is  better  fecurity  for  a thoufand  double  Duckets , than 
three  of  the  belt  Merchants  in  Lisbon.  Befides,  Signior,  we 
will  cenfure,  not  only  the  King  in  the  Play  here,  that 
Reigns  his  two  hours  •,  but  the  King  himfelf,  that  is  to 
rule  his  life  time : Take  my  counfel : I have  one  word  to 
fay  to  this  noble  Affembly,  and  I am  for  you. 

Kin:  Your  method  ffiall  govern  me. 

Frig.  Prologues  are  bad  Huijhers  before  t be  rpi/e. 

Why  may  not  then  an  Huijher  Prologize  ? 

Here^s  a fair  fight,  and  vpere  ye  oftner  feen 
’thus  gathered  here  ftwould  f leaf e our  King  and  ^een 
'Upon  my  confcience,  ye  are  roelcome  all 
to  Lisbon,  and  the  Court  Portugal^ 

TFhere  your  fair  eyes  Jhall  feed  on  no  rvorfe  fights 
than  preparations  made  for  Kings  delights. 

JVe  rpifh  to  men  content,  the  manlieji  treafufe.^ 

And  to  the  Women,  their  own  wiff  d for  pleafure. 

- Flourifh. 

• Enter 


Four  ‘Tlayes,  or  Morall%eprefentations,inone. 
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Enter  Ktng  and  ^een,  Emanuel  and  IfaleVa^ 

Lords  and  attendants. 

Em.  Fair  fountain  of  my  life,  from  whole  pure  ftreams 
The  propagation  of  two  Kingdoms  (lovves, 

Never  contention  rife  in  cithers  bred. 

But  conteftation  whofe  love  lhall  be  belf. 

Ifab.  Majeltick  Ocean , that  with  plenty  feeds 
Me,  thy  poor  tributary  Rivolet, 

Sun  of  my  beauty,  that  with  radiant  beams 
Doll:  gild,  and  dance  upon  thefe  humble  ftreams, 

Curft  be  my  birth-hour,  and  my  ending  day. 

When  back  your  love-floods  I forget  to  pay : 

Or  if  this  breft  of  mine,  your  cryftall  brook. 

Ever  take  other  form  in,  other  look 
But  yours,  or  ere  produce  unto  your  grace 
A ftrange  refleftion,  or  anothers  face, 

But  be  your  love-book  clasp’d,  open’d  to  none 
But  you,  nor  hold  a ftorie,  but  your  own  •, 

A water  fix’d,  that  ebbs  nor  floods  purfue. 

Frozen  to  all,  onely  diflblv’d  to  you. 

Em.  O,  who  fnall  tel  the  fweetnefs  of  our  love 
To  future  times,  and  not  be  thought  to  lye  ? 

I look  through  this  hour  like  a perfipeTive, 

And  far  off  fee  millions  of  profperous  feeds, 

That  our  reciprocal!  affeftion  breeds. 

Thus  my  white  rib,  clofe  in  my  breft  with  me, 

Which  nought  lhall  tear  hence , but  niortalitie. 

Lords.  Be  Kingdoms  bleft  in  you,  you  bleft  in  them. 
Frig.  Whift,  Seignior my  ftrong  imagination  Ihews  me 
Love  (me  thinks)  bathing  in  milk,  and  wine  in  her  cheeks : 
O ! how  Ihe  clips  him,  like  a plant  of  Ivie. 

Kin.  I •,  Could  not  you  be  content  to  be  an  Owl  in  fuch 
an  ivie-bulh,  or  one  of  the  Oaks  of  the  City  to  be  fo  dipt } 
Frig.  Equivocal  Don , though  I like  the  clipping  well , 
I could  not  be  content  either  to  be  your  Owl,  or  your  Ox 
of  the  City.  The  Play  begins.  Flonrijh. 

Enter  a Poet  with  a garland. 

Poet  Prologue.  Lorv  at  your  [acred  feet  our  poor  Mnfe 
Her.,  andher  thimder-fearlefs  virdant  Bayes.  ( layes 

Four  fever  all  to  your  Princely  eyes., 

Of  Honor,  Love,  Death,  and  Time  do  rife 
Front  our  approaching  fubjeB,  rvhich  we  move 
Towards  you  with  fear,  jince  that  a fweeter  Love, 
J brighter  Honor,  purer  Chafkitie 
}rlarch  in  your  breFis  this  day  triumphantly. 

Then  our  weakJScenes  can  fhow  : then  how  dare  we 
Prefent  like  Apes  and  'Zanies,  things  that  be 
Fxempliji  'd  in  you,  but  that  we  kpow. 

We  ne'r  cravd  grace,  which  you  did  not  bejiow  ^ 

Enter  in  triumph  with  Drums,  Lrumpets,  Colours,  Martius, 
Valerius,  Sophocles  bound,  Nicodemus,  Cornelius, 
Captains  and  Soldiers. 

Mar.  What  means  proud  Sophocles  ? 

Soph.  To  go  even  with  Martius, 

And  not  to  follow  him  like  his  Officer: 

I never  waited  yet  on  any  man. 

Mar.  Why  poor  Athenian  Duke,  thou  art  my  Have, 

My  blows  have  conquerd  thee. 

Soph.  Thy  Have?  proud  Martius, 

Cato  thy  countrey-man  ( whofe  conftancie. 

Of  all  the  Romans,  1 did  honor  moft  ) 

Rip’d  himlelf  twice  to  avoid  flayery. 

Making  himfdf  his  own  Anatomie. 


But  look  thee  Martius,  not  a vein  runs  here 
From  head  to  foot,  but  Sophocles  would  unleame,  and 
Like  a Ipring  garden  Ihoot  his  fcornfull  blood 
Into  their  eyes,  durft  come  to  tread  on  him  : 

As  for  thy  blows,  they  did  conquer  me  ; 

Seven  Battailes  have  I met  thee  face  to  face. 

And  given  thee  blow  for  blow,  and  wound  for  wound. 
And  till  thou  taught’ft  me,  knew  not  to  retire  i 
Thy  Iword  was  then  as  bold,  rhy  arm  as  ftrong  j 
Thy  blows  then  Martins,  cannot  conquer  me. 

y al.  What  is  It  then  ? 

Soph.  Fortune. 

Vai.  Why,  yet  in  that 

Thou  art  the  worfe  man,  and  muft  fo'low  him. 

Soph.  Young  Sir,  you  erre:  If  Fortune  could  be  call’d 
Or  his,  or  your’s,  or  mine,  in  good  or  evill 
For  any  certain  fpace,  thou  hadft  fpoke  truth : 

But  Ihe  but  jefts  with  man,  and  in  mifchaiice 
Abhors  all  conftancie,  flowting  him  ftill 
With  fome  fmall  touch  of  good,  or  feeming  good 
Midft  of  his  mifehief : which  viciffitude 
Makes  him  ftrait  doff  his  armour,  and  his  fence  ' 

He  had  prepar’d  before,  to  break  her  ftrokes. 

So  from  the  very  Zenith  of  her  wheel. 

When  Ihe  has  dandled  fome  choice  favorite. 

Given  him  his  boons  in  women,  honor,  wealth. 

And  all  the  various  delecacies  of  earth  -, 

That  the  fool  fcorns  the  gods  in  his  excefs. 

She  whirls,  and  leaves  him  at  th’  Antipodes. 

Mar.  Art  fure  we  have  taken  him  ? Is  this  Sophocles  ? 
His  fettred  arms  fay  no  i his  free  foul,  1. 

This  Athens  nurfeth  Arts,  as  well  as  Arms. 

Soph.  Nor  glory  Martius,  in  this  day  of  thine, 

’Tis  behind  yefterday,  but  before  to  morrow  : • 

Who  knows  what  Fortune  then  will  do  with  i^iee } 

She  never  yet  could  make  the  better  man. 

The  better  chance  Ihe  has : the  man  that’s  beft  ’ 

She  ftill  contends  with,  and  doth  favor  Icaft. 

Mar.  Me  thinks  a graver  thunder  then  the  skies 
Breaks  from  his  lipsv  I am  amaz’d  to  hear. 

And  Athens  words,  more  then  her  fwords  doth  fear. 

Soph.  Martius,  ftave  Sophocles,  couldft  thou  acquire 
( And  did  thy  Roman  gods  fo  love  thy  prayers. 

And  folemn  facrifice,  to  grant  thy  fuit) 

Fo  gather  all  the  valour  of  the  Ca far s 
Thy  Predecellbrs,  and  what  is  to  come. 

And  by  their  influence  fling  it  on  thee  now. 

Thou  couldft  not  make  my  mind  go  lefs,  not  pare 
With  all  their  fwords  one  virtue  from  my  foul : 

How  am  I vaftall’d  then  > Make  fuch  thy  ftaves. 

As  dare  not  keep  their  goodnefs  paft  their  graves. 

Know  General,  we  two  are  chances  on 
The  die  of  Fate  -,  now  thrown,  thy  fix  is  up. 

And  my  poor  one  beneath  thee,  next  the  throw 
May  fet  me  upmoft,  and  caft  thee  below. 

Mar.  Yet  will  I trie  thee  more:Calamitie 
Is  mans  true  touchftone ; Liften  infolent  Prince, 

That  dar’ft  contemn  the  Mafter  of  thy  life. 

Which  I will  force  here  ’fore  thy  City  walls 
With  barbarous  crueltie,  and  call  thy  wife 
To  fee  it,  and  then  after  fend  her 

Soph.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Alar.  And  then  demolifh  Athens  to  the  ground. 
Depopulate  her,  fright  away  her  fame. 

And  leave  fucceftion  neither  ftone  nor  name. 

Soph.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Mar.  Doft  thou  deride  me  ? 

Val.  Kneel,  ask  Martius 
For  mercy,  Sophocles,  and  live  happy  ftill. 

Soph.  Kneel,  and  ask  mercie?  (^Koman  ) art  a god 
1 never  kneel’d,  or  begg’d  of  any  elle. 

Thou  art  a fool,  and  I will  loofe  no  more 
Inftru(ftions  on  thee : now  I find  thy  cares 

Solemn  Mufek. 

Y y y Enter 


^ - 

< ^ 8 Four  FlayeSy  or  Morall  Kefrefentations , in  one . 


Enter  Vorigen-,  Ladyes  bearing  a fn'ord. 

Are  foolifli,  like  thy  tongue.  I\ly  Vorigen'} 

Oh  ! mult  fne  fee  me  bound  > 

1,  Cap.  There’s  the  firfl  figh 

He  brcatli’d  fince  he  was  born,  I think. 

2.  Cap.  Forbear, 

All  but  the  Lady  his  wife. 

Soph.  How'  my  heart  chides 
The  manacles  of  my  hands,  that  let  them  not 
Erribrace  my  Vorigen. 

Val.  T urn  but  diy  face. 

And  ask  thy  life  of  Martiut  thus,  and  thou 
( With  thy  fair  wife  ) fiialt  live  \ Athens  lhall  Hand, 

And  all  her  priviledges  augmented  be. 

Soph.  ’Twere  better  Athens  periHi’d,  and  my  wife 
Which  ( Romans ) 1 do  know  a worthie  one. 

Then  Sophocles  fliould  flirink  of  Sophocles., 

Commit  prolane  Idolatry,  by  giving 

The  reverence  due  to  gods  to  thee  blown  man. 

Mar.  Rough,  ftubborn  Cynick. 

Soph.  Thou  art  rougher  far, 

And  of  a confer  W'ale,  fuller  of  pride, 

Lefs  temperate  to  bear  profperity. 

Thou  feeft  my  meer  neglecft  hath  rais’d  in  thee 
A form  more  boyferous  then  the  Oceans, 

My  virtue,  Patience,  makes  thee  vitious. 

Mar.  \^'  hy,  fair-ey’d  Lady,  do  you  kneel  ? 

Vor.  Great  Generali, 

Vieforious,  godlike  Martins.,  your  poor  handmaid 
K neels,  for  her  husband  will  not,  cannot : fpeaks 
Thus  humbly,  that  he  may  not.  Liften  Roman., 

Thou  whole  advanced  front  doth  Ipeak  thee  Roman 
To  every  Nation,  and  whole  deeds  allure ’t  j 
Behold  a Princefs  (whofe  declining  head 
Like  to  a drooping  lilly  after  ftorms 
Bowes  to  thy  feet)  and  playing  here  the  flave, 

I'o  keep  her  husbands  greatnels  unabated : 

All  which  doth  make  thy  Conqueft  greater : For, 

If  he  be  bafe  in  ought  whom  thou  haft  taken. 

Then  Martins  hath  but  taken  a bale  prize. 

But  if  this  Jewell  hold  luftre  and  value, 

Martins  is  richer  then  in  that  he  hath  won. 

0 make  him  fuch  a Captive,  as  thy  felf 
Unto  another  wouldft,  great  Captain,  be- 
Till  then,  he  is  no  prifoner  fit  for  thee. 

Mar.  Valerius.,  here  is  harmonic  would  have  brought 
Old  crabbed  Saturn  to  fweet  lleep,  when  Jove 
Did  firft  incenfe  him  with  Rebellion : 

Athens  doth  make  women  Philofophers, 

And  fure  their  children  chat  the  talk  of  gods. 

Val.  Rife  beauteous  Vorigen. 

Vor.  Not  untill  I know 
The  Generals  relblution, 

Val.  One  loft  word 

From  Sophocles  would  calm  him  into  tears. 

Like  gentle  Hiowres  after  tempeftuous  winds. 

Vor.  To  buy  the  world,  he  will  not  give  a word, 

A look,  a tear,  a knee,  ’gainft  his  own  judgement. 

And  the  divine  compofure  of  his  minde: 

All  widen  I therefore  doe,  and  here  prefent 
This  \'icfors  wreathe,  this  rich  Athenian  fword, 
I'rophies  of  Conquft,  which,  great  Martins.,  wear. 
And  be  appeas’d : Let  Sophocles  ftill  live. 

Mar.  He  would  not  live. 

Vor.  He  would  not  beg  to  live. 

When  he  lhall  fo  forget,  then  I begin 
To  command,  Martins  ^ and  when  he  kneels, 

Vorioen.  ftands-,  when  he  lets  fall  a tear, 

1 dry  mine  eyes,  and  fcorn  him. 

Mar.  Scorn  him  now  then. 

Here  in  the  face  of  Athens,  and  thy  friends^ 


Sclf-will’d,  iViW  Sophocles,  prepare  to  die. 

And  by  that  fword  thy  Lady  honor’d  me. 

With  which  her  felf  fhall  follow.  Romans,  Friends 
who  dares  but  ftrike  this  ftroke,  lhall  part  with  rne 
Half  Athens,  and  my  half  of  Viftorie. 

Cap.  By not  w’e. 

Nic.  Cor.  We  two  will  do  it.  Sir. 

Soph.  Away,  ye  filh-fac’d  Rafcals, 

Val.  Martins, 

To  Eclipfe  this  great  Eclipfe  labours  thy  fame; 

Valerius  thy  Brother  lhall  for  once 
Turn  Executioner  : Give  me  the  fword. 

Now  Sophocles,  I’ll  ftrike  as  fuddenly 
As  thou  dar’ft  die. 

Soph.  Thou  canft  not.  And  Valerius, 

’Tis  lefs  difhonour  to  thee  thus  to  kill  me. 

Then  bid  me  kneel  to  Martins : ’tis  to  murther 
The  fame  of  living  men,  which  great  ones  dcr; 

Their  ftudies  ftrangle,  poyfon  makes  away,- 
The  wretched  hangman  only  ends  the  Play. 

Val.  Art  thou  prepar’d? 

Soph.  Yes. 

Val.  Bid  thy  wife  farewell. 

Soph.  No,  I will  take  no  leave  : My  Vorigen, 

■Yonder  above,  ’bout  Ariadnes  Crown 
My  fpirit  lhall  hover  for  thee ; prethee  hafte. 

Vor.  Stay  Sophocles,  with  this  tie  up  my  light. 

Let  not  loft  nature  fo  transform’d  be 
, (And  lofe  her  gentle  fex’d  humanities 
■ To  make  me  fee  my  Lord  bleed.  So,  ’tis  well: 

Never  one  objeft  underneath  the  Sun 
Will  I behold  before  my  Sophocles. 

Farewell : now  teach  the  Romans  how  to  die. 

I Mar.  Doft  know  what  ’tis  to  die  ? 

Soph.  Thou  doft  not,  Martins, 

And  therefore  not  what  ’tis  to  live  to  die 

Is  to  begin  to  live ; It  is  to  end 

An  old  ftale  weary  work,  and  to  commence 

A newer  and  a better.  ’Tis  to  leave 

Dcceitfull  knaves  for  the  Ibcieticj 

Of  gods  and  goodnefs.  Thou  thy  felf  muft  piart 

At  laft  from  all  thy  garlands,  pleafures.  Triumphs, 

And  prove  thy  fortitude,  what  then  ’twill  do. 

Val.  But  ar’t  not  griev’d  nor  vex’d  to  leave  life  thus  ? 
Soph.  Why  Ihould  I grieve,  or  vex  for  being  lent 
To  them  I ever  lov’d  bell;  .<•  now  I’ll  kneel. 

But  with  my  back  to  ward  thee  -,  ’tis  the  laft  duty 
This  trunk  can  doe  the  gods. 

Mar.  Strike,  ftrike,  Valerius, 

Or  Martins  heart  will  leap  out  at  his  mouth. 

This  is  a man,  a woman ! Kifs  thy  Lord, 

And  live  with  all  the  freedome  you  were  wont. 

O Love  ! thou  doubly  haft  afflifted  me. 

With  virtue,  and  with  beauty.  Treacherous  heart. 

My  hand  lhall  caft  thee  quick  into  my  urne, 

E’re  thou  tranlgrefs  this  knot  of  pietie. 

Val.  What  ails  ray  Brother  ? 

Soph.  Martins,  oh  Martins  ! 

Thou  now  haft  found  a way  to  conquer  me. 

Vor.  O ftar  of  Rome,  what  gratitude  can  Ipeak 
Fit  words  to  follow  fuch  a deed  as  this  ? 

Mar.  Doth  Juno  talk,  or  Vorigen  ? 

Val.  You  are  obferv’d. 

Mar.  This  admirable  Duke  ( Valerius  ) 

With  his  dildain  of  Fortune,  and  of  Death, 

Captiv’d  himfelf,  hath  captivated  me : 

And  though  my  arm  hath  ta’ne  his  body  here. 

His  Ibul  hath  fubjugated  Martins  Ibul  t 
By  Romulus,  he  is  all  foul,  I think  •, 

He  hath  no  flelh,  and  fpirit  cannot  by  gyv^’d ; 

Then  we  have  vanquilh*d  nothing  •,  he  k free. 

And  Martins  walks  now  in  captivitie. 

Soph.  How  fares  the  noble  Roman? 

Mar.  Why? 

Vor. 


Four  Tlayesy  or  Moral  F^prefentations,  in  one. 


Dor.  Yonr  blood 

Is  funk  down  to  your  heart,  and  your  bright  eyes 
Have  loft  their  fplendor. 

A'far.  Bafer  fires  go  out. 

When  the  Sun  fhines  on  ’em : I am  not  well. 

An  Apopledick  fit  I ufe  to  have 
After  my  heats  in  war  carelefly  coold. 

Soph.  Martius  ftiall  reft  in  Athens  with  his  friends. 

Till  this  diftemper  leave  him  : O ! great  Roman, 

See  Sophocles  doe  that  for  thee,  he  could  not 

Do  for  himfelf,  weep.  Martins.,  by  the 

It  grieves  me  that  fo  brave  a foul  Ihould  fuffer 
Under  the  bodies  weak  infirmitie. 

Sweet  Lady,  take  him  to  thy  loving  charge. 

And  let  thy  care  be  tender. 

Dor.  Kingly  Sir, 

I am  your  Nurfe  and  fervant. 

Mar.  Oh  deer  Lady, 

My  Miftris,  nay  my  Deity  guide  me  heaven. 

Ten  wreathes  triumphant  will  give. 

To  change  a Martins  for  a Sophocles; 

Can’t  not  be  done  {Valerius')  with  this  boot? 

Infeparabls  afftftion,  ever  thus 
Colleague  v;ith  Athens  Kome. 

Dnr^  Beat  warlike  tunes, 

Whileft  Dorigen  thus  honors  Martius  brow 
With  one  victorious  wreath  more. 

Soph.  And  Sophocles 

Thus  girds  his  Sword  of  conqueft  to  his  thigh. 

Which  ne’r  be  drawn,  but  cut  out  ViClorie. 

Lords.  For  ever  be  it  thus.  * Exeunt. 

Corn.  Corpora'l  Nichodemus,  a word  with  you. 

Nic.  My  worthie  Sutler  Cornelius  , it  befits  not  Ni- 
chodemtis  the  Roman  Officer  to  parley  with  a fellow  of 
thy  rank:  the  affairs  of  the  Empire  are  to  be  occupied. 

Corn.  Let  the  affaires  of  the  Empire  lie  a while  unoc- 
cupied,  fweet  Nichodemus  I,  doe  require  the  money  at  thy 
hands,  which  thou  doeft  owe  me*,  and  if  faire  means  can- 
not attain,  force  of  Armesfliall  accomplifh. 

Kic.  Put  up  and  live. 

Corn.  I have  put  up  too  much  already,  thou  Corporall 
of  Concupiftence , for  I fufpeCt  thou  haft  diffionored  my 
fiock-bed , and  with  thy  fooliffi  Eloquence  , and  that  be- 
witching face  of  thine  drawn  my  Wife,  the  young  harlotrie 
baggage  to  proftitute  her  felf  unto  thee.  Draw  therefore, 
for  thou  ffialt  find  thy  felf  a mortall  Corporall. 

Nichod.  Stay  thy  dead-doing  hand , and  heare  : I will 
rather  deftend  from  my  honor , and  argue  thefe  contu- 
melies with  thee , then  clutch  thee  ( poor  flye  ) in  thefe 

of  mine : or  draw  my  fword  of  Fate  on  a 

Pefant,  a Befos^nio.,  a Cocoloch.,  as  thou  art.  Thou  flialt 
firlt  underftand  this  foolifh  eloquence , and  intolerable 
beauty  of  mine  { both  which,  I proteft,  are  meerly  natu- 
rall ) are  the  gifts  of  the  gods,  with  which  I have  neither 
lent  baudy  Sonnet,  nor  amorous  glance,  or  ( as  the  vulgar 
call  it)  ffieeps  eye  to  thy  betrothed  Florence. 

Corin.  Thou  lycft. 

Nich.  O gods  of  Kome.  was  Nichodemus  born 
To  bear  thefe  braveries  from  a poor  provant? 

Yet  when  dogs  bark,  or  when  the  affes  bray. 

The  lion  laughs,  not  roars,  but  goes  his  way. 

Cornel,  A o’  your  poeticall  veine  : This  verlify- 

ing  my  wife  has  hornified  me.  Sweet  Corporall  cod-fhead, 
no  more  ftanding  on  your  punctilio’s  and  punketto  s ot 
honor , they  are  not  worth  a lowfe : the  truth  is  , 
art  the  Generals  Bygainie  , that  is  , his  fool  , and  his 
knave*  thou  art  mifereant  and  recreant  , not  an  horle- 
boy  in  the  Legions,  but  has  beaten  thee  *,  thy  beginning  was 
knap-fack  , and  thy  ending  will  be  halter-lack. 

Nich.  Me  thinks  I am  now  Sophocles.,  the  wife,  and  thou 

art  Martins,  the  mad.  _ i.  t i. 

Cornel.  No  more  of  your  tricks  good  Corporall  Lcther- 
chops:  I fay,  thou  haft  diflionour’d  me,  and  fince honor 
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now  adaies  is  only  repaired  by  money , pay  me,  and  I am 
fatisfied  ■,  Even  reckoning  keeps  long  friends. 

Nic.  Let  us  continue  fi  iends  then,  for  I have  been  even 
with  thee  a long  time*  and  though  I have  not  paid  thee,  I 
have  paid  thy  wife. 

Corn.  Flow  forth  my  tears,  thou  haft  deflowred  her  Far- 
quin , the  Garden  of  my  delight,  hedg’d  about,  in  which 
there  was  but  one  bowling-Alley  for  mine  ownc  private 
procreation,  thou  haft,  like  a thief  in  the  night,  leap’d 
the  hedge,  entred  my  Alley,  and  without  my  privitic,  plaid 
thine  o wne  rubbers. 

Nic.  How  long  lhall  patience  thus  fecurcly  ffiore  > 

Is  it  my  fault,  if  thefe  attractive  eyes. 

This  budding  chin,  or  rolie-colonr’d  cheek. 

This  comely  body,  and  this  waxen  leg. 

Have  drawn  her  into  a fools  paradife?’ 

By  Cupids I do  uvear  ( no  other) 

She’s  chafter  far  then  Lucrece,  her  grand-mother  *, 

Pure  as  glafs-window,  ere  the  rider  dalh  it. 

Whiter  then  Ladyes  linock,  when  Ihe  did  wa(h  it; 

For  well  thou  wotft  ( though  now  my  hearts  Comman- 
drefs  ) 

I once  was  free,  and  fhe  but  the  Camps  Landrels. 

Corn.  1,  fhe  then  came  fweet  to  me  ■,  no  part  about  her 
but  fmelt  of  Soap-fuds,  like  a Dryad  out  of  a walh-bowl 
Pray,  or  pay. 

Nich.  Hold. 

Corn.  Was  thy  cheefe  mouldy,  or  thy  peny-worths  fmall  'i 
Was  not  thy  Ale  the  mightieft  of  the  earth  in  Malt, 

And  thy  ftope  fill’d  like  a tide : was  not  thy  bed  (oft,  and 
Thy  Bacon  fatter  then  a droplie?  C:ome,  Sir. 

Nich.  Mars  then  infpire  me  with  the  fe.icing  skill 
Of  our  Tragedion  Actors.  Honor  pricks , 

And  Sutler,  now  I come  with  thwacks  and  thwicks. 

Grant  us  one  crulh,  one  pafs,  and  now  a high,  Cavalto 
fall : 

Then  up  again,  now  down  again,  yet  do  no  harm  at  ail. 
Enter  Wife. 

Wife.  O that  ever  I was  born  *.  why  Gent } 

Corn.  Mejfaline  o(  Kome,  away,  diffoyal  Concubine:  I 
will  be  deafer  to  thee , then  thou  art  to  others  : I will  have 
my  hundred  drachma’s  he  owes  me , thou  arrant  whore. 

Wife.  I know  he  is  an  hundred  drachmaes  o’the  fcore;, 
but  what  o’  that  ? no  bloodlhed , fweet  Cornelius.  O my 
hearty  o’  my  confcience ’t  is  fain  thorow  the  bottom  ol 
my  bellie.  O my  fweet  Didimus,  if  either  of  ye  miskil 
one  another,  what  will  become  of  yoor  Florence  .■?  Pacific 
your  felves,  I pray. 

Corn.  Go  to,  my  heart  is  not  ftone  I am  not  marble ; 
drie  your  eyes,  Florence-,  the  fturvie  apes-face  knows  my 
blinde  fide  well  enough  : leave  your  puling*,  will  this  con- 
tent ye  ? let  him  tail:  thy  nether  lip  , which  in  figne  of 
amitie  I thus  take  off  again  *.  go  thy  ways,  and  provide 
the  Cows  udder. 

Nich.  Lilie  of  Concord.  And  now,  honeft  Sutler,  fince 
I have  had  proof  as  well  of  thy  good  nature  , qs  of  thy 
wives  before , 1 will  acquaint  thee  with  a projeCt  lhall 
fully  fatisfie  thee  for  thy  debt.  Thou  (halt  underftand  1 
am  Ihortly  to  be  knighted. 

Corn.  The  devil  thou  art. 

Nich.  Renounce  me  elfe  for  the  fuftcnance  of  which 
Worlhip  (which  Worffiip  many  times  wants  fuftenance) 

I have  here  the  Generals  grant  to  have  the  leading  of 
two  hundred  men. 

Corn.  You  jeft,  you  jeft. 

Nich.  Refufe  me  elfe  to  the  pit. 

Corn.  Mercie  on  us  *.  ha  you  not  forgot  your  felf?  by 
yourfwearing  you  Ihould  be  knighted  already. 

Nich.  Damn  me,  Sir,  here’s  his  hand,  read  it. 

Corn,  Alas,  I cannot. 

Nich.  1 know  that. 

It  has  pleas’d  the  General  to  look  upon  my  fervice.  Now, 
Sir , lhall  you  joyn  with  me  in  petitioning  for  fifty  men 
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more,  in  regard  of  my  arrearages  to  you  ^ which  if  grant- 
ed, 1 will  bellow  the  whole  profit  of  thofe  fifty  men  on 
thee  and  thine  heirs  for  ever,  till  Atropos  do  cut  this  fim- 
ple  thred. 

Corn.  N'o  more,  dear  Corporal,  Sir  Nichodetnus that 
ft  all  be,  I cry  your  willies  mercie  : I am  your  ftrvant  bo- 
dy and  goods,  moveables  and  immoveables  ^ ufe  my  houfe 
nie  my  wife,  ufe  me,  abufe  me,  do  what  you  lift. 

Nich.  A figment  is  a candid  lye  : this  is  an  old  Pafs. 
Mark  what  follows.  Exeunt. 

0 Enter  Martins,  and  two  Captains. 

Mar,  Pray  leave  me : you  are  Romans,  honeft  men, 
Keep  me  not- company  , I am  turn’d  knave. 

Have  loft  my  fame  and  nature.  Athens.,  Athens., 

This  Dorigen  is  thy  Palladium  : 

He  that  will  lack  thee,  muft  betray  her  firft, 

Vv’hofe  words  wound  deeper  than  her  husbands  fword  •, 
Her  eyes  make  captive  ftill  the  Conqueror, 

And  here  they  keep  her  only  to  that  end. 

0 fiibrill  devil,  what  a golden  ball 

Did  tempt,  when  thou  didft  call  her  in  my  way! 

Why,  foolilh  Sophocles,  broughtft  thou  not  to  field 
Thy  Lady,  that  thou  mightft  have  overcome  ? 

Martins,  had  kneelM,  and  yielded  all  his  wreathes 
That  hang  like  Jewels  on  the  feven-fold  hill. 

And  bid  Home,  lend  him  out  to  fight  with  men, 

( For  that  file  knew  he  durft  ) and  not  ’gainft  Fate 
Or  Deities,  what  mortal  conquers  them .? 

Infatiate  Julius,  when  his  Viftories 
Flad  run  ore  half  the  world,  had  he  met  her, 

T here  he  had  ftopt  the  legend  of  his  deeds. 

Laid  by  his  Arms,  been  overcome  himfelf, 

A.nd  kt  her  vanquilh  th’  other  half.  And  fame 
Made  beauteous  Dorigen,t\tQ  greater  name. 

Shall  I thus  fall  ? I will  not  •,  no,  my  tears 
Call  on  my  heart,  fiiall  quench  theft  lawlefs  fires : 

Fie  conquers  beft,  conquers  his  lewd  defires. 

Enter  Dorigen,  with  Ladyes. 

Dor.  Great  Sir,  my  Lord  commands  me  vifit  you. 

And  thinks  your  retir’d  melancholy  proceeds 
From  fome  diftaft  of  worthlefs  entertainment. 

Will’t  pleafe  you  take  your  chamber  ? how  d’ye  do.  Sir? 

Mar.  Loft,  loft  again  •,  the  wild  rage  of  my  blood 
Doth  Ocean- like  oreflow  the  fiiallow  Ihore 
Of  my  v»fcak  virtue ; my  delire’s  a vane. 

That  the  leaft  breath  from  her  turns  every  way. 

Dor.  What  fays  my  Lord  ? 

Mar.  Difmifs  your  women,  pray. 

And  I’il  reveal  my  grief. 

Dor.  Leave  me. 

Mar.  Long  tales  of  love  ( whilft  love  it  ftlf 
x'light  be  enjoyed)  are  languifiiing  delays. 

There  is  a ftcret  ftrange  lies  in  my  breft, 

1 will  partake  wi’  you,  which  much  concerns 
Your  Lord,  your  felf,  and  me.  Oh! 

Dor.  Strange  fecrets,  Sir, 

Should  not  be  made  fo  cheap  to  ftrangers  : yet, 

If  your  ftrange  ftcret  do  no  lower  lie 
Then  in  your  breft,  difeover  it. 

Mar.  I will. 

Oh ! can  you  not  Fee  it,  Lady,  in  my  fighs  ? 

Dor.  Sighs  none  can  paint,  and  therefore  who  can  fee  ? 
Mar.  Scorn  me  not,  Dorigen,  with  mocks  : Abides, 
That  mafter’d  monfters,  was  by  beautie  tam’d, 

Omphale  finil’d  his  club  out  of  his  hand. 

And  made  him  fpin  her  fmocks,  Ofweet,  I love  you. 
And  I love  Sophocles:  I muft  enjoy  you. 

And  yet  I would  not  injure  him. 

Dor.  Let  go ', 

You  hurt  me,  Sir  : fare  well.  Stay,  is  this  Martins  ? 


I will  not  tell  my  Lord  he’ll  fvvear  I lye. 

Doubt  my  fidelitie,  before  thy  honor. 

How  haft  thou  vex’d  the  gods,  that  they  would  let  thee 
Thus  violate  friendlhip,  hofpitalitie. 

And  all  the  bounds  of  ftcred  pietie  ? 

Sure  thou  but  tri’ft  me  out  of  love  to  him. 

And  wouldft  rejed  me,  if  1 did  conftnt. 

0 Martins,  Martins,  wouldft  thou  in  one  minute, 

Blaft  all  thy  Laurels,  which  lb  many  years 
T hou  haft  been  purchafing  with  blood  and  fweat  ? 

Hath  Dorigen  never  been  written,  read. 

Without  the  epithet  of  chaft,  chaft  Dorigen  ? 

And  wouldft  thou  fall  upon  her  chaftitie, 

Like  a black  drop  of  ink,  to  blot  it  out  ? 

When  men  fhall  read  the  records  of  thy  valour, 

Thy  hitherto-brave  virtue,  and  approach 
( Highly  content  yet ) to  this  foul  afiault 
Included  in  this  leaf,  this  ominous  leaf. 

They  fnal!  throw  down  the  Book,  and  read  no  more, 
Though  the  beft  deeds  enfue,  and  all  conclude. 

That  ravell’d  the  whole  ftory,  whoft  found  heart 
(Which  Ihould  have  been)  prov’d  the  moft  leprous  part. 

Mar.  O ! thou  confut’d  divinely,  and  thy  words 
Do  fall  like  rods  upon  me  •,  but  they  have 
Such  filken  lines,  and  filver  hooks,  that  I 
Am  faftcr  lhar’d ; my  love  has  ta’en  fuch  hold. 

That  (like  two  wreftlers)  though  thou  ftronger  be. 

And  haft  caft  me,  I hope  to  pull  thee  after. 

1 muft,  or  perilh. 

Dor.  Perilh,  Martins,  then^ 

For  I here  vow  unto  the  gods.  Theft  rocks, 

Theft  rocks  we  fee  fo  fix’d,  lhall  be  removed. 

Made  champion  field,  ere  I fo  impious  prove. 

To  ftain  my  Lords  bed  with  adulterous  love. 

Enter  Valerius. 

Val.  The  gods  proted  fair  Dorigen. 

Dor.  Amen, 

From  all  you  wolvilh  Romanes.  Exit. 

Val.  Ha  ? what’s  this  ? 

Still,  brother,  in  your  moods  ? O than  my  doubts 
Are  truths.  Have  at  it : I muft  try  a way 
To  be  refolv’d. 

Mar.  How  ftrangelydoft  thou  look?  what  ailft  thou? 
Val.  What  ailft  thou  ? 

Mar.  Why,  I ’m  mad. 

Val.  Why,  I ’m  madder.  Martins,  draw  thy  fword, 
And  lop  a villain  from  the  earth  for  if 
Thou  wilt  not,  on  Ibme  tree  about  this  place 
I’ll  hang  my  felf : Valerius  lhall  not  live 
To  wound  his  brothers  honor,  ftain  his  Countrey, 

And  branded  with  ingratitude  to  all  times. 

Mar.  For  what  can  all  this  be  ? 

Val.  I ’m  in  love. 

Mar.  Why  lb  am  I.  With  whom  ? ha  ? 

V al.  Dorigen. 

Mar.  With  Dorigen  ? how  doft  thou  love  her  ? fpeak. 
Val.  Even  to  the  height  of  lull  •,  and  I muft  have  her 
or  elft  I die. 

Mar.  Thou  (halt,  thou  daring  Traitor. 

On  all  the  confines  I have  rid  my  horfe. 

Was  there  no  other  woman  for  thy  choice 
But  Dorigen  ? Why,  villain,  Ihe  is  mine : 

She  makes  me  pine  thus,  fullen,  mad,  and  fool  •, 

’T  is  I muft  have  her,  or  I die. 

Val.  O all  ye  gods. 

With  mercy  look  on  this  declining  rock 
Of  valour,  and  of  virtue  ■,  breed  not  up 
(From  infancie)  in  honor,  to  full  man, 

As  you  have  done  him,  to  deftroy  : here,  ftrike 
For  I have  onely  fearch’d  thy  wound ; dilpatch  j 
Far,  far  be  fuch  love  from  Valerius, 

So  far  he  fcorns  to  live  to  be  call’d  brother 
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By  him  that  dares  own  fuch  folly  and  fuch  vice. 

Mar.  ’T  is  truth  thou  fpeak’ft  ^ but  I do  hate  it : peace, 
If  heaven  will  fnatch  my  fword  out  of  my  hand,. 

And  put  a rattle  in  it,  what  can  I do  ? 

He  that  is  deftin’d  to  be  odious 
In  his  old  age,  inuft  undergo  his  fate. 

Enter  Cornelius  and  Nicbodemus. 

Corn.  If  you  do  not  back  me,  I Ihall  never  do’t. 

Nich.  1 warrant  you. 

Corn.  Humh,  humh : Sir  ^ my  Lord,  my  Lord. 

Mart.  Hah  .c  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Corn.  Humh  ^ concerning  the  odd  fifty,  my  Lord,  and 
’t  pleafe  your  Generality,  his  Worlhip,  Sir  Nicbodemus. 

Mar.  What’s  here?  a Pafs?  you  -.vould  for  KomefyoM 
lubbers,  doth  one  dayslazinefs  make  ye  covet  home?  a- 
way,  ye  boarifli  rogues  ^ ye  dogs,  away. 

Enter  xvife, 

IVife.  Oh,  oh,  oh: 

How  now  man,  are  you  fatisli’d  ? 

Corn.  I,  I,  I : a ■ — o’  your  Corporal  •,  I ’m  paid  foundly, 

I was  never  better  paid  in  all  my  life. 

IVife.  Marny  the  gods  blelTing  on  his  honors  heart : you 
have  done  a charitable  deed,  Sir,  many  more  fuch  may  you 
live  to  do,  Sir ; the  gods  keep  you.  Sir,  the  gods  proted 
you.  Exit. 

Mar.y  Thefe  peafants  mock  me  fure  ( Valerius  ) 

Forgive  my  dotage,  fee  my  alhes  urn’d. 

And  tell  fair  Dorigen^  ( Ihe  that  but  now 
Left  me  with  this  harfli  vow.  Sooner  thefe  rocks  , 

Should  be  remov’d,  then  Ihe  would  yield  ) that  I 
Was  yet  fo  loving,  on  her  gift  to  die. 

Val.  O Jupiter  forbid  it.  Sir,  and  grant 
This  my  device  may  certifie  thy  mind : 

You  are^’my  brother,  nor  mull  perilh  thus : 

Be  comforted  : think  you  fair  Dorigen 
Would  yield  your  wifhes,  if  thefe  envious  rocks 
By  skill  could  be  remov’d,  or  by  fallacie 
She  made  believe  fo? 

Mar.  Why,  Ihe  could  not  chufe  ^ 

The  Atbenians  are  religious  in  their  vows. 

Above  all  nations. 

Val.  Soft,  down  yonder  hill 
The  Lady  comes  this  w ay,  once  more  to  trie  her, 

If  Hie  perlift  in  obftinacie : by  my  skill 
Learn’d  from  the  old  Caldean  was  my  Tutor, 

Who  train’d  me  in  the  Mathematkkj.,  I will 
So  dazle  and  delude  her  light,  that  Ihe 
Shall  think  this  great  impolTibilitie 
ElFeded  by  fome  fupernatural  means. 

Be  confident-,  this  engine  fhall  at  leaft, 

Till  the  gods  better  order,  ftill  this  breft.  Exit  Valerius. 

Mar.  O my  belt  brother,  go  -,  and  for  reward, 

Chufe  any  part  o’th’  world.  I’ll  give  it  thee. 

O little  Rcwe,  men  fay  thou  art  a god  i 
Thou  mightft  have  got  a fitter  fool  then  I. 

Enter  Dorigen. 

Dor.  Art  thou  there,  Bafilisk  ? remove  thine  eyes. 

For  I ’m  fick  to  death  with  thy  infedtion. 

Mar.  Yet,  yet  have  mercy  on  me  -,  fave  him.  Lady, 
Whofe  lingle  arm  defends  all  Rome.,  whole  mcrcie 
Hath  fav’d  thy  husband’s  and  thy  life. 

Dor.  To  fpoil 

Our  fame  and  honors  ? no,  my  vow  is  fijct. 

And  Hands,  as  conftant  as  thefe  Hones  do;  Hill. 

Mar.  Then  pitie  me,  ye  gods  -,  you  onely  may 
Move  her,  by  tearing  thefe  firm  Hones  a way. 

Solemn  muftck^ 

A miji  arijetb.^  tbe  rockj  remove, 


Enter  Valerius  lik^  Mercury.^ 

Val.  Martins  rejoyce,  Jove  (ends  me  from  abjve^ 
His  Mejjenger.^  to  cure  tby  defperate  love  j 
To  (hexv  rjflj  vorvs  connot  Unde  dejiinie: 

Lady.,  behold.,  ihe  rocky  tranjflanted  be. 
Hard-h  arted  Dorigen.,  yield.,  leji  for  contempt., 
They  jix  thee  here  a rock,^  whence  they  ''re  exempt. 

Dor.  U’hat  Hrangc  delulion’s  this  ? what  Sorcery 
Affrights  me  with  thefe  apparitions? 

My  colder  ChaHity’s  nigh  turn’d  to  death. 

Hence,  lewd  Magician  dar’H  thou  make  the  gods 
Bawds  to  thy  luH  will  they  do  miracles 
To  further  evil  ? or  do  they  love  it  now? 

Know,  if  they  dare  do  fo,  I dare  hate  them, 

And  will  no  longer  ferve  ’em.  Jupiter, 

Thy  golden  fiiowr,  nor  thy  fnow-white  Swan, 

Had  I been  Lxda,  or  bright  Danae, 

Had  bought  mine  honor.  Turn  me  into  Hone 
For  being  good,  and  bliidi  when  thou  haH  done. 


Exit  Dor  ken. 
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Enter  Valerius, 


Mar.  O my  Valerius,  all  yet  will  not  do 
Unlefs  I could  fo  draw  mine  lioneHie 
Down  to  the  lees  to  be  a raviHier  ■, 

She  calls  me  witch,  and  villain. 

Val.  Patience,  Sir, 

The  gods  will  punifli  perjury.  Let  her  breatlie 
And  ruminate  on  this  Hrange  light.  Time  decays 
The  HrongeH  faireH  buildings  we  can  finde  j 
But  Hill  Diana,  fortific  her  rainde.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Sophocles  and  Dorigen. 

Soph.  Weep  not  bright  Dorigen  -,  for  thou  haH  Hood 
Conllant  and  chaHe  ( it  feems  ’gainH  gods  and  men  ) 
When  rocks  and  mountains  were  remov’d.  Thele  wonders 
Do  Hupifie  my  fenfes.  Martins, 

This  is  inhumane  : was  thy  ficknefs  luH? 

Yet  were  this  truth,  why  weeps  Ihe  ? Jealous  foul. 

What  doH  thou  thus  fuggeH?  Vows,  Magick,  Rocks? 

Fine  tales,  and  tears?  She  ne’er  complain’d  before. 

1 bade  her  vifit  him  Ihe  often  did, 

Had  many  opportunities.  Humh,  ’tis  naught  : O! 

No  way  but  this.  Come,  weep  no  more,  I have  ponder’d 
This  miracle : the  anger  of  the  gods. 

Thy  vow,  my  love  to  thee,  and  Martins: 

He  muff  not  perifn,  nor  thou  be  forfworn, 

LeH  worfe  fates  follow  us  Go,  keep  thy  oath : 

For  chaHe,  and  whore,  are  words  of  equal  length  : 

But  let  not  Martins  know,  that  I confent, 

O ! I ’m  pull’d  in  pieces. 

Dor.  1 ? fay  you  lb  ? 

I’ll  meet  you  in  your  path.  O wretched  men ! 

With  all  your  valour  and  your  learning,  bubbles. 

Forgive  me,  Sophocles.  Yet  why  kneel  I 
For  pardon,  having  been  but  over-diligent, 

Like  an  obedient  fervant,  antedating 

My  Lords  command  ? Sir,  I have  often,  and  already  given 

This  bolbm  up  to  his  embraces,  and 

Am  proud  that  my  dear  Lord  is  pleas’d  with  it-. 

Whole  gentle  honorable  minde  I fee 
Participates  even  all,  his  wife  and  all. 

Unto  his  friend.  You  are  fad.  Sir.  Martins  loves  me. 
And  1 love  Martins  with  fuch  ardencie. 

As  never  married  couple  could  ; I muH 

Attend  him  now.  My  Lord,  when  you  have  need 

To  life  your  own  wife,  pray  Sir  fend  for  me  j 


Till 
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Till  then,  make  ufe  of  your  Philofophie.  Exit. 

Soph.  Stay,  Dorigen  : O me,  inquilitive  fool! 

Thou  that  dicin;  order  this  congelced  heap 
When  it  was  Chaos,  ’ewixt  thy  fpacious  palms 
Forming  it  to  this  valt  rotundie  j 
Dillolvc  it  now  s Ihuffle  the  elements, 

That  no  one  proper  by  it  felf  may  ftand  : 

Let  the  Tea  quench  the  fm,  and  in  that  inftant 
The  fun  drink  up  the  fea;  day,  ne’er  come  down, 

To  light  me  to  thole  deeds  that  mull;  be  done.  Exit. 

Brums  and  Colours. 

Enter  Martins.,  Valerius.,  Captains  and  foldiers.,  at  one 
door^  and  Dorigen  with  Ladyes  , at  another. 


( O thou  infinitie  of  excellence  ) 

Henceforth  in  mens  difeourfe  Rome  lhall  not  take 
The  wall  of  Athens.,  as  ’tofore.  But  when 
In  their  fair  honors  we  to  fpeak  do  come. 

We’ll  fay  ’T  was  fo  in  Athens.,  and  in  Rome. 

Exeunt  in  pomp. 

Diana  defcehds. 

Diana.  Honor  fet  ope  thy  gates.,  and  with  thee  bring 
My  fervant  and  thy  friend.,  fair  Dorigen: 

Let  her  triumph  with  her,  her  Lord,  and  friend, 
IVho,  though  mijled,  jiill  honor  was  their  end. 

Flourilh. 


Dor.  Hail,  General  of  Some-,  from  Sophocles 
That  honors  Martins,  Dorigen  prefents 
Her  i'elf  to  be  diflionour’d  : do  thy  vvil4 
For  Sophocles  commands  me  to  obey. 

Come,  violate  all  rules  of  holinels. 

And  rend  the  confecrated  knot  of  love.. 

Mar.  Never,  Valerius,  was  I blefl  till  now  : 

Behold  the  end  of  all  my  weary  fteps. 

The  prize  of  all  my  Battels ; leave  us  all 
Leave  us  as  quick  as  thought.  Thus  joy  begin. 

In  zealous  love  a minutes  lofs  is  fin. 

Val.  Can  Martins,  be  lb  vile  ? or  Dorigen} 

Dor.  Stay,  fcay  , and  monfter,  keep  thou  further  of  •, 

I thought  thy  brave  foul  would  have  much,  much  loath’d 
I'o  have  gone  on  fliill  on  fuch  terms  as  this. 

See,  thou  ungrateful,  fince  thy  defperate  lull: 

Nothing  can  cure  but  death.  I’ll  die  for  thee, 

Whilfi:  my  challe  name  lives  to  pofterity. 

Mar.  Live,  live,  thou  Angel  of  thy  fex : forgive, 

Till  by  thofe  golden  trelfes  thou  be’ft  {hatch’d 
Alive  to  Heaven : for  thy  corruption’s 
i So  little,  that  it  cannot  fuffer  death. 

Was  ever  fuch  a woman O my  mirror ! 

How  perfeTly  thou  fhew’fi:  me  all  my  faults. 

Which  now  1 hate,  and  when  I next  attempt  thee. 

Let  all  the  fires  in  the  Zodiak^ 

Drop  on  this  curled  head. 

All.  O blelt  event  I 

Dor.  Rife  like  the  fun  again  in  all  his  glory, ' 

After  a dark  Eclipfe. 

Mar.  Never  without  a pardon. 


Enter  Sophocles,  and  two  or  three  with  him. 
Dor.  Sir,  you  have  forgiven  your  felf. 

Soph.  Behold  their  impudence:  are  my  words  jufl:? 
Unthankful  man,  viper  to  Arms,  and  Rome 
Thy  natural  mother  •,  have  I warm’d  thee  here 
To  corrode  ev’n  my  heart?  Martins,  prepare 
To  kill  me,  or  be  kill’d. 

Mar.  Why  Sophocles  ? 

Then  prethee  kill  mei  I delerve  it  highly^ 

For  I have  both  tranfgrefs’d  ’gainft  men,  and  gods  j 
But  am  repentant  now,  and  in  bell  cafe 
To  uncafe  my  foul  of  this  opprelfing  flelh  •, 

Which,  though  ( Gods  witnefs ) nev’r  was  adually 
Injurious  to  thy  wife  and  thee , yet ’t  was 
Her  goodnefs  that  relhrain’d  and  held  me  now  ; 

But  take  my  life,  dear  friend,  for  my  intent. 

Or  elfe  forgive  it. 

Val.  By  the  gods  of  Athens, 

Thefe  words  are  true,  and  all  diredt  again. 

Soph.  Pardon  me,  Dorigen. 

Mar.  Forgive  me,  Sophscles, 

And  Dorigen  too,  and  every  one  that ’s  good. 

Dor.  Rife,  noble  Roman,  belov’d  Sophocles, 

Take  to  thy  breil  thy  friend. 

Mar.  And  to  thy  heart 

Thy  matchlefs  wife  : Heaven  has  not  fluff  enough 
To  make  another  fuch;  for  if  it  could, 

Martins  would  marry  too.  For  thy  blefl  fake 


Enter  the  S hew  of  Honors  Triumph  ^ a great  fiourijh  of  Trum- 
pets and  Drums  within-.  Then  enter  a noife  of  Trumpets  founding 
cheerfully.  Then  fallows  an  armed  Knight  hearing  a Crimfon  Ban- 
neret m hand,with  the  infer iption  V^ktm-.hyhis  fide  a Lady, bear- 
ing a W itchet  Banneret,  the  infeription  Clemencie : next  Martins 
and  Sophocles  with  Coronets.  Next,  two  Ladyes, one bearinga 
white  Banneret,  the  infeription  Chaflity  •,  the  other  a black,  the  in- 
feription Conflancie.  Then  Dorigen  crowned.  Laft,  a Chariot 
drawn  by  two  Moors,  in  it  a Perfon  croVend.with  a Scepteron  the 
top,  in  an  antick.  Scutcheon,is  ivritten  Honor.  As  they  pafs 
over,  Diana  afeends. 

Rinald.  How  like  you  it? 

Frig.  Rarely  ^ fb  well,  I would  they  would  do  it  again. 
How  many  of  our  wives  now  adays  would  deferveto  trium- 
ph in  fuch  a Chariot  ? 

Rinald.  That’s  all  one  -,  you  fee  they  triumph  inCaroches. 

Frig.  That  they  do,  by  the  mafs^  but  not  all  neither  -, 
many  of  them  are  content  with  Carts.  But  Seignior,  I 
have  now  found  out  a great  abfurditie  i’faith. 

Rinald.  What  was ’t.'? 

Frig.  The  Prologue  presenting  four  Triumphs,  made 
but  three  legs  to  the  King  : a three-legged  Prologue, ’t  was 
monflrous. 

Rinald.  ’T  had  been  more  monflrous  to  have  had  a four- 
legg’d  one.  Peace,  the  King  fpeaks. 

Em,  Here  was  a woman,  Jfabel. 

Ifa.  I,  my  Lord, 

But  that  fhe  told  a lye  to  vex  her  husband 
Therein  fhs  fail’d. 

Em.  She  ferv’d  him  w'ell  enough  •, 

He  that  was  fb  much  man,  yet  would  be  call  • 

To  jealoufie  for  her  integrity. 

This  teacheth  us,  the  paffion  of  love 

Can  fight  with  Soldiers,  and  with  Scholars  too. 

Ifa.  In  Martius,  clemencie  and  valour  fhown. 

In  the  other,  courage  and  humanitie  -, 

And  therefore  in  the  Triumph  they  were  ufher’d 
By  clemencie  and  valour. 

Em.  Rightly  obferv’d, 

As  fhe  by  chaflitie  and  conllancie  -, 

What  hurt ’s  now  in  a Play,  againfl  which  fbme  rail 
So  vehemently  ? thou  and  I,  my  love. 

Make  excellent  ufe  methinks : I learn  to  be 
A lawful  lover  void  of  jealoufie. 

And  thou  a conflant  wife.  Sweet  Poetry ’s 
A flower,  where  men,  like  Bees  and  Spiders,  may 
Bear  poifbn,  or  elfe  fweets  and  Wax  away. 

Be  venom-drawing  Spiders  they  that  will  -, 

I’ll  be  the  Bee,  and  fiick  the  honey  ftill.  Fiourijh. 

Cupid  defeends. 

Cupid.  Stay,  clouds,  ye  rack^too  fafl : bright  Thxbus  fee. 
Honor  has  triumphed  with  fair  Chafiity: 

Give  Love  now  leave,  in  purity  to  Jhew 
Vnehajie  offMons  flie  not  from  his  bowe. 

Produce  t%e  fweet  example  of  ymr  youth. 

JVhilfl  I provide  a Triumph  for  your  Truth, 

Flourifh. 

Enter. 
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Enter  Violants  ( with  childe')  and  Gerrard. 

Viol.  Why  does  my  Garrerd  grieve  ? 

Ger.  O my  Tweet  Miflris, 

’T  is  not  life  ( which  by  our  Milain  law 
My  Taft  hath  forfeited)  makes  me  thus  penfivej 
That  I would  lole  to  fave  the  little  finger 
Of  this  your  noble  burthen,  from  leaft  hurt, 

Becaufe  your  blood  is  in’t.  But  fince  your  love 
Made  poor  incompatible  me  the  parent, 

( Being  we  are  not  married  ) your  dear  blood 
Falls  under  the  fame  cruel  penalty, 

And  can  Heaven  think  fit  ye  die  for  me  ? 

For  Heavens  fake  fay  I ravifht  you.  I’ll  fwear  it. 

To  keep  your  life,  and  repute  unftain’d. 

Viol.  O Gerrard.^  th’  art  my  life  and  faculties : 

And  if  1 lofe  thee.  I’ll  not  keep  mine  own  •, 

The  thought  of  whom,  fweetens  ail  miferies, 

Wouldfl  have  me  murder  thee  beyond  thy  death  ? 
llnjuftly  fcandal  thee  with  ravifhment? 

It  was  fo  far  from  rape,  that  Heaven  doth  know. 

If  ever  the  firfl  Lovers,  ere  they  fell. 

Knew  limply  in  the  ftate  of  innocence. 

Such  was  this  aft,  this,  that  doth  ask  no  blufh. 

Ger.  O!  but  my  rarefl  when 

My  Lord  Kandulpho  brother  to  yout  father. 

Shall  underfland  this,  how  will  he  exclaim, 

That  my  poor  Aunt,  and  me,  which  his  free  alms 
Hath  nurs’d,  fince  Millain  by  the  Duke  of  Mantua 
( Who  now  ufurps  it ) was  fnrpriz’d  ? that  time 
My  father  and  my  mother  Were  both  flain, 

W’ith  my  Aunts  husband,  as  fhe  fays,  their  ftates 
Defpoil’d  and  feiz’d  i ’tis  pall:  my  memory, 

But  thus  Ihe  told  me : onely  thus  I know. 

Since  I could  underfland,  your  honor’d  Uncle 
Hath  given  me  all  the  liberal  education. 

That  his  own  fbn  might  look  for,  had  he  one , 

Now  will  he  fay,  Doft  thou  requite  me  thus  ? 

O ! the  thought  kills  me. 

Viol.  Gentle,  gentle  Gerrard^  ' 

Be  cheer’d,  and  hope  the  bell.  My  mother,  father. 

And  uncle  love  me  moft  indulgently. 

Being  the  onely  branch  of  all  their  flocks  : 

But  neither  they,  nor  he  thou  wouldfl  not  grieve 
With  this  unwelcom  news,  fhall  ever  hear 
Violantah  tongue  reveal,  much  lefs  accufe 
Gerrard  to  be  the  father  of  his  own  •, 

I’ll  rather  filetit  die,  that  thou  maifl  live 
To  fee  thy  little  of-fpring  grow  and  thrive. 

Enter  Dorothea. 

Dor.  Miflris,  away  your  Lord  and  father  feeks  you  ^ 

I’ll  convey  Gerrard  out  at  the  back  door  ^ 

He  has  found  a husband  for  you,  and  infults 

In  his  invention,  little  thinking  you 

Have  made  your  own  choice,  and  poflefl  him  too. 

Viol.  A husband  ? ’t  musrbe  Gerrard.,  or  my  death. 

Fare  well^  be  onely  true  unto  thy  felf^, 

And  know  Heavens  goodnefs  fhall  prevented  be. 

Ere  worthiefl  Gerrard  fuffer  harm  for  me. 

Ger.  Fare  well,  my  life  and  foul.  Aunt,  to  your  counfel 
I flee  for  aid.  O unexpreffible  love  ! thou  art 
An  undigefled  heap  of  mixt  extremes, 

Whofc  pangs  are  wakings,  and  whofe  pleafures  dreams. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Benvoglio.,  Angelina.^  Ferdinand. 

Ben.  i\Iy  Angelina.,  never  didfl  thou  yet 
So  pleafe  me,  as  in  this  confenti  and  yet 
Thou  hafl  pleas’d  me  well,  I fwear,  old  wench : ha,  ha. 
Ferdinand.,  fne ’s  thine  own  •,  tliou’fl  liave  her,  boy, 


Ask  thy  good  Lady  elfe. 

Ferd.  Whom  fnall  1 have.  Sir.? 

Ben.  Whom  d’  ye  think,  ifaith  ? 

Angel.  Ghefs. 

Ferd.  Noble  Madam, 

I may  hope  (prompted  by  fhallow  merit) 

Through  your  profound  grace,  for  your  chambec-maid. 

Ben.  Flow ’s  that?  how  ’s  that? 

Ferd.  Her  chamber-pot-  my  Lord.  You  modeft  afs. 

Thou  never  flievv’dfl  thy  I'elf  an  afs  f^ll  now. 

’Fore  Heaven  I am  angrie  with  thee.  Sirha,  firha, 

This  vvhitmeat-fpint’s  not  yours,  legitimate, 

Advance  your  hope,  and ’t  pleafe  you  : ghefs  again. 

Ang.  And  let  your  thoughts  flee  higher ; aim  them  right  j 
Sir,  you  may  hit,  you  have  the  fairefl  white. 

Ferd.  If  1 may  be  fo  bold  then,  my  good  Lord, 

Your  favour  dotn  encourage  me  to  afpire 
To  catch  my  Ladyes  Gentlewoman. 

Ben.  Where  ? 

Where  would  you  catch  her  ? 

Do  you  know  my  daughter  Violanta^  Sir  ? 

Ang.  Well  faid : no  more  about  the  bufh. 

Ferd.  My  good  Lord, 

I have  gaz’d  on  Violanta,  and  the  flars, 

Whofe  Heavenly  influence  I admir’d,  not  knew. 

Nor  ever  was  fo  finful  to  believe 
I might  attain  ’t. 

Ben.  Now  you  are  an  afs  again  ^ 

For  if  thou  ne’er  attain’fl,  ’t  is, onely  long 
Of  that  faint  heart  of  thine,  which  never  did  it. 

She  is  your  Lords  heir,  mine , Benvoglio ’s  heir, 

My  brothers  too,  Kandulpho  s^  her  defeent 
Not  behinde  any  of  the  Millanois. 

And  Ferdinand.,  although  thy  parentage 
Be  unknown,  thou  know’ll  that  I have  bred  thee  up 
From  five  yeers  old,  and  (do  not  blufh  to  hear  it) 

Have  found  thy  wifdom,  trufl,  and  fair  fuccefs 
So  full  in  all  my  affaris,  that  I am  fitter 
To  call  thee  Mailer,  then  thou  me  thy  Lord. 

Thou  canfl  not  be  but  fprung  of  gentlefl  bloody 
Thy  minde  fliines  thorow  thee,  like  the  radiant  fun, 
Although  thy  body  be  a beauteous  cloud. 

Come,  ferioufly  this  is  no  flatterie. 

And  well  thou  know’ll  it,  though  thy  modefl  blood 
Rife  like  the  morning  in  thy  cheek  to  hear ’t. 

Sir,  I can  fpeak  in  earnefl : Vertuous  fervice. 

So  meritorious,  Ferdinand.,  as  yours, 

('Yet  bafhful  flill,  and  filent?)  fhould  extra(ft 
A fuller  price  then  impudence  exafl : 

And  this  is  now  the  wages  it  mufl  have  ^ 

My  daughter  is  thy  wife,  my  wealth  thy  Have. 

Ferd.  Good  Madam  pinch  ^ I fleep : docs  my  Lord  Aock, 
And  you  affifl  ? Cuflom ’s  inverted  quite  j 
For  old  men  now  adays  do  flout  the  young. 

Ben.  Fetch  Violanta.  As  I intend  this 
Religioufly,  let  my  foul  finde  joy  or  pain. 

Exit  Angelina. 

Ferd.  My  honor’d  Lord  and  Mailer,  if  1 hold 
That  worth  could  merit  fuch  felicitie. 

You  bred  it  in  me,  and  firfl  purchas’d  it-, 

It  is  your  own : and  what  produftions 
In  all  my  faculties  my  foul  begets. 

Your  very  mark  *is  on : you  need  not  add 
Rewards  to  him,  that  is  in  bebt  to  you ; 

You  fav’d  my  life.  Sir,  in  the  Maflacre^ 

There  you  begot  me  new,  fince  fofler’d  me. 

O ! can  I ferve  toimuch,  or  pray  for  you? 

Alas,  ’tis  flender  paiment  to  your  bountie. 

Your  daughter  is  a paradice,  and  I 
Unworthie  to  be  let  there  •,  you  may  chulc 
The  royalfl  feeds  of  Milain. 

Ben.  Prethee  peace. 

Thy  goodnefs  makes  me  weep  I am  refolv’d : 


I am 
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1 nm  no  1 ,ord  o’  ih’  time,  to  tie  my  blood 
To  fordid  muck I have  enough  : my  name, 
iMy  cfate  and  honors  I will  flore  in  thee, 

Whofe  wildom  will  rule  well,  keep  and  increafe : 

A knave  or  fool,  that  could  confer  the  like, 

U’oiild  bate  each  hour,  diminilh  every  day. 

Thou  art  her  price-lot  than,  drawn  out  by  fate  j 
An  honcH;  wile  mpi^is  a Princes  mate. 

h erd  Sir,  Heaven  and  you  have  over-charg’d  my  brelt 
With  grace  beyond  my  continence  ^ I lhall  burlt ; 

The  blelling  you  have  given  me  ( witnefs  Saints) 

I would  not  change  for  Millain.  But,  my  Lord, 

Is  file  prepar’d? 

Bcti.  What  needs  Preparative, 

W here  fuch  a Cordial  is  prefcrib’d  as  thou  ? 

Thy  perfon  and  thy  virtues  in  one  Icale, 

Shall  poize  hers,  with  her  beautie  and  her  wealth  •, 

If  not,  1 add  my  will  unto  thy  weight  i 

Thy  mother’s  with  her  now.  Son,  take  my  keys, 

And  let  this  prepa^ion  for  this  Marriage, 

(This  welcome  Marriage)  long  determin’d  here. 

Be  quick,  and  gorgeous. -Gerrard. 

I Enter  Gerrard, 

I Ger.  My  good  Lord, 

> rdy  Lord,  your  Ixother  craves  your  conference 
[ Inflantly,  on  affairs  of  high  import. 

! Ben.  Why,  what  news  ? 

I Ger.  The  Tyrant,  my  good  Lord, 

I Is  lick  to  death  of  his  old  Apoplexie, 

1’  W'hercon  the  States  advife,  that  Letters- miflive 
Be  llraight  difpatcht  to  all  the  neighbour-Countreys, 

And  Schedules  too  divulg’d  on  every  poll. 

To  enquire  the  lofb  Duke  forth : their  purpofe  is 
I To  re-infrate  him. 
i;  Ben.  ’Tis  a pious  deed. 

Ferdinand.^  to  my  daughter;  this  delay 
I ( Though  to  fo  good  a purpole)  angers  me^ 
t But  I’ll  recover  it.  Be  fecret,  fon. 

I Go  woo  with  truth  and  expedition.  Exit. 

Ferd.  O my  unfounded  joy ! how  fares  my  Gerrard, 

I My  noble  twin-friend  ? fie,  thy  loook  is  heavie. 

Sullen,  and  fbwre blanch  it : didft  thou  know 
My  caufe  of  joy,  thou  ’Idft  never  forrovv  more, 

I know  thou  lov’Il  me  lb,  How  doft  thou  ? 

Ger.  Well, 

' Too  well : my  fraught  of  health  my  ficknels  is^ 

I In  life,  I am  dead  •,  by  living  dying  ftill. 
i Ferd.  W’hat  fublunary  milchief  can  predominate 
I A wife  man  thus?  or  doth  thy  friend  (hip  play 
I ( In  this  antipathous  extreme  ) with  mine, 

I Left  gladnefs  fuffbcate  me  ? I,  I,  I do  feel 
I My  fpirit’s  turn'd  to  fire,  my  blood  to  air, 

1 And  I am  like  a purifi’d  ellence 
j Tri’d  from  all  drolfie  parts, 
i Ger.  Were ’t  but  my  life, 

{ The  lofs  were  facrific’d  •,  but  virtue 
; Muft  for  me  be  flain,  and  innocence  made  dull. 

I Ferd.  Fare  well  good  Gerrard. 

I Ger.  Deareft  friend,  ftay. 

: Ferd.  Sad  thoughts  are  no  companions  for  me  now, 

j Much  lefs  fad  words:  thy  bofom  bindes  fome  fecret, 

\ \V  hich  do  not  truft  me  with  ^ for  mine  retains 
; Another,  which  I muft  conceal  from  thee. 

I Ger.  I would  reveal  it:  ’t  is  a heavie  tale: 

1 Canft  thou  be  true,  and  fecret  ftill  ? 

! Ferd.  Why,  friend  ? 

■ If  you  continue  true  unto  your  felf,’ 

I have  no  means  of  fallhood.  Lock  this  door ; 

Come,  yet  your  prilbner ’s  furc. 

Ger.  Stay,  Ferdinand.^ 

Ferd.  What  is  this  trouble?  Love? 

Why,  thou  art  capable  of  any  woman. 


Doth  want  opprefs  thee?  I will  lighten  thee: 

Haft  thou  ofiended  law  ? My  Lord  and  thine. 

And  I,  will  lave  thy  life.  Does  fervitude  ’ 

Upbraid  thy  freedom,  that  fne  fuffers  it  ? 

Have  patience  but  three  days,  and  I will  make  thee 
Thy  Lords  companion.  Can  a friend  do  more  ? 

Ger.  Lend  me  the  means.  How  can  this  be  ? 

Ferd.  Firll , let  this  Cabinet  keep  your  pawn,  and  I 
will  truft : ’ 

Yet  for  the  form  of  fatisfaftion. 

Take  this  my  Oath  to  boot.  By  my  prefumM' 

Gentrie,  and  facred  known  Chriftiankie, 

I’ll  die,  ere  I reveal  thy  truft. 

Ger.  Then  hear  it. 

Your  Lords  fair  daughter  Violanta  is 
My  betrothed  wife,  goes  great  with  childe  by  me  • 

And  by  this  deed  both  made  a pray  to  Law.  ’ 

Kow  may  I fave  her  life?  advife  me,  friend. 

Ferd.  W hat  did  he  fay  .<*  Gerrard,  whole  voice  was  that  ? 

0 death  unto  my  heart,  bane  to  my  foul  ! 

My  wealth  is  vanifh’d  like  the  rich  mans  ftore: 

In  one  poor  minute  all  my  daintie  fare 

But  jugling  difhes ; my  fat  hope,  defpair. 

Ger.  Is  this  fo  odious  ? where ’s  your  mirth  ? 

Ferd.  Why  thou 

Haft  robb’d  me  of  it.  Gerrard,  draw  thy  fwordi 
And  if  thou  lov’ft  my  Miftris  chaftitie. 

Defend  it,  elfe  I’ll  cut  it  from  thy  heart. 

Thy  theevilh  heart  that  ftole  it,  and  reftore ’t. 

Do  miracles  to  gain  her. 

Ger.  Was  fhe  thine  ? 

Ferd,  Never,  but  in  my  wifh,  and  her  fathers  vow. 
Which  now  he  left  with  me,  on  fuch  fiire  terms  ^ 

He  call’d  me  fon,  and  will’d  me  to  provide 
My  Wedding-preparation. 

Ger.  Strange. 

Ferd.  Come,  let’s 
Kill  one  another  quickly. 

Ger.  Ferdinand,  my  love  is  old  to  her,  thine  new  begot: 

1 have  not  wrong’d  thee  -,  think  upon  thine  Oath. 

Ferd.  It  manacles  me,  Gerrard,  elfe  this  hand 
Should  bear  thee  to  the  Lavy.  Fare  well  for  ever : 

Since  friendlhip  is  fo  fatal,  never  more 

Will  I have  friend;  thou  haft  put  fo  fure  a plea. 

That  all  my  weal’s  litigious  made  by  thee. 

Ger.  I did  no  crime  to  you.  His  love  tranfports  him  j 
And  yet  1 mourn,  that  cruel  deftiriie 
should  make  us  two  thus  one  anothers  crofs : 

We  have  lov’d  fince  boys  ^ for  the  fame  time  caft  him 
On  Lord  Benvo^lio,  that  my  Aunt  and  I 
Were  fuccour’d  by  Randulpho:  men  have  call’d  us 
The  parallels  of  Millain  •,  and  feme  laid 
We  were  not  much  unlike.  O Heaven  divert. 

That  we  fhould  (ever  fince  that  time)  be  breeding 
Mutual  deftruftion. 

Enter  Dorothea. 

Dor.  O where  are  you?  you  have  made  a fair  hand.  By 
— yonder  is  your  Aunt,  with  my  Lady^  fhe  came  in,  juft 
as  fhe  was  wooing  your  Miftris  for  another^  and  what  did 
me  fhe,  but  out  with  her  purfe , and  fhew’d  all  the  ‘na- 
ked truth,  ifaith.  Fie  upon  you , you  fliould  never  truft 
an-old  woman  with  a fecret  ^ they  cannot  hold  i they  can- 
not hold  fo  well  as  we,  and  you’ld  hang  ’em.  Firft,  there 
was  fwearing  and  ftafing,  then  there  was  howling  and  weep- 
ing, and  O my  daughter,  and  O my  mother. 

Ger.  The  effedli,  the  effeft. 

Dor.  Marry  no  way,  but  one  with  you. 

Ger.  Why  welcom.  Shall  fhe  fcape  ? 

Dor.  Nay,  fhe  has  made  her  fcape  already. 

Ger.  Why,  is  fhe  gone? 

Dor.  The  fcape  of  her  virginitie,  I mean. 

You  men  are  as  dull,  you  can  conceive,  nothing  ■, 

You 
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You  think  it  is  enough  to  beget. 

Ger.  I \ but  furely,  Dorothea^  that  fcap’d  not  ■ 

Her  maiden-head  fuffcr’d. 

Dor.  And  you  were  the  Executioner.  (Doll} 

Ger.  But  what’s  the  event  ? lord,  hov/  thou  lharv’it  me, 

Dor.  Lord  how  thou  ftarv’fl;  me,  DoQ}  By -I  would 

fain  fee  you  cry  a little.  Do  you  ftand  now,  as  if  you 
could  get  a child  ? Come,  I’ll  rack  you  no  more : This  is 
the  heart  of  the  butinefs ; always  provided,  Signior,  that 
if  it  pleafe  the  fates  to  make  you  a Lord,  you  be  not  proud, 
nor  forget  your  poor  handmaid  Doll.,  who  was  partly  accef- 
fary  to  the  incilion  of  this  Holofernian  Maidenhead. 

Ger.  I will  forget  my  name  firft.  Speak. 

" Dor.  Then  thus  \ My  Lady  knows  all  j her  forrow  is 
reafbnably  well  digelted  ^ has  vow’d  to  conceal  it  from  my 
Lord,  till  delay  ripen  things  better  ^ Wills  you  to  attend  her 
this  evening  at  the  back  gate  ^ I’ll  let  you  in  v where  her 
own  Confeflbr  Ihall  put  you  together  lawfully,  e’r  the 
child  be  born  •,  which  birth  is  very  near,  1 can  allure  you  : 
all  your  charge  is  your  vigilance  ^ and  to  bring  with  you 
fometrufty  Nurle,  to  convey  the  Infant  out  of  the  houfe. 

Ger.  Oh  beam  of  comfort,  take  ! go,  tell  my  Lady 
I pray  for  her  as  I w’alk ; my  joys  fo  (low. 

That  what  I fpeak  or  do,  I do  not  know.  Exeum. 


Dumb  Shew. 

Effter  Violanta  at  one  door,  weeping,  fupported  hy  Cornelia 
and  a Frier',  at  another  door,  Angelina  weeping,  attended 
by  Dorothea.  Violanta  kneels  down  for  pardon.  Angelina 
Jhewing  remorfe,  tal^ei  her  up,  and  cheers  her  ■,  fo  doth  Cor- 
nelia, Angelina  fends  Dorothea  for  Gerrard.  Enter  Ger- 
rard  rr/fl? Dorothea  : Angelina  Cornelia  feemtoehide 
him,  Jhewtng  Violanta’s  heavy  plight:  Violanta  rejoyeeth  in 
him  : ke  mak^s  ftgnes  of  forrow,  intreating  pardon : Ange- 
lina brings  Gerrard  and  Violanta  to  the  Frier  -,  he  joyns 
them  hand  in  hand,  tak.es  a King  from  Gerrard,  puts  it  on 
■ Violanta’s  finger  -,  blejfeth  them  ■,  Gerrard  kjjfeth  her  : the 
Frier  takes  his  leave.  V’iolanta  makes  fhewof  great  pain,  is 
inji ant ly  conveyed  in  by  the  Women,  Gerrard  is  bid  Jiay,  he 
walks  in  meditation,  feeming  to  pray.  Enter  Dorothea,  whif- 
pers  him,  fends  him  out.  Enter  Gerrard  with  a Nurfe  blind- 
fold',  gives  her  a purfe.  fo  them  Enter  Angelina Corne- 
lia an  Infant',  they  prefent  it  /o  Gerrard,  he  kjjfeth 
andbleffeth  it puts  it  into  the  Nurfes  arms,  kneels,  and  takes 
his  leave.  Exeunt  all  feverally. 

Enter  Benvoglio  and  Randulpho. 

^ Ben.  He’sdead,  you  fay  then. 

Kand.  Certainly : and  to  hear 
The  people  nowdilledl  him  now  he’s  gone. 

Makes  my  ears  burn,  that  lov’d  him  not : fuch  Libels, 

Such  Elegies  and  Epigrams  they  have  made. 

More  odious  than  he  was.  Brother,  great  men 
Had  need  to  live  by  love,  meting  their  deeds 
With  virtues  rule  •,  found,  with  the  weight  of  judgement. 
Their  privat’ll  adion : for  though  while  they  live 
Their  power  and  policie  masque  their  villanies. 

Their  bribes,  their  liift,  pride,  and  ambition. 

And  make  a many  Haves  to  worHiip  ’em. 

That  are  their  flatterers,  and  their  bawds  in  thefc  : 

Thele  very  Haves  fliall,  when  thefe  great  beafts  dye,] 
PubliHi  their  bowels  to  the  vulgar  eye. 

Ben.  ’Fore  Heaven ’tis  true.  But  isKinaldo  ^brother  )our 
good  Duke,  heard  of  living? 

Kand.  Living,  Sir,  and  will  be  fliortly  with  the  Senate: 
has 

Been  clofe  conceal’d  at  Mantua,  and  reliev  d ; 

>But what’s  become  of  hw^.no  tidings  yet.^ 

But  brother,  till  our  good  Duke  fliall  arrive. 

Carry  this  news,  here.  Where’s  your  Ferdinand} 

Ben.  Oh  bufie,  Sir,  about  this  marriage : 


lliddaiiiis  fall’n  iick  : 

You  il  fee  her  e’r  you  go  ? 

Kand.  Yes^,  well  I love  her-. 

And  yet  I wifli  I had  another  da  igliter 
To  gratifie  my  Gerrard,  who  ( by^— ) 

Is  all  the  glory  of  my  family. 

But  has  too  much  worth  to  live  fo  obfeure  • 

I’ll  have  him  Secretary  of  Eflate  ’ 

Upon  the  Dukes  return  : for  credit  me. 

The  value  of  that  Gentleman's  not  kno.vn  ■, 

His  flrong  abilities  are  fit  to  guide  ^ 

The  whole  Republique:  he  hath  Learning,  youth 
Valour,  diferetion,  honefly  of  a 5aint  i ’ 

His  Aunt  is  wondrous  good  too . ' 

Violanta /'/?  a bed-,  Angelina aW Dorothea 

fitting  by  h.r. 

K en.  You  have  fpok6 
The  very  charader  of  Ferdinand : 

One  is  the  others  mirror.  How  now,  Daughter  ? 

Kand.  How  fares  my  Neecc? 

Viol.  A little  better,  Untie,  then  I was, 

I thank  you. 

Kand.  Brother,  ameer  cold.  f thanked 

Angel.  It  was  a cold  and  heat,  I think:  but  Heaven  be 
We  have  broken  that  away. 

Ben.  And  yet,  Violanta, 

You’ll  lie  alone  flill,  and  you  fee  what’s  get. 

Dor.  Sure,  Sir,  when  this  was  got,  llie  had  a bel-dllow. 
Kand.  What  has  her  chollick  left  her  in  her  bcliy  ? 

Dor.  ’T  has  left  her,  but  fhe  has  had  a lore  (it. 

Kand.  I,  that  fame  Collick  and  Stone’s  inherent  to  us 
O’ th’ womans  fide;  our  Mothers  had  them  both. 

Dor.  So  has  fhe  had.  Sir.  How  thefe  old  fornicat ars  talk  ? 
fhe  had  more 

Need  of  Mace- Ale,  and  Rhenifh-wine  Caudles, heaven  kno  s. 
Then  your  aged  Difdpline. 

Ben.  Say? 

Enter  Ferdinand. 

Ang.  She  will  have  the  manj  and  on  recovery 
Will  wholly  be  difpos’d  by  you. 

Ben.  That’s  my  wench : 

How  now  r what  change  is  this.?  why  Ferdinand, 

Are  thefe  your  Robes  of  joy  fliould  be  indu’d? 

Doth  Hymen  wear  black  ? I did  fend  for  you 
To  have  my  honorable  Brother  witiiels 
The  Contract  1 will  make  ’twuxt  you  and  her. 

Put  off  all  doubt  file  loves  ye?  w'hat  d’ye  fay? 

Kand.  Speak  man.  Why  look  you  fb  diftradcdly  ? 

Ferd.  There  are  your  keys.  I’ll  no  Contraft,  1. 

Divinefl:  Violanta,  I will  ferveyou 

Thus  on  my  knees,  and  pray  for  you  : Juno,  Lucinafer  opem. 
My  inequality  afeends  no  higher  : 

I dare  not  marry  you. 

Ben.  How’s  this  ? 

Ferd.  Goodnight, 

I have  a friend  hasalmoftmadememad : 

I weep  fometimes,  and  inftantly  can  laugh  : 

Nay,  I do  dance,  and  fing,  and  fuddenly 

Roar  like  a ftorm.  Strange  tricks  thefc,  arc  they  not  ? 

And  wherefore  all  this?  Shall  I tell  you?  no, 

Thorow  mine  ears,  my  heart  a plague  hath  caught. 

And  I have  vow’d  to  keep  it  clofe,  not  (hew 
My  grief  to  any  -,  for  it  has  no  cure. 

On,  wandring  fteps,  to  fomc  remote  place  move : 

I’ll  keep  my  vow,  though  I have  loft  my  Love.  T.xit. 

Ben.  ’Fore  heaven,  diftrafted  for  her!  fare  you  well.- 
I’ll  watch  his  fteps ; for  1 no  joy  fhall  find, 

Till  I have  found  his  caufe,  and  calm’d  his  mind. 

Exit. 

’s  overcome  with  joy. 
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’Tisvcry  ftiange. 

Rand.  Wei!,  Siltcr,!  miift  leave  you  ^ the  time’s  bulie. 
Violantj,  cheat  you  up;  and  I pray  Heaven  ^ 

Rcftore  each  to  their  love,  and  health  again.  Exit. 

Viol.  Amen,  Great  Uncle.  Mother,  what  a chance 
Unluckily  is  added  to  my  woe, 

In  this  young  Gentleman  ? 

Angel.  True,  Violanta: 

It  grieves  me  much.  Doll.,  go  you  inftantly. 

And  find  out  Gerrard  ^ tell  him  his  friends  hap , 

And  let  him  ufe  belt  means  to  comfort  him  j 
But  as  his  life  preferve  this  fecret  ftill. 

Viol.  Mother,  I’ld  not  offend  you  : might  not  Gerrard 
Steal  in,  and  fee  me  in  the  evening  ? 

Angel.  Well, 

Bid  him  dofo. 

Viol.  Heavens  blelfing  o’  your  heart. 

Do  ye  not  call  Child-bearing,  Travel,  Mother  ? 

Angel.  Yes. 

Viol.  It  well  may.  be,  The  bare-foot  traveller 
That’s  born  a Prince,  and  walks  his  pilgrimage, 

Whofe  tender  feet  kifs  the  remorfelefs  itones 
Only,  ne’er  felt  a travel  like  to  it. 

Alas,  dear  Mother,  you  groan’d  thus  for  me. 

And  yet  how  difobedienc  have  1 been/ 

Angel.  Peace,  Violanta.,  thou  hall  always  been 
Gentle  and  good. 

V/ol.  Gerrard  is  better.  Mother: 

Oh  if  you  knew  the  implicite  innocency 
Dwells  in  his  breft,  you’ld  love  him  like  your  Prayers, 
i fee  no  reafon  but  my  Father  might 
Be  told  the  truth,  being  pleas’d  for  Ferdinand 
To  wooe  himfclf : and  Gerard  ever  was 
His  full  comparative  : my  Uncle  loves  him. 

As  he  loves  Ferdinand. 

Angel.  No,  not  for  the  world, 

Since  his  intent  is  crofs’d  : lov’d  Ferdinand 
Thus  ruin’d,  and  a child  got  out  of  wedlock: 
his  madnefs  would  purfue  ye  both  to  death. 

Viol.  As  you  pleale  (mother:)  I am  now,  methln.ks, 
Bven  in  the  land  of  eafe  j I’ll  lleep. 

Angel.  Draw  in 

The  bed  nearer  the  fire : filken  reft, 

Tie  all  thy  cares  up.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Ferdinand  and  Benvoglio  privately  after  him 
Ferd.^  Oh  ble/fed  folitude  1 here  my  griefe  may  Ipeak  •, 
Andforrow,  I will  argue  with  thee  now ; 

Nothing  will  keep  me  company  : the  flowers 
Die  at  my  moan  ^ the  gliding  fiiver  ftreams 
Haften  to  flee  my  lamentations  ^ 

The  air  rolls  from  ’em  •,  and  the  Golden  Sun 
Is  fmother’d  pale  as  Phabe  with  my  fighs  : 

Only  the  earth  is  kind,  that  flays.  Then  earth. 

To  thee  will  I complain.  Why  do  the  Heavens 
Impofeuponme  Love,  what  I can  ne’er  enjoy.? 

Before  fruition  was  impoffible, 

1 did  not  thirlf  it.  Gerrard,  fhc  is  thine. 

Seal’d  and  deliver’d:^  but  ’twas  illtoflain 
Her  virgin  Hate,  e’r  ye  were  married. 

Poor  Infant,what’s  become  of  thee?  thou  know’ll  not 
The  woe  thy  parents  brought  thee  too.  Dear  earth, 

Bury  this  dole  in  thy  flerility  ^ 

Be  barren  to  this<feed,  let  it  not  grow  y 
For  if  it  do,  ’twill  bud  no  Violet 
Nor  Gillyflower,  but  wild  Brier,  or  rank  Rue, 

Unfavorv  and  hurtful. 

Ben.  Ferdinand.^ 

Thy  fteel  hath  digg’d  the  Earth,  thy  words  my  Heart. 

Ferd.  Oh  1 I have  violated  faith,  betraid 
My  friend  and  innocency. 

Ben.  Defperate  youth. 

Violate  not  thy  foul  too : I have  fhowers 
For  thee,  young  man  •,  hwt  Gerrard  flames  for  tliee. 

Was  thy  bafe  pen  made  to  dafh  out  mine  honor,.  • 


And  proftitute  my  Daughter.?  Baftard,  whore. 
Come,  turn  thy  femal  tears  into  revenge. 

Which  I will  quench  my  thirfl;  with,  e’r  I fee 
Daughter,  or  Wife,  or  branded  Family. 

By- both  dye  : and  for  amends, 

Ferd^nando  be  my  heir.  I’il  to  my  brother, 

Firft  tell  him  all,  then  to  the  Duke  for  juftice: 
This  morning  he’s  receiv’d.  Mountains  nor  Seas 
Shall  barmy  flight  to  vengeance : the  foul  flain 
Printed  on  me,  thy  bloud  lhall  rinfe  again. 

Ferd.  1 have  tianlgrefs’d  all  goodnefs,  witlefly 
Rais’d  mine  own  cursfe  from  poflerity  : 
i’ll  follow,  to  redrefs  in  what  I may^  - 
If  not,  your  heir  can  dye  as  well  as  they. 


Exit 


Exh 


'•  Dumb  Shew. 

Efiter  Diil^  Rinaldo  with  Attendants.,  at  one  door  5' 
States.,  Randulpho,  and  Cerraid,  at  another: 
they  kneel  to  the  Luke.,  he  accepts  their  obedience 
and  raifes  them  up  : they  prefer  Gerrard  to  the 
Duke,  who  entertains  hint : they  feat  the  Duk§  h 
State.  Enter  Benvoglio  and  Ferdinand  : Ben- 
voglio j lilt  ice Ferd  feents  toreUrein 

him.  Benveg.  gives  the  Duke  a paper'.,  Dukg  reads 
frowns  on  Gerr.  fews  the  paper  to  the  States,  the 
feent  forry,  ccnfult,  caufe  the  Guard  to  appreheno. 
him  5 they  go  off  with  him.  Then  Rand,  and  Benv 
feemto  crave  Juftice  , Duke  vows  it,  and  exit  with 
his  attendants.  Rand.  Ben.  and  Ferd.  confer. 
Enter  to  them  Cornelia  with  two  fervants  5 ffe 
feems  to  expofiulate,  Rand,  in  fcorn,  caufeth  her  to 
be  thruft  out  poorly. ETix.  Rand.  E>tnv.beckpns  Ferd. 
to  him  (with  much  feeming  paffion'J  Jwears  himi 
then jiamps  with  his  foot.  Enter  Dorothea  with  a 
Clip,  weeping,  Jhe  delivers  it  to  E&d.who  Mithdif 
content  fTw.'.,  4//^/ exeunt  Benvoglio  Doro 
thea. 

Enter  Violanta. 

Viol.  Gerrard  not  come?  nor  Dorothy  return’d? 
Whataverfe  ftar  rul’d  my  Nativity? 

The  time  to  night  has  been  as  dilatory 
As  languifliingConfiimptions.  But  till  now 
I never  durft  fay,  my  Gerrard  was  unkind. 

Heaven  grant  all  things  go  well and  nothing  does, 

If  he  be  ill,  which  I much  fear : my  dreams 
Have  been  portentous.  I did  think  I faw 
My  Love  araid  for  battel  with  a beaft, 

A hideous  Monfter,  arm’d  \^yth  teeth  and  claws. 

Grinning,  and  venemous,  that  fought  to  make 
Both  us  a prey : on’s  tail  wafh  lafh’d  in  bloud 
Law : and  his  forehead  I did  plainly  fee 
Held  Charadlers  that  Authority. 

This  rent  my  {lumbers  ■,  and  my  fearful  foul 
Ran  fearching  up  and  down  my  difmaid  breaft. 

To  find  a Port  t’cfcape.  Good  faith,  I am  coldj 
But  Gerrard'*s  love  is  colder ; here  I’ll  fit. 

And  think  my  felf  away. 

Enter  Fevdinznd.  with  a Cup  and  a Letter. 

Ferd.  The  peace  of  Love 
Attendthefweet  Read, 

For  the  fad  news  1 bring,  I do  not  know  ^ 

Only  I am  fworn  to  give  you  that,  and  this. 

Viol.  \sit  from  Gerrard}  gentle  Ferdinand, 

How  glad  am  I to  fee  you  thus  well  reftor’d  ? 

In  troth  he  never  wrong’d  you  in  his  life. 

Nor  I,  but  always  held  fair  thoughts  of  you. 

Knew  not  my  Fathers  meaning,  till  of  late  i 
Could  never  have  known  it  foon  enough  : for  Sir, 

Gerrard\  and  my  affedion  began 
In  infancy:  My  Uncle  brought  him  oft 
In  long  coats  hither  ■,  you  were  luch  another 

The 


Fmr  Tlayes,  or  Morall^eprefentations,  in  one. 


S47 


Enter  Angelina  vpith  trvo  StrvantT, 


The  little  boy  would  kils  me,  being  a child, 

And  fay,  he  lov’d  me-,  give  me  all  his  toys^ 

Bracelets  Rings,  Sweet-meats,  all  his  Rofie-finiles  : 

I then  would  Hand,  and  Rare  upon  his  eyes. 

Play  with  his  locks,  and  fwear  1 lov’d  him  too  •, 

For  fure,  methought,he  was  a little  Love, 
de  woo’d  fo  prettily  in  innocence. 

That  then  he  warm’d  my  fancy  ^ for  1 felt 
A glimmering  beam  of  Love  kindle  my  bloud. 

Both  which,  time  fince  hath  made  a flame  and  floud. 

Fer.  Oh  gentle  innocent!  methinks  it  talks 
Like  a child  ftill,  whole  white  fimplicity 
Never  arriv’d  at  (in.  Forgive  me,  Lady, 
have  delfroy’d  Gerrard^  and  thee  -,  rebell’d 
Againlt  Heavens  Ordinance  ^ dif-pair’d  two  Doves, 

Made  ’em  fit  mourning  -,  flaughter’d  Love,  and  cleft 
The  heart  of  all  integrity.  This  breaft 
Was  trufted  with  the  fecretof  your  vow 
By  Gerrard.^  and  reveal’d  it  to  your  Father. 

Viol.  Hah! 

Ferd.  Read,  and  curie  me. 

Viol.  Neither:  1 will  never 
NorW’rite,  nor  Read  again. 

Ferd.  My  pennance  be  it. 

Reads.  Tour  Labyrinth  is  found.,  yourLujl  prodaim’di 

Viol.  Luft  ? Humh  : 

My  Mother  fure  felt  none,  when  I was  got. 

Fer.  I,  and  the  Law  implacably  of  ended. 

Gerrard’s  imprifon^d.,  and  to  dye. 

Viol.  Oh  Heaven ! 

Ferd.  Andyou  to  fuffetrritb  reproach  and  feoff's 
A pHblid{^  execution  ^ 1 have fentyou 
An  Antidote  ^gainji  (hame.,  poifon't  by  him 
Xou  have  moji  xoron^d : give  him  your  penHettt  tears. 

Viol.  Humh : ’tis  not  truth. 

Ferd.  Drink^^  and  far  easel  for  ever : 

And  though  thy  vohoredom  blemijh  thy  whole  line., 

Prevent  the  Hangmans  frol^e,  and  die  hkp  mine. 

Viol.  Oh  woe  is  me  foi  Gerrard:  I have  brought 
Confufion  on  the  noblefl:  Gentleman 
That  ever  truly  lov’d.  But  welhall  meet 
Where  our  condemnerslhall  not,  and  enjoy 
A more  refin’d  affection  than  here  ^ 

No  Law,  nor  Father  hinders  marriage  there 
’Twixt  fouls  Divinely alE’d,  as  (fure)  ours  were: 

There  we  will  multiply,  and  generate  joyes 
Like  fruitful  Parents.  Lucklels  Ferdinand, 

Where’s  the  good  old  Gentlewoman,  my  Husbands  Aunt  ? 

Ferd.  Thrufl:  from  yoatUnclefo  all  poverty. 

Viol.  Alas  the  piry : reach  me.  Sir,  the  cup  -, 

I’ll  fay  my  prayers,  and  take  my  Fathers  Phyfick. 

Ferd.  Oh  villain  that  I was,  I had  forgot 
To  fpill  the  reft,  and  am  unable  now 
Toftir  to  hinder  her. 

Viol.  What  ail  you.  Sir  ? , 

Ferd.  Your  Father  is  a monfier,  I a villain, 

This  tongue  has  kill’d  you,  pardon,  Violanto, 

Oh  pardon,  Gerrard  and  for  facrifice. 

Accept  my  life,  to  expiate  my  fault. 

I have  drunk  up  the  poifon. 

Viol.  Thou  art  not  fo 
Uncharitable  : a better  fellow  far,  ^ 

Thou’ft’left  me  halfe.  Sure  death  is  now  a-c^. 

And  calls  for  more  bloud  ftill  to  quench  his  thirft. 

I pledge  thee  Ferdinand,  to  Gerrards  health  : ^ 

Dear  Gerrard,  poor  Aunt,  and  unfortunate  friend. 

Ay  me,  that  Love  Ihould  breed  true  Lovers  end. 

Fer.  Stay  Madam,  ftay,  help  hoa,for  Heavens  fake  helpi 
Improvident  man,  that  good  I did  intend 
For  fatisfadfion,  faving  of  her  life. 

My  equal  cruel  Stars  made  me  forget. 


Ang.  What  fpeffacle  of  death  aflaults  me  ? oh  ! 

Viol.  M deareft  Mother,  I am  dead,  I leave 
■^ather,  and  fr.ends,  and  li!e,  to  follow  Love. 

Good  Mother,  lo;e  my  Child,  that  did  no  ill. 

'ie,  how  men  lie,  that  fay,  death  is  a pain  : ^ 

Or  has  he  chang’d  his  nature?  like  fo  t fleep  ' 

He  leizes  me.  YOur  blefling.  Laft,  1 crave. 

That  I may  reft  by  Gerrard  'm  his  grave, 

Ferd.  There  lay  me  too  ; oh  ! no’-le  Miftrifs,  I 
dave  caus’d  all  this  -,  and  therefore  juftly  dye. 

That  key  will  open  all. 

Ang.  Oh  viperous  Father ! 

-or  Heavens  fake,  bear  ’em  in  : runfor  Phyfitians, 

And  Medicines  quickly : Heaven,  thou  lhalt  not  have  her 
Yet-,  ’tis  too  ibon : Alas,  1 have  no  more. 

And  taking  her  away,  thou  rob’ft  the  poor.  Exeunt. 

Flourifh. 

Enter  Duke,  States,  Randulpho,  Benvogiio, 

Gerrard,  E.xecutioner,  Guard. 

Duks.  The  Law,  as  greedy  as  your  red  defire 
hath caft  this  man;  ’Tis  pity 
So  many  excellent  parts  are  fwallow’d  up 
In  one  foul  wave.  Is  Violanta  fent  for  ? 

Our  Juftice  muft  not  lop  a branch,  and  let 
The  body  grow  ftill. 

Ben.  Sir,  fhe  will  be  here 
Alive  or  dead,  I am  fure. 

Cer.  How  chearfully  my  countenance  comments  death  ? 
That  which  makes  men  feem  ^rnd,  I will  wear 
Like  to  an  Ornament.  Oh  Violanta  ! 

Might  my  life  only  fatisfie  the  Law, 

How  jocundly  my  foul  would  enter  Heaven  ? 

Why  fhouldft  thou  dye  ? thou  wither’ft  in  thy  bud. 

As  1 have  feen  a Rofe,  e’er  it  was  blown. 

I do  befeech  your  Grace,  the  Statute  may 
(In  this  cafe  made  ) be  read : not  that  1 hope 
T’extenuate  my  offence  or  penalty. 

But  to  fee  whether  it  lay  hold  on  her. 

And  fince  my  death  is  more  exemplary 
Than  juft,  this  publick  Reading  will  advife 
Caution  to  others. 

Vukp.  Read  it. 

Ran.  Brother,  does  not 
Your  foul  groan  under  this  feverity  ? 

Statute  read. 

A statute  provided  in  cafe  of  unequal  Matches, 
Marriages  againji  Parents  confent , jiealing  cf 
Hetrs,  Rapes,  Projiitutions,  and  fuch  Ukg  : I hat 
if  any  per fon  meanly  defcendcu,  or  ignorant  of  his 
own  Parentage,  which  implies  as  much,  Jlsall  with 
afoul  intent,  unlawfully  foUicite  the  Daughter  of 
any  Peer  of  the  Dukedom,  he  fnllfor  the  fame  of 
fence  forfeit  his  right  hand:  but  if  he  further  pro- 
Jiitute  her  to  his  Lull,  he  jhall  firfi  have  his  right 
hand  cut  off,  and  then  fuffr  death  by  the  common 
Executioner.  After  whom,  the  Lady  Co  offending, 
fall  hkgwife  the  next  day,  in  the  fame  manner, 
dye  for  tke  FaCl. 

Ger.  This  Statute  has  more  cruelty  than  fenfo : 

I fee  no  ray  of  Mercy.  Muft  the  Lady 
Suffer  death  too  fuppofe  fhe  were  inforc’d, 

By  fome  confederates  born  away,  and  ravifh’d  -, 

Is  fhe  not  guiltlefs  ? 

Duke,  V es,  if  it  beprov’d. 

Zzz  2 Ger. 
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Cer.  This  cafe  is  fo  : I ravifh’d  Violanta^ 

State.  VVhp  ever  knew  a Rape  producea  child  ? 

Ben.  PiHi,  thefe  are  idle.  W ill  your  grace  command 
Tlx  Fxecutioner  proceed? 

7 Your  Office. 

Ger  Farewell  to  thy  inticing  vanity. 

Then  round  gilt  box,  that  doft deceive  man’s  eye; 

1 he  wile  man  knows,  when  open  thou  art  broke, 

The  trea'ure  tl’.ou  includ’d:,  isdultand  fmoke, 

! ven  thus,  I call  thee  by.  My  Lords,  the  Law 

Is  bat  the  great  mans  mule,  he  rides  on  it, 
jAnd  tramples  poorer  men  under  his  feet^^ 

Yet  when  they  come  to  knock  at  yon  bright  Gate, 

Ones  Rags  ffiall  enter,  ’fore  the  others  State. 

Peace  to  ye  all  : here,  firrah,  ftrike : this  hand 

Hath  Violanta  kifs’da  thoufand  times  ^ 
itimeils  fweet  ever  lince  : this  was  the  hand 

Flighted  my  faith  to  her;  do  not  think  thou  canft 

Cut  that  in  funder  with  my  hand.  My  Lord, 

As  free  from  fpeck  as  this  arm  is,  my  heart 

Is  of  foul  Lufr,  and  every  vein  glides  here 

As  full  of  truth.  Why  does  thy  hand  ffiake  fo? 

’Tis  mine  mull:  be  cutoff^  and  that  is  firm  ; 

For  it  was  ever  conffiant. 

rnter  Cornelia. 

Cor.  Hold your  Sentence 
unjuftly  is  p’  onounced,  my  Lord  : this  blow 

Cuts  your  hand  off for  his  is  none  of  yours; 

But  Violanta^s  given  in  Holy  marriage 

1 etore  file  was  delivered,  confummated 

\\  ith  the  free  Wall  of  her^lother,  by  her  Confellbr, 

In  Lord  Benvoglio^^  houfe.  , 

Ger.  Alas  good  Aunt, 

That  helps  us  nothing*,  elle  I had  reveal’d  it. 

Vnke,  What  woman’s  this 

Ben.  Abafe  confederate 
'nthis  proceeding,  kept  of  alms  long  time 

By  him  ^ who  now  expos’d  to  milery,  • 

T alks  thus  diftradedly.  Attach  her.  Guard. 

Kan.  Your  cruelty  (brother  ) will  have  end. 

Cor.  You’d  befi: 

Let  them  attach  my  tongue. 

Vtiks-Gsood.  woman,  peace ; 

For  were  this  truth,  it  doth  not  help  thy  Nephew  > 

The  Law’s  infring’d  by  their  difparity, 

T hat  forfeits  both  their  lives. 

. Cor.  Sir,  with  your  pardon. 

Had  your  Grace  ever  children  ? 

Duke.  Thou  haft  put 

A queftion,  whofe  fharp  point  toucheth  my  heart : 

I had  two  little  Sons,  twins,  who  were  both  ' 

( With  my  good  Dutchefs ) flain,  as  I did  hear^ 

At  that  time  when  my  Dukedom  was  furpriz’d. 

Cor.  I have  heard  many  fay  ( my  gracious  Lord  ) 

That  I was  wondrous  like  her. 

AU.  Ha  > 

Dukj^.  By  all  mans  joy,  it  is  Cornelia^ 

My  deareft  wife.  ^ 

Car.  To  ratifie  me  her, 

Comedown,  Alphonfo^  one  of  thofe  two  twins. 

And  take  thy  Fathers  bleffing ; thou  haft  broke 

No  Law,  thy  birth  being  above  thy  wives : 

Ajeanio  is  the  other,  nam’d  Fernando^ 

W ho  by  remote  means,  to  myLordf  BenvogUo 

I got  preferr’d  ^ and  in  poor  habits  clad, 

(You  fled,  and th’ innovation  laid  again) 

1 wrought  my  felf  into  Kandulpho*s  lervice,  ■ • 

Wfith  my  eldeft  boy,  yet  never  durft  jeveal 

W hat  they  and  I were,  no,  not  to  themfelves. 

Until  the  Tyrants  death. 

7:>uke  My  joy  lias  fill’d  me 

Like  a full-winded  fail;  1 cannot  fpeak. 

Ger.  ^ etch  Violanta  and  my  brother. 

Ben.  Run, 

Lun  like  a Ipout,  you  rogue  ; a — o’  poifon, 

That  little  whore  I trufted,  will  betray  me. 

•^tay,  hangman,  I have  work  for  you  ^ there’s  Gold 

Cut  off  my  head,  or  hang  me  prefently. 

Soft  Mufick. 

Enter  Angelina  '^hh  the  bodies  qC  Ferdinand  Violanta 

on  a bier  ^ Dorothea  carrying  the  Cup  and  Letter.^  which 
Jbe  gives  to  the  Dukp : he  reads.^  feems  forrovoful  i fleews 
it  to  Cornelia  and  Gerrard  ; they  lament  over  the  bier. 
Randulpho  and  BenvogWofeem fearful  and  Jeemtore^ 
port  to  Angelina  and  Dorothea,  what  hath  pa  fed  be- 
fore. 

Kan.  This  is  your  raftinels,  brother. 

Dukp.  Oh  joy,  thou  wert  too  great  to  laft  j 

This  was  a cruel  turning  to  our  hopes. 

Unnatural  Father ; poor  Afeanio. 

Ger.  Oh  mother ! let  me  be  Gerrard  again, 

And  follow  Violanta. 

Cor.  Oh  my  Son  — 

Duke.  Your  lives  yet,  bloudy  men  fnall  anfwer  this. 

Dor.  I muft  not  fee  ’em  longer  grieve.  My  Lord, 

Be  comforted  *,  let  ladnels  generally 

Forfake  each  eye  and  bofbm  ^ they  both  live ; 

For  poilbn,  I infus’d  meer  Opium  ^ 

Holding  compulfivc  perjury  lefs  fin 

Than  fuch  a loathed  murther  would  have  bin. 

AU.  Oh  blefled  Madam. 

Dor.  Mufick,  gently  creep 

Into  their  ears,  and  fright  hence  lazy  fleep. 

Morpheus.^  command  thy  fervant  fleep 

In  leaden  chains  no  longer  keep 

This  Prince  and  Lady  ; Rife,  wake,  rile. 

And  round  about  convey  your  eyes ; 

Rife  Prince,  go  greet  thy  Father  and  thy  Mother  *, 

Rife  thou,  t’imbrace  thy  Husband  and  thy  Brother. 

Dukp  Cor.  Son,  Daughter. 

Ferd.  Father,  Mother,  Brother. 

Ger.  Wife. 

Viol.  Are  we  not  all  in  Heaven?  * 

Ger.  Faith,  very  near  it. 

Ferd.  How  can  this  be  ? 

Dukp.  Hear  it. 

Dor.  If  I had  ferv’d  you  right,  I fliould  have  ften 
Your  old  pateoff^  e’r  Phad  reveald. 

Ben.  Oh  wench ! 

Oh  honeft  wench  ! if  my  wife  die.  I’ll  marry  thee: 

There’s  my  reward. 

Ferd.  ’Tis  true. 

Duke.  ’Tis  very  ftrange. 

Ger.  Why  kneel  you  honeft  Mafter  ? 

Ferd.  My  good  Lord. 

Ger.  Dear  Mother. 

Dul^.  Rife,  rife,  all  are  friends ; I owe  ye 
for  all  their  boards;  And  wench,  take  thou  the  man 
Whofe  life  thou  fav’dft  *,  lefs  cannot  pay  the  merit.  1 

How  lhall  I part  my  kifs  ? I cannot ; Let 

One  generally  therefore  joyn  our  cheeks. 

A pen  of  Iron,  and  a leaf  of  Brafs, 

To  keep  this  Story  to  Eternity; 

And  a Promethean  Wit.  Oh  facred  l.ove. 

Nor  chance,  nor  death  can  thy  firm  truth  remove. 

Exeunt. 

King.  Now  Ifabella.  flourijb. 

Ifab.  This  can  true  Love  do. 

I joy  they  all  lb  happily  are  pleas’d; 

The  Ladies  and  the  Brothers  muft  triumph. 

King.  They  do  ; 

For  Cupid  fcorns  but ’t  have  his  triumph  too. 

Flourijh 

The 
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The  TRIUMPH. 

Enter  divers  Mu^cians , then  certain  Singers  bear- 
ing Bannerets  inicribed^  Truths  La>yalty^  Patience^ 
Concord  : Next  Gerrard  and  Ferdinand  ro/th  Gar- 
lands of  Rofes  : Then  Violanta , Laji^  a Chariot 
drawn  by  two  Cupids,  and  a Cupid  fitting  m it. 

Flourifh. 

Enter  PROLOGUE. 

Love^  and  the  ftrength  of  fair  aJfcBion 
( Moji  royal  Sir  ) what  longfeemd  loji^  have  won 
Their  perfe^  ends^  and  crown  d thofe  conjiant  hearts 
With  lajiing  Triumph^  whojemo^  virtuous  parts^ 
Worthy  defires^  and  love,  fhall never  end. 

Now  turn  we  round  the  Sc£ne,  and  (^Great  Sir  ^ lend 
A fad  and  ferious  eye  to  this  of  Death, 

This  black,  and  difmal  Triumph  ^ where  mans  breath, 
Defert,  and  guilty  blond  afeend  the  Stage, 

And  view  the  Tyrant,  mind  in  his  rage.  Exit^ 

Flouriih. 

Enter  L’avall,  Gabriella  and  Maria. 


Gab.  No,  good  my  Lord,  I am  not  now  to  find 
Your  long  neglect  of  me^  All  thofe  affedions 
You  canie  firft  clad  in  to  my  love,  like  Summer, 

Lultyand  full  of  life;  all  thofe  defires 
That  like  the  painted  Spring  bloom’d  round  about  ye, 
Giving  thehappypromife  of  an  Harvelt, 

How  have  I feen  drop  off^  and  fall  forgotten  ? 

W ith  the  leaft  lullre  of  anothers  beauty. 

How  oft  ( forgetful  Lord  ) have  1 been  blallad  ? 

W'as  1 fo  eas’ly  won  > or  did  this  body 
Yield  to  your  falfe  embraces  with  lefs  labour 
Then  if  you  had  carried  fome  ftrong  Town  > 

Lav.  Good  Gabriella 

Gab.  Could  all  your  fubtilties  and  fighs  betray  me. 

The  vows  yelhookme  with,  the  tears  ye  drown’d  me, 

Till  I came  fairly  off  with  honor’d  Marriage  ? 

Oh  fie,  my  Lord.  ) 

Lav.  Prethee  good  Gabriella. 

Gab.  W'ould  I had  never  known  ye,  nor  your  honors, 
They  are  ftuck  too  full  of  griefs:  oh  happy  women. 

That  plant  your  Love  in  equal  honeft  bofoms, 

W'hofe  I'vvect  defires  like  Rofes  fet  together,  -r  " 
Make  one  another  happy  in  their  blufhes,  • ; ^ 
Growing  and  dying  without  fenle  of  greatnefs. 

To  which  I ani  a flave  ! I.  and  that  bleft  Sacrament 
That  daily  makes  millions  of  happy  mothers,  link’d  me 
To  this  man’s  Luff  alone,  there  left  me 
1 dare  not  lay  I am  his  wife,  ’tis  dangerous ; 

HiS  Love,  I cannot  lay ; alas,  how  many  ? (know, 

Lav.  You  grow  too  warm-,  pray  be  ye  content,  you  bell 
The  times  neceffity,  and  how  our  marriage 
Being  fo  much  unequal  to  mine  honor, 

W hilc  the  Duke  lives,  I Handing  high  in  favour  ^ 

And  whilfl;  I keep  that  fafe,  next  to  the  Dukedom, 
Muflnotbe  known,  without  my  utter  ruine. 

Have  patience  for  a while,  and  do  but  dream  wench. 

The  glory  of  a Dutchefs.  How  fhe  tires  me  ? 

How  dull  and  leaden  is  my  appetite 
To  that  Hale  beauty  now?  oh,  1 could  curfe 

Andcrucifie  my  felf  for  childifh  doating 

Upon  a face  that  feeds  not  with  frclh  Figures 
Every  Irelh  hour:  file  is  now  a furfet  tome. 


Enter  Gentille. 

Who’s  that?  Gentille  ? I charge  ye,  no  acquaintance 
You  nor  your  Maid  with  him,  nor  no  diicourfe 
Till  times  are  riper. 

Gent.  Fie,  my  Noble  Lord, 

Can  you  be  now  a ftranger  to  the  Court, 

When  your  moH  virtuous  Bride,  the  beauteous  Hellena 
Stands  reaJy  like  a Star  to  gild  your  happinefs, 

WhenL/ywfwx  lufty  fires  are  now  a lighting, 

And  all  the  Hower  of  ainjon  ? 

Lav.  Some  few  trifles. 

For  matter  of  adornment,  have  a little 
Made  me  fo  How,  which  now  in  readinels, 

1 am  for  Court  immediately. 

Gf«#.  Take  heed.  Sir,  • 

This  is  no  time  for  trifling,  norffeno  Lady 
To  be  now  entertain’d  with  toys : ’twill  coll  ye 

Lav.  Y ’are  an  old  Cock,  Gentille. 

Gent.  By  your  Lordfnips  favour. 

Lav.  Prethee  away  ^ ’twill  loletiine. 

Gent.  Oh  my  Lord, 

Pardon  me  that  by  all  means. 

Lav.  We  have  bufinefs. 

A-footman,  of  more  moment. 

Gent.  Then  my  manners  ? 

I know  none,  nor  I leek  none. 

Lav.  Take  to  morrow.  (Beauty. 

Gent.  Even  now,  by  your  Lordfliips  leave.  Excellent 
My  fervice  here  I ever  dedicate. 

In  honor  of  my  beft  friend,  your  dead  Father, 

To  you  his  living  virtue,  andwifh  heartily. 

That  firm  affedion  that  made  us  two  happy, 

May  take  as  deep  undying  root,  and  flourifli 
Betwixt  my  Daughter  Cajla,  and  your  goodnefs. 

Who  Iball  be  ftill  your  forvant. 

Gab.  I much  thank  ye. 

Lav.  Oh  this  dreaming  puppy.  Will  ye  go,  Sir  ? 

Gent.  A little  more.  Good  Lord. 

Lav.  Not  now,  by 

Come,  I muft  ufe  ye. 

Gent.  Goodnefs  dwell  ftill  with  you. 

Exeunt  Gentill  and  Laval. 
Gab.  The  fight  of  this  old  Gentleman,  Maria, 

Pulls  to  my  mine  eyes  again  the  living  Fidure 
Of  Perolot  his  virtuous  Son,  my  firft  Love, 

That  dy’d  at  Orleance. 

Mar.  You  have  felt  both  fortunes. 

And  in  extreams,  poor  Lady  for  young  Perolot. 

Being  every  way  unable  to  maintain  you, 

Durft  not  make  known  his  love  to  Friend  or  Father 
MyLordLa-z/^//,  being  powerful,  and  you  poor, 

Will  not  acknowledge  you. 

Gab.  No  more  : Let’s  in  wrench  : 

There  let  my  Lute  fpcak  my  Laments^  they  have  tried  me. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Courtiers. 

I Court.  I grant,  the  Duke  is  wondrous  provident 
In  his  now  planting  for  fucceffion, 

I know  his  care  as  honourable  in  the  choice  too. 

Marines  fair  virtuous  daughter  ; but  what’s  all  this? 

To  what  end  excellent  arrives  this  travel. 

When  he  that  bears  the  main  roof,  is  fo  rotten  ? 

1 Court.  You  have  hit  it  now  indeed : For  if  Fame  lye  rot 
He  isimtemperate. 

I Court.  You  exprefs  him  poorly. 

Too  gentle  Sir  : the  moft  deboift  and  barbarous  •, 

Believe  it,  the  moft  void  of  all  humanity, 

Howe’r  his  cunning,  cloak  it  to  his  Uncle, 

And  thofe  his  pride  depends  upon. 

I Court.  I have  heard  too, 

Given  exceffively  to  drink. 


I Court. 
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1 Court.  Molt  certain,  '7' 

And  in  that  drink  mofl;  dangerous ; I fpeak  thefe  thin  ^5 
To  one  1 know  loves  truth,  and  dares  not  wrong  her. 

2 Court.  You  may  fpeak  on. 

1 Court.  Uncertain  as  theSea,  Sir, 

Proud  and  deceitful  as  his  fins  Great  Mafter  ^ 

Uis  appetite  to  Women,  (for  there  he  carries 
His  main  Sail  fpread  ) fo  boundlef,  and  abominabl|»^ 

That  but  to  have  her  name  by  that  tongue  Ipoken, 

Poifons  the  virtue  of  thepurelt  Virgin. 

2 Cour.  I am  forry  for  young  Gahriella  then> 

A Maid  reputed,  ever  of  fair  carriage. 

For  he  has  been  noted  vifiring. 

1 Court.  She  is  gone  then. 

Or  any  elfe,  that  promifes,  or  power. 

Gifts,  or  his  guilTul  vows  can  work  upon  , 

But  thefe  are  but  poor  parcels. 

2 Court.  ’Tis  great  pity. 

•i  Court.  Norwaiitthele  fins  a chief  Saint  tobefriend^em, 
The  Devil  follows  him  ^ and  for  a truth.  Sir, 

Appears  in  vifible  figure  often  to  him. 

At  which  t’me  he’s  pofleftwith  fiidden  trances. 

Cold  deadly  fweats,  and  griping  of  the  confidence. 
Tormented  Itrangely,  as  they  fay. 

2 Court.  Heaven  turn  him  : 

This  marriage-day  mayft  thou  well  curfe,  fair  Hellen. 

But  let’s,  go  view  the  ceremony, 

I Court.  I’ll  walk  with  you.  Exemt. 

Mufic^. 

Enter  Gabriella  , md  Maria  above.  And  Laval , Bride., 
States  in  folernnity  as  to  marriage’,)  and  pajsover’)  viZ. 
Duke,  Marine,  Longaville. 

Mar.  I hear  ’em  come. 

Gab.  Would  I might  never  hear  more.  ^ 

A^ar.  I told  you  ftill ; but  you  were  fo  incredulous^ 

See,  there  they  kifs. 

Gab.  Adders  be  your  embraces. 

Thepoifon  of  a rotten  heart,  oh  Heltenl 
I Blaft:  thee  as  I have  been-,  juft  fuch  a flattery. 

With  that  fame  cunning  face,  that  fmile  upon’t. 

Oh  mark  it  Mark)  mark  it  feriouflyy 
That  Mafter  Imile  caught  me. 

Mar.  There’s  the  old  Duke,  and 
Marine\\cx  Father. 

Gab.  Oh! 

Afar.  There  Longaville  ■ - 
The  Ladies  now. 

Gab.  Oh,!  am  murder’d,  Mark. 

Bcaft,  moft  inconftantbeaft. 

Mar.  There. 

There  I am  not-, 

No  more  I am  not  there  ; Hear  me,  oh  Heaven ! 

And  all  you  powers  of  Juftice  bow  down  to  me  ^ 

But  you  of  pity  dye.  I am  abus’d. 

She  that  depended  on  your  Providence, 

She  is  abus’d : your  honor  is  abus’d. 

That  noble  piece  ye  made,  and  call’d  it  man. 

Is  turn’d  to  Devil ; all  the  world’s  abus’d : 

Give  me  a womans  Will,  provok’d  tomifehief, 

A two-edg’d  heart  -,  my  fuffering  thoughts  to  wild-fires, 

And  my  embraces  to  a timelefs  grave  turn. 

Mar.  Here  I’ll  ftep  in,  for ’tis  an  aft  of  merit. 

Cab  ’.  I am  too  big  to  utter  more. 

Mar.  Take  time  then.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Gentille  and  Cafta. 

Gent.  This  folitary  life  at  home  undoes  thee, 

Obfeures  thy  beauty  firft,  which  Ihould  prefer  thee  ^ 

Next  fills  thee  full  of  fad  thoughts,  which  thy  years 
Muft  not  arrive  at  yet,  they  choak  thy  fweetnefs  -, 


Follow  the  time,  my  Girl,  and  it  will  bring  thee 
Even  to  the  fellowlhip  of  the  nobleft  women, 

Hellen  her  felf,  to  whom  I would  prefer  thee. 

And  under  whom  this  poor  and  private  carriage. 

Which  I am  only  able  yet  to  reachat. 

Being  caft  off^  and  all  thy  fweets  at  luftre. 

Will  take  thee  as  a fair  friend,  and  prefer  thee.- 
Cajia.  Good  Sir,  be  notfo  cruel  as  to  feek 
To  kill  that  fweet  content  y’have  bred  me  to : 

Have  I not  here  enough  to  thank  Heaven  for  ? 

The  free  air  uncorrupted  with  new  flattery. 

The  water  that  I touch,  unbrib’d  with  odours 
T o make  me  fweet  to  others : the  pure  fire 
Not  Imothered  up,  and  choak’d  with  luftfiil  incenfe 
fo  make  my  bloud  Iweat  ^ but  burning  dear  and  high. 

Fells  me  my  mind  muft  flame  upfoto  Heaven. 

Whatfhould  IdoatCourt,  wear  rich  apparel? 

Methinks  thefe  are  as  warm : And  for  your  ftate.  Sir, 
Wealthy  enough-,  Isk  you  would  have  me  proud. 

And  like  a Pageant,  ftuck  up  for  amazements  ? 

Teach  not  your  child  to  tread  that  path,  for  fear  (Sir) 
Your  dry  bones  after  death,  groan  in  your  grave 
The  miferies  that  follow. 

Gent.  Excellent  Cafia. 

Cafta.  When  lhall  I pray  again  ? ( a Courtier  ) 

Or  when  I do,  to  what  God?  what  new  body 
^nd  new  face  muft  I make  me,  with  new  manners  ? 

For  I muft  be  no  more  my  felf.  WhofeMiftnfs 
Muft  I be  frft  ? with  whofe  fin-offering  feafon’d  ? 

And  when  1 am  grown  fo  great  and  glorious 
With  proftitutionof  my  burning  beauties. 

That  great  Lords  kneel,  and  Princes  beg  for  favours. 

Do  you  think  I’ll  be  your  Daughter,  a poor  Gentlemans, 

Or  know  you  for  my  Father  ? 

Enter  Lavall. 

Gent.  My  belt  Cafta. 

Oh  my  moft  virtuous  child!  Heaven  reigns  within  thee  ^ 
Take  thine  own  choice,  fweet  cliild,  and  live  a Saint  ftill. 

I The  Lord  Lavall)  Hand  by  wench. 

Lav.  GahrieUa) 

\ She  cannot,  nor  Ihe  dares  not  make  it  known. 

My  greatnefs  cruflieshcr,  when  e’r  flie  offers; 

I Why  Ihould  I fear  her  then  ? 

Gent.  Come,  let’s  pafs  on  wench. 

Lav  Gentille)  come  hither ; who’s  that  Gentlewoman  ? 
Gent.  A child  of  mine.  Sir,  who  obferving  cuftome, 

I Is  going  to  the  Monaftery  to  her  Prayers. 

Lav.  A fair  one,  a moft  fweet  one  -,  fitter  far 
[To  beautifie  a Court,  than  make  a Votarift. 

Go  on,  fair  Beauty,  and  in  your  Orizons 
I Remember  me  : will  ye,  fair  fweet  ? 

Ca^a.  Moft  humbly.  Exeunt. 

Lav.  An  admirable  Beauty  : how  it  fires  me! 


Enter  a Spirit. 

But  file’s  too  full  of  grace,  and  I too  wicked, 
j 1 feel  my  wonted  fit ; Defend  me,  goodnels. 

Oh ! it  grows  colder  ftill,and  ftiffer  on  me. 

My  hair  ftands  up,  my  finew'S  fiiake  and  Ihrink 
I Help  me  good  Heaven, and  good  thoughts  dwell  within  me. 
Oh  get  thee  gone,  thou  evil  evil  fpirit, 

I Haunt  me  no  more,  I charge  thee. 

Spir.  Yes  Lavall : 

Thou  art  my  vaflal,  andtheflaveto  mifehief, 

I blaft  thee  with  new  fin : purfue  thy  pleafure ; 

I Cafta  is  rare  and  fweet,  a blowing  Beauty  -, 

Set  thy  defires  a fire,  and  never  quench  ’em 
Till  thou  enjoy’ft  her  make  her  all  thy  Heaven, 

And  all  thy  joy,  for  file  is  ali  true  happinefs : 

Thou  art  powerful,  ufe  command  j if  that  prevail  not, 

I Force  her:  I’ll  be  thy  friend. 

Lav, 
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Lav.  Oh  help  me,  help  me. 

S^ir.  Her  virtue,  likeafpel),  finks  me  to  darknefs.  Exit. 
Enter  Gentille  and  Cafia, 

(Sir, 

Gent.  He’s  here  dill.  How  is’t,  noble  Lord?  me  thinks, 
Youlooka  little  wildly.  Is  it  that  way? 

Is’t  her  you  flare  on  lb?  I have  Tpy’dyour  fire,  Sir, 

Bur  dare  not  flay  the  flaming,  Come. 

Lav.  Sweet  creature, 

Excellent  Beauty,  do  me  but  the  happinefs 
To  be  your  humbleft  fervant.  Oh  fair  eyes, 

Ohbleffed,  Blefled  Sweetnefs,  Divine  Virgin  ! 

Cajia.  Oh  good  my  Lord,  retire  intoyourTonor ; 

You’re  fpoken  good  and  virtuous,  plac’d  a»3Hdme 
To  govern  others  from  mifchanccs:  from  example 
Of  fuchfair  Chronicles  as  great  ones  are. 

We  do,  or  fure  we  fhould  direft  our  lives. 

I know  y’are  full  of  worth,  a fchool  of  virtue 
Daily  inflrufting  us  that  live  below  ye, 
f make  no  doubt,  dwells  there. 

Lav.  I cannot  anfwer. 

She  has  ftiuck  me  dumb  with  wonder. 

Cajia.  Goodnefs  guide  ye.  Exeunt. 

Lav.  She’s  gone, and  with  her  all  light,  and  has  left  me 
Dark  as  my  black  defires.  Oh  devil  luft, 

How  doft  thou  hug  my  bloud,  and  whilper  to  me, 

There  is  no  day  again,  no  time,  no  living. 

Without  this  lully  Beauty  break  upon  me? 

Let  me  collea  my  felf,  I ftrive  like  billows. 

Beaten  againfl  a rock,  and  fall  a fool  flill. 

I mufl' enjoy  her,  and  1 will : from  this  hour 
My  thoughts,  and  all  my  bus’nefs  fhall  be  nothing. 

Enter  Maria. 

My  eating,  and  my  fleeping,  but  her  beauty, 

And  how  to  work  it. 

’ Mar.  Health  to  my  Lord  LavaV.\ 

Nay  good  Sir,  do  not  turn  with  fuch  difpleafurej 
1 come  not  to  afflid  your  new  born  pleafures  *, 

My  honour’d  Miflrifs,  neither  let  that  vex  ye. 

For  nothing  is  intended,  butfafeto  you 

Lav.  What  of  your  Miflrifs  ? I am  full  of  bus’nefs. 

Mar  I will  be  Ihort,  my  Lord  •,  fhe,  loving  Lady, 
Confidering  the  unequal  tie  between  ye, 

And  how  your  ruine  with  the  Duke  lay  on  it, 

As  alfo  the  mofl  noble  match  now  made. 

By  me  fends  back  all  links  of  marriage. 

All  Holy  Vows,  and  Rights  of  Ceremony, 

All  promifes,  oaths,  tears,  and  all  fuch  pawns 
You  left  in  hoHage  : only  her  love  fire  cannot. 

For  that  flill  follows  ye,  but  not  to  hurt  ye  j 
And  flill  beholds  ye  Sir,  but  not  to  fhame  ye: 

In  recompence  of  which,  this  is  her  fuit.  Sir, 

Her  poor  and  laR  petition,  but  to  grant  her. 

When  weary  nights  have  cloyd  ye  up  with  kifles, 

( As  fuch  mufl  come)  the  honor  of  a Miflrifs, 

The  honor  but  to  let  her  fee  thofe  eyes, 

(Thofc  eyes  Ihe  doatson,  more  thp  gods  do  goodnefs ) 
And  but  tokifs  you  only;  with  this  prayer, 

( a prayer  only  to  awake  your  pity  ) . 

And  on  her  knees  fne  made  it,  that  this  night 
Yoii’ld  blefs  her  mth  your  company  at  fupper. 

Lav.  1 like  this  well,  and  nowl  think  on’t  better. 

I’ll  make  a prefent  ufe  from  this  occafion : 

Mar.  Na\s  good  my  Lord,  benotfo  cruel  to  her 
Becaufe  fne  has  been  yours. 

Lav.  And  to  mine  own  end 
A rare  way  1 will  work. 

Mar.  Can  love  for  ever. 

The  Love  of  her  ( my  Lord)  fo  perifli  in  ye? 

As  ve  defire  in  your  defires  to  profper. 

What  gallant  under  Heaven,  hntyinjon  s Heir  tnen 


I Can  brag  lb  fair  a 
Good  noble  Lord. 


Vv  ife,  and  fweet  a Aiifirils  ? 


Lav.  Yemif-apply  rre,  Mary., 

Nor  do  I wane  true  pity  to  your  Lady : 

Pity  and  love  tell  me,  too  much  I have  wrong’d  her 
To  dare  to  fee  her  more;  yet  if  her  fweetneis 
CanenLcrtain  a ^ caiation,' 

And  It  mull  be  r great  one  that  can  cure  me*, 

My  love  again,  as  far  as  honor  bids  me, 

Aiy  fervice  and  my  felt 

Mar.  That’s  nobly  fpoken. 

Lav.  Shall  hourly  fee  her  ^ want  fball  never  know  her  y 
Nor  where  fliehas  bellow’d  her  love,  repent  her. 

Mar.  Now  whither  drives  he? 

Lav.  I have  heard  Maria, 

That  notv^o  women  in  the  world  more  lov’d 
Then  thy  good  Miflrils,  and  Centille^s  fair  Daughter. 

Mar.  W hat  may  this  mean  .«*  you  have  heard  a truth,  my 
But  iince  the  Iccret  Love  betwixt  you  two,  (Lord : 

My  Miflrifs  durflnot  entertain  fuch  friendlhip  j 
Cafia  is  quick,  and  of  a piercing  judgement. 

And  quickly  will  find  out  a flaw. 

Lav.  Hold  Marie  : 

Shrink  not,  ’tis  good  gold,  wench:  prepare  a Banquet, 

And  get  that  Cajia  thither  j for  flic’s  a creature 
So  full  of  forcible  Divine  perfwafion. 

And  fo  unwearied  ever  with  good  offices. 

And  fhe  fhall  cure  my  ill  caufe  to  my  Miflrifs, 

And  make  all  errors  up. 

Mar.  I’ll  doe  my  befl.  Sir: 

But  fhe’s  too  fearful,  coy,  and  fcrupulous, 

To  leave  her  Fathers  home  fo  late  y andbafhful 
At  any  mans  appearance,  that  1 fear,  Siry 
’Twill  prove  impoffible. 

Lav.  There’s  more  gold,  Marie, 

And  fain  thy  Miflrifs  wondrous  lick  to  death,  wench. 

Mar.  I have  ye  in  the  wind  now,  and  I’li  pay  ye. 

Lav.  She  cannot  chufe  but  come  y ’tis  charity, 

The  chief  of  her  profeffion  : undertake  this. 

And  I am  there  at  night*,  if  not,  I leave  ye. 

Mar.  I will  not  loofe  this  offer,  though  it  fall  out 
Clean  crofsto  that  we  caft,  I’ll  undertake  it, 

I will,  my  Lord  y fhe  fhall  be  there. 

Lav.^y ? 

Mar.  By fhe  fhall. 

Lav.  Let  it  be  fomething  late  then. 

For  being  feen,  now  force  or  favour  wins  her. 

My  fpirits  are  grown  dull , flrong  wine,  and  flore. 

Shall  fet  ’em  up  again,  and  make  me  fit 

To  draw  home  at  the  enterprize  I aim  at.  Exit. 

Ma.  Go  thy  way:,  falfe  Lord,  if  thou  hold’ll,  thou  pay’ll 
The  price  of  all  thy  lulls.  Thou  fhalt  be  there 
Thou  modefl  Maid,  if  I have  any  working. 

And  yet  thy  honor  fafey  for  which  this  thief 
I know  has  fet  this  meeting : but  I’ll  watch  him. 

Enter  Perelot.  , 

Per.  Maria. 

Mar.  Are  mine  eyes  mine  owm.?  or  blefs  me, 

.Am  I deluded  with  a flying  fhadow? 

Per.  Why  do  you  flart  fo  from  me  ? 

Mar.  It  fpeaks  fenfibly. 

And  fhews  a living  body  : yet  I am  fearful. 

Per.  Give  me  your  hand,  good  Maria. 

Mar.  He  feels  warm  too. 

Per.  And  next  your  lips. 

Mar.  He  kiffes 'perfedtly. 

Nay,  and  the  Devil  be  not  worfe  : you  are  Perolot. 

Per.  I was,  and  fure  I fhould  be : Can  a fmall  diflance. 
And  ten  fhort  moneths  take  from  your  memory 
The  figure  of  your  friend,  that  you  f and  wondring  ? 

Be  not  amaz’d,  I am  the  felf-fame  Perelot, 

Living,  and  well  y SontoGenuVe,  and  Brother 

To 


Four  Flays^  or  Moral  Reprefentations',  in  One. 


^ o virci'0.is  Caji  a , ro  your  beauteous  Miftrifs, 

he  long  lince  poor  betroth’d,  and  Hill  vow’d  fervaut. 

Mar.  Nay,  iure  he  lives.  My  Lord  Lavall^  your 
Brought  news  long  fince  to  your  much  mourning  Miftrifs, 

Yc  dy’d  at  Orleanie  •,  bound  her  with  an  oath  too, 

To  keep  it  fccret  from  your  aged  Father, 

Lelt  it  Ihould  rack  his  heart. 

?er.  A pretty  Iccret 

To  try  my  Miilrifs  Love,  and  make  mywelcomc 
From  travel  of  more  worth^from  whence.  Heaven  be  thanked. 
My  bufniefs  for  the  Duke  difpatch’d  to  th’  purpofe. 

And  all  my  money  fpent,  I am  come  home,  wench, 
flow  docs  my  Miftrifs  ? for  I have  not  yef  feen 
Ar,y,  nor  will  1,  till  I do  her  fervice, 

M.ir.  But  dicl  the  Lord  know  of  your  love.  Sir,  be- 
fore he  went  ? 

Ftr.  Yes,  by  much  more  force  he  got  it. 

But  none  elle  knew;,  upon  his  promifetoo 
And  honor  to  conceal  it  faithfully 
Till  my  return  ^ to  further  which,  he  told  me. 

My  buiinefs  being  ended,  from  the  Duke 
He  would  procure  a penfion  for  my  fervice. 

Able  to  make  my  Miftrifs  a fit  Husband. 

A/jr.  But  are  you  fure  of  this  ? 

Per.  Sure  as  my  fight,  wench. 

Mar.  Then  is  your  Lord  a bafe  diftembling  villain, 

A Devil  Lord,  the  damn’d  Lord  of  all  lewdnefs. 

And  has  betraid  ye,  and  undone  my  Miftrils, 

My  poor  fweet  Miftrifs;  oh  that  leather  Lord, 

Who,  poor  foul,  fince  was  married. 

Per.  To  whom,  Maria  ^ 

Mar.  To  that  unlucky  Lord,  a upon  himy 

Whofe  hot  horfe-appetite  being  allaid  once 
With  her  chafte  joyes,  married  again,  fcarce  cool’d. 

The  Torches  yet  not  out,  the  yellow  Hymen 
Lighted  about  the  bed,  the  Songs  yet  founding, 

Maeineh  young  noble  Daughter  Helena., 

W hofe  mifehief  Hands  at  door  next.  Oh-  that  recreant ! 

Per.  Oh  villain  ! Ohmoft  unmanly  falfhood ! 

Nay  then  I fee,  my  Letters  were  betraid  too. 

Oh,  Lam  full  of  this,  great  with  his  mifehrefs. 

Leaden  and  burft : Come,  lead  me  to  my  Lady. 

Mar.  I cannot.  Sir,  L avail  her  conceal’d. 

Belides,  her  griefs  are  fuch,  fhevvill  fee  no  man. 

Per.  1 muft,  and  will  go  to  her ; I will  fee  her : 

I'here  be  my  friend,  or  this  fliall  be  thy  furtheft.  (me. 
Mar.  Hold,  and  I’ll  help  tltee : but  firft  ye  lhall  fwear  to 
As  you  are  true  and  gentle,  as  yc  hate 
This  bcaftly  and  bafe  Lord,  where  I lhall  place  ye, 
f Which  ftiall  be  within  fight ) till  I difeharge  ye, 
What-e’er  you  fee  or  hear,  to  make  no  motion. 

Per.  I do  by 

Mar.  Stay  here  about  thehoufe  then. 

Till  it  be  later  •,  yet  the  time’s  not  perfeeft : 

There  at  the  back  door  I’ll  attend  you  truly. 

Per.  Oh  monftrous,  monftrous,  beaftly  villain.  Exit. 
Mar.  How  crofs  this  falls,  and  from  all  expedlation 
And  what  the  end  ftiall  be.  Heaven  only  yet  knows: 

Only  Iwifli,  and  hope.  But  I forget  ftill, 

Caji  a the  bait,  or  all  milcarries.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Gentille  with  a 'torch.^Shzh.Oonahove. 

Gent.  Holla,  Shalom. 

Sbal.  Who’s  there? 

G ent.  A word  from  the  Duke,  Sir. 

Shal.  Your  pleafure. 

Cent.  Tell  your  Lord  he  muft  to  Court  ftrait. 
shal.  He  is  ill  at  eafe:  and  prays  he  may  be  pardon’d 
The  occalions  of  this  night. 

Gent.  Belike  he  is  drunk  then  : 

He  muft  away,  the  Duke  and  his  fair  Lady, 

The  beauteous  Helena.,  are  now  at  Cent. 

Of  whom  file  has  fuch  fortune  in  her  carding. 

The  Duke  has  loft  a thoufand  Crowns,  and  fvvears. 

He  will  not  go  to  bed,  till  by  Lavall. 


The  Tide  of  lols  be  turn’d  again.  Awake  him. 

For ’tis  theplealure  ot  the  Duke  he  muft  rile. 

Sha.  Having  lb  ftri(ft  commancl  ^ Sir  ) to  the  contrary, 

1 dare  not  do  it : I befeech  your  pardon. 

Gent.  Arc  you  fure  he  is  there  ? 

Sha.  Yes. 

Gen.  And  afieep? 

Sha.  I think  fo. 

Gen.  And  are  you  fure  you  will  not  tell  him,  Sbalonl 
Sha.  Yes,  very  lure. 

Gen.  Then  I am  fure,  I will. 

Open,  or  1 muft  force, 

Sha.  Pray  ye  ftay,  he  is  not, 

Nor  will  notbethis  night.  You  may  excufeit. 

Gent.  I kneW'he  was  gone  about  Ibme  womans  labour. 

As  good  a neighbor,  though  1 lay  it,  and  as  comfortable : 
Many  fuch  more  we  need  Shalom.  Alas,  poor  Lady, 

Thou  art  like  to  lie  crofs-legg’d  to  night.  Good  Mcmficur, 

I will  excule  your  Mailer  for  this  once.  Sir, 

Becaufe  Ibmetimes  I have  lov’d  a wench  my  lelf  too. 

Sha.  ’Tisagood  hearing.  Sir. 

Gent.  But  for  yourlye, 

If  I had  you  here,  it  Ihould  be  no  good  hearing. 

For  your  pate  I would  pummel. 

Sha.  A fair  good  night.  Sir. 

Gent.  Goodnight,  thou  noble  Knight,  Sir  Pandarut. 

My  heart  is  cold  o’th’  liiddain,  and  a ftrange  dulnels 
PoflelTes  all  my  body ; thy  Will  be  done  Heaven.  Exit. 
Enter  Gabriella  and  Cafta : and MzrizTvitha  ’Taper. 

Cajia.  ’Faith  Friend,  I was  even  going  to  my  bed. 

When  your  Maid  told  me  of  your  Hidden  licknels: 

But  from  my  grave  ( fo  truly  I love  you  ) 

I think  your  name  would  raife  me  : ye  look  ill 
Since  laft  I faw  ye,  much  decay’d  in  colour : 

Yet  I thank  Heaven,  I find  no  fuch  great  danger 
As  your  Maid  frighted  me  withal;  take  courage 
And  give  your  ficknefs  courfe  ; Ibme  grief  you  have  got 
That  feeds  within  upon  your  tender  fpirits. 

And  wanting  open  way  to  vent  it  felf. 

Murders  your  mind,  andchoaks  up  all  yourfweetnels. 

Gah.  It  was  my  Maids  fault  i worthy  friend,  to  trouble  ye, 
So  late,  upon  fo  light  a caufe ; yet  fince  I have  ye 
Oh  my  dear  Cajia. 

Cajia.  Out  with  it,  Gods  name. 

Gab.  TheCloflet  of  my  heart,  I will  lock  here,  wench, 

Lavall  kjtockj  tvithin. 

And  things  lhall  make  ye  tremble.  Who’s  that  knocks  there? 
Adar.  ’Tis  Lavall. 

Gab.  Sit  you  ftill.  Let  him  in. 

I am  refolv’d,  and  all  you  wronged  women. 

You  noble  fpirits,  that  as  1 have  fuffer’d 
Linder  this  glorious  beaft-infultingman. 

Lend  me  your  caules,  then  your  cruelties. 

For  I muft  put  on  madnefs  above  women. 

Caji.  Why  do  you  look  fo  ghaftly  ? 

Gab.  Peace  i no  harm.  Deer. 

Enter  Lavall. 

Lav.  There,  take  my  cloak  a»d  fword  ; Where  is  this 
Afjr.  In  the  next  room,  (Banquet? 

Cajia.  How  came  he  here  ? Heaven  blels  me. 

Lav.  Give  me  Ibme  Wine  wench;,  fill  it  full,  and  fprightly. 
Gab.  Sit  ftill,  and  be  not  fearful. 

Lav.  Till  my  veins  fwell. 

And  my  ftrong  finews  ftretch  like  that  brave  Centaur., 

That  at  the  Table  fnatch’d  the  Bride  away 
In  fpight  of  Hercules. 

Ca^a.  lam  betraid. 

Lav.  Nay,  ftartnot  Ladyi  ’tisfof  you  that  I come, 

And  for  your  beauty  ; ’tis  for  you,  Lavall 
Honors  this  night  ^ to  you,  the  facred  Ihrine 
I humbly  bow,  offering  my  vows  and  prayers  •, 

To  you  I live. 

Gab.  In  with  the  powder  quickly  ; 

So,  that  and  the  Wine  will  rock  ye.  | 

Lav] 
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Oi"  the  mofl:  beauteous  and  divine,  fair 
The  fhar  of  fweetnels. 

Gah.  Fear  him  not.  I’ll  die  firH. 

And  who  (hail  pledge  ye  ? 

hav.  Thou  (halt,  thou  tann’d  Gipfey : 

And  vvorfliip  to  that  brightnefs  give,  cold  Tartar,^ 

By ye  fliall  not  ftir  •,  ye  are  my  Miftris, 

The  glory  of  my  love,  the  great  adventure, 

The  Miftris  of  my  heart,  and  (he  my  whore. 

Gal}.  Thou  ly’ft,  bafe,  beaftly  Lord  ^ drunker  then  anger, 
Thou  Ibvvfed  Lord,  got  by  a furfeit,  thou  lyed  bafcly. 
Nay,  ftir  not ; I dare  tell  thee  (o.  Sit  you  dill. 

If  I be  whore,  it  is  in  marrying  thee. 

That  arc  fo  abfoliite  and  full  a villain. 

No  Sacrament  can'  fave  that  piece  tied  to  thee. 

How  often  hafLtbou  woo’d  in  thofe  flatteries, 

Al  od  thofe  very  words,  my  condancie 
What  goddefs  have  I not  been,  or  what  goodnefs  ? 

What  dar  that  is  of  any  name  in  Heaven, 

Or  brightnefs  ? which  of  all  the  virtues 

(But  drunkennefs,  and  drabbing,  thy  two  morals) 

Have  not  I reach’d  to?  what  Spring  was  ever  fwceter? 
What  Scythian  fnow  fo  white?  what  crydal  chader? 

Is  not  thy  new  wife  now  the  fame  too?  Hang  thee, 

Bafe  Bigamid,  thou  honor  of  ill  women, 

Cajia.  How’s  this?  O!  Heaven  defend  me. 

Gah.  Thou  falt-itch. 

For  whom  no  cure  but  ever  burning  brimdone 
Can  be  imagin’d. 

Lav.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Gah.  Dod  thou  laugh,  thou  breaker 
Of  all  law,  all  religion,  of  all  faith 
Thou  Soule  contemner  ? j 

Lav.  Peace,  thou  paltry  woman : 

And  fit  by  me,  Sweet. 

Gah.  By  the  Devil  ? 

Lav.  Come, 

Andlull  me  with  delights 
Gab.  3t  works  amain  now. 

Lav.  Give  me  dich  kifles  as  the  Queen  of  (hadovvs 
Gave  to  the  (leeping  boy  (he  dole  on  Latmns-., 

Lc«k  round  about  in  fnakie  wreathes  clofe  folded, 

Thofe  rofie  arms  about  my  neck,  O ! V enus. 

Gab.  Fear  not,  I fay. 

Lav.  Thou  admirable  fweetnefs, 

Didill  thy  blcflings  like  thofe  (liver  drops, 

That  falling  on  fair  grounds,  rife  all  in  rofes : 

Shoot  me  a thoufand  darts  from  thofe  fair  eyes,  • • 

And  through  my  heart  t ransfix  ’em  all,  I’ll  dand  ’em. 

. Send  me  a thoufand  fmiles,  and  prcfently 
1 11  catch  ’em  in  mine  eyes,  and  by  Love’s  poAver 
1'urn’em  to  Cupids  all,  aad  fling  ’em  on  thee. 

How  high  Ihc  looks,  and  heavenly  I More  wine  for  me. 
Ca.  Give  him  more  wine,  and  good  friend  be  not  fearful. 
Lav.  Here  on  my  knpe,  thou  Goddels  of  delights. 

This  iudie  grape  I odcr  to  thy  Beauties ^ 

See  how  it  leaps  to  view  that  perfeift  redneis 
Thatdwels  upon  thy  lips:  now,  how  it  blulhes 
f To  be  outbludi’d.  Oh  ! let  me  feed  my  fancie, 
t And  as  1 hold  the  purple  god  in  one  hand 
j Dancing  about  the  brim’/  and  proudly  fwelling, 

' Deck’d  in  the  pride'of  nature  young,  and  blowing. 

So  let  me  take  faif  Semele  in  the  other,  _ - a » 

And  fiiig  the  loves  of  gods,  then  drink,  their  Ncttar  s 
Not  yet  clefir’d. 

Cajia.  Oh  ! 

Lav.  Then  like  luftie  Tarquin' 

Turn’d  into  flames  with  Lucrece  coy  denyals, 

His  blood  and  fpirit  equally  ambitious, 

I (bree  thee  for  my  own. 

Cajia.  O help  me  Juftice : * 

Help  me,  my  Chaftitie. 

Lav.  Now  lam  bravely  quarried.  TeroLt  above. 

Per.  ’Tis  my  Sifter. 


5S? 

Gab.  No,  bawdy  (lave,  no  Treacher,  (he  is  not  carried- 
«T.  She  s loofe  again,  and  gone.  I’ll  keep  my  placeftilJ. 
Mar.  Now  It  works  bravely:  (land,  he  cannot  hurt  ye- 
Lav.  O my  fweet  Love,  my  life.  f/f  falls. 

He  finks.  io.ne,andM.. 

Lav.  My  blelTing, 

Mar.  So,  now  he  is  fafe  a while. 

Gab.  Lock  all  the  doors,  wench. 

Then  for  my  wrongs. 

Per.  Now  I’ll  appear  to  know  all. 

Gab.  Be  quick,  quick,  good  Marie,  fure  and  fudden. 

Per.  Stay,  I muft  in  firft. 

Gab.  O’  my  coafcience  ! 

It  is  young  Perolet:  Ohmy  ftungconfcicnce  ! 

It  is  my  firft  and  nobleft  Love. 

Mar.  Leave  wondring, 

And  recoiled  your  felf : the  man  is  living. 

Equally  wrong’d  as  you,  and  by  that  Devil. 

Per.  ’Tis  mod  true,  Lady  : your  unhappy  fortune 
I grieve  for  as  mine  own,  your  fault  forgive  too, 

It  it  be  one.  Thisis  no  time  for  kifles: 

I have  heard  all,  and  known  all,  which  mine  ears 
Are  crack’d  apieces  with,  and  my  heart  pcrifli’d. 

I (aw  him  in  your  chamber,  faw  his  fury. 

And  am  a fire  till  1 have  found  his  heart  out. 

What  do  you  mean  to  do?  for  I’ll  make  one. 

Gab.  To  make  his  death  more  horrid  ( for  he  (hall  dye  ) 
Per.  He  mnft,  he  miifl-. 

We’ll  watch  him  till  he  wakes, 

Then  bind  him,  and  then  torture  him. 

Per.  ’Tis  nothing. 

No,  take  him  dead  drunk  now  without  repentance. 

His  leachery  inleam’d  upon  him. 

Gab,  Excellent. 

Per.  I’ll  do  it  my  felf-,  and  when  ’tis  done,  provide  ye, 
For  we’ll  away  for  Italy  this  night. 

Gab.  We’ll  follow  thorow  all  hazards. 

Per.  Oh  falfeLofd, 

Unmanly,  mifehievous  •,  how  I could  curfe  thee^ 

But  that  but  blafts  thy  fame  •,  have  at  thy  heart,  fool : 
Loop-holes  I’ll  make  enough  to  let  thy  life  out. 

Lav.  Oh ! does  the  devil  ride  me  ? 

Per.  Nay  then. 

Lav.  Murder. 

Nay,  then  take  my  (hare  too. 

Per.  Help  •,  oh ! he  has  (lain  me. 

Bloudy  intentions  muft  have  bload. 

Lav.  Hah  ? 

Per.  Heaven. 

Gab.  He  finks,  he  finks,  forever  finks:  ohfortune  ! 
Ohforrow!  how  like  feas  thou  floweft  upon  me? 

Here  will  I dwell  for  ever.  Weep  Maria, 

Weep  this  young  man’s  misfortune : oh  thoutrueft  ! 

Enter  Spirit^ 

lav.  What  have  I done  ? 

Spir.  That  that  has  mark’d  thy  foul  man. 

Lav.  And  art  thou  come  again  thou  dlfmal  fpirit  ? 

Spir..  Yes,  to  devour  thy  laft. 

Lav.  Mercy  upon  thee, 

Spir.  Thy  hour  is  come:  fuccellion,  honor,  pleafure. 

Ana  all  the  luftre  thou  fo  long  haft  look’d  tor 
Muft  here  have  end : Summon  thy  fms  before  thee. 

Lav.  Oh  my  af&ighted  foul ! 

Spir.  There  lies  a black  one 
Thy  own  belt  fervant  by  thy  own  hand  (lain. 

Thy  drnnkennds  procur’d  it : There’s  another; 

Think  of  fair  Gabriella,  there  (he  weeps  ■, 

And  fuch  tears  are  not  loft. 

Lav.  Ohmiferable! 

Spir.  Thy  foul  intention  to  the  virtuous 
Lav.  No  more,  no  more,  thou  wild-fire. 

A a a a ' Spir. 
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Sfir.  Laft,  thy  lalt  wife. 

Think  on  the  wrong  ihe  fuffers. 

Lav.  O my  miferie . 

Oh  ! whither  lhall  1 flie 

Spir.  Thou  haft  no  faith,  fool. 

Heark  to  thy  knell.  Sings,  and  vanijhes. 

Lav.  Millions  of  fins  mufter  about  mine  eyes  now ; 
Murders,  ambitions,  luft,  falle  faiths  O horror, 

In  whata  ftormie  form  of  death  thou  rid’H  now  ! 

Me  thinks  I fee  all  tortures,  fires,  and  frofts. 

Deep  finking  caves,  where  nothing  but  defpair  dwels, 

The  balefull  birds  of  night  hovering  about  ’em^ 

A grave,  me  thinks,  now  opens,  and  a herfe 
Hung  with  my  Arms  tumbles  into  it ; oh  ! 

Oh!  my  afflifted  foul;  I cannot  pray, 

And  the  leaft  child  that  has  but  goodnefs  in  him 
May  ftrike  my  head  off-,  fo  ftupid  are  my  powers ; 
ril  lift  mine  eyes  up  though. 

Mar.  Ceafe  thefe  laments. 

They  are  too  poor  for  vengeaance : Lavall  lives  yet. 

Gab.  Then  thus  I drie  all  forrows  from  thefe  eyes. 

Fury  ar  rage  pofiefs  ’em  now : damn’d  divell. 

Lar  -dah  ? 

Cub,  This  for  young  Ferolot. 

.av.  O mercy,  mercy. 

Gab.  This  for  my  wrongs. 

Lav.  But  one  fliort  hour  to  cure  me. 

Knoc}^  xoithin. 

C ' not  cruell ; Oh!  oh. 

at.  Heark,  they  knock. 

M.;!ve  haft  for  Heavens  fake,  Miftris. 

Gab.  '^his  for  Ca^ia. 

77/.  Oh,0,  O,  O!  Hedies. 

M He’s  dead : come  quickly,  let ’s  away  with  him, 
’T  vvill  be  too  late  elfe. 

Gab.  Help,  help  up  to  th’  chamber. 

Exeunt  with  Lavalls  body. 

Enter  Vuke,  Hellena , Gentile , Cafia  , and  attendants, 
with  lights. 

What  frights  are  thefe? 

Gent.  I em  fure  here ’s  one  paft  frighting. 

Bring  the  lights  neerer : I have  enough  alreadie. 

Out,  out,  "'le  eyes.  Look,  Cajla. 

’Ll-  -y^Perolot, 

Vuke.  When  came  he  over?  Hold  the  Gentlewoman, 

_ n .J  ri£s1 


fhe  finks ; and  bear  hei 


Caji.  O my  dear  brother  1 
Gent.  There  is  a time  for  all  •,  for  i 
And  very  Ihortly.  Murdred  ? 

Gabriella^  Maria.,  with  Lavalls  body,  above 


Exit. 

I hope,  too. 


Thus  let  me  feek  my  grave,  and  my  fhames  with  me. 

Mar.  Nor  fhalt  thou  go  alone  my  noble  Miftris  : 

Why  fhould  I live,  and  thou  dead  ? 

Lord.  Save  the  wench  there. 

Mar.  She  is,  I hope  ^ and  all  my  fins  here  written, 

Vuk^.  This  was  a fatal  night. 

Gent.  Heaven  has  his  working. 

Which  we  cannot  contend  againft. 

Vuke.  Alas  ! 

Gent.  Your  Grace  has  your  alas  too. 

Vuke.  Would ’t  were  equal 
For  thou  haft  loft  an  honelt  noble  childe. 

Gent.  ’T  is  heir  enough  has  loft  a good  remembrance. 

Vuke.  See  all  their  bodies  buried  decently. 

Though  fome  deferv’d  it  not.  How  do  you,  Lady  ? 

Hell.  Even  with  your  Graces  leave,  ripe  for  a Monafterie  *, 
There  will  I wed  my  life  to  tears  and  prayers. 

And  never  know  what  man  is  more. 

Duke.  Your  plealure^ 

How  does  the  maid  within  ? 

Lord.  She  is  gone  before.  Sir, 

The  lame  courfe  that  my  Lady  takes. 

Gent.  And  my  courfe  lhall  be  my  Beads  at  home  fo 
Pleafe  your  Grace  to  give  me  leave  to  leave  the  Court. 

Vukp.  In  peace.  Sir, 

And  take  my  love  along. 

Gent.  1 ftiall  pray  for  ye. 

Vul^e.  Now  to  our  felves  retire  we,  and  begin 
By  this  example  to  corredl:  each  fin.  Exeunt. 

Flourijh. 

King.  Em.  By  this  we  plainly  view  the  two  impofthumes 
That  choke  a kingdoms  welfare  Eafe,  and  Wantonnels 
In  both  of  which  Lavall  was  capital ; 

For  firft,  Eafe  ftole  away  his  minde  from  honor. 

That  aftive  noble  thoughts  had  kept  ftill  working. 

And  then  deliver’d  him  to  drink  and  women, 

Luft  and  outragious  riot , and  what  their  ends  are. 

How  infamous  and  foul,  we  fee  example. 

Therefore,  that  great  man  that  will  keep  his  name, 

And  gain  his  merit  out  of  Vinues  fchools, 

Muft  make  the  pleafiires  of  the  world  his  fools. 

Flourijh, 

T/^eTRIUMPH. 

Enter  Mujtcians : next  them,  Perolot  mth  the  wound 
he  died  with.  Then  Gabriel  la  and  Maria,  with  their 
wounds : aftet  them,  four  Furies  with  Bannerets  in- 
criEd  Revenge, Murder,  Luft  and  Drunkennefs,  find- 
ing. Next  them,  Lavall  wounded.  Then  Chariot  with 
Death,  drawn  by  the  Dejiinier.  FlotnriJI), 


Vuke.  Who ’s  above  there  ? 

Gab.  Look  up,  and  fee. 

Vuke.  What  may  this  mean  ? 

Gab.  Behold  it  ^ 

Behold  the  drunken  murderer 
Of  that  young  Gentlem  an  behold  the  rankeft, 

The  vileft,  bafeft  Have  that  ever  flourifti’d. 

Vuke.  Who  kill’d  him? 

Gab.  L,  and  there’s  the  caule  I did  it: 

Read,  if  your  eyes  will  give  you  leave. 

Bell.  Oh  1 monftrous. 

Gab.  Nay,  out  it  fiiall ; there,  take  this  falfe  heart  to  ye  •, 
The  bafe  dilhonor  of  a thoufimd  women : 

Keep  it  in  gold,  Duke,  ’tis  a precious  jewel. 

Now  to  my  felf^  for  1 have  liv’d  a fair  age. 

Longer  by  fbme  moneths  then  I had  a mind  to. 

Vuk^e.  Hold. 

Gab.  Here,  young  Perolot  my  firft  contrafted 
True  love  lhall  never  go  alone. 

Vuke.  Hold,  Gabriella. 

I do  forgive  all. 

Gab.  1 iball  die  the  better. 


Enter  PROLOGUE., 

From  this  fad  fight  a fend  your  noblf  eye. 

And  fee  old  Time  helping  triumphantly. 

Helping  his  Majier  Man : view  here  his  vanities 
And  fee  his  falfe  friends  like  thoje  glutted  fyest 
That  when  they  've fuckj  their  fill,  fall  off,  and  fade 
From  all  remembrance  of  him,  like  a fhade, 
Andlafi,  view  who  relieves  hih'-,  and  that  gone. 
We  hope  your  favour,  and  our  Play  is  done, 

Flourifh. 

Enter  Anthropos,  Veftre,  and  Vain  Delight  Bounty. 

Ant.  What  haft  thou  done,  Vefire,  and  how  imploy’d 
The  charge  I gave  thee,  about  levying  wealtli 
For  our  fiipplies? 


Vefire.  j 
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Vefire.  I have  done  all,  yet  nothing  : 

Tri’d  all,  and  all  my  ways,  yet  all  mifearried  • 

1 here  dwells  a Ibrdid  dulnefs  in  their  mindcs 
Thou  Jon  of  earth,  colder  then  that  thou  art  made  of, 

1 came  to  Crafty  found  all  his  hooks  about  him, 

And  all  hjs  nets  bailed  and  fet , his  flic  fell: 

And  greedie  Lucre  at  a ierious  conference 
\A/hich  way  to  tie  the  world  within  their  flatutcs; 

Bufmels  of  all  fldes  and  of  all  Ibrts  fwarming 
Like  Bees  broke  loofe  in  fummer  : 1 declared 
Your  will  and  want  together,  both  inforcing 
With  all  the  power  and  pains  I had,  lo  reach  him; 

Yet  ail  /cll  Ihort.  ’ 

Anth.  His  anfwer. 

Defire.  This  he  gave  me. 

Your  wants  are  never  ending  ^ and  thofe  fupplies 
That  came  to  flop  thole  breaches,  are  ever  lavilht 
Before  they  reach  the  main,  in  toys  and  trifles, 

Gew-gaws,  and  gilded  puppets:  Vain  delight'^ 

He  fays  has  ruin’d  ye,  with  clapping  all 

That  comes  in  for  fupport,  on  clothes,  and  Coaches, 

Periumes,  and  powder’d  pates and  that  your  Miltris, 

The  Lady  Fleafure^  like  a fea  devours 

At  length  both  you  and  him  too.  If  you  have  houles, 

Or  land,  or  jewels,  for  good  pawn,  he’ll  hear  you, 

And  will  be  readie  to  fupplie  occalions  j 
It  not,  he  locks  his  ears  up,  and  grows  ftupid. 

From  him,  I v\/ent  to  Vanity,  whom  I found 
Attended  by  en  endlefs  troop  of  Tailors, 

Mercers,  Embroiderers,  Feather-makers,  Fumers, 

All  occupations  opening  like  a Mart, 

That  ferve  to  rig  the  body  out  with  braverie; 

And  th’  row  the  roome  new  falhions  flew  like  flyes, 
ki  thoufand  gaudie  fhapes  •,  Fride  waiting  on  her. 

And  bull!/  liirveying  all  the  breaches 

Time  and  delaying  Nature  had  wrought  in  her, 

Which  {fill  with  art  Ihe  piec’d  again,  and  ftrengthened  • 

I told  your  wants  ^ flie  Ihew’d  me  gowns  and  head-tires, 
Imbroider’d  waftcoats,  fmocks  feam’d  thorow  with  cut- 
works, 

Scarfs,  mantles,  petticoats,  muffs,  powders,  paintings. 
Dogs,  monkeys,  parrots,  which  all  feemed  to  Ihew  me 
The  way  her  money  went.  From  her  to  Pleafure 
I took  my  journey. 

Anth.  And  w'hat  fays  our  befl;  Miltris? 

Defire.  She  danc’d  me  out  this  anfwer  prelently  : 

Revels  and  !\lafques  had  drawn  her  drie  alreadie. 

I met  old  Lime  too,  mowing  mankind  down, 

. Who  fays  you  are  too' hot,  and  he  mull  purge  ye. 

Anth.  A cold  quietus.  Miferable  creatures, 

Born  to  fupport  and  beautifie  your  mailer. 

The  godlike  man,  fet  here  to  do  me  fervice. 

The  children  of  my  will  j why,  or  how  dare  ye. 

Created  to  my  ufe  alone,  difgrace  me  ? 

Beafts  have  more  courtilie  •,  they  live  about  me. 

Offering  their  w'arm  wooll  to  the  Ihearers  hand. 

To  clothe  me  with  their  bodies  to  my  labours  j 
Nay,  even  their  lives  they  daily  facrifice. 

And  proudly  prel's  with  garlands  to  the  altars. 

To  fill  the  gods  oblations.  Birds  bow  to  me. 

Striking  their  downie  fails  to  do  me  fervice, 

Their  fweet  airs  ever  ccchoing  to  mine  honor. 

And  to  my  reft  their  plumie  fofts  they  fend  me. 

Filhes,  and  plants,  and  all  where  life  inhabits. 

But  mine  own  curled  kind,  obey  their  ruler  j 
Mine  have  forgot  me,  miferable  mine, 
into  whofe  ftonie  hearts,  negledl  of  dutie, 

Squint-ey’d  deceit,  and  ielf-love,  are  crept  clolely : 

None  feel  my  wants,  not  one  mend  with  me. 

Pefire.  None;  Sir? 

Ant.  Thou  haft  forgot  ( Defre  ) thy  bell  hkndjFlatterie  *, 
He  cannot  Jail  me. 

Delight.  Fail?  he  will  fell  limfelf. 

And  all  within  his  power,  dole  to  his  skin  firft. 


Defire.  I thought  lo  too,  and  made  him  ray  firft  venture 
But  found  him  in  a young  Lords  car  ib  bufie 
So  like  a fmiling  fliowr  pouring  his  foul  ’ 

In  at  his  portals,  his  face  in  a thoufand  figures 
Catching  the  vain  mind  of  the  men : 1 pull’d  him, 

But  Hill  he  hung  like  birdlime  ^ fpoke  unto  him. 

His  anfwer  Hill  was.  By  the  Lord,  Eveet  Lord, 

And  By  my  foul,  thou  m-after-piece  of  honor; 

Nothing  could  Have  him  oH ; he  has  heard  your  flood’s  gone  • 
And  on  decaying  things  he  fddom  fmiles,  Sir.  ’ 

Anth.  Then  here  1 break  up  Hate,  and  free  niy  fo'Iowers 
Putting  my  fortune  now  to  T/me,  and  Juiiice:  ’ 

Go  feek  new  maHers  now  • for  Anthropos 
Negledled  by  his  friends,  mull  feek  new  fortunes. 

Defire.,  to  Avarice  I here  commend  thee, 

Where  thou  may’ll  live  at  full  bent  of  thy  wilhes: 

And  V ain  Delight,  thou  feeder  of  my  follies 
With  light  fantafticknefs,  be  thou  in  favour. 

To  leave  thee,  Bountie,  my  moll  worth ie  fervant. 

Troubles  me  more  then  my  own  miferv ; 

But  we  mull  part;  go  plant  thy  felf,  my  bell  friend. 

In  honorable  hearts  that  truely  know  thee 
And  there  live  ever  like  thy  felf,  a virtue:^ 

But  leave  this  place,  and  feek  the  Countrey, 

For  Law,  and  luft,  like  fire  lick  all  up  here. 

Now  none  but  Poverty  mull  follow  me, 

Defpis’d  patch’d  Poverty  ■,  and  we  tw  o married. 

Will  feek  Simplicity.,  Content  and  Peace  out. 

Enter  Poverty, 

And  live  with  them  in  e.xile.  How  uncall’d  on 
My  true  friend  comes ! 

Poverty.  Here,  hold  thee,  Anthropos, 

Thou  art  almoH  arm’d  at  refl.^  put  th-s  on, 

A penitential  robe,  to  purge  thy  pkaliires  : 

Off  with  that  vanicie. 

Anth.  Here,  Vain  Delight, 

And  with  this  afl  my  parr,  to  thee  again 
Of  thee  I freely  render. 

Pov.  Take  this  ftafl  now. 

And  be  more  conftant  to  your  fteps  hereafter  : 

The  ftafl  is  Staidnefs  of  affeCuons. 

A way  you  painted  flyes,  that  with  mans  fummet  • 

Take  life  and  heat  buzzing  about  his  blollbms-. 

When  growing  full,  ye  turn  to  Caterpillcrs, 

Gnawing  the  root  that  gave  you  life.  Fly  lhadow's. 

Exeunt  defire  and  delight. 
Now  to  Content  I’ll  give  thee,  Anthropos, 

To  Refi  and  Peace : no  vanitie  dwells  there ; 

Defire  and  Pleafure,  to  delude  thy  mind  more 
No  Flatteries  fmooth-fil’d  tongue  fliall  poilbn  thee. 

Anth.  O!  Jupiter,  if  I have  ever  ofler’d 
Upon  thy  burning  Altars  but  one  Sacrifice 
Thou  and  thy  fair-ey’d  Juno  fmil’d  upon ; 

If  ever,  to  thine  honor,  bounteous  feafts, 

Where  all  thy  ftatuas  fweet  with  wine  and  incenfe. 

Have  by  the  Ion  of  earth  been  celebrated  ; 

Hear  me  ( the  child  of  fhame  now  ) hear  thou  helper. 
And  take  my  wrongs  into  thy  hands,  thou  jaftice 
Done  by  unmindful  man,  unmerciful, 

Againft  his  mafter  done,  againfl  thy  order 
And  raife  again,  thou  father  of  all  honor, 

I'lie  poor  deljpis’d,  but  yet  thy  nobleft  creature. 

Raife  from  his  ruincs  once  more  this  funk  Cedar, 

That  all  may  fear  thy  powder,  and  1 proclaim  it.  Exeunt. 

Jupiter  and  ADreury  defeend  feveraVy.  "trumpets 
fmall  above. 

Jup.  Ho ! Mercury,  my  winged  Ion. 

Mer.  Your  fervant. 

Jup.  Whofe  power-fill  prayers  were  thofe  that  reach’d 
our  ears, 

A a a a 2 arm’d 
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c;  c;5  Four  Tlaycf,  or  Moral!  Reprefentations , in  one. 

I Arm’d  ill  nicli  IpeJlsof  pity  no ,v  ? 

Mrr.  Tiiclhci  petitions 

Of  the  fcorn’dlon  o ' earth,  thegoJ-!ike  Anthmprrs., 

He  that  has  iwell’d  your  facred  fires  with  iiicenfe, 
i And  pil’d uponyour  Altars  a thoufand  iteifers', 

He  that(  beguil’d  by  Vanity  and  Plsajure.^ 

Pef:re.,  Crafty  Flattery.,  and  fmooth  Hypocrifie  ) 

Stands  nov/  defpis’dand  ruin’d,  left  to  Poverty. 

Jup.  It  mule  not  be  •,  he  was  no:  rais’d  for  mine  ^ 

Kor  (hall  thole  hands  heav’d  at  my  Altars,  periili : 

He  isournobleft  creature.  Flee  to  Time^ 

And  charge  him  prefently  relcale  the  bands 

Of  Poverty  and  ^Vant  this  liiitor  finks  in-: 

Tell  him,  among  the  Sun-burnt  Indians-., 

That  know  no  other  wealth  but  Peace  and  pleafure, 

She  Hiall  find  golden  PUtuis.,  god  of  riches. 

Who  idly  is  ador’d,  the  innocent  people 

Not  knowing  yet  what  power  and  weight  he  carries ; 

Bid  him  compellhim  to  his  right  ufe,  honor, 

And  prefently  to  live  with  Anthropos-. 

It  is  our  W'iil.  Away. 

Mer.  1 do  obey  it. 

Jupiter  and  Mercmy  afeend  a^ain. 

Mufick.  Plutus,  froojo  0/ Indians,  fmging  and 

dancing  n'ildly  about  him,  and  borving  to  him  : rvhich 
ended,  Inter  Time. 

T/'wc.Rife,  and  away,  ’’thjoves  command. 

Pint.  I will  not: 

Ye  havefome  fool  to  furniiTi  now-,  Ibme  Midas 

That  to  nopurpofe  1 mull;  choak  with  riches; 

Who  rnuft  1 goto? 

lime.  To  the  ion  of  earth  y 

He  wants  the  god  of  wealth. 

Pint.  Let  him  want  ftill; 

I was  too  lately  with  him,  almoft  torn 

Into  ten  thoufand  pieces  by  his  followers: 

1 could  not  deep,  but  Craft  Ot  Vanity 

W'  ere  filing  oh  my  fingers noteat,  for  fear 

Pleajure  would  call:  her  felf  into  my  belly. 

And  there  furprize  my  heart. 

1 lime,  Thefc  have  forfaken  him  : 

Make  hahe  then,  thou  mult  with  me  : be  not  angry. 

For  fear  a greater  anger  light  upon  thee. 

Pint.  I do  obey  then  : but  change  my  figure  y 

For  w hen  I willingly  befriend  a creature. 

Goodly,  and  full  of  glory  I lliew  to  him  •, 

! But  when  I am  compell’d,  old,  and  decrepi  J, 
i 1 halt,  and  hang  upon  myftafT.  Farewell,  friends, 

1 I will  not  be  long  from  ye  y all  my  fervants 

1 leave  among  ye  hill,  and  my  chief  riches. 

Exeunt  Indians  mth  a dance, 

\ Oh  lime,  what  innocence  dwells  here,  what  goodnefs! 
They  know  me  not,  nor  hurt  me  not,  yet  hug  me. 

Away,  I’ll  follow  thee : but  not  too  fah,  T ime. 

Exeunt  Plutus  and  Thm. 

Enter  Anthropos,  Honejly,  Simplicity,  Humility,  Poverty. 

Humil.  Man,  be  not  fad,  nor  let  this  divorce 

From  Mundus,  and  his  many  ways  of  pleafure, 

( Affiih  thv  Ipirits  •,  which  confider  d rightly 

W'  iih  inward  eyes,  makes  thee  arrive  at  happy. 

Pt!v.  For  now  what  danger  or  deceit  can  reach  thee? 
What  matter  left  for  Craft  or  Covetize 

To  plot  againlt  thee?  what  Veftre  to  burn  thee? 

Honed.  Oh  fen  of  earth,  let  Honefy  pofiefs  theey 

Be  as  thou  wah  intended,  like  thy  Maker  y 

See  thorow  thofe  gawdy  lliadow's,  that  like  dreams 

Ha  e dwelt  upon  thee  long  : call  up  thy  goodnefs. 

Thy  mind  and  man  with  thee,  that  lie  fliipwrack’d. 

And  then  how  thin  and  vain  thefe  fond  affedions. 

How  lame  this  worldly  love,  how  lump-like  raw 

And  ill  digefted  all  thefe  vanities 

Vvfill  fliew,  let  Reafuntdl  thee, 

SimpL  Crown  thy  mind 

Vfith  that  above  the  worlds  wealth,  joyful  fnlP’rlng, 

And  truly  be  the  malter  of  thy  lelf. 

Which  is  the  noblefi:  Empire  y and  there  Hand 
Thethiug-thouwert  ordain’d,  and  let  to  govern. 

Pov.  Come,  let  us  fing  the  worlds  flianie hear  us,  An-  i 
tbropos.  . 

Song:  And  then  Enter  Time  andVlntm.  \ 

Hon.  Away  y we  are  betrayd. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Poverty. 

lime.  Get  thou  too  after. 

Thou  needy  bare  companion  y go  forever. 

For  ever,  I conjure  thee : make  no  anfwer. 

Exit  Poverty, 

A nth.  What  mak’lt  thou  here.  Time  ? thou  that  to  this 
Minute,  never  fcood  Ifill  by  me  /“ 

Time,  1 have  brought  thee  fuccour  y 

And  now  catch  hold,  lam  thine:  The  god  of  riches 
(Compeli’d  by  him  that  law  thy  miferies. 

The  ever  juft  and  wakefuf  Jove,  at  length  ) 

Is  come  iiiito  thee : ufe  him  as  thine  own  y 

For  'tis  the  doom  of  Heaven-:  hemuft  obey  thee. 

Anth.  Have  1 found  pity  then  ? ^ 

lime.  Thou  halb  y and  Jujiice 

Againlt  thofe  falfe  leducers  of  thine  honor : 

Come,  give  him  prefent  helps. 

Exit  Time. 

, Indufry  and  the  Arts  difeovered. 

Plut.  Come  Induftry,  * 

Thou  friend  of  life  y and  ne.xt  to  thee,  rrfe  Labour  *, 

Plutus  fiamps.  Labour  r//fx. 
Riile  prefently:  and  now  to  your  employments  y 

But  firlt  conducl  this  mortal  to  the  rock. 

1 hey  carry  Anthropos  #<7  Rock,, 
and  fall  a digging, 

W’hat  feeft  thou  now? 

Plutus  (irikps  the  Rock,, 
and  fames  fiie  out, 

Anth.  A glorious  Mine  of  Metal. 

Oh  Jupiter,  my  thanks..  : 

Plut.  Tome  a little. 

Anth.  And  to  the  god  of  wealth,  my  Sacrifice. 

Plut.  Nay,  then  1 am  rewarded.  Take  heed  now,  Son, 
You  are  afloat  again,  hlF  Mundus  catch  ye. 

Anth.  Nev^-betray  me  more.  ! 

Plut.  I mun:  to  India, 

From  whence  I came,  where  my  main  wealth  lies  buried. 

And  thefe  miift  with  me.  Take  that  Book  and  Mattock, 

And  by  thofe,  know  to  live  again. 

Exeunt  Plutus,  Induftry,  Labour,  &t. 

Anth.  I lliall  do. 

Enter  Fame  founding, 

(jhropos 

Fame.  Thorow  .all  the  world,  the  fortune  of  great  An, 
Be  known  and  wonder’d  at  •,  his  riches  envy’d 

As  far  as  Sun  or  Time  is  y his  power  fear’d  too. 

Exeunt, 

M U S I C K. 

Enter  Delight^  Pleafure,  Lucre,  Craft,  Vanity,  &c.  dan- 
cing ( and  Masqu^d)  torvards  the  Rock,,  oftring  fervice 
/o  Anthropos.  from  above.  Mufick,  heard.  One 

half  of  a cloud  drawn.  Singers  are  difeovered  : then  the 
other  half  drawn,  ^W]fitQvJeen  in  glory. 

Mer.  Take  heed,  weak  man,  thofe  are  the  fins  that 
funk  thee  : 

Trup 

Four  T^layes^  or  Mor all  %eprejent,‘at ions /tn  one. 


’em  no  more  : kneel,  and  give  thanks  to  Jupiter. 
Amh.  Oh  mighty  power ! 

Jup.  Unmask,  ye  gilded  poilbns: 

Now  look  upon ’em,  Ibn  of  earth,  and  fhame  ’em. 
Now  fee  the  faces  of  thy  evil  Angels, 

Lead  ’em  to  T/w.'’,  and  let  ’em  fill  his  Triumph: 

Their  memories  be  here  forgot  for  ever. 

Antb.  Oh  juft  great  god  ! how  many  lives  of  fervice. 
What  ages  only  given  to  thine  honor. 

What  infinites  of  vows,  and  holy  prayers, 

Can  pay  my  thanks  ? 

Jtip.  Rile  up : and  to  alTure  thee 
That  never  more  thoiifnalt  feel  want.  Strike  Mercury. 
Strike  him  , and  by  that  ftroke  he  fhall  for  ever 
Live  in  that  rock  of  Gold,  and  ftill  enjoy  it. 

Be’c  done,  I fay.  Now  fing  in  honor  of  him. 


SONG. 

EutertheTriumph.Firfl.^thi  Muficians:  //w/Vain  Delight, 
Pleafure, Craft,  Lncre,  Vanity,  and  other  of  the  Vices] 
Then  a Chsriot  rrith  the  perfin  o/Time  fitting  in  it., 
drawn  by  four  perfons,  reprefenting  Hours,  finging. 

Exeunt.  Fiuurijb. 

King  Em.  By  this  we  note  ( fweet-heart ) in  Kings 

("and  Princes 

A weaknefs,  even  in  fpite  of  all  their  wifdoms. 

And  often  to  be  mafter’d  by  abnfes : 

Our  natures  here  deftrib’d  too,  and  what  humors 
Prevail  above  our  Realbns  to  undo  us. 

But  this  the  laft  and  beft.  When  no  friend  ftands. 

The  gods  are  merciful,  and  lend  their  hands. 

F lourijh. 


NOvp  as  the  Husbandman,  vphofe  Cojls  and  Fain, 
Whofe  Hopes  and  Helps  lie  buried  in  his  (jraiuy 
awaiting  a happy  Spring  to  ripen  full 
His  longd^for  Harvefl^  to  the  Reapers  pulip 
^tandwe  expeUing,  having  foWn  our  (ground 
With  fo  much  charge,  Q the  fruit  fulnejs  not  found  ^ 

The  Harveflof  our  Labours:  For  ive  kposp 
You  are  our  Spring  • and  ss^hen  you  fmile,  v^e  grori^ 

Shfor  Charge  nor  Fain,  (hall  bind  us  from  your  Fleafures, 
So  you  but  lend  your  hands  to  fU  our  Adeafuresi 
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